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PREFACE.

The space usually given to preface will be found filled with music; but some

few features call for mention.

The book is divided into two parts, which, roughly speaking, contain—the old,

standard hymns and tunes, in the first; and the later, popular hymns, of the

"Gospel Songs" variety, in the second.

The style, here adopted, of placing the hymn at the right of its tune, in many
cases, instead of always below it, Avill find favor with music-readers, after a short

experience. This plan has great advantages in making up such a work.

In announcing a hymn, I take the liberty to recommend that it be done solely

by the number, without mention of the page. It will also be well to name the tune,

as, usually, the music on pages facing each other is adapted to all the hymns on

those pages.

The Analytical Index is arranged on the best model known to me. I hope it

will be found very serviceable.

Among many to whom this work is greatly indebted, I desire to especially rec-

ognize Messrs. J. II. Eosecrans, J. P. Powell, J. R. Murray, E. S. Lorenz, T. C.

O'Kane, and my brother Fred—musical friends ; and also Elder L. H. Jameson, to

whose authorship and proficiency, both in letters and music, I am under many ob-

ligations. These, and a multitude of correspondents, will pardon, for the sake of

brevity, this slight acknowledgment of numerous and signal favors.

With these few indications, the public will dismiss my editorial labors, and

forget them in the wealth of sacred song which it has been my privilege to select

from the vast treasure-house of Christian psalmody. Trusting that the selection

will meet the approval of all who desire pure, fervent congregational worship, I

commit it to the blessing of the Father and the favor of His children.

Jas. H. Fillmore.
Cincinnati, July 20, 1882.

Note.—I have not intentionally omitted any proper credits in these pages, and shall be
glad to hear from any one who finds the recognition incorrect or unsatisfactory.

Copyright, 1882, by- Fillmore Bros.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

HYMK AKD TUNE-BOOIV.

PART I.

DUKE STREET. L. M. John Hatton.

Awake, my tongue, thy trib

^^^jL.4.

ute bring To him who gave thee power to sing;
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Praise him who is all praise a - bove, The source of wis-dom and of love.

Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring
To him who gave thee power to sing;

Praise him who is all praise above,
The source of wisdom and of love.

2 How vast his knowledge ! how profound

!

A deep where all our thoughts are drowned

;

Tlie stars he numbers, and their names

He gives to aU those heavenly flames.

3 Thro' each bright world above, behold

Ten thousand thousand charms unfold

;

Earth, air, and mighty seas combine
To speak his wisdom all divine.

4 But in redemption, O what grace!
Its wonders, O what thought can trace!

Here, wisdom shines forever bright;

Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight.

John Needham.

Jehovah reigns; his throne is high;
His robes are light and majesty

;

His glory shines with beams so bright
No mortal can sustain the sight.

2 His terrors keep the world in awe

;

His justice guards his holy law

;

His love reveals a smiling face

;

His truth and promise seal the grace.

3 Thro' all his works his wisdom shines,

And baffles Satan's deep designs

;

His power is sovereign to fulfill

The noblest counsels of his will.

4 And will this glorious Lord descend
To be my Father and my Friend ?

Then let ray songs with angels join;

Heaven is secure, if God be mine.
Isaac Watts.



NEW CHRISTIAN

OLD HUNDRED Gi'ii-LAUME Franc.

Before Jehovah's awful throne,
Ye nations, bow^ with sacred joy

;

Know that the Lord is God alone

;

He can create, and he destroy.

2 His sovereign power, without our aid,

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

He brought us to his fold again.

3 We are his people, we his care—
Our souls, and all our mortal frame

;

W^hat lasting honors shall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to thy name ?

4 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs,

High as the heavens our voices raise

;

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues,

Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise.

6 Wide as the world is thy command;
Vast as eternity thy love

;

Firm as a rock thy truth siiall stand,
When rolling years shall cease to move.

Isaac Watts.

4
From all that dwell below the skies,
Let the Creator's praise arise

;

Let the Redeemer's name be sung
Through every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are thy mercies. Lord
;

Eternal truth attends thy Avord
;

Tliy i^raise shall sound from shore to shore

Till suns shall rise and set no more.
Isaac Watts.

Thee we adore, eternal Lord

;

We praise thy name witla one accord;
Thy saints, who here thy goodness see,

Thro' all the world do worship thee.

2 To thee aloud all angels cry.

The heavens and all the powers on high;

Thee, holy, holy, holy King,
Lord God of hosts, they ever sing.

3 Th' apostles join the glorious throng;

The prophets swell th' immortal song;
The martyrs' noble army raise

Eternal anthems to thy praise.

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

;

Thy name we worship and adore.
World without end, for evermore.

Thos. Cotterill.

6
Kingdoms and thrones to God belong

Crown him, ye nations, in your song

His wondrous name and power rehearse

His honors shall enrich your verse.

2 He rides and thunders through the sky;

His name, Jehovah, sounds on high
;

Praise him aloud, ye sons of grace

;

Ye saints, rejoice before his face.

3 God is our shield, our joy, our rest;

God is our King : proclaim him blest.

When terrors rise, when nations faint,

He i.s the strength of every saint.
Isaac Watts.



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

UXBEIDGE. L. M, Lowell Mason.

mmmmsim^m
Ere mountains reared their forms sublime, Or heaven and earth in order stood;

^^^
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Be-fore the birth of an - cient time, From ev - er - last-ing, thou art God
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Ere mountains reared their forms sublime,

Or heaven and earth in order stood

;

Before the birth of ancient time,

From everlasting, thou art God.

2 A tliousand ages, in their flight,

With thee are as a fleeting day

;

Past, present, future, to thy sight

At once their various scenes display.

UPTON.

3 But our brief life's a sliadowy dream

—

A passiugtliought, that soon is o'er

—

That fade.s with morning's earliest beam,

And fills the musing mind no more.

4 To us, O Lord, the wisdom give
Each passing moment so to spend

That we at length witli thee may live,

Where life and bliss shall never end.

Harriet Auuer.

From "Masons' Sacred Harp."

1=1= mi^i^i
God of my life, to thee belong Touclied by thy love, each tuneful chord

The grateful heart, the joyfal song) Resounds the goodness of the Lord.

God of my life, to thee belong
Tlie grateful heart, the joyful song

;

Touelied by thy love, each tuneful chord

Kesounds the gootlness of the Lord.

2 Yet why, dear Lord, this tender care?

Why doth thy hand so kindly rear

A useless eumberer of the ground.
On which so little fruit is found ?

3 Still let the barren fig-tree stand.

Upheld and fostered by thy hand
;

And let its fruit and verdure be

A grateful tribute, Lord, to thee.
E. Scott.

With deepest reverence at thy throne,

Jeliovah, peerless and unknown,
Our feeble spirits strive, in vain,

A glimpse of thee, great God, to gain.

2 Who, by the closest search, can find

Th' eternal, uncreated Mind ?

Nor men, nor angels can explore

Thy heights of love, thy depths of power.

3 That power we trace on every side

;

O may tliy wisdom be our guide

!

And while we live, and when we die,

May thine almighty love be nigh.
E. Butcher.



NEW CHRISTIAN

MAINZER. L, M. Joseph Mainzer.
1

i"^

ti S3EJ J

-S—5—

^

r ''
I

Servants of God, in joy - ful lays Sing ye the Lord Je - ho-vah's praise
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His glo-rious name let all a-dore,
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From age to age, for ev - er - more.
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Servants of C4od, in joyful lays

Sing ye the Lord Jehovah's praise;

His glorious njime let all adore,

From age to age, for evermore.

2 Who is like God? so great, so high,

He bows himself to view the sky

;

And yet, with condescending grace,

Looks down upon the human race.

3 He hears the uncomplaining moan
Of those who sit and weep alone

;

He lifts the mourner from the dust;
lu him the poor may safely trust.

4 O then, aloud, in joyful lays,

Sing to the Lord Jehovah's praise

;

His saving name let all adore,

From age to age, for evermore.
James Montgomery.

II

O LOVE beyond conception great,

That formed the vast, stupendous plan,

Where all divine perfections meet
To reconcile rebellious man.

2 There wisdom shines in fullest blaze,

And justice all her right maintains;
Astonished angels stoop to gaze,
While mercy o'er the guilty reigns.

3 Yes, mercy reigns, and justice too

;

In Christ they both harmonious meet,

He paid to justice all her due,
And now he fills the mercy-seat.

Unknown.

Ere the blue heavens were stretched abroad,

From everlasting was the Word

;

With God he was, the Word was God,
And must divinely be adored.

2 By his own power were all things made;

By him supported, all things stand;
He is the whole creation's head.
And angels fly at his command.

3 But, lo ! he leaves those heavenly forms

;

The Word descends and dwells in clay,

That he may converse hold with worms.

Dressed in such feeble flesh as they.

4 Archangels leave their high abode
To learn new mysteries here, and tell

The love of our descending God,
The glories of Imnianuel.
_ Isaac Watts.

13
God is the refiigo of his saints.

When storms of sharp distress invade;

Ere we can offer our complaints,
Behold him present with his aid.

2 Let mountains from their seats be hurled

Down to the deep, and buried there,

Convulsions shake the solid world,
Our faith shall never yield to fear.

3 Zion enjoys her monarch's love.

Secure against a threatening hour;
Nor can her firm foundations move.

Built on his truth, and armed with powej;

Isaac Watts.



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

TRUEO. L. M. Charles Burney.

Glad homage pay, with aw - ful mirth, And sing be - fore him songs of praise.

WiTH one consent let all the earth
To God their cheerful voices raise

;

Glad homage pay, with awful mirth,
Aud sing before him songs of praise:

2 Convinced that he is God alone.
From whom both we and all proceed

;

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

3 O enter, then, liis temple gate,
Thence to his courts devoutly press

;

And still your grateful hymns repeat,

And still his name with praises bless.

4 For he's the Lord supremely good,
His mercy is forever siu-e;

His truth, which always firmly stood.
To endless ages shall endure.

Tate and Bkadv.

15
Jehovah reigns ; he dwells in light,

Arrayed with majesty and might

;

The world, created by his hands.
Still on its firm foundation stands.

2 But ere this spacious world was made,

Or had its first foundation laid,

His throne eternal ages stood,

Himself the Ever-living God.

3 Forever shall his throne endure

;

His promise stands forever sure

;

And everlasting holiness
Becomes the dwellings of his grace.

Isaac Watts.

The Lord will come, the earth shall quake,

The hills their fix(jd seat forsake;
And withering, ft-om the vault of night,

The stars withdraw their feeble light.

2 The Lord will come, but not the same

As once in lowly form he came

;

A silent Lamb to slaughter led.

The bruised, the suffering, aud the dead.

3 The Lord wiU come—a dreadful form,

With wreath of flame, and robe of storm,

On cherub wings, and wings of wind,
Anointed Judge of human kind.

4 While sinners in despair shall call,

" Rocks, hide us ! mountains, on us fall!

"

The saints, ascending from the tomb,
Shall joyful sing, "The Lord is come!"

Reginald Heber.

The Lord is King I Lift up thy voice,

O earth ! and all ye heavens, rejoice

!

From world to world the joy shall ring—
"The Lord omnipotent is King !

"

2 The Lord is King ! Who, then, shall dare

Resist his will, distrust his care ?

Holy and true are all his ways

;

Let every creature speak his praise.

3 O when his wisdom can mistake,
His might decay, his love forsake,

Then may his children cease to sing
"The Lord omnipotent is King!

"

JOSIAH CONDKR.



LETDEN. L. M.

NEW CHRISTIAN

COSTELLO.

E-ter-nal God, ce- les- tial King, Ex - alt - ed be thy glorious name; Let hosts in

t^--
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heaven thy praises sing,And saints on earth thy love proclaim.
And saints on earth thy love proclaim.

Eternal God, colcstial King,
Exalted be thy glorious name;

Let hosts in heaven thy praises sing,

And saints on earth thy love proclaim.

2 My heart is fixed on thee, my God

;

I rest my hope on thee alone

;

I'll spread thy sacred truths abroad,
To all mankind thy love make known.

3 Awake, my tongue; awake, my lyre

;

With morning's earliest dawn arise

;

To songs of joy my .soul inspire.

And swell your music to the skies.

4 With those who in thy grace abound.

To thee I'll raise my thankful voice,

Till every land, the earth around,
Shall liear, and in thy name rejoice.

Wm. Wrangham.

PAEZ STREET. L. M.

Now for a .song of lofty praise
To great Jehovah's only Son

;

Awake, my voice, in heavenly lays,

And tell the wonders he hath done.

2 Sing how he left the worlds of light,

And those bright robes he wore above;

How swift and joyful was his flight,

On wings of everlasting love

!

3 Deep in the shades of gloomy death
Th' almighty Captive prisoner lay;

Th' almighty Captive left the earth,
And rose to everlasting day.

4 Among a thousand harps and songs,
Jesus, the Lord, exalted reigns

;

His sacred name fiUs all their tongues.
And echoes through the heavenly plains.

Isaac Watts.

d=:T^=
Frederick M. A. Venua.

Sweet is the work, my God! my King! To praise thy name, give thanks and sing;
To show thy love by

t^- XZ-ZLJ^
IS>— o-

^^sp^ipa
morning light, And talk of all thy truth at night. And talk of all thy truth at night.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

LUTON. L. M.

:l2

George Burder.

3
^

A-wake, my soul, awake, my tongue, My God de- mands the grate - ful song;

« # "-(ii^ = ^^ ' ' "-^ ^_^_L^5, «-J-^ J-Lm
Let all my in-most powers re- cord The wondrous mer - cy of the Lord.

Awake, my soul, awake, my tongue.
My God demands the grateful song;
Let all my inmost powers record
The wondrous mercy of the Lord.

2 Divinely free his mercy flows.

Forgives my sins, allays my woes,
And bids approaching death remove,
And crowns me with indulgent love.

3 His mercy, with unchanging rays,
Forever slaines, while time decays;
And children's children shall recoi'd

The truth and goodness of the Lord.

4 While all his works his praise proclaim,

And men and angels bless his name,
O let my heart, my life, my tongue
Attend, and joiu the blissful song

!

Anne Steele.

Sweet is the work, my God ! my King!

To praise thy name, give thanks and sing

;

To show thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth at night.

2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest

;

No mortal care shall seize my breast;
O may my heart in tune be found.
Like David's harp of solemn sound.

3 My heart shall triumph in the Lord,
And bless his works, and bless his word

;

Thy works of grace, how bright they shine

!

How deejD thy counsels ! how divine!
Isaac Watts.

High in the heavens, eternal God,
Thy goodness in full glory shines;

Thy truth shall break through every cloud

That vails and darkens thy designs.

2 Forever firm thy justice stands,
As mountains their foundations keep

:

Wise are the wonders of thy hands;
Thy judgments are a mighty deep.

3 My God, how excellent thy grace!
Whence all our hope and comfort springs

;

The sons of Adam, in distress,

Fly to the shadow of thy wings.

4 Life, like a fountain, rich and free.

Springs from the presence of my Lord

;

And in thy light our souls shall see
The glories promised in thy word.

_ _ Isaac Watts.

23
Triumphant Lord, thy goodness reigns

Through all the wide celestial plains

;

And its full streams unceasing flow
Down to th' abodes of men below.

2 Through nature's work its glories shine;

The cares of providence are thine

;

And grace erects our ruined frame
A fairer temjile to thy name.

3 O give to every human heart
To taste and feel how good thou art;

With grateful love and reverent fear.

To know how blest thy children are.
P. Doddridge.
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HAEVEY'S CHANT. C. M. Wm. B. BRADnURY.

Hail ! great Crea-tor, wise and good ! To thee our songs we raise ; Nat -ure, thro'
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all her various scenes, In-vites us to
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thy praise, In - vites us to thy praise.

Hail! great Creator, wise and good!
To thee our songs we raise

;

Nature, through all her various scenes,
Invites us to thy praise.

2 At morning, noon, and evening mild,

Fi-esh wonders strilte our view
;

And, while we gaze, our hearts exult
With transports ever new.

3 Thy glory beams in every star
Which gilds the gloom of night

;

And decks the smiling face of morn
With rays of cheerful light.

4 And while, in all thy wondrous ways,
Thy varied love we see

;

O may our hearts, great God, be led
Through all thy works to thee.

_- _ Anon.
25
O God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come.

Our shelter from the stormy blast,
And our eternal home

!

2 Beneath the shadow of thy throne
Thy saints have dwelt secure

;

Sufficient is thine arm, alone,
And our defense is sure.

3 Before the hills in order stood,
Or earth received her frame.

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

4 A thousand ages in thy sight ^Are like an evening gone, •
Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the rising sun.

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away

;

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

6 O God, our help in ages past.
Our hope for years to come,

Be thou our guard while life shall last,

And our eternal home

!

-J n IsA.\c Watts.
^

O

ITo other tune. No. 563.]

Jesus, thou art the sinner's friend

;

As such I look to thee

:

Now in the fullness of thy love,

O Lord, remember me.

2 Remember thy pure word of grace,
Remember Calvary

;

Remember all thy promises.
And then remember me.

3 I own I'm guilty, own I'm vile;

Yet thy salvation's free :

Then in thy all-abounding grace,
Lord, remember me.

4 And when I closemy eyes in death.
And creature helps all flee.

Then, O my great Redeemer, Lord,
1 pray, remember me.

Richard Burnham.

10
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DUNDEE. C. M. GUILLAUME FrAKC.

^m
God moves in mys - ter - ious way His won - ders to per- form

;

i^ -i
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He plants his foot -steps on the sea, And rides up -on the storm.

God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform

;

He plants his footsteps on the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill

He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his gracious will.

3 You fearful saints, fresh courage take;

The clouds you so much dread
Are big with mercj^, and shall break
In blessings on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace

;

Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.

5 His purposes Avill ripen fast.

Unfolding every hour

;

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flf)wer.

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err,

And scan his work in vain

;

God is his own interpreter,
And he will make it plain.

QQ William Cowper.

Thy kingdom, Lord, forever stands,
While earthly thi'ones decay;

And time submits to thy commands,
While ages roll away.

2 Thy sovereign bounty freely gives
Its unexhausted store

;

And universal nature lives
On thy sustaining power.

3 Holy and just in all thy ways,
Thy providence divine

;

In all thy works, immortal rays
Of power and mercy shine.

4 The praise of God—delightful theme!

—

Shall till my heart and tongue

;

Let all creation bless his name
In one eternal song.

-j^_ Isaac Watts.
29
O THOU, whose own vast temple stands

Built over earth and sea.

Accept the walls that human hands
Have raised to worship thee.

2 Lord, from thine inmost glory send,
Within these courts to bide,

The peace that dwelleth, without end,
Serenely by thy side.

3 May erring minds that worship here,

Be taught the better way;
And they who mourn, and they who fear.

Be strengthened as they pray.

4 May faith grow firm, and love grow warm,
And pure devotion rise.

While round these hallowed walls the storm

Of earth-born passion dies.
W. C. Bryant.

II
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BEOOMSGROVE. C, M, Anon.

1 1 1 1^ t^T

Songs of im - mor - tal praise be-long To my al-might-y God; He has my
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heart, and he my tongue, To spread his name abroad, To spread his name abroad
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Songs of immortal praise belong
To my almighty God

;

He has my heart, and he my tongue,

To spread his name abroad.

2 How great the works his hand has wrought!

How glorious in our sight

!

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

3 How most exact is nature's frame

!

How wise th' eternal mind

!

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

4 When he redeemed his chosen sous,

He fixed his covenant sui'e

;

The orders that his lips pronounce
To endless years endure.

Isaac Watts.

EOCHESTEE. CM.

31
1 SING th' almighty power of God,
That made the mountains rise,

That spread the flowing seas abroad,
And built the lofty skies.

2 I sing the wisdom that ordained
The sun to rule the day

;

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

3 I sing the goodness of the Lord,
That filled the earth with food

;

He formed the ereatui'es with his word,

And then pronounced them good.

4 Creatures that borrow life from thee
Are subject to thy care;

There's not a place where we can flee,

But God is present there.
Isaac Watts.

Israel Holdroyd.

Ji__^' 1_,—4-

sing th' al-might-y power of God, That made the mountains rise,

:g=:=
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s
That spread the flow - ing seas a - broad. And built the loft - y skies.
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STEPHENS. C. M.

5-1-
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William Jones.
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Je - ho - vah, God, thy gracious power On ev - ery hand we
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O may the bless - ings ot each hour Lead all cur thoughts to
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Jehovah, God, tlij' gracious power
On every hand we .see

;

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

2 If on the wings of morn we speed
To earth's remotest bound,

Thy hand will there our footsteps lead.

Thy love our path surround.

3 Thy power is in the ocean deeps,

And reaches to the skies
;

Thine eye of mercy never sleeps,

Thy goodness never dies.

4 From morn till noon, till latest eve.

Thy hand, O God, we see;

And all the blessings Ave receive
Proceed alone from thee.

5 In all the varying scenes of time,
On thee our hopes depend

;

Through every age, in every clime,

Our Father, and our Friend.

^ Q John Thomson.

Sweet is the memory of thy grace,

My God, my heavenly King

!

Let age to age thy righteousness
In sounds of glory sing.

2 God reigns on high, but not confines
His goodness to the skies

;

Through the whole earth his bounty shines.

And every want sui^plies.

3 With longing eyes thy creatures wait

On thee for daily food
;

Thy liberal hand provides their meat,
And fills their mouths with good.

4 How kind are thy compassions, Lord,

How slow thine anger moves !

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

5 Creatures, with all their endless race,

Thy power and praise proclaim
;

But saints that taste thy richer grace
Delight to bless thy name.

— . I.SAAC Watts.

Behold the .sure foundation-stone.
Which God in Zion lays,

To build our heavenly hopes upon.
And his eternal praise !

2 Chcsen of God, to sinners dear,

And saints adore the name

;

They trust their whole salvation here.

Nor shall they suffer shame.

3 The foolish builders, scribe and priest,

Reject it with disdain
;

Yet on this Rock the Church shall rest,

And envy rage in vain.

4 What though the gates of hell withstood.

Yet must this building rise
;

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

Isaac Watts.
13



NEW CHRISTIAN

ST. ANNS, C. M. Wm. Croft.

Blest ev - er last - ing God, The
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our Lord

;
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Be his a - bound-ing mer - cy praised, His maj - es ty

35
Blest be the everlasting God,
The Father of our Lord

;

Be his abounding mercy praised,

His majesty adored.

2 When from the dead he raised his Son,

And called him to the sky.
He gave our souls a lively hope
That they should never die.

3 What though the first man's sin requires

Our flesh to see the dust

;

Yet as the Lord, our Saviour, rose,

So all his followers must.

4 There's an inheritance divine.
Reserved against that day

;

'Tis uncorrupted, undeflled,
And can not fade away.

BRID&MAN. CM.

5 Saints, by the power of God, are kept

Till the salvation come

;

We walk by faith as strangers here
Till Christ shall take us home.

r^ ,o Isaac Watts.
36
How precious is the book divine.
By inspiration given

!

Bright as a lamp its precepts shine,
To guide our souls to heaven.

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts

In this dark vale of tears

;

Life, light, and joy, it still imparts.
And quells our rising fears.

3 This lamp, through all the tedious night

Of life, shall guide our way.
Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day. j. Fawcett.

Beethoven, arr. by Geo. Kingsley.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

MEDFIELD. C. M. Wm. Mather.

live, I'll praise thy name,
r r T r i

My King, my God of love

;

* -#-

My work and joy shall be the bright world a-bove.
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Long as I live, I'll praise thy name,
My King, my God of love

;

My work and joy shall be the same
In the bright world above.

2 Great is the Lord, his power unknown,

And let his praise be great

;

I'll sing the honors of thy throne,
Thy work of grace repeat.

3 Thy grace shall dwell upon my tongue,

And, while my lips rejoice,

The men that hear my sacred song
Shall join their cheerful voice.

4 Fathers to sons shall teach thy name.

And children learn thy ways

;

Ages to come thy truth proclaim,
And nations sound thy praise.

Isaac Watts.

38
Awake, awake the sacred song
To our incarnate Lord !

Let every heart and every tongue
Adore th' eternal Word !

2 That awful Word, that sovereign power,

By whom the worlds were made

—

O happy morn! illustrious hour!

—

Was once in flesh arrayed !

3 Then shone almighty power and love,

In all their glorious forms,
Wlien Jesus left his throne above,
To dwell with sinful worms.

4 Adoring angels tuned their songs
To hail the joyful day;

With rapture, then, lot mortal tongues

Their grateful worship pay.

Q f^
Annk Steele.

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

It gives a light to every age

;

It gives, but borrows none.

2 The hand that gave it still supplies
His gracious light and heat

;

His truths upon the nations rise

;

They rise, but never set.

3 Leti everlasting thanks be thine,

For such a bright display
As makes the world of dai'kness shine
With beams of heavenly day.

4 My soul rejoices to pursue
The paths of truth and love,

Till glory breaks upon my view
In brighter worlds above.

m ,«, William Cowper.
40
LoKD, let thy Spirit penetrate
This heart and soul of mine

;

And my whole being with thy grace
Pervade, O Life divine !

2 As this clear air surrounds the earth,

Thy grace around me roll

;

As the fresh light pervades the air.

So pierce and fill my soul.
HORATIUS BoNAR.
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NIC3;A. lis, 12s, & 10s John B. Dykes.
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Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty!
Early in tlie morning our song shall rise to thee

;

Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty !

God over all, and blest eternally.

2 Holy, holy, holy ! all the saints adore thee,
Casting down their golden crowns around the crystal sea;
Cherubim and seraphim falling down before thee,
Who wast, and art, and evermore shalt be.

3 Holy, holy, holy ! though the darkness hide thee,
Tliougli the eye of sinful man thy glory may not see

;

Only thou art holy, there is none beside thee

;

Perfect in power, in love, and purity.

4 Holy, holy, holy ! Lord God Almighty !

All thy works shall praise thy name, in earth, and sky, and sea;
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty

!

God over all, and blest eternally.
Reginald Heber—alt.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

LYONS. lOs & lis.

4
Haydn.

O worship the King, all-glorious a-bove, And grate-ful-ly sing his
D. S. Pa-vilioned in splendor and

m
won-der- ful love; Our Shield and De - fend- er, the An- cient of days,
gird-ed with praise.
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O AVORSHIP the King, all-glorious alx)ve,
And gratefully sing his wonderful love;
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of days,
Pavilioned in spleudor,and girded with praise.

2 Thy bountiful care, what tongue can recite ?
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light;
It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain,
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain.

3 Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,

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

Thy mercies, how tender ! how firm to the end.
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend !

4 Our Father and God, how faithful thy love

!

While angels delight to hymn thee above,
The humbler creation, though feeble their lays.
With true adoration shall lisp to thy praise.

43
Ye servants of God, your Master proclaim.
And publish abroad his wonderful name

:

The name, all-victorious, of Jesus extol

;

His kingdom is glorious, and rules over all.

2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save

;

And still he is nigh, his presence we have

:

The great congregation his ti'iumph shall sing.
Ascribing salvation to Jesus our King.

3 " Salvation to God, who sits on the throne,"
Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son;
Our Saviour's high j^raises the angels proclaim,

—

Fall down on their faces, and worship the Lamb.

17

Robert Grant.

C. Wecley.
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LANESBORO. C. M.
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Wm. Dixon.
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faints a - way, My thirst-y spir-it faints a - way, With-out thy cheer-ing grace.
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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 sliy,

Long for a cooling stream at hand

;

And they must drink, or die.

3 Not life itself, with all its joys,

Can my best passions move,
Or raise so high my cheerful voice
As thy forgiving love.

4 Thus, till my last, expiring day,
I'll bless my God and King

;

Thus will I lift my hands to pray.
And tune my lips to sing.

Isaac Watts.

&ENEVA. C. M.

45
Come, ye that know and fear the Lord,

And raise your souls above

;

Let every heart and voice accord
To sing that—God is love.

2 This precious truth his word declares.

And all his mercies prove

;

While Christ, th' atoning Lamb, appears,

To show that—God is love.

3 Behold his loving-kindness waits
For those %vho from him rove.

And calls of mercy reach their hearts,
To teach them—God is love.

4 O may we all, while here below,
This best of blessings prove,

Till warmer hearts, in brighter worlds,
Shall shout that—God is love.

G. BURDER.

-I-

JoHN Cole.
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thy mer-cies, O my God!
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won - der, love and praise!
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

HUMMEL. C. M. H. C. Zeuner.
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Yes, I will bless thee, O my God,
Through all my mortal dajs,

And to eternity prolong
Thy vast, thy boundless praise.

2 Nor shall my tongue alone proclaim
The honors of my God

;

My life, with all its active powers,
Shall spread thy praise abroad.

3 Not death itself shall stop my song,
Though death will close my eyes

;

My thoughts shall then to nobler heights

And sweeter raptm-es rise.

4 There shall my lips, in endless praise,

Their grateful tribute pay

;

The theme demands an angel's tongue.

And an eternal day.
O. Heginbotham.

47
Lord, while for all mankind we pray.
Of every clime and const,

O hear us for our native land.
The laud we love the most.

2 O guard our shores from every foe

;

With peace our borders bless;

Witb prosperous times our cities crown,

Our fields with plenteousness.

3 Unite us in the sacred love
Of knowledge, truth, and thee

;

And let our hills and valleys shout
The songs of liberty.

4 Lord of the nations, thus to thee
Our country we commend

;

Be thou her refuge and her trust.

Her everlasting Friend.
J. R. Wreford.

48
WnKN all thy mercies, O my God!
My rising soul surveys.

Transported with the view, I'm lost

In wonder, love and praise.

2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul
Thy tender care bestowed,

Before my infant heart conceived
From whom those comforts flowed.

3 When in the slippery paths of youth
With heedless steps I ran,

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,

And led me up to man.

4 Ten thousand thousand precious gifts

My daily thanks employ

;

Nor is the least a cheerful heart
That tastes those gifts with joy.

5 Through all eternity, to thee
A joyful song I'll raise

;

But O ! eternity's too short
To utter all thy praise !

J. Addison.

19



NEW CHRISTIAN

DOVER. S. M. Aaron Williams.
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'm^

t^- ^ =S S^^—

V

-«—-•
i

L-^ 5-^^
He makes his church-es his bode, His most de- light- ful seat.

-•-#m E^=^=F5-

fl= V-
=f^

2R=t=

49
Gkeat is the Lord our God,
And let his praise be great

;

He makes his churches his abode,
His most delightful seat.

2 These temj^les of his grace,
How beautiful they stand

—

The honors of our native place,

The bulwarks of our land

!

3 In Zion God is known
A refuge in distress

;

How bright has his salvation shone
Through all her palaces

!

4 In every new distress

We'll to his house repair

;

We'll think upon his wondrous grace,
And seek deliverance there.

Isaac Watts.

SWABIA. S. M.

f-
50
O BLESS the Lord, my soul

!

His mercies bear in mind;
Forget not all his benefits;

The Lord to thee is kind.

2 He will not always chide
;

He will with patience wait

;

His wrath is ever slow to rise,

And ready to abate.

3 He pardons all thy sins,

Prolongs thy feeble breath;
He healeth thine infirmities.

And ransoms thee from death.

4 Then bless his holy name,
Whose grace hath made thee whole,

Whose loving-kindness crowns thy days

;

O bless the Lord, my soul

!

Isaac Watts.
Anon.
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SILVER STREET. S. M. Isaac Smith.

Come, sound his praise abroad,
And hymns of glory sing

;

Jehovah is the sovereign God,
The luiiversal King.

2 He formed the deeps unknown

;

He gave the seas their bound

;

The watery worlds are all his own.
And all the solid ground.

3 Come, worship at his throne

;

Come, bow before the Lord

;

We are his work, and not our own
;

He formed us by his word.

4 To-day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod
;

Come, like the people of his choice.

And own your gracious God.
Isaac Watts.

52
TiiK Lord Jehovah reigns

:

Let all the nations fear

;

Let sinners tremble at his throne,
And saints be humble there.

2 Jesus, the Saviour, reigns

;

Let earth adore its Lord

;

Bright cherubs his attendants wait,
Swift to fulfill his word.

3 In Zion stands his throne;
His honors are divine

;

His Church shall make his wonders known,

For there his glories shine.

4 How holy is his name

!

How fearful is his praise !

Justice, and truth, and judgment join
In all the works of grace.

Isaac Watts.

53
My soul, repeat his praise,

Whose mereifes are so great

;

Whose anger is so slow to rise.

So ready to abate.

2 High as the heavens are roised
Above the ground we tread.

So far the riches of his grace
Our highest thoughts exceed.

3 His power subdues our sins

;

And his forgiving love.

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

4 The pity of the Lord,
To those that fear his name,

Is such as tender parents feel

;

He knows our feeble frame.

5 Our days are as the grass.

Or like the morning flower

;

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

6 But thy compassions. Lord,
To endless years endure;

And children's children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.
Isaac Watts.
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CRANBROOK. S. M. Thomas Clark.

Gracel'tis a charm- ing sound, Har-mo - nious to the ear s Heaven witli the eclio shall re-
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Grace! 'tis a charming sound,
Harmonious to the ear

;

Heaven with the echo shalPresound,
And all the earth shall hear,

2 Grace first contrived a way .

To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

CLAPTON. S, M.

And all the earth

3 Grace led our wandering feet

To tread the heavenly road

;

And new supplies each hour we meet
While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall crown
Through everlasting days

;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves our praise.

Philip Doddridge.

William Jones.
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GEEAE, S. M,

Raise your tri - umph-ant songs To an im - mor - tal tune ; Let the wide
P

Lowell Mason.
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Raise your triumphant songs
To an immortal tune

;

Let the wide earth resound the deeds
Celestial grace has done.

2 Sing how Eternal Love
His Chief Belovtd chose,

And bade him raise our wretched race
From their abyss of woes.

3 His hand no thunder bears,
Nor terror clothes his brow

;

No bolts to drive our guilty souls
To fiercer flames below.

4 He shows his Father's love,

To raise our souls on high

;

He came with pardon from above
To rebels doomed to die.

5 Now, sinners, dry your tears

;

Let hopeless sorrow cease

;

Bow to the scepter of his love,
And take the offered peace.

-, ^ Isaac Watts.

56
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.

Isaac Watts.

Unknown.

57
God is the fountain whence
Ten thousand blessings flow

;

To him my life, my health, and friends,

And every good, I owe.

2 The comforts he affords
Are neither few nor small

;

He is tlie source of fresh delights,

>Iy portion and my all.

3 He fills my heart ^^•ith joy,

My lips attunes for praise

;

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

58
Give to the winds thy fears;

Hope, and be undismayed :

God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears;

God shall lift up thy head.

2 Thro' waves, and clouds, and storms,

He gently clears thy way
;

Wait thou hi.s time ; so shall this night
Soon end in joyous day.

3 Far, far above thy thought
His counsel shall appear.

When fully he the work hath wrought
That caused thy needless fear.

4 "WTiat though thou rulcst not

!

Yet heaven, and earth, and hell

Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne,
Andruleth all things well.

Paul Gerhardt.
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LUTHER. S, M Thos. Hastings.
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Awake, and sing the song
Of Mo.scs and the Lamb

;

Wake, every heart and every tongue,
To i^raise the Saviour's name.

2 Sing of his dying love

;

Sing of his rising power

;

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

3 Sing on your heavenly way,
You ransomed sinners, sing

;

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

4 Soon shall you hear him say,

"You blessM children, come !
"

Soon will he call you hence away,
And take his pilgrims home.

Wm. Hammond.

GILCREST. S. M.

To God, the only wise,

Our Saviour and our King,
Let all the saints below the skies

Their humble praises bring.

2 'Tis his almighty love,

His counsel and his care,
Preserve us safe from sin and death,
And every hurtful snare.

3 He will present our souls,

Unblemished and complete,
Before the glory of his face,

With joys divinely great.

4 Then all the chosen seed
Shall meet around the throne,

Shall bless the conduct of his grace,
And make his wonders known.

Isaac Watts,

j. h. rosecrans.
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CARLISLE. S. M.

4r

Chari.es Lockhart.

Lord, I delight in thee,

And on thy care depend
;

To thee in every trouble flee,

My best, mj' only Friend.

2 When nature's streams are dried,
Thy fullness is the same

;

With this will I be satisfied,

And glory in thy name.

3 Who made my heaven secure,
Will here all good provide.

While Christ is rich, can I be poor?
What can I want beside ?

4 I cast my care on thee

;

I triumph and adore

:

Henceforth mj' great concern shall be
To love and please thee more.

John Ryland.

62
Blest are the pure in heart,

For they shall see our God
;

The secret of the Lord is theirs

;

Their soul Ls his abode.

2 Still to the lowly soul
He doth himself impart,

And for his temple and his throne
Chooseth the pure in heart.

3 Lord, we thy presence seek

:

May ours this blessing be

;

O give the pure and lowly heart,

—

A temple meet for thee.
John Keble.

3 25

Great Source of life and light.

Thy heavenly grace impart

;

Thy Holy Spirit grant, and write
Thy law ujoon my heart.

2 My soul would cleave to thee
;

Let naught my purpose move

;

O let my faith more steadfast be,

And more intense my love.

3 Long as my trials last.

Long as the cross I bear,

O let my soul on thee be cast
In confidence and praj'er.

4 Conduct me to the shore
Of everlasting peace,

Where storm and tempest rise no more,

Where sin and sorrow cease.
Unknown.

64
Heirs of unending life,

While yet we sojourn here,

O let us our salvation work
With trembling and with fear.

2 God will support our hearts
With might before luiknown

;

The work to be performed is ours,

The strength is all his own.

3 'Tis he that works to will,

'Tis he that Avorks to do

;

His is the power by which vre act.

His be the glory too 1

Unknown.
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'Twas by an order from the Lord
The ancient prophets spoke his word

;

His Spirit did their tongues inspire,

And warmed their hearts with heavenly fire.

2 Great God, mine eyes with pleasure look

On the dear volume of thy book

;

There my Redeemer's face I see,

And read his name who died for me.

3 Let the false raptures of the mind
Be lost, and vanish in the wind

:

Here I can tix my hope secure

;

This is thy word, and must endure.
Isaac Watts.

DOXOLOGT. Irr.

And warmed their hearts with heavenly fire.

66
O LOVE of God, how strong and true

;

Eternal and yet ever new
;

Above all price, and still unbought;
Beyond all knowledge and all thought!

2 O wide-embracing, wondrous love,

We read thee in the sky above

;

We read thee in the earth below,
In seas that swell and streams that flow.

3 We read thee best in him who came
To bear for us the cross of shame

;

Sent by the Father from on high,

Our hfe to live, our death to die.
HORATIUS BONAR.

English.
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CEEATION. L. M. D Haydn.
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(The spacious firmament on high, With all the blue, e - the - real sky,)
\ And spangled heavens, a shilling frame, Their great O- rig - i - nal proclaim'.
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to ev - ery land The work of an al-might-y hand.

68
The spacious firmament on higli,

With all the blue, ethereal sky,
And .spangled heavens, a.shining frame,

Their great Original proclaim.
Th' unwearied sun, from day to day,
Does his Creator's power display.
And publishes to every land
The work of an almighty hand.

2 Soon as the evening shades prevail,
The moon takes up tlie wondrous tale.

And nightly, to the listening earth.
Repeats the story of her birtli

:

While all the stars that round her burn,

And all the i^lanets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as tliey roll,

And spread the truth from pole to pole.

3 What though in solemn silence all

Move round this dark, terrestrial ball

—

What though no real voice nor sound
Amid their radiant orbs be found

—

In reason's ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice

;

Forever singing as they shine,
"The hand that made us is divine."

Joseph Addison.

f-
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The heavens declare thy glory. Lord

;

In evei-y star thy wisdom .sliines;

But, when our eyes behold thy word,
We read thy name in fairer line.s.

The rolling sun, the changing light.

And nights and days, thy power confess

;

But the blest volume thou hast writ
Reveals thy justice and thy grace.

2 tSun, moon, and stars convey thy praise

Round the whole earth, and never stand;

So, when thy truth began its race.
It touched and glanced on every land.

Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest.

Till thro' the world thy truth has run;

Till Christ has all the nations blest.

That see the light, or feel the sun.

3 Great Sun of Righteousness, arise;
Bless the dark world with heavenly light;

Thy gospel makes the simple wise.
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right.

Thy noblest wonders here we view.
In souls renewed, and sins forgiven:

Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew.

And make thy word my guide to heaven.
Isaac Watts.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

WAVERTREE. L. M. 6 1. Wm. Shore.

f Thou art, O God,
\ Its glow by day,

the life and light Of all the wondrous world we see ; )

its smile by night, Are but reflections caught from thee
; )
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glo-ries shine, And all things fair and bright are thine.
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Thou art, O God, the life and light
Of all the Mondrous world we see

;

Its glow by day, its smile by night,
Are but retlections caught from thee.

Where'er we turn, thy glories shine,
And all things fair and bright are thine.

2 When day, with farewell beam, delays

Among the opening clouds of even,
And we can almost think we gaze,
Tlirough opening vistas, into heaven

—

Those hues that mark the sun's decline,

So soft, so radiant, Lord, are thine.

3 When night, with wings of starry gloom,

O'ershadows all the earth and .skies.

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume

Is .sparkling with unnumbered dyes—

•

That sacred gloom, tho.se flres divine,
So grand, .so countle.ss, Lord, are thine.

4 When youthful spring around us breathes,

Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigli

;

And every flower that summer wreathes

Is born' beneath thy kindling eye.

Where'er we turn, thy glories shine,

And aU things fair and bright are thine.

_
I

Tho.mas -Moorh.

Jesus, thou source of calm repose,

All fullness dwells in thee divine

;

Our strength, to quell the proudest foes

;

Our light, in deepest gloom to shine

;

Thou art our fortress, strength, and tower,

Our trust and portion evermore.

2 Jesus, our Comforter thou art

;

Our rest in toil, our ease in pain ;

The balm to heal each broken heart

;

In storms our peace, in loss our gain

;

( )urjoy beneath the worliUing's frown;
In shame, our glory and our crown

;

3 In want, our plentiful supply;
In weakness, our almighty i^ower

;

In bonds, our perfect liberty;
Our refuge in temptation's hour;

Our comfort midst all griefand thrall

;

Our life in death ; our all in all.

^ f^ Charles Weslev.

My Prophet thou, my Heavenly Guide,

Thy sweet instructions I will hear

;

The words that from thy lips proceed,
O how divinely sweet they are!

Thee, my great Prophet, I would love,

And imitate the blest above.

2 My great High Priest, whose precious blood

Was ofiered once upon the cross

;

Who now dost intercede with God,
And plead the friendless sinner's cause,

—

In thee I trust, thee would I love,

And imitate the blest above.

3 My King supreme, to thee I bow,
A willing subject at thy feet;

All other lords I disavow,
And to thy government submit

;

My Saviour King this heart would love,

Aud imitate the blest above.
Unknown.

28



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

SELENA. L. M. 6 1. Isaac B. Woodbury,

(The Lord my past-ure shall pre-pare, And feed me with a shepherd's care
;

)

\ His presence shall my wants supply, And guard me with a watch-ful eye: |
•*- ^' »- •- _ -i9-.
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My noonday walks he shall at - tend, And all my midnight hours de - fend.

The Lord my pasture shall prepare,
And feed me' with a shepherd's care;

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

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mcnmtain pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads
My weary, wandering steps he leads,

Whore peaceful livers, soft and slow.

Amid tlie verdant landscape flow.

3 Though in the paths of death I tread.

With gloomy horrors overspread,

My steadfast heart shall fear no ill,

For thou, O Lord, art with me still;

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid.

And guide me through the dismal shade.

_ - JOSEI'H AUDISON.

Though waves and storms go o'er my head,

Though strength, and health, and friends be gone

;

Thougli joys be withered all, and dead,

Though every comfort be withdrawn

;

On this my steadfast soul relies

—

Father, thy mercy never dies.

2 Fixed on this ground will I remain,
Tiiough my heart fail, and flesh decay

;

Til is anchor shall my soul sustain.

When earth's foundations melt away

;

Mercy's full power I then shall prove,
Loved with an everlasting love.

J. A. ROTHE, TR. BY J. WeSLEY.

]My hope is built on notliing less

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness;
1 dare not trust the sweetest frame,
But wholly lean on Jesus' name

:

On Christ, the solid rock, I stand

;

All other ground is sinking sand.

2 When darkness seems to vail his face,

1 rest on his unchanging grace

;

In every high and stormy gale,

My anchor holds within the vail

:

On Christ, the solid rock, I stand

;

All other ground is sinking sand,

3 His oath, his covenant, and blood,

Support me in the whelming flood;

When all around my soul gives way,
He then is all iiiy hope and stay

:

On Christ, the sdlid rock, I stand
;

All other ground is sinking sand.
_- —J Edward Mote.
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When adverse winds and waves arise.

And in my heart despondence sighs

;

When life her throng of cares reveals,

And weakness o'er my spirit steals,

Grateful I hear the kind decree.

That "as my day, my strength shall he."

2 One trial more must yet be past.

One pang—the keenest and the last

;

And when, with brow convulsed and pale.

My feeble, quivering heart-strings fail,

Redeemer, grant my soul to see

That "as my day, my strength shall be."

Mrs. L. H. Sigourney.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

NEWCOURT. L. P. M.
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I'll praise my Maker while I've breath, And when my voice is lost in death
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Praise shall em - ploy my nobler powers ; My days of praise shall ne'er be past,
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I'liii praise my Maker while I've breath,

And, when my voice is lost in death
Praise shall emjiloy my nobler powers

;

My days of praise shall ne'er be past,
While life, and thouji^ht, and being last,

Or immortality endures.

2 Happy the man whose hopes rely
On Israel's God: he made the sky.
And earth, and seas, with all their train.

His truth forever stands secure

;

He saves th' oppressed, he feedsthe poor,

And none shall find hisi)romise vain.

3 The Lord pours eye sight on the blind
;

The Lord supports Ihe fainting mind
;

He sends the laboring conscience peace

;

He helps the stranger in distress,
The widow and the fatherless,

And grants the prisoner sweet release.

Isaac Watts.

1 LOVE the volume of thy word :

What light and joy its truths afford
To souls benighted and distressed

!

Thy precepts guide my doubtful way

;

Thy fear forbids my feet to stray

;

Thy promise leads my heart to rest

;

2 Tliy threatenings wake my slumbering eyes,

And warn me where my danger lies.

But 'tis thy blessed gospel. Lord,
That makes my guilty conscience clean,

Converts my soul, subdues my sin,

And gives a free, but large, reward.

3 Who knows the errors of his thoughts?

My God, forgive my secret faults.

And from presumptuous sins restrain;

Accept my poor attempts of praise.

That I have read thy book of grace,

And book of nature, not in vain.
Isaac Watts.
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HYMN AND TUNE BOOK.

WILMOT. 7s. C. M. VON Weber.

Holy Bible, book divine,

Precious treasure, thou art mine :

Mine to toll me whence I came

;

Mine to teach me what I am

;

2 Mine to chide me when I rove

;

Mine to show a Saviour's love

;

Mine thou art to guide and guard;
Mine to punish or reward

;

PRECIOUS BIBLE. 8s, 7s & 7s.
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3 Mine to comfort in distress,

Suffering in this wilderness

;

JNIiue to show, by living faith,

Man can triumph over death

;

4 Mine to tell of joys to come,
And the rebel sinner's doom :

O thou holy book divine,
Precious treasure, thou art mine.

John Burton.
Arr. by A. D. Fillmore.
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f Pre-cious Bi - ble, what
\ AH I want for life

treas-ure
pleas-ure,

Does the word of God af - ford !

Food and medicine, shield and sword !}

.^=d=*=FS=^
1 1

tC j

-J—J—^J—

.

--1-

r- :t;

iE=P=F^:
^1=^::^!=; in

Let the world ac- count me poor, Hav-ing this, I need no more.
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Precious Bible, what a treasure
Does the word of God afford !

All I want for life or pleasure.
Food and medicine, shield and sword

:

Let the world account me poor,
Having this, I need no more.

2 Food to which the world's a stranger,

Here my hungry soul enjoys

;

Of excess there is no danger

—

Though it fills, it never cloys

:

On a dying Christ I feed.

He is meat and drink indeed.

3 In the hour of dark temptation,
Satan can not make me yield

;

For the word of consolation
Is to me a mighty shield :

While the Scripture truths are sure,

From his raalice I'm secure.
Qi John Newton.



NEW CHEISTIAN

ANTIOCH. C. M. Handel.
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Joy to tlie world, the Lord is come! Let earth receive her King,* f Let ev - ery heart \

Ipre-pare him room,/
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And heaven and nature sing, And heaven and natnre sing. And heaven, and heaven and nature sing.
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And heaven and nature sing. And heaven and nature sing,
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Joy to the world ! the Lord is come:
Let earth receive her Kiug

;

Let every heart prei^are him room,
And heaven and nature sing.

2 Joy to the earth ! the Saviour reigns

:

Let men their songs employ

;

"While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains,

Repeat the sounding joy.

ZEEAH. C. M.

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

;

He comes to make his blessings flow,
Far as the curse is found.

4 He rules the world with truth and grace,

And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousness,
And wonders of his love.

Isaac Watts.
Lowell Mason.

To us a Child of hope is horn, To us a Son is given; Him shall the trihes of earth obey;
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Him, all the hosts of heaven : Him shall the trihes of earth obey j Him, all the hosts of heaven,
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To us a Child of hope is born;
To us a Son is given

:

Him shall the tribes of earth obey;
Him, all the hosts of heaven.

1 His name shall be the Prince of peace,

For evermore adored,
The Wonderful, the Counselor,
The great and mighty Lord

!

~t&-

3 His power, increasing, still shall spread

;

His reign no end shall know;
Justice shall guard his throne above.
And peace abound below.

4 To us a Child of hope is born,
To us a Son is given

;

The Wonderful, the Counselor,
The mighty Lord of heaven

!

John Morrison.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

ATHENS. C. M, D. GlARDINI.
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While shepherds watched their flocks hy night, All seated on the ground, The angel of the

Lord came down, And glo - ry shone a - round. " Fear not," said he,—for mighty dread

Had seized their trouhled mind,—"Glad tidings of great joy I bring, To you and all mankind.
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While shepherds watched their flocks by night,

All seated on the ground,
The angel of the Lord came down,
And glory shone around.

" Fear not,'"' said he,—for mighty dread

Had seized their troubled mind,

—

"Glad tidings of great joy I bring,

To you and all mankind.

2 " To you, in David's town, this day
Is born, of David's line.

The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord

;

And this shall be the sign :

The heavenly babe you there shall find

To human view displayed.
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands,

And in a manger laid."

3 Thus spake the seraph—and forthwith

Apijeared a shining throng
Of angels, praising God, who thus
Addressed their joyful song

:

"All glory be to God on high.
And to the earth be i)eace

;

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

_ . Tate and Brady.
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Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour comes,

The Saviour promised long

;

Let every heart i:)repare a throne,
And every voice a song.

He comes, the prisoner to release,

In Satan's bondage held

;

The gates of brass before him burst,

The iron fetters yield.

2 He comes, from thickest films of vice

To clear the mental ray.
And on the eyeballs of the blind
To pour celestial day.

He comes, the broken heart to bind,
The bleeding soul to cure,

And, with the treasures of his grace,
T' enrich the humble poor.

Philip Doddridge.
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KEW CHRISTIAN

HERALD ANOELS. 7s. D,
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Hark ! the herald angels sing, Glo-ry to the new-horn King ; Peace on earth, and mercy mild
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God and sinners reconciled! .[

Joy-fnl, aU ye nations, rise;].

•• Join the trinmph of the skies; > With th' angelic host proclaim,

Christ is born in Beth- le- hem, With th' angelic host proclaim, Christ is born in Bethlehem!
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Hark ! the herald angels sing,
" Glory to the new-born King

!

Peace on earth, and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled !

"

Joyful, all ye nations, rise;

Join the triumph of the skies;

With th' angelic host proclaim,
Christ is born in Betlilehem !

2 See, he lays his glory by.
Born that man no more may die

;

Born to raise the sons of earth

;

Born to give tliem second birth.
Vailed in flesh the Godhead see;
Hail th' incarnate Deity

;

Pleased as man with men to dwell,
Jesus, our Immanuel

!

3 Hail the heaven-born Prince of peace

!

Hail the Sun of Righteousness

!

Light and life to all he brings.
Risen with healing in his wings.

34

Let us, then, with angels sing,

"Glory to the new-born King!
Peace on earth, and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled !

"

#-» /-» Charles Wesley.
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Bright and joyful was the morn
When to us a Child was born

;

From the highest realms of heaven
Unto us a Son was given.
On his shoulder he shall bear
Power and majesty, and Avear,

On his vesture and his thigh,
Names most awful, names most high.

2 Wonderful in counsel he,

Christ, th' incarnate Deity
;

Sire of ages, ne'er to cease
;

King of kings, and Prince of peace.
Come and worship at his feet;

Yield to him the homage meet

;

From the manger to the throne,
Homage due to God alone.

J. Montgomery.



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

FENNOR. lis & 105, witli Chorus.
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f Hail the blest morn, -when the great Media-tor Down from the regions of glo-ry descends! 1
* Shepherds, go worship the Babe in the manger ; Lo ! for your guide the bright angel attends, ^

D, C. Star of the East, the ho - ri-zon a-dom-ing, Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid,
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Clio KITS.

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid

;

\^First verse in the music.']

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

Low lies his head with the bea.sts of the stall

;

Angels adore him, in slumbers reclining,

Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all.—Clio.

3 Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion,
Odors of Edom and oflerings divine

—

Gems from the mountain, and pearls from the ocean,
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine?

—

Cho.

4 Vainly we offer earth's richest oblation,
Vainly with gold would his favor secure;

Eicher, by far, is the heart's adoration.
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

—

Cho.
Reginald Heper.

LAURA, lis & 10s,
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W. A. Barrett.
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Brightest and best of the sons of the morning. Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid
j
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Star of the East, the ho - ri-zon a dorn-ing. Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

DUANE STREET. L. M. D. George Coles.
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When, marshaled on the night-ly plain, The glittering host bestud the sky,
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One star a - lone, of all the train, Can fix the sin-ner's wandering eye.

D. S. But one a - lone the Saviour speaks,—It is the Star of Beth- le - hem.
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When, marshaled on the nightly plain,

The glittering host bestud the sky.
One star alone, of all the train,

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye.
Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks

From every host, from every gem

;

But one alone the Saviour speaks,

—

It is the Star of Bethlehem.

2 Once on the raging seas I rode

:

The storm was loud, the night was dark,

The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed
The wind that tossed my foundering bark.

Deep horror then my vitals froze

;

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem

—

When suddenly a star arose

;

It was the Star of Bethlehem

!

3 It was my guide, my light, my all

;

It bade my dark forebodings cease
;

And through the storm and danger's thrall

It led me to the port of peace.
Now .safely moored, my perils o'er,

I'll sing, first in night's diadem,
Forever and for evermore.
The Star, the Star of Bethlehem.

H. K. White.
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Our Lord is risen from the dead.
Our Saviour is gone up on high

;

The powers of hell are captive led,

Dragged to the portals of the sky.
There his triumiDhal chariot waits.
And angels chant the solemn lay

;

" Lift up your heads, you heavenly gates;

You everlasting doors, give way."

2 Loose all your bars of mas.sy light,

And wide unfold the radiant scene:
He claims-those mansions as his right

—

Receive the King of gloiy in.

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

Who sin and death and hell o'erthrew.

And Jesus is the Conqueror's name.

3 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits.
And angels chant the solenm lay

:

" Lift up your heads, you heavenly gates;

You everlasting doors, give Avay."
Who is the King of glory—who?
The Lord, of boundless might possessed;

The King of saints and angels, too

—

Lord over all, forever blest.
Charles Weslb^.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

HOSANNA. L. M. 6 1., with Chorus. New Arrangement.

f Thy -worth-i - ness is all our song, O Lamb of God ; for thou wast slain, )

\ And by thy blood brought'stus to God, Out of each nation, t_ribe and tongue: j
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To God hast made us kings and priests, And we shall reign up- on the earth;
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Thy worthiness is all our song,
O Lamb of God; for thou wast slain,

And by thy blood brouglit'st us to God,

Out of each nation, tribe and tongue

;

To God hast made us kings and priests

;

And we shall reign ui^on the earth.

Cho.—Hosanna ! hosanna

!

Hosanna to the Lamb of God !

Glory ! glory ! let us sing
Grateful praises to our King

:

Hosanna ! hosanna

!

Hosanna to the Lamb of God

!

2 Salvation to our God, who shines
In face of .Tesus, on the throne,
The only just and merciful

—

Salvation to the worthy Lamb,
With loud voice all the church ascribes;

"Amen," say angels round the throne :—Cho.

3 To him who loved us, and hath washed

Us from our sins in his own blood,

And who hath made us kings and priests

To his own Father and his God,
The glory and dominion be
To him eternally. Amen.—Cho.

Unknown.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

MENDON. L. M. German,

nations round the earth, re -joice Be - fore the Lord, your sovereign King ;
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Serve him with cheerful heart and voice ; With all your tongues his glo - ry sing.
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Ye nations round the earth, rejoice

Before the Lord, your sovereign King

;

Serve him witli cheerful heart and voice;

With all your tongues his glory sing.

2 The Lord is God; 'tis he alone
Doth life, and breath, and being give;

We are his work, and not our own,
The sheep that on his pastures live.

3 Enter his gates with songs of joy

;

With praises to his courts repair

;

And make it your divine employ
To pay your thanks and honors there.

4 The Lord is good, the Lord is kind

;

Great is his grace, his mercy sure;
And the whole race of men sliall find

His truth from age to age endure.
Isaac Watts.
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Awake, my soul, and with the sun
Thy daily course of duty run

;

Shake off" dull sloth, and joyful rise

To pay thy morning sacrifice.

2 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart,
Antl with the angels bear thy part,
Who, all night long, unwearied, sing
Glory to the Eternal King.

3 Glory to thee, who safe hast kept,
And hast refreshed me, while I slept

!

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake,
I may of endless life partake.

38

4 Lord, I my vows to thee renew :

Scatter my sins as morning dew

:

Guard my first springs of thought ana will,

And with thyself my spirit fill.

_._ Thomas Ken.

God, in the gospel of his Son,
Makes his eternal counsels known

;

'Tis here his richest mercy shines,
And truth is drawn in fairest lines.

2 Here sinners of a humble frame
INIay taste his grace and learn his name;
'Tis writ in characters of blood,
Severely just—immensely good.

3 Here Jesus, in ten thousand ways,
His soul-attracting charms displays

;

Recounts his poverty and pains,
And tells his love in melting strains.

4 May this blest volume ever lie

Close to my heart, and near my eye

;

Till life's last hour my soul engage,
And be my chosen heritage.
_» . Benj. Beddomk.
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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 lieathen nations are

;

Gentiles and kings thy light shall view.

All shall admire and love thee too.
William Shrubsolb.



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

APPLETON. L. M

-N—

S

William Boyce.

Je-sus shall reign where'er the sun Does his suc-ces-sive jour-neys run;
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Jesus shall reign where'er the sun
Does his successive journeys run

;

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For him shall endless prayer be made,

And praises throng to crown his head

;

His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

3 Where he displays his healing power.

Death and the curse are known no more;

In him the tribes of Adam boast
More blessings than their father lost.

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

;

Angels descend with songs again,
And earth repeat the loud Amen.
_ _ Isaac Watts.
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Redeemed from guilt, redeemed from fears,

My soul enlarged, and dried my tears,

What can I do, O Love Divine,
What to repay such gifts as thine ?

2 What can I do, so poor, so weak,
But from thy hands new blessings seek:

A heart to feel thy mercies more,
A soul to know thee, and adore ?

3 O teach me at thy feet to fall,

And yield to thee myself, my all

—

Before thy saints my sins to own.
And live and die to thee alone.

H. F. Lyte.

Glory to thee, Avhose powerful word
Bids the temjiestuous wind arise

!

Glory to thee, the sovereign Lord
Of air and earth, and seas and skies

!

2 Let air, and earth, and skies obey.
And seas thine awful will perform

;

From them we learn to own thy sway,

And shout to meet the gathering storm.

3 What tho' the floods lift up their voice,

Thou hearest. Lord, our silent cry;
They can not damp thy children's joys,

Or shake the soul, while God is nigh,

4 Roar on, ye waves; our souls defy
Your roaring to disturb their rest

;

In vain t' impair the calm ye try

—

The calm in a believer's breast,
_ _ Charles Wesley.

98
Thy footsteps, Lord, Mith joy we trace.

And mark the concjuests of thy grace.
Complete the work thou hast begun,
And let thy will on earth be done.

2 O show thyself the Prince of peace

;

Command the din of war to cease

;

O bid contending nations rest.

And let thy love rule every breast.

3 Thou good and wise and righteous Lord,

All move subservient to thy word

;

O soon let every nation prove
The perfect joy of Christian love.

Unknown.
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Eternal Lord, from land to land

Shall echo thine all-glorious name,
Till kingdoms bow at thy command,
And every lip thy praise proclaim.

2 Exalted higli on every shore,

The banner of the cross, unfurled,
Shall summon thousands to adore
The Saviour of the ransomed world.

3 Thousands shall join thy pilgrim band.

And, by that sacred standard led,

Press forward to Immanuel's land,

Nor fear the thorny path to tread,

4 Triumphant over every foe.

Their ransomed hosts shall move along

To that blest world, where sin and woe

Shall never mingle with their song.
Unknown.
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There's nothing bright, above, below.

From flowers that bloom to stars that glow,

But in its light my soul can see

Some features of the Deity.

2 There's nothing dark, below, above,
But in its gloom I trace thy love,

And meekly wait the moment Avhen
Thy touch shall make all bright again.

3 The light, the dark, where'er I look,

Shall be one pure and shining book.
Where I may read, in words of flame,
The glories of thy wondrous Name.

Thomas Moore.

iOI
Had I the tongues of Greeks and Jews,

And nobler speech than angels use,

If love be absent, I am found,
Like tinkling brass, an empty sound.

2 Were I inspired to preach and tell

All that is done in heaven and hell;
Or could my faith the w-orld remove,
Still I am nothing without love.

3 Should I distribute all my store
To feed the hungry, clothe the poor,
Or give my body to the flame,
To gain a martyr's glorious name,

—

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

;

Nor tongues, nor gifts, nor fiery zeal,

The work of love can e'er fulfill.

_ _ Isaac Watts.

102
O RENDER thanks to God above.
The fountain of eternal love.
Whose mercy firm through ages past
Has stood, aiid shall forever last.

2 Who can his mighty deeds express,
Not only vast, but numberless?
What mortal eloquence can raise

His tribute of immortal praise?

3 Extend to me that favor. Lord,
Thou to thy chosen dost afford:

From my transgressions set me free,

And let "me ever joy in thee.
Isaac Watts.
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How sweet the praise, how high the theme,

To sing of liim wlio rules supreme

;

Who dwells at God's right hand on high,

Yet looks on us with tender eye !

2 Th' angelic host, in countless throngs,

Kecount his glories in their songs,
And golden harps salute his ear

;

Y^et our weak praise he deigns to hear.

3 The planets roll, their orbits round
;

Unnumbered worlds, in space profound,

Are ruled by him, by him controlled

;

Yet he's the Shepherd of our fold.

4 Exalted high upon his throne,
The universe is all his own

;

Untold the honors he doth wear
,

Y'et we are objects of his care.
Benj. Skene.

'104
Now be my heart inspired to sing
The glories of my Saviour King

;

He conies with blessings from above,
And wins the nations to his love.

2 Thy throne, O Lord, forever stands;
Grace is the scepter in thy hands

;

Thy laws and works are just and right,

Bui truth and mercy thy delight.

3 Let endless honors crown thy head
;

Let every age thy praises spread
;

Let all the nations know thy word,
And every tongue confess thee Lord.

Isaac Watts.
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Pkaise ye the Lord ! 'Tis good to raise

Our hearts and voices in his praise

;

His nature and his works invite

To make this duty our delight.

2 Great is the Lord, and great his might,

And all his glories infinite
;

His wisdom vast, and knows no bounds
A deep where all our thoughts are drowned.

3 He loves the meek, rewards the just,

Humbles the wicked in the dust.

Melts and subdues the stubborn soul,

And makes the broken spirit whole.

4 His saints are precious in his sight

;

He views his children with delight

;

He sees their hope, he knows their fear,

Approves and loves his image there.
Isaac Watts.

106
O, COME, loud anthems let us sing,

Loud thanks to our Almighty King;
For we our voices high should raise.

When our salvation's Rock we j)raise.

2 Into his presence let us haste.

To thank him for his favors past

;

To him address, in joyful songs.

The praise that to his name belongs.

3 O, let us to his courts repair,

And bow with adoration there
;

Down on our knees, devoutly, all

Before the Lord, our Maker, fall.

Nahum Tate.
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LINWOOD. L. M. Rossini.

I know that my Re- deem - er lives—What comfort this sweet sen - tence gives !
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1 KNOAV thiit my Redeemer lives

—

What comfort this sweet sentence gives

'

He hves, he hves, who once was dead

!

He hves, my ever-hving Head.

2 He Hves, to bless me with his love

;

He lives, to plead for me above

;

He lives, my hungry soul to feed
;

He lives, to bless in time of need

;

3 He lives, to grant me rich supply

;

He lives, to guide me with his eye

;

WAEE. L. M.

He lives, to comfort me when faint

;

He lives, to hear my soul's complaint;

4 He lives, my kind, wise, heai'enly Friend

;

He lives, and loves me to the end
;

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

He lives, my Prophet, Priest, and King.

5 He lives, all glory to his name

;

He lives, my Saviour, stiU the same

—

the sweet joy this sentence gives

:

1 know that my Redeemer lives !

Samuel Medley.

George Kingsley.
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Fling out the banner ; let it float

Skyward and seaward, Mgh and wide

—

The sun, that lights its shining folds

;

The cross, on which the Saviour died.

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

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

3 Fling out the banner; let it float

Skyward and seaward, high and wide

—

Our glory, only in the cross

;

Our only hope, the Crucified.

4 Fling out the banner, wide and high.

Seaward and skyward, let it shine,
Nor skill, nor might, nor merit, ours:

We conquer only in that sign.
G. W. DOANE,
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Beethoven.

To thee, my heart, e ter - nal King, Would now its thankful trib - ute bring;tri

I

To thee its hum - ble hom-age raise In songs of at- dent, grateful praise.
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To THEE, my heart, eternal King,
Would now its thankful tribute bring;
To thee its humble homage raise

In songs of ardent, grateful i^raise.

2 All nature shows thy boundless love,

In worlds below and worlds above

;

But hi thy blessed word I trace

The richer glories of thy grace.

3 Here what delightful truths are given

;

Here Jesus shows the way to heaven

;

His name salutes my listening ear,

Revives my heart and checks my fear.

4 For love like this, O may our song
Through endless years thy praise prolong;

And distant climes thy name adore,

Till time and nature are no more.
" Exeter Coll."

no
O SOURCE divine, and life of all,

The fount of being's wondrous sea.

Thy depth would every heart appall.

That saw not love supreme in thee.

2 We shrink before thy vast abyss,

Wliere worlds on worlds eternal hrood

;

We know thee truly but in this.

That thou bestow'est all our good.

3 And so, 'mid boundless time and space,

O grant us still in thee to dwell

;

And through the ceaseless web to trace

Thy presence working all things v?ell.

John Sterling.

How pleasant, how divinely fair,

O Lord of hosts, thy dwellings are!

With long desire my spirit faints

To meet th' assemblies of thy saints.

2 ]\Iy soul would rest in thine abode,
My panting heart cries out for God.
My God, my King, why should I be
So far from all my joys and thee ?

3 Blest are the souls who find a place
Within the temple of thy grace

;

There they behold thy gentler rays,

And seek thy face, and learn thy praise.

4 Blest are the men whose hearts are set

To find the way to Zion's gate;

God is their strength, and through the road

They lean upon their helper, God.
Isaac Watts.

112
Soon may the last glad song arise

Through all the millions of the skies—
That song of triumph, which records

That all the earth is now the Lord's.

2 Let thrones and powers and kingdoms be

Obedient, mighty CTod, to thee
;

And overland, and stream, and main,
Now wave the scepter of thy reign.

3 O let that glorious anthem swell

;

Let host to host the triumph tell

That not one rebel heart remains,

But over all the Saviour reigns.
Mrs.Voke.
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O. Emerson.
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While we, with all thy saints, adore
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of re-deeming love.
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King Jesus, reign for evermore,
Unrivaled in tliy courts above,
Wliile we, Avitli all thy saints, adore
The wonders of redeeming love.

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

;

W(^'ll spread thine honors while below,

And heaven shall hear us s'aout thy grace.

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

;

Till, with the vast, unnumbered throng.

We join in heaven's triumphant song:

4 Till, with pure hands and voices sweet,

We cast our crowns at Jesus' feet,

And sing of everlasting love,

In everlasting strains above.
Ralph Wardlaw.

EUSSIAN HYMN. L. M.

I I

In prayer to-geth - er

1—r-r
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Great God, the followers of thy Son,
We bow before thy mercy-seat,

To worship thee, the holy One,
And pour our wishes at thy feet.

2 O grant tliy blessing here to-day;
O give thy people joy and peace;

The tokens of thy love display.
And ftivors that shall never cease.

3 We seek the truth which Jesus brought,

His path of light we long to tread

;

Here be his holy doctrine taught.
And here its purest intluence shed.

4 May faith, and hope, and love abound,

Our sins and errors be forgiven
;

And we, from day to day, be found
The sons of God and heirs of heaven.

H. Ware.

Theodore Lwoff.
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Father of mercies, bow thine ear,

Attentive to our earnest prayer.

We plead for those who plead for thee

;

Successful j)leaders may they be.

2 How great their work, how vast their charge!

Do thou their anxious souls enlarge
;

Their best endowments are our gain

;

We share the blessings they obtain.

3 O clothe with energy divine
Their words, and let those words be thine

;

To them thy sacred truth reveal

;

Suppress their fears, inflame their zeal.

4 Let thronging multitudes around
Hear from their lips the joyful sound

;

In humble strains thy grace adore.

And feel thy new-creating power.
Benj. Beddome.

116
Lo ! God is here—let us adore,

And own how dreadful is this place

;

Let all within us feel his power.
And, silent, bow before his face,

2 Lo ! God is here—him day and night

United choirs of angels s'ing;

To him, enthroned above all height,

Let saints their humble worship bring.

3 Lord God of hosts, O may our praise

Thy courts with grateful incense fill;

Still may we stand before thy face,

Still hear and do thy sovereign will.
J. Wesley, tr.

117
In prayer together let us faU,

And cry for mercy, one and all;

And weep before the Judge, and say,

O turn from us thy wrath away.

2 Thy grace have we offended sore

By sins, O God, which we deplore

;

Pour down upon us from above
The riches of thy pardoning love.

3 Remember, Lord, though frail we be,

That yet thy handiwork are we
;

Nor let the honor of thy name
Be by another put to shame.

4 Forgive the sin that we have wrought,

Increase the good that we have sought

;

That we at length, our wanderings o'er,

May please thee here and evermore.
John M. Neale.

118
O BOW thine ear, Eternal One,
On thee our heart, adoring, calls

;

To thee, the followers of thy Son
Have raised, andnow devote these walls.

2 Here let thy holy days be kept

;

And be this place to worship given,
Like that bright spot where Jacob slept,

The house of God, the gate of heaven.

3 Here may thine honor dwell; and here,

As incense, let thy children's prayer,

From contrite hearts and lips sincere,

Rise on the still and holy air.

4 Here be thy praise devoutly sung;
Here let thy truth beam forth to save,

As when, of old, thy Spirit hung.
On wings of light, o'er Jordan's wave.

5 And when the lips, that with thy name

Are vocal now, to dust shall turn,

On others may devotion's flame
Be kindled here, and purely burn.

John' Pierpont.

119
While o'er our guilty land, O Lord,
We view the terrors of thy sword,
O whither shall the helpless fly ?

To whom but thee direct their cry ?

2 The helpless sinner's cries and tears

Are grown familiar to thine ears

;

Oft has thy mercy sent relief.

When aU was fear and hopeless grief.

3 On thee, our guardian God, we call

;

Before thy throne of grace we fall.

And is there no deliverance there ?

And must we perish in despair ?

4 See, we repent, we weep, we mourn,
To our forsaken God we turn

;

O spare our guilty country ; spare

The church which thou hast planted here.

5 We plead thy grace, indulgent God

;

We plead thy 'Son's atoning blood
;

We plead thy gracious promises

—

And are they unavailing pleas ?

6 These pleas, presented at thy throne.

Have brought ten thousand blessings down

On guilty lands in helpless woe

;

Let them prevail to save us, too.
Samuel Davis.
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Triumphant Zion, lift thy head
F'rom dust, and darkness, and the dead;

Thoujih humbled long, awake at length,

And gird thee with thy Saviour's strength.

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on,

And let thy excellence be known
;

Decked in the robes of righteousness.
The world thy glories shall confess.

ALL SAINTS. L. M.

^ &
3 No more shall foes unclean invade,
And fill thy hallowed walls with dread;

No more shall hell's insulting host
Their victory and thy sorrows boast.

4 God, from on high, has heard thy prayer

;

His hand thy ruins shall repair;

Nor will thy watchful monarch cease
To guard thee in eternal peace.

Philip Doddridge.
William Knapp.

makes us know The wthe Lord, who makes us know The won-ders of his dy - ing love,
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Now to the Lord, who makes us know
The wonders of his dying love,

Be humble honors paid below.
And strains of nobler praise above.

2 'Twas he who cleansed us from our sins,

And washed us in his precious blood;

'Tis hewho makes us priests and kings,
And brings us, rebels, near to God.

3 Behold, on fljing clouds he comes.
And every eye shall see him move

;

Though with oursins we pierced him once,

Now he displays his pardoning love.

4 The unbelieving world shall wail.

While we rejoice to see the day.
Come, Lord, nor let thy promise fail,

Nor let thy chariot long delay.
Isaac Watts.
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Arm of the Lord, uwake ! awake !

Put on thy strength, the nations shake;

And let the world, adoring, see
Triumphsof mercy wrought by thee.

2 Say to the heathen, from thy throne,
" I am Jehovah—God alone !

"

Thy voice their idols shall confound,
And cast their altars to the ground.

3 No more let human blood be spilt

—

Vain sacrifice for human guilt

—

But to each conscience be applied
The blood that flowed from Jesus' side.

4 Almighty God, thy grace proclaim
In every land, of every name

;

Let adverse powers before thee fall,

And crown the Saviour Lord of all.

.__ Wm. Shruusole.

Ye Christian heralds, go, proclaim
Salvation in Immanuel's name

;

To distant climes the tidings bear.

And plant the Rose of Sharon there.

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

With holy zeal your hearts inspire,

Bid raging winds their fury cease.

And calm the savage breast to peace.

3 And when our labors are all o'er.

Then shall we meet to part no more

—

Meet, with the blood-bought throng to fall.

And crown the Saviour Loi'd of all.

Anon.

124
Hail ! morning known among the blest.

Morning of hope, and joy, and love,
Of heavenly peace and holy rest.

Pledge of the endless rest above.

2 Blest be the Father of our Lord,
Who from the dead has brought his Son!

Hope to the lost was then restored,
And everlasting glory won.

3 Scarce morning twilight had begun
To chase the shades of night away,

When Christ arose—unsetting Sun

—

The dawn of joy's eternal day.

4 jNfercy looked down with smiling eye

When our Immanuel left the dead;
Faith marked his bright ascent on high,

And Hope with gladness raised her head.

5 God's goodness let us bear in mind,
Who to his saints this day has given,

For rest and serious joy designed,
To fit us for the bliss of heaven.

. ._ _ Ralph Wardlaw.
125
LoKD, now we part in thy blest name,
In which we here together came

;

Grant us our few remaining days.
To work thy will and spread thy praise.

2 Teach us, in life and death, to bless

Thee, Lord, our strength and righteousness,

And grant us all to meet above.
Where we shall better sing thy love.

Reginald Hkber.
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Forgiveness ! 'tis a joyful sound
To malefactors doomed to die.

Publish the bliss tlie world around

;

You seraphs, shout it from the sky.

2 'Tis the rich gift of love divine;
'Tis full, outmeasuringevery crime;

Unclouded shall its glories shine,
And feel no change bychanging time.

GRATITUDE. L. M.

3 For this stupendous love of heaven
Wliat grateful honors shall we show ?

Where much transgression is forgiven,

Let love in equal ardor glow.

4 By this inspired, let all our days
With gospel holiness be crowned

;

Let truth and goodness, prayer and praise,

In all abide, in all abound.
Thos. Gibcons.

Ami Bost.
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My God, how endless is thy love!
Thy gifts are every evening new

;

And morning mercies, from above,
Gently distill, like early dew.

2 Thou spreadst the curtains of the night,

Great Guardian ofmy sleeping hours

;

Thy sovereign word restores the light.

And quickens all my drowsy powers.

'^ I yield my powers to thy command
;

To thee I consecrate my days

;

Perpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.

Isaac Watts.
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How sweetly flowed the gospel sound
From lips of gentleness and grace,

AVhen listening tliousands gathered round,

And joy and "gladness filled the place,

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke,

To heaven he led his followers' way

;

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke,
TJn vailing an immortal day.

3 " (yome, wanderers, to my Father's home

;

Come, all ye weary ones, and rest."

Yes, sacred Teacher, we wUl come,
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest.

John Bowking.
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Happy the Cliurcli, thou sacred place,
The seat of thy Creator's grace

!

Thy holy courts are his abode,
Thou earthly palace of our God.

2 Tliy walls are strength, and at thy gates

A guard of heavenly warriors waits;
Nor shall thy deep foundations move,
Fixed on his counsels and his love.

3 Thy foes in vain designs engage

;

Against his throne in vain tliey rage.
Like rising waves, with angry roar.

That dash and die upon the shore.

4 God is our shield, and God our sun

;

Swift as the fleeting moments run,
On us he sheds new beams of grace.
And we reflect his brightest praise.
. ^ _ Isaac Watts.
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How sweet to leave the world awhile
And seelv the presence of our Lord !

Dear Saviour, on thy people smile,
And come, according to thy word.

2 From busy scenes we now retreat.
That we may here converse with thee;

All ; Ijord, behold us at thy feet-
Let this the " gate of heaven " be.

3 "Chief of ten thousand," now appear,

That we, by faith, may see thy face

;

O grant that we thy voice may hear.
And let thy presence fill this jilace.

'J'hos. Kelly.

Jesus, where'er thy people meet,
Tiiere they behold thy mercy-seat

;

Wiiere'er they .seek thee, thou art found,

And every jilace is hallowed ground.

2 Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few,
Thy former mercies here renew

;

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim
The sweetness of thy saving name.

3 Here may we prove the power of prayer,

To strengthen faith and banish care;
To teach our faint desires to rise.

And bring all heaven before our eyes.
_ _ Wm. COWIEK.

132
Dear is the spot where Christians sleep,

And sweet the strains their spirits pour.

O why should we in anguish weep?
They are not lost, but gone before.

2 Secure fi'om every mortal care,

By sin and sorrow vexed no more

;

Eternal happiness they share,

Who are not lost, but gone before.

3 To Zion's peaceful courts above
In faith triumphant may we soar,

Embracing, in the arms of love,

The friends not lost, but gone before.

4 To Jordan's bank whene'er we come,

And hear the swelling waters roar,

Jesus, convey us safely home.
To friends not lost, but gone before.

Unknown.
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When I survey the wondrous cross

On which the Prince of glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss,

And pour contempt on all my pride.

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of Christ, my Lord

;

All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice thein to his blood.

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

Sorrow and love flow mingled down;

Did e'ersuch love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were a present far too small

:

Love so amazing, so divine.

Demands my soul, my life, my all.

_ Isaac Watts.

134
Thee w^e adore, O gracious Lord

;

We praise thy name with one accord
;

Thy saints, who here thy goodness see.

Through all the world do worship thee.

2 To thee aloud all angels cry.

And ceaseless raise tlieir songs on high

;

Both cherubim and seraphim.
The heavens and all the powers therein.

.3 Th' apostlesjoin the glorious throng;

The prophets swell th' immortal song

;

The martyrs' noble army raise

Eternal anthems to thy praise.

4 Thee, holy, holy, holy King
;

Thee, O Lord God of hosts, they sing;
Thus earth below, and heaven above,
Resound thy glory and thy love.

ir^ ^ Twos. COTTERILL.
35
He D1E.S, the Friend ofsinners dies

;

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around

;

A solemn darkness vails the sliies,

A sudden trembling shakes the ground.

2 Here's love and griefbeyond degree—
The Lord of glory dies for men

;

But, lo! what sudden joys we see-
Jesus, the dead, revives again.

3 The rising Lord forsakes the tomb
(The tomb in vain forbids his rise;

)

Cherubic legions guard him home.
And shout him welcome to the skies.

4 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell

How high our great Deliverer reigns

;

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell.

And led the monster Death in chains.

5 Say, " Live forever, wondrous King,

Born to redeem, and strong to save ;

"

Then ask the monster, " Where's thy sting?

And where thy victory, boasting grave?"
g (-4 r^ Isaac Watts.
loo
The peace whicli God alone reveals,

And by his word of grace imparts,
Which only the believer feels,

Direct, and keep, and cheer our hearts.

John Newton.
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137
Jesus, and shall it ever be,

A mortal man ashamed of thee ?

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise,

"Whose glory shines through endless days ?

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! Sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star

;

He sheds the beams of light divine
O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! Just as soon
Let midnight be ashamed of noon;
'Tis midnight with my soul till he,

Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee.

4 Ashamed of Jesus, that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend !

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

5 Ashamed of Jesus! Yes, I may.
When I've no guilt to wash away

;

No tear to wipe, no good to crave,
No fears to quell, no soul to save.

6 Till then—nor is my boastingvain—
Till then I'll boast a Saviour slain

;

And O may this my glory be.

That Christ is not ashamed of me!
_ Joseph Grigg.

138
How beauteous were the marks divine,

That in thy meekness used to shine,
That lit thy lonely pathway, trod
In wondrous love, Sou of God !

2 O who like thee, so calm, so bright,

So pure, so made to live in light ?

O who like thee did ever go
So patient, through a world of woe ?

3 O who like thee so humbly bore
The scorn, the scofts of men, before?
So meek, forgiving, godlike, high,
So glorious in humility ?

4 E'en death, which sets the prisoner free,

Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to thee;

Yet love through all thy torture glowed,

And mercy with thy life-blood flowed.

5 O, in thy light be mine to go,
Illuming all my way of woe

;

And give me ever on the road,
To trace thy footsteps, Son of God.

A. C. CoXE.

139
O Love Divine, that stooped to share
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear,

On thee we cast each earth-born care;

We smile at pain while thou art near.

2 Though long the weary way we tread,

And sorrow crown each lingering year.

No path we shun, no darkness dread.

Our hearts still whispering, Thou art near.

3 On thee we fling our burdening woe,
O Love Divine, forever dear;

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

O. W. Holmes.
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140
Thou only Sovereign of my heart,
My Refuge, my almighty Friend !

And can my soul from thee depart.
On whom alone my hopes depend ?

2 Whither, ah ! whither shall I go,
A wretched wanderer, from my Lord?

Can this dark world of sin and woe
One glimpse of happiness afford ?

3 Thy name my inmost powers adore

;

Thou art my life, my joy, my care.
Depart from thee— 'tis death—'tis more

—

'Tis endless ruin, deep despair

!

4 Low at thy feet my soul would lie
;

Here safety dwells, and peace divine.

Still lot me live beneath thine eye,
For life, eternal life, is thine.

Anne Steele.

141
Thus far the Lord has led me on

;

Thus far his power prolongs my days

;

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

2 Much of my time has run to waste.
And I, perhaps, am near my home

;

But he forgives my follies past,
And gives me strength for days to come.

3 I lay my bod^^ down to sleep

;

Peace is the pillow for my head
;

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

4 Thus, when the night of death shall come,

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

And wait thy voice to break my tomb,

With sweet salvation in the sound.
Isaac Watts.

142
Jesus, thou Shepherd of the sheep.
Thy little flock in safety keep

;

These lambs within thine arms now take,

Nor let them e'er thy fold forsake.

2 Secure them from the scorching beam,

And lead them to the living stream
;

In verdant pastures let them lie.

And watch them with a shepherd's eye.

3 O teach them to discern thy voice,

And in its sacred sound rejoice

;

From strangers may they ever flee,

And know no other guide but thee.

4 Lord, bring thy sheep that wander yet,

And let their number be complete

;

Then let the flock from earth remove,
And reach the heavenly fold above.

W. B. COLLYER.

143
Welcome, ye hopeful heirs ofheaven,
To this rich feast of gospel love

;

This pledge is but the prelude given
To that immortal feast above.

2 How great the blessing, thus to meet,

According to our Saviour's word,
And hold, by faith, communion sweet
With our unseen, yet present. Lord!

3 And if so sweet this feast below.
What will it be to meet above.

Where all we see, and feel, and know,
Are fruits of everlasting love

!

4 Soon shall we tune the heavenly lyre,

While listening worlds the song approve;

Eternity itself expire.
Ere we exhaust the theme of love.

Unknown.
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Let me but hear my iSaviour say,
'' Strength shall be equal to thy day ;

"

Then I rejoice in deep distress,

Leaning on all-sutlieient 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 may rest on me

;

When I am weak, then am I strong

;

Grace is my shield, and Christ my song.

. - _ Isaac Watts.

145
Kindred in Christ, for his dear sake
A hearty welcome here receive

;

May we together now partake
The joys which only he can give.

2 May he, by wiiose kind care we meet,

Send his good Spirit from above,
Make our communications sweet.
And cause our hearts to burn with love.

3 Forgotten be each worldly theme,
When Christians meet together tlius;

W^e only wish to speak of him
Who lived, and died, and reigns for us.

4 Thus, as the moments jmss away,
We'll love, and wonder, and adore;

And hasten on the glorious day
When we shall meet to part no more.

John Newton.

146
When we the sacred grave survey.
In which the Saviour deigned to lie.

We see fulfilled what prophets say,
And all the power of death defy.

2 This empty tomb shall now proclaim

How weak the bands of conquered death;

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

3 Jesus, once numbered with the dead.
Unseals his eyes to sleep no more;

And ever lives their cause to plead
For whom the pains of death he bore.

4 Then, though in dust we lay our head,

Yet, gracious (iod, tliou wilt not leave

Our flesh forever with the dead.
Nor lose thy children in the grave.

Unknown.
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Fountain of grace^ rich, full, and free,

What need I, that is not in thee

—

Full pardon, strength to meet the day.
And peace which none can take away?

2 Doth sickness fill my heart with fear ?

'Tis sweet to know that thou art near.
Am I with dread of justice tried?
'Tis sweet to know that Christ hath died.

3 In life, thy promises of aid
Forbid my heart to be afraid

;

In death, peace gently vails the eyes

—

Christ rose, and I shall surely rise.

_ J. Edmeston.

148
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 come to Christ or no?

2 Say, will you be forever blest,

And with this glorious Jesus rest?

Will you be saved from guilt and pain?

Will you with Christ forever reign?

3 Make now your choice, and halt no more,

He now is waiting for the poor

;

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

Say, will you come to Christ or no?

4 Fathers and sons, for ruin bound.
Amidst the gospel's joyful sound,
Come, go with us, and seek to prove
The joys of Christ's redeeming love.

5 INIatrons and maids, we look to you

—

Are you resolved to perish, too?
To rush in carnal pleasures on.

And sink in flaming ruin down ?

6 Once more we ask you in his name,
(We know his love remains the same),

Say, will you to ISIount Zion go?
Say, will you come to Christ or no?

Miller.

149
Dismiss us with thy blessing. Lord;
Help us to feed upon thy word

;

All that has been amiss, forgive,

And let thy truth within us live.

2 Though we are guilty, thou art good ;

"

Cleanse all our sins in Jesus' blood,

(iiive every burdened soul release.

And bid us all depart in peace.
Jos. Hart.
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Jesus, the Spring of joys divine,

Whence all our hopes and comforts flow;

Jesus, no other name but thine
Can save us from eternal woe.

2 In vain would boasting reason find

The way to happiness and God

;

Her weak directions leave the mind
Bewildered in a dubious road.

3 No other name will heaven approve;

Thou art the true, the living W^ay,
Ordained by everlasting love.

To the bright realms of endless day.

4 Here let our constant feet abide.

Nor from tlie heavenly path depart

;

O let thy Spirit, gracious Guide,
Direct our steps, and cheer our heart.

Anne Steele.

151
My God, my heart with love inflame,
That I may, in thy holy name,
Aloud in songs of praise rejoice.

While I have breath to raise my voice.

2 No more let my ungrateful heart
One moment from thy praise depart

;

But live and sing, in sweet accord,

The glories of my sovereign Lord.

3 Jesus, thou hope of glory, come
And make my heart thy constant home;

Through all the remnant of my days,

O let me speak and live thy praise.
Unknown.

152
Behold the Christian warrior stand
In all the armor of his God :

The Spirit's sword is in his hand,
His feet are with the gospel shod

;

2 In panoply of truth complete,
Salvation's helmet on his head

;

With righteousness a breastplate meet,

And faith's broad shield before him spread,

3 Undaunted to the field he goes;
Yet vain were skill and valor there,

Unless, to foil his legion foes.

He takes the trustiest weapon, prayer.

4 Thus, strong in his Redeemer's streng:th.

Sin, death, and hell he tramples down;

Fights the good fight, and wins at length,

Through mercy, an immortal crown,

James Montgomery.

Exalted Prince of Life, we own
The royal honors of thy throne

;

'Tis fixed by God's almighty hand,
And seraphs bow at thy command.

2 Exalted Saviour, we confess
The mighty triumphs of thy grace,
Where beams of gentle radiance shine,

And temj^er majesty divine.

3 Wide thy resistless scepter sway,
Till all thine enemies obey

;

Wide let thy cross its virtues prove,
And conquer millions by its love.

Philip Doddridgk.
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O PKACE of God, sweet peace of God,
Where broods on earth this gentle dove?

Where spread those pure and dov?ny wings

To shelter him whom God doth love?

2 Whence comes this blessing of the soul,

This silent joy that can not fade

;

This glory, tranquil, holy, bright,

Pervading sorrow's deepest shade?

3 The peace of God, the peace of God,
It shines as clear 'mid cloud and storm

As in the calmest summer day
;

'Mid chill as in the sunlight warm.

4 O peace of God, earth hath no power

To shed thine unction o'er the heart;

Its smile can never bring it here

—

Its frown ne'er bid its light depart.

5 Sweet peace ! O let thy heavenly ray
Shed its calm radiance o'ermy road

;

Its kindly light shall cheer me on

—

Guide to the endless peace of God.
Unknown.

155
How vain is all beneath the skies

!

How transient every earthly bliss!

How slender all the fondest ties

That bind us to a world like this!

2 The evening cloud, the morning dew,

The withering grass, the fading flower,

Of earthly hopes are emblems true

—

The glory of a passuig hour.

3 But though earth's fairest blossoms die,

And all beneath the skies is vain,
There is a brighter world on high,
Beyond the reach of care and pain.

4 Then let the hope of joys to come
Dispel our cares and chase our fears;

If God be ours, we're traveling home.
Though passing through a vale of tears.

It- m D. E. Ford.
56
How blest are they whose transient years

Pass like an evening meteor's flight;

Not dark with guilt, nor dim with tears,

Whose course is short, unclouded, bright!

2 O cheerless were our lengthened way

;

But heaven's own light dispels the gloom.

Streams downward from eternal day,
And casts a glory round the tomb.

3 O stay thy tears : the blest above
Have" hailed a spirit's heavenly birth.

And sung a song ofjoy and love

—

Then why should anguish reign on earth?

1^ —r Norton.
57
O FOR a strong, a lasting faith.

To credit what th' Almighty saith,

T' embrace the message of his Sou,
And call the joys of heaven our own!
2 Then, should the earth's old pillars shake.

And all the wheels of nature break.
Our steady souls should fear no more
Than solid rocks when billows roar.

Isaac Watts.
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By faith in Christ I walk with God,
With heaven, my journey's end, in view.

Supported by his staff and rod,
My road is safe, and j^leasant too.

2 I travel through a desert wide,
Where many round me blindly stray

;

But he vouchsafes to be my Guide,
And keep me in the narrow way.

3 With him sweet converse I maintain

;

Great as he is, I dare be free

;

1 tell him all my grief and pain,
And he reveals his love to me.

4 I pity all that Avorldlings talk
Of pleasiu'cs that will quicldy end

;

Be this my choice, O Lord ! to walk
With thee, my Guide, my Guard, my Friend.

John Newton.

Let thoughtless thousands choose the road

That leads the soul away from God

;

This happiness, blest Lord, be mine,
To live and die entirely thine.

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

From him my life, my all, receive;
To him devote my fleeting hours.
Serve him alone with all my powers.

3 Christ is my everlasting all

;

To him I look, on him I "call

;

He will my every want supply
In time, and through eternity.

4 Soon will the Lord, my life, appear;
Soon shall I end my trials here

;

Leave sin and sorrow, death and pain;

To live is Christ, to die is gain.
JosiAH Hopkins.
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Blest are the humble souls that see
Their emjitiness and poverty

;

Treasures of grace to tliem are given,
And crowns ofjoy laid up in heaven.

2 Blest are the men of broken heart.

Who mourn for sin with inward smart;

The blood of Christ divinely flows,

A healing balm for all their Avoes.

3 Blest are the souls who thirst for grace,

Hunger and thirst for righteousness
;

They shall be well supplied and fed

With living streams and living bread.

4 Blest are the men of peaceful life,

Who quench the glowing coals of strife;

They shall be called the heirs of bli.ss,

The sons of God, the God of peace.
_ Isaac Watts.

161
The tempter to my soul hath said,

"There is no help in (xod for thee ;

"

Lord, lift thou up thy servant's liead

;

My glory, shield, and solace be.

2 Thus to the Lord I raised my cry;
He heard me from his holy hill

;

At his command the waves rolled by

;

He beckoned—and the winds veers still.

3 I laid me down and slept—I woke

—

Thou, Lord, my spirit didst sustain;

Bright from the east the morning broke

—

Thy comforts rose on me again.

4 I will not fear, though armtnl throngs

Surround my .steps in all their wrath;
Salvation to the Lord belongs

:

His presence guards his people's path.

J. Montgomery.
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How pleasing to beliold and see
The friends of Jesas all agree

—

To sit around the sacred board
As members of one common Lord.

2 Here Ave behold the dawn of bliss;

Here we behold the Saviour's grace

;

Here we behold his precious blood,

Which sweetly pleads for us with God.

3 While here we sit we would implore,

That love may spread from shore to shore,

Till all the saints, like us, combine
To praise the Lord in songs divine.

4 To all we freely give our hand,
Who love the Lord in every land;
For all ai'e one in Christ our head,
To whom be endless honors paid.
_ _ John Dobell.
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No change of time shall ever shock
My firm afl'ection, Lord, to thee;

For thou hast always been my rock,
A fortress and defense to me.

2 Thou my deliverer art, my God!
My trust is in thy mighty power;

Thou art my shield from foes abroad,
At home my safeguard and my tower.

3 To thee will I address my prayer,
To whom all praise I justly owe

;

So shall I, by thy watchful care,

Be guarded from my treacherous foe.

Tate and Brady.

Glory to thee, my God, this night.
For all the blessings of the light

;

Keep me, O keep me. King of kings,
Beneath thine own almighty wings.

2 Forgive me. Lord, for thy dear Son,

The ill which I this day have done;
That with the world, myself, and thee,
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Be thou my Guardian Avhile I sleep;

Thy watchful station near me keep:
My heart with love celestial fill.

And guard me from th' approach of ill.

4 Lord, let my soul forever share
The bliss of thy paternal care

;

'Tis heaven on earth, 'tis heaA'en alove,

To see thy face, and sing thy love

!

Thos. Ken.

165
A BROKEN heart, my God, my King,
Ls all the sacriflce I bring;
The God of grace will ne'er despise
A broken heart for sacrifiee.

2 ?.ry soul lies humbled in the dust.

And owns thy dreadful sentence just

;

Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye,

And save the soul condemned to die.

3 Then will I teach the world thy ways;

iSinners shall learn thy sovereign grace

;

I'll lead them to my Saviour's blood.
And they shall praise a pardoning God.

Isaac Watts.
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Though all the world my choice deride,

Yet Jesus shall my portion be;

For I am pleased with none beside

;

The fairest of the fair Is he.

2 Sweet is the vision of thy face,

And kindness o'er thy lips is shed

;

Lovely art thou, and full of grace,

And glory beams around thy head.

OVERBERQ. L, M.
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3 Thy sufferings I embrace with thee,
Thy poverty and shameful cross;

The pleasures of the world I flee,

And deem its treasures only dross.

4 Be daily dearer to my heart,
And ever let me feel thee near;

Then willingly with all I'd part.

Nor count it worthy of a tear.
G. Tersteegen.

T. C. H. Rink.
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My gracious Lord, I oAvn thy right
To every service I can pay.

And call it my supreme delight
To hear thy dictates, and obey.

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 sucli a Friend.

3 I would not sigh for worldly joy,

Or to increase my worldly good

;

Nor future days nor powers employ
To spread a sounding name abroad.

4 '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.

5 His work my hoary age'shall bless,

Wlien youthful vigor is no more

;

And my last hour of life confess
His dying love, his saving power.

Philip Doddridge.
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HURSLEY. L. M. Arr. by \V. H. Monk.
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Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear,
It is not night if thou be near;
O may no earth-born cloud arise

To hide thee from thy servant's eyes.

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

170
Father of spirits, nature's God,
Our inmost thoughts are known to thee

;

Thou, Lord, canst hear each idle word,

And every private action see.

2 Could we on morning's swiftest wings.

Pursue our flight through trackless air.

Be my last thought—how sweet to rest
]

Or dive beneath deep ocean's springs,~
-

. - . Thy presence still would meet us there.Forever on my Saviour's breast

!

3 Abide Avith me from morn till eve,
For without thee I can not live

;

Abide with me when night is nigh,
For without thee I dare not die.

4 Be near to bless me when I wake.
Ere through the world my way I take

;

Abide with me till, in thy love,
I lose myself in heaven above.

169
'""'^•^

]\Iy dear Redeemer, and my Lord,
1 read my duty in thy word

;

But in tliy life the law appears
Drawn out in living characters.

2 Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal.

Such deference to thy Father's will.

Such love, and meekness so divine,
I would transcribe and make them mine.

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

;

Then God, the Judge, shall own my name
Among the followers of the Lamb.

Isaac Watts.

3 In vain may guilt attempt to fly.

Concealed beneath the jjall of night

;

One glance from thy all-piercing eye
Can kindle darkness into light.

4 Search thou our hearts, and there destroy

Each evil thought, eacli secret sin,

And tit us for those realms of joy.
Where naught impure shall enter in.

John Bowring.

Now let our souls, on wings sublime,
Eise from the vanities of time;
Draw back the parting vail, and see
The glories of eternity.

2 Born by a new, celestial birth,
Why should we grovel here on earth?
Why grasp at vain and fleeting toys.

So near to heaven's eternal joys?

3 Shall aught beguile us on the road.
While Ave are Avalking back to God?
For strangers into life Ave come,
And dying is but going home.

Thos. Gibbons.
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Arr. by Lowell Mason.

joy unknown in heaven—The new-born joy of sins for -given!
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Earth has a joy unknown in heaven

—

The new-born joy of shis forgiven

!

Tears of such pure and deep dehght,
angels, never dimmed your siglit.

2 You saw of old on chaos rise

The beauteous pillars of the skies

;

You know where morn exultingsprings,

And evening folds her drooping wiugs.

3 Bright heralds of th' Eternal Will,
Abroad his errands j^ou fulfill

;

Or, throned in floods of beamy day,
Symphonious in his presence play.

4 But I amid your choirs shall shine.
And all your knowledge shall be mine;

You on your harps must lean to hear
A secret chord that mine shall bear.

A. L. HiLLHOUSE.

G KEAT was the day, the joy was great,

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

2 What gifts, what miracles he gave

—

The power to kill, the power to save

!

Furnished their tongues with wondrous words
Instead of shields, and spears, and swords

!

3 Thus armed, he sent the champions forth,

From east to west, from south to north

;

Go, and assert your Saviour's cause

—

Go, spread the mystery of the cross.

1 These weapons of the iioly war,
Of what almighty force they are,
To make our stubborn passions bow,
And lay the proudest rebel low !

Isaac Watts.

Thou, Saviour, from thy throne on high,

Enrobed with light, and girt with pov/er,

Dost note the thouglit, the prayer, the sigh,

Of hearts that lo%'e tlie tranquil hour.

2 Oft thou thj'self didst steal away,
At eventide from labor done,

In some still, peaceful shade to pray,
Till morning Avatches were begun,

3 Thou hast not, dearest Lord, forgot
Thy wrestlings on Judea's hills

;

And still thou lov'st the quiet spot
Where praise the lowly spirit fills.

4 Now to our souls, withdrawn awhile
From earth's rude noise, thy fece reveal,

And, as we worship, kindly smile,
And for thine own our spirits seal.
__ _ Ray Palmek.

175
How blest the sacred tie that binds,
In sweet communion, kindred minds!
How swift the heavenly course they run.

Whose hearts and faith and hopes are one.

2 To each the soul of each how dear

!

What tender love, what holy fear

!

How doth the generous flame within
Kefine from earth, and cleanse from sin !

3 Their streaming eyes together flow
For human guilt and mortal woe;
Their ardent prayers together rise
Like mingling flames in sacrifice.

4 Nor shall the glowing flame expire,
When dimly bums frail nature's fire

;

Soon shall they meet in realms above,
A heaven of joy, a heaven of love.

A, L. Barbauld.
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176
Not all tlie nobles of the earth,
Who boast the honors of their birth,

80 high a dignity can claim.
As those who bear the Christian name.

2 To them the privilege is given
To be the sons and heirs of heaven

—

Sons of the God who reigns on high,
And heirs of joy beyond the sky.

3 His will he makes them early know,

And teaches their young feet to go

;

Imparts instruction to their minds.
And on their hearts his precepts binds.

4 Their daily wants his hands supply,
Their steps he guards with watchful eye

;

Leads them from earth to heaven above,

And crowns them with eternal love.
S. Stennett.

177
When Jesus dwelt in mortal clay,

W'hat were his \\'orks, from day to day,
But miracles of power and grace.
That spread salvation through our race.

2 Teach us, O Lord, to keep in view
Thy pattern, and thy steps pursue;
Let alms bestowed, let kindness done.
Be witnessed by each rolling sun.

3 That man may last, but never lives.

Who much receives, but nothing gives,

Whom none can love, whom none can thank.

Creation's blot, creation's blank.

4 But he who marks from day to day
In generous acts his radiant way,
Treads the same path the Saviour trod,
The path to glory and to God.

_^ ThOS. GtBBONS.

Blest hour, when mortal man retires

To hold communion with the Lord

;

To send to heaven his warm desires,

And listen to the sacred word

!

2 Blest hour, when earthly cares resign

Their empire o'er his anxious breast,

While, all around, the calm divine
Proclaims the holy day of rest!

3 Blest hour, when God himself draws nigh,

Well pleased his people's voice to hear.

To hush the penitential sigh,

And wii^e away the mourner's tear

!

T. Raffles.

179
Behold, the blind their sight receive!
Behold, the dead awake and live !

The dumb sjieak wonders, and the lame
Leap like the hart, and bless his name

!

2 Thus doth the Holy Spirit own
And seal the mission of the Son;
The Father vindicates his cause.
While he hangs bleeding on the cross.

He dies—the heavens in mourning stood

;

He rises by the power of God !

Behold, the Lord ascending high,
No more to bleed, no more to die.

4 Hence and forever from my heart
1 bid my doubts and fears depart

;

And to those hands my soul resign.
Which bear credentials so divine.

Isaac Watts.

180
Our Saviour bowed beneath the wave,
And meekly sought a watery grave;
Come, see the sacred place he trod,

A path well-pleasing to om* God.

2 His voice we hear, his footstej^s trace.

And hither come to seek his face,

To do his will, to feel his love,

And join our songs with songs above.

3 Hosanna to the Lamb divine !

Let endless glories round him shine !

High o'er the' heavens forever reign,

O Lamb of God, for sinners slain.
_ Unknown.

181
While life prolongs its precious light,

Mercy is found, and peace is given

;

But soon, ah ! soon, approaching night
Shall blot out every hope of heaven.

2 While God invites, how blest the day!

How sweet the go.spel's charming sound

!

Come, sinners, haste, O haste away.
While yet a pardoning God is found.

3 Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing.

Shall death command you to the grave,

Before his bar your spirits bring,

And none be found to hear or save.

4 Now God invites : how blest the day

!

How sweet the gospel's charming sound

!

Come, sinners, haste, O haste away,
While yet a pardoning God is found.

TlMOTHV DwiGHT.
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OLIVE'S BEOW. L. M. Wm. B. Bradbury.
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'Tis midnight, and on Olive's brow
The star is tlinuned that lately shone

;

'Tis midnight—in the garden now
The suffering Saviour prays alone.

2 'Tis midnight, and from all removed
The Saviour wrestles lone with fears

—

E'en that disciple whom he loved
Heeds not his Master's grief and tears.

FEDERAL STREET. L. M.

3 Tis midnight, and for others' guilt

The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood;

Yet he that hath in anguish knelt
Is not forsaken by his God.

4 'Tis midnight, and from ether-plains

Is borne the song that angels know

—

Unheard by mortals are the strains

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe.
W B. Tapi'an.

H. K. Oliver.
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My Sav-iour, ev ery mourn-ful word
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Bespeaks thy soul's deep ag - o - ny
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From Cal-va-ry a cry was heard

—

A bitter and heart-rending cry

;

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

L A horror of great darkness fell

On thee, thou spotless, holy One,
And all the swarming hosts of hell

Consjiired to temj)t God's only Son.

'
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3 The scourge, the thorns, the deep disgrace,

These thou couldst bear, nor once repine

;

But when Jehovah vailed his face,

Unutterable pangs were thine.

4 Lord, on thy cross I fix mine eye

;

If e'er I lose its strong control,

O let that dying, piercing cry
ISIelt and reclaim my wandering souL

J. W. Cunningham.
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ZEPHYR. L. M. \Vm. B. Bradbury.
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My only Saviour, when I feel

O'ervvhelmed in spirit, faint, oppressed,

'Tis sweet to tell thee, while I kneel
Low at thy feet, thou art my rest.

2 I'm weary of the strife within;
Strong powers against my soul contest;

O let me turn from self and sin

To thy dear cross, for there is rest.

3 O sweet will be the welcome day
When, from her toils and woes released,

My parting soul in death shall say,
" Now, Lord, I come to thee for rest."

Unknown.

185
Away from earth my spirit turns

—

Away from every transient good

;

"With strong desire my bosom burns
To feast on heaven's diviner food.

2 Thou, SaAnour, art the living bread;
Thou wilt my every want supply;

By thee sustained, and cheered, and led,

I'll press through dangers to the sky.

3 What though temptations oft distress,

And sin assails and breaks my peace,
Thou wilt uphold, and save, and bless.

And bid the storms of passion cease.

4 Then let me take thy gracious hand,
And walk beside thee onward still,

Till my glad feet shall safely stand.
Forever firm, on Zion's hill.

Rav Palmer.
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O SUFFERING Friend of human kind,
How, as the fatal hour drew near,

Came thronging on thy holy mind
The images of grief and fear

!

2 Gethsemane's sad midnight scene.

The faithless friends, th' exulting foes,

The thorny crown, the insult keen.
The scourge, the cross, before thee rose.

3 Did not thy spirit shrink dismayed,
As the dark vision o'er it came,

And, though in sinless strength arrayed,

Turn, shuddering, from the death of shame?

4 Onward, like thee, thro' scorn and dread

May we our Father's call obey.
Steadfast the path of duty tread.

And rise, through death, to endless day.

S. G. BULFINCH.
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Come, weary souls, with sin distressed

;

The Saviour offers heavenly rest

;

The kind, the gracious call obey,
And cast your gloomy fears away.

2 Oppressed with guilt, a heavy load,

O come, and bow before your God.
Divine compassion, mighty love.

Will all the painful load remove.

3 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 fi'ee the grace

!

Anne Steele.
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REST L M WM. B. Bradbury.

A - sleep in Je - sus ! Blessed sleep, From which none ev - er wakes to weep
;
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Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep,

From whicli none ever wakes to weep

;

A calm and undisturbed repose,

Unbroken by the last of foes !

2 Asleep in Jesus ! O how sweet
To be for such a slumber meet

;

"With holy confidence to sing,

That death has lost its venomed sting

!

3 Asleep in Jesus I Peaceful rest.

Whose waking is supremely blest!

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour
That manifests the Saviour's power.

PALESTINE. L, M. 6 1.

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

!

Securely shall my ashes lie.

And wait the summons from on high.

5 Asleep in Jesus ! Time nor space
Affects this precious hiding-place

;

On Indian plains, on Lapland snows,
Believers find the same repose.

6 Asleep in Jesus ! Far from thee
Thy kindred and their graves maybe;
But thine is still a blessed sleep,

From which none ever wakes to weep.
Mrs. M. Mackay.

Joseph Mezzinghi.

Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan Hath taught each scene the notes of woe

;

Cease thy complaint, sup-
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thy pain, to heal thy wound.
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Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan

Hath taught each scene the notes of woe

;

Cease thy complaint, suppress thy groan,

And let thy tears forget to flow.

Behold the precious balm is found
To lull thy pain, to heal thy wound.

2 Come, freely come, by sin oppressed.

On Jesus cast thy weighty load
;

In him thy refuge find, thy rest.

Safe in the mercy of thy God.
Thy God's thy Saviour—glorious word

!

O hear, believe and bless the Lord.
Walter Shirley.
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On Zion's glorious summit stood
A numerous host, redeemed by blood;
They hymned their King in strains divifle

;

1 heard the song, and strove to join.

2 Here all who suffered sword or flame

For truth, or Jesus' lovely name,
Shout victory now, and hail the Lamb,

And bow before the great I AM.
3 While everlasting ages roll,

Eternal love shall feast their soul,

And scenes of bliss, forever new,
Ilise in succession to their view.

Kent.

191
O SWEET employ, to sing and trace
Th' amazing heights and depths of grace

;

And spend, from sin and sorrow free,

A blissful, vast eternity !

2 O what a sweet, exalted song,
When every tribe, and every tongue,
Redeemed by blood, with Christ appear,

And join in one full chorus there

!

3 My soul anticipates the day

—

Would stretch her wings and soar away.
To aid the song, the palm to bear,
And praise my great Redeemer there.

Kent.

SANCTUS. To be sung at the close of the hymn. ' Manhattan Coll.'
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ARIEL. 0. P. M. Lowell Mason.
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O COULD I speak the matchless worth,

could I sound the glories forth,

Which in my Savioiu* shine,

I'd soar and touch the heavenly strings.

And vie with Gabriel while he sings,

In notes almost divine.

2 I'd sing the precious blood he spilt.

My ransom from the dreadful guilt

Of sin, and wrath divine;
I'd sing his glorious righteousness.
In which all-perfect, heavenly dress
My soul shall ever shine.

3 I'd sing the characters he bears,
And all the forms of love he wears,
Exalted on his throne

;

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

1 would to everlasting days
Make all his glories known.

4 Well—the delightful day will come.

When my dear Lord will bring me home,

And I shall see his face

;

Then, with my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

A blest eternity I'll spend,
Triumfthant in his grace.

. _, _. S. Medley.
193
Had I ten thousand gifts beside,
I'd cleave to Jesus crucified,

And build on him alone

;

For no foundation is there given
On which to place my hopes of heaven,

But Christ, the corner-stone.

2 Possessing Christ, I all possess

—

Wisdom, and strength, and righteousness,

And holiness complete

;

Bold in his name, I dare draw nigh
Before the Ruler of the sky.
And all his justice meet.

3 There is no path to heavenly bliss,

To solid joy or lasting peace,
But Christ, th' appointed road

;

O may we tread the sacred way,
By faith rejoice, and praise, and pray.

Till we sit down with God.
_ Chatham.

194
O Lord, how happy should we be,
If we could cast our care on thee

;

If we from self could rest,

And feel, at heart, that One above,
In perfect wisdom, perfect love.

Is working for the best

!

2 Help us, O Lord, to trust in thee.
And in our trials still to see
The tokens of thy love

;

Let no temptation overcome,
To lure us from the pathAvay home,
To live with thee above.

J. Anstice.
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BREMEN. 0, P. M.
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O LOVE divine, how sweet thou art I

"When shall I find my AA'audering heart

All taken up in thee ?

O may I daily live to prove
The sweetness of redeeming love,

The love of Christ to nie

!

2 God only knows the love of God

;

may it now be shed abroad
To cheer my fainting heart

!

1 want to feel that love divine

;

This heavenly portion. Lord, be mine

—

Be mine this better part.

3 O that I could fore\'er sit

With Mary at the Master's feet

!

Be this iny happy choice

:

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, my heaven on earth, be this.

To hear the Bridegroom's voice.

4 O that I might with happj' John,
Recline my weary head upon
The blest Redeemer's breast

!

From care, and fear, and sorrow free,

Give me, O Lord, to find in thee
My everlasting rest.

. _ _ Charles Wesley.

196
Come join, ye saints, with heart and voice,

Alone in Jesus to rejoice.

And worshiii at his feet

;

Come, take his praises on your tongues,

And raise to him your thankful songs

—

" In him ye are complete."

2 In him, who all our praise excels,

The fullness of the Godhead dwells,
And all perfections meet

;

The head of all celestial powers,
Divinely theirs, divinely ours

—

" In him ye are complete."

3 Still onward urge your heavenly way

;

Dependent on him day by day,
His presence still entreat

;

His precious name forever bless.

Your glory, strength, and righteousness

—

"In him ye are complete."

197
Be it my only wisdom here,
To serve the Lord Avith filial fear,

With loving gratitude

;

Superior sense may I display.

By shunning every evil way.
And walking in' the good.

2 O may I still from sin depart

;

A wise and understanding heart,
Jesus, to me be given

;

And let me through thy Spirit know
To glorify my God below.
And find my way to heaven.

Charles Wesley.
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CORONATION. 0. M Oliver Holden.

All hail the power of Jesus' name ! Let angels prostrate fall ; Bring forth the royal di - a - dem,
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All hail the power of Jesus' name !

Let angels prostrate fall

;

Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown him Lord of all.

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

;

Extol the stem of Jesse's rod,

And crown him Lord of all.

3 You chosen seed of Israel's race,

A remnant weak and small,
Hail him who saves you by his grace.
And crown him Lord of all.

MILES LANE, C.

4 You Gentile sinners, ne'er forget
The Avormwood and the gall

;

Go, spread your trophies at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all.

5 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball.

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown hini Lord of all.

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

!

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

Edward Perronet.

Wm. Shrubsoi.e.
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William Tansur.

O FOR a thousaiifl tongues, to sing
My dear Redeemer's praise,

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

!

2 My gracious INIaster and my God,
Assist me to proclaim,

To spread, througli all the earth abroad,

The honors of thy name.

3 Jesus ! the name that calms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease

—

'Tis music to my ravished ears,

'Tis hfe, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of reigning sin

;

He sets the prisoner free

;

His blood can make the foulest clean

:

His blood availed for me.
OC\r\ C. Wesley.

Give me the wings of faith, to rise

Within tlie vail, and see
The saints above, how great their joys,
How bright their glories be.

2 Once they were mourning here below,

And poured out cries and tears;
They wrestled hard, as we do now.
With sins, and doubts, and fears.

3 I ask them whence their victory came

;

They, with united breath.
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,
Their triumph to his death.

4 They marked the footsteps that he trod

;

His zeal inspired their breast;
And, followmg their incarnate God,
Possess the promised rest.

Isaac Watts.

To HIM that loved the sons of men,
And washed us in his blood,

To royal honors raised our heads,
And made us priests to God

—

2 To him let every tongue be praise,
And every heart be love.

All grateful honors paid on earth,
And nobler songs above.

3 Behold! on flying clouds he comes;
His saints shall bless the day.

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

4 Thou art the First, and thou the Last

;

Time centers all in thee.

Almighty Lord, who Avasr, and art.

And evermore shalt be !

n/^n Unknown.

O THOU, my light, my life, my joy,
ISIy glory and my all

!

Unsent by thee, no good can come.
Nor evU can befall.

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

That I may safely trust in thee
Through all this wilderness.

3 'Tis thine outstretched and powerful arm
Upholds me in the way

;

And thy rich bounty well supplies
The wants of every day.

4 For such compassion, O my God,
Ten thousand thanks are due

;

For such compassion I esteem
Ten thousand thanks too few.

J. Montgomery.

69



NEW CHRISTIAN

DEVIZES. C. M. Isaac Tucker.
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This is the day the first ripe sheaf
Before tlie Lord was waved,

And Christ, first-fruits of them that slept,

Was from the dead received.

2 He rose for them for whom he died,

That, like to him, they may
Rise when he conies, in glory great,

That ne'er shall fade away.

3 This is the day the Spirit came,
With us on earth to stay

—

CHOPIN,

A Comforter, to fill our hearts
With joys that ne'er decay.

4 His comforts are the earnest sure
Of that same heavenly rest

Which Jesus entered on, when he
Was made forever blest.

5 This day the Church of Christ begj

Formed by his wondrous grace

;

This day the saints in concord meet,
To join in prayer and praise.

Unknown.

I. B. Woodbury.

,n,

place of thine a-bode, And shed thy blessings here, And shed thy bless-ings here.

Bj permlsaion.
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Within thy house, O Lord, our God
In glory now appear

;

Make this a place of thine abode.
And shed thy blessings here.

2 When we thy mercy-seat surround
Thy Spirit, Lord, impart;

And let thy gosi^el's joyful sound.
With power, reach every heart.

3 Here let the blind their sight obtain

;

Here give the mourners rest

;

Let Jesus here triumphant reign.

Enthroned in every breast.

4 Here let the voice of sacred joy
And humble prayer arise,

Till higher strains our tongues employ
In realms beyond the skies.

Unknown.
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PETERBOEO. C. M. Ralph Harrison.
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Oncp: more, my soul, the rising day

Salutes thy waking eyes
;

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

2 Night unto night his name repeats,
The day renews the sound.

Wide as the heavens on which he sits

To turn the seasons round.

3 'Tis he supports my mortal frame

;

My tongue shall speak his praise

;

My sins might rouse his wrath to flame,

But yet his wrath delays.

4 Great God, let all my hours be thine.
Whilst I enjoy the light

;

Then shall my sun in smiles decline.
And bring a peaceful niglit.

_ _ ^ Isaac Watts.
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Arise, ye people, and adore,
Exulting strike the chord;

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

2 Glad shouts aloud, wide echoing round,

Th' ascending Lord proclaim

;

Th' angelic choir respond the sound,
And shake creation's frame.

3 They sing of death and hell o'erthrown

In that triumphant hour;
And God exalts his conquering Son
To his right hand of power.

H. F. LvTE.

ii
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This is the day the Lord hath made,
He calls the hours his own

;

Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,
And praise surround the throne.

2 To-day he rose and left the dead,
And Satan's empire fell;

To-day the saints his triumphs spread,
And all his wonders tell.

3 Hosanna to th' anointed King,
To David's holy Son

;

Help us, O Lord—descend and bring
Salvation from thy throne.

4 Hosanna in the highest strains
The Church on earth can raise!

The highest heavens, in which he reigns,

Shall give him nobler praise.
_ _ ^.. Isaac Watts.
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Plow rich thy favors, God of grace.
How various and di\'lne

!

Full as the ocean they are poured,
And bright as heaven they shine.

2 He to eternal glory calls.

And leads the wondrous way
To his own palace, where he reigns
In uncreated day.

3 The songs of everlasting years
Tliat mercy shall attend.

Which leads, through sufferings of an hour,

To joys that never end.
Philip Doddridge.
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ARLIN&TON. C. M. Thomas A. Arne.
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Again the Lord of light and life

Awakes the kindling ray,
Unseals the eyelids of the morn,
And pours increasing day.

2 O what a night was that which wrapt
The heathen world in gloom !

O what a Sun which rose this day
Triumphant from the tomb!

3 Tliis day be grateful homage paid,
And loud hosannas sung

;

Let gladness dwell in every heart,
And praise on every tongue.

4 Ten thousand diflerentlips shall join

To hail this welcome morn,
Wliich scatters blessings from its wings

To nations yet unborn.
_. . ,_ Anna L. Barbauld.
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We sing the Saviour's wondrous death;

He conquered when he fell

;

'Tis finished, said his dying breath,
And shool^ the gates of hell.

2 'Tis finished, our Immanuel cries
;

The dreadful work is done

;

Hence shall his sovereign throne arise;

His kingdom is begun.

'. His cross a sure foundation laid
For glory and renown,

When througli the regions of the dead
He passed to reach the crown.

Unknown.

Hosanna to the Prince of light,

That clothed liimself in clay,

Entered the iron gates of death,
And tore the bars away!

2 Death is no more the king of dread,
Since our Immanuel rose

;

He took the tyrant's sting away,
And spoiled our hellish foes.

3 Raise your devotion, mortal tongues,

To reach his blest abode
;

Sweet be the accents of your songs
To our incarnate God.

4 Bright angels, strike your loudest strings,

Your sweetest voices raise

:

Let heaven, and all created things,
Sound our Immanuel's praise.

_ . _ Isaac Watts.
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Salvation ! O the joyful sound

!

'Tis pleasure to our ears

;

A sovereign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,

At hell's dark door we lay;
But we arise, by grace divine,
To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation ! let the echo fly

The spacious earth around

;

While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.

Isaac Watts.
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MARLOW. C. M. John Chetham.
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Bright source of everlasting love

!

To thee our souls we raise,

And to thy sovereign bounty rear
A monument of praise.

2 Thy mercy gilds the path of life

With every cheering ray,
Kindly restrains the rising tear,

Or wipes that tear away.

3 To tents of woe, to beds of pain,
We cheerfully repair,

And with the gifts thy hand bestows
Ilelieve the mourners there.
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Blest morning, whose young, dawning rays

Beheld our rising Lord
;

That saw him triumph o'er the dust,
And leave his dark abode !

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

Till the revolving skies had brought
The third, th' appointed day.

3 Death and the grave unite their force,

To hold our Loi'd, in vain;
The sleeping Captive soon awakes,
And bursts their feeble chain.

4 The widow's heart shall sing for joy

;

The orphan shall be fed

;

The hungering soul we'll gladly point
To Christ, the living Bread.

James Boden.
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The Saviour risen to-day we praise,

In concert with the blest

;

For now we see his work complete.
And enter into rest.

2 On this first day a brighter scene
Of glory was displayed.

By the Creating Word, than when
The universe was made.

3 He rises who mankind has bought
With grief and pain extreme

:

'Twas great to speak the world from naught

;

'Twas greater to redeem.

4 How vain the stone, the watch, the seal

!

Naught can forbid his rise
;

'Tis he who shuts the gates of hell.

And opens paradise.
Unknown.

4 To thy great name, almighty Lord,
These sacred hours we pay

;

And loud hosaunas shall proclaim
The triumi^h of the day.

2

1

Q
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How free and boundless is the grace
Of our redeeming God,

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

2 Come, all you wretched sinners, come

:

He'll form your souls anew

;

His gospel and his heart have room
For rebels such as you.

3 His doctrine is almight^^ love

;

There's virtue in his name
To turn a raven to a dove,
A lion to a lamb.

4 (^ome, then, accept the offered grace,

And make no more delay r

His love will all your guilt efface.

And soothe your fears away.
Benj. Beddome.
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With sacred joy we lift our eyes
To those bright reahiis above,

That glorious temple in the skies,

Where dwells eternal love.

2 Before the gracious throne we bow
Of heaven's almighty King;

Here we present the solemn vow,
And hymns of praise we sing.

BRADFOED, C. M.

3 O Lord, while in thy house we kneel,

With trust and holy fear,

Thy mercy and thy truth reveal.
And lend a gracious ear.

4 With fervor teach our hearts to pray,
And tune our lips to sing;

Nor from thy presence cast away
The sacrifice we bring.

Isaac Watts.
Handel.
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1 KNOW that my Redeemer lives.

And ever prays for me

;

A token of his love he gives,
A pledge of liberty.

2 I find him lifting up my head
;He brings salvation near

:

His presence makes me free indeed,
And he will soon a^jpear.

74

3 He wills that I should lioly be—
Shall I withstand his will ?

The counsel of his grace in me
He surely shall fulfill.

4 Jesus, I hang upon thy word;
I steadfastly believe

Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord,
And to thyself receive.

Chari.es Wesi.ev.
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WAEWICK. C. M. Samuel Stanley.
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To OUR Redeemer's glorious name
Awake the sacred song

;

O may his love (immortal flame !)

Tune every heart and tongue.

2 His love, what mortal thought can reach,

What mortal tongue display

!

Imagination's utmost stretch

In wonder dies away.

3 He left his radiant throne on high,
Left the bright realms of bliss.

And came to earth to bleed and die !

Was ever love like this ?

4 Blest Lord, while we adoring pay
Our humble thanks to thee,

May every heart with rapture say,

"The Saviour died for me."

5 O inay the sweet, the blissful theme
Fill every heart and tongue,

Tiil strangers love thy charming name,

And join the sacred song.
Harriet B. Steele.
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O God, my heart is fully bent
To magnify thy name

;

My tongue, with cheerful songs of praise,

Shall celebrate thy feme.

2 To all the listening tribes, O Lord,
Thy wonders I will tell

;

And to those nations sing thy praise
That roui\d about us dwell

;

3 Because thy mercy's boundless height

The highest heaven transcends;
And far beyond th' aspiring clouds
Thy faithful truth extends.

4 Be thou, O God, exalted high
Above the starry frame

;

And let the world, with one consent,
Confess thy glorious name.

_ _ Tate and Brady.
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Behold, the mountain of the Lord
In latter days shall rise

On mountain tops, above the hills,

And di'aw the wondering eyes.

2 To this the joyful nations roimd.
All tribes and tongues, shall flow

;

"Up to the hill of God," they'll say,
" And to his house we'll go."

3 The beam that shines from Zion's hill

Shall lighten every land

;

The King who reigns in Salem's towers

Shall all the world command.

4 No strife shall vex Messiah's reign,

Or mar the peaceful years

;

To plowshares men shall beat their swords,

To pruning-hooks then spears.

5 No longer hosts, encountering hosts,

Their millions slain deplore;
They hang the trumpet in the hall,

And study war no more.
M. Bruce.
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HENET. Sylvanus B. Pond.
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Behold the glories of the Lamb
Amidst bis Father's throne !

Prepare new honors for his name,
And songs before unknown.

2 Let elders worship at his feet,

The Church adore around,
With vials full of odors sweet.
And harps of sweeter sound.

3 Now to the Lamb that once was slain

Be endless blessings i>aid !

Salvation, glory, joy remain
Forever on thy head !

4 Thou hast redeemed our souls with blood,

Hast set the prisoners free

;

Hast made us kings and priests to God,

And we shall reign with thee.
Isaac Watts.

CHESTEEFIELD. 0. M.
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Almighty Father, gracious Lord,
Kind Guardian of my days,

Thy mercies let my heart record,

In songs of grateful praise.

2 In life's first dawn, my tender frame

Was thine indulgent care,

Long ere I could pronounce thy name,

Or breathe the infant prayer.

3 Each rolling year new favors brought

From thine exhaustless store-
But, ah ! in vain my laboring thought
Would count thy mercies o'er.

4 Still I adore thee, gracious Lord,
For favors more divine

:

That I have known thy sacred word
Where all thy glories shine.

Anne Steele.

Thomas Haweis.

of the Lord Your great De - liv erer sing;
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DEDHAM. C. M,
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Planted in Christ, tlie living vine,
This day, witii one accord,

Ourselves, with humble faith and joy,

We yield to thee, O Lord.

2 Joined in one body may we be

;

One inward life partake

;

One be our heart ; one heavenly hope
In every bosom wake.

3 In prayer, in effort, tears, and toils,

One wisdom be our guide

;

Taught by one Spirit from above,
In thee may we abide.

4 Then, when among the saints in light

Our joyful spirits shine,
Shall anthems of immortal praise,

O Lamb of God, be thine.
^ ^ _ S. F. Smith.
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SiNC}, all ye ransomed of the Lord,
Your great Deliverer sing

;

Y''e pilgrims, now for Zion bound,
Be joyful in your King.

2 His hand divine shall lead you on,
Through all the blissful road,

Till to the sacred mount you rise.

And see your gracious God.

3 Bright garlands of immortal joy
Shall bloom on every head

;

While sorrow, sighing, and distress,

Like shadows, all are fled.

4 March on in yourRedeemer's strength,

Pursue his footsteps still;

And let the prospect cheer your eye
While laboring up the hill.

Philip Doddridge.
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Come, let us join in songs of praise
To our ascended Priest

;

He entered heaven with all our names
Engraven on his breast.

2 On earth he washed our guilt away
By his atoning blood

;

Now he appears before the throne,
And pleads our cause with God.

3 Clothed with our nature still, he knows
The weakness of our frame,

And how to shield us from the foes

Which he himself o'ercame.

4 O may we ne'er forget his grace,

Nor blush to wear his name!
kStill may our hearts hold fast his faith,

Our lips his praise proclaim

!

Alexander Pirie.
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Again our earthly cares we leave,

And to thy courts repair
;

Again with joyful feet we come
To meet our Saviour here.

2 Within these walls let holy peace,
And love and concord dwell

;

Here give the troubled conscience ease,

The wounded spirit heal.

3 The feeling heart, the melting eye.

The humble mind, bestow

;

And shine upon us from on high,
To make oiu* graces grow.

4 In faith may we receive thy word,
In faith present our prayers.

And in the presence of our Lord
Unbosom all our cares.

J. Newton.
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CHELMSFORD. C. M. Aaron Chapin.
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Eternal, Source of life find light,

Supremely good and wise,
To thee we bring our grateful vows,
To thee lift up our eyes.

2 Our dark and erring minds illume
With truth's celestial rays;

Inspire our hearts with sacred love,

And tune our lips to praise.

3 Safely conduct us, by thy grace,
Through life's perplexing road

;

And place us, when that journey's o'er,

At thy right hand, O God

229
How happy is the Christian's state

!

His sins are all forgiven
;

A cheering ray confirms the grace,
And lifts his hopes to heaven.

2 Though in the rugged path of life

He heaves the jiensive sigh,

Yet, trusting in his God, he finds
Delivering grace is nigh.

3 If, to prevent his wandering steps,

He feels the chastening rod,

The gentle stroke shall bring him back

To his forgiving God.

4 And when the welcome message comes

To call his soul away.
His soul in raptures shall ascend
To everlasting day.

Unknown.
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What shall I render to my God

P^'or all his kindness shown?
My feet shall visit thine abode,

i\Iy songs address thy throne.

2 Among the saints who fill thy house.

My offering shall be paid

;

There shall my zeal perform the vows
My soul, in anguish, made.

3 How happy all thy servants are

!

How great thy grace to me

!

My life, which thou hast made thy care,

Lord, I devote to thee.

4 Now I am thine, forever thine;
Nor shall my purpose move

;

Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain.

And bound me with thy love.

5 Here, in thy courts, I leavemy vow,
And thy rich grace record

;

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now.
If I forsake the Lord.

_ _ I. Watts.
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O HOW divine, how sweet the joy.

When but one sinner turns,
And, with a humble, broken heart.
His sins and errors mourns !

2 Pleased with the news, the saints below

In songs their tongues employ
;

Beyond the skies the tidings go.

And heaven is filled with joy.
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3 Well pleased the Father sees, and hears

The contrite sinner's moan

;

Jesus receives him in his arms,
And claims him for his own

;

4 Nor angels can their joy contain,
But kindle with new tire

;

"The sinner lost is found," they sing,

And strike the sounding lyre.

f\ry(-k John Needham.

My soul, how lovely is the place
To which thy God resorts

!

'Tis heaven to see his smiling ftice,

Though in his earthly courts.

2 There the great Monarcli of the skies

His saving power display's,

And light hreaks in upon our eyes
"With kind and quickening rays.

3 There, mighty God, thy words declare

The secrets of thy will

;

And still we seek thy mercy there,

And sing thy praises still.

Isaac Watts.
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Blest be the dear, uniting love,

That will not let us part;
Our bodies may far off remove,
AVe still are one in heart.

2 Joined in one Spirit to our Head,
Where he appoints, we go

;

And still in Jesus' footsteps tread.

And show his praise below.

3 Partakers of the Saviour's grace.
The same in mind and heart.

Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place,

Nor life, nor death, can part.
_. _ . Charles Weslev.
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"Proclaim," saith Christ, "my wondrous

To all the sons of men
;

[grace

He that believes, and is baptized,
Salvation shall obtain."

2 Let plenteous grace descend on those

Who, hoping in thy word.
This day have publicly declared
That Jesus is their Lord.

3 With cheerful feet may they advance,

And run the Christian race,

And, through the troubles of the way,
Find all-sufficient grace.

J as. Newton.
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Lkt every mortal ear attend,
And every heart rejoice;

The trumpet of the gospel sounds
With an inviting voice.

2 Ho ! all you hungry, starving souls,

Who feed upon the wind.
And vainly strive with earthly toys
To fill an empty mind,

3 Eternal wisdom has prepared
A soul-reviving feast.

And bids your longing appetites
The rich provision taste.

4 Ho ! you that pant for living streams,

And pine away and die.

Here may you quench your raging thirst

From springs that never dry.

5 Rivers of love and mercy here
In a rich ocean join;

Salvation in abundance flows,

Like floods of milk and wine.

G Great God, the treasures of thy love
Are everlasting mines;

Deep as our helpless miseries are.

And boundless as our sins.
Isaac Watts.
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And now, my soul, another year
Of thy short life is past;

1 can not long continue here.

And this niay be my last.

2 INIuch of my hasty life is gone.
Nor will return again

;

And swift my passing moments run
The few that yet remain.

3 Awake, my soul ; with utmost care
Thy true condition learn

:

What are thy hopes? how sure? how fair?

What is thy great concern ?

4 Behold, another year begins

:

Set out afresh for heaven
;

Seek i)ardon for thy former sins.

In Christ so freely given

;

5 Devoutly yield thyself to God,
And on his grace depend

;

With zeal pursue the heavenly road,
Nor doubt a happy end.

Unknown.

79



NEW CHRISTIAN

HEAR. C. M. Aaron Williams.
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O God of Bethel, by whose hand
Thy people still are fed,

Who through this weai-y pilgrimage
Hast all our fathers led !

2 Our vows, our prayers, we now present

Before thy throne of grace

:

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

S Through each succeeding path of life

Our wandering footsteps guide

;

Give us each day our daily bread,
And jaiment tit provide.

4 O spread -thy covering wings around,

Till all our wanderings cease,

And at our Father's loved abode
We all arrive in peace.

5 Such blessings from thy gracious hand

Our humble prayers implore

;

And thou shalt be our chosen God,
Our portion evermore.

238
In memory of the Saviour's love
We keep the sacred feast,

Where every humble, contrite heart
Is made a welcome guest.

2 Under his banner thus we sing
Tlie wonders of his love.

And thus anticipate by faith

The heavenly feast above.
Unknown.

Philip Doddridge.
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Faith adds new charms to earthly bliss,

And saves us from its snares

;

It yields support in all our toils,

And softens all our cares.

2 The wounded conscience knows its power
The healing balm to give;

That balm the saddest heart can cheer,

And make the dying live.

3 Unvailing wide the heavenly world,

"Where endless pleasures reign,
It bids us seek our portion there,
Nor bids us seek in vain.

4 There still unsliaken would we rest
Till this frail body dies

;

And then, on faith's triumphant wing,

To endless glory rise.

^ . _ D. Turner.
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And did the Holy and the Just,
The Sovereign of the skies.

Stoop down to wretcliedness and dust,

That guilty man might rise ?

2 Yes, the Redeemer left his throne,
His radiant throne on high

—

Surpassing mercy ! love unknown !

—

To suffer, bleed, and die.

3 He took the dying rebel's place.
And suffered in our stead

;

For sinful man—O wondrous grace !

—

For sinful man he bled !

Anne Steele.
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CHRISTMAS. C. M. Handel.
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Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve,

And press with vigor on

;

A heavenly race demands thy zeal,

And an immortal crown.

2 A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full survey

;

Forget the steps already trod,

And onward urge thy way.

3 'Tis God's all-animating voice
That calls thee from on high

;

'Tis his own hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring eye.

4 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee,

Have I my race begun
;

And, crowned with victory, at thy feet

I'll lay my honors down.
Philip Doddridge.

242
Bright was the guiding star that led,

With mild, benignant ray,

The Gentiles to the lowly shed
Where the Redeemer lay.

2 But, lo ! a brighter, clearer light
Now points to his abode

;

It shines through sin and sorrow's night

To guide us to our God.

3 O gladly tread the narrow path
While light and grace are given :

Wlio meekly follow Christ on earth
Shall reign with him in heaven.

Harriet Auber.
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Rise, O my soul, pursue the path
By ancient lieroes trod

;

Ambitious view those holy men
Who lived and walked with God.

2 Though dead, they speak in reason's ear,

And in example live;

Their faith and hope and mighty deeds

Still fresh instruction give.

3 'Twas through the Lamb's most precious blood

They conquered every foe

;

And to his power and matcliless grace
Their crowns and honors owe.

4 Lord, may we ever keep in view
The patterns thou hast given.

And ne'er forsake the bless(5d road
Which led them safe to heaven.

John Needham.
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Come, let us join, with one accord,
In hymns around the throne

;

This is the day our ris6n Lord
Hath made and called his own.

2 This is the day which God hath blest,

The brightest of the seven,
Type of tlie everlasting rest

The saints enjoy in heaven.

3 Then let us in his name sing on,
And hasten on that day

When our Redeemer shall comedown,
And shadows pass away.

Charles Wesley.
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Geeat God I thy penetrating eye
Pervades my inmost powers;

Witii awe profound my wondering soul

Falls prostrate and adores.

2 To be encompassed round with God,
The Holy and the Just,

Armed with omnipotence to save,
Or crush me to the dust

—

3 O how tremendous is the thought

!

Deep may it be impressed
;

And may thy Spirit firmly grave
This truth within my breast.

4 Begirt with thee, my fearless soul
The gloomy vale shall tread

;

And thou wilt bind tli' immortal crown

Of glory on my head.
E. Scott.

CADDO. C. M.
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Lord, lead the way the Saviour went,
By lane and cell obscure.

And let love's treasures still be spent,
Like his, upon the poor.

2 Like him, through scenes of deep distress,

Who bore tiie world's sad weight,
We, in their crowded loneliness.
Would seek the desolate.

3 For thou hast placed us side by side
In this wide Avorld of ill

;

And that thy followers may be tried,

The ijoor are with us still.

4 Mean are all oflferings M'e can make

;

Yet thou hast taught us, Lord,
If given for the Saviour's sake,
They lose not their reward.

W. Croswell.

Wm. B. Bradbury.

Now let our cheer-ful
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O COULD I find, from day to day,
A nearness to my God,

Then would my hours glide sweet away
While leaning on his word.

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live

Anew from day to day,
In joys the world can never give,

Nor ever take away.

3 Blest Jesus, come and rule my heart,

And make me wholly thine.

That I may never more depart,

Nor grieve thy love divine.

4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath.
Thy goodness I'll adore

;

And Avhen my frame dissolves in death,

My soul shall love thee more.
B. Cleveland.
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Now" let our cheerful eyes survey
Our great High Priest above,

And celebrate his constant care
And sympathetic love.

2 Though raised to heaven's exalted throne,

Where angels bow around,
And high o'er all the hosts of light,

With matchless honors crowned

—

3 The names of all his saints he bears
Deep graven on his heart;

Nor shall the weakest Christian say
That he has lost his part.

4 So, gracious Saviour ! on my breast

May thy dear name be worn,
A sacred ornament and guard.
To endless ages borne.

Philip Doddridge.
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And can my heart aspire so high.
To say, " My Father God !

"

Lord, al thy feet I long to lie.

And learn to kiss the rod.

2 I would submit to all thy will,

For thou art good and wise

;

Let every anxious thought be still,

Nor one faint murmur rise.

3 Thy love can cheer the darkest
,

And bid me wait serene.

Till hopes and joys immortal bloom,
And brighten all the scene.

4 ISIy Father! O permit my heart
To plead her humble claim;

And ask the bliss those words impart,
In my Redeemer's name.

Anne Steele.
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O HAPPY they who know the Lord,
With whom he deigns to dwell

!

He feeds and cheers them by his word.

His arm supports them well.

2 To them, in each distressing hour,
His throne of grace is near;

And when they plead his love and power,

He stands engaged to hear.

3 His presence sweetens all our cares,

And makes our burdens light;

A word from him dispels our fears,

And gilds the gloom of night.

4 May we enjoy and highly prize

These tokens of thy love.

Till thou shalt bid oiir spirits rise

To worship thee above.
Unknown.
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How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer's ear !

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,

And drives away his fear.

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

;

'Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary, rest.

3 Jesus, my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend,

My Proijhct, Priest, and King,
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise I bring.

4 Weak is the effort of my heart.

And cold my warmest thought

;

But when I see thee as thou art,

I'll praise thee as I ought.
John Newton.

SERENITY. C. M.

252
Our souls are in the Saviour's hand,
And he will keep them still

;

And you and I shall surely stand
With him on Zion's hill.

2 Him eye to eye we there shall see,

Our face like his shall shine;
O what a glorious company,
When saints and angels join

!

3 O what a joyful meeting there.

In robes of white array

!

Palms in our hands we all shall beafj

And crowns that ne'er decay.

4 When we've been there ten thousand years,

Bright shining as the sun,
We've no less days to sing God's praise

Than when we first begun !

Unknown.

Wm. V. Wallace.

Lord, all is known to thee ; In vain my soul would try
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The Saviour bids thee watch and pray

Through hfe's momentous hour;
And grants tlie Spirit's quickening ray

To those who seek his power.

2 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray,

Maintain a warrior's strife

;

O Christian, hear his voice to-day

:

Obedience is thy life.

3 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray;

For soon the hour will come
That calls thee from the earth away
To thine eternal home.

4 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray;

O hearken to his voice,
And follow where he leads the w'ay,
To heaven's eternal joys

!

C)rr/\ T. HastIiNgs.

LoKD, all I am is known to thee;
In vain my soul would try

To shun thy presence, or to flee

The notice of thine eye.

2 Thy all-observing eye surveys
My rising and my rest,

My public walks, my private ways,
The secrets of my breast.

3 My thoughts lie open to thee, Lord,
Before they're formed within;

And ere my lips pronounce the word,
Thou knowest all I mean.

4 O let thy grace surround me still,

And like a buhvark prove,
To guard my soul from every ill,

Secured by sovereign love.
Isaac Watts.
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How shall the young secure their hearts,

And guard their lives from sin ?
Tliy M'ord the choicest rules imparts
To keep the conscience clean.

2 'Tis like the sun, a heavenly light,

Tliat guides us all the day

;

And, through the dangers of the night,

A lamp to lead our way.

3 Thy precepts make us truly wise:
We hate the sinner's road

;We hate our own vain thoughts that rise.

But love thy law, O God !

4 Thy word is everlasting truth

;

How pure is every page

!

That holy book shall guide our youth,
And well support our age.

ritza. Isaac Watts.

If human kindness meets return,
And owns the grateful tie

;

If tender thoughts within us burn
To feel a friend is nigh

—

2 O shall not warmer accents tell

The gratitude we owe
To him who died our fears to quell,
Who bore our guilt and woe?

3 While j^et his anguished soul surveye'd

Those pangs he would not flee,

What love his latest words displayed

—

" Meet, and remember me !
"

4 Remember thee ! thy death, thy shame,

The pangs which thou didst bear

!

O memory, leave no other name
But his recorded there

!

G. T. Noel.
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Alas ! what hourly dangers rise

!

What snares beset my way !

To heaven, O let me lift mine eyes,

And hourly watch and pray.

2 O gracious God, in whom I live,

My feeble efforts aid
;

Help me to watch and pray and strive,

Though trembling and afraid.

3 Increase my faith, increase my hope,

When foes and fears prevail

;

And bear my fainting spirit up,
Or soon my strength will fail.

4 O keep me in thy heavenly way.
And bid the tempter Hoe

;

And let me never, never stray
From happiness and thee.

Anne Steels.
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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

—

O take the wanderer home !

3 And canst thou, wilt thou yet forgive.

And bid my crimes remove ?

And shall a pardoned rebel live
To speak thy wondrous love ?

£ ^ £ e
1^

4 Almighty grace ! thy healing powef
How glorious—how divine.

That can to life and bliss restore
A heart so vile as mine

.

5 Thy pardoning love—so free, so sweet

—

Dear Saviour, I adore
;

O keep me at thy sacred feet.

And let me rove no more

.

Anne Steele.

259
Thou art my hiding-place, O Lord !

In thee I put my trust.

Encouraged by thy holy word,
A feeble child of dust.

2 I have no argument beside,

I urge no other plea

—

And 'tis enough— the Saviour died,

The Saviour died for me.

3 When storms of fierce temptation beat,

And furious foes assail,

My refuge is the mercy-seat,
My hope within the vail.

4 And when thy awful voice commands
This body to decay.

And life, in its last lingering sands.
Is ebbing fast away—

5 Then, though it be in accents weak.
My voice shall call on thee.

And ask for strength in death to speak,

" My Saviour died for me."
Thos. Raffles.
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Ashamed of Christ ! Our souls disdain

The mean, ungenerous thought

:

Shall we disown that Friend whose blood

To man salvation brought?

2 With the glad news of love and peace,

From heaven to earth he came

;

For us endured the painful cross,

For us despised the shame.

3 To his command let us submit
Ourselves without delay

;

Our lives—yea, thousand lives of ours

—

His love can ne'er repay,

4 To bear his name—his cross to bear

—

Our highest honor this !

Who nobly suffers for him now,
Shall reign with him in bliss.

Unknown.
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Come, humble sinner, in whose breast

A thousand thoughts revolve

;

Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed,

And make this last resolve

:

2 I'll go to Jesus, though my sin

Has like a mountain rose;

His kingdom now I'll enter in,

Whatever may oppose.

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

;

I'll own I am a wretch undone,
Without his sovereign grace.

4 Surely he will accept my plea,

For he has bid me come

;

Forthwith I'll rise, and to him flee,

For yet, he says, there's room.

5 I can not perish if I go

;

I am resolved to try

;

For if I stay away, I know
I must forever die.

262
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Father, I wait before thy throne;
Call me a child of thine.

And let the Spirit of thy Son
Fill this poor heart of mine.

2 There shed thy promised love abroad,

And make my comfort strong;
Then shall I say, my Father, God

!

With an unwavering tongue.
Isaac Watts.
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Lord, at thy table we behold
The wonders of thy grace

;

But, most of all, admire that we
Should find a welcome place.

2 What strange, surprising grace is this,

That we, .so lost, have room ?

Jesus our weary souls invites,

And freely bids us come !

3 Ye saints below, and hosts of heaven,

Join all your sacred powers

:

No theme is like redeeming love

;

No Saviour is like ours.
JOSEFH StENNETT.

264
Buried beneath the yielding wave.
The great Redeemer lies

;

Faith views him in the watery grave.
And thence beholds him rise.

2 And thus do willing souls, to-day.
Their ardent zeal express.

And, in the Lord's appointed way,
Fulfill all righteousness.

3 With joy we in his footsteps tread.

And would his cause maintain;
Like him be numbered with the dead.

And with him rise and reign.

4 Now we, blest Saviour, would to thee

Our grateful voices raise

;

Washed in the fountain of thy blood.

Our lives shall be thy praise.
Benj. Beddome.
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When languor and disease invade

Thiss trembling house of clay,

'Tis sweet to look beyond my pains,

And long to fly away

;

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend
The whispers of his love;

Sweet to look upward to the place
Where Jesus pleads above

;

3 Sweet to look back and see my name

In life's fair Ijook set down

;

Sweet to look forward, and behold
Eternal joys my own

;

4 Sweet to rejoice in lively hope
That when my change shaU come,

Angels shall lioVer round my bed.

And waft my spirit home.
A. M. TOPLADV.
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There is an hour of hallowed peace
For those with care oppressed,

When sighs and sorrowing tears shall cease,

And all be hushed to rest.

2 'Tis then the soul is freed from fears

And doubts which hei-e annoy
;

Then they that oft had sown in tears

Sliall reap again in joy.

3 There is a home of sweet repose,

Where storms assail no more;
Tlie stream of endless pleasure flows
On that celestial shore.

4 Tliere purity with love appears,
And bliss without alloy

;

There they that oft had sown in tears

Shall reap again in joy

#i

W. B. Tappan.

PENIEL. C. M.
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How happy every child of grace,
Who knows his sins forgiven !

This earth, he cries, is not my place

—

I seek my home in heaven.

2 A country far from mortal sight,

Yet O, hy faith, I see
The land of rest, the saints' delight,

The heaven prepared for me.

3 O what a blessed hope is ours

!

While here on earth we stay,

We more than taste the heavenly powers,

And antedate that day.

4 We feel the resurrection near.
Our life in Christ concealed,

And with his glorious presence here,
Our earthen vessels filled.

Charles Weslev.
Thos. Hastings.
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O FOR a heart to praise my God,
A heart from siu set free

;

A heart that always feels the blood
So freely shed for me

;

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,

My great Redeemer's throne

—

Where only Christ is heard to speak,
Where Jesus reigns alone

!

3 O for a lowly, contrite heart,
Confiding, true, and clean,

Wiiich neither life nor death can part
From him that dwells within

;

4 A heart in every thought renewed,
And full of love divine,

Perfect and right, and pure and good,
A copy. Lord, of thine

!

5 Thy Spirit, gracious Lord, impart;
Direct me from above

;

May thy dear name be near my heart

—

That dear, best name is Love.
Wm. Cowper.
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My God, the spring of all my joys.
The life of my delights,

The glory of my brightest days.
The comfort of my nights !

2 In darkest shades, if thou appear,
INIy dawning is begun

;

Thou art my soul's bright morning star,

And thou my rising sun.

3 The opening heavens around me shine

With beams of sacred bliss,

VVliile Jesus shows his mercy mine.
And whispers, " I am his.''

8 i
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4 My soul would leave this heavy clay

At that transporting word.
And run with joy the shining way,
To meet my dearest Lord.

C%-rr\ Isaac Watts.

With joy we meditate the grace
Of our High Priest above

;

His heart is full 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 has felt the same.

3 He, in the days of feeble flesh,

Poured out his cries and tears;

And in his measure feels afresh
What every member bears.

4 Then let our humble faith address
His mercy and his power

;

We shall obtain delivering grace
In each distressing hour.

f^ ^ I
Isaac Watts.

O Father, though the anxious fear

May cloud to-morrow's way.
No fear nor doubt shall enter here

;

All shall be thine to-day,

2 We will not bring divided hearts
To worship at thy shrine;

But each unworthy thought departs,

And leaves this temple thine.

3 Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares,

Of earth and folly born
;

Ye shall not dim the light that streams

From this celestial jnorn.
Mks. a. L. Barbauld.
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1 i.ovE 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.

OAKSVILLE.

1 ^

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.
Mrs. p. H. Brown.

H. C. Zeuner.C. M.
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O FOR a faith that will not shrink,
Though pressed by every foe

;

That will not tremble on the brink
Of any earthly woe

;

2 That will not murmur or complain
Beneath the chastening rod.

But, in the hour of grief or pain,

Will lean upon its God

;

3 A faith that shines more bright and clear

When tempests rage without

;

That, when in danger, knows no fear,

In darkness, feels no doubt

!

4 Lord, give us such a faith as this

;

And then, whate'er may come.
We'll taste, e'en here, the hallowed bliss

Of an eternal home.
W. H. Balhurst.
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Help us, O Lord, thy yoke to wear,
Delighting in thy will

;

Each other's burdens learn to bear;
The law of love fulfill.

2 He that hath pity on the poor
Doth lend unto the Lord;

And, lo ! his recompense is sure,

For more shall be restored.

3 To thee our all devoted be,

In whom we move and live
;

Freely M^e have received from thee,

And freely may we give.

4 And while we thus obey thy word,
And every want relieve,

O may we find it, gracious Lord,
More blest than to receive.

T. COTTERILL.
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O FOR a closer walk with God,
A calm and heavenly frame,

A light to shine upon the road
That leads me to the Lamb!

2 Where is the blessedness I knew
When first I saw the Lord ?

Where is the soul-refreshing view
Of Jesus and his word ?

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed

!

How sweet their memory still

!

But they have left an aching void
The world can never fill.

4 Return, O holy Dove, return,

Sweet messenger of rest

!

1 hate the sins that made thee mourn,
And drove thee from my breast.

C\~7 a^
Wm. COWPER.

O THOU who driest the mourner's tear,

How dark this world would be.

If, when deceived and wounded here,
We could not fly to thee

!

2 But thou M'ilt heal the broken heart

Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragrance from the wounded part,

Breathes sweetness out of woe.

3 When joy no longer soothes or cheers,

And e'en the hope that threw
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears

Is dimmed and vanished too

—

4 Then sorrow, touched by thee, grows bright

With more than rapture's ray;
The darkness shows us worlds of light
We never saw by day.

f^^mj Thos. Moore.

HosANNA to our conquering King!
All hail, incarnate Love !

Ten thousand songs and glories wait
To crown thy head above.

2 Thy victories and thy deathless fame

Through all the world shall run,
And everlasting ages sing
The triumphs thou hast won.

Isaac Watts.
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Father of mercies, God of love,

My Father and my God,
I'll sing the honors of thy name,
And spread thy praise abroad.

2 In every period of my life

Thy tlioughts of love appear

;

Thy mercies gild each transient scene,

And crown each passing year.

3 In all thy mercies, may my soul
A Father's bounty see

;

Nor let the gifts thy grace bestows
Estrange my heart from thee.

" Heginbotham.

ADULLAM,

In every trouble, sharp and strong,
My soul to Jesus flies

;

My anchor-hold is firm in hiin
When swelling billows rise.

2 His comforts bear my sjiirit up

:

I trust a faithful God
;

Tlie sure foundation of my hope
Is in a Saviour's blood.

3 Loud hallelujahs sing, my soul.

To thy Redeemer's name

;

In joy and sorrow, life anil death.
His love is still the same.

Unknown.
P. H. Dayhoff.
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Dark was the night, and cold the ground

On which the Lord was laid

;

His sweat, like drops of blood, ran down

;

In agony he prayed :

2 "Father, remove this bitter cup,
If such thy sacred will

;

If not, content to drink it up,
Thy pleasure I fulfill."

3 Go to the garden, sinner ; see
Those precious drops that flow.

The heavy load he bore for thee

—

For thee he lies so low.

4 Then learn of liim the cross to bear;
Thy Father's will obey;

And when temptations press thee near.

Awake to watch and i)ray.
Unknown,
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What grace, O Lord, and beau - ty shone A - round thy steps be - low

!

What grace, O Lord, and beauty shone

Around thy stei:)S below !

What patient love was seen in all

Thy lifc and death of woe

!

2 For, ever on thy burdened heart
A weight of sorrow hung;

Yet no ungentle, murmuring word
Escaped thy silent tongue.

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,

Thy friends unfaithful prove

;

Unwearied in forgiveness still,

Thy heart could only love.

4 O give us hearts to love like thee

;

Like thee, O Lord, to grieve
Far more for others' sins than all

The wrongs that we receive.

5 One with thyself, may every eye,
In us, thy brethren, see

The gentleness and grace that spring
From union. Lord, with thee.

Edward Denny.
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The Saviour ! O what endless charms
Dwell in the blissful sound !

Its influence every fear disarms,
And spreads sweet peace around,

2 Here pardon, life, and joj's divine
In rich profusion flow.

For guilty rebels, lost in sin,

And doomed to endless woe.

3 Th' almighty Former of the skies

iStooped to our vile abode.
While angels viewed with wondering eyes.

And hailed th' incarnate Glod.

4 O the rich depths of love divine

;

Of bliss, a boundless store !

Blest Saviour, let me call thee mine

;

I can not wish for more.
Anne Steele.
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Do NOT I love thee, O my Lord ?

Behold my heart, and see
;

And turn the dearest idol out
That dares to rival thee.

2 Is not thy name melodious still

To mine attentive ear ?

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound,

My Saviour's voice to hear ?

3 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock

I would disdain to feed ?

Hast thou a foe, before whose face

I fear thy cause to plead ?

4 AVould not my heart pour forth its blood

In honor of thy name.
And challenge the cold hand of death

To damp th' immortal flame?

5 Thou knowest that I love thee, Lord;

But, O, I long to soar
Far from the sphere of mortal joys.

And learn to love thee more.
p. Doddridge.
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J. E. Gould.
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Come, let u.s join our cheerful songs
With angels round the throne

;

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,

But all their joys are one.

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry,

" To be exalted thus !
"

" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply,
" For he was slain for us! "

3 Jesus is worthy to receive
Honor and power divine

;

And blessings more than we can give,

Be, Lord, forever thine.

4 The whole creation join in one
To bless the sacred name

Of liim that sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb.

Isaac Watts.

ALLHALLOWS, 0. M.

285
Thou art the Way : to thee alone
From sin and death we flee

;

And he who would the Father seek,
Must seek him. Lord, by thee.

2 Thou art the Truth : thy word alone
True wisdom can impart

;

Thou, only, canst inform the mind,
Antl purify the heart.

3 Thou art the Life: the rending tomb

Proclaiins thy conquering arm

;

And those who put their trust in thee,
Nor death nor hell shall harm.

4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life:

Grant us that way to know,
That truth to keep, that life to win,
Whose joys eternal flow.

George W. Doane.

Samuel Webbe.
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Approach, my soul, the morc^'-seat.
Where Jesus answers prayer;

There humbly fall before his feet,

For none can j^erish there.

2 Thy promise is my only plea,
With this I venture nigli

;

Thou callest burdened souls to thee,
And such, O Lord, am I.

3 Bowed down beneath a load of sin,

By Satan sorely pressed

—

By war without, and fear within

—

I come to thee for rest.

4 Be tliou my sliield and hiding-place,

That, sheltered near thy side,

1 may my fierce accuser face.

And tell him tliou hast died.

5 O wondrous love, to bleed and die,
To bear the cross and shame.

That guilty sinners, such as T,

Might piead thy gracious name

!

_. _. _ John Newton.
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Glory to God, who deigns to bless
This consecrated day.

Unfolds his wondrous promises,
And makes it sweet to pray !

2 Glory to God, who deigns to hear
The humblest sigh we raise.

And answers every heartfelt prayer,
Aud hears our hymn of praise.

Unknown.
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Fathkr of mercies, in thy word
What endless glory shines !

Forever be thy name adored
For these celestial lines.

2 Here may the wretched sons of wani
Exhaustiess rioJies find

—

Riches above what earth can grant,
And lasting as the mind.

3 Here .springs of consolation rise

To cheer the fainting mind.
And thirsty souls receive supplies,
And sweet refreshment find.

4 O may these heavenly pages be
My ever dear delight

;

And still new beauties may I see,

And still increasing light.

_, _ _ Anne Steele.
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Mercy alone can meet my case

:

For mercy. Lord, I cry

;

Jesus, Redeemer, show thy face
In mercy, or I die.

2 I peri.sh, and my doom were just;
But wilt thou leave me? No.

I hold thee fast, my hope, my trust

;

I will not let thee go.

3 To thee, thee only will I cleave
;

Thy word is all my plea

—

That word is truth, and I believe;

Have mercy, Lord, on me.
J. Montgomery.



NEW CHRISTIAN

EDGEWOKTH. C. M. ^^^
Thos. Hastings.

*•-** U U*

My Fa-ther, to thy mer-cy - seat My soul for shel-ter

here I find a safe retreat When storms and tempests rise,When storms and tempests rise.

1 K f ^^-rf
290
My Father, to tliy mcrey-seat,
My soul for shelter flies

;

'Tis here I find a safe retreat

When storms and tempests rise.

2 My cheerful hope can never die,

If tliou, my God, art near

;

Thy grace can raise my comforts high,

And banisli every fear.

3 My great Protector and my Lord,
Thy constant aid impart

;

O let thy kind, thy gracious word
Sustain my tremWing heart.

4 O never let my soul remove
From this divine retreat;

Still let me trust thy power and love.

And dwell beneath thy feet.
Anne Steele.

GROTON. G. M.
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My God, my Father—blissful name !

—

may I call thee mine ?

May I with sweet assurance claim
A portion so divine?

2 This only can my fears control,
And bid my sorrows fly

:

What harm can ever reach my soul
Beneath my Father's eye ?

3 Whate'er thy providence denies,
1 calmly would resign

;

For thou art good and just and wise

;

O bend my will to thine.

4 Whate'er thy sacred will ordains,
O give me strength to bear;

And let me know my Father reigns,
And trust his tender care.

Anne Steele.

H. C. Zeuner.
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Co>rE, you that love the Saviour's name,

And joy to make it known,
The Sovereign ofyour hearts proclaim,
And bow before his throne.

2 Behold your King, your Saviour, crowned

With glories all divine

;

And tell the wondering nations round
How bright these glories shine.

3 Infinite power and boundless grace
In him unite their rays;

You that have seen his lovely face,

Can you forbear his praise ?

4 When in the earthly courts we view
The beauties of our King,

We long to love as angels do.
And wish like them to sing.

5 And shall we long and wish in vain ?

Lord, teach our songs to rise

!

Thy love can animate our strain.

And bid it reach the skies.

_ _ Anne Steele.
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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—O, amazing love!

—

He ran to our relief.

^EE^EEEE
:^

I

3 Down from the shining seats above,
With joyful haste he tied

;

Entered the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

4 O 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,

_ _ _ Isaac Watts.
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Yk wretched, hungry, starving poor.
Behold a royal feast

;

Where mercy spreads her bounteous store

For every humble guest.

2 See, Jesus stands with open arms

;

He calls, he bids you come.
Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms;

But see, there yet is room

—

3 Room in the Saviour's bleeding heart:

There love and pity meet.
Nor will he bid the soul depart
That trembles at his feet.

4 And yet ten thousand thousand more

Are welcome still to come.
Ye longing souls, the grace adore

;

Approach—there yet is room.
Anne Steele.
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J. F. BURROWES.
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SiNCK I can read my title clear
To mansions in the skies,

1 bid farewell to eveiy fear,

And wipe my weeping eyes,

2 Should earth against my soul engage,

And fiery darts be hurled,
Then I would smile at Satan's rage.
And face a frowning world.

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

May I but safely reach my home,
My God, my "heaven, my all.

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest

;

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.
Isaac Watts.

ASPIRATION. C. M.
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i^AND of rest, for thee I sigh

;

When will the moment come
When I shall lay my armor by,

And dwell in peace at home?

2 No tranquil joy on earth I know,
No peaceful, sheltering dome

;

This world's a wilderness of woe.
This world is not my home.

3 When, by affliction sharply tried,

I view the opening tomb,
Although I dread death's chilling tide,

Yet still I sigh for home.

4 Weary of wandering round and round

This vale of sin and gloom,
1 long to quit th' unhallowed ground,
And dwell with Christ at home.

Unknown.
Anon.
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Thy goodness, Lord, our souls confess

;

Thy goodness we adore

—

A spring whose waters never fail,

A sea without a shore,

2 Sun, moon and stars thy love attest
In every golden ray

;

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

3 Thy bounty everv season crowns
With all the bliss it yields,

With joyful clusters loads the vines,
With strengthening grain the fields.

4 But chiefly thy compassion. Lord,
Is in the gospel seen;

There, like a sun, thy mercy shines,
Without a cloud between.

Thos. Gibbons.
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O God, unseen, yet ever near.
Reveal thy presence now,

While we, in love that hath no fear,

Before thy glory bow.

2 Here may obedient spirits find
The blessings of thy love

—

The streams that through the desert wind,

The manna from above.

3 Awhile beside the fount we stay
And eat this bread of thine

;

Then go, rejoicing, on our way,
Renewed with strength divine.

Unknown.
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As PAXTS the hart for cooling streams,

When heated in the chase.
So pants my soul, O Lord, for thee,
And thy refreshing grace.

2 For thee, my God, the living God,
My thirsty soul doth pine

;

O when shall I behold thy face,

Thou Majesty Divine?

3 I sigh to think of happier days,
Wlien thou, O Lord, wast nigh;

When every heart was tuned to praise,

And none more blest than I.

4 Whj' restless, why cast down, my soul?

Trust God, who will employ
His aid for thee, and change those sighs

To thankful hymns ofjoy,
Tate and Brady.
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Almighty Father of mankind,
Ou thee my hopes remain

;

And when the day of trouble comes,
I shall not trust in vain.

2 In early years thou wast my guide,
And of my youth the friend

;

And, as my days began with thee.

With thee my days shall end,

3 I know the PoAver in whom I trust,

The arm on wliich I lean

;

He will my Saviour ever be.

Who hath my Saviour been.
Michael Bruce.
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BYEFIELD. 0. M. Thos. Hastings.
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Scorn not the slightest word or deed,

Nor deem it void of power;
There's fruit in eacli wind-wafted seed,

That waits its natal hour.

2 A whispered word may touch the heart,

And call it back to life

;

A look of love bid sin depart,

And still unholy strife.

PEORIA. C, M.

3 No act falls fruitless ; none can tell

How vast its powers may be,

Nor what results infolded dwell
Within it silently.

4 Work on, despair not ; bring thy mite,

Nor care how small it be

;

God is with all that serve the right,

The holy, true, and free.
Unknown.

Anon.
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There's not a tint that paints the rose,

Or decks the lily fair,

Or streaks the humblest flower that blows,

But God has placed it there.

2 There's not a star whose twinkling light

Ilhmies the distant earth.

And cheers the solemn gloom of night,

But goodness gave it birth.

3 There's not a cloud whose dews distill

Upon the parching clod,

And clothe with verdure vale and hill,

That is not sent of God.

4 Around, beneath, below, above,
Wherever space extends.

There heaven displays its boundless love.

And power with goodness blends.
J. A. Wallace.
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Wm. B. Bradbury.
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LoKD, as to thy clear cross we flee,

And pray to be forgiven,

So let thy life our pattern be,

And form our souls for heaven.

3 On nie thy providence hath shone
With gentle, smiling rays

;

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

2 Help us, through good report and ill, I 4 All-bounteous Lord, thy grace impart;

Our daily cross to bear;
Like thee, to do our Father's will,

Our brother's griefs to share.

3 Let grace our selfishness expel.
Our eartliliness refine;

And kindness in our bosoms dwell,
As free and true as thine.

4 Ifjoy sliall at thy bidding fly.

And griefs dark day come on,
We, in our turn, would meekly cry,

"Father, thy will be done!"

5 Kept peaceful in the midst of strife,

Forgiving and forgiven,

O may we lead the pilgrim's life.

And follow thee to heaven

!

J. H. GURNEY.
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Lord, whenmy raptured thought surveys

Creation's beauties o'er.

All nature joins to teacli thy praise,

And bid my soul adore.

2 Where'er I turn my gazing eyes,
Thy radiant footsteps shine

;

Ten thousand pleasing wonders rise,

And speak their source divine.

O teach me to improve
Thy gifts, with ever-grateful heart.
And crown them with thy love !

Anne Steele.
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HoAV sweet, how heavenly is the sight,

When those that love the Lord
In one another's peace delight,

And so fulfill the word

;

% When each can feel his brother's sigh,

And with him bear a part

;

When sorrow flows from eje to eye,
Andjoy from heart to heart

;

3 When, free from envy, scorn, and pride,

Our wishes all above.
Each can his brother's failings hide,
And show a brother's love

;

4 When love in one delightful stream
Through every bosom flows;

When union sweet and dear esteem
In every action glows !

5 Love is the golden chain that binds
The happy souls above

;

And he's an heir of heaven who finds

His bosom glow with love.

J. Swain.
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Unshaken as the sacred hill,

And fixed as mountains be,

Firm as a rock the soul shall rest.

That leans, O Lord, on thee.

2 Not walls nor hills could guard so well

Old Salem's happy ground,
As those eternal arms of love
That every saint surround.

3 Deal gently, Lord, with souls sincere,

And lead them safely on
To the bright gates of Paradise,
Where Christ, their Lord, is gone.

Isaac Watts.
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Thou art our Shepherd, glorious God!

Thy little flock behold
And guide us by thy stafi'and rod,

The children of thy fold.

2 We praise thy name that we were hrought

To this delightful place,

Where we are watched and warned and taught,

The children of thy grace.

3 May all our friends, thy servants here,

Meet with us all above.
And we and they in heaven appear.
The children of thy love.

Unknow.m.
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Jesus, in thy transporting name,
What blissful glories rise

—

Jesus, the angels' sweetest theme,
The wonder of the skies

!

2 Well might the skies with wonder view

A love so strange as thine

;

No thought of angels ever knew
Compassion so divine.

3 Jesus, and didst thou leave the sky
To hear our sins and woes?

And didst thou bleed and groan and die,

For vile, rebellious foes ?

4 Victorious love ! can language tell

The wonders of thy power,
W^hich conquered all the force of hell

In that tremendous hour !

5 What glad return can I impart
For favors so divine?

O take this heart, this worthless heart,

And make it only thine

!

Anne Steele.
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Tiiou 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 theriches of the earth.

Could make me so rejoice.

S^

Isaac Watts.

3 The testimonies of thy grace
I set before mine eyes

;

Thence I derive my daily strength,

And there my comfort lies.

4 If once I wander from thy path,
I think upon my ways.

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

5 Now I am thine, forever thine

;

O save thy servant. Lord !

Thou art my shield, my hiding-place;

My hope is in thy word.

310
Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed
His tender, last farewell,

A Guide, a Comforter bequeathed.
With us on earth to dwell.

2 He came in tongues of living flame,

To teach, convince, subdue

;

All powerful as the wind he came.
And all as viewless, too.

3 He came, sweet influence to impart,

A gracious, willing Guest,
While he can find one humble heart
Wherein to fix his rest.

4 Spirit of purity and grace,

Our weakness, pitying, see;

O make our hearts thy dwelling-place,

Purer and worthier thee

!

Harriet Auber.
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Majestic sweetness sits enthroued
Upon the Saviour's brow

;

His head with radiant glories crowned,

His lips with grace o'erflow.

2 No mortal can with him compare
Among the sons of men

;

Fairer is he than all the fair

AVho 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 To heaven, the place of his abode,
He brings my weary feet

;

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

6 Since from thy bounty I receive
Such proofs of love divine.

Had I a thousand hearts to give.
Lord, they should all l)e thine.

S. Stennett.
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With joy we own thy servant, Lord,
Thy minister below.

Ordained to spread thy truth abroad.
That all thy name may know.

2 O may he now, and ever, keep
His eye intent on thee;

Do thou, great Shepherd of the sheep,
His bright example be.

3 With plenteous grace his heart prepare

To execute thy will

;

And give him patience, love, and care,

And faithfulness and skill.

4 As showers refresh the thirsty plain,

So let his labors prove

;

By him extend thy righteous reign—
The reign of truth and love.

J. Montgomery.
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O FOR an overcoming faith.

To cheer my dying hours

;

To triumph o'er approaching death,
And all his frightful powers !

2 Joyful, with all the strength I have,
]My quivering lip should sing,—

•

" Where is thy boasted victory, grave?
And where, O death, thy sting ? "

3 If sin be pardoned, I'm secure

—

Death has no sting beside

:

The law gives sin its fatal power;
But Christ, my ransom, died.

4 Now to the God of vic-to-ry

Immortal thanks be paid.

Who makes us conquerors while we die,

Through Christ, our living Head
Isaac Watts.
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Behold the Saviour of mankind
Nailed to the shameful tree !

How vast the love that him inclined
To bleed and die for me !

2 Hark ! how he groans, while nature shakes,

And earth's strong pillars bend !

The temple's vail asunder breaks,
The solid marbles rend.

3 " 'Tis finished !" now the ransom's paid,

"Receive my soul!" he cries
;

See how he bows his sacred head

;

He bows his head and dies

!

4 But soon from death he'll rise again,

And in full glory shine;
O Lamb of God, Avas ever pain.
Was ever love like thine?

_. . _ S. Wesley.
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All as God wills, who wisely heeds
To give or to withhold,

And knoweth more of all my needs
Than all my prayers have told.

2 Enough that blessings undeserved
Have marked my erring track

;

That, whereso'er my feet have swerved,

His chastening turned me back
;

3 That more and more a Providence
Of love is understood,

Making the springs of time and sense
Sweet with eternal good;

4 Tliat death seems but a covered way
Which opens intoliglit,

Wherein no blinded cbild can stray
Beyond the Father's sight.

J. G. Whittier.

MERTON. C. M.

316
Blest is the man whose softening heart

Feels all another's pain,
To whom the supplicating eye
Was never raised in vain

;

2 Whose breast expands with generous warmth,

A stranger's woes to feel

;

And bleeds in pity o'er the wound
He wants the power to heal.

3 He spreads his kind sujDporting arms

To every child of grief;

His sacred bounty largely flows,

And brings unasked relief.

4 To gentle offices of love
His feet are never slow;

He views, through mercy's melting eye,

A brother in a foe.

5 Peace from the bosom of his God
The Saviour's grace shall give

;

And when he kneels before the throne,

His trembling soul shall live.

_ ^Irs. a. L. Barbauld.
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Father, I know tliy Avays are just,
Although to me unknown

;

O grant me grace thy love to trust.

And cry, "Thy will be done !
"

2 If thou shouldst hedge with thorns my path,

Should wealth and friends be gone,
Still, with a firm and lively faith,

I'll cry, " Thy will be done!"

3 Although thy steps I can not trace,

Thy sovereign right I '11 own

;

And, as instructed by thy grace,
I'll cry, " Thy will be done !

"

Percy Chapel Coll.
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Jas. p. Jewson.
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There is a name I love to hear,

I love to speak its worth

;

It sounds like music in mine ear—
The sweetest name on earth.

2 It tells me of a Saviour's love,

Who died to set me free

;

It tells me of his precious blood,

The sinner's perfect plea.

3 Jesus ! the name I love so well,

The name I love to hear I

No saint on earth its worth can tell,

No heart conceive how dear.

4 This name shall shed its fragrance still

Along this thorny road
;

Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill

That leads me up to God.
Frederick Whitfield.
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How sweet to be allowed to pray
To God, the Holy One,

With filial love and trust to say,

O God, thy will be done!

2 We in these sacred words can find
A cure for every ill

;

They calm and soothe the troubled mind,

And bid all care be still.

3 O could my heart thus ever pray,
Thus imitate thy Son

!

Teach me, O God, with truth to say.

Thy will, not mine, be done.
Unknown.
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Think gently of the erring one

:

O let us not forgot.

However darkly stained by sin,

He is our brother yet

;

2 Heir of the same inheritance.
Child of tlie self-same God,

He hath but stumbled in the path
We have in weakness trod.

3 Speak gently to the erring ones

:

We yet may lead them back.
With holy words and tones of love,

From misery's thorny track.

4 Forget not, brother, thou hast sinned,

And sinful yet may be

;

Deal gently with the erring heart.

As God iiath dealt with thee.
_ _ Miss E. Fletcher.
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INIake channels for the streams of love,

Where they may broadly run
;

And love has overflowing streams,
To fill them every one.

2 But if at any time we cease
Such channels to provide,

The very founts of love for us
Will soon be parclied and dried.

3 For we must share, if we would keep

That blessing from above:
Ceasing to give, we cease to have

:

Such is the law of love.
French.
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Father, whate'er of earthly bliss

Thy sovereign will denies,

Accepted at thy throne of grace,

Let this petition rise

:

2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmur free

;

The blessings of thy grace impart,
And make me live to thee

;

3 Let the sweet hope that thou art mine

INIy life and death attend

;

Thy presence through my journey shine,

And crown my journey's end.
Anne Steele.
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Jesus, I love thy charming name

;

'Tis music to my ear

;

Fain would I sound it out so loud
That all the earth might hear.

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul.

My transport and my trust

;

Jewels to thee are gaudy toys.

And gold is sordid dust.

3 All that my ardent soul can wish.
In thee doth richly meet

;

Nor to my eyes is light so dear.

Nor friendship half so sweet.

4 Thy grace shall dwell upon my heart,

And shed its fragrance there

—

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

Philip Doddridge.
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Lord, in whose might the Saviour trod

The dark and stormy wave,
And trusted in his Father's arm.
Omnipotent to save,

2 When thickly round our footsteps rise

The floods and storms of life.

Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, to still

The dark and fearful strife.

3 Strong in our trust, on thee reposed,
The ocean path we'll dare.

Though waves around us rage and foam,

Since thou art present there.
L. S. Bllfinch.
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She loved her Saviour, and to him
Her costliest present brought;

To crown his head, or grace his name,

No gift too rare, she thought.

2 So let the Saviour be adored.
And not tlie poor despised

;

Give to the hungry from your hoard,
But all, give all to Christ.

3 Go, clothe the naked, lead the blind.

Give to the weary rest

;

For sorrow's children comfort find.

And help for all distressed.

4 But give to Christ alone thj' heart.

Thy faith, thy love supreme

;

Then for his sake thine alms impart,
And so give all to him.

W. Cutter.
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Amazing grace ! how sweet the sound

That saved a wretch Uke me

!

1 once was lost, but now am found

;

Was Wind, but now I see.

2 Through many dangers, toils, and snares

I have ah'eady come

;

'Tis grace has brought me safe thus far,

And grace will lead me home.

3 The Lord has promised good to me,
His word my hope secures

;

Ho will my shield and poi'tion be
As long as life endures.

4 Yes, when this heart and flesh shall fail,

And mortal life shall cease,

1 shall possess, within the vail,

A life of joy and peace.
John Newton.
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Happy the home, when God is there.

And love fills every breast;

Where one their wish, and one tiieir prayer,

And one their heavenly rest.

2 Happy the home, where Jesus' name

Is sweet to every ear

;

Where children early lisp his fame.
And parents hold him dear.

3 Happy the home where prayer is heard,

And praise is wont to rise

;

Where parents love the sacred word.
And live but for the skies.

4 Lord, let us in our homes agree
This blessed peace to gain

;

Unite our hearts in love to thee.
And love to all will reign.

Unknown.

now I see.
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When blooming youth is snatched away
By death's resistless hand.

Our hearts the mournful tribute pay
Which i)ity must demand.

2 While pity prompts the rising sigh,

O may this truth, impressed
With awful power, " I, too, must die,"

Sink deep in every breast.

3 Let this vain M'orld engage no more;

Behold the opening tomb:
It bids us seize.the present hour;
To-morrow death may come.

4 O let us fl,y, to Jesus fly,

Wliose powerful arm can save;
Then shall our hopes ascend on high,
And triumph o'er the grave.

^ _ ^ Anne Steele.
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Vouchsafe, O Lord, thy presence now;
Direct us in thy fear;

Before thy throne we humbly bow,
And offer fervent prayer.

2 Give us the irien whom thou shalt choose

Thy house on earth to guide

;

Those who shall ne'er their power abuse,

Or rule with haughty pride.

3 Inspired with wisdom from above.
And with discretion blest.

Displaying meekness, temperance, love.

Of every grace possessed

—

4 These are the men we seek of thee,

O God of righteousness

!

Such may thy servants ever be

;

With such thy people bless.
G. B. IDE.

108



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.
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Theke is an hour of j^eaceful rest

To mourning wan(lerers given

;

There is a tear for souls distressed,

A balm for every Avounded breast

;

'Tis found above—in heaven.

2 There is a home for weary souls,

By sins and sorrows driven,
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals,

Where storms arise and ocean rolls,

And all is drear—but heaven.

GOING HOME. C. M., with Chorus.

3 There faith lifts up the tearless eye,
The heart with anguish riven

;

It views the tempest passing by,
Sees evening shadows quickly" tlj^,

And all serene in heaven.

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,

And joys supreme are given
;

There rays divine disperse the gloom
;

Beyond the dark and narrow tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven.

W. B. Tappan.
A. D. Fillmore.

Jerusa-lem, my happy home, how I long for thee ! When will my sorrows have an end?

n r I
Chorus. I
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Thy joys, when shall I see? We're going home, we're going home. We're going home, to live forever.
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Jerusalem, my happy home,
O how I long for thee!

When will my sorrows have an end ?

Thy joys, when shall I see ?

—

Cho.

2 Thy walls are all of precious stones,

Most glorious to l^ehold

;

Thy gates are richly set with pearl,

"Thy streets are paved with gold.—Ciio.

3 Thy gardens and thy pleasant greens

My study long have been

—

1

Such sparkling gems by human sight
Have never yet been seen.

—

Cho.

4 If heaven be thus glorious, Lord,
Why should I stav from thence ?

Wliat folly 'tis that I should dread
To die and go from hence!

—

Cho.

5 Reach down, reach down thine arms of grace,

And cause me to ascend
Where congregations ne'er break up.
And praises never end.

—

Cho.
Unknown.

109



NEW CHRISTIAN

VARINA. 0. M. D. Arr. by G. F. Root.

I
There is a land of pure deliglit, Where saints immortal reign
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There is a land of pure delight,
Where saints immortal reign;

Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleasures banish pain.

There everlasting spring abides,
And never-withering flowers

;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides
This heavenly land from ours.

2 Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood

Stand dressed in living green
;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,
While Jordan rolled between.

But timorous mortals start and shrink
To cross tliis narrow sea.

And linger, shivering, on the brink.
And fear to launch away.

3 O could we make our douhts remove,

Those gloomy doubts that rise.

And see the Canaan that we love,
With unbeclouded eyes

—

Could we but climb wliere Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er.

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

Should fright us from the shore.
,_ _ _ Isaac Watts.
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Hail, sweetest, dearest tie, that binds
Our glowing hearts in one !

Hail, sacred hope, that tunes our minds.

To harmony divine

!

Ref.—It is the hope, the blissful hope.

Which Jesus' grace has given
;

The hojDe, when days and years are past,

We all shall meet in heaven.

2 What though the northern wintry blast

Shall howl around our cot

!

Wliat though beneath an eastern sun
Be east our distant lot

!

Ref.—Yet still we share the blissful hope, etc.

3 From eastern shores, from northern lands,

From western hill and plain

;

From .southern climes, the brother-bands

May hope to meet again.
Ref.—It is the hope, the blissful hope, etc.

4 No lingering look, nor parting sigh.

Our future meeting knows

;

There friendshii) beams from every eye,

And love immortal glows.
Ref.—O sacred hope! O blissful hope! etc.

. Sutton.
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O God, unchanging fount of good,
Thy mercy faileth not

;

And yet, by man's unthankful mood,
Thy mercy is forgot.

Thy bounty as unceasing falls,

As falls the plenteous light

;

And every blessing on us calls.

Thy goodness to requite.

2 If mercy, too, comes as the rain,

'Mid clouds of seeming wrath,
Yet still the ministr^^ of pain
A kindly mission hath.

Yea, whatsoe'er thy dealings here,
They are in mercy given;

To fit us for a nobler sphere
Of life, with thee, in heaven.

C. W. Pearson.
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"While thee I seek, protecting Power, Be my rain wishes stilled
i
And may this consecrated hour

D. S. Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed i

"With better hopes be filled, Thy lovo the power of thought bestowed;
That mer - cy I a-dore. To thee my thoughts would soar

|
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While thee I seek, protecting Power,
Be my vain wishes stilled

;

And may this consecrated hour
With better hopes be filled.

Thy love the power ofthought bestowed

:

To thee my thoughts would soar

;

Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed :

That mercy I adore.

2 In each event of life, how clear
Thy ruling hand I see-

Each blessing to my soul more dear,
Because conferred by thee !

In everyjoy that crowns my days,
In every pain I bear,

My heart shall find delight in praise.
Or seek relief in prayer.

3 When gladness wings my favored hour,

Thy love my thoughts shall fill

;

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet thy will.

My lifted eye, without a tear,

The gathering storm shall see

;

My steadfast heartshall know no fear;

That heart shall rest on thee.
r> r> /~t Miss H. M. Williams.336
Almighty God ! thy word is cast,

Like seed, into the ground
;

Now let the dew of heaven descend,
And righteous fruits abound.

Let not the foe of Christ and man
This holy seed remove

;

But give it root in every heart.
To bring forth fruits of love.

J. CAWOOD
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Fallen, on Zion's battle-field,

A soldier of renown,
Armed in the panoply of God,
In conflict cloven down

!

His helmet on, his armor bright,
His cheek unblanched with fear,

While round his head there gleamed a light,

His dying hour to cheer.

2 Fallen, while cheering with his voice

The sacramental host

!

With banners floating on the air.

Death found him at his post.

In life's high prime the warfare closed,

But not ingloriously,

He fell beyond the outer wall.
And shouted vic-to-ry

!

3 Fallen, a holy man of God,
An Israelite indeed,

A standard-bearer of the cross.

Mighty in word and deed

;

A master spirit of the age,
A bright and burning light.

Whose beams across the firmament
Scattered the clouds of night

!

4 Fallen, as sets the sun at eve,
To rise in splendor where

His kindred luminaries shine.
Their heaven of bliss to share

!

Beyond the stormy battle-field

He reigns in triumph now,
Sweeping a harp of wondrous song.
With glory on his brow.

J. N. Mafi-itt.
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When shall my la - bors have an end, In joy and peace and thee ?

D. S. Thy bulwarks with sal - va - tion strong, And streets of shin - ing gold ?
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Jerusalem, my glorious home,
Name ever dear to me

!

When shall my labors have au end.

In joy and peace and thee?
When shall these eyes thy heaven-built wall

And pearly gates behold
;

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong,

And streets of shining gold ?

2 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom,

Nor sin nor sorrow know

:

Blest seats, thro' rude and stormy scenes

I onward press to you.
Why should I shrink at i^ain and woe,

Or feel, at death, dismay?
I've Canaan's goodly land in view.
And realms of endless day.

3 Apostles, mart^^rs, prophets there.

Around my Saviour stand;
And soon my friends in Christ below
Will join the glorious band.

Jerusalem, my glorious home

!

My soul still pants for thee;

Then shall my labors have an end,
When I thy joys shall see.

Unknown.

339
Come, let us join our friends above
Who have obtained the prize,

And, on the eagle wings of love,

To joys celestial rise.

Let saints below in concert sing
With those to glory gone

;

For all the servants of our King
In heaven and earth are one

:

2 One family—we dwell in him
;

One church—above, beneath

—

Though now divided by the stream,
The narrow stream of death

;

One army of the living God,
To his command we bow

—

Part of the host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now.

3 E'en now to their eternal home
Some happy spirits fly

;

And we are to the margin come.
Expecting soon to die.

Dear Saviour, be our constant guide

;

Then, when the word is given.
Bid Jordan's narrow stream divide.

And land us safe in heaven.
Charles Weslkv.
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When thou, iny righteous Judge, shalt come.

To take thy ransomed people home,
Shall I among them stand?

Shall such a worthless worm as I,

Who sometimes am afraid to die,

Be found at thy right hand ?

2 I love to meet thy people now,
Before thy feet with them to bow.
Though vilest of them all

;

But—can I bear the piercing thought?

—

What if my name should be left out
When thou for them shalt call ?

3 O Lord, prevent it by thy grace

;

Be thou my only hiding-place
In this, th' accepted day

;

Thy pardoning voice, O let me hear.
To still my unbelieving fear

;

Nor let me fall, I pray.

4 And when the final trump shall sound,

Among thy saints let me be found,
To bow before thy face

;

Then in triumphant strains I'll sing,

While heaven's resounding mansions ring

With praise of sovereign grace.
Countess of Huntington.

341
To HIM w^ho did salvation bring
Wake every tuneful power, and sing
A song of sweetest praise

;

^=F

His grace diffuses, as the rains
Crown nature's flowery hills and plains,

And spreads a thousand ways.

2 Salvation is the noblest song;
O may it dwell on every tongue,
And all repeat, Amen

!

The Lord will come from heaven to earth,

To give his people second birth.
And make them one again.

3 By faith we view him coming down,

With angels hovering all around
;

He smiles upon his saints
;

He cries aloud in melting strains,
" I come to save you from your pains,
And end your sore complaints."

Unknown.

342
LoKD thou hast won—at length I yield;

]My heart, by mighty grace compelled
Surrenders all to thee :

Against thy terrors long I strove.

But who can stand against thy love ?

—

Love conquers even me.

10

2 Now, Lord, I would be thine alone-

Come, take possession of thine own.
For thou hast set me free

;

Released from Satan's hard command.

See all my powers in waiting stand,

To be employed by thee.
John Newton.
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CALM. 0. L. M. Thos. Hastings.
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How calm and beautiful the morn
That gilds tlie sacred tomb

Where once tlie Crucified was borne,
And vailed in midnight gloom

!

O weep no more the Saviour slain

;

The Lord is risen, he lives again.

2 Ye mourning saints, dry every tear
For your departed Lord

;

" Behold the place—he is not here ;"

The tomb is all unbarred

:

The gates of deatli were closed in vain
;

The Lord is risen, he lives again.

NORTHFIELD. C. M.

3. How tranquil now the rising day

!

'Tis Jesus still appears,
A ris6n Lord, to chase away
Your unbelieving fears;

O weep no more your comforts slain

;

The Lord is risen, he lives again.

4 And when the shades ofeveningfall,
When life's last hour draws nigh,

If .Tesus shine upon the soul,

How blissful then to die

!

Since he has risen who once was slain,

Ye die lu Christ to live again.
Thos. Hastings.

Jeremiah Ingalls.
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^=S ^ 3 s:

John Randall

H—«—«
i

With songs and hon-ors sounding loud, Ad-dress the Lord on high ; - ver the heavens he

spreads his cloud, And waters vail the sky, And waters vail the sky, And waters vail the sky.

I n

344
With songs and honors sounding loud,

Address the Lord on high
;

Over tlie heavens he spreads his cloud,
And waters vail the slvy.

2 He sends his sliowers of blessings down.

To cheer tlie i^lains below

;

He makes the grass the mountains crown,

And corn in valleys grow.

3 His steady counsels change the face

Of the declining year

;

He bids the sun cut short his race,

And wintry days appear.

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

;

Tlie liquid streams forbear to flow,

In icy fetters bound.

5 He sends his word, and melts the snow,

The fields no longer mourn
;

He calls the warmer gales to blow,
And bids the spring return.

6 The changing wind, the flying cloud,

Obey his mighty word
;

With songs and honors sounding loud,

Praise ye the sovereign Lord.
Isaac Watts.

345
Lo I WHAT a glorious sight appears
To our believing eyes!

The earth and seas are passed away,
And the old rolling skies.

2 From the third heaven, where God resides,

That holy, happy place.

The New Jerusalem comes down,
Adorned with shining grace.

3 Attending angels shout for joy,

And the bright armies sing

:

" Mortals ! behold the sacred seat

Of your descending King.

4 "The God of glory down to men
Removes his blest abode

—

Men, the dear objects of his grace.

And he, the loving God.

5 " His own soft hand shall wipe the tears

From every weeping eye

;

And pains and groans, and griefs and fears.

And death itself, shall die."

6 How long, dear Saviour, O how long

Shall this bright liour delay?
Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time.

And bring the welcome day !

Isaac Watts.
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DALSTON, S. P. M.
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How pleased and blest was I,

To hear the people cry,

"Come, let us seek our God to-day!"
Yes, with a cheerful zeal,

We haste to Zion's hill,

And there our vows and honors pay.

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

And walls of strength embrace thee round

;

In thee our tribes appear,
To pray, and praise, and hear

The sacred gospel's joyful sound.

3 May peace attend thy gate,
And joy within thee wait,

To bless the soul of every guest

;

The man who seeks thy peace,
And Avishes thine increase

—

A thousand blessings on him rest

!

Isaac Watts.

PETERS. S. P. M.

347
'Tis heaven begun below
To hear Christ's praises flow

In Zion, where his name is known.
What will it be above
To sing redeeming love,

And cast ourcrowns before his throne !

2 O what sweet company
We then shall hear and see !

What harmony will there abound,
When souls unnumbered sing
The jiraise of Zion's King,

Nor one dissenting voice be found !

3 Till that blest period come,
Zion shall be our home

;

And may we never thence remove.
Till from the Church below
To that on high we go,

And there commune in perfect love.
Joseph Swain.
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Crown bim with many crowns,

Tlie Lamb upon bis tlirone;

Hark ! bow the heavenly anthem drowns

All music but its own !

Awake, my soul, and sing
Of him who died for thee;

And bail bim as thy matchless King
Through all eternity.

2 Crown him the Lord of love

;

Behold his hands and side

—

Those wounds, yet visible above,
In beauty glorified

!

No angel in the sky
Can fully bear that sight.

But downward bends his wondering eye

At mysteries so bright.

3 Crown him the Lord of heaven,
One with the Father known,

—

And the blest Spirit through him given

From yonder glorious throne !

All bail, Redeemer, hail

!

For thou hast died for me

;

Thy praise and'glory shall not fail

Throughout eternity.
M. Bridges.

349
Beyond the starry skies,

Far as tb' eternal bills,

There, in the boundless world of light,

Our great Redeemer dwells.
Around him angels fair

In countless armies shine

;

And ever, in exalted lays,

They offer songs divine.

2 " Hail, Prince of life ! " they cry,
" Whose unexampled love

Moved thee to quit these glorious realms

And royalties above."
And when be stooped to earth,
And suffered rude disdain.

They cast their honors at his feet,

And waited in his train.

3 They saw him on the cross,

While darkness vailed the skies.

And when he burst the gates of death.
They saw the Conqueror rise.

They thronged bis chariot wheels.
And bore him to his throne

;

Then swept their golden harps and sung,

"The glorious work is done."
J. Fanch.
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Daniel Read.
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Welcome, sweet day of rest,

That saw the Lord arise

;

Welcome to this reviving breast,

And these rejoicing eyes !

2 The King himself comes near,

And feasts his saints to-day

;

Here may we sit and see him here.
And love, and praise, and pray.

3 One day, amid the place
Where my dear Lord hath been,

Is sweeter than ten thousand days
AVithin the tents of sin.

4 My willing soul would stay
In such a frame as this.

And sit and sing herself away
To everlasting bliss.

Isaac Watts.

351
Let party names no more
The Christian Avorld o'erspread

;

Gentile and Jew, and bond and free,

Are one in Christ, their Head.

2 Among the saints on earth
Let mutual love be found

;

Heirs of the same inheritance.
With mutual blessings crowned.

3 Thus will the Church below
Resemble that above,

Where streams of pleasure ever flow,

And every heart is love.
Benj. Beddome.

352
Come, we who love the Lord,
And let our joys be known

;

Join in a song of sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne.

2 Let those refuse to sing
Who never knew our God

;

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

3 The men of grace have found
Glory begun below;

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

4 The hill of Zion yields
A thousand sacred sweets.

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

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

;

We're marching through Immanuel's ground

To fairer worlds on high.
_ Isaac Watts.

353
To BLESS thy chosen race,

In mercy. Lord, incline

;

And cause the brightness of thy face

On all thy saints to shine,

2 That so thy wondrous way
ISfay through the world be known.

While distant lands their homage pay,

And thy salvation own.
Tate and Brady.
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How honored is the place
Where we adoring stand

—

Zion, the glory of t]ie earth,
And beauty of the land!

2 Bulwarks of grace defend
The city where we dwell

;

While walls, of strong salvation made,

Defy th' assaults of hell.

3 Lift up th' eternal gates,

The doors wide open fling

;

Enter, ye nations, that obey
The statutes of our King.

4 Here taste unmingled joys,
And live in perfect peace.

You that have known Jehovah's name,

And ventured on his grace.
Isaac Watts.

355
Behold, what wondrous grace
The Father hath bestowed

On sinners of a mortal race,

To call them sons of God

!

2 Nor doth it yet appear
How great we must be made

;

But when we see our Saviour here,
We shall be like our Head.

3 If in my Father's love
I share a filial part.

His Holy Spirit, like a dove.
Will rest within my heart

!

4 We would no longer lie

Like slaves beneath the throne;
Our faith shall Abba, Father! cry,
And thou the kindred own.

r\ ^ r\ Isaac Watts.356
My spirit on thy care.

Blest Saviour, I recline;
Thou wilt not leave me to despair,
For thou art love divine.

2 In thee I place my trust

;

On thee I calmly re.st;

I know thee good, I know thee just,

And count thy choice the best.

3 Whate'er events betide,
Thjr will tliey all perform

;

Safe in thy breast my head I hide.
Nor fear the coming storm.

4 Let good or ill befall.

It must be good for me—
Secure of having thee in all.

Of having all in thee.

357 H.F.LVTE.

FoKEVER here my rest.

Close to thy bleeding side;

This all my hope, and all my plca^
For me the Saviour died.

2 My Saviour and my God,
Fountain for guilt and sin,

Sj^^rinkle me ever with thy blood,
And cleanse and keep me clean.

Charles Wesley.
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SHIELAND. S. M. Samuel Stanley.
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This is the fi;lorious day
That our Redeemer made;

Let us rejoice, and sing, and pray,
Let all the Claurch be glad.

2 The work, O Lord, is thine,
And wondrous in our eyes;

This day declares it all divine.
This day did Jesus rise.

3 Hosanna to the King,
Of David's royal blood

!

Bless him, you saints; he comes to bring

Salvation from your God.

4 We bless thy Holy Word,
Which all this grace displays.

And offer on thine altar, Lord,
Our sacrifice of praise,

359
Soldiers of Christ, arise,

And put your armor on

;

Strong in the strength which God supplies

Through his beloved Son.

2 Strong in the Lord of hosts.

And in his mighty power;
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts

Is more than con-quer-or.

o Stand, then, in his great might,
With all his strength endued

;

But take, to arm you for the tight.

The panoply of God.

Isaac Watts.
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4 Leave no unguarded place,

No weakness of the soul,

Take every virtue, every grace.
And fortify the whole

;

5 That, having all things done,
And all your conflicts past,

You may o'ercome, through Christ alone,

And stand entire at last.
Charles Wesley.

360
Our heavenly Father calls,

And Christ invites us near

;

With both our friendship shall be sweet,

And our communion dear.

2 God pities all our griefs;

He pardons every day,
Almighty to protect our souls,

And wise to guide our way.

3 How large his bounties are

!

What various stores of good.
Diffused from our Redeemer's hand,
And purchased with his blood

!

4 Jesus, our living Head,
We bless thy faithful care;

Our Advocate before the throne.
And our Forerunner there.

5 Here fix, my roving heart.

Here wait, my warmest love.

Till the communion be complete,
In nobler scenes above.

Philip Doddridge.
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How charming is the place
Where my Redeemer, God,

Unvails the beauties of his face,

And sheds his love abroad !

2 Not the fair palaces
To which the great resort

Are once to be compared with this,

Where Jesus holds his court,

3 Here, on the mercy-seat,
With radiant glory crowned,

Our joyful eyes behold him sit.

And smile on all around.

4 To him their prayers and cries

Each humble soul presents

;

He listens to their broken sighs,

And grants them all their wants.

5 Give me, O Lord, a place
Within thy blest abode.

Among the children of thy grace,

The servants of my God.
Samuel Stennett.

362
Had I the gift of tongues,
Great God, without thy grace,

My loudest words, my loftiest songs,

Would be but sounding brass.

2 Though thou shouldst give me skill

Each mystery to explain,
Without a' heart to do thy will.

My knowledge would be vain.

3 Had I such faith in God
As mountains to remove.

No faith could work effectual good,
That did not work by love.

4 Grant, then, this one request,
Whatever be denied

—

That love divine may rule my breast,

And all my actions guide.
_ ^ _ Samuel Stennett.

363
We fJiVE thee but thine own,
Whate'er the gift may be

:

All that we have is tliine alone,
A trust, O Lord, from thee,

2 May we thy bounties thus
As stewards true receive,

And gladly, as thou blessest us,

To thee our first-fruits give.

3 To comfort and to bless,

To find a balm for woe.
To tend the lone and fatherless,

Is angels' work below.

4 The captive to release,

To God the lost to bring,
To teach the way of life and peace

—

It is a Christ-like thing.

5 And we believe thy word.
Though dim our faith may be,

Whate'er for thine we do, O Lord,
We do it unto thee.

w. w. How.
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DENNIS. S. M. J. G. Nageli.
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Blest be the tie that binds
Our liearts in Christian love;

The fellowsliip 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 Here we must often part,

In sorrow and in pain
;

But we shall still be joined in heart,
And hope to me«?>t again.

5 This glorious hope revives
Our courage by the way;

While each in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain,
And sin we shall be free;

And lierfect love and friendship reign
Through all eternity.

_ _ _ John Fawcett.

365
Let men their songs employ,
Angels their music raise,

And earth and heaven unite their joy
To sound our Father's praise.

C. Q. Wright.

12
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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 Avatchful eye
His saints securely dwell

;

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

3 Why should this anxious load
Press down your weary mind ?

O seek your heavenly Father's tlirone,

And peace and comfort find.

4 His goodness stands approved.
Unchanged from day to day;

I'll drop my burden at his feet,

And bear a song away.
_ Philip Doddridge.

367
To God the only wise,
AVho keeps vis by his word.

Be glory now and evermore.
Through Jesus Christ, our Lord.

2 Hosanna to the Word,
Who from the Father came !

Ascribe salvation to the Lord,
And ever bless his name.

3 The grace of Christ our Lord,
The F'ather's boundless love,

The Spirit's blest communion, too,

Be with us from above.
Isaac Watts.
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The Lord my Shepherd is;

I shall be well supplied.
Since he is mine, and I am his,

What can I want beside ?

2 He leads me to the place
Wliere heavenly pasture grows,

Where living waters gently pass,

And full salvation flows.

3 If e'er I go astray,
He doth my soul reclaim,

And guides nie in his own right way.
For his most holy name,

4 While he affords his aid,

I can not yield to fear

;

Though I should walk through death's dark shade,

My Shepherd's with me there.
Isaac Watts.

369
In evp:ry trying hour
My .soul to Jesus flies

;

1 trust in his almighty power.
When swelling billows rise.

2 His comforts bear me ujd
;

I trust a faithful God

;

The sure foundation of my hope
Is in my Saviour's blood.

3 Loud hallelujahs sing
To our Redeemer's name

;

In joy or sorrow—life or death

—

His love is still the same.
Unknown.

370
Thou source of life and light.

When in thy word we read
The wondrous love to mortals given.
To save us in our need,

2 Our hearts to thee we turn.
In gratitude and love,

That when no other power could save,
Thy Son came from above.

8 O gracious gift of God—
His love to manifest

To sinful man, that he may turn
And be forever blest

!

4 Our Father and our God,
Accept our grateful praise

;

Help us, that we may always live

And walk in wisdom's ways.
J. C. TULLV.

371
In all my ways, O God,

I would acknowledge thee;
And seek to keep my heart and house

From all pollution free.

2 W^here'er I have a tent,

An altar will I raise

;

And thither my oblations bring
Of humble prayer and praise.

3 Could I my wish obtain.

My household, Lord, should be
Devoted to thyself alone,

A nur.sery for thee.
Unknown.
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BOTLSTON. S. M. Lowell Mason.

a :^-

-6^

give the guilt - y conscience peace, Or

-^
:f=t -^

ris:-

^
372
Not all the blood of beasts,

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away its stain.

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Bears all our sins away;

A sacrifice of nobler name
And richer blood than they.

3 ISIy faith would lay her hand
On that dear hea<i of thine.

While, like a penitent, I stand,

And there confess my sin.

4 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove;
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voiea,

And sing his dying love.
Isaac Watts.

373
Hungry, and ftiint, and poor,
Behold us. Lord, again

Assembled at thy mercy's door,

Thy bounty to obtain.

2 Thy word invites us nigh,

Or we would starve indeed
;

For we no money have to buy,

Nor righteousness to i)lead.

3 The food our spirits want.
Thy hand alone can give;

O hear the prayer of faith, and grant

That we may eat and live

!

Unknown.
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Did Christ o'er sinners weep,
And shall our cheeks be dry?

Let tears of penitential grief

Flow forth from every eye.

2 The Son of God in tears

The wondering angels see

;

Be thou astonished, O 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.

Benj. Beddome.

375
And can I yet delay
My little all to give

;

To tear my soul from earth away,
INIy Saviour to receive ?

2 Nay, but I yield, I yield;

I can hold out no more

;

I sink, by dying love compelled.
And own thee Cou-quer-or.

3 Tliough late, I all forsake

;

My friends, my all, resign

;

Gracious Redeemer, take, O take.

And seal me ever thine

!

4 Come, and possess me whole.
Nor hence again remove

;

Settle and fix my wavering soul

With all thy weight of love.
CnAKLEs Wesley.
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1 BLESS the Christ of God,

I rest on love divine,
And witli unfaltering lip and heart,

I call this Saviour mine.

2 His cross dispels each doubt

;

I bury in his tomb
Each thought of unbelief and fear,

Each lingering shade of gloom,

3 I praise the God of peace

;

I trust his truth and might;
He calls me his, I call him mine
My God, my joy, my light.

4 'Tis he who saveth me,
And freely pardon gives

:

I love because he loveth me

;

I live because he lives.
H. RONAR.

377
Ye servants of the Lord,
Each in his office wait

;

With joy obey his heavenly word,
And watch before his gate.

2 Let all your lamps be bright,

And trim the golden flame

;

Gird up your loins, as in the might
Of his most holy name.

3 Watch! 'Tis the Lord's command,
And while we speak he's near;

Mark the first signal of his hand,
And ready all appear.

4 happy servant he.

In such a posture found !

He shall his Lord with rapture see.

And be with honor crowned.
Philip Doddridge.

378
See how the rising sun
Pursues his shining way,

And wide proclaims his Maker's praise

With every brightening ray.

2 Thus would my rising soul

Its heavenly parent sing;
And to its great Original
A humble tribute bring.

3 O may I grateful use
The blessings I receive.

And ne'er in thought, or word, or deed,

His Holy Spirit grieve.
Elizabeth Scott.

379
Jesus invites his saints
To meet around his board

;

Here pardoned rebels sit, and hold
Communion with their Lord.

2 This holy bread and wine
Maintain our fainting breath.

By union with our living Lord,
And interest in his death.

3 Let all our powers be joined
His glorious name to raise;

Let holy love fill every mind.
And every voice be praise.

Isaac Watts.

380
Ye MESSE^'GERS of Christ,

His sovereign voice obey

;

Arise and follow where he leads,

And peace attend your way.

2 The Master whom you serve
Will needful strength bestow:

Depending on his promised aid,

With sacred courage go.

3 Mountains shall sink to plains,

And hell in vain oppose

;

The cause is God's, and will prevail,

In spite of all his foes.

4 Go, spread a Saviour's fame,
And tell his matchless grace

To the most guilty and depraved
Of Adam's fallen race.

Mrs. Voke.

381
Lord, at this closing hour,
Establish every heart

Upon thy word of truth and power,
To keep us when we part.

2 Peace to our brethren give

;

Fill all our hearts with love

;

In faith and patience may we live.

And seek our rest above.

3 Through changes, bright or drear,

We would thy will pursue

;

And toil to spread thy kingdom here.

Till we its glory view.

4 To God, the only wise.

In every age adored,

Let glory from the Church arise.

Through Jesus Christ our Lord

!

E. T. Fitch.
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A CHARGE to keep I have,
A God to glorify,

A never-dying soul to save,
And fit it for the sky.

2 To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfill,

O may it all my powers engage
To do my Master's will

!

3 Arm me with jealous care.

As in thy sight to live

;

And O thy servant, Lord, prepare
A strict'account to give

!

4 Help me to watch and pray.
And on thj'self rely.

Assured, if I my trust betray,

I shall forever die.
Charles Wesley.

383
(Saviour, thj'^ law we love.

Thy pure example bless,

And with a firm, unwavering zeal.

Would in thy footsteps press.

2 Not to the fiery pains
By which the martyrs bled

;

Not to the scourge, the thorn, the cross,

Our favored feet are led

;

3 But at this peaceful tide.

Assembled in thy fear.

The homage of obedient hearts
We humbly offer here.

Unknown.

384
My .soul, be on thy guard

:

Ten thousand foes arise

;

The hosts of sin are pressing hard
To di*aw thee from the skies.

2 O watch, and fight, and pray;
The battle ne'er give o'er

;

Renew it boldly every day.
And help divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the victory Avon,

Nor lay thine armor down

;

Thy arduous work will not be done
Till thou obtain thy crown.

4 Fight on, my soul, till death ,

SluiU bring thee to thy God

;

He'll take thee, at thy parting breath,

To his divine abode.
Geo. Heath.

385
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 promi.se in his word
Declares there yet is room.

J. DOBELL.

126



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

386
In expectation sweet
We wait, and .sing, and pray,

Till Christ's triumphal ear we meet,
And see an endless day.

2 He comes ! the Conqueror comes!
Death falls beneath his sword

;

The joyful prisoners burst their tombs,

And rise to meet their Lord.

3 The trumpet sounds—Awake !

Ye dead, to judgment come!
The pillars of creation shake,
While hell receives her doom.

4 Thrice happy morn for those
Who love the ways of peace

;

No night of sorrow e'er shall close
Upon its perfect bliss.

Jos. Swain.

387
Teach me, my God and King,
Thy will in all to see

;

And what I do in any thing,
To do it as for thee

;

2 To scorn the senses' sway,
While still to thee I tend

—

In all I do, be thou the way

;

In all, be thou the end.

3 All may of thee partake

;

Nothing so small can be
But draws, when acted for thy sake,
Greatness and worth from thee.

4 If done beneath thy laws,
E'en servile labors shine;

Hallowed is toil, if this the cau.se;

The meanest work, divine.
Herbert.

388
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 Tliou canst not toil in vain

;

Cold, lieat, and mf)ist, and dry.
Shall foster and mature the grain
For garners in the sky.

4 Then, when the glorious end,
The day of God, shall come.

The angel reapers shall descend,
And heaven shout, " Harvest home !

"

James Montgomery.

389
A I'ARTiNG hymn we sing
Around thy table. Lord;

Again our grateful tribute bring.
Our solemn vows record.

2 Here have Ave seen thy face,

And felt thy presence here

;

So may the savor of thy grace
In woi'd and life appear.

3 The purchase of thy blood-
By sin no longer led

—

The path our dear Bedeemcr trod,
May we, rejoicing, tread.

4 In self-forgetting love.
Be Christian union shown.

Until we join the Church above,
And know as we are known.

A. R. Wolfe.

390
Servant of God, well done!
Rest from thy loved employ

;

The battle fought, the victory won,
Enter thy Master's joy.

2 The voice at midnight came;
He started up to hear

:

A mortal arrow pierced his frame
;

He fell, but felt no fear.

3 Tranquil amid alarms.
It found him on the field,

A veteran slumbering on his arms.
Beneath his red-cross shield.

4 At midnight came the cry,
"To meet thy God, prepare !

"

He woke, and caught his Captain's eye;

Then, strong in faith and i)rayer,

5 His spirit, with a boinid.
Left its encumbering clay;

His tent, at sunrise, on the ground
A darkened ruin lay.

G Tlie pains of death are past

;

LaI)or and sorrow cease.

And, life's long warfare closed at last,

His soul is found in peace.
James Montgomery.
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LoKD, in this sacred hour,

M^ithin thy courts we bend,
And bless tliy love, and own thy power,

Our Father and our Friend.

2 But thou art not alone
In courts by mortals trod

;

Nor only is the day tliine own
Wheii man draws near to God.

3 Thy temple is the arch
Of yon unmeasured sky

;

Thy Sabbath the stupendous march
Of grand eternity.

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

;

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

S. G. RULFINCH.

SHAWMUT. S. M.

392
To-morrow, Lord, is thine.
Lodged in thy so\ereign liand

;

And if its sun arise and shine,
It shines by thy command.

2 The present moment flies,

And bears our life away

;

O make thy servants truly wise,
That they may live to-day.

3 One thing demands our care

;

O be it still pursued !

Lest, slighted once, the season fair

Should never be renewed.

4 To Jesus may we fly.

Swift as the morning light.

Lest life's young, golden beams should die

In sudden, endless night.
Philip Doddridge.

Arr. by Lowell Mason.
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And is there, Lord, a rest

For weary souls designed,
Where not a care shall stir the breast,

Or sorrow entrance find ?

2 Is there a blissful home,
Where kindred minds shall meet.

And live, and love, nor ever roam
From that serene retreat?

3 Forever blessed they
Whose joyful feet shall stand,

While endless ages waste away,
Amid that glorious land !

4 My soul would thither tend
While toilsome years are given

;

Then let me, gracious Lord, ascend,
To sweet repose in heaven.

Rav Palmer.

394
How gracious and how wise

Is our chastising God !

And O how rich the blessings are
Which blossom from his rod

!

2 He lifts it up on high,
Witli pity in his heart.

That every stroke his children feel

May grace and peace impart.

3 Instructed thus, they bow
And own his sovereign sway

;

They turn their erring footsteps back
To his forsaken way.

4 Our Father, avc consent
To discipline divine,

And bless the pain that makes our souls

Still more completely thine.
Philip Doddridge.

395
" My times are in thy hand :"

My God, I wish them there
;

My life, my soul, my all, I leave
Entirely to thy care.

2 " My times are in thy hand,"
Whatever they may be,

Pleasing or joainful, dark or bright.
As best may seem to thee.

3 " My times are in tliv hand"

—

Why should I doubt or fear ?

My Father's hand will never cause
His child a needless tear.

4 " My times are in thy hand :"

I'll always trust in thee.

Till I possess the promiseti land.
And all thy glory see.

396
Give to the Lord thine heart;
In him all pleasures meet;

O come and choose tlie better part,

Low at the Saviovn-'s feet.

2 Hear, and your soul shall live

;

His peace shall be your stay

—

Peace which the world can never give,

Can never take away.
Unknown.
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Jesus, I live to thee,
The loveUest and best

;

My life in thee, thy life in me,
in thy blest love I rest.

2 Jesus, I die in thee,
Whenever death shall come

;

To die in thee is life to me,
In my eternal home.

3 Whether to live or die,

I Ivtiow not which is best

;

To live in thee is bliss to me,
To die is endless rest.

4 Living or dying, Lord,
I asli but to be thine

;

My life in thee, thy life in me,
Makes heaven forever mine.

Henky Harbaugh.

398
Blest Comforter Divine,
Whose rays of heavenly love

Amid our gloom and darkne.ss shine.
And point our souls above

;

2 Thou, whose inspiring breath
Can make the cloud of care,

And e'en the gloomy vale of death,
A smile of glory wear

;

3 Thou, who dost fill the heart
With love to all our race

—

Blest Comforter, to us impart
The blessings of thy grace.

Mrs. L. H. Sigourney.

399
How tender is thy hand,
O thou most gracious Lord !

Afflictions come at thy command,
And leave us at thy word.

2 How gentle was the rod
That chastened ns for sin

!

How soon we found a smiling God
Where deep distress had been

!

3 A Father's hand we felt,

A Father's heart we knew :

'Mid tears of penitence we knelt.
And found his word was true.

4 Now we will bless the Lord,
And in his strength confide;

Forever be his name adored.
For there is none beside.

- _ _ Thos. Hastings.

400
Another day is past,

The hours forever fled,

And time is bearing me away,
To mingle with the dead.

2 My mind in perfect peace
My Father's care shall keep

;

I yield to gentle slumber now.
For thou canst never sleep.

3 How blessed, Lord, are they,
On thee securely stayed !

Nor shall they be in life alarmed.
Nor be in death dismayed.

Unknown.
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401
A SWEETLY solemn thought
Comes to me o'er and o'er

:

To-day I'm nearer to my home
Than e'er I've been before

;

2 Nearer my Father's liouse,

Where many mansions be;
And nearer to the great white throne,
Nearer the crystal sea

;

3 Nearer the bound of life,

Where falls my burden down

;

Nearer to where I leave my cross,

And where I gain my crown.

4 Saviour, confirm my trust.

Complete my faith in thee;
And let me feel as if I stood

Close on eternity

—

5 Feel as if now my feet

Were slipping o'er the brink

;

For I may now be nearer home,
Much nearer than I think.

Phcebe Cary.

402
O WHERE shall rest be found

—

Rest for the weary soul?
'Twere vain the ocean depths to sound,

Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give
The bliss for which we sigh :

'Tis not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above.
Unmeasured by the flight of years;
And all that life is love.

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

;

O 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.
J. Montgomery.

403
Lord of our highest love.

Let now thy peace be given
;

Fix all our thoughts on things above,
Our hearts on thee in heaven,

2 And when the loaf we break,
Thine own rich blessing give;

May all, with loving hearts, partake,
And all new strength receive.

3 Dear Lord, what memories crowd
Around the sacred cup

:

The upper room—Gethsemane

—

Thy foes—thy lifting up!

4 O scenes of sufTering love.

Enough our souls to win
;

Enough to melt our hearts, and prove
The antidote of sin !

G. Y.. Tickle.
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404
Arise, ye saints, arise

!

The Lord our leader is :

The foe before his banner flies,

And vic-to-ry is his.

2 We soon shall see the day
When all our toils shall cease

;

When we shall cast our arms away,
And dwell in endless peace.

3 This hope supports us here;
It makes our burdens light;

'Twill serve our droojMng hearts to cheer,

Till faith shall end in sight

:

4 Till, of the prize possessed,
We hear of war no more

;

And ever with our Leader rest.

On yonder peaceful shore.
. _, _ Thomas Kelly.

405
Rest for the toiling hand.
Rest for the anxious brow.

Rest for the weary, way-worn feet,

Rest fi'om all labor now.

2 Soon shall the trump of God
Give out the welcome sound

That shakes thy silent chamber-walls,
And breaks the turf-sealed ground.

3 Ye dwellers in the dust.
Awake ! come forth and sing

;

Sharp has your frost of winter been.
But bright shall be your spring.

4 'Twas sown in weakness here;
'Twill then be raised in jjower :

That which was sown an earthly seed

Shall rise a heavenly flower.
H. BO.VAK.
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1 HAVE a home above,
From sin and sorrow free

;

A mansion which eternal love
Designed and formed for me.

2 INIy Father's gracious hand
Has built this sweet abode

;

From everlasting it was planned

—

My dwelling-jilace with God.

3 ISIy Saviour's precious blood
Has made my title sure

;

He passed thro' death's dark, raging flood,

To make my rest secure.

4 The Comforter has come.
The earnest has been given

;

He leads me onward to the home
Reserved for me in heaven.

. H. Bennett.

407
My soul, it is thy God
Who calls thee by his grace :

Now loose thee from each cumbering load,

And bend thee to the race.

2 Make thy salvation sure

;

All sloth and slumber shun;
Nor dare a moment rest secure,

Till thou the goal hast won.

3 Thy crown of life hold fast

;

Thy heart with courage stay

;

Nor let one trembling glance be cast
Along the backward way.

4 Thy path ascends the skies.

With conquering footsteps bright;
And thou shalt win and wear the prize

In everlasting light.

^ Leonard Swain.
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Blest feast of love divine

!

'Tis grace that makes us free

To feed uiwn this bread and wine,
In memory', Lord, of thee.

2 That blood which flowed for sin,

In symbol here we see

;

And feel the blessed pledge within,
That we are loved of thee.

3 O if this glimpse of love
Be so divinely sweet,

What will it be, O Lord, above.
Thy gladdening smile to meet

!

4 To see thee face to face.

Thy perfect likeness wear

;

And all thy ways of wondrous grace
Through endless years declare !

. Edward Denny.

409
How various and how new
Are thy compa.ssions. Lord !

Each morning shall thy mercies show,

Each night thy truth record.

2 Thy goodness, like the sun.
Dawned on our early days.

Ere infant reason had begun
To form our lips to praise.

3 Each object we beheld
Gave pleasure to our eyes;

And nature all our senses held
In bands of sweet surprise.

4 But pleasures more refined
Awaited that blest day

When light arose upon our mind
And chased our sins away.

5 How new thy mercies, then

!

How sovereign and how free

!

Our souls, that had been dead in sin,

Were made alive to thee.
_ Joseph Stennett.

410
Go TO thy rest, fair child

;

Go to thy dreamless bed.
While yet so gentle, undefiled,
With blessings on thy head.

2 Before thy heart had learned
In waywardness to stray

;

Before thy feet had ever turned
The dark and downward way;

3 Ere sin had seared the breast,

Or sorrow woke the tear;

Rise to thy home of changeless rest

In yon celestial sphere.

4 Because thy smile was fair.

Thy lip and eye so bright

;

Because thy loving cradle-care

Was such a dear delight,

5 Shall love, with weak embrace.
Thy upward wing detain?

No ! gentle angel, seek thy place
Amid the clierub train.

Mrs. L. H. Sigourney.
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" Forever with the Lord !"

Amen. So let it be.

Life from the dead is in that word

;

'Tis immortality.
Here in the body pent,
Absent from thee I roam

;

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent
A day's march nearer home, Nearer, etc.

2 My Father's house on high,
Home of my soul, how near,

At times, to faith's aspiring eye
Thy golden gates appear

!
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Ah ! then my spirit pants
To reach the land I love,

The bright inheritance of saints,

Jerusalem above, Home above, etc.

3 Yet doubts still intervene,
And all my comfort flics;

Like Noah's dove, I flit between
Rough seas and stormy skies.

Anon the clouds depart,
The winds and waters cease

;

While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart

Expands the bow of peace, Bow of, etc.

J. Montgomery.

J. H. Gauntlett.
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412
The Lord, wlio 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,

Yet we must wait till he appear,
And pray, and pray again.

3 The Lord will surely hear
His chosen when they ery

;

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.

Weston.

413
While my Redeemer's near,

My Shepherd and my Guide,
1 bid farewell to anxious fear;

My wants are all supplied.

2 To ever-fragrant meads,
Where rich abundance grows,

His gracious hand indulgent leads,

And guards my sweet repose.

3 Dear Shepherd, if I stray,

]\Iy wandering feet restore

;

To thy fair pastures guide my way.
Anil let me rove no more.

4 Unworthy, as I am.
Of thy protecting care,

Jesus, i plead thy gracious name

;

For all my hopes are there.
Anne Steele.

414
Come to the house of prayer,

O thou afflicted, come :

The God of peace shall meet thee there;

He makes that house his home.

2 Come to the house of praise,

Ye who are happy now

;

In sweet accord your voices raise,

In kindred homage bow.

3 Thou, whose benignant eye
In mercy looks on all

—

Who seest the tear of misery.
And hear'st the mourner's call-

4 Up to thy dwelling-place
Bear our frail spirits on.

Till they outstrip time's tardy pace,

And heaven on earth be won.
E. Taylor.

415
OxcE more, before we part,

O bless the Saviour's name!
Let every tongue and every heart
Adore and praise the same.

2 Lord, in thy grace we came,
That blessing still impart

;

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

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

Still to go on to know the Lord,
And practice what we know.

4 Now, Lord, before we part.

Help us to bless thy name

;

Let every tongue and every heart
Adore and praise the same.

J. Hart.
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416
My God, my Strength, my Hope,
On thee I cast my care;

"With humble confidence look up,
And know thou hear'st my prayer.

Give me on thee to wait,
Till I can all things do

—

On thee, almighty to create,

Almighty to renew.

2 I want a godly fear,

A quick-discerning eye,
That looks to thee when sin is near,
And bids the tempter fly

;

A spirit still prepared.
And armed with jealous care,

Forever standing on its guard,
And watching unto prayer.

3 I rest upon thy word :

The promise is for me;
My succor and salvation, Lord,

Shall surely come from thee.
But let me still abide.
Nor from my hope remove,

Till thou my patient spirit guide
Into thy perfect love.

Chari.es Wesley.

417
How beauteous are their feet

Who stand on Zion's hill,

Who bring salvation on their tongues,
And words of peace reveal

!

How charming is their voice !

How sweet the tidings are

:

" Zion, behold thy Saviour King
;

He reigns and triumphs here !"

2 How happy are our ears.

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

And sought, but never found !

How bles.sed are our ej^es,

That see this heavenly light!
Prophets and kings desired it long.
But died without the sight.

3 The watchmen join their voice,

And tuneful notes employ ;.

Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,
And deserts learn the joy.

The Lord makes bare his arm
Through all the eartli abroad

;

Let every nation now behold
Their Saviour and their God.

Isaac Watts.
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BEALOTH. S. M. D.
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I I.OVE thy kingdom, Lord,
The house of thiue abode,

The Church our blest Redeemer saved
With his own precious blood

;

1 love thy Church, O God

;

Her walls before thee stand,
Dear as the apple of thine eye,
And graven on thy hand.

2 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.

Beyond my highest joy,

I prize her heavenly ways.
Her sweet communion, solemn vows,
Her hymns of love and praise.

3 Jesus, thou Friend divine,

Our Saviour and our King,
Tliy hand from every snare and foe

Hhall great deliverance bring.

Sure as thy truth shall last.

To Zion shall be given
The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven.
Timothy Dwight.

12
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All you that have confessed
That Jesus is the Lord,

And to his people joined yourselves,
According to his word,

In Zion you must dwell.
Her altar ne'er forsake

;

Must come to all her solemn feasts,

Of all her joys partake.

2 She must employ j'our thoughts,
And your unceasing care

;

Her welfare be your constant wish,
And her increase your prayer.

With humbleness of mind
Among her sons rejoice

—

A meek and quiet spirit is,

With God, of highest price.

3 Never offend nor grieve
Your brethren by the way

;

But shun the dark abodes of strife,

Like children of the day.
In all your Saviour's ways
With willing footsteps move

;

Be faithful unto death, and then
You'll reign Avith him above.

Unknown.
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LISCHER, H, M. F. Schneider.

•Welcome, deliglf Welcome, delightfnl mora, Thou day of sa - cred rest!|

1 I hail thy kind return : Lord, make these moments blest. I From the low train of mortal toys,
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Wklcome, delightful mom,
Thou day of sacred rest!

I hail thy kind return:
Lord, make these moments hlest.

From the low train of mortal toys,

I soar to reacli immortal joys.
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2 Now may the King descend
And fill his throne with grace

;

The scepter, Lord, extend,
While saints address thy face;

Let sinners feel thy quickening word.
And learn to know and fear the Lord.

Hayward.

Jas. H. Fillmore.
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Awake, ye saints awake. And hail the sacred day;^
In loftiest songs of praise
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Come bless the day
Come bless

blest, The type of heaven's ethat God hath blest. The type
that God

pS-g=Srrg-n-g:-,-g-4

e - ter-nal rest,

^' ^" ' [J^zrsi verse in the mustc!\

2 On this auspicious morn
The Lord of life arose,

And burst the bars of death,
And vanquished all our foes

;

And now he pleads our cause above,
And reaps the fruit of all his love.

3 All hail, triumphant Lord!
Heaven with hosannas rings;

And earth, in humbler strains.

Thy praise responsive sings:
Wortby the Lamb that once was slain,

Through endless years to live and reign.

ThOS. COTTEKILL.
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DARWALL. H. M, John Darwall.
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IjOKD of the worlds above,
How pleasant and how fair

The dwellings of thy love,

Thine earthly temples are!
To thine abode my heart aspires,

AVith warm desires to see my God.

2 O happy sonls, who pray
"Where God appoints to hear

!

O happy men, who pay
Their constant service there

!

They praise thee still ; and happy they

Who love the way to Zion's hill.

3 They go from strength to strength,
TIn-ough this dark vale of tears,

Till each arrives at length,
Till each in heaven appeal's:

O glorious seat, when God, our King,
Shall thither bring our willing feet.

ji f^r\ Isaac Watts.
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CiiBi.ST is our Corner-stone;
On him alone we build;

With his true saints alone
The courts of heaven are filled

:

On his great love our hopes we place,

Of present grace and joys above.

2 Oh, then with hymns of praise
These hallowed courts shall ring

!

Our voices we will raise.

The name of Christ to sing

;

And thus proclaim in joyful song,
Both loud and long, that glorious Name.

J. Chandler, tr.

In sweet, exalted .strains,

The King of glory praise:
O'er heaven and earth he reigns.

Through everlasting days

:

Beneath this roof, O deign to show
How God can dwell with men below.

2 Here may thine ears attend
Our interceding cries.

And grateful praise ascend.
All fragrant, to the skies

;

Here may thy word melodious sound.
And spread thejoys of heaven around.

3 Here may th' attentive throng
Imbibe thy truth and love

;

And converts join the .song

Of seraphim above

;

And willing crowils surround thy board,

With sacred joy and sweet accord.

4 Here may our unborn sons
And daughters sound thy praise,

And shine like polished stones
Through long-succeeding days

;

Here, Lord, display thy saving power,
While temj^les stand and men adore.
M r^f Ben I. Francis.
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To God, the only wise

;

To Jesus Christ, his Sou

—

Let songs of praise arise,

From angels round the throne;
Let men unite, in sweet accord.
To praise the goodness of the Lord.

L. H. Jameson.
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LENOX, H. M. Lewis Edson.

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 i Return, ye ransomed sinners, home, Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.
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Blow ye the trumpet, blow

—

The gladly solemn soimd

;

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.
Throughout the world proclaim.

The year ofjubilee is come

:

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

STOW,

3 Ye slaves of sin and hell,

Your liberty receive,

And safe in Jesus dwell.
And blest in Jesus live.

The year ofjubilee 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.
' Charles Weslev.

Arr. by I,o\vell ]\L\son.
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HADDAM. H. M. Arr. by Lowell Mason.
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Come, every pious heart, That loves the Saviour's name, Tour noblest powers exert To celebrate his
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Come, every pious heart,
That loves the Saviour's name,

Your noblest powers exert
To celebrate his fame;

Tell all above and all below
The debt of love to him you owe.

2 He left his starry crown,
And laid his robes aside;

On wings of love came down,
And wept, and bled, and died :

What he endured, O who can tell,

To save our souls from death and hell?

3 From the dark grave he rose,

The mansion of the dead,
And thence his mighty foes

In glorious triumph led

;

Up through the sky the Conqueror rode,

And reigns on high, the Son of God.
Samuel Stennett.
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The promises I sing,

Whicli sovereign love hath spoke

—

Nor will th' eternal King
His words of grace revoke:

Tiiey stand secure and steadfast still;

Not Zion's hill abides so sure.

2 The mountains melt away,
When once the Judge appears

;

And sun and moon decay,
That measure mortal years:

But still the same, in radiant lines.

The promise shines through all the flame.

3 Their harmony shall sound
Through mine attentive ears,

When thunders cleave the ground,
And dissipate the spheres

:

Midst all the shock of that dread scene,

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

429
Yes, the Redeemer rose;

The Saviour left the dead,
And o'er his hellish foes

High raised his conquering head

;

In wild dismay the guards around
Fall to the ground and sink away.

2 Lo ! the angelic bands
In full assembly meet,

To wait his high commands.
And worship at his feet;

Joyful they come, and wing their way
From realJus of day to Jesus' tomb.

3 Then back to heaven they fly,

The joyful news to bear

;

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

Their anthems sa^^, "Jesus who bled

Has left the dead—he rose to-day."

4 All hail ! ti'iumphant Lord,
Who saved us by thy blood

;

Wide be thy name adored.
Thou reigning Son of God !

With thee we rise, with thee we reign,

And kingdoms gain beyond the skies.
Philip Doddridge.
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DORT. 6s & 4s. Lowell Mason.
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Sound, sound the truth abroad

;

Bear ye the word of God
Through the wide world

;

Tell what our Lord has done,
Tell how the day is won.
Tell from his lofty throne
Satan is hurled.

2 Far over sea and land,

Go, at your Lord's command

;

Bear ye his name

—

Bear it to every shore,

Regions unknown explore,
Enter at every door

:

Silence is shame.

8 Speed on the wings of love

—

Jesus, who reigns above,
Bids us to fly

—

They who his message bear
Should neither doubt nor fear;

He will their Friend appear.
He will be nigh.

Thos. Kelly

ITALIAN HYMN. 6s & 4s.

=3=-:rr,: ^iqrbz^=Hzj—
-'-^i-'

=1=IT
~1-

S¥
F. GlARDINI.

Eise, glorious Leader, rise Into thy native skies—Assume thy ,f And where, in many a fold,

right
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t The clouds are hackward rolled.

Pass thro' those gates of gold, And reign in light.
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Rise, glorious Leader, rise

Into thy native skies

—

Assume thy right

;

And where, in many a fold,

The clouds are backward rolled,

Pass through those gates of gold,

And reign in light.

2 Victor o'er death and hell,

Cherubic legions swell
Thy radiant train

;

Praises all heaven inspire;
Each angel sweeps his lyre,

And waves his wings of fire,

Thou Lamb once slain !

3 Enter, incarnate God

:

No feet but thine have trod
The serpent down.

Blow the full trumpet—blow !

Wider your portals throw

!

Saviour, triumphant go,

And take thy crown !

M. Bridges.
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AMERICA. 6s & 4s. Henry Carey.
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My country', 'tis of thee,

Sweet land of liberty,

Of tliee I sing;
Land wiiere my fathers died.

Land of the pilgrims' pride:
From every mountain side

Let freedom ring.

2 My native country, thee,

Land of the uol)le free

—

Thy name I love

;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and temjiled hills;

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

3 Let music swell the breeze.

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song

;

Let mortal tongues awake,
Let all that breathe partake.
Let rocks their silence break

—

The sound jirolong.

4 Our fothers' God ! to thee,

Author of liberty.

To thee we sing

:

Long may our land be bright
With freedom''s holy light;

Protect us by thy might.
Great God, our King

!

- ^ ^ S. F. Smith.
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God bless our native land

!

Firm may she ever stand
Through storm and night

;

143

When the wild tempests rave.
Ruler of wind and wave,
Do thou our country save
By thy great might.

2 For her our prayer shall rise

To God above the skies

;

On him we wait.
Thou who art ever nigh.
Guarding with watchful eye.
To thee aloud we cry,

God save the State

!

/to A J- S. DWIGHT.

The God of harv'cst praise

;

In loud thanksgiving, raise

Hand, heart, and voice
;

The valleys smile and sing,

P^'orests and mountains ring,

The plains their tribute bring,
The streams rejoice.

2 Yes, bless his holy name.
And purest thanks proclaim
Through all the earth

;

To glory in your lot

Is duty —but be not
God's benefits forgot.

Amidst your mirth.

3 The God of harvest jiraise

;

Hands, hearts, and voices raise

With sweet accord

;

From field to garner throng.
Bearing your .sheaves along.
And, in your harvest song.
Bless ye the Lord.

J. Montgomery.
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Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day,
Sons of men and angels say

:

Raise your joys and triumphs high
;

Sing, ye heavens; thou earth, reply,

2 Love's redeeming work is done
;

Fouglit the fight, tlie battle won :

Lo ! our Sun's eclipse is o'er

;

Lo ! he sets in blood no more.

EASTER HYMN. 7s.

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal

—

Christ hath burst the gates of hell

;

Death in vain forbids his rise

—

Christ hath opened paradise.

4 Lives again our glorious King

:

Where, O death, is now thy sting?
Once he died our souls to save

:

Where's thy victory, boasting grave ?
Charles Wesley.

J. WORGAN.
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NOTTINGHAM. 7s. Mozart.
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Songs of praise awoke the morn
When the Prince of peace was born;
Songs of praise arose when he
Captive led captivity.

2 Heaven and eartli must pass away

—

Songs of praise sliall crown tlie day

;

God will make new heavens and earth^

Songs of praise shall hail their birth.

3 Saints below, with heart and voice,

Still in songs of praise rejoice.

Learning here, by faith and love.

Songs of praise to sing above.

4 Borne upon the latest breath.

Songs of praise shall conquer death
;

Tlien, amidst eternal joy.

Songs of praise their powers employ.
_ J. Montgomery.
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God with us! O glorious name I

Let it shine in endless fame
;

God and man in Christ unite

—

O mysterious depth and height

!

2 God with us! amazing love
Brouglit him from his courts above :

Now, ye saints, his grace admire
;

Swell the song with holy tire.

3 God with us ! O wondrous grace !

Let us see him face to face.

That we may Immanuel sing.

As we ought, our God and King.
S. Slinn.

438
Now begin the heavenlj- theme

;

Sing aloud in Jesus' name

;

Ye who his salvation prove,
Triumph in redeeming love.

2 Ye who see the Father's grace
Beaming in the Saviour's face,

As to Canaan on ye move.
Praise and bless redeeming love.

Martin Madan.

13

3 Welcome, all by sin oppressed,
Welcome to his sacred rest

!

Nothing brought him froin above,
Nothing but redeeming love.

4 Hither, then, your music bring;
Strike aloud each cheerful string

;

Mortals, join the host above

—

Join to praise redeeming love.

439
Tiiou, from whom we never part.

Thou, whose love is everywhere,
Thou, who seest every heart.

Listen to our evening prayer:

2 Father, fill our hearts with love.

Love unfailing, full and free
;

Love that no alarm can move.
Love that ever rests on thee.

3 Heavenly Father, through the night

Keep us safe from every ill

;

Cheerful as the morning light,

May we wake to do thy will.
Axon.
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PLEYEL'S HYMN. 7s, 1. Pleyel.

Praise to God, im - mor - tal praise, For the love that crowns our days

!

Bounteous Source of ev - ery
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Let thy praise our tongues em-ploy
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Pkaise to God, immortal praise,

For the love that crowns our days

!

Bounteous Source of every joy,

Let thy praise our tongues employ.

2 For the blessings of the field,

For the stores the gardens yield,

For the fruits in full supply,
Ripened 'neath the summer sky

;

3 Flocks that whiten all the plain.

Yellow sheaves of ripened grain.

Clouds tliat drop their fattening dews,

Suns that temperate warmth diffuse

;

4 All that spring, with bounteous hand,

Scatters o'er tiie smiling land
;

All that liberal autumn pours
From her rich, o'erflowing stores:

5 These to thee, my God, we owe.
Source whence all our blessings flow

;

And for these my soul shall raise

Grateful vows and solemn praise.
Mrs. a. L. Barbauld.

441
Shepherd of thy little flock.

Lead me to the shadowing rock,
Where the richest pasture grows,
Where the living water flows.

2 By that pure and silent stream.
Sheltered from the scorching beam.
Shepherd, Saviour, Guardian, Guide,
Keep me ever near thy side.

Unknown.
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Lord of hosts, to thee we raise

Here a house of prayer and praise

;

Thou thy people's hearts prepare
Here to meet for praise and prayer.

2 Let the living here be fed
With thy word, the heavenly bread

;

Here, in hope of glory blest,

May the dead be laid to rest

;

3 Here to thee a temple stand.
While the sea shall gird the land

;

Here reveal thy mercy sure.

While the sun and moon endure.

4 Hallelujah !—earth and sky
To the joyful sound reply

;

Hallelujah !—hence ascend
Prayer and praise till time shall end.
. . _ J. Montgomery.

443
For a season called to part.

Let us now ourselves commend
To the gracious eye and heart
Of our ever-present Friend.

2 Jesus, hear our humble prayer
j

Tender Shepherd of thy sheep,
Let thy mercy and thy care
All our souls in safety keep.

3 In thy strength may we be strong

;

Sweeten every cross and pain

;

Give us, if thou wilt, ere long
Here to meet in jieace again.

John Newton.
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HENDON. 7s.
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Lord, we come before thee now

;

At thy feet we humbly bow.
do not our suit (hsdain !

Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain?

2 Lord, on thee our souls depend

:

In coniiiassion now descend,
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,
Tune our li^is to sing thy pi'aise.

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 Grant that all may seek and find
Thee a God supremely kind;
Heal the sick ; the captive free

;

Let us all rejoice in thee.
. _ _ W. Hammond.
445
Sovereign Ruler of the skies,
Ever gracious, ever wise.
All my times are in thy hand,
All events at thy command.

2 Times of sickness, times of health,
Times of penury and wealth-
All must come, and last, and end,
As shall please my heavenly Friend.

3 O thou gracious, wise and just

!

In thy hands my life I trust.

Have I somewhat dearer still ?

1 resign it to thy will.

4 Thee at all times will I bless;
Having thee, I all possess

;

How can I bereaved be.
Since I can not part with thee ?

John Ryland.
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To THY temple we repair— '

Lord, we love to worship there,
When within the vail we meet
Thee upon the mercy-seat.

2 While thy glorious name is sung,
Tune our lips, unloose our tongue :

Then our joyful souls shall bless

Thee, the Lord our righteousness.

3 While to thee our prayers ascend,
Let thine ear in love attend

;

Hear us, for thy Spirit pleads

—

Hear, for Jesus intercedes.

4 From thy house when we return,
Let our hearts within us burn,
That at evening we may say :

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

447
Lord, whom winds and seas obey,
Guide us through the watery way

;

In the hollow of thy hand
Hide, and bring us safe to land.

2 Jesus, let our faithful mind
Rest, on thee alone reclined

;

Cause each anxious thought to cease

;

Keep our souls in perfect peace.

3 Keep the souls whom now we leave:

Bid them to each other cleave

;

Bid them walk on life's rough sea
;

Bid them come by faith to thee.

4 Save, till all these tempests end,
All who on thy love depend

;

Waft our happy spirits o'er.

Land us on the heavenly shore.
Charles Wesley.
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UNIVEESITY COLLEGE. 7s. J. H. Gauntlett.
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Praise the Lord, his glories show,
Saints within his courts below

;

Angels, round his throne above

;

All that see and share his love.

2 Earth to heaven, and heaven to earth,

Tell his wonders, sing his worth
;

Age to age, and shore to shore,

Praise him, praise him, evermore.

3 Praise the Lord, his mercies trace

;

Praise his providence and grace-
All that he for man hath done,
All he sends us through his Son.

4 Strings and voices, hands and hearts,

In the concert bear your parts

;

All that breathe, your Lord adore

;

Praise him, praise him, evermore.

^^^^^M

H. F. Lyte.

SEYMOUR. 7s.
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Swell the anthem, raise the song—
Praises to our God belong

—

Saints and angels join to sing
Praises to the heavenly King.

2 Blessings from his liberal hand
Flow around this happy land

;

Kept by him, no foes annoy
;

Peace and freedom we enjoy.

3 Here, beneath a virtuous sway,
May we cheerfully obey

;

Never feel oppression's rod.

Ever own and worship God.

4 Hark ! the voice of nature sings
Praises to the King of kings :

Let us join the choral song^.

And the grateful notes prolong.
Nathan Strong.

"Grkatorex Coll."

glg^iiim^illiSiislililppili
Sav-iour, teach me,
-^- #__ "5: -^__

day by day, Love's sweet les - son bey

:
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Sweet - er les • son can
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Lov - ing
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him who first loved

Bj permission.
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FLOWER. 7s. J. H. Fillmore.

Stealing from the world a - way,

^^^ r(^ ^—rf22 ^»—T-Sr

V^e are come to seek thy face;

«?-

m̂P :fcfe -£
-?^=^

tS'— '"^

kind-ly meet us, Lord, we pray; Grant us thy

^S5

Ray Palmer.

450
Stealing from the -world away,
We are come to i>eek thy face

;

Kindly meet us, Lord, we pray;
Grant us thy reviving grace.

2 Yonder stars that gild the sky
Shine but with a borrowed light;

We, unless thy light be nigh.
Wander, wrapt in gloomj^ night.

3 Sun of Righteousness, dispel
All our darkness, doubts, and fears;

May thy light within us dwell.
Till eternal day appears.

451
Saviour, teach me, day by day,
Love's sweet lesson to obey

:

S\veeter lesson can not be

—

Loving him who first loved me.

2 W^ith a cliild-like heart of love,

At thy bidding may I move;
Prompt to serve and follow thee

—

Loving him who first loved me.

3 Teach me all thy steps to trace,

Strong to follow in thy grace

;

Learning how to love from thee

—

Loving him who first loved me.

4 Love in loving finds employ

—

In obedience all her joy

;

Ever new that joy will be

—

Loving him wlio first loved me.
Unknown.

Charles Wesley.

452
.Tesu-S, Lord, we look to thee

:

Let us in thy name agree
;

Show thyself the Prince of peace;
Bid our jars forever cease.

2 By thy reconciling love.

Every stumbling-block remove

;

Each to each unite, endear;
Come, and spread thy banner here.

3 Make us of one heart and mind

—

Courteous, pitiful, and kind;
Lowl}', meek, in thought and word

—

Altogether like our Lord.

453
Softly now the light of day
Fades upon my sight away:
Free from care, from labor free.

Lord, I would commune with thee.

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

—

Open fault, and secret sin.

3 Soon, for me, the light of day
Shall forever pass away :

Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee.

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

Then, from thine eternal throne,
Jesus, look with pitying eye.

G. W. DOANE,
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MONKLAND. 7s.

Look not here to find

P^t3«=^^
re - pose: This is but thy bat - tie-ground.

t:
^

-it: P
454
Sleep not, soldier of the cross

:

Foes are lurkinsi; all around

;

Look not here to find repose

:

This is but thy battle-ground.

2 Up ! and take ^\\y shield and sword

;

Up ! it is the call of heaven

;

Shrink not faithless from the Lord
;

Nobly strive, as he hath striven.

3 Break through all the force of ill

;

Tread the might of passion down,
Struggling onward, onward still,

Tothy conquering Saviour's crown.

4 Through the midst of toil and pain,

Let this thouglit ne'er leave thy breast:

Every triumph thou dost gain
Makes more sweet thy coming rest.

Mrs. E. C. Gaskei.l.

455
Oft in sorrow, oft in woe.
Onward, Christian, onward go;
Fight the fight, maintain the strife,

Strengthened with the bread of life.

2 Onward, Christian, onward go

;

Join the war, and face the foe.

Will you flee in danger's hour ?

Know you not your Captain's power?

3 Let your drooping heart be glad

;

March, in heavenly armor clad;

Fight, nor think the battle long :

Soon shall victory tune your song.

4 Let not sorrow dim your eye

:

Soon shall every tear be dry

;

Let not fears your course impede :

Great your strength, if great your need.

H. K. White, Miss F. F. Maitland.

W. T. Porter.

Ei^iiSii^iglsli^
Bid this struggling heart be still

;

" n^ ^^^—c* * L^-^—^ C*

>J)--:T- ^^^-^
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Bid my fears and doublings cease; Hush my spir - it in - to peace.

m m—r-f-' ^—rfi* <
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MERCY. 7s. Arr. from L. M. Gottschalk.
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Not to live without the cross,

(2 ^-

456
'Tis my happiness below
Not to live without the cross,

But the Saviour's power to know
Sanctifying every loss.

2 Trials must and will befall

;

But, with humble faith, to see
Love inscribed upon them all

—

This is happiness to me.

3 Trials make the promise sweet

;

Trials give new life to prayer

;

Trials bring me to his feet,

Lay nic low, and keep me there.
Wm. Cowper.

457
Pkince of peace, control my will;
Bid this struggling heart be still;

Bid my fears and doubtings cease
;

Hush my spirit into peace.

2 Thou hast bought me with thy blood,

Opened wide the gate of God :

Peace I ask—but peace must be,

Lord, in being one with thee.

3 May thy will, not mine, be done;
May thy will and mine be one

;

Chase these doubtings from my heart

—

Now thy perfect peace impart.

4 Saviour, at thy feet I fall

;

Thou, my Life, mj^ God, my All.
Let thy happy servant be.

One for evermore with thee.
Mary A. S. Barber.

458
Blessed fountain, full of grace

—

Grace for sinners, grace for me

—

To this source alone I trace
What I am, and hope to be

:

2 What I am, as one redeemed,
Saved and rescued by the Lord,

Hating what I once esteemed.
Loving what I once abhorred

;

3 What I hope to be ere long.
When I take my place above.

When I join the heavenly throng,
When I see the God of love.

4 Then I hope like him to be.

Who redeemed his saints from sin,

Whom I now obscurely see,

Through a vail that stands between.
T. Kelly.

459
Now the shades of night are gone

;

Now the morning light is come

:

Lord, may I be thine to-day

;

Drive the shades of sin away;

2 Fill my soul with heavenly light.

Banish doubt, and cleanse my sight;
In thy service, Lord, to-day.
Help me labor, help me pray.

3 When my work of life is past,

O receive me, then, at last:

When I reach the heavenly shore,
Night of sin will be no more.

Unknown.
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SABBATH, 7s. 6 1. Lowell Mason.
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Safe - ly through an-oth-er week God has brought us on our way:
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each a blessing seek,
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Waiting in his courts to-day— Day of all the week the best,
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460
Safp'.ly througli another week
God has brought us on our way

:

Let ITS each a blessing seek,

Waithig in his courts to-day

—

Day of all the week the best,

Emblem of eternal rest.

2 While we seek supplies of grace.

Through the blest Redeemer's name,

Show thy reconciling face.

Take away our sin and shame

;

From our worldly care set free,

May we rest this day in thee.

Day of all the week the best,
,^-. .*!. -«.. .m. .m. ^. -(S-*—10-

dt=:

Emblem of e-ter-nal rest.

N 1^ _ :ff: -I* -a- --

3 Here we come, thy name to praise :

Let us feel thy presence near

;

May thy glory meet our eyes.

While we in thy house appear

;

Here afibrd us, Lord, a taste

Of our everlasting rest.

4 ISIay the gospel's joyful sound
Conquer sinners, comfort saints,

Make the fruits of grace abound,
Bring relief to all comj)laints

;

Thus let all our worship prove,
Till we join thy courts above.

John Newton.

A. D. Fillmore.

f Glo - ry,

(Je - sus
glo

_H--^-
our King! Crowns un-fad - ing wreathe his head! )

we sing—Je - sus, ris - en frorrf the dead
; /
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DIX. 7s.

±^
Arr. by W. H. Monk.
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( As with gladness men of old

i As with joy they hailed its light,
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Did the guid-ing star be -hold; \
Lead-ing on-ward, beaming bright

; (
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So, most gracious Lord, may we
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Ev - er- more be led to thee.

^ ± m. --B

461
As WITH gladness men of old
Did the guiding star behold

;

As with joy they hailed its light,

Leading onward, beaming bright;
So, most gracious Lord, may we
Evermore be led to thee.

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

oo may Ave Avith willing feet

Ever seek the mercy-seat,

3 As they offered gifts most rare
At thy cradle, rude and Ijare

;

So may we, with holy joy,
Pure and free from sin's alloy.

All our costliest treasures bring,
Christ, to thee om* heavenly King,

4 Blessed .Tesus, every day
Keep us in the narrow way

;

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

"Where they need no star to guide.
Where no clouds thy glory hide.

W. C. Dix.

462
Glory, glory to our King

!

Crowns unfading wreathe hishead!

Jesus is the name we sing

—

Jesus, risen from the dead ;

Jesus, Victor of the grave

;

Jesus, mighty uoav to save.

2 Now behold him high enthroned,
(J lory beaming from his face,

By adoring angels owned
God of holiness and grace.

O for hearts and tongues to sing,
'

Glory, glory to our King

!

3 Jesus, on tliy people shine
;

Warm our hearts and tune our tongues.

That with angels we may join

—

Share their bliss, and swell their songs.

Glory, honor, praise, and power.
Lord, be thine for evermore !

n r^ »-% Thomas Kelly.463
If 'tis sweet to mingle where
Cliristians meet for social prayer

;

If 'tis sweet with tliem to raise
Songs of holy joy and praise.
Passing sweet tliat state must be
Where they meet eternally.

2 SaA'iour, may these meetings prove

Antepasts to that aboA'e;
While we worship in this place,
INIay we go from grace to grace,
Till A\-e each, in his degree.
Fit for endless glory be.

464 Unknown.

(iIjORY be to God on high

—

God, Avhose glory fills the sky!
Glory to the Lamb be given

—

Glory in the highest heaA^en !

Wisdom, riches, praise, and jiOAver

Be to God for CA-'ermore !
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AlOOT. 73. D.
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Lowell Mason.
I , I Fine.

-h-
-^1-

( An -gels, roll the rock a- way; Death, yield up thy might-y prey: 1

(See, the Sav - iour leaves the tomb, Glow-ing with im - mor - tal bloom.)
D. C. Let the

way ; Death, yield up thy
ing

est bound Ech - o with the bliss

^- •
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might-y
tal
ful sound.

465
Angels, roll the rock away

;

Death, yield up thy mighty prey:
See, the Saviour leaves the tomb,
Glowing with immortal bloom.
Hark ! the wondering angels raise

Louder notes of joyful praise:
Let the earth's remotest bound
Echo with the blissful sound.

AKIMATHEA. 7s, with Hallelujah

2 Now, ye saints, lift up your eyes;
See him high in glory rise

:

Ranks of angels, on the road,
Hail him— the incarnate God.
Heaven unfolds its portals wide

:

See the Conqueror through them ride!

King of glory, mount thy throne

—

Boundless empu'e is thine own.
Thomas Scott.

C. F. R.

V-J--

Morning breaks iipon the tomh ; Jesus dissipates its gloom ; Day of triumph through the skies—
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See the glorious Saviour rise Hal - le-lu-jah ! hal-le-lu-jah ! See the glorious Saviour rise.
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466
ISIoRNiNO breaks upon the tomb;
Jesus dissipates its gloom

;

Day of triumph through the skies-
See the glorious Saviour rise.

Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

See the glorious Saviour rise.

2 Drive your anxious cares awaj-

;

See the place where Jesus lay

;

of F- J. Hunlingtoi

Ye, who are of death afraid,

Triumph in the scattered shade:
Hallelujah ! hallelujah

!

Triumph in the scattered shade.

3 Christians, dry your flowing tears;
Chase those unbelieving fears:
Look on his deserted grave

;

Doubt no more his power to save

:

Hallelujah! hallelujah!
Doubt no more his power to save.

W. B. COLLYER.
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ELTHAM. 78. D.
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/Has- ten, Lord, the glorious time, 'When, be -neath Mes - si - ah's sway,
( Ev - ery na- tion, ev - ery clime. Shall the gos - pel call o - bey.

D. C. Sa - tan and his host, o'er-thrown. Bound in chains, shall hurt no more.^ 4^'
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Mightiest kings his power shall own, Heathen tribes his name a - dore
;

467
Hasten, Lord, the glorious time.
When, beneath Messiali's sway,

Every nation, every clime.
Shall the gospel call obey.

Mightiest kings his power shall own,
Heathen tribes his name adore;

Satan and his host, o'erthrown.
Bound iu chains, shall hurt no more,

2 Then shall wars and tumults cease.

Then be banished grief and pain

;

Righteousness, and joy, and peace,

Undisturbed shall ever reign.

Bless we, then, our gracious Lord

;

Ever praise his glorious name;
All his mighty acts record,

All his wondrous love proclaim.
Harriet Auber.

468
Peace ! the welcome sound proclaim

;

Dwell with rapture on the theme

;

Loud, still louder swell the strain

—

Peace on earth, good-will to men !

Breezes, whi.spering soft and low,
Gently murmur, as ye blow,
Now, when war and discord cease.

Praises to the God of peace.

2 Ocean's billows, far and wide
Rolling in majestic pride.

Loud, still louder swell the strain :

Peace on earth, good-will to men !

Vocal songsters of the grove.
Sweetly chant in notes of love,

Now, when war and discord cease,
Praises to the God of peace.
. _ _ Unknown.
469
Thou who roll'st the year around.
Crowned with mercies large and free,

Rich thy gifts to us abound,
AVarm our praise shall rise to thee.

Kindly to our worship bow,
While our grateful thanks we tell.

That, sustained by thee, we now
Bid the parting year farewell.

2 All its numbered days are sped,
All its busy scenes are o'er,

All its joys forever fled,

All its sorrows felt no more.
Mingled with th' eternal past.

Its remembrance shall decay

—

Yet to be revived at last

At the solemn judgment-day.

3 All our follies. Lord, forgive

;

Cleanse us from each guilty stain
;

Let thy grace within us live.

That Ave spend not years in vain.
Then, when life's last eve shall come,
Happy spirits, may we fly

To our everlasting home.
To our Father's house on high.

Ray Palmer.
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BENEVENTO. 7s. D. S. Webce.
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Brethren, while wo sojourn here. Fight we mast, hut should not fear i Foes we have, hut we've a Friend,

D. Si Soon the joyful news will come,

One that loves us to the end. Forward, then,

" Child, your Father calls ; come home."
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with courage go ; Long we shall not dwell below

470
Brethren, while we sojourn here,
F'ight we must, but should not fear;
F'oes we have, but we've a Friend,
One that loves us to the end.
Forward, then, with couraj^e go

:

Long we shall not dwell below

;

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

2 In the way a thousand snares
Lie, to take us unawares

;

Satan, with malicious art.

Watches each unguarded part;

HOLLINGSIDE. 7s. D

fe^^
f vfa

But from Satan's malice free,

Saints shall soon victorious be;
Soon tlie joyful news will come,
"Child, your Father calls: come home."

.S But of all the foes we meet,
None so oft mislead our feet

—

None betray us into sin

Like the foes that dwell within.
Yet let nothing spoil our peace

:

Christ shall also conquer these

;

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

J. Swain.

J. B. Dykes.

Je-sus, merciful and mild, Lead me as

e-

1
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^

a helpless child: On no oth- er arm hut thine
D. S. Guide the wanderer, day hy day,

•^
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*
Would my wea-ry soul recline. Thou art ready to forgive, Thou canst bid the sinner live

:

In the strait and narrow way.
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Who are these in bright array,
This exulting happy throng,

Round tlio altar night and day,
Hymning one triumphant song?

"Worthy is the Lamb once slain.

Blessing, lionor, glory, power.
Wisdom, riches, to obtain,
New dominion every hour."

2 These through fiery trials trod;
These from great affliction came;

Now, before the throne of God,
(Sealed with his almighty name.

Clad in raiment pure and white,
Victor-pahns in everj' hand,

Through their great Redeemer's might

ISIore thancon-quer-oi's they stand.

3 Hunger, thirst, disease unknown.
On immortal fruits they feed;

Them the Lamb, amidst the throne,
Shall to living fountains lead;

Joy and gladness banish sighs.
Perfect love dispels all feai's

;

And forever from their eyes
God shall wi]3e away the tears.

J. Montgomery.

472
Jesus, merciful and mild,
Lead me as a helpless child :

On no other arm but thine
Would my weary soul recline

;

Thou art ready to forgive.

Thou canst bid the sinner live

:

Guide the wanderer, day by day,
In the strait and narrow way.

2 Thou canst fit me, by thy grace,
For the heavenly' dwelling-place;
All thy promises are sure,

Ever shall thy love endure.
Then what more could I desire?
How to greater bliss aspire?
All I need, in thee I see;

Thou art all in all to me.
Thos. Hastings.

473
Thine forever—God of love.

Hear us from thy throne above

—

Thine forever may we be,

Here and in eternity.
Thine forever—Lord of life.

Shield us through our earthly strife
;

Thou, the Life, the Truth, the Way,
Guide us to the realms of daj'.

2 Thine forever—Saviour, keep
These thy frail and trembling sheep;
Safe alone beneath thy care.

Let us all thy goodness share.
Thine forever—thou our Guide,
All our wants by thee supplied,
All our sins by thee forgiven.
Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven.

Mrs. Mary F. Maude.
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In heavenly love a - bid - ing, No change my heart shall fear; And safe is such con-
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I be dismayed ?

474
In heavenTjY love abiding,
No change my heart shall fear

;

And safe is such confiding,
For nothing changes here.

Tiie storm may roar without nie,

My heart may low he laid,

But God is round about me

—

And can I be dismayed ?

2 Wherever he may guide me.
No want shall turn me back

;

My Shepherd is beside me,
And nothing can I lack.

His wisdom ev^er waketh,
His sight is never dim

;

He knows the way he taketh,
And I will walk with him.

3 Green pastures are before me.
Which yet I have not seen

;

Bright skies will soon be o'er me,
AVhere the dark clouds have been.

f-

jNIy hope I can not measure,
My path to life is free

;

My Saviour has my treasure,

And he will walk with me.
ii .7 P> Anna L. Waring.
475
God is my strong salvation

:

What foe have I to fear?
In darkness and temptation,
My light, my help, is near.

Though hosts encamp around me.
Firm in the fight I stand :

What terror can confound me,
With God at my right hand ?

2 Place on the Lord reliance

;

My soul, with courage wait

;

His trutli be thine affiance
When faint and desolate.

His might thy heart shall strengthen,

His love tliy joy increase
;

Mercy thy days shall lengthen
;

The Lord will give tliee peace.
J. Montgomery.
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Alexander Evving.
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Jerusalem, the golden,
With milk aud honey blest,

Beneath thy contemplation
Sink heart and voice oppressed.

1 know not, O I know not.

What social joys are there,

What radiancy of glory.
What light beyond compare.

2 They stand, those halls of Zion,
All jubilant with song.

And bright with many an angel.
And all the martyr throng;

The Prince is ever in them,
The daylight is serene;

The pastures of the blessed
Are decked in glorious sheen.

3 There is the throne of David
;

And there, from care released,
The song of them that triumph.
The shout of them that feast

;

And they who, with their Leader,
Have conquered in the light,

Forever and forever
Are clad in robes of white.

M^.m J. M. Neale, tr.

W^E HAVE no home but heaven
;A pilgrim's garb we wear

;

Our path is marked by changes,
And strewed with many a care

;

Surrounded with temptation,
By varied ills oppressed.

Each day's experience warns us
That this is not our rest.

2 We have no home but heaven

—

We want no home beside:
O God, our Friend and Father,
Our footsteps thither guide

;

Unfold to us its glory,
Prejmre us for its joy.

Its pure and perfect friendship,
Its angel-like employ.

Unknown.
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From Greenland's icy mountains,
^

"Where Afric's sunny fountains
From India's coral strand

j
EoU down their golden sand;
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From many an ancient river, They call us to deliver
From many a palmy plain, Their land from error's chain.
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From Greenland's icy mountains,
From India's coral strand

;

Where Afric's sunny fountains
Roll down their golden sand

;

From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,
They call us to deliver
Their land from error's chain.

2 What though the spicy breezes
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle

—

Though every prospect pleases,
And only man is vile !

In vain, with lavish kindness.
The gifts of God are strown

;

The heathen, in their blindness,
Bow down to wood and stone.

MENDEBRAS,

3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted
By wisdom from on high

—

Shall we, to man benighted,
The lamp of life deny ?

Salvation ! O salvation !

The joyful sound proclaim,
Till earth's remotest nation
Has learned Messiah's name,

4 Waft—waft, ye winds, his story;
And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory.
It spreads from pole to pole;

Till, o'er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb, for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.

R. Heber.

Arr. by Lowell Mason.
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jHail to the Lord's anointed, Great David's greater Son

!

I Hail, in the time ap-point-ed, His reign on earth begun

!

He comes to break oppression,
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

JEWETT, C. M. Von Weber

=n-^-

My Saviour, as thou wilt-
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O may thy will be mine ! In - to thy hand of love
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My Lord, thy will be done !

479
Mv Saviour, as thou wilt

—

may thy will be mine !

Into thy hand of love
1 would my all resign.

Through sorrow, or through joy,

Conduct me as thine own,
And help me still to say,

My Lord, thy will be done !

2 Sry Saviour, as thou wilt

—

If needy here and poor,
Give me thy people's bread.
Their portion rich and sure

;

The manna of thy word.
Let my soul feed upon.

And, if all else should fail,

My Lord, thy will be done !

3 IVIy Saviour, as thou wilt

:

If among thorns I go,

Still sometimes here and there
Let a few roses blow.

But thou, on earth, along
The thorny path hast gone

:

Then lead me after thee

;

My Lord, thy will be done!
Jane Borthwick^/^-.

480
Hail to the Lord's anointed.
Great David's greater Son !

Hail, in the time appointed.
His reign on earth begun !

He comes to break oppression.
To set the captive free.

To take away transgression.
And rule in equity.

2 He comes, with succor speedy,
To those who suffer wrong

;

To help the poor and needy.
And bid the weak be strong

;

14

To give them songs for sighing.
Their darkness turn to light,

Whose souls, condemned and dying,
Were precious in his sight.

3 He shall come down like showers
Upon the fruitful earth.

And love, and joy, like flowers.

Spring in his path to birth.

Before him, on the mountains,
Sliall peace, the herald, go,

And righteousness in fountains
From hill to valley flow.

J. Montgomery.
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PEKEZ. 8s & 7s, with Hallelujah. Anon.

*
r .

.
Sue and moon, rejoice before him;

Praise the Lord
;
ye heavens, adore him ; Praise him, angels in the height

;

Sun and moon, rejoice before him;
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A-men, Amen, A - men,Praise him, all ye stars of light, Hal-le-lnjah ! Amen,
Praise him, all ye stars of light. Eal-le-lu-jah

!
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Pkaise the Lord

;
ye heavens, adore him

;

Praise him, angels in the height

;

Sun and moon, rejoice before him

;

Praise him, all ye stars of hght.

2 Praise the Lord : for he hath spoken

;

Worlds his mighty voice obeyed

;

Laws which never shall bo broken,
For their guidance he hath made.

SKENE, 8s, 7s & 4,

—I r=]=q=

4=Sii=S^i=S2
:=l=^

r-r

3 Praise the Lord : for he is glorious

;

Never shall his promise fail

;

God hath made his saints victorious;
Sin and death shall not prevail.

4 Praise the God of our salvation
;

Hosts on high his power proclaim
;

Heaven and earth, and all creation,
Laud and magnify his name.

J. Kempthorne.

Jas. H. Fillmore.
4-.
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Praise the Lord
;
ye saints, adore him ; All u - nite with one accord; Bring your offerings,
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Praise tlie Lord

;
ye saints, adore him

;

All unite with one accord

;

Bring your offerings, come before him

—

O praise the Lord

!

2 Praise the Lord, Avho every blessing
On our heads hath richly poured

;

Sing aloud, his love confessing—
O praise the Lord !

3 Praise the Lord! "Who would not praise him?
He hath us to grace restored :

To the highest honors raise him

—

O praise the Lord !

4 Praise the Lord, your songs excelling

Worldly music's richest chord
;

Sing—your Saviour's glory telling

—

O praise the Lord !

Benj. Skene.
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SOLNET.

Praise to thee, thou great Cre - tor ! Praise to thee from ev - ery tongue

!

-r- -r-

ery crea-ture :Join, my soul, with ev

483
Praise to thee, thou great Creator

!

Praise to thee from every tongue !

Join, my soul, with every creature;

Join the universal song.

2 Father, Source of all compassion,
Pure, unbounded grace is thine

:

Hail the God of our salvation
;

Praise him for his love divine.

3 For ten thousand blessings given,

For the hope of future joy,

Sound his praise thro' earth and heaven,

Sound Jehovah's praise on high.

4 Joyfully on earth adore him.
Till in heaven our song we raise

;

Then enraptured fall before him,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.

J. Fawcett.

484
We are living, we are dwelling
In a grand and aAvful time,

In an age on ages telling

;

To be living is sublime.

ESSEX. 8s & 7s.

u -
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Join the u - ni - ver - sal song.
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2 Hark the onset ! will ye fold your
Faith-clad arms in lazy lock?

Up! O up! thou drowsy soldier;

Worlds are charging to the shock.

3 Worlds are charging, heaven beholding;

Thou hast but an hour to fight;

Now, the blazoned cross unfolding,
On ! right onward for the right.

4 On ! let all the soul within you
For the truth's sake go abroad

;

Strike ! let every nerve and sinew
Tell on ages—tell for God !

A. C. CoxE.
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Worship, honor, glory, blessing,

Be to him who reigns above;
Young and old thy name confessing.

Saviour, let us share thy love.

2 As the saints in heaven adore thee,

W^e would bow before thy throne

;

As thine angels bow before thee.

So on earth thy will be done.
Unknown.

Thomas Clark.

We are liv-ing, we are dweUing In a grand and aw-ful time,

^ 1 1

Lm—

•

j
1

D-| K
I

LI u_| ^

In an age on



KEW CHRISTIAN

KATHBUN. CONKEV.

486
In the cross of Christ 1 .2;lory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time
;

All the ligiit of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

2 AYhen 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,

Froiii the cross the radiance, streaming,

Adds more luster to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure.

By the cross are sanctified

;

Peace is there, that knows no measure,

Joys that through all time abide.
J. BoWKING.

SARDIS. 8s & 7s.
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Crown his head with endless blessing,

Who, in God the Father's name,
Witli compassions never ceasing,

Comes, salvation to proclaim.

2 Hail, ye saints, who know his favor,

Who within his gates are found

—

Hail, ye saints, th' exalted Saviour

;

Let his courts with praise abound.

3 Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing

;

Thee our God in praise we own
;

Highest honors, never failing,

Rise eternal round thy throne.

4 Now, ye saints, his power confessing,

In your grateful strains adore
;

For his mercy, never ceasing.
Flows and flows for evermore.

William Goode.

Beethoven.

==i-

=s=

Crown his head with end - less bless -ing, Who, in God the

:%-:--»—^- :t—

Fa-ther's name,

-•- ?•- -•- ^- • ^

—I-

With com - pas - sions nev - er ceas - ing, Comes, sal -va - tion to

mm ;i=i
-^-- —I

—

164

itH:

I
I

pro - claim.



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

SICILY. 8s&7s. Sicilian Melody.
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Onward, Christian, though the region Where thou art be drear and lone :
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Onward, Christian, though the region

Where thou art be drear and lone :

God has set a guardian legion
Very near thee : press thou on.

2 By the thorn-road, and none other,
Is the mount of vision won

;

Tread it witliout shrinking, brother

—

Jesus trod it—press thou on.

3 Be this world the wiser, stronger,
For thy life of pain and peace

;

While it needs thee, O no longer
Pray thou for thy quick release.

4 Pray thou. Christian, daily rather,

That thou be a faithful son

;

By the prayer of Jesus, " Father,
Not my will, but thine, be done.''

S.Johnson.

489
Praise the Saviour, all ye nations.

Praise him, all ye hosts above;
Shout, with joyful acclamations.
His divine, victorious love.

2 Be his kingdom now promoted.
Let tlie earth her Monai'ch know

;

Be my all to him devoted :

To my Lord my all I owe.

3 AVitii my substance I will honor
My Redeemer and my Lord

;

Were ten thousand worlds my manor.
All were nothing to his word.

-0-^ g-g-tf-r"-
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4 While the heralds of salvation
His abounding grace proclaim,

Let his friends of every station

Gladly join to spread his fame.
M r\f\ Benj. Francis.

Cast thy bread upon tlie waters.
Thinking not 'tis throAvn away :

God himself saith, tliou shalt gather
It again some future day.

2 Cast thy bread upon the waters :

Wildly though the billows roll,

They but aid thee as thou toilest

Truth to spread from pole to iwle.

3 As the seed by billows floated,

To some distant island lone.

So to human souls benighted,
That thou fliugest may be borne.

4 Cast thj^ bread upon the waters.
Why wilt thou .still doubtingstand ?

Bounteous shall God send the harvest.

If thou sow'st with liberal hand.
ji f\l J. H. Hanaford.

Lord, dismi.ss us with thy blessing;

Bid us now depart in peace;
Still on lieavenly manna feeding,

Let our faith and love increase.

2 Fill each breast with consolation

:

Up to thee our hearts we raise

;

When we reach our blissful station,

Then we'll give thee nobler praise.
E. Smvthk.
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STOCKWELL, 8s & 7s.

Si - lent - ly the shades of even-ing Gath-er round my low-ly door;
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Silently the shades of evening

Gatlier round my lowly door;
Silently they bring before nie
Faces I shall see no more.

2 O the lost, the vmforgotten,
Though the world be oft forgot

!

O the shrouded and tlie lonely

!

In our hearts they jjerish not

;

3 Living in the silent hours,
Where our si^irits only blend

—

They, unlinked with earthly trouble

;

We, still hoping for its end.

4 How such holy memories cluster,

Like the stars when storms are past

;

Pointing up to that far heaven
We may hope to gain at last

C. C. CoxE.

493
Saviour, breathe an evening blessing,

Ere repose our spirits seal.

Sin and want we come confessing:
Thou canst save, and thou canst lieal.

2 Tliough destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel guards from thee surround us

—

We are safe if thou art nigh.

THOMAS. 8s & 7s.

He that go - eth

.—^:^i :-_

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness can not hide from thee

;

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

4 Should swift death this niglit o'ertake us,

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

Clad in bright and deathless bloom.
J. Edmeston.

Fred. A. Fillmore.
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forth with weeping, Bear-ing precious seed in love,
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

DORRNANCE. 8s & 7s. I. B. Woodbury.

Je - sus on - ly, when the morn-ing Beams up - on the path I tread;
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Je - sus on - ly, when the dark-ness Gathers round my wea-ry head
;
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Jesus only, when the morning
Beams upon the path I treat!

;

Jesus only, when the darkness
Gathers round my weary head

;

2 Jesus only, when the billows
Cold and sullen o'er me roll;

Jesus only, when the trumpet
Rends the tomb and wakes the soul

;

3 Jesus only, when, adoring.
Saints their crowns before him bring;

Jesus only, I will, joyous.
Through eternal ages sing.

E. Nason.

495
He that goeth forth with weejDing,
Bearing precious seed in love,

.Never tiring, never sleeping,
Findeth mercy from above.

2 Soft descend the dews of heaven
;

Bright the rays celestial shine
;

Precious fruits will thus be given.
Through the influence all divine.

3 Sow thy seed ; be never weary
;

Let no fears thy soul annoy :

Be the prospect ne'er so dreary.
Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy.

4 Lo ! the scene of verdure brightening;

See the rising grain appear

;

Look again : the fields are whitening.
For the harvest-time is near.

Thos. Hastings.

496
One there is, above all others,

Well deserves the name of Friend

;

His is love beyond a brother's,

Costly, free, and knows no end.

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 abast^d,

Friend of sinners was his name
;

Now, aboA'e all glory raised.

He rejoices in the same.

4 O for grace our hearts to soften !

Teach us. Lord, at length, to love;
We, alas ! forget too often
What a friend we have above.

I. Newton.

497
Take my heart, O Father; mold it

In obedience to thy will

;

And as ripening years unfold it.

Keep it true and childlike still.

2 Father, keep it pure and lowly,
Strong and brave, yet free from strife,

Turning from the paths unholy
Of a vain or sinful life.

3 Ever let thy might surround it;

Strengthen it with power divine,

Till thy cords of love have bound it,

Father, wholly unto thine.
Unknown.
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BAKTIMEUS. 8s & 7s,
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Stephen Jenks.
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While in sweet com-munion feed-ing On this earthly bread and wine,
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While in sweet communion feeding
On this earthly bread and wine,

Saviour, may we see thee bleeding
On the cross, to make us thine.

2 Tliough unseen, now be thou near us;

With tlie still small voice of love.

Whispering words of j^eace to cheer us

Every doubt and fear remove.

3 Bring before us all the story
Of thy life and death of woe;

And, with hopes of endless glory.
Wean our hearts from all below.

Edward Denny.

STEARNS, 8s & 7s.
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Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,

W^hich before the cross we sjiend,

Life, and health, and peace possessing,

From the sinner's dying Friend.

2 Here we feel our sins forgiven.
While upon the Lamb we gaze;

And our thoughts are all of heaven,
And our lips o'erfiow with praise.

3 Still in ceaseless contemplation.
Fix our hearts and eyes on thee,

Till we taste thy full salvation.
And, unvailed, thy glories see.

J. Allen.

Joseph Mazzinghi.

Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, Which be-fore the cross we spend,
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Life, and health, and peace possessing, From the sin-ner's dy - ing Friend.
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CARTER. 8s & 7s. E. S. Carter.
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Saviour whispers, From his dwelling-place a - bove :
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Always with us, always with us

—

Words of cheer and words of love

;

Tlius the risen Saviour whispers,

From his dwelling-place above :

2 With us when we toil in sadness,
Sowing much and reaping none,

Telling us that in the future

Golden harvests shall be won
;

-r-
^^

WILSON,

rllillil

3 With us when the storm is sweeping

O'er our j^athway dark and drear.

Waking hope within our bosoms,
Stilling every anxious fear

;

4 With us in tlie lonely valley,

W^hen we cross the chilling stream

—

Lighting up the steps to glory
With salvation's radiant beam.

E. H. Nevin.

Mendelssohn.

set thy peo - pie free

;
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find our rest in tlrest in thee.
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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.

15

3 Born, thy people to deliver.

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

Now thy gracious kingdom bring.

4 By thine own eternal Spirit,

Rule in all our hearts alone

;

By thine all-sufhcient merit,

Raise us to thy glorious throne.
Charles Wesley.
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ST. SYLVESTER. 8s & 7s,
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Fa - ther, hear the prayer we of - fer : Not for ease that prayer shall be,
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Father, hear the prayer we offer

:

Not for ease that prayer shall be,

But for strength, that we may ever
Live our lives courageously.

2 Not forever by still waters
Would we idly quiet stay;

But would smite the living fountains
From the rocks along ouc way.

3 Be our strength in hours of weakness;

In our wanderings, be our guide;
Through endeavor, failure, danger,
Father, be thou at our side.

Anon.

DIJON. 8s&7s.
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Like the eagle, upward, onward,
Let my soul in faith be borne

;

Calmly gazing, skyward, sunward,
Let my eye unshrinking turn.

2 Where the cross, God's love revealing,

Sets the fettered spirit free;

Where it .sheds its wondrous healing,

There, my soul, thy rest shall be.

3 O may I no longer, dreaming,
Idly waste my golden day.

But, each precious hour redeeming,
Upward, onward, press my way.

H. BONAR.

German.
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Like the ea - gle, up-wrard, on - ward, Let my soul in faith be borne;
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sky-ward, sunward, Let my eye un-shrink - ing turn.
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MILWAUKEE. 8s & 7s. J. Zo'NDEL.
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Humble souls, who seek salvation
Through the Lamb's redeeming blood,

Hear the voice of revelation,
Tread the path that Jesus trod.

2 Hear the blest Redeemer call you;
Listen to his heavenly voice

;

MOUNT VEKNON. 8s k 7s,

=5=
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Dread no ills that can befall you,
While you make his way your choice.

3 Plainly here his footsteps tracing,

Follow him without delay,
Gladly his command embracing :

Lo! your Captain leads the way.
John Fawcett.

Lowell Mason.
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Sister, thou M-ast mild and lovely,

Gentle as the summer breeze,
Pleasant as the air of evening,
When it floats among the trees.

2 Peaceful be thy silent slumber

—

Peaceful in the grave so low.
Thou no more wilt join our number;
Thou no more our songs shalt know

3 Dearest sister, thou hast left us

;

Here thy loss we deeply feel

;

But 'tis God that hath bereft us

;

He can all our sorrows heal.

4 Yet again we hope to meet thee,

When the day of life is fled
;

Then in heaven with joy to greet thee,

Where no farewell tear is shed.
S. F. Smith.
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AUSTRIA. 8s & 7s, D. Haydn.
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Hear what God,the Lord,hatli spoken ; my people, faint and few, >

Com-fort-less, af-flic-ted, bro-ken, Fair abodes I build for you; ' Scenes of heartfelt tribulation
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And your gates shall all be Praise."

^^ Ŝ
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Heak what God, the Lord, hath spoken:

O my people, faint and few,
Comfortless, afflicted, broken,
Fair abodes I build for you

;

Scenes of heartfelt tribulation
Sliall no more perplex your ways;

You shall name your walls "Salvation,"

And your gates shall all be " Praise."

2 Tliere, like streams that feed the garden,

Pleasures without entl shall flow.
For the Lord, your faith rewarding,
All his bounty shall bestow.

LOVE DIVINE. 8s & 7s. D.

_l_.^^L_i_.
tnrq:=:^-
=S=:g=iirS

Still, in undisturbed possession,
Peace and righteousness shall reign

,

Never shall you feel oppression,
Hear the voice of war again.

3 Ye, no more your suns descending,
Waning moons no more shall see

;

But, your griefs forever ending,
Find eternal noon in me,

God shall rise, and, .shining o'er you,
Change to day the gloom of night

;

He, the Lord, shall be your Glory,
God, your everlasting Light.

Wm. Cowper.

John Zundel.
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Love divine, all love excelling, Joy ofheaven, to earth come down, Fix in us thy humble dwelling,
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GREENVILLE. 8s & 7s. D.

m
J. J. ROSSEAU.
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3 Blest inhabitants of Zion,
Washed in the Redecmcr'.s blood,

Jesus, Avhom their souls rely on,
Makes them kings and priests to God.

'Tis Ills love his peojile raises

^Yith himself to reign as kings

;

And, as priests, his solemn praises
Each for a thank-oftcring brings.

4 Saviour, since of Zion's city

I through grace a member am,
Let the world deride or pity,

I will glory in thy name.
Fading is the Morldling's treasure,
All his boasted pomp and show

;

Solid joy and lasting pleasure
None but Zion's children know.

John Newton.
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Glorious things of thee are spoken,
Zion, city of our God

;

He, whose word can not be broken.
Formed thee for his own abode.

On the Rock of Ages founded,
What can shake thy sure repose ?

With salvation's wall surrounded,
Thou mayest smile at all thy foes.

2 See the streams of living waters.
Springing from eternal love,

Well supply thy sons and daughters.
And all fear of drought remove.

Who can faint, while such a river
Ever flows their thirst to assuage

—

Grace, which, like the Lord, the Giver,

Never fails from age to age ?
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Love divine, all love excelling,
Joy of heaven, to earth come down,

Fix in us thy humble dwelling.
All thy faithful mercies crown.

Jesus, thou art all compassion.
Pure, unbounded love thou art:

Visit us with thy salvation.
Enter every trembling heart.

2 Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit

Into every troubled breast

;

Let us all in thee inherit.

Let us find the promised rest.

Take away the love of sinning,
Take our load of guilt a-\vay

;

End the work of thy beginning

—

Bring us to eternal day.
Charles Wesley.

509
Call Jehovah thy salvation.
Rest beneath th' Almighty's shade;

In his secret habitation
Dwell, and never be dismayed.

There no tumult shall alarm thee;
Thou shalt dread no hidden snare.

Guile nor violence can harm tliee.

In eternal safeguard there.

2 Since with pure and firm aflfection

Thou on God hast .set thy love.
With the wings of his protection
He will shield thee from above.

Thou shalt call on him in trouble;
He will hearken ; he will save

;

Here for grief reward thee double
;

Crown with life beyond the grave.
J. Montgomery.
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Marechio.

Gently, Lord, gently lead ns Thro' this gloomy vale of tears j Thro' the changes thon'st decreed us,

D, S. Let thy goodness never fail ns,

. . I
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Till onr last great change appears, "When temptation's darts assail ns,

Lead us in thy perfect way. When in devions paths we stray,
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Gently, Lord, O gently lead us
Through this gloomy vale of tears;

Through 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,

Lead us in thy perfect way.

2 In the hour of pain and anguish,
In the hour wlien death draws near,

Suffer not our hearts to languish,
Suffer not our souls to fear.

Let thy pi'omise to be near us
Fill our hearts with joy and peace

;

May thy presence sweetly cheer us,

Till our conflicts all shall cease.

3 When this mortal life is ended,
Bid us in thine arms to rest,

Till, by angel bands attended,
We awake among the blest.

Then, O crown us with thy blessing,

Through the triumphs of thy grace;

Then shall praises, never ceasing.
Echo through thy dwelling-place.

Thos. Hastings.
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Hail, thou God of grace and glory,
Who thy name hast magnified.

By redemption's wondrous story.

By the Saviour crucified !

Thanks to thee for eveiy blessing,

Flowing from the Fount of love
;

Thanks for present good unceasing,
And for hopes of bliss above.

2 Bind thy people. Lord, in union,
With the sevenfold cord of love

;

Breathe a spirit of communion
With the glorious hosts above

;

Let thy work be seen progressing
;

Bow each heart, and bend each knee,

Till the world, thy truth possessing.
Celebrates its jubilee.

_ ^ T. W. AVEMNG.
512
Earthly joys no longer please us

;

Here would we renounce them all,

Seek our only rest in Jesus,
Him our Lord and Master call.

Faith, our languid spirits cheering.
Points to brighter worlds above

;

Bids us look for his appearing,
Bids us triumph in his love.

2 May our lights be always burning,
And our loins be girded round.

Waiting for our Lord's returning.
Longing for the welcome sound.

Thus the Christian life adorning.
Never will we be afraid,

Should he come at night or morning.
Early dawn or evening shade.

C. L. Ford.
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Only waiting till the shadows
Are a little longer grown

;

Only waiting till the glimmer
Of the day's last beam is flown

;

Till the night of earth is faded
From the heart once full of day

;

Till the stars of heaven are breaking
Through the twilight soft and gray.

2 Only waiting till the reapers
Have the last sheaf gathered home;

For the summer-time is faded,
And the autumn winds have come.

Quickly, reapers, gather quickly
The last ripe hours of my heart

;

For the bloom of life is withered,
And I hasten to depart.

3 Only waiting till the shadows
Are a little longer grown ;

'

Only waiting till the glimmer
Of the day's last beam is flown

;

Then, from out the gathered darkness.
Holy, deathless stars shall rise,

By whose light my soul shall gladly
Tread its pathway to the skies.

Mrs. F. L. Mace.

FABEN, 8s&7s. D.
,
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They are going—only going

—

Jesus called them long ago;
All the wintry time they 're passing,

iSoftly as the falling snow.
When the violets, in the spring-time,
Catch the azure of the sky,

They are carried out to slumber
Sweetly where the violets lie.

2 They are going—only going

—

When witli summer earth is dressed,

In their cold hands holding roses
Folded to each silent breast

;

When the autumn hangs red banners
Out above the harvest sheaves,

They are going—ever going

—

Thick and fast, like falling leaves.

3 Little hearts forever stainless.

Little hands as pure as they,
Little feet by angels guided.
Never a forbidden way

—

They are going, ever going,
Leaving many a lonely spot

;

But 'tis Jesus who has called them :

Suffer and forbid them not.

J. H. Wilcox.
I

I '

They are go-ing- -on-ly

:t=^=

- Jesus called them long a-go; All the wintry time they're

l^^fe^F^--*—*—*-F—^r^-^-
^- _:^:

pass - ing, Soft-ly as

5- -'^>—.—M '-rpi^l |-J '-\-7zi—.—si—«—•-
:qz:

Cjf—J- 1-

K=-^\.

the falling snow, When the violets, in the spring-time, Catch the

a a -^- • •- -^ -*- 1^- -«- •«- -0-

-#

a - zure of the sky, They are car-ried out to slumber Sweetly where the violets lie.

^^
0-ft

•^- ^
t=tz±:

»-P>-r0-

175



NEW CHRISTIAN

MIDDLETOWN. 8s & 7s. D
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{ Found my dwelling| clothed and fed me, Furnished friends to cheer

D. C. 'Twas that still my step might has-ten Homeward, heavenward, to
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my way !

my God.
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Didst thou bless me, didst thou chasten. With thy smile or with thy rod,
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O HOW kindly hast thou led mo,
Heavenly Father, day by day

;

Found my dwelling, clothed and fed me,

Furnished friends to cheer my way !

Didst thou bless me, didst thoii chasten,

With thy smile or with thy rod,

'Twas that still my step might hasten
Homeward, heavenward, to my God.

GUIDANCE, 8s & 7s, D.

2 O how slowly have I often
Followed where thy hand would draw!

How thy kindness failed to soften !

How thy chastening failed to awe

!

Make me for thy rest more ready.
As thy path is longer trod

;

Keep me in thy friendship steady,
Till thou call me home, my God.

Grinfield,

Flotow.
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With thy smile or with thy rod, 'Twas that still my step might hasten

Homeward, heavenward, to my Godii
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WOLPOKD. 8s & 7s. D. English Melody.

Lord, with glowing heart I'll praise thee For the bliss thy love bestows

;

For the pardoning grace that saves me,
D. S. Thou must light the flame, or never

And the peace that from it flows, Help, Lord, my weak endeavor ; This dull soul to rapture raise

;

Can my love be warmed to praise,

S- -9- . J^\ ^ -.«-,-*-'*"
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Lord, with glowing heart I'll praise thee

For the 1 )liss thy love bestows

;

For the pardoning grace that saves me,

And the peace that from it flows.

Help, O Lord, my weak endeavor :

Tliis dull soul to rapture raise
;

Thou must light the tlame, or never
Can my love be warmed to praise.

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

Wretched wanderer, far astray,

Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee

From the path of death away;
Praise, with love's devoutest feeling,

Him who saw thy guilt-born fear,

And, the light of hope revealing,

Bade the blood-stained cross appear.

3 Lord, this bosom's ardent feeling

Vainly would my lips express;
Low before thy footstool kneeling,
Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless

;

Let thy grace, my soul's chief treasure.

Love's pure flame within me raise

;

And since words can never measure.
Let my life show forth thy praise.

S. F. Key.
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Take me, O my Father, take me

—

Take me, save me, through thy Son;

That which thou wouldst ha?e me, make me
;

Let thy will in me be done.

Long from thee my footsteps straying,
Thorny proved the way I trod

;

Weary come I now, and praying

—

Take me to thy love, my God.

2 Fruitless years with grief recalling,
Humbly I confess my sin

;

At tliy feet, O Father, falling.

To thy household take me in.

Freely now to thee I proffer
This relenting heart of mine;

Freely, life and soul I offer,

Gift unworthy love like thine.

3 Once the world's Eedeemer, dying,
Bore our sins upon tlie tree

;

On that sacrifice relying,
Now I look in hope to tliee.

Father, take me ! all forgiving.
Fold me to thy loving breast

:

Li thy love forever living,

I niust be forever blest.
Ray Palmer.
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Praise the God of all creation

;

Praise the Father's boundless love

;

Praise the Laml), our expiation

—

Priest and King, enthroned above;
Praise the Autlior of salvation

—

Him by whom our spirits live;

Undivided adoration
To the one Jehovah give.

Unknown.
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CLARINaTON. 83. D.

The angels that watched round the tomb, Where low the Redeemer was laid, \
When deep in mor - tal - i - ty's gloom He hid for a season his head

; j

D. S. witnessed his ris- ing, and swept The chords with the triumphs-of joy.
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That vailed their fair face while he slept, And ceased their sweet harps to employ, Have
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The angels that watched round the tomb,

Where low the Redeemer was laid,

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

;

That vailed their fair face while he slept,

And ceased their sweet harps to employ.

Have witnessed his rising, and swept
The chords with the triumphs ofjoy.

2 You saints, who once languished below,

But long since have entered your rest,

I pant to be glorified too,

To lean on Immanuel's breast.

The grave in which Jesus was laid

Has buried my guilt and my fears

;

And while I contemplate its shade.
The light of his presence appears.

3 O sweet is the season of rest,

Wlien life's weary journey is done !

The blush that spreads over its west,
The last lingering raj' of its sun

!

Though dreary the empire of night,
I soon shall emerge from its gloom,

And see immortalitj^'s light

Arise on the shades of the tomb.

DE FLEUET. 8s. D.

4 Then welcome the last rending sighs,

When these aching heart-strings shall break;

When death shall extinguish these eyes,

And moisten with dew the pale cheek.

No terror the prospect begets

—

I am not mortaHty's slave
;

The sunbeam of life, as it sets,

Paints a rainbow ofpeace o'er the grave.
Wm. B. Collver,

Lewis Edson.
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SMART. 8s. D.
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How shall I my Saviour set forth ? How shall I his beau-ties de - clare ? )

O how shall I speak of his worth, Or what his chief dig - ni-ties are ?
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How shall I my Saviour set forth ?

How shall I his beauties declare?
O how shall I speak of his worth,
Or what his chief dignities are?

His angels can never express,
Nor saints who sit nearest his throne,

How rich are his treasures of grace

—

No, this is a secret unknown.

2 In him all the fullness of God
Forever ti'anscendently shines;

Though once like a mortal he stood,

To finish his gracious designs.

iizi=:p=fz==f=t=j:'zzz-ji

Though once he was nailed to the cross,

Vile rebels like me to set free.

His glory sustained no loss,

Eternal his kingdom shall be.

3 O sinners, believe and adore
This Saviour, so rich to redeem :

No creature can ever explore
The treasures of goodness in him.

Come, all you who see yourselves lost.

And feel yourselves burdened with sin,

Draw near, while with terror you're tossed;

Obey, and your i^eace shall begin.
Maxwell.
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My gracious Eedeemer I love

;

His praises aloud I'll proclaim,
And join with the armies above,
To shout his adorable name.

To gaze on his glories divine
Shall be my eternal employ.

And feel thein incessantly shine,
My boundless, inefTable joy.

2 You palaces, scepters and crowns.
Your pride with disdain I survey

;

Your pomps are but shadows and sounds,

And pass in a moment away.
The crown that my Saviour bestows
Yon permanent sun shall outshine;

My joy everlastingly flows

—

My God, my Redeemer, is mine.
B. Francis.
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OLIPHANT, 8s, 7s & 4s. Arr. by Lowell Mason.
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God is in bis holy temple

:

All the earth keep silence here

;

Worship him in truth and spirit,

Reverence him with godly fear.

Holy, holy,
Lord of hosts, our Lord, appear.

ZION. 8s, 7s & 4s,

2 God in Christ reveals his presence,

Throned upon the merey-seat:
Saints, rejoice! and sinners, tremble}

Each prepare his God to meet

;

Lowly, lowly,
Bow adoring at his feet.

3 Hail him here M'ith songs of praises;

Him with prayers of faitn sur-
round

;

Hearken to his glorious gospel,
While the preacher's lii)s ex-

pound :

Blessed, blessed.

They who know the joyful sound.

J. Montgomery.

Thos. Hastings.
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HARWELL. 8s, 7s & 4s, or
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Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices Sonnd the note ofpraise above; ) See, he sits on yonder throne
(

Jesns reigns, and heaven rejoices—Jesus reigns, the God of love, ^ See, he sits
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Jesus rules the world alone, Halle-lu-jah ! halle - lu-jah ! Jesus rules the world alone.

Jesus rules the world alone.
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Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices

8()und the note of praise above

;

Jesus reifjns, and heaven rejoices

—

Jesus reigns, the God of love.

See, he sits on yonder throne

;

Jesus rules tlie world alone.
Hallekyah ! hallelujali

!

Jesus rules the world alone.

2 Jesus, hail ! whoso 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 ! hallelujah

!

Lord, we own it love divine,

3 King of glory, reign forever

—

Thine an everlasting crown:
Nothing from thy love shall sever
Those whom thou hast made thine own

;

Ha]}p3' objects of thy grace,

Destined to behold thv face.

Hallelujah ! hallelujah !

Destined to behold thy face.

4 Saviour, hasten thine appearing

;

Bring, O bring the glorious day,
When, the awful summons hearing,
Heaven and earth shall pass away.

Then, with golden harps, we'll .sing,

" Glory, glory to our King !

"

Hallelujah"! hallelujah

!

Glory, glory to our King !

Thos. Kelly.

524
On the mountain's top appearing,
Lo ! the sacred herald stands.

Welcome news to Zion bearing

—

Zion, long in hostile lands.
Mourning captive,

God himself will loose thy bands.

2 Has thy night been long and mournful?

Have thy friends unfaithful proved '?

Have thy foes been proud and scornful.

By thy sighs and tears unmoved?
Cease thy mourning

:

Zion still is well beloved.

3 God, thy God, will now restore thee

;

He hiniself appears thy Friend
;

All thy foes shall tlee before thee
;

Here their boasts and triumphs end

;

Great deliverance
Zion's King will surely send.

4 Peace and joy shall now attend thee;

All thy warfare now be pa.st

;

God, thy Saviour, will defend thee;
Vic-to-ry is thine at last;

All thy conflicts

End in everlasting rest.
Thos. Kellv.
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CORONAL. 8s, 7s & 4s, M. S., In "^Lute of Zion."

rLook, ye saints: the sight is rious— See the Man of Sor-rows now
|^

(From the fight re-turaed vie -to - rious i Ev - ery knee to him shall bow.j

§SEtfe^ -lezz:^ E

N 1

I
Crown him, croTOH him ; Crowns hecome the Victor's hrow, Crowns hecome the Victor's hrow.

525
Look, ye saints : the sight is glorious-

See the Man of Sorrows now
From the flglit returned victorious:
Every knee to him sliall bow.
Crown him, crown him:

Crowns become the Victor's brow.

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

:

In the seat of power enthrone him,
While the heavenly concert rings

;

Crown him, crown him :

Crown the Saviour King of kings.

MARTON. 8s, 7s & 4s.

3 Sinners in derision crowned him,
Mocking thus the Saviour's claim :

Saints and angels, crowd around him,
Own his title, praise his name

;

Crown him, crown him
;

Spread abroad the Victor's name.

4 Hark, those bursts of acclamation !

Hark, those loud, triumphant chords!

Jesus takes the highest station :

O what joy the sight aflbrds!
Crown liim, crown him

King of kings, and Lord of lords.
Thos. Kelly.

Anon.

I
O'er the gloomy hills of darkness, Look, my sonl ; he still and gaze ! 1 " Let thy glorious

I. All the promis - es do trav - ail With a glorious day of grace. I Bless-ed jubilee,

^
morning dawn, Bless-ed jubilee, Let thy glorious morning dawn. Let thy glorious morning dawn.

IS:
-y-

i-tife __^.
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CALVARY. 8s, 7s & 4s.

\=i=s^^
-^r-^ 1 1 ^

—

^-g.—a—i ^-^—^^

Samuel Stanley.
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See, it rends the rocks a - sun-der, Shakes the earth, and vails the sky.
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'It is finished!" "It is fin-ished!" Hear the dy- ing Sav-iour cry.

\J ^\J [First 7'erse in the }itusir.1

2 It is finished : O what pleasure
Do these precious words afford !

Heavenly blessings without measure
Flow to us from Christ the Lord.

It is finished

:

Saints, the djing words record.

3 Finished all the types and shadows
Of the ceremonial law !

Finished all that (iod had promised!
Death and hell no more shall awe.

It is tinishod

:

Saints, fi'om tiiis 3'our comfort draw.
I. Evans.

527
O'ER the gloomy hills of darkness.
Look, my soul ; be still and gaze :

All the proniises do travail

With a glorious day of grace.
Blessed jubilee.

Let thy glorious morning dawn.

2 Let the Indian, let the negro,
Let tlie rude barliarian see

That divine and glorious conquest
Once obtained 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 westtrn
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 dominion

Multii:)ly and still increase.

Sway thy scepter,

Saviour, all the world around.
W. Williams.
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PERON.
,
7s & 4s. Anon.

(Guide me, O thou great Je - ho vah
\ I am weak, but thou art might-y :

:2:qr?=:S=FSri=S:i=S=feFt=r:t=

Pilgrim through this bar-ren
Hold me with thy powerful
• 4* Iff:

land :

hand
;

Bread of heav-en, bread of heav-en,

528
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah,
Pilgrim through this barren hind

:

1 am weak, but thou art mighty :

Hold me with thy powerful hand

;

Bread of heaven.
Feed me till I want no more.

2 Open thou the crystal fountain
Whence the healing waters flow;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journey through
;

Strong Deliverer,

Be thou'still my strength and shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside;

Bear me through the swelling current,

Land me safe on Canaan's side

:

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.
W. Williams.

7s & 4s.EEQE¥T SQUARE.

i

529
Pkaise, my soul, the King of heaven

;

To his feet thy tribute bring

;

Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven,
Who like thee his i)rai.se should sing?

Praise him, praise him,
Praise the everlasting King.

2 Praise him for his grace and favor
To our fathers in distress;

Praise him, still the same forever,
Slow to chide and swift to bless

;

Praise him, praise him,
Glorious in his faithfulness.

3 Father-like he tends and spares us

;

Well our feeble frame he knows

;

In his hands he gently bears us

—

Rescues us from all our foes

:

Pi'aise him, praise him,
Widely as his mercy flows.

H. F. LvTE.
Henrv Smart.
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Praise, my soul, the King of heav-en

:

Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiv-en,
To Ills feet thy tribute bring:

^:^Et=ffTg^tES^EF^E'^EiEfeiE^EffE-(?^FgE|EdEf^
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Who like thee his craise should sing?
_

praise him, praise him, Praise him, praise him, Praise the ev-er-last-ing King,

5Zir:,«^r25—
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SIBERIA. 8s, 7s & 4s. S, B. Pond.
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Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing. Fill onr hearts with joy and peace j Let ns each.thy.love possessing,
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Triumph in re - deem-ing grace j refresh us, refresh ns. Traveling thro' this wilderness.
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Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing,

Fill our hearts with joy and jieace

;

Let us each, thy love possessing,
Triumph in redeeming grace;
O refi'esh us,

Traveling through this wilderness.

2 Thanks we give, and adoration,
For tlie gospel's joyful sound :

May tlie fruits of thy salvation
In our hearts and lives abound

;

May thy presence
With us evermore be found.

3 So, whene'er the signal's given
Us from earth to call away.

Borne on angels' wings to heaven,
Glad the summons to obey,
May we, ready,

Rise and reign in endless day.
_ _ . Shirley.

531
Yes, Ave trust the day is breaking,
Joyful times are near at hand

;

God, the mighty God, is speaking
By his word, in every land.
Mark his jjrogress

:

Darkness flies at his command.

2 While the foe becomes more daring.
While he " enters like a flood,"

God the Saviour is preparing
Means to spread his truth abroad

;

Every language
• Soon shall tell the love of God.

16

3 God of Jacob, high and glorious,
Let thy people see thy hand

;

Let the gospel be victorious
Through the world, in every land;
Let the idols

Perish, Lord, at thy command.
_ ^ ^ Thos. Kelly.

532
Lo ! HE comes, with clouds descending,

Once for favored sinners .'<lain;

Thousand thousand saints attending,
Swell the triumph of his train.

Hallelujah

!

Jesus now shall ever reign.

2 Every eye shall now behold him
Robed in dreadful majesty

;

Those who set at naught and sold him,

Pierced and nailed him to the tree,

Deeply wailing,
Shall the true Messiah see.

3 Every island, sea, and mountain,
Heaven and earth, shall flee away

;

All who hate him, must, confounded,
Hear the trump proclaim the day ;

Come to judgment

;

Come to judgment, come away.

4 Now redemption, long expected,
See in solemn pomp appear

:

All his saints, by man rejected,

Now shall meet him in the air.

Hallelujah

!

See the day of God nppear.
Charles Wesley.
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CHALLEN. 8s&7s. Peculiar.
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James Challen.
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Jesus wept : those tears are over, Bat his heart is still the same ; Kinsman, Friend, and Elder Brother,
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Is his ev-erlasting name. Saviour, who can love like thee, Gracious One of Beth-an - y?
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Jesus wept : those tears are over,
But his heart is still the same

;

Kinsman, Friend, and Elder Bi'other,

Is his everlasting name.
Saviour, who can love like thee.
Gracious One of Bethany ?

2 When the pangs of trial seize us,

When the waves of sorrow roll,

I will lay my head on Jesus

—

Pillow of the troubled soul.

Truly, none can feel like thee,
Weeping One of Bethany.

3 Jesus wept, and still, in glory.
He can mark each mourner's tear—

Living to retrace the story
Of the hearts he solaced here.

Lord, when I am called to die,

Let me think of Bethany.

4 Jesus wept : that tear of sorrow
Is a legacy of love

;

Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow,
He the same shall ever prove.

Thou art all in all to me.
Living One of Bethany.

EDWARD DENNV.

A. D. Fillmore.

We speak of the realms of the hlest, That country so bright and so fair, And oft are its
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glories confessed i But what must it he to he there ? But what must it he to be there t
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SORROWS. 6s, 5s & 7. J. P. Powell.
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Save the night-\\'ind's wail, When Christ, the Man
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of Sorrows, In tears and^
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sweat and blood, Prostrate in the gar-den, Raised his voice to God.

^"^' By mrmminii. '

534
Night, with etjon pinion,
Brooded o'er the vale

;

All around was silent,

Save the night-wind's wail,

When Christ, the INIan of Borrows,
In tears and sweat and blood.

Prostrate in the garden.
Raised his voice to God.

2 Smitten for offenses
Which were not his own,

He, for our transgressions,
Had to weep alone

;

:^1

No friend with words to comfort,
Nor hand to help was there,

When the Meek and Lowly
Humbly bowed in prayer.

3 Abba, Father, Father,
If indeed it may.

Let this cup of anguish
Pass from me, I pray.

Yet, if it must be suffered
By me, thine only Son,

Abba, Father, Father,
Let thy will be done.

L. H. Jameson.

535
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 pathways of gold.
Of its walls decked with jewels so rare,

Of its wonders and pleasures untold :

But wiiat must it be to be there!

.3 We speak of its freedom from sin,

From sorrow, temptation and care,

From trials without and within :

But what must it be to be there !

4 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

!

5 O Lord, in this valley of woe.
Our spirits for heaven prepare

;

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

Mrs. E. Mills.
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KAYNOLDS. 10s. Mendelssohn.
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Here, my Lord, I see thee face to face j Here would I touch and handle things unseen
j

Here grasp with firmer hand th'eternal grace, .And all my wea-ri-ness up-on thee lean.

536
Here, O my Lord, I sec thee face to face

;

Here avouUI I touch and handle things unseen

;

Here grasp with firmer liand th' eternal grace,
And all my weariness upon thee lean.

2 Here would I feed upon the bread of God
;

Here drink with thee the royal wine of heaven
;

Here would I lay aside each earthly load,
Here taste afresh the calm of sin forgiven.

3 Too soon we rise ; the symbols disappear;
The feast, though not the love, is passed and gone

;

The bread and wine remove, but thou art here

—

Nearer than ever—still my Shield and Sun.

4 Feast after feast thus comes and ]>asses by
;

Yet, passing, points to the glad feast above

—

Giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy.
The Lamb's great bridal feast of bliss and love.

HORATII'S BONAR.
MT. BLANC, p. M. English Melody.
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We are on our journey home, Where Christ, our Lord, is gone ; We shall meet around his throne,
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When he makes his peo-ple one, In the new, In the new Je - ru - sa - lem,

^ In the new Je-ru-sa-lem,
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EVENTIDE. 10s. W. H. Monk.

^^ip
A-bide with me : fast falls the e-ven- tide j

The darkness deep-ens ; Lord, with me a-bide
|
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When oth-er help- ers fail, and comforts flee, Help of the helpless, a-bide with me.

537
Abide with me: fast falls the eventide

;

The darkness deepens : Lord, with me abide;
When other lielpers fail, and comforts flee,

Help of the helpless, O abide with me.

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

;

Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away
;

Change and decay in all around I see :

O thoia who changest not, abide with me.

3 I need thy presence every passing hour

:

What but thy grace can foil the tempter's power?
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide Avith me.

4 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes

;

Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies :

Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee :

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.
H. F. Lyte.

538
"We are on our journey home.
Where Christ, our Lord, is gone

;

We shall meet around his throne,
When he makes his people one,
In the new Jerusalem.

2 Wo can see that distant home.
Though clouds rise dark between

;

Faith views the radiant dome,
And a luster flashes keen
From the new Jerusalem.

3 O holy, heavenly home !

O rest eternal there

!

When shall the exiles come
Where they cease from earthly care,

In the new Jerusalem ?

4 Our hearts are breaking now
Those mansions fair to see

:

O Lord, thy heavens bow.
And raise us up with thee

—

To the new Jerusalem.
Charles Beecher.

189



NEW CHRISTIAN

WESLEY. lis & lOs. Lowell Mason.
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Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning! Joy to the lands that in darkness have lain!
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Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning ; Zi-on in triamph be-gins her mild reign.
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Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning

!

Joy to the hinds that in darkness have lain !

Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning:
Zion in triumph begins her mild reign.

2 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning,
Long by the prophets of Israel foretold !

Hail to the millions from bondage returning !

Gentiles and Jews, the blest vision behold.

3 Lo! in the desert rich flowers are springing;
Streams ever copious are gliding along

;

Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are ringing

;

Wastes rise in verdure and mingle in song.

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

—

Praise to Jehovah ascending on high;
Fall'n are the engines of war and commotion,
Shouts of salvation are rending the sky.

Thos. Hastings

rREDERICK. lis. _ , Geo KiNGSLEY.
-i-

I would not live always) I ask not to stay Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way;
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The few cloudy mornings that dawn on us here Are enough for life's woes, full enough for its cheer.
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COMFORT. 10s & lis, From " Social Hymn and Tune-Book."

Though troubles assail, and dangers affright, Though friends should all fail, and foes all unite
i

Yet one thing secures us, what-ev-er betide— The Scripture assures us, the Lord will provide.

540
Though troubles assail and dangers afFrigbt,

Though friends should all fail, and foes all unite;
Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide,

The Scripture assures us, the Lord will provide.

2 The birds, without barn or store-house are fed

:

From them let us learn to trust for our bread
;

His saints what is fitting shall ne'er be denied,
So long as 'tis written, the Lord will provide.

8 We may, like the ships, by tempests be tossed
On perilous deeps, but can not be lost

;

Though Satan enrages the wind and the tide,

The promise engages, the Lord will i^rovide.

4 His call we obey, like Abram of old.

Not knowing our way, but faith makes us bold
;

For though we are strangers, we have a good Guide,
And trust, in all dangers, the Lord will provide.

John Newton.

541
1 WOULD not live always; I ask not to stay
Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way

;

The few cloudy mornings that dawn on us here
Are enough for life's woes, full enough for its cheei*.

2 I would not live always ; no, welcome the tomb

!

Since Jesus has lain there, T 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 always, aw^ay from his God,
Away from you 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 ?
W. A. Muhlenberg.
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SLEEP THY LAST SLEEP, lOs. (Qu.-irtet.) Joseph Barney.
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Sleep thy last sleep, free from care and sorrow; Rest, where none weep, till th'etemal morrow
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Though dark waves roll o'er the si - lent riv - er, Thy fainting soul Jesns can deliver.
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Sleep thy last sleep, free from care and sorrow

;

Rest, where none weep, till th' eternal morrow

:

Though dark waves roll o'er the silent river,

Thy fainting soul Jesus can deliver.

2 Life's dream is past, all its sin, its sadness
;

Brightly at last dawns a day of gladness :

Under the sod, earth, receive our treasure,
To rest in God, waiting all his pleasure.

3 Though we may mourn those in life the dearest,
They shall return, Christ, when thou appearest

;

Soon shall thy voice comfort those now weeping.
Bidding rejoice all in Jesus sleeping.

E. A. Dayman.
SILENT NI&HT. 6, 6, 9, 9, 6. . ^^

German Melody.
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THOU ART GONE TO THE GRAVE. 12s & lis.
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Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not deplore thee,
Though sorrows and darkness encompass tile tomb;

The Saviour has passed through its portals before thee.
And the lamp of his love is thy guide through the gloom.

2 Thou art gone to the grave; we no longer behold thee,

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by thy side

;

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold thee,
And sinners may hojoe, since the Saviour has died.

3 Thou art gone to the grave, and, its mansion forsaking,
Perchance thy weak spirit in doubt lingered long

;

But the sunshine of heaven beamed bright on thy waking,
And the sound thou didst hear was the seraphim's song.

4 Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not deplore thee,
Since God was thy Ransom, tliy Guardian, thy Guide;

He gave thee, he took thee, and lie will restore thee

;

And death has no sting, since the Saviour has died. R. Heber,

544
SiLKNT night ! hallowed night

!

Land and deep silent sleep !

Softly glitters bright Bethlehem's star,

Beckoning Israel's eye from afar.

Where the Saviour is born.

2 Silent night! hallowed night!
On the plain wakes the strain.

17

Sung by heavenly harbingers bright,
Fraught with tidings of boundless delight:

Christ the Saviour has come.

3 Silent night! hallowed night

!

Earth awake, silence break

;

High your anthems of melody raise,

Heaven and earth in full chorus of praise

:

Peace forever shall reign.
Unknown.
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DYKES. 7s. 61. J. B. Dykes.
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;

J ^—rC 1^^
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Let the wa - ter and the blood, From thy riv - en side which flowed,

mi-
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Be of sin the doub- le cure, Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

-a-g-^

Ot-O \To other tune, No. 6oo.J

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me bide myself in thee;
Let tlie v.ater and the blood,
From thy riven side which flowed.
Be of sin the double cure,

Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

2 Not the labor of my hands
Can fulfill the law's demands

;

Could my zeal no respite know.
Could my tears forever flow.
All for sin could not atone

;

Thou must save, and thou alone.

3 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my heart-strings break in death,

When I soar to worlds unknown.
See thee on thy judgment throne,
Rock of Ages, cleft for me.
Let me hide myself in thee.

A. M. TOPLADY.

-i ^
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" Till he come :

" O let the words
Linger on the trembling chords;
Let the little while between
In their golden light be seen

;

Let us think how heaven and home
Lie beyond that—"Till he come."

2 When the weary ones we love
Enter on their rest above,
Seems the earth so poor and vast,
All our life-joy overcast?
Hush ! be every murmur dumb

:

It is only—"Till he come."

3 See, the feast of love is spread :

Drink the wine, and break the bread-
Sweet memorials—till the Lord
Call us round his heavenly board

—

Some from earth, from glory some,
Severed only— " Till he come."

E. H. BiCKERSTETH.
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LUX BENIGNA. 10s & 4s.
> > > ly i>^

t^^: ^^rH v->-
J. B. Dykes.
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Lead, kindly Light ! amid th'encircling gloom, Lead thou me on. The night is
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dark, and I am far from home : Lead thou me on. Keep thou my feet : I
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do not ask to see
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The dis-tant scene ; one step e-nough for me
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Lead, kindly Light ! amid th' encircling gloom,

Lead thou me on.

The night is dark, and I am far from home

:

Lead thou me on.
Keep thou my feet : J do not ask to see

The distant scene ; one step enough for me.

2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou
Shouldst lead me on.

I loved to choose and see my path ; but now
Lead thou me on.

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears,

Pride ruled my will. Remember not past years.

3 So long thy power has blest me, sure it still

Will lead me on.
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till

The night is gone.
And with the morn those angel faces smile
"Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile.

J. H. Newman.
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NEW CHRISTIAN HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

FADING, STILL FADING. P. M., with Eefrain. F. V. Weisen'thal.

Fading, still fading, the last beam is shining ; Father in heaven, the day is de - dining j

Safety and innocence flee with the light, Temptation and danger walk forth with the night.

^w^^m
0~\- (Z—e-

UU-M-^I*:-p+p^-^TrFp
-h-R^->-^F |—h-h-F^

From the fall of the shade till the morning bells chime, Shield ns from danger, keep us from crime.

Father, have mercy. Father, have mercy, Father, have mercy, thro' Jesns Christ our Lord. Amen.

548
Fading, still fading, the last beam is shining

;

Father in heaven, the day is declining:
Safety and innocence flee with the light,

Temptation and danger walk forth with the night.
From the fall of the sliade till the morning bells chime,
Shield us from danger, keep vis from crime.

—

Kef.

2 Father in heaven, O hear when we call

;

Hear, for Christ's sake, who is Saviour of all.

Feeble and fainting, we trust in thy might;
In doubting and darkness thy love be our light

;

Let us sleep on thy breast wliile the night taper burns,
Wake in thine arms when morning returns.

—

Ref.
Selina Huntington.
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HYMN A^D TUNE-BOOK.
PART II.

REJOICE AND BE GLAD. P. M,, with Refrain.

^r4=^

Rejoice and be glad : the Redeemer has come.

*—#—•--*—

English Melody

iS'^JS^iPMitii'
Go look on his cradle, his cross, and his tomb.

KKFKAIN.

—#-r-i("g
him who was slain;

(For lad verse.)

fi- 42-

He liv-eth

He com-eth

r-
gain.

gain.

f Sound his praises, tell the sto - ry
* Sound his praises, tell with gladness,

-t--

•J^^ [First Terse in the Dtusic]

2 Rejoice and be glad : for the blood has been shed
;

Redemjition is finished, the price has been paid.

3 Rejoice and be glad : for the Lamb that was slain,

O'er death is triumphant, »nd liveth again.

4 Rejoice and be glad : for our King is on liigh
;

He pleadeth for us on liis throne in the sky.

5 Rejoice and be glad ; for he cometh again

—

He cometh in glory, the Laanb that was slain.
H. BONAR.
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We praise thee, O God, for the Son of thy love,

For Jesus who died, and is now gone above.

2 We praise thee, O God, for thy Spirit of light,

Who has shown us our Saviour, and scattered our night.

3 All glory and praise to the Lamb that was slain,

Who has borne all our sins, and hns cleansed every' stain

!

4 All glory and praise to the God of all grace.

Who has bought us, and sought us, and guided our ways

!

5 Revive us again ; fill each heart with thy love;
May each soul be rekindled with fire from above.

W. p. Mackey.
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HE LEADETH ME. L, M., with Eefrain.or L. M. D. Wm. B. Bradbury.
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He leadeth me: bless-ed thought! words with heavenly comfort fraught ! Whate'er I do, wher-
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his own hand he leadeth mej His faithful follower I would he, For hy his hand he leadeth me.
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He leadeth me : O blessed thought

!

words with heavenly comfort fraught!

Whate'er I do, where'er I be,

Still, 'tis God's hand that leadeth me.—Ref,

2 Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gloom,

Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom,

By waters still, o'er troubled sea

—

Still, 'tis God's hand that leadeth me.

—

Ref.
3 Lord, I would clasp thy hand in mine,

Nor ever murmur or repine;
Content, whatever lot I see,

Since 'tis my God that leadeth me.

—

Ref.

4 And when my task on earth is done,

When by thy grace the victory's won,

E'en death's cold wave I will not flee,

Since God thro' Jordan leadeth me.

—

Ref.
r-rrcs J. H. Gilmore.

The Lord himself doth condescend
To be my Shepherd and my Friend

;

1 on his faithfulness rely.

His car«i shall all my wants supply.

In pastures green he doth me lead,

And there in safety makes me feed
;

Refreshing streams are ever nigh.
My thirsty soul to satisfy.

2 When strayed, or languid, I complain,

His grace revives my soul again
;

For his name's sake in ways upright
He makes me walk with great delight.

Yea, when death's gloomy vale I tread,

With joy, e'en there, I'll lift my head

;

From fear and dread he'll keep me free,

His rod and staff shall comfort me.

3 Thou spread'st a table, Lord, for me,

While foes with spite thy goodness see

;

Thou dost my head with oil anoint,
And a full cup for me appoint.
Goodness and mercy shall to me.
Through all my life extended be;
And when my pilgrimage is o'er,

I'll dwell with thee for evermore.
New York Dutch Reformed Collection of
Psalms.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

SWEET HOUR OF PRATER. L
4-^T—r , ^H K

Wm. B. Bradbury.

Sweet hour of prayer, sweet tour of prayer, That calls me from a world of care, And bids me, at my
D, S. And oft escaped the^ 4L ^ ^ ^ ^ _ r^ _,_ _

4i.
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Father's throne. Make all my wants and wishes known ; j In seasons of distress and grief \
tempter's snare, By thy return, sweet hour of prayer, t. My soul has oft-en found re - lief, ^
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Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer,

That calls nie from a world of care,

And bids me, at my Father's throne,
Make all my wants and wishes known !

In seasons of distress and grief

My soul has often found relief,

And oft escaped the tempter's snare,
By thy return, sweet hour of prayer.

2 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer,

Tiie joy I feel, the bliss I share
Of those whose anxious spirits burn
With strons? desires for thy return !

With such I hasten to the place
Where God, my Saviour, shows his face.

And gladly take my station there.

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.

3 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer,

Thy wings shall my petition bear
To him whose trutli and faithfulness

Engage the waiting soul to bless

;

And since he bids me seek his face,

Believe his Avord, and trust his grace,
I'll cast on him my every care.

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.

W. W. Walford.

YOUNG. L.M. D.
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And is the gospel peace and love ?

Such let our conversation be

—

The serpent blended with the dove,
Wisdom and meek simplicity.

Whene'er the angry passions rise

And tempt our thoughts or tongues to strife,

On Jesus let us fix our eyes,
Bright pattern of the Christian life.

2 O how benevolent and kind !

How mild I how ready to forgive !

Be his tlie temper of our mind,
And his the rules by which we live.

To do his heavenly Father's will
Was his emplojment and delight

;

Humility, and love, and zeal

Shone througli his life divinely bright.

3 Dispensing good where'er he came,
Tlie labors of his life were love:

O if we love the Saviour's name,
Let his divine example move

!

Thy fair example may we trace,

To teach us what we ought to be

;

Make us, by thy transforming grace,
Lord Jesus, daily more like thee.

Anne Steele.

Anon.

SzEf:r^zS=S:bS:;zBrg=s^gzFgz^?=g;g£Fs.^zzBiiiiiiS=ti=^2-Siii:;zzEi
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LOVING KINDNESS
^^i-^l

American Melody.

Awake, my soul, to joyful lays, He justly claims a song from mo—
And sing the great Redeemer's praise

:

.0- -«- -^ .ti
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sJ.

ill^JlfiSiaii
His loving kindness, how free

!

,

His loving kindness, how free!

His loving kindness, loving kindness,

555
Awake, my soul, to joyful lays,

And sing the gi'eat Iledeemer's praise:

He justly claims a song from me—
His loving kindness, O how free!

2 He saw me ruined in the fall,

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all;

He saved me from my lost estate

—

His loving kindness, O how great I

3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,

Thougli earth and hell my way oppose,

He safelj" leads my soul along ;

—

His loving kindness, O how strong

!

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
Has gathered thick and thundered loud,

He near my soul has always stood

—

His loving kindness, O how good !

HAPPY DAY. L. M,, with Chorus.

=i: --=J=q=f

Samuel Medley.

E. F. Rlmhault.
'jS- CHORUS.

r m» r *•

J
happy day, that fixed my choice On thee, my Saviour and my God ! \ Hap-py day, hap-py day,

l Well may this glowing heart rejoice. And tell its raptures all abroad. 1 D, S. Happy day, happy day.
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Fine.

When Je - sus washed my sins a -way; r He taught me how to watch and pray,
]

When Je - sus washed my sins a -way! I And live re-joic-ing ev - ery day. /
-m. -f^ -e. -fsi- . -
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O HAPPY day, that fixed my choice
On thee, my Saviour and my God !

Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.

—

Cho.

2 O happy bond, that seals my vows
To him who merits all my love

!

Let cheerful anthems fill his house,
While to that sacred shrine I move.

—

Cho.

3 'Tis done, the great transaction's done

;

I am my Lord's and he is mine;
He drew me, and I followed on,

Charmed to confess the voice divine.—Cho.

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart.
Fixed on this blissful center, rest;

Here have I found a nobler part,

Here heavenly pleasures fill my breast.

—

Cho.
Philip Doddridge.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

WOODWOETH. L, M. \Vm. B. Bradcury.

mm^
I am, with-out one plea, But that thy blood was shed forJust as
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And that thou bidd'st me come

f-l
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Just as I am, without one pica,

But that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bidd'stme come to thee,

O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

2 Just as I am, and waiting not
To rid my soul of one dark blot;

To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot,

O Lamb of God, 1 come, I come.

3 Just as I am, though tossed about
With manj' a conflict, many a doubt;
With fears within, and foes without

—

O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

O Lamb of

of Gi^low & Main.

God, I come,

iiisii

i

4 Just as I am, poor, wretclied, blind,

—

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,
Yea, all I need, in thee to find

—

O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

5 Just as I am—thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, i^ardon, cleanse, relieve,

Because thy promise I believe

—

O Lamb of God, I come, 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, I come.

Chaklotte Elliott.

EETREAT.
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From ev - ery storm-y wind that blows. From ev
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Tugs. Hastings.—I U-J
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• ery swell-ing tide of woes.

sure re-treat Tis found be-neath the mer-cy
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yJ^JO [J^i'rst verse in the 7>zusic
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2 There is a place where Jesus sheds
The oil of gladness on our heads—
A i^lace than all besides more sweet

;

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,

W^here friend holds fellowship with friend;

Though sundered far, by faith they meet

Around one common mercy-seat.

4 Ah ! whither could we flee for aid.

When tempted, desolate, dismayed

;

Or how the host of hell defeat.

Had suflTering souls no mercy-seat?

5 There, there on eagle wings we soar,

And sin and sense seem all no more;
And heaven comes down our souls to greet,

And glory crowns the mercy-seat.

6 O let my hand forget her skill.

My tongue be silent, cold, and still.

This bounding heart forget to beat,

Ere I forget the mercy-seat.
H- Stowexi.,
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CHESTNUT STREET,

Life is the time to serve the Lord, The time t' insure the great reward ; And while the lamp holds

fi- -=--#

559
Life is the time to serve the Lord,
The time t' insure the great reward

;

And while the lamp holds out to burn,

O hasten, sinner, to return.

2 Life is the hour that God has given
T' escape from hell, and fly to heaven

;

The day of grace, when rnortals 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 :

O may we all receive thy grace,
And see with joy thy smiling face.

Isaac Watts.
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O DO not let the word depart,
And close thine eyes against the light

;

Poor sinner, harden not thine heart:
Thou wouldst be saved : why not to-night?

2 To-morrow's sun may never rise,

To bless thy long deluded sight

;

Tliis is the time : O then be Avise

—

Thou wouldst be saved : why not to-night ?

3 Our God in pity lingers still,

And wilt thou thus his love requite?

Renounce at once thy stubborn will

:

Thou wouldst be saved : why not to-night?

4 Our blessed Lord refuses none
Who would to him their souls unite;

Believe, obey him, and 'tis done :

Thou wouldst be saved : why not to-night?
Unknown.

ROSECRANS. L, M., with Refrain. J. H. Fillmore.

do not let the word depar*,
_

Poor sinner, harden not thine heart:
And close thine eyes against the light;

':ff: .*. A

r U w r f~ r i^

REFRAIN.
I 1 N I

Repeatp« Cres.
, ,.

Thou wouldst he saved ! why not to-night ?

^J»=:^-

i

Why not to-night?
Thou wouldst he saved : why'not to-night ?

why not
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

THE FOUNDATION-STONE. L. M., with Chorus.

There stands a Kock, on shores of time, That rears to heaven its head sub - lime

'

tr
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That Rock is cleft, and they are hlest Who find with - in this cleft a rest.

Some build their hopes on the ever-drifting sand, Some on their fame or their treasure or their land
j
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Mine's on the Rock that for - ev - er shall stand, Je - sns, the " Rock of A - ges."
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There stands a Rock, on shores of time,

That rears to heaven its head sublime

;

That Rock is cleft, and they are blest

Who find within this cleft a rest.

CHO.^Some build their hopes on the
ever-drifting sand,

8ome on their fame or their treasure
or their land

;

Kline's on the Rock that forever shall stand,

Jesus, the " Rock of Ages."

2 That Rock's a cross, its arms outspread,

Celestial glory bathes its head

;

To its firm base my all I bring.

And to the Cross of Ages cling.—Cho.

3 That Rock's a Tower, whose lofty
height,

Illumed with heaven's unclouded light,

Opes wide its gates beneath the dome,
Where saints find rest with Christ at

home.—Cho.

S, S. Jojtrnal.
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FOUNTAIN. C. M.

-^
American Melody,
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There is a fountain filled with blood, Drawn from Immanuel's veins; And sinners, plnnged he-
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neath that flood. Lose all their guilty stains, Lose all their guilty stains, Lose all their guilty stains.
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2 The dying thief rejt)iced to see
That fountain in liis day

;

And tliere have I, as vile as he,

Washed all my sins away.

3 O Lamb of God, th.y precious blood
Shall never lose its power,

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

EEMEMBER ME. 0. M., with Eefrain.

the sin - ner's
re - mem - bar

4 E'er since by faith I saw the stream
Tliy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till T die.

5 And when this lisping, stammering tongue

Lies silent in the grave,
Then, in a nobler, sweeter song

I'll sing thy power to save,
Wm. Cowper.

Asa Hull.

iliil?l?J^iisM^18
friend ; As such I look to thee

:

me, O Lord, re - mem-ber me

;
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jf thy love, O Lord, re - mem-ber me.
jf thy love, O Lord, re - mem-ber me.

_— 1 u i:_i 1^ \^ b«—( L

OO *J {^First verse in the music^

2 Remember thy pure word of grace,
Remember Calvary

;

Remember all thy promises.
And then remember me.

—

Ref.

3 Thou mighty Advocate with God,
I yield myself to thee

:

While tliou art sitting on thy throne,
O Lord, remember me.

—

Ref.

[ Ta other tune. No. 26.]

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

;

Yet thy .salvation's free :

Then in thy all-abounding grace,
Lord, remember me.

—

Rep.

5 And when I closemy eyes in deaths
And creature helps all flee.

Then, O my great Redeemer, Lord,
1 pray, remember me.

—

Rep.
Richard Buknham,
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MAITLAND.

565
Return, O wanderer, now return,
And seek thy Father's face:

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

2 Return, O wanderer, now return:
He hears thy humble sigh

;

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

3 Return, O wanderer, now return :

Thy Saviour bids thee live :

Go to his feet, and grateful learn
How freely he'll forgive.

4 Return, O wanderer, now return.

And wipe the falling tear:

Thy Father calls—no longer mourn :

'Tis love invites thee near.
W. B. COLLYER.

A. D. Fillmore.

/Re - turn, O wan - derer, now re - turn, And seek thy Fa-ther's face:)
de - sires which in thee burn Were kin-died by his grace, j

564
Must Jesus bear the cross alone.
And all the world go free ?

No ; there's a cross for every one.
And there's a cross for me.

2 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.

3 Upon the crystal pavement, down
At Jesus' pierced feet,

Joyful I'll cast my golden crown.
And his dear name rei:)eat.

4 O precious cross ! O glorious crown

!

O resurrection day

!

Ye angels, from the stars come down.
And bear my soul away.

T. Shepherd.

PASSING AWAY. C. M., with Chonis.

\ Those new
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KEW CHRISTIAN

MT, PISGAH, C.M. American Melody.
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Am sol - dier of the cross, A fol - lower of the Lamb,
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Am I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb,
And shall I fear to own his cause.

Or blush to speak his name?

2 Must I be carried to the skies
On flowery beds of ease,

While others fought to win the jjrize.

And sailed through bloody seas?

3 Are there no foes for me to face ?

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,
To help me on to God?

4 Sure I must fight if I would reign :

Increase my courage, Lord.
I'll bear the toil, endure the pain.
Supported by thy word.

6 Thy saints, in all this glorious war,
Shall conquer, though they die

;

They see the triumph from afar.

With Faith's discerning eye.

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,

And all thine armies shine,

In robes of victory through the skies,

The glory shall be thine.

567
I'm not ashamed to own my Lord,
Nor to defend his cause

;

Maintain the honor of his word.
The glory of his cross.

Isaac Watts.

2 Jesus, my Lord, I know his name,
His name is all my trust

;

Nor will lie put my soul to shame,
Nor let my hope be lost.

o Firm as his throne his promise stands,

And lie 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 for me a place.

_ _ _ Isaac Watts.
568
Ye jien and angels, witness now

:

Before the Lord we si:»eak

;

To him we make our solemn vow

—

A vow we dare not break

—

2 That, long as life itself shall last,

Ourselves to Christ we yield

;

Nor from his cause will we depart,
Or ever quit the field.

3 We trust not in our native strength,
But on his grace rely:

May he, with our returning wants.
All needful aid supply.

4 O guide our doubtful feet aright.
And keep us in thy ways

;

And, while we turn our vows to prayers,

Turn thou our joraj-ers to praise.
Benj. Beddome.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

VAIL. 0. M., with Chorus. S. J. Vail.

Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed? And did my Sovereign die? Would he devote that sacred head
D, C. Yes, Jesus died for all mankind ! Bless God, salvation's free.

:2=:^ :4
-^-^—

1

CBBORl'S
^-4

For such a

5 w-
^9 O-

worm as

| r-l H l-Kt—N|—l^-l—ri zi—a-j-*—^^-P^^ n

I? Je sus died for yo^i

^1^;
'J'J ^ [j'vVj/ verse in the mtisic?^

2 Was it for crimes that I had done
He groaned upon the tree ?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

—

Cho.
3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

Wlien God's own Son was crucified
For man the creature's sin.^CHO.

Je - sus died for

Sil]
4 Thus might I hide my blushing face

While his dear cross api:»ears,

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
And melt mine eyes to tears. —Ciio.

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.

—

('ho.
Isaac Watts.

I BELIEVE. C. M,, with Eefrain,
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Anon.
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And through his blood, his

less and lone, When from thy truth
precious blood, I shall from sin

stray,
free.

r|===P=
^^p^=.^ff—^^

;l^=^^=^.&=J^it=[
^J ' ^ \First verse in the music.
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2 Lord, I believe; but gloomy fears

Sometimes bedim my sight

;

I look to thee with prayers and tears,

And cry for strength and light.

—

Ref.

3 Lord, I believe ; but oft, I know,
My faith is cold and weak

:
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My weakness strengthen, and bestow
The confidence I seek.

—

Ref.

4 Yes, I. believe; and only thou
Canst give my soul relief:

Lord, to thy truth my spirit bow;
"Help tliou mine unbelief."

—

Ref.
J. R. Wrefokd.



NEW CHRISTIAN

WHERE'ER THOU GOEST. C. M., with Chorus.
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T. E. Hall.
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Wher-e'er thou goest I will go ; Dear Saviour, lead the wayi Just where, or how, I do not know,
D. S, Where'er thou goest I will go,

eas^fetEE^
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But thou'lt not lead a-stray. Wher-e'or thou goest I will go. Near thee I'll keep each day;
Through all life's weary w.iy.
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Where'er thou goest I will go

:

Dear Saviour, lead the way

:

Just where, or how, I do not know,
But thou'lt not lead astray.—Cho

2 Where'er thou goest I will go,

Though up the mountain steep

;

A faitliful Guide thou art, I know,
So close to thee I'll keep,—Cno.

COWPER. C. M.
:^=3— --J

\J
Co(ijriBlit, ISTa, bj Aau UuU.

3 Where'er thou goest I will go,

Though in some lonely dell

;

Thou wilt be there—how sweet to know

:

And cheerless hours dispel.

—

Cho.

4 Where'er thou goest I will go.
Through all my life's rough way

;

And, at its end, I'll pass, I know.
Into an endless day.

—

Cho.
T. E.Hall.

Lowell Mason.
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O what amazing words of grace Are in the gos - pel found, Suit ed to

ev - ery sinner's case Who hears the joy-ful sound ! Who hears the joy-ful sound !

J I I I I I
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O what amazing words of grace
Are in the gospel found,

Suited to every sinner's case
Who hears the joyful sound !

2 Come, then, with all your wants 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 Millions of sinners, vile as you,
Have here found life and peace

:

Come, then, and prove its virtues, too,

And drink, adore, and bless.
Samuel Medley.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

ON JORDAN'S STORMY BANKS. 0. M., with Choms.

:p:t ^
T. C. O'Kane.

-jia—SL-<g-5-

1. On Jor-dan's storm-y banks I stand, And cast a wish - ful eye
2. O'er all those wide - ex - tend-ed plains Shines one e - ter - nal day;
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To Ca-naan's fair and hap- py land, Where my pos - ses - sions lie.

There God, the Sun, for - ev - er reigns. And scat - ters night a - way.
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3 When shall I reach that happy place,

And be forever blest?
When shall I see my Father's face
And in his bosom rest?

—

Cho.

18

4 Filled with delight, my raptured soul

Would here no longer stay

;

Though Jordan's waves around me roll,

Fearless I'd launch away.

—

Cho.
Samuel Stennett.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

PURER IN HEART. 6s & 4s. D. J. H. Fillmore.

Purer in heart, O God, Help me to be ; May I devote my life 'Wholly to thee.

I ^ ^ J

§^^Egii^ -rj- i

Watch thou my wayward feet,Guideme w^ith counsel sweet ; Purer in heart, Help me to be.
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Purer in heart, O God,
Help nie to be

;

May I devote ray life

Wholly to thee.

"Watch thou my wayward feet,

Guide me with counsel sweet

;

Purer in heart,

Help me to be.

2 Purer in heart, O God,
Help me to be

;

Teach me to do thy will
Most lovingly.

MORE LOVE. 6s&4s. D.

Be thou my Friend and Guide,
Let me with thee abide

;

Purer in heart,
Help me to be.

3 Purer in heart, O God,
Help me to be

;

That I thy holy face
One day may see.

Keep me from secret sin,

Reign thou my soul within

;

Purer in heart,
Help me to be.

Mrs. a. L. Davison.

T. E. Perkins.

More love to thee, O Christ ! More love to thee ! Hear thou the prayer I make,
D. S. More love, O Christ, to thee.

^^^=£ -^—a-

i m
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D. S.
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H

— —# i=s=r;

On bended knee

;

More love to thee !

This is my ear - nest plea—More love, O Christ, to thee !

^ L^^_

•#- -^ -^ -^ 42.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

BETHANY. 6s & 4s. D Lowell Mason.

#-T-* .^ '

Near my God, to thee, Near-er to thee ; E'en though it be a cross
D. S. Near - er, my God, to thee,

ms.

jj—I,—J—,=L^_L _ . L

shall be, Near-er, my God, to thee !
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Nearer, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee

;

E'en though it be a cross
That raisetb me

!

Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to thee

!

Nearer to thee

!

2 Tbough like the wanderer,
Daylight all gone.

Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone

;

Yet, in my dreams I'd be
Nearer, my God, to thee.

Nearer to thee.

3 There let the way appear.
Steps unto heaven

;

All that thou seiadest me.
In mercy given

;

Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee.

4 Then, with my waking thoughts

Bright with thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs

Bethel!' 11 raise;

So by my woes to be
Nearer, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee.

5 Or if, on joyful wing,
Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,

Upward I fly

;

Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to thee !

Nearer to thee

!

Mrs. S. F. Adams.

576
More love to thee, O Christ,
More love to thee !

Hear thou the prayer I make
On bended knee

:

This is my earnest plea

—

More love, O Christ, to thee !

More love to thee !

2 Once earthly joy I craved

—

Sought peace and rest

;

Now thee alofte I seek :

Give what is best.

211

This all my prayer shall be-
More love, O Christ, to thee

;

INIore love to thee !

3 Then shall my latest breath
Whisper thy praise;

This be the parting cry
INIy heart shall raise

—

This still its prayer shall be.

More love, O Christ, to thee !

More love to thee !

Mrs. E. p. Prentiss.



NEW CHRISTIAN

I NEED THEE. 6s & 4s., with Refrain.
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Robert Lowry.

m
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peace af - ford. I need thee, O I need thee ; Every hour I need thee. O bless me
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ome to thee.
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now, my Saviour : I come to thee.

R77*^ ' ' \^First verse in the }nusic.'\

2 I need thee every hour :

Stay thou near by

—

Temptations lose tlieir power
When thou art nigh.—Ref,

DEPENDENCE. 6s & 4s, D.

3 I need thee every hour,
In joy or pain :

Come quielvly and abide,
Or life is vain.

—

Ref.

4 I need thee every hour :

Teach me thy will,

And thy rich promises
In me fulfill.—Ref.

5 I need thee every hour.
Most Holy One

:

O make me thine indeed,
Thou blessed Son.

Mrs. E. p. Prentiss.

Anon.

/Clin
tClinng

§iii^-

to the Might-y One, Cling
to the Ho - ly One, He
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Cling to the Gracious One,
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the Faithful One, He
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

OLIVET. es&4s, 71.

:b=¥

My faith looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Cal - va-ry, Sav - iour di-vine ;
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( Now hear me while I pray ;

)

I Take all my guilt a -way; J O let me, from this day, Be whol - ly thine.
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My faith looks up to thee,
Thou Lamb of Calvary,
Saviour divine

:

Now hear me while I pray;
Take all my guilt away

;

O let me, from this day,
Be wholly thine.

2 May thy rich grace impart
Strength to my fainting heart,
My zeal inspire

;

As thou hast died for me,
O may my love to thee
Pure, warm, and changeless be

—

A living fire.

3 "While life's dark maze I tread,
And griefs around me spread.
Be thou my guide

;

Bid darkness turn to day,
Wipe sorrow's tears away,
Nor let me ever stray
From thee aside.

4 When ends life's transient dream,

When death's cold, sullen stream
Shall o'er me roll.

Blest Saviour, then, in love,
Fear and distress remove

;

O bear me safe above

—

A ransomed soul.
Ray Palmer.

579
Cling to the Mighty One,
Cling in thy grief;

Cling to the Holy One,
He gives relief;

Cling to the Gracious One,
Cling in thy pain;

Cling to the Faithful One,
He will sustain.

2 CHng to the Living One,
Cling in thy woe

;

Cling to the Loving One
Through all below

;

Cling to the Pardoning One,
He speaketh peace

;

Cling to the Healing One,
Anguish shall cease.

3 Cling to the Bleeding One.
Cling to his side

;

Cling to the Risen One,
In him abide

;

Cling to the Coming One,
Hope shall arise

;

Cling to the Reigning One,
Joy lights thine eyes.

Henry Bennett,
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NEW CHRISTIAN

MT PRATER, 6s & 5s. D. P. P. Bliss.
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More ho - li-ness give me, More strivings with-in j More patience in suffer-ing,
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More sor - row for sin

;
More faith in my Sav - ionr, More sense of his care

j
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More joy in his service, More purpose in prayer,

^
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More holiness give me,
More strivings witliin

;

More patience in suffering,
More sorrow for sin

;

More faitli in my Saviour,
More sense of his care

;

More joy in his service,
More purpose in prayer.

EXCELSIOR, 6s&5s, D.

2 More gratitude give me,
More trust in the Lord

;

More pride in his glory.
More hope in his word

;

More tears for his sorrows,
More pain at his grief;

More meekness in trial,

INIore praise for relief.

3 More purity give me.
More strength to o'ercome

;

More freedom from earth-stains,
More longings for home

;

More fit for the kingdom.
More useful I'd be

;

More blessed and holy.
More, Saviour, like thee.

p. P. Bliss.
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I would be in mind, Dearer yet and dear-er
D. S. Pa-tient-ly be- liev -ing
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Ev - ery du - ty find; Hop-ing still, and trust-ing God with-out a fear,
He will make all clear.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

HOW CAN 1 BUT LOVE HIM? 6s & 5s, with Refrain. E. S. LORENZ.

So ten - der, so pre-cious, My Sav - iour to me ) So true and so gra - cious,
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I've found him to he; How can I but love him? But love him, but love him?
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There's no friend above him, Poor sinner, for thee.

Sl^Sli T
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So TENDER, SO precious,
My Saviour to me

;

So true and so gracious,
I've found him to be.—Ref.

2 So patient, so kindly
Toward all of my ways

;

I blunder so blindly

—

He love still repays ;

—

Ref.

3 Of all friends the fairest

And truest is he

;

His love is the rarest
That ever can be.

—

Ref.

4 His beauty, though bleeding
And circled with thorns,

Is then most exceeding,
For grief him adorns.

—

Ref.
J. E. Rankin.

582
Purer yet and purer

I would be in mind.
Dearer yet and dearer
Every duty find

;

Hoiking still, and trusting
God without a fear,

Patiently believing
He will make all clear.

2 Calmer yet and calmer,
Trial bear and pain

;

Surer yet and surer.

Peace at last to gain
;

Sufiering still and doing.
To his will resigned,

And to God subduing
Heart and will and mind.

3 Higher yet and higher.
Out of clouds and night

;

Nearer yet and nearer,
Rising to the light

;

Oft these earnest longings
Swell within my breast

;

Yet their inner meaning
Ne'er can be exj^ressed.

Unknown.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

SOMETHING FOR JESUS. 6s & 4s. Robert Lowry.

Saviour, thy dying love Thou gavest me ; Nor should I aught withhold, Dear Lord, from thee

^j^^

In love my soul would bow. My heart fulfill its

j(Z.4t-^ ^•^^ III-.
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Saviour, thy dying love
Thou gavest me

;

Nor should I aught withhold,
Dear Lord, from thee

:

In love my soul would bow.
My heart fulfill its vow,
Some oflTering bring thee now

—

Something for thee.

2 O'er the blest mercy-seat,
Pleading for me,

My feeble faith looks up,
Jesus, to thee

;

JESUS, I WILL TRUST THEE. 6s & 5s. D.

vow, Some offering bring thee now, Something for thee.

-\-'

Help me the cross to bear,

Thy wondrous love declare.

Some song to raise, or prayer

—

Something for thee.

3 Give me a faithful heart-
Likeness to thee

—

That each departing day
Henceforth may see

Some work of love begun.
Some deed of kindness done,
Some wanderer sought and won

—

Something for thee.
S. D. Phelps.
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Jesus, I will trust thee, when across my soul, Like a fearful tempest. Doubts and fears shall roll.
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When the tempter cometh, Surely he will flee When I utter, Je-sus, I am trusting thee !
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

VOGEL. 6s & 5s, D. Powell.
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Long I was a wanderer

—

Jesus now is mine;
Yes, I've found a Saviour,
Human and Divine.

High he lived in glory

—

Low to earth he came

;

Told the wondrous story,

Life in Jesus' name.

2 Equal with the Fatlier

—

Poor like man on earth

;

Mighty as Creator

—

Weak as babes at birth

;

Hated and rejected,

For our sins to die

;

Buried, risen, ascended,
Pleads my cause on high.

3 "I will ne'er forsake thee"

—

Thus his promise stands;
" In my hands I'll bear thee

O'er the burning sands."
Full on him relying.
Weakness is my strength

;

Waiting, toiling, dying.
Heaven is mine at length.

4 Sweet, so sweet, the service
Which to him I give

:

Hearken—come—dear sinner :

Now my soul doth live.

Taste the precious Saviour^
Feel tlie joy Divine

;

Know the love unbounded :

Jesus now is mine.
Peter Vogel.
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Jesus, I will trust thee.
When across my soul,

Like a fearful tempest.
Doubts and fears shall roll.

When the tempter cometh,
Surely he will flee

When I utter, "Jesus,
I am trusting thee !

"

2 Jesus, I will trust thee

;

There is none beside

;

In thine arms of mercy
I will ever hide

;

19

And for my acceptance,
This my only plea

—

Jesus died for sinners,

Jesus died for me.

3 Jesus, I will trust thee

;

Trust thee even now
;

Trust thee when the death-dew
Gathers on my brow

;

Trust thee in the sunshine,
Trust thee in the shade

;

With thy precious shelter,

I am not afraid.
Unknown.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

I HEAR THY WELCOME VOICE. S. M., with Chorns. From " Hallowed Songs."

i*_p 1 i—0—J_p L^ L^_L|_^_* •_« L^ 1 1 ; . ]

I ...
I hear thy welcome voice That calls me, Lord, to thee, For cleansing in thy

rn:z3=Ac

now to thee : Wash me, cleanse me in the blood That flowed on Cal

.(2-i

:t=
Itr.

I 1/
Uj perm

•-»O »J [/^rVj/ verse in the music]
2 Though coming weak and vile,

Thou dost my strength assure
;

Thou wilt my vileness fully cleanse,
And make my conscience pure.

3 'Tis Jesus calls me on
To i^erfect fixith and love,

To perfect hope and peace and trust,

For earth and heaven above.

m ia

OAK. 6s & 4s. D.

4 'Tis Jesus who confirms
The blessed work within,

By adding grace to welcomed grace,
Where reigned the power of sin.

5 And be assurance gives
To loyal hearts and true,

That every promise is fulfilled

To those who hear and do.
L. Hartsough.

Lowell Mason, ali.

->& -9- -tt- -&- -.s- -^ -to- -S- -fS-
( Im but a stran-ger here, Heaven is my home;)
(Earth is a des - ert drear. Heaven is my home

; j

-4-

:^=^:li^
Dan - ger and sorrow stand

s.---j^-—-^-—

:t:=t -.=.t=-^--

=3^ §=3M3ife=l
Round me on ev-ery hand ; Heaven is my fa-ther-land—Heaven is niy home.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ŝ ^^^^ m
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NEARER MY HOME

:S-^ :^it:g:

HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

S> M,, with Chorns.

A crown of glo - ry bright

J. M. Evans.—N—r*'—

By eyes of faith I see, In realms of un-cre-

m^^
N i

0-
^

fti^iiiiii^
N I

:fe=t

C-HORl'K.

Nearer my home to-day; Yes, nearer my home in heaven to-day Than ever I've been before.

587
A CROWN of glorj^ bright,

By eyes of faith I see,

In realms of uncreated Hght,
Laid up in heaven for me.

—

Cho.

2 O may I faithful prove,
And keep that crown in view

,

Sustained bj' faith and hope and love,

My heavenward way pursue.

—

Cho.

1 L -LI 1>
I

-t j^i^->-V-l—_><-C»_!_SZJJ

3 Jesus, be thou my guide
;

My every step attend
;

By day and night, be near my side,

And keep me to the end.

—

Cho.

4 Be thou my hiding-place,
INIy ever-present guard

;

And help me, by thy sovereign grace.
To reach my great reward.

Arr. by L. H. Jameson.

588
I'm but a stranger here,
Heaven is my home;

Earth is a desert drear.
Heaven is my home

;

Danger and sorrow stand
Round me on every hand

;

Heaven is my father-land

—

Heaven is my home.

2 What though the tempest rage !

Heaven is my home

;

Short is my pilgrimage.
Heaven is my home.

219

And time's wild wintry blast
Soon will be overpast

;

I shall reach home at last

—

Heaven is my home.

3 There, at my Saviour's side

—

Heaven is my home

—

I shall be glorified;

Heaven is my home.
There with the good and blest,

Those I loved most and best,

I shall forever rest

—

Heaven is my home.
T. R . Taylor.



NEW CHRISTIAN

ALL TO CHRIST I OWE. 6s & 7. John T. Grape.

^^^mm^w^^mm^^m.
I hear the Saviour say, Thy strength indeed is small : Come to me— I'll be thy stay;

V—'V
Find in me thine all in all

Ct-J^^^
Je - sus died for me,
•0- . 0- #-

Bl

All to him I owe—

- - - .g^J

1=E
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1 HEAR the Saviour say,

Thy strength indeed is small

:

Come to nie—I'll be thy stay
;

Find in me thine all in all.—Cho.

2 For nothing good have I

Whereby thy grace to claim

—

Jesus died my soul to save,
And blessed be his name.—Cho.

SPEEE.

^--^d=J^

3 W^hen from my dying bed
My ransomed soul shall rise,

"Jesus died my soul to save,"
Shall rend the vaulted skies.

—

Cho.

4 And when, before the throne,
I stand in liim complete,

"Jesus died my soul to save,"
My lips shall still repeat.

Mrs. E. M. Hall, n/^.

J. H. Fillmore.

I

My spir - it longs for thee

iiiifpiis=^"^^ m^
With - in my troub-led breast,

-w ^—is—-^ F-i PliE^^ill^ii^iplB

Though I un - worth

1±±::zz^i

-ff:—^--l
:• H?:

,-L:—F-|--zi:E:

be Of

^m?^E^m

di - vine

220
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

I BRING MY SINS TO THEE. 6s & 8s. P. Bliss.

I bring my sins to thee, The sins I can not connt, That all may cleans-ed

^—g—g_J,_gz±* *—^ 4L_Lg ; ^

§eS

The bnr - den is too great for me. The bur - den is too great for me.

K € .—I
1 1 .—I——.- 1

, e \
. - u J ^t

—

't^ -y-
'^

'i^^
-t^

Dj pcrniiasiOD of J. Cburcb & Co.

590
I BRING my sins to thee,

The sins I can not count,
That all iiiay cleansed be
In thy once opened fount

—

1 bring them, Saviour, all to thee;
The burden is too great for me.

2 I bring my grief to thee,

The grief t can not tell

;

No words shall needed be.

Thou knowest all so M'ell

—

I bring the sorrow laid on me,
O suffering Saviour, all to thee.

3 My joys to thee I bring,
Tlie joys thy love has given,

That each may be a wing
To lift me nearer heaven

—

I bring them, tSaviour, all to thee,

Who hast procured them all for me.

4 My life I bring to thee
;

I would not be my oAvn :

O Saviour, let me be
Thine ever, thine alone

—

My heart, my life, my all I bring
To thee, my Saviour and my King.

Miss. F. R. Havergal.

591
My spirit longs for thee
Within my troubled breast,

Though I imworthy be
Of so divine a Guest.

2 Of so divine a Guest
Unworthy though I be.

Yet has my heart no rest

Unless it come from thee.

3 Unless it come from thee,

In vain I look around
;

In all that I can see
No rest is to be found.

4 No rest is to be found
But in thy blessed love :

O let my wish be crowned,
And send it from above.

John Bvrom.



NEW CHRISTIAN

HORTOIT, Wartensee.

O^^ [First verse in the inusic.l

2 I, the disobedient child,

Wayward, passionate and wild
;

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

;

3 I, who spurned his loving hold

;

I, who would not be controlled

;

I, who would not hear his call

;

I, the willful prodigal

—

WHITER THAN SNOW. 7s. with Rsfrain.

4 To my Father can I go?
At his feet myself I'll throw

;

In his house there yet may be
Place—a servant's place—for me.

5 See ! my Father waiting stands
;

See ! he reaches out his hands

:

God is love ; I know, I see.

Love for me—yes, even me.
S. Longfellow.

K. Shaw. Arr. by J. H. R.

Lord, to thee In my anguish I would flee

1=

To the fountain let me go,

•Jv^O [First 7ierse in the music.'\

2 Blind and hjst, I call for aid

:

Let thy hand on me be laid

—

Thou alone canst, Lord, I know,
Make me whiter than the snow.

—

Ref.

3 Cleanse me in thy precious blood.
Love's pure, crimson, streaming flood

;

Robes of brightness, Lord bestow.
Make me whiter than the snow.^RRF.

K. Shaw.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

COOKHAM. 7s.

tE^
=^=1

Sin - ners, turn—why will you die? God, your Mak - er, asks you why •

m^" ^=t: & -U—r-T

God, who did your be - ing give Made you with him - self to live.

594
Sinners, turn—why will you die?
God, your Maker, asks you why

;

God, who did your being' give,

Made you witlj himself to live.

2 Sinners, turn—why will you die?
Christ, your Saviour, asks jou whj--
He who did your souls retrieve.

He who died that you might live.

3 Will 3^ou let him die in vain ?

Crucify your Lord again ?

Why, you ransomed sinners, why
Will you slight his grace and die?

AMOY. 6s & 4s.

4 Will you not his grace receive ?

Will you still refuse to live?
O you dying sinners, why

—

Wh}' will you forever die?
Charles Wesley.

595
'Tis religion that can give
Sweetest pleasure while we live

;

'Tis religion must supply
Solid comfort when we die.

2 After death, its joys will be
Lasting as eternity

;

Be the living God uiy friend,

Then my bliss shall never end.
Un'KNOWN.

Lowell Mason.

To-day the Saviour calls, Ye wanderers, come :0 ye benighted souls.Why longer roam?
0- -e- »• -i9- I

596
To-DAY the Saviour calls,

Ye wanderers, come:
O ye benighted souls,

Why longer roam?

2 To-day the Saviour calls

;

O hear him now
;

Within these sacred walls
To Jesus bow.

3 To-day the Saviour calls :

For refuge fly

—

The storm of vengeance falls,

And death is nigh.

4 The Saviour calls to-day

:

Yield to his power;
O grieve him not away!

'Tis mercy's hour.
S. F.Smith.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

COMING TO THE CROSS. 7S| with Refrain.

,

Wm. G. Fischer.

I am com-ing to the cross ; I am poor and weak and blind ; I am counting all but dross
|

Ref.—I am trusting, Lord, in thee, Blest Lamb of Cal-va - ry ; Humbly at thy cross I bow,

1^—-#—-2^ "

sal - va - tion find,

sal - va - tion now.

2 Long my heart has sighed for thee,
Long has evil reigned within

;

Now thy message comes to me,
" I wii] cleanse thee from all sin."

—

Ref.

— I

—

pb^— -.- 3 Here I give my all to thee,
-^-g

—

U 14 Friends and time and earthly store,
^^^—t^zzJj Soul and body, thine to be

—

597
I AM coming to the cross

;

I am poor and weak and blind
;

1 am counting all but dross

;

I shall full salvation And.

—

Ref.

GUIDE.

Wholly thine for evermore.—Ref.

4 Gladly I accept thy grace;
Gladly I obey thy word

;

All thy promises embrace,
O my Saviour and my Lord !

—

Ref.
W. ftlcDoNALD, alt.

M. M. Wells.

I

Fine.

I

Je - sus, faith ful Guide,Bless-ed
Gen - tly lead us by the hand,

D. C. Whispering softly, 'Wanderer

:5;=1=Fq^^3i+=H
li-^h ^—^s^-T—

J

de, >

nd.|

ffl|; t=^l bz^l

Ev - or near the Christian's side,
Pil - grims in a des - ert la
Fol - low me : I'll guide thee home

-6i e—Fi~^^

—

V/ea - ry souls, for - e'er re

-(2.

joice,

-(2- •

While they hear that sweet-est voice,

itzzF
-^-

<-' ^O [First verse in the musz'c.l

2 Ever present, truest Friend,
Ever near, thine aid to lent!,

Leave us not to doubt and fear,

Groping on in darkness drear
;

When tiie storms are raging sore,

Heartsgrow faint and hopes give o'ei

Whisper softly. Wanderer, come
;

Follow me : I'll guide thee home.

3 AVhen our days of toil shall cease.
Waiting still for sweet release,

Nothing left but heaven and prayer,
Wondering if our names are there.
Wading deep the dismal flood,

Pleading naught but Jesus' blood.
Whisper softly, Wanderer, f^ome

;

Follow me: I'll guide thee home.
M. M. Wells, a//.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

WONDERFUL WORDS OF LIFE. 8s & 6s. P. P. Bliss.
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Sing them over again to me,
Wonderful words of life

;

Let me more of their beauty see,

Wonderful wortls of life :

Words of life and beauty,
Teach me faith and duty

—

Beautiful words, wonderful words,
Wonderful words of life.

2 Christ, the blessed One, gives to all.

Wonderful words of life :

Sinner, list to the loving call,

Wonderful words of life,

All so freely giv^n.
Wooing us to heaven

—

Beautiful words, wonderful words,
Wonderful words of life.

3 Sweetly echo the gospel call,

Wonderful words of life

;

Offer pardon and peace to all,

Wonderful words of life :

Jesus, only Saviour,
Sanctify forever,

Beautiful words, wonderful words,
Wonderful wor(is of life.

P. P. Bliss.



NEW CHRISTIAN

EOCK OF A&ES.

-.^^^-.

7s. 61 Thos. Hastings.

s^g^^^S^iS
Rock of Ag-es^ cleft for me, Let me hile my-self in thee 1 1 Let the wa-ter and the blood,

\

D.C.Be of sin the double cure—Cleanse me from its guilt and power. ' From thy riven sidewhich flowed,

'

bUU \To other tune. No. 545.]

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let ine hide myself in thee;
Let tlie water and the blood,

From thy riven side which flowed,
Be of sin the double cure

—

Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

2 Not the labor of my hands
Can fultill the law's demands

;

Could my zeal no respite know,
Could my tears forever How,
All for sin could not atone

—

Thou must save, and thou alone.

PILOT. 7s.

3 Nothing in my hand I bring;
Simply to thy cross I cling

;

Naked, come to thee for dress

;

Helpless, look to thee for grace

;

Foul, I to the fountain fly :

Wash me, Saviour, or I die.

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my heart-strings break in death,

When I soar to Avorlds unknown,
See thee on thy judgment throne,
Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee.

A. M. TOPLADY.
E. Gould.

I'Mne.

Unknown waves be- fore me rolt.

jis--

Hid - ing rock and treacherous shoal
;

9^5!^^

(Jw I [First verse in the rnusic]

As a mother stills her cliild,

Thou canst hush the ocean wild
;

Boisterous waves obey thy will

When thou say'st to'them, " Be still

!

'

Wondrous Sovereign of the sea,

Jesus, Saviour, pilot me.

3 When, at last, I near the shore,
And the fearful breakers roar
'Twixt me and tlie peaceful rest,

Then, Avhile leaning on thy breast,

May I hear thee say to me,
" Fear not : I will pilot thee !

"

E. Hopper.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

EOSEFIELD. 7s. 61. H. A. C. Malan.

high, Where the Sav- iour deigns to die, )

lo - dious sounds we hear, Burst - ing on the rav-ished ear!/

602
From the cross, uplifted high,
Where the Saviour deigns to die,

What melodious sounds we hear.
Bursting on the ravished ear

!

Love's redeeming Avork is done :

Come, and welcome, sinner, come.

2 Seated on his glorious throne.
Now he makes our cause his own

;

Offers pardon through his blood,

Joy of heart, and peace with God,
Bow the knee, embrace the Son

;

Come, and welcome, sinner, come.

3 Spread for thee, the festal board,
See, with richest dainties stored

;

To thy Father's bosom pressed.

Yet again a child confessed.
Never from his house to roam.
Come, and welcome, sinner, come.

4 Soon the days of life shall end

;

Lo ! I come, your Saviour, Friend,
Safe your spirit to convey
To the realms of endless day :

Up to my eternal home,
Come, and welcome, sinner, come.
_ T. Haweis

603
Jesus, Lamb of God, for me
Thou, the Lord of life, didst die :

Whither—whither, but to thee.
Can a trembling sinner fly?

Death's dark waters o'er me roll

:

Save, O save my sinking soul.

2 All my soul, by love subdued,
Melts in deep contrition there

;

By thy mighty grace renewed.
New-born hope forbids despair.

Lord, thou canst my guilt forgive;
Thou hast bid me look and live.

3 While Avitli broken heart I kneel,
Sinks the inward storm to rest

;

Life, immortal life, I feel

Kindled in my throbl)ing breast

;

Thine, forever tljine, I am:
Glory to the bleeding Lamb!
_ Rav Palmer.

604
Now, from labor and from care.

Evening shades have set me free

;

In the work of praise and praj-er.

Lord, I would converse with thee :

O beliold me from above.
Fill me with a Saviour's love.

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

;

Naught can charm me here below,
But my Saviour's melting voice :

Lord, forgive—thy grace restore,

Make me thine for evermore.

3 For the blessings of this day.
For the mercies of this hour,

For the gospel's cheering ray.

For the Spirit's quickening power

—

Grateful notes to thee I raise:

O accept my song of praise.
Unkni
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NEW CHRISTIAN

MAETTN, 7s. D. S. B. Marsh.

J-Mary to the Saviour's tomb Hasted
^^^

the early dawn
;) ^ p ^^j, ^^ lingering stood,

jSpice she bronght, and^wee^t^perW^;
^^^^^ ^^^ ^^^^^ ^^

-, pm,, ^j,, ,,,,,J,,, f,,p,i,'
,

D. C. Trembling, while a crystal flood Issued from her weeping eyes.

p^g-t^-t-ti: :^=^:
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Mary to the Saviour's tomb
Hasted at the early dawn

;

Spice siie brouglit, and sweet perfume;

But the Lord she loved had gone.
For awhile she hngering stood,

Filled with sorrow and surprise;
Trembling, while a crystal flood

Issued from her weeping eyes.

2 Jesus, who is always near,
Though too often un perceived,

Came, her drooping heart to cheer,
Kindly asking why she grieved.

EEFUGE. 7s.. D.

'^T"—

m

Though at first she knew him not,
When he called her by her name,

She her heavy griefs forgot

;

For she found him still the same.

3 And her sorrows quickly fled.

When she heard his welcome voice

—

Clirist had risen from the dead
;

Now he bids her heart rejoice.

Wliat a change his word can make—

•

Turning darkness into day!
You Avho weep for .Tesus' sake.
He will wipe your tears away.

John Newton.
j. p. holbrook.

^- —1—r^-N
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3 ^^3
Je-sus, lov-er of my soul, Let me to thy bo-som fly. While the bil - lows near me

I
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roll, While the tern - pest still is high. Hide me, my Saviour, hide. Till the storm
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receive my soul at last.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

MERDIN. 7s. D.

f Je - sus, lov - er of my soul,

I 'While the bil - lows near me roll,

Lowell Mason.
Fine,

w* r
thy bo - som fly, "I

While the tem-pest still is high, j

soul at last.
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Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to tliy bosom fly.

While the biIlo\v.s near me roll,

While tlie tempest still is high
;

Hifle me, iny 8:iviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past;
Safe into the haven guide

;

O receive my soul at last.

2 Other refuge have I none.
Hangs my helpless soul on thee

:

Leave, O leave me not alone.

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

All my help from thee I bring:
Cover my defenseless head
With the shadow of thy wing.

3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want

;

Boundless love in thee I find :

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint.

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name,
Prince of peace and righteousness

—

Most uiiAvorthy, Lord, I am
;

Thou art full of love and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to pardon all my sin :

Let the healing streams abound;
ISIake and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art:

Freely let me take of thee;
Spring thou up within my heart,

Bise to all eternity.
Charles Wesley.

607
What could your Bedeemer do
More than he has done for you?
To i^rocure your peace with God,
Could he more than shed his blood ?

After all this flow of love.

All his drawings from above,
Wliy Mill you your Lord deny

?

Why will you resolve to die ?

2 " Turn," he cries, " O sinner, turn !

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

—

He would all the world receive.

If your death were his delight,
AVould he thus to life invite?
"\\'ould he ask, beseech, and cry,
Why will you resolve to die?"

3 Sinners, turn, while God is near:
Pie has left you naught to fear;

Now, e'en now, your Saviour stands,
All day long he spreads his hands

;

Cries—"You will not happy be;
No, you will not come to me

—

INIe, who life to none deny :

Why v\ill you resolve to die?"

4 Can you doubt that God is love,

Who tiius calls you from above?
Will you not his word receive?
Will you not his oath believe?
See, the suffering Lord appears

;

.lesus weeps: believe his tears

—

Mingled with his blood, they cry,

"Why will you resolve to die?'
Charles Weslrv.

OOQ



NEW CHRISTIAN

WEBB. 7s & 6s. D.

-J
G. J. Webb.

when shall I see Je-sus, And dwell with him a-bove, To drink the flowing fountain

D. S. And with my bless-ed Je - sns,
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Of ev - er - last-ing love ? When shall I be de-liv-ered From this vain world of sin ?

Drink endless pleasures in ?
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^^O [First verse in the 7nusic.\

2 But now I am a soldier,

My Captain's gone before

;

He's given me my orders,
And tells me not to fear.

And if I hold out faithful,

A crown of life he '11 give

;

And all his valiant soldiers
Eternal life shall have.

3 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 them both adieu
;

And you, my friends, prove faithful,

And still your way pursue.

4 O do not be discouraged,
For Jesus is your Friencl

;

And if you long for knowledge,
On him you may depend

;

Neither will he upbraid you,
Though often you request

;

He'll give you grace to conquer,
And take you home to rest.

_ _. _. Unknown.
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Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
Ye soldiers of the cross

;

Lift high his royal banner :

It must not suffer loss
;

From victory unto victory
His army shall he lead.

Till every foe is van(|uished,
And Christ is Lord indeed.

gJE^^g-ir-

2 Stand up, stand ^x^ for Jesus

;

The trumpet call obey

;

Fortli to the mighty conflict,

In this his glorious day.
" Ye that are men, now serve him,"
Against unnumbered foes

;

Let courage rise with danger.
And strength to strength oppose.

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,

Whei'e duty calls, or danger,
Be never wanting there.

_ . _. G. DUFFIELD.
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I SAW the cross of Jesus,
When burdened with my sin

;

I sought the cross of Jesus,
To give me peace within

;

1 brought my soul to Jesus,
He cleansed it in his blood

;

And in the cross of Jesus,
I found my peace with God.

2 Sweet is the cross of Jesus!
There let my weary heart

Still rest in peace unshaken.
Till with him, ne'er to part

;

And then in strains of glory
I'll sing his wondrous power,

Where sin can never enter,
And death is known no more.

Unknown.
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The morning light is breaking;
The darkness disappears;

The sous of earth are waking
To penitential tears

;

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean
Brings tidings from afar,

Of nations in commotion,
Prepared for Zion's war.

2 See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love.

And thousand hearts ascending
In gratitude above

;

While sinners, now confessing,
The gospel call obey.

And seek the Saviour's blessing,
A nation in a day.

3 Blest river of salvation,
Pursue thine onward May

;

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.

HO ! REAPERS OF LIFE'S HARVEST,
--I N_i r-i r—r4

7s & 6s. I. B. WOODBURV.

Ho ! reap-ers of life's harvest, Wliy stand with rusted blade, Until the night draws round thee,

D. S. The gold-en morn ispass-ing!
#- -i<9- -#- .0. .0- »• -F^-
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And day be-gins to fade 7 Why stand ye i

Why sit ye i - die, dumb ?

die, waiting For reap-ers more to come 7

1 itZZtZ' ?igpa
612
Ho ! REAPERS of life's harvest.
Why stand with rusted blade.

Until the night draws round thee,
And day begins to fade?

Why stand ye idle, waiting
For reapers more to come?

The golden morn is passing

:

Why sit ye idle, dumb?
2 Thrust in your sharpened sickle,
And gather in the grain :

The night is fast approaching.
And soon will come again.

The Master calls for reapers.
And shall he call in vain ?

Shall sheaves lie there ungathered,
And waste upon the plain ?

3 Comedown from hill and mountain

In morning's ruddy glow,
Nor wait until the dial
Points to the noon below

;

And come Mitli stronger sinew,
Nor faint in heat or cold.

And pause not till the evening
Draws round its wealth of gold.

4 Mount up the heights of wisdom.
And crush each error low

;

Keep Ijack no word of knowledge
That human hearts should know.

Be faithful to thy mission.
In service of the Lord,

And then a golden ehaplet
Shall be thy just reward.

I. B. Woodbury.
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I LOVE TO TELL THE STOET. 7s & 6s. D,, with Choms. Wm. G. Fischer.

I love to tell the sto - ry Of un-seeu things above, Of Je - sus and his glo-ry,

mim^ss^m^
#—^J- 0-0 *-l -=-L#

—
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Of Je - sus and his love. I

a4^

love to tell the sto - ry,

*-^ -*-rg*-^

—

f-0
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e-canse I know 'tis true
i

• 1

£e
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—

3e^'Se

ciJ«Rrs.

^I^i^^ep i^s
It sat- is-fies my long-ings, As noth-ing else can do, I love to tell the sto-ry—

I ^
ggSiD^^Si=i^ g=^^ ^~ «—« •-'-(jsi^-'J

'Twill be my theme in glory, To tell the old, old sto - ry

-0-p-sr-9—tI
I

Of Je - STis and his love.

6|q
' '-' [First 7'erse in the music ]

2 I love to tell the story

;

More wonderful it seems
Tlum all the golden fancies
Of all our golden dreams.

I love to tell the story

;

It did so much for me

—

And that is just the reason
I tell it now to thee. —Cho.

3 I love to tell the story

;

'Tis pleasant to repeat
What seems, each time I tell it,

More wonderfully sweet.

I love to tell the story

;

For some have never heard
The message of salvation
From (iod's own holy word.

—

Cho.

4 I love to tell the story

;

For those who know it best
Seem liungvring and thirsting
To hear it, like the rest.

And when, in scenes of glory,
I sing the new, new song,

'Twill be the old, old story
That I have loved so long.

—

Cho.
Catharine Hankey.



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN. 7s & 6s. D., with Chorus. J. R. Murray.

f Je - rn - sa -lem the Gold - en, I langnish for one gleam 1

1.0f all thy glo- ry, fold-en In dis-tance and in dream
| (My thoughts, like palms in exile,

r&.\

H*
Climb tip to look and pray For a glimpse of that dear country That lies so far a - way,

*-fHa—

I
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^ ^
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^^

Je - ru sa - lem the Gold - den. My hope.

P^fe|;gEfciEgEEE*^g

my heaven, my home,

~M p 10 ^
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and sweet em-ploy,
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^

To thee, to

^:2^:
thee
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f

*J [First verse in the >;!usic.]

2 Jerusalem the Golden,
When sun sets in the west,

It seems the gate of glory.
Thou City of the Blest

;

And midnight's starry torches,
Through intermediate gloom,

Are waving with their welcome
To thy eternal home.

—

Cho.
3 Jerusalem the Golden

—

There all our birds that flew,
Our flowers but half uufolden,
Our pearls that turned to dew,
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And all the glad life-music,
Now heard no longer here,

Shall come again to greet us,

As we are drawing near.

—

Cho.
4 Jerusalem the Golden,

I toil on, day by day

;

Heart-sore each niglit with longing,
I stretch my hands and pray

That, midst thy leaves of healing.
My soul shall find her rest,

Where the wicked cease from troubling,

The weary are at rest.—Ciio.
J. R. Murray.



NEW CHRISTIAN

THERE IS NO FRIEND LIKE JESUS 7s & 6s, D., with Chorus.
Fine.

J. R. Murk AY.

-• -#• '-9- -o-P -^ T I

i There is no friend like Jesus, When sorrows flood the breast
( He was a man of sorrows," And had no place to rest.

J D. S. there's no friend like Jesus, Tho' dear are all the rest
j

(. There is no friend like Jesus, The dearest and the best.

JpLjf-^^. * ^ - * - . - J J J

J But when our sorrows vex us,

I

»-i-£--^^.. IJI ^ ^ ^ T- t:. % -^

He gives us sym-pa-thy,

^ A- 4t- ^'*- ^2.
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ii
And, leaning on his
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Eom, He comforts you and me.

A- -^ *- ^

"Fr^H"
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2 There is no friend like Jesus;
Tliough earthly friends are true,

They can not travel with us
Our earthly journey through

;

But Jesus ne'er will leave us,

He holds us by the hand,
And guides us in the pathway,
Toward the better land.

—

Cho.

3 There is no friend like Jesus
;

In happiness and pain.
In sorrow and in sunshine,
Our friend he will remain.

To him we turn for comfort.
To him we look for rest

;

And we find them on his bosom

—

On Jesus' loving breast.

—

Cho.
E. E. Rexford.

I COULD NOT DO WITHOUT THEE. 7s &
S.

^4^^
•0- -0- -0- § . -0- * '

J. R. Murray.

N_ K

I could not do without thee, Sav-iour of the lost. Whose precious blood redeemed me,
D. S. My on - ly hope and comfort.
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At such tremendous cost, Thy righteousness, thy par - don, Thy precious blood must be
My glo - ry and my plea. ^^

m ^ m '
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Bj permiaeiou of J. Church & Co.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

IS IT FOK ME? 7s & 6s, with Chorns. T. C. O'Kane.

Is it for me, dear Sav-iour, Thy glo - ry and thy rest— For me, so weak and

-9- ^'-»- -••II
sin-ful? O shall I be so blest? O Sav-iour, my Re - deem - er, What

^
I 1
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^
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I
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can I but a- dore, Andmag-ni-fy and praise thee, And love thee ever - more ?
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Is IT for me, dear Saviour,

Tliy glory and thy rest —
For me, so weak and sinful?
O shall I be so blest?—Cho.

2 Is it for me, thj- Avelcome,
Thy gracious " Enter in "

—

For me thy "Come, ye blessed,"
For me, so full of sin ?—Cho.

3 O Saviour, precious Saviour,
My heart is at thy feet

;

I bless thee, and I love thee,
And thee I long to meet.

—

Cho.

4 I'll be with thee forever,
And never grieve thee more

;

Dear Saviour, I must praise thee.
And love thee evermore.—Cho.

Miss F. R. Havergal.

617
' • [First 7'erse m the jitusit:.']

2 I could not do without thee,
I can not stand alone

;

I have no strength or goodness,
No wisdom of my own.

But thou, beloved Saviour,
Art all in all to me

;

And weakness will be power.
If leaning hard on thee.

3 I could not do without thee
;

For O the way is long.
And I am often weary.
And sigh replaces song.

235

How could T do without thee ?

I do not know the way

;

Thou knowest and thou leadest,

And wilt not let me stray.

4 I could not do witliout thee

;

For years are fleeting fast,

And soon, in solemn loneliness,
Tlie river must be passed.

But thou wilt never leave me

;

And though the waves roll high,
I know thou wilt be near me,
And whisper, "It is I."

Miss F. R. Havergal.



KEW CHRISTIAN

GOING HOME AT LAST. 7s & 6s, with Chorus. E. S. LORENZ.

The evening shades are falling, Our sun is sinking fast ; The Ho - ly One is

-—j-u—-

—
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call-ing, We're going home at last.
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Go-ing home at last

!

A • -^ • -^ ^-
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1
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Go-ing home at last!

[First verse in the j!!7<sic.'\

2 The road's been long and dreary,
The toils came thick and fast

;

In body weak and weary,
We're going home at last.—Ciio.

3 We now are nearing heaven,
And soon shall be at rest

;

BY AND BY. 7s & 6s. D.

Our crowns will soon be given

—

We're going home at last.

—

Cho.
4 O praise the Lord forever !

Our sorrows all are past;
We'll part no more—no, never;
We are at home at last.

—

Cho.
W. GOSSETT.

t^Arr. from W. T. Dale.
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O-ver Jordan we shall meet, By and by
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by and by , In a fellowship so sweet,
D. S. And the Saviour's name adore,SSI s s s
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By and by, by and by ; We shall gather on the shore,With our kindred gone before,
By and by, by and by.

,, ^ '^^ a. m »- m ' ^'^/».^--^^-
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SION, SION. 7s & 6s, with Chorus. J. H. RoSECRANS.

^^#

—
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There is a hab-i - ta - tion, Built by the living God,
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There is a habitation,

Built by the living God,
For all, of every nation,
Who seek that grand abode.

—

Cho.

2 A city with foundations.
Firm as th' eternal throne

;

Nor wars, nor desolations
Shall ever move a stone.—Cno.

3 No night is there, no sorrow,
No death, and no decaj'

;

No yesterday, no morrow—
But one eternal day.

—

Cho.

4 Within its pearly portals,

Angelic armies sing,

With glorified immortals,
The praises of its King.

—

Cho-
L. H. Jameson.
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Over Jordan we shall meet.
By and by, by and by

;

In a fellowship so sweet.
By and by, by and by

;

We shall gather on the shore.
With our kindred gone before.

And the Saviour's name adore,
V>y and by, by and by.

2 All our sorrows shall be past,

By and by, by and by
;

We shall reach our home at last,

By and by, by and by

;

With the ransomed we shall stand
There, a holy, happy band,
Crowned with glory in that land,

By and by, by and by.

3 There we'll join the ransomed throng,

By and by, by and by.
Chanting love's redeeming song.
By and by, by and by

;

There we'll meet before the throne,
There we'll lay our trophies down.
And receive a shining crown.
By and by, by and l)y.

W. T. Dale.
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KEW CHRISTIAN

WHAT HAST THOU DONE FOR ME? 6s & 8. P. P. Buss.
__i«k

. 1^
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I gave my life for thee, My precious blood I shed, That thou might'st rausomed he,
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om the dead. I gave, I gave my life for thee ; What
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And quickened from the dead. I gave, I gave my life for thee ; What hast thou given for me ?
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By permissiou of J. Church k Co.
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I GAVE my life for thee,

INIy precious blood I shed,
That thou might'st ransomed be,

And quickened from the dead.
1 gave, I gave my life for thee :

What hast thou given for me ?

2 My Father's house of light,

My glory-circled throne,
I left—for earthly night,
For wanderings sad and lone.

I left, I left it ail for thee :

Hast thou left aught for me?

3 I suffered much for thee

—

More than thy tongue can tell,

Of bitterest agony,
To rescue tlaee from hell.

I've borne, I've borne it all for thee

;

What hast thou borne for me ?

4 And I have brought to thee,
Down from my home above,

Salvation full and free.

My pardon and my love.

I bring, I bring rich gifts to thee

:

What hast thou brought to me ?
Miss F. R. Havergal.

WE SCATTER SEEDS. 8s, 6s & 4s.

lt» a »-^^-

J. H. ROSECRANS.

K-
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We scat - ter seeds with care-less hand, And dream we ne'er shall see them more
i
But"lll^lll ., . ^ M.
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for a thousand years Their fruit appears, In weeds that mar the land. Or healthful store.

E^glri^EgE^g^^g
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

COME, COME TO ME. 8s, 5s & 9. Fked. a. Fii.i.more.
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Far away from home I'm wandering, Far away from thee : Art thou, O my
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Father, watching? Art thou calling me? Wanderer, wanderer, come, O come to
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me. In thy Father's house there's welcome, And a home for thee.
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Far away from home I'm wandering,
Far away from thee

:

Art thou, O my Father, watching?
Art thou calling me?

Wanderer, wanderer, come, come to me.

In thy Father's hou.se there's welcome.

And a home for thee.

2 Canst thou, wilt thou, O my Father,

Love me as thy child-
Love me in my sin and sorrow?
Wretched and defiled ?

Wanderer, wanderer, come, come to me.

In thy wanderings I have loved thee:
Haste, O haste to me.

3 Canst thou turn my grief to gladness

—

Turn my sighs to praise?
Canst thou grant me free forgiveness?

Tell me—canst thou save ?

Wanderer, wanderer, come, come to m&
All thy burdens I will carry :

Come, O come to me.

4 With a broken, contrite spirit,

Now to thee I flee
;

Trusting not upon my merit,
Trusting only thee.

Saviour, Saviour, hear my fervent cry

!

Help, O help me in this conflict

—

Help me, or I die.

J. S. Lowe.

623
We SCATTER seeds with careless hand,

And dream we ne'er shall see them more;

But for a thousand years
Their fruit appears,

In weeds that mar the land,
Or healthful store.

2 The deeds we do, the words we say,
Into still air they seem to fleet

;

We count them ever past

;

But they shall last

—

And in the judgment-day,
We them shall meet.

3 I charge thee by the years gone by,
For the love's sake of brethren dear,

Keep, thou, the one true way
Through all thy day,

Lest in that world their cry
Of woe thou hear.

John Deble,
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NEW CHRISTIAN

EVEEY DAY. 7s & Ds, with Refrain. W. H. DOANE.

-^-'—

I

Ev - er be a present friend, Leave me nev-er, nev-er to the end.
D. S. May thy ten- der love to me Bind me clos-er, clos-er, Lord, to thee.

Ev - ery day, ev - ery hour. Let me feel thy cleansing power;
Ev - ery day and hour, ev- ery day and hour,

_.. » ^ -P- » . ^ ^ ^ - «

Cuwiifbi, 1670, by Bi^luw i*l,
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Saviour, more than life to me,
1 am clinging, clinging close to thee

;

Ever be a present friend.

Leave me never, never to the end.

—

Ref.

2 Through this changing world below

Lead me gently, gently as I go

:

HE KNOWS IT ALL. Ss & 4.

Trusting thee, I can not stray,

I can never, never lose my way.

—

Rep.
3 Let me love thee more and more,
Till this fleeting, fleeting life is o'er

;

Till my .soul is lost in love,

In a brighter, brighter world above.^

—

Rep.
F. C Van Alstvne.

J H. Leslie.

The souls that weep, the souls that pray— He knows it all.

-y-
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tt£^
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Cupjriglii, ISSl. lij J. il. LesUe.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

WE'RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 4s & 7s, with Choms.

t|^-
^ -4̂ *-

P. P. Bliss.

^m »^g#-*-

We're going home, No more to roam. No more to sin and sor - row

;

No more to wear
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CHOni'N.
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The brow of care—We're going home to- mor- row. We're go - - ing home,

We're going home, we're going home.
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We're going home to-morrow j We're go - ing home, We're going home to-morrow.

We're going home, we're going home,
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2 For weary feet,

There waits a street
Of wondrous pave and golden

;

For hearts that ache,
The angels wake
The story sweet and olden.—Cho.

3 For those who sleep,

And those who weep,
Ahove the portals narrow,

The mansions rise

Beyond the skies—
SVe're going home to-morrow.—Cho.

4 O joyful song

!

O ransomed throng,
Where sin no more shall sever!

Our King to see.

And, O to be
With him at home forever!—Cho.

Paulina.
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He know.s the bitter, weary way,
Tlie endless striving day by day.
The souls that weep, the souls that pray

—

He knows it all.

2 He knows how hard the fight has been,

The clouds that come our lives between,

The wounds the world has never seen

—

He knows it all.

3 He knows, when, faint and worn, we sink,

How deep the pain, how near the brink

Of dark despair we pause and shrink

—

He knows it all.

4 He knows ! O thought so full of bliss

!

For though on earth our joys we miss,
We still can bear it, feeling this—

He knows it all.

Unknown.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

COMING NOW. 7s & 6s, with Chorus. Fred. A. Fillmore.
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Je - sus, I am coming now, Com-ing to the fountain ;
Pre-cious is th'a-

ton-ing blood Shed on Calv'ry's mountain. Coming now, coming now, Seeking
I
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grace and fa - vor. That my wea-ry soul may find Rest in thee for-ev - er
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O^ I \First7<erse in the music^

2 Jesus, make me true to thee,

Pure, and meek, and lowly,
While I walk the narrow way
To the city holy. —Cho.

WHAT A FRIEND. 8s & 7s. D.

3 Jesus, fill my heart with peace,
Flowing like a river

;

Day by day my joy increase,

fill the glad forever.—Cho.
Robert Moffett.

C. C. Converse.

)-^-^-T-a/-^-#-;-^-Fz^-

.N-.^-N-

•* ^ -ar

What a Priend we have in Jesus, All oar sins and griefs to hear ! What a privilege to carry

D. S. All because we do not car-ry

v<V^tg

—

»——
Ii—r

Every thing to God in prayer ! what peace we often forfeit, what needless pain we bear,

Every thing to God in prayer

!
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

WE'LL WORK TILL JESUS COMES. C. M., with Chorus. Wm. Miller.

li—

O land of rest, for thee I sigh ! When will the moment come,When I shall lay my

-ac^i-4-5—f cT—•—S—t=FP

ar-mor by, And dwell in peace at home ? We'll work till Je
We'll work

sus comes, We'll

?—^

-?^ir

:di:

^work till Jesus comes,We'll work till Jesus comes, And we'll be gathered home.
We'll work, We'll work

Q^O
[ 7>, c//j^^ /„„^, 1^0. 296.]

O LAND of rest, for thee I sigh :

When will the moment come,
When I shall lay my armor by.
And dwell in peace at home ?—Cho.

2 No tranquil j'oys on earth I know,
No peaceful, sheltering dome;

This world's a wilderness of woe,
This world is not my home.

—

Cho.

-1

—

V

3 To Jesus Christ I fled for rest

;

He bade me cease to roam,
And lean for succor on his breast.

Till he conduct me home.

—

Cho.

4 I sought at once my Saviour's side;

No more my steps shall roam

;

With him I'll brave death's chilling tide,

And reach my heavenly home.

—

Cho.
Eluaueth Mills.

629
What a Friend we have in Jesus,

All our sins and griefs to bear

!

What a privilege to carry
Every thing to God in prayer

!

O what peace we often forfeit,

O what needless pain we bear,

All because we do not carry
Every thing to God in prayer

!

2 Have we trials and temptations?
Is there trouble anywhere?

We should never be discoui'aged :

Take it to the Lord iu prayer.

Can we find a friend so faithful,

Who will all our sorrows share?
Jesus knows our every weakness

:

Take it to the Lord in prayer.

3 Are we weak and heavy-laden.
Cumbered with a load of care ?

Precious Saviour, still our refuge

—

Take it to the Lord in prayer

!

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee?
Take it to the Lord in prayer;

In his arms he'll take and shield thee;
Thou wilt find a solace there.

H BONAR.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

WORK SONQ. 7s, 6s & 5s. Lowell Mason.

-i—-N-J l-r-1 1—

1

r-T-^ -^
s N-^

Work, for the night is com-ing
i
Work thro' the morning hours ; Work while the dew is

D. S. Work, for the night is

,S S I 1 1 _ ^ . - - -^ T^. I N

sparkling; Work 'mid springing flowers;
Work when the day grows brighter

;

coming, When man's work is done.

Work in the glowing snn
j

630
Work, for the night is coming;
Work through the morning hours;

Work while the dew is sparkling;
Work 'mid springing flowers;

Work when the day grows brighter;
Work in the glowing sun;

Work, for the night is coming,
When man's work is done.

2 AVork, for the night is coming

;

Work through the sunny noon
;

Fill brightest hours with labor

—

Rest conies sure and soon.

PASS ME NOT. 8s & 5s, with Chorus.

Give every flying moment
Something to keep in store

;

Work, for the night is coming,
When man works no more.

3 Work, for the night is coming,
Under the sunset skies

;

While their bright tints are glowing,
Work, for daylight flies.

Work till the last beam fadeth,
Fadeth to shine no more

;

Work while the night is darkening,
-When man's work is o'er.

Sidney Dyer.

W. H. DOANE.

Pass me not, gen-tle Sav-iour; Hear my humble cry; While
D. S. While

on oth-ers thou art

on oth-ers thou art

m
smil - ing, Do not pass me by.
call - ing. Do not pass me by.

Sav-iour, iour, hear my hnm-ble cry;

-s>
)

^=^ f=i^-F-[-E i

^ ^

1 Copyright, 1870, ii
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

THE PEAEL OF GREATEST PRICE. C. M., with Chorus.

E^=Ei
p. p. Bliss.

I've found the pearl of great-e:;t price j My heart doth sing for joy; And sing I

isT|73rj^t=z:ptiz_it=gbi:pt:jizr^ :t

:t=t:

Id
:t=::

:pt=^:Q:
CH4»RrS. s

must, for Christ is mine—Christ shall my song employ, I've fonnd the pearl of greatest price
i

wms^mmm'

My heart doth sing for joy j And sing I must, for Christ is mine—Christ shall my song employ.

4a.' X 4B.'^ *.' ^ ..-* ^. ^ ^•-•- -^ -- ^

I Ll ^—^ 5(_1 1 .1 > ^_LI L|—Lj ^ ^ i^_L|^_!_J.I

631
I've found the pearl of greatest price

;

My heart doth sing for joy
;

And sing I must, for Christ is mine

—

Christ shall ray song employ.—Cho.

2 Christ is my Prophet, Priest, and King;—
]\ry Prophet, full of liglit;

My great High Priest before the throne,

My King of heavenly might.

—

Cho.

3 For he, indeed, is Lord of lords,

And he the King of kings
;

He is the Sun of righteousness,
With healing in his wings.

—

Cho.

4 Christ is my peace ; he died for me

;

For me he shed his blood.
And, as my wondrous Sacrifice,

Offered himself to God.

—

Cho.

5 Christ Jesus is my all in all.

My comfort and my love

;

My life below, and he shall be
My joy and crown above.

John Mason.

632
Pass me not, O gentle Saviour;
Hear my humble cry

;

While on others thou art smiling,
Do not pass me by.—Cho.

2 Let me at thy throne of mercy
Find a sweet relief.

Kneeling there in deep contrition;
Help mine unbelief.

—

Cho.

3 Trusting only in thy merit,
Would I seek thy face

:

Heal my wounded, broken spirit,

Save "me by thy grace.—Cho.

4 Thou the Spring of all my comfort.
More than life to me,

Whom on earth have I beside thee ?

Whom in heaven but thee ?

—

Cho,
F. C. Van Alstyne.
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NEAR THE CROSS. 7s & 6s, with Choms.

^-=^
-»—m *--g- -#—«^

f-+*-T—y

W. H. DOANE.

-N-H

I
Je-sus, keep me near the cross: There a precious fount-ain, Free to all, a

W^^^^
IP ::|sz:]i2=q=4^:

-#—«—^^ -*—#-
(ss, Be my glory

^i l^ '

—'^ ^

healing stream, Flows from Calvary 'smountain. In the cross, in the cross, Be my glory

633
Jesus, keep me near the cross

:

There a precious fountain.
Free to all, a healing stream,
Flows from Calvary's mountain.

—

Cho.

2 Near the cross, a trembling soul,

Love and mercy found me
;

BLESSED BIBLE, 8s & 7s,

-N-

D.

There the bright and morning star

Sheds its beams around me.—Cho.
3 Near the cross! O Lamb of God,
Bring its scenes before me

;

Help me walk from day to day,
With its shadow o'er me.—Cho.

F. C. Van Alstyne.

A. D. Fillmore.
Fine.

bo- som cheer I

~J"
(Bless - ed Bi - ble, how I love it! How it doth my bo- som cheer !

)

I What hath earth like this to cov - et ? O what stores of wealth are here! )

D.C. Could he from earth's treasures bor -row. Till his way was cheered by this.

^.± 1 :^=tK
I I

-y- t ^: :t:

^=i=i ^^^ zi^z^-

Man was lost, and doomed to sor - row
;

Not one ray

P l=t

of light or bliss

m . * -^ *- -^
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

SHOUT THE TIDINGS & 7s, witt Chorus. Anon.

Shout the tidings of sal-va-tion To tha aged and the young ; Till the precious in - vi-
~ -^ ' ^ ^ . ^ -e- ^ -^ ^ -^-

^"^'4""!—fe^~t^—t^— l.'^—
t^-fl

—

t-^h—i^—y—̂ —b^—tr- -^-?-[-!—:^~y—'^—^— b-

>»—g—tf—tf—#—gq^-^ Pj—-|—

ta-tion Waken every heart and tongue. Send the sound the earth around, From the rising to the
•» - - '

' ' - - A -^ ^

P^ig^
setting of the sun, Till each gathering crowd shall proclaim aloud. The glorious work is done.

^-^—

"

—»—y—^H-, ._.___^u..^ , ^^^^m^ I
, , .-.-_.-i m^ ^,.

<?-tS

fe^^f=^^^-=^f=££^^'g=F=f
634
Shout the tidings of salvation
To the aged and the young

;

Till the precious invitation
Walien every heart and tongue.—Cho.

2 Shout the tidings of salvation
O'er the prairies of the West,'

Till each gathering congregation
With the gospel sound is blest.—Cho.

3 iShout the tidings of salvation,
Mingling with the ocean's roar,

Till the ships of every nation
Bear the news from shore to shore.—Cho.

4 Shout the tidings of salvation,
O'er the islands of the sea,

Till, in humble adoration.
All to Christ shall bow the knee.—Cho.

Unknown.

635
Bless-ed Bible, how I love it

!

How it doth my bosom cheer

!

What hath earth like this to covet?
O what stores of wealth are here

!

Man was lost, and doomed to sorrow

;

Not one ray of light or bliss

Could he from earth's treasures borrow,

Till his way was cheered by this.

2 Yes, I'll to my bosom press thee

;

Precious Word, I'll hide thee here;
Sure my very heart will bless thee.
For thou ever say'st " Good cheer !

"

Speak, my heart, and tell thy ponderings,

Tell how far thy rovings led.

When this book brought back thy wanderings,

Speaking life as from the dead,

3 Yes, sweet Bible, I will hide thee,

Hide thee, richly in this heart

;

Thou, through all my life, wilt guide me,

And in death we will not jjart.

Part in death ! no, never, never

!

Through death's vale I'll lean on thee;

Then in worlds above, forever,

Sweeter still thy truths shall be.
Unknown.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

EE WILL HIDE ME. 83 & 7s, with Chorns.

Msi 35 -!v -J-4
James McGranahan.

S
35=fe

5H 3-«-i0-^ «-r
q^ •-T-*-

-«-i-0-

r I
1

When the storms of life are rag-ing, Tem- pests wild on sea and land.

m i^zt
-tf. -'^.

:t^M

I will seek a place of ref-uge In the shad - ow of God's hand.

«̂=tt

place ref - uge

L . L . -ti-ig l±^^ ^-^.—f-
w«* b/

ir^"

He will hide me
He will hide me,

he will hide

I I —cr-l^^^-fl-^—I N| I J 1

me,
he will hide me,

Where no harm can e'er betide me,
Where no harm can e'er betide me,

He will hide me, safe-ly hide me.
He will hide me, safe-ly hide me.

In the shad - ow of
In the shadow of

^^1
=?=#= t^EIZt

-^^-i-

C-«*-#-

his hand.
hi.s hand.

£^-y-

636
When the .storms of life are raging,
Tempests wild on sea and land,

1 will seek a place of refuge
In the shadow of God's hand.

Clio.—He will hide me, he will hide rae,

Where no harm can e'er betide me

;

He will hide me, safely hide me,
In the shadow of his hand.

2 Though he may send some affliction,

'Twill but make me long for home;

For in love, and not in anger,
All his chastenings will come.- -Cho.

3 Enemies may strive to injure,

iSatan all his arts employ
;

He will turn what seems to harm me
Into everlasting joy.—Clio.

4 80, while here the cross I'm bearing,

Meeting storms and billows wild,
Jesus for my soul is caring

;

Naught can liarm liis Father's child.

—

Cho.
M. E. Servoss,
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

BUCKLE ON THE ARMOK. 8s & 7s, with Chorus.

N J 7
-N S-
9 •^—

J. H. ROSECRANS.

HV N V-H-

=5=
-^-r^
(&-?i

Life is one con- tin- ued bat - tie,

:^te=
-4--

P=F=J=^-PS=P^t=^ ^
Nev - er end- ed, nev- er o'er;

^ ^

g-4-S

:EEE
^H»- Sl^.t?.

And the Christian's path to glo-ry

I > N ^ ,N

'^^^r^~^
a con - flict ev - er - more.

^pEESESEE^E^^^
M CHORUS.

iE^3EiEi=^

Chris-tian, buck-!e on thy ar - mor,

^ ^> N ,S

« e—o-

w^-^^

Let the weak points strengthened be
;

I
N N S

i-yt 1 1 wm
:U _] la^ ^^ _ N-r "*

i 1 N c^=:-^=^=^

Fight thy fight—all heaven shall greet thee In the hour of vie - to - ry.

637
Life is one continued battle,

Never ended, never o'er;

And tlie Cbristian's path to glory
Is a conflict evermore.

Cjio.—Christian, buckle on thy armor

Let the weak points strengtliened be

Fight thy fight—all heaven shall greet thee

In the hour of vic-to-ry.

2 Satan ever watches round him,
Seeks to find the weakest part,

And in moments most unheeded
Quickly throws his fiery dart.—Ciio.

3 If perchance thy heart groAvs weary
With the struggle and the fight.

And the day seems dark and dreary,
Little sunshine, little light;—Cho.

4 Be that light but faint and feeble,

It shall guide thee evermore,
And at every battle leave thee
Stronger than thou wast before.

—

Cho.
C. Jay Smith.
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PRECIOUS PROMISE.

NEW CHRISTIAN

1 & 7s, with Refrain. P. P. Puss.

Precious prom-ise

C7F

PIE^
God hath giv - en To the wea

^

pass - er - by,

^^ 3g
*-^ft (

-* (22.

On the way from earth to heav- en, " I will guide thee

^^:rpt^: ±i— I

with mine eye.'

I ^ .-* •

—

rf^-^

^t
RRFBAIH.

I will guide thee I will guide thee, I will guide thee wi_th mine eye

;

*- Jt. ^ ' ^' i A- ^ : ^ ^^

wm^^t^^^S^ i=f

•'T ^
On the way from earth to heav - en, I will guide thee with mine eye.

^fek^e -^-7^ ^
1 of J. Ct.urth iCo.

638
Pkecious promise God hath given
To the weary passer-by,

On the way from earth to heaven,
" I will guide thee with mine eye."

Ref.—I will guide thee, I will guide thee,

I will guide thee with mine eye

;

On the way from earth to heaven
I will guide thee with mine eye.

2 When temptations almost win thee,
And thy trusted watchers fly,

Let this promise ring within thee,
"I will guide thee with mine eye."

—

Ref.

3 When thy secret hopes have perished

In the grave of years gone by,
Ijet this promise still be cherished.
"I will guide thee with mine eye."

—

Ref.

4 When the shades of life are falling,

And the hour has come to die,

Hear thy trusty Pilot calling,
" I will guide thee with mine eye.''

—

Ref.
Nathaniel Niles.
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•HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

ARE YOU READY? 8s & 7s, with Refrain.

> .
,. . s-TiN N N f*^ N-

4^

J^
E. S. LORENZ.

Soon the evening shadows fall - ing, Close the day of mortal life ; Soon the

^ i: 3?: i: £ *

,- - -*

—

» '« ^
hand of death appalling. Draws thee from its weary strife. Are you ready ?

Are you ready ?

[-]-]- #-^#

—

^0 0-0 » 4^ A.^^d.

Are you ready?

*
Are you read-y ?

^ fe s ^'J.

'T is the Spir- it calling: why de-lay? Arc you

^ --^=6
""J-^Q—j-

t^^
^^S:

r-

AA

fr-^#-^ ^Sii
ready? Are you ready? Do not linger longer; come to-day.

Are you ready ? Are you ready?

I^iaElS 0- ^.f̂ . ^
yr^/rV—>-V-V

it=^^=&^ ^iZ^

Cop7ricb>, lB7a, bj E. S. LotcDE.
=5=5=5=

•S=?
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Soon the evening shadows falling,

Close the day of mortal life;

Soon the hand of death appalling,
Draws thee from its weary strife.

Ref.—Are you ready? Are you ready?

'Tis the Spirit calling: why delay?
Are you ready? Are you ready?
Do not linger longer; come to-day.

2 Soon the awful trumpet sounding,
Calls thee to the judgment-throne

;

251

Now prepare, for love abounding
Yet has left thee not alone.

—

Ref.

3 O how fatal 'tis to linger

!

Are you ready—ready now

—

Ready, should death's icy finger
Lay its chill upon thy brow?

—

Ref.

4 Priceless love and free salvation,
Freely still are offered thee

:

Yield no longer to temptation,
But from sin and sorrow flee.

—

Ref.
J. W. Slaughenhaupt.



NEW CHRISTIAN

MY REDEEMER. 8s & 7s, with Chorus.

-rb-t^-n—^—NrH—H ^—vrjj:

James McGranahan

-•-*-

-g-—0 a—
my Re-deem -er, And his won

*—•—#-

I

drous love to

-^^ 3

i^^^

On the cm - el cross he suffered, From the curse to set me free,

#• -*•-• ^ -0- ' -0-

Sing, sing of my Redeem - ers With his

Sin ff, sing of my Re-deem -er. Sing, sing of my Re-deem-er i With his

^^-
b^-8-

-»—»-

:^=t::
I •

~W—^=-V-i-i

With his

:1-4-_:^:
i?-[7—^-T 0^00-^^^^\-^

0-0 0-0 0-0 0^(&
I n I I , I I

-^

blood he ransomed me, he ransomed me

;

blood

he sealed my

.^

On the cross

he ransomed me, he ransomed me ; On the cross he sealed my pardon, On the

Ajt^^^
I M M. I ^—'— 1—•-.-•

—
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i
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I
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^

blood he ransomed me, With his blood he ransomed mej

par - don, Gave his life . , . and made me free.'

cross he sealed my pardon. Gave his life and mademe free, and made me free, and made me free.

\'-0--0--0--0--&--«--0--0-^ I l/JJ^.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

640
1 WILL sing of my Redeemer,
And his wondrous love to me;

On the cruel cross he suffered,
From the curse to set me free.

Cho.—Sing, O sing of my Redeemer

:

With his blood he ransomed me
;

On the cross he sealed my pardon,
Gave his life and made me free.

2 I will tell the wondrous story
How, my lost estate to save,

PRECIOUS NAME. 8s & 7s, with Chorus,

In his boundless love and mercy,
He the ransom freely gave.

—

Cho.

3 I will praise my dear Redeemer
;

His triumphant power I'll tell

—

How the vic-to-ry he giveth
Over sin and death and hell.—Cho.

4 I will sing of my Redeemer,
And his heavenly love to me

;

He from death to life hath brought me,

Son of God, with him to be.

—

Cho.
P. p. Bliss.

W. H. DOANE.

Take the name of Jesus with you, Child of sorrow and of woe ; It

—_. j—0— —0.i..0-0-i..0 f^—^ — —0^i..0_0^

wUl joy and comfort

CIIORrK.

I—^-fH 1 1 ^i-^--»- -
1̂ • -^-—•-[-7d—

T

give you! Take it, then, where'er you go. Precious name, how sweet! Hope of

- _ Precious name, how sweet!

r^rv- <?— I—r I «—»--1—H—^-ptfJ-i-

,

1

— —
,

— —0-

m^
earth and joy of heaven ! Precious name, how sweet ! Hope of earth and joy of heaven.

Precious name, how sweet ! how sweet i

I I -A_ J y^v
0-0-0-0-0-•—I—rl r 1

0-9-9-

641
TxMvE the name of Jesus with you,
Child of sorrow and of woe :

It will joy and comfort give you
;

Take it, then, where'er you go.

—

Cho.

2 Take the name of Jesus ever.

As a shield from every snare
;

If temptations round you gather,
Breathe that holy name in prayer.

—

Cho.

.-^ • r i' ^
Copjrijlii, Xa'iX, bj Bi^luw k M&in.

3 O the precious name of Jesus,
How it thrills our souls with joy,

When his loving arms receive us,

And his songs our tongues employ !

—

Cho.

4 At the name of Jesus bowing,
Falling prostrate at his feet,

King of kings, in heaven we'll crovrn him.

When our journey is complete.

—

Cho.
Mrs. Lydia Baxter.
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BEAUTIFUL VALLEY OF EDEN. 8s & 6s, with Refrain.

fe2-:?=
-N—

N

feJ^lIV ^-^
-0- . ,

^ S;-#-

Wm. F. Sherwin.

U
Beau-ti-ful val-ley of E-den, Sweet is thy noon-tide calm, 0-ver the hearts of the

:!2a:zp:

» . - . r^—»—s—^—s-r r---^-T-F—-^—F—F—•—i-

>-v
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REFRAIN.
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l'^^
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wea - ry, Breath-ing thy waves of balm. Bean - ti - fnl val-ley of E - den,

i-— s#-. ^ -0-
. I

---

Home of the pure and blest. How often amid the wild billows I dream of thy rest—sweet rest!

the pare and blest,

r^v-i •—^

—

P—f—^-r^-^'-^-r^T»-<!-»-i—I—I—r I ^-r'—r I

—^—a—•—•-r«T*T-n

^ i/ ;/ 1 • B, pe

"^^ [first verse in the viusic]

2 Over the heart of the mourner
Shineth thy golden clay,

Wafting the songs of the angels
Down from the far-away.

—

Ref.

SHINING SHORE. 8s & 7s, with Chorus.

;/ • ^ ^ • U' • / ^

3 There is the home of my Saviour;
There, witli the blood-washed throng.

Over the highlands of glory
Rolleth the great new song.

—

Ref.
W. O. Gushing.

Geo. F. Root.

My days are gliding swiftly by. And I, a pilgrim stranger, Would not detain them as they fly,

D, S. just before the shining shore

^- ^ .0. .«- .0. jm- -a-:-*- -0- ^ -m- -0- - -« -«- -^- -«- -•-

Fiue. CHORITN. | i>. s.
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Those hours of toil and danger ; For, we stand on Jordan's strand, Our friends are passing over ; And
We may almost dis-cov-er.

i!!^=taz:t!?: 'ilii^^=



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

CHRIST IS PEECIOUS. 8s & 7s, with Choms. J. H. FiLLMORI

« L_^__^ * m^i

mA
O the precious love of Je - sus, Grow-ing sweet-er day by day,

•f^ -0- -0- 0- -0- f^-'
I -r

-h-
:H^K iir—Id ml

;p^^ 33 -•-T- fm
Tun-ing all tny heart so joy - ous

#-• *- -0- •0- -^ •0- -i9>-

^ :fl ^HH:

a heavenly mel - o - dy.
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SEES^i

cnoBvs,
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:^-r-^-
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^

9—<r -•-r- t^=#*<=¥=

Christ is precious, Christ is precious, In life's jour-ney he virill lead thee;
•0- •0- -0- -19-

F=t=t:
:^:t

)^^?^^
J ^-

Christ is precious, Christ is precious,
«-•»- -A- »-

-#

—

W—0-
'^^- 5=t:

D 'O [First Terse in the music.
'\

2 But we can not know the fullness

Of the Saviour's wondrous love,

Till we see and know his glory,

In the heavenly home above.

—

Cho.

3 Come and taste the love of Jesus,

At his feet thy burdens lay

;

Trust him with thy grief and sorrow,
Bear this joyful song away.—Cho.

Eliza Sherman.

644
My days are gliding swiftly by,
And I, a pilgrim stranger,

"Would not detain them as they fly,

Those hours of toil and danger.

—

Cho.

2 We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear,

Our distant home discerning

;

Our absent Lord has left us word.
Let every lamp be burning.

—

Cho.

3 Should coming days be cold and dark,

We need not cease our singing

;

That perfect rest naught can molest.
Where golden harps are ringing.

—

Cho.

4 Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow.
Each cord on earth to sever

;

Our Kingsays "Come;" and there's our home.

Forever, O forever!

—

Cho.
David Nelson.
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DKAW ME TO THEE.

NEW CHRISTIAN

& 6s, with Chorus, E. S. LORENZ.

Lord, weak and im - po - tent I stand, As fet - tered by an un - seen hand
;

-^g-i*—ri I
I 1

1 rf- ? g-J g I H a ^

asrf

Break thou the strong and sub -tie band, And draw me close to thee.

P-tr^- ^fef^
eiioitiTS

Draw me close to thee, Sav - iour. Draw me close to thee
;

close to thee, Sav - iour, close to thee;

£:
:f= ^—

iSzat -^—^ ^->* :1^
*-^—N-

Be- neath thy wing do thou me hide, And draw me close to thee.

S*fei t ^p i^ r
-• »—»-

645
Lord, weak and impotent I stand,
As fettered by an unseen hand :

Break thou the strong and subtle band,

And draw me close to thee.

Cho.—Draw me close to thee, Saviour,

Draw me close to thee

;

Beneath thy wing do thou me hide,

And draw me close to thee.

2 In vain I struggle to be free

;

I would, but can not, fly to thee

:

Ope thou the prison door for me,
And draw me close to thee.

—

Cho.

3 O bring me nearer, nearer still,

That thine own peace my soul may fill,

And I may rest in thy sweet will

:

Lord, draw me close to thee.—Cho,

4 Here, Lord, I would forever bide.
And never wander from thy side :

Beneath thy wing do thou me hide.
And draw me close to thee.

—

Cho.
M. A. w.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

ELLESDIE. 8s & 73. D.

:f^

Mozart.

1^—f^ —
^.-t^^,--

4
-4+^ ES

1 . J H- -*
' ^ ^VV a- . # . #-

P^
Je - sus, I my cross have tak- en, All to leave, and fol - low thee;

.
» [ # • ^ P # 1 ^ . ^ 3 S T !*-^* *^^

1

m
i?

-fl-^»»-
:S=ipi:

i=J^ m
I am poor, despised, for- sak - en—Thou, from hence, my all shalt be.

D. S. Yet how rich is my con - di - tion—God and heaven are still my own 1

g*r-TTT ^ F̂

« 5fefe:taf:

Per - ish ev - ery fond am -bi- tion, All I've sought and hoped and known

m^^f^f^^
»J^" \First verse in the ntusic.^

2 Let the world despise and leave me

—

It has left my Saviour too
;

Human hearts and looks deceive me—
Thou art not, like them, untrue

;

Whilst thy graces shall a(lorn me,
God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate, and friends may scorn me—
Show thy face, and all is bright.

3 Go, then, earthly fame and treasure.

Come, disaster, scorn and pain

;

In thy service, pain is pleasure

;

With thy favor, loss is gain.
I have called thee, Abba, Father;

I have set my heart on thee

;

Storms may howl, and clouds may gather,

All will work for good to me.

4 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.

O 'tis not in grief to harm me
While thy love is left to me

;

O 'twere not in joy to charm me,
Were that joy unmixed with thee.

Soul, then know thy full salvation,

Rise o'er sin and fear and care,

Joy to find in every station

;

Something still to do or bear

;

Think what Spirit dwells within thee,

Think what Father's smiles are thine

;

Think that Jesus died to save thee:
Child of heaven, canst thou repine ?

2 Haste thee on from gi'ace 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 i>i ayer to praise.
H. F. LvTE.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

ACROSS THE RIVER, 8s & 7s, with Chorus.

w—^^^^^-^—•—

#

-*-v

Fred. A Fillmore.

-N—j^^ fS-

I have friends a-cross the riv - er, Where for me they glad - ly wait

;

In,,. ^ ^

0—i— — *•— —^eii——

'

Hold jar with an - gel fin-gers Yon - der bright and pearl-y gate.
D. S. be the greet-ing Of the Sav-iour whom I love!

Bige
-*—r»-^ #- -f- ^ ^ .^'
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O how sweet will be the meeting In that happy home above !(above !) And how welcome

iiifefj

Ji^jS--
*L

es
—tf

—

—0- 0-^-^—+-. h- ^ 0-

f—t^—1^—^—b*—

*

7-

:^
^
^.^^ I"

—
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fV 'm—v WIT

"^^ [First verse in the music]
2 In that home that knows no sorrow,

All our partings will be o'er
;

We shall sing the song of glory
On that happy, golden shore.—Cho.

'^

3 Yes, I've friends across the river,

And I hope to greet them there,
When this earthly toil is over,
In that land so bright and fair. —Cho.

Emma Pitt.

WHEN THE MISTS. 8s & 7s. D„ with Chorus. J. H. Anderson.

^ ^— ,—K-

3z\ii

When the mists have rolled in splen-dor From the heau - ty of the hills, And the

gs^Ei^^=

^-0-0-^-0-0^^^*0-^-*-^^-^ 0-*-0- '

-^

sunshine,warm and tender, Falls in kisses on the rills, We may read love's shining letter In the
*- 0-.-0-0-.-0--0- -0- 0-,-0-

§£S
:t2z?

i^ H^ W y i^ ^ ^ Bj pcrmja6.oa.^ y J 5* t' f' ?
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

WHEN THE MISTS -Concluded.

rainbow of the spray; We shall know each oth-er better When the mists have cleared away.

We shall know as we are known,
We shall know as we are known,

more . to walk alone, In the
Nevermore to walk alone,

dawn - ing of the morning. When the mists have cleared away
|

In the
In the dawning When the mists have cleared away

|

e-.-e- ->9-

dawn - ing of the morn-ing, When the mists . . . have cleared away,
In the dawning When the mists have cleared away,

-#-•*- T^-
_^.^_^j.-#4r

^^. -r—---r^

—

-f—I
1—r I r-—r

—

^irt?=fik^-fc::fc:^:^t^^—^—h?^^-—9—^»—^1 t/H 1/H \/-H i

1-^—

OH- 57 [First verse in the Dtusic.']

2 If we err in human blindness,
And forget that we are dust

;

If we miss the law of kindness
"Wl^en we struggle to be just,

Snowy wings of peace shall cover
All the plain that hides away,

When the weary watch is over,
And the mists have cleared away.

—

Cho.
3 When the silver mist has vailed us
From the faces of our own,

Oft we deem their love has failed us,

And we tread our path alone

;

I

We should see them near and truly,

We should trust them day by day,
Neither love nor blame unduly,

If the mists were cleared away.—Ciio.

4 When the mists have risen above us,

As our Father knows his own,
Face to faceVith those that love us.

We shall know as we are known.
Lo ! beyond the orient meadows
Floats the golden fringe of day

;

Heart to heart, we bide the shadoM's
Till the mists have cleared away.

—

Cho.
Annie Herbert.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

ROBINSON. 8s&7s. D. Thos. Hastings.
I'i ne.

—I »— -m—^-^

( Yes, for me, for me
( Yes, with me, with me

D. C. Yes, e'en me, e'en me

=—-L^

he car-eth With a broth - er's ten - der care ;

)

he shareth Ev - ery bur - den, ev - ery fear. \
he snatcheth From the per - ils of the way.

Yes, o'er me, o'er me he watcheth. Ceaseless watcheth night and day
;

650
Yes, for me, for me he careth
With a brother's tender care

;

Yes, witli me, with me he shareth
Every burden, every fear.

Yes, o'er me, o'er me he watcheth.
Ceaseless watchetli night and day

;

Yes, e'en me, e'en me he snatcheth
From the perils of the way.

2 Yes, for me he standeth pleading.
At the mercy-seat above,

Ever for me interceding.
Constant in untiring love.

Yes, in me abroad he sheddeth
Joys unearthly, love and light,

And to cover me he spreadeth
His paternal wing of might.

3 Yes, in me, in me he dwelleth

—

I in him, and he in me

;

And my empty soul he filleth,

Here and through eternity.

Thus I wait for his returning,
Singing all the way to heaven

—

Such the joyful song of morning.
Such the tranquil song of even.

Unknown.

651
Hark ! the voice of Jesus calling

—

"Who will go and work to-day ?

Fields are white, the harvest waiting

—

Who will bear the sheaves away ?"

Loud and long the Master calleth,
Rich reward he offers free :

Who will answer, gladly saying,
"Here am I, O Lord : send me"

?

2 If you can not cross the ocean.
And the heathen lands explore.

You can find the heathen nearer,
You can help them at your door

;

If you can not speak like angels.
If you can not preach like Paul,

You can tell the love of Jesus,

You can say he died for all.

3 W^hile the souls of men are dying,
And the Master calls for you.

Let none hear you idly saying,
" There is nothing I can do."

Gladly take the task he gives you,
Let his work your pleasure be

;

Answer quickly when he calleth,

"Here am I, O Lord: send me."
D. March.

652
Yes, he knows the w^ay is dreary.
Knows the weakness of our frame.

Knows that hand and heart are weary

;

He in all jioints felt the same.
Look to him, and faith shall brighten,

Hope shall soar, and love shall burn,

Peace once more thy heart shall brighten:

Rise : he calleth thee : return.
JMiss F. R. Havergal,
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

NETTLETON. 8s&7s. D ASAHEL NeTTLETON.

thou Fount of every blessing. Tune my heart to sing thy grace ! Streams of mercy, never ceasing,

D. S. While the hope of endless glory

ft-0

Call for songs of loudest praise. Teach me ever to adore thee : May I still thy goodness prove,

Fills my heart with joy and love.

^=F[7-^=H=— I—»-»-Pl—ht^-t^—4i
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653
O THOU Fount of every blessing,
Tune my heart to sing thy grace :

Streams of mercy, never ceasing,
Call for songs of loudest praise.

Teach me ever to adore thee

:

May I still thy goodness prove,
While the hope ofendless glory

Fills my heart with joy and love.

2 Here I'll raise my Ebenezer

;

Hither by thy help I've come

;

And I hope, by thy good pleasure.
Safely to arrive at home.

Jesus sought me when a stranger,
Wandering from thy fold, O God

;

He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed his i^reeious blood.

3 O to grace how great a debtor
Daily I'm constrained to be

!

Let thy goodness, like a fetter,

Bind ine closer still to thee.

Never let me wander from thee.

Never leave thee, whom I love
;

By thy Word and Spirit guide me,
Till I reach thy courts above.

R. RODINSON.

654
Sinner, hear the invitation :

Mercy calls you from above.
Come, receive this great salvation,

Purchased by redeeming love.

Jesus calls with sAveet compassion,
"Come, ye weary souls, to me : ''

Sinner, heed the invitation;
Rise forthwith—he calleth thee.

2 On the rugged cross-tree bleeding,
Hear the wounded Lamb of God

For transgressors interceding.
While they shed his precious blood;

Hear that dying intercession.

Offered on that bloody tree :

He will pardon your transgression :

Rise forthwith—he calleth thee.

3 Sinner, soon the day of favor
Will forever pass away

:

Hasten to the bleeding Saviour,
Hasten while it is to-day.

He will comfort all your sorrow,
And from every burden free

:

Wait not for the coming morrow;
Rise forthwith—he calleth thee,

_ L. H. Jameson.

655
May the grace of Christ, our Saviour,
And the Father's boundless love,

With the Holy Spirit's favor.

Rest upon us from above.
Thus may we abide in union
With each other and the Lord

;

And possess, in sweet communion,
Joys which earth can not aflbrd.

John Newton.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

MOLUCCA. 8s, 7s & 4s, Anon.

f Sin-ners, will you scorn the message Sent in mer-cy from a- bove ?
)^

i Ev - ery sentence, O how ten-der ! Ev - ery line is full of love, j

-+-•-

^ ^e-fi- Ŝ:

^^
List - ^n to it, List - en to it ; Ev-ery line is lull ot love.

r^.^ ^
1=^ :e

f-

3 Will you not receive the message

—

Listen to the joyful word—
And embrace the news of pardon
Offered to you by the Lord ?

Can you slight it

—

Offered to you by the Lord ?

4 O ye angels, hovering round us,

Waiting spirits, speed your way;
Haste ye to the court of heaven

;

Tidings bear without delay :

Rebel sinners
Glad the message will obey.

J. Allen.

German.
Fi ne.

656
Sinners, will you scorn the message
Sent in mercy from above?

Every sentence, O how tender

!

Every line is full of love.
Listen to it:

Every line is full of love.

2 Hear the heralds of the gospel
News from Zion's King proclaim :

"Pardon to each rebel sinner,
Free forgiveness in his name."
O how gracious

!

Free forgiveness in his name.

BAVA.KIA. 8s&7s. D.

-4—tf- -^ ^-

f Heav- y - la - den, sad and wea - ry,

i All on earth is dark and drear - y

:

D. C. And be pleased to kind-ly hear us,

5i|^zg=fa:y % gz=«^

-'^-^

=x

^—

^

Lord, we come for help to thee
;

Wilt thou grant our light to be ?

When we bow, and meek-Iy pray.
N

1

—

f—n*~=Fi^^i
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—
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"
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

THE GREAT PHYSICIAN. 8s & 7s, with Ctoms. Arr. by J. H. Stockton.

The great Physi-cian now is near, The sympathiz-ingJe-sus; He speaks, the drooping

CIIORlI»i,

^t
-T-&-

heart to cheer; hoar the voice of Je - sus. Sweet-est note m ser - aph song,

m ^ _S !

fcs-
^t ITs I

1-4-

-g—tf^-

Sweetest name on naortal tongue, Sweetest car-ol ev- er sung—Je-sns, hless-ed Je-sns !

"

657
Thk great Physician now is near,
The sympathizing Jesus

;

He speaks the drooping heart to cheer:

O hear tlie voice of Jesus.

—

Cho.
2 He speaks to us of sins forgiven

—

O hear the voice of Jesus —
And how to walk the patli to heaven,
And wear a crown with Jesus.—Ciio.

3 All glory to the dying Lamb !

I now believe in .Jesus

;

I love the blessed Saviour's name,
I love the name of Jesus.

—

Cho.

4 And when to that bright world above,

We rise to see our Jesus,

We'll sing around the throne of love,

I£is name, the name of Jesus.—Cho.
Wm. Hunter, a/t.

658
Heavy-laden, sad and weary,

Lord, we come for help to thee

;

All on earth is dark and dreary:
Wilt thou grant our light to be?

With thy presence, ever cheer us,

As we journey on our way
;

And be pleased to kindly hear us,

When we bow, and meekly pray.

2 Many are our sore temptations.
Many are our doubts and fears.

Many are our tribulations,

Many are our bitter tears.

Wilt thou grant to not forsake us.

While we tarry here below,
And, when life is over, take us
Where such sorrows none can know ?

3 When we go astray, restrain us
By the drawings of thy love;

From the tempter's power regain us,

For thyself in worlds above

;

Every fleeting day and hour
May we live for thee alone;

And I'nay thy almighty power
Bring us near thy glorious throne.

L. H. Jamfson.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

INVITATION 7s & 4s, or Ss & 7s, with Chorns. Anoh.
Fine.

15
C. He IS

C. Hearken

s-*-^

Come, ye sin-ners, poor and need-y, Weak anc'

e yo
- ble,

--4-

a-ble,
to the vi - ta - tion

He
O

wounded, sick and
pit - y, love and
will-ing—doubt no
ceive his grace to

«!ore

power
more

- day

;}

-^ -^ -fr

-t]
tr^—h-

fe=FJ=^N:
I>. c.

He is a - ble, He is a - ble. He is %

).''—Turn to the Lord, and seek sal - va - tion ; Come, the g
^ M A^ M^ M^ .B. -._ _ _-

He is a - ble. He is a - ble. He is will-ing—doubt no more,
Cho.*—Turn to the Lord, and seek sal - va -tion ; Come, the gos - pel call o bey;

Jfu A. 4L ^ A- ^ . -^ ^.iL^-AniZ.
JE=Zt=|^i=:^=M=SE^=^.^=F^^

'' The chorus may be used instead of the last two lines of each verse

RRQ'-'*-'»-' [First verse in the music.\

2 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 Saviour's rising beam.

3 Come, you weary, heavy-laden,
Bruised and mangled by the fall

:

If you tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all

;

Not the righteous

—

Sinners, Jesus came to call.

I

OSGOOD. 8s, 7s & 4s

4 Agonizing in the garden,
Lo ! your Saviour prostrate lies

:

On the bloody tree behold him
;

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

"

Sinners, will not this suffice?

5 Lo ! the rising Lord ascending,
Pleads the virtue of his blood

:

Venture on him, venture freely,

Let no other trust intrude.
None but Jesus

Can do helpless sinners good.
Charles Wesley.

Arr. from Ritter.

List - en, sin-ner ; List - en, sin-ner: 'Tis the voice of mer - cy caUs.

F=f= ^-^ -^ ^
t=lt

S- Hfi-

m
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HAPPY ZION.

HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

s, 7s &, 4s, OT 8s, 7s & 7s. I. B. Woodbury.

f Lead us, heavenly Fa-ther, lead us O'er the world's tempestuous sea; I

( Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us : For we have no help but thee
; J

m'iT=?=F=
#—^-

-G—^^

660
Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us
O'er the world's tempestuous sea

;

Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us

:

For we have no help but thee

;

Yet possessing every blessing,
If our God our Father be.

2 Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us:

All our weakness thou dost know
;

Thou didst tread this earth before us,

Tliou didst feel its keenest woe.
Lone and dreary, faint and weary,
Through the desert thou didst go.

3 Let thy Spirit, now attending.
Fill our hearts with heavenly joy.

Love with every passion blending,
Pleasure that can never cloy.

Thus provided, pardoned, guided,
Nothing can our peace destroy.

Jas. Edmeston.

661
Listen, sinner : mercy hails you

;

With her sweetest voice she calls
;

Bids you hasten to the Saviour,
Ere the hand of justice falls

:

Listen, sinner:
'Tis the voice of mercy calls.

2 See the storm of vengeance gathering

O'er the path you dare to tread
;

23

Hark ! the awful thunders rolling

Loud and louder o'er your head

;

Flee, O sinner,
Lest the lightnings strike you dead.

3 Haste, O hasten to the Saviour

;

Sue his mercy while you may :

Soon the day of grace is over.
Soon your life will j^ass ?way

:

Hasten, sinner

:

You must perish, if you stay.
^ Andrew Reed.

662
Come to Calvary's holy mountain,

Sinners, ruined by the fall

:

Here a pure and healing fountain
Flows, to cleanse the guilty soul.

In a full, perpetual tide,

Opened when the Saviour died.

2 Come in sorrow and contrition,
Wounded, impotent, and blind:

Here the guilty find remission
;

Here the lost a refuge find
;

Health this fountain will restore
;

He that drinks shall thirst no more.

3 Come, ye dying, live forever

:

'Tis a soul-reviving flood
;

God is faithful—lie will never
Break the cov'nant sealed in blood

—

Signed when our Redeemer died,

Sealed when he was crucified.

J. MON IGOMERV.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

WALES, 8i & 4s.

-iT-

S.-

Welsh Air.

Through the love of Goi, our Saviour, All will be well ; Free and changeless is his fa-vor

—

D, S, Strong the hand stretched out to shield us—

±2=
^

1 ^—

I

±=
-ft—ft-

-n—«>- .J_,J_J__J_._ i_^,__j_ 1__).

9a

All, all is well. Precious is the blood that healed us | Perfect is the grace that sealed us
i

All must be well. _^

f5> W-

663
Thuough the love of God, our Saviour,

All will be well

;

Free and changeless is his favor

—

All, all is well.
Precious is the blood that healed us

;

Perfect is the grace that sealed us
;

Strong the hand stretched out to shield us

—

All must be well.

2 Though we pass through tribulation.

All will be well;
Ours is such a full salvation

—

All, all is well.

PEACE IS MINE. 8s & 4s.

Happy, still in God confiding;
Fruitful, if in Christ abiding

;

Holy, through the Spirit's guiding

—

All must be well.

3 We expect a bright to-morrow

;

All will be well.

Faith can sing, through days of sorrow,

All, all is well;
On our Father's love relying,
Jesus every need supplying,
Or in living, or in dying.

All must be well.
Mary B. Peters.

Wm. B. Braddurv.

-0 -0 L^ L^_^_^
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While I hear life's surg-ing billows, Peace, peace is mine ; Why suspend my

D. S. Safe - ly he has

:^=^:
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J
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harp on willows? Peace, peace is mine,
sworn to guide me ; Peace, peace is mine.

J I may sing with Christ beside me, \
( Tho' a thousand ills be -tide me;j

pite —ri 0-

r B, per

266

";—•";;—'—s '

—

r'^ ^—""' s—. 1

1

TZ?i=p=?z=)i=F4z=>=^—5ztlJ
T^—gi

—^

—

\i)
-\y—b^—t^—^-

: Tl



HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

LOVE, JOT AND PEACE, 8s & 4s. J. H. Fillmore.

What care I for fame's o-pin-ion ? Love, love is mine ; Scorn and hate have lost do-

C|f-4f-»—# 9 Y9—O *—*
1

J

An-ger's bonds no more enslave me, Je-sus died, in
•«- -O- •»- »»• -0- »- -0- -^ -O- ••- «-

•Ml I I
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What care I for fame's opinion ?

Love, love is mine;
Scorn and hate have lost dominion,

Love, love is mine;
Anger's bonds no more enslave me,
Jesus died, in love, to save me.
And his Spirit freely gave me

;

Love, love is mine.

2 In my heart is Jesus reigning,
Joy, joy is mine;

Banished thence is all complaining,
Joy, joy is mine

;

Wrath no more can round me hover,
Dark despair my future cover,
All my fears and doubts are over

;

Joy, joy is mine.

3 As a fruit of promised Spirit,

Peace, peace is mine,
Which the pure in heart inherit,

Peace, peace is mine

—

Peace at morn, and peace at even

;

All my sins have been forgiven,
'Tis a foretaste hero of heaven

;

Peace, peace is mine.
D. R LrcAs.
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While I hear life's surging billows,

Peace, peace is mine:
Why suspend my harp on willows ?

Peace, peace is mine.
I may sing with Christ beside me.
Though a thousand ills betide me

;

Safely he has sworn to guide me

—

Peace, peace is mine.

2 Every trial draws me nearer

—

Peace, peace is mine;
All his strokes but make him dearer-

Peace, peace is mine.
Bless I then the hand that smiteth
Gently, and to heal delighteth

;

'Tis against my sins he flghteth

—

Peace, peace is mine.
Unknown.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

BEULAH LAND. 8s, with Chorus. Jno. R. Sweney.
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glory shore, My heaven, my home for evermore.
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I've reached the land of corn and

wine,
And all its riches freely mine

;

Here shines undimmed one blissful

day,
For all my night has passed away.

Cho.—O Beulah Land, sweet Beulah Land,

As on thy highest mount I stand,
I look awa.y, across the sea,

Where mansions are prepared forme.

And view the shining glory shore,
My heaven, my home for evermore.

2 My Saviour comes and walks with me,

And sweet communion here have we;
He gently leads me by his hand,
For this is heaven's border-land.

—

Cho.

3 A sweet perfume upon the breeze
Is borne from ever-vernal trees,

And flowers that, never fading, grow
Where streams of life forever flow.

—

Cho.

4 The zephj-rs seem to float to me
Sweet souiuls of heaven's melody,
As angels with the white-robed throng,

Join in the sweet redemption song.

—

Cho.
Edgak Page.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

THE ROCK THAT IS HIGHER. 8s, with Chorus.

is
W. G. Fischer.

O sometimes the shadows are deep, And rough seems the path to the goal •
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O then to the Rock let me fly, To the Rock that is higher than I

:

let me fly, is higher than I

;
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let me fly,

To the Rock that is higher than I.
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O SOMETIMES the shadows are deep,
And rough seems the path to the goal

;

And sorrows, how often they SM'eep,
Like tempests, down over the soul

!

Cho.—O then to the Rock let me fly,

To the Rock that is higher than I

;

O then to tiie Rock let me fly,

To the Rock that is higher than I.

2 O sometimes how long seems the day,

And sometimes how heavy my feet

!

But, toiling in life's dusty way.
The Rock's bless-ed shadow, how sweet !—Cho.

3 O near to the Rock let me keep.
Or blessings, or sorrows prevail

;

Or climbing the mountain-way steep,
Or walking the shadowy vale.—Cho.

E. Johnson.
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THE EOCK AND THE SAND. 93, 8s & 12, with Chorus. J. H. ROSECRANS.

On what are yon huilding, my hrother, Yonr hopes of an e- ter-nal home ? Is it
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2 On one or the other, my hrother,
You are huilding your hopes, day hy day

;

You are risking your soul on the works that you do

:

Will the dark waters sweep you away ?—Cho.
3 Your Saviour has warned you, my brother

:

I pray you, give heed to his voice

:

There is life on tbe rock, but there's death on tlie sand—
O, my brother, pray tell me your choice.

—

Cho.

4 No matter how careful, my brother,
The sand for your house you prepare,

'Twill be all swept away when the tloods shall descend,
Leaving nothing but death and despair.

—

Cho.
H. R. Trickett.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

WHEKE ARE THE BEAPEES? 10s & 9s, with Chorus. Geo. F. Root.
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2 Go out in the by-way.s and search them all

—

The wheat may be there, though the weeds are tall—
Then search in tlio higliway, and pass none by,

But gather from all for the home on high.

—

Cho.

3 The fields all are ripening, and far and wide
The world now is waiting the harvest tide

;

But reapers are few, and the work is great,

And much will be lost should the harvest wait.

—

Cho.

4 So come with your sickles, ye sons of men,
And gather together the golden grain

;

Toil on till the Lord of the harvest come,
Then share ye his joy in the " harvest home."—Cho.

Eben E. Kexford.
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lis & 8s, with Chorns.MORE LIKE JESUS.

More like Je-sus, more like Jesns would I be

-«—«—N-«—i-Hi—*i—«—i^-

T. C. O'Kane.
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More and more, more and more More and more like Jesus every day
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More and more, more and more, More like Jesus every day, every day
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More and more, more and more, more and more, more and morp, More like Jesus every day
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More like Jesus, more like Jesus would I be

—

More lilie Jesus in submission,
Like him trustful, unrepiniug,

Patient like him, lilie him in humility.

—

Cho.
2 More like Jesus, more like Jesus would I be—

•

INIore like Jesus, true and steadfast,

Like him strivins:, ever doing,
Earnest lilce him, like him in fidelity.

—

Cho.
3 Blessed Jesus, come and make me all like thee

—

All like thee, O blessed Jesus,
In tlae glory of thy manhood.

In the beauty of thy spotless purity.—Ciio.
F. Merrick.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

ONCE FOR ALL, 10s, 9 & 8, with ChorTis. P. P. Bliss.
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2 Now are we free—there's no condemnation,

Jesus provides a perfect salvation

;

"Come unto me:" O hear his sweet call;

Come, and he saves us once for all.—Cho.

3 "Children of God," Og?o-ri-ous calling I

Surely his grace will keep us from falling;

Passing from death to life at his call,

Blessed salvation, once for all !—Cho.

P. P. Bliss.
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NEW CHRISTIAN

WHOSOEVER WILL. 10, lis & 7, witt Chorus.

4_ . . J .-^
P. P. Buss.

" Whosoever heareth," shont, shout the sound | Send the bless-ed tidings all the world around
|
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Bj permisBion of J. Church i Co.

" Whosoever heareth," shout, shout the sound

;

Send the blessed tidings all the world around
;

Spread the joyful news wherever man is found

—

"Whosoever will, may come."

—

Cho.

2 Whosoever cometh, need not delay
;

Now the door is open : enter while you may

:

Jesus is the true, the only Living way

—

"Whosoever will, may come."

—

Cho.

3 "Whosoever will," the jiromise is secure;
" Whosoever will" forever must endure

;

"Whosoever will," 'tis life for evermore

—

"Whosoever will, may come."

—

Cho.
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WHITER THAN SNOW, lis, with Chorus.

A S r-

Wm. G. Fischer.

m
long to heLord Je - sus, I per - feet - ly whole | I want thee for-^ m £^ee£ F=^P^=F
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Whit-er than snow—yes, whiter than snow; Now wash me, and I shall he whiter than snow.

S

673 [First verse in the music]
2 Lord Jesus, look down from tliy throne in the skies,

And help me to make a complete sacrifice :

I give up myself, and whatever I know :

Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.

—

Cho.

3 Lord Jesus, for this I most humbly entreat

;

I wait, blessed Lord, at thy crucified feet;

By faith, for my cleansins:, I see thy blood flow:
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.

—

Cho.

4 Lord Jesus, thou seest I patiently wait

:

Come now, and within me a new heart create.

To those who have sought thee, thou never said'st No :

Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.

—

Cho.
James Nicholson.
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PORTUGUESE HYMN, lis, J. Reading.

I I ' rz\
The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I know ; I feed in green pastures, safe
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fold - ed I rest ; He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow, Restores me when

wandering, redeems when oppressed, Restores me when wandering, redeems when op-
[pressed.
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2 Thro' the valley and shadow of death though I stray,
Since thou art my Guardian, no evil I fear;

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay

;

No harm can befall, with my Comforter near.

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread
;

With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er

;

With perfume and oil thou anointest my head

—

O what shall I ask of thy providence more?
4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God,

Still follow my steps till I meet thee above:
1 seek, by the path which my forefathers trod,
Through the land of their sojourn, thy kingdom of love.

_^ ,_ _ J. Montgomery.
675
Our Father in heaven, we hallow thy name:
]\Iay thy kingdom holy, on earth be the same;
O give to us daily our portion of bread

—

It is from thy bounty that all must be fed.

2 Forgive our transgressions, and teach us to know
That humble compassion that pardons each foe;
Keep us from temptation, from weakness and sin,
And thine be the glory forever. Amen.

S. J. Hale.
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FOUNDATION, lis. Anon.

How firm a founda -tion, ye saints of the Lord, Is laid for your faith in his
D. S. You who un - to Je - sus formm^ £
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ex - eel - lent word ! What more can he
ref - uge have fled ?

say than to you he has said,
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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 has said,

You who unto Jesus for refuge have fled ?

2 In every condition—in sickness, in health,
In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth,
At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea

—

As your days may demand, so your succor shall be.

3 Fear not : I am with you : O be not dismayed

:

I, I am your God, and will still give you aid
;

I'll strengthen you, help you, and cause you to stand,
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.

4 When through the deep waters I cause you to go,

The rivers of sorrow shall not you o'erflow

;

For I will be with you, your troubles to bless,

And sanctify to you your deepest distress.

5 When through fiery trials your pathway shall lie,

My grace, all-sufficient, shall be your supply
;

The flame shall not hurt you ; I only design
Your dross to consume, and your gold to refine.

6 E'en down to old age all my people shall prove
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love

;

And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn.
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne.

7 The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose,
I will not, I can not desert to his foes

;

That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake,
I'll never, no never, no never forsake.

Geo. Keith.
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GOSHEN, lis Arr. by Thos. Hastings.

De - lay not, de - lay not; O sin
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2 Delay not, delay not : why longer abuse
The love and compassion of Jesus, our Lord?

A fountain is opened—how canst thou refuse
To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning blood ?

3 Delay not, delay not, O 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, entreats thee to come:
Beware, lest in darkness thou finish thy race,

And sink to the vale of eternity's gloom.
Thos. Hastings.

EXPOSTULATION, lis. Josiah Hopkins.
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mer - cy is com - ing so nigh ?\
vites you; the Spir-it says, Come, j And an-gels are waiting to welcome you home.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

EVEN THEE. P. Wm. B. Bradbury.

fSin-ners, come to Christ, the Sav-iour ; Now his gracious call

\ Come, this is the day of fa - vor ; Mer - cy calls : do not de - lay
bey

;

|

Cipjiighl.
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Sinners, come to Christ the Saviour

;

Now his gracious call obey
;

Come : this is the day of favor

;

Mercy calls : do not delay.
Come to-day

:

Mercy calls : do not delay.

2 Time, on lightning pinions flying,

Sweejis the sons of earth away
;

Every moment men are dying :

Sinner, why do you delay ?

Come to-day

:

Sinner, why do you delay ?

3 Hear the gospel Invitation
Ringing in your ears to-day,

Offering pardon and salvation :

Sinner, come, without delay
;

Come to-day

;

Sinner, come without delay.

4 By the Saviour's earthly pleading,
Be persuaded to obey

;

By his heavenly interceding.
Be constrained, do not delay;

Come to-day;
Be constrained, do not delay.

L. H. Jameson.

679
O TURN you, O turn you : for why will you die,

When God in his mercy is coming so nigh?
Now Jesus invites you ; the Spirit says, Come,
And angels are waiting to welcome you home.

2 How vain the delusion that, while you delay,
Your hearts may grow better by staying away !

Come wretched, come starving, come just as you be;
Here streams of salvation are flowing most free.

3 Here Jesus is ready your souls to receive:
O how can you question, since now you believe?
Since sin is your burden, why will you not come ?

He now bids you welcome,he now says there's room.

4 In riches, in pleasure, what can you obtain,
To soothe your affliction, or banish your pain

;

To bear up your spirit, when summoned to die^
Or waft you to mansions of glory on high?

JosiAH Hopkins.
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COME, YE DISCONSOLATE, lis & 10s. S. Webbe.

d3-

Come, ye disconsolate, where'er you languisli ; Come, at the shrine of God fervently kneel
|

tf

—

\—*^»~\-^-i—P-l-'rH—I **t*T-P-^-r-|-^^i—I ^-I'S 1
1 iz\ IH

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish
;

Earth has no sorrow that heaven can not heal.
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Come, ye disconsolate, where'er you languish

;

Come, at the shrine of God fervently kneel

;

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish
;

Earth has no sorrow that heaven can not heal.

2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying,
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure,

Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying,
Earth has no sorrow that heaven can not cure.

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,

Thomas Moore.

HOME, lis, with Chorus. H. R. Bishop.
1st. 2nd.
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'Mid scenes of confusion and creature complaints,
How sweet to my soul is com-mun-ion with saints; To find at the banquet of
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mercy there's room, And feel in the presence of Jesus at home ! Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home

!

D. S. Prepare me, dear Saviour, for glory, my home.

• >
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HENLEY, lis & 10s.

s.

Lowell Mason.

Come un - to me when shadows dark-ly gath-er, When the sad heart is

D. S. Come un - to me, and
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wea-ry and distressed,

I will give you rest.
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Seek-ing for com-fort from your heavenly Fa-ther,
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DO I [First Z'erse in the fftusic]

2 Ye who have mourned when the spring flowers were taken

;

When the ripe fruit fell richly to the ground

;

When the loved slept, in brighter homes to waken,
Where their pale brows with spirit-wreaths are crowned.

3 Large are the mansions in your Father's dwelling,
Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim

;

Sweet are the harps in holy music swelling.

Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn.

4 There, like an Eden, blossoming in gladness,
Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rudely pressed :

Come unto me, all ye who droop in sadness,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest.
Unknown.

682
'Mid scenes of confusion and creature complaints.
How sweet to my soul is communion with saints

;

To find at the banquet of mercy there's room,
And feel in the presence of Jesus at home !—Cho.

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of peace !

And thrice blessed Jesus, whose love can not cease !

Though oft from thy presence in sadness I roam,
I long to behold thee in glory, at home.—Cho.

3 While here in the valley of conflict I stray,

O give me submission and strength as my day;
In all my afflictions to thee Mould I come.
Rejoicing in hope of my glo-ri-ous home.

—

Cho.

4 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauty to shine.

No more as an exile in sorrow to pine

;

And in thy dear image arise from the tomb,
With glorified millions, to praise thee at home.

—

Cho.
David Denham.
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..WARNING. 12s & lis. Wm. B. Bradbury.
I 1st. .

—i-e g—t~e—1-0 —

I

Hark, sinner, while God from on high doth en-treat thee, And warnings with
Give ear to his voice, lest in judg-ment he meet thee: (Omit

-»-r» 1 • •—rP 1 1 ri P—«—^

—

r» z •-

ac-cents of mer

fi-
p^rrii-'ii-* 1

1—ri ^—s-r* vr—^-r' •—'-r^—

^

" The harvest is passing, the summer will end."

•-1 N—fV

:^—y--b
1/ i ^
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Hark, sinner, while God from on high doth entreat thee,
And warnings with accents of mercy do blend

;

Give ear to his voice, lest in judgment he meet thee:
" The harvest is passing, the summer will end."

2 Despised and rejected, at length he may leave thee:
What anguish and horror thy bosom will rend !

Then haste thee, O sinner, while he will receive thee:
" The harvest is passing, the summer will end."

3 Ere long, and Jehovah will come in his power;
Our God will arise, with his foes to contend.

Haste, haste thee, O sinner, prepare for that hour:
" The harvest is passing, the summer will end."

4 The Saviour will call thee in judgment before him :

O bow to his scepter, and make him thy friend

;

Now yield him thy heart ; make haste to adore him :

" The harvest is passing, the summer will end." j. b. Hayne.
PENITENCE. 7s & 6s. Peculiar.

y^
W. H. Oakley.

Time is winging us away To our eternal home;
D. S.

Life is but a winter's day.
All that's mortal soon shall be

i=:^
t:

-Ijr-S-

A journey to the tomb. Youth and vigor soon w/ill flee. Blooming beauty lose its charms;'
Enclosed in death's cold arms.

I
i^^
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LUCAS. 10, 5s & lis. James Lucas.

' & 9 9 W 9 \J
"""^

Come, let us a-new Our journey pursue—Roll round with the year, And never stand still till the

m^^m4

Mas - ter appear
i

A- /^
His a - dor-a-hle will Let us gladly fulfill, And our talents improve By the

684
Come, let us anew
Our journey pursue

—

Roll round with the year,
And never stand still till the Master

appear

;

His adoral)le will

Let us gladly fulfill,

And our talents improve
By the patience of hope, and the labor of love.

2 Our life is a dream
;

Our time, as a stream,
Glides swiftly away,

And the fugitive moment refuses to stay

;

J the pa-tience of hope and the labor of love.

LI 1^—w-L
I

—

i h-»-'-| —^—>-•-»—3J

patience of hope, and the labor of love, By the pa-tience of hope and the labor of love.

The arrow is flown.
The moment is gone,
The millennial year

Rushes on to our view, and eternity's near.

3 O 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! "

O that each from his Lord
May receive the glad word,
" Well and faithfully done

:

Enter into my joy and sit down on my throne "

!

Chaki.es Wesley.

685
Time is winging us away
To our eternal home;

Life is but a winter's day,
A journey to the tomb.

Youth and vigor soon will floe,

Blooming beauty lose its charms

;

All that's mortal soon shall be
Enclosed in death's cold arms.

2 Time is winging us away
To our eternal home;

Life is but a winter's day,
A journey to the tomb

;

But the Christian shall enjoy
Health and beauty soon above,

Far beyond the world's alloy,

Secure in Jesus' love.
John Burton.
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EOWLEY. lis & 9s.

fcj;.j-W
Lowell Mason.

—: 1 U_j_j_j_L_H—L^JJ»_L» 1

-i-^-#-^s^-

How happy are they who their Saviour obeyiAnd have laid up their treasures above! Tongue can not ex-

is
press the sweet comfort and peace Of a soul in its earliest love,

:EEt;

—I—l-»-«-h*—1-«-S^i-»-»-*- -s-«

pii^

Of a soul in its earliest love.

:izrair^z^r^qi=pzz:i:f;f=i:?ztert

yjO^ \^First verse in the iintsic.'\

2 This comfort is mine, since the favor divine
I have found in the blood of the Lamb.

Since the truth I believed, wliat a joy I've received,
What a heaven in Jesus' blest name !

3 'Tis a heaven below my Redeemer to know

;

And the angels can do nothing more
Than to fall at his feet, and the story rej^eat,

And tlie Lover of sinners adore.

4 Jesus all the day long is my joy and my song

:

O that all to this refuge may fly !

He has loved me, I cried ; he has suflfered and died
To redeem such a rebel as I

!

5 On the wings of his love I am carried above
All my sin and temptation and pain :

O why should I grieve, while on him I believe?
O why should I sorrow again ?

6 O the rapturous height of that holy delight,
Which I find in the life-giving l)lo"od !

Of my Saviour possessed, I am perfectly blessed,
Being filled with the fullness of God

!

7 Now my remnant of days will I spend to his praise,
Who has died, me from sin to redeem;

Whether many or few, all my years are his due^
They shall all be devoted to him.

8 What a mercy is this ! what a heaven of bliss !

How unspeakably happy am I!
Gatliered into the fold, with believers enrolled

—

With believers to live and to die

!

Charles Wesley.
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BEINGING IN THE SHEAVES. 12s & lis, with Chorus. Knowles Shaw.

—fv —

N

^—T^-

Sow-ing in the morn-ing, sow-ing seeds of kindness ; Sow-ing in the

t^^-4—^—I
1 1—

-0

:2—fc -a b-*i—W-

V -t-

^=ti=^=rzfe
•>>—

s —•—•—

»

;f^-

^
and the dew - y eves; Wait - ing for the har - vest,

D. S. Wait - ing, etc.
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ringing in the sheaves.

^' *- -^9-

and the time of reaping— We shall come re-joic - ing, bringing in the sheaves.

->—!/
---5:
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CIIORIT.S.

0.-0 *-
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(«—
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<?-

Bringing in the golden sheaves. Bringing in the golden sheaves,
the gold-en sheaves, the gold-en sheaves,

pi
'^—^/—^—V̂
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Sowing in the morning, sowing seeds of kindness

;

Sowing in tlie noontide, and tlie dewy eves;
Waiting for the harvest, and the time of reaping—
We shall come rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.

—

Cho.
2 Go and tell the nations now in heathen blindness;

Tell them Jesus died—now no excuse he leaves
;

Bid them come to Jesus—thus prepare the harvest

:

You shall come rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.—CilO.

3 Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the shadows

;

Fearing neither clouds nor winter's chilling breeze;
By and by the harvest, and, our labors ended,
We shall come rejoicing, bringing in the sheaves.

—

Cho.
Knowles Shaw.
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HOW STRONG IS THY FAITH? lis & 5s.

V
S. M. LuTZ.

-^ =^^ —H—^ # 3 #-

—

^ . I ^ V—K—FS—H 1

i^:^^

How strong is thy faith in the Sav-iour di-vine ? Say, brother, O
f g c ^ ^ ^_|e ^ iL • • - ^ N N•—i-

1V=^

^=^ * % *=^ -=N- ^5:—4—«—^r-^f.—* •

—

r
strong is thy hope ? Dost thou ev - er re -pine? Say, brother, O say!

#—^

—

^ •

I . T r fv^T^
1 1 H Iff-' 1 1 1 V—^—^

deep in thy heart is the fountain of love? Say, brother, O say I

-f:

—

p ^Li-^^._He «
-0 * « 1 1 1 \-
-I- 1- h ' ' » la 1-

0-{—0—.

P sa:e^i=tE±=^^
t~t^

Is Je sus enthroned there, all oth-ers a - bove ? Say, brother. O say

!

g^H=^=f= fc^^^^ -t

tr-tr^ '^ ;/ ;,/ ^

*-'OO [First verse in the music.']

2 How much of thy time dost thou give to the Lord?
Say, brother, O say

!

How much of thy time dost tlaou study his word ?
Say, brother, O say !

How many poor souls art thou leading from sin ?

Say, brother, O say

!

How many for Christ art thou striving to win ?

Say, brother, O say !

3 How far on thy journey to heaven art thou ?

Say, brother, O say!
If Jesus should call, are youready just now?

Say, brother, O say

!

How bright is the crown that is waiting for thee—
Say, brother, O say!

—

When Jesus shall call you across the dark sea?
Say, brother, O say! d. r. Lucas.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

TO THE WOKK. 12s, with Chorus. W. H. DOANE.

To the work ! to the work IWe are servants of Q-od ! Let us follow the path that our Master has trod
|

r . L I t

—

L L L g—?-r

!

- L t L L rL L r I h-H—I

1 , l_
i h—^f~

With the balm ofhis counsel our strength to renew, Let us do with our might what our hands find to do.

-^- ^ ^a^V-

1^

C'HORITN.
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,

Toiling on, toil-ing on,

Toil-ing on, toil-ing on,

m

toil-ing on, toil-ing on,

toil-ing on, toil-ing on,

' ' ' ^
Toil-ing on, toil-ing on, toil-ing on, toil-ing on,

•^ III I ^1 I
I

Let us hope (and trust), let us watch (and pray), And la - hor till the Mas - ter comes,

B; permission of liiglon and Main. ^ ^ '

\JO\3 l^Firsf z'erse in the music.]

2 To the work ! to the work ! Let the hungry be fed

;

To the fountain of hfe let the weary be led :

In the cross and its banner our glory shall be,

While we herald the tidings, "Salvation is free !
"—Ciio.

3 To the work ! to the work ! There is labor for all

;

For the kingdom of darkness and error shall fall,

And the name of Jehovah exalted shall be
In the loud-swelling chorus, " Salvation is free !

"

—

Cho.

4 To the work ! to the work, in the strength of the Lord !

And a robe and a crown shall our labor reward,
When the home of the faithful our dwelling shall be,

And we shout with the ransomed, " Salvation is free ! "—Cho.
FannyJ. Crosby.
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IS IT FAE ? 8s & lis, with Chorus, Knowles Shaw.
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Is it far to the land of rest, Where the weary feet shall never, never roam ;
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, Where we all shall meet at home ?
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To the mansions of the pure and the blest. Where we all shall meet at home?
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CHORUS.—(t N—4s-
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it far ?

it far to that beau - ti

0 •-

Is it

ful
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far?
home of the blest?

Will you
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f
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:q=z:

tell me, broth-er pil - grim, is it far ? (is it far ?) To that mansion of the blest,

1*^ h 1*^ 1*^

i « L^ ^ ^ L^.

Where the wea - ry are at rest? O say, brother pil-grim, is it

N ,S ,S ,S '^

^El2Zg=ia

• • * **—P—r*—rs ' ^ • P—r^i . ii

By po.m:.3ion.
I I P<^ . _ , .

" C?w [/^/rj^ verse in the fnusi'c]

2 Is it far to that peaeeful shore,
Where the aching heart shall sorrow not again

;

Where the fiiends who meet shall part nevermore,
But with Christ forever reign ?

—

Cho.

3 Is it far to the plains of light,

To that city with its jasper walls aglow,
Where the glory of the Lord is the light?
To that home, say, will you go?

—

Cho. Knowles Shaw.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK.

TARRY WITH ME. 8s & 7s, with Ohoms. Knowles Shaw.

Tar - ry with me, O my Sav-iour : For the day

!^^9-p-8-i—i?-FF— I
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See, the shades of evening gath-er, And the night is draw-ing nigh.

Clio KITS.
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1
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1

Tar - ry with me, bless-ed Sav-iour; Leave me not

rt=--

till mor.Ting light

:

r I

-#—s—rP- ' r
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I
I,
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For I'm lone -ly here without tha* : Tar - ry with me thro' the night.

Tarry with me, O my Saviour

:

For the day is passing by
;

See, the shades of evening gather,
And the night is drawing nigh.

Cho.—Tarry with me, blessed Saviour;

Leave mo not till morning light

:

For I'm lonely here without thee :

Tarry with me through the night.

2 Many friends Avere gathered round me
In the bright days of the past

;

But the grave has closed above them,
And I linger here at last.—Ciio.

3 Deeper, deeper' grow the shadows,
Paler now the glowing west

;

Swift the night of death advances:
Shall it be the night of rest?—Ciio.

4 Tarry v/ith me, O my Saviour
;

Lay 'my head upon thy breast
Till the morning ; then awake me

—

Morning of eternal rest.

—

Cho.
iMKs. C. S. Smith.
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THE GLORIOUS LAND. 9s & 10s, with Chorus.

-^-

#-T-* 4 a—:ir"_i

—

:tr^ Jtr *-
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,

lorions Land, Wt
I

.1 ^— —I—_j

A. D. Fillmore.

:JL^ ig
Bi - hie re-veals a Glorious Land, Where an-gels and pn - ri-fied spir - its dwell,

N ^ > I 1^ - ^^^^ ^' ^ ^ ^ ^ ^
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Where pleasures ne'er end, at God's right hand. And anthems of praises for - ev - er swell.

\J^^ ypirst verse in the music]
2 Outgushing beneath tlie throne of God,
And of the blest Lamb at his right hand,

Thence runneth the crystal stream of life,

A fountain of joy in that Glorious Land.

—

Cho.

3 In th' midst of the street on either side,

Tlie tree of life, arching the way, o'ershades.
With health-giving foliage far and wide

—

No sickness this Glo-ri-ous Laml invades.—CiiO.

4 Twelve manner of fruit*? hang pendant there,
And they who partake shall never die

:

With Jesus they dwell, and ever share
Tlie joys of that Glo-ri-ous Land on high.—Ciro.
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HYMN AND TUNE-BOOK,

5 Th' afflictions of life are brief and li,a;ht,

While faith looks beyond the dark Jordan's strand,

Where splendidly shine the mansions bright,

Which Jesus prepares in that Glorious Land.—Cho.

6 Then come, my dear brethren, let us haste

To ftnish our work with unfaltering; hand,

And soon the sweet joys of heaven we'll taste,

With all the redeemed, in that Glorious Land.—Cho.
A. D. Fillmore.

IS MY NAME WRITTEN THERE ? 12s, with Chorus.

In the Lamb's book of life that is kept in heav-en, Are writ-ten the

If^^ft
e
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those for - giv - en : Is my name written there ? Is my name written
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ritten there ? In the Lamb's book of life, Is my name written there ?
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^
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In the Lamb's book of life that is kept in heaven,

Are written the names of tliose forgiven :

Is my name written there ?—Cho.

2 All the good that I do is there recorded,

And in heaven by grace I'll be rewarded

:

Is my name written there?—Cho.

3 Though my life may be fraught with afflictions fearful,

I can bear with it all, and my heart be cheerful,

If my name's written there.

—

Cho.
W. T. GlFFE.
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ONLY WAITING, 8s & 7s, with Chorus,

JZ-Ua_ ,

—
K^ N

Jas. II. Fillmore.

^ ^ f-^

1. I am wait- ing for the morn - ing Of ihe bless - ed day to dawn,
2. I am wait- ing, worn and wea - ry With the hat - tie and the strife,
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When the sor - row and the sad - nesa

Hop - ing, when the war- fare's o - ver,

-* * • * 2—r^

Of this change-ful life are gone,

To re - ceive a crown of life.

"f ^ ^ U i/ .

I am wait _
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ing, on - ly wait-ing. Till this
I am wait - ing, wait-ing, wait-ingj on - ly wait-ing on -ly wait-ing
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wea - - - ry life is o'er;
_ _

On- ly wait - - ing
wea-ry, wea-ry, wea-ry—till this wea-ry life is o'er

i
On- ly waiting, waiting, waiting
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for my welcome,
for my welcome, for my welcome,
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From my Sav- ionr on the oth - er shore.
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t'h—•—•—•—» * r"

W C?^" ^First and second verses in the >nusic.'\

3 Waiting, hoping, tru.-iting ever,
For a liorae of boundless love

;

Like a pilgrim, looking forward
To the land of blias above.

—

Cho.

4 Hoping soon to meet the loved ones

Wliere the "many mansions" be;
Listening for the happy welcome
Of my Saviour calling me.

—

Cho.
W. G. Irvin.
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SUMMER-LAND. 12s, 10 & 7, with Refrain Dr. a. B.Everett.

ond this land of parting, los-ing and leaving. Far he-yond the loss-es, dark-en-
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far he-yond the tak-ing and the be-reav-ing Lies the snmmer-land of
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Land be - yond, so fair and bright I Land be - yond, where is no night!

Land be-yond, so fair and bright

!

Land he-yond, where is no night

!
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and, God
Sum-mer land,&-»»-

Light, hap-py summer

^ ^ *-'
\ First Terse in the tint sic J]

2 Beyond this land of toiling, sowing, and reaping,
Far l)eyond the shadows, darkening this,

And far beyond the sighing, moaning, and weeping,
Lies the summer-land of bliss.

—

Ref.

3 Beyond this land of sinning, fainting, and falling,

Far beyond the doubtings, darkening this,

And far beyond the griefs and dangers befalling,

Lies the summer-land of bliss.

—

Ref.

4 Beyond this land of waiting, seeking, and sighing,
Farlieyond the sorrows, ilarkening tliis,

And far beyond tlie pain and sickness and dying,
Lies the summer-laud of bliss.

—

Ref.
Mrs. M. B. C. Slade.
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THE THOUSA.ND YEARS. 9s & 8s. D. Henry C. Work.
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Be of good cheer, ye friends of Je - sus ; Nev-er suc-cumb to doubts and fears
;
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Cherish the g;reat and precious promise, •' To reign with Christ a thousand years."
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696
Be of good ohoer, ye friends of Jesus;
Never succuinl) to doubts and fears

;

Cherish the great and precious promise,

"To reign with Christ a thousand
years."

To reign a thousand years with Jesus,
Free from all trials, toils and tears

—

This is the Father's precious promise,
"To reign with Christ a thousand

years."

2 Be of good cheer : earth's night of
sorrow

Shortly will close, with all its fears;

Then shall arise the glorious morrow,
The reign with Christ a thousand years.

To reign a thousand years with Jesus
More than requites for all our tears

;

This is the sure and gracious promise,
"To reign with Christ a thousand

years."

3 Be of good cheer : time's painful
conflicts

All will be done when Christ appears;

Then will begin the glorious era,

The reign with Christ a thousand years.

To reign a thousand years with Jesus,
Far from the tempter's lures and snares,

With the redeemed of every nation
Reigning with Christ a thousand

years.

4 Be of good cheer : ten thousand ages

Perfect in bliss and free from tears,

Soon will begin their endless cycle.

Reigning with Christ a thou.sand
years.

Ten thousand times ten thousand ages,

Fi'eedom from sin and death and tears

—

Wliat an "eternal weight of glory "

Conies with that reign of a thousand
years

!

L. H. Jameson.
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697 Sweet By-and-By.

i*li^P 7-m

There's a land that is fairer than day,

And by faitii wo can see it aftir

;

For the Father waits over the way,
To prepare us a dwelling-place there.

Cho.—In the sweet by-and-by,
We shall meet on that beautiful shore;

In the sweet by-and-bj^.

We shall meet on that beautiful shore.

2 We shall sing on that beautiful shore

The melodious songs of the blest;

And our spirits shall sorrow no more

—

Not a sigh for the blessing of rest.

3 To our bountiful Father above
We will otter the tribute of praise,

For the glorious gifts of his love,

And the blessings that hallow our days
S. Fillmore Bennett.

698

699 The Beautiful River.

The Home Over There,

O THINK of the home over there,
By the side of the river of light,

Where the saints, all immortal and fair,

Are rolled in their garments of white-
Over there, over there,

O think of the home over there.

2 O think of the friends over there,

Wlio before us the journey have trod,

Of the songs that they breathe on the air,

In their home in the palace of God

—

Over there, over there,

O think of the friends over there.

3 My Saviour is now over there;
There my kindred and friends are at rest:

Then away from my sorrow and care.
Let me fly to the land of the blest.

Over there, over there.
My Saviour is now over there.

4 I'll soon be at home over there,
For the end of ray journey I see

;

Many dear to my heart over there.
Are watching and waiting for me.
Over there, over there,
I'll soon be at home over there.

D. W. C Huntington.

iSji^^li^ii
Shall we gather at the river
Where bright angel feet have trod:

With its crystal tide forever
Flowing by the throne of God ?

Oho.—Yes, we'll gather at the river.

The beautiful, the beautiful river--
Gather with the saints at the river
That flows by the throne of God

.

2 On the margin of the river,

Washing up its silver spray,
We will walk and worship ever.
All the happy golden day.

3 Ere \\:e reach the shining river,

Lay we every burden down

;

Grace our spirits will deliver,
And provide a robe and crown.

4 Soon we'll reach the silver river,

Soon our pilgrimage will cease;
Soon our happy hearts will quiver
With the melody of peace.

ROLiEKT LOWRV,

700
^ff]^^^^ gjjaii tiie Harvest Be?

Sowing the seed by the daylight fair.

Sowing the seed by the noonday glare,

Sowing the seed by the fading light.

Sowing the seed in the .solemn night

:

O what shall the harvest be?

Cho.—Sown in the darkness or sown in the light,

Sown in our weakness or sown in our might,

Gatliered in time or eternity.
Sure, ah ! sure will the harvest be.

2 Sowing the seed by the wayside high.

Sowing the seed on the rocks to die,

Sowing the seed where the thorns will spoil,

Sowing the seed in the fertile soil

:

O what shall tlie harvest be?

3 Sowing the seed with an aching heart,

Sowing the seed while the tear-drops start,

Sowing in hope till the reapers come,
Gladly to gather the harvest home

:

O what shall the harvest be ?
Mrs. Emily S. Oakey.
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701 Shall We Know Each Other?

:^-^

When we hear the music ringing
In the bright celestial dome,

When sweet angel voices, singing,
Gladly bid us welcome home

To the land of ancient story,

Where the spirit knows no care,

[n that laud of light and glory,

Shall we know each other there?

2 When the holy angels meet us,

As we go to join their band,
Shall we know the friends that greet us

In the glorious spirit-land ?

Shall we see the same eyes shining
On us as in days of yore ?

Shall we feel their dear arms twining
Fondly round us as before ?

3 Yes, my earth-worn soul rejoices.

And my weary heart grows light

;

For the sweet and cheerful voices.
And the forms so pure and bright.

That shall welcome us in heaven,
Are the loved of long ago

;

And to them 'tis kindly given.
Thus their mortal friends to know.

4 O ye weary, sad, and tossed ones.
Droop not, faint not by the way :

Ye shall join the loved and just ones
In the land of perfect day.

Harp-strings touched by angel fingers,

Murmured in my raptured ear

—

Evermore their sweet song lingers—
We shall know each other there.

Unknown.

709i \j^m 2gj,p jjjjj Yonder,

EfeEEEi^==iE^^^
IIkre we are but straying pilgrims.
Here our path is often dim;

But to cheer us on our journey.
Still we sing this wayside hymn :

Cho.—Yonder, over the rolling river.

Where the shining mansions rise.

Soon will be our home forever.
And the smile of the blessed Giver
Gladden all our longing eyes.

^H

2 Hera our feet are often weary,
On the hills that throng our way;

Here the tempest darkly gathers,
But our hearts within us say

:

3 Here our souls are often fearful
Of the pilgrim's lurking foe

;

But the Lord is our defender.
And he tells us we may know :

4 Here our shadowed homes are transient,

And we meet the stranger's frown;
So we'll sing with joy while going.
E'en to death's dark billow down :

I. N. Carman.

/ UO The Ninety and Nine.

There were ninety and nine that
safel^^ lay

In the shelter of the fold,

But one had wandered far away,
In the desert so lone and cold

—

Away on the mountains wild and bare,

Away from the Shepherd's tender care.

2 Shepherd, hast thou not here thy
ninety and nine ?

Are they not enough for thee?
But the Shepherd replied, "This one

of mine.
Has wandered away from me

;

The way may be wild, and rough, and
steep,

I go to the desert to find my sheep."

% But none of the ransomed ever knew
How deep were the waters crossed.

Nor how dark was the night the Lord
passed through

Ere he found the sheep that was lost;

Away in the desert he heard its cry,

So feeble, and helpless, and ready to die.

4 And afar up the mountain, thun-
der-riven.

And along the rocky steep,

There arose the glad song of joy to

heaven,
" Rejoice : I have found my sheep !

"

And the angels echoed around the
throne,

"Rejoice : for the Lord brings back
his own !

"

Elizaleth C. ClEI'IIANE.
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704 Rest for the Weary.

In the Christian's liome in glory
There remains a land of rest

;

There my Saviour's gone before me,
To fulfill my soul's request.

Cho.—There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for the weary.
There is rest for you

;

On the other side of Jordan,
In the sweet fields of Eden,
Where the tree of life is blooming,

Thiere is rest for you.

2 He is fitting up my mansion,
Which eternally shall stand

;

For my stay shall not be transient
In that holy, hapi^y laud.

3 Pain or sickness ne'er shall enter,
Grief nor woe my lot sliall share;

But in that celestial center
I a crown of life shall wear.

4 Death itself shall then be vanquished,

And his sting shall bo withdrawn :

Shout for gladness, O ye ransomed
;

Hail with joy the rising morn.
J. Y. Harmkr.

/ UO Yield not to Temptation.

'^^^^^^
Yield not to temptation :

For yielding is sin
;

Each victory will help you
Some other to win :

1 ight manfully onward,
Dark passions subdue.

Look ever to Jesus :

He'll carry you through.

Cho.—Ask the Saviour to help you,
Comfort, strengthen, and keep you

;

He is willing to aid you,
He will carry you through.

2 Shun evil companions.
Bad language disdain,

God's name hold in rev'rence
Nor take it in vain

;

Be thoughtful and earnest,
Kind-hearted and true,

Look ever to Jesus :

He'll carry you through.

3 To him that o'ercometh
God giveth a crown

;

Through faith we shall conquer.
Though often cast down

;

He who is our Saviour
Ourstrengtli will renew:

Look ever to Jesus :

He'll carry you through.
H. R. Palmer.

•^O Almost Persuaded.

" Almost persuaded " now to believe;

"Almost persuaded" Christ to receive.

Seems now some soul to say,
" Go, Spirit, go thy way.
Some more convenient day
On thee I'll call."

2 " Almost persuaded," come, come to-day;

"Almost persuaded," turn not away.
Jesus invites you here.
Angels are lingering near

;

Prayers rise from hearts so dear :

O wanderer, come

!

3 " Almost persuaded," harvest is past

;

" Almost persuaded," doom comes at last;

" Almost" can not avail

;

" Almost" is but to fail-
Sad, sad the bitter wail

—

" Almost, but lost !

"

-rf\-T P- P- Bliss.

Beautifnl Zion,

3^i^£g^l^
:d:r=]i

Beautiful Zion, built above

—

Beautiful city that I love
;

Beautiful gates of pearly white;
Beautiful temple—God its light

!

He who was slain on Calvary
Opens those pearly gates to me.

2 Beautiful heaven, where all is light;

Beautiful angels, clothed in white.
Beautiful strains that never tire,

Beautiful harps through all the choir !

There shall I join the chorus sweet.
Worshiping at the Saviour's feet.
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3 Beautiful crowns on every brow,
Beautiful palms the conquerors show,
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear.
Beautiful all who enter there!
Thither I press with eager feet

;

There shall my rest be long and sweet.

4 Beautiful throne for Christ our King;

Beautiful songs the angels sing
;

Beautiful rest—all wanderings cease
;

Beautiful home of perfect peace !

There shall my eyes the Saviour see :

Haste to this heavenly home with me.
Unknown.

708 Home of the Soul.

S:
1 WILT, sing you a song of that beau-

tiful land.
The far-away home of the .soul.

Where no storms ever beat on the
glittering strand.

While the j'ears of eternity roll.

2 O that home of the .soul, in my
visions and dreams,

Its bright, jasper walls I can see,

Till I fancy but thinly the vail inter-
venes

Between the fair city and me.

3 There the great Tree of Life in its

beauty doth grow.
And the River of Ijife floweth by

;

For no death ever enters that ciiy,

you know,
And nothing that maketh a lie.

4 O how sweet it will be in that beau-
tiful land,

So free from all sorrow and pain,
With songs on our lips, and with

haips in our hands,
To meet one another again !

Unknown.

709 Waiting at the Door,

z^:i^z

I AM waiting for the Ma.ster,
Who will rise and bid me come

To the glory of his presence.
To the gladness of his home.

Cho.—They are watching at the portal,

They are waiting at the door,
Waiting only for my coming-
All the loved ones gone before.

2 Many friends that traveled with me
Readied that portal long ago

;

One l)y one they left me battling
With the dark and crafty foe.

3 O how soon shall I be with them.
And shall join their glorious throng.

There to mingle in their wor-ship.
And to swell their mighty song !

4 Yet, O Lord, I wait thy pleasure.
For thy time and ways are best

:

Hear me. Lord, for I am weary
;

O, my Father, bill me rest.
Kate M. Reasoner.

' ' ^ Safe within the Vail.

" Land ahead !
" Its fruits are waving

O'er the hills of fadeless green

;

And the living waters laving
Shores where heavenly forms are seen.

Cho.—Rocks and storms I'll fear no more,

When on that eternal shore:
Drop the anchor ; furl the sail

:

I am safe Avithin the vail.

2 Onward, bark : the cape I'm rounding:

See the blessM wave their hands;
Hear the harps of God resounding
From the bright immortal bands.

3 Now we're safe from all temptation,

All the storms of life are i)ast

:

Praise the Rock of our salvation :

We are safe at home at last.
Unknown.

[Inserted by reqiicst.\

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow

;

Praise him, all creatures here below;
Praise him above, ye heavenly host;
Praise Father, Sou and Holy Ghost.

Thos. Ken.
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II^DEX OF SUBJECTS.

All the hymns in this book arc here arranged under the following general heads.
Appropriate sub-heads will be found under the more important.

BAPTISM.
CHRIST.
CHRISTIAN.
CHURCH.
FAITH.
FAMILY.
FUNERAL.
GOD.
GRACE.
HARVEST.
HEAVEN.

HOLY spirit:
HOPE.
invitation,
judgment,
lord's day.
lord's sl'pper.
LOVE.
MERCY.
MERCY-SEAT.
MINISTRY.

NATIONAL.
OPENING AND CLOSING.
PEACE.
PRAYER.
PROMISES.
RECLAIMED.
RESURRECTION.
SALVATION.
SCRIPTURES.
TIMES AND SEASONS.

MORNING AND EVENING. UNION.

BAPTISM. No.
Ashamed of Christ, ou 260
Buried beneath the y 2CI
How hapjjy are they 68(j

Hunil)lc M)uls who see ."jOI

happy day that fixe 0.5G

Our Saviour bowed be 180
Proclaim, saith Christ 234
Where'er thou goest, I 571

Ye men and angels, -^v 568

CHRIST.

AU in All.
Blessed fountain, full 4.58

P'ountain of graoe, ric 147
How sweet the name 2-51

1 could not do withou 617
I've found the pearl of 6oI
Jesus, merciful and ni 472
Jesus, thou source of c 71
O thou, my Light, my 202

Atouemont.
And did the holy and 240
Beliold the glories of t 222
Come, every pious hca 427
Fi'ee from the law, O h 671
Not all the blood of be 372
O love beyond concept 11
Thy worthiuess is all 'JO

Coronation.
All hail the power of las
Crown him with man 848
Crown his head with 487
Ijook, ye saints: the s 525

Foundation.
Behold the sure found 34
Christ is our corner-st 42.3

Had I ten thousand gi 193
How firm a foundatio G76

Friend.
There is no friend like 615
What a Friend we ha 629

Goodness.
How various and how 409

CHRI.ST.- Com.

Goodness.— Con. No.
O bless the Lord, my s 50
Triumphant Lord, thy '23

Humility.
How beauteous were t 138

Immanuel.
God wil h us ! O glorio 437
Hosanna to the Princ 211

Incarnation.
Bright and joyful was 86
To us a child of hope i 82

Kingdoni and Reign.
Behold, the mountain 221
Ex.alted Prince of life, 153
Hail to the Lord's ano 4S0
Hark ! ten thousand h 523
Jesu.y shall reign wher 95
Jo.v to the world ! the 81
King JesuK, reigii for e 113
Soon may the last gla 112
The Lord Jehov.ah rei 52
Thy kingdom, Lord, f 28
Ye servants of God, yo 43

Love of.

Raise your triumphan 55
When I survey Iho wo 133

Name.
Jesus, the springof joy 1.50

Take the n.'une of Jes 611
The great Physician n 657

Nativity.
And is the gospel peac 551
Hail the blest morn, 87
Hark, the glad sound ! 84
Hark ! the herald ang 85
Silent night! h.illowe 544
While shepherds watc 83

Pattern.
My dear Redeemer, an 169
What grace, O Lord, a 281

Prophet, Priest and King.
Come, let us join in so 226

2!»0

CHRIST.— Con.

Prophet.— CoH. No.
My Prophet thou, my 72
Now let our cheerful o 248
With joy we meditate 270

Refuge.
Alas! what hourly da 257
Jesus, Lover of my sou 606
Lord, I delight in thee 61
My only Saviour, whe 184
No ehaiiiie of lime slia 163
Thou only Sovereign 140
When the storms of lif 636

Resurrection.
Angels, roll the rock a 465
Christ, the Lord, is ris 4.35

Mary to the Saviour'.s 605
IMorning breaks upon 466
The angels that watch 510
Yes, the Redeemer ros 429

Rock.
My hope is built on no 75
On what are you build r<CA

O, sometimes the ^had (ic.7

Rock of Ages, cleft 515, 600
There stands a rock ou .561

Saviour.
Blest be the everlastin 3.5

Come, thou long-expp 501
Forgiveness! 'tis ;i joy 1'J6

How shall I my Savio .5J0

In every trouble, sliar 279
I win sing of mj' Rede 640
Jesus, I love thy char .323

Jesus only, when the 494
Long I was a wandere .5X4

Lord, with glowing he 516
Majestic sweetness sit 311
My faith looks up to t 578
My spirit on thy care 3.56

Now for a song of loffy 19
One there is above all 496
O thou fount of every 653
I'lunged in a gulf of d 293
Praise the Saviour, all 489
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CHRIST.- Co»i.

Saviour.— Con. No.
Raise your triumpiian 55
There is a nanae I love 318
Tlie Saviour! O wliat 282
Tliou art my l-iiding-pl 259
To our Redeemer's glo 219
Wlien, marslialed on t SS
Yeservants ot God, yo 43

Second Advent.
Now to tlie Lord, wlio 121

Slieplicrd.
Je.sus, tliou Slieplierd 142
Tliere were ninetj' an 703

Sufferings and Death.
Behold, tlio blind rece 179
Behold tlic Saviour of 314
Dark was the night an 280
From Calvary a cry w 183
Hark ! the voice of lov 526
He dies, the Friend of 135
Niglif, with ebon pini 534
O sultlTiiiti Friend of 186
'Tis midnight, and on 182
"When I survey the wo 133

Sympathy.
Did Christ o'er sinner 374
Jesus wept: those tea 533

Triumph.
Beyond the starry ski 349
Come, let us join our.. 284
Hosanna to our conqu 277
Our Lord is rist'n from 89
Rise, gloiious Leader.. 431
Soon may the la>t gla 112

Way, Truth and Life.
Jesus, the spring of jo 150
Thou art my portion,.. 309
Thou art the Way, to t 285

Word.
Awake, awake the sac 38
Ere the blue heavens.. 12

Worship.
Awake, and sing the s 59
Awake, my soul, to jo 5.55

Come, you that love t 292
Glory, glory to our Ki 402
How sweet the praise, 103
My gracious Redeeme 521
Now he my heurt ins.. 104
Now for a song of loft 19
O could 1 speak the Jii 192
O for a thousand tong 199
O worship the King, a 42
Praise, my soul, the K 529
Praise the Lord

; ye h 481
Praise the Lord

; ye sa 482
Songs of praise awoke 436
Thee we adore, eterna 5
Thee we adore, O grac 134
To him that loved the 201

CHRISTIAN.
Afflictions.

All as God wills, who.. 315
Come unto me when fiSl

Father I know thy w.. 317
Glory to thee whose.... 97
Heavy-laden, sad and 6.58

Lord, as to thy dear c 303

CHRISTIAN.— Co7i.

Afflictions.— Coji. No.
Mary to the Saviour's 605
My Saviour, as thou... 479
My times are in thy h 395
O thou who driest the 276
OLord, how happy sli 194
Peace, troubled soul, 189
When adverse winds.. 76
When languor and di 265

Aspirations.
As with gladness men 461
Like the eagle, upwar 503
Lord Jesus, I long to.. 673
More holiness give me 580
More like Jesus 670
My soul, it is thy God 407
Nearer, my God to th 575
O, for a heart to praise 268
Purer yet and purer... 582
Rise, my soul, pursue 243

Benevolence.
Bright source of cverl 213
Cast thy bread upon t 491
Help us, O Lord, thy.. 274
Lord, lead the wav the 246
Make channels for tlie 321
She loved the .Saviour, 325
We give thee but thi.. 363
When Jesus dwelt in.. 177

Brotherly Kindness.
Blest is the man whose 316
How sweet how heav 305
Think gently of the e 320

Chastisement.
All as God wills: who 315
How gracious and ho.. 394
How tender is thy ha 399
how kindlj' hast th 515

Consecration.
Be it my only wi.sdom 197
Come join, ye saints,.. 196
Earthly joys no longe 512
Give to the Lord thine 396
Jesus, in thy transpor 308
Let thoughtless thous 159
My gracious Lord, I o 167
Now let our souls on.. 171
Redeemed I'lDm gnih, 96
Soul, then know thy 647
Tea<-h me, my God, an 387
Tliough all the world 166

Cross.
Fling out the banner. 108
In the cross of Chi ist.. 486
Jesus, I my cro.ss liav 616
Jesus, keep me near t 633
Must Jesus bear the c 564

Decline of Life.
1 am waiting for the... 694
I would not live alwa 541
() for an overcoming.. 313
Only waiting till the s 513
O where shall rest be f 402
Tarry with me, O my.. 691

Experience.
Blest be the tie that bi 364
Come, we who love tli 352
How hajipy is the Chr 229
How sweet, how heav 305

300

CHRISTIAN.- Con.

Experience.— Co»i. No.
Not all the nobles oft 176
Now let our .souls on... 171
O happy they who kn 2.50

'Tis religion that can.. 595

Gratitude.
Do not I love thee, O.. 283
Earth has a joy unkn 172
Jesus, and shall it eve 137
Jesus, in thy transpor 308
My God, my heart wi 151
O come, loud anthems 106

for a heart to praise. 2(')8

Praise the Lord, his g.. 448
Redeemed from guilt, 96
What shall I render t 230
When all thy mercies, 48
While thee, I seek, pr 3:55

With one con.sent, let 14

Humility.
A broken heart, my G 165
And is the gospel peac .554

Blest are the humble.. 160
Blest are the pure in... 62
God of my life, to thee 8
How beauteous were t 138

Joy.
Awake, and sing the.. 59
Awake, awake the sac 38
Blow ye the trumpet, 426
Come, let us join our.. 284
Jesus, I love thy char 323
Joy to the world, the L 81
My gracious Redeeme 521
O'er the gloomy hills.. 527
Our souls are in the S 2.52

Rejoice and be glad 549
Sing all ye ransomed.. 225
What care I for fame's 664

Love.
Do not I Jove thee, O.. 283
Lord, thou hast won 342

Members of Christ.
Always with us, alwa 500
Aw;iy from earth my 185
Bright w;is the guidin 242
By faith in Christ I w 158
Cling to the Mightv O 579
Gently, Lord, O gently 510
GreatSoiu'ceof life an 63
Guide me, O thou gre ,528

He knowsthe bitterw 626
He leadeth me: O ble 551
How sweetly flowed t 128
Humble souls wliosee 504
1 know that my Rede 218
I know that my Rede 107
I'm not ashamed to o 567
I need thee everj' hou 577
In every trying hour 369
In heavenly love abid 474
Jesus, and shall it eve 137
Jesus, I live to thee 397
Jesus, Saviour, pilotm 601
Lead, kindly Light!... 547
Let thoughtless thous 159
Lord, I delight in thee 61

More like Jesus 670
O could I And, from da 247
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CHRISTIAN.— Co?J.

Members of Christ.— C. No.
O how kiiuily hast th 515
O love divine, that sto 139
O the precious love of 643
Our lie;iveiiiy Father.. 360
Precious promise God (i:>i

Saviour, more tlian lif 621
Take my heart, O Fa -197

Though all the world 166
Thou only Sovereign.. 140
Wliere'er thou goest I 571
Yes, for me, for me he 650
Yes, he knows the wa 652

On tlie sea.
Lord whom winds an 417

Purity.
Blest are the pure in h 62
Purer in heart, O Giod 574
Lord Jesus, I long to b 673

Responsibility.
Scorn not the slighte.s 301
Tomorrow, Lord, is th 392
We scatter seeds, with 623

Trials.
Let me but hear my.... 144
'Tis my happiness be! 456

Trust.
Glory to thee, whose p 97
Jesus, I will trust thee ,585

Through the Love of... 663

Warfare.
Am I a soldier of the.. 566
Arise, ye saints, arise . 401
Awake, my soul, stret 241
Eehold the Christian.. 152
Bretlireu, while we s 470
P'ather, hear the praj'e 502
Grive to the winds tliy 5S
God is my strong salv 475
Life is one continued.. 637
My soul, be on thy gu 384
Oft in sorrow, oft in w 455
Onward Christian, tho 488
O when shall I see Jes 60S
Sleep not, soldier of.... 454
Soldiers of Christ, aris 359
Stand up, stand up for 609
We are living, we are 484
Y^ield not to temptati 705

Work.
A charge to keep, I ha 382
Earthly joys no longe 512
Hark, the voice of Jes 051
Heirs of unending life 04
He that goeth forth... 496
Ho ! reapers of life's h 612
How strong is thy fa . 688
My days are gliding s. 644
O land of rest, for thee 628
O where are the reape 669
Saviour, thy dying lo 583
Sowing in the inornin 6,s7

Sowing the seed by th 700
Sow in the morn thy 388
To the work, to the w 689
Work, for the night is 634
Ye servants of the Lor 377

CHURCH.
Dedication. No.

In sweet exalted stral 424
Lord of hosts, to thee 442
O bow thine ear, Eter lis

Hand of Fellowship.
Kindred in Christ, for 145
Welcome, ye hopeful 143

Missionary.
Arm of the Lord, awa 122
Blow ye the trumpet. 426
Cast thy bread upon t 490
Eternal Lord, from Ian 9'J

Fling out the banner, 108
P'rom Greenland's icy 478
Hasten, Lord, the gloV 467
He that goeth fortli wi 495
Ho ! reapers of life's h 612
How beauteous are th 417
O'er the gloomy hills o .527

On the mountain's top 524
where are the reape 669

Prai.se the Saviour, all 489
Shout the tidings of sa 634
Sound, sound the trut 430
The morning light is b 611
Ye Christian lieralds, 123
Ye me.ssengers of Chri 380
Yes, we trust the day i 531

Ordination.
Vouchsafe, O Lord, th 329

Zion.
All you that have con 419
Arm of the Lord, awa 122
Come, let us join our f 339
Eternal Lord, from la 99
Glorious things of the 507
Great is the Lord, our 49
Hail to the brightness 539
Happy the church, th 129
How charming is the 361
How honored is the pi 354
How pleasant, how di 111
How pleased and blest 316
1 love thy kingdom, L 41S
Lord of the workls abo 422
My soul, how lovely is 232
O bow thine ear, Eter lis
O come, loud anthems 106
thou whose own vas 29

Our souls are in the Sa 252
tJalvatiou ! O the joyfu 212
'Tis heaven begun bel 347
Triumphant Zion, lift 120
Zion, awake, thy stren 94

FAITH.

By faith in Christ, I w 158
Faitli adds new char 239
1 know that my Rede 218
I know that my Rede 107
Lord, I believe: thy p 570
Lord, in whose might 324
O for a faith that will 273
O for an overcoming 313
O for a strong, a lastin 157
The tempter to my sou 161
Thou art my hiding-p 259
Though troubles assai 540
Unshaken as the sacre307

801

FAMILY.
No.

Happy the home, whe 327
In all my ways, O God 371

FUNERALS.
Asleep in Jesus, bless 188
Dear is the spot where 132
Fallen on Zion's battl 337
Go to thy rest, fair chi 410
How blest are they w l.")0

Rest for the toiling h 405
Servant of God, well 390
Sister, thou wast mild 505
Sleep thy last sleep, fr 542
They are going—only 514
Thou art gone lo the g 543
When blooming you... 3-28

GOD.
Creation.

Hail ! great Creator, w 24
I'll praise my Maker w 77
I sing th'almighty po 31
Songs of iniinurtal ))ra 30
There 'snotlniiL; bright 100
The spacious linuame
Thou art, O God, the 11 70

Eternity.
Ere mountains reared 7
Jehovah reigns ; he d 15
O God, our help in age 25

Father.
Almighty Father ofm 300
And can my heart asp 249
My God, my Father— 291
Thou .source of life an 370
To thee, ray heart, ete 109

Goodness.
Awake, my soul, awak 20
God of my life, to thee 8
How rich thy favors, G 208
O God, unchanging fo 334
O source divine and li HO
Sweet is the memory 33
Triumphant Lord, tiiy 23
With one consent let 14

Love of.

Come, ye that know a 45
O love of God, how st 66
O render thanks to G 102
Raise your triuinpha 55

Mercy.
Father of mercies. Go 278
Mercy alone, can me 289
O render thanks to G 102
Though waves and st 74

Omnipresence.
Father of spirits, nat 170
Great God ! thy penet 245
Jehovah God, thy gra 32

Omniscience.
Lord, all I am is kno 2.54

Perfections.
Awake, my tongue, th 1

High in the heavens 22
Jehovah, God, thy gr 32
Jehovah reigns, his th 2
O source divine and li 110
Thy goodness. Lord, o 297



INDEX OF SUBJECTS.

GOD.— Con.

Providence. No.
God moves in a niyst 27
There's not a tint tliat 302
Though troubles assai 541)

Witli songs and bono 344

Refuge.
God is the refuge of hi 13
O God, our help in age 25

Sovereignty.
Before Jehovali's awf 3
Coirie, sound liis pi'ais 51

Give to tlie winds tliy 5S
.lehovah reigns ; he d 15

Kingdoms and throne 6
Ijong as I live, I'll pra 37
Songs of immortal pr 30
The Ijord is King ! lift 17
Tliy liingdom Lord fo 28

Watclicare.
Almighty Father, gra 223
Call Jehovah, thy sal 509
God is ttie refuge of lii 13
How gentle God's com 306
Lead us, heavenly Fa GOO
My soul, repeat his pr 53
O God of Bethel, by w 237
The Lord himself dot 552
The Lord my pasture 73
The Lord my shepher 308
The Lord is 'my sheph 074
The tempter to my so 101
When all thy mercies 48
While my Kedeenaer 413

Worship and Adoration.
Arise, j'e people and 206
Eternal God, celestial 18
God is the fountain w 57
Holy, holy, holy, Lor 41
Lord, when nay raptu 304
My soul shall bless tli 20
O come, loud anthems 106
O God, my heart is ful 220
Praise the Lord, his gl 448
Praise to thee, thou g 483
Praise ye the Lord, 'ti 105
Servants of God, in jo 10
Sweet is the work, my 21

We praise thee, O Go 550
With deepest reveren u
With one consent let 14
Ye nations round the i)l

Yes, I will bless thee, 46

GRACE.
Amazing grace ! how 326
Grace, 'tis a cliarming 54

O sweet employ, to si I'Jl

HARVEST.
Praise to God, immor 440
The God of harvest i^r 434

HEAVEN.
A crown of glory brin 587
And is tliere. Lord, a r 303
A sweetly solemn tho 401
Beautiful valley of Ed 042
Beautiful Zion, built a 707

HEAVEN —Co7i.
No.

Beyond this land of p 6y5
Forever with the Lor 411
(jive me the wings of 200
Hear what God, the L 506
Here we are but stray 702
How happy every chi 207
I am waiting for them 709
I have a home above 406
I have friends across 618
I'm but a stranger her 588
In expectation sweet... 386
In the Christian's ho 704
Is it far to the land of 690
I've readied the land. 066
I will sing you a song 708
Jerusalem, my glorio 338
Jerusalem my happy 331
Jerusalem the golden 614
Jerusalem the golden 477
Land ahead, its fruits 710
Lo ! what a glorious si 345
O land of rest, for thee 296
On Jordan's stormy b 573
On Zion's glorious su 190
O sweet employ, to si 191
O think of the homeo 689
Over Jordan we shall 620
Shall we gather at the 699
Since I can read my t 29.5

The Bible reveals the 692
Tlie evening shades a 618
There is a land of pur 332
There is an hour of ha 266
There is an hour of pe 330
There's a land that is f 697
We are on ourjourney 538
We liave no home bu 478
We're going home 025
We speak of the real .535

When the mists have ()49

Wlren we liear the mu 701
Who are these in brig 471

HOLY SPIRIT.
Behold what wondrou 3.55

BlestComforter divine 398
P'ather 1 wait before t 262
< Jreat source of light a 63
Great was the day, th 173
Jesus, the spring of jo 1.50

Ijord, in whose might 324
Lord, let thy spirit pe 40
My spirit longs for th 591
Our blest Redeemer e 310
See how the rising su 378

HOPE.
Blest be tlie everlastin 35
Hall, sweetest, dearcs 333
How vain is all benea 155
Wlien marshaled on t 88

INVITATION.
Alas and did my Savi 569
Almost persuaded, no 706
Andean 1 vet delay.. 375
Blessed Jesus, faithfu 598
Come, humble sinner 201

Come to Calvary's hoi 602

302

INVITATION.— Con.
No.

Come weary souls, wi 187
Come, ye disconsolate 080
Come ye sinners, poor 059
Delay not, delay not, 677
Far away from home 022
Give to the Lord thine 396
Hark, sinner, while G 083
How free and boundl 216
I am coming to the cr 597
I am sinful ; Lord to t 593
I hearmy Saviour say 589
I hear thy welcome v 586
I love to tell the story 013
In the Lamb's book o 093
Is it for me, dear Savi 616
Jesus, thou art the sin 563
Just as I am without 5.57

Let every mortal ear a 2.35

Life is the time to ser 559
Listen, sinner, mercy 661
Long I was a wandere 584
Lord, weak and impo 645
Love for all and can i 592
Now is th' accepted ti 385
O do not let the word .500

O how divine, how s 231
O turn you, O turn yo 679
O what amazing word 672
Pass me not, O gentle 032
Sinner heiir the invit 654
Sinners come to Clnis 678
Sinners, v/ill you scor 056
Soon the evening sh;^ 639
There is a fountain til 562
To-day, if you will lie 148
M'hosoever heareth, s 672
Ye wretched, hungry, 294

JUDGMENT.
Lo ! he comes with cl ,532

The Lord will come, t 16

When thou, my right 340

LORD'S DAY.
Again the Lord of ligh 209
Blest morning, whose 215
Come, let us join, with 244
Glory to God, who dei 287
Hail morning known 124
Hail the blest morn S7

Saviour, thy law we 1 383
Tlie Saviour ri.seu tt/-d 214
This is the day the fir '203

This is the day the Lo 207
This is the glorious da 3-58

Welcome, delightful. 420
Welcome, sweet day o 350

LORD'S SUPPER.
A parting hymn we s ,389

Blest feast of love div 408
Dark was the niglit, a 280
Forever here my rest. 357

Here, O my Lord, I se 536
How pleasing to behol 102
If luimaii kindness m 256
In nuiiioiy of the Savi 238
Jesus invites his saints 379
Kindred in Cbrist ; for 145



INDEX OF SUBJECTS.

LORD'S SUPPER.— Con.

No.
Lord, at thy table we 2t)o

Lord of our highest lo 403
Mid scenes of coufusi 682
O God, unseen, yet ev 2'J8

Sweet tlie moments, r 499
"Till he come;" O let 546
Welcome, ye hopeful 113
While in sweet comm 498

LOVE.
Come ye that know a 45
Had I the gifts of ton 302
Had I tlie tongues of 101

Love divine, all love e 608
Make channels for th 321
More love to thee, O C 576
O love beyond concep 11

O love divine, how sw 195
O love divine, that sto 139

love of God, how str 66
Saviour, teach me da 451

MERCY-SEAT.
Approach, my soul, t 285
From every stormy w 558
Jesus, where'er thy pe 131

My Father, to thy me 290

MINISTRY.
Father of mercies, bo 115
Vouchsafe, O Lord, th 329
With joy we own thy 312

MORNING AND EVEN-
ING.

Evening.
Abide with me ; fast f 537
Another day is past 400
A sweetly solemn tho 401
Fading, still fading, t 548
Father, whate'er of ea 322
Forever with the Lor 411
Glory to thee, my Gotl 164

1 love to steal awhile 272
My God, how endless 127

Now from labor and f 001
Now the shades of nig 459
Saviour, breatiie an e 493
Silently the shades of 492
Softly now the light o 453
Sun of my soul, thou S ItiS

"Thou from whom we 439
Thou Saviour, from t 174

Thus far the Lord has 141

Morning.
Awake, my soul, and 92
Once more, my soul, t 205

NATIONAL.
God bless our native 1 433
In prayer together let 117
Lord while for ail ma 47
My country, 'tis of the 432
Swell the anthem, ra 499

While o'er our guilty 1 119

OPENING AND CLOSING.
Closing. No.

Almighty God, thy w 336
Dismiss us with thy b 149

Eternal source of life 228

For a season called to 443

From all that dwell be 4

Glory be to God on hi 464

Let men their songs e 365
Lord, at this closing h 3S1

Lord, dismiss us with 492
Lord, dismiss us with 530
Lord, now we part in 125
May the grace of Chris 555
Once more, before we 415

O render thanks to Go 102

Our Father in heaven 675

Praise God, from who 711

Praise the God of all c 518
Shepherd of thy little 441
The peace which God 136

Thine forever—God of 472
Thy name, almighty 56

To bless thy chosen ra 353

To God, theonly wise, 425

To God, the only wise, 367
Worship, honor, glory 485

Opening.
Again our earthly car 227
Awake, ye saints, aw 421

Come sound his prais 51

Pearly, my God, witho 44

God is in his holy tern 522
Great God, the follow 114

How charming is the 361

How sweet to leave th 130
Hungry and faint and 373

Lo ! God is here—let u 116

Lord in this sacred ho 391

Lord, Ave come before 444

Now, begin the heave 438

O Father, though the 271

Safely through anothe 460

Thou art our Shepherd 306
To God, the only wise 60
To thy temple we rep 446
Within thy house, O 204

With sfwcretl joy we lif 217

PEACE.
Behold, the mountain 221

Give to the Lord thine 396

Jesus, Lord, we look t 452
peace of God, sweet 154

Peace, the welcome so 468
Prince of peace, contr 457

While I hear life's sur 665

PRAYER.
Blest hour, when mor 178

Come to the house of 414

Father, what e'er of e 322

How sw-eet to be alio 319

If 'tis sweet to mingle 463
1 love to steal awhile 272

Stealing from the wor 450
Sweet hour of prayer 553

The Lord, who knows 412

303

PRAYER.— Co»!. No.
The Saviour bids us w 253
Thou Saviour, from t 134
AVhat a friend we hav 629
While thee, I seek, pr 335

PROMISES.
The promises I sing 428
When adverse winds 76

RECLAIMED.
As pants the hart 299

Far away from home 622
How oft, alas! this wr 258
Love for sill ! and can 592

for a closer walk wi 275
Take me, O my Fathe 517

RESURRECTION.
Hail, morning known 124
How calm and beauti 343
The Saviour risen to-d 214

We sing the Saviour's 210
When we the sacred g 146

SALVATION.
Earth has a joy unkn 172
Forgiveness! 'tis a joy 126
Lord, as to thy dear cr 303
To him who did salva 341

What grace, O Lord, a 281

SCRIPTURES.
Blessfd Bible, how I 1 6.S5

Father of mercies, in t 288

God; in the gospel of 93

Holy Bible, book divi 79

How precious is the b 36

How shall the young 255

1 love the volume of t 78

Precious Bible, what a 80

The heavens declare t 69

To thee, my heart, Ete 109

'Twas by an order fro 65

What glory gilds the 39

TIMES AND SEASONS.
And now, ray soul, an 236

A sweetly solemn tho 401

Christ, the Lord, is ris 435

Come, let u.s anew ou 684

Hail the blest morn 87

Hark! the herald ang 85

Sovereign Ruler of t 445
Thou who roU'st the y 469

Time is winging us a 685
While shepherds wat 83

UNION.
Blest be the dear uniti 233

Come, let us join our f 339

Hail, thou God ofgrac 511

How blest the sacred t 175

Jesus, Lord, we look to 452

Jesus, thou Shepherd 142

Let party names no m 351

Planted in Christ, the 224

Thy footsteps, Lord, w 98
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Across THE R..S, 7 258
AfUiIlam C. M !)2

Allhallows C:. M 94

All Saints I.. M 46

All to Christ ti, 7 220
Amboy 7. D 154

America 6, 4 143
Amoy fi, 4 2'2:l

Antioch C. M 32

Anvern L. M 4fi

Applelon h. M 30

Arcadia C. M 92

Are you ready. ..H, 7 2-il

Ariel C. P.M.... fti

Ariinathea 7 1j4

Arlington C. M 72

Aspiration C. M 98

Athens C. M.D 33

Austria «. 7. D 172

Autumn 8,7. D 174

Avon C. M 82

Azmoa C. U 97

Balebma C. M 86

Barfinieus 8, 7 IfiS

Bavaria 8,7. D 2(i2

Bealotli S. M. D 137

Beautiful Val ...8, G 254

Beulah Land. ...8 2(18

Beuevento 7.D 156

Bethany 6,4. D 211

Blessed Bible.. ..8, 7. D 246

Blessing L- M 5n

Bovlston S. M 124

Bradford C. M 74

Brattle Street ...C. M. D HI
Bremen C. P. M C7

Brewer L. M 41

Bridgman C. M 14

Bringing iu th. 12, 11 2S5

Broomsgrove....C. M 12

Brown C. M 101

Buckle on the. ..8, 7 249

Burlington C. M 98

By and By 7,6. D 2,36

Byefield C. M 100

Caddo C. M 82

Calm C. L. M 114

Calvary .s, 7,4 183

Cambridge C. M 115

Carlisle H. M..
Carter 8,7
Challen 8,7. P,

. 169

. 186

Chelmsford C. M 78
. 102
. 76
. 202

Chester C. M.,
Chesterfield ('. M..
Chestnut StreetL M.
Cbimes C M..
Chopin C. M..
Christ is prec's.S, 7

Christmas C. M..
Clapton S M.
Clarendon C. M..

Clarington 8. D 178

Come, O come. ..8, 5, 9 239
Come, Ye Dis...n, 10 2,S0

Comfort 10, 11 191

Coming DOW 7, 6 242
Coming to the..7 224
Cookham 7 223
Cooling C, M 83

Corinth C. M Kl8
Coronal 8, 7, 4 182
Coronation C. M 68
Cowper C. M 208
Cranbrook S. M 22
Creation L. M. D 27

Dalston S. P. M 116
Darwall H. M 139

Dedham C. M 77

De Fleury 8. D 178

Dennis S. M 122

Dependence 6, 4 212

Devizes C. M 70

Diademata S. M. D 117

Dijon 8, 7 170

Di.x 7,6/ 1.53

Dorrnauce 8, 7 167

Dort 6, 4 142
Dover S. M 20

Downs C. M 106
Doxology Irr 26

Draw me to th..8, 6 256

Duane .street....L. M. D 36

Duke Street 1,. M 3

Dundee C. M 11

Dykes 7. 6/ 194

Easter Hy 7 114

Ed<feworth C. M 96
Edmeston C. M lO".

Eliz:ibethtovvn..(". IM 99

Ellesdie 8,7. D 2.57

Ellinwood 8. M 133

Eltham 7. D 155

Ernan L. M 49

Es-sex 8. 7 163

Evan C. M 95

Even Thee P. M 279
Eventide 10 189

Everv Day 7,9 240
Ewing 7, 6..„. 159
Excelsior.. D.. 214
Expostulation. ..11 278

FaBKN 8, 7. D 175

Fading, still P. M IVC,

Federal Street. .L. M 62

Feunor 11, 10 35
Fergtison S. M Kl
Flower 7 149

Floyd 7.6/ 1.52

Forever with....S. M. P 134
Foundation 11 277
Fountain C. M 204
Frederick II 190

304

Gkneva C. M....
Oerar S. M...
Germany 1,. M....
Cilcrest S. M....
tiilead ....L. M...
Going Home ('. M....
Going home at.. 7, G
Gorton S. M....
Goshen 11

Gould C. M....
Gratitude L. iM....

Greenville 8, 7. D..
Groton C. W...
Guidance 8. 7. 1)..

Guide 7. D

iiADP.\M H. jsr...,

Hamburg L. M
Happy Day L. M
Happy Zion 8, 7, 4

Harvey's Ch ('. M
Harwell 8, 7, 4..

43
24
40
109
236
129
278
94
4.S

173
96
176
224

141
50
200
265

, 10
181

Hatfield 7 150
Havdn C. M 102
Heber C. M 74
Hebron L. M .52

He Knows it 8, 4 240
HeLeadeth M,.L. M 198
Hendon 7 147
Henley 11. 10 281
Henry C. M 76
Herafd Angels.7. D 34
He will Hide.. ..8, 7 248
Hollingside 7. D 1.56

Home 11 280
Horton 7 222
Hosanna L. M. 6/ 37
Ho! Reapers....?. 6. D 231
How Can I But.6, 5 215
Howstroug is.. .11, 5 286
Hummel C. M 19
Hursley L. M 59

I Believe C. M 207
I Bring My Sin.G, 8, 6/ 221
I Could notdo..7,G. D 2.34

I Hear thy WelS. M 218
I Love to tell. ...7, 6. D 232
I need Thee 6.4 212
Invitation 8, 7 264
Iowa 8 186
Is it Far 8, 11 288
Is it for Me 7, 6 2;i5

Is my Name 12 291
Italian Hymn. .6, 4 H2
Ives 7. D 157

Jerusalem th7, 6, D 233
Jesus, I will tr..6,5. D 2J6
Jewett C. D 161

Laban S. M.,
Lanesboro C. M.
Laura 11, 10.
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P»GS.
Lenox II. M HO
Leydeii I-.. M 8
Linwood L. M 42

Li.ibon S- M 118

Lischer H. M i:«

Iiove Divine 8,7. D 172

Love, Ji)v. Pe....s, 4. -mi

Loving Kind....L. M 200

Lucas 10,5,11 283

Luther S. M 24

Luton L. M 9

Lux Benigna....lO,4 195

Lyon.«i 10, 11 17

M AINZEB L. M 6
Maitland C. M 205
Malvern L. M 57

Manoah C. M 91

Marlow C. M 7.3

Marton 8, 7,4 182

Martyn T. D 228

Mear C. M SO
Metlfield C. M 15

Mendebras....;...7, ti. D 160

Mendon L. M 38

Mercv 7 151

Merdin 7. D 229

Meribah C. P. M 113

Merlon C. M 105

Metropolis C. M. D 112

Middletown 8, 7. D 176

Migdol L. M 43
Miles Lane CM 68
Milwaukee 8, 7 171

Missionary (;h..L. M 47

Missionary Hy.7, 6. D 160

Molucca 8, 7,4 262
Slonkland 7 150

More liUe Jesus. 11, 8 272

More Love 6, 4. D 210

Mozart 7.. 144

Mount Blanc....!'. M 188

Mount Pisgah...C. M 206

Mount Vernon. .8, 7 171

My Prayer 6,5.D 214

My Kedeemer...s, 7 252

Naomi C. M 107

Near the Cross..7, 6 246

Nearer My Ho..S. M 219

Nettleton 8, 7. D 261

Nevvcourt L. P. M 30

Nicaja 11,12. 10 16

Northlield C. M 114

Nottingham 7 145

Oak 6, 4. D 2is
Oaksville C. M 90

Old Hundred. ...L. M 4

Oliphant S, 7, 4 IsO

Olive's Brow L. M 62

Olivet fi, 4 213

Olmutz.. S. M 130

Olney S. M 135

Once for All 10,9,8 273

On Jordan's St.U. M 209

Only Waiting...8. 7 292

Ortonville C. M IW
Osgood 8, 7, 4 264

OSion, Sion 7,6 2:57

Overberg L. M 58

O where are 10,9. ..

Ozrem S. M..
271

, 131

PALE.STINE L. M. U 64

Park Street L. M 8
Passing Away...C. M 205

Pass Me not 8, 5 244

Peace is Mine.. ..8, 4 260

Peuiel C. M 88

Penitence 7, 6 2.s2

Peoria C. M 100

Perez 8, 7 162

Peron 8, 7, 4 184

Peterboro C. M 71

Peters S. P. M 116

Pilot 7, U 226

Pleyel's Hymn. 7 146

Portuguese Hy.ll 276

Prayer 0. M 89

Precious Bible. ..8, 7, 7 31

Precious Nau)e.8, 7 253

Precious Prom. .8, 7 250

Purer in Heart.6, 4. D ilO

Rathbun 8, 7 164

Raynolds 10 IN^

KeCuge 7. D 228

llegent Square. .8, 7, 4 184

Rejoice and be..P. M 197

Remember Me. C. M 204

Rest L. M 64

Retreat L. M 201

Robinson 8,7. D 260

Rochester C. M 12

Rock of Ages....7, U 226

Rockingham ....L. M 26

RoUand L. M 54

Rosecrans L. M 202

Rosefield 7. U 227

Rowley li, 9 284

Russian Hymn. L. M 44

Sabbath 7, 6^ 152
Sardis 8, 7 164

Selena L. M.6« 29

Serenitv C. M 84

Sessions L. M 44

Seymour ..7 148

Shawmut S. M 128

Shining Shore..8, 7 2.54

Shirland S. M 120

Shout the Tid's.S, 7 247

Siberia 8, 7.4 185

Sicily >, 7 165

Silent Night P. M 192

Siloam C M 85

Silver Street S. M 21

Skene S, 7, 4 162

Sleep thy Last.. 10 192
Smart 8. D 179

Solney 8, 7 163
Something for..6, 4. D 216
Sorrows 6, 5,7 187

Speer 6 220

St. Anns C. M 14

St. Ignatius S. M 134

St. Louis L. M 65

St. Martin's C. M 69

St. Thomas S. M 123

St. Sylvester 8.7 170

State Street S. M 128
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Stearns S, 7 168

Stephens C. M 13

Stockwell 8, 7 166

Stont-fleld L. M 51

Stow H. M 140
Summer-Land. .12, 10,7 293
Swabia S. M 20
Sweet Hour ot...L. M. D 199

Tappan, L. M 58
Tarrv with me. .8, 7 289
Thatcher S. M 119

The Foundal'n.L. M 203
The Glorious 1 .9,10 290
The Great Phy.8, 7 263
The Pearl of. C. M 245
There is no rr...7, 6. D 234
The Rock and...9, 8, 12 270
The Rock that. .8 269
The Thous'd Yr.9, 8. D 294
Thomas 8, 7 166

Thou art (4one..l2, 11 193

To the Work 12 2^7
Truro L. M 7

Un'ivkrsity C.7
Vpton L. M..
Uxbridge L. M.

148
5
5

Vaii C. M 207
Varina C. M. i) lU)
Vigil S. M 132

Vogel 6,6. M 217

Wales 8, 4 26B
Ward L. M 60

Ware L. M 42
Waring 7, 6 158
Warning 12. 11 282
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Il^DEX OF FIRST LIKES.

Abide with me, fast falls tho eventide

A broken heart, my God, my King...

A charge to keep I have
A crown of glory bright
Again our earthly cares we leave

Again the Lord of light and life

Alas, and did my Saviour bleed

Alas, what hourly dangers rise

All as God wills, "who wisely heeds....

All hail the power of Jesus' name
All you that have confessed
Almighty Father, gracious Lord
Almighty Father of mankind
Almighty God, thy word is cast
" Almost persuaded" now to believe.

Always with us, always with us
Amazing grace, how sweet the sound
Am I a soldier of the cross

And can I yet delay
And can my heart aspire so high
And did the holy and the just

And is the gospel peace and love

And is there. Lord, a rest

And now, my soul, another year
Angels, roll the rock away
Another day is past

A parting hymn we sing

Approach, niy soul, the mercy-seat...

Arise, ye people, and adore
Arise, ye saints, arise

Arm of the Lord, awake! awake
Ashamed of Christ, our souls disdain

Asleep in Jesus.' blessed sleep

As pants the hart for cooling
A sweetly solemn thought
As with gladness men of old

Awake, and sing the song
Awake, awake the sacred song
Awake, my soul, and with the sun....

Awake, my soul, awake, my tongue..

Awake, my soul, to joyful lays

Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve
Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring
Awake, ye saints, awake
Away from earth my spirit turn.s

NO.
537
lfi5

382
5.S7

227
2U9
569
257
315
198
419
223
300
336
706
500
326
5()6

375
249
240
554
393
236

Beautiful Zion built above
Before Jehovah's awful throne
Behold the blind their sight receive..

Behold the Christian warrior stand...

Behold the glories of the Lamb
Behold the mountain of the Ijord

Behold the Saviour of mankind
Behold the sure foundation stone
Behold what wondrous grace
Be it my only wisdom here
Be of good cheer, ye friends of Jesus
Beyond the starry skies

Beyond this land of parting, losing,...

Blessed Bible, how I love it

Blessed fountain, full of grace
Blessed Jesus, faithful Guide
Blest are the humble souls that see...

Blest are the pure in heart
Blest be the dear uniting love
Blest be the everlasting God
Blest be the tie that binds
Blest Comforter divine
Blest feast of love divine
Blest hour when mortal man retires..

4G5
I

Blest is the man whose.
Blest morning whose young dawning
Blow ye the trumpet, blow
Brethren, while we sojourn here
Bright and joyful was the morn
Brightest and best of the sons of the..

Bright source of everlasting love
Bright was the guiding star

Buried beneath the yielding wave
By faith in Christ I walk with God....

400
389
286
206
404
122
260
188
299
401
4()1

59
,
Cast thy bread upon the waters.

38 '

92
20

5.55

241
1

421
185

NO.
707

.3

179
152
222
221
314
34

355
197
696
349
695
635
458
598
160
62

233
35

364
398
408
178
316
215
426
470
86
87
213
242
264
158

Call Jehovah thj' salvation.

Beautiful vallev of Eden 642

Christ is our corner-stone.
Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day
Cling to the Miglity One
Come every pious heart
Come, humble sinner, in whose
Come join, ye saints, with heart
Come, let us anew
Come, let us join in songs of praise...

Come, let us join our eheerfid songs...

Come, let us join our friends above...

509
490
423
435
579
427
261
196
684
226
2S1

339

306
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Come, let us join witli one accord
Come, sound his i)raise abroad,
Come, thou long-expected Jesus
Come to Calvary's liolj' mountain
Come to the liouse of prayer
Come unto me, when shadows darkly
Come, weary souls, with sin

Come, we who love the Lord
Come, ye that know and fear the
Come, ye disconsolate, where'er
Come, ye sinners, poor and needy
Come, j'outhat love the Saviour's
Crown him with many crowns
Crown his head with endless blessing

Dark was the night, and cold the
Dear is the spot where Christians
Delay not, delay not, O sinner
Did Clirist o'er sinners weep
Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord...

Do not I love thee, O my Lord

Early my God, without delay
Earth lias a joy unknown in heaven..
Earthh' joys no longer j)lease us
Ere mountains reared their forms
Ere the blue heavens were stretched.,

Eternal God, celestial King
Eternal Lord, from land to land
Eternal Source of life and light
Exalted Prince of life, we own

Fading, still fading, the last beam is..

Faith adds new charms to earthly
Fallen on Zion's battle-field

Far away from home I'm wandering.
Father, hear the prayer we offer

Fatlier, I know thy ways are just
Father, I wait before tliy throne
Fatlier of mercies, bow thine ear
Father of mercies, (Jod of love
Fatlier of mercies, in thy word
Father of spirits, nature's God
Father, whate'cr of earthly liliss

Fling out the banner, let it float

For a season called to part
Forever here my rest

Forever with the Lord
Forgiveness, 'tis a joyful sound
Fountain of grace, rich, full and free.

Free from the law, hap])y
From all that dwell below the skies...

From Calvary a cry was heard
From every stormy wind that blows...

From Greenland's icy mountains
From the cross uplifted high

Gently, Lord, gently lead us....

Give me the wings of faith to rise.

NO.
244
51

501
602
414
tWl
187

352
45
680
659
292
348
487

280
132
677
374
149

283

44
172
512

7

12
18

99
228
153

548
239
337
622
502
317
262
115
278
288
170
322
108
443
357
411
126

147

671
4

183
558
478
602

510
200

NO.
Give to the Lord thine heart 396
Give to the winds thy fears 58
Glorious things of thee are spoken.... 507
Glorj' be to God on high 464
Glory, glory to our King 462
Glory to God who deigns to bless 287
Glory to thee, my God, this night 164
Glory to thee, whose jjowerful word.. 97
God bless our native land 433
God, in theGosjtel of his Son 93
God is in liis holy temple 522
God is my strong salvation 475
God is the fountain whence 57
(>od is the refuge of his .saints 13
Ciod moves in a mysterious way 27

God of my life, to thee belong 8

God with us! glorious name 437
Go to thy rest, fair child 410
Grace! 'tis a charming sound 54
Great God, the followers of tliy 114
Great God, thj" penetrating eye 245
Great is the Lord, our God 49
Great Source of life and light 63
Great was the day, the joy was great. 173
Guide me, thou great Jehovah 528

Had I ten thousand gifts beside 193
Had I the gift of tongues 362
Had I the tongues of Greeks and Jews 101

Hail! great Creator, wise and good.... 24

Hail, morning known among the 124
Hail, sweetest, dearest tie that binds.. 333
Hail, the blest morn, when the great. 87

Hail, thou God of grace and glory 511
Hail to the brightness of Zion's 539
Hail to the Lord's anointed 480
Happy the Church, thou sacred place 129
Happy the home, when God is there.. 327
TLu"k, sinner, while G'od from 683
Hark! tenthou.sand harps and voices.. 523
LLirk, the glad sound! the Saviour.... 84

Hark, the herald angels sing 85

Hark ! the voice of .Tesus calling 651

Llaiiv! the voice of love and mercy.... 526
Hasten, Lord, the glorious time 467

Heavy-laden, sad and weary 658
Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken 506
He dies! the Friend of sinners dies!.. 135
Heirs of unending life 64
He knows the bitter, weary way 626

He leadeth me, blessed thought 651

Help us, Lord, thy yoke to wear.... 274

Here, my Lord, I see thee face to face 536

Here we are but straying 702

He that goeth forth with weeping 495
High in the heavens, eternal God 22

Hoi}' Bible, book divine 79

Holy, holy, holy Lord, God Almighty 41

Holy, holy, holy Lord, God of Sabaoth 67
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NO.
Ho, reapers of life's harvest 612
Hosaiina to our conquering King 277

Hosanna to the Prince of light, 211
How beauteous are their feet 417
How beauteous were the marks 1:1S

How blest are they whose transient... 15G
How blest the sacred tie that 175
How calm and beautiful the morn 343
How charming is the place Siil

How firm a foundation, ye saints of... 076
How free and boundless is the grace.. 21(5

How gentle God's commands 366
How gracious and how wise 394
How happy are they who their 686
How haj^py every cliild of grace 267
How happy is the Christian's state 229
How honored is the place 354
How oft, alas! this wretched heart 258
How pleased and l)lest was 1 346
How pleasing to behold and see 162
How pleasant, how divinely fair Ill
How precious is the book divine 36
How rich thy favors, God of grace 208
How shall I my Saviour set forth 520
How shall the young secure their 2.55

How strong is thy faith in the Saviour 688
How sweet, how heavenly is the sight 305
How sweetly flowed the gospel sound 128
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 251
How sweet the praise, liow high 103
How sweet to be allowed to pray 319
How sweet to leave the world awhile 130
How tender is thy hand 399
How vain is all beneath the skies 155
How various and how new 409
Humble souls, who seek salvation 504
Hungry, and faint, and poor 373

I am coming to the cross
I am sinful; Lord to thee
I arn waiting for the Master
1 am waiting for the morning
I bless the Christ of God
I bring my sins to thee
I could not do without thee
I gave my life for thee, my precious..
If human kindness meets return
If 'tis sweet to mingle where
I have a home above
I liave friends across the river
I hoar the Savioursay
I hear thy welcome voice
I know tliat my Redeemer lives, and..
I know that my Redeemer lives, what
I'll praise ray Maker while I've
I ?.ove the volume of thy word
I love thy kingdom, Lord
I love to steal awhile away
I love to tell the story

597
593
7(t9

694
376
590
617
621
25(>

463
406
648
589
586
218
107
77

78
418
272
613

NO.
I'm but a stranger here 688
I'm not ashamed to own my Lord 567
In all my ways, God 371
In every trouble sharj) and strong 279
In every trying hour 369
In expectation sweet 386
In heavenly love abiding 474
In memory of the Saviour's love 238
I need thee every hour 577
In prayer together let us fall 117
In sweet exalted strains 424
In the Christian's home in glory 704
In the cross of Christ I glory 486
In the Lamb's book of life 693
I saw the cross of Jesus 610
I sing th' almighty power of God 31
Is it far to the land of rest 690
Is it for me, dear Saviour 6J6
I've found the pearl of greatest price. 631
I've reached the land of corn and wine ()66

I will sing of my Redeemer 610
I will sing you a song of that beautiful 708
I would not live alwaj's; I ask not 541

Jehovah, God, thy gracious power 32
Jehovah reigns, he dwells in light 15
Jehovah reigns, his throne is high 2
Jerusalem, my glorious home 3.38

Jerusalem, my hapjiy home 331
Jerusalem, the golden, I languish 614
Jerusalem, the gohlen, with 476
Jesus, and shall it ever be 137
Jesus, I am coming now 627
Jesus, I live to thee 397
Jesus, I love thy charming name 323
Jesus, I my cross have 646
Jesus, in thy transporting name 308
Jesus invites his saints 379
Jesus, I will trust thee 585
Jesus, keep me near the cross 633
Jesus, Lamb of God, for me 603
Jesus, Lord, we look to thee 4.52

Jesus, lover of my soul 606
Jesus, merciful and mild 472
Jesus only, when the niorning 494
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me 601
Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 95
Je-sus, the spring of joys divine 150
Jesns, thou art the sinner's Priend.26, 563
.Jesus, thou Shepherd of the sheep 142
Jesus, thou source of calm repose 71

Jesus wept: those tears are over 533
Jesus, where'er thy people meet 131
Joy to the world, the Lord is come... 81

Just as I am, without one plea 557

Kindred in Christ, for his dear sake... 145

Kingdoms and thrones to God belong (i

King Jesus, reign for evermore 113
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" Land ahead !
" Its fruits are waving.

Lead, kindly Light! amid th"

Lead us, heavenlj' Father, lead us
Let every mortal ear attend
Let me but hear my Saviour say
Let men their songs employ
Let party names no more
Let thoughtless thousands choose
Like the eagle, upward, onward
Life is one continued battle
Life is the time to serve the Lord
Listen, sinner, mercy hails you
Lo! (jod is liere—let us adore
Lo! lie conies with clouds
Long as 1 live I'll praise thy name
Long I was a wanderer
Look, ye saints: the sight is glorious-
Lord, all I am is known to thee
Lord, as to tby dear cross we flee

Lord, at this closing hour
Lord, at tby table we behold
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, bid
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, fill

Lord, I believe; thy power I own
Lord, I delight in thee
liOrd, in this sacred hour
Lord, in whose might the Saviour trod
Lord Jesus, I long to be
Lord, lead the way the Saviour went.
Lord, let thy spirit penetrate
Lord, now we part in thy blest name.
Lord of hosts, to thee we raise
Lord of our highest love
Lord of the worlds above
Lord thou hast won
Lord, weak and impotent I stand
Lord, we come before thee now
Lord, with glowing heart I'll praise...
Lord, when my raptured thought
Lord, while for a-U mankind we pray.
Lord, whom winds and seas obey
Love divine, all love excelling
Love for all! and can it be
Lo ! what a glorious sight appears

Majestic sweetness sits enthroned
Make channels for the streams of love
Mary to the Saviour's tomb
May the grace of Chiist our Saviour..
Mercy alone can meet my case
'Mid scenes of confusion, and
^More holiness give me
^lore like Jesus
More love to thee, O Christ
Morning breaks upon the tomb
Must Jesus bear the cross alone
My country,'tis of thee
My days are gliding swiftly by
My dear Redeemer and my Lord

NO.
710
547
(JUU

235
144
3(J5

351
159
503
()37

559
(161

IIG
532
37

584
525
254
303
381
263
491
530
570
61

.391

324
673
246
40

125
442
403
422
342
645
444
516
304
47

447
608
592
345

NO.
My faith looks up to thee 578
My Father,to thy mercy-seat 290
My God, how endless is thy love ! 127
My God, my Father—blissful name... 291
My God, my heart with love inflame.. 151
My God, my Strength, my Hope 416
My God, the spring of alf my joys 269
My gracious Lord, I own thy right.... 167
My gracious Redeemer I love 521
My hope is built on nothing less 75
My only Saviour, when I feel 184
My Prophet thou, my heavenly guide 72
jSIy Saviour, as thou wilt 479
My spirit longs for thee .591

My.spiriton thy care 35(5

My soul, be on thy guard 384
My soul, how lovely is the place 232
My soul, it is thy God 407
IMy soul, repeat his praise 53
My .soul shall bless tbee, my God... 26
^ly times are in thy hand 395

Nearer, my God, to thee 575
Night with ebon pinion 534
No change of time shall ever 163
Not all the blood of beasts 372
Not all the nobles of the earth 176
Now be my heart inspired to sing ItU
Now begin the heavenly theme 438
Now for a song of lofty praise 19
Now, from labor and from care 604
Now is th' accepted time 385
Now let our cheerful eyes survey 248
Now let oursouls on wings sublime... 171
Now the shades of night are gone 459
Now to the Lord who makes us know 121

bless the Lord, my soul, his 50
bow thine ear, eternal One 118

0, come, loud anthems let us sing 106
O could I find from day to day 247

could I speak the matchless worth. 192
O do not let the word depart 560
O'er the gloomy hills of darkness 527

Father, though the anxious fear.... 271
311 for a closer walk with God 275
321 O for a faith that will not shrink 273
605 O for a heart to praise my God 268
655 for an overcoming faith 313
289 for a thousand tongues to sing 199
682 O for a strong, a lasting faith 157
580 Oft in sorrow, oft in woe 455
670 God, mv heart is fully bent 220
576 God of Bethel, by whose hand 237
466 God, our help in ages past 25
564 O God, unchanging fount of good 334
432 O God, un.scen, yet ever near 298
644

I

O hapi)y day that fixed my choice 556
169 I happy they who know the Lord 250
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how divine, how sweet the joy
O liow kindly liast thou led nie

land of rest, for thee I sigh 290,
Lord, how happy should we be
love beyond concei>tion great
love divine, how sweet thou art

O love divine, that stooped to share..

love of God, how strong and true...

Once more, my soul, the rising day...
Once more, before we part
One there is, above all others
On .Jordan's stormy banks I stand
Only waiting till the shadows
On the mountain's top appearing
Onward, Christian, though the region
On what are you building
On Zion's glorious summit stood

peace of God, sweet peace of God...
render thanks to God above

O sometimes the shadows are deeii
O source divine and life of all

suffering Friend of human kind
O sweet employ, to sing and trace
O the precious love of Jesus

think of the home over there
O thou Fount of every blessing

thou,my Light, my Life, my .Toy...

O thou who driest the mourner's tear
O thou whose own vast temple

turn you, turn you, for why will
Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed.
Our Father in heaven
Our heavenly Father calls

Our Lord is risen from the dead
Our Saviour bowed beneath the wave
Our souls are in the Saviour's hand...
Over Jordan we shall meet
O what amazing words of grace
when shall I see Jesus
where are the reapers
where shall rest be found
worship tlie King all-glorious above

Pass me not, gentle Saviour
Peace ! the welcome sound proclaim..
Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive
Planted in Christ, the living vine
Plunged in a gulf of dark despair
Praise God from whom all blessings...
Praise, my soul, the King of heaven-
Praise the God of all creation
Praise the Lord, his glories show
Praise the Lord, ye heavens adore him
Praise the Lord, ye saints adore him.
Praise the Saviour, all ye nations
Praise to God, immortal praise
Praise to thee, thou great Creator
Praise ye tlie Lord, 'tis good to raise..

Precious Bible, what a treasure

NO.
231
515
<)28

l'J4

11

195
139
&•>

205
415
496
573
513
524
488
6G8
190
154
102
G67
110
180
191

043
098
053
202
276
29

079
310
075
300
89
ISO

252
020
572
008
069
402
42

632
468
189
224
293
711
529
518
448
481
482
4S9
440
483
105
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NO.
Precious promise God hath given 638
I'rince of jieace ! control luy will 457
Proclaim, saith Christ, my wondrous 234
Purer in heart, O God 574
Purer yet and purer 5S2

Raise your triumphant songs.; 55
Redeemed from guilt, redeemed 90
Rejoice and be glad: the Redeemer... 549
]\est f<»r the toiling band 405
Return, wanderer, now return 565
Rise, glorious Leader, rise 431
Rise, my soul, pursue the path 243
Rock of Ages, clef t for me 545,600

Safely through anotlier week 460
Salvation, the joyful .sound 212
Saviour, breathe an evening Itlessing. 493
Saviour, more than life to me 624
Saviour, teach me day by day 451
Saviour, thy dying love 583
Saviour, thy law we love 383
Scorn not the slightest word or deed.. 301
See how the rising sun 378
Servant of God, well done 390
Servants of God! in joyful lays 10
Sliall we gather at the river 099
She loved her Saviour ; and to him.... 325
Shepherd of thy little flock 441
Shout the tidings of salvation 034
Silently the shades of evening 492
Silentnight! hallowed night 544
Since I can read my title clear 295
Sing all ye ransomed of the Lord 225
Sing them over again tome 599
Sinner, hear the invitation 054
Sinners, turn—why will you die 594
Sinners, come to Christ the Saviour... 078
Sinners, will you scorn the message... 656
Sister, thou wast mild and lovely...... 505
Sleep not, .soldier of the cross 454
Sleep thy last sleeii, free from 542
Softly now the light of day 453
Soldiers of Christ, ari.se 359
Songs of immortal praise belong 30
Songs of praise awoke the morn 436
Soon may the last glad songarise 112
Soon the evening shadows falling 039
So tender, so precious 581
Soul, then know thy full salvation.... ()47

Sotind, sound the truth a!)road 430
Sovereign Ruler of the skies 445
Sowingin the morning (>87

Sowing the seed by the daylight fair.. 700
Sow in the morn thy seed 388
Stand up, stand up for Jesus 009
Stealing from the world away 450
Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear.... 1(!8

Sweet liuur of prayer, sweet hour of.. 553

810
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Sweet is tlic iiiomory of tliy grace 33
Sweet is the work, my God, my King 21
Sweet the moments, ricli in 499
Swell the anthem, raise the song 449

Take me, Omy Father, take me 517
Take my heiirt, Father mold it 497
Take the name of Jesus with you Ml
Tarry with me, my Saviour 691
Teach me my God and King 387
The angels that watched round the... 519
The Bible reveals a glorious land (592

Tlie evening shades are falling 018
Tliee we adore, eternal Lord 5
Thee we adore, gracious Lord 134
The God of harvest praise 434
The great Physician now is near (j57

The heavens declare thy glory, Lord. 69
The Lord himself doth condescend.... 552
The Lord is King, lift up thy voice.... 17
The liord is my Shepherd, no 674
The Lord Jehovah reigns, let all 52
The Lord my pasture shall preijare... 73
The Lord my Shepherd is 368
The Lord, who knows full well 412
The T^iord will come, the earth shall... 16
The morning light is breaking 611
The peace which God alone reveals... 136
The promises I sing 428
Tiiere is a fountain filled with blood.. 562
There is a habitation 619
There is a land of pure delight 332
There is a name I love to hear 318
There is an hour of hallowed 266
There is an hour of peaceful 330
There is no friend like Jesus (ilS

There's a land that is fairer than day. 697
There's not a tint that paints the...... 302
There's nothing bright above, below.. 100
There were ninety and nine that 703
The Saviour bids thee watch and pray 253
The Saviour, what endless charms.. 282
The Saviour, risen to-day, we praise... 214
The spacious firmament on high 68
There stands a Rock, on shores of 561
The tempter to my soul hath said 161
They are going—only going 514
Thine forever—God of love 473
Think gently of the erring one 320
This is the day the first rijjc sheaf 203
This is the day the Lord hath made... 207
This is the glorious day 353
Thou art gone to the grave 543
Thou art my hiding place, O Lord 259
Thou art my portion, O my God 309
Thou art, O'God, the life and light 70
Thou art our Shepherd, glorious God. 306
Thou art the way, to thee alone 285
Thou, from whom we never part 4.39

NO.
Though all the world my choice 166
Though troubles assail, and dangers... 540
Though waves and storms go o'er my 74
Thou only Sovereign of my heart 140
Tliou Saviour, fron\ thy throne on.... 174
Thou source of life and liglit ,370

Thou who roU'st the year around 469
Through the love of God our Saviour 663
Thus far the Lord has led me on 141
Thy footstep.s. Lord, with joy we 98
Tliy goodness, Lord, our souls confess 297
Thy kingdom. Lord, forever stands... 28
Thy name. Almighty Lord ,56

Thy worthiness is all our song 90
"Till lie come! " let the words 546
Time is winging us away 685
'Tis heaven begun below 347
'Tis midnight: and on Olive's 182
'Tis my happiness below 456
'Tis religion that can give 595
To bless thy chosen race 353
To-day if you will hear his voice 148
To-day the Saviour calls 596
To God, the only wise, our Saviour... 60
To God, the only wise, to Jesus 425
To God, the only wise, who keeps 367
To him that loved the sons of men... 201
To him who did salvation bring 341
To-morrow, Lord, is thine 392
To our Redeemer's glorious name 219
To thee, my heart, eternal King 109
To the work ! to the work! we are 689
To thy temple we repair 446
To us a child of hope is born 82
Triumphant Lord, thy goodness 23
Triumphant Zion! lift thy head 120
'Twas by an order from the Lord 65

Unshaken as the sacred hill 307

Vouclisafe, O Lord, thj^ presence now 329

AVe are living, we are dwelling 484
We are on our journey home 538
We give thee Init thine own 363
We have no home but heaven 477
Welcome, delightful morn 420
Welcome, sweet day of rest 350
Welcome, ye hopeful heirs of heaven 143
We praise thee, O God, for tiie Son... 550
We're going home no more to roam... 625
We scatter seeds with careless hand... 623
We sing the Saviour's wondrous 210'

We speak of the realms of the blest... 535
What a Friend we have in .Jesus

What care I for fame's opinion
What could your Redeemer do
What glory gilds the sacred page
What

311

629
664
607
39

;race, Lord, and beauty 281
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xo.
What shall I render to my God 230
When adverse winds and waves arise 7G
When all thy mercies, O my God 48
When blooming youth is snatched.... 328
When I survey the wondrous cross... 133
When Jesus dwelt in mortal claj^ 177
When languor and disease invade 265
When marshaled on the nightly plain 88
When the mists have rolled 649
When the storms of life arc raging.... 636
When thou, my righteous Judge 340
When wo hear the music ringing 701
When we the sacred grave survey 146
Where'er thou goest, I will go 671
While I hear life's surging billows.... 665
While in sweet communion feeding... 498
While life prolongs its precious light 181
While my Redeemer's near 413
While o'er our guilty land, O Lord... 119
While shepherds watched their flocks 83
While thee I seek 335
Who are these in bright array 471
"Whosoever hcareth," shout, shout... 672
With deepest reverence at thy throne 9

NO.
Within thy house, Lord our God.... 204
With joy we meditate the grace 270
With joy we own thy servant 312
With one consent let all the earth I4
AVitli sacred joy we lift our eyes 217
With songs and honors sounding 347
Work, for the night is coming 630
WorshiiJ, honor, glory, blessing 485

Ye Christian heralds, go, proclaim.... 123
Ye men and angels, witness now 568
Ye messengers of Christ ; 380
Ye nations round the earth rejoice.... 91
Ye servants of God, your master 43
Ye servants of the Lord 377
Yes, for me, for me he careth.... 650
Yes, he knows the way is dreary 652
Yes, I well bless thee, O my God 46
Yes! the Redeemer rose 429
Yes, we trust the day is breaking...... 531
Ye wretched, hungry, starving 294
Yield not to temptation 705

Zion awake ; thy strength renew.... 94

312














