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PREFACE.

This Manual of Sacred Song has been prepared with express reference to

the wants of the people worshipping God, either in the Sanctuary, the Prayer and

Conference Meeting, or at the Family Altar.

The Editor has had access to extensive materials in Poetry as in Music
;

and has endeavored to bring together into this single work the most valuable

Hymns and Tunes of ancient and of modern times :—hymns rich in sentiment, as

well as dignified in style ;
— music pleasing in melody, as well as correct in har-

mony ;—such, indeed, as the people love to sing.

The Hymns will be found to cover the leading doctrines of Christianity, and

to meet the various conditions of our Christian life and culture, and the different

occasions, whether public, social, civil, private, sad or joyous, on which men meet

to worship God. An unusual number of them, however, refer to Christ and his

offices, and to the Holy Spirit as manifest in the work of missions, in revivals,

and the extension of the Church. It is hoped, therefore,that the work will prove

eminently devotional, inspiring and practical.

New times develope new phases of religious experience ; new plans, new

fields of action ; and these, in turn, demand new hymns, new music, new life,

new beauty.

Good compilations in psalmody and hymnology are now before the churches;

but the churches are advancing, and thus, are needing better ones ; they call

for them ; and hence, this fresh effort to select the '' best from the best," in order

to meet this want so naturally, so deeply felt ;—so earnestly expressed.

Much of the matter in this book, including Hymns as well as Tunes is

copyright property, and is here printed by consent of the proprietors, with-

out whose authority it cannot be published.

To such persons as have, by furnishing hymns or tunes, aided him, in his

laborious undertaking, the Editor would tender his most cordial thanks ; and

would, also, express the hope that this new contribution to the music of the house

of God may serve to bring many voices to ascribe still loftier praises to Immanu*

el's name belcw, and also help to swell

" the hymn that rolls its tide

Along the realms of upper day."

Boston, Dec. 1, 1862.
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SONGS
FOR

SOCIAL AND PUBLIC WORSHIP.

HAMBUKG. L. M. Dr. Lowell Mason.
From Gregorian Tone I.
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„ , . j //,J ULi ,«U JULIUS

1 p C
"

ttj ' L.T rip p F 1
' F I

The opening year thy mer - cy shows; Let mer-cy crown it till it close.

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

By His incessant bounty fed,

By His unerring counsel led.

3 With grateful hearts th c past we own
;

The future all to us unknown,
We to Thy guardian care commit,
And, peaceful, leave before Thy feet

4 In scenes exalted or depressed,
Thou art our Joy, and Thou our Rest

;

Thy goodness all our hopes shall raise,

Adored through all our changing days.

1 My God, my King, Thy various praise
Shall fill the remnant of my days;

Thy grace employ my humble tongue,
Till death and glory raise the song.

2 The wings of every hour shall bear
Some thankful tribute to Thine ear ;

And every setting sun shall see

New works of duty done for Thee.

3 Let distant times and nations raise

The long succession ofThy praise,

And unborn ages make my song
The joy and labor of their tongue.

4 But who can speak Thy wondrous deeds T

Thy greatness all our thoughts exceeds
;

Vast and unsearchable Thy ways
;

Vast and immortal be Thy praise.



DUKE STREET. L. M.
ALLEGRETTO J. IIattok
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O, for a sweet, in - spir - ing ray, To an - i - mate our fee - ble strains,
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From the bright realms of endless day; The blissful realms where Jesus reigns.
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2 There low before His glorious throne,
Adoring saints and angels fall

;

And, with delightful worship, own
His smile their bliss, their heaven, their all.

3 Immortal glories crown His head.
While tuneful hallelujahs rise,

And love, and joy, and triumph spread
Through all the assemblies of the skies.

4 He smiles, and seraphs tune their songs
To boundless rapture while they gaze

;

Ten thousand thousand joyful tongues
Resound His everlasting praise.

1 the immense, the amazing height,

The boundless grandeur of our God,
Who treads the worlds beneath His feet,

And sways the nations with His nod !

2 Let noise and flame confound the skies,

And drown the spacious realms below,

Yet will we sing the Thunderer's praise,

And send our loud hosannas through.

3 Celestial King ! Thy blazing power
Kindles our hearts to flaming joys

;

We shout to hear Thy thunders roar,

And echo to our Father's voice.

4 Thus shall the God our Saviour come,
And lightnings round His chariot play;

Ye lightnings, fly to make Him room !

Ye glorious storms, prepare His way !

1 Jehovah reigns ; He dwells in light,

Girded with majesty and might

:

The world, created by His hands,
Still on i U first foundation stands.

2 But ere this spacious world was made,
Or had its first foundations laid,

Thy throne eternal ages stood,

Thyself the ever-living God.

3 Like floods the angry nations rise,

And aim their rage against the skies
;

Vain floods, that aim their rage so high !

At Thy rebuke the billows die.

4 Forever shall Thy throne endure
;

Thy promise stands forever sure
;

And everlasting holiness
Becomes the dwellings of Thy grace.

6
1 Hail to the Prince of life and peace,

Who holds the keys of death and hell

;

The spacious world unseen is His,
And sovereign power becomes Him

well.

2 In shame and torment once He died ;

But now He lives forevcrmore
;

Bow down, ye saints, around His seat,

And all ye angel bands adore.

3 So live forever, glorious Lord,
To crush Thy foes and guard Thy friends,

While all Thy chosen tribes rejoice

That Thy dominion never ends.

4 Forever reign, victorious King ;

Wide through the earth Thy name be
known

;

And call my longing soul to sing
Sublimer anthems near Thy Throne.
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Who shall ascend Thy heav'nly place,Great God.and dwell be-fore Thy face ?
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2 Whose hands are pure, whose heart is clean

;

Whose lips still speak the thing they mean;

No slanders dwell upon his tongue ;

He hates to do his neighbor wrong.

2 He loves his enemies, and prays

For those who curse him to his face
;

And does to all men still the same
That he would hope or wish from them,

4 Yet when his holiest works are done,

His soul depends on grace alone :

This is the man Thy face shall see,

And dwell forever, Lord, with Thee.

1 Kindred in Christ, for His dear sake,

A hearty welcome here receive
;

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

2 May He, by whose kind care we meet,
Send His good Spirit from above,

Make our communications sweet,

And cause our hearts to burn with love.

3 Forgotten be each worldly theme,
When Christians see each other thus

;

We only wish to speak of Him
Who lived, and died, and reigns for us.

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

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

9
1 What was thy crime, my dearest Lord :

By earth, by heaven Thou hast been tried,

And guilty found of too much love ;

—

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

T
2 break, break hard heart of mine T

Thy weak self-love and guilty pride
His Pilate and his Judas were :

—

Jesus, our Love, is crucified t

3 Come take thy stand beneath the cross,

And let the blood from out that side

Fall gently on thee, drop by drop :

—

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

4 A broken heart, a font of tears,

—

Ask, and they will not be denied
;

A broken heart love's cradle is ;

—

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

10
1 childhood's innocence ! The voice
Of thy deep wisdom is my choice !

Who hath thy love is truly wise
And precious in our Father's eyes.

2 Spirit of childhood ! loved of God,
By Jesus' spirit now bestowed

;

How often have I longed for thee
;

Jesus, form thyself in me !

3 And help me to become a child

While yet on earth, meek, undefiled,

That I may find God always near,

And Paradise around me here.

11
1 Why should we start and fear to die ?

What timorous worms we mortals are!

Death is the gate of endless joy,
And yet we dread to enter there.

2 Jesus can make a dyin? bed,

Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While on his breast I lean my head,
And breathe my life out sweetly there.



HEBRON. L.M.
Dr. Lowkix Maboh.

Thus far the Lord has leu me on ; Thus far His pow'r prolongs my days

;
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And ev-'ry evening shall make known Some fresh me-mo-rial of his grace
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2 Much of my time has run to waste,
And I perhaps am near my home ;

But he forgives my follies past
;

He gives,me strength for days to come.

3 I lay my body down to sleep
;

Peace is the pillow for my head ;

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

4 Thus, when the night of death shall come,
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

And wait Thy voice to rouse my tomb,
With sweet salvation in the sound.

93
1 Far from my thoughts, vain world ! begone,

Let my religious hours alone

:

Fain would mine eyes my Saviour see
;

I wait a visit, Lord ! from Thee.

2 My heart grows warm with holy fire,

And kindles with a pure desire
;

Come, my dear Jesus ! from above,
And feed 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 lmmanucl, all-divine !

In Thee Thy Father's glories shine

:

Thou brightest, sweetest, fairest One,
That eyes have seen or angels known ?

14
1 God in His earthly temple lays
Foundations for His heavenly praise ;

He likes the tents of Jacob well,

But still in Zion loves to dwell.
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2 His mercy visits every house
That pays its night and morning vows ;

But makes a more delightful stay

Where churches meet to praise and pray.

3 When God makes up His last account
Of natives in His holy mount,
'Twill be an honor to appear
As one new-born or nourished there.

15
1 Wait, my soul, thy Maker's will

;

Tumultuous passions, all be still

;

Nor let a murmuring thought arise
;

His ways are just, His counsels wise.

2 He in the thickest darkness dwells,

Performs His work, the cause conceals
;

But, though His methods are unknown,
Judgment and truth support His throne.

3 In heaven, and earth, and air, and seas,

He executes His firm decrees ;

And by His saints it stands confessed,

That what He does is ever best.

4 Wait, then, my soul, submissive wait,

Prostrate before His awful seat

:

And 'mid the terrors of His rod,

Trust in a wise and gracious God.

16

1 Lord, now we part in Thy blest name,
In which we here together came

;

Grant us our few remaining days
To work Thy will and spread Thy praise.
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Thos. Hastings.
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2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads,

A place than all besides more sweet

;

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with friend,

Though sundered far, by faith we meet
Around one common mercy-seat.

4 There, there on eagle wings we soar,

And sense and sin seem all no more
;

And heaven comes down our souls to greet,

And glory crowns the mercy-seat

5 Oh ! let my hand forget her skill,

My tongue be silent, cold and still,

This bounding heart forget to beat,

If I forget the mercy-seat

18

1 Return, my roving heart, return,

And chase these shadowy forms no more;
Seek out some solitude to mourn,
And thy forsaken God implore.

2 Wisdom and pleasure dwell at home
;

Retired and silent seek them there
;

True conquest is ourselves to o'ercome,

True strength, to break the tempter's
Bnare.

3 And Thou, my God, whose piercing eye
Distinct surveys each deep recess,

In these abstracted hours draw nigh,

And with Thy presence fill the place.

4 Through all the mazes of ray heart,

My search let heavenly wisdom guide,

And still its radiant beams impart,

Till all be searched and purified.

5 Then with the visits of thy love,

Do Thou mine inmost spirit cheer ;

Till every grace shall join to prove
That God has fix'd his dwelling here.

19
1 When silent steal across my soul

Remembrances of broken vows,
And tears, almost beyond control,

Flow, as my guilty spirit bows,—

2 'Tis then I've caught the Saviour's eye,
Viewing with looks of injured love,

A soul, for whom He deigned to die,

Daconstant and ungrateful prove.

3 0, had he not so kindly glanced,
My weeping soul in anguish cries,

I could have borne that searching look,
But now I yield ; my spirit dies.

4 No more on promises I'll rest,

Nor resolutions vainly made,
But leaning on my Saviour's breast,

Implore His Spirit's gracious aid.

2©
1 My soul before Thee prostrate lie3

;

To Thee, her Source, my spirit flies ;

My wants I mourn, my chains I see

;

O, let Thy presence set me free.

2 Lost and undone, for aid I cry
;

In Thy death Saviour, let me die
;

[pain.

Grieved with Thy grief, pained with Thy
Ne'er may I feel self-love again.

3 In life's short day, let me yet more
Of Thy enlivening power implore

;

My mind must deeper sink in Thee,

My foot stand firm, from wandering free.



10 MENDON. L. M.
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2 Exalted Saviour, we confess
The sovereign triumphs of thy grace,
Where beams of gentle radiance shine,

And temper majesty divine.

3 Wide Thy resistless sceptre sway,
Till all Thine enemies obey ;

Wide may 'ihy cross its virtues prove,
And conquer millions by its love.

1 God of the morning, at whose voice
The cheerful sun makes haste to rise,

And like a giant doth rejoice

To run his journey through the skies !

2 From the fair chambers of the east,

The circuit of his race begins,
And, without weariness or rest,

Round the whole earth he flies, and shines.

3 0, like the sun may I fulfil

The appointed duties of the day
;

With ready mind, and active will,

March on and keep my heavenly way.

23
1 Arise, in all Thy splendor. Lord

;

Let power attend Thy gracious word
;

Unveil the beauties of 'ihy face,

And show the glories of Thy grace.

2 Send forth Thy messengers of peace
;

Mike Satan's reign and empire cease ;

Let Thy salvation, Lord, be known,
That all the world Thy power may own.

24
1 Ye sons of men, with joy record
The various wonders of the Lord ;

And let His power and goodness sound
Through all your tubes, the earth around.

2 Let the high heavens your songs invite,

Those spacious fields of brilliant light,

Where sun, and moon, and planets roll,

And stars, that glow from pole to pole.

3 But 0, that brighter world above,
Where lives and reigns Incarnate Love !

God's only Son, in flesh arrayed,
For man a bleeding victim made.

4 Thither, my soul, with rapture soar ;

There, in the land of praise, adore ;

This theme demands an angel's lay,

Demands an undeclining day.

25
1 Tiie starry firmament on high,
And all the glories of the sky,
Yet shine not to Thy praise, Lord,
So brightly as Thy written word.

2 The hopes that holy word supplies,

Its truths divine and precepts wise,

In each a heavenly beam I see,

And every beam conducts to Thee"

3 Almighty Lord, the sun shall fail,

The moon forget her nightly tale,

And deepest silence hush on high
The radiant chorus of the sky.

4 But fixed for everlasting years,

Unmoved amid the wreck of spheres,

Thy word shall shine in cloudless day,
When heaven and earth have passed away.
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Fa - thcr of mer-cics, God of love ! O, hear a hum-ble suppliant's cry ;
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O, deign to hear my mournful voice, And bid my drooping heart re - joice.
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2 I urge no merits of my own,
No worth to claim thy gracious smile :

No : when I bow before Thy throne,
Dare to converse with God awhile,

Thy name, blest Jesus, is my plea

—

Dearest and sweetest name to me !

3 Father of mercies, God of love !

Then hear thy humble suppliant's cry
;

Bend from thy lofty seat above,
Thy throne of glorious majesty :

One pardoning word can make me whole,
And soothe the anguish of my souL

27
l Weary of wandering from my God,

And now made willing to return,
I hear, and bow beneath the rod

;

For Thee, not without hope, I mourn :

I have an Advocate above,
A Fr»end before the throne of love.

2 Jesus, full of truth and grace !

More full of grace than I of sin
;

Yet once again I seek Thy face,

Open Thine arms and take me in ;

And freely my backslidings heal
And love the faithless sinner still.

3 Thou know'st the way to bring me back,
My fallen spirit to restore

;

Oh, for Thy truth and mercy's sake,

Forgive, and bid me sin no more !

The ruins of my soul repair,

And make my heart a house of prayer.

1 Etebnal Father \ throned above,
Thou fountain of redeeming love !

Eternal Word ? who left Thy throne
For man's rebellion to atone ;

Eternal Spirit, who dost give

That grace whereby our spirits live:

ThouGod of our salvation, be

Eternal praises paid to thee I
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29
S " Behold the way," ye heralds cry;

Spare not, but lift your voices high;
Convey the sound from shore to shore,
And bid the captive sigh no more.

3 " Behold the way to Zion's hill,

Where Israel's God delights to dwell;
He fixes there His lofty throne,
And calls the sacred place His own."

A The north gives up ; the south no more
Keeps back her consecrated store;

From east to west the message runs,
And either India yields her sons.

5 Auspicious dawn, thy rising ray
With joy I view, and hail the day;
Thou Sun, arise, supremely bright,
And shed abroad Thy holy light.

30
1 What equal honors shall we bring

To thee, Lord our God, the Lamb,
When all the notes that angels sing
Are far inferior to Thy name ?

2 Worthy is He who once was slain,

The Prince of Peace, who groaned and
died;

Worthy to rise, and live and reign

At his almighty Father's side.

3 Blessings forever on the Lamb,
Who bore the curse for wretched men:

Let angels sound the sacred name,
And every creature say, Amen!

31
1 The heavens declare thy glory, Lord;

In every star Thy wisdom shines;

But when our eyes behold Thy word,
We read Thy name in fairer lines.

2 The rolling sun, the changing light,

And nights and days, Thy power confegs;

But the blest volume Thou hast writ
Reveals Thy justice and Thy grace.

3 Sun, moon, and stars convey Thy praise
Round the whole earth, and never stand;

So when Thy truth began its race,

It touched and glanced on every land.

4 Nor shall Thy spreading Gospel rest,

Till thro' the world Thy truth has run;
Till Christ has all the nation's blessed,

That see the light or feel the sun.

5. Great Sun of Righteousness, arise;

Bless the dark world withheavenly light;

Thy Gospel makes the simple wise;

Thy laws are pure, Thy judgments right

32
1 Awake, arise, and hail the morn,
For unto us a Saviour 's born;
See how the angels wing their way,
To usher in the glorious day.

2 Hark ! what sweet music, what a song,
Sounds from the bright, celestial throng !

Sweet song, whose melting sounds impart
Joy to each raptured, listening heart.

3 Come, join the angels in the sky:

Glory to God, who reigns on high;
Let peace and love on earth abound,
While time revolves, and years roll round.
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How swift the heavenly course they run "Whose hearts, whose hopes, whose faith are one.
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3 To each the soul of each how dear!
What jealous love! what holy fear!

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

3 Their streaming eyes together flow
For human guilt and mortal woe;
Their ardent prayers together rise,

Like mingling flames in sacrifice.

4 Together oft they seek the place
Where God reveals His awful face;

How high, how strong their raptures swell,

There's none but kindred souls can telL

5 Hor shall the glowing flame expire,
When nature droops her sickening fire;

Then shall they meet in realms above

—

A heaven ofjoy because of love.

34
1 Lord, how secure and blest are they

Who feel the joys of pardon 'd sin;

Should storms ofwrath shake earth and sea,

Their minds have heavenly peace within.

2 The day glides swiftly o'er their heads,
Made up of innocence and love;

And soft and silent as the shades,
Their nightly minutes gently move.

3 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 tbey look to th' 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 night,

In numb'ring o'er the richer joys
That heaven prepares for their delight

35
1 What various hindrances we meet
In coming to a mercy-seat

;

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer,
But wishes to be often there.

2 Prayer makes the darken 'd cloud withdraw

;

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw

;

Gives exercise to faith and love

;

Brings every blessing from above.

3 Restraining prayer we cease to fight;

Prayer keeps the Christian's armor bright;
And Satan trembles when he see3

The weakest saint upon his knees.

36
1 Though I have grieved Thy Spirit, Lord,
Thy help and comfort still afford

;

And let a wretch come near Thy throne
To plead the merits of Thy Son.

2 A broken heart, my God, my King,
Is all the sacrifice I bring;
Thou God of grace, wilt Thou despise

A broken heart for sacrifice ?

3 My soul lies humbled in the dust,

And owns the dreadful sentence just:

Look down, Lord, with pitying eye.

And save a soul condemned to die.



14 HAPPY DAY. L. M.

O hap - py day that fixed my choice On Thee, my Saviour and my God

!

"Well may this glowing heart re - joice And tell its raptures all a - broad.
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Hap-py day, hap-py day, when Je-sus washed my sins a - way.

HH X-

* J, ±±±
i r i—

u
f * S- m
Close with second strain.

J_J_J_
T^ 1—J—4- ,

. | , J J 1-,—

J

1—J—J-
e a t p' » » »-f-SM-0 ff •-I—(©'— 0-

-i— i—r^r^i—r~fv ~''7~,—F-^T-f I i

He taught me how to watch and pray, And live re - joic - ing ev - ery day.
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37
2 happy bond, that seals my vows,

To Him who merits all my love!

Let cheerful anthems fill His house,
While to the sacred shrine I move.

3 ' Tis done, the great transaction 's done;
I am my Lord's, and He is mine;

He drew me, and I followed on,

Charmed to confess the voice divine.

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart;

Fixed on this blissful centre, rest;

With ashes who would grudge to part,

When called on angels' bread to feast ?

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.

38
1 Oun Lord is risen from the dead,

Our Jesus is gone up on high;
The pow'rs of hell are captive led

—

Dragg'd to the portals of the sky.

2 There his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay:
" Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gatesl

Ye everlasting doors give way!"

3 Loose all your bars of massy light,

And wide unfold the radiant scene;

He claims those mansions as his right

—

Keceive the King of Glory in.

4 " Who is this King of Glory, who ?"

The Lord, that all his foes o'ercame;
The world, sin, death, and hell o'erthrew,
And Jesus is the conqu'ror's name.

5 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay;
" Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates!

Ye everlasting doors, give way!"

6 " Who is the King of Glory, who ?"

The Lord of boundless pow'r possest;

The King of saints and angels too,

God over all, forever blest!
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2 Let mountains from their seats he hurled,
Down to the deep and buried there;

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

3 There is a stream, whose gentle flow
Supplies the city of our God;

Life, love, and joy, still gliding through,
And watering our divine abode.

4. That sacred stream, thy holy word,
Our grief allays, our fear controls;

Sweet peace thy promises afford,

And give new strength to fainting souls.

40
1 Come, let our voices join to raise

A sacred song of solemn praise:

God is a sovereign King; rehearse
His honors in exalted verse.

2 Come, let our souls address the Lord,
Who framed our natures with his word:
He is our Shepherd, Ave the sheep
His mercy cho3e, his pastures keep.

3 Come, let us hear his voice to day;
The counsels of his love obey;
Nor let our hardened hearts renew
The sins and plagues that Israel knew.

4 Seize the kind promise while it waits,
And march to Zion's heavenly gates;
Believe, and take the promised rest;

Obey, and be forever blest.

41
1 Here at thy cross, my dying God,

I lay my soul beneath Thy love,

Beneath the droppings of Thy blood,
Jesus! nor shall it e'er remove.

2 Should worlds conspire to drive me hence,
Moveless and firm this heart should he:
Resolved, (for that 's my last defense,)
If I must perish—here to die.

3 Yes, I 'm secure beneath Thy blood,
And all my foes shall lose their aim:
Hosanna to my dying God

:

And my best honors to His name.

43
1 From deep distress and troubled thoughts

To thee, my God, I raised my cries;

Lf Thou severely mark my faults,

No flesh can stand before thine eyes.

2 But Thou hast built Thy throne of grace,
Free to dispense Thy pardons there,

That sinners may approach Thy face,

And hope and love, as well as fear.

3 As the benighted pilgrims wait,

And long and wish for break of day,
So waits my soul before Thy gate:
When will my God His face display ?

4 My trust is fixed upon Thy word,
Nor shall I trust Thy word in vain;

Let mourning souls address the Lord,
And find relief from all their pain.



16 SHOEL. L.M.
ANDANTK I DOLCC.

II V.'. I I
' I M I I

r
I

Sioil.

Jesus, thy blood and righteousness My beauty are, my glorious" dress

;

h i

afcnfc

I fJ'Vi p f i

arrayed, "With joy shall I Eft'Mid naming worlds in these

43
2 When from the dust of death I rise,

To take my mansion in the skies,

E'en then shall this be all my plea :

" Jesus hath lived, and died for me."

3 Bold shall I stand in that great day

;

For who aught to my charge will lay ?

While, through Thy blood, absolved I am
From sin's tremendous curse and shame.

4 0, let the dead now hear Thy voice;
Bid, Lord, Thy banished ones rejoice;

Their beauty this, their glorious dress,
Jesus, the Lord, our Righteousness.

44
1 Where two or three, with sweet accord,
Obedient to their sovereign Lord,
Meet to recount his acts of grace,
And offer solemn prayer and praise,

—

2 " There," says the Saviour, " will I be
Amid this little company;
To them unveil My smiling face,

And shed My glories round the place."

3 We meet at Thy command, dear Lord,
Relying on Thy faithful word;
Now send the Spirit from above,
And fill our hearts with heavenly love.

45
1 Lord, fill me with an humble fear;

My utter helplessness reveal;

Satan and sin are always near,

—

Thee may I always nearer feeL

up my head.

2 that to Thee my constant mind
Might with an even flame aspire;

Pride in its earliest motions find,

And mark the risings of desire.

3 that my tender soul might fly

The first abhorr'd approach of ill;

Quick as the apple of an eye,

The slightest touch ofsin 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.

46
1 To honor those who gave us birth,

To cheer their age, to feel their worth,
Is God's command to human kind,
And owned by every grateful mind.

2 Think of her toil, her anxious care,

Who formed thy lisping lips to prayer;
To win for God the yielding soul,

And all its ardent thoughts controL

3 Nor keep from memory's glad review
The fears which all the father knew,
The joy that marked his thankful gaze
As virtue crowned maturer days.

4 God of our life, each parent guard,
And death's sad hour, O, long retard;

Be theirs each joy that gilds the past.

And heaven our mutual home at last.
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47
2 Asleep in Jesus ! Peaceful rest !

Whose waking is supremely blessed;

No fear, no woes, shall dim that hour
Which manifests the Saviour's power.

3 Asleep in Jesus! Time nor space
Debars this precious hiding place ;

On Indian plains or Lapland's snows
Believers find the same repose.

4 Asleep in Jesus ! 0, how sweet
To be for such a slumber meet!
With holy confidence to sing
That Death has lost his venomed sting.

5 Asleep in Jesus ! 0, for me
May such a blissful refuge be;
Securely shall my ashes lie,

And wait the summons from on high.

48
1 O Thou that hear'st when sinners cry,

Though all my crimes before Thee lie,

Behold them not with angry look,

But blot their memory from Thy book.

2 Create my nature pure within,

And furni my soul averse to sin

;

Let Thy good spirit ne'er depart,

Nor hide Thy presence from my heart

3 I cannot live without Thy light,

Cast out and banished from Thy sight;

Thine holy joys, my God, restore,

And guard me that I fall no more.

4 Though I have grieved Thy Spirit, Lord,
His help and comfort still afford,

And let a wretch come near Thy throne,
To plead the merits of Thy Son.

49
1 Sweet is the scene when Christians die,

When sinks a righteous soul to rest;

How mildly beams the closing eye,
How gently heaves the expiring breast

!

2 So fades a summer cloud away,
So sinks the gale when storms are o'er,

So gently shuts the eye of day,
So dies a wave along the shore.

3 Triumphant smiles the victor's brow,
Fanned by some guardian angel's wing;

Where is, grave, thy victory now,
And where, insidious death, thy sting ?

50
1 Dear Lord, and shall Thy Spirit rest

In such a wretched heart as mine ?

Unworthy dwelling ! glorious Guest

!

Favor astonishing ! divine !

2 When sin prevails, and gloomy fear,

And hope almost expires in night,
Lord can Thy Spirit then be here,

Great Spring of comfort, life, and light f

3 Sure the best Comforter is nigh;
'Tis He sustains my fainting heart

,

Else would my hopes forever die,

And every cheering ray depart.

4 Let Thy kind Spirit in my heart
Forever dwell, O God of love,

And light and heavenly peace impart,
Sweet earnest of the joys above.
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2 " Fain would I mount, fain would I glow,
And loose my cable from below;
But I can only spread my sail; [gale."
Thou, Thou must breathe the auspicious

03
1 Why sinks my weak, desponding mind ?

Why heaves my heart the anxious sigh ?

Can sovereign Goodness be unkind ?

Am I not safe if God is nigh ?

2 He holds all nature in His hand

;

That gracious hand on which I live,

Does life, and time, and death command,
And has immortal joys to give.

3 Forgive my doubts, gracious Lord,
And ease the sorrows ofmy breast;

Speak to my heart the healing word,
That Thou art mine, and I am blest

53
1 I spread my sins before the Lord,

And all my secret faults confess;
Thy gospel speaks a pardoning word,
Thy Holy Spirit seals the grace.

2 How safe beneath Thy wings I lie,

When days grow dark,and storms appear

!

And when I walk, Thy watchfnl eye
Shall guide me safe from every snare.

54
l O Thou, to whom in ancient time,

The Psalmist's sacred harp was strung,
Whom kings adored in songs sublime,
And prophets praised with glowing

tongue:

—

2 Not now on Zion's height alone,
The favored worshipper may dwell,

Nor where, at sultry noon Thy Son,
Sat weary by the patriarch's well.

3 From every place below the skies,

The grateful song, the fervent prayer,
The incense of the heart, may rise

To heaven, and find acceptance there.

4 Thou, to whom in ancient time,
The holy prophet's harp was strung;

To Thee, at last, in every clime,

Shall temples rise, and praise be sung.

55
1 God ofmy life, through all my days
My grateful powers shall sound thy praise;

My song shall wake with opening light,

And cheer the dark and silent night.

2 When anxious cares would break my
rest,

And griefs would tear my throbbing breast,

Thy tuneful praises raised on high,
Shall check the murmur and the sigh.

3 When death o'er nature shall prevail,

And all the powers of language fail,

Joy thro' my swimming eyes shall break,
And mean the thanks I cannot speak.

4 But 0, when that last conflict 's o'er,

And I am chain'd to earth no more,
With what glad accents shall I rise

To join the music of the ekiea.
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56
3 He lives, triumphant from the grave;
He lives, eternally to save;

He lives, all glorious in the sky;
He lives, exalted there on high.

3 He lives, to silence all my fears;

He Jives, to stoop and wipe my tears

;

He lives, to calm my troubled heart

;

He lives, all blessings to impart.

4 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.

5 He lives; all glory to his name;
He lives, my Jesus still the same;
0, the sweet joy this sentence gives,

*' I know that my Redeemer lives!"

57
1 Grant the abundance of the sea
May be converted, Lord, to Thee,
And every sailor on the shore
Return to God, to roam no more.

S The nations, then, with joy shall hail

The Bethel flag in every sail

;

And every ship that plows the sea
A gospel messenger shall be.

3 Hasten, Lord, that glorious day,
When seamen shall Thy word obey,
And safe from port to port be driven,
To point a ruined world to heaven.

58
1 'Tis 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.

2 ' Tis finished ! Let the joyful sound
Be heard thro' all the nations round:
' Tis finished ! Let the echo fly,

Thro' heaven and hell, thro' earth and sky.

59
1 Loed, now we part in Thy blest name,
In which we here together came;
Grant us our few remaining days
To work Thy will, and spread Thy praise.

2 Teach us in life and death to bless
The Lord our Strength and Righteousness

;

And grant us all to meet above;
Then shall we better sing Thy love.

60
1 Worthy the Lamb of boundless sway,

In earth or heaven the Lord of all;

Let all the powers of earth obey,
And low before his foot-stool falL

2 Higher, still higher, swell the strain

;

Creation's voice, the note prolong;
Jesus, the Lamb, shall ever reign;

Let hallelujahs crown the song.

61
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God whom heaven and earth adore,

Be glory as it was of old,

Is now, and shall be evermore.
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2 Why should my passions mix with earth,

And thus debase my heavenly birth?

Why should I cleave to things below,

And let my God, my Saviour go.

3 Call me away from flesh and sense;

One sovereign word can draw me thence;

I would obey the voice divine,

And all inferior jeys resign.

4 Be earth, with all her scenes withdrawn;
Let noise and vanity be gone:
In secret silence of the mind
My heaven, and there my God, I find.

63
1 All scenes alike engaging prove
To souls impressed with sacred love !

Where'er they dwell they dwell with
Thee,

In heaven, in earth, or on the sea.

2 To me remains nor place nor time;

My country is in every clime :

I can be calm and free from care

On any shore, since God is there.

3 While place we seek, or place we shun,

The soul finds happiness in none;

But with a God to guide my way,
'Tis equal joy to go or stay.

4 Could I be cast where Thou art not,

That were, indeed, a dreadful lot,

But regions none remote I call.

Secure of finding God in all.

64
1 When we, our wearied limbs to rest,

Sat down by proud Euphrates' stream,
We wept with doleful thoughts oppress'd,
And Zion was our mournful theme.

2 Our harps that when with joy we sung,
Were wont their tuneful thoughts to bear,

With silent strings neglected hung
On willow trees that withered there.

3 How shall we tune our voice to sing,

Or touch our harps with skillful hands ?

Shall hymns ofjoy, to God our King,
Be sung by slaves in foreign lands ?

4 Salem ! our once happy seat,

When I of thee forgetful prove,
Let then my trembling hand forget

The tuneful strings with art to move.

65
1 Oh ! from the world's vile slavery,

Almighty Saviour, set me free;

And as my treasure is above,

Be there my thoughts and there my love.

2 But oft, alas ! too well I know,

My thoughts, my love are fixed below;

In every lifeless prayer I find

The heart unmoved, the absent mind.

3 Oh! what that frozen heart can move,

Which melts not at a Saviour's love?

What can that sluggish spirit raise,
_

Which will not sing the Saviour's praise 7

4 Lord, draw my best affections hence,

Above this world of sin and sense;

Cause them to soar beyond the skies,

And rest not, till to Thee they rise.
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66
3 He'll shield you with a wall of fire,

With flaming zeal your breasts inspire,

Bid raging winds their fury cease,

And hush the tempest into peace.

3 And when your labors all are o'er,

Then we shall meet to part no more;
Meet with the blood-bought throng, to fall,

And crown our Jesus Lord of all.

67
1 TEimrPHANT Zion, lift thy head,
From dust, and darkness, and the dead;
Though humbled long, awake at length,

And gird thee with thy Saviour's strength.

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on,
And let thy various charms be known:
The world thy glories shall confess,

Decked in the robes of righteousness.

3 No more shall foes unclean invade,
And fill thy hallowed walls with dread;
No more shall hell's insulting host
Their victory and thy sorrows boast.

4 God from on high, thy groans will hear;
His hands thy ruins shall repair;

Reared and adorned by love divine,

Thy towers and battlements shall shine.

68
l Awake, our souls, away, our fears;

Let every trembling thought be gone;
Awake, and run the heavenly race,

And put a cheerful courage on.

2 True, ' tis a strait and thorny road,
And mortal spirits tire and faint;

But they forget the mighty God,
That feeds the strength of every saint.

3 The mighty God, whose matchless power
Is ever new and ever young,

And firm endures, while endless years
Their everlasting circles run.

4 From Thee, the overflowing Spring,
Our souls shall drink a fresh supply

While such as trust their native strength
Shall melt away, and droop and die.

5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air,

We mount aloft to Thine abode;
On wings of love our souls shall fly,

Nor tire amid the heavenly road.

69
1 O Lord of Hosts! Almighty King!
Behold the sacrifice we bring!
To every arm Thy strength impart,
Thy spirit shed through every heart.

2 Be Thou a pillared flame to show
The midnight snare, the silent foe;
And when the battle thunders loud,
Still guide us in its moving cloud.

3 God of all Nations! Sovereign Lord!
In thy dread name we draw the sword,
We lift the starry flag on high,
That fills with light our stormy sky.

4 From treason's rent, from murder's stain,

Guard Thou its folds till Peace shall reign:
Till fort and field, till shore and sea
Join our loud anthem. Praise to Thee'
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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.

3 ' Tis midnight; and, for others' guilt,

The Man of sorrows weeps in blood;
Yet He, who hath in anguish knelt,

Is not forsaken by His God.

4 ' Tis midnight,—and from ether-plains

Is borne the song that angels know:
Unheard by mortals are the strains

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe.

71
1 At Thy command our dearest Lord,

Here we attend Thy dying feast;

Thy blood, like wine, adorns Thy board,
And Thine own flesh feeds every guest.

2 Our faith adores Thy bleeding love,

And trusts for life in One that died;

We hope for heavenly crowns above
From a Redeemer crucified.

3 Let the vain world pronounce it shame,
And fling their Bcandals on the cause;

We come to boast our Saviour's name,
And make our triumphs in His cross.

4 With joy we tell the scoffing age,

He that was dead has left His tomb;
He lives above their utmost rage,

And we are waiting till He come.

72
1 Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With light and comfort from above;
Be Thou our guardian, Thou our guide;

O'er every thought and step preside.

2 The light of truth to us display,

And make us know and choose Thy way;
Plant holy fear in ever heart,

That we from God may ne'er depart.

3 Lead us to holiness—the road
That we must take to dwell with God;
Lead us to Christ—the living Way,
Nor let us from His pastures stray.

73
1 Lord, am I Thine, entirely Thine,
Purchased and saved by blood divine?
With full consent Thine I would be,
And own Thy sovereign right in me.

2 Thee my new Master now I call,

And consecrate to Thee my all

;

Lord, let me live and die to Thee,
Be Thine through all eternity.

74
1 No more, my God, I boast no more

Of all the duties I have done;
I quit the hopes I held before,

To trust the merits of Thy Son.

2 Now, for the love I bear His name,
What was my gain, I count my loss;

My former pride I call my shame,
And nail my glory to His cross.

3 Yes; and I must and will esteem
All things but loss for Jesus' sake;

Oh, may my soul be found in Him,
And of His righteousness nartake'.
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75
2 Let every public temple raise

Triumphant songs of holy praise;
Let every peaceful, private home
A temple, Lord, to Thee become.

3 Still be it our supreme delight
To walk as in Thy glorious sight;
Still in Thy precepts and Thy fear,

Till life's last hour, to persevere.

76
1 God, beneath Thy guiding hand,

Our exiled fathers crossed the sea;
And when they trod the wintry strand,
With prayer and psalm they worshipped
Thee.

2 Laws, freedom, truth, and faith in God,
Came with those exiles o'er the waves;

And where their pilgrim feet have trod,
The God they trusted guards their graves.

3 And here Thy name, God of love,
Their children's children shall adore,

Till these eternal hills remove,
And spring adorns the earth no more.

77
l Lord, visit Thy forsaken race;

Back to Thy fold the wand'rers bring;
Teach them to seek Thy slighted grace,
And hail in Christ their promised King.

\ That veil of darkness rend in twain,
Which hides their Shiloh's glorious light

;

That sever'd olive-branch again
Firm to its parent-stock unite. i

3 Hail, glorious day—expected long! [pour;
When Jew and Greek one prayer shall

With eager foot one temple throng,

—

With grateful praise one God adore.

78
1 Behold, the heathen waits to know
The joy the Gospel will bestow;
The exiled captive to receive

The freedom Jesus has to give.

2 Come, let us, with a grateful heart,
In this blest labor share a part;
Our prayers and suff'rings gladly bring
To aid the triumphs of our King.

3 Our hearts exult in songs of praise,

That we have seen these latter days,
When our Redeemer shall be known,
Where Satan long hath held his throne.

4 Where'er His hand hath spread the skies,

Sweet incense to His name shall rise;

And slave and freeman, Greek and Jew,
By sovereign grace be formed anew.

79
1 Assembled in our school once more,
O Lord, Thy blessing we implore;
We meet to read, and sing, and pray,
Be with us, then, through this Thy day.

2 Our fervent prayer to Thee ascends
For parents, teachers, foes and friends;

And when we in Thy house appear,
Help us to worship in Thy fear.

3 When we on earth shall meet no more,
May we above to glory soar,
And praise Thee in more lofty strains.

Where one eternal Sabbath reigns.
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80
2 Silent and slow they glide away;
Steady and strong their current flows,

—

Lost in eternity's wide sea,

The boundless gulf from whence it flows.

3 Great Source of wisdom, teach my heart
To know the price of every hour,
That time may bear me on to joys

Beyond its measure and its power.

81
1 There is none other name than Thine,
Jehovah Jesus! Name divine!

On which to rest for sins forgiven

—

For peace with God, for hope of Heaven.

2 There is none other name than Thine,
When cares, and fears, and griefs, are mine,
That, with a gracious power, can heal
Each care, and fear, and grief I feel.

3 There is none other name than Thine,
When called my spirit to resign,
To bear me through that latest strife,

And ev'n in death to be my life.

82
1 The Lord of life this table spread

With His own flesh and dying blood

;

We on the rich provision feed,

And taste the wine, and bless our God.

2 Let sinful sweets be all forgot,
And earth grow less in our esteem,

Christ and His love fill every thought,
And faith and hope be fixed on Hini.

3 While He is absent from our sight,

'Tis to prepare our souls a place,
That we may dwell in heavenly light,

And live forever near his face.
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1 Almighty Maker ofmy frame,
Teach me the measure of my days;

Teach me to know how frail I am,
And spend the remnant to Thy praise.

2 My days are shorter than a span

;

A little point my life appears;
How frail at best is dying man!
How vain are all his hopes and fears!

3 Vain his ambition, noise, and show;
Vain are the cares which rack his mind

;

He heaps up treasures mixed with woe,
And dies, and leaves them all behind.

4 0, be a nobler portion mine;
My God, I bow before Thy throne;

Earth's fleeting treasures I resign,
And fix my hope on Thee alone.

84
1 Wherefore should man, frail child of clay

v

Who, from the cradle to the shroud,
Lives but the insect of a day,
0, why should mortal man be proud T

2 His brightest visions just appear,
Then vanish, and no more are found;

The stateliest pile his pride can rear,

A breath may level with the ground.

3 By doubt perplexed, in error lost

With trembling step he seeks his way,
How vain of wisdom's gift the boast!
Of reason's lamp how faint the ray!

4 God of my life, Father divine,
Give me a meek and lowly mind;

In modest worth, 0, let me shine,

And peace in humble virtue find.
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2 Forgive me, Lord, for Thy dear Son,
The ills that I this day have done;
That with the world, myself, and Thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Let my blest Guardian, while I sleep,

His watchful station near me keep;
My heart with love celestial fill,

And guard me from the approach of ill.

4 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 in the latter day.

86
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.

3 Lord, I to Thee my vows renew;
Scatter my sins as morning dew

;

Guard my first springs ofthought and will,

And with Thyself my spirit fill.
*

4 Direct, control, suggest, this day,
All I design or do, or say,

That all my powers, with true delight,

In Thy sole glory may unite.

87
1 Gbeat God, whose universal sway
The known and unknown worlds obey,
Now give the kingdom to Thy Son,
Extend His power, exalt His throne.

2 As rain on meadows newly mown,
So shall He send His influence down;
His grace on fainting souls distils,

Like heavenly dew on thirsty hills.

3 The heathen lands, that lie beneath
The shades of overspreading death,
Revive at His first dawning light,

And deserts blossom at the sight.

4 The saints shall flourish in His days,
Dressed in the robes ofjoy and praise;
Peace, like a river, from His throne
Shall flow to nations yet unknown.

88
1 Who can describe the joys that risa

Through all the courts of paradise,
To see a prodigal return,

To see an heir of glory born?

2 With joy the Father doth approve
The fruit of His eternal love;
The Son with joy looks down and aee«

The purchase of His agonies.

3 The Spirit takes delight to view
The holy soul He formed anew;
And saints and angels join to sing

The growing empire of their King
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89
2 Watch o'er my lips, and guard them, Lord,
From every rash and heedless word

;

Nor let my feet incline to tread
The guilty path where sinners lead.

3 0, may the righteous, when I stray,

Smite and reprove my wandering way,
Their gentle words, like ointment shed.

Shall never bruise, but cheer my head.

4 When I behold them pressed with grief,

I'll cry to heaven for their relief;

And by my warm petitions prove
How much I prize their faithful love.

90
1 holt, holy, holy Lord,

Bright in Thy deeds and in Thy name,
Forever be Thy name adored,
Thy glories let the world proclaim !

2 Jesus Lamb, once crucified

To take our load of sins away,
Thine be the hymn that rolls the tide

Along the realms of upper day ?

3 Holy Spirit from above
In streams of light and glory given,

Thou source of extacy and love

Thy praises ring through earth and
heaven

!

4 God triune ! to Thee we owe
Our every thought, our every song

;

And ever may Thy praises flow

From saint and seraph's burning tongue!

91
1 Mat not the sovereign Lord on high

Dispense His favors as He will;

Choose some to life, while others die,

And yet bejust and gracious still?

2 Shall man reply against the Lord,
And call His Maker's ways unjust,

The thunder of whose dreadful word
Can crush a thousand worlds to dust T

3 But, my soul, if truth so bright

Should dazzle and confound thy sight,

Yet still His written will obey,
And wait the great decisive day.

4 Then shall He make His justice known,
And the whole world before His throne,

With joy or terror, shall confess

The glory of His righteousness.

99
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.

2 Lo, God is here ! Him day and night
The united choirs of angels sing

;

To Him, enthroned above all height,

Heaven's hosts their noblest praisei

bring.

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.
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2 " Deny thyself, and take thy cross,"

Is the Redeemer's great command ;

Nature must count her gold but dross,

If she would gain this heavenly land.

3 Lord, let not all my hopes be vain;
Create my heart entirely new

—

Which hypocrites could ne'er attain,

Which false apostates never knew.

94
1 With broken heart and contrite sigh,

A trembling sinner, Lord, I cry
;

Thy pardoning grace is rich and free :

God, be merciful to me

!

2 Far off I stand with tearful eyes,

Nor dare uplift them to the skies;

But Thou dost all my anguish see :

God, be merciful to me !

3 Nor alms, nor deeds that I have done,
Can for a single sin atone;
To Calvary alone I flee :

God, be merciful to me !

4 And when redeemed from sin and hell,
With all the ransomed throng I dwell,
My raptured song shall ever be,
God has been merciful to me !

95
1 Snow pity, Lord, Lord forgive;
Let a repenting rebel live;

Are not Thy mercies large and free ?

May not a sinner trust in Thee ?

2 0, Wash my bouI from every sin,

And make my guilty conscience cleanj
Here on my heart the burden lies,

And past offences pain mine eyes.

3 My lips with shame my sins confess,
Against Thy laws against Thy grace;
Lord, should Thy judgment grow severe,
I am condemned, but Thou art clear.

4 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

5 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,
Whose hope still hovering round Thy word.
Would light on some sweet promise there,
Some sure support against despair.

96

1 The day of wrath, that dreadful day,
When heaven and earth shall pass away !

What power shall be the sinner's 6tay ?

How shall he meet that dreadful day ?

2 When, shrivelling like a parched scroll,

The naming heavens together roll;

When louder yet, and yet more dread,
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead

3 Oh! on that day, that wrathful day,
When man to judgment wakes from clay,
Be Thou the trembling sinner's stay,

Though heaven and earth shall pass away
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2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray
From heavenly wisdom's narrow way,
To fly the good I would pursue,
Or do the thing I would not do,
Still He who felt temptation's power,
Will guard me in that dangerous hour.

I When, mourning, o'er some stone I bend,
Which covers all that was a friend,

And from his hand, his voice, his smile,

Divides me for a little while,
My Saviour marks the tears I shed,
For " Jesus wept" o'er Lazarus dead.

I And, 0, when I have safely passed
Through every conflict but the last.

Still, Lord, unchanging, watch beside
My dying bed, for Thou hast died;
Then point to realms of cloudless day,
And wipe the latest tear away.

08
I The Lord my pasture shall prepare,
And feed me with a shepherd's care;
His presence shall my wants' supply,
And guard me with a watchful eye;
My noonday walks He shall attend,

And all my midnight hours defend.

I When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mountain pant,

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 the paths of death I tread,

With gloomy horrors overspread,
My steadfast heart shall know no ill,

For Thou, Lord, art with me still;

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid,

And guide me through the dreadful shade.

4 Though in a bare and rugged way,
Through devious, lonely wilds I stray,

Thy bounty shall my pains beguile;

The barren wilderness shall smile
With sudden greens and herbage crowned
And streams shall murmur all around.

99
1 At evening time let there be light:

Life's little day draws near its close;

Around me fall the shades of night,

The night of death, the grave's repose;
To crown my joys, to end my woes,

At evening time let there be light.

2 At evening time there shall be light.

For God hath spoken; it must be;

Fear, doubt, and anguish take their flight;

His glory now is risen on me;
Mine eyes shall His salvation see;

'Tis evening time, and there is light.
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2 From heaven He came, of heaven He spoke, 1 When power divine, in mortal form,
To heaven he led His followers' way; Hushed with a word the raging storm,

Dark clouds of gloomy night He broke, In soothing accents Jesus said

—

Unveiling an immortal day. " Lo ! it is I; be not afraid."

3 ** Come, wanderers, to my Father's home;
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest."

Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come,
Obey Thee, love Thee, and be blest

4 Decay, then, tenements of dust

;

Pillars of earthly pride, decay;
A nobler mansion waits the just,

And Jesus has prepared the way.

not
1 Abtde with us ; the evening shades

Begin already to prevail

;

And, as the lingeringtwilightfades,
Dark clouds along the horizon sad.

2 Abide with us ; and still unfold
Thy sacred, Thy prophetic lore;

What wondrous things of Jesus told !

Stranger, we thirst", we pant for more.

3 Abide with us; our hearts are cold;
We thought that Israel He'd restore;

But sweet the truthsThy lips have told,

And, Stranger, we complain no more.

4 Abide with us; amazed they cry,
As, suddenly, whilst breaking bread,

Their own lost Jesus meets their eye,
With radiant glory on His head !

2 Blessed be the voice that breathes from
To every heart in sunder riven, [heaven
When love, and joy, and hope are fled

—

" Lo ! it is I; be not afraid."

3 And when the last dread hour is come,
While shuddering nature waits her doom,
This voice shall call the pious dead

—

Lo ! it is I; be not afraid."

103
1 0, wheee is now that glowing love

That mark'd our union with the Lord T

Our hearts were fis'd on things above,
Nor could the world a joy afford.

2 Where is the zeal that led us then
To make our Saviour's glory known;

That freed us from the fear of men,
And kept our eyes on Him alone ?

3 Where are the happy seasons spent

In fellowship with Him we loved ?

The sacred joy, the sweet content,

The blessedness that then we pro* ed f

4 Behold, again we turn to Thee,

cast us not away, though vile !

No peace we have, no joy we see,

Lord, our God, but in Thy smile.
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4 In that lone land of deep despair,

No Sabbath's heavenly light shall rise;

No God regard your bitter prayer,
Nor Saviour call you to the skies.

106
1 foe a glance of heavenly day,
To take this stubborn stone 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,

Dear Lord, an adamant would melt;
But I can read each moving line,

And nothing move this heart ofmine.

4 But something yet can do the deed,
And that dear something much I need;
Thy Spirit can from dross refine,

And move and melt this heart of mine.

107
1 How shall the sons of men appear,
Great God, before Thine awful barT
How may the guilty hope to find

Acceptance with the Eternal Mind !

2 Not vows, nor groans, nor broken cries,

Not the most costly sacrifice,

Not infant blood, profusely spilt,

Will expiate a sinner's guilt.

3 Thy blood, dear Jesus, Thine alone,

Hath sovereign virtue to atone;
Here we will rest our only plea,

"When we approach, great God, to Thee.

104
2 Life is the hour that God has given
To escape from hell and fly to heaven

—

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

3 The living know that they must die,

But all the dead forgotten lie;

Their memory and their sense are gone,
Alike unknowing and unknown.

4 Then what my thoughts design to do,
My hands, with all your might pursue;
Since no device nor work is found,
Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground.

5 There are no acts of pardon passed
In the cold grave to which we haste;
But darkness, death, and long despair
Keign in eternal silence there.

105
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 blessed the day!
How sweet the gospel's charming sound

!

Come, sinners, haste, 0, haste away,
While yet a pardoning God He's found,

S Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing,
Shall death command you to the grave;

Before His bar your spirits bring,
Anl none be found to hear or save.



CABDIPF. L. M. 81.CABDIPF. L. M. 61. 31

^ Maiukohi.

S ' ' * . BIMB r-

Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan Hath taught each scene the note of woe
;

§1 =toEEEEs fc#j
*±—rt\

r—v

res rr r ti i

Cease thy complaint, suppress thy groan

i
^1

I*

Behold, the precious balm is found,

iar

To lull thy pain and heal thy wound.

£ ± £ £\ is I h
r |B -g-T-^—#-rf*T-*-

-

10S
2 Come, freely come, by sin oppressed

;

On Jesus cast thy weighty load;
In him thy refuge find, thy rest,

Safe in the mercy of thy God

;

Thy God 's thy Saviour—glorious word!
Oh, hear, believe, and bless the Lord!

109
1 When adverse winds and waves arise,

And in my heart despondence sighs;
When life her throng of cares reveals,

And weakness o'er my spirit steals,

Grateful I hear the kind decree,
That " as my day, my strength shall be."

2 When, with sad footsteps, memory roves
'Mid smitten joys and buried loves,

When sleep my tearful pillow flies,

And dewy morning drinks my sighs,

Still to Thy promise, Lord! I flee,

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

3 One trial more must yet be past

:

One pang—the keenest and the last;

And when, with brow convulsed and pale,
My feeble, quivering heart-strings fail,

Redeemer! grant my soul to see
That '

• as my day, my strength shall be.
'

'

HO
Blessed who with generous pity glows,
Who learns to feel another's woes,
Bows to the poor man's want his ear,

And wipes the helpless orphan's tear:

In every want, in every woe,
Himself, Thy pity, Lord, shall know.

Thy love his life shall guard, Thy hand
Give to his lot the chosen land;
Nor leave him in the dreadful day,
To unrelenting foes a prey.
When languid with disease and pain,
Thou, Lord, his spirit shalt sustain.

Ill
Sweet is the last, the parting ray
That ushers placid evening in,

When with the still, expiring day
The Sabbath's peaceful hours begin;

How grateful to the anxious breast

The sacred hours of holy rest!

Oft as this peaceful hour shall come,
Lord, raise my thoughts from heavenly

things,

And bear them to my heavenly home,
On faith and hope's celestial wings,

Till the last gleam of life decay
In one eternal Sabbath day.
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119
2 He guides our feet, He guards our way;
His morning smiles bless all the day

;

He spreads the evening veil and keeps
The silent hours while Israel sleeps.

3 Israel, a name divinely blest,

May rise secure, securely rest;

Thy holy Guardian's wakeful eyes
Admit no slumber, nor surprise.

113

1 Jehovah reigns ; let all the earth
In His just government rejoice;

Let all the isles, with sacred mirth,
In His applause unite their voice.

2 Darkness and clouds of awful shade
His dazzling glory shroud in state;

Justice and truth His guards are made,
And fixed by His pavilion wait.

3 Rejoice, ye righteous, in the Lord;
Memorials of His holiness

Deep in your faithful breasts record,
And with your thankful tongues confess.

114
1 Eternal Spirit, we confess

And sing the wonders of Thy grace:
Thy power conveys our blessings down,
From God the Father and the Son.

2 Enlightened by Thy heavenly ray,
Our shades and darkness turn to day;
Thine inward teachings make us know
Our danger and our refuge too.

3 Thy power and glory work within,
And break the chains of reigning sin;

Do our imperious lusts subdue,
And form our wretched hearts anew.

4 The troubled conscience knows Thy voioe.

Thy cheering words awake our joys;
Thy words allay the stormy wind,
And calm the surges of the mind.

115
1 My soul, thy great Creator praise;
When clothed in His celestial rays,
He in full majesty appears,
And like a robe His glory wears.

2 The heavens are for His curtains spread,
The unfathomed deep He makes His bed;
Clouds are His chariot, when he flies

On winged storms across the skies.

3 Angels, whom His own breath inspires,

His ministers are flaming fires;

And swift as thought their armies move
To bear His vengeance or His love.

116
Let sinners saved give thanks and sing

Of mercies past, ofjoys to come;
The Lord their Saviour is and King,
The cross their hope, and heaven their home.

117
To God the Father glory be,

And to His sole-begotten Son;
The same, Holy Ghost, to Thee,
While everlasting ages run.
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Just as I am, without one plea, Hut that Thy blood was shed for me,
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118
2 Just as I am, and waiting noc
To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To Thee whose blood can cleanse each spot,
Lamb of God, I come!

3 Just as I am, though tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Fightings within, and fears without,

Lamb of God, I come!

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

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,
Yea, all I need, in Thee to find,

Lamb of God, I come!

5 Just as I am Thou wilt receive;

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve;

Because Thy promise I believe,

Lamb of God, I come!

6 Just as I am, Thy love unknown
11 d< broken every barrier down;
Now, to be Thine, yea, Thine alone,

Lamb of God, I come!

119
1 Just as thou art—without one trace
Ot love, or joy, or inward grac9,
Or meetness for the heavenly place,

—

guilty sinner, come!

2 Thy sins I bore on Calvary's tree;

The stripes thy due were laid on Me,
That peaceand pardon might be free:

wretched sinner, come!

1 Burdened with guilt wouldst thou be blest ?

Trust not the world; it gives no rest;

I bring reliefto hearts oppressed:
weary sinner, come!

4 Come, leave thy burden at the cross;
Count all thy gains but empty dross;
My grace repays all earthly loss:

needy sinner, come!

5 Come, hither bring thy boding fears,

Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears;
' Tis mercy's voice salutes thine ears:

trembling sinner, come!

6 " The Spirit and the bride say, Come;"
Rejoicing saints re-echo, Come!
Who faints.who thirsts.who will.may come:

Thy Saviour bids thee come.

1 There is a pure and peaceful wave
That noils around the throne of love,

Whose waters gladden as they lave

The peaceful shores above.

2 While streams which on that tide depend,
Steal from those heavenly shores away,
And on this desert world descend

O'er weary lands to stray.

3 The pilgrim faint and nisrh to sink
Beneath his load of earthly woe,
Refreshed beside their verdant brisk,

Rejoices in their flow.

4 There, oh my soul, do thou repair
And hover o'er the hallowed spring,

To drink the crystal wave, and there

To lave thy wearied wing.
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2 We meet through distant lands to spread
The truth for which the martyrs bled;

Along the line to either pole,

The anthem of Thy praise to roll.

3 Our prayers assist; acceptour praise;

Our hopes revive ; our courage raise;

Our counsels aid ; to each impart
The single eye, the faithful heart.

5 Forth with Thy chosen heralds come;
Recall the wandering spirits home;
From Zion's mount send forth the sound,
To spread the spacious earth around.

122
.1 What sinners value I resign:

Lord, 'tis enough that Thou art mine:
I shall behold thy blissful face,

And stand complete in righteousness.

2 This life's a dream, an empty show;
But the bright world to which I go
Hath joys substantial and sincere;

When shall I wake and find me there ?

3 glorious hour ! blest abode !

I shall be near and like my God,
And flesh and sin no more control

The sacred pleasures of the soul.

A My flesh shall slumber in the ground
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound;
Then burst the chains with sweet surprise,

And in my Saviour's image rise.

123
1 Abtse, my soul, on wings sublime,

Above the vanities of time ;

Let faith now pierce the veil, and see

The glories of eternity.

2 Born by a new, celestial birth,

Why should I grovel here on earth ?

Why grasp at vain and fleeting toys,
So near to heaven's eternal joys ?

3 Shall aught beguile me on the road,

—

The narrow road that leads to God ?

Or can I love this earth so well,

As not to long with God to dwell?

4 To dwell with God,—to taste His love
Is the full heaven enjoyed above :

The glorious expectation now
Is heavenly bliss begun below.

124
1 Pouk out Thy Spirit from on high;

Lord, Thine assembled servants bless;

Graces and gifts to each supply, [ness.

And clothe Thy priests with righteous

2 Wisdom, and zeal, and faith impart,
Firmness with meekness from above,

To bear Thy people on our heart,

And love the souls whom Thou dost love -

3 To watch and pray, and never faint;

By day and night strict guard to keep

;

To warn the sinner, cheer the saint,

Nourish Thy lambs, and feed Thy sheep;

4 Then, when our work is finished here,

In humble hope our charge resign;

When the chief Shepherd shall appear.

God, may they and we be Thine.

125
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God whom heaven and earth adore,

Be glory as it was of old,

Is now, and shall be evermore

!
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2 My days unclouded as they pass,
And every gently-rolling hour,

Are monuments of wondrous grace,
And witness to Thy love and power.

3 Thy love and power, celestial guard,
Preserve me from surrounding harm :

Can danger reach me while the Lord
Extends His kind protecting arm !

4 Let this blest hope my eyelids close
;

With sleep refresh my feeble frame;
Safe in Thy care may 1 repose,
And wake with praises to Thy name.

127
1 Sweet is the light of Sabbath eve,

And soft the sunbeams lingering there;
For these blest hours the world I 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.

128
1 Loed, when my thoughts delighted rove
Amid the wonders of Thy love,
Sweet hope revives my drooping heart,
And bids intruding fears depart.

2 For mortal crimes a sacrifice,

The Lord of life, the Saviour dies;
What love ! what mercy ! how divine !

Jesus, and can I call Thee mine ?

3 Repentant sorrows fills my heart,
But minglingjoy allays the smart

;

0, may my future life declare
This sorrow and the joy sincere.

4 Be all my heart and all my days
Devoted to my Saviour's praise;
And let my glad obedience prove
How much I owe, how much I love.

129
1 Thou Prince of glory, slain for me,

Breathing forgiveness in thy prayer;
That loving, melting look I see;
That bursting sigh, that tender tear.

2 Can I behold that closing eye,
Still fixed on me, still beaming love;

And can I see my Saviour die,
Nor feel one holy passion move ?

3 Let me but hear Thy dying voice
Pronounce forgiveness in my breast;

My trembling spirit shall rejoice,

And feel the calm of heavenly rest

Lord, Thine atoning blood apply,
And life or death is sweet to me;

In life's last hour, Thy presence nigh,
From fear shall set my tspirit free.
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2 Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks

From every host, from every gem;
But one alone the Saviour speaks:

It is the star of Bethlehem.

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; "i

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 thi*ough the storm and danger's thrall,

It led me to the port of peace.

6 Now, safely moored, my perils o'er,

I'll sing, first in night's diadem,
Forever and forevermore,
The Star !—the Star of Bethlehem !

131

1 On, sweetly breathe the lyres above,

When angels touch the quivering string,

And wake, to chant Imrnanuel's love,

Such strains as angel lips can sing !

2 And sweet, on earth, the choral swell, 4 YA\th sees the bright eternal doors
From mortai tongues, of gladsome lays

;

Unfold to make her children way

;

When pardoned souls their raptures tell, They shall be clothed with endless life,

And, grateful, hymn Immanuers praise. And shine in everlasting day.

3 Jesus, Thy name our souls adore

;

We own the bond that makes us Thine;
And carnal joys, that charmed before,

For Thy dear sake we now resign.

4 Our hearts, by dying love subdued,
Accept Thine offered grace to-day

;

Beneath the cross, with blood bedewed,
We bow, and give ourselves away.

5 In Thee we trust,—on Thee rely

;

Though we are feeble, Thou art strong

;

Oh, keep us till our spirits fly

To join the bright, immortal throng !

133

1 Shall man, Godof light and life !

Forever moulder in the grave ?

Canst Thou forget Thy glorious work,
Thy promise, and Thy power to save?

2 In those dark, silent realms of night,

Shall peace and hope no more arise ?

No future morning light the tomb,
Nor day-star gild the darksome skies?

3 Cease, cease, ye vain, desponding fears !

When Christ, our Lord, from darkness
sprang,

Death, the last foe, was captive led,

And heaven with praise and wonder rang.
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Dis - pel my doubts, my fears control, And heal the an-guish of my soul.

133
2 Come, smiling hope and joy sincere,

Com?
;
make your constant dwelling here;

Still let your presence cheer my heart,
Nor sin compel you to depart.

3 God of hope and peace divine,

Make Thou these secret pleasures mine;
Forgive my sins, my fears remove,
And fill my heart with joy and love.

134
1 As, in soft silence, vernal showers
Descend and cheer the fainting flowers,

So in the secrecy of love,

Falls the sweet influence from above.

2 That heavenly influence let me find
In holy silence of the mind,
While every grace maintains its bloom,
Diffusing wide its rich perfume.

3 Nor let these blessings be confined
To me, but poured on all mankind;
Till earth's wild wastes in verdure rise,

And a young Eden bless our eyes.

135
1 My only Saviour ! when I feel

O'erwhelmed in spirit, faint, oppressed,
'Tis sweet to tell Thee, while I kneel
Low at Thy feet, Thou art my rest.

2 I'm weary of the strife within;
Strong powers against my soul contest

;

Oh, let me turn from self and sin

To Thy dear cross, for there is rest

!

3 Oh ! sweet will be the welcome day,
When from her toils and woes released,

My parting soul in death shall say,
" Now, Lord ! I come to Thee for rest."

136
1 Return, wanderer, return

And seek an injured Father's face;

Those new desires that in thee burn
Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

2 Return, wanderer, return
And seek a Father's melting heart:

Whose pitying eyes thy grief discern,
Whose hand shall heal thine inwar

smart.

3 Return, wanderer, return
Thy Saviour bids thy spirit live;

Go to his bleeding feet and learn
How fondly Jesus can forgive.

4 Return, wanderer, return,
And wipe away thy falling tear;

'Tis God who says, " no longer mourn;''
'Tis Mercy's voice invites thee near.

137
1 " O, learn of Me," the Saviour cried;
" O, learn of Me, ye sons of pride;
For I am lowly, humble, meek

;

No haughty looks high thoughts bespeak."

2 Yes, blest Immanuel, Thou wast mild,
Patient and gentle as a child;
And they who would Thy kingdom see,

Must meek and lowly be, like Thee.
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2 The cherub near the viewless throne,
Hath smote the harp -with trembling hand

;

And one with incense-fire hath flown,
To touch with flame the angel band:
But tuneless is the quivering string,

No melody can Gabriel bring,
Mute are its arches when above
The harps af heaven wake not to love!

3 Earth, sea and sky one language speak,
In harmony that soothes the soul;

'Tis heard when scarce the zephyrs wake,
And when on thunders thunders roll

That voice is heard, and tumults cease,

It whispers to the bosom peace;
Speak, Thou Inspirer, from above,
And cheer our hearts, celestial Love !
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2 Your streams were floating me along,
Down to the gulf of black despair ;

And while I listened to your song, [there.

Your streams had e'en conveyed me
3 Lord, I adore Thy matchless grace,

That warned me of that dark abyss,
That drew me from those treach'rous seas,

And bade me seek superior bliss.

4 Now to the shining realms above,
I stretch my hands and glance my eyes;

for the pinions of a dove,
To bear me to the upper skies!

5 There, from the bosom ofmy God,
Oceans of endless pleasures roll:

There would I fix my last abode,
And drown the sorrows of my souL

140
1 Jesus, and shall it ever be

—

A mortal man ashamed of Thee ?

Ashamed of Thee, whom angels praise,
Whose glories shine thro' endless days ?

2 Ashamed of Jesus! just as soon
Let midnight be ashamed of noon;
'Tis midnight with my soul, till He,
Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee.

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

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

4 A=hamed of Jesus ! yes, I may
When I've no guilt to wash away,
No tear to wipe, no good to crave,
No fears tr quell, no soul to save.

5 Till then—nor is my boasting vain

—

Till then I boast a Saviour slain!

And 0, may this my glory be,
That Christ is not ashamed of me.

141
1 holt, holy, holy, Lord!
Thou God of Hosts, by all adored:
The earth and heavens are full of Thee,
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 hallelujahs round.

143
1 Thus saith the wisdom of the Lord,

—

" Blessed is the man that hears My word,
Keeps daily watch before My gates,
And at My feet for mercy waits.

2 " The soul that seeks Me shall obtain
Immortal wealth, and heavenly gain;
Immortal life is his reward

;

Life, and the favor of the Lord. '

'

143
Glohy to Thee, God, most high!
Father, we praise Thy majesty

!

The Son, the Spirit, we adore,
One Godhead, blest for evermore
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2 Oppressed with guilt—a painful load

—

0, come and bow before your God!
Divine compassion, mighty love,

Will all the painful load remove.

3 Here mercy's boundless ocean flows,

To cleanse your guilt and heal your woes;
Pardon and life and endless peace

—

How rich the gift; how free the grace!

4 Dear Saviour! let Thy powerful love
Confirm our faith, our fears remove;

sweetly reign in every breast,

And guide us to eternal rest.

145
1 Behold the Saviour at thy door!
He gently knocks, has knocked before;
Has waited long, is waiting still,

—

You treat no other friend so ill.

2 0, lovely attitude! He stands
With melting heart and outstretch'd hands

;

0, matchless kindness! and He show3
This matchless kindness to His foes.

3 Admit Him; for the human breast
Ne'er entertained so kind a guest;
Admit Him; or the hour's at hand,
When at His door denied you'll stand.

4 " Open my heart, Lord, enter in;

Slay every foe, and conquer sin:

1 now to Thee my all resign

;

My body, soul, and all are Thine."

146
1 Stretched on the cross, the Saviour dies!
Hark! His expiring groans arise;

See, from His hands, His feet, His side,

Descends the sacred, crimson tide.

2 And didst Thou bleed?—for sinners bleed ?

And could the sun behold the deed ?

No ; he withdrew his cheering ray,
And darkness veiled the mourning day.

3 Can I survey this scene of woe,
Where mingling grief and mercy flow.

And yet my heart so hard remain,
Unmoved by either love or pain ?

4 Come, dearest Lord, Thy grace impart,
To warm this cold, this stupid heart,
Till all its powers and passions move
In melting grief and ardent love.

147
1 Dear Saviour, if these lambs should stray

From Thy secure inclosure's bound,
And lured by worldly joys away,
Among the thoughtless crowd be found:

2 Remember still that they are Thine,
That Thy dear sacred name they bear;

Think that the seal of love divine,

The sign of cov'nant grace they wear.

3 Ln all their erring, sinful years,
Oh, let them ne'er forgotten be!

Remember all the prayers and tears

Which made them consecrate to Thee.

4 And when these lips no more can pray,
These eyes can weep for them no more,

Turn Thou their feet from folly's way;
The wanderers to Thy fold restore.
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2 My Father's house is built on high,
Far, far above the starry sky :

When from this earthly prison free,

That heavenly mansion mine shall be.

I'm going home, &e.

3 While here, a stranger far from home,
Affliction's waves may round me foam?
And, though like Lazarus, sick and poor,
My heavenly mansion is secure.

I'm going home, &c.

4 Let others seek a home below,
Which flames devour, or waves o'erflow;
Be mine the happier lot to own
A heavenly mansion near the throne.

I'm going home, &c.

5 Then fail this earth, let stars decline.

And sun and moon refuse to shine,

All nature sink anil cease to be,

That heavenly mansion stands for me.
I'm goiug home, &c.

149
1 Hail, sovereign love, that first began
The scheme to rescue fallen man;
Hail, matchless, free, eternal grace,
That gave my soul a Hiding-place.

2 Against the God that rules the sky
I fought with hand uplifted high;
Despised His rich, abounding grace,
Too proud to seek a Hiding-place.

3 But thus the eternal counsel ran:
" Almighty love, arrest that man."
I felt the arrow of distress,

And found I had no Hiding-place.

4 Indignant justice stood in view;
To Sinai's fiery mount I flew:

But Justice cried, with frowning face,
" This mountain is no Hiding-place."

5 Ere long a heavenly voice I heard,
And Mercy's angel form appeared;
She led me on, with gentle pace,
To Jesus, as my Hiding-place.

6 On Him Almighty vengeance fell,

That must have sunk a world to hell.

He bore it for the chosen race,
And thus became their Hiding-place.

7 A few more rolling suns, at most,
Will land me safe on Canaan's coast,
Where I shall sing the song of grace,
And see my glorious Hiding-place.
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2 Such is the Christian's parting hour;

So peacefully he sinks to rest; [power,
When faith, endued from heaven with

Sustains and cheers his languid breast.

3 Mark but that radiance ofhis eye,
That smile upon his wasted cheek

;

They tell us of his glory nigh,
In language that no tongue can speak.

4 Who would not wish to die like those
Whom God's own Spirit deigns to bless?

To sink into that soft repose,
Then wake to perfect happiness ?

151

1 Saviour, when night involves the skies,

My soul, adoring turns to Thee;
Thee, self-abased in mortal guise,

And wrapped in shades of death for me.

2 On Thee my waking raptures dwell,
When crimson gleams the east adorn

;

Thee, Victor of the grave and hell

;

Thee, Source of life's eternal morn.

3 When noon her throne in light arrays,
To Thee my soul triumphant springs;

Thee, throned in Glory's endless blaze;

Thee, Lord of lords, and King of kings.

I O'er earth when shades of evening steal,

To death and Thee my thoughts I give;
To death, whose power I soon must feel;

To Thee, with whom I trust to live.

-F

153
1 How sweet to leave the world awhile,

And seek the presence of our Lord!
Dear Saviour, on Thy people smile.

And come, according to Thy word.

2 From busy scenes we now retreat,

That we may here converse with Thee:
Ah, Lord, behold us at Thy feet!

Let this the " gate of heaven" be.

3 " Chief of ten thousand! " now appear,
That we by faith may see Thy face;

Oh, speak, that we Thy voice may hear,
And let Thy presence fill this place!

153
1 Soft be the gently breathing notes

That sing the Saviour's dying love;
Soft as the evening zephyr floats

;

Soft as the tuneful lyres above.

2 Soft as the morning dews descend,
While the sweet lark exulting soars;

So soft to your almighty Friend
Be every wish your bosom pours.

3 Pure as the sun's enlivening ray
That scatters life and joy abroad,

Pure as the lucid car of day
That loud proclaims its Maker God:

4 True as the magnet to the pole,

So true let your conviction be

—

So true let all your sorrows roll

To Him who bled upon the tree.
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2 In vain would boasting reason find

The way to happiness and God

;

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

3 No other name will heaven approve;
Thou art the true, the living way, *

Ordained by everlasting love,

To the bright realms of endless day.

4 Safe lead as through this world of night,
And bring us to the blissful plains,

The regions of unclouded light,

Where perfect joy forever reigns.

155
1 When Jordan hushed his waters still,

And silence slept on Zion'shill;

When Bethlehem's shepherds through the
night

Watched o'er their flocks by starry light;

2 Hark! from the midnight hills around,
A voice of more than mortal sound
In distant hallelujahs stole,

Wild murmuring o'er the raptured soul.

3 On wheels of light, on wings of flame,

The glorious hosts of Zion came;
HiLrh heaven with songs of triumph rung,
While thus they Btruck their harps, and

sung:

4 " Zion, lift thy raptured eye;

The long expected hour is nigh;

The joys of nature rise again

;

The Prince of Salem comes to reign.

5 " He comes to cheer the trembling heart,
Bid Satan and his host depart;
Again the Day star gilds the gloom,
Again the bowers of Eden bloom. '

'

156
1 While o'er the deep Thy servants sail,

Send Thou, Lord, the prosperous gale;

And on their hearts, where'er they go,
Oh, let Thy heavenly breezes blow!

2 If on the morning's wings they fly,

They will not pass beyond thine eye;
Thewanderers'prayer thoubend'st to hear,

And faith exults to know Thee near.

3 When tempests rock the groaning bark,
Oh, hide them safe in Jesus' ark!

When in the tempting port they ride,

Oh, keep them safe at Jesus side!

4 If life's wide ocean smile or roar,

Still guide them to the heavenly shore;

And grant their dust in Christ may sleep,

Abroad, at home, or in the deep.

157
1 'Tis by the faith ofjoys to come

We walk through deserts dark as night;

Till we arrive at heaven, our home,_
Faith is our guide, and faith our light.

2 The want of sight she well supplies;

She makes the pearly gates appear;
Far into distant worlds she pries,

And brings eternal glories near.

3 Cheerful we tread the desert through,
While faith inspires a heavenly ray;

Though lions roar and tempests blow,

And rocks and dangers fill the way.
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2 " They shall find rest -who learn of me:

I'm of a meek and lowly mind;
But passion rages like the sea,

And pride is restless as the wind.

3 " Blest is the man whose shoulders take
My yoke, and bear it with delight:

My yoke is easy to his neck,

My grace shall make the burden light."

159
1 Trembling, before Thine awful Throne,
O Lord, in dust my sins I own

;

Justice and mercy for my life

Contend; 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 in heaven,
The new-born peace of sins forgiven;
Tears of such pure and deep delight,

Ye angels, never dimmed your sight.

4 Loud is the song, the heavenly plain

Is shaken by the choral strain;

And dying echoes, floating far,

Draw music from each chiming star.

5 But I amid your choirs shall shine,

And all your knowledge will be mine

;

Ye on your harps must lean to hear

A secret chord that mine will bear.

160
1 So fades the lovely blooming flower,

Frail, smiling solace of an hour;
So soon our transient comforts fly,

And pleasure only blooms to die.

2 Is there no kind, no lenient art

To heal the anguish of the heart ?

0, let Beligion then be nigh;
Her comforts were not made to die,

3 Then gentle Patience smiles on Pain,
And dying hope revives again;
Hope wipes the tear from Sorrow's eye,

And Faith points upward to the sky.

161

1 Millions within Thy courts have met,
Millions this day before Thee bow'd;

Their faces Zionward were set,

—

Vows with their lips to Thee they vow'd.

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 worshipped Thee.

3 People of many a tribe and tongue,

Of various languages and lands,

Have heard Thy truth, Thy glory sung,
And offer'd prayer with holy hands.

4 Yet one prayer more ;—and be it one,

In which both heaven and earth accord
Fulfil Thy promise to Thy Son:

Let all that breathes call Jesus Lord

!

163
1 Dismiss us with Thy blessing, Lord,
Help us to feed upon Thy word;
All that has been amiss forgive,

And let Thy truth within us live.

2 Though we are guilty, Thou art good;
Wash aH our works in Jesus' blood:
Give every fettered soul release,

And bid us all depart in peace.
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2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

B tve 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,
Tint were a present far too small;

Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.

164
1 When sins and fears prevailing rise,

And fainting hope almost expires,
Jesus, to Thee I lift my eyes,
To Thee I breathe my soul's desires.

2 If my immortal Saviour lives.

Then my immortal life is sure

;

His worda firm foundation gives;
Here let me build and rest secure.

3 Here let my faith unshaken dwell;
Immovable the promise stands;

Not all the powers of earth or hell 1

Can e'er dissolve the sacred bands.

4 Here, my soul, thy trust repose;
If Jesus is forever mine,

Not death itself, that last of foes,

Shall break a union so divine.

165
1 Sat, 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 Hath something met thee in the path
Of worldliness and vanity,

And pointed to the coming wrath,
And warned thee from that wrath to flee?

3 Sinner, it was a heavenly voice;

It was the Spirit's gracious call;

It bade thee make the better choice,

And haste to seek in Christ thine all.

4 Spurn not the call to life and light;

Regard in time the warning kind;
That call thou mayst not always slight,

And yet the gate of mercy find.

166
1 Haste, trav'ler, haste! the night comes on,
And many a shining hour is gone;
The storm is gathering in the west,
And thou far off from home and rest.

2 The rising temptest sweeps the sky:
The rains descend, the winds are high;
The waters swell, and death and fear

Beset thy path, nor refuge near.

3 0, yes! a shelter you may gain,

A covert from the wind and rain;

A hiding-place, a rest, a home,
A refuge from the wrath to come.

4 Then linger not in all the plain;

Flee for tliy life; the mountain gain;
Look not behind; make no delay;

speed thee, speed thee on thy way.
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9 Church of our God, arise and shine
Bright with the beams of truth divine;
Then shall thy radiance stream afar,

Wide as the heathen nations are.

3 Gentiles and kings thy light shall view;
All shall admire and love thee too,
Shall come like clouds across the sky,
Or doves that to their windows fly.

168
1 O, come, loud anthems let us sing,
Loud thanks to our almighty King;
For we our voices high should raise,

When our salvation's Rock we praise.

2 Into his presence let us haste,
To thank Him for His favors past;
To Him address, in joyful songs,
The praise that to His name belongs.

3 For God the Lord, enthroned in state,

Is with unrivalled glory great

—

A King superior far to all

—

Who by His title God we call,

4 0, let us to His courts repair,

And bow with adoration there;

Down on our knees devoutly, all,

Before the Lord our Maker, fall.

169
1 Sovereign of worlds! display Thy power;
Be this Thy Zion's favored hour;

Bid the bright morning Star arise,

And point the nations to the skies.

2 Set up Thy throne where Satan reigns,

—

On Afric's shore, on India's plains,

On wilds and continents unknown,

—

And make the nations all Thine own.

3 Speak! and the world shall hear Thy voice;
Speak! and the desert shall rejoice;

Scatter the gloom of heathen night,

And bid all nations hail the light.

170
1 The Lord is King! Lift up thy voice,

earth, and all ye heavens, rejoice!

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

2 The Lord is King! who then shall dare
Resist His will, distrust His care ?

Holy and true are all His ways;
Let every creature speak His praise.

3 0, when His wisdom can mistake,

His might decay, His love forsake,

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

171
To God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be honor, praise, and glory given,

By all on earth, and all in heaven!
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173
2 What is my being but for Thee,

—

Its sure support, its noblest end ?

' Tis my delight Thy face to see,

And serve the cause of such a Friend.

3 I would not sigh for worldly joy,
Or to increase my worldly good

;

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

.

4 ' Tis to my Saviour I would live,

—

To Him who for my ransom died

;

Nor could all worldly honor give
Such bliss as crowns me at His side.

173
1 God ofmy life, to Thee I call;

Afflicted at Thy feet I fall;

When the great water-floods prevail,

Leave not my trembling heart to fail.

2 Friend of the friendless, and the faint,

Where should I lodge my deep complaint ?

Where—but with Him whose open door
Invites the helpless and the poor ?

3 Did ever mourner plead with Thee,
And Thou refuse that mourner's plea ?

Does not the promise still remain,
That none shall seek Thy face in vain ?

4 Poor I may be—despised, forgot,

Yet God, my God, forgets me not;
And he is safe, and must succeed,

For whom the Saviour deigns to plead.

174
1 O SPIBIT 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.

175
1 " Go, preach my gospel," saith the Lord;
" Bid the whole earth my grace receive :

" He shall be saved, who trusts my word;
" He shall be damned,who won't believe.

2 " I'll make your great commission known,
" And ye shall prove my gospel true;
" By all the works that I have done

:

" By all the wonders ye shall do.

3 " Teach all the nations my commands;
"I'm with you till the world shall end :

" All power is trusted in my hands;
" I can destroy, and I defend."

4 He spake,—and light shone round his head;

On a bright cloud to heaven he rode;

They to the farthest nations spread

The grace of their ascended God.



MIGDOL. L.M.
Dr. Lowell Masoh

-*- -*--•- P I ll ! ! j w I iii fir i

r r r
Soon may the last glad song a - rise Through all the millions of the skies,

l I i

That song of triumph which records That all the earth is now the lord's.

j; i i i i 1 i.rj i j , ii aim
;/—*-—+.

-*-r*
o- HI i= F--

176
2 Let thrones, and powers, and kingdoms be
Obedient, mighty God, to Thee;
And over land, and stream, and main,
Wave Thou the scepter of Thy reign.

3 0, let that glorious anthem swell;

Let host to host the triumph tell,

That no one rebel heart remains,
But over all the Saviour reigns.

177
1 Lo, what a glorious Corner Stone

The Jewish builders did refuse;

But God hath built his Church thereon,

In spite of envy and the Jews.

2 Great God, the work is all divine,

The joy and wonder of our eyes;

This is the day that proves it Thine,

The day that saw our Saviour rise.

3 Sinners, rejoice, and saints, be glad;
Hosanna! let His name be blessed;

A thousand honors on His head,
AVith peace, and light, and glory rest.

1 In God's own name He comes to bring
Salvation to our dying race;

Let the whole Church address their King
With hearts ofjoy and songs of praise.

178
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

Adds to its influence more and more.

3 More glorious still as centuries roll,

New regions blessed, new powers un-
furled,

Expanding with the expanding soul,

Its waters shall o'erflow the world;

4 Flow to restore, but not destroy

;

As when the cloudless lamp of day
Pours out its floods of light and joy,
And sweeps each lingering mist away

179
1 Jesus! Thy Church, with longing eyes,

For Thine expected coming waits:

When will the promised light arise,

And glory beam on Zion's gates T

2 E'en now, when tempests round us fall,

And wintry clouds o'ercast the sky,
Thy words with pleasure we recall,

And deem that our redemption 's nigh.

3 0! come, and reign o'er every land;

Let Satan from his throne be hurled

;

All nations bow to Thy command,
And grace revive a dying world.

4 Teach us, in watchfulness and prayer,

To wait for Thine appointed hour

,

And fit us, by Thy grace, to share

The triumphs of Thy conqu'ring power.
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2 He saw me ruined in the fall,

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all;

He saved me from my lost estate;
His loving kindness, 0, how great!

3 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
Has gathered thick and thundered loud,
He near my soul has always stood

;

His loving kindness, 0, how good!

4 Often I feel my sinful heart
Prr ne from my Jesus to depart

;

But though I have Him oft forgot,
His loving kindness changes not.

5 Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale,

Soon all my mortal powers must fail;

0, may my last, expiring breath
His loving kindness sing in death.

6 Then let me mount and soar away
To the bright world of endless day,
And 6ing, with rapture and surprise,
His loving kindness in the skies.

181
T
1

1 To Thee, God, in grateful praise,

All nature wakes harmonious lays;

The rolling flood, beast, bird, and bee,
Join in perpetual praise to Thee.

2 The opening flower that scents the morn,
The breeze that bends the golden corn,
The dew-drop trembling in the sun,
Praise Thee, Thou great and Holy One.

3 The mighty orbs that roll on high,
The rainbow arching o'er the sky,
Old ocean heaving deep and free,

Ascribe unceasing praise to Thee.

4 Heaven, earth, and main in one glad song.
Their Maker's glorious praise prolong;
And angels sweep the silver string,

To laud Thy name, eternal King.

5 Our tongues, Great God, adoring Thee,
Shall join the general symphony

;

While our Redeemer's lofty praise

Shall be the chorus which we raise.
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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,

Almighty power, with wisdom shines;

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

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.

183
1 If in our daily course our mind
Be set to hallow all we find,

New treasures still, of countless price,

God will provide for sacrifice.

2 Old friends, old scenes will lovelier be
As more of heaven in each we see:

Some softening gleam of love and prayer
Shall dawn on every cross and care.

184
1 Jesus, Thy boundless love to me

No thought can reach, no tongue declare;

Unite my thankful heart to Thee,
And reign without a rival there.

2 0, let Thy love my soul inflame

And to Thy service sweetly bind}
Transfuse it through my inmost frame,
And mould me wholly to Thy mind.

3 Thy love in sufferings be my peace,
Thy love in weakness make me strong;

And when the storms of life shall cease,

Tby love shall be in heaven my song.

185
1 Happy the meek, whose gentle breast,

Clear as the summer's evening ray,
Calm as the regions of the blest,

Enjoys on earth celestial day.

2 His heart no broken friendships sting;

No jars his peaceful tent invade;
He rests beneath th' Almighty's wing,

Hostile to none—of none afraid.

3 Spirit of grace! all meek and mild,

Inspire our hearts,—our souls possess;

Repel each passion rude and wild,

And bless us, as we aim to bless.

186
1 0, deem not they are blessed alone

Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep;
For God who pities man, has shown
A blessing for the eyes that weep.

2 The light of smiles shall fill again
The lids that overflow with tears

;

And weary hours of woe and pain
Are promises of happier years.

3 And ye who at a friend's low bier

Now shed the bitter drops like rain,

Hope that a brighter, happier sphere
Will give him to your arms again.

4 Nor let the good man's trust depart,

Though life its common gifts deny,
Though with a pierced and broken heart,

And spurned of men, he goes to die.

5 For God has marked each sorrowing day,
And numbered every secret tear,

And heaven's long age of bliss shall pay
For all His children suffer here.
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2 Sweet hour of prayer ! sweet hour ofprayer

!

Thy wings shall my petition bear,

To him whose truth and faithfulness,

Engage the waiting soul to bless;

And since he bids me seek his face,

Believe his word, and trust his grace,

I'll cast on him my every care,

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer!

3 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of prayer!
May I thy consolations share;

Till from Mount Pisgah's lofty height,

I view my home, and take my flight:

This robe of flesh I'll drop, and rise

To seize the everlasting prize;

And shout, while passing through the air,

Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of prayer.

188
1 love divine, that stooped to share

Our sharpest pangs, our bitterest tear,

On Thee we cast each earth born care,

We smile at pain while Thou art near!

m
2 Though long the weary way we tread,

And sorrow crown each lingering year,
No path we shun, no darkness dread,
Our hearts still whispering, Thou art near:

4 When drooping pleasure turns to grief,

And trembling faith is changed to fear,

The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf

Shall softly tell us, Thou art near!

4 On thee we fling our burdening woe,
love divine, forever dear,

Content to suffer, while we know,
Living and dying, Thou art near!

189

1 Thou art, God, the Life and Light

Of all this wondrous world we see;

Its glow by day, its smile by night,

Are but reflections caught from Thee;

Where'er we turn, Thy glories shine,

And all things fair and bright are Thine.
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3 This is the way I long have sought,
And mourn'd because I found it not;
My grief, a burden long has been,
Because I was not saved from sin.

4 The more T strove against its power,
I felt its weight and guilt the more;
Till late I heard my Saviour say,

—

" Come hither, soul, I am the way."

191
1 There is a glorious world on high,

Resplendent with eternal day

;

Faith views the blissful prospect nigh,
While God's own word reveals the way.

2 There shall the favorites of the Lord
With never-fading lustre shine;

Surprising honor—vast reward,
Conferred on man by love divine.

3 The shining firmament shall fade,

And sparkling stars resign their light;
But these shall know no change or shade,

Forever fair, forever bright.

4 And shall not these cold hearts of ours
Be kindled at the glorious view ?

Come, Lord, awake our active powers,
Our feeble, dying strength renew.

199
A poor wayfaring man of grief
Hath often crossed me on my way,
Who sued so humbly for relief,

That I could never answer, nay.
I had not power to ask his name,
Whither he went, or whence he came,
Yet there was something in his eye
That won my love, I knew not why.

Once when my scanty meal was spread,
He entered; not a word he spake;
Just perishing for want of bread,
I gave him all; he blessed it, brake,
And ate, but gave me part again

;

Mine was an angel's portion then;
And while I fed with eager haste,

The crust was manna to my taste.

I spied him where a fountain burst
Clear from the rock ; his strength was gone^
The heedless water mocked his thirst;

He heard it, saw it hurryingon:

—

I ran, and raised the sufferer up;
Thrice from the stream he drained my cup,
Dipped, and returned it running o'er;
I drank, and never thirsted more.
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193
2 Beyond, beyond this lower sky,

Up where eternal ages roll,

Where solid pleasures never die,

And fruits immortal feast the souk

4 Adoring saints around Him stand,
And thrones and powers before Him

fall;

The God shines gracious through the
man,

And sheds sweet glories on them all.

3 for a sight, a pleasing sight,
;
5 0, what amazing joys they feel,

Of our almighty Father's throne! While to their golden harps they sing,
There sits our Saviour crowned with light, And sit on every heavenly hill,

Clothed in a body like our own. And spread the triumphs of their King!
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2 God, my heart is fixed

—
'tis bent,

Its thankful tribute to present;

And with my heart, my voice I'll raise

To Thee, my God, in songs of praise.

3 Thy praises, Lord, I will resound
To all the listening nations round

;

Thy mercy highest heaven transcends,
Thy truth beyond the clouds extends.

4 Be Thou, God, exalted high;
And, as Thy glory fills the sky,
So let it be on earth displayed,

Till Thou art here, as there, obeyed.

1 From all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise;

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

2 Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord;
Eternal truth attends Thy word

;

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.

196
1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun
Does his successive journeys run;
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For Him shall endless prayer be made,
And praises throng to crown His head

;

His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

3 People and realms, of every tongue,
Dwell on His love with sweetest song;
And infant voices shall proclaim
Their early blessings on His name.

Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to their King,
Angels descend with songs again,

And earth repeat the long Amen.

197
1 When as returns this solemn day,

Man comes to meet his Maker, God,
What rites, what honors shall he pay ?

How spread Eis sovereign praise abroad

.

2 From marble domes and gilded spires

Shall curling clouds of incense rise,

And gems, and gold, and garlands deck
The costly pomp of sacrifice ?

3 Vain, sinful man, creation's Lord,
Thy golden offerings well may spare;

But give thy heart, and thou shalt find

Here dwells a God who heareth prayer

198
1 Let the seventh angel sound od high
Let shouts be heard through all the sky,
Kings of the earth, with glad accord

Give up your kingdoms to the Lord.

2 Almighty God, Thy power assume,
Who wast, and art, and art to come;
Jesus, the Lamb who once was slain,

Forever live, forever reign.
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2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,

And calms the troubled breast;
' Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary, rest.

3 By Thee my prayers acceptance gain,
Although with sin denied;

Satan accuses me in vain;
And I am owned a child

;

4 Jesus, my Shepherd, Husband, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest, and King;

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

5 Weak is the effort of my heart,

And cold my warmest thought;
But when I see Thee as Thou art,

I'll praise Thee as I ought.

6 Till then I would Thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath;

And may the music of Thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

200
1 Majestic sweetness sits enthroned

Upon His awful brow

;

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

2 No mortal can with him compare,
Among the Bons of men

:

Fairer is He than all the fair

That fill the heavenly train.

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress,

He flew to my relief;

For me He bore the shameful cross,

And carried all my grief.

4 To Him I owe my life and breath,
And all the joys I have;

He makes me triumph over death,
And saves me from the grave.

5 To heaven, the place of His abode,
He brings my weary feet,

Shows me the glories of my God,
And makes my joys complete.

6 Since from His bounty I receive
Such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,

Lord, they should all be Thine.

201
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 souls' desire

Is fixed on things above;
Where fear and sin and grief expire,

Cast out by perfect love.

3 Oh that I now the rest might know,
Believe and enter in

!

Now, Saviour! now the power bestow,
And let me cease from sin.

4 Remove the hardness of my heart,

The unbelief remove;
To me the rest of faith impart

—

The Sabbath of Thy love.
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2 His sounding chariot shakes the sky;

He makes the clouds His throne;
There all His stores of lightning lie

Till vengeance darts them down.

3 Think, my soul, the dreadful day
When this incensed God

Shall rend the sky, and burn the sea,

And send His wrath abroad.

4 What shall the wretch, the sinner do ?

He once defied the Lord

;

But he shall dread the Thunderer now,
And sink beneath His word.

5 Tempests of angry fire shall roll

To blast the rebel worm,
And beat upon his naked soul

In one eternal storm.

203
1 In heaven the rapturous song began,

And sweet seraphic fire

Through all the shining legions ran,
And strung and tuned the lyre.

2 Swift through the vast expanse it flew,

And loud the echo rolled

;

The theme, the song, the joy was new;
'Twas more than heaven could hold.

t Down through the portals of the sky
The impetuous torrent ran

;

And angels flew, with eager joy,
To bear the news to man.

4 Hark! the cherubic armies shout,
And glory leads the song

;

Good will and peace are heard throughout
The harmonious heav'nly throng.

5 With joy the chorus we'll repeat,
" Glory to God on high;

Good will and peace are now complete,"
Jesus was born to die.

204
1 Send forth Thy word, and let it fly,

Armed with Thy Spirit's power,
And thousands shall confess its sway,
And bless the saving hour.

2 Beneath the influence of its grace
The barren wastes shall rise,

With sudden greens and fruits arrayed

—

A blooming paradise.

3 Peace, with her olives crowned, shall

stretch

Her wings from shore to shore;
No trump shall rouse the rage of war,
No murderous cannon roar.

4 Lord, for these days we wait; these days
Are in Thy word foretold

;

Fly swifter, sun and stars, and bring
This promised age of gold.

5 Amen, with joy divine, let earth's

Unnumbered myriads cry;
Amen, with joy divine, let heaven's
Unnumbered choirs reply.
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2 How should our songs, like those above,

With warm devotion rise!

How should our souls, on wings of love,

Mount upward to the skies!

3 Come, Lord, Thy love alone can raise

In us the heavenly flame;

Then shall our lips resound Thy praise,

Our hearts adore Thy name.

206
1 Bright Source of everlasting love,

To Thee our souls we raise;

And to Thy sovereign bounty rear

A monument of praise.

2 Thy mercy gilds the path of life

With every cheering ray,

Kindly restrains the rising tear,

Or wipes that tear away.

3 To tents of woe, to beds of pain,

Our cheerful feet repair,

And with the gifts Thy hand bestows,

Relieve the mourners there.

4 The widow's heart shall sing for joy;
The orphan shall be fed

;

The hungering soul we'll gladly point

To Christ, the living Bread.

207
1 A==embled at Thine altar, Lord,

We lift our hearts in prayer,

Study the pages of Thy word.
And learn our duty there.

2 Grant us Thy Spirit's guiding ray;
Thy presence we implore;

Dear Saviour, teach us how to pray,
To love and praise Thee more.

3 So will our worship here below
Resemble that above,

Where saints unclouded glory view,
And sing redeeming love.

208
1 Dread Sovereign, let my evening song

Like holy incense rise;

Assist the offering of my tongue
To reach the lofty skies.

2 Through all the dangers of the day
Thy hand was still my guard

;

And still to drive my wants away
Thy mercy stood prepared.

3 Perpetual blessings from above
Encompass me around;

But, oh, how few returns of love
Hath my Redeemer found

!

4 What have I done for him who died
To save my guilty soul ?

How are my follies multiplied,

Fast as the minutes roll!

5 Lord ! with this sinful heart of mine,
To Thy dear cross I flee,

And to Thy grace my soul resign,

To be renewed by Thee.

6 Sprinkled afresh with pardoning blood
I lay me down to rest,

As in the embraces of my God,
Or on my Saviour's breast.
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2 When each can feel his brother's sigh,

And with him bear a part!

When sorrows flow from eye to eye,

And joy from heart to heart!

3 When, free from envy, scorn, and pride,

Our wishes all above,
Each can his brother's failings hide,

And show a brother's love!

4 Let love, in one delightful stream,

Through every bosom flow,

And union sweet, and dear esteem,

In every action glow.

5 Love is the golden chain that binds
The happy souls above;

And he's an heir of heaven who finds

His bosom glow with love.

210
1 Messiah ! at Thy glad approach

The howling winds are still;

Thy praises fill the lonely waste,
And breathe from every hill.

2 The incense of the spring ascends
Upon the morning gale;

Red o'er the hill the roses bloom,
The lilies in the vale.

3 Renewed, the earth a robe of light,

A robe of beauty, wears;
And in new heavens a brighter Sun
Leads on the promised years.

4 Let Israel to the Prince of Peace
The loud hosanna sing;

With hallelujahs and with hymns,
Zbn, hail thy King.

211
1 The bird let loose in Eastern skies,

Returning fondly home,
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies

Where idler warblers roam.

2 But high she shoots through air and light

Above all low delay,

Where nothing earthly bounds her flight,

Nor shadow dims her way.

3 So grant, me, Lord, from every snare
Of sinful passion free,

Aloft through faith's serener air

To hold my course to Thee.

4 No sin to cloud, no lure to stay
My soul, as home she springs;

Thy sunshine on her joyful way,
Thy freedom in her wings.

212
1 When brighter suns and milder skiea

Proclaim the opening year,

What various sounds ofjoy arise!

What prospects bright appear!

2 Earth and her thousand voices give
Their thousand notes of praise;

And all, that by His mercy live,

To God their offering raise.

3 Thus, like the morning, calm and clear,

That saw the Saviour rise,

The spring of heaven's eternal year
Shall dawn on earth and skies.

4 No winter there, no shades of night,

Obscure those mansions blest,

Where, in the happy fields of light, .

The weary are at rest.
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2 Yes, Thou art precious to my soul,

My transport and my trust;

Jewels to Thee are gaudy toys,
And gold is sordid dust.

3 All my capacious powers can wish,
In Thee do richly meet

;

Nor to mine eyes is light so dear,
Nor friendship half so sweet.

4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,
And sheds its fragrance there;

The noblest balm of all its wounds,
The cordial of its care.

5 I'll speak the honors of Thy name
With my last laboring breath

;

Then, speechless, clasp Thee in mine arms,
The antidote of death.

214
1 Om journey is a thorny maze;

But we march upward still,

Forget these troubles of the ways,
And reach at Zion's hill.

2 See the kind angels at the gates
Inviting us to come;

There Jesus, the Forerunner, waits
To welcome travellers home.

215
. The Saviour! what endless charms

Dwell in the blissful sound!
Its influence every fear disarms,
And spreads sweet comfort round.

2 Here pardon, life, and joys divine,
In rich effusion flow,

For guilty rebels lost in sin,

And doomed to endless woe,

3 The Almighty Former of the skies
Stooped to our vile abode;

"While angels viewed with wondering eyes
And hailed the incarnate God.

4 Oh! the rich depths of love divine!
Of bliss a boundless store!

Dear Saviour, let me call Thee mine;
I cannot wish for more.

5 On Thee alone my hope relies,

Beneath Thy cross I fall;

My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice,

My Saviour, and my All.

216
1 And did the Holy and the Just,

The Sovereign of the skies,

Stoop down to wretchedness and duit
That guilty man might rise ?

2 Yes: the Redeemer left His throne,
His radiant throne on high

—

Surprising mercy! love unknown!

—

To suffer, bleed, and die.

3 He took the dying traitor's place,

And suffered in his stead

;

For man—oh, miracle of grace!

—

For man the Saviour bled.

4 Dear Lord, what heavenly wonders dwell
La Thine atoning blood

!

By this.are sinners saved from hell,

And rebels brought to God.
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3 I cannot feel Thee touch my hand,

With pressure light and mild,
To check me as my mother did,

When I was but a child.

4 But I have felt Thee in my thoughts,
Rebuking sin for me;

And, when my heart loves God, I know
The sweetness is from Thee.

5 And when, Dear Saviour, I kneel down.
Morning and night to prayer,

Something there is within my heart
Which tells me Thou art there.

6 Yes! when I pray, Thou prayest, too—
Thy prayer is all for me

;

But when I sleep, Thou sleepest not,
But watchest patiently.
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2 Under the shadow of Thy throne,

Thy saints have dwelt secure;
Sufficient is Thine arm alone,
And our defence is sure.

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

From everlasting Thou art God,
To endless years the same:

4 Thy word commands our flesh to dust,

—

*' Return, ye sons of men ;
"

All nations rose from earth at first,

And turn to earth again.

5 Our God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,

Be Thou our guard while troubles last,

And our eternal home.

1 On, speed thee, Christian! on thy way,
And to thine armor cling;

With girded loins the call obey
Which grace and mercy bring.

2 There is a battle to be fought,
An upward race to run,

A crown of glory to be sought,
A vicfry to be won. ^

220
1 Let saints below in concert sing

With those to glory gone;
For all the servants of our King
In earth and heaven are one.

2 One family, we dwell in Him,
One church above, beneath,

Though now divided by the stream,
The narrow stream, of death.

3 One army of the living God,
To His command we bow

;

Part of the host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now.

4 Some to their everlasting home
This solemn moment fly

;

And we are to the margin come,
And soon expect to die.

5 that we now might see our guide!
that the word were given

!

Come, blessed Lord, the waves divide,
And land us all in heaven.

S21
1 Oh that the Lord would guide my waya

To keep His statutes still!

Oh that my God would grant me grace
To know and do His will!

2 Oh, send Thy Spirit down, to write
Thy law upon my heart

;

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,

Nor act the liar's j)art.

3 Order my footsteps by Thy word,
And make my heart sincere;

Let sin have no dominion, Lord,
But keep my conscience clear.

4 Make me to walk in Thy commands

—

'Tis a delightful road;
Nor let my head nor heart nor hands

Offend against my God.
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2 The dying thief, rejoiced to see

That Fountain in His day

;

And there have I, as vile as he,

Washed all my sins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood
Shall never loose its power,

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

4 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Kedeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be, till I die.

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
I'll sing Thy power to save,

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

223
1 When languor and disease invade

This trembling house of clay,

'Tis sweet to look beyond our cage,
And long to fly away:

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend
The whispers of His love;

Sweet to look upward to the place
Where Jesus pleads above:

£ Sweet on His righteousness to stand,
Which saves from second death

;

Sweet to experience, day by day,
His Spirit's quickening breath.

4 If such the sweetness of the stream,
What must the fountain be,

Where saints and angels draw their blisa

Immed'ately from Thee ?

224
1 Blessed is the man whose softening heart

Feels all another's pain;
To whom the supplicating eye
Was never raised in vain

;

2 Whose breast expands with generous
A stranger's woe to feel, [warmth

And bleeds in pity o'er the wound
He wants the power to heal.

3 To gentle offices of love
His feet are never slow;

He views through mercy's melting eye
A brother in a foe.

4 Peace from the bosom of his God,
My peace, to Him I give

;

And when he kneels before the throne,
His trembling soul shall live.

225
1 See Israel's gentle Shepherd stand,

With all engaging charms;
Hark, how He calls the tender lambs,
And folds them in His arms!

2 " Permit them to approach," He cries,
" Nor scorn their humble name;

For 'twas to bless such souls as these,

The Lord of angels came."

3 We bring them, Lord, in thankful hanla,
And yield them up to Thee;

Joyful that we ourselves are Thine,
Thine let our offspring be.
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2 In darkest shades if He appear,

My dawning is begun!
He is my soul's sweet morning star,

And He my rising sun.

3 The opening heavens around me shine
With beams of sacred bliss

,

While Jesus shows His heart is mine,
And whispers, "lam His! "

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay
At that transporting word,

Run up with joy the shining way,
T' embrace my dearest Lord.

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death,
I'd break through every foe:

The wings of love and arms of faith,

Shoui 1 bear me conqueror through.

227
1 Th~e 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 Rebel, ye waves, and o'er the land
With threatening aspect roar;

The Lord uplifts His awful hand,
And chains you to the shore.

3 Howl, windsof night; your force combine;
Without His high behest,

Ye shall not, in the mountain pine,
Disturb the sparrows nest.

4 His voice sublime is heard afar;

In distant peals it dies;

He yokes the whirlwind to nis car,

And sweeps the howling skies.

5 Ye nations, bend; in reverence bend*
Ye monarchs, wait His nod,

And bid the choral song ascend
To celebrate our God.

228
1 A glory gilds the sacred page,

Majestic, like the sun;
It gives a light to every age;

It gives, but borrows none.

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

;

His truths upon the nations rise^

They, rise, but never set.

3 Let everlasting thanks be Thine
For such a bright display

As makes a world of darkness shine
With beams of heavenly day.

229
1 As pants the hart for cooling streams,

When heated in the chase;
So longs my soul, God, for Thee,
And Thy refreshing grace.

2 For Thee, my God, the living God,
My thirsty soul doth pine;

Oh, when shall I behold Thy face,

Thou Majesty divine ?

3 Why restless, why cast down, my soul?
Trust God; who will employ

His aid for Thee, and change these sigh*
To thankful hymns ofjoy.
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2 There pain and sickness never come,
And griefs no more complain

;

And all who reach that peaceful home
With Jesus ever reign.

3 No cloud these happy regions know,
For ever bright and fair

;

For sin, the source of mortal woe,
Can never enter there.

4 Oh, may the heavenly vision fire

Our hearts with ardent love,

Till wings of faith and strong desire

Bear every thought above.

1 Hope of our hearts, Lord, appear,
Thou glorious star of day

;

Shine forth and chase the dreary night,
With all our tears, away!

2 Strangers on earth, we wait for Thee;
Oh! leave the Father's throne;

Come with a shout of victory, Lord,
And claim us as Thy own.

3 Oh! bid the bright archangel now,
The trump of God prepare,

To call Thy saints—the quick, the dead,
To meet Thee in the air.

4 No resting place we seek on earth,
No loveliness we see;

Our eye is on the royal crown
Prepared for us and Thee.

5 But, dearest Lord, however bright
That crown ofjoy above,

What is it to the brighter hope
Of dwelling in Thy love?

239
1 Let worldly minds the world pursue;

What are its charms to me !

Once I admired its trifles too,

But grace has set me free.

2 Its pleasures now no longer please,

No more content afford

;

Far from my heart be joys like these,

Now I have seen the Lord.

3 As by the light of opening day
The stars are all concealed,

So earthly pleasures flade away
When Jesus is revealed.

1 Hark, the glad sound! the Saviour comes!
The Saviour promised long!

Let every heart prepare a throne,
And every voice a song.

2 On Him the Spirit largely poured
Exerts its sacred fire;

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

3 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim,

And heaven's eternal arches ring
With Thy beloved name.
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3 In each event of life, how clear
Thy ruling hand I see!

Li i bl •-.'._' to my soul most dear,
Because conferred by Thee.

4 In every joy that crowns my days,
In every pain I bear,

My he u t shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief iu prayer.

5 When gladness wings my favored hour,
Thy love my thoughts Bhall fill;

Bi signed when storms of sorrow lower,
•il shall meet Thy wilL

m
6 My lifted eye, without a tear,

The gathering storm shall see;
My steadfast heart shall know no fear;
That heart will rest on Thee.

1 Have I that faith which looks to Christ,

O'ercomes the world and sin,

Receives Him, Prophet, Priest and King,
And makes the conscience clean ?

2 If I this precious grace possess,

All praise is ilue to Thee;
If not, I seek it from Thy hands;
Now grant it, Lord, to me.
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2 To be encompassed round with God,

The holy and the just,

Armed with omnipotence to save,

Or crumble me to dust

;

3 0, how tremendous is the thought!
Deep may it be impressed

;

.And may Thy Spirit firmly grave
This truth within my breast.

4 Begirt with Thee, my fearless soul

The gloomy vale shall tread;

And Thou wilt bind the immortal crown
Of glory on my head.

237
1 Lord, I have made Thy word my choice,

My lasting heritage;
There shall my noblest powers rejoice,

My warmest thoughts engage.

2 I'll read the histories of Thy love,

And keep Thy laws in sight,

While through the promises 1 rove,
With ever fresh delight.

3 'Tis a broad land, of wealth unknown,
Where springs of life arise,

Seeds ofimmortal bliss are sown,
And hidden glory lies.

4 The best relief that mourners have,
It makes our sorrows blessed

;

Our fairest hope beyond the grave,
And our eternal rest.

238
1 How shall the young secure their heart..

And guard their lives from sin ?

Thy word the choicest rules imparts,
To keep the conscience clean.

2 When once it enters to the mind,
It spreads such light abroad,

The meanest souls instruction find,

And raise their thoughts to God.

3 ' Tis like the sun, a heavenly light,

That guides us all the day

;

And through the dangers of the night,
A lamp to lead our way.

4 Thy word is everlasting truth

;

How pure is every page!
That holy book shall guide our youth,
And well support our age.

239
1 I lote the Lord: He guides my way

By His revealed will,

And when my erring feet would stray,

His hand is with me still.

2 I love the Lord: He hears my prayer
When stormy troubles rise,

And bids celestial hope look out
On ever-smiling skies.

3 I love the Lord: His grace attends

My pilgrimage below,
And all the streams of grace shall soon

In boundless glory flow.

4 I love the Lord: may each desire

In this united be:

As, Lord, Thy love descends on me,
So raise my heart to Thee.
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3 Firm as His throne His promise stands,

And He can well secure
What I've committed to his hands

Till the decisive hour.

4 Then will He own my worthless name
Before His Father's face,

And in the New Jerusalem
Appoint my soul a place.

341
1 I know that my Redeemer lives,

And ever prays for me:
A token of His love He gives,
A pledge of liberty.

2 I find Him lifting up my head

;

He brings salvation near;
His presence makes me free indeed.
And He will soon appear.

3 He wills that I should holy be;
What can withstand His will ?

The counsel of His grace in me
He surely shall fulfil.

4 When God is mine, and I am His,
Of paradise possessed,

I taste unutterable bliss,

And everlasting rest.

242
1 Hide not thy talent in the earth,

However small it be

;

Its faithful use, its utmost worth,
God will require of thee.

His own, which He hath lent on trust,

He asks of thee again

;

Little or much, the claim is just,

And thine excuses vain.

2 What if the litttle rain should plead,
" So small a drop as I

Can ne'er refresh yon thirsty mead;
I'll tarry in the sky!"

What if a shining beam of noon
Should in its fountain stay,

Because its feeble light alone
Was not enough for day.

3 Doth not each rain drop help to form
The cool, refreshing shower ?

And every ray of light to warm
And beautify the flower ?

Go, then, and strive to do thy part,
Though humble it may be;

The ready hand, the willing heart,
Are all Heaven asks of thee.

243
1 To our Almighty Maker, God, '

New honors be addressed

;

His great salvation shines abroad,
And makes the nations blessed.

2 Let the whole earth His love proclaim,
With all her different tongues,

And spread the honors of hit name
In melody and songs.
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2 We to the Lord, in humble prayer,

Breathed out our sad distress

;

Though feeble, yet with contrite hearts,

We begged return of peace.

3 Then ceased the stormy winds to blow;
The surges ceased to roll

;

And soon again a placid sea

Spoke comfort to the soul.

4 0, may our grateful, trembling hearts
Their hallelujahs sing

To Him who hath our hves preserved,
Our Saviour and our King..

245
1 As once the Saviour took His seat

—

Attracted by His fame,
And lowly bending at His feet,

An humble supjdiant came.

2 Ashamed to lift her streaming eyes
His holy glance to meet,

She poured her costly sacrifice

Upon the Saviour's feet.

3 Oppressed with sin and sorrow's weight,
And sinking in despair,

With tears she washed His sacred feet,

And wiped them with her hair.

4 " Depart in peace," the Saviour said,
" Thy sins arc all forgiven! "

The trembling sinner raised her head,
In peaceful hope of heaven.

246
1 In evil long I took delight,

Unawed by shame or fear,

Till a new object struck my sight,

And stopped my wild career.

2 I saw One hanging on a tree,

In agony and blood,
Who fixed His languid eyes on me,
As near His cross I stood.

3 Sure, never, to my latest breath,

Can I forget that look

;

It seemed to charge me with His death

Though not a word He spoke.

4 Alas! I knew not what I did,

But now my tears are vain;

Where shall my trembling soul be hidT
For I the Lord have slain.

5 A second look He gave, which said,
" I freely all forgive;

This blood is for thy ransom paid;

I'll die that Thou mayst live."

247
1 How oft, alas! this wretched heart

Has wandered from the Lord

!

How oft my roving thoughts depart,

Forgetful of His word

!

2 Yet sovereign mercy calls, " Return!

"

Dear Lord, and may I come?
My vile ingratitude I mourn;
0, take the wanderer home!

3 Almighty Grace, Thy healing power
How glorious, how divine,

That can to life and bliss restore

So vile a heart as mine!

4 Thy pardoning love, so free, so sweet,

Dear Saviour, I adore;
0, keep me at Thy sacred feet,

And let mc rove no more.
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2 I've seen Thy glory and Thy power

Through all Thy temple shine

;

My God, repeat that heavenly hour,
That vision so divine.

3 Not all the blessings of a feast

Can please my soul so well,

As when Thy richer grace I taste,

And in Thy presence dwell.

4 Not life itself, with all its joys,
Can my best passions move,

Or raise so high my cheerful voice,
As Thy forgiving love.

5 Thus till my last expiring day
I'll bless my God and King;

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

249
1 Thou art my hiding-place, Lord!

In Thee I put my trust;
Encouraged by Thy holy word,
A feeble child of dust:

2 I have no argument beside,

I unre no other plea

;

And 'tis enough, my Saviour died,
My Saviour died for me!

3 When storms of fierce temptation beat,
And furious, foes assail,

My refuse is the mercy-seat,
My hope within the vail.

4 From strife of tongues and bitter words,
My spirit riies to Thee;

Joy to my heart the thought affords,

My Saviour died for me.

5 'Mid trials heavy to be borne,
When mortal strength is vain

—

A heart with grief and anguish torn

—

A body racked with pain

—

6 Ah! what could give the sufferer rest,

Bid every murmur flee,

But this, the witness in my breast,
My Saviour died for me

!

25©
1 Rise, my soul, pursue the path

By ancient worthies trod

;

Aspiring, view those holy men,
Who lived and walked with God.

2 Though dead, they speak in reason's ear,

And in example live

;

Their faith, and hope, and mighty deeds,
Still fresh instruction give.

3 'Twas through the Lamb's most precious
blood,

They conquered every foe;

And to His power and matchless grace
Their crowns of life they owe.

4 Lord ! may I ever keep in view
The patterns Thou hast given,

And ne'er forsake the blessed road
That led them safe to heaven.

Let God the Father and the Son,
And Spirit, be adored,

Where there are works to make him known,
Or saints to love the Lord!
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2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,

At hell's dark door we lay;
But we arise by grace divine,

To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation! let the echo fly

The spacious earth around,
While all the armies of the sky

Conspire to raise the sound.

253
1 How glorious is our heavenly King,

Who reigns above the sky!
How shall a child presume to sing

His dreadful majesty ?

2 How great His power is, none can tell,

Nor think how large his grace:
Not men below, nor saints that dwell
On high before his face.

3 Not angels that stand round the Lord
Can search His secret will

;

But they perform His holy word,
And sing His praises still.

254
1 Oh! could our thoughts and wishes fly

Above these gloomy shades,
To those bright worlds beyond the sky
Which sorrow ne'er invades!

2 There joys unseen by mortal eyes,
Or reason's feeble ray,

In ever-blooming prospect rise,

Unconscious of decay.

Hil
3 Lord! send a beam of light divine

To guide our upward aim

;

With one reviving touch of Thine
Our languid hearts inflame.

4 Then shall, on faith's sublimest wing,
Our ardent wishes rise

To those bright scenes, where pleasures
spring

Immortal in the skies.

255
1 There is an eye that never sleeps

Beneath the wing of night

;

There is an ear that never shuts,
When sink the beams of light.

2 There is an arm that never tires,

When human strength gives way;
There is a love that never fails,

When earthly loves decay.

3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs;
That arm upholds the sky

;

That ear is filled with angel songs;
That love is throned on high.

4 But there's a power which man can wield
When mortal aid is vain,

That eye, that arm, that love to reach,
That listening ear to gain.

5 That power is prayer, which soars on high,
Through Jesus to the throne;

And moves the hand which moves the world,
To bring salvation down!
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2 Up to the hills where Christ is gone,
To plead for all His saints,

Presenting at His Father's throne
Our songs and our complaints.

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

;

Sinners shall ne'er be Thy delight,
Nor dwell at Thy right hand.

4 But to Thy house will I resort,

To taste Thy mercies there

;

I will frequent Thine holy court,
And worship in Thy fear.

257
1 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all Thy quickening powers,
Kindle a flame of sacred love,

In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look, how we grovel here below,
Fond of these trifling toys!

Onr souls can neither fly nor go
To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal songs,
In vain we strive to rise;

* Hosannas languish on our tongues,
And our devotion dies.

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live

At this poor dying rate?
Our love so faint, so cold to Thee,
And Thine to us so great ?

i Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all Thy quickening powers;

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love,

And that shall kindle ours.

258
1 Ye hearts, with youthful vigor warm,

To Jesus now draw near,

And turn from every mortal charm,
A Saviour's voice to hear.

2 He, Lord of all the worlds on high,
Stoops to converse with you,

And lays His radiant glories by,
Your welfare to pursue.

3 " The soul who longs to see my face,

Is sure my love to gain

;

And those who early seek my grace,
Shall never seek in vain. '

'

239
1 Prateh is the soul's sincere desire,

Unuttered or expressed

;

The motion of a hidden fire

That trembles in the breast.

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh,
The falling of a tear;

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

3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech
That infant lips can try

;

Prayer the sublimest strains that reach
The Majesty on high.

4 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice
Returning from His ways,

While angels in their songs rejoice,

And say—" Behold, he prays."

5 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath,
The Christian's native air,

His watchword at the gate of death;
He enters heaven with prayer.
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2 Death rides on every passing breeze,
He lurks in every flower;

Each season has its own disease,

Its peril every hour.

3 Our eyes have seen the rosy light

Of youth's soft cheek decay,
And fate descend in sudden night
On manhood's middle day.

4 Our eyes have seen the steps of age
Halt feebly towards the tomb

;

And yet shall earth 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 of her dead.

6 Turn, Christian, turn; thy soul apply
To truths divinely given

;

The bones that underneath thee lie

Shall live for hell or heaven.

261
1 Here at Thy table, Lord, we meet

To feed on food divine;

Thy body is the bread we eat

Thy precious blood the wine.

2 He that prepares this rich repast
Himselfcomes down and dies,

And then invites us thus to feast

Upon the sacrifice.

3 The bitter torments He endured
Upon the shameful cross

For us, His welcome guests procured
Thes£ heart-reviving joys.

4 Sure there was never love so free,

Dear Saviour, so divine;

Well Thou mayst claim that heart of me
Which owes so much to Thine.

5 Yes, Thou shalt surely have my heart,

My soul, my strength, my all;

With life itself I'll freely part,

My Jesus, at Thy call.

1 Long have I sat beneath the sound
Of Thy salvation, Lord;

Yet still how weak my faith is found,
And knowledge of Thy word!

2 How cold and feeble is my love

!

How negligent my fear!

How low my hope ofjoys above

!

How few affections there!

3 Great God ! thy sovereign power impart
To give Thy word success;

Write Thy salvation in my heart,

And make me learn Thy grace.

4 Show my forgetful feet the way
That leads to joys on high;

Where knowledge grows without decay,
And love shall never die.
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2 Yet I may love Thee too, Lord,

Almighty as Thou art

;

For Thou hast stooped to ask of me
The love of my poor heart.

3 Only to sit and think of God,
0, what a joy it is!

To think the thought, to breathe the name,
Earth has no higher bliss.

4 Father of Jesus! Love's reward!
What rapture will it be,

Prostrate before Thy throne to lie,

And gaze and gaze on Thee.

264
1 Oh, where are kings and empires now

Of old that went and came ?

But, Lord, Thy Church is praying yet,
A thousand years the same.

2 We mark her goodly battlements,
And her foundations strong;

We hear within the solemn voice
Of her unending song.

3 For not like kingdoms of the world
Thy holy Church, God!

Th :
' earthquake shocks are threat'ning her,

And temptests are abroad,

4 Unshaken as eternal hills,

Immovable .-lie stands,

A mountain that shall fill the earth,

A house not made with hands.

265
1 Still on the Lord thy burden roll,

Nor let a care remain

;

Bus mighty arm shall bear thy soul,
And all thy grief sustain.

2 Ne'er will the Lord His aid deny
To those who trust His love;

The men who on His grace rely
Nor earth nor hell shall move.

266
1 We seek a rest beyond the skies,

In everlasting day

;

Thro' floods and flames the passage lies,

But Jesus guards the way.

2 The swelling flood and raging flame
Hear and obey His word

;

Then let us triumph in His name;
Our Saviour is the Lord.

267
1 Jesus, the vision of Thy face

Hath overpowering charms

;

Scarce shall I feel death's cold embrace,
If Christ be in my arms.

2 Then, while ye hear my heartstrings break,
How sweet my minutes roll

:

A mortal paleness on my cheek,
And glory in my soul.

268
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
One God, whom we adore,

Be glory as it was, is now,
And shall be evermore!
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2 No tranquil joys on earth I know

—

No peaceful sheltering dome:
This world 's a wilderness of woe

—

This world is not my home.

3 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest;

He bade me cease to roam,
But fly tor succor to His breast,

And He'd conduct me home.

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

I long to leave the unhallowed ground,
And dwell with Christ at home.

27©
1 The Saviour calls! let every ear

Attend the heavenly sound:
Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear;

Hope smiles reviving round.

2 For every thirsty, longing heart
Here streams of bounty flow;

And life, and health, and bliss impart
To banish mortal woe.

3 Here springs of sacred pleasure rise,

To ease your every pain

—

Immortal fountain! full supplies!

—

Nor shall you thirst in vain.

271
1 On Jordan's stormy bank I stand,

And cast a wishful eye
To Canaan's fair and happy land,

Where my possessions lie.

iaiH
2 the transporting, rapturous scene

That rises to my sight!

Sweet fields arrayed in living green,
And rivers of delight!

3 All o'er those wide extended plains
Shines one eternal day;

There God, the Sun, forever reigns,
And scatters night away.

4 No chilling winds or poisonous breath
Can reach that healthful shore;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,
Are felt and feared no more.

5 When shall I reach that happy place,
And be forever blessed ?

When shall I see my Father's face,

And in His bosom rest ?

1 A pilgrim through this lonely world,
The blessed Saviour passed;

A mourner all His life was He,
A dying Lamb at last.

2 That tender heart that felt for all,

For all its life-blood gave;
It found on earth no resting place,

Save only in the grave.

3 Such was our Lord ; and shall we fear

The cross with all its scorn !

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

4 No; facing all its frowns or smiles,

Like Him obedient still,

We homeward press thro' storm and calm,
To Zion's blessed hill.
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2 Ride forth, victorious conqueror! ride,

Till all Thy foes submit;
And all the powers of hell resign
Their trophies at Thy feet.

3 Send forth Thy word, and let it fly

This spacious earth around

;

Till every soul beneath the sun
Shall hear the joyful sound.

4 From sea to sea, from shore to shore,

Ms; Jesus be adored

;

And earth, with all her millions, shout
Hosannas to the Lord.

1 Hosanna to our conquering King!
All hail, incarnate love!

Ten thousand songs and glories wait

To crown Thy head above.

2 Thy victories and Thy deathless fame,
Through the wide world shall run,

bey, And dis - tant lands o - bey.

And everlasting ages sing
The triumphs Thou hast won.

275
1 Hosanna to the Prince of light,

Who clothed Himself in clay;

Entered the iron gates of death,
And tore the bars away.

2 See how the Conqueror mounts aloft,

And to His Father flies,

With scars of honor in His flesh,

And triumph in His eyes.

3 Raise your devotion, mortal tongues,
To reach His blessed abode;

Sweet be the accents of your songs,
To our incarnate God.

4 Bright angels, strike your loudest strings,

Your sweetest voices raise

;

Let heaven, and all created things,

Sound our Immanuel's praise.
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2 There is a home for weary souls

By sin and sorrow driven,

When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals,

Where storms arise, and ocean rolls,

And all is drear; 'tis heaven.

3 There Faith lifts up her cheerful eye
To brighter prospects given,

And views the tempest passing by,
The evening shadows quickly fly,

And all serene in heaven.

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,
And joys supreme are given

;

There rays divine disperse the gloom;
Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven.

277
1 This world is poor from shore to shore,

And like a baseless vision

;

Its lofty domes and brilliant ore,

Its gems and crowns, are vain and poor:
There's nothing rich but heaven.

2 Empires decay and nations die;

Our hopes to winds are given;
The vernal blooms in ruin lie;

Death reigns o'er all beneath the sky:
There's nothing sure but heaven.

3 Creation's mighty fabric all

Shall be to atoms riven;

The skies consume, the planets fall,

Convulsions rock this earthly ball:

There's nothing firm but heaven.

4 A stranger, lonely here I roam,
From place to place am driven

;

I

My friends are gone, and I'm in gloom;
This world is all a dismal tomb:

I have no home but heaven.

5 The clouds disperse; the light appears;
My sins are all forgiven

;

Triumphant grace hath quelled my fears;

Roll on, thou sun! fly swift my years!

I'm on my way to heaven.

278
1 And can mine eyes, without a tear,

A weeping Saviour see?
Shall I not weep His groans to hear,
Who groaned and died for me ?

2 Blest Jesus, let those tears of Thine
Subdue each stubborn foe;

Come, fill my heart with love divine,
And bid my sorrows flow.

279
1 There is a little, lonely fold,

Whose flock one Shepherd keeps,
Through summer's heat and winter's cold,
With eye that never sleeps.

2 By evil beast, or burning sky,
Or damp of midnight air,

Not one in all that flock shall die,

Beneath that Shepherd's care.

3 For, if unheeding or beguiled
In danger's path they roam,

His pity follows through the wild,
And guards them sately home.

4 gentle Shepherd, still behold
Thy helpless charge in me;

And take a wanderer to Thy fold,

That trembling turns to Thee.



PINCKNEY. CM. (Double.) 77

&&== £. II. Blancuard.

-
J *—rr

There is a place of sa - cred rest, Far, far be - yond the skies,
]

m 3 -M-»

U i

•**

"Where beau - ty smiles e - ter - nal - ly, And plea - sure nev - er dies

—

-P fi

w -V
-v H

Oil J _N > S
-5-*—5-

i** • k**

My Father's house, my heavenly home, Where "many mansions" stand,,Wh

9®:
v--> ;=J-*=^

*—rn

for all "Who seek the bet - ter land.

:££

2S0
2 When tossed upon the waves of life,

With fear on every side,

—

When fiercely howls the gathering storm,
And foams the angry tide,

—

Beyond the storm, beyond the gloom,
ka forth thelisht of morn,

Bright l>c lining from my Father's house
To cheer the soul forlorn.

3 In that pure home of tearless joy
E urth's \> irte 1 friends shall meet,

With smiles of love that never fade,

And blessedness complete.
There, there, adieus are sounds unknown:

Death frowns not on that scene;

But life and glorious beauty shine
Untroubled and serene.

281
1 To our Redeemer's glorious name

Awake the sacred song

;

0, may His love—immortal flame

—

Tune every heart and tongue.

2 His love what mortal thought can reach?
What mortal tongue display?

Imagination's utmost stretch

In wonder dies away.

3 Dear Lord, while we, adoring, pay
Our humble thanks to Thee,

May every heart with rapture say,
" The Saviour died for me."
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2 Among the saints that fill Thy house
My offerings shall be paid;

There shall my zeal perform the vows
My soul in anguish made.

3 How much is mercy Thy delight,

Thou ever-blessed God!
How dear Thy servants in Thy sight!

How precious is their blood!

4 Here in Thy courts I leave my vow,
And Thy rich grace record;

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now,
If I forsake the Lord!

283
1 How vain are all things here below?

How false and yet how fair!

Each pleasure hath its poison, too,
And every sweet a snare.

2 The brightest things below the sky
Give but a flattering light;

We should suspect some danger nigh,
Where we possess delight.

3 Our dearest joys, and nearest friends—
The partners of our blood,

How they divide our wavering minds,
And leave but half for God!

4 Dear Saviour! let Thy beauties be
My soul's eternal food;

And grace command my heart away
From all created good.

284
1 Scorn not the slightest word or deed,

Nor deem it void of power;
There's fruit in each wind-wafted seed,

That waits its natal hour.

2 A whispered word may touch the heart,
And call it back to life;

A look of love bid sin depart,
And still unholy strife.

3 No act falls fruitless, none can tell

How vast its power may be,

Nor what results infolded dwell
Within it silently.

4 Work on, despair not, bring thy mite
Nor care how small it be,

God is with all that serve the right,

The holy, true, and free.

285
1 Prostrate, dear Jesus, at Thy feet,

A guilty rebel lies,

And upwards to Thy mercy seat

Presumes to lift his eyes.

2 If tears of sorrow would suffice

To j>ay the debt I owe,
Tears should from both my weeping eyes

In ceaseless torrents flow.

3 But no such sacrifice I plead,

To expiate my guilt

;

No tears but those which Thou hast shed,

No blood but Thou hast spilt.

4 Think of Thy sorrows, dearest Lord,
And all my sins forgive;

Justice will well approve the word
That bids the sinner live.
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2 His name shall be the Prince of Peace,

For evermore adored

;

The Wonderful, the Counsellor,

The great and mighty Lord

!

3 His power, increasing, still shall spread;
His reign no end shall know:

Justice shall guard His throne above,
And peace abound below.

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

The Wonderful, the Counsellor,
The mighty Lord of heaven.

287
1 Am I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb,
And shall I fear to own His cause
Or blush to speak His name ?

2 Must I be carried to the skies

On flowery beds of ease,

While others fought to win the prize,

And sailed through bloody seas ?

3 Are there no foes for me to face,

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,

To help me on to God ?

4 Sure I must fight if I would reign;
Increase^ny courage, Lord;

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by Thy word.

5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war,
Shall conquer, though they die;

They see the triumph from afar,
And seize it with their eye.

6 When that illustrious day shall rise

And all Thy armies shine
In robes of victory through the skies,

The glory shall be Thine.
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1 Oh, for a shout of sacred joy

To God, the sovereign King!
Let every land their tongues employ*
And hymns of triumph sing.

2 Jesus, our God, ascends on high;
His heavenly guards around

Attend Him rising through the sky,
With trumpets joyful sound.

3 While angels shout and praise their King,
Let mortals learn their strains;

Let all the earth His honor sing:

O'er all the earth He reigns.

4 Rehearse His praise with awe profound:
Let knowledge lead the song;

Nor mock Him with a solemn sound
Upon a thoughtless tongue.

5 Oh, for a shout of sacred joy
To God, the sovereign King!

Let every land their tongues employ.
And hymns of triumph sing.
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2 The Saviour!—oh, what endless charms

Dwell in that blissful sound!
Its influence every fear disarms,
And spreads delight around.

3 Wrapped in the gloom of dark despair,
We helpless, hopeless lay:

But sovereign mercy reached us there,
And smiled despair away.

4 Th' almighty Former of the skies
Stoops to our vile abode;

While angels view with wondering eyes
And hail th' incarnate God.

5 Incarnate God!—now to thine arms
I yield my captive soul:

Oh, let Thine all-subduing charms
My inmost powers control!

290
1 Mv Saviour! my almighty Friend!

When I begin Thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end,
The numbers of Thy grace 7

2 Thou art my everlasting trust;

Thy goodness I adore:

And since I knew Thy graces first,

I speak Thy glories more.

3 My feet shall travel all the length
Of the celestial road;

And march with courage in Thy strength,
To see my Father, God.

4 When I am filled with sore distress

For some surprising sin,

I'll plead Thy perfect righteousness,
And mention none but Thine.

5 How will my lips rejoice to tell

The victories of my King!
My soul, redeemed from sin and hell,

Shall Thy salvation sing.

6 Awake, awake, my tuneful powers!
With this delightful song

I'll entertain the darkest hours,
Nor think the season long.
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2 Shortly this prison of my clay
Must be dissolved and fall:

Then, O my soul, with joy obey
Thy heavenly Father's call.

3 We walk by faith ofjoys to come;
Faith lives upon His word;

But while the body is our home,
We're absent from the Lord.

4 ' lis pleasant to believe Thy grace,
But we had rather see;

We would be absent from the flesh,

And present, Lord, with Thee.

292
1 Good is the Lord, the heavenly King,

Who makes the earth His care,

Visits the pastures every spring,
And bids the grass appear.

2 The softened ridges of the field

Permit the corn to spring;
The valleys rich provision yield,

And the poor laborers sing

3 The various months Thy goodness crowns;
How bounteous are Thy ways!

The bleating flocks spread o'er the downs,
And shepherds shout Thy praise.

293
i Sat, who is she that looks abroad

.Like the sweet, blushing dawn,
When with her living light she paints

The dew drops of the lawn ?

2 Fair as the moon, when in the skies

Serene her throne she guides,
And o'er the twinkling stars supreme

In full-orbed glory rides;

—

3 Clear as the sun, when from the east

Without a cloud he springs,
And scatters boundless light and heat
From his resplendent wings;

—

4 Tremendous as a host, that moves
Majestically slow,

With banners wide displayed, all armed,
All ardent, for the foe.

5 This is the Church, by Heaven arrayed
With strength and grace divine:

Thus shall she strike her foes with dread,

And thus her glories shine.

294
1 Planted in Christ, the living Vine,

This day with one accord,
Ourselves, with humble faith and joy,

We yield to Thee, Lord.

2 Joined in one body may we be;
One inward life partake;

One be our heart; one heavenly hope
In every bosom wake.

3 In prayer, in effort, tears, and toils,

One Wisdom be our guide;
Taught by one Spirit from above,

In Thee may we abide.

4 Then, when among the saints in light

Our joyful spirits shine,

Shall anthems of immortal praise,

Lamb of God, be Thine.
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2 In all Thy mercies may our souls

Thy bounteous goodness see;

Nor let the gifts Thy grace imparts
Estrange our hearts from Thee.

3 Teach us in time of deep distress,

To own Thy hand, God!
And in submissive silence learn

The lessons of Thy rod.

4 In every changing scene of life,

Whate'er that scene may be,

Give us a meek and humble mind,
A mind at peace with Thee.

5 Then may we close our eyes in death,

Free from distracting care;

.For death is life—and labor rest,

If Thou art with us there.

S96
1 There's nothing round this spacious earth

That suits my large desire;

To boundless joy and solid mirth
My nobler thoughts aspire,

—

2 Where pleasure rolls its living flood,

From sin and dross refined,

Still springing from the throne of God,
And fit to cheer the mind.

3 The almighty Ruler of the sphere,
The glorious and the great,

Brings His own all-sufficicnce there,

To make our bliss complete.

4 Had I the pinions of a dove,

I'd climb the heavenly road;

There sits my Saviour, dressed in love,

And there my smiling God.

ft
307

1 Ouk Father! through the coming year
We know not what shall be;

But we would leave without a fear

Its ordering all to Thee.

2 It may be we shall toil in vain
For what the world holds fair;

And all the good we thought to gain,
Deceive and prove but care.

3 It may be it shall darkly blend
Our love with anxious fears^

And snatch away the valued friend,

The tried of many years.

4 It may be it shall bring us days
And nights of lingering pain

;

And bid us take a farewell gaze

Of these loved haunts of men.

5 But calmly, Lord, on Thee we rest;

No fears our trust shall move;
Thou knowest what for each is best,

And Thou art Perfect Love.

298
1 Tnou whose gently chastening hand

In mercy deals the blow!
Make but Thy servant understand
Wherefore Thou layest me low.

2 I ask Thee not the rod to spare

While thus Thy love I see;

But oh ! let every suffering bear

Some message, Lord, from Thee!
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2 And hark! amid the sacred songs

Those heavenly voices raise,

Ten thousand thousand infant tongues
Unite in perfect praise.

3 Those are the hymns that we shall know,
If Jesus we obey,

That is the place where we shall, go,
If found in wisdom's way.

4 Soon will our earthly race be run,
Our mortal frame decay;

Parents and children, one by one,

Must die and pass away.

5 Great God! impress this serious thought,
This day, on every breast;

That both the teachers and the taught
May enter to thy rest.

300
1 In times of peril, pain and strife,

My Lord, I trust in Thee

—

And then the ills that checker life

Are made all sweet to me.

2 There's not a cloud that darkling hangs
But hides a beauteous sky;

And when I feel life's bitterest pangs
I know Thyhand is nigh.

3 Submission to Thy holy will

Whenever sorrow springs,

I'll meekly bow—for o'er me still,

Are spread Thy sheltering wings.

4 Forever in Thy name I'll trust

And joyful pass along,

Till heavens bright glories o'er me burst,

And its enraptured song.

301
1 Eteknal Father, God of love,

To Thee our hearts we raise;

Thy all-sustaining power we prove,
And gladly sing Thy praise.

2 Thine, wholly thine, oh, let us be!
Our sacrifice receive;

Made and preserved, and saved by Thee,
To Thee ourselves we give.

3 Come, Holy Ghost! the Saviour's love
Shed in our hearts abroad;

So shall we ever live and move,
And be with Christ, in God.

302
1 See the kind Shepherd, Jesus, stands,

And calls His sheep by name;
Gathers the feeble in His arms,
And feeds each tender lamb.

2 He leads them to the gentle stream,
Where living water flows;

And guides them to the verdant fields,

Where sweetest herbage grows.

3 When, wandering from the peaceful fold,

We leave the narrow way,
Our faithful Shepherd still is near,

To seek us when we stray.

4 The weakest lamb amid the flock

Shall be its Shepherd's care;

While folded in our Saviour's arms,
We're safe from every fear.
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2 At Salem's courts we must appear,

With our assembled powers,
In strong and beauteous order ranged,
Like her united towers.

3 0, pray we then for Salem's peace,

For they shall prosperous be,

Thou holy city of our God,
Who bear true love to Thee.

4 May peace within Thy sacred walls

A constant guest be found

;

With plenty and prosperity
Thy palaces be crowned.

304
1 Holt and reverend is the name

Of our eternal King:
Thrice holy Lord! the angels cry;

Thrice holy ! let us sing.

2 The deepest reverence of the mind,
Pay, my soul to God;

Lift with thy hands a holy heart
To His sublime abode.

5 With sacred awe pronounce His name
Whom words nor thoughts can reach:

A broken heart shall please him more
Than the best forms of speech.

4 Thou holy God, preserve my soul
From all pollution free;

The pure in heart are Thy delight,

And they Thy face shall see.

305
1 Behold, the mountain of the Lord

In latter days shall rise

On mountain tops above the hills,

And draw the wondering eyes.

2 To this the joyful nations round.
All tribes and tongues, shall flow;

" Up to the hill of God," they'll say,
" And to His house, we'll go."

3 The beam that shines from Zion's hill

Shall lighten every land

;

The King who reigns in Salem's tower
Shall all the world command.

306
1 Nor eye hath seen, nor ear hath heard,

Nor sense nor reason known,
What joys the Father has prepared
For those that love His Son.

2 But the good Spirit of the Lord
Reveals a heaven to come;

The beams of glory in His word
Allure and guide us home.

3 Pure are the joys above the sky
And all the region peace;

No wanton lips, nor envious eye

Can see or taste the bliss.

4 Those holy gates for ever bar
Pollution, sin, and shame;

None shall obtain admittance there,

But followers of the Lamb.

307
Thee, Father, Son, and Spirit, Thee,

Let heaven and earth adore;

Thou art, Thou wast, and Thou shalt be
God blessed evermore.
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2 Thou lovely chief of all my joys,

Thou sovereign of my heart,

How could I bear to hear Thy voice

Pronounce the word—Depart!

3 Jesus, I throw my arms around,
And hang upon Thy breast,

Without a gracious smile from Thee
My spirit cannot rest.

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

Show me some promise in Thy book,
Where my salvation stands.

309

1 Thy home is with the humble, Lord!
The simplest are the best,

Thy lodging is in child-like heart,

Thou makest there Thy rest

2 Dear Comforter! Eternal Love!
Lf Thou wilt stay with me,

Of lowly thoughts and simple ways
I'll build a house for Thee.

t Who made this beating heart of mine.
But Thou my heavenly guest?

Let no one have it, then, but Thee,
And let it be Thy rest.

310
1 Deabest of all the names above,

My Jesus and my God,
Who can resist Thy heavenly love,

Or trifle with Thy blood ?

2 Till God in human flesh 1 see,

My thoughts no comfort find;

The holy, just, and sacred Three
Are terrors to my mind.

3 But if ImmanuePs face appear,
My hope, my joy begins;

His name forbids my slavish fear,

His grace removes my sins.

4 While Jews on their own law rely,

And Greeks of wisdom boast,

I love the incarnate mystery,
And there I fix my trust.

311
1 0, Loed, another day is flown,

And we, a lonely band.
Are met once more before Thy throne,
To bless Thy fostering hand.

2 And wilt Thou lend a listening ear
To praises low as ours?

Thou wilt; for Thou dost love to hear
The song which meekness pours.

3 0, let Thy grace perform its part,

And let contention cease^

And shed abroad in every heart

Thine everlasting peace.
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2 A cloud of witnesses around

Hold thee in full survey;
Forget the steps already trod,

And onward urge thy way.

3 ' Tis God's all-animating voice

That calls thee from on high

;

• Tis His own hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring eye.

4 That prize, with peerless glories bright,

Which shall new lustre boast,

When victors' wreaths and monarchs' gems
Shall blend in common dust.

5 Blest Saviour, introduced by Thee,
Have I my race begun;

And crowned with victory, at Thy feet

I'll lay my honors down.

313
1 Oub pilgrim brethren dwelling far,

God of truth and love,

Light Thou their path with Thine own Star,

Bright beaming from above.

2 Wide as their mighty rivers flow,

Let Thine own truth extend;
Where prairies spread and forests grow,

Lord, Thy gospel send.

3 Then will a mighty nation own
A union firm and strong;

The sceptre of the eternal throne
Shall rule its councils long.

314
1 Far o'er the land the precious grain

Waves 'neath the sunny sky

;

And ripening harvests offer sheaves
For immortality.

2 But who will reap the golden fruit,

And who at last will stand,

A faithful servant, crowned with joy,
Lord, at Thy right hand ?

3 Be ours the work, be ours the joy;
To us the charge be given

To gather souls to Christ, and find

Our garnered sheaves in heaven.

4 Strength to the reapers, mighty God,
Strength to the reapers send,

To bear the burden of the day
And labor till the end.

5 Then songs of triumph shall arise,

Then shall Thy kingdom come,
And echoing anthems greet at last

The heavenly harvest home.

315
1 With songs and honors sounding loud,

Address the Lord on high:
Over the heavens He spreads His cloud,
And waters veil the sky.

2 His hoary frost, His fleecy snow,
Descend and clothe the ground

;

The liquid streams forbear to flow,

In icy fetters bound.

3 He sends His word and melts the snow;
The fields no longer mourn

;

He calls the warmer gales to blow,
And bids the spring return.
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3 Our broken spirits pitying see;

True penitence impart;
Then let a healing glance from Thee
Beam hope on every heart.

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

And not a thought our bosom share,
Which is not wholly Thine.

4 Let faith each weak petition fill,

And lift it to the skies

;

And teach our hearts 'tis goodness still

That grants it, or denies.

317
1 Fatheb 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.

3 Here the Redeemer's welcome voice
Spreads heavenly peace around,

And life and everlasting joys
Attend the blissful sound.

4 0, may these heavenly pages be
My eve* dear delight;

And still new beauties may I see,

And still increasing light.

5 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord,
Be Thou forever near;

Teach me to love Thy sacred word,
And view my Saviour there.

318
1 Gbeat God, how infinite art Thou!

What worthless worms are we!
Let the whole race of creatures bow,
And pay their praise to Thee,

2 Thy throne eternal ages stood,
Ere seas or stars were made:

Thou art the ever-living God,
Were all the nations dead.

3 Nature and time quite naked lie

To Thine immense survey,
From the formation of the sky
To the great burning day.

4 Eternity, with all its years,
Stands present in Thy view;

To Thee there 's nothing old appears;
Great God, there 's nothing new.

319
1 la there ambition in my heart ?

Search, gracious God, and see;
Or do I act a haughty part ?

Lord, I appeal to Thee.

2 I charge my thoughts, be humble still,

And all my carriage mild

;

Content, my Father,"with Thy will,

And quiet as a child.

3 The patient soul, the lowly mind,
Shall have a large reward

;

Let saints in sorrow lie resigned,

And trust a faithful Lord.
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2 How happy are the sainta above,

Who once went sorrowing here;
But now they taste unmingled love,
And joy without a tear.

3 The consecrated cross I'll bear
Till death shall set me free,

And then go home my crown to wear,-
For there 's a crown for me.

1 Come, humble sinner, in whose breast
A thousand thoughts revolve,

Come, with your guilt and fear oppn
And make this last resolve:

2 " I'll go to Jesus, though my sin

Hath like a mountain rose;

I know His courts, I'll enter in,

Whatever may oppose.

3 Prostrate I'll lie before His throne,
And there my guilt confess

;

I'll tell Him I'm a wretch undone,
Without His sovereign grace.

4 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 for ever die."

333
! 0, in the morn of life, when youth

With vital ardor glows,
And shines in all the fairest charms
That beauty can disclose.

2 Deep in Thy soul, before its powers
Are yet by vice enslaved,

Be thy Creator's glorious name
And image deep engraved.

3 True wisdom, early sought and gained,
In age will give thee rest;

0, then improve the morn of life

To make its evening blessed.

333
1 We tread the path our Master trod

;

We bear the cross he bore;
And every thorn that wounds our feet

His temples pierced before.

2 Oft do our eyes with joy o'erflow,

And oft are bathed in tears;

Yet naught but heaven our hopes can rais#»

And naught but sin our fears.

3 We purge our mortal dross away,
Refining as we run;

And while we die to earth and sense,

Our heaven is here begun

334
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 has felt the same.

3 Then let our humble faith address
His mercy and his power

;

We shall obtain delivering grace
In each distressing hour.
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2 My gracious Master, and my God,

Assist me to proclaim,
To spread through all the earth abroad,
The honors of Thy name.

3 Jesus! the name that charms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease;
'Tis music in the sinner's ears;

' Tis life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of reigning sin;

He sets the prisoner free;

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

326
1 Daughter of Zion ! from the dust

Exalt thy fallen head;
Again in thy Redeemer trust:

He calls thee from the dead.

2 Awake, awake! put on thy strength,
Thy beautiful array;

The day of freedom dawns at length,
The Lord's appointed day.

3 Rebuild thy walls, thy bounds enlarge,
And send thy heralds forth

;

Say to the south, " Give up thy charge,"
And keep not back, north!

4 They come, they come !—thine exiled bands,
Where'er they rest or roam,

Have heard thy voice in distant lands,

And hasten to their home.

327
1 Thou whose own vast temple stands

Built over earth and sea,

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

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

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

3 May erring minds that worship here
Be taught the better way,

And they who mourn, and they who fear,

Be strengthened as they pray.

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

While round these hallowed walls the storm
Of earth-born passion dies.

328
1 Go to the pillow of disease,

Where night gives no repose,
And on the cheek where sickness preys,
Bid health to plant the rose.

2 Go where the friendless stranger lies;

To perish is his doom

;

Snatch from the grave his closing eyes.

And bring his blessing home.

3 Thus what our heavenly Father gave
Shall we as freely give;

Thus copy Him who lived to save,

And died that we might live.

329
The God of mercy be adored,
Who calls our souls from death.

Who saves by His redeeming word
And new-creating breath
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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 has prepared
A soul-reviving feast,

And bids your longing appetites
The rich provision taste.

4 Ho! ye that pant for living streams,
And pine away and die,

—

Here you may quench your raging thirst

With springs that never dry.

331
1 Welcome, Saviour! to my heart;

Possess thine humble throne;
Bid every rival hence depart,

And claim me for Thine own.

2 The world and Satan I forsake

—

To Thee I all resign;

My longing heart, Jesus! take,

And fill with love divine.

3 0, may I never turn aside,

Nor from Thy bosom flee;

Let nothing here my heart divide

—

I give it all to Thee.

339
1 Fob mercies countless as the sands,

Which daily I receive
F;rom Jesus my Redeemer's hands,
My soul, what canst thou give ?

2 Alas! from such a heart as mine,
What can I bring him forth ?

My best is stained and dyed with sin;

My all is nothing worth.

3 Yet this acknowledgment I'll make
For all he has bestowed,

Salvation's sacred cup I'll take,

And call upon my God.

333
1 Come, Lord, in mercy come again,

With Thy converting power;
The fields of Zion thirst for rain,

send a gracious shower.

2 Dear Saviour, come with quick'ningpower,
Thy mourning people cry

;

Salvation bring in mercy's hour,
Nor let the sinner die.

3 Once more let converts throng Thy house,
And shouts of victory raise;

Then shall our griefs be turned ta joy,
And sighs, to songs of praise.
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3 And shall my guilty fears prevail

To drive me from Thy feet ?

0, let not this dear refuge fail,

This only safe retreat.

4 0, shine on this benighted heart,
With beams of mercy shine;

And let Thy healing voice impart
A taste ofjoys divine.

335
1 A motheb may forgetful be,

For human love is frail

;

But Thy Creator's love to thee,

Zion ! can not fail.

2 No ! Thy dear name engraven stands,
In characters of love,

On Thy almighty Father's hands;
And never shall remove.

3 Before His ever watchful eye
Thy mournful state appears,

And every groan and every sigh,

Divine compassion hears.

4 Zion! learn to doubt no more,
Be every fear suppressed

;

Unchanging truth, and love, and power,
Dwell in Thy Saviour's breast.
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3 Bright, like a sun, the Saviour sits,

And spreads eternal noon;
No evenings there, nor gloomy nights,

To want the feeble moon.

4 Amid those ever-shining skies,

Behold the sacred Dove;
"While banished sin and sorrow flies

From all the realms of love.

5 The glorious tenants of the place

Stand bending round the throne,

And saints and seraphs sing and praise

The infinite Three One.

6 Jesus, 0, when shall that dear day,

That joyful hour, appear,

When I shall leave this house of clay

To dwell among them there ?

337
1 To God, our Strength, your voice aloud,

In strains of glory raise;

High to Jehovah, Jacob's God,
Exalt the notes of praise.

2 Now let the Gospel trumpet blow
On each appointed fea^-t,

And teach His waiting church to know
The Sabbath's sacred rest.

3 This was the statute of the Lord
To Israel's favored race;

And yet His courts preserve His word,
And there we wait His grace.

4 With psalms of honor, and ofjoy,
Let all His temples ring;

Your various instruments employ,
And songs of triumph sing.
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2 Sun, moon, and stars, Thy love attest

In every golden ray

;

Love draws the curtains of the night,
And love returns the day.

3 Thy bounty every season crowns
With all the bliss it yields,

With joyful clusters loads the vines,

With strengthening grain the fields.

4 But chiefly Thy compassions, Lord,
Are in the Gospel seen;

There, like a sun, Thy mercy shines,

Without a cloud between.

339
1 Come, ye saints, your voices raise

To God, in grateful songs;
And let the memory of His grace

Inspire your hearts and tongues,

2 Her deepest gloom, when sorrow spreads,
And light and hope depart,

His smile celestial morning sheds,
And joy revives the heart.

3 Hear, my God, in mercy hear;
Attend my plaintive cry

;

Be Thou, my gracious Helper, near,
And bid my sorrows fly.

4 Again I hear Thy voice divine;
New joys exulting bound;

My robes of mourning I resign,

And gladness girds rae round.

340
1 Dear Father, to Thy mercy-seat

My soul for shelter flies:

'T is here I find a safe retreat

When storms and tempests rise.

2 My cheerful hope can never die,

If Thou, my God, art near;
Thy grace can raise my comforts high,
And banish every fear.

3 My great Protector, and my Lord,
Thy constant aid impart;

Oh, let Thy kind, Thy gracious word
Sustain my trembling heart!

341
1 When all Thy mercies, O my God,

My rising soul surveys,
Transported with the view, I'm lost

In wonder, love and praise.

2 Unnumbered comforts to my soul
Thy tender care bestowed,

Before my infant heart conceived
From whom those comforts flowed.

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

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,

And led me up to man.

4 Through every period of my life,

Thy goodness I'll pursue,
And after death, in distant worlds,

The glorious theme renew.
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2 As pity dwells within his breast

To all the sons of need,
So God shall answer his request
With blessings on his seed.

3 No evil tidings shall surprise
His well-established mind;

His soul to God, his Refuge, flies,

And leaves his fears behind.

4 In times of general distress,

Some beams of light shall shine,
To show the world his righteousness,
And give him peace divine.

343
1 Jesus ! our fainting spirits cry,

When wilt thou show Thy face T

Oh ! when our longings satisfy,

And fill us with Thy grace ?

2 We sinners, Lord, with earnest heart,
With sighs and prayers and tears,

To Thee our inmost cares impart,
Our burdens and our fears.

3 Thy sovereign grace can give relief,

Thou Source of peace and light!

Dispel the gloomy cloud of grief,

And make our darkness bright.

4 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.

5 Dear Lord! to Thee our prayers ascend;
Our eyes Thy face would see;

Oh! let our weary wanderings end,
Our spirits rest in Thee!

344
1 Hah, sacred truth, whose piercing rays

Dispel the shades of night,

Diffusing o'er the mental world
The healing beams of light.

2 Thy word, Lord, with friendly aid

Restores our wandering feet;

Converts the sorrows of the mind
To joys divinely sweet

3 0, send Thy light and truth abroad
In all their radiant blaze,

And bid the admiring world adore

The glories of Thy grace.

345
1 Lord, I believe; Thy power I own;

Thy word I would obey;
I wander comfortless and lone,

When from Thy truth I stray.

2 Lord, I believe; but gloomy fears

Sometimes bedim my sight

;

I look to Thee with prayers and tears

And cry for strength and light.

3 Lord, I believe; but oft, I know,
My faith is cold and weak;

Strengthen my weakness, and bestow

The confidence I seek.

4 Yes, I believe; and only Thou
Canst give my soul relief;

Lord, to Thy truth my spirit bow;
Help Thou my unbelief.
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3 Thy counsel?, Lord, shall guide my feet

Through this dark 'wilderness;

Thy hand conduct me near Thy seat,

To dwell before Thy face.

3 Were I in heaven without my God,
' Twould be no joy to me

;

And while this earth is my abode,
I long for none but Thee.

4 Then, to draw near to Thee, my God,
Shall be my sweet employ:

My tongue shall sound Thy works abroad,
And tell the world my joy.

347
1 To Thee, God, my prayer ascends,

But not for golden stores

;

Nor covet I the brightest gems
That shine on eastern shores;

2 Nor that deluding, empty joy,
Men call a mighty name

;

NCr greatness, with its pride and state,

My restless thoughts inflame:

3 Nor pleasure's fascinating charms
My fond desires allure;

But nobler things than these from Thee
My wishes would secure.

4 The faith and hope of things unseen
My best affections move

—

Thy light, Thy favor, and Thy smiles,

Thine everlasting love.

5 These are the blessings I desire:

Lord, be these blowings mine;
And all the glories of the world

I cheerfully resign.

348
1 Give me the wings of faith, to rise

Within the vail, and see

The saints above—how great their joy*
How bright their glories be!

2 Once they were mourning here below,
And wet their couch with tears;

They wrestled hard, as we do now,
With sins, and doubts, and fears.

3 I ask them whence their victory cam*
They, with united breath,

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,
Their triumph to His death.

4 They marked the footsteps that He trod,
His zeal inspired their breast

;

And following their incarnate God,
Possess the promised rest.

5 Our glorious Leader claims our praise

For His own pattern given,
While the long cloud of witnesses
Show the same path to heaven.

349
1 Lord, I address Thy heavenly throne;

Call me a child of Thine,
Send down the Spirit of Thy Son,
To form my heart divine.

2 There shed Thy choicest love abroad,
And make my comforts strong:

Then shall I say, " My Father, God,"
With an unwavering tongue.
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3 0, from the streams of distant lands

Unto Jehovah sing

;

And joyful from the mountain tops
Shout to the Lord, the King.

4 Let all combined with one accord,
Jehovah's glories raise,

Till in remotest bounds of earth
The nations sound His praise.

351
1 Oh, who is like the mighty One,

Whose throne is in the sky

!

Who compassefh the universe
With His all-searching eye;

At whose creative word appeared
The dry land and the sea:

My spirit thirsts for Thee, Lord,
My spirit thirsts for Thee!

2 Around Him suns and systems swim
In harmony and 1 ight

;

Before him harps angelic hymn
His praises d:iy and night,

Yet to the contrite, day and night,

In mercy turncth He:
My spirit thirsts for Thee, () Lord,
My spirit thirsts for Thee.
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2 Oar heavenly Father, Lord, art Thou,

Thy favored children we;
0, may we love each other here,

As we are loved by Thee.

3 Heirs of the same immortal bliss,

Our hopes and fears the same;
With bonds of grace our hearts unite,

With mutual love inflame.

4 So may the vain, contentious world
See how true Christians love,

And glorify our Saviour's grace,

And seek that grace to prove.

353
1 Thou art the Way ; to Thee alone

From Sin and Dsath we flee;

And he who would the Father seek,

Must seek Iliin, 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.

354
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 clouds 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 fast,

Unfolding every hour

;

The bud may have a bitter taste.

But sweet will be the flower.

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err,

And scan His work in vain;

God is His own interpreter,

And He will make it plain.

355
1 Pitt the nations, our God;

Constrain the earth to come;
Send Thy victorious -word abroad,

And bring the strangers home.

2 We long to see Thy churches full,

That all Thy faithful race

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

Sing Thy redeeming grace.
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3 Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood,

Stand dressed in living green;
So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan rolled between.

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink
To cross this narrow sea,

And linger, shivering, on the brink,
And fear to launch away.

5 0, could we make our doubts remove,

—

Those gloomy doubts that rise,

—

And see the Canaan that we love

With unbeclouded eyes,

—

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the lanscape o'er,

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

Should fright us from the shore.

357
1 Bbight glories rush upon my sight,

And charm my wondering eyes

—

The regions of immortal light,

The beauties of the skies!

2 All hail! ye fair, celestial shores,
Ye lands of endless day!

A rich delight your prospect pours,
And drives my griefs away.

3 There's a delightful clearness now;
My clouds of doubt are gone;

Fled is my former darkness, too;

My fears are all withdrawn.

4 Short is the passage, short the space,

Between my home and me;
There, there behold the radiant place

How near the mansions be

!

5 Immortal wonders! boundless things

In those dear worlds appear

!

Prepare me, Lord, to stretch my wings,

And in those glories share.
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2 Night reigns in silence o'er the pole,

And spreads her gems unheard

;

Her lessons penetrate the soul,

Yet borrow not a word.

3 Noiseless the sun emits his fire,

And pours his golden streams;
And silently the shades retire

Before his rising beams.

4 0, grant my soul an ear to hear
Thy deep and silent voice;

To bend in lowly, filial fear,

And in Thy love rejoice.

359
1 If human kindness meets return

And owns the grateful tie;

If tender thoughts within us burn,
To feel a friend is nigh ;

—

2 0, shall not warmer accents tell

The gratitude we owe
To Him who died our fears to quell,

Who bore our guilt and woe ?

% While yet in anguish he surveyed
Those pangs He would not flee,

What love His latest words displayed!
" Meet and remember Me."

4 Remember Thee! Thy death, Thy shame
Our sinful hearts to share!
memory, leave no other name
But His recorded there.

360
1 Jesus, with all Thy saints above,

My tongue would bear her part;
Would sound aloud thy saving love,

And sing Thy bleeding heart.

2 Blest be the Lamb, my dearest Lord,
Who bought me with his blood

;

And quenched his Father's flaming sword,
In his own vital flood.

3 The Lamb, that freed my captive soul

From Satan's heavy chains ;

And sent the lion down to howl,
Where hell and horror reigns.

4 All glory to the dying Lamb,
And never-ceasing praise;

While angels live to know his name,
Or saints to feel his grace.

361
1 When musing sorrow weeps the past,

And mourns the present pain,

'Tis sweet to think of peace at last,

And feel that death is gain.

2 'Tis not that murmuring thoughts arise,

And dread a Father's will;

'Tis not that meek submission flies,

And would not suffer still.

3 It is that heaven-born faith surveys
The path that leads to light,

And longs her eagle plumes to raise,

And lose herself in sight.

4 0, let me wing my hallowed flight

From earth-born woe and care,

And soar above these clouds of night
My Saviour's bliss to share.
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2 Celestial choirs, from courts above,
'Mid sacred glories there;

And angels with their sparkling lyres,

Make music on the air.

3 The answering hills of Palestine
Send back the glad reply ; *

And greet, from all their holy heights,

The day-spring from on high.

4 O'er the blue depths of Galilee

There comes a holier calm

;

And Sharon waves, in solemn praise,

Her silent groves of palm.

5 " Glory to God!" the sounding skies
Loud with their anthems ring;

'* Peace to the earth—good will to men,
From heaven's eternal King."

363
1 Jesus, my sorrow lies too deep

For human ministry;
It knows not how to tell itself

To any but to Thee.

2 Thou dost remember still, amid
The glories of God's throne,

The sorrows of mortality,

For they were once Thine own.

3 Yes! for as if Thou would'st be God,
E'en in Thy misery,

There's been no sorrow but Thine own
Untouched by sympathy.
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4 Jesus, my fainting spirit brings
Its fearfulness to Thee;

Thine eye at least can penetrate
The clouded mystery.

5 It is enough, my precious Lord,
Thy tender sympathy

!

There is no sorrow e'er so deep
But I may bring to Thee.

364
1 What grace, Lord, and beauty shone

Around Thy steps below!
What patient love was seen in all

Thy life and death of woe!

2 For ever on Thy burdened heart
A weight of sorrow hung

;

Yet no ungentle murmuring word
Escaped Thy silent tongue.

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile

—

Thy friends unfaithful prove;
Unwearied in forgiveness still,

Thy heart could only love.

4 Oh ! give us hearts to love like Thee—
Like Thee, O Lord, to grieve

Far more for other's sins, than all

The wrongs that we receive.

5 One with Thyself, may every eye
In us, Thy brethi'en, see

That gentleness and grace that spring
From union, Lord, with Thee.
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2 Crown Him, ye morning stars of light,

Who fixed this floating ball

;

Now hail the strength of Israel's might,
And crown Him Lord of all.

3 Crown Him, ye martyrs of our God,
Who from His altar call;

Extol the stem of Jesse's rod,
And crown Him Lord of all.

4 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,
A remnant weak and small

;

Hail Him who saves you by His grace,
And crown Him Lord of all.

5 Ye Gentile sinners ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall;

Go, spread your trophies at His (oet,

And crown Him Lord of all.

6 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To Him all majesty ascribe,

And crown Him Lord of all.

7 that with vonder sacred throng,
We at His feet may fall!

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

306
1 What heavenly music do I hear,

Salvation sounding free;

Ye souls in bondage lend an ear;
This is the Jubilee.

2 The gospel sounds a sweet release

To all in misery,
And bids them welcome home to peace;

This is the Jubilee.

3 Good news, good news, to Adam's race,
Let Christians all agree,

To sing redeeming Love and Grace;
This is the Jubilee,

4 How sweetly do the tidings roll,

All round, from sea to sea,

From land to land, from pole to pole;
This is the Jubilee.

5 Jesus is on his mercy seat,

Before Him bend the knee;
Let heaven and earth his praise repeat,

This is the Jubilee.
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2 <' Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmur free

;

The blessings of Thy grace impart,
And make me live to Thee.

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

Thy presence through my journey shine,

And crown my journey's end."

368
1 that I knew the secret place

Where I might find my God

!

I'd spread my wants before His face,

And pour my woes abroad.

2 I'd tell Him how my sins arise;

What sorrows I sustain

;

How grace decays and comfort dies,

And leaves my heart in pain.

3 Arise, my soul, from deep distress,

And banish every fear;

He calls thee to His throne of grace,
To spread thy sorrows there.

369
1 Deab Refuge ofmy weary soul,

On Thee, when sorrows rise,

On Thee, when waves of trouble roll,

My fainting hope relies.

8 To Thee I tell each rising grief,

For Thou alone canst heal;

Thy word can bring a sweet relief

For every pain I feel.

3 But 0, when gloomy doubts prevail,

I fear to call Thee mine;
The springs of comfort seem to fail,

And all my hopes decline.

4 Yet, gracious God, where shall I flee ?

Thou art my only trust;

And still my soul would cleave to Thee,
Though prostrate in the dust.

5 Thy mercy-seat is open still;

Here let my soul retreat,

With humble hope attend Thy will,

And wait beneath Thy feet.

370
1 Unite, my roving thoughts, unite

In silence soft and sweet;

And thou, my soul, sit gently down
At thy great Sovereign's feet.

2 Jehovah's awful voice is heard;
Yet gladly I attend

;

For, lo, the everlasting God
Proclaims Himself my Friend.

3 Harmonious accents to my soul

The sounds of peace convey;
The tempest at His word subsides.

And winds and seas obey.

4 By all its joys, I charge my heart

To grieve His love no more,
But, charmed by melody divine,

To give its follies o'er.
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2 From the third heaven, where God resides,

That holy, happy place,

The new Jerusalem comes down
Adorned with shining grace.

3 Attending angels shout for joy,
And the bright armies sing,

•' Mortals, behold the sacred seat

Of your descending King.

4 " The God of glory down to men
Removes His blest abode;

Men the dear objects of His grace,

And He the loving God.

5 ** His own soft hand shall wipe the tears

From every weeping eye;

And pains and groans and griefs and fears,

And death itself, shall die."

6 How long, dear Saviour, 0, how long
Shall this" bright hour delay ?

Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time,

And bring the welcome day.

372
1 Sweet is the memory of Thy grace,

My God, my heavenly King!
Let age to age Thy righteousness
In sounds of glory sing.

2 God reigns on high, but ne'er confines

His goodness to the skies;

Thro' the whole earth His bounty shines,

And every want supplies.

3 How kind are Thy compassions, Lord!
How slow Thine anger moves!

But soon He sends His pardoning word,
To cheer the souls He loves.

4 Creatures, with all their endless race,

Thy power and praise proclaim;

But saints that taste Thy richer grace,

Delight to bless Thy name.
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2 We in these sacred words can find

A cure for every ill

;

They calm and soothe the troubled mind
And bid all care be still.

3 let that Will which gave me breath
And an immortal soul,

In joy or grief, in life or death,

My every wish control.

4 0, could my heart thus ever pray,
Thus imitate Thy Son

!

Teach me, God, with truth to say,
Thy will, not mine, be done.

374
1 Brigiit was the guiding star, that led,

With mild, benignant ray,
The Gentiles to the lowly bed

AVhere our Redeemer lay.

2 But, lo ! a brighter, clearer light

Now points to His abode;
It shines thro' sin and sorrow's night,
To guide us to our Lord.

3 0, haste to follow where it leads;

The gracious call obey;
Be rugtccd wilds, or flowery meads,
The Christian's destined way.

4 0, gladly tread the narrow path,
While light and grace are given;

Who meekly follow Christ on earth,

Shall reign with Him in heaven.

375
1 To Thee, before the dawning light,

My gracious God, I pray;
I meditate Thy name by night,

And keep Thy law by day.

2 My spirit faints to see Thy grace;
Thy promise bears me up;

And while salvation long delays,

Thy word supports my hope.

3 Seven times a day I lift my hands,
And pay my thanks to Thee;

Thy righteous providence demands
Repeated praise from me.

4 When midnight darkness veils the skies,

I call Thy works to mind;
My thoughts in warm devotion rise,

And sweet acceptance find.

376
1 Far from the world, Lord, I flee,

From strife and tumult far,

From scenes where Satan wages still

His most successful war.

2 The calm retreat, the sdent shade,
With prayer and praise agree,

And seem by Thy sweet bounty made
For those who follow Thee.

3 There, if Thy Spirit touch the soul,

And grace her mean abode,

0, with what peace and joy and love,

She communes with her God!

4 Author and Guardian of my life,

Sweet Source of light diviiie,

And all harmonious names in one,

My Saviour, Thou art mine.
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377
2 0, may I ever hear Thy voice

In mercy to me speak

;

And in my Priest will I rejoice,

Thou great Melchisedec.

3 My Jesus shall be still my theme,
While on this earth I stay;

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

4 When I appear in yonder cloud,
With all His favored throng,

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

378
1 Bestow, Lord, upon our youth

The gift of saving grace;
And let the seed of sacred truth

Fall in a fruitful place.

2 Grace is a plant, where'er it grows,
Of pure and heavenly root,

But fairest in the youngest shows,
And yields the sweetest fruit.

3 Ye careless ones, 0, hear betimes
The voice of sovetxMgn Love; [crimes,

Your youth is Btalnod with numerous
But Mercy reigns above.

4 For you the public prayer is made;
O.join the public prayer;

For you the secret tear is shed;

0, shed yourselves a tear

379
1 Religion is the chief concern

Of mortals here below;
May I its great importance learn,

Its sovereign virtue know.

2 Religion should our thoughts engage,
Amid our youthful bloom;

' Twill fit us for declining age,
And for the awful tomb.

3 0, may my heart, by grace subdued.
Be my Redeemer's throne

;

And be my stubborn will subdued
His government to own.

380
1 0, happy is the man who hears

Instruction's warning voice,
And who celestial Wisdom makes
His early, only choice.

2 For she has treasure greater far
Than east or west unfold,

And her reward is more secure
Than is the gain of gold.

3 In her right hand she holds to view
A length of happy years,

And in her left the prize of fame
And honor bright appears.

4 She guides the young with innocence
In pleasure's path to tread;

A crown of glory she bestows
Upon the hoary head.

5 According as her labors rise,

So her rewards increase;

Her ways are ways of pleasantness,

And all her paths are peace.
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381
3 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom,

Nor sin nor sorrow know:
Blest seats! thro' rude and stormy scenes

I onward press to you.

4 Why should I shrink at pain and woe,
Or feci at death dismay '!

I've Canaan's goodly land in view,
And realms of endless day.

5 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there,
Around my Saviour stand;

And soon my friends in Christ below,
Will join the glorious band.

G Jerusalem! my happy home!
My soul still pants for thee;

Then shall my labors have an end-
When I thy joys shall see
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382
'2 There is a Home, a happy home,

Where the way-worn travellers rest,

Where toil and languor never come,
And every mourner 's blest.

3 There is a Port, a peaceful port,

A safe and quiet shore,
Where weary mariners resort,

When life's rough voyage is o'er.

4 There is a Crown, a dazzling crown,
Bedecked with jewels fair;

And priests and kings of high renown
That crown of glory wear.

£ That land be mine, that calm retreat,

That crown of glory bright;
Then I'll esteem each bitter sweet,
And every burden light.

383
1 How Bad our state by nature is!

Our sin, how deep it stains!

And Satan binds our captive minds
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 upon the Lord."

3 My soul obeys the almighty call.

And runs to this relief;

Would I believe Thy promise, Lord;
O, help my unbelief.

4 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
On Thy kind arms I tall;

Be Thou my strength and righteousness,
My Jesus, and my all.

384
1 Thou from whom all goodness flows,

I lift my soul to Thee;
In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes,
Good Lord, remember me.

2 When on my aching, burdened heart
My sins lie heavily,

Thy pardon grant, new peace impart;
Good Lord, remember me.

3 When trials sore obstruct my way,
And ills I cannot flee,

let my strength be as my day;
Good Lord, remember me.

4 When worn with pain, disease, and grief,

This feeble body see;

Grant patience, rest and kind relief;

Good Lord, remember me.

5 When in the solemn hour of death
I wait Thy just decree;

Be this the prayer of my last breath

—

Good Lord, remember me.

G And v, 1>i n before Thy throne I stand,
And Lift my Bonl to Thee,

Then with the saints at Thy right hand,
Good Lord, remember me.
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385
2 Let all the people of the Lord

His praises spread around;
Let them His grace and love record,
Who have salvation found.

3 Now let the east in Him rejoice,

The west its tribute bring;
The north and south lift up their voice
In honor of their King.

4 0, praise the Lord, for He is good;
In Him we rest obtain;

His mercy has through ages stood,
And ever shall remain.

386
1 Now shall my solemn vows be paid

To that almighty Power
That heard the long requests I made,

In my distressful hour.

2 When on my head huge sorrows fell,

I sought His heavenly aid;
He saved my sinking soul from hell,

And death's eternal shade.

3 If sin lay covered in my heart,
White prayer employed my tongue,

The Lord had shown me no regard,
For I His praises sung.

4 But God—His name be ever blesesd

—

Has set my spirit free,

Nor turned frcm Him my poor request,
Nar turned His heart from me.

387
1 God only is the creature's home,

Though long and rough the road;
Yet nothing less can satisfy

The love that longs for God.

2 How little of that road, my soul!

How little hast thou gone!
Take heart, and let the thought of God

Allure thee further on.

3 Dole not thy duties out to God,
But let thy hand be free:

Look long at Jesus: His own blood,
How was it dealt to thee ?

4 The perfect way is hard to flesh;

It is not hard to love

;

If thou wert sick for want of God,
How swiftly wouldst thou move!

5 Be docile to thy unseen Guide,
Love Him as He loves thee;

Time and obedience are enough,
And thou like Him shalt be!

388
1 One prayer 1 have—all prayers in one—

When I am wholly Thine;
Thy will, my God, Thy will be done,
And let that will be mine.

2 All-wise, almighty, and all-good,
In Thee I firmly trust

;

Thy ways, unknown or understood,
Are merciful and just.

3 May I remember that to Thee
Whate'er I have I owe;

And back in gratitude from mo
May all Thy bounties flow.
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2 Whate'cr Thy providence denies

I calmly -would resign;
For Thou art good, and just, and wise:

Oh, bend my will to Thine!

3 Whate'cr Thy sacred will ordains,
Oh, give me strength to bear!

And let me know my Father reigns,
And trust His tender care.

4 Thy sovereign ways arc all unknown
To my weak, erriDg sight;

Yet let my soul adoring own
That all Thy ways are right.

390
1 Blest be the dear, uniting love,

That will not let us part:
Our bodies may far off remove,
We still arc one in heart.

2 Joined in one spirit to our Head,
Where He appoints we go;

We still in J< -us' footsteps tread,
And show His praise below.

3 Oh, may we ever walk in Him,
And nothing know beside!

Nothing desire, nothing esteem,
But Jesus crucified!

4 Partakers of the Saviour's grace,
The eame in mind and heart,

1SJ
;— f—r

Not joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place,
Nor life, nor death, can part.

391
1 Since all the varying scenes of time

God's watchful eye surveys,
Oh, who so wise to choose our lot,

Or to appoint our ways

!

2 Good, when He gives, supremely good;
Nor less when he denies;

Ev'n crosses from His sovereign hand,
Are blessings in disguise.

3 Why should we doubt a Father's love,

So constant and so kind!
•To His unerring, gracious will

Be every wish resigned.

393
1 Whex, rising from the bed of death,

O'crwhelmed with guilt and fear,

I see my Maker face to face

—

Oh, how shall I appear!

2 If now, while pardon may be found,
And mercy may he sought,

My heart with inward horror shrinks,

And trcmblcst at the thought;

—

3 When Thou, Lord! shall stand disclosed

In majesty Bei ere,

And sit in judgment on my soul,

Oh, how shall I appear!
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2 For bitter ashes lurk concealed
Beneath that golden skin,

And though the coat be smooth, there lies

But rottenness within.

393
2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,

In this dark vale of tears;

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

3 This lamp, through all the tedious night
Of life, shall guide our way

;

Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day.

394
1 When I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

I bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my weeping eyes.

2 Should earth against my soul engage,
And hellish darts be hurled,

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares, like a wild deluge, come,
And storms of sorrow fall;

May I but safely reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.

395
. The branch is stooping to thy hand,

And pleasant to behold

;

Yet gather not, although its fruit

Be streaked with hues of gold;

—

3 The wings of pleasure fan the bowl,
And bid it overflow

;

Yet drugged with poison are its leee,

And death is found below.

396
1 Not for the summer hour alone,

When skies resplendent shine,

And youth and pleasure fill the throne,
Our hearts and hands we join

;

2 But for those stern and wintry days
Of sorrow, pain, and fear,

When Heaven's wise discijiline doth make
Our earthly journey drear.

3 Not for this span of life alone,

Which like a blast doth fly,

And, as the transient flowers of grass,
Just blossom, droop and die.

4 But for a being without end
This vow of love we take;

Grant us, Lord, one home at last.

For Thy great mercy's sake!

397
1 Inquire, ye pilgrims for the way

That leads to Zion's hill,

And thither set your steady face,

With a determined will.

2 Come, let us to His temple haste,

And seek His favor there;

Before His footstool humbly bow,
And pour our fervent prayer.
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2 Where is the blessedness I knew
When first I saw the Lord;

Where is the soul-refreshing view

Of Jesus and His word ?

3 Return, holy Dove; return,

Sweet Messenger of rest;

I hate the sins that made Thee mourn,
And drove Thee from my breast.

4 The dearest idol I have known,
Whate'cr that idol be,

Help me to tear it from Thy throne,

And worship only Thee.

5 So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame;

So purer light shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

399
1 Plunged in a gulf of dark despair,

We wretched sinners lay,

Without one cheerful beam of hope,

Or spark of glimmering day.

2 With pitying eyes, the Prince of grace
Beheld our helpless grief;

He saw, and 0, amazing love!

He ran to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above,

With joyful haste He fled,

Entered the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

4 0, for this love let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence break,

And all harmonious human tongues

The Saviour's praises speak.

5 Angels, assist our mighty joys;

Strike all your harps of gold;

But when you raise your highest notes,

His love can ne'er be told.

400
1 that the Lord would guide my ways,

To keep His statutes still

!

that my God would grant me grace,

To know and do His will.

2 send Thy Spirit down— to write

Thy law upon my henrt

!

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,

Nor act the liar's part.

3 Make me to walk in Thy commands;
'Tis a delightful road;

Nor let my bend, or heart, or hands,
Offend against my God.

401

1 Thou whose mercy guides my way,
Though now it seem severe,

Forbid my unbelief to say,

There is no mercy here.

2 0, may I, Lord, desire the pain

That comes in kindness down,
Far more than sweetest earthly gain

Succeeded by a frown.

3 Then, though Thou bend my spirit low,

Love only shall I see;

The gracious hand that strikes the blow

Was wounded once for me.



CHINA. CM.
T. SWAK.

2 Are we not tending upward too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor would we wish the hours more slow,

To keep us from our Love.

3 The graves of all the saints He blessed,

And softened every bed

;

Where should the dying members rest

But with the dying Head ?

4 Thence He arose, ascending high,
And showed our feet the way

;

Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly

At the great rising day.

5 Then let the lastloud trumpet sound,
And bid our kindred rise;

Awake, ye nations under ground

;

Ye saints, ascend the skies.

403
1 Life is a span, a fleeting hour;

How soon the vapor flies!

Man is a tender, transient flower,
That ev'n in blooming dies.

2 The once-loved form, now cold and dead,
Each mournful thought employs;

And Nature weeps her comforts fled,

And withered all her joys.

3 Hope looks beyond the bounds of time,
When what we now deplore

Shall rise in full immortal prime,
And bloom to fade no more.

4 Then cease, fond Nature, cease thy tears

;

Religion points on high;
There everlasting spring appears,
And joys that cannot die.

404
1 When blooming youth is snatched away

By Death's resistless hand,
Our hearts the mournful tribute pay
Which pity must demand.

2 While pity prompts the rising sigh,

0, may this truth, impressed
With awful power, " I too, must die,"

Sink deep in every breast.

3 The voice of this alarming scene
May every heart obey

;

Nor be the heavenly warning vain
Which calls to watch and pray.

4 0, let us fly, to Jesus fly;

Whose powerful arm can save;
Then shall our hopes ascend on high,
And triumph o'er the grave.

405
1 Ye mourning saints, whose streaming teare

Flow o'er your children dead,
Say not, in transports of despair,
That all your hopes are fled.

2 While, cleaving to that darling dust,
In fond distress ye lie,

Rise, and with joy and reverence view
A heavenly parent nigh.

3 "I'll give the mourner," saith the Lord,
" In My own house a place;

No name of daughters and of sons
Could yield so high a grace."
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406
2 When heaven,Thy beauteous work on high,

Employs my wondering sight;

The moon that nightly rules the sky,

With stars of feebler light:

—

3 Lord,what is man, that Thou shouldst deign
To bear him in Thy mind

!

Or what his race, that Thou shouldst prove
To them so wondrous kind

!

4 Tbou, to whom all creatures bofr

Within this earthly frame,

Thro' all the world, how great art Thou!
How glorious is Thy name!

407
1 In vain I trace creation o'er,

In search of solid rest:

The whole creation is too poor,
Too mean to make me blest.

2 Let earth and all her charms depart,
Unworthy of the mind:

In God alone this restless heart
Enduring bliss can find.

3 Thy favor, Lord, is all I want;
Here would my spirit rest:

Oh, seal the rich, the boundless grant,

And make me fully blest!

408
1 See gracious God! before Thy throne

Thy mourning people bend;
'Tis on Thy sovereign grace alone

Our humble hopes depend.

I

2 Dark, frowning judgments from Thy hand
Thy dreadful power display;

Yet mercy spares this guilty land,
And still we live to pray.

3 How changed, alas! are truths divine.
For error, guilt, and shame

!

What impious numbers, bold in sin,

Disgrace the Christian name!

4 Oh, turn us, turn us, mighty Lord,
By Thy resistless grace;

Then shall our hearts obey Thy word,
And humbly seek Thy face.

409
1 Thee we adore, eternal Name!

And humbly own to Thee
How feeble is our mortal frame,
What dying worms are we!

2 The year rolls round , and steals away
The breath that first it gave

;

Whate'er we do, where'er we be,

We're travelling to the grave.

3 Great God ! on what a slender thread
Hang everlasting things!

Th' eternal state of all the dead
Upon life's feeble strings!

4 Infinite joy, or endless woe
Attends on every breath

;

And yet how unconcerned we go
Upon the brink of death

!

5 Waken, Lord, our drowsy sense,

To walk this dangerous road!

And if our souls arc hurried hence,

May they be found with God.
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410
2 There, when the turmoil is no more,

And all our powers decay,
Our cold remains in solitude

Shall sleep the years away.

3 Our labors done, securely laid

In this our last retreat,

Unheeded o'er our silent dust
The storms of life shall beat.

A Yet not thus lifeless, thus inane,
The vital spark shall lie;

For o'er life's wreck that spark shall rise

To seek its kindred sky.

1) These ashes, too, this little dust
Our Father's care shall keep,

Till the last angel rise and break
The long and dreary sleep.

6 Then love's soft dew o'er every eye
Shall shed its mildest rays,

And the long-silent dust shall burst
With shouts of endless praise.

411
1 Thou, Oimy Jesus, Thou didst me

Upon the cross embrace

;

For me didst bear the nails and spear,
And manifold disgrace;

2 And griefs and torments numberless
And sweat of agony,

Yea, death itself; and all for one
That was Thine enemy.

3 Then, why, blessed Jesus Christ,
Should I not love Thee well ?

Not for the hope of winning heaven,
Nor of escaping hell;

Not with the hope of gaining aught,
Nor seeking a reward

;

But as Thyself hast loved me,
0, ever-loving Lord.

E'en so I love Thee, and will love,
And in Thy praise will sing,

Solely because Thou art my God,
And my eternal King.

413
Do not I iove Thee, my Lord ?

Behold my heart, and see;
And turn each cursed idol out
That dares to rival Thee.

Is not Thy name melodious still

To mine attentive ear ?

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound
My Saviour's voice to hear ?

Hast Thou a lamb in all Thy flock

I would disdain to feed ?

Hast Thou a foe before whose face
I fear Thy cause to plead ?

Would not my heart pour forth its blood
In honor of Thy name,

And challenge the cold hand of death
To damp the immortal flame ?

Thou know'st I love Thee, dearest Lord;
But O, I long to soar

Far from the sphere of mortal joys.
And learn to love Thee more.
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413
2 Throueh floods and flames, if Jesus leads,

I'll follow where He goes;
Hinder me not!—shall be my cry,
Though earth and hell oppose.

3 And when my Saviour calls me home,
Still this my cry shall be

—

Hinder me not—come, welcome death!
I'll gladly go with Thee.

414
1 How condescending, and bow kind

Was God '8 eternal Son!
Our misery reached His heavenly mind.
And pity brought Him down.

2 This was compassion like a God,
That when the Saviour knew

The price of pardon was His blood,
His pity ne'er withdrew.

3 Here let cur hearts begin to melt,
While we His death record;

And with our joy for pardoned guilt,

Mourn that we pierced the Lord. !

415
1 Oh help us Lord ! each hour of need

Thy heavenly succor give;
Help us in thought, and word and deed,
Each hour on earth we live.

2 Oh help us when our spirits bleed
With contrite aniruish sore;

And when our hearts are cold and dead,
Oh help us, Lord, the more.

3 If strangers to Thy fold we call,

Imploring at Thy feet

The crumbs that from Thy table fall,
' Tis all we dare entreat.

4 Oh help us, Jesus! from on high,
We know no help but Thee;

Oh ! help us so to live and die,

As Thine in Heaven to be.

416
1 Thou Grace divine, encircling all

A soundless, shoreless sea!

Wherein at last, our souls shall fall,

O Love of God, most free!

2 When over dizzy steeps we go,
One soft hand blinds our eyes,

The other leads us safe and slow,
Love of God, most wise!

3 The saddened heo -t, the restless soul,
The toilsome frame and mind,

Alike confess Thy sweet control,

Love of God, most kind!

4 But not alone Thy care we claim,
Our wayward steps to win:

We know Thee by a dearer name,
Love of God within.

5 And filled and quickened by Thy breath,

Our souls are strong and free

To rise o'er sin, and fear, and death,

Love of God, to Thee!



116 WOODSTOCK. CM.

:S^i-a-^T^=:¥
D. Dorrow.

3—*—»--# *-

i i C 5 f i

£
»̂

—

9 V ' i

1?

love to steal a - while a - way From ev' - ry cumb'ring care

;

*

ffl^^a
And spend the hours of set -

k JLJ_J_J_2

r
ting day

* I

tr d

In hum - ble, grate - ful prayer.

m_u d d. <T d J d. * d i N S
!

I !

417
2 I love in solitude to shed

The penitential tear,

And all His promises to plead,
Where none but God can hear.

8 I love to think on mercies past,
And future good implore,

And all my cares and sorrows cast
On Him whom I adore.

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

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

5 Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er,
May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,
And lead to endless day.

1 Come, ye that know and fear the Lord !

And raise your souls above;
Let every heart and voice accord,
To sing that—God is love.

2 This precious truth His word declares,
And all His mercies prove;

While Christ, the atoning Lamb, appears,
To show that—God is love.

3 Behold His loving kindness waits
For those who from Him rove,

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

4 The work begun is carried on
By power from heaven above;

And every step, from first to last.

Proclaims that—God is love.

5 0, may we all, while here below,
The best of blessings prove;

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

4B9
1 Lift to God the voice of praise,

Whose breath our souls inspired;
Loud and more loud the anthems raise,

With grateful ardor fired.

2 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose goodness, passing thought,
Loads every moment, as it flies,

With benefits unsought.

42©
1 There is a time, we know not when,

A point, we know not where,
That marks the destiny of men,
To glory, or despair.

2 And yet the doomed man's path below,
May bloom as Eden bloomed

;

He did not, docs not, will not know,
Or feel that he is doomed.

3 How far may we so on in sin ?

How long will God forbear ?

Where does hope end, and where begin
The confines of despair ?

4 An answer from the skies is sent:
" Ye that from God depart

While it is called to-day, repent,

And harden not your heart."
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2 Lo, such the child whose early feet

The paths of peace have trod

;

Whose secret heart, with influence sweet,
Is upward drawn to God.

3 By cool Siloam's shady rill

The lily must decay;
The rose that blooms beneath the hill

Must shortly fade away.

4 Thou whose infant feet were found
Within Thy Father's shrine,

Whose years, with changeless virtue
Were all alike divine,

—

[crowned,

5 Dependent on Thy bounteous breath,
We seek Thy grace alone,

In childhood, manhood, age, and death,
To keep us still Thine own.

422
1 Alas, and did my Saviour bleed,

And did my Sovereign die?
Would He devote that sacred head
For such a worm as I?

2 Was it for crimes that I had done,
He groaned upon the tree !

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories in,

When God, 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 my 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.

1 In the soft season of thy youth,
In nature's smiling bloom,

Ere age arrives, and trembling waits
Its summons to the tomb,

—

2 Remember thy Creator, God

;

For Him thy powers employ;
Make Him thy fear, thy love, thy hope,
Thy confidence and joy.

3 He shall defend and guide thy course
Through life's uncertain sea,

Till thou art landed on the shores
Of blest eternity.

4 Then seek the Lord betimes, and choose
The ways of heavenly truth;

The earth affords no lovelier sight
Than a religious youth.

434
1 Here in Thy presence holy God,

We meet to seek Thy face;

let us feel th' eternal word,
And feast upon Thy grace.

2 may this be a precious hour
To every mourning soul;

Impart Thy love, display Thy power,
And make the wounded whole.

3 Let every soul the Saviour see,

And taste His love divine;
And every heart forever be

United, Lord, with Thine.
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435
2 Soon as the morn the light revealed,

His praises tuned my tongue

;

And when the evening shades prevailed

His love was all my song.

3 In prayer my soul drew near the Lord,
And saw His glory shine;

And, when I read His holy word,
I called each promise mine.

4 Now, when the evening shade prevails,

My soul in darkness mourns

;

And when the morn the light reveals,

No light to me returns.

5 Now Satan threatens to prevail,

And make my soul his prey

;

Yet, Lord, Thy mercies cannot fail;

O, come without delay.

426
1 Christ leads me through no darker rooms

Than He went through before;

He that into God's kingdom comes
Must enter by this door.

2 Come, Lord.when grace hath made me meet
Thy blessed face to see;

For if Thy work on earth be sweet,

What must Thy glory be ?

3 Then I shall end my sad complaints
And weary, sinful days,

And join with those triumphant saints

That sing Jehovah's praise.

4 My knowledge of that life is small;
The eye of faith is dim

;

But ' tis enough that Christ knows all,

And I shall be with Him.

427
1 Lord, while for all mankind we pray,

Of every clime and coast,

hear us for our native land,

—

The land we love the most.

2 0, guard our shores from every foe,

With peace our borders bless,

With prosperous times our cities crown,
Our fields with plenteousness.

3 Unite us in the sacred love

Of knowledge, truth and Thee;
And let our hills and valleys shout
The songs of liberty.

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

Be Thou her refuge and her trust,

Her everlasting Friend.

428
1 To Christ, in each fresh hour of woe

With confidence repair;

He will all needful grace bestow,
And all thy sorrow share.

2 When dark the troubled surges roll

O'er the bereaved breast,

His power doth still the waves control

And hush the storm to rest.

3 Christ was a man of sorrows here,

And knew the stings of grief;

He hears affliction's broken prayer;
His love gives sweet relief.
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2 We come to hear Jehovah speak,

To hear the Saviour's voice;

Thy face and favor, Lord, we seek

—

Now make our hearts rejoice.

3 Teach us to pray and praise, to hear
And understand Thy word

;

To feel Thy blissful presence near,

And trust our living Lord.

4 Let sinners now Thy goodness prove,

And saints rejoice in Thee;

Let rebels be subdued by love,

And to the Saviour flee.

430
1 Come let us lift our joyful eyes

Up to the courts above,

And smile to see our Father there

Upon a throne of love.

2 Come, let us bow before His feet,

And venture near the Lord

;

No fiery cherub guards His seat,

No double flaming sword.

3 The peaceful gates of heavenly bliss,

Are opened by the Son

;

High let us raise our notes of praise,

And reach th' almighty throne.

4 To Thee ten thousand thanks we bring,

Great Advocate on high,

And glory to th' eternal King,
Who lays His anger by.

431
1 Jesus, the only thought of Thee;

With sweetness fills my breast;

But sweeter far it were to see,

And on Thy beauty feast.

2 No sound, no harmony so gay,
Can art or music frame;

No thoughts can reach, no words can Bay
The sweets of Thy blest name.

3 Jesus, our hope when we repent,
Sweet source of all our grace,

Sole comfort in our banishment,
Oh! what when face to face!

4 Come then, dear Lord, possess my heart.
Chose thence the shades of night;

Come pierce it with Thy flaming dart,

And ei^er-shining light!

432
1 Within these doors assembled now,

We wait Thy blessing, Lord

;

Appear within our midst we pray,
According to Thy word.

2 breathe upon the lifeless soul,

Aud raise the drooping heart;

And let us see Thy smiling face

Ere we from hence depart.
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2 My dying Saviour, and my God,

Fountain for guilt and sin,

Sprinkle me ever with Thy blood,
And cleanse and keep me clean.

3 Wash me, and make me thus Thine own:
Wash we, and mine Thou art;

Wash me, but not my feet alone,

—

My hands, my head, my heart.

4 Th' atonement of Thy blood apply,
Till faith to sight improve;

Till hope in full fruition die,

And all my soul be love.

434
1 Try us, God, and search the ground

Of every sinful heart;
Whate'er of sin in us is found,
Oh bid it all depart.

2 Help us to help each other, Lord,
Each other's cross to bear;

Let each his friendly aid afford,.
And feel his brother's care.

3 Help us to build each other up,
Our heart and life improve;

Increase our faith, confirm our hope,
And perfect us in love.

4 Up into Thee, our living Head,
Let us in all things grow,

Till Thou hast made us free indeed,
And spotless here below.

435
1 As by the light of opening day

The stars are all concealed,
So earthly pleasures fade away
When Jesus is revealed.

2 These pleasures now no longer please,

No more content afford

;

Far from my heart be joys like these.

For I have seen the Lord.

3 Now, Lord, I would be Thine alone,
And wholly live to Thee;

But may I hope that Thou wilt own
A worthless one like me.

4 Yes; though of sinners I'm the worst,
I cannot doubt Thy will;

For if Thou hadst not loved me first,

I had refused Thee still.

430
1 I was a grovelling creature once,

And basely cleaved to earth

;

I wanted spirit to renounce
The clod that gave me birth.

2 But God has breathed upon a worm,
And sent me from above

Wings such as clothe an angel's form—
The wings ofjoy and love.

3 With these to Pisgah's top I fly,

And there delighted stand,
To view beneath a shining sky,
The spacious promised land.

4 The Lord of all the vast domain
Has promised it to me;

The length and breadth of all the plain,
As far as faith can see.

5 How glorious is my privilege!

To Thee for help I call;

I stand upon a mountain's edge;
0, save me, lest I fall.
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2 My heart, Lord! forgets to rove,

But rises gladly free,

On wings of everlasting love,

And finds its home in Thee.

3 When evening's silent shades descend,
And nature sinks to rest,

Still, to my Father and my Friend,
My wishes are addressed.

4 Though tears may dim my hours ofjoy,
And bid my pleasures tlee,

Thou reign'st where grief cannot annoy

;

I will be glad in Thee.

438
1 According to Thy gracious word,

In meek humility,
This will I do, my dying Lord,

I will remember Thee.

2 Thy body, broken for my sake,

My bread from heaven shall be;
Thy testamcntal cup I take,

And thus remember Thee.

3 When to the cross I turn mine eyes,

And rest on Calvary,
Lamb of God, my Sacrifice,

I must remember Thee.

4 And when these f tiling lips grow dumb,
And mind and memory flee,

When Thou shalt in Thy kingdom come,
Jesus, remember me.

439
1 Remember thy Creator now,

In these thy youthful days;
He will accept thy earliest vow,
And listen to thy praise.

2 Remember thy Creator now,
And seek Him while He's near;

For evil days will came, when thou
Shalt find no comfort near.

3 Remember thy Creator now;
His willing servant be:

Then, when thy head in death shall bow,
He will remember thee.

4 Almighty God! our hearts incline

Thy heavenly voice to hear;
Let all our future days be Thine,
Devoted to Thy fear.

440
1 In trouble and in grief, God,

Thy smile hath cheered my way,
And joy hath budded from each thorn
That round my footsteps lay.

2 The hours of pain have yielded good
Which prosperous days refused;

AAerte, though scentless when entire,

Spread fragrance when they're bruised.

3 The oak strikes deeper as its boughs
By furious blasts are driven

;

So life"s tempestuous storms the more
Have fixed my heart in heaven.

4 All-gracious Lord, whate'er my lot

In other times may he,

I'll welcome still the heaviest grief

That brings me near to Thee.
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441
2 In deep distress, our injured land

Implored Thy power to save;
For life we prayed: Thy bounteous hand
The timely blessing gave.

3 On Thee, in want, in woe, or pain,
Our hearts alone rely;

Our rights Thy mercy will maintain,
And all our wants supply.

4 Thus, Lord, Thy wondrous power declare,

And still exalt Thy fame;
While we glad songs of praise prepare
For Thine almighty name.

442
1 O, what amazing words of grace

Are in the gospel found!
Suited to every sinner's case,

Who knows the joyful sound.

2 Poor, sinful, thirsty, fainting souls
Are freely welcome here;

Salvation like a river rolls,

Abundant, free, and clear.

3 Come,then,with all your wants and wounds,
Your every burden bring;

Here love, unchanging love, abounds1}

—

A deep, celestial spring.

4 Whoever will—0, gracious word!

—

Shall of this stream partake;
Come, thirsty souls, and bless the Lord
And drink for Jesus' sake.

5 Millions of sinners, vile as you,
Have here found life and peace*

Come, then, and prove its virtues too,

And drink, adore, and bless.

t—

r

443
1 There is a way that seemeth right;

The steps go on with ease

;

And conscience slumbers while the soul
Forsakes the path of peace.

3 There is a way that leads to death,

—

God hath the warning given

;

And multitudes pursue that way,
Still dreaming on of heaven.

3 Then let me tremble at the word
That shows this danger nigh;

And wake, and pray, and keep the path,
That leads to joys on high.

4 For God will teach the contrite mind
The way of death to shun

;

He ne'er will leave a praying soul

By sin to be undone.

444
1 Return, O wand'rer, to thy home,

Thy Father calls for thee;

No longer now an exile roam,
In guilt and misery.

2 Return, wand'rer, to thy home,
' Tis Jesus calls for thee;

The Spirit and the Bride say—come;
Oh ! now for refuge flee.

3 Return, wand'rer, to thy home,
' Tis madness to delay

;

There are no pardons in the tomb,
And brief is mercy's day.

i
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2 Faith grasps the blessings she desires;

Hope points the upward gaze;
And Love, celestial Love, inspires

The eloquence of praise.

3 But sweeter far the still small voice,

Unheard by human ear,

When God has made the heart rejoice,

And dried the bitter tear.

4 No accents flow, no words ascend;
All utterance faileth there;

But sainted spirits comprehend,
And God accepts the prayer!

446
1 There 's not a star whose twinkling light

Shines on the distant earth,

And cheers the silent gloom of night,
But goodness gave it birth

;

2 There 's not a cloud whose dews distil

Upon the parching clod,

And clothe with verdure vale and hill,

That is not sent by God.

3 There 's not a place in earth's vast round.
In ocean's deep, or air,

Where skill and wisdom are not found,
For God is everywhere.

4 Around, beneath, below, above,
Wherever space extends,

There God displays His boundless love,
And power with mercy blends.

447
1 Before the rosy dawn of day

To Thee, my God, I'll cling;
Awake my soft and tuneful lyre,

Awake each charming string.

2 Awake and let thy flowing strain

Glide through the midnight air,

While high amidst the silent orbs,

The silver moon rolls clear.
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2 The world and worldly things beloved,

My anxious thoughts employed;
And time unhallowed, unimproved,

Presents a fearful void.

3 Yet, holy Father, wild despair
Chase from my laboring breast,

Thy grace it is which prompts the prayer.

That grace can do the rest.

4 My life's brief remnant all be Thine!
And when Thy sure decree

Bids me this fleeting breath resign,

speed my soul to Thee.

449
1 One more petition, our God,

We lay before Thy throne;
That Thou wouldst bless us as we part,
And our weak efforts own.

2 ever may the love of God
Within our bosoms glow;

And love to man in all our acts,

The humble Christian show.

3 That when Thou makest up Thy gems
In yonder world of bliss,

It may be known that not in vain
L Our mission was in this.

4*10
1 And now, my soul, another year

Of thy short life is past

;

I cannot long continue here,

And this may be my last

2 Much of my hasty life is gone,
Nor will return again

;

And swift my passing moments run

—

The few that yet remain.

3 Awake, my soul ; with utmost care
Thy true condition learn:

What are my hopes ? how sure ? how fkir ?

What is thy great concern ?

4 Behold, another year begins;
Set out afresh for heaven;

Seek pardon for thy former sins,

In Christ so freely given.

451

1 I saw One hanging on a tree,

In agony and blood,
Who fixed his languid eyes on me,
As near the cross I stood.

2 Sure, never till my latest breath,
Can I forget that look:

It seemed to charge me with his death,
Though not a word He spoke.

3 Alas! I knew not what I did,

But now my tears are vain

;

Where shall my trembling soul be bid,
For I the Lord have slain.

4 A second look He gave, that said,
" I freely all forgive:

This blood is for thy ransom paid
I die that thou may'Bt live."
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453
2 H "Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry,

" To be exalted thus;"
" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply,
" For he was slain for us."

3 Jesus is •worthy to receive

Honor and power divine;

And blessings, more than we can give,

Be, Lord, forever Thine.

4 Let all that dwell above the sky,
And earth, and air, and seas,

Conspire to lift Thy glories high,

And speak Thine endless praise.

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

Of Him that sits upon the throne,

And to adore the Lamb.

453
1 SpmiT divine, attend our prayer,

Now make this place Thy home;
Descend, with all Thy gracious power;

come great Spirit, come!

2 Come as the light; to us reveal
Our sinfulness and woe;

And lead us in the paths of life,

W litre all the righteous go.

J Come as the fire, and purge our hearts
Like sacrificial flame;

Let every smiI an offering be
To our Redeemer's Dame.

4 Come as a dove, and spread Thy wings,

—

The wings of peaceful love,

—

And let the church on earth become
Blest as the church above.

454
Come, happy souls, approach your God
With new melodious songs;

Come, render to Almighty grace
The tribute of your tongues.

The hands of Jesus were not armed
With an avenging rod,

Some dread commission to perform
From an offended God.

3 So strange, so boundless was His love
To guilty, dying men,

The Father sent His equal Son,
To give them life again.

4 Ye sinners, come and heal your wounds,
And let your tears be dry;

Trust in the mighty Saviour's name,
And you shall never die.

455
1 Blest Jesus, while in mortal flesh

I hold my frail abode,
Still would my spirit rest on Thee,
My Saviour and my God.

2 On Thy dear cross I fix my eyes,

Then raise them to Thy scat;

Till love dissolves my inmost soul,

At my Redeemer's feet

3 Be dead, my heart, to worldly charms;
Be dead to every sin;

And tell the boldest foe without
That Jesus reigns within.
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2 Sweet Rose! in air whose odors wave,

And color charms the eye

;

Thy i
-oot is even in the ground,

And thou, alas! must die.

3 Sweet Spring! of days and roses made,
Whose charms for beauty vie,

Thy days depart, thy roses fade,

Thou too, alas! must die.

4 Only a sweet and holy soul

Hath tints that never fly:

While flowers decay, and seasons roll,

It lives, and cannot die.

457
1 How sweet and awful is the place,

With Christ within the doors,
While everlasting love displays

The choicest of her stores!

i While all our hearts, and all our songs,
Join to admire the feast;

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

3 ' Why was I made to hear Thy voice,

And enter while there 's ro^m

—

When thousands make a wretched choice,

And rather starve than come?"

4 ' Twas the same love that spread the feast

That sweetly forced us in;

Else we had still refused to taste,

And perished in our sin.

458
1 Think gently of the erring one!

And let us not forget,

However darkly stained by sin,

He is our brother yet.

2 Heir of the same inheritance,

Child of the self-same God

;

He hath but stumbled in the path,
We have in weakness trod.

3 Speak gently to the erring one:

Thou yet mayst lead him back,
With holy words, and tones of love,

From misery's thorny track.

4 Forget not, brother, thou hast sinned,

And sinful yet mayst be

;

Deal gently with the erring heart,

As God has dealt with thee.
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3 'Tis easier work, if we begin
To fear the Lord betimes;

While sinners who grow old in sin,

Are hardened in their crimes.

4 To Thee, almighty God, to Thee
Our childhood we resign;

'Twill please us to look back and see

That our whole lives were Thine.

460
1 Who is thy neighbor? he whom thou

Hast power to aid or bless;

Whose aching heart or burning brow
Thy soothing hand may press.

2 Thy neighbor ? 'tis the fainting poor,
Whose eye with want is dim

;

enter thou his humble door
With aid and peace for him.

3 Thy neighbor ? he who drinks the cup
When sorrow drowns the brim

;

With words of high sustaining hope,
Go thou and comfort him.

4 Thy neighbor ? 'tis the weary slave,

Fettered in mind and limb;
He hath no hope this side the grave,
Go thou and ransom him.

5 Thy neighbor ? pass no mourner by;
Perhaps thou canst redeem

A breaking heart from misery

;

Go, share thy lot with him.

461
1 Quench not the Spirit of the Lord,

The holy One from heaven;
The Comforter, beloved, adored,
To man in mercy given.

2 Quench not the Spirit of the Lord;
He w'.ll not always strive:

tremble at that awful word
Sinner! awake and live.
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2 My waking eyes prevent the day
To meditate Thy word;

My soul with longing melts away
To hear Thy gospel, Lord.

3 How cloth Thy word ray heart engage!
How well employ my tongue!

And in my tiresome pilgrimage
Yields me a heavenly song.

4 When nature sinks, and spirits droop,
Thy promises of grace

Are pillars to support my hope,
And there I write Thy praise.

463

1 Not in the church-yard shall he sleep,

Amid the silent gloom

;

His home was on the mighty deep,
And there shall be his tomb

2 He loved his own bright, deep blue sea;

O'er it he loved to roam;
And now his winding sheet shall be

That same bright ocean's foam.

3 No village bell shall toll for him
Its mournful, solemn dirge;

The winds shall chant a requiem
To him beneith the surge.

4 For him break not the grassy turf,

Nor turn the dewy sod

;

His dust shall rest beneath the surf,

His spirit with its God.

464
1 Arise, King of grace, arise,

And enter to Thy rest;

Lo, Thy church waits with longing eyes,
Thus to be owned and blessed.

2 Enter, with all Thy glorious train,

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

3 Here, mighty God, accept our vows;
Here let Thy praise be spread

;

Bless the provisions of Thy house,
And fill Thy poor with bread.

4 Here let the Son of David reign,
Let God's Anointed shine;

Justice and truth His court maintain,
With love and power divine.

5 Here let Him hold a lasting throne,
And, as His kingdom grows,

Fresh honors shall adorn His crown,
And shame confound His foes.

465
1 O God, my heart is fully bent

To magnify Thy name;
My tongue with cheerful songs of praise

Shall celebrate Thy fame.

2 Because Thy mercy's boundless height
The highest heaven transcends,

And far beyond the aspiring clouds

Thy faithful truth extends.

3 Be Thou, God, exalted high
Above the starry frame,

And let the world with one consent,

Confess Thy glorious name.
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2 Great is the mercy of the Lord;

He gives His children food,
And, ever mindful of His 'word,

He makes His promise good.

3 His Son, the great Redeemer, came,
To seal His covenant sure;

Holy and reverend is His name;
His ways are just and pure.

4 They who would grow divinely wise,
Mu-t with His fear begin;

Our fairest proof of knowledge lies

In hating every sin.

467
1 O God, we praise Thee, and confess

That Thou, the only Lord
And everlasting Father art,

By all the earth adored.

2 To Thee all angels cry aloud

;

To Thee the powers on high,

Both cherubim and seraphim,
Continually do cry:

3 holy, holy, holy Lord,
Whom heavenly hosts obey,

The world is with the glory filled

Of Thy majestic sway.

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

With all the martyrs' noble host,

Thy constant praise recite.

468
1 No change of time shall ever shock

My trust, Lord, in Thee;
For Thou hast always been my Rock,

—

A sure Defence for me.

2 Thou our Deliverer art, God;
Our trust is in Thy power;

Thou art our Shield from foes abroad,
Our Safeguard, and our Tower.

3 To Thee will we address our prayer,
To whom all praise we owe;

So shall we, by Thy watchful care,

Be saved from every foe.

4 Then let Jehovah be adored,
On whom our hopes depend

;

For who, except the mighty Lord,
His people can defend ?
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5 Haste, my Beloved; fetch my soul

Up to Thy blest abode;
Fly, for my spirit longs to see

My Saviour and my God.

470
1 Begin the high, celestial strain,

My raptured soul, and sing

A sacred hymn of grateful praise

To heaven's almighty King.

"2 Ye curling fountains, as ye roll

Your silver waves along,

Repeat to all your verdant shores
Th j subject of the song.

I
3 Bear it ye breezes, on your wings,

To distant climes away,
And round the wide-extended world
The lofty theme convey.

4 Take up the burden of His name,
Ye clouds, as ye arise,

To deck with gold the opening morn,
Or shade the evening skies.

5 Long let it warble round the spheres,
And echo through the sky

;

Let angels, with immortal skill,

Improve the harmony;

6 While we, with sacred rapture fired.

The blest Creator sing,

And chant our consecrated lays

To heaven's eternal King.
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1 Eteenal Spirit ! God of truth,

Our contrite hearts inspire;

Revive the flame of heavenly love,

And feed the pure desire.

2 'T is Thine to sooth the sorrowing mind,
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, with humble, holy heart,

May worship onlyThee.

4 Then with our spirits witness bear
That we are sons of God,

Redeemed from sin, from death, ani hell,

Through Christ's atoning blood.
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473
2 Let elders worship at His feet,

The church adore around

;

With vials full of odors sweet,
And harps of sweeter sound.

3 Those are the prayers of all the saints,

And these the hymns they raise

;

Jesus is kind to our complaints;
He loves to hear our praise.

4 Now to the Lamb that once was slain,

Be endless blessings paid;
Salvation, glory, joy remain
Forever on Thy head.

5 The worlds of nature and of grace
Are put beneath Thy power;

Then shorten these delaying days,
And bring the promised hour.

474
i The glorious universe around,

The heavens with all their train,

Bun, moon, and stars, are firmly bound
In one mysterious chain.

2 The earth, the ocean, and the sky,
To form one world agree,

Where all that walk, or swim, or fly,

Compose one family.

3 In one fraternal bond of love,

One fellowship of mind,
The saints below and saints above

Their bliss and glory find.

4 Here in their house of pilgrimage,
Thy statutes are their song;

There, through one bright, eternal age,
Thy praises they prolong.

475
1 Tiiou, the heaven's eternal King:

Lord of the starry spheres!
Who with the Father equal art
From everlasting years.

2 Eternal Shepherd! who Thy flock

In Thy pure Font dost Lave,

Where souls arc cleansed, and all tbeL grtilt

Buried as in a grave.

3 Anoint me with Thy heavenly gi^o,
Adopt me for Thine own

—

Thut I may see Thy glorious Gik,
And worship at Thy throi^s'
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2 Bright o'er the earth the star of eye
Her radiant beauty sheds

;

And myriad sisters calmly weave,
Their light around our heads.

3 Rest, man, from labor; rest from sin;

The world's hard contest close;

The holy hours with God begin

;

Yield thee to sweet repose.

4 Bright o'er the earth the morning ray
Its sacred light will cast

—

Fair emblem of the glorious day
That evermore shall last.

477
1 Now that the sun is gleaming bright,

Implore we, bending low,
That He, the uncreated light,

May guide us as we go.

2 No sinful word, nor deed of wrong,
Nor thoughts that idly rove;

But simple truth be on our tongue,
And in our hearts be love.

3 And while the hours in order flow,

O Christ, securely fence
Our gates belcaguared by the foe,

The gate of every sense.

4 And grant that to Thine honor, Lord,
Our daily toil may tend;

That we begin it at Thy word,
And in Thy favor end.

4 78
1 When brighter suns and milder skies

Proclaim the opening year,

What various sounds ofjoy arise!

What prospects bright appear!

2 Earth and her thousand voices give
Their thousand notes of praise;

And all, that by His mercy live,

To God their offering raise.

3 The streams, all beautiful and bright,

Reflect the morning sky

;

And there, with mv.sic in his flight,

The wild bird soars or high.

4 Thus, like the morning, calm and clear

That saw the Saviour rise,

The spring of heaven's eternal year
Shall dawn on earth and skies.

479
1 most delightful hour by man

Experienced here below,
The hour that terminates his span,
His folly, and his woe.

2 Worlds should not bribe me back to tread
Again life's dreary waste,

To see again my day o'erspread
With all the gloomy past.

3 My home henceforth is in the skies;

Earth, seas, and sun, adieu!

All heaven unfolded to my eyes,

I have no sight for you.

4 So speaks the Christian, firm possessed

Of faith's supporting rod,

Then breathes his soul into its rest,

The bosom of his God.



134 WALNUT STREET CHANT. C. M.
Sacred Choir.

m

ik 1* * m m-dips—W_±_SLJ—±_# .—

,

# ^L 1

Be Thou, my God, by night, by day, My Guide, my Guard from sin
;

I E-^J^ kJJJJ nl K N K J
f*-»—*

—

— —S---I©—#4—q—+*£=-—/•—r

—

m—

F

t

—

#_t_, 0. (L
i i, i. I

-I ll L/
'-5

r t:

.

' * r i

§*

b b
My Life, my Trust, my Light di - vine, To keep me pure with - in.

.; J> jt -± jl A 1 A A I
1TTE C-I-^eS.^,-J—b=d—-f=F^3

480
2 Pure as the air, when day's first light

A cloudless sky illumes;

And active as the lark that soars

Till heaven shines round its plumes

—

3 So may my soul, upon the wings
Of faith, unwearied rise,

Till at the gate of heaven it sings,

'Midst light from Paradise.

481
1 Help, Lord, for men of virtue fail;

Religion loses ground;
The sons of violence prevail,

And treacheries abound.

2 Their oaths and promises they break,
Yet act the flatterer's part;

With fair, deceitful lips they speak,
And with a double heart.

3 Lord, when iniquities abound,
And blasphemy grows bold,

When faith is hardly to be found,
And love is waxing cold,

—

4 Is not Thy chariot hastening on ?

Hast Thou not given the sign ?

May we not trust and live upon
A promise so divine ?

482
l puke reformers! not in vain

Your trust in human kind

;

The good which bloodshed could not gain,
Your peaceful zeal shall find.

V

2 The truths ye urge are borne abroad
By every wind and tide;

The voice of nature and of God
Speaks out upon your side.

3 The weapons which your hands have found
Are those which heaven hath wrought,

Light,Truth and Love—your battle-ground
The free, broad field of Thought.

4 Press on ! and if we may not share
The glory of your fight,

We'll ask at least, in earnest prayer,
God's blessing on the Right.

483
1 Through all the changing scenes of life,

In trouble and in joy,
The praises of my God shall still

My heart and tongue employ.

2 0, magnify the Lord with me,
With me exalt His name;

When, in distress, to Him I called,
He to my rescue came.

3 The hosts of God encamp around
The dwellings of the j ust

;

Deliverance He affords to all

Who on His succor trust.

4 0, make but trial of His love,
Experience will decide

How blest are they, and only they,
Who in His truth confide.

5 Fear Him, ye saints, and you will then
Have nothing else to fear;

Make you His service your delight,

He'll make your wants His care.
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2 Oh, for those humble, contrite tears

Which from repentance flow!

Oh, for that sense of guilt which fears

The long-suspended blow!

3 Saviour, to me in pity give,

For sin, the deep distress

—

The pledge Thou wilt at last receive;

And bid me die in peace.

4 Oh, fill my soul with faith and love,

And strength to do Thy will

!

Raise my desires and hopes above;
Thyself to me reveal.

485
1 From busy toil and heavy care

We turn the weary mind,
And in the place of noontide prayer
Our sanctuary find.

2 The voice that stilled the stormy waves
On distant Galilee,

Speaks once again, and at the sound,
Retires another sea.

3 The restless waves of care and strife,

Obey the mighty voice

;

Peace broods the mighty waters o'er,

And all our souls rejoice.

4 These heaven-bright hours too soon are
Grant, Lord, this greater boon, [past;

A place where worship never ends,
Nor night succeeds to noon.

486
1 The dead are like the stars by day,

Withdrawn from mortal eye,
Yet holding unperceived their way
Through the unclouded sky.

2 By them, through holy hope and lovt.
We feel, in hours serene,

Connected with a world above,
Immortal and unseen.

3 For death his sacred seal hath set

On bright and by-gone hours;
And they we mourn are with us yet,

Are more than ever ours;

—

4 Ours, by the pledge of love and faith,

By hopes of heaven on high;
By trust, triumphant over death,

In immortality.

487
1 There is an hour of hallowed peace

For those with cares oppressed,
When sighs and sorrowing tears shall cease^
And all be hushed to rest.

2 'Tis then the soul is freed from fears
And doubts which here annoy

;

Theu they who oft have sown in tears.

Shall reap again in joy.

3 There is a home of sweet repose,
Where storms assail no more;

The stream of endless pleasure flows
On that celestial shore.

4 There smiling peace with love appears
And bliss without alloy;

There they who oft have sown in tears,

Now reap eternal joy.
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2 So let the Saviour be adored,
And not the poor despised,

Give to the hungry from your board,
But all, give all to Christ.

3 Go, clothe the naked, lead the blind,
Give to the weary rest;

For sorrow's children comfort find,

And help for all distressed ;

—

4 But give to Christ alone thy heart,
Thy faith, thy love supreme;

Then for His sake thine alms impart,
And so give all to Him.

489
1 Delightful work, young souls to win,

And turn the rising race
From the deceitful paths of sin,
To seek redeeming grace.

2 Children our kind protection claim,
And God will well approve

When infants learn to lisp His name,
And their Creator love.

3 Be ours the bliss in wisdom's way
To guide untutored youth,

And lead the mind that went astray
To virtue and to truth.

4 Almighty God, Thy influence shed
To aid this good design;

The honors of Thy name be spread,
And all the glory Thine.

490
1 Why should the children of a King

Go mourning all their days ?

Great Comforter descend and bring
Some tokens of Thy grace.

2 Dost Thou not dwell in all the saints,

And seal the heirs of heaven ?

When wilt Thou banish my complaints,
And show my sins forgiven ?

3 Assure my conscience of her part
In the Redeemer's blood

;

And bear Thy witness with my heart,
That I am born of God.

4 Thou art the earnest of His love,

The pledge of joys to come;
And Thy soft wings, celestial Dove,

Will safe convey me home.

491
1 Lift up to God, the voice of praise,

Whose breath our souls inspired;

Loud and more loud the anthems raise,

With grateful ardor fired!

2 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose goodness, passing thought,
Loads every moment as it Hies,

With benefits unsought!

3 Lift up to God the voice of praise,
From whom salvation flows;

Who sent His Son our souls to save
From everlasting woes.

4 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

For hope's transporting ray,
Which lights thro' darkest shades of death
To realms of endless day.
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2 'Twaa grace that taught my heart to fear,

And grace my fears relieved:

How precious did that grace appear,
The hour I first believed!

3 Through many, dangers, toils and snares,
I have already come;

'Tis grace has brought me safe thus far,

And grace will lead me home.

4 The Lord has promised good to me,
His word my hope secures;

He will my shield and portion be,
And long as life endures.

5 The earth shall soon dissolve like snow,
The sun forbear to shine;

But God, who called me here below,
Will be forever mine.

493
1 Eabth has engrossed my love too long!

"lis time I lift mine eyes
Upward, dear Father, to Thy throne,
And to my native skies.

2 There the blessed Man, my Saviour sits;

The God! how bright he shines!

And scatters infinite delights

On all the happy minds.

3 Jesus, the Lord, their harps employs;
Jesus, my love, they sing!

Jesus, the life of all our joys,

Sounds sweet from every string.

4 Now let me mount and join their song,
And be an angel, too!

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

5 I would begin the music here,

And so my soul should rise;

for some heavenly notes to bear
My passions to the skies!

6 There ye that love my Saviour sit,

There 1 would fain have place,

Among your thrones; or at your feet,

So I might see His face.
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2 The soul of man, Jehovah's breath,

That keeps two worlds at strife;

Hell moves beneath to work its death,

Heaven stoops to give it life.

3 God, to reclaim it, did not spare
His well-beloved Son

;

Jesus, to save it, deigned to bear
The sins of all in One.

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

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

5 Then let us gather round the cross,

This knowledge to obtain

;

Not by the soul's eternal loss,

But everlasting gain.

495
1 dearest Lamb, take Thou my heart!

Where can such sweetness be,

As I have tasted in Thy love,

As I have found in Thee ?

2 If love, that mildest flame can rest

In hearts so hard as mine,
Come, gentle Saviour, to my breast,

Its love shall all be Thine.

3 Now the gay world witli treacherous art

Shall tempt my heart in vain;

1 have conveyed away that heart,

Ne'er to return again.

4 'Tis heaven on earth to taste His love,

To feci His quickening grace,

And all the heaven I hope above,

Is but to see His face.

496
1 With tears of anguish I lament,

Here, at Thy feet, my God,
My passion, pride and discontent,

And vile ingratitude.

2 Sure, there was ne'er a heart so base,
So false as mine has been

;

So faithless to its promises,
So prone to every sin

!

3 How long, dear Saviour, shall I feel

These struggles in my breast ?

When wilt Thou bow my subborn will,

And give my conscience rest ?

4 Break, sovereign Grace, oh, break the
And set the captive free! [charm,

Reveal, almighty God, thine arm,
And haste to rescue me.

497
1 O happy land ! happy land !

Where saints and angels dwell;

We long to join that glorious band,
And all their anthems swell.

2 But every voice in yonder throng
On earth has breathed a prayer:

No lips untaught may join that song,
Or learn the music there.

3 Thou heavenly Friend ! thou heavenly
Oh, hear us when we pray! [Friend.

Now let Thy pardoning grace desend,
And take our sins away.

4 Be all our fresh, our youthful days
To Thy blest service given

;

Then we shall meet to sing Thy praise,

A ransomed band in heaven.
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2 Give Thou the word ; that healing sound

Shall quell the deadly strife,

And earth again, like Eden crowned,
Produce the tree of life.

3 If sang the morning stars for joy
When nature rose to view,

What strains will angel harps employ
When Thou shalt all renew!

4 And if the sons of God rejoice

To hear a Saviour's name,
How will the ransomed raise their voice,

To whom that Saviour came!

5 Lo! every kindred, tongue, and tribe,

Assembling round the throne,

The new creation shall ascribe

To sovereign love alone.

499
1 Jescs, assembled in Thy name,

We bow the suppliant knee;
And, as the ancient mothers came,
We bring our charge to Thee.

2 Thou good Shepherd of the sheep,

Who didst Thy life lay down,
These objects of Thy goodness keep,

And guard them as Thhie own.

3 Fold them within Thy kind embrace,
And feed them with Thy love,

Till they are called to see Thy face

In brighter worlds above.

500
1 With joy we hail the sacred day

Which God has called his own;
With joy the summons we obey
To worship at His throne.

2 Thy chosen temple, Lord, how fair!

Where willing votaries throng
To breathe the humble, fervent prayer,
And pour the choral song.

3 Spirit of grace, 0, deign to dwell
Within Thy church below

;

Make her in holiness excel,

With pure devotion glow.

501
1 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

" Come unto me and rest

;

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down
Thy head upon my breast."

2 I came to Jesus as I was,
Weary, and worn, and sad;

I found in Him a resting place,

And He has made me glad.

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,
" Behold, I freely give

The living water! thirsty one
Stoop down, and drink, and live."

4 I came to Jesus, and I drank
Of that life-giving stream:

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived,

And now I live in Him.

5 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

"lam this dark world's light:

Look unto me; thy morn shall rise,

And all thy day be bright. '

'

6 I looked to Jesus and I found
In Him my Star, my Sun

;

And in that light of light I'll walk
Tdl all my journey's done.
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3 Each care, each ill of mortal birth,

Is sent in pitying love
To lift the lingering heart from earth,
And speed its flight above.

4 And every pang that wrings the breast,
And every joy that dies,

Tell us to seek a purer rest,

And trust to holier ties.

1 While thro' this changing world we roam,
From infancy to age,

Heaven is the Christian pilgrim's home,
His rest at every stage.

2 Thither his raptured thoughts ascends,
Eternal joys to share;

There his adoring spirit bends,
While here he kneels in prayer*.

3 From earth his freed affections rise

To fix on things above,
Where all his hope of glory lies,

And love is perfect love.

4 0, there may we our treasure place,

There let our hearts be found

;

That still, where sin abounded, grace
May more and more abound.

5 Henceforth our conversation be
With Christ before the throne;

Ere long, we eye to eye shall see,

And know as we are known.

504
1 Oh, wondrous is Thy mercy, Lord!

We hear Thy word of grace,
" Forbid them not"—oh, rich the word
That calls our infant race!

2 Our infant race we bring to Thee;
Receive them as Thine own!

Now and forever may they be
Thine wholly, Thine alone.

505
1 The promise of my Father's love

Shall stand forever good

;

He said—and gave His soul to death,

And sealed the grace with blood.

2 I call that legacy my own,
Which Jesus did bequeath;

'Twas purchased with a dying groan,

And ratified in death.

3 The light and strength,the pard'ning grace

And glory shall be mine:

My life and soul—my heart and flesh,

And all my powers are Thine.

506
1 Yes, there are joys that cannot die,

With God laid up in store

—

Treasures, beyond the changing sky,

More bright than golden ore.

2 To that bright world my soul aspires,

With rapturous delight

;

for the Spirit's quickening powers,

To speed me in my flight.
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507
2 " Father, remove this bitter cup,

If such Thy sacred will;

Knot, content to drink it up,
Thy pleasure to fulfil."

3 Go to the garden, sinner; see

Those precious drops that flow;

The heavy load lie bore for thee;
For thee He lies so low.

4 Then learn of Him the cross to bear;
Thy Father's will obey;

And, when temptations press thee near,
Awake to watch and pray.

508
1 Spirit of peace, celestial Dove,

How excellent Thy praise!

No richer gift than Christian love
Thy gracious power displays.

2 Sweet as the dew on herb and flower,

That silently distils,

At evening's soft and balmy hour,
On Zion's fruitful hills,

—

3 So with mil 1 influence from above,
Bh ill promised grace descend,

Till universd peace and love
O'er all the earth extend.

4 Spirit of peace, celestial Dove,
How excellent Thy praise!

No richer gift than Christian love

Thy gracioud power displays.

509
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, how he groans! while nature shakes*
And earth's sti

-ong pillars bend;
The temple's veil in sunder breaks,

The solid marbles rend.

3 'Tis done ; the precious ransom 'a paid

;

" Receive My soul," He cries:

See where He bows His sacred head;
He bows His head and dies.

4 Though far unequal our low praise

To Thy vast sufferings prove,
Lamb of God, thus all our days,
Thus will we grieve and love.

510
1 We ask not, Lord, Thy cloven flame,

Or tongues of various tone;

But long Thy praises to proclaim
With fervor, in our own.

2 We neither have nor seek the power
111 demons to control;

But Thou in dark temptation's hour
Shalt chase them from the soul.

3 No heavenly harpings soothe our ear,

No mystic dreams we share;

Yet hope to feel Thy comfort near,

And bless Thee in our prayer.

4 When tongues shall cease, and powers de-

And knowledge empty prove, [cay.

Do Thou thy trembling servants stay

With faith, and hope, and love.



142 SWANWICK. CM.
MODERATO. Lucas.

_,_ -t^T -1;i O h«-\-J
—

'—H-=r-r*4*-*-»4-^—

!

• *- \-*~a-\--&—0^M-\— :—4-a-0-d-\Si—I 24"*-*- 77-" 1 «*" *

P 9A - rise, ye people, and adore, Exulting strike the chord ; Let all the

1 £t±&±d J --•-^

r iw rf r i i a i i rr
earth, from shore to shore, Confess th'almighty Lord, Confess th'almighty Lord.

d±_ J.J i J
„ J J J J ! H j nj *h

#*-

r J]

511
2 Glad shouts aloud, wide echoing round,

The ascending God proclaim;
The angelic choir respond the sound,
And shake creation's frame.

3 They sing of death and hell o'erthrown
In that triumphant hour;

And God exalts His conquering Son
To His right hand of power.

4 0, shout, ye people, and adore;
Exulting strike the chord;

Let all the earth, from shore to shore,

Confess the Almighty Lord.

513
1 To celebrate Thy praise, Lord,

I will my heart prepare

;

To all the listening world, Thy works,
Thy wondrous works, declare.

2 The thought of them shall to my soul
Exalted pleasures bring;

While to Thy name, O Thou Most High,
Triumphant praise I sing.

3 God is a constant, sure defence

Against oppressing rage;

As troubles rise, His needful aids

In our behalf engage.

4 To celebrate Thy praise, Lord,
I will my heart prepare;

To all the listening world, Thy works,
Thy wondrous works, declare.

513
1 Thy works of glory, mighty Lord,

Thy wonders in the deeps,

The sons of courage shall record,

Who trade in floating ships.

2 At Thy command the winds arise,

And swell the towering waves

;

The men astonished mount the skies,

And sink in gaping graves.

3 Sailors rejoice to lose their fears,

And see the storm allayed

;

Now to their eyes the port appears;
There let their vows be paid.

4 that the sons of men would praise

The goodness of the Lord,
And those who see Thy wondrous ways
Thy wondrous love record.

514
1 Not to the terrors of the Lord,

The tempest, fire and smoke;
Not to the thunder of that word
Which God on Sinai spoke;

2 But we are come to Zion's hill,

The city of our God,
Where milder words declare His will,

And spread His love abroad.

3 Behold the innumerable host

Of angels clothed in light!

Behold the spirits of the just,

Whose faith is turned to sight!

4 The saints on earth, and all the dead,
But one communion make;

All join in Christ, their living Head,
And of His g race partake.
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2 Praise Ilim who laid His glory by
For man's apostate race;

Praise Him who stooped to bleed and die,

And crown Him " Prince of Peace."

3 Ye nations lay your weapons down,
Let war for ever cease;

Immanuel for your Sovereign own,
And crown Him " Prince of Peace."

,
516

1 Yes, I will bless Thee, my God,
Through all my fleeting days;

And to eternity prolong
Thy vast, Thy boundless praise.

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

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

3 Nor will I cease Thy praise to sing,
When death shall close mine eyes;

My thoughts shall then to nobler heights,
And sweeter raptures rise.

4 Then shall my lips in endless praise,
Their grateful tribute pay;

The theme demands an angel's tongue,
And an eternal day.

517
l Let children heir the mighty deeds,

Which Go 1 p< rformed of oM,

—

Which in our younger years we saw,
And which our fathers to' J.

2 He bids us make his glories known,
His works of power and grace;

And we'll convey his wonders down
Through every rising race.

3 Our lips shall tell them to our sons,
And they again to theirs,

That generations yet unborn
May teach them to their heirs.

4 Thus they shall learn, in God alone
Their hope securely stands,

That they may ne'er forget His works,
But practice His commands.

518
1 Sing we the song of those who stand

Around the eternal throne.
Of every kindred, clime, and land,
A multitude unknown.

2 Life's poor distinctions vanish here;
To-day, the young, the old,

Our Saviour and His flock appear,
One Shepherd and one fold.

3 Toil, trial, suffering still await
On earth the pilgrim throng;

Yet learn we in our low estate,

The Church triumphant's song.

4 Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain,
Cry the redeemed above,

Blessing and honor to obtain,
And everlasting love.

5 Worthy the Lamb, on earth we sing,
Who died our souls to save.

Henceforth, Death ! where is thy sting T

Thy victory, Grave f
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2 The evil of my former state

Was mine, and only mine,

The good in which I now rejoice

Is Thine, and only Thine.

3 The darkness of my former state,

The bondage;—all was mine:

The light of life in which I walk,

The liberty—is Thine.

4 Thy grace first made me feel my sin,

And taught me to believe:

Then, in believing, peace I found,

And now, I live, I live!

5 All that I am e'en here on earth,

All that I hope to be
When Jesus comes and glory dawns,

—

I owe it, Lord, to Thee.

52©
1 Come in, Thou blessed of the Lord,

Stranger nor foe art Thou:
We welcome Thee with warm acc<5rd,

Our Friend, our Brother now.

2 The hand of fellowship, the heart

Of love, we oiler Thee;
Leaving the world, Thou dost but part

From lies and vanity.

3 Come with us—we will do Thee good,
As God to us hath done:

Stand but in Him, as those have stood

Whose faith the victory won.

4 And when, by turns, we pass away,
And star by star grows dim,

May each, translated into day,

Be lost and found in Him.

52ft
1 How few the word of God regard,

Or seek their Maker's face!

In vain the gospel is proclaimed,

If not enforced by grace.

2 Almighty God, exert Thy power,
And melt the stony breast;

Then shall Thy justice be adored,

Thy mercy stand confessed.

3 The scorner then shall mourn in dust,

And put his sins away

;

No more resist his Maker's hands,
But lift his own to pray

522
1 I would be Thine; take my heart,

And fill it with Thy love;

Thy sacred image, Lord, impart,

And seal it from above.

2 I would be Thine; but while I strive

To give myself away,
I feel rebellion still alive,

And wander while I pray.

3 I would be Thine; but, Lord, I feel

Evil still lurks within:

—

Do Thou Thy majesty reveal,

And overcome my sin.

4 I would tee Thine; I would embrace

The Saviour, and adore;

Inspire with faith, infuse Thy grace.

And now my soul restore.
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•2 But, Lord, Thy richer love has sent

Thy gospel to mankind;
Unveiling what rich stores of grace
Are treasured in Thy mind.

3 Lord, when shall these glad tidings spread

The spacious earth around
Till every tribe and every soul

Shall hear the joyful sound.

4 Smile, Lord, on each divine attempt
To spread the gospel rays

;

And build, on sin's demolished throne,

The temples of Thy praise.

524
1 Wiiat worthy anthem can I sing

To my dear Saviour's praise?
What worthy offering can I bring
Or cloud of incense raise ?

2 What willing service can I pay
To recompence His love ?

What life of mine can mount the way
To this blest home above ?

3 Dear Saviour, nothing I can bring
Is worth one smile of Thine;

But Thy redeeming grace I'll sing,

And praise Thy love divine.

4 Then shew me still Thy smiling face;

Help me to live to Thee;
To run with joy the heavenly race
And Thy full glory see.

525
1 Lord, I approach the mercy-seat,

Where Thou dost answer prayer;
There humbly fall before Thy feet,

—

For none can perish there.

2 Thy promise is my only plea;
With this I venture nigh

;

Thou callest bui'dened souls to Thee,
And such, Lord, am I.

3 Bowed down beneath a load of sin,

By Satan sorely pressed;
By wars without and fears within,

I come to Thee for rest.

4 Be Thou my shield and hiding-place;
That, sheltered near Thy side,

I may rejoice in Jesus' grace,

—

In Jesus crucified.

5 0, wondrous love! to bleed and die,

To bear the cross and shame,
That guilty sinners, such as I,

Slight plead Thy gracious name.

526
1 Eternal Source ofjoys divine,

To Thee my soul aspires;

0! could I say—the Lord is mine!
'Tis all my soul desires.

2 My hope, my trust, my life, my Lord,
Assure me of Thy love;

0! speak the kind, transporting word,
And bid my tears remove.

3 Then shall my thankful powers rejoice,

And triumph in my God,
Till heavenly rapture tune my voice
To spread Thy praise abroad.
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527
2 God pities all our griefs;

He pardons every day,

—

Almighty to protect our souls,

And wise to guide our way.

3 How large His bounties are!

What various stoves of good,
Diffused from our Redeemer's hand,
And purchased with His blood!

4 Jesus, our living Head!
We bless Thy faithful care

—

Our Advocate before the Throne,
And our Forerunner there.

5 Here fix my roving heart;
Here wait my warmest love;

Till the communion be complete,
In nobler scenes above.

©as
1 Lord, lead my heart to learn,

Prepare my ears to hear,

And let me useful knowledge seek
In Thy most holy fear.

2 If unforgiven sin

Within my bosom lies,

Or evil motives linger there

To offend Thy perfect eyes,

—

3 Remove them far away,
Inspire me with Thy love,

That I may please Thee here below,
And dwell with Thee above.

539
1 Love is the strongest tie

That can our hearts unite;

Love makes our service liberty,

Our every burden light.

2 We run in God's commands,
When love directs the way;

With willing hearts, and active hands.
Our Maker's will obey.

530
1 Thou HolySpirit, art

Of truth the promised seal;

Convincing power Thou dost impart,
And Jesus' grace reveal.

2 breathe Thy quickening breath,
And light and life afford

;

Instruct us how to live by faith,

And glorify the Lord.

531
1 Along my earthly way,
How many clouds are spread!

Darkness with scarce one cheerful ray,
Seems gathering o'er my head.

2 Yet, Father, Thou art Love

;

Oh, hide not from my view!
But when I look, in prayer, above,
Appear in mercy through!

The Father and the Son,
And Spirit we adore

;

We praise, we bless, we worship Thee,

Both now and evermore!
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533
2 Convince us of our sin

;

Then lead us to Jesus' blood,
And to our wondering view reveal
The secret love of God.

3 Revive our drooping faith,

Our doubts and fears remove,
And kindle in our breasts the flame
Of never-dying love.

534
1 " Forever with the Lord !"

Amen ! so let it be

;

Life from the dead is in that word

;

'Tis immortality.

2 Here in this body pent,
Absent from Him I roam,

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent

A day's march nearer home.

3 My Father's house on high,
Home of my soul, how near,

At times to faith's discerning eye
Thy golden gates appear !

4 " Forever with the Lord !"

Father, if 'tis Thy will,

The promise of that faithful word
E'en here to me fulfil.

5 Be Thou at my right hand

;

Then can I never fail

;

Uphold Thou me, and I shall stand

;

Fight, and I must prevail.

535
1 The Spirit, in our hearts,

Is whispering, " Sinners, come,
fhe bride, the church of Christ, proclaims
To all His children, come.

2 Let him that heareth say
To all about him, Come !

Let him that thirsts for righteousness
To Christ, the Fountain, come.

3 Yes, whosoever will

O, let him freely come,
And freely drink the stream of life;

'Tis Jesus bids him come.

4 Lo, Jesus, who invites,

Declares, " I quickly come;"
Lord, even so: I wait Thy hour;

Jesus, my Saviour, come!

536
1 Lord, at this closing hour,

Establish every heart
Upon Thy word of truth and power,
To keep us when we part.

2 Peace to our brethren give;
Fill all our hearts with love;

In faith and patience may we live,

And seek our rest above.

3 Through changes, bright or drear,
We would Thy will pursue;

And toil to spread Thy kingdom here,
Till we its glory view.

4 To God, the Only Wise,
In every age adored,

Let glory from the church arise

Through Jesus Christ our Lord.

537
Praise to the Father be;
Praise to the Son, who rose;

Praise to the blessed Comforter,
While time unending flows.
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538
2 Thou Prince of life, arise,

Nor let Thy glory cease;

Far spread the conquests of Thy grace,
And bless the earth with peace.

3 Holy Spirit, rise,

Expand Thy heavenly wing,
And o'er a dark and ruined world,
Let light and order spring.

4 0, all ye nations, rise;

To God the Saviour sing;

From shore to shore, from earth to heaven,
Let echoing anthems ring.

539
1 Now living waters flow

To cheer the humble soul

;

From sea to sea the rivers go,
And spread from pole to pole.

Now righteousness shall spring,
And grow on earth again;

Jesus, Jehovah, be our King,
And o'er the nations reign.

3 Jesus shall rule alone,

The world shall hear His word;
By one blessed name shall He be known,
The universal Lord.

51©
1 In expectation sweet
We wait, and sing, and pray,

Till Christ's triumphal car we meet,

And see an endless day.

2 He comes ! the Conqueror comes !

Death falls beneath His sword

;

The joyful ])risoners burst their tombs,
And rise to meet their Lord.

3 The trumpet sounds ! awake !

Ye dead to judgment come !

The pillars of creation shake,
While hell receives her doom.

4 Thrice happy morn for those
Who love the ways of peace;

No night of sorrow e'er shall close

Or shade their perfect bliss.

541
1 Behold, what wondrous grace
The lather hath bestowed

On sinners of a mortal race,

To call them sons of God ?

2 Nor doth it yet appear
How fji'cat we must be made;

But when we see our Saviour here,
We shall be like our Head.

3 If in my Father's love
1 share a lilial part,

Send down Thy Spirit like a dove,
To rest upon my heart.

4 We would no longer lie,

L : ke slaves, beneath the throne;
My faith shall Abba Father cry,
And Thou the kindred own.

542
To God the Father, Son,
And God the Holy Ghost,

By saints on earth be honor <lon«.

And by the heavenly host.
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543
2 Sweet at the dawning hour,
Thy boundless love to tell;

And when the night wind shuts the flower.

Still on the theme to dwell.

3 Sweet on this day of rest,

To join in heart and voice,

With those who love and serve Thee best,

And in Thy name rejoice.

4 To songs of praise and joy,
Be every Sabbath given,

That such may be our blest employ
Eternally in heaven.

544
1 Within these walls be peace;
Love through our borders found;

In all our little palaces

Prosperity abound.

2 God scorns not humble things;

Here, though the proud despise,

The children of the King of kings
Are training for the skies.

3 May none who thus are taught,
From glory be cast down,

But all, thro' faith and patience brought
To an immortal crown.

.145

1 While my Redeemer's near,

My Shepherd and my Guide,
I bid farewell to anxious fear;

My wants are all supplied.

2 To ever-fragrant meads,
Where rich abundance grows,

His gracious hand, indulgent leads,

And guards my sweet repose.

3 Dear Shepherd, if I stray,

My wandering feet restore;

To Thy fair pastures guide my way,
And let me rove no more.

546
1 Who can forbear to sing,

Who can refuse to praise,

When Zion's high, celestial King
His saving power displays ?

2 When sinners at his feet,

By mercy conquered, fall;

When grace, and truth, and justice meet.
And peace unites them all 7

3 Who can forbear to praise,

When angel-notes prolong
O'er sinners turning from their ways,
The high, seraphic song ?

547
1 Blessed are the sons of peace,
Whose hearts and hopes are one;

Whose kind designs to serve and please
Through all their actions run.

2 Blessed is the pious house
Where zeal and friendship meet;

Their songs of praise, their mingled vows,
Make their communion sweet.

3 Thus on the heavenly hills

The saints are blessed above,
Where joy like morning dew distila,

And all the air is love.
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2 The breezes waft their cries

Up to Jehovah's throne;
He listens to their humble sighs,

And sends his blessings down.

3 So Jesus rose to pray
Before the morning light,

Once on the chilling mount did stay,

And wrestle all the night.

4 So Jesus still doth pray
Before the morning bright,

On heavenly mountains far away,
While we toil here in night.

5 Leave, Lord, Thy vigil there;

Descend upon life's wave;
Come to the bark through midnight air;

The storm shall cease to rave.

549
1 Oue times are in Thy hand,

God, we wish them there;

Our life, our friends, our souis we leave
Entirely to Thy care.

2 Our times are in Thy hand,
Whatever they may be,

Pleasing or painful, dark or bright,

As best may seem to Thee.

3 Our times are in Thy hand,
Jesus the crucified

;

The hand our many sins have pierced,

Is now our guard and guide.

4 Our times are in Thy hand,
We'll always trust in Thee,

Till we have left this weary land,

And all Thy glory see.

559
1 Come to the land of peace;
From shadows come away

;

Where all the sounds of weeping cease,

And storms no more have sway.

2 Fear hath no dwelling here;

But pure repose and love

Breathe through the bright celestial air

The spirit of the dove.

3 Come to the bright and blest,

Gathered from every land

;

For here thy soul shall find its rest,

Amid the shining band.

551
1 Still with Thee, my God,

I would desire to be;

By day, by night, at home, abroad,

I would be still with Thee :

2 With Thee, when dawn comes in

And calls me back to care;

Each day returning to begin
With Thee, my God, in prayer :

3 With Thee, amid the crowd
That throngs the busy mart,

To hear Thy voice, 'mid clamor loud,

Speak softly to my heart

:

4 With Thee, when day is done,
And evening calms the mind :

The setting as the rising sun
With Thee my heart would find :

5 With Thee, when darkness brings
The signal of repose

;

Calm in the shadow of Thy wings,
Mine eyelids I would close.
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3 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

4 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry;

We're marching thro' Immanuel's ground
To fairer worlds on high

553
1 I stand on Zion's mount,
And view my starry crown;

No power on earth my hope can shake,
Nor hell can thrust me down.

2 The lofty hills and towers
That lift their heads on high,

Shall all be levelled low in dust;
Their very names shall die.
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2 Turn, turn Thee to my soul;
Bring Thy salvation near;

When will Thy hand release my feet

Out of the deadly snare ?

3 When shall the sovereign grace
Ofmy forgiving God

Restore me from those dangerous ways
My wandering feet have trod ?

4 0, keep my soul from death,
Nor put my hope to shame;

For I have placed my only trust

In my Redeemer's name.

555
1 I saw, beyond the tomb,
The awful Judge appear,

Prepared to scan with strict account
My blessings wasted here.

2 His wrath, like flaming fire,

Burned to the lowest hell;

And in that hopeless world of woe
He bade my spirit dwell.

3 My friends—now friends no more

—

At infinite remove,
Left me to gain their rich reward,
And taste forgiving love.

4 Then to the Lord I prayed,
And raised a bitter cry :

" Hear me, God, and save my soul,
Lest I forever die.

'

'

5 He heard my humble cry,
He saved my soul from death

;

To Him I'll give my heart and hands,
And consecrate my breath.

f T
B
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1 Lord, what a feeble piece

Is this our mortal frame !

Our life, how poor a trifle 'tis,

That scarce deserves the name

!

2 Alas ! the brittle clay

That built our body first

!

And every month and every day,
'Tis mouldering back to dust.

3 Our moments fly apace,
Nor will our minutes stay;

Just like a flood our hasty daya
Are sweeping us away.

4 Well, if our days must fly,

We'll keep their end in sight;

We'll spend them all in wisdom's way,
And let them speed their flight.

5 They'll waft us sooner o'er

This life's tempestuous sea;

Soon we shall reach the peaceful shore
Of blest eternity.

557
1 Another day is past,

The hours forever fled,

And time is bearing us away
To mingle with the dead.

2 Our minds in perfect peace
Our Father's care shall keep;

We yield to gentle slumber now,
For Thou canst never sleep.
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558
2 Sad to his toil he goes,
His seed with weeping leaves;

But He shall come, at twilight's close,

And bring His golden sheaves.

559
1 Not all the blood of beasts,

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away the stain.

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our guilt away;

A sacrifice of nobler name,
And richer blood than they.

3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of Thine.

While as a penitent I stand,

And there confess my sin.

4 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove;
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,

And sing His bleeding love.

560
1 " The Lord is risen indeed;"
Then hell has lost his prey;

With Him is risen the ransomed seed
To reign in endless day.

2 " The Lord is risen indeed;"
Ho lives, to die no more;

He lives the sinner's cause to plead,
Whose curse and shame He bore.

3 " The Lord is risen indeed;"
Attending angels, hear;

Up to the courts of heaven, with speed,
The joyful tidings bear.

4 Then take your golden lyres.

And strike each cheerful chord

;

Join all the bright, celestial choirs,
To sing our risen Lord.

561
1 The praises of my tongue

I offer to the Lord,
That I was taught and learned so young
To read His holy word.

2 Dear Lord, this book of Thine
Informs me where to go

For grace to pardon all my sin,

And make me holy too.

3 0, may Thy spirit teach
And make my heart receive

Those truths which all Thy servants preach,
And all Thy saints believe.

4 Then shall I praise the Lord
In a more cheerful strain,

That I was taught to read His word,
And have not learned in vain.

562
Give to the Father praise,

Give glory to the Son;
And to the Spirit of His grace,
Be equal honor done.
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363
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 amid the place

Where my dear God hath been,

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.

561
1 Great is the Lord our God,
And let His praise be great;

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

2 These temples of His grace,

How beautiful they stand !

The honors of our native place,

And bulwarks of our land.

3 In Zion God is known,
A refuge in distress;

How bright has His salvation shone
Through all her palaces.

4 Oft have our fathers told,

Our eyes have often seen,

How well our God secures the fold,

Where His own sheep have been.

5 In every new distress

We'll to His house repair;

We'll think upon His wondrous grace,

And seek deliverance there.

565
1 Let every creature join

To praise the eternal God

;

Ye heavenly hosts, the song begin,

And sound His name abroad.

2 Thou sun, with golden beams,
And moon, with paler rays,

Ye starry lights, ye twinkling flames,

Shine to your Maker's praise.

3 By all His works above
His honors be expressed

;

But saints, that taste His saving love,

Should sing His praises best.
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2 He leads me to the place
Where heavenly pasture grows,

Where living waters gently pass,
And fall salvation flows.

3 If e'er I go astray,
He doth my soul reclaim,

And guides me in His own right way,
For His most holy name.

4 While He affords His aid,

I cannot yield to fear

;

Tho' I should walk thro' death's dark shade,
My Shepherd's with me there.

5 The bounties of Thy love
Shall crown my following days;

Nor from Thy house will I remove,
Nor cease to speak Thy praise.

567
1 Oub heavenly Father, hear
The prayer we offer now,

Thy name be hallowed far and near;
To Thee all nations bow !

2 Thy kingdom come; Thy will

On earth be done in love,

As saints and seraphim fulfil

Thy perfect law above !

3 Our daily bread supply,
While by Thy word we live;

The guilt of our iniquity

Forgive as we forgive.

4 From dark temptation's power,
From Satan's wilds, defend;

Deliver in the evil hour,

And guide us to the end.

,768

1 O, whebe shall rest be found,

—

Rest for the weary soul ?

'Twere vain the ocean depths to sound,
Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give
The bliss for which we sigh

;

'Tis not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above,
Unmeasured by the flight of years;
And all that life is love.

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

0, what eternal horrors hang
Around the second death !

5 Lord God of truth and grace,
Teach us that death to shun,

Lest we be banished from Thy face,
And evermore undone.

569
1 Blessed are the pure in heart.
For they Bhall see our God

;

The secret of the Lord is theirs;

Their soul is Christ's abode.

2 Still to the lowly soul
He doth Himself impart,

And for His cradle and His throne
Chooseth the pure in heart.
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2 Nearer my Father's house,
Where many mansions be;

Nearer the throne where Jesus reigns,-
Nearer the crystal sea;

3 Nearer my going home,
Laying my burden down,

Leaving my cross of heavy grief,

Wearing my starry crown

;

4 Nearer that hidden stream,
Winding through shades of night,

Rolling its cold, dark waves between
Me and the world of light.

5 Jesus ! to Thee I cling :

Strengthen my arm of faith

;

Stay near me while my way-worn feet

Press thi-ough the stream of death.

1 Sekene I laid me down,
Beneath His guardian care

:

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

2 Thus dost Thine arm support
This weak, defenceless frame;

But whence these favors, Lord, to me,
All worthless as I am t

3 0, how shall I repay
The bounties ofmy God ?

This feeble spirit pants beneath
The pleasing, painful load.

4 My life I would anew
Devote, Lord to Thee;

And in Thy service I would spend
A long eternity.

1 Come, children, come to God ;

Cast all your sins away

;

Seek ye the Saviour's cleansing blood;
Repent, believe, obey.

2 Say not ye cannot come;
For Jesus bled and died,

That none who ask iu humble faith

Should ever be denied.

3 Say not ye will not come

;

When God vouchsafes to call;

For fearful will their end be found
On whom His wrath shall fall.

4 Come, then, whoever will;

Come, while 'tis called to-day;

Seek ye the Saviour's cleansing blood

:

Repent, believe, obey.

573
1 To Thee, God in heaven,

This little one we bring,
Giving to Thee what Thou hast given—
Our dearest offering.

2 Into a world of toil

Its little feet will roam,
Where sin its purity may soil,

Where care and grief may come.

3 0, then, let Thy pure love,

With influence serene,

Come down , like water, from above,
To comfort and make clean.



LABAN. S. M. 157
Dr. Lowell Mason. 1830.

=l=f

Thy boun ties, gra - cious God, "With gra

J I J !
I J

zi^i-as—q g
f

* «_-] gs- [:_^

tude we own

;

4 1 ,/ J

r

^jH-s—g—
r r i g==itti=ba=J--p+r:=1-f

=t

JT"
"^"Uf

a
We praise Thy pro - vi - den - tial care, That showers its bless - ings down.

J -A A J J -J- 4 J J J ,
>sLJ

-"-1

574
2 With joy Thy people bring

Their ott'erings round Thy throne;
With thankful souls, behold, we pay
A tribute of Thine own.

3 may this sacrifice

To Thee, the Lord, ascend,
An odor of a sweet perfume,

Presented by His hand.

575
1 Sow in the morn thy seed;
At eve hold not thine hand;.

To doubt and fear give thou no heed;
Broadcast it o'er the land;

2 Beside all waters sow,
The highway furrows stock,

Drop it where thorns and thistles grow,
Scatter it on the rock.

3 The good, the fruitful ground
Expect not here nor there;

O'er hill and dale by plots 'tis found;
Go forth, the.i, everywhere;

4 And duly shall appear,
In verdure, beauty, strength,

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear,

And the full corn at length.

5 Thou canst not toil in vain;
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grain,
For garners in the sky.

6 Thence, when the glorious end,
The day of God is come,

The angel reapers shall descend,
And Heaven cry, " Harvest home !"

576
1 Arise, ye saints, arise !

The Lord our leader is

;

The foe before His banner flies,

For victory is His.

2 We hope to see the day
When all our toils shall cease;

When we shall cast our arms away,
And dwell in endless peace.

3 This hope supports us here,

It makes our burdens light;

'Twill serve our drooping hearts to cheer,
Till faith shall end in sight;

4 Till of the prize possessed,
We hear of war no more;

And oh, sweet thought ! forever rest

On yonder Deaceful shore !

577
1 Now is 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.
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578
2 What blessed scenes ofjoy

Shall burst upon our tight,

When sinners up to Zion's hill

Like doves shall speed their flight.

3 Beneath Thy balmy wing,
0, Son of righteousness,

These happy souls shall sit and sing
The wonders of Thy grace,

579
1 Lord God, the Holy Ghost

!

In this accepted hour,
As on the day of Pentecost,
Descend in all Thy power.

2 We meet with one accord,
In this Thy holy 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 Wake with Thy sovereign breath,
The souls now dark and dead,

And o'er this silent field of death,
Thy living influence shed.

580
1 A few more years shall roll,

A few more seasons come;
And we shall be with those that rest,

Asleep within the tomb

:

2 Then, my Lord, prepare
My soul for that great day;

Oh, wash me in Thy precious blood,
And take my sins away !

3 A few more storms shall beat
On this wild rocky shore;

And we shall be where tempests cease,
And surges swell no more :

4 Then, my Lord, prepare
My soul for that calm day

;

Oh, wash me in Thy precious blood.
And take my sins away !

581
•

1 Mourn for the thousands slain,

The youthful and the strong;
Mourn for the wine-cup's fatal reign,
And the deluded throng.

2 Mourn for the tarnished gem

—

For reason's light divine,

Quenched from the soul's bright diadem,
Where God hath bid it shine.

3 Mourn for the ruined soul

—

Eternal life and light

Lost by the fiery, maddening bowl,
And turned to hopeless night.

4 Mourn for the lost—but call,

Call to the strong, the free

;

Rouse them to shun that dreadful fall.

And to the refuge flee.

5 Mourn for the lost—but pray,
Pray to our God above,

To break the fell destroyer's sway,
And show His saving love.
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2 Make an unguarded youth
The object of Thy care;

Help me to choose the way of truth,

And fly from every snare.

3 My heart, to folly prone,
Renew by power divine;

Unite it to Thyself alone,

And make me wholly Thine.

4 0, let Thy word of grace
My warmest thoughts employ;

Be this through all my following days,
My treasure and my joy.

5 May Thy young servant learn
By this to cleanse his way;

And may I here the path discern
That leads to endless day.

583
1 Let party names no more
The Christian world o'crspread;

Gentile aud Jew, and bond and free,

Are one iu Christ, their Head.

2 Among the saints on earth
Let mutual love be found;

Heirs of the same inheritance,
With mutual blessings crowned.

\ Thus will the church below
Resemble th it above;

WTiere streams of pleasure ever flow,

And every heart is love.

584
1 Geeen pastures and clear streams,
Freedom aud quiet rest,

Christ's flock enjoy beneath His beams,
Or in His shadow blessed.

2 The mountain and the vale,

Forest and field, they range;
The morLong dew, the evening gale,
Bring health in every change.

3 The wounded and the weak,
He comforts, heals, and binds;

The lost Ke came from heaven to seek,
And saves them when He finds.

4 Conflicts and trials done,
His glory they behold,

Where Jesus and His flock are one,
One Shepherd and one fold.

585
1 Lobd, Thy perfect word

Directs our steps aright,

Nor can all other books afford

Such profit and delight.

2 Celestial beams it sheds
To cheer this vale below

;

To distant lands its glory spreads,
And streams of mercy flow.

3 True wisdom it imparts,
Commands our hope and fear;

Oh, may we hide it in our hearts,

And feel its influence there.
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2 My soul with patience waits
For Thee, the living Lord;

My hopes are on Thy promise built,

Thy never-failing word.

3 My longing eyes look out
For Thy enlivening ray,

More duly than the morning watch
To spy the dawning day.

4 Let Israel trust in God

;

No bounds His mercy knows;
The plenteous Source and Spring from

Eternal succor flows. [whence

587
1 Thou Judge of qfuick and dead,

Before whose bar severe,
With holy joy, or guilty dread,
We all shall soon appear :

2 Our cautioned souls prepare
For that tremendous day;

And fill us now with watchful care,
And stir us up to pray.

3 0, may we thus be found
Obedient to Thy word

;

Attentive to the trumpet's sound,
And looking for our Lord.

4 0, may we all insure
A lot among the blessed:

And watch a moment to secure
An everlasting rest.

588
1 How heavy is the night
That hangs upon our eyes;

Till Christ, with His reviving light,

Over our souls arise !

2 Our guilty spirits dread
To meet the wrath of heaven

;

But in His righteousness arrayed,
We see our sins forgiven.

3 Unholy and impure
Ai-e all our thoughts and ways;

His hands infected nature cure
With sanctifying grace.

4 Lord, we adore Thy ways
To bring us near to God

—

Thy sovereign power, Thy healing grace,

And Thine atoning blood.

589
1 Thy piercing eye, Lord,
My every thought surveys,

Darkness and light alike reveal,

My sinful thoughts and ways.

2 This knowledge of my guilt,

Doth magnify"Thy grace,

While bathed in tears, I upward look,

To my Redeemer's face.

3 Mercy and truth are met,

In His benignant eye,

His righteousness to faith revealed,

Brings full salvation nigh.

4 The God who hates my sin,

Christ's righteousness will own
And clothed in that, I shall appear,

Complete before His throne.
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59®
2 When cold and sluggish drops

Roll off my marble brow,
Break forth in songs ofjoyfulness,

Let heaven begin below.

3 When the last moment comes,
0, watch my dying face.

To catch the bright seraphic glow,
Which o'er each feature plays.

4 Then to my raptured ear,

Let one sweet song be given

;

Let music charm me last on earth
And greet me first in heaven.

5 Then close my sightless eyes,

And lay me down to rest,

And clasp my cold and icy hands,
Upon my lifeless breast

6 Then round my senseless clay,

Assemble those I love

—

And sing of heaven, delightful heaven,
My ciorious home above.

891
1 My Father's house on high !

Home of my soul ! how near,

At times, to faith's foreseeing eye
Thy golden gates appear !

2 Ah ! then my spirit faints

To reach the land I love,

The bright inheritance of saints.

Jerusalem above.

3 Yet clouds will intervene,

And all my prospects fly;

Like Noah's dove I flit between
Rough seas and stormy sky.

4 Anon the clouds depart,
The winds and waters cease;

While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart
Expands the bow of peace.

5 I hear at morn and even,

At noon and midnight hour,
The choral harmonies of heaven

Earth's Babel-tongues o'erpower.

6 Then, then I feel that He-
Remembered or forgot

—

The Lord is never far from me,
Though I perceive Him not.

592
1 Hakk ! through the courts of heaver
Angelic voices sound

;

He that was dead now lives again;
He that was lost is found.

2 God of unfailing grace,

Send down Thy Spirit now;
Oh, raise the lowly soul to hope,
And make the lofty bow.

3 In countries far from home,
On earthly husks who feed,

Back to their Father's house, Lord,
Their wandering footsteps lead.

4 Then at each soul's return,

The heavenly harp shall sound:

He that was dead now lives again;

He that was lost is found.
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503
2 He formed the deeps unknown

;

He gave the seas their bound

;

The watery worlds are all His own,
And all the solid ground.

3 Come, worship at His throne.

Come, bow before the Lord;
We are His work, and not our own;
He formed us by His word.

4 To-day attend His voice,

Nor dare provoke His rod;

Come, like the j^eople of His choice,

And own your gracious God.

594
1 Grace ! 'tis a charming sound,
Harmonious to my ear;

Heaven with the echo shall resound,

And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man;

And all the steps that grace display

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace taught my wandering feet

To tread the heavenly road

;

And new supplies each hour I meet,

While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall crown,
Through everlasting days;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,

And well deserves the uraise.

595
1 How beauteous are their feet

Who stand on Zion's hill

!

Who bring salvation on their tongues,
And words of peace reveal.

2 How charming is their voice !

How sweet the tidings are !

—

" Zion, behold thy Saviour King !

He reigns and triumphs here.
'

'

3 How happy are our ears,

That hear this joyful sound,
Which kings and prophets waited for,

And sought, but never found.

4 How blessed are our eyes,

That see this heavenly light

!

Prophets and kings desired it long,
But died without the sight.

596
1 Great God, at Thy command
Seasons in order rise :

Thy power and love in concert reign
Through earth, and seas, and skies.

2 How balmy is the air !

How warm the sun's bright beams !

While, to refresh the ground, the rains
Descend in gentle streams.

3 With grateful praise we own
Thy kind, providing hand,

While grass, and herbs, and waving corn
Adorn and bless the land.

4 But greater still the gift

Of Tffine incarnate Son;
By Him forgiveness, peace and joy
Through endless ages run.
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2 Th' pure in heart ! th' pure in heart !

Robed in spotless white,
Are here with starry crowns ofjoy,

All gloriously bright.

Some I loved so long ago,
Who left me sad and lone,

I meet among the heavenly host,
Within our Father's home.

Home at last ! home at last

!

From an earthly shore,

For 0, I've joined the ransomed ones
Who passed on long before.

3 Safe at home ! safe at home !

0, let the echo go,
To soothe the hearts that mourn me yet,
In that first home below.

His dear arms are round me now,
Who was for sinners slain

;

Through Him I've won eternal life;

For me to die was gain.

Safe at home ! safe at home !

From an earthly shore;

I'll bless and praise Thee, my God,
Forever, evermore.

598

Ye angels round the throne,

And saints that dwell below,
Adore the Father, love the Son,
And bless the Spirit too.
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2 But where the gospel comes,
It spreads diviner light;

It calls dead sinners from their tombs,
And gives the blind their sight.

3 How perfect is Thy word,
And all Thy judgments just

!

Forever sure Thy promise, Lord,
And men securely trust.

4 My gracious God, how plain
Are Thy directions given!

0, may I never read in vain,
But hnd the path to heaven.

1 Now let our voices join
To form one pleasant song;

Ye pilgrims in Jehovah's ways,
With music pass along.

2 How straight the path appears!
How open and how fair!

No lurking gins to entrap our feet,

No fierce destroyer there.

3 But flowers of paradise
In rich profusion spring;

The sun of glory gilds the path,
And dear companions sing.

4 Reduce the nations, Lord

;

Teach all their kings Thy ways,
That earth's full choir the notes may swell,

And heaven resound the praise.

1 " Is this a fast for Me? "—
Thus saith the Lord, our God;

—

" A day for man to vex his soul,
And feel afiliction's rod?

2 " Shall day like this have power
To stay the avenging hand,

Efface transgression or avert
My judgments from the land?

3 " No ; is not this alone
The sacred fast I choose

—

Oppression's yoke to burst in twain,
The bands of guilt unloose ?

4 " To nakedness and want
Your food and raiment deal,

To dwell your kindred race among,
And all their sufferings heal ?

5 " Then, like the morning ray,
Shall spring your health and light;

Before you, righteousness shall shine;
Behind, My glory bright."

COS
1 Come at the morning hour,

Come, let us kneel and pray;
Prayer is the Christian pilgrim's staff

To walk with God all day.

2 At noon, beneath the Rock
Of Ages, rest and pray;

Sweet is that shelter from the sun
In the weary heat of day.

3 At evening in Thy home,,
Around its altar, pray

;

And finding there the house of God,
With heaven then close the day.
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2 0, watch, and fight, and pray;
The battle ne'er give o'er;

Renew it boldly every day,
And help divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the victory won,
Nor lay thine armor down

;

Thy arduous work will not be done
Till thou obtain thy crown.

4 Fight on, my soul, till death
Shall bring thee to thy God;

He'll take thee at thy parting breath
Up to His blest abode.

00 4

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

Wake every heart and every tongue,
To praise the Saviour's name.

2 Sing of His dying love
;

Sing of His rising power;
Sing how He intercedes above,

For us, whose sins He bore.

3 Sing, till we feel our heart
Ascending with our tongue;

Sing, till the love of sin depart,

And grace inspire our song.

4 Soon shall we hear Him say ;
—

" Ye blessed children come! "

Soon will He call us hence away
To our eternal home.

605
1 Soldiers of Christ, arise,

And put your armor on

;

Strong in the strength which God supplies
Through His eternal Son.

2 Strong in the Lord of Hosts,
And in His mighty power;

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts

Is more than conqueror.

3 Stand, then, in His great might,
With all His strength endued;

But take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God.

4 That, having all things done,
And all your conflicts past,

Ye may o'ercome, through Christ alone,

And stand entire at last.

606
1 Ye servants ofthe Lord,
Each in his office wait;

Observant of His heavenly word,
And watchful at His gate.

2 Let all your lamps be bright,
And trim the golden flame;

Gird up your loins, as in His sight,

For awful is His name.

3 " Watch! " 'Tis your Lord's commarw
And while we speak, He's near;

Mark the first signal of His hand,
And ready all appear.

4 0, happy servant he,

In such a posture found

;

He shall his Lord with rapture see,

And be with honor crowned.
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2 Before our Father's throne
We pour our ardent prayers;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares.

3 We share our mutual woes,
Our mutual burdens bear;

And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear.

4 When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain

;

But we shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again.

5 This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way,
While each iu expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain,
And sin we shall be free,

And perfect love and friendship reign
Through all eternity.

608
1 I love Thy kingdom, Lord,
The house of Thine abode,

The church our blest Redeemer saved
With His own precious blood.

2 I love Thy church, God;
Her walls before Thee stand,

Dear as the apple of Thine eye,

And graven on Thy hand.

3 If e'er my heart forget
Her welfare or her woe,

Let everyjoy this heart forsake,

And every grief o'erflow.

4 Beyond my highest joy,
I prize her heavenly ways,

Her sweet communion, solemn vows,
Her hymns of love and praise.

5 Sure as Thy truth shall last,

To Zion shall be given

The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven.

009
1 Tour harps, ye trembling saints,

Down from the willows take;

Loud to the praise of love divine

Bid every string awake.

2 Though in a foreign land,

We are not far from home;
And nearer to our house above
We every moment come.

3 His grace will to the end
Stronger and brighter shine;

Nor present things, nor things to come,
Shall quench the spark divine.

4 Soon shall our doubts and fears

Subside at His control;

His loving kindness shall break through
The midnight of the soul.

5 Blest is the man, God,
That stays himself on Thee;

Who waits for Thy salvation, Lord,

Shall Thy salvation see.
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2 Forbid it, mighty God;
Nor let it e'er be said

That we -whose sins are crucified,

Should raise them from the dead.

3 We tv:11 be slaves no more,
Since Christ has made us free,

—

Has nailed our tyrants to His cross,

And bought our liberty.

611
1 Ah ! whither should I go,
Burdened, and sick, and faint?

To whom should I my troubles 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 Oh! break the fatal chain,
And all my bonds remove;

Nor let one bosom-sin remain,
To keep me from Thy love.

613
1 Cax sinners hope for heaven,
Who love this world so well ?

Or dream of future happiness,
While on the road to hell ?

2 Shall they hosannahs sing,
With an unhallowed tongue?

Shall palms adorn the guilty hand
Which does its neighbor wrong ?

pen all His wounds ?

3 Can sin's deceitful way
Conduct to Zion's hill ?

Or those expect with God to reign
Who disregard his will ?

4 Thy grace, God, alone,

Good hope can e'er afford!

The pardoned and the pure shall see
The glory of the Lord.

613
1 My son, know thou the Lord;
Thy father's God obey;

Seek His protecting care by night,
His guiding hand by day.

2 Call while he may be found,
And seek Him while He's near;

Serve Him with all thy heart and mind,
And worship Him in fear,

3 Judgments that fill the soul with awe
Are written by the Lord

For him that breaks his father's law
Or mocks his mother's word.

614
1 Give me a sober mind,
A quick discerning eye,

The first approach of sin to find,

And all occasions fly.

2 Still may I cleave to Thee,
And never more depart,

But watch with godly jealousy
Over my evil heart.

3 Thus may I pass my days
Of sojourning beneath,

And languish to conclude my race,

And render up my breath.
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2 Not the fair palaces
To which the great resort,

Are once to be compared with this,

Where Jesus holds His court.

3 Here on the mercy seat,

With radiant glory crowned,
Our joyful eyes behold Him sit,

And smile on all around.

4 Give me, Lord, a place
Within Thy blest abode,

Among the children of Thy grace,
The servants ofmy God.

616
1 Tnou Lord of all above,
And all below the sky,

Prostrate before Thy feet I fall,

And for Thy mercy cry.

2 Forgive my follies past,
The crimes which I have done;

Oh, bid a contrite sinner live,

Through Thine incarnate Son.

3 Guilt, like a heavy load,
Upon my conscience lies;

To Thee I make my sorrows known,
And lift my weeping eyes.

4 The burden which I feel,

Thou only canst remove;
Do Thou display Thy pardoning grace
And Thine unbounded love.

5 One gracious look of Thine
Will ease my troubled breast

:

Oh ! let me know my sins forgiven,
And I shall then be blest

of His face, And sheds His love abroad.
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1 O for the death of those
Who slumber in the Lord

!

0, be like theirs my last repose,

Like theirs my last reward.

2 Their bodies in the ground,
In silent hope may lie,

Till the last trumpet's joyful sound
Shall call them to the sky.

3 Their ransomed spirits soar,

On wings of faith and love,

To meet the Saviour they adore,
And reign with Him above.

4 for the death of those
Who slumber in the Lord!

0, be like theirs my last repose,

Like theirs my last reward.

618

1 Where shall the man be found
Who fears to ofFend his God,

Who loves the gospel's jo yful sound,
And trembles at the rod ?

2 The Lord shall make him know
The secrets of his heart

;

The wonders of His covenant show,
And all His love impart.

3 The dealings of His hand
Are truth and mercy, still,

With such as to His covenant stand,

And love to do His will.
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2 0, lead me to the Rock

That's high ahove my head,
And make the covert of Thy wing8
My shelter and my shade.

3 Within Thy presence, Lord,
Forever I'll abide;

Thou art the Tower of my defence,
The refuge where I hide.

4 Thou givest me the lot

Of those that fear Thy name;
If endless life be their reward,

I shall possess the same.

620
1 My few revolving years,
How swift they glide away!

How short the term of life appears

!

When past, 'tis but a day ;

—

2 A dark and cloudy day
Made up of grief and sin;

A host of dangerous foes without,
And guilt and fear within.

3 Lord, through another year,
If Thou permit my stay,

With watchful care may I pursue
The true and living way.

621
1 My former hopes are fled,

My terror now begins;

I feel, alas! that I am dead
In trespasses and sins.

2 Ah! whither shall I fly ?

I hear the thunder roar;
The law proclaims destruction nigh
And vengeance at the door.

3 When I review my ways,
1 dread impending doom;

But sure a friendly whisper saya,
" Flee from the wrath to come."

4 I see, or think I see,

A glimmering from afar;

A beam of day that shines for me,
To save me from despair.

5 Forerunner of the sun,
It marks the pilgrim's way;

I'll gaze upon it while I run,
And watch the rising day.

622
1 And will the judge descend,
And must the dead arise,

And not a single soul escape
His all-discerning eyes?

2 How will my heart endure
The terrors of that day,

When earth and heaven before his face
Astonished shrink away ?

3 But, ere the trumpet shakes
The mansions of the dead,

Hark, from the Gospel's cheering sound
What joyful tidings spread!

4 Ye sinners! seek his grace
Whose wrath ye cannot bear;

Fly to the shelter of his cross,

And find salvation there.
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2 The Son of God in tears

Angels with wonder see;

Be thou astonished, my soul;

He shed those tears for thee.

3 He wept that we might weep

;

Each sin demands a tear;

In heaven alone no sin is found,
And there's no weeping there.

624
1 And must this hody die,

This mortal frame decay ?

And must these active limbs of mine
Lie mouldering in the clay ?

2 Corruption, earth and worms
Shall but refine this flesh,

Till my triumphant spirit comes,
To put it on afresh.

3 God, my Redeemer, lives,

And often, from the skies,

Looks down and watches all my dust,

Till he shall bid it rise.

4 Arrayed in glorious grace
Shall these vile bodies shine,

And every shape, and every face,

Look heavenly and divine.

5 These lively hopes we owe
To Jesus' dying love;

We would adore His grace below,
And sing His power above.

6 Dear Lord, accept the praise

Of these our humble songs,

Till tunes of nobler sound we raise

With our immortal tongues.

625
1 And canst thou, sinner, slight

The call of love divine?
Shall God, with tenderness invite,

And gain no thought of thine ?

2 Wilt thou not cease to grieve
The Spirit from thy breast,

Till He thy wretched soul shall leave
With all thy sins oppressed ?

3 To-day, a pardoning God
Will hear the suppliant pray;

To-day, a Saviour's cleansing blood
Will wash thy guilt away.

4 But grace so dearly bought,
If yet thou wilt despise,

Thy fearful doom with vengeance fraught,

Will fill thee with surprise.

626

1 Blest Comforter divine,

Let rays of heavenly love

Amid our gloom and darkness shine,

To guide our souls above.

2 Draw, with Thy still small voice,

From every sinful way,
And bid the mourning saint rejoice,

Though earthly joys decay.

3 By Thine inspiring breath,

Make every cloud of care,

And e'en the gloomy vale of death,

A smile of glory wear.
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Safe in Thy breast my head I hide,

Nor fear the coming storm.

4 Let good or ill befall,

It must be good for me

—

Secure of having Thee in all.

Of having all in Thee.

629
1 My God, my Life, my Love.
To Thee, to Thee I call;

1 cannot live if Thou remove,
For Thou art all in all.

2 To Thee, and Thee alone,
The angels owe their bliss:

They sit around their gracious throne
And dwell where Jesus is.

3 Nor earth, nor all the sky,
Can one delight afford

—

No, not a drop of real joy

—

Without Thy presence, Lord.

4 Thou art the sea of love,

Where all my pleasures roll;

The circle where my passions move.
And centre ofmy bouL

627
2 But should the surges rise,

And rest delay to come,
Blessed be the sorrow, kind the storm,
Which drives us nearer home.

3 Soon shall our doubts and fears

AH yield at Thy control;
Thy tender mercies shall illume
The midnight of the soul.

4 Teach us, in every state,

To make Thy will our own,
And when the joys of sense depart,
To live by faith alone.

628
1 My spirit on Thy care,

Blest Saviour, I recline;

Thou wilt not leave me to despair,
For Thou art love divine.

2 In Thee I place my trust;

Un Thee I calmly rest:

I know Thee good, I know Thee just,
And count Thy choice the best.

3 Whate'er events betide,

Thy will they all perform;
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630
2 Sing how eternal love

Its chi€f Beloved chose,

And bade Him raise our wretched race

From their abyss of woes.

3 His hand no thunder bears;

No terror clothes His brow

;

No bolts to drive our guilty souls

To fiercer flames below.

4 'T was mercy filled the throne,

And wrath stood silent by,
When Christ was sent with pardons down
To rebels doomed to die.

5 Now, sinners, dry your tears;

Let hopeless sorrow cease:

Bow to the sceptre of His love,

And take the offered peace.

6 Lord, we obey Thy call;

We lay an humble claim
To the salvation Thou hast brought,
And love and praise Thy name.

631
1 The Church has waited long,

Her absent Lord to see;

And still in loneliness she waits,

A friendless stranger she.

2 How long, Lord our God,
Holy and true and good,

Wilt thou not judge Thy suffering church,
Her sighs and tears and blood ?

3 Saint after saint on earth

Has lived, and loved and died;

And as they left us one by one,

We laid them side by side.

4 We laid them down to sleep.

But not in hope forlorn;
We laid them but to ripen there,

Till the last glorious morn.

5 We long to hear Thy voice,

To see Thee face to face,

To share Thy crown and glory then,
As now we share Thy grace.

6 Come, Lord ! and wipe away
The curse, the sin, the stain,

And make this blighted world of ours
Thine own fair world again.

639
1 Fab as Thy name is known,
The world declares Thy praise;

Thy saints, Lord, before Thy throne,
Their songs of honor raise.

2 With joy let Judah stand
On Zion's chosen hill,

Proclaim the wonders of Thy hand,
And counsels of Thy will.

3 Let strangers walk around
The city where we dwell,

Compass and view the holy ground,
And mark the building well

—

4 How decent and how wise!
How glorious to behold:

Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes.

And rites adorned with gold.
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2 Through waxes, and clouds, and storms,
He gently clears thy way;

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

3 Far, far ahove thy thought
His counsel shall appear,

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

4 What though thou rulest not!
Yet heaven, and earth, and hell

Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne,
And rulcth all things well.

634

1 A cnAEGE to keep I have,
A God to glorify,

A never-dying soul to save,

And fit it for the sky.

2 To serve the present age,
My calling to fulfil;

0, may it all my powers engage
To do my Master's wilL

3 Arm me with jealous care
As in Thy s

:ght to live;

And O, Thy s rvant, Lord, prepare
A strict account to give.

4 nelp rac to watch and pray,
And on Thyself rely,

Assured, if I my trust betray,

I shall forever die.

1 We come with joyful song,
To hail this happy morn;

Glad tidings from an angel's tongue,
" This day is Jesus born! "

2 What transports doth his name
To sinful men afford!

His glorious titles we proclaim

—

A Saviour— Christ—the Lord!

3 Glory to God on high,
All hail the happy morn:

We join the anthems of the sky

—

And sing— " the Saviour's born!

"

636
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 above all praise,

Above all blessing high,
Who would not fear His holy name,
And laud and magnify ?

3 0! for the living flame,
From His own altar brought,

To touch our lips, our minds inspire,

And wing to heaven our thought!

4 God is our strength and song,
And IFs 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 ever more.



174 TENDERNESS. S. M.

tt«-.it c,™ . tin God's commands! How kind His pre - cepts are;

m «_d_ *
:
fzdJtd_(B ? # i— —

t

\-
5^3—fT" iT

- ^ 1 ^ -I p-[—-*•

tie

TI?
Come, east your bur - dens on the Lord, And trust His con - stant care

Ms 1 js '
—

'

J±JLj£Jl-Jl
ipizp.

f^^E=5=^:r^

637
2 Beneath His watchful eye

His saints securely dwell;

That hand which bears all nature up,
Shall guard His children well.

3 Why should this anxious load
Press down your weary mind ?

Haste to your heavenly Father's throne,
And sweet refreshment find.

4 His goodness stands approved,
Through each succeeding day;

I'll drop my burden at His feet,

And bear a song away.

638
1 Is this the kind return,
And these the thanks we owe,

Thus to abuse the eternal love,

Whence all our blessings flow ?

2 To what a stubborn frame
Has sin reduced our mind !

What strange, rebellious wretches we,
And God as strangely kind.

3 Turn, turn us, mighty God,
And mould our souls afresh; [stone,

Break, Sovereign Grace, these hearts of
And give us hearts of flesh.

4 Let old ingratitude
Provoke our weeping eyes;

And hourly, as new mercies fall,

Let hourly thanks arise.
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1 Like Noah's weary dove,
That soared the earth around,

But not a resting place above
The cheerless waters found;

2 cease, my wandering soul,

On restless wing to roam;
All the wide world, to either pole,
Has not for thee a home.

3 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 satisfied,

With full salvation blessed.

5 And when the waves of ire

Again the earth shall fill,

The ark shall ride the sea of fire,

Then rest on Zion's hill.

640
1 The day is past and gone;
The evening shades appear;

0, may I ever keep in mind
The night of death draws near.

2 I lay my garments by,
Upon my bed to rest;

So death will soon remove me hence,
And leave my soul undressed.

3 Lord, keep me safe this night,
Secure from all my fears;

May angels guard me while I sleep,
Till morning light appears.
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641
2 Supported by His grace,

We still pursue our way;
And hope at last to re^ch the prize,

Secure in endless day.

3 'Tis He that works to will;

'Tis He that works to do;
His is the power by which we act

His be the glory too

642
1 Retive Thy work, Lord.
And send salvation down :

Let the sharp arrows of Thy word,
Now pierce the hearts of stone.

2 Ride in Thy prosperous car;
Regain Thy people lost;

Let Thy right hand conduct the war,
Let victory crown Thy host

643
1 Awake, sleeper ! and behold
There stands a loving One,

With shining feet begirt with gold,
And raiment like the sun.

2 There's music in His heavenly voice,

And when He speaks to thee

It bids thy saddened heart rejoice

And sets thy spirit free.

644
1 Lord, keep us safe this night,

Secure from all our fears;

May angels guard us while we sleep,

Till morning light appears.

2 And if we early rise,

And view the unwearied sun,
May we set out to win the prize,

And after glory run.

3 And when our days are past,
And we from time remove,
may we in Thy bosom rest,

—

The bosom of Thy love.

645
1 Rest for the toiliDg hand,

Rest for the anxious brow,
Rest for the weary way-worn feet,

Rest from all labor now ;

—

2 Rest for the fevered brain,

Rest for the throbbing eye;
Thro' these parched lips of thine no more

Shall pass the moan or sigh.

3 Soon shall the trump of God
Give out the welcome sound,

That shakes thy silent chamber-walls,
And breaks the turf-sealed ground.

4 Ye dwellers in the dut,t

Awake ! come forth and sing;
Sharp has your frost of winter been,
But bright shall be your spring.

5 'Twas sown in weakness here;
'Twill then be raised in power :

That which was sown an earthly seed,

Shall rise a heavenly flower

!

646
To the eternal Three,
In will and essence One,

Be universal honors paid,

Coequal honors done.
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2 The Shepherd sought His sheep,

The Father sought His child

;

They followed me o'er vale and hill,

O'er deserts waste and wild :

They found me nigh to death,

Famished and faint and lone;

They bound me with the bands of love,

They saved the wandering one.

3 They spoke in tender love,

They raised my drooping head;
They gently closed my bleeding wounds,
My fainting soul they fed :

They washed my filth away,
They made me clean and fair;

They brought me to my home in peace,
The long-sought wanderer.

4 Jesus, my Shepherd is,

'Twas He that loved my soul,

'Twas He that washed me in His blood,

"fwas He that made me whole

:

'Twas He that sought the lost,

That found the wandering sheep,

'Twas He that brought me to the fold

—

"lis He that still doth keep.
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2 Awake Thy chosen few
To fervent, earnest prayer;

Again their sacred vows renew,
Thy blessed presence share.

3 Thy Spirit then will speak
Through lips of feeble clay,

And hearts of adamant will break,
And rebels will obey.

4 Lord, lend Thy gracious ear;

O, listen to our cry:

0, come and bring salvation here :

Our hoDes on Thee rely.

619
1 Jesc9 invites His saints

To meet around His board

;

Here pardoned rebels sit, and hold
Communion with their Lord.

2 For food He gives His flesh;

He bids us drink His blood;
Amazing favor, matchless grace,

Of our descending God !

3 This holy bread and wine
Maintains our fainting breath,

By union with our living Lord,
And interest in His death.

4 We are but several parts

Of the sauie broken bread;
One body hath its several limbs,

But Jc=us is the Head.

5 Let all our powers be joined
His glorious name to raise,

Pleasure and love fill every mind,
And every voice be praise.

650
1 The pity of the Lord,
To those that fear His name,

Is such as tender parents feel

:

He knows our feeble frame.

2 He knows we are but dust,

Scattered by every breath;
His anger, like a rising wind,
Can send us swift to death.

3 Our days are as the grass,

Or like the morning Mower;
If one sharp blast sweeps o'er the field.

It withers in an hour.

4 But Thy compassions, Lord,
To endless years endure;

And children's children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.

651

1 Come, Holy Spirit, come,
With energy divine.

And on this poor benighted soti
With beams of mercy shine.

2 Melt, melt this frozen heart;

This stubborn will subdue;
Each evil passion overcome,
And form me all anew.

3 Mine will the profit be,

But Thine shall be the praise;

And unto Thee I will devote

The remnant ofmy days.
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2 The creature of Thy hand,
On Thee alone I live;

My God, Thy benefits demand
More praise than I can give.

3 let Thy grace inspire

My soul with strength divine;

Let all my powers to Thee aspire,

And all my days be Thine.

653
1 To bless Thy chosen race,

In mercy, Lord, incline;

And cause the brightness of Thy face

On all Thy saints to shine ;

—

2 That so Thy wondrous way
May through the world be known;

While distant lands their homage pay,
And Thy salvation own.

3 Let all the nations join
To celebrate Thy fame;

And all the world, O Lord, combine
To praise Thy glorious name.

654
1 Great God, accept a heart

That pants to s;ng Thy praise;

Thou, who without beginning art

And without end of days :

2 Thy goodness is displayed,

On all Thy works impressed;

Thou lovest all Thy hands have made,
But raan Thou lovest best

3 Gracious art Thou to all

Who truly turn to Thee;
hear me, then, for pardon call,

And show Thy grace to me

:

4 Through mercy reconciled,

For Jesus' sake forgiven;

Receive, Lord, Thy favored child,

To sing Thy praise in heaven.

1 Dear Saviour, we are Thine
By everlasting bonds;

Our names, our hearts, we would resign;
Our souls are in Thy hands.

2 To Thee we still would cleave,

With ever-growing zeal:

If millions tempt us Christ to leave,

let them ne'er prevail.

3 Thy Spirit shall unite

Our souls to Thee our Head;
Shall form us to Thy image bright,

That we Thy paths may tread.

4 Since Christ and we are one,
Why should we doubt or fear ;

If He in heaven hath fixed His throne*
He'll fix His members there.

655
1 Lord in the strength of grace
With a glad heart and free,

Myself, my residue of days,
1 consecrate to Thee.

2 Thy ransomed servant, I,

Restore to Thee Thine own;
And from this moment live or die,

To serve my God alone.
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2 God pities all our griefs;

He pardons every day

;

Almighty to protect our souls,

And wise to guide our way.

3 How large His bounties are !

What various stores of good,
Diffused from our Redeemer's hand,
And purchased with His blood !

4 Jesus, our living Head,
We bless TLiy faithful care;

Our Advocate before the throne.
And our Forerunner there.

658
1 Jescs, my truth, my way,
My sure unerring light,

On Thee my feeble steps I stay,

Which Thou wilt guide aright

2 My wisdom and my guide,
My counsellor Thou art

;

O never let me leave Thy side,

Or from Thy paths depart.

3 make me all like Thee,
Before I hence remove

;

Settle, confirm, and 'stablish me,
And build me up in love.

4 Lot me Thy witness live,

When sin is all destroyed

;

And then my spotless soul receive,

And take me home to God.

659
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?

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.

660
1 As strangers here below,
With various woes oppressed,

We must through tribulation go
To our eternal rest.

2 Thus Christ our glorious Head,
Ascended to His throne :

—

Why should His servants fear to tread

The way their Lord hath gone ?

3 The path to glory lies

Through conflict and distress :

—

But joyful we at length shall rise,

The kingdom to possess.
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2 How gentle was the rod
That chastened us for sin!

How soon we found a smiliag God
Where deep distress had been!

3 A Father's hand we felt,

A Father's love we knew:
'Mid tears of penitence we knelt,

And found his promise true.

4 Now will we bless the Lord,
And in his strength confide:

Jehovah ever be adored,
There is no God beside.

663
1 Our children Thou dost claim,

Lord our God, as Thine;
Ten thousand blessings to Thy name,
For goodness so divine.

2 Thee let the fathers own,
Thee let the sons adore;

Joined to the Lord in solemn vows,
To be forgot no more.

3 How great Thy mercies, Lord!
How plenteous is Thy grace,

Which, in tho promise of Thy love,

Includes our rising race.

4 Our offspring, still Thy care,

Shall own their father's God
;

To latest times Thy blessings share,

And scund Thy praise abroad.

663
1 When on the brink of death
My trembling soul shall stand,

Waiting to pass that awful flood,

Great God! at Thy command ;

—

2 When every scene of life

Stands ready to depart
;

And the last sigh that shakes the frame
Shall rend this bursting heart ;

—

3 Thou Source ofjoy supreme,
Whose arm alone can save,

—

Dispel the darkness that surrounds
The entrance to the grave.

4 Lay Thy supporting hand
Beneath my sinking head;

And with a ray of love divine
Illume my dying bed.

5 Leaning on Jesus' breast,

May I resign my breath
;

And in his kind embraces lose
The bitterness of death.

664
1 Ail yesterday is gone;
To-morrow's not our own;
sinner, come, without delay,
And bow before the throne.

2 O hear God's voice to-day,
And harden not your heart;

To-morrow, with a frown, he may
Pronounce the word,—Depart.
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2 Before Thy throne we how,

Thou almighty King;
Here wc 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.

666
1 Enthroned is Jesus now,
Upon his heavenly seat;

The kingly crown is on his brow,
The saints are at His feet.

2 In shining white they stand,

—

A great and countless throng;
A palmy sceptre 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, Holy Ghost,
Thy blessed help supply,

That we may join that radiant host,

Ti iumphant in the sky.

skies Where dwells e - ter - nal Love.

LA LJ J
1=1

I

667
1 A Conqueror am I,

Through Him who died for me;
My crown I see with joyful eye
Across the stormy sea.

2 Weak is mine arm to meet
The shock of haughty foes;

But kneeling at my Saviour's feet,

No fear my spirit knows.

3 There, sheltered by the wing
Of His unbounded love,

While His eternal might I sing
He cheers me from above.

4 So with a conqueror's song
I march along the way: [throng,

And soon shall meet the blood-bought
And reign through endless day.

668
1 My soul, with joy attend,

While Jesus silence breaks;
No angel's harp such music yields,

As what my Shepherd speaks

:

2 " 1 know my sheep," he cries,
" My soul approves them well:

Vain is the treacherous world's disguise,
And vain the rage of hell.

3 " I freely feed them now
With tokens of my love;

But richer pastures I prepare,
And sweeter streams above."

4 Enough, my gracious Lord,
Let faith triumphant cry;

My heart can on this promise live,

Can on this promise die.
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2 Happy the man whose hopes rely

On Israel's God; He made the sky,

And earth, and seas, with all their train;

His truth forever stands secure;

He saves the oppressed, He feeds the poor:
And none shall find His promise vain.

3 I'll praise Him while He lends me breath.

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

;

My days of praise shall ne'er be past,

While life, and thought, and being last,

Or immortality endures.

670
1 Op all the thoughts of God, that are
Borne inward unto souls afar,

Along the Psalmist's music deep,
Now tell me if that any is,

For gift or grace, surpassing this

—

" He giveth His beloved sleep."

2 His dews drop mutely on the hill,

His cloud above it saileth still,

Though on its slope men toil and reap

;

More softly than the dew is shed,

Or cloud is fk atcd overhead,
" He giveth His beloved sleep."

3 And friends, dear friends, when it shall be,
That this low breath is gone from me,
When round my bier ye come to weep,

Let one, most loving of you all,

Say " Not a tear must o'er her fall;

" He giveth Hie beloved sleep."

671
1 Great God, this sacred day of Thine

Demands our soul's collected powers;
May we employ in work divine

These solemn, these devoted hours;
0, may our souls adoring own
The grace which calls us to Thy throne.

2 Hence, ye vain cares and trifles fly;

Where God resides appear no more;
Omniscient God, Thy piercing eye
Can every secret thought explore;

0, may Thy grace our hearts refine,

And fix our thoughts on things divine.

3 Thy Spirit's powerful aid impart

;

O, may Thy word, with life divine,

Engage the ear, and warm the heart

;

Then shall the day indeed be Thine;
Then shall our souls, adoring, own
The grace which calls us to Thy thron-- -
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2 He framed the globe, He built the sky,

He made the shining worlds on high,
And reigns complete in glory there:

His beams .-ire majesty and light;

His beauties, how divinely bright

!

His temple, how divinely fair !

3 Come the great day, the glorious hour,
When earth shall feel His saving power,
And barbarous nations fear His name :

Then shall the race of man confess

The beauty of His holiness,

And in His courts His grace proclaim.

073
1 Titeke is a glorious land afar,

Beyond the brightest burning star,

Where peace interminably reigns,

—

Where soft and balmy breezes blow,

And golden rivers gently flow,

And gladness smiles o'er all the plains.

2 No groveling thought,no treach'rous smile,

No word unkind, no act of guile,

Will e'er disturb the sacred rest;

On every peaceful brow will shine

A living beauty, all divine,

And love pervade the sinless breast

674
1 Think, mighty God, on feeble man;
How few his hours, how short his span !

Short from the cradle to the grave;
Who can secure his vital breath
Against the bold demands of death,
With skill to fly, or power to save ?

2 Lord, shall it be forever said,
" The race of man was only made
For sickness, sorrow, and the dust?"

Are not Thy servants, day by day,
Sent to their graves, and turned to clay ?

Lord, where's Thy kindness to the just?

3 Hast Thou not promised to Thy Son
And all His seed a heavenly crown ?

Cut flesh and sense indulge despair;
Forever blessed be the Lord,
That faith can read His holy word,
And find a resurrection there.

4 Forever blessed be the Lord,
Who gives His saints a long reward
For all their toil, reproach, and pain;

Let all below, and all above,

Join to proclaim Thy wondrous love,

And each repeat their loud amen.
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2 Thy threatenings wake my slumbering

eyes,
And warn me where my danger lies;

But 'tis Thy blessed Gospel, Lord,
That makes my guilty conscience clean,

Converts my soul, subdues my sin,

And gives a free, but large reward.

3 Who knows the errors of his thoughts ?

My God forgive my secret faults,

And from presumptuous sins restrain:

Accept my poor attempts of praise,

That I have read Thy book of grace,
And book of nature not in vain.

676
1 Witii grateful hearts, with joyful tongues,
To God we raise united songs;

His power and mercy we proclaim;
This land through every age shall own
Jehovah here has fixed His throne,
And triumph in His mighty name.

2 Long as the moon her course shall run,
Or man behold the circling sun,
0, still may God amid us reign;

Crown our just counsels with success,
With peace and joy our borders bless,

And all our sacred rights maintain.

677
1 Judges, who rule the world by laws,

Will ye despise the righteous cause,

When the oppressed before you stands

Dare ye condemn the righteous poor,
And let rich sinners go secure,
While gold and greatness bribe your

hands ?

2 Have ye forgot, or never knew,
That God will judge the judges, too?
High in the heavens His justice reigns;

Yet you invade the rights of God,
And send your bold decrees abroad,
To bind the conscience in your chains!

3 Th' Almighty thunders from the sky

—

Their grandeur melts, their titles die

—

They perish like dissolving frost;

As empty chaff, when whirlwinds rise,

Before the sweeping tempest flies,

So shall their hopes and names be lost.

4 Thus shall the vengeance of the Lord
Safety and joy to saints afford

;

And all that hear shall join and say

—

" Sure there's a God that rules on high,

A God that hears his children cry,

And will their sufferings well repay."

678
Now to the great and sacred Three,
The Father, Son, and Spirit, be

Eternal praise and glory given,
Through all the worlds where God is known,
By all the angels near the throne,
And all the saints in earth and heaven.
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2 Soon night comes on, with thickening
shade;

The tempest hovers o'er thy head,
The winds their fury pour;

The lightnings rend the earth and skies,

The thunders roar, the flames arise;

What terrors till that hour!

3 That warning voice, sinner, hear,
Whose accents linger on thine ear;
Thy footsteps now retrace;

Renounce thy sins, and he forgiven;
Believe, become an heir of heaven,
And sing redeeming grace.

680
1 Wiien, Lord, to this our western land,
Led by Thy providential hand,
Our wandering fathers came,

Their ancient homes, their friends in youth,
Sent forth the heralds of Thy truth,

To keep them in Thy name.

2 Then, through our solitary coast,

The desert features soon were lost,

Thy temples there arose;
Our shores, as culture made them fair,

Were hallowed by Thy rites, by prayer,
And blossomed as the rose.

i And 0, may we repay this debt
To regions solitary yet

Within our spreading land;

There, brethren, from our common home,
Still westward, like our fathers, roam,

Still jrui led by Thy hand.

4 Saviour, we own this debt of love;

0, shed Thy Spirit from above,
To move each Christian breast,

Till heralds shall Thy truth proclaim,
And temples rise, to fix Thy name
Through all our desert west.

681

1 Soft are the fruitful showers that bring
The welcome promise of the spring;
And soft the vernal gale;

Sweet the wild warblings of the grove,
The voice of nature and of love,

That gladden every vale.

2 But softer in the mourner's ear
Sounds the mild voice of mercy near,

That whispers sins forgiven;

And sweeter far the music swells

When to the raptured soul she tells

Of peace and promised heaven.

3 Fair are the flowers that deck the ground;
And groves and gardens blooming round,
Unnumbered charms unfold;

Bright is the sun's meridian ray,

And bright the beams of setting day,

That robe the clouds in gold.

4 But far more fair the pious breast,

In richer robes of goodness dressed,

Where heaven's own graces shine;

And brighter far the prospects rise,

That burst on faith's delighted eyes,

From glories all divine.
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2 Slain in the guilty sinner's stead,

His spotless righteousness I plead,

And His availing blood:

Thy merit, Lord, my robe shall be;
Thy merit shall atone for me,
And bring me near to God.

3 Then snatch me from eternal death

;

The Spirit of adoption breathe;
His consolations send;

By Him some word of life impart,
And sweetly whisper to my heart,
" Thy Maker is thy Friend."

683
1 Thy mercy heard my infant prayer,
Thy love, with all a mother's care,

Sustained my childish days:

Thy goodness watched my ripening youth,
And formed my heart to love Thy truth,

And tilled my lips with praise.

2 Then even in age and grief, Thy name
Shall still my languid heart inflame,

And bow my faltering knee:

Oh! yet this bosom feels the fire,

This trembling hand and drooping lyre

Have yet a strain for Thee!

3 Yes! broken, tuneless, still, Lord,
This voice transported shall record
Thy goodness tried so long;

Till, sinking slow, with calm decay,
Its feeble murmurs melt away

Into a seraph's song.

1 How happy is the pilgrim's lot!

How free from every anxious thought,
From every worldly hope and fear!

Confined to neither court nor cell,

His soul disdains on earth to dwell

—

He only sojourns here.

2 This happiness in part is mine,
Already saved from low design,
From every creature-love;

Blest with the scorn of finite good,
My soul is lightened of its load,
And seeks the things above.

3 There is my house and portion fair:

My treasure and my heart arc there,
And my abiding home;

For me my elder brethren stay,
And angels beckon me away,
And Jesus bids me come.
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2 When to the law I trembling fled,

It poured its curses on my head

;

I no relief could find.

This fearful truth increased my pain,
" The sinner must be born again,"
And whelmed my tortured mind.

3 Again did Sinai's thunder roll,

And guilt ky heavy on my soul,

A vast, oppressive load;
Alas ! I read and saw it plain,
"The sinner must be born again,"
Or drink the wrath of God.

4 But while I thus in anguish lay,

The bleeding Saviour passed that way,
My bondage to remove;

The sinner, once by justice slain,

Now by His grace is burn again,
And sings redeeming love.

686
1 When Thou.myrighteous Judge shalt come
To fetch Thy ransomed people home,

Shall I among them stand 1

Shall such a worthless worm as I,

Who sometimes am afraid to die,

Be found at Thy right hand ?

2 I love to meet among them now,
Before Thy gracious feet to bow,
Though vilest of them all

:

But can I bear the piercing thought,
What if my name should be left out,
When Thou for them shalt call.

3 Lord, prevent it by Thy grace;
Be Thou my only hiding-place,

In this the accepted day :

Thy pardoning voice, O let me hear,
' To still my unbelieving fear;

Nor let me fall, I pray.

4 Let me among Thy saints be found,
Whene'er the archangel's trump shall

To see Thy smiling lace; [sound,
Then loudest of the crowd I'll sing,
While heaven's resounding mansions ring
With shouts of sovereign grace.

687
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God, whom heaven's triumphant hos
And saints on earth adore,

Be glory as in ages past,

As now it is, and so shall last,

When time shall be no more.
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2 The grave is near the cradle seen,

How swift the moments pass between
And whisper as they fly

—

Unthinking man remember this,

That, 'mid thy sublunary bliss,

Thou soon must fade and die !

3 My soul attend the solemn call,

Thine earthly tent must quickly fall,

And thou must take thy flight,

Beyond the vast ethereal blue,
To love and sing as angels do,
Or sink m endless night.

4 But shall my soul be then extinct,

And cease to be, or cease to think ?

It cannot, cannot be

:

Thou ! my immortal, cannot die,

What wilt thou do, or whither fly,

When death shall set thee free ?

5 Will mercy then its arms extend ?

Will Jesus be thy guardian friend ?

And heaven thy dwelling place ?

Or shall insulting fiends appear,
To drag thee down to black despair,

Beyond the reach of grace ?

689
1 O Love divine, how sweet Thou art

!

When shall I find my willing heart
All taken up in Thee ?

I thirst, I faint, I die to prove
The greatness of redeeming love,

The love of Christ to me.

2 God only knows the love of God;
that it now were shed abroad
In this poor stony heart

!

' For this I sigh; for Thee I pine;
This only portion, Lord, be mine,
Be mine the better part?

3 that I could forever sit,

With Mary at the Master's feet

!

Be this my happy cluice,

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, my heaven on earth be this,

To hear the Bridegroom's voice !

690
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Be praise amid the heavenly host,
And in the church below;

From whom all creatures draw their breath,
By whom redemption blessed the earth,
From whom all comforts flow.
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2 This makes the dry and barren ground
In springs of water to abound,
And fruitful soil become;

The desert blossoms like the rose,

When Jesus conquers all His foes,

And mikes His people one.

3 Soon we shill reign, and shout, and sing,

And make the upper regions ring,

When all the siints get home.
Come on, come on, my brethren dear,

Soon we sh ill meet together there;

—

Our Jesus bids us come.

692
Lo, on a narrow neck of land,
'Twixt two unbounded seas I stand,

Secure, insensible

:

A point of time, a moment's space,

Removes me to that heavenly place,

Or shuts me up in hell.

2 Go;l, my inmost soul convert,

And deeply on my thoughtless heart

Eternal things impress :

Give me to feel their solemn weight,

And tremble on the brink of fate,

And wake to righteousness.
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i I'd sing the precious blood He spilt,

My ransom from the dreadful guilt

Of sin and wrath divine;

I'd sing His glorious righteousness,

In which all perfect, heavenly dress,

My soul shall ever shine.

3 I'd sing the characters He bears,

And all the forms of love He wears,
Exalted on His throne :

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

I would to everlasting days
Make all His glories known.

4 Well, the delightful day will come
When my dear Lord will bring me home,
And I shall see His face;

Then with ray Saviour, Brother, Friend,
A blest eternity I'll spend,
Triumphant in His grace,

694
* Begin, my soul, the exalted lay;

Let each enraptured thought obey,
An*1

, praise the Almighty 'a name;

Lo, heaven and earth, and seas and skies,

In one melodious concert rise,

To swell the inspiring theme.

2 Ye angels, catch the thrilling sound,
While all the adoring thrones around
His boundless mercy sing;

Let every listening saint above
Wake all the tuneful soul of love,

And touch the sweetest string.

3 Let every element rejoice

;

Ye thunders, burst with awful voice

To Him who bids you roll;

His praise in softer notes declare,

Each whispering breeze of yielding air,

And breathe it to the soul.

4 Wake, all ye mounting tribes, and sing;

Ye plumy warblers of the spring,
Harmonious anthems raise

To Him who shaped your finer mould,
Who tipped your glittering wings with gold,
And tuned your voice to praise.
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2 Like fruitful showers of rain,

That water all the plain,
Descending from the neighboring hills,

Such streams of pleasure roll

Through every friendly soul,

Where love, like heavenly dew, distils.

GOG
1 The Lord Jehovah reigns,
And royal state maintains,

His head with awful glories crowned;
Arrayed in robes of light,

Begirt with sovereign might,
And rays of majesty around.

2 Upheld by Thy commands,
The world securely stands;

And skies and stan obey Thy word;
Thy tli rone was fixed on high
Before the starry sky;

Eternal is Thy kingdom, Lord.

3 In vain the noisy crowd,
Like biliows fierce and loud,

Against Thine empire rage and roar;

T: US
In vain, with angry spite,

The surly nations fight,

And dash like waves against the shore,

4 Let floods and nations rage,

And all their powers engage;
Let swelling tides assault the sky

;

The terrors of Thy frown
Shall beat their madness down:

Thy throne forever stands on high.

5 Thy promises are true;

Thy grace is ever new:
There fixed. Thy church shall ne'er remove;

Thy saint?, with holy fear,

Shall in Thy courts appear,
And sing Thine everlasting love.

697
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God, whom heaven's triumphant host
And saints on earth adore,

Be glory as in ages past,

As now it is, and so shall last,

When time shall be no more.
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2 Zion, thrice happy place!

Adoi'ned with wondrous grace,
And walls of strength embrace thee round;

In thee ow tribes appear,
To pray, and praise, and hear

The sacred gospel's joyful sound.

3 Here David's greater Son
Has fixed His royal throne;

He sits for grace and judgment here:
He bids the saints be glad,
He makes the sinner sad,

And humble souls rejoice with fear.

4 May peace attend thy gate,
And joy within thee wait,

To bless the soul of every guest;
The man wlio seeks thy peace,
And wishes thine increase,

A thousand blessings on him rest.

5 My tongue repeats her vows,
" Peace to this sacred house! "

For here my friends and kindred dwell;
And since my glorious God
Makes thee his blest abode,

My soul shall ever love thee welL

699
1 To your Creator, God,

Your great Preserver, raise,

Ye creatures of His hand,
Your highest notes of praise :

Let every voice proclaim His power,
His name adore, and loud rejoice.

2 Let every creature join
To celebrate His name,

And all their various powers
Assist th' exalted theme :

Let nature raise, from every tongue,
A general song of grateful praise.

3 But oh ! from human tongues
Should nobler praises flow

;

And every thankful heart
With warm devotion glow;

Your voices raise above the rest;

Ye highly blest ! declare His praise.

4 Assist me, gracious God !

My heart, my voice inspire;
Then shall I grateful join
The universal choir

:

Thy grace can raise my heart, my tongue,
And tunc my song to lively praise.
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2 Great Prophet of my God,

My tongue would bless Thy name;
By Thee the joyful news
Of our salvation came:

The joyful news I Of hell subdued,
Of sins forgiven,

|
And Peace with Heaven.

3 Jesus, My great High Priest,

Offered His blood and ilied;

My guilty conscience seeks
No sacrifice beside.

His powerful blood I And now it pleads
Did once atone,

| Before the throne.

4 My dear, almighty Lord,
My Conqueror and my King,

Thy sceptre and Thy sword,
Thy reigning grace 1 sing.

Tnine is the power; I In willing bonds
Behold, I sit

| Beneath Thy feet

70

1

1 Blow ye the trumpet, blow,
The gladly solemn sound;

Let all the nations know,
To earth's remotest bound,

The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Jesus, our great High Priest,

Hath full atonement made;
Ye weary spirits, rest;

Ye mournful souls, be glad;
The year of jubilee is come;
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.

702
1 Shall hymns of grateful love

Through heaven's high arches ring,
And all the hosts above

Their songs of triumph sing;
And shall we not take up the strain,

And send the echo back again ?

2 Shall they adore the Lord,
Who bought them with His blood,

And all the love record
That led them home to God;

And shall not we take up the strain,

And send the echo back again?
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2 Fair Truth, and smiling Love,
And injured Righteousness,

In Thy retinue move,
And seek from Thee redress:

Thou in their cause I And far and wide
Shalt prosperous ride,

|
Dispense Thy laws.

3 Before Thine awful face

Millions of foes shall fall,

The captives of Thy grace,

The grace which conquers all.

The world shall know,|What wondrous things

Great King of KingsjThine arm can do.

4 Here to my willing soul
Bend Thy triumphant way;

Here every foe control,

And all Thy power display.

My heart, Thy throne, I Bows low to Thee
Blest Jesus, see, | To Thee alone.

704
1 Fab as the isles extend,

To the vast ocean's bound,
Let Kings to Jesus bend,
And pour their offerings round;

Arabia raise I And Afric .join

The song divine,
|
To exalt His praise.

2 All princes shall adore,
And gifts and honors bring,

To hail the Saviour's power,
To crown Immanuel King:

Remotest lands I And earth obey
Shall homage pay,

|
His high commands.

705
1 Come, let our voices join

In one glad song of praise;

To God, the God of love,

Our thankful hearts we'll raise;

To God alone
|
Our earliest and

All praise belongs,
|
Our latest songs.

2 Within these hallowed walls

Our wandering feet are brought,
Where prayer and praise ascend,
And heavenly truths are taught;

To God alone I Let young and old

Your offerings bring
; |

His praises sing.

3 Lord, let this work of love

Be crowned with full success;

Let thousands yet unborn
Thy sacred name here bless:

To Thee, O Lord, I Shall rise throughout
All praise to Thee,

|
Eternity.



ARENA. H. M. 105

g^^f-ty—r->—r-tF-L-r-
t
i

—

rr r
' r ^

Ye dy - inp: sons of men,
The gos - pel calls a - gain,

Sl^fa

Immersed in sin and woe, )

Its mes - sage is to you : 3

i

t r
arms there yet is room,

^A A
{ 'm

In mer - cy's arms there yet ii? room.

t=

706
2 No longer now delay,

Nor vain excuses frame,
Christ bids you come to-day,
The poor, and blind, and lame:

All things are ready, sinners, come;
In mercy 'b arms there yet is room.

3 Compelled by bleeding love,

Te wandering souls, draw near;
He calls you from above,
His melting accents hear:

0, whosoever will, may come;
In mercy's arms there yet is room.

707
1 Wheee is my Saviour now,

Whose smiles I once possessed?
Till He return, I bow,
By heaviest grief oppressed:

My days of happiness are gone,
And I am left to weep alone.

2 Where can the mourner go,
And tell his tale of grief ?

Ah! who can soothe his woe,
And give him sweet relief?

Earth cannot heal the wounded breast,
Or give the troubled sinner rest.

3 Jesus ! Thy smiles impart

;

My dearest Lord return,
And ease my wounded heart,

And bid me cease to mourn:
Then shall this night of sorrow flee,

And peace and heaven be found in Thee.

708
1 Soveeeign of worlds above,

And Lord of all below,
Thy faithfulness and love,

Thy power and mercy show:
Fulfil Thy word: I Let heathens live

Thy spirit give; | And praise the Lord.

2 On lands that lie beneath
Foul superstition's sway,

Whose horrid shades of death
Admit no heavenly ray,

Blest Spirit! shine! I Dispel the gloom
Their hearts illume;

|
With light divine.

3 Father, who to Thy Son
Thy steadfast word has given,

That through the earth shall run
The news of peace with heaven;

Extend His fame ; I And let the news
Thy grace diffuse, |

The world reclain?
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2 The angelic hosts descend,
With harmony divine;

See how from heaven they bend,
And in full chorus join:

"Fear not," say they; I Jesus, your King,
" Great joy we bring: | Is born to-day."

3 He comes, your souls to save
From death's eternal gloom;

To realms of bliss and light

He lifts you from the tomb.
Your voices raise, 1 Your songs unite
With sons of light;

| Of endless praise.

4 Glory to God on high;
Ye mortals spread the sound,

And let your raptures fly

To earth's remotest bound;
For peace on earth, I To man is given,
From God in heaven,

|
At Jesus' birth.

710
l Yes, the Redeemer rose;

The Swiour left the dead

;

And o'er our hellish foes

High raised His conquering head.

In wild dismay,
[
Fell to the ground,

The guai is around | And sunk away.

2 Lo, the angelic bands
In full assembly meet,

To wait His high commands, •

And worship at His feet;

Joyful they come, I From realms of day
And wing their way |

To such a tomb.

3 Then back to heaven they fly,

And the glad tidings bear;
Hark! as they soar on high,
AVhat music fills the air!

Their anthems say, I Hath left the dead
" Jesus, who bled,

|
He rose to-day."

4 Ye mortals catch the sound,
Redeemed by Him from hell,

And send the echo round
The globe on which you dwell;

Transported cry, I Hath left the dead;
" Jesus, who bled,

|
No more to die,"

5 All hail, triumphant Lord,
Who svv'st us with Thy blood;

Wide be Thy name adored,
Thou rising, reigning God.

With Thee we rise, I And empires gain

With Thee we reigu,
|
Beyond the skies.
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2 Break Thou my heart, Lord;

The rock within me break:

To tremble at Thy word,
And at Thine anger quake:

Let me in deep contrition lie,

And heave the penitential sigh.

3 For mercy dwells with Thee;
Compassion, all divine;

That mercy show to me;
Be that compassion mine:

For sinners did not Jesus bleed ?

And Jesus' blood alone I plead.

712
1 Rise, gracious God! and shine

In all Thy saving might,
And prosper each design
To spread Thy glorious light:

Let healing streams of mercy flow,

That all the earth Thy truth may know.

2 Put forth Thy glorious power!
The nations then will see,

And earth present her store,

In converts born of Thee:
God, our own God, His church will bless,

\ And earth shall yield her full increase.
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2 Why, Saviour! why conceal

Thy beams of grace and love ?

Those heavenly rays reveal,
Which cheer the saints above!

Those rays shall chase the night away,
And bring the bright millennial day.

3 Yet Jesus, should Thy will
Defer that sacred morn,

Hear our petition still,

Nor leave the world forlorn:
Jesus! till that resplendent day,
Shine on our souls with powerful ray.

714
1 Zion, tune thy voice,

And raise thy hands on high;
Tell all the earth thy joys,
And boast salvation nigh;

Cheerful in God I While rays divine
Arise and shine

|
Stream far abroad.

2 He gilds thy mourning face

With beams that cannot fade;
His all-resplendent grace
He pours around thy head:

The nations round I With lustre new
Ihy form shall view,

|
Divinely crowned.
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3 In honor to His name,
Reflect that sacred light,

And loud that grace proclaim
Which makes thy darkness bright;

Pursue his praise, 1 In worlds above
Till sovereign love | The glory raise.

4 There, on His holy hill

A brighter sun shall rise,

And with his radiance fill

Those fairer, purer skies:

While, round His throne,! In nobler spheres
Ten thousand stars | His influence own.

715
1 Jesus, at Thy command,

I launch into the deep,
And leave my native land,
Where sin lulls all asleep.

For Thee I would the world resign,
And sail to heaven with Thee and Thine

2 Thou art my pilot—wise,
My compass is Thy word:

My soul each storm defies,

While I have such a Lord;
I'll trust Thy faithfulness and power,
To save me in the trying hour.
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2 He ever lives above,

For me to intercede;

His all-redeeming love,

His preciuus blood to plead;
His blood atoned for all our race,

And sprinkles now the throne of grace.

3 Five bleeding wounds He bears,

Received on Calvary

;

Thoy pour eflectual prayers,
They strongly speak for me.

Forgive him, 0, forgive, they cry,

Nor let that ransomed sinner die.

4 The Father hears Him pray,
His dear anointed One;

He cannot turn away
The presence of His Son;

His Spirit answers to the blood,
And tells me I am born of God.

5 My God is reconcile!

;

His pardoning voice I hear;

He owns me for His child;

I can no longer fear;

With confidence I now draw nigh,

And Fa '.her ! Abba, Father ! cry.

717
1 Ye tribes of Adam, join

With heaven, and earth, and seas,

And offer notes divine
To your Creator's praise.

Ye holy throng I In worlds of light,

Of angels bright,
|
Begin the song.

2 Thou sun with dazzling rays,

And moon that rul'st the night,
Shine to your Maker's praise,

With stars of twinkling light.

His power declare, I And clouds that fly

Ye floods on high,
|
In empty air.

3 The shining worlds above
In glorious order stand;

Or in swift courses move,
By His supreme command.

He spake the word, I From nothing cam«
And all their frame | To praise the Lord.

4 Let all the nations fear

The God that rules above;
He brings His people near,
And makes them taste His love.

While earth and sky I His saints shall raise

Attempt His praise,
j
His honors high.
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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, I Rejoice again
Lift up your voice;

|
I say, rejoice.

3 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, I Rejoice, again
Lift up your voice;

|
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, I Rejoice, again
Lift up your voice;

|
I say, rejoice.

5 He all His foes shall quell,

Shall all our sins destroy,

And every bosom swell

With pure, seraphic joy;
Lift up your hearts, I Rejoice, again
Lift up your voice; |

I say, rejoice.

1 Welcome, delightful morn;
Thou day of sacred rest,

I hail thy kind return :

Lord, make these moments blessed :

From the low train I I soar to reach
Of mortal toys,

|
Immortal joys.

2 Now may the King descend,
And fill His throne of grace;

Thy sceptre, Lord, extend,
While saints address Thy face

:

Let sinners feel I And learn to know
Thy quickened word,

|
And fear the Lord.

3 Descend, celestial Dove,
With all Thy quickening powers;

Display the Saviour's love,

And bless the sacred hours :

Then shall my soul I Nor Sabbath days
New life obtain, | Be spent in vain.

720
To God the Father's throne
Your highest honors raise;

Glory to God the Son;
To God the Spirit praise;

With all our powers, eternal King,
Thy name we sing, while faith adores.
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721
2 Beyond the flight of time,

Beyond this vail of death,

There surely is some blessed clime
Where life is not a breath,

Nor life's affections transient fire,

Whose sparks fly upward to expire.

3 There is a world above,
Where parting is unknown;

A whole eternity of love,

Formed for the good alone;

And faith beholds the dying here
Translated to that happier sphere.

722
1 Faith is the polar star

That guides the Christian's way,
Direct- his wanderings from afar

To realms of endless day;

It points the course I And safely leads

Where'er he roam,
|
The pilgrim home.

2 Faith is the rainbow's form
Hung on the brow ot heaven,

The glory of the passing storm,

The pledge of mercy given;

It is the bright I Thro' which the saints

Triumphal arch | To glory march.

I"

3 The faith that works by love,
And purifies the heart,

A foretaste of the joys above
To mortals can impart;

It bears us through I And triumphs in

I
This earthly strife,

|
Immortal life.

723
1 Lord of the worlds above,

How pleasant and how fair

The dwellings of Thy love,

Thy earthly temples are !

To thine abode I W ith warm desires,

My heart aspires | To see my God.

2 The sparrow for her young
With pleasure seeks a nest,

And wandering swallows long
To find their wonted rest;

My spirit faints, I To rise and dwell
With equal zeal,

|
Among Thy saints.

3 happy souls that pray
Where God appoints to hear;
happy men that pay
Their constant service there :

: They praise Thee still I That love the way
J
And happy they |

To Ziou's hill.
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2 Love's redeeming work is done,
Fought the fight, the battle won;
Lo, the sun's eclipse is o'er;

Lo, he sets in blood no more.

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal;

Christ has burst the gates of hell;

Death in vain forbids His rise;

Christ hath opened paradise.

4 Lives again our glorious King;
"Where, 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,

Following our exalted Head;
Made like Him, like Him we rise;

Ours the cross, the grave, the skies.

725
1 Hark ! the song of Jubilee,

Loud as mighty thunders roar,

Or the fulness ot the sea

When it breaks upon the shore.

2 Hallelujah ! for the Lord
God omnipotent shall reign;

Hallelujah ! let the word
Echo rouud the earth and main.

3 Hallelujah ! hark, the sound
From the centre to the skies,

Wakes above, beneath, around,
All creation's harmonies.

4 See ! Jehovah's banner furled,

Sheath'd His sword—He speaks, 'tis done,
And the kingdoms of this world
Are the kingdom of His Son.

5 He shall reign from pole to pole,

With illimitable sway,
He shall reign, when, like a scroll,

Yonder heavens have passed away :

6 Then the end ;—beneath His rod
Man's last enemy shall fall

:

Hallelujah ! Christ in God,
God in Christ, is all in all.

720
1 Wake the song ofjubilee;
Let it echo o'er the sea;

Now is come the promised hour;
Jesus reigns with sovereign power.

2 All ye nations, join and sing,
" Christ of lords and kings is King;"
Let it sound from shore to shore,

• " Jesus reigns forevermore."

3 Now the desert lands rejoice,

And the islands join their voice;

Yea, the whole creation sings,
" Jesus is the King of kings."

727
Father, Son and Holy Ghost,
One in Three, anil 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.



GRACE. 7s. 203
DOLCI.

Come, said Je - sus' sa - cred voice, Come, and make my paths your choice
;

J I J I II I J i HJ -' J J
3

—

i^ ,—^ a g-0-w—

I I

T——

-

,

I 'will guide tou to your home ; "Wea - ry pilgrim, hith - er come!

I
'

I A el I I J J-j-^— —^'-f _—*— _ #~T
~gs *—Oni

728
2 Thou, who, homeless and forlorn,

Long hast borne the proud world's scorn,

Long hast roamed the barren waste,
Weary wanderer, hither haste.

3 Ye who, tossed on beds of pain,
Seek for ease, but seek in vain;

Ye, by fiercer anguish torn,

In remorse for guilt who mourn :

—

4 Hither come ! for here is found
Balm that flows for every wound;
Peace that ever shall endure,
Rest eternal, sacred, sure.*

729
1 Holt Ghost, with light divine,

Shine upon this heart of mine;
Chase the shades of night away;
Turn the darkness into day.

2 Holy Ghost, with power divine,

Cleanse this guilty heart of mine;
Long has sin, without control,
Held dominion o'er my soul.

3 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.

730
1 To Thy pastures fair and large,

Heavenly Shepherd, lead Thy charge,
And my couch with tenderest care,

'Mid the springing grass prepare.

2 When I faint with summer's heat,

Thou shalt guide my weary feet

To the streams that, still and slow,
Through the verdant meadows flow.

3 Safe the dreary vale I tread,

By the shades of death o'erspread,
With Thy rod and staff supplied,
This my guard—and that my guide,

4 Constant to my latest end,
Thou my footsteps shalt attend;
And shalt bid Thy hallowed dome
Yield me an eternal home.

731
1 Cast thy burden on the Lord;
Lean thou only on His word;
Ever will He be thy stay,

Though the heavens shall melt away

2 Ever in the "iging storm,
Thou shalt see His cheering form,
Hear His pledge of coming aid :

" It is I, be not afraid."

3 Cast thy burden at His feet;

Linger near His mercy-seat

:

He will lead thee by the hand
Gently to the better land.

4 He will gird thee by His power,
In thy weary, fainting hour;
Lean, then, loving, on His word;
Cast thy burden on the Lord.
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3 Grief and sighing quickly fled,

When she heard His welcome voice;

Just before she thought Him dead,

Now He bids her heart rejoice;

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

You who weep for Jesus' sake
He will wipe your tears away.

3 He who came to comfort her,

When she thought her all was lost,

Will for your relief appear,
Though you now are tempest-tossed,

On His word your burden cast,

On His love your thoughts employ;
Weeping for awhile may last,

But the morning brings the joy.

733
1 Who are these arrayed in white,

Brighter than the noon-day sun ?

Foremost of the sons of light:

Nearest the eternal throne ?

These are they that bore the cross;

Nobly for their Master stood;
Sufferers in His righteous cause;

Followers of the dying God.

2 Out of great distress they came;
Washed their robes, by faith, below,

In the blood of yonder Lamb

—

Blood that washes white as snow;
Therefore are they next the throne;

Serve their Maker day and night;

God resides among his own,
God doth in his saints delight

734
1 Lord, what offering shall we bring,

At Thine altars when we bow ?

Hearts, the pure, unsullied spring,
Whence the kind affections flow;

Soft compassion's feeling soul,

By the melting eye expressed

;

Sympathy, at whose control
Sorrow leaves the wounded breast;

2 Willing hands to lead the blind,

Bind the wounded, feed the poor;
Love, embracing all our kind;

Charity, with liberal store :

—

Teach us, Thou heavenly King,
Thus to show our grateful mind,

Thus th' accepted offering bring,

Love to Thee and all mankind.

735
1 'Tis a point I long to know;

Oft it causes anxious thought

:

Do I love the Lord, or no ?

Am I His, or am I not?
Could my heart so hard remain,
Prayer a task a burden prove,

Every trifle give me pain,
If I knew a Saviour's love ?

2 Lord, decide the doubtful case,

Thou who art Thy people's Sun;
Shine upon Thy work of grace,

If it be indeed begun.
Let me love Thee more and more,

If I love at all, I pray;
If I have not loved before,

Help me to begin to-day.
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2 'Tis an ever-varied flood,

Always rolling to its sea,

Slow, or quick, or mild, or rude,
Tending to Eternity.

737
1 Shepherd of Thy little flock,

Lead me to the shadowing rock,

Where the richest pasture grows,
Where the living water flows.

2 By that pure and silent stream,
Sheltered from the scorching beam,
Shepherd, Saviour, Guardian, Guitte,

Keep me ever near Thy side.

738
1 When, my Saviour, shall I he

Perfectly resigned to Thee ?

Poor and vdc in my own eyes,

Only in Thy wisdom wise '(

2 Only Thee content to know,
Ignorant of all below ?

Only guided by Thy light?

Only mighty ia Thy might?

3 Fully in my life express
All the heights of holiness;

Sweetly let my spirit prove
All the depths of humble love.

739
1 Sweet the time, exceeding sweet,

When the s lints together meet,

When the Saviour is the theme,

When they join to sing of Him.

2 Sing we then eternal love,

Such as did the Father move;
He beheld the world undone,
Loved the world, and gave His Son.

3 Sing the Son's amazing love;

How He left the realms above,
Took our nature, and our place,

Lived and died to save our race.

4 Sing we too the Spirit's love;

With our wretched hearts He strove,

Fdled our minds with grief and fear,

Brought the precious Saviour near.

5 Sweet the place, exceeding sweet,

Where the saints in glory meet,
Where the Saviour's stdl the theme.
Where they see and sing of Him.

74©
1 Softly 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 calm repose
At the holy Sabbath's close.

3 Still the Spirit lingers near
Where the evening worshipper
Seeks communion with the skies,

Pressing onward to the prize.

4 Siviour, may our Sabbaths be

Days of peace and joy in Thee,

Till in heaven our souls repose.

Where the Sabbath ne'er shall close.
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2 Though unworthy, Lord, 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;
Then on high we'll joyful raise

Songs of everlasting praise.

4 Lord! Thy mercies never fail;

Hail, celestial goodness, hail!

Be Thy glorious name adored,
Holy, holy, holy Lord!

743

1 Faint not, Christian! though the road
Leading to thy blest abode
Darksome be, and dangerous too,

Christ, thy Guide, will bring thee through.

2 Faint not, Christian! though the world
Has its hostile flag unfurled,
Hold the cross of Jesus fast;

Thou shalt overcome at last.

3 Faint not, Christian! though within
There's a heart so prone to sin,

Christ tl.«3 Lord is over all;

He'll not suffer thee to fall.

4 Faint not, Christian! look on high;
See the harpers in the sky;
Patient wait, and thou wilt join
Chant with them of love divine.
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1 Fathee of the human race,

Sanction with Thy heavenly grace
What on earth hath now been done,
That these twain be truly one.

2 One in sickness and in health,

One in poverty and wealth,
And as year rolls after year,

Each to other still more dear.

3 One in purpose, one in heart,

Till the mortal stroke shall part;
One in cheerful piety,

One forever, Lord, with Thee.

714
1 Peace! the welcome sound proclaim
Dwell with rapture on the theme;
Loud, still louder swell the strain,

Peace on earth, good will to men.

2 Breezes, whispering soft and low,
Gently murmur as ye blow

;

Breathe the sweet, celestial strain,

Peace on earth, good will to men.

3 Ocean's billows, far and wide
Rolling in majestic pride,

Loud, still louder swell the strain,

Peace on earth, good will to men.

4 Christians, who these blessings feel,

And in adoration kneel,
Loud, still louder swell the strain.

Praise to God, good will to men.
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2 Lord, on Thee our souls depend:
In compassion now descend

;

Fill our hearts with Thy rich grace;

Tone our lips to sing Thy praise.

3 In Thine own appointed way,
Now we seek Thee, here we stay;

Lord, we know not how to go,

Till a blessing Thou bestow.

4 Send some message from Thy word
That may joy and peace afford;

Let Thy Spirit now impart
Full salvation to each heart.

5 Comfort those who weep and mourn;
Let the time of joy return;

Those who are cast down lift up,
Make them strong in faith and hope,

6 Grant that all may seek, and find

Thee a gracious God and kind;
Heal the sick, the captive free;

Let us all rejoice in Thee.

746
1 Lord ofhosts, to Thee we raise

Here a house of prayer and praise;

Thou Thy people's hearts prepare

Here to mt^t t »r praise and prayer.

2 Let the living here be fed

With Thy word, the heavenly bread;

Here in hope of glory blessed,

May the dead be laid to rest.

3 Here to Thee a temple stand,

While the si Bhall gird the land;

Here reveal Thy mercy sure,

While the sun and moon endure.

4 Hallelujah ! earth and sky
To the joyful sound reply;
Hallelujah ! hence ascend
Prayer and praise till time shall end.

747
1 When thy mortal life is fled,

When the death-shades o'er thee spread,
When is finished thy career,

Sinner, where wilt thou appear ?

2 When the world has passed away,
When draws near the judgment day,
When the awful trump shall sound,
Say, 0, where wilt thou be found?

3 When the Judge descends in light,

Clothed in majesty and might,
When the wicked quail with fear,

Where, 0, where wilt thou appear?

4 What shall soothe thy bursting heart,

When the saints and thou must part?
When the good with joy are crowned,
Sinner, where wilt thou be found ?

5 While the Holy Ghost is nigh,
Quickly to the Saviour fly;

Then shall peace thy spirit cheer;

Then in heaven shalt thou appear.

748

Sing we to our God above
Praise eternal as His love:

Praise Him, all ye heavenly host—
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost
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2 Thee their guide and guard they own;
Thee they love, and Thee alone

:

Thee they follow day by day,
Fearful lest their feet should stray.

3 Lord, Thy helpless sheep behold;
Gather all unto Thy fold

;

Gently lead the wanderers home;
Watch them, lest again they roam.

4 Bring Thy sheep, now far astray,

Lost in Satan's evil way;
Then, the fold and shepherd one,
We shall praise Thee round the throne.

750
1 Holy Bible, book divine,

Precious treasure, thou art mine!
Mine, to tell me whence I came;
Mine, to teach me what I am;

2 Mine, to chide me when I rove;
Mine, to show a Saviour's love;

Mine art thou, to guide my feet;

Mine, to judge, condemn, acquit;

3 Mine, to comfort in distress;

If the Holy Spirit bless;

Mine, to show, by living faith,

How to triumph over death;

4 Mine, to tell ofjoys to come,
And the rebel sinner's doom;
0, thou precious book divine,

Precious treasure, thou art mine!

^
751

1 They who seek the throne of grace
Find that throne in every place;
If we live a life of prayer,
God is present every where.

2 In our sickness and our health,
In our want or in our wealth,
If we look to God in prayer,
God is present every where.

3 When our earthly comforts fail,

When the woes of life prevail,

'T is the time for earnest prayer;
God is present every where.

4 Then, my soul, in every strait,

To thy Father come and wait;

He will answer every prayer:
God is present every where.

75a
1 " Givk us room that we may dwell,"

Zion's children cry aloud:

See their numbers—how they swell!

How they gather like a cloud!

2 Oh, how bright the morning seems!
Brighter from so dark a night:

Zion is like one that dreams,
Filled with wonder and delight.

753
1 Shepherd of the ransomed flock,

Lead us to the shadowing rock,
Where the cooling Waters flow,

Where the freshening pastures grow.

2 Grant, Lord, that we may be
Ever glad to follow Thee;
And with thankful hearts rejoice,

When we hear Thy gracious voice.
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754
2 Could my zeal no respite know,
Could my tears forever flow,

All for sin could not atone;

Thou must save, and Thou alone;

Nothing in my hand I bring;
Simply to Thy cross I cling.

3 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my heart-strings break in death,
AYhen I soar to worlds unknown,
See Thee on Thy judgment throne,
Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee.

i Go to dark Gethsemane,
Ye that feel the tempter's power,

Tour Redeemer's conflict see,

Watch with Him one bitter hour;
Turn not from His griefs away,
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray.

I Follow to the judgment-hali

;

View the Lord of life arraigned;
the wormwood and the gall!

the pancrs His soul sustained!

Shun not suffering, shame, or loss;

Learn of Him to bear the cross.

i Calvary's mournful mountain climb;
There, adoring at His feet,

Mark that miracle of time,

God's own sacrifice complete:
" It is finished"— here 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 rise.

756
1 Gales from heaven, if God so will,

Sweeter melodies can wake,
On the lonely mountain rill,

Than the meeting waters make.
Who hath the Father and the Son,
May be left, but not alone.

2 Sick or healthful, slave or free,

Wealthy, or despised and poor—
What is that to him or thee,

So his love to Christ endure?
When the shore is won at last,

Who will count the billows past ?

757
1 Ye, who in nis courts are found,
Listening to the joyful sound,
Lost and helpless as ye are,

Sons of sorrow, sin, and care,
Glorify the King of kings,
Take the peace the gospel brings.

2 Turn to Christ your longing eyes.

View this bleeding sacrifice;

See, in Him, your sins forgiven,

Pardon, holiness, and heaven

:

Glorify the King of kings,

Take the peace the gospel brings.
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758
2 Thou hast bought me with Thy blood,
Opened wide the gate to God;
Peace I ask—but peace must be,

Lord, in being one with Thee.

3 May Thy will, not mine, be done;
May Thy will and mine be one:
Chase these doubtings from my heart;
Now Thy perfect peace impart.

4 Saviour! at thy feet I fall;

Thou my Life, my God, my All!

Let Thy happy servant be
One for evermore with Thee.

739

1 Time by moments steals away,
First the hour and then the day

;

Small the daily loss appears,
Yet it soon amounts to years.

2 Thus another year is flown;
Now it is no more our own,
If it brought or promised good,
Thau the years before the flood.

3 Favors, from the Lord received,
Sins, that have His Spirit grieved,
Marked by an unerring hand,
In His book recorded stand.

4 Spared to see another year,
Let Thy blessings meet us here;
Sun of Righteousness, arise,

Warm our hearts, and bless our eyes.
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760
1 Haste, sinner; now be wise;

Stay not for the morrow's sun:
Wisdom if you still despise,

Harder is it to be won.

2 Haste, and mercy now implore;
Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy season should be o'er,

Ere this evening's stage be run.

3 Haste, sinner, now return;
Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy lamp should cease to burn
Ere salvation's work is done.

4 Haste, sinner; now be blest;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,
Lest perdition thee arrest,

Ere the morrow is begun.

701
1 For a season called to part,

Let us then ourselves commend
To the gracious eye and heart
Of our ever present Friend.

2 Jesus, hear our humble prayer;
Tender Shepherd of Thy sheep,

Let Thy mercy and Thy care
All our souls in safety keep.

3 In Thy strength may we be strong:
Sweeten every cross and pain

;

Give us, if we live, ere long
Here to meet in pei.ee again.

762
Sing we to our God above
Praise eternal as His love;
Praise Him, all ye heavenly host-
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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763
2 Then shall God, with lavish hand,
Scatter blessings o'er the land;
Earth shall yield her rich increase,

Every breeze shall whisper peace,
And the world's remotest bound
With the voice of praise resound.

764
1 Saviouk, when in dust to Thee
Low we bow the adoring knee;
When, repentant, to the skies

Scarce we lift our streaming eyes;

O, by all Thy pains and woe,
Suffered once for man below,
Bending from Thy throne on high,
Hear our solemn litany.

2 By Thy helpless infant years;
By Thy life of wants and tears;
By Thy days of sore distress

In the savage wilderness;

By the dread permitted hour
Of the insulting tempter's power,

—

Turn, 0, turn a pitying eye;
Hear our solemn litany.

S By Thine hour of dire despair;
By Thine agony of prayer;
By the cross, the nail, the thorn,
Piercing spear and torturing scorn;
By the gloom that veiled the skies
O'er the dreadful sacrifice,

—

Listen to our humble cry

;

Hear our solemn litany.

4 By Thy deep, expiring groan;
By the sad sepulchral stone;
By the vault whose dark abode
Held in vain the rising God,

—

0, from earth to heaven restored,
Mighty, reascended Lord,
Listen, listen to the cry
Of our solemn litany.

765

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 accpted 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.

766
Sing we to our God above,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Praise eternal as His love;

Praise Him, all ye heavenly host
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767
2 Once indeed, like us below,

Pilgrims in this vale of tears,

Torturing pain and heavy woe,
Gloomy doubts, distressing fears,

These, alas! full well they knew,
Sad companions of their way

;

Oft on them the tempest blew,

Through the long and cheerless day.

3 Oft their vileness they deplored,

Wills perverse and hearts untrue,

Grieved they had not loved the Lord

—

Loved as they had wished to do

;

But these days of weeping o'er,

Past this scene of toil and pain,

They shall feel distress no more,

Never, never weep again.

768
1 Palms of glory, raiment bright,

Crowns that never fade away,
Gird and deck the saints in light;

Priests, and kings, and conquerors they

Ye t the conquerors bring their palms
To the Lamb amid the throne,

And proclaim, in joyful psalms,

Victory through His cross alone.

2 Kings for harps their crowns resign,

Crying, as they strike the chords,
" Take the kingdom; it is Thine,

King of kings and Lord of lords;"

Round the altar priests confess,

If their robes are white as snow,

'Twas the Saviour's righteousness,

And His blood that made them so.

3 Who are these? On earth they dwelt;

Sinners, once, of Adam's race;

Guilt, and fear, and suffering felt,

But were saved by sovereign grace.

They were mortal, too, like us;

Ah, when we, like them must die,

May our souls, translated thus,

Triumph, reign, and shine on high.

760
1 Swell the anthem, raise the song:

Praises to our God belong:

Saints and angels, join to sing

Praises to the heavenly King.
Blessings from His liberal hand
Flow around this happy land:

Kept by Him, no foes annoy:
Peace and freedom we enjoy.

2 Here beneath a virtuous sway,
May we cheerfully obey,
Never feel oppression's rod,

Ever own and worship God.
Hark! the voice of nature sings

Praises to the King of kings:

Let us join the choral song,
And the grateful notes prolong.

770

Praise the name of God most high
Praise Him, all below the sky,

Praise Him, all ye heavenly hoot,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost;
As through countless ages past,

Evermore His praise shall last.
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771
2 Soon for me the light of day
Shall forever pass away

;

Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take me Lord to dwell with Thee.

772
1 Gently, gently lay Thy rod
On my sinful head, God !

Stay thy wrath, in mercy stay,

Lest I sink beneath its sway.

2 Heal me, for my flesh is weak;
Heal me, for Thy grace I seek;

This my only plea I make

—

Heal me for Thy mercy's sake.

3 Who, within the silent grave,

Shall proclaim Thy power to save ?

Lord ! my sinking soul reprieve;

Speak, and I shall rise and live.

4 Lo ! He comes—He heeds my plea;

Lo ! He comes— the shadows flee;

Glory round me dawns once more
;

Rise, my spirit, and adore !

773
1 Depth of mercy ! can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?
( hi 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 Kindled His relentings are;

Me, He now delights to spare;
Cries, how shall I give thee up ?

Lets the lifted thunder drop.

4 There for me the Saviour stands

;

Shows His wounds, and spreads His hands;
God is love ! I know, I feel;

Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

5 Now incline me to repent;
Let me now my fall lament:
Now my foul revolt deplore:
Weep, believe, and sin no more.

774
1 Holt Spirit, from on high,
Bend o'er us a pitying eye;
Now refresh the drooping heart;
Bid the power of sin depart,

2 Light up every dark recess
Of our heart's ungodliness;
Show us every devious way
Where our steps have gone astray.

3 Teach us with repentant grief,

Humbly to imiilore relief;

Then the Saviour's blood reveal,
And our broken spirits heal.

4 May we daily grow in grace,
And pursue ^ie heavenly race,
Trained in wisdom, led by love,

Till we reach our rest above.
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775
2 Lord, when we approach Thy throne,
Make Thy power and glory known

:

Thus may we be taught to call

Humbly on the Lord of all,

And with reverence and fear

At Thy footstool to appear.

3 Teach us, as we breathe our woes,
On Thy promise to repose,
All Thy tender love to trace
In the Saviour's work of grace,
And with confidence depend
On a gracious God and Friend.

776
1 As the hart, with eager looks,
Panteth for the water-brooks,
So my soul, athirst for Thee,
Pants the living God to see:

When, when, with filial fear,

Lord, shall I to Thee draw near?

2 Why art thou cast down, my soul?
God, thy God, shall make thee whole:
Why art thou disquieted ?

God shall lift thy fallen head,
And His countenance benign
Be the saving health of tlnrie.

P=P-
777

r
1 Blessed are the sons of God:
They arc bought with Jesus' blood :

They are ransomed from the grave :

Life eternal they shall have :

With them numbered may we be,

Now and through eternity.

2 God did love them in His Son
Long before the world begun,
They the seal of this receive,

When on Jesus they believe.

With them numbered may we be,

Now and through eternity.

778
1 Blessed Saviour ! Thee I love,

All my other joys above

;

All my hopes in Thee abide,
Thou my hope, and naught beside

:

Ever let my glory be,

Only, only, only Thee.

2 Once again beside the cross,

All my gain I count but loss;

Earthly pleasures fade away,

—

Clouds they are that hide my day :

Hence, vain shadows ! let me see

Jesus crucified for me.
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779
2 As the winged arrow flies,

Speedily the mark to nnd;_

As the lightning from the skies,_

Cuts and leaves no trace behind-
Swiftly thus our fleeting days

Bear us down life's rapid stream :

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise,

All below is but a dream.

3 Thanks for mercies past receive,

Pardon of our sins renew

;

Teach us henceforth how to live,

With eternity in view.

Bless Thy word to young and old,
Fill us with a Saviour's love,

And when life's short tale is told,

May we dwell with Thee above.

780
Praise the name of God most high,
Praise Him all below the sky,
Praise Him, all ye heavenly host,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost;
As through countlsss ages past,

Evermore His praise shall last.
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2 Other refuge have 1 none;

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee;
Leave, ah, leave me not alone;

Still support and comfort me.
All my trust on Thee is stayed;

All my help from Thee I bring;
Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of Thy wing.

3 Thou, Christ, art all I want;
More than all in Thee I find;

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint

:

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is Thy name :

I am all unrighteousness

:

False, and full of sin, I am :

Thou art full of truth and grace.

783
1 Father, Thy paternal care

Has my guardian been, my guide
;

Every hallowed wish and prayer
Has Thy hand of love supplied;

Thine is every thought of bliss

Left by hours and days gone by

;

Every hope Thine offspring is,

Beaming from futurity.

2 Every sun of splendid ray,

Every moon that shines serene,

Every morn that welcomes day,
Every evening's twilight scene,

Every hour which wisdom brings,

Every incense at Thy shrine,

These, and all life's holiest things,

And its fairest, all are Thine.

3 And for all my hymns shall rise

Daily to Thy gracious throne;
Thither let my aching eyes
Turn, unwearied, righteous One.

Through life's strange vicissitude,

There reposing all my care,

Trusting still, through ill and good,
Fixed, and cheered, and counselled there.

783
1 Pilgrim, burdened with thy sin,

Come the way to Zion's gate:
There, till mercy speaks within,
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 grace appears.

2 Hark, it is the Saviour's voice!
" Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest

!"

Now within the gate rejoice,

Safe, and owned, and bought and blest

Safe, from all the lures of vice:

Owned, by joys the contrite know;
Bought by love, and life the price;

Blest, the mighty debt we owe.

3 Holy pilgrim ! what for thee

In a world like this remains?
From thy guarded breast shall flee

Fear, and shame, and doubts, and pains:
Fear—the hope of heaven shall fly,

Shame, from glory's view retire;

Doubt, in full belief shall die,

Pain, in endless bliss expire.
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2 All things living He doth feed,

His full hand supplies their need;
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

3 He His chosen race did bless,

In the wasteful wilderness;
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

4 He hath, with a piteous eye,
Looked upon our misery;
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

5 Let us, then, with joyful mind,
Praise the Lord, for He is kind;
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

785
1 If 'tis sweet to mingle where

Christians meet for social prayer;
If 'tis sweet with them to raise

Songs of holy joy and praise

—

Passing sweet that state must be,

Where they meet eternally.

2 Saviour, may these meetings prove
Antepasts to that above;
While we worship in this place,

May we go from grace to grace,
Till we each, in his degree,
Fit for endless glory be.

786
1 Haity, Saviour, should I be,

If I could but trust in Thee;
Trust Thy wis* lorn me to guide;
Trust Thy goodness to provide;
Trust Thy saving love and power;
Trust Thee every day and hour;

2 Trust Thee as the only light

In the darkest hour of night;
Trust in sickness, trust in health;
Trust in poverty and wealth

;

Trust in joy and trust in grief;

Trust Thy promise for relief;

3 Trust Thy blood to cleanse my soul;
Trust Thy grace to make me whole;
Trust Thee, living, dying too;
Trust Thee all my journey through;
Trust Thee till my feet shall be
Planted on the crystal sea.

787
1 When along life's thorny road,
Faints the soul beneath the load,
By its cares and sins oppressed,
Finds on earth no peace or rest;
When the wily tempter's near,
Filling as with doubts and fear:
Jesus, to Thy feet we flee,

Jesus, we will look to Thee.

2 Thou, our Saviour, from the throne
List'nest to Thy people's moan;
Thou, the living Head, dost share
Every pang Thy members bear

:

Full of tenderness Thou art,

Thou wilt heal the broken heart;
Full of power, Thine arm shall quell
All the rage and might of hell.

3 Mighty to redeem and save,

Thou hast overcome the grave;
Thou the bars of death hast riven,

Opened wide the gates of heaven :

Soon in glory Thou shalt come,
Taking Thy poor pilgrims home:
Jesus, then we all shall be,

Ever, ever, Lord, with Thee !
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788
Fix, oh fix our wavering mind

!

To Thy cross our spirit bind;
Earthly passions far remove,
Fill my soul with holy love.

Dust and ashes though we be,

Full of sin and misery,

Thine we are, Thou Son of God :

Take the purchase of Thy blood !

789
Father of eternal grace,

Glorify Thyself in me;
Meekly beaming in my face,

May the world Thine image see.

Happy only in Thy love,

Poor, unfriended, or unknown,
Fix my thoughts on things above,

Stay my heart on Thee alone.

Humble, holy, all resigned
To Thy will—Thy will be done !

Give me, Lord, the perfect mind
Of Thy well-beloved Son.

Counting gain and glory lost,

May I tread the path He trod

—

Die with Jesus on the cross,

Rise with Him to Thee, my God.
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2 Yonder stars that gild the sky.
Shine but with a borrowed light;

We, unless Thy light be nigh,
Wander, wrapt in gloomy night.

3 Sun of Righteousness ! dispel
All our darkness, doubts and fears;

May Thy light within us dwell,
Till eternal day appears.

791
1 People of the living God,

I have sought the world around,
Paths of sin and sorrow trod,

Peace and comfort no where found.

2 Now to you my spirit turns

—

Turns a fugitive unblest;
Brethren ! where your altar burns,
Oh, receive me into rest

!

3 Lonely I no longer roam,
Like the cloud, the wind, the wave :

Where you dwell shall be my home,
Where you die shall be my grave.

4 Mine the God whom you adore,
Your Redeemer shall be mine;

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

792
1 Jescs, all-atoninc Lamb,
Thine, and only Thine, I am :

Take my body, spirit, soul;

Only Thou possess the whole.

I

2 Thou my one thing needful be;
Let me ever cleave to Thee

;

Let me choose the better part

:

Let me give Thee all my heart.

3 Whom have I on earth below ?

Thee, and only Thee, I know

:

Whom have I in heaven but Thee?
Thou art all in all to me.

793
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 fulfil

What is pleasing in His sight;
Perfect us in all His will,

And preserve us day and night

;

3 Great Redeemer ! Thee we praise,
Who the covenant sealed with blood;

While our hearts and voices raise

Loud thanksgivings unto God.

794
1 Lord, whom winds and seas obey,
Guide us through the watery way;
In the hollow of Thy hand
Elide, and bring us safe to land.

2 Keep the souls whom now we leave;
Bid them to each other cleave;
Bid them walk on life's rough sea;
Bid them come by faith to Thee.

3 Save, untill these tempests end,
All who on Thy love depend;
Waft our happy spirits o'er;

Land us on the heavenly shore.
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2 Thou the hope and refuge art

Of remotest lands apart;
Distant isles and tribes unknown,
'Mid the ocean waste and lone.

3 Thou dost visit earth, and rain
Blessings on the thirsty plain.

From the copious founts on high,
From the rivers of the sky.

4 Thus the clouds Thy power confess,

And Thy paths drop fruitfulness,

And the voice of song and mirth
Rises from the tribes of earth !

796
1 Hasten, Lord, the glorious time

When, beneath Messiah's sway,
Every nation, every clime,

Shall the gospel call obey.

2 Mightiest kings His power shall own,
Heathen tribes His name adore;

Satan and his host, o'erthrown,
Bound in chains, shall hurt no more.

3 Then shall wars and tumults cease,
Then be banished grief and pain;

Righteousness, and joy, and peace,
Undisturbed, shall ever reign.

4 Bless we, then, our gracious Lord,
Ever praise His holy name,

All His mighty acts record,

All His wondrous love proclaim.

797
1 Christ, of all my hopes the ground,

Christ, the Spring of all my joy,
Still in Thee let me be found,

Still for Thee my powers employ.

2 Fountain of o'erflowing grace,
Freely from Thy fulness give;

Till I close my earthly race.

Be it " Christ for me to live."

3 When I touch the blessed shore,

Back the closing waves shall roll;

Death's dark stream shall never more
Part from Thee my ravished soul.

4 Thus, thus an entrance give
To the land of cloudless sky;

Having known it " Christ to live,"

Let me know it " gain to die."

798
1 Bless, Lord, the opening year
To each soul assembled here;

Clothe Thy word with power divine;

Make us willing to be Thine.

2 Where Thou hast Thy work begun,
Give new strength the race to run;
Scatter darkness, doubts and fears;

Wij)e away the mourner's tears.

3 Bless us all, both old and young;
Call forth praise from every tongue

:

Let the whole assembly prove
All Thy power and all Thy love.

799
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.
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2 Thou, -who hast our plans prepared,
Make us meet for our reward;
Then with all Thy saints descend :

Then our earthly trials end.

3 Mindful of Thy chosen race,

Shorten these vindictive days;
Who for full redemption groan;
Hear us now, and save Thine own.

4 Now destroy the man of sin,

Now Thine ancient flock bring in
;

Filled with righteousness divine,

Claim a ransomed world for Thine.

5 Plant Thy heavenly kingdom here;
Glorious in Thy saints appear :

Speak the sacred number sealed

;

Speak the mystery revealed.

801

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.

3 Heaven and earth must pass away

—

Songs of praise shall crown that day;
God will make new heavens and earth-

Songs of praiA } shall hail their birth.

4 And shall man alone be dumb,
Till that glorious kingdom come ?

No; the Church delights to raise

Psalms and hymns and songs of praise,

5 Saints below, with heart and voice,

Still in songs of praise rejoice;

Learning here by faith and love,

Songs of praise to sing above.

5 Borne upon the latest breath,
Songs of praise shall conquer death

;

Then amidst eternal joy,
Songs of praise their powers employ.

802

1 Saw ye not the cloud arise,

Little as a human hand !

Now it spreads along the skies,

Hangs o'er all the thirsty land

2 Lo, the promise of a shower
Drops already from above;

But the Lord will shortly pour
All the blessings of His love.

3 When He first the work begun,
Small and feeble was its day;

Now the word doth swiftly run,

Now it wins its widening way.

4 Sons of God, your Saviour praise;

He the door hath opened wide;

He hath given the word of grace;

Jesus' word is glorified.



222 HENDON. 7s. 61.
Dr C. Malaic.

r--~-—-jfc—j—p—i—i—Ttf-p-^—^

—

Phs—I—o—o- -[—•- jF7* »

—

;

r r r r r r r \ i i

Ma - ny cen - tu - lies have fled Since our Sa - viour

And this sa - cred feast or - dained, Ev - er by His

J J J J J J i i W- -d-

j^Pgg =?="

:F
broke the bread, >

church re - tained : ) Those His bo - dy who dis - cern Thus shall

:p=zp

meet till His -re - turn,
'

I
i

si. _<=L -<=L -o.

Thus shall meet till turn.

803
2 Through tbe church's long eclipse,

When, from priest or pastor's lips,

Truth divine was never heard,
'Mid the famine of the word,
Still these symbols witness gave
To His love who died to save.

3 All who bear the Saviour's name,
Here their common faith proclaim;
Though divine in tongue, or rite,

Here one body we unite.

Breaking thus one mystic bread;
Members of one common Head.

804
1 Quiet, Lord, my froward heart,

Make me teachable and mild,

Upright, simple, free from art,

.Make me as a weaned child;

From distrust and envy free.

Pleased with all that pleases Thee.

2 What Thou shalt to-day provide,
Let me as a child receive;

What to-morrow may betide,

Calmly to Thy wisdom leave;

'Tis enough that Thou wilt care

—

Why should I the burden bear ?

3 As a little child relies

On a care beyond its own

;

Knows he's neither strong nor wise,
Fears to stir a step alone

;

Let me thus with Thee abide,

As my Father, Guard, and Guide.

805
1 Heakt of stone, relent, relent

!

Break, by Jesus' cross subdued;
See His body mangled, rent,

Covered with His flowing blood

:

Sinful soul, what hast thou done !

Crucified th' incarnate Son !

2 Yes : thy sins have done the deed,
Driven the nails that fixed Him there :

Crowned with thorns His sacred Head,
Pierced Him with the cruel spear,

Made His soul a sacrifice,

While for sinful man He dies.

3 Wilt thou let Him bleed in vain ?

Still to death thy Lord pursue?
Open all His wounds again,
And the shameful cross renew ?

No : with all my sins I'll part;
Break, oh break my bleeding heart

!
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Watchman, does its beauteous ray Aught of hope or joy fore - tell ?

806
2 Watchman, tell us of the night;

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

Peace and truth, its course portends.
Watchman, will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them birth ?

Traveller, a'res are its own;
See ! it bursts o'er all the earth !

3 'Watchman, tell us of the night,
For the morning seems to dawn.

Traveller, darkness takes its flight,

Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watchman, let thy wanderings cease;
Hie thee to thy ^uiet home.

Traveller, lo, the Prince of Peace,
Lo, the Son of God is come !

807
. Loed of earth ! thy forming hand
Well this beauteous frame hath planned,
Woods that wave, and hills that tower,
Ocean rolling in his power :

Yet, amid this scene so fair,

Should I cease Thy smile to share,
What were all its joys to me?
Whom have I on earth but Thee ?

3 Lord of heaven ! beyond our sight
Shines a world of purer light

:

There, in love's unclouded reign,
Parted hands Bhall meet again :

Oli, that world is passing fair !

Yet, if Hum wert absent there,

What were all its joys to me ?

Whom have I in heaven but Thee ?

3 Lord of earth and heaven ! my breast
Seeks in Thee its only rest

:

I was lost; Thy accents mild
Homeward lured Thy wandering child.

Oh ! should once Thy smile divine
Cease upon my soul to shine,

What were earth or heaven to me
Whom have I in each but Thee ?

808
1 Sleep not, soldier of the cross !

Foes are lurking all around:
Look not here to tind repose :

This is but thy battle ground.

2 Up ! and take thy shield and sword;
Up ! it is the call of Heaven :

Shrink not faithless from thy Lord;
Nobly strive as he hath striven.

3 Break through all the force of ill

;

Tread the might of passion down,

—

Struggling onward, onward still,

To the conqu'ring Saviour's crown !

4 Through the midst of toil and pain.
Let this thought ne'er leave thy breast'

Every triumph thou dost gain
Makes more sweet thy coming rest.

809
Praise to God on high be given;
Praise Him all in earth and heaven;
Praise Him at the dawn of light,

Praise Him at returning night;
Saints below and saints above,
Praise, O praise the God of love.
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810
2 All thy crimes on Him were laid;

See upon His blameless head
Wrath its utmost vengeance pours,

Due to my offence and yours;

Weary sinner, keep thine eyes

On the atoning sacrifice.

3 Cast thy guilty soul on Him,
Find Him mighty to redeem;
At His feet thy burden lay,

Look thy doubts and fears away;
Now by faith the Son embrace,
Plead His promise, trust His grace.

4 Lord, Thy arm must be revealed,

Ere I can by faith be healed

;

Since I scarce can look to Thee,

Cast a gracious eye on me;
At Thy feet myself I lay,

Take, take my sins away.

811
1 From the cross uplifted high,

Where the Saviour deigns to die,

What melodious sounds we hear,

Bursting on the ravished ear !

—

" Love's redeeming work is done

—

Come and welcome, sinner, come !"

5 Sprinkled now with blood the throne,

Why beneath thy burdens groan ?

On My piercad body laid,

Justice owns the ransom paid

—

Bow the knee, embrace the Son

—

Come and welcome, sinner, come !

8*3

1 By Thy Spirit, Lord, reprove,

All my inmost sins reveal,

Sins against Thy light and love

Let me see, and &t me feel

;

Sins that crucified my Lord,
Sins against Thy precious blood.

2 Jesus, seek Thy wandering sheep,

Make me restless to return;

Bid me look on Thee, and weep,
Bitterly, as Peter, mourn :

—

Till I say, by grace restored,
" Now, Thou know'st I love Thee, Lord. ,!

3 remember me for good,
Passing through the mortal vale;

Show me the atoning blood,
When my strength and spirit fail;

Give my fainting soul to see

Jesus crucified for me.
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1 Weeping soul, no longer mourn,
Jesus all thy griefs hath borne ;

View him bleeding on the tree,

Pouring out his life for thee;

There thy every sin he bore,

Weeping soul, lament uo more.

J All thy crimes on him were laid;

See upon his blameless head
Wrath its utmost vengeance pours.

Due to my offense and yours;
Weary sinner, keep thine eyes

On the atoning sacrifice.

;i ( last thy guilty soul on him,

Kind him mightv to redeem
;

At bis feet thy burdenTby,
L >ok thy doubts and {ears away

;

Now by faith the Son embrace,
Plead his promise, tiu^-t his grace.

4 Lord, thy arm must be revealed,

Ere I ran by faith be healed
;

Siuce I scarce can look to thee,

Cast a gracious eye on me

;

At thy feet myself I lay,

Shiue, oh, shine my sins away
TopLADY.

1 Heart of stone, relent, relent

;

Break, by Jesus' cross subdued

;

See his body mangled, rent,

Covered with a gore of blood
;

Sinful soul, what hast thou done ?

Crucified th' eternal Son.

2 Yes, thy sins have done the deed,

Driven the nails thai fixe 1 him there,

Crowned with thorns his sacred head,
Plunged into his side the spear,

Made his soul a sacrifice,

While for sinful man he dies.

3 Wilt thou let him bleed in vain ?

Still to death thy Lord pursue ?

Open all his wounds again ?

And the shameful cross renew ?

"No! with all my sins I'll pavt.

Saviour, take my broken heart."

C. Wesley.

412« False Confidence. (373 1

1 Once I thought my mountain strong.

Firmly fixed no more to move
;

Then my Saviour was my song,

Then my soul was filled with love
Those were happy, golden davs,

Sweetly spent in prayer and praise.
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813
2 Little then myself I knew,

Little thought of Satan's power;

Now I feel my sins anew,
Now I feel the stormy hour :

Sin has put my joys to flight,

Sin has turned my day to night.

3 Saviour ! shine, and cheer my soul;

Bid my dying hopes revive;

Make my wounded spirit whole;
Far away the tempter drive :

Speak the word and set me free;

Let me live alone to Thee.

814
1 When this passing world is done,

When has sunk yon glaring sun,

When we stand with Christ in glory,

Lookimr o'er life's finished story,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
>ot till then—how much I owe.

2 When I stand before the throne,

Dressed in beauty not my own,
When I see Thee as Thou art,

Love Thee with unsinning heart,

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

3 When the praise of heaven I hear,

Loud as thunders to the ear,

Loud as many waters' noise,

Sweet as harp's melodious voice,

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

815
1 Chosen not for good in me,
Wakened up from wrath to flee,

Hidden in the Saviour's side,

By the Spirit sanctified,

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

2 Oft I walk beneath the cloud,
Dark as midnight's gloomy shroud;
But when fear is at the height,

Jesus comes and all is light

,

B) essed Jesus ! bid me show
Doubting saints how much I owe.

3 Oft the nights of sorrow reign— '

Weeping, sickness, sighing, pain;
But a night Thine anger burns

—

Morning comes, and joy returns :

God of comforts ! bid me show
To Thy poor how much I owe.

4 When in flowery paths I tread,

Oft by sin I'm captive led,

Oft I fall, but still arise—
Jesus comes—the tempter flies :

Blessed Jesus ! bid me show
Weary sinners all I owe.

816
Praise the name of God most high,

Praise Him all below the sky,

Praise Him, all ye heavenly host,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost;

As through countless ages past,

Evermore His praise shall last.
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2 Joyful, all ye nations, rise;

Join the triumphs of the skies;

With the angelic hosts proclaim
" Christ is born in Bethlehem."

3 Veiled in flesh, the Godhead see;

Hail, the incarnate Deity;
Pleased as man with men to appear
Jesus, our Immanuel, here.

4 Mild He lays His glory by

;

Born that man no more may die;

Born to raise the sons of earth

;

Born to give them second birth.

5 Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace
Hail, the Sun of Righteousness !

Light and life to all He brings,

Risen with healing in His wings.

818
1 " Come up hither; come away;"

Thus the ransomed spirits sing;
Here is cloudless, endless day;
Here is everlasting spring.

2 Come up hither; come and dwell
With the living hosts above;

Come, and let your bosoms swell

With their burning songs of love.

3 Come up hither; come and share
In the sacred joys that rise,

Like an ocean, every where
Through the myriads of the skies.

T^
4 Come up hither ; come and shine

In the robes of spotless white

;

Palms and harps and crowns are thine;
Hither, hither wing your flight.

5 Come up hither; hither speed;
Rest is found in heaven alone

;

Here is all the wealth you need;
Come and make this wealth your own.

819
1 In the sun, and moon, and stars,

Signs and wonders there shall be;
Earth shall quake with inward wars,

Nations with perplexity.

2 Soon shall ocean's hoary deep,
Tossed with stronger tempests, rise;

Wilder storms the mountains sweep,
Louder thunder rock the skies.

3 Dread alarms shall shake the proud,
Pale amazement, restless fear;

And amid the thunder cloud
Shall the Judge of man appear.

4 But, though from His awful face,
Heaven shall fade, and earth shall fly;

Fear not ye, His chosen race,
Your redemption draweth nigh.

1 See the ransomed millions stand,
Palms of conquest in their hand;
This before the throne their strain

—

" Hell is vanquished, Death is slain."

2 " Blessing, honor, glory, might,
Are the Conqueror's native right;
Thrones and powers before Him fall,

Lamb of God, and Lord of alL"
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Lord, if Thou Thy grace impart,
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Poor in spi - rit, meek in heart,

821
2 Simple, teachable and mild,
Changed into a little child;

Pleased with all the Lord provides,

Weaned from all the world besides.

3 Father, fix my soul on Thee;
Every evil let me flee;

Nothing want beneath, above,
Happy in Thy precious love.

4 that all may seek and find

Every good in Jesus joined !

Him let Israel still adore,

Trust Him, praise Him evermore.

822
1 Sinners, turn ! why will ye die ?

God, your Maker, asks you why?
God, who did your being give,

Made you with Himself to live;

2 He the fatal cause demands,
Asks the wvrk of His own hands;
"Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Will ye cross His love, and die ?

3 Sinners, turn; why will ye die ?

God, your Saviour, asks you why?
God, who did your souls retrieve,

Died Himself, that ye might live.

4 Will you let Him die in vain,

Crucify your Lord again ?

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why
Will ye slight His grace and die ?

823
1 Hasten, Lord, to my release,

Haste to help me, my God !

Foes, like armed bands, inci*ease;

Turn them back the way they trod

2 Dark tempations round me press;

Evil thoughts my soul assail;

Doubts and fears, in my distress,

Rise till flesh and spirit fail.

3 Those that seek Thee shall rejoice;

I am bowed with misery;
Yet I make Thy law my choice;
Turn, my God, and look on me.

4 Thou my only Helper art,

My Redeemer from the grave;
Strength of my desiring heart,

Do not tarry—haste to save.

824
1 When on Sinai's top I see

God descend in majesty
To proclaim His holy law,
All my spirit sinks with awe.

2 When in ecstasy sublime,

Tabor's glorious mount I climb,
In 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

!
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2 With my burden I begin :

Lord, remove this load of sin;

Let Thy blood, for sinners spilt,

Set my conscience free from guilt.

3 Lord, I come to Thee for rest;

Take possession of my breast;

There Thy blood-bought right maintain
And without a rival reign.

8*56

1 Lord, forever at Thy side

Let my place and portion be;

Strip me of the robe of pride;

Clothe me -with humility.

2 Meekly may my soul receive

All Thy Spirit hath revealed;

Thou hast spoken ; I believe,

Though the oracle be sealed.

3 Humble as a little child,

Weaned from its mother's breast,

By no subtleness beguiled,
On Thy faithful word I rest.

4 Israel, now and evermore
In the Lord Jehovah trust;

Him in all His ways adore,

Wise, and powerful, and just.

827
•

1 They who on the Lord rely,

Safely dwell, though danger 's nigh;

Lo, His sheltering wings are spread

O'er each faithful servant's head.

2 Vain temptation's wily snare;
Christians are Jehovah's care;
Harmless flies the shaft by day,
Or in darkness wings its way.

3 When they wake, or when they sleep,

Angel guard6 their vigils keep;
Death and danger may be near;
Faith and love have nought to fear

828
1 Children, listen to the Lord,
And obey His gracious word;
Seek His face with heart and mind

;

Early seek, and you shall find.

2 Sorrowful, your sins confess;

Plead His perfect righteousness;

See the Saviour's bleeding side;

Come, you will not be denied.

3 For His worship now prepare;
Kneel to Him in fervent prayer;
Serve Him with a perfect heart;

Never from His ways depart.

829
1 Lord, assist us by Thy grace
To instruct our infant race;

Grant us wisdom from above,
Fill us with a Saviour's love.

2 May we teach them day by day,
In the house, and by the way,
When they rise, and when they rest,

Till Thy truth shall make them blessed.

3 Gracious Saviour, hear our prayer

:

We commit them to Thy care;

Be their Shepherd and their Guide;
Bring them to Thy bleeding side.
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2 While we seek supplies of grace,

Through the dear Redeemer's name,
Show Thy reconciling face;

Take away our sin and shame :

From our worldly cares set free,

May we rest this day in Thee.

3 Here we come, Thy name to praise,

Let us feel Thy presence near;
May Thy glory meet our eyes,

While we in Thy house appear :

Here afford us, Lord, a taste

Of our everlasting feast.

4 May the Gospel's joyful sound
Conquer sinners, comfort saints;

Make the fruits of grace abound;
Bring relief from all complaints

:

Thus let all our Sabbaths prove,
Till we join the church above.

831
1 Many woes had Christ endured,

Many sore temptations met,
Patient and to pains inured;
But the sorest trial yet

Wm to be sustained in thee,

Gloomy, sad Gethsemane.

2 Came at length the dreadful night;
Vengeance, with its iron rod,

Stood, and with collected might,
Bruised the harmless Lamb of God :

See, my soul, my Saviour see,

Prostrate in Gethsemane.

3 There my God bore all my guilt;

This, thro' grace, can be believed;
But the horrors which He felt

Are too vast to be conceived

:

None can penetrate through thee,

Doleful, dark Gethsemane.

4 Sins against a holy God,
Sins against His righteous laws,

Sins against His love, His blood,
Sins against His name and cause-

Sins immense as is the sea !

Hide me, Gethsemane.

5 Here 's my claim, and here alone;
None a Saviour more can need

;

Deeds of righteousness I've none;
No, not one good work to plead

:

Not a glimpse of hope for me,
Only in Gethsemane.

832

1 Now, with angels round the throne,
Cherubim and seraphim,

And the church, which still is one,
Let us swell the solemn hymn;

Glory to the Great I Am !

Glory to the Victim Lamb.

2 Blessing, honor, glory, might,
And dominion infinite,

To the Father of our Lord,
To the Spirit and the Word,
As it was all worlds before,

Is, and shall be evermore.
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833
2 Ye are travelling home to God
In the way the lathers trod

;

They are happy now, and ye
Soon their happiness shall see.

3 Shout, ye little flock, and blessed !

You on Jesus' throne shall rest;

There your seat is now prepared;
There your kingdom and reward.

4 Fear not, brethren; joyful stand
On the borders of your land

;

Christ, your Father's darling Son,
Bids you undismayed go on.

5 Lord, submissive make us go,
Gladly leaving all below

;

Only Thou our Leader be,

And we still will follow Thee.

834
1 Go, ye messengers of God,

Like the beams of morning, fly;

Take the wonder-working rod,
Wave the banner-cross on high.

2 Where the tow'ring minaret
Gleams along the morning skies,

Wave it till the crescent set,

And the " Star of Jacob" rise.

3 Go, to many a tropic isle,

In the bosom of the deep,
Where the skies forever smile,

And the oppressed forever weep.

4 O'er the negro's night of care,

Pour the living light of heaven

;

Chase away the fiend despair,

Bid him hope to be forgiven.

5 Where the golden gates of day
Open on the palmy East,

Wide the bleeding cross display,

Spread the gospel's richest feast.

6 Circumnavigate the ball,

Visit every soil and sea,

Preach the cross of Christ to all

;

Jesus' love is full and free.

83*1

1 Hark ! a voice divides the sky !

Happy are the faithful dead,
In the Lord who sweetly die

!

They from all their toils are freed.

2 Ready for their glorious crown

—

Sorrows past and sins forgiven

—

Here they lay their burden down,
Hallowed, and made meet for heaven.

3 When from flesh the spirit, freed,

Hastens homeward to return,

Mortals cry—" A man is dead !"

Angels sing—" A child is born !"

4 Born into the world above,
They our happy brother greet;

Bear him to the throne of love,

Place him at the Saviour's feet

!

5 Jesus smiles, and says—" Well done !

Good and faithful servant thou !

Enter and receive thy crown;
Reign with me triumphant now."
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3 Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,

Is our destined end and way;
But to act, that each to-morrow
Find us further than to-day.

4 Lives of true men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time;

5 Footprints which perhaps another,
Sailing o'er life's solemn main,

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother
Seeing, shall take heart again.

6 Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.

837
1 Love divine, all love excelling,

Joy of heaven, to earth come down;
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling,

All Thy faithful mercies crown :

Jesus, Thou art all compassion;
Pure unbounded love Thou art;

Visit us with Thy salvation,

Enter every trembling heart.

2 Breathe, breathe Thy loving Spirit
Into every troubled breast

;

Let us all in Thee inherit,

Let us fiml that second rest;

Come, almighty to deliver,

Let us all Thy life receive;

Suddenly return, and never,

Ne~er more Thy temples leave.

3 Finish then Thy new creation

;

Pure and spotless let us be

;

Let us see Thy great salvation

Perfectly restored in Thee

;

Changed from glory into glory,
Till in heaven we take our place,

Till we cast our crowns before Thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.

838
1 Worship, honor, glory, blessing,

Lord, we offer to Thy name;
Young and old, their thanks expressing,
Join Thy goodness to proclaim

;

As the hosts of heaven adore Thee,
We too bow before Thy throne;

As the angels serve before Thee,
So on earth Thy will be done.

839
1 Sing, my tongue, the Saviour's glory;

Tell His triumph far and wide;
Tell aloud the famous story

Of His body crucified;

How upon the cross a victim

Vanquishing in death, He died.

2 Eating of the tree forbidden,

Man had sunk in Satan's snare,

When our pitying Creator
Did this second tree prepare

;

Destined, many ages later,

That first evd to repair.

3 Blessing, honor everlasting,

To the immortal Deity

;

To the Father, Son, and Spirit,

Equal praises ever be;

Glory through the earth and heaven
To our God in Trinity.
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2 Jesus only ; when the hillows

Cold and sullen o'er me roll;

Jesus only ; when the trumpet
Rends the tomb and wakes the soul.

3 Jesus only ; when in judgment
Boding fears my heart appal

;

Jesus only ; when the wretched
On the rocks and mountains call.

4 Jesus only; when, adoring,
Saints their crowns before Him bring;

Jesus only, I will joyous,
Through eternal ages sing.

841
1 Dread Jehovah, God of nations,

From Thy temple in the skies,

Hear Thy people's supplications:

Now for their deliverance rise.

2 Though our sins, our hearts confounding,
Long and loud for vengeance call,

Thou hast mercy more abounding

;

Jesus' blood can cleanse them all.

3 Let that love veil our transgression

;

Let that blood our guilt efface;

Save Thy people from oppression,
Save from spoil Thy holy place.

4 Lo, with deep contrition turning,

Humbly at Thy feet we bend;
Hear us, fasting, praying, mourning;
Hear us, spare us, and defend.

842
1 In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time;
All the light of sacred story
Gathers round its head sublime.

2 When the woes of life o'ertake me,
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,

Never shall the cross forsake me;
Lo, it glows with peace and joy.

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

From the cross the radiance streaming
Adds new lustre to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,

By the cross are sanctified

;

Peace is there that knows no measure,
Joys that through all time abide.

5 In the cross of Christ I glory,
Towering o'er the wrecks of time;

All the light of sacred story
Gathers round its head sublime.

843
1 Praise the Saviour all ye nations;

Praise Him, all ye hosts above:
Shout, with joyful acclamations,

His divine, victorious love.

2 With my substance I will honor
My Redeemer and my Lord;

Were ten thousand worlds my manor.
All were nothing to His word.

3 While the heralds of salvation
His abounding grace proclaim.

Let His friends, of every station,

Gladly join to spread His fame.
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Our absent King the watchword gave,

—

" Let every lamp be burning;"
We look afar, across the wave,
Our distant home discerning :

For now wc stand on Jordan's strand,
Our friends are passing over;

And just before, the shining shore
We may almost discover.

Should coming days be dark and cold,
Wc will not yield to sorrow,

For hope will sing, with courage bold,
" There's glory on the morrow :"

For now we stand, &c.
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4 Let storms of woe in whirlwinds rise,

Each cord on earth to sever,

—

There—bright and joyous in the skies

—

There—is our home forever,

For now we stand, &c.

845
1 Jesus our King, in mercy bring

Thine aid for every duty

;

And soon a nobler song we'll sing
And see Thee in Thy beauty.

There sorrow's tear shall flow no more;
But eyes with love be gleaming;

For over all the " shining shore,"
Thy radiant smile ia beaming.
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2 Oh! the lost, the unforgotten,
Though the world be oft forgot

;

Oh! the shrouded and the lonely!

In our hearts they perish not.

3 Living in the silent hours
Where our spirits only blend;

They, unlinked with earthly troubles;

We, still hoping for its end.

4 How such holy memories cluster

Like the stars when storms are past;

Pointing up to that far heaven
We may hope to gain at last.

847

1 Cease, ye mourners, cease to languish,
O'er the grave of those you love;

Pain, and death, and night and anguish,
Enter not the world above.

2 Wlnle our silent steps are straying
Lonely through night's deepening shade,

Glory's brightest beams are playing
Round the happy Christian's head.

3 Light and peace at once deriving

From the hand of God most high,

In His glorious presence living,

They shall never, never die.

4 Endless pleasure, pain excluding,

Sickness, there, no more can come;
There, no fear of woe intruding,

Sheds o'er heaven a moment's gloom.

848
1 Light of those whose dreary dwelling

Borders on the shades of death,

Come, and thy dear self revealing,
Dissipate the clouds beneath.

2 Still we wait for Thine appearing;
Life and joy Thy beams impart,

Chasing all our fears and cheering
Every poor, benighted heart.

3 Save us in Thy great compassion,
Thou mild, pacific Prince:

Give the knowledge of salvation,

Give the pardon of our sins.

4 By Thine all-sufficient merit,

Every burdened soul release;

By the influence of Thy spirit,

Guide us into perfect peace.

849
1 Saviour, breathe an evening blessing,

Ere repose our spirits seal

;

Sin and want we come confessing,

Thou canst save, and Thou canst heal.

2 Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Ansel-guards from Thee surround us;
We are safe, if Thou art nigh.

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,
Darkness cannot hide from Thee;

Thou art He, who never weary,
Watchest where Thy people be.

4 Should swift death this night o'ertake us.

And our couch become our tomb,
May the last loud trump awake as,

Clad in bright and deathless bloom.
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850
2 Startled at the solemn warning,

Let the earth-bound soul arise;

Christ, her Suu, all sloth dispelling,

Shines upon the morning skies.

3 Lo, the Lamb, so long expected,

Comes with pardon down from heaven;
Let us haste with tears of sorrow,
One and all to be forgiven.

4 So, when next He comes in slory,
Wrapping all the earth in fear,

May He then as our Defender
On the clouds of heaven appear.

851
1 We are living, we are dwelling,

In a grand and awful time,
In an age on ages telling,

To be living is sublime.

2 Hark! the waking up of nations,
Gog and Magog to the fray,

Hark! what soundeth? is creation

Groaning for its latter day ?

3 Will ye play, then, will ye dally,

With your music and your wine?
Up! it is Jehovah's rally!

God's own arm hath need of thine,

4 Hark! the onset! will ye fold your
Faith-clad arms in lazy lock?

Up, up, thou drowsy soldier;

VV orlds are charging to the shock.

5 Worlds are charging— heaven beholding;
Thou hast but an hour to fight

;

Now the blazoned cross unfolding,
On—right onward, for the right.

6 On! let all the soul within you
For the truth's sake go abroad!

Strike! let every nerve and sinew
Tell on ages—tell for God!

852
1 Crown His head with endless blessing,

Who, in God the Father's name,
With compassion never ceasing,

Comes, salvation to proclaim.

2 Lo, Jehovah, we adore Thee

—

Thee, our Saviour—Thee, our God;
From Thy throne let beams of glory

Shine through all the world abroad.

3 Jesus! Thee our Saviour hailing,

Thee our God in praise we own;
Highest honors, never failing,

Rise eternal round Thy throne.

4 Now, ye saints, His power confessing,

In your grateful strains adore;
For His mercy, never ceasing,

Flows, and flows for evermore.

853
1 noLY Ghost, dispel our sadness;

Pierce the clouds of sinful night;
Come, Thou source of sweetest gladness,

Breathe Thy life, and spread Thy light

2 Author of our new creation,

Bid us all Thine influence prove;
Make our souls Thy habitation;

Shed abroad the Saviour's love.
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854
2 Many for his crying chid him,

But he called the louder still

;

Till the gracious Saviour bid him

—

" Come, and ask Me what you will."

3 Money was not what he wanted,
Though by begging used to live;

But he asked, and Jesus granted
Alms which none but He could give.

4 " Lord, remove this grievous blindness,

Let my eyes behold the day ?
"

Straight he saw, and, won by kindness,
Followed Jesus in the way.

5 Oh ! methinks 1 hear him praising,
Publishing to all around:

" Friends, is not my case amazing ?

What a Saviour I have found!

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

Surely they would hasten to Him,
He would cause them all to see."

855
1 Take my heart, Father, take it!

Make and keep it all Thine own

;

Let Thy Spirit melt and break it

—

This proud heart of sin and stone.

2 Father, make it pure and lowly,

Fond of peace and far from strife;

Turning from the paths unholy
Of this vain and sinful life.

3 Ever let Thy grace surround it;

Strengthen it with power divine,

Till Thy cords of love have bound it:

Make it to be wholly Thine.

4 May the blood of Jesus heal it,

And its sins be all forgiven

;

Holy Spirit, take and seal it,

Guide it in the path to heaven.

§56
1 From the table now retiring,

Which for us the Lord hath spread,
May our souls, refreshment finding,

Grow in all things like our Head.

2 His example by beholding,
May our lives His image bear;

Him our Lord and Master calling,

His commands may we revere.

3 Love to God and man displaying,
Walking steadfast in His way,

Joy attend us in believing,

Peace from God, through endless day.

857
1 Come to Calvary's holy mountain,

Sinners ruined by the fall

;

Here a pure and healing fountain
Flows to you, to me, to all.

2 He that drinks shall live for ever;
Tis a soul-renewing flood,

God is faithful;—God will never
Break his covenant in blood.
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2 Here I'll raise mine Ebenezer;

Hither by Thy help I'm come;
And I hope by Thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.
Jesus sought me when a stranger,
Wandering from the fold of God;

He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed His precious blood.

3 0, to grace how great a debtor
Daily I'm constrained to be!

Let Thy goodness, like a fetter,

Bind my wandering heart to Thee;
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it;

Prone to leave the God I love;

Here's my heart; 0, take and seal it;

Seal it for Thy courts above.

859
1 Jesus, I my cross have taken,

All to leave and follow Thee;
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,
Thou, from hence, my All shalt be.

Perish every fond ambition,
All I've sought, or hoped or known

Yet how rich is my condition!
God and heaven arc still my own.

2 Let the world despise and leave me;-
They have left my Saviour, too;

Human hearts and looks deceive me;
Thou art not, Like them, untrue;

And while Thou shalt smile upon me,
God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate and friends may scorn me;
Show Thy face and all is bright.

3 Soul, then know thy full salvation;

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

Joy to find in every station

Something still to do or bear.

Think what Spirit dwells within thee;

Think what Father's smiles are thine;

Think that Jesus died to win thee;

Child of heaven canst thou repine 7

4 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer;
Heaven's eternal day's before thee;
God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days;
Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.

860

1 Sr/FF'RiNG Son of Man, be near me,
All my sutf 'rings to sustain,

By Thy sorer griefs to cheer me,
By Thy more than mortal pain,

By Thy fainting in the garden,
By Thy bloody sweat, I pray,

Write upon my heart the pardon;
Take my sins and fears away.

2 By the travail of Thy spirit,

By Thine outcry on the tree,

By Thine agonizing merit,

In my pangs, remember me!
By Thy death I now implore Thee,

Lord! my dying soul befriend;

Mike me lovingly adore Thee,
Make, me faithful to the end.
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2 Christ, by prophets long predicted,

Joy of Israel's chosen race;
Light to Gentiles long-afflicted,

Lost in error's darkest maze.

3 Bright the star of your salvation,
Pointing to His rude abode!

Rapturous news for every nation:
Mortals! now behold your God!

4 Glad, we trace th' amazing story,
Angels leave their bliss to tell;

Theme sublime, replete with glory:
Sinners saved from death and hell

5 Love eternal moved the Saviour,
Thus to lay His radiance by;

Blessings on the Lamb forever:

Glory be to God on high

!

863
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 He hath spoken;
Worlds His mighty voice obeyed;

Laws, which never can be broken,
For their guidance He hath made.

3 Praise the Lord, for He is glorious;
Never shall His promise fail;

God hath made His saints victorious;

Sin and death shall not prevail.

4 Praise the God of our salvation;

Hosts on High, his power proclaim;
Heaven and earth, and all creation,

Praise and magnify His name.

863
1 Lauded be Thy name forever,

Thou of life the guard and giver;
Thou canst guard Thy creatures sleeping,
Heal the heart long broke with weeping:
God of stillness and of motion,
Of the rainbow and the ocean,
Of the mountain, rock and river,

Blessed be Thy name forever!

2 Thou who slumberest not, nor sleepest,

Blest are they Thou kindly keepest,
God of evening's yellow ray,
God of yonder dawning day,
That rises from the distant sea,

Like breathings of eternity:

God of life, that fade shall never,
Glory to Thy name forever!

864
1 Jesus, hail! enthroned in glory,

There forever to abide;
All the heavenly hosts adore Thee,

Seated at Thy Father's side.

2 Then for sinners Thou art pleading,
Then Thou dost our place prepare,

Ever for us interceding,

Till in glory we appear.

3 Worship, honor, power and blessing,
When unworthy to receive

;

Loudest praises without ceasing,
Meet it is for us to give.

4 Help, ye bright, angelic spirits;

Bring your sweetest noblest lays;

Help to sing our Saviour's merit;
Help to chant Immanuel's praise.
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2 " Pilgrim thou dost justly call me,
Travelling through this lonely void;

But no ill shall e'er befall me
While I "in blest with such a guide.

Oh, I'm bound, &c."

3 Such a Guide! no guide attends thee,

Hence for thee my fears arise;

If some guardian power defend thee,
'lis unseen by mortal eyes.
" Oh, I'm bound, &c."

4 " Yes, unseen; but still believe me.
Such a guide my steps attend;

He'll in every strait relieve me,
He will guide me to the end

;

For I am bound, &c."

5 Pilgrim, see that stream before thee,

Darkly rolling through the vale;

Should its boisterous waves roll o'er thee,
Would not then thy courage fail!

"No! I'm bound, &c."

3 " No; that stream has nothing frightful,

To its brink my steps I'D bend;
Thence to plunge 'twill be delightful;

There my p'.lgr mage will end.
For I'm bound, &c."

7 While I gazed, with speed surprising,
Down the vale she plunged from sight;

Gazing still, I saw her rising,

Like an angel clothed in light!

Oh, she's gone to the kingdom,

—

Will you follow her to glory ?

Hallelujah! Praise ye the Lord.

866
1 Onward, onward, toiling pilgrim,

Up the rugged steeps of life,

Falter not, though weak and weary,
In the agony of strife !

2 Full of hope, and full of courage.
Giving not a thought to fear,

Bravely struggle, onward, upward,
Singing songs of heavenly cheer !

3 Clouds above may gather blackness,
Angry lightnings rend the sky,

Sudden temptests full of danger,
Sweep in maddened fury by !

4 Yet with soul alive to duty,
Still press on thy toilsome way,

Good shall come from every trial,

Strength divine shall win the day.
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2 Who may share this great salvation?

Every pm-e and humble mind

;

Every kindred, tongue and nation,
From the dross of guilt refined;

Blessings ell around bestowing,
God withholds His care from none;

Grace and mercy ever flowing
From the fountain of His throne.

3 Every stain of guilt abhorring,
Firm and bold in virtue's cause,

Still Thy providence adoring,
Faithful subjects to Thy laws;

Lord, with favor still attend us,

Bless us with Thy wondrous love;

Thou, our Sun and Shield defend us;
All our hope is from above.

868

1 Saviour, visit Thy plantation

;

Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain:

All will come to desolation,

Unless Thou return again.

K eep no longer at a distance,

Shine upon us from on high,
Lest for want of Thine assistance,

Every plant should droop and die,

2 Surely once Thy garden flourished;

Every part looked gay and green

;

Then Ihy word our spirits nourished:
Happy seasons we have seen.

But a drought has since succeeded,
And a sad decline we see

;

Lord, Thy help is greatly needed:
Help can only come from Thee-

3 Let our mutual love be fervent;

Make us prevalent in prayers;
Let each one esteemed Thy servant
Shun the world's bewitching snares.

Break the tempter's fatal power,
Turn the stony heart to flesh,

And begin from this good hour
To revive Thy work afresh

869
Praise and honor to the Father,

Praise and honor to the Son,
Praise and honor to the Spirit,

Ever Three and ever One.
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3 Am I willing

—

truly willing,

Having Him, all else to leave ?

In this heart, while He's abiding,

Do I love, obey, believe ?

4 Am Lgrowing

—

truly growing
In that grace He freely gives,

To His child, who all forsaking

In Him breathes, and in hini lives ?

5 Thou art mine, my Saviour, take me;
Drive all unbeliefaway;

Save me from all sin and make me
Do Thy will, and in Thee stay.

871
1 See the leaves around us falling,

Dry and withered to the ground;
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling

In a sad and solemn sound,

2 " Bona of Adam, once in Eden,
Blighted when like us he fell,

Hear the lecture we are reading;
'Tis, alas! the truth we tell.

3 " Youths, though yet no losses grieve you,
Gay in health and manly grace,

Let not cloudless skies deceive you;
Summer gives to autumn place,

4 " Yearly in our course returning,
Messengers of shortest stay,

Thus we preach, this truth concerning,
Heaven and earth shall pass away.

5 " On the tree of life eternal,

Man, let all thy hope be .stayed,

Which alone, forever vernal,

Dears a leaf that shall not fade."

872
1 Come, Thou long expected Jesus,

Born to set Thy people free

;

From our fears and sins release us,
Let us find our rest in Thee.

2 Israel's Strength and Consolation,
Hope of all the saints Thou art;

Dear Desire of every nation,
Joy of every longing heart.

3 Born, Thy people to deliver;
Born a child—and yet a King;

Born to reign in us forever,

Now Thy precious kingdom bring.

4 By Thine own eternal Spirit,

Rule in all our hearts alone;
By Thine all-sufficient merit,

Raise us to Thy glorious throne.

873
1 Lord of heaven, and earth, and ocean,

Hear us from Thy bright abode,
While our hearts, with true devotion,
Own their great and gracious God.

2 Now with joy we come before Thee,
Seek Thy face, Thy mercies sing;

Lord of life, of light and glory,
Guard Thy church, Thou heavenly King,

3 Health and every needful blessing
Are Thy bounteous gifts alone;

Comforts undeserved possessing,
Here we bend before Thy throne

4 Thee, with humble adoration,
Lord, we praise for mercies past;

Still to this most favored nation
May those mercies ever last.
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2 Thus may we abide in union

With each other and the Lord,
And possess, in sweet communion,
Joys which earth cannot afford.

875
1 Gently, Lord ! gently lead us,

Through this lonely vale of tears;

Through the changes Thou"st decreed us,

Till our last great change appears

:

2 When temptation's darts assail us,

When in devious paths we stray,

Let Thy goodness never fail us,

Lead us in Thy perfect way.

3 In the hour of pain and anguish,
In the hour when death draws near,

Suffer not our hearts to languish,
Sufler not our souls to fear :

4 And, when mortal life is ended,
Bid us on Thy bosom rest,

Till, by angel bands attended,

We awake among the blest.

876
1 Meek and lowly, pure and holy,

Chief among the blessed three,

Turning sadness into gladness,

Heaven-born art thou, Charity !

2 Pity dwelleth in thy bosom,
Kindness reigneth o'er thy heart;

Gentle thoughts alone can sway thee

—

Judgment hatb in thee no part.

3 Hoping ever, failing never,
Though deceived, believing still;

Long abiding, all confiding
To thy heavenly Father's will;

4 Never weary of well-doing,
Never fearful of the end;

Claiming all mankind as brothers,
Thou dost all alike befriend.

5 Meek and lowly, pure and holy,
Chief among the blessed three,

Turning sadness into gladness,

Heaven-born art thou, Charity !

877

1 Haek ! what mean those holy voices,

Sweetly sounding thro' the skies?

Lo ! th' angelic host rejoices;

Heavenly hallelujahs rise.

2 Hear them tell the wondrous story,

Hear them chant in hymns ofjoy

:

" Glory in the highest, srlory !

Glory be to God MostHigh !

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 !

Oh, receive whom God appointed
For your Prophet, Priest, and King '

5 " Haste, ye mortals, to adore Him;
Learn His name, and taste His joy

:

Till in heaven ye sins: before Him,
• Glory be to God Most High !'

"
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2 Whither should a wretch be flying,

But to Him who comfort gives !

Whither, from the dread of dying,
But to Him who ever lives ?

While I view Thee, wounded, grieving,
Breathless, on the cm-sed tree,

Fain I'd feel my heart believing

That Thou suiferedst thus for me.

3 In the world of endless ruin,

Let it never, Lord, be said,
" Here 's a soul that perished suing
For the boasted Saviour's aid !"

Saved ! the deed shall spread new glory
Through the shining realms above;

Angels sing the pleasing story

All enraptured with Thy love.

879
1 Yes, for me, for me He careth

With a brother's tender care;

Yes, with me, with me He shareth
Every burden, every fear.

Yes, o'er me, o'er me He watcheth,
Ceaseless watcheth, night and day;

Yes, e'en me, e'en me He snatcheth
From the perils of the way.

2 Yes, for me He standeth pleading,
At the mercy-seat above;

Ever for me interceding,

Constant in untiring love.

Yes, in me abroad He sheddeth
Joys unearthly, love and light;

And to cover me He spreadeth
His paternal wing of might

3 Yes, in me, in me He dwelleth;
I in Him, and He in me !

And my empty soul He filleth,

Here and through eternity.

Thus I wait for His returning,
Singing all the way to heaven

:

Such the joyful song of morning,
Such the tranquil song of even.

880
1 Praise to Thee thou great Creator

!

Praise to Thee from every tongue :

Join, my soul, with every creature,
Join the universal song.

2 Father, Source of all compassion,
Pure, unbounded grace is Thine :

Hail the God of our salvation !

Praise Him for His love divine.

3 For ten thousand blessings given,
For the hope of future joy,

Sound His praise thro' earth and heaven,
Sound Jehovah's praise on high.

4 Joyfully on earth adore Him,
Till in heaven our song we raise;

There, enraptured, fall before Him,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.

881

Praise the God of all creation

;

Praise the Father's boundless love;

Praise the Lamb, our Expiation;
Praise the Spirit from abov e

:

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom our spirits li re;

Undivided adoration
To the one Jehovah give.
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3 Sinners, hear your God and Saviour,

Hear His gracious voice to-day,
Turn from all your vain behavior;

repent, return and pray.

4 be wise before you languish
On the bed of dying strife !

Endless joy or endless anguish,
Turns upon the events of life.

5 Now He's waiting to be gracious,
Now He stands and looks on thee;

See what kindness, love and pity,

Shine around on you and me.

6 Open now your hearts before Him,
Bid the Saviour welcome in;

Now receive, and 0, adore Him,
Take a full discharge from sin.

883
1 Let Thy grace, Lord, make me lowly;

Humble all my swelling pride :

Fallen, guilty, and unholy,
Greatness from my eyes I'll hide.

2 I'll forbid my vain aspiring,

Nor at earthly honors aim

;

No ambitious heights desiring,

Far above my humble claim.

3 Weaned from earth's vexatious pleasures,

In Thy love I'll seek for mine;
Placed in heaven my nobler treasures,

Earth I quietly resign.

4 Israel, thus the world despising,

On the Lord alone rely :

Then from Him thy joys arising,

Like Himself, shall never die.

884
1 Always with us, always with us

—

Words of cheer and words of love*

Thus the risen Saviour whispers,
From His dwelling-place above.

2 With us when we toil in sadness,
Sowing much and reaping none;

Telling us that in the future
Golden harvests shall be won.

3 With us when the storm is sweeping
O'er our pathway dark and drear;

Waking hope within our bosoms,
Stilling every anxious fear.

4 With us in the lonely valley,

When we cross the chilling stream;
Lighting up the steps to glory
With salvation's radiant beam.

885
1 Tnis is not my place of resting

—

Mine s a city yet to come;
Onward to it I am hasting

—

On to my eternal home,

2 In it all is bght and glory;
O'er it shines a niahtlcss day :

Every trace of sin's sad story,

All the curse, hath passed away.

3 There the Lamb, our Shepherd, leads at
By the streams of life along,

—

On the freshest pastures feeds us,

Turns our sighing into song.

4 Soon we pass this desert dreary,

Soon we bid farewell to pain;

Never more arc sad and weary.
Never, never sin again.
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2 Which of all our friends, to save us,

Could or would have shed His blood ?

But our Jesus died to have us
Reconciled in Him to God.

This was boundless love indeed;
Jesus is a Friend in need.

3 When He lived on earth abased,
Friend of sinners was His name;

Now above all glory raised,

He rejoices in the same.
Still He calls them brethren, friends,

And to all their wants attends.

t for grace our hearts to soften !

Teach us, Lord, at length to love;

We, alis ! forget too often
What a Friend we have above;

But when home our souls are brought,
We will love Thee as we ought.

887
l Tossed upon life's raging billow,

Sweet it is, Lord to know,
Thou didst press a sailor's pillow,

And canst feel a sailor's woe.
Never 'lumbering, never sleeping,

Though the night be dark and drear,

; L_^j. L

Thou the faithful watch art keeping,
" All, all 's well," Thy constant cheer.

2 And though loud the wind is howling,
Fierce though flash the lightnings red;

Darkly though the storm-cloud's scowling
O'er the sailor's anxious head;

Thou canst calm the raging ocean,
All its noise and tumult still,

Hush the temptest's wild commotion,
At the bidding of Thy will.

3 Thus my heart the hope will cherish,
While to Thee I lift mine eye;

Thou wilt save me ere I perish,

Thou wilt hear the sailor's cry,

And though mast and sail be riven,

Life's short voyage will soon be o'er;

Safely moored in heaven's wide haven,
Storm and tempest vex no more.

888
1 May our lights be always burning,

And our loins be girded round,
Waiting for our Lord's returning

—

Longing for the welcome sound !

Thus the Christian life adorning,
Never will we be afraid

;

Should He come at night or morning

—

Early dawn or evening shade.



246 AUTUMN. 8s & 7s. Iddovick Nicholson,
Of Paisley, Scotland.

i y ' r r" l> r -R-
Ho - ly Fa - ther, Thou hast taught me I Bhould live to Thee a - lone

;

—

i

-_-L - « 1 _p
!

|«_rT 1

r y . i f f "p" #
Year by year, Thy hand hath brought me On through dangers oft unknown ;

i^irii^^S
it r ra f r r pp-

When I wandered, Thou hast found me, When I doubt - ed, sent me light ;

*=f±lfc JL2_^li^^Fl^
=3-+-o—*

—

^- hi !
-

^ *r* y •
I I T y

Still Thine arm has been a - round me, All my paths were in Thy sight.

\-*'—f=r

889
2 In the world will foes assail me,

Craftier, stronger far than I

;

And the strife may never fail me,
Well I know, before I die.

Therefore, Lord, I come, believing
Thou canst give the power I need

;

Through the prayer of faith receiving

Strength—the Spirit's strength, indeed.

3 I would trust in Thy protecting,

Wholly rest upon Thine arm

;

Follow wholly Thy directing,

Thou, mine only guard from harm

!

Keep me from mine own undoing,
Help me turn to Thee when tried,

Still my footsteps, Father, viewing,

Keep me ever at Thy side.

890
1 Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken :

" O my people, faint and few,
Comfortless, afflicted, broken,

Fair abodes I build for you;
Scenes of heartfelt tribulation

Shall no more perplex ycur ways;
You shall name your walls ' Salvation,'

And your gates shall all be ' Fraise.'
"

2 There, like streams that feed (to garden,
Pleasures without end shall flow

;

For the Lord, your faith rewarding,
All His bounty shall bestow.

Still in undisturbed possession
Peace and righteousness shall reign;

Never shall you feel oppression,
Hear the 'oice of war again.



HARWELL. 8s & 7s. (Double.)

N

247
Dr. Lowkll Mason.

Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices Sound the notes uf praise a - bove ; )

Je eus reigns and heav'n rejoices ; Je - sus reigns the God of love : )

kj r * j>

See, He sits on yonder throne

;

i i i i i i
1 J

Je - sus rules the world a - lone.

yrtirn r~f77 glrHF>— Hi- iHMiii
—L-^-

Hal - le - lu - jah, Hal - le - lu - jah,

n C? ,__» # ff ,

CV£_#« enn_<? m , c p

Hal - le - lu - jah, A

r* ft J. *j_

891
2 Jesus, hail ! whose glories brightens

All above, and gives it worth;
Lord of life ! Tliy smile enlightens,

Cheers and charms Thy saints on earth;
When we think of love like Thine,
Lord ! we own it love divine.

Hallelujah, &c.

3 Saviour ! hasten Thine appearing,
Bring—oh bring the glorious day,

When the awful summons hearing,
Heaven and earth shall pass away;

Then with golden harps we'll sing

—

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

893
1 Gloeiocs things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God :

He whose word cannot be broken
Formed thee for His own abode;

—«—M m—*^=^»—F+——11

On the Rock of Ages founded,
What can shake thy sure repose ?

With salvation's walls surrounded,
Thou mayst smile at all thy foes.

See, the streams of living waters,
Springing from eternal love,

Well supply thy sons and daughters,
And all fear of want remove !

Who can faint, while such a river

Ever flows their thirst to assuage 7

Grace, which, like the Lord, the Giver,
Never fails from age to age.

Round each habitation hovering,
See the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a covering,
Showing that the Lord is near;

Thus deriving from their banner
Light by night and shade by day :

Safe they teed upon the manna
Which He gives them when they pray.
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.2 Soft descend the dews of heaven,

Bright the rays celestial shine
;

Precious fruits will thus be given,
Through the influence all divine.

3 Sow thy seed; be never weary:
Let no fears thy soul annoy

;

Be the prospect ne'er so dreary
Thou shalt reap the fruits ofjoy.

4 Lo! the scene of verdure brightening!
In the rising grain appear;

Look again, the fields are whitening,
For the harvest time is near.

894
1 Hark! the gospel trumpets sounding;

Sinners, hear the joyful call;

Christ, in pardoning love abounding,
Offers liberty to all.

2Though your crimes have reached to heaven.
And of deepest dye appear,

Ask, and they shall be forgiven;
Seek, and you shall find him near.

3 Cast your load of guilt behind you;
To the Lord for mercy flee;

Though the strongest fetters bind you,
His salvation makes you free.

4 Now He's waiting to be gracious,
Now He stands and looks on thee -

See what kindness, love, and pity,

Shine around on you and me.

5 Come, for all things now are ready,
Yet there's room for many more :

ye blind, ye lame and needy,
Come to wisdom's boundless store!

895
1 God 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;

Everywhere His glory shineth

;

God is wisdom, God is love.

896
1 Wiieee the wilderness is lying,

—

And the trees of ages nod,
Westward in the desert crying,

Make a highway for our God,

—

2 Westward till the Church be kneeling
In the forest aisles so dim,

And the wildwood's arches pealing
With the people's holy hymn.

3 Westward still, Lord, in glory
Be Thy bannered cross unfurled,

Till from vale and mountain hoary
Rolls the anthem round the world.

4 Eeign, 0, reign o'er every nation;
Reign, Redeemer, Father King;

And with songs of Thy salvation,

Let the wide creation ring.
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2 Once, like thee by joys surrounded,

We could kneel at pleasure's shrine;

Then our brightest hopes were bounded
By delights as false as thine.

3 But those visions never blessed us

—

Soon their fleeting day was o'er;

Then the world that had caressed us,

Charmed us with its smiles no more.

4 Such is pleasure's transient story;
Lasting happiness is known

Only in the path to glory,
In the Saviour's love alone.

898
1 Laboring and heavy laden

With my sins, Lord, I roam;
While I know Thou hast invited

All such wanderers to their home.

2 Make my stubborn spirit willing
To obey Thy gracious voice;

At the cross to leave its burden,
And departing to rejoice.

3 Thy sweet yoke I'd take upon me,
And would learn, Lord, of Thee;

Thou art meek in heart, and lowly;
Teach me like Thyself to be.

K Rest my weary soul is seeking
From its sins and all its woes;

In Thy bosom I would place me,
There to fi nd a blest repose.

5 Laboring and heavy laden,
Lord, no longer will I roam;

Here I fix my habitation

In Thy sheltering love at home.

899
Jesus, who on Calvary's mountain
Poured Thy precious blood for me,

Wash me in its flowing fountain,
That my soul may spotless be.

I have sinned, but 0, restore me;
For unless Thou smile on me,

Dark is all the world before me,
Darker yet eternity!

In Thy word I hear Thee saying,
" Come and I will give you rest;"

And the gracious call obeying,
See, f hasten to Thy breast.

Grant, 0, grant Thy Spirit's teaching,
That I may not go astray,

Till, the gate of heaven reaching,
Earth and sin are passed away.

900
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,
Which before the cross I spend;

Life, and health, and peace possessing,
From the sinner's dying Friend.

Truly blessed is this station,

Low before His cross to lie,

While I see divine compassion,
Beaming in His gracious eye.

Love and grief my heart dividing,
With my tears His feet I'll bathe;

Constant still, in faith abiding,
Life deriving from His death.

May I still enjoy this feeling,

Still to my Redeemer go,
Prove His wounds each day more healing,
And Himself more truly know-
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2 Take Thy power, Almighty Saviour,
Claim the nations for Thine own;

Reign, Thou Lord of life and glory,
Till each heart becomes Thy throne.

Then the earth, o'erspread with glory,

Decked with heavenly splendor bright,
Shall be made, Jehovah's dwelling

—

As at first, the Lord's delight.

90S
1 Peace be to this sacred dwelling,

Peace to every soul therein;

Peace, of heavenly joy foretelling,

Peace, the fruit of conquered sin

;

Peace, that speaks its heavenly Giver;

Peace to worldly minds unknown

;

Peace divine, that flows forever

From its source, the Lord alone.

2 Prince of Peace ! forever near us,

Fix in all our hearts Thy home;
With Thy bright appearing cheer us;

Let Thy blessed kingdom come !

Come with sweeter consolation,

Come, and give our souls to prove
All the joys of Thy salvation,

All the joys that spring from love !

9©3
l Mighty Gor> ! while angels bless Thee,

May a mortal lisp Thy name?
Lord of men as well as angels !

Thou art every creatures theme :

Lord of every land and nation !

Ancient of eternal days !

Sounded through the wide creation,

Be Thy just and lawful praise.

—T=£=
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.

3 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 unuttcred 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.

All to ransom guilty captives!

Flow, my praise ! forever flow :

Reascend, immortal Saviour

!

Leave Thy footstool, take Thy throne;
Thence return and reign forever;

Be th 3 kingdom all Thine own !

904
1 Praise to Thee, thou great Creator

!

Praise to Thee from every tongue

:

Join my soul, with every creature,

Join the universal throng.

2 Father ! Source of all compassion !

Pure, unbounded grace is Thine :

Hail the God of our salvation !

Praise Him for His love divine.
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903
!i He is fitting up my mansion,

Which eternally shall stand;

For my stay shall not be transient

In that holy, happy land.

3 Pain nor sickness ne'er shall enter,

Grief nor woe my lot shall share;

But in that celestial centre,

I a crown of life shall wear.

4 Death itself shall then be vanquished,
And his sting shall be withdrawn;

Shout for gladness, ye ransomed !

Hail with joy the rising morn.

5 Sing, sing, ye heirs of glory:
Shout your triumph as you go;

Zion's gates will open for you,

You shall find an entrance through.
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2 He shall charge His angel legions,

Watch and ward o'er thee to keep;
Though thou walk thro' hostile regions,
Though in desert wilds thou sleep :

On the lion vainly roaring,

On her young, thy foot shall tread,

And the dragon's den exploring,

Thou shalt bruise the serpent's head.

3 Since with pure and firm affection

Thou on God hast set thy love,

With the wings of His protection

He will shield thee from above

;

Thou shalt call on Him in trouble,

He will hearken, He will save;
' Here for grief reward thee double,

Crown with life beyond the grave.

807
1 Full of trembling expectation,

Feeling much, and fearing more,
Mighty God of my salvation !

I Thy timely aid implore;
Suffering Son of Man be near me,

All my sufferings to sustain;

By Thy sorer griefs to cheer me,
By Thy more than mortal pain.

2 Call to mind that unknown anguish,
In Thy days of flesh below

;

When Thy troubled soul did languish

Under a whole world of woe;
When Thou didst our curse inherit,

Groan beneath our guilty load,

Burdened with a wounded spirit,

Bruised by all the wrath of God.

3 By Thy most severe temptation,
In that dark, Satanic hour;

By Thy last mysterious passion,
Screen me from the adverse power.

By Thy fainting in the garden,
By Thy bloody sweat, I pray,

Write upon .my heart the pardon,
Take my sins and fears away.

4 By the travail of Thy Spirit,

By Thine outcry on the tree,

By Thine agonizing merit,

In my pangs remember me !

By Thy death I Thee conjure,
A weak, dying soul befriend;

Make me patient to endure,
Make me faithful to the end.

908
1 Songs of joy Jehovah giveth,

In the night of toil and pain,
When the eye of faith pcrceiveth

All that toil is heavenly gain :

Then the burden groweth lighter,

And the anguish will remove,
While the thoughts of heaven are brighter
And the heart is filled with love.

2 Songs of praise Jehovah giveth,
When the night of death has come;

When the hand that ne'er rcpricveth,
Leads the pilgrim to the tomb :

Angels then are hovering o'er him,
And the soul within hath peace;

Heaven is opening wide before him,
Aid its joys will never cease.
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2 Of His gospel not ashamed,

As the power of God to save,

Go where Christ was never named,
Publish freedom to the slave

—

Blessed freedom !

Freedom Ziou's children have.

3 When exposed to fearful dangers,
Jesus will His own defend;

Borne afar 'mid foes and strangers,

Jesus will appear your Friend;
And His presence

Shall be with you to the end.

910
1 Hallelujah ! best and sweetest

Of the hymns of praise above;
Hallelujah ! thou repeatest,

Angel host, these notes of love;

This ye utter,

While your golden harps ye move.

2 Hallelujah ! church victorious,

Join the concert of the sky

;

Hallelujah ! bright and glorious,

Lift, ye saints, this strain on high;
We, poor exiles,

Join not yet your melody.

3 Hallelujah! strains of gladness

Comfort not the faint and worn;
Hallelujah ! sounds of sadness

Best become the heart forlorn;
Our offences

^ e with Ktter tears must mourn.

4 But our earnest supplication,
Holy God, we raise to Thee;

Visit US' with Thy salvation,

Make us all Thy peace to see.

Hallelujah !

Ours at length this strain shall be.

911
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 new-born King.

2 Shepherds, in the field 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 new-born King.

3 Saints before the altar bending,
Watching long in hope and fear,

Suddenly the Lord, descending,
In His temple shall appear;

Come and worship,
Worship Christ, the new-born King.

4 Sinners, bowed in 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 new-born King.
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2 God, thy God, will now restore thee;

He Himself appears thy Friend :

All thy foes shall flee before thee

;

Here their boasts and triumphs end;
Great deliverance

Zion's King vouchsafes to send.

3 Enemies no more shall trouble;
All thy wrongs shall be redressed

;

" For thy shame thou shalt have double;"
In thy Maker's favor blessed;

All thy conflicts

End in everlasting rest.

913
1 O'er the realms of pagan darkness,

Let the eye of pity gaze;
See the kindreds of the people

Lost in sin's bewildering maze;
Darkness brooding

On the face of all the earth.

2 Light of them that sit in darkness,
Rise and shine, Thy blessings bring;

Light to lighten all the Gentiles,
Rise with healing in Thy wing;

To Thy brightness
Let all kings and nations come.

3 May the heathen, now adoring
Idol gods of wood and stone,

Come, and worshipping before Thee,
Serve the living God alone;

Let Thy glory
Fill the earth as floods the sea.

4 Thou to whom all power is given!
Speak the word; at Thy command,

Let the company of preachers
Spread Thy name from land to land

;

Lord, be with them
Alway, to the end of time.

914

1 Sinners, will you scorn the message
Sent in mercy from above ?

Every sentence, 0, how tender

!

Every line is full of love.

Listen to it;

Every line is full of love.

2 Hear the heralds of the gospel
News from Zion's King proclaim,

To each rebel sinner pardon,
Free forgiveness in His name.

How important

!

Free forgiveness in His name.

3 Who hath our report believed ?

Who received the joyful word?
Who embraced the news of pardca

Offered to you by the Lord ?

Can you slight it?

Offered to you by the Lord.

4 0, ye angels, hovering round us,
Waiting spirits, speed your way;

Hasten to the court of heaven,
Tidings bear without delay :

Rebel sinners
Glad the message will obey.
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2 Come ye thirsty, come and welcome;

God's free bounty glorify :

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

—

Without money,
Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden,

Lost and ruined by the fall

;

If you tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all

:

Not the righteous

—

Sinners, Jesus came to call.

4 Let not conscience make you linger,
. Nor of fitness fondly dream;

All the fitness He requireth,

Is to feel your need of Him :

This He gives you

—

'Tis the Spirit's rising beam.

5 Agonizing in the garden,
Lo ! your Maker prostrate lies !

On the bloody tree behold Him;
Hear Him cry before He dies,

" It is finished :"

Sinners, will not this suffice ?

916
1 Chp.isttax, see ! the orient morning

Breaks along the heathen sky;
Lo, the expected day is dawning,

Glorious day-spring from on high;
Hallelujah

!

Hail the day-spring from on high !

2 Heathens at the sight are singing;
Morning wakes the tuneful lays;

Precious offerings they are bringing,
First fruits of more perfect praise;

Hallelujah !

Hail the day-spring from on high !

3 Zion's Sun, salvation beaming,
Gilding now the radiant hills,

Rise and shine, till brighter gleaming,
All the world Thy glory fills;

Hallelujah !

Hail the day-spring from on high !

4 Lord of every tribe and nation,
Spread Thy truth from pole to pole;

Spread the light of Thy salvation,

Till it shine on every soul

;

Hallelujah !

Hail the day-spring from on high !

917
1 Welcome, welcome, dear Redeemer;

Welcome to this heart of mine;
Lord, I make a full surrender,
Every power and thought be Thine,

Thine entirely,

Through eternal ages Thine.

2 Known to all to be Thy mansion.
Earth and hell will disappear;

Or in vain attempt possession,
When they find the Lord is near;

Shout, Zion !

Shout, ye saints ! the Lord is here.
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2 Open Thou the crystal fountain

Whence the healing streams do flow;
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journoy through;
Strong Deliverer,

Be though still my Strength and Shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside;

Death of death, and hell's destruction,

Land me safe on Canaan's side;

Songs of praises

I will ever give to Thee.

919
1 Hark ! a voice from heaven proclaiming

Comfort to the mourning slave;

God has heard him long complaining,
And extends His arm to save;

Proud oppression
Soon shall find a shameful grave.

2 See, the light of truth is breaking
Full and clear on every hand,

And the voice of mercy speaking,
Now is heard through all the land:

Firm and fearless

See the friends of freedom stand.

3 Lo, the nation is arousing
From its slumber, long r.nd deep,

And the friends of God arc waking,
Never, never more to sleep

While a bondman
In his chains remains to weep.

4 Long, too long have we been dreaming
O'er our country's sin and shame;

Let us now, the time redeeming
Press the helpless captive's claim

Till, exulting
He shall cast aside his chain.

92©
1 Yes, we trust the day is breaking;

Joyful times are near at hand

;

God, the mighty God, is speaking,
By His word, in every land.

Mark His progress-
Darkness flies at His command.

2 While the foe becomes more daring,
While he " enters like a flood,"

God the Saviour is preparing
Means to spread His truth abroad.

Every language
Soon shall tell the love of God.

3 0, 'tis pleasant, 'tis reviving
To our hearts, to hear, each day,

Joyful news, from far arriving,

How the gospel wins its way,
Those enlightening

Who in death and darkness lay.

4 God of Jacob, high and glorious,

Let Thy people see Thy hand;
Let the gospel be victorious

Through the world, in every land;

Let the idols

Perish, Lord, at Thy command.
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For we have no help but Thee

;

9 21
2 Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us;

All our weakness Thou dost know

;

Thou didst tread this earth before us;

Thou didst feel its keenest woe;
Lone and dreary
Faint and weary,

Through the desert Thou didst go.

3 Spirit of our God, descending,

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy

;

Love with every passion blending,

Pleasure that can never cloy

;

Thus provided,
Pardoned, guided,

Nothing can our peace destroy.

922
1 At Thy footstool, humbly blending

Faith and hope with fervent prayer,

On Thy promised help depending,

May our toils Thy blessing share;

Great Jehovah,
Hear us; make us still Thy care.

2 Here reveal Thy power and glory;

Grant each teacher great success;

May those whom we teach adore Thee,

And their Saviour now confess;

Holy Spirit,

Bless us with Thy quickening grace.

3 For Thy love accept this token;

We the younir with truth would feed;

'Twas for such Thy heart was broken;

Thou dost for them intercede;

Mighty Saviour,

Help us; 'tis Thy cause wc plead.

923
1 Hallowed cross, my God revealing,

Hail thou strange, mysterious tree !

Hallowed fount of love unsealling

—

Love of infinite degree

—

Love amazing;
God incarnate dies for me.

2 Where the sword ofjustice gleaming,
Waited for the sinner's blood,

Shines the cross, with mercy beaming,
Mercy from the throne of God

—

Bleeding mercy
Pours the sin-atoning flood.

3 Precious cross ! my soul subduing,
'Neath thy shadow let me hide;

Mind, and will, and heart renewing,

—

Banish all my sinful pride;

All my glory
Be my Saviour crucified.

924
1 Lord of glory, who didst honor

David's humble sling and stone,

Ancient Israel to deliver,

Now as weak an effort own

;

Bless the labor

Which our feeble hands have done

2 And when the great harvest 's ended,
When the Master counts our sheaves,

0, let those by us attended

Be as numerous as the leaves

Which we scatter,

And a dying world receives.
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2 Every human tie may perish

;

Friend to friend unfoithful prove;
Mothers cease their own to cherish;
Heaven and earth at last remove;

But no changes
Can attend Jehovah's love.

3 In the furnace God may prove thee,

Thence to bring thee forth more bright,
But can never cease to love thee

;

Thou art precious in His sight;

God is with Thee

—

God, thine everlasting light.

9£6
1 Hark ! the voice of love and mercy

Sounds aloud from Calvary

;

See ! it rends the rocks asunder,
Shakes the "earth, and veils the sky :

"It is finished !

"

Hear the dying Saviour cry.

2 " It is finished !
" Oh, what pleasure

Do these charming words afford !

Heavenly blessings, without measure,
Flow to us from Christ the Lord :

" It is finished !

"

Saints, the dying words record.

3 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs;

Join to sing the pleasing theme :

All on earth and all in heaven,
Join to praise Immanuers name:

Hallelujah !

Glory to the bleeding Lamb '
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2 Lord ! the water-floods have lifted,

Ocean-floods have raised their roar,
Now they pause where they have drifted,

Now they burst upon the shore

:

Hallelujah

!

From the ocean's sounding store.

3 With all tones of waters blending
Glorious is the breaking deep;

Glorious, beauteous without ending,
God who reigns on heaven's high steep.

Hallerujah !

Songs of ocean never sleep.

4 Lord ! the words Thy lips are telling

Are the perfect verity;

Of Thine high, eternal dwelling
Holiness shall inmate be :

Hallelujah!

Pure is all that Uvea with Thee.

928
1 Look, ye saints;—the sight is glorious;

—

See the Man of Sorrows now;
From the fight returned victorious,

Every knee to Him shall bow;
Crown Him, crown Him;

Crowns before the Victor's brow.

2 Crown the Saviour, angels, crown Him;
Rich the trophies Jesus brings;

In the seat of power enthrone Him,
While the heavenly concert rings :

Crown Him, crown Him;
Crown the Saviour King of kings.

3 Sinners in derision crowned Him,
Mocking thus the Saviour's claim;

Saints and angels crowd around Him,
Own His title, praise His name •

Crown Him, crown Hirn:

Spread abroad the Victor's fame.



260 FENWICK. 8s 7s &4.
Dk. Lowell Mason.

p
&^T IP U I

I P
rr M f i

Death hath found a qui - et pil - low For the ag - ed Christian's head, $

BigEjEiiL* 1 ^ f —LlzyzzaEzI * H- =zp5zl

f

fe-fr-i=r=i=l^l-t-# ^__L_
#: f| 1

2 may we be reunited
To the spirits of the just,

Leaving all that sin hath blighted

t

With corruption, in the dust

:

Hear us, Jesus,

Thou our Lord, our Life, our Trust.

930
1 Welcome, days of solemn meeting;

Welcome, days of praise and prayer;
Far from earthly scenes retreating,

In your blessings we would share;
Sacred seasons,

In your blessings we would share.

2 Be Thou near us, blessed Saviour,
Still at morn and eve the same;

Give us faith that cannot waver;
Kindle in us heaven's own flame;

Blessed Saviour,
Kindle in us heaven's own flame.

3 When the fervent heart is glowing,
Holy Spirit, hear that prayer

:

When the song of praise is flowing
Let that song Thine impress bear;

Holy Spirit,

Let that song Thine impress bear.

931
1 Fatheb, by Thy heavenly blessing,

Now confirm this new-born tie;

To Thine ear our prayers addressing,
I We beseech Thee to be nigh.

Seal this union;

i
Hallow it in sourts on high.

Now the sacred trust is given;
Now the solemn charge is made;

Help Thy son in strength fiom heaven,
Keep these vows upon him laid.

Thou art ready
Ever thus to grant Thine aid.

3 And when earth's few years have fleeted,
Grant that, in Thy home of light,

Past the joys and griefs now meted,
Pastor, people, may unite,

Ever dwelling
In the glory of Thy sight.

932
1 While we lowly bow before Thee,

Wilt Thou, gracious Saviour, hear?
We are poor and needy sinners,

Full of doubt and full of fear;

Gracious Saviour,
Make us humble aad sincere.

2 Fill us with Thy holy Spirit;

Sanctify us by Thy grace;
And incline us more to love Thee,
And in dust our souls abase.

Hear us, Saviour,
And unveil Thy glorious face.

3 None in vain did ever ask Thee
For the Spirit of Thy love;

Hear us then, dear Saviour, hear us;

Grant an answer from above;
Blessed Saviour,

Hear and answer from above.
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933
2 Though ten thousand ills heset us,

From without and from within,

Jesus says He'll ne'er forget us,

But will save from every sin.

Therefore praise Him

—

Praise the great Redeemer's name.

3 that I could now adore Him,
Like the heavenly host above,

Who forever bow before Him,
And unceasing sing His love !

Happy songsters

!

When shall I your chorus join ?

934
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 0, may all enjoy the blessing

Which Thy word 'a designed to give;

Let us all, Thy love possessing,

Joyfully the truth receive;

And forever

To Thy praise and glory live.

935
1 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.

2 Then, whene'er the signal 's given
Us from earth to call away,

Borne on angel's wings to heaven,
Glad the summons to obey,

May we ever
Reign with Christ in endless day.

936
1 In Thy name, 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 clouds, in heaven we see.

3 There, in worship purer, sweeter,

Thee Thy people shall adore,
Tasting of enjoyment greater

Far than thought conceived before*
Full enjoyment,

Full, unmixed, and evermore.

937
Great Jehovah, we adore Thee,
God the Father, God the Son,

God the Spirit joined in glory

On the same eternal throne;
Endless praises

To Jehovah, Three in One.
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938
3 Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and sinful though we be;
Thou hast mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse, and power to free.

Blessed Jesus,
Let us early turn to Thee.

4 Early let us seek Thy favor,

Early let us do Thy will

;

Blessed Lord and only Saviour,
With Thy love our bosoms fill.

Blessed Jesus,
Thou hast loved us, love us still.

939
1 Yes—my native land ! I love thee

;

All thy scenes I love them well

;

Friends, connections, happy country,
Can I bid you all farewell ?

Can I leave you,
Far in heathen lands to dwell ?

2 Home ! thy joys are passing lovely

—

Joys no stranger-heart can tell

;

Happy home !

—

'tis sure I love thee !

Can I—can I say—Farewell ?

Can I leave thee,

Far in aeatheu lands to dwell ?

3 Scenes of sacred peace and ph asure,

Holy days, and Sabbath bell,

Richest, brighest, sweetest treasure !

Can I say a last farewell ?

Can I leave you,
Far in heathen lands to dwell ?

Yes ! I hasten from you gladly,

From the scenes I love so well;

Far away, ye billows ! bear me;
Lovely native land ! farewell

j

Pleased I leave thee,

Far in heathen lands to dwell.

5 In the deserts let me labor,

On the mountains let me tell

How He died—the blessed Saviour—
To redeem a world from hell!

Let me hasten,

Far in heathen lands to dwell.

940
Praise the Father, Son, and Spirit

For election, sovereign, free;

For redeeming love and merit;

For renewing such as we;
For all blessings

Praise the glorious One in Three,
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2 See the storm of vengeance gathering
O'er the path you dare to tread;

Hark ! the awful thunders rolling

Loud and louder o'er your head;
Tarry, sinner

!

Lest the lightnings strike you dead.

3 Haste, ah, hasten to the Saviour !

Sue His mercy while you may;
Soon the day of grace is over,

Soon your life will pass away;
Hasten, sinner !

You must perish if you stay.

943
1 O my soul, what means this sadness?

Wherefore art thou thus cast down?
Let thy griefs be turned to gladness;
Bid thy restless fears be gone

:

Look to Jesus,
And rejoice in His dear name.

2 What though Satan's strong temptations
Vex and tease thee day by day,

And thy sinful inclinations

Often fill thee with dismay;
Thou shalt conquer

Through the Lamb's redeeming blood.

3 Though ten thousand ills beset thee,

From without and from within,

Jesus saith, He'll ne'er forget thee,

But will save from hell and sin;

II.- is fiithful

To perform His gracious word.

4 that I could now adore Him,
Like the heavenly host above,

Who forever bow before Him,
And unceasing sing His love !

Happy songsters

!

When shall I your chorus join ?

943
1 Day ofjudgment, day of wonders

!

Hark ! the trumpet's awful sound,
Louder than a thousand thunders,
Shakes the vast creation round

;

How the summons
Will the sinner's heart confound !

2 See the Judge, our nature wearing,
Clothed in majesty divine;

You, who long for His appearing.
Then shall say, " This God is mine !

'*

Gracious Saviour,

Own me in that day of Thine.

3 At His call the dead awaken,
Rise to life from earth and sea;

All the powers of nature shaken
By His looks, prepare to flee :

Careless sinner,

What will then become of thee ?

4 But to those who have confessed,

Loved and served the Lord below,
He will say, " Come near, ye blessed,

See the kingdom 1 bestow;
You forever

Shall My love and glory know."
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2 No conqueror's sword He bore,

Nor warlike armor wore,
Nor haughty passions roused to contest wild.

In peace and love He came,
And gentle was the l'eign, [mild.

Which o'er the earth He spread by influence

3 Unwilling kings obeyed,
And sheathed the battle blade,

And called their bloody legions from the field.

In silent awe they wait,

And close the warrior's gate, [yield.

Nor know to whom their homage thus they

4 The peaceful conqueror goes,

And triumphs o'er His foes,

His weapons drawn from armories above.

Behold the vanquished sit,

Submissive at His feet, [love.

And strife and hate are changed to peace and

945
i The morning had not risen,

When to th' entombing prison

Where Christ the crucified, was laid to sleep,

Came Mary Magdalene
With sad and tearful mien,

Her watch beside her buried Lord to keep.

2 Butlo! what miracle!
The stone that sealed the cell

By unknown hands had erst been rolled away:
And lone the sepulchre,
Save for two angels fair,

Who sat within, in shining white array.

3 But came another form
All sudden in the dawn,

Where Mary wept without the open door:
With tearful eloquence
She prayed—" Oh sir, if hence

Thou'st borne Him, tell me whither, I im-
plore !

"

4 Divinest accents came
From lips that called her name,

And glad surprise her raptured heart did stir:

" Rabboni ! Master ! here !

"

Fell on the listening air,

For Christ, the Risen, it was who stood with

her.
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946
2 We love to sieff of Jesus,

Who wept our path along;
We love to sing of Jesus,

The tempted and the strong;
None who besought his healing,

He passed unheeded by:
Ami still retains his feeling

For us above the sky.

3 We love to sing of Jesus,

Who died our souls to save;

We love to sing of Jesus,
Triumphant o'er the grave;

And in our hour of danger,
We'll trust His love alone,

Who once slept in a manger,
A*--'l now sits on the throne.

Then let us sing of Jesus,
While yet on earth we stay,

And hope to sing of Jesus,

Throughout eternal day;
For those, who here confess Him,
He will in Heaven confess;

And faithful hearts that bless Him,
He will forever bless.

947
Before Thy cross lamenting,
My Saviour, I would lie,

Of all my sins repenting,
That caused my Lord to die.

My soul with tears of anguish,
My follies would confess

;

While yet in pain I languish,

Restore me by Thy grace.
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What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle,

Though every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile?

In vain, with lavish kindness,
The gifts of God are strown:

The heathen, in his blindness,

Bows down to wood and stone.

3 Can we, whose souls are lighted
With wisdom from on high,

Can we to man benighted
The lamp of life deny ?

Salvation! 0, salvation!

The joyful sound proclaim,
Till earth's remotest nation

Has learned Messiah's namo.

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, His story,
And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,
It spreads from pole to pole;

Till o'er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb, for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.

949
To Father, Son, and Spirit

Eternal praise be given,
By all that earth inherit,

And all that dwell in heaven.
Thou triune God ! before Thee
Our inmost souls adore :

For Thou alone art worthy,
And shalt be evermore.
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950
2 Stand up!—stand up for Jesus!

The trumpet call obey;
Forth to the mighty conflict,

In this His glorious day:
** Ye that are men, now serve him,"
Against unnumb.ered foes;

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

3 Stand up!— stand up for Jesus!

Stand in his strength alone;

The arm of flesh will fail you

—

Ye dare not trust your own:
Put on the Gospel armor,
And, watching unto prayer,

Where duty calls or danger,
Be never wanting there.

4 Stand up!—stand up for Jesus!

The strife will not be long;
This day the noise of battle,

The next the victor's song:

To him that overcometh,
A crown o*" life shall be;

He with the King of Glory
Sha1

] reign eternally!

951
1 On Thibet's snow-capt mountains,

O'er Afric's burning sand,
Where roll the fiery fountains
Adown Hawaii's strand

—

In every distant nation,
The mighty globe around,

The heralds of salvation

The gospel trumpet sound.

2 In golden armor blazing
They press their onward way,

And high in air upraising,
The glorious cross display:

Away their weapons hurling,
The warring nations cease,

And hail with joy, unfurling
The banneret of peace.

3 Where sin hath fixed her dwelling,
Where Death the tyrant reigns,

The heavenly notes are swelling
In loudest, sweetest strains;

They breathe-*- the bones are shaken,
And clothed with flesh arise,

—

They bid the dead awaken
To glory in the skies.
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Till ev - 'ry isle and na - tion, Till ev - 'ry tribe and tongue,

952
2 What though the embattled legions

Of earth and hell combine,

—

His arm, throughout their regions,

Shall soon resplendent shine:

Ride on, Lord, victorious!

Immanuel, Prince of Peace!

Thy triumph shall be glorious;

Thy empire still increase.

3 Yes, Thou shalt reign forever,

Jesus, King of kings!
Thy light, Thy love, Thy favor,

Each ransomed captive sings:

The isles for Thee are waiting,
The deserts learn Thy praise,

The hills and valleys, greeting,

The song responsive raise.

953
1 Roll on, thou mighty ocean!

And, as thy billows flow,

Bear messengers of mercy
To every land below:

Arise, ye gales! and waft them
Safe to the destined shore;

That man may sit in darkness

And death's black shade no more.

2 Thou eternal Ruler!
Who boldest in Thine arm

The tempests of the ocean,
Protect them from all harm!

Thy presence still be with them,
Wherever they may be;

Though far from us who love them
Still let them be with Thee!

954

1 To Thee, blessed Saviour,
Our grateful songs we raise;

0, tune our hearts and voices
Thy holy name to praise;

'Tis by Thy sovereign mercy
We're now allowed to meet,

And join with friends and teachers,
Thy blessing to entreat.

2 0, may Thy precious gospel
Be published all abroad,

Till the benighted heathen
Shall know and serve the Lord;

Till o'er the wide creation
The rays of truth shall shine,

And nations now in darknes*
Arise to tight divine.
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2 Rich clews of grace come o'er us,

In many a gentle shower,
And brighter scenes before us
Arc opening every hour;

Each cry to heaven going,
Abundant answers brings,

And heavenly gales are blowing,
With peace upon their wings.

3 See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love,

Ami thousand hearts a.-couding

In gratitude above;
While Burners, now confessing,

The gospel call obey,
And seek the Saviour's blessing,

A nation in a day.

1 Blest river of salvation,

Pursue thy onward way;
Flow thou to every nation,

Nor in thy richness stay;

Stay not till ail the lowly
Triumph mt reach their home;

Stay not till all the holy
Pivclaini, " the Lord is come."

m
936

1 Rise up all ye believers,

And let your lights appear;
The shades of eve are thickening,

And darker night is near.

The Bridegroom is advancing;
Each hour He draws more nigh;

Up ! watch and pray, nor slumber;
At midnight comes the cry.

2 See that your lamps are burning,
Your vessels filled with oil;

Wait calmly your deliverance
From earthly pain and toil.

The watchers on the mountains
E en now His chariot spy;

0, go ye forth to meet Him,
And raise hosannahs high.

3 The saints, who here in patience

Their cross and sufferings boro,

With Him shall reign forever,

When sorrow is no more.
Around the throne of glory

The Lamb shall they behold,

Adoring cast before Him
Their diadems of gold.
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957
2 From every piercing sorrow,

That heaves our breast to-day,
Or threatens us to-morrow,
Hope turns our eyes away :

On wings of faith ascending,
We see the land of light,

And feel our sorrows ending
In infinite delight.

3 'Tis true we are but strangers,
We sojourn here below

;

And countless snares and dangers
Surrouud the path we go;

Though painful and distressing,

Yet there's a rest above;
And onward still we're pressing,

To reach that land of love.

958
1 To Thee, my God, my Saviour,

My soul, exulting, siDgs,

Rejoicing in T liy favor,

Almighty King of kings !

I'll celebrate Thy glory,

With ill the saints above,

And tell the joyful story

.

Oi Thy redeeming love.

2 Soon as the morn with roses

Bedecks the dewy east,

And when the sun reposes

Upon the ocean's breast,

My voice in supplication,

My Saviour, Thou shalt hear

:

Oh, grant me Thy salvation,

And to my soul draw near !

3 By Thee through life supported,

I pass the dangerous road,

With heavenly hosts escorted

Up to their bright abode :

There cast my crown before Thee,
And, all my conflicts o'er,

Unceasingly adore Thee;
What would an angel more ?

939
1 I lay my sins on Jesus,

The spotless Lamb of God;
He bears them all and frees us
From the accursed load

:

I bring my guilt to Jesus,

To wash my crimson stains

White in His blood most precio

Till not a stain remains.
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2 Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor st-iy in all their course;

Fire ascending seeks the sun;
Both speed them to their source;

Thus a soul, new born of God,
Pants to view His glorious face,

Upward tends to His abode,
To rest in His embrace.

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn;
Press onwar I to the prize;

Soon the Saviour will return

Triumphant in the skies

:

Yet a seas >n, and you know
Happy entrance will be given,

' All youv Borrows left below,
An 1 earth exchanged for heaven.

961
1 Time is win p!ng as away

To our etejrnal home;
Lit'" i- but i winter's day,
Ajourney to the tomb.

Youth an 1 vigor soon will fiVe,

Blooming beauty lose its charms;
All that 's mortal soon shall be

Enclosed in death's cold arms.

Time is winging us away
To our eternal home

;

Life is but a winter's day,
A journey to the tomb.

But the Christian shall enjoy
Health and beauty soon above,

Far beyond the world's alloy,

Secure in Jesus' love.

963
1 Lamb of God, whose dying love

We now recall to mind,
Send the answer from above,
And let us mercy find :

Think on us who think on Thee,
And every struggling soul release;

0, 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;

0, remember Calvary,
And bid us go in peace.
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2 He has pardons, full and free,

Drooping souls to gladden;
Still He cries—" Come unto me,
Weary, heavy laden."

Thougl. your sins like mountains high,
Rise, and reach to heaven,

Soon as you on Him rely,

All shall be forgiven.

3 Precious is the Saviour's name,
Dear to all that love Him

;

He to save the dying came;
Go to Him and prove Him,

"Wandering sinners, now return;
Contrite souis, believe Him !

Jesus calls you, cease to mourn;
Worship Him; receive Him;

901
1 Dying souls, fast bound in sin,

Trembling and repining,

With no ray of light divine

On your pathway shining;

Why in darkness wander on
Filled with condemnation ?

Jesus lives; in Him alone
Can you find salvation,

2 Prostrate bow; confess your guilt;

Vengeance is pursuing
'Mid the dying and the slain,

Save your souls from ruin;
Flee to Him who can atone;

Flee from condemnation;
Jesus lives; in Him alone
Can you find salvation.

3 Linger not in all the plain

;

Vengeance is pursuing;
'Mid the dying and the slain,

Save your souls from ruin.

Flee to Him who can atone;
Flee from condemnation;

Jesus lives; in Him alone

Can you find salvation.
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965
2 The light my path surrounding,

The loves to which I cling,

The hopes within me bounding,
The joys that round me wing

—

All melt, like stars of even,

Before the morning's ray

—

Pass upward unto heaven,

And chide at my delay.

3 The friend?, gone there before me,
Are calling from on high;

And joyous angels o'er me,
Tempt sweetly to the sky.

" Why wait," they say, "and wither
'Mw scenes of death and sin?

0, rise to glory, hither,

And find true life begin."

I I hear the invitation,

And fain would rise and come

—

A sinner to salvation

;

An exile to his home:
But. while I here must linger,

Thus, thus let all I sec

Point on, witBfaithful finger,
To heaven, Lord, and Thee.

966
1 There is a holy city,

A happy world above,
Beyond the starry regions,

Built by the God of love;

An everlasting temple,
And saints arrayed in white,

There serve their great Redeemer,
And dwell with Him in light.

2 The meanest child of glory
Outshines the radiant sun;

But who can speak the splendor
Of that eternal throne

Where Jesus sits exalted,

In Godlike majesty ?

The elders fall before Him,
The angels bend the knee.

3 Is this the Man of sorrows,
Who stood at Pilate's bar,

Condemned by haughty Herod,
And by his men of war ?

He seems a mifrhty conqueror,
Who spoiled the powers below,

And ransomed many captives
From everlasting woe!
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2 But now I am a soldier;

My captaia's gone before;

He's given me my orders,

And bid me not give o"er;

If I continue faithful

A righteous crown He'll give;

And all his valiant soldiers

Eternal life shall have.

3 Through grace I am determined

To conquer, though I die,

And then away to Jesus

On wings of love I'll fly,

Farewell to sin and sorrow

—

I bid you all adieu;

And 0, my friends prove faithful,

And on your way pursue.

4 And if you meet with troubles

And trials in your way,
Then cast your care on Jesus,
And don't forget to pray.

Gird on the heavenly armor
Of faith, and hope and love;

Then, when the combat's ended,
He'll carry you above.

968
To Thee be praise forever,

Thou glorious King of kings.

Thy wondrous love and favor
Each ransomed spirit sings;

We'll celebrate Thy glory,
With all Thy saints above,

And shout the joyful story

Of Thy redeeming love.
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2 May Thy rich grace impart
Strength to my fainting heart,

My zeal inspire;

As Thou hast died for me,
0, may my love to Thee
Pure, warm, and changeless be

—

A living fire.

3 While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,
Be Thou my Guide;

Bid darkness turn to day,
Wipe sorrow's tears away,
Nor let me ever stray

From Thee aside.

« When ends life's transient dream,
When death's cold, sullen stream

ShaM o'er me roll,

Blest Saviour, then, in love,

Fear and distrust remove;
! bear me safe above

—

A ransomed soul.

970
1 Auspicious morning, hail!

Voices from hill and vale

Thy welcome sing:

Joy on thy dawning breaks;
Each heart with joy partakes
While cheerful music wakes,

Its praise to bring.

2 When on the tyrants rod
Our patriot fathers trod,

And dared be free,

'Twas not in burning zeal,

Firm nerves and hearts of steel,

Our country'sjoy to seal,

But, Lord, in Thee.

3 Thou, as a shield of power,
In battle's awful hour,

Didst round us stand;
Our hopes were in Thy throne;
Strong in Thy might alone,

By Thee our banners shone,
God of our land.
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2 Jesus, our Lord, arise,

Scatter our enemies,
And make them fall

;

Let Thine almighty aid

Our sure defence be made;
Our souls on Thee be stayed;
Lord, hear our call.

3 Come, holy Comforter,
Thy sacred witness bear,

In this glad hour.
Thou, who almighty art,

Now rule in every heart,

And ne'er from us depart,
Spirit of power.

4 To the great One in Three,
The highest praises be,
Hence evermore;

His sovereign majesty
May we in glory see,

And to eternity

Love and adore.

1 The God of harvest praise;

In loud thanksgiving raise

Hand, heart, and voice;

The valleys smile and sing;
Foreets and mountains ring;

The plains their tribute bring;
The streams rejoice.

8 Yea, bless His holy name,
And purest thanks proclaim

Through all the earth;

and reign o - ver us, Ancient of days.

J J, iULJjLAA. A

To glory in your lot

Is duty ; but be not
God's benefits forgot,

Amid your mirth.

3 The God of harvest praise;

Hands, hearts, and voices raise,

With sweet accord

;

From field to garner throng,
Bearing your sheaves along,
And in your harvest song

Bless ye the Lord.

1 Come, all ye saints of God,
Wide through the earth abroad,
Spread Jesus' fame

:

Tell what His love hath done;
Trust in His name alone;
Shout to His lofty throne,
" Worthy the Lamb!"

2 nence, gloomy doubts and fears

!

Dry up your mournful tears;

Swell the glad theme

:

To Christ, our gracious King,
Strike each melodious string;

Join heart and voice to sing,
"Worthy the Lamb !"

3 Hark ! how the choirs above,
Filled with the Saviour's love,

Dwell on His name

!

There, too, may we be found,
With light and glory crowned;
While all the heavens resound,
" Worthy the Lamb !

"
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2 My native country, thee—
Land of the noble free

—

Thy name I love :

I lore thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills;

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

3 Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song

!

Let mortal tongues awake;
Let all that breathe partake;
Let rocks their silence break,—

The sound prolong

!

4 Our fathers' God ! to Thee,
Author of liberty,

To Thee we sing :

Long may our land be bright
With freedom's holy light;

Protect us by Thy might,
Great God, our King !

975

1 Let us awake our joys

;

Strike up with cheerful voice;
Each creature, sing

:

Angels ! begin the song,
Mortals ! the strain prolong,
In accents sweet and strong,
"Jesus is King !"

2 Proclaim abroad His name;
Tell of His matchless fame;
What wonders done

!

Above, beneath, around,
Let all the earth resound,
Till heaven's high arch rebound,
"Victory is won !"

3 He vanquished sin and hell,

And our last foe will quell

:

Mourners, rejoice

!

His dying love adore;
Praise Him, now raised in power:
Praise Him for evermore,
With joyful voice.^
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2 Rising o'er mountains far,

Behold ! an orient star

Points to His bed.

Sages with incense sweet
Hasten their Lord to greet,

And low before His feet

Rich offerings spread.

S Daughters of sorrow, see

Love, light, and liberty,

In Jesus shine.

He hears the ravens cry,

Wipes tears from sorrow's eye,

And brings His people nigh,

By grace divine.

4 He speaks : wild surges sleep;

High o'er the peaceful deep
The rainbow bends.

Bands from the dead are riven,

Sins of the world forgiven,

Flung wide the gates of heaven,
The Dove descends.

5 Beneath His regal sway,
Gross darkness flies away;
The morning glows.

Red roses deck the vale,

Rich perfume scents the gale,

Peace and good will prevail,

And sweet repose.

6 Old ocean, in its roar,

Or murmuring by the shore,

Repeats His name.

Orbs on the brow of night,
Rolling in courses bright;
Angels in robes of light

Spread wide His fame.

7 Then let our tongues express
His lofty deeds, and bless

This King of kings.
He rules the world in love,
And by the sacred Dove
To mansions bright above
His people brings.

977
1 Lowly and solemn be
Thy childrens cry to Thee,

Father divine;

A hymn of suppliant breath,
Owning that life and death

Alike are Thine.

2 By Him who bowed to take
The death-cup for our sake,
The thorn, the rod,

—

From whom the last dismay
Was not to pass away

—

Aid us, God.

3 Tremblers beside the grave,
We call on Thee to save,
Father divine;

Hear, hear our suppliant breath;
Keep us, in life and death,
Thine, only Thine.

J
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1 Child ofsin and sorrow, filled with dismay,
Wait not for.to-morrow, yieldthee to-day

;

Heaven bids thee come,
While yet there's room;
Child of sin and sorrow,
Hear and obey. •

2 Child of sin and sorrow, why wilt thou die ?

Come, whde thou canst borrow hope from
Grieve not that love, [on high;

r

Which from above

—

Child of sin and sorrow

—

Would bring thee nigh.

Child of sin and sorrow, thy moments glide

Like the flitting arrow, or the rushing tide;

Ere the time is o'er,

Heaven's grace implore,
Child of sin and sorrow,

In Christ confide.

TO-DAY. 6s & 4s.

979
2 To-day the Saviour calls !

0, listen now;
Within these sacred walls

To Jesus bow.

3 To-day the Saviour calb !

For refuge fly

;

The storm of vengeance falls;

Ruin is nigh.

4 The Spirit calls to-day !

Yield to His power;
0, errieve Him not away;

'lis mercy's hour.

980
1 To Thee my God I come,

In Jesus' name;
No more, no more to roam
In sin and shame.

2 For mercy at Thy throne,
My God, I cry;
lead me by Thy Son
To realms on high.

3 Thy praises win I sing,

While life is given;

And holier incense bring

To Thee in heaven.
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981
2 Far o'er the sea and land,

'Tis our Lord's own command,
Bear ye His name:

Bear it to every shore;
Regions unknown explore;
Enter at every door

—

Silence is shame.

982
1 Rise, glorious Conqueror, rise

Into thy native skies

—

Assume Thy right:

And where in many a fold,

The clouds are backward rolled

—

Pass through t lose 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 waves his wings of fire,

—

Thou Lamb, once slain!

3 Enter, incarnate God!
No feet but Thine have trod

The serpent down:
Blow the full 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.

983
1 Shephekd of tender youth,
Guiding in love and truth

Through devious ways,
Christ, our triumphant King,
We come Thy name to sing,

And here our children bring,
To shout Thy praise.

2 Ever be Thou our Guide,
Our Shepherd and our Pride,

Our Staff and Song.
Jesus, Thou Christ of God,
By Thy perennial word,
Lead us where thou hast trod

;

Make our faith strong.

3 So now, and till we die,

Sound we Thy praises high,
And joyful sing.

Infants, and the glad throng
Who to the church belong,

Unite, and swell the song
To Christ our King.

984
1 Gone are those great and good
Who here, in peril stood

And raised their hymn.
Peace to the reverend dead !

The light, that on their head
Two hundred years have shed,

Shall ne'er grow dim.

2 Ye temples, that to God
Rise where our fathers trod,

Guard well your trust

—

The faith that dared the sea,

The truth that made them free,

Their cherished purity,

Their garnered dust.
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985
My Saviour, whom absent I love;

Whom, not having seen, I adore;
Whose name is exalted above

All glory, dominion, and power,

—

3 Dissolve Thou these bands that detain

My soul from her portion in Thee,
strike off this adamant chain,

And make me eternally free.

4 When that happy era begins.

When arrayed in Thy glories I shine,

Nor grieve any more, by my si as,

The bosom on which I recline,

—

5 then shall the vail be removed !

And round me Thy brightness be poured

;

1 shall meet Him, whom absent I loved,

I shall see, whom unseen I adored.

6 And then, never more shall the fears,

The trials, temptations, and woes,
Which darken this valley of tears,

intrude on my blissful repose.

986
1 O WTIE5 shall we sweetly remove,

when shall we enter our rest

—

Return to the Zion above,
The mother of spirits distressed;

The city of (!<, 1, the great King,
Where Borrow and death are no more,

Where b icnta oar Emmanuel sing,

And cherub and seraph adore?

2 But angel.-- themselves cannot tell

The joys of that holiest place,

Where Jesus is pleased to reveal

The light of His heavenly face;

When, caught in the rapturous flame,
The sight beatific they prove;

And walk in the light ofrfhe Lamb,
Enjoying the beams of His love.

3 Thou know'st in the spirit of prayer
We long Thy appearing to see,

Resigned to the burden we bear,

But longing to triumph with Thee;
'Tis good at Thy word to be here

;

'Tis better in Thee to be gone,
And see Thee in glory appear,
And rise to a share in Thy throne.

987
1 A debtor to mercy alone,

—

Of covenant mercy I sing;
Nor fear, with Thy righteousness on,
My person and offerings to bring

:

2 The terrors of law and of God
With 'me can have nothing to do;

My Saviour's obedience and blood
Hide all my transgressions from view.

3 The work which His goodness began,
The arm of His strength will complete;

His promise is yea and amen,
And never was forfeited yet

:

4 My name from the palms of His hands
Eternity will not erase;

Impressed on His heart it remains
In marks of indellible grace :

5 Yes ! I to the end shall endure,

As sure as the earnest is given :

More happy, but not more secure,

I The glorified spirits iu heaven.
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2 We speak of its pathways of gold,
Its walls decked with jewels so rare,

Its wonders and pleasures untold

;

But what must it be to be there?

3 We speak of its freedom from sin,

From sorrow, temptation, and care,

From trials without and within;

But what must it be to be there !

4 We speak of its service of love,

The robes which the glorified wear,
The church of the first-born above;
But what must it be to be there !

5 Do Thou, Lord, 'mid sorrow and woe,
Still for heaven my spirit prepare,

And shortly I also shall know,
And feel what it is to be there

!

989
1 My gracious Redeemer I love;

His praises aloud I'll proclaim,
And join with the armies above
To shout His adorable name.

2 To gaze on His glories divine,
Shall be my eternal employ

;

And feel them incessantly shine,

My boundless, ineffable joy.

3 Ye palaces, sceptres, and crowns,
Your pride with disdain I survey;

Your pomps are but shadows and sounds,
And pass in a moment away.

4 The crown that my Saviour bestows
Yon permanent sun shall outshine;

My joy everlastingly flows;

My God, my Redeemer, is mine.

990
1 Ye angels , who stand round the throne,

And view my Immanuel's face,

In rapturous songs make Him known

;

0, tune your soft harps to His praise.

2 Ye saints, who stand nearer than they,

And cast your bright crowns at His feet,

His grace and His glory display,

And all His rich mercy repeat.

3 0, when will the moment appear
When I shall unite in your song !

I'm weary of lingering here,

For I to your Saviour belong.

4 I'm fettered and chained here in clay;

I struggle and pant to be free;

1 long to be soaring away,
My God and my Saviour to see.

991
1 Tuotr, who hast spread out the skies,

And measured the depths of the sea,

'Twixt heavens and ocean shall rise

Our incense of praises to Thee.

2 We know that Thy presence is near,

While heaves our bark far from the land;
We ride o'er the deep without fear

—

The waters are held in Thy hand.

3 Eternity comes in the sound
Of billows that never can sleep !

There 's Deity circling us round

—

Omnipotence walks o'er the deep !

4 Father ! our eye is to Thee,
As on for the haven we roll;

And faith in our Pilot shall be
An anchor to steady the soul.
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The turtle hreathes forth her soft moan, The lark mounts and warbles away.

992
2 Shall every creature around

Their voices in concert unite,

And I, the most favored, be found
In praising to tike less delight?

3 Awake, then, my harp and my lute;

Sweet organs, your notes softly swell;

No longer my lips shall be mute,
The Saviour's high praises to tell.

4 His love in my heart shed abroad,
My graces shall bloom as the spring;

:

,

This temple, His spirit's abode,

My joy, as my duty, to sing.

999
1 How tedious and tasteless the hours,

When Jesus no longer I see! [flowers,

Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet
Have lost all their sweetness with me.

2 The mid-summer sun shines but dim,
The fields strive in vain to look gay

;

But when I am happy in Him,
December 's as pleasant as May.

3 His name yields the richest perfume,
And sweeter than music His voice;

His presence disperses my gloom,
And makes all within rejoice.

4 I should, were He always thus nigh,
Have nothing to wish or to fear;

No mortal so happy as I

—

My summer would last all the year.

5 Dear Lord, if indeed I am Thine,
If Thou art my sun and my song,

Say, why do I languish and pine,

And why are my winters so long ?

6 drive these dark clouds from my sky,
Thy soul-cheering presence restore;

Or take me unto Thee on high,
Where winter and clouds are no more.

994
1 This God is the God we adore,

Our faithful, unchangeable Friend,
Whose love is as large as His power,
And neither knows measure nor end.

2 'Tis Jesus, the First and the Last,

Whose Spirit shall guide us safe home,
We'll praise Him for all that is past,

And trust Him for all that 's to comt

995
1 I long to behold Him arrayed,

With glory and light from above;
The King in His beauty displayed,

His beauty of holiest love.

2 With Him I, in Zion shall stand.
For Jesus hath spoken the word;

The breadth of Iminanuel's land
Survey in the light of the Lord.

3 But when on Thy bosom reclined,
Thy face I am strengthened to see,

My fulness of rapture I find.

My heaven of heavens in Thee.

996
All praise to the Father, the Son,
And Spirit, thrice holy and blessed,

The Eternal, Supreme, Three in One,
Was, is, and shall still be addressed.
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997
2 Though like a wanderer,

Daylight all gone,
Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone,

Yet in my dreams, I'd be
Nearer, my God to Thee :

Nearer to Thee.

3 There let the way appear
Steps up to heaven

;

All that Thou sendest me
In mercy given,

Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee.

4 Then with my waking thoughts,
Bright with Thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs,

Bethel I'll raise ;

So by my woes to be
Neai-cr, my God to Thee,
Nearer to Thee.

5 Or if on joyful wing,
Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,
Upward I fly,

Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee.

998
1 I'm but a stranger here,

Heaven is my home;
Earth is a desert drear,
Heaven is my home ;

Danger and sorrow stand
Round me on every hand

;

Heaven is my fatherland

—

Heaven is my home.

2 What though the tempest rage.
Heaven is my home;

Short is my pilgrimage,
Heaven is my home

:

Time's cold and wintry blast
Soon will be overpast;
I shall reach home at last

—

Heaven is my home.
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999
2 The storm that racks the wintry sky

No more disturbs their deep repose
Than summer evening's latest sigh,

That shuts the rose.

3 I long to lay this painful head
And aching heart beneath the soil;

To slumber, in that dreamless bed,
From all my toil.

4 The soul, of origin divine,

God's glorious image, freed from clay,

In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine,

A star of day.

5 The sun is but a spark of fire,

A transent meteor in the sky :

The soul, immortal as its Sire,

Shall never die.

1000

1 I cax not always trace the way
Where Thou, almighty One, dost move;

But I can always, always say
That God is love.

2 When fear her chilling mantle flings

O'er earth, my soul to heaven above,
As to her native home, upsprings;

For God is love.

3 When mystery clouds my darkened path,
I'll check my dread, my doubts reprove:

In this my soul sweet comfort hath,
That God is love.

4 Oh may this truth my heart employ,
Bid every gloomy thought remove,

And turn all tears, all woes to joy,

—

Thou, God, art Love.

1001
1 My God, my Father, while I stray,

Far from my home, on life's rough way,
Oh, teach me from my heart to say,

" Thy will be done !

"

2 What though in lonely grief I sigh

For friends beloved no longer nigh

;

Submissive still would I repiy,
" Thy will be done !"

3 If Thou shouldst call me to resign

What most I prize,—it ne'er was mine;
I only yield Thee what was Thine:

" Thy will be done !"

4 If but my fainting heart be blest

With Thy sweet Spirit for its guest,

My God, to Thee I leave the rest

:

" Thy will be done !
"

100*2

1 My God, I bring my heart to Thee.
Though poor and vile the offering be,

For Christ's dear sake, make it Thy throne

;

Reign there alone!

3 Whene'er temptation's darts assail;

When all things mortal fade and fail;

God, keep my poor heart Thine own;
Reign there alone!

3 When the last trumpet's peal shall break
The slumber of the dead— take

My trembling heart to be Thine own;
Reign there alone!

4 And as the immortal ages roll,

And heavenly anthems feast the soul;

Still be my raptured heart Thy throne;

Reign there alone!
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1003
2 When weary in the Christian race,

Far off appears my resting place,

And, fainting, I mistrust Thy grace,

Then, Saviour plead for me.

2 When I have erred and gone astray,

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

Still , Saviour, plead for me.

3 When Satan, by my sins made bold,

Strives from Thy cross to loose my hold,

Then with Thy pitying arms enfold,

And plead, oh, plead for me !

4 And when my dying hour draws near,

Darkened with anguish, guilt and fear,

Then to my fainting sight appear,
Pleading in heaven for me !

5 When the full light of heavenly day,
Reveals my sins in dread array,

Say Thou hast washed them all away;
0, say thou plead' st for me !

1004
1 From foes that would the land devour

;

From guilty pride, and lust of power;
From wild sedition's lawless hour;

From yoke of slavery

;

2 From blinded zeal, by faction led;

From giddy change, by fancy bred;

From poisonous error's serpent head,
Good, Lord, preserve us free.

3 Defend, God, with guardian hand,
The laws and ruler of our land :

And grant our church Thy grace to stand
In faith and unity.

4 The Spirit's help of Thee we crave,

That Thou, whose blood we shed to saTO,

Mayst at Thy second coming have
A flock to welcome Thee.

lOOo
1 holt Saviour ! Friend unseen !

Since on Thy arm Thou bid'st us lean,

Help us throughout life's changing scene

By faith to cling to Thee.

2 Blest with this fellowship divine,

Take what Thou wilt, we'll not repine

For, as the branches to the vine,

We only cling to Thee.

3 Though far from home, fatigued, opprest,

Here we have found a place of rest;

As exiles still, yet not unblest,

Because we cling to Thee.

4 What though the world deceitful prove,

And earthly friends and hopes remove,
With patient, uncomplaining love,

Still can we cling to Thee.

5 Though oft we seem to tread alone

Life's dreary waste with thorns o'ergrown
Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone,

Whispers, " Still cling to Me !

"

6 Though faith and hope are often tried,

We ask not, need not aught beside,

So safe, so calm, so satisfied

The souls that cling to Thee.
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1003
2 Blessed Jesus!—would'st thou know Him?

O how He loves !

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

Is it sin that pains and grieves thee?
Doubts and trials do they tease thee ?

Jesus can from all release thee?
how He loves!

3 All thy sins shall be forgiven,

how He loves!

Backward all thy foes be driven,
how He loves!

Best of blessings IIe"ll provide thee,

Nought but good shall e'er betide thee,

Safe to gl*y He will guide thee

—

how He loves!

4 Let us still this love be viewing,
how He loves!

And though faint, keep on pursuing,
O how He hues!

He will strengthen each endeavor,
And when p issed o'er Jordan's river,

This shall be our song forever,

how He loves.

floor
1 Hark, those bell-tones sweetly pealing,

Come, wanderer, come;
Far and wide melodious stealing

—

Come, wanderer, come;
Though each heart the voice is thrilling,

Storms of gritt' and passion stilling

—

Storms of grief and passion stilling

—

Come, wanderer, come.

^ Hark ! the bell to prayer is calling;

Come, wanderer, come.
In God's house with reverent feeling

—

Seek here thy home.
There 's a mansion far above thee,

For the Spirit's pure and lowly~-
For the Spirit 's pure and lowly,

Come, wanderer, come.

3 Still the echoed voice is ringing;
Come, wanderer, come.

Every heart pure incense bringing;
Come, wanderer, come.

Father, round the altar bending,
May our songs to heaven ascending,
Join the anthems never ending

—

Come, wanderer, come.

1008
1 Hark ! the clarion now is breaking

Come, brothers, come.
Nations from their sleep are waking; —

Come, brothers, come.
See salvation's banner flying;

—

Join the ranks—on God relying;
" Victory !" we shall soon be crying :—

Come, brothers, come.

2 Christ, the Lord, shall have the glory-
Come, brothers, come.

As ages roll we'll chant this story

Come, brothers, come.
Honor to the Father giving;

To Son and Spirit ever living

—

To Son and Spirit ever living

—

Come, brothers, come.
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I would not live alwr.y thus fettered by sin

—

Temptation without and corruption within:
E'en the rapture of pardon is mingled with

fears,

And the cup of thanksgiving with penitent
tears.

I would not live alway ; no,welcome the tomb

;

Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its

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

To hail Him in triumph descending the skies.

Who, who would live alway, away from his

God,
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the

briffht plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns ?

Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet,
Their Saviour and brethren transported to

greet

;

While the anthems of rapture unceasingly
roll,

And the sraile of the Lord is the life of the

soul.

1010
Rise daughter of Zion, thy mourning is o'er,

The night that hath veiled thee shall veil thee

no more;
Wear the robes of the morning, arise thou

and shine,

For the beauty and light ofJehovah are thine.

Oh , lift up thine eyesdook around thee and see

;

How thy children are gathering together to

thee;

Like doves on the wing, flying home to be
blest

At thine altar with peace, in thy bosom with
rest.

In thy kingdom of love shall all violence cease,

Thine exactors be justice, thine officers peace,

Thy people all righteous, and truth all thy
ways,

Thy walls called salvation, thine open gates

praise.

Jehovah, Thy beauty, Thy brightness, Thy
crown,

Thy moon shall not wane, and Thy sun ne'er

go down,
And the tide ofThy glory no ebbing to know,
Shall an ocean of light round the universe

flow.
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2 Acquaint thee, mortal, acquaint thee with

God,
And He shall be with thee when fears are

abroad

;

Thy Safeguard in danger that threatens thy
path;

Thy Joy in the valley and shadow of death.

A012
1 My home is in heaven, my rest is not here,
Then why should I murmur when trials

appe tr ?

Be hushed, my dark spirit, the worst that
can come,

But shortens my journey, and hastens thee
home.

2 It is not for thee to be seeking thy bliss,

And building thy hopes in a region like

this;

I look fur a city which hands havenot piled,

I pant for a country by sin undefiled.

3 The thorn and the thistle around me may
grow,

[ would not recline upon roses below;
£ ask not my portion, I seek not my rest,

Till I find them forever on Jesus' breast, i

101.1
1 Thou soft-flowing Cedron, by thy silver

stream
Our Saviour by midnight,when moonlight's

pale beam
Shone bright on thy waters,would frequent-

ly stray,

And lose in thy murmurs the toils of the day.

2 How damp were the vapors that fell on His
Head!

How hard was His pillow, how humble His
bed!

The angels astonished grew sad at the sight,

And followed their Master with solemn de-
light.

3 garden of Olivet, dear, honored spot,
Thy name and thy wonders shall ne'er be

forgot

;

The theme most transporting to seraphs
above,

The triumph of sorrow, the triumph of love.

4 Come saints, and adore Him; come bow at

His feet; [meet.

0, give Him the glory, the praise that is

Let joyful hosannahs unceasing arise,

And join the grana chorus that gladdens
the skies.
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1014
2 Fear not, I am with thee, Oh ! he not dis-

mayed
;

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

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

Upheld by My righteous, omnipotent hand.

1015
1 The Lord is my Shepherd, nor want shall

I know;
I feed in green pastures ; safe folded I rest

;

He leadeth my soul where the still waters
flow;

Restores me when wandering, redeems
when oppressed.

2 Through the valley of the shadow of death
though I stray,

Since Thou art my Guardian, no evil I

fear;

Thy rod shall defend me, Thy staff be my
stay;

No harm can befall with my Comforter
near.

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread

;

With blessings unmeasured my cup run-
neth o'er;

With perfume and oil Thou anointest my
head;

0, what shall I ask of Thy providence
more?
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1016
2 How vain the delusion, that while you de-

lay,

Your hearts may grow better by staying
away;

Come wretched, come starving, come just

as you be,

While streams of salvation are flowing so

free.

3 And now Christ is ready your souls to re-

ceive,

O how can you question ifyou will believe?

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

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

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

And trusting in heaven, we never shall

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

We'll journey together, and soon be at

home.
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mr
1 Delay not, delay not ; sinner, draw

near;
The waters of life are now flowing for

thee:

No price is demanded; the Saviour is here;

Redemption is purchased, salvation ia

free.

2 Delay not, delay not ; why longer
abuse

The love and compassion of Jesus, thy
God?

A fountain is opened; how canst thou re-

fuse

To wash and be cleansed in his pardon-
ing blood ?

3 Delay not, delay not, sinner, to come!
For mercy still lingers and calls thee to-

day:
Her voice is not heard in the shade of the

tomb;
Her message, unheeded, will soon pass

away.
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S Too long, guilty wanderer, too long hast

thou been
In the broad road of ruin, in bondage to

sin;

Thee the world has allured, and enslaved,

and deceived,

While my counsel thou'st spurned, and my
Spirit hast grieved.

3 Though countless thy sins, and though
crimson thy guilt.

Yet for crimes such as thine was my blood
freely spilt:

Come sinner, and prove me; come, mourn-
er, and see

The wounds that I bore, when I suffered

for thee.

4 Thou doubt'st not my power— deny not
my will;

Come, needy, come helpless, thy soul I

will fill;

My mercy is boundless ; no sinner shall

say,
That he sued at my feet— but was driven

away.

1019
1 Lo ! Jesus the Saviour, in mercy draws

near,
Salvation he brings, repent and be-

lieve;

The voice of his mercy the doubting shall

hear,
And sinners redemption with gladness

receive.

2 The day-star of promise illumines the sky,
And souls long benighted now welcome

the dawn;
Improve the glad season, or soon you may

cry—
" The harvest is past, and the summer is

gone!

"

3 The spirit is striving with sinners to-day,

He graciously knocks at the door of your
heart,

He comes the compassion of God to dis-

play,
Your sins to remove and his love to im-

part.

4 ! welcome the Spirit, and grieve him no
more,

Nor wait till his offers of life are with-
drawn ;

Lest then you may cry, as your doom you
deplore,

" The harvest is past, and the summer is

gone ! '

'

10*20
1 Though faint, yet pursuing, we go on our

way

;

The Lord is our Leader, His word is our
stay

;

Though suffering, and sorrow, and trial be

near,

The Lortl is our refuge, and whom can we
fear?

2 He raiseth the fallen, He cheereth the faint:

The weak, and oppressed—He will hear their

complaint;
Theway may be weary,and thorny the road,

But how can we falter ? our help is in God

!
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2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of

peace !

And thrice precious Jesus, whose love can
not oeaee !

Though oft from Thy presence in sadness
I roam,

I long to behold Thee in glory, at home.

3 I sigh from this body of sin to be free,

Which hinders my joy and communion with
Thee:

Though now my temptation like billows
may fuam,

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

4 While here in the valley of conflict I stay,

give me submission, and strength as my
day;

In all my afflictions to Thee would I come,
Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home.

5 Whate'er Thou deniest, give me Thy
fr.ice,
pirit's sure witness, and smiles of Thy

face;

Endue me with ptaience to wait at Thy
throne,

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

6 I Ions, dearest Lord, in Thy beauties to

.shine;

No more as an exile in sorrow to pine;

And in Thy dear image arise from the tomb,

With glorified millions to praise Thee at

home.

1099
1 To Thee, my Saviour, to Thee will I

cling,

For Thou art my Lord, my Redeemer and
King;

And feeling Thy blessing, my spirit shall

know,
Thy mercy is with me wherever I go.

2 Farewell to the anguish of doubt and de-
spair,

And welcome the rapture of praise and of
prayer,

Since, meekly confiding, in faith I rejoice,

To hear the sweet tones of Thy comforting
voice.

3 Around me there shineth the heavenly ray
Which scattereth clouds and their shadows

away,
And melteth my soul in devotional glow,

—

For mercy is with me wherever I go.

4 Farewell to the pleasures which time can
afford,

Since Thou art my glory, my Saviour and
Lord

;

Nor fear I the darkness of death and the

tomb,
Since Thou art my Light in the midst of

the gloom.

5 Before me there gloweth,around and above,
The pledges of favor, the tokens of love;

And gratitude teacheth my spirit to know,
Thy mercy is with me wherever I go.
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2 Ye mourning saints! dry every tear
For your departed Lord

;

" Behold the place—He is not there,"
The tomb is all unbarred:

The gates of death were closed in vain:

The Lord is risen—He lives again.

3 Now cheerful to the house of prayer
Your early footsteps bend,

The Saviour will himself be there,
Your advocate and friend:

Once by the law your hopes were slain,

But now in Christ ye live again.

4 How tranquil now the rising day!
'Tis Jesus still appears,

A risen Lord to chase away
Your- unbelieving fears -

Oh! weep no more your comforts slain,

The Lord is risen—He bves again.

5 And when the shades of evening fall,

When life's last hour draws nigh,
If Jesus shine upon the soul,

How blissful then to die:

Since He has risen who once was slain,

Ye die in Christ to live again.

1024
1 Since o'er Thy footstool here below

Such radiant gems are strown,

0, what magnificence must glow,
Great God, about Thy throne!

So brilliant here these drops of light!

There the full ocean rolls, how bright!

2 If night's blue curtain of the sky,
With thousand stars inwrought,

Hung, like a royal canopy,
With glittering diamonds fraught,

Be, Lord, Thy temple's outer veil,

What splendor at the shrine must dwell!

3 The dazzling sun, at noonday hour,
Forth from his flaming vase,

Flinging o'er earth the golden shower,
Till vale and mountain blaze,

But shows, Lord, one beam of Thine:
What, then, the day where Thou dost

shine!

4 0, how shall these dim eyes endure
That noon of living rays?

Or how our spirits, so impure,
Upon Thy glory gaze?

Anoint, Lord, anoint our sight,

And fit us for that world of light.
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2 I saw thee stray forlorn,

And heard thee faintly cry,

And on the tree of scorn
For thee I deigned to die

—

3 I shield thee from alarms,

And wilt thou not be blest?

I bear thee in My arms;
Thou, bear me in thy breast!

1926

1 I Feel within a want
Forever burning there,

What I so thirst for, grant,
Thou who nearest prayer!

2 This is the thing I crave,

A likeness to Thy Son;
This would I rather have
Than call the world my own.

3 Like Him, now in my youth,
1 Ions, O God, to be.

In tenderness and truth,

In sweet humility.

1027
1 Jehovah is our strength,

And He shall be our song;
We shall o'ercomc at length,
Although our foes be strong.

2 The Lord our refuge is,

And ever will remain

;

Since he hath made us His,
He will our cause maintain.

3 The Lord our portion is,

What can we wish for more ?

As long as we are His,
We never can be poor.

4 The Lord our Shepherd is,

He knows our every need

;

And since we now are His,
His care our souls will feed.

5 Our God our Father is,

Our names are on His heart;
We ever shall be His,
He ne'er from us will part.

1028
1 Cling to the Crucified !

Hi3 eye shall guard thee^well—
For thee, fast from His side,

The crimson current fell.

2 Cling to the Crucified !

My weary feet in peace
His tender hand shall guide

Till all thy wanderings cease.

3 Cling to the Crucified !

His love the golden door
For thee shall open wide.
And bless thee evermore.
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2 Friends, fondly cherished, but passed on

before;
Waiting, they watch me approaching the

shore;
Singing to cheer me through death's chill-

ing gloom

:

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.
Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear;

Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear !

Rings with the harmony heaven's high
dome

—

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

3 Death, with thy weapons ofwar lay me low,
Strike, king of terrors ! I fear not the blow;
Jesus hath brokeD the bars of the tomb!
Joyfully, joyfully will I go home.
Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,
Death shall be banished, his sceptre be gone

!
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Joyfully, then shall I witness his doom,
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.

1030
I'm weary of sighing, fain would I rest,

In the far distant land of the pure and the blest,

Where sin can no longer her blandishments
spread

;

And tears and temptations forever arc fled.

I'm weary of loving what passes away,
The sweetest, the dearest, alas, do not stay;

I long for that land where those partings are
o'er,

And death and the tomb can divide hearts no
more.

I'm weary, my Saviour, of grieving thy love;

0, when shall I rest in Thy presence above,
I'm weary, but 0, never let me repine,

While Thy changeless love, and Thy promise
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2 Thy canopy's heaven, in splendor so

bright

;

Thy chariot the clouds, Thy garment the

light;

The works of creation Thy bidding per-
form;

Thou ridest the whirlwind, directest the

storm.

S What wisdom is shown, what power dis-

played,

In all that Tby hand hath fashioned and
made!

The earth full of riches, in beauty com-
plete;

The fathomless ocean, with wonders re-

plete.

1033

1 W0E9HIP the King all glorious above,
And gratefully Bing lli.^ wonderful love

—

Our shield and defender, the Ancient of
days,

Pavilioned in splendor and girded with
praise.

2 tell of His might, and sir.g 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 can re-

cite ?

It breathes in the air, it shines in the light,

It streams from the hills, it descends to the
plain,

And sweetly distils in the dew and the
rain.

4 Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,

In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail,

Thy mercies how tender! how firm to the
end!

Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and
Friend.

5 Father Almighty, how faithful Thy love !

While anirels delight to hymn Thee above,
The humblei creation, though feeble their

lays,

With true adoration shall lisp to Thy
praise.
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2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying,

Hope, when all others die.fadeless and pure,

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name
saying,

Earth hath no sorrow that heaven cannot
cure.

1034
1 Saviour, whose mercy, severe in its kind-

ness,

Hast chastened my wanderings and guided

my way,
Adored be the power which illumined my

blindness,

And weaned me from phantoms that smiled

to betray.

I The blossoms blushed bright, but a worm
was below

;

The moonlight shone fair, there was blight

in the beam

;

Sweet whispered the breeze, but it whispered
of woe;

And bitterness flowed in the soft flowing

stream.

3 So, cured ofmy folly, yet cured but in part,

I turned to the refuge Thy pity displayed

;

And still did this eager and credulous heart
Weave visions of promise that bloomed but

to fade.

4 I dreamed of celestial rewards and renown

,

I grasped at the triumph which blesses the
brave;

I asked for the palm-branch, the robe and the
crown;

I asked, and Thou showedst me a cross and
a grave.

5 Subdued and instructed, at length, to Thy
will,

My hopes and my longings I fain would
resign

;

0, give me the heart that can wait and be still,

Nor know ofa wish or a pleasure but Thine.

G There are mansions exempted from sin and
from woe,

But they stand in a region by mortals un-
trod

;

There are rivers of joy, but they roll not be-

low;
There is rest, but it dwells in the presence

of God.
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2 Where dost Thou at noontide resort with

Thy sheep
To feed on the pastures of love ?

Say, why in the valley of death should I

weep,
Or alone in the wilderness rove ?

3 0, why should I wander an alien from Thee
Or cry in the desert for bread ?

Thy foes will rejoice when my sorrows they

And smile at the tears I have shed.

4 Restore, my dear Saviour, the light ofThy
face;

Thy soul-cheering favor impart

;

And let Thy sweet tokens of pardoning
grace

Bring joy to my desolate heart.

1036
1 In songs of sublime adoration and praise.

Ye pilgrims, for Zion who press,

Break forth, and extol the great Ancient of
Days,

His rich and distinguishing grace.

2 His love, from eternity, fixed upon you,
Broke forth, and discovered its flame,

When each with the cords of His kindness,

He drew,
And brought you to love His great name.

3 What was there in you that could merit

esteem,
Or give the Creator delight ?

'Twas^ " Even so, Father," you ever must
sing,

" Because it seemed good in Thy sight."

4 'Twas all of Thy grace we were brought to

obey,
While others were suffered to go

The road which by nature we chose as our
way,

Which leads to the regions of woe.

5 Then give all the glory to His holy name;
To Him all the glory belongs;

Be yours the high joy still to sound forth
His fame,

And crown Him in each of your songs.
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2 There the glory is ever shining !

0, my longing heart, my longing heart is

there;

Here in this country so dark and dreary,
I long have wandered forlorn and weary.

3 There's the city to which I journey

;

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light

!

There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,
Nor any sinning, nor any dying.

1038
1 Farewell, brothers, with tears I've

warned you,
I must leave you, I must leave you and be

gone;
With this your portion, your heart's de-

sire

—

Why will you perish in raging fire.

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, &c.

2 Father, mother, and sister.brother !

If you will not journey with me I must go !

Now since your vain hopes you will thus
cherish,

Should I too linger and with you perish?
I'm a p lgrim, and I'm a stranger, &c.

3 Farewell, dreary earth, by sin so blighted,

In immortal beauty soon you'll be arrayed,
He who has formed thee will soon restore

thee,

And then thy dread curse shall never more
be;

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, &c.

1039
1 Give me music; oh, give me musio
While I linger, while I linsrer here below.
Let strains of heavenly music cheer me,
For my sinful heart is sad and dreary.

2 Sing of Jesus; oh, sing of Jesus,

His sweet mercy ; oh,let me his mercy know.
That for my heart His voice is pleading;
At the great throne for me interceding.

3 Sing of Jesus; oh, sing of Jesus,

His sweet Spirit, oh, let me breathe -t.

Let melodies of love unending
Soothe my poor soul in sorrow low bending.

4 Sing of heaven; oh, sing of heaven

—

Its clear river; crystal sea and streets of
gold.

For that fair land I am ever sighing,
Oh give me musio living and dying.
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2 Thy word brought forth the flaming sun,
The changeful moon, the starry host;

In Thine appointed course they run,
Till in the final ruin lost.

3 At Thy command the storm is dumb:
And to the sea Thy power hath said,

—

No further shalt thou dare to come,
And here shall thy proud waves be stayed.

4 Thy sway is known below, above,
And full of majesty Thy voice:

And as it speaks in wrath or love,

The nations tremble or rejoice.

i The final, awful hour is near,
Time p ices on with ceaseless tread,

When opening graves Thy voice shall hear,
And render up the sleeping dead.

6 Oh ! in that great decisive day,
May we be found in Christ, and stand

While Aiming worlds shall melt away.
Owned and approved at Thy right hand.

1 Great God, whose universal sway
The known and unknown worlds obey,
Now give the kingdom to Thy Son;
Extend His power, exalt His throne.

2 Thy sceptre well becomes His hands,
All heaven submits to His commands;
His justice shall avenge the poor,
And pride and rage prevail no more.

3 With power He vindicates the just,
And treads th' oppressor in the dust;
His worship and His fear shall last,

Till hours, and years, and times be past.

4 As rain on meadows newly mown,
So shall He send His influence down;
His grace, on fainting souls, distils,

Like heavenly dew on thirsty hills.

5 The heathen lands, that lie beneath
The shades of overspreading death,
Revive at his first dawning light;

And deserts blossom at the sight.
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Thy truth shall hreak thro* ev'- ry cloud That veils or dark - ens Thy de - signs.

2 For ever firm Thy justice stands,
As mountains their foundations keep;

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

3 My God ! how excellent Thy grace,
Whence all our hope, our comfort springs?

The sons of Adam, in distress,

Fly to the shadow of Thy wings.

4 From the provisions of Thy house,
We shall be fed with sweet repast:

There mercy like a river flows,

And brings salvation to our taste.

5 Life, like a fountain, rich and free,

Springs from the presence of my Lord;
And, in Thy light our souls shall see

The glories promised in Thy word.

1 Ere the blue heavens were stretch'd abroad,
From everlasting was the Word;

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

2 By His own power were all things made,
By Him supported all things stand;

He is the whole creation's Head,
And angels fly at His command.

3 But lo, He leaves those heavenly forms,
The Word descends and dwells in clay,

That He may converse hold with worms,
Dressed in such feeble flesh as they.

4 Mortals with joy behold His face,

The eternal Father's only Son;
How full of truth, how full of grace,
When thro' His eyes the Godhead shone.

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

The love of our descending God.
The glories of Immanuel.

1 Praise, everlasting praise, be paid
To Him, who earth's foundation laid

Praise to the God, whose strong decrees
Sway the creation, as He please.

2 Praise to the goodness of the Lord,
Who rules His people by His word;
And there as strong as His decrees,

He sets His kindest promises.

3 Whence then should doubts and fears arise?

Why trickling sorrows drown our eyes?
Slowly, alas ! our mind receives

The comforts that our Maker gives.

4 Oh ! for a strong, a lasting faith,

To credit what th' Almighty saith;
1" embrace the message of His Son,
And call the joys of heaven our own.

5 Then, should the earth's old pillars shake,
And all the wheels of nature break,
Our steady souls would fear no more,
Than solid rocks when billows roar.
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest,

No mortal care shall seize my breast;

Oh ! may my heart in tune be found,
Like Davids harp of solemn sound.

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord,
And bless His works, and bless His word;
Thy works of grace—how bright they shine

!

How deep Thy counsels—how divine!

4 Lord! I shall share a glorious part,

When grace hath well refined my heart,

And fresh supplies of joy are s-hed,

Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

5 Then shall I see, and hear, and know
All I desired or wished below;
And every power find sweet employ
In that eternal world of joy.

1 Great God, we sing that mighty hand,
By which supported still we stand;

The opening year Thy mercy shows,

—

Let mercy crown it till it close.

2 By day, by night—at home, abroad,
Still we are guarded by our God;
By His incessant bounty fed,

By His unerring counsel led.

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

—

We to Thy gu irdian care commit,
And peaceful leave before Thy feet.

4 In scenes exalted or depressed,
Be Thou our joy—and Thou our rest;

Thy goodness all our hopes shall raise,

Adored, through all our changing days.

5 When death shall close our earthly songs,
And seal, in silence, mortal tongues,
Our helper, God, in whom we trust,

Shall keep our souls, and guard our dust

8

1 Now let my soul, eternal King!
To Thee its grateful tribute bring;
My knee with humble homage bow:
My tongue perform its solemn vow.

2 All nature sings Thy boundless love,
In worlds below—and worlds above;
But in Thy blessed word I trace,
Diviner wonders of Thy grace.

3 There what delightful truths I read!
There I behold the Saviour bleed;
His name salutes my listening ear,
Revives my heart, and checks my fear.

4 There Jesus bids my sorrows cease,
And gives my laboring conscience peace;'
Raises my grateful passions high,
And points to mansions in the sky.

5 For love like this, oh let my song,
Thro' endless years Thy praise prolong;
Let distant climes Thy name adore,
Till time and nature are no more.
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2 To mine illumined eyes display

The glorious truth Thy word reveals,

Cause me to run the heavenly way,
Thy book unfold and loose the seals.

3 Thine inward teachings make me know
The mysteries of redeeming love,

The vanity of things below,
And excellence of things above.

4 While through this dubious maze I stray,

Spread like the sun, Thy beams abroad,
To show the dangers of the way,
And guide my feeble steps to God.

10
1 Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord ! we love,

But there's a nobler rest above;
To that our longing souls aspire,

With cheerful hope an I strong desire.

2 No more fatigue, no more distress,

Nor sin, nor death shall reach the place;

No groans shall mingle with the songs
That warble from immortal tongues.

3 No rude alarms of raging foes.

No cares t;> break the long repose,

No midnight shade, no clouded sun,
But sacred, high, eternal noon.

4 Soon shall that glorious day begin,
Beyond this world of death and sin;

Soon shall our voices join the song
Of the triumphant, holy throng.

11
1 Sure the blest Comforter is nigh;

'Tis He sustains my fainting heart;
Else would my hope for ever die,

And evei*y cheering ray depart.

2 Whene'er, to call the Saviour mine,
With ardent wish my heart aspires,—

Can it be less than power divine,

That animates these strong desires?

3 And, when my cheerful hope can say,

—

I love my God and taste His grace,
Lord ! is it not Thy blissful ray,

That brings this dawn of sacred peace ?

4 Let Thy good Spirit in my heart
For ever dwell, God of love !

And light and heavenly peace impart

—

Sweet earnest of the joys above.

13
1 The God of love will sure indulge

The flowing tear, the heaving sigh,
When righteous persons fall around—
When tender friends and kindred die.

2 Beneath a numerous train of ills,

Our feeble flesh and heart may fail;

Yet shall our hope in Thee, our God,
O'er every gloomy fear prevail.

3 Our Father-God ! to Thee we look,
Our Rock, our Portion, and our Friend,

And on Thy covenant love and truth,

Our sinking souls shall still depend.
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13
2 Is not e'en death a gain to those

Whose life to God was given ?

Gladly to earth their eyes they close

To open them in heaven.

3 Their toils are past—their work is done,
And they are fully blest;

They fought the fight, the vict'ry won,
And entered into rest.

4 Then let our sorrows cease to flow,

—

God has recalled His own;
But let our hearts, in every woe,

Still say,- "Thy will be done !

"

14
1 In all my vast concerns with Thee,

In vain my soul would try
To shun Thy presence, Lord ! or fles

The notice of Thine eye.

2 Thine all-surrounding sight surveys
My rising and my rest.

My public walks, my private ways,
And secrets of my breast.

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

And ere my lips pronounce the word,
He knows the sense I mean.

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

Within Thy circling arms [ lie,

Enclosed on every side.

5 So let Thy grace surround me still,

And like a bulwark prove,
To guard my soul from every ill,

Secured by sovereign love.

13
1 Oh ! for that tenderness of heart,

That bows before the Lord;
That owns how just and good Thou art,

And trembles at Thy word.

2 Oh ! for those humble, contrite tears,

Which from repentance flow;

That senseof guilt, which, trembling fears
The long suspended blow !

3 Saviour ! to me, in pity give,
For sin, the deep distress;

The pledge Thou wilt, at last, receive,
And bid me die in peace.

4 Oh ! fill my soul with faith and love,
And strength to do Thy will;

Raise my desires and hopes above

—

Thyself to me reveal.

16
1 And will the Lord thus condescend

To visit sinful worms?
Thus at the door shall mercy stand,

In all her winning forms?

2 Shall Jesus for admittance plead,
His charming voice unheard ?

And this vile heart, for which He bled,
Remain for ever barred ?

3 'Tin sin, alas ! with tyrant power,
The lodging has possessed;

And crowds of traitors b.ir the door,
Against the heavenly guest.

4 Lor 1 ! rise in Thine all-conquering grace,
Thy mighty power display;

One beam of glory from Thy face

Can drive my foes away.
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17
3 Jesus! come and rule my heart,

Aud make me wholly Thine,
That I may never more depart.
Nor grieve Thy love divine.

4 Thus, till my last expiring breath,

Thy goodness I'll adore;

And when my flesn dissolves in death,

My soul shall love Thee more.

18
1 Oh for a heart to praise my God,

A heart from sin set free!

A heart that's sprinkled with the blood
So freely shed for me.

2 Thy temper, gracious Lord, impart;
Come quickly from above;

Oh write Thy name upon my heart—
Thy name, God, is Love!
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2 The present moment flies,

And bears our life away

;

Oh! make Thy servants truly wise,

That they may live to-day.

3 Since on this fleeting hour,
Eternity is hung,

Awaken by Thy mighty power,
The aged and the young.

4 One thing demands our care;

—

Be that one thing pursued;
Lest, slighted once, the season fair

Should never be renewed.

5 To Jesus may we fly,

Swift as the morning light,

Lest life's young golden beams should die.

In Budden, endless night.

2©
1 Make haste, man, to live,

For thou so soon must die;

Time hurries past thee like the breeze,

How swift its moments fly!

2 To breathe, and wake, and sleep,

To smile, to sigh, to grieve,

To move in idleness through earth,

This, this is not to live.

3 M.ke haste, man, to do
Whatever must be done;

Thou ha«t nc time to lose in sloth;

Thy day will soon be gone.

4 Up, then, with speed, and work;
Fling ease and self away,

This is no time for thee to sleep,

Up, watch, and work, and pray.

21
1 Behold the throne of grace!

The promise calls us near;
There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And waits to answer prayer.

2 That rich atoning blood,
Which sprinkled round we see,

Provides for those who come to God
An all-prevailing plea.

3 Thine image, Lord! bestow,
Thy presence and Thy love;'

We ask to serve Thee here below
And reign with Thee above.

4 Teach us to live by faith,

Conform our will to Thine;
Let us victorious be in death,
And, then, in glory shine.

5 If Thou these blessings give,
And wilt our portion be,

All worldly joys we'll cheerful leave,
And find our heaven in Thee.

22
Ye angels round the throne

,

And saints that dwell below,
Worship the Father—love the Son,
And bless the Spirit too.
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2 Yes, let it go,—one look from Thee
Will more than maiie amends,

For all the losses I sustain

Of credit, riches, friends.

3 Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand lives,

How worthless they appear,
Compared with Thee, supremely good,

Divinely bright and fair!

4 Saviour of souls, could I from Thee
A single smile obtain,

Though destitute of all things else,

I'd glory in my gain.

24
1 Behold! where, in a mortal form,

Appears each grace divine;

The virtues, all in Jesus met,
W ith mildest radiance shine.

2 To spread the rays of heavenly light,

To give the mourner joy,
To preach glad tidings to the poor,
Was His divine employ.

3 Mid keen reproach and cruel scorn,

He, meek and patient, stood;

His foes, ungrateful, sought His life,

Who labored for their good.

4 When, in the hour of deep distress,

Before His Father's throne,

With soul resigned, he bowed and said,
«« Thy will, not mine, be done!"

I

5 Be Christ our pattern and our guide,
His image may we bear;

Oh! may we tread His holy steps,

—

His joy and glory share.

25
1 My soul! how lovely is the place,

To which thy God resorts!

'Tis heaven to see His smiling face,

Though in His earthly courts.

2 There the great monarch of the skies

His saving power displays,

And light breaks in upon our eyes,

With kind and quickening rays.

3 With His rich gifts, the heavenly Dove
Descends and fills the place;

While Christ reveals His wondrous love

And sheds abroad His grace.

4 There, mighty God! Thy words declare

The secrets of Thy will;

And still we seek Thy mercy there,

And sing Thy praises still.

26
1 Didst Thou, clear Saviour, suffer shame,

And bear the cross for me 't

And shall I fear to own Thy name,
Or Thy disciple be ?

2 Inspire my soul with life divine,

And make me truly bold;
Let knowledge, faith and meekness shine,

Nor love, nor zeal grow cold.
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27
2 Great is the Lord,—and works unknown

Are His divine employ;
But still His saints are near His throne,

His treasure and His joy.

3 Heaven, earth and sea confess His hand;
He bids the vapors rise;

Lightnings and storms, at His command,
Sweep through the sounding skies.

4 Ye saints! adore the living God,
Serve Him with faith and fear;

He makes the churches His abode,
And claims your honors there.

28
1 Father! how wide Thy glory shines!

How h'gh Thy wonders rise!

Known thro' the earth by thousand signs—
By thousand through the skies.

2 Those mighty orbs proclaim Thy power,
Iheir motions speak Thy skill;

And on the wings of every hour,
We read Thy patience still.

3 But when we view Thy strange design
To save rebellious worms,

Where vengeance and compassion join,

In their divincst forms,

—

4 Here the whole Deity is known;
Nor dares a creature guess,

—

Which of the glories brightest shone,

The jusicc, or the grace.

5 Now the full glories of the Lamb
Adorn the heavenly plains;

Bright seraphs learn Immanuel's name,
And try their choicest strains.

6 Oh! may I bear some humble part,

In that immortal song

;

Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,

And love command my tongue.

1 Awake ye saints ! and raise your eyes,
And raise your voices hijih

;

Awake, and praise that sovereign love
That shows salvation nigh.

2 On all the wings of time it flies,

Each moment brings it near;
Then welcome each declining day,
Welcome each closing year.

3 Not many years their rounds shall run,
Nor many mornings rise,

Ere all its glories stand revealed
To our admiring eyes.

5 Ye wheels of nature! speed your course;
Ye mortal powers ! decay:

Fast as > e bring the night of death,
Ye bring eternal day.

0®
Ye anrjels round he throne,
And saints that dwell below.

Worship the Father—love the Sen,
And bless the Spirit too.
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31

2 Lord, I believe; but gloomy fears

Sometimes bedim my sight

;

I look to Thee with prayers and tears,

And cry for strength and light.

3 Lord, I believe; but oft, T know,
My faith is cold and weak:

My weakness strengthen and bestow
• The confidence I seek.

4 Yes! I believe; and only Thou
Canst give my soul relief:

Lord, to Thy truth my spirit bow;
" Help Thou mine unbelief.

'

'

39
1 Ye golden lamps of heaven! farewell,

With all your feeble light;

Farewell, thou ever-changing moon!
Pale empress of the night.

2 And thou, refulgent orb of day!
In brighter flames arrayed,

—

My soul, that springs beyond thy sphere,
No more demands thy aid.

3 Ye stars are but the shining dust
Of my divine abode;

The pavement of those heavenly courts,
Where I shall see my God.

4 The Father of eternal light

Shall there his beams display;

Nor shall one moment's darkness mix
With that unvaried day.

5 No more the drops of piercing grief

Shall swell into mine eyes;
Nor the meridian sun decline

Amid those brighter skies.

6 There all the millions of His saints

Shall in one song unite;

And each the bliss of all shall view,

With infinite delight.

33
1 Hear what the voice from heaven proclaims.

For all the pious dead ;

—

" Sweet is the savor of their names,
And soft their sleeping bed.

2 " They die in Jesus, and are blessed,

—

How kind their slumbers are!

From sufferings and from sin released,

And freed from every snare.

3 " Far from this world of toil and strife,

They're present with the Lord;
The labors of their mortal life

End in a large reward."

34
1 Unshaken as the sacred hill,

And firm as mountains be;

Firm as a rock the soul shnll rest,

That leans, Lord, on Thee.

2 Not walls nor hills could cuard so well

Old Salem's happy ground,
As those eternal arms of lovo

That every saint surround.
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2 Behold your King, your Saviour crowned,
With glories all divine;

And tell the wondering nations round,
How bright these glories shine.

3 Infinite power and boundless grace,

In Him unite their rays;

Ye that have e'er beheld His face!

Can ye forbear His praise?

4 When in His earthly courts we view
The beauties of our King,

We long to love as angels do,

And wish like them to sing.

5 And shall we long and wish in vain ?

Lord! teach our songs to rise,

Thy love can animate the strain,

And bid it reach the skies.

36
1 Angels rejoiced and sweetly sung,

At our lledeemer's birth:

Mortals! awake; let every tongue
Proclaim His matchless worth.

2 Glory to God who dwells on high,

And sent His only Son
To take a .servant's form, and die,

For evils we had done!

3 Good will to men :— ye fallen race!

Arise and shout for joy

;

He comes with rich abounding, grace

To save, and not destroy.

4 Lord! send the gracious tidings forth,

And fill the world with light,

That Jew and Gentile, thro' the earth,

May know Thy saving might.

5 Ye poor! who tremble at the word,
Distressed, and helpless too,

—

Oh! come and welcome to the Lord,
For He was born for you.

37
1 Let songs of praises fill the sky

!

Christ, our ascended Lord,
Sends down His Spirit from on high,

According to His word.

2 The Spirit, by His heavenly breath,
New life creates within:

He quickens sinners, from the death
Of trespasses and sin.

3 The things of Christ, the Spirit takes,
And to our heart reveals :

Our bodies He his temple makes,
And our redemption seals.

4 Come, Holy Spirit! from above,
With Thy celestial fire;

Come, and with flames of zeal and love,
Our hearts and tongues inspire.

38
1 The earth, the ocean, and the sky,

To form one world agree;
Where all that walk, or swim, or fly,

Compose one family.

2 In one fraternal bond of love,

One fellowship of mind,
The saints below and saints above,

Their bliss and glory find.

3 Here, in their house of pilgrimage,
Thy statutes are their song;

There, through one bright eternal age,
Thy praises they prolong.
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2 He whose heart Thy love has warmed

;

He, whose will to Thine conformed,
Bids his life unsullied run;
He, whose words and thoughts are one:

3 He, who shuns the sinner's road,
Loving those who love their God;
Who, with hope and faith unfeigned,
Treads the path by Thee ordained:

—

4 He, who trusts in Christ alone,

Not in aught himself hath done,

—

He, great Go 1! shall be Thy care,

And Thy choicest blessings share.

40
1 Hark—that shout of rapturous joy,

Bursting forth from yonder cloud!
Jesus comes— and , through the sky,
Angels tell their joy aloud.

2 Hark! the trumpet's awful voice

Soumls abroad thro' sea and land;
Let His people now rejoice,

Their redemption is at hand.

3 See! the Lord appears in view;
Heaven and earth before Him fly:

Rise, ye saints! He comes for you,—
Rise, to meet Him in the sky.

4 Go and dwell with Him above,
Where no foe can e'er molest;

Happy in the Saviour's love,

Ever blessing, ever blest.

1 Hark! my soul ! it is the Lord;
'Tis thy Saviour—hear His word:
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee,

—

" Say, poor sinner! lovest Thou me?

2 " I delivered thee, when bound,
And, when bleeding, healed thy wound;
Sought thee wandering, set thee right,
Turned thy darkness into light.

3 " Can a woman's tender care
Cease towards the child she bare ?

Yes, she may forgetful be,

Yet will I remember thee.

4 " Mine is an unchanging love,
Higher than the heights above;
Deeper than the depths beneath

—

Free and faithful—strong as death.

5 " Thou shalt see my glory soon,
When the work of grace is done;
Partner of my throne shalt be;

—

Say, poor sinner! lovest thou me?"

6 Lord! it is my chief complaint,
That my love is weak and faint;
Yet I love Thee, and adore,

—

Oh! for grace to love Thee more.

42
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,.
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Lov - ing what I once abhorred.

3 What I hope to be ere long,

When I take my place above;

When I join the heavenly throng;
When I see the God of love.

4 Then I hope like Ilim to he,

Who redeemed His Baints from sin,

Whom I now obscurely Bee,

Through a veil that stands between.

5 Blessed fountain, full of grace!

Grace for sinners, grace for me;
To this source alone I trace

What I am and hope to be.

44
1 In Thy presence we appear;
Lord! we love to worship here,

When, within the veil, we wait
Thee upon Thy mercy-seat.

2 While Thy glorious name is sung,
Touch our lips, and loose our tongue;
'I hen our joyful souls shall bles3

Thee, the Lord, our righteousness.

3 While to Thee our prayers ascend,

Let Thine ear in love attend;

Hear us, for Thy Spirit pleads;

Hear, for Jesus intercedes.
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest,

When devotion fills the breast,

When we dwell within Thy house,

Hear Thy word, and pay our vows;
Notes to heaven's high mansions raise.

Fill its courts with joyful praise;

With repeated hymns proclaim
Great Jehovah's awful name.

3 From Thy works our joys arise,

Thou only pood and wise!

Who Thy wonders can declare ?

How profound Thy counsels are!

Warm our hearts with sacred tire;

Grateful fervor still inspire :

All our powers, with all their might,

Ever in Thy praise unite.
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1 Oli! be joyful in tke Lord!

Every land beneath the sun!
In His praise with glad accord,

# Let all tongues and hearts be c ne:

For our God is God alone.

Whose we are, and not our own;
We His p ople are—the sheep
He will ever rule and keep.

2 Come, and join the joyous throng,
Who Jehovah's praise proclaim

;

In His courts, with grateful sons',

Speak the honors of His name:
Rich His bounty to our race;

Inexhaustible His grace;
Ready to forgive and bless;

Ever sure His faithfulne %% •
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2 Ye souls that are wounded, Oh flee to the Saviour

:

He calls you in mercy—'tis infinite favor ;

Your sins are increasing ; escape to the mountain :

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

Hallelujah to the Lamb, who hath bought us a pardon

!

We'll praise Him again, when we pass over Jordan.

3 When Zion we see, having gained the blest shore,

With harps in our hands, we will praise Him the more

;

We'll range the sweet plains on the banks of the river.

And sing of salvation for ever and ever

!

Hallelujah to the Lamb, who hath bought us a pardon

;

We'll praise Him again, when we pass over Jordan.
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Departure 201
Devizes 59
Dort 280
Dover... 173
Downes 122
Duane Street 52
Duke Street 6
Dulcimer 299
Duubar 169
Dundee Ill
Dunlapscreek 85

Eckhardtsheim 139
Eddyfield 220
Effingham 18
Elizabethtown 136
Ellwood . 70
Emily 287
Emmons 58
Ernan 13
Evening Hymn 25
Eventide 240
Exeter 145

Expostulation 291

Faith 241

Fay 129

Federal Street • • • 44
Fenelon 24

Fenwick 260
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Tage.
Field 43
Fidelity 274

Florence 83
Ford 292
Fountain 02
Friendship 245
Fulton 3i2

Ganges 187
Garden 180
Gerar 168
Germany 42
Gilead 40
Gladness 212
Glenn 114
Golden Hill 170
Grace 203
Gratitude 20
Greenville 261

Haddam 198
Hale • 104
Halle 229
Hallelujah 259
Hamburg 5
Happy Day 14

Harmony 270
Hartford 302
Harwell 247
Havergal 115
Heaven 282
Heavenly Home 41
Heber 99
Hebron 8
Helen 219
Hemans 278
Hendon ... 222
Herbert 126
Holbrook 156, 180
Holley 213
Home 293
Home at Last 1 03
Homer 223
Horton 205
Howard 108
How Calm and Beautiful 294
Hudson 14'i

Humility 91

Hummel 309
Uutton 172

Iddo 130
I'm a Pilgrim 301
Invitation 270
Iowa D7
Italian Hymn 273

Jerusalem 106
Jordan 98
Just as I Am 33

Tng«-
Kalkbrcnner 125

Kimball 226
Kingsley 288

Laban 157
Lamartine 208
Land of Kest 74
Lanesboro' 69
Lebanon 176
Le Barron 110
Lenox 199
Lisbon 154
Lischer 200
Lisle 03
Longfellow 231
Loving-Kindness 49
Louvan 7

Luther's Chant 303
Lyons 297

M'Leod 224
Midan 08
Maplewood 137
Marlow 89
Martyn 204
M ar 84
Medficld 120
Mellen 244
Melrose 64
Memphis 119
Mcndon 10
Meribah 185
Meroe ... 45
Messiah 264, 313
Migdol 48
Milton 217
Missionary Chant 21
Missionary Hymn 206
Moravian Hymn 67
Moscow 235
Mount Auburn 309

Naomi 102
Nashville 184
Ncttleton 237
Newbold 310
Newcourt 183
New-Haven 275
Noel 93
Northfield. 103

Nuremburg 20'J

Ocean 263
Oll.n 138
01 1 ilundred 54

Oliphant 258
Olive's Brow 22
Olam* 166

Onward 296

Ortonville 55
Otto 252
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Page.
Palestine "100
Paradise 161
Paran 216
Parah 159
Park Street 12
Parnell 155
Patmos 73
Peterboro' 71

Peters 192
Phuvah 97
Piety 132
Pilgrim 239
Pinckney 77
Pleyel's Hymn 210
Portuguese Hymn 290
Preston 197
Propontis 214

Repentance 144
Repose 11

Rest, (l. m.) 17
Rest, (8aud4's) 285
Rest for the Weary 251
Retreat 9
Rochester 95
Rockingham 23
Rock of Ages 209
Rockport 131
Roscoe 29
Rosebank 262
Rosedale 35
Rosefield 225
Rothwell 32
Rowland 182
Rowson 178

Sabbath 314
Scotland 315
Seir 179
Selborne 273
Selvin » 171
Sharon 127
Shirland 164
Shod 16
Sicily 242
SilverStreet 162
Siloam 117
Southampton 230
Sprague 281
Spring 283
State Street .. 150
Sterling 39
Stockwell 234
St. Ann's 66, 128
St Brides 160
St Martina 113

Page.
St. Michael 181
St. Stephens 79
St. Thomas 148
Suffolk 253
Surriage 133
Swanwick 142
Sweet Hour of Prayer 51

Tallis 56
Tamworth 256
Tappan 143
Telemann's Chant 202
Tenderness 174
Thatcher 175
The Shining Shore 233
To-Day 279
Tralee 257
Turner 123
Tyng 267

Utica 272
Uxbridge 34

ValD'Arno 249
Victory 53

Walnut Street Chant 134
Walton 18S
Ward 15
Ware 36
Warner 304
Warsaw 193
Watchman 153
Weathersfield 38
Webb 269
Wells 30
Welton 47
Westminster 165
Weybridge 96
Whitfield 80
Whitney 107
Wilmot 232
Winchester 26
Windham 27
Windsor 72
Woodland 76
Woodstock 116
Worthing 238

York 61

Zell 248
Zephyr 40
Zion 254

Ziphron 37
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Absence from God deplored, 52, 62, 103, 247,
257, 26-2, 398, 425, 993.

Acquaintance with God, 1011.

Adoption, 34, 335, 349, 541, 716, 777.

prayer for, 475.

Afflictions, sanctified, 97, 109, 298, 300, 339,
401,440,061,772,810.

Africa, 169.

Ambition, S3, 319, 859, 884.

Angel, the seventh, 198.

Angels, 289, 861, 986, 1013, 1016.

guardian, 13, 849.

ministry of, 115^ 214, 906, 908.

Ark of Noah, 639.

Armor, gospel, 603, 950, 951, 967.

Aspiration for purity, 211.

for Christ, 493, 997, 1002,
Assurance, prayer for, 490.

Atonement, 43, 107, 118, 119, 128, 129, 216,

222, 223, 433, 494, 630, 659, 701, 716,

754, 923.

Autumn, 972.

teaching of, 872, 965.

Backsliding, lamented, 27, 103, 247.

Baptism, 225, 573.

Bartimeus, healing of, 854.

Battle Hymn, 69.

Benevolence, active, 206, 224, 242, 284, 328,
342,412,460,488,734.

Bethlehem, Star of, 130, 374.

Bible, 25, 31 , 39, 5^5, 599.

precious, 393, 675.

riches of, 237, 238, 317.

value of, 750.

Birth. New, 123, C85, 854.

Burden, cast upon the Lord, 363,369,428,
637, 732.

Burial at sea, 463.

Captivity of the Jews, 64
Care, earthly, 1 09, 249, 440, 502, 518, 645,787.
Charity, IIP, 342, 488, 877.

Charitable occasions, 574, 843.

Child, prayer of, 561.

Childhood, innocence of, 10.

Children, 829.

commended to the Saviour, 147.

consecrated to Christ, 225.

death of, 405.

dedicated to Christ, 9S3.

hymn for, 253.

included in the promise, 662.

Children invited to God, 572, 808.

our duty to, 517.

prayer for, 499.

Christ, adoration of, 3, 6, 21, 60.

advent of, 233.

advocate, our, 27, 527,716, 864, 8=0, 1003.

agony of, 411, 507, 755, 907.

all sufficient Saviour, an, 788.

ascension of, 288.

bearing our sins, 810.

beauty of, 200, 989.

birth of, 32, 155, 203, 210, 286, 362, 635,

710, 817, 861, 878, 911, 944, 976.

blood of, sufficient, 222.

care for his people, 880.

coming of, awaited, 540.

condescension of, 216, 289.

confidence in, 628.

conqueror, a, 274, 275, 511, 540.

corner stone, a, 177.

death of, 422, 509, 926.

desire of the nations, 800, 873.

door, the, 426.

dying love of, 129,281.

effect of his presence, 691.

equal with the Father, 30, 454.

ever with us, 217, 885.

exaltation and glory of, 30.

forerunner, a, 214.

fountain of life, a, 222.

friend, our, 886, 1006.

glory of, 30, 336, 343, 473, 494, 864.

grace of, 492.

guide, our, 374, 788.

hiding place, a, 149, 249, 525.

incarnation of, 310.

in Gethsemane, 755, 831.

in the garden, 507, 1013.

invitation of, 963.

king, our, 6, 718.

living Redeemer, 56, 241.

Lord of all, 365.

love of, 184, 364, 399, 445, 886, 1008.

love of, acknowledged, 524.

love to, 40, 412.

loving kindness of, 180.

man of sorrows, a, 272.

meekness of, 137.

names of, 286, 701.

obedienee of, 987.

pattern and guide, our, 272, 323,374, 788
pilot, our, 715.

power of his death, 433.



320 INDEX OF SUBJECTS.

Christ precious, 213, 215, 289, 693.

presence implored, 101, 102, 205,431,
495, 873, 907, 969, 993, 1035.

present in death, £67, 663.
present in trouble, 102.

prince of life, 6, 21.

prince of peace, 515.

refuge, a, 47, 108, 369, 781, 787.

reigning in heaven, 24.

remembrance of, 359.

righteousness, our, 43, 588, 589, 659,
682, C93, 987.

rock of ages, 754.

shepherd, our, 545,584,647,668,731,
749, \ 36.

sufferings of, 278, 805, 1013.
sympathy of, 97, 363, 428.
teacher, our, 100, 137, 158.
universal reign of, 725, 726.

upon the sea, 102, 887.

way, truth and life, the, 353.
weeping for sinners, 623.
welcomed, 917.

wisdom and guide, our, 658.
worshipped above, 3, 666, 928, 990.
worshipped at his birth, 911.

Christian courage, 68, 413, 844, 859, 865,
950, 9b7.

death of, 47,49,150,617,645,835,847,929.
encouraged, 742, 833, 851, 866, 890,

942, 956.

fellowship of, 17, 33, 209, 390, 474, 514,
607.

firmness, 553.

happy in Christ, 756.

meeting of, 8, 44.

parting, 761.

rejoicing, 43.

welcome of, 414.

Church, beauty of, 293, 564, 1010.
exhorted, 167.

formation, '94.

foundation of, 892.

God's love of, 925.
immovable, 264.
safety of, 279, 564.

supply of, 892.
unity of, 220.

waiting for Jesus, 179, 631.
Close of worship, 449, 793, 799, 838, 857,

875, 893, 898, 935.

of the year, 409, 450, 759.

Coldness deplored, 52, 106, 247, 257, 262,
425, 4\*6.

Comforter, 50, 490, 626, 971.

prayer for, 692.

Communion, 71, 82, 261, 281, 332,359, 438,
457, 509, 527, 649, 803, 856, 962.

with Jesus, 13.

Confession, 53,95, 316,321,331, 386, 496,
781 , 964.

Confidence in God, 52, 55.

in Christ, i»7.

Conquering through Christ, 667.
Conscience, 114, 221 61K.

peace of, 95, 133, 490.

Consecration to Christ, 73, 118, 122, 128,

145, 172, 200, 282, 301, 360, 448, 455,
465, 519, 522, 652, 656, 859.

Consolation, 402, 403, 404, 405, 681.

in death, 847.

Contrition, 334, 484, 616, 712.

Conversation, in heaven, 503.

Conversion, 130, 246, 436, 451, 621.

prayer for, 692.

Conviction of sin, 48, 533, 621, 685.

Courage, Christian, 68,413, 844,850,865,
950, 967.

prayer for, 287.

Covenant, 466.

Creation praising God, 694, 699, 717.

Cross, blessings of the, 900.

for every one, 320.

glorying in, 74, 842.

power of the, 9, 41, 921.

Danger, deliverance from, 244.

Dead, remembered, 984.

state of the, 486,835'
Death, 624.

everywhere, 260.

in Christ peaceful, 47, 49, 670.

made easy by Jesus, 11.

of an aged Christian, 929.

of a Christian, 47, 617, 645, 740.

of an infant, ICO.

of the righteous, 617.

second, the, 568.

support in, 663, 674.

triumph in, 49, 150.

welcomed, 1009.

Decision, 37, 41.

Dedication, 327, 453, 464, 561,746.
Despair, 360, 448.

Devotion, habitual, 375.

nightly. 447.

secret, 376,417.
Dismission, 16, 59, 162,793, 799, 875, 893, 898.

Doxologies, 61, 117, 125, 143, 171, 251, 268,
307, 532, 537, 542, 562, 598, 646, 678,
687, 690, 697, 720, 727, 748, 762, 768,
770, 780, 809, 816, 832, 869, 882, 937,

940, 949, 996.

Earth, vanity of, 283.

Ebenezer, 858.

Education, 680.

Election, 91,777, 1036.
Enemies, love to, 224.

Erring, kindness to, 324.

Evening Hymns, 12. 85, 126, 151, 208, 311,
437, 557, 640, 644, 771, 846, 849.

Examination, self, 360, 871.

Faith, 132, 235, 276, 345, 445, 519, 533, 559,

969.
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Faith, assurance of, 394.

in Christ, 967.

in Christ unshaken, 164.

in Go 1. 408, T>49.

power of, 479, 722.

prayer for, 348.

walking by, 157, 291.

Fame. 347.

Fast Day. 408, 601,841.
Fellowship, Christian, 17, 33, 209, 390, 474,

514, 5-iO. G07.
Firmness, Christian, 553.
Flattery, 481.

Forgiveness, 129, 246, 248, 285, 325, 850,
892, 1006.

Freedom, 76, 78. 769, 909, 970, 974.

abuse of, 610.

prayer for, 919.

Friends, 283, 364, 555.

absent, 846.

anion of, 17.

union of in heaven, 280, 721, 807.
Friendship, 33, lo5.

Funeral, 402, 403, 404, 847, 977.

Gabriel, 138.

Galilee, 362, 485.

Glorying in Christ, 140.

God, adoration of, 2, 329. 339.

care of, for his people, 782.

confidence in, 633.

defence, our, 468.

eternal, 218.

eternity of, 5.

ever present. 63.

executes his decrees, 15.

faithfulness of, 335.

friend, our, 370.

glory of, 4, 115, 168, 182, 194, 406, 696,
1031, 1032.

glory of in nature, 1024.

goodness of, 338, 341, 385, 446.
grandeur of, 4.

greatness of, 466.

guardian, our, 112, 637.

helper, our, 218, 346.

holiness of, 113,304, 467.

inviting, 105.

justice of, 91, 95.

King, our, 170, 927.

love of, 184, 391, 416, 418, 446, 689,
894, 1000.

manifest in Christ, 824.
may be worshipped everywhere, 54, 63.

mercy of, 14, 341, 372, 654.
mercy of limited, 420.
omnipotent, 170, 236.

omniscient, 589,671.
panting f:>r, 229, 351, 368, 387, 469, 586,

776, 9J7.

perfection of, 318.

pity of, 653, 657.

portion, our, 1027.

God, power of, in nature, 227.

presence implored, 4, 99, 248, J84,

presence of, in trouble, 440*

present in his temples, 92.

promises of, firm, 240.

promises of, true, 173, 240, 696.

protecting care of, 683.

providence of, 1, 12, 183, 234, 354, 375,
483.

refuge, a, 39, 42, 342.

reigning in the heart, 1002.
salvation, our, 1014.

shepherd, our, 98, 566, 1015.
source ofjoy, 226.
strength and salvation, our, 1014.
supporter, our, 266.

support in death, 98, 99.

to be revered, 304.

throne of, stable, 5.

thunderer, the, 4.

unchangeable, 218.

upon the sea, 513.

visible in nature, 192.

walking with, 398.

wisdom of, 182, 1031.
word of, sure, 25.

worshipped upon the sea, 991,
Gospel, call of, 383.

freeness of, 442.

glory of, 228, 338.
mercy of, 514.

power of, 344, 599.

spirit of, 23, 29, 178, 204, 273, 344, 350,
355, 523, 704, 705, 709, 909, 913, 954,
955.

thanks for, 228.

Grace, growth in, 859.

power of, 492, 519, 588, 594, 609, 656.

throne of, 751.

Gratitude, 341,388.

Harvest, 972.

Heart, broken, 9. 19, 36.

hardness of, 106,638,712.
Heathe >, condition of, 913, 948.

Heaven, 24, 149, 188, 212, 230, 254, 277, 556,

487, 807.

abode of purity, 308.

aspiration for, 123, 139, 193, 226, 269,
271, 291, 296, 361, 381, 436, 479, 503,

606, 570, 591, 614, 844, 957, 960, 985,

983,990, 995,960, 1009, 1021,1029,
1030.

glory of. 271 , 382, 505, 673, 866, 886, 988.

infants in, 299.

invitation to, 818.

joy in, for conversion, 592.

joys of, 122, 138.

love in, 138
meeting of friends in, 280.

our home, 269, 597, 938, 1012.

praising God, 703.

rest in, 276, 568, 905, 957.
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Heaven, song of, 590.

view of, 357.

Holy men, our examples, 250.

Holy Spirit, comforter, 50.

grieved, 36, 461, 625, 759, 1018, 1019.

influence of implored, 774.

invoked, 257, 934.

leading, G41.

power of, 51 , 134.

praise to, 508,
prayer for, 193, 498, 530, 533, 932.

prayer to, 730, 853.
presence implored, 51, 72, 106, 134, 626.

651.
voice of, 165.

work of, 114.

Home, heavenly, 148.

Hope, 128, 133, 159, 231, 239, 270, 502, 554,
570, 576, 633.

in God, 229.

unshaken, 553.

Humility, 309, 319, 821.

prayer for, 7S9, 804, 826, 884.

Immanuel, 310. 901, 995.

Immortality, 403, 486, 534, 688, 961, 999.

Indebtedness to Christ, 200, 332, 422, 814,
815, 858.

Independence, National, 970.

Infant, death of, 160.

Ingratitude, 496 , 638.

Intemperance, 581.

Invitation, 119, 136, 142, 144, 158, 165, 166,

321, 330, 442, 444, 535, 550, 577, 630,

639, 064, 7U7, 729, 783, 811, 883, 892,

914, 915, 941, 963, 964, 965, 978, 979,

1007, 1008, 1016, 1017, 1018, 1019, 1037.

accepted, 501, 611, 897, 965, 980.

of the Shepherd, 1025.

to praise, 565, 593, 604, 609.

to prayer, 825.

to worship, 397, 430, 636, 757.

Jacob, 14, 35.

Jehovah, 676.

government of, just, 113.

praise of, 350.

Jerusalem, the new, 240, 371, 381.

Jesus, aid implored of, 845.
ascension of, 187.

beauty of, 200.

crucified, 9, 879.

love of implored, 184.

names of, 199.

nearness of, 191.

our only Saviour, 840.

power of his name, 81, 154
praise to, 379.

refuge, a, 108.

reign of, 539.

sorrows of, 189.

Jews, captivity of, 64.

Jews, prayer for the, 77, 653.
Joining the Church, 520, 791.

Joy, Christian, 552
in God, 629.

song of, 908.

transitory, 896.
Jubilee, 366.

song of, 725,726.
year of, 702.

Judas, 9.

Judgment, day of, 96, 202, 308, 392, 402,
555, 580, 587, 622, 685, 747, 819, 933.

bar of, 107.

Kingdom of God advancing, 806, 916.
near, 850.

success of, 196, 198.

Land of dispair, 105.

Latter Day Glory, 29.

Lazarus, 97, 148.

Life, brevity of, 105, 122, 403, 409, 458, 556,
688.

frailty of, 650.

its duties, 104.

journey, a, 214.

reality, a, 836.

vicissitudes of, 736.

Lord's Supper, 71, 261, 438, 457, 659, 962.

close of, 856.

perpetuity of, 803.

Love, brotherly, 352, 364, 434, 449, 460, 474,
547, 695.

Christian, 209.

for God's law, 462.

for the Church, 64, 608.

power of, 529.

to Jesus, 81 , 128, 199, 213, 215, 310, 412,
431, 488, 524, 529, 778, 792, 797, 814,
985, 989, i 95, 1026, 1035.

to God, 226, 239,263,529.

Man, condition ofby nature, 252,383,399,839.
feebleness of, 674.

his strength in Christ, 674.

restored by Christ, 839.

Mansion, heavenly, 148, 212, 280, 394, 686,
905, 1007.

Marriage Hymns, 396, 743.

Maiy at the sepulchre, 732.

sacrifice of, 245.

Maternal meeting, 499.

Meekness, 185, 400.

prayer for, 84, 137, 185.

Melchisedcc, 377.

Mercy, prayer for, 686, 688.

Mercy-Seat, 17, 35, 340, 369, 525, 615, 733.

Millenium, 714.

Ministers, meeting of, 124.

Missionaries, departure of, 939
meeting of, 121.
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Missionary Hymns, 22, 66, 78, 87, 131, 169,

174, 176, 17;). 196, 198, 204, 273, 305,

326, 300, 355, 523, 538, 539, 653, 672,

704, 705, 709, 713, 763, 796, 834, 843,

901, 909, 913, 916, 920, 939, 948, 951,

952, 953, 955, 981.

Morning Hymns, 22, 86, 256, 437, 571.

Moses, 358.

Mourners, relief for, 237, 708.

National Hymns, 69, 75, 408, 427, 441, 481,

601, 676, 677, 744, 769, 796, 841* 874,

970, 974, 1004.

pilgrim fathers, 76.

Nature, praising God, 181.

voice of, 138, 358, 1024.

New Year, 1, 297.

Obedience, cheerful, 44, 172, 387.

filial, 46.

Offering, acceptable, 734.

Ordination and Installation, 314, 595, 931.

Orphan, 206.

Pardon implored, 654.

result of, 34, 159.

Parents, 46.

Patience, 160, 586.

prayer for, 1021

.

Peace, 204, 753. 944.

in believing, 224, 370.

national, 744, 796.

prayer for, 538.

Penitence, 19, 20, 36, 285, 334.

prayer for, 316, 334.

Pentecost, day of, 579.

Piety, early, 421, 459.

Pilgrim Fathers, 76, 680.

Praise, 2, 4, 40, 141, 181, 182, 192, 243, 288,
337, 445, 470, 511, 512, 516, 669, 672,
717, 741, 784, 838, 863, 881, 910.

to Christ, 290, 325, 452, 518, 630, 852,
862, 903, 946, 95 1, 958, 968, 975.

to Christ upon the sea, 991.

for national blessing, 769.

for salvation, 715.

to God for rain, 795.

to the Lamb, 973.

to the Redeemer, 181, 195, 281.

to the Trinity, 994, 1008.

Prayer, family, 14, 547.

for aid, 89, 173,295,339, 340,415, 434,554.
for Christ's convng, 800, 891.

for Christ's presence in his temple, 765.

for the Church, 763, 874.

for Country, 427.

for favor of God, 407.

for forgiveness, 526.

for God's presence, 510, 525.

for guidance, 221, 619, 731, 876, 918,
921 933.

for Hoy Spirit, 48, 50, 193, 521.

|
Prayer for the heathen, 709.

for holiness, 72, 561.

for humility, 45.

for love of God, 347.

for meekness, 84.

for mercy, 26, 27, 36, 94, 772, 773, 812,
for missionary, 709.

for pardon, 48, 580.

for parents, 46.

for patience, 1021.

for penitence, 316, 334.

for protection on the sea, 156, 794.

for purity, 45, 401, 480, 855.

for salvation, 682. 848, 879, 910.

for spread of gospel, 169. 174, 176.

invitation, 602.

in sickness, 772.

Lord's, 567.

Prayer-Meeting, 152, 207, 579, 735, 739, 785,
790, 867, 930.

close of, 536.

morning, 548.

noon, 477, 485.

Prayer, nature of, 259.

power of, 373.

result of, 35.

secret, 417.

source of consolation, 190.

to Christ, 343, 764-

to Christ for his Spirit, 788,789,837,1026.
to Christ for his presence, 797.

to Christ, our Shepherd, 737, 749, 753.

Pride, 163.

folly of, 84.

Prince of life, 6.

Prodigal, return of, 88.

Promise of God sure, 164, 173, 240, 462, 661,
669, 862, 987.

Purity of heart, 304, 569.

prayer for, 45, 401, 480, 855.

Reason, vain, 154.

Redemption completed, 58, 724, 878, 886.

song of, 5 18.

Reformers, 482.

Regeneration, 685.

Rejoicing in Christ, 1022.

in mission of Christ, 801.

in spread of the gospel, 920.

Religion, beauty of, 681.

low state of, 481.

pleasures of, 232, 270, 435, 600, G18, 684,
practical, 7.

Repentance, 95, 159, 805, 812, £47.

Resignation, 316, 367, 389, 391, 401.

prayer for, 738.

Rest, for the people of God, 201.

in Christ, 47. 501,787.
in heaven, 568, 645, 957.

Resurrection, 38, 132, 410, 624.

of Christ, 560, 711, 724, 945, 1023,
of saints, 231.

Returning to Christ, 27.
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Revival, anticipated, 578.

rejoicing in, 54'3, 802.

prayer for, 332, 642, 648, 868.

Sabbath, 303, 337, 543, G71, 698, 830.

Sabbath Evening, 127, 740.

School Hymns, 71), 147, 253, 421,432,
528, 544, 899, 922, 938, 946.

School Teachers, 489.

welcome, 563, 719.

worship, 4.

Sacrifice, when acceptable, 197.

Safety of those trusting in God, 218, 827.

Saints in heaven, 733.

in heaven, glory of, 767, 768.

praising *he Lamb, 348.

resurrection of, 231.

safety of 218.

worshipping Christ in heaven, 820, £92.

Salvation, in Jesus, 959.

song of, 116, 252.

through Christ, 177, 559, 754.

Sanctification, 433, 453,530, 570,651,774,
837, 853, 855, 859, 867, 871.

prayer for, 969.

Satan, 23, 179, 331, 425, 525, 749, 839, 942.

Saturday Evening, 111, 476.

Saviour, constant worship, 65.

dying, 146, 163.

dying love of, 153, 163.

pleading, 145.

Seamen, 513, 887.

prayer for safety of, 156.

thanks for preservation of, 244.

Seasons, 593.

Self-denial, 93.

Self-examination, 360, 871.

Sickness, 223,230, '..71,298, 300, 328,384,
663,674,729,751, 786.

improved, 298.

Siloam, 421.

Sin, conviction of, 48.

secret, 675.

Sinai, 514,685,824.
Sinners, punishment of, 202.

Sins, national, deplored, 408, 481, 841.

Slander, 7.

Song of Salvation, 116, 252.

Soul, origin of 999.

value of, 494.

Sowing and reaping, 558, 575, 645, 885, 891.

Spring, 212, 292, 45 \ 992.

Star of Bethlehem, 130, 374.

Strength in Christ, 109.

Submission, 15, 2j5, 300, 361, 373, 627, 75S,

1001,1034.
Sympathy, true, 110.

Tabor, 8*4.

Teachers, 829, 922.

Temperance, 395.

Temptation, 135, 249, 567, 876,942, 1002,
1021.

God our help in, 823.

Temptation, prayer for aid in, 813.

Time, brevity of, 83, 620, 961.

the accepted, 577, 625, 6S6, 765, 979.

value of, 80.

Throne of Grace,42.

everywhere, 751.

Tract distribution, 924.

Tribulation, 660.

Trinity, praise to the, 90, 839.

prayer to the, 28.

Trumpet, last. 122, 402, 686, 747, 840, 1002.

Trust in God, 42, 52, 889, 906.

in the Saviour, 19, 42, 786.

Unbelief, 201 , 345, 383, 401.

Union of Christians, 514, 583, 607, 649, 1021.

with Christ, 364, 390, 514, 655.

Unity, Christian, 583.

in heaven, 691.

Vows, performed, 282, 386.

War, 204, 515,890.
Warfare, Christian, 219, 287, 603, 605, 634,

808 851
Warning, '443,' 461, 603, 625, (79, 747, 760,

822,941,964, 1017, 1018.

Watchfulness, 603, 606, 614, 634, 643.

Waters, living, 539.

West, praver for the, 313, 680, 895.

Wisdom, path of, 93.

treasures of, 380.

Word of God, 31, 120,385.
abiding, 25.

power of, 39, 284.

riches of, 317.

study of, 407.

Words, idle, 89.

Worship, close of, 449, 793, 799, 838, 857,
875, 893, 898, 935.

delight in, 698, 723.

opening of, 197, 234, 248, 256, 282, 303,

3/7, 385, 386, 429, 430, 432, 491, 500,

511, 512, 563, 579, 593, 615, 66 r
>, 671,

698, 706, 745, 765, 775, 830, 867, 934.

936.

public, 168, 543.

social, 207, 424, 785.

Worshippers, multitude of, 161.

Year, close of, 409, 450, 759.

new, 450, 620, 728, 779, 798.

Youth, death of, 404.

exhorted, 423, 439, 613, 872.

invited to the Saviour, 258, 322.

prayer for, 380, 983.

prayer of, 582.

Zeal, Christian, 312, 1029.

demanded, 851.

prayer for, 888.

Zion, 14.

beauty of, 67, 632.
comforted, 912, 1010.

exhorted, 167.



INDEX OF METERS.

L. M,

AllSaints 50

Appleton 19

Brighton, 6 lines 28
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Duane Street 52
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Effingham 18
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Evening Hymn 25
Federal Street 44
Fenelon 24
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Germany 42!
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Gratitude 20
j

Hamburg 5

Happy Day 14

Heavenly Home 41
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Hebron 8
Just as I am 33

;

Louvan 7
Loving Kindness 49
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Meroe 45
;

Migdol 48|
Missionary Chant 21'

Old Hundred 54

Olive's Brow 22
Park Street 12
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Rest 17

Retreat 9
Rockingham 23 !

Roscoe 29 i

Rosedale 35
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Rothwell 32
Shod 16

Sterling 39
Sweet Hour of Prayer. . . . 51
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Uxbridge 34
Victory 53
Ward 15'

Ware 36
Weathersfield 38
Wells 30
Welton 47

Winchester 26
Windham 27

Zephyr 40
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Abridge 87
Antioch 75
Arlington 78
Avon 124
Balerma 105
Barby 82
Belief 140
Boynton 60
Brattle Street 65
Brown 121

Cambridge 90
Carter 135
China 112
Christmas 86
Clifford 92
Corinth 81
Coronation 101

Coventry 57
Cowper 109
Cross and Crown 88
Cyrene 141
Dedham 94
Denfield 118
Devizes 59
Downs 122
Dundee Ill
Dunlap's creek 85
Eckardtsheim 139
Elizabethtown 136
Elwood 70
Emmons 58
Exeter 145
Fay 129
Florence 83
Fountain 62
Glenn 114
Hale 104
Havergal 115
Heber 99
Herbert 126
Howard 108
Humility 91
Iddo 130
Jerusalem .106
Jordan 98
Kalkbrenner 125
Land of Rest 74
Lanesboro' 69
Le Baron 110
Lisle 63

Madan 68
Maplewood 137
Marlow 89
Mear 84
Medfield 120
Melrose 64
Memphis 119
Moravian Hymn 67
Naomi 102
Noel 93
Northfield 103
Odlin 138
Ortonville 55
Palestine ..100
Patmos 73
Peterboro' 71
Phuvah 97
Piety 132
Pinckney 77
Repentance 144
Rochester 95
Rockport 131
Saint Anns 66, 128
Saint Martins 113
Saint Stephens 79
Sharon 127
Siloam... 117
Surriage. 133
Swanwick 142
Tallis 56
Tappan 143
Turner 123
Walnut Street Chant 134
Weybridge 96
Whitfield g0
Whitney 107
Windsor 72
Woodland 76
Woodstock 116
York CI

S. !tt.

Aylesbury 152
Boylston 177
Capello 147
Centre Street 158
Correlli 151
Dennis 149
Dover 173
Dunbar 169
Gerar 168
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Golden Hill 170

Holbrook 156,180
Home at Last 163

Hudson 146

Hutton 172

Iowa 167

Laban 157

Lebanon 176

Lisbon 154
Olmutz 1G6
Parah 159
Paradise 161
Parnell 155
Rowson 178
Saint Brides 160
Saint Michael 181
Saint Thomas 148
Seir 179
Selvin 171
Shirland 164
Silver Street 162
State Street 150
Tenderness 174
Thatcher 175
Watchman 153
Westminster 165

H. M.
Arena 195
Bethesda 196
Darwell 194
Haddam 198
Lenox 199
Lischer 200
Preston 197
Warsaw 193

L. P. M.
Nashville 184
Newcourt 183
Rowland 182

C. P. M.
Ariel 190
Bremen 186
Ganges 187
Garden 189
Meribah 185
Walton 188

C. II. M.
How calm and beautiful . . 294

S. P. M.
Dalston 191
Peters 192

S. H. M.
Departure 201

C's.

Bliss 295
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America 277

Bethany 284

Dort 280

Hemans 278

Italian Hymn 276

To-Day 279
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Adams 207
Amanda 21

1

Balch 218
Benevento 215
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Charlotte 221

Dallas 227
Edyfield 220
Gladness 212
Grace 203
Halle, 61ines 229
Helen 219
Hendon, 6 lines 222
Holley 213
Horton 205
Homer 223
Kimball 226
Lamartine 208
Martyn 204
Milton 217
M'Leod, 6 lines 224
Nuremburg 206
Paran 216
Pleyel's Hymn 210
Propontis, 6 lines 214
Rock of Ages 209
Rosefield, 6 lines 225
Southampton 230
Telemann's Chant 202

7's and G's.

Amsterdam 271
Aura 268
Bcthune 265
Fidelity 274
Harmony 270
Missionary Hymn 266
New-Haven 275
Selborne 273
Tyng 267
Utica 272
Webb 269

8's.

Heaven 282
Sprague 281
Spring 283

8's and 4's.

Emily
Rest...

.287

.285

8's and G's.

Carolus 286

8's and 7's.

Autumn 246

Bartimeus 236
Bavaria 243

Bellendon 250

Eventide 240

Faith 241

Friendship 245
Harwell 247

Longfellow 231

Mellen 244
Moscow 235
Nettleton 237

Otto 252
Pilgrim 239
Sicily 242
Stockwell 234
The Shining Shore 233
Val D'Arno 249
Wilmot 232
Worthing -..238

Zell • 248

8's, 7's and 4's.

Belmont 255
Fenwick 260
Greenville 261
Hallelujah 259
Ocean 263
Oliphant 258
Rosebank 262
Suffolk 253
Tamworth 256
Tralee 257
Zion 254

8's, 7's and 5's.

Rest for the Weary 251

lO's.
Onward 296

lO's and 4's.

Invitation 279

lO'sand ll's.

Come ye disconsolate 298

Lyons 297

ll's.
Colesworthy 289
Expostulation 291

Ford 292

Home 193
Kingsley 288
Portuguese Hymn 290

ll's and 8's.

Dulcimer 299

12's.
Scotland 300

The Chariot 301
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Abide with us ; the evening Raffles. 29

A broken heart, O Lord Kingsley. 197

According to thy gracious

—

Montg ,

gy. 121

A eharge to keep I have

—

C. Wesley. 173

Acquaint thee, mortal Knox. 289

A conqueror am I.. Carter. 181

A debtor to mercy alone Anon. 281

A few more years shall roll Bonar. ) 58

A glory gilds the sacred page. . Cowper. 63
A mother may forgetful be Steele. 91

A poor wayfaring man Montgomery. 52

A pilgrim thro' this lonely Bonar. 74
Ah! how shall fallen man. .. Epis- Coll. 179

Ah! whither should I go C. Wesley. 167

Alas! and did my Saviour bleed. Watts. 117

All hail the power of Jesus'. ..Duncan. 101

All praise to the Father, the Son. Anon. 283

All scenes alike engaging. Guyon. 20

All that I was, my sin, my Bonar. 144

All yesterday is gone Pratt's Coll. 180
Along my earthly way Anon. 146
Almighty Maker of my frame Steele. 24
Always with us, always with JVevin. 244

Am I a soldier of the cross Watts. 79

Am I coming, truly Brongleton. 241

Amazing grace how sweet JYewton. 137

And can mine eyes Heginbotham. 76

And cansi thou sinner slight Hyde. 170

And did the holy and the just Steele. 59
And must this body die Watts. 170

And now my soul another Anon. 124

And will the judge descend.. Doddridge. 169
Angels from the realms Montg ,
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Another day is passed Curtis' Coll. 152
Arise in all Thy splendor, Slinn. 10

Arise, my soul, arise C. Wesley. 199

Arise, my soul on wings Gibbons. 34
Arise O king of grace, arise Watts. 128
Arise ye people and adore Lyte. 142
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As by the light of opening. . . . Newton. 120
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As o'er the past my Middleton. 124
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Watts. 03
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As the hart with eager Montgomery. 214
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At Thy command dearest Lord.. Watts. 22
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Auspicious morning hail Anon. 275
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Behold the heathen waits to Voice. 23
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Come ye disconsolate 298
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With grateful hearts, with joyful 1S4
With humble heart and Fawcctt- 159
With joy we meditate the grace 88
With joy we hail the sacred day.. .Lyte. 139
With joy we lift our eyes Jervis. 181
With songs and honors Watts. 86
W ith tears of anguish I lament 1 38
Within these doors assembled now 119
Within these walls be Montgomery. 149
Worship, honor, glory, blessing 231
Worthy the Lamb of Shirley. 1
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Ye angels round the throne 163
Ye angels who stand around 282
Ye Christian heralds Winck Coll. 21
Ye dying sons of men Boden. 195
Ye hearts with youthful .... Doddridge. 71
Ye mourning saints Doddridge. 112
Ye servants of the Lord .... Doddridge. 10

Ye sons of men, with joy ..Doddridge. 165
Ye tribes of Adam join Watts. 199
Ye who in his courts Hill's Coll. 209
Yes for me, for me He Bonar. 243
Yes I will bless thee, O. .Higinbotham. 143
Yes my native land, I love Smith. 262
Yes there are joys that cannot die 140
Yes we trust the day is Kelly. 256
Yes the Redeemer rose Doddridge. 196
Your harps, ye trembling Toplady. 166

Zion awake, thy strength renew. ..... 46
Zion stands with hills Kelly. 258



SUPPLEMENT.

INDEX OF FIRST LINES, TUNES AND METERS.

FIRST LINES.

And must I part with all Beddome.301
And will the Lord thus Mrs. Stcelc.30b

Angels rejoiced and sweetly sung • • Hurn.^lO
Awake ye saints! and raise. -Doddridge..308
Awake ye saints! to praise Watts.3Q8

Behold the throne of grace Ncu>ton.3\ 1

Behold! where, in a mortal Enficld.301
Blessed fountain, full of grace— Kelly.313

Come blessed Spirit! source Beddome.3Q\
Come ye that love the Saviour's. ..Steele.310

Didst Thou, dear Saviour .... 307

Ere the blue heavens were Watts- 302
Eternal God, eternal King 301

Father! how wide thy erlory Watts.308
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 312

Great God whose universal Watts.30l
Great God, we sing that Dodd.ridge.3Q3

Hark! my soul! it is the Lord. . Coirper- 312
Hark—that sound of rapturous- • . Kelly. 312
Hear what the voice from Watts 300
High in the heavens eternal God. . Watts.302

In all my vast concerns with Watts.305
In Thy presence we Montgomery.313

Let songs of praises fill Cotterill.310
Lord, I believe, thy power.... Wreford.300

Make haste, O man, to live Bonar.3 11

.My soul! how lovely is the Walts.307

Now let my soul, eternal King 303

Oh ! be joyful in the Lord Conder.314
( >h, could I find from .... Hartford Coll.306
Oh, for that tenderness of C- Wesley.305
Oh for a heart to praise my God 306

Praise, everlasting praise be Watts. 303

Sure the blest Comforter. . . . Mrs. Steele.304
Sweet is the work, my God Watts.302

The earth, the ocean, and the sky 310
The God of love will sure Scott.304
Thine earthly Sabbaths Doddridge.3Q\
Thou who art enthroned Sandys-314
To-morrow Lord is thine Doddridgc.3ll
The voice of free grace cries 315

Unshaken as the sacred hill 309

Who, O Lord, when life Merrick.3\2
Why should our tears - . Cong'al H. B.305

Ye angels round the throne 311, 308
Ye golden lamps of heaven . . Doddridge. 309

TUNES.

Bemerton 305
Boardman — 306
Bradcn 311

Calvin 301
Chestnut-St. Chant 307

Fulton 312

Hartford 302
Hummel 309

Luther's Chant 303

Messiah 3>3

Mount Auburn 309

Newbold 310

Sabbath 314
Scotland 315

Warner 304

L. M.
Calvin 301
Hartford 302
Luther's Chant 303
Warner 304

Bemerton.
CM.

METERS.

Boardman 306
Chestnut St. Chant 307
Hummel 308
Mount Auburn 309
Newbold 310

S. M.
305 Braden 311

7' 8 M.
Fulton 312
Messiah (double) 313
Sabbath (double) 314

12's M.
Scotland 315










