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"PREFACE.

THE dbject of the i)msent work is to promote congregational
and social singing. It is intended to b used in the church,
in. the lecture-room, and in the family. It is not designed to
supersede books already introduced, but rather to be used in
connection with them ; yet its contents are sufficiently varied
and full to meet the wants of congregations that have not
been previously supplied, or that desire a change. Great care
has been exercised to avoid adding to the endless variety of
readings which unhappily prevail in the current Psalmody.
The selection of Psalms and Hymns has been made with
much study and labor. Those which have already secured a
hold upon the affections of the church have been carefully
gathered ; and numerous additions from recent sources, it is
thought, will add greatly to the value of the work. The
variety of topics is ample and rich. The hymns could not
be arranged according to their subjects, without neglecting
the imperative claims of musical adaptation. The number
and character of indices will obviate the apparent inconve-
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nience of such an arrangement. Much labor has been be-
stowed upon the Index of Subjects, which will be found
specially copious and available.
~ In the selection of the music, the aim has been to avoid
extremes, and to secure adaptation, variety, and availability.
Large numbers in our congregations can read plain music at
sight, and will gladly joix; in the exercises of praise if the
tunes are before them. A choir is needed to lead the con-
gregation. It is desirable that during the winter months, the
congregation should have occasional ‘rehearsals, with such
instruction as they shall seem to require. That the work
‘may be useful in promoting the spirit of praise in the churckh
sad in 'tllxg home circle, is the earnest hope of
| THE CoMPILERS,

[3



CHURCH MELODIES.

1. Well with the Righteous.

1. WHAT cheering words are these;
Their sweetngss who can tell ?

In time and to eternal days,
“'Tis with the righteous well.”

2. Well when they see His face,
Or sink amidst the. flood ;
‘Well in aflliction’s thorny maze,
Or on the mount with God.

8. 'Tis well when joys arige,
'Tis well when sorrows flow,
'Tis well when darkness veils the skies,
And strong temptations grow.

4. In overy state secure,
Keopt a8 Jehovah's eye,

- "Tis well with them while life endures,
And well when called to die.

3. Sanctifying Influence.
1. Couz, Holy Spirit, come,
‘With energy divine,
And on this poor benighted soul
With beams of mercy shine,

2. l[olt, melt this frozen heart;
This stubborn will subdue,
Each evil passion overcome,
And form me all anew.

3. Mine will the profit be,
But thine shal] be the praise;
And unto thee will I devote
The remnant of wy dngw
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‘When mve; of sor-row round me swell, l{{ soul is not dismyed;}
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3. Christian Courage. 8..Firm as his throne, his promise stands,
And he can well secure
1. W waves of serrow round meswell, | What I've committed to his hands
soul is not dismayed ; : ’
I heé;‘ 2 voico 1 koow full well— Till the decisive hour.
“ t afraid.” .
. L, beno : * | 4. Then will he own nly worthless name
2. When black the threatening clouds ap-| : Before his Father’s face, .
: pear, ‘ And in the new Jerusalem
And storms my path invade, - Appoint my soul a place.
That voice shall trlnqlnl;u each fear,—
T I, be not afriid. o |5 Chritin Solde.
8. Thereis a that must be —
Savionrlglll)l:nwtoaid; 1. Ax I a soldier of the cross?
‘Whisper, when my frail bark is tossed, A follower of the Lamb ¢
“"Tis L, be not afraid.” ) Andahl:lllfmtoowphisume,
4. There is » dark and fertul vale Or blush to speak his name
Death hides within its o; X . .
Ob1 say, when flesh and heart shall fail, | % M1t I be carried to the ekies
“'Tis I, be not afraid.” ery ot ease -
i w:ill:lothers i;cglght to me the prize,
4 istian A nos, sailed L ugh bloody seas?
ashamed Lord 8. Are there no foes for me to face? -
L PIO:O :o defend h:P: :;::Py ) Must I not stem the flood ¢ '
Ma.inhinthebonorofhh,wold, . Is this vile world a friend to grace,
The glory of his cross. To help me on to God ?
2. Jesus, my God !—I know his name— | 4 Sure I must fight, if I would reign;
His name is all my trust; - Increase my courage, Lord |
Nor will he put my soul to shame, Tl bear the toil, endure the pain, .

Nor let my hope bo lost. . .~ Bupported by thy word, = "



CHURCH MELODIES.

8. Thysam‘l:,mdlthmglmouswar,
 Shall conquer, though they die ;
’ They view the triumph from afar,
,  And seize it with their eye.

6. Whenthatxllnatnousdayuhnllﬁae,
: And all thy armies shine .
In robes of victory thro’ the skies,
The glory shall be thine.

@. The Church our Delight and Safely.
1. Tas Lord of glory is my light,
And my salvation too;

Godiamystrength,norwﬂ]lfea.r
Whata.llmyﬁ)escando.

2. One privilege my heart desires:
Oh grant me mine abode
Among the churches of thy uainta,
« The temples of my God.

8. There shall I offer my requests,
_ And see thy beauty still;
" Bhall hear thy meuagesoflove,
Andthemmqmrethywﬂl.

& When troubles rise and storms appear,
There may his children hide;
God has a strong patilion where
He makes my soul abide.

We Christ's first and second Coming.

1. Sxg to the Lord, ye distant lands,
Ye tribes of every tongue;
His new-discovered grace demands
A new and nobler song. )

2. Say to the natiens, Jesusmigns,

God's own Almighty Son; .
His power the sin worldaushing
And grace surrounds his throne,

3. Let new seraphic joy
The iahndnoﬁhe::,pﬁ”
Ye mountains, sink;. yovalbyu,rhe
Prepare the Lord his way.

4, Behold he comes! he comes to bless
The nations a8 their
To show the world his righteousness,
And send his truth abroad.

5. But when his voice shall raise the dead,
And bid the world draw near,
How will the guilty nations dread.
To see their.Judge appear! '

8. Proyer for the Reign of Christ.
1. Anis, O King of grace, arise,
And enter to thy rest;

Behold, thy church, with longing eyes,
‘Waits to be owned and blest.

4. Enter with all thy glorious train,

Thy Spirit and thy Word;
All that the ark did once contain
Could no such grace afford.

3. Here, mighty God, accept our vows;
. Here let thy praise be spread; -
Bless the provisions of thy house,

And fill thy poor with bread.

4. Here let the Son of David reign, .
Let God’s Anointed shine:
Justice and truth his court maintain,
‘With love and power divine.

8. Here let him hold a lasting throne;
- And, a8 his kingdom grows,
Fresh honors shall adorn his.crown,
And shame confound his foes.

~

9. The everlasting Song.

1. EArTH has engrossed my love too
'Tis time I it my eyeys lonsi .
Upward, dear Father, to thy throne,
And to my native skies.

2. Seraphs, with elevated strains,
Circle the throne around;
Andmoveanddmrmt.hesurryphinn
Wxthmmnwrtnlsound.

3. Jesus, the Lord, their harps employs;
. Jesus, thy love they sing;
Jesus, the life of all our joys,
Sounds sweet from every string.

4. Now let me mount and join their song;
And be an angel too;
My hand; my heart, my ear, my tongue,
Here's joyful work for you.

8. I would begin the music here,
And 8o my soul should rise;
Oh for some heavenly notes to bear
My passions to the skies!

6. There ye that love my Saviour sit,
There I would fain have place,

) Amon your t.hrones, or at your fee,

‘ might see his face.
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1. DELAY not, delay not, O sinner draw near,
The waters of life are now flowing for thee ;
No price is demanded, the Saviour is here;
Redemption is. purchased, salvation is free..
2. Delay not, delay not, why longer abuse
The love and compassion ‘of Jesus thy God ?
A fountain is open, how canst thou refuse
To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning blood ?

8. Delay not, delay not, O sinner, to come,
For Mercy still lingers and callg thee to-day:
Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomb;
Her message unheeded will soon pass away.

4. Delay not, delay not, the Spirit of grace
Long grieved and resisted may take'his sad flight,
And leave thep in darkness to finish thy race,
To sink in the vale of eternity’s night!

5.. Delay not, delay no¢, the hour is at hand,

- The earth ghall dissolve, and the heayens shall fade;

The dead, small and great, in the judgment shall stand; - -
* »~ What power then, O sinner, will lend thee its aid! B
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11. Promises.

1. How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord,
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word ;
‘What more can he say than to you he hath said—
‘Who unto the Saviour for refuge have fled.

2. Fear not, I am with thee, oh! benotdilm:zod;
For I am thy God, and will still give thee aid:
I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand,
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.

8. When through the deep waters I call thée to go,
The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow ;
For I will be with thee, thy trials ta bless,
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

4. When through flery trials thy pathway shall lie,
My grace, all sufficient, shall be thy supply,
The flame shall not hurt thee; I only design
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine, -

5. E'en down to old age all my people shall prove
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love;
And then, when gray hairs shall their temples adorn,
erhmbstheyshnﬁstillinl(ybosombebome.

6. The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose,
I will not—I will not desert to his foes: .
That soul—though all hell should endeavor to shake,
I'll never—no never—no never forsake |

12. " Our Shepherd.

1. TaE Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I know;
- I feed in green pastures, safe folded to rest;
He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow,
Restores me when wandering, redeems when oppressed.

2. Through 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 rununeth o'er;
With and oil thou anointest my head; ’
O what shall I ask of thy providence more.

4. Let goodness and merey, my bountiful God!
Still follow my steps till I meet thee above ;
I seek—by the path which my forefathers trod,
Through the land of their sojourn—thy kingdom of love.
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Je - sus, lov- er of soul, Let me fo thy bo-som fly,
{While the bil-low-nmz roll, While the tem - pest still ph

‘is high:

13. Jesus the Refuge.

1. Jzsus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly,
‘While the billows near me roll,
‘While the tempest still is high:
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,
Till the storm of life be 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 ah! leave me not alone,

8till support and comfort me :
All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my he}p from thee I bring?
Cover my defenseless head

‘With the shadow of thy wing.

8. Plenteous grace with thee is found ;
Graoe to }:nrdon all my sin:

Let the h
Make and keep me pure within :

Thon of life the fountain art ;
Froely let me take of thee:

Spring thou up within my heart,
Rise to all eternity, - - -

ing streams abound,

14.  Expostulation with Sinners.

1. SINNERS, turn, why will ye die?
God your Maker asks you why ;
God who did your being give,
Made you with himself to live :
He the fatal cause demands,

Asks the work of his own hands;
‘Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Wili ye cross his love, and die ?
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2. Sinners tarn, why will ye die?
God your Saviour asks you why:
He who did your souls retrieve,
Died hiraself that ye-might live;
'Will you Jet him'die in vain?
Crucify your Lord again?

Wi\l{, ye ransomed sinners, why
Will ye slight his grace, and die ?

8. Simners, turn, why will ye die?.
God the Spirit asks you why;
Many a time with you He strove,
‘Wooed you to embrace His love
‘Will ye not His grace receive?
‘Wil “ye still refuse to live?

‘Why will ye for ever die,
O ye guilty sinners, why?

15.  The Redeemed in Heaven.

1. 'WHO are these in bright array,
This exuiting, happy throng,
Round the altar night and day,
Hymning one triumphant song ?—
#Worthy is the Lamb, once glain,
_ Blessing, honor, 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- in every hand,
Through their great Redeemer's might,
More than conquerors they stand.

3. Hunger, thirst, disease, unknown,
On immortal fruits they feed;
Them the Lamb, amidst the throne,
ghall to living fountains lead:
Joy and gladness banish sighs;
- Perfect love dispels all fears ;
And for ever from their eyes
God shall wipe away their tears.

16. Portion withthe People of God
1. PropLE of the living God, :

1 have sought the world around, -

Yaths of sin and sorrow trod,

MELODIES,

1

Peace and comfort no where found ;
Now to you my spirit turns,
Turns & fugitive unblest ;
Brethren, where your altar burns,

0! receive me into rest.

2. Lonely I no longer roam,

Like the cloud, the wind, the wave;

‘Where you dwell shall be my home.
‘Where die shall be my grave :

Mine the God whom you adore ;

* Your Redeemer shall be mine ;

‘Earth can fill my soul no more,
Every idol I resign.

17. Praise of the Redeemed in Heaven.

1. HigH in yonder realms of light,
Dwell the raptured sainta above,
Far beyond our feeble t,
Happy in Immanuel’s love:
ims in this vale of tears,
Once they knew like us below,
Gloomy doubts, distressing fears,
Torturing pain, and heavy woe.

2. Oft the big unbidden tear,
Stealing down the furrowed cheek,
Told in eloquence sincers,
Tales of woe they could not speak.
But these days of weeping o'er,
Past this scene of toil and pain,
. They sliall feel distress no more,
Never, never weep again,

3. Mid the chorus of the skies,

Mid the angelic lyres above,
Hark ! their songs melodious rise,
Songs of praise to Jesus’ love.

Happy spirits, ye are fled,
‘Where no grief can entrance find :
Lulled to rest the aching head,
Soothed the anguish of the mind.

4. All is tranquil and serene,
Calm and undisturbed repose,
There no cloud can intervene,
‘There no angry tempest blows.
Every tear is wiped away,
Sighs no more shall heave the breast
Night is lost in endless. day, -
, I eternsl ved
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Give me the wings of faith, to rise With-in the vail, and sce
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18, The Bxamples of Christ and the Saints.

1. GIvE me the wings of faith, to rise
‘Within the vail, and see .
The saints above, how great thejr joys,
How bright their glories be |

2. Once they were mourning here below,
And wet their couch with tears;
They wrestled hard, as we do now,
‘With sins, and doubts, and fears.

8. I ask them, whence their vict'ry came ?
They, with united breath,
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,
Their triumph, to his death.

4. They mark'd the footsteps that he trod,
(His zeal inspired their breast:)
And, following their incarnate God,
Possess’d the promis'd rest. -

5. Our glorious Leader claims our praise
For his own ™ given,
‘While the long cloud of witnesses
8how the same path to keaven,

19. The new Song lo the Lamd
1. BEHOLD the glories of the Lamb
Amidst his Father’s throne;
Prepare new honors for his name,
And songs before unknown.

2. Let elders worship at his foet,
Thd church adore around,
‘With vials fall of odors sweet,
And harps of sweeter sound,

3. Those are the prayers of all the eaints,
And these the hymns they raise :
Jesus is kind to our complaints ;
He loves to hear our praise.

4. Now to the Lamb, that once was slain,
Be endless blessings paid; .
Salvation, glory, joy, remain
For ever on thy h

6. Thou hastredeemed our souls with blood,
Hast set the prisoner free, .
Hast made us kings and priests to God,
And we shall reign with thee,
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0. Prolection from spiritual Enemies.
1. Ams my soul, my joyful powers,
- And triumph in my God;

2. The arms of everlasting love
Beneath my soul he placed,

. And on the Rock of Agesset
My slippery footsteps fast.

3. Thecltyofmyblestnbode
Is walled around with grace ;
Salvation for a bulwark stands
"To shield the sacred place,

4. Arise, my soul; awake, my voice,
And tunes o}pleasure sing ;
. Loud hallelujahs shall address
My Saviour and mmeg

21. Heaven s Prospect.

1. O~ Jordan’s rugged banks I stand,
And cast & wishful eye
ToCanamaﬁarandhappyhnd,

Wheremypossemonshe.
2. Otbetmnspm‘hng ruptumusscene,

rises to my
Sweet fields arrayed in hvmg green,
And rivers of delight. :

8. O'er all those wide-extended
Shines one eternal day;
There God the Son for ever reigns,
And scatters night away.

4. No chilling winds, nor poisonous breath,
Can reach that healthful shore ;
Sicknees and sorrow, pain and death,

Are felt and feared no more.

5. W‘henshalllreachthathappyplmo,
And be for ever blest ?
‘When shall I see my Father's face,
And in his bosom rest?

$9..  Praise from all Nature.

1 Bmmthe high, celestial sl:mn,
soul, and sing
Amedhymn of grateful praise,
To heaven’s almighty King.

13
2. Yewrlingﬁmnhim,nsyomn

Your silver waves along,
Re) to all your verdant shores -
subject of the song.

3. Bear it, ye breezes, on your wmg
To distant elimes away,
And round the wide-extended world
The lofty theme convey.

4. Take up the burden of his name,
TYd::klouds, a8 ye arise,
0 with gold the opening morn,
Or shade the evening skies,

5. While we, with sacred rapture fired,
The blest Creator sing,

And chant our consecrated lays
To heaven's eternal King.

98. The Glory of the latier Day.

. BEHOLD, the mountain of the Lord,
In Mtter da ys, shall rise

- Above the mountains and the hills,
And draw the wondering eyes.

2. To this the joyful nations round,
All tribes and tongues, shall flow :
“Up to the hill'of God,” they say,
“And to his house, we'll go.”

3. The beam that shines on Zion’s hill
Shall lighten every land :
The King who reigns in Zion’s towers
- Shall all the world command.

4 Nosmfesballvexlleamhsmgn,
Or mar the peaceful years
To ploughshares men shall 'beat thetr

To pnmmg\-hooks their speara,
5. Come then, O, come from every land, *
To worship at his shrine;
And, walking in the light of God,
~ With holy beauty shine.
Dozology.
LzT God the Father and the Son,
And Bpirit be adored,
Wh»re there are works to make him

Oudnumlonmlm&.
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weep no more the 'Savioursl:\in,

: &
The Lord isrisen, he lives a -

34, The Sepulchre on Sabbath Morsing.

1. How calm and beautiful the morn,
That gilds the sacred tomb,
‘Where Christ the crucified was borne,
And veiled in midnight gloom1 -
O weep no more the Saviour slain,
The Lord is risen, he lives again.
3. Ye mourning saints, dry every tear
For your.departed Lord,
“ Behold the place, he is not here I
The tomb is-all unbarr'd :
The gates of death were closed in vain,
The Lord is risen, he lives again,

8. Now cheerful to the house of prayer,
Your early footsteps bend ;
The Saviour will himself be there,
Your Advocate and Friend :
Onge by the law, your hopas wére slaix,
But now in Christ, ye live again .

4. How tranquil now the rising day !
'Tis Jesus still appears, - -
A risen Lopd, to cliase away
Your unbelieving fears:
O weep no more your comforts slain, -
The Lord is risen, he lives again.

5. And when the shades of evening fall, -

‘When life’s last hour draws nigh,

If Jesus shines upon the soul,

How blissful then to die! .
Since he hath risen that once was slain,
Ye die in Christ to live again. ’

285. Christ's Agony.
1. HE knelt, the Saviour knelt and prayed,

‘When but his Father's eye
Looked thro’ the lonely garden’s shade,

On that dread agony; '
The Lord of all above, beneath, .
‘Was bowed with sorrow unto death.
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2. The sun sot in a fearful hoar,
: The ekies might well grow dim,
‘When this mortality had power
So te o’ershadow him |

That he who gave man’s breath, might
know :

The very depths of human woe.

3. He knew them all; thedonbt,the

strife,
The funt, perplexing dread,
The mists that hang o'er parting life,
All darkened round his head ;
And the Deliverer knelt to pmy,

Yet passed it not, that cup, away.
MANOAH. C. M,

Quick, BoT G“'l"u.

—_—
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4. It not, tho thostorm wave
med ot, “sh 0y
It passed not, though to h!m the

grave
Had yielded up its dead.
But there was sent him from on high.
A gift of strength for man to die,
5. And was his mortal hour beset
With anguish and dismay ?
How may we meet our conflict yet,
In the dark, narrow way ?
How l';:tdt?hrough him, that path who

Save or we perish, Son of God.

8zx GrzaTorxx’s CoLL.
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1 fow glo-rious 1s the land we seek, A

<

26. Heaven.

L Hngoﬁousmthelandweseek.
A land without a tomb,

An everlasting-resting place,
A sure and quiet home.

2. Far sunnier than the hills of time
Are its eternal hills;

Far fresher than the rills of earth
Are its eternal rills,

3. No blight can fall upon its flowers,
No darkness fill its air,
It has a day for ever bright,
For Christ, its sun, is there.
4 OST';’-gﬂfglllme, andp%.;e,ann,
t upon us beam;
Faallthxshfombut.saleep,
Andanthuwoﬂdadream.

27. Love to God.

1. Gob only is the creature's home,
Though long and rough the road ;
Yet nothing leas can satisfy
. The love that longs for God.

2. O utter but the name of God
Down in your heart of hearts,
And see how from the world at once
All tempting light departs,
3. A tmstmg heart, a yearning eye,
Can win their way above;
Ifmountumcanbemovedi)yfdth,
Is there less power in love?

4. How little of that road, my soul!
How little hadst h:h&l; gtgnel ot God
Take heart, an lought :
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me, And that thou bid’st me come to Thee! O Lamb of God, I come, I come!

-

=t | T * T
. rti f the last line, when it is short, h in the
rst stanzo of oach Bysin. . Bew o Jubt 48 T am p. 300, | o 1 18 short, a8 shown in the
S90. Christ's Intercession.
o hn vi. 87,
s John vi. 1. O THOU, the contrite simmer’s Friend !
1. Jusr as I am, without one | Who loving, lov’st them to the end,
Save that thy blood was shed for me, On this alone my hopes depend, )
And that thou bidst me come to Th That Thou wilt plead for me. [farwe.]
0, Lamb of I come! [Icome
’ God, T come! [t 2. When weary in the Christan race,
. 'ar off ap my resting place,
2. Just as I am,, and waiting not And, fainting, I mistrust Thy grace,

To rid my soul of one dark blot, [spot,
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each
OIpmbofGod,Iwm&

8. Just as T am, though tossed about . .
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
With fears within and foes without,

O Lamb of God, I come,

4. Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind,

" 8ight, riches, healing of the mind

Yea, all I need, in Thee to find,
O Lamb of God, I come.

6. Just as I am—Thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcoms, pardon, cleanse, relieve,
Because thy promise I believe—
O Lamb of God, I come.

6. Just ag I am—Thy love unknown
Has broken every barrier down;
Now to be thine, yea, thine alone—

O Zamb of God, T come. .

Then, Saviour, plead for me.

3. When Satan, by my sins made bold,
Strives from Thy cross to loose my hold,
Then with thy pitying arms enfold,

And plead, oh! plead for me.

4, And when my dying hour draws near,

" Darkened Wif:\hn atni)g‘:mh, guilt, and fear,
Then to my fai - sight appear,
Pleading in heaven for me,

6. When the full light of heavenly day,
Reveals my sins indread array, -
Say Thou hast washed them all away—
0! say thou plead'st for me,

30. Acgquiescence.

1. MY God, my Father, while I stray,
Far from my home, on life's rough way
Oh! teach'me from my heart to say,
“Thy will be done, [Thy will be done.”}
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3. If Thou should’st call me to resign
Whatmostlpﬁm—xtneerwumine
Ionlyyteldl‘hoewh&tm

. .“Thy will be done,” .

8. E'en if again I ne'er should see
The friend more dear than life to me,
Ere long we both shall be iwith Thee;
“Thywillbedone."

4 Sl:onld pnmng sickness waste away
My life in premature decay,
My Father, still I strive to say,
“Thy will be done.”

8 If but my fainting heart be blest
With Thy sweet Spirit for its guest,
My God, to Thee I leave the rest—

“Thy will be done.”

6. Renew my will from day to day,
Blend it with Thine, and take away
All' that now makes it hard {o say,

“Thy will be done.”

%. Then when on earth I breathe no more
The prayer oft mixed with tears before,
I'll sing npon a happxer shore,

&“ Thy

8k.  Clinging o God.
1. THOUGH far from home, fatigued, opprest,
Here we have found a place of rest;

As exiles still, yet not unblest,
Because we cling to Thes, [to Thee.]

3. What though the world deceitful prove,
And earthly friends and hopes remove,
‘With patient, uncomplaining love,

Still can we cling to Thee.

3. Thoughoﬁweseemtotreadalone
Life's dreary waste with thorns oer-

grown,
Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone,
‘Whispers, ¢ 8till cling to Me.”

4. Though faith and hope are often tried,
‘We ask not, need not, aught beside,
8o safe, so calm, so satisfled

The souls that cling to Thee.

33. The Grave.

1. THERE i a calm for those who woep,
A rest for weary pilgrims found :
’.l‘hgwooﬁJy lie, and sweetly sleep,

ﬂnmd,{lowinﬂae gmud.]”
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2. Thesﬁormﬂutuweopltbomn
Nommodmbstheudeepm
Thmmmmuevenlng’uhtest-gh,

3. Then, traveler, in the vale of tears,
To realms ofovorhsﬁng light,
Throngh time's dark wilderness of years,
Pursue thy flight,

4. Thy soul, renewed by grace divine,
In God's own i freed from clay,
In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine,
A star of day.

83. Conseoration in View of the Oross.

1. WHEN I survey the wondrous cross,
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride.

2. Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
SaveinthedeathofChmt;myGod
Alltheva.lnthmguthatcharmmemon,
I sacrifice them to his blood.

3. See from his head, his hands, his feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down:
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, .
Or thorns compose 8o rich a crown ?

4. Were the whole realm of nature mine,
were & present far too amall ;
Love 8o amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all,

34.  The Indwelling of God desired.

1. Coue, gracious Lord, descend and dwel}
By faith and love, in every breast;
Then shall we know, and taste, and feel
The joys that ¢an not be expressed.

2. Come, fill our hearts with inward

sirength,
Make our enlargéd souls possess,
And learn the height, and breadth, and

length
Of thine eternal love and grace.

3. Now to the God whose power can do
Moré than our thoughts and wishes
know,
Be everlastmg honors done, -
By a&e church, through Christ, his
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1. I love thy kingdom, Lord, The house of thine a - bode;
N
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- Love to the Church.

33.

1. I 10vE thy kingdom, Lord,
The house of thine abode,
The church our blest Redeemer saved
‘With his own precious blood.

[3. I love thy.church, O God, .
Her walls before thee stand
Dear as the apple of thine eye,
And graven on thy hand.

8. If e’er to bless thy sons
My voice or haunds deny,
These hands let useful skill forsake,
This voice in silence die.

4. If e'er my heart forget
Her welfare or her woe,
Let every joy this heart forsake,
And every grief o'erflow.

5. For her my tears shall fall,
For her my prayers ascend :
T'o her my cares and toils be given,
Till toils and cares shall e

6. Beyond my highest joy .
... .I'prizaher heavenly ways;. .
Her sweet communion, salemn vows,
Her bymns of love and praise.

36. Confession and Forgiveness.

1. Om, blessed souls are they,
‘Whose sins are covered o'er; .
Divinely blest, to whom the Lord
Imputes their guilt no more.

3. They mourn their follies past,
And keep their hearts with care;
Their lips and lives without deceit, -
Shall prove their faith sincere,

3. While I concealed my guilt,
I felt the fest'ring wound ;

Till. I confessed my sins to thee,
And ready pardon found.

4. Let sinners learn to pray,
Let saints keep near the throne;

Our help, in times of deep distress,
Is found in God alone,

37. Praise for Mercies, Spiriiual and
Temporal,

2 Ox bless the Lord my soul ;

Let all within me join
To bless his great and holy name,
‘Whose favors are divine.

2. Oh bless the Lord, my soul,
Nor let his mercies lie

L in unthankfulness,

’ And without praises die,
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8. 'Tis he forgives thy sins,
'Tis he relieves thy pain ;
'Tis he that heals thy sicknesses,
And makes thee young again.

4 He crowns thy life with love
‘When ransomed from the grave:
He that redeemed my soul from hell
Hath sovereign power to save.

8. He fills the poor with good,
He gives the sufferers rest :
The Lord hath judgments for the proud,
And justice for th’ oppressed.
6. Oh bless the Lord, my soul ;
Let all within me join -

To bless his great and name,
‘Whose favors are dlv}:z.y

38. ammz#mgtthouHoJm

L. 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 rest :
I know thee good, I know thee just,
And count thy choice the best.

3. Whate'er events betide,
Thy will they all perform,
8afe 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 in having thee in all,
And having all in thee.

39. Trust in God.
L “My times are in thy hand;"
My God I'd have them there,
My life, my friends, my soul, I leave
Entirely to thy care.

2. “My times are in thy hand;"
‘Whatever they may

Pleasing or painful, dark or bright,
As best they seem to thee,

8. “My times are in thy hand,” |
Why should I doubt or fear?
My Father’s hand will never cause
A child a needless tear.

L“rﬂﬁmesaremthyhmd,
always trust in thee,
And after eathatthynghthand
I shall for ever

MELODIES, -19

40, . Christ our. Shepherd.

1. Jzsus my Shepherd-is,
'Twas He that loved my soul,
'Twas He that washed me in His blood,
'Twas He that made me whole.

2. 'Twas He that sought the lost,
That found the wandering sheep :
"Twas He that brought me to the fold,
'Tis He that still doth keep.

3. I was a wandering sheep,
I would not be oontrolled
But now Ilove the Shepbord’s voice,
I love, 1 love the fold!

4. I was a wayward child, )
" I once preferred to roam;
But now I love my Father's voice,
I love, I love his home!

Dwme Condescension.

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

2. Lord, what is worthless man,
- That tltx&u should];st Jove him so?
ext to thine angels is he placed,
And lord of all below.

8. How rich thy bounties are,
How wondrous are thy ways,
That, m the dust, thy power should

41.

A monument of praise |

43. Atk of Safety
1. O, oEASE, my wandering soul,
On restless wing to roam ;
All this wide world, to either pole,
Has not for thee a home.

2. Behold the ark of God ;
Behold the open door;
O, haste to gain that dear abode,
And rove, my soul,-no more.

3. There safe thou shalt abide,
There sweset shall be thy rest,
And every longing satisfied,
‘With full salvation blest.

Doxology.
LeT God the Father, Son,

And Spirit be adored, :
Where l.gere are works to make him

Or aunutnkws the Taed
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O weep not for the joys that fade Like evening lights a - way;
L { Forhopl;otbat like the stars decayed, Have left their mor - tal dlyy }
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Yet bliss a-waits the

And tho’ on earth the tear may start,
ho- ly heart, A

- mid the bow’rs of heaven.

0] | 411
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1. O! weEP not for the joys that fade

Like evening lights away ;

For hopes that like the stars decayed
Have left their mortal day:

For clouds of sorrow will depart,
And brilliant skies be given ;

And tho’ on earth the tear may start,

Yet bliss awaits the holy heart,
Amid the bowers of heaven.

2. O weep not for the joys that pass

Into the lonely grave,

As breezes sweep the withered grass,
Along the restless wave:

For, tho' thy pleasure may depart,
And mournful days be given,

And lonely thongh on earth thou art,

Yet bliss awaits the holy heatt, |
When thends re]oxee in heaven.

#C. M. Double, by omitting the second repeat.
48. “ The Things which”m not seen are

44. A Funeral

1. I HEAR the deep-toned solemn bell

Its mournful music pour,

Some spirit now hath bid farewell,
To this terrestial shore,

And taken a returnless flight,
Beyond the silent tomb

Hath risen to heaven’s beatic he!ght,

Or sunk to hell's éternal night,
‘Where hope can never come.

2. I listen to each dying tone,
And mark each fearful pause;
Reflection, while I sit alone,
Her solemn inference draws:
How fast the precious moments roll,
How soon the hour will come !
Ah, soon for me that bell may toll,

‘Where then will my departed soul
Find its etemal home! ‘
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' The Man of Sorvows.

Ammthroughﬂmlonelywcld,
t The blesséd Saviour passed :
A mourner all his lifo was He,
- A dying Lamb at last.
-3. That tender heart that felt for all,
For all its life-blood gave;
It found on earth no
Save only in the grave.

8. Such was our Lord; and shall we fear
The cross, w'thalllts scorn ?

Or love a faithless, evil world,
That wreathed his brow with thorn?

4. No; facing all its frowns or smiles,

Like Him, obedient still,

“We homeward press, through storm or
To Zion's blessed hill, [calm,

46. Charity.

1. BizsT is the man whose softening heart
Can feel another’s pain;

- To whom the supplicating eye
‘Was never raised in vain:

2. Who spreads his kind, supporting arms
To every child of grief;

‘While secret

To bring nnso?gthw flows

8, To gentle offices of love
- feet are ne;er sl:cv;; mel
e views, through mercy’s
A brother in & foe. ting 7%,
4. He from the bosom of his God
Shall present receive;
And when he kneels before the throne,
His trembling soul shall live.

47. The cheering Prospect of Heaven.

1. THERE is a land of pure delight,
‘Where saints immortal re
Infinite day excludes the night,
And banish pain.
2. There, everlasting spring abides,
And never-withering flowers;
Death, like a narrow sea, divides
This heavenly land from ours.

O and doseme
inhvmggreen-
SowthaJewsoldCanmstooé,
‘While Jordan rolled between.
4. But timorous mortals start and shrink
Tomtblsmmwse&;
r, shivering on the brink,
An]alingl:tohunchmy.
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5. Oh! could we make our doubts remove,

‘With unbeclouded eyes ;—
6. Could we but climb where Moses ﬂood,
And view the landscape o'er,— !
Not Jo‘rdan's stream, nor death’s ea\d

ﬂlmldfﬁghtulﬁunth»lhom

48. The Earnest of Heaven.

1. WHY should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days?
Great Comforter, desoend, and bring
Some tokens of thy grace.
2. Dost thou not dwell in all thy saints,
And seal them heirs of heaven? ;
‘When wilt thou banish my complaints,
And show my sins ? ‘

3. Assure my conscience of her part
In my Redeemer’s blood, :
And bear thy witness, with my heart,
That I am born of God.
4. Thou art the earnest of his love,
The p! of joys to come;
And thy soft wings, celestial Dove,
‘Will safoly bear me home.

49. The Church in the Wilderness,

1. Ix the waste, howling wilderness
. The church is wandering still,
Because we would not onward press
‘When close to Zion's hill.

2. Back to the fhithless world we turned,
And far along the wild,
‘With labor lost, and sorrow earned,
Our steps have been beguiled.

3. Yet full before us, all the while,
The shadowing pillar stays,
The living waters brightly smile,
Th' eternal turrets blaze—

4. Yet heaven is raining angel's bread
To be our daily food,
And fresh, as when it first was shed,
Springs forth the Saviour’s blood.

5. When in thy love, and Israel's sin,
‘We read our story true,
May we not all too late begin

To form our hopes anew.
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y BoLp awn Jovous. [ 1 {

= See also the tune bn the opposite page. - ’ ',.-.

50, The Power of God. R B God the Creator.
1. TeE Lord our God is full of might, ErlmuLWmdom,Thee we praise, .
The winds obey his will; Thee the creation sings; '

Hsspelkgandinhhhesvanlyhdght, :  'With thy loved name, rocks, hills, and

The rolling sun stands still seas,
- And heaven’s high palace rings.
R oo et 1 Thy hand—how wide it spread the aky |
The Lord uplifts his awful hand, How glorious to behold!
"And chains you to the shore, Tinged with a blue of heavenly dye,

And starred with sparkl lnggold.

8. Howl, winds of night, your force com-

bine 3. Thy glones blaze all nature round,

And strike the gazing sight,
‘Without his high behest, - g sig
Ye shall not, in the mountain pine, ug:mskxdis, and ses !" and  solid
3 }
Disturb the sparrow’s nest. . With terror and delight,
4 His voice sublime is heard afar, 4. Infinite strength and equal skill,
In distant peals it dies; Shine through the worlds abroad;
He yokes the whirlwinds Yo his car, Our souls with vast amazement ﬁl],
And sweeps the howling skies. And speak the builder—God.
8. Ye nations, bend—in reverence bend; | 5. But still the wonders of thy grace
Ye monarchs, wait his nod; - . Our softer passlons move;
And bid the choral song aseend Pity divine in Jesus’

To celebrate your God. - © see, adore, and love,
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593. Pr the the
ayer for the Enlargemeni of

1. SBINE, mighty God, on Zion shine,
‘With beams of heavenly grace;

Reveal thy power through every
And show thy smiling face.
2 ‘When ahﬂlthymme,ﬁ'omshore to
. Sound through the earth abroad,
And distant nations know and love
Their Saviour and their God?.

8. Smgtothe]'md,yedistmtla.nds
Sing loud, with joyful voice;
Let every tongne exalt his praise,
And every heart rejoice.

4. Earth shall obey his high command,
And yield her full increase;

| I L
+

-

AndGodwillmwnmhohmnhhd
With froitfulness and peace,

53. A Song of Prasse. .
1. In God’s own house pronounce his

praise,
His grace he there reveals;
To heaven your joy and wonder raise,
For there his glory dwells.

2. Let all your sacred passions move, *
‘While you rehearse his deeds;
But the great work of saving love,
Your highest praise exceeds.

8. All that have motion, life, and breath,
Proclaim your Maker blest: -
Yet, when my voice expires in death,

My sou) shall preiea hhm ek,
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84. For the Lord’s Day Morning.

1. Lorp, in the morning thou shalt hear
T My voice ascending high;
'o thee will I direct my prayer,
To thee lift up mine eye: '

2. Up to the hills where Christ is gone
To plead for all his saints,
Presenting at his Father’s throne
Our songs and our complaints.

8. Thou art a God before whose sight
" The wicked shall not stand ;
Sinners shall ne’er be thy dehght,
Nor dwell at thy right hand.

4. But to thy house will I resort,

To taste thy mercies there;

I will frequent thy holy court,
And worship in thy fear,

5. Oh may the Spirit guide my foet
In ways of righofteousnd essh’-a.\gh
Make every path of duty straight
And plain before my face.

55. Goiﬂgbm

1. How did my heart rejoice to hear
My friends devoutly say,
“In an let us'all appear,
And keep the solemn day!” .

v =

2. I love her gates, I love the road! .
The church, adorned with grace,
%ndslikeapalaoebuﬂtfor(}od,

‘o show his milder face.

3. Up to her courts, with j Joys unknown, |
The holy tribes
The Son of David holds his throne,
An sits in judgment there.

4. He hears our praises and complaints;
And while his awful voice
Divides the sinners from the saints,
‘We tremble, and rejoice!

6. Peace be within this sacred place
And joy a constant guest! .
‘With holy gifts and heavenly grace
Be her attendants blest.

6. My soul shall pray for Zion still
H v bh::tzmbmm 5 d:e’d, dweRt,
ere my iends, my kin
Here God, my Saviour, reigns.

86. God Present in his Churches.
1. MY soul, how lovely is the place
To which thy God resorts!
'Tig heaven to see his smiling face,

" Though in his earthly courta.
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2, With his rich gifts the heavenly Dove
~  Descends, and fills the place;
_ While Christ reveals his wondrous love;
And sheds abroad his grace. -

3. My heart and flesh cry out for Thee,
‘While far from thine abode;
Whenslmlllu'emuhyconrts, and sée
My Saviour and my God ? -

4. To sit one day beneath thine eye,
And hear thy gracious voice,
Exceeds a whole eternity
Employed in catnal joys.

6. Lord! at thy threshold I would wait,
‘While Jesus is within,
Rather than fill a throne of state,
Or live in tents of sin.

87. Joy of Worsh@.
1. WiTH joy we hail the sacred day
‘Which God has called his own;

‘With joy the summons we obey,
To worship at his throne.

2. Thy chosen temple, Lord, how fair]
‘Where willing vot'ries throng
To breathe the humble, fervent prayer,
And pour the choral song.

3. Bpirit of grace, Oh, deign to dwell
Within thy church below;
Make her in holiness excel, -
‘With pure devotion glow.
4. Let peace within her walls be found;
Let all her sons unite
To spread, with grateful zeal, around,
Her clear and shining light. -
8. Great God! we hail the sacred day
‘Which thou hast called thine own;
‘With joy the summons we obey,
To worship at thy throne.

58.  The Qlory of Redemption.

1. FATHER, how wide thy glory ehines!
How high thy wonders rise!
Known through the earth by thousand

signs,
By thousands through the skies.
2. But when we view thy strange design
To save rebellious worms, .
‘Where justice and compassion join
In their divinest forms:
8. Here the whole Deity is known,
Nor dares & creature guess

Which of the glories brightost shone—
The justioe or the grace.

4 Now the fnllglmes of the Lamb
Adorn the heavenly plains;
t seraphs learn Immanuel’s name,
try their choicest strains. .

5. Oh, may I bear some humble part
In that immortal song!
‘Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,
And love command my tongue,

89. The Lamb of God worshiped.
1. CoME, let us jein our cheerful songs
‘With angels round the throne;
Ten thousmd thousand are their
tongu
But all their joys are one.

2. “Worthy the Lamb that died,” they

ery,
“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. Let all that dwell above the sky,
And air, and earth, and seas,
Conspire to lift thy glories high,
And speak thy endless praise.
6. The whole creation join in one
To bless the sacred name
Of Him who sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb.

60. Psalm 96.

1. SiNg to the Lord Jehovah's name,
And in his strength rejoice;
‘When his salvation is our theme,
Exalted be our voice. .

2. With thanks approach his awful sight,
And pealms of honor sing ;
The Lord’s a God of boundless might,
The whole creation's King.

3. Earth, with its caverns dark and deep,
Lies in his spacious hand;
He fixed the seas what bounds to keep,
And where the hills must stand.

4, Come, and with humble souls adore:
Come, kneel before his face;
Oh may the creatures of his power
Be children of his gresal
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The mo-tion of a hid-den fire, That trembles in breast.
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@1. . The Nature of Prayer. %. O Thou, by whom we come to God,
. o e L, The life, the truth, the way,
1. PRAYER is the soul’s sincere desire, The path of prayer thyself hast trod—
Uttered or unexpressed ; Lord teach us how to pray.
The motion of & hidden fire
: b i
That frombles in the breast |69 “Watch and Pray
3. Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 1. THE Saviour bids thee watch and pray
The of a tear, Through life’s momentous bour, -

The upward glancing of an eye
When none but God is near.

8. Prayer is the simplest form of speech
That infant lips can try;
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach

-The Majesty on high. -

4. Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath,
The Christian’s native air,
His watchword at the gates of death,
He enters heaven with prayer.

8. Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice
Returning from his ways;
‘While angels in their songs rejoice,
And cry, “Behold, he prays!”

€. In prayer on earth, the saints are one—

. They're one in word and mind
‘When, with the Father and the Son,
Bweet fellowship they find.

And grants the 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 thy eternal home.

4. The Saviour bids thee watch and pray,
O hearken to his voice,
And follow where he leads the way,
To heaven's eternal joys! .

63. In Distress Pleading with God.
1. O, TraT I kmew the secret place
‘Where I might find my God!
I'd spread my wants before his face,
And pour my woes abroad.
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2. T'd tell him how my sins arise,
‘What sorrows I sustain,
How grace decays, and comfort dies,
‘And leaves my heart in pain.

8. He knows what arguments I'd take
f To wrestle with my God::
I'd plead for his own mercy's sake,
And for my Saviour’s blood.

4 [My God will pity my complaints,
And heal my broken bones;
. He takes the meaning of his saints,
The language of their groans.]

8. Arise, my soul, from deep distress,
And banish every fear;
He calls thee to his throne of grace,
To spread thy sorrows there.

@4.  Retirement and Meditation.

1. FaR from the world, O Lord, I flee,
From strife and tumult far;
From scenes where Satan wages still
His most successful war.

2. The calm retreat, the silent shade,
" With prayer and praise agree;
And seem by thy sweet bounty made
For those who follow thee.

3. There, if thy Splﬁt touch the soul,
And grace her mean abode,
Oh, with what peace, and joy, and love,
8he communes with her God!

4. Author and Guardian of my life,
Sweet Source of light divine,
And (all harmonious names in one)
My Saviour, Thou art mine.

8. What thanks I owe thee, and what love,
A boundless, endless store
Shall echo through the realms above
‘When time shall be no more.

65. The Holy Scriptures.

1. LapEN with guilt and full of fears,
I fly to Thee, my Lord ;
And not a glimpse of hope appears,
But in thy written word. ’

2. The volume of my Father’s grace
Does all my grief assuage; -

Here I behold iny Saviour’s face
Almost in every page.

3. [This is the fleld where hidden lies,
The pear], of price unknown;
That merchant is divinely wise
‘Who makes the pearl his own,] .

4. Oh! may thy counsels, mghty God,
My roving feet comman
Nor I forsake the happy road
That leads to thy right hand.

éeé. The Soul.’

1. WHAT is the thing of greatest price
The whole creatlon round ?
That which was lost in paradise,
That which in Christ is found.

2. The soul of man—Jehovah's breath!
That keeps two worlds at strife;
Hell moves beneath to work its death,
Heaven stoops to give it life.

3. God, to reclaim it did not spare
His well-beloved Son;
Jesus, to save it deigned to bear
The sins of all in one.

4. And is this treasure borne below,
In earthly vessels frail ?

Can none its utmost value know
Till flesh and spirit fail?

5. Then let us gather round the croes,
This knowledge to obtain,
Not by the soul's eternal loss,
But everlasting gain.

67. .  The Chief and only Good.'

1 Nmallthegoodwhichemhbestowu
Can fill the craving mind :
Its highest joys have mingled woes,
And leave a sting behind.

2. Should boundless wealth increase my

store,
Can wealth my cares beguile ?
I should be wretched still, and poor,
‘Without thy blissful smile.

3. Grant, gracious God, this one request—
Oh! be Thy love alone
My ample portion—here I rest, -
For heaven is im the ot -~
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1. How blest the righteous when he dies | When sinks a weary soul  to rest!

S

How mild-ly beam the elos-ing eyes! How gen-tly heaves th’ex-pir - ing breast!
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és. Death of the Righteous. 2. Is there no kind, no lenient art,
1. How blest the rightoous when ho dies] | £t of reaes S mven it T
‘When sinks a weary soul to rest! : g
. " Thy comforts are not made to diel
How mildly beam the closing eyes |

How gently heaves th’ expiring breast |

2. So fades a summer cloud away ;
So sinks the gale when storms are o'er;
So gently shuts the eye of day;
So dies a wave along the shore. -

3. A holy quiet reigns around,
‘A calm which life nor death destroys;
And nought disturbs that peace profound
‘Which his unfettered soul enjoys.

4. Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears,
‘Where lights and shades alternate
dwell ;
How bright th’ unchanging marn ap-
|

pears
Farewell, inconstant world, farewell ;

B. Life's labor done, as sinks the clay,

Light from its load the spirit flies,
‘While heaven and earth combine to say,
_“How blest the righteous when he
dies!”
@9. Death of an Infant.
1. So fades the lovely, blooming flower,
Frail smiling solace of an hour;

8o soon our transient comforts fly,
4And pleasure only blooms to die.

3. Bid gentle patience smile on pain,
Till dying hope shall live again;
Hope wipes the tear from sorrow’s eye,
And faith points upward to the sky.

0.  Death of the Righteous.

1. Go, spirit of the sainted dead,
Go to thy longed-for, happy home ;
The tears of man o’er thee are shed,
The voice of angels bids thee come,

2. Iflife be not in length of days,
- In silvered locks and farrowed brow,
But living to the Saviour’s praise,
How few have lived so long as thou!

3. Though earth may boast one gem the
!

es* .
May not e’en heaven the richer be ?
And myriads on thy footsteps press
To share thy blest eternity ?

71, Sinners invited to smmsdiate Repent-
ance. :
1. WarLz 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.
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2. 'While God invites, how blest the day!
How sweet the gospel's charming
sound !
Come, sinners, haste, O haste away,
‘While yet a pard'ning God is found.
8. Soon, borne on times most rapid wing,
8hall death command you to the grave;
Before his bar your spirits bring,
And none be found to hear or save.
4. In that lone land of deep despair,
No Sabbath’s heav'nly light shall rise;
No God regard your bitter prayer,
No Saviour call you to the skies.

6. While God invites how blest the day!
How sweet the gopel's charming
. sound!
Come, sinners, haste, O haste away,
‘While yet a pard’ning God is found.

TD. Christ the Physician of Souls.
1. DEEP are the wounds which sin hath
made

‘Where shall the sinner find a cure ?
In vain, alas! is nature’s aid,
The work exceeds her utmost power.
2. And can no sovereign balm be found ?
And is no kind physician nigh,
To ease the pain, and heal the wound,
Ere life and hope for ever fiy ?

3. There is a great Physician near;
Look up, O fainting soul, and live!
See, in His heav’nly smiles appear
. Such ease as nature cannot give!
4. See, in the Saviour's precious blood,
Life, health, and bliss, abundant flow!
Sinner, approach that sacred flood,
And cleanse thy heart and heal thy
woe.

73. Christ our Life.

1. WHEN &ins and fears, prevailing rise,
And fainting hope almost expires,
To Thee, O Lord, I lift my eyes;
To Thee I breathe my soul’s desires.
2. Art thou not mine, my living Lord ?
And can my hope, my comfort die ?
'Tis fixed on thine almighty word—
That word which built the earth and
sky.
8. If my Immortal Saviour lives,
Then my immortal life issure;

His word a firm foundation gives;
Here I may build, and rest secure.

4. Here let my faith unshaken dwell ;
For ever sure the promise stands;
Not all the powers of earth or hell
* Can e'er dissolve the sacred bands.
5. Here, O my soul, thy trust repose;
If Jesus is for ever mine,
Not death itself —that last of foes—
Shall break a union so divine. *

74. Fruits of Affiction.

1. “I BLESS Thee, Lord, for sorrows sent
To break the dream of human powes,
For now my shallow cistern’s spent
I find thy fount and thirst no more.

2. I take thy hand and foars grow still;
Behold. thy face, and doubts remove ;
‘Who would not yield his wav'ring will
To perfect truth and boundless love!

3. That love this restless soul doth teach
The strength of thine eternal calm,
And tune its sad and broken speech,
To join on earth the angels’ psalm,

5. Presence of the Spirit.

1. SurE the blest Comforter is nigh;
‘Tis he sustains my fainting heart;
Else would my hopes for ever die,
And every cheering ray depart.
2. When some kind promise cheers my

soul,
Do I not find his healing voiog
The tempest of my fears control,
And bid my drooping powers rejoice ¢

3. What less than thine almighty word
Can raise my heart from earth and
dust;
And bid me cleave to thee, my Lord,
My life, my treasure, and my trust ?
4. And when my cheerful hope can say,
“I love my God and taste his grace ;
Lord, is it not thy blissful ray,
‘Which brings this dawn of sacred .
. peace?"
5. Let thy kind Spirit in my heart
For ever dwell, O God of love;
And light and heav'nly peace impart,
Sweet earnest of the joys above.

Dozology.
To God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three in One
Be honor, praise, and glory given,
By all on earth, and all in heaves.

-

~



'CHURCH
THE BETTER LAND. L. M. . Double

Quick AND Jovous.

MELODIES.

KNECHT—ARBANGED.
. FINE.

-

B Y. : “ > S—
I .
1 { There is a land mine eye hath séen, In visions of enraptured thought,
* { So bright that all which spreads between, Is with its radiant glory fraught.
». 0. There those who meet aln\lf part no more, And those long parted, meet again.
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A land up -on whose blissful shore There restsno shadow, falls no stain;

e B = P
—
7e. Heaven. . The sight his fainting strength renews,
1. THERE is a land mine eye hath seen And wmﬁgzi;.hxsspee:'ltoreachtho
In visions of enraptured thought, P
So bright that all which spreads be-| 2. "Tis there, he says, I am to dwell,
tween ‘With Jesus in the realms of day,
Is with its radiant glory fraught. There I shall bid my cares farewell,
A land . . And he will wipe my tears away.
2 upou whose blissful shore Jesus, on Thee our hope depends -
There rests no shadow, falls no stain; “To lead us on to thy abode,
There th:::reWho meet shall part n0|  Agsured our home will make amends
And those l(;ng oot agai . Foy all our toil while on the road.
8. Its skies are not like earthly skies, vs. Latter Day.
With varying hues of shade and| 1, Yg visions bright of heav'nly birth,
light ;- . Ye glories of the latter day,
It hath no need of suns to rise, Descend upon the fallen earth
To dissipate the gloom of night. And chase the shades of night away

4. There sweeps no desolating wind
Across that calm, serene abode ;
The wanderer thereé a home may find,
‘Within the paradise of God.

w7. Prospect of Heaven.

1. As when the weary trav'ler gains
The height of some o’erlooking hill,
His heart revives, if 'cross the plains,
He sees his home, tho’ distant still.

Thus when the Christian pilgrim views
- By faith his mansion in the skies,

‘ -

Bid streams of love and mercy flow
Through ev'ry vale of human woe,
Till sin, and care, and sorrow cease,
And all the world is hushed to peace.

. How long amid the dying race
Shall desolatior hold her reign?
How long shall men despise the grace
And love of him who once was slain ?
How long shall heathen bow the knee
To gods that neither hear nor see ?
Ye scenes of bliss, so long foretold,
'When will your radiant hues unfoid ?
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8. The gospel of the living God

Shall echo the wide earth around,
Till every place of man’s abode

Shall know the joy-inspiring sound :
‘Who shall that heav'nly scene portray ?
‘Who can describe the glorious day ?
‘We hail its glimm’rings from afar,
‘We hail the bright, the Morning Star !

%9. Blessedness of Worshiping God n
his Temple.

1. 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.

, My flesh would rest in thine abode;
My panting heart cries out for God;
My God, my King, why should I be
So far from all my joys and thee? -

. Blest are the saints, who dwell on high,
Around thy throne, above the sky;
Thy brightest glories shine above,

And all their work is praise and love.

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.

. - Blest are the men whose hearts are set
To find the way to Zion's gate;
God is their strength, and, through the

road, .
They lean upon their helper, God.

6. Cheerful they walk, with growing
strength,
Till all shall meet in heaven at length;
Till all before thy face appear,
And join in nobler worship there.

80. Voics of Creation.

1. THERE seems a voice in every gale,
A e in every opening flower,
‘Which tells, O Lord, the wondrous tale

Of thy indulgence, love, and power.
The birds that rise on quiv'ring wing,"
_ Appear to hymn their Maker’s praise,
And all the mingling sounds of spring
" To thee one general chorus raise.

2. And shall my voice, great God, alone,
Be mute midst nature’s loud acclaim ?

No, let my heart with answ’ring tone,
Breathe forth in praise thy holy name,

81

And nature’s debt is small to mine,
Thou bad’st her being bounded be,

But~—matchless proof of love divine—
Thou gavest immortal life to me.

3. The Saviour left his heavenly throne,
A ransom for my soul to give;
Man’s suffering state he made his own,
And deign'd to die that 1 might live,
But thanks and praise for love so great
No mortal tongue can e’er express,
Then let me, bowed before thy feet,
In silence love thee, Lord, and bless,

S1. Invocation,

1. Jesus, where’er thy people meet,
There they behold thy mercy-seat ;
‘Where'er they seek thee, thou art

found,
And every place is hallowed ground.

. For Thou, within no walls confined,
Inhabitest the humble mind;
Such ever bring Thee where they come, .
And going, take Thee to their home.

. Great Shepherd of thy chosen few !
Thy former mercies here renew ;
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim
The sweetness of thy saviug name.

82. A Sabbath Evening sn Summer.

1. Is there a time when moments flow
More peacefully than all beside ?
It is, of all the times below,
A Sabbath eve in summer’s tide.

2. Delightful scene! "a world at rest,
A God all love, no grief, no fear,
A heavenly hope, a peaceful breast,
A smile unsullied by a tear.

3. If heaven be ever felt below,
A scene 8o heavenly, sure, as this,
May cause a heart on earth to know
Some foretaste of celestial bliss.

4. Delightful hour! how soon will night,
Spread her dark mantle o'er thy
reign |
And soon the morn's returning light
Will call us to the world again.
5. Yet will there dawn, at last, a day~
A sun that never sets, shall rise:
Night will not vail his glorious ray,

The heavenly Sabbath never diea
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Fron “ SaczEp LYRE.” By PERMIsSION.

b;lost ; [Our Savmur and our King.]
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83. Deliverence in a Storm 3, Swift through the vast expanss it flew,
And loud the echo rolled;
L Oull;yli;tl“e elbtemmkpz:t bt;)sl:,wm seas, The theme, the song, the joy Was new,
bl
Without one cheering 1 of hope, Twas more than heaven could hold.
Expecting to be lost; 4. Down through the portals of the sky,
2. We to the Lord, in humble prayer, The heavenly tidings ran;
Breathed out our sad dxstgmye ' And angels flew with eager joy,
Though foeble, yet with contrite’ hearts, To bear the news to man.
We sought returning peace. 5. With joy the chorus we'll repeat—
3. The stormy winds thy voice obeyed, © “Glory to God on high; :
* The waves no more did roll; Good will and peace to men complete,
At thy command a placid sea Jesus'is born to dle.” -
Spake comfort to the soul. ‘ v
4. Well may our grateful, trémblingbearts, 85, Gospel Invitation.
Sweet hallelujahs sing, )
To Him who hath our lives preserved, |1. THE Saviour calls; let every ear
Our Saviour and our King. Attend the heavenly sound;
i Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear,
84. The Incarnation Hope smiles reviving round.
1. MoRrrALS awake, with angels join, 2. ¥or every thirsty, longing heart.
And chant the solemn lay : Here streams of bounty flow, )
Joy, love and gratitude combine And life, and health, and bliss imparf,
To hail th’ auspicious day. To banish mortal woe,
2. In heaven the rapt'rous song began; 3. Ye sinners, come; 'tis mercy's voice;
And sweet seraphic fire, That gracious voice obey ;
Through all the shining legions ran, 'Tis Jesus calls to heavenly joy‘;
And strung and tuned the lyre, And can you yet delay? -
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4. Dear Saviour, draw reluctant hearts;
To Thee let sinners fly,
And take the bliss Thy love imparts,
And drink, and never die,

86.  Christs Ministry.

1. Harg—the glad sound!—the Saviour
comes ?
The Saviour promised long!
Let every heart prepare a throne——
And every voice a song.

2. On him the Spmt, largely poured,
Exerts its sacred

‘Wisdom and might, snd zeal and love,
His holy breast inspire.

3. He comes—the prisoners to release,
In Satan's bondage held ;
The gates of brass before him burst—
The iron fetters yield!

4. Heo comes from thickest films of vice
To clear the mental ray;
And on the eye-balls of the blind
To pour oelestial day.

5. He comes—the broken heart to bind—
The bleeding soul to cure;
And, with the treasures of his grace,
T enrich the humble poor.

6. Our glad hneanms, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim;
And heaven's eternal arches ring

‘With thy beloved name.

87.  Parting with ol for Christ.

1. Yk glittering toys of earth, adieu;
A nobler choice be mine;
A heavenly prize attracts my view,
A treagure all divine.

2. Jesus, to mnltxtudes unknown,—
O name divinely sweet |—
Jesus, in Thee, in Thee alone,
True wealth and honor meet.

3. Should earth’s vain treasures all depart,
Of this dear gift possessed,
1'd clasp it to my joyful heart,
And be for ever blest.

LDearporhonot‘mysonl’sdeurea,
Acoagt fhe i that Jove mepire,
pt the love
And let me call thee mine.

88
88. Praise for, Creation and Providence.

1. Lorp, when my raptured thought surveys
An()l'ea.';xon’t; beauties o’er;
nature joins to teach thy praise,
And bid my soul adore.

2. Where’er I turn my gazing eyes,
Thy radiant footsteps shine ;
Ten thousand pleasiug wonders rise,
And speak their source Divine,

3. On me thy providence has shone
‘With gentle smiling rays;
Oh let my lips and life make known
Thy goodness and thy praise.

4. All bounteous Lord, thy grace impart,
Oh teach me to improve -
Thy gifts with humble, grateful heart,
And crown them with thy love.

89. Salvation.
1. SaLvaTiOoN! O, the joyful sound!
'Tis pleasure to our ears,

A sovereign balm for every mnd,
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,

90. Sacramenial.

1. Lorp, at Thy table we behold
The wonders of Thy grace;
But most of all admire, that we
Should find a welcome place!

.-{ 3. “Eat, O my friends]” the Saviour cries,

“The feast was made for you;
For you, I groaned and bled, and died,
And rose in triumph too.”
3. With trembling faith and contrite hearts,
Lord, we accept Thy love;
'Tis a rich banquet we have here,
‘What will it be abovel

Dozology.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, _
The God whom we adore,

Be glory as it was, is now,
Aildshﬂlbeevermom.'
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O®1.  The Resurrection of Christ.
1. BLEST morning, whose first opening

rays
Beheld our rising God ;

That saw him triumph o’er the dust,
And leave his last 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. Hell and the grave unite theirdorce
To hold our Lord in vain;
The sleeping Conqueror arose, '
And burst their feeble chain.
4. To thy great name, almighty Lord,
These sacred hours we pay;
And loud hosannas shall proclaim
The triumph of the day.

6. Salvation and immortal praise
To our victorious King!
Let heaven and earth, and rocks and

seas
‘With glad hosannas ring.
93. The Lord's Day.
1. Tms is the day the Lord hath made;
He calls the hours his own;

Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,
And praise surround his throne.

-

2. To-day he rose aund left the dead,
And Satan's empire fell ;
To-day the saints his tnumphl spread,
And all his wonders tell.

3. Hosanna to the Anointed King!
To David's holy Son;
Help us, O Lord, descend and bring
Salvation from thy throne.

4, Blest be the Lord, who comes to men
. Withi messages of grace;
Who comes in God his Father's name,
To save our sinful race.

6. Hosanna in the highest strains
The church on earth can raise;
The highest heavens, in which He

reigns,
Shall give him nobler praise,

93. A Morning Song.

1. ONCE more, my soul, the rising day
Salutes my wn,klng eyes:
Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay
To Him who rules the skies.

2, Night unto night his name repeats,
The day renews the sound ; ’
‘Wide as the heaven on which He sits,
To turn the seasons round.
3. "Tis He supports my mortal frame,
My tongue shall speak his praise;
My sins would rouse his wrath to flame,

And yet his wrath delave.



CHURCH MELODIES,

4. A thousand wretched souls are fled,
Since the last'setting sun;
And yet thou length'nest out my thread,
And yet my moments run.

6. O God, let all my hours be thine,
While I enjoy the light: :
Then shall my sun in smiles decline,
And bring a pleasant night.

94. Obligation to Christ.

1. ALL that I was, my sin, my guilt,
T My death, was all my own:
All that I am, I owe to thee,

My gracious God, alone.

2. The evil of my former state
‘Was mine, and only mine;
The good in which I now rejoice
Is thine, and only thine.

3. The darkness of my former state,
The bondage, all was mine;
The light of life in which I walk,
The liberty is - thine.

4. All that T am e’en here.on earth,
All that T hope to be,
‘When Jesus comes, and glory dawns,
I owe it, Lord, to thee.

93. The Inspired Volume.

1. How precious is the book divine,
- By Inspiration given!
Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine,
To lead our souls to heaven.

2. O'er all the strait and narrow way
: Its radiant beams are cast;
A light whose never-weary ray
Grows brightest at the last.

3. It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,
In this dark vale of tears;
Life, light, and joy, it still imparts,
And quells our rising fears.

4. This lamp, through all the tedious
night
Of life, shall guide our way,
Till we behold the clearer light
Of an eternal day.

96. Invitation to the Young.

3. YE hearts, with youthfal vigor warm,
In smiling crowds draw near,
And turn from every mortal charm,
A Saviour’s voice to hear, -

3. What though the gates of hell with

86

2. He, Lord of all the worlds on high,
Stoops to converse with you;
And'lays his radiant glories by,
Your friendship to pursue.

3. What object, Lord, my soul should
move,
If once compared with thee ?
‘What beauty should command my love
Like what in Christ I see?

4. Away, ye false, delusive toys,
Vain tempters of the mind ;
'Tis here I fix my lasting choice,
And here true bliss I find.

97. Christ the Foundation of his Church.

1. BEHOLD the sure Foundation-stone,
‘Which God in Zion lays,
To build our heavenly hopes upon,
And his eternal praise.

2. The foolish builders, scribe and priest,
Reject it with disdain,
Yet on this Rock the church shall rest,
And envy rage in vain.

.

‘Yet must this building rise;
*Tis thine own work, almighty God,
And wondrous in our eyes.

The Book of Nature.

1. THERE is a book that all may reau,
Which heavenly truth imparts,
* And all the lore its scholars need,
Pure eyes and Christian hearts.

2. The works of God above, below,
‘Within us and around,
Are pages in that book, to show
How God himself is found.

3. The glorious eky, embracing all,
Is like the Maker’s love,
‘Wherewith encompassed, great and smal
In peace and order move.

4. The dew of heaven is like thy grace,
It steals in silence down;
But where it lights, the favored place
By richest fruits is known.

5. Thou, who hast given me eyes to see,
And love this sight so fair,
Give me a heart to find out '.l‘hee,
And read Thee everywhare.’
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99, Christ Precious.
1. 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 menna to the hungry soul,
And to the weary, rest.

3. 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,
4. Till then, I would thy. love proclaim,
With every fleeting breath ;
And may the music of thy name
Refreah my soul in death.
100. Love to Christ.

1. Do not I love thee, O my Lond ?
Behold my heart and see;

{ + +—
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And cast each worthless idol out,
That dares to rival thee.

2. Is not thy name melodious still

To my attentive ear?
Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound
My Saviour's voice to hear?

3. Do I not love thee from my soul ?

Then let me nothing love :
-Dead be my heart to every joy,
‘When Jesus can not move.

4, Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock

I would disdain to feed ?
Hast thou a foe before whose face
I fear thy cause to plead ?

6. Could not my heart pour forth its blood

In honor of thy name ?
And challenge the cold hand of death
To damp th’ immortal flame ?

6. Thou knowst I love thee, dearest Lord,

But O, I long to soar
Far from the sphere of mortal joys,
And learn to love thee more. -
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101. Hoaven Anticipated.
1. Cox, Lord, and warm each languid
. heart,
each lifeless tongue,

And let the joys of heaven impart
Their influence to our song.

2. Then to the shining realms of bliss
The wings of faith shall soar,
And all the charms of Paradise
Qur raptured thoughts explore.
3. There shall the followers of the Lamb
Join in immortal songs;
And endless honors to his name
‘Employ their tuneful tongues.
4. Lord, tune our hearts to praise and love,
Our feeble notes inspire ;
Till in thy blissfa} courts abovq
‘We join the heavealy choir.
102, Condescension of Christ.
1. ‘THE Saviour! O, what endless charms
Dwell in that blissful sound!
Its influence every fear disarms,
 And spreads sweet peace around.
2. Here pardon, life, and joy divine,
In rich profusion flow,
For guilty rebels, lost in sin,
And doomed to endless woe.
3. The mighty Former of the skies
Descends to our abode,
‘While angels view with wond’ring eyes,
- And hail th’ incarnate God.
4. How rich the depths of love divine !
Of bliss, & boundless store!
Dear Saviour, let me call Thee mine;
I can not wish for more,

6. On theo alone my hope relies;
Beneath thy cross I fall,
My Lord, my lifs, my saocrifice,
- My Saviour, and my all.
103. A Name above every Name
1. Jesus, in thy transporting name
‘What glories meet our eyes!

Thou art the seraphs’ lofty theme,
The wonder of the skies,

2. Well might the heavena with wonder
view
A love so strange as thine;
No thought of angels ever knew
Compassion so divine.
8. And didst thou, Saviour, leave the sky,
To sink beneath our woes?
Didst thou descend to bleed and d:e

8T

4. 0, may our willirig hearts confess
Thy sweet, thy gentle sway;
Glad captives of thy matchless grace
Thy righteous rule obey.

104. Christ our Refuge.

1. Ye humble souls, approach your God,
‘With songs of sacred praise;
For he is good, supremely good ;
And kind are all his ways.
2. He gave his Son, his only Son,
To ransom rebel worms;
'Tis here he makes his goodness known
In its diviner forms.

3. To this dear refuge, Lord, we come,
"Tis here our hope relies;
A safe defence, a peaceful home,
‘When storms of trouble rise.
4. Thine eye beholds, with kind regard,
The souls who trust in thee;
Their humble hope thou wilt rewani,
With bliss divinely free.
5. Great God, to thy almighty love, LN
‘What honors shall we raise ?
Not all th’ angelic songs above
Can render equal praise.

105.  The waichful Shepherd.

1. My Shepherd will supply my need;
Jehovah is his name;
In fresh he makes me foed,
Beside the living stream.
2. He brings my wandering spirit back
‘When I forsake his ways,
And leads me, for his mercy's sake,
In paths of truth and grace.

3.Whenlwalkthrough the shades of
death,

Thy preseuce is my stay;
A word of thy supporting breath
Drives all my fears away.
4. Thy hand, in sight of all my foes,
Doth still my table spread ;
My cup with blessings overﬂows;
Thine oil anoints my head.
6. The sure provisions of my God,
Attend me all my days;
O may thine house be mine abode,
And all my work be praise.

6. There would I find a settled rest,
‘While others go and come—
No more a stranger or a guest,

For thy rebellious foes ?

But like a child at home.
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106.  Christian Fellowship.

1. How blest the sacred tie that binds,
In union sweet, according minds |
How swift the heav’nly course they run,
‘Whose hearts and faith and hopes are
_onel

2. To each, the soul of each how dear!
‘What tender love, what holy fear!
How doth the gen’rous flame within
Refine from earth, and cleanse from sin!

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

4. Together oft they seek the place,’
Where God reveals his awful face;
At length they meet in realms above,
A heav'n of joy—a heav'n of love.

107, Sense of Stn.

1. Jesus demands this heart of mine,
Demands my love, my joy, my care;
But, ah, how dead to things divine,
‘How cold my best affections are!

3. 'Tis sin, alas! with dreadful power,
Divides my Saviour from my sight -
Ot for one happy, shining hour
Of sacred freedom, sweet delight |

3. Come, gracious Lord; thy love can

raise
My captive powers from sin and
death,
And fill my heart and life with praise,
And tune my last, expiring breath.

108. . Return of Joy.
1. WEEN darkness long has veiled my

mind,
And smiling day once more appears,
Then, my Redeemer, then I find
The folly of my doubts and fears.

2. I chide my unbelieving heart,
Aud blush that I should ever be
Thus prone to act so base a part,
Or harbor one hard thought. of thee.

3. O, let me, then, at length be taught
(What I am still so slow to learn)
That God is Love, and changes not,
Nor knows the shadow of a turn.

4. Sweet truth, and easy to repeat!
But, when my faith is sharply tried,
I find myself a learner yet—
Unskillful, weak, and apt to slide,

6. But, O my Lord, one look from thee
Subdues the disobedient will, -
Drives doubt and discontent away,
And thy rebellious worm is still,
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6. Thou art as ready to forgive,
As I am ready to repine ;
Thou therefore all the praise receive;
Be shame and self-abhorrence mine.

109, Enjoyment in the Service.
1. FAR from my thoughts, vain world, be

gone; -
Let my religious hours alone ;
Fain would my eyes my Saviour see;
I wait a visit, Lord, from thee.

. O, warm my heart with holy fire,
Angd kindle there a pure.desire:
Come sacred Spirit, from above,

And fill my soul with heavenly love.

3. st Saviour, what delicious fare |

ow sweet thy entertainments are!
Ne'er did the angels taste above
Redeeming grace and dying love,

4. Hail, great Immanuel, all divine!

In thee thy Father’s glories shine;
Thy glorious name shall be adored,
And every tongue confess thee, Lord.

110.  Security in the Cross.

1. HERE at thy cross, incarnate God,
I lay my soul beneath thy love—

Beneath the droppings of thy blood—

Nor shall it, Jesus, e'er remove.

2. Should worlds conspire to drive me

thence,

Unmoved and firm this heart should

- lie;
Resolved, for that's my last defence—
If I must perish, there to die.
3. But speak, my Lord, and calm my fear
Am I not safe beneath thy shade ?
Thy justice will not strike me here,
Nor Satan dare my soul invade.
4. Yes, I'm secure beneath thy blood,
And all my foes shall lose their aim;
Hosanna to my Saviour God,
And my best honors to his name.

111. Man mortal, and God elernal.

L. THROUGH every age, eternal God,
Thou art our rest, our safe abode;
High was thy throne, ere heaven was|

made,
Or earth, thy humble footstool, laid.
2. Long hadst thou reigned, ere time be-

gan,
Or dust was fashioned into man;
And long thy kingdom shall endure,

‘When earth and time shall be no more.

3. But man, weak min, is born to die,
Made up of guilt and vanity;
Thy dreadful sentence, Lord, was just—
“ Return, ye sinners, to the dust.”

4. A thousand of our years amount
Scarce to a day in thine account;
Like yesterday’s departed light,
Or the last watch of ending night.

112. Waiting at the Mercy-Seat.
1. FRoM deep distress, and troubled
thoughts,
To thee, my God, I raise my cries;
If thou severely mark our faults,
No flesh can stand before thine eyes.
2. But thou hast built thy throne of grace,
Dispensing pardons freely there,
That sinners may approach thy face,
And hope and love, as well as fear.

3. As the benighted pilgrims wait,

And long and wish for breaking day,
So waits my soul before thy gate;
‘When will my God his face display ?
4. My trust is fixed upon thy word,
Nor shall I trust thy word in vain;
Let mourning souls address the Lord,
And find relief from all their pain.
6. His love is great, and large his grace,
Through the redemption of his Son;
He turns our feet from sinful ways,
And pardons what our hands have
done.
113. Trusting in God in limes of Des-
pondency.
1. My spirit sinks within me, Lord ;
But I will call thy grace to mind,
And times of past distress record,
When I have found my God was
kind.
3. Yet will the Lord command his love,
‘When I address his throne by day,
Nor in the night his grace remove;
The night shall hear me sing and
pray.

3. 'l chide my heart, that sinks so low;

Why should
+ grief?
Hope in the Lord, and praise him too;
He is my rest, my sure relief.
4. 0 God, thou art my hope, my joy; .
Thy light and truth shall guide me

till:
Thy word shall my best thoughts em-
ploy,
.And lead me to thy heavenly hill

my soul indulge in



CHURCH MELODIES, °

RETREAT. L M. i  HasriNes.
VERY GENTLY. : - N~
| § S . T —=mi M —d—
| e B =
) 5_. t 4 e
1. From ev-ery storm-y wind that blows, From ev-ery swell-ing tide of woes,
- - Ny N -
p——F—10
—p— -
—y 9~ —y
N} N -
i — P —
F - ¢ ?:ih_ i :
Thereis a calm, a sure retreat, Tis found be - neath the mer - cy-seat.
- T o o o - o
P — e
1 —y——r —e—
vl v 14
114. Mercy-Seat. 2. A heartless form will not suffice,
: The self-deemed rich are sent away,
1. FroM every stormy wind that blows, The heart must bring the sacrifice,
From every swelling tide of woes, Teach me to pray.
There is a calm, a sure retreat,
: mercy-seat. . ‘3. To whom shall I Thy creature turn
"Ti found beneath the ) ‘Whom else address, whom else obey ?
2. There is a place where Jesus sheds Teach me the lesson I would learn,
The oil offgladn on our heads, Teach me to pray.
A place of all on earth most sweet ; 4. In every hour of .
! ery hour of trouble deign
It is the blood-bought mercy-eeat. To bow my spirit to thy sway :
3. There i8 a scene where Epirits blend, ° li?:a?: :: ;h;:;;?t n !

‘Where friend holds followship with friend;
Though sundered far, by faith we meet
Around one common mercy-seat.

There, there, on eagle wings we soar,
And sense and sin becloud no more ;
And heaven comes down our souls to

greet.
And glory crowns the mercy-seat.

Oh! let my hand forget her skill,
My tongue be silent, cold, and still,
This throbbing heart forget to beat,
If I forget the mercy-seat.

113.

1. O Gop, I would look up to thee,
I would address thy throne to-day,
And this my one request shall be,
Teach me to pray, [teach me to pray.]

Teach me o pray.

6. To thee alone my eyes look up,
Turn not, O God, thy face away,
Prayer is my only door of hope:
Teach me to pray.

116. Light of the Soul.

1. LigHT of the soul! O, Saviour blest!
Soon as thy presence fills the breast,
Darkness and guilt are put to flight,
And all is sweetness and delight.

2. Son of the Father! Lord most high!
How glad is he who feels Thee nigh §
Come in Thy hidden majesty;

Fill us with love, fill us with Thee.

8 Jesus is from the proud concealed,
But evermore to babes revealed,
Through Him, unto the Father be
Glory and praise eternally,
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17, Evening.

‘1. 'Tis gone, that.bnght and orbéd blaze,
Fast fading from our wistful gaze,
Yon mantling cloud has hid from mght
The last faint pulse of quivering light,

2. 8un of my soul! .Thoun Saviour dear,
It is not night if Thou be near;
Oh! may no earth-born cloud arise
To hide Thee from thy servant's eyes.

‘When the soft dews of kindly sleep,

My wearied eyelids gently steep,

Bd my last thought, how sweet to rest
For ever on my Saviour's breast.

8

Abide with 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.

6. Watch by the sick, enrich the poor
‘With blessings from thy boundless store
Be every mourner's sleep to-night
Like infant’s slumbers, pure and bright.

Come near and bless us when we wake,
Ere through the world our way we take,
Till in the ocean of thy love, -

‘We lose ourselves in heaven above.
118. Heaven.

1. WrTH tearful eyes I look around,
Life seems a dark and stormy sea;

Yet 'midst the gloom, I hear a sound,
A heavenly whisper, “Come to-Me."”

2. It tells me of a place of rest—
It tells me where my soul may flee;
0! to the weary, faint, oppr
: Hownsvzeet the bxddmg, “Come to
e,

8. When nature shuddera, loth to part
From all I love, enjoy, and see;
‘When a faint chill 8 oermyheart,
A sweet voice utters, *‘ Come to Me.”

4. “Comey for all else must fail and die;
Earth is no resting place for thee ;
Heavenw-rddnrwtthyweepingeye,
I am thy portion, “Come to Me.”

5. O, voice of mercy! voice of love!
In conflict, grief, and agony,
Support me, cheer me from above
And gently whisper, Come to Me,”

A19. A Psalm for the Lord’aDay

1. Sweer is the work, my God, my King,
To prame thy name, give thanks, and

To show-thy love by morning light, -
And talk of all thy truth at night.

2. Sweet is the day of sacred rest;
No mortal cares shall seize my breast
. O may my heart in tune be found,
Like David’s harp of solemn sound !

3. My heart shall triumph in my Lord,
- And bless his works, and bless his word ;
Thy works of grace, how bright t.hey
shine!
How deep thy counsejs! how dmne!

4. Fools never raise their thoughts so high ;

Likedlbmwn they live, like brutes they
e;

Like grass they flourish, till thy breath

Blast them in everlastmg death. :

5. But I shall shate a glorious part,
‘When grace hath well refined my heart;
And fresh supplies of joy are shed, _
Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

6. Then shall I hear, and see, a.nd know
All X desired or wished belo
And every power find sweet employ
In that eternal world of joy.

120. Glory surrounding AR

1. ERE to the world again we go,
Its pleasures, cares and idle show,

Thy grace, once more, O God, we crave,
_ From folly and from sin to save.

2. May the great truths we here have
heard—

The lessons ofThf holy word—
Dwell in our inmost bosoms deep,
And all our souls from error keep.

3. O, may the influence of this day
Long as our memory with us stay,
-And a8 an angel guardian prove,
To guide us to our home above,
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191. Inviiation lo Wanderers. 4. O Wretched wanderer, now return,
, And wipe the falling tear:
1. RerueN, O wand'rer to thy home, Thy Father calls—no longer mourn;
Thy Father calls for thee: '"Tis love invites thee near.
No longer now an exile roam
In guilt and misery. 6. From all thy wanderings, now return,
) . Regain thy long-sought rest:
2. Return, O wand'rer, to thy home; The Saviour’s mglgtmguﬁxercr: yearn
*Tis Jesus calls for thee: To clasp thee to his breast.
“The Spirit and the bride say, come ;"
O now for refuge flee !

3. Return, O wand'rer, to thy home,
'Tis madness to delay :
There are no pardons in the tomb;
And brief is mercy's day!

122. The Same.

1. RETURN, O wanderer, return,

And seek thy Father's face;
Those new desires which in thee burn

‘Were kindled by his grace.

2 Return, O wanderer, return; -
He hears thy humble sigh :
He sees thy softened spirit mourn,
- When no one else is nigh.

3. Return, O wanderer, return;
Thy Saviour bids thee live:
Come to his cross, and, grateful, learn
How Jesus can forgive.

123. The Shadow of the Cross.

1 Om’xls:nn with noon-day's scorching
eat,
To yonder cross I flee;
Beneath its shelter take my seat;
No shade like this for me. [for me.|

2. Beneath that croes clear waters burst,
A fountain sparkling free;
And there I quench my desert thirst;
No spring like this for me.

3. A stranger, here I pitch my tent
Beneath this spreading tree;
Here shall my pilgrim life be spent-
No home like this for me.

4, For burdened ones a resting-place,
Beside that cross I see;
Here I cast off my weariness;
No rest like this for me,

~
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124. Tnvitation.

L. CoMg, sinner, to the Gospel feast;
0O, come, without delay;
For there 1s room in Jesus' breast®
For all who will obey.

2. There s room in God's eternal love
To save thy precious soul ;
Room in the Spirit's grace above
To heal and make thee whole.

3. There'’s room within the church, re-
deemed
‘With blood of Christ divine ;
Room in the white-robed
vened; N
For that dear soul of thine.
4. There’s room in heaven among the choir,
And harps and crowns of gold,
And glorious palms of victory there,
And joys that ne'er were told.

. 5. There ’s room around thy Father’s board
For thee and thousands more:
0, come and weolcome to the Lord ;
Ye., come this very hour,

128.  Imitation of Christ.

1. IN duties and in sufferings too,
Thy path, my Lord, I'd trace
As thou hast done, so would I tiq,
Depending on thy grace.
3. Inflamed with zeal, 't was thy delight
- To do thy Father's will;
O, may that zeal my soul excite
Thy precepta to fulfil.

8. Unsullied meekness, truth, and love,
Through all thy conduct shine;
0, may my whole deportment prove
A copy, Lord, of thine.

128. Prayer for Children's Conversion.

1. O Lorp, behold us at thy feet,
A needy, sinful band;
As suppliants round thy mercy-seat,
‘We come at thy command.

2. 'Tis for our children we would plead,
The offspring thou hast given;
‘Where shall we go, in time of need,
But to the God of heaven ?

8. We ask not for them wealth or fame,
Amid the worldly strife ;
But, in the all-prevmhng Name,
‘Wo ask eternal lift

oon-
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4. We seek the Spirit's quickening grace,
To make them pure in heart,
That they may stand before thy face,
- And see thee as thou art.

127, Jehovah Jireh.

1. WHEN earthly joys glide swift away,
‘When hopes and comforts flee,
‘When foes beset, and friends betray,”
I turn, my God, to thee.
2. Thy nature, Lord, no change can know,
Thy promise still is sure ;
And ills can ne’er 80 hopeless grow,
But thou canst find a cure.

3. Deliverance ocomee, most bright and
bl

At danger’s darkest hour;
And man’s extremity is best
To prove Almighty power.
4. High as thou art, thou still art near
‘When suppliants succor crave;
And if thy ear is swift to hear,
Thy arm is strong to save.

128. Ezhortation to Sinners.

1. SInNERS, the voice of God regard,
'Tis mercy speaks to-day:
He calls you, by his sovereign word,
From sin's destructive way.
2. Like the rough sea, that can not rest,
You live devoid of peace;
A thousand stings within your breast
Deprive your soul of ease.
3. [Your way is dark, and leads to hell!
‘Why will you persevere ?
Can you in endless torments dwell,
Shut up in black despair ?]

4. Why will you in the crooked ways
Of sin and folly go ? .
In vain you travailall your days,
To reap immortal woe.

8. But he that turns to God shall live,
Through his abounding grace ;
His mercy will the guilt forgive
Of those who seek his face.
6. Bow to the sceptre of his word,
Renouncing every sin;
Submit to him, your sovereign Lord,
And learn his will di

7. His love exceeds your highest. thoughts,
He pardons like a God:

MELODIES.

He will forgive your num'rous faulta,
Througl & Redeemer's blood.
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129. Looking to Christ.
1. SAVIOUR, I look to thee, 3. Saviour, I look to thee,
Be not thou far from me, Let me thy fullness see,
'Mid storms that lower : Save me from fear:
On me thy care bestow, . While at thy cross I kneel,
Thy loving kindness show, All my backslidings heal,
Thine arms around me throw, And a free pardon seal,
This trying hour. My soul to cheer.
2. Saviour, I look to thee, 4. Saviour, I look to thee,
Feeble as infancy, Thine shall the glory be,
Gird up my heart : Hearer of prayer :
Aathor of life and light, Thou art my only aid,
Thou hast an arm of might, On thee my soul is staid,
Thine is the sovereign right, Naught can my heart invade,
Thy strength impart. ‘While thou art near.
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130. Christ our Confidence.
1. MY faith looks up to thee, 3. While life's dark maze I tread,
Thou Lamb of Calvary, And griefs around me spread,
Saviour divine: Be thou my Guide ;
Now hear me while I pray; - Bid darkness turn to &ny,
Take all my guilt away; - Wipe sorrow's tear away,
0, let me, from this day, : Nor let me ever stray
~ Be wholly thine. From thee aside.
2. Iay thy rich grace impart 4. When ends life’s transient dream,
Strength to my ﬁ:ivmng heart ; When death’s cold sullen stream
My zeal inspire Shall o’er me roll,
As thou hast died for me, " Blest Saviour, then in love,
0, may my love to thee Fear and distress remove ;
Puro, warm, and changeless bo— O, bear me safe above,—

A living fire, A ransomed soul.
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131.  Plading by the Cross.

1. LaxB of God, whose bleeding love

‘We now recall to mind,

Send the answer from above,
And let us mercy find:

Think on us who think on thee;
Every burdened soul release;

0! remember Calvary, ’
And bid us go in peace.

2. Through thy blood by faith applied,
Let us thy pardon feel;
Speak us freely justified,
And all our sickness heal:
By thy passion on the tree,
Let our griefs and troubles cease;
0! remember Calvary,
And bid us go in peace.

8. Can we ever hence depart
Till thou our wants relieve ?

t+

‘Write forgiveness on our heart,
And all thine image give:
8till our souls shall cry to thee,
Till renewed by holiness;

Oh remember Calvary,
And bid us go in peace.

132. Pleading for Recovering Gracs.

1. WRETCHED, helpless, and distressed,

Ah whither shall I fly?

Ever panting after rest,
‘Where shall I turn mine eye ?

Naked, sick, and poor, and blind,
Bound in sin and misery:

Friend of sinners, let me find
My help, my all in thee.

2. Jesus, full of truth and grace,
Oh hear my sad complaint;
Be the wand'rer’s resting-place,
A cordial for the faint:
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Make me rich, for I ani poor; Sun, and moon, and stars decay,
Let me now thy presence find : Time shall soon this earth remove ;
To the dying health restore, Rise, my soul, and haste away,
And eyesight to the blind. To seats prepared above.
8. Fill my soul with heavenly grace 2. Rivers to the ocean run,
w,f_{, pure humility : v Nor stay in all their course;
Clothe me with thy righteousness: Fire ascending, seeks the sun;
Endue my heart with thee: Both speed them to their source:
Let thine image be restored; . So a soul that 's born of God
Let me thy forgiveness prove; Pants to view his glorious face;
Fill me with thy fullness, Lord, Upward tends to his abode
For boundless is thy love. To rest in his embrace,
. 3. Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn,
Press onward to the prize;
133. The Pilgrim’'s Song. Soon your Saviour will return,
Triumphant in the skies:
1. Risr, my soul, and stretch thy wings, Yet a season, and you know
Thy better portion trace; Happy entrance will be given ;
Rise from transitory thmgs All your sorrows left below,
Tow’rd heaven, thy native place: . And earth exMﬁm\uwsn.
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134. Secking God. : 3. The shadow of thy wings

1. My permit my tongue My soul in safety keops;
Tl?-.;’?:,y to call tyhee ,f':lne; - . Ifollow where my Father leads,
And let my early cries prevail * And he supports my stepa.
To taste thy love divine.
2. My thirsty, fainting soul 136.  Hearken to the Word.
Thy mercy doth implore : - : 1. CoME, sound his praise abroad,
Not travelers in desert lands . And hymns of glory sing;
. Can pant for waters more. Jehovah is the sovereign God,
8. Within thy churches, Lord, The universal King.
~ Ilong to find a place, 2. He formed the deeps unkno
Thy power and glory to behold, He gave the seas their bound;
And feel thy quick’ning grace. The watery worlds are all his own,
4. For life without thy love And all the solid ground.
No relish can afford ; 3. Come, worship at his throne;
No joy can be compared with this, Come, bow before the Lord:
To serve and please the Lord. ‘We are his work, and not our own,
5. To thee I’ 11 lift my hands; He formed us by his word.
I'1 praise thee, while I live; 4. To-day attend his voice,
Not the rich dainties of a feast - Nor dare provoke his rod; -
Such food or pleasures give. Come, like the people of his choicg,
. And own. your gracious God.
138. Night Walching. . 6. But if your ears refuse
-4, IN wakeful hours of night, The language of his grace,
1 call my God to mind; And hearts grow hard, like stubborn
I think how wise thy counsels are Jews, .
And all thy dealings kind. That unbelieving race;
2. Since thou hast been my help, 6. The Lord in vengeance dressed,
To thee my spirit flies; Will lift his hand and swear —
And on thy watchful providence % You that despise my promised rest,
My cheerful hope relies, Shall have no vortion there.”
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187. Invitation to the House of God.

1. CoxE 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. Ye aged, hither come,
For ye have felt his love;
Soon shall your trembling tongues be
dumb, )
Your lips forget te move.

4. Ye young, before his throne,
Come, bow ; your voices raise; -
Let not your hearts his praise disown,
‘Who gives the power to praise,

5. Thou, whose benignant eye
In mercy looks on all,
‘Who sees the tear of misery,
And hears the mourners call—

6. Up to thy dwelling place
Bear our frail spirits on,
Till they outstrip time's tardy
And heaven on earth be won

138.  The Sabbath welcomed.

1. 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 foasts his saints to-day;
Here we may sit, and see him here,
. And love, and praise, and pray.
3. One day amidst the place .
‘Where my dear Lord hath been,
Is sweeter than ten thousand days
Of pleasurable sin.

4. My willing soul would stay
In such & frame as this,
And sit and sing herself away

To everlasting blisa.
139. Adive Effort to do Good.

L ‘S8ow 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 ;—

49

2. And duly shall appear,
In verdure, beauty, strength,
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear,
And the full corn at length, .

3. Thou canst not toil in vain;
Cold, heat and moist, and dry,
Shall foster and matyre the grain
For garners in the sky.

4. Thence, when the glorious end,
The day of God shall come,
The angel-reapers shall descend,
And heaven cry, ‘ Harvest home I

140,
1, THE Spirit in our hearts
Is whispering, Sinner, come!

Ting,
The bride, the Church of Christ proclaims,
To all his children, come.

2. Let him that heareth, say
To all about him, Come!
Let him that thirsts for righteousness,
To Christ, the fountain, come!

3. Yes! whosoever will,
Oh! let him freely come,
And freely drink the stream of life;
'Tis Jesus bids him Come;

4. Lo! Jesus, who invites, )
Declares, -““ I quickly come;”
Lord, even so! I wait Thy hour:
Jesus, my Saviour, come}

141.  Prayer for the Spirit.

1. Brest Comforter divine, :
Let rays of heavenly love M
Amid our gloom and darkness shine,
And guide our souls above. .

2. Turn us, with gentle voice,
- From every sinful way,
And bid the mourning saint rejoice,
Though earthly joys decay.

? Wy thine inspiring breath
Make every cloud of care,
And e’en the gloomy vale of death,
A smile of glory wear.

4. O, fill thou every heart
‘With love to all our race;
Great Comforter, fo us impart = -
These blessings of thy grace.

Rey. xxii. 17-20.
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143. A Song for Morning and Evening. Thy threatenings just, thy promise sure,
1. MY God, how endless is thy love! .Thy gospel makes the simple wise.
Thy gifts are every evening new; 6. Give me thy counsel for my guide, -,
And morning mercies from above, And then receive me to thy bliss:
Gently distill like early dew. All my desires and hopes beside .

2. Thou spread’st the curtains of the night,
Great Guardian of my sleeping hours;
Thy sovereign word restores the light,
And quickens all my drowsy powers,

3. I yield my powers to thy command;
To thee I consecrate my days;
Perpetual blessings from thine hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.
L] B
143. A Morning Hymn.
1. Gop of the morning, at whose voice
Thecheerfulmnmakeshastetome,

And Bke a giant doth rejoice,
To run his journey to the skies;—

2. Ob, like the sun may I fulfill
The appointed dutxes of the day;
With ready mind, and active will,
March on and keep my heavenly way.

3. (But I shall rove and lose the racs,
If God my Sun should disappear,

And leave me in thig world's wide maze,
To follow every wandering star).

4 Lord, thy commands are clear and pure,
Enlightening our beclouded eyes;

Are faint, and cold, compared with
this,

144. Morning Gratitude.
1. Ix sleep’sserene oblivion laid,
I safely passed the silent night;
Again I see the breaking shade,
I drink again the morning light.
2. New-born I bless the waking hour,
Once more, with awe, rejoice to be:
My conscious soul resumes her power,
And s&nnglu, my guardian God,
)

8. Oh guide me through the various maze
My doubtful feet may this day tread;
And spread thy shield's protecting blaze
‘Where dangers press around my head.
4. A deeper shade will soon impend, -
A deeper sleep mine eyes oppress;
Yet then thy strength shall still defend,
Thy goodness still delight to bless.

5. That deeper shade shall break away,
That deeper sleep shall leave mine

to

eyes
Thy light shall give eternal day,
Thy love, the rapture of the skies,
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1458, Praise for Divine Goodness.
1. BrEss, O my soul, the living God,
Call home thy thoughts that roam
abroad;
Let all te werathhinmnjom
In work and worship so divine.
2. Bless, O my soul, the God of grace,
~ Whoee favors claim the highest pmse
‘Why should the wonders he

wrought
Be lost in silence, and forgot ?
3. 'Tis he, my soul, that sent his Son
To die for crimes which thou hast done;
He owns the ransom, and forgives
The hourly follies of our lives.

4. Let the whole earth his power confess,
Let the whole earth adore his grace;
Let every living creature join
In work and worship so divine,

146. Communion with God.
1. BLesT hour when mortal man retires
To hold communion with his God,

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 wipe away the mourner's tear.
4. Blest hour, for where the Lord resofts—
- Foretastes of future bliss are given,
And mortals find his earthly courts
The house of God, the gate of Heaven.

147. Praise for Divine Protection.

1. Wirr all my powers of heart and
tongue,
P11 praise my Maker in my song,
Angels shall hear the notes I raise,
Approve the song, and join the praise.

2. To God I cried, when troubles rose;
He heard me, and subdued my foes;
He did my rising fears control,
And ltr:ggtl-h diffused through all my

3, Amid a thousand snares I stand,
Upheld and guarded by thy hand ;
Thy words my fainting soul nmve,

And keep my dying faith alive.

51

4. T'll sing thy trath and mercy, Lord ;
I' Il sing the wonders of thy word ;
Not all the works and names below,
8o much thy power and glory show.

148. Christ's Love.
1. Jesus, thy boundlees love to me
No thought can reach, no tongus

declare;
Unite my thankﬁxl heart, to thee,
And reign without a rival there,
2. Thy love, how cheering is its ray !
All pain before its presence flies :
Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away,
Where er its healing beams arise,
3. O let thy love my soul inflame,
And to thy service sweetly bind :
Transfuse it through my inmost ﬁ‘ame,
And mould me wholly to thy mind.

4. Thy love in suffarings be my peace;
Thy love in weakness make me

strong ;
And when the storms of life shall cease,
- Thy love shall be my heaven and
song. o
149. Morning.

1. NEW every morning is the love
Our wakening and u ti)rismg prove;
Through sleep and darkness safely
brought,
Beswred to life,and power, and thought.
2. New mercies each returning day
Hover around us while we pray ;
New perils past, new sins forgiven,
New thoughts of God, new hopes of
heaven.

3. If on our daily course our mind

Be set to hallow all we find,

Some softening gleam of love and
prayer

Shall dawn on every cross and care.

The trivial round, the common task

‘Will furnish all we ought to ask;

Room to deny ourselves, a road’

To bring us daily nearer God.

5. Seek we no more ; content with theee,

Let present ra) .ﬁtm'e, comfort, ease, .
As heaven shall bid them, come and go;

The secret this of rest below.

4

‘8. Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love

Fit us for perfect rest above;
And help us this, and every day,
To live more nearly aa we pray.
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* See also WATcHNMAN and STiLLINGFLEET 18. 48,

150. The Pity of God.

1. THE pity of the Lord
To those that fear his name,
Is such a8 tender parents feel;
He knows our feeble frame.

, 3. He knows we are but dust,
Scal with every breath :
His anger, like a rising wind,
Can send us swift to death.

8. 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.

4. But thy compassions, Lord,
To endless years endure ;
And children’s children ever find
Thy words of promise sure.

151, Uncertainty of Life.

1. To-MORROW, Lord, is thine!
in thy sovereign hand ;
And if its sun arise and shine,
It shines by thy cominand.

2. The present moment flies,
And bears our life away ;
Oh make thy servants truly wise,
That they may live to-day.

3. Since on this fleeting hour
Eternity is hung,
Awaken, by thy mighty power,
The aged and the young.

4. One thing demands our sare—
Be that one thing pursued ;
Lest, slighted once, the season fair
Should never be renewod.

6. To Jesus may we fly,
Swift as the morning light,
Lest lifo's young golden beams should
die .

In sudden, endless night.

183. God working in the Soul

1. 'T18 God the Spirit leads
In paths before unknown;
The work to be performed is ours;
The strength is all His own.

2. Supported by His grace,
We still pursue our way,
And hope at last to reach the prize,
Secure in endless day.

3. 'Tis He that works to will;
'Tis He that works to do;
The power by which we act is His,
And His the glory too.
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183. . Prayer for a Revival.
1. O Lorp, thy work revive,
In Zion’s gloomy hour, .
And let our dying graces live
. By thy restoring power.
2. O let thy chosen few -
Awake to earnest prayer;:

~ Their covenant again renew,
And walk in filial fear.

3. Thy Spirit then will speak
Through lips of humble clay,
Till hearts of adamant shall break,
Till rebels shall obey.

4. Now lend thy gracious ear;
Now listen to our cry;
O, come and bring salvation near;
Our souls on thee rely, :

154. Thy Way, not Mine,

1. THY way, not mine, O Lord,
" However dark it be!
Lead me by thy own faithful hand,
Choose out the path for me.

2. Bmooth let it be or rough,
It will be still the best,
‘Winding or straight, it matters not,
It leads me to thy rest.

8. I dare not choose my lot:
I would not if I might;

Choose thou for me, my gradoulGod,
So shall I walk aright.

4. The kingdom that I seek
Is thine; so let the way
ThatleMstoltbetrnlyt}nm,
Else I must surely stray.

188. Solicitude for the Conversion of
Children.

L '.l‘nlgnGodofeovereigngrmo,
I mercy now appear ;
‘We long to see thy smiling face,
And feel that thou art near.

3. Receive these lambs to-day,
O Shepherd of the flock,
And wash the stains of guilt away
Beside the smitten Rock.

8. Thy saving health impart, -
O Comforter divine;
Make all these children pure fn heart;

4. To-day in love descend;
- O come, this precious hour;
.In mercy now their spirits bend
By istless: power.

5. Iowbendingatthyfeet,
Our offspring we resign:
Thine arm is strong, thy love is great,
And high thy gleries shine.

158. Prayer for Sanctification of Chil-
dren.

1. O Gop of Abra'm, hear
The pérents’ humble cry;
Th cov’nant mercy now appear,
‘While in the dust we lie.

2. These children of our love,
In mercy ttxou hast zxvgl‘.
-Thakwe thro’ grnce may faithful prove
for heaven,

3, O, grant thy Spirit, Lord,
"Their hearts to sanctify ;
Remember now thy gracious word,
Our hopes on thee rely.

4. Draw forth the melting tear,
The penitential sigh ;
Inspire their hearts with faith sinoere,
And fix their hopes on high.

6. These children now are thine,
‘We give them back to thee;
0 lead them, by thy grace divine,
Along the heavenly way.

187.  The Presence of Christ,

1. WHILE my Redeemer's near,
My shepherd and my guide,

I bid farewell to every 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,
My wandering feet restore;
And guard me with thy watchful eye,
And Jet me rove no more.

Dozxology.

YB angels round the throne,
And saints that dwell below, .
“Worship the Father, praise the Som,

Make them entirely thine.

And bless the Spirit taa.
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188.  An Evening Hymn. 3. Seal my forgiveness in the blood

1. Taus 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,
He gives me strength for days to come.

3. T lay my body down to sleep;
Peace is the pillow for my head;
‘While well appointed angels keep
Their watchful stations round my bed.

4. Thus whonthemghtofdeathnhall

come,
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,
And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb,
With sweet salvation in the sound.

159. An Evening Sacrifice.

1. GrEAT God, to thee my evening song
With humble gratitude I raise;

O, let thy mercy tune my tongue,
And fill my heart with lively praise.

2. My days unclouded, as they pass,
And every gently rolling hour,
Are roonuments of wondrous grace,

And witness to thy love and power.

Of Jesus; his dear name alone

I plead for pardon, gracious God,
And kind acceptance at thy throne.

4. Let this blest hope mine eyelids close,
‘With sleep refresh my feeble frame;
Safo in thy care may I repose,
And wake. with praises to thy name,

160.

‘Warr, O my soul, thy Maker’s will,
Tumultuous paaswns all be still!
Nor let & murm’ring thought arise ;
His ways are just, his counsels wise.

. He in the thickest darkness dwells,
Performs his work, the cause conceals ;
But, though his methods are unknown,
Judgment and truth support his throne.

In heaven, and earth, and air, and seas,
He executes his firm decrees;

By saints and angels still confess'd,
That what he does is ever best.

Decrees and Submission.

1

4. Wait, then, my soul, submissive wait,
Prostrate before his awful seat;
Amid the terrors of his rod,

Still trust a wise and gracious God.



161.  Traveler's Hymn.

1. To us remains nor place nor time;
"~ Qur country is in every clime;’
‘We can be calm and free from care
On any shore, since God is there.

2. While place we seek, or place we shun,

The soul finds happiness in none;
‘But with our God to guide our way,
'Tis equal joy to go or stay.

3. Could we be cast where Thou art not,

That were indeed a dreadful

lot;

But regions none remote we call,
Secure of finding God in all.

162. The Presence of Christ implored.

1. WHERE two or three with sweet accord,
Obedient to their sovereign Lord,
Meet to recount his acts of grace,
Aund offer solemn prayer and praise :

2. There will the gracious Saviour be,
To bless the little company ;
There to unveil his smiling face,
And bid his glories fill the place, -

8. We meet at thy command, O Lord,
Relying on thy faithful word :
Now send the Spirit from above,
And fill our hearts with heavealy love.

163. Prayer for the Millennium.

L J'mus,'we bow before thy throne;
‘We lift our eyes to seek thy face;

To bleeding hearts thy love make
known ;

On contrite souls bestow thy grace.
3. See, spread beneath thy gracious eye,
A world o'erwhelmed in guilt and
tears,
‘Where deathless souls in ruin lie, .
And no kind voice dispels their feara.

8. Lord, arm thy truth with power divine,
~ Its conquests spread from shore to

shore,

Till suns and stars forget to shine,
And earth and skies shall be no more,

4. O rise, ye ransomed oaptives, rise,
Peal the loud anthem here below;
Tet earth reflect it to the skies,
And heaven with new-born rapture

glow.

" CHURCH MELODIES, - 8b

164. God merciful in Chastisemeont.

1. THE Lord, how wondrous are his ways!
How firm his truth | how large hisgrace1
He takes his mercy for his throne—
And thence he makes his glories known.

2. Not half so high his power hath spread
The starry heavens above our head, -
As his rich love exceeds our praise;
Exceeds the highest hopes we raise.

3. Not half so far has nature placed
The rising morning from the west,
As his forgiving grace removes
The daily guilt of those he loves.

4. How slowly doth his wrath arise!
On swifter wings salvation flies;
And if he lets his anger burn,
How soon his frowns to pity turn!

5. Amidst his wrath compassion shines ;
His strokes are lighter than our sins;
And while his rod corrects his saints,
His ear indulges their complaints, ~

188, Christ knocking at the Heart of a
Sinner.

1, BEHOLD a Stranger at the door!
He gently knocks, has knocked before;
Hath waited long—is waiting still ;
You treat no other friend so il

2. Ob, lovely attitude! he stands
‘With melting heart and bleeding hands'!
Oh, matchless kindness ! and he shows,
This matchless kindness to his foes!

3. But will he prove a friend indeed ?..
Ils will; the very friend you need,
The friend of sinners—yes 'tis He,
With garments dyed on Calvary.

4. Rise, touched with gratitude divine,
Turn out his enemy and thine,
That soul-destroying monster, Sin,
And let the heavenly Stranger in.

6. Admit him, ere his anger burn,
His feet departed ne'er return;
Admit him, or the hour's at hand,
You'll at His door rejected stand.

Doxology.
To God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit—Three in One,

Be honor, praise, and glory given,
By all on earth, and all in heaven.
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166.  Loving-kindness of God.

1. AWAKE, my soul, to joyful lays,
And sing the great Redeemer’s praise;
He justly claims a song from me—
His Joving-kindness, Ob, how freel

. He saw me ruined in the fall,
Yet loved me, notwithstanding all:
He saved me from my lost estate—
His loving-kindness, Oh, how great!

. Though num’rous hosts of mighty foes,
Though earth and hell my way oppose,
He safely leads my soul along—

Tis loving-kindness, Gh, Liow strong!

.. When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
Has gather'd thick, and thunder'd loud,
He near my soul has always stood—
His loving-kindness, Oh, how good |

. Often I feel my sinful heart,
Prone from my Jesus to depart;
But, though I have him oft forgot,
His loving-kindness changes not.

Soon shall 1 pass the gloomy vale,
Soon all my mortal powers must fail ;
Oh, may my last expiring breath
His loving-kindness sing in death!

. Then let me mount, and soar away
To the bright world of endless day,
And sing, with rapture and surprise,
His loving-kindness in the skies. -

167. Majesty and Dominion of God.

1. Ooue, O my soul, in sacred lays
Attempt thy great Creator’s praise :
But, O, what tongue can speak his

fame? -
‘What verse can reach the lofty theme ?

. Enthroned amid the radiant spheres,
He glory like a garment wears;

To form a robe of light divine
Ten thousand suns around him shine,

. In all our Maker's grand desigus,
Almighty power, with wisdom, shines;
His works, through all this wondrous

frame,
Declare the glory of his name.

4. Raised on devotion’s lofty wing,

Do thou, my soul, his glories sing;
And let his praise employ thy tongue
Till listening worlds shall join the song.

168. - The God of all Grace.

1. GREAT God, let all my tuneful powers

Awake, and sing thy mighty name :
Thy hand revolves my circling hours—
y hand, from whence my being
came.

2. Seasons and moons, still rolling round
In beauteous order, speak thy praise ;
And years, with smiling mercy

crowned,
To thee sncoeasive honors raise,
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8. My life, my health, my friends, I owe
All to thy vast, unbounded love ;
Ten thousand precious gifts below,
And hope of nobler joys above.
‘4. Thus will I sing till nature cease,
Till sense and lan, are no more,
And after death thy boundless grace,
Through everlasting years, adore..

169,  Jesus the only Saviowr,

1. 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 way,
Ordained by everlasting love
To the bright realms of endless day.

4 Safe lead us through this world of

night, o

And bring us to the blissful plains,
The regions of unclouded light,

‘Where perfect joy for ever reigns.

170. Thy Kingdom Come.
1. SovereieN of worlds! display thy

“power, -
Bo this thy Zion’s favored hour:
Bid the bright morning star arise,
And point the nations to the skies.
2. Set up thy throne where Satan reigns,
On Afric's shore, in India’s plains,
On wilds and continents unknown ;
And make the universe thine own.
3. Speak, and the world shall hear thy
voice,
. Bpeak! and the desert shall rejoice:
Secatter the gloom of heathen night,
And bid all nations hail the light.
171. Triumphant Ascension of Christ.
1. OuR Lord is risen from the dead,
Our Jesus is gone up on high;
The powers of hell ‘are captive led,
Dragged to the portals of the sky.
2. Lo! his triumphal chariot waits,
And angels chant the solemn lay—

Lift up your heads, yo heavenly gates,
Yo everlasting doors, give way!
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3. Loose all your bars of massy light,
. And wide unfold th’ ethereal scene:
He claims these mansions as his right;
Receive the King of Glory in.
4, “Who is the King of Glory—who ”
The Lord that all his foes o’ercame,
The world, sm, death, and hell o'er-

threw
~ And Jesus s the conq'ror's nanfe.”
6. Lo! his triumphal chariot waits,
And angels chant the solemn lay—
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates,
. Ye everlasting doors, give way!
6. “Who is the King of Glory—who "
The Lord of boundless power pos-

sessed,
The King of saints and angels too,
God over all, for ever blest.

199, Praise to the greal Redeemer.
1. BE thou, O God, exalted high;
And as thy glory fills the sky,
So let it be on earth displayed,
Till thou art here, as there, obeyed:
2. O God, my heart is fixed; 'tis bent,
Its than tribute to present
And, with my heart, my volce Tl raise
To thee, my God, in songs of praise.
3. Thy praises, Lord, I would resound
To all the listening nations round ;
Thy mercy, highest heaven transcends
Thy truth beyond the clouds extends. -
4. Be thou, O God, exalted high;
And as thy glory fills the sky,
8o let it be on earth displayed,
Till thou art here, as there, obeyed.

173, Preserving and Restoring araca
1. Wire all my powers of heart and

I pmse my Maker in my song;
Angels shall hear the notes I raise,
Approve the song, and join the praise.
2. To God I cried when troubles rose:
He heard me, and subdued my foes:
He did my rising fears control,
And strength diffused thro’ all my soul.
3. Amidst a thousand snares I stand,
Upheld and guarded by thy hand;
Thy words my fainting soul revive,
And keep my dying faith alive.
4. Grace will complete what gmee begins,
To save from sorrow and from sins ;
 “The work that wisdom undertakes
Eternal mercy ne'er forsakes.
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174.

1 YE nations round the earth rejoice
Before the Lord, your sovereign

King:
Serve him with cheerful heart and
voiee;
‘With all your tongues his glory sing.
2. The Lord is good, '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.

8. 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.

& The Lord is good, the Lord is kind;
Great is his grace, his mercy sure;
And the whole race of man shall find
His truth from age to age endure.

175. A Heavenly Portion.

1. WHAT sinners value, I resign;
Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine:

1 shall behold thy blissful face,
. And stand complete in righteousness.

2. This life's a dream, an empty show;
But the bright world to which I go
Hath joys substantial-and sincere; - -
‘When shall I wake and find me there ?

Praise to our Crealor.

3. O, glorious hour! O, blest abode!
I shall be near, and like my God;
And flesh and sin no more control
The sacred pleasures of the soul.

4. My flesh shall slumber in the ground
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound ;
Then burst the chains with sweet sure

prise,
And in my Saviour's image rige,

176. General Praise.

1. Frox all that dwell below the skies
Let the Creator's praise arise:
Let the Redeemer’s name be sung
Through every land, by every tongue.

2. Eternal are thy mercies, Lord,
Eternal truth attends thy word ;
Thy praise shall sound from shore to
shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more,

177. @od a King.

1. JEHOVAH reigns; he dwells in light,
Girded with majesty and might;
The world, created by His hands,
Still on its firm foundation stands.

2 But ere this , world was made,
Or had its first foundation laid,
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Thy throne eternal ages stood,
Thyself the ever-living God.

8. Like floods the angry nations rise,
_And aim their rage against the skies;
Vain floods, that aim their rage so high;
- At thy rebuke the billows die.
- For ever shall thy throne endure;
Thy promise stands for ever sure;
Ana1 everlasting holiness
Becomes the dwelling of thy grace.

' OM’S BROW. L. M.

’
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1. D1suass 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;
‘Wash all our works in Jesus’ blood ;
Give every burdened soul release,
And bid us all depart in peace.

W. B. BRADBURY.
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. 'Tis mndnight and on O -live's brow The star lsdxmmedthatlate]y shone; i
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178.  Agony in the Garden.
1. 'T18 midnight—and on Olive’s brow

The star is dimmed that lately shone; -

'Tis midnight—in the garden now
The suffering Saviour prays alone,
2 'Tis midnight—and from all removed,
Immanuel wrestles lone with fears;
E’en the disciple that he loves,

Heeds not his Master’s griefs and tears. | -

8. *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—from the heavenly plains
Is borne the song that angels know;
Unbeard by mortals are the strains
That swoetly. soothe the S&mur 8 woe.

179. Christ's [’amon i
1. BrouaHT forth to judgment, Jesus stands,
Arraigned, condemned at Pilate's bar;

Tm‘é‘ﬁgﬂ

Here spurned 3-ﬁem Preetorian bands,
There mocked by Herod’s men of war.

2. He bears their buffeting and scorn,
Mock homage of the lip, the knee;
The purple robe, the crown of thorn, .
The scourge, the nail, th' accurséd tree.

3. No guile within his mouth is found,
He neither threatens, nor complains;
Meek as a Jamb for slaughter bound, .
Dumb, 'mid his murderers, he remaina.

4. But hark, he prays! 'tis for his foes;
He speaks—'tis comfort to his friends
Answers—and paradise bestows;
He bows his head, the conflict ends.

5. TrulytlnswastheSonot‘Godl
' Though as a servant in disguise;
And bruised beneath the Father's rud,
Not for. himself—for man he diea.
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180.

Christ coming lo Judgment.
1. He reigns! the Lord, the Saviour

reigns | .
Praise him in evangelic strains;
Let the whole earth in songs rejoice,
And distant islands join their voice.

2. Deep are his counsels and unknown ;
But grace and truth support his throne;
Though gloomy clouds his way surround,

" Justice is their eternal ground.

8. In robes of judgment, lo! he comes;
_Bhakes the wide earth, and cleaves the
tombs ;
Before him burns devouring fire;
The mountains melt, the seas retire.

4. His enemies, with sore dismay,
Fly from the sight, and shun the day:
Then lift your heads, ye saints, on high,
And sing, for your redemption’s nigh.

.

181, Christ the Supreme God and King.

1. AROUND the Saviour's lofty throne,
Ten thousand times ten thousand

sing ;
They worah’ip him as God alone,
And crown him—overlasting King!

2. Approach, ye saints! this God is yours;
"Tis Jesus fills the throne above:
Ye can not want, while God endures;
Ye can not fail, while God is love. °

3. Jesus, thou everlasting King!
To Thee the praise of heaven belongs;
Yet, amile on us, who fain woéuld bring
The tribute of our humble songs.

4. Though sin defile our worship here,
‘We liope, ere Jong, Thy face to viow;
And, when our souls in heaven appear,
'We'll praise Thy name as angels do.
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183. Universal Prasse.

1. Loup hallelujahs to the Lord,
- From distant worlds where creatures
. dwell,
Let heaven begin the solemn word,
And sound it dreadful down to hell.

2. High on a throne his glories dwell,
An awful throne of shining bliss:
Fly through the world, O sun! and tell
How dark thy beams compared to His.

8. Jehovah—'tis a glorious word!
0, may it dwellon every tongue!
But saints,who best have known the Lord
Are bound to raise the noblest song.

4. Speak of the wonders of that love
‘Which Gabriel plays on every chord;
From all below, and all above,
Loud hallelujahs to the Lord |

183. The Eternal and Sovereign God.

1. JEHOVAH reigns; he dwells in light,
Girded with majesty and might;
The world, created by his hands,

. 8till on its first foundation stands.

2. But, ere this spacious world was made,
Or had its first foundations laid,
Thy throne eternal ages stood—
Thyself, the ever-living God.

N

3. Like floods the angry nations rise, .
And aim their rage against the skies:
Vain floods, that aim their rage 80 high!
At thy rebuke the billows die.

4. Forever shall thy throne endure,
Thy promise stands for ever sure;
And everlasting holiness
Becomes the dwellings of thy grace.

184. Perfection of God combined n his
Government.

1. JEHOVAH reigns; his throne is high;
His robes are light and majesty ;
His glory shines with beams so bright,
No mortal can sustain the sight.

2. His terrors keep the world in awe;
His justice guards his holy law;
His love reveals a smiling face;
His truth and promise seal the grace.

3. Through all his works his wisdom
. shines,
And baffles Satan's deep designs;
His power i8 sovereign to ful
The noblest counsels of his will

And will this glorious Lord descend
To be my Fathor and my Friend ?
Then let my songs with angels join ;
Heaven is secure, if God be mine.

4.
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For these blest hours, the world I leave, Wafted on wings of faith and prayer.
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18S. Sabbath Eve. Past, present, future to Thy sight ,
1. SWEET is the light of Sabbath eve, At ouce their various soenes display.
And soft the sunbeams lingering| 3, But our brief lifo’s a shadowy dream,
there; : A passing thought, that soon is o'er,
For these blest hours, the world I leave, | That fades with morning’s earliest beam,
Wafted on wings of faith and prayer. And fills the musing mind no more.

2. The time how lovely and how still;
Peace shines and smiles on all be-

low—
The pln.il?i,nthe stream, the wood, the

All fair with evening’s setting glow.
3. Season of rest! the tranquil soul
. Feels the sweet calm, and melts to
love—
And while these sacred moments roll,
Faith sees the smiling heaven above

4. Nor will our days of toil be long,
Our pilgrimage will soon be trod ;
-.And we shall join the ceaseless so
The endless Sabbath of our God.

186, Brevity of Life.
1. ERE mountains reared their forms sub-
lime,
Or héaven and earth in order stood,
Before the birth of ancient time,
From everlasting Thou art God.
3. A thousand ages, in their flight,

‘With Thee are as a flecting day,

4. Tous, O Lord, the wisdom give,
Each passing moment so to spend,
That we at length with Thee may live
Where life and bliss shall never end.

18%7. Heaven.

1. THERE is a region lovelier far
Than sages tell, or poets sing ;
Brighter than summer beauties are,
And softer than the tints of spring.

2. It is not fann'd by summer’s galo ;
'Tis not refresh'd by vernal showers,
It never needs the moon-beam pale,
For there are known no evening
bours.

3. It is all holy and serene,
The land of glory and repose ;
No cloud obscures the radiant scene,
There not a tear of sorrow flows.

4. In vain the philosophic eye
May seek to view the fair abode,
Or find it in the curtained sky ;
It is the dwelling-place of God !
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188. Safety in the Cross,
1. WY ::;ops my soul with grief oppres-
?

‘Whence these wild tumults in my

breast? i .
I8 there no balm to heal my wound,
No kind physician to be found ?

2. Yes, in the gospel’s faithful lines

Jehovah's boundless mercy shines ;
There, dressed in love, the Saviour

stands,
‘With pitying heart, and bleeding hands.

3. Raise to the cross thy weeping eyes;
Behold the Prince of glory dies :
He dies, extended on the tree ;
Thence sheds a sovereign balm for me.

4. Dear Saviour, at thy foet I lie,

189. Public Worship.

1. BE still! be still} for all around,

On either hand, is holy ground :
Here in his house, the Lord to-day
'Will ligten while his people, pray.

2. Thou, tossed upon the waves of care,
Ready to sink with deep despair,
Here ask relief, with heart sincere,
And thou shalt find that God is bere.

8. Thou, who hast laid within the grave
Those whom thou hadst no power to save,
Believe their spirits now are near,
For angels wait whilg God is here.

4. Thou, who hast dear ones far away, -
In foreign lands, 'mid ocean’s spray, -
Pray for them now, and dry the tear,
And trust the God who listens here.

5. Thou, who art mourning o'er thy sin,

Here to reeeive a cure or die; Deploring guilt that reigns within,
"But grace forbids that painful fear, The God of peace is ever near;
Infinite grace, which triumphs here. The troubled spirit meets him here.
OBERLIN. L M. Bost.
Quick, BUT GENTLE.
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1. AwHILE they rest within the tomb
In sweet repose, till morning come !
Then rise with joy to meet their God,
And ever dwell in his abode.

2. Celestial dawn! triumphant hour!
How glorious that awak’ning power,

= .
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The Reswryection.

‘Which bids the sleeping dust arise,
And join the anthems of the skies!
3. This weary life will soon be past,
The ling’ring morn will come at last,
And gloomy mists will roll away
Before that bright, unfading day._
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191. Seene at the Cross.

1. O sAcrED Head once wounded,
‘With grief and pain weigh'd down!
How scornfully surrounded,
‘With thorns thy only crown:
O sacred Head, what glory,
‘What bliss till now was thine!
Yet, though despised and gory,
I joy to call thee mine.

2. How art thou pale with anguish,
‘With sore abuse and scorn!
How does that visage languish,
‘Which once was bright as morn1
Thy grief, and thy compassion,
Were all for sinners’ gain;
Mine, mine was the
But thine the deadly pain.:

8. What language shall I borrow,
To praise thee, heav’nly Friend :
For this, thy dying sorrow,
Thy pity without end?
Lord, make me thine for ever,
‘Nor let me faithless prove:
O let me never, never,
Abuse such dying love.

4. Forbid that I should leave thee;
O Jesus, leave not me;
By faith. I would receive thee;
Thy blood can make me free :
‘When strength and comfort languish,
And I must hence depart: -
Release me then from anguish,
By thine own wounded heart.,

1’9- Coloss. i. 19.
1. I LAY my sins on Jesus, .
The spotless Lamb of God;
He bears them all, and frees us
From the accurséd load.
I bring my guilt to Jesus,
. To wash my crimson stains
‘White, in his blood most precious,
Till not & spot remains,

2. I lay my wants on Jesus;
~ All fullness dwells in him;
He heals all my diseases,
He doth my soul redeem.
I lay my griefs on Jesus,
Mgoburdens and my cares;
He from them all releases,
He all my sorrow shares.
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. 8. I long to be like Jesus,
Meek, loving, lovely, mild,
I long to be like Jesus,
The Father's holy child.
I long to be with Jesus,
Amid the heavenly throng,
To sing with saints his praises,
To learn the angels’ song. -

193. In Afliction.

1. Lorp God of my salvation,

To thee, to thee I cry;

Q let my supplication .
Arrest thine ear on high,

Distresses round me thicken,
My life draws nigh the grave,

Descend, O Lord, to quicken,
Descend my soul to save.

2. Thy wrath lies hard upon me,

Thy billows o'er me roll ;

My friends all seem to shun nie,
And foes beset my soul.

‘Where'er on earth I turn me,
No comforter is near;

‘Wilt thou, my Fnther, spurn me,
‘Wilt thou refuse to hear

8. No! banished and heart-broken, .

My soul still clings to thee; -

The promise thou hast spoken,
8till, still my refuge be;

To present ills and terrors,
May future joy increase, .

And scourge me from my errors
To duty, hope, and peace.

194. Conviction and Submission.

1. WHY sinks my soul desponding,
‘Why flll my eyes with tears,
‘When nature all surrounding
The smile of beauty wears?
‘Why burdened still with sorrow
Is every lab'ring thought?
Each vision that I borrow,
With gloom and sadness fraught ?

Y

2. The pleasures that deceived me
My soul no more can charm ;
. Of rest they have bereaved me,
And filled me with alarm :
The objects I have cherished
Are empty as the wind;
My earthly joys have penahed,—
‘What comfort shall I find ?

3. If inward still i inquiring -

I turn my searching eye,

Or upward now aspiring,
I raise my feeble cry,

No heavenly light is beaming
To cheer my troubled breast;

No ray of comfort gleaming
To give my spirit rest.

4. Oh! from this dreadful anguish

Is there no refuge nigh?

'Tis guilt that makes me languish,
And leaves me thus to die:

.I will renounce my folly

Before the throne of grace

And make the Lord most holy
My strength and righteousness,

198. Repentance.
1. BEFORE thy cross lamenting,
My Saviour, I would lie,
Of all my sins repenting,
That caused my Lord to die.
My soul with tears of anguish
Her follies would confess ;
O! while in pain I languish,
Restore me by thy grace.

Doxology.

To Father, Son, and Spirit,
Eternal praise be given,

By all that earth inherit,
And all that dwell in heaven,

Thou triune God ! before thee,
Our inmost souls adore :

For, thou alone art worthy,
And shalt be evermore.

65
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196. Spring. Canticles ii. 13, 14.

1. WaarT soft delight the peacefal bosom warms,
‘When nature, dressed in all her vernal charms,
Around the beauteous landscape smiles serene,
And crowns with every gift the lovely scene.

2. But this delightful season must decay,

The year rolls on, and steals its charms away:=—
Swiftly the gay, the transient pleasure flies,
Stern winter comes, and every beauty dies.

8. While pensive thought the fleeting bliss deplores,
The mind in search of nobler pleasure soars;
And seeks a fairer paradise on high,

‘Where beauties rise and bloom, and never die.

“Tele
Tt

197. This do in Remembrance of Me.

1. HeRe, O my Lord, I see thee face to face ;
Here would I touch and handle things unseen;
‘Here grasp with firmer hand 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.

8. Too soon we rise; the symbols disappear;
The feast,. thongh not the love, is passed and gone ;
The bread and wine remove, but thou art here—
Nearer than ever—still my Shield and Sun.
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4. Feast after feast thus comes and pnsses by;
Yet, passing, points to the fenst above,
Giving sweet foretaste of the fes
The Lamb's great bridal feast ot‘ blms and love.

198. Night.

1. TrOU hast provided midnight's hour of peace,
Thou stretchest over us the wing of rest ;
‘With more than all a parent’s tenderness,
Foldest us sleeping to thy gentle breast.
2. Grief flies away; care quits our easy couch, -
Till wakened by thy hand, when breaks the day—
Like the lone prophet by the angel's touch—
‘We rise to tread agair our pilgrim-way.
8. God of our life! God of each day and night!
" Oh, keep us still till life’s short race is run!
Until there dawns the long, long day of light,
. That knows no night; yet needs no star nor sun.

199. The Captive Tribes.

L Aroxa the banks where Babel's current flows,
The captive bands in deep despondence strayed;
‘While Zion's fall in sad remembrance rose,
Her friends, her children, mingled with the dead.

. The tuneful harp that once with joy they strung,
When praise employed and mirth inspired the lay,
Was now in silence on the willows hung,
‘While growing grief prolonged the tedious day.
- 8. Their proud oppressors, to increase their woe,
‘With taunting smiles a song of Zion claim ;
Bid sacred praise, in strains melodious flow,
‘While they blaspheme the great Jehovah's name.
4. But how, in heathen chains, and lands unknown,
Shall Israel's bands the sacred anthems raise ?
0 hapless Salem! God's terrestrial t.hrone,
Thou land of glory, sacred mount of praise !
6. “If e'er my mem'ry lose thy lovely name,
If my cold heart neglect my kindred race,
Let dire destruction seize this guilty frame,
My hand shall perish, and my voice shall cease.”

$00. The Sabbath.

1. AGAIN the day returns of holy rest,

‘Which, when he made the vyorld, Jehovah blest;
‘When, like his own, he bade our labors cease,
And all be piety, and all be peace.

2. Let us devote this consecrated day
To Jearn his will—and all we learn obey ;

So shall he hear, when fervently we raise
Our supplications and our songs of praise.

8. Father in heaven, in whom our hopes confide,
‘Whose power defends us, and whose precepts gnido,
In life our Guardian, and in-death our Friend,
Glory supremse be thine till time shall end,

67
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201. Sabbaith.

1. Lorp of the Sabbath and its light,
I hail thy hallowed day of rest;
It is my weary soul’s delight,
The solace of my care-worn breast.
9. Its dewy morn, its glowing noon,
Its tranquil eve, its solemn night,
Pass sweetly ; but they pass too soon,
And leave me saddened at their flight.

8. Yet sweetly as they glide along,
And hallowed tho'the calm they yield,
Transporting tho’ their rapturous song,
And heavenly visions seem revealed ;

4. My soul is desolate and drear,
My silent harp untuned remaias,
Unless, ea{ Saviour, thou' art near,
To he my wounds and soothe my

5. 0! Jesus, let me ever hail
‘ Thy presence with the day of rest;

Then will thy servant never fail
To deem thy Sabbath doubly blest.

202. The Sacrifice of the Heart.
1. WHEN, as returns this solemn day,
Man comes to meet his Maker, God,
‘What rites, what honors shall he pay ?
How sprr:ﬁ his sovereign name

2. From marble domes and gilded spires
Shall curling clouds of incense rise,
And gems, and gold, and garlands, deck
The costly pomp of sacrifice ?
3. Vain, sinful man! creation’s Lord
Thy golden offerings well may spare;
_ But give thy heart, and thou shalt find

Here dwells a God who heareth prayer, .

4. O, grant us, in this solemn hour,
From earth and sin’s allurements free,
To feel thy love, to own thy power,
And raise each raptured tho't to thee

~
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203. Holy Enjoyment anticipaled.

1. ANoTHER six days’ work is done,

Another Sabbath is begun;

Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest,

Improve the day that God hath blest.

O that our thoughts and thanks may rise,

As grateful incense, to the skies,

And draw from heaven that swegt repose

‘Which none but he that feels it knows!

A heavenly calm pervades the breast,

The earnest of that glorious rest

‘Which for the church of God remains,

The end of cares, the end of pains. :

4. With joy, great God, thy works we view,
In various scenes both old and new:
‘With praise, we think on mercies past;
‘With hope, we future pleasures taste.

. In holy duties let the day,

In holy pleasures, pass away;
How sweet, a Sabbath thus to spend,
In hope of one that ne'er shall end |

B04. A Song for the opening Year.

1. GREAT God, we sing that mighty hand,
By which supported still we stand :
The opening year thy mercy shows;
Let mercy crown it till it close.  °

2. By day, by night, at home, abroad,
Btill we are guarded by our God;

‘By his continual bounty fed,
By his unerring counsel led.

3. With grateful hearts the past we own;
The future--all to us unknown—

‘We to thy guardian care commit,
And peaceful leave before thy feet.

4. In scenes exalted or depressed,

Be thou our joy, and thou our rest;
Thy ess all our hopes shall raise,
Adored through all our changing days.

. 'When death shall close our earthly songs,
And seal in silence mortal tongues,
Our Helper, God, in whom we trust,
In brighter worlds our souls shall boast.

B08. The Year crowned with Goodness.

1. ETERNAL Source of every joy,
Thy praise may well our lips employ,
‘While in thy temple we appear,

‘Whose goodness crowns the circling

year.
2. Wide as the wheels of natare roll, -
Thy bhand supports and guides the
whole;
The sun is taught by thee to rise,
And darkness when to veil the skies,

69,

3. The flowery epring, at thy command,
Embalms the air and paints the land;
The sumimer rays with vigor.shine,

To raise the corn and cheer the vine.

4. Thy hand in autumn richly poars
Through all our coasts abundaut stores;
And winters, softened by thy care,

No more a dreary aspect wear.

6. Still be the cheerful homage paid ~
- With morning light and evening shade;
Seasons, and months, and weeks, and

days,
Demand successive songs of praise.
206. A Blessing tmplored. .
1. HERE, in thy name, eternal God, -
‘We build this earthly house for thee ;
0, choose it for thy fixed abode,
- And guard it long from error free.

2. Here when thy messengers proclaim
The blesséd gospel of thy Son,
8till by the power of his great name
‘ Be mighty signs and wonders done.
3. When children’s voices raise the song,
Hosanna ! to their heavenly King,
Let heaven with earth the strain pro-
Iong; -
Hosannal let the angels sing.

4. But will, indeed, Jehovah deign
Here to abide, no trausient guest?
Here will our great Redeemer reign,
And here the Holy Spirit rest ?
5. Thy glory never hence depart;
- Yet choose not, Lord, this house alone;
Thy kingdom come to every heart;
In every bosom fix thy throne.

07, Christ, our Wisdom and our Right-
- eousness.
1. Buriep in shadows of the night,
‘We lie, till Christ restores the light ;
‘Wisdom descends to heal the blind,
And chase the darkmess of the mind.

2. Our guilty souls are drowned in tears,
Till his atoning blood appears;
Then we awake from deep distress, '
And sing the Lord, our righteousness.

3. Jesus beholds where Satan reigns,
Binding his slaves in heavy chains;
He sets the pris'ners free, and breaks
The iron bondage from our necks.

4. Poor, helpless worms in thee

" Grace, wisdom, power, and righteousness;
Thou art our mighty All ;—and we

Give our whole selves, O Lord!- to thee,
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208. Psalm xxiil.

1. THE Lord is my shepherd, he makes me repose
‘Where the pastures in beauty are growing;
He leads me afar from the world and its woes,
‘Where in peace the still waters are flowing.

2. He strengthens my spirit, he shows me the path,
‘Where the arms of his love shall enfold me ;
And when I walk through the dark valley of death,
His rod and his staff will upbold me !

209. Return to the Fold.

1. O TELL me, thou life and delight of my soul,
‘Where the flock of thy pasture are feeding ;
1 seek thy protection, I need thy control,
I would go where my Shepherd is leading.

2. O tell me the place where thy flock are at rest,
‘Where the noontide will find them reposing
The tempest now rages, my soul is di
And the pathway of peace I am losing.
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8 And why should I stray with the flocks of thy foes,

In the desert where lawless they're roving ;-

‘Where hunger and thirst, where contentions and woes,

And fierce conflicts their ruin are proving?

4,
O Shepherd of Israel, restore me that peace

Ab, when shall my woes and my wandering cease,
And the follies that fill me with weeping ?

Thou hast given to the flock thou art keeping!

5. A voice from the Shepherd now bids me return,

By the way where the foot-prints are lying ;

No longer to wander, no longer to mourn;
And homeward my spirit is flying.

CHILD OF SIN AND SORROW. Special,

e, | | o

L , Child of sin and sorrow, Fill'd with dismay,
Wait not for to-morrow, Yield thee u)dty
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Heav'nbids thee come,While yet there’s

Child of sin I.lld soarrow, Hear, and o-bey. [room,
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210. Gospel Invitation. 211. Gospel Invilation.
1. CHILD of sin and sorrow, 1. WHY that soul's commotion,
Fill'd with dismay, Trembling, oppress'd,
‘Wait not for to-morrow, Like the troubled ocean,
Yield thee to-day: Heaving its breast ?
Heaven bids thee come, Some hidden grief
Wehile yet there's room ; Demands relief, -
Child of sin and sorrow, ‘Why that soul’s commotion,
Hear and obey. Panting for rest ?
2. Child of sin and sorrow, 2. Why that soul's commotion?
Why wilt thou die? Cease from thy ain :
Come while thou canst borrow Choose the better portion ;
Help from on high : Cleanse thee within :
Grieve not "that love A fountain flows
‘Which from above, . To heal thy woes:
Child of sin and sorrow, ‘Why that soul’'s commotion?
‘Would bring thee nigh. ‘Wash and be clean.
8. Child of sin and sorrow, 3. Why that soul's commotion ?
Thy moments glide, Heaven can forgive :
Like the flitting arrow, " 'With thy heart’s devotion
Or the rushing tide; Firmly believe;
Ere time i8 o'er To-day return,
Heaven's grace implore, And cease to mourn.
Child of sin and sorrow, ‘Why that soul’s commotion ?
In Christ confide. Oh turn and live!
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2123. Ohrist a sympathizing Priest.

1. WHEN gathering clouds around I view,
And days are dark, and friends are few,
On him I lean, who not in vam
Experienced every human pain:

He feels my griefs, he sees my fears,
And counts and treasures up my tears.

3. If aught should tempt my soul to stray
From heavenly wisdom’s narrow way,
To fly the good I would pursus,

Or do the ill I would not do;
8till he who felt temptation’s power
Shall guard me in that dangerous hour.

3. When vexing thoughts within me rise,
And, sore dismay'd, my spirit dies ;
Then he who once vouchsafed to bear
The sick'ning anguish of despair,

Shall sweetly soothe, shall gently' dry,
The throbbmg heart, the metmmg eye.

4. When sorrowing o'er some stone I bend,
‘Which covers all that was a friend,
And from his voiee, his hand, his smile,
Divides me for a little while ;

Thou, Saviour, seest the tears I shed,
For thou didst weep o'er Laz'rus dead.

. And Qh! when I have safely past.-
Through every conflict but the.last;
Still, still unchanging watch beside
My bed of death ; for thou hast died -
Then point to renlms of endless day,
And wipe the latest tear away.

213. Poanting after God.

1. As panting in the sultry beam, .
The hart desires the eoohug stream,
So to thy presence, Lord, I fles,
So]ongsmysoul,OGod,ﬁn'thee
Athirst to taste thy living grace

-And see thy glory face to e,
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2. h waves of sorrow o’er me roll,
A& troubles overwhelm my soul,
For many an evil voice is pear,

. To chide my woe, and mock my fear;
And silent memory weeps alone,
O'er hours of peace, and giadness flown.

3. For I have walked the happy round,
That circles Zion's holy ground;
-And gladly swelled the choral layl,
'l'bat hymn’tl my great  Redeemer’s

Wh&t ume the hallowed arch along,
Responsive swelled the solemn song.

4 Ab, why by passing clouds oppreased,
Should rising thoughts distract
* breast;
Turn, turn to him in every pain,
‘Whom never snppllant sought in vain:
'.l‘hy strength in joy’s ecstatic day,
Thy hope when joy has passed away.

814. 4 aympalhmug Saviour.

1. As oft with worn and feet,
We tread earth’s rugged valley o’er,
The thought how comforting and sweet,
Christ trod this very path before;
Our wants and weaknesses he knows,
From life’s first dawning till its close.
l. Do sickness, foebleness, or pain,
" Or sorrow in our path appear;
The recollection will remain,
More deeply did he suffer here,
His life how truly sad and brief, -
- Fill'd up with suffering and with grief

3. If Satan tempt our hearts to stray,
And whisper evil things within,
8o did he in the desert way,
Assail our Lord with thoughts of sin;
‘When worn, and in a feehle hour,
The tempter came with all his powu'.

4. Just such as I, this earth he trod,

With every human ill but &in;
And, tho indeed the very God,
A.slamnow, 80 he has been:

i‘Stviour, look on me
‘J;ﬂt pity, love, and sympathy.
B18.  Oontrition at the Orose.

“*[For this hymn repeat the last stratn.]

1 l‘mﬂow,myhu-nltheesusemgreat-
This. tribute.claimean injwred Friend ;

78

One whom I long pursued with hate,
‘While he would love me to the end :
When justice frowned above my head,
And death its terrors round me spread,
He interposed the wounds he bore,
And bade me live to die no more.

2. Fast flow, my tears! yet faster flow!

Streams copious as yon purple tide :
‘Who was't that gave the deadly blow ?
"Who nr;gied?the hand that pierced hm
side
My soul! thy victim here behold,
What pangs, what agonies unfold,
‘While justice, armed with power divine,
Pours on his head what's (foe to thine!

3. Fast and yet faster flow my tears!
Now break this heart, and drown
these eyes ;—
His vmge marred toward heaven he

And, pleading for his murderers,
dies!
My grief no measure knows, nor end,
Till he appears, the sinner's Friend,
And gives me, in some hsppy hour,
To foel the risen Saviour’s power.

218. OmnmandOnucpraeman
Psaim cxxxix.

1. SEARCHER of hearts, to thee are known
The inmost secrets of my breast ;
At homey abroad, in erowds, alone,
My rising hours, my peaceful rest,
My thongbts off through every

Thine dl-dmermng eye surveys.

2. How from thy presence should I.go, -
_ Or whither from thy Spirit flee ;
Since all above, around, below,
~ Exist in thine immensity ;
- If up to heaven I climb my way,
I meet Thee in eternal day.

3.Seamh me, O God, and know my
heart ;
Try me, my ' secret soul survey :
Oh! warn thy servant to depart
From every false and treach’rous

’ way;
And guide me by thy watchful eye
.. .Ta life ud immortality.
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7. Praises of Heaven. Q1S. - Star of Bethlehem.
1. Harx! how the choral song of heaven L Wg: mlal;dhz;th] °E Enigt d hgl{, gky_n'
Swells full of peace and joy above; : ' -
strike “thei d One star alone of all the train
Hask h::p:, they e their golden Can fix the sinner's wandering eye.
And raise the tuneful notes of love. | 2. Hark, hark! to God the chorus breaks,

2. No anxious care nor thrilling grief,
No deep despair, nor gloomy woe
They feel, when high their lofty strains
" In noblest, sweetest concord flow.

8. When shall we join the heavenly host,
‘Who sing Immanuel’s praise on high,
And leave behind our doubts and fears,
To swell the chorus of the sky ?

4. 01 come, thou rapture-bringing morn,
wAnd usher in ttI:le joyful day;
© long to see thy rising sun
Drive all thess clouds of grief away.

From every host, from every gem;
But one alone the Saviour speaks, -
It is the Star of Bethlehem.

3. Once on the raging seas I rode,
The storm was loud—the night was

. dark— :
The ocean yawn'd—and rudely blow’d
The wind that toss'd my lering
bark.

4. Deep horror then my vitals froze ; !
Death-struck, I ceased the tide to
stem;

‘When suddenlr a star arose,
It was the.Star of Bethlehem. .
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5. It was my guide, my light, my all,
It bade my dark foreboding cease; °
And thro’ the storm and danger’s thrall
It led me to the port of peace.
6. Now safely moored—my -perils o'er, _ .
I'll sing, first in night's diadem,
For ever and for evermore,
The Star, the Star of Bethlehem!

B19. Tempiation; or, Safely in the
Storm.,

1. THE billows swell, the winds are high,
Clouds.overcast my wintry sky;
Out of the depths to thee I call, )
My fears are great, my strength is small.
2. O Lord, the pilot’s pait perform,
And guide and guard me through the
storm ! :
Defend me from each threatening ill,

Control the waves—say, “ Peace—be| "

still I”
8. Amidst the roaring of the sea, -
My soul still hangs her hopes on thee ;
- Tby constant love, thy faithfil care, -
Is all that saves me from despair.

4. Dangers of every shape and name
Attend the followers of the Lamb,
‘Who leave the world’s deceitful shore,
And leave it to return no more.

5. Though tempest-tossed and half a wreck,
My Saviour through the.floods I seek, -
Let nejther winds, nor stormy rain,
Force back my shattered bark again.

230. Grace and Qlory.

1. Te’ Almighty reigns, exalted high
Q'er all the earth, o’er all the sky;
Though "clouds and darkness vail his

toet, : s
_His dwelling is the mercy-seat. '

2. O ye that love his holy name,

Hate every work of sin and shame:
He guards the souls of all his friends,
And from the snares of helldefends. .

3. Immortal light, and joys unknown,

- Are for the saints in darkness sown ;
Those glorious seeds shall spring and

. Tise,
And the bright harvest bless our eyes.

. % Rejoice, ye righteous, and record .
Thb sacred honors of the Lord ;
None but the soul that feels his grace
Can triumph in his holiness, -~ - :

5.
991. The Great Commission.

1. “Go, preach my gospel,” saith the Lord,

“Bid the whole earth my grace re-
ceive; A

He shall be saved that trusts my word,

And he condemned who'll not believe.

2. “I'll make . your great -commission
known;
And ye shall prove my gospel true, -
By all the works that I have done,
* "By all the wonders ye shall do.

3. “Teach all the nations my commands; .
I'm with you till the world shall end ;
All power is trusted in my bands;
. I can destroy and I defend.”
4. He spake, and light shone round his
head ; )
Ona br’ight cloud to heaven he rode:
'l'helv1 to the farthest nations spread
The grace of their ascended God.

222. Divine Power supplicated.
1. ARM of the Lord, awake, awake; -
Put on thy strength, the nations shake;

Now Jet the world, adoring, see
- Triumphs of 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. Almighty God, thy grace proclaim
.Through every clime, of every name;
Let adverse powers before thee fall,
And crown the Saviour Lord of all.

298, Universal Reign of Christ.

1. GREAT God, whose universal sway
The known and unknown worlds otey,
Now give the kingdom to thy Son;

-~ Extend his power, exalt his throne,

2. As rain on meadows newly mown,
So shall he send his influence down ;
His grace on fainting. souls distills,
Like heavenly dew on "thirsty hills.

3. The heathen lands that lie beneath
The shades of overspreading death,
Revive at his first dawning light,
And deserts blossom at the sight.

4. The saints shall flourish in his days,
" Dressed in the robes of joy and praise;

Peace, like a river; from his throne,

Shall flow to nations-yet unknowun.
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* See also Zn;n, on the oposite page.

234, Heaven Anticipated.

1. THERE is an hour of peaceful rest
" To mourning wand'rers given;
There is & joy for souls distressed,
A balm for every wounded breast,
'Tis found above in heaven.

4. There is a home for weary souls,
By sin and sorrow driven ;
‘When tossed on life's tempest'ous shoals,
‘Where storms arise and ocean rolls,
And all is drear but heaven.

8. There faith lits up her cheerful eye,
To brighter prospects given; -
And views the tempest . puamg by,
The evening shadows quickly
And all gerene in heaven. .
4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom ;
And joys supreme are given; .
- There.rays divine disperse the gloom?;
Beyond the oqnﬁues of the tomb ..
> 4pRaegs the dawp, of heaven, _ :

2

22S5.  Incilements to Praise.
1. Go, tune thy voice to sacred song,

Exert thy noblest powers; -
Go, mingle with the choral throng,
The Saviour's é) ises to prolong,

Amid life's eetmg hours.

2. 0 hast thou felt a Saviour's love,

That flame of heavenly birth ? .
Then let thy strains melodicus prove,
‘With raptures soaring far above .

The trifting toys of earth.

3. Hast found the pearl of price unknown

That cost a Saviour's blood ? .-
Heir of a bright celestial crewn E
That sparkles round th’ eternal throne,

O ging the praise of God.

4. Smxol'thelambthatoneewass]un,

That man might be forgiven ;

Sirig how He broke death’s bars in twain,
.. Ascending high irl biss to reign, -

The God of'ea.rth and heavenl -

v
(SRS
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5. -Begin on earth the notes of praise, = |227. God is Love.
“ Glory to God on high!” 1. T1s sweet when cloudless suns arise,
Sing through the remnant of thy days, As through the vale we move,
At death the song of vict'ry raise, But O, more sweet to recognize
And soar beyond the sky. Through dreary nights-and starless skies
: The smiles of heavenly love.
236 y Joys on Karih 2. T hail tho breeze that soft and clear
1. O=! say no more, there's nothing true ‘Watfts influence from above,
But the bright sceres of heaven! But chief the storm dehghwd hear,

There'’s truth. in mercy's cheering page; Which breathes o'er faitl’s attentive
Directing youth, consoling age,
Declaring

sin forgiven. The whisperlng voicé of love.
2. Ohl say nomorethere’snaughtbutheav’n | 3, When health umgoratm the frame
That's calm, or true, or bright; - Let joy the bliss improves;

Bright are the beams the Saviour sheds, [ But torturing pain aiid fever's fiame,
The radiance that the gospel spreads, With teaching power alike proclaim

Amid this realm of night. “The tender hand of love. .
8. Tho' loud the blast, tho' dark the day, |4. Thou canst not weep, frail child of clay,
‘We oft have peace at even: -Bach blessings taught to prove,
And if we here have such delight, ) Each cloud that dims thy upward way,
In objects not unknown to sight, . Sliall- more endear the.glorious dq

How calm; how bright is hesven! Thstgﬂ&&bmm LA
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238, Conrition.

-1, O THOU, whose tender mercy hears
Contrition’s humble sigh;

‘Whose hand, indulgent, wipes the tears
From sorrow’s weeping eye;

2. See low before thy throne of grace
A wretched wand’rer mourn:

- Hast thou not bid me seek thy face ?
Hast thou not said *‘ Return ?”

8. And shall my guilty fears prevail
To drive me from thy feet ?
Oh let not this dear refuge fail,
This only safe retreat!

4. Absent from thee, my Guide, my Light,
‘Without one cheering ray,
Thro’ dangers, fears, and gloomy night,
" How desolate my way!

6. Oh shine on this benighted heart,
With beams of mercy shine!
And let thy healing voice impart
A taste of joys divine,

220, Hope in Afflictions.

1. WHEX musing sorrow weeps the past,
And mourns the present pain;
How sweet to think of peace at last,
And feel that death is gain!

2. 'Tis not that murm’ring thoughts arise,
And dread a Father's will;
"Tis not that meek submission flies,
And would not suffer still

3. It is that heaven-taught faith surveys
The path to realms of light;
And longs her eagle plumes to raise,
And lose herself in sight.

4. It is that hope with ardor glows,
To see him face to face,
‘Whose dying love no language knows
Sufficient art to trace.

6. It is that harassed conscience feels
The pangs of struggling sin ;
Sees, though afar, the hand that heals,”
 And ends her war within.

6. Oh! let me wing my hallowed flight
From earth-born woe and care:
And soar beyond these realms of night,
My Saviour's bliss to share, :

230. God Al in AR

' |1. MY God, my portion, and my love,
all,

My everlasting
I've none but thee in heaven above,
Or on this earthly ball,
2. How vain a toy is glittering wealth,
If once compared to thee|
Or what's my safety, or my health,
Or all my friends, to me?

3. Were I possessor of the earth,
And called the stars my own;
‘Without thy graces, and th;
: I were & wretch undone.

- s
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4. Let others stretch their arms like seas,
" And grasp in all the shore;
Grant me the visits of thy grace,
And I desire no more.

B31. Trusting God in oid Age.
1 My God, my everlasting hope,
I live upon thy truth;

Thy hands have held my childhood up,
And strengthened all my youth,

2. 8till has my life new wonders seen,
Repeated every year;
Behold, my days that yet remain,
I trust them to thy care.

3. Cast me not off when strength declines,
‘When hoary hairs arise ;
_ And round me let thy glory shine,
‘Whene'er thy servant dies.

4. Then, in the hmtory of my age,
. ‘When men review my days,
They'll read thy love in every page,

In every line thy praise,
B89. Sustaining Grace in old Age im-
plored.

1. Gob of my childhood and my youth,
The Guide of all my days,
I have declared thy heavenly truth,
And told thy wondrous ways,

2. Wilt thou forsake my hoary hairs,
" And leave my fainting heart ?
‘Who shall sustain my sinking years,
If God, my strength, depart?

3. Let me thy power and truth proclaim
Before the rising age,
And leave a savor of thy name
When I shall quit the stage.

4 'l'he land of silence.and of death
Attends my next remove ;
O, may these poor remains of breath
Teach all the world thy love.

983. Adoption.

1. MY God, my Father, blissful name!
"0, may I call thee mine?
llay I with sweet assurance claim
A portion so divine?

2. This only can my fears control,
And bid my sorrows fly:

79

‘What harm can ever reach my soul,
Beneath my Father's eye?

3. Whate'er thy providence denies,
I cheerfully

y resign;
Lord, thou art good, and just, and wise,
I yleld my will to thine,

4. Whate'er thy sacred will ordains,
Still give me strength to bear:
Let me but know my Father reigns,
I'll trust his tender care.

234. Pardoning Love.
17 How: oft, alas! this wretched heart
Has wandered from the Lord !
How oft my roving thoughts deput,
Forgetful of his word !

2. Yet sovereign mercy calls * Batnrn i
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 ?

4. Thy pardoning love, so free, so sweet,
" Blest Saviour, I adore;
O keep me at thy sacred fegt,
And let me rove no more.

238. Prayer for Direction.

1. O THAT the Lord would guide my ways
To keep his statutes still !
O that my God would grant me grace
To know and do his will!

2. O,.send thy Spirit down, to write
Thy law upon my heart ;
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,
Nor act the liar’s part.

3. From vanity turn off my ejes:
Let no corrupt design,
Nor covetous desire, arise
‘Within this soul of mino.

4. Direct my footsteps by thy word,
And make my heart sincere;
Let gin have no domlmon, Lord,
But keep my oonsclenoe clear.

5. Make me to walk in thy commands:
'Tis a delightful road—
Nor let my head, nor henrt, nor hands
Offend against my God.
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236.
. Faint not, Christian! though the road, -

s

6.

Leading to thy blest abode,
Darksome be, and dangerous too,
Christ thy Guide will bring thee through.

Faint not, Christian]though in rage

- 8atan would thy soul engage,

Gird on faith's anointed shield,
Bear it to the battle-field.

., Faint not, Christian ! though the world

Has its hostile flag unfarled;
Hold the cross of Jesus fast,
Thou shalt overcome at last.

. Faint not, Christian! though within,

There’s a heart so prone to sin;
Christ the Lord is over all,
He 'l not suffer thee to fall

. Faint not, Christian! though thy God

Smite thee with his chastening rod ;
Smite he must, with father’s care,
That he may his love declare.

Faint not, Christian! Jesus near,
Soon in glory he 1l appear;

‘ And his love will then beltow

Power over every foe.

1. Faint not, Chnshan! look on high,

237.

See the harpers in the sky ;
Patient wait, and thou wilt join—
Chant with them of love divine. :

The Reign of Christ,

1, HasTEX, Lord ! the glorious time,
‘When, beneath Messiah’s sway,
Every nation, every clime,
Shall the gospel-call obey.

2. Mightiest kings his power shall own, .
Heathen tribes his name adore;
Satan and his host, o’erthrown,
Bound in chains, shall hurt no more.

3. Then shall wars and tumulis
Then be banished grief and pain;
Blghveousness, and joy, and peace,
Undisturbed shall ever reign.

4. Blees we, then, our gracious Lord ;
Ever praise his glorious name; -

All his mighty acts record;
All his wondrous love procl&im

The Fight of Faith.

1. MucH in sorrow, oft in woe, .o
Onward, Christians, onward go, '
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¥ight the fight, and worn with strife,
- - Steep with tears the bread of life, -
2. Onward, Christians, onward go,
Join the war and face the foe,
Faint not; mueh doth yet remain,

Dreary is the long campaign.

8. Sbrink not Chritins, wil yo yleld?

Will ye quit the painful fiel
Onward till your feet shall stand
Firm within the promised land.

239. Redeeming Love.-

1. Now begin the heavenly theme;
Sing aloud in Jesus’ name ; ’
Yeé who his salvation prove,
Triumph in redeeming love,

2. Ye who see the Father's grace

. .. Beaming in the S8aviour’s face,
As to Canaan on ye move,
Praise and bless redeeming love.

8. Mourning souls, dry up your. tears;
Banish all your guilty fears;
See your guilt and curse remove,
Cancel'd by redeeming love.

4. Welcome, all by sin oppressed,
Welcome to his sacred rest; *
Nothing brought him from above,
Nothing but redeeming love.

5. Hither, then, your music bring;
Strike aloud each cheerful string ;
Mortals, join the host above—
Join to praise redeeming love.

240. Thanksgiving.

1. BWELL the anthem, raise the song;-
Praises to our God belong;
Baints and angels join to sing
Praises to the heavenly King.

2. Blessings from his liberal hand
klow around this happy land:
Kept by him no foes annoy, . .
Peace and freedom we enjoy.

8. Here, beneath a virtuous sway,
May we cheerfully obey—
Never fee] 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 so!

And the grateful notes ng.

241. Ps. 117, -

| 1. A ye nations, praise the Lord,

- All ye lands, your voices raise; .
Heaven and earth with loud acco!
Praise the Lord, for ever praise.

8. For his trath and mercy stand,
- Past, and present, and to be,
Like the years of his right hand,
Like his own eternity. o

8. Praise him, ye who know his love,
Praigse him from the depths beneath;
Praise him in the heights above :
Praise your Maker, all that breathe,

242.  The Messengers of God. .

1. Go, ye messengers of God;
Like the beams of morning, fly;
Take the wonder-working rod ;
‘Wave the banner-cross on high.

2. Go to many a tropic isle,
In the bosom of the deep, -
‘Where the skies for ever smile,
And th’ oppressed for ever weep,

3. O'er the pagan’s night of care
Pour the living light of heaven;
Chase away his wild despair;
Bid him hope to be forgiven.

4. Where the golden gates of day
Open on the palmy east,
There the Saviour's cross display, -.
Spread the gospel's richest feast.

243. Christ coming to save his People.

1. HArRK-~that shout of rapturous-joy, .
Bursting forth from yonder cloud:

Jeans comes, and through the sky,
Angoels tell their joy aloud.

2. Hark! the trumpet's awful voiee R
Sounds abroad through sea and landg
Let his people now rejoice,
Their rédemption is at band.

3. See! the Lord appears in view;
Heaven and earth before him fly; -
Rise, ye saints! he comes for yotw
Rise, to meet him in the sky.

4. Go and dwell with him above,
ere no foe can e’er molest ;
Happy in the Saviour’s love,
Ever blessing. ever blest. -
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B44. Encouragement to Praygr. Fill our hearts with thy rich grace;
1. Coxe, my soul, thy suit pre - Tune our lips to ging thy praise.
-Jesus loves to answer prayer; 3. In thine own appointed way, .
He himself has bid thee pray, Now we seek thee; here we stay;
Therefore will not say thee nay. Lord, from hence we would not g0,
2. Thou art coming to a King, Txll a blessmg thou bestow.

Large petitions with thee bring ; .
For his and power are auc’h, 4. Comforl; those who weep and mourn ;

Let the time of joy return;
None can ever ask too much. Those that are cast down Lt up;

3. With my burden I begin, N Make them strong in faith and hope.
Lord, remove this load of sin; T
Let thy blood, for sinners spilt, 5. %rlaezt:l&td allu;:r:{n Z?;kk?:g.ﬁnd
Bet my conscience freo from guil Heal the sick; the captive free; -

4. Lord! I come to thee for rest, S Let us all rejoice in thee.
‘Take possession of my breast ; :

There thy blood-bought right mmntun, 246. - ‘m Good- Shepherd.

And without a rival reigun. _
1. To thy pastures fair and
5 Show me what I have to do, Heavenly Shepherd, lead thy charge, °

Every hour my strength renew; :
Let me live a life of faith, T :AMx:g E{a so;(:‘h,':gth tenderest care,
Let me die thy people’s déath. © BPringing grass prepare.
. : 2. When I faint with summer’s heat,
245. A Blessing humbly requested. Thou shalt guide my weary feet
1. Lorp before thee now: - To the streams that, still and slow,
At th’yv?ge(::o\?vl: hul‘x)xrlfly bow ?w’ Through the verdant meadows flow.
O do not our suit disdain, y
P . |3. Safe the dreary vale I tread,
Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain? By the shades of death o‘ers,pread,
2. Lord, on thee our souls depend; - ‘With thy rod and staff supplied,

In compassion now descend; | This my guard, and that my guide.-
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4. Congant to my latest end,
Than my footsteps shalt attend ;
And shalt bid thy hallowed dome
¥ield me an eternal home,

247.
1. Sorr and holy is the place - ‘

The Sanctuary.

Where the light that beams from

heaven .
Shows the Saviour's smiling face,
‘With the joy of sin forgiven.

2. There, with one accord we meet,
All the wards of life to hear;
Bending low at Jesus’ feet,
‘Worshiping with godly fear.

3. Let the world and all its cares
Now retire from every bmast
Let the tempter and his snares
Cease to hinder or molest.

4. Precious Sabbath of the Lord,
Fairest typo of heaven above!
Purest joy thy scenes afford
To the he.rt that’s tuned to love.

348. Welcoming the Cross.

1, 'T1s my bappiness below, :
Not to live without the cross;

But the Saviour’s power. to know,
Sanc’cifying every loss.

2. Trials must and will befull; -os
But, with humble faith 1o 5601
Love inscribed upon them all, * .
This is lmppmess to me.. ’

3. Trials make the promise xweet,
Trials give new life tb-prayer;
Trials bring me to his féet,— -
Lay me low, and keep me there.

249. The Three Mouniaina,

1. WHEX on Sinai's top I see
‘God descend in majesty,
To proclaim his holy law,
All my spirit sinks with awe.

2. When in ecstasy sublime,
Tabor's glorious steep I climb,
At the too transporting light
Darkness rushes o'er my sight.

3. When on Calvary I rest—
" God, in flesh made manifest,
Shines in my Redeemer's face,
Full of beauty, truth, and grace,-

4. Here I would for ever stay,
‘Weép and gaze my soul away;
Thou art heaven on earth to me,
Lovely, mournful Calvary.
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250. Constant Devotion.

1. BLEss ye the Lord in solemn rite,
With pure devotion’s flame;
Praise ye the Lord with songs by night,
By day rehearse his name.

2. Lift up your hands amid the place
Where God reveals his love,
And seals the trophies of his grace
For brighter realms above.

3. From Zion, from his holy hill,
The Lord our Maker send
The saving knowledge of his will,
To earth’s remotest end.

351. The Gospel Trumpet,

1. LeT -every mortal ear attend,
And every heart rejoice ;
The trumpet of the gospel sounds,
‘With an inviting voice,

2. Ho! all ye hungry, starving souls,
That foed upon the wind,
And vainly strive with earthly toils
To fill th' immortal mind,—

8, Eternal wisdom has prepared
A soul-reviving feast, .
And bids your longmg appetites
The rich provision taste.

4. Ho! ye that pant for living streams,
nd pine away and die—
Here you may quench your raging thu-at,
With springs that never die.

b. Rivers-of love and mercy here,
_ In arich ocean joing
Salvation ip abundance flows,

Like floods of milk and wine,

6. The happy gates of gospel grace
Stand open night and day ;
Lord—we are come to geek supplies, °
And drive our wants away. -

252, Saints in the Hands of Christ.

1 FirX as the earth thy gospel stands, -
My Lord, my hope, my trust;
If T am found in Jesus' hands, -
My soul can ne'er be loat.

- | 2. His honor is engaged to save

The meanest of his sheep;
All, whom his heavenly Father gave,
His hands securely keep.

3. Nor death, nor hell shall e’er rembee
His favorites from his breast;
In the dear bosom of his Jove
ast for ever rest.-




OCRURCH" MELODIES,

~ATER O M,

BrEs et

| ‘
1. How sweet, how heavenly is. - the sught,When those that love the- Lord

W. B. Bravnurr.

Ll g

- $.8) ke 47 P
\ AR R 1

L o e

[N
AN ]

ay - oth er’s peaoe de.- light, And thus

ST EaTe o

ful - fll his word.

one
. /‘ . ..
gj %_) s Eop L irEP e,
o — S S B N -
c—pt—— 1 sg— o = o
- i -
253. Brol]wrly Love. " 'While gentiles to his standard crowd,
1 H%vvvh swoeet, how heavenly is the sight, And bow beforo his throne ? .
en those that love the Lord : - 2oreE
In one another’s peace delight, 4 Arg:;ﬁ?hgggm :fe?l;nvint:) 4goes,
And thus fulfill his word! To the dominion of thy Son, '
2. When each can foel his brother's eigh, With all their millions given?
And with him bear a part; .
‘When sorl'!':‘v;xv.o ﬂovl:s Trom eye to eye, 5. mﬁt&:ﬁ; mor:h to south,
4And joy from heart to heart! The world, through all its nations, shout
3. When, free from envy, scorn, and pride, Hosannas to the Lord.
Our wishes all above,

Each can his brother's failings hide, -
And show a brother’s love!

4. Love is the golden chain that binds
The happy souls above ;
" And he’s an heir of heaven that finds
His bosom glow with love,

D54. Prayer for the Kingdom of Christ.
1. FATHER! i8 not ;l:iy promise pledged
To thine exal
That, through the natwns of the earth,
Thy word of life shall run 7

2. % Ask, and I'll give the heathen lands
For thine inheritance, ~

= -And, $o the world’s remotest shores,
‘Thine empire shall advance,”

8. Hast thou not said, tho blinded J’ewu
Shall their Redebdmier own, -

288. Regeneration by the Spirit.

1. Not all the outward forms on earth,
Nor rites that God has given,
Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth,
Can raise g soul to heaven.

2. The sovereign will of God alone
Creates us heirs of grace,
Born in the image of his Son, -

A new, peculiar race.

3. The Spirit, like Some heavenly wml, o
Breathes on the sons of flesh;
Creates anew the carnal mind, = -
And tbrms the man afrésh. i

-

4 Our quickened souls awake and rise
From the long sleep of death:
On heavenly things we fix our eyes,
~And praise’ émploys our breatl. -
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And letmy nightly wor-shxp riso, Sweet as the evening sac - n ﬂce.

286. Christian Watchfulness.—A Morn-
ing Psalm.

1. My God! accept my early vows,
Like morning incense in thy house;
And let my nightly worship rise,
Sweel as the evening sacrifice.

2. Watcﬁ oler my lips, and guard them,
- - Lord! S :

From every rash and heedless word ;
Nor let my feet incline to tread
The guilty path where sinners lead.

3. Oh! may the righteous, when I stray,
Smite, and reprove my wandering way ;
Their gentle words, like ointment shed,
Shall never bruise, but cheer my head.

4. When I behold them pressed with grief,
I'll ery to heaven for their relief;
And, by my warm petitions, prove
HoW much I prize their faithful love,

. @57, The Siriving of the Spirik

1. SAY, sinper, hath a voice within,
Oft whispered to thy secret soul,
Urged thee to leave the ways of sin,
And yield thy heart to God’s control ?

2. Hath something met thee in the path
Of worldliness and vanity,
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And pointed to the coming wrath,
And warned thee from that wrathto
flee ?

3, Sinner, it was a heavenly voice,
It was the Spirit's gracious call,
It bade thee make the better choice,
" And haste to seek in Christ thine all.

4. Spurn not the call to life and light;
Regard in time the warning kmd
That call thou may’st not always shght,
And yet the gate of mercy find, . .

5. God's Spirit will not always strive,
‘'With hardened, self-destroying man;

Ye, who persist his love to grieve,

May never hear his voice again.

6. Sinner—perhaps this very day
Thy last accepted time may be;
Oh, shouldst thou grieve him now away,
Then hope may never beam on thee,

288, The Church, the Palace of God.

1. HaPPY the church, thou sacred place,
The seat of thy Creator's grace !
Thy holy courts are his abode,
Thou earthly palace of our God!

2, Thy walls are strength; and at thy gates
A guard of heavenly warriors waits ;
Nor shall thy deep foundation move,
Fixed on his counsels and his love,
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8. Thy fves in vain desagns engage—
Against thy throne in vain they 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 ﬂeetmg 1eoments run, .
On us he sheds new beams of grace,
And we reflect his brightest praise.

359. God, the Portion of the Soul.
L. FaR from thy fold, O God! my feet’
Once moved in error's devious maze;
Nor found religious duties sweet, -
Nor sought thy face, nor -loveﬂ thy
ways.
2. With tenderest voice thou baii‘st me'ﬁee.
The- paths, which' thour couldst ne'er
approve ;
And gently drew my soul to thee,
With cords of aweet, eternal love.

8. Now to thy footstool, Lord ! I fly,
And low in self-abasement fall ;
A vile, a helpless worm, am I,
And thou, my God! art all'in all.

4. Dearer—far dearer to my heart, :
Than all the joys.that earth-can give;
From' fame, | ﬁ'om wealth, from frlends I’ll

“part,
Beneath th? éountenanoe to hve.

260. Mot ashamed of chm[ .
1. At thy command, our dearest Lord !
Here we attend thy dying feast ;
Thy blood, like wine, adorns thy board,
: -And thine own flesh feeds every guest.

2. Our faith adores thy bleeding.love,
And trusts for life in One who died ;

., 'We hope for heavenly crowns above,
From 8 Redeemer crucified.

8 Lat the vain world pronounce it shame,

. " And cast their scandals on thy cause;
We cpme to boast our Saviour’s name,

- .And make our triumphs in his cross.

261. Original and actual Sin confessed.
l. Lorp, 1 am vile, conceived in sin,
And born unholy and unclean;
Sprung from the man, whose guilty fall
Cotrupts the race, sud tamta us all,
2. Soon as we draw our mfant bre!th,.
The seeds of sin grow up for death :
" Thy law déemands a perfect heart;

-
3

.

" But we're defiled in every part.

87

3. Behold, I fall before thy face;
My only refuge is thy grace:
No outward forms can make me clean, -
The leprosy-lies deep within.

4. No bleeding bird, nor bleeding beast,
Nor:hyssop branch, nor sprinkling priest,
Nor running brook, nor flood, nor sea,

" Can wash the dismal stain away.

5. Jesus, my God, thy blood alone

- Hath power sufficient to atone :
Thy blood can make me white as snow ;
No Jewmh types can cleanse me 80,

269. mAltarandﬂwSchooL

1 Wm driven by oppressxou s rod,

Qur fathers fled beyond the sea,

Their care was first to honor God,
And next to leave their children free,

2. Above the forest’s gloomy shade,
The altar and the school appeared
On that the gifts of faith were laid,
- On this their precious hopes were
reared. . .

3. The altar and the school still stand,
The sacred pillars of our trust;
And freedom’s sons shall fill the land,
While we are sleeping in the dust.

4, Before thine altar, Lord, we bend,
‘With grateful song and fervent prayer;
For Thou, who wast our fathers’ Friend,
‘Wilt make their offspring still thy care,

263. Meckness.

1. HAPPY the meek whose gentle breast,

Clear as the summer’s evening ray,
Calm as the regions of the blest,
Enjoys on earth celestial day.

2. His heart no broken friendships sting,

No storms his peaceful tent invade ;

He rests beneath th’Almighty’s wing,
Hostile to none, of none aﬁmd

3. Spirit of grace, all meek and mild !
Inspire our breasts, our souls possess:

Repel each passion rude and wild,

And bless us as we aim to bless.

Doxology.
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow;
Praise him, all creatures here below !
Praise him above, ye heavenly host! -
| Praise Father, Son, and Holy-Ghoat.
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264.  Gods Glory in Creation.
1. Te® heavens declare thy glory, Lord |
In every star thy wisdom shines;
But when our eyes behold thy word,
‘We read thy name in fairer lines;

2. The rolling sun, the changing light,

And night and day thy power confess;
But the blest volume thou hast writ

Reveals thy justice and thy grace.

3. Sun, moon, and stars convey thy praise
Reound the whole earth,and neverstand;
So when thy truth began its race,
It touched and glanced on every land.

4. Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest
Till thro’ the world thy truth has run;
Till Christ has all the pations blessed
That see'the light, orfeel the sun.~" -

5. Great Sun of Righteousness, arise;
Bless the dark world with heav'nly light;
Thy gospel makes the simple wise, .
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right,

’| 6. Thy noblest wonders here we view

Tn =ouls renewed, and sins forgiven; -
Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew,
And make thy word my guide to heaven.

B68. Commission lo the Geniiles,

1. Go—messenger of peace and love !
To nations plunged in shades of night;
Like angels sent am flelds above,
Be thine ta shed celestial Light.

2. Go, to the hungry food impart; ~

To ‘paths of peace the ‘wanderer guide,
And lead the thirsty, panting heart,

‘Where-streams of Kiving waters glide,
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8. 3%, bid the bright and morning star,
- From Bethlehem's plains, resplendent
’ shine, ’ .
And, piercing through the gloom afar,
Shed heavenly light and love divine.

4. To India's various castes, proclaim
The gospel’s soft, but powerful voice ;
- And; at the blest Redeemer’s’ _Dame,
Let ocean’s lonely isles rejoice.

5. From north to Routh, from east to west,
Messiah yet shall reign supreme ;
His name, by every tongue confessed,—
_His praise—the universal theme.

' 266. Warning against Delay.

1. CoMg, let our voices join to raise
A sacred song of solemn praise;
- God i8: a sovereign ng,—mheame
" His honors in exalbed verse. :

2. Come, let our sou]s address the Lord,
‘Who framed our natures with his word ;

. He is gur Shepherd;—we the sheep,
His mercy chose, his pastures keep.

3. Come, let us hear his voice to-day;
The counsels of his love obey;

.. Nor let our hardened hearts renew
The sins and plagues that Israel knew.

4. Look back, my soul, with holy dread,
And view those ancient rebels dead :
Attend the offered grace to-day,

Nor lose the blessing by delay.

5. Seize the kind promige while it waits,
And march to Zion's heavenly gates
Believe,—and take the promised rest
Obey,—and be for ever blest.

267, The Blessings of the new Covenant.

1. Gon, in the gospel of his Son,
Makes his eternal counsels known,
‘Where love in all its glory shines, .
And truth is drawn in fairest lines.

2. Here'sinners of an humble frame
May taste his grace, and learn his ndme;
May read, in characters of blood,
The wmdom, power, and grace of Ged.

8. Here, faith reveals, to mortal eyes,
A r world beyond the skies ;
I.lere, shmee the hgbt whieh gmdes our

Fromemwndmofendlusday

4.Oh! grant us grace, almighty Lord{
To read and mark thy holy word,
Its truths with meekness to receive,
And by its holy precepts live.

8. May this blest volume ever lie
Close to my heart, and near mine eye,—
Till life’s last hour, my soul engage, -
And be my chosen heritage.

268. Salvation through Christ,

1. Now, to the power of God supreme,
Be everlasting honors given ;
He saves from hell —we bless his name,—
He calls our wandering feet to heaven.

2. Not for our duties, or deserts, .
But of his own abounding grace,
He works salvation in our hearts,
And forms a people for his praise.

3. "Twas his own purpose, that begun

To rescue rebels, doomed to die;

He gave us grace in Christ his Son,
Before he spread the starry sky.

4, Jesus, the Lord, appears at last,
And

makes his Father's counsels
. known ;
Declares the great transaction past,
Aad brings immortal blessings down.

5. He dies,—and, in that dreadful night,
Did all the powers of hell destroy;
Rising—he brought our heaven to hght.,
- And took possession of the joy.

969.  The Light of Nature, .

1. “ THERE i8 & God "—creation cries,
The earth, the sea, the lofty skies,
All things existing loud proclaim
The power and glory of his name.

2. There is & God of boundiess might,
‘Wisdom and goodness infinite,
A great Creator, by whose power
‘Worlds are sustained from hour to hour.

3. But man hath sinned against this God,
And felt the terrors of his rod :
And earth, and sea, and star-lit sky,
Proclaim that he deserves to die.

4. How shall the sinner be forgiven ?
How shall hemake his peace with heaven?
'T'is inspiration must declare; .- .
Nature would loave us to despair.
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1. O Thou, who driest the mourner’s tear, How dark this world would be, .
~
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270. Light in Darkness. Thou that hast given a house of prayer,
1. O THoU, who driest the mourner’s tear, Now give us hearts to pray.
How dark this world would be, 2. Within these walls let holy peace,
If, when by sorrows wounded here, And love, and concord, %well;
- Wo could not fiy to thee! Here give the troubled conscience ease,

2: The friends, who in our sunshine live,
- When winter comes, are flown;
And he who has but tears to give,
Must weep those tears alone.

3. Bat thou wilt heal that broken heart,
‘Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragrance from the wounded part,
Breathes sweetness out of woe.

4. 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:
8. Oh! who could bear life’s stormy doom,
Did not thy wing of love
Come brightly wafting thro’ the gloom
Our peace-branch from above ?
6. Then sorrow, touched by thee, grows

bright,
‘With more than rapture’s ray ;

As darkness shows us worlds of hgbt, :

We never saw by day

" 971. Iuvooatwn. )
1, O SHEPHERD of thy people, hear!
. Thy presence pow display: .

The wounded spirit heal.

3. May we in faith receive thy word, -
: In faith present our prayers;
And in the presence of the Lord
Unbosom all our cares.

4. And may the gospel's joyful sound,’
By thy almighty grace,
Awaken slumbering sinners round
To come and fill the place.

2792. Self-Righteousness renounced.

1. How long beneath the law I lay
In bondage and distress |
I toiled the precept to obey,
But toiled without success.

2. Then, all my servile works were done
A righteousness to raise; - -
" Now, freely chosen in the Son,
I freely choose his ways.

8. To see the law by Christ fulfilled,
And hear his pardonitg voice,
Will change a slave'into a clnld,
And duty into choice, .
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'HEBER, C. M, . .

"

Gxo. KinasLeY.
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278.  The sanctified Child.

1. BY cool Siloam's shady rill,
How sweet the lily grows!
How sweet the breath, beneath the hill,
Of Sharon's dewy rose !

2. And such the child whose early feet
The paths of peace have trod ;
‘Whose secret heart, with influence sweet,
Is upward drawn to God.

3. O Thou, whose infancy was found
‘With heavenly rays to shine,
‘Whose years, with changeless wrtue
crowned,
‘Were all alike divine;

4. Dependent on thy bounteous breath,
‘We seek thy grace alone,
In childbood, manhood, and in death,
To keep us still thy own.

274.  For a Sabbath-School.

1. THERE i8 a glorious world of light
Above the starry sky, .
‘Where saints departed, clothed in white,
Adore the Lord most high.

2. And hark | amid the sacred songs
Those heavenly voices raise, .
. Ten thousand thousand infant tongnes

3. Those are the hymns that we shall know,
If Jesus we obey;
That is the place where we shall go,
If found in wisdom’s way.
4. This is the joy we ought to seek,
*'And make our chief concern ;
For this we come, from week to week,
To read, and hear, and learn.

5. Soon will our earthly race be run,
Qur mortal frame decay,
Children and teachers, one by one,
Must pass from earth away.

6. Great God, impress the serious thought
This day on every breast,
_ That both the teachers and the taught
May enter to thy rest,

275. The Holy Spirit.

1. SpIrIT of peace, celestial Dove,
How excellent thy praise!
How rich the gift of Christian love
Thy gracious power displays !

2. Sweet as the dew on hill and flower,

That sﬂently distills, -
At evening's soft and balmy hour,

On Zion’s fruitful hills,

3. So, with mild influence from above,
Shall promised grace descend ;
Till umversal peace and love

Uhite in perfect praise.

all t.ho earth extgnd.



93 CHURCH *MELODIES.

PRETT. ¢ M*

From “SELAR” ‘BY PERMISSION.

1 T o 1 T -

1. God movesin & mys - te-rious way, His wonders to. per-form;

T E e = e e

R

PP O g1
; f

== == E]

* See also ByxrizLp 26.

D76. Light shining oul of Darkness. .

1. Gop moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform ;
He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the sterm.

2. Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill,
He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his sovereign will,

3. Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take;
The clouds ye g0 much dread,

" -Are big with mercy, and shall break
With blessings on your head.

4. Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace ;
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a amiling face.

5.. His purposes will ripen fast,
Unfolding every hour;
The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower.

6. Blind unbelief is sure to err,
And scan his work in vain;
God is his own interpreter,
And be will tnake it plath.~ -

D77, Prospect of the Resurrection unto Life.
1. THROUGH gormw’s night, and danger's
!

pa
Amid the deepening gloom, -
‘We, soldiers of an injured King,
Are marching to the tomb. = -

2. There, when the turmoil is no mors,
And all our powers decay, ’
Qur cold remains in solitude
Shall sleep the years away.

8. Our labors done, securely laid
In this our last retreat,
Unheeded, o'er our silent dust,
The storms of life shall beat.

4. Yet not thus lifeless; thus inane, -
The vital spark shall lie;- -
For o'er life’s wreck that spark shall risy
- To seek its kindred sky. .
5. These ashes too, this little dust, -
Our Father's care shall keep,
Till the last angel rise and break
The lopg and dreary sleep.

6. Then love's soft dew o'er every eye
Shall shed its mildest rays, -
And tho long silent dust shall burst
With shouts of -endiéss praise:
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878, . God a Sovereign,

L JEEP silewce, all created things,
~And wait your Maker's nod:
" My soul stands trembling while she sitgs
The honorﬂ of her God.

2. Life, death, and hell, and worlds un-

Hang on bm firm decree:
* He sits on no precarious throne,
Nor borrows leave to be.

3. His providenge unfolds-the book,
And makes his counsels shine ;
Bach opening leaf, and every stroke,
Fuifills some deep design.

4, MyGod Iwouldnptlongﬁosee
My fate with curious
‘What gloomy lines are writ for me,
Or what bright scenes may rise.

8. ‘In thy fair book of life and grace,
Ok may I find my nawe, - -
Recorded in some humble place,
Beneath my Lord the Lamb,

879, The gencral Assembly of Saints,

1. Nor to the terrors of the Lord,
The tempest, fire, and smoke;

Not to the thunder of that word
‘Which God on Sinai spoke ;—

2. But we are come to Zion’s hill, °
The city of our God,
‘Where milder words declare his will,
And spread his love abroad.

8. Behold the great, the glorious host
Of angels clothed in light ;
Behold the spmts of the just,
‘Wheee faith is turned to sight,

4. Behold the blest assembly there,
‘Whose names are writ in heaven,
And God, the Judge, who doth declare
Their every sin.forgiven.
6. The saints on earth, and all the dead,
But one communion make;
All join in Christ, their lmng Head,
And of his grace partake.

€. In such society as this’
My weary soul would rest;

The man who dwaells where J_elulu 1|

Mugt be ﬁroverblest.

93

280. Conviction of Sin by the Law,

1. LORD, how secure my conscience
And felt no inward dread | hind
I waa alive, without tha law, :
And thought my sins were dead. - -

2. Myhopesofheaven were firm and bnght,
But since the  precept came,

‘With a convincing. power and light,
I find how vile I am, .

. 3. My guilt appeared but small before,
Till terribly I saw
How perfect, holy, just, and pure,
Is thine eternal law.
4 Thetﬁaltmysoulthehenvyioad, _—
.. My sins revived agaln :
I had provoked a holy God,
~ And all my hopes were slain.
8. I'm like a helpless captive, sold
Under the power of sin;
I can not do the things I would,
Nor keep my conscience clean.
I 6. "My God, I cry with every breath
For some kind Power to save ;
To break the bonds of sin and death,
And thus redeem the slave,

BS1. Desiring the Presence of God.

1. HEAR, gracious God! my humble moan,
To thee I breathe my sighs;
‘When will the mournful night be gone,
And when my joys arise !

2. My God! Oh! could I make the claim,—
My Father, and my Friend,—
And call thee mine, by every name,
On which thy saints depend ;—

3. By every name of power and love,
I would thy grace entreat;
Nor should my humble hopes remove,
Nor leave thy mercy-seat.

4. Yet, though my soulin darkness mourns,
Thy word is all my stay ;
Here I would rest till light returns ;—
Thy presence makes my day.
5, Speak, Lord! and bid celestial peace
Relieve my aching heart ;
Oh! -smile, and bid my sorrows cease,
And all the gloom depart.
6. Then shall my drooping:spirit rise,
And bless the healing rays,
And ehange. thaa deep, complaining

‘sighs .
!owofquudpmn.
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HEAVENLY HOME. 1ls. Enosa.
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1. My home is in heav-en, my rest is not here; Then why should I
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283, Rest in Heaven.

L. My home is in heaven, my rest is not here,
Then why should I murmur when trials are near?
Be hush'd, my dark spirit, the worst that can come
But shortens my journey, and hastens me home.

2, It is not for me to be seeking my bliss, ) R
And building my hopes in a region like this;
I ook for a city which hands have not piled,
I pant for a.country by sin undefiled, -

8. The thorn and the thistle around me may grow,
I would not recline upon roses below,
I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest, -
Till I find them for ever in Jesus's breast.

983. Praise for Mercies and Afictions.

1. For what shall I praise thee, my God and my King,
For what blessings the tribute of gratitude bring ?
8hall I praise thee for pleasuro, for health, or for ease, -
For the sunshine of youth, for the garden of peace?
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4. Shall I pra.lse thee for flowers that bloom on my brea&,
For joys in'prospective, for pleasires
For the spirits that heightened my days of dehght,
And the slumbers that fell on my pillow by night ?

. 8. Yor this I should praise, but if only for this,
I should leave half untold the donation of bliss;
1 thank thee for sickness, for sarrow and care,
For the thorns I have gathered, the anguish I bear,

4. For nights of anxiety, watching and tears,
A present of pain, a prospective of fears,
I praise thee, I bless thee, my Lord and my God,
- For the good and the evil thy hand hath bestowed.

5. The flowers were sweet, but their fragrance is flown,
They yielded no fruit, they are withered and gone;
The thorn it was poignant; but precious to me
‘Was the message of mercy—it led me to thee.

o84, Longing for Rest.
1. I Au weary of straying—O! fain would I rest
In the far distant land of the pure and the blest,
‘Where sin can no more her blandishments spread,
And tears and temptations for ever have fled.

2. I am weary of sighing o'er sorrows of earth,
O'er joy's glowing visions, that fade at their birth ;
O'er the pangs of -the loved, which we can not assuago,
O'er the blightings of youth, and the weakness of age.

3. 1 am weary of loving what passeth away,
" The sweetest, the dearest, alas! may not stsyi
T long for that land where these partings are o'er,
And death and the tomb can divide hearts no more.

4. I am weary, my Saviour, of grieving thy love ;
Oh! when ghall I rest in thy presence above ?
I am weary—but, O! let me never repine,
Wlnle thy word, and thy love, and thy promise are minc,

283. Longing for Heaven.
1. O HAD I, my Saviour, the wings of a dove,
How soon would I soar to thy presence above ;
How soon would I flee where the weary have rest,
And hide all my cares in thy sheltering breast.

3. I flutter, I struggle, I long to be free, -
I feel me a captive while banished from thee;
A pilgrim and stranger, the desert I roam,
And look on to heaven, and fain would be home.

8. A, there the wild tempest for ever shall cease,
No billow shall ruffile that haven of peace;
Temptation and trouble alike shall depart,

All tears from the eye, and all sin from the heart.

4. Soon, soon may this Eden of promise be mine ;
Rise, bright sun of glory, no more to decline!
Thy light, yet unrisen, the wilderness cheers—

- 01 what will it be when the fullness appears.
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1. Sweet was the time when first I felt The Sa- viour's pardomng blood
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Ap-plied to cleanse my soul from guilt And bring me home to

God.

O

286. Mourning over departed ' Comforts.
1. SWEET was the time when first I folt
The Saviont’s pardoning blood
Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt,
And bring me home to God.

2. Soon as the morn the light revealed,
His praises tuned my tongue ;
And wheu the evening shades pmvailed,
His love was all my song.

3. In prayer my souldrewnmthel’md,
And saw his glory shine ;
And when T read his holy word,
I called each promise mine.

4. But now, when evening shade prevails,
My soul in darkness mourns ;
And when the morn the light reveals,
No light to me returns. .

5. Rise, Lord, and help me to prevail ;
0, make my soul thy care:
I know thy mercy can not fail;
Let me that mercy share,

287. Prayer and Hope.

1. Soox a8 I heard my Father say,—
“Ye children! seek my grace,”
My heart replied without delay,—
“I'll seek my Father's face.”

2 Letnotthyﬁwebehldﬁ'omme,

Nor frown my soul away; .. . . e

PN
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* See also DexMax and Laramr Bnn'r 102, 246.

Godof myhfel Iﬂytothee,
distressing day.

3, 8hould friends and kindred, near and
- dear,
Leave me to ‘want, or die,
MyGodwouldmnkemylﬁ‘ehmcare,
And all my need supply.

4, My fainting flesh had died with grief]
Had not my soul believed,
To see thy grace provide relief;—
Nor was my hope deceived.

5. Wait on the Lord, ye tremblmg saints!
And keep your courage up
He'll raise your spirit_ when it ﬁnnts,
And far exceed your hope. ‘

288. The Young entering into Covenant,

1. CouE, let us join our souls to God,
In everlasting bands;
And seize the blessings he bestows,
_ With eager hearts and hands.

2. Come, let us to his temple haste,
And seek his favor thefo;
. Before his footstool humbly bow,
" And pour our fervent prayer.
3. Come, let us seal, without delay,
The covenant of his grace;

Nor shall the yeamofdmtanthﬁa
-1ts memory e'er efface.
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e'er forsake the happy path
~ Their fathers’ feet have trod.

989,  The iriumphal Feast,

1. Coue, let us lift our voices high,
ngb as our joys arise,
. And jJoin the songs above the aky,
‘Where-pleasure never dies.-

2, Jesus, our God, invites us here,
To this triumphal feast;

. And brings immortal blessmgs down
For each redeeméd guest.

3. Victorious King!- whatcanwepay
For favors so divine ?
‘We would devote our hearts away,
To be for ever thine,

4 We give thee, Lord, our lugbest praise,
The tribute of our tongues;
" But themes so infinite as these
Exceed our noblest songs.

D90. Various Success of the Gospel.
l.Cnm mdhiscroulsallomthe-e,
The mysteries that we speak
Are scandal in the Jews’ esteem,
And folly to the Greek.

2. But souls, enlightoried from above,
‘With joy receive the word ;

They see what wisdom, power, and love,
8hine in their dying Lord.
3. The vital savor of his name
“  Restores their fainting breath ;
But unbelief perverts the same
‘To guilt, despair, and death.
4. Till God diffuse his graces down,
Like showers of heavenly rain,
In vain Apollos sows the
And Paul may plaat in vain.

@91, Union of Saints in Heaven and on
Earth. ’

L. CoMg, let us join our friends above, -
‘Who have obtained the prize,
And, on the eagle wings of love,
" To joy eelestial rise. -

I.I.etmtsbelowmeomrtmg

‘With those to glory gons,
Eoralltheservnntsot‘wr]{mg
In heavan snd-eayth-ame ons -

.

3. One family,—we dwell'in him;
One church,—above, beﬂeath
Though now divided by the atmm-—
The narrow stream of death.

4. One army of the living God,
To his command we bow ;

Part of the host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now._

) 6. Ev'n now to their eternal homa

Some happy spirits fly ;
And we are to the margin come,
And soou expect to die!

6. Dear Saviour! be our constant guide;
- Then, when the word is given,
Bid Jordan's w stream divide, -
And land us safe in heaven.

9D, Asking the Presence of Christ.

1. Coxz, thou desire of all thy saints !’
Our humble strains attend,
‘While, with our praises and complaints,
Low at thy feet we bend.

2. How should our songs, like those abewe,
With warm devotion rise |
How should our souls, on wings of love,
Mount upward to the skies!

3. Come, Lord, thy love alone can raise
In us the heavenly flame;
Then shall our lips resound thy praise,
Our hearts adore thy name.

4. Dear Saviour! let thy glory shine,
And fill thy dwellings here,
Till life, and love, and joy divine
- A heaven on earth appear. )
5. Then shall our hearts enraptured say,—
Come, great Redeemer! come,
And bring the bright, the glorious day,
That calls thy children home. :

293, Daily and:nightly Devotion.
1. YE that obey th’ immortal King,
Attend his holy place;
Bow to the glories of his name,
And sing his wondrous grace.
2. Lift up your hands by morning light,
And raise your thanks on high;
Send your admiring thoughts by mght
Above the starry sky. -
3. Thvaod of Zion chee,:; your heaxts -
ith rays of quick’ning grace:
"T'ig he.that spreads the: heavens-abroad
Whose presence fills the plaoe. -

-
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Hastixas.

1. Ma - jes - tic sweetness sits enthroned Up-on the Saviour's brow H

P

35:1': i - -k
His

4 =1

'head with radiant glories crowned,Hjs lips with grace o’erﬂow,Hls lxps with grace o'erflow.
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Q94. Chisf among ten Thousand. 2. Their joy shall bear their spirits up,
. Through their Redeemer’s name;
L mﬁmsméh swg:tr_am,&g enthroned His righteousness exalts their hope,
.~ pon he Saviours brow ; And fills their foes with shame.
His head with radiant glories crowned, .
His lips with grace o'erflow. 3. The Lord, our glory and defense,
. . tr g h and salvati ives:
2. No mortal can with him compare, hrsa:l'en&ty E?ng k::vg;l ,g.;l;:'
Awmong the sons of men; Thy God for ever lives.
Fairer is he than all the fair
- Who fill the heavenly train.
. . 296. Dedication Hymn.
3. He saw me plunged in deep distrees, :
And flew to my relief; 1. O Trov, whose own vast temple stands
For me he bore the shameful cross, Built over earth and sea, .
And carried all my grief. Accept the walls that buman hands
4. To him I owe my life and breath, Have raised fo worship thee.
And all the jo};s I bave: 2 hvrgztmm ﬂthine iwwsblgg send,
He makes me triumph over death, I €80 00 de,
And saves me frozx the grave, Thseemytg;ttgx};;h' without end,

8. Since from his bounty I receive
8uch proofs of love divine,
Had I a thousand hearts to give,
Lord, they should all be thine,

295. A blessed Gospel.

1. BLEsT are the souls that hear and know
The gospel's joyful sound;
Peace shall attendthepaththeygo,
And light theu- steps surround.

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
swarm
Of earth-born passion dies!
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897.  Praise to the Redeemer.

1. O, ror a thousand tongues to sing
My dear Redeemer's praise,
The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of his grace.

2. My gracious Master and myGod,
Let saints thy love
And spread thro' all the earth abroad
The honors of thy name.

8, Jesus, the name that calms my fean,
That bids my sorrow cease;
’Tis music to my ravished ears;
*Tis life, and health, and peace.

4. It breaks the power of reigning sin,
And sets the prisoner free ;

Thy blood can cleanse the tbulest mm:

And can avail for me.

208.  Submission in Trials. *

L. MY times of sorrow and of joy,’
Great God! are in thy hand;
My choicest comforts come from thoe,
And go at thy command,

2. If thou shouldst take them all away,
Yet would I not repine;

Before they were possessed by we, .
They were entirely thine,

8. Nor would I drop a murmurmg word,
Though the whole world were gone,
But seek enduring happiness,
. In thee, and thee alone,
209, Pious Resolutions,
1. O TEAT thy statutes every hour
Might dwell upon my mind |
Thence I derive a quickening power,
And daily peace I find.

2. To meditate thy precepts, Lord,
Shall be my sweet employ;

My soul shall ne'er forget thy word,
Thy word is all my joy.

3. How would I run in thy commands,
If thou my heart discharge
From sin,and Satan’s hateful chains,
And set my feet at large ?

4. My lips with courage shall declare
Thy statutes and thy name;
I'll speak thy word, though kmgs should
hear,

Noryieldtounﬁxlshamo.
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1. RISE, O my soul! pursue the path,
By ancient worthies trod; -
Aspiring, view those holy men,
‘Who lived and walked with God. -
2. Though dead, they speak i mmsonsear,
And in example live;
Their faith, and hope, and _mighty deeds,
8till fresh instruction give.
3. Twas through the Lamb’s most precious ’
blood-

They conquered every foe;
And to his power and matchless grace
Their crowns of life they owe.
4. Lord! may I ever keep in view  ~
: The patterns thou hast given;
‘And ne'er forsake the blessed road,
That led them safe to heaven.

301. Desires for Holiness.
1. 0, courp I find, from day to day,
A nearness to my .
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 ness I'll adore;
And when my frame dissolves in death,
My soul shall love thee more.

302. Depending on Grace.
1. AuaziNg grace! how sweet the sound!
That saved a wretch like me; -
T once was lost, but now am found,
‘Was blind, but now I see. :
2. 'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear
And grace my fears relieved ;
How precious did that grace appear,
The hour I first believed.
3. Through many dangers, toils, andsnarel,
1 bave already come; :
T'is grace hath brought me safe thus far,
And grace will lead me home.
4. Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
And mortal life shall cease,

1 ghall possees, within the vail,
A life of joy and peace.
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203. Fuaith the Gifi of the Spirit.
1. Or all the gifts thy hand bestows,
Thou Giver of all good,
Not heaven itself a richer knows
Than my Redeemer’s blood.
2. Faith too— th’ appropriating gracs,
From the same hand we gain;
Else, sweetly as it suits our case,
} That gift had been in vain,
8. We praise thee, and would praise thee

more ;
To thee our all we owe :—

The precious Saviour,—and the power
That makes him precious too.

304. Saturday Fvening.

1. WaEN the worn spirit wants repose,
And sighs her God to seek,
How sweet to hail the evenmg?u cloge
That ends the weary week !

2. Howsweetmllbethewlydawn
That opens on the sight, .
‘When fitst the soul-reviving morn
Shall shed new rays of light.

&Blestday! thine hours too soon will
Yet, wlnle they gently rell,

Breathe, heavenly Spirit, source of peace,
Sabbath o’er my soul.

3

4. When will my pilgrimage be done;
= The world's long week be o'er, :
That Sabbath dawn which needs no sun,
That day which fades no more, ~ -

805. . Backslidings and Returns.

1. Way is my heart so far from t|
. My God, my chief delight? -
‘Why are my thoughts no more, by day,
‘With thee, no more by night.

2. Why should my foolish passions rove ?
‘Where can such sweetness be,
As I have tasted in thy love,
As I have found in thee ?

3. When my forgetful soul renews
The savor of thy grace,
My heart presumes, I can not lose
The relish all my days.
4. But ere one fleeting hour is past,
- The flattering world employs
Some sensual bait to seize my taste,
And to poliute my joys.
5. Wretch that I am, to wander thus,
In chase of false delight!
Let me be fastened to thy cross,
Rather than lose thy sight.
6. Make haste, my days, to reach the goal,
And bring my heart to rest
On the dear centre of my soul,
My God, my Saviowr’s brea.st.
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3086. The Founiain of living Waders.

1. OH! what amazing words of
Are in the gospel found,
Buited to every sinner’s case -
‘Who hears the joyful sound.

3. Come, then, with all your wants and
- wounds,

Your every burden bring;
Here love, unchanging love, aboundg—
A deep celestial spring. o
8. This spring with living waters flows,
And heavenly joys 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.

B07.  Confidence in God. »

1. O Lory, I would delight in thee,
And on thy care depend ;
To thee in every trouble flee,
My best, my only Friend.

2. When all created atreams are dried,
Thy fullness is the same:
May I with this be satisfied,
And glory in thy pame, - --

3. Why should the soul a drop bemoan,
‘Who has a fountain near!
A fountain which will ever run
With waters sweet and clear.

4. No good in creatures can be found
But may be found in Thee;
I must have all things and abound,
While God is God to me. .
5. O Lord, I cast my care on thee,
I triumph and adore;
Henceforth my great concern shall be
To love and praise thee more.

308. - Pleasures Unseen.

1. Om, could our thoughts and wishes fly,
Above these gloomy shades,
To.those bright worlds beyond the sky, -
‘Which sorrow ne'er invades! -
2. There unseen by mortal
Or mj:z:’n’s feeble ray, R
In ever blooming prospects rise,
Unconscious of decay. )
8. Lord, send a beam of light divine,
To guide our upward aim;
‘With one reviving touch of thine, -
Our languid hearts inflame.

| 4. O then, on faith's sublimest wing, -

Our ardent hope shall rise,
To those bright scenes where pleasures
Immortal in the skies;- -~ {spring
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309. Thanks for restoring Mercy.

1. I LovE the Lord; haheardmycﬁel,
And pitied every groan
I.ong as I live, when troubles rise,
1711 hasten to his throne.

2.1 love the Lord: he bowed his ear, -
. And chased my griefs away : -
0, let my heart no more despair
‘While I have breath to pray.

3. My flesh declined, my spirits fell,
And I drew near the dead,
While inward pangs and fears of hell
" Perplexed my wakeful head.

4. “My God,” I cried, “thy servant save,
Thou ever good: and just!
Thy power can rescue from the grave—
Thy _power is all my trust.

5. The Lord beheld me sore dmtrest, :
He bade my pains remove ;
Return, my soul, to God thy rest,
For thou hast known his love,

6. My God hath saved my soul from death,
" __Aund dried my falling tears;
Now to his praise I’ll spend my breath,
And my remaining years.

310.  The Heavenly City.

1. JERUSALEM, my happy home!
Name ever dear to me; :
‘When shall my labors have an end
In joy, and peace, and thee ?

2. When shall these eyes thy heaven-built
walls

And pearly gates behold ?
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong,
And streets of shining gold.

3. 0, when, thou city of my God,
Shall I thy courts ascend ?
‘Where congregations ne'er break up,
And Sabbaths never end. :

4. Why should I shrink at pa.m or. woo,
Or feel at death dismay ?
~ I've Canaan's goodly land in vlew,
And realms of endless day,

6. Redeeméd saints and-angelsthere,
Around my Saviour stand ;
And soon my friends in Chnst, below,
* Will join the glorious band.

6; Jerusalem, my happy home!
My soul still pants for thee;
Then shall my labors have an end,
‘When I thy joys shall sce.
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311. “ Hinder me nol.” Gen. xXxiv. 56,

1. IN all my Lord’s appointed ways
My journey I'’ll pursue;
* % Hinder me not,” ye much-loved saints
" For I must go with you.

2. Through floods and flames, if Jesus lead,
I'll follow where he goes;
*Hinder me not,” shall be my cry,
Though earth and hell oppose.

3. Through duty, and through trials, too,
1’1l go at his command :
“ Hinder me not,” for I am bound
To my Immanuel's land.

4. And when my Saviour calls me home,
My joyful cry shall be,
“ Hinder menot;” come, welcome death,
I'll gladly go with thee.

312. A joyous Euent.

1. CALM on the listening ear of night
Come heaven’s melodious strains,
‘Where wild Judea stretches far
Her silver-mantled plains.

2, Celestial choirs, from courts above,

Shed sacred glories there,

And angels, with their sparkling lyres,
Make -music on the air.

_ 8. The joyous hills of Palestine

Send back the glad reply,

And greet, from all their holy heights,
The day-spring from on high.

4. O'er the blue depths of Galilee
There comes a holier calm,
And Sharon waves, in solemn praise,
Her silent groves of palm.

6. “ Glory to God | the sounding skies
Aloud with anthems ring ;

“ Peace to the earth, good-will to mem,

From heaven’s eternal King 1"

B13. Instruction from the Scriptures.

1. How shall the young secure their hearts,
And guard their lives from sin ?
Thy word the choicest rules imparts
To keep the conscience clean,

2. When gnce it enters to the mind,
It spreads such light abroad ;
The meanest souls instruction find,
And raise their thoughts to God,

108

3. 'Tis like the sun, a heavenly light,
That guides us all the day;
And, through the dangers of the night,
A lamp to lead our way.

4. Thy precepts make me truly wise;
I hate the sinner's road ;
I hate my own vain thoughts that rise,
But love thy law, my God!
5. Thy word is everlasting truth;
How pure is every page!
That holy book shall guide our youth,
And well support our age.

314.  The Hope of Heaven.

1. WHEN I can read my title clear
To mansions in the skies,
I bid farewell to ever» teoz, -
~ And wipe my weeping eves.

2. Should earth against my soul engage,
And flery darts he hurled,
Then I can smile at Satan’s rage,
And face a frowning world.
3. Let cares, like a wild deluge, come,
And storms of sorrow, fall!
May I 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.

318. Prayer for our Country.

1. Lorp, while for all mankind we pray,
Of every clime and coast, :
0, hear us for our native land,—
The land we love the moat.

2. 0, guard our shores from every foe,
‘With peace our borders bless,
‘With prosperous times our cities crown,
Our flelds with plenteousness.

8. Unite us in the sacred love
Of knowledge, truth, and thee;
And let our hills and valleys shout
The songs of liberty.

4. Here may religion, pure and mild,
Smile on our Sabbath hours;
And piety and virtue bless
The home of us and ours. ]
5. Lord of the nations, thus to thee . .
Qur country we commend ;
Be thou her refuge and her trust,
Her everlasting friend.
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316, God our Refuge.

1. DEAR Refuge of my weary soul t
On Thee, when sorrows rise,~— °
On Thee, when waves of trouble roll,
My fainting bope reliea
2. To Thee I tell each rising grief,
For Thou alone canst heal ;
Thy word can bring a sweet relief,
For every pain I feel.

8. But Oh! when gloomy doubts prevail,
1 fear to call Thee mine;
The eprings of comfort seem to fail,
And all my hopes decline.

4. Hast Thou not.bid me seek thy face?
And shall I seek in vain ?
And can the ear of sovereign grace
Be deaf when I complain ?

6. No,—s=till the ear of sovereign grace
Attends the mourner’s prayer:
Oh! may I ever find access
To breathe my sorrows there |
6. Thy mercy-seat is open still:
Here let my soul retreat;

With humble hope attend thy will,
And wait beneath thy feet.

0ld Things passed away.
1. Lzt earthly minds the world pursue,
It has no charms for me;

Onee I admired its trifles, too,
But grace hath set me free.

2. Its joys can now no.longer please,
Nor happiness afford :
Far from my heart be joys like these,
For I have seen the Lord.

3. As by the light of opening day,
The stars are all concealed ;
So earthly pleasures fade away,
‘When Jesus is revealed,

4. Creatures no more divide my choios, - -
I bid them all depart;
His name, his love, his gracious voice,
Have fixed my roving heart. .
6. But may I hope that thou wilt own
A worthless worm like me!
Dear Lord, I would be thine alone,
And wholly live to-thee, .

318. Evening Devolion.

1. Lorp, thou wilt hear me when I pray;
I am for ever thine:
I foar before thee all the day,
Nor would I dare to sin.

2. And while I rest my weary head
From cares and business free,

'Tis sweet convarsing on my bed
‘With my own beart and thee.
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8 “f pay this evening Qacriﬁee;
. And when my work is done,_
Great God, my faith, my hope relies
~ Upon thy grace alone.
4. Thus with my thoughts composed to

peace,
11 give mine eyes $o sleep ;
Thy hand in safety keeps my days,
And will my slumbers keep.

319, God every where.
1. Ix a.llmyvastconcernswuththee,
In vain my soul would try, "
To shun thy presence, Lord! or ﬂee
- The notice of thine eye.

3. Thine all-smrounding sight surveys
My rising and my rest,
My public walks, my private ways, -
And secrets of my breast.
8. My thoughts lie open to the Lowd,
Before they 're formed within ;
And, ere my lips pronounce the word,
He knows the sense I mean.

4. Oh! wondrousknowledge,deep and high,
‘Where can a creature hide ?
‘Within thy circling arms I lie,
Enclesed on every side.
5. So let thy grace surround me still,
And like a bulwark prove,

To guard my soul from every ill,
Secured by sovereign love.

320. Afftiction sweetened.
1. WHEN languor and disease invade
This 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.

8. Sweet on his faithfulness to rest,
‘Whose love can never end ;
Sweet on his covenant of
For all things to depend.
4.-Sweet, in the confidence of faith,
To trust his irm decrees;
Sweet to lie passive in his hand,
And know no will but his.

6. Xf such the sweetness of the streams,
‘What must the fountain be,

" Where saints and angels draw thelr bliss |
theel

Immhediately-from:
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321. Inguiring the Way to Zion.
1. INQUIRE, ye pilgrims, for the way
That leads to Zion's hlll,
And thither set your anxious face,
With a determined will

2. Oh come, to God’s own temple haste*
And seek his favor theres
Before his footstool humbly bow, -
And pour your fervent prayer.
3. Oh come, and join your souls to God,
In everlasting bands; .
Accept the blessings he bestows,
‘With thankful hearts and hands,

323. The Gospel Feast. ¢ -
1. How sweet and awful is the place,
‘With Christ within the doors—
‘While everlasting love displays
The choicest of her stores.
2. While all our hearts, aud all our songs,
Join to admire the feast;
Each of us cries, with thankful tongues,
“Lord, why was I a guest ?

3, “Why was I made to hear thy voice,
And enter while there ’s room—
‘When thousands make a wretched choi
And rather starve than come "

4. 'T was the same love that spread the foast
That sweetly forced us in;.
Else we had still refused to taste,
And perished in our sin.
tgothe nations, O our God,
nstrain the earth to come;
Send thy victorious word abroad,
And bring the strangers home,
6. We long to see thy churches full,
That all the chosen race
May with one voice, and heart, and soul,
Sing thy redeeming grace.

393. Dying in the Lord.
1. HeAr what the voice from heaven pro-

claims,
For all the pious dead ;—
“Sweet is the savor of their names,
And soft their sleeping-bed.
. “They die in Jesus, and are blessed,—
How kind their slambers ara!
From sufferings, and from sins, released,
And freed from every snave.
“Far from this world of toil and strifa,
They 're present with the Lord;
The labors of their mortal life-
Rid ia e lerge reward”

3.
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324. Devotion. - '

1. WHILST thee I seek, protecting Power!
Be my vain wishes stilled ;
And may this consecrated hour
‘With better hopes be filled. .
2. Thy love the power of thought bestowed ;
To thee my thoughts would soar:
Thy mercy o’er my life has flowed ;
That mercy I adore,

8. .In each event of lifo how clear
. Thy ruling hand I see!
-« Each blessing to iny soul most dear,
Because conferred by thee.
4. In every joy that crowns my days,
‘" In every pain I bear,
My ‘heart shall find dehght in praise,
Or seek relief in prayer,

6, When gladnesa wings my fav‘ored hour,
Thy love my thoughts shall fill ;

Resigned when storms of sorrow lower,
My soul shall meet thy will.
6. My lifted eye, without a tear,
The gathering storm shall see ;
My steadfast heart shall know no fear;
That heart will rest on thee,

325. Christ our Hope.

1. OuR souls, by love together knit,
Cemented, mixed in one,
One hope, one heart, one mind,- one
voice, -
_'Tis heaven on earth bggnn.

2.-Our hearts have ofter: burned ‘within,
And glowed with sacred. fire,- -
‘While Jesus epoke, and fod, and blessed,
And filled th' enlarged desire,
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3. The little cloud increnses still,
The heavens are big with rain ;
‘We haste to catch the teeming shower,
And all its moisture drain.

4. A rill, a stream, a torrent flows!
But pour a mighty flood ;
o aweep the nations, shake the earth,
'Till all proclaim thee, God !

5. And when thou mak’st thy jewels up,
And sett'st thy starry crown;
‘When all thy sparkling gems shall shine,
Proclaimed by thee thine own;

6. May we, a little band of love,
: - We sinners, saved by grace,
From glory unto glory changod,
Behold thee fuce to face.

826. Presence of God in Affliction.

1. TaY gracious presence, O my God!
Can soothe my inward pains;

‘With this, beneath affliction's Ioad.,
My heart no more complains.

2. This can my every care control,
And gild each scen€ with light;
This is the sunshine of the soul ;
‘Without it, all is night.

8. My Lord! my Life! Oh! cheer my heart
With thy reviving ray;
Oh! bid these mournful shades depart,
And bring the dawn of day.

4. Oh! happy scenes of pure delight,
‘Where the full beams arise ; —
Unclouded beauty to the sight.—
Sweet rapture and surprise!
6. Lord! shall these breathings of my heart
Aspire, in vain, to thee?
Confirm my hope, that, where thou art,
I shall for ever be.
6. Then shall my cheerful spirit sing
The darkest hours away,
And rise, on faith’s expanding wing,
To everlasting day.

897. The Change effected by Grace.
1. WaEN God revealed his gracious name,
And changed my mournful state,
My rapture seemed & pleasing dream,
The grace appeared so great.
4. The world beheld the glorious change,
And did thy hand confess;

107

Mytongue brokeont ln unknm stmns,
And sung surprising grace.

3. “Qreat is the work!" my neighbors cried,
And owned the power divine;

“Qreat is the work!” my heart rephed,
““And be the glory thine” °

4. The Lord can clear the darkest skies,
Can give us day for night;
Make-drops of sacred sorrow rise
To rivers of" delight.
8. Let those, who sow in sadness, wait
Till the fair harvest come:
They shall confess their sheavesare great,
And shout the blessings home.

Vows made tn Trouble, paid in the
. Church. -
1. WHAT shall I render to my God,
For all his kindness shown ?
My feet shall visit thine abode,
My songs address thy throne.

2. Among the saints that fill thy house,
My offering shall be paid; .
There shall my zeal perform the vows
My soul in anguish made.

8. How much is mercy thy delight,
Thou ever-blesséd God |
How dear thy servants in thy sight—
How precious is their blood !

4. How happy all thy servants are!
How great thy grace to me!
My life, which thou hast made thy care
- Lord! I devote to thee.

8. Now I am thine—for ever thine;
Nor shall my purpose move; -
Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pai’
And bound me with thy love.

6. Here, in thy courts, I leave my vow,
And thy rich grace record ;
‘Witness, ye saints! who hear me no
If I forsake the Lord.

Doxology.
1. THE God of mercy be adored, /
‘Who calls our souls from death ;
‘Who saves by his redeeming Word
Aud new-creating Breath.

2. To praise the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit, all divine,
The One in Three, and Three in ¢
Let saints and angels join.
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1. THERE is a foyntain filled with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins;
And sinners plunged beneath that flood,
Lose all their guilty stains.

2. The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day;
And there may I, though vile as he,
‘Wash dll my sins away.
r
3. Dear, dying Lamb! thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,
Till all the ransomed church of God
Be saved, to sin no more.

& Eer since by faith I saw the stream
Thy flowirg wounds supply,
Redeeming love has been my theme,
_And shall be till I.die.

6. Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
1’1l sing thy power to save,
‘When this poor lisping, faltering tongue
Lies silent in the grave. -

‘830.  Access to God by Christ.

1. Coxg, let us lift our joyful eyes.
Up to the courts above,.
And smile to see our Father there,
Upon a throne of love.

2. Rich were the drops of Jesus’ blood,
That calmed hxs frowning face,—
That sprinkled o'er the burning throne,
And turned the wrath to grace, -

3. Now we may bow before hla foet,
And venture near the Lord;

No fiery cherub guards his seat,
Nor double-flaming sword.

4. The peaceful gates of heavenly bliss
Are opened by the Son;
High let us raise our notes of praise,
And reach th’ Almighty throne.

5. To thee ten thousand thanks we bring,
. Great Advocate on. high |
And glory to th’ eternal King,—
He lays his anger by.

331. Fear not,

1. Y& trembling souls, diemiss your fears;
- Be mercy all your theme;
For mercy like a river ﬂows,
In one. perpetual stream.

2. ‘‘Fear not” the powersofearthamlhall,
God will those powers restrain;
His arm will all their rage repel,
_And mke their efforts vain
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$. “Fear net” the want of outward good;
For his he will provide,
" "7'Grant them supplies of daily food,
" And give them Reaven beside,

4 “Fear nt;t” that he will e’er forsake,
Or leave his work undone;
He 's faithful to his promises,
And faithful to his Son.

8. “ Fear not” the terrors of the grave, - '
Nor death’s relentless sting ;
Heo will from endless wrath preserve,
To endless glory bring.
839.  Gospd nvilation.
1 Y= wretched, hungry, starving poor,
. Behold a royal feast ! !
‘Where mercy spreads her bounteous

store
For every humble guest.

3. Here Jeeus stands with open arms;
He calls, he bids you come; -
Ghuilt 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 foet.

4. O come, and with his children, taste
The blessings of his love ;
‘While hope attends the sweet repast
Of nobler joys above.

8. There, with united heart and voice,
Before th’ eternal throne,
Ten thousand thousand souls rejoics,
In songs on earth unknown.

8383. Sufferings of Christ for Sinners.

1. Faruer! I sing thy wondrous grace,
1 bless my Saviour’s name ;
e brought salvation for the poor,
And bore the sinner’s shame,

2. His deep distress hath raised us high;
His duty and his zeal )
Fulfilled the law, which mortals broke,
And finished all thy will

8. Zion is thine, most holy God |
Thy Son shall bless her gates;
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4. Let heaven, and all that dwell on high,
To God their voices raise ;
‘While lands and seas assist the sky,
And join t' advance hia praise.
324. Gratitude,.
1. PERPETUAL blessings from above
Encom me around ;

But, Oh! how fow returns of love
Hath my Creator found |

2. What have I done for him, who died
To save my wretched soul ?
How are my follies multiplied,
Fasgt as the minutes roll

8. Lord] with this guilty heart of min
.To thy dear cross I flee; - - .
And to thy grace my soul resign,
To be renewed by thee.

"4. Sprinkled afresh with pardoning blood,
I lay me down to rest,—
As in th’ embraces of my God,
Or on my Saviour's breast.

883. The Promise to Abrakam.

- 1. How large the promise—how divine,
To Abra'm and his seed !
“IT be a God to thee and thine,
Supplying all their need.”

2. The words of his extensive love
From age {to age endure ;
The Angel of the covenant proves,
And seals the blessings sure.

3, Jesus the ancient faith confirms,
To our forefathers given ;
He takes young children in his arms,
And calls them heirs of heaven.
4. Our God,—how faithful are his ways!
His love endures the same;
Nor, from the promise of his grace,
Blots out the children’s name,

336. Seeking a Rest.

1. WE seek a rest beyond the skies, '
In everlasting day;
Through floods and fiames the passage

lies, -
But Jesus guards the way. .

3. The swelling flood, and raging flame,
Hear and obey his wmg:ng )

And glory, purchased by his bl
I‘a'glt‘;:ﬁe own Israel waita. ood,

Then let us triumph in his name,—
Our Saviour is the Lord, -
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* See also BraTTLE STREET 106.

337. Come unto me. Matt, xi. 28. I came to Jesus, and I drank

1.1 HEARD the voice of Jesus sa Of that lifo-giving stream ;
Come unto me and rest; T My thirst Was quenched, my soul re-

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down vived, -
Thy head upon my breast,

1 came to-Jesus-as I was,
Weary, and worn, and sad,

I found in him a resting-place,
And he has made me glad.

2. T heard the voice of Jesus gay, .

Behold, 1 freely give

The li water; thirsty one,

vmgown. and drink, and live.

And now I live in him,

3. I heard the voice of Jesus say,

I am this dark world's light ;
Look unto me, thy morn shall rise,
And all thy day be bright.
I looked to Jegus, and 1 found
In him my Star, my Sun;
And in that light of life 11l walk,
Till traveling days are done,
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338.  Rgjoice in the Lord.
1. RJOICE, ye chosen of the Lord, '
Your tuneful voices raise ;
Resound his deeds, his love record,
And celebrate his praise.
Rejoice in your Redeemer’s name,
Lord of the realms on high:

The riches of his grace proclaim,
‘Who brings salvation nigh.

2. Rejoice, ye chosen of the Lord,
. No more the slaves of sin;
He, who is faithful to his word,
‘Will cleanse from e stain ;
Present you faultless at the last
. Before his Father’s throne,
And there, amid th’ assembly vast,
- . Proclaim you as his own.

3. Rejoice, that he on earth shall reign,

That millions yet unborn

Shall celebrate, o'er hill and plain,
The bright, millennial morn.

E'en now behold the glimmering rays
Of that refulgent day ;

Be hopeful—give to God the praise;
Be fervent—watch and pray.

339. Influence of Prayer.

1. SwEer is the prayer whose holy stmam
In earnest pleading flows:
Devotion dwells upon the theme,
And warm and warmer glows.
2. Faith grasps the blessing she desires,
Hope points the upward gaze ;
And love, untrembling love, inspires
The eloquence of praise. -

8. But sweeter far the still small voice,

Heard by no human ear,
When God hath made the heart rejoice,

And dried the bitter tear.

4. Nor aecents flow, nor words ascend;
All utterance faileth there ;

But listening spirits comprehend,

And God accepts the prayer. *

240. Funeral,

1. BENEATH our feet, and o'er our head,
Is equal warning given ;
Beneath us lie the countless dead,—-
D Above us is the heaven.
3. Death rides on every passing breeze,
And lurks'in every li)iowex-8
Each season has its own dxseaae,

Its peril—every bour.

11

3. Our eyes have seen the rosy light,
Of youth's soft cheek, decay ; i
And fate descend, in sudden night,
On manhood’s middle day.
4, Our eyes have seen the steps of age
Halt foebly to-the tomb ; :
And yet shall earth our hearis engage,
And dreams of days to come?

8. Turn, mortal! turn, thy danger know;

Where'er thy foot can tread,
The earth rings hollow from below,

And warns thee of her dead.

6. Turn, Christian! turn; thy soul apply
To truths divinely given ;

The forms, which underneath thee lie,

Shall live, for hell, or heaven.

341. Ihc C'lwrch.

1. CHURCH of the everlasting God,
The Father's gracious choice,
Amid the voices of this earth
How feeble is thy voiee! -
2. Thy words amid the words of eatth,
How noiseloss and how low!
Amid the hurrying crowds of time,
- Thy steps how calm and slow !

3. But 'mid the wrinkled brows of earth,
Thy brow how free from care ;
'Mid the flushed cheeks of riot here,
Thy cheek how pale and fair!
4. Amid the restless eyes of earth,
How steadfast is thine eye,
Fixed on the silent loveliness
Of the far eastern gky.

3493. Endless Praise.

1. Yes—I will bless thee, O my God!
Through all my mortal days,
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.

8. Not death itself shall stop my song,
Though death will close my eyes;
My thoughts shall then to nobler heights,
. And sweeter raptures rise.
4. There shall my lips, in endless praise,
Their grateful tribute pay ;
The theme demands an angel’s tong 19,
And an eternal day.

-
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% COME, LET US RAISE” C.L M, " Masres.
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243. Joyful Praise. ' From every mnare  *
C . His gracious care
1 ﬁon. 1‘::f us raise .- Defends by night and day:
song of praise The goodness of our God and King
To Him who rules on high; all with hallelujahs si
‘Whose love and power, ! Lot all wi e
- From hour to hour, |7 . 3. 'We're {raveling on,.
Can every want supply : Yet not alone,
The goodness of our God and King . - - Through life’s dark wilderneas: .
Let all with hallelujahs sing, : Close by our side: . .
R . 2 A heavenly Guide .
2. His bounties flow = . Is pledged for our success:
. Where'er we go, B The gooduess of our God and King .
Abound where'sr we stay;. . _ .. Let all with hallelujahs sing,.. .. ..
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4

- 4 - Though sorrows, tears, 6. Our labors done,
Though foes and fears, The victory won,
And dangers crowd our road ; ‘We'll rise to realms above;
Nought can withstand - To that reward
The powerful hand By grace prepared—
That leads us home to God. The home of boundless love.
The goodness of our God and King The goodness of our God and King
- Let all with hallelujahs sing. Till then we joyfully will sing.
m;BOROUGn. C.M* SHRUBSOLE.
ABSTOSO. .
Choir, 1 I~
v ] T H H
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1. Al hail the power of Je - xus name! Let an - gels prostrate
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—jogwn him, crown him,- ecrown him ILord of all.
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L . r '7 L . i r
T + 8e0 also CoronaTION, 263,
844’ Coronation of Chsist,
1. ALL hail the power of Jesus’ name! Hail him who saves you by his grace,
Let an fall; And crown him—Lord of all. -
Bring forth the royal dmdem, 4. Sinne . ’
rs, whose love can ne'er forget
8. Crown him, ye morning stars of hgbt., " Come, spread your trophies at his feet,
‘Who formed this floating And crown him—Lord of all.
Now hail the strength of Israel’s xmght, 5. Let eve
3 ry kindred, every tribe,
: 4And grown him—Lord of all O this terrestrial ball,
& Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race, To him all majesty aseribe,
X¢ rancomed from the fall, And é¢rowa him—3%ord-of all.
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MOORHELD. 8. M. - Ampd.
0-b ) I]‘ s 24—
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i
L™ ey
1. Let ev- eryma -ture join, To praise th’e-ter - nal God; g heavenly

= L -
|’ hosts! the song be - gin, And sound his name a-broad, Andsound hmnameabroad.

 ———

845.  Erhortation to Praise.

1. Ler every creature join,
To praise th’' eternal God ;

Ye heavenly hosts! the song begm,
- And sound his name abroad.

2. Thou sun, with golden beams
And moon, with paler rays!

Ye starry lights! ye twinkling flames!
Shine to your Maker's praise.

3. He built those worlds above,
- And fixed their wondrous frame;
By his command they stand or move,
And ever speak his name,

4. Ye vapors! when ye rise,
Or fall in showers or snow,— *
Ye thunders! murmuring round the skies,
His power and glory show.

8. Wind, hail, and flaming fire!
Agree to praise the Lord,

‘When ye in dreadful slorms conspire
To execute his word.

6. By all his works above,
His honors be expressed ;

Baut saints, who taste his sn.vmg love,
8hould sing his praises best.

|| ‘
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846.  The Saviour's Mission.

1. RASE your triumphant songs,
To an immortal tune; '
Let the wide earth resound the deeds
Celestial grace has dene.

2. Sing how eternal Love
It:s chief Belovéd chose, )
And bade him raise our wretched race
From their abyss of woes,

3. His hand no thunder bears;
No terrors clothe his brow ;
No bolts to drive our guilty souls
To fiercer flames below.

4. 'T was mercy filled the throne,
And wrath stood silent by,

‘When Christ was sent with pardon down
To rebels doomed to die.

5. Now sinners, dry your tears;

Let hopeless sorrow cease ;

Bow to the sceptre of bis love,
" And take the offered veace.

347, Christian Joy.

1. REJOICE in God alway;
‘When earth looks heavenly bright ;
‘When joy makes glad the livelong dsy,
And peace shuts in the night.
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2. Rejoice, when care and woe

. The fainting soul oppress;

“When tears at wakeful midnight flow,
And morn brings heaviness.

8. Rejoice in hope and fear,
Rejoice in life and death;

. Rejoice,when threatening storms are near,
And comfort languisheth.

. 4. When should not they rejoice,
‘Whom Christ his brethren calls;
‘Who hear and know his guiding voice,
" When on their hearts it falla?

5. So, though our path is steep,
.. . Aud many a tempest lowers,
Shall his own peace our spirit keep,
- And Christ's dear love be ours.

848.  Exhoriation to Praise.

1, StAXD up, and bless the Lord,
Ye people of his choice |

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

2. Though high above all praise,
Above all blessing high,
. Who would not fear his holy name,

And laud, and magnify ?

3. Oh! for the living flame
From his own altar brought,

To touch our lips, our souls inspire,
And wing to heaven our thought!

4. God is our strength and song,
And his salvation ours;

Then be his love in Christ proclaimed,
‘With all our ransomed powers.

8. Stand up, and bless the Lord,—
The Lord, your God, adore;
Stand up, and bless hig glorious name,

Henceforth, for evermore.

8349,  The Nativity of Christ

1. Benrorp the appear— -
The blessing promised long !

Angels announce the Saviour near,
In their triumphant song :—

2. “@Glory to God on high, - -
And heavenly peace on-earth;
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3. In worship 8o divine -
Let saints employ their tonguel,
‘With the celestial host we join, ;
And loud repeat their songs:—

4. “Glory to God on high,
And heavenly peace on earth;
Good-will to men—to angels joy,
At our Redeemer's birth.”

350.  Safety of the Church.

1. GaearT is the Lord our God,
And let his praise be great;

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

2. In Zion God is known,~~ ~
A refuge in distress ;
How bright has his salvation shone,

* Through all her palaces!

3. 'When kings against her joined,
And saw the Lord was there,

In wild confusion of the mind
They fled with hasty fear.

4. Oft have our fathers told,
Our eyes have often seen,

How well our God secures the fold
‘Where his own sheep have been.

6. In every new distress
‘We'll to his house repair; :
‘We'll think upon his wondrous grace,
And seek deliverance there.

3581.  Redemption completed.

1. “THE Lord is risen indeed ;"
He lives to die no more;

Hoe lives the sinner’s cause to plead,
‘Whose curse and shame he bore.

2. “The Lord is risen indeed ;"
Then hell has lost his prey;
With him is risen the ransomed seed,
To reign in endless day.

8, “The Lord is risen indeed;"” °
Attending angels, hear;

Up to the courts of heaven, with speed,
The joyful tidings bear.

4. Then wake your golden lyres, - -
And strike each cheerful-chord ;

" Good-will to men—to angels joy,
At the Redeemer’s birth.”

Join, all ye bnght, celestial choirs,
To sing our risen Lord.
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- 389, Heavenly Aspirations. 1 Theea.
iv. 17.

1. My Father's house on hlgh,
‘Home of my soul, how near

At times to Faith's illumined eye
Thy golden gates appear!

2. My thirsty spirit faints’

- - To reach the land I love,

The bright inheritance of saints,—
Jerusalem above.

3. Yet clouds will intervens,
And all my prospect flies;
Like Noah'’s dove, I flit between

B,ough seas and stormy skies.

4. Anon the clouds depart,
The winds and waters cease,
‘While sweetly o’er my gladdened heart
- Expands the bow of peace.

353. With the Lord.

1. “For ever with the Lord I"
So, Jesus! let it be;

Life from the dead is in that word ;
'Tis immortality.

3. Here, in the body pent,
Absent from thee I roam; )
Yot nightly pitch my moving tent
A day’s march nearer-home,

3. “ For ever with the Lord 1"
Saviour, if 'tis thy will,

The promise of that faithful word
E'’en here to me fulfill. .

4. So when my latest breath
Shall rend the vail in twain,
By death I shall escape from desth,
And life eternal gain.

5. Knowing as I am known, .
How shall I love that word,

And oft repeat before the throne—-
¢ For ever with the Lord !”

854, God, my Creator and Benefacior.
1. My Maker and my King1
‘To thee my all I owe;
Thy sovereign bounty is the spring
“Whence all my blessings flow. -

2. The creature of thy hand,—
On thee alone I live;
My God! thy benefits demand .
More praise than life can give
3. Shall I withhold thy due?
And shall my passions rove ?
Lord ! form this wretched heart anew,
And fill it with thy love. :
4. Oh! let thy grace inspire =~
" My soul with strength dmne ;-
Let all my powers to thee aspire,
And all my days bé thine,
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THATOI!ER. 8. M.

Hawpst.
-
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lit my heart and voice;
= ~

my foes re - joices

4,
855.  Pleading for Mercy. Whilo sinners perish in surprise,
1. To God in whom I trust, Beneath thine avgry rod.
I lift my heart and voice; Because ease,
O, let me not be put to shame,, 4 Apd ngh:zdm foel,
Nor let my foes rejoice. They neither fear, nor trust thy name, *
2, Th(y) mercies and thy love, Nor learn to do thy will.
Lord, recall to mind;
And graciously continue shll, 5. Bugvg’n‘l:'aﬂ; ﬂlpo";ymce"m“’ .
As thou wast over, kind. I'll cast my burden on his an,n,
3. Let all my youthful crimes And rest upon his word.
Be blotted out by thee; .
And O, for thy great goodness’ suke, 6. His arm shall well sustain
In mercy think on me, The The c‘liildmn of hi.;love :fe o,
v hich their safety stan
4. His mercy and his trath ground, on w
The righteous Lord dlsplays ; No earthly power can move.
In bringing wandering sinners home, o X
And teaching them his ways. 35%.  The Spirit in Baptism.
. . 1. GreAT God! now coudescend
856. Da’lv Devotion. To bless our ﬁﬂlng m’
1 Ler sinners take their course, Soon may their willing spirits bend,
And choose the 0;_omd to death: The subjects of thy grace.
But, in the worship of my God, .
1’ s 2. O! what a pure delight
1'll spend my daily breath. Their happiness to see |
1. My thoughts address his throne, Our warmest wishes all unite
‘When morning brings the light ; To lead their souls to thee.

I seek his blessing every noon,
And pay my vows at night.

3. Thbou wilt regard my cries.
Omye@md(}g_dl

3. Now bless, thou God of lovel
This ordinance divine ;

Send thy good Spmt from above,
. And make these chxldren thine,
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De- soend, with all thy gra-cious power, Oh! come, Great Spl- rit, come{
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* See also DunDEE 168,

388. Invocation of the Spirit.
1. SpirrT Divine! attend our prayer,
And make this house thy home ;
Descend, wita all thy gracious power,
Oh! come, Great Spirit, come |

2. Come as the light; to us reveal
Our emptiness and woe:
And lead us in those paths of life
‘Where all the righteous go.

3. Come as the fire, and purge our hearts
Like sacrificial flame;
Let our whole souls an oﬂ‘enng be
To our Redeemer’s name.

4. .Come ag the dew, and sweetly bless
This consecrated hour;

May barren minds be taught to own
Thy fertilizing power.

8. Come a3 a dove, and spread thy wmgs,
The wings of ul love;
And let the Church on earth become
Blest as the Church above.

359,  Young Persons entreated.

1. BESTOW, dear Lord, upon our youth,
The glﬁ; of saving grace;
And let the seed of sacred truth
¥all in a fruitfal place.-

2. Grace is a plant, where'er it grows,
Of pure and heavenly root;
But fairest in the youngest shows,
And yields the sweetest fruit.

3. Yo carcless ones, O hear betimes
The voice of sovereign lovel
Your youth is stained with many cnmen,
But mercy reigns above.

4. For you the public prayer is made—
Oh, join the public prayer!
For you the gecret tear is shed—
O shed, yourselves, a tear.

5. We pray that you may early prove
The Spirit's power to teach;
You can not be too young to love .-
That Jesus whom we preach.

860. Preservation by Day and Night.

1. To heaven I lift my waking eyes,
There all my hopes are laid ;-
The Lord, that built the earth and alnel,
Is my perpetual aid.

2. Their steadfast foet shall never fall,
‘Whom he designs to keep;
His ear attends their humble call, -
His eycs can nover gleep. .
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3. Israel, rejoice, and rest
Thy keeper is the Lord;
. His watchful eye, his boundless power,
* Are thine eternal guard.
4. Nor scorching sun, nor sickly moon,
Shall have his leave to smite; .
He shields thy head from burning noon,
From blasting damps at night.

§. He guards thy soul, he keeps thy breath,
‘Where thickest dangers come;

- Go, and return secure from death,
Till God commands thee home.

361. Salvation by Grace.

1. Lorp! we confess our numerous faults;

How great our guilt has been!
Foolish and vain were all our thoughts,
And all our lives were sin.

2, But, O my soul! for ever praise,
For ever love his name,

" ‘Who turns thy feet from danguonsways
Of folly, sin, and shame.

3. 'Tis not by works of righteousness
‘Which our own hands have done,
But we are saved by sovereign grace,
Abounding through his Son.
4. 'Tis from the mercy of our God,
That all our hopes begin ;
*Tis by the water, and the blood,
Qur souls are washed from sin.

5. "Tis through the purchase of his death
‘Who hung upon the tree,
The Spirit is sent down, to breathe
On such dry bones as we.

6. Raised from the dead, we live anew;
And, justified by grace,
‘We shall appear in glory, too,
And see our Father’s face.

263. Shortness of Time.

1. BeroOLD, my soul, the narrow bound
Of the revolving year: [round,
How swift the weeks complete their
How short the months appear.

2. 8o fast eternity comes on,
And that important day,
‘When all that mortal life has done
God’s judgment shall survey.
8. Yet, like an idle tale, we spend
The swift-advancing year ;
And study artful ways to mend
The speed of its career.. . -

.
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| 4. Waken, O God! my trifling heart,

1Its great concern to see;
-That I may act the Chnsﬁanpart,
And give the year to thee.

5. 8o shall their course more grateful roll,
If future years arise ;
Or this shall bear my bappy soul
To joy that never diea.

8$63. For a Public Fast.

1. SEr, gracious God, before thy throne,
Thy mourning people bend !
’Tis on thy sovereign grace alone
Our humble hopes depend.

2. Tremendous judgments from thy hand
“Thy dreadful power display;
Yet mercy spares this guilty land,
And yet we live to pray.
3. Great God, why is this nation spared,
Ungrateful as wo are!
Oh, be thy voice of warning heard,
‘While mercy cries, forhear.
4, What sins, what crimes, increasing rise
This nation to defile !
‘What land so favored of the skieas ;
And yet what land so vile !

5. Oh! bid us turn, Almighty Lord,
By thy resistless grace:
Then shall our hearts obey thy word,
And humbly seek thy

I:)C'l. Sabbath.

1. FREQUENT the day of God returns,
To shed its quickening beams;
And yet how slow devotion burns!
How languid are its flames!

2. Accept our faint attempts to love,
Our frailties, Lord, forgive ;
‘We would be like thy saints above,
And praise thee while we live.

3. Increage, O Lord, our faith and hope,
And fit us to ascend
‘Where the assembly ne'er breaks up,
The Sabbath ne'er shall end.

4. Where we shall breathe in heavenly air,
‘With heavenly lustre shine;
Before the throne of God appear,
And feast on love divine;
6. Where we in high, seraphic strains
Shall all our powers employ ;
Delighted range th’ ethereal plains,
And tako our fill of joy.
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{ Know, my soul! thy full sal-va-tlon Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care,
Joy to find, in ev - ery station, Somethmgstﬂlto do and bear:

. 0. Think, whatJesusdid to win thee; —Chxldofheavenl eanatthourmne‘r

— T I N %
—, __i._iq_'__,__q
—— R - — X

Think, what Spi - rit dwella with-in thee; Tbmk, wlmt Father’s sniles are thme~
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365.
1 K.Now, my soul! thy full salvatlon'

Joyful Hope.

o'er gin, and fear, and care,
Joy to find, in every station,
Something still to do and bear:

‘Thlnk what Spirit dwells within thee;

'.I.'hmk what Father's smiles are thme
Think, what Jesus did to win thee ;— —
Child of heaven! canst thou repine?

I.Hasmtheeonﬁ'omgmetoglory, :
A:med with faith, and winged with

rayer;

Eeaven’s eternal day ’s before thee,
God’s own hand shall guide thee there:

Soon shall close thine earthly mission,
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days; '

Hope shall change to glad fruition,—
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.

368.  Desiring Sanctification.

1. Love divine, all love excelling, .

Joy of heaven, to earth come down;
Fix in us thy humble dwelling ;

All thy faithful mercies crown :
Jesus, thou art all compassion ;

Pure, unbounded love thou art;
Visit us with thy salvation;

Enter every trembling heart.

2. Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit.
Into every troubled breast; - .

’

0"-——/

 Let us all thy grace inherit;
Let us find thy promised rest:
Take away the love of sinning ;
Take our load of guilt away;
End the work of thy beginning ;
Bring us to eternal day.

8. Carry on thy new creation ;

Pure and holy may we be;’

Let us see our whole salvation
Pufeetlgo;ecumd by thee;

glory unto glory, -

Tlll in beaven we take our place,

Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise. -

367. The Divine Prolection.

1. CaLL Jehovah thy salvation,
Rest beneath th' Almighty's shade,
In his secret habitation,
Dwell, and never be dismayed:
There no tumult can alarm thee,
Thou shalt dread no hidden snare;
Guile nor violence can harm thee,
In eternal safeguard there.

2, From the sword, at noonday wasting,”
From the noisome pestilence,
In the depth of midnight, blasting,
God shall be thy sure defense :
Fear not thou the deadly guiver,
‘When a thousand feel the blow;:
Mercy shall thy soul deliver,
- Though ten.thoussad behadhm
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3. Since, with pure and firm affection,
Thou on’ God hast set thy love,
<+ With the wings of his protection,
- - He will shield thee from above;

.- Thou ghalt call on him in trouble,—

He will hearken, he will save;
Here, for grief, reward the® double,
Crown with life beyond the grave,

868,  The Light of the World. |

“1. L1gAT of those whose dreary dwelling
Borders on the shades of death !
Come, and, by thy love revealing,
Dissipate the clouds beneath :
The new heaven and earth’s Creator,
In our deepest darkness rise,—
Scattering all the night of nature,
Pouring eye-sight on our eyes.
2. Still we wait for thine appearing;
.. Life and joy thy beams impart,
. . Chasing all our fears, and cheering
Every poor, benighted heart :
Come, and manifest thy favor
To the ransomed, helpless race ;
Come, thou glorious God and Saviour!
Come, and bring the gospel grace.

8. Save us, in thy great compassion,
O thou mild, pacific Prince!
Give the knowledge of salvation,
Give the pardon of our sins;
- By thine all-sufficient merit,
Every burdened soul release;
Every weary, wandering spirit,
Guide into thy perfoct peace.

369. Glory of the Church.

1. GrorIous 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 walls surrounded,
Thou mayst emile at all thy foes.

2. See the streams of living waters,
Springing from eternal love,
To supply thy sons and daughters,
And all fear of want remove !
‘Who ean faint, while such a river
Ever flows his thirst ¢ assuage;
which, like the Lord, the giver,
ever fails from age to age.

3. Round each habitation, hovering,

Seo the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a covering, -
Showing that the Lord is near]

Glorious things of thee are speken,
Zion, city of our God!

He, whose word can not be broken,
Formed thee for his own abode.

370. Songs in the Night.

1. SoNas of joy Jehovah giveth,

In the night of sorrows drear,

To the pilgrim who believeth,
Meekly bowed in filial fear ;

‘While the heart is inly mourning,

+ Still the heaven-directed eye,

Straight beholds sweet bliss returning,
From the treasures of the sky.

2. Songs of joy Jehovah giveth,
In the night of toil and pain,
‘When the eye of faith perceiveth
All that toil is heavenly gain : *
Then the burden groweth lighter,
And the anguish will remove;
‘While the thoughts of heaven are
brighter,
And the heart is filled with lowe.

3. Songs of joy Jehovah giveth,
‘When temptation’s night appears;
He that in the conflict liveth
8till the precious promise hears-—
“Though the tempter oft may grieve
thee
In a dark and trying hour,
Grace Divine shall never leave thee,
Heaven shall all thy peace restors!”

4. Songs of joy Jehoveh giveth, .

‘When the night of death has come ;

‘When the hand that ne'er reprieveth,
Leads the pilgrim to the tomb:

Angels then are hovering o'er him,
And the soul within hath peace;

Heaven is opening wide before him,
And its joys will never cease. -.

371. Benediction. -

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 afford.
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3793. Claims of the Heathen. )
1. Frox Greenland’s icy mountains, 3. Shall we, whose souls are lighted
From India's coral strand, ) - By wisdom from on high,
- Where Afric's sunny fountains 8hall we to man benighted
Roll down their golden sand,— The lamp of life deny ?
From many an ancient river, Salvation! O, salvation!
From many a palmy plain,— The joyful sound proclaim,
They call us to deliver Till earth’s remotest nation -
. Their land from error’s chain. * Has learned Mossiah's name, -
2. What though the spicy breezes - 4. Waft, waft, ye winds, his story,
Blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle, And you, ye waters, roll, -
Though every prospect pleases, Till, like a sea of glory,
-And only man is vile; It spreads from pole to pole ;
In vain, with lavish kindness, Till o’er our ransomed nature
_The gifts of God are strown : The Lamb, for sinners slain,
The heathen, in his blindness, - . Redeemer, King, Creator, -

Bows down to wood and stone. In bliss returns to reign.
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373.  Times of Revival,

1. THE morning light is breaking,

The darkness disappears,

The sons of earth are waking
To penitential tears: .

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean
“Brings tidings from afar,

Of nations in commotion,
Prepared for Zion'’s war.

2. Rich dews of grace come o'er us,
. In many a gentle shower,
And brighter scenes before us
Are -opening every hour:
Each cry to Heaven going,
Abundant answers brings,
And heavenly gales are blowing,
‘With peace upon their winga

3. 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.

4. Blest river of salvation,

Pursue thy onward way,

Flow thou to every nation,
Nor in thy richness stay;

Stay not till all the lowly,
Triumphant reach their home,

Stay not till all the holy :
Proclaim, the Lord is come.

374- Human Fraily.

1. O, WHAT is earthly pleasure

Compared with thy rich grace?

Lord, teach us how to measure
The remnant of our daya.

How brief is our existence!
How frail a thing is man!

O, grant us thine assistance
Eﬁernal things to scan.

2. How soon the hours of gladness,

That cheer us on our way,

Are changed to gloom and sadness,
Or filled with deep dismay!

Man, in his best condition,
Is vanity and dust;

Soon past the ﬂeetmg vision ;
He then gives up the ghost!
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3. Earth's treasures quickly leave-us,

Tts honors ne'er endure ;

Its pleasures but deceive us,
Its hopes are insecure :

But, Lord, while time is flying,
And filled with many a snare,

My soul, on thee relying,
‘Would seek thy guardian care.

MELODIES.

8Y5.  Desire for Heaven.

1. FroM every earthly pleasure,

From every transient joy,

From every mortal treasure,
That soon will fade and die;—

No longer these desiring, .
Upward our wishes tend,

To nobler bliss aspiring,
And joys that never end.

2. From every piercing sorrow

That heaves our breast to-day,

Or threatens us to-morrow,
Hope turns our eyes away;

On wings of faith ascending,
‘We see the land of light,

And feel our sorrows ending,
In infinite delight.

3, 'Tis true we are but strangers,
And pilgrims here below,

And countless snares and dangers
Surround the path we go:
Though painful and distressing,
Yet there s a rest above;

And onward still we 're pressing,
To reach that land of love.

396. The Salvation of Israel.

1. Om, that the Lord's Salvation

‘Were out of Zion come,

To heal his ancient nation,
To lead his outcasts home,

How long the holy city
Shall heathen feet profane? -

Return, O Lord, in pity:
Rebuild her walls again.

2. Let fall thy rod of terror.

Thy saving grace impart;

Roll back the vail of error;
Release the fettered heart,

Let Israel, home returning,

" Their lost Messiah see;

Give oil of joy for mourning,

And \)\nd Aoy Sonrch W k.
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® See also StonovuTH and Zapoc 164,125,

a77. The Rock. of Ages. 2. Vine of heayen! thy blood supplies

R A This blest cup of sacrifice,
. Let medl.lide m dext} ifgru?;'- 'Tis thy wounds, my healing give,
yee k To thy cross I look, and live.
Let the water and the blood, Thou my life! O let me be
From thy wounded side that flowed, anded. built on th
Be of sin the perfect cure ; Rooted, grounded, on thee.

Save me, Lord! and make me pure.

2. Should my tears for ever flow, 379. At the Comms

Should my zeal no languor know, 1. 8AvioUR of our ruined race,

This for sin could not atone, Fountain of redeeming grace,

Thou must save, and thou alone: Let us now thy fullness see,

In my hand no price I bring; ,  While we here converse with thee ;
Bimply to thy cross I cling. - Hearken to our ardent prayer—

3. While I draw this flecting breath, . Let us all thy blessing share.
‘When_ mine. eyelids close in death, 2. While we thus, with glad accord

Eﬁgﬁ: ttl?e;v gll‘llt:shunknown, Meet around thy table, Lord,
of & forn throne, Bid us feast with joy divine,
ﬁ’:k : hﬁe’;’] cle ioz: ttlx:e! On th’ appointed bread and wine :
m myself ee. Emblems may they truly prove
_Of the Saviour's bleeding love.

878. - The Lord's Supper.
1, BREAD of heaven!. on thee I feed, 3. Weak, unworthy, sinful, vile,

For thy flesh is meat indeed, Yet we seek thy heavenly smile:
Ever may my soul be fed, Canst thou all our sins forgive ?
‘With this true and living bread : . Dost thou bid us look and live ?
Day by day with strength supplied, Lord, we wonder and adore!

- Through:the Jife of him who-died. 0, for grace to love thee morel
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280. God is Love.

1. EARTH, with her ten thousand flowers, |-

Air, with-all its beams and showers,
Ocean’s infinite expanss,

Heaven’s resplendent countenance ;
All around, and all above,

Hath this record—God is love.

2. Sounds among the vales and hills,
In the woods, and by the rills,
Of the breeze and of the bird,
By the gentle murmur stirred ;
All these songs, beneath, above,
Have one burden—God is love.

8. All the hopes and fears that start
From the fountain of the heart;
All the quiet bliss that lies
In our human sympathies ;

These are voices from above,
8weetly whispering—God is love.

381. Sinners urged lo accept the hivita- .
tion.

1. Yg, who in his courts are found,
Listening to the joyfal sound,
Lost and helpless as ye are,

Sons of sorrow, 8in, and CATD=—s

Glorify the King of kings,
Take the peace the gospel brings.

2. Turn to Christ your longing eyeg
View this bleeding sacrifice; .
8ee, in him, your sins forgiven,
Pardon, boliness, and heaven;
Glorify the King of kings,

Take the peace the gospel brings.

389, Sun of Righteousness.

" 1. CHRIsT, whose glory fills the skies,—
Christ, the true, the only light,
Sun of Righteousness! arise,
Triumph o'er the shades of night :
Day-spring from on high! be near;
Day-star! in my heart appear.

2. Dark and cheerless is the morn,
If thy light is hid from me;
Joyless is the day’s return,
Till thy mercy’s beam I see—
Till they inward light impart—
Peace and gladness to my heart.

3. Visit, then, this soul of mine,
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief;
Fill me, Radiancy divine!
Scatter all my unbelief;
More and more thyself display,

Shining to the pgffecv day.
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* See also Lxnox and RHINE.

883. Longing for the House of God.
1. Lorp of the worlds above,
How pleasant, and how fair,
The dwellings of thy love,
Thy earthly temples are}
To thine abode
My heart aspires,
With warm desires,
To see my God.
2, sparrow for her young
[Th%ith pleasure seeks a nest ;
And wandering swallows long
To find their wonted rest!
My spirit faints,
‘With equal zeal, -
To rise and dwell
Among thy saints.]
8. O happy souls, who pray .
‘Where God appoints to hear!
-O bappy men, who pay
Their constant service therel
They praise thee still ;
And bappy they,
‘Who love the way
To Zion's hill

4. They go from strength to strength,
Through this dark vale of tears;
Till each arrives at length,
Till each in heaven appears,
O glorious seat,
‘When God our King
Shall thither bring
- Our willing feet !

384. Prophet, Priest, and King.
. 1. Jorx all the glorious names
Of wisdom, love, and power,
That ever mortals knew,
That angels ever bore :——
All are too mean to speak his worth,
Too mean to set my Saviour forth.

2, Great Prophet of our !
Our tongues would bless thy name;
By thee the joyful news N
Of our salvation came ;—
The joyfnl news of sins forgiven,
Of hell subdued, and peace with heaven,

3. Jesus, our great High-Priest,
Hath shed his blood and died;
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My guilty conscience needs
No sacrifice beside:
His precious blood did once atone,
And now it pleads before the throne.

4. O thou almighty Lord,
Our Conqueror and our King!
Thy sceptre and thy sword,
Thy reigning grace, we sing;
Thine is the power; Oh! make us sit,
In willing bonds, benéath thy feet,

383. Divine Blessing implored.
1. WELCOME, delightful morn,
Thou day of sacred rest ;
I hail thy kind return; )
Lord, make these moments blessed.
From the low train of mortal toys,
I soar to reach immortal joys.
2. Now may the King descend,
And fill his throne of grace;
Thy sceptre, Lord, extend,
‘While saints address thy face:
Let sinners feel thy quickening word,
And learn to know-and fear the Lord.

3. Descend, celéstial Dove,
With all thy quickening powers;
Disclose a Saviour's love,
And bless these sacred hours:
Then shall my soul new life obtain,
Nor Sabbaths be bestowed in vain.

386. God our Preserver.

1. Upwarp I lift mine eyes,
From God is all mine aid—
The God that built the skies,
And earth and natyre made:
God is the tower
To which I fiy;
His grace is nigh
In every hour.
2. My feet shall never slide,
Nor fall in fatal snares;
Since God, my guard and guide,
Defends me from my fears:
Those wakeful eyes
' That never sleep,
Shall Israel keep
‘When dangers rise,

8. No burning heats by day,
Nor blasts of evening air,
" Shall take my health away,
If God be with me there:
Thou art my sun,
And thou my shads,
To guard my head

By night or noon.
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4. Hast thou not given thy word
To save my soul from death ?
And I can trust my Lord
To keep my mortal breath*
I’ll go and come,
Nor fear to die,
Till from on high
Thou call me home.

38%. The Name of Christ a sweet savor.

1. PRAISE to the Lord on high, :
‘Who spreads his triumphs wide |
‘While Jesus' fragrant name
Is breathed on every side;
Balmy and rich the odors rise,
" And fill the earth, and reach the skies,

2. Ten thousand dying souls
Its influence feel, and live;
Sweeter than vital air
The incense they receive :
They breathe anew, and rise and sing—
Jesus, the Lord, their conquering King.

3. But they, who scorn the grace
That brings salvation nigh,
And turn away their face, :
Must faint, and fall, and die:
80 sad a doom, ye saints! deplore,
For Oh! they fall to rise no more,

388, The Sabbath.

1. To spend one sacred day
‘Where God and saints abide,
Affords diviner joy
Than thousand days beside ;
‘Where God resorts,
I love it more,
To keep the door
Than shine in courts

2. God is our sun and shield,
Our light and our defense ;
‘With gifts his hands are filled,
- We draw our blessings thence;
He shall bestow
On Jacob's race,
" Peculiar grace,
And glory, too.

8. The Lord his people loves;
His hand no good withholds
From those his heart approves,
From pure and pious souls ;
Thrice happy he,
0 God of hosts,
‘Whose spirit trusts

Alone in thee.
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* See also ARMENIA, Or DxpHANM 196, 96.

289.  Comfori from the Bible.

1. Lorp, I have made thy word my choice,
My lasting heritage;
There shall my noblest powers rejoice,
My warmest thoughts engage.

2. 17 read the histories of thy love,
And keep thy laws in sight,
‘While through the promises I rove,
With ever-fresh delight.

3. 'Tis a broad land, of wealth unknown,
‘Where springs of life arise,
Seeds of immortal bliss are sown,
And hidden glory lies.

4. The best relief that mourners have,
It makes our sorrows blest;
Our fairest hope beyond the grave,
And our eternal rest.

300. Blessedness of Sainis.

1. BLEST are the undefiled in heart,
‘Whose ways are right and clean
‘Who never from thy law depart,
But fly from every sin.

.
?

2. Blest are the men who keep thy word,
And practice thy commands ;

With their whole heart they seek the|

Lord,
And serve thee with their hands,

3. Great is their peace who love thy law,
How firm their souls abide!
Nor can a bold temptation draw
Their steady feet aside.

4. Then shall my heart have inward joy,
And keep my face from shame,
‘When all thy statutes I obey,
And honor all thy name,

EY

391. The Heavenly Guest.

1. Axp will the Lord thus condescend
To visit sinful worms?
Thus at the door shall mercy stand,
In all her winning forms?

2. Shall Jesus for admittance plead,
! His charming voice unheard ?
And this vile heart, for which he bled,
Remain for ever barred ?

3. 'Tis sin, alas! with tyrant power,
The lodging has HE
And crowds of traitors bar the door,
Against the heavenly Guest.

4. Lord! rise in thine all-conquering grace,
Thy mighty power display ;

One beam of glory from thy face
Can drive my foes away. -
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899, Twilight Meditation.
1. I 10VE to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care;
And spend the hours of setting day
In humble, gratefal prayer,

2. Ilove in solitude to shed
The penitential tear,
And all his promises to plead, -
‘Where-none but God can hear,

8. I love to think on mercies past,
And futare good implore,
My cares and sorrows all to cast
On him whom I adore.

4. I love by faith 4o take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven ;
The prospect doth my strength renew,
- 'While here by tempests driven.

5. And, when life’s toilsome day is o'er,
May its departing ray
Be calm as this impressive-hour,
And lead to endless day.

893. Confidence in God's Government,

1. SixcE all the varying scenes of titme
God's watchful eye surveys,
Oh! who so wiseto choose our lot,
Or to appoint our ways?

3. Good, when he gives—supremely good;
Nor less, when he denies;
E'en crosses, from his sovereign hand,
Are blessings in disguise.
3. Why should we doubt a Father's love,
So constant and so kind ?
To his unerring, gracious will,
Be every wish resigned.
4, In thy fair book of life divine,
My God! inscribe my name;
There let it fill some humble
Beneath my Lord, the Lamb!

894. Sincersty and Hypocrisy.
1. Gobp is a Spirit, just and wise;
He sees our inmost mind:
In vain to heaven we raise our cries,
And leave our souls behind.

2. Nothing but truth, before his throne,
‘With honor can appear:
The painted hypocrites are known,
Through the disguise they wear,
3. Their lifted eyes salute the skies,
Their bending knees the ground,
But God abhors the sacrifice,
‘Where not the heart is found.

‘| 4 Lord, search my thoughts, and try my

And make my soul sincere; [ways,
Then shall I starid before thy face,
- - 'And find acceptance there,
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+ See also Samos 131,

- 398, . The latler Day.

1. Ham to the brightness of Zion's glad morning!
Joy to the lands that in darkness have lain;
Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning,
Zion in triumph begins her mild reign.
2. Halil 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.

8. Lo! in the desert rich flowers are springi
- Btreams ever copious are gliding along ;
Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are rnging,
‘Wastes rise in verdure, and mingle in song.

4. See, from all lands—=from the isles of the ocean,
Praise to Jehovah ascending on high;
Fallen are the engines of war and commotion,
Shouts of salvation are rending the sky.

2
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* See also “ HAIL To THE BRIGHTNESS.” 130.

396. : Zion encouraged.
" 1. DavugHTER of Zion! awake from thy sadness; -
Awake,—for thy foes shall oppress thee no more;
Bright o’er thy hills dawns the day star of gladness,
Arise,—for the night of thy sorrow is o'er.

2. Strong were thy foes; but the arm that subdued them,
And scattered their legions, was mightier far;
They fled, like the chaff, from the scourge that pursued them;
Vain were their steeds and their chariots of war.
3. Daughter of Zion! the power that hath saved thee,
Extolled with the harp and the timbrel should bes
- Shout,—for the foe is destroyed that enslaved thee, -
Th’ oppreesor is vanqulshed, and Zion is free.



182
"8OLNEY. 8s& Ts

MopEeRaATO.

Single.*

CHURCH MELODIES.

R JN P J;En - s o g
. & o i T e | 1 I L]
93‘? —T !____“ﬁ:'ﬁ 1 —] ’$
— H H H |4 | e
t Tt - - | R .

-
Stnaﬂ)mdeomfertherewe bor-row FtomtheHnndﬂmtmlestheshu.

2 o o £ r ’ {_'[ I fr — T ._' .h
= ’ —+—44# ===:
| —— T 1

397. Pilgrimage,

1. PILGeIMS in this vale of sorrow,
Pressing onward t'ward the prize,
Strength and comfort here we borrow
From the Hand that rules the skies,

2. 'Mid these scenes of self-denial,
‘We are called the race to run;

‘We must méet full many a trial
‘Ere the victor's crown is won.

. 3. Love shall every conflict lighten,
- Hope shall urge us swifter on,
Faith shall every prospect brighten,
Till the light of heaven shall dawn.
4. On th’ Eternal arm reclining,
* We at length shall win the day:
All the powers of earth combining,
-Shall not snatch our crown away.

398. Prayer for wmfbrtiﬁg TInfluences.

1. HoLy GHost! dispel our sadness,
Pierce the clouds of nature’s night;
Come, thou Source of joy and gladness!
Breathe thy life, and spread thy light.

2. Author of our new creation!
»  Bid us all thine influence prove;
Make our souls thy habitation,
Shed abroad the Saviour's-love,

* See also Swnux 249,

GEN. iv: 9.

1. BLESSED angels, high in heaven
O'er the penitent rejoice ;
Hast thou for thy brother striven
‘With an importuning voice ?

2. Art thou not thy brothers keeper?
Canst thou not his soul obtain?

399. “Am I my brother's Mepcri"

He that wakes his brother sleeper

Double light himself shall gain.

3. Ah! how many may be given
To that during, fiery lake,

‘Who had found a place in heaven

Had'st thou toiled for Jegus' sake,

4. Think how words in season spoken,
In the sinful heart sink deep,

And the first link may have broken

Of the chains that round him creep.

5. Think of that day when each brother
To his brother shall be known:

If thy prayers have saved another,

God will then thy service own.,

6. Then, when ends this life’s short fever,
They, who many turn to God,

Like the stars shall shine for ever,
A bright, eternal brotherhood
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$00. . .Call from the Heathen.

1. HaRx ! that voice among the nations—
Is it war in deadly strife ?
. "Tis a brothier’s lamentatio
Calling for the bread of li

2. Mark ye not what millions languish,
Sink into a hopeless grave ;
Every bosom torn with anguish,

Nono to pity, none to save.

3. From the land with bounty flowing,
‘Where the streams of knowledge rise,
‘Where the trees of life are growing,
Filled with fragrance for the skiea :

OBION, 8s & 7s. Single.
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4. Thence send forth to every natlon,
By the messengers of peace,
Tidings of the great salvation,
Till the reign of ruin cease.

6. Wait not till that voice shall slumber
In the silence of the tomb;
‘Wait not till the grave shall number
Millions to & hopgless doom.

6. Hasten on the heavenly mission,
Answer to that wailing voice;
Heaven will smile on your decision,
Listening angels will rejoice. :

From a Theme by Mozazr.
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401. Divine Wisdom and Goodness,

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

2. Chance and change are busy ever ;
Man decays, and ages move;
But his-mercy waneth never;
God is- wisdom, God is love.

8. E'en the hour that darkest seemeth
'Will his changeless goodness prove;
From the gloom his brightness streameth,

(God is wisdom, God 1s love,

4. He with earthly cares entwineth

Hope and comfort from above;
Every where his glory shineth;
God is wisdom, God is love.

Dozology.

1. Pra1sk the God of all creation;
Praise the Father's boundless love;
Praise the Lamb, our expiation;
Praise the Spirit from above:

2. Praise the Fountain of salvation,
Him by whom our spirits live ;
Undivided adoration
To the one Jehovah give,
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® See also LuTHzRr 104,

403. Live.

1. MAKE haste, O man, to live,
For thou so soon must die;
Tmehumespasttheehkethebmew
How swift its moments fiy |

2. To breathe, and wake, and eleep,
To smile, to sigh, to grieve,.

To move in idleness through earth—

: This, this is not to live.

3. Make haste, O man, to do
‘Whatever must be done;
Thou hast no time to lose in sloth,

Thy day will soon be gone.

4. Up, then, with speed, and work;
: Fling ease and self away—
This is no time for thee to sleep—
Up, watch, and work and pray !

403. Rejoicing.
1. Now let our voices join
To raise the sacred song;

Yo pilgrims! in Jehovah’s ways,
‘With music pass along

2. See-—ﬂowers of paradise,
In rich profusion, spring ;
The sun of glory gilds the path,
And dear companions sing,

3. See—Salem’s golden spires,
In beauteous prospect, rise;

‘And brighter crowns than mortals wear;
‘Which sparkle through the skies.

4. All honor to his name, - .
‘Who marks the shining way— -
To him who leads the pilgrims on
To realms of endless day.

404. Salvation by Grace.

1. GRACE |—'tis a charming sound—
Harmonious to the ear;

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

2. Grace first contrived the way
To save rebellious man;
And all the steps that grace dmphy,
. Which drew the wondrous plan.

3. Grace led my roving feet

: To tread the heavenly road;
And new supplies each hour I meet,
‘While pressing on to God,

4, Graee all the work shall crown,
Through everlasting days;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves the pmso. -
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405, Ministers the Bearers of good Tidings.

1. How beauteous are their feet
‘Who stand on Zion’s hill |

‘Who bring salvation on their tongues,
And words of peace reveal.

-2. How charming is their voice!
How sweet their tidings are!
¢ Zion, behold thy Saviour King ;
He reigns and triumphs here.”
3. How happy are our ears,
" That hear this joyful sound!
‘Which kings and prophets waited for,
And sought, but never found.
4. How blesséd are our eyes,
That see this heavenly light!
Prophets and kings desired it long,
But died without the sight.
5. The watchmen join their voice,
. And tuneful notes employ ;
Jetusalem breaks forth in songs,
‘And deserts learn the joy.

6. The Lord makes bare his arm
Through all the earth abroad ;
Let every nation now behold
- Their Saviour and their God.
4086. Christian Waichfulness.
1. A CHARGE to keep I have,
A God to glorify;
A never-dying soul to save,
- And fit it for the sky:—

‘t——'t'
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2. To serve the present age,
My ca.lhng to fulfill—

Oh! may it all my powers engage-—
To do my Master's will

3, Arm me with jealous care,
As in thy sight to live;

And oh! thy servant, Lord | prepare
A strict account to give.

4. Help me to watch and pray,
And on thyself rely—
Assured, if I my trust betray,
I ghall for ever die.

407. And when they had sung a hyma
they went oul.—Matth, xxvi. 30.
1. A PARTING hymn we sing,
Around thy table, Lord,
Again our-grateful tribute bring,
Our solemn vows record.
2. Here have we seen thy face,
And felt thy presence here,
So may the savor of thy grace
In word and life appear.

3. The purchase of thy blood—
By sin no longer led—

The path our dear Redeemer trod
May we rejoicing tread.

4. In self-forgetting love
Be Christian union shown,

Untll we join the church above,
And know as we are known.
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408. Christian Fellowship.
* 1. Bst bo the tio that binds
Our hearts in Christian love;
The fellowship of kindred minds’
I8 like to that above.

2. Before our Father's throne
‘We pour our ardent prayers;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares,

3. We share our mutual woes;
-Our mutual burdens bear;

And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear.

4. When we asunder part,
It gives us inward pam H

But we shall still be joined in heart,
And hope to meet again.

8. 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 perfoct love and mendahip relgn
Through all eteraity.

409,  Vital Union to Christ.

1. DEAR Saviour! we are thine
By everlasting bands;

Our names, our hearts, we "would resigin;
Our souls are in thy hands,

2. To thee we still would cleave,
‘With ever-growing zeal ;

If millions tempt us Christ to leave,
Oh1! let them ne'er prevail, -

3. Thy Spirit shall unite
Our souls to thee, our Head ;
Shall form us to thine image bright,
That we thy paths may tread,

4. Death may our souls divide
From these abodes of clay;
But love shall keep us near thy side,
Through all the gloomy way.

6. Since Christ and we are one,
‘Why should we doubt and fear?
~If he in heaven hath fixed his throne,
Hell fix his members there.

Dozology.
YE angels round the throne,
And saints that dwell below,
‘Worship the Father—love the Son, -
And b_less the Spiri; too.
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STANLEY,

- mong their coun-cils nev- er

-stands, Nor Ihkes the scorner’s place.

410. The Suint happy, the Sinner mis-
erable.

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

2. But makes the law of God,
His study and delight,
- Amidst the Jabors of the day,
. And watches of the night.

3. He like a tree shall thrive,
‘With waters near the root :
Fresh as the leaf his name shall live,
His works are heavenly fruit.

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

6. How will they bear to stand
Before that judgment seat,
‘Where all the saints, at Christ's nght hand.,
In full assembly meet.

411.  Preserving Grace.

1. To God, the only-wise,
Qur Saviour and our King,
Let all the saints, below-the skies,
Their hamble praises bring.

~
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2, 'Tis his almighty love,
His counsel and his care, )
Preserves us safe from sin and death,
And every hurtful snare.

3. He will present our souls,
Unblemished and complete,

Before the glory of his face,
With joys divinely great,

4. Then all the chosen seed
Shall meet around the throne;
Shall bless the conduct of his grace,
And make his wonders known,

8. To our Redeemer-God, :
‘Wisdom, with powér, belongs;
Immortal crowns of majesty,
And everlasting songs,

413. E.c}wrtatwn to Praycr Jor the Ul-

L A.WAK‘E, awake to prayer,
For souls condemned to die,

That through forgiveness they may share
God's blessing from on high,

2. Awake, awake to prayer |
. The promises are plain:
‘Wrestling in faith and filial fear,

- Yo will not plead in vain.
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1. Pre pa.reua,lnrd,to vlewthy cross, Who all ourgnefsbastbome,
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look on thee, whom we have pierced—To

look on thee,and mourn.
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413. Before Communion.

1. PREPARE us, Lord, to view thy cross, .
‘Who all our griefs hast borne;
- To look on thee, whom we have pierced,
" To look on thee, and mourn.

2. While thus we mourn, we would rejoice;
And, as thy cross we see,
Let each exclaim, in faith and hope,
¢ The Saviour died for me!”

414. The pure Heart.

1. WrATEVER dims thy sense of truth,
Or stains thy purity,
Though light as breath of summer air,
Count it as sin to thee.

2. Preserve the tablet of thy thoughts
From every blemish free,
‘While the Redeemer’s lowly faith
Its temple makes with thee.
'3, And pray of God, that grace be given
To tread time’s narrow way ;=
How dark soever it may be,
It leads to cloudless day

415. Fuith, Hope, and Charity,
1. Farrs, hope, and love, now dwell on
earth, ’

And earth by them is blest;

But faith and hope must yield to love,
Of all the graces best.

2. Hope shall to full fruition rise,
And faith be sight above;
These are the means, but this the end,
For saints for ever love,

116. Heb. xii, 3,

1. For those in bonds as bound with them
To Thee, O God! we pray,
That some celestial, radiant beam
May bring a brighter day. -

2. Pity, O Lord! that injured race,
And thy deliverance send;
Grant them the treasures of thy grace,
And bid their bondage end.

3. They sit in darkness, slow to learn
" The blessings that they need;
Nor can our anxious thought dxseern,
How best their cause to plead.

4. All helpless, and without a plan,
‘We come before thy throne;
‘We put no confidence in-man,
But trust in Thee alone.

&. The means of rescue, and the hour,
Thy mercy will reveal :
Thine is the wisdom, Thine the power;
Tem us to do thy will

J—é:t#—qz*’—-a:ﬁif-
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LL%. Trustin God amid Perils. 418.  God in the Storm.

"1. In time of fear, 1. GREAT Ruler of all nature’s frame,
When trouble’'s near, We own thy power divine;
T look to thine abode; ‘We hear thy breath in every storm,
Though helpers fail, For all the winds are thine,
And foes prevail,
Il put my trust in God. 2, Wide as they sweep their souvx;ging way,
PR They work thy sovereign will;
2. And what is lifo And, awed by thy majestic voice,
But toil and strife ? Confusion shall b still.
‘What terror bas the grave?
'f: meﬁ:;,x;nilgf“power, 3. Thy mercy tempers every blast .
The tl?:mblin soul will save. To them that seek thy face,
g And mingles with the tempest’s roar
8. In darkest skies, . The whispers of thy grace.
" Though storms arise,
I vg)xll G?E? lt).e] dm‘l;ltniayed : 4. Thi‘ostla gﬁntge :v;lhxsnlp:rs let me hear,
of lig| e tumult cease;
And boundless might, And gales of paradise shall lall

V“_Hysou]onthepismyedl My weary soul to peace. .
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evening sa - cri - fice, Lo,o_k down from heaven, well pleu'ed,onmg.

t19. Christian WMM and Reproof.

Lorp, let my prayer like incense rise :
And when I lift my hands to thee,
As in the evening sacrifice, ]
Look down from heaven, well pleased,
on me.

2. §at thou a watch to keep my tongue,
Let not my heart to sin incline;
Sv.ve mo from men who practice wrong:
Let me not share their mirth and wine.

8. But let the righteous, when I stray,
Smite me in love ; his strokes are kind:
His mild reproofs, like oil, allay
The wounds they make, and heal the
mind.

4. But O, redeem me from the snares
With which the world surrounds my
feet,
Tts riches, vanities, and caves,
Its love, its hatred, and deoeit.
4320, For a Temperance Anniversary.

1. ' WE praise thee, if one rescued soul,
‘While tl.]he past year prolonged its
ight,

Turned, shuddering, from the poisonous

bow.
To health, and liberty, and light.

2. We praise thee, if one clouded home,
‘Where broken hearts despairing pined,

H T L
* See also Uxsaipax 86.

Beheld the sire and husband come
Erect and in his perfect mind;
3. No more a weeping wife to mock;
Till all her hopes in anguish end;
" No more the trembling child to shock,
And sink the father in the fiend.

4. 8till give us grace, almighty King!
Unwavering at our posts to stand, -
Till grateful to thy shrine we bring
The tribute of a ransomed land.

421, “Ye are complete in Him."—Cok &
10.

1. CoMPLETE in Thee, no work of mine
May take, dear Lord, the place of thine
Thy blood has pardon bought for me,
And I am now complete in Thee.

2. Complete in Thee—no more shall 8in
Thy grace has conquered, reign within ;
Thy voice will bid the tempter flee,
And I shall stand complete in Thee.

8. Complete in Thee——each want supplied,
And no good thing to me denied,
Since thou my portion, Lord, wilt be,
I ask no more—complete in Thee.

4. Dear Saviour, when, before thy bar
All tribes and tongues assembled are,
Among thy chosen may I be
At thy right hand—complete i Thee.

:
|
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ﬁ)lete in Thee, for ever blest,
| thy fullness, Lord, possessed,
E Thy praise throughout eternity—

-* Thy love 1'll sing, complete in Thee.

4922. Who on Earth are blessed.

l BLrsT are the humble souls that see
{ Their emptiness and poverty;
- Treasures of grace to them are given,
And crowns of joy laid up in heaven,

2. Blest are the men of broken heart,

° "Who mourn for sin with inward smaxt;
. The blood of Christ divinely flows—
A healing balm for all their woes.

'8, Blest are the meek, who stand afar
From rage and passion, noise and war;
God will secure their happy sta.te,

And plead their cause against the great.

_ 4. Blest are the souls that thirst for grace— |.

Hunger and long for righteousness;
They shall be well supplied, and fed,
‘With living streams and living bread.

423.  Retirement and Devotion.

1. My God, permit me not to be
" A stranger to myself and thee;
Amidst a thousand thoughts I rove,
Forgetful of my highest love.

2. Why should my passions mix with earth,
And thus debase my heavenly birth ?
‘Why should I cleave to things below,
And let my God, my Saviour go?

-*8. Call me away from flesh and sense;

One sovereign word can draw me thence ;-

I would obey the voice divine,
And all inferior joys resign.

4 Beearth with all her acenes withdrawn ; |

Let noise and vanity be gone;
- In secret silence of the mind,
My heaven, and there my God, I find.

434. God acknowledged in Nuational
Blessings.

* 1, GREAT God of nations! now to thee
Our hymn of gratitude we raise;
‘With humble heart, and bending knee,
‘We offer thee our song of praise.

2. Thy name we bless, Almighty God !
¥or all the kindness thou hast shown,
To this fair land the pilgrims trod:
- This land we fondly call our own.

‘MELODIES.
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3. Here freedom spreads her banner wide,
And casts her soft and hallowed ray—
Here, thou our fathers’ steps didst guide
In safety, through their dangerous way.

4. We praise thee, that the gospel’s light,
' Through all our land its radiance sheds;
Dispels the shades of error's night,
And heavenly blessings round  ua
spreads.
6. Great God! preserve us in thy fear,
In dangers still our guardian be;
Oh! spread thy truth’s bnght preoepts
here—
Let all the people worship thee.

425. For the Blessing of Schools.

1. O TrOU, at whose dread name we bend,
To whom our purest vows we pay,
God over all, in love descend,
And bless the labors of this day. .

12. Our fathers here, a pilgrim band,

Fixed the proud empire of the free;
Art moved in gladness o'er the land,
And faith her altars reared to thee.

3. }Iere, too, to guard, through every age,
The sacred rites their valor 'won,
They bade instruction spread her page,
And send down truth from sire to son.

4. Here still, through all’succeeding time,
‘Their stores may truth and lea.mmg
bring, .
And still the anthem-note sublime
To thee from children’s children sing.

496,  Clinging to God.

1. O Lorp, thy heaveuly grace impart,
And fix my frail, inconstant heart:
Henceforth my chief desire shall be
To dédicate myself to thee, |

2. Whate'er pursuits my time employ,
One thought shall fill my soul with joy:
That silent, secret thought shall be
That all my hopes are fixed on thee.

3. Thy glorious eye pervadeth space;
Thy presence, Lord, 1llls every place;
And wheresoe'er my lot may be,
8till shall my spirit cleave to thee,

4, Renouncing every earthly thing, )
And safe beneath thy spreading m,
My sweetest thought henceforth be

Tbntalllwantlﬁmlmﬂm
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427. The Way to Heaven.

1. JEsus, my all, to heaven is gone,—

. He whom I fix my hopes upon;
His track I see, and I’ll pursue
The narrow way, till him I view.

2. This is the way I long have sought,
- And mourned because I found it not;
Till late I heard my Saviour say,— -
" %Come hither, soul! I am the way.”

3. Lo! glad I come, and thou, blest Lamb!
Shalt take me to thee as I am; -
Nothing but sin to Thee I give—
Nothing but love shall I receive.

4. Then will I tell to sinners round,
‘What a dear Saviour I have found ;
Il point to thy redeeming blood,
And say,—* Behold the way to God|”

498.  Grateful Recollections.

1.1 rove the Lord ;—his gracious ear
‘Was opened to my mourn‘ul prayer;
He heard my supplicating voice,
And bade my fainting heart rejoice.

3. Return, my soul, and sweetly rest
On thy almighty Father’s breast;
The riches of his grace adore,

3. What shall I render. to the Lord ?
Or how his matchless grace record ?
To him my gratefal voice I’ll raise, = -
And pour libations to his praise,

4. His crowded courts shall see me pay
The vows of my distressful day; .
In life and death, the saints shall find
Their guardian God for ever kind.

499, Christs Inviiation fo Sinners,

1. “ CoME hither, all ye weary souls |

Ye heavy-laden sinners! come;
I'll give you rest from all your toils,
And raise you to my heavenly home.

2. “They shall find rest, who learn of me,—
I'm of a meek and lowly mind;
But passion rages like the sea,
And pride is restless as the wind.

3. “Blessed is the man, whose shoulders take
My yoke, and bear it with delight;
My yoke is easy to his neck,
My grace shall make the burden light.”

4. Jesus! we come at thy command; -
‘With faith, and hope, and humble,zeal,
Resign our spirits, to thy hand,

And tell his wondrous mercies o'er.

To mould and guide us at thy will
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l8¢. A Welcome to Christian Fellowship.

1. CoME in, thou blesséd of the Lord!
Oh! come in Jesus' precious name;
‘We welcome thee, with one accord,
And trust the Saviour does the same,

2. Those joys which earth can not afford,
‘We’ll seek in fellowship to prove,
Joined in one spirit to our Lord,
Together bound by mutual love.

3. And, while we pass this vale of tears,
‘We'll make our joysand sorrows known;
‘We’ll share each other's hopes and fears,
And count a brother’s cares our own.

4. Once more, our welcome we repeat; -
Receive assurance of our love;
Oh! may we all together meet
Around the throne of God above.

431. Bilessing and Honor to the Lamb.

1. WHAT equal honors shall we bri
To thee, O Lord, our God, the Lamb!
‘When all the notes that angels sing,
Are far inferior to thy name? -

2 Worthy is he who once was slain,—
The Prince of peace, who groaned and
di

Worthy to rise, and live, and reign,
At his almighty Father's side.

3. Honor immortal must be paid, ‘

Instead of scandal and of scomn;

‘While glory shines around his head,
And a bright crown without a thorn.

4. Blessings for ever on the Lamb,
‘Who bore the curse for wretched men!
Let angels sound his sacred name, .
And every creature say,—Amen.

439. Hosannas to Christ.,

1. WHAT are those soul-reviving strains
That echo thus from Salem’s plains ?
‘What anthems loud, and louder still,

- Bweetly resound from Zion's hill ?

* 2.Lo! 'tis an infant chorus sings
Hosanna to the King of kings:
The Saviour comes, and babes proclaim
Salvation sent in Jesus' name.

8. Nor these alone their voice shall raise,
For we.will join this song of praise:
8till Israel's children forward. prees
To hail the Lord, their righteousness.

'
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4. Proclaim hosannas lond and ciea.r:
See David’s Son and Lord appear] .
Glory and praise on earth be given,~—
. Hosanna in the highest heaven.

433. Clory and Grace in Christ.

1. Now to the Lord a noble song!
Awake, my soul! awake, my tongue!
Hosanna to th’' eternal name,

And all his boundless love proclaim.

2. See where it shines in Jesus’ face,—
The brightest image of his grace!
God, in the person of his Son,

Has all his mightiest works outdone.

3. Grace!—'tis a sweet, a charming theme;
- My thoughts rejoice at Jesus' name ;
Yo angels! dwell upon the sound :
Ye heavens! reflect it to the ground.

4. Oh! may I reach that happy place,
‘Where he unvails his lovely face,
‘Where all his beauties you behold,
And sing his name to harps of gold.

434. A Pastor welcomed.

1. We bid thee welcome in the name
Of Jesus, our exalted Head :
Come as a servant: so he came;

And we receive thee in his stead.

2. Come as a shepherd : guard and keep
This fold from Satan and from sin; -
Nourish the lambs, and feed the sheep;
The wounded heal, the lost bring in. .

3. Come as a teacher sent from God,
Charged his whole counsel to declare ;-

Lift o’er our ranks the prophet’s rod,
‘While we uphold thy hands with prayer,

4. Come a8 a messenger of peace,
Filled with the Spirit, fired with love;
Live to behold our large increase, !
And die to meet us all above,

435. Dismission.

1. D1suiss 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;
‘Wash all our works in Jesus' blood;
Give every burdened soul release,

- And bid us all depart in peace.
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430. Seamen. Oh that men would praise the Lord
r that toil upon the deep, Fof(l’:z:l:vonder:e:g tl?xstl:ve:)rré,m !
And in vessels light and frail And the riches of his grace.
O'er the mighty waters sweep, ) . .
Aot the billow and the gale— 487.  Christs Ascension.
'k what wonders forms, . .
When he speaks, and, uI:leoonﬂned, 1. “WIDE, ye heavenly gates, unfold,
Rush to battle all his storms, - Olosed no more by death and sin: .
In the chariots of the wind. Now the conquering Lord behold,

2, Up to heaven their bark is whirled

On the mountain of the wave;
Downward suddenly ’tis hurled

To th’ abysses of the grave;
'Mid the tempest now they ‘roll,

As intoxicate with wine: -
Terrors paralyze their soul

Helm they quit, and hope resign.

8. Then unto the Lord tbey ery :
He inclines his gracious ear;
Sends deliverance fmm on h:gh,
Rescuea them from all their foar: .

Let the King of glory in.”
Hark, th' angelic host inquire,
“Who is he, th’ almnghty ng o
Hark again, the answering choir
‘Thus in strains of triumph sing ==
2. “He whose powerful arm, alone,
On his foes destruction hurled ;
He who hath the victory won;
He who saved a ruined world ;
He who God's pure law fulfilled,
Jesus the Incarnate Word ;
Hewhose truth with blood was sealeda.

. He:is heaven's all-glorions Lard.”
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B. “Who shall to this blest abode
. Follow in the Saviour’s train ¢”
- “They who in his cleansing blood
.- Wash away each guilty stain;
They whose daily actions prove
. Steadfast faith, and holy fear,
Fervent zeal, and grateful love,
They shall dwell for ever here.”

&38.  Tell us of the Night.

L WatceMAN! tell us of the night,
. What its signs of promise are,
Traveler! o’er yon mountain height
. See tire glory beaming star!
‘Watchman! does its beauteous ray
Aught of hope or joy foretell ?
Traveler! yes, it brings the day,
Promised day of Israel.

2. Watchman ! tell us of the night;
Higher yet that star ascends!
Traveler! blessedness and light,
. Peace and truth, its course portends!
"Watchman! will its beams alone
Gild the spot that gave them birth ?
Traveler! ages are its own;
See, it bursts o'er all the earth.

8. Watchman! tell us of the night,
, For the morning seems to dawn:
" Traveler 1 darkness takes its flight;
Doubt and terror are withdrawn
‘Watchman! let thy wandering cease,
Hie thee to thy quiet home;
Traveler! lo! the Prince of peace,
Lo! the Son of God is come!

439,  The Messengers of God.

1. Go—ye messengers of God !
Like the beams of morning, fly;
Take the wonder-working rod,
‘Wave the Banner-Cross on high.
2. Where the towering minaret
Gleams along the morning skies,
‘Wave it till the crescent set,
And the “ Star of Jacob” rise.

3. Go to many a tropic isle,
In the bosom of the deep,
‘Where the skies for ever smile,
And th' oppressed for ever weep.
4 Where the golden gates of day
Open on the palmy east,
‘Wide the bleeding cross display—
Spread the gospel's richest feast.
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440. Millennial Glory,

1. HARK, the song of Jubilee,

Loud as mighty thunders roar;
Or the fullness of the sea,

‘When it breaks upon the shore}
Hallelujah, for the Lord

God Omnipotent shall reign!
Hallelujah! let the word

Echo through the earth and main.

2. Hallelujah! hark, the sound, -
From the depths unto the skies,
‘Wakes above, beneath, around,
All creation’s harmonies!
See Jehovah's banners furled,
Bhea.:’.lhed his sword, he speaks—'tis
one;
And the kingdoms of this world
Are the kingdoms of his Son.

3. Ho shall reign from pole to pole,

With illimitable sway ;

He shall reign, when like a scroll
Yonder heavens are passed away ;

Then the end: beneath his rod
Man's last enemy shall fall;

Hallelujah | Christ is God !
God in Christ is all in all.

441.  Songs of the Angels.

1. Hark! the herald-angels sing—
“Glory to the new-born King ;
Peace on earth, and mercy mild—e
God and sinners reconciled.”

2. Joyful, all ye nations! rise,

Joia the triumph of the skies;
‘With th’ angelic host proclaim—
4 Christ is born in Bethlehem.”

3. Mild he lays his glory by,
Born that man no more may die;
Born to raise the sons of earth;
Born to give them second birth,
4. Haill the bheaven-born Prince of peace!
Hail! the Sun of righteousness!
Light and life to all be brings,
Risen with healing in his wings,

8. Let us then with angels sing—
“Glory to the new-born King;
Peace on earth, and mercy mild- -
God and sinners reconciled.”

For 5tk atansa repéat from 34 strain
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449. Children's Evening Hymn.
1. Now condescend, almighty King,
To bless this little throng ;
And kindly listen while we sing
Our pleasant cvening song.

2. Brothers dnd sisters, hand in hand,
Our lips together move :
Oh, smile upon this little band,
Unite our hearts in love,

3. We come to own the Power divine
That watches o’er our days:
For this our feeble voices join;
To God we give the praise.

4. May we in safety sleep to-night,
every danger free;
For, Lord, the darkness and the light
_ Are both alike to thee,

=~ And when the rising sun displays
His cheering beams abroad,
Then may our grateful morning lays
Declare the love of God.

(For verse 8, begin at the double bar.) *

443.  Christ's Presence with the Aged.

1. ABIDE with us, for day declines,
And night is draWwing near;

The sun of lifo now dimly shines,
And soon will disappear: -

But if thou wilt with us abide,
Earth's shadows well may come,

‘We shall have light at eventide,
To dissipate the gloom.

2. Abide with us, that we may know

- More of thy wondrous love,

Erre thou shalt call us hence to go,
And dwell with thee above:

‘We would be wholly cleansed within,
Be searched and purified,

From every secret stain of sin,
‘While yet we here reside.

3. Abide with us, that we may learn

To love thee more and more;

That we fresh wonders may discern
From thine exhaustless store : :

‘We would begin heaven’s visions here
In holy, pure delight,

Before we reach that higher sphere
‘Where faith is lost in sight.

444. The Sabbath of the Soul.

1. 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.
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2, We will not bring divided hearts,
- To ‘worship at thy shrine;
" But each unworthy thought departs,
And leaves this temple thine,

3 Then sleep to-day, tormenting cares,
Of earth and folly born; .
Ye shall not dim the light that streams
From this celestial morn. -

4. To-morrow will be time enough
To feel your harsh control ;
Ye shall not violate this day,
The Sabbath of the soul.

445. E:wouragemm!w ChmtwnWorL

1. Scorx not the shghtest word or deed,
Nor deem it void of power; .
There ’s fruit in each wind-wafted seed,
‘Waiting its natal hour.

2. A whispered word may touch the heart,
And call it back to life; .
A look of love bid Bin depart,
And still unholy strife.

3. No act falls fruitless; none can tell
- ‘How vast its power may be; :
Nor what results enfolded dwell
‘Within it silently. - -

4. Work, and despair not: bring thy mite,
Nor care how small it be;

. God is with all that serve the right,
The holy, true, and free.

1. WHEN all thy mercies, O my God,
My rising soul surveys,
Transported with the view, I'm lost
In wonder, love, and praise.

2. Unnumbered comforts 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 mfe,
And led me up to man.

4, Ten thousand thousand precions gifts
My daily thanks employ;
Nor is the least a cheerfal heart,
.That tastes those gifts with joy.
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'| 6. Through every period of my life,

Thy goodness I'll pursue;
And after death, in distant worlds,
The glorious theme renew.

6. Through all eternity, to thee
. Agratefal song I'll raise: -
But, Oh ! eternity s too short
" To utter all thy praise.

44%. For a charitable Occasion.

1. Wno is thy neighbor? he whom thou
Hast power to aid or bless;
‘Whose aching heart or burning brow
Thy soothing hand may press.

2. Thy neighbor ? ’tis the fainting poor,
. Whoee eye with want is dim; -
O, enter thou his humble door,
‘With aid and peace for him,

3. Thy neighbor? he who drinks the cup
‘When sorrow drowns the brim; -
‘With words of high sustaining hope,
Go thou, and comfort him.

4. Thy neighbor? 'tis the weary slave,
Fettered in mind and limb;
He hath no hope this side the grave,
Go thou, and ransom him, -

6. Thy neighbor? pass no mourner by;
Perhaps thou canst redeem
A breaking heart from misery;
Go, share thy lot with him.

448. Pb'aycr for strong Mh.

1. 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 nor 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'ér may come,
'We’ll taste, e'en here, the hallowed bhas
Of an eternal home. - ..
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® See also CHRISTMAS 12,

449, The whole Armor. 8. O, faint not, %htf:’stxal?,ls for thy sighs
Are beard before his throne;
1. O, seEED thee, Christian, on thy way, The race must come before the prize,
And to thy armor cling; The cross before the crown.
‘With girded loins the call cbey \
That grace and mercy bring. 450, The Ascension qud Reign of Christ.
2. There is a battle to be fought, 1. On! for a shout of sacred joy
An upward race to run, To God, the sovereign King;
A crown of glory to be sought, Let every land their tongues employ,
A victory to be won. And hymns of triumph sing.
8. The shield of faith repels the dart 2. Jesus, our God, ascends on high;
That Satan’s band may throw ; His heavenly guards around
His arrow can not reach thy heart, Attend him rising through the sky,
If Christ control the bow. ‘With trumpets’ joyful sound.

4. The glowing lamp of prayer will light | 3. While angels shout, and praise their King
Thee on thy anxious road ; Let mortals learn their strains;
*T will keep the goal of heaven in gight, | et all the earth his honor sing ;=
And guide thee to tuy Goa. : - Q'er all tne earth ne reigna,




4. Rehearse his praise with awe profound;
Let knowledge lead the song ;
Nor mock him with a solemn sound
Upon a thoughtless tongue,
6. In Israel stood his ancient throne :—
He loved that ancient race;
But now he calls the world his own;
The heathen taste his grace.

451. Returning to Zion. *

1. 8vg, all ye ransomed of the Lord!
Your great Deliverer sing :
Ye pilgrims | now, for Zion bound,
" Be joyful in your King.
2. See the fair way his hand hath made;
How peaceful and how plain !
The simplest traveler need not err,
Nor seek the path in vain,

3, A hand divine shall lead you on,
Through all the blissful road ;
Till to the sacred mount you rise,
And see your smiling God.
4. Bright garlands of immortal joy
Shall bloom on every head ;
‘While sorrow, sighing, and distress,
Like shadows, all are fled.
5. March on, in your Redeemer’s strength ;
Pursue his footsteps still ;
‘With joyful hope, still fix your eye
On Zion’s heavenly hill.

‘4693. Returning to Zion,
1. DavGHTER of Zion, from the dust
Exalt thy fallen head ;
Again in thy Redeemer trust;
He calls thee from the dead.
2. Awake, awake; put on thy strength,
Thy beautiful aITay ;
The day of freedom dawns at length,
The Lord’s appointed day.
3. Rebuild thy walls, thy bounds enlarge,
And send thy heralds forth ;
8ay to the south, “Give up thy charge,”
And, “Keep not back, O north.”
4. They come! they come! thine exiled
ban

‘Where'er they rest or roam,
Have heard thy voice in dlstant lands,
And hasten to their home.

6. Thus, though the universe shall burn,
And God his works destroy,
‘With songs thy ransomed shall return,
And everlasting joy.

CHURCH MELODIES.
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453. Promised Aid. -

1. Go, and the Saviour’s grace proclaim,
Ye favored men of God!
Go, publish, through Immanuel’s name,
Salvation bought with blood.

2. What, though your arduous pathway lie
Through regions dark as death ?
‘What, though, your faith and zeal to try,
Perils beset your path?

3. Yet, with determined courage, go,
And armed with power divine;
Your God will needful strength bestow,
And on your labors shine.

4 Shrink not, though earth and hell oppose,
But plead your Master’s cause;
that e'en your
Shall bow before his cross.

484, The joyful Reign of Christ
1. Jox to the world—the Lord is come |-
Let earth receive her King;

" Let every heart prepare him room,
And heaven and nature sing.

2. Joy to the world—the Saviour reigns,

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

Repeat the sounding joy.

3. No more let sin and sorrow grow,
Nor thorns infest the ground ;
He comes to make his blessings flow
Far as the curse is found.

4. He rulestheworldthhtruthmdm
And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousneas,
And wonders of his love.

455. The Saints’ Safety.

1. UNSHAKEN as the sacred hill,
And firm as mountains stand,
Firm as a rock the soul shall rest,
That trusts th’' Almighty Hand.

2. Not walls nor hills could guard so well
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,
ghmt, their Lord, is gone.
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Arranged from BERTROVEN.

- ing tear, the heaTing sigh,
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‘When his ownthil-drenﬁll a-round, When tender friends and kin-dred die.
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* See also RocxinaHAX 238,

456. Mourning with Submission.

1. TeE God of love will sure indulge
The flowing tear, the heaving sigh,
‘When his own children fall around—
“When tender friends and kindred die,

2. Yet not one anxious, murm'ring thought,
Sbould with our mourning passions
blend ;
Nor would our bleeding hearta forget
Th' almighty, ever-living Friend.

” 3. Beneath a numerous train of ills,

Our feeble flesh and heart may fail ;

Yet shall our hope in thee, our God,
O’er every gloomy fear prevail.

4. Our Father God! to thee we look,

Our Rock, our Portion; and-our Friend;

And on thy covenant love and truth.
Our sinking souls shall still depend.

457, InoonaW Heart lamented.

1. An} wretched, vile, ungrateful heart !

+ That can from Jesus thus depart;
Thus, fond of trifles, vainly rove,
Forgetful of a Saviour's love.

2.1n vain I charge my thoughts to stay,
And chide earth’s vanities away ;
There s’ nought beneath a power divine
That can this roving heart confine.

3, Jesus! to thee I would return,
And, at thy feet repenting, mourn;
There let me view thy pardoning love,
And never from thy sight remove.

4. Oh! let thy love, with sweet control,
Bind all the passions of my soul ;
Bid every earthly charm depart,
And dwell for ever in my heart.

488, Divini Christ R
vmdy‘%' \ pmvedbgu

L BerOLD! the blind their sight receive ;
Behold! the dead awake and live;
The dumb speak wonders, and the lame
Leap like the hart, and bless his name.

2. Thus doth th’ eternal Spirit own
And seal the mission of his Son:
The Father vindicates his cause,
‘While he hangs bleeding on the cross.

3. He dies—the heavens in mourning stood!
‘He rises, and appears a God ;
Behold the Lord, ascending high—
No more to bleéd—no more to die!

4. Hence, and for ever, from my heart
T bid those doubts and fears depart ;
And to thy hands my soul resign,
‘Which bear credentials so divine,
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. Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,

But there’s a nobler rest a.~bove ;

The elernal Sabbath,
1. THINE earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,
But there 's a nobler rest above;

To that our longing souls aspire
‘With cheerful hope, and strong desire.

459.

2. No more fatigne—no more distress,
Nor gin, nor death shall reach the place;
No groans shall mingle with the songs
‘Which warble from immortal tongues.

8. No rude alarms of raging foes, -
No cares to break the long repose ;
No tidnight shade, no clouded sun,
But sacred, high, eternal noon.

4. Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,
But there's a nobler rest above ;
To that our longing souls aspire
‘With cheerful hope, and strong desire.

460. The Goodness of God.
1. TuE Lord is gracious to forgive,
And slow to let his anger move;

- The Lord is good to all that live,
And all his tender mercy prove.

2. Glorious in majesty art thou;
Thy-throne for ever shall endure;
And angels at thy footstool bow;
Yet dost thou not despise the poor.

3. The Lord upholdeth them that fall ;
He raiseth men of low degree:

O God, our health, the eyes of all—
Of all the living, wait on thee.

4. Thou openest thine exhaustless store,
And rainest food on every land ;
The dumb creation thee adore,
And eat their portion from thy hand.

6. Man, most indebted, most ingrate,
Man only is a rebel here:
Teach him to know thee, ere too late ;—
Teach him to love thee, and to fear.

.

461.  Uniting with the Church.

1. OH 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.

2. 'Tis done, the great transaction 's done,
I am my Lord’s, and he is mine;
He drew me, and I followed on,
Rejoiced to own the call divine,

3. Now rest, my long divided heart,
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest ;-
Here have I found a nobler part, .
" Here, heavenly pleasures fill my breast
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469. Evening Song.

1. GLORY to thee, my God, this night,
For all the blessings of the light ;
Keep me, oh! keep me, King of kings!
Beneath the shadow of thy wings.

2. Forgive me, Lord! for thy dear Son,
The ill that I this day have done;
That with the world, myself, and thee,
My soul, this night, at peace may be.

3. Teach me to live, that I may dread
The grave as little as my bed;
Teach me to die, that so I may
Rise glorious, at the judgment-day.

4, Oh! may my faith on thee repose;
May gentle sleep my eyelids close,
That shall my frame more vigorous make,
To serve my God when I awake.

5. Lord ! let my soul for ever share
The bliss of thy parental care; .
"Tis heaven on earth, ’tis heaven above,
To see thy face, and sing thy love.

463. R:ligion nothing without Love.—~1
Cor. xiii. 1, 3. )
1. Hap I the tongues of Greeks and Jews,
And nobler speech than
If love be absent, I am found
Like tinkling braes, an empty sound.

U [N [

2. Were I inspired to preach and tell
All that is done in heaven and hell—
Or could my faith the world remove,
Still I am nothing without love,

-| 3. Should I distribute all my store -

To feed the hungry, clothe the poor
Or gi¥e 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 &re vain;

Nor tongues, nor gifts, nor fiery zeal,
The work of love can e'er fulfill.

464. Pudlic Worship; or, Grace and
- Glory.

1. GrEar God! attend, while Zion sings -
The joy that from thy presence springs ;
To spend one day with thee on earth
Exceeds a thousand deys of mirth,

2. Might T enjoy the meanest place
Within thy house, O God of grace!
Not tonts of ease, nor thrones of power,
Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

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

From foes without, and foes within,

N
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4. All needful grace will God bestow,

- And crown that grace with glory, too
He gives us all things, and withholds
No real good from upright souls.

4685, Restraining Influence of the Gospel.
1. How beautiful those rays appear,
- "Reflections of the gospel light,
‘Which make the path of virtue elear
To the bewijldered wanderer’s sight!

2. They warn the guilty, check the proud,
Arrest the thoughtless and the gay:
e the midnight, boisterous crowd,
And take the maddening bowl away.

3. To temperance, industry, and peace,
To comfort, and to health they lead ;
They bid earth's crimes and sorrows

ceaso,
And love and happiness succeed.

4. Then let the beams resplendent shine,
Its brightest rays the gospel pour,
Till, by an influence so divine,
The reign of vice shall be no more,

466. Chicf end of Man—1 Cor. vi. 19-30.

1. TrOU Maker of our mortal frame—
Of all thy works the noblest far,

‘We bow before thy righteous claim
“ To all we have, and all we are,

2. Our tongues were fashioned for thy word,
Our hands—to do thy will divine;
Our bodies are thy temple, Lord,
The mind's immortal powers are thine.
3. Its highest thought—to trace thy skill,
Its purest love on thee to rest,
Its noblest action of the will,
To choose thy service, and be blest.

4. Our ransomed spirits rise to thee—
Unfailing source of light and joy!
Thy love has made thy children free,
Thy praise shall life and strength em-
ploy.
5. Gixe grace and mercy to the end—"
For we are thine s.1d not our own:
So shall we to thy courts ascend,
And cast our crowns before thy throne,

46%7. The Refuge and Defense of the Saints.

1. Gop is our refuge and defense,
In trouble our unfailing aid ;
Becure in his Omnipotencs,
‘What foe can make our souls afraid ?

1563

2. Yea, though the earth’s foundations rock,
And mountains down the gu]f
hurled,
His people smile amid the shock—.
They look beyond this transient world.

3. There is a river, pure and bright,
‘Whose streams make glad the heaven-
ly plains, . .
‘Where, in eternity of light,
The city of our God remains.

4, Built by the word of his command, .
‘With his unclouded presence blest,
Firm as his throne the bulwarks stand—
There is our home,.our hope, our rest,

5. Thither let fervent faith aspire ;
Our treasure, and our heart be there:
O for & seraph’s wing of fire}
No:—for the mightier wings oi'prayer

6. We reach at once that last retreat;
d range around the ransomed
throng,
Fall with the elders at his feet,
‘Whose name alone inspires their song.

468, Migsionary Meeting.

1. AsSEMBLED at thy great command,
Before thy face, dread King! we stand ;
The voice that marshaled every star,
Has called thy people from afar.

2. We meet, through distant lands, to

spread
The truth for which the martyrs bled ;
Along the line, to either pole,
The thunder of thy praise to roll.

3. Our prayers assist, accept our praise,
Our hopes revive, our courage raise ;
Qur counsels aid, to each impart
The single eye, the faithful heart.

4. Forth with thy chosen heralds come,
Recall the wandering #pirits home ;
From Zion's mount send forth the sound,
To spread the spacious earth around.

" Doxology.
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow;
Praise him, all creatures here below |

Praise him above, ye heavenly host!
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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469, The expiring Saviour. Let thy grief be tnmed to gladnea

L. Hagk! the voice of Jove and mercy
Sounds aloud from Calvary;
Boe |—it rends the rocks asunder— .
Shakes the earth—and veils the sky:
. %Tt is finished 1"—
Hear the dying Saviour cry.

2, “It is finished 1"—Oh! what pleasure
Do these charming words afford |
Heavenly blessings, without measure,

Flow to us, through Christ, the Lord:
“It is finished I"—
Saints! the dying words record.
8, Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs|
Join to sing the pleasing theme :
All in earth and heaven, uniting,
Join to praise Immanuel’s name ;

Hallelujah 1—
Glory to the bleeding Lamb |
470. Hope encouraged.

1. O MY soul! what means this sadness ?
‘Wherefore art thou thus cast down?

Bid thy restless fear begone;
Look to Jesus,
And rejoice in his dear name.

2. Though ten thousand ills beset thee,
Though thy heart is stained with gin,
_Jesus lives, he Il ne'er forget thee,
He will make thee pure within;
He is faithful
To perform his gracious word.

3. Though distresses now attend thee,
And thou tread’st the thorny road ;
His right hand shall still defend tbee,
Soon he’ll bring thee home to God;
Therefore praise him,~—
Praise the great Redeemer’s name.

4. Oh! that I could now adore him,
Like the heavenly host above,
‘Who for ever bow before him,
And unceasing sing his love!
"Happy spirits ! .
‘When shall I your chorus join ?



CHURCH MELODIES. . 155

. GRBEHVXLLE. 88, 78 & 4s,

. N RoussEav.
A | e BN

_ §54 —-’:ﬁ—j—H—:iE_’ —

I i

eSS

-1, Oer the gloomy - hills of - darknegs, Cheered by no ce - les tial ray,
p. 0. Send the gos-pel, Send the gos-pel To the earth’sre - moi-est bound.

—

I - 1 1 Li i |

;_A_L{‘Ez::;:lpg;—_frﬂgzq::.%:&pg;isgﬂ

) _,; _1—9 :i——y:;ﬁ;‘ _,:;_:,fjg e =

D.C.
Sun of - ngbteonsnessl a - ris - ing, ano the bright, the glo-rious day 5
—— ——9—.—0—[———— -——o—-}—d—.ftg:‘:#:
—E— Tt T — P& O o — i - }'
T 1~ I 11— { gt T ——1»
T— T
47N, Succese of the Gospel among the |3. Who hath their report behevéd?
Heathen. ‘Who hath heard the solemn word ?

1. O'ER the gloomy hills of darkness,
Cheered by no celestial ray, -
Sun of righteousness! arising,
Bring the bright, the glorious day;
"~ Send the gospel
- To the earth's remotest bound.
2. ngdoma wide that sit in darkness,~—
Grant them, Lord! the glorious light;
- And, from eastern coast to western, -
May the morning chase the night;
And redemption,
Freely purchased, win the day.
3. Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel |
‘Win and conquer, hever cease ;
May thy lasting, wide dominions,
Multiply, and still increase;
" Sway thy sceptre,
Baviour! all the world around.

479.
L SivNERs, will you scorn the message,
Coming from the courts above?
Mercy beams in every
Every line is full of love;
0. believe it,
Every line is full of love.

2. Now, the heralds of salvation,
Joyful news from Heaven proclaim:
Sinners freed from condemnation,
Through the all-atoning hmbl
Life receiving
Through the all-atoning Lamb..

‘Who embraced the news of pardon,
Freely offered by the Lord 7
Life immortal,
Freely offered by the Lord.

4. O ye angels, hovering round us,
‘Waiting spirits, speed your way,
Hasten to the court of heaven,
Tidings bear without delay :
- Rebel sinners
Glad the message will obey.

473. Dwmwmn.

1. Lorp, dismiss us with thy blessing,
Fill our hearts with joy and peace,
Let us each, thy love possessmg,
Triumph in redeemmg grace:
O, refresh
vaelmg through this wilderness.

2. Thanks we give, aud adoration,
For. thy gospel’s joyful seund ;
May the fiuits of thy salvation
In our hearts and lives abound ;
May thy presence
‘With us evermore be found.

3. Then, whene'er the signal s given
" Us from earth to call away,
Borne, on angels’ wings to hea:
Glad the summons to obey-
May we ever

Reign with Christ in end}
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474, Resurrection and Ascension of Ohrist.

1. ANGELS] roll the rock away;
Death! yield up thy mighty prey;
See! the Saviour leaves the tomb,
Glowing with immortal bloom.,

2, Hark! the wondering angels raise
Louder notes of joyful praise;
Let the earth’s remotest bound
Echo with the blissful sound.

3. Now, ye saints, lift up your eyes, .
See him high in glory rise!
Hosts of angels, on the road,
Hail him—the incarnate God.

4. Heaven unfolds its portals wide,
See the Conqueror through them ride!
King of glory! mount thy throne—
Boundless empire is thine own.

5. Praise hit, ye celestial choirs!
Tune, and sweep your golden lyres;
Raise, O earth! your noblest songs,
From ten thousand' thousand tongues.

478. The House of Prayer and Praise.

1. Lorp of hosts, to thee we raise
Here a house of prayer and pralse;
Thou thy people's hearts prepare
Hero to meet for praise and prayer,

476.

2. Let the living here be fed
‘With thy word, the heavenly breed ;
Here, in hope of glory blest, .
May the dead be laid to rest.

3. H(;S to thee a temple stand, -~ ¢
‘While the sea shall gird the land;
Here reveal thy mercy sure,

‘While