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PREFACE.

IN the old parish of Epwortli, in Lincolnshire, England, lived the earnest, eccentric,

and scholarly father, and the gifted, wise, and consecrated mother, of the illustrious

John and Charles Wesley.
The story of Samuel Wesley's ministry at Epwortli, extending over a period of

thirty-nine years—from 1696 to 1735—is alive with interest. The people whom he
served were, for the most part, poor, ignorant, coarse, and cruel. Those were days of

political strife, when missiles and firebrands were used as arguments. The godly rector,

unflinching in his devotion to conviction, paid the price of his fidelity.

In poverty most oppressive; in conflicts most bitter; in labors most abundant, did
the old rectory of Epwortli hold and train the remarkable famiij'^ from which were
to come forth two of the most widely-known and most successful workers in the Church
of God—the one a preacher and bishop, the other a writer of sacred hymns. By sermon
and song, they two went forth to make known to the world the exceeding glory add
the saving power of the Lord Jesus; to defend by Scripture the great doctrines of

redemption, and by persuasive song to win the hearts of men from sin to righteousneiss,

from self to Christ.

However grand the work and its results, we must not forget that the beginnings
and the most valuable preparations were at Epworth, where Samuel Wesley studied aud
prayed and served, and where Susannah Wesley trained her children, counseled her
husband, instructed their parishioners, and walked with God. Before Oxford was
Epworth. Before Bristol and City Road Chapel was Epworth.

The poetic fire burned in Samuel Wesley. It reached white heat in the soul of his

son Charles, "who was a poet by nature and habit," and of whose ])roductions a

distinguished critic says: "There are no hymns in the world of such ' spontaneous de-

votion;' none so loftily spiritual; none so unmistakably genuine aud intensely earnest,

as the best-known and largely-used of Wesley's."*
John Wesley was also a writer of hymns, a lover of poetry, and a linn believer in the

service of song as a means of grace for saints, and of awakening for sinners. He urged
all the people to sing. He gave wise directions concerning the spirit and manner of

singing, and his followers in all parts of the world have been famous for the ardor and
power with which they have sung the praises of the Lord.

All this carries us back to Epworth, where, in addition to the songs of the rectory at

family worship, we hear from the church the songs of the people as the faithful rector

taught them to sing. The biographer of "The Mother of the Wesleys" says: " Samuel
Wesley regarded psalmody as 'the most elevated part of public worship.' Notwdth-
standing his love for 'anthems and cathedral music,' he was willing to forego his own
preferences for the sake of his uneducated flock, and allowed ' the novel way of parochi-

al singing.' . . . Discarding the lazy and inharmonious drawlings of a choir of ignorant

and self-important rustics, he resolutely set himself to teach the congregation and
children the divine art of sacred song. His efforts were so successful that he declares
' they did sing well after it had cost a pretty deal to teach them.' "

Thus from the Epworth church and parsonage rang out strains of music that have
attracted the attention of the world; filled chapel, cathedral, and tented grove with
melody; lifted the cry of penitence and the shout of triumph to the heavens; filled

* The Rev. Frederic M. Bird, in " Bibliotheca Sacra." 1S64.
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PREFACE.

the mouths of childien with i)raise, tlie hearts of believers witli joy, the chamber of

death with the pitans of victor3\

The Committee appointed in pursuance of the action of tlie General Conference to

prepare this book, has done well iu calling it The Epwokth Hymnal. Besides a

certain euphony in the title, there come with it reverent and grateful thoughts concern-

ing the character and services of the most excellent father of the Wesleys, and that

modern Jlonica, whose strength and loveliness, whose piety and scholarship, are so

manifest in the sous whom generations liouor. There come also with the title

—

The
Epwokth Hymnal—memories of family i)rayer and family songs, of neighbors gathered

by the devout Susannah on Sunday afternoons for special services of prayer, praise, and
admonition, and of the meetings in Epworth church for the training of all the people,

old and young, to sing the songs of the sanctuary.

The Committee, to which the work of comjnling The Epwokth Hymnal was
assigned, is as follows: Rev. ,1. H. Vincent, Rev. J. S. Chauwick, James M'Gee,
John E. Seakles, Jr., A. S. Newman, John J. Matthias.

The editorial work of this book has been performed by Mr. John E. Seakles, Jr.,

by ajipointment of the Committee.
The greatest care has been taken by the Committee to meet the demands of the

diverse constituency at whose request the book has been prepared, and to serve tlie

variety of purposes involved in the terms of the appointment. Here are hymns of the

ages that can never grow old or dro]) out of use. Here are more recent hymns which
have already become standards, and which are to be hymns for the ages. Here are

songs full of strength and sweetness, favorites of the devout, and attractive also to

youth and childhood. Here are "popular songs" which hold much truth rhyth-

mically told. The severest criticisms might point out slight defects in them Avhich,

although sufficient to exclude them from the classic lists, do not justify their omission

in a book "for the people." Here are new songs—experiments of poetry and music

—

which the Committee has approved, but which must be tested by the leaders and the led

in the service of song.

The Epwokth Hymnal is designed for use in tlie family, the social meeting, and
the Sunday-school. Its selections will tend to promote congregational singing in the

sanctuary, by making youth and adults familiar with the words and music which
already are, or certainly ought to be, rendered at the public service.

The Committee urges upon all pastors the importance of commending The Epwokth
Hymnal to the homes of our people. ' Back of the public activity of the Church we
find the family. No religious training can become a substitute for home infliuence and
instruction. In this day there is especial need of renewed endeavor iu this direction.

Shall The Epwokth Hymnal be a delightful reminder of the old Epworth rectory in

Lincolnshire ? and by the power of music open the doors of neglectful homes to the

sweet ministries of religion ?

Sweet home of Epworth, where reverent scholarship presided; where parents

governed and children obeyed; where the Holy Scriptures were continually quoted and
habitually followed; where songs rose from grateful hearts to the listening heavens;

where the voice of prayer was scarcely ever silent; where neighbors were collected for

worship and counsel; where each child was brought into sacred conference with its

mother concerning the soul, the law of God, the grace of Christ, and the home in

heaven

!

May our homes be full of law and liberty, of grace and gladness; and from them
may there come into Sunday-school, social meeting, and public service those who are

well prepared to study the word of God diligently, pray reverently, siag heartily, listen

attentively, and live consistently I

J. H. VrNCENT.
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RESPONSIVE SERVICES.
FOR THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL AND SOCIAL MEETINGS.

OPENING SERVICE FOR THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL.

Leader. Grace be to j'ou. and peace from God

our Father and from the Lord Jesus Christ.

Scho'il. Blessed be God, even tl;e Father of

our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies

?nd the God of all comfort.

L. Give unto the Lord the glory due unto h'S

name: worship the Lord in the beauty o' lioliness.

S. Unto thee, God, do we give tiianks

unto thee do we give thanks : for that thy name

is near thy wondrous works declare.

L. It is a good thing to give thanks unto the

Lord, and to sing praises unto thy name, Most

High.

S. To show forth tliy loving kindness in the

morning, and thy faithfulness every night.

L. Sing praise to the Lord, which dwelleth

in Zion ; declare among the people his doings.

S. Lord, open thou my lips; and my mouth

shall sl'ow forth thy praise.

L. Blessed are thej' that dwell in thy house
;

they will-be still praising thee.

S. Praise waiteth for thee, God, in Zion

:

and unto thee shall the vow be performed.

L. come, let us sing unto the Lord ; let us

make a joyful noise to the Rock of our Salvation.

S. Let us come before his presence with

thanksgiving, and make a joj-ful noise unto him

B'th psalms.

Simjing. A hymn of praise. See Index, p. 226.

Prayer.

CLOSIXG S¥:rvice.

Leader. Let the word of Christ dwell in you

richly in all wisdom.

School. We ought to give the more earnest

heed to the things wiiich we have heard, lest

at any time we should let them slip.

L. The Lord bless thee, and keep thee

:

S. The Lord make his face sliine upon thee,

and be gracious unto thee:

L. The Lord lift up his countenance upon

thee, and give thee peace.

S. Amen.

Singing. Gloria Pntri, No. 1 ; or a closing

hymn. See Index, p. 226.

opexing service for the prayer-meeting.

Leader. I was glad when they said unto me
Let us go into the house of the Lord.

Congregation. We will go into his tabernacle;

we will worship at his ft)otstool.

L. Enter into his gates with thanksgiving and

into his courts with praise.

C. It is good to sing praises unto our God:

for it is pleasant, and praise is comely.

Singing. A hymn of praise. See Index, p. 226.

L. They that wait upon the Lord shall renew

their strength; they shall mount up with wings

as eagles;

C. They shall run, and not be weary; ilicy

shall walk, and not faint.

L Blessed are they which do hunger and

thirst after righteousness: for they shall be filled.

C. I am the living bread which came down

from heaven : if any man eat of this bread he

shall live forever.

Singing. Break Thou the Bread of Life. No. 90.

L. If any man sin, we have an advocate with

the Father, Jesus Christ the righteous.

C Wherefore he is able to save them to the

uttermost, that come unto God by him,

L. If any man wiH do his will, he shall know

of the doctrine.

C. And ye shall know the truth, and the truth

shall make you free.

L, Continue in prayer, and watch in the

same with thanksgiving.

C. Now we know that God heareth not sin-

ners ; but if any man be a worshiper of God,

and doeth his will, him he heareth.

A Draw nigh to God, and he will draw nigh

to you.

C. Verily, verily, I say unto you, whatsoever

ye shall ask the Father in my name, he will

give it you.

L. Seeing then that we have a great high-

priest, that is passed into the heavens, Jesus the

Son of God,

C. Let us therefore come boldly unto the

tiirone of grace, that we may obtain mercy,

and find grace to help in time of need.

Prayer.



RESPONSIVE SERVICES.

VESPER SERVICE.

Leader. Behold now the day draweth toward

evening.

Congregation. Behold the day grovveth to an

end.

L. The day goeth away.

C. For the shadows of evening are stretched

out.

Sing : " Softly now the light of day."

No. 18, first verse.

Leader. And thou shalt make an altar to burn

incense upon : . . . when Aaron lighteth the

lamps at even, he shall burn incense upon it.

Cvngregation. Let my prayer be set forth be-

fore thee as incense, and the lifting up of my
hands as the evening sacrifice.

Prayer.

L. And it came to pass at the time of the

offering of the evening sacrifice, that EliJMh the

prophet came near, and prayed. . . . Then the fire

of the Lord fell, and consumed the burnt sacrifice.

C. Evening, and morning, and noon will I pray

and cry aloud, and he shall hear my voice.

Sing :
" Again as evening's shadow falls."

No. 17, ttiree verses.

Leader. From the rising of the sun unto the

going down of the same the Lord's name is to

be praised.

Congregation. Praise waiteth for thee, God,

in Zion : and unto thee shall the vow be per-

formed.

L. Sing praises to God, sing praises. For God
is the king of all the earth ; sing ye praises with

understanding.

C. To him that made great lights: the sun to

rule by day ; the moon and stars to rule by night.

L. It is a good thing to give thanks unto the

Lord, and to sing praises unto thy name, Most

High.

C. God, thou God of my salvation, my
tongue shall sing aloud of thy righteousness.

L. To show forth thy loving-kindness in the

morning, and thy faithfulness every night.

C. And to stand every morning to thank and

to praise the Lord, and likewise at even.

L. Behold, bless ye the Lord all ye servants

of the Lord, which by night stand in the house

of the Lord.

C. I will bless ihe Lord at all times : his praise

shall continually be in my mouth.

Sing :
" Glory to thee, my God, this night."

No. 19, three verses.

Lead r. taste and see that the Lord is good:

Congregation. Blessed is the man that trusielh

in him.

L. Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror l)y

night.

C. Whoso putteth his trust in the Lord shall

be safe.

L. Nor for the arrow that flieth by day.

C. He is a shield for them that put their trust

in him.

L. Nor for the pestilence that walketh in darl:-

ness.

C. He that trusteth in the Lord, mercy sh;ill

compass him al)Out.

L. Nor for the destruction that wasteth at

noonday.

C. The name of the Lord is a strong tower

;

the righteous runneth inio it, and is safe.

L. Lord of hosts, blessed is the man tliat

trusteth in thee.

C. Let ihy mercy, Lord, be upon us, accord-

ing as we hope in thee.

Sing :
" WTien all thy mercies, O my God."

No. 42, three verses.

Leader. Thou makest the outgoings of the

morning and evening to rejoice.

Congregation. The Lord will command liis

loving-kindnesa in the day-time, and in the night

his song shall be with me.

L. At midnight Paul and Silas prayed and

sang praises unto God.

C. God, my Maker, who giveth songs in the

night.

L. If I say, Surely the darkness shall cover

me; even the night shall be light about me.

C. It shall come to pass that at evening time

it shall be light.

L. Yea, the darkness hideth not from thee, but

the night shineth as the day: the darkness and

the light are both alike to thee.

C. I will both lay me down and sleep, for thou,

Lord, makest me to dwell in safety.

Sing : "Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear."

No. 2:5, verses 1, 2, 3, and 6.

Leader. And when he had sent the mi Ititudes

away, he went up into a mountain apart to pray-



RESPONSIVE SERVICES.

Congregation. And when even was now come,

his disciples went down unto the sea, and entereei

into a ship, and went over the sea toward Ca-

pernaum.

L. And in the fourth watch of the night Jesus

went unto tliem, walking on the sea.

C. And when the disciples saw him walking

on the sea they were troubled, saying. It is a

s]i;rit; and they cried out for fear.

L. But straightway Jesus spake unto them,

8 lying, Be of good cheer; it is I, be not afraid.

0. And when they were come into the ship

the wind ceased.

Sing :
" If on a quiet sea."

No. '201, verses 1, 2, 4.

Leader. Our days on the earth are as a shad-

ow, and there is none abiding.

Congregation. So teach us to number our days

that we may apply our hearts unto wisdom.

L. For here we have no continuing city, but

we seek one to come.

C. A building of God, a house not made with

hands, eternal in the heavens.

L. There shall be no night there.

C. And there £hall be no more death, neither

sorrow nor crying, neitlier shall there be any

more pain.

L. Tlierefore, my beloved bretliren, be ye

steadfast, unmovable, always abounding in the

work of the Lord.

C. Thanks be to God, who giveth us the vic-

tory through our Lord Jesus Christ.

Sing :
" Saviour, again to thy dear Name we raise."

No. 29.

THE SABBATH.

Leader. Remember the Sabbath-day to keep

it holy.

School. This is the day which the Lord hath

made 5 we will rejoice and be glad in it.

L. Ye sliall keep my Sabbaths, and reverence

my sanctuary: I am the Lord.

S. Six days may work be done-, but in the

seventh is the Sabbath of rest, holy to the Lord.

L. If thou turn away thy foot from the Sab-

bath, from doing thy pleasure on my holy day:

and call the Sabbatli a delight, the holy of the

Lord, honorable ; and shalt honor him, not do-

ing thine own ways, nor finding thine own
pleasure, nor speaking thine own words ; then

shalt thou delight thyself in the Lord.

S. We will go into his tabernacle ; we will

worship at his footstool.

L. Exalt ye the Lord our God, and worship at

his footstool ; for he is holy.

S. Thy way, God, is in the sanctuary:

who is so great a God as our God ?

THE WORD OF GOD.

Leader. Come hither, and hear the word of

the Lord your God.

School. Open thou mine eyes, that I may be-

hold wondrous things out of tliy law.

L. Be ye miudful always of his covenant
;

the word which he commanded to a thousand

generaticx.s.

S. The statutes of the Lord are right, re-

joicing the heart: the commandment of tlie

Lord is pure, enlightening the eyes.

L. Blessed are they that hear the word of

God and keep it.

S. I will hear what God the Lord will speak
;

for he will speak peace unto his people and to

his saints.

L. Search the Scriptures; for in them ye

think ye have eternal life : and they are they

which testify of me.

S. All Scripture is given by inspiration of

God, and is profitable lor doctrine, for reproof,

for correction, for instruction in righteousness.

L. These are written that ye might believe

that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of God : and

tliat believing ye might liave life through liis

name.

<S. The grass witheretli, the flower fadcth ;

but the word of God sliall stand forever.

THE LORD'S PRAYER.

Our Father who art in heaven, hallowed be

thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be

done in earth as it is in heaven. Give us this

day our daily bread; and forgive us our tres-

passes, as we forgive them that trespass against

us. And lead us not into temptation: but

deliver us from evil: for thine is the kingdom,

and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen.
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RESPONSIVE SERVICES.

THE BEATITUDES.

Blessed are the poor in spirit : for theirs is

Ine 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 sliall

see God.

Blessed are the peace-makers : for they shall

be called the children of G-od.

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 glaa : for great is

your reward in heaven : for so persecuted they

the prophets which were before you.

THE TEN COMMANDMENTS.

And God spake all these words, saying,

I. Thou shalt have no other gods before me.

II. Thou shalt not make unto tliee 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 fatliers 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. Si-x days shalt thou labor, and do all thy

work : but the seventh day is the Sabbath of

the Lord thy God : in it thou shalt not do any

work, thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy

man-servant, nor thy maid-servant, nor thy cat-

tle, 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 fatlier and thy mother: that

thy days may be long upon the land which the

Lord thy God givetli thee.

VI. Thou shalt not kill.

VII. Thou shalt not commit adultery.

VII [. Thou shalt not steal.

IX. Thou shalt not bear false witness against

thy neighbor.

X. Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's house,

thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's wife, nor

his man-servant, noB^-'Iris maid-servant, nor his

ox, nor his ass, nor any thing that is thy neigh-

bor's.

BAPTISMAL COVENANT.
I RENOUNCE the devil and all his works, the

vain pomp and glory of the world, with all covet-

ous desires of the same, and the carnal desires

of the flesh, so that I will not follow nor be led

by them.

The Apostles' Creed.

I BELIEVE in God the Father Almighty,

Maker of heaven and eartii ; and in Jesus

Christ his only Son our Lord ; who was con-

ceived by the Holy Ghost, born of the Virgin

Mary, suffered under Pontius Pilate; was cruci-

fied, dead, and buried; the third day he rose

from the dead ; he ascended into heaven, ano

sitteth on the right hand of God the Fathei

Almighty ; from thence he shall come to judge

the quick and the dead.

I believe in the Holy Ghost ; the Holy Cath-

olic Church,* the communion of saints; the

forgiveness of sins; the resurrection of the

body, and the life everlasting. Amen.

Having been bap,tized in this faith, I will

obediently keep God's holy will and command-
ments, and walk in the same all the days of my
life, God being my helper.

* By the Holy Catholic Church is meant the Church
of God in sfeneral.
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THE EPWORTH HYMNAL
FOR

^unday-^cliools and fecial Services.

OLD HUNDRED. L. M. Louis Bouegeow.^ Ei
1. All peo - pie that on earth do dwell, Sing to the Lord with cheer ful voice

;

^^4 *-
X

m I
tf

Him serve with mirth, his praise forth tell,

. ^ M. ^ ^ /] . T
Come ye be - fore him, and re - joice.

I— -2- S-^ -

:£
#H«-

r
1 Invitation to worship, Paalm 108.

2 Know that the Lord is God indeed.
Without our aid he did us make :

We are his flock, he doth us feed,

And for his sheep he doth us take.

3 O 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.

GLORIA PATRL

4 For why? the Lord our God is good,

His mercy is forever sure
;

His truth at all times firmly stood.

And shall from age to age endure.
Wm. Ketha,

DOXOLOGY. L. M.

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.
Bp. Thomas Ken.

H==tT
SEiig^EgEliE

9-

25 gl-^f-
( Glory be to the Father, and to the Son. And to the Ho - ly Ghost;)
t As it was in the beginning, is now, and er - er sh^iU be, World without end, A - men. J

-i9- iiiiii^f



SONGS OF WORSHIP.
AZMON Casl Gottbelf Glaseb.

J J J
5

thou - sand tongues, to sing My great Re - deem • er's praise
;

:^

:e5

:^
f -0- -0- -ts^ ^

tri - umphs of his grace

!

glo - ries of my God and King, The

£ ^
la:

2 Exultant praise to the Redeemer.

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 charms our fears.

That bids our sorrows cfease
;

'Tis music in the sinner's ears,

'Tis life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of canceled sin.

He sets the prisoner free;

His blood can make the foulest clean

;

His blood availed for me.

5 Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye dumb.
Your loosened tongues employ;

Ye blind, behold your Saviour come;
And leap, ye lame, for joy.

Charles Wesley.

PETERBORO'. G. M. Ealph Haekiboit.

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

Ten thousand thousand

42. .#.
I

are their tongues. But their jo^rs are one.

_5Z_

3 Worshiping the Lamb.

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

;

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues.
But all their joys are one.

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cr^\
" To be exalted thus !

"

" Worthy the Lamb !
" our hearts reply,

" For he was slain for us."

10

3 Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine ;

And blessings more than we can give.

Be, Lord, forever thine.

4 The whole creation join in one.

To bless the sacred name
Of him that sits upon the throne.

And to adore the Lamb.
Isaac Watta.



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

WAKE THE SONG Hubert P. Maiw.

1. Praise the Rock of our sal - va - tion, Praise the might y God a - bove

;

-#—• •-r-0-^-0 ' -

1^F=y=F

Come be - fore

311

his sa - cred pfes - ence With a grate - ful song of love.

Chorus.

gl=^=^d5^j£i^
# 0-^-0—. 0-^—0 0—^0——0-T-^—--0-0-^^- .—•—.-b- ^^^-0--. -#-i -*

f"! **^ ~

!

Hal - le - lu - jah ! Hal - le - lu - jah ! He is God, and he a - lone

;

I II.-___ ^_ —

^

1
^, ^—

—

^—

—

^ « 1 W 2 \-W—

i

» T ' 1

~

F ^ -0- . -0' -0- -0- j-#-i-# — —'-0--i-0~^-*

Wake the song of ad - or - a - tion, Come with joy be - fore his throne.

— . ^^^. *•*•——— a s— ,

-9---0 — 0-r-0-'-0-'-r-0—0—r0---0— I ^—r\ 1 n

Cho.

t
Copyright, 1873. by Bigl

4 The Rock of Salvation.

1 Praise the Rock of our salvation,

Praise the mighty God above
;

Come before his sacred presence
With a grateful song of love.

Cho.—Hallelujah ! Hallelujah !

He is God, and he alone
;

Wake the song of adoration.

Come with joy before his throne

2 Jesus' blood so freely offered,

Jesus' blood avails for sin

;

Jesus at the door of mercy,
Waits to let the wanderer in.

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah

!

He is God, and he alone;

Wake the song of adoration,

Come with joy before his throne.

3 Praise the Rock of our salvation

;

Catch from yonder radiant chme.
Strains by everlasting ages,

Echoed back in tones sublime.

Cho.—Hallelujah ! Hallelujah?

He is God, and he alone;

Wake the song of adoration.

Come with joy before his throne.
Fanny J. Crosby.

11



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

DUKE STREET. L. M. John Hatton.

m ^̂^^^^ \=±
is 22: ^

1. From all that dwell be - low the skies, Let the Cre - a - tor's praise a - rise

;

^^p:
_iL^t .C2_

:p=t

-jS- jj^ <?- .22^

^
ip

=^
zr
T^ ^^ '-(5^ IS:

Let the Re - deem - er's name be sung, Through every land, by every tongue.

I

5 General invitation to praise God.

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord
;

Eternal truth attends thy word :

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,

Till suns shall rise and set no more.

3 Your lofty themes, ye mortals, bring;

In songs of praise divinely sing ;

LUTHER. S. M.

The great salvation loud proclaim.

And shout for joy the Saviour's name.

4 In every land begin the song;
To every land the strains belong:
In cheerful sounds all voices raise.

And fill the world with loudest praise.
Isaac WattA.

Thomas Hastings.

1. A - wake, and sing Of Mo - ses and the Lamb; W^ke, ev - ery

r:

—

s—I
—#—p.^— I

_•— #—J
1

—

|=^E5ig^^^^r=g=^te j3=F^V*^:t

'
I

heart ery tongue, To praise the Saviour's name,To praise the Saviour's name.

9^̂ =
'V^*— I h-M—f--^^^ m^ BE?

f^fm
Q Song of Moses and the Lamb.

2 Sing of his dying love

;

Sing of his rising power

;

Sing how he intercedes above
For those whose sins he bore.

3 Sing on your heavenly way.
Ye ransomed sinners, sing

;

Sing on, rejoicing every day
In Christ, the eternal King.

4 Then shall each raptured tongue
His endless praise proclaim ;

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

WiUiam Hammond, alt.

12



SONGS OF WORSHIP.
COME AND WORSHIP. Me8. Joseph F. Knapp.

-h „ 1
*^---N-r-J 1 j-^ —rj -3 >, ^^ » -, ,

I

1. An - gel voic - es breath-ing ev - er, Songs of praise

-ft--^^t:

IE^SEE: e ::D=t[:::

to God on high,

^-^S^Eil

-#-a

Thro' the gates of light and glo

:^z=t:

Call us now from yon - der skjr.

Come and wor - ship, Come and wor - ship, Wor - ship Christ our Lord and King;

9te^t
-f^r*

fefciEfe:
^-!-

t=t:

ritard.

^^^S^.feS1^—:5^^;-^
J

Come and wor - ship, Come and wor - ship, Wor ? ship Christ our Lord and King.

F—^

—

?^^=rzz^—U_rfc
SI/ y £5

Copyright, 1884, by Joseph

7 C'a// to worship.

3 O'er the lovely realm of nature,

By her sparkling fountains clear,

Thro' the forest and the valley.

Still the earnest call we hear,

Come and worship, etc.

3 When the morning in its beauty
Wakes the earth from sleep profound.

In the music of the song bird

We can hear the grateful sound,

Come and worship, etc.

18

F. Knapp.

4 In the whisper of the twilight.

When the zephyrs murmur low,

In the sighing of the leaflet,

We can hear where'er we go,

Come and worship, etc.

5 Come and worship our Creator,

Him whose mercy we adore ;

Come and worship our Redeemer
Sing and praise him evermore ;

Come and worship, etc.
Fanny J. Crosby.



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

ITALIAN HYMN. 6, 4. Felice GiAEnna.^-v-*-^^
'f:f-~i-'~4

—9

1. Come, thou al - mighl - y Eing, Help us thy name to sing, Help ns to praise

:

^

%--
4—4-

±^idLll=jEJ^^g3|^

m.

Father all-glo - ri- ous, O'er all vie - to -ri - ous, Come, and reign over us, Ancient of days !

48. ^ ^ ^' . ^ -^ -^ •^' •#.

4=t =P=H^

T-

:^-^-'^^^^^
'^ aL.J^LJ^..-t-A^

Q Invocation of the Trinity.

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

:

HENDON. 7.

Thou who almighty art.

Now rule in every heart,

And ne'er from us depart.

Spirit of power

!

4 To thee, great One and Three,
Eternal praises be.

Hence evermore

:

Thy sovereign majesty
May we in glory see.

And to eternity

Love and adore

!

Charles Wesley.

Abraham Henri C^sae Maiah.

1 Lord, we come be-fore thee now,

-tS"-

^-fts
i

1—1

—

\

— -«^

*F=f

At thy feet we hum

gj. ^ il ^ rf^S 2̂^=q

bly
I

bow; O do not our
.(SL .a- -^ .(s.

m 'a> fs
«>—1$^-

suit dis - daia ; Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain ?

Pt
43- -(2- -£2.

^ I I
-EZxz

-*2-

Shall vtre seek thee. Lord, in vain?

eSI 4S2-

Lord, we know not how to go.

Till a blessing thou bestow.

4 Send some message from thy word.
That may joy and peace afford

;

Let thy Spirit now impart
Full salvation to each heart

William Hammond.

y Blessings implored.

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

;

14



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

HEAVENLY FATHER WE ADORE THEE E. D. Beddall.

^«

—

c ^

—

^=^
irrti-?

B||^

1. Heavenly Fa - ther we a - dore thee, And thy gracious name we praise, Take, O

-0 ^ •—!-•—•--s—#—r s> «?—r-i——I j- h—i-r-p—r'!>'- » r
•—•~

fe/
-w r &» rv

t=t:
EE±=

Chorus.^^
take ourheartswe pray thee, Whileoursongsto thee we raise, When to heav-en we as-

/-.^^^^^s^^^^^l-f?— -• 9 •-^—•

—

O---0—

1

-&-i^-

When to heav- en, when to

fe^^^e

cend,

5=5=:^:
r- 1=

^^---

We thy prais - es ne'er shall end,

"mim
*. *- *• •#-•«-#-

^=i^^y^^^^^
heav - en we as - cend, We thy prais - es, we thy prais - es ne'er shall end,

«>-

_#—P--
i=F^

^G

We will sing re-deem-ing love, With the shin- ing host

JL ^' ^ 4t. ^ M. .
^ t^'^-p—F——y—k^— •—^-^^^F» - --•—•-^-#—•—•—•

—

W-^'-—«

—

P-

- bove.

We will sing, yes we will sing re-deem-ing love.

Copyright, 188E, b; PhiUipa & Hunt.

10 Joyful adoration.

2 Gentle Shepherd be thou near us,

While we journey here below.
Guide our footsteps with thy mercy,
Show us all the way to go.

Cho.—When to heaven, &c,

3 Keep, O keep us from all evil,

May we each from sin be free.

16

Guide us safely on our journey,

Till in heaven thy face we see,

Cho.—When to heaven, &c.

4 Then with angels we'll adore thee,

High our voices then we'll raise,

With the bloodwashed throng in glory,

Sing aloud thy glorious praise.

Cho.—When to heaven, &c.
E. D. BeddaU.



MALVERN.
SONGS OF WORSHIP.

L. M. Lowell Masoh.

-I

—

i

<
* i

n

1. Je - sus, where'er thy peo - pie meet, There they bo - hold thy mer • cy - seat

;

J I ' 4t -^ #. .^ •—r#-^ •—r#-a-« r» '
I il I .1 _f—r* • nS>—F=^ -^-5=

# -»-^
It^

Where'er they seek thee, thou art fonnd, And ev - ery place is hal - lowed gronnd.

m^ ^-—
lit:

]

1 1 The great Shepherd with his flock.

2 For thou, within no walls confffied,

Dost dwell with those of humble mind ;

Such ever bring thee where they come,
And, going, take thee to their home.

3 Great Sheplierd of thy chosen few.

Thy former mercies here renew
;

GRATEFUL PRAISE. 7.

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 famt desires to rise.

And bring all heaven before our eyes.
WiUiam Cowper.

I JE_,—,—^_y_^=t:j ,—^_ii_^ 0=4 f—^-y— 4—zn '

1. Lord, this day thy chil - dren meet, In thy courts with will - ing feet

;

^^|7^4—^— '— [- r
; fi

I

—^

—

=F=^
?=F

Ji=^:
I

Un - to thee this day they raise,

r=r ^—

-

171 » i 0—1-0-^-0—6' JJ

Grrate-ful hearts in hymns of praise.

^^ "—r-r ;=g==g=:i-i—^y

—

t^ F
\

•

—

^0'
=^—tr^=P— I—i-i—IT 4= p

4 All our pleasures here below.

Saviour, from thy mercy flow.

Little children thou dost love ;

Draw our hearts to thee above.

6 Make, O Lord, our childhood shine.

With all lowly grace, like thine

;

Then, through all eternity,

We shall live in heaven with thee.
W. WalBham How.

1a Cheerful service.

2 Not alone the day of rest

With thy worship shall be blest

;

In our pleasure and our glee.

Lord, we would remember thee.

3 Help us unto thee to pray.

Hallowing our happy day ;

From thy presence thus to win
Hearts all pure and free from sin.

16



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

BLESSED HOUR OF PRAYER.

-^-t:^-

"W. H. DOAKK.
—N—?St'

a^^^ —

I

1 i—I—

I

« 1

1. 'Tis the bless - ed hour of prayer, when ourhearts low - ly bend, And we gath-er to

Je-sus, our Saviour and Friend; If we come to Him in faith, His pro-tec-tion to share,

^ , I

. ^_ p.TNr. CHORUS. 1^^

—0-0-1-0—0-i-0-^0—0— —'0^0—*—J-i-^—tc^-#-L #_e_i^_5_,_r^—j_
1^ Ul

What a balm for the weary! O how sweet to be there! Blessed hour of pray 'r,Blessed hour of pray'r;

Copn^ght, 1880, b; Siglow & Main.

fe^illlii
D.B—What a balm for the weary! O how sweet to be there!

1

3

Blessed hour.

2 'Tis the blessed hour of prayer, when the Saviour draws near,
With a tender compassion his children to hear;
When he tells us we may cast at his feet every care, What a balm, etc.

—

Cho.
3 'Tis the blessed hour of prayer, when the tempted and tried

To the Saviour who loves them their sorrow confide

;

With a sympathizing heart he removes every care; What a balm, etc.

—

Cho.
4 At the blessed hour of prayer, trusting him we believe
That the blessing we're needing we'll surely receive.

In the fullness of this trust we shall lose every care; What a balm, etc.

—

Cho.
Fanny J. Crosby.

SUPPLICATION. T. R. Matthews.

^ "* ^
1

' ' ' ~ T
1. Je-sus, high in glo - ry, Lend a listening ear, When we l)ow before thee, Children's praises hear.

^ *. .«. ^e- 4L -
'—rt

14: The hearer of prayer.

2 Though thou art so holy.

Heaven's almighty king.

Thou wilt stoop to listen.

When thy praise we sing.

3 Save us. Lord, from sinning,

Watch us day by day

;

17

Help us now to love thee

;

Take our sins away

:

4: Then, when Jesus calls us
To our heavenly home.

We would gladly answer,
** Saviour, Lord, we come.''

Anon, 1847.



SONGS OF WORSHIP.
SICILIAN HYMN. 8, 7, 4. MOZABT.

J£^

1. In thy name, O Lord, as - sem - bling, We, thy peo - pie, now draw near

:

9i
r(t-T—I—I—^ l-D-J- ^^ :i=e=is=t

=s=
l=E=g

Teach us to re - joice with trem-bling; Speak, and let thy serv - ants hear

:

(2 ,

=F

S.«—3i#—

*

*—-#-*

—

• ~ •—

#

• • *-*-•-# % «»—

n

mM.
Hear with meekness. Hear with meekness. Hear thy word with god - ly fear.

-m^-
# f^ ^—^— -•

f« s I

:^

1

5

Heavenly joy anticipated.

1 In thy name, O 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 cloud in heaven we see.

3 There, in worship purer, sweeter,
All thy people shall adore

;

Sharing then in rapture greater
Than they could conceive before

:

Full enjoyment.
Full and pure, for evermore.

Thomaa KeUy.

18

\ Q For the fullness of peace and joy.

1 Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing,

Fill our hearts with joy and peace

;

Let us each, thy love possessing.

Triumph in redeeming grace ;

O refresh us,

Traveling through this wilderness.

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 the summons to obey.
May we ever

Reign with Christ in endless day.
John Fawcett;



SONGS OF WORSHIP.
ZEPHYR. L. M.

P
"William B. Bbadbukt.

:J=J=:g
-<s^ -g^ ^ -# ^ -T • -&.. -g. ^-^ ^r -— -y -w

—

-^- "2^ -£3^

1. A - gain as even - ing's shad - ow falls, We gath - er in these hallowed walls;

i9- «- -#-

:=E_| U r-^gx^t:L_^ f f—L| U. -«—I 3

1=£

And ves - per hymn and ves - per prayer Rise mingling on the ho - ly sir.

-.^ ^ .^. . .*. 422. .^2. j2.

=(i ft ilili-^^^Siiiii^i]]Ft=F=t

J "7 Evening prayer.

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 O God, our light ! to thee we bow;
Within all shadows standest thou :

Give deeper calm than night can bring

;

Give sweeter songs than lips 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 forever dwell.

Samuel Longfellow.

GOTTSCHALK. 7. Louis Morkau Gottschalk. Anu by E. P. Parker.

1. Soft - ly now the light of day

,
^-|_-|-,-J - ^

Fades up - on our sight

<3 •- ^^-^ M n

T
^- -^

m
P5

Free from care, from la - bor free, Lord, we would commune with thee.

^^
T

-^

P=^ E iSI
J g Communion with God.

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye
Naught escapes, without, within,

Pardon each infirmity,

Open fault, and secret sin.

3 Soon from us the light of day
Shall forever pass away;
Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take us, Lord, to dwell with thee.

Qeorge W. Doane.

19



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

EVENING HYMN. L. M.

.^m^^^ 1.

-Jt% #—J—•—'—•—a«—^ *

Thomas Talus.

1. Glo - ry to thee, my God, this night, For all the blessings of the light:̂

*
I

* ^ ?• -<^ -» I

d=:^:

I

Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, Be - neath the shad - ow of thjr wings.

^'\

.^^^*- *- ^

=-T=F
1 Q Evening hymn.

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 ;

VESPERS. 7s.

t=f=3:, m

1. Now the day-light goes a - way,

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

4 O 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.

Thomas Ken.

German Evening Htmn.

Sav - lour, list

§iit-3^:-^S
-.

—

a-

«..«.-5--^-^* -i- ' -^ -^ -e- -••» ^- -^ ^ -t^-

Ask - ing thee to watch and keep, And to send me qui - et sleep.

-#-r-l- • •—

I

1 1 •

—

r\
•—•

—

m-T~'S>—r' rr^—r<®—

n

gziEp3p3^^

20 Protection sought.

2 Jesus, Saviour, wash away.
All that has been wrong to-day

;

Help me every day to be

Good and gentle, more like thee.

3 Let my near and dear ones be,

Always near and dear to thee

;

O bring me and all I love

To thy happy home above.

^ v r
4 Now my evening praise I give

;

Thou didst die that I might live.

All my blessings come from thee,

O how good thou art to me

!

5 Thou my best and kindest Friend,

Thou wilt love me to the end !

Let me love thee more and more.

Always better than before.
Frances Ridley HavergaL

20



SONGS OF WORSHIP.
EVENTIDE. lO. William Hknbt Monk.

m^.

fail, and com - forts flee, Help
I I

!

-» -» f- ^ ^ ^^

of

=£-

the help - less,

^ 0-

m
=t=F

a - bide with me!

i
^11

2 1 Abide with me.

2 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

;

O thou, who changest not, 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 ?

Through cloud and sunshine. Lord, abide

with me

!

4 I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless ;

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness ;

Wiiere is death's sting ? where, grave, thy

victory ?

I triumph still, if thou abide with me.

5 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes

;

Shine through the gloom and point me to

the skies

;

Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain

shadows flee

;

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

!

Henry F. Lyte.

STOCKWELL Darius Eliot Jones.

1. All an-seen the Master walk-eth By the toiliflj servant's side, Comfortable words he speaketh, While his hands uphold and guide.

rF- I'
I I t'—) I I F-F-

22 Th^ Master with us.

2 Grief, nor pain, nor any sorrow
Rends thy heart, to him unknown,
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 Maokellar.

21
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SONGS OF WORSHIP.
HURSLEY. L. M. Petkb EirrEB. Aee. by William Hknbt Monk.

4=V

I^ ^ ^ tS>- # ^^
1. Sun of my soul, thou Sav - iour dear,

1^. I J

^i* fct -t9-'-

is not night if thou be near:

m
-J- ^^=^-=^^m]-Jsz.

'^
#—*-

may no earth-born cloud a - rise

I

^1
To hide thee from thy

^£
-^—

serv - ant's eyes.

:s:
-I '

1 h^
3?:

13
23 Abide with me.

2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep
My wearied eyelids gently steep,

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest

Forever 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 If some poor wandering child of thine

Have spurned, to-day, the voice divine,

Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ;

Let him no more lie down in sin.

5 Come near and bless us when we wake,
Ere through the world our way we take ;

Till, in the ocean of thy love,

We lose ourselves in heaven above.
John Keble.

SETTING SUN. S. M.

24: Christ present.

1 Once more 'tis eventide, and we.
Oppressed with various ills, draw near;
Wiiat if thy form we cannot see.''

We know and feel that thou art here.

2 O 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.

3 O 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 hide.

4 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.

Kev. Henry Twella.

Arr. by C. Steeatfield.

1. SaTionr.a-bidewithus! The day is noff far gone: We would ob- tain a blessing tlias By corn-lag lo thy throne.

^-^-•-
-«-^

tr- itzF:

^-i«-fe
^-^

r-rr-

,*_«_^^^_5_-t?-_fv^.

ISililipS
2O Seeking a blessing.

2 We have not reached that land,

That happy land, as yet,

Where holy angels round thee stand,
Whose sun can never set.

22

M-

3 Our sun is sinking now;
Our day is almost o'er;

O Sun of Righteousness, do thou
Shine on us evermore.

John M. ITeale.



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

GOD BE WITH YOU. "W. G. Tomer.

' 9 9 9 9 ^ 9 9 •

1. God be with yon till we meet a

^in^^^E^
4±=t=4---^=^&=^

gain;

—9—
By his counsels, g:uide,uphold yon,

I ^ JL ^ M. ^ .fZ. M.

-t—^—ti—?—5— 1^'
-«*--

F e!:J

With his sheep se- cnre - ly fold you, God be with yon till we meet a - gain.

•—•

—

—
•
—

^J—\-\
'-

-y—y- T=

Ciioiius. ^'^
I N L. I ».

Till we meet, Till we meet. Till we meet at Je

Till we meet,till we meet again,

M. ^L ^ ^

feet;

till we meet;

-0—f-0 —*—#—

1

U 1/ I

iipii^^ drd:-^ r—
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-—,—-F-*-v-»-

Till we meet,. till we meet. God be with you till we meet a- gain.

1]

ii^b|3
fc-fc

Till we meet, till -we meet again.
Ji. JL' ^ ^ ^ ^

-0-0-\ \- 1^- T s— ;i—U-r-S'

y-/(-
Co|iyriglit, by J, E. Baukii

26 27ie ioj-fZ loaic/i. between us.

2 God be with you till we meet again,

'Neath his wings securely hide you;
Daily manna still divide you,

God be with you till we meet again,

Cho.—Till we meet, etc.

3 God be with you till we meet again.

When life's perils thick confound you;
Put his arms unfailing round you,

God be with you till we meet again.

Cho.—Till we meet, etc.

4 God be with you till we meet again,

Keep love's banner floating o'er you;

Smite death's threateningwave before you

,

God be with you till we meet again.

Cho.—Till we meet, etc.
Bev. J. E. Rankin.
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SONGS OF WORSHIP.
TWILIGHT.

Quartet or Semi-chorus. Wm. p. Shbkwiw.

^^^mt—f
^fl* 1*- r

the West ; Heav'n is touch - ing earth with

t9-

tbzi:z^=:3izitgz=^zi:^-=ziiizh^£zziit=22=iiiziIII I
I I 1 1 I I

^3^
¥-

Wait and wor - ship while the night Sets her even-ing lamps a - light Thro' all the

-^'-r^.-
\ I

•-r@ S «5i—•-T-i^—*—^—r»—r/'77-«'-i^-i
=Eg--'=:^=^iJ=g|=;t:=^=Ft:zE^:t---i=_pp—F—cr—c_:}:_p p_|—[C_pp^.g^,

—•-H'^---^^-r»—fa*

—

% J

—

sky. ly, ho - ly, ho - ly Lord God of Hosts

!

Heav'n and earth are

^=^-r-, ^^^=>3 r'S' • •

—

r^-'-^---v\—'—^
1

—

r^'-'-^ r-s* ^—«> •—

•

- .-c^—n^—

^

fi'TlS'-

thee ! Heav'n and earth arc prais - ing thee, O Lord most high

!

ig^P 'm
t—t ^—p-^

t
*

1

—

f» • K

Copyright, 1811, by J. H. Vincent.

27 Evening praise.

2 Lord of life, beneath the dome
Of the univei'se, thy home.
Gather us who seek thy face

To the fold of thy embrace.
For thou art nigh.

tt::=f ilUS

EVENING PRAYER. 8, 7.

Holy, holy, holy Lord God of hosts !

Heav'en and earth are full of thee !

Heaven and earth are praising thee,

O Lord most high !

Mary A. Lathbury.

George C. Stebbiss.

d=F3

lii^r"

1. Sav - iour, breathe an even-ing bless- ing,

2---g-

E'er re - pose our spir - its seal:

:t^: mm^^mf^^f=f^
24
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SONGS OF WORSHIP.

EVENING PRAYER.—Conduded Bit.

hou canst heaL

r..„yriglit,1818,by Geo. C Stebbi

23 Bless us now,

'Ji Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly;

Angel guards from thee surround us,

We are safe if thou art nigh.

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from thee

:

PARTING HYMN.

Thou art he who, never weary,
Watchest where thy people be.

4 Should swift death this night o'ertakeus.

And our couch become our tomb.
May the morn in heaven awake us,

Clad in bright and deathless bloom.
James Edmeston.

E. J. Hopkins.

*=1^
S —

^

:z^:

1. Sav lour, a - gaia

9i
^^J£^

'X

to

-<9-

thy dear name we

f

raise With one ac -

ie> r-<9-9—I

—

f^ f—c w 1

1 1 1 ! ' 1^ ^
-i—

r

.& 1 , ^U 1—^ «—L_ ^—Lg 0.

cord our part - ing hymn of praise; We stand to bless thee ere our wor - ship

.^ .fS>. t^JL ,M. ,0. ^ ^ _ .<l V ^ '

g=b=F—r—E=*—f—f—r-F^=E=g: E=:^^- F'
—^—P— h=H

kne°l - ing, wait thy word of

C -s 5 » -g-

-^ -t=l:

peace. A - men1^
29 Close of service.

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 this house have called upon thy name.

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 earthly life,

Our balm in sorrow and our stay in strife;

Then, when thy voice shall bid our conflict cease.

Call us, O Lord, to thy eternal peace.
25 John Ellerton.



SONGS OF WORSHIP.

ANGEL VOICES. AHTHUK S. SULLrVAN-

1. An-gel voic - es ev -er sing-ing Roundthy throne of light, An-gel harps, for - ev -er ring-ing,

•- 0- -«»-• •#- •• •0-JS--0-
Ijj• •#• -#-=••

1—

h

(*—•—«—•-
^£=&=:fizzp_p_nje

—

t~-p-r-£/-

r=F=F=Ffg f̂r-r-r-f-fr=^=FF=3

J—M—K,-4--M drxqix:

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

!

I N

— «—•--'—

-0—0—n—ft-

-j—i^—#—»-

-•—•—p—

^

r

30 Confessing God.

2 Thou, who art beyond the farthest

Mental eye can scan,

Can it be that thou regardest

Songs of sinful man?
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.
Francis Pott.

MY SABBATH SONG. "WM. B. BnADBURT.

2 ^-•i|i-#-'^^T-*;^«£j#-*=M;~_«-;-Lj=S=I^^

1. Strains of mu-sic oft- engreetme. As I join the bu -sy throng. But there's nothing halfso

I 1 s 1 I I ^ _ r, I
,N

! I I h
-0'i

I I
^

.

v^ ^

,^ I I I

# 0-r0-i-0-. -0-

7^.

^^ Chorus. s 1-1

pleasant, As the ho

II I ,S^

r -WW J

ly Sab-bath song. No fear of ill, no fear of wrong, While

Copjriclit, 1U4, hj Wm. B. Bradbarjr.
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SONGS OF THE SABBATH.

MY SABBATH SONG. Concluded.

I can sing my Sabbath song; My Sabbath song.my Sabbath song; I love to sing my Sabbath song.

p'J2 r^^

3 1 The song cfpeace.

2 'Tis a song of love and mercy,
Speaking peace to all mankind,

Telling sinners poor and needy,

Where the Saviour they may find.

SABBATH HOME.

3 While I live, O, may I ever

Love the holy Sabbath song,

And when death shall call me homeward,
Join it with the blood-bought throng.

Mrs. M. A. Kidder.

W. H. DOANE.

-0- -0-
I

• • • w
I

. f .0.

1, Sweet Sabbath School I more dear to me Than fair-est pal-ace dome, My heart e'er turns with

:P=P=^
#—i«-

Chorus.

joy to thee, My own dear Sabbath Home. Sabbath Home ! Blessed Home! Sabbath

0-^ —r»—\ =—y-T-'S'—r-*—9

—

r»—»—»—»—»—(- 0-0—0 *—•—-I

Sweet Home 1 Sweet Home

!

Home I Blessed Home! My heart e'er tnrns with joy to thee, My own dear Sabbath Home.

rS-r-i 0-0-0-0—0-T » ^ a -xs r0 O—0-'-0 r0 • •"'t"* r ,*—I" m —S-ri^~ 1

1

=±t2Li±E^fctp^z=Jit:=:S-^=tiz^^
Sweet Home! SweetHome!

32 '^''2/ ^" ^''^ Sabbath School.

2 Here to my willful, wand'ring heart,

The way of life is shown;
Here may I seek the better part,

And gain a Sabbath home.

—

Cho.

Copyri;ht, 1871, by Biglov & Mala. '

3 Here Jesus stands with loving voice,

Entreating me to come
And make of him my earnest choice.

In this dear Sabbath Home.

—

Cho.
Sr. C. B. BlaokaU.
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SONGS OF THE SABBATH.

7, 6.MENDEBAS.

-*->>-* il*-^^^ •—

I

1
^ L^ 1-

rest and gladness, O day of

gigz^g^ ::

German Melodt.

-J-^A-i-i-|j—

f

3

I

5 O day of
^ ) O balm of

joy and light, ?
care and sadness, Most beautiful, most bright : > On thee, the high and lowly,

33 -^'^y ^/ '>'^^( <^nd gladness.

2 On thee, at the creation.

The light first had its birth ;

On thee, for our salvation,

Christ rose from depths of earth
;

On thee, our Lord, victorious,

The Spirit sent from heaven ;

And thus on thee, most glorious,

A triple light wras given.

HEBER. C. M.

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.

Christopher Wordsworth:

Gforge Kingslet.

*-^
^=£ 1 N—

±

'^ ^^
1, With joy we hail the

^ IfeS
sa - cred day. Which God has

i9-19- f-

called hi& own;

-^"^
^ o-\—#-

s:

With joy the summons
1^

we o - bey,

-# *—Tf-

To wor - ship

f9-

his throne.^ a?
i: 121

3<^ Sabbath and sanctuary joys.

3 Thy chosen temple. Lord, how fair!

As here thy servants throng

To breathe the humble, fervent prayer,

And pour the grateful song.

3 Spirit of grace ! O deign to dwell

Within thy Church below

;

Make her in holiness excel,

With pure devotion glow.

4 Let peace within her walls be found ;

Let all her sons unite ;

To spread with holy zeal around
Her clear and shining light.

5 Great God, we hail the sacred day
Which thou hast called thine own;

With joy the summons we obey
To worship at thy throne.

Harriet Aubec
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SONGS OF THE SABBATH.

SABBATH MORN. 7. 61.

1st time.
'2d time.

S

Lowell Mason.

fCD 4 <^-^—'—•—*—•—» wi*—r'.-d—^—S—«^-fl—i—^—I—«—«—J- I

. f Safe - !y through another week, God has brought us on our way; )

\Let us now a bless-ing seek, (Omit.) 3 Waiting in his courts to-day:

2d time.

\ Day of all the week the best, Emblem of e - ter-nal rest.
I Day of all the week the best, (Om.it.).

-^~^- t::&

I Emblem of

#•(« -f2-^ J/-A/- Mti/

e - ter-nal rest.

4t. «.

£ a
3O •5'a/e/y through another loeek.

2 While we pray for pardoning grace,

Through the dear Redeemer's name,
Show thy reconciled face,

Take away our sin and shame ;

From our worldly cares set free.

May we rest this day in thee.

SWAB I A. S. M.

3 Here we come thy name to praise ;

May we feel thy presence near

:

May thy glory meet our eyes,

While we in thy house appear

:

Here afford us. Lord, a taste

Of our everlasting feast.
John Newton.

Ake. by W. H. TTavekqal.

1. This is the

7»
I

day of light

;

there be

^m^.

-*-*-^—
^--i.—^M—r-r--'—^'-^-^-T

lay;

m
light

_«

to

^
^^^m

O Day-Spring, rise

-^ -^ Am :[=

up - on our night, And chase its gloom

^—r

—

i-

way.

J—
3 6 ^^ Sabbath day.

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

;

-•H«

4: ffi ^
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.
Joliu EUerton.

29



SONGS OF GOD.

FATHER MOST HOLY. Wm. F. SHEKWUf.

^-2-
^-

1. Fa - ther most ho - ly ! To whom all praise be - longs ; Thy chil- dren low • ly

^-?—1^

—

^ f
—

*~rf
^
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'^ I

P=f
S
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To thee would bring their songs. Praises nev - er end - ing, All harmonious blend- ing,

Refrain.

s

, I I I I
, ^^ J ,

KEFRAIN.

9 as- cend -To thy throne as- cend - ing, Swell from heavenly tongues. Lord, we a - dore thee I

r-F
f^

.Ei^::
f r~rr-T

^^-^^=^^3 =11:

5=s.
:d=ai:

-r

^^j*

And with the Ser - a - phim Bow

-Jiz' fL . 48 « 1
*:: B^

ing be-fore thee, Join in their ho - ly hymn.

—*-*—gi:itz=t=

Tight, ISSi, by Phillips & Hunt.

^. :$zr^

3y ^'^^ Trinity adored.

2 Jesus, our Saviour,

—

Name more than all most sweet I

Seeking thy favor,

We worship at thy feet.

All our sins confessing,

Thou our hearts possessing,
May thy gracious blessing

Here our spirits greet.

Lord, we adore thee ! &c.

3 Come, Holy Spirit,

Kindle devotions fire I

By thine own merit
Our every thought inspire.

m

80

God's own word unsealing.

Precious truth revealing.

Thou canst bring the healing

Sin-sick souls desire.

Lord, we adore thee ! &c.

4 Thus do we bless thee,

O thou great One in Three!
Gladly confess thee

Our Lord and King to be.

Hallelujahs swelling,

Shall thy praise be telling,

Till, with Jesus dwelling.

We thy glory see !

Lord, we adore thee ! &c.
Wm. F. Sherwln.



SONGS OF GOD.

GIVE PRAISE TO GOD. Me8. Joseph F. Enapp.

2 I
With -in God's tern -pie now we meet, To praise his ho - ly name, Give praise to

' \His wondrous mer-cies we re - peat, His wondrous love pro - claim, Give praise to

*S^£ .S ^ e (*—P-t *- =t:=t::

-#_^_
^-^
F=F

Chorus.

—-I-;—V— ' \ \
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A

God ! Give praise to
God! Give praise to

l^h I

God!l
God! I

i^H!~—5 f—

*

EEEE

O sing we now our loud ho - san - nas. Till

I IS,

^=1== ;^^^i

—1-; H- «-T— -nJ-T • ^ ^=^^1- 1 H^ « ^ 1

-

far and wide tho ech - oes ring, GiveGive praise, give praise to God,

-\ rl—iH »-+—
L—^—

I

^^9-:
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-i-t*
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I

.^ J-T-j- ,11-.-.

praise,give praise to God, Let ev - ery heart, let ev - ery tongue Give praise to God.

Copyright, 1S71, by Joseph F. Knapp.

for Redemption.

3 The gifts he sends us from his hand,
Our gratitude invite,

Give praise to God ! give praise to God !

The peace that novi^ controls the land,
Bids every heart unite.

Give praise to God ! give praise to God !

O sing we now, etc.

81

3 But more than any gift beside,

We prize his holy Son ;

Give praise to God ! g^ve praise to God

!

Who came to earth, was crucified,

And our redemption won !

Give praise to God ! give praise to God I

O sing we now, etc.
Josephine PoUaid.



SONGS OF GOD.

GOD IS GOOD, 7s. T. Fkank Allen.

•9- iS*- -0i9- *•
I

1. How good thou art to me! O may I ev - er be Faithful and true to thee, Thou God of love j

*ia \\

And be it e'er my will Thypleasure to ful -fill, Whose love shall guide me still To realms above-

•^^ -!«-

:EEEEEZE:p: r-r-r
Copyright, 18SS, by Phillips i IIu

3 Q Eoxv good w Got? to me.

1 How good thou art to me 1

Oh may I ever be
Faithful and true to thee,

Thou God of love
;

And be it e'er my will

Thy pleasure to fulfill,

Whose love shall guide me still

To realms above.

2 Should trials dark and drear

Be my allotment here,

Till all earth's hopes appear
To fade away;

Let joy my spirit fill

To see therein thy will,

To lead me onward still

In thy blest way.

3 Faithful and true thou art,

Oh still thy grace impart,

Till my whole life and heart
From sin be free;

Till I shall live thy praise.

Love thee in all thy way^

;

Yea, every moment raise

Some note to thee,

4 O Christ, receive my prayer I

I would thine image bear,

Would still thy guidance share.

Till life retires

;

Oh make me thine for aye

;

Thine while on earth I stay,

And thine where endless day
Its joy inspires.

B. W. LandlB,

GOD IS LOVE. English.

9:1

3Eid
*=t:

^13 ^_^,_ir|ra_,_^_^_-=n_»z^jj

1. All things beauti - ful and fair, Earth and sky and balmy air;

I
I - - _ I

-^ ^ * -^-^-(a-

Sunny field and shady grore, Gently whisper,"Cod is love

:?=—•--»--i—

—

6frf- a^^- ^«-^MS^
5Z3ZPI

^H«-^-

?3t^
j^O Praise in nature.

2 Every tree and flower we pass

Every tuft of waving grass,

Every leaf and opening bud,

Seem to tell us "God is good."

3 Little streams that glide along,

Verdant, mossy banks among,

Shadowing forth the clouds above.

Softly murmur, "God is love."

4 He who dwelleth high in heaven,
Unto us hath all things given

;

Let us, as through life we move,
Ever feel that "God is love."
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SONGS OF GOD.

THE LOVE OF GOD. Mes. JosEPn F. Enapp,

-I-

^ > white llir

1. Let the love of God like the o-cean surges roll, Sweeping down from the great white throne

;

-#- - ^_ ^_5_^— « ^-. # ^—#
:

' ^ 1 • fc/
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iiJ

Let it break from the heart, let it burst from the soul, Till the world shall b3 all h' -. own.

' r ? • r r

Chorus.
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O! the love of God, of its wonders we will sing, Of its victories o'er and o'er,

ritard.

-J. ^

9

I

Till our life-work shall cease and oursoulsaxeatpeace On the beau-ti-ful gold-en shore

•*Hi,-g--r-^-^-*-^-r-#—f-t-^ . r—.-^ T-J
• 9
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-i^-t^-

:

C.ipyrijilit, 1895, by Joseph F. Knapp.

TAe love of God.

-f—t^
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41
1 Let the love of God like the ocean surges

roll,

Sweeping down from the great white
throne,

Let it break from the heart, let it burst from
the soul.

Till the world shall be all his own.
O ! the love of God, of its wonders we

will sing.

Of its victories o'er and o'er.

Till our life-work shall cease and our
souls are at peace

On the beautiful golden shore,

8

^ * gold - en flliore.

2 'Twas the love of God that beheld and
pitied man,

When his sentence of death was passed.

And a promise it gave, that Messiah should

come.
And the lost should be found at last.

O ! the love of God, etc.

3 'Tis the love of God that shall conquer
every foe.

To its scepter the earth shall bend.

And the cares of to-day soon shall vanish

away
In a morrow that ne'er shall end.

O ! the love of God, etc.

gJ Fanny J. Croiby.



SONGS OF GOD.

MANOAH. C. M. Feom F. J. Hatdn,

42 Gh'atihtde.

2 O how can words with equal warmth
The gratitude declare,

That glows within my ravished heart?
But thou canst read it there.

3 Through every period of my life

Thy goodness I'll pursue;

EVAN. C. M.

g^—\ 1
,

The Lord's my Shep

=^=^I^
—2?"

herd,

And after death, in distant worlds.

The pleasing theme renew.

4 Through all eternity to thee

A grateful song I'll raise;

But O, eternity's too short

To utter all thy praise.
Joseph Addison.

William Henrt Havergal.
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not want

:
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He makes me down lie
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Thepas- tures green ; he lead-eth me qui - et

rxT-i P^—T-# 5 ^ 7v

—

\-f • (^-

is^
43 1'^^^ twenty-third Psalm.

2 My soul he doth restore again
;

And me to walk cloth make
Within the paths of righteousness,

E'en for his own name's sake.

3 Yea, thouprh I walk through death's dark
Yet will I fear no ill

;

[vale,

For thou ar< with me, and thy rod
And staff me comfort still.

4 A table thou hast furnished me
In presence of my foes ;

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.

Franols BooA
34



SONGS OF GOD.

PRAISE FOR HIS GREATNESS.
Allegro mvderato.

Me8. Joseph F. Knapp.

--I—,

'A- —^-^^-

1. Praise, for his ex - eel - lent great - ness, Him who rules the earth and sky;

# -,.(2 'Z—r-^ O •f' • "* * -«•"

Praise him with trump - et and cym - bal, Glo - ry be to God on high.

._t-.>_j_J„,>^^s^
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Chorus # IZVtei.

:^_z:^^

Mighty King, thus we sing, Glo-ry, hon-or, praise to thee, Praise to thee, praise to thee,

III I- 1 ^^^^^«..«. m . m <7 48.-^.!2.

_L—^__^__^__^_J—[_ _J— 1—1_ J—!— ;^__n_J.— _j—
^^ \j I

Glo-ry be to God on high; Glory, honor, praise toI thee, Glory be to God on high.

Copyright, 1880, by Joseph F. Knapp.

i^^ Praises to our King.

2 Gather the nations before Him,
Let them know his sovereign power

;

He is the hope of his people.

He their blessed rock and tower.

Mighty King, etc.

8 Praise to the Lord, our Creator,

He shall reign for evermore ;

Praise to the Lord our Preserver

He the faithful wil^ restore.

Mighty King, etc.

4 Under his banner of mercy.
What have we on earth to fear?

He will defend us from danger,

He our Shepherd still is near.

Mighty King, etc.

5 Praise we the Lord our Redeemer,
Praise his name with heart and voice.

Tell of his wonderful goodness,

Let the world in him rejoice.

Mighty King, etc.
Fannt J. Ceosbi
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SONGS OF GOD.

LYONS. ID, 11.

--1-

Fbakcib Joseph Hatsn.

P5

i3:

1 Tho' troubles assail, and dangers affright,

=F
~r:si=

Tho' friends should all fail, and foes all unite,

J-
tr=p;

^
r»-i*—^- P^

^ ig secures us, whatever betide. The promise assures us, " The Lord will provide."

-fi—ft- ^=i=^:

^Q TVie ZorJ will provide.

2 The birds, without barn or store-house,

are fed

;

From them let us learn to trust for our bread :

His saints what is fitting shall ne'er be de-
nied, [vide."

So long as 'th written, " The Lord will pro-

3 When Satan appears to stop up our path,

And fills us with fears, we triumph by faith ;

He cannot take from us, though oft he has

tried, [provide."

The heart-cheering promise, " The Lord will

4 He tells us we're weak, our hope is in vain ;

The good that we seek we ne'er shall obtain :

NICJBA. 11, 12, lO.

But when such suggestions our graces have
tried, [provide."

This answers all questions, " The Lord will

5 No strength of our own, nor goodness we
claim ;

Our trust is all thrown on Jesus's nan^e

:

In this our strong tower for safety we hide ;

The Lord is our power, " The Lord will

provide."

G When life sinks apace, and death is in view.
The word of his grace shall comfort us

through

:

[side.

Not fearing or doubting, with Christ on our
We hope to die shouting, "The Lord will

provide." JohnNewton-

JoiiN Bacchus Dykes.

p-^r^^
1. Holy, ho - ly, ho - ly, Lord God Almighty ! Ear-ly in the morning our song shall rise to thee;

wm'mA2—«-1=^
^-^—#- ^^tit^feMn^^^^m^

P^j^^
Ho - ly, ho - ly, ho - ly, mer-ci - ful and mighty, God in Three Persons, blessed Trin-i - ty

!

Sj iJ J J •»••?• -J I Lb* f9-



NIC^A. Condvdtd.

^Q Holy, holy, holy.

2 Holy, holy, holy ! all the saints adore
thee.

Casting- down their golden crowns around
the glassy sea

;

Cherubim and seraphim falling down before

thee.

Which wert, and art, and evermore shalt be.

3 Holy, holy, holy ! though the darkness
hide thee,

AA^ELLESLEY. 8, 7.

J_J J_ 1

^_J
_|

SONGS OF GOD.
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 !

R,Bina;d Helier.

Lizzie S. TotJEJEfe.

47 '^'^ wideness of God's mercy.

2 There is welcome for the sinner.

And more graces for the good
;

There is mercy with the Saviour;

There is healing in his blood.

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

;

HE IS CALLING.
-

,
I

r-J—J ^-

\ /d .rfu W. ^a I i_4=g--5:

(second tune.)

more than lib - er - ty.

And the heart of the Eternal
Is most wonderfully kind.

4 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.

Prederick W. Faber.

Arr. bv S. J Vail.

r
. j There's a wideness in God's mercy, Like the wideness of the sea: 1

(There'sa kindness in his jus-ticc Which io more than {Omit j lib

-

ej • ty.

Chorus.
r^-r—

r

13
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

IN THE FIELD WITH THEIR FLOCKS.

-Vr =^ ^=— *.25 •—

#

John Fariceb.

\ ^r
^Q 1. In the field with theirflocks a - - bid
^=<-J

2. " To you in the cit - y of Da -

3. And the shep- herds came to the man

ing, They lay. on the dew - y ground; And
vid, A Sav-iour is born to- day!" And
ger, And gazed on the ho - ly Child; And

glimm'ring un - der the star - light, The sheep lay white around,When the light of the Lord stream'd
sud - den a host ofthe heavenly ones Flashed forth to join the layl O nev-er hath sweeter
calm - ly o'er that rude cra-dle The Vir - gin moth - er smiled; And the sky, in the star-lit

-•d-d-
^i

i9-

f=F^

J I

-¥

'^-=-X
\ r-l K—Nr-I —-"Vl-i—-^— N Nr-p^^ 1

^. %^* s>
^-
ê ^ = trg—*—^-^

I

o'er them, And lo ! from the heaven a - bove, An an - gel leaned from the glo - ry And
mes - sage Thrill'dhometotheheartsof men, Andtheheav'nsthemselves had nev-er heardA
si - lence, Seemed full of the an - gel lay; "To you in the cit- y of Da - vid A

P d=Jrr«'-
fe^-at

rit. Chorus.
^ , , J S I ! N S _,S N J _L_

a—^—^—«—I—«-^i-^—P-i*

—

«^^0—J—5—*-•-*

—

Y-^^A—I *==:——-^^-#

—

sang his song of love: He san?, that first sweet Christ-mas, The song that shall never
glad- der choir till then—For they sang that Christ-mas car - ol, That never on earth shall

Sav - iour is born to - day;" On they sang—and I ween that nev - er The car-ol on earth shall

9:
tit:

cease, " Glo - ry to
cease, " Glo - ry to

cease, " Glo - ry to

God
God
God

the
the
the

high - est. On earth good-will and
high - est. On earth good-^will and
high - est, On earth good-will and

i^^=i
-^•v

•>
,

E

peace.'
peace.'
peace.'

r
Rev. Frederic William Farrar.



SONGS OF CHRIST.
SONG OF THE ANGELS. Amelia Smith.

1. Calm on the list' - ning ear of night, Comes heaven's melodiousstrains

:t=;--

^^=^=F=^=t^

Where

A

-b-fv—I T^—^-1—1--^—^^—P*-
-J ( 1 p n**| r ^
*—"2 f*" 1 4 -^—

I

f^—f—l.ii^-1 m—
i» U ^ *—i:—"^

—

'.Er^'~jt,
—•

—

Copyright, 1886, bj Phi

49 Christmas Anlhem.

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 realm 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."

4 Light on thy hills, Jerusalem I

The Saviour now is born !

More bright on Bethlehem's joyous plams
Breaks the first Christmas morn;

And brighter on Moriah's brow,

Crowned with her temple spires,

Which first proclaim the new-born light,

Clothed with its orient fires.

5 This day shall christian tongues be mute,

And chriotian hearts be cold?

O catch the anthem that from heaven
O'er Judah's mountains rolled!

When nightly burst from seraph-harps

The high and solemn lay,

—

" Glory to God ; on earth be peace ;

Salvation comes to-day."
Edmund H. SeaiB.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.
ANTIOCH C. M.

1. Joy to

PisP!te^E^
the world! the Lord is come

;

:fe

Ark. moM Geo. F. Handel.

^^-db,

Let earth re - ceive her King ; Let

0-i.— — ^_^_

dilif-r —
»-jf-^-g

—-§—«— IT— ^-*-'- ^^^
ery heart pre • pare him room, And heaven and na - ture sing,

A.

fep^^
-O-0-

#. ^

I
LlJ |_J l_J L^J 1

And heaven. And heaven andna
V-
ture

—«—-«— —»-m-^0—i S-*-"-*—*

»—>.

-*

heaven and na - ture

I

fi
And heaven, And heaven and na - ture ting.

sing,
U' U* 1^ u y
And heaven and na - ture sing.

Q J'^y '<' '^'^ ivorJd.

2 Joy to the world ! the Saviour reigns
;

Let men their songs employ;
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains.

Repeat the sounding joy.

3 No more let sin and sorrow grow,
Nor thorns infest the ground ;

He comes to make his blessings flow

Far as the curse is found.

4 He rules the world with truth and grace.

And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousnes.s,

And wonders of his love.
Isaac Watta.

CHRISTMAS C. M. Geoeoe Fredreiok Handel.

r INI
r^i--.

1. While shepherds watched their flocks by night. All seat - ed on the ground, The
2. " Fear not," said he,—for might - y dread Had seized their troubled mind,— "Glad

an-gel of the Lord came dov/n. And glory shone a-round,
tidings of great joy I bring. To you and all mankind,

1^
-^—0- .ri-0-.-i.i

?
»—0-
-•0—#-

40
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And glory shone a-round
To you and all mankind.

-*

—
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

CHRISTMAS. Concluded.

5 X Good tidings of great joy.

3 "To you, in David's town, this clay

Is born, of David's line.

The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ;

And this shall be the sign :

4 " The heavenly bal)e you there shall find

To human view displayed.

All meanly wrapped in swathing-bands,

And in a manLier laid."

5 Thus spake the seraph ; and forthwith

Appeared a shining throng
Of angels, praising God on high.

Who thus addressed their song:

G " All glory be to God on high.

And to the earth be peace :

Good-will henceforth from heaven to men.
Begin and never cease."

Tate and I3i-ady.

HERALD ANGELS. Felix MENDELSsonn-CAExnoLDT.

?-4—I *-l-o-T—»—a—*—[-*—

5

I

1. Hark ! the her - aid - an - gels sing.

^•i*
T=f

Glo - ry to the new-born Eing; Peace on

:p

earth, and mer -cy

j_i-i-J——M—^-^-.-i-'="-F^^=F*=^=; jT:rjii

mild; God and sinners reconciled.'' Joy-ful, all ye nations, rise,

-^—

I
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1
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Join the triumphs of the skies

I
I I

With an -gel- ic hosts proclaim, "Christ is born in Bethle -

"
—I ' rr—

s

~—

I

hem," With an - gel

_(2
*. *- -

ic ho3ts pro - claim, " Christ is

«- -^ n» •4-,. -^ ^
born

I

4-

in Beth - le

N '

-

hem,'

^2 God incarnate.

2 Christ, by highest heaven adored,

Christ, the everlasting Lord
;

Veiled in flesh the Godhead see

;

Hail, incarnate Deity!

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.

Light and life to all he brings,

Risen with healing in his wings.
Charles Wesley.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

THIS IS THE ^VINTER MORN. Arr. by L. H. Thomas

1. This is llie win-ter nioroOur SaTiour, Christ.vras born.Who left the realms of endless day, To take our sins away.

^F=F5=F=F=±F^

4:=^_-r=:1
'ff
~# g

1^5—:^—N-

^—»-^—^—*—^- :r: P^—• a-
N he V N-
< 1-—r^-l^ 1

—
ttt

-N-

Have ye no Car - ol for the Lord! To spread his love, his love a -

fe^-1-3^ ^^^=^^^-=3^ :£-^-

''—
ti[:

-jg*--

broad ? Have ye no car- ol for the Lord, To spread, his love,his love a-broad ?

"^; *"4~~-+ •'i |i^* '• -*~-^
"^^-i-'-J-"

*'4'^" -* " :S^

£5?i=d 19^i^—?—*—?- - ;#-t^ :^=g^^

:p±*± -^S=^'i\
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Ho- san-na! from all our hearts we raise, Ho-san-na! Ho-san-nal And make our lives his praise.

I J I I ^ i J I

'^^
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

THIS IS THE WINTER MORN.

53 -^ Christmas Carol.

2 Ring, ring, O happy bells

!

A blessed angel tells

The story of his humble birth,

Who came this day to earth.

1
1: Have ye no praises for the Lord
To spread his love, his love abioad? :||

Cho.—Hosanna! from allour hearts wepour,
Hosanna! Hosanna!

And bless him evermore.

3 The shepherds vigils keep
And watch by night their sheep :

Upon the plains of Bethlehem
What glory comes to them !

||; Have ye from heaven no glory felt,

Whoall, who all in prayer have knelt? :||

Cho.— Hosanna ! in all our hearts is light,

Hosanna! Hosanna!
God's worship is delight.

Concluded.

4 All in the lowly place
They find the Royal Grace,
And lo! they fall a worshipping
Before the new-born King.

||: Have ye no worship for the Lord,
To give, to give with one accord? :||

Cho.— Hosanna! in all curheartswe bring;
Hosanna! Hosanna!

Our lives our offering.

5 Their grateful hearts are full

Of things most beautiful

;

And lo ! the wonder of the Lord
They straightway spread abioad.

||: Have ye no beauty of the Christ
Whose love,whose love has long sufficed? :||»

Cho.—Hosanna! from allourhearts we raise,

Hosanna! Hosanna!
And carry hence his praise.

Osgood E. Fuller.

WAKEN, CHRISTIAN CHILDREN
Brightly.

--h s__^ 1_, _N—fc__^

;^i=zis=:
-g:

-«—i-
'%-\-<f---^—•-I-3—(^--i-S-i :_•—^_L|

1. Wak- en, Christian chil- dren,Up,andletus sing,With glad hearts and voices,Of our new-born King.

C\; --A

—

9 # 9 9A \
» • •-hr-^^ =iE^^E £E m *

Up! 'tis meet to wel-come With a joyous lay

O** Wdcomiiifj Ihf, Samour.

2 In a manger lowly

Sleeps the heavenly Child,

O'er him fondly bendeth
Mary, mother mild.

Far above that stable,

Up in heaven so high,

One bright star outshineth,

Watching silently.

3 Fear not, then, to enter,

Though we cannot bring
Gold, or myrrh, or incense,

Fitting for a King.

Christjthe Kingof Glo - ry, Born for us to-day.

.«. «. ^ .«. X^ ^^ _

I
t=l: a
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T
Gifts he asketh richer.

Offerings costlier still.

Yet may Christian children

Bring them if they will.

4 Brighter than all jewels

Shines the modest eye
;

Best of gifts, he loveth

Infant purity.

Haste we, then, to welcome
With a joyous lay

Christ, the King of Glory,
Born for us to-day.

a. C. Hamertoa.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

BETHLEHEM. 8, 6. Lfwis R. Redder.

-_ J—it -1 ^—i^H* •

—

*~0—'—^ S—i— I J—

1

(- 1

lit tie town of Beth - le - hem ! How still we see thee lie,

J=fJ=:
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A - bove thy deep and dream-less sleep, The si

m^^^^m^^^m^m
lent stars go by;

-* —

P^=F =F^
r-

^=
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Yet thy dark streets shin - eth The

-f-it-t-.-^'-l-«-—.^-.

O Q Christmas.

2 For Christ is born of Mary,
And gatiiered all above,

While mortals sleep the angels keep
Their watch of wondering love.

O morning stars together
Proclaim the holy birth !

And praises sirtg 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 O 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,

O, come to us, abide with us.

Our Lord Emmanuel!
Rev. Phillips Brooks.
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COMMUNION.
SONGS OF CHRIST.

C. M. Stephen Jenks.

lii^hii^
Would he sa - cred head

r
For such

-6*-

I?

^ig^Hî T

-•—* r<S^

a- ^
5 O Godly sorrow at the cross.

2 Was it for crimes that I have 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 mighty Maker, 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 mine _yes to tears.

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love I owe :

Here, Lord, I give myself away,

—

'Tis all that I can do.
Isaac Watta.

;e-=5

REMEMBER ME.

-N-

AsA Hull.

-i-T-j- N 3=1
1. A - las! and did my Sav - iour bleed? And

CHO.—Help me, dejir Sav - iour, thee to own, And
did my Sovereign
ev - er faith - fal

die?
be;

EE
f^

Would he de - vote that sa - cred head For
And when thou sit - test on thy throne, O

such
Lord,

a worm as I ?

re - mem - ber me.

i^iT=f=
By permisBioiu 45 CopTright 186T, by Asa Bdu.



EUCHARIST.
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SONGS OF CHRIST

L. M. Isaac Baeeb Woodbitbt.

^m^^m^^^^m
1. When 1 sur - vey the won-drous cross On which the Prince of glo - ry died,

PI±-±- -m—»-

-^ 42- -ff.

^R=f^

£=
iv [,.1

mesm

My rJch - est giiin count but loss, And pour con -tempt on all my pride.

L_fz=bL z;

-t^i-

-S-riG'-«-S>-

O7 7%e wundroics cross.

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 :

RATHBUN. 8, 7.

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet.
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine.
That were a present far too small;

Love so amazing, so divine.

Demands my soul, my life, my all.

Isaac Watts.

Ithamar Conket.

'(SZ
zn ^

1. In the cross of Christ I

-l9- •#*--#•-H ZS-
:t=t

glo - ry, Towering o'er the wrecks of time

;

51=??:
y^ •T —I*-

1

I T
All the light

T~
of

S^^^
-^

W^
cred sto - ry Gathers round its head sub - lime.

#- -i^ #

pyif

^
' CoiJyright, by Permission ol O. Ditson & Co.

gg Glorying in the Cross.

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.

8 When the sun of bliss is beaming
Light and love upon my way,

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.
Sir John Bowrinc.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

THE SAVIOUR'S TOMB. KiCHAitD Redhead,

z:1=:i:i=|=:]=i=l

1. Resting from his work to-day, In the tomb the Saviour lay
;

2. Late at ev- en there was seen Watching long the Magdalene
;

Still he slept; from head to feet
Ear - ly, ere the break of day,^ *- ^ ^ ii.

ri

I ^ I
I •-«-*- -6'-

Shrouded in the wind-ing sheet, Ly-ing in the rock a - lone, Hidden by the seal- ed stone.

Sor-row-ful she took her way To the ho-ly gar- denglade WhereherburiedLord waslaid.

^^-a • » # •-T-#-+i5 ^ r-* • S 0-T^-^—^ (5> r-0 i S-T—

'

1 1-1

59 Affections offering.

3 So with thee, till life shall end,

I would solemn vigil spend:
Let me hew Thee, Lord a shrine

In this rocky heart of mine,

Where in pure embalmed cell

None but thou may ever dwell.

MORNING RED.

qF=iFi ^1^"^

1. Morning red. Morning red,

,_^^,_C;.

4 Myrrh and spices will I bring,

True affection's offering;

Close the door from sight and sound
Of the busy world around;
And in patient watch remain
Till my Lord appear again!

Thomas Whytehead.

Geumax Air.

^^F*—5-+*-.-*—^—

g

-f—*-^F^^*—*-*—*^-*-

4t. ^
Nowthe sha-dowsall are fled; Now the Sabbath's cloudless
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aea(glo - ry. Tells a - new the wondrous sto - ry, Christ is ris - en from the dead.
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^ ^ ^ ^
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Q ^f>-^ risen Saviour.

2 All around. All around,
Solemn silence reigned profound;
When, with blaze and sudden thunder,

Angels burst the tomb asunder,

And the Saviour was unbound.

3 Forth he came ! Forth he came I

Robed in white, celestial flame 1

Mary, at his empty prison,

Knew not her Redeemer risen.

Till he called her by her name.

:^z4Epz:Lj:

w-=- t -J_
-f-
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4 Morning red ! Morning red

!

Christ is risen from the dead

!

Still he walketh in the garden,
Speaking words of love and pardon.
Though the crown is on his head.

5 Morning red ! Morning red !

Thou dost light his crowned head

!

Brightest jewel of his glory,

Ever shines that wondrous story^

Christ is risen from the dead.

B^ssiter W. Baymond.



SONGS OF CHRIST.

NOW ALL THE BELLS ARE RINGING. ASOK.
Fast.

,-l-.-J
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1. Al - le - lu - ia! Al - le - lu - ia! Al - le - lu - ia ! Now all the bells are ring - ing,

_h |*^^._:_.^.;
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To welcome Eas - ter Day, And we with joy are sing - ing Our car - ol sweet and gay ;

--Ir-^-

For Je - sns hath a - ris - en From Joseph's rock-y cave, Hath burst his three days' pris-on,
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And triumphed o'er the grave. Al - le - lu - ia ! Al • le • lu - ia ! Al • le - lu - - ia

!

Q 1 Easter carol.

2 Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Alleluia !

O hasten we to meet him,
With our companions dear,

With love and awe to greet him,

As he is drawing near;

Of old his friends were bidden
To haste to Galilee :

Still in his Church, all glorious,

Our risen Lord will be.

Alleluia I Alleluia! Alleluia!

P^rra !s

—

r»-' -^—•—•—r^ r-*—•—r**—•—•—•—r«'—*—i

1—r-'^
r |- -ii

3 Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia!

Still, Jesus ! we adore thee

With faith which may not fail

;

Still, as we kneel before thee,

We hear thee say " All hail !

"

Thou, who art now descending
To raise us up to thee,

An Easter-tide unending
Grant us in heaven to see.

Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Alleluia i

ncn.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

eaSTer hymn.
Allegro moderato.

O1.KN L. Carteh.

Whole S('hool io uaisoa oa mdojy.

pF^Ep —^-

'1
I I

S^m
L Rise! glorious conqueror, rise! In-to thy na- live skies, Assume thy right; And where,in many a

f" - ^ ~ Maestoso.

crescendo. (partt.)

fold,

''^9—^---

[-7

The clouds are backward roU'd.Pass thro' those gates of gold. And reign

=E
-^#-r-*—S»

—

-i» H-^—s-l

IS

:[==?:
It-

light !

SgJ^gEJ
1—

n

r--

RKFUAIN'. Umson.

Li • on of Ju- dah—Hail! And let thy name prevail From age to age. Lord of the rolling

#

i
(parts.

)

^.-\-^^IBiz^^-±Li.z=^
t-i>-^m~^

•«-S-

:ei?^

?-P=

-^—0-0—p <9—%^ -5-=^r:

years, Claim forthine own the spheres,For thou hast bought with tears thy her- 1 -

i
tage!

cres.

Copyrigbl, I88S, bj Pbillipi & Huol,

62 Conqueror over death and the grave.

2 Victor o'er death and hell I'

Cherubic legions swell

The radiant train.

Praises all heaven inspire;

Each angel sweeps his lyre,

And waves his wings of fire

—

Thou Lamb once slain.

—

Ref.

cresc. andritard.

3 Enter Incarnate God !

No feet but thine have trod
The serpent down.

Blow the full trumpets, blow !

Wider yon portals throw 1

Saviour, triumphant go.

And take thy crown.

—

Rek.
ICathew Bridges
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SONGS OF CHRIST

GOD HATH SENT HIS ANGELS. Gnslmo.

Lively.

1. God hath sent his an - gels to the earth a- gain. Bringing joy- fnl tid - ings

Treules.

to the sons of men. They who first at Christ - mas, throng'd the heav'nly way,

•-«—^ - fe#-T-^—^-X--^ 2 s r» • r «••

^^
sit I

CnoRi's. >— 1

'I

Now be - side the tomb - door, sit on Eas- ter Day. An - gels sing his tri • nmph,

V
'

«— -r-9 V-:

#=
~T~tT I

ta—I ii^—P-J^S" L.F=y=t4
,
Sloiver.

as you sang his birth, "Christ the Lord is ris • en," "Peace, good-will on earth."

63 -^^ giveth his angels charge.

2 In the dreadful desert, where the Lord
was tried,

There the faithful angels gathered at his

side.

And when in the garden, grief and pain

and care,

Bowed him down with anguish, they were
with him there.

Angels, sing, etc.

3 Yet the Christ they honor, is the same
Christ still.

Who, in light and darkness, did his father's

will.

And the tomb deserted, shineth like the sky.

Since he passed out from it, into victory.

Angels, sing, etc.

I U I I

4 God has still his angels, helping, at his

word.
All his faithful children, like their faithful

Lord;
Soothing them in sorrow, arming them in

strife,

Opening wide the tomb-doors, leading into

life.

Angels, sing, etc.

5 Father, send thine angels unto us, wa
pray

;

Leave us not to wander, all along our way.
Let them guard and guide us, wheresoe'er

we be,

Till our resurrection brings us home to

thee.

Angels, sing, etc.
Unknown.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

ASCENSION. Arthur Sktmouu Sullivan.

iS£^j-*- 'r=2j!a:i: ^
1. Gold- en harps are sounding, An -gel voic-es ring, Pearl - y gates are o • pened,

11 1&3^ i

O- pened for the King. Christ the King of glo - ry, Je - sus, King of love,

# —# — «—va ~>5—
"i -^^a^^i ~x5—

;

ff

—

^^-^=i ±i.#-i—

I

;g
r^ r-

"^?.^
i^!2:

^I^^S
iTtzzi: ^—^—*—*-^

i

—

t==t=^
•—•—•-

Is gone up in triumph, To his home a - bove. All his work is end - ed,

:b=^=

:^:

Vnison.

f-)Z-- -M—«-
-J—•- t: m

Joy-ful-ly we sing,

^^^H^J
Je - sus hath as-cend-ed! Glo - ry to our King.

« ^—« S (

^4 Our ascended Lord.

2 He who came to save us,

He who bled and died,

Now is crowned with glory

At his Father's side;

Neve more to suffer;

Nc :r more to die J

.'^ I > I s < '^ * *
• ^ • 5^

.

Jesus, King of glory.

Is gone up on high.

All his work, &c.

3 Praying for his children

In that blessed place,

Calling them to glory,

61

Sending them his grace;

His bright home preparing,

Little ones for you

;

Jesus ever liveth

Ever loveth too.

All his work, &c.
Jhancis Bidley Havergol.



CORONATION.
SONGS OF CHRIST.

C. M. Ol,r91B HOLDIS.

i m^^^^m^-«-«-s p
1. All hail the power of Jesus' name! Let angels prostrate fall ; Bring forth the royal di - a - dcm,

6O Crown Him Lord of all.

2 Crown him, ye morning stars of light.

Who fixed this earthly ball

;

Now hail the strength of Israel's might.
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.

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, ever}' tribe.

On this terrestrial ball.

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

C O that with yonder sacred throng
We at his feet may fall

!

We'll join the everlasting song.
And crown him Lord of all.

Edward Perronet, alt.

MILES' LANE. C. M. (sBcoim tohb.) Wm. Shbcbbolk.

1. All hail the power of Je - sns' name ! Let an - gels prostrate fall ; Bring forth the

^^^^^^^^m =d^=s=t

-r'9--'g

—

-f5>~
-«* 1 19—h#—s—/5

—

-<s-—7^ diffi:

teize:
-«^^-

iP^

roy - al di - a - dem, And crown him. crown him, crown him, crown him Lord of alL

t:
• •

—

Vr-\~ ^ V- 1 32 ,s> )9 i

—

r^nrf m -»-
-r
It EFHJ
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

CROWN HIM WITH MANY CROWNS. Gko. J. Elvet.

« «—^~f>- .
—

«

« *—0 g •—g„ ;
J

sife
1. Crown him with ma - ny crowns The Lamb up his throne

;

ill^^ ^

<g-W-rr-i—j—j=jr^;=r-=:qs=r|=c-;-r-il—J J J-r-^—

,

Hark, how the heaven - ly an- them drowns All ma - sic but its own:

, ji# -» ^ ^0~r-f ^ M *^4

i^J: ^
A • wake, my soul, and sing Of him who died for thee,

^ l^^i*-!t—i-T-5 • • g—T^-:—I-—2—r^* '

-J-r-T^m

And hctil him as thy match -less Eing Through all nl - ty.

ilft=EiJ^^i

66 Crowning the Saviour.

2 Crown him the Lord of love:

Behold his hands and side,

Rich wounds yet visible above.
In beauty glorified:

No angel in the sky
Can fully bear that sight,

But downward bends his burning eye
At mysteries so bright.

3 Crown him the Lord of peace:
Whose power a sceptre sways

From pole to pole, that wars may cease,

And all be prayer and praise

:

l^.t
im\ i

53

His reign shall know no end,
And round his pierced feet

Fair flowers of Paradise extend
Their fragrance ever sweet.

4 Crown him the Lord of years,

The Potentate of time,

Creator of the rolling spheres,

Ineffably sublime.

All hail. Redeemer, hail

!

For thou hast died for me

;

Thy praise shall never, never fail

Throughout eternity.
Matthew Bridsrea.



SONGS OF CHRIST.
AUTUMN. 8, 7. Spanish Mxlodt, fsoh Mabechio.

^^y-^-^

1. Hail, thou once despised Je - sus! Hail,thonGal-i-le-an King! Thou didst suffer to release us;
D. S. By thy merits we find favor j

is

i^
ISES3:

=#-^v#
3::

F^=;
aiz3i

-JSr-J-4

Thou didst free salvation bring. Hail, thou ag-o-niz-ing Sayiour, Bearer
Iiifa isgiventhroughtbyname.

of our sin and shame

!

^^
67 Our Paschal Lamh.

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 'twixt man and God.

3 Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory.

There forever to abide

;

All the heavenly hosts adore thee.

Seated at thy Father's side

:

12:
c:

There for sinners thou art pleading;

There thou dost our place prepare:

Ever for us interceding.

Till in glory we appear.

4 Worship, honor, power, and blessing,

Thou art worthy to receive

;

Loudest praises, without ceasing.

Meet it is for us to give.

Help, ye bright angelic spirits;

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays;

Help to sing our Saviour's merits;

Help to chant Immanuel's praise!
John BakeweU.

ORTONVILLE. C. M. TnoMAS HABTTKes.

-z>r

iSi

1. Ma • jes • tic sweetness sits enthroned TTp • on the Saviour's brow;

m
His

ife=:t
sgj2:-gi-*-g=*:

-&— —&—•-

^i^J]
-^^(Sh^»—&—r-'ife

head with radiant glories crowned, His lips with grace o'erflow, His lips with grace o'erflow.



SONGS OF CHRIST..

ORTONVILLE. Concluded.

QQ Majestic sweetness.

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 me from the grave.

5 Since from his bounty I receive

Such proofs of love divine,

Had 1 a thousand hearts to give,

Lord, they should all be thine.

Samuel Stennett^

^h:ll me more about jesus James McGraxahan.

*—#-
—N4--!-

1. 'Tis known in earthand heaven too, 'Tis sweet to me be-cause 'tis true ; The "old, old sto-ry''J-»

Chorus.

«—«—•-H#-*r- —'—^—'

—

'- *r--»-r\ •—^—H—«—•- 5—f-tf-T

ev - er new; Tell me more about Je - sus. "Tellme more about Je - sus! Tell me more about

^-fl^;^-^-- -«—j*j^:=:#
—*—5—F*^^-g

—

»-^ '—g

—

e>
—

t—t—Y^-r—F-K I-—*-T-5-T- '-*—«v—«

—

^\ 1

-J e—ir^r^*—
Je - sus!" Him would I knowwho loved me so; Tell me more a - bout Je - sus!"

^:-2-p=zt:=: fe=£
1L^tL ^tLtl

—*-\\—t^—F=^^1
By per. of The John Cburcli Co., owners of the Copyright.

O 9 That I may kno-jo him.

2 Earth's fairest flowers will droop and
Dark clouds o'erspread yon azure sky:

Life's dearest joys flit swiftly by:
Tell me more about Jesus.

Cho.—Tell me more, &c.

3 When overwhelmed with unbelief.

When burdened with a blinding grief,

S]
die,

Coine kindly then to my relief;

Tell me more about Jesus.

Cho.—Tell me more, &c.

4 And when the Glory-land I see,

And take the " place prepared" for me,
Through endless years my song shall be-

Tell me more about Jesus.

Cho.—Tell me more, &c.
p. p. BliBa.



SONGS OF CHRIST.

EMMONS, C. M. Friedbioh BtrBeuitLUB,

r-^r
0—^-0—•

—

0-

f=^ ^—±±i
1. Thou dear Redeemer, dy - ing Lamb, I love to bear of

——•—t-*|-*r»—1&—i-- -«-*i—' '

—

~j—t-*! -• -

^^^^^ -fi—

thee ; No

s>---

r

mnsic 's like thf

^=5=F

Ji^5—n?--:—I—^

—

I ^ a-F^-—n f*-«'--*—'—* H-—# <-i^0--'^ ^ '
I

charming name, Nor half so sweet can

r
be. Nor half so sweet can be.

-ia ;gp
fefe'EiS;^i

70 7%0M dear Redeemer.

2 O let me even hear thy voice

In mercy to me speak

;

In thee, my Priest, will I rejoice,

And thy salvation seek.

3 My Jesus shall be still, my theme.
While in this world I stay ;

V !

I '11 sing my Jesus' lovely name
When all things else decay.

4 When I appear in yonder cloud.
With all thy favored throng.

Then will I sing more sweet, more loud,
And Christ shall be my song.

John Cennlck.

HOLY CROSS. C. M. Mendelssohn.

tz^z
-<5^ m

1. Je - sus, the ver - y thought of thee With sweet - ness fills the breast

;

£^
ey r-S—C-'S' »—

f-~om

/ 1 77ie sweetest name.

2 No voice can sing, no heart can frame,
Nor can the memor)* find

A sweeter sound than Jesus' name.
The Saviour of mankind.

3 O Hope of every contrite heart,

O Joy of all the meek.
To those who ask, 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 if is.

None but his loved ones know.

5 Jesus, our only joy be thou.

As thou our prize wilt be

;

In thee be all our glory now,
And through eternity.

Bernard of Clairvaux. Tr. by £. Caswell.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

I SING OF HIS MERCY. ilev. Samuel Almaw,

-42-n r-N K N 1 d ~r:P ^^ N—:=^ y-^ r ^
1 1 N-

1. I sing of his mer - cj', his won-der - ful love; My Sav-iournow pleading for
2. A -lone on the des - ert and far from the fold, He sought and he found me, O

^ >-'^—u—^—^—I"—^-^p—p—Li^rr-^-"^—^—^—r—i—

p

H*^—^_^^_^UJ
,
_^_H^__N_j J__ . N __<—^N__s ^. ^_^

sin - ners a - bove

;

mer - cy un - told
;

S

It,

I sing of his mer - cy, and
He brought me from dark - ness, he

—r-| • J •—^-^ ^

yzifc

-0 1

—

all the day long,
;ave me the light,

-_# •- "^

He
And

F— I ^-F-»—*—»—h-i

—

^7—t=t= -V 1

ten . der - ly guides me, and fills me with song.
now with his glo - ry my path-way is bright.

k. ^ Chorus.
-N—;^^ ^^ 1—-1-1 , -A ^^ N

> I

i ;^
I praise and a • dore him, and

h

>̂ h- 0- .—I •—

-N—rn' -N-H^—-J^-1-

ifei^=^:

hal - low his name ; His good - ness each mo - ment my soul shall pro claim, I

:z=F;
—"*-*—^^z:fE3

I
i y

sing of re-demption, so

IflZ
$:: -y—

t

full and so free; Re-demption my Saviour has purchased for me.

Copyright, I88S, by Pbillipi & Hunt

72 "I will sing of his mercy."

3 I sing of his mercy the mighty to save,

Who came to redeem us from death and the

grave

;

I sing of a pardon that all may receive,

Who earnestly seek him and truly believe.

4 I sing of his mercy that never can fail,

Tho' storms may o'ertake us and troubles

assail

;

1 sing of his mercy, and still will I sing,

All glory to Jesus my Saviour and King.
Faany J. Crosby.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

COME, CHRISTIAN CHILDREN. Anon.

1. Come, Chris - tian chil - dren, come and raise Your voice with one ao • cord

;

^—«—
^

-I—^——^-

al—• #-

Come, sing in joy

0-

iJ6^-Ej=:j

fnl songs of praise The glo - ries

-#--, n «— ^ It ,-# 0-

m
your Lord.

-
\

— v» • •
:t=t::z^bp^-

Sing of

iS=tE=£

the won - ders

^ •-

I

of his love, And loud - est prais - es

i
give.

EE^

him who left

D. C. forCiiouua.

-J
^-J g J_# L^ ^ . -0- _ -4—^ ^_L_J^=:._| J

i5i=
^ ^ ^ .^ t'f:

his throne a • bove, And died that you might live.

EE^EHE s|; 1 0-^—0 -I

?EEE^S
"73 Singing of Jesus.

1 Come, Christian children, come
raise

Your voice with one accord ;

Come, sing in joyful songs of praise

The glories of your Lord.

Sing of the wonders of his love,

And loudest praises give,

To him who left his throne above,
And died that you mi^ht live.

Cho.—Come, Christian children, etc

2 Sing of the wonders of his truth.

And read in every page
The promise made to earliest youth

Fulfilled to latest age.

and

I—t?—

r

Sing of the wonders of his power,

Who with his own right arm
Upholds and keeps you hour by hour,

And shields from every harm.

Cho.—Come, Christian children, etc.

3 Sing of the wonders of his grace,

Who made and keeps you his.

And guides you to the appointed place

At his right hand in bliss.

Sing of the wonders of his name.
And Jesus Christ adore;

Him for your Lord and God proclaim,

And praise him evermore.

Cho.—Come, Christian children, etc.
Dorothy A. Thrupp.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

THE NAME OF OUR CAI.VA.TION. Jno. Henry Cornkli.

^^m^m^^^mm^
1. To the Name of our Sal - va • tion Laud and bon - or let

'U

fZ.

•—•—#—#—(-<?

—

—F^

-^-
-I.

=^='

pay ; Whica, for

1

-m V—r-c 1 —w 1

many a gen - e - ra tion Hid in God's foreknowledge lay, But with ho - ly ex •

1^
alt

s=d=l=

a - tion Wo may sing a - loud to

-^—J-

:«—*;
g+s*-

- day, We may sing a - loud day.

=F=^=^=^P=p=£=p=y--t FFz=^ ^^=Ep=dJ
vmnarT. bv per. S. Lajar. '

1
'From tbe Uyuuiarjr, by per. S. Lajar.

"74 ^^^ Lord our salvation.

2 Jesus is the name we treasure
;

Name beyond what words can tell;

Name of gladness, name of pleasure,

Ear and heart delighting well;

Name of sweetness, passing measure,
Saving us from sin and hell.

3 Therefore we, in love revering,

Holy Jesus ! thee implore
So to write thy name endearing

In our hearts forevermore,

That at length in heav'n appearing,

We with angels may adore.
Tr. by John Mason Neale.

SING OF JESUS, SING FOREVER.
r-l- s-l-

German Melody,

s ;
I

1. Sing of Jesus, sing for - cT-er, Of the lore that changes nerer, Who or what from him can serer, Those he makes his own.

"75 Unchanging Love.

2 With his blood the Lord has bought them;

When they knew him not, he sought them,

And from all their wanderings brought them;

His the praise alone.

f Saints in glory, we together

Know the song that ceases never;

Song of Songs thou art, O Saviour,

AU that endless day.

53 Thomas K<»'tl



SONGS OF CHRIST.

THE SONG OF THE CHILDREN.

'0^ ii^^i^33 m
1. Once was heard the song of chil - dren By the Sav - ionr when on earth

;

--I—,—,_, -.U.
--\^

;g^ -^-H—

^

I I

^^=

Joy - ful in the sa - cred tem • pie Shouts of youth - ful praise have birth
\

I**
1

I
I.

1 I ' III I

—.-•-?—F^f=^F p—•—,•—1# » • p=^

And bo - san • nas, and ho - san - nas Loud to Da - vid's Son break forth.

^ -x^

76 Childrens' hosannas.

2 Palms of victory strewn around him,
Garments spread beneath his feet.

Prophet of the Lord they crowned him,
In fair Salem's crowded street,

While hosannas, while hosannas,
From the lips of children greet.

3 God o'er all, in heaven reigning.

We this day thy glory sing

;

Not with palms thy pathway strewing,

CRUSADERS' HYMN.

=F
i—r—

k

:i
We would loftier tribute bring.

Glad hosannas, glad hosannas
To our Prophet, Priest, and King,

4 O, though humble is our ofTring,

Lord, accept our grateful lays !

These from children once proceeding
Thou didst deem " perfected praise,"

Now hosannas, now hosannas.

Saviour, Lord," to thee we raise.
English. Anon 1843.

12th Century.

Beau - ti • ful Sav - iour, King of ere - a tion, Son of God and Son of Man

§:-.*:
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CRUSADERS'
SONGS OF CHRIST.

H'YM.'N.— Concluded.

_ . .. . ^1 _. _ . ... _._... - _•••

V:=rz=l=
Z2Z

Tru-ly I'd love Thee, Tru-ly I'd serveThee, Lightofmy soul, my Jcy, my Crown.

r^
-•#••#-# I - t>*-

A - men.

/2.

>^ ^ rj—hi-'-\ "--I h »:;—>-] 1- Li \/
\J ' f -I .

-'•
I r '-^ «- r^U JJ

*7 *7 Christ our Captain.

2 Fair are the meadows,
Fairer the woodlands,

Robed in flowers of blooming spring;

Jesus is fairer

Jesus is purer.

He makes our sorrowing spirits sing.

3 Beautiful Saviour,

Loid of the nations,

Son of God and Son of man I

Glory and honor,

Praise, adoration.

Now and for evermore be Thine.

WHEN, HIS SALVATION BRINGING. Mozart,

r
u \ y —

'J

1. When, His sal - ra - tion bring - ing. To Zi - on, Je - sus came, The children all stood

-g—jf-

-^z=^^:tl^—±=i--

*-^—

J

p-^0^—^_,_5_j_i:^ . ^_c_j_[:,—S—»^—* '
*
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J

sing - ing,

fffP^^:

'Ho - san - na

—N-

I I

his name 1' Nor did their zeal of - fend him, Bat

:1i=i!sz=1:
J—^—r—N-, -r—

I

-j -N—

.

-^-N-

as He rode a- long He let them still at - tend him. And smiled to hear their song.

9!S«^ -^ I

"78 Heart and voicefor Jesvs.

2 And since the Lord retaineth

His love for children still

—

Though now as King he reigneth
On Zion's heavenly hill

—

We'll flock around his banner
Who sits upon the throne,

And cry aloud, "Hosanna
To David's royal Son I"

61

3 For, should we fail proclaiming

Our great Redeemer's praise,

The stones, our silence shaming,
Might well "Hosanna I" raise.

But shall we only render
The tribute of our words ?

No ! while our hearts are tender
They too shall be the Lord's.

Bev. John Kiac



SONGS OF CHRIST.

THE CHILDREN'S FRIEND. T. R. Matthkwb.

•75- * r #• • # <»
•

A - bove the bright blue sky,

^^

Eg; 1- 3
I

!_-*-! « *-

A friend who nev - er

.# ,^_

[gpis^ :t=p .11:=

ges

m
Whose love will nev er die

:

^_t, ^ ,_
—«_t:..^^i_j__t_j._C| ^ ^ r—"r-^

haUn - like our friends by tare, Who change with chang - ing years,

-i
—

^

-v-i— =|z ^gS
-3= -«*-

This friend is ways wor - thy The pre

m E
r-(2-

Clous name
I

IfE^

he bears.
S

79 Suffer ihtmio come, unlotM.

2 There's a rest for little children,

Above the bright blue sky,

Who love the blessed Saviour,

And to the Father cry,

—

A rest from every trouble.

From sin and danger free;

There every little pilgrim

Shall rest eternally.

3 There's a home for little children,

Above the bright blue sky,

Where Jesus reigns in glory,

A home of peace and joy;

No home on earth is like it,

Nor can with it compare,
For every one is happy,
Nor can be happier there.

4 There are crowns for little children,

Above the bright blue sky,

And all who look to Jesus

Shall wear them by-and-by;

Yea, crowns of brightest glory

Which he shall sure bestow,

On all who loved the Saviour,

And walked with him below.

5 There are songs for little children.

Above the bright blue sky,

And harps of sweetest music
For their hymn of victory

:

And all above is pleasure,

And found in Christ alone;

Lord, grant thy little children.

To know thee as their own.
Albert Kldlaae.
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SONGS OF CHRIST.

OH, LET US BE GLAD. T. Fkank Alleh.

34r;pd:|:=j=:^fa:=<=iJ»--.~^Tg^«ar-»-«Ti>—«-«-Egza^:
1. Oh,

3

let us be glad in our Saviour and King, No tongues ever bad great-er reason to

sing, Our hearts we will raise with our voic -es in song. And give him the praise, to whom

im-
I^P

^—^- r-bVT-«
t=[=F--p=^=«-

Chorus.

,—J—-J-I_j —l_j..J..«—I. *-#- ^-| !- f-*—^—»

—

w—d-\-d—m—*—

prais-es be - long,
1 I

Be glad, be glad, Oh, let us be glad in our

Be glad, oh, be glad, be glad, oh, be glad. Oh, let us be glad in our

9 »-1 -|
—0- -&^

-4-

Till space with his praises shall rin^.

.

King, Lift np bap-pyToicesandpraisehitn,Tillspacewithfaispraises,hispraisessballring.

King, in our King,

^. I
» ^ ^ rf2—•-r^—#

—

m—^n-0-^r-^^-r-r (Z—»-f-^—#—#

H-rfT^=F=^E>z:^E^z:^E=EE-gPZt
^

—

p—p-

Coprright, ISH, Irj FbOUpi & Hast
Till space with his praises shall ring,

gQ Sing and rejoice.

2 His wonderful name makes our victory sure,

We share in his fame, which shall ever endure

;

On earth we've his word and the gift of his love

;

The joy of the Lord yet awaits us above.-CHO.

3 We bless his dear name through smiles and through tears.

His love all the same hath encompassed our years;

Oh who could be sad when thus held in his care;

Come, let us be glad, and God's goodness declare.-CHO.
Vinaie Vemoa.

rz^f=^



SONGS OF CHRIST.

SAVIOUR, BLESSED SAVIOUR H. R. Palmer.

I. Saviour, blessed Saviour, Listen whilewe sing, Hearts and voices raising Praise;, to our King;

giglllEggSSJEJ
i±^

:t=tJ
3i--P- :p±ji^.

:|=>^ =5?

All we have to of-fer, Allwehopeto be, Bod- y, soul, and spir-it. All we yield to thee.

Refrain.

;-»-#-b!

Glo-ry Hal- le - lu - jah To our Priest and King, Saviour, blessed Saviour, Listen while we sing.

<%.>..»- i^u* turn* k. n D D.I—.>.
"***'

' "^
CopxrigM, ISM. b; H. R. P&lmer.
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1 Saviour, blessed Saviour

Listen while we sing,

Hearts and voices raising

Praises to our King

;

All we have to offer,

All we hope to be,

Body, soul, and spirit,

All we yield to thee.

—

Ref
2 Nearer, ever nearer,

Christ, we draw to thee,

Deep in adoration,

Bending low the knee;

MY SHEPHERD.

Thou for our redemption
Cam'st on earth to die;

Thou, that we might follow,

Hast gone up on high.

—

Ref.

3 Clearer still and clearer

Dawns the light from heav'n,

In our sadness bringing

News of sin forgiv'n

;

Life has lost its shadows,
Pure the light within

;

Thou hast shed thy radiance

On a world of sin.

—

Ref.
Godfrey Thrisg, fit.

John Baptist Crameb.

8a 1. Thon art my shepherd, Oar-ing in ev-ery need, Thv lit -tie lamb to feed, Trusting thee still;

2. Or if my way lie Wheredeatho'erhangingnigh, My soul wouldterri-fy With sudden chill,

—

^m m^̂ m ^£ It

?=r^^

-0—a—F-r» 1

M



MY SHZPPIIZRD.

SONGS OF CHRIST.

-Cunduded.

^=^' ^.^^

Safe by th/ side I go,Fear- ing no ill.

Thy ten-der hand is laid, I fear no ill.

>_ Miss M. ElF'e T^alheimer
s—•—»—

P#—•—^ ^—r~F'r
*—1

V

In the green pastures low,Where living waters flow,Safe by th/ side I go,Fear- ing no ill.

Yet 1 am not a-fraid; While softly on my head Thy ten-der hand is laid, I fear no ill.

. -^1 >_Mis8M. ElF'eT^alheimer.

tig i-i-rp^
^zrt^^=riEFt=t

^ ^ r ^

SECOND HYMN
Q3 Holdirig to Clirlst.

1 Lord do not leave me !

I'm but an erring child,

Weak, poor, and sin defJed,

Afraid, alone

;

But thou art strong and wise

No ill can thee surprise
;

Beneath thy loving eyes

Danger is none.

^ •

NO NAME SO SWEET.
I jf -f N N—P^=l—f^—i—q ,—\- N—

-

- y—I———1

—

1—F-^—^--^ \—\—^—'—•-

2 If thou wilt guide mc.
Gladly I'll go wiih thee;

—

No harm can come to me.
Holding thy hand;

And soon my weary feet,

Safe in the golden street,

Where all who love thee meet,
Redeemed shall stand.

Miss M. Elsie Thalheimer.

Wm. B. Bradbury, by per.

—I—p r-N—N-:H

1. There is no name so sweet on earth,No name so sweet in

tJ=-tt
gE:

*——«

—

heaven, The name before

~0-

bis

^ ^ 1/

Rkfkain.

-J-,
-« 1

—

•0- -0- -0- F ^ ^ **» I ^^rr
u

wondrous birth To Christ the Sav - lour glv - en. We love to sing a - round our King,
^ -0- -0- -0- -0- m -^ M

^^
^—F*—^

—

^
^—H

•
1

—

--4-

^
f̂=p=^p—F->

—

^^^~\

P -, ^ • •^^ -^ -0-

And hail him blessed Je - sus; For there's no word ear ev-er heard So dear,so sweet as " Je - sus."

'**- ^ I

CopjTiirht, 1&61, in " Goldfn Chain," by Wm. B. Bradbury. \^ '

g4 The sweetest name.

2 And when he hung upon the tree,

They wrote this name above him,
That all might see the reason we

Forever more must love him.

—

Ref.

3 So now, upon his Father's throne,
Almighty to release us

5

From sin and pains, he ever reigns.

The Prince and Saviour, Jesus.

—

Ref.

4 O Jesus ! by thy matchless name
Thy grace shall fail us never;

To-day as yesterday the same^
Thou art our God forever.

Oeo. Washington Bethone.
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SONGS OF THE HOLY SPIRIT.

ST. MARTIN'S. C. M.

1. Come, Ho - ly Ghost, our hearts in - spire

:

Let us thin

TTtttttam Tassdb.

-t&- 1
1, Come, Ho - ly Ghost, our hearts in

ISr

thine in - fluence prove)

3O ^'* enligldening Spirit.

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 ;

NEW HAVEN. 6, 4.

On our disordered spirits move,
And let there now be light.

4 God, through himself, we then shall know,
If thou within us shine

;

And sound, with all thy saints below.
The depths of love divine.

Charles Wesley.

Thomas Hastings.

^-J^^^-i-

l—t— i=^
-?—

I

1, Come, Ho -ly Ghost, in love, Shed on us from a - bove Thine own bright ray ! Di - vine • If

«—s-^^^ *̂^-
F=S

£:

U U V—p-

1=^ t=^=^ T=fcM: ^-K
r^ -Mf-

good thou art ; Thy sacred gifts impart

-*—

^

1 9~V I

To gladden each sad heart : O come to • day

!

m :t=t
-tc^^vi-

f=--^ ^»=2= m̂ -^-H*-

=F -fcM^

8 6 Invocation of the Holy Spirit.

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 I

3 Come, all the faithful bless;

Let all who Christ confess

His praise employ:
Give virtue's rich reward ;

Victorious death accord,

And, with our glorious Lord.
Eternal joy

!

Bot>ert n.. King of France. Tr. lUy Palmer.
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SONGS OF THE HOLY SPIRIT.

HOLY SPIRIT, FAITHFUL GUIDE.

1. Ho - ly Spir- it,

Marcus Morris Wells.

i-r

«-2-
^Iffzpzz^i

rS-

faith- ful guide, Ev - ernear the Christian's side; Gently lead us by the hand,
u.c.—Whisp'ring softly,wanderer come!

IN ,'— ^

'

'
I I r 1 I

Fine.

—•- p-
Pilgrims in a des - ert land; Wea-ry souls for
Fol-low me,I'll guide thee home.

>9~•-Fai-T-#-S-F <«-
' -F^i—^- ±Fd=d:

D.S.

^—*-
F-—*=Fg-T--

9^ :t::
T2r V

8 / "I will guide thee icith mine eye."

2 Ever present, truest Friend,

Ever near thine aid to lend,

Leave us not to doubt and fear,

Groping on in darkness drear,

When the storms are raging sore,

Hearts grow faint, and hopes give o'er.

Whisper softly, wanderer come !

Follow me, I'll guide thee home.

ZEPHYR. L. M.

tip:

e'er re-joice,While they hear that sweetest voice

fZ. M. .(3. ^ ^..^-«-

^F=t

3 When our days of toil shall cease,

Waiting still for sweet release,

Nothing left but heaven and prayer,

Wond'ring if our names were there;

Wading deep the dismal flood,

Pleading nought but Jesus' blood.

Whisper softly, wanderer come !

Follow me, I'll guide thee home !

M. M. Wella.

William B. Bradbury.

1. Al - might-y Spir - it,

-i9- •#• •#• i5«- ->«-

r_1z=-=^q=:^=:1=:E:-=—:3z=l
__( 1—Ifl ---,^19 ^—h--" -^

-I

I ^
1 —h-KF=F—

V

Thee God,and bow
I

I

-t—&
^Ezz:

Tvith thank - tul - ness;

I I

—-^—I—

I

God with the Fa - ther and the Son; E - ter- nal Three for - ev - er One.
•¥9- »- -«- " -^ -1^- -^ •^- -«- •- •^-

I

^^^.
r-^

-G>-
^'-

Son

88 Almighty Spirit.

2 In thee we live; thy vital breath

First called us from the realm of death,

And each succeeding hour we move
Upheld by thy sustaining love.

3 Thou art our light—the way is dark,

Illume it with thy vital spark

;

tEEEEpp^
£=*ESgEEF: i
Thou art our guide—O lead our feet

To pastures green and waters sweet.

4 Inspire our souls, quicken our sight,

And fill us with thy holy light.

That we may feel thy presence still.

And know and do thy gracious will.
T. C. Beade.
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\^m.

ARMENIA.
SONGS OF THE SCRIPTURES.

C. M.

4—^=
-tS--

-^=^--^

Sylvanus Billinqs Pond.

U I . _ ^

], Ho-w pre - cious is the book di - vine,

-fi—F 1 —

I

1

— —

,-Xi g— Jj—

J

_—

By spi

N^=^g^
*- ^J^.^C*^^

ra • tion given I

Bright as a lamp its doc-trines shine, To guide our souls to heaven.

i
e JTJ.

f .-g-
, J-V P§5^$

i^ ^feF=&
:a:

8 9 TJie Bible precious.

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,

In this dark vale of tears ;

Life, light, and joy it still imparts.

And quells our rising fears.

BREAD OF LIFE. 10.

3 This lamp, through all the tedious night

Of life, shall guide our way
;

Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day.
John Fawoett.

Wm. F. Sherwin,

esbe

Ji3
1, Break thou the bread of life, dear Lord, to me, Asthou didst breaktheloavesbeside the sea;

•• -•- -^- -0- 0- »-
^C *-^-t"—TT t~" r<^ * ,-g—rg a—*-r-P-*~— I 2-t-?-B«'-t-^-

9=;tfcp-i:&i^ :«z=si
z\=z

--£>-

g— —«—I
^fi)
—t:<z:—*—«_i^G_l—

c

^_i_«|,-_^_,_^_L/a5^^_i.^—xi

Be-yond the sa-cred page I seek thee, Lord ; My spir- it pants for thee, O liv-ingWord!

^ff-
;^-: Efe s

90 ^e Bread of Life.

1 Break thou the bread of life, dear Lord,
to me.

As thou didst break the loaves beside the

sea

;

Beyond the sacred page I seek thee. Lord

;

My spirit pants for thee, O living Word I

I I

:^:tp:W^
Copyright, 1817, by J. H. Vincent.

2 Bless thou the precious truth, dear Lord,
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 I

Mary A. Ijathbury,



UXBRIDGE.
SONGS OF THE SCRIPTURES.
U M. LowsLL Mason.

ms^
1. Now let my soul, e - ter - nal King,

» f- O

^
12=

F
3?:

To thee its grate - ful trib - ute brin;

^^h^— ;:5z^»—*fi 1—1->5—*T^X^=x.
$L̂

^§
My knee with hum-ble horn - age bow ; My tongue perform its sol - emn vow.

: O-
-f— :«. 3z:

^^=Hf=Jt=F g:

9 1 77i,e Saviour seen in the Scriptures.

2 All nature sings thy boundless love.

In worlds below and worlds above ;

But in thy blessed word I trace

Diviner wonders of thy grace.

3 There, what delightful truths I read

!

There, I behold the Saviour bleed

:

His name salutes my listening ear,

Revives my heart and checks my fear.

DOVER. S. M.

4 There Jesus bids my sorrows cease

;

And gives my laboring conscience peace;
He lifts my grateful thoughts on high.

And points to mansions in the sky.

5 For love like this, O let my song.

Through endless years, thy praise prolong
Let distant climes thy name adore.

Till time and nature are no more.
Ottiwell Heginboth.ani.

Aakon "Williams' Coll.

93 God's wo7-d, quick and powerful.

1 Thy word, almighty Lord,
Where'er it enters in.

Is sharper than a two-edged sword.
To slay the man of sin.

2 Thy word is power and life
;

It bids confusion cease,
I

69

And changes envy, hatred, strife.

To love, and joy, and peace.

3 Then let our hearts obey
The gospel's glorious sound ;

And all its fruits, from day to day.

Be in us and abound.
James XContgomery*



SONGS OF SALVATION.

LOUVAN. ViEGIL COEVDON TaTLOB.

0—I

—

0-^0-—0-^G>—

•

1, Deep are the wounds which sin has made ; Where shall the sin - ner find a cure?

-*^~0 - , » \—0—i G>' *-• 4— ^ -0- •'- -0-

I I 1

^ip^
In vain, a - las ! is na - ture's aid

;

rj. ± ^ ^ tilt.

The work exceeds her utmost power.

•0- •0- ^ -^ -)9- _

§igih :t-
:S2: EEE

:=T:

#-:^ = ^221

93 The ffreat Phj/aician.

2 But can no sovereign halm be found,

And is no kind physician nigh,

To ease the pain and heal the wound,
Ere life and hope forever fly ?

3 There is a great Physician near

;

Look up, O fainting soul, and live

;

DOWNS. C. M.

See, in his heavenly smiles, appear
Such help as nature cannot give.

4 See, in the Saviour's dying blood.
Life, health, and bliss abundant flow;

And in that sacrificial flood

A balm for all thy grief and woe.
Aune Steele.

Lowell Mason.

N
1. How sweet the§^

(S>
—^-* ^ <&—' (»

—

^0 ^
a be

sr

igf^fisilMi^'—
94 ^'fi dearest name.

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast

;

'Tis manna to the hungry soul.

And to 'J.ie weary, rest.

8 Dear p?.rne ! the rock on which I build,

My shield and hiding-place
;

My never-failing treasure, filled

With boundless stores of grace !

4 Jesus, my Shepherd, Saviour, Friend,

My Prophet, Priest, and King,

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise I bring

!

5 I would thy boundless love proclaim
With every fleeting breath ;

So shall the music of thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

Jolin Kewton.

10



SONGS OF SALVATION.
FREE GRACE. A.P.R. BY J. J . MATTniAB

1. The voice of free grace cries, "Escape to the mountain; For Adam's lost race Christ hath

-N-Nr

-:3—H-l l-l- 9 1 1 • »-
-b^-t/-*-

4==tt
^— I— I—+•—•

—

mA^"

P

-^ *
:9' .^_i«_

o- pened a fountain: For sin and un- cleanness, and ev - ery trans-gression,

*- -O- -P- d , M I I

p—p—

^

His

r'=6=F=Et;=3-fcpEE£r=f^i:: :t=i: E3=t
t=t

f^ ^EP

fc d:
:?z:^

=4=:1:5—

«

Chorus.

- -0 1 • * \-0 0- -0—0.

blood flows most free - ly in streams of sal - va - tion." Hal - le - lu - jah to the

^ -4: »» ^ ^ ^ ^ -0- J

-^-n—< F—•—Fi—^—•—^—F'—s—»—•—F»—H—
-i

—

h—h—ri \ h

—

n—

t
Lamb, who has purchased our pardon! We will praise him a- gain when we pass o-ver Jordan.

gy|3g:—'=?zii=i^=Ti=F==F^=c:=^=ii=i==I^=^»=pf?=t=t=Ft='=ll

95 '^'^ voice offree grace.

1 The voice of free grace cries, "Escape
to the mountain

;

For Adam's lost race Christ hath opened a
fountam :

For sin and uncleanness, and every trans-
gression.

His blood flows most freely in streams of
salvation."

Hallelujah to the Lamb, etc.

2 Now glory to God in the highest is given
;

Now glory to God is re-echoed in heaven

;

Around the whole earth let us tell the glad
story.

And sing of his love, his salvation and glory,

3 O Jesus, ride on,—thy kingdom is glo-

rious
;

O'er sin, death, and hell, thou wilt make us
victorious

:

Thy name shall be praised in the great con-

gregation, '

And saints shall ascribe unto thee their sal-

vation.

4 When on Zion we stand, having gained
the blest shore.

With our harps in our hands, we will praise

evermore :

We '11 range the blest fields on the banks of

the river.

And sing of redemption forever and ever.
Bichard Btirdsall.
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GREENVILLE.
SONGS OF SALVATION.

8, 7, 4. Jean Jaoqttes Bovbsbau.

. ^ FINK ^ 1 I J J l^»f' l^**' "•"•

•^llf III ^M I
I I

I . Come, ye sinners, poor and needy ,Weak and wounded,sick and sore ; / Jesus ready stands to save you, \

D. C. He is a - ble, He is a - ble, He is willing: doubt no more.\ Full of pity, love,and (Omit.) /power:

.r^ :

93 Invitoiion hyinii.

1 Come, ye sinners, poor and needy,
Weak and wounded, sick and sore

;

Jesus ready stands to save you.

Full of pity, love, and power

:

He is able,

He is willing : doubt no more.

2 Now, ye needy, come and welcome

;

God's free bounty glorify;

True belief and true repentance,
Every grace that brings you nigh,

Without money,
Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

3 Let not conscience make you linger.

Nor of fitness fondly dream ;

All the fitness he requireth

Is to feel your need of him :

This he gives you;
'Tis the Spirit's glimmering beam.

4 Come, ye weary, heavy-laden,
Bruised and mangled by the fall

;

COME, YE SINNERS. 8, 7.

If you tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all

;

Not the righteous,

—

Sinners Jesus came to call.

5 Agonizing in the garden,
Your Redeemer prostrate lies ;

On the bloody tree behold him !

Hear him cry, before he dies,
" It is finished !"

Sinners, will not this sufifice?

6 Lo ! the incarnate God, ascending,
Pleads the merit of his blood :

Venture on him, venture freely;

Let no other trust intrude ;

None but Jesus
Can do helpless sinners good.

7 Saints and angels, joined in conceit.

Sing the praises of the Lamb ;

While ttie blissful seats of heaven
Sweetly echo with his name:

Hallelujah !

Sinners here may do the same.
Joseph Hart.

jEHEMIAil IkGALLS.

FINK,

J
fCome, ye
|Je - sus

D. C. Glo - ry,

sin - ners, poor and
read - y stands to

bon - or, and sal

need-y,
save you,
va - tion,

Weak and wounded, sick
FuU of pit - y, love,
Christ the Lord is come

m^^^ t==t:

and sore
and power :

to reign.

j!2_

M

Chorus.

-^-^—«-
a i-^t.
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Tarn to the Xord, and seek sal

-Vr-
^t

r •

va • tion, Sound the praise of his dear name ;

EifEEf r
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

WONDERFUL WORDS. p. p. Blisb.

1. Sing them o - ver a - gain to me, Wonderful words of life

I

,^ ,^ 1^ ^

^—-H—1^—>^—V—>^-—>^-

^t=W^

Let me more of their

i

^> N ^. S

1^

beau-ty see, Wonderful words of life. Words of life and beau - ty, Teach me faith and

-.a-

9^8

Chouus.

-9_#_^ -, ^^ ^*^—^^ 1 r^^ N N 1 r
-^—S—i^-i n^^d 1
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du - ty
1

Beau- ti - ful words, won-der - ful words, Wonder- ful words of life,

^i-i' -'—^ q



SONGS OF SALVATION.

SILVER STREET. S. M. Isaac Smith.

all the earth shall hear.

yo Grace.

2 Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace taught my roving feet

To tread the heavenly road ;

I DO BELIEVE. C. M.

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 our praise.
Philip Doddridge.

1. Fa - ther, I stretch my hands to thee;

.0. -i^. .49- ^ •*- -(2.

^=f=F= =t?^t^

No oth - er help know,

-t=±=!

will be - lieve,

fl.

-g

1
do be - lieve, That Je - sus died for me;

-^

—

^ y-0 —6>-

i^ZT

ill
If thou with - draw thy - self from me, Ah! whith-er shall I

I

-(22. JL JL JSL "A. ^ ^ .^

-'9-

thro' his blood, his precious blood, shall from sin be

99 Unwearied, earnestness.

2 What did thine only Son endure.
Before I drew my breath ?

What pain, what labor, to secure
My soul from endless death !

I will believe, etc.

3 O Jesus, could I this believe,

I now should feel thy power

;

U

And all my wants thou wouldst relieve,

In this accepted hour.

I will believe, etc.

4 Author of faith ! to thee I lift

My weary, longing eyes :

O, let me now receive that gift,

—

My soul without it dies.

I will believe, etc.
Charles 'V^eslejr.



SONGS OF SALVATION.

EVERLASTING LOVE. Mra. Joseph F. Kxapp.

^ o —

P

T—;;:—^

—

^^\i
^ ^—~n=f=^=^^^^^—^—^.-+-F=-

I, Wondrous words I how rich in bless - ing ! Deep - er than th' unfath-omed sea

;

—-^ h-i -4 -J—-^—^-r
H ^—— N

—

-^ «

—

—* 9 -2 IS—M izr—1^

—

zi
1 1

Broad - er than its world of wa - ters, Bound-less,

t-

fi - nite and free :

a-

High - er than the heavens a - bove, Is that Ev • er last • ing Love;

gii=i-i=&t=r^£;
-^— ^=t[:=—

a

e-
-h- 6'-

" ig Lo'that £y - er ing Love.

Copyrigbl b; Joseph F. Ki>pp.

100 Wondrous words.

2 Down to lowest depths it reaches

—

The all-loving Father's arm,
Toward his rebel children yearning,

Drawing them with magic charm

;

[|: Till the yielding spirits move,
Touch'd by Everlasting Love. :||

3 Weary spirits—sad with toiling,

'Mid the sorrows of life's way

—

Feel their heavy burdens lightened,

As they journey day by day,

||: How with quickened steps they move,

Cheered by Everlasting Love, :||

4 I have set thee as a signet.

Graven on my hands thy name;
Lo, I still am with thee always.

Evermore thy Friend—the same;

II
: Never changing—thou wilt prove

Mine is Everlasting Love. :||

5 In my house of many mansions,

I've prepared a place for thee.

Where are no dark clouds or tempests,

Where I am, there thou shalt be

—

II
: All the untold bliss to prove,

Of my Everlasting Love. :
||

Mrs. Mary D. James.

U



SONGS OF SALVATION.
CO^A/^PER. C. M. Lowell Ma^on.^ I5^t=e -a—t5>- ^

I

^S-^ ^r*-^ r
1. There is a foontain filled with blood Drawn from Xm - mannel's veins ; Asd

:3= -P=^=P- ::s:
i3i P^Sr

-^
-OL-

-e?~

sinners, plunged beneath that flood, Lose all their guilt - y stains. Lose all their guilty steins.

r:^
^ ^ -^-

t=^

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'll sing thy power to save.

When this poor lisping, stammering tongue.
Lies silent in the grave.

WUliam Cowper.

101 Tlie cleansing fountain,

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day ;

And there may I, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.

3 Thou dying Lamb ! thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power.

Till all the ransomed Church of God
Are saved, to sin no more.

CLEANSING FOUNTAIN. C M. (SECOKD TUNE.) Feom Lowell Mason.

-N-

1. There is a fountain filled with blood Driwn from,Immanuers veins ; And sinners, plungedb

l-*-*-#--#- .#•••- \\ -0- ' •0- -0- I I l>-0-'-0--0-

Chorus.

9-

^-. g-g -v-r^ 1
-*- '

—

j
-^—*-F.j—Fj-^+o-.-j-^—*~^^^:::r—^

—

their guilt-y stain-!, Lose all their guilt-y stains, Lose

-•- _ 1 -0- -0- ' -0- a •- -ii9-
' 0-

neath that flood. Lose all

=F=5=r=r-^T—

n

MiM]
all their guilt -y stains; And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, Lose all their guilty stains.

0- ' 0- •0- I I ^\ ^ . -0. -m- ^.#.^ ..#. I
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SONGS OF SALVATION
CLEANSING WAVE.

-\^ r--. S

5-^a^
._s

Mrs. Joseph F. Knapp,

:i^-i X -^=i=:

l.O, now I see the crim-son wave, The fount - ain deep and wide, Je -

f5i^i bp

sus, my Lord, might

« * *
y to save, Points his wound • ed

^=r

-C'

Refrain.

w-_

t^ ;i

^—AZ ~^1
—N—'- d=d^:

The cleansing stream, I see, I see ! I plunge, and O, it cleanseth me ! O,

# • W r- L.
1 1

^-4- /-

^ -r *
cleans-eth me

!

::1^

praise the Lord, it cleans-eth me '. It cleans-eth me, yes.

^^^m
Copyright, 1872, by Joseph F. Knapp,

1—

r

102 ^« fountain of cleansing.

1 O, NOW I see the crimson wave,
The fountain deep and wide,

Jesus, my Lord, mighty to save,
Points to his wounded side.

Refrain.

The cleansing stream, I see, I see

!

I plunge, and O, it cleanseth me

!

O, praise the Lord, it cleanseth me

!

It cleanseth me, yes, cleanseth me !

2 I rise to walk in heaven's own light,

Above the world and sin,

With heart made pure, and garments white,

And Christ enthroned within.

The cleansing stream, etc.

3 Amazing grace ! 'tis heaven below.

To feel the blood applied ;

And Jesus, only Jesus know,
My Jesus crucified.

The cleansing stream, etc.
Phoebe Palmer:
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

THE GOSPEL BELL. T. Frank Allen.

tt^^*jz*zlM—^.i\—^zQ=g-=^[j=i,—t^^

1. The gos-.pel bell is ring - ing Thro' all the •world a-round, Good news to sin- ners

c^. , —K—

j

j-\—

•

f •-!• r

—

-j— T*

—

"

t—

t

sr-i«^*—

•

T-\ • • 0-,

1=q=d=r=|;= ^=i-- d^

m
bring-ing,How sweet the joy - ful sound! The Son of man is seek-ing To save the lost in

-0
f5> #- • -"f"

* a-r*"--—

•

r0 » • 0-ri9— —0-r^—0-

$^: ^J-
Chorus.

5:;=i=t3_j^j_j_tj^L_J.t._,_._^_tJf=t:3:=tJ_,_^,^^.
t^'

sin, With ten-der voice is speaking Their roving hearts to win. The gos-pel bell is

igl-F
^-•-«-5

f-0 0—0—0-r-0—m—w—w—r-w—

I

f=F=t:zbt:=:t

# 5 r '^
'-r-0—r0—0—s-;-i 1

I ill'"

fe^Efe
•>-S-.J-»^^-[*^=5t;=tjr-^;ljf-^-^-S-q«-«--.-rg..-''

^iS

ringing Thro' all the world a -round, Good n

* y9- -0- M m m

S^EE
-*—#—#-
3=t
^F=F

^a^IESEB

ewsto sinners bringing,Howsweetthejoyful sound!

Copyrigbt. 1886, hy Phlllipi & Haat

X 3 Th^ Q^'id tidings proclaimed.

2 Inflamed with love, compassion
To our apostate race,

He by his death and passion

Revealed his matchless grace

;

For us he bore temptations.
Endured the cross of shame,

He purchased our salvation,

All glory to his name.

Cho.—The gospel bell is ringing
Thro' all the world around.

Good news to sinners bringing,

How sweet the joyful sound !

0—0—0—0-r0—«>—#-r#—h—'—a-r'S'*-ni

3 O come to this good Shepherd,
That seeks the wand'ring sheep.

He from the wolf and leopard

Will thee securely keep

;

Ye sinners, wildly straying,

From God no longer roam,
The Shepherds call obeying,

Ye wanderers, come home.

Cho.—The gQspel bell is ringing

Thro' all the world around.
Good news to sinners bringing.

How sweet the joyful sound !

aev. J. H. Martio.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

OH, COME AT ONCE TO JESUS. Rev. R. LowRT.

1. I'm poor, and blind, and wretched, I'm full of doubts and ftars ; My heart is weak and wick-ed, My checks are wet with tears

;

D. C. Chorub.,.-,..
I A I 1 U. U. UHOKUB.

My soul is full of sad-ness, Of sin. and pain, and grief; Oh for a ray of glad- ness. Of par-don anj re - lieH^

CHO.-Oh comeatonceto Je-8us,What-e'er your burden be, And tho'yonr sins are ma - ny, Uis blood can make you free.

Copjritht, 1873, Wj Big'.ow & Main.

104 Burdened wllh sin.

2 And will the blessed Saviour

This guilty soul make pure ?

May I be his forever ?

May I his love secure ?

Oh, then I'll tell the story;

I'll tell the world to come

;

For Christ, the king of glory,

Will bid them welcome home.
Arckibald Kenyon.

WEARY OP' EARTH, AND LADEN. James Langran".

11 4—i u^_J__._5_ug_

1. Wea- ry

i9-

of earth, and lad - en with my sin, I look at heav'n, and long to en-ter in.

±r
*=}3:5=Ezg:=!=*r:Ej:|J=i=ff:IlrL-frtEr:H
• • -19- •»• -0- •0- * t'-M--

tr-z-^^=:±±t
-%—i-^-. -:»—•—

9^

But there no e - vil thing may find a home: And yet I hear a voice that bids me " Come."

•—r \^ (^—r *-T-H—F—*-T-?>3

—

T-i5> •—•—r.^
—*—•-'-ii- "H ^̂ I g

-V- t=p:
rx—^-*—I—

I

'

W 1— I—

I

,

105 -^* W^ /o^ ours.

2 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.

8 Yea, thou wilt answer for me, righteous Lord:
Thine all the merits, mine the great reward;
Thine the sharp thorns, and mine the golden crown,
Mine the life won, and thine the life laid down.

Samuel John Stone.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.
HORTON. Xavikb Schwtder.

106 Tl^^ gracious call.

2 Thou who, houseless, sole, forlorn.

Long- hast borne the proud world's scorn,

Long hast roamed the barren waste.

Weary pilgrim, hither haste.

3 Ye who, tossed on beds of pain,

Seek for ease, but seek in vain
;

PLEYEL'S HYMN. 7.

Ye, by fiercer anguish torn,

In remorse for guilt who mourn ;

4 Hither come, for here is found
Balm that flows for every wound,
Peace that ever shall endure.

Rest eternal, sacred, sure.
Mrs. rt"na I,, Barbauld.

Ignacb Pletel.

107 Delay dangerotts.

2 Hasten, mercy to implore !

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thv season should be o'er

Ere this evening's stage be run.

3 Hasten, sinner, to return !

Stay not for the morrow's sun.

Lest thy lamp should fail to bum
Ere salvation's work is done.

4 Hasten, sinner, to be blest

!

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest perdition thee arrest

Ere the morrow is Hp^^un.
Thomas Scott.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

JESUS IS CALLING. Geo. C. Stebbins.

1. Je - sns is ten - der - Ijr call - ing thee home—Call- ing to-day, call - ing to-day;

t-
-F—

P

—1=

••••**-•

Why from the sun-shine of love wilt thou roam, Far - ther and far - ther a - way i

Refrain.

ten- der -ly call -ing to - day.

-l> U

Je - sus is ten - der - ly call - ing to - day,

Coyjrigbt, 18«3, b; e<o. C. Stobbiu.

108 To-day if ye will hear his voice.

2 Jesus is calling the weary to rest

—

Calling to-day, calling to-day;
Bring him thy burden and thou shalt be blest

;

He will not turn thee away.

—

Ref.

3 Jesus is waiting, oh, come to him now

—

Waiting to-day, waiting to-day

;

Come with thy sins, at his feet lowly bow

;

Come, and no longer delay.

—

Ref.

4 Jesus is pleading, oh, list to his voice-
Hear him to-day, hear him to-day

;

They who believe on his name shall rejoice

;

Quickly arise and away—Ref. paany j. croet^.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.
BLUMENTHAL. 7, D. Jacques BLinirENTHAL, ark. by H. P. M.

F^zl:
i^^^^ ^ t=l

1. Depth of mer-cy! can there ba Mer - cy still re - served for me? Can my God his

^0.-^-0-4t--^->9-. _ s- 0' •0- -J- _•»• ^ ^ JL t'i:

-iS>- l^=£i^ -^ m

11 I 1-1 I

wrath for-bear,—Me, the chief of sin-ners, spare? I have long with-stood his grace; Long pro '

^ -0- •0- * -i«- •:_
PgE-E|EgErEt^E^EE?EiEg^SEg=^

yoked him to his face ; Would not hearken to his calls; Grieved him by a thousand falls.

1—I—
F

—

t—f^^l
^

1 9 Depth of mercy.

2 Kindled his relentings are ;

Me he now delights to spare;

Cries, " How shall I give thee up ?
"

Lets the lifted thunder drop.

There for me the Saviour stands,

Shows his wounds and spreads his hands

;

God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

Charles Wesleyv

MERCY. 7, (SErOND TtTNE.) Chorus. Faster, stace.

r
- < Depth of mer - cy! can there be Mer-cy still re - served for me ?) _. , , , .
'•

i Can my God his wrath for - bear,—Me, the chief of sinners, spare ? 5
^°'* '^^ *°^^ *

S-e H 1 ^^^ ^.—I J-i ^ '

'^ -' ^-H ^H b 1 !j
'

-t—t^—

r

P—r -^

Repeat pp.Smoothly.
f » I » » I , ' I i.^ I k. Ik,' ' .. T I
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1
1—*-n—'—2

—

J TJ—•—i . *—*—*—2-J—*—*_#4-cy± J—*^<—^^-J—^—#-:^-#~^*37—

^

know, I feel ; Jesus weeps, and loves me still; Je • bus weeps, he weeps, and loves me stilL

:t=i3zI m ^=^ s9^
1—tr

?—#-Mr
82
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

FEAST OF BLESSING.
I

"W. n. DOANE.

e^^iii^tigiirt^ili^
1. Blest are the htin- gry; they shall be fed; Je - sus a feast has kindly spread; Come and receive;

-«-
;

,

-«^

(8 —

r

|9:zb:fcp=fezizi=^==i#=*rz=^:^T^r=:^=^=^=t
-•—•—(Si-h

Refrain.

-J

on - ly

^: ti^J^:
believe; Je - sus will free- ly, free - ly give. All things are read- y; come and see;

^——-V—•-!-*—"S'-T-^

—

\^—h0—f^—T-^^—^0—(2-1-*

—
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^-fc I

—
'zJ
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^

*—-—^1—^ c/—F-"- -.—^-i r-^\ P—F—h-f^ =
1 h-^1
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Ready for you, read- y for me ; O what a feast of richest blessing,Crowned with a Saviour's love!
j5-r-r-T-h-t—

r'
f richest blessing, Cr(

^ .^ .*. A £ r:

r-r-T-

Copjrisht, 1873, bj liislow & Ma

110 Blessed are they thai hunger.

2 Out in the highway go and proclaim
Welcome to all in Jesus' name

;

Bread to the poor, bread evermore,

Jesus will freely, freely give.

—

Ref.

COME, COME TO JESUSl

3 Sweet invitation ! how can we slight

Him who will make our path so bright?
All we require, all our desire,

Jesus will freely, freely give.

—

Ref.
Panny J. Crosby.

Hubert P. Maix, 1864, hy per.

L. Come,oometo Je- sus! He waits to welcomethe

^iff "-|
1

r—\-<0--»-^\-l « «- -» »—0-
^_^p=p_v-E^|--EEzt==iiEt=tj=cz

1. Come,oometo Je- sus! He waits to welcomethee,0 wand'rerl ea-ger-ly Come,come to Je-sus!

=T=^-
l:t:=t

r-trt

fL—0Jt^

:^^^:ES.-izi

111 ^e waz'fe ?o welcome.

2 Come, come to Jesus I He waits to ransom thee,

O slave! so willingly; Come, come to Jesus!

3 Come, come to Jesus ! He waits to lighten thee,

O burdened ! trustingly Come, come to Jesus!

4 Come, come to Jesus ! He waits to shelter thee,

O weary ! blessedly Come, come to Jesus

!

5 Come, come to Jesus! He waits to carry thee,

O lamb ! so lovingly ; Come, come to Jesus !

83
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SONGS OF SALVATIONi

COME TO JESUS. £. D. Beddall.

b^=jt=t -/9-
:S=5 i^

1. Come to Je - sus suid be saved, Come, come to Je - sus, Who for yon his

life he gave, Come, cometo Je-sus,

-I— T-, 1 r-»---«—» •-

Come and all your sins con-fess, Come and he your

•- •»• -m- ' -0- •0- -^

I 1 1 1

a=J=d=;:d
Chorus.

:S=:5Ei=E3z:£=:fzt^ 35!=£;

souls will bless, Come in all thy souls dis-tress. Come, come to Je - sus.

z: ijr: ZL' ^ ^ TJ. £: .*. ^ .««-

Je • sus ia

^—:^
H ^ w—i9 • *-

Copyright, 1885, by Phillips & Hunt.

112 Jesus is waiting.

2 Come to Jesus weary one,
Come, come to Jesus,

He can save you, he alone,

Come, come to Jesus,

Come, and he will save you now,
Come and at his footstool bow.
Come poor weary sinner thou.

Come, come to Jesus.

Cho.—Jesus is waiting, &c.

3 Come to Jesus don't delay,

Come, come to Jesus,

Time is flying fast away
Come, come to Jesus,

Jesus died on Calvary,
Shed his blood for you and me.
Paid the debt to set us free,

Come, come to Jesus.

Cho.—Jesus is waiting, &c,
£. D. BeddaU.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.
INGHAM. L. M. Lowell ilASoa.

T-^y=^ fi^- -''^-
I

1. God call - ing yet ! shall 1

"S? # a

not bear? Earth's pleasures shall I still bold dear?

tS)-

113 ^of/ calling yet.

2 God calling yet ! shall I not rise ?

Can I his loving voice despise,

And basely his kind care repay !

He calls me still ; can I delay ?

3 God calling yet ! and shall he knock,
And I my heart the closer lock ?

He still is waiting to receive,

And shall I dare his Spirit grieve ?

4 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 !

5 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.
Gerhard Tersteegea. Tr. by Miss J. Borthwick.

BOYLSTON. S. M.

^
Lo'WTLL Masok»

fc±==::
#—^-«; 5 ^

1. Now is the ac - cept - ed time, Now
i£

S^E i
the day of

25

—

grace

;
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

WEARY CHILD. Rev. Samuel Alman.

m-j^i^
r--0- f=^F=F1^^

^ ^—^^^-^-^A-rz^-.-p -^
-iq

V ^=^
u

-f-f=^

1. Wea - ry child by sin oppressed, Vain- ly seeking af-ter rest ; From the mountains dark and cold^,

K J_J 11^
f^L^^^=^T•-•—•—cT--^—^tiS—r«-ti*—^—r-d f^-d--i-r*-*—•—

I

Refuain.

M=^^=^=tF^=|=t

Standing now out-side the fold. Hear thy Saviour gent-ly say, Come, O come," I am the way;"

-•—#—r#—•

—

!5>—I—•-i-# : —r»—•—«"-_
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^ • -^ *. •(«. ^ JL ^

,
ritard.

,

z=^—^g^±E3EstiE*±fziz=lzF.^.-=:^JJ

115 G'it'e 9ne <?ii7je /lern-^

2 Traveler on the desert drear,

Wherefore dost thou linger here?
Turn thee e'er it be too late,

Once rgavemyUfeforthee,Oomeandgivethyhearttome. Seek and find the narrow gate.

_ _ M. A. ^ '^ Exile from thy father's home,

1^-^.^ ,_
—e-r

I— j—ig

—
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I

—I

—

f~r*
—
f
—'^ n l^ise m haste, no longer roam;

^•ffj|-»-^-»

—

»—f~r
*—*—"^^F—l7l~~FH~l" i ^1] Thou art hungry, there is bread,

^—+tn_i-_t=l=t[:_f:_tZ-J:i.^4;;li_^^_^_ eiJ Thou with plenty shalt be fed.
'

'
'

' ' ' Fanny J. Crosby.
=F=

Coprright, 1885. \>; Phillips & Hunt | ^ ' < I

INVITATION ACCEPTED. Kate Marvin Pueston.

j
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1. Just as I am, O Lord, Come I to thee. In - vit - ed by thy word, Thy child to be;

^- ji0.'4L t:^^^ ^^_ ^ ^Mte4f=
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^

Lord, I have heard thy call. Low at thy feet I fall, For iho' I am but small, Thou lovest me

:^
W^W- SEE

C>>i)ri£tit. Viai, by PbiUiiu & BunL

86

11 :i:rpzt: £E^=iF=f



SONGS OF SALVATION.

INVITATION ACCEPTED.— Conceded.

116 Implicit faith.

2 Just as I am, the sin

That stains my soul,

The load of guilt within

On thee to roll.

O Jesus hear my cry,

No other hope have I,

Lord save me or I die,

And make me whole !

3 Just as I am, I bow,
So glad to know

That e'en to me wilt thou
Thy mercy show:

THERE IS A FRIEND.

For they who seek thy face
Shall not their trust misplace,
On such thy saving grace
Thou wilt bestow.

4 Just as I am, I give

Myself to thee

;

Thy service while I live

My joy shall be.

Take thou this heart of mine.
Fill it with love divine.

And seal it wholly thine

Eternally.
Eev. Eobert M. Offord-

Eev. Sajiuel Alman.

i— - Q -L^ — 0-i- 4»-LJ
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1. Thereis a friend, A friend you need,A friend with God,To intercede, H's preciousname is

fsr: ;:

—

zrri *—

s

'-r^—1~—
h"—* t ^#-«^«—^-rl* ^—t^—t'-rV—V-'* ^n

I #-v—5 ^—!-# » ^—Cp ^ 9—
:t^- ^--

Je - sus;

-w s—•-

'> » '

A friend thy soul To save from sin. And make thee whole.And pure within, O

I
I

Chorus.
, .^ I w I

I

such a friend is Je - sus. A friend in need, A friend in-deed, O such a friend is Je-sus.

m^ 'T':

I
TT r • r i?^^ r

Copyrigbt, I88S, by PhiUI|U & Huut.

117" Glosei- tlian a brother.'*

2 A friend to guide
Thee day by day,

And by thy side

To guard the way,
A loving friend is Jesus.

A friend whose power
Alone can cheer.

In that dark hour

—

When death is near

—

No earthly friend like Jesus.

H«—P-
t=4i=t:

^-

87

3 O, sinner—stay,

Why yet offend,

And turn away,
So great a friend,

As this dear, precious Jesus.
He waiting stands,

—

And pleads to win,

—

With outstretched hands—
Thy heart of sin

—

O, what a friend is Jesus.
Arr. by Kev. Samuel Alman.



SONGS OF SALVATION.

PLEADING WITH THEE. Eev. Egbert Lowrt.

1. So near to the kingdom! vet what dost thon lack? So near to the kingdom! what keep-eth thee back?

2. So near that thoa hear- est the songs that re- sound From those who be- lie?- ing, a par- don bare fonnd!

—^_I_5 » * JI 4—a-^-0—«—#-'-^

—

*—\—L_r—h—p-" #

fie - nonnce er' - ry i - dol, though dear it may bp,

So near, yet un - will - ing to give up thy sin,

And

When

come to the SaT- iour now

Je - SU8 is wait - ing to

Kefuain.

^^ES?3EE|3

plead-ing with Ihee.

wel-coiae thee in!

I
—1^1—I-'

'-<5''-'-5l-i \f^m
Plead - ing with thee The Sav- iour is plead-ing, is pleading with

Pleading with thee, pleading with thee,

Copyright, 187S, by Biglow & M>iB.

118 W^^^i keepeth thee hack ?

3 O come, or thy season of grace will be past,

The door will be closed, and this call be thy last;

O where wouldst thou turn if the light should depart

That comes from the Spirit, and shines on thy heart.—

4 To die with no hope ! hast thou counted the cost?

To die out of Christ, and thy sou! to be lost

!

So near to the kingdom! O come, we implore,

While Jesus is pleading, come, enter the door.

—

Ref.
Fanny J. Crosby.

0—W—0-
:t=p=:t:

-Ref.

PASS ME NOT "W. H. DOANB.

pb

1. Pass me not, gen- tie Sar- ionr.Hear ray hura-ble cry; While on oth- ers Thou art call- ing. Do not pass me

Copyrisbt, 1870. in "SoiiB* of Dcyoboa," by W H. Doano.



SONGS OF SALVATION.

PASS ME TSIOT.— Concluded.

Chorus.Chorus. .^
i I ». ill

by; Sav- iour, Sav- iour, hear my humble cry, While oc oth- ers thoa art call-ing, Do not pass me by.

ei|E&:
<6>—kS*

While oc oth- ers thoa art call - ing, Do not pass me by.

119 Pleadingfor mercy.

2 Let me at a throne of mercy
Find a sweet relief;

Kneeling there in deep contrition,

Help my unbelief.

—

Ref.

3 Trusting only in thy merit,

Would I seek thy face
;

COME TO THE FOUNTAIN.

Heal my wounded, broken spirit,

Save me by thy grace.

—

Ref.

4 Thou the spring of all my comfort,

More than life for me;
Whom have I on earth beside thee?

Whom in heaven but thee.

—

Ref.
Fanny J. Crosby.

Geo. C. Stebbixs.

»-i-«-S—i-i—1^—1 r^— f*>—

N

*^-a-\—^-;-?t"—B^v-*-*

—

w-i-:^\—

I

i~r-
1:-*-*—li-*-Fgi-i^=Fg-g-.-^g—»4-S-Fg^f-H^^-.-^=^^?-i-«-Fg-i—# -15'- -«-*• -»-.-•• -• -tS"-

viththy sinsto the fountain,Come with thy burden of grief ; Bu- ry them deep in its wa-ters,

IS thou art to the fountain, Je-sus is waiting for thee; What the' thy sins are like crimson

Chorus.

-0- -&'.•» -* -(«"-•

=^^
-»v-»—#- -~.-s-

There thou wilt find a re- lief.

White as the snow they shall be.
Haste thee a-way,why wilt thou stay? Risk not thy soul on a

> »- • *.

r
moment's de- lay; Je - sus is wait- ing

^i^i=:
-_fe^.j^^:t^
^11

•; -r^ '

—

:E
Copyright, 1883, by Geo. C. Stt^bbins.

1 Q Jesus is wailing to save.

3 These are the words of the Saviour

;

They who repent and believe,

They who are willing to trust him.
Life at his hand shall receive.

Cho.—Haste thee away, &c.

to save thee, Mer - cy is plead- ing to- day.

I

—

r--*-r<9 1 r*—M—r-•—

^

1

—*—^-| ^~l 1

4 Come and be healed at the fountain.

List to the peace-speaking voice;

Over a sinner returning
Now let the angels rejoice.

Cho.—Haste thee away, &c.
Pajany J. Crosb,7.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

^A/^HO'LL BE THE NEXT. Eev, EOBEHT LOWBT.

ife^i

1. Who'll be the next to fol - low Je-sus? Who'll be the next his cross to bear?

t=::r^=^=JZi=^
-9-4—

f

—

•

-t—

r

=F=F= ^F

Some one is read-y, some one is wait-ing; Who'll be the next a crown to wear?

^-^— I

1^—&-F—

F

—F»

—

»-'-»—»—.»—t-*r—r-"r
Refrain.

Who'll be the next? Who'll be the next? Who'll be the next to

-4
fol - low Je - BUS?

^irl2=P==t=W=:^f^==fe-ri=6z:^iF3===f==r:5:=*=£=^—
^—

f

=g=pp—E^=^=t^=r:=±=EF—^—^—F—F^—*—p—

f

3

J,^i3E^^^^:

Copyrigbl, 1871, by

121 Following Jesus.

2 Who '11 be the next to follow Jesus

—

Follow his weary, bleeding feet?

Who'll be the next to lay every burden
Down at the Father's mercy seat?

—

Rer
3 Who'll be the next to follow Jesus?
Who'll be the next to praise his name?

TO JESUS I WILL GO.

Who'll swell the chorus of free redemption

—

Sing, hallelujah! praise the Lamb?

—

Ref.

4 Who'll be the next to follow Jesus,

Down through the Jordan's rolling tide?

Who'll be the next tojoin with the ransomed,
Singing upon the other side.

—

Ref.
Annie S Hawka.

DOANE.

ir^=jiELziz£S^jSdEsE^EjEjEiEIE^
(There's a gentle voice within calls a - way, 'Tis a warning I have heard o'er and o'er;
(But my heart is melt-ed now, I o - bey; From my Saviour 1 will wan-der no (omW^

^^^-^
"-^-v-^-

f" • *^. c- •- •#-•#-,

Copyright, 1869, to Bright Jnwgla, by Bijiow & Ma
90
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SONGS OF SALVATION.
TO JESUS I WILL CO.— Concluded.

Chorus,

-g—;—g—•^H=S—s—s—;—^F-g=F«—«—^—i<—^—i

—

w~VW^^^=\

saved.

122 Tlie heavenly Monitor.

2 He has promised all my sins to forgive,

If I ask in simple faith for his love;

In his holy word I learn how to live,

And to labor for his kingdom above.
Cho.—Yes, I will go, &c.

3 I will try to bear the cross in my youth.

And be faithful to its cause till I die

;

NONE BUT JESUS.

i/ ;/ ;/ i/ > I
\/ ]^

If with cheerful step I walk in the truth,

I shall wear a starry crown by and by.

Cho.—Yes, I will go, &c.

4 Still the gentle voice within calls away,
And its warning I have heard o'er and o'er;

But my heart is melted now, I obey;
From my Saviour I will wander no more.

Cho.—Yes, I will go, &c.
Fanny J. Crosby.

Eev. Robert Lowry.

i&4

''—
-I

1. Weeping will nol save me —Tho' my face were bailieJ in tears, That could not allay my fears, Could not wash my sins of years

—

^-r«'-^v-r i*-^O^g-i^ ^ , F-^-#---r-|—-7=5—r#-»—«-^-r^-#-'2
_ l-l •-! hfc:

—

^—I 1

r -t=f=t=
Eefrai.v.

0-0 0-^'Q-^-*-0-0-0-0-^0~^-<^-^0-0-0-0-^0-^S^0-0-0-0-^~f-6i'~^0-0—0-^'^G^^^

Weeping will not save me. Jesus wept and died for me ; Jesus suffered on the tree ; Jesus waits to make me free ; He alone can save me.

X28 Salvalion through failh.

2 Working will not save me

—

Purest deeds that I can do,

Holiest thoughts and feelings too.

Can not form my soul anew

—

Working will not save me.

—

Ref

3 Waiting will not save me

—

Helpless, guilty, lost I lie:

Copyright, 18S7, b; Robert Lowry.

In my ear is mercy's cry;

If I wait I can but die

—

Waiting will not save me.

—

Ref.

4 Faith in Christ will save me

—

Let me trust thy weeping Son, •»

Trust the work that he has done;
To his arms, Lord, help me run

—

Faith in Christ will save me.

—

Ref.
fiev. Kobert Lowry.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

THE GOSPEL CALL. Geo. C. Stebbins.

1. The Spirit and the Bride say "Come !" And take the water of life !" O blessed call Good news to all Who
^^ •0- -0- -0-

p-»-«—•-

liizp: iy—

I

Chorus.

tire of sin and strife I The Spir - it says "Come!" The Bride says"Come!'

The Spirit and the Bride say " Come !" The Spirit and the Bride say "Come I"

'^
And take.... ofthewa - ter of life, free-ly. The Spir

^ -0- »- \

it says " Come I" The

t-\-'
And take the water of life, of life, The water of life freely. TheSpiritandtheBridesay"Come!"The

Bride says "Come!

if:
And take. of the wa

IliE

ter of life free-ly.

u^'^i—gF—F-F*^*—i^-»"*-£^T»-«>—f--f4*-*-,»-p-^-+^

—

\-\\

Spirit and the Bride say" Come!"And take the water of life, of life, The water of life free-ly.
Oopjright, 18S2, by Geo. C Stcbbuu.

124 G'ood neios to all.

2 Let every one who hears, say "Come !"

And joyful witness give,

I heard the sound,
The stream I found,

I drank and now I live !

.«• Cho.—The Spirit says, &c.

8 Ye souls who are athirst, forsake

Your broken cisterns first

;

Then come, partake,

92

One draught will slake

Your soul's consuming thirst.

Cho.—The Spirit says, &c.

Yea, whosoever will may come,
Your longings Christ can fill;

The stream is free

To you and me.
And whosoever will.

Cho.—The Spirit says, &c.
Arther T. Pierson, D. D.



SONGS OF SALVATION.
TOPLADY. 7, 61. Thomas Hastings.

Ia^*=± '—»—* • «

rini

' ^—ir
1. Rock of a - ges, cleft for me, Let me hide my - self in thee

;

D. C. Be "of sin the doub - le cure, Save from wrath and make me pure.

f=^
-1^-
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^^ i
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Let the wa - ter and the

"S^ ^^-^ 75^

:^

blood, From thy wound - ed side which flowed,

iM===^ > rP^
1 2O i2oc^• of ages.

2 Could my tears forever flow,

Could my zeal no languor know,
These for sin could not atone ;

Thou must save, and thou alone

:

In my hand no price I bring;

Simply to thy cross I cling.

EVEN ME. 8, 7, 3.

3 While I draw this fleeting breath.

When my eyes shall 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.

Augustus M. Toplady, alt.

WiLUAM B. Bbadbttbt.

k^^^^^
-zy-4-zi-* <s/ 4 e^-i-^^^-r^

-<»-0-<Sh-i-
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r^-i- ->9-0&-i^ I-J s

t ( lord, I hear of showers of blessing Thon art scattering fnll and free ; \
'

( Showers, the thirsty land refreshing; Let some drops now fall on me, ) Eren me, Eren me. Let some drops now fall on me.

Copyright, 1862, in "Golden Shower," by Wm. B. Bradbury.

J_ 2 6 £ven me.

1 Lord, I hear of showers of blessing

Thou art scattering full and free ;

Showers, the thirsty land refreshing
;

Let some drops now fall on me.
Even me.

2 Pass me not, O God, my Father,
Sinful though my heart may be

;

Thou mightst leave me, but the rather
Let thy mercy light on me.

Even me.

8 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour,

Let me live and cling to thee ;

I am longing for thy favor

;

Whilst thou 'rt calling, O call me.
Even me.

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit,

Thou canst make the blind to see

;

Witnesser of Jesus' merit.

Speak the word of power to me.
Even me.

5 Love of God, so pure and changeless,

Blood of Christ, so rich and free,

Grace of God, so strong and boundless,

Magnify them all in me.
Even me.

Mrs. mizabeth Ooduer,
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

^A/HY DO YOU WAIT? Geo. F. Root.

1. Why do you wait, dear broth-er. Oh, why do you tar-ry so long? Your Saviour is waiting to

u-U—-0—0—g # 0—0—0^0- ^^2^ 0-±.0—.0 0—0 0—0—0

^ «^«_^_^:z^—Mk—»=P—p=Jp—u^-k^—^_tizp-l^_^fe=szlji_fc=*_«_j*=^zj

:i*t:

give you A place in his sanc-ti-fled throng. Why not? why not? Why not come to him now? now?

— N

By per. of Tlie Jolm Church Co., .)wner9 of the Copyright.

12/ Arise, he calleth thee.

2 What do you hope, dear brother,

To gain by a further delay ?

There's no one to save you but Jesus,
There's no other way but his way. Cho.

3 Do you not feel, dear brother,

His spirit now striving within ?

0-'-0
, ^-P-^

I—T-^-srr 5—5—Is-ls-

Oh, why not accept his salvation,

And throw off thy burden of sin. CHO.

4 Why do you wait, dear brother,

The harvest is passing away.
Your Saviour is longing to bless you,

There's danger and death in delay. Cho,,
a. p. Eoot.

TAKE ME AS I AM. Geo. C. STEBBncs.

^ 3__4_L^_:—g—# J _T=S-i--g-^—#—CS—

—

0—0—0—0—0-L,s^,—o—i-a ' *

1. Je - SU3 my Lord to thee I cry, Un - less thou help me I must die; Oh, bring thy

.J ,_._,_,

I J li Ij li 1> I I

- . - A -^ -#•

b b >
v-v-v-v—i^

f

m—r^ "

—

Chorus.

d^
i±?i:

free sal - va - tion nigh, And take me as I am. Take me as I

iS -L—k—L

I mBl
fy I*' U

Oop;rl|lil, 1981, b, e««. Q. StobbiM.
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TAKE ME AS I AM
SONGS OF

Concluded.

SALVATION.

^=^-

Take me

128 Hear my prayer, Lord.

2 Helpless I am and full of guilt,

But yet for me thy blood was spilt;

And thou canst make me what thou wilt,

And take me as I am. Cho.

3 I bow before thy mercy-seat,

Behold me, Saviour, at thy feet;

Thy work begin, thy work complete,
And take me as I am. Cho.

4 If thou hast work for me to do,

Inspire my will, my heart renew;
And work both in, and by me too,

And take me as I am. Cho.

5 And when at last the work is done.
The battle fought, the victory won,
Still, still my cry shall be alone.

Oh take me as I am. Cho.
Eliza H. Hamilton.

HALLELUJAH, 'TIS DONE I P. P. Bliss.

U«_^ L^—L» ^_1^__

1. 'tis the promise of God, full sal-va-tion to give Dn^r to him who on Je - sns, will be - liere. -le

gi|3z|tf=T|=gz|zrt^
:t -(S>-

-V-&- '^
#-j«- -f—0

i #-#--- -^ *-4-#- -0-0-0- -IS> S-J-5 0—0-

\lst. \2nd.

'9-

Ifl-jah, 'tis done! I be-Iieyeon the i

P 'U^m5

^,
^——-T—' --L'—kjZig-c

i I ^ cpz. L_

am saved by the blood of the cru-ci-fied One; cra-ci-Ged One.

m
By per. of Tbe John Lburcli Co., owners of the Copyn'ght."^

1 2 d Whosoever believeih in. him.

2 Though the pathway be lonely, and dangerous too,

Surely Jesus is able to carry me through. Hallelujah, etc.

3 Many loved ones have I in yon heavenly throng,
They are safe now in glory and this is their song: Hallelujah, etc.

4 Little children I see standing close by their king.
And he smiles as their song of salvation they sing. Hallelujah, etc.

5 There are prophets and kings in that throng I behold.
And they sing as they march thro' the streets of pure gold: Hallelujah, etc.

6 There's a part in that chorus for you and for me.
And the theme of our praises forever will be : Hallelujah, etc.

p. p. Bllaa.
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SONGS OF SALVATION.

\ArOODWORTH. U M. William B. Bbadbitbt.

^.E ^^ :^
(St «- -#-T-S—«- -aT . « :^ itzt :^

1. Jnst as I am, with - out one plea, But that thy blood was shed for me,

^ ^ ^^
/j-^fg f ,

(g #-r^! f , r? . f i

"^ F—^-£ -^
^=^=tt =F

And that thou bidd'st me come to thee, O Lamb of God, I come

!

.a

i^S
^^

—

. !a I
ig »-r<S' r—»-

tt:^f̂cH- t=i=tt
^ i^ia

130 t^**' '''s ^ ''"^•

2 Just as I am, and waiting not
To rid my soul of one dark blot.

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot,

O Lamb of God, I come ! I come !

3 Just as I am, though tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt.
Fightings within, and fears without,

O Lamb of God, I come ! I come !

4 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind ;

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,

Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

O Lamb of God, I come ! I come

!

5 Just as I am—thou wilt receive.

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve;

Because thy promise I believe,

O Lamb of God, I come ! I come

!

6 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 ! I come !

Charlotte Slliott.

I AM TRUSTING, LORD, IN THEE.

-,<i-l-^_g - i_
S I

I^Niic

Wm. G. FlSOHEB.

-N-v
-N-
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t I am coming to the cross; I am poor and weak and blind; I am cosnting all bnt dross; I shall foil sal -?a-tion fioi

CHO.-I am trusting, Lord, in thee, Dear lamb of Cal-Ta - ry;

131 Trusting the promises.

2 Long my heart has sighed for thee
Long has evil reigned within

;

Jesus sweetly speaks to me,
I will cleanse you from all sin.

I am trusting, Lord, etc.

96

Bnmbly at thy cross I bow, Bare me, Je-sns. sare me now.

Copyright, 1869, by W. Q. Fkchtr.

8 In thy promises I trust

;

Now I feel the blood applied

;

I am prostrate in the dust

;

I with Christ am crucified.

I am trusting. Lord, etc.
WiUiam lU^Donalda



SOxNGS OF SALVATION.

FREELY FOR ME. T. C. O'Kanf,, by per.

i* c — SI* L, '—^—g 1 « 0—0 XI1« L* ,__^— , ^—

J

1. Je - sus my Sav- iour, thou Lambof God, On thee my sinswere laid,a mighty load,
#-•#- '

—
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Now with a joy-ful heart by faith I see Thy precious blood was shed free-ly for me.
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Free- ly forme, free - ly for me, Thy precious blood wasshed freely for me:
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for me, free - ly for me,

Coi.jrigLt. 1883. bj T C. Kauo
| / • I

132 Freelyfor me.

2 Jesus my Saviour, thy blood alone
Can for the sinner's guilt fully atone

;

This my redemption price, gladly I see

Thy precious blood was shed freely for me.

Ref.—Freely for me, freely for me,
Thy precious blood was shed freely for me:

Freely for me, freely for me,
Thy precious blood was shed freely for me.

3 Jesus my Saviour, thy grace to me
Fills allmy soul with peace, boundlessand free,

This is my steadfast hope, clearly I see

Thy precious blood was shed freely for me.
1 97

Thy precious blood was shed freely for me.
0- O- «- -0-

I
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Ref.—Freely, for me, freely for me,
Thy precious blood was shed freely for me,

Freely for me, freely for me,
Thy precious blood was shed freely for me.

4 Jesus my Saviour, bought with thy blood.

Living, my life is thine, hidden with God;
Dying, to thee I'll fly, ever to see

Thy precious blood was shed freely for me.

Ref.—Freely for me, freely for me.
Thy precious blood was shed freely for me.

Freely for me, freely for me,
Thy precious blood was shed freely for n-.e.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

PORTUGUESE HYMN. 11. Marcos Portooallo.

laid for your
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

LOVE DIVINE. 8, 7. d.

,--1—r^--i_4-,—

i

John ZtrNOEL.
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1. Love di - vine, all love ex • eel - ling, Joy of heaven, to earth come down

!
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Fix in ns thy hnm - ble dwell - in^ ; All thy faith - ful mer - cies crown.
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r 1
I ^

Je - sus, thon art all com - pas - sion, Pure nn - bound -ed love thoa art;

n

Elli^i'iPi^e=rii=£;r—r—t^
J—P?-J

1—^-1—t—

^

^-S=s^

Vis - it ns with 'thy sal - va - tion ; En - ter ev - ery trem - bling heart

^—,

g T-»- ii0 5—,—• • f \ r-^ 1

134: ^'^ "<'"' creation.

2 Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit

Into every troubled breast

!

Let us all in thee inherit.

Let us find that second rest.

Take away our bent to sinning;

Alpha and Omega be ;

End of faith, as its beginning,

Set our hearts at liberty.

8 Come, almighty to deliver.

Let us all thy life receive

;

Suddenly return, and never.

Never more thy temples leave

:

-J—

n

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 and spotless let us be

;

Let us see thy great salvation, .

Perfectly restored in thee :

Changed from glory into glory.

Till in heaven we take our place.

Till we cast our crowns before thee.

Lost in wonder, love, anfl praise.
Charles Wesley.
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BALERMA. C. M. B. BlMFSOW.

1. O for heart

1—,5. ^ L^jji—_l

:vii-Ji.

praise Tay

-O-

Cod, A heart from sin

I

1"
set free I

«—*» IS r fy V

—

r^ O 1—C/ 1 s
?=:=:p TS:

IP5ff-
—^ -± 1— (i- »—tf

l-jg, ^ L

A heart that al - ways feels thy blood, So free

=?EEIEE
-^-

1 3 O -^ perfect heart.

2 A heart resigneil, submissive, meek.

My great Redeemer's llirone ;

Where only Christ is heard to speak.

Where Jesus reigns alone.

8 O for a lowly, conlrite heart.

Believing, true, and clean,

Which neither life nor death can part

From him that dwells within !

AVON. C. M.

4 A heart in every thought renewed.
And lull of love divine;

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,
A copy. Lord, of thine.

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart;
Coine quickly from above;

Write thy new name upon my heart.

Thy new, best name of Love.
Charles Wesley.

IlcGu Wilson.

Xo 6 Entire piirlfimtion.

8 My dying Saviour, and my God,
Fountain for guilt and sin.

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,

And cleanse and keep me clean.

8 Wash me, and make me thus thine own ;

Wash me, and mine thou art;

Wash me, but not my feet alone.

My hands, my head, my heart.

4 The atonement of thy blood apply,

Till faith to sight improve ;

Till hope in full fruition die.

And all my soul be love.
Cbarlea Wealej'.
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LOOK UP. Bev. Samubl Alhan.

•_? ,
» », « ^ 1-^ i 1

L f T

1. Is this thy time of troa -ble, Look np, look np on high; To him who would re •

- *- A ^ ^ •#>•-•«- ^••#- #• *- »• #• -^^—t^t—f^
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lieve thee, Who now would draw thee nigh. He sees thy soul is cling -ing. To something here be •
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I

-#•*

low, And wants to make thy rov-ing heart, His great-er love to know. Look up, lookup to

Je - sus, A present help is he; He has been such to oth-ers, He will be such to the*.

—_ ^——I —pP 1 .|_«|
1

1

137 LooJcing unto Jesus.

2 Is this thy time of doubting?
Do fearful thoughts arise?

Lift up thy heart to Jesus,

He will not thee despise.

Think of his great compassion,
Think of Gethsemane

;

Think why he shed his precious blood,
And soon thy doubts must flee,

Cho.—Look up, look up. Sec.

3 In every time of trouble,

Of doubting, or of pain,

Lift up thy heart to Jesus,

Pray yet and yet again.

He shares in all thy sorrows,

He feels for all thy griefs,

And though he sends affliction now,
He soon will send relief.

Cho.—Look up, look up, &c.
Anon.
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ST. HILDA. 7, 6. J. H. Knecht, and Rev. Edward Husband.

.3—0- T.0 m-0-Z m-^-m—'&

—

*-^— ^-* '*—0—12.-^ —^-•-^ -»—g~0-0—*^J

1. I la7 my sins on Je • sus, The spot • less Lamb of God; He bears them all, and

'ffl-^^ 1
*

—

\-0—\-d •- --*-T
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m-\—'-T-\ »—i—m • • <!> S •—
-I

frees us From the ac - curs- ed load; I bring my guilt to Je - sus, To

1^=:?:- r=it^
'9 »

Szz
^tt«-r-f- _#
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—

SU/ —V—#-« 0-^gi- , -*--./—L-rf

—

t/f — —J-^ —L_^_L-^
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I
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^ ill -* •*• -y ji- -2?-. .

wash my crimson stains White in his blood most pre-ciou:;, Till not a stain re - mains.

r
loo Tltrj m'j sins on Jesus.

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 ail releases,

He all my sorrows shares.

1 1

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 be with Jesus
Amid the heavenly throng,

To sing with saints his praises.

And learn the angels' song.
Horatius Boq

FEAR NOT I

> tt ,^

Geo. C. STEnBiKS.

ft/T—>-i ^ ~l- -J—l-pJ—^^—
--r-! r-1 fH-r--—J-n-, N—n-,-'-

—=-#-L-i_—•-*-#- -«'-T-*-'^*-^#-# tji^<S>-.-0-'^^-0--0 ^M- ^->-0-^-0-0—^ --j
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I

1. Fear uot! God is thy shield, AnJ he thy great re-ward; His might has vou the Geld— Thy strength is in the Wd.

S

mf^if.
, J ^ ±'^:±^ ^.0.

:=t: j—

^

1 i TElJ
Cop;rigbt, 11)82, by Oao. C. Stebbiu.
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FfeAR NOT.— Concluded.

KEKKAIN.
I 1 I ! I K , I I

1

^^
I

u k KEKKAIN.
I

1
I I

I S , , I

1=t

fear uotl'lisGod'soffuvoice Tliatspoakstotheethis word; Lift np thyhead, re - jiice In Je-sus Christ thj Lord.

F- f F^

139 ^c^^ "0^ imieflock.

2 Fear not ! for God has heard
The cry of thy distress;

The water of his Word
Thy fainting soul shall bless. Ref.

3 Fear not ! be not dismayed,
He, evermore, will be

HIDE THOU ME.

:ri?--7 Q- , mj-=---^-

With thee, to give his aid,

And he will strengthen thee. Ref.

4 Fear not! ye little flock,

Your Saviour soon will come,
The Glory to unlock,

And bring you to his home. Ref.
Bev. Edward Q. Tayl(U,

Rev. Kobrrt Lowry.

-0- , -0- 0- ' • • -#• -0- •»-
I

• •

1. In thy cleft,

9 - • -•—r
•-
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O Rock of A
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ges, Hide thou me; When the fit

0-

ful tern- pest

-y-^ ^—

-
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9— =F=|--=^ --N-

eite

Hide thon me

;

^i m
Where no tal arm

0-

can sev - er Prom my

—» —

-

^ K,_-| 1 .-N--

heart thy lore for - ev - er, Hide me. O thou Rock of A - ges. Safe in thee.

I-— _—y— ^.^^ g c 9—*-,-#-*

—

9-1—0^^-0—-15)—-^ ^ ,

Copyright, 188U, by Bigluw & Main.
| 1

w r

140 Thou art my h'uUng p^nce.

2 From the snare of sinful pleasure
Hide thou me;

Thou, my soul's eternal treasure,

Hide thou me;
When the world its power is wielding.

And my heart is almost yielding.

Hide me, O thou Rock of Ages,
Safe in thee.

10.1

3 In the lonely night of sorrow,

Hide thou me

;

Till in glory dawns the morrow,
Hide thou me

;

In the sight of Jordan's billow,

Let thy bosom be my pillow;

Hide me, O thou Rock of Ages,
Safe in thee.

Fanny J. Crosby.
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.s_J.

LEAD THOU ME.

:t
.J N_J_

James A. Smith.

I. Sav-iour, let me still a -bide la the shad-ow of thy wings. Let me all my

I

r-^. , ,. a rm »—*-* -'^ «' * r' •—••*-r-^*

—

• •

—

1—tr-r T—i'-r

sor-rowhide, In the joy thy mer-cy brings; Drawme,keep me day by day, Near-er,

^^— I—

^
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near-er, Lord, to thee; All a-lonj my

BgiEZ2Ztr
-•-)-

pil-grimway, O my Sav-iour, lead thou me.

(:up>rigUt. loh4. lij a );ttm ^ Ma u
| IJ I

141 Seeking fjiddance.

2 To the cross my soul was brought,
To the cross, with all its grief;

There a healing balm I sought,
There I found a sweet relief;

Yet for deeper love I pray.

Love that clings alone to thee,

All along my pilgrim way,
O my Saviour, lead thou me.

TELL IT TO JESUS.
N

Let me trust thee more and more,
Let my will and thine be one,

Till my warfare here is o'er,

Till the vict'ry I have won;
In the light whose blessed ray

Shining down, by faith 1 see,

All along mv pilgrim way,

O my Saviour, lead thou me.
Fanny J. Crosby.

--J-.^
J.*B 0. ClEMM.

J-

1. Bro - ken in spir - it And la - den with care, Sweet is thy ref - uge,Find it in prayer,

-;—•-

Uofyngbt, ItUU. b; Fhiibix & Uusl
t=:5=t: r-1—r-
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TELL IT TO JESUS
Kefkain.

SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

Concluded.

S
q- E4=^

S:
Tell it to Je - sus, Tell it to Je - sus, Tell it to Je - sus, He wiUeive peace.

14:3 ^^ *'*'^ ''^'^ Jesus.

2 Art thou afflicted,

And sighing to l^now
"Why the dear Father

Should chasten thee so? Ref.

JESUS, MY PORTION.

J Art thou recalling

The years that have fled,

Weeping in sorrow,

Mourning the dead? Ref.

r-r
i- Bear thy affliction,

Whatever it be,

Jesus thy Saviour
Bore it for thee. Ref.

Arr. Wm. Johnson.

"W. J. EinKrATRTCK,

1. I've found a joy in sor - rowT, A
9— I
—I-—[-
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se • cret balm for pain,
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K beau-ti - ful
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mor- row Of sunshine af - ler rain. 'Tis Je-sus, my nortion for-ev - er, 'Tis Je -sus.the
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Firfct and the Last; A shel-ter from ev' - ry blast.A help ver-y present in trou-ble,
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Cnpyngn.ed, 1875. by W.J Kiikiiatrick.

143 Jesus all in all.

2 I've found a branch for healing,

NcLir every bitter spring,

A whispered promise stealing

O'er ev'ry broken string. Cho.

3 I've found a glad hosanna
For ev'ry woe and wail,

A handful of sweet manna.
When grapes of Eschol fail. Cho

?^
4 An Elim with its coolness,

Its fountains and its shade:
A blessing in its fulness,
• When buds of promise fade. Cho.

5 O'er tears of soft contrition

I've seen a rainbow light;

A glory and fruition.

So near !—yet out of sight. Cho.
Mrs. Jane jS'ox Crewdson.
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THE CHRISTIAN'S HIDING PLACE.
Moderato. ,

a=^=d=^-t^=i:^i:^^^EH,

M5s8. A. E. GuucK.

-•—>-•

1. Keep me, hide me, oh my Fa - ther, In thy

B:1i^4--T:^==:7.=i%[:T==*==^:

¥^

- cret dwell- ing piacei

-r'r

:g-*—

1

: =im
Let me rest with in its shad • ow. Give me glimp - ses

-#-

of

rut:

I
th7 face;

J—J^-

Hide in thine own pa - vil • ion, In

-I—^-

2« i=l:
:.=;f=t=:

ra - diance let me stand,thy

-t

I Rest on me thy wond'-rous pres- ence. Let me touch thy help - ful hand.

I I I I I
I

i 1 * '
1

Copyright, 1885, bj FhiUipi & Bunt

2 Thy pavilion, its foundations
Are unknown to all save thee,

Who among the nations knoweth
What the home of God may be?

Only he who spread the heavens,

God alone who treads the deep,

In mysterious grandeur hiding

Can his saints in safety keep.

3 We will haste to share thy glorj.

Cling the closer to thy side,

Wrap thy majesty about us.

In its foldings let us hide !

Then if clouds, or thicker darkness,

Gather strength from hour to hour,

Still our faith need never falter,

God will shield us by his power.
Mrs. J. 3. Coata.
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SAVIOUR, LIKE A SHEPHERD. 8,7,4. William B.Bradbcbt.

s—^—N—

s

—I—rr—f^"*^ —r:-t . -t—

.
J
Saviour, like a shepherd lead us, Muchwe need thy tenderest care;

)

( In thy pleasant pastures leed u -, ±urour use luy tolds pre- pare: j Blessed Jesus,Blessed Jesii%

»—^—*J -• (Z t «_^_«_^_|e_«_ jS2.«

;?^-
rf—*—l-J e_l_(i,.i.J '

( '^r—' p-j L.tf-V^* :

—

—0-^-1^. •*^

^ '^
I

}uhast bought us, thine wc are, Blessed Jesus, Blessed Je:us, Thou hast bought us, thine wearer
*-*- -O-i^- 0--0- -ft-

T-\—r
Copyright, iSS3, id •• Orjoli, ' by Wm B. Bradiiury.

14:5 ^'"' '^^^ Shepherd's care.

2 We are thine, do thou befriend us,

Be the guardian of our way;
Keep thy flock, from sin defend us,

S-iek us when we go astray:

Blessed Jesus,

Hear, O hear us, when we pray.

3 Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and sinful though we be;

Thou hast mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse, and power to freer

Blessed Jesus,

We will early turn to thee.

4 Early let us seek thy favor,

Early let us do thy will;

Blessed Lord and only Saviour,

With thy love our bosoms till:

Blessed Jesus,

Thou hast loved us, love us still.

Sorothy A. Thrupp.

FAITHFUL SHEPHERD. 6, 5. L. J. HUTTON.

is|gpii^;^ip^9ipifl^
1. Faith - ful Shep-herd, feed me
2. Hold me fast, and guido me

In
In

the pas tures
the nar - row

green;
way;

Faith-ful Shepherd
So with thee be •

^-^~

lead me Where thy steps are seen,
side me, i shall nev - er stray.

# . » . ! .. a i^#-«-T-.#-' -#-

^mi^ t—^—r
-#

—

ft-

lot

146 Wilhin the fold.

3 Hallow every pleasure,

Every gift and pain;

Be thyself my treasure.

Though none else I gain.

4 Day by day prepare me
As thou seest best,

Then let angels bear me
To thy promised rest.

Sev. T. B. PoUock, •tak
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BETHANY. 6, 4, 6.

I
ut. ^ 1 2d.

I
( Nearor. my fiod.tothce! Near-er to thee,

I
E en though it be a cross (Omit

D.c Kearer, mj God, to ihee, (
Omit

lowEU. Mason.

J^NE- J I S J _K L

'^ii-ih'-sri

That raiselh me; Still all my song shall ba, Kcarcr, my God, to thee,

Jiear - er to thee

!

Copyright, used by permiss!

1 <^'7' Nearer, my CoiJ, to ihee.

2 Though like a wanderer.
The sun gone down.

Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone,

Yet in my dreams I'd be
Kearer, my God, io tliec.

Nearer to thee

!

8 There let the way appear.

Steps unto heaven ;

A'l that thou sendest me.
In mercy given;

Angels to beckon me
Kearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee

!

4 Then, with my waking thoughts

Bright with thy praise.

Out of my stony griefs

Bethel I '11 raise;

So by my woes to be
Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee

!

5 Or if, on joyful wing
Cleaving the sky.

Sun, moon, and stars forgot.

Upward I fly.

Still all my song shall be.

Nearer, my God, to ihce.

Nearer to thee

!

Krs. Sarah IT. Adams.

MORE LOVE TO THEE. 6,4,6. -William HowAnD Doane.

1. I.Iore lovo to thee, O Christ, More love to thee ! Hear thou the prayer I make, On bended knee

;

'-_^^o-.-e—<>-^'6^0-^

m^m
This is my earnest plea, More love, O Christ, to thee, More love to thee ! More love to thee !

.fic ^ ^ ^ , .0. .,9.
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Copyright 1870, la SuDgs of Devotion, by W. H. Doaae.

148 More love to Thee.

2 Once earthly joy I craved,

Sought peace and rest

;

Now thee alone I seek.

Give what is best

:

This all my prayer shall be.

More love, O Christ, to thee,

More love to thee

!

108

3 Then shall my latest breath
Whisper thy praise;

This be the parting cry
My heart shall raise.

This still its prayer shall be.

More love, O Christ, to thee.

More love to thee

!

Urs. EUsabeth P. Prentdbt.
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THE YOUNG CHRISTIAN

—I » — h«i
-a , L -

Mrs. Joseph F. Knafp.

'Just ana," thine own

^
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JA K-

be, Friend of the young, who lov - est
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1

1

—

tr-

'—

»

^—
"i—r—

T-r

se - crate my - self

9^
t
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0-'-

I'-^j-f-r
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£^

Je - Eus Christ, I come.

Eefrain,

a tempo.a tempo, i
|^

i

Z ^* L^_±.

^ L

- se - crate 'my - self to thee,

^- '^^m
Se • sus Christ,

:M:

I come.

I >
Copyright, 1£S5, by Joseph F, Koapp.

149 Youthful consecration.

2 In the glad morning of my day.

My life to give, my vows to pay.

With no reserve, and no delay.

With all my heart I come,
[iWith all my heart I come, ij Ref.

8 I would live ever in the light,

I would work ever for the right,

I would serve thee with all my might,

Therefore to Thee I come,
||:Therefore to Thee I come. :| Ref.

4 " Just as I am." young, strong, and free.

To be the best that I can be

m

loa

For truth, and righteousness, and thee.

Lord of my life, 1 come,
|:Lord of my life, I come. :| Ref.

5 With many dreams of fame cinrl goM,
Success and joy to make me bolu

;

But dearer still my faith to hold.

For my whole life I come,
||:For my whole hfe I come. :| Ref.

6 And for thy sake to win renown,
And then to take my victor's crown.
And at thy feet to cast it down,
O Master, Lord, I come,

||:0 Master, Lord, I come.:|| Ref.
Marianne FaminghMBb
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HAPPY DAY. L. M.
if?

yr-t-it^
-S -- S ' £>'
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. C O hap-pv da V, that fixed my choice On thee, my Saviour and my God I ) Happy day, happy day,

J
Well may this glowing heart re joice. And tell its rap-tures all a-broad. J D.S.-Happy day,happy day,

fflps^fe^g^^
rF
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When Jesw;w5s'ied my sins a-wiy ; He taught me how to watch and pray, And live rejoicing every day

;

Wlien Jesus washed my sinsa-way.

^ -hF^--

150 ^ ^'^pp!/ ^('i/-

2 O happy bond, that seals my vows
To hiin who merits all my love!

Let cheerful anthems fill his house.

While to that sacred shrine I move.

8 'Tis done, the great transaction's done;
I am my Lord's, and he is mine

;

ROCKINGHAM

He drew me, and I followed on,

Charmed to confess the voice divine.

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart

;

Fixed on this blissful center, rest;

Nor ever ti ">m thy Lord depart.

With bim .'f every good posses'^ed.
Philip Doddridge.

LowBLL Mason.

1. I thirst, thou wounded Lamb of God, To wash me in thy cleansing blood;

^f

To dwell within thy wounds; then pain

fczg^rf

Is sweet, and life or death is gain.

-«?-

4 How can it be. thou heavenly King,
That thou shouldst us to glory bring?
Make slaves the partners of thy throne,
Decked with a never-fading crown?

5 Hence our hearts melt, our eyes o'erfllow.

Our words are lost, nor will we know.
Nor will we think of aught beside,
" My Lord, my Love is crucified."

. 2fieolaus Ii. fjingfiindorf. Tr. by J. Wesley.
110

151 TJiirsting for perfect love.

2 Take my poor heart, and let it be
Forever closed to all but thee:
Seal thou my breast, and let me wear
That pledge of love forever there.

8 How blest are they who still abide
Close sheltered in thy bleeding side !

Who thence their life and strength derive,
And by thee move, and in thee live.
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ALL FOR THEE.
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William G. FisonKB.

33
1. Take my life, and let it be Con ed, Lord, to Thee;
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Take my hands, and let them move At the im - pulse of thy love.
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Chorus.

Wash me in the Saviour's precious blood, Cleanse me in its pu - ri - fy - ing flood

;
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Lord, I give to thee my life and all to be Thine henceforth, e - ter - nal-ly.
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Copyright by Wm. G.

X O2 Complete surrender.

2 Take my feet, and let them be
Swift and beautiful for thee ;

Take my voice, and let me sing

Always, only, for my King.
Wash me, etc.

3 Take my silver and my gold.

Not a mite would I withhold ;

Take my moments and my days.

Let them flow in ceaseless praise.

Wash me, etc.

Ill

4 Take my v^rill and make it thine.

It shall be no longer mine ;

Take my heart, it is thine own,
It shall be thy royal throne.

Wash me, etc.

5 Take my love ; my Lord. I pour
At thy feet its treasure-store;

Take myself, and I will be
Ever, only, all for thee.

Wash me, etc
X'zauces Sldley Haversa],
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PRECIOUS PROMISE. P. P. Bliss.

''3
1. Trecious promise God hath given To the weary pass-er by, On the way from earth to

r^
I I

I > I ^ 1 I N

Eefrain.

^ ^

_,_ ^
Uea - ven, "I will guide thee with Mine eye." I will guide thee, I will guide thee, I will

I

F=S=iF—F^F

guide thee with Mine eye; On the way from earth to hea- ven, I will guide thee with Mine eye.

-^^c^-

Let this promise still be cherished,

"I will guide thee with Mine eye. '-Re".

4 When the shades of life are faUing,

And the hour has come to die,

Hear thy trusty Pilot calling,

"1 will guide thee with Mine eye."-R£F
* Ifathaaiel I^ilea

By per. of The John Church Co., owners of the copyright.

1 S3 ^tceeding rjreat promises.

2 When temptations almost win thee,

And thy tiusted watchers fly.

Let this promise ring within thee,

"I will guide thee with Mineeye. "-Ref.

8 When thy secret hopes have perished,

In the grave of years gone by,

ALONE WITH JESUS. Hubert P. Maim.

1. When at mornwe wake from sleep,Go alone with Jesus;Ask of him our hearts to keep;Go alone with Jesas.

(tooynjht, 1882. by Bijluw & Maia. I 1/ I 1/ '

112



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

ALONE WITH iKSUS.— Concluded.
Chouus.

i^^

way; Don't forget to watch and pray,Go alone with j'esus.
-» V

Go to him without delay,Only he can guide our way; Don't forget to watch and pray,Go alone with jesus.

^%t=5i

!_ 5^ " They wenl and told Jesus."

2 When we feel our souls are weak,

Go alone with Jesus

;

He will give the strength we seek,

Go alone with Jesus.

—

Ref.

3 In the Httle griefs we bear.

Go alone with Jesus ;

IT IS WELL WITH MY SOUL

He will lighten every care,

Go alone with Jesus.—REF.

4 Go to him whate'er we need,
Go alone with Jesus ;

Trust in him, his promise plead,

Go alone with Jesus.

—

Ref.
Graoe J. Prances.

P. P. Bliss.

1. When peace,like a riv - er, at- tend-eth my way,When sorrows,like sea - bil-lows.roHiWhat-
2. Though Sa- tan should buf-fet, tho' tri - als should come,Let this blest as-sur-ance control. That

#-,-«>—•

—

«—yt9—#i—*-T<!5'—»— I—ri *-r —9*—•^i I

1

I I

•—

I

tiz=z'=^t_==£EE±-=^=Sp=pbp=?z:pzEjzz=p=_b&iziEd

er my lot, thou hast taught me to say. It is well, it is well with my soul.

Christ hath re-gard - ed my help-less es- tate, And hath shed his own blood for my soul.

.a. .^ ^ jf2~ jt.?.^ -jf: :f: *: -jf: .dt V -(2.

i:z=t=t=p^=:i - - -

SJ^S'—1=?:

2. jL";,^ -js: :^ r: "jr .(«. V -(2. - I

^ ,1 1 1

1^ 0-^ r-- €-. ,& 0-~-0-r-S> 1

I
fe

Chorus.
It is well with my soul.

tr^: -j-.^ m
is well

tf— 1»

with my soul, It

:J=ti:rd
-—0—0- -g-j j-v-tf-

g^^^^ggjg^ :t:=

:t
r-:

is well,

-(2-

is well with my soul.

^]]

f=F

*— I—r?5 s—f- '^ •-•-*-
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-P—P-

By iier. of The John Church Co., owners of the Copyright. ' '

2, 55 " -^* ^^^^ delivered my soul in peace.
"

3 My sin—oh, the bliss of this glorious thought

—

My sin —not in part but the whole,

Is nailed to his cross and I bear it no more,
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, oh, my soul !

—

Cho.
4 And Lord, haste the day when the faith shall be sight,

The clouds be rolled back as a scroll.

The trump shall resound, and the Lord shall descend,
" Even so "—it is well with my soul.

—

Cho.
H. a. Spafibrd.
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Thomas HAStiNflS.

. (Guide me, O thon great Je - ho • vah, Pil-grim through this bar- ren land: 1

I I am weak, but thou art mighty ; Hold me with thy powerful hand : J Bread of

:^-^: :r^:
/0>

=?E ^ mahr^
-N—

^

d.0l4
-«-T-«- ^^4r

#—.»

m-

heaven, Feedme till I want no more. Bread of heaven, Feed me till I want no more,

^^
=^ I

^ fc ^
* ^^f

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bitl my anxious fears subside

;

Bear me through the swelling current

;

Land me safe on Canaan's side :

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.
William Williams.

F. F. Flemuino

1 6 ^'^ pilgrim's Guide.

2 Open now the crystal fountain.

Whence the healing waters flow ;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar.

Lead me all my journey through :

Strong Deliverer,

Be thou still my strength and shield.

FLEMMING. 8, 0.

157 Clinging to Jemis.

2 What though the world deceitful prove.
And earthly friends and hopes remove

;

With patient, uncomplaining love.

Still would I cling to thee.

3 Though oft I seem to tread alone
iife's dreary waste, with thorns o'ergrown.

Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone.

Still whispers, " Cling to me !

"

4 Though faith and hope are often tried,

I ask not, need not, aught beside

;

So safe, so calm, so satisfied,

The soul that clings to Thee.
Charlotte Elliott.
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A WONDERFUL JOY. John B. Sumnkr.

1. A won - der - ful joy and sal - va - tion Has come to my soul;

>

«—^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^—r'*

—

^ *—-r^—c •-:—1 i—r i*-=~|*-i

The Lord in his mer cy

9iit.
L'^_ m

has spok • en

^
-fB ^S

And I am made whole.

K^^ ^
Ekfuain.

.i=J: :d^

bliss

;

My soul with his glo - ry is flood - ed

:|:^:

'Tis heav'n - ly bliss

;

•-

tE^-

-N-r-^ ^ g 1^ 1^ P^i—1^

—

' ' H—I

—

K
I n 1 r~i— n

No joy like the joy of his pres • ence
—I

No rap - ture like this.

bb: h b k^ '—^F.—^—^=M*—"i 1 b—*-^-

—

i
"

CDpyrigh^ 1886, by FluUiri & Huit y

158 '^''2/ ^'^ ^^^ Lord.

2 'Twas down at the fountain of cleansing,

That I was made pure
; ,

The blood and the spirit attesting

My covenant sure.

3 From death and from hell he redeemed me,
And made me his own.

An heir to his kingdom and glory,

Co-heir to his throne.

4 For infinite love without measure,
Thanksgiving I bring,

All glory to Jesus forever

My Saviour and King.
Annie Wittenmyer.
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HENLEY. 11, ID. LOWJELL MaBON.

0-0-0-i^0-ii-0-0-%-i->-0-»-*-0-0-0-^0-»-^^-m-^ ^^5>-"-Z-Z-0-^-S-y~0-0-0-x-i—0-J

1. Come unto me, when shadows darkly gather, When the sad heart is weary and distressed, Seeking for comfort fromyoor hearenly Father,

D. S. Come unto uic, and 1 will give you rest.

1 O y Refit for the weary.

2 Large are the mansions in thy Father's

dwelling,

Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim

;

Sweet are the harps in holy music swelling,

Soft are the tones which raise the heav-

enly hymn.

• / *^ 1/

Copyright, used by pe sioD of Oliver Ditson & Co.

PRECIOUS NAME. 8, 7.

3 There, like an Eden blossoming in glad-

ness.

Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rude-
ly pressed

;

Come unto me.all ye who droop in sadness,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest.

Mrs. Catherine H. Esling.

William Howard Doanb.

m
1, Take the name of Je - sus with you, Child of sorrow and of woe ; It will joy and comfort

S>—<S>- '-n^-T-

':&: ?E=P= pf=F
W—'^—^^^f—^^^-P-^- >^—V—

'

sg^t^.t̂ E=^
CnoETJS.

give you ; Take it, then, where'er you go. Precious name,

i9- «•^ )E=P=5t
1^~

O how sweet

!

-# 1 •—

Hope of

# * s-
#^-^

=F fe;^ 32:
f^
-y—f—t

—

Precious name,
<y-^'how sweet

!

m rt N-^ nm=i^::*-?:^ ---sti ^^^ i* -»-'

earth and joy of heaven, Precious name

£
O how sweet ! Hope of earth and joy of heaven.

#—•

—

p—p-r*—P—•

—
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—
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9!m̂ Xt
Copyright, 1371, by Biglow & Main

1 D 2^e precious name.

2 Take the name of Jesus ever,

As a shield from every snare

;

If temptations round you gather,

Breathe that holy name in prayer,

3 O the precious name of Jesus

!

How it thrills our souls with joy,

Precious name, O how sweet, how sweet

!

116

When his loving arms receive us,

And his songs our tongues employ

!

4 At the name of Jesus bowing,
Falling prostrate at his feet,

King of kings in heaven we '11 crown him,
When our journey is complete.

Krs, 1^6i» Boztar.
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IN THE SECRET OF HIS PRESENCE.
Psalm 31. 20.

,

Mrs. Joseph F. Knapp.

J rsaim a!. ™.
I k. ^ >

I

1. In the secret of his presence I am kept from strife of tongues,His pavil-ion is around me, And wilh-

2. In the secret of his presence All the darkness disappears, For a sun that knows no set-ting Throws a

3. In the secret of his presence Never more can foe alarm, In the shadow of the high-est I can

in are ceasless songs. Stormy winds,his word fulfilling Beat without.but cannot harm,For the Master's voice is

rainbow on my tears,So the day grows ever lighter, Broad'ning to the perfect noon,So the day grows ev-er

meet them with a psalm,For the strong pavilionhides me, Turns their fiery darts aside,And I know whate'er be-

'>-/—

M . M m i-i '^

—

P-*—1-»—-#- *
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P-r ^---•~0~ T-0-J-0—0—0-t

still-ing,Storm and tempest to a calm,For the Master's voice is stilling Storm andtempest toa calm,

bright-er, Heav'n is coming near and soon,So the day grows ever brighter, Heav'n is coming near and soon,

tide me I shall live because he died,And I know whate'er betide me I shall live because he died.

-#—#- I N 1

V—iC
£=6=E=g^

*- ^'-0-m
Refrain

W-;—
' ..^r* iw ^—^~

sus keeps, I know not how,

S

In the shadow of the

am resting, hid- ing now.

f-—h»-^-»—•—•—•-•--0-b—hi r—r. :

,

I . b^-y—y—y—y-

Copyright, 1885, by Joseph F. Knapp.

in

161 Safely Sheltered.

4 In the secret of his presence
Is a sweet unbroken rest.

Pleasures rise to glorious fullness

Making earth like Eden, blest.

So my peace grows deep and deeper.

Widening as it nears the sea,

||:For my Saviour is my keeper,

Keeping mine, and keeping me.:j

Ref. Henry Barton.
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CHRIST IS NEAR THEE. Hubert P. Main.

-4—sdE^-*-
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1. Art thou sad-dened ? Christ will cheer thee, He will lift thy heav - y
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Art thou lone - Ijr? He

r
is near thee, All

It:
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a - long the earth - ly road.
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EE :ES ^s=ei
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He Is near thee, he will cheer thee, He will be thine all in all;

m ~\ w w r' 1
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ip:

:H -A m-d-

Soul, be-lieve him; soul, re - ceive him; Hear his voice and heed his calL
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Copyright, I88S, by Biglow & Ht

162 Christ all, and in all.

1 Art thou saddened? Christ will cheer thee,

He will lift thy heavy load
;

Art thou lonely? He is near thee,

All along the earthly road. Ref.

2 Art thou hungry ? he will feed thee,

Hour by hour, and day by day;

Art thou thirsty? he will lead thee

Where the living waters stray. Ref,

3 Art thou weary? he will fold thee,

In the quiet of his peace;

Art thou sinful? he has told thee,

He will grant a full release. Ref.

4 Art thou fearful ? he will hide thee.

In the cover of his love

;

Art thou fainting? he will guide thee

To the Fatherland above. Ref.
JesEie H. Brown,
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JEWETT. 6. Cakl M&siA VON Whbee.

hand of loye

^ ^

Through sor - row or through joy,

+= ^ ^t_^Sg ^ ^ J—

r

'
^-' r-^ P ^-^r^-^-* ^ 1

±^

ISa

Con -duct me as thine own, And help me Blill to say, "My Lord, thy will be done."

H«—#^
Hi-Ht '\— I u gi1

1 D3 Jesus, as thou wilt.

2 My Jesus, as thou wilt

:

Though seen through many a tear,

Let not my 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 be done.

SEYMOUR. 7.

f-

3 My Jesus, as thou wilt

:

All shall be well for me

;

Each changing future scene
I gladly trust with thee.

Straight lo my home above,
I travel calmly on.

And sing in life or death,
" My Lord, thy will be done."

Benjamin Schjnolke. Tr. by Miss J. Borthwiok.

Carl Maeia von 'Webeb.

LCorae, mysoul.thysait pre-paro, Je-sns loves to answer prayer ; He him-selfin-vites thee near, Bids thee ask him, waits to hear.

* „ fc.

lo4 Encouragements to pray.

2 Lord, I come to thee for rest

;

Take possession of my breast

;

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

3 While I am a pilgrim here,

Let thy love my spirit cheer

;

119

As my guide, my guard, my friend.

Lead me to my journey's end.

4 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 Newtoa.
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WHAT A FRIEND "WE HAVE IN JESUS. 8, 7. d.

n J N N S . - ^^

#E^±^=S=#=5;^3-^ -^—^—^
s-».-̂ =te^

C. C. CoTSTKBXa.

S S S .

•^# ^^^ azitiizjtg^

1. What a friend we have in Jesus, All our sins and griefs to bear ! What a priv-i-lege to carry

i y—t?' \^ W Ui
-^T^
i^-^ U L' U ^53

l^^p^^S^^ J^-j^.zJz^JVir^
-a^i—*—

»

Ev - ery thing to God in prayer ! O what peace we often for-feit, O what needless pain W6

.*.- ^ . ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ -*—

F

»—F——

I

1

1^^-=^

bear, All be - cause we do not car - ry Ev - ery thing to God, in prayer!

m *-r—#- EE£
-iS-i-

]̂ l> Ifc
=P-^=ie

1^5 ^y^O't o- Friend we have in Jesus.

2 Have we trials and temptations?

Is there trouble anywhere ?

We should never be discouraged.

Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Can we find a friend so faithful

Who will all our sorrows share?

Jesus knows our every weakness.

Take it to the Lord in prayer.

3 Are we weak and heavy laden,

Cumbered with a load of care ?

—

Precious Saviour, still our refuge,

—

Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee?
Take it to the Lord in prayer

;

In his arms he '11 take and shield thee.

Thou wilt tind a solace there.
Unknowiu

NETTLETON. 8, 7. d.

&:

John "Wteth, 1S23.

I I

. (Come, thou Fount of
(Streams of mer - cy,

^ ^m
ev - ery
nev - er

bless
ceas

ing, Tune my heart to
' ing, Call for songs of

I

I

sing thy prace ; 1

Loud - e^t praise. J

Sfe^l^^i4
t-

loud

ES ~f^
Teach me some me lo - dious son - net,

•-^j—

—

4 0-^

Sung by flam - ing tongues a - bove

;

^^^^=^-
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NETTLETON.— Con^wmeJ.

^^=r=^
t:. i

Praise the mount—I 'm fixed up - on it— Mount of thy re - deem - ing love!

^t±
2^2:

loo Hitherto hath the Lord helped us.

2 Here I'll raise mine Ebenezer;
Hither by thy help I'm come ;

And I hope, by thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.
Jesus sought me when a stranger.

Wandering from the fold of God
;

He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed his precious blood.

^^
3 O to grace how great a delator

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, O take and seal it;

Seal it for thy courts above.
Bobert Bobinson.

ARIEL. C. P. M. Arr. by Lowell Masoit.
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3

1, O colli d I speak the match - less worth,

•e>- -a- I
|~^ r^

O could 1 sound the glo - ries forth,

§S

Which in my Saviour shine, I 'd soar and touch the heavenly strings, And vie with Gabriel

^ V-^-

?jr'%-:-i—d-

while he sings

5^
In notes al ' most di vme, In notes al - most

f
<a^*-

:^

1 O 7 Make His praise glorious.

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.

121

3 Well, the delightful day will come
When my dear Lord will bring me home
And I shall see his face

;

Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

A blest eternity I'll spend.
Triumphant in his grace.

Samuel Medley.
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INVITATION. C. M. d.

|^^^^^P^^^^_^__^J N I . N

LOTTIS Spoh».

^ *:
I

§if

1. I heard the voice of Je - sus say, " Come un me and rest;

^^m
mm P

Lay down, thou wea - ry one, lay down
D. S. I found in him a rest • ing - place,

(— 1 rti Is la

Thy head up - on my breast I

"

And he hath made me glad.

168 T/ie voice of Jesus.

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

"Behold, I freely give

The living- water ; 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.

LENOX, H. M.

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 !

"

I 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.

Horatius Bonar.

Lewis Edson.

Before the tbronemy Surety standSiEeforetbethronemySuretystandSiMynameis written onhishands.
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LENOX-—Conti?iM6d.

169 Abba, father.—Rom. 8: 15.

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 nov/ the throne of grace.

3 Five bleeding wounds he bears,

Received on Calvary

;

They pour effectual prayers.

They strongly plead for me :

"Forgive him, O forgive," they cry,^

" Nor let that ransomed sinner die."

LEBANON. S. M. d.

4 The Father hears him pray,

His dear anointed One :

He cannot turn away
The presence of his Son :

His Spirit answers to the blood,

And tells me I am born of God.

5 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.

.1^—-:^ 33:
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1, I was a wandering sheep, I did not love the fold; I did not love my

ml-x'-
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i^z B^^ r-ir-t

Shepherd's voice, I would not be con - troll'd; I was a way- ward child, I

-N-l^-K-r-fe -U4^-l- m#-=—'-#-T-#—•—I- w-r
ft

did not love my home, I did not love my Father's voice,—I loved a - far to roam.

w? r r •

^+--0--^-0--0--0-m 'T\

1/0 -iVo more a wandering sheep.

2 The Shepherd sought his sheep,
The Father sought his child ;

He followed me o'er vale and hill,

O'er deserts waste and wild :

He found me nigh to death.

Famished, and faint, and lone
;

He bound nse with the bands of love,

He saved the wandering one.

'r

3 No more a wandering sheep,

I love to be controlled,

I love my tender Shepherd's voice,

I love the peaceful fold :

No more a wayward child,

I seek no more to roam ;

I love my heavenly Father's voice,

I love, I love his home.
Horatius Bona*
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

BROWNE. 6, 8, 4. MiBB Masi Amn Bbownx.

1. My Shepherd's mighty aid,

f:-"^

^mmmmm
His dear re-deem-ing love, His all pro-tect - ing

P^
-'-— —#-^—•-

— g P F-

view the verdant scene, Where limpid wa - ters gent - ly glide Through past - ures green.

-t--.^^^m-
171 Exultant trust.

1 My Shepherd's m'ghty aid,

His clear recleeniing- love.

His all-protecting power displayed,

I joy to prove

:

Led onward by my guide,

I view the verdant scene,

Where limpid waters gently glide

Through pastures green.

2 In error's maze my soul

Shall wander now no more ;

His Spirit shall, with sweet control,

The lost restore

;

My willing steps shall lead

In paths of righteousness ;

His power defend ; his bounty feed ;

His mercy bless.

OLIVET. 6, 4.

3 Affliction's deepest gloom
Shall but his love display;

He will the vale of death illume

With living ray

;

My failing flesh his rod
Shall thankfully adore

;

My heart shall vindicate my God
For evermore,

4 His goodness ever nigh.

His mercy ever free,

Shall while I live, shall when I die.

Still follow me

;

Forever shall my soul

His boundless blessings prove;
And while eternal ages roll.

Adore and love.
Thomas Roberts.

Lowell Mabos.

=t^
^- ^ -9~

ry,

1

1. My faith looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Cal - va
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

I

OLIVET. 6, 4.—Continued.

^^m

91*

Sav - ionr di - vine:

-(2-

Now

-# 1#-

hear me while

^ •• ^- '

I pray, Take all my

=^=

gnilt way, let me from this day
1/

Be whol - ly thine.

iS^ E^iE ^
1/2 Before the cross.

2 May thy rich ^race impart
Strength to my fainting heart.

My zeal inspire

;

As thou hast died for me,
O may my love to thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be,—
A living fire.

3 While life's dark maze I tread.

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my guide
;

Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow's tears away,
Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

4 When ends life's transient dream,
When death's cold, sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll;

Blest Saviour, then, in love.

Fear and distrust remove
;

O bear me safe above,

—

A ransomed soul.
Kay Palmer.

I NEED THEE EVERY HOUR. 6, 4, 7. Kev. Eohert Lowey.

tefe ^p^M^p--i"-*--.^-^
^

-^ -6>-

1. 1 need thee every hour, Most gracious Lord ; No tender voice like thine Can peace afford.
2. I need thee every hour; Stay thou near by ; Temptations lose their power When thou art nigli.

3.1 need thee every hour, lu joy or pain ; Come quickly and a-bide, Or life is vain.

-^^.
--f^=t-

\J V ^ S ^
J-
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£ fg «' /

Eefkain.

I need thee, O I need thee; Every hour I need thee; O bless me now, my Saviour, I come to thee

:f: ft:*, t: ^ ± :& ^'^t..^ m. ^-^-
^'^r-f-fT^ I

I
I g .

I/O I need Thee every hour,

4 I need thee every hour;
Teach me thy will

;

And thy rich promises
In me fulfill.

Copyright 187S, by Robert Lowry.

5 I need thee every hour,
Most Holy One

;

O make me thine indeed.

Thou blessed Son

!

mxa, Aanle B. Eawka.
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DUANE STREET. L. M. d. Ebv. Gkoege Coles.

^^^^s^^
•If

1 Je-sns, my all, to heaven is gone, He whom I fix mf hopes up-on ; His track I see, and
I
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I'll pursue The narrowway, till him I view. Theway the holy prophets went, The road that
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leadsfrombanishment. The King's highway of ho - li-ness, I'll go, for all his paths are peace.
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1 74 Th^ highway of holiness.

2 This is the way I long have sought,

And mourned because I found it not

;

My grief a burden long has been.

Because I was not saved from sin.

The more I strove against its power,

I felt its weight and guilt the more ;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,

"Come hither, soul, I am the way."

ALETTA. 7.

3 Lo ! glad I come ; and thou, blest Lamb,
Shalt take me to thee, as I am ;

Nothing but sin have I to give

;

Nothing but love shall I receive.

Then will I tell to sinners round,
What a dear Saviour I have found

;

I '11 point to thy redeeming blood.

And say, "Behold the way to Gnd."
John Cennlck.

William B Bradbury.

1. Princeofpeace.coDtrolmywilliBidthisstrngglingheartbestilhBidmyfearsanddoubtingscease, Hushmjspirit in-to peaca.
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Ccpyrleht, 1?57, in " The Jubilee," by Wm. B. Bradbnry.

175 Ptrfed peace,

2 Thou hast bought me with thy blood.

Opened wide the gate to God :

Peace I ask—but peace must be.

Lord, in being one with thee.

3 May thy will, not mine, be done

;

May thy will and mine be one :

Chase these doubtings from my heart ;

Now thy perfect peace impart.

4 Saviour, at thy feet I fall

;

Thou my Life, my God, my All

!

Let thy happy servant be

One for evermore with thee

!

Mary A. S. Barber.
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ALL THE WAY. Rev. Robert Lowbt.
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1. All the way my Saviour leads me; What have I to askbe-side? Can I doubt his tender
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mer - cy, Who thro' life has been my guide? Heav'nly peace, di-vin-est com- fort, Here by
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faith in him to dwell! For I know whate'er be- fall me, Je - sus do- eth all things
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well;
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For

—#—

I know, whate'er be - fall

0^ -^t'. ^ ^ -0- *-

me, Je - sus do - eth all things well.

E
Copyright, 1875, by Biglow & Main.

1 7D Ourfaithful Guide.

\ All the way my Saviour leads me;
What have I to ask beside ?

Can I doubt his tender mercy,
Who through hfe has been my guide ?

Heavenly peace, divinest comfort,

Here by faith in him to dwell

!

For I know, whate'er befall me,
Jesus doeth all things well

;

For I know, whate'er befall me,
Jesus doeth all things well.

2 All the way my Saviour leads me;
Cheers each winding path I tread

;

Gives me grace for every trial,

Feeds me with the living bread;

^EEE

1

-y- y—t^—?-

12V

Though my weary steps may falter,

And my soul athirst may be.

Gushing from the Rock before me,
Lo ! a spring of joy I see

;

Gushing from the Rock, &c.

All the way my Saviour leads me

;

Oh, the fullness of his love

!

Perfect rest to me is promised
In my Father's house above

;

When my spirit, clothed immortal,
Wings it flight to realms of day,

This my song through endless ages

—

Jesus led me all the way

;

This my song, &c.
Fanny J. Croshvt



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIA.N LIFE.

BLESSED ASSURANCE.
r::I=:1=ifv

Mrs. Joseph F. Knapp.
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1. Blessed as - sur-ance, Je - sus is mine! O, wiiat a fore - taste of glo - ry di

-
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vine I Heir of sal - va - tion, purchase of God, Born of his Spir - it, washed in his blood.
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i Chorus.
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This is my sto - ry, this is my song, Praising my Sav - iour all the day

^,_-^_^_._ ' ^_-,^z:^z±T=]=zl=::
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long; This is my sto - ry, this is my song, Praising my Sav-iour all the day long.

Coprright, 1873, hy Joseph F. Knapp,

177 Blessfd assurance.

2 Perfect submission, perfect delight,

Visions of rapture burst on my sight,

Angels descending, bring from above,
Echoes of mercy, whispers of love.

THE SOLID ROCK.

3 Perfect submission, all is at rest,

I in my Saviour am happy and blest,

Watching and waiting, looking above.
Filled with his goodness, lost in his love.

Fanny J. Crosby.

WrLLiAM B. Bradbtjey.

h" I J-
J^-l- P

pif

1, My hope is bnilt on noth-ing less Than Je - sns' blood and right- eons- ness;

^
f^^

Copyright, 1S«4, 1b "Golden Ceneer," by Wm. B. firrndbory. \28



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE,

THE SOLID ROCK. Concluded.
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Chouus.
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I dare not trust th<s sweetest frame,But whol-ly lean on Je -sus'name. On Christ,the Sol -id
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Rock I stand; All oth - er ground is sink - ing sand, All oth - er ground is sink-ing sand.
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178 The surefoundation.

2 When darkness veils his lovely face
I rest on his unchanging grace

;

In every high and stormy gale,

My anchor holds within the vail.

3 His oath, his Covenant, his blood,

Support me in the whelming flood;

\ 1 H 1 1=
1
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When all around my soul gives way.
He then is all my hope and stay.

4 When he shall come with trumpet sound,

.

O, may I then in him be found;
Drest in his righteousness alone,

Faultless to stand before the throne !

£dward Mote.

GREENWOOD. S. M.

#^F=i

Jos. E. SWEETSEK.

tEl
1. Since
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friend. And
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Him be - long,
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It mat - ters not what foe in - tend, How - ev er fierce and strong.

^IFE^E^^W E ^
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179 Words of comfort.

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 Oh, I would fix mine eyes

On Christ, the Lord I love ;

And sing for joy of that which lies

Stored up for me above.
p. Oerh^rdt.
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HE LEADETH ME. L. M. William B. Braobtbt.
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1. He leadeth me ! O blessed thought ! O words with heavenly comfortfraught ! Whate'er I do, wher-
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Chorus. _4_J_
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e'er I be, Still 'tis God's hand that leadeth me. He leadeth me, he lead - eth me, By
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his own hand he leadeth me : His faithful follower I would be, For by his hand he leadeth me,
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CopyriVht, lo64, in " GoMen Censor," hy Wm. B. Bradbury.

1 gQ He leadeth me.

2 Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest g-loom,

Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom,
By waters si ill, o'er troubled sea,

—

Still 'tis his hand that leadeth me !

3 Lord, I would clasp thy hand in mine,
Nor ever murmur nor repine.

PRT
Content, whatever lot I see.

Since 'tis my God that leadeth me

!

4 And when my task on earth is done,
When, by thy grace, the victory's won,
E'en death's cold wave I will not flee.

Since God through Jordan leadeth me.
J. H. Oilmore.

NAOMT. C. M. Cans Geokq Nageli.

1. Father, whate'er ofearthlj Miss Thy soTereign Till de nies, Accept-ed at thy throne of grace, let this pe - ti tion rise

:

i^gsig^^teiaai
181 A calm and thanlcful Tieart.

2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart.

From ever}' murmur free

;

The blessings of thy grace impart.

And make me live to thee.

3 Let the sv^reet hope that thou art mine
My life and death attend ;

Thy presence through my journey shine.

And crown my journey's end.
Anne Steele.
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NEVER ALONE. FkUD . SiLCHEB.

1. Far out on the desolate billow, The sai - lor sails the sea. A-lone with the night and the

Chokus.

\zTzt:
-0-

temp - est,Where count-less dan - gers be.

^^^^mm^mM
Yet, nev - er a - lone is the Christian, Who

^ ^ ,N N
f^ «- • .^

y
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lives by faith and prayer ;^For God is a friend nn - fail • ing, And God is ev - ery- where.

1 2 Always loiih us.

2 Far down in the earth's dark bosom,
The miner mines the ore ;

Death lurks in the dark behind him,
And hides in the rock before. Cho.

3 Forth into the dreadful battle

The steadfast soldier goes,

A BROTHER'S CARE.

r
No friend, when he lies a dying

His eyes to tenderly close. Cho.

4 Lord, grant as we sail life's ocean,

Or delve in its mines of woe

;

Or fight in its terrible conflict,

This comfort all to know. That never, &c.
Kossiter W. Baymond.

Mrs. Charles Barnaku.

1. Yes!forme, formehecareth, With a brother^ tender care, Yes!withme, witlimeliesharetliEvery bur-den, every care,

183 His guardian care.

2 Yes ! o'er me, o'er me he watcheth,
Ceaseless watcheth night and day;

Yes ! e'en me, e'en me he snatcheth
From the perils of the way.

3 Yes I for me he standeth pleading
At the mercy-seat above;

Ever for me interceding,

Constant in untiring love.

131

4 Yes ! in me, in me he dwelleth,

I in him, and he in me

;

And my empty soul he filleth,

Here, and through eternity.

5 Thus I wait for his returning,

Singing all the way to heaven

;

Such the joyful song of morning,
Such the joyful song of even.

HoratiuB Boniur.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

SAFE IN THE ARMS OF JESUS.
^

"W. H. DoAKB.

A^-?t—« J ^^-N—I ^—.C^_?_«_^_l
1 ^_^ 1 ^ .^. « J- . —N—I

,

1. Safe in the arms of
2. Safe in the arms of

*• #-.

mtt-t- ^f^f^

Je - sus
Je - sus.
1^ ^

Safe on his gen - tie breast, There by his love o'er -

Safe from cor-rod - ing care, Safe from the world's temp-

— _ ••.«*• -
^* "^ * • • # C

Cho.—Safe in the arms of Je -sus, Safe on his gen • tie breast, There by his love o'er

-

Fine.

soul shall rest.

D. C. for Chouub.

Borne in a song to me, O - ver the fieldsof glo - ry,

Free from my doubts and fears; On-ly a few more tri-als,
O - ver thejas-per sea.

On - ly a few more tears

!

—
I

r V 9 { \

'^
Copyright. 1870. in Sonfj of DeTotioD. hy W. H. Doaoe.

184 Sweeili/ resting.

3 Jesus, my heart's dear refuge,

Jesus has died for me;
Firm on the Rock of Ages,

Ev^r my trust shall be.

SAVIOUR, TEACH ME.

Here let me wait with patience.

Wait till the night is o'er;

Wait till I see the morning
Break on the golden shore. Cho.

1 army J. Crosby.

Anon.

1. Saviour, teach me, day by day, Love's sweet lesson to o-bey; Sweeter lesson cannot be—Loving him who first loved me.

iite
185 Love's sweet lesson.

2 With a childlike 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 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.
Jane E. Ueunnn.
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THE LORD WILL PROVIDE. C. S. Harrington, by per. E. Tourjek.
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1. In some way or oth - er
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The Lord will provide
;
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be my way,

And yet, in his own wa
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It may not be thy way. And yet, in his own way
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186 ^'<?/ '^^V "oi ?nme.

2 At some time or other

The Lord will provide;

It may not be my time,

It may not be thy time,

And yet, in his own time,
" The Lord will provide."

3 Despond then no longer :

The Lord will provide

;

And this be the token

—

hz^zzb?

The Lord will provide."

.0 «-•—#- -

gE^F=^=^^^

No word he hath spoken
Was ever yet broken,

—

" The Lord will provide."

4 March on, then, right boldly;

The sea shall divide;

The pathway made glorious,

With shoutings victorious,

We'll join in the chorus,

"The Lord will provide."
Mrs. M. A. W. Cooke.

FATHER, LEAD ME. German.

-r -r
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1. Fa-therjeadme daybydaj, Ereriathineowa8weetway;Teaclimetobeporeandtrue, Showmewkallougiitto do

Tt
137 Patient cmtinnance.

2 When in danger, make me brave;
Make me know that thou canst save

:

Keep me safe by thy dear side
;

Let me in thy love abide.

3 When I'm tempted to do wrong,
Make me steadfast, wise, and strong

;

And when all alone I stand,

Shield me with thy mighty hand.

4 When my heart is full of glee,

Help me to remember thee,

—

Happy most of all to know
That my Father loves me so.

5 When my work seems hard and dry,

May I press on cheerily

;

Help me patiently to bear
Pain and hardship, toil and care.

6 May I do the good I know,
Be thy loving child below,
Then at last go home to thee.

Evermore thy child to be.
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LUX BENIGNA. lO, 4, lO. John Bacchus Dtkbs.

1. Lead, kindly Light a-mid the encircling gloom, Lead thou me on! The night is

I I 1 ^

dark, and I

-#—#-

am far from home ; Lead thou me on

!

>s>-

Keep thou my
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1

The dis - tant scene; one step e - nough for me.

188 Lead, kindly Light.

2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou
Shouldst lead me on

;

I loved to choose and see my path ; but now
Lead thou me on !

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears,

^ Pride ruled my will. Remember not past

years

!

THINE FOR EVER.

3 So long thy power hath blest me, sure it

Will lead me on [still

O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till

The night is gone,

And with the morn those angel faces smile

Which I have loved long since, and lost

awhile

!

John E. Newman.

Charles Thiutle.

1. Thine for ev - cr! God nfiove' Hi'anisfrom thvthroni' above; Thou the life, the Trnti.the Way, Guide us to the realmsof day.

2. Thine for ev-er! oh, how blest They who iiJ iulheetheirrest; 8afioar,Guardian,llejTeiil)'Friead,0 defendns to the end.

I
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189 Tho. Life, the Truth, the W^iy.

3 Thine for ever ! Saviour keep
Us, thy frail and trembling sheep;

Safe alone beneath thy care.

Let us all thy goodness share.
134

4 Thine for ever ! thou our guide,

All our wants by thee suppUed

;

All our sins by thee forgiven.

Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven.
Uary Fawler Maude.
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TRUSTING IN HIS WORD.
Sloioly-

Geo. C. Stebbihs.

1. All my doubts I give to Je-sns, I've his gracions promise heard; I shall never be confounded, I am trusting in his word.
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Chorus.

C'lpyrigM, 1876, by Ira D. SanVey. '

190 Casting all on Jesus.

2 All my sin I l^y on Jesus,

He doth wash me in his blood

;

He will keep me pure and holy,

He will bring me home to God. Ref.

3 All my fears I give to Jesus,

Rests my weary soul on him

;

MILWAUKEE. 8. 7.

I am trusling. fully trusting, Sweetly (ruslingin his wcriT I am trusting, ful- ly trusting, Sweetly'trusting in Lis word.

Though my way be hid in darkness,
Never can my light grow dim. Ref.

4 All in all I have in Jesus,
Poor, yet rich as cherubim;

Ignorant and foil of weakness,
Heaven's own store I find in him. Ref.

J. C. Juorgau, M. D.

John Zunhel.
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1. Sav - iour, who thy flock art feed-ing With the Shep-herd's kind - est care,

iZ ^ J _^ • S a t m--—*—m • • ** * a.
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All the

_# d_l

- ^ 1

fee - ble, gent - ly

:.=fc

.2^

lead-in

•4- <

While the lambs thy bo - som share. .

r
:&!-.m^^mm]

1.9 1 The shepherds care.

2 Now, these little ones receiving,

Fold them in thy gracious arm,
There, we know, thy word believing,
Only there, secure from harm.

3 Never, from thy pasture roving,
Let them be the lion's prey;

1^5

r-

Let thy tenderness, so loving,

Keep them thro' 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.
Wm. A. Muh.lenberg.
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GOD'S ANVIL.
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1. Pain's fur- nace heat with- in me quiv-ers, God's breath up- on the flame doth tlow,And
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all m7 heart in anguish shivers, And trembles at the fie - ry glow
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And yet

I

I whisper.
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As God will,' And in his hottest fire hold still. still. I will not murmur at the sor- row That

5
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on-ly longer-liv'dwouldbe,The end may come,and thatto-morrow,When God hath wrought his will in

: ^ ^ ^ ^ A
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1 2d.

As God will,' And trusting to the end hold still. still

J t

102 God'A' will be done.

2 He comes and lays my heart all heated,

On his hard anvil, minded so
;

Yet in his own fair form to beat it,

With his great hammer, blow by blow :

And yet, <S:c.

3 He takes my soften'd heart and beats it;

The sparks Hy off at every blow

:

WZiZrA.0—0^—0—0—
I

-\-0—0—»—»—

I

^ ' r^r~im'ii—p=i

ill.

5ii
a

-m-

He turns it o'er and o'er, and heats it,

And let's it cool, and makes it glow.

And yet, &c.

4 He kindles for my profit, purely,

Affliction's glowing, fiery brand;
For all his heaviest blows are surely

Intlicted by a Master hand:
And yet, &c.
Julius Sturm. Tr. by Rev. Cbarles T. Brooks.
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THE WILL OF GOD. Jno. E. Searleb, Jr.

Copj right, 18S6, uj PliiUiiis & Hunt

1 d3 God's will accepted.

2 I love thy will, O God 1

It is my joy, my rest

;

It glorifies my common task.

It makes each trial blest.

3 I love thy will, O God!
The sunshine or the rain;

Somedaysare bright with praise, and some
Sweet with accepted pain.

4 I love thy will, O God!
O hear my earnest plea,

That as thy will is done in heaven,
It may be done in me !

Eessie P. Mae Laughlln.

COME, YE DISCONSOLATE. 11, lO. Samuel "Webbe.

i yr

'^ :=1:

1
1. Come, ye dis-con-so-late, where'er ye languish; Come to the mercy-seat, fer - vent-ly kneel

;

u—

_

^r-a r
».£-—__#-p#--J j-«i—»—•-r»-^i*H

I

^

—

^-r^ T

Here biing your wounded hearts,here tell your anguish; Earth has no sorrow thatHeaven cannot heal

t=FEF=£=F
P=^-

jS

r^teP^'

- -<2. - 1

;t:=t:=

194r Come, ye disconsolate.

2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying,

Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure,

Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying,
*' Earth has no sorrow that Heaven can-

not cure."

137

3 Here see the bread oflife; see waters flowing

Forth from the throne of God, pure from
above

;

Come to the feast oflove ; come, ever knowing
Earth has no sorrow but Heaven can re-

move. Thomas Moore, alt.
and Tbos. Haetiogs.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

I WILL SING FOR JESUS. Philip Philupb.

l^t^^-H-^-^-yjz

1. I will sing for Je - sus, With his blood he bought me; And all a - long my pil-grim way His

—7T—0—• «-#--r-*-*-#T-#-r-*-*-' 1

-» I » . »—r-r-*—:;—
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-*-#-t-*--^ 1—

,

^133
Chorus.
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^=^^^

lov - ing hand has brought me. Oh, help me sing for Je - sus, Help me tell the

_ ^—>—*—f:-^-->-^-r^—^ ^^ ^

r f t-

A 1

—

>-,A—^W^--^
-*-v—^—^—F*—• ^—•- iiNint:

;Se^:
sto - ry Of him who did re - deem us, The Lord of life and glo - ry.
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EEEE
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r—T—-,_ p_-_,__^

Copyright, 18G6, by Philip Phillips. \^

J_ Q5 Purchased with his blood.

2 Can there overtake me
Any dark disaster,

While I sing for Jesus,

My blessed, blessed Master. Cho.

3 I will sing for Jesus!

His name alone prevailing,

SAVIOUR, LISTEN.

Shall be my sweetest music.
When heart and flesh are failing. Cho.

4 Still I'll sing for Jesus!

Oh, how will I adore him,
Among the cloud of witnesses,

Who cast their crowns before him.CHO.
Mrs. EUen M. H. Gates.

Edward W. Keu.ogg, M.D.

1. Saviour, listen to our pray'r. Poor and sin - ful tho' we are; Guilt confessing, Give thy blessing,
I J I

1 rl J J '
I

Chorus.

I LI II I

• • •#• H*

Grant thy lov-ing care. O God, onr father, Christ, our king. Now to thee our hearts we bring,
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SAVIOUR, LISTEN.— ConcZudei.

::t

Keep them ev
I

er.

a:
0-^

III I
' *

Bless - ed Sav - iour, Till in heav'u thy love we^ sing.

I

EEii^E

1. d 6 SeJcing strength.

2 Strength is thine, we often stray

From the pure and holy way

;

Wilt thou guide us,

Walk beside us

Nearer every day ! Cho.

T- g

3 Then may we, when life is o'er,

Stand with thee on yonder shore

;

Freed from sinning,

Heaven winning,

Praising evermore ! Cho.
Anon.

O MY SAVIOUR, HEAR ME. HUBKET P. MMS.

ha—:?^pl—N-H—P-—^ .

—

nP-1-4-1-1—N-J—*^-l—N^—f-i—^^—»:F-M-FH—

^

1/ I
I

-
i^

1. "O my Saviour hear me,Drawme close to thee;" Thou hast paidmy ransom,Thou hast died forme; Now by

. m ' f^

/TV

simple faith I claim Pardon thro' thy gracious name; Thou, my ark of safety, Let me fly to thee.

^-
5

Effi it-r^r

*• ^_^-f:-H?:

V--'
I >

Cupyrijbt, 187S, by Bigluw & Ma

197 "^^^fc^"!? pardon.

2 O my Saviour, bless me,
Bless me while I pray

;

Grant thy grace to help me,
Take my fear away

;

I believe thy promise, Lord;
I will trust thy holy word

;

Thou, my soul's Redeemer,
Bless me while I pray.

3 O my Saviour, love me,
Make me all thine own;

Leave me not to wander
In this world alone;

fczb=y:

liQ

Bless my way with light divine,

Let thy glory round me shine;

Thou my rock, my refuge,

Make me all thine own.

4 O my Saviour, guard me,
Keep me evermore

;

Bless me, love and guide me.
Till my work is o'er,

May I then, with glad surprise,

Chant thy praise beyond the skies;

There with thee, my Saviour,

Dwell for ever more.
Fanny J. Crosby.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

RETREAT. Thouas Habttrss.

198 '^^'^ mercy-steat.

i There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads

;

A place than all besides more sweet

:

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

8 There is a scene where spirits blend.

Where friend holds fellowship with friend:

1 1 I i -^ p=r
Though sundered far, by faith they meet
Around one common mercy-seat.

4 There, there on eagle wings we soar,

And sin and sense molest no more;
And heaven comes down our souls to greet,

While glory crowns the mercy-seat.
Hugh Stowell.

SWEET HOUR OF PRAYER. L. M.D. William B. BR*DBirBT.

1st.
I

2d. pru

P-8-
=!v

4=1:1^

Sut:w^^^^
. (Sweat hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, That calls me from a world of care, 1

(And bids me, at my Fa -ther's throne, Make all my wants and (Owiin wishes known ! (

'
' ' oft es -caped the tempter's snare, By thy re- turn, sweet (f»u«.) hour of prayer.

A *. ^ #. A
D. C. And

re - lief,

199 Sweet hour of prayer.

2 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of

prayer.

Thy wings shall my petition bear
To Him, whose truth and faithfulness

Engage the waiting soul to bless

:

And since he bids me seek his face,

Believe his word, and trust his grace,

I '11 cast on him my every care,

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.

si^P
Copyright, 1S59, by Wm. B. Bradbury,

3 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour oi

prayer,

May I thy consolation share.

Till, from Mount Pisgah's lofty height,

I view my home, and take my flight

:

This robe of flesh I '11 drop, and rise,

To seize the everlasting prize;

.^nd slmut, while pnssing through the air.

Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of praver!
William W. WaKord.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE,

JESUS, MY ALL.

1. Lord.at Thy mercy-seat, Humbly I fall ; Pleading Thy promise sweet,Lord,hear my call

;

li^iippii^SipSigap^ig
u \

~ ~ ~
I i

Now let thy work begin,Oh,make me pure within,Cleanse me from every sin, Je - sus, my alL

— — —»-r^-^ m I
»—#—s-r•—-*-•—r-*—» i-»T*-^*—f-r* • d cd"-!!

200 -P^e«'^i'^!7 '^^ promises.

2 Tears of repentant grief

Silently fall

;

Help thou my unbelief,

Hear thou my call,

Oh, how I pine for thee!

'Tis all my hope, and plea:

Jesus has died for me,
Jesus, my all.

SELVIN. S. M.

4$

3 Still at thy mercy-seat

Humbly I fall

;

Pleading Thy promise sweet,

Heard is my call.

Faith wings my soul to thee

;

This all my hope shall be,

Jesus has died for me,
Jesus, my all.

Fanny J. Crocby.

German, arr. by Lowell M-asos.
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l.If, a quiet sea, Toward heaven we calmly sail,Withgrateful hearts, O God, to thee,

(Z-rt-J-J-^fz

We'll own the favoring gale, With grateful hearts, O God, to thee. We'll own the favoring gala
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201 WaTking hy faith.

2 But should the surges rise,

And rest delay to come.
Blest be the tempest, kind the storm.

Which drives us nearer home.

8 Soon shall our doubts and fears

All yield to thy control

;

Thy tender mercies shall illume

The midnight of the soul.

4 Teach us, in every state,

To make thy will our own ;

And when the joys of sense depart,

To live by faith alone.

ugtutns v.. TopUtd^.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE,

KEEP THOU MY WAY.
9

Hubert P. Main.

'lin*

1. Keep thou my way, O

J J J-^-G, •-

(S^
^m\::^^—i~

Lord;
I I

My - self can - not guide ; Nor dare I trust my

^ t=?=F-^

err - ing steps One moment from thy side

33=T

j-j-j-

^fcp=t

spired by thee ; My heart would fail with - out thy aid ; Choose thou my thoughts for me,III
^:^: -F-t-t5>-

Cop;ri(lit, 1869, In Bright Jewilaby Biglow & Main.

E:E^^tEE

203 Self distrusted.

2 For every act of faith,

Arid every pure design,

—

For all of good my soul can know,
The glory, Lord, be thine;

Free grace my pardon seals,

Through thy atoning blood
;

Free grace the full assurance brings,
Of peace with thee, my God.

MY TIMES ARE IN THY HAND.

3 O speak, and I will hear;
Command, and I obey,

My willing feet with joy shall haste
To run the heav'nly way;

Keep thou my wand'ring heart,

And bid it cease to roam

;

O bear me safe o'er death's cold wave
To heaven, my blissful home,

Fanny J. Crosby.

Alexander Ernst Fesca.

1. " Mj times are in thy hand ;" My God ! I wish them there

:

My life, my son), my all, I leave En - fire- ly to thy care.

- #Hw ;•#-•- ^

204 Cfod's way the best.

2 "My times are in thy hand:"
Whatever they may be

;

Pleasing or painful, dark or bright.

As best may seem to thee.

3 " My times are in thy hand,"
Why should I doubt or fear?

Prom " Th« HTumarj " by per. 8. Luir,

My Father's hand will never cause
His child a needless tear.

4 " My times are in thy hand ;"

I always trust in thee;
Till I possess the promised land.

And all thy glory see.
Wm. Freeman Uoyd.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

YIELD NOT TO TEMPTATION. H. E. Pauvier, by per.

.u, ^ -,- rH ^ ^^ ^T—t—^—r-; V S ^*' —
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1. Yield not to temp-ta - tion. For yield- ing is sin, Each vie -fry will help yon

m^^^ :t= fit -t±:ff±3r-

ii^
J—I- ^._-#_. --!—J-^r-.-=- :Tdz=:j=3

Cnonus.

,z=3=:M=^=^^=^^4^=

Look ev - er to Je - sus, He'll car - ry yon through.

A—A- -JC-

Ask the Saviour to help you,

, " r« F " ^--r-^ —
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m
ComfoTt,strengthen, andkeepyon: He is wUl-ing to aid you, He will car -ry you through,

n—^—P W P

'<^—\^—\^v- -^ =p^^p-

C'vynght l!i«8, by H. B. Palnmr.

2 Shun evil companions,
Bad language disdain,

God's name hold in reverence,

Nor take it in vain
;

Be thoughtful and earnest,

Kindhearted and true,

Look ever to Jesus,

He'll carry you through.

CHO.-Ask the Saviour to help you,

Comfort, strengthen, and keep
He is willing to aid you,

He will carry you through.

V—1*<

—

\/—\/- r-T H^ l

—

V-'i>—a-v^ --*- -•-W

you,

3 To him that o'ercometh

God giveth a crown,

Through faith we shall conquer,

Though often cast down;
He who is our Saviour,

Our strength will renew.

Look ever to Jesus,

He'll carry you through.

CHO.-Ask the Saviour to help you,

Comfort, strengthen, and keep you

;

He is willing to aid you,

He will carry you through.

H. B. Falm«*.
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WHITER THAN SNOW "Wm. G. Fischek, 1872.

1. Lord Je - sus, I long to be per - feet - ly whole; I want thee for - ey

J . ^ 1 1^mm E:E ^g=!=^^ HR='

er, to

El

reak down ev - ery i - dol, cast out ev - ery foe ; Now
I ^ I

live in my soul; Breakdown ev - ery

m^^mt
Chorus.

=i:

^=a=
wash me, and I
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shall be
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it—

p
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I

whit - er than snow.

S ^
Whit - er than snow, yes.

C^. rt=iz}::=:^ S

whit - er than snow; Now wash me, and I shall be whit - er than snow.

m^ t=f
Copyright, IB71, by Wm. G. Fiicher,
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206 TFasA me, and I shall he wMUr than snow.

2 Lord Jesus, look down from thy throne in the skies,

And help me to make a complete sacrifice;

I give up myself, and whatever I know

—

Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. Cho.

3 Lord Jesus, for this I most humbly entreat

;

I wait, blessed Lord, at thy crucified feet.

By faith, for my cleansing, I see thy blood flow

—

Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. Cho.

4 Lord Jesus, thou seest I patiently wait

;

Come now, and within me a new heart create

;

To those who have sought thee, thou never said'st No—
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. Cho,

10 146 JsmeB KicholBon.
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SING ALWAYS. W. F. SiiEHms.
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1. Sing with a tune-ful spir - it, Sing with a cheerful lay, Praise to thy great Cre-a -tor,

2. Sing when the heart is troubled, Sing when the hours are long, Singwhen the storm-cloud gathers;

ji:y-H=Hs-:^=:g=E;fei:^BE:J^_^.J_J:
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^_^. .«
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While on the pilgrim wray. Sing when the birds are waking, Sing ^with the morning light; Sing in the
Sweet is the voice of song. Sing when the slsy is darkest, Sing whenthethundersroll; Sing of a

5EEEi=t;z^^zFf=r;4t=r=:
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noontide's golden beam, Sing in the hush of night.
land where rest remains, Rest for the weary soul.

Oopjrigbt, 1869, by Biglow & 1

v—r^r-r-

•—#— I

—

^^:
V—p-r

207 jf^/*e soTjgr 'Z tnist.

3 Sing in the vale of shadows^
Sing in the hour of death.

And when the eyes are closing,

Sing with the latest breath.

Sing till the heart's deep longings
Cease on the other shore;

Then with the countless numbers
Sing on, forever more, [there,

Fanny J. Crosby.

DARE TO DO RIGHT. Wm. B. Bradbury.
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1. Dare to do right ! Dare to be true ! Yon have a -work that no oth - er can do

;

•

—

—«— —
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Do it so brave-ly, so kind - ly, so well, An -gels will hast - en the sto -ry to telL
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OopTrichted, I8C4, in Ooideii Cenaer, b; Wm. B. Bradburj.
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DARE TO DO RIGHT
Chouus.

SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

Concluded.

Chouu8.>- =1- trne^..
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^j
Dare, Dare,Dare to do right, Dare, Dare,Dare to be true! Dare,Dare to do right,Dare tobe

fN ^ rs ^ ^

§E|i^llii^if^iliigiigii£if@]
208 ^''we to God and man.

2 Dare to do right ! Dare to be true !

Other men's failures can never save you
;

Stand by your conscience, your honor your
faith

;

Stand hke a hero, and battle to death.

3 Dare to do right ! Dare to be true !

God, who created you, cares for you too,

WILL JESUS FIND US WATCHING?

i> U U X i> ^

Treasures the tears that his striving ones
shed,

Counts and protects every hair of your head.

4 Dare to do right ! Dare to be true !

Jesus, your Saviour, will carry you thro'

;

City and mansion and throne all in sight.

Can you not dare to be true, and do right ?

Kev. Geo. L. Taylor.

d-

W. H. DOANE, by per.
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1. When Jesus comes to reward his servantSjWhether it be noon or night, Faithful to him will he

J ^ 5i
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Refrain.
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find us watching.With ourlamps all trimm'd and bright? Oh, can we say we are read-y, brother?

-^-^-
r-

_K—L,.^— I ^ 1 1

rfcisijsis fJ^=.s5=F

y

Ready for the soul's bright home .''Say will he Gnd yon and me still watching, Waiting.waitingwhenthelord shallcome?

P » P P P-

Copyright, 187S. by W. H Doan«.

209 '' Watch therefore.''

2 If at the dawn of the early morning,
He shall call us one by one.

When to the Lord we restore our talents,

Will he answer thee—"Well done ?" Ref,

3 Have we been true to the trust he left us ?

Do we seek to do our best ?

:f
/^•.•_*_(t_#_^p^_,_

-t^EEE^=p-^-^-tp£EBEz:gJJ

If in our hearts there is naught condemns us,

We shall have a glorious rest. Ref.

4 Blessed are those whom the Lord finds

In his glory they shall share; [watching,
If he shall come at the dawn or midnight,

Will he find us watching there? Ref.
Fanny J. Crosby.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

IS MY NAME WRITTEN THERE? Fkaxk M. Davis, by per.

1. Lord, I care not for rich - es, Nei - ther sil -ver nor gold; I would make sure of

P-j? ^ ^-,.' -Ji—tp—I- r r ir:r:W_j

I i I

::^:i^^=a^^gw—i

—

wm -T

—

heav-en, I would enter the fold. In the book of th7 king-dom, With its

4-

—I •-!—•—^5-

pa-ges so

Chorus.

fair, Tell me, Je - sus, mySav-iour, Is my name writ-ten there? Is my name written

^ ^
-§=^

S> !-•-•--• r# y

r ^ s^

5242=^:

there, On the page white and fair? In the book of thy kingdom, Is my name written there?

p=r— 19 0-^0—r#—•—#-y-j5—r-*---p—rh—T—•-! •-*-#—r*—•

—

WT^n

^ 51 I I

•

;/ ^

210" your names are written in heaven."

2 Lord, my sins they are many,
Like the sands of the sea,

But thy blood, oh, my Saviour I

Is sufficient for me

;

For thy promise is written,

In bright letters that glow,
" Though your sins be as scarlet,

I will make them like snow."
Cho.—Yes, my name's written there,

On the page white and fair;

In the book of thy kingdom,
Yes, my name's written there.

3 Oh ! that beautiful city,

With its mansions of light,

With its glorified beings,

In pure garments of white;

Where no evil thing cometh.

To despoil what is fair

;

Where the angels are watching,

Yes, my name's written there.

Cho.—Yes, my name's written there,

On the page white and fair;

In the book of thy kingdom.
Yes, my name's written there.

sirs. Mary A. Kidder.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

CHILD OF A KING. Kev. J ohn B. Sumner, are

fe-4-—

U

rJ JV»^^=^F^^=^—>^—j N-PT=^-N—-^—H-—N—=fc

XT ^ |,. ^.^ *- *-

1. M7 Fa-ther is rich ia hous - es and lands, He bold - eth the wealth of the

^ "^ ^ -J ^^—J>—0--—0—^
1 f" "T

"-—t—r—i

J ^-T-^—

I

r,=P^ ^-^-f.—f ^—*-^-^t=T=te £
=F=

world in

W-'- 2E
E^E=E=f=?E^:

•^>

Chorus.
-r-l-

cof - fers are full, He has rich - es untold. I'm the child of a King, The

iJV' 0^^—
1

L L
^ 1

—L_p_^_^

—

0_f— ,_^ —

i^t

King ; With Je - sus my

—
-u/—|-

1 1 1 »

the child

Cvpjrritbt, 1882, b; Biglow & Ma

-CHu.

211 Joxrd heirs with Christ.

2 My Father's own Son, who saves us from sin,

Once wandered on earth as the poorest of men

;

But now he is reigning forever on high.

And will give me a home with himself by-and-by.

3 I once was an outcast stranger on earth,

A sinner by choice, and an " alien " by birth
;

But I've been "adopted," my name's written down,
An heir to a mansion, a robe and a crown.— Cho.

4 A tent or a cottage, why should I care?

They're building a palace for me over there;

Though exiled from home, yet my heart still may sing.

All glory to God, I'm the child of a King.

—

Cho.
149 Hattie E. Buell, arr.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE

MARCHING TO ZION. Eev. Robert Lowrt.

1. Com^ ye that love the Lord,Andlet your joys be known, Join in a song with sweet accord,Join

Cp y y_I IZp^U_y_I I_|_^._. pi(—?-t—

r

i=-=i
^^
t=t=^^^

in a song with sweet accord,And thus sur - round the throne,And thus surround the throne.

thus surround the throne,And thus surround the throne.

Chorus.

We're march-ing on to Zi - on,

Zi - on ; We're

0-

:^

marching up - ward to Zi - - - on,

-^-^—h-rN-

The beau - ti - ful cit - y of God.

y— I td—I-

212 77; e heavenly road.

1 Come, ye that love the Lord,
And let your joys be known.

Join in a song with sweet accord.

Join in a song with sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne,

And thus surround the throne. Cho.

2 Let those refuse to sing.

Who never knew our God;
But children of the heavenly king,

But children of the heavenly king,

May speak their joys abroad,

May speak their joys abroad. Cho.

3 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

Or walk the golden streets. Cho.

4 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry;

We're marching thro' Immanuel's ground,

We're marching thro' Immanuel's giound.

To fairer worlds on high,

To fairer worlds on high. Cho.
Isaao Watts,
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

I LOVE TO TELL THE STORY. William G. FigoHBE.

3=l-±tfe5*=^=ftipi
1. I love to tell the sto - ry, Of un- seen things a- bove, Of Je - sus and his glo-ry,

I

I
^ I I

I
I . 1

\

4L' ^^t: JL^,
rsn—, 2—«—tH *—*—•—ri^ •—#-,-•--*—» •-r'S'-:—1

—

\-
I

1
1

i— ,
»—^—

.

J .

,s ^^ _ -j-d—M—J-r4—I—^zi^- =1=1^—*=»—*^ t|g:;I
Of Je - sus end his love. I love to tell the sto-ry Be-cause I know it's true;

P^=rzEiE^^
•- •- -«-•

lEEi^

Chorus.

—

—

nt-^-W—-nt—*

—

%~^%—^—•-• —z —«-^-(&-i-*-0-^0-'-0—0—i-c-^0—

i

g -»

It sat- is-fies my longings, As nothing else can do.

• -r- -^ *- * -«'-.

I love to tell the sto-ry,

• 0—\-0 75^
-

'Twill be my theme in glo-ry Of Je-sus and his love.To tell the old, old sto-ry

—0-r0-r-0—«-^—»—,-•—«> •—r*—•

—

» . •-r-'g-r-

---F—^—*-*-f-P|—I——Ti— I—

I

—*-f^ .
-

^F=F=

213^ love to tell the story.

3 I love to tell the story ;

More wonderful it seems
Than all the golden fancies

Of all our golden dreams.
' love to tell the story,

It did so much for me ;

i>nd that is just the reason
I tell it now to thee.

3 I love to tell the story

;

'Tis pleasant to repeat

What seems, each time I tell

More wonderfully sweet.

Copyright, by Wnu G. Fischer.

it,

I love to tell the story

;

For some have never heard
The message of salvation

From God's own holy word.

4 I love to tell the story

;

For those who know it best

Seem hungering and thirsting

To hear it like the rest.

And when, in scenes of glory,

I sing the new, new song,

'Twill be the old, old story

That I have loved so long.
Catharine Hankey.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

ARLINGTON. C. M. Thomas AtroirsTiNK Abitk

A J.4 Faith sees the final triumph.

2 Are there no foes for me to face ?

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,
To help me on to God?

3 Sure I must fi^ht, if I would reign

;

Increase my courage, Lord ;

I 'U bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by thy word.

4 Thy saints in all this glorious war
Shall conquer, though they die

:

They see the triumph from afar,

By faith they bring it nigh.

5 When that illustrious day shall rise.

And all thy armies shine

In robes of victory througli the skies.

The glory shall be thine.
Isaac Watts.

MAITLAND. C. M. George N. Au-en.

iis^^-•-

sus bear the cross a - lone,

_# ^—r-^ = (Z
-^-

-i9-
1—

r

i

And all the world go free?

J^ -
^-'.

^ -•-T-

-r-
No, there's a cross for ev - ery

i
it^

(&-i-6^-

me.And there's a cross for

-(52-

g ^
/C 1 No cross, no crown.

2 How happy are the saints above.
Who once went sorrowing here !

But now they taste unmingled love,

And joy without a tear.

3 The consecrated cross I '11 bear.

Till death shall set me free ;

And then go home my crown to wear,

For there's a crown for me.
Thomas Shepherd, alt.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

MY YOUTH IS THINE
Dolce.

Robert Thallon.

:* -i- * I
^

1. O God, my youth is

m^^
thine, With all its mirth and glee, The

. #- — *— -^ •- -^- m
fi?—i-

—

—
. » 9 * •— I t

F #

f=

-• ,—|, *_t *__* i-C, ,_jj^^

sweet - est gar - lands love can twina I

I5S^. -^—t-—r—^^

ad -ly bring to thee.

-»

-1 ^ ^^-1

hap - py, hap - py gold I give, And

:^^^

! -« « ,J_g,__ « « ^~"
I

*
1 1

'^

in all my youth - ful ways, For thee, for thee, a - lone to live.

PIS^e^^eS^ £
Co|iyrif:ht, I8S5, hy Phlllipi & Huut

| |

216 Youths offering.

2 In thee I seek my joys

;

Without thee all is drear;

'Tis sweet to hear thy gentle voice,

And feel thy presence near.

Thine, thine, Lord, my youthful heart.

Yea, thine its truest, purest love;

And from thee it shall ne'er depart

Till called to dwell with thee above.

x=Eti

t=t=& l=fc^i^^i
3 My life—its days, its hours

—

All, Saviour, blest, divine,

My energies and all my powers
* Shall be forever thine.

My off'ring. Lord, is poor and small.

But fully, freely, gladly given,

'Tis all I have—accept my all,

And guide, O guide, my steps to heaven,
Thomas £. Boaeli.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

CAN YE NOT WATCH ONE LITTLE HOUR? Geo. C. Stebbinb

^t^i^pri^E^r=ig^:i^p^
1. One lit- tie hour for watching with the Master, E - ter- nal years to walk with him in

-I—-r
»—-»—»— I i-—Qi j- *

—

»—^-iT—v
*

M?j

'-FF—^—^—b-^—»—Ff—f-^f—f-fHr—b'—^—^—1^—^—

white; One lit- tie hour to bravely meet dis-as - ter, E - ter- nal years to reign with hirti in light.

Chorus.

:£

Then souls,be brave,and watch un- til the mor-rowl

.JC_pi
X-K-

Awake! a-risel your lamps ofpurpose trim;

^^B̂=1;^
I" I 1/ ? I/' f" u^ r

H- ^-^S 4-2 --a—=^ —*

—

-\-^ 1
—'—I—*—«— S—9—«—»-

-0- ' ', -0- -* -•#
Saviour speaks across the night of sor- row; Can yo not watch one little hour with him?

m
Copynfbt,

^^^^^^m^^^m
1886, by PbiUi|n & Bimt.

y> 9 ? ^ ^

217 TFft/cAmjr loith Jesus.

2 One little hour to suffer scorn and losses,

Eternal years beyond earth's cruel frowns

;

One little hour to carry heavy crosses,

Eternal years to wear unfading crowns.

Cho.—Then souls, be brave, and watch until the morrow ! (Sc.

3 One little hour for weary toils and trials,

Eternal years for calm and peaceful rest

;

One little hour for patient self-denials,

Eternal years of life where life is blest.

Cho.—Then souls, be brave, and watch until the morro\\^! _&c.

154
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SONGS OF THE
SOMETHING FOR JESUS.

CHRISTIAN LIFE.

Kev. K. Lowrt

-Gt

1. Saviour! thy dy - ing love Thou gavest me,
2. At the blest mer-cy-seat, Pleading for me,

Nor should I aught withhold.Dear Lord,from thee

;

My fee - bid faith looks up, Je - sus, to thee:

\ \ \ -W -W- -rt»- 1 -I — — -W- ^- -KT- g J 1— -W /5

In love my soul would bow,My heart fulfill its vow, Some offering bring thee now, Something for thee.

Helpmethe cross to bear,Thy wondrous love declare,Some songto raise,orprayer,Something for thee.

^ I I ! !

Ciipyright, 1871, by Biglow & Mai

218 "Lo7-d, what wilt thou have me to do ?"

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 wand'rer sought and won
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.
8. T>. Ph.elpff.-

REVIVE US AGAIN.
^=i^-^

0-\-0—0
-0-0-

J. J. HUSBANlr.

Je-sus who died,andis now gone a - bove.

,

0^0 ' f- *-_fL -^
X. We praise thee,O GrodI for the Son of thy love, For

Chouus.
=F=F=FtF

—0-
.
-0—\-0— #-4-'—h«—•—!—•—«-+ -•—•—*—h»

—

tI
—'—r-^—'—*—h*^—

H

C Hal - le - lu - jah ! Thine the glo - ry; Hal - le - lu-jah! A - men ! )

{ Hal - le . lu - jah ! Thine the glo - ry; [Omit ^i Ee - vive us
0.0 *- *'#- -^ mo -^ m -^ -^

a - gam

219 Thine the. Glory.

2 We praise thee, O God ! for thy spirit of Ught.
Who has shown us our Saviour and scattered our night.

3 All glory and praise to the Lamb that was slain,

Who has borne all our sins, and has cleansed every stain.

4 All glory and praise to the God of all grace,

Who has bought us, and sought us, and guided our ways.

5 Revive us again ; fill each heart with thy love
;

May each soul be rekindled with fire from above.

1 55 Wm. Faton MackaT.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

EARNESTLY FIGHTING FOR JESUS. Thkodore Wood.

i> i>
^— 1/

1. Pressing a-long the nar-row way,Fear-less with nev-er a frown ; Trusting in Je- sus fron)

i-i • --^ -#—5—• 0~0-^-{-\ •J-h»—!—• * —0~ -I s »—^»—» »—».

r t' r^r

Chorus, ?otVA vigor.

day to day, Batt' - ling ev - er for robe and crown. Earnest- ly fight- ing for Je - sus,

:t--—I—i

—

; <—rr*-i-*—

•

* '
'—ri ^ *-f

:^--^
-^—yt- V—v^-Pp--

-T-*-!

--1^r-1-

a*—^-

IN

Trusting in his com-mand;

^•-

Marching thro

> 5* y I 1/
Copyright. I'Se, by Phillips & Uuot

220 Figf/iJ </i,e good fight.

2 Pressing along without a fear,

Clinging to Jesus' hand;
Knowing the rougher the pilgrimage here,

Brighter the crown in that spirit land.

Cho.—Earnestly fighting for Jesus,

Trusting in his command

;

Marching through fields of conflict.

Into the promised land.

JUST A WORD FOR JESUS.

-I 0~n—K ^—N
1 i-i

I -* -0-.-0-

'fields of conflict, In - to the promised land.

d d •* •*• -o- ' -0- •» ^ ^ "T^

3 O, what a joy will be ours at last.

Safe in that Kingdom above

;

When all the storms of this life are past.

Safe in the arms of the Jesus we love,

Cho.—Earnestly fighting for Jesus,

Trusting in his command
;

Marching through fields of conflict
Into the promised land.

A. L. A. Smith

"VV. H. DOAKE,

ti^SES
^^1

1

- "J \

1. Blow just a word for Je - sus. Your dearest friend so true ; Come.cheer our hearts and tell ns What he has done for you.

0,0-'-0-0—»,S-
^ *^+t >i—•-r»-^^i—'fl '—H-*-^-#^—'--I—H-+»—^-—•Tl—

Copyright, 1876, by Biglow & Main.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

Concluded.JUST A "WORD FOR JESUS
Kefkain

m 9 c^ .0. • '.g^ p ' .0.' p p«
will help us on our way; One little word for Jesus,O speak,or sing, or pra

M. * ** • ^
H

I

0-0-0 •t(S'-^ T0 ' 0-0 •
Ig 5

—

i
I
W- • -0-^-. T—TIT

Now just a word for Je-sus—'Twill help uson our wdy;One little word for Jesus,O speak,or sing,or pray.

^P
-«. -<22.

':zni I r~f~l

221 ''Will ihou not tell."

2 Now just a word for Jesus

;

You feel your sins forgiven,

And by liis grace are striving

To reach a home in heaven.

—

Ref.

3 Now just a word for Jesus;

A cross it cannot be
To say, I love my Saviour
Who gave his life for me.

—

Ref.

WHEN THE KING COMES IN.

4 Now just a word for Jesus ;

Let not the time be lost;

The heart's neglected duty
Brings sorrow to its cost.

—

Ref.

5 Now just a word for Jesus;
And if your faith be dim,

Arise in all your weakness.
And leave the rest to him.

—

Ref.
Fanny J. Crosby.

4-

• J-

.

-0f-% ^ <g ' # 0—i-0—0

-^i
E. S. LORENZ.

1. Call'd to the feast by the King are we, Sit - ting, perhaps, where his peo - pie

9JEfc*^
i2±:

m^^^
be:

k
Refrain.

— —<9-^0—i-0—•—J-Lfi?^

—

rj; ;-5—i—f' % <9—0—-^

How will it fare,then,withyouandine,When the King comes in? When the King comes in, brother,

'
\

1

—

'

' ^—^ ^—0-^0— —<5>-^0-T-0—•—S-^;*-^ '-*

I ^ ^
When the Kingcomesin! How will it fare with you and me When the King comes in ?

m,^\-^-\- t
From " Suogs of Grsce," by per

222 The wedding garment.

2 Crowns on the head where the thorns have
Glorified he who once died for men; [been,

Splendid the vision before us then,

When the King comes in.

—

Ref.

3 Like lightning's flash will that instant show
Things hidden long from both friend and foe,

157

FT=f -i—i-isi
Just what we are, every one will know,

When the King comes in.

—

Ref.

4 Joyful his eyes on each one shall rest

Who is in white wedding garments dressed

—

Ah ! well for us if we stand the test,

When the King comes in.

—

Ref.
J. E. IJandor.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

TAKE UP THE CROSS.
A-

-•-»-

Ker. Robert LowrI.

-0- -» ' -0-

1. If my dis - ci - pie thou wouldst be,

• -^ - - - iL^^f?--

Take up the cross and fol - low me;

l=E 5=E:E:

s^^ i^5 >
f^

:^-

Rough tho' the jour - ney, strait the road, This is the way that leads to God;

.#...# * I-* -«^ •0- ' -0- -m- -0- ^ -^ -«-

'=S=^z=t:z :t=N—

1 N- K—
I I—r-l—:!—d

—

:d:

Free - ly I give my - self for thee; Take up the cross and fol - low me.

^i^e
r ^

Refrain.
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Q^-J_^=^=il=d=:^=:t?-J_U ^^ ^
-
-^ d-Pj~ n

Take up the cross, Take up the crass, Take up the cross and fol - low me.

§*r -P
Copyright, 187S, by Biglow & Main.

223 Glorying in the cross.

2 What if the world reproach thy name ?

Take up the' cross, despise the shame;
Glory in this, that love divine

Brings thee a ransom, makes thee mine

;

Think of the thorns I wore for thee

;

Take up the cross and follow me.

—

Ref.

!-
;

1
: ri ,

—

-—
1

*—r* *—^9—, 1
i—L t >=[»—r^-g=&=i=[t=t=g=j]

3 Bearing the cross in good or ill,

Trusting the hand that guides thee still,

Soon thou wilt reach the gates of light.

Soon will thy faith be changed to sight;

There is a crown of life for thee

;

Take up the cross and follow me.

—

Ref.
Fanny J. Crosby.

BATTLING FOR THE LORD
Solo. . Chorus.

T. E. Pekkiks, by per.

Solo.

1. We've list - ed in

^^^-^-8^

ho - ly war, Battling for the Lord! E - ter - nal life, e
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

BATTLING FOR THE L.OnU.— Concluded.

1
IS—

I

>v Chorus. 4—1-

.1 -0 S_, «

—

L.0^^-0—'-^——

L

FULL CHORUB.

-«

—

m—=^
*-8-€

ter - nal joy, Bat-tling for the Lord! We'll work till Je - sus comes, We'll

^S H/ L—L,-

I

I I ^1 ^ I i»> r »'

-A—J^^-

work till Je sus comes, We'll work till Je - sus comes. And then we'll rest at home.

r^^t-,f^4

224 i'/g^C f/ie good fight.

2 We've girded on our armor bright,

Battling for the Lord !

Our Captain's word our strength and might,
Battling for the Lord !

—

Cho.

VICTORY. 7.

r^t
-n—

r £/

3 We'll stand like heroes on the field,

Battling for the Lord !

And in his strength we'll never yield,

BattUng for the Lord !

—

Cho.
Mrs. M. A. Kidder, alt.

J. B. Calkin.

1. Sol - diers who to

^•t=

Christ

-r4—
be - long,

I I-

F=F=*=f=9:

Trust

—»—
ye

I

his word, be strong;

:E=£: -X- ;e=e m
i :i^=l=£:

4 1-

E^: 1 I g• m 1-3—^—;—j^E^^ i
For his prom - i sure,

i9-
His

cj:—^—*—

I

t=F=* f=
=|j

wards for

I

aye dure.

i
225 ^^ ^"'^ reward.

2 His no crowns that pass away

;

His no palm that sees decay
;

His the joy that shall not fade
;

His the light that knows no shade.

3 His the home for spirits blest,

Where he gives them peaceful rest,

Far above the starry skies,

In the bliss of Paradise.

4 Here on earth ye can but clasp

Things that perish in the grasp

;

Lift your hearts then to the skies

;

God himself shall be your prize.

5 Praise we now with saints at rest,

Father, Son and Spirit blest

;

For his promises are sure.

His reward shall aye endure,
Isaac Willlanuk
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

SEEDS OF PROMISE. Fred. A. Fillmobb.

1. Oh scat-ter seeds of lov-ing deeds, A - long the fer - tile field, For grain will grow from
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Then day by day a-longyonr
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what you sow, And fruitful har-vest yield.
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Then day by day
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way, The seeds of prom
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cast, That ripened
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a-long your way.
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The seeds ofpromise cast,the seed^of promise cast.
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grain from hill and plain, Be gathered home last.
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That ripened grain
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from hill and plain, Be gathered home at last,be gathered home at last.
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22 Q "In the morniTig sow thy seed.
"

2 Tho* sown in tears thro' weary years,

The seed will surely live

;

Though great the cost it is not lost,

For God will fruitage giv6. Cho.

-?- y

Be gatheredhome at last..

3 The harvest-home of God will come,
And after toil and care

;

With- joy untold your sheaves of gold,

Will all be garnered there. Cho.
Jessie H. Brown.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

I LOVE TO SING THE STORY. Kev« S. Almak.

I

1. I love to sing the sto

-t

ry, So precious and so true ; It comforts and it gladdens.As

noth- ing else can do. In times of deep-est sor- row,When all seems dark and drear; I

-4-r
'^

-•-r'S'--

—

—

I

I III
Chokus.

,
.

, , ,
UHOKUS.
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love to sing the sto - ry It fills my soul with cheer. I love to sing the sto - ry, Its

1.^. , ^—#-r-J—# 0—ra>—»—0-j0 -h^ * . * \l̂ ' t l-T# » #—»
S-T-S* • 1-

111
, J

^^ —0-T-0—0—0—^<&^—#—i#-v-#—*

—

0^z>—r^i—^4.—•—•-s-^—2?-^
joy- ful strains pro-long ; I love to sing the sto ry, The grand old Gos - pel song.

ig^a^ -t

Copyright, 1885, by Phillipi & HanL r i/

1
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227 "-^^ tongue shall sing aloud.'

2 I love to sing the story,

'Tis such a joyful strain

;

It tells me of my Saviour,

All glory to his name.
It helps to keep me faithful,

To overcome the wrong;
I love to sing the story

'Tis such a cheerful song.

Cho.—I love to sing the story, &c.
li 161

3 I love to sing the story,

Of Jesus' dying love ;

Of pardon and of promise.
And blessings from above.

When life on earth is ended,
And here is hushed my song,

In heav'n I'll sing the story

That here I've sung so long.

Cho.—I love to sing the storv, &c.
Samuel AUuan,



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

WORIv SONG. 7, 6, S. Lowmx Mabow.

list lad. I FINE. ,^. Creg. '-O-

SiS^P
. ( Wortjfor (lie night is comiair, Work tiro' the morning honrs;

I
[tie fflowin? snn

;

( Work, while the (lew is sparkling, [Omii . . . . ) Work'niid8pringingfloffer8jWork,TTlienthedajgrow8brigliter,fforkin

B.C. Work,forthenightiscoming, [Omit When man's work is done.

Effi
iMii

tri<'
V-g^

228 TFoj-it, while it is day.

2 Work, for the night is coming',

Work through the sunny noon

;

Fill brightest hours with labor.

Rest comes sure and soon.

Give every flying minute
Something to keep in store

:

Work, for the night is coming.

When man works no more.

Copyright, used by p.rinisEion of Oliv

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.
Anna Ii. 'Walker.

CALEDONIA. 7, 7, 7, 6. Scotch.

1. Soldiers of the cross, arise! Lo I yonr Leader from the skies Waves before joo glory's prize, The prize of ric-to - ry.

Seize your armor, gird it on; Nowthe bat- tie will be won; See, the strife will soon be done; Then struggle manfnlly.

ta^npff:

229 The spiritual warfare.

2 Now the fight of faith beg^n.

Be no more the slaves of sin.

Strive the victor's palm to win,

Trusting in the Lord :

Gird ye on the armor bright,

Warriors of the King of light.

Never yield, nor lose by flight

Your divine reward.

8 Jesus conquered when he fell.

Met and vanquished earth and hell

;

Now he leads you on to swell

The triumphs of his cross.
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Though all earth and hell appear.

Who will doubt, or who can fear?

God, our strength and shield, is near;

We cannot lose our cause.

4 Onward, then, ye hosts of God!
Jesus points the victor's rod ;

Follow where your Leader trod

;

You soon shall see his face.

Soon, your enemies all slain.

Crowns of glory you shall gain.

Soon you'll join that glorious train

Who shout their Saviour'spraise.
Jared B. 'Waterboiy.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

SOME "WORK TO DO.

.S N
Allegretto.

E. C. Phelps.

^msi^mm^^^
mf

1. Give me some work to do,
I 1^

My pre - cious Lord, for thee, The field

m̂̂ ^_J^_«_ -S_!_fe ^. ^_ ;'E^f
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f »—
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large, the reap - ers few. There must be work for me, Work fit ted for my hand

i9-
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That holds no spe - cial pow'r: Yet longs to toil thy

#• * •#- •#- .^ ^ • .#. £
com- mand,

rr?/

J^-

-#-v—g- SP
til life's lat - est hour. Give me some work to do, Some work

"fi"
'
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to do.

^' Z^ZTZIfT-

Copyright 1885, by PhiUip. * Hant. •

230 "Lord, what wilt thou have me to do?
"

2 If I may never bear
Rich sheaves of golden wheat,

I still may glean an humble share,
To lay at thy dear feet.

And should thy reapers fail,

Scorched by the noontide heat

;

My hands though weak, may then avail
The harvest to complete.

Give me some work to do,
Some work to do.
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^ i^ m
3 Show me thy will, O Lord,
What seemeth to thee best,

I'll gladly do, helped by thy word,
Leaving to thee, the rest,

Thrice happy if at last

Beneath life's setting sun.
All labor o'er, the harvest past,

I hear thy sweet " Well done."
Give me some work to do.

Some work to do.
Ilrs. Ijanta Wilson Smith.



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

SOUND THE BATTLE-CRY ! "Wm. r. Sherwin.

1. Sound the battle-cry! Seelthefoe is nigh;
Raise the standard high For the Lord;

Gird your armor on,
Stand firm

:^:t=:

/i-

every one; Rest your cause upon His holy word. Rouse, then soldiers,rally round the banner,Ready, steady,

*-0-,tt—ft—i ^_«_^_^
Jt^t=n

:|=^:

pass the word ipass the word along; Onward, forward, shout aloud Hosanna! Ohrist is Captain of the mighty throng;.

I I I I I
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Copyright, lass, by Wm. P. Sherwin.

231 V^<3^i the good fight.

1 Sound the battle-cry I

See! the foe is nigh;

Raise the standard high
For the Lord;

Gird your armor on,

Stand firm every one

;

Rest your cause upon
His holy word. Cho.

2 Strong to meet the foe,

Marching on we go.

While our cause we know,
Must prevail ;

KEEP TO THE RIGHT.

i mighty throng;.

0—0—(2£-pU--i-^'--*-^-
-0—h—i^^-

;^=t'-

Shield and banner bright

Gleaming in the light;

BattUng for the right

We ne'er can fail. Cho.

3 Oh! thou God of all,

Hear us when we call.

Help us one and all

By thy grace

;

When the battle's done.
And the vict'ry won,
May we wear the crown

Before thy face. Cho.
Wm. p. Sherwin.

if:

"Wm. B. Bradbuht.

. y '^ ^ : .

1, March a-long to-geth-er, Ev - er firm and true,Ma-ny eyes are watching, Taking note of you;

9S4 !=¥=
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CopxrifbM, 1M7, bjWm. B, Bndbarj,
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

KEEP TO THE niGMT.— Concluded.

iglt4^-5—#-
Pleasant winds or foul ones.Cloudydaysorbright, Keep to the right.boys, Keep to the right, right

i^iiiiili^iiiiigi
232 ^/i6 conquering army.

2 Raise on high your banner,

That its folds may fly

Like the wing of eagle,

Sweeping to the sky;

If you wish to conquer
Every foe you fight,

Keep to the right, boys,

Keep to the right.

3 Of your heavenly Father,

Strength and courage seek;

Swords are ever worthless.

If the heart be weak;
Every heart endowing
With a warrior's might.

Keep to the right, boys,

Keep to the right.

:t=: r ^-r^
IS

STRIKE FOR VICTORY.

4 Z(77/^should be your motto,
Dufy be your aim

;

Ever " overcoming,"
Till a crown you claim ;

For a fame undying.
Strive with all your might,

Keep to the right, boys,

Keep to the right.
Josephine PoUard.

"W. H. DOAKE.

M^M^^^l^^^^^m
1. Strike! O strike for vic-t'ry Soldiers of the Lord, Hoping in his mer-cy, Trusting in his word;
2. Strike! O strike for vic-t'ry He-roes of the cross, Sac- ri-fic-ing pleasure, Glo.ry-ing in loss;
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Lift thegos-pel ban-ner High above the world; Let its folds of beautv Ev - er be un - furl'd.

Ev - er pressing onward,Onward to the light, Till we reach the Jordan,With our home in sight.
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Strike.' strikefor Vict'ry.Heroesbold; Strike! till the Vict'ryYoubehold; Strike! strike for Vict'ry,Ne'er give
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o'er; Best then in glo
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C«y>n{llt, 1871, by BijWv & Muu.

t:=t

233 Unfurling the gospel banner.

^ j
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1

^ 3 Hand to hand united,

;«^^^t£^—Jl-Jj Heart to heart as one,
'*•'"•

I

'S\
"*"

Let us still keep marching
Till our journey's done,

Till we see the angels

Come in glory down,
With the shining garments
And the victor's crown.

Mrs. Mary A. Kidder.

Ev - er

i^^aT-=n^
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

WEBB. 7, 6. Gkoboe Jahib Wkbb.

1. Stand np, stand up for Je - sns, Ye soldiers of the cross ; Lift high his roy • al

-#—
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ban It must not suf - fer loss : rrom vie - tory un - to vie - tory His
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ar - my shall he lead, Till ev - ery foe is anquisbed And Christ is Lord in-deed.

^ t. ^
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234: Stand up for Jesiis.

2 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,
Each piece put on with prayer;

Where duty calls, or danger,

Be never wanting there.

COURAGE. 7.

3 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.
Q-eorg^e Suffield, Jr.

Henrt J. Gattntletf^

EtEt£a^# lini
1. Oft ia danger, oft ia woe, Onward, Christians, onward go: Fight the fight, maintain the strife, Strengthen'd with the bread of life.

,x -*-S-i

23O Onward march.

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 Onward then in battle move.
More than conquerors ye shall prove;

Though opposed by many a foe,

Christian soldiers, onward go.
Henry Kirke White.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

ONWARD. (Christus Victor.) 6, 8. ABTHtrB Sktmoto Sitluvah.

H-M5 ^ mt=i=^i- -g^g-
-gy-

1. Onward, Christian soldiers! Marching as to war,Withthe cross of Jesns Going on be -fore.

i& iS>- ff# * » '»-
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Christ, the royal Master, Leads against the foe ; Forward into bat - tie, See, his banners g^!
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Onward, Christian soldiers! Marching as to war, With the cross of Jesus Going on be -fore.
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/»O O Onward, Christian xoldiers.

1 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 !

Onward, Christian soldiers!

Marching as to war.
With the cross of Jesus

Going on before.

2 At the sign of triumph
Satan's host doth flee;

On, then. Christian soldiers,

On to victory!

Hell's foundations quiver
At the shout of praise

;

Brothers, lift your voices,

Loud your anthems raise.

3 Like a mighty army
Moves the Church of God

;
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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.

4 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.

5 Onward, then, ye people 1

Join our happy throng,
Blend with ours your voices

In the triumph-song;
Glory, laud, and honor
Unto Christ the King,

This through countless ages
Men and angels sing.

Sabine Baring-O.ald,



SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

ELMS\A/'OOD. S. M. Isaac B. 'Woodbttrt.

(Sol -diers of Christ, a - rise, And put your armor on, )

(Stronginthestrength which Grod supplies Thro' his e-ter-nal Son; 3 Strong in the Lord of hosts,

^lliiiiiiiifei m^^ g
fcj:pJ=|=J=d:r^3rrz-=ci|=j=:j=3=d=jzj=fJ_U_ i_J_Lri=B

And in his mighty power, Who in the strength of Jesus trusts Is more than conqueror.

237 T^is whole armor of God.

2 Stand, then, in his great might.

With all his strength endued ;

But take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God :

That, having all things done.

And all your conflicts passed.

Ye may o'ercome through Christ alone,

And stand entire at last.

tp=|i:^f:=tzf: :i—r-ti

4L .«.

p
3 Leave no unguarded place.

No weakness of the soul

;

Take every virtue, every grace.

And fortify the whole :

Indissolubly joined.

To battle all proceed

;

But arm yourselves with all the mind
That was in Christ, your Head.

Charles Wesley.

AWAKE, MY SOUL. CM.
:t d=i

eE

Geobge Feedekick Handel.

4
S=i =5=q

«
1. A - wake, my soul, stretch ev ery nerve. And press with vig - or on ;
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an immortal crown.

t^^^
heavenly race demands thy zeal, And

r3

And an immortal crows.

238 The race for glory.

2 A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full survey

;

Forget the steps already trod.

And onward urge thy way.

8 'Tis God's all-animating voice

That calls thee from on high

;

'Tis 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 'U lay my honors down.
Philip Doddridge.
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SONGS OF THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

UP FOR JESUS STAND. Mrs. Joseph F. Knapp.

1. Sol - diers of th'e - ter - nal Kmg, Speed the watchword, give it wing, Let it thro' the

I
I

I I
I I

I I
I
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churches ring, Up! for Je
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sus stand. Write it on the tem - pie's spire,

.0 T- ,• •—r^*^
*

-

—

. p. ^—-__ p. F

—

-—V—r>9~i T'
' ' F ^

—

TC' 1

—

1

^—i-J^^^—f-m-—I

i

—b^—<&-'— I- g—r—ri^w—n~

t^tf^-
:\-^-

:J=J=ii=ttm
Ut - ter it with tongues of fire, Sire to son and son to sire, Up! for Je - sus stand.
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sire, Upl for Je-sus, Je - sus stand. Up! for Jesus stand,

Jesus stand.

Eti=t:=t:=!=E=EEEE:izib-H=t:=Ep=i=

3-r:*'=?z=*^i:d=5z:5=i
-^S-^r

» » ^—Lj—i- I 0—0-^ * *
^-^S- JJ

Up! for Je-sus stand; ' Speed the watch-word, give it wing, And up! for Je-sus stand.

Jesus stand; • ^
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Copyright, 1881, by Joseph F. Knapp,

239 Soldiers of the eternal Kivg.

2 Label it on every door.
Place it hia;h the pulpit o'er,

Let it stand for evermore !

Up ! for Jesus stand.

Blazon it in mansion halls,

Pencil it on prison walls

;

Do and dare, as duty calls

;

Up ! for Jesus stand.
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3 Place it on the chiseled stone.

Where the mourners weep alone

;

'Grave it on the monarch's throne I

Up ! for Jesus stand.

Let the press, whose wheels of might
Roll for reason and for right.

Flash it on the nation's sight

;

Up ! for Jesus stand.
J. H.



SONGS OF THE CHURCH.
AUSTRIA. 8, 7. D.

|^^f=^

FsAMCis Joseph Haton.

( Glo - rious things of thee are spok - en, Zi - on, cit - y of our
• (He, whose word can - not be bro - ken, rormed thee for his own a

m^^frnprn^^ 1^-r
On the Rock of

9-ee!
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founded, What can shake thy sure re - pose?
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"With sal -va - tion's walls sur - rounded.

si^-

Thou may'st smile at

^ ^ ^ ^^

thy

2 4.0 G^od m <7ie 7n?(/s< o/ her.

2 See, the streams of living waters,

Springing from eternal love,

Still supply thy sons and daughters,

And all fear of want remove :

Who can faint while such a river

Ever flows our thirst to assuage ?

Grace, which, like the Lord, the giver.

Never fails from age to age.

ST. THOMAS,

3 Round each habitation hovering,

See the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a covering.

Showing that the Lord is near!

He who gives us daily manna.
He who listens when we cry.

Let him hear the loud hosanna
Rising to his throne on high,

John Kewton.

Geoege Fkedeeick IIasdix.

The Church our blest Re - deem - er saved
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With his own pre - cious blood.
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SONGS OF THE CHURCH.
ST. THOMAS.—Continued.

S4

1

Love of Zion.

a I love thy Church, O God !

Her walls before thee stand,

Dear as the apple of thine eye,

And graven on thy hand.

3 For her my tears shall fall,

For her my prayers ascend
;

To her my cares and toils be given,

Till toils and cares shall end.

GARDEN.

4 Beyond my highest joy,

I prize her heavenly ways.
Her sweet 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.
Timottiy Dwight.

Jee. Ingalls.

• -•• • •• * • •- # ' ' 9 ' -# -^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^

1. The Lord in -to his garden comes, The spi-ces yield their rich perfumes, The lil-ies grow and

« - ^ J**( S--*--*^ -O- -0- »• -^ ••-
I

lJ-#-
-

—

u # I

»—•—•-J

—

^-c-fi— I *-r-<»—r I

1 1 1—T-i • —r « I
»—»—# *
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-^-8-FFp5- £EEE£:FPE!E*^ I :Q£E^V-H

—

\^—Y

- la-J^^-r—r-i-S ^ ^. . r4-r-l *^ ^^fe_H^,__,«

'-^Si

thrive; The lil-ies grow and thrive; Re - fresh-ing show'rs of grace di-vine, From Je • sus

.^.fi . ri

flow to ev - 'ry vine, And make the dead re - vive, And make the dead re - vive.

-̂^-
^2^=i

lii --y-iSiiittiliil]r
a^a Tilt Lord''s garden.

2 O that this dry and barren ground.
In springs of water may abound,

—

A fruitful soil become

;

The desert blossoms like the rose,

When Jesus conquers all his foes,

And makes his people one.

8 Come, brethren, you that love the Lord,
Who taste the sweetness of his word,

In Jesus' ways go on ;

Our troubles and our trials here,

Will only make us richer there,

When we arrive at home.
Anon.
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AURELIA. 7, 6, d. Sakuel Sebastian Weslet.
I

i—#-l-# a 0-^-^ 5—J^-I-# ^-^-i&—r-*—^^-« • • =^

1. The Church's one foun-da-tion Is Je - sus Christ her Lord; She is his new ere-

f

By wa - ter and the word: From heav'n he came and sought her To

i'= ;b3^

be his ho • ly bride ; With his own blood he bought her, And for her life he died.

S

H«-T-«-m^mwm^^^
243 Ihe Church his Bride.

2 Elect from every nation,

Yet one o'er all the earth,

Her charter of salvation

One Lord, one faith, one birth

;

One Holy Name she blesses,

Partakes one holy food,

And to one hope she presses,

With every grace endued.

•

—

r -0-1-0 • -0-r ^j .—i-i

3 Yet she on earth hath union
With God the Three in One,

And mystic sweet communion
With those whose rest is won:

O happy ones and holy

!

Lord, give us grace that we
Like them, the meek and lowly.

On high may dwell with thee.
Samuel John Stone.

ENDSLEIGH. 7, 6. S. Salyatorl

ir0iw -M—3--'

^ I
With hearts in love a -bounding. Pre- pare we now to sing,

I A loft - y theme resounding, Thypraise, Almighty King. | Whoseloverichglftsbe-stow-ing,

J=F=p=:E=f=?^±3r^rM=*=^0^t ^
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SONGS OF THE CHURCH,

ENDSLEIGH.—Conduded.

•

::J=f:d=ti=:i=1=:^pd^:

Redeemed the human race; Whose lips with zeal o'er-flow-ing, Breathe words oftruth and grace.

JZ.

-\=r.

^^

=t:=:?==|
f-1

:i_a:

2^4 r/ie Redeemer's kingdom.

2 So reign, O God, of Heaven,
Eternally the same

;

And endless praise be given

To thy Almighty Name.
Clothed in thy dazzlin.i^ brightness

Thy Church on earth behold.

In robe of purest whiteness,

In raiment wrought in gold.

BLOW THE TRUMPET.

3 And let each Gentile nation

Come gladly in her train,

To share thy great salvation,

And join her grateful strain
;

Then ne'er shall note of sadness
Awake the trembling string;

One song of joy and gladness

The ransomed world shall sing.
Harriet Auber.

Wm. J. KniKPATltlCK.

1. Watchman blow the gospel trum-pet, Ev - 'ry soul a warning give, Who - so -ev-er hears the

:l2=il—i=
^=^

-A-^.-h^ K-vr r-^^^-^—^^rA- d-^-^-^^^n

message, May repent, and turn and live. Blow the trumpet , trustywatchman, Blow it loud o'er land and

'
I I r \^y y t/ ^ I I loud o'e

il—

^

0—0.0-0- _J

-r^ ¥^=a3E5
3^

2ft=r^--

-N—

I

l-rH 1^

?3EES§:-!*S
Grod commissions, soundthemes- sage, Ev-'ry cap-tive may be free.

_• C « *-

gs »=t=*=EE -p-'-0—

•

Pr-f

Let it tell all things are ready,

Father waits to welcome home.

—

Cho.

4 Sound it for the heavy-laden,

Weary, longing to be free;

Sound a Saviour's invitation,

Sweetly saying, **Come to me."-CHO,
B. L. (Hlmour.

land and sea. I • ^ / (/

Copyright, 1884, by Wm. J Kirkpitrick

24o 27ie glad tidings.

Sound it loud o'er ev'ry hill-top,

Gloomy shade and sunny plain

;

Ocean depths repeat the message,
Full salvation's glad refrain.—CHO.

3 Sound it in the hedge and highway.
Earth's dark spots where exiles roam,
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WEBB. 7, 6.

SONGS OF THE CHURCH.

a4-

Geobge Jauzs Webb.

i=i=^
i i ^ ^ -i5> #- -#- -^ 1 J I

l
V1

1. The morning light is breakkg; The darkness disappears ; The sons of earth are wak-ing To pen-i-tential tears;

J- -,5< #_ -*- -J-_|_^__] H^^- J

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean Brings tidings from a - far. Of nations in com - mo- (ion, Prepared for Zion's war.

I I

I I * ^ J.

feE^EE
1—

r

i
:^-»^

ESte::p
-»-•-»-»-

=F
^=s=?

24:6 ?7i^ morning light is breaking.

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.

MISSIONARY HYMN. 7, 6.

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.

Lowell Masoh.



SONGS OF THE CHURCH.
MISSIONARY HYMN.—Continued.

247 Missionary hymn.

1 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.

Shall we to men benighted
The lamp of life deny ?

Salvation ! O salvation !

The joyful sound proclaim.

Till earth's remotest nation

Has learned 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 pole

:

Till o'er our ransomed nature
The Lamb for sinners slain,

,

Redeemer, Kmg, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign.
Begiuald Heber.

OVER THE OCEAN WAVE. "William B. Beadbfet.

:;=^=i:

1. O - ver the o- cean wave, far, far a -way, There the poor heathen live, waiting for day;

U- » * #—#
I
# * #—0—T-0—0—0-r-^ r-»- *-#—#--r#-^-#—•—rf—•—

I

ŝizin
\ u

\

'
I

CHO.—Fit - 7 them, pit - y them, Christians at home. Haste with the bread of life, hasten and come.

D. c. CHonus.

I

Groping in ig - norance, dark as the night, No blessed Hi ble to give them the light.

f f f ^1
r̂-f

i Then, while the mission ships glad tid-

ings bring.

List ! as that heathen band joyfully

sing,
' Over the ocean wave, O, see them come,
Bringing the bread of life, guiding us

home."
Pity them, pity them, Christians at

home.
Haste with the bread of life, hasten
and come. Anon.

a^O "27ie heathen for thine inheritance.''^

2 Here in this happy land we have the light
Shining from God's own word, free, pure,

and bright

;

Shall we not send to them Bibles to read.
Teachers, and preachers, and all that

they need ?

Pity them, pity them. Christians at

home.
Haste with the bread of life, hasten
and come.
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SONGS OF THE CHURCH.

JESUS SHALL REIGN. L. M. Karl Wilhelm, air.

1. Je - sus shall reign wher-e'er the .sun Does his snc-ces-sive jour-neys run;

-•-•

—

—

,'^-:1=ES_TZI•=:i_-i=?=feJ.x=i^_^fe-l:
i—#—^^- cL^tzf

His king - dom spread from shore to shore, Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

From north to south the prin - ces meet,

^ r: 4L

To pay their horn • age

-<9—
_l

—

^-
his feet;

^
1 p r 1^ 5 r

id his word

=3EE^

While western em - pires own their Lord And sav- age tribes at - tend his word.

j^-^ « j^ J_ a_» #_

xzzp:

24:9 C'A i*"''5 all-embracing empire.

2 To him shall endless prayer be made,
And endless praises crown his head

;

His name like sweet perfume shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

MISSIONARY CHANT. L. M.

0— n

People and realms of every tongue
Dwell on his love with sweetest song;
And infant voices shall proclaim
Their early blessings on his name.

Isaac Watts'.

Heinrich Christopher Zeuner.

L *L_^-^J-(5(-^-€^i,5^JB^ Ig # <> g^l jr *-0-0-0-i<:^^^\.Y<5>—*^0 0-0^0-0-6^<&^<»-J^
' I

"*^
I I I TnKirA[more.

1. Jeans shall reign where'er the snn Does his snecessirejonrneys ran ; His kingdom spread fron shore io shore,Till moons shall wai and wane no

•0-0-0- igig^X
ilBStHE

m^^Tl— ri I
' ' T 1— il rP-f-*-X^* •"•t^*—r^-»-»Ti

! r I J. V I 1 I ' I ' ' s^

J_;2::t;P:*-^2:&*:
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SONGS OF THE CHURCH.
ARISE, GO FORTH TO CONQUER, Hubert P. Maik.

1. A - rise, go forth to con - quer, Yonng champions for the Lord; Fling out the roy - al

I 4-

9*i?^r|=-=t^ £=t:
—o—

I

ri 5 • o-r ,«'-=—•—rl-—•—'

—

EE=£^^g^=pE^pEEEEg:EE^EE

standard, Unsheath the mighty sword jThechurch that swordhaswieldedin many adreadful fray,

•fegSi^E
r^:• —U# --c

—

td^te
^Chobus.
^

. J_

I I
I

Till Satan's ar-my trembled,And,vanquished,fled a-way.

0- -f-hi

A-rise, go forth to con-quer, Toung

7f ^

if ,.,,,, maestoso.
, , ^

^-•-5->—--^
I

champions for the Lord; Fling out the roy - al stan-dard, Unsheath the might - y sword.

•^ ^ . ^ X (? ^ ^ ^ ^ I

-v; J 5 • •—r <9- • -I r*-^*

—

'

—^ 1 @ 3 S—r» •
1

—

'—*—^'^-^^^

CnpvriBht. IS78, bj B glow i M»iD.

2O lowngf recruits.

2 Go forth, go forth, young soldiers,

The grand old cause defend
;

Take up the cross and bear it,

Be faithful to the end
;

Go forth to fill their places,

Whose work is almost done,
Whose course is well-nigh finished,

Whose crowns are nearly won.
Arise, go forth, &c.

3 O swell our ranks, young soldiers,

And, by our Captain led.

From conquering still to conquer,
March on with fearless tread

;

Fight manfully and bravely.

We'll die with sword in hand.
And leave, for those who follow.

Our foot-prints in the sand.

Arise, go forth, &c.
Q-raoe J. Franoea.
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CHURCH RALLYING SONG. JnO. It. SWEKET

^-H=; 5Ji=?nEfEf5^T
-•

—

9-^—9—f—r-0—

1. A-wake! a-wake! the Master now is callingus,A- rise! a- rise! and trust -ing in his word,Go

1* i__L| 1_
1

|__L
I

U.J:g. U U_X L

-v-^.-^

forth, go forth! proclaim the year of ju-bi-Iee.And take the cross,thebless-ed cross,of Christ our Lord.

-1

—

Pi •^u-^—

s s —Kr I—^'— I—r-'

—

ii>—;— '
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—

i->-t a—E—U

—

m=t^=s -P^ sf—^—p-^—9
.
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Chorus.
-^.1 *^7-h5|—r r N—
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.J ^^^-
iiT5=., ^ ^^

On, on,swell the cho - rus; On, on, the morning-staris shining o'er us; On, on,while be*

swellthe chorus, On, on, on, _
On, on, on.On,on, on,

O- -9-O- -9- -9- -9- ^ « #»• ••.
^ST^tzi&Z:^- Z.p_| ^ ; p -I
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i-T-^—K-Pi—s -—S-P»
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Kt—; 1. 9 ,
P>—jT—K—?i, H ^^—-^jtiw . I

fore us Our mightygmightySavionrleadsthe war: ( Glory, glo-ry.hear the everlasting throng!

I
Shout hosanna.'while we boldly march along

; j

while before,

2£E^i=te
-r^-^4^-

leads the way.

^•tf»-»-'-#-»-^»-# * » —n—y^
g-tr—fcrr—tth—t^.:

fch-5-b<—
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-v-^-
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r—j^—^—v ^ ^
I

' ^^T^*-*-.-* * ft—t:g^-^ * * g '
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^

Faithful soldiers here below,On- ly Je-sus willwe know,Shouting "free salvation'' o'er the world,we go

Copjrifht, 1883, by JoblJ. Hood.
|
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SONGS OF THE CHURCH.

CHURCH RALLYING SONG.— Concluded.

251 Soldiers of the cross.

2 A cry for light from dying ones in heathen lands:
It comes, it comes across the ocean's foam;

Then haste, oh, haste to spread the words of truth abroad,
Forgetting not the starving poor at home, dear home.

—

Cho.
3 O church of God, extend thy kind maternal arms
To save the lost on mountains dark and cold.

Reach out thy hand with loving smile to rescue them,

And bring them to the shelter of the Saviour's fold.—CHO.
4 Look up ! look up ! the promised day is drawing near,

When all shall hail, shall hail the Saviour King,
When peace and joy shall fold their wings in every clime.

And " Glory, hallelujah," o'er the earth shall ring.—Cho.
Fanny J. Crosby.

STAND UP FOR JESUS. Asa Hull, by per.

1. Stand up for Je -

:E:

sus. Christian

I #. I

—I •—h*^-

-F3=i=

a rock o-cean's strand

i

-I—

I

i!
:F= 3EfcS
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« O—i—9—« #—-*- A <&-^-9 #-v «—• W—^^ A. 27"
ouUBeat

m.
back the waves of that

£=EE:E:

roll, Like

il
rag - ing floods, a - round thy souU

^
Chorus.

f
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1

9—5-:—•—

*

5—
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Stand up for Je - sus, no - bly siand! Firm as

* -•-^—#—

•

#

=[==F= P
?E3EE

i^:1

a rock
'f=t-

I
on o - cean's strand !

S:i
ri

-«—:•——^—̂ •—L* « ^:_3_iJ

Stand up, * his righteous cause de - fend; Sta:

:s^-: fc=rt

a:t
SUS your

•

best friend.

'J \J \J I

Copyrisht 1864, by A»A Hull.

2o2 Work and warfare.

2 Stand up for Jesus, Christian stand

!

Sound forth his name o'er sea and land!

Spread ye his glorious word abroad,
Till all the world shall own him Lord !

r
3 Stand up for Jesus, Christian stand 1

Soon with the blest immortal band
We'll dwell for aye, life's Journey o'er

In realmsof light on heaven's brightshorcit
B. Torrey, Jr.
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RESCUE THE PERISHING. W. H. DOANE.

1 Res - cue the per - ish - ing, Care for the dy - ing, Snatch them in pi - ty from

-^ _a St « A A « A.

*~0

ir—

r

-^—b*-

the grave ; Weep o'er the up the fall - en,

^—P -^ ^ y
I

—1—0 »-

Chorus.

^
-I

^^^ S—r-l N K—-J r-J N—

^

^^^ ^—1--|

Res - cue the per - ish - ing,

:ife_d=*=E^ i^EEEd
i?=J:

Care for the dy - ing
j Je

§ife ss
p

Copyright, 18T0, by W. H Daue, io Songi of DoTotios.

2O3 " Compel them to come in.

"

2 Though they are slighting him,
Still he is waiting,

Waiting the penitent child to receive,

Plead with them earnestly,

Plead with them gently :

He will forgive if they only believe.

3 Down in the human heart.

Crushed by the tempter,

Feelings lie buried that grace can restore

ful, Je - sns will save.

i

-fi—f—r—^—.•

—

T—^—i2—,,

-\y
*—

f

f If ^ W— ÎEJA
^

i/ \/ \ r

Touched by a loving heart,

Wakened by kindness,

Chords that were broken will vibrate once
more.

4 Rescue the perishing.

Duty demands it;

Strength for thy labor the Lord will provide :

Back to the narrow way
Patiently win them

;

Tell the poor wanderer a Saviour has died.
Fanny J. Crosby.
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TO THE WORK. W. H, DOAME, by per.

N s -l
—-N—N, ^-—

I

h,-! |J
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t
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StJ

1. To the work! to the work! we are servants of God, Let ns fol- low the path that our Master has trod;

exl—A-0-'^0^^»—•-•-•-#—•—•^#
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0-^-»-^—»—•-ft-——F—[—F

—

»—0^^0—0-^-0-0-^
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-:yfq-*-P*— * • * ^ ^—g-FS;—g^-;-#=?—»-F*

—

0—0-^*—#—»-F3—»--y-j-4

Vith the balm of his coun-sel our strength to renew, Let us do with our might what our hands find to do.

•- -•-#-*- ^ - *• -0-'
-f--*- »- -0- -0- — ^-^ i^.^ .^ U .^

=F-5=rF=5=rfF=^r^^=Tr=H^==^^=rf^EEa-^=5=r

Chorus

Toil - ing on, Toil - ing on, Toil - ing on, Toil - ing

Toil - ing on, Toil - ing on, Toil- ing on.

^, J[3=gE^gz:? i^S=E^

*r--¥

0-t:^ _N _,N

^-
zijiii f--^H^

r—a^af—*—

i

J333m
on, Let us hope, Let us watch, And la-bor till the Mas- ter 1

Toil- ing on, and trust, and pray,

Ci-j • •—•

—

•-•-^-hi F

—

—•-^i'-hl 1

'———H • 1 iS)- 1

Copyright, 1871, bj Bijluw & Main.
"

254: Workfor all.

2 To the work ! to the work ! let the hungry be fed

;

To the fountain of Life let the weary be led;

In the cross and its banner our glory shall be
While we herald the tidings, " Salvation isfree! "—Cho.

3 To the work ! to the work ! there is labor for all,

For the kingdom of darkness and error shall fall;

And the name of Jehovah exalted shall be
In the loud swelling chorus, " Salvation isfree / "—Cho.

4 To the work ! to the work ! in the strength of the Lord,
And a robe and a crown shall our labor reward

;

When the home of the faithful our dwelling shall be,

And we shout with the ransomed "Salvation isfree/"—Cho.

181
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THE CALL FOR REAPERS.
Spirited.

,

Lf^ S-l
3^:
-(5t-

J B. O. Clehm.
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1. Far and near the fields are teem - ing, With the waves of rip

^452.
It

—•-^_—

J

ened grain ;
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Far and near their gold is gleam - ing, O'er the sun

It

ny slope and plain.

Chorus.
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f=^
±eJ

'^^

Lord of Har-vest, send forth reap - ers I Hear ns, Lord, to thee we cry;

(2 ^—r^ -^—
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Send them now the sheaves to gath - er, Ere the har - vest time pass by.

m J-.. -0—rS> ;

IQOC Ktt l>V,nit^e Jt H.,n» III I
'5F

Copyright, 1885, by PhlUips & Hunt.

255 " ^^'^ harvest is great"

2 Send them forth with morn''s first beaming,
Send them in the noontide's glare

;

When the sun's last rays are gleaming,

Bid them gather everywhere.

Cho. —Lord of Harvest, &c.

3 O thou, whom thy Lord is sending,

Gather now the sheaves of gold.

Heavenward then at evening wending
Thou shalt come with joy untold.

Cho.—Lord of Harvest, &c. j, o. Thompaon,
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GATHER THEM IN.

Z i « « « « «—L^ «—_#

Geo. C. SxEBBras,

3=i^=^; i
1. Grath - er them in for there yet is room, At the feast that a King has spread,

S I
J_ 4— .^ +- +

U U 1 1

I

O gath - er them in, let his house be filled, And the hun-gry and poor be fed.

. - - Smm
1/ C I I ^
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Out ia the high - way, out in the by way. Out in the dark depths of sin,

; 0-
iB. A 48.

-I 1
1

F F 1* —ht=3-r-

.-•^i—4—4.—S—'^"^^^
Go forth ! go forth with a lov - ing heart, And gath - er the wand'rers in.

a^fe^
CopjriBht, 18«3, by G

856 " Cmpel them to come in."

1 Gather them in for there yet is room,
At the feast that a King has spread,

O gather them in, let his house be filled,

And the hungry and poor be fed.

Ch. Out in the highway, out in the byway.
Out in the dark depths of sin,

Go forth ! go forth with a loving heart,

And gather the wand'rers in.

2 Gather them in for there yet is room,
But our hearts how they throb with pain.

To think of the many who slight the call.

That may never be heard again.

183

Ch. Out in the highway, out in the by way.
Out in the dark depths of sin,

Go forth ! go forth with a loving heart.

And gather the wand'rers in.

3 Gather them in for there yet is room,
'Tis a message from God above,

O gather them in to the fold of grace,

And the arms of the Saviour's love.

Ch. Out in the highway, out in the byway,
Out in the dark depths of sin.

Go forth ! go forth with a loving heart.

And gather the wand'rers in.

Fanny J. Crosby.



SONGS OF THE CHURCH.

TELL IT OUT, Arr. by Iea D. Sanket.

1. Tell it out among the nations that the Lord is King; Tell it out! Tell it out! Tell it

2. Tell it out among the people that the Saviour reigns; Tell it out! Tell it out! Tell it

SEtE r ^

-t^
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out a-mong the na-tions, bid them shout and sing; Tell it out!

out a-mongthe heathen, bid them break their chains;Tell it out!
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out with ad - o - ra-tion that he shall increase,That the might-y King of glo - ry is the

out among the weeping ones that Jesus lives, Tell it out among the •wea-ry ones what
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of Peace; Tellit out with ju- bi - la- tion,let the song ne'er cease;Tell it out! Tell it out!

he gives,Tell it out among the sinners that he came to save; Tell it out! Tell it out!

J ^ ,s ^ ^ I I N >

iJfe^M=gE3EEE^E5E^
r»-

f=t
-y--r -y-

©i-
^•r ^.
-F^-fi^

-V—^'-L:

CopyrigbUd, 1881, b; Ira D. Sanke;.

2o 7 ^i^ iord is King.

3 Tell it out among the people, Jesus reigns above;
Tell it out ! Tell it out!

Tell it out among the nations that his reign is love

;

Tellit out! Tellit out!

Tell it out among the highways and the lanes at home,
Let it ring across the mountains and the ocean's foam,

That the weary, heavy-laden, need no longer roam

;

Tell it out! Tell it out

!

Franoea B. S&veaegaL
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SONGS OF THE CHURCH.

FINAL VICTORY. W. T'. Shbkwim.

4-4—I—i^=^^=i=^=
nt

1. When that glo - rious morn shall come, Long fore - told by proph - ets old,

gg|=E t
f-^^r— I

—
f=t^ f^

9'S
r

be call'd home. Saints shall stand with c

# ii0 g -1 -^— tt* 1 1—1-

f—n F-—T^ 1 f 1

—

h

When the church shall be call'd home. Saints shall stand with cour - age bold;

r=r
-<2-

Ikipyriglit, 1885, b; Phillips & Hant

2o8 The church iriumphant

2 All their warfare now is o'er,

All their foes are left behind

;

Srfe on Canaan's peaceful shore-
Rest eternal they shall find,

No more wand'rings t.o and fro,

In the wilderness of sin
;

No more pain or earthly woe,

When their heavenly joys beg^'y)

3 See ! the everlasting doors

Lift their shining portals high;
Light divine, effulgent pours.

As the banner'd host draws nigh;

Shouts of joyous welcome rise,

From the arch angelic throng,

Hallelujahs rend the skies.

While the saints awake the song.—

4 Unto him who hath redeem'd,

Wash'd us in his precious blood,

Sav'd us from a world of sin

Made us kings, and priests to God—
Unto him the praise belongs,

Unto him all glory be,

Unto Christ, our choicest songs
We will raise eternally.

W. Bennett.
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SONGS OF THE CHURCH.

DENNIS. S. M. HasS GvOBO NAfiBLL

i^;

1. Blest be the tie

I

t'aaX binds

r+-rT^

ii*
r,^ .1 ^,^^J

Our hearts in Chris

^gr

tian love

;

—#-
2z:

259 Sympathy and mutual love.

2 Before our Father's throne,

We pour our ardent prayers

;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are o; e,

Our comforts and our cares.

3 We share our mutual woes,

Our mutual burdens bear;

And often for each other flows

The sympathizing tear.

4 When we asunder part.

It gives us inward pain ;

But we shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again,
John Fawcett.

NUREMBERG.
4^-\

JonANN ECDOLF AhLB.

=^ i f=^-^ •-

bove, God, irom whom all bless - ings flow

;

1. Glo

pste

ry be to
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God

•0- ^—- —»• -ig-
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Make we mention of his love, Pub - lish we his praise be - low

:

^ J=J: -<2~^ * I^^A
-^•0-

-f^*-
122:

<& D Sweet couiisel.

2 Called together by his grace.

We are met in Jesus' name;
See with joy each other's face,

Foll'wers of the bleeding Lamb.

3 Build we each the other up ;

Pray we for our faith's increase
;

Solid comfort, settled hope.

Constant joy, and lasting peace.

4 More and more let love abound

;

Let us never, never rest.

Till we are in Jesus found.

Of our paradise possessed.
Charles Wesley.
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SONGS OF HEAVEN.

HEAVEN IS MY HOME. 6,4. ARTHTm SETMOUB Sin-UVAS.

1. I'm but a stranger here, Heaven is my home; Earth is a desert drear. Heaven is my home.

ni^iplfr^^*qr_J:

Danger and sorrow stand Round me on every hand, Heaven ismy father-land, Heaven is my home.

261 Th,e. Christians Fatherland.

1 I'M but a stranger here,

Heaven is my home;
Earth is a desert drear,

Heaven is my home.
Danger and sorrow stand,

Round me on every hand.

Heaven is my fatherland,

Heaven is my home.

2 What though the tempest rage.

Heaven is my home;
Short is my pilgrimage,

Heaven is my home.

Time's cold and wintry blast,

Soon will be overpast,

I shall reach home at last,

Heaven is my home.

3 There at my Saviour's side,

Heaven is my home;
I shall be glorified,

Heaven is my home.
There are the good and blest,

Those I loved most and best.

There, too, I soon shall rest,

Heaven is my home.
Thos. B. Taylor, alt.

OAK. 6, 4.

[Second Tune.]

Lowell Mason.

—^—^-L^-—,—g;—C-^ ^—5-^2?—•--» »—af-'-^-T-*—25)—^-^ 1^—#-^27—

'

I.I'm but a stranger here, Heaven is my home; Earth is a des-ert drear, Heaven is my home.

-<9

Danger and sorrow stand Round me on every hand,Heaven is my father-land, Heaven is my home.

-«^-«-i=^^=F^=f=tp!=AJ:
g^^i_iigig=i^-H

Copyright. Used by per. of 0. UitwD & Co. ^t=F -I f—i—

'
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SONGS OF HEAVEN.

SHINING SHORE.

:=zh: t-=5 ^- *
fei^

Gho. F. Eoot.
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a pil - grim stran - ger.
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1. My days are glid - ing swift - ly
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And
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Would not de • tain them as they fly,
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!=i!:
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Would not de - tain them as they fly, Those hours of

—

•

*—

toil and dan • ger.

And, just be - fore the shin - ing shore We may al - most dis - cov

' >* r I ' r
Copyright b; O. Ditiou & Co. ^

262 The rest of Heaven.

2 We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear,

Our heavenly home discerning;

Our absent Lord has sent us word,

Let every lamp be burning.

—

Ref.

3 Should coming days be cold and dark,

We need not cease our singing;

That perfect rest naught can molest,

Where golden harps are ringing.—REPt

1 Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow.
Each cord on earth to sever; [home

Our King says, "Come," and there's our
Forever, oh, forever.

—

Ref.
David Nelson.

I'M A PILGRIM.
-Nr-i^*-n —K—N-

±*=*E2E
3i3=d=

BuONA NOTTE," Italian Melody.

-0-0-

1. I'm a pil- grim, and I'm a stran-ger:
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I can tar-ry, I can tar-ry but a night.
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SONGS OF HEAVEN.

I'M A PILGRIM.— Conchtded
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Do not de - tain me, for I am go - ing To where the streamlets are ev - er flow-ing.
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I'm a pil - grim, and I'm a stran-ger: I can tarry, I can tar- ry but a night.
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263 Longingfor Heaven.

2 There the sunbeams are ever shininj:^,

Oh, my longing heart, my longing heart is

there.

Here in this country so dark and dreary,

I long have wandered forlorn and weary.
Cho.—I'm a pilgrim.

NORTHFIELD. C. M.

±-^A : r- —A—A-.

-y—y- V—f—y—br

3 Of that country to which I'm going,

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is the light:

There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,

Nor any sin there, nor any dying.

Cho.—I'm a pilgrim.
Mrs. liary S. B. D. Shindler.

E^
tn^ iZtlK V-

72;

1. When I can read my ti - tie clear

Jeremiah Ingalls. (1804).

I
I ,

I

I'll bid farewell, I'll

r-|—

M

S
To mansions in the skies. I'll bid farewell to

I'U bid farewell, I'll

#-

r-

I'll bid farewell to

bid farewell to ev-'ry fear,And wipe my weeping eyes.

*P^

J K
*-*#

ffll-*—

^

f=f-
ev-'ry fear, I'll bid farewell to ev - - 'ry fear, And wipe
bidfarewell to ev- 'ry fear, I'll bid fare -well to ev-'ry fear,

my weep-ing eyes.

9iSq=,#->-^-ft ii r^=r ^ -f- ==f-F^—iri';r~£^F--j]tz.:)^^^Ph^^
ev-'rylfear, I'll bid farewell to ev • • 'ry fear,

2d4 Heavenly rest anticipated.

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.

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

189

So I but safely reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.

4 There I shall bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.
Isaaa Watt*.



ALIDA. C. M.

SONGS OF HEAVEN.

Double.

l-^-—

1

'-<5(—#
i=J=^i

D. B. Thomfsou.
FINE.

1

^1t -6>-i-e>-\

f-t
. C How hap - py ev - ery child of grace, Who knows his sins for - giv-en; (

{The eanh. he cries, is not my place, I lOtnii ..... > seek my place in

1 1 ^^ I

D.C.—The land of rest, the saints' de - light. The [ Omit J
heaven prepared for

9—ii—

^

JEgi=Ej=3

_-]—^-
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heaven. A coun . try far from mor . tal sight, Yet, O, by faith I see,

M

265 The full assurance of hope.

2 O what a blessed hope is ours !

While here on earth we stay,

We more than taste the heavenly powers,
And antedate that day:

We feel the resurrection near,

Our life in Christ concealed,

And with his glorious presence here
Our earthen vessels filled.

3 O would he more of heaven bestow,

And let the vessels break,

And let our ransomed spirits go
To grasp the God we seek

;

In rapturous awe on him to gaze,

Who bought the sight for me;
And shout and wonder at his grace
Through all eternity

!

Charles Wesley.

THE SAINTS' HOME. 11. Hexet Kowley BisHor,
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< 'Mid scenes of con-fu-sion and creature complaints,
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I How sweetto the soul is com - munion (OmiO ) with saints ! To find at the banquet of
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mercy there'sroom,And feel in the presence of Je - sns at home. Home! home-! sweet,sweethoxne!
D.S. Prepare me, dear Saviour, for glo - ry. my home.
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190
f=P



SONGS OF
THE SAINTS HOME Continued.

2 D6 Home ! home ! sweety sweet home.

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of

peace

!

[not cease,

And, thrice precious Jesus, whose love can-

Though oft from thy presence in sadness I

roam,

I long to behold thee in glory, at home.

3 I sigh from this body of sin to be free,

Which hinders my joy and communion with

thee; [may foam.

Though now my temptation like billows

All, all will be peace, when I'm with thee

at home.

HEAVEN.

4 While here in the valley of conflict I

stay,

O give me submission, and strength as my
day ;

In all my afflictions to thee would I come.
Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home.

5 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauties to

shine

;

No more as an exile in sorrow to pine

;

And in thy dear image arise from the
tomb.

With glorified millions to praise thee at

home David Senhani.

AA/^ELCOME TO GLORY.
A- —

1

^—I
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Mf.s. Joseph F. Knapp.
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( O, when I shall sweep thro' the gates! The scenes of mor - tal - i - ty o'er, \

(What then for my spir - it a -waits? Will they sing on the glo - ri - fled shore?/
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Chorus.
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Wel-come home! wel-come home! A wel - come in glo - ry for
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Welcome home!
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welcome home!
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Welcome home!
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=1: ^1

welcome home! welcome for me!

welcome home! welcome homel^^P^^^'"' '"-' ^^ '''"'P'' ^- ^*PP-Welcome home!

267 Welcome to glory.

2 And when from earth's cares I arise.

And pass through the portals above.
Will shouts. Welcome home to the skies !

Resound through the regions of love ?

Welcome home ! etc.

3 Yes! loved ones who knew me below.
Who learned the new song with me here.

In chorus will hail me. I know.
And welcome me home with good cheer

!

Welcome home I etc.

4 The beautiful gates will unfold.

The home of the blood-washed I'll see;
The city of saints I'll behold !

For, O ! there's a welcome for me

!

Welcome home ! etc.

5 A sinner made whiter than snow,
I'll join in the mighty acclaim,

And shout through the gates as I go.

Salvation to God and the Lamb !

Welcome home I etc.
Phoebe Palmer.
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SONGS OF HEAVEN.

FREDERICK. 1 1, or 13,J^1, 12. Gxosfii CraasuY.

"i~^ "^i^ ^
1. I would not 1170 alway
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ask not to stay Where storm ait • er
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ris - es dark o'er the way
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The few lu • rid monuags that
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dawn here Are enough
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for life's woes, fall e - nongb for its cheer.
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2D O / would not live always.

1 I WOULD not live alway ; I ask not to stav

Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the

way:
The few lurid mornings that dawn on us

here
Are enough for life's woes, full enough for

its cheer.

2 I would not live alway ; no, welcome the

tomb

!

Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its

gloom

;

There sweet be my rest till he bid me arise,

To hail him in triumph descending the skies.

EXHORTATION. C. M.

3 Who, who would live alway, away from
his God ;

Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode.
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the

bright plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns?

4 Where the saints of all ages in harmony
meet,

Their Saviour and brethren transported to

greet

;

While the anthems of rapture unceasingly
roll.

And the smile of the Lord is the feast of
the soul.

William A. MabJenbers.

8. HlBBAKD, 1803.

pj7>J_, ,

a

1. On Jor - - dan's storm-y banks I stand, And cast a wish - • fu'.

7—4—«' ^
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SONGS OF HEAVEN.
EXHORTATION.—Conchtded

_ To Canaan's fair and hap • py land, Where my pos - ses - slons

' 4—

J
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To
To
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Canaan's fair and hap - - py
Canaan's fair and hap - py land, Where

r V
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To Canaan's fair and hap-py land. Where my pos - ses - sions he,

Ca - naan's fair and hap - py land, Where my pos - ses - sions lie.
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land, Where my pos - ses - sions
my pos - ses - sions lie. . . .

.

.
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he, Where my pos - ses - sions lie.

~e—_•— ^--^
To Canaan's fair and

2D9 ^he promised land.

2 O the transporting, rapturous scene,

That rises to my sight

!

Sweet fields arrayed in Uving green,

And rivers of delight.

3 O'er all those wide extended plains

Shines one eternal day

;

There God the Son forever reigns,

And scatters night away.

—C-o c e - Ull — t— t-

VARINA. C. M.

hap • py land, I I

4 When shall I reach that happy place,

And be forever blest .''

When shall I see my Father's face.

And in his bosom rest?

5 Filled with dehght, my raptured soul

Would here no longer stay:

Though Jordan's waves around me roll,

Fearless I 'd launch away.
Samuel Stennett.

Geo. F. Root. (1849.)

fco=l-r^=::^:J
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(There is aland of pure delight,Where saints immortal reign;)
(In - fi-nite day exoludesthenight,And pleasures banish pain,

j
2.Thereeverl'"?ting spring abides,

,s js
J

g I
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And never-withering flowers: Death, like a narrow sea, divides This heavenly land from ours,

,.*_^.-jL_p_^_*_^^^_ .^fc_.,_)ti_#-_g_-jr-^JS-. _>-_-^_,.4ir-T-g-:-J-_^—»--,

2/0 T' e heavenh; Canaan.

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood,

Stand dressed in living green;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood.

While Jordan rolled between.

13 193

4 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.
Isaac Wktta*



SONGS OF HEAVEN.

JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN. 7, 6. ArESAicDEE Ewm^.
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SONGS OF HEAVEN.

SHALL WE GATHER AT THE RIVER? Rev. I:. LowET, by per.

-1-

1. Shall we gath - er at the riv er Where bright an - gel feet have trod
;

£-.fa2^—

i
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With its
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crys - tal tide for- ev
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er Flow- ing by
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the throne of
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God?

t

1- 1
Chorus.

Yes,

gpE:

we'll gath- er at the riv - er, The beau- ti - ful, the beau- ti - ful
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Gath - er with the saints at the riv That flows the throne of

873 'Fho, river of salvation.

2 On the margin of the river,

Washing up its silver spray,

We will walk and worship ever,

All the happy golden day.

Cho.—Yes, we'll gather at the river, &c.

3 Ere we reach the shining river,

Lay we every burden down
;

Grace our spirits will dehver,
And provide a robe and crown.

Cho.—Yes, we'll gather at the river, &c.

4 At the smiling of the river,

Mirror of the Saviour's face,

Saints whom death will never sever

Lift their songs of saving grace.

Cho.—Yes, we'll gather at the river, &c.

5 Soon we'll reach the silver river,

Soon our pilgrimage will cease ;

Soon our happy hearts will quiver
With the melody of peace.

Cho.—Yes, we'll gather at the river, &c.
Sobert Lowry.

195



SONGS OF HEAVEN.

WE SHALL MEET. Hubert P. Maix, by per.
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273 By and by.

2 We shall strike the harps of glory,

By and by, by and by

;

We shall sing redemption's story.

By and by, by and by

;

And the strains for evermore
Shall resound in sweetness o'er

Yonder everlasting shore,

By and by, by and by.

8 We shall see and be like Jesus,

By and by, by and by

;

Who a crown of life will give us,

By and by, by and by

;

And the angels who fulfil

All the mandates of his will

Shall attend, and love us still,

By and by, by and by.

4 Wearing robes of snowy whiteness.

By and by, by and by

;

And with crowns of dazzling brightness,

By and by, by and by

;

Then, our storms and perils passed.

And with glory ours at last.

We'll possess the kingdom vast,

By and by, by and by.
Bev. John Atkinaos D. D., an.
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SONGS OF HEAVEN.

WHAT A MEETING THAT WILL BE I

Qladly. I

Theodore "Wood.

K-^—#-

f9-
=3EEJ

1. When we all meet at home in the morn-ing, On the shore of that bright crystal sea;

r u s r

Where the loved ones who long have been wait-ing, What a meet - ing in-deed that will be!

»- ' -0- -fS)-

Gather'd home. gather'd home,
C^ojj.^ Gather'd home, gather'd home, On the shore of that bright crys-tal sea;

9tifc

Gather'd home,

^-i

"— -I—+- -I— ^— -F- m . M M *

E?B=SEEE=t=lEt^E
-iS'--

VH—H

—

y<-\-»—•- -

gather'd home,

:fc=r^ --I-

•-.-0--^—-

-•-?-

:=!=: :-.j-

1^ &g-r-

Gather'd home, gather'd home,
Gather'd home, gather'd home, With our lov'd ones for- ev - er to be.

9±\v-h-
. , »—

»

;S^
-wi—p-

Gather'd home,
Ca|j;rigtit, 1885, by Phillips & Kuat.

» /4 The reunion of heaven.

2 When we all meet at home in the morning,
And from sorrow forever be free

;

When we join in the song of the ransom'd,
What a gath'ring indeed that will be

!

Cho.—Gather'd home, gather'd home,
On the shore of that bright crystal sea;

Gather'd home, gather'd home,
With our lov'd ones forever to be.

gather'd home.

0.-0-0-—h
i^,

-f_._^^C._
ti=K5=t:=t==r=te-

"r
i
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3 When we all meet at home in the morning,
With our blessed Redeemer to be

;

When we know and are known by our lov'd

Whatameetingindeed thatwillbe! [ones,

Cho.—Gather'd home, gather'd home,
On the shore of that bright crystal sea;

Gather'd home, gather'd home.
With our lov'd ones forever to be.

T. Wood.



SONGS OF HEAVEN.
SHALLi WE KNOW EACH OTHER? Eev. R. LowRT, by per.

1. When we hear the mu-sic ring-ing In the bright ce-les-tial dome.When sweet an-eel voic-es

:^ES^E3EE=i
J , N N S >

-0 # \j-'-[ '-0 * — • * #-•

sing- ing, Glad-ly bid

J2.

us welcome home,To the land of ancient sto- ry,Where the spirits know no
^ -i 4_ .^ P .#.

'^--V~-\ 1 ^—\/-i-^ p p—pj L) p— , ^ 2ZLl
i

C 1—S^

;ESEia^=i=?=i=
-I-

0—^&-

care, In that land of light and glo

Bf-b—-^—IS—J «—t/

—

P^f^-

l==t

ry, Shall we knoi^ each oth - er there ?

Shall we know each other there?
N ^ ^

1
1 f— &i~i

Chorus.

Shall we know each oth

Shall ^^re know each oth - er ?

^ N \

m.
s

1

—

•<- * I'r

er? Shall we know each oth - er?

Shall we know each oth - er ?
^ ^ N ^

^ — "^ "^ "^ "^"

•—

#

• r h-^ ^
-^=

:f=^
Shall we know, &c. Shallwe know, &c.

'S-\y~0 •'—
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r
^hall we know.
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=N=q= wm

SI

each oth

Shall vre know each oth
^ ^ V

-•-•• IS
d ? ^

±5='=e.='z='=
-yl—^- t

er ? Shall we know each oth - er there ?

er? Shall we know each oth-er there?

s s sr r r
S S m_

Shall we know ea ch oth -

IdS

er ? Shall we know each oth • er there ?



SONGS OF HEAVEN.

SHALL, WE KNOW EACH OTHER ?— Concluded.

275 " The7i shall 1 know."

2 When the holy angels meet us,

As we go to join their band,

Shall we know the friends that greet us.

In the glorious spirit land?

Shall we see the same eyes shining.

On us, as in days of yore?

Shall we feel their dear arms twining

Fondly round us as before?

—

Cho.

BEULAH LAND.

3 O ye weary, sad, and toss'd ones.

Droop not, faint not by the way

;

Ye shall join the loved and just ones
In the land of perfect day !

Harp-strings touched by angel fingers,

Murmured in my raptured ear,

Evermore their sweet song lingers,
" We shall know eaCh other there. "-Cna

Anon.

Jxo. R. SwEXEY, by per.

-A- ti ^^:^-4:
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_ H*^ ^—

I
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s-^-r 1
-N—^-H—±f*-'.-0—0—*-

F*-T-s—;-F-j—

F

*-T-*-*

1. I've reach'd the land of corn and wine,And all its rich-es freely mine; Here shines undimm'd '

2. The Saviour comes and walks with me,And sweet communion here have we; He gently leads:

^ -^ »--.- -
. ^^—^^^ - - - - -

s—T-r S-:-S—S—«-, #-^#

y- .g=F=t

:A-J-
Chorus.

:——r-:i—T-N-_,^ ^—! —^-v C—! -r-K 1: 1 '

1^-=^
N—

1

1—

bliss - ful day, For all my night has pass'd a-way.
with his hand,For this is heaven's bor- der land.

4- !
-«- «-

O Beu- lah land,sweet Beu-lah land, As

-V—^-t-—p-if

—

fi-f-^ ^—^— t ^

)—^T-a<—^—M*-^-'^^*-*-??:^!*-?—^*H^*^f*—* t-^0~i-0-0-\0-.^i~0=i

on thy high-est mount I stand,! look a-way across the sea,Where mansions are prepared forme,

^=^-p^-i g 1^—g_p—j-i-^—g_p—p_[ r 3

j.|«^l isiki 1^1 276 "Sorrorcandsighing shall Jlesaway '*

"ll*I5li^iJ~*I*^^*~'^F^$*IliJ~'^l5"3'| ^ ^ sweet perfume upon the breeze,

^

—

0f0^~g-0—

j

f#T^»-»
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l

-r-^-~ai\^^-0-*H Is borne from ever vernal trees,

* •* *~' And flow'rs that never fading grow
Andfie^fthesliiiiing glo ry shore, My heaf'n.aij home for-erer-more. Where streamsof life forever flow.-CHO.
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4 The zephyrs seem to float to me,
)weet sounds of heaven's melody,

I As angels, with the white-robed throng,

Join in the sweet redemption song.-C HO.
£dgar Page Stitea.



SONGS OF HEAVEN.

SWEET BY-AND-BY. Jos. P, TV EBSTBB.

t^-^^t=±

1. There's a land that is fair - er than day,

=ri:

the Fa - ther waits o

^ M. ^ M. ^

it

ver the

::=1-=:^i:-=^

-

way, To
—9~-m #-

pre - pare us

Chorus.

dwell-ing place there.

QTBES^SE

In the sweet

—*—•—15-

by - and - by,

In the sweet

We shall

:ti=f::

-y—f— i

—

by - and - by,

=5=^=

i—I—^^hN—1—N—v-

meet on that beau - ti - ful shore,

^ ^ M. M. ^L ^ ^ ^
the swett

_,^_

by - and - by,

by - and-

.—•-
-o—•—«—#-^—^-

by - and - by, by - and

-«<- T-

by.

PI
f ^

5
_

by, by - and - by.

Oopyrigbt b> per. Oliver Dilaan & C.

277 The Christiari's home.

2 We shall sing on that beautiful shore

The melodious songs of the blest,

And our spirits shall sorrow no more,
Not a sigh for the blessing of rest.

Cho.—In the sweet, &c.

that beau - ti

z^

ful shora.

m
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3 To our bountiful Father above,

We will offer our tribute of praise.

For the glorious gift of his love.

And the blessings that hallow our days
Cho.—In the sweet, &c.

S. S'Uliaore Bennett.



SONGS OF HEAVEN.
ANGELS' SONG. 11, lO. John BAOOHira Dtkhs.

±

1. Hark, hark, my soul '. angelic songs are swelling O'er earth's green fields and ocean's wave-beat shor« :

1 I

How sweet the truth those blessed strains are telling Of that new Life when sin shall be no more !

T::

•f- t~ f" f^Tgg—g'-mn p
Chorus

^pp^p^ ^B

An ' gels of Je - sus, an - gels of light,

^,

Sing - ing to wel - come the

:^= £

9

pilgrims of the night! Singing to welcome the pilgrims, the pilgrims of the night!

-0-

^ )*-—f—^—H*-
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=^-
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Si-

i Rest comes at length, though life be long
and dreary

;

The day must dawn, and darksome night

be past

;

All journeys end in welcome to the weary.
And heaven, the heart's true home, will

come at last.

5 Angels, sing on ! your faithful watches
keeping

;

Sing us sweet fragments of the songs
above

;

Till morning's joy shall end the night of

weeping,
And life's long shadows break in cloud-

less love.
Frederick W. faber.

2 7O The night is far spent, the day is at hand.

Roin. 13: 12.

2 Onward we go, for still we hear them sing-

ing,
" Come, weary souls, for Jesus bids you

come;"
And through the dark, its echoes sweetly

ringing.

The music of the gospel leads us home.

3 Far, far away, like bells at evening pealing,

The voiceofJesus soundso'erlandand sea,

And laden souls by thousands, meekly steal-

ing.

Kind Shepherd, turn their weary steps to

thee.
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SONGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

FATHER, LEAD THY LITTLE CHILDREN.
S.

W. H. DOANE.

tgES^

1, Father, lead thy lit tie children Ver-y ear

—N-HsF-i-^4-—^::p-^- --N

i2i«.

•-h©'

—

15>—\-0—»—•—

I

f^f=f=ef=f
ptvTT., Refrain.

to thy throne; We will have no gods before thee;
D. S. We will have no gods before thee;^ .fZ. .(2.

H—»

—

»-r^'- ' ' - - - .

I W 1 l-J-1-^-5 X^ l-J—H—H—k^-L^ 1f—y- ^t^ t^-p;-fci^-y-'

.Nr:^-

f=[=
D.S.

Thou art God, and thou a -lone.
Thouart C3-od,andthoua- lone.

Lead, O lead thy lit -tie chil-dren Ver-y ear-ly to thy throne
;

.^- A A -*•-«-* -(2. .|2. ^' ^ ^ ^ ^ 4t- a-'

Copyright, 1882, by Biglow & Main.

2/9 The first Commandment.

2 In the Bible thou hast taught us
All our thoughts to thee are known

;

Thou canst see us in the darkness

;

Thou art God, and thou alone.-REF.

3 Though the heathen bow to idols

They have made of wood and stone,

JESUS LOVE 3 ME.

We have Christian friends to tell us

Thou art God, and thou alone.-REF.

4 Thou dost give us all our comforts,

Everything we call our own
Comes from thee, our Heavenly Father;
Thou art God, and thou alone.-REF.

Fanny J. Crosby.

"Wm. B. Bkadbuiiy.

--N-
4:fci^-v- -H—N—^—Nr f-^—1—

I

..^--^-4 -I - -^
J-FiE.

\> ^ ^ •
,J

1. Jesus loves me ! this I know. For the Bible tells me so. Little ones to him btlong,They areweak, but

Chorus,
k. j i __v

''^
>^

#—5 #-J-# J-K 1- 1 0-^0 5- ;-•-* -It-—1 r--' *—#-T-#—^i»—•'

he is strong, Yes, Jesus loves me, Yes, Je-sus loves me, Yes, Jesus loves me,The Bible tellsme so.

C^ipyright, 1362, m Golden Shower, by W. B. Bradbury.

280 We love him hecaw^e he first loved us.

2 Jesus loves me ! he who died,

Heaven's gate to open wide

;

He will wash away my sin.

Let his little child come in.-CHO.

3 Jesus loves me ! loves me still,

Though I'm very weak and ill;

From his shining throne on high,

Comes to watch me where I lie.-CHO„

4 Jesus loves, me ; he will stay

Close beside me all the way;
If I love him, when I die

He will take me home on high.-CHO.
Anna Bartlett Warner.
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SONGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

"JESUS BIDS US SHINE." Wm. J. Ejckpatrick, by per.

1. Je - sus bids us shine with a pure clear light, Like a lit -tie can • die burning in the night,

-^-
r E

=F

--N—Ps—

>

J- =1:
S N

-I—^—^u
-^-^
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«

—

— —L^ ^

_a ij

In this world of dark- ness we must shine, You in your lit -tie cor-ner, And I

-• •

—

—• 1 0-0 nit- z^ —i-a = s s i

—

"^ = r -I-

in mine.

«—^—K—'(*-

!> U* U l> U U'

Cqiyriehf, IgS5, by W. J. Kirkpatrick^

'VirV""^ 1^ ^^ \

281 Every one to shine.

2 Jesus bids us shine, first of all for him,
Well he sees and knows it if our lights are dim,

He looks down from Heaven to see us shine, You in, etc,

3 Jesus bids us shine, then, for all around
Many kinds of darkness in this world are found;

Sin, and want, and sorrow: so we may shine, Yon in. etc.

Anna Bartlett Warner.

I THINK, WHEN I READ. English.

M-ZD-': N—N-^^=N=
3^—

#

•* 1 -0 — —#-5 -0—

»

H='

1. I think, when I readthat sweet sto-ry of old, When Je'- sus was here among men,

' *

—

—
fc/

—

\^-{-f5'——

How he called lit- tie children as lambs to his fold. I should like to have been with them then.

-^-^ -#

V—1^—^—V- :Si-+

283 The Children's Friend.

2 I .vish that his hands had been placed
on my head,

Thathisarms had been thrown aroundme.
And that I might have seen his kind looks

when he said,

"Let the little ones come unto me."

3 Yet still to his footstool in prayer I may go.

And ask for a share in his love

;

-^—

^

V-V- M^ V—i/

And if I now earnestly seek him below,

I shall see him and hear him above:

—

4 In that beautiful place he is gone to

prepare
For all who are washed and forgiven

:

And many dear children are gathering there,

"For of such is the kingdom of heaven.''
Mrs. Jemima Luke.
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SONGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

JESUS LOVES THE CHILDREN. D. B. PURINTON.

1. Je-sus lov'd the chJldren,Lov'd them so,lov'd them so,That he died to save them From a world of woe.

^s^.-l-:tEr^eEt?±
fci±=tH;fc5=5=tS;^

-•

—
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:f=zt::

-^—(B-

b—b— I— b

—

"^j—h—b- '^^gipi
y y •

Chorus.

5 S— * 1

I am but a little child,This I know,this I know; But I love the Saviour, Because he loves me so.

^—y_,>_,'_^'_ «_^ _ •—^—^ *_p_p ,-i-T-T-•-^'T—^—=--, ,_]r__(s_^

Copy risht, 1882, by Bigljw & Slain. ^ ^ P

283 "Suffer the little children."

2 Jesus bids the children

Come to him, come to him

;

Even they may find him
Precious to redeem.

—

Cho.

y y • >

3 Jesus, blessed Jesus,
Now I pray, humbly pray,

Ever love and keep me ;

Take my sins away,

—

Cho.

DEAR JESUS, HEAR ME "Wm. B. Bkadburt.

1. Saviour, bless a little child; Teach my hear! the way to thee; Make it gentle.good and mild; loving Saviour, care for me.

^ ^ ]j ^

Chorus.

sgz 5—#—#-15—#-L«—*—a—j-i#—#—#-!-#—#-L#—^_Lj_5_^_e_i ^—

u

Dear Je-sus, bear me, Hear thy lit- tie child to- day; Hear, hear me. Hear me when I pray,, .

•—^—»-T* s-i ^—•—*-T*—•
*-r» '-r*

•

Btrbzii=»=ids^^»z=t=t:=t=:Is=S?=fcfc=czES=zs

Copyright. 'l869. I.y Biglovr & Main. ^ ^

284: " Hear me when I call.

"

2 I am young, but thou hast said.

All who will may come to thee

;

Feed my soul with living bread

;

Loving Saviour, care for me.

—

Cho.

3 Jesus, help me, I am weak

;

Let me put my trust in thee
;

^—

^

:t=l=:

201

Teach me how and what to speak;
Loving Saviour, care for me.

—

Cho.

4 I would never go astray,

Never turn aside from thee;

Keep me in the heavenly way
;

Loving Saviour, care for me.

—

Cho.
Fanny J. Crosby.



SONGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

O WHAT CAN YOU_TELL

o
The

J. C. LOWKT, J820, arr.

#4r

what
God

can voutell, lit - tie

who made both

ii ^*-3

DC

^i^HHHip^H
;ea! The se - cret of your si - lent life, Now whisper it to me!
ae, And ev' - ry day I think his praise In si- lence by the sea.

^-=- » » -^ d -^ *••••« •• III

285 TJ e chonis of praise.

2 O what can you tell, little flower, little flower,

O what can you tell, little flower on the lea!

The secret of your sweet perfume,
Now whisper it to me.

ReF.—It is the love of God in heav'n,

The God who made both you and me,
And every day I breathe his praise

In fragrance on the lea.

3 O what can you tell, little bird, little bird,

O what can you tell, little bird upon the tree !

The secret of your joyous song,

Now whisper it to me !

Ref.—It is the love of God in heav'n.

The God who made both you and me,

And every day I sing his praise

Upon the summer tree.

1 O what can you tell, little child, little child,

O what can you tell, little child upon my knee

!

The secret of your happy smile,

Now whisper it to me !

Ref.—It is the love ofGod in heav'n,
The God who made both you and me!
And every day I seek his praise

Upon my bended knee !

Full Cho.-Thus to theloveofGod in heav'n,

TheGodwhomadebothyouand me,
The praise ofall things here is giv'n !

^

And evermore shall be!
Bcssiter W. Bajnnaiid.

GOD IS IN HEAVEN! (S. agatha.) Kev. A. G. Mortimer.

"ear HeI.God is in heaven.can he hear A little pray'rlike mine? Yes,dearestcliild,tbonneed8t not _fear He listens nn-to thine.

••-•-^-(5^

P-VT
Copyright, 1879, b; Rut. Alfred C Mortimer.

286 Thou Ood see'st me.

2 God is in heaven, can he see

When I am doing wrong?
Yes, that he can, he looks at thee

All day and all night long.

3 God is in heaven, would he know
If I should tell a lie?

Yes, tho' thou saidst it very low,

He'd hear it in the sky.

206

4 God is in heaven, does he care

Or is he kind to me ?

Yes, all thou hast to eat or wear
"Tis God that gives it thee.

5 God is in heaven, may I pray
To go there when I die?

Y'^s, love him, seek him, and one day
He'll call thee to the sky.

yrs. Ann Taylor Gilbert.



SONGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

LEAD ME, PRECIOUS SAVIOUR.
HS;—N—

I

Mks. Jos. F. Knapp.

1. Lead me, lead me, Lead me precious Saviour In - to

*-i-*-J^#-T-* * #—

*

0-^0-. -0 •—

•

%—^
the narrow way, In -to the narrow way,

Chorus.

S^-i:

IJHUKUS. ill
-* --[

1

•-J '—^ = 0-^-0-^-0—-0 -0—J^-0-i-%—0—0-

Fold me, fold me, Fold me to thy bo - som, And may I nev-er stray, O

prir--J.3=g?i
W—i*^

nev - er stray, And

—^—t—"ft F—1-*-«

^ « 0-1..0.i._»_0 L^.| |_i ,_L^

—

0_0-I^0.jL0_0—^_L__^^^_1^ JJ

I will praise thee ev-ermore,yes ev - ermore, And I will praise thee evermore, yes, ev-er-more.

S|i=
.-^^-^D

;ZiS; i^iif ?^
•izji:

Copyright, 1869. Joseph F. Knapp.

2S7 ^ child's prayer.

2 I will love thee,

Ever, ever love thee;

May sinful thoughts depart,

O take them from my heart.

—

Cho

3 Lead me, fold me,
Guide and ever keep me,
And thanks my heart will give,

Dear Saviour, while I live.

—

Cho.
Mrs. Job. F. ICuapp.

GROWING UP FOR JESUS.
>^—V—H--V-

"WM. J. KiRKPATKICK.

1. Growingup for Je-sus, we are tru - ly blest. In his smile is welcome, in his arms our rest,

—fi? ——a—1-^-#—»—»—r—g—^—r-:ff

F—fS'—*v—6^-t^y—b*-P—y—y--^

Fine.

-^ -y -w- -w
In his truthour treasure, in his love our rule, Growing up for Je-sus in our Sun -day school.

gi^iM:-n=^EEg
\j ^ \j \^ \^ 'J

' ' '

\
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. "^
,

D.S. In histruth our treasure. In his love onr rule, Growing up for Je-sus in our Sun-day schooL

OopjTltht, 1885. by Wm. J. Kirkpitrick 206



SONGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

GROWING UP FOR JESUS.— Concluded.

Chorus.
a. r; ^ PS-r—I ^

»

—
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-4- N »> ^ |s
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i—I-
J=J

D.S.

^=i=:
3=

Growing up for Je-sus,till in him com-plete, Growing up for Je-sns, oh, his work is sweet:

^==^t=F

288 Little Branches of the Vine.

2 Not too young to love him, little hearts beat true,

Not too young to serve him as the dew-drops do,

Not too young to praise him singing as we come.

Not too young to answer when he calls us home.

—

Chq.

3 Growing up for Jesus, learning day by day
How to follow onward in the narrow way;
Seeking holy treasure, finding precious truth,

Growing up for Jesus in our happy youth.

—

Cho.
Priscilla J. Owens.

DEAR SAVIOUR, EVER AT MY SIDE. Wm. C BitADBURT.

To leave Th/ home in1. Dear Sav-iour, ev - er at my side, How lov- ing Thou must beT*

hzn :^-=t- -0—0-

5=E E^
hzuijtqi

heaven to guard A lit- tie child like me! Thy beau - ti - ful and shin -ing face I

9- =£
tiqr. -^—p- rH^m:

1

^S^^fS^lliriSiiil^^P
see notjtho' so near; The sweetness of Thy soft, low voice I am too deaf to hear.

^- £ :fc t=5:
-*—

^
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^-.^^9

i]
('..p)ri;ht, 1869, in Oriola, b; VV. B. Bradbury.

289 He carries them in his bosom.

2 I cannot feel thee touch my hand
With pressure light and mild.

To check me, as my mother doth,

While I am but a child;

But I have felt Thee in my thoughts
Fighting with sin for me;

And when my heart loves God, I know
The sweetness is from thee.

3 And when, dear Saviour ! I kneel down
Morning and night to prayer,

Something there is within my heart

Which tells me thou art there

;

Yes ! when I pray, thou prayest too

—

Thy prayer is all for me

;

But when I sleep, thou sleepest not,

But watchest patiently.
B«v. F. W. Faber.
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SONGS OF THE LITTLE ONES.

SUNBEAMS. Mrs. Jos F. Knapp.

km.
-X-N

:i5zz—1—*-
^-^.t—

#

.J ^-.»lJ p5

1. We welcome you all and our greeting shall be A song that is mer-ry and gay. and gay; It

2. We sing of a tree that will nev - er grow old, But alwaysbevernalandbright. and bright ; Pro-

r

sV--i-^

Chorus.

comesfrom the heart andit speaksintheeye. Ohappy are we to-day. Hap-py to-day. yes happy to-day,
tectingagar-denallbloomingwiih flowers, And sparkling withjoy and light.

'-
- -

I—y-1^-^—f-?^
I L^ 1;

^J=:^J-1
5

—

S\—• J- -J—^

—

jrj ^—#-T-* —'

—

*--:-* 1—h»—i:—*— *—^-^—-*- H

Happy dear friends are we, are we ; Joy-ful the song now floating a-long, Happy, dearfriends are we-

-,_^fi_«_x?_

-^-t''-
T=f

^_ft-? #-^'_«- -^•-« »—#—#— ,

—

-tf-. a.

EEp=f!z:E:=bp^±|z:|?::zJzEt=t=bqi--t^:.^^SEEf^Ji

Happy children.

Ottpyrigbt, Ib^, by Jo>e|>h F. Koapp.

290
3 The Church is the tree—t'vvas planted by faith,

Our School is the garden so fair, so fair

;

And we are the sunbeams, the buds and the flowers,

So lovingly twining there.

—

Cho.
Fauny J. Crosby.

BEAUTIFUL, THE LITTLE HANDS. Bishop W. Johns.

S

^aL^_j_._Jzt:J_,_,_t,_j_^^j3i=^_,-_c^_j-j_-jrt<_,-.=i
1. Beau- ti - ful the lit - tie hands, That ful-fill the Lord's commands ;Beauti- ful the lit - tie eyes,

Chorus
> N S _.N

^—-^

—

r—"—^~i—

I

'"^

1 z ^ I

Kind-led with light from the skies. Beau -ti - ful, bean- ti - fal lit - tie hands. That ful - fill the

^ ^^ N ^ ^ s s ^ s ^ •»• -f-
#•

]

^is
) ,

--V V—\i>-^v—^
Prom " Ooap«l BeQ*. " By peruLbcioD of Q. A. Stimmer A Co.| Ctu^jfo,
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SONGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

BEAUTIFUL, THE LITTLE HANDS.— Concluded.

-^:^^ -^=1

—

^ ^p^-^P^^^a
Lord's commands jBeauti - ful, beau - ti - fnl lit - tie eyes, Kindled with light from the skies.

•e- -o- S ,N S ^S_

-» a—0—
-9—i^—y-

t=t=p--ri=.ii=:^t=iiz:^=qi(=r^Tq3

201 Something for each to do.

2 All the little hands were made,

Jesus' precious cause to aid;

All the little hearts to beat

Warm in his service so sweet.

Cho.—Beautiful, &c.

3 All the little lips should pray

To the Saviour, cv'ry day;

All the little feet should go
Swift on his errands below,

Cho.—Beautiful, &c.

4 What your little hands can do,

That the Lord intends for you

;

Make that thing your first delight,

Do it to him with your might.
Cho.—Beautiful, &c.

T. Corben.

LITTLE BUDS OF PROMISE.

b--il=I^|-i

Mrs. Jos. r. KxAPF,

:1^

1. Blooming all for Je - sus In a gar-den fair, Fold-ed on his bo-som. Sheltered by his care.

-0 0- P—rO-0-^^ . a

—

t;
—r—tf—2 m~r'~i—m , \ '—m^w—^~Ta'm~^\ »—w-

—a—S~ " r"^' fT*— '

—

VF~r—

Chorus.
,

VJHOKUS. _^ I S I I 1

0:0-.

Lit-tlebudsof prom-ise, Hap-py noware we. Saviour, keep us ev - er Ver-y near to thee;

-r . , \ >
-0—•—s

—

li-r^—.—r^-r#—•—•

—

0-r0 0--r-z = = .. i . 0-'-r0—•

—

»'Tit
—'—'—M—:*~r:r~;

—

_ . i y—»

—

m—0—r0^0--rs—z—z—a—i ^—^' ~-r'—•

—

'—g-p^. . .—

i

^y-#—•—t—t—f--T-#-i--U—W—»—»-FF I —Fi— I—F

—

^- -•---•—-F—y—E—t—• 9: -\

Near to thee, near to thee, Ver-y near to thee, Saviour, O Sav- iour, keep us nearto thee.

N _ ^

OepTTight. 1884, by Joteph F. Knapp.

293 Suffer them to come.

2 We would shine for Jesus,

Don't you think we may,
Like the pretty sunbeams

Shining on our way.

—

Cho.
14 209

U —

3 We can work for Jesus,

He has told us so,

We can scatter sunshine
Every-where we go.

—

Cho.
Mrs. Jos. F. Knapp.



SONGS-MISCELLANEOUS.
COME WITH REJOICING.
March time.

*-+-• —«—dHH—— ->—

MeS. J06BPH F. KUKPT.

^-J=^- -^--^-4-——^-'^~i~d'PP^ ... •

1. Come with re-joic-ing, come with delight, Nature is waking, glad and bright; Hearts overflow-ing

Chorus.

gath-er to-day, Fill us with rapture, Lord, we pray. Praise our Redeem-er, tell of his love,

f=g:7:5=b-i=:iJ—^*-g=p-g=i--irg=pJz::ji=
B—a-va—>5 w—»—^—»—^ » :i=:j=t=-t:=

*
r

Praise our Redeemer, God a-bo\re. Tell of his mercy, boundless and free, None can pro-tect us,

^'^
-0---0 0—0-

0-

0- •«-

=^-5=f=p=i==[^ t—p-^-r-r

=—"^^—e-

\—«_±_«_«—pq

—

,

—^--^-—I—H— H'^— --N

Lord, like thee. Tell of his mer-cy, boundless and free, None can pro-tect us, Lord

,_*—

-l^—̂ -[
-0 •-

il^i^a
#&93 Soug.i of gladn ess.

1 Come with rejoicing, come with de-

light,

Nature is waking, glad and bright

;

Hearts overflowing gather to-day,

Fill us with rapture, Lord, we pray.

Praise our Redeemer, tell of his love.

Praise our Redeemer, God above.
Tell of his mercy, boundless and free,

None can protect us. Lord, lik*.

thee.

8 Guarded from danger, sheltered and biiest,

Under his banner, calm, we rest,

Vi/ Copyright, 1882, by Joseph F. Ku

Come we before him, come with a song.

Tell how he leads us all day long.

Praise our Redeemer, etc.

3 O ! what a Saviour, gracious to all,

O ! how his blessings 'round us fall

;

Gently to comfort, kindly to cheer.

Sleeping or waking, God is near.

Praise our Redeemer, etc.

4 Still may his mercy tenderly flow,

Still may he guide us here below;
Then when our journey safely is past

May we be gathered home at last.

Praise our Redeemer, etc.
Fanny J. Crosby.
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SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.

OUR GLAD JUBILEE.
-I

"Wm. r. Sherwin.

X i-^'

«i=3^

:=|:

3±3:
-N-

1. Wake, wake the song ! our glad Once more we hciil with

m
m-i^_ g :t=J

D. C.—Wake, wake the song! Sec

-I

sweet mel - o - dy, Bringing our hymns of praise un - to thee, O most ho - ly Lord

!

-»9t

r-3 «
1 .—J^-* S —h« i-i N-?d \-m

'^ S-m •- ^3S
Praise for thy care by day and by night, Praise for the homes by love made so bright;

X-=m—^-^—\:z r-r—'-r

^i—«—•-:—9—#—p^—^—•—?—•—#—5-F«—-J—j—ii-t—F—1—

F

,D.C.

Thanks for the pure and soul - cheer - ing light Beam-ing from thy word. Then

r- 5— b:
Cupyrigbt, 1874, in Suogs uf Orace and Glorj.

294 TAon crownest the year with thy goodness.

1 Wake, wake the song ! our glad jubilee

Once more we hail with sweet melody,
Bringing our hymns of praise unto thee,

O most holy Lord !

Praise for thy care by day and by night,

Praise for the homes by love made so

bright; [light

Thanks for the pure and the soul-cheering

Beaming from thy word.

f
--F^'EZfEll

t=t:tz:

2 Marching to Zion, dear blessed home 1

Lord, by thy mercy hither we come
;

Guide us, we pray where'er we may roam,

211

Keep us in thy fear;

Fill every soul with love all divine,

Now cause thy face upon us to shine:

Grant that our hearts may truly be thine

All the coming year.

3 Yet once again the anthem repeat.

Join every voice the Master to greet;

Love's sacrifice we lay at his feet,

In his temple now;
Jesus, accept the offering we bring.

Blending with songs the odors of spring

;

Still of thy wondrous love we will sing,

Till in heaven we bow.
W. F. Sherwin.



SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.

THANKSGIVING HYMN
A llegro moderato.

QUISQUAM.

H-^-T—f—-^—t-- -^—«—*- -<a-T-?--^—•- j-^— -d 1

—

\ —a—^—# -z

1. Thanks be to God for

2. Thanks for the gift of
his won- der-ful love! Praise ye his name for the gifts from a- bove
his on - ly dear Son! Thanks for his goodness life's journey to run

rg

jyEtiiiEH-lpfiiiipip^S^P
Anthems of gladness peal forth on the breeze, Ech -o his great-ness o'er land and o'er seas.

Thanks for the summers and winters be - tweenl Thanksforthe au - tumn and spring ev-er-green!

.12. :i: S

^i

(2-
- -^ - •-

li^ii

^—

h

-t/-

Praise him, ye sons of the blessed and good! Praise him,ye mountains,and val - leys,and flood!

Thanksforthe air, and for winds.andfor sky! Thanksforthe sun, and for stars up- on high!

^
1—f^-^p-t—PT—^ ^^^—^

Chorus.

Praise him,ye daughters and children of
Thanks for the moon and for day and for

men:
night!

Praise him from hill- top and for - est,and glen.
Thank him for dew, and for rain,and for light.

I

"^
I r 1

r
CopyrigU, 188S, b; FbiUipl & Hint,

295 Si'* wonderful love.

3 Praise his great name ! let the nations adore;

Redeemer and Saviour, God evermore

;

Enthroned with the angels, blessed above;
Praise him, O earth for his wonderful love

!

Praise him ye smallest and greatest of all

!

Praise him, ye kindred that rise from the fall

!

Praise him, ye children of weakness and death

!

Praise him 1 0, praise him, all ye that have breath 1

212
Oeorge D. SmersoO.



SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.
HARVEST HOME. JOHANN A. P. SCHULZ.

-m—^
1 1 H^

Iff'
1. We plough the fields, and scat - ter The good seed on the land, But it is fed and

ig^: ::t

?^ P^BHWip
--4-.

-0-

W^^^
wa-tered By God's al-mighty hand; He sendsthesnowin winter, Thewarmth to swellthegrain,

pi ^ - •^- *- * n •*- if- •«• J •<?- -^ -<=2-*

^-..i^Si ii^eii^gigiE^i^ilsr^= r-r-t—f-

t
I I f

The breezes, and the sunshine, And soft re-freshing rain,

'

J , . I

All good gifts a - round us Are

^=-T=±t

^=\'^

u
sent from heaven a -bove, Thsn thank the Lord, Oh! thank the Lord, for

=pn£td=izT=d:

his love.

^ #^ :^___—^_i- -p—c T T—-,-«—-H-—•- »--—r 5—-F—^-_#_ #-ir-T:i_T-r-i22-i---

296 God of ihe harvest

1 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.

—

Cho.

1 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.

—

Cho.

3 We thank thee, then, O Father,
For all things bright and good,

The seed time and the harvest,

Our life, our health, our food;
Accept the gifts we offer.

For all thy love imparts.
And, what thou most desirest

Our humble, thankful hearts.

—

Cho.
Jane Montgomery Campbell, (tr. from Ger. of Matthias Claudius.)
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SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.
SUMMER SUNSHINE. Sami'ki Smith.

id^^E
-g~

:^:
anj

1. Sum - mer suns are glow - ing O - ver land and Hap - py light

In the mel - low rays, All earth's thous-

I— +- -I— V-^ -,^ d . d^ •*-

j5i ^—L«^2 90— J_l—(5._JJ

es Swell the psalm of praise.and voic

;EEt tJ p^
297 TTie sunshine of Gods presence.

2 God's free mercy streameth
Over all the world,

And his banner gleameth
Everywhere unfurled.

Broad and deep and glorious

As the heaven above,

Shines in might victorious

His eternal love.

AUTUMN LEAVES.

3 Lord, upon our blindness

Thy pure radiance pour;
For thy loving kindness
Make us love thee more.

And when clouds are drifting

Dark across our sky,

Then, the veil uplifting,

Father, be thou nigh.
Wm. "Walsham How.

Frederick Iliffb

1. The year is swiftly waning,The summer days are past ;And life,brieflife,is speeding:The end is nearing fast.

i^ilpEpli^giipiiigpilgii]
298 The harvest is passing.

2 The ever-changing seasons

In silence come and go

;

But thou Eternal Father,

No time or change canst know.

3 Oh ! pour thy grace upon us

That we may worthier be.
.2U

Each year that passes o'er us.

To dwell in heaven with thee.

4 Our barren hearts make fruitful

With every goodly grace,

That we thy name may hallow,

And see at last thy face.
Wm. Walsham How.



SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.
AMERICA. 6, 4. Henrt Caret. Ad. from Dr. Joun Bull.

1. My coun-try! 'tis of thee. Sweet land of lib - er - ty, Of thee I sing : Land where my

fathers died ! Land of the pilgrims' pride ! From ev - ery mountain side Let freedom ring!

^ y y National hymn.

2 My native coantry, 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 son3':

MONKLAND. 7.

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.

John B. Wilkks.

f--0-'-0- •0-
I

^ 1 ^ •
I I

1. Swell theantliem,raise the song; Prais-es to our God be -long; Saints and an-gi'Is join losing Praises to the heavenly King.

1 I IS

U (J Tlianksgiving choral.

1 Swell the anthem, raise the song
;

Praises to our God belong
;

Saints and angels join to sing
Praises to the heavenly King.

2 Blessings from his liberal hand
Flow around this happy land :

Kept by him, no foes annoy

;

Peace and freedom we enjoy.

3 Here, beneath a virtuous sway
May we cheerfully obey ;

Never feel oppression's rod.

Ever own and worship God.

4 Hark ! the voice of nature sings

Praises to the King of kings

;

Let us join the choral song,

And the grateful notes prolong.
ITathau Strong.
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SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.

NO COMPROMISE
With vigor.

W. H. DOANB,

,_u J^ -. N-.-I J -!-r-l—J ^~^ -H^-.^-.-j

1. Lo! a might- y host is ris - ing no'w, See! their banner is nn- furled!

Z—^—^ - 0—0—0-—#

—

\-0 m <s>—
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-0—ft-^^ft.
-0— 0-

-I H
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Its fair le-gend,Truth and Righteous- ness; Spread the tid - ings thro' the world.

^.2=

t—t-

—

t

—p-F

—

rr— I F—p I

:^.==r
_L_i i ;_ i_ H^ H—1^1 J

Chorus.

No

Btr^.-:z^=Pt=?-•— I—i-i

foe; No com- promise! no com- pro-misel No, no, no, no, no, no, NO!

Copyr.gW. 1874, li> W H. U.

301 Firmness for the right.

2 See the mighty host advancing now!
Look ! the proud oppressors flee !

So our country breaks its fetters off,

-And her captive sons are free.

Cho.—No compromise ! etc.

3 Weary watchers,cease your vigils now,

For the morning surely comes
;

Night is fleeing, joy is dawning now
On your hearts and on your homes.

Cho.—No compromise! etc.

4 Sing, O Zion ! no more desolate,

Lift thine eyes, the brightness see!

Thy Redeemer makes thee glorious,

Thine oppressors bend to thee.

Cho.—:No compromise ! etc.
llxs. M. A. ColUnSi
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SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.

WE'LL HELP THE CAUSE ALONG. "W. H. DoANE, by per.

1 We must work and pray together,Working, praying for the right;We must fight against the e - Til,

2. In defence of truth and justice.Like a bulwark we must stand,And the soul that's full of courage
3. We must work and not be weary. Tho' we conquer not to- day; For the rescue of our brothers,

Chokus.
.

I I
ff =^ =* ^ "7 =-

Till we conquer by our might.
Will give courage to the hand. We're strong to do,we're strong to dare,In faith and hope we're strong; XJ-
We must work as well as play.

I > 1 i
' 1^ i I I -^zm. -^^- -!^^- -TL^^ I

-# • • •-^-* Swe
dthusinstrengthandpray'r,We'llhelpthecausealong. . , ,

.#--*-.*- 4L .^ /Vnu it ^

szziT—f!4:i:t::iti?:i^:if.-±tzrr:it:?:z!i?_-± II As they h

i^m:|££i^:^|z|S-:£tty CHo.-we.

Strength andprayer.

k!the crystal streams andfountains

J u !' ,- J , ,TT .,,u , u ', Swell the chorus of our song;
nitedthusinstren2thandpray'r,We'llhelpthecausealong. a j ^i .. u . °

.^ ji. .0. ^ ^ J 4L .0. \^ ^ And they seem to be rejoicing

As they help the cause along.

Copynglit, IS74. ny VV. H. Doane.

GOD SPEED THE RIGHT.
1 1«<. I

2d.

re strong to do, &c.
Josephine Pollard.

"Wm. B. Buadbuev, by per.

Row to heav'n our pray'r aseeiiding.God speed the right Be their zeal ia beav'n recorded.
,

.

d, )

In a uoble cause conteuding, Godspeed the. . . . right! ( Wiih success ou earth rewarded, S Godspeed the right,Godspeedthe right!

I

303 God speed the right.

2 Be that prayer again repeated,

God speed the right

!

Ne'er despairing though defeated,

God speed the right !

Like the good and great in story,

If they fail, they fail with glory,

God speed the right

!

3 Patient, firm, and persevering,

God speed the right!

Ne'er the event our danger fearing,

God speed the right 1

Pains, nor toils, nor trials heeding,

And in heaven's own time succeeding,

God speed the right

!

4 Still their outward course pursuing,

God speed the right

!

Every foe at length subduing,

God speed the right

!

Truth, thy cause, whate'er delay it.

There's no power on earth can stay it,

God speed the right

!

W. E. Hickson.
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SONGS—MISCELLANEOUS.

THE SPARKLING RILL.

-^—^

Jambs B. Tatlob,

i^*E5=Ea=^^m
1. Gushing so bright in the morning light,Grieams the wa - ter in jron foun - tain;

gip|Et=Ŝ
4* _$_ *!_

5->-1
-ff-T^I- ""-T^ 1 1 *—r —^- 1

And as pure - ly, too, as the ear - ly dew That gems the distant moun - tain.

"m^^m^ T=F=f:

Chorus
_L_^ "-J—H^__|^_J^ _.N _]—_N__!

1
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_ 1_^_, 4-^V^-4-3
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1
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Then drink your fill of the gush - ing rill, And leave the cup of sor - row;

t^.-\}— I •--—•

—

•—•—h
1

1 1—Hbj 1 • •- YfŜ
— —#—

I

The' it shine to-night in the gleaming light, 'Twill sting thee on the mor - row.

,-^. , —r^ -. '-I - • * » <*-•-

304: Pure xoater.

2 Quietly glide in their silvery tide,

Pearly brooks from rocks to valley ;

And the flashing streams in the strong sunbeams
Like bannered armies rally.

—

Cho.

3 Touch not the wine, though it brightly shine,

When a purer draught is given
;

A gift so sweet all our wants to meet,
A beverage bright from heaven.—CHO.

4 O fountain clear, with a heart sincere

We will praise thy glorious Giver ;

And when we rise to our native skies,

We'll drink of life's bright river.

—

Cho.
Anon.
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SONGS— MISCELLANEOUS.
BENEVENTO. 7. d. Bamttel Wiebb*,

L While, ffithceaselcss course, the sun Hasted through the former year, Hanj sonls their race hare run. Never more to meet us here

:

I

I I I

Filed in an e ter - nal state, Thej hare done with all below

;

We a lit-tle longer wait. But how little—none can know.

-»t5—*2-r-»-»-7'

o UO Eetroft-pcd of the year.

2 As the winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to find ;

As the lightning from the skies

Darts, and leaves no trace behind;
Swiftly thus our fleeting days

Bear us down life's rapid stream;
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise ;

All below is but a dream.

ERNAN.

3 Thanks for mercies past receive;

Pardon of our sins renew;
Teach us henceforth how to live

With eternity in view:
Bless thy word to young and old

;

Fill us with a Saviour's love;

And when life's short tale is told,

May we dwell with him above.
John Newton.

Lowell Mason.

1. The morn - ing flowers display their sweets, And gay their silk - en leaves un - fold.

i^l̂
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As care - less of the noon - tide heats, As fear - less of the even - ing cold.

3 O Sown in dishonor—raised in glory.

2 Nipped by the wind's unkindly blast,

Parched by the sun's directer ray,

The momentary glories waste,
The short-lived beauties die away.

8 Yet these, new rising from the tomb,
With luster brighter far shall shine,

Revive with ever-during bloom.
Safe from diseases and decline.

4 Let sickness blast, let death devour.
If heaven must recompense our pains

;

Perish the grass, and fade the flower.

If firm the word of God remains.
Samuel Wesley, Jr.
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CHANTS

307 VENITE, EXULTIMUS DOMINO,

2;*

"William Bot<b.

-J2L <gH-^-hz?-

,—^.-1m?m=s=; I

iS -fi. -(2. -!2i.
I

.<S,_-^^?^..^_fSSL-p-^

^^Igil
?2=^.::

..U

1 O COME, let us sing un-| to the
]
Lord ; || let us heartily rejoice in the

]
strength of)

our sal- 1 vation.

2 Let us come before his presence
|
with thanks-| giving,

||
and show ourselves

|

glad

in
I

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
|
hills

is
I

his— I also.

5 The sea is his,
|
and he

|
made it; ||

and his hands pre-] pared the
|
dry— | land.

6 O come, let us worship
|
and fall

|
down,

||
and kneel be-| fore the

|
Lord our

]
Maker.

7 For he is the
|
Lord our

|
God,

||
and we are the people of his pasture, and the

|

sheep of
|
his— | hand.

8 O worship the Lord in the
]
beauty '• of

|
holiness;— || let the whole earth

|
stand

in
I

awe of
|
him.

*9 For he cometh, for he cometh to
|

judge the
|
earth,

|| and with righteousness to

judge the world, and the
|

people
|
with his

|
truth.

10 Glory be to the Father, and
|
to the

|
Son, ||

and
|
to the

|
Holy

|
Ghost;

11 As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ever

|
shall be, ||

world
|
without

|
end,

A- 1 men.
* Beiirin at middle of Chant.

308 JUBILATE DEO. MOENIXGTOfT.

12(2..

1 O BE joyful in the Lord,
|
all ye

|
lands

; || serve the Lord with gladness, and come
before his

|

presence
|
with a

|
song.

2 Be ye sure that the Lord
|
he is

|
God

; || it is he that hath made us, and not we
ourselves : we are his people,

|
and the

|
sheep of " his

|

pasture.

3 O go your way into his gates with thanksgiving, and into his
|
courts with

|

praise;
|)

be thankful unto him, and
|
speak good

|
of his

|
name.

4. For the Lord is gracious, his mercy is
|
ever-

|
lasting;

|| and his truth endureth
from gener-| ation"to

|

gener-| ation.

5 Glory be to the Father, and
|
to the

|
Son,

|| and
|
to the

|
Holy

|
Ghost;

6 As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ever

)
shall be, ||

world
|
without

|
end.

A-
I
men.
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CHANTS.

309 BENEDICTUS. B. Lanqdox

^i m
1 Blessed be the Lord

|
God of

|
Israel,

||
for he hath visited

|
and re-

|
deemed his

j

people

;

2 And hath raised up a mighty sal-
|
vation

j
for us, || in the

|
house • 'of his[servant

|

David;

3 As he spake by the mouth of his
|
holy

|

prophets,
||
which have been

|
since the

|

world be-
|

gan
;

4 That we should be saved
|
from our

|
enemies,

1

1 and from the
|
hand of

]
all that

]
hate us.

5 Glory be to the Father, and
|
to the

|
Son, || and

|
to the

|
Holy

|

Ghost

;

6 As it was in the beginning, is now, and
[
ever

[
shall be,

||
world

|
without

|
end. A-| men.

BENEDICTUS Richard Farrant.

tr
—

sr- afeS
Rev. "Wm. FELTOir.

—T-l—

^^^l^ipiii:
310 DEUS MISEREATUR. Richard Farrant.

s ^m -I ^S'
^EfE^EES^

T

1 r—"—

1 God be merciful unto
|
us, and

|
bless us; || and show us the hght of his counte-

nance, and be
|
merci "ful

|
unto

|
us.

2 That thy way may be
|
known up •• on

|
earth

; |
thy saving

|
health a-

|
mong all

|
nations.

3 Let the people praise
|
thee, O

|
God;

||
yea, let

|
all the

|

people
|

praise thee.

4 O let the nations rejoice
|
and be

]
glad;

||
for thou shalt judge the folk righteously,

and govern the
|
nations

|
upon

|
earth.

5 Let the people praise
|
thee, O

|
God

; 1 1

yea, let
|
all the

|

people
|

praise thee.

6 Then shall the earth bring
|
forth her

j
increase;

||
and God, even our own

|
God,

shall
I

give us " his
|
blessing.

7 God
I

shall— | bless us; ||
and all the ends of the

|
world shall

|
fear— | him.

8 Glory be to the Father, and
|
to the

|
Son, || and

|
to the

|
Holy

|
Ghost ; -

9 As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ever

|
shall be,

1

1 world [
without

\
end. A-| men,
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311
CHANTS.

BONUM EST CONFITERI.
Gkegokian.

:|=rzl=±r=r-g:=::^zrzizi:4=f5q3

-7Sr-^—Ci Cf

^I'ggSiil=F ^F=

John Alcock.

sliiil^^--

i?iiiiiiiiit€iii^ir—r- 'H=
1 It is a good thing to give thanks un- 1 to * the

|
Lord: and to sing praises unto thy Name

J

O -—I Most -—I Highest.

2 To tell of thy loving-kindness early
|
in 'the

|
morning: and of thy truth

|
in "the

|

night •— I season.

3 Upon an instrument of ten strings, and up-[ on • the
|
lute : upon a loud instrument] and*

up-| on • the
|
harp.

4 For thou, Lord, hast made me glad
|
through • thy

|
works : and I will rejoice in giv-

ing praise, for the operations
[
of *— | thy •— | hands.

5 Glory be to the Father,
]
and • to the

|
Son, and

|
to • tlie

|
Holy

|
Ghost

;

6 As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ev-erj shall be, world

|
with-out

|
end. A-| men.

312 DOMTNUS REGIT ME. Lowell Mason.

'^^.
=±-^=i-^^=£

3: m

1 The Lord is my Shepherd ; 1 1 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.
II

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'Tunneth

|
over.

|| Surely goodness and mercy shall follow

me all the days of my life ; and I will dwell in the house of the
j
Lord for-| ever.

||

A-
I

men.

313 VENITE AD ME. Unkn-own.

m £!

J2.

£ P ?= II
-I

1-

1 Come unto me all ye that labor and are
|
heavy-| laden, || and 1

1 will|give you
|
rest.

2 Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me : for I am meek and
|
lowlyin

|
heart: ||

and ye shall find
|
rest " unto

|

your— | souls.

3 For my yoke is easy, and my
|
burden "is

|
Ught, || for my yoke is easy, |

and my
|

burden •• is
|
light.

4 And the Spirit and the Bride say. Come. And let him that
|
heareth,"' say,] Come.

||

And let him that is athirst come ; and whosoever will, let him take the
|
water '• of

|

life— I freely. A— | men.
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314 GLORIA IN
PART I.

CHANTS.

EXCELSIS, TTnkno'ww.

Glory be to
|
God on

]
high,

||
and on earth

|

peace, good-] will" "toward
|
men.

We praise thee, we bless thee, we
]
worship

|
thee,

||
we glorify thee, we give thanks t©

I

thee for
|
thy great

|

glory.

I'ARTII.
.

I ,
I

I J

O Lord God,
|
heavenly

|
King,

||
God the

|
Father

|
AI

1
mighty!

O Lord, the only-begotten Son,
|

Jesus |
Christ,

|| O Lord God, Lamb of
|
God, Son

|

of the
I

Father,

PAI!T m.

Hppab-^
zsr. 1^

r-

j2. ^m
That takest away the

|
sins" "of the

|
world, || have mercy

|
upon

|
us.

Thou that takest away the
|
sins" "of the

|
world,

||
have mercy

|
upon

|
us.

Thou that takest away the
|
sins' "of the

|
world,

||
re-

|
ceive our

|

prayer.

Thou that sittest at the right hand of
|
God the

|
Father,

|| have mercy
|
upon

]
us.

Return to PART I.

For thou
I

only- "art
[
holy, || thou

|
only

|
art the

|
Lord.

Thou only, O Christ, with the
|
Holy

|
Ghost,

||
art most high in the

|

glory" "of
|
God

the
I

Father. || A-
|
men.

315 Responses to the Cominandments.
Jzz:»=:q==^:Tid:=4==Ft=p::j--=:d==J=l=d^^-L- I II I , ^^=f

Lord, have mer-cy up - on

igi^=^rf:
.a-

ns, and in - cline our hearts to

P- «—«-r-J J—rS ^
-x^-

^^=E

l^
—©-

keep this law.

After the Tenth Commandment.
^F=f
Slow.

(S^'-fi'- -^-^t-^jp^
Lord, have mercy up - on

iSir^^^
us, and write all these thy laws in our hearts we beseech thee.
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CHANTS.

31G THY WILL BE DONE. Isaac Baker 'Woodbcbt.

" Thy will he done."

1 "Thy will be
|
done!" ||

In devious way
The hurrying stream of

|
life may

|

run;
|

Yet still our grateful hearts shall say,
|

' Thy will be
|
done !

"

2 "Thy will be
I

done !
"

||
If o'er us shine

A gladdening and a
|

prosperous
|
sun,

||

This prayer will make it more divine:
|

" Thy will be
|

done !
"

3 "Thy will be
|
done!" "j Though

shrouded o'er [one
Our

I

path with
I

gloom,
|| one comfort,

Is ours: to breathe, while we adore,
|

" Thy will be
|
done !

"

John Bowrine.

317 THE LORD'S PRAYER GREnORIAJI.

9*i

1 Our Father who art in heaven,
|
Hallowed

|
be thy

|
name.

Thy kingdom come: Thy will be done in
|
earth, " as it

|
is in

|
heaven,

2 Give us this
|
day our— | daily

|
bread: ||

And forgive us our debts, as
|
we for-| give our

|
debtors.

3 Lead us not into temptation, but de-
|
liver

|
us from

|
evil

; ||

For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for
|
ever.

|
A \men.

GLORIA PATRI. Charles Mkixekk.

#:feL_-|^-HN-.
f=^-

->—

N

— •-T-#—•- -0—#-

••—#-^»|»s> •—1-+«—«—•—»— -? -\—\—h?—^—f^

Glo - ry be to the Ta- ther, and to the Son, and to the Ho - ly Ghost, As it

•^
I

r r
I f^r

in the be-glnning, is now,and ev- er shall be, world without end, A-men, A- men.

! ^ I

^^^==^—r^^^Tli i^T^i—^^-=FTp=^=E
—I—(2-riS^n
-piz^
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CHANTS.

31 TE DEUM LAUDAMUS. Crotch.

J
PART I. ^ ' U J

-«i-

^§|i{ifig|g|=^litl]Mii^:i:|]
I

I

I
I

I

1. We praise
|
thee"0

|
God || we acknowledge

|
thee" to

|
be'the

|
Lord.

2. All the earth doth
|
wor - ship

|
thee ||

the Father
|
ev-er-

|
last

|
ing.

3. To thee all angels
|
crya-

|
loud ||

the heavens, and
|
all" the

]

powers. there-
|
in.

4. To thee, Cherubim and
|
Ser - a-

|

phim || con- |
tin - ual-

|
lydo

|
cry:

5. Holy,
I

Holy,
|
Holy

||
Lord

|
God"of

|

Sa - ba-
|
oth.

6. Heaven and
|
earth"are

|
full || of the

|
majes - ty

|
of "thy

|

glory.

7. The glorious company
|
of "the A-

|

postles
||
praise |

|

— —
j
thee.

8. The goodly fellowship
|
of "the

|
Prophets

||
praise |

|

— --
|
thee.

9. The noble
|
armyof

|
Martyrs

||
praise |

I

"~ ""
I

thee.

10. The Holy Church throughout
|
all" the

|
world

||
doth

|

— ac-
|
knowl - edge

|
thee.

11. The Fa- |
|
ther || of an

|
infi - nite

|
Ma -jes-

|
ty

;

12. Thine adorable, true, and
|
on - ly

|
Son ||

also the Holy
|
Ghost" the

|
Com - fort-| er.

13. Thou
I

art "the
|
King

||
of

|

glo - ry
|
O —

|
Christ.

14. Thou art the ever-
|
last - ing

|
Son || of

|
—the

|
Fa

|
ther.

PART IT
From BRKTHOVKx.by J. Goss.

•¥9- -«- -«>- -i^- -I -I
*

/-v L _ -^2. .^9. Wf„ -09-

15. When thou tookest upon thee to de-
|
liv - er

|
man

|| thou didst humble thyself to

be
I

born —
|
of "a

|
Virgin.

16. When thou hadst overcome the
|
sharpness" of

|
death

||
thou didst open the king-

dom of
I

heaven "to
|
all "be- lievers.

17. Thou sittest at the right
|
hand"of

|
God ||

in the
|

glo-ry
|
of "the

|
Father.

18. We beUeve that
|
thou"shalt

|
come || to

|
be — | our —

|

Judge.

19. We therefore pray thee,
|
help" thy

|
servants 1|

whom thou hast redeemed
|
with*

thy
I

pre - cious
j
blood.

20. Make them to be numbered
|
with "thy

|
saints || in

|

glo - ry
|
ev - er-

|
lasting.

21. O Lord,
I

save" thy
|

people
|| and |

bless" thine
|
her - it-

|
age.

22. Gov-
I

em
|
them

|1
and

|
lift "them

|
up" for

|
ever.

Return to PART I.

23. Day
|

— by
|
day ||

we
|
mag - ni-

|
fy —

|
thee.

24. And we worship
|
thy name

|
ever

||
world

|

— with-
|
out —

|
end.

25. Vouchsafe,
|
O —

|
Lord || to keep us this

|
day with-

|
out—

|
sin.

26. O Lord, have mercy up-
j
on —

|
us || have |

mercy up-
|
on —

|
us.

27. O Lord, let thy mercy
|
be "up- |

on us || as our
]
trust —

|
is* in

|
thee.

28. O Lord, in thee
|
have"!

|
trusted ||

let me
|
nev - er

|,
be "con-

|
founded.
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TOPI CAL 1 N D EX
The figures refer to the hymns.

Affliction, 69, 137. 142, 15;i, 162. 163, 165, 171,

192. 194, 202.

Anniversary, 293. 294.

Assurance, 150, 169, 177. See also "Trust."
Childhood: Christ's love for, 280. 282, 283, 289.

Consecrated. 116, 149, 216, 232, 250, 281.

287. 288. 291, 302, 303.

De.Hih in, 306.

Givinp: praise, 54. 64, 73, 76, 78, 290.

(Joel's love for, 285, 286.

Home in heaven, 64, 79, 129.

In lenrptation, 205.

Seeking help, 12, 14, 82, 83, 145, 191, 279,

284.

Christ: Advent, 48-55.

Ascension, 64.

Calling', 104-106, 108, 110, 111, 114. 115.

Character and Attributes, 68. 74, 77, 94, 134,

167.

Friend of children. 79, 82. 83.

His reign, 249, 257.

Redeemer and Saviour, 2, 3, 38, 67, 70-72,
74, 75, 96, 102, 109, 117, 132.

Risen, 60-63.

Songs of, 48-84.

Source of comfort, 8, 11, 23, 24, 58, 69, 70-72,

84. 91, 94, 119, 154, 155, 160, 168, 171,

178, 179.

SufTeriug and death, 56, 57. 59.

Worshiped, 2, 3, 6, 37, 65-67, 73-77. 80. 81.

Christian life: Songs of, 133-239. See also
" Affliction," " Consecration.'' " Trust,

'

" Providence," " Work."
Church: Fellowship, 259, 260.

Foundation, 243.

Glorious, 240, 301.

God in midst of. 2-12, 244.

Songs of the, 240-260.

Spreading the gospel, 245-248, 250-257, 301.

Toil for, 241.

Triumphant, 241, 249, 258.

Consecration, 59, 77, 81, 102, 113, 116, 122, 135,

136, 147-152, 163, 164, 166, 171, 177, 193,

206, 218.

Death, 305, 306.

God: Calling, 47, 113.

Creator, 1, 44.

Goodness of, 1, 39, 40, 41-4.3,45.47, 153, 182.

.Invoked. 8, 9, 26, 126, 147.

Praised, 1, 8, 27, 30, 33, 37, 38, 44, 46, 95.

Reconciled, 52.

Songs of, 37-47.

•Gratitude, 38, 42. 56. 67, 91, 101.

Heaven, 10, 79, 159, 210.

Songs of, 261-278.
iHoly Spirit: Inviting, 124.

Invoked, 8, 37, 85-87, 126.

Songs of the, 85-88.

vWorshiped, 33, 88.

226

Invitation. 47, 96, 103-106, 108, 110-115, 118,

120, 121, 124. 159, 168, 194.

Jov. 70, 71, 80, 143, 158, 160, 179, 183, 227.

Little ones: Songs for, 279-292.

Missionary, 244-249, 251, 252, 256, 257,

Miscellaneous, 293-306.

Mercv, 47, 72, 109, 119, 126.

Obed'ience, 92, 185, 203.

Peace, 29, 48. 55, 58, 90, 106, 161, 175.

Patriotic. 299, 300.

Praise. 1-5, 8, 10, 12, 15. 16, 33, 37, 38, 42, 44,

70, 73, 166, 177, 207. 212, 219, 293.

Prayer, 13, 36, 164, 165, 198, 199.

Providence, 1, 10, 14, 20. 42, 43, 45, 133, 146,

147, 156, 176, ISO, 182, 183, 186, 188. 201,

204.

Revival, 9, 126, 219, 242.

Reward, 22, 41. 79, 214, 215, 226, 229, 232-234,

238, 252, 258.

Sabbaih. Songs of the, 31-36.

Salvation: Otfered, 96, 97, 103, 106, 127.

Provided. 2. 3, 56, 65, 67, 74, 75, 93, 95. 98,

100-102. 108, 112, 117, 123, 124, 129, 132,

169, 254.

Sought, 99, 104, 105, 109, 125, 128-130, 138,

168, 174.

Songs of, 93-132.

Scriptures, 5, 8, 9, 89, 90, 97.

Songs of the, 89-92.

Seasons : Autumn, 298.

Harvest, 296.

Summer, 297.

AVaichnight. 30.').

Supplication: For blessing, 9, 25, 28, 86, 181,

196. 200.

For guidance. 14. 21, 28. 87. 140. 141, 144-

146. 156, 157. 187-189, 197, 202, 203.

For help, 8, 134, 173.

For peace, 34.

For revival, 9, 126. 219, 242.

For salvation. 125, 126, 197.

Temperance. 301-304.

Thank.sgiving. 295.

Trust: For guidance, 170-172, 176, 180, 182,

186, 187, 201. 204. 211.

For salvation. 119, 123, 130, 131, 155, 174,

178. 190, 200.

In trial, 13, 13.3. 139, 144, 157, 161, 163, 184,

192. 193. 202.

Warning, 107. 114, 117, 118, 120, 122, 127.

Witnessing. 174, 195, 212, 213-215, 221, 22.3,

239 245.

Work. 187, 205, 208, 209, 214, 215, 217, 220,

223, 224-239, 250-256, 302, 303.

Worship: Morning. 1-3. 5-7, 11, 12, 35, 46.

Evening, 7, 17-29, 188. 278.

Opening. 1-3. 5-15, 31-36. 260.

Closing. 16, 19-29, 156, 188, 196, 259.

Songs ol, 1-30.



INDEX.

TITLES AND FIRST LINES.
To facQitate the finding of Hymns file Titles are set in Caps on thf margin, and First Linet in Ro--

man, slightly to the right.

Ilymn
Abide with me ! Fast falls the eventide. 2

1

A Brother's Care. 8, 7 183
Again as evening's sliadow falls 17

Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed 56

Aletta. 7 1 7.5

Alida. C. M. D 265

Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 61

All for Thee 152

All hail the power of Jesus' name. ... 65

All my doubts I give \o Jesus 190

All people that on earth do dwell 1

All the Way- 176
All the way my Saviour leads me.

.

'. . . 176

All things beautiful and fair 40
All unseen the Master walketh 22

Almighty Spirit, we confess 88

Alone with Jesus 154

America. 6, 4 299

Am I a soldier of the cross 214

U. 10. 278
30

7

30
50

Angels' Song
Angel Voices

Angel voices breathing ever

Angel voices ever singing.

.

Antioch. C. M
Ariel. C. P. M... 167
Arise, go Forth to Conquer 250

Arise, my soul, arise 169

Arlington CM 214

Armenia. CM 89

Art thou saddened ? Christ will cheer. .

.

162

Ascension 64
aprelia. 7, 6. D 243

Austria. 8, 7. D 240
AoTtTMN. 8, 7. D 67

A.DT17MN Leaves. 7, 6 298
Avon. CM 136

Awake, and sing the song 6

Awake ! awake! the Master now, etc.

.

251

VwAKE, MY Soul. CM 238

Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve.

.

238
227

Hymn
A Wonderful Joy 158

A wonderful joy and salvation 158

AzMO.v. C M a

Balerma. CM 135

Battling for the Lord 224
Beautiful, the Little Hands 291

Beautiful Saviour, King of creation. . . 77

Benevento 7. D 305

Bethany. 6,4,6 147

Bethlehem 5.5

Beulah Land 27rt

Blessed Assurance 1 77

Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine 177

Blest are the hungry, they shall be. . . . lid

Blest be the tie that binds 259

Blesskd Hour of Prayer 13

Blooming all for Jesus 292
Blow the Trumpet 24f

Blumenthal. 7. D 109

Boylston. S. M 114

Bread of Life. 10 90

Break thou the bread of life 90

Broken in spirit and laden with care. . 142

Browne. 6,8,4 171

Caledonia. 7, 7, 7, 6 229

Called to the feast by the King are we. 222

Calm on the Hstening ear of niiilit 49

Can Ye not Watch one Little Hour. ... 217

Chants -07

Blessed be the Lord God of 309

Come unto me, all ye 313

Glory be to God on high 314

Glory be to the Father 3 IS

God be merciful unto us 31<i

It is a good thing to give 311

be joyful in the Lord 3<t8

come, let us sing unto 8<>7

Our Father, who art in heaven. 317



TITLES AND FIRST LINES.

Hymn
Te Deiim Laudamus 3 1 f»

Responses 315

The Lord is my Shepherd 312

Thy will be done 316

Child of a Kincj 211

Chiust is Near Thee lt:>2

Christmas. C. M 51

Chluch Rallying Soxg 251

Clkansing Fountain. CM 1'>1

Clkaxsing Wavk 102

CoMK AND Worship 7

CoMii, Christian Children' 73

Come, Christian children, come and. .

.

73

Come, Come to Jescs 1 1

1

Come, Holy Giiost, in love 8t)

Come, Holy Ghost, our hearts inspire.

.

85

Come, let us join our cheerful songs..

.

3

Come, my soul, thy suit prepare 164

Communion. CM 56

Come, said Jesus' sacred voice 106

Come, thou Almighty King 8

Come to Jesus 112

Come to Jesus and be saved 112

Come to the Fountain 120

Come, thou Fount of every blessing... 166

Come unto me, when shadows darkly. . 159

Come, ye that love the Lord 212

Come with Rejoicing 293

Come with rejoicing, come with ilelight 293

Come with thy sins to the fountain. ... 120

Come, ye Disconsolate. 11,10 194

Come, ye Sinners. 8, 7 96

Come, ye sinners, poor and needy 96

Coronation. CM 65

Courage. 7 235

COWPER. CM 101

Crown Him with Many Crowns 66

Crusaders' Hymn 77

Dare to Do Right '208

Dare to do right, dare to be true 208

Day is dying in the west 27

Dear Jesus, Hear Me 284

Dear Saviour, Kver at My Side 289

Deep aie the wounds which sin has

Dennis. S. M
Depth of mercy ! can there be ...

.

Dover. S. M "

Downs. C M
DuANE Street. L. M. D
Dike Street. L. M

93
259
109

92
94

174

Karnestly Fighting for Jesus 220

Kaster Hymn 62

Bi.mswood. S. M.

Kmmons. C. M. .

.

Kndsleigh. 7, 6..

Krnan. L. M
Eucharist. L. M.
Evas. C. M

Hymn
Evening Hym.n. L. M 19

EvENi>fti Prayer. 8,7 28

Even Me 126

Eventide. 10 21

Ev eulasting Love 1 00

Exhortation. C M 269

Faithful Shepherd. 6,5 146
Faithful Shepherd, feed me 146

Far and near the fields are teeming. .

.

255

Far out on tlie desolate billow 182

Father, I stretch my hands to thee. ... 99

Father, Lead Me. 7 187

Father, lead me day by day 187

Father, Lead thy Little Children 279

Father, Most Holy 37

Father, whate'er of earthly bliss ... . ]81

Fear Not 139

Fear not ! God is thy shield 1 39

Feast of Blessing 110

Final Victory 258

Flemming. 8,6 157

Forever liere mv rest shall be 136

Frederick. 1 1 . . .

." 268

Free (irace 95

Freely for Me 132

From all that dwell below the skies. . . 5

From every stormy wind that blows. .

.

198

From Greenland's icy mountains 247

Gardkn 242

Gather' them In 256

Gather them in, for yet there is room.. 256

Give me some work to do 230

Give Praise to God 38

Gloria Patri 1, 318
(ilorious things of thee are spoken .... 240

Glory be to God above 260

(ilory be to the Father 1, 318

Gh)iy to ihee, my God, this night 19

God be With You 26^

God be with you till we meet again. .

.

26

God calling yet ! shall I not hear 113

God Hath Sent His Angels 63

God is (Joon. 7 39

God is in Heaven 286

God is in heaven, can he hear 286

God is Love 40

God Speed the Right 303

God's Anvil 192

Golden harps are sounding 64

Gottschalk. 7 18

Grace, 'tis :i charming sound 98

237

70
244

306

57
43
228

Grateful Praise. 7.

Greenville. S. 7, 4. . .

.

Greenwood. S. M
Growing Up for Jesl's.

Guide me, thou great Jehovah..

12

96
179
288
156

Gushing so bright in the morning 304



TITLES AND FIRST LINES,

nyinn
Hail, thou once despised Jesus 67

Hallklujah, 'tis Done 129
Happy Day. L. M 150

Hfiik, hrtik, my soul. . . 278
Hark ! the herald-augels sing 52

Harvkst Home 296
Ilitsten, sinnei", to be wise li)7

Heavkx :s My Home. 6, 4 261
Hkavknly Father, vvb Adore Thee 10
Heber. cm 34
He is Callino. 8, 7 47
He Leadeth Me. L. M 180

He leudeth me! blessed thought. ... 180
Hendon. 7 9

Henley. 11,10 16!)

Herald Angels.... B2
Hide Thou Me 140
Holy Cross. CM 71

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty.

.

46
Holy Spirit, Faitheul Guide 87
Horton. 7. 106

How firm a foundation 133
How good thou art to me 39
How happy every cliild of grace 265
How precious is die book divine. ..... 89
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds.. 94

HURSLEY 23

I am coming to the cross 131
I Am Trusting, Lord, in Thee 131
I Do Believe. CM 99

H" my disciple thou wouldst be 223
If on a quiet sea 201
I heard the voice of Jesus say 168
I lay my sins on Jesus 138
I love thy kingdom, Lord 24

1

I love thy will, God 193
I Love to Sing the Story 227
I Love to Tell the Story 213
I'm a Pilgrim 263

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger 263
I'm but a stranger here 261
I'm poor and blind and wretched 104

Ingram. L. M 113
I Need Thek Every Hour 173

In some way or other 186
In the cross of Christ I glory 58

In the Field with Their Flocks 48
Lv the Secret of His Presence 161

In thy cleft, Rock of Ages 140
In thy name, Lord, assembling 15

Invitation. C. M. D 168
Invitation Accepted 116
I Sing of His Mercy 72
Is My Name Written There 210

Is this thy time of trouble 137
Italian Hymn. 6,4 8

I Tuixk, vtiien I Read 282
I think, when I read that sweet 282
I thirst, thou wounded Lamb of God.

.

151

22

Hymn
It is Well with My Soul 156

I was a wandering sheep 170
I Will Sing for Jesus 195

I woidd not live al way 268
I've foiuid a joy in sorrow 143
I've reached the land of corn and wine 276

Jerusalem the Golden. 7, 6
Jesus Bids us Shine

Jesus, high in glory
Jesus is Calling

Jesus is tenderly calling

Jesus loved the children

Jesus, lover of my soul
Jesus Loves Me

Jesus loves me, this I know.
Jesus Lovf3 the Children
Jesus, My All

Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone
Jesus, my Lord, to thee I cry

Jesus, My Portion
Jesus, inv Saviour, thou Lamb of God.

Jesus Shall Reign. L. M
Jesus shall reign where'er the sun. . .

,

Jesus, the very thought of thee
Jesus, where'er thy people meet

Jewett. 6

Joy to the world, the Lord
Just as I am, Lord
" Just as I am," thine own to be
Just as I am, without one plea

Just a Word for Jesus

271

281

14

108
108

283
202
280
280
283
200
174
128

143
132

249
249

71

11

163

50

11«
149

130
221

Keep me, hide me, my Father 144
Keep Thou My Way 203

Keep thou my way, Lord. 203
Keep to the Right 23'i

Lead, kindly light, amid the 188
Lead Me. Precious Saviour 287
Lead Thou Me 141
Lebanon. S. M 170

Let the love of God, like 41
Lenox. H. M lers

Little Buds of Promise 292
Look Up 137

Lo ! a mighty host is rising 301
Lord, at thy mercy-seat 20O
Lord, do not leave me 83
Lord, I care not for riches 210
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing. ... IB

Lord, I hear of showers of blessing. .

.

126
Lord Jesus, I long to be perfectly 206
Lord, this day thy children meet 12
Lord, we come before thee now 9

LouvAN. L. M 9.3

Love Divine. 8, 7. D 134
Love divine, all love excelling l:;4

Luther. S. M 6

9



TITLES AND FIRST LINES.

Hvtnn

Lux Benigxa. in, 4, 10 188

Lyons. 10,11 45

miTLAND. CM
Majestic sweetness sits enthroned ....

Malvern. L. M
Manoah. C. M
Marching to Zion
Martyn. 7. D

March along together .

Mendebas. 7, 6

Mercy. 7

'Mid scenes of confusion and creature ,

Miles" Lane. CM ,

Milwaukee. 8, 7

Missionary Chant. L. M
,

Missionary Hymn. 7, 6

Monkland. 7

More Love to Thee. 6, 4, 6 ,

More love to thee, Christ ,

Morning Red ,

Must Jesus bear the cross alone

My country ! 'tis of thee

My days are gliding swiftly by
My faith looks up to thee

My father is rich in houses and lands.

.

My hope is built on nothing less

My Jesus, as thou wilt

My Sabbath Song
My Shepherd

My Shepherd's mighty aid

My Times are in Thy Hand
My Youth is Thine

215
68

11

42
212
202
232
33

109

266
65

191

249
247
800
148
148

60
215
299
262

172
211

178
163

31

82

171

204
216

Naomi. CM 181

Nearer, my God, to thee 147

Nettleton. 8, 7. D 166
Never Alone 182

New Haven. 6, 4 86

Nic^A. 11,12,10 46

No Compromise 301

No Name so Sweet 84
None but Jesus 123

Northfield. cm 264
Now All the Bells are Ringing 61

Now is the accepted time 114
Now just a word for Jesus 221

Now let my soul, eternal King 91

Now the daylight goes away. 20

Now to heaven our prayer ascending.

.

303
nuremburg. 7 260

Oak. 6. 4 , 261

could I speak the matchless worth.

.

167
day of rest and gladness 33

O for a heart to praise my Crod 135

for a thousand tongues, to sing 2

Oft in danger, oft in woe 235

0, God, my youth is thine 216
happy day that fixed my choice 150

HymB
Come at Onck to Jesus 104
Let Us be Glad 80

let us be glad in our Saviour 80

0, holy Saviour, friend unseen 157
Oh scatter seeds of loving deeds 226

Old Hundred. L. M 1

little town of Bethlehem 55
Olivet. 6,4 172
My Saviour, Hear Me 197
One little hour for watching 217
Once more 'tis eventide and we 24
Once was heard the song of children.

.

76
On Jordan's stoimy banks I stand. . .

,

269
now I see the crimson wave 102

Onward. 6, 5 236
Onward, Christian soldiers 236

Ortonville. cm 68
Over the Ocean Wave 248
Our Glad Jubilee 294
What can You Tell 285

when shall I sweep through the gates. 267

Pain's furnace heat within me quivers.

Parting Hymn
Pass Me Not

Pass me not, gentle Saviour

Peterboro. cm
Pleading With Thee
Pleyel's Hymn. 7

Portuguese Hymn. 11

Praise for His Greatness
Praise for his excellent greatness

Praise God, from whom all blessings . .

.

Praise the Rock of our salvation

Precious Name. 8, 7

Precious Promise
Precious promise God hath given . . .

.

Pressing along the narrow way
Prince of peace, control my will

192
29

119
119

3

118

107
133

44
44

1

4

160
153

153
220
178

230

Rathbun. 8,7 58

Refuge. 7. D 202

Remember Me. CM 56

Rescue the Perishing 253

Resting from his work to-day 69

Retreat. L. M 198

Revive us Again 219

Rise, glorious Conqueror, rise 62

Rockingham. L. M 151

Rock of ages, cleft for me 125

Sabbath Home 32

Sabbath Morn. 7. 6 1 35

Safe in the Arms of Jesus 184

Safely through another week 35

Saviour, abide with us 25

Saviour, again to thy dear name 29

Saviour, bless a Httfe child 1 284

Saviour, Blessed Saviour 81



TITLES AND FIRST LINES.

Hymn
Saviour, breathe an evening blessing. .

.

28

Saviour, let me still abide 141

Saviour, Like a Shepherd 145

Saviour, Listen 196

Saviour, listen to our prayer 196

Saviour, Teach Me 1 85

Saviour, teach me day by day 185

Saviour, thy dying love 218

Saviour, who thy flock art feeding. ... 191

Seeds of Promise 226

Selvin. S. M 201

Setting Sun. S. M 25

Seymour. 7
''64

Sh.\ll we Gather at the River 272

Shall we Know Each Other 275

Shining Shore. 262

Sicilian Hymn. 8, 7, 4 15

Silver Street. S. M 98

Since Jesus ij my friend 179

Sing Always 207

Sing of Jesus, Sing Forever 75

Sing them over again to me 97

Sing with a tuneful spirit 207

Softly now the light of day 18

Soldiers of Christ, arise 237

Soldiers of the cross, arise 229

Soldiers of the eternal King 289

Soldiers who to Christ belong 225

Something for Jesus 218

Some Work to Do 230

So near to the kingdom 118

Song of the Angels 49

Sound the Battle Cry 231

Stand up for Jesus 252

Stand up, stand up for Jesus 234

St. Hilda. 7,6 138

St. Martin's. CM 85

Stockwell. 8. 7 22

Strains of music often greet me 31

Strike for Victory 233

Strike, strike for victory 233

St. Thomas. S. M 241

Summer Sunshine 297

Summer suns are glowing 297

Sunbeams 290

Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear. ... 23

Supplication. 6.5 14

SwABiA. S. M 36

Swell the anthem, raise the song 300

Sweet By and By 277

Sweet Hour of Prayer. L. M. D 199

Sweet Sabbath-school, more dear to me. 32

Take the name of Jesus with you 160

Take Me as I Am 128

Take my life and let it be 152

Take Up the Cross. ... 223

Tell it to Jesus 142

Tell it Out 257

Tell it out among the nations 257

HyiTM
Tell mk Morr about Jesus b-t

Thanks be to God for his wonderful. . . 296

Thanksgiving Hymn 296

The Call for Reapers 256

The Childukn's Friend 79

The Christian's Hiding Place 144

The Church's one foundation 243

The Gospel Bell 103

The Gospel bell is ringing 103

The Gospel Call 124

The Lord into his garden comes 242

The Lord's my Shepherd, Pll not want. 43

The Love of God 41

The Lord Will Provide 186

The morning flowers display their 306

The morning light is breaking 246

The Name of Our Salvation 74

The Saints' Home 266

The Saviour's Tomb 59

The Solid Rock 178

Thk Song of the Children 76

The Sparkling Rill 304

The Spirit and the Bride say "Come". 124

The voice of free grace 96

The Will of God 193

The year is swiftly waning 298

The Young Christian 149

There is a fountain filled with blood. . . 101

There is a Friend 117

There is a land of pure delight 270

There is no name so sweet on earth ... 84

There's a friend for little children 79

There's a gentle voice within calls 122

There's a land that is fairer than day. 277

There's a wideness in God's mercy 47

Thine Forever 1 89

Thine forever !—God of love 189

This is the day of hght 36

This is the Winter Morn 53

Thou art my shepherd 82

Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb 70

Though troubles assail, and dangers. . . 45

Thy word, almighty Lord 92

'Tis the blessed hour of prayer 13

'Tis known in earth and heaven, too. . . 69

'Tis the promise of God full salvation. 129

To Jesus I will go 122

Toplady. 7.6 1 126

To the name of our salvation 74

To the Work 254

To the work, to the work 254

Trusting in His Word 190

Twilight 27

Up for Jesus Stand 239

UXBEIDGE. L. M 91

Varina.
Vespers.

Victory.

2S1

C. M. D.
7

7

270
20

225



TITLES AND FIRST LINES.

H
Wakbn, Christian Children
Wake the Song

Wake, wake the song ....

Watchman, blow the Gospel trumpet.

.

Weary Child
Weaiy child, by sin oppressed

Weary of Earth and Laden
Webb 234,

Weeping will not save me
Welcome Home
We'll Help the Cause Along
Wellesley. 8, 7

We must work and pray together

We plow- the fields and scatter

AVe praise thee, God, for

We Shall Meet
We shall meet beyond the river

We welcome you all

We've listed in a holy war
What a Friend we have in Jesus. 8, 7 ,D.

What a Meeting That will Be
When all thy mercies, my God
When at morn we wake from sleep. . .

.

When, His Salvation Bringing
When I can read my title clear. . .

.

When I survey the wondrous cross.

When Jesus comes to reward his.

.

vmn
" 64

4

294

245
11.5

115

105

246
123

267
302
47

302
296
219
273
273
290
224

165

274
42
154

78
264
57

209
232

HyTOn
When peace like a river 155
When that glorious morn shall come. . 258

When the King comes in 222
When we all meet at home in the 274
When we hear the music ringing.. ... 275
While, with ceaseless course, the sun. . 306
While shepherds watched their flocks.. 51

Whiter than Snow 206
Who'll be the Next 121

Who'll be the next to follow Jesua. ... 121
Why do You Wait 127

Why do you wait, dear brother 127
Will Jesus find us Watching 209

Within God's temple now we meet. ... 38
With hearts in love abounding 244
With joy we hail the sacred day 34

Wonderful Words 97

Wondrous words ! how'rich in 100
Woodworth. L. M 130

Work, for the night is coming 228
Work Song 228

Yes ! for me, for me, he careth 183

Yield not to Temptation 205

Zephyr 17, 88

ZiON. 8,7,4 o... 16«

TUB BN3.
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