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PREFACE.

This volume is given to the Christian public, as an aid in

social and family worship. The design of the compiler has

been to present sufficient fullness and variety to meet this

end. Yet with the variety of taste and feeling naturally exist-

ing, it is not to be supposed that it will satisfy the wants and

wishes of all. To meet these wants in part, hymns and tunes

associated by long use have been preserved as nearly as pos-

sible in their original form. Others perhaps of equal merit,

and endeared by peculiar religious associations, have been

omitted of necessity. To have inserted all these would have

rendered the book too costly and cumbrous for general use.

Many excellent hymn books, containing a large number of

hymns expressive of the various degrees of religious experi-

ence, still include many others fitted only for retirement, and

not adapted to the ends of social worship. It has been the

aim to render most of the tunes and hymns of this book,

available for such purposes. How far this has been accom-

plished, use will determine. If this little work may but edify

the true Christian by enlarging his joys,—by administering

solace and support in trial,— by imparting strength in the

fulfillment of duty, or by furthering in any measure the aims

of the gospel of Christ, the earnest wishes of the compiler

will be abundantly gratified.
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VESTRY HARP.

THE OLD HUNDREDTH. L. M.
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1. Be-fore Je - hovah's awful throne, Te nations bow, with sacred joy
;

£ £ &±£ £ fi

rwrrirf iK itfaiTfiFPi

Know that the Lord is God a - lone ; He can cre-ate. and he de-stroy.

2 His sovereign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay and formed us men
And when, like wandering sheep we strayed,

He brought us to His fold again.

3 We are His people ; we His care

;

Our souls and all our mortal frame

:

What lasting honors shall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to Thy name ?

4 We'll crowd Thy gates, with thankful songs,

High as the heaven our voices raise
;

And Earth, with her ten thousand tongues,

Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise.

5 Wide as the world is Thy command
;

Vast as eternity Thy love
;

Firm as a rock Thy truth shall stand,

When rolling years shall cease to move, watts.



BRIDGEWATER. L. M.
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Great God, attend, while Zion sings The joy that from thy presence springs;
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ceeds a thousand days of mirth, Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.
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days of mirth, Ex - ceeds a thou - sand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meanest place

Within thy house, God of grace,

Not tents of ease, or thrones of power,

Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

3 God is our sun, he makes our day;

God is our shield, he guards our way
From all assaults of hell and sin,

From foes without and foes within.

4 All needful grace will God bestow,

And crown that grace with glory too

;

He gives us all things, and withholds

No real good from upright souls.

5 God our King, whose sov'rcign sway
The glorious hosts of heaven obey,

And devils at thy presence flee,

Blcs f is the man rtiat trusts in thee.



PORTUGAL. L. M.
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il. Sweet is the work, my God,my King, To praise thy name, give thauks,and sing;
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To show thy love by morning light, And talk of all thy truth at night.
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest,

No mortal cares shall seize my breast,

may my heart in tune be found',

Like David's harp of solemn sound.

3 When grace has purified my heart,

Then I shall share a glorious part

:

And fresh supplies of joy be shed,

Like holy oil to cheer my head.

4 Then shall I hear, and feel and know
All I desired and wished below

;

And every power find sweet employ
In that eternal world of joy.

1 At anchor laid, remote from home,

Toiling, I cry, "Sweet Spirit, come
;

Celestial breeze, no longer stay,

But swell my sails, and speed my way.

2 " Fain would I mount, fain would I glow,

And loose my cable from below

;

But I can only spread my sail

—

Thou, thou must breathe th'auspicious gale."

TOPLADY.



DUKE STREET. L. M.

i
! I I .

1. Stand up, my soul, shake off thv fears, And gird the gospel ar-mor on
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March to the gates of end-less joy,Where Jesus, thy great Captain's gone.
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2 Hell and thy sins resist thy course

;

But hell and sin are vanquished foes
;

Thy Saviour nailed them to the cross,

And sung the triumph when he rose.

3 Then let my soul march boldly on,

—

Press forward to the heavenly gate
;

There peace and joy eternal reign,

And glittering robes for conquerors wait.

4 There shall I wear a starry crown,

And triumph in almighty grace
;

While all the armies of the skies

Join in my glorious Leader's praise.

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun

Does his successive journies run
;

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For him shall endless prayer be made,

And endless praises crown his head
;

His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.



HYMNS TO DUKE STREET.

3 Blessings abound where'er he reigns :

The prisoner leaps to loose his chains

;

The weary find eternal rest,

And all the sons of want are blest.

4 Let every creature rise and bring

Peculiar honors to our King

;

Angels descend with songs again,

And earth repeat the loud amen.

1 0, where is now that glowing love

That marked our union with the Lord ?

Our hearts were fixed on things above,

Nor could the world a joy afford.

2 Where is the zeal that led us then

To make our Saviour's glory known ?

That freed us from the fear of men,

And kept our eye on him alone ?

3 Where are the happy seasons spent

In fellowship with him we loved ?

The sacred joy, the sweet content,

The blessedness that then we proved ?

4 Behold, again we turn to thee
;

0, cast us not away, though vile

;

No peace we have, no joy we see,

Lord our God, but in thy smile. kelly.

1 He lives ! the great Redeemer lives !

What joy the blest assurance gives !

And now, before his Father, God,

He pleads the merits of his blood.

2 Repeated crimes awake our fears,

And justice, armed with frowns, appears

;

But in the Saviour's lovely face

Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace.

3 Great Advocate, almighty Friend,

On Thee our humble hopes depend

;

Our cause can never, never fail,

For Thou dost plead, and must prevail. Steele.



10

mmm
WELLS. L. M.

- G>- 0-0*

I

mw&t
rr

&-*

1. Life is the time to serve the Lord, The time t'insure the great reward
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And whilst the lamp holds out to burn, The vil-est sinner may
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2 Life is the hour that God hath given

To 'scape from hell, and fly to heaven
;

The day of grace, and mortals may
Secure the blessings of the day.

3 Then what my thoughts design to do,

My hands with all your might, pursue
;

, Since no device nor work is found,

Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground.

4 There are no acts of pardon passed

In the cold grave to which we haste
;

But darkness, death, and long despair

Reign in eternal silence there.

*^±v

1 "While life prolongs its precious light,

Mercy is found and peace is given :

But soon, ah, soon ! approaching night

Shall blot out every hope of heaven.

2 Soon, borne on Time's most rapid wing,

Shall death command you to the grave
;

Before God's bar your spirits bring,

And none be found to hear and save.



HYMNS TO WELLS. 11

3 In that lone land of deep despair,

No Sabbath's heavenly light shall rise
;

No God accept your sinful prayer,

Nor Saviour call you to the skies.

4 While God invites, how blest the day !

How sweet the gospel's charming sound !

Come, sinners, haste, haste away,

While yet a pard'ning God is found !

1 Come, sacred Spirit, from above,

And fill the coldest heart with love
;

0, turn to flesh the flinty stone,

And let thy sovereign power be known.

2 Speak thou, and from the haughtiest eyes

Shall floods of pious sorrow rise
;

While all their glowing souls are borneD p
To seek that grace which now they scorn.

3 0, let a holy flock await,

In crowds around thy temple gate,

Each pressing on with zeal to be

A living sacrifice to Thee. doddridge.

1 How sweet to leave the world awhile,

And seek the presence of our Lord !

Dear Saviour, on thy people smile,

According to thy faithful word.

2 From busy scenes we now retreat,

That we may here converse on thee
;

Lord, behold us at thy feet

;

Let this the gate of heaven be.

3 " Chief of ten thousands," now appear,

That we, by faith, may view thy face
;

speak, that we thy voice may hear,

And let thy presence fill the place ! kelly.



WINDHAM. L. M.
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Broad is the road that leads to death, And thousands walk together there
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But wisdom shows a narrow path,With here and there a trav-el - ler.
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2 " Deny thyself and take thy cross,"

Is the Redeemer's great command :

Nature must count her gold but dross,

If she would gain this heavenly land.

3 The fearful soul that tires and faints,

And walks the ways of God no more,

Is but esteemed almost a saint,

And makes his own destruction sure.

4 Lord, let not all my hopes be vain
;

Create my heart entirely new

—

Which hypocrites could ne'er attain,

Which false apostates never knew. WATT?

1 Lord, what a thoughtless wretch was I,

To mourn and murmur and repine,

To see the wicked placed on high,

In pride and robes of honor shine !

2 But their end, their dreadful end !

Thy sanctuary taught me so :

On slippery rocks I see them stand,

And fiery billows roll below.

3 Their fancied joys how fast they flee !

Just like a dream when man awakes ;



HYMNS TO WINDHAM. 13

Their songs of softest harmony

Are but a prelude to their plagues.

Now I esteem their mirth and wine

Too dear to purchase with my blood

;

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine,

My life, my portion, and my God. watts.

1 Show pity, Lord ; Lord, forgive !

Let a repenting rebel live
;

Are not thy mercies large and free ?

May not a sinner trust in thee ?

2 My crimes, though great, do not surpass

The power and glory of thy grace :

Great God ! thy nature hath no bound
;

So let thy pardoning love be found.

3 0, wash my soul from every sin,

And make my guilty conscience clean !

Here, on my heart, the burden lies,

And past offences pain my eyes.

4 My lips with shame my sins confess,

Against thy law, against thy grace
;

Lord, should thy judgment look severe,

I am condemned, but thou art clear.

5 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,

"Whose hope, still hovering round thy word,

Would light on some sweet promise there,

Some sure support against despair.

1 Why should we start, and fear to die ?

—

What timorous worms we mortals are:

—

Death is the gate of endless joy,

And yet we dread to enter there.

2 Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as £pwny pillows are,

While on his- breast I lean my head,

And breajhe my life out sweetly there, watts.



14 HAMBURG. L. M.
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1. My gracious Lord, I own thy right To every service I can pay,
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And call it my su-preme de-light To hear thy dictates and o-bey
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2 What is my being but for thee

—

Its sure support, its noblest end ?

'Tis my delight thy face to see,

And serve the cause of such a Friend.

3 'Tis to my Saviour I would live

—

To him who for my ransom died
;

Nor could all worldly honor give

Such bliss as crowns me at his side.

4 His work my hoary age shall bless,

When youthful vigor is no more,

And my last hour of life confess

His saving love, his glorious power.

1 Return, wandering soul, return,

And seek an injured Father's face
;

Those warm desires that in thee burn

Were kindled by redeeming grace. ,

2 Return, wandering soul, return,

And seek a Father's melting heart

;

His pitying eyes thy grief discern,
1

His heavenly balm shall heal thy smart.



HYMNS TO HAMBURG. 15

3 Return, wandering soul, return
;

Thy dying Saviour bids thee live
;

Go view his bleeding side, and learn

How freely Jesus can forgive.

4 Return, wandering soul, return,

And wipe away the falling tear

;

'Tis God who says, "No longer mourn ;"

'Tis mercy's voice invites thee near.

1 Return, my roving heart, return,

And life's vain shadows chase no more
;

Seek out some solitude to mourn,

And thy forsaken God implore.

2 thou great God, whose piercing eye

Distinctly marks each deep retreat,

In these sequestered hours draw nigh,

And let me here thy presence meet.

3 Through all the windings of my heart,

My search let heavenly wisdom guide,

And still its radiant beams impart,

Till all be known and purified.

4 Then let the visits of thy love,

My inmost soul be made to share,

Till every grace combine to prove

That God has fixed his dwelling there.

Here, blessed God, behold a few

Who would observe thy holy Word
\

0, may we find thy promise true,

That they "shall live who seek the Lord !"

let our faith and joy abound,

While we approach thy mercy seat,

Since often have thy people found

An hour so spent divinely sweet.

While thus with thee we close the day,

To every waiting soul be near

;

And may we all have cause to say,

'Twas good for us to worship here !
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1. Glo - ry to thee, my God, this night, For all the blessings ofthe light
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Keep me, keep me, King of kings, Beneath the shadow of thy wings.
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2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,

The ill that I this day have done
;

That with the world, myself and thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little as my bed :

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

1 Our Helper, God, we bless his name,

Whose love forever is the same
;

The tokens of whose generous care,

Begin, and crown, and close, the year.

2 Amid ten thousand snares we stand,

Supported by his guardian hand
;

And see, when we review our ways,

Ten thousand monuments of praise.

3 Our grateful souls on Jordan's shore,

Shall raise one sacred pillar more,

Then bear, in his bright courts above,

Inscriptions of immortal love.



LOVING KINDNESS. L. 31.
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1. Awake, my soul, iD joyful lays, And siog thy great Redeemer's praise; He
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just-ly claims a song from me, "His lov-ing kindness, how free !
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Loy-irig kindness, lov-ing kindness, His lov-ing kindness, how free!
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2 He saw me ruined by the fall,

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all

;

He saved me from my lost estate :

His loving kindness, 0, how great !

3 I often feel my sinful heart

Prone from my Saviour to depart

;

But though I oft have him forgot,

His loving kindness changes not.

4 Soon shall I pass this gloomy vale
;

Soon all my mortal powers must fail

;

0, may my last, expiring breath

His loving kindness sing in death.

5 Then let me mount and soar away
To the bright world of endless day,

And sing, with rapture and surprise,

His loving kindness in the skies. medley.
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3=F Ĵi&E

1. All hail the pow'r ofJesus' name ! Let angels prostrate fall ; Bring
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forth the roy-al di - a-dem, And crown him Lord^ of all.
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2 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,

A remnant weak and small,

Hail him who saves you by his grace,

And crown him Lord of all.

3 Ye Gentile sinners, ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall

;

Go, spread your trophies at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all.

4 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

5 that with yonder sacred throng,

W<> at his feet may fall !

We'll join the everlasting song,

And crown him Lord of all.



CROSS AND CROWN. C. M. 19
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1. Must Je-sus bear the cross a-lone, And all the world go free?

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'll bear

Till death shall set me free,

And then go home my crown to wear,

—

For there's a crown for me.

1 Am I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb ?

And shall I fear to own his cause,

Or blush to speak his name ?

Must I be carried to the skies

On flowery beds of ease,

While others fought to win the prize,

And sailed through bloody seas ?

Are there no foes for me to face V

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,

To help me on to God ?

Sure I must fight if I would reign
;

Increase my courage, Lord
;

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by thy word. WATTS.



20 WINDSOR. C. M.
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Why are my thoughts no more by day With thee, no more by night ?
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1 Why is my heart so far from thee,

My God, my chief delight ?

Why are my thoughts no more by day

With thee, no more by night?

2 Why should my foolish passion rove ?

Where can such sweetness be,

As I have tasted in thy love,

As I have found in thee ?

3 When my forgetful soul renews

The savor of thy grace,

My heart presumes I cannot lose

The relish all my days.

4 But ere one fleeting hour is past,

The flattering world employs

Some sensual bait to seize my taste,

And to pollute my joys.

5 Then I repent, and vex my soul

That T should leave thee so :

Where will those wild affections roll

That let a Saviour £0 ? WATTS.



WOODSTOCK. C. M. 21
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And spend the hours of settiDg day In hum-ble, grate-ful prayer.
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1 I love to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care

;

And spend the hours of setting day
In humble, grateful prayer.

2 I love in solitude to shed

The penitential tear
;

And all his promises to plead,

Where none but God can hear.

3 I love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore :

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On him whom I adore.

4 I love by faith to take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven

;

The prospect doth my strength renew,
While here by tempests driven.

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

May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day. mrs. brown.



22 ROCHESTER. C. M.
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1 God ! my supporter and my hope,

My help forever near,

Thine arm of mercy held me up
When sinking in despair.

2 Thy counsels, Lord, shall guide my feet

Through this dark wilderness :

Thy hand conduct me near Thy seat,

To dwell before Thy face.

3 "Were I in heaven without my God,
'T would be no joy to me

;

And while this earth is my abode,

I long for none but Thee.

4 What if the springs of life were broke,

And flesh and heart should faint ?

God is my soul's eternal rock,

The strength of every saint.

5 But to draw near to thee, my God !

Shall be my sweet employ :

My tongue shall sound thy works abroad,

And tell the world my joy. watts.



DEDHAM. C. M.

Applied to cleanse my soul from gnilt, And bring me home to God.
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1 Sweet was the time when first I felt

The Saviour's pardoning blood

Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt,

And bring me home to God.

2 Soon as the morn the light revealed,

His praises tuned my tongue
;

And when the evening shades prevailed,

His love was all my song.

3 In prayer my soul drew near the Lord,

And saw his glory shine
;

And when I read his holy word,

I called each promise mine.

4 But now, when evening shade prevails,

My soul in darkness mourns
;

And when the morn the light reveals,

No light to me returns.

5 Rise, Lord, and help me to prevail

;

0, make my soul thy care :

I know thy mercy cannot fail

;

Let me that mercy share. NEWTON



MOUNT PISGAH. C. M
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1. When I can read my ti - tie clear To mansions in the skies,..
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I hid farewell to eve - ry fear, And wipe my weeping eyes
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And wipe my weeping eves, . . And wipe my weeping eyes,
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I bid farewell to eve-ry fear, And wipe my weep-ing eyes.
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2 Should earth against my soul engage,

And hellish darts he hurled,

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come,

And storms of sorrow fall

;

May I hut safely reach my home,

My God, my heaven, my all :

—



HYMNS TO MOUNT PISGAH. 25

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast. watts.

1 Ox Jordan's stormy banks I stand,

And cast a wishful eye

To Canaan's fair and happy land,

Where my possessions lie.

2 the transporting, rapturous scene,

That rises to my sight !

—

Sweet fields, arrayed in living 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.

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 delight, my raptured soul

Would here no longer stay

;

Though Jordan's waves around me roll,

I'd fearless launch away. s. stexnet.

Come, let us lift our joyful eyes

Up to the courts above,

And smile to see our Father there,

Upon a throne of love.

The peaceful gates of heavenly bliss

Are opened by the Son
;

High let us raise our notes of praise,

And reach th 'almighty throne.

To thee ten thousand thanks we bring,

Great Advocate on high,

And glory to th' eternal King,

Who lays his anger by. watts.



HARMONY GROVE.

2 There everlasting spring abides,

And never-withering flowers
;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides

This heavenly land from ours.

3 Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood,

Stand dressed in living green
;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

"While Jordan rolled between.

4 But tim'rous mortals start and shrink

To cross this narrow sea
;

And linger, shivering on the brink,

And fear to launch away.

5 Oh ! could we make our doubts remove,

—

Those gloomy doubts that rise,

—

And see the Canaan that we love,

With unbeclouded eyes ;

—

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er,

—

Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood

Should fright us from the shore.
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1. Why do we mourn de-part-ing friends, Or shake at death's a-larms?
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2 Are we not tending upward, too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor would we wish the hours more slow,

To keep us from our Love.

3 Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb ?

There the dear flesh of Jesus lay,

And left a long perfume.

4 The graves of all his saints he blest,

And softened every bed :

Where should the dying members rest,

But with their dying Head ?

5 Thence he arose, ascending high,

And showed our feet the way
;

Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly

At the great rising day.

6 Then let the last loud trumpet sound,
And bid our kindred rise :

Awake, ye nations under ground
;

Ye saints, ascend the skies. WATTS.
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2 A cloud of witnesses around

Hold thee in full survey
;

Forget the steps already trod,

And onward urge thy way.

3 'T is God's all-animating voice

That calls thee from on high
;

'T is His own hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring eye.

4 Blest Saviour, introduced by Thee,

Have I my race begun
;

And, crowned with victory, at Thy feet

I'll lay my honors down. doddridge.
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1. Once more, my soul, the ris-ing day Salutes my wak-ing eyes :
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Him who rnles the skies.

'Tis he supports my mortal frame :

My tongue shall speak his praise
;

My sins would rouse his wrath to flame,

And yet his wrath delays.

Great God, let all my hours be thine,

While I enjoy the light

;

Then shall my sun in smiles decline,

And bring a peaceful night.

1 Come, Lord, in mercy come again,

With thy converting power
;

The fields of Zion thirst for rain,

send a gracious shower.

2 Dear Saviour, come with quick'ning power,

Thy mourning people cry
;

Salvation bring in mercy's hour,

Nor let the sinner die.

3 Once more let converts throng thy house,

And shouts of victory raise
;

Then shall our griefs be turned to joy,

And sighs, to songs of praise.
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1 Come, let us join our cheerful songs With angels round the throne
;
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2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry,
1 'To be exalted thus ;"

" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply,

" For he was slain for us."

3 Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine
;

And blessings more than we can give,

Be, Lord, forever thine.

1 for a thousand tongues to sing

My dear Redeemer's praise,

—

The glories of my God and King
The triumphs of his grace !

2 Jesus ! the name that calms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease
;

'T is music in the sinner's ears
;

'T is life, and health, and peace.

3 He breaks the power of reigning sin
;

He sets the prisoner free
;

His blood can make the foulest clean
;

His blood availed for me. C. WESLEY.
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1. That aw - ful day will surely come, Tlrappointed hour makes haste,
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Thou lovely Chief of all my joys,

Thou Sovereign of my heart,

How could I bear to hear thy voice

Pronounce the word—Depart

!

Jesus, I throw my arms around,

And hang upon thy breast,

Without a gracious smile from Thee,

My spirit cannot rest.

Oh ! tell me that my worthless name
Is graven on Thy hands

;

Show me some promise in thy book,

Where my salvation stands. WATTS,

1 How oft, alas ! this wretched heart

Has wandered from the Lord !

How oft my roving thoughts depart,

Forgetful of his word.

2 Yet sovereign mercy calls, " Return;"
Dear Lord, and may I come ?

My vile ingratitude I mourn
;

0, take the wanderer home !

3 Thy pardoning love, so sweet, so free,

Dear Saviour, I adore
;

keep me at thy sacred feet,

And let me rove no more. Steele.
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2 No mortal can with Him compare,

Among the sons of men
;

Fairer is He than all the fair

Who fill the heavenly train.

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress,

And 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,

And saves me from the grave.

5 Since from His bounty I receive

Such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,

Lord ! they should all be thine. s. stennet.
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2 While all our hearts and all our songs,

Join to admire the feast,

Each of us cry, with thankful tongues,
" Lord, why was I a guest ?

3 " Why was I made to hear thy voice,

And enter while there's room,

When thousands make a wretched choice,

And rather starve than come ?"

4 'T was the same love that spread the feast

That sweetly forced us in
;

Else we had still refused to taste,

And perished in our sin.

5 Pity the nations, our God
;

Constrain the earth to come

;

Send thy victorious word abroad,

And bring the strangers home.

6 We long to see thy churches full,

That all the chosen race

May, with one voice, and heart, and soul,

Sing thy redeming grace. WATT3.
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1. How did my heart rejoice to hear My friends de-vout - ly say,-

J J I i i J 11 1 1 i 1 I I

i=±E=tE=±: pz^

i
riiiiiiifiiiif

$i

u In Zi - on let us all ap-pear, And keep the sol-emn day."

j i j \111 , ,
,i

4

j

#—

*

^
?

;

2 I love ber gates, I love the road

;

The church, adorned with grace,

Stands like a palace built for God,

To show his milder face.

3 Up to her courts, with joys unknown,

The holy tribes repair
;

The Son of David holds his throne,

And sits in judgment there.

4 He hears our praises and complaints
;

And, while his awful voice

Divides the sinners from the saints,

We tremble and rejoice.

5 Peace be within this sacred place,

And joy a constant guest !

With holy gifts and heavenly grace,

Be her attendants blest

!

6 My soul shall pray for Zion still,

While life or breath remains
;

Here my best friends, my kindred, dwell,

Here God, my Saviour, reigns. watts.
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A light to shine up - on the road That leads me to the Lamb
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2 Where is the blessedness I knew,

When first I saw the Lord ?

Where is the soul-refreshing view

Of Jesus and his word ?

3 What peaceful hours I then enjoyed !

How sweet their memory still

!

But they have left an aching void

The world can never fill.

4 Return, Holy Dove, return,

Sweet messenger of rest

:

I hate the sins that made thee mourn,

And drove thee from my breast.

5 The dearest idol I have known,

Whate'er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,

And worship only thee.

6 So shall my walk be close with God,

Calm and serene my frame
;

So purer light shall mark the road

That leads me to the Lamb. cowper.
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1 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all thy quick'ning powers

;

Kindle a flame of sacred love

In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look, how we grovel here below,

Fond of these trifling toys
;

Our souls can neither fly nor go,

To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal songs,

In vain we strive to rise ;
•

Hosannas languish on our tongues,

And our devotion dies.

4 Dear Lord ! and shall we ever live

At this poor dying rate ?

Our love so faint, so cold to thee,

And thine to us so great ?

5 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all thy quick'ning powers

;

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love,

And that shall kindle ours. WATTS.
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1

' JJM-Add:
2s±^-,

XJLAJL

=t= m F&-

m ^3 -1—1- Me^
TTt 7T

Nothing has half thy work to do. Yet
Noth-ing has half thy

^S 4=t —
Nothing has half thy work to do, Nothing has half thy

i 3fe*Z

kft
7 1 j J lgl

work to do,
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work do, Yet noth - ing's half so dull.

2 We, for whom God the Son, came down
And labored for our good

—

How careless to secure that crown

He purchased with his blood !

3 Lord, shall we lie so sluggish still,

And never act our parts ?

Come, holy Dove, from th' heavenly hill,

And melt our frozen hearts.

4 Give us with active zeal to move,

With vigorous souls to rise
;

With hands of faith, and wings of love,

To fly and take the prize.
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1. My God, the spring of all my joys, The life of my delights,

1 My God, the spring of all my joys,

The life of my delights
;

The glory of my brightest days,

And comfort of my nights.

2 In darkest shades, if he appear,

My dawning is begun
;

He is my soul's bright morning-star,

And he my rising sun.

3 The opening heavens around me shine

With beams of sacred bliss,

While Jesus shows his love is mine,

And whispers I am his.

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay,

At that transporting word,

And run with joy the shining way,

To meet my gracious Lord.

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death,

I'd break through every foe
;

The wings of love and arms of faith

Should bear me conqueror through, watts.
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1 Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed ?

And did my Sovereign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head

For such a worm as I ?

2 Was it for crimes that I had done

He groaned upon the tree ?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

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 eyes 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. WATT3*
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2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,

At hell's dark door we lay
\

But we arise, by grace divine,

To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation ! let the echo fly

The spacious earth around,

While all the armies of the sky

Conspire to raise the sound.

1 Let every mortal ear attend,

And every heart rejoice
;

The trumpet of the gospel sounds

With an inviting voice.

2 Ho ! all ye hungry, starving souls,

That feed upon the wind,

And vainly strive with earthly toys

To fill an empty mind,

—

WATTS.
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3 Eternal Wisdom has prepared

A soul-reviving feast,

And bids your longing appetites

The rich provision taste.

4 Ho ! ye that pant for living streams,

And pine away and die,

—

Here you may quench your raging thirst

With springs that never dry. watts.

TO-DAY THE SAVIOUR CALLS. 6s & 4s.
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1. To - day the Sa-viour calls! Ye wanderers come!
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2 To-day the Saviour calls !

Oh ! listen now :

Within these sacred walls

To Jesus bow.

3 To-day the Saviour calls !

For refuge fly
;

The storm of vengeance falls

;

Ruin is nigh.

4 The Spirit calls to-day !

Yield to his power :

Oh ! grieve him not away
;

'T is mercy's hour.
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Yes, thou art precious to my soul,

My transport and my trust

:

Jewels to thee are gaudy toys,

And gold is sordid dust.

All my capacious powers can wish,

In thee doth richly meet

;

Nor to my eyes is light so dear.

Nor friendship half so sweet.

I'll speak the honors of thy name,

With my last laboring breath
;

And dying, clasp thee in my arms,

The antidote of death.

Happy the heart where graces reign,

Where love inspires the breast

:

Love is the brightest of the train,

And strengthens all the rest.

'T is love that makes our cheerful feet

In swift obedience move
;

The devils know, and tremble too
;

But they can never love.

This is the grace that lives and sings

When faith jiikI hope shall cease

;

'Tis this shall strike our joyful strings

Tn brightest realms of bliss. watts.
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1 The day is past and gone,

The evening shades appear
;

may we all remember well,

The night of death draws near !

%Z We lay our garments by,

Upon our beds to rest

;

So death will soon disrobe us all

Of what we here possess.

3 Lord, keep us safe this night,

Secure from all our fears
;

May angels guard us while we sleep,

Till morning light appears.

4 And if we early rise,

And view th' unwearied sun,

May we set out to win the prize,

And after glory run.

5 And when our days are past,

And we from time remove,

may we in thy bosom rest,

—

The bosom of thy love ! leland.
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Come, worship at his throne

;

Come, bow before the Lord
;

"We are his work, and not our own ;

He formed us by his word.

To-day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod
;

Come, like the people of his choice,

And own your gracious God. WATTS.

1 Grace ! 'tis a charming sound
;

Harmonious to the ear
;

Heaven with the echo shall resound,

And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contrived the way
To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace led my roving feet

To tread the heavenly road
;

And new supplies each hour I meet,

While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall crown,

Through everlasting days
;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,

And well deserves the praise. doddridge.
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2 To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfil,

—

Oh ! may it all my powers engage

To do my Master's will.

3 Arm me with jealous care,

As in thy sight to live

;

And oh ! thy servant, Lord, prepare

A strict account to give !

4 Help me to watch and pray,

And on thy grace rely
;

0, let me ne'er my trust betray,

But faithful live and die. wesley.

1 Did Christ o'er sinners weep,

And shall our cheeks be dry ?

Let floods of penitential grief

Burst forth from every eye.

2 The Son of God in tears

The wondering angels see ;

Be thou astonished, my soul

;

He shed those tears for thee.

3 He wept that we might weep
;

Each sin demands a tear :

In heaven alone no sin is found,

And there's no weeping there. BEDD0ME.
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1. Come, we that love the Lord, And let our joys be known

;
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2 The sorrows of the mind
Be banished from the place

;

Religion never was designed

To make our pleasures less.

3 Let those refuse to sing,

Who never knew our God
;

But children of the heavenly King

May speak their joys abroad,

4 The men of grace have found

Glory begun below
;

Celestial fruits on earthly ground,

From faith and hope may grow.

5 The bill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

6 Then let our songs abound,

And every tear be dry
;

We're marching through Immanuel's ground

To fairer worlds on high.
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Ye sinners ! fear the Lord,

While yet 'tis called to-day
;

Soon will the awful voice of death

Command your souls away.

Soon will the harvest close,

The summer soon be o'er
;

sinners ! then your injured God
Will heed your cries no more.

1 And canst thou, sinner, slight

The call of love divine ?

Shall God with tenderness invite

And gain no thought of thine ?

2 Wilt thou not cease to grieve

The Spirit from thy breast,

Till he thy wretched soul shall leave

With all thy sins oppressed ?

3 To-day, a pard'ning God
Will hear the suppliant pray

;

To-day, a Saviour's cleansing blood

Will wash thy guilt away.

4 But grace, so dearly bought,

If yet thou wilt despise,

Thy fearful doom, with sorrow fraught,

Will fill thee with surprise.



48 LITTLE MARLBOROUGH. S. M.
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If he con-tend in righteous-ness, We fall be
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neath his rod.
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If he our ways should mark
With strict, inquiring eyes,

Could we for one of thousand faults

A just excuse devise ?

All-seeing, powerful God,

Who can with thee contend ?

Or who that tries th' unequal strife

Shall prosper in the end ?

Ah, how shall guilty man
Contend with such a God ?

None, none can meet him, and escape,

But through the Saviour's blood.

When we in darkness walk,

Nor feel the heavenly flame
;

Then is the time to trust our God,

And rest upon his name.

Soon shall our doubts and fears

Subside at his control

;

His loving kindness shall break through

The midnight of the soul.

Blest is the man, God,

That stays himself on thee !

Who wait for thy salvation, Lord,

Fball t*iy salvation see.
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Lord our God,
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The cause of truth main-tain,

\¥^

rise
;

-C * J. 2.

m m

&ZJE1

I I I I

Extend her ble
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And wide o'er all the peo-pled world Extend her blessed reign.
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'1 Thou Prince of life, arise,

Nor let Thy glory cease
;

Far spread the conquests of Thy grace,

And bless the earth with peace.

3 Holy Spirit, rise,

Expand Thy heavenly wing,

And o'er a dark and ruined world

Let light and order spring.

1 'Tis God, the Spirit, leads

In paths before unknown
;

The work to be performed is ours,

The strength is all His own.

2 Assisted by His grace,

AVe still pur.-ue our way
And hope, at last, to reach the prize,

Secure in endless day.

3 'Tis He that works to will,

'Tis He that works to do
;

His is the power by which we act

;

His be the glory, too.

7



50 BADEA. S. M.
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1. Come, IIo - ly Spir - it, Come, Let thy bright beams a - rise :
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Dis-pel the sorrow from our minds, The darkness from our eyes
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2 Revive our drooping faith,

Our doubts and fears remove
;

And kindle in our breasts the flame

Of never-dying love.

3 'Tis thine to cleanse the heart,

To sanctify the soul,

To pour fresh life in every part,

And new-create the whole.

4 Dwell, Spirit, in our hearts

;

Our minds from bondage free
;

Then shall we know, and praise, and love,

The Father, Son, and thee.

1 How charming is the place

Where my Redeemer, God,

Unveils the beauties of his face

And sheds his love abroad !

2 Here, on the mercy-seat,

With radiant glory crowned,

Our joj'ful eyes behold him sit,

And smile on all around.

3 Give me, Lord, a place

Within thy blest abode,

Among the children of thy grace

The servants of my God.
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1. To God, in
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my heart and voice
;
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I trust, lift

i

Thy mercies and thy love,

Lord, recall to mind

;

And graciously continue still,

As thou wert ever, kind.

His mercy, and his truth

The righteous Lord displays,

In bringing wandering sinners home,

And teaching them his ways.

1 Jesus, who knows full well

The heart of every saint,

Invites us all our griefs to tell,

To pray, and never faint.

2 He bows his gracious ear

—

We never plead in vain
;

• Then let us wait till he appears,

And pray, and pray again.

8 Jesus the Lord will hear

His chosen when they cry

;

Yes, though he may awhile forbear,

He'll help them from on high.

4 Then let us earnest be,

And never faint in prayer

;

He loves our importunity,

And makes our cause his care. newtom



OLMUTZ. S. M.

1. Your harps, ye trembling saints ! Down from the wil-lows take

:
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Loud to the praise of love di-vine, Bid eve-ry string a-wake
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Though in a foreign land,

We are not far from home
;

And nearer to our house above,

We every moment come.

His grace will, to the end,

Stronger and brighter shine :

Nor present things—nor things to come

Shall quench this spark divine.

1 I love thy kingdom, Lord,

The house of thine abode,

The church our blest Redeemer saved

With his own precious blood.

2 I love thy church, God :

Her walls before thee stand,

Dear as the apple of thine eye,

And graven on thy hand.

3 For her my tears shall fall

;

For her my prayers ascend
;

To her my cares and toils be given,

Till toils and cares shall end.

4 Beyond my highest joy,

I prize her heavenly ways,

Her sweet communion, solemn vows,

Her hymns of love and praise.



HYMNS TO OLMUTZ. S. M. 53

5 Jesus, thou Friend divine,

Our Saviour and our King,

Thy hand, from every snare and foe

Shall great deliverance bring.

6 Sure as thy truth shall last,

To Zion shall be given

The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven. dwight.

1 God of sovereign grace,

We bow before thy throne,

And plead for all the human race

The merits of thy Son.

2 Spread through the earth, Lord,

The knowledge of thy ways
;

And let all lands with joy record

The great Redeemer's praise.

1 Lord ! thy work revive

In Zion's gloomy hour
;

And make our feeble graces thrive,

By thy restoring power.

2 let thy chosen few

Awake to earnest prayer !

Their solemn vows again renew,

And walk in filial fear.

3 Thy Spirit then will speak,

Through lips of humble clay,

Till hearts of adamant shall break,

—

Till rebels shall obey.

4 Now lend thy gracious ear,

Now listen to our cry
;

come, and bring salvation near !

—

Our souls on thee rely. Hastings.



54 SHIRLAND. S M.

1. Dear Saviour, we are thine By ev - er - last - ing bands
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1 Dear Saviour, we are thine

By everlasting bands
;

Our hearts, our souls, we would resign

Entirely to thy hands.

2 To thee we still would cleave

With ever-sTOwing zeal
;

If millions tempt us Christ to leave,

0, let them ne'er prevail.

3 Thy Spirit shall unite

Our souls to thee, our Head
;

Shall form us to thy image bright,

And teach thy paths to tread.

4 Death may our souls divide

From these abodes of clay
;

But love shall keep us near thy side,

Through all the gloomy way.

5 Since Christ and we are one,

Why should we doubt or fear ?

If he in heaven hath fixed his throne,

He'll fix his members there. doddridge.



HERBERT. C. H

Sweet Rose ! in air whose odors wave,

And color charms the eye
;

Thy root is even in the ground,

And thou, alas must die.

3 Sweet Spring ! of days and roses made,

Whose charms for beauty vie,

Thy days depart, thy roses fade,

Thou too, alas ! must die,

4 Only a sweet and holy soul

Hath tints that never fly :

While flow'rs decay, and seasons roll,

It lives, and cannot die. HERBERT.
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1. A - rise, my soul, a - rise ; Shake off thy guil - ty fears

;

PPM
i i J*

2-s
Lr 1

i LjSj
ir^fc

The bleed-ing sac - ri - fice

d. J J. J J |

SEE >—T—
1 L j L^_

In my be - half ap-pears
;

A ± J. A-

a—i—i—

U

Be-fore the throne my sure-ty stands, Be-
Be - fore the throne my

by;±fr
—

#

#-
—

1

i

*-,
0. «

-i 1—

r
5¥ J

1

4

±

i

* -

— i

—
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fore the throne my surety stands, My name is written on his hands,

surety stands, My name is writ - ten on his hands.
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2 The bleeding wounds he bears,

Received on Calvary,

Now pour effectual prayers,

And strongly Bpeak tor me
;

11 Forgive him, forgive," they cry,

" Nor let that ransomed .sinner die."
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3 The Father hears him pray,

The Dear Anointed One ;

—

He cannot turn away

The pleading of his Son
;

His Spirit answers to the blood,

And tells me I am born of God.

4 To God I'm reconciled
;

His pardoning voice I hear
;

He owns me for his child

;

I can no longer fear :

With filial trust I now draw nigh,

And " Father, Abba Father," cry. wesley.

1 Blow ye the trumpet, blow,

The gladly-solemn sound
;

Let all the nations know,

To earth's remotest bound,

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Exalt the Lamb of God,
The sin-atoning Lamb

;

Redemption by his blood,

Through all the lands, proclaim :

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3 The gospel trumpet hear,

The news of pardoning grace :

Ye happy souls, draw near
;

Behold your Saviour's face :

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

4 Jesus, our great High Priest,

Has full atonement made
;

Ye weary spirits, rest

;

Ye mourning souls, be glad :

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home, toplady.
8



58 "THE SHINING SHORE." 8s & 7s.

Geo. F. Root. From "Sab. Bell," by permission.
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1. My days are gliding swift-ly by, And I, a pilgrim stranger,

2. We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear, Our distant home discerning

;

3. Should coming days be cold and dark. We need not cease our singing
;

4. Let sorrow's rudest tempests blow, Each chord on earth to sey-er,
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Would not de-tain them as they fly ! Those hours of toil and dan-ger

—

Our ab-sent Lord has left us word, Let eve - ry lamp be burn-ing

—

That perfect rest nought can molest, Where golden harps are ring-ing

—

Our King says, come, and there's our home Forever, oh ! for - ev - er !
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For oh! we stand on Jordan's strand, Our friends are passing o-ver,
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And just be-fore the shining shore We may almost dis-cov-er.

LQiftJ ^ If i» -F— /* ^ PI Til



'LOVEST THOU ME:" 7s. 59
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1. Hark ! my soul, it is the Lord ! 'Tis thy Saviour ; hear His word !
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Je - sus speaks, and speaks to thee,
I !
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' Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me?"
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2 " I delivered thee when bound,

And when bleeding, healed thy wound,
Sought thee wandering, set thee right

;

Turned thy darkness into light.

3 " Can a woman's tender care

Cease toward the child she bare ?

Yes, she may forgetful be,

Yet will I remember thee.

4 " Mine is an unchanging love,

Higher than the heights above,

Deeper than the depths beneath,

Free and faithful, strong as death.

5 " Thou shalt see my glory soon
;

When thy work of faith is done,

Partner of my throne shalt be :

•Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me ?"

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint,

That my love is still so faint,

Yet I love thee, and adore

—

for grace to love thee more. cowper.
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{ Then my Saviour was my song, Then my soul was filled with love
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Those were happy, golden days, Sweetly spent in prayer and praise

> ' I l
I

-
-i I li> ^J3d

Once I thought my mountain strong,

Firmly fixed no more to move
;

Then my Saviour was my song,

Then my soul was filled with love
;

Those were happy, golden days,

Sweetly spent in prayer and praise.

Little then myself I knew,

Little thought of Satan's power

;

Now I feel my sins anew
;

Now I feel the stormy hour !

Sin has put my joys to flight

;

Sin has turned my day to night.

Saviour, shine and cheer my soul,

Bid my dying hopes revive
;

Make mj wounded spirit whole,

Far away the tempter drive
;

Speak the word and set me free,

Let me live alone to thee. newton.



WILL YOU GO ? 8s & 3s. Vam mqodi. 61
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2 ( We're trav'ling home to heav'n above .Will you go? will you go?)
( To sing the Saviour's dying love, Will you go ? will you go? j

D. c. And millions now are on the road, Will you go ? will you go ?
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2 We're going to see the bleeding Lamb,
Will you go ?

In rapturous strains to praise His name,

Will you go ?

The crown of life we there shall wear,

The conqueror's palms our hands shall bear,

And all the joys of heaven we'll share,

Will you go ?

3 Ye weary, heavy-laden, come,

Will you go ?

In the blest house there still is room,

Will you go ?

The Lord is waiting to receive,

If thou wilt on Him now believe,

He'll give thy troubled conscience ease,

Come, believe.

4 The way to heaven is straight and plain,

Will you go ?

Repent, believe, be born again,

Will you go ?

The Saviour cries aloud to thee,

" Take up thy cross and follow Me,

And thou shalt My salvation see,

Come to Me."



62 MOUNT CALVARY. 7s.
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1. Hearts of stone, re - lent, re - lent, Break, by Je - sus' blood subdued
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See his bo - dy mangled, rent, Covered with a gore of blood.
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Sin-ful soul ! what hast thou done? Cru-ci - tied th' e - ter-nal Son !
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2 Yes, thy sins have done the deed,

Driven the nails that fixed him there
;

Crowned with thorns his sacred head,

Pierced him with a bloody spear,

Made his soul a sacrifice,

—

For a sinful world, he dies.

Will you let him die in vain,

Still to death pursue your Lord ?

Open all his wounds again,

Trample on his precious blood ?

" No ! with all my sins I'll part,

Saviour, take my broken heart."
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1. Children of the heavenly King, As ye journey, sweetly sing
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Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, Glorious in his works and ways
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Ye are travelling home to God,

In the way the fathers trod
;

They are happy now—and ye

Soon their happiness shall see.

Shout, ye little flock, and blest

;

You on Jesus' throne shall rest

:

There your seat is now prepared

—

There your kingdom and reward.

Lord, submissive make us go,

Gladly leaving all below
;

Only Thou our leader be,

And we still will follow Thee. CENNICK.

1 Lord ! I can not let Thee go,

Till a blessing Thou bestow
;

Do not turn away Thy face,

Mine's an urgent, pressing case.

2 Thou hast helped in every need

—

This emboldens me to plead

;

After so much mercy past,

Canst Thou let me sink at last ?

3 No—I must maintain my hold
;

'Tis Thy goodness makes me bold

;

I can no denial take,

Since I plead for Jesus' sake. newton.



64 PLEADING SAVIOUR. 8s & 7s.
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( Now the Saviour stands a pleading At the sinner's bolted heart ; )

( Now in heav'n he's in-ter-ced - ing, Taking there the sinner's part : j

Once He died thro' your behaviour, Now he calls you by His charms.
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Sinner ! can you hate this Saviour ? Will you thrust himfrom your arms ?

2 Sinner ! hear your God and Saviour,

Hear His gracious voice to-day,

Turn from all your vain behavior,

repent, return and pray !

3 be wise before you languish

On the bed of dying strife
;

Endless joy, or endless anguish,

Turn upon the events of life.

4 Now He's waiting to be gracious,

Now He stands and looks on thee :

See what kindness, love, and pity,

Shine around on you and me.

5 Come, for all things now are ready,

Yet there's room for many more :

ye blind, ye lame and needy,

Come to wisdom's boundless store ! LELAND.
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1 Sweet land of rest ! for thee I sigh :

When will the moment come,

When I shall lay my armor by,

And dwell with Christ at home.

2 No tranquil joys on earth I know

—

Xo peaceful sheltering dome :

This world's a wilderness of woe

—

This world is not my home.

3 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest

;

He bade me cease to roam,

But fly for succor to his breast,

And he'd conduct me home.

4 Weary of wandering round and round
This vale of sin and gloom,

I long to leave the unhallowed ground,

And dwell with Christ at home. ANON,
9



66 COME, YE SINNERS." 8s, 7s & 4s.
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2 ( Come, y« sin-ners, poor and needy.Weak and wounded, sick and sore; ]

'

( Je - 8us rea - dy stands to save you. Full of pi-ty, love and pow'r.
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Come ye thirsty, come and welcome
;

God's free bounty glorify :

True belief and true repentance,

Every grace that brings us nigh

—

Without money,

Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

Come, ye weary, heavy laden,

Lost and ruined by the fall

;

If you tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all :

Not the righteous

—

Sinners, Jesus came to call.

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 rising beam.

Agonizing in the garden,

Lo ! your Maker prostrate lies !

On the bloody tree behold him
;

Hear him cry before he dies,

'
' It is finished :"

Sinners, will not this suffice ?



8s & 7s. 67

6 Lo ! the incarnate God ascended,

Pleads the merit of bis blood
;

Venture on him, venture wholly,

Let no other trust intrude :

None but Jesus

Can do helpless sinners good. HART.

COME. 3s & Gs.

Geo. F. Root. " From Sab. Bell," by permission.
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1. Sin - ner. come, 'Mid thy gloom, All thy guilt con - fess - ing
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Trembling now, Con-trite bow. Take the of - fered blessing.
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2 Sinner come, ere thy doom

Shall be sealed forever
;

Now return, grieve and mourn,
Flee to Christ, the Saviour.

3 Sinner come, to thy home,
High in heaven gleaming

;

To the sky, lift thine eye,

With true sorrow streaming.o

4 Sinner ! haste, time fleets fast,

And the grave is yawning

;

Win renown, seize the crown,

Eternity is dawning.

?H£m



68

9ttTW

BARTIMEUS. 8s & 7s.

z±
12=fi=$Z-lZZ

g-**

—

-&-?-&-
I

I
I

I ['III
Mer - cy, thou Son of David !" Thus blind Bar-ti - me-us pray'd:
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2 Many for his crying chid him,

But he called the louder still
;

Till the gracious Saviour bid him

—

" Come, and ask me what you will."

3 Money was not what he wanted,

Though by begging used to live
;

But he asked, and Jesus granted

Alms which none but He could give.

4 " Lord, remove this grievous blindness,

Let my eyes behold the day !"

Straight he saw, and, won by kindness,

Followed Jesus in the way. •

5 Oh ! methinks I hear him praising,

Publishing to all around :

" Friends, is not my case amazing ?

What a Saviour I have found !

6 " Oh ! that all the blind but knew Him,
And would be advised by me !

Surely they would hasten to him,

He would cause them all to see.' ' newton
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1. Ah, guil-ty sin-ner, ruined by trangression, What shall thy
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2 Oft bas He called thee, but thou wouldst not hear Him,
Mercies and judgments have alike been slighted

;

Yet He is gracious, and with arms unfolded,

Waits to embrace thee.

3 Come, then, poor sinner, come away this moment,
Just as you are, come, filthy and polluted,

Come to the fountain open for uncleanness
;

Jesus invites you.

4 But, if }tju trifle with His gracious message,

Cleave to the world and love its guilty pleasures,

Mercy, grown weary, shall in righteous judgment
Quit you for ever.

5 Oh ! guilty sinner, hear the voice of warning

,

Fly to the Saviour, and embrace His pardon

;

So shall your spirit meet, with joy triumphant,
Death and the judgment.
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Spiritual Songs.
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1. Drooping souls, no longer mourn, Je-sus still is precious;
D. c. Drooping souls, ye need not die, Go to Him and
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;
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Je-sus now is passing by, Calling wand'rers near Him
;
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He has pardons, full and free,

Drooping souls to gladden
;

Still He cries—" Come unto me,

Weary, heavy laden."

Though your sins like mountains high,

Rise, and reach to heaven,

Soon as you on Him rely,

All shall be forgiven.

Precious is the Saviour's name,

Dear to all that love Him
;

He to save the dying came
;

Go to Him and prove Him.
Wand'ring Binners, now return

;

Contrite souls, believe Him !

Jesus calls you, cease to mourn
;

Worship Him ; receive Him.
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•, ( Ye dy - ing sons of men, Im-mersed in sin and woe,
]
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arms there yet is room, In mer-cy's arms there yet is room
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2 No longer now delay,

Nor vain excuses frame,

Christ bids you come to-day,

The poor, and blind, and lame :

All things are ready, sinners, come
;

In mercy's arms there yet is room.

3 Compelled by bleeding love,

Ye wand 'ring souls, draw near
;

He calls you from above,

His melting accents hear :

0, whosoever will, may come
;

In mercy's arms there yet is room. BODEN.



h
NEWTON. 8s.

I
|> / K >

I
How tedious and tasteless the hours When Je -sus no longer I see ! )

Sweet j.ro^peets.sweet bird>,aud sweet fiow"rs. Have all lost their sweetness J

D. c. But when I am happy in him, December's as pleasant as May. [to me;
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The midsummer's sun shines but dim, The fields strive in vain to lock gay
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His name yields the richest perfume,

And sweeter than music his voice
;

His presence disperses my gloom,

And makes all within me rejoice
;

I should, were he always thus nigh,

Have nothing to wish or to fear

;

No mortal so happy as I,

—

My summer would last all the year.

Content with beholding his face,

My all to his pleasure resign'd,

No changes of season or place

Would make any change in my mind

:

While blest with a sense of his love,

A palace a toy would appear
;

And prisons would palaces prove,

If Jesus would dwell with me there.

Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine,

If thou art my sun and my song,

Say, why do I languish and pine V

And why are my winters so long V

drive these dark clouds from my sky

Thy soul-cheering presence restore
;

Or take me unto thee on high,

Where winter and clouds are no more.

NEWTON
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1. My faith looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Cal - ya - ry
;
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Sa - Tiour di - vine ! Now hear me while I pray ; Take all my
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guilt a - way ; Oh ! let me from this day Ee wholly thine.
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While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my guide
j

Bid darkness turn to day,

"Wipe sorrow's tears away,

Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

When ends life's transient dream,

AVhcn death's cold sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll

;

Blest Saviour, then in love,

Fear and distrust remove :

Oh ! bear me safe above—
A ransomed soul.

10
RAY PALMER.



STAR OF BETHLEHEM.

1. When marshaled on the nicht-ly plain, The glittering host be-
star a - lone of all the train, Can fix the sin - ner'a
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one alone the Saviour speaks, It

1st Time. 2d Timi.
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stud the sky, One

the star of
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wand'ring eye. 2. Hark ! hark ! to God the

Beth - le-hem.
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cho-rus breaks, From eve - ry host, from eve - ry gem ; But

3 Once on the raging seas I rode,

The storm was loud, the night was dark
;

The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed

The wind that tossed my foundering bark.

4 Deep horror then my vitals froze,

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem
;

When suddenly a Star arose

—

It was the Star of Bethlehem.

5 It was my guide, my light, my all
;

It bade my dark forebodings cease
;

And through the storm, and danger's thrall,

It led me to the port of peace.

6 Now safely moored—my perils o'er,

I'll sing, first in night's diadem,

For ever and for evermore,

The Star—the Star of Bethlehem !

II. K. WHITE.
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Spir-it says, Come, And angels are wait-ing to welcome you home.
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2 How vain the delusion, that while you delay,

Your hearts may grow better by staying away
;

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

While streams of salvation are flowing so free.

3 And now Christ is ready your souls to receive,

how can you question if you will believe ?

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

'Tis you He bids welcome ; He bids you come home.

4 Come, give us your hand, and the Saviour your heart,

And trusting in Heaven, we never shall part

;

how can we leave you ! why will you not come !

We'll journey together, and soon be at home.



WOODLAND. 8s & 6s, or C. M. N. D. Gould.
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souls distressed,
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balm for eve - ry wounded breast—'Tis found a - bove, in heaven.
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2 There is a home for weary souls,

By sin and sorrow driven
;

When toss'd on life's tempestuous shoals,

Where storms arise and ocean rolls,

And all is drear but heaven.

3 There faith lifts up her cheerful eye,

To brighter prospects given
;

And views the tempest passing by,

The evening-shadows quickly fly,

And all serene in heaven.

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,

And joys supreme are given
;

There, rays divine disperse the gloom ;

—

Beyond the confines of the tomb,

Appears the dawn of heaven.
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Rise, my soul, and stretch thy ning? ; Thy het - ter por-tion trace ; 1

Rise from tran-si - to - ry things, Tow'rd heav'u, thy native place : j

Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor stay in all their course
;

Fire ascending, seeks the sun
;

Both speed them to their source :

So a soul that's born of God
Pants to see his glorious face,

Upward tends to his abode,

To rest in his embrace.

Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn
;

Press onward to the prize
;

Soon our Saviour will return,

Triumphant in the skies :

Yet a season, and you know
Happy entrance will be given,

All our sorrows left below,

And earth exchanged for heaven. CENNICK.
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2 f Come, thou Fount of eve-ry blessing, Tune my heart to sing thy grace ; )

(Streams of mer-cy. nev-er ceasing, Call for songs of loudest praise
; J

D. c. Praise the mount— fix me on it, Mount of God's unchanging loye.
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Teach me some me - lodious son-net. Sung by flaming tongues above

;
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Here I raise my 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 save my soul from danger,

Interposed his precious blood.

0, to grace how great a debtor

Daily I'm constrained to be !

Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter,

Bind mj wandering heart to thee.

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it

;

Prone to leave the God I love
;

Here's my heart ; Lord, take and seal it

;

Seal it from thy courts above. robinson.
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1. Awaked by Si - nafs aw - ful sound, My soul in bonds of
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3 I heard the law its thunders roll,

While guilt lay heavy on my soul

—

A vast oppressive load
;

All creature-aid I saw was vain
;

The sinner " must be born again/'

Or drink the wrath of God.
3 The saints I heard with rapture tell

—

How Jesus conquered death and hell

To bring salvation near
;

Yet still I found this truth remain

—

The sinner " must be born again,"

Or sink in deep despair.

4 But while I thus in anguish lay,

The bleeding Saviour passed that way,
My bondage to remove

;

The sinner, once by justice slain,

Now by His grace is born again,

And sings redeeming love. OCKFM.
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Îttt ftT* ' * I *
f 5 5 P

land on Canaan's shore,Where pleasures never end, And troubles come no

;
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more. Pare-well, fare-well, fare-well, mv loving lriends, farewell.
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2 Farewell, my friends, time rolls along,

Nor waits for mortals' care or bliss
;

I leave you here, and travel on,

Till I arrive where Jesus is.

3 Farewell, my brethren in the Lord,

To you I'm bound in cords of love
;

Yet we believe His gracious word,

That soon we all shall meet above.

4 Farewell, old soldiers of the cross,

You've struggled long and hard for heaven
;

You've counted all things here but dross,

Fight on, the crown shall soon be given.

5 Farewell, ye younger saints of God
Sore conflicts yet may wait for you

;

Yet dauntless keep the heavenly road

Till Canaan's happy land you view.

1 Come, Christian brethren ! ere we part,

Join every voice and every heart

:

One solemn hymn to God we raise,

One final song of grateful praise.

2 Christians, we here may meet no more
;

But there is yet a happier shore
;

And there, releas'd from toil and pain,

Dear brethren, we shall meet again.

11
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2 That sweet comfort was mine,

When the favor divine

I received through the blood of the Lamb
;

When my heart first believed,

What true joy I received,

—

What a heaven in Jesus's name ?

3 'Twas a heaven below

My Redeemer to know
;

And the angels could do nothing more,

Than to fall at his feet,

And the story repeat,

Afld the Lover of sinners adoro.
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4 Jesus all the day long

Was my joy and my song :

that all his salvation might see
;

He hath loved me, I cried,

He hath suffer'd and died,

To redeem such a rebel as me.

5 the rapturous height

that holy delight

Which I felt in the life-giving blood

Of my Saviour possessed,

1 was perfectly blest,

As if filled with the fulness of God. C. WESLEY.

MORNING Spanish Am.
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\ Through Thy pro-tecting care,

I
Taught to draw near in prayer,

D. c. Ev - er-more praising thee,

Kept
Heed
God

the dawn-ing,
the morn-irig:

the morn-ing.

God of our sleeping hours,

Watch o'er us waking,

All our imperfect pow'rs,

In thine hands taking :

In us thy work fulfil,

Be with thy children still,

Those who obey thy will

Never forsaking.
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1 Star of peace, to wand'rers dreary,

Bright the beams that smile on me,

Cheer the pilot's vision dreary,

Far, far at sea.

2 Star of hope ! gleam on the billow,

Bless the soul that sighs for thee,

Bless the sailor's lonely pillow,

Far, far at sea.

3 Star of faith ! when winds are mocking
All his toil, he flies to thee

;

Save him, on the billows rocking,

Far, far at sea.

4 Star divine ! safely guide him,

Bring the wanderer home to Thee
;

Sore temptations long have tried him,

Far, far at sea.
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From the " Sabbath Hymn and Tune Book." L. Mason. By permission.
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1. Stand up! stand up for Jesus! Ye soldiers of the cross ; Lift high his royal

banner, It must not suffer loss ; From vict'ry unto vict'ry His army shall he
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2 Stand up ! stand up for Jesus

!

The trumpet call obey;
Forth to the mighty conflict,

In this his glorious day:
u Ye that are men, now serve him/'

Against unnumbered foes;

Your courage rise with danger,
And strength to strength oppose.

3 Stand up! stand up for Jesus!
Stand in his strength alone;

The arm of flesh will fail you—
Ye dare not trust your own:

Put on the gospel armor,
And, watching unto prayer,

Where duty calls or danger,
Be never wanting there.

4 Stand up! stand up for Jesus!
The strife will not be long;

This day the noise of battle,

The next the victor's song:
To him that overcomcth,
A crown of life shall be;

He wirh the King of glory
Shall reign eternally. duffield.
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Light of those whose dreary dwelling Borders on the sludes of death !
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Rise on us, Th}--self re-vealing, Rise and chase the clouds heneath.
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1 Light of those whose dreary dwelling

Borders on the shades of death !

Rise on us, Thyself revealing

—

Rise and chase the clouds beneath.

2 Thou, of heaven and earth Creator !

In our deepest darkness rise
;

Scatter all the night of nature,

Pour the day upon our eyes.

3 Still we wait for Thine appearing
;

Life and joy Thy beams impart,

Chasing all our fears, and cheering

Every meek, benighted heart.

4 Save us, in Thy great compassion,

Thou mild, pacific Prince !

Give the knowledge of salvation,

Give the pardon of our sins.

5 By Thine all-sufficient merit,

Every burdened soul release
,

Every weary, wandering spirit

Guide into Thy perfect peace. toplady.
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X Amazing grace ! how sweet the sound, That saved a wretch like me
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I once was lost, but now am found ; Was blind, but now I see,.
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Was blind, but now I see

:
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W?s blind, but now I 6ee,
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'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,

And grace my fears relieved :

How precious did that grace appear,

The hour I first believed !

Through many clangers, toils, and snares,

I have already come
;

'T is grace has brought me safe thus far,

And grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me,

His word my hope secures
;

He will my shield and portion be,

As long as life endures.

The earth shall soon dissolve like snow,

The sun forbear to shine
;

But God, who call'd me here below,

Will be for ever mine. newton.
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2 Hail, mighty Saviour ! Hail, mighty Saviour,

Prince, and the Author of peace !

! He burst the bars of death,

And, triumphant from the earth,

lie ascended to mansions of bliss.

3 There interceding, there interceding,

Pleading that sinners may live,

Crying, " rather, I have died,

0, behold My hands and side,

0, forgive them, I pray Thee, forgive.''

4 " T will forgive them—T will forgive them

When they repent and believe,

Let them now return to Thee,

And be reconciled to Me,

And salvation they all shall receive."



ADVENT. C. P. M. 89

1. When Thou, my righteous Judge, shalt come To take Thy ransomed

2 I love to meet Thy people now,

Before Thy feet with them to bow,

Though vilest of them all

;

But, can I bear the piercing tho't,

What if my name should be left out,

When Thou for them shalt call ?

3 Lord, prevent it by Thy grace,

Be thou my only hiding-place,

In this th' accepted day
;

Thy pardoning voice, let me hear,

To still my unbelieving fear,

Nor let me full, I pray.

4 Among Thy suints let me be found,

Whene'er th' archangel's trump shall sound,

To see thy smiling face
;

Then loudest of the throng I'll sing,

While heaven's resounding mansions ring,

With shouts of sovereign grace.
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iur choice
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1. Come, said Je-sus' sacred voice Come, and make my paths your choice

;
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I will guide you to your home, Wea-ry pilgrims, hither come.
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Hither come, for here is found

Balm for every bleeding wound,

Peace, which ever shall endure

—

Rest, eternal—sacred—sure !
BARBAULD,

1 Haste, sinner ; now be wise
;

Stay not for the morrow's sun :

Wisdom if }-ou still despise,

Harder is it to be won.

2 Haste, and mercy now implore
;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy season should be o'er,

Ere this evening's stage be run.

3 Haste, O sinner ; now return
;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy lamp should cease to burn

Ere salvation's work is done.

4 Haste, sinner ; now be blest

;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest perdition thee arrest,

Ere the morrow is begun. t. scott.



MARTYN. 7s. Maksh. 91

•/
i i i i

|

i , i

r
|

I

•
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For her heart sup-plied her
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1 Mary to her Saviour's tomb
Hasted at the early dawn

;

Spice she brought, and sweet perfume,

But the Lord she lov'd was gone.

For awhile she weeping stood,

Struck with sorrow and surprise,

Shedding tears, a plenteous flood,

For her heart supplied her eyes.

2 Grief and sighing quickly fled,

When she heard His welcome voice
;

Just before she thought Him dead,

Now He bids her heart rejoice
;

What a change His word can make,
Turning darkness into day !

You who weep for Jesus' sake

He will wipe your tears away.

8 He who came to comfort her,

When she thought her all was lost,

Will for your relief appear,

Though you now are tempest-toss'd,

On his word your burden cast,

On his love your thoughts employ
;

Weeping for awhile may last,

But the morning brings the joy. newtox.
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1. There is a hap-py land, Far, far a -way, Where saints in
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Worthy is our Saviour King, Loud let his praises ring, Praise, praise for aye.
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There is a happy land, far, far away,

Where saints in glory stand, bright, bright as day.

0, how they sweetly sing,

Worthy is our Saviour King,

Loud let His praises ring,

Praise, praise for aye.

Come to that happy land, come, come away
;

Why will ye doubting stand, why still delay ?

Oh, we shall happy be,

When from sin and sorrow free !

Lord, we shall live with Thee,

Blest, blest for aye.

Bright, in that happy land, beams every eye
;

Kept by a Father 8 hand, love cannot die.

Oh, then, to glory run
;

Be a grown and kingdom won
;

And bright, above the sun,

We reign for aye.
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Where dost thou at noon-tide resort with thy sheep,

To feed on the pastures of love ?

Say, why in the valley of death should I weep,

Or alone in the wilderness rove !

0. why should I wander an alien from thee,

Or cry in the desert for bread ?

Thy foes will rejoice when my sorrows they see,

And smile at the tears I have shed.

Ye daughters of Zion declare, have you seen

The Star that on Israel shone
;

Say if in your tents my Beloved has been,

And where with his flock he has gone ?

Restore, my dear Saviour, the light of thy face,

Thy soul-cheering favor impart

:

And let the sweet tokens of pardoning grace,

Bring joy to my desolate heart. swain.
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2 There is a Home, a happy home,

Where way-worn travellers rest,

Where toil and languor never come,

And every mourner's blest.

3 There is a Port, a peaceful port,

A safe and quiet shore,

Where weary mariners resort,

When life's rough voyage is o'er.

4 There is a Clime, a glorious clime,

A region fair and calm
;

Where all around are scenes sublime,

And all the air is balm.



HYMNS TO WHITNEY. 95

5 There is a Crown, a dazzling crown,

Bedecked with jewels fair
;

And priests and kings of high renown

That crown of glory wear.

6 That land be mine, that calm retreat,

That crown of glory bright

;

Then I'll esteem each bitter sweet,

And every burden light.

1 Jesus, thou art the sinner's friend,

As such I look to thee
;

Now in the fulness of thy love,

Lord, remember me.

2 Remember thy pure word of grace,

Remember Calvary
;

Remember all thy dying groans,

And then remember me.

*6 Thou wondrous advocate with God,

1 yield myself to thee,

While thou art sitting on thy throne,

Dear Lord, remember me.

4 I own I'm guilty, own I'm vile,

Y
r
et my salvation's free

;

Then in thy all abounding grace,

Dear Lord, remember me.

5 Howe'er forsaken or distressed,

Howe'er oppressed I be,

Howe'er afflicted here on earth,

Do thou remember me.

6 And when I close my eyes in death,

And creature-helps all flee,

Then, my dear Redeemer, God,
I pray remember me. burnham.
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Our life is a dream,

Our time as a stream

Glides swiftly away
;

And the fugitive moment
Refuses to stay.

Ob that each in the day

Of his coming may say,

I have fought my way through,

I have finished the work

Thou didst give me to do.

that each from the Lord
May receive the glad word

—

11 Well and faithfully done !

Enter into my joy,

And sit down on my throne."
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1. I'm pil - grim, and I'm stran - ger ; I can
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1 I'm a pilgrim, and a stranger
;

I <:an tarry, I can tarry but a night

;

Do not detain me, for I am going

To where the fountains are ever flowing.

2 There the glory is ever shining !

0, my longing heart, my longing heart is there
}

Here in this country so dark and dreary,

I long have wandered forlorn and weary.

3 There's the city to which I journey ;

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light

!

There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,

Nor any sinning, nor any dying !

13
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2 Friends, fondly cherished, have passed on before :

Waiting, they watch me approaching the shore
;

Sino-ino- to cheer me thro' death's chilling gloom :

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear
;

Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear !

Rings with the harmony heaven's high dome

—

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

i
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Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low,

Strike, king of terrors ! I fear not the blow

;

Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb !

Joyfully, joyfully, will I go home.

Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,

Death shall be banished, his sceptre be gone

,

Joyfully, then, shall I witness his doom,

Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.

Joyfully, joyfully, onward I move,

Bound to the land of bright spirits above
;

Angelic choristers, sing as I come

—

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to thy home

!

Soon with thy pilgrimage ended below,

Home to the land of bright spirits I go
;

Pilgrim and stranger no more shall I roam
Joyfully, joyfully, resting at home.

Happy the spirit released from its clay

,

Happy the soul that goes bounding away •

Singing, as upward it hastes to the skies,

Victory ! victory ! homeward I rise.

Many the toils it has passed through below,

Many the seasons of trial and woe
;

Many the doubtings it never should sing,

Victory ! victory ! this on the wing.

How can we wish them recalled from their home,
Longer in sorrowing exile to roam !

Safely they passed from their troubles beneath,

Victory ! victory ! shouting in death.

Thus let them slumber, till Christ from the skies,

Bids them in glorified body arise
;

Singing, as upward they spring from the tomb,

Victory ! victory ! Jesus hath come.
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2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of peace !

And thrice precious Jesus, whose love can not cease !

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 :

Though now my* temptation like billows may foam,

All, all will be peace, when I'm with Thee at home.

4 While here in the valley of conflict I stay,

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 Whate'er Thou deniest, give me Thy grace,

The Spirit's sure witness, and smiles of Thy face

;

Endue me with patience to wait at Thy throne,

And find, even now, a sweet foretaste of home.

6 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.
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day. Come ex-ult-ing a-way, And with singing to Zi - on return.
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2 With thanks we approve

The design of thy love,

Which hath joined us in Christ's precious name
;

So united in heart

That we never can part

—

We shall meet at the feast of the Lamb.

8 There, Oh ! there, at his feet,

We shall joyfully meet,

And be parted in body no more ;

We shall sing to our lyres,

With the heavenly choirs,

And our Saviour, in glory, adore.

4 " Hallelujah !" we sing,

To our Father and King,

And his rapturous praises repeat

;

To the Lamb that was slain,

" Hallelujah !*'—again

—

Sing all heaven, and fall at his feet.
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I'd sing the precious blood He spilt,

My ransom from the dreadful guilt

Of sin and wrath divine
;

I'd sing His glorious righteousness,

In which all perfect, heavenly dress,

My soul shall ever shine.

I'd sing the characters He bears,

And all the forms of love He wears,

Exalted on His throne :

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

I would to everlasting days

Make all His glories known.

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. medley.
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From whence doth this union arise. That hatred is conquered by love ?
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2 It cannot in Eden be found,

Xor yet in a paradise lost

;

It grows on Immanuers ground,

And Jesus' rich blood it did cost.

3 My friends are so dear unto me,

Our hearts are united in love
;

Where Jesus is gone we shall be,

In yonder blest mansions above.

4 Why then so unwilling to part,

Since there we shall all meet again ?

Engraved on Imraanuel's heart,

At distance we cannot remain.

5 0, when shall we see that bright day,

And join with the angels above,

Set free from these prisons of clay,

United with Jesus in love !

6 With Jesus we ever shall reign,

And all his bright glories shall see,

And sing, Hallelujah ! amen !

Amen ! even so let it be. Baldwin.
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3 This is the way I long have sought,

And mourn 'd because I found it not
;

My grief, a burden long has been,

Because I was not saved from sin.

4 The more I strove against its power,

I felt its weight and guilt, the more
;

Till late I heard mj Saviour Bay,

—

" Come hither, soul, I am the way."
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5 Lo ! glad I come ; and thou, blest Lamb,
Shalt take me to thee, as I am :

Nothing but sin I Thee can give,

—

Nothing but love shall I receive.

6 Then will I tell to sinners round,

What a dear Saviour I have found
;

I'll point to thy redeeming blood,

And say,
—" Behold the way to God."

GENNICK.

1 Hail, sovereign love, that first began

The scheme to rescue fallen man
;

Hail, matchless, free, eternal grace,

That gave my soul a Hiding-place.

2 Against the God that rules the sky

I fought with hand uplifted high
;

Despised His rich, abounding grace,

Too proud to seek a Hiding-place.

3 But thus the eternal counsel ran :

" Almighty love, arrest that man."
I felt the arrow of distress,

And found I had no Hiding-place.

4 Indignant justice stood in view
;

To Sinai's fiery mount I flew :

But Justice cried, with frowning nice,

" This mountain is no Hiding-place."

5 Ere long a heavenly voice I heard,

And Mercy's angel form appeared
;

She led me on, with gentle pace,

To Jesus, as my Hiding-place.

6 On Him Almighty vengeance fell,

That must have sunk a world to hell

;

He bore it for the chosen raee,

And thus became their Hiding-place, browne.
14
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Close the Chorus with second strain.
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1 Oh ! haste away, my brethren dear,

And come to Canaan's shore
;

We'll meet and sing forever there,

When all our toils are o'er,

Cho.—Oh that will be joyful, &c.

2 How sweet to hear the hallowed theme

That saints shall ever sing
;

To hear their voices all proclaim
" Salvation to the King."

3 Around His throne all clothed in white,

Will all His saints appear
;

And, shining in His glory bright,

Will see our Saviour there.

4 Through heaven the shouts of angels ring

Where sons to God are born :

Oh ! what a company will sing

On the millennial morn.

5 Through one eternal day we'll sing,

And bless His sacred name,

With hallelujah to the King,

And " Worthy is the Lamb."

L. M.

1 Let sinners saved give thanks and sing

Of mercies past, of joys to come
;

The Lord their Saviour is, and King,

The cross their hope, and heaven their home.

2 Let sinners saved give thanks and sing

—

Of Jesus sing through all their days
;

In heaven their golden harps they'll string,

And there forever sing His praise.



PORTUGUESE HYMN. lis.

rk I 1/ k
foun-da - tion, ye

!7-ffFg iff f f -j-T-P-»4^-7

1. How firm a foun-da - tion, ye saints of the Lord, Is

K S ^i P J1 J N ^

laid for your faith in his ex - eel-lent word ; What more can he

-AjL

ftgJ-Jl^/3j^HH>-,JlJ;j'J|J kJU
'J

say than to you he hath said— Who un - to the Saviour for

mmsm-/—+
i'j.

Jt&:—^r PUT fP'LTf^'p fS'f fe^-'L

refuge have fled, Who un - to the Saviour for refuge have fled

!

*£^ 1s n J SSI wM

How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord,

Is laid for your faith in his excellent word
;

What more can he say than to you he hath said

—

Who unto the Saviour for refuge have fled.

Fear not, I am with Thee, Oh ! be not dismayed
;

For I am thy God, and will still give thee aid :

I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand,

Upheld by My righteous, omnipotent hand.
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3 When through the deep waters I call thee to go,

The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow

;

For I will be with thee thy trials to bless,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

4 When through fiery trials thy pathway shall lie,

My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy supply,

The flame shall not hurt thee ; I only design

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine.

5 E'en down to old age all My people shall prove

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love
;

And then, when gray hairs shall their temples adorn,

Like lambs they shall still in My bosom be borne.

6 The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose,

I will not—I will not desert to his foes :

That soul—though all hell should endeavor to shake,

I'll never—no never—no never forsake ! Kennedy.

1 Delay not ! delay not ! sinner, draw near !

The waters of life are now flowing for thee ;

No price is demanded, the Saviour is here,

Redemption is purchased, salvation is free.

2 Delay not ! delay not ! why longer abuse

The love and compassion of Jesus thy God ?

A fountain is opened,—how canst thou refuse

To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning blood !

S Delay not ! delay not I sinner, to come,

For mercy still lingers, and calls thee to-day

;

Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomb
;

Her message, unheeded, will soon pass away.

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

Long grieved and resisted, may take its sad flight,

And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race,

To sink in the vale of eternity's night.

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

—

The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens shall fade
;

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

What power then, sinner, shall lend thee its aid ?
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2 Ye souls that are wounded ! flee to the Saviour

;

He calls you in mercy,
—

'tis infinite favor

;

Your sins are increasing,—escape to the mountain,

—

His blood can remove them,—it flows from the fountain.

3 Jesus ! ride onward, triumphantly glorious,

O'er sin, death, and hell, Thou art more than victorious;

Thy name is the theme of the great congregation,

While angels and men raise the shout of salvation.
THORNBY.



COWPER. C. M. L. Mason. JJJ
By permission.

-#--#—©--2

i r p r r r r r r r j i

1. There is a fountain filled with blood, Drawn from Immanuel'a

eTIplilpr i l i

Jl i u i i i i r
Teins ; And sin - ners plunged be-neath that flood, Lose

m, . i r im ij. I

E§!&^ T i
all

m
their guil - ty

i i l

r r i =

stains, Lose all

I i

IIP"
their guil - ty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain, in his day :

may I there, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.

3 Thou dying Lamb, thy precious blood

Shall never lose its power,

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

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

Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And shall be, till I die.

5 And when this feeble, faltering tongue
Lies silent in the grave,

Then, in a nobler, sweeter song,

I'll sing thy power to save. COWPER.
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1 What's this that steals upon my frame ?

Is it death ?

That soon will quench this vital flame ?

la it death ?

If this be death, I soon shall be

From every pain and sorrow free,

I shall my Lord in glory see

—

All is well

!

2 Weep not, my friends, weep not for me,

All is well

;

My sins are pardoned, I am free
;

All is well.

There's not a cloud that doth arise,

To hide my Saviour from my eyes

;

I soon shall mount the upper skies

—

All is well.

3 Tune your harps, ye saints in glory,

All is well

;

I will rehearse the pleasing story,

All is well.

Bright angels have from glory come,

They're round my bed, they're in my room,

They wait to waft my spirit home

—

All is well.

4 Hark, my Lord and Master calls me,

All is well

;

I shall see His face in glory,

All is well.

Farewell, dear friends, adieu, adieu,

I can no longer stay with you

—

My glit'ring crown appears in view

;

All is well.

5 Hail, hail, all hail ye blood-washed throng,

Saved by grace
;

I've come to join your rapturous song,

Saved by grace.

All, all is peace and joy divine,

All heaven and glory now are mine

;

Oh, Hallelujah to the Lamb !

All is well

!

15
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Rich dews of grace come o'er us,

In many a gentle shower,

And brighter scenes before us

Are opening every hour :

Each cry to heaven going,

Abundant answer brings,

And heavenly gales are blowing,

With peace upon their wings.

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.
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Blest river of salvation,

Pursue thy 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." s. f. smith.

1 Roll on, thou mighty ocean
;

And, as thy billows flow,

Bear messengers of mercy

To every land below.

Arise, ye gales, and waft them

Safe to the destined shore,

That man may sit in darkness

And death's black shade no more.

2 Thou eternal Ruler,

Who holdest in Thine arm
The tempests of the ocean,

Protect them from all harm :

Thy presence e'er be with them,

Wherever they may be,

Though far from us, who love them,

Still let them be with Thee. pratt's coll.

1 When shall the voice of singing

Flow joyfully along ?

When hill and valley, ringing

With one triumphant song,

Proclaim the contest ended,

And Him who once was slain,

A second time descended,

In righteousness to reign ?

2 Then from the craggy mountains

The sacred shout shall fly,

And shady vales and fountains

Shall echo the reply
;

High tower and lowly dwelling

Shall send the hymn around,

All hallelujah swelling

In one continued sound. peatt's con.
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From many an ancient riv - er, From many a palmy plain,

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.
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3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted

By wisdom from on high,

Shall we to man benighted

The light of life deny ?

Salvation ! 0, 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, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign. heber.

Now be the gospel banner

In every land unfurled
;

And be the shout, Hosanna !

Reechoed through the world
;

Till every isle and nation,

Till every tribe and tongue,

Receive the great salvation,

And join the happy throng.

What though the embattled legions

Of earth and hell combine,

—

His arm throughout their regions

Shall soon resplendent shine.

Ride on, Lord, victorious !

Immanuel, Prince of Peace !

Thy triumph shall be glorious,

Thy empire still increase.

Yes, Thou shalt reign forever,

Jesus, King of kings !

Thy light, Thy love, Thy favor,

Each ransomed captive sings.

The isles for Thee are waiting

;

The deserts learn thy praise
;

The hills and valleys, greeting,

The song responsive raise. Hastings.



118 HAIL, lis & 10s. L. Mason.
By permission.
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1. Hail to the brightness of Zi-on's glad morning ! Joy to the
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sor-row and mourning, Zi - on in triumph begins her mild reign.
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2 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning,

Long by the prophets of Israel foretold
;

Hail to the millions from bondage returning,

Gentiles and Jews the blest vision behold.

3 Lo ! in the desert rich flowers are springing,

Streams ever copious are gliding along
;

Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are ringing,

Wastes rise in verdure and mingle in song.

4 See, from all lands—from the isles of the ocean,

Praise to Jehovah ascending on high
;

Fallen are the engines of war and commotion,

Shouts of salvation are rending the sky.

T. HASTINGS.



MERDIN. 7s, 6s & 7s.

i
lx:

^. 3IA80N. WQBy permission.

*-*.
nfc»

fflE 1
I Burst, ye emerald gates, and bring To my raptured

[ All the ex-tat-ic joys that spring Round the bright e •

vi - sion,

ly - sian :}

j s
j j ± • m" £ ,-a j i i i

,

=3H=?=

^, ——;-^-i I~

-*-\—r~n

—

w~~^ f

J ,sM^
Lo ! we lift our longing eyes ; Break, ye in - ter ven - ing skies !
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Floods of everlasting light

!

Freely flash before Him
;

Myriads, with supreme delight,

Instantly adore Him
;

Angelic trumps resound His fame
;

Lutes of lucid gold proclaim

All the music of His name
;

Heaven echoing the theme.

Hark ! the thrilling symphonies

Seem, methinks, to seize us
;

Join we too the holy lays

—

Jesus, Jesus, Jesus !

Sweetest sound in seraph's song,

Sweetest note on mortal tongue,

Sweetest carol ever sung

—

Jesus, Jesus, flow along.



120 COME, YE DISCONSOLATE, lis & 10s.

Come at the shrine of God, fer - vent - ly kneel

;
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1st time, Butt; 2d time, Chorus.
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2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying,

Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure !

Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying,

Earth has do sorrow that Heaven cannot cure.

3 Here see the bread of life ; see waters flowing

Forth from the throne of God, pure from above :

Come to the feast of love ; come, ever-knowing,

Earth has no sorrow but Heaven can remove.

MOORE.
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\ There's a FTiend above all oth - era,

( His is love be-yond a broth-er's,

D. c. But this Friend will ne'er deceive us—
1.

e I a Fnei how He loves !
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how He loves ! ]
how He loves

!
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Blessed Jesus !—would'st thou know Him ?

how He loves !

Give thyself e'en this day to Him,
how He loves !

Is it sin that pains and grieves thee ?

Doubts and trials do they tease thee ?

Jesus can from all release thee,

how He loves !

All thy sins shall be forgiven,

how He loves !

Backward all thy foes be driven,

how He loves !

Best of blessings He'll provide thee,

Nought but good shall e'er betide thee,

Safe to glory He will guide thee

—

how He loves !

Let us still this love be viewing,

how He loves !

And, though faint, keep on pursuing,

how He loves !

He will strengthen each endeavor,

And when passed o'er Jordan's river,

This shall be our song for ever,

how He loves !

16
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122 ROCKINGHAM. L. M. L. Mason.
By permission.
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1. May I resolve,with all my heart,With all my pow :rs to serve the Lord J
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Nor from his precepts e

rer depart, Whose service is a rich reward.

0, be his service all my joy
;

Around let my example shine,

Till others love the blest employ,

And join in labors so divine.

Be this the purpose of my soul,

My solemn, my determined choice

—

To yield to his supreme control,

And in his kind commands rejoice.

may I never faint nor tire,

Nor, wandering leave his sacred ways
;

Great God, accept my soul's desire,

And give me strength to live thy praise.

STEELE.

" Where two or three," with sweet accord,

Obedient to their sovereign Lord,

Meet to recount his acts of grace,

And offer solemn prayer and praise
;

" There/' says the Saviour, " will I be,

Amid this little company
;

To them unveil my smiling face,

And shed my glories round the place."

We meet at thy command, dear Lord,

Relying on thy faithful word
;

Now send thy Spirit from above,

And fill our hearts with heavenly love, stennett.



LABAN. S. M. L. Mason. 123
By permission.
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1. My soul, be on thy guard, Ten thousand foes a - rise

;
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1 My soul, be on thy guard,

Ten thousand foes arise
;

The hosts of sin are pressing hard

To draw thee from the skies.

2 Oh, watch, and fight, and pray

;

The battle ne'er give o'er

;

Renew it boldly every day,

And help divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the viet'ry won,

Nor lay thine armor down
;

Thy arduous work will not be done,

Till thou obtain thy crown.

4 Fight on, my soul, till death

Shall bring thee to thy God
;

He'll take thee, at thy parting breath

To his divine abode. heath.



124 KOCK OF AGES.
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1. Rock of A-ges, cleft for me, Let me hide my - self in Thee

!

2. Not the labors of my hands, Can ful - fill Thy law's demands :

Nothing in my hand I bring
;

Simply to Thy cross I cling
;

Naked, come to Thee for dress
;

Helpless, look to Thee for grace
;

Foul, I to Thy fountain fly
;

Wash me, Saviour, or I die !

While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyelids close in death,

When T soar to worlds unknown.

See Thee on Thy judgment-throne,

Eock of Ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee.

TOPLADY.
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2 He knows we are but dust,

Scattered with every breath
;

His anger, like a rising wind,

Can send us swift to death.

3 Our days are as the grass,

Or like the morning flower
;

When blasting winds sweep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

1 When overwhelmed with grief,

3Iy heart within me dies,

Helpless and far from all relief,

To heaven I lift mine eyes.

2 0, lead me to the Rock
That's high above my head,

And make the covert of Thy wings,

My shelter and my shade.

3 Within Thy presence, Lord,

Forever I'll abide
;

Thou art the Tower of my defence,

The Refuge where I hide.

4 Thou givest me the lot

Of those that fear Thy name
;

If endless life be their reward,

I shall possess the same.



126 ITALIAN HYMN. 6s & 4s.
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1. Come, thou almighty King, Help us thy name to sing, Help us to praise;

2. Je-sus. our Lord, a-rise, Scatter our en-e-mies,And make them fall:

:fta f P hel l 1 ?T?l i *i»l
:=§

^f r n p i
'

r i< r p r
—*

Fa - ther all

Let thine al -

1 1

i

A j. j-

glo - ri - ous,

migh - ty aid

O'er all vie -

Our sure de -

1 l
1

to - ri - ous,
fence be made

;

J. > j

tfyJJ m . • a * • * ? A
-^

t f f 1
y 1 1 [> 1 1

-4—U—1-
i ^ i-

-1 1 1

—

i f?
Come and reign o -

Our souls on Thee
ver us, An - cient
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of days,

call.
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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.

Come, holy Comforter,

Thy sacred witness bear,

In tliis glad hour.

Thou who almighty art,

Now rule in every heart,

And ne'er from us depart,

Spirit of power.



ROSEFIELD. 7s. 127

1. Peo-ple of the liv - ing God, I have sought the world around,
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1 People of the living God,

I have sought the world around,

Paths of sin and sorrow trod,

Peace and comfort nowhere found
;

2 Now to you my spirit turns,

Turns—a fugitive unblest

;

Brethren ! where your altar burns,

receive me into rest.

6 Lonely, I no longer roam,

Like the cloud, the wind, the wave

—

Where you dwell shall be my home,

Where you die shall be my grave

;

4 Mine the God whom you adore,

Your Redeemer shall be mine
;

Earth can fill my soul no more,

Every idol I resign. Montgomery.



128 the garden hymn.
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1. The Lord in - to His gar-den comes, The spi - ees yield
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rich perfume, The lil - ies grow and thrive, The lii - ies grow and thrive
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every vine, And make the dead re-vive, And make the dead re - vive.
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2 This makes the dry and barren ground

In springs of water to abound,

And fruitful soil become
;

The desert blossoms like the rose,

When Jesus conquers all his foes,

And make his people one



THE GARDEN HYMN. 129

The glorious time is rolling on,

The gracious work is now begun,

My soul a witness is
;

Come taste and see the pardon free

To all mankind, as well as me
;

Who comes to Christ may live.

Come, brethren, you who 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.

5 We feel that heaven is now begun,

It issues from the shining throne,

From Jesus' throne on high
;

It comes like floods we can't contain,

We drink, and drink, and drink again.

And yet we still are dry.

6 But when we come to reign above,

And all surround the throne of love,

Well drink a full supply
;

Jesus will lead his armies through

To living fountains where they flow,

That never will run dry.

There we shall reign, and shout, and sing.

And make the upper regions ring,

When all the saints get home.

Come on, come on, my brethren dear,

Soon we shall meet together there,

For Jesus bids us come.

17
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, ( Je-sus, I my cross have taken, All to leave and follow Thee ; )

'

( Naked, poor, despised, for-eaken, Thou, from hence, my all shalt be. )

Yet how rich is mv cou-di-tion ! God and heav :n are^till my own.
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Per-ish eTC-ry fond am -bi-tion, All Fve sought, or hop'd, or known;

2 Let the world despise and leave me,

They have left my Saviour, too :

Human hearts and looks deceive me,

Thou art not, like them untrue
;

And whilst Thou shalt smile upon me,

God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate, and friends may scorn me
;

Show Thy face, and all is bright.

3 Man may trouble and distress me,

'Twill but drive me to Thy breast

;

Life with trials hard may press me,

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest.

Oh ! 'tis not in grief to harm me,

While Thy love is left to me
;

Oh ! t'were not in joy to charm me,

Were that joy unmixed with Thee.

4 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer

;

Heaven's eternal day's before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days

;

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.



HEBRON. L. M. L. Mason.
By permission.
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»Thus far the Lord hath led me on, Thus far his pow*r prolongs my days,
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2 Much of my time has run to waste,

And I, perhaps, am near my home
;

But He forgives my follies past

;

He gives me strength for days to come.

3 I lay my body down to sleep
;

Peace is the pillow for my head
;

While well-appointed angels keep

Their watchful stations round my bed.

4 Thus, when the night of death shall come,

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

And wait Thy voice to rouse my tomb,

With sweet salvation in the sound. watts.

Jesus, where'er Thy people meet,

There they behold Thy mercy-seat

;

Where'er they seek Thee, Thou art found,

And every place is hallowed ground.

For Thou, within no walls confined,

Inhabitest the humble mind
;

Such ever bring Thee where they come,

And going:, take Thee to their home.

Great Shepherd of Thy chosen few !

Thy former mercies here renew
;

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim

The sweetness of Thy saving name. cowper.
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1. Glorious things of thee are spoken, Zi - on, ci - ty of our God

;
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1 Glorious things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God
;

He whose word cannot be broken

Formed thee for his own abode.

2 On the Rock of ages founded,

What can shake thy sure repose ?

With salvation's walls surrounded,

Thou may'st smile at all thy foes.

3 See, the streams of living waters,

Springing from eternal love,

Well supply thy sons and daughters,

And all fear of want remove.

4 "Round each habitation hovering,

See the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a covering,

Showing that the Lord is near.

5 Glorious things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God
;

lie whose word can ne'er be broken

Chose thee for his own abode. newton.



BROOKLINE. 8s &c 6s. x. m.p. 133

i I i
i

I I T I fi Pi I I i

1. Thou, the contrite sinner's Friend ! Who. loving, lov'st them to the end,
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a - lone my hopes de-pend, That thou wilt plead for me.
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2 When weary in the Christian race,

Far off appears my resting place,

And, fainting, I mistrust Thy grace,

Then, Saviour, plead for me.

3 When I have erred and gone astray,

Afar from thine and wisdom's way
And see no glimm'ring guiding ray,

Still, Saviour, plead for me.

4 When Satan, by my sins made bold,

Strives from Thy cross to loose my hold,

Then with Thy pitying arms enfold,

And plead, oh ! plead for me.

5 And when my dying hour draws near,

Darkened with anguish, guilt, and fear,

Then to my fainting sight appear,

Pleading in heaven for me.

6 When the full light of heavenly day,

Reveals my sin in dread array,

Say Thou hast washed them all away,

—

Oh ! say Thou plead'st for me. WBSLir.
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| All will come to des - o - la-tion Un-less thou re-turn a-gain. J
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Lord re-Tire us, Lord re-vive us, All our help must come from thee.
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1 Saviour, visit thy plantation

;

Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain !

All will come to desolation

Unless thou return again.

Lord, revive us
;

All our help must come from thee.

2 Keep no longer at a distance
;

Shine upon us from on high,

Lest for want of thine assistance,

Every plant should droop and die.

Lord, revive us
;

All our help must come from thee.

3 Let our mutual love be fervent

;

Make us prevalent in prayers
;

Let each one esteemed thy servant,

Shun the world's bewitching snares.

Lord, revive us

;

All our help must come from thee.

4 Break the tempter's fatal power
;

Turn the stony heart to flesh
;

And begin from this good hour

To revive thy work afresh.

Lord, revive us
;

All our help must come from thee, newton.



HARWELL. 8s, 7s & 7s, (or 8s & 7s, Double.) 135
L. Mason. By permission

.

^ J
Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices, Sound the notes of praise above ; )

* Je-sus reigns, and heav'n re-joices ; Je-sus reigus, the God of love : )
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See, He sits on yonder throne
;
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Jesus rules the world alone.

S

2 Jesus, hail ! whose glory brightens

All above, and gives it worth
;

Lord of life ! thy smile enlightens,

Cheers, and charms thy saints on earth
;

When we think of love like thine,

Lord ! we own it love divine.

Hallelujah, &c.

3 Saviour ! hasten thine appearing,

Bring—oh bring the glorious day,

When the awful summons hearing,

Heaven and earth shall pass away
;

Then with golden harps we'll sing

—

11 Glory, glory to our King."
Hallelujah, &c.



136 "SWEET SABBATH EYE."
Geo. F. Root. From " Sab. Bell." By permission.

1. Sweet Sabbath eve, bright is thy smile ; Linger, linger, to cheer us awhile
;
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Sweet Sabbath eve. beauti-ful ray, Fade not so quickly a - way..
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Lovely and pure thy star-lit brow, Holy the tho'ts thou art breathing now;
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2 Sweet Sabbath eve, hallowed and blest,

Sending the soul to its heaven of rest
;

Linger awhile, beautiful ray,

'" not bo quickly away.

Tell us, calm eve. if those we love

Look on na still in that world above
;

Sweet Sabbath eve, &c.
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1. Gen-tly, Lord, gently lead us, Thro* this lonely vale of tears

;
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Thro' the changes thou'st decreed us, Till our last great change appears :

Let thy goodness nev-er fail us, Lead us in thy per-fect way.
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When temp-ta-tion's darts assail us, When in devious paths we stray,
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Gently, Lord ! gently lead us,

Thro' this lonely vale of tears ;

Thro' the changes thou'st decreed us,

Till our last great change appears :

"When temptation's darts assail us,

When in devious paths we stray,

Let thy goodness never fail us,

I as in thy perfect way.

In the hour of pain and anguish,

Jn the hour when death draws near,

Suffer not our hearts to languish,

Suffer not our souls to fear :

And, when mortal life is ended,

KM us on thy bosom rest,

Till. 1 v angel hands attended,

We awake among the bli

18



"0 WHEN SHALL I SEE JESUS."
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And with my bless - ed Je - sus Drink endless ple^s-ures in.

2 But now I am a soldier
;

My captain's gone before

He's given me my orders.

And bid me not give o'er

;

If I continue faithful

A righteous Grown he'll give
;

And all his valiant soldiers

Eternal life shall have.
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Through grace, I am determined

To conquer, though I die,

And then away to Jesus

On wings of love I'll fly,

Farewell to sin and sorrow

—

I bid you all adieu
;

And 0, my friends, prove faithful,

And on your way pursue.

And if you meet with troubles

And trials on your way,

Then cast your care on Jesus,

And don't forget to pray.

Gird on the heavenly armor

Of faith, and hope, and love
;

Then, when the combat's ended,

He'll carry you above.

1 How lost was my condition,

Till Jesus made me whole
;

There is but one Physician

Can cure the sin-sick soul :

Next door to death he found me,

And snatched me from the grave,

To tell to all around me,

His wondrous power to save.

2 From men great skill professing,

I sought a cure to gain •

But this proved more distressing,

And added to my pain.

Some said that nothing ailed me,

Some gave me up for lost,

Thus every refuge failed me,

And all my hopes were crossed.

3 A dying, risen Jesus,

Seen by an eye of faith,

At once from danger frees us,

And saves the soul from death
;

Come, then, to this Physician,

His help he'll freely give
;

He makes no hard condition

—

'Tis only look and live. newton.
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To leave my dear friends, and with neighbors to
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2 Dear bower, where the pine and the poplar have spread,

And woven their branches, a roof o'er my head

;

How oft have I knelt on the evergreen there,

And poured out my soul to my Saviour in prayer.

3 The early, shrill notes of a loved nightingale,

That dwelt in mv bower, I marked as my bell

To call me to duty, while birds in the air

Sung anthems of praises, as I went to prayer.

4 How sweet were the zephyrs perfumed with the pine,

The ivy, the balsam, the wild eglantine

But sweeter, Bweeter, superlative were

The joys that I tasted in answer to prayer.

5 For Jesus my Saviour oft deigned to meet

And bless with his presence my humble retreat

;

Oft filled me with rapture and blessedness there,

Inditing in heaven's own language my prayer.
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Dear bower, I must leave you and bid you adieu,

And pay my devotions in parts that are new

;

Well knowing my Saviour resides everywhere,

And can in all places give answer to prayer

KEITH.

i i

un - de - filed, With blessings on thy head.

Fresh roses in thy hand,

Buds on thy pillow laid,

Haste from this dark and fearful land,

Where flowers so quickly fade.

Before thy heart had learned

In waywardness to stray
;

Before thy feet had ever turned

The dark and downward way

;

Ere sin had seared the breast,

Or sorrow woke the tear
;

Rise to thy throne of changeless rest,

In yon celestial sphere !

Because thy smile was fair,

Thy lip and eye so bright,

Because thy loving cradle care

Was such a fond delight

;

Shall love, with weak embrace,

Thy upward wing detain ?

No ! gentle angel, seek thy place

Amid the cherub train.
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2 My Saviour, whom absent I love
;

Whom, not having seen, I adore
;

Whose name is exalted above

All glory, dominion, and power,

—

3 Dissolve Thou these bands that detain

My soul from her portion in Thee,

strike off this adamant chain,

And make me eternally free.

4 When that happy era begins,

When arrayed in Thy glories I shine,

Nor grieve any more, by my sins,

The bosom on which I recline,

—

5 then shall the vail be removed !

And round me Thy brightness be poured

;

1 shall meet II im, whom absent I loved,

I shall see, whom unseen I adored.

6 And then, never more shall the fears,

The trials, temptations, and woes,

Which darken this valley of tears,

Intrude on my blissful repose. cowpee.
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2 Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot,

Lamb of God, I come !

3 Just as I am, though tossed about

With many a conflict, many a doubt,

With fears within, and wars without,

Lamb of God, I come !

4 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind
;

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,

—

Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

Lamb of God, I come !

5 Just as I am, thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve
;

Because thy promise I believe,

Lamb of God, I come !

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

;

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone,

Lamb of God, I come !

C. ELLIOTT.
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Geo. F. Root. From " Sab. Bell.'' By permission.
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4 Then with my waking thoughts,

Bright with Thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs,

Bethel I'll raise
;

So by my woes to be

Nearer, my God, to Thee,

—

Nearer to Thee !

5 Or if on joyful wing,

Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,

Upward I fly
;

Still all my song shall be,

—

Nearer, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee. saraii f. adams.
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( Hail! the blest morn,when the great Medi - a - tor, Down from the
( Shepherds, go worship the babe in the man - ger, Lo! for his
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2 Cold, on his cradle, the dew-drops are shining

;

Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall
j

Angels adore him, in slumber reclining,

Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour, of all.

Brightest and best, &c.

3 Say. shall we yield him, in costly devotion,

Odors of Eden and offerings divine ?

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean,

Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine ?

Brightest and best, &c.

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation
;

Vainly with gold would his favor secure
;

Richer by far is the heart's adoration
;

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

Brightest and best, &c.
19

HEBER.
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3 " Prostrate I'll lie before his throne,

And there my guilt confess
;

I'll tell him I'm a wretch undone,

Without his sovereign grace.

4 " I'll to the gracious King approach,

Whose sceptre pardon gives
;

Perhaps he may command my touch

—

And then the suppliant lives.

5 " Perhaps he will admit my plea,

Perhaps will hear my prayer

;

But if I perish, I will pray,

And perish only there.

6 " I can but perish if I go
;

I am resolved to try
;

For if I stay away, I know
I must for ever die." JONES.
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2 I would not live alway ; no—welcome the tomb,

Since Jesus has lain there, I dread not its gloom
;

There, sweet be my rest, till He bid me arise

To hail Him in triumph descending the skies.

3 Who, who would live alway, away from his God
;

Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,

Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright 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.

MUHLENBERG.
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1. L. M. Grigg.

1 Jesqs, and shall it ever be—
A mortal man ashamed of thee !

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise,

Whose glories shine through endless days !

2 Ashamed of Jesus !—that dear -Friend

On whom my hopes of heaven depend !

No !—when I blush, be this my shame,

—

That I no more revere his name.

3 Ashamed of Jesus !—yes, I may,

"When I've no guilt to wash away,

No tear to wipe, no good to crave,

No fears to quell, no soul to save.

4 Till then—nor is my boasting vain

—

Till then, I boast a Saviour slain
;

And, 0, may this my glory be,

—

That Christ is not ashamed of me.

2. L. M. Watts

1 He dies !—the friend of sinners dies

;

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around
;

A solemn darkness veils the skies

;

A sudden trembling shakes the ground.

2 Here's love and grief beyond degree
;

The Lord of glory dies for men
;

But lo ! what sudden joys we see !

Jesus, the dead, revives again.

3 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell

How high our great Deliverer reigns

;

Sing how He spoiled the hosts of hell,

And led the tyrant Death in chains.
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4 Say—live forever, glorious King,

Born to redeem, and strong to save !

Where now, Death, where is thy sting ?

And where thy victory, boasting Grave ?

3. L. M. C. Wesley.

1 Jesus ! Thy blood and righteousness

My beauty are, my glorious dress
;

Mid flaming worlds, in these arrayed,

With joy shall I lift up my head.

2 When from the dust of earth I rise,

To claim my mansion in the skies,

E'en then shall this be all my plea

—

11 Jesus hath lived and died for me."

3 This spotless robe the same appears,

When ruined nature sinks in years
;

No age can change its glorious hue
;

The grace of Christ is ever new.

4 let the dead now hear Thy voice
;

Now bid Thy banished ones rejoice
;

Their beauty this, their glorious dress,

—

Jesus, the Lord, our righteousness.

4. 7s. Windham.

1 Christ, of all my hopes the ground,

—

Christ, the spring of all my joy !

Still in thee let me be found,

Still for thee my powers employ.

2 Let thy love my heart inflame
;

Keep thy fear before my sight

;

Be thy praise my highest aim
;

Be thy smile my chief delight.

3 Fountain of o'erflowino; grace !

Freely from thy fullness give :

Till I close my earthly race,

Be it " Christ for me to live !

4 Firmly trusting in thy blood,

Nothing shall my heart confound
;

Safely I shall pass the flood,

Safely reach Immanuel's ground.
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5 When I touch the blessed shore,

Back the closing waves shall roll

;

Death's dark stream shall never more

Part from thee my ravished soul.

6 Thus,—Oh ! thus an entrance give

To the land of cloudless sky
;

Having known it, " Christ to live,"

Let me know it, " gain to die."

5. 8s & 7s. Newton.

1 Oxe there is, above all others,

Well deserves the name of Friend
;

His is love beyond a brother's,

Costly, free, and knows no end !

2 Which of all our friends, to save us,

Could, or would, have shed his blood ?

But our Jesus died to have us

Reconciled, in him, to God.

3 When he lived on earth abased,

Friend of sinners was his name
;

Now, above all glory raised,

He rejoices in the same.

4 for grace our hearts to soften !

Teach us, Lord, at length to love
;

We, alas ! forget too often,

What a Friend we have above.

6. 7s. C. Wesley.

1 Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly,

While the raging billows roll,

While the tempest still is high :

Hide me, my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past

;

Safe into the haven guide
;

0, receive my soul at last.

2 Other refuge have I none
;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee
;

Leave, ah, leave me not alone
;

Still support and comfort me :
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All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my help from thee I bring

;

Cover my defenceless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

3 Thou, Christ, art all I want

;

All in all in thee I find
;

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind :

Just and holy is thy name
;

I am all unrighteousness

;

Vile and full of sin I am
;

Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with Thee is found

—

Grace to pardon all my sin
;

Let the healing streams abound,

Make and keep me pure within
;

Thou of life the fountain art,

Freely let me take of Thee
;

Spring Thou up within my heart,

Rise to all eternity.

S. M. Watts.

1 Not all the blood of beasts,

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away the stain.

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away

;

A sacrifice of nobler name,

And richer blood than they.

3 My faith would lay her hand
( hi that dear head of Thine,

While like a penitent I stand,

And there confess my sin.

4 My ?"ul looks back, to see

The burdens Thou didst bear,

When hanging on the cursed tree,

And hopes her guilt was there.
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5 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove
;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,

And sing His bleeding love.

8. 8s & 7s. Bqwrixg.

1 In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time
;

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

2 When the woes of life o'ertake me,

Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,

Never shall the cross forsake me
;

Lo ! it glows with peace and joy.

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

From the cross the radiance streaming

Adds new lustre to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, .

By the cross are sanctified
;

Peace is there that knows no measure,

Joys that through all time abide.

5 In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time
;

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

9. 7s.

1 God with us ! glorious name !

Let it shine in endless fame :

God and man in Christ unite :

—

Oh, mysterious depth and height !

2 God with us ! Amazing love

Brought him from His courts abovr

Now, ye saints, His grace admire,

Swell the song with holy (ire.

3 God with us ! but tainted not

With the first transgressor's blot

;

Yet did lb* our Bins Bustain,

Bear the guilt, the curse, the pain.
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4 God with us ! Oh ! wondrous grace !

Let us see Him face to face,

That we may Immanuel sing,

As we ought, our God and King.

10. 8s & 7s. Kobixson.

1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,

Which before the cross I spend
;

Life, and health, and peace possessing,

From the sinner's dying Friend.

2 Love and grief, my heart dividing,

With my tears his feet I'll bathe
;

Constant still, in faith abiding,

Life deriving from his death.

3 Truly blessed is this station,

Low before his cross to lie

;

While I see divine compassion

Beaming in his gracious eye.

4 Here I'll sit for ever viewing

Mercy streaming in his blood,

Precious drops, my soul bedewing,

Plead, and claim my peace with God.

11. L. M. Watts.

1 When I survey the wondrous cross,

On which the Prince of glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss,

And pour contempt on all my pride.

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of Christ, my God
;

All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice them to his blood.

3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down
;

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,

Or thorns compose 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.
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12. L. M. Watts.

1 Far from my thoughts, vain world, be gone
;

Let my religious hours alone
;

Fain would my eyes my Saviour see;

I wait a visit, Lord, from thee.

2 0, warm my heart with holy fire,

And kindle there a pure desire :

Come, sacred Spirit, from above,

And fill my soul with heavenly love.

3 Blest Saviour, what delicious fare !

How sweet thy entertainments are !

Ne'er did the angels taste above

Redeeming grace and dying love.

13. L. M. Watts.

1 I send the joys of earth away
;

Away, ye tempters of the mind !

False as the smooth, deceitful sea,

And empty as the whistling wind.

2 Tour streams were floating me along

Down to the gulf of black despair
;

And while I listened to your song,

Your streams had e'en conveyed me there.

3 Lord, I adore thy matchless grace,

That warned me of that dark abyss,

That drew me from those treacherous seas,

And bade me seek superior bliss.

4 Now to the shining realms above

I stretch my hands, and glance mine eyes

;

for the pinions of a dove,

To bear me to the upper skies !

14. 8s 7s &c 4s. Oliver.

1 Guide me, thou great Jehovah,

Pilgrim through this barren land
;

1 am weak, but thou art mighty ;

Hold me with thy powerful hand :

Bread of heaven,

Feed me till I want no more.
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2 Open, Lord, 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.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,

Bid my anxious fears subside :

Death of death, and hell's destruction,

Land me safe on Canaan's side :

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.

15. C M. W7ATTS.

1 I'm not ashamed to own my Lord,

Or to defend his cause
;

Maintain the honor of his word,

The glory of his cross.

2 Jesus, my God, I know his name

—

His name is all my trust

;

Nor will he put my soul to shame,

Nor let my hope be lost.

3 Firm as his throne his promise stands,

And he can well secure

What I've committed to his hands,

Till the decisive hour.

4 Then will he own my worthless name
Before his Father's face,

And in the new Jerusalem

Appoint my soul a place.

16. C. M. Ryland.

1 In all my Lord's appointed ways
My journey I'll pursue

;

" Hinder me not," ye much-loved saints,

For I must go with you.

2 Through floods and flames, if Jesus lead,

I'll follow where he goes
;

11 Hinder me not," shall be my cry,

Though earth and hell oppose.
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3 Through duties and through trials too,

I'll go at his command
;

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

4 And, when my Saviour calls me home,

Still this my cry shall be,

—

" Hinder me not," come, welcome, death
;

I'll gladly go with thee.

17. S. M. Doddridge.

1 How gentle God's commands !

How kind his precepts are !

" Come, cast your burdens on the Lord,

And trust His constant care."

2 Beneath His watchful eye

His saints securely dwell

;

That hand which bears all nature up,

Shall guard His children well.

3 Why should this anxious load

Press down your weary mind ?

Haste to your heavenly Father's throne,

And sweet refreshment find.

4 His goodness stands approved,

Through each succeeding day
;

I'll drop my burden at His feet,

And bear a song away.

18. L. M. Watts.

1 Let me but hear rny Saviour say,

" Strength shall be equal to thy day,"

—

Then I rejoice in deep distress,

Upheld by all-sufficient grace.

2 I can do all things, or can bear

All suffering, if my Lord be there
;

Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains,

While he my sinking head sustains.

3 I glory in infirmity,

That Christ's own power ma}' rest on me
;

When I am weak, then am 1 strong;

Grace is my shield, and Christ my song.
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19. 8s & 7s. Grant.

1 Know, my soul, thy full salvation
;

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care :

Joy to find, in every station,

Something still to do or bear :

Think what Spirit dwells within thee
;

Think what Father's smiles are thine

;

Think what Jesus did to win thee :

Child of heaven, canst thou repine ?

2 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith and winged by prayer,

Heaven's eternal day's before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thee there
;

Soon shall close thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days,

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.

20. C. M. Watts.
1 With joy we meditate the grace

Of our High Priest above
;

His heart is made of tenderness,

His bosom glows with love.

2 Touched with a sympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame
;

He knows what sore temptations mean,

For He hath felt the same.

3 He in the clays of feeble flesh

Poured out His cries and tears

;

And in His measure feels afresh

What every member bears.

4 Then let our humble faith address

His mercy and His power
;

We shall obtain delivering grace

In the distressing hour.

21. S. M. Beddome.
1 Come, Holy Spirit, come,

With energy divine,

And on this poor, benighted soul

With beams of mercy shine.
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2 Melt, melt this frozen heart

;

This stubborn will subdue
;

Each evil passion overcome
;

And form me all anew.

3 Mine will the profit be,

But thine shall be the praise
;

And unto thee will I devote

The remnant of my days.

22. 7s. Bathhurst.

1 Holy Spirit, from on high,

Bend o'er us a pitying eye
;

Now refresh the drooping heart

;

Bid the power of sin depart.

2 Light up every dark recess

Of our heart's ungodliness
;

Show us every devious way
Where our steps have gone astray.

3 Teach us, with repentant grief,

Humbly to implore relief;

Then the Saviour's blood reveal,

And our broken spirits heal.

4 May we daily grow in grace,

And pursue the heavenly race,

Trained in wisdom, led by love,

Till we reach our rest above.

23. S. M. Anon.

1 Thou, Holy Spirit, art

Of truth the promised seal

;

Convincing power thou dost impart,

And Jesus' grace reveal.

2 0, breathe thy quickening breath,

And light and life afford
;

Instruct us how to live by faith,

And glorify the Lord.

24. H. M. Watts.

1 Join all the glorious names

Of wisdom, love, and power,



HYMNS. 159

That ever mortals knew,

Or angels ever bore :

All are too mean to speak his worth,

Too mean to set the Saviour forth.

2 Jesus our great High Priest,

Has shed his blood and died

;

Our guilty conscience needs

No sacrifice beside :

His precious blood, did once atone,

And now it pleads before the throne.

25. L. 31. Cowper.

1 What various hindrances we meet,

In coming to a mercy seat

;

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer,

But wishes to be often there.

2 Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw,

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw,

Gives exercise to faith and love,

Brings every blessing from above.

3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight

;

Prayer makes the Christian's armor bright

;

And Satan trembles when he sees

The weakest saint upon his knees.

4 Have you no words ? ah ! think again,

Words flow apace when you complain,

And fill your fellow-creature's ear,

With the sad tale of all your care.

5 Were half the breath thus vainly spent,

To heaven in supplication sent,

Your cheerful song would oftener be,

" Hear what the Lord has done for me."

26. L. 11 Stowell.

1 From every stormy wind that blows,

From every swelling tide of woes,

There is a calm, a sure retreat

—

'T is found beneath the mercy-seat.
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2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on, our heads
;

A place, of all on earth most sweet

—

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3 There is a scene where "spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with friend
;

Though sundered far—by faith they meet
Around one common mercy-seat.

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

And sin and sense molest no more,

And heaven comes down our souls to greet,

And glory crowns the mercy-seat.

27. 7s. Newton.

1 Come, my soul, thy suit prepare,

Jesus loves to answer prayer
j

He himself has bid thee pray,

Rise and ask without delay.

2 Thou art coming to a King,

Large petitions with thee bring

;

For his grace and power are such,

None can ever ask too much.

3 With my burden I begin,

Lord, remove this load of sin !

Let thy blood, for sinners spilt,

Set my conscience free from guilt

!

4 Lord, I come to thee for rest
;

Take possession of my breast

;

There, thy blood-bought right maintain,

And, without a rival, reign.

28. S. M. C. Wesley.

1 The praying spirit breathe,

The watching power impart,

From every lure and snare beneath,

Call off my grovelling heart.

2 My feeble mind sustain,

By worldly thoughts oppressed,

Appear, and bid me turn again

To my eternal rest.
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3 Lord, to my rescue come
;

Make my vain fancies cease :

0, lead my wandering spirit home,

And keep in perfect peace.

29. 7sr Kelly.

1 Saved ourselves by Jesus' blood,

Let us now draw nigh to God
;

Many round us blindly stray

;

Moved with pity, let us pray

—

Pray that they who now are blind

Soon the way of truth may find.

2 Lord awaken all around,

Let them know the joyful sound
;

Slaves to Satan heretofore,

Let them now be slaves no more
;

Lord, we turn our eyes to thee,

Set the captive sinner free !

3 Glorious things of thee are told,

What thine arm has wrought of old :

Thousands once its power confessed
;

0, for seasons like the past !

Lord, revive the former days

—

Thine the power, and thine the praise.

80. C. M. Mrs. Steele.

1 Father ! whate'er of earthly bliss

Thy sovereign will denies,

Accepted at Thy throne of grace,

Let this petition rise :

2 " Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmmr free !

The blessings of Thy grace impart,

And make me live to Thee.

3 "Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine
My life and death attend

;

Thy presence through my journey shine,

And crown my journey's end."
21
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31. 7s. Swain.

1 Brethren, while we sojourn here,

Fight we must, but should not fear ;

Foes we have, but we've a friend,

One that loves us to the end
;

Forward, then, with courage go,

Long: we shall not dwell below ;

Soon the joyful news will come,
" Child, your Father calls, come home."

2 In our way, a thousand snares

Lie to take us unawares
;

Satan, with malicious art,

Watches each unguarded heart

;

But from Satan's malice free,

Saints shall soon in glory be
;

Soon the joyful news will come,
" Child, your Father calls, come home."

3 But of all the foes we meet,

None so oft mislead our feet,

None betray us into sin,

Like the foes that dwell within

;

Yet, let nothing spoil your peace,

Christ shall also conquer these
;

Then the joyful news will come,
" Child, your Father calls, come home."

32. 8s 7s & 4s. Reed.

1 Hear, sinner ! mercy hails you
;

Now with sweetest voice she calls

;

Bids you haste to seek the Saviour,

Ere the hand of justice falls :

Hear, sinner !

'Tis the voice of mercy calls.

2 Haste, sinner ! to the Saviour,

—

Seek his mercy while you may

;

Soon the day of grace is over

;

Soon your life will pass away !

Haste, sinner !

You must perish if you stay.
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S3. S. M. Era. Col.

1 TnE Spirit, in our hearts,

Is whispering, M Sinners, come ;"

The bride, the church of Christ proclaims

To all his children, " come !"

2 Let him that heareth say

To all about him, " come ;"

Let him that thirsts for righteousness

To Christ, the fountain, come.

3 Yes, whosoever will,

0, let him freely come,

And freely drink the stream of life
;

'Tis Jesus bids him come.

4 Lo ! Jesus who invites,

Declares, " I quickly come :"

Lord, even so ; we wait thy hour

blest Redeemer, come.

34. S. M. Dobell.
1 Now is th' accepted time

;

Now is the day of grace
;

Now, sinners, come, without delay,

And seek the Saviour's face.

2 Now is th' accepted time
;

The Saviour calls to-day
;

To-morrow it may be too late
;

Then why should you delay ?

3 Now is th' accepted time
;

The gospel bids you come,

And every promise in his word
Declares there yet is room.

4 Lord, draw reluctant souls,

And feast them with thy love
;

Then will the angels swiftly fly

To bear the news above.

35. S. M. Pratt's Cot.

1 All yesterday is gone
;

To-morrow's not our own
;

sinner, come, without delay,

To bow before the throne.
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2 0, hear his voice today,

And harden not your heart

;

To-morrow, with a frown, he may
Pronounce the word,—" Depart.'

'

36. L. M. Grigg.

1 Behold a stranger at the door !

He gently knocks—has knocked before
;

Has waited long—is waiting; still :

You treat no other friend so ill.

2 lovely attitude !—he stands

With melting heart and loaded hands

;

matchless kindness ! and he shows
This matchless kindness to his foes.

3 But will he prove a friend indeed ?

He will ; the very friend you need
;

The friend of sinners—yes, 'tis he,

With garments dyed on Calvary.

4 Admit him, ere his anger burn,

—

His feet departed ne'er return
;

Admit him,—or the hour's at hand,

You'll at his door rejected stand.

37. 7s. S. F. Smith.

1 When thy mortal life is fled,

When the death-shades o'er thee spread,

When is finished thy career,

Sinner, where wilt thou appear ?

2 When the world has passed away,

When draws near the judgment-day,

AYhen the awful trump shall sound,

Say, where wilt thou be found ?

3 When the Judge descends in light,

Clothed in majesty and might,

When the wicked quail with fear,

Where, where wilt thou appear ?

4 While the Holy Ghost is nigh,

Quickly to the Saviour fly
;

Then shall peace thy spirit cheer

;

Then in heaven shalt thou appear.
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38. 8s & 6s.

1 Just as thou art—without one trace

Of love, or joy, or inward grace,

Or meetness for the heavenly place,

guilty sinner, come !

2 Thy sins I bore on Calvary's tree
;

The stripes thy due were laid on me,

That peace and pardon might be free

—

wretched sinner, come !

3 Burdened with guilt, wouldst thou be blest ?

Trust not the world ; it gives no rest

;

I bring relief to hearts oppressed

—

weary sinner, come !

4 Come, leave thy burden at the cross
;

Count all thy gains but empty dross

;

My grace repays all earthly loss

—

needy sinner, come !

5 Come, hither bring thy boding fears,

Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears

;

'Tis mercy's voice salutes thine ears :

trembling sinner, come !

6 " The Spirit and the bride say, Come ;"

Rejoicing saints re-echo, Come !

Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may come
;

Thy Saviour bids thee, Come.

»9. L. M. Hyde.

1 Say, sinner, hath a voice within,

Oft whispered to thy secret soul,

Urged thee to leave the ways of sin,

And yield thy heart to God's control ?

2 Sinner, it was a heavenly voice
;

It was the Saviour's gracious call

;

It bade thee make the better choice,

And haste to seek in Christ thine all.

3 Spurn not the call to life and light

;

Regard in time the warning kind
;

That call thou mayst not always slight,

And yet the gate of mercy find.
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4 Sinner, perhaps this very day

Thy last accepted time may be
;

0, shouldst thou grieve him now away,

Then hope may never beam on thee.

40. L. M. Miller.

1 To-day, if you will hear his voice,

Now is the time to make your choice
;

Say, will you to Mount Zion go ?

Say, will you have this Christ, or no ?

2 Ye wandering souls who find no rest,

Say will you be forever blest ?

Will you be saved from sin and hell ?

Will you with Christ in glory dwell ?

3 Once more we ask you in his name

—

For yet his love remains the same

—

Say, will you to Mount Zion go ?

Say, will you have this Christ, or no ?

41. L. M. Mrs. Steele.

1 Come, weary souls ! with sins distressed,

Come, and accept the promised rest

;

The Saviour's gracious call obey,

And cast your gloomy fears away.

2 Here mercy's boundless ocean flows,

To cleanse your guilt and heal your woes

;

Pardon, and life, and endless peace,

—

How rich the gift, how free the grace !

4 Dear Saviour ! let Thy powerful love

Confirm our faith,—our fears remove
;

Oh ! sweetly reign in every breast,

And guide us to eternal rest.

42. 7s. Wesley,

1 Depth of mercy !—can there be

Mercy still reserved for me ?

Can my God his wrath forbear,

Me the chief of sinners spare ?

2 I have long withstood his grace
;

Long provoked him to his face
;
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Would not hearken to his calls
;

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

3 Jesus, answer from above :

Is not all thy nature love ?

Wilt thou not the wrong forget ?

Lo, I fall before thy feet.

4 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.

43. 7s. Hawms.
1 From the cross uplifted high,

Where the Saviour deigns to die,

What melodious sounds we hear,

Bursting on the ravished ear !

" Love's redeeming work is done
;

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

2 " Sprinkled now with blood the throne,

Why beneath thy burdens groan ?

On my pierced body laid,

Justice owns the ransom paid
;

Bow the knee, embrace the Son

;

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

3 " Soon the days of life shall end
;

Lo, I come, your Saviour, Friend,

Safe your spirits to convey

To the realms of endless day,

Up to my eternal home
;

Come and welcome, sinner, come."

44. S. M. C. Weslet.

1 Soldiers of Christ, arise,

And gird your armor on,

Strong in the strength which God supplies

Through his eternal Son.

2 Strong in the Lord of hosts,

And in his mighty power,

The man who in the Saviour trusts

Is more than conqueror.
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3 Stand, then, in his great might,

With all his strength endued,

And take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God.

45. lis. Hopkins.

1 Why sleep we, my brethren ! come let us arise
;

0, why should we slumber in sight of the prize ?

Salvation is nearer, our days are far spent

;

0, let us be active ; awake ! and repent.

2 0, how can we slumber ! the Master is come,

And calling on sinners to seek them a home
;

The Spirit and Bride now in concert unite,

The weary they welcome, the careless invite.

3 0, how can we slumber ! when so much was done,

To purchase salvation, by Jesus the Son !

Now mercy is proffered, and justice displayed,

Now God can be honored, and sinners be saved.

46. S. M. Montgomery.

1 " Forever with the Lord !

"

Amen ; so let it be
;

Life from the dead is in that word,

'T is immortality.

2 Here in the body pent,

Absent from Him I roam,

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent

A day's march nearer home.

3 My Father's house on high,

Home of my soul, how near,

At times, to faith's far-seeing eye,

Thy golden gates appear !

4 I hear at morn and even,

At noon and midnight hour,

The choral harmonies of heaven

Earth's Babel tongues o'erpower.

5 Ah ! then my spirit faints

To reach the land I love,

The bright inheritance of saints,

Jerusalem above.
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47. S. M. MONTGOMERY.

1 " Forever with the Lord !

"

Father, if 'tis thy will,

The promise of that faithful word

Even here to me fulfil.

2 So when my latest breath

Shall rend the veil in twain,

By death I shall escape from death,

And life eternal gain.

3 Knowing as I am known,

How shall I love that word,

And oft repeat before the throne,

" Forever with the Lord !

*

4 That resurrection word,

That shout of victory,

Once more,— " Forever with the Lard !
"

Amen : so let it be

!

48 C. M. Doddridge.

1 Do not I love thee, my Lord ?

Behold my heart and see

;

And turn each hateful idol out,

That dares to rival thee.

2 Do not I love thee from my soul?

Then let me nothing love;

Dead be my heart to every joy

Which thou dost not approve.

3 Is not thy name melodious still

To mine attentive ear?

Doth not each pulse with pleasure thrill,

My Saviour's voice to hear ?

4 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock

I would disdain to feed ?

Hast thou a foe, before whose face

I fear thy cause to plead?

22
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5 Would not my heart pour forth its blood

In honor of thy name ?

And challenge the cold hand of death

To damp th' immortal flame?

6 Thou knowest I love thee, dearest Lord;
But, ! I long to soar

Far from the sphere of mortal joys,

That I may love thee more.

49. C. M. Watts.

1 Plunged in a gulf of dark despair,

We wretched sinners lay,

Without one cheerful beam of hope,

Or spark of glimmering day.

2 With pitying eyes the Prince of grace

Beheld our helpless grief;

He saw, and— amazing love !
—

He ran to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above,

With joyful haste he fled,

Entered the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

4 0, for this love let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence break
;

And all harmonious human tongues

The Saviour's praises speak.

5 Angels ! assist our mighty joys
;

Strike all your harps of gold

:

But when you raise your highest notes,

His love can ne'er be told.

50. 7s. TOPLADY.

1 Christ, whose glory fills the skies,

Christ, the true, the only light,

Sun of Righteousness, arise,

Triumph o'er the shades of night;

Dayspring from on high, be near;

Daystar, in m\ heart appear.
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2 Dark and cheerless is the morn,

If thy light is hid from me

;

Joyless is the day's return,

Till thy mercy's beams I see

;

Till thy inward light impart

Warmth and gladness to my heart.

3 Visit, then, this soul of mine;

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief;

Fill me, radiant Sun divine

;

Scatter all my unbelief;

More and more thyself display,

Shining to the perfect day.

51. 7s. Bowring.

1 Watchman ! tell us of the night,

What its signs of promise are.

—

Traveller ! o'er yon mountain's height,

See that glory-beaming star !

Watchman ! does its beauteous ray

Aught of joy or hope foretell ?—
Traveller ! yes ; it brings the day—

Promised day of Israel.

2 Watchman ! tell us of the night

;

Higher yet that star ascends.—
Traveller ! blessedness and light,

Peace and truth, its course portends !
—

Watchman ! will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them birth ?—
Traveller ! ages are its own ;

See, it bursts o'er all the earth.

3 Watchman ! tell us of the night,

For the morning seems to dawn. —
Traveller ! darkness takes its flight,

Doubt and terror are withdrawn.—
Watchman ! let thy wanderings cease;

Hie thee to thy quiet home. —
Traveller ! lo ! the Prince of Peace,

Lo ! the Son of God is come

!
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52. 8s 7s & 4s. Kelly.

1 Men of God, go take your stations

;

Darkness reigns throughout the earth

;

Go proclaim among the nations

Joyful news of heavenly birth

;

Bear the tidings

Of the Saviour's matchless worth.

2 Of his gospel not ashamed,

As " the power of God to save,"

Go where Christ was never named,

Publish freedom to the slave—
Blessed freedom !

Such as Zion's children have.

3 When exposed to fearful dangers,

Jesus will his own defend

;

Borne afar 'midst foes and strangers

Jesus will appear your Friend

;

And his presence

Shall be with you to the end.

53. S. M. Watts.

1 Thy name, almighty Lord,

Shall sound through distant lands

:

Great is thy grace, and sure thy word

;

Thy truth forever stands.

2 Far be thine honor spread,

And long thy praise endure,—
Till morning light and evening shade

Shall be exchanged no more.

54. H. M. Doddridge.

1 Zion, tune thy voice,

And raise thy hands on high

;

Tell all the earth thy joys,

And boast salvation nigh

;

Cheerful in God,

Arise and shine,

While rays divine

Stream far abroad.
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2 He gilds thy mourning face

With beams that cannot fade

;

His all-resplendent grace

He pours around thy head.

The nations round With lustre new
Thy form shall view, Divinely crowned.

3 In honor to his name,

Reflect that sacred light,

And loud that grace proclaim

Which makes thy darkness bright

;

Pursue his praise,

Till sovereign love

In worlds above

The glory raise.

4 There, on his holy hill,

A brighter Sun shall rise,

And with his radiance fill

Those fairer, purer skies

;

While, round his throne,

Ten thousand stars

In noble spheres

His influence own.

55. 8s & 7s. Madan's Coll.

1 Come, thou long-expected Jesus,

Born to set thy people free;

From our fears and sins release us,

Let us find our rest in Thee.

2 Israel's Strength and Consolation,

Hope of all the saints Thou art

;

Dear Desire of every nation,

Joy of every longing heart.

3 Born thy people to deliver

;

Born a child— and yet a King;
Born to reign in us forever,

Now thy precious kingdom bring.

4 By thine own eternal Spirit,

Rule in all our hearts alone;

By thine all-sufficient merit,

Raise us to thy glorious throne.
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56 C. M. Watts.

1 Earth has engrossed my love too long !

'T is time I lift mine eyes

Upward, dear Father, to thy throne,

And to my native skies.

2 There the blest man, my Saviour, sits;

The God ! how bright he shines !

And scatters infinite delights

On all the happy minds.

3 Seraphs, with elevated strains,

Circle the throne around

;

And move and charm the starry plains

With an immortal sound.

4 Jesus, the Lord, their harps employs

;

Jesus my love they sing

!

Jesus, the life of all our joys,

Sounds sweet from every string.

5 Now let me mount and join their song,

And be an angel, too

;

My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue,—
Here 's joyful work for you.

S7» S. M. Montgomery.

1 Sow in the morn thy seed;

At eve hold not thy hand

;

To doubt and fear give thou no heed;

Broadcast it o'er the land.

2 And duly shall appear,

In verdure, beauty, strength,

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear,

And the full corn at length.

3 Thou canst not toil in vain :

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grain

For garners in the sky.
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4 Thence, when the glorious end,

The day of God, shall come,

The angel reapers shall descend,

And heaven cry, u Harvest home. , '

58. C. M. Newton.

1 In evil long I took delight,

Unawed by shame or fear,

Till a new object struck my sight

And stopped my wild career.

2 I saw one hanging on a tree,

In agonies and blood

;

He fixed his languid eyes on me,

As near his cross I stood.

3 0, never till my latest breath

Shall I forget that look

;

It seemed to charge me with his death,

Though not a word he spoke.

4 My conscience felt and owned the guilt;

It plunged me in despair

;

I saw my sins his blood had spilt,

And helped to nail him there.

A second look he gave, which said,

11 1 freely all forgive

;

This blood is for thy ransom paid

;

I die that thou mayst live."

6 Thus, while his death my sin displays

In all its darkest hue,

Such is the mystery of grace,

It seals my pardon too.

59. 8s & 7s. Tubner.

1 Jesus, full of all compassion,

Hear thy humble suppliant's cry

;

Let me know thy great salvation

;

See, I languish, faint, and die.
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2 Guilty, but with heart relenting,

Overwhelmed with helpless grief,

Prostrate at thy feet repenting—
Send, 0, send me quick relief.

3 Whither should a wretch be flying,

But to him who comfort gives ?

Whither, from the dread of dying,

But to him who ever lives ?

4 On the word thy blood hath sealed

Hangs my everlasting all

;

Let thine arm be now revealed,

Stay, 0, stay me, lest I fall.

5 Saved— the deed shall spread new glory

Through the shining realms above

;

Angels sing the pleasing story,

All enraptured with thy love.

60. L. ML Newton

1 While to its grief my soul gave way,

To see the work of God decline,

Methought I heard the Saviour say—
" Dismiss thy fears, the ark is mine.

2 u Though for a time I hid my face,

Rely upon my love and power
;

Still wrestle at the throne of grace,

And wait for a reviving: hour.o

3 " Take down thy long-neglected harp,

I 've seen thy tears and heard thy prayer

:

The winter season has been sharp,

But spring shall all its wastes repair.''

4 Lord ! I obey, my hopes revive
;

Come, join with me, ye saints, and sing

:

Our foes in vain against us strive,

For God will help and triumph bring.
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61. L. M. Newton.

1 I asked the Lord that I might grow
In faith, and love, and every grace

;

Might more of his salvation know,

And seek more earnestly his face.

2 I hoped that in some favored hour

At once he 'd answer my request

;

And, by his love's constraining power,

Subdue my sins, and give me rest.

'6 Instead of this, he made me feel

The hidden evils of my heart,

And let the angry powers of hell

Assault my soul in every part.

4 Yea, more,— with his own hand he seemed
Intent to aggravate my woe

;

Crossed all the fair designs I schemed,

Blasted my hopes, and laid me low.

5 " Lord, why is this? " I trembling cried—
" Wilt thou pursue thy worm to death?"

" 'T is in this way," the Lord replied,

" I answer prayer for grace and faith.

6 " These inward trials I employ,

From self and pride to set thee free

;

And break thy schemes of earthly joy,

That thou may'st seek thy all in me."

62. 7s. Hammond.

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

;

0, do not our suit disdain !

Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain?

2 Lord, on thee our souls depend

;

In compassion, now descend
;

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,

Tune our lips to sing thy praise.

23
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3 In thine own appointed way,

Now we seek thee, here we stay

;

Lord, we know not how to go,

Till a blessing thou bestow.

4 Send some message from thy word,

That may peace and joy afford

;

Let thy spirit now impart

Full salvation to each heart.

63. C. M. Beddome.

1 Prayer is the breath of God in man,
Returning whence it came

;

Love is the sacred fire within,

And prayer the rising flame.

2 It gives the burdened spirit ease,

And soothes the troubled breast

;

Yields comfort to the mourners here,

And to the weary rest.

3 When God inclines the heart to pray,

He hath an ear to hear

;

To him there 's music in a groan,

And beauty in a tear.

4 The humble suppliant cannot fail

To have his wants supplied,

Since he for sinners intercedes

Who once for sinners died.

64. L. M. Reed.

1 that I could forever dwell,

Delighted, at the Saviour's feet;

Behold the form I love so well,

And all his tender words repeat.

.

2 The world shut out from all my soul,

And heaven brought in with all its bliss

;

! is there aught, from pole to pole,

One moment to compare with this ?
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3 This is the hidden life I prize,

A life of penitential love

;

When most my follies I despise,

And raise my highest thoughts above.

4 When all I am I clearly see,

And freely own, with deepest shame

;

When the Redeemer's love to me
Kindles within a deathless flame.

5 Thus would I live till nature fail,

And all my former sins forsake

;

Then rise to God, within the vail,

And of eternal joys partake.

65. C. M. Watts.

1 Early, my God, without delay,

I haste to seek thy face

;

My thirsty spirit faints away,

Without thy cheering grace.

2 So pilgrims on the scorching sand,

Beneath a burning sky,

Long for a cooling stream at hand,

And they must drink, or die.

3 I 've seen thy glory and thy power
Through all thy temple shine

;

My God, repeat that heavenly hour,

That vision so divine

!

4 Thus till my last expiring day
I '11 bless my God and King ;

Thus will I lift my hands to pray,

And tune my lips to sing.

6b S. M. Montgomery.

1 0, where shall rest be found—
Rest for the weary soul ?

'T were vain the ocean's depths to sound,

Or pierce to either pole.
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2 The world can never give

The bliss for which we sigh

;

'T is not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above, •

Unmeasured by the flight of years

;

And all that life is love.

4 There is a death whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting breath:

0, what eternal horrors hang
Around " the second death !

"

5 Lord God of truth and grace,

Teach us that death to shun,

Lest we be banished from thy face,

And evermore undone.

67. L. M. C. Wesley.

1 that my load of sin were gone !

that I could at last submit

At Jesus' feet to lay it down,

To lay my soul at Jesus' feet

!

2 Rest for my soul I long to find
;

Saviour of all, if mine thou art,

Give me thy meek and lowly mind,

And stamp thine image on my heart.

3 Break off the yoke of inbred sin,

And fully set my spirit free

;

I cannot rest till pure within,

Till I am wholly lost in thee.

4 Fain would I learn of thee, my God

;

Thy light and easy burden prove,

The cross, all stained with hallowed blood,

The labor of thy dying love.
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5 I would, but thou must give the power,

My heart from every sin release

;

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour,

And fill me with thy perfect peace.

68. L. ML Watts.

1 God is the refuge of his saints,

When storms of sharp distress invade

;

Ere we can offer our complaints,

Behold him present with his aid.

2 Loud may the troubled ocean roar

;

In sacred peace our souls abide,

While every nation, every shore,

Trembles, and dreads the swelling tide.

3 There is a stream whose gentle flow

Supplies the city of our God

;

Life, love, and joy, still gliding through,

And watering our divine abode.

4 That sacred stream, thine holy word,

Supports our faith, our fear controls ;

Sweet peace thy promises afford,

And give new strength to fainting souls.

5 Zion enjoys her Monarch's love,

Secure against a threatening hour
;

Nor can her firm foundation move,

Built on his truth, and armed with power.

69. L. M. Mackay.

1 Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep !

From which none ever wake to weep
;

A calm and undisturbed repose,

Unbroken by the last of foes.

2 Asleep in Jesus! 0, how sweet

To be for such a slumber meet

;

With holy confidence to sing

That death hath lost its venomed sting

!
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3 Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest

!

Whose waking is supremely blest

:

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour,

That manifests the Saviour's power.

4 Asleep in Jesus ! 0, for me
May such a blissful refuge be

;

Securely shall my ashes lie,

"Waiting the summons from on high.

70. S. M. Doddridge.

1 To-morrow, Lord, is thine,

Lodged in thy sovereign hand
;

And if its sun arise and shine,

It shines by thy command.

2 The present moment flies,

And bears our life away;

0, make thy servants truly wise,

That they may live to-day.

3 Since on this fleeting hour

Eternity is hung,

Awake, by thine almighty power,

The aged and the young.

4 One thing demands our care

;

0, be that still pursued,

Lest, slighted once, the season fair

Should never be renewed.

71 . 8s 6s & 4s. Lttb.

1 Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed

His tender, last farewell,

A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed

'With us to dwell.

2 He came in tongues of living flame,

To teach, convince, subdue

;

All powerful as the wind he came,

As viewless too.
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3 He came sweet influence to impart,

A gracious, willing guest,

"While he can find one humble heart

Wherein to rest.

4 He breathes that gentle voice we hear,

Soft as the breeze of even,

That checks each fault, that calms each fear,

And speaks of heaven.

5 And every virtue we possess,

And every victory won,

And every thought of holiness,

Are his alone.

6 Spirit of purity and grace,

Our weakness, pitying, see ;

0, make our hearts thy dwelling-place,

And worthier thee.

72. L. M. C. Wesley.

1 Stat, thou insulted Spirit, stay,

Though I have done thee such despite
;

Cast not a sinner quite away,

Xor take thine everlasting flight.

2 Though I have most unfaithful been

Of all who e'er thy grace received,—
Ten thousand times thy goodness seen,

Ten thousand times thy goodness grieved,

—

3 Yet, 0, the chief of sinners spare,

In honor of my great High Priest

;

Xor, in thy righteous anger, swear

I shall not see thy people's rest.

4 My weary soul, God, release;

Uphold me with thy gracious hand;

0, guide me into perfect peace,

And bring me to the promised land.
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73, C. M. Watts.

1 Dearest of all the names above,

My Saviour and iny God,

Who can resist thy heavenly love,

Or trifle with thy blood ?

2 'T is by the merits of thy death

The Father smiles again
;

'T is by thine interceding breath,

The Spirit dwells with men.

3 Till God in human flesh I see,

My thoughts no comfort find
;

The holy, just, and sacred Three

Are terrors to my mind.

4 But if Immanuel's face appear,

My hope, my joy, begin ;

His name forbids my slavish fear

;

His grace removes my sin.

5 While Jews on their own law rely,

And Greek's of wisdom boast,

I love th' incarnate mystery,

And there I fix my trust.

74. C. M.

1 Come, sinner, to the gospel feast,

0, come without delay;

For there is room in Jesus' breast

For all who will obey.

2 There 's room in God's eternal love

To save thy precious soul
;

Room in the Spirit's grace above

To heal and make thee whole.

3 There 's room within the church, redeemed
With blood of Christ divine

;

Room in the white-robed throng convened,

For that dear soul of thine.
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4 There 's room in heaven among the choir,

And harps, and crowns of gold,

And glorious palms of victory there,

And joys that ne'er were told.

5 There 's room around thy Father's board

For thee and thousands more

;

0, come and welcome to the Lord

;

Yea, come this very hour.

75. 8s. Anon

1 "We speak of the realms of the blest,

That country so bright and so fair

;

And oft are its glories confessed,

But what must it be to be there

!

2 We speak of its freedom from sin,

From sorrow, temptation, and care,

From trials without and within,

—

But what must it be to be there

!

3 We speak of its service of love,

The robes which the glorified wear,

The church of the first-born above, -

But what must it be to be there

!

4 Lord, in this valley of woe
Our spirits for heaven prepare,

And shortly we also shall know
And feel what it is to be there !

76. 8s 7s & 4s.

1 O'er the gloomy hills of darkness,

Look, my soul, be still and gaze;

All the promises do travail

With a glorious day of grace

;

Blessed jubilee,

Let thy glorious morning dawn

!

2 Let the Indian, let the Negro,

Let the rude barbarian, see

24
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That divine and glorious conquest,

Once attained on Calvary;

Let the gospel

Loud resound from pole to pole.

3 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness,

Grant them, Lord, the glorious light

;

And from eastern coast to western,

May the morning chase the night

;

And redemption,

Freely purchased, win the day.

4 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel,

Win and conquer, never cease

;

May thy lasting, wide dominions

Multiply and still increase

;

Sway thy sceptre,

Saviour, all the world around.

77. 8s 7s & 4s. Kelly.

1 See, from Zion's sacred mountain,

Streams of living water flow
;

God has opened there a fountain

That supplies the plains below

:

They are blessed

Who its sovereign virtues know.

2 Through ten thousand channels flowing,

Streams of mercy find their way
;

Life, and health, and joy bestowing,

Making all around look gay :

O, ye nations,

Hail the long-expected day !

3 Gladdened by the flowing treasure,

All enriching as it goes,

Lo ! the desert smiles with pleasure,

Buds ami blossoms as the rose :

Every object

Sings for joy where'er it flows.
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4 Trees of life, the banks adorning,

Yield their fruit to all around

;

Those who eat are saved from mourning

;

Pleasure comes, and hopes abound

;

Fair their portion—
Endless life, with glory crowned.

78. L. M. Pratt's Col ;

1 Zion, awake ; thy strength renew

;

Put on thy robes of beauteous hue

;

Church of our God, arise and shine,

Bright with the beams of truth divine.

2 Soon shall thy radiance stream afar,

Wide as the heathen nations are

;

Gentiles and kings thy light shall view

;

All shall admire and love thee too.

79. 7s.

1 When this passing world is done,

When has sunk yon glaring sun,

When we stand with Christ in glory,

Looking o'er life's finished story,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then— how much I owe.

2 Chosen, not for good in me
;

Wakened up from wrath to flee

;

Hidden in the Saviour's side
;

By the Spirit sanctified

;

Teach me, Lord, on earth to show
By my love how much I owe.

3 Even on earth, as through a glass,

Darkly, let this glory pass

;

Make forgiveness feel so sweet,

Make thy Spirit's help so meet

;

Even on earth, Lord, make me know
Something of how much I owe.
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4 When I stand before the throne,

Dressed in beauty not my own,

When I see thee as thou art,

Love thee with unsinning heart,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then— how much I owe.

80. 7s & 6s. C. Wesley.

1 Vain, delusive world, adieu,

With all of creature good

;

Only Jesus I pursue,

Who bought me with his blood

!

All thy pleasures I forego,

I trample on thy wealth and pride

;

Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified.

2 Him to know is life and peace,

And pleasure without end ;

This is all my happiness,

On Jesus to depend :

Daily in his grace to grow,

And ever in his love abide;

Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified !

3 0, that I could all invite,

This saving truth to prove
;

Show the length, the breadth, the height,

And depth, of Jesus' love;

Fain I would to sinners show

His blood by faith alone applied;

Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified !

81. 5s.

1 Breast the wave, Christian,

When it is strongest;

Watch for day, Christian,

When the night 's longest
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Onward and onward still

Be thine endeavor,

The rest that remaineth

Shall be forever.

2 Fight the fight, Christian,

Jesus is o'er thee,—
Run the race, Christian,

Heaven is before thee.

He that hath promised

Faltereth never—
The love of eternity

Flows on forever.

3 Lift the eye, Christian,

Just as it closeth

;

Raise the heart, Christian,

Ere it reposeth.

Thee from the love of Christ

Nothing shall sever

;

Mount when thy work is done—
Praise him forever !

83 S. M.

1 Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love

;

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2 Before our Father's throne

We pour our ardent prayers

;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims, are one,

Our comforts and our cares.

3 We share our mutual woes,

Our mutual burdens bear,

And often for each other flows

The 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.
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5 This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way,

While each in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain,

And sin, we shall be free,

And perfect love and friendship reign

Through all eternity.

83. S. M. Watts.

1 Is this the kind return,

Are these the thanks we owe ?

Thus to abuse eternal love,

Whence all our blessings flow ?

2 To what a stubborn frame

Has sin reduced our mind

!

What strange, rebellious wretches we,

And God as strangely kind

!

3 Turn, turn us, mighty God,

And mould our souls afresh

;

Break, sovereign grace, these hearts of stone,

And give us hearts of flesh.

4 Let past ingratitude

Provoke our weeping eyes

;

And hourly, as new mercies fall,

Let hourly thanks arise.

84. C. M. Watts.

1 Not all the outward forms on earth,

Nor rites that God has given,

Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth,

Can raise a soul to heaven.

2 The sovereign will of God alone

Creates us heirs of grace,

Born in the image of his Son,

A new, peculiar race.
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3 The Spirit, like some heavenly wind,

Breathes on the sons of flesh,

Creates anew the carnal mind,

And forms the man afresh.

4 Our quickened souls awake and rise

From their long sleep of death;

On heavenly things we fix our eyes,

And praise employs our breath.

85. C. M. WAr.rf.

1 Thou art my portion, O my God

;

Soon as I know thy way,

My heart makes haste t' obey thy word
And suffers no delay.

2 I choose the path of heavenly truth,

And glory in my choice

;

Not all the riches of the earth

Could make me so rejoice.

3 Thy precepts and thy heavenly grace

I set before my eyes

;

Thence I derive my daily strength,

And there my comfort lies.

4 If once I wander from my path,

I think upon my ways,

Then turn my feet to thy commands,
And trust thy pardoning grace.

5 Now I am thine, forever thine

;

0, save thy servant, Lord
;

Thou art my shield, my hiding-place

;

My hope is in thy word.

86. C. M. Medley.

1 0, what amazing words of grace

Are in the gospel found

!

Suited to every sinner's case

Who hears the joyful sound.
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2 Come, then, with all your wants and wounds;
Your every burden bring

;

Here love, unchanging love abounds,

A deep, celestial spring.

3 This spring with living water flows,

And heavenly joy imparts
;

Come, thirsty souls, your wants disclose,

And drink with thankful hearts.

4 A host of sinners, vile as you,

Have here found life and peace

;

Come, then, and prove its virtues too,

And drink, adore, and bless.

87# ' 7s. Newton.

1 Saved by grace, I live to tell

What the love of Christ hath done

;

He redeemed my soul from hell,

Of a rebel made a son.

0, I tremble still to think

How secure I lived in sin

;

Sporting on destruction's brink,

Yet preserved from falling in.

2 In his own appointed hour,

To my heart the Saviour spoke

:

Touched me by his Spirit's power,

And my dangerous slumber broke.

Then I saw and owned my guilt

:

Soon my gracious Lord replied,

" Fear not, I my blood have spilt,

'T was for such as thee I died."

3 Shame and wonder, joy and love,

All at once possessed my heart

;

Can I hope thy grace to prove

After acting such a part?

"Thou hast greatly sinned," he said,

" But I freely all forgive

;

I myself thy debt have paid

;

Now I bid thee rise and live."
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4 Come, my fellow-sinners, try ;

Jesus' heart is full of love

!

that you, as well as I,

May his wondrous mercy prove

!

He has sent me to declare,

All is ready, all is free :

Why should any soul despair,

When he saved a wretch like me ?

88. 7s.

1 Softly now the light of day

Fades upon our sight away
;

Free from care, from labor free,

Lord, we would commune with thee

2 Soon for us the light of day
Shall forever pass away

;

Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take us, Lord, to dwell with thee.

89. 8s & 7s.

1 Saviour, breathe an evening blessing,

Ere repose our spirits seal

;

Sin and want we come confessing;

Thou canst save, and thou canst heal.

2 Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel guards from thee surround us

;

We are safe if thou art nigh.

90. C. M. Watts.

1 When God revealed his gracious name,
And changed my mournful state,

My rapture seemed a pleasing dream,
The grace appeared so great.

2 The world beheld the glorious change,

And did thy hand confess
;

My tongue broke out in unknown strains,

And .sung surprising grace.

jL'O
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3 " Great is the work," ray neighbors cried,

And owned thy power divine

;

" Great is the work," ray heart replied,

" And be the glory thine."

4 The Lord can clear the darkest skies,

Can give us day for night

;

Make drops of sacred sorrow rise

To rivers of delight.

91. CM. Doddridge.

1 " Repent !
" the voice celestial cries

;

No longer dare delay :

The soul that scorns the mandate dies,

And meets a fiery day.

2 No more the sovereign eye of God
O'erlooks the crimes of men

;

His heralds now are sent abroad

To warn the world of sin.

3 sinners, in his presence bow,

And all your guilt confess
;

Accept the offered Saviour now,

Nor trifle with his grace.

4 Soon will the awful trumpet sound,

And call you to his bar

;

His mercy knows th' appointed bound,

And yields to justice there.

5 Amazing love, that yet will call,

And yet prolong our days

!

Our hearts, subdued by goodness, fall,

And weep, and love, and praise.

92. C. M. C. Wesley.

J 0, for that tenderness of heart

Which bows before the Lord,

That owns how just and good thou art,

And trembles at thy word

!
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2 0, for those humble, contrite tears

Which from repentance flow,

That sense of guilt which, trembling, fears

The long-suspended blow !

3 Lord, to me in pity give

For sin the deep distress,

The pledge thou wilt at last receive,

And bid me die in peace.

4 0, fill my soul with faith and love,

And strength to do thy will

;

Raise my desires and hopes above

;

Thyself to me reveal.

93. C. M. Dedham.

1 We would see Jesus— does not he

Bid contrite sinners come ?

And to such guilty souls as we
Proclaim, " there yet is room " ?

2 We would see Jesus, for his saints

May lean upon his breast

;

Pour out with confidence their plaints,

And find celestial rest.

3 We would see Jesus, gracious friend

!

Prom him derive our bliss

;

And wait till we the heavens ascend,

And see him as he is.

94. C. M. Bourne's Col.

1 Welcome, Saviour ! to my heart;

Possess thine humble throne

;

Bid every rival hence depart,

And claim me for thine own.

2 The world and Satan I forsake—
To thee I all resign

;

My longing heart, Jesus ! take,

And fill with love divine.
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3 0, may I never turn aside,

Nor from thy bosom flee
;

Let nothing here my heart divide—
I give it all to thee.

9tl. L. M. Beddome.

1 That was a time of wondrous love,

When Christ, my Lord, was passing by ;

He felt his tender pity move,

And brought his great salvation nigh.

2 Guilty and self-condemned I stood,

Nor thought his mercy was so near

;

When he my stubborn heart subdued,

And planted all his graces there.

3 My eyes were sealed, and shades of night

O'er all my mental powers were drawn;
He spake the word, " Let there be light,"

And straight the day began to dawn.

4 When on the verge of endless pain,

He gently whispered, I am thine

;

I lost my fears, and dropped my chain,

And felt a transport all divine.

5 Now he supports the work begun,

Strengthens my hands and guides my ways

;

To him be endless honors done
;

Let heaven and earth resound his praise.

9G. C. M. C. Wesley

1 How happy every child of grace,

Who knows his sins forgiven

;

This earth, he says, is not my place,

I seek my home in heaven.

A country far from mortal sight;

Yet, 0, by faith I see

The land of rest, the saint's delight,

The heaven prepared for me.
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2 0, 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 0, would he more of heaven bestow!

And let the vessel 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.

97. 7s. Oowpjer.

1 'T is my happiness below,

Not to live without the cross,

But the Saviour's power to know,

Sanctifying every loss.

2 Trials must and will befall —
But with humble faith to see

Love inscribed upon them all

;

This is happiness to me.

3 Did I meet no trials here,

No chastisement by the way,

Might I not with reason fear

I should be a cast-away ?

4 Trials make the promise sweet

;

Trials give new life to prayer

;

Bring me to my Saviour's feet,

Lay me low, and keep me there.
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98. C. M.

1 Jerusalem, my glorious home !

Name ever dear to me
;

"When shall my labors have an end,

In joy, and peace, and thee?

2 when, thou city of my God,
Shall I thy courts ascend,

Where congregations ne'er break up,

And Sabbaths have no end ?

3 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom,

Nor sin nor sorrow know

;

Blest seats ! through rude and stormy scenes

I onward press to you.

4 Jerusalem ! my glorious home !

My soul still pants for thee;

Then shall my labors have an end,

When I thy joys shall see.

99. C. M.

1 Ye golden lamps of heaven, farewell,

With all your feeble light;

Farewell, thou ever-changing moon,

Pale empress of the night.

2 And thou, refulgent orb of day,

In brighter flames arrayed
;

My soul, that springs beyond thy sphere,

No more demands thy aid.

3 Ye stars are but the shining dust

Of my divine abode;

The pavement of those heavenly courts,

Where I shall see my God.

4 There all the millions of his saints

Shall in one song unite

;

And each the bliss of all shall view

With infinite delight.



DOXOLOGIES. 199

1. L. M. Watts.

1 From all who dwell below the skies

Let the Creator's praise arise
;

Let the Redeemer's name be sung,

Through every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord
;

Eternal truth attends thy word
;

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,

Till suns shall rise and set no more.

2. L. M.
To God the Father, God the Son,

And God the Spirit, Three in One,

Be honor, praise, and glory given,

By all on earth, and all in heaven.

3. 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.

4. S. M.
Ye angels round the throne,

And saints that dwell below,

Adore the Father, love the Son,

And bless the Spirit too.

5. 7s.

Sing we to our God above

Praise eternal as His love
;

Praise Him, all ye heavenly host

—

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

6. 8s & 7s.

1 May the grace of Christ the Saviour,

And the Father's boundless love,

With the Holy Spirit's favor,

Rest upon us from above.

2 Thus may we abide in union,

"With each other, and the Lord,

And possess, in sweet communion,

Joys which earth cannot afford.
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A CHARGE to keep I have, 40
Ah ! guilty sinner, ruined by transgression, 69

Ah, how shall fallen men, 48
Alas, and did my Saviour bleed, 39
All hail the power of Jesus' name, 18
All yesterday is gone, 163
Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, 87
Am I a soldier of the cross, 19
And canst thou, sinner, slight, 47
Arise, my soul, arise, 56
Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep ! 181
At anchor laid remote from home, 7

Awaked by Sinai's awful sound, 79
Awake, my soul, in joyful lays, 17
Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve, 28
BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 5

Behold a stranger at the door, 164
Blest be the tie that binds, 189
Blow ye the trumpet, blow, 57
Breast the wave, Christian, 188
Brethren, while we sojourn here, 162
Broad is the road that leads to death, 12
Burst, ve emerald gates, and bring, 119
CHILDREN of the heavenly King, 63
Christ, of all my hopes the ground, 149
Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 170
Come away to the skies, 101
Come, Christian brethren, ere we part, 81
Come, Holy Spirit, come, with energy divine, 157
Come, Holy Spirit, come, let, 50
Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly dove, 36
Come, humble sinner, in whose breast, 146
Come, let us anew, 96
Come, let us join our cheerful songs, 30
Come, let us lift our joyful eyes, 25
Come, Lord, in mercv come again, 29

26
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Come, my soul, thy suit prepare, 160
Come, sacred Spirit, from above, 11
Come, said Jesus' sacred voice, 90
Come, sinner, to the gospel feast, 184
Come, sound his praise abroad, 44
Come, thou almighty King, 126
Come, thou fount of every blessing, 78
Come, thou long-expected Jesus, 173
Come, we that love the Lord, 46
Come, weary souls, with sin distressed, 166
Come, ye disconsolate, where'er ye languish, 120
Come, ye sinners, poor and needy, 66
DELAY not, delay not, sinner, draw near, 109
Pear Saviour, we are thine, 54
Dearest of all the names above, 184
Depth of mercy ! can there be, 166
Did Christ o'er sinners weep, 45
Do not I love thee, O my Lord, 169
Doxologies, 199
Drooping souls, no longer mourn, 70
EARLY, my God, without delay, 179
Earth has engrossed my love too long ! 174
FAREWELL, dear friends, I must be gone, 80
Far from my thoughts, vain world, be gone 154
Father, whate'er of earthly bliss, 161
Forever with the Lord, 168
Forever with the Lord, 169
From all that dwell below the skies, 199
From every stormy wind that blows, 159
From Greenland's icy mountains, 116
From the cross uplifted high, 167
From whence doth this union arise, 103
GENTLY, Lord, O gently lead us, 137
Glorious things of thee are spoken, 132
Glory to thee, my God, this night, 16

God is the refuge of his saints, 181

God, my supporter and my hope, 22
Go to thy rest, fair child, 141

God with us, O glorious name ! 152

Grace, 't is a charming sound, 44

Great God, attend, while Zion sings, 6

Guide me, O thou great Jehovah, 154

HAIL, sovereign Love, that first began, 105

Hail the blest morn, when the gre;it .Mediator, 145

Hail to the brightness of Zion'a glad morning, 118

Happy the spirit released from its clay, 99

Happy the heart where graces reign, 42
Hark, my soul, it is the Lord, 59
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Hark, ten thousand harps and voices, 135
Hear, sinner, mercy hails you, 162
Hearts of stone, relent, relent, 62
Here, blessed God, behold a few, 15
He dies, the friend of sinners dies, 148
He lives, the great Redeemer lives, 9
Holy Spirit from on high, 158
How charming is the place, 50
How did my heart rejoice to hear, 34
How firm .a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 108
How gentle God's commands, 156
How happy every child of grace, 196
How lost was my condition, 139
How oft, alas ! this wretched heart, 31
How sweet and awful is the place, 33
How sweet to leave the world awhile, 11

How tedious and tasteless the hours, 72
I ASKED the Lord that I might grow, 177
I love thy kingdom, Lord, 52
I love to steal awhile away, 21

I 'm a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger, 97
I 'm not ashamed to own my Lord, 155
In evil long I took delight, 175
In the cross of Christ I glory, 152
Is this the kind return, 190
I saw beyond the tomb, 47
I send the joys of earth away, 154
I would not live alway, I ask not to stay, 147
In all my Lord's appointed ways, 155
JERUSALEM, my glorious home, 198
Jesus, and shall it ever be, 148
Jesus, full of all compassion, 175
Jesus, I love thy charming name, 42
Jesus, I my cross have taken, 130
Jesus, lover of my soul, 150
Jesus my all to heaven is gone, 104
Jesus, thy blood and righteousness, 149

Jesus thou art the sinner's friend, 95
Jesus shall reign where'er the sun, 8

Jesus, who knows full well, 51

Join all the glorious names, 158
Joyfully, joyfully, onward I move, 98
Ju<t as I am, without one plea, 143
Just as thou art, without one trace, 165
KNOW, my soul, thy full salvation, 157
LET every mortal ear attend, 40
Let me but hear my Saviour say, 156

Let sinners saved give thanks and sing, 107
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Light of those whose dreary dwelling, 86
Life is the time to serve the Lord, 10
Lord, I cannot let thee go, 63
Lord, we come before thee now, 177
Lord, what a thoughtless wretch was 1 12
MAJESTIC sweetness sits enthroned, 32
May I resolve with all my heart, 122
Mary to her Saviour's tomb, 91
May the grace of Christ the Saviour, 199
Men of God, go take your stations, 172
Mercy, thou Son of David, 68
'Mid scenes of confusion and creature complaints, 100
Must Jesus bear the cross alone, 19
My days are gliding swiftly by, 58
My drowsy powers, why sleep ye so, 37
My faith looks up to thee, 73
My God, the spring of all my joys, 38
My gracious Lord, I own thy right, 14
My rest is in heaven, my rest is not here, 85
My soul, be on thy guard, 123
NEARER, my God, to thee, 144
Not all the blood of beasts, 151
Not all the outward forms on earth, 190
Now be the gospel banner, 117
Now is the accepted time, 163
Now the Saviour stands a pleading, 64
O COULD I speak the matchless worth, 102
O'er the gloomy hills of darkness, 185
O for a closer walk with God, 35
O for a thousand tongues to sing, 30
O, for that tenderness of heart, 194
O God of sovereign grace, 53
O haste away, my brethren dear, 106
One there is, above all others, 150
O how happy are they, 82
O Lord our God, arise, 49
O Lord, thy work revive, 53
O that I could forever dwell, 178
O that my load of sin were gone ! 180
O, where shall rest be found, 179
O Zion, tune thy voice, 172
Once I thought my mountain strong, 60
Once more, my soul, the rising day, '_'

I

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, 25
thou, in whose presence my soul takes delight, 93

O thou, the contrite sinner's friend, 133
O turn ye, O turn ye, for why will ye die? 75
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Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed, 182
Our helper God, we bless his name, 16

0, what amazing words fcf grace, 191
when shall I see Jesus, 138
where is now that glowing love, 9

PEOPLE of the living God, 127
Plunged in a gulf of dark despair, 170
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 199
Prayer is the breath of God in man, 178
" REPENT !*' the voice celestial cries, 194
Return, my roving heart, return, 15
Return, wandering soul, return, 14
Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings, 77
Rock of ages cleft for me, 124
Roll on, thou mighty ocean, 115
SALVATION, 0, the joyful sound, 40
Saved by grace, I live to tell, 192
Saved ourselves by Jesus' blood, 161
Saviour, breathe an evening blessing, 193
Saviour, visit thy plantation, 134
Saw ye my Saviour, 88
Say, sinner, hath a voice within, 165
See, from Zion's sacred mountain, 186
Show pity, Lord, Lord, forgive, 13
Sinner, come, 'mid thy gloom, 67
Sing we to our God above, 199
Softly now the light of day, 193
Soldiers of Christ, arise, 167
Sow in the morn thy seed, 174
Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears, 8
Stand up, stand up for Jesus, 85
Star of peace, to wanderers dreary, 84
Stay, thou insulted Spirit, stay, 183
Sweet day,- so cool, so calm, so bright, 55
Sweet is the work, my God, my King, 7

Sweet land of rest, for thee I sigh, 65
Sweet Sabbath eve, bright is thy smile, 136
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 153
Sweet was the time when first I felt, 23
THAT awful day will surely come, , 31
That was a time of wondrous love, 196
The day is past and gone, 43
The Lord into his garden* comes, 128
The morning light is breaking, 114
The pity of the Lord, 125
The praying spirit breathe, 160
The Spirit in our hearts, 163
The voice of free grace, 110
There is a fountain filled with blood, Ill



206 INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

There 's a friend above all others, 121
There is a happy land, 92
There is an hour of peaceful rest, 76
There is a land, a happy land, 94
Through thy protecting care, 83
There is a land of pure delight, 26
Thus far the Lord hath led me on, 131
Thou art my portion, my God, 191
Thou Holy Spirit art, 158
Thy name, almighty Lord, 172
'T is God the Spirit leads, 49
'T is my happiness below, 197
To-day, if you will hear his voice, 166
To-day the Saviour calls, 41
To-morrow, Lord, is thine, 182
To God, in whom I trust, 51

To God the Father, God the Son, 199
To Jesus, the crown of my hope, 142
To leave my dear friends, and with neighbors to part, .... 140
VAIN, delusive world, adieu, 188
WATCHMAN! tell us of the night, 171
We would see Jesus— does not he, 195
Welcome, Saviour ! to my heart, 195
We 're travelling home to heaven above, 61

We speak of the realms of the blest, 185
What 's this that steals upon my frame? 112
What various hindrances we meet, 159
When God revealed his gracious name, 193
When I can read my title clear, 24
When marshalled on the nightly plain, 74
When overwhelmed with grief, 125
When shall the voice of singing, 115
When this passing world is done, 187
When thou my righteous Judge shalt come, 89

When thy mortal life is fled, 164

When we in darkness walk, 48
When I survey the wondrous cross, 153
Where two or three with sweet accord, 122

While life prolongs its precious light, 10

While to its grief my soul gave way, '. . .176
Why do we mourn departing friends, 27

Why is my heart so far from thee, 20

Why should we start and fear to die, 13

Why sleep ye, my brethren ? come let us arise, 168

With joy we meditate the grace, 157

YE angels round the throne, 199

Ye dying sons of men, 71

Ye golden lamps of heaven, farewell, 198

Your harps, ye trembling saints, 52

ZION, awake ; thy strength renew, 187
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Pare

Advent, C. P. M. 89
"All's Well," 8s & 3s 112
Amazing Grace. CM. 87
Amsterdam, 7s & 6s 77
Anticipation, C M. 106
Arlin-ton, C M. 42
Autumn 8s & 7s 137
Aylesbury, S. If. 47

Badea, S.M. 50
Balerma CM. 35
Bartimeus, 8s & 7s 68
Bavaria 8s & 7s 130
Bower of Prayer, lis 140
Boylston, S. M. 125
Bremen, C P. M. 102
Bridgewater, L. M. 6
Brookline, 8s & 6s 133

Cambridge, CM. 30
Carmarthen, H. M. 71
China, CM. 27
Christian Victor, 10s 98
Christmas, CM. 2^

"Come," 3s & 6s 67
" Come, ye disconsolate," lis & 10s 120
11 Come, ye sinners,". . .8s, 7s & 4s 66
Coronation, CM. 18
Cowper, CM. Ill
Cross and Crown, CM. 19

Dedham, CM. 23
Denfleld, C M. 3S
Desire, lis & 8s 93
Duane Street, L. M. 104
Duke Street, L. M. 8
Dundee, C M. 33
Dunlapscreek, CM. 31

Evening Ilymn, L. M. 16
Expostulation, lis 75

Fallon, lis &5
Farewell, L. M. 80
M Far, far at sea," 8s, 7s & 4s 84

Ganges, C.P.M. 79
Garden Hymn, C.P.M. 12S
Greenville 8s, 7s & 4s 134
Golden Hill, S. M. 51

P&sr«

Goodwin, 7s & 6s 114
Groton, 5s & 6s 96

Hail, llsfc 10s 118
Hamburg, L. M. 14
Happiness 6s & 9s 82
Happy Land P. M. 92
Harmony Grove, CM. 26
Harwell, 8s, 7s & 7s 135
Hebron L. M. 131
Herbert, CM. 55
Home lis 100
Horton, 7s 90

"I'm a pilgrim," P. M. 97
Iowa, S.M. 45
Italian Hymn, 6s & 4s 126

" Just as I am," 8s & 6s 143

Keith, S.M. 141
Kingsley, lis 147

Laban, S. Iff. 123
Land of Rest, CM. 65
Lenox H. M. 56
Little Marlborough, S. M. 48
" Lovest thou Me," 7s 59
Loving Kindness, L. M. 17

Marlow, CM. 30
Martvn, 7s 91
Mear, C M. 34
Melodv, CM. 36
Iferdin, 7s, 6s & 7s 119
Missionary Hymn, 7s & 6s 116
Morning 6s & 5s 83
Mount Calvary, 7s 62
Mount Pisgah, C M 24

Near 6s & 4s 144
Nettleton 8s & 7s 78
New Haven. 6s & 4s 73
Newton, 8s. 72
Northfield, CM. 37
Nuremburg, 7s 60

Old Hundredth, L. M. 5
Olmutz, S.M. 52
Olney, 8s 142
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Pace

Ortonville, CM. 32
" when shall I see Jesus," 7s & 6s 13S

Peterborough, CM. 29
Pleading Saviour, Ss & 7s 64
Plevel'a Hymn, 7s 63
Portugal, L. M. 7

Portuguese Hymn, lis 108
Prospect, 6s & 9s 101

Repentance, CM. 39
Resolve, CM. 146
Rochester CM. 22
Rockingham, L. M. 122
Rock of Ages, 7s 124
Rosefield, 7s 127

St. Michael, S.M. 48
St. Thomas, S. M. 46
" Saw ye my Saviour," 10s, 7s & 9s 88
Shining Shore, 8s & 7s 58
Shirland, S. M. 54
Sicily, 8s & 7s 86

Silver Street S.M. 44
Star in the East, 10s &Us 145
Star of Bethlehem, L. M. 74
" Sweet Sabbath Eve," 136

" The voice of free grace," 12s 110
" To-day the Saviour calls," 6s & 4s 41
Twilight, S.M. 43

Union Hymn, 8s 103
U tica, 7s & 6s 70

Wales, 8s & 4s 121
Warning. 10s or 10s & lis 69
Wells L. M 10

I Whitney, CM. 94
" Will you go," 8s & 3s 61

I

Wilmot, 8s & 7s 132
; Windham, L. M. 12
Windsor C M. 20
Woodland, 8s & 6s or C M. 76
Woodstock, CM. 21

N. B.—Many of the tunes in this Collection are held, either as original tunes

or in their arrangement, by copyright. The arrangements of Olmutz, Hamburg,

and Denfield, belong to Dr. L. Mason, for which proper credit should have been

given in the body of the book. The acknowledgments of the compiler are also

due Mr. G. F. Root and others for permission to use their tunes.














