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PREFACE TO THEE HYMNAL

o+

- THE General Conference of the

Methodist Episcopal Church, on
the thirtieth day of May, 1876,
i adopted the following report:—
The Committee on the Revision of the
Hymn Book have carefully considered

‘the various papers referred to them,
and respectfully report to the General

- Conference that they are unanimously

of the opimon that a thorough revision
of the Hymn Book now in use is imper-

- atively demanded. We therefore rec-

ommend—
1. That the Board of Bishops be re-

*- quested to appoint, as soon ag practica-
"hle, a Committee of fifteen, to whom

W

&

shall be committed the work of revision.
9. That this Committee be selected
with reference to convenience of loca-
tion for division into three sections for
working purposes.
3. That when the work of prepara-
tory revision shall be completed by the

" several sections, the whole Committee

_ shall be duly notified, and the work of

each section shall be revised; and that
no hymn now in use shall be excluded
without a vote of two thirds of the
Committee for its rejection, and that no
hymn not now in the collection shall be
admitted without a vote of two thirds
of the Committee in its favor,

i

4. That when the Committee have
completed their work, they shall submit
their report to the Bishops for their
approval, and the Bishops approving,
they are authorized to commend it to
the Church,

5. That after the Committee afore-
said shall have completed their revision
of the Hymn Book, and their work has
been approved by the Bishops as pro-
vided for in item 4, they shall have
power to prepare a suitable Hymn and
Tune Book for the use of the Church.

6. No compensation shall be paid to
the Committee employed in the revisal,
except for actual expenses incurred.

In accordance with the fore-
going resolution, the Bishops
appointed the following per-
sons as

THE COMMITTEE OF REVISION.

Central Section.
James M. Buckley, Erastus Wentworth,
Richard Wheatley, John N. Brown,
Charles E. Hendrickson.

Eastern Section.
Daniel A. Whedon, William Rice,
Calvin 8. Harrington, George Prentice,
Charles F. Allen.

Western Section.
Francis D. Hemenway, Arthur Edwards,
‘William Huater, Jeremiah H. Baylisg,
Charles H. Payne,



PREFACE TO THE HYMNAL.

" APPROVAL BY THE BISHOPS.

To the Commitice appointed to revise
the Hymn Book :—

DEAR BRETHREN—The Bishops, at
their late meeting in Cleveland, Ohio,
very thoroughly examined the result of
the labors of the Committee appointed
under authority of the last General Con-
ference, to revise the Hymn Book of
the Methodist Episcopal Church.

1. They went through the entire list
of the hymns in the book now in use
which the Committee has excluded.

2. They thoughtfully considered ev-
ery revision made in the text of the
hymns which the Committee has re-
tained.

3. They read through carefully, and

in many cases repeatedly, every new
iv

hymn which the Committee has intros
duced into the Revised Hymn Book.

After the Committee had made a few
changes which the Bishops suggested,
the following resolution was unanimous-
ly adopted, namely :—

Resolved, That we have thoroughly
examined, with great satisfaction, the
work of the Committee appointed to
revise the Hymn Book. We tender to
the members of that Committee our-
thanks; and believe the gratitude of
the Church is due these brethren for
the labor they have expended, and the
wisdom, taste, and good judgment they
have shown in preparing this most ex-
cellent book.

By order, and on behalf, of the
Board of Bishops, ’

WiLLiaMm L. HARRIS, Secretary.

NEW YORK, June 15, 1877,



ADDRESS

TO THE

MEMBERS AND FRIENDS OF THE METHODIST EPISCOPAL CHURCH.

UxpEer the direction of the General Conference of 1876 this
revised edition of our excellent Hymn Book has been pre-
pared. The action of the General Conference, the names of
the Committee selected by the Bishops, and the judgment of
the Bishops as expressed to the Committee, are herewith pre-
sented. You will note the great care which has marked every
part of the work, whether in rejecting any of the hymns form-
erly used, or in changing their phraseology, or in the selection
of those which are new. Though perfection is not claimed,
yet we believe the present Hymn Book will be considered a
great improvement on the preceding one.

‘We most cordially commend it to you as one of the choic-
est selections of evangelical hymns ever published; and we
trust that it will increase the interest of public worship, give a
higher inspiration to social and family services, and aid in pri-
vate meditation and devotion. As it is published by the
authority of the Church, and to meet the wants of the Church,
and as the profits will be devoted to religious purposes, we do
the more earnestly commend it to your liberal patronage.

We exhort you, dear brethren, to “sing with the spirit”
and “with the understanding also,” “making melody in your
heart to the Lord.”

Your affectionate pastors in Christ,

LEVI S8COTT,
MATTHEW SIMPSON,
EDWARD R. AMES,
THOMAS BOWMAN,
WILLIAM L. HARRIS,
RANDOLPH 8. FOSTER,
ISAAC W. WILEY,
STEPHEN M. MERRILL,
EDWARD G. ANDREWS,
GILBERT HAVEN,

January 12, 1878, JESSE T. PECK.



PREFACE TO THE HYMNAL WITH TUNES.

I'ue Committee appointed by order of the last General Con-
ference to revise the Hymn Book, was also empowered “to
prepare a suitable Hymn and Tune Book for the use of the
Church;” and this book is presented as the result of its labor.
The accepted doctrine of the Church is, that “every pewson in
the congregation ought to sing, not one in ten only.” To aid
in securing such a consummation has been the prime purpose
in the mind of the Committee. It has also been a special aim tc
prepare a book which would so commend itself to the whole
Church as to secure uniformity of use in all our congregations,
thus becoming a strong additional bond of union as well as a
powerful stimulus in worship. Such a book is quite as much
needed as a book of hymns alone.

This book has a superiority over our previous works of this
kind in its exact agreement with the Hymnal in the order and
consecutive numbering of the hymns. The preservation of
this identity has greatly increased the difficulty of adapting all
the hymns to suitable tunes. To accomplish this properly,
without unduly increasing the size and expense of the book,
was not an easy problem; yet it is believed that very few
hymns will be found without their appropriate tunes on their
own or on opposite pages. In the few instances where this has
not been practicable, a familiar tune is suggested, with its
page, at the head of the hymn.

The tunes have been taken from the best sources of our own
and other countries. They have been selected from a great
multitude, and from a great variety of authors, and almost
wholly with a view to their availability for congregational use.
They are not mere scientific harmonies, but harmonized melo-
dies. Most of them have been tested by long usage, and have
become indispensable for popular use. Those that are relatively
new will prove, it is believed, as acceptable and popular as the

old. The variety is very broad, and yet the music is mainly
Vi



PREFACE TO THE HYMNAL WITH TUNES.

of a solid, enduring kind. Wherever pages that face each
other contain hymns of the same meter it has been the aim to
adapt them to one old tune and one less familiar. The number
of tunes for particular meters will be found very large, and
their character especially excellent. Of the few lighter tunes
in the book, it is sufficient to say that they are married to their
hymns and cannot well be divorced. The dozen or more cf
old and fugue tunes that follow the doxologies will be a grati
fication to many who still enjoy the ancient melodies. The
chants, though not numerous, are those very generally used by
the universal Church; and it is hoped that they may become
more popular and useful among us.

The Committee has been assisted in the preparation of this
book by Dr. Eben Tourjée, of Boston, and Mr. Joseph P. Hol-
brook, of New York, as special musical editors. These names
are a sufficient guaranty that the musical department of the
work has been done in the best possible manner.

We offer a few suggestions for congregational singing :—

Let all provide themselves with books. Every singer should
have a book to himself.

Let all sing ; generally the melody of the tune.

The minister must take and express deep and constant inter-
est in congregational singing ; otherwise it will be a failure.

The chorister must do the same.

There should be a choir or a precentor, and an organ, if
possible, to lead the people. The best arrangement is to have
the choir and organ in front of the congregation,

Frequent gatherings of the congregation in praise-meetings,
and for instruction and practice in learning new tunes, are
very desirable. For the sake of variety and freshness, the
pastor and chorister should make persistent efforts to encour-
age the congregation to learn new tunes. The book should be
the standard book of the Sunday-school, and should be con-

“stantly used in the social meeting as well as in the congregation.

In the hope that the work may stimulate all the people to
sing in all the services of the sanctuary, and may contribute
somewhat to the spirituality of divine worship through the
power of sacred song upon the heart, it is respectfully sub-

mitted to the kindly judgment of the Church,
vii
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HYMNS AND TUNES.

CaRL GOTTHELF GLASER, ARR. BY LowzLir Masox.

1 Exultant praise to the Redeemer,

1 O FoR a thousand tongues, to sing
My great Redeemer’s praise;

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

2 My gracious Master a.nd my God,
Assist me to proclair

To spread through all the earth abroad,
The honors of thy name.

8 Jesus! the name that charms our fears,
That bids our sorrows cease;

’Tis music in the sinner’s ears,
’Tis life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of canceled sin,
He sets the prisoner free;

His blood can make the foulest clean;
His blood availed for me.

5 He speaks, and, listening to his voice,
New life the dead receive;

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice;
The humble poor believe.

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

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

CHARLES WEBLEY.

2 Worshiping the Lamb.

1 COME, let us join our cheerful songs
‘With angels round the throne;

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

2 “Worthy the Lamb tha.t died,” they cryy
*To be exalted thusl

“Worthy the Lamb!” our hea.rts reply,
**¥or he was slain for us.’

3 Jesus is worthy to receive
Honor and power divine;

And blessings more than we can give,
Be, Lord, forever thine.

4 The whole creation join in one,
To bless the sacred name

Of him that sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb.

INAAC WATTS,



‘WORSHIP,

3 The universal King.

1 CoME, sound his praise abroad,
And hymns of glory sing:

Jehovah is the sovereign God,
The universal King.

2 He formed the deeps unknown;
He gave the seas their bound ;
The watery worlds are all his own,

And all the solid ground.

3 Come, worship at his throne,
Come, bow before the Lord ;

‘We are his works, and not our own ;
He formed us by his word.

4 To-day attend his voice,
Nor dare provoke his rod;

Come, like the people of his choice.
And own your gracious God.

ISAAC WATTS,

4: Song of Moses and the Lamb.

1 AWAKE, and sing the song
Of Moses and the Lamb;

Wake, every heart and every tongue,
To praise the S8aviour’s name.

2 Sing of his dying love;
Sing of his rising power ;
Sing how he intercedes above
For those whose sins he bore.

8 Sing on your heavenly way,
Ye ransomed sinners, sing;
Sing on, rejoicing every day

In Christ. the eternal King.

4 Soon shall we hear him say,
** Ye blessed children, come!”’
Soon will he call us hence away,
To our eternal home.

5 There shall each raptured tongue
His endless praise prociaim ;

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

WILLIAM HAMMOND, ALT.

5 Praise and thanksgiving.

1 STAND up, and bless the Lord,
Ye people of his choice ;

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

2 Though high ahove all praise,
Above all blessing high,

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

3 O for the living flame
From his own altar brought,

To touch our lips, our souls inspire,
And wing to heaven our thought!

4 God is our strength and song,
And his salvation ours;

Then be his love in Christ proclaimed
With all our ransomed powers.

5 Stand up, and bless the Lord ;
The Lord your God adore ;
Stand up, and bless his glorious name,
Henceforth, for evermore.
JAMES MONTGOMERY,

SILVER STREET. S. M. Inasc Surem,
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WORSHIP.

ITALIAN HYMN. 6, 4. FrLIcE GLARDINT.
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6 Invocation of the Trinity. 8 Come, holy Comforter,
1 CoME, thou almighty King, Thy sacred witness bear
Help us thy nawe to sing, In this glad hour:
Help us to praise: Thou who almighty art,
Father all-glorious, Now rule in every heart,
O’er all victorious, And ne’er from us depart,
Come, and reign ovelr us, Spirit of power !
Ancient of days 4 To thee, great One and Three,
2 Come, thou incarnate Word, Eternal praises be
Gird on thy mighty sword, Hence, evermore :
Our prayer attend ; Thy sovereign majesty
Come, and thy people bless, May we in glory see,
And give thy word success : And to eternity
Spirit of holiness, Love and adorel
On us descend ! CHARLES WESLEY,
PACKINGTON. S, M. REv, Jonx Brack.
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7 Met in His name.

1 Jrsus, we look to thee,
Thy promised presence claim ;
Thou in the midst of us shalt be,
Assembled in thy name.

2 Thy name salvation is,
‘Which here we come to prove ;

Thy name is life, and health, and peace,
And everlasting love.

8 Not in the name of pride
Or selfishness we meet ;

From nature’s paths we turn aside,
And worldly thoughts forget.

R
. { K

4 We meet the grace to take,
‘Which thou hast freely given;

‘We meet on earth for thy dear sake,
That we may meet in heaven.

5 Present we know thou art,
But O thyself reveal!

Now, Lord, let every bounding heart
The mighty comfort feel.

6 O may thy quickening voice
The death of sin remove ;

And bid our inmost souls rejoice,
In hope of perfect love.

CHARLES WESLEY.
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8 General invitation to praise God. 10 Universal adoration.

1 FroM all that dwell below the skies,
Let the Creator’s praise arise ;
Let the Redeemer’s name be sung,

1 O HOLY, holy, holy Lord!
Thou God of hosts, by all adored ;
The earth and heavens are full of thee,

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.

8 Your lofty themes, ye mortals, bring;
In songs of praise divinely sing ;

The great salvation loud proclaim,

And shout for joy the Saviour’s name.

4 In every land begin the song;

To every land the strains belong :

In cheerful sounds all voices raise,
And 1111 the world with loudest praise.

ISAAC WATTS,
9 Reverential adoration.
1 BEFORE Jehovah’s awful throne,
Ye nations bow with sacred joy ;
‘Know that the Lord is God alone,
He can create, and he destroy.

¢ His sovereign power, without our aid,
Made us of clay, and formed us men;
And when like wandering sheep we strayed,
He brought us to his fold again.

8 We'’ll crowd thy gates with thankful songs,
High as the heavens our voices raise;
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues,
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise.

4 Wide as the world is thy command ;
Yast as eternity thy love;

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

ISAAC WATTS, ALT, BY J, WESLEY,

o

Thy light, thy power, thy majesty.

2 Loud hallelujahs to thy name,

Angels and seraphim proclaim :

By all the powers and thrones in heaven,
Eternal praise to thee is given.

3 Apostles join the glorious throng,
And swell the loud triumphant song :
Prophets and martyrs hear the sound,
And spread the hallelujah round.

4 Glory to thee, O God most hiFh!
Father, we praise thy majesty
The Son, the Spirit, we adore ]
One Godhead, blest for evermore.

JOSIAH CONDER.

11 Invitation to worship.—~Psalm 100.

1 ALL people that on eartli do dwell,
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice :
Him serve with fear, his praise forth tell,

Come ye before him, and rejoice.

2 The Lord, ye know, is God indeed,
‘Without our aid he did us make;

‘We are his flock, he doth us feed,
And for his sheep he doth us take.

3 O enter then his gates with praise,
Approach with joy his courts unto:

Praise, laud, and bless his name always,
For it is seemly so to do.

4 For why? the Lord our God is good,
His mercy is forever sure;

His truth at all times firmly stood,
And shall from age to age endure.

WILLIAM KETHE,
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12  Praise to the Saviour.

1 JEsUs, thou everlasting King,
Accept the tribute which we bring ;
Accept thy well-deserved renown,
And wear our praises as thy crown.

2 Let every act of worship be

Like our espousals, Lord, to thee;
Like the blest hour when from above
‘We first received the pledge of love.

3 The gladness of that happy day,

O may it ever, ever stay!

Nor let our faith forsake its hold,

Nor hope decline, nor love grow ¢old.

4 Let every moment, as it files,
Increase thy praise, improve our joys,
Till we are raised to sing thy name,
At the great supper of the Lamb.

ISAAC WATTS,

13 The prosperity of the saints,

1 O RENDER thanks to God above,
The fountain of eternal love,

‘Whose mercy firm through ages past
Hath stood, and shall forever last.

2 Who can his mighty deeds express,
Not only vast, but numberless?
‘What mortal eloquence can raise
His tribute of immortal praise?

3 Extend to me that favor, Lord,
Thou to thy chosen dost afford ;
‘When thou return’st to set them free,
Let thy salvation visit me.

4 O may I worthy prove to see

Thy saints in full prosperity,

That I the joyful choir may join,

And count thy people’s triumph mine !

TATE AND BRADY,

14: Welcome to the King of glory.

1 LIFT up your heads, ye mighty gates !
Behold, the King of glory waits;

The King of kings is drawing near,
The Saviour of the world is here.

2 The Lord is just, a helper tried;
Mercy is ever at hisside ;

His kingly crown is holiness ;

His scepter, pity in distress.

8 0O hlest the land, the city blest,
‘Where Christ the 1uler is confessed !

O happy hearts and bappy homes

To whom this King of trinmph comes!

4 Fling wide the portals of your heart;
Make it a temple, set apart

From earthly use for heaven’s employ,
Adorned with prayer, and love, and joy.

5 Redeemer, come! I open wide
My heart to thee: here, Lord, abide!
Let me thy inner presence feel,

Thy grace and love in me reveal !

6 So come, my Sovereign! enter in,

Let new and nobler life begin;

Thy Holy 8pirit guide us on,

Until the glorious crown be won!
GEORG WEISSEL, TR, BY MISS ¢, WINKWORTH.
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RE7. JouN DanwaLy,

15 Longings for the house of God.
1 LoRrD of the worlds above,
How pleasant and how fair
The dwellings of thy love,
Thine earthly temples, are!
To thine abode my heart aspires,
‘With warm desires to see my God.

2 O bappy souls that pray
‘Where Goa appoints to hear !
O happy men that pay
Their constant service there !
They praise thee still ; and happy they
That love the way to Zion's hill.

3 They go from strength to strength,
Through this dark vale of tears,
Till each arrives at length,
Till each in heaven appears:
O glorious seat! thou, God, our King,
Bhalt thither bring our willing feet.

ISAAC WATTS,
16 The universal King.,
1 YouNG men and maidens, raise
Your tuneful voices high ;
01d men and children, praise
The Lord of earth and sky;
Him Three in One, and One in Three,
Extol to all eternity.

10

T
TIoMS

2 The universal King
Let all the world proclaim ;
Let every creature sing
His attributes and name;
Him Three in One, and One in Three,
Extol to all eternity.

8 In his great name alone
All excellences meet,
Who sits upon the throne,
And shall forever sit ;
Him Three in One, and One in Three,
Lxtol to all eternity.

4 Glory to God helongs;
Glory to God be given,
Abhove the noblest songs
Of all in earth and heaven;
Him Three in One, and One in Three,
Extol to all eternity.

CHARLES WESLEY,

Doxology.
To God the Father's throne
Your highest honors raise ;
Glory to God the Sonj;
To God the Spirit, praise :
With all our powers, eternal King,
Thy everlasting praise we sing.

ISAAC WATTS, ALT.
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17 The glory of His grace. 3 The veil that hides thy glory rend,

1 LET all on earth their voices raise,

To sing the great Jehovah's praise,
And bless his holy name :

His glory let the heathen know,

His wonders to the nations show,
His saving grace proclaim.

2 He framed the globe ; he built the sky;
He made the shining worlds on high,
And reigns in glory there:
His beams are majesty and light;
His beauties, how divinely bright!
His dwelling-place, how fair]

3 Come the great day, the glorious hour,
‘When earth shall feel his saving power,
All nations fear his name :
Then shall the race of men copfess
The beauty of his holiness,
His saving grace proclaim.

ISAAC WATTS,
18 God’s glorious presence.
1 THOU God of power, thou God of love,
‘Whose glory fills the realms above,
‘Whose praise archangels sing,
And veil their faces while they ery,
“Thrice holy,” to their God most high,
* Thrice holy,” to their King;

2 Thee as our God we too would ¢laim,
And bless the Saviour's precious name,
Through whom this grace is given :

He bore the curse to sinners due,
He forms their ruined souls anew,
And makes them heirs of heaven,

2
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And here in saving power descend,
And fix thy blest abode ;

Here to our hearts thyself reveal,

And let each waiting spirit féel
The presence of our God.

JOHN WALKER.

19 The praise of Jesus,
1 JESUS, thou soul of all our joys,
For whom we now lift up our voice,
And all our strength exert,
Vouchsafe the grace we humbly claim ;
Compose into a thankful frame,
And tune thy people’s heart.

2 While in the heavenly work we join,
Thy glory be our whole design,
Thy glory, not our own :
Still let us keep this end in view,
And still the pleasing task pursue,
To please our God alone.

3 Thee let us praise, our common Lord,
And sweetly join, with one accord,
Thy goudness to proclaim :
Jesus, thyself in us reveal,
And all our faculties shall feel
Thy harmonizing name.

4 With calmly reverential joy,
O let us all our lives employ
In setting forth thy love;
And raise In death our triumph higher,
And sing, with all the heavenly choir,
That ¢ndless song above.
CHARLES WEALEY,
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20 Humble adoration.
1 HEAVENLY Father, sovereign Lord,
Be thy glorious name adored !
Tord, thy mercies never fail;
Hail, eelestial Goodness, hail !
2 Though unworthy of thine ear,
Deign our humble songs to hear;
Purer praise we hope to bring
‘When around thy throne we sing.
3 While on earth ordained to stay,
Guide our footsteps in thy way,
Till we come to dwell with thee,
Till we all thy glory see.
4 Then, with angel-harps again,
‘We will wake a nobler strain;
There, in joyful songs of praise,
Our trinmphant voices raise.

BENJAMIN WILLIAMS, ALT.

21 Dlessings implored.

1 LorD, we come before thee now,
At thy feet we humbly bow;

0O do not our suit disdain;

Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain?
2 Lord, on thee our souls depend;
In compassion now descend ;

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,
Tune our lips to sing thy praise.

8 In thine own appointed way,
Now we seek thee, here we stay;
Lord, we know not how to go,

Till a blessing thou bestow,

4 Send some message from thy word,
That may joy and peace afford;
Let thy Spirit now impart

Full salvation to each heart.

12

5 Comfort those who weep and mourn;
Let the time of joy return;
Those that are cast down lift up;
Make them strong in faith and hope.
8 Grant that all may seek and find
Thee, a gracious God and kind:
Heal the sick, the captive {ree;
Let us all rejoice in thee.

WILLTAM HAMMOND,
22 Tribute of praise at parting.
1 CHRISTIANS, brethren, ere we part,
Every voice and every heart
Join, and to our Father raise
One last hymn of grateful praise.

2 Though we here should meet no more,

Yet there is a brighter shore;
There, released from toil and pain,
There we all may meet again.

3 Now to thee, thou God of heayen,
Be eternal glory given:

Grateful for thy love divine,

May our hearts be ever thine.
H. KIRKE WHITE, ALT.

23 Concluding prayer and thanksgiving.

1 Now may He who from the dead
Brought the Shepherd of the sheep,
Jesus Christ, our King and Head,
All our souls in safety keep.
2 May he teach us to fulflll
‘What is pleasing in his sight;
Make nus perfect in his will,
And preserve us day and night.
3 To that great Redeemer’s praise,
Who the covenant sealed with blood,
Let our hearts and voices raise
Loud thanksgivings to our God.

JUHN NEWTON,
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24: Saints and angels praising God.
1 SONGS of praise the angels sang,
Heaven with hallelujahs rang,

When Jehovah's work begun,

‘When he spake and it was done.

2 Songs of praise awoke the morn,
‘When the Prince of peace was born:
Songs of praise arose, when he
Captive led captivity.

8 Saints below, with heart and voice,
Still in songs of praise rejoice;
Learning here, by faith and love,
Songs of praise to sing abiove.

4 Borne upon their latest breath,
Songs of praise shall conquer death;
Then amid eternal joy,

Songs of praise their powers employ.
JAMES MUONTGOMERY.

25 Let all the people praise Him.
1 THANK and praise Jehovah’s name;
For his mercies, firm and sure,
¥rom eternity the same,
To eternity endure.
2 Let the ransomed thus rejoice,
Gathered out of every land,
As the people of his choice,
Plucked from the destroyer’s hand.
8 Let the elders praise the Lord,
Him let all the people praise,
When they meet with one accord,
In his courts on holy days.
4 Praise him, ye who know hig love;
Praise him from the depths beneath;
Praise him in the heights above;
Praise your Maker, all that breathe.
b Yor his truth and merey stand,
Past, and present, and to be,

[
Like the years of his right hand,
Like his own eternity.
JAMES MONTGOMERY.
26 Praise and prayer,
1 GLORY be to God on high,
God, whose glory fllls the sky!
Peace on earth to man forgiven,
Man, the well-beloved of Heaven.
2 Sovereign Father, heavenly King,
Thee we now presume to sing;
Thee with thankful hearts we prove
God of power, and God of love.
8 Christ our Lord and God we own,
Christ, the Father’s only Son,
Lamb of God for sinners slain,
Saviour of cffending man.
4 Bow thine ear, i mercy bow,
Hear, the world's atonement, thou!
Jesus, in thy name we pray,
Take, O take our sins away.
CHARLXS WESLEY,
27 Praise the Lord.
1 PRAISE the Lord, his glories show,
Saints within his courts below,
Angels round his throne above,
All that see and share his love.
2 Earth to heaven, and heaven to earth,
Tell his wonders, sing his worth;
Age to age, and shore to shore,
Praise him, praise him, evermore!
3 Praise the Lord, his mercies trace;
Praise his providence and grace;
All that he for man hath done;
All he sends us through his Son.
4 &trings and voices, hands and hearta,
In the concert bear your parts;
All that breathe, your Lord adore
Praise him, praise him, evermore
HENEY F. LYTE,

13
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28 The heavenly Guest.

1 COME, let us who in Christ believe,
Our common Saviour praise:

To him with joyful voices give
The glory of his grace.

2 He now stands knocking at the door
Of every sinner’s heart:

The worst need keep him out no more,
Nor force him to depart.

8 Through grace we hearken to thy voice,
Yield to be saved from sin;

In sure and certain hope rejoice,
That thou wilt enter in.

4 Come quickly in, thou lieavenly Guest,
Nor ever hience remove;

But sup with us, and let the feast

Be everlasting love.
CHARLES WRSLEY,

29 Blessing on worshipers.

1 ONCE more we come before our God;
Once more his blessing ask:

O may not duty seem a load,
Nor worship prove a task.

2 Tather, thy quickening Spirlt send
From heaven, in Jesus’ name,

And bid our waiting minds attend,
And put our souls in frame.

8 May we receive the word we hear,
Fach in an honest heart;

And keep the precious treasure there,
And never with it part.

4 To seek thee, all our hearts dispose;
To each thy blessings suit;

And let the seed thy servant sows
Produce abundant fruit.

JOSEPH HART. i

14

80 Ezxpecting the blessing.

1 SEE, Jesus, thy disciples see,
The promised blessing give;

Met in thy name, we look to thee,
Expecting to receive.

2 Thee we expect, our faithful Lord,
‘Who in thy name are joined;

We wait, according to thy word,
Thee in the midst to ind.

3 With us thou art assembled here,
But O thyself reveal;

Son of the living God, appear!
Let us thy presence feel.

4 Breathe on us, Lord, in this our day,
And these dry bones shall live;

Speak peace into our hearts, and say,
““The Holy Ghost receive.”

CHARLES WESLEY.

81 Infinite grace.

1 INFINITE exeellence is thine,
Thou glorious Prince of grace!

Thy uncreated beauties shine
With never-fading rays.

2 Sinners, from earth’s remotest end,
Come bending at thy feet;

To thee their prayers and songs ascend,
In thee their wishes meet.

3 Millions of happy spirits live
On thy exhaustless store;

From thee they all their bliss.receive,
And still thou givest more.

4 Thou art their triumph and their joy,
They find their all in thee;
Thy glories will their tongues eniploy
Through all eternity.
JOHN FAWCETT,
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32 The great and effectnal door.

1 JESUS, thou all-redeeming Lord,
Thy blessing we implore;

Open the door to preach thy word,
The great, effectual door.

2 Gather the outcasts in, and save
From sin and Satan’s power;

And let them now acceptance have,
And know their gracious hour.

8 Lover of souls! thou know’st to prize

‘What thou hast bought so dear:
Come, then, and in thy people’s eyes
With all thy wounds appear.

4 The hardness of our hearts remove,
Thou who for all hast died;

Show us the tokens of thy love,
Thy feet, thy hands, thy side.

5 Ready thou art the blood to apply,
And lprove the record true;
And all thy wounds to sinners cry,
I suffered this for you.”
I’ CHARLES WESLEY,

3 3 God, the only object of worship.

1 0 Gob, our strength, to thee our song

With grateful hearts we raise;
To thee, and thee alone, belong
All worship, love, and praise.

2 In trouble’s dark and stormy hour
Thine ear hath heard our prayer;

And graciously thine arm of power
Hath saved us from despair.

8 And thou, O ever gracious Lord,
Wilt keep thy promise still,

15

If, meekly hearkening to thy word,
We seek to do thy will.

4 Led by the light thy grace imparts,
Ne’er may we bow the knee

To idols, which our wayward hearts
Set up instead of thee.

5 So shall thy choicest gifts, O Lord,
Thy faithful people bless;

For them shall earth its stores afford,
And heaven its happiness.

HARRIET AUBER,

34: Vying with the angels.

1 A THOUSAND oracles divine
Their common beams unite,

That sinners may with angels join,
To worship God aright.

2 Triumphant host! they never cease
To land and magnify

The Triune God of holiness,
‘Whose glory fllls the sky,

8 By faith the upper choir we meet,
And challenge them to sing
Jehovah on his shining seat,
Qur Maker and our King.

4 But God made flesh is wholly ours,
And asks our noblest strain;

The Father of celestial powers,
The Friend of earthborn man!

CHARLES WESLEY,

Doxology.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God whom we adore,
Be glory, as it was, is now,
And shall be evermore |

TATE AND BRADY,
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3 5 Grace, pardon, and life. 8 6 True worship every-where accepted.

1 FATHER of heaven, whose love profound |1 O TrOU to whom, in ancient time,

A ransom for our souls hath found, The lyre of Hebrew bards was strung,

Before thy throne we sinners hend; Whom kings adored in song sublime,

To us thy pardoning love extend. And proplets praised with glowing tongue;

2 Almighty Son, incarnate Word, 2 Not now on Zion's heiglt alone

Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord, The favored worshiper may dwell,

Before thy throne we sinners beud ; Nor where, at sultry noon, thy Son

To us thy saving grace extend. Sat weary by the patriarch’s well.

8 Eternal Spirit, by whose hreath 3 From every place below the skies,

The soul is raised from sin and death, The grateful song, the fervent prayer,

Before thy throne we sinners bend ; The incense of the heart may rise

To us thy quickening power extend. To heaven, and find acceptance there.

4 Jehovah! Father, Spirit, Son, 4 O Thou to whom, in ancient time,

Mysterious Godhead! Three in One! The holy prophet’s harp was strung,

Before thy throne we sinners bend; To thee at last in every clime,

Grace, pardon, life, to us extend. Shall temples rise and praise be sung.

JOHN COOPER, JOHN PIERPONT,

WWARD. L M. Scorcr Tcmx, ARB. BY Lowmn Mason,
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37 Trembling aspiration. And lo! we see descend from high
1 0 THOU, whom all thy saints adore, The pillar and the flame of fire.

We now with all thy saints agree,
And bow our inmost souls before And all the house with glory fill;

Thy glorious, awful Majesty. To Canaan’s bounds point out the way,
2 We come, great God, to seek thy face, And lead us to thy holy hill.

And for thy loving-kinduess walt; 5 There let us all with Jesus stand
And 0 hoy dreadful is t?i?lplace' . And Join the general Church above,

Tis God’s own house, "tis heaven's gate. | 4,4 take our seats at thy right hand,

8 Tremble our hearts to find thee nigh; And sing thine everlasting love.

To thee our trembling hearts aspire; CHARLES WESLEY,

16

4 Still let it on the assembly stay,
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38

1 ETERNAL Power, whose high abode
Becomes the grandeur of a God,
Infinite lengths beyond the bounds
Where stars revolve their little rounds!

Solemn adoration.

2 Thee while the first archangel sings,
He hides his face behind his wings,
And ranks of shining thrones around
Fall worshiping, and spread the ground.

8 Lord, what shall earth and ashes do?
We would adore our Maker too;

From sin and dust to thee we cry,

The Great, the Holy, and the High.

4 FEarth, from afar, hath heard thy fame,

And worms have learned to lisp thy name:

But 0! the glories of thy mind
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind.

5 God is in heaven, and men below:
Be short our tunes; our words be few:
A solemn reverence checks our songs,

And praise sits silent on our tongues.
ISAAC WATTS,

3 9 Living bread.

1 THY presence, gracious God, afford;
Prepare us to receive thy word:

Now let thy voice engage our ear,

And faith be mixed with what we hear.

2 Distracting thoughts and cares remove,
And fix our hearts and hopes above:
With food divine may we be fed,

And satisfled with living bread.

3 To us the sacred word apply
With sovereign power and energy;
And may we, in thy faith and fear,
Reduce to practice what we hear.

4 Father, in us thy Son reveal;

Teach us to know and do thy will:

Thy saving power and love display,

And guide us to the realms of day.
JOIIN FAWCETT,

4:0 God revealed to faith.
1 Nort here, as to the prophet’s eye,
The Lord upon liis throne appears;
Nor 5era,Ph‘m rcspon‘dvc CTY,
““Holy! thrice holy!” in our ears:

2 Yet God is present in this place,
Veiled in serener majesty;

So full of glory, truth, and grace,
That faith alone such light can see.

3 Nor, as he in the temple taught,
Is Christ within these walls revealed,
When hlind, and deaf, and dumb we:g
brought,
Lepers and lame, and all were healed:

4 Yet here, when two or three shall meet,
Or thronging multitudes are found,

All may sit down at Jesus’ feet,
And hear from him the joyful sound.

5 Send forth the seraphim, O Lord,
To touch thy servants’ lips with fire;
Saviour, give them thy faithful word;
Come, Holy Ghost, their hearts inspire.
JAMES MONTGOMERY,
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41 Qlory begun below.

1 COME, ye that love the Lord,
And let your joys be known;
Join in a song with sweet accord,
‘While ye surround his throne.

2 Let those refuse to sing
‘Who never knew our God,

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

8 The Gnd that rules on high,
That all the earth surveys,

That rides upon the stormy sky,
And calms the roaring seas;

4 This awful God is ours,
Our Father and our Love;

He will send down his heavenly powers,
To carry us above.

5 There we shall see his face,
And never, never sin;

There, from the rivers of his grace,
Drink endless pleasures in:

6 Yea, an( efore we rise
To that immortal state,

The thoughts of such amazing bliss
Should constant joys create.

7 The men of grace have found
Glory begun below;

Celestial fruit on earthly ground
From faith and hope may grow:

8 Then let our songs abound,

And every tear be dry:
We’re marching through Immanuel’s

ground,
To fairer worlds on high.
16AAC WATTS, ALT, BY J, WESLEY,
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4:2 Creating love and redeeming grace.

1 FATHER, in whom we live,
In whom we are, and move,

The glory, power, and praise receive
Of thy creating love.

2 Let all the angel throng
Give thanks to God on high,

While earth repeats the joyful song,
And echoes to the sky.

3 Incarnate Deity,
Let all the ransomed race

Render in thanks their lives to thee,
For thy redeeming grace.

4 The grace to sinners showed,
Ye hea.venly choirs proclaim,

And cry, ‘““Salvation to our God,
Salvation to the Lamb!”

CHARLES WESLRY,
4:8 The sacrifice of praise.
1 WITH joy we lift our eyes
To those bright realms above,
That glorious temple in the skies,
Where dwells eternal Love.
2 Before thy throne we bow,
O thou almighty King;
Here we present the solemn vow,
And hymns of praise we sing,
3 While in thy house we kneel,
With trust and holy fear,
Thy mercy and thy truth reveal,
And lend a gracious ear.
4 Lord, teach our hearts to pray,
And tune our lips to sing;
Nor from thy presence cast away
The sacrifice we bring.
THOMAS JERVIS,
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4:4 The great Shepherd with his flock.

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.

2 For thou, within no walls confined,
Dost dwell with those of humble mind;
Such ever bring thee where they come,
And, going, take thee to their home.

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

4 Here may we prove the power of prayer

To strengthen faith and sweeten care;

To teach our faint desires to rise,

And bring all heaven before our eyes.
‘WILLIAM COWFPER,

4:5 Blest hour of prayer.

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 God himself draws nigh,
'Well pleased his people’s voice to hear;
To hush the penitential sigh,
And wipe away the mourner’s tear.

8 Blest hour, for, where the Lord resorts,
Foretastes of future bliss are given;
And mortals ind his earthly courts
The house of God, the gate of heaven,

19

4 Hail, peaceful hour! supremely blest
Ainid the hours of worldly care;

The hour that yields the spirit rest,
That sacred hour, the hour of prayer.

5 And when my hours of prayer are past,
And this frail tenement decays,
Then may I spend in heaven aft last
A never-ending hour of praise.
THOMAS RAFFLES,

4: 6 For Zion’s peace.

1 O THOU, our Saviour, Brother, Friend,
Behold a cloud of incense rise;

The prayers of saints to heaven ascend,
Grateful, accepted sacrifice.

2 Regard our prayers for Zion’s peace;
Shed in our hearts thy love abroad;

Thy gifts abundantly increase;
Enlarge, and flll us all with God.

8 Before thy sheep, great Shepherd, go,
And guide into thy perfect will;

Cause us thy hallowed name to know;
The work of faith in us fulfill.

4 Help us to make our calling sure;
0 let us all be saints indeed,

And pure, as thou thyself art pure,
Conformed in all things to our Head.

5 Take the dear purchase of thy blood:
Thy blood shall wash us white as snow
Present us sanctified to God,
And perfected in love below.

CHAELES WESLEY.
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Lo! God i3 here.
1 Lo! God is here! let us adore,
And own how dreadful is this place;
Let all within us feel his power,
And silent bow before his face;
‘Who know his power, his grace who prove,
Serve him with awe, with reverence love.
2 Lo! God is here! him day and night
United choirs of angels sing:
To him, enthroned above all height,
Heaven’s host their noblest praises bring;
Disdain not, Lord, our meaner song,
‘Whe praise thee with a stammering tongue.
3 Being of beings, may our praise
Thy courts with grateful fragrance fill;
Still may we stand before thy face,
Still hear and do thy sovereign will;
To thee may all our thoughts arise,
Ceaseless, accepted sacrifice.
GERHARD TERSTEEGEN, TR, BY J, WESLEY,

L. M.

HEBRON.

A8 Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of Sabaoth.

1 INFINITE God, to thee we raise

Our hearts in solemn songs of praise;
By all thy works on earth adored,
‘We worship thee, the common Lord ;
The everlasting Father own,

And bow our souls before thy throne.

-2 Thee all the choir of angels sings,

The Lord of hosts, the King of kings;
Cherubs proclaimn thy praise aloud,
And seraphs shout the Trluuc Gud
And ‘ Holy, holy, holy,” cry,
“Thy glory fills both earth and sky.”
3 Father of endless majesty,
All might and love we render thee;
Thy true and only Sor adore,
The same in dignity and power;
And God the Holy Ghost declare,
The saints’ eternal Comforter.

CHARLES WESLEY,

LowgLL Mason.
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4:9 Lift up our hearts to Thee.

1 O CHRIST, who hast prepared a place
For us around thy throne of grace,
We pray thee, lift our hearts above,
And draw them with the cords of love.

2 Source of all good, thou, gracious Lord, ‘

1

Art our exceeding great reward;
Yow transient is onr present pain,
How boundiess our eternal gain! 30

3 With open face and joyful heart,
‘We then shall see thee as thou art:
Our love shall never cease to glow,
Our praise shall never cease to flow.

4 Thy never-failing grace to prove,

A surety of thine endless love,

Send down thy Holy Ghost, to be

The raiser of our souls to thee.
BANTOLIUS VICTORINUS. TR. BY J. CHANDLBR.
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ST. GaLL’s COLLECTION.

50 Show mercy.

1 O Gop, to us show merey,
And bless us in thy grace;
Cause thou to shine upon us
The brightness of thy face:
2 That so throughout all nations
Thy way may be well known,
And unto every people
Thy saving health be shown.
8 0 God, let people praise thee,
Let all the people praise;
O let the nations joyful
Their songs of gladness raise:

4 Tor thou shalt judge the people
In truth and righteousness;

And on the earth all nations
Shall thy just rule confess.

5 O God, let people praise thee;
Thy praises let them sing;

And then in rich abundance
The earth her fruit shall bring:

8 The Lord our God shall bless us,
God shall his blessing send ;
And people all shall fear him
To earth’s remotest end.
UNKNOWN,

10, 11.
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51 Thanksgiving for infinite love.

1 Ye servants of God, your Master proclaim, >
And publish abroad his wonderful name; = | The praises of Jesus the angels proclaim,
The name all-victorious of Jesus extol; Fall down on their faces, and worship the
His kingdom is glorious, and rules over all. ! Lamb.

3 *‘Salvation to God, who sits on the throne,”
Tet all cry aloud, and honor the Son:

2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save;
And still he is nigh; his presence we have:
The great congregation his trinumph shall

4 Then let us adore, and give him his right,
All glory and power, all wisdom and might,
All honor and blessing, with angels above,
And thanks never ceasing for infinite love.

sing,
Ascribing salvation to Jesus, our King. CHARLES WESLEY,
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52
1 LorpD, dismiss us with thy blessing,
Fill our hearts with joy and peace;
Let us each, thy love possessing,
Triumph in redeeming grace;
O refresh us,
Traveling through this wilderness.

For the fullness of peace and joy.

2 Thanks we give, and adoration,
For thy gospel’s joyful sound;
May the fruits of thy salvation
In our hearts and lives abound;
May thy presence
‘With us evermore be found.

3 80, whene’er the signal’s given
Us from earth to call away,
Borne on angels’ wings to heaven,
Glad the summons to obey,
May we ever
Reign with Christ in endless day.

WALTER SBIRLEY.

58 The apostolic benediction.
MAaY the grace of Christ our Saviour,
And the Father’s houndless 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 cannot afford.

JOHN NEWTON.

54: Heavenly joy anticipated.

1 IN thy name, O Lord, assembling,
We, thy people, now draw near:
Teach us to rejoice with trembling;
Speak, and let thy servants hear:

Hear with meekness,
Hear thy word with godly fear.

2 While our days on earth are lengthened,
May we give them, Lord, to thee:
Cheered by hope, and daily strengthened,
May we run, nor weary be,
Till thy glory
‘Without cloud in heaven we see.
8 There, in worship purer, sweeter,
All thy veople shall adore;
Sharing then in rapture greater
Than they could conceive before:
Full enjoyment,
Full and pure, for evermore.
THOMAS KELLY,

55 For a blessing on the word.
1 CoME, thou soul-transforming Spirit,
Bless the sower and the seed ;
Let each heart thy grace inherit;
Raise the weak, the hungry feed;
From the gospel
Now supply thy people’s need.

2 O may all enjoy the blessing
Which thy word’s designed to give;
Let us all, thy love possessing,
Joyfully the truth receive,
And forever
To thy praise and glory live.

JONATHAN EVANS,

22
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ITnaMar CONKEY,

56 hd Isaiah’s vision.

1 ROUND the Lord, in glory seated,
Cherubim and seraphim

Filled his temple, and repeated
Each to each the alternate hymn:

2 “‘Lord, thy glory fills the heaven;
Earth is with its fullness stored;
Unto thee be glory given,
Holy, holy, holy Lord."”
8 Heaven is still with glory ringing;
Earth takes up the angels’ cry,
*Holy, holy, holy,” singing,
“Lord of hosts, Lord God most high.”
4 With his seraph train before him,
With his holy Church below,
Thus unite we to adore him:
Bid we thus our anthem flow:

5 ‘“Lord, thy glory fllls the heaven;
Earth is with its fullness stored;
Unto thee be glory given,
Holy, holy, holy Lord.”

RICHARD MANT.
57 Ezxhortation to praise God.
1 PRAISE the Lord! ye heavens, adore him;
Praise him, angels, in the height;
Sun and moon, rejoice before him;
Praise him, all ye stars of light.
2 Praise the Lord, for lie hath spoken;
Worlds his mighty voice cbeyed;
Laws which never shall be broken,
For their guidance he hath made.

8 Praise the Lord, for he is glorious;
Never shall his promise fail;

God hath made his saints victorjous;
Sin and death shall not prevail,

4 Praise the God of our salvation;
Hosts on high his power proclaim ;

Heaven and earth, and all creation,
Laud and magnify his name.

JOHN KEMPTHORNE.
58 Glory to the Lamb.
1 Hark! the notes of angels,' singing,
““Glory, glory to the Lamb!”
All in heaven their tribute bringing,
Raising high the Saviour’s name.
2 Ye for whom his life was given,
Sacred themes to you belong:
Come, assist the choir of heaven;
Join the everlasting song.
3 See! the angelic hosts have crowned him,
Jesus filis the throne on high;
Countless myriads, hovering round him,
With his praises rend the sky.
4 Filled with holy emulation,
Let us vie with those above:
Sweet the theme, a free salvation,
Fruit of everlasting love.
5 Endless life in him possessing,
Let us praise his precious name;
Glory, honor, power, and blessing,
Be forever to the Lamb.,

THOMAS KELLY,
59 Dismission.

LORD, dismiss us with thy blessing,
Bid us now depart in peace;
Still on heavenly manna feeding,
Let our faith and love increase:
Fill each breast with consolation;
Up to thee our hearts we raise:
When we reach our blissful station,
Then we'll give thee nobler prajse.
ElrwiIN SMYTHE.

9

4

3
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60

1 LorD, when we bend before thy throne,
And our confessions pour,

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

Confession, prayer, and praise.

2 Our contrite spirits pitying see;
True penitence impart;

And let a healing ray from thee
Beam peace into each heart.

3 When we disclose our wants in prayer,
May we our wills resign;

And not a thought our bosom share
‘Which is not wholly thine.

4 And when, with heart and voice, we strive
Our grateful hymuns to raise,

Let love divine within us live,
And 1ill our souls with praise.

‘5 Then, on thy glories while we dwell,
Thy mercies we’ll review ;

%7ith love divine transported, tell—
Thou, God, art Father too!

JOSEPH D, CARLYLE.

61 Divine guidance, and rest.

1 BEFORE thy mercy-seat, O Lord,
Behold, thy servants stand,

To ask the knowledge of thy word,
The guidance of thy hand.

2 Let thy eternal truths, we pray,
Dwell richly in each heart;

That from the safe and narrow way
‘We never may depart.

24

~

3 Lord, from thy word remove the seal,
Unfiold its hidden store;

And, as we read, O may we feel
Its value more and more.

4 Help us to see the Saviour’s love
Beaming from every page;

And let the thoughts of joys above
Our inmost souls engage.

5 Thus while thy word our footsteps
guides,
Shall we be truly blest;
And safe arrive where love provides

An everlasting rest.
‘WILLIAM H. BATHURAT,

B2 For a benediction on the truth.
1 O Gon, by whom the seed is given,
By whom the harvest blest;
W] hose word, like manna showered from
heaven.
Is planted m our breast;

2 Preserve it from the passing feet,
And plunderers of the air,

The sultry sun’s intenser heat,
And weeds of worldly care.

3 Though buried deep, or thinly strown,
Do thou thy grace supply:

The hope in earthly furrows sown
Shall ripen in the sky.

REGINALD HEBER.
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63 The glortes of our King. 3 Come, Lord, thy love alone can raise
1 CoME, ye that love the Saviour’s name, In us the heavenly flame; .
And joy to make it known, Then shall our lips resound thy praise,
The Sovereign of your hearts proclaim, Cur hearts adore thy name.

And b(.)w before his throne. 4 Now, Saviour, let thy glory shine,

And fill thy dwellings here,
2 Behold your Lord, your Master, crowned | Tili life, and love, and joy divine,

‘With glories all dwino- A heaven on earth appear.
And tell the wondering nations round
« How bright those glories shine. 5 Then shall our bearts, enraptured, say,

*‘ Come, great Redeemer, come,

3 When, in his earthly courts, we view AI,}%;){ lclﬁlghti;,) Iggﬂérggeh%llgrgous day,

The glories of our King, ANNE STEELE.
We long to love as angels do,
And wish like them to sing.

65 Imvoking divine blessings.

4 And shall we long and wish in vain? 1 WITHIN thy house, O Lord our God,
Lord, teach our songs to rise: In majesty appear;

Thy love can animate the strain, Make this a place of thine abode,
And bid it reach the skies. And shed thy blessings here.

ANNE STEELE.

2 As we thy mercy-seat surround,
Thy Spirit, Lord, impart;

And let thy gospel’s joyful sound,

64 The Desire of all nations. With power reach every heart.
1 ) 1th; ints. s .
83?‘%’1121%‘122531{350;&}“(1,Y Satnts, 3 Here let the blind their sight obtain;
‘While, with our praises and complaints, Here give the mourner rest;
Low at thy feet we bend. Let Jesus here triumphant reign,

Enthroned in every breast.

2 How should our songs, like those above, 4 Here let the voice of sacred joy

With warm devotion rise! And fervent prayer arise,
How should our souls, on wings of love, Till higher strains our tongues employ,
Mount upward to the skies! In realms beyond the skies.

UNKNOWN,
25
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66 Jesus reigns.

1 COME, let us tune our loftiest song,
And raise to Christ our joyful strain;

‘Worship and thanks to him belong,
‘Who reigns, and shall forever reign.

2 His sovereign power our bhodies made;
Our souls are his immortal breath;

And when his creatures sinned, he bled,
To save us from eternal death.

8 Burn every breast with Jesus' love;

Bound every heart with rapturous joy;

And saints on earth, with saints above,
Your voices in his praise employ.

4 Extol the Lamh with loftiest song,
Ascend for him our cheerful strain;
Worship and thanks to him belong,

Who reigns, and shall forever re gn.
ROBERT A, WKST,

67 The bond of love.

1 PRAISE waits in Zion, Lord, for thee:
Thy saints adore thy holy name;

Thy creatures bend the obedient knee,
And humbly now thy presence claim.

2 Eternal Source of truth and light,
To thee we look, on thee we call;

Lord, we are nothing in thy sight,
But thou to us art all in all.

3 Still may thy children in thy word
Their common trust and refuge see;
O hind us to each other, Lord,
By one great bond,—the love of thee.

26

4 Here, at the portal of thy house,
We leave our mortal hopes and fears;
Accept our prayers and bless our vows,
And dry our penitential tears.

5 So shall our sun of hope arise,
With brighter still and brighter ray,
Till thou shalt bless our longing eyes
With beams of everlasting day.

SIE J. E, BMITH.

B8 The praises of Jehovah.

1 SERVANTS of God, in joyful lays,
Sing ye the Lord Jehovah's praise;
His glorious name let all adore,
From age to age, for evermore.

2 Blest be that name, supremely blest,
From the sun’s rising to its rest;

Above the heavens his power is known,
Through all the earth his goodness shown.

3 Who is like God? so great, so high,
He bows himself to view the sky;
And yet, with condescending grace,
Looks down upon the human race.

4 He hears the uncomplaining moan
Of those who sit and weep alone;
He lifts the mourner from the dust;
In him the poor may safely trust.

5 O then, aloud, in joyful lays,
Sing to the Lord Jehovah’s praise;
His saving name let all adore,

From age to age, for evermore.
JAMES MONTGOMERY,
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69 Joy of public worship.

1 GREAT God, attend, while Zion sings
The joy that from thy presence springs;
To spend one day with thee on earth
Execeeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meanest place
‘Within thy house, O God of grace,
Not tents of ease, nor thrones of power,
Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

8 God is our sun, he makes our day;
God is our shield, he guards our way
From all assaults of hell and sin,
From foes without, and foes within.

4 Allneedful grace will God bestow,
And crown that grace with glory too;
He gives us all things, and withholds
No real good from upright souls.

5 O God, our King, whose sovereign sway

The glorious hostg of heaven obey,
And devils at thy presence flee;
Blest is the man that trusts in thee.

ISAAC WATTS,

70 The eternal God exalted.

1 ETERNAL God, celestial King,
Exalted be thy glorious name;

Let hosts in heaven thy praises sing,
And saints on earth thy love proelaim.

2 My heart is fixed on thee, my God;
I rest my hope on thee alone;
I'll spread thy sacred truths abroad,
To all mankind thy love make known.

3

38 Awake, my tongue; awake, my lyre;
‘With morning’s earliest dawn arise;
Te songs of joy my soul inspire,
Aand swell your music to the skies.

4 With those who in thy grace abound,
To thee I’1l raise my thankful voice;
Till every land the earth around,
Shall hear, and in thy name rejolce.
WILLIAM WRANGHAM.

71 Hosanna to the living Lord.

1 HOSANNA to the living Lord!
Hosanna to the incarnate Word!
To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King,
Let earth, let heaven, hosanna sing.

2 ‘““Hosanna, Lord!" thine angels cry,
* Hosanna, Lord !” thy saints reply;
Above, beneath us, and around,

The dead and living swell the sound,

3 O Saviour, with protecting care,
Return to this, thy house of prayer,
Assembled in thy sacred name,
‘Wkere we thy parting promise claim.

4 But chiefest in our cleanséd breast,
Eternal, bid thy Spirit rest,

And make our secret soul to be

A temple pure, and worthy thee.

5 8o, in the last and dreadful day,
When earth and heaven shall melt away,
Thy flock, redeemed from siuful stain,
Shall swell the sound of praise again.

REGINALD HEBER.

217
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72 Day of rest and gladness. 8 To-day on weary nations
1 O DAY of rest and gladness, The heavenly manna falls;
O day of joy and light, To holy convocations
O balm of care and sadness, The silver trumpet calls,
Most beautiful, most bright: ‘Where gospel light is glowing
On thee, the high and lowly, With pure and radiant beams,
Through ages joined in tune, And living water flowing
Sing ‘“Holy, holy, holy,” With soul-refreshing streams.
To the great God Triune. 4 New
graces ever gaining
2 On thee, at the creation, From this our day of rest,
The light first had its birth ; We reach the rest remaining
On thee, for our salvation, To spirits of the blest;
Christ rose from: depths:of- earth; To Holy Ghost be praises,
On thee, our Lord, victorious, To Father, and t0 Son;
The Spirit sent from heaven; The Church her voice upraises
And thus on thee, most glorious, To thee, blest Three in One.
A triple light was given. CHRISTOPHER WORDSWORTH.
VVWARSAW, H. M. THomas CLARE.
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73

1 AWAKE, ye saints, awake!
And hail this sacred day:
In loftiest songs of praise

Your joyful homage pay

Joyful homage.

Come, bless the day that God hath blest,
The type of heaven’s eternal rest.

2 On this auspicious morn
The Lord of life arose;

He burst the bars of death,
And vanquished all our foes;
And now he pleads our cause ahove,
And reaps the fruit of all his love.

8 All hail, triumphant Lord!

Heaven with hosannas rings,

And earth, in humbler strains,

Thy praise responsive sings:
Worthy the Lamb, that once was slain,
Through endless years to live and reign.

ELIZABETH SCOTT, ALT, BY T. COTTERILL.

28
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74: Sabbath and sanctuary joys. "Twas great to speak the world from naught;

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!
As here thy servants throng

To breathe the humble, fervent prayer,
And pour the grateful song.

3 Spirit of grace! O deign to dwell
Within thy Church below;

Make her in holiness excel,
With pure devotion glow.

4 Let peace within her walls be found;
Let all her sons unite,

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

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

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

HARRIET AUBER.

75 Easter Sunday.

1 THE Lord of Sabbath let us praise,
In concert with the blest,

‘Who, joyful, in harmoniocus lays
Emplcy an endless rest.

2 Thus, Lord, while we remember thee,
We blest and pious grow;

By hymns of praise we learn to be
Triumphant here below.

8 On this glad day a brighter scene
Of glory was displayed,

By the eternal Word, than when
This universe was made.

4 He rises. who mankind has bought
With grief and pain extreme:

29

*Twas greater to redeem.
BAMUXL WRELKY, JR.

76 Wewil rejotce, and be glad in it.

1 THIS is the day the Lord hath made:
O earth, rejoice and sing;

Let songs of triumph hail the morn;
Hosanna to our King!

2 The Stone the builders set at naught,
That Stone has now become

The sure foundation and the strength
Of Zion’s heavenly dome.

8 Christ is that Stone, rejected once,
And numbered with the slain;

Now raised in glory, o’er his Church
Eternally to reign.

4 This is the day the Lord hath made:
O earth, rejoice and sing;

‘With songs of triumph hail the morn;
1losanna to our King!

77 Sabbath light.

1 AGAIN the Lord of life and light
Awakes the kindling ray,

Dispels the darkness of the night,
And pours increasing day..

2 O what a night was that which wrapt
A guilty world in gloom!

O what a sun, which broke this day
Triumphant from the tomb!

8 This day be grateful homage paid,
And loud hosannas sung;

Let gladness dwell in every heart,
And praise on every tongue.

4 Teu thousand thousand lips shall join
To hail this happy morn,

‘Which scatters blessings from its wings
On nations yet unborn.

MRS. ANNA L. BARBAULD,

HARRIET AUBER,
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73 Ardent hope of heavenly rest. 3 People of many a tribe and tongue,

1 Lorp of the Sabbath, hear our vows,
On this thy day, in this thy house,

And own, as grateful sacrifice,

The songs which from thy servants rise.

2 Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love;
‘But there’s a nobler rest above;

To that eur laboring souls aspire

‘With ardent hope and strong desire.

3 No more fatigue, no more distress,
Nor sin nor hell, shall reach the place;
No sighs shall mingle with the songs,
Which warble from immortal tongues.

4 No rude alarms of raging foes,

No cares to break the long repose ;
No midnight shade, no clouded sun,
But sacred, high, eternal noon.

6 O long-expected day, begin!

Dawn on these realms of woe and sin:
Fain would we leave this weary road,
And sleep in death, to rest with God.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE.

7O Sabbath evening : Thy kingdom come.
1 MILLIONS within thy courts have met,
Millions this day before thee bowed ;
Their faces Zionward were set,
Vows with their lips to thee they vowed.

2 But thou, soul-searching God! hast known
The hearts of all that bent the knee;
And hast accepted those alone,
‘Who in the spirit worshiped thee.

Of various languages and lands,
Have heard thy truth, thy glory sung,
And offered prayer with holy hands.

4 And not a prayer, a tear, a sigh,

Hath failed this day some suit to gain;
To those in trouble thou wert nigh;

Not one hath sought thy face in vain.

5 Yet one prayer more;—and be it one,

In which both heaven and earth accord ;—
Fulfill thy promise to thy Son:

Let all that breathe call Jesus Lord!

JAMES MONTGOMERY,

80 Sabbath evening rest.
1 SWEET is the light of Sabbath eve,
And soft the sunbeams lingem\% there;
For these blest hours the world 1 leave,
Wafted on wings of faith and prayer.

2 The time how lovely and how still!
Peace shines and smiles on all below ;
The plain, the stream, the wood, the hill,
All fair with evening’s setting glow.

3 Season of rest! the tranquil soul
Feels 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 song,
The endless Sabbath of our God.
JAMES EDMESTON,

30
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81 Delights of the Sabbath. 83 Hailing the Sabbath’s return.

1 SWEET is the work, my God, my King,
To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing;
To show thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth by night.

2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest;

No mortal cares shal seize my breast;
0O may my heart in tune be found,
Like David’s harp of solemn sound.

3 When grace has purified my heart,
Then I shall share a glorious part;
And fresh supplies of joy be shed,
Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

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

And every power flud sweet employ

In that eternal world of joy.

8 2 Pledge of glorious rest.

1 RETURN, 1ny soul, enjoy thy rest;
Improve the day thy God hath blest:
Another six days’ work is done;
Another Sabbath is begun.

2 O that our thoughts and thanks may rise,
As grateful incense to the skies,

And draw from Christ that sweet repose,
Which none but he that feels it knows!

3 This heavenly calm within the breast
I8 the dear pled%e of glorious rest,
Which for the Church of God remains;
The end of cares, the end of pains.

4 In holy duties, let the day,

In holy comforts pass away;

How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend,

In hope of one that ne’er shall end!
JOSBEPH STENNETT.

IBAAC WATTS,

1 MY opening eyes with rapture see

The dawn of this returning day;
My thoughts, O God, ascend to thee,

‘While thus my early vows I pay.
2 1 yleld my heart to thee alone,

Nor would receive another guest:
Eternal King, erect thy throne,

And reign sole monarch in my breast.
3 O bid this trifling world retire,

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

One sinfual thought, through all the day,
4 Then, to thy courts when I repair,

My soul shall rise on joyful wing;
The wonders of thy love declare,

And join the strains which angels sing.

JAMES HUTTON,
84

Undisturbed devotion.

1 FaR fromm my thoughts, vain world, be
gone!

Let my religicus hours alone:

Fain would mine eyes my Saviour see;

1 wait a visit, Lord, from thee.

2 O warm my heart with holy fire,

And kindle there a pure desire:

Come, sacred Spirit, from above,

And fill my soul with heavenly love,

3 Blest Saviour, what delicious fare!

How sweet thine entertainments are !

Never did angels taste above

Redeeming grace and dying love.

4 Hail, great Immanuel, a1l divine!

In thee thy Father's glories shine;

Thy glorious name shall be adored,

And every tongue confess thee Lord.

IBAAC WATTS.
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85 The Sabbath welcome. 4 This is the day of prayer:

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 feasts his saints to-day;

Here we may sit, and see him here,
And love, and praise, and pray.

3 One day in such a place,
Where thou, my God, art seen,
Is sweeter than ten thousand days
Of pleasurable sin.

4 My willing soul would stay
In such a frame as this,

And sit and sing herself away
To everlasting bliss.

ISAAC WATTS,

86 Day of light, rest, peace, prayer.
1 THiS is the day of light:
Let there be light to-day;
O Day-spring, rise upon our night,
And chase its gloom away.

2 This is the day of rest:
Qur failing strength renew;

On weary brain and troubled breast
Shed thou thy freshening dew.

8 This is the day of peace:
Thy peace our spirits fill;

Bid thou the blasts of discord cease,
The waves of strife be still.

Let earth to heaven draw near;
Lift up our hearts to seek thee there;
Come down to meet us here.

5 This is the first of days:
Send forth thy quickening breath,
And wake dead souls to love and praise,
O Vangquisher of death!

JOHN ELLERTON.

87 The eternal Sabbah,

1 HAIL to the Sabbath day!
The day divinely given,

When men to God their homage pay,
And earth draws near to heaven.

2 Lord, in this sacred hour,
Within thy courts we bend,

And bless thy love, and own thy power
Our Father and our Friend.

3 But thou art not alone
In courts by mortals trod:

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

4 Thy temple is the arch
Of yon unmeasured sky;

Thy Sabbath, the stupendous march
Of vast eternity.

5 Lord, may that holier day
Dawn on thy servants’ sight;
And purer worship may we pay

In heaven’s unclouded light.
STKPHEN €. BULFINCH.
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Show thy reconciléd face,
Take away our sin and shame;

.) From our worldly cares set free,
- May we rest this day in thee.
e e e -%E 3 Here we come thy name to praise;
¢ C = t L May we feel thy presence near:
May thy glory meet our eyes,
88 Safely through another week. ‘While we in thy house appear:
1 SAFELY through another week, Here afford us, Lord, a taste
God has brought us on our way; Of our everlasting feast.

Let us now a blessing seek,

‘Waiting in his courts to-day: 4 May thy gospel’s joyful sound

; Conquer sinners, comfort saints;
%;%?gu?léft%%cgﬁkrgéﬁ best, Make the fruits of grace abound,
hdd Bring relief for all complaints:
2 While we pray for pardoning grace, Thus may all our Sabbaths prove,
Through the dear Redeeimner’s name, Till we join the Church above.
JOHN NEWTON.

THATCHER S M. GEronGE FREDERICK IIANDEL,
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And, joyful in the house of prayer,
Bend at the mercy-seat.

- Do | 3 rllf’lmy for Jerumlemi

o = .- he city of our God;

£ —!“‘[I‘—’nﬁ_‘{ :IF'QS“ a? Lord, send thy b]cmng down to them
L

e F=TR
E i L_ f‘ ﬁf Hj‘- iBT: 1'L H That love the dear abode.
L 4 Within these walls may peace
89 Gladness in the house of prayer. zxg&durll ﬂ?&gypg?agoe%?d ?
1 GLAD was my heart to hear Prosperity abound !
“ (]:yly old1 ct;r}xllp%nlons sfay& d.
ome, In the house of God appear, 5 For friends and brethren dear

For °tis a holy day.” Our prayer shall never cease:

2 Thither the tribes repair, Oft as they meet for worshig here,

Where all are wont to mest; God send his people peace
P JAMES MONTGOMERY.
33
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9 O Immortality and light.

1 DAY of God, thou blessed day,
At thy dawn the grave gave way
To the power of Him within,
‘Who had, sinless, bled for sin.

2 Thine the radiance to illume

First, for man, the dismal tomb,
When its bars their weakness owned,
There revealing death dethroned.

3 Then the Sun of righteousness
Rose, a darkened world to bless,
Bringing up from mortal night
Immortality and light.

4 Day of glory, day of power,
Sacred be thine every hour;
Emblem, earnest, of the rest

That remaineth for the blest.
HANNAH F. GOULD.

o1 The first of dags.

1 ON this day, the first of days,

God the Father’s name we praise;
‘Who, creation’s Lord and Spring,
Did the world from darkness bring.

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

With his gifts of living flame.

3 O that fervent love to-day
May in every heart have sway,

I | I (=4 :

Teaching us to praise aright
God the source of life and light!

4 God, the blessed Three in One,
Dwell within my heart alone;
Thou dost give thyself to me,
May I give myself to thee.
SIR HENRY W. BAKER,

92 Sabbath evening.

1 SorTLY fades the twilight ray

Of the holy Sabbath day;

Gently as life’s setting sun,

‘When the Christian’s course is run.

2 Night her solemn mantle spreads
O’er the earth as daylight fades;
All things tell of calin repose,

At the holy Sabbath's close.

3 Peace 13 on the world abroad;
’Tis the holy peace of God,
Symbol of the peace within
When the spirit rests from sin.

4 8till the Spirit lingers near,
‘Where the evening worshiper
Seeks communion with the skies,
Pressing onward to the prize.

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

Till in heaven our souls repose,
‘Where the Sabbath ne’er shall close.

S8AMUEL F. SMITH.
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Abidewith me. 94: Parting hymn of praise.

1 ABIDE with me! Fast falls the eventide, | 1 SAVIOUR, again to thy dear name we raise,

The darkness deepens—Lord, with me abide! | With one accord, our parting hymn of

‘When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, praise;

Help of the helpless, O abide with me! ! We stand to bless thee ere our worship
eas

. cease.

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day: | Then, low]y’kneeling,wait thy word of peace.

Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away;

Change and decay in all around I see; . 2 Grant us tby peace upon our homeward
O thou, who changest not, abide with me! way,

’ & ' With thee' began, with thee shall end the

8 I need thy presence every passing hour; day;

What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s | Guard thou the lips from sin, the hearts from
power? . shame,

Who, like thyself, my guide and stay canbe? | That in this house have called upon thy

Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide name.

ith me!
w . 3 Grant us thy peace, Lord, through tha
4 I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless: coming night,
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness; | Turn thou for us its darkness into light;
Where is dea?th‘s sting? where, grave, thy | ¥rom fharm and danger keep thy children
victory? ree,
1 triumph still, if thou abide with me. For dark and light are both alike to thee.

5 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes; 4 Grant us thy peace throughout our earthly
Shine through the gloom and point me to ife,

the skies; | Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife;

Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain | Then, when thy voice shall bid our conflict

shadows flee; cease,

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me! Call us, O Lord, to thine eternal peace.

HENEY F. LYTE. JOHN ELLERTON.
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95 Renewed consecration. As, rising, now I seal my vows

1 ONCE more, my soul, the rising day
Salutes thy waking eyes;

Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay
o Him that rules the skies.

2 Night unto night his name repeats,
The day renews the sound,

Wide as the heavens on which he sits
To turn the seasons round.

3 ’Tis he supports my mortal frame;
My tongue shall speak his praise;

My sins might rouse his wrath to flame,
But yet his wrath delays.

4 Great God, let all my hours be thine,
‘Whilst I enjoy the light;

Then shall my sun in smiles decline,
And bring a peaceful night.

1SAAC WATTS,

96 Morning supplications.

1 AWAKE, my soul, to me>t the day;
Unfold thy drowsy eyes

And burst the heavy chain that binds
Thine active faculties.

2 God’s guardian shield was round me
spread
In my defenseless sleep:
Let him have all my waking hours
Who doth my slumbers keep.

8 Pardon, O God, my former sloth,
And arm my soul with grace,

To prosecute thy ways.

4 Bright Sun of righteousness, arise;
Thy radiant beams display;
And guide my dark, bewildered soul

To everlasting day.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE.

97 Angelic guardianship.
1 ALL praise to Hiin who dwells in bliss,
‘Who made both day and night;
Whose throne is in the vast abyss
Of uncreated light.

2 Each thought and deed his piercing eyes
‘With strictest search survey;

The deepest shades no more disguise,
Than the full blaze of day.

3 Whom thou dost guard, O King of kings,
No evil shall molest:

Under the shadow of thy wings
Shall they securely rest.

4 Thy angels shall around their becs
Their constant stations keep:

Thy faith and truth shall shield their heads,
¥or thou dost never sleep.

5 May we with calm and sweet repose,
And heavenly thoughts refreshed,

Our eyelids with the morn unclose,
And bless thee, ever blest.

CHARLES WESLEY,

38
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98 Preparation for public worship.

1 LoRD, in the morning thou shalt hear
My voice ascending high:

To 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 the ¥ather’s throne,
Qur songs and our complaints.

3 Thou art a God before whose sight
The wicked shall not stand ;

Sinners shall ne’er be thy delight,
Nor dwell a* thy right hand.

4 Now to thy house will I resort,
To taste thy mercies there;

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

5 O may thy spirit guide my feet
In ways of righteousness;

Make every path of duty straight,

And plain before my face.
1SAAC WATTS.

99 Warmest thanks.

1 Now from the altar of our hearts,
Let warmest thanks arise;

Assist us, Lord, to offer up
Our evening sacrifice.

@ This day God was our sun and shield,
Our keeper and our guide;

His care was on our weakness shown,
His mercies multiplied.

3 Minutes and mercies multiplied,
Have made up all this day;

Minutes eame quick, but mercies were
More swift and free than they.

4 New time, new favors, and new joys,
Do a new song require:

Till we shall praise thee as we would,
Accept our hearts’ desire.

100 Grateful praise.

1 Lorp of my life, O may thy praise
Employ my noblest powers,

Whose goodness lengthens out my days,
And fills the circling hours.

2 While many spent the night in sighs,
And restless pains and woes,

In gentle sleep I closed my eyes,
And undisturbed repose.

3 O let the same almighty care
My waking hours attend;

From every danger, every snare,
My heedless steps defend.

101  1ne christian home.

1 HAPPY the home when God is there,
And love fills every breast;

When one their wish and one their prayer
And one their heavenly rest.

2 Happy the home where Jesus’ name
Is sweet to every ear;

Where children early lisp his fame,
And parents hold him dear.

3 Happy the home where prayer is heard,
And praise is wont to rise;

‘Where parents love the sacred word,
And live but for the skies.

4 Lord, let us in our homes agree,
This blessed peace to gain;

Unite our hearts in love to thee,

And love to all will reign.
TUNKNOWN.

JOHN MASON.

ANNK STEELF.
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Abide with us.

1 SUN of my soul, thou Saviour dear,
It is not night if thou be near:

O may no earthborn cloud arise

To hide thee from thy servant’s eyes.

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

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest
Forever on my Saviour’s breast.

8 Abide with me from morn till eve,
For without thee I cannot live;
Abide with me when night is nigh,
For without thee I dare not die.

4 1f some poor wandering child of thine
Have spurned, to-day, the voice divine,
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin;
Let him no more lie down in sin.

5 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 light.

6 Come near and bless us when we wake,
Ere through the world our way we take;
Till in the ocean of thy love,
‘We lose ourselves in heaven above.

JOHN KEBLE,

108 Morning mercies, daily discipline,

1 NEW every morning is the love

Our wakening and uyrising prove;
Through sleep and darkness safely brought,
Restored to life, and power, and thought.

2 New mercies, each returning day,

Hover around us while we pray;

New perils past, new sins forgiven,

New thoughts of God, new hopes of
heaven.

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

New treasures still of countless price
God will provide for sacrifice.

4 The trivial round, the common task,
‘Will furnish all we ought to ask,—
Room to deny ourselves, a road

To bring us daily nearer God.

5 Only, O Lord, in thy dear love
Tit us for perfect rest above;
And kelp us this, and every day,
To live more nearly as we pray.
JOHN KEDLE.

104: Morning and evening mercies.

1 My God, how endless is thy love!
Thy gifts are every evening new;

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

2 Thou 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 1 yield my powers to thy command;
To thee I consecrate my days;
Terpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.
1SAAC WATTS,
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1 05 Evening hymn.

1 GLORY to thee, my God, this night,
For all the blessings of the light:
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings,
Beneath the shadow of thy wings.

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,
The ill which I this day have done;
That with the world, myself, and thee,
1, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread
The grave as little as my bed;

Teach me to die, that so I may

Rise glorious at the judgment-day.

4 0O let my soul on thee répose,

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close:
Sleep, which shall me more vigorous make,
To serve my God, when I awake.

5 Lord, let my soul forever share
The bhss of thy paternal care:
’Tis heaven on earth, 'tis heaven above,

To see thy face, and sing thy love.
THOMAS KEN.

1 O 6 Morning hymn.

1 AWAKE, my soul, and with the sun
Thy daily stage of duty run;

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise
To pay thy morning sacrifice.

2 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart,
And with the angels bear thy part,
‘Who all night long unwearied sing
High praises to the eternal King.

39

3 All praise to thee, who safe hast kept,
And hast refreshed me while I slept:
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake,
I may of endless life partake.

4 Tord, I my vows to thee renew :
Disperse my sins as morning dew;

Guard my first springs of thought and will,
And with thyself my spirit fill.

5 Direct, control, snggest this day,
All I design, or do, or say;
That all my powers, with all their might,
In thy sole glory may unite.
THOMAS KEN.

107 Morning prayer.

1 Now doth the sun ascend the sky,
And wake creation with its ray;
Keep us from sin, O Lord most high,

Through all the actions of the day.

2 Curb thou for us the unruly tongue;
Teach us the way of peace to prize;

And close our eyes against the throng
Of earth’s absorbing vanities.

3 0 may our hearts be pure within;
No cherished madness vex the soul:

May abstinence the flesh restrain,
And its rebellious pride control.

4 So when the evening stars appear,
And in their train the darkness bring,
May we, O Lord, with conscience clear,

Our praise to thy pure glory sing.
AMBROSE OF MILAN. TR, BY E, CASWALL.
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108 Evening meditations. 4 Life’s tumult we must meet again,
1 THUS far the Lord hath led me on, ‘We cannot at the shrine remain;
Thus far his power prolongs my days; But in the Spirit’s secret cell
And every evening shall make known May hymn and prayer forever dwell.
Some fresh memorial of his grace. S8AMUEL LONGFELLOW.
2 Much of my time has run to waste,
And I, perhaps, am near my home;
But he tgn'gives my follies past, [L. M, 61. Tune, Yoakley. Page 176.]
And gives me strength for days to come. 110 The soul's Advocate.
3 I lay my body down to sleep; 1 WHEN, streaming from the eastern skies,
Peace is the pillow for my head; The morning light salutes _mine eyes,
While well-appointed angels keep O Sun of righteousness divine!
Their watchful stations round my bed. On me with beams of mercy shine;

O chase the clouds of guilt away,
4 Thus, when the night of death shall come, And turn my darkness into day.
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb, 2 And when to heaven’s all-glorious King
‘With sweet salvation in the sound. My morning sacrifice I bring,
ISAAC WATTS. And, mourning o’er my guilt and shame,

Ask mercy in my Saviour’s name;
Then, Jesus, cleanse me with thy blood,
109 Evening prayer. And be my Advocate with God.

1 AGAIN as evening’s shadow falls,

We gather in these hallowed walls;
And vesper hymn and vesper prayer
Rise mingling on the holy air.

3 When each day’s scenes and labors close,
And wearied nature seeks repose,

With pardoning mercy richly blest,
Guard me, my Saviour, while Irest;

2 May struggling hearts that seek release And, as each morning sun shall rise,

Here find the rest of God’s own peace; O lead me onward to the skies.
And, strengthened here by hymn and prayer, .
Lay down the burden and t{]e care. 4 And at my life's last setting sun,
My conflicts o’er, my labors done,
3 0 God, our light! to thee we bow; Jesus, thy heavenly radiance shed,
‘Within all shadows standest thou; To cheer and bless my dying bed;
Give deeper calm than night can bring; And, from death’s gloom my spirit raise,
Give sweeter songs than lips can sing. To see thy face, and siny th7 proisa

WILLIAY SdxlBYOLE, y%e
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111 The Day-star.

1 WE lift our hearts to thee,
O Day-star from on high!

The sun itself is but thy shade,
Yet cheers both earth and sky.

2 O let thy rising beams
The night of sin disperse,—

The mists of error and of vice
‘Which shade the universe.

8 How beauteous nature now!
How dark and sad before!

With joy we view the pleasing change,
And nature’s God adore..

4 0 may no gloomy crime
Pollute the rising day;

Or Jesus’ blood, like evening dew,
‘Wash all the stains away.

5 May we this life improve,
To mourn for errors past;

And live this short revolving day
As if it were our last.

112 Devout gratitude.

1 SEE how the morning sun
Pursues his shining way;

And wide proclaims his Maker’s praise,
With every brightening ray.

2 Thus would my rismg soul
Its heavenly Parent sing,

And to its great Original
The humble tribute bring.

8 Serene I laid me down,
Beneath his guardian care;

I slept, and I awoke, and found
My kind Preserver near.

4 My life I would anew
Devote, O Lord, to thee;

And in thy service I would spend
A long eternity.

JOHN WESLKY.

ELIZABETH SCOTT.
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113 Evening meditation.

1 THE day is past and gone,
The evening shades appear;

O may we all remember well
The night of death draws near,

2 We lay our garments by,
TUpon our beds to rest;

So death will soon disrobe us all
Of what we 've here possessed.

3 Lord, keep us safe this night,
Secure from all our fears;

May angels guard us while we sleep,
Till morning light appears.

4 And when we early rise,
And view the unwearied sun,
May we set out to win the prize,
And after glory run.

5 And when our days are past,
And we from time remove,

O may we in thy bosom rest,
The bosom of thy love.

JOHN LELAND.

[C. M. Tune, Evan, Page 156.]

114: Protection invoked.

1 IN mercy, Lord, remember me,
Through all the hours of night,
And grant to me most graciously .

The safeguard of thy might.

2 With cheerful heart I close mine eyes, |
Since thou wilt not remove;

0 in the morning let me rise
Rejoicing in thy love.

8 Or if this night should prove my last,
And end my transient days,

Lord, take me to thy promised rest,
‘Where I may sing thy praise.

JOEN F. HERZOG.
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115 Memories of the dead.

1 SILENTLY the shades of evening
Gather round my lowly door;

Silently they bring before me
Faces I shall see no more.

2 O the lost, the unforgotten,
Though the world be oft forgot]

O the shrouded and the lonely,
In our Learts they perish nut!

8 Living in the silent hours,
‘Where our spirits only blend,

They, unlinked with earthly trouble,
We, still hoping for its end.

4 How such holy memories cluster,
Like the stars when storms are past,

Pointing up to that fair heaven

We may hope to gain at last.
CHRISTOPHER C., COX.

MERCY. 7.

116 Trust in God's care.

1 SAVIOUR, breathe an evening blessing,
Ere repose oir spirits seal;

Sin and want we come confessing ;
Thou canst save and thou canst heal.

2 Though destruction walk around us,
Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel guards from thee surround us;
We are safe, if thou art nigh.

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,
Tarkness cannot hide from thee;

Thou art he who, never weary,

| ‘Watchest where thy people be.

' 4 Should swift death this night o'ertake us,

And our couch becoine our tomb,
May the morn in heaven awake us,
| Clad in light and deathless bloom.

JAMES EDMESTON.

Louss MoRxAU GOTTSCHALK, ARR. BY E. P. PARKER.

11 7 Communion with God.

1 fOFTLY now the light of day
Fades upon our sight away;

Free from care, from labor free,
Lord, we would commune with thee.

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye
Naught escapes, withont, within,
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Pardon each infirmity,
Open fault, and secret sin.

3 Soon from us the light of day
Shall forever pass away;

Then, from sin and sorrow free,
Take us, Lord, to dwell with thee.

! GEORGE W. DOANE,
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118 The Apestles’ Creed.

1 WE all believe in one true God,
Father, Son, sad Holy Ghost,

Strong Deliverer in our need,
Praised by all the heavenly host,

By whose mighty power alone

All is made, and wrought, and done.

2 And we believe in Jesus Christ,
Son of man and Son of God;

‘Who, to raise us up to heaven,

Left his throne and bore our load ;
By whose cross and death are we
Rescued from our misery.

8 And we confess the Holy Ghost,
‘Who from both forever flows;
‘Who upholds and comforts us
In the midst of fears and woes.
Blest and holy Trinity,
Praise shall aye be brought to thee!

T. CLAUSNITZER., TR. BY MIS8 C. WINKWORTH.

NASHVILLE. L. P. M. ADAPTED BY LOowELL Masox.
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119 Divine condescension.

1 O Gob, of good the unfathomed sea !

‘Who would not give his heart to thee?
Who would not love thee with his might ?

O Jesus, lover of mankind,

‘Who would not his whole soul and mind,
With all his strength, to thee unite?

2 Thou shin’st with everlasting rays;
Before the insufferable blaze
Angels with both wings vell their eyes;
Yet free as air thy bounty streams;
On all thy works thy merey’s beams,
Diffusive as thy sun’s, arise.

43

3 Astonished at thy frowning brow,

Earth, hell, and heaven’s strong pillars bow ¢
Terrible majesty is thine!

‘Who then can that vast love express

Which bows thee down to me,—who less
‘Than nothing am, till thou art mine!

4 High throned on heaven’s eternal hill,
In number, weight, and measure, still
Thou sweetly orderest all that is,
And yet thou deign’st to come to me,
And guide my steps, that I, with thee
Enthroned, may reign in endless bliss.
JOHANN A, SCHEFFLER. TR. BY J, WESLLY,
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120
1 O Gon, we praise thee, and confess
That thou the only Lord
And everlasting Father art,
By all the earth adored.

Te Deum laudamus.

2 To thee all angels cry aloud;
To thee the powers on high,

Both cherubim and seraphim,
Continually do cry;

8 ‘“0 holy, holy, holy Lord,
‘Whom heavenly hosts obey,

The world is with the glory fllled
Of thy majestic sway.”

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

With all the martyrs’ noble host,
Thy constant praise recite.

5 The holy Church throughout the world,
O Lord, confesses thee,
That thou eternal Father art,

Of boundless majesty.
NAHUM TATE.

121 One God in Three Persons.

1 HaIL, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
One God in Persons Three;

Of thee we make our joyful boast,
And homage pay to thee.

2 Present alike in every pldce,
Thy Godhead we adore:

Beyond the bounds of time and space
Thou dwellest evermore.

41

3 In wisdom infinite thou art,
Thine eye doth all things see;
And every thought of every heart

Is fully known to thee.

4 Thou lov’st whate’'er thy hands have
made;
Thy goodness we rehearse,
In shining characters displayed
Throughout the universe.

5 Wherefore let every creature give
To thee the praise designed;

But chiefly, Lord, the thanks receive,
The hearts, of all mankind.

CHARLES WESLEY.

(3] All Thy works shall praise thee.
122 v Pe. 145:10-

1 THERE seems a voice in every gale,
A tongue in every tlower,

Which tells, O Lord, the wondrous tale
Of thy almighty power;

The birds, that rise on quivering wing,
Proclaim their Maker’s praise,

And all the mingling sounds of spring
To thee an anthem raise.

2 Shall I be mute, great God, alone
’Midst nature’s loud acclaim?

Shall not my heart, with answering tone,
Breathe forth thy holy name?

All nature’s debt is small to mine;
Nature shall cease to be;

Thou gavest—proof of love divine~

Immortal life to me.
MRS, AMELTA OPIE,
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123 Omniscience.

1 LORD, all T am is known to thee;
In vain my soul would try

To shun thy presence, or to flee
The notice of thine eye.

2 Thy all-surrounding sight surveys
My rising and my rest,

My public walks, 1ny private ways,
The secrets of my breast.

3 My thoughts lie open to thee, Lord,
Before they 're formed within;

And ere my lips pronounce the word,
Thou know’st the sense I mean.

4 O wondrous knowledge, deep and high!
Where can a creature hide?

Within thy circling arms I lie,
Beset on every side.

5 So let thy grace surrouna me still,
And like a bulwark prove,
To guard my soul from every ill,
Secured by sovereign love.
ISAAC WATTS,

124: The Author of every perfect gift.
1 FATHER, to thee my soul I lift;
My soul on thee depends;
Convinced that every perfect gift
From thee alone descends.

? Mercy and grace are thine alone,
And power and wisdom too:
Without the Spirit of thy Son,
‘We nothing good ean do.
8 We cannot speak one useful word,
One holy thought conceive,
Unless, in answer to our Lord,
Thyself the blessing give.

4 His blood demands the purchased grace :
His blood’s availing plea

Obtained the help for all our race,
And sends it down to me.

5 From thee, through Jesus, we receive
The power on thee to call,

In whom we are, and move, and live;
Our God is all in all.

125 My Father.

1 O Gop, thy power is wonderful,
Thy glory passing bright;

Thy wisdom, with its deep on deep,
A rapture to the sight.

2 1 see thee in the elernal years
In glory all alone,

Ere round thine uncreated fires
Created light had slione.

3 I see thee walk in Eden’s shade,
I see thee all through time;

Thy patience and compassion seem
New attributes sublime.

4 1 see thee when the doom is o’er;
And outworn time is done,

Still, still incomprehensible,
0O God, yet not alone.

5 Angelie spirits, countless souls,
Of thee have drunk their fill;
And to eternity will drink
Thy joy and glory still.

6 O little heart of mine! shall pain
Or sorrow make thee moan,
‘When all this God is all for thee,
A Father all thine own?
FREDERICK W, FABER.

CHARLES WESLEY,
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126 FIRST PART. 128 TImmanuel, God with us.

The Unsearchable.
1 0 Gop, thou bottoinless abyss!
Thee to perfection who can know ?
O height immense! what words suffice
Thy countless attributes to show?

1 ETERNAL depth of love divine,
In Jesus, God with us, displayed;

How bright thy beaming glories shine!
How wide thy healing streams are

spread!
2 Greatness unspeakable is thine; pread
Greatness, whose undiminished ray, 2 With whom dost thou delight to dwell?
‘When short-lived worlds are lost, shali shine, Sinners, a vile and thankless race!
When earth and heaven are tled away. O God, what tongue aright can tell
3 Unchangeable, all-perfect Lord, How vast thy love, how great thy
Essential life’s unbounded sca, grace!

‘What lives and moves, lives by thy word 3 The dictates of thy sovereign will

It lives, and moves, and is, Iro%n thee. With joy our grateful hearts receive;
= High is thy power above all height; All thy delight in us fulfill;

Whate’er thy will decrees is done; Lo, all we are to thee we give.
Thy wisdom, equal to thy might,

Only to thee, O God, is known! 4 To thy sure love, thy tender care,

ERNEST LANGE, TR, BY J. WESLEY, Our flesh, soul, spirit, we resign;
O fix thy sacred presence there,
127 SECORD PART. And seal the abode forever thine.
Wisdom, love, power. NICOLAUS L, ZINZENDORF, TR. BY J, WESLEY.

1 THINE, Lord, is wisdom, thine alone;
Justice and truth before thee stand:

JYet, nearer to thy Saf("refi throne, 129 For the grace of the Holy Trinity.
Merey withholds thy lifted hand. 1 BLEST Spirit, one with God above,

2 Fach evening shows thy tender love, Thou seurce of life and holy love,
Each rising morn thy plenteous grace; O cheer us with thy sacred beams,

Thy wakened wrath doth slowly move, Refresh us with thy plenteous streams.

Thy willing mercy flies apace.
3 To thy benign, indulgent care,

Father, this light, this breath, we owe;
And all we have, and all we are,

From thee, great Source of being, flow.

2 O may our lips confess thy name,
Our holy lives thy power proclaim;
With love divine our hearts inspire,
And fill us with thy holy fire.

4 Thrice Holy! thine the kingdom is, 8 O holy Father, holy Son,
The power omnipotent is thine; And Holy 8pirit, Three in One,
And when created nature dies, Thy grace devoutly we implore;
Thy never-ceasing glories shine. Thy name be praised for evermore.
EBRNEST LANGE, TR. BY J. WESLEY, FROUM THE LATIN, TR, BY J, CHANDLER

46
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_1_3 O Incomprehensible glory.
1 Gop is the name my soul adores,
The alinighty Three, the eternal One:
Nature and grace, with all their powers,
Confess the Intinite Unknown.

2 Thy voice produced the sea and spheres,
Bade the waves roar, the planets shine;
But nothing like thyself appears
Through all these spacious works of thine.

3 Still restless nature dies and grows;
From change to change the creaturesrun :
Thy being no succession knows,
And all thy vast designs are one.

4 A glance of thine runs through the globe,
Rules the bright worlds, and moves their

rame;
Of light thou form’st thy dazzling robe;
Thy ministers are living flaine.

5 How shall polluted mortals dare
To sing thy glory or thy grace?
. Beneath thy feet we lie afar,
* And see but shadows of thy face.

6 Who can behold the blazing light?
‘Who can approach consuming flame?
None but thy wisdom knows thy might;
None but thy word can speak thy name.
ISAAC WATTS,

131 Jehovah's holiness.

1 oLy as thou, O Lord, is none;
Thy holiness is all thine own;

A drop of that unbounded sea

Is ours,—a drop derived from thee:

47

-

2 And when thy purity we share,
Thine only glory we declare;
And, humbled into nothing, own,
Holy and pure is God alone.

3 Sole, self-existing God and Lord,
By all thy heavenly hosts adored,
Let all on earth bow down to thee,
And own thy peerless majesty :

4 Thy power unparalleled confess,

Established on the rock of peace;

The rock that never shall remove,

The rock of pure, almighty love.
CHARLES WESLEY,

13 2 From everlasting to everlasting.
1 ERE mountains reared their forms sub-
lime
Or heaven anid earth in order stood,
Before the birth of ancient time,
From everlasting thou art God.

2 A thousand ages, in their flight,
With thee are as a fleeting day;
Past, present, future, to thy sight
At once their various scenes display.

3 But our brief life’s a shadowy dream,
A passing thought that soon is o’er,

That fades with morning’s earliest beam,
And fills the musing mind no more.

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

HARRIET AUBER,
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1 3 3 Omnipotence and wisdom.

1 CoME, O my soul, in sacred lays,
Attempt thy great Creator’s praise:

Put O what tongue can speak his fame?
‘What mortal verse can reach the theine?

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

To form a robe of light divine,

Ten thousand suns around him shine.

3 In all our Maker’s grand designs,
Omnipotence, with wisdom, shines;

His works, through all this wondrous frame,
Declare the glory of his name.

4 Raised on devotion’s lofty wing,

Do thou, my soul, his glories sing;

And let his praise employ thy tongue,

Till listening worlds shall join the song.
THOMAS BLACKLOCK.

134 The Lord is King.

. THE Lord is King! lift up thy voice,
O earth, and all ye heavens, rejoice!
From world to world the joy shall ring,
The Lord omnipotent is King.

2 The Lord is King! child of the dust,
The Judge of all the earth is just;
Holy and true are all his ways:

Let every creature speak his praise.

3 He reigns! ye saints, exalt your strains;
Your God is King, your Father, reigns;
And he is at the Father's side,

The Man of love, the Crucified.

4 Come, make your wants, your burdens
known,

I1e will present them at the throne;

And angel bands are waiting there

His messages of love to bear.

5 0 when his wisdom can mistake,
1iis might decay, bis love forsake,
Then may his children cease to sing,
The Lord omnipotent is King.

JOSIAH CONDER.

1 8 5 Omnipresence.

1 LORD of all being! throned afar,
Thy glory flames from sun and star;
(enter and soul of every sphere,
Yet to each loving heart how near!

2 Sun of our life, thy quickening ray
Sheds on our path the glow of day;
Star of our hope, thy softened light
Cheers the long watches of the night.

3 Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn
Cur noontide is thy gracious dawn;
Our rainbow arch thy merey’s cign;
All, save the clouds of sin, are thine!

4 Lord of all life, below, above,

Whose light is truth, whose warinth is love,
Before thy ever-blazing throne

We ask no luster of our own.

5 Grant us thy truth to make us free,

And kindling hearts that burn for thee,

Till all thy living altars claim

Oue holy light, one heavenly flame.
OLIVER W, HOLMES,

48
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13 6 Holy, holy, holy.
1 HoOLY, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!
Early in the morning our song shall rise
to thee;
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty,
God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity!

£ Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore thee,
Casting down their golden crowns around
the glassy sea;
Cherubim and seraphim falling down be-
fore thee,
‘Which wert,and art,and evermore shalt be.

3 Holy, holy, holy! though the darkness
hide thee,
Though the eye of sinful man thy glory
may not see;
Onlyﬂt]hou art holy; there is none beside
ee,
Perfect in power, in love, and purity.

4 Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!
All thy works shall praise thy name, in
earth, and sky, and sea
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty,
God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity!

REGINALD HEBER.

UXBRIDGE. L. M. Lowei, Mason.
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137 The Trinity adored.
1 O HOLY, holy, holy Lord,

Bright in thy deeds and in thy name,
Forever be thy name adored,

Thy glories let the world proclaim.

2 0 Jesus, Lamb once crucifled
To take our load of sins away,
Thine be the hymn. that rolls its tide
Along the realms of upper day.

49

3 O Holy Spirit from above,

In streams of light and glory given,

Thou source of ecstasy and love,

Thy praises ring through earth and
heaven.

4 0 God Triune, to thee we owe

Our every thought, our every songs

And ever may thy praises flow

From saint and seraph’s burning tongue.

JAMES W, EASTBURN,
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188 The heavens declare His glory.

1 THE spacious firmament on high,
With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled heavens, a shining frame,
Their great Original proclaim :

The unwearied sun, from day to day,
Does his Creator’s power display,

And publishes to every land

The work of an almighty hand.

2 Soon as the evening shades prevail,
The moon takes up the wondrous tale,
And nightly, to the listening earth,
Repeats the story of her birth;

While all the stars that round her burn,
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,

And spread the truth from pole to pole.

3 What though in solemn silence all
Move round the dark terrestrial ball?
‘What though no real voice nor sound
Amid the radiant orbs be found?
In reason’s ear they all rejoice,
And utter forth a glorious voice;
Forever singing as they shine,

. “The hand that made us is divine.”

JOSEPH ADDISON.
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139 Jehovah's sovereignty.
1 FATHER of all, whose powerful voice
Called forth this universal frame!
‘Whose mercies over all rejoice,
Through endless ages still the same;
Thou by thy word upholdest all;
Thy bounteous love to all is showed ;
Thou hear’st thy every creature’s call,
And fillest every mouth with good.

2 In heaven thou reign’st enthroned in light,
Nature’s expanse before thee spread;
Earth, air, and sea, before thy sight,
And hell’s deep gloom, are open laid:
‘Wisdom, and might, and love are thine;
Prostrate before thy face we fall,
Confess thine attributes divine,
And hail thee sovereign Lord of all.

3 Blessing and hounor, praise and love,
Co-equal, co-eternal Three,
In earth below, in heaven above,
By all thy works, be paid to thee.
Let all who owe to thee their birth,
In praises every hour employ;
Jehovah reigns! be glad, O earth,
And shout, ye morning stars, for joy!

JOHN WESLEY,

50
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14:0 Worshiping the King.

1 O worsHIP the King all-glorious above,
And gratefully sing his wonderful love ;
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of

days,
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with
praise.

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

‘Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space ;

His chariots of wrath the deep thunder-
clouds form,

And dark is his path on the wings of the
storm.

3 Thy bountiful care what tongue canrecite ?
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light,
It streams from the hills, it descends to the

plain,
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain.

4 Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,
In thee do we trust, nor tind thee to fail;
‘Thy mercies how tender! how firm to the

end
Dur Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend.

SIR ROBERT GRANT.

141 The Lord will provide.
1 THOUGH troubles assail, and dangers

affright,
Though {tréends should all fail, and foes all
Yet one thi‘ng secures us, whatever betide,

The promise assures us, ‘‘The Lord will
provide.”

61

2 The birds,d without barn or store-house,
are fe

From them let us learn to trust for our
bread:

His saints what is fitting shall ne’er be de-

nied,
So long as ’tis written, ‘The Lord will
provide.”’
3 When Satan appears to stop up our path,
And fll1s us with fears, we triumph by faith;
He ca.lz]x‘nio& take from us, though oft he has
e
The heart—’cheering promise, *The Lord
will provide.”

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

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

But when such suggestions our graces have

tried,
This answers all questions, *The Lord will
provide.”

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

our trust is'all thrown on Jesus's name :

In this our strong tower for safety we hide;

The Lord is our power, *The Lord will
provide.”

6 When life sinks apace, and death 1s in
view,

The word of his grace shall comfort us
through :

Not fearing or doubting, with Christ on our

side,
We hope to dle shouting, *‘The Lord wily
provide.”
JOHN NEWTON.
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142 wondrous condescension. 3 Through all his mighty works
1 THE Lord Jehovah reigns, Amazing wisdom shines;
His thronpe is built on high; Confounds the powers of hell,
The garments he assumes An4 all their dark designs;
Are light and majesty : Strong is his arm, and shall fulfill
His glories shine with beams so bright, His great decrees and sovereign will.
No mortal eye can bea.r the sight. 4 And will this sovereign King
2 The thunders of his hand Of glory condescend,
Keep the wide world in awe; And will he write his name,
His wrath and justice stand My Father and my Friend?
To guard his holy law; I love his name, I love his word;
And where his love resolves to bless, Join all my powers to praise the Lord.
His truth confirms and seals the grace. ISAAC WATTS.
DAVID. 8. " Groncr Fruperick HANDEL.
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143  1he changeless Friend. 2 'Tis Jesus, the first and the last,

1 THIS God i3 the God we adore, Whose Spirit shall guide us safe home;
Our faithful, unchangeable friend, ‘We’ll praise him for all that is past,

‘Whose love is as great as his power, And trust him for all that’s to come.

And neither knows measure nor end: JOSEPH HART,
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14:4 Praise to the Trinity.
1 Hovy, holy, holy Lord,
God of hosts, eternal King,
By the heavens and earth adored ;
Angels and archangels sing,
Chanting everlastingly
To the blessed Trinity.

2 Since by thee were all things made,
And in thee do all things live,
Be to thee all honor paid;
Praise to thee let all things give,
Singing everlastingly
To the blessed Trinity.

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

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

Singing everlastingly

To the blessed Trinity.

4 Cherubim and seraphim

Veil their faces with their wings;
Eyes of angels are too dimn

To behold the King of kings,
‘While they sing eternally
To the blessed Trinity.

5 Thee apostles, prophets thee,
Thee the noble martyr baud,
Praise with solemn jubilee,
Thee, the Church in every land;
Singing everlastingly
Mo the blessed Trinity.

63

6 Hallelujah! Lord, to thee,
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost;
Godhead One, and Persons Three'
Join us with the heaverly host,
Singing everlastingly
To the blessed Trinity.

CHRISTOPHER WORDSWORTH,

14:5 Worship the Creator.

1 LET us with a gladsome mind
Praise the Lord, for he is kind,
For his mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

Let us sound his name abroad,

For of gods he is the God

‘Who by wisdom did create
Heaven’s expanse and all its statey

2 Did the solid earth ordain

How to rise above the main;

‘Who, by his commanding muzht
Filled the new-made world with lights
Caused the golden-tresséd sun

All the day his course to run;

And the moon to shine by night,

’Mid her spangled sisters bright,

3 All his creatures God doth feeaq,
His full hand suppiies their need
He hath with a pitying eye
Looked upon our misery:
Let us, therefore, warble forth
His high majesty and worth,
For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

JOHN MILTON.
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14:6 Glory, mercy, grace.

1 FATHER, how wide thy glor{ shines,
How high thy wonders rise

Xnown through the earth by thousand

signs,
By thousands through the skies.

2 Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power;
Their motions speak thy skill:

And on the wings of every hour
‘We read thy patience still.

3 Part of thy name divinely stands
On all thy creatures writ;

They show the labor of thy hands,
Or impress of thy feet;

4 But when we view thy strange design
To save rebellious worms,

‘Where vengeance and compassion join
In their divinest forms;

5 Here the whole Deity is known,
Nor dares a creature guess

‘Which of the glories brighter shone,
The justice or the grace.

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

Bright seraphs learn Immanuel’s name,
And try their choicest strains.

7 O may I bear some humble part
Tn that immortal song!
Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,

Aud love command my tongue.
ISAAC WATTS,

54

14:7 Maogjesty and love of God.

1 MY God, how wonderful thou art,
Thy majesty how bright,

How beautiful thy mercy-seat
In depths of burning light!

2 How dread are thine eternal years,
O everlasting Lord,

By prostrate spirits day and night
Incessantly adored !

3 How beautiful, how beautiful,
The sight of thee must be,

Thine endless wisdom, boundless power,
And awful purity!

4 O how I fear thee, living God,
‘With deepest, tenderest fears,

And worship thee with trembling hope,
And penitential tears.

5 Yet I may love thee too, O Lord,
Almighty as thou art;

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

6 No earthly father loves like thee,
No mother half so mild

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

7 Father of Jesus, love’s reward!
‘What rapture will it be,
Prostrate before thy throne to lie,
And gaze, and gaze on thee!
FREDERICK W, FABER.
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1 4:8 God’s glory in creation and re-
demption.

1 MIGHTY God! while angels bless thee,
May a mortal lisp thy name?
Lord of men, as well as angels,
Thou art every creature’s theme:
Lord of every land and nation,
Ancient of eternal days!
Sounded through the wide creation
Be thy just and awful praise.

2 For the grandeur of thy nature,
Grand beyond a seraph’s thought;
For the wonders of creation,
‘Works with skill and kindness wrought;
For thy providence, that governs
Through thine empire’s wide domain,
Wings an angel, guides a sparrow;
Blessed be thy gentle reign!

8 For thy rich, thy free redemption,
Bright, though veiled in darkness long,
Thought is poor, and poor expression;
Who can sing that wondrous song?
Brightness of the Father’s glory!
Shall thy praise unuttered lie?
Break, my tongue, such guilty silence,
Sing the Lord who came to die:—

4 From the highest throne of glory,

To the cross of deepest woe,
Came to ransom guilty captives:

Flow, my praise, forever flow!
Re-ascend, immortal Saviour;

Leave thy footstool, take thy throne;
Thence return and reign forever;

Be the kingdom all thine own!

ROBERT ROBINSON,

55

149 The wideness of God’s mercy.

1 THERE’S a wideness in God’s mercy,
Like the wideness of the sea:

There’s a kindness in his justice,
‘Which is more than liberty.

2 There is welcome for the sinner,
And more graces for the good;

There is mercy with the Saviour;
There is healing in his blood.

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

And the heart of the Eternal
Is most wonderfully kind.

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

And our lives would be all sunshine

In the sweetness of our Lord.
FREDERICK W. FABER,

150 Unchanging wisdom and love.

1 Gob 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.

3'E'en the hour that darkest seemeth,
‘Will his changeless goodness prove;

From the gloom his brightness streameth,
God is wisdom, God is love.

4 He with earthly cares entwineth
Hope and comfort from above ;

Every-where his glory shineth;
God is wisdom, God is love.

SIB JOHN BOWRING,
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151 Magjesty and providence. And he, as sovereign Lord and King,

1 THE Lord our God is clothed with might,
The winds obey his will;

He speaks, and in his heavenly height
The rolling sun stands still.

2 Rebél, ye waves, and o’er the land
With threatening aspect roar;

The Lord uplifts his awful hand,
And chains you to the shore.

8 Ye winds of night, your force combine;
‘Without his high behest,

Ye shall not, in the mountain pine,
Disturb the sparrow’s nest.

4 His voice sublime is heard afar;
In distant peals it dies;

He yokes the whirlwind to his car,
And sweeps the howling skies.

5 Ye sons of earth, in reverence bend;
Ye nations, wait his nod;

And bid the choral song ascend
To celebrate our God.

H., KIRKE WHITK,

152 The Lovd is King.
1 THE Lord descended from above,
And bowed the heavens most high,
And underneath his feet he cast
The darkness of the sky.

2 On cherubim and seraphim
Full royally he rode,

And on the wings of mighty winds
Came flying all abroad.

8 He sat serene upon the floods,
Their fury to restrain;

For evermore shall reign.

4 Give glory to his awful name,
And honor him alone;

Give worship to his majesty
Upon his holy throne.

THOMAS STERNHOLD.

153 Praise from all creation.

1 PRAISE ye the Lord, ye immortal choirs
That ill the worlds above;

Praise him who formed you of his fires,
And feeds you with his love.

2 Shine to his praise, ye crystal skies,
The floor of his abode;

Or veil in shades your thousand eyes
Before your brighter God.

3 Thou restless globe of golden light,
‘Whose beams create our days,

Join with the silver queen of night,
To own your borrowed rays.

4 Thunder and hail, and fire and storms,
The troops of his eommand,

Appear in all your dreadful forms,
And speak his awful hand.

5 Shout to the Lord, ye surging seas,
In your eternal roar;

Let wave to wave resound his praise,
And shore reply to shore.

6 Thus while the meaner creatures sing,
Ye mortals, catch the sound;

Echo the glories of your King
Through all the nalions round.

ISAAC WATTE,

56
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154: Goodness and mercy.
LET every tongue thy goodness speak,
Thou sovereign Lord of all

Thy strengthening hands uphold the weak,
And raise the poor that fall.

2 When sorrows bow the spirit down,
‘When virtue lies distressed,

Beneath the proud oppressor’s frown,
Thou giv’st the mourner rest.

8 Thou know’st the pains thy servants feel,

Thou hear’st thy children’s cry;
And their best wishes to fulfill,
Thy grace is ever nigh.

4 Thy mercy never shall remove
From men of heart sincere :

Thou sav’st the souls whose humble love
Is joined with holy fear.

§ My lips shall dwell upon thy praise,
And spread thy fame abroad ;

Let all the sons of Adam raise
The honors of their God.

ISAAC WATTS,

155 The angelic guard.
1 WHICH of the monarchs of the earth
Can boast a guard like ours,
Encir¢led from our second birth
With all the heavenly powers?

2 Myriads of bright, cherubic bands,
Sent by the King of kings,

Rejoice to bear us in their hands,
And shade us with their wings.

8 Angels, where’er we go, attend
Our steps, whate’er betide;

=
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With watchful care their charge defend,
And evil turn aside.

4 Qur lives those holy angels keep
From every hostile power;

And, unconcerned, we sweetly sleep,
As Adam in his bower.

5 And when our spirits we resign,
On outstretched wings they bear,
And lodge us in the arms divine,
And leave us ever there.
CHARLES WESLEY,

156 The twenty-third Psalm.

1 THE Lord’s my Shepherd, I’ll not want:
He makes me down to lie

In pastures green; he leadeth me
The quiet waters by.

2 My soul he doth restore again;
And me to walk doth make

Within the paths of righteousness,
FE’en for his own name’s sake.

3 Yea, tllmugh Iwalk through death’s dark
vale
Yet w1ll I fear no ill;
For thou art with me, and thy rod
And staff me comfort still.

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

My head thou dost with oil anoint,
And my cup overflows.

5 Goodness and mercy all my life
Shall surely follow me;

And in God’s house for evermore
My dwelling-place shall be.

Francis Rous.
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157 Refoicing in deliverance.

1 O THoU, who, when we did complain,
Didst all our griefs remove,

O Saviour, do not now disdain
Our humble praise and love.

2 Since thou a pitying ear didst give,
And hear us when we prayed,

We'll call upon thee while we live,
And never doubt thy aid.

8 Pale death, with all his ghastly train,
Our souls encompassed round;

Anguish, and sin, and dread, and pain,
On every side we found.

4 To thee, O Lord of life, we prayed,
And did for succor flee:

0 save,” in our distress we said,
“The souls that trust in thee.”

5 How good thou art! how large thy
grace!
How ready to forgive!
Thy mercies crown our fleeting days;
And by thy love we live.

6 Our eyes no longer drowned in tears,
Our feet from falling free,

Redeemed from death and guilty fears,
O Lord, we’ll live to thee.

CHARLES WESLEY,

158 The sure refuge.

1 THERE is & safe and secret place
Beneath the wings divine,

Reserved for all the heirs of grace;
O be that refuge mine!

2 The least and feeblest there may bide,
Uninjured and unawed;

‘While thousands fall on every side,
He rests secure in God.

3 The angels watch him on his way,
And aid with friendly arm;

And Satan, roaring for his prey,
May hate, but cannot harm.

4 He feeds in pastures large and fair
Of love and truth divine:

O child of God, O glory’s heir,
How rich a lot 18 thine!

5 A hand almighty to defend,
An ear for every call,
An honored life, a peaceful ena,
And heaven to crown it all!
HENRY F. LYTIA

159 The only source of blessing.

1 JEHOVAH, God, thy gracious power
On every hand we see;

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

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

Thy hand will there our footsteps lead;
Thy love our path surround.

8 Thy power i8 in the ocean deeps,
And reaches to the skies;

Thine eye of mercy never sleeps,
Thy goodness never dies.

4 From morn till noon—till latest eve,
Thy hand, O God, we see;
And all the blessings we receive,

Proceed alone from thee.
JOHN THOMSON.
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160 Gratitude., 161 Verin tm&;_ﬂg_ofﬁ t?sat hideat

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 O how can words with equal warmth
The gratitude declare,

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

3 To all my weak complaints and cries,
Thy mercy lent an ear,

Fre yet my feeble thoughts had learned
To form themselves in prayer.

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

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,
And led me up to man,

b Through hidden dangers, tolls, and
deaths,
It gently cleared my way;
And through the pleasing snares of vice,
More to be feared than they.

6 Through every period of my life
Thy goodness I’1l pursue;

And after death, in distant worlds,
The pleasing theme renew.

7 Through all eternity to thee
A grateful song 1’1l raise;
But O, eternity’s too short
To utter all thy praise.

JOBEPH ADDISON.

5 5

1 GOD moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform;

He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill,

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

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take:
The elouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy, and shall break
In blessings on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace;
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.

5 His purposes will ripen fagt,
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 he will make it plain.

‘WILLIAM COWPKR,

Doxology.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God whom we adore,
Be glory, as it was, is now,

And shall be evermore !
TATE AND BRADY.
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162 Crowning God with praise. Who fed thee last, will feed thee still:
1 XiNeGpoMS and thrones to God belong; Be calm, and sink into his will.

Crown him, ye nations, in your song: .
His wondrous names and powers rehearse; | 2 The Lord, who built the earth and sky,
His honors shall enrich your verse. In mercy stoops to hear thy ery;

. His promise all may freely claim:
2 He shakes the heavens with loud alarms; P y
THow terrible is God in arms > | Ask and receive in Jesus’ name.

In Israel are his mercies known, 3 Without reserve give Christ your heart;
Israel is his peculiar throne. | Let him his righteousness impart ;
3 Proclaim him King, pronounce him blest; | Then all things else he'll freely give;
He’s your def?;lse, y(!)iur Joy, V(%ur rest: ' With him you all things shall receive.
When terrors rise and nations faint,

4 Thus shall the soul be truly blest,
God is the strength of every m}srﬁc WATTS. ‘That seeks in God his on]y rest; ’

! May I that happy person be,

163 Qod’s presence with his people. In time and in eternity.

BAMUEL ECKING.

1 WHEN Israel, of the Lord beloved,
QOut from the land of bondage cawe,

Her fathers’ God before her moved,

An awful guide, in smoke and flame. 165 God our shield.
hed lands 1 The tempter to my soul hath said
2 .];}{edg{’uﬁ?%%greSfé%rdnzllgw Jan *“There is 1o help in God for thee:”
By night, ATabia’s crimsoned sands Lord, lift thou up thy servant’s head;
Returned the flery column’s glow. My glory, shield, and solace be.
3 Thus present still, though now unseen, 2 Thus to the Lord I raised my cry:
When brightly shines the prosperous day, He heard me from his holy hill;
Be thoughts of thee a cloudy screen, At his command the waves rolled by;
To temper the deceitful ray. He beckoned, and the winds were still.

4 And O, whexa gathersﬂclm gur path,
In shade and storm, the frequent night P, il
Be, thou, long-suffering, slow to Wrath, | yright From the ¢ast the morning broke,
4 burning and a shining light. Thy comforts rose on me again,

3 I laid me down and slept,—I woke;

164 . 4 I will not fear, though arméd throngs
The great Provider. Surround my steps in all their wrath;

1 PEACE, troubled soul, thou need’st not fear; | Salvation to the Lord belongs;

Thy great Provider still is near; His presence guards his people’s path.

JAMES MONTGOMERY.
60
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166 God a mighty fortress.
1 A MIGHTY fortress is our God,
A bulwark never failing :
Our Helper he, amid the flood
Of mortal ills prevailing.
For still our ancient foe
Doth seek to work us woe;
His craft and power are great,
And, armed with cruel hate,
On earth is not his equal.
2 Did we In our own strength confide,
Our striving would be losing;
‘Were not the right man on our side,
The man of God’s own choosing.

ZEPHYR.

LM

Dost ask who that may be?

Christ Jesus, it is he;

Lord Sabaoth is his name,

From age to age the same,
And he must win the battle.

3 And though this world, with devils illed,
Should threaten to undo us;

‘We will not fear, for God hath willed
His truth to triumph through us.

The Prince of darkness grim—

‘We tremble not for him;

His rage we can endure,

For lo! his doom is sure,
One little word shall fell him.

4 That word above all earthly powers—
No thanks to them---abideth;
The Spirit and the gifts are ours
Through him who with us sideth.
Let goods and kindred go,
This mortal life also:
The body they may kill:
God’s truth abideth still,
His kingdom is forever.
MARTIN LUTHER. TR. BY F. H, HEDGE,

\%u.r.uu BATCHELDER BRADBURY,
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167 God’s messengers of love.

1 THEY comoe, God’s messengers of love,
They come from realms of peace above,
From homes of never-fading light,
From blissful mansions ever bright.

2 They come to watch around us here,
To soothe our sorrow, calm our fear:

Ye heavenly guides, speed not away, '
God willeth you with us to stay.

3 But chiefly at its' journey’s end

'Tis yours the spirit to befriend,

And whisper to the faithful heart..

“Q Christian soul, in peace depart.”

4 Blest Jesus, thou whose groans and tears
Have sanctifled frail nature’s fears, .

To earth in bitter sorrow weighed,

Thou didst not scorn thine angel’s aid.

5 An angel guard to us supply,

When on the bed of death we lie;

And by thine own almighty power

O shield us In the last dread hour.
1

ROBERT CAMPBELL,
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168 Security in God.

1 Gob is our refuge and defense;
In trouble our unfailing aid:
Secure in his omnipotence,
‘What foe can make our souls afraid?

? Yea, though the earth’s foundations rock,
And mountains down the gulf be hurled,
His people smile amid the shock:
They look beyond this transient world.

8 There is a river pure and bright,
‘Whose streams make glad the heavenly
plains;
Where, in eternity of hght,
The city of our God remalns.

4 Built by the word of his command,
With his unelouded presence blest,
Firm as his throne the bulwarks stand;

There is our home, our hope, our rest.
JAMES MONTGOMERY.

169 The Saviour’s tender care.
1 Gob of my life, whose gracious power
Through varied deaths my soul hath led,
Or turned aside the fatal hour,
Or lifted up my sinking head,

2 In all iny ways thy hand I own,
Thy ruling providence I see;

Assist me still my course to run,
And still direet my paths to thee.

3 Whither, O whither should I fly,
But to my loving Saviour’s breast?
Secure within thine arms to lie,
And safe beneath thy wings to rest.

(=]
W

4 1 have no skill the snare to shun,
But thou, O Christ, my wisdom art:
I ever into ruin run,
But thou art greater than my heart.
5 Foolish, and impotent, and blind,
Lead me a way I have not known:
Bring me where I my heaven may find,
The heaven of loving thee alone.
CHARLES WEBLEY.

170 Quietness and assurance.

1 How do Thy mercies close me round!
Forever be thy name adored ;

I blush in all things to abound ;
The servant is above his Lord.

2 Inured to poverty and pain,
A suffering life my Master led;
The Son of God, the Son of man,
He had not where to lay his head.
3 But lo! a place he hath prepared
For me, whom watchful angels keep;
Yea, he himself becomes my guard;
He smooths my bed, and gives me slee:,
4 Jesus protects; my fears, be gone:
‘What can the Rock of ages move?
Safe in thy arms I lay me down,
Thine everlasting arms of love.
5 While thou art intimately nigh,
‘Who, who shall violate my rest?
Sin, earth, and hell I now defy:
I lean upon my Saviour’s breast.
6 I rest beneath the Almighty’s shade,
My griefs expire, my troubles cease;
Thou, Lord, on whom my soul is stayed, -
‘Wilt keep me still in perfect peace.

CHARLES WESLEY,
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171 The pilgrim’s Guide. Lel.t.e th&e ﬂery,] 1cloudjy pillar,th n:
1 GUIDE me, O thou great Jehovah, ad me all my journey through:
it e . Strong Deliverer,

1 ;gg‘;xégkt’hgg? %gotxh?r? aigg%t??d' Be thou still my strength and shield.
Hold me with thy powerful hand: 3 When 1 tread the verge of Jordan,
Bread of heaven, Bid my anxious fears subside;

Feed me till I want no more. Bear me through the swelling current;
Land me safe on Canaan’s side:
2 Open now the crystal fountain, Songs of praises
‘Whence the healing waters flow; I will ever give to thee.
WILLIAM WILLIAMS,
MAGATA. S. M. * Rev. Joan Brick,
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172 Infinite compassion. 4 The pity of the Lord,
1 My soul, repeat His praise, To those that fear hls name,
‘Whose mercies are so great; Is such as tender parents feel;
‘Whose anger is so slow to rise, He knows our feeble frame.
So ready to abate. 5 Our days are as the grass,
2 High as the heavens are raised Cr like the morning ﬂower
Above the ground we tread, If one sharp blast sweep o’er the field
8o far the riches of his grace It withers in an hour.
Our highest thoughts exceed. 6 But thy compassions, Lord,
8 His power subdues our sins; To endless years endure ;
And his forgiving love, And children'’s children ever find
Far as the east is from the west, Thy words of promise sure.
Doth all our guilt remove. ISAAC WATTS,

63
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173 Omnipotent goodness.

1 AWAY, my needless fears,
And doubts no longer mine;
A ray of heavenly light appears,

A messenger divine.

2 Thrice comfortahle hope,
That calms my troubled breast;
My Father’s hand prepares the cup,
‘And what he wills is best.

8 If what I wish is good,
And suits the will divine,

By earth and hell in vain withstood,
1 know it shall be mine.

4 Still let them counsel take
To frustrate his decree;

They cannot keep a blessing back,
By Heaven designed for me.

5 Here then I doubt no more,
But in his pleasure rest,

Whose wisdom, love, and truth, and power,

Engage to make me blest.

CHARLES WESLRBY.

174: Through a glass darkly.
1 Cor. 13: 12,

1 THY way is in the sea;
Thy paths we cannot trace;
Nor solve, O Lord, the mystery
Of thy unbounded grace.

2 Here the dark veils of sense
our captive souls surround ;
Mysterious deeps of providence

Qur wondering thoughts confound.

3 As through a glass we see
The wonders of thy love;

How little do we know of thee,
Or of the joys above!l

4 In part we know thy will,
And bless thee for the sight:
Soon will thy love the rest reveal
In glory’s clearer light.

5 With joy shall we survey
Thy providence and grace;
And spend an everlasting day
In wonder, love, and praise.
JOHXN FAWCETT, ALT,

175  Detignt in God.

1 LorbD, I delight in thee,
And on thy care depend;
To thee in every trouble flee,
My best, my only Friend.

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

With this will I be satisfled,
And glory in thy name.

3 Who made my heaven secure,

Will here all good provide :
While Christ is rich, can 1 be poor?
! What can I want beside?

4 I cast my care on thee!
I triumph and adore:
| Henceforth my great concern shall be
To love and please thee more.
JOHN RYLAND, ALT.
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176 Thy gentleness hath made me great.
Ps. 18: 35.
1 How geptle God’s commands!
How Kkind his precepts are!
Come, cast your burdens on the Lord,
And trust his constant care.

2 Beneath his watchful eye
His saints securely dwell ;

That hand which bears all nature up
Shall guard his children well.

3 Why should this anxious load
Press down your weary mind?

Haste to your heavenly Father’s throne,
And sweet refreshment find.

4 His goodness stands approved,
Unchanged from day to day:
1’1l drop my burden at his feet,

And bear a song away.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE,

177 Aftictions blessed.
1 How tender is thy hand,
O thou most gracious Lord!
Afflictions came at thy command,
And left us at thy word.

2 How gentle was the rod
That chastened us for sin!

How soon we found a smiling God
‘Where deep distress had been!

8 A Father’s hand we felt,
A Father’s love we knew:

'Mid tears of penitence we knelt,
And found his promise true.

G5

===

4 Now will we bless the Lord,
And in his strength confide:
Forever be his name adored,
For there is none beside.
THOMAS HASTINGS,

7=
1

173 an things in Christ.

1 THOU very-present Aid
In suffering and distress,

The mind which still on thee is stayed,
Is kept in perfect peace.

2 The soul by faith reclined

, On the Redeemer’s breast,

Mid raging storms, exults to find
An everlasting rest.

3 Sorrow and fear are gone,
Whene’er thy face appears;

It stills the sighing orphan’s moan,
And dries the widow’s tears.

4 It hallows every cross;
It sweetly comforts me ;
Makes me forget my every loss,
And find my all in thee.

5 Jesus, to whom I fly,
Doth all my wishes fill;

‘What though created streams are dry?
I have the fountain still.

6 Stripped of each earthly friend,
I find them all in one;

And peace and joy which never end,
And heaven, in Christ alone,

CHARLES WESLEY,
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17%) Th.: Lord is 'my Shepherrl.
1 THE Lord iz my Shepherd, no want shall I
Know;
I feed in green pastures, safe-folded I rest ;
Heleadethmysvul where thestill waters ﬁow,
Restores me when wandering, redeems
when oppressed.
2 Through the va'ley and shadow of death
though I stray,
Since thoeu art my mardian. noevil Ifear;

&!*"AA

RAKEM. L. M. 61

D.C.

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my
stay;

No harm can befall, with my Comforter
near,

3 Inthemidstof affliction my table isspread

‘With blessings unmeasured my cup run-
neth o’er;

With perfame and oil thou anointest mjy

ead ;
0 what shall I ask of thy providence more?
4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful

¢
Still follf)w my steps till I meet thee above ;
1 seek—by the path which my. forefathers

trod
Through‘ the land of their sojourn—thy
kingdom of love.

JAMES MONTGOMERY.

Isasc BAKER WoODBUEY,
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180 The Shepherd of Ismel
1 THE Lord my pasture shall prepare,
And feed me with a shepherd’s care;
His presence shall my wants supply.
And guard me with a watchiul eye:
My noonday walks lie shall attend,
And all my midnight hours detend.
2 When in the sultry glebe I faint,
Or on the thirsty mountain pant,
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To fertile vales and dewy meads,
My weary, wandering steps he leads,
‘Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow,
Amid the verdant landscape flow.

3 Though in a bare and rugged way,
Througa devious, louely wilds I stray,
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile;

The barren wilderness shall smile,

With sudden greens and herbage crowned,
And streams shall murmar all around.

4 Though in the paths of death I tread,
‘With gloomy horrors overspread,

My steadfast heart shall fear no ill,

For thoun, Q Lord, art with me still;

Thy friendly crook shall give me md.
And guide me through the dreadful shad:

JOSEPH ADDIW’
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181 7he glories of Christ's kingdom.
1 HaIL, to the Lord’s Anointed,
Great David’s greater Son!
Hall, in the time appointed.
RHis reign on earth begun?
He comies to break oppression,
To set the captive free;
To take away transgression,
And rule in equity.

2 He comes with succor speedy
To those who suffer wrong;
To help the poor and needy,
And bid the weak be strong;
To give them songs for sighing,
Their darkness turn to light,
‘Whose souls, condemned and dying,
Were precious in his sight.

3 He shall descend like showers
Upon the fruitful earth,

And love and joy, like flowers,
Spring in his path to birth:

Before him, on the mountains,
Shall peace, the herald, go,

And righteousness, in fountains,
From hill to valley flow.

4 To him shall prayer unceasing,
And daily vows ascend ;
His kingdom still Increaqmg
A kingdom without end:
The tide of time shall never
His eovenant remove ;
His name shall stand forever;
That name to us is Love.
JAMES MONTGOMERY,

DIX. 7. 81 ARR. By WiLL1aM HuNry Moxk,
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182 The guiding star.

1 As with gladness men of old
Did the guiding star behold ;

As with joy they hailed its light,
Leading onward, beaming bright;
$0, most gracious Lord, may we
Evermore be led to thee.

2 As with joyful steps they sped
To tbat lowly manger-bed,

67

There to bend the knee before

Him whom heaven and earth adore ;
So may we with willing feet

Ever seek the mercy-seat.

8 As they offered gifts most rare
At that manger rude and bare;

So may we with holy joy,

Pure, and free from sin’s alloy,
All our costliest treasures bring,
Christ, to thee, our heavenly King.

4 Holy Jesus, cvery day

Keep us in the narrow way;

And, when earthly things are past,
Bring our ransomed souls at last
Where they need no star to guide,
‘Where no clouds thy glory hide.

WILLIAM C. DIX.
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1283 Joy to the world. Justice shall guard his throne above,

1 Joy 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.

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

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

4 He rules the world with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove

The glories of his righteousness,
And wonders of his love.

184 wonderful, Counselor.—Isa. 9: 6.
1 To us a Child of hope is born,
To us a Son is given;
Him shall the tribes of earth obey,
Him, all the hosts of heaven.

2 His name shall be the Prince of peace,
For evermore adored;

The Wonderful, the Counselor,
The great and mighty Lord.

8 His power, increasing, still shall spread-
His reign no end shall know;

ISAAC WATTS.

68

And peace abound below.

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

The Wonderful, the Counselor,
The mighty Lord of beaven.

JOHN MORRISON,

185 The Saviour’s advent.
1 HARK, the glad sound! the Saviour
comes,
The Saviour promised long;
Let every leart prepare a throne,
And every voice a song.

2 He comes, the prisoner to release,
In Satan’s bondage held;

The gates of brass before him burst,
The iron fetters yield.

3 He comes, from thickest ilms of vice
To clear the mental ray,

And on the eyes oppressed with mght
To ponr celestial day.

4 He comes, the broken heart to bind,
The wounded soul to cure,

And, with the treasures of his grace,
To enrich the humble poor.

5 Qur glad hosannas, Prince of peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim,

And heaven’s eternal arches ring
‘With thy beloved name.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE.
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The star in the East.

186

1 BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of the
morning,
Dawn on our darkuess, and lend us thine

Star of the East, the horlzon adorning,
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.
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2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shin-

ing;
Low lies his bed with the beasts of the
stall;
Angels adore him, in slumber reclining,—
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all.
3 Say, shall we yield him, in costly devo-
tion
Odors of Edom and offerings divine?
Gems of tm, mountain, and pearls of the
oce
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the
mine ?
4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation ;
Vainly with gifts would his favor secure;
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration;

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.
REGINALD HEBER.

MISSIONARY CHANT. L. M. HeiNricH CHRISTOPHER ZEUNER.
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187 Star of Bethlehem.

{ WHEN, marshaled on the nightly plain,
The glittering host bestud the sky,

Dne star alone of all the train
Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye.

B Hark! hark! to God the chorus breaks,
From every host, from every gem;

sBut one alone the Saviour speaks,
{t is the Star of Bethlehem.

3 Once on the raging seas I rode,
The storm was loud, the night was dark,
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed
The wind that tossed my foundering bark.,

4 Deep horror then my vitals froze;
Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem;
When suddenly a star arose,
It was the Star of Bethlehem.

5 It was my guide, my light, my all,
It bade my dark forebodings cease;
And, through the storm and danger’s thrall,
It led me to the port of peace.

6 Now safely moored, my perils o’er,
I'1l sing, first in night’s diadem,
For ever and for evermore,
The Star, the Star of Bethlehem.

H. KIRKE WHITH,

69
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l88 Peace on earth, good-will to men,
1 HARK! what mean those holy voices,
Sweetly sounding through the skies?
Lo! the angelic host rejoices;
Heavenly hallelujahs rise.
2 Listen to the wondrous story,
‘Which they chant in hymns of joy:
“Glory in the highest, slory,
Glory be to God most high!
3 “Peace on earth, good-will from heaven,
Reaching far as man is found;

Souls redeemed and sins forgiven!
Loud our golden harps shall sound.

4 “*Christ is born, the great Anointed;
Heaven and earth his praises sing;
O receive whom God appointed,
For your Prophet, Priest, and King.

5 ‘‘Hasten, mortals, to adore him;
Learn his name, and taste his joy;

Till in heaven ye sing before him,
*Glory be to God most high!’”

JOHN CAWO0OD,

HELMSLEY. 8,7, 4. REV. THoMAS OLIVERS.
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189  adoring the oty cnaa.
1 ANGELS, from the realms of glory,
‘Wing your flight o’er all the earth
Ye who sang creation’s story,
Now proclaim Messiah's birth:
Come and worship,
‘Worship Christ, the newborn King,

2 Shepherds, in the fleld abiding,
‘Watching o'er your flocks by night,
God with man is now residing;
Yonder shines the infant light :
Come and worship,
‘Worship Christ, the newborn King.

|

3 Sages, leave your contemplations,
Brighter visions beam afar;

70
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Seek the great Desire of natlons;
Ye have seen his natal star:
Come and worship,
‘Worship Christ, the newborn King.
4 Saints, before the altar bending,
Watching long in hope and fear,
Suddenly the Lord, descending,
In his temple shall appear:
Come and worship,
Worship Cbrist, the newborn King.

5 Sinners, wrung with true repentance,
Doomed for guilt to endless pains,
Justice now revokes the sentence,
Mercy calls you,—break your chains:
Come and worship,
Worship Christ, the newborn King.

JAMES MONTGOMERY,
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190 God incarnate.

1 HARK! the herald-angels sing,
*‘Glory to the newborn King;
Peace on earth, and mercy mild;
God and sinners reconciled.”

2 Joytul, all ye nations, rise,
Join the triumphs of the skies;
‘With angelic hosts proclaim,
* Christ i3 born in Bethlehem.”

8 Christ, by highest heaven adored,
Christ, the everlasting Lord;
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see;
Hail, incarnate Deity |

4 Hall the heaven-born Prince of peace!
Hail the Sun of righteousness!

Light and life to all he brings,

Risen with healing in hig wings.

CHARLES WESLEY,

191 Prince of peace.

1 BRIGHT and joyful is the morn,
For to us a Child is born;

From the highest realms of heaven,
Unto us a Son is given.

2 On his shoulder he shall bear
Power and majesty, and wear,

On his veswure and his thigh,

Names most awful, names most high.

3 Wonderful in counsel he,
Christ, the incarnate Deity;
Sire of ages, ne’er to cease;
King of kings, and Prince of peace,

4 Come and worship at his feet;
Yield to him the homage meet;
From the manger to the throne,
IIomage due to God alone.

JAMES MONTGOMERY.
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192 Good tidings of areat joy.—Luke ©: 10,
1 WHILE shepherds watched their flocks by
night,
All seated on the ground,
The angel of the Lord came down,
And glory shone around.

? *Fear not,”’ said he,—for mighty cread
Had seized their troubled mind,—
**Glad tidings of great joy I bring,
To you and all mankind.

3 ““To you, in David’s town, this day
Is born, of David’s line,

The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord;
And this shall be the sign:

4 ““The heavenly babe you there shall find
To human view (hspl.lved

All meanly wrapped in S\mth.n'r-bundb,
And in a manger laid.”

5 Thus spake the seraph; and forthwith
Appeared a shining throng

Of angels, praising God on high
‘Who thus addressed their song
6 ‘“All glory be to God on hlgh,
And to the earth be peace:

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

TATE AND BERADY,
193 Glory to God in the highest.
1 MoRTALS, awake, with angels join,
And chant the solemn lay;

C. M. p.
|

CAROL.

Joy, love, and gratitude combine,
To hail the auspicious day

2 In heaven the rapturous song began,
And sweet seraphic fire .

Through all the shining legions ran,
And strung and tuned the lyre.

3 Swift through the vast expanse it flew
And loud the echo rolled;

The theme, the song, the joy, was new,.
’T'was more than heaven could hold.

4 Down through the portals of the sky
The impetuous torrent ran;

And angels flew, with eager Joy,
To bear the news to man.

5 Hark! the cherubic armies shout,
And glory leads the song:
Good-will and peace are heard through~

out
The harmonious heayvenly throng.

6 With joy the chorus We repeat,
““Glory to God on high!’

Good-will and peace are now complete,
Jesus was horn to die.

7 Hail, Prince of life, forever haill
Redeemer, Brother, Friend!
Though earth, and time, and life shall

ail,
Thy praise shall never end.

SAMUEL MEDLEY,

RIcHARD STORRS WILLIS. |

I\ |

N N
é: g-—n i—j——a—d*—“ FA—=—="——H= —\+—m—ﬂ “jwd__ —]

».-Twr—ﬁrsfrﬂ*sif—i‘- e

o
N

&=

e e fe R e s l»p:g— =
Rt re—

O —-————|

Eﬁ%

™ R v

——
=

st
| 4



CHRIST—INCARNATION AND BIRTH.

CAROL.

(Concluded.

)

i
[+
—t—
v

==
@‘7_ S p— 2 \. o—m—{} : f : = : ==
I '“F—"H“' t‘!‘*‘ e e
s | v w | d
i éﬁb N () 3 }j e D -3
G g o ®—% t —— =_ .4_¢ |y f=—=-
J » : ‘-F‘ @@ ¥ "—“ ——8— ri:;!'_ HZE',-':j

v

—‘
o e . -g_ o T
SEFECE &:-&—ﬁi 53:"!1’ = - e SR e

- Er—
i —— — ,__u7._ T = r = | f n— =1
194: Christmas carol. 195 Christmas anthem.

1 It came upon the midnight clear,
That glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth
To touch their harps of gold; :
“Peace on the earth, good-will to men,
From heaven’s all-gracious King,”
The world in solemn stillness lay
To hear the angels sing.

2 Still through the cloven skies they come
With peaceful wings unfurled,

And still their heavenly music floats
O'er all the weary world;

Above its sad and lowly plains
They bend on hovering wing,

And ever 0’er its Babel sounds
The blessed angels sing.

3 But with the woes of sin and strife
The world has suffered long;

Beneath the angel-strain have rolled
Two thousand years of wrong;

And man, at war with man, hears not
The love song which they bring:

O hush the noise, ye men of strife,
And hear the angels sing!

4 And ye, beneath life’s crushing load,
‘Whose forms are bending low,

Who toil along the climbing way
‘With painful steps and slow,

Look now! for glad and golden hours
Come swiftly on the wing:

O rest beside the weary road,
And hear the angels sing!

5 For lo! the days are hastening cn
By prophet-bards foretold,

When with the ever-circling years
Comes round the age of gold;

When peace shall over all the earth
Its ancient splendors fling,

And the whole world give back the song
‘Which now the angels sing.

EDMUND H, BEARS.

1 CALM on the listening ear of night,
Come heaven’s melodious strains,

‘Where wild Judea stretches far
Her silver-mantled plains;

Celestial choirs from courts above
Shed sacred glories there;

And angels, with their sparkling lyres,
Make music on the air.

2 The answering hills of Palestine
Send back the glad reply,

And greet from all their holy heights
The Dayspring from on high :

O’er the blue depths of Galilee
There comes a holier calm;

And Sharon waves in solemn praise
Her silent groves of palm.

3 ‘“Glory to God!’’ the lofty strain
The realm of ether fills;

How sweeps the song of solemn Joy
O’er Judah's sacred hills!

“Glory to God!’’ the sounding skies
Loud with their anthems ring:

**Peace on the earth; good-will to men,
From heaven’s eternal King.”

4 Light on thy hills, Jerusalem!
The Saviour now is born:

More bright on Bethlehem’s joyous plains
Breaks the first Christmas morn;

And brighter on Moriah’s brow,
Crowned with her temple spires,

‘Which first proclaim the newborn light,
Clothed with its orient fires.

5 This day shall Christian tongues be mute,
And Christian hearts be cold?
O catch the anthem that from heaven
O’er Judal’s mountains rolled!
‘When nightly burst from seraph-harps
The high and solemn lay,—
*Glory to God; on earth be peace;
‘ Salvation comes to-day!”
EDMUND H, SEARS,
3
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19 6 Patience of Jesus.

1 WaAT grace, O Lord, and beauty shone
Around thy steps below!

‘What patient love was seen in all
Thy life and death of woe!

2 ¥or, ever on thy burdened heart
A weight of sorrow hung;

Yet no ungentle, murmuring word
Escaped thy silent tongue.

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,
Thy friends unfaithful prove;
Unwearied in forgiveness still,
Thy heart could only love.

4 O give us hearts to love like thee,
Like thee, O Lord, to grieve

Far more for others’ sins, than all
The wrongs that we receive.

5 One with thyself, may every eye
In us, thy brethren, see
That gentleness and grace that spring

¥rom union, Lord, with thee.
8IR EDWARD DENNY.

i197 A present help.

1 WE may not climb the heavenly steeps
To bring the Lord Clrist down;

In vain we search the lowest deeps,
For him no depths can drown.

2 But warm, sweet, tender, even yet
A present help is he;

And faith has yet its Olivet,
And love 1ts Galilee.

3 The healing of the seamless dress
Is by our beds of pain;

We touch him in life’s throng and press,
And we are whole again.

4 Throu_gél him the first fond prayers are
sal
Our lips of childhood frame;
The last low whispers of our dead
Are burdened with his name.

5 0 Lord and Master of us all,
‘Whate’er our name or sign,

We own thy sway, we hear thy call,
We test our lives by thine!

JOHN G. WHITTIER,

198 The Transfiguration.

1 THE chosen three, on mountain height,
‘While Jesus bowed in prayer,

Beheld his vesture glow with light,
His face shine wondrous fair.

2 And lo! with the transfigured Lord,
Leader and seer they saw;

With Carmel’s hoary prophet stood
The giver of the law. ’

3 From the low-bending cloud above,
Whenee radiant hrightness shone,

Spake out the Father’s voice of love,
‘““Hear my beloved Son!”

4 Lord, lead us to the mountain height;
To prayer’s transfiguring glow;
And clothe us with the Spirit’s might
For grander work below.
DAVID H, ELA,

4
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199 The Transfiguration.

1 0 woNDROUS type! O vision fair

Of glory that the Church shall share,
Which Christ upon the mountain shows,
‘Where brighter than the sun he glows!

2 From age to age the tale declare,

How with the three disciples there,
‘Where Moses and Elias meet,

'The Lord holds converse high and sweet.

8 With shining face and bright array,
Christ deigns to manifest to-day
‘What glory shall be theirs above,
‘Who joy in God with perfect love.

4 And faithful hearts are raised on high
By this great vision’s mystery;

For which in joyful strains we raise
The voice of prayer, the hymn of praise.

5 O Father, with the Eternal Son,
And Holy Spirit, ever One,
Vouchsafe to bring us by thy grace
To see thy glory face to face.

SARUM BREVIARY, TE. BY J. M, NEALE.

20 O Hermon,

1 O MASTER, it is good to be

High on the mountain here with thee,
Where stand revealed to mortal gaze
Those glorious saints of other days,

‘Who once received on Horeb’s height

The eternal laws of truth and right,

Or caught the still small whisper, higher
Than storm, than earthquake, or than fi-e.

2 O Master, it is good to be

Entranced, enwrapt, alone with thee;
And watch thy glistering raiment glow
Whiter than Hermon’s whitest snow ;
The human lineaments that shine
Irradiant with a light divine;

Till we too change from grace to grace,
@azing on that transfigured face.

3 O Master, it is good to be

Here on the holy mount with thee:
‘When darkling in the depths of night,
When dazzled with excess of light,

6
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‘We bow before the heavenly voice
That bids bewildered souls rejoice,
Though love wax cold, and faith be dim,
“This is my Son, O hear ye him.”

ARTHUR P, S8TANLEY,

201 Receive thy sight.—Luke 18: 42,
1 WHEN the blind suppliant in the way,
‘By friendly hands to Jesus led,
‘Prayed to bebold the light of day,
** Receive thy sight,”” the Saviour said.
2 At once he saw the pleasant rays
That lit the giorious firmament;
And, with firm step and words of praise,
He followed where the Master went.
8 Look down in pity, Lord, we pray,
On eyes oppressed by moral night,
And touch the darkened lids, and say
The gracjous words, ** Receive thy sight.”
4 Then, in clear daylight, shall we see
‘Where walked the sfnless Son of God;
And, aided by new strength from thee,
Press onward in the path he trod.

WILLIAM €. BRYANT,
202 Meekness of Christ.

1 How beauteous were the marks divine,
That in thy meekness used to shine,
That lit thy lonely pathway, trod

In wondrous love, O Son of God!

2 O who like thee, so mild, so bright,
Thou Son of man, thou Light of light?
O who like thee did ever go

So patient, through a world of woe?

3 O who like thee so humbly hore

The scorn, the scoffs of men, before?

S0 meek, so lowly, yet so high,

So glorious in humility?

4 And death, that sets the prisoner free,
‘Was pang, and scoff, aud scorn to thee;
Yet love through all thy torture glowed,
And mercy with thy life-blood flowed.

5 O wondrous Lord, my soul would be
Still more and more conformed to thee,
And learn of thee, the lowly One,
And like thee, all my journey run.

A. CLEVELAND COXE.
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ST. JOSEPH. 8,7,7.
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H. H. StatHAM.

1 JESUS wept! those tears are over,
But his heart is still the same;
Kinsman, Friend, and elder Brother,
Is his everlasting name.
Saviour, who can love like thee,
Gracious One of Bethany?
2 When the pangs of trial seize us,
‘When the waves of sorrow roll,
I will lay my head om: Jesus,
Pillow of the troubled soul.
Surely, none can feel like thee,
Weeping One of Bethany!
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203 The tears of Jesus. 3 Jesus wept! and still in glory,

He can mark each mourner’s tear;
Living to retrace the story
Of the hearts he solaced here.
Lord, when I am called to die,
Let me think of Bethany.

4 Jesus wept! that tear of sorrow
Is a legacy of love;

Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow,
He the same doth ever prove.
Thou art all in all to me,

Living One of Bethany!

SIR EDWARD DENNY.

RATHBUN. 8, 7. Imnamar CONKEY.
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204: Glorying in the cross.
1 IN the eross of Christ I glory,
Towering o’er the wrecks of time;
All the light of sacred story
Gathers round its head sublime.
2 When the woes of life o’ertake me,
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,
Never shall the cross forsake me;
Lo! it glows with peace and joy.
8 When the sun of bliss is heaming
Light and love upon my way,
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From the cross the radiance streaming
Adds more luster to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,
By the cross are sanctified;

Peace is there, that knows no measure,
Joys that through all time abide.

5 In the cross of Christ I glory,
Towering o’er the wrecks of timme;
All the light of sacred story
Gathers round its head sublime.

SIR JUEN BOWRING,
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205 Lessons of the cross.

1 NEVER further than Thy cross:
Never higher than thy feet:

Here earth’s precious things seem dross:
Here earth’s bitter things grow sweet.

2 Gazing thus our sin we see,
Learn thy love while gazing thus;
Sin, which laid the cross on thee,
Love, which bore the cross for us.

3 Here we learn to serve and give,
And, rejoicing, self deny;

Here we gather love to live,
Here we gather faith to die.

4 Pressing onward as we can,
Still to this our hearts must tend;
‘Wlere our earliest hopes began,
There our last aspirings end;

5 Till amid the hosts of light,
We in thee redeemed, complete.

DYER. C. M.

Through thy cross made pure and white,
Cast our crowns before thy feet.
MRS, ELIZABETH CHARLES,

206 Sinat, Tabor, Calvary.

1 WHEN on Sinai’s top I see

God descend, in majesty,

To proelaim 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 forever stay,

‘Weep and gaze my soul away;

Thou art heaven on earth to me,

Lovely, mournful Calvary.
JAMES MONTGOMERY,

Harvey C. Camp,
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. 207 The second Man is the Lardfrmn
heaven.—1 Cor. 1
1 PRAISE to the Holiest in the helght
And in the depth be praise;
In all his words most wonderful,
Most sure in all his ways.

2 0 loving wisdom of our God!
When all was sin and shame,
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A second Adam to the fight
And to the rescue came.

3 O wisest love! that flesh and blood,
Which did in Adam fail,

Should strive afresh against the foe,
Should strive and should prevail.

4 O generous love! that he, who smote
In Man for man the foe,

The double agony in Man
For man should undergo;

5 And in the garden secretly,
And on the cross on high,
Should teach his hrethren, and inspire
To sufler and to die.
JOHN H, NEWMAN,
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208 The power of the cross.
1 WE sing the praise of Him who died,
Of him who cied upon the cross;
The sinner’s hope let men deride,
For this we count the world but loss.

2 Inscribed upon the cross we see,
In shining letters, " God is Love;”
He bears our sins upon the tree,
He brings us mercy from above.

8 The cross! it takes our guilt away;
It holds the fainting spirit up;

It cheers with hope the gloomy day,
And sweetens every bitter cup.

4 It makes the coward spirit brave,

And nerves the feeble arm for fight;
It takes its terror from the grave,

And gilds the bed of death with light:

5 The balm of life, the cure of woe,
The measure and the pledge of love,
{The sinner’s refuge here below,

The angels’ theme in heaven above.
THOMAS KELLY.

'209 The hidings of the Father’s face.

1 FrouM Calvary a cry was heard,
A bitter and heart-rending cry;
My Saviour! every mournful word
Bespeaks thy soul’s deep agony.

2 A horror of great darkness fell
On thee, thou spotless, holy One!
And all the swarming hosts of hell
Conspired to tempt God's only Son.

8 The scourge, the thorns, the deep disgrace,
These thou couldst bear, nor once repine ;
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But when Jehovah veiled his face,
Unutterable pangs were thine.

4 Let the dumb world its silence break;
Let pealing anthems rend the sky;
Awake, my sluggish soul, awake !
He died, that we might never die.

5 Lord, on thy cross I ix mine eye:
If e’er I lose its strong control,
O let that dying, piercing cry,
Melt and reclaim my wandering soul.
J. W, CUNNINGHAM.

210 Atonement made.

1 'T18 finished! the Messiah dies,—
Cut off for sins, but not his own;
Accomplished is the sacrifice,
The great redeeming work is done.

2 ’Tis finished! all the debt is paid;
Justice divine is satisfled;

The grand and full atonement made;
Christ for a guilty world hath died.

3 The veil is rent; in him alone
The living way to heaven is seer;

The middle wall is broken down,
And all mankind may enter in.

4 The types and figures are fulfilled ;
Exacted is the legal pain;

The precious promises are sealed;
The spotless Lamb of God is slain.

5 Death, hell, and sin are now subdued;
All grace i3 now to sinners given;
And, lo! I plead the atoning blood,
And in thy right I claim my heaven.
CHARLES WESLEY,
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211 Glorying in the cross.

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.

? Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ, my God;
All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice them to his blood.

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

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.
18AAC WATTS.

#2122 Christ crucified.
1 EXTENDED on a curséd tree,
Covered with dust, and sweat, and blood,
See there, the King of glory see!
Sinks and expires the Son of God.

2 Who, who, my Saviour, this hath done?
‘Who could thy sacred body wound ?

No guilt thy spotless heart hath known,
No guile hath in thy lips been found.

3 I, T alone have done the deed;
’Tis I thy sacred flesh have torn;

My sins have caused thee, Lord, to bleed,
Pointed the nail, and fixed the thorn.

4 For me the burden to sustain
Too great, on thee, my Lord, was lald:
To heal me, thou hast horne my pain;
To bless e, thou a curse wast made.

5 My Saviour, how shall T proclaim,
How pay the mighty debt I owe ¢

Let all I have, and all I am,
Ceaseless, to all, thy glory show.

6 Still let thy tears, thy groans, thy sighs,
O’erflow my eyes, and heave my breast,
Till, loosed from flesh and earth, I rise,
And ever in thy bosom rest.
PAUL GERHARDT. TR. BY J. WESLEY,

213 Gazing on the cross.

1 LorDp JESUS, when we stand afar
And gaze upon thy holy cross,

In love of thee and scorn of self,
O may we count the world as loss.

2 When we behold thy bleeding wounds,
And the rough way that thou hast trod,
Make us to hate the load of sin
That lay so heavy on our God.

3 O holy Lord! uplifted high

‘With outstretched arms, in mortal woe,
Embracing in thy wondrous love

The sinful world that lies below !

4 Give us an ever-living faith
To gaze beyond the things we see;
And in the mystery of thy death
Draw us and all men after thee!

WILLIAM W, HOW,
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214 Godly sorrow at the cross.

1 Aras! and did my Saviour bleed?
And did my Sovereign die?

Would he devote that sacred head
Yor such a worm as I?

2 Was it for erimes that I have done,
He groaned upon the tree?
Amazing pity! grace unknown!
And love beyond degree!

8 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories in,

When Christ, the mighty Maker, died,
For man the creature’s sin.

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face
While his dear cross appears;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
And melt mine eyes to tears.

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

Here, Lord, I give myself away,—
’Tis all that I can do.

ISAAC WATTS,

215 He died for thee.

1 BEHOLD the Saviour of mankind
Nailed to the shameful tree;

How vast the love that him inclined
To bleed and die for thee!

2 Hark! howhe groans, while nature shakes,
And earth’s strong pillars bend:

The temple’s veil in sunder breaks,
The solid marbles rend.

3 'Tis done! the precious ransom’s paid!
“ Receive my soul!” he cries:

See where he bows his sacred head;
He bows hig head, and dies!

4 Butsoon he 1l break death’s envious chain,
And in full glory shine:
O Lamb of God, was ever pain,
Wag ever love, like thine?
SAMUEL WESLEY.

216 God manifest in the flesh.

1 W1TH glorious clouds encompassed round,
‘Whom angels dimly see,

Will the Unsearchable be found,
Or God appear to me?

2 Will he forsake his throne above,
Himself to worms impart?

Answer, thou Man of grief and love,
And speak it to my heart.

3 In manifested love explain
Thy wonderful design;

‘What meant, thou suffering Son of man,
Thy streaming blood divine?

4 Didst thou not in our flesh appear,
And live and die below,

That I might now perceive thee near,
And my Redeemer know ?

5 Might view the Lamb in his own light,
Whom angels dimly see;

And gaze, transported at the sight,
To all eternity!

CHAXLES WESLEY.
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21'7 Christ in Gethsemane. 218 Prophecy fulfilled.

1 'T18 midnight; and on Olives’ 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,
The Saviour wrestles lone with fears;
E’en that disciple whom he loved .
Heeds not his Master’s grief 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; and from ether-plains
Is borne the song that angels know ;
Unheard by mortals are the strains

That sweetly socthe the Saviour’s woe.
‘WILLIAM B. TAPPAN.

1 *’T1s finished!” so the Saviour cried,
And meekly bowed his head and died:
*Tis finished! yes, the race is run;

The battle fought ; the victory won.

? 'Tis finished ! all that Heaven foretold
By prophets in the days of old;

And truths are opened to our view,
That kings and prophets never knew.

3 'Tis finished! Son of God, thy power
Hath triumphed in this awtul hour;
And yet our eyes with sorrow see

That life to us was death to thee.

4 °Tis finished ! let the joyful sound

Be heard tbrough all the nations round;
"Tis finished! let the triumph rise

And swell the chorus of the skies!
BAMUEL STENNETT, ALT,

HERMON. C. M. LowrLL Mason.
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210 Hail, holy cross! That holy reconciling tide,

1 THE royal banner is unfurled,
The cross is reared on high,

On which the Saviour of the world
Is stretched in agony.

2 See! through his holy hands and feet
The cruel nails they drive:

Our ransom thus is made complete,
Our souls are saved alive.

8 And see! the spear hath pierced his side,
And shed that sacred flood,

The water and the blood.

4 Halil, holy cross! from thee we learn
The only way to heaven;

And O, to thee may sinners turn,
And look, and be forgiven!

5 Jehovah, we thy name adore,
In thee we will rejoice,

And sing, till time shall be no more,
The triumphs of the cross.
VENANTIUS FORTUNATUS. TR, BY J. CHANDLER.,
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220 Transcendent love. 221 Sovereign love.
1 O LovE divine, what hast thou done! 1 WouLD Jesus have the sinner die?
The incarnate God hath died for me! ‘Why hangs he then on yonder tree?
The Father’s co-eternal Son, What means that strange expiring cry ?
Bore all my sins upon the tree! Sinners, he prays for you and me;
The Son of God for me hath died: ‘“ Forgive them, Father, O forgive!
My Lord, my Love, is crucified. They know not that by me they live.”
2 Behold him, all ye that pass by,— 2 Jesus, descended from above,
The bleeding Prince of life and peace! Our loss of Eden to retrieve,
Come, sinners, see your Saviour die, Great God of universal love,
And say, was ever grief like his? If all the world through thee may live,
Come, feel with me his blood applied: In us a quickening spirit be,
My Lord, my Love, is crucified : And witness thou hast died for me.
3 Is crucified for me and you, 3 Thou loving, all-atoning Lamb,
To bring us rebels back to God: Thee — by thy painful agnoy,
Believe, believe the record true, Thy bloody sweat, thy grief and shame,
Ye all are bought with Jesus’ blood: Thy cross and passion on the tree,
Pardon for all flows from his side: Thy precious death and life—I pray,
My Lord, my Love, is crucified. Take all, take all my sins away.
4 Then let us sit beneath his cross, 4 0 let thy love my heart constrain!
And gladly catch the healing stream; Thy love, for every sinner free,
All things for him account but loss, That every fallen son of man
And give up all our hearts to him: May taste the grace that found out me:
Of nothing think or speak beside,— That all mankind with me may prove
My Lord, my Love, is crucified. Thy sovereign, everlasting love.
CHARLES WESLEY. CHARLES WESLEY.
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Crowned with thorns.

1 O SACRED Head, now wounded,
With grief and shame weighed down,
Now scornfully surrounded
With thorns, thine 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 What thou, my Lord, hast suffered
‘Was all for sinners’ gain:

Mine, mine was the transgression,
But thine the deadly pain:

PASSION CHORALE.

Lo, here I fall, my Saviour!
’Tis I deserve thy place;

Look on me with thy favor,
Vouchsafe to me thy grace.

3 What language shall I borrow
To thank thee, dearest Friend,
For this, thy dying sorrow,
Thy pity without end?
O make me thine forever;
And should I fainting be,
Lord, let me never, never,
Outlive my love to thee.

4 Be near me when I'm dying,
O show thy cross to me;
And, for my succor flying,
Come, Lord, and set me free:
These eyes, new faith receiving,
From Jesus shall not move;
For he who dies believing,
Dies safely, through thy love.
BERNARD OF CLAIRVAUX, PAUL GERHARDT.
TR, BY J. W. ALEXANDER,

Hans Leo. HASSLER.
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CHRIST—SUFFERINGS AND DEATH.
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223 Christ our exemplar.
1 Go to dark Gethsemane,
Ye that feel the tempter’s power;
Your Redeemer’s conflict see,
Watch with him one bitter hour;
Turn not from his griefs away,
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray.
2 Follow to the judgment-~hall;
View the Lord of life arraigned;
O the wormwood and the gall!
O the pangs his soul sustained !
Shun not suffering, shame, or loss;
Learn of him to bear the cross.

l v

3 Calvary’s mournful mountain climb;
There, adoring at his feet,

Mark that miracle of time,
God’s own sacrifice complete :

“1t is finished !”” hear him cry;

Learn of Jesus Christ to die.

4 Early hasten to the tomb,
‘Where they laid his breathless clay;
All is solitude and gloom;
‘Who hath taken him away?
Christ is risen; he meets our eyes;
Saviour, teach us so to risel
JAMES MONTGOMERY,

CALVARY. 8, 7, 4. SAMUEL STANLEY.
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=2 ﬁ = a ‘It is finished: "’
= et _;_j-t: o #—Eﬁﬂ Hear the dying Saviour cry.
¥ 2 “Tt is finished !” O what pleasure
Do these precious words afford!
qﬁh' DA Heavenly blessings, without measure,
ﬂ b | i 8 g’ﬂ Flow to us from Christ the Lord:
B H o L “It is finished:’
Saints, the dying words record.
. 8 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs;
224 It is finished. Join to sing the pleasing theme;

1 HARK! the voice of love and mercy
Sounds aloud from Catvary;

See! it rends the rocks asunder,
Shakes the earth, and veils the sky;
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All on earth, and all in heaven,
Join to pra.ise Immanuel’s name;
Hallelujah !
Glory to the bleeding Lamb.

JONATHAN EVANS,



CHRIST—RESURRECTION, PRIESTHOOD, REIGXN.
SUMMERSIDE. 8, 7. D. * Rev. Jouy Bracw.

O e T
SSESs ===

=
T —+t

s‘————.—_‘ ; i l [ I I B} ' T ‘ T
—a—= —e—e—— —H--_l I , I
?_,:,:@ES l_z_t-;_z o} o5 g —1
!
- - —~
— -l — W= S - |
SEEE== ==e==:=sis = ==

A 1 I | | i |

TN

1 ~ Ty
e rﬂ—Aﬂ—H—J~J+%—T~~4-+—Jﬂ
e e | e s e o e
I ! l ’ |

—
_ad g =

- -~ = o = o o
T INI H = F = = F R
T k = | =y | § - - L - F | )
—1‘—*3’— —- t } H——=+ = t==—H
T ! I r [ I I
e N R . |
—8— & V-VIP Eg‘_'l u*-v— 4 q;—.— -
?___c g._u_!:’__c = —td
[ | =
@3:5—8‘{‘19—9—91 P‘“‘T '—ﬁ*u—!——ﬁ*‘rt—g—‘J‘-ﬂ*r -&—rp
— =t t - bt t H ~ = —t—=—tf
| ) | I 1 — L 14 I " e
N T t +
225 Easter anthem. ‘When, amidst earth’s closing thunders,
1 Si¥e with all the sens of glory, Saints shall stand before the throne!l
Sing the resurrection song! O to enter that bright portal,
Death and sorrow, earth’s dark story, See that glowing firmament,
To the former days belong: Know, with thee, O God immortal,
All around the clouds are breaking, ‘*Jesus Christ whom thou hast sent!”
Soon the storms of time shall cease, WILLIAM J. TRONE,
In God’s likeness, man awaking,
Knows the everlasting peace. 226 Jesus, victor over death.
2 O what glory, far exceeding 1 COME, ye saints, look here and wonder;
All that eye has yet perceived ! See the place where, Jesus lay:
Holiest hearts for ages pleading, He has burst his bands asunder ;
Never that full joy conceived. He has borne our sins away;
God has promised, Christ prepares it, Joyful tidings!
There on high our welcome waits; Yes, the Lord has risen to-day.

Every humble spirit shares it,

Christ has passed the eternal gates. # Jesus triumphs! sing ye praises;

By his death he overcame:

3 Life eternal! heaven rejoices, Thus the Lord his glory raises,
Jesus lives who once was dead; Thus he fills his foes with shame:
Join, O man, the deathless voices, Sing ye praises!
Child of God, lift up thy head! Praises to the Victor's name.

Patriarchs from the distant ages,
P Sailllltg all lolnglug for their heaven,
rophets, psalmists, seers and sages, N :
i 3 Soon, in yonder blessed regions.
All await the glory given. Théy shall join his praise to s}ng:
4 Life eternal! O what wonders Songs eternal

Crowd on faith; what joy unknown, Shall through heaven’s high arches ring.
8 5 THOMAS KELLY.

3 Jesus triumphs! countless legions
Come from heaven to meet their King,
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227 The voice of triumph.

1 LirT your glad voices in triumph on high,
For Jesus hath risen, and man shall not

die;

Vain were the terrors that gathered around
him

And short the dominion of death and the

grave;
He burst from the fetters of darkness that
bound him,
Resplendent in glory, to live and to save:
Loud was the chorus of angels on high, —
The Saviour hath risen, and man shall not

die.

TAMAR. C. M.
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2 Glory to God, in full anthems of joy;
The being he gave us death cannot de-

stroy :
Sad were the life we may part with to-mor-
TOW,
If tears were our birthright, and death
were our end;
But Jesus hath cheered the dark valley of
SOrTrow,
And bade us, immortal, to heaven as-
cend:
Lift then your voices in triumph on high,
For aliesus hath risen, and man shall not
€.

HENRY WARE, JR.

Isasc BAXER WOODBURY.
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08 Christ, the Conqueror.
1 WELCOME, thou Victor in the gtrife,
Now welcome from the cave!
To-day we triumph in thy life
Around thine empty grave.

2 Our enemy is put to shame,
His short-lived triumph o’er;
Our God is with us, we exclaim,

We fear our foe no more.

: : — ) . o
S T ]

3 0 let thy conquering banner wave
O’er hearts thou makest free,

And point the path that from the grave
Leads heavenward up to thee.

4 We bury all our sin and crime
Deep in our Saviour’s tomb,

And seek the treasure there, that time
Nor change can e’er consume.

5 We die with thee: O let us live
Henceforth to thee aright;

The blessings thou hast died to give
Be daily in our sight.

6 Fearless we lay us in the tomb,
And sleep the night away,

If thou art there to break the gloowm,
And call us back to day.

BENJAMIN SCHMOLKE, TX. BY MISS C. WINKWONTH,
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229 Ascension hymn. 3 Enter, incarnate God!

RISE, glorious Conqueror, rise
Into thy native skies;
Assume thy right;
And where in many a fold
The clouds are backward rolled,
Pass through those gates of gold,
And reign in light!

2 Victor o’er death and hell,
Cherubic legions swell
The radiant train:
Praises all heaven inspire;
Each angel sweeps his lyre,
And claps his wings of fire,
Thou Lamb once slain |

MENDEBRAS.

7, 8.

No feet but thine have trod
The serpent down:
Blow the full trumpets, blow,
‘Wider yon portals throw,
Saviour, triumphant, go,
And take thy crown!

4 Lion of Judah, hail!
And let thy name prevail
From age to age:
Lord of the rolling years,
Claim for thine own the spheres,
For thou hast bought with tears
Thy heritage.

MATTHEW BRIDGES.

ARE. Y LowELL MasoN.
N |

i

GeErMAN MEeLopy,

I@_r——tw:-* =i

230 Resurrection hymn.

1 THE day of resurrection |
Earth, tell it out abroad!

The passover of gladness,
The passover of God!

From death to life eternal,
From earth unto the sky,

Our Christ hath brought us over,
With hymns of vietory.

2 Our hearts be pure from evil,
That we may see aright

The Lord in rays eternal
Of resurrection light;

87

And, listening to his accents,
May hear, so calm and plain,
His own “ All hail!” and, hearing,
May raise the victor-strain.

3 Now let the heavens be joyful!
Let earth her song begin!

Let the round world kee;{; triumph,
And all that is therein

Invisible and visible,
Their notes let all things blend,

For Christ the Lord hath risen,
Our Joy that hath no end.

JOHN OF DAMASCUS, TR. BY J, M. NBALK,
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231 Easter chant.*

1 WELCOME, happy morning! age to age
shall say:

Hell to-day ;’s vanquished, heaven is won
to-day!

Lo, the dead is living, God for evermore!

Him, their true Creator, all his works adore.

2 Earth with joy confesses, clothing her for
spring,

All good gifts returned with her returning
King:

Bloom in every meadow, leaves on every

oug]

Speak his sorrows ended, hail his triumph
now.

3 Maker and Redeemer,life and health of all,

Thou, from heaven beholding human na-
ture’s fall,

COLMAN. C. M.

Of the Father’s Godhead true and only Son,
Manhood to deliver, manhood didst put on.

4 Thou, of life the author, death didst un-

dergo,

Tread the path of darkness, saving strength
to show;

Come then, true and faithful, now fulfill
thy word,

'Tis thine own third morning, rise, my
buried Lord!

5 Loose the souls long-prisoned, bound with
Satan’s chain;

All that now is fallen raise to life again;

Show thy face in brightness, bid the na-
tions see,

Bring aga.jn our daylight; day returns with

v mm\ TIUS YORTUNATUS. TR. BY J. ELLERTON.
[Sung by Jerome of Prague at the stake.}

GrorGE KINGALEY.
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282 Rejoicing in the risen Christ.

1 AWAKE, glad soul! awake! awake!
Thy Lord has risen long,

Go to his grave, and with thee take
Both tuneful heart and song.

2 Where life is waking all around,
Where love's sweet voices sing,

The first bright blossom may be found
Of an eternal spring.

o

3 The shade and gloom of life are fled
This resurrection-day,

Henceforth in Christ are no more dead,
The grave hath no more prey.

4 In Christ we live, in Christ we sleep,
In Christ we wake and rise,

And the sad tears death makes us weep,
He wipes from all our eyes.

5 Then wake, glad heart! awake! awake!
And seek thy risen Lord,

Joy in his resurrection take,
And comfort in his word:

6 And let thy life, through all its ways,
One long thanksgiving be,
Its theme of joy, its song of praise—
Christ died, and rose for me. ’
JOHN 8. B, MONSELL,
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233 Majestic triumph over the grave.

1 THE morning kindles all the sky,

The heavens resound with anthems high,
The shming' angels as t,hey speed,
Proclaim, “* The Lord is risen indéed !”

2 Vainly with rocks his tomb was barred,
‘While Roman guards kept watch and ward ;
Majestic from the spoiléd tomb,

In pomp of triumph, he has come!

8 When the amazed diselples heard,

Their hearts with speechless joy were stirred H

Their Lord’s beloved face to see,
Eager they haste to Galilee.

4 His plereéd hands to them he shows,
His face with love's own radiance glows;
They with the angels’ message speed,
And shout, *The Lord is risen indeed!”

5 O Christ, thou King compassionate !
Our hearts possess, on thee we wait:
Help us to render praises due,

To thee the endles; iages through!

AMBROSIAN. TE. BY MRS, E. CHARLES,

GRACE CHURCH. L. M. IeNacE PLEYEL,
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- 8 Here’s love and grief beyond degree”
= t A The Lord of glory dies for man!
But lo! what sudden joys we see,
Pea Jesus, the dead, revives again!
- 7! 2 o -
= 4 The rising God forsakes the tomb;

234 Dying, rising, reigning.
1 HE dies! the Friend of sinners dies!
Lo! Salem’s daughters weep around;
A solemn darkness veils the skies,
A sudden trembling shakes the ground.

2 Come, saints, and drop a tear or two
For him who groaned beneath your load;
He shed a thousand drops for you.—
A thousand drops of richer bleod.

In vain the tomb forbids his rise;
Cherubic legions guard him home,
And shout him welcome to the skies.

5 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell
How high your great Deliverer reigns;

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell,
And led the monster Death in chains:

6 Say, ‘“‘Live forever, wondrous King!
Born to redeem, and strong to suve;”
Then ask the monster, * Where’sthy st,ng ”r
And, “Where’s thy victory, boasting

Grave?!”’
IBAAC WATTS, ALT. BY J, WESLEY.
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235 Joy in His resurrection. 5 Thou art gone up on high:
1 THE Lord is risen indeed; But thou shalt come again,
The grave hath lost its prey; With all the bright ones of the sky
With him shall rise the ransomed seed, Attendant in thy train.
To reign in endless day. 6 O by thy saving power
2 The Lord is risen indeed; So make us live and die,
He lives, to die no more; That we may stand, in that dread hour,
He lives, his people’s cause to plead, At thy right hand on high.
‘Whose curse and shame he bore. EMMA TOKE,
8 The Lord is risen indeed;
Attending angels, hear! . [L. M. Tune, Ware. Page 91.]
Up to the courts of heaven, with speed, 237  The King of glory.
g 3 i .
The joyful tidings bear: 1 OUR Lord is risen from the dead;
4 Then take your golden lyres, Our Jesus is gone up on high;
And strike each cheerful chord; The powers of hell are captive led,
Join, all ye bright celestial choirs, Dragged to the portals of the sky:
To sing our risen Lord. There his triumphal chariot waits,
THOMAS KELLY. And angels chant the solemn lay:
‘- Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates;
236 Gone into heaven. Ye everlasting doors, give way!
1 THOU art gone up on high 2 “Loose all
H g N your bars of massy light.
To mansions in the skies; Aud wide unfold the ethereal scene;
Ar,if}] rougd th%’ t];;?ueal;?geusmgly He claims these mansions as his right;
¢ SOngs OL Pralse arise. Receive the King of glory in!”
2 But we are lingering here, ‘“Who is the King of glory? Who?”
With sin and care oppressed : “The Lord, that all our foes o’ercama’
Lord, send thy promised Comforter, The world, sin, death, and hell o’erthrevw;
And lead us to thy rest. And Jesus is the Conqueror’s name,”
3 Thou art gone up on high: 3 Lo, his triumphal chariot waits
But thou didst first come down, And angels clI;am the solemn lay:
Through earth’s most bitter agony “Lift up your heads, ye heavenly pates;
To pass unto thy crown. Ye everlasting doors, give way!”
4 And girt with griefs and fears *“Who is the King of glery? Who?”
Our onward course must be; *“The Lord, of glorious power possessed ;
But only let that path of tears The King of saints ard angels t00;
Lead us at last to thee, God over all, forever blesc!”
CHARLES WESLEY,
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238 Sufficiency of the atonement.

1 JESUS, thy blood and righteousness
My beauty are, my glorious dress;
’Midst laming worlds, in these arrayed,
With joy shall I lift up my head.

2 Bold shall I stand in thy great day,
For who aught to my charge shall lay?
Fully absolved through these I am,

From sin and fear, from guilt and shame.

3 The holy, meek, unspotted Lamb,
‘Who from the Father’s bosom came,
‘Who died for me, e¢’en me to atone,
Now for my Lord and God I own.

4 Lord, I believe thy precious blood,
‘Which, at the mercy-seat of God,
Forever doth for sinners plead,

For me, e’en for my soul, was shed.

5 Lord, I believe were sinners more
Than sands upon the ocean shore,
Thou hast for all a ransom paid,
For all a full atonement made.
NICOLAUS L., ZINZENDORF. TR. BY J, WESLEY,

23 9 An advocatewith the Father.—1John 2:1,

1 JESUS, my Advocate above,

My Friend before the throne of love,
If now for me prevails thy prayer,
If now I find thee pleading there,—

2 If thou the secret wish convey,

And sweetly prompt my heart to pray,—
Hear, and my weak petitions join,
Almighty Advocate, to thine.

7

8 Jesus, my heart’s desire obtain;
My earnest suit present, and gain:
My fullness of corruption show
The knowledge of myself bestow.

4 O sovereign Love, to thee I cry,

Give me thyself, or else I die!

Save me from death, from hell set free;
Death, hell, are but the want of thee.

CHARLES WESLEY,

240  christ, King and Creator.

1 O CHRIST, our King, Creator, Lord,
Saviour of all who trust thy word,
To them who seek thee ever near,
Now to our praises bend thine ear.

2 In thy dear cross a grace is found,

It flows from every streaming wound,
‘Whose power our inbred sin controls,
Breaks the firm bond and frees our souls.

3 Thou didst create the stars of night,
Yet thou hast veiled in flesh thy ligh*.-.
Hast deigned a mortal form to wear,

A mortal’s painful lot to bear.

4 When thou didst hang upon the tree,
The quaking earth acknowledged thee;
When thou didst there yield up thy breath,
The world grew dark as shades of death.

5 Now in the Father’s glory high,
Great Conqueror, never more to die,
Us by thy mighty power defend,
And reign through ages without end.

GREGURY THE GREAT, TR. BY K. PALMER,
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24:1 Majestic sweetiness.

1 MAJESTIC sweetness sits enthroned
Upon the Saviour’s brow;

His head with radiant glones erowned,
His lips with grace o’erflow.

2 No mortal can with him compare,
Among the sons of men;

Fairer is he than all the fair
That flll the heavenly train.

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress,
He flew to my relief;

For me he bore the shameful cross,
And carried all my grief.

4 To him I owe my life and breath,
And all the joys I have;

He makes me triumph over death,
He saves me from the grave.

5 To heaven, the place of his abode,
He brings my weary feet;

Shows me the glories of my God,
And makes my joy complete.

6 Since from his bounty 1 receive
Such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,
Lord, they should all be thine.

SAMUEL STENNETT.

{L. M. Tune, Uxbridge.
")4:‘) Life in Christ.

1 I KNOW that my Redeemer lives;
‘What joy the blest assurance glves'
He lives, he lives, who once was dead;

He lives, my everlactmg Head !

2 He lives, to bless me with his love;
He lives, to plead for me above;

He lives, my hungry soul to feui

He lives, to help in time of need.

Page 109.]

3 He lives, and grants me daily breath;
He lives, and I shall conquer death;
He lives, my mansion to prepare;
He lives, to bring me safely there.
4 He lives, all glory to his name;
He lives, my Saviour, still the same;
‘What joy the blest assurance gives,
I know that my Redeemer lives!
SAMUEL MEDLEY.

[H. M. Tune, Christ Church. Page 93.]
¢
24:-3 Prophet, Priest, and King.
1 JoIn all the glorious names
Of wisdom, love, and power,
That ever mortals knew,
Or angels ever bore;
All are too mean to speak his worth,
'Too mean to set the Saviour forth.

2 Great Proplet of our God,
Cur tongues shall bless thy name;
By thee the joyful news
Of our salvation came;
The joyful news of sins forgiven,
Of hell subdued, and peace with heaven.

3 Jesus, our great High Priest,
Has shed his blood and died;
The guilty conscience needs
No sacriflce beside:
His precious blood did once atone,
And now it pleads before.the throne.

4 O thou almighty Lord,
Our Conqueror and King,
Thy scepter and thy sword,
Thy reigning grace, we sing:
Thine is the power; behold we sit
In willing bonds beneath thy feet.

ISAAC WaTTEC,
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Rejoice evermore.

1 REJOICE, the Lord is King!
Your Lord and King adore;
Mortals, give thanks and sing,
And triumph evermore;
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

2 Jesus, the Saviour, reigns,
The God of truth and love;
‘When he had purged our stains,
He took his seat above;
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

8 His kingdom cannot fail,
He rules o’er earth and heaven;
The keys of death and hell
Are to our Jesus given;
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

4 He sits at God’s right hand
Till all his foes submit,
And bow to his command,
And fall beneath his feet;
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

5 He all his foes shall quell,
And all our sins destroy;
Let every bosom swell
With pure seraphic joy;
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

6 Rejoice in glorious hope;
Jesus the Judge shall come,
And take his servants up
To their eternal home;
We soon shall hear the archangel’s voice;
The trump of God shall sound,—Rejoice

CHARLES WESLEY.

245

1 Gob is gone up on high,
With a triumphant noise ;
The clarions of the sky
Proclaim the angelic joys:
Join all on earth, rejoice and sing’
Glory ascribe to glory’s King.

2 All power to our great Lord
Is by the Father given;
By angel hosts adored,
He reigns supreme in heaven:
Join all on earth, rejoice and sing;
Glory ascribe to glory’s King.

Qlory to glory’s King.

8 High on his holy seat,
He bears the righteous sway;
His foes beneath his feet
Shall sink and die away:
Join all on earth, rejoice and sing;
Glory ascribe to glory’s King.

4 Till all the earth, renewed
In righteousness divine,
With all the hosts of God,
In one great chorus join,
Join all on earth, rejoice and sing;
Glory ascribe to glory’s King.

CHARLES WESLEY.
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246 Our Paschal Lamb. 8 Jesus, hail! enthroned in glory,
1 HAIL, thou once despiséd Jesus! There forever to abide ;
Hail, thou Galilean King! All the heavenly hosts adore thee,
Thou didst suffer to release us; Seated at thy Father’s side:
Thou didst free salvation bring. There for sinners thou art pleading;
Hail, thou agonizing Saviour, There thou dost our place prepare:
Bearer of our sin and shame! Ever for us interceding,
B)utjhy merits we find favor; Till in glory we appear.
e is given through thy name. 4 Worshi
) p, honor, power, and blessin;
2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed, Thou art Worthsfpt,?) receive; &
All our sing on thee were laid: Loudest praises, without ceasing,
By almighty love anointed, Meet it is for us to give.
‘Thou hast full atonement made. Help, ye bright angelic spirits;
All thy people are forgiven, Bring your sweetest, noblest lays;
Through the virtue of thy blood; Help to sing our Saviour’s merits;
Opened is the gate of heaven; Help to chant Immanuel’s praise!
Peace is made 'twixt man and God. JOHN BAKEWELL.
SCUDAMORE. 8, 7. Rev, RicHARD ROBERT CHOPE,

L
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2 There the hosts of shining spirits
Strike their harps, and loudly sing
To the praise of Jesus’ merits,
To the glory of their King.

3 When we pass o’er death’s dark river,
*We shall see him as he is,”’

Resting in his love and favor,
Owning all the glory his.

2‘4:'7 Casting our crowns before Him.

1 “WE shall see Him,” in our nature, 4 There to cast our crowns before him,
Seated on his lofty throne, O what bliss the thought affords!
Loved, adored, by every creature, There forever to adore him,
Owned as God and God alonel 1 King of kings, and Lord of lords!

UNKNOWN,
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24.83  crown Him Lord of all. In the seat of power enthrone him,

1 ALL hail the power of Jesus’ name! While the vault of heaven rings:
Let angels prostrate fall; Crown him, crown him;

Bring forth the royal diadem, Crown the Saviour King of kings.
And crown him Lord of all. 8 Sinners in derision erowned him,

2 Crown him, ye morning stars of light, Mocking thus the Saviour’s clajm
‘Who fixed this earthly ball; Saints and angels erowd around him,

Now hail the strength of Israel’s might, Own his title, praise his name :
And crown him Lord of all. Crown him, crown him;

8 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race, Spread abroad the Victor’s fame.
Ye ransomed from the fall, 4 Hark, those bursts of acclamation]

Hail him who saves you by his grace, Hark, those loud triumphant chords!
And crown him Lord of all. Jesus takes the highest station :

4 Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget 0 Mé?f) v{‘;‘yg};ﬁ Sé%g&%ﬁl?{gﬂ
'lhfe wormwood and the gall King of kings, énd Lord of ’lords.
Go, spread your trophies at his feet, THOMAS KELLY.
And crown him Lord of all. *

5 Let every kindred, every tribe, (L. M. 61. Tune, Selena. Pago 83.]

On this terrestrial ball, 250 Our everlasting Priest.
To him all majesty ascribe, 1 O THOU eternal Victim, slain
And crown him Lord of all. A sacrifice for guilty man,
6 O that with yonder sacred throng By the eternal Spirit made
. We at his feet may fall! An offering in the sinner’s stead ;
' We’ll join the everlasting song, Our everlasting Priest art thou,
And crown him Lord of all. Pleading thy death for sinners now.
EDWARD PERRONET, ALT, 2 Thy offering still continues new;
. Thy vesture keeps its erimson hue;
249 (8,7, 4. Tune, Zion. Page 63.] Thou art the ever-slaughtered Lamb,
COrown the Saviour. Thy priesthood still remains the same;
1 LoOK, ye saints, the sight is glorious, Thy yvears, O Lord, can never fail;
See the Man of sOrTows now ; Thy goodness is unchangeable,
From the fight returned victorious, 3 O that our faith may never move,
Every knee to him shall bow: But stand unshaken as thy love!
Crown him, crown him ; sure evidence of things unseen,
Crowns become the Victor’s brow. Passing the years thaf intervene,
2 Crown the Saviour, angels, crown him: | Now let it view upon the tree
Rich the trophbies Jesus brings: The Lord, who bleeds and dies for me.

CHARLES WHSLEY,
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251 The victory of the cross.

1 JEsus, the Conqueror, reigns,
In glorious strength arrayed;
His kingdom over all maintains,
And bids the earth be glad:

2 Ye sons of men, rejoice
In Jesus’ mighty love;

Lift up your heart, lift up your voice,
To him who rules above.

3 Extol his kingly power;
Kiss the exalted Son,

Who died, and lives to die no more,
High on his Father’s throne:

4 Our Advocate with God,
He undertakes our cause,
And spreads through all the earth abroad
The victory of his cross.
CHARLES WESLEY.

LANGTON. S. M.

— 1

252 Christ, our Intercessor.

1 LorDp, how shall sinners dare
Look up to thine abode,

Or offer their imperfect prayer
Before a holy God?

2 Bright terrors guard thy seat,
And glories veil thy face;

Yet mercy calls us to thy feet,
And to thy throne of grace.

3 My soul, with cheerful eye
See where thy Saviour stands,

The glorious Advocate on high,
‘With incense in his hands.

4 Teach my weak heart, O Lord,
With faith to call thee mine;

Bid me pronounce the blissful word—
Father, with joy divine.

ANNE STEELE.

ApaptEp BY C. STREETFIELD.
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e)3 Jesus enthroned.

1 ENTHRONED is Jesus now,
Upon his heavenly seat;

The kingly crown is on his brow,
The salnts are at his feet.

2 In shining white they stand,
A great and countless throng;

A palmy scepter in each hand,
On every lip a song.

3 They sing the Lamb of God,
Once slain on earth for them;

The Lamb, through whose atoning blood,
Each wears his diadem.

4 Thy grace, O Holy Ghost,
Thy blessed help supply,
That we may join that radiant host,
Triumphant in the sky.
THOMAS J. JUDKIN.
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254: Our merciful High Priest.

1 WITH joy we meditate the grace
Of our High Priest above;

His heart is made of tenderness,
His bowels melt with love.

2 Touched with a sympathy within,
He knows our feeble frame;

He knows what sore temptations mean,
For he hath felt the same.

3 He, in the days of feeble flesh,
Poured out strong cries and tears,

And in his measure feels afresh
‘What every member bears.

4 He’ll never quench the smoking flax,
But raise it to a flame;

The bruiséd reed he never breaks,
Nor scorns the meanest name.

5 Then let our humble faith address
His mercy and his power;

We shall obtain delivering grace
In every trying hour.

ISAAC WATTS.

255 Christ, our guide.

1 JESUS, the Lord of glory, died,
That we might never die;

And now he reigns supreme, to guide
His people to the sky.

2 Weak though we are, he still is near,
To lead, console, defend;

In all our sorrow, all our fear,
Qur all-sufficient Friend.

3 From his high throne in bliss he deigns
Our every prayer to heed;

Bears with our folly, scothes our pains,
Supplies our every need.

4 And from his love’s exhaustless spring,
Joys like a river come,

To make the desert bloom and sing,
O’er which we travel home.

5 O Jesus, there is none like thee,
Our Saviour and our Lord;
Through earth and heaven exalted be,
Beloved, obeyed, adored.
BAPTIST W. NOEL.

2506 King of kings, and Lord of lords.

1 THE head that once was crowned with
thorns,
Is crowned with glory now;
A royal diademn adorns
The mighty Victor’s brow.

2 The highest place that heaven affords,
Is to our Jesus given;

The King of kings, and Lord of lords,
He reigns o’er earth and heaven:

3 The joy of all who dwell above,
The joy of all below,

To whom he manifests his love,
And grants his name to know.

4 To them the cross, with all its shame,
With all its grace, is given;

Their name, an everlasting name,
Their joy, the joy of heaven.

5 They suffer with their Lord below,
They reign with him above ;

Their everlasting joy to know
The mystery of his love.

THOMAS KELLY.
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BT 0n his head were many crowns. Creator of the rolling spheres,
Rev, 19: 12, Ineffably sublime!
1 CROWN him with many crowns, All hail! Redeemer, hail!
The Lamb upon his throne; For thou hast died for me;
Hark, how the heavenly anthem drowns Thy praise shall never, never fail
All music but its own! Throughout eternity.
Awake, 1y soul, and sing, MATTHEW BRIDGES,

Of him who died for thee,
And hail himn as thy matchless King
Through all eternity.

2 Crown him the Lord of love!

[8, 7. Tune, Stockwell. Page 42.] -
258 His speaking blood.

Behold his hands and side,— 1 FATHER, hear the blood of Jesus,
Rich wounds, yet visible above, Speaking in thine ears above:

In beauty glorified: From impending wrath release us;
No angel in the sky Manifest thy pardoning love.

Can fully bear that sight, 2 0 receive us to thy favor,—

But downward bends his burning eye - ¢ A
y For his only sake receive;
At mysteries so great. Give us to the bleeding Sav’iour,

3 Crown him the Lord of peace! Let us by his dying live.

Whose power a scepter sways .
Frorm pole to pole, that wars may cease, | 8 ‘'To thy pardoning grace receive them,

And all be prayer and praise: Once be prayed upon the tree;

His reign shall know no end, Still his blood cries out, ** Forgive them ;
‘And round his piercéd feet All their sins were laid on me.”

Fair flowers of paradise extend 4 Still our Advocate in heaven,
Thelr fragrance ever sweet. Prays the prayer on earth be’g'un,

4 Crown him the Lord of years, ‘Father, show their sins forgiven;
The Potentate of time, Father, glorify thy Son!”

CHARLES WESLEY.

98



CHRIST—RESURRECTION, PRIESTHOOD, REIGN.

ESSEX. 7. THoMAS CLARK.
D ] . ]
— ; F S — e | S — . P |
— —TAF::_—_:*—[EVP-—— — i — —>—1
g E 3 » »- 1%
N—

.o e . e T
T i e —— e e — | Do S — —- p—
e === —=

f 1 I T ! T

L0 i ! | 4 1 ~

— — ] | " S — 1I—F— ; ; ]
%:1—:——. ..a\-’: Ef:—v» e —;Afkvd——’_jt.—_t_”—;_:ﬂ

i ; -

. p—
_z -1 # —&— . ".;F ;" - [ — |
— 3 o — e — p—

!@—J : I — [P s :_L — ]":lb— =

|
|
{5 e s e > e e e
& SE=SSESEE s = SsEs= ===t
s | bl :
- - . ]
e — F-==H
=t —t =]

259

1 CHRIST, the Lord, is risen again,
Chirist has broken every chain;
Hark! angelic voices cry,

Singing evermore on bigh

The Lord is risen.

Hallelujah! Praise the Lord !

2 He who gave for us his life,

‘Who for us endured the strife,

Is our Paschal Lamb to-day!

We, too, sing for joy, and say,
Hallelujah! Praise the Lord!

3 He who bore all pain and loss,

Comfortless, upon the cross,

Lives in glory now on high,

Pleads for us, and hears our cry;
Hallelujah! Praise the Lord!

4 Now he bids us tell abroad

How the lost may be restored,

How the penitent forgiven,

How we, too, may enter heaven!
Hallelujah ! Praise the Lord!

MICHAEL WEISSE. TR. BY MIS8 C. WINKWORTH.

260 The Lord is risen.

CHRIST, the Lord, is risen to-day,
sons of men and angels say;
Raise your joys and triumphs high;
Sing, ye heavens,—and earth, reply.
2 Love’s redeeming work is done;
TFought the fight, the battle won:
Lo! the sun’s eclipse is o’er;
Lo! he sets in hlood no more.
8 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal,
Christ bas burst the gates of hell:
Death in vain forbids his rise;
Christ hath opened paradise.

4 Lives again our glorious King;
‘Where, O Death, is now thy sting?
Once he died our souls to save;
Where’s thy victory, boasting Grave?

5 Soar we now where Christ has led,

Follow our exalted Head;

Made like him, like him we rise;

Ours the cross, the grave, the skies.
CHARLES WESLEY,

2 61 Ascension day.

1 HAIL the day that sees Him rise,
Ravished from our wishful eyes!
Christ, awhile to mortals given,
Re-ascends his native heaven.

2 There the pompous triumph waitss
Lift your heads, eternal gates;
Wide unfold the radiant scene;
Take the King of glory in!

3 Circled round with angel powers,
Their triumphant Lord and ours,
Conqueror over death and sin,—

Take the King of glory in!

4 _Him though highest heaven receives,
Still he loves the earth he leaves;
Though returning to his throne,

Still he calls mankind his own.

5 See, he lifts his hands above]
See, he shows the prints of love!
Hark, his gracious lips bestow
Blessings on his Church below!

6 Saviour, parted from our sight,
High above yon azure height,
Grant our hearts may thither rise,
Following thee beyond the skies.

CHARLES WESLEY.
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262 Earnest of endless rest.

1 GRACIOUS Spirit, Love divine,
Let thy light within me shine!
All my guilty fears remove ;

Fill me with thy heavenly love.

2 Speak thy pardoning grace to me;
Set the burdened sinner free;

Lead me to the Lamb of God;
‘Wash me in his precious blood.

8 Life and peace to me impart;
Seal salvation on my heart;
Breathe thyself into my breast,
Earnest of immortal rest.

4 Let me never from thee stray;
Keep me in the narrow way;
Fill my soul with joy divine;
Keep me, Lord, forever thine.
JOHN STOCKER.

263 His grace entreated.

1 Hoiy SPIRIT, Truth divine!
Dawn upon this soul of mine;
‘Word of God, and inward Light!
‘Wake my spirit, clear my sight.

2 Holy Spirit, Love divine!
Glow within this heart of mine;
Kindle every high desire;
Perish self in thy pure fire!

3 Holy Spirit, Power divine!
Fill and nerve this will of mine;
By thee may I strongly live,
Bravely bear,and nobly strive.

100

4 Holy Spirit, Right divine!
King within my conseience reign;
Be my law, and I shall be

Firmly bound, forcver free.
SAMUEL LONGFELLOW.

264 The gracious Comforter.

1 GRANTED is the Saviour’s prayer,
Sent the gracious Comforter;
Promise of our parting Lord,

Jesus, to his heaven restored;

2 Christ, who now gone up on high,
Captive leads captivity,

‘While his foes from him receive

Grace, that God with man may live.

3 God, the everlasting God,

Makes with mortals his abode;
‘Whom the heavens cannot contain,
He vouchsafes to dwell in man.

4 Never will he thence depart,
Inmate of a humble heartt;
Carrying on his work within,
Striving till he cast out sin.

5 There he helps our feeble moans,
Deepens our imperfect groans,
Intercedes in silence there,

Sighs the unutterable prayer.

8 Come, divine and peaceful Guest,
Enter our devoted breast:

Holy Ghost, our hearts inspire,
Kindle there the gospel fire.

7 Crown the agonizing strife,
Principle and Lord of life :

Life divine in us renew,

Thou the Gift and Giver too!

CHARLES WESLEY,



THE HOLY SPIRIT.

[8, 7. Tune, Stockwell. Page 42.]
265 The Source of consolation.

1 HoLY GHosT, dispel our sadness;
Pierce the clouds of nature’s night;
Come, thou Scurce of joy and gladness,

Breathe thy life, and spread thy light.

2 From the height which knows no
measure,
As a gracious shower descend,
Bringing down the richest treasure
Man can wish, or God can send.

8 Author of the new creation,

Come with unction and with power;
Make our hearts thy habitation;

On our souls thy graces shower.

4 Hear, O hear our supplication,
Blessed Spirit, God of peace!

Rest upon this congregation,
With the fullness of thy grace.

PAUL GKRHARDT. TR. BY J. C. JACOBI,
ALT, BY A, M. TOPLADY,

[8, 7. Tune, Love Divine. Page 182.]
266 Guide and Comforter.
1 Hory SPIRIT, Fount of blessing,
Ever watchful, ever kind,
Thy celestial aid possessing,
Prisoned souls deliverance Aind.
Seal of truth, and Bond of union,
Source of light, and Flame of love,
Symbotl of divine communion,
In the olive-bearing dove;

9 Heavenly Guide from paths of error,
Comforter of minds distressed,

‘When the billows flll with terror,
Pointing to an ark of rest;

Promised Pledge, eternal Spirit,
Greater than all gifts below,

May our hearts thy grace inherit;
May our lips thy glories show !

THOMAS J. JUDKIN,

[7. Tune, Fulton, Page 100.]
267 The work of the Holy Spirit.
1 HoLY GHosT, with light divine,
Shine upon this heart of mine;
Chase the shades of night away,
Turn my darkness into day.
2 Holy Ghost, with power divine,
Cleanse this guilty heart of mine;
Long hath sin, without control,
Held dominion o’er my soul.

8 Holy Ghost, with joy divine,
Cheer this saddened heart of mine;
Bid my many woes depart,

Heal my wounded, bleeding heart.

4 Holy Spirit, all divine,

Dwell within this heart of mine;

Cast ¢down every idol-throne,

Reign supreme—and reign alone.
ANDREW REED.

[L. M. Tune, Ames. Page 75.]
268 His universal effusion.
1 ON all the earth Thy Spirit shower;
The earth in righteousness renew;
Thy kingdom come, and hell’s o’erpower,
And to thy scepter all subdue.

2 Like mighty winds, or torrents flerce,
Let him opposers all o’errun;

And every law of sin reverse,
That faith and love may make all one.

8 Yea, let him, Lord, in every place
His richest energy declare;

While lovely tempers, fruits of grace,
The kingdom of thy Christ prepare.

4 Grant this, O holy God and true!
The ancient seers thou didst inspire,
To us perform the promise due;

Descend, and crown us now with fire.
HENRY MORE, ALT. BY J, WESLEY,

[L. M. Tune, Rose Hill. Page 147.]
269
1 O COME, Creator Spirit blest!
Within these souls of thine to rest;
Come, with thy grace and heavenly aid,
To flll the hearts which thou hast made,

Come, Creator Spirit.

2 Come, Holy Spirit, now descend !
Most blessed gift which God can send;
Thou Fire of love, and Fount of life!
Consume our sins, and calm our strife.

3 With patience firm and purpose high,
The weakness of our flesh supply ;
Kindle our senses from above,

And make our hearts o’erflow with love,

4 Far from us drive the foe we dread,
And grant us thy true peace instead;
So shall we not, with thee to guide,
Turn from the paths of life aside.
GREGORY THE GREAT.
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270  Life, tight, and love.

1 ENTHRONED on high, almighty Lord,
The Holy Ghost send down;

Fulflll in us thy faithful word,
And all thy mercies crown.

2 Though on our heads no tongues of fire
Their wondrous powers impart,

Grant, Saviour, what we more desire,—
Thy Spirit in our beart.

3 Spirit of life, and light, and love,
Thy heavenly influence give;

Quicken our souls, our guilt remove,
That we in Christ may live.

4 To our benighted minds reveal
The glories of his grace,

And bring us where no clouds conceal
The brightness of his face.

5 His love within us shed abroad,
Life’s ever-springing well;

Fill God in us, and we in God,
In love eternal dwell. THOMAS HAWK1S,

271 Source of light and joy.

1 GREAT S8pirit, by whose mighty power
All creatures live and move,

On us thy benediction shower;
Inspire our souls with love.

2 Hail, Source of light! arise and shine;
Darkness and doubt dispel;

Give peace and joy, for we are thine;
In us forever dwell.

3 From death 1o life our spirits raise,
And full redemption bring;

New tongues impart to speak the praise
Of Christ, our God and King.

4 Thine inward witness bear, unknown
To all the world beside ;

Exulting then we feel and own
Our Saviour glorifled.

THOMAS HAWEIS.

102

272 T worship Thee, O Holy Ghost.
1 I worsHIP thee, O Holy Ghost,
I love to worship thee;
My risen Lord for aye were lost
But for thy company.
2 I worship thee, O Holy Ghost,
I love to worship thee;
1 grieved thee long, alas! thou know’st
It grieves me bitterly.
3 I worship thee, O Holy Ghost,
I love to worship thee;
Thy patient love, at what a cost
At last it conquered me!
4 I worship thee, O Holy Ghost,
I love to worship thee;
With thee each day is Pentecost,
Each night Nativity.
W. F. WARREN,
[Not set to music.]
273 Receive ye the Holy Ghost.—John 20 : 22,
1 CoME, Holy Ghost, our sculs inspire,
And lighten with celestial fire;
Thou the anointing Spirit art,
Wha dost thy sevenfold gifts impart:
Thy blessed unction from above
Is comfort, life, and fire of love.
2 Enable with perpetual light
The dullness of our blinded sight;
Anoint and cheer our soiléd face
With the abundance of thy grace;
Keep far our foes, give peace at home;
‘Where thou art guide, no ill can come.
3 Teach us to know the Father, Son,
And thee, of both, to be but one;
‘That through the ages all along,
This may be our endless song:
Praise to thy eternal merit,
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.

GREGORY THE GREAT. TEF- RY J- COSIN,
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274: The spirit of the ancient saints.

1 O FoR that flame of living fire,
‘Which shone 8o bright in saints of old!
‘Which bade their souls to heaven aspire,
Calm in distress, in danger bold.

2 Where is that Spirit, Lord, which dwelt
In Abrah'm’s breast, and sealed him thine ?

Which made Paul’s heart with sorrow melt,
And glow with energy divine?

3 That Spirit, which from age to age
Proclaimed thy love, and taught thy ways?
Brightened Isaiah’s vivid page,
And breathed in David’s hallowed lays?

4 Is not thy grace as mighty now
As when Elijah felt its power;

‘When glory beamed from Moses’ brow,
Or Job endured the trying hour?

5 Remember, Lord, the ancient days;
Renew thy work ; thy grace restore;

And while to thee our hearts we raise,
On us thy Holy Spirit pour.

WILLIAM H, BATHURST.

275 Pentecostal gifts.

1 CoME, Holy Spirit, raise our songs
To reach the wonders of that day,
When, with thy flery cloven tongues
Thou didst such glorious scenes display.

. Lord, we believe to us and ours,
. 'The apostoli¢ promise given;
‘e wait the pentecostal powers,
The Holy Ghost sent down from heaven.

103

8 Assembled here with one accord,
Calmly we wait the promised grace,

The purchase of our dying Lord;
Come, Holy Ghost, and flll the place.

4 If every one that asks, may find,
If still thou dost on sinners fall,

Come as a mighty rushing wind ;
Great grace be now upon us all.

5 O leave us not to mourn below,
Or long for thy return to pine;
Now, Lord, the Comforter bestow,
And fix in us the Guest divine.

CHARLES WESLEY.

276 His power and unction.

1 O SpIRIT of the living God,
In all thy plenitude of grace,
Where’er the foot of man hath trod,
Descend on our apostate race.

2 Give tongues of fire and hearts of love,
To preach the reconciling word ;

Give power and unction from above,
‘Where'er the joyful sound is heard.

3 Be darkness, at thy coming, light;
Confusion—order, in thy path;

Souls without strength, inspire with might:
Bid mercy triumph over wrath.

4 Baptize the nations; far and nigh
The triumphs of the cross record ;
The name of Jesus glorify,
Till every kindred call him Lord.

JAMES MONTGOMERY.
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Q77 mis quickening power. 3 Come as the fire, and purge our hearts,
1 CoME, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, Like sacrificial flame:

With all thy quickening powers; Let our whole soul an offering be
Kindle a flame of sacred love To our Redeemer’s name.

In these cold hearts of ours. 4 Come as the wind, with rushing souna
2 Look how we grovel here below, With pentecostal grace;

Fond of these earthly toys; And make the great salvation known
Our souls, iow leavily they go, Wide as the human race.

To refmh eternal joys. 5 Spirit Divine, attend our prayer,
3 In vain we tune our formal songs, And make our hearts thy home;

In vain we strive to rise; Descend with all thy gracious power:
Hosannas languish on our tongues, Come, Holy Spirit, come!

And our devotion dies. ANDREW REED.
4 Yather, and shall we ever live i

At this poor dying rate, 7O The entightening Spirit.

Qur love so faint, so cold to thee,

And thine to us so great? 1 CoME, Holy Ghost, our hearts inspire ;

Let us thine influence prove;

5 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, ree of the old prophetic fir
With all thy quickening powers; ngoﬁn&m o llfepang ene fire,
Come, shed abroad a Saviour’s love, .
And that shall kindle ours. 2 Come, Holy Ghost, for moved by thee
1SAAC WATIS, The prophets wrote and spoke,

Unlock the truth, thyself the key;
Unseal the sacred book.

3 Expand thy wings, celestial Dove,
Brood o'er our nature’s night;

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

278 Revelations of the Spirit.

1 SPIRIT Divine, attend our prayer,
And make our hearts thy home;

Descend with all thy gracious power:
Come, Holy Spirit, come!

2 Come as the light : to us reveal 4 God, through himself, we then shall know,
Qur sinfulness and woe; If thou within us shine;

And lead us in those paths of life And sound, with all thy saints below,
‘Where all the righteous go. The depths of love divine.

CHARLES WESLEY,
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280 The Source of every good gift.

1 OUR blest Redeemer, ere he breathed
His tender, last farewell,

A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed,
With us on earth to dwell.

2 He came in tongues of living flame,
To teacl, convince, subdue;

All-powerful as the wind he came,
And all as viewless, too.

3 He canme, sweet influence to 1mp¢rt,
A gracious, willing Guest,

‘While he can find one humble heart
Wherein to fix his rest.

4 And his that gentle voice we hear,
Soft as the hreath of even,

That checks each fault, calms every fear,
And whispers us of heaven.

ZEBULON. H. M.

I’wrv

5 And every virtue we possess,
And every virtue won,
And every thought of holiness
Is his, and his alone.
6 Spirit of purity and grace,
Our weakness pitying see;
O make our hearts thy dwelling-place,
Purer and worthier thee!

HARRIET AUBER, ALT,
281 The Spirit’s witness.
1 ETERNAL Spirit, God of truth,
Our contrite hearts inspire;
Kindle a flame of heavenly love,
The pure celestial fire.
2 ’"Tis thine to soothe the sorrowing,
With guilt and fear oppressed;
’Tis thine to bid the dying live,
And give the weary rest.
3 Subdue the power of every sin,
‘Whate'er that sin may be;
That we, in singleness of heart,
May worship only thee.
4 Then with our spirits witness bear,
That we are sons of God;
Redeemed from sin, and death, and hell,
Through Christ’s atoning blood.

THOMAS COTTERILL,

LowgrL Mason,
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282 Pleading the promise.

1 O THOU that hearest prayer,
Attend our humble cry,
And let thy servants share
Thy blessing from on high:
‘We plead the promise of thy word;
Grant us thy Holy Spirit, Lord!

2 If earthly parents hear
Their children when they cry;

= _Ezﬁés?z -

If they, with love sincere,

Their children’s warts supply;
Much more wilt thou thy love display,
And answer when thy children pray.

3 Our heavenly Father, thou;

‘We, children of thy grace;

O let thy Spirit now

Descend and fill the place;

That all may feel the heavenly flame,
And all unite to praise thy name.
JOHN BURTON,
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283 Prayer to the Holy Spirit.

1 THoOU who like the wind dost come,
Come to me, but ne’er depart;
Blessed Spirit, make thy home
In my thankful heart.
2 Answer not with tongues of light;
Brood not o’er me like a dove;
Fall upon me in thy might;
Fill e with thy love.

E_ﬂ_,_u- e—p— e
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3 Sin has ruled me; set me free;

8in has scourged me; bring me rest:
Help my fainting soul to flee

To my Saviour's breast.

4 Tell me much of cleansing blood ;
Show me sin, but sin forgiven:
Step by step, where Christ has trod,
Help me home to heaven.
HERVEY D, GANSE.

NEW HAVEN., 68, 4. Tuomas Hasrines.
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284: Invocation of the Holy Spirit.

1 CoME, Holy Ghost, in love,

Shed on us from above
Thine own bright ray!

Divinely good thou art;

Thy sacred gifts impart

To gladden each sad heart:
O come to-day!

2 Come, tenderest Friend, and best,
Our most delightful Guest,
With soothing power:
Rest, which the weary know,
Shade, 'mid the noontide glow,
Peace, when deep griefs o’erflow,
Cheer us, this hour!

{

v v

3 Come, Light serene, and still
Our inmost bosoms All;
Dwell in each brea.st.'
‘We know no dawn biit thine.
Send forth thy beams divine,
On our dark souls to shine,
And make us hlest!

4 Come, all the faithful bless;

Let all who Christ confess
His praise employ:

Give virtue’s rich reward ;

Victorious death accord,

And, with our glorious Lerd,

Eternal joy!
ROBERT II., XING OF FRANCE,
TR. BY R. PALMER.
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285 For the Spirit’s energy.
1 CoME, Holy Spirit, come,
‘With energy divine,
And on this poor benighted soul
With beams of mercy shine.
2 From the celestial hills
Light, life, and joy dispense;
And may I daily, bourly, feel
Thy quickening influence.
8 O melt this frozen heart,
This stubborn will subdue;
Each evil passion overcome,
And form me all anew.
4 The profit will be mine,
But thine shall be the praise;
Cheerful to thee will I devote

The remnant of my days.
BENJAMIN BEDDOME,

286 Renewal of Pentecost.

1 LORD God, the Holy Ghost!
In this aceepted hour,

ONTARIO. S. M.
n#a |

As on the day of Pentecost,
Descend in all thy power.

2 We meet with one accord
In our appointed place,

And wait the promise of our Lord,—
The Spirit of all grace.

3 Like mighty rushing wind
Upon the waves beneath,

Move with one impulse every mind ;
*One soul, one feeling breathe.

4 The young, the old, inspire
With wisdom from above;

And give us hearts and tongues of fire,
To pray, and praise, and love.

5 Spirit of light! explore,
And chase our gloom away,

With luster shining more and more,
Unto the perfect day.

JAMES MONTGOMERY,

Lonvox Tuxe Boox.
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287 The Comforter.

1 BLesT Comforter divine,
Let rays of heavenly love

Amid our gloom and darkness shine,
And point our souls above.

2 Turn us with gentle voice
From every sinful way,

And bid the mourning saint rejoice,
Though earthly joys decay.

1 =
f t B
3 By thine inspiring breath
Make every cloud of care,
And e’en the gloomy vale of death,
A smile of glory wear,

4 O flll thou every heart
With love to all our race;
Great Comforter, to us impart
These blessings of thy grace.

MRS, LYDIA H. SIGOURNEY,

8 107



THE SCRIPTURES.

DOVER. S. M. FroM AsRoN WILLiams.

# | 4 | v | —

g ————=— i

Sy E—— :‘! > T 11 oo —1

|

. S0 T ot »  E— o = 1

3= [ — = % ——
P | 1 | I L1} —3
t — — t
[-D% ! | 1 - 4
Ar—w > = = + i —F— + = —4—
|8 > o — ===t - =
J o = & & [ 4 =
P e e e | o s o A—=—
_—3:? } t t——tl———t—» + + 1
l t i 1

ne |

e ey
— T -5 +
g et t——t—8%—e 2t
| ‘IN |

I@F*‘—”'_“““?”TH:E‘—H'—F—=——5——"—r e

b1 i } — 1 18 e —

I o) .

288 God’s word, qiick and powerful.

1 THY word, almighty Lord,
Where'er it enters in,

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

2 Thy word is power and life;
It bids confusion cease,

And changes envy, hatred, strife,
To love, and joy, and peace.

8 Then let our hearts obey
The gospel’s glorious sound ;

And all its fraits, from day to day,
Be in us and abound.

JAMES MONTGOMERY.

289 Spreading the Scriptures.

1 JESus, the word bestow,
The true immortal seed;

Thy gospel then shall greatly grow,
And all our land o’erspread;

Through earth extended wide
Shall mightily prevail,

Destroy the works of self and pride,
And shake thie gates of hell.

2 Its energy exert
In the believing soul;

Diffuse thy grace through every part,
And sanctify the whole;

Its utmost virtue show
In pure consummate love,

And fill with all thy life below,
And give us thrones above.

CHARLLS WESLEY.
[L. M. Tune, Missionary Chant. P. 69.]

290 The brightening glory of the Gospel.

1 UPON the Gospel’s sacred page

The gathered beams of ages shine;
And, as it hastens, every age

But makes its brightness more divine.

| 2 On mightier wing, in loftier flight,
From year to year does knowledge soar ;

And, as it soars, the Gospel light
Becomes effulgent more and more,

3 More glorious still, as eenturies roll,
New regions blest, new powers unfurled,

Expanding with the expanding soul,
Its radiance shall o’erflow the world,—

| 4 Flow to restore, but not destroy;

| As when the cloudless lamp of day

! Pours out its flcods of light and joy,

And sweeps the lingering mists away.

SIR JOHN BOWRING,

[L. M. 61. Tune, Selena, Page82.]
291 Dpetignt in the Bibte.
1 WHEN quiet in my house I sit,
Thy book be mmy companion still;
My joy thy sayings to repeat,
Talk o'er the records of thy will,
And search the oracles divine,
Till every heart-felt word be mine.
2 0 may the gracious words divine
Subject of all my converse Le;
So will the Lord his follower join,
And walk and talk himself with mea
So shall my beart his presence prove,
And burn with everlasting love.
3 Oft as I lay me down to rest,
O may the reconciling word
Sweetly compose my weary breast;
While on the bosom of my Lord
I sink in blissful dreams away,
And visions of eternal day.
4 Rising to sing my Saviour’s praise,
Thee may I publish all day long;
And let thy precious word of grace
¥low from 1y heart, and fill my tongue ;
Fill all my life with purest love,
And join me to the Church above.
CHARLES WEBLEY.

|
\
i
i
|
i
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202 The two revelations. In each a heavenly beam I see,

1 THE heavens declare thy glory, Lord; And every beam conducts to thee.
e i SOy o, | AR ord e e o
’ 100 word, ale,
We read thy name in fairer lines. And deepest silence hush on hig-h’
2 The rolling sur, the changing light, The radiant chorus of the sky;
And nights and days, thy power confess, | 4 But,fixed for everlasting years,
But the blest volume thou hast writ, | Unmoved amid the wreck of spheres,
Reveals thy justice and thy grace. | Thy word shall shine in cloudiess day,
3 Sun, moon, and stars, convey thy praise | ‘vien heaven and earth have passed
Round the whole earth, and never stand: away.

So when thy truth began its race, ST ROBERT GRANT.

It touched and glanced on every land. 2 9 4 . . .
4 Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest, <k The Saviour seen in the Scriptures.
Till through the world thy truth hasrun: | 1 Now let my soul, eternal King,
Till Christ has all the nations blessed To thee its grateful tribute bring;
That see the light, or feel the sun. My knee with humble homage bow;
B Great Sun of righteousness, arise, My tongue pel.'form ts solemn vow.
Bless the dark world with heavenly light; | 2 All nature sings thy boundless love,
Thy gospel makes the simple wise, In worlds below and worlds above ;
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right. But in thy blessed word I trace

6 Thy noblest wonders here we view, Diviner wonders of thy grace.

In souls renewed, and sins forgiven: 3 There, what delightful truths I read!
Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew, There, I behold the Saviour bleed:
And make thy word my guide to heaven. | His name salutes my listening ear,
ISAAC WATTS. Revives my heart and checks my fear,
. 4 There Jesus bids my sorrows cease,
RI3  The evertasting word. And gives my laboring conscience peace ;
1 The starry firmament on high, He lifts my grateful thoughts on high,
And all the glories of the sky, And points to mansions in the sky.

Yet shine not to thy praise, O Lord, . .

5 Tor love like this, O let my song.
So brightly as thy written word. Through endless ye’ars, thy praise p;"olong;
2 The hopes that holy word suppiies, Let distant climes thy name adore,

Its truths divine and precepts wise, Till time and nature are no more.
OTTIWELL HEGINBOTHAM,
109
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295 Riches of God’s word.

1 THE counsels of redeeming grace
The sacred leaves unfold ;

And here the Saviour’s lovely face
Our raptured eyes behold.

2 Here light descending from above
Directs our doubtful feet;

Here promises of heavenly love
Our ardent wishes meet.

38 Our numerous griefs are here redressed,
And all our wants supplied:

Naught we can ask to make us blest
Is in this book denied-

4 For these inestimable gaing,
That so enrich the mind,

0O may we search with eager pains,
Assured that we shall find.

BAMUEL STENNETT.
206  lory of the Seriptures.

1 WHAT glory gilds the sacred page!
Majestic, like the sun,

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

2 The power that gave it still supplies
The gracious light and heat;

Its truths upon the nations rise:
They rise, hut never set.

3 Lord, everlasting thanks be thine
For such a bright display,

As makes a world of darkness shine
With beams of heavenly day.

4 My soul rejoices to pursue
The steps of him I love,
Till glory breaks upon my view
In brighter worlds above.
[

WILLIAM COWPER.
~97 Bible precious.

1 How precious is the book divine,
By inspiration given!

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

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,
In this dark vale of tears;

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

3 This lamp, through all the tedious nigbt
Of life, shall guide our way;
Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day.
JOHN FAWCETI.

298 Revelation disseminated.

1 HAIL, sacred truth! whose piercing rays
Dispel the shades of night;

Diffusing o’er a ruined world
The healing beams of light.

2 Jesus, thy word, witk friendly aid,
Restores our wandering feet;

Converts the sorrows of the mind
To joys divinely sweet.

3 0O send thy light and truth abroad.
In all their radiant blaze;

And hid the admiring world adore
The glories of thy grace.

JOHN BUTTRRSS, ALT,
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2‘9 9 Excellence and sufficiency.

1 FATHER of mercies, in thy word
‘What endless glory shines!
Forever be thy name adored
For these celestial lines.

2 Here may the wretched sons of want
Exhaustless riches find;

Riches above what earth can grant,
And lasting as the mind.

8 Here the fair tree of knowledge grows,
And yields a free repast;

Sublimmer sweets than nature knows
Invite the longing taste.

4 Here the Redeemer’s welcome voice
Spreads heavenly peace around;
And life and everlasting joys
Attend the blissful sound.

5 O may these heavenly pages be
Our ever dear delight;

And still new beauties may we see,
And still increasing light.

6 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord,
Be thou forever near;
Teach us to love thy sacred word,

And view the Saviour there.
ANNE STEELE.

300

1 BRIGHT was the guiding star that led,
With mild, benignant ray,

Light from heaven.

'The Gentiles to the lowly bed
‘Where the Redeemer lay.

2 But lo! a brighter, clearer light
Now points to his abode;

It shines through sin and sorrow’s night,
To guide us to our God.

8 0 gladly tread the narrow path,
‘While light and grace are given;
‘Who meekly follow Christ on earth

Shall reign with him in heaven.
* HARRIET AUBER,

8 01 God giveth the increase.—1Cor,3: 7,

1 ALMIGHTY God, thy word is cast
Like seed upon the ground;

O let the dew of heaven descend,
And shed its influence round.

2 Let not the foe of Christ and man
This holy seed remove;

Msy it take root in every heart,
And grow in faith and love.

8 Let not this life’s deceitful cares,
Nor worldly wealth and joy,

Nor scorching beam, nor stormy blast,
The rising plant destroy. '

4 Where’er the word of life is sown,
A large increase bestow ;
That all who hear thy message, Lord,
Its saving power may know.
JOHN CAWOOD, ALT, BY W, F, HALL,
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802 Lord, help my unbelief.

1 How sad our state by nature is!
Our sin, how deep it stains!

And Satan binds our captive souls
Fast in his slavish chains.

2 But there’s a voice of sovereign grace
Sounds from the sacred word:

“Ho! ye despairing sinners, come,
And trust a faithful Lord.”

3 My soul obeys the gracious call,
And runs to this relief;

I would believe thy promise, Lord;
O help my unbelief!

4 To the blest fountain of thy blood,
Incarnate God, I fly;

Here let me wash my guilty soul
From crimes of deepest dye.

5 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
Into thine arms I fall;
Be thou my strength and righteousness,

My Jesus, and my all.
ISAAC WATTS.

303 without God in the world.

1 Gob is in this and every place;
But O, how dark and void

To me I—'tis one great wilderness,
This earth without my God.

2 Emipty of hin who all things fllls,
Till he his light impart,

Till he his glorious self reveals,
The veil i3 on my heart.

[ |

3 O Thouwho seest and know’st my grief,
Thyself unseen, unknown,

Pity my helpless unbelief,
And break my heart of stone.

4 Regard me with a gracious eye;
The long-sought blessing give;

And bid me, at the point to die,
Behold thy face and live.

CHARLES WESLEY.

304

1 PLUNGED in a gnlf of dark despatr,
‘We wretched sinners lay,

Without one cheering beam of hope,
Or spark of glimmering day.

His pitying love.

2 With pitying eyes the Prince of grace
Beheld our helpl?ss grief:

He saw, and, O amazing lovel
He ran to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above,
With joyful haste he sped,

Entered the grave in mortal flesh,
And dwelt among the dead.

4 0 for this love let rocks and hills
Their lasting silence break;

And all harmonious human tUng'ues.
The Saviour’s praises speak.

5 Angels, assist our mighty joys;
Strike all your harps of gold;
But when you ralse your highest notes,
His love can ne’er be tcid
IBAAC ‘WATTS,
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305 Original corruption and actual sin. 2 But can no sovereign halm be found,

1 LorD, we are vile, conceived in sin, ToA g;elstgg 113{;'111(11 ;Aﬁysliga?ﬁl?ég\e&und,
And born unholy and unclean; Ere life and hope farever fiy?
Sprung from the man whose guilty fall

Corrupts his race, and taints us all. 3 There 13 a great Physician near;

2 Soon as we draw our infant breath Look up, O fainting soul, and live;
The seeds of sin grow up for death; See, in his heavenly smiles, appear
Thy law demands a perfect heart, Such help as nature cannot give.

Rut we ’re deflled in every part.
4 See, in the Saviour’s dying blood,

3 Behold, we fall before thy face: Life, health, and bliss abundant flow;
Our only retuge is thy grace: And in that sacrificial flood ’
No outward forms can make us clean; A balm for all thy grief and woe

The leprosy lies deep within. ANNE STERLE.

4 Nor bleeding bird, nor bleeding beast,
Nor hyssop branch, nor sprinkling priest,
Nor running brook, nor flood, nor sea, 307 Inbred leprosy.
Can wash the dismal stain away.
1 JESUS, a word, a look from thee,

5 Jesus, thy blood, thy blood alone, Can turn my heart and make it clean;
Hath power sufficient to atone; Purge out the inbred leprosy,
Thy blood can make us white as snow; And save me from my bosom sin.

No Jewish types could cleanse us so.

6 While guilt disturbs and breaks our | 2 Lord, if thou wilt, I do believe
Thou canst the saving grace impart;

peace,
Nor flesh nor soul hath rest or ease; Thou canst this instant now forgive,
Lord, let us hear thy pardoning voice, And stamp thine image on my heart.
And make these broken hearts rejoice.

ISAAC WATTS, 3 My heart, which now to thee I raise,

I know thou canst Ithis moment cleanse ;
The deepest stains of sin efface

306  1he great P hysician. And drive the evil spirit hence.

1 DEEP are the wounds which sin has

made; 4 Be 1t according to thy word;
‘Where shall the sinner find a cure? Accomplish now thy work in me;
In vain, alas! is nature’s aid; And let my soul, to health restored,
The work exceeds her utmost power. Devote its deathless powers to thee,

CHARLES WESLRY.,
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808 In trespasses and sins.
1 MY former hopes are fled;
My terror now begins:
I feel, alas! that I am dead
In trespasses and sins.
2 When I review my ways,
I dread impending doom:
But hark ! a friendly whisper says,
“Flee from the wrath to come.”
8 With trembling hope I see
A glimmering from afar; -
A beam of day that shines for me,
To save me from despair.
4 Forerunner of the sun,
It marks the pilgrim’s way;
I’ll gaze upon it while I run,
And watch the rising day.

WILLIAM COWPER.

309 Dependence on the Spirit.

1 How helpless nature lies,
Unconscious of her load !

The heart unchanged can never rise
To happiness and God.

2 Can aught but power divine
The stubborn will subdue?
*Tis thine, eternal 8pirit, thine
To form the heart anew;
3 The passions to recall,
And upward bid them rise;
To make the scules of error fall
From reason’s darkened eyes.
4 O change these hearts of ours,
And give them life divine;
Then shall our passions and our powers,
Almighty Lord, be thine.

- o

ANNE STEELE.

310  Helpless and guitty.
1 AH, how shall fallen man
Be just before his God?
If he contend in righteousness,
‘We sink beneath his rod.
2 If he our ways should mark
With strict inquiring eyes,
Could we for one of thousand faults
A just excuse devise?

114
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3 The mountains, in thy wrath,
Their ancient seats forsake;
The trembling earth deserts her place,
Her rooted pillars shake.
4 Ah, how shall guilty man
Contend with such a God?
None--none can meet him, and escape,
But through the Saviour’s blood.

ISAAC WATTS,
311 Obduracy bemoaned.

1 O THAT I could repent !
O that I could believe!

Thou, by thy voice, the marble rend,
The rock in sunder cleave:

Thou, by thy two-edged sword,
My soul and spirit part;

Strike with the hammer of thy word,
And break my stubborn heart.

2 Saviour, and Prince of peace,
The double grace bestow ;
Unloose the bands of wickedness,
And let the captive go:
Grant me my sins to feel,
And then the load remove:
Wound, and pour in, my wounds to heal,
The balm of pardoning love.

CHARLES WESLEY.
812 Christ our ransom.

1 OUR sins on Christ were laid;
He bore the mighty load;

Our ransom-price he fully paid
In groans, and tears, and blood.

2 To save a world, he dies;
Sinners, behold the Lamb!

To him lift up your longing eyes;
Seek mercy in his name.

3 Pardon and peace abound;
He will your sins forgive;
Salvation in his name is found,—
He bids the sinner live.

4 Jesus, we look to thee;
Where else can sinners go?
Thy boundless love shall set us free
From wretchedness and woe.
JOHN FAWCETT.
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313 The only name. 314: The precious blood.

1 JESUS, thou Source divine,
Whence hope and comfort flow |

Jesus, no other name than thine
Can save from endless woe.

2 None else will Heaven approve:
Thou art the only way,

Ordained by everlasting love,
To realms of endless day.

3 Here let our feet abide,
Nor from thy path depart:

Direct our steps, thou gracious Guide !
And cheer the fainting heart

4 Safe through this world of night,
Lead to the blissful plains,

The regions of unclouded light,

Where joy forever reigns.
ANNE STEELK.

1 Gop’s holy law transgressed,
Speaks nothing but despair;

Convinced of guilt, with grief oppressed,
We find no comfort there.

2 Not all our groans and tears,
Nor works which we have done,
Nor vows, 10T Promises, nor prayers,
Can e’er for sin atone.
3 Relief alone is found
In Jesus’ precious blood:
’Tis this that heals the mortal wound,
And reconciles to God.
4 High lifted on the cross
The spotless Victim dies;
This is salvation’s only seurce ;

Hence all our hopes arise.
BENJAMIN BEDDOME.
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315 Wonders of redemption.

1 How great the wisdom, pnwer, and grace,

Which in redemption shine!
The heavenly host with joy confess
The work is all divine.

2 Before His feet they cast their crowns,—

Those crowns which Jesus gave,—

And, with ten thousand thousand tongues,

Proclaim his power to save.

i § L

3 They tell the trinmphs of his cross,
The sufferings which he bore;

How low he stooped, how high he rose,
And rose to stoop no more.

4 With them Iet us our voices raise,
And still the song renew:
Salvation well deserves the praise
Of men and angels too.
BENJAMIN REDDOME,
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316 The dearest name. A vast, unfathomable sea,

1 How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer’s ear!

It sootbes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast ;
*Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And to the weary, rest.

3 Dear name! the rock on which I build,
My shield and hiding-place;

My never-failing treasure, filled
With boundless stores of grace!

4 Jesus, my Shepherd, Saviour, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest, and King,

My Lord, my Life, my V&ay, my End,
A(‘cept the praise I bring !

5 I would thy boundless love proclaim
With every fleeting breath;
So shall the music of thy name

Refresh my soul in death.
JOHN NEWTON,

3l7 Ceaseless goodness.
1 THY ceaseless, unexhausted love,
Unmerited and free,
. Delights our evil to remove,
And help our misery.

2 Thou waitest to be gracious still;
Thou dost with sinners bear;

That, saved, we may thy goodness feel,
And all thy grace declare.

8 Thy goodness and thy truth to me,
To every soul, abound ;

116

‘Where all our thoughts are drowned.

4 Its streams the whole creation reach,
So plenteous is the store;

Enough for all, enough for each,
Enough for evermore.

5 Faithful, O Lord, thy mereies are,
A rock that cannot move:

A thousand promises declare
Thy constancy of love.

6 Throughout the universe it reigns,
Unalterably sure;
And while the truth of God remains,

His goodness must endure.
CHARLES WESLEY,

318 The Way, the Truth, and the Life.

1 THOU art the Way :—to thee alone
From sin and death we flee;

And he who would the Father seek,
Must seek him, Lord, by thee.

2 Thou art the Truth :—thy word alone
True wisdom can impart;

Thou only canst inform the mind,
And purify the heart.

3 Thou art the Life :—the rending tomb
Proclaims thy conquering arm;

And those who put their trust in thee
Nor death nor hell shall harm.

4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life;
Grant us that Way to know,
That Truth to keep, that Life to win,
‘Whose joys eternal flow.
GEORGE W. DUANE.
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819 The cleansing fountain.

1 THERE is a fountain fllled with blood
Drawn from Immanusl’s veins;

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,
Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day;

And there may I, though vile as he,
Wash all my sins away.

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

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

4 F’er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeniing love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
1’11 sing thy power to save,

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

6 Lord, I believe thou hast prepared,
Unworthy though I be,

For me a blood-bought, free reward,
A golden harp for me!

CLEANSING FOUNTAIN.

et Eﬁs [—-—H:E&t‘ ;-~' _;_-[rki_z
o

7 'Tis strung and tuned for endless years,
And formed by power divine,

To sound in God the Father’s ears,
No other name but thine.

WILLIAM COWPER.
320

. The piercéd hand.

1 WHEN wounded sore, the stricken soul
Lies bleeding and unbound,

One only hand, a piercéd hand,
Can heal the sinner’s wound.

2 When sorrow swells the laden breast,
And tears of anguish flow,

One only heart, a broken heart,
Can feel the sinner’s woe.

3 When penitence has wept in vain
Over some foul, dark spot,

One only stream, a stream of blood,
Can wash away the blot.

4 'Tis Jesus’ blood that washes white,
His hand that brings relief;

His heart that 's touched with all our joys,
And feeleth for our grief.

5 Lift up thy bleeding hand, O Lord!
Unseal that cleansing tide:

We have no shelter from our sin

But in thy wounded side.
MES. CECIL F, ALEXANDER,

‘WESTERN MELODY.
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321 Grace. *Tis God that speaks, and we confess
1 gRACEIj’tiS at charming sound, The doctrine most divine.
armonious to the ear; .
Heaven with the echo shall resound, 2 %;vm frgm his throne on high,
And all the earth shall hear. e mighty Saviour comes;

Lays his bright robes of glory by,

2 Grace first contrived a way And feeble fiesh assumes.

To save rebellious man ;

And all the steps that grace display, 3 The debt that sinners owed,
‘Which drew the wondrous plan. Upon the cross he pays
8 Grace taught my roving feet Then through the clouds ascends to
To tread the heavenly road; oy GO .
And new supplies each hour I meet, Midst shouts of loftiest praise.
While pressing on to God. 4 There our High Priest appears
4 Grace all the work shall crown Before his Father’s throne;
Through everlasting days; Mingles his merits with our tears,
It lays in heaven the topmost stone, And pours salvation down.
And well deserves our praise. .
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 5 (;{lrlea;; Soiverexgéx, Iv;ve adore
¢ Thy justice and thy grace,
S22 our debt paid upon the cross. And on thy faithfulness and power
1 WHAT majesty and grace Our firm dependence place.
Through all the gospel shine! SAMUEL STENNETI, ALT.
HUMMEL. HeinricH CHRISTOPHER ZEUNBR
Fo W NS

l@a@i@é =

|@‘go;a%:r’¢ j-;t:h— H@%sﬁ:ﬁ%@@

. L S S f S

Salvation, like a river, rolls
Abundant, free, and clear.
3 Come, fhen, with all your wants and
wounds;
Your every burden bring:
Here love, unchanging love, abounds,
A deep, celestial spring.
4 Whoe\fer will—O gmcmuﬁ word !
323 Full and free. May of this stream partake;
1 0 WHAT amazing words of grace Come, thirsty souls, and bless the Lord,

Are in the gospel found | And drink, for Jesus’ sake.

5 Millions of sinners, vile as you,
Su%%% tﬁ,g&?ﬂ;é%%‘;ﬁ (ﬁﬁd_ Have here found life and peace;
2 Poor, sinful, thirsty, fainting souls Come, then, and prove its virtues too,
Are freely welcome here; ’ ’ SAMCUEL MEDLEY, ALT.
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8 24: The joyful sound.

1 BALVATION! O the joyful sound!
‘What pleasure to our ears!

A sovereign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

2 Salvation! let the echo fly
The spacious earth around,
‘While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.

8 Salvation! O thou bleeding Lamb!
To thee the praise belongs:
Salvation shall inspire our hearts,
And dwell upon our tongues.
ISAAC WATTS,

325 The all-sufficient Saviour.

1 THE Saviour! O what endless charms
Dwell in that blissful sound!

Its influence every fear disarms,
And spreads delight around.

? Here pardon, life, and joy divine,
In rich eftusion flow,

For guilty rebels, lost in sin,
And doomed to endless woe.

3 The almighty Former of the skies
Stoops to our vile abode;

‘While angels view with wondering eyes,
And hail the incarnate God.

4 How rich the depths of love divine ] |
Of bliss a boundless store!

Redeemer, let me call thee mine,
Thy fullness I implore.

5 On thee alone my hope relies,
Beneath thy cross I fall;

My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice,
My Saviour, and my All!l

ANNE STEELE.

326

1 LET every mortal ear attend,
And every heart rejoice;

The trumpet of the gospel sounds
With an inviting voice.

The gospel feast.

2 Ho! all ye hungry, starving souls,
That feed upon the wind,

And vainly strive with earthly toys
To fill an empty mind;

3 Eternal Wisdom hath prepared
A soul-reviving feast,

And bids your longing appetites
The rich provision taste.

4 Ho! ye that pant for living streams,
And pine away and die,

Here you may quench your raging thirst
With springs that never dry.

5 Rivers of love and mercy here
In a rich ocean join;

Salvation in 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 seek supplies,
And drive our wants away.
ISAAC WATTS,
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327 Love which passeth knowledge.

1 Or Him who did salvation bring,
1 could forever think and sing;
Arise, ye needy,—he’ll relieve;
Arise, ye guilty,—he'll forgive.

%

2 Ask but his grace, and lo, 'tis given;

Ask, and he turns your hell to heaven:

Though sin and sorrow wound my soul,
Jesus, thy balm will make it whole.

3 To shame our sins he blushed in blood;
He closed his eyes to show us God:

Let all the world fall down and know
That none but God such love can show.

4 'Tis thee I love, for thee alone

I shed my tears and make my moan;
‘Where'er I am, where’er I move,

I meet the object of my love.

j Insatiate to this spring I fly;

U drink, and yet am ever dry:

Ah! who against thy charms is proof?

sh! who that loves, can love enough?
BERNARD OF CLAIRVAUX, TR. BY A, W, BOEHM,

328 The divine Teacher.

1 How sweetly flowed the gospel’s sound
From lips of gentleness and grace,

‘While lntenmn thousands gathered round,
And joy and reverence fllled the place!

2 From heaven He came, of heaven he

spoke,
To heaven he led his followers’ way;
120

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

3 ‘*Come, wanderers, to my Father’s
home;
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest.””
Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come,
Obey, and be forever blest.

4 Decay, then, tenements of dust!
Pillars of earthly pride, decay!

A nobler mansion waits the just,
And Jesus has prepared the way.

SIR JOHN BOWRING.

329

1 HAPPY the man who finds the grace.
The blessing of God’s chosen race,
The wisdom coming from above,

The faith that sweetly works by love.

The gift unspealkable.

2 Wisdom divine! who tells the price
Of wisdom's costly merchandise?
‘Wisdom to silver we prefer,

And gold is dross compared to her.

3 Her hands are fllled with length of daysa
True riches, and imiortal praise;

Her ways are ways of pleasantness,

And all her flowery paths are peace.

4 Happy the man who wisdom gains;

Thrice happy, who his guest retaing:

He owns, and shall forever own,

Wisdom, and Christ, and heaven, are one.
CHARLES WESLEM.
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380 The voice of free grace.

1 THE voice 0f free grace cries, ‘ Escape
to the mountain;
For Adam’s lost race Christ hath opened a
fountain:
¥or sin and uncleanness, and every trans-
gression,
His blood flows most freely, in streams of
salvation.”
Hallelujah to the Lamb, who has pur-
chased our pardon!
‘We will praise him again when we pass
over Jordan.

2 Now glory to God in the highest is given;
Now glory to God is re-echoed in heaven;
Around the whole earth let us tell the glad

story,
And sing of his love, his salvation and glory.
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3 O Jesus, ride on,~—thy kingdom is glo-

rious;

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

Thy pame shall be praised in the great
congregation,

And saints shall ascribe unto thee their
salvation.

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

‘With our harps in our handsiwe will praise
evermore:

| ‘We’ll range the blest flelds on the banks of

| e river,

! And sing of redemption forever and ever.

! RICHARD BURDSALL.
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331 The year of jubilee.

1 BLow ye the trumpet, blow,
The gludly-solemn sound |
Let all tue nations know,
To earth’s remotest bound,
The year of jubilee is come!
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Jesus, our great High Priest,
Hath full atonement made:
Ye weary spirits, rest;
Ye mournful qouls, be %lad
The year of jubilee is comne!
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,
The all-atoning Lamb;
Redemption in his blood
Throughout the world proclaim:
The year of jubilee is come!
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

4 Ye slaves of sin and hell,
Your liberty receive,
And safe in Jesus dwell,
And blest in Jesus live:
The year of jubilee is come!
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

5 Ye who have sold for naught
Your heritage above,
Shall have it back unbought,
The gift of Jesus’ love:
The year of jubilee i3 come!
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

6 The gospel trumpet hear,
The news of heavenly grace;
And, saved from earth, appear
Before your Saviour’s face:
The year of jubilee is come!
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

CHARLES WESLEY,

38; Jesus, the all-atoning Lamb.

1 LET earth and heaven agree,
Angels and men be joined,
To celebrate with me
The Saviour of mankind:
To adore the all-atoning Lamb,
And bless the sound of Jesus’ name.

2 Jesus! transporting sound!
The joy of earth and heaven;
No other help is found,
No other name is given,
By which we can salvation have;
But Jesus came the world to save.

3 Jesus! harmonious name |
It charms the hosts above;
They evermore proclaim
And wonder at his love:
’Tis all their happiness to gaze,—
’Tis heaven to see our Jesus’ face.

4 His name the sinner hears,
And is from gin set free;
’Tis music in his ears;
'Tis life and victory;
New songs do now his lips employ,
And dances his giad heart for joy.

5 O unexampled love!
0 all-redeeming grace!
How swiftly didst thou move
To save a fallen race!
What shall I do to make it known,
‘What thou for all mankind hast done?

6 O for a trumpet voice,
On all the world to call,
To bid their hearts rejoice
In him who died for all!
For all my Lord was crucified ;
For all, for all, my Saviour died.
CHABLES WESLEY.
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333 He died for me. Content to die that he might win

Their ransom from the death'of sin:
No sinner worse than I can be,
Therefore I know he died for me.

1 WHEN time seems short and death is near,
And I am pressed by doubt and fear,
And sins, an overflowing tide,

Assail my peace on every side, 3 If grace were bought, I could not buy;
This thought my refuge still shall be, If grace were coined, no wealth have I
I know the Saviour died for me. By grace alone I draw my breath,

Held up from everlasting death ;
2 His name is Jesus, and he died, Yet, since I know his grace is tree.
For guilty sinners crucified; I know the Saviour died for me.

GEORGE W, BETHUNE,

WILSON. 8, 7.

FroM Ferix MENDELSSOHN-BARTHOLDY.
-~

334 The Desire of nations. 8 Born thy people to deliver,
! Gowm i Ioneexpecte eS| porn o relgm o us orevor,
From our fears and sins release us, Now thy gracious kingdom bring.
Let us find our rest in thee.
2 Israel’s Strength and Consolation, 4 gﬁlgh}geaﬁvvo%ftﬁggls i%gg’,
De]i?%egrguo}%%gg %Jagﬂ)%‘t art: By thine all-sufficient merit, ~
Joy of every longing heart. Raise us to thy glorious throne.

9 CHARLES WhSLEY.
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385 Turn ye.

1 O TURN ye, O turn ye, for why will ye die,
‘When God in great mercyis coming so nigh ¥
Now Jesus iHvites you, the Spirit says,

** Come.

And angels ’nre walting to welcome you
home.

2 And n;)w Christ i8 ready your souls to re-
ceive.

O how can 'you question, if you will believe?

If sin is your burden, why will you not

come?

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

8 In riches, in pleasures, what can you ob-
tain.

To sootqe’ your affliction, or banish your
pain

To beaxi up your spirit when summoned to
d

e.
Or waft 5"ou to mansions of glory on high?
4 Why will you be starving, and feeding on

air
There’s mercy in Jesus, enough and to

SD!
1f still you are doubting, make trial and see,
'And prove that his mercy is boundless and

free. JOBIAH HOPKINS,

8 3 6 Delay not.

1 DELAY not, delay not, O sinner, draw near,
Theﬂ\}av;mrs of life are now flowing for

1
= z
— S i~ — T
R e s e
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No price is demanded, the Saviour is here,
Red};mption is purchased, salvation is
Tee.

2 Delay not, delay not, why longer abuse
Theég\égl and compassion of Jesus, thy

A fountain is open, how canst thou refuse
To wash and be cleansed in his pardon-
ing blood?

8 Delay not, delay not, O sinner, to come,
For Mercy still lingers and calls thee to-

day:
Her vg{i)ce is not heard in the vale of the

mb:
Her mess’age, 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 thee in darkness to finish thy

race,
To sink in the gloom of eternity’s night.
5 Delay not, delay not, the hour iIs at

hand,

The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens
shall fade,

The dead, small and great, in the judgment

shall stand;

‘What power then, O sinner, will lend thee
its ald!

THOMAS HABTINGS,
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337
1 WEARY souls, that wander wide
From the central point of bliss,
Turn to Jesus crucified;

Fly to those dear wounds of his:
Sink into the purple flood;
Rise into the life of God.

2 Find in Christ the way of peace,
Peace unspeakable, unknown;

By his pain he gives you ease,
Life by his expiring groan:

Rise exalted by his fall;

Find in Christ your all in all.

8 O believe the record true,

God to you his Son hath given;
‘Ye may now be happy too,

Find on earth the life of heaven:
Live the life of heaven above,
All the life of glorious love.

4 This the universal bliss,

Bliss for every soul designed;
God’s original promise this,

God’s great gift to all mankind:
Blest in Christ this moment be,
Blest to all eternity.

338

1 FroM the cross uplifted high,
‘Where the Saviour deigns to die,
‘What melodious sounds we hear
Bursting on the ravished ear!
“TLove's redeeming work is done,
Come and welcome, sinner, come!

Fly to Jesus.

CHARLES WESLEY,

Come, and welcome.

2 “8prinkled now with blood the throne,
‘Why beneath thy burdens groan ?

On his piercéd body laid,

Justice owns the ransom paid;

Bow the knee, embrace the Son,

Come and welcome, sinner, come!

3 “Spread for thee, the festal board
See with richest bounty stored;

To thy Father’s bosom pressed,
Thou shalt be a child confessed,
Never from his house to roam;

Come and welcome, sinner, come!””
THOMAS HAWEIS,

339

1 HEARTS of stone, relent, relent!
Break, by Jesus’ cross subdued;
See his body mangled, rent,
Covered with his flowing "blood |
Sinful soul, what hast thon done?
Crucified the Eternal Son!

2 Yes, thy sins have done the deed,
Driven the nails that ixed him there,

Crowned with thorns his sacred head,
Pierced him with a soldier’s spear,

Made his soul a sacrifice;

Yor a sinful world he dies,

8 Wilt thou let him die in vain?
Still to death pursue our God?
Open all his wounds again?
Trample on his precious blood ?
No; with all my sins I'll part;
Saviour, take my broken heart.
CHARLES WRSLEY,

The work of sin.

9
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340  muitation hymn. It you tarry till you 're better,

1 COME, ye sinners, poor and needy,
Weak and wounded, sick and sore;
Jesus ready stands to save you,
Full of plty, love, and power:
He is able,
He is willing: doubt no more.

2 Now, ye needy, come and welcome;
God’s free bounty glorify;
True belief and true repentance,
Every grace that brings you nigh,
‘Without money,
Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

8 Let not conscience make you linger,
Nor of fitness fondly dream
All the fitness he requireth
Is to feel your need of him:
This he gives you;
’Tis the Spirit’s glimmenng beam.

4 Come, ye weary, heavy-laden,
Bru1sed and mangled by the fall;

ALBYN. 8,7 4

n# )

You will never come at all;
Not the righteous,—
Sinners Jesus came to call,

5 Agonizing in the garden,
Your Redeemer prostrate lies;
On the bloody tree behold him!
Hear bim cry, before he dies,
‘1t is finished!”’
Sinners, will not this suffice?

6 Lo! the incarnate God, ascending,
Pleads the merit of his blood:
Venture on him, venture freely ;
Let no other trust intrude:
None but Jesus
Can do helpless sinners good.

7 Saints and angels, joined in concert,
Sing the praises of the Lamb;
‘While the blissful seats of heaven
Sweetly echo with his name:
Hallelujah!

Sinners here may do the same.
JOSEPH HART.

Rzv. JoBN Brack,

7 1 T

= ﬁﬁﬁmﬁ#ﬁiﬁ-ﬁ}@#ﬁg&;ﬂ?ﬁiﬁ@

39— P P—Q'Tﬁf-l}? Yo Wm0

S

=T V- P""Y 31 1 A= I
SR e re e e
13 +—t Tt i | S S 1




THE SINNER—WARNING AND INVITING.
NEANDER. 8,7,7,0r8,7,4. Rzv. Joicum NEANDFR.

n 1 oy

- - T ) - oo ¢ —I—J:’L_;l:{ v — |
E o —»\ffﬂzﬂ:i:iii:izu——!:_;*i—[-‘d—dwd—-d—l——,j—fﬂ

s g 8 s 5 e ¥
B:Eﬁ%?&%%

Gt et f P wis et |
J P8 5 & - v o = i
— - - z - - .- ; i
@El{_:?ﬁ_;:}rz!L e Ee=s=t E==c=
c

5@1_4-4 e = e mauy ‘_J:‘i:é:‘:dliji

— o |-o—o— s > —
= R e r ——— &
S R B
T » i;_tt;_t 3] ) — %@ rn
@ = E i 1 ;.:r lfgl U=t —1 - T —F :G HH
341 The heating fountain. “Il"ardofn t‘g1 each rebe%nsinner. "
: ree forgiveness in his name:
1 COME to Calvary’s holy mountain, How important!

Sinners ruined by the fall;

Here a pure and héaling fountain ** Free forgiveness in his name.’

Flows to you, to me, to all, 3 Tempted souls, they bring you sucecor ;
In & full perpetual tide, Feartful hearts, they quell your fears,
Opened when our Saviour died. And, with news of consolation,

Chase away the falling tears:

2 Come, in sorrow and contrition, Tender heralds !
Wounded, impotent, and blind ; ender hera’cs -
Here the gullty, free remission, Chase away the falling tears.
Here the lost & refuge find. 4 O ye angels, hovering round us,
Health this fountain will restore; Waiting spirits, speed your way;
He that drinks need thirst no more. Haste ye to the court of heaven,
3 pﬁme. ye ldyln{;,jlive on(‘lever ; Tid%%?)ge:l;;vggout delay.
s a soul-reviving floo
God is faithful; he Will never Glad the message will obey, =~
. Break his covenaut sealed in blood;
' gigned when our Redeemer died, 3 4:3
Sealed when he was glorified. The last call.
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1 HEAR, O sinner, mercy hails you,
B%Iow wi]’gh sweetest kvogze she calls;
: ids you haste to seek the Saviour.
342 Hear, and tive. Ere the hand of justice falls; !
1 SINNERS, will you 8corn the message Hear, O sinner!
Sent in mercy from above ? ’Tis the voice of mercy calls.
Every sentence, O how tender!
Every line is full of love: 2 Haste, O sinner, to the Saviour!
Tisten to it} Seek his mercy while you may;
Every line is full of love. Soon the day of grace is over;
Soon your life will s)ass away:
2 Hear the heralds of the gospel Haste, O sinner!
News from Zion’s King proclaim: ‘You must perish if you stay.

ANDREW REED,
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34:4: The gracious call. Lest thy lamp should fail to burn

1 CoME, said Jesus’ sacred voice,
Come, and make my path your choice;
1 will guide you to your homej;

‘Weary pilgrim, hither come.

2 Thou who, houseless, sole, forlorn,
Long hast borne the proud world’s scorn,
Long hast roamed the barren waste,
‘Weary pilgrim, hither haste.

8 Ye who, tossed on beds of pain,
Seek for ease, but seek in vain;
Ye, by flercer anguish torn,

In remorse for guilt who mourn;

4 Hither come, for here is found
Balm that flows for every wound,
Peace that ever shall endure,
Rest eternal, sacred, sure.
MEB., ANNA L. BARBAULD.

345 Delay dangerous.

1 HASTEN, sinner, to be wise!
Stay not for the morrow’s sun:

‘Wisdom if you still despise,
Harder is it to be won.

2 Hasten, mercy to implore!
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,
Lest thy season should be o’er
Ere this evening’s stage be run.

8 Hasten, sinner, to return!
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,

128

Ere salvation’s work is done.

4 Hasten, sinner, to be blest!
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,
Lest perdition thee arrest
Ere the morrow is begun.

THOMAS SCOTT,
346 At Zion's gate.

1 PILGRIM, burdened with thy sin,
Come the way to Zion’s gate:
There, till mercy lets thee in,
Knock, and weep, and watch, and wait.
Knock--He knows the sinner’s cry;
‘Weep—he loves the mourner’s tears*
Watch, for saving grace is nigh;
Wait, till heavenly light appears.

2 Hark, it is the Bridegroom’s voice:
“Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest!”
Now within the gate rejoice,
Safe, and sealed, and bought, and ble.
Safe, from all the lures of vice:
Sealed, by signs the chosan know;
Bought by love, and life the price;
Blest, the mighty debt to owe.

8 Holy pilgrim, what for thee

In a world like this remain?
From thy guarded breast shall flee

Fear, and shame, and doubt, and pain;
Fear, the hope of heaven shall fly;

Shame, from glory’s view retire;
Doubt, in certain rapture die;

Pain, in endless bliss expire.

GEORGE CRAEPE,
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Will ye still in sin remain,
Greedy of eternal pain?

O ye dying sinners, why,
‘Why will ye forever die?

CHARLES WESLEY.

FIRST PART,

34:7 Why will ye die?

1 SINNERS, turn; why will ye die?
God, your Maker, asks you why;
God, who did your being glve,
Made you with himself to live;

He the fatal cause demands;

Asks the work of his own hands,
‘Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Will ye cross his love, and die?

BECOND PART,
34:8 Tender expostulation.

1 WHAT could your Redeemer do,
More than he hath done for you?
To procure your peace with God,
Could he more than shed his blood?
After all his flow of love,

All his drawings from above,

Why will ye your Lord deny?

Why will ye resolve to die?

2 “Turn,” he cries, *‘ye sinners, turn:"”
By his life, your God hath sworn,

2 Sinners, turn; why will ye die?
God, your Saviour, asks you why;
He, who did your souls retrieve,
Died himself, that ye might live.
Will ye let him die in vain?
Crucify your Lord again?

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why

y
Will ye slight his grace, and die?

8 Sinners, turn; why will ye die?
God, the Spirit, asks you why;

He, who all your lives hath strove,
‘Wooed you to embrace his love.
Will ye not his grace receive ?
Will ye still refuse to live?

Why, ye long-sought sinners, why
Will ye grieve your God, and die?

4 Dead, already dead within,—
Spiritually dead in sin;

Dead to God while here you breathe,
Pant ye after second death?

He would have you turn and live;
He would all the world receive.
If your death were his delight,
Would he you to life invite?
Would he ask, beseech, and cry,
“Why will ye resolve to die?’’

3 Sinners, turn, while God is near;
Dare not think him insincere :

Now, ¢’en now, your Saviour stands;
All day long he spreads his hands;
Cries, * Ye will not happy be;

No, ye will not come to me—

Me, who life to none deny:

‘Why will ye resolve to die?””

CHARLES WESLEY,
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349 The accepted time.

1 WHILE life prolongs its precious light,
Mercy is found, and peace is given;

But soon, ah, soon, approaching night
Shall blot out every hope of heaven.

2 While God invites, how blest the day!

How sweet the gospel’s charming sound!

Come, sinners, haste, O haste away,
While yet a pardoning God is found.
3 Soon, borne on time’s most rapid wing,
Shall death command you to the grave,
Before his bar your spirits bring,
And none be found to hear or save.
4 In that lone land of deep despair,
No Sabbath’s heavenly light shall rise,
No God regard your bitter prayer,
No Saviour call you to the skies.

5 Now God invites; how blest the day!

How sweet the gospel’s charming sound!

Come, sinners, haste, O haste away,
‘While yet & pardoning God is found.

TIMOTHY DWIGHT,

FIRST PART.
350 All things are ready.

1 SINNERS, obey the gospel word;

Haste to the supper of my Lord;

Be wise to know your gracious day;

All things are ready,—come away.

2 Ready the Father is to own

And kiss his late-returning son;

Ready your loving Saviour stands,

And spreads for you his bleeding hands.
3 Ready the Spirit of his love,

Just now the stony to remove;

To apply and witness with the blood,
And wash and seal the sons of God.

4 Ready for you the angels wait,

To triumph in your blest estate;
Tuning their harps, they long to praise
The wonders of redeeming grace.

5 The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Are ready, with their shining host:

All heaven is ready to resound,

“The dead’s alive} the lost is found!”

CHARLES WESLEY,

SECOND PART.
351 The bliss of penitence.

1 COME, O ye sinners, to the Lord,
In Christ to paradise restored :
His proffered benefits embrace,
The plenitude of gospel grace:

2 A pardon written with his blood ;
The favor and the peace of God;
The seeing eye, the feeling sense,
The mystic joys of penitence:

3 The godly fear, the pleasing smart,

The meltings of a broken heart;

The tears that tell your sins forgiven;
The sighs that waft your souls to heaven:

4 The guiltless shame, the sweet distress,
The unutterable tenderness,

The genuine, meek humility ;

The wonder, * Why such love to me?”’

5 The o’erwhelming power of saving grace,
The sight that veils the seraph’s face;
The speechless awe that dares not move,
And all the silent heayven of love.

CHARLES WESLEY.
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1 Gop calling yet! shall I not hear?
Earth’s pleasures shall I still hold dear?
Shall life’s swift passing years all fly,
And still my soul in slumber lie?

2 God calling yet! shall I not rise?
Can I his loving voice despise,
And basely his kind care repay?
He calls me still; can I delay?

3 God calling yet! and shall he knock,
And I my heart the closer lock?

He still is waiting to receive,

And shall I dare his Spirit grieve?

4 God calling yet! and shall I give
No heed, but still in bondage live?
1 wait, but he does not forsake;

He calls me still; my heart, awake!

5 God calling yet! I cannot stay;
My heart I yield without delay:
Vain world, farewell, from thee I part;
The voice of God hath reached my heart.
GERHARD TERSTEEGEN.
TR, BY MISS J, BORTHWICK.

353 Quench not the Spirit.—1 Thess. 5: 1.

1 SAY, sinner, hath a voice within
Oft whispered to thy secret soul,
Urged thee to leave the ways of sin,
And yield thy heart to God’s control ?

2 Sinner, it was a heavenly voice,
It was the Spirit’s gracious call;

It bade thee make the better choice,
And haste to seek in Christ thine all.

1

31
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352 God calling yet. 3 Spurn not the call to life and light

Regard in time the warning kind;
That call thou mayst not always slight,
And yet the gate of mercy find.

4 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.

5 Sinner, perhaps this very day
Thy last accepted time may be;
O shouldst thou grieve him now away,
Then hope may never beam on thee.
MRS, ANN B, HYDE

354 Haste, traveler, haste!
1 HASTE, traveler, haste! the night comes

And ma.r’xy a shining hour is gone;
The storm 1is gathering in the west,
And thou art far from home and rest.

2 O far from home thy footsteps stray;
Christ is the Life, and Christ the Way,
And Christ the Light; thy setting sun
Sinks ere thy morning is begun.

3 The rising tempest sweeps the sky;
The rains descend, the winds are high;
The waters swell, and death and fear
Beset thy path, nor refuge near.

4 Then linger not in all the plain,
Flee for thy life, the mountain gain;
Look not behind, make no delay,

O speed thee, speed thee on thy way.

WILLIAM B, COLLYER,
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355 Whosoever will.—Rev. 92: 17.

1 THE Spirit, in our hearts,
Is whispering, ‘*Sinner, come:”

The bride, the Church of Christ, proclaims
To all his children, *Come!”

2 Let him that heareth say
To all about him, *“Come!”

Let him that thirsts for righteousness,
To Christ, the fountain, come!

8 Yea, whosoever will,
0 let him freely come,

And freely drink the stream of life;
Tis Jesus bids him come.

4 Lo! Jesus, who invites,
Declares, “I quickly come;”’
Lord, even so! we wait thine hour;
O blest Redeemer, come !

H. U. ONDERDONK.

356 The guardianship of angels.

1 YE simple souls that stray
Far from the path of peace,
That lonely, unfrequented way
To life and happiness,
Why will ye folly love,
And throng the downward road,
Angd hate the wisdom from above,
And mock the sons of God?

2 So wretched and obscure,
The men whom ye despise,

8o foolish, impotent, and poor,—
Above your scorn we rise:

‘We through the Holy Ghost,
Can witness better things;

For he whose blood is all our boast,
Hath made us priests and kings.

3 Riches unsearchable
In Jesus’ love we know;

And pleasures springing from the well
Of life, our souls o’erflow:

The Spirit we receive
Of wisdom, grace, and power;

And always sorrowful we live,
Rejoicing evermore.

4 Angels our servants are,
And keep in all our ways,
And in their watchful hands they bear
The sacred sons of grace:
Unto that heavenly bliss
They all our steps attend;
And God himself our Father is,
And Jesus is our friend.
JOHN WESLEY.

857 All things are ready.—Matt. 22: 4,

1 *¢ ALL things are ready,” come,
Come to the supper spread ;

Come, rich and poor, come, old and yosng,
Come, and be richly fed.

2 ¢ All things are ready,”’ come,
The invitation’s given,

Through Him who now in glory sits
At God’s right hand in heaven.

8 ‘“ All things are ready,” come,
The door is open wide;

O feast upon the love of God,
For Christ, his Son, has died.

4 *“ All things are ready,” come,
To-morrow may not be;
O sinner, come, the Saviour walits
This hour to welcome thee.
ALBERT MIDLANE
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358 The second death. 4 We would on thee rely,

1 O WHERE shall rest be found,
Rest for the weary soul?

*Twere vain the ocean’s depths to sound,
Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give
The bliss for which we sigh;
*Tis not the whole of life to live,
Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears
There is a life above,
TUnmeasured by the flight of years,
And all that life is love.

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

O what eternal horrors han
Around the second death

5 Thou God of truth and grace,
Teach us that death to shun;
Lest we be banished from thy face,

For evermore undone.
JAMES MONTGOMERY.

359 Accepting the invitation,

1 CoME, weary sinners, come,
Groaning beneath your load;

The Saviour calls his wanderers home;
Haste to your pardoning God.

2 Come, all by guilt oppressed,
Answer the Saviour’s call,

0 come, and I will give you rest,
And I will save you all.’

3 Redeemer, full of love,
We would thy word obey,

And all thy faithful mercies prove:
O take our guilt away.

On thee would cast our care;
Now to thine arms of mercy fly,
And find salvation there.
CHARLES WESLEY, ALT.

360 Seek Him while he may be found.
1 My son, know thou the Lord,
Thy father’s God obey;
Seek his protecting care by night,
His guardian hand by day.
2 Call, while he may be found;
Seek him while he is near;
Serve him with all thy heart and mind,
And worship him with fear.
3 If thou wilt seek his face,
His ear will hear thy cry;
Thep shalt thou find his mercy sure,
His grace forever nigh.
4 But if thou leave thy God, .
Nor choose the path to heaven,
Then shalt thou perish in thy sins,
And never be forgiven.

ROBERT C. BRACKENBURY,
361 The day of grace.
1 Now s the accepted time,
Now is the day of grace;
Now, sinners, come without delay,
And seek the Saviour’s face.
2 Now is the accepted time,
The Saviour calls to-day;
To-morrow it may be too late~.
Then why should you delay?
3 Now is the accepted time,
The gospel bids you come;
And every promise in his word

Declares there yet is room.
JOHN DOBELL,
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862 The abundance of His grace.

1 Ho! every one that thirsts draw nigh:
’Tis God invites the fallen race:
Mercy and free salvation buy;
Buy wine, and milk, and gospel grace.

2 Come to the living waters, come!
Sinners, obey your Maker’s call;
Return, ye weary wanderers, home,
And find his grace is free for all.

8 See from the Rock a fountain rise;
For you in healing streams it rolls;
Money ye need not bring, nor price,
Ye laboring, burdened, sin-sick souls.

4 Nothing ye in exchange shall give;
Leave all you have and are behind ;
Frankly the gift of God receive;

Pardon and peace in Jesus find.
JOHN WESBLEY.

3 6 3 Come to Me.

- 1 WITH 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:
O to the weary, faint, oppressed,
How sweet the bidding, * Come to me !’

8 When against sin I strive in vain,
And cannot from its yoke get free,
Sinking beneath the heavy chain,
The words arrest me, *‘Come to me!”’

1

[Ed

4 When nature shudders, loath to part
From all I love, enjoy, and see;

‘When a faint chill steals o’er my heart,
A sweet voice utters, ‘‘ Come to me!

5 ‘‘Come, for all else must fail and die;
Earth is no resting-place for thee;
Heavenward direct thy weeping eye;
I am thy portion; come to me!l”
CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT,

364: The gospel feast.

1 COME, sinners, to the gospel feast;
Let every soul be Jesus’ guest:

Ye need not one be left behind,

For God hath bidden all mankind.

2 Sent by my Lord, on you I call;

The invitation is to all :

Come all the world! come, sinner, thoul
All things in Christ are ready now.

3 Come, all ye souls by sin oppressed,
Ye restless wanderers after rest;

Ye poor, and maimed, and halt, and bling
In Christ a hearty welcome find.

4 My message as from God receive;
Ye all may come to Christ and live:
O let his love your hearts constrain,
Nor suffer him to die in vain.

5 See him set forth before your eyes,
That precious, bleeding sacrifice:
His offered benefits embrace,

And freely now be saved by grace,

CHARLES WESLEY,

34
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365  sin kitls beyond the tomb.

1 VAIN man, thy fond pursuits forbear;
Repent, thine end is nigh;

Death, at the farthest, can’t be far:
O think before thou die.

2 Reflect, thou hast a soul to save;
Thy sins, how high they mount!

‘What are thy hopes beyond the grave?
How stands that dark account?

8 Death enters, and there’s no defense;
His time there’s none can tell;

He’ll in a moment call thee hence,
To heaven, or down to hell.

4 Thy flesh, perhaps thy greatest care,
Shall into dust consume;

But, ah ! destruction stops not there;
Sin kills beyond the tomb.

JOSEPH HART.
3 66 Boast not thyself of to-morrow.
Prov. 27: 1.

1 WHY should we boast of time to come,
Though but a single day?

This hour may fix our final doom,
Though strong, and young, and gay.

2 The present we should now redeem;
This only is our own;

The past, alas! is all a dream;
The future is unknown.

8 O think what vast concerns depend
Upon a moment’s space,

‘When life and all its cares shall end
In vengeance or in grace.

4 O for that power which melts the heaxrt,
And lifts the soul on high!

‘Where sin and grief and death depart,

And pleasures never die.
M. WILKS.

13

367 The Justifier of the ungodly.

1 LOVERS of pleasure more than God,
For you he suffered pain ;

For you the Saviour spilt his blood :
And shall he bleed in vain?

2 Sinners, his life for you he paid;
Your basest crimes he bore;

Your sins were all on Jesus laid,
That you might sin no more.

3 To earth the great Redeemer came,
That you might come to heaven;
Believe, believe in Jesus’ name,
And all your sin’s forgiven.

4 Believe in him who died for thee,
And, sure as he hath died,

Thy debt is paid, thy soul is free,
And thou art justified.

CHARLES WESLEY.

368 The hammer of His wora.

1 CoME, O thou all-victorious Lord,
Thy power to us make known;

Strike with the hammer of thy word,
And break these hearts of stone.

2 O that we all might now begin
Our foolishness to mourn;

And turn at once from every sin,
And to the Saviour turn!

8 Give us ourselves and thee to know
In this our gracious day;
Repentance unto life bestow,
And take our sins away.

4 Convince us flrst of unbelief,
And freely then release;
Fill every soul with sacred grief,
And then with sacred peace.
. CHARLES WHSLET,
3
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869 Desperate resolution. 4 Return, O wanderer, return,

1 CoME, humble sinner, in whose breast
A thousand thoughts revolve,

Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed,
And make this last resolve :—

2 I'll go to Jesus, though my sin
Like mountains round me close;

I know his courts, 1’1l enter in,
‘Whatever may oppose.

8 Prostrate 1’11 lie before his throne,
And there my guilt confess;

I’ll tell him, I'm a wretch undone
Without his sovereign grace.

4 Perhaps he will admit my plea,
Perhaps will hear my prayer;
But, if I perish, I will pray,
And perish only there.
5 I can but perish if I go;
I am resolved to try;
For if I stay away, I know

I must forever die.
EDMUND JONES,

370 The wanderer recalled.

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 freely he'll forgive.

And wipe the falling tear:
Thy Father calls,—no longer mourn;
"Tis love invites thee near.

5 Return, O wanderer, return;
Regain thy long-sought rest:
The Saviour’s melting mercies yearn
To c¢lasp thee to his breast,
WILLIAM B. COLLYER, ALT,

371 No peace to the wicked.

1 SINNERS, the voice of God regard;
’Tis mercy speaks to-day;

He calls you by his sacred word
From sin’s destructive way.

? Like the rough sea, that cannot rest,
You live, devoid of peace;

A thousand stings within your breast
Deprive your souls 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 pain you travel all your days,
To reach eternal woe.

5 But he that turns to God shall live,
Through his abounding grace:

His mercy will the guilt forgive
Of those that seek his face.

6 Bow to the scepter of his word,
Renouncing every sin;

Submit to him, your sovereign Lord,
And learn his will divine.

JOHN FAWCETT.
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372 The voice that wakes the dead.

1 THOU Son of God, whose flaming eyes
QOur inmost thoughts perceive,

Accept the grateful sacrifice
Which now to thee we give.

2 We bow before thy gracious throne,
And think ourselves sincere:

But show us, Lord, is every one
Thy real worshiper?

8 Is here a soul that knows thee not,
Nor feels his need of thee,—

A stranger to the blood which bought
His pardon on the tree?

4 Convince him now of unbellef;
His desperate state explain;

And i1} his heart with sacred grief,
And penitential pain.

5 Speak with that voice that wakes the dead,
And bid the sleeper rise;

And bid his guilty conscience dread
The death that never dies.

CHARLES WESLEY.

373 Warnings multiplied.

1 BENEATH our feet, and o’er our head,
Is equal warning given;

Beneath us lie the countless dead,
Above us is the heaven.

2 Death rides on every passing breeze,
And lurks in every flower;

Each season has its own disease,
Its peril every hour.

8 Qur eyes have seen the rosy light
Of youth’s soft cheek decay,

And fate descend in sudden night
(On manhood’s middle day.

137

4 Our eyes have seen the steps of age
Halt feebly to the tomb;

And shall earth still our hearts engage,
And dreams of days to come?

5 Turn, mortal, turn; thy danger know:
‘Where’er thy foot can tread,

‘The earth rings hollow from below,
And warns thee by her dead.

6 Turn, mortal, turn; thy soul apply
To truths divinely given:

The dead, who underneath thee lie,

Shall live for hell or heaven.
REGINALD HEBER.

374: Waiting to be gracious.

1 JESUS, Redeemer of mankind,
Display thy saving power;

Thy mercey let the sinner find,
And know his gracious hour.

2 Who thee beneath their feet have trod,
And crucifled afresh,

Touch with thine all-victorious blood,
And turn the stone to flesh.

3 Open their eyes thy cross to see,
Their ears, to hear thy cries:

Sinner, thy Saviour weeps for thee;
For thee he weeps and dies.

4 All the day long he meekly stands,
His rebels to receive;

And shows his wounds and spreads his

hands,
And bids you turn and live.
5 Turn, and your sins of deepest dye
He will with blood efface;
E’en now he waits the blood to apply;
Be saved, be saved by grace.

CHARLES WESLEY,
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375 Too late! 3 No light! so late! and dark and chill the
' night—
1 LATE, late, 8o Jate! and dark the night, | ( let us in, that we may find the light.
Lat imtd c;]oﬂlatel Bubwe can enter still. *‘Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now !"

ate, late, n

“Too late, too Jate! ye cannot enter now.” | 4 H“W:W}z:t?"t heard the Bridegroom is so
2 No light had we ;—for that we do repent, | O let us in, though late, to kiss his feet.
And learning this, the Bridegroom will re- | O let us in, O let us in,

[ O let us in, though late, to kiss his feet.

‘“No!lno! toolate! yecannotenternow!”

lent.
“Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now."”
ALFRED TENNYSON,

Fourta VERSE.
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376 Mercy, death, doom. Jesus waiteth, walteth, waiteth;

1 IN the silent midnight watches,
List,—thy bosom door !

How it knocketh, knocketh, knocketh,
Knocketh evermore!

Say not ’tis thy pulse is beating:
’Tis thy heart of sin;

’Tis thy Saviour knocks, and crieth,
Rise, and let me in!

2 Death comes down with reckless footstep,
To the hall and hut;

Think you death will stand a-knocking
‘Where the door is shut?

WOOD END.

n»ﬂ ! | |

8, B.

But thy door is fast!
Grieved, away thy Saviour goeth:
Death breaks in at last.

3 Then 'tis thine to stand entreating
Christ to let thee in;

At the gate of heaven beating,
‘Wailing for thy sin.

Nay, alas! thou foolish virgin,
Hast thon then forgot?

Jesus waited long to know thee,
But he knows thee not.

A. CLEVELAND COXE,

Rev. G. P. MErzIcK,
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377

The gift of faith.

1 AUTHOR of faith, to thee I cry,

To thee, who wouldst not have me die,
But know the truth and live:

Open mine eyes to see thy face;

Work in my heart the saving grace;
The life eternal give.

£ Shut up in unbelief, I groan,

And blindly serve a God unknown,
Till thou the veil remove;

The gift unspeakable impart,

And write thy name upon my heart,
And manifest thy love.

8 I know the work is only thine,
The gift of faith is all divine;
But, if on thee we call,
Thou wilt that gracious gift bestow,
And cause our hearts to feel and know
That thou hast died for all.

4 Thou bidd’st us knock and enter in,
Come unto thee, and rest from sin,
The blessing seek and find:
Thou bidd’st us ask thy grace, and have;
Thou canst, thou wouldst, this moment save
Both me and all mankind.

5 Be it according to thy word;
Now let me find my pardoning Lord;
Let what I ask be given:
The bar of unbelief remove;
Open the door of faith and love,
And take me into heaven.
CHARLES WESLEY,

373 Preading the sacrifice of Christ.
1 O LaMB of God, for sinners slain,
1 plead with thee, my suit to gain,—
I plead what thou hast done:
Didst thou not die the death for me?
Jesus, remember Calvary,
And break my heart of stone.

2 Take the dear purchase of thy blood.
My Friend and Advocate with God,
My Ransom and my Peace,
Surety, who all my debt hast paid,
For all my sins atonement made,
The Lord my Righteousness.

3 O let thy Spirit shed abroad

The love, the perfect love of God,
In this cold heart of mine!

O might he now descend, and rest,

And dwell forever in my breast,
And make it all divine!

CHARLES WKSLKY,

140
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379 Depth of mercy.

1 DEPTH of mercy! can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?

Can my God his wrath forbear,—
Me, the chief of sinners, spare?

2 I have long withstood his grace;
Long provoked him to his face;
Would not hearken to his calls;
Grieved him by a thousand falls.

3 Now incline me to repent;
Let me now my sins lament;
Now my foul revolt deplore,
Weep, believe, and sin no more.

4 Kindled his relentings are;
Me he now delights to spare;
Cries, * How shall I give thee up?"”’
Lets the lifted thunder drop.

5 There for me the Saviour stands,
Bhows his wounds and spreads his hands;
God is love! I know, I feel;
Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

. CHARLES WEBLEY,

380 With Thee is mercy.

1 SOVEREIGN Ruler, Lord of all,
Prostrate at thy feet I fall;
Hear, O hear my ardent cry,
Frown not, lest I faint and die.

2 Vilest of the sons of men,
Worst of rebels I have been;
Oft abused thee to thy face,
Trampled on thy richest grace.

8 Justly might thy vengeful dart
Pierce this bleeding, broken heart ;

141

Justly might thy kindled ire
Send me to eternal fire,

4 But with thee is mercy found,
Balm to heal my every wound ;
Soothe, O soothe this troubled breast,
Give the weary wanderer rest.

THOMAS RAFFLES,

[C. P. M. Tune, Auburndale. Page 140.]
881 The Man on Calvary.

1 0 THOU who hast our sorrows borne,
Help us to look on thee and mourn,

(On thee whom we have slain,—
Have pierced a thousand, thousand times,
And by reiterated crimes

Renewed thy sacred pain.

2 O give us eyes of faith to see
The Man transfixed on Calvary,—
To know thee who thou art,
The one eternal God and true;
And let the sight affect, subdue,
And break my stubborn heart.

3 Lover of souls! to rescue mine,

Reveal the charity divine,
That suffered in my stead;

That made thy soul a sacrifice,

And quenched in death those laming eyes,
And bowed that sacred head.

4 The veil of unbelief remove,
And by thy manifested love,
And by thy sprinkled blood,
Destroy the love of sin in me,
And get thyself the victory,
And bring me back to God.

CHARLES WESLEY,
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382 Looking unto Jesus. 883 Remember Calvary.

1 LaMB of God, for sinners slain,
To thee I humbly pray;

Heal me of my grief and pain,
O take my sins away.

From this bondage, Lord, release,
No longer let me be onpressed:

Jesus, Master, seal my peace,
And take me to thy breast.

2 Wilt thou cast a sinner out
‘Who humbly comes to thee?

No, my God, I cannot doubt
Thy mercy is for me:

Let me then obtain the grace,
And be of paradise possessed :

Jesus, Master, seal my peace,
And take me to thy breast.

3 Worldly good I do not want;

Be that to others given:
Only for Lhy love I pant,

My all in earth and heaven:
This the crown I fain would seize,

The good wherewith I would be blest:

Jesus, Master, seal my peace,

And take me to thy breast.
CHARLES WESLEY.

142

1 LAMB of God, whose dying love
‘We now recall to mind,
Send the answer from above,
And let us merey find:
Think on us who think on thee,
And every struggling soul release;
O remember Calvary,
And bid us go in peace!

2 By thine agonizing pain,
And bloody sweat, we pray,
By thy dying love to man,
Take all our sins away:
Burst our bonds, and set us free;
From all iniquity release;
O remember Calvary,
And bid us go in peace!

3 Let thy blood, by faith applied,
The sinner’s pardon seal;
Speak us freely justified,
And all our sickness heal:
By thy passion on the tree,
Let all our griefs and troubles cease:
O remember Calvm'v,

And bid us go in peace!
CHARLES WESLEY,
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384: Even me. ‘Who their heaven in Christ have found,

1 LoRrD, I hear of showers of blessing
Thou art scattering full and free;
Showers, the thirsty land refreshing;
Let some drops now fall on me,

Even me.

2 Pass me not, O God, my Father,
Sinful though my heart may be;
Thou mightst leave me, but the rather
Let thy mercy light on me,
Even me.

8 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour,
Let me live and cling to thee;
1 am longing for thy favor;
‘Whilst thou 'rt calling, O call me,
Even me.

¢ Pass me not, O mighty Spirit,
Thou canst make the blind to see;
Witnesser of Jesus’ merit,
Speak the word of power to me,
Even me.

5 Love of God, so pure and changeless,
Blood of Christ, so rich, so free,

tirace of God, so strong and boundless,
Magnify them all in me,

Even me,
MRS, ELIZABETH CODNER.

[7,6,8. Tune, Perrina. Page 142.]

B 85 Saved by grace.

1 LET the world their virtue boast,
Their works of righteousness;
I, a wretch undone and lost,
Am freely saved by grace;
Other title I disclaim,
This, only this, is all my plea,
I the chief of sinners am,
But Jesus died for me.

2 Happy they whose joys abound
Like Jordan’s swelling stream;
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And give the praise to him.
Meanest follower of the Lamb,

His steps I at a distance see;
I the chief of sinners am,

But Jesus died for me.

3 Jesus, thou for me hast died,
And thou in me wilt live;
I shall feel thy death applied ;
I shall thy life receive:
Yet, when melted in the flame
Of love, this shall be all my plea,
I the chief of sinners am,

But Jesus died for me.
CHARLES WESLEY,

[7,6,8. Tune, Perrina. Page 142.]
386 Refuge in the blood of the Lamb.

1 GobD of my salvation, hear,
And help me to believe;
Simply do I now draw near,
Thy blessing to receive.
Full of guilt, alas! I am,
But to thy wounds for refuge flee:
Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb,
Thy blood was shed for me.

2 Standing now as newly slain,
To thee I lift mine eye;

Balm of all my grief and pain,
Thy blood is always nigh.

Now as yesterday the same
Thou art, and wilt forever be:

Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb,
Thy blood was shed for me.

3 No good word, or work, or thought,
Bring I to buy thy grace;
Pardon I accept unbought,
Thy proffer I embrace,
Coming, as at first I came,
To take, and not bestow on thee:
Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb,
Thy blood was shed for me.

CHARLES WESLEY.
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387 Hear, and save.

1 LorD of mercy and of might,

Of mankind the life and light,

Maker, Teacher, Inflnite—
Jesus! hear and save.

2 Strong Creator, Saviour mild,

Humbled to a little child,

Captive, beaten, bound, reviled—
Jesus! hear and save.

3 Borne aloft on angels’ wings,

Throned above celestial things,

Lord of lords, and King of kings—
Jesus! hear and save.

ASHWELL. L. M

i
4 Soon to come to earth again,
Judge of angels and of men,
Hear us now, and hear us then—

Jesus! hear and save.
REGINALD HEBER.

[S. M. Tune, Dennis.
888 The soul’s home.

1 LIKE Noah's weary dove,
That soared the earth around,

But not a resting-place above
The cheerless waters found;

2 O cease, my wandering soul,
On restless wing to roam;

All the wide world, to either pole,
Has not for thee a home.

8 Behold the ark of God!
Behold the open door!

Hasten to gain that dear abode,
And rove, my soul, no more.

4 There, safe thou shalt abide,
There, sweet shall be thy rest,

And every longing satisfled,
With full salvation blest.

WILLIAM A, MUHLENBERG.

Page 65.]
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1 WHEREWITH, O Lord, shall I draw near,
And bow myself before thy face?

How in thy purer eyes appear?
What shall I bring to gain thy grace?

The sinner's only plea.

2 Will gifts delight the Lord most high?
Will multiplied oblations please?
Thousands of rams his favor buy,
Or slaughtered hecatombs appease?

144

Justice pursue, and mercy love,
And humbly walk by faith with God.

5 But though my life henceforth be thine,
Present for past can ne’er atone:
Though I to thee the whole resign,
I only give thee back thine own.

6 Guilty I stand before thy face;
On me I feel thy wrath abide;

’Tis just the sentence should take place;
"Tis just,~but O, thy Son hath diel!

CHARLES WESLEY.
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390 The withdrawar of the Spirit dep-
recated.

1 STAY, thou insulted Spirit, stay,
Though I have done thee such despite;
Nor cast the sinner quite away,
Nor take thihe everlasting tlight.

2 Though I have steeled my stubborn heart,
And shaken off my guilty fears;

And vexed, and urged thee to depart,
For many long rebellious years:

3 Though I have most unfaithful been,
Of all who e’er thy grace received ;

Ten thousand times thy goodness seen;
Ten thousand times thy goodness grieved:

4 Yet, O, the chief of sinners spare,
In honor of my great High Priest;
Nor in thy righteous anger swear

To exclude me from thy people’s rest.
CHARLES WESLEY,

891  Prading for pity.

1 8HOW pity, Lord, O Lord, forgive;
16t a repenting rebel live:

Are not thy mercies large and free?
May not a sinner trust in thee?

2 My crimes are great, but don’t surpass
The power and glory of thy grace;
Great God, thy nature hath no bound,
8o let thy pardoning love be found.

8 O wash my soul from every sin,
And make my guilty conscience clean;
Here on my heart the burden lies,
And past offenses pain my eyes.

4 My lps with shame my sins confess,
Against thy law, against thy grace;
Lord, should thy judgments grow severe,
I am condemned, but thou art clear.

5 Should sudden vengeance seize my
breath,

I must pronounce thee just, in death;

And if my soul were sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

6 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,
‘Whose hope, still hovering round thy word,
‘Would light on some sweet promise there,
Some sure support against despair.

1SAAC WATTS,

392 The sinner’s only hope.

1 JESuUs, the sinner's Friend, to thee,
Lost and undone, for aid I flee,
‘Weary of earth, myself, and sin:
Open thine arms, and take me in.

2 Pity and heal my sin-sick soul ;

’Tis thou alone canst make me whole;
Dark, till in me thine image shine, .
And lost, I am, till thou art mine.

8 At last I own it cannot be

That I should fit myself for thee:
Here, then, to thee I all resign;
Thine is the work, and only thine.

4 What shall I say thy grace to move?
Lord, I am sin—but thou art love:

I give up every plea beside—-

Lord, I am lost~—but thou hast died.

CHARLES WEELEY.
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393

1 Just as I am, without one plea,

But that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bidd’st me come to thee,
O Lamb of God, I come! I come!

2 Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot,
0O Lamb of God, I come! I come!

3 Just as I am, though tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Fightings within, and fears without,
0 Lamb of God, I come! I come]

4 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind;
Sight, riches, healing of the mind,
Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

0O Lamb of God, I come! I come!

5 Just as I am—thou wilt receive,

‘Wilt weleome, pardon, cleanse, relieve;
Because thy promise I believe,

lo Lamb of God, I come! I come!

6 Just as I am—thy love unknown
Hath broken every barrier down;
Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone,
O Lawmb of God, I come! I come!

CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT,
3 9 4 Dawning hope.

1 My soul before Thee prostrate lies;
To thee, her Source, my spirit flies;
My wants [ mourn, my chains I see;
O let thy presence set me free.,

Just as I am.

2 Jesus, vouchsafe my heart and will
With thy meek lowliness to fill;

No more her power let nature boast,
But in thy will may mine be lost.

3 Already springing hope I feel,

God will destroy the power of hell,
And, from a land of wars and pain,
Lead me where peace and sa(ety reign.

4 One only care my soul shall know,
Father, all thy conmands to do;

And feel, what endless years shall prove,
That thou, my Lord, my God, art love.

C. F. RICHTEE. TR, BY J, WESLEY,

3 9 5 Only Jesus.

1 WHEN, gracious Lord, when shall it be
That I shall find my all in thee?

The fullness of thy promise prove,

The seal of thine eternal love?

2 A poor blind child I wander here,
If haply I may feel thee near:

O dark! dark! dark! I still must say,
Amidst the blaze of gospel day.

3 Thee, only thee, I fain would find,
And cast the world and flesh behind;
Thou, only thou, to me be given,

Of all thou hast in earth or heaven.

4 When from the arm of fiesh set free,
Jesus, my soul shall fly to thee:

Jesus, when I have lost my all,

1 shall upon thy bosom fall.

CHARLER WESLEY,
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3096  stubbornness of heart. 3 With simple faith, on thee I call,

1 O FOR a glance of heavenly day,
To take this stubborn heart away,
And thaw, with beams of love divine,
This heart, this frozen heart of mine!

2 The rocks can rend ; the earth can quake;
The seas can roar; the mountains shake:
Of feeling, all things show some sign,
But this unfeeling heart of mine.

3 To hear the sorrows thou hast felt,
O Lord, an adamant would melt:

But I can read each moving line,

And nothing moves this heart of mine.

4 Thy judgments, too, which devils fear—
Amazing thought l—unmoved 1 hear;
Goodness and wrath in vain combine

To stir this stupid heart of mine.

5 But power divine can do the deed ;
And, Lord, that power I greatly need:
Thy Spirit can from dross refine,

And melt and change this heart of mine.

JOSEPH HART.

397 Only by faith.

1 Lorp, I despair myself to heal;
I see my sin, but cannot feel;
1 cannot, till thy Spirit blow,
And bid the obedient waters flow.

2 ’Tis thine a heart of flesh to give;
Thy gifts I only can receive;

Here, then, to thee I all resign;

To draw, redeem, and seal, are thine,

141

My Light, my Life, my Lord, my All:
I wait the moving of the pool;
I wait the word that speaks me whole.

4 Speak, gracious Lord, my sickness cure,
Make my infected nature pure;

Peace, righteousness, and joy impart,
And pour thyself into my heart.

CHARLES WESLEY.

398 The kind Physician.

1 JESUS, thy far-extended fame
My drooping soul exults to hear;

Thy name, thy all-restoring name,
Is music in a sinner’s ear.

2 Sinners of old thou didst receive
With comfortable words, and kind;
Their sorrows cheer, their wants relieve,
Heal the diseased, and cure the blind.

3 And art thou not the Saviour still,
In every place and age the same?

Hast thou forgot thy gracious skill,
Or lost the virtue of thy name?

4 F¥aith in thy changeless name I have:
The good, the kind Physician, thon
Art able now our souls to save,
Art willing to restore them now.

5 All my disease, my every sin,
To thee, O Jesus, I confess:
In pardon, Lord, my cure begin,
And perfect it in holiness.
CHARLES WESLEY,
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FIRST PART. 3 Thy condescending grace
399  Restore my peace. ItTOI{ne d]dtf'fleeul]y m(;{vg ﬁ .
1 AND wilt Thou yet be found cals me sti seek thy face,
And may I still draw near? And stoops to ask my love.
Then listen to the plaintive sound 4 Lord, at thy feet I fall;

I groan to be set free;

Of a poor sinner’s prayer.
p pray I fain would now obey the call,

2 Jesus, thine aid afford, And give up all for thee.
If still the same thou art: CHARLES WRSLEY,
To thee I look, to thee, my Lord,
I lift my helpless heart. THIRD PART,
3 Thou seest my troubled breast, 401 7re surrender.
The strugglings of my will, 1 AND can I yet delay
The foes that interrupt my rest, My little all to give?
The agonies I feel. To tear my soul from earth away

For Jesus to receive?

2 Nay, but I yield, I yleld;
1 can hold out no more:

I sink, by dying love compelled,
And own thee conqueror.

4 O my offended Lord,
Restore my inward peaoe;

I know thou canst ; pronounce the word,
And bid the tempest cease.

5 I long to see thy face; 8 Though late, I all forsake;
Thy Spirit I implore— My friends, my all, resign:

The living water of thy grace, Gracious Redeemer, take, O take,
That I may thirst no more. And seal me ever thine.

CHARLES WESLEY,
4 Come, and possess me whole,

SECOND PART. Nor hence again remove;

t1 d ix m; i
4:00 Yearrning for deliverance. Se%vi%bagn tl}l(y geiv;ﬁe;;rigv?ul
1 WHEN shall Thy love constrain, 5 My one desire be this
And force me to thy breast? Thy only love to know;
When shall my soul return again To seek and taste no other bliss,
To her eternal rest? No other good below.
® Ah! what avails my strife, 6 My life, my portion thou;
My wandering to and fro? Thou all-sufficient art:
Thou hast the words of endless life: My hope, my heavenly treasure, now
Ah! whither should I go? Enter, and keep my heart.

CHARLES WESLEY,
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Josepr E. SWEETOER,

4:02 To whom shall I go?

1 AH! whither should I go,
Burdened, and sick, and faint?
To whom should I my trouble show,

And pour out my complaint?

2 My Saviour bids me come;
Ah! why do I delay ?

He calls the weary sinner home,
And yet from him I stay.

3 What is it keeps me back,
From which I cannot part,
‘Which will not let the Saviour take
Possession of my heart ?

4 Searcher of hearts, in mine
Thy trying power display ;
Into its darkest corners shine,

And take the veil away.
CHARLES WESLLY,

403  out of the depths.

1 Qur of the depths of woe,
To thee, O Lord, I ery;

Darkness surrounds me, but I know
That thou art ever nigh.

2 Humbly on thee I wait,
Confessing all my sin;

Lord, I am knocking at the gate:
Open, and take me in.

8 O hearken to my voice,
Give ear to my complaint;

Thou bidd’st the mourning soul rejoice,
Thou comfortest the faint.

4 Glory to God above,
The waters soon will cease!

For, lo! the swift-returning dove
Brings home the sign of peace.
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b Though storms his face obscure,
And dangers threaten loud,
Jehovah'’s covenant is sure,

His bow is in the cloud.
JAMES MONTGOMERY.

4:04: For a broken heart.

1 O-THAT I could repent,
‘With all my idols part,

And to thy gracious eye present
A humble, contrite heart!

2 A heart with grief oppressed,
For having grieved my God;

A troubled heart, that cannot rest
Till sprinkled with thy blood.

3 Jesus, on me bestow
The penijtent desire;

With true sincerity of woe
My aching breast inspire.

4 With softening pity look,
And melt my hardness down:

Strike with thy love’s resistless stroke,
And break this heart of stone.

CHARLKS WESLEY.

405 The Son of God in tears.
1 Dip Christ o’er sinners weep,
And shall our cheeks be dry?
Let floods of penitential grief
Burst forth from every eye.
2 The Son of God in tears
The wondering angels see!
Be thou astonished, O my soul}
He shed those tears for thee.
8 He wept that we might weep;
Each sin demands a tear:
In heaven alone no sin is found,

And there’s no weeping there.
BENJAMIN BEDDOME,
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4:06 Unwearied earnestness.

1 FATHER, I stretch my hands to thee;
No other help I know:

If thou withdraw thyself from me,
Ah! whither shall I go?

2 What did thine only Son endure,
Before I drew my breath!

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

8 0 Jesus, could I this helieve,
I now should feel thy power;

And all my wants thou Wouldsl; relieve,
In this accepted hour.

4 Author of faith! to thee I lift
My weary, longing eyes:

O let me now receive that gift;
My soul without it dies.

5 Surely thou canst not let me die;
O speak, and I shall live;

And here I will unwearled lie,
Till thou thy Spirit give.

6 How would my fainting soul rejoice
Could I but see thy face !

Now let me hear thy quickening voice,
And taste thy pardoning grace.

CHARLES WESLEY,

4:07 Earnest desire for pardon.

1 O THAT I could my Lord receive,
Who did the world redeem;

‘Who gave his life that I might live
A life concealed in him!

2 O that I could the blessing prove,
My heart’s extreme desire ;

Live happy in my Saviour’s love,
And in his arms expirel

8 Mercy I ask to seal my peace.
That, kept by mercy’s power,

I may from every evil cease,
And neyer grieve thee more.

4 Now, if thy gracious will it be,
E’en now my sins remove,
And set my soul at liberty
By thy victorious love.

5 In answer to a thousand prayers,
Thou pardoning God, descend;
Number me with salvation’s heirs,

My sins and troubles end.

6 Nothing I ask or want beside,
Of all in earth or heaven,
But let me feel thy blood applied,
And live and die forgiven.
CHARLES WESLEY,

4:08 Reposing on Christ.

1 WE sinners, Lord, with earnest heart,
With sighs and prayers and tears,

To thee our inmost cares impart,
Our burdens and our fears.

2 Thy sovereign grace can give rellef,
Thou Source of peace and light!

Dispel the gloomy cloud of grief,
And make our darkness brighi.

3 Around thy Father’s throne on high,
All heaven thy glory sings;

And earth, for which thou cam’st to die.
Loud with thy praises rings.

4 Dear Lord, to thee our prayers aseend,
Our eyes thy face would see:
O let our weary wanderings end,
Our spirits rest in thee!
BERNARD OF CLAIRVAUX,
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409  1would be Thine. Wiltffrom the dreadful day remove,
1 I WOULD be thine: O take my heart Before the evil come;
And 1l it with thy love; My spirit hide t‘:]i“;’oﬂagm above,
Thy sacred image, Lord, impart, y body in the tom D ABLES WESLEY.
And seal it from above. :
2 I would be thlifne; but while I strive 411 Tre sun of righteousness.
To give myself away. N
I feel rebellion sti!l ali\'re, ! %istrtijhgxfﬂli;gél %ﬁ%’f}l ?ﬁ;}grise
4And wander while I pray. To my diseased, my fainting soul,
8 1 would be thine; but, Lord, I feel Life and salvation bring.
Evil still lurks within: 2 These clouds of pride and sin dispel,
Do thou thy majesty reveal, By thy all-piercing beam:
And banish all my sin. Lighten mine eyes with faith; my heart
4 1 would be thine; I would embrace With ?1013 hope inflame. .
The Saviour, and adore; 3 My mind, by thy all-quickening power,
Inspire with faith, infuse thy grace, From low desires set free;
And now my soul restore. Unite my scattered thoughts, and fix
ANDREW REED. My love entire on thee.
4 Father, thy long-{lon son receive;
. Saviour, thy purchase own;
410 Stncere contrition. Blest Comforter, with peace and joy
1 O ¥oR that tenderness of heart Thy new-made creature crown.
Which bows before the Lord, ivi
Acknowledging how just thou art, 5 E&g&ﬁkﬁggg%@&l&gd’
And trembling at thy word ! On thee all faith, all hope be placed;
O for those humble, contrite tears, All love be paid to thee
Which from repentance flow ; ® JOHN WESLEY.
That consciousness of guilt.ywhich fears
The long-suspended blow ! Dozology.
2 Saviour, to me, in pity, give To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The sensible distress; The God whom we adore,
The pledge thou wilt at last receive, Be glory, as it was, is now,
And bid me die in peace: And shall be evermore !
TATE AND BRADY,
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4:12 Timely penitence.

1 WHEN rising from the bed of death,
O’erwhelmed with guilt and fear,

I view my Maker face to face,
O how shall I appear?

2 If yet, while pardon may be found,
And mercy may be sought,

My soul with inward horror shrinks,
And trembles: at the thought,—

3 When thou, O Lord, shalt stand disclosed
In majesty severe,

And sit in judgment on my soul,
O how shall I appear?

4 0 may my broken, contrite heart,
Timely my sins lament;

And early, with repentant tears,
Eternal woe prevent.

5 Behold the sorrows of my heart,
Ere yet it be too late;

And hear my Saviour’s dying groan,
To give those sorrows weight.
For never shall my soul despair
Her pardon to secure,

‘Who knows thine only Son hath died
To make that pardon sure.

JOSEFH ADDISON,
4:13 All things possible to God.
1 O THAT Thou wouldst the heavens rend,
In majesty come down,
Stretch out thine arm omnipotent,
And seize me for thine own!
2 Thou my impetuous spirit guide,
And curb my headstrong will;

Thou only canst drive back the tide,
And bid the sun stand still.

3 What though I cannot break my chain,
Or e’er throw off my load?

The things impossible to men
Are possible to God.

4 Thou canst o’ercome this heart of mine,
Thou wilt victorious prove;

For everlasting strength is thine,
And everlasting love.

CHARLES WEHLEY. \
4:14: The prodigal’s return.
1 THE prodigal, with streaming eyes,
From folly just awake,
Reviews his wanderings with surprise;
His heart begins to break.

2 “T starve,” he cries, ‘“‘nor can I bear
The famine in this land,

‘While servants of my Father share
The bounty of his hand.

3 ‘“With deep repentance 1’1l return,
And seek my Father’s face;
Unworthy to be called a son,
I’ll ask a servant’s place.”

4 Far off the Father saw him move,
In pensive silence mourn,

And quickly ran, with arms of love,
To welcome his return.

5 Through all the courts the tidings flew,
And spread the joy around;

The angels tuned their harps anew,—
The long-lost son is found!

MES, LYDiA M. RIQOURNXY,
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4:15 Rock of ages.

1 ROCK of ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee;

Let the water and the blood,

From thy wounded side which flowed,
Be of sin the double cure,

Save from wrath and make me pure.

2 Could my tears forever flow,
Could my zeal no languor know,
These for sin could not atone;
Thou must save, and thou alone:
In my hand no price I bring;
Bimply to thy cross I cling.

8 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my eyes shall close in death,
‘When I rise to worlds unknown,
And behold thee on thy throne,
Rock of ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee.

AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY, ALT.

416 The true Light.

1 CHRIST, whose glory fllls the skies,
Christ, the true, the only Light,
Sun of righteousness, arise,
Triumph o’er the shades of night:
Dayspring from on high, be near,
Day-star, in my heart appear.

2 Dark and cheerless is the morn,
Unaccompanied by thee;
Joyless is the day's return,
Till thy mercy’s beams I see}
Till thou inward life impart,
3lad my eyes, and warm my heart.
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8 Visit then this soul of mine;
Plerce the gloom of sin and grief;
Fill me, Radiancy divine;
Scatter all my unbelief:
More and more thyself display,
Shining to the perfect day.

CHARLES WESLEY.

417 The Litany,

1 BY thy birth, and by thy tears;
By thy human griefs and fears;
By thy conflict in the hour

Of the subtle tempter’s power,—
Saviour, look with pitying eye;
Saviour, help me, or I die.

2 By the tenderness that wept

Q’er the grave where Lazarus slept;
By the bitter tears that flowed

Over Salem’s lost abode,—

Saviour, look with pitying eye;
Saviour, help me, or I die.

3 By thy lonely hour of prayer;
By the fearful conflict there;
By thy cross and dying cries;
By thy one great sacrifice,—
Saviour, look with pitying eye;
Saviour, help me, or I die.

4 By thy triumph o’er the grave;
By thy power the lost to save;
By thy high, majestic throne;
By the empire all thine own,—
Saviour, look with pitying eye;
Saviour, help me, or I die.

BIR HROBERT GRANT,
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4:18 Peace and hope of the righteous.

1 LORD, how secure and blest are they
‘Who feel the joys of pardoned sin}

Should storms of wrath shake earth and sea,
Their mindshave heaven and peace within.

2 The day glides sweetly o’er their heads,
Made up of innocence and love;

And soft and silent as the shades,
Their nightly minutes gently move.

8 Quick as their thoughts their joys come on,
But fly not half so swift away:

Their souls are ever bright as noon,
And calm as summer evenings be.

4 How oft they look to the heavenly hills,
‘Where groves of living pleasure grow;
And longing hopes and cheerful smiles,
Sit undisturbed upon their brow!
5 They scorn to seek earth’s golden toys,
But spend the day, and share the niglt,
In numbering o'er the richer joys
That Heaven prepares for their delight.

IBAAC WATTH,
419 Filial love and longing.
1 GREAT God, indulge my humble claim ;
Be thou my hope, my joy, my rest;
The glories that compose thy name
Stand all engaged to make me blest.
2 Thou great and good, thou just and wise,
Thou art my Father and my God;
And I am thine by sacred ties,
Thy son, thy servant bought with blood.
3 With heart and eyes, and lifted hands,
For thee I long, to thee I look,
As travelers in thirsty lands
Pant for the cooling water-brook.

4 E’en life itself, without thy love,
No lasting pleasure can afford ;

Yea, 'twould a tiresome burden prove,
If I were banished from thee, Lord.

5 I'11 lift my hands, I'll raise my voice,
While I have breath to pray or praise:

This work shall make my heart rejoice,

And fill the remnant of my days.
ISAAC WATTS.

[L. M. 61 Tune, Evanston. Page 155.]

420 The soul’s anchorage.
1 Now I have found the ground wherein

Sure my soul’s anchor may remain;
The wounds of Jesus, for my sin

Before the world’s foundation slain;
Whose mercy shall unshaken stay,
‘When heaven and earth are fled away.

2 Father, thine everlasting grace

Our seanty thought surpasses far:
Thy heart still melts with tenderness;

Thine arms of love still open are,
Returning sinners to receive,

That mercy they may taste, and live.
8 v Love, thon bottomless abyss,

My sins are swallowed up in theel
Covered is my unrighteousness,

Nor spot of guilt remains on me,
While Jesus’ blood, through earth and skies,
Mercey, free, boundless mercy, cries.

4 By faith I plunge me in this sea;

Here is my hope, my joy, my rest;
Hither, when hell assails, I flee;

I look into my Saviour’s breast:
Away, sad doubt and anxious fear!

Merey is all that’s written there.
JOHANN A, ROTHE. TR. BY J, WESLEY,
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421 onrist, the sotid rock. Amazing love! how can it be
1 MY hope is built on nothing less That thou, my Lord, shouldst die for me?
Than Jesus’ blood and righteousness ; 2 'Tis mystery all! the Immortal dies !
I dare not trust the sweetest frame, ‘Who can explore his strange design?
But wholly lean on Jesus’ name: In vain the first-born seraph tries
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand; To sound the depths of love divine;
All other ground is sinking sand. ’Tis mercy all! let earth adore:
2 When darkness seems to veil his face, Let angel minds inguire no more.
I rest on his unchanging grace ; 3 He left his Father’s throne above,—
In every high and stormy gale, So free, so infinite his grace !—
My anchor holds within the veil: Emptied himself of all but love,
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand; And bled for Adam’s helpless race;
All other ground is sinking sand. ’Tis mercy all, immense and free,
For, 0 my God, it found out me!
8 His oath, his covenant, and blood, .
Support me in the whelming flood : 4 Long my imprisoned spirit lay,
When all around my soul gives way, Fast bound in sin anq nature’s night:
He then is all my hope and stay: Thine eye diffused a quickening ray,
On Christ, the solid Tock, I stand ; MI wolke. t?fi‘ld‘gm%ﬂhﬂ“’ged Wl;h light;
h y chains fell off, my heart was free,
All other ground 1s sinking“s‘gﬂ& MOTE. I rose, went Iontf, and followed thee.
5 No condemnation now I dread,
4.22 Alive in Christ.” Jesus, with all in him, is mine;
Alive in him, my living Head,
1 AND can it be that I should gain And clothed in righteousness divine,
An interest in the Saviour’s blood? Bold I approach the eternal throne,
Died he for me, who caused his pain? And claim the erown, through Christ, my
¥or mel. who him to death pursued? own. CHARLES WKKLEY,
. 155
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423 Convicted,—pardoned. Great Comforter, descend and bring
1 In evil long I took delight, The tokens of thy grace.
Unawed by shame or fear, 2 Dost thou not dwell in all thy saints,
Till & new object struck my sight, And seal the heirs of heaven?
And stopped my wild career. When wilt thou banish my complaints,
2 I saw One hanging on a tree, And show my sins forgiven?

In agonies and blood
‘Who fixed bis languid éyes on me, 8 ﬁ’s{gg Ir{"e{]gggf’g%ngfogfi ?er part

As near his cross I stood. And bear thy witness with my heart,
8 Sure n;aver til{lnéyl latest breath That I am born of Ged.

Can I forget that look:
1t seemed to charge me with his death, | * %‘e’“pﬁargg?%f‘;g;‘:%%%g: love,

9

Though not a word he spoke. May thy blest wings, celestial Dove,
4 My conscience felt and owned the guilt, Safely convey me home.

And plunged me in despair; IBAAC WATTS,
1 saw my sins his blood had spllt,

And helped to nail hin there.

5 Alas! 1 knew not what I did! AR5 he viood of aprinkiing.

But now my tears are vain: 1 MY God, my God, to thee I cry;
‘Where shall my trembling soul be hid? Thee only would I know;
For I the Lord have slain! Thy gurifyli]ng blocl)]t; tgpply,
6 A second look he gave, which said, And wash me w a3 Snow.
*1 freely all forgive; 2 Touch me, and make the leper clean;
This blood is for thy ransom paid H Purge my iniquity:
I die that thou mayst live.” Unless thou wash my soul from sin,
7 Thus, while his death my sin displays I have no part in thee.
In all its blackest hue, 3 But art thou not already mine?
Such 18 the mystery of grace, Answer, if mine thou art;
It seals my pardon too. . Whisper within, thou Love divine,
JOHN NEWTON. And cheer my drooping heart.
4 Behold, for me the Victim bleeds,
424 The carnest of redemption. His wounds are open wide;
1 WHY should the children of a King For me the blood of sprinkling pleads,
Go mourning all their days? And speaks me justified.

CHARLES WESLRY,

156



THE CHRISTIAN—JUSTIFICATION AND ADOPTION.
TRUMAN. C. M. bn. Joser P. HoLBROOK.

(D | T | —
T
._.,A_g__zﬂ

IS e F
= y I~ & =
—g—'ﬁ—g—;‘*a—u—%-rf:——‘—i:? — —q

w. 1 T T T
.v' g
~—
f.
1 —H
== i
E

- 1
R
1 | I" ]
i S~ o
i )

I
il
i
i

44’)
Sﬂi
L-—D
Theth
i

s ol =
— =t F—r—tt

4:26 The voice of Jesus. 4:27 Amazing grace,

1 I HEARD the voice of Jesus say, 1 AMAZING grace! how sweet the sound,
*Come unto me and rest; That saved a wretch like me!

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down I once was lost, but now am found,
Thy head upon my breast!’” Was blind, but now I see.

1 came to Jesus as I was, 'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
‘Weary, and worn, and sad; And grace my fears relieved;

I found ip him a resting-place, How precious did that grace appear
And he hath made me glad. The hour I first believed!

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 2 Through many dangers, toils, and snares,
* Behold, I freely give I have already come;

The living water; thirsty one, 'Tis grace hath brought me safe thus fay
Stoop down, and drink, and live!” And grace will lead me home,

I came to Jesus, and I drank The Lord has promised good to me,
Of that life-giving stream; His word my hope secures;

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, He will my shield and portion be
And now I live in him. As long as life endures. )

8 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 8 Yes, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
“I am this dark world’s Light; And mortal life shall cease,

Look unto me, thy morn shall rise I shall possess, within the veil,
And all thy day be bright!” A life of joy and peace.

J looked to Jesus, and I found The earth shall soon dissolve like snow,
In him my Star, my Sun; ‘The sun forbear to shine;

And in that light of life I'll walk, But God, who called me liere below,
Till all my journey’s done. Will be forever mine.

HORATIUS HONAR. JOHN NEWTON,
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A28  Reconciliation with God.

1 ETERNAL Sun of righteousness,
Display thy beams divine,

And cause the glories of thy face
Upon my heart to shine.

2 Light in thy light O may I see,
Thy grace and merey prove;

Revived, and cheered, and blest by thee,
The God of pardoning love.

8 Lift up thy countenance serene,
And let thy happy child

Behold, without a cloud hetween,
The Godhead reconciled.

4 That all-comprising peace bestow
On me, through grace forgiven;

The joys of holiness below,
And then the joys of heaven.

CHABLES WESLEY,

DOWNS. C.M.

4:29 Delightful assurance.

1 8OVEREIGN of all the worlds on high,
Allow my humble claim;

Nor while, unworthy, I draw nigh,
Disdain a Father’s name.

2 My Father, God! that gracious word
Dispels my guilty fear;

Not all the notes by angels heard
Could so delight my ear.

3 Come, Holy Ghost, thyself impress .
On my expaudm;z heart ;

And show that in the Father’s grace
1 share a filial part.

4 Cheered by that witness from on high,
Unwavering I believe ;

And, ** Abba, Father,”” humbly cry;

Nor can the sign deceive.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE,

LoweLL Mason,

=1,

———i

2

—
4:30 Peace in believing.

1 JESUS, to thee I now can fy,
On whom my help 18 laid:

Oppressed by sing, I lift mine eye,
And see the shadowsrfade,

2 Believing on my Lord, I find
A sure and present aid

On thee alone my constant mind
Be every moment stayed.

158

3 Whate’er in me seems wise, or good,
Or strong, I here disclaim ;

I wash my garments in the blood
Of the atoning Lamb.

4 Jesus, my strength, my life,
On thee will I depend,

Till summoned to the marriage-feast,
‘When faitb in sight shall end.

CHARLES WESLEY.

my rest,
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A31  The went of lite.

1 FOUNTAIN of life, to all below
Let thy salvation roll;

Water, replenish, and o’erflow
Every believing soul.

¢ Into that happy number, Lord,
Us weary sinners take ;

Jesus, fulfill thy gracious word,
For thine own mercy’s sake.

3 Turn back our nature’s rapid tide,
And we shall flow to thee,

While down the stream of time we glide
To our eternity.

4 The well of life to us thou art,
Of joy the swelling flood ;

Wafted by thee, with wmmg heart,
‘We swift return to God.

5 We soon shall reach the boundless sea ;
Into thy fullness fall;
Be lost and swallowed up in thee,

Our God, our all in all.
’ CHARLES WESLEY.

4.32  victorious faith.

1 FATHER of Jesus Christ, my Lord,
My Saviour, and my Head,

I trust in thee, whose powerful word
Hath raised him from the dead.

2 In hope, against all human hope,
Self-desperate, I believe;

Thy quickening word shall raise me up,
Thou wilt thy Spirit give.

8 Faith, mighty faith, the promise sees,
And looks to that alone;

Laughs at imynssibilities,
And cries, *‘It shall be donel”

4 To thee the glory of thy power
And faithfulness I give;

I shall in Christ, at that glad hour,
And Christ in me shall live.

5 Obedient faith, that waits on thee,
Thou never wilt reprove;
But thou wilt form thy Son in me,
And perfect me in love.
CHARLES WESLEY,

4:33 His boundless grace.

1 WHAT shall I do my God to love?
My loving God to praise?
The length and breadth, and height to
prove,
And depth of sovereign grace?

2 Thy sovereign grace to all extends,
Immense and unconfined ;

From age to age it never ends;
It reaches all mankind.

8 Throughout the world its breadth is
known,
Wide as intinity:
So wide it never passed by one,
Or it had passed by me.
4 My trespass was grown up to heaven;
But, far above the skies,
Through Christ abundantly forgiven,
I see thy mercies rise.

5 The depth of all-redeeming love,
‘What angel tongue can tell?

O may I to the utmost prove
The gift unspeakable !

CHARLES WESLEY.
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. 4:34: No more a wandering sheep.

1 I waS a wandering sheep,
I did not love the fold,
I did not love my Shepherd’s voice,
I would not be controlled;
I was a wayward child,
I did not love my home,
I did not love my Father’s voice,
I loved afar to roam.

2 The Shepherd sought his sheep,
The Father sought his child ;

He followed me o’er vale and hill,
Q’er deserts waste and wild:

He found me nigh to death,
Famished, and faint, and lone;

He bound me with the bands of love,
He saved the wandering one.

8 Jesus my Shepherd is;
*Twas he that loved my seul,
*Twas he that washed me in his blood,
'Twas he that made me whole:
*T'was he that sought the lost,
That found the wandering sheep;
vas he that brought me to the fold,
’Tis he that still doth keep.

4 No more a wandering sheep,
I love to be controlled,

I love my tender Shepherd’s voice,
I love the peaceful fold:

160
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No more a wayward child,
I seek no more to roam;
I love my heavenly Father’s voice,
I love, I love his home!
HORATIUS BONAR.

4:35 The revealing Spirit.

1 §pPIRIT of faith, come down,
Reveal the things of God;

And make to us the Godhead known,
And witness with the blood:

'Tis thine the blood to apply,
And give us eyes to see,

That he who did for sinners die,
Hath surely died for me.

2 No man can truly say
That Jesus is the Lord,
Unless thou take the veil away,
And breathe the living word :
Then, only then, we feel
Our interest in his blood ;
And cry, with joy unspeakable,
“Thou art my Lord, my God!”

3 O that the world mlght know
The all-atoning Lamb!

Spirit of faith, descend and show
The virtue of his name:

The grace which all may find,
The saving power, impart ;

And testify to all mankind,
And speak in every heart.

CHARLES WESLEY,
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436 god, my Father.. 4 At cost of all I have,
1 HERE I can firmly rest; At cost of life and limb,
I dare to boast of this, I cling to God who yet shall save;
That God, the highest and the best, I will not turn from him.
My Friend and Father is. 5 His Spirit in me dwells,
2 Naught have I of my own, O’er all my mind he reigns;
Naught in the life I lead; My care and sadness he dispels,
WPat Chri'istr haﬁh given, that alone And soothes away my pains.
dare in faith to plead. 6 He
prospers day by day
8 I rest upon the ground His work within my heart,
Of Jesus and his blood ; Till I have strength and faith to say,
It is through him that I have found “Thou, God, my Father art!”
My soul’s eternal good. PAUL GERHARDT. TR. BY MISS C. WINKWORTH.
BADEA S. M. GERMAN MzropY.
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4.37 Knowledge of forgiveness. 4 Exults our rising soul,
1 How can a sinner know Disburdened of her load,
His sins on earth forgiven? And swells unutterably full
How can m;ir gra,cti)ous Saviour show Of glory and of God.
My name inscribed in heaven? 5 His love. ing f
2 What we have felt.and seen The love g?;plillsgelrlliaﬁr.
With confidence we tell; We find within our hearts, and dare
And publish to the sons of men The pointless darts of death.

The signs infallible.

8 We who in Christ believe 6 Stronger than death or hell

) The sacred power we prove;
That he for us hath died '
‘We all his unknown peace'receive, And, conquerors of the world, we dwell

And feel bis blood applied. v In heaven, who dwell in love. =~
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438 4bba, Father.—Rom. 8: 15, (C. P. M. Tune, Meribah. Page 338.]
1 ARISE, my soul, arises 4:39 The inward witness.
Shake off thy guilty fears; 1 THOU great mysterious God unknown,
The bleeding Sacrifice ‘Whose love hath gently led me on
In my behalf appears: F’en from my infant days;
Before the throne my Surety stands, Mine inmost soul expose to view,
My name is written on his hands. And tell me if I ever knew
Thy justifying grace.
2 He ever lives above,
For me to intercede; 2 If I have only known thy fear,
His all-redeeming love, And followed, with a heart sincere,
His precious blood to plead; Thy drawings from above;
His blood atoned for all our race, Now, now the further grace bestow,
And sprinkles now the throne of grace. And let my sprinkled conscience know

Thy sweet forgiving love.
3 TFive bleeding wounds he bears,
Received on Calvary;
They pour effectual prayers,
They strongly plead for me:
** Forgive him, O forgive,’”” they cry,
‘" Nor let that ransomed sinner die.”

3 Short of thy love I would not stop,
A stranger to the gospel hope,
The sense of sin forgiven;
I would not, Lord, my soul deceive,
Without the inward witness live,
That antepast of heaven,

4 The Father hears him pray, 4 If now the witness were in me,

His dear anointed One: Would he not testify of thee,

He cannot turn away In Jesus reconciled ?

The presence of hig Son: And should I not with faith draw nizh,
His Spirit answers to the blood, And boldly, * Abba, Father,” cry,
And tells me I am born of God. And know myself thy child?

5 My God is reconciled ; 5 Father, in me reveal thy Son,
His pardoning voice I hear: And to my inmost soul make known
He owns me for his child ; How merciful thou art;

I can no longer fear: The secret of thy love reveal,

With confidence I now draw nigh, And by thy hallowing Spirit dwell
Aud, * Father, Abba, Father,” cry. Forever in my heart.
CHARLES WASLKY, CHARLEW WESLEY,
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4:4:0 The indwelling Spirit.

1 ABBA, Father, hear thy child,
Late in Jesus reconciled;

Hear, and all the graces shower,
All the joy, and peace, and power;
All my Saviour asks ahove,

All the life and heaven of love.

2 Lord, I will not let thee go
7ill the blessing thou bestow:

REPOSE. 7, 61

Hear my Advocate divine;
Lo! to his my suit I join;
Joined to his, it cannot fail;
Bless me; for I will prevail.

3 Heavenly Father, Life divine,
Change my nature into thine;

Move, and spread throughout my soul,
Actuate, and fill the whole:

Be it I no longer now

Living in the flesh, but thou.

4 Holy Ghost, no more delay;
Come, and in thy temple stay:
Now thine inward witness bear,
Strong, and permanent, and clear:
Spring of life, thyself impart;
Rise eternal in my heart.

CHARLES WESLEY,

ARR. BY Josepu P. HoLBROOK.
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4:41 Chief of sinners.

1 CHiEF of sinners though I be,
Jesus shed his blood for me;
Died that I might live on high,
Died that I might never die;
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As the branch is to the vine,
I am his and he is mine.

2 O the height of Jesus’ love!
Higher than the heavens above,
Deeper than the depths of sea,
Lasting as eternity;
Love that found me,—wondrous thought }—
Found me when I sought him not!
3 Chief of sinners though I be,
Christ is all in all to me;
All my wants to him are known,
All my sorrows are his own;
Safe with him from earthly strife,
He sustains the hidden life.
MCCOMB.
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1 O HOW happy are they,
Who the Saviour obey,
And have laid up their treasure above!
Tongue can never express
The sweet comfort and peace
Of a soul in its earliest love.

The joys of conversion.

2 That sweet comfort was mine,
When the favor divine

I received through the blood of the Lamb;
When my heart first believed,
What a joy I received,

What a heaven in Jesus’s name !

3 *Twas a heaven below
My Redeemer to know,
And the angels could do nothing more,
Than to fall at his feet,
And the story repeat,
And the Lover of sinners adore.

4 Jesus all the day long
‘Was my joy and my song:

O that all his salvation might seel
‘“He hath loved me,” I cried,
‘“He hath suffered and died,

To redeem even rebels like me."”

5 O the rapturous height
Of that holy delight
Which I felt in the lite—glvlng blood !
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Of my Saviour possessed,
I was perfectly blessed,
As if Glled with the fullness of God.

CHARLKS WESLEY.

{7,6,7. Tune, Amsterdam. Page40L.}
4:4:3 The righteousness of faith.

1 OFT I in my heart have said,—
‘Who shall ascend on high,

Mount to Christ, my glorious Head,
And bring him from the sky?

Borne on contemplation’s wing,
Surely I shall find him there,

‘Where the angels praise their King,
And gain the Morning Star.

2 Oft I in my heart have said,—
‘Who to the deep shall stoop,
Sink with Christ among the dead,
From thence to bring him up?
Could I but my heart prepare,
By unfeigned humility,
Christ would quiekly enter there,
And ever dwell in me.

3 But the righteousness of faith
Hath taught me better things-
“Inward turn thine eyes,” it saith,

While Christ to me it brings:
¢ Christ is ready to impart

Life to all, for life who sigh:
In thy mouth and in thy heart

The word is ever nigh.”
CHARLES WESLEY.
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4.4.4 The new joy. 3 By faith we know thee strong to save;

1 TREMBLING before thine awful throne,
O Lord, in dust my sins I own;

Justice and mercy for my life

Contend; O smile, and heal the strife.

2 The Saviour smiles; upon my soul
New tides of hope tumultuous roll;
His voice proclaims my pardon found,
Seraphic transport wings the sound.

3 Earth has a joy unknown to heaven,
The newborn peace of sins forgiven;
Tears of such pure and deep delight,
Ye angels, never dimmed your sight.

4 Bright heralds of the eternal Will,
Abroad his errands ye fulflll;

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

5 Loud is the song, the heavenly plain
Is shaken with the choral strain; -
And dying echoes, floating far,

Draw music from each ehiming star.

6 But I amid your choirs shall shine,
And all your knowledge shall be mine :
Ye on your harps must lean to hear

A secret chord that mine will bear.

AUGUSTUS L. HILLHOUSE.

AAE  1he reatizing light of faith.
1 AUTHOR of faith, eternal Word,
‘Whose Spirit breathes the active flame,
Faith, like its finisher and Lord,
To-day as yesterday the same;

2 To thee our humble hearts aspire,
And ask the gift unspeakable;
Increase in us the kindled fire,
In us the work of faith fulfill.
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Save us, a present Saviour thou:
Whate'er we hope, by faith we have;
Future and past subsisting now.

4 To him that in thy name believes,
Eternal life with thee is given;
Into himself he all receives,
Pardon, and holiness, and heaven.

5 The things unknown to feeble sense,
Unseen by reason’s glimmering ray,

With strong, commanding evidence,
Their heavenly origin display.

6 Faith lends its realizing light;

The clouds disperse, the shadows fly;
The Invisible appears in sight,

And God is seen by mortal eye.

CHARLES WESLEY.

446

1 WE have no outward righteousness,
No merits or good works to plead;
We only can be saved by grace;
Thy grace, O Lord, is free indeed.

2 Save us by grace, through faith alone,
A faith thou must thyself impart ;

A faith that would by works be shown,
A faith that purifies the heart:

3 A faith that doth the mountains move,
A faith that shows our sins forgiven,
A faith that sweetly works by love,
And ascertains our claim to heaven.

4 This is the faith we humbly seek,
The faith in thy all-cleansing blood,
That blood which doth for sinners speak;
O let it speak us up to God!

CHARLES WEBLRY,

Salvation by grace.
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447 O happy day!

1 0 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 0 happy bond, that seals my vows
To him who merits all my love!

Let cheerful anthems fill his house,
While to that sacred shrine I move.

8 ’Tis done, the great transaction’s done;
1 am my Lord’s, and he is mine;

He drew me, and I followed on,
Charmed to confess the voice divine.

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart;
Fixed on this blissful center, rest;

Nor ever from thy Lord depart,
With him of every good possessed.

5 High Heaven, that heard the solemn vow,

"That vow renewed shall daily hear,
Till in life’s latest hour I bow,
| And bless in death a bond so dear.

FHILIP DODDRIDGE,

:
A48 satvation by faith.

1 INTO thy gracious hands I fall,
And with the arms of faith embrace;
O King of glory, hear my call;
0 raise me, heal me by thy grace.
Now righteous through thy grace I am;
No cordemnation now I dread;
I taste salvation in thy name,
Alive in thee, my living Head.

! | l
2 §till let thy wisdom be my guide,
Nor take thy flight from me away;
Still with me let thy grace abide,
That I from thee may never stray:
Let thy word richly in me dwell,
Thy peace and love my portion be;
My joy to endure and do thy will,
Till perfect I am found in thee.

3 Arm me with thy whole armor, Lord,
Support my weakness with thy might,

Gird on my thigh thy conquering sword,
And shield me in the threatening fight:

From faith to faith, frcm grace to grace,
So in thy strength shall I go on,

Till heaven and earth flee from thy tace,
And glory end what grace begun.

WOLFGANG C, DESSLER, TR.BY 5. WESLEY.

449

1 MY soul, with humble fervor raise
To God the voice of grateful praise,
And all my ransomed powers combine,
To bless his attributes divine.

Forgiving love.

% Deep on my heart let memory trace
His acts of mercy and of grace,

Who, with a Father’s tender care,
Saved me when sinking in despair;

3 Gave my repentant soul to prove
The joy of his forgiving love;
Poured balm into my bleeding breast,
And led my weary feet to rest.

JOHX H. LIVINGSTONE,
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450 1ne highway of holiness. Have seen a glorious gospel-day

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 The way the holy prophets went,
The road that leads from banishment,
The King’s highway of holiness,

I'’ll go, for all his paths are peace.

8 This is the way I long have sought,
And mourned because I found it not;
My grief a burden long has been,
Because I was not saved from sin.

4 The more I strove against its power,
1 felt its weight and guilt the more;
Till late I heard my Saviour say,
“Come hither, soul, I am the way.”

5 Lo! glad I come; and thou, blest Lamb,
Shalt take me to thee, as I am;

Nothing but sin have I to give;

Nothing but love shail I receive.

6 Then will I tell to sinners round,
‘What a dear Saviour I have found;
1’1l point to thy redeeming blood,

And say, *Behold the way to God.”

JOHN CENNICK,

451 His sovereign grace.
1 GLORY to God, whose sovereign grace
Hath animated senseless stones,
Called us to stand before his face,
And raised us into Abrah’m’s sons.

2 The people that in darkness lay,
In sin and error’s deadly shade,
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In Jesus’ lovely face displayed.

8 Thou only, Lord, the work hast done,
And bared thine arm in all our sight;

Hast made the reprobates thine own,
And claimed the outcasts as thy right.

4 Thy single arm, almighty Lord,
To us the great salvation brought;
Thy Word, thy all-creating Word,
That spake at first the world from naught.

5 For this the saints lift up their voice,
And ceaseless praise to thee is given;
For this the hosts above rejoice,
And praise thee in the highest heaven.

CHARLES WESLEY,

4:52 The Lord our righteousness.

1 LET not the wise their wisdom boast,
The mighty glory in their might,

The rich in flattering riches trust,
Which take their everlasting flight.

2 The rush of numerous years bears dov ¥
The most gigantic strength of man;

And where is all his wisdom gone,
When, dust, he turns to dust again?

8 One only gift can justity

The boasting soul that knows his God;
‘When Jesus doth his blood apply,

I glory in his sprinkled blood.

4 The Lord my Righteousness I praise,
I trinmph in the love divine;
The wisdom, wealth, and strength of grace,
In Christ to endless ages mine.
CHARLES WESLEY,
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4:53 His plenteous grace.

1 O WHAT shall I do my Saviour to praise,
So faithful and true, so plenteous in grace,
So strong to deliver, so good to redeem

The weakest believer that hangs upon him!

2 How happy the man whose heart is set free,
The people that can be joyful in thee!

Their joy is to walk in the light of thy face,
And still they are talking of Jesus’s grace:

3 For thou art their boast, their glory, and
power,

And I also trust to see the glad hour,

My soul’s new creation, a life from the dead,

The day of salvation that lifts up my head.

LYONS. 10,11

4 Yor Jesus, my Lord, is now my defense ;

I trust in his word ; none plucks me from
thence;

Since I have found favor, he all things
will do;

My King and my Saviour shall make me
anew.

5 Yes, Lord, I shall see the bliss of thine
Thy secret to me shall soon be made

known;
For sorrow and sadness I joy shall re-

ceive,
And sﬁare in the gladness of all that be-

eve,
CHARLES WESLEY,
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4:54: Accepted in the Beloved.

1 ALL praise to the Lamb! accepted T am,

Through faith in the Saviour’s adorable
name:

In him I confide, his blood is applied ;

For me he hath suffered, for me he hath died.

1C8

2 Not a cloud doth arise, to darken my
skies

Or hide for a moment my Lord from mine
eyes:

In him I am blest, T lean on his breast,

And lo! ip his wounds I continue to rest.
(JAKLHES WESLEY.



THE CI{RISTIAN—CONSECRATION.

ROCKPORT. 7, 8, 8. Isase BaxEr WoopsvRy,
-4 — T T } H i > |
¥ N ] N _{ I —‘__H_.__‘
I%g—_‘, =  am [ i m————— > | E— ——
— - ) . ) y - -
I@Eu_g t i 1 ] t T i i~ 5|
| Sosesiamre .. st t— - . it = |
A\ I I I'd v 1 el

4:5 5 Tears of joy.

1 LorD, and is thine anger gone,
And art thou pacified?
After all that I bave done,
Dost thou no longer chide?
Let thy love my heart constrain,
And all my restless passions sway:
Keep me, lest I turn again
Out of the narrow way.

2 See my utter helplessness,
And leave me not alone;
O preserve in perfect peace,
And seal me for thine own:
More and more thyself reveal,
Thy presence let me always find;
Comfort, and confirm, and heal
My feeble, sin-sick mind.

8 As the apple of thine eye,
Thy weakest servant keep;
Help me at thy feet to lie,
And there forever weep:
Tears of joy mine eyes o’erflow,
That I have any hope of heaven;
Much of love I ought to know,

For I have much forgiven.
CHARLES WESLEY,

456 Nothing but Christ crucified.
1 VAIN, delusive world, adieu,
With all of creature good]
Only Jesus I pursue,
‘Who bought me with his blood :
All thy pleasures I forego
I trample on thy wealth and pride;

169

Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified.

2 Other knowledge I disdain;
’Tis all but vanity:
Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain,
He tasted death for me.
Me to save from endless woe
The sin-atoning Victim died:
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

3 Here will I set up my rest;
My fluctuating heart
From the haven of his breast
Shall never more depart:
‘Whither should a sinner go?
His wounds for me stand open wide;
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

4 Him to knew is life and peace,
And pleasure without end ;
This is all my happiness,
On Jesus to depend ;
Daily in his grace to grow,
And ever in his faith abide;
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

5 O that I could all invite,
This saving truth to prove;

Show the length, the hreadti,h, the height,

And depth of Jesus’ love
Fain I would te sinners show

The blood by faith alone applied;
Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified.

CHARLES WEBLEY,
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4:57 Renouncing all for Christ.
1 CoME, Saviour, Jesus, from above,
Assist me with thy heavenly grace;
Empty my heart of earthly love,
And for thyself prepare the place.

2 O let thy sacred presence fill,
And set my longing spirit free;
Which pants to have no other will,
But night and day to feast on thee.

3 While in this region here below,
No other good will I pursue:

I'll bid this world of noise and show,
‘With all its glittering snares, adieu.

4 That path with humble speed I'll seek,
In which my Saviour’s footsteps shing;
Nor will I hear, nor will I speak,
Of any other love but thine.

5 Henceforth may no profane delight
Divide this consecrated soul;

Possess it thou, who hast the right,
As Lord and Master of the whole.

6 Nothing on earth do I desire,

But thy pure love within my breast;
This, only this, will I require,

And freely give up all the rest.

MAD, A, BOURIGNON. TR. BY J. WESLEY.

458 Personal consecration.
1 Gob of my life, what just return
Can sinful dust and ashes give?
I only live my sin to mourn:
To love my God I only live.

2 To thee, benign and saving Power,
1 consecrate my lengthened days;

»

i \.f T

‘While, marked with blessings, every hour
Shall speak thy co-extended praise.

3 Be all my added life employed
Thine image in my soul to see:

Fill with thyself the mighty void;
Enlarge my heart to compass thee.

4 The blessing of thy love bestow;
For this my cries shall never fail;

Wrestling, I will not let thee go,—
I will not, till my suit prevail.

5 Come, then, my Hope, my Life, my
Lord

And fix fn me thy lasting home;
Be mindful of thy gracious word,—
Thou, with thy promised Father, come.

CHARLES WESLEY.

459 Living to God.

1 0 THOU, who hast at thy command
The hearts of all men in thy hand,
Our wayward, erring hearts incline
To have no other will but thine.

2 Our wishes, our desires, control;
Mold every purpose of the soul;

O’er all may we victorious prove
That stands between us and thy love.

3 Thrice blest will all our blessings be,
‘When we can look through them to thee;
‘When each glad heart its tribute pays

Of love, and gratitude, and praise.

4 And while we to thy glory live,

May we to thee all glory give,

Until the final summons come,

That calls thy willing servants home.
MRS, M. J. COTTERILL.
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4:60 The vow sealed at the cross.

1 Lorp, I am thine, entirely thine,
Purchased and saved by blood divine;
With full consent thine I would be,
And own thy sovereign right in me.

2 Grant one poor sinner more a place
Among the children of thy grace;

A wretched sinner, lost to God,

But ransomed by Immanuel’s blood.

3 Thine would I live, thine would I die,
Be thine through all eternity ;

The vow is past beyond repeal,

And now I set the solemn seal.

4 Here, at that cross where flows the blood
That bought my guilty soul for God,
Thee, my new Master, now I call,

And consecrate to thee my all.

5 Do thou assist a feeble worm
‘The great engagement to perform;
Thy grace can full assistance lend,
And on that grace I dare depend.

BAMUEL DAVIES,

4:61 Thirsting for perfect love.

1 I THIRST, thou wounded Lamb of God,
To wash me in thy cleansing blood ;

To dwell within thy wounds; then pain
Is sweet, and life or death is gain.

2 Take my poor heart, and let it be
Forever closed to all but thee:

Seal thou my breast, and let me wear
That pledge of love forever there.

12

3 How blest are they who still abide
Close sheltered in thy bleeding side!
Who thenece their life and strength derive,
And by thee move, and in thee live.

4 What are our works but sin and death,
Till thou thy quickening Spirit breathe ?
Thou giv’st the power thy grace to move;
O wondrous grace! O boundless love |

5 How can it be, thou heavenly King,
That thou shouldst us to glory bring?
Make slaves the partners of thy throne,
Decked with a never-fading crown?

6 Hence our hearts melt, our eyes o’erflow,
Our words are lost, nor will we know,
Nor will we think of aught beside,
*My Lord, my Love is crucified.”
NICOLAUS L. ZINZENDORF,
TR. BY J, WEALEY,

4:62 The Lord 18 my portion.—Lam. 2: ¢4,

1 O LOVE, thy sovereign aid impart,
And guard the gift thyself hast given.
My portion thou, my treasure art,
My life, and happiness, and heaven.

2 Would aught on earth my wishes share ?
Though dear as life the idol be,

The idol from my breast 1'd tear,
Resolved to seek my all in thee.

3 Whate'er I fondly counted mine,
To thee, my Lord, I here restore;
Gladly I all for thee resign;
Give me thyself, I ask no more.
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CHARLES WESLEY,
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4: 6 3 Perfect peace.

1 PRINCE of peace, control my will;
Bid this struggling heart be still;
Bid my fears and doubtings cease,
Hush my spirit into peace.

2 Thou hast bought me with thy blood,
Opened wide the gate to God:

Peace I ask—but peace must be,

Lord, in being one with thee.

3 May thy will, not mine, be done;
May thy will and mine be one:

Chase these doubtings from my heart;
Now thy perfect peace impart.

FISK. 7.

= e

4 Saviour, at thy feet I fall;
Thou my Life, my God, my Alll
Let thy happy servant be

One for evermore with thee!

MARY A. 5. BARBRB
4:64: The mind of Jesus.
1 FATHER of eternal grace,
Glorify thyself in me;
Sweetly beaming in my face
May the world thine image see.

i 2 Happy only in thy love,
Poor, unfriended, or unknown:
Fix my thoughts on things above,
Stay my heart on thee alone.

3 To thy gracious will resigned,
All thy will by me be done;
Give me, Lord, the perfect mind

Of thy well-belovéd Son.

4 Counting gain and glory loss,
May I tread the path he trod;
Die with Jesus on the cross,
Rise with him to live with God.

JAMES MONTGOMERY,
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4:65 Thine forever.

1 THINE forever |—God of love,

Hear us from thy throne above;
- Thine forever may we be,

Here and in eternity.

2 Thine forever ]—Lord of life,
Shield us through our earthly strife;
Thou, the Life, the Truth, the Way,
Guide us to the realms of day.

3 Thine forever !—Saviour, keep
These thy frail and trembling sheep;
Safe alone beneath thy care,

Let us all thy goodness share.

4 Thine forever !—thou our Guide,
All our wants by thee supplied,
All our sins by thee forgiven,
Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven.
MES, MARY F. MAUDE.
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466 The solemn vorw.

1 WITNESS, ye men and angels, now,
Before the Lord we speal ;

To him we make our soleinn vow,
A vow we dare not break:

2 That long as life itself shall last,
Ourselves to Christ we yield;

Nor from his cause will we depart,
Or ever quit the fleld.

8 We trust not in our native strength,
But on his grace rely,

That, with refurning wants, the Lord
'Will all our need supply.

4 Lord, guide our doubtful feet aright,
And keep us in thy ways;

And, while we turn our vows to prayers,

Turn thou our prayers to praise.
BENJAMIN BEKDDOME,

4:67 Iwill take the cup of salvation.
Psa, 116 : 13,

1 WHAT shall I render to my God
For all his mercy’s store?

I'll take the gifts he hath bestowed,
And humbly ask for more.

2 My vows I will to his great name
Before his people pay,

And all T have, and all I am,
Upon his altar lay.

8 Thy lawful servant, Lord, I owe
To thee whate’er is mine,

Born in thy family below,
And by redemption thine.

4 The God of all-redeeming grace
My God I will proclaim,

Offer the sacriflce of praise,
And call upon his name.

5 Praise him, ye saints, the God of love,
‘Who hath 1y sins forgiven,

Till, gathered to the Church above,
‘We sing the songs of heaven.

BAMUEL WESLEY,
468 Accept my heart.

1 MY God, accept my heart this day,
And make it always thine;

That I from thee no more may stray,
No more from thee decline.

2 Before the cross of him who died,
Behold, I prostrate fall;

Let every sin be crucifled,
Let Christ be all in all.

3 Let every thought, and work, and word,
To thee be ever given;

Then life shall be thy servloe, Lord,
And death the gate of heaven!

MATTHEW BRIDGES,

4:69 Soul and body dedicated to the Lord.

1 LET Him to whom we now belong,
His sovereign right assert;

And take up every thankful song,
And every loving heart.

2 He justly claims us for his own,
‘Who bought us with a price:

The Christian lives to Christ alone;
To Christ alone he dies.

3 Jesus, thine own at last receive;
Fulfill our hearts’ desire;

And let us to thy glory live,
And in thy cause expire.

4 Qur souls and bodies we resign;
With joy we render thee

Our all,—no longer ours, but thine

To all eternity.
CHARLES WESLXY,

113



THE CHRISTIAN—CONSECRATION.

DURBIN. 7, 61

Rzv. W. D, MACLAGAN,
] ]

e -
===S8ss

o

1 1) i 1—FT A 7‘_1_1 _] 3
oy — —— [ ———— — e —
> -gﬁi.!_r':g;ts::; H—g=—g-8-g—g=

_S_!v_ﬂ

. ® e [aﬁg =

i

:::n

|

2.
SEE=—E=—SsaEe =

I H
I

1B

{0 g —i— ! 1 Hj} - = )
i :3—-17 g | o —— —=— — &g ——— :—4_
ﬁ__él rzAH e — s c;_n:_d.ﬂ*j:lr::_’:ﬂl B —

N = _ .- -
e e S e e e e
)y ) s . —

I 1) n Iri

b—‘.—_—f_- | it T
\ (I [

-0t 1

| I R LI B

lﬁiﬁ%ﬁ;ﬁ:’ﬂ;:

==

All my actions sanctify,

All my words and thoughts receive;
Claim me for thy serviee, claim
All I have, and all I am.

3 Take my soul and body's powers:
Take my memory, mind, and will;

4:70 Entire consecration.
1 FATHER, Son, and Holy Ghost,

One in Three, and Three in One,
As by the celestial host,

Let thy will on earth be done;
Praise by all to thee be given,
Glorious Lord of earth and heaven.
2 If so poor a worm as I

May to thy great glory live,

L%f*‘:?:‘ﬁﬂ—m

All my goods, and all my hours;
All I know, and all I feel:

All 1 think, or speak, or do;

Take my heart, but make it new.

4 Now, O God, thine own I am,
Now I give thee back thine own:
Freedom, friends, and health, and fame,
Consecrate to thee alone:
Thine I live, thrice happy I:
Happier still if thine I die.

CHARLES WESLEY.

SAXBY. I. M. Rev. T. R. MATTHEWS.
o [T O N P
4 T T T T T i ‘H‘ R P S s
b 5 N i o F—H ] " 1 ¥ Ot et
l?’ U‘%_ _.‘ig_lji‘é“g‘ié_ﬂ; @ ’igj_[g_'l g, O o S -
os — & —® = ] o> o-0 o &
h—a— Al_lit:“E L= }, R |t e i |
IQE b4 }F - Eﬁ t e i e e e e
\ I EL N
—"‘7, ! p— 3 0 for a faith like his, that we
P~y The bright example may pursue!
ag i May gladly give up all to thee.
To whom our more than all is due.
= ] X! 4 Is there a thing than life more dear?
:{:_:_ A thing from whicn we cannot part?

4:71 The trial of Abraham.
; 1 ABRAHAM, when severely tried,
His faith by his obedience showed;
He with the harsh command eomphed.
And gave his Isaac back to God.

2 His son the father offered up,—
Son of his age, his only son;
Object of all his joy and hope,
And less beloyed than God alone.

We can; we now rejoice to tear
The idol from our bleeding heart.

5 Jesus, accept our sacrifice:

All things for thee we count but loss;
Lo! at thy word our idol dies,—

Dies on the altar of thy cross.

6 For what to thee, O Lord, we give,
A hundred-fold we here obtain;
And soon with thee shall all receivey

And loss shall be eternal gain.
CHARLES WESLRY,
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i P To thee my every breath
472 Dedication to God. ’ In thanks and praises give:
1 My soul and all its powers Whate'er I have, whate'er I am,
Thine, wholly thine, shall be; Shall magnify my Maker’s name.
All, all my happy hours 3 1 wait thy will to do,
consecrate to thee: As angels do in heaven;
Me to thine image now restore, In Christ e W,
And I shall praise thee evermore. nM 05’32 r: c%%%l?rfogév en;
2 Long as I live beneath, I wait thy perfect will to prove,
To thee O let me live; All sanctified by spotless love.
CHARLES WESLEY.
MARSHALL. S. M. Rev. GEORGE JARvVIS GEER.
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473 Self-consecration.

2 Thy ransomed servant, I

1 LoRp, in the strength of grace, Restore to thee thine own;

With a glad heart and free, And from this moment live or die
Myself, my residue of days, To serve my God alone.

I consecrate to thee. CHARLES WEELEY.
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4:74: A living sacrifice.
1 O Gop, what offering shall I give
To thee, the Lord of earth and skies?
My spirit, soul, and flesh receive,
A holy, living sacrifice:
Small as it is, ‘tis all my store ;
More shouldst thou have, if I had more.

2 Now then, my God, thou hast my soul:
No longer mine, but thine I am:

Guard thou thine own, possess it whole;
Cheer it with hope, with love inflame.

Thou hast my spirit ; there display

Thy glory to the perfect day.

3 Thou hast my flesh, thy hallowed shrine,
Devoted solely to thy will:
Here let thy light forever shine:
This house still let thy presence fill:
0 Source of life! live, dwell, and move
In me, till all my life be love.

JOACHIM LANGE. TR, BY J, WESLEY.

4:75 The single eye.

1 BEHOLD the servant of the Lord!
I wait thy guiding hand to feel;

To hear and keep thy every word,
To prove and do thy perfect will:

Joyful from my own works to cease,

Glad to fulfill all righteousness.

2 My every weak, though good design,
QO’errule or change, as seems thee meet;
Jesus, let all my work be thine!
Thy work, O Lord, is all complete,
And pleasing in thy Father’s sight;
Thou only hast done all things right.

3 Here, then, to thee thine own I leave;
Mold as thou wilt thy passive clay;
But let me all thy stamp receive,
But let me all thy words obey;
Serve with a single heart and eye,
And to thy glory live and die.

CHARLES WESLEY.

4:76 The prize of our high calling.
1 JESUS, thy boundless love to me
No thought can reach, no tongue de-
clare ;
O knit my thankful heart to thee,
And reign without a rival there:
Thine wholly, thine alone, I am;
Be thou alone my constant flame.

2 O grant that nothing in my soul

May dwell, but thy pure love alone:
O may thy love possess me whole,

My joy, my treasure, and my crown:
Strange flames far from my heart remove;
My every act, word, thought, be love.

3 Unwearied may I this pursue;
Dauntless to the high prize aspire;
Hourly within my soul renew
This holy flame, this heavenly fire:
And day and night, be all my care
To guard the sacred treasure there.

4 In suffering be thy love my peacc;
In weakness be thy love my power;
And when the storms of life shall cease,
Jesus, in that important hour,
In death as life be thou my guide,

~ And save me, who for me hast died.
176
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4:77 Christ in you, the hope of glory.
1 THOU hidden love of God, whose height.
‘Whose depth unfathomed, no man knows
I see from far thy beauteous light,
Inly I sigh for thy repose:
My heart is pained, nor can it be
At rest, till it finds rest in thee.

2 Is there a thing beneath the sun,

That strives with thee my heart to share ?
Ah, tear it thence, and reign alone,

The Lord of every motion there;
Then shall my heart from earth be free,
‘When it hath found repose in thee.

3 O hide this self from me, that I

No more, but Christ in me, may live;
My vile affections crucify,

Nor let one darling lust survivel
In all things nothing may I see,
Nothing desire or seek, but thee.

4 0 Love. thy sovereign aid impart,
To save me from low-thoughted care;
Chase this self-will through all my heart,
Through all its latent mazes there,
Make me thy duteous child, that I
Ceaseless may, ** Abba, Father,” cry.

5 Each moment draw from earth away
My heart, that lowly waits thy call;
Speak to my inmost soul, and say,
“I am thy Love, thy (xod thy All!™”
To feel thy power, to hear thy voice,
To taste thy love, be all my choice.
GERHARD TERSTEEGEN. TR. BY J, WESLEY,

i

4:78 Pressing toward the mark.

1 I THANK thee, uncreated Sun,
That thy bright beams on me have shined ;

I thank thee, who hast overthrown

My foes, and healed my wounded mind;
I thank thee, whose enlivening voice
Bids my freed heart in thee rejoice.

2 Uphold me in the doubtful race,
Nor suffer me again to stray;
Strengthen my feet, with steady pace
Still to press forward in thy way;
My soul and flesh, O Lord of might,
Fill, satiate, with thy heavenly light.

3 Give to mine eyes refreshing tears;
Give to my heart chaste, hallowed fires;
Give to my soul, with fllial fears,
The love that all heaven’s host inspires;
That all my powers, with all their might.
In thy sole glory may unite.

4 Thee will I love, my joy, my crown;
Thee will I love, my Lord, my God;
Thee will 1 love, beneath thy frown
Or smile, thy scepter or thy rod.
‘What though my flesh and heart decay?
Thee shall I love in endless day!
JOHANN A. SCHEFFLER. TR, BY J. WESLEY,

4:79 His blood cleanseth from all sin.

1 PRISONERS of hope, lift up your heads, °
The day of liberty draws near!
Jesus, who on the serpent treads,
Shall soon in your behalf appear:
The Lord will to his temple come ;
Prepare your hearts to make him room.

2 Ye all shall find, whom in his word
Himself hath caused to put your trust,
The Father of our dying Lord
Is ever to his promise just;
Faithful, if we our sins confess,
To cleanse from all unrighteousness.

3 O ye of fearful hearts, be strong!
Your downcast eyes and hands lift up!
Ye shall not be forgotten long;
Hope to the end, in Jesus hope!
Tell him ye wait his grace to prove;
And cannot fail, if God is love.

177
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4—80 The sealing and sanctifying Spirit. 481 Crucified with Christ.

1 FATHER of everlasting grace,

Thy goodness and thy truth we praise,
Thy goodness and thy truth we prove;

Thou hast, in honor of thy Son,

The gift unspeakable sent down, —
Spirit of life, and power, and love,

2 Send us the Spirit of thy Son,
To make the depths of Godhead known,
To make us share the life divine:
Send him the sprinkled blood to apply;
gend him our souls to sanctify,
And show and seal us ever thine.

3 So shall we pray, and never cease ;
So shall we thankfully confess

Thy wisdom, truth, and power, and love;

With joy unspeakable adore,
And bless and praise thee evermore,
And serve thee as thy hosts above :

4 Till, added to that heavenly choir,
We raise our songs of trinmph higher,
And praise thee in a bolder strain;
Outspar the first-born seraph’s flight,
And sing, with all the saints in light,

Thy everlasting love to man.

CHARLES WESLEY,

1 CoME, Holy Ghost, all-quickening fire,
My consecrated heart inspire,

Sprinkled with the atoning blood :
8till to my soul thyself reveal :
Thy mighty working may I feel,

And know that I am one with God.

2 Humble, and teachable, and mild,
O may I, as a little child,

My lowly Master’s steps pursue!
Be anger to my soul unknown ;
Hate, envy, jealousy, be gone;

In love create thou all things new.

8 Let earth no more my heart divide;
With Christ may I be crucified;

To thee with my whole heart aspires
Dead to the world and all its toys,
Its idle pomp, and fading joys,

Be thou alone my one desire.

4 My will be swallowed up in thee;
Light in thy iight still may I see,
Beholding thee with open face;
Called the full power of faith to prove,
Let all my hallowed heart be love,
And all my spotless life be praise.

CHARLES WEBADTY.
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482 The taw of tore. 3 1 1ft mine eyes to thee,
1 THE thing my God doth hate Thou gracious, bleeding Lamb,
That I no more may do, That I may now enlightened be,
Thy creature, Lord, again create, And never put to shame.
And all my soul renew : 4 Never will I remove
2 My soul shall then, like thine, i Out of thy hands my cause;
Abhor the thing unclean, | But rest in thy redeeming love,
And, sanctified by love divine, And hang upon thy cross.
Forever cease from gin. 5 0 make me all like thee,
3 That blessed law of thine, Before I hence remove;
Jesus, to me impart; Settle, confirm, and ’stablish me,
‘The Spirit’s law of life divine, And build me up in love.

O write it on my heart!

4 Implant it deep within, 6 Let me thy witness live,

When sin is all destroyed;

Whence it may ne’er remove
The law of liberty from sin, And then my spotless sou) receivey
The perfect law of love. CHARLES WESLEY.
5 Thy nature be my law,
Thy spotless sanctity ; A8A. cnristtan aspiration.

And sweetly every moment draw

My happy soul to thee. 1 Gob of almighty love,

By whose sufficient grace

6 Soul of my soul, remain! 1 lift my heart to things above,
Who didst for all fulfill, And humbly seek thy face;

In me, O Lord, fulfill again
Thy heavenly Father’s will. 2 Through Jesus Christ the Just,

CHARLES WESLEY. My faint desires receive,
And let me in thy goodness trust,
483 The Guide and Counselor. And to thy glory live.

1 JEsus, my Truth, my Way, 8 Whate’er I say or do,
My sure, unerring Light, Thy glory be my aim;

On thee my feeble steps I stay, My offerings all be offered through
Which thou wilt guide aright. The ever-blessed name.

2 My Wisdom and my Guide, 4 Jesus, my single eye
My Counselor thou art: Be fixed on thee alone:

O never let me leave thy side, Thy name be praised on earth, on high;
Or from thy paths depart. Thy will by all be done.

CHARLES WESLEY.
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4:85 Loyalty to Christ.

1 KiNg of kings, and wilt thou deign
O’er this wayward heart to reign?
Henceforth take it for thy throne,
Rule here, Lord, and rule alone.

2 Then, like heaven's angelic bands,
‘Waiting for thine high commands,
All my powers shall wait on thee,
Captive, yet divinely free.

8 At thy word my will shall bow,
Judgment, reason, bending low;
Hope, desire, and every thought,
Into glad obedience brought.

4 Zeal shall haste on eager wing,
Hourly some new gift to bring;
Wisdom, humbly casting down
At thy feet her golden crown.

5 Tuned by thee in sweet accord,
All shall sing their gracious Lord;
Love, the leader of the choir,

Breathing round her seraph fire.
WILLLIAM A, MUHLENBERG.

4:86 Cut short the work in righteousness.
1 SAVIOUR of the sin-sick soul,

Give me faith to make me whole;
Finish thy great work of grace;

Cut it short in righteousness.

2 Speak the second time, **Be clean!”
Take away my inbred sin;

Every stumbling-block remove;

Cast it out by perfect love.

8 Nothing less will I require;

Nothing more can I desire:

None but Christ to me be given;
None but Christ in earth or heaven.

4 0O that I might now decrease!
O that all I amm might ceasel
Let me into nothing fall;

Let my Lord be all in all!

CHARLES WESLEY,

4:87 Christ comforting mourners,
1 GRACIOUS soul, to whom are given
Holy hungerings after heaven,
Restless breathings, earnest moans,
Deep, unutterable groans,

Agonies of strong desire,

Love’s suppressed, unconscious fire;

2 Turn again to God,thy rest,
Jesus hath pronounced thee blest:
Hunbly to thy Jesus turn,
Comf{orter of all that mourn:
Happy mourner, hear, and see,
Claim the promise made to thee.

3 Gently will he lead the weak,
Bruiséd reeds he ne’er will break;
Touched with sympathizing care,
Thee he in his arnis shall bear,
Bless with late but lasting peace,
Fill with all his righteousness.

4 Lift to him thy weeping eye,
Heaven behind the cloud desery:

If with Christ thou suffer here,

‘When his glory shall appear,

Christ his suffering son shall own;
Thine the cross, and thine the crown.

CHARLES WESLEY.
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4: 88 Ineffable love.

1 JEsus, full of love divine,

I am thine and thou art mine;

Let me live and die to prove

Thine unutterable love.

More and more of love I claim,
Glowing still with quenchless flame;
All my heart to thee aspires,

Yearns with infinite desires.

2 Every thought, design, and word,
Burns with love to thee, my Lord;
Body, soul, and spirit joined,

All in love to thee combined.

Ever since I saw thy face,

Proved thy plenitude of grace,
Chose thee as the better part—
Love has fllled and fired my heart.

3 Jesus, Saviour, thou art mine;
Jesus, all I have is thine;
Never shall the altar-fire,
Kindled on my heart, expire.
Love my darkness shall illume,
Love shall all my sins consume:
Sweetly then I die to preve

An eternity of love!
BENJAMIN GOUGH,

181

4:89 For reviving grace.

1 LiGHT of life, seraphic fire,
Love divine, thyself impart:
Every fainting soul inspire,
Shine in every drooping heart;
Every mournful sinner cheer,
Scatter all our guilty gloom;
Son of God, appear, appear!
To thy human temples come.

2 Come in this accepted hour;
Bring thy heavenly kingdom in;
Fill us with thy glorious power,
Rooting out the seeds of sin:
Nothing more can we require,
We will covet nothing less;
Be thou all our heart’s desire,
All our joy, and all our peace.

CHARLES WESLEY.

4:90 Panting for purity.

1 HoLYy Lamb, who thee receive,
‘Who in thee begin to live,

Day and night they cry to thee,
‘* As thou art, so let us be!’

2 Jesus, see my panting breast;
See, I pant in thee to rest;
Gladly would I now be clean;
Cleanse me now from every sin.
3 Fix, O ix my wavering mind ;
To thy cross my spirit bind :
Earthly passions far remove;
Swallow up my soul in love.

4 Dust and ashes though we be,
Full of sin and misery,

Thine we are, thou Son of God;
Take the purchase of thy blood 1

MRS, ANNA S, DOBER. TR, BY J. WESLEY.
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AO91  The new ereation. Changed from glory into glory,
1 LovE divine, all love excelling, ‘Till in heaven we take our place,
Joy of heaven, to earth come down! Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Fix in us thy bumble dwelling; Lost in wonder, love, and praise.
All thy faithful mercies crown. CHARLES WESLEY,
Jesus, thou art all compassion,
Pure unbounded love thou art; A9 The one thing needsul.

Visit us with thy salvation;

Enter every trembling heart. 1 WELL for him who all things losing,

E’en himself doth count as naught,

2 Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit Still the one thing needful choosing,
Into every troubled breast! That with all true bliss is fraught}
Let us all in thee inherit, X
Let us find that second rest. 2 Well for him who nothing knoweth
Take away our bent to sinning; But his God, whose boundless love
Alpha and Omega be; Makes the heart wherein it gloweth
End of faith, as its beginning, Calm and pure as saints above |
Set our hearts at liberty. 3 Well for him who all forsaking,
3 Come, almighty to deliver, Walketh not in shadows vain,
Let us all thy life receive; But the path of peace is taking
Suddenrly return, and never, Through this vale of tears and pain}
Never more thy temples leave:
Thee we wculd be always blessing, 4 O that we our hearts might sever
Serve thee as thy hosts above, From earth’s tempting vanitles,
Pray, and praise thee without ceasing, Fixing them on him forever
Glory in thy perfect love. In whom all our fullness lies!
4 Finish then thy new creation; 5 Thou, abyss of love and goodness,
Pure and spotless let us be; Draw us by thy cross to thee,
Let us see thy great salvation, That our senses, soul, and spirit,
Perfectly restored in thee: Ever one with Christ may be!

GOTTFRIED ARNOLD. TR. BY MISS C. WINKWORTR.
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493 Rejoicing in hope. [7,6,8. Tune, Penitence. Page 204.]
@o g T 4:94: Speak the word.
1 YE ransomed sinners, hear,
The prisoners of the Lord; 1 EVER falntlng with deslrg.,
And wait till Christ appear, For thee, O Christ, I call;
According to his word: Thee I restlessly require;
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me, I want my God, my all.
We shall from all our sins be free. Jesus, dear redeeming Lord,

I wait thy coming from above;
Help me, Saviour, speak the word,

2 In God we put our trust; And perfect me in love.

If we our sins confess,

Faithful is he and just, 2 Thou my life, my treasure be,
From all unrighteousness My portion here below;
To cleanse us all, both you and me: Nothing would I seek but thee,
‘We shall from all our sins be free. Thee only would I know;
My exceeding great reward,
8 Who Jesus’ sufferings share, My heaven on earth, my heaven above:
My fellow-prisoners now, Help me, Saviour, speak the word,
Ye soon the crown shall wear And perfect me in love.
On your triumphant brow: 3 Grant me now the bliss to feel
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me, Of those that are in thee:
‘We shall from all our sins be free. Son of God, thyself reveal;
. Engrave thy name on me.
4 The word of God is sure, As in heaven, be here adored,
_And never can remove; And let Ine now the promise prove;
We shall in heart be pure, Help me, Saviour, speak the word,
And perfected in love: And perfect me in love.
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me, CHARLES WESLEY,
‘We shall from all our sins be free.
Dozxology.
5 Then let us gladly bring To God the Father’s throne
Our sacrifice of praise: Your highest honors raise;
Let us give thanks and sing, Glory to God the Son,

And glory in his grace: To God the Spirit, praise:
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me, With all our powers, eternal King,
‘We shall from all our sins be free. Thy everlasting praise we sing.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1SAAC WAITS, ALT.
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4:9{) The yoke easy and the burden light.

1 O THAT my load of sin were gone!
O that I could at last submit

At Jesus’ feet to lay it down—
To lay my soul at Jesus’ feet!]

2 Rest for my soul I long to find:
Saviour of all, if mine thou art,

Give me thy meek and lowly mind,
And stamp thine image on my heart.

3 Break off the yoke of inbred sin,
And fully set my spirit free;

1 cannot rest till pure within,
Till I am wholly lost in thee.

4 Fain would I learn of thee, my God,
Thy light and easy burden prove,

The cross all stained with hallowed blood,
The labor of thy dying love.

5 I would, but thou must give the power;
My heart from every sin release;

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour,
And fill me with thy perfect peace.

CHARLES WESLEY.

4:96 Following the Saviour. -

1 0 THou, to whose all-searching sight
The darkness shineth as the light,
Search, prove my heart, it pants for thee;
O burst these bonds, and set it free.

2 Wash out its stains, refine its dross,
Nail my affections to the cross;
Hallow each thought; let all within
Be clean, as thou, my Lord, art clean.

3 If in this darksome wild I stray,
Be thou my light, be thou my way:

(
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No foes, no violence I fear,
No fraud, while thou, my God, art near.

4 When rising floods my soul o’erflow,
When sinks my heart in waves of woe,
Jesus, thy timely aid impart,

And raise my head, and cheer my heart.

5 Saviour, where’er thy steps I see,
Dauntless, untired, I follow thee;
O let thy hand support me still,
And lead me to thy holy hill.

6 If rough and thorny be the way,
My strength proportion to my day;
Till. toil, and grief, and pain shall cease,

Where all is calm, and joy, and peace.
GERHARD TERSTEEGEN. TR, BY J. WESLE¥,

4:97 For constant devotedness,

1 LorD, fill me with a humble fear;
My utter helplessness reveal ;

Satan and sin are always near,
Thee may I always nearer feel.

2 O that to thee my constant mind
Might with an even flame aspire,

Pride in its earliest motions find,
And mark the risings of desirel

3 O that my tender soul might fly
The first abhorred approach of ill,
Quick as the apple of an eye,
The slightest touch of sin to feel!

4 Till thou anew my soul create,

Still may I strive, and watch, and pray;
Humbly and confidently wait,

And long to see the perfect day.

CHARLE® WESLEY,
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4:98 The throne of grace.

1 BEHOLD the throne of grace;
The promise calls us near;

There Jesus shows a smiling face,
And waits to answer prayer.

2 My soul, ask what thou wilt,
Thou canst not be too bold;

Since his own blood for thee he spilt,
What else can he withhold?

3 Thine image, Lord, bestow,
Thy presence and thy love,

That we may serve thee here below,
And reign with thee above.

4 Teach us to live by faith,
Conform our wills to thine;

Let us victorious be in death,

And then in glory shine.
JOHN NEWTON,

4:9 9 Living temples.

1 AND will the mighty God,
‘Whom heaven cannot contain,

Make me bis temple and abode,
And in me live and reign?

2 Come, Spirit of the Lord,
Teacher and heavenly Guide!
Be it according to thy word,
And in my heart reside.
3 O Holy, Holy Ghost!
Pervade this soul of mine:
In me renew thy Pentecost,
Reveal thy power divine !

4 Make it my highest bliss
Thy blessed fruits to know;

Thy joy, and peace, and gentleness,
Goodness and faith to shaw,

¥
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5 Be it my greatest fear
Thy holiness to grieve;
Walk in the Spirit even here,
And in the Spirit live.
GECRGE RAWSQN,

500 Thine, living or dying.
1 JESTS, I live to thee,
The loveliest and best;
My life in thee, thy life in me,
In thy blest love I rest.
2 Jesus, I die to thee,
Whenever death shall come;
To die in thee is life to me,
In my eternal home.
3 Whether to live or die,
I know not which is best;
To live in thee is bliss to mq
To die is endless rest.
4 Living or dying, Lord,
I ask but to be thine;
My life in thee, thy life in me,
Makes heaven forever mine.
HENRY HARBAUGE.

501 rurity of heart.

1 BLEST are the pure in heart,
For they shall see our God;

The secret of the Lord is theirs;
Their soul is his abode.

2 Still to the lowly soul
He doth himself impart,

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

8 Lord, we thy presence seek,
May ours this blessing be;
O give the pure and lowly heart,—
A temple meet for thee.
JOHN KEBLE,
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1 O COME, and dwell in me,
Spirit of power within,

And bring the glorious libert¥
From sorrow, fear, and sin!

2 The seed of sin’s disease,
Spirit of health, remove,

Spirit of finished holiness,
Spirit of perfect love.

3 Hasten the joyful day
‘Which shall my sins consume;
‘When old things shall be done away,
And all things new become.

4 T want the witness, Lord,
That all I do is right,

According to thy will and word,
Well pleasing in thy sight.

5 I ask no higher state;
Indulge me but in this,
And soon or later then translate
To my eternal bliss.
CHARLES WESLEY.

503 Waiting at the cross.

1 FATHER, I dare believe
Thee merciful and true:

Thou wilt my guilty soul forgive,
My fallen soul renew.

2 Come, then, for Jesus’ sake,
And bid my heart be clean;
An end of all my troubles make,

An end of all my sin.
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502  clorious liverty. | 31 cannot wash my heart,

But by believing thee,
And waiting for thy blood to impart
The spotless purity.

4 While at thy cross I lie,
Jesus, the grace bestow ;
Now thy all-cleansing blood apply,
And I am white as snow.
CHARLES WEBLEKY,

5 O 4: Charity supreme.

1 Habp I the gift of tongues,
Great God, without thy grace,

My loudest words, my loftiest songs,
Would be but sounding brass.

2 Though thou shouldst give me skill
Each mystery to explain,

Without a heart to do thy will,
My knowledge would be vain,

3 Had T such faith in God
As mountains to remove,

No faith could work effectual good,
That did not work by love.

4 Grant, then, this one request,
‘Whatever be denied,—
That love divine may rule my breast,
And all my actions guide.
SAMUEL STENNETT, ALT.

Doxology.
To God, the Father, Son,
And Spirit, One in Three,
Be glory, as it was, is row,
And shall forever be.

JOHN WERLEY,
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FIRST PART. = SECOND PART,
5085  For entire consecration. 506 ror Dverfect submission.
1 JESUS, my strength, my hope, 1 I WANT a heart to pray,
On thee I cast my care; To pray, and never cease;
‘With humble confldence look up, Never to murmur at thy stay,
And know thou hear’st my prayer. Or wish my sufferings less.
Give me on thee to wait, This blessing, above all,
Till I can all things do; Always to pray, I want;
On thee, almighty to create, Out of the deep on thee to call,
Almighty to renew. And never, never faint.
2 I want a sober mind, 2 I want a true regard,
A self-renouncing will, A single, steady aim,
That tramples down, and casts behind, Unmoved by threatening or reward,
The baits of pleasing ill: To thee and thy great name;
A soul inured to pain, A jealous, just concern
To hardship, grief, and loss ; For thine immortal praise;
Bold to take up, firm to sustain, A pure desire that all may learn
The consecrated cross. And glorify thy grace.
3 I want a godly fear, 3 I rest upon thy word;
A quick discerning eye, The promise is for me;
That looks to thee when sin is pear, My succor and salvation, Lord,
And sees the tempter fly: Shall surely come from thee:
A spirit still prepared, But let me still abide,
And armed with jealous care; Nor from my hope remove,
Forever standing on its guard, Till thou my patient spirit guide
And watching unto prayer. Into thy perfect love.

13 CHARLES WESLEY, CHARLES WEBLEY,
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507 Walk in the light. The sole return thy love requires,

1 WALK in the light! so shalt thou know
That fellowship of love,

Hiy Spirit only can bestow
Who reigns in light above.

2 Walk in the light! and thou shalt find
Thy heart made truly his,

Who dwells in cloudless hght enshrined,
In whom no darkness is.

8 Walk in the light! and thou shalt own
Thy darkness passed away,

Because that light hath on thee shone
In which 1s perfect day.

4 Walk in the light! and e’en the tomb
No fearful shade shall wear;

Glory shall chase away its gloom,
For Christ hath eonqueréd there.

5 Walk in the light! thy path shall be
Peaceful, serene, and bright:

For God, by grace, shall dwell in thee,
And God himself is light.

BERNARD BARTON.
508 The sullness of God.
1 BEING of beings, God of love,
. 'To thee our hearts we raise;
+Thy all-sustaining power we prove,
And gladly sing thy praise.
2 Thine, wholly thine, we pant to be;
Our sacrifice receive:
Made, and preserved, and saved by thee,
To thee ourselves we give.

3 Heavenward our every wish aspires,
For all thy mercy’s store;

Is that we ask for more.

4 For more we ask; we open then
Our hearts to embrace thy will;

Turn, and revive us, Lord, again;
‘With all thy fullness fi.l.

5 Come, Holy Ghost, the Saviour’s love
Siied in our hearts abroad ;

So shall we ever live, and move,
And be, with Christ in God.

CHARLES WESLEY,
509  7he thought of God.

1 0 HOW the thought of God attracts
And draws the heart from ecarth,
And sickens it of passing shows
And dissipating mirth !

2 ’Tis not enough to save our souls,
To shun the eternal fires;

The thought of God will rouse the heart
To more sublime desires.

3 God only is the creature’s home,
Though rough and strait the road;
Yet nothing less ¢an satisfy
The love that longs for God.

4 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!

5 A trusting heart, a yearning eye,
Can win their way above ;
If mountains can be moved by faith,

Is there less power in love?
FREDERICK W, FPABER.

188



THE CHRISTIAN—SANCTIFICATION AND GROWTH.

SPOHR. C. M. p. ARR. FroM Louis SPoHR.
Vot ]
$—=
- . o e 8 ° - . N
@ “"'*—Ir“r““PAQ" —[t*b:h:i::ﬂj—lr-'——ﬂ_'—'*r—ﬁslﬂ—
I e - Tt ~) T =t b I “‘f—: S ﬂ
4 t T r E f t
Y] N s N | N ] ;
e, — T 1-—4:__4__‘__r ’_ — i " < F A
— :t:’:’::’:i—t: —=VLH*‘:F‘:§;’—— |
» ~

e 2 o a o e os &os L
| ® o M— — N I S
S==t EE ===

[ I T 4

N ) N

st et

¥ L4 L4 3 »

v

510 For full redemption.

1 MY Saviour, on the word of truth
In earnest hope I live;

I ask for all the precious things
Thy boundless love can give.

I look for many a lesser light
About my path to shine;

But chiefly long to walk with thee,
And only trust in thine.

2 Thou knowest that I am not blest
As thou wouldst have me be,

Till all the peace and joy of faith
Possess my soul in thee;

And still I seek, 'mid many fears,
With yearnings unexpressed,

The comfort of thy strengthening love,
Thy soothing, settling rest.

8 It is not as thou wilt with me,
Till, humbled in the dust,

I know no place in all my heart
Wherein to put my trust:

Until I find, O Lord, in thee,
The Lowly and the Meek,

The fullness which thy own redeemed

Go nowhere else to seek.
ANNA L. WARING,
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511 For a tender conscience.
1 I wWANT a principle within,
Of jealous, godly fear;
A sensibility of sin,
A pain to feel it near:
I want the first approach to feel
Of pride, or fond desire;
To catch the wandering of my will,
And quench the kindling fire.

2 From Thee that I no more may part,
No more thy goodness grieve,
The filial awe, the fleshly heart,
The tender conscience give.
Quick as the apple of an eye,
0 God, my conscience make ;
Awake my soul when sin is nigh,
And keep 1t still awake,

3 1f to the right or left I stray,
That moment, Lord, reprove;
And let me weep my life away,
For having grieved thy love.
O may the least omission pain
My well-instructed soul,
And drive me to the blood again,
‘Which makes the wounded whole.

CHARLES WESLKY,
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512 The counsel of His grace. Now, Saviour, now the power bestow,

1 I KXOow that my Redeemer lives,
And ever prays for me:

A token of his love he gives,
A pledge of liberty.

2 1 find him lifting up my head;
He brings salvation near;

His presence makes me free indeed,
And he will soon appear.

3 He wills that I should holy be;
What can withstand his will?

The counsel of his grace in me
He surely shall fulfill.

4 Jesus, I hang upon thy word;
I steadfastly believe

Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord,
And to thyself receive.

5 When God is mine, and I am his,
Of paradise possessed,

1 taste unutterable bliss,
And everlasting rest.

CHARLES WESLEY.

513 The rest of faith.

1 LORD, I believe a rest remains
To all thy people known:

A rest where pure enjoyment reigns,
And thou art loved alone:

2 A rest where all our soul’s desire
Is fixed on things above;

‘Where fear, and sin, and grief expire,
Cast out by perfect love.

8 O that I now the rest might know,
Believe, and enter in!

And let me cease from sin.

4 Remove this hardness from my heart;
This unbelief remove:

To me the rest of faith impart,
The Sabbath of thy love.

CHARLES WESLEY,
514: Come, Lord Jesus.

1 O JESUS, at thy feet we wait,
Till thou shalt bid us rise,

Restored to our unsinning state,
To love's sweet paradise.

2 Saviour from sin, we thee receive,
From all indwelling sin;

Thy blood, we steadfastly believe,
Shall make us throughly clean.

3 Since thou wouldst have us free from sin,

And pure as those above,
Make haste to bring thy nature in,
And perfect us in love.

4 The counsel of thy love mmn
Come quickly, gracious Lord!

Be it according to thy will,
According to thy word.

5 O that the perfect grace were given,
Thy love diffused abroad!

O that our hearts were all a heaven,
Forever filled with God

CHJBLEB WESLEY,

Doxology.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God whom we adore,
Be glory, as it was, is now,
And shall be evermore.
TATE AND BRADY,
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515 A present paradise.

1 O JoYFUL sound of gospel grace !
Christ shall in me appear;

1, even I, shall see his face,
1 shall be holy here.

2 The glorious crown of righteousness
To me reached out I view:

Conqueror through him, I soon shall seize,
And wear it as my due.

3 The promised land, from Pisgah’s top,
I now exult to see:

My hope 1s full, O glorious hope!
Of immortality.

4 With me, I know, I feel, thou art;
But this cannot suffice,

Unless thou plantest in my heart
A constant paradise.

5 Come, O my God, thyself reveal,
Fill all this mighty void:
i Thou only canst my spirit fill;
Come, O my God, my God!

CHARLES WESLEY,

516 The world overcome.

1 LET worldly minds the world pursue;
It has no charms for me:

Once I admired its trifies too,
But grace hath set me free.

2 Its pleasures can no longer please,
Nor happiness afford :

Far from my heart be joys like these,
Now I have seen the Lord.
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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 choice;
I bid them all depart:
His name, his love, his gracious voice,
Have fixed my roving heart.
JOHN NEWTON.

':)17 In ea,rth as ft i’s i‘n heaven.

1 JESUS, the Lire, the Truth the Way,
1n whom I now believe,

As taught by thee, in faith I pray,
Expecting to receive.

2 Thy will by me on earth be done,
As by the powers above,

Who always see thee on thy throne,
And glory in thy love.

3 I ask in confidence the grace,
That I may do thy will,

As angels who behold thy face,
And all thy words fulfill.

4 Surely I shall, the sinner I,
Shall serve thee without fear,
If thou my nature sanctify
In answer to my prayer.
CHARLES WESLEY,

Doxology.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God whom we adore,
Be glory, as it was, is now,
And shall be evermore.

TATE AKD BRADY
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518 The refining fire.

1 JESUS, thine all-victorious love
Shed in my heart abroad :

Then shall my feet no longer rove,
Rooted and fixed in God.

2 O that in me the sacred fire
Might now begin to glow,

Burn up the dross of base desire
And make the mountains flow !

3 O that it now from heaven might fall,
And all my sins consume !

Come, Holy Ghost, for thee I call;
Spirit of burning, come!

4 Refining fire, go through my heart;
Illuminate my soul;

Scatter thy life through every part,
And sanctify the whole.

5 My steadfast soul, from falling free,
Shall then no longer move,

‘While Christ is all the world to me,
And all my heart is love.

CHARLES WESLEY.

519 The affections crucified.

1 JESUS, my Life, thyself apply;
Thy Holy 8pirit breathe:

My vile affections crucify;
Conform me to thy death.

2 Conqueror of hell, and earth, and sin,
Still with the rebel strive:

Enter my soul, and work within,
And kill, and make alive.

3 More of thy life, and more I have,
As the old Adam dies:

Bury me, Saviour, in thy grave,
That I with thee may rise.

4 Reign in me, Lord; thy foes control,
‘Who would not own thy sway;

Diffuse thine image through my soul ;
Shine to the perfect day.

5 Scatter the last remains cf sin,
And seal me thine abode ;

O make me glorious all within,
A temple built by God!

CHARLES WESLEY.

5 20 Give me Thyself.

1 JESUS hath died that I might live,
Might live to God alone;

In him eternal life receive,
And be in spirit one.

? Saviour, I thank thee for the grace,
The gift unspeakable;

And wait with arms of faith t¢ embrace,
And all thy love to feel.

3 My soul breaks out in strong desire
The perfect bliss to prove ;

My longing heart is all on fire
To be dissolved in love.

4 Give me thyself; from every boast,
From every wish set free;

Let all I am in thee be lost,
But give thyself to me.

5 Thy gifts, alas! cannot suffice,
Unless thyself be given:
Thy presence makes my paradise,

And where thou art is heaven.
CHARLES WEBLEY.
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521 A perfect heart.

1 O FOR a heart to praise my God,
A heart from sin set free!

A heart that always feels thy blood,
So freely spilt for me!

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer’s throne;

‘Where only Christ is heard to speak,
Where Jesus reigns alone.

3 O for a lowly, contrite heart,
Believing, true, and clean,

‘Which neither life nor death can part
From him that dwells within}

4 A heart in every thought renewed,
And full of love divine;

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,
A copy, Lord, of thine.

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart;
Come quickly from above;
‘Write thy new name upon my heart,
Thy new, best name of Love.
CHAELES WESLEY.

522 The work wrought,

1 CoME, O my God, the promise seal,
This mountain, sin, remove;

Now in my waiting soul reveal
The virtue of thy love.

2 1 want thy life, thy purity,
Thy righteousness, brought in :

I ask, desire, and trust in thee
To be redeemed from sin.

3 S8aviour, to thee my soul looks up,
My present Saviour thou!

In all the confidence of hope,
I claim the blessing now.

4 ’Tis done! thou dost this moment save,
With full salvation bless;

Redemption through thy blood I have,
And spotless love and peace.

CHARLES WESLEY.

5 2 3 Faith omnipotent.

1 Gobp of eternal truth and grace,
Thy faithful promise seal ;

Thy word, thy oath, to Abrah’m’s race,
In me, O Lord, fulflll. -

? That mighty faith on me bestow,
‘Which cannot ask in vain,

‘Which holds, and will not let thee go,
"Till I my suit obtain :

3 Till thou into my soul inspire
The perfect love unknown;
And tell my infinite desire,
* Whate'er thou wilt, be done.”

4 But is it possible that I

Should live, and sin no more?
Lord, if on thee I dare rely,

The faith shall bring the power.

5 On me the faith divine bestow
‘Which doth the mountain move;

And all my spotless life shall show
The omnipotence of love.

CHARLES WRBLEY.
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524: qezﬁ;emamet}fn gle(;efnre a4rest 526 Waiting for the promise.
peop od.—H
1 COME, O Thou greater than our heart, 1 8 gﬁ?gﬁ;nfilgé olfaglétgfaggdgmce,
And make thy faithful mercies known ; 1 wait to see thy glorious Iac:e;
The mind which was in thee impart; I seek redemption through thy blood.

Th; nstant mind in us be shown.
20 lytcﬁs by thy cross abide. 2 Thou art the anchor of my hope;
© y thy Cros AR The faithful promise I receive:
Thee, only thee, resolved‘ to know, Surely thy death shall raise me up,
The Lamb for sinners crucified, For thou hast died that I might Iive.

A world to save from endless woe. 3 fa ith all his arts
3 Take us into thy people’s rest. Satan, with all his arts, no more
And we from our own works shall cease; I Mﬁenﬁ' om the tghospel 1}?1’3 can move;
With thy meek Spirit arm our breast, 8 ad Ee‘iie“fle e g'lra; oustpowler s
And keep our minds in perfect peace. And find the pearl of perfect love.
4 My flesh, which cries, It cannot be,”

4 Jesus, for this we calmly wait ; Shall silence keep before the Lord ;

O let our eyes behold thee near!
Hasten to mayke our heaven complete; And earth, and hell, and sin shall flee
At Jesus' everlasting word.

1
Appear, our glorious GO({}’H?EP&&:; CESLEY. CHARLES WESLEY.

5925 Christ all in all. 527 For towtiness and purity.

1 v, and d righteous Lord 1 JESUs, in whom the Godhead’s rays
F%Iéi{ tz:)npr%r&e,t’gyn perézct,ew}ﬁl: e Beam forth with mildest majesty;

Be mindful of thy gracious word, 1 see thee full of truth and grace,
And stamp me with thy Spirit’s seal. And come for all I want to thee.

% Open my faith’s interior eye: 2 Save me from pride—the plague expel;
Display thy glory from above; Jesus, thine humble self impart:

And all I am shall sink and die, O let thy mind within me dwell;
Lost in astonishment and love. O give me lowliness of heart.

8 Confound, o’erpower me by thy grace; 3 Enter thyself, and cast out sin;
I would be by myself abhorred ; Thy spotless purity bestow :

All might, all majesty, all praise, Touch me, and make the leper clean;
All glory, be to Christ my Lord. Wash me, and I am white as snow.

4 Now let me gain perfection’s height ; 4 Sprinkle me, Saviour, with thy blood,
Now let me into notmng fall, And all thy gentleness is mine;

As less than nothing in thy sight, And plunge me in the purple flood,
And feel that Christ is all in all. Till all T am is lost {n thine.

CHAARLES WESLEY CHARLES WESLEY.
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528 The Canaan of perfect love.

1 Gobp of all power, and truth, and grace,
‘Which shall from age to age endure,
Whose word, when heaven and earth shall
pass,
Remains, and stands forever sure;

? That I thy mercy may proclaim,
That all mankind thy truth may see,

Hallow thy great and glorious name,
And perfect holiness in me.

3