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PREFACE.

N the classification of hymns according to subjects in a hook of hymns and
tunes, perfect accuracy is unattainable without frequently repeating the
same tune, and thereby increasing the size and cost of the collection. The
object which the #ditor has had in view has been to prepare a book con-
taining all the good hymns and tunes suitable for congregational praise, at
the same time to keep down the number of pieces to a moderate limit, and
to have the price so low that in churches where it is used everv worshipper
may have a book.

In the preparation of the ¢« Hymns of the Ages,” the Editor has expend-
ed a vast amount of time and labor, and has attempted to gather the best
hymns and tunes both of Kurope and America. The cost of copyrights
has been very great. He wishes to return thanks to those composers
who have kindly allowed him to use their pieces gratis; and to a large
number of Kuropean composers whose addresses it has been impossible

to secure. He 1s under lasting obligation to the accomplished musician
Prof. N. Bowditch Clapp, for his revision of the musical part of the work ;
and, for their help in the selection of hymns and tunes, to Rev. M. D.
Hoge, D. D., Rev. W. A. Campbell, D. D., Rev. T. D. Witherspoon,
D.D.,Rev.W.S. Lacy,D.D., Rev. J. A.Quarles,D.D.,and Rev.J. P. Smith,
D. D. These distinguished divines have afforded invaluable assistance by
oiving the benefit of their experience and taste in the preparation of the work.

A large chorus choir, trained to sing rapidly, and with spirit, is the
best inspiration for congregational singing. After the introduction of a
new book there should also be meetings held on some evening during the

week for congregational practice, that the people may learn new tunes.
The hook <« Hymmns of the Ages” is dedicated to the greap cause of

congregational singing, with the hope that in this important part of public

worship 1t may be owned of God, and that the use of it may redound to

the glory of His name.
ROBERT P. KERR,

L |
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INTRODUCTION.

HE ever growing interest of the religious public in hymnology is evident
from the number of new collections which are issued —each compiler
attempting to improve on the work of his predecessor. These attempts
are successful just as a better classification of subjects is secured, a more
skiltul adaptation of the tunes to the words to be sung, and when
hymns of real merit, because rich in evangelical truth and clothed in poetic
diction, are substituted for those which are wanting inh either of these
essential elements.

It 1s a cause for congratulation when these ends are attained, inasmuch
as the service of song constitutes such a delightful and edifying department
of religious worship.

In the public services of the church, preaching, prayer, and praise are
the chietf parts. In preaching, the pastor pleads with men for (God; in
prayer he pleads with God for men ; but in praise, pastor and people are
one in offering their united adoration, as when, in psalms and hymns and
spiritual songs, they make melody with heart and voice to the Lord.

Hymns which give fit expression to the common experience of the
truly regenerate souls of all lands and centuries, though composed by men
holding different views of church government and adhering to different
forms of worship, yet furnish a happy illustration of the real unity of the
church of God.

Such hymns are also the conservators of evangelical truth, and keep
alive loyalty to the faith delivered to the saints in churches which are tempt-
ed to heretical departures from orthodoxy. KEven when the sermon con-
tains error, it is a safeguard to the people when they sing hymns breathing
the sweetness of a pure gospel.

The use of a good hymn book is not limited to the great congregation
nor to the family altar. It furnishes one of the best manuals for private
devotion, expressing, as it does, every emotion of the Christian heart, —

(v)




INTRODUCTION.

penitence, faith, hope, joy, and holy aspiration, and adapted also to all the
vicissitudes of Christian life, whether the cup overflowing with blessings
calls for thanksgiving, or whether the bitter cup of bereavement constrains
the soul to seek the grace which sustains and sanctifies.

The ¢ Hymys oF THE AGES,” as the author entitles them, is the

result of long and patient labor. They have been chosen from what would

?

make a whole library of such compositions, ancient and modern; and
equal research and consideration have been given to the choice of the tunes
to which the hymns are set. |

Many of these are comparatively new, and their introduction gives
variety and freshness to the collection, but they have not displaced the old
hymns and tunes which have become endeared by sacred associations and
tender memories.

There is a class of brave old tunes, fit companions for hymns of lofty
cheer, which have come down to us from the heroic days of suffering and
glory through which our fathers passed, and which, so far from growing
wearisome by repetition, become more precious as time wears on.

But whether the hymns and tunes be new or old, the chief care has been
to select such as are suitable for congregational singing and intrinsically
worthy of a place in the regards of devout worshippers.

Dr. Kerr, after devoting many months of conscientious labor to this
work, has submitted it to the criticism and revision of eminent musicians and
of others who have made hymnology a special study. He hasavailed him-
self of all the suggestions received from these sources, and now commits
his completed work to the Christian public ; and I, who have been for so
many years in sympathy and co-operation with him in his labors of love,
am sure that he desires no greater recompense than that of being instru-
mental in making any contribution to the reverential and pure worship of
Him who is worthy to receive everlasting adoration and praise.

MOSES D. HOGE.
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HYMNS OF THE AGHES.

OLD HUNDRED. L. M. Louis BOURGEOIS, 1553. Genevan Psalter, 1554.
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1 Psalm 100. 3 Psalm. 100.
1 A.H people that on (fm'th do dW@H{ 1 Before Jehovah’s awful throne,
Sing to the Liord with cheerful voice; Ye nations bow with sacred joy:

Him serve with mirth, His praise forth tell, Know that the Lord is God alone:
Come ye before Him and rejoice. -~ He can create and He destroy.

2 Know that the Lord is God indeed; 2 His sovereign power, without our aid,
Without our aid He did us make; Made us of clay, and formed us men:
We are His flock, He doth us feed, And when, like wand’ring sheep, we strayed,
And for His sheep He doth us take. He brought us to His fold again.

3 Obh, enter then His gates with praise, 3 We are His people, we His care,
Approach with joy His courts unto; Our souls and all our mortal frame;

_Praise, laud, and bless His name always,  What lasting honors shall we rear,

For it is seemly so to do. Almighty Maker, to Thy name ?

4 For why? the Lord our God is good, 4 We’ll crowd Thy gates with thankful
His mercy is forever sure; songs, '

His truth at all times firmly stood, High as the heavens our voices. raise;
And shall from age to age endure. And earth, with her ten thousand tongues,

Rev. William Kethe, 1561. — Shal]] fill Thy courts with sounding praise.
2 Doxology.

5 Wide as the world is Thy command,
Vast as eternity Thy love;
Firm as a rock Thy truth must stand,

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host; .
Praise Father Sor ) ' Hol J Ghost. When rolling years shall cease to move.
S it ool snd Liely Ot Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 —1748).

Bishop Thomas Ken (1637 —1711 ), 1697. Rev. John Wesley (1703 — 1791 ).
(1)

Praise God from whom all blessings flow:
Praise Him, all creatures here below;




HYMNS OF PRAISE.
A SAFE STRONGHOLD. P. M.

1. A safe stronghold our God is

MARTIN LUTHER (1483 — 1546 ), 1529.
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still, ‘A trust-y shield and

g .:;;i_ =n A P B ) o :j
= I A N el

o et |

'__g
it
[
=

L ET

@
P~ —

P o

Strong mail of crait and power He weareth

in  this hour, On earth is not his fel - low.

He—F

4 ‘“ Ein feste Burg ist unser Gott.”

1- A safe stronghold our God is still,
A trusty shield and weapon;
He'’ll help us clear from all the ill
That hath us now o’ertaken.
The ancient Prince of hell
Hath risen with purpose fell;
Strong mail of craft and power
He weareth in this hour,
On earth is not his fellow.

2 With force of arms we nothing can;
Full soon were we down-ridden;
But for us fichts the proper Man,
Whom God himself hath bidden.
Ask ye who is this same ?
Christ Jesus is His name,
The Lord Sabaoth’s Son,
He and no other one
Shall conquer in the battle.

i

3 And were this world all devils o’er,
And watching to devour us,
We lay it not to heart so sore,
Not they can overpower us.
And let the Prince of il
Look grim as e’er he will,
He harms us not a whit:
For why 7 His doom is writ,
One little word shall slay him.

4 That word, for all their craft and force,
One moment will not linger,
But, spite of hell, shall have its course,
"T' is written by His finger.
And though they take our life,
(roods, honor, children, wife,
Yet is their profit small;
These things shall vanish all,

The Kingdom ours remaineth.

Martin Luther (1483 — 1546 ).
Tr. by Thomas Carlyle (1795—1851).

(2)
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1 Crown His head with end - 1less bless - ing, Who, in God the Fa - ther’s name,}
‘ {YVith com-pass - ions ney - er ceas - ing, Comes, sal - va-tion to  pro - claim.
— I
e ==
R S E e S B e o
D.C.—Hail, ye saints, the exalt - ed Sav - tour, Let Hiscourts with praise re-sound.
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Matthew 21: 9.

1 Crown His head with endless blessing,
Who, in God the Father’s name,

With compassions never ceasing,
Comes salvation to proclaim,

Hail, ye saints, who know His favor,
Who within His gates are found;

Hail, ye saints, the exalted Saviour,

Let His courts with praise resound.

Lo, Jehovah, we adore Thee;

Thee our Saviour ! Thee our God !
From His throne His beams of glory

Shine through all the world abroad.

In His word His light arises,
Brightest beams of truth and

Bind, uh bind your sacrifices,
In His courts your offel‘mm place.

grace;

3 Jesus, Thee our Saviour hailing,
Thee our God in praise we own;
Highest honors, never failing,
Rise eternal round Thy throne;
Now, ye saints, His power confessing,
In your grateful strains adore;
For His mercy never ceasing,

Flows, and flows for evermore.
Rev. Wm. 000(?(’, 1811,

SHAWMUT S. M. _H LowELL MASON (1:9‘)——-18
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I, Far as Thy name is known The world declares Thy praise; Thy saints,0 Lord,be-fore Thy throne Their songs of hon- or raise.
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6 Psalm 48. 3 Let strangers walk around

1 Far as Thy name is known
The world declares Thy praise;
Thy saints, O Lord, before Thy throne
Their songs of honor raise.
2 With joy Thy people stand
‘On Zion’s chosen hill,
Proclaim the wonders of Thy hand,
And counsels of Thy will.

(3)

The city where we dwell,
Compass and view the holy ground,
And mark the building well.

The God we worship now
Will guide us till we die;
Will be our God while here below,
And ours above the sky.
Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 ~—1748)
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CREATION. L. M.D. FRANCIS JOSEPH HAYDN (1732 — 1809), 1798.
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1. The spacious fir-ma - ment on  high, With all the blue e - the-real sky,
{And spangled heavens, a shining frame, Their great O - rig - i - nal ( Omit) } pro - claim.
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f| ! The spacious firmament on high. W hilst all the stars that round her burn,
11 he spacious firmament on high, And all the planets in their turn,
With all the blue ethereal 31&)’ , Confirm the tidings as they roll,
Aﬂd_ spangled l)e:;wcns, 4 sh.mmg frame, And spread the truth from pole to pole.
Their great Original proclaim:
Th’ unwearied sun, from day to day, 3 What though in solemn silence all
Does his Creator’s power display; Move round this dark terrestrial ball;
And publishes to every land What though no real voice nor sound
The work of an a]migl‘lty hand. Amidst their radiant orbs be found:

In reason’s ear they all rejoice,
And utter forth a glorious voice;
For ever singing, as they shine,
‘““The Hand that made us is divine.”
Joseph Addison (1672 —1719), 1712.

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

MENDON. L. M. GERMAN.
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HYMNS OF PRAISE.

ROTHWELL. L. M.
~

WILLIAM TANSUR (1699 —1770).
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1. Sweet is the work, my God,my King, To praise Thy name,give thanks and sing, To show Thy love by
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8 L8l 2. Before Thy throne we sinners bend;

1 Sweet is the work, my God, my I{ing,ﬂ

To praise Thy name, give thanks and sing,
To show Thy love by morning light,
And talk of all Thy truth at night.

2 Sweet 1s the day of sacred rest;
No mortal care shall seize my breast;
O ! may my heart in tune be found,
Like David’s harp of solemn sound !

3 My heart shall triumph in 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 Then I shall share a glorious part,
When grace hath well refined my heart,
And fresh supplies of joy are shed,

Like holy oil upon my head.

o 'Then shall T see, and hear, and know
All I desired or wished below:
And every power find sweet employ,

In that eternal world of joy. _
Rev. Isaac Walls (1674 —1748).

9 Prayer to the Holy Trinity.

1 Father of all, whose love profound
A ransom for our souls hath found,
Before Thy throne we sinners bend;
To us Thy pardoning love extend.

2 Almighty Son, incarnate Word,
Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord,

To us Thy saving grace extend.

3 Kternal Spirit, by whose breath
The soul is raised from sin and death,
Before Thy thrcne we sinners bend;
To us Thy quickening power extend.

4 Jehovah | Father, Spirit, Son,
Mysterious Grodhead, Three in One !
Betore Thy throne we sinners bend ;
Grace, pardon, life to us extend.

John Cooper, 1811,
1 0 Psalm 84.

1 Great God, attend while Sion sings
The joy that from Thy presence springs;
To spend one day with Thee on earth
Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 God is our sun, He makes our day;
God is our shield, He guards our way
From all th’ assaults of hell and sin,
From foes without and foes within.

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

4 O God, our King, whose sovereign sway
The glorious hosts of heaven obey,
And devils at Thy presence flee;

Blest 1s the man that trusts inThee.
Rev. [sagqe Watts (1674 —1748),

(8),
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TICHFIELD. 7s. D. K, JOHN RICHARDSON (1816 —1879).
B e _ S o S
5—124 - e B — =] = Z -
_ - AR Sl e - Rt ™ i R S R, PP B BN
S S =, N S "> "= —"Y— 7> Sy"= SE——— T - S A S — =

| | '
1. Ho-ly, ho -1y, ho - ly Lord God of hosts! When heaven and earth, Out of darkness,

e -~
2 iz Gl L e e e e Mool 6 ol S gk TS e
b4 —— o7t | Z—F P> ] o =
b2 | = FIER R RRLSEL ©o
i |
At ek . I T
e o 1 s B e e e i e e
m&*iﬁ S 7 S S A S S S - ? = o i t
at 'Thy word, Is-sued in - to glorious birth, All Thy works before Thee stood, And Thine eye be -
B |
= b ol et e gt e f . = i e B0 o B o A = 7 —
5 Egm *5 Z g_aﬁﬁ & %_—6 g ef% rg g e g__g__
5—12:? Z—|- e H: - ::é:'E o AL
[ L [
—
b S VI I Y B
e Tl 18 e~ Wi o B o — e ——
bha e g =
— 02 '—a*f*—a“aﬂ—haﬁlga o, o — - —F - —
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t 1 Holy, holy, holy Lord ’ ’
: ) o e ey Holy, holy, holy Lord !
' od of hosts! When heaven and G&I'th, " James Montgomery (1771 — 1854 ).
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Out of darkness, at Thy word, 12 Pactm 146 CThne. Fhutass)

Issued into glorious birth,
All Thy works before Thee stood oy (8 |
. : » I e NOON O Ly Y
And Thine eye beheld them good, M F?I é“”l le’ 1}:}11;(1}111?5.5 i’h? ‘3'
While they sang, with one accord, }M(:t ,, ‘S,f:, ‘ vildl , .}llall](/, {;lﬂ? 5
Holy, holy, holy Lord ! y songs address Thy throne.

1 What shall I render to my God

= e T - _

i 2 Holy, holy, holy ! Thee, 2 Among the saints that fill Thy house,

: One Jehovah evermore, T M‘}: Oﬁellimgs Sha}l 1)(}1)?1‘515(1
i Father, Son, and Spirit we, ]0}6 shall my /J(,a'11)01 orm the vows
: Dust and ashes, would adore: My soul in anguish made.
Lightly by the world esteemed, 3 How much is mercy Thy delight,
I From that world by Thee redeemed, Thou ever blessed God !
r Sing we here, with glad accord, How dear Thy servants in Thy sight !
I Holy, holy, holy Lord ! How precious is their blood !

3 Holy, holy, holy ! All
Heaven’s triumphant choir shall sing,

If When the ransomed nations E‘!’u Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain
| At the footstool of their King: ‘And bound me with Thy love.

Then shall saints and seraphim, Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 —1748).

4 Now I am Thine, forever T'hine,
Nor shall my purpose move;
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THOMAS HASTINGS (1784 —1872).

13 Nature and Grace.

1 Father! how wide Thy glory shines !
How high Thy wonders rise |

Known thro’ the earth by thousand signs,
By thousand through the skies.

2 Buat, when we view Thy strange: design,
To save rebellious worms,

Where vengeance and compassion join
In their divinest forms, —

3 Here the whole Deity is known;
Nor dares a creature guess

“Which of the glories brightest shone,
The justice, or the grace.

4 Now the full glories of the Liamb
Adorn the heavenly plains;

Bright seraphs learn Immanuel’s name,
And try their choicest straims.

5 Oh, may I bear some humble part,
In that immortal song;

Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,
And love command my tongue.

Rev. Isaac Watts (1674—1748).
1 4 Psalm 119.
1 Oh, that the Lord would guide my ways
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 part.
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3 From vanity turn off my eyes;
Let no corrupt design,

Nor covetous desires, arise
Within this soul of mine.

4 Order my footsteps by Thy word,
And make my heart sincere;

Let sin have no dominion, Lord !
But keep my conscience clear.

o Make me to walk in Thy commands —
’T'is a delightful road;
Nor let my head, nor heart, nor hands,

Offend against my God.
Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 — 1748 ).
r
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1 Thou art my portion, O my God !

Soon as I know Thy way,
My heart makes haste to obey Thy word,
And suffers no delay.

2 I choose the path of heavenly truth,
And glory in my choice;

Not all the riches of the earth
Could make me so rejoice.

3 The testimonies of Thy grace
I set before mine eyes;

Thence 1 derive my daily strength,
And there my comfort lies.

4 Now I am thine, — for ever thine ; —
Oh, save Thy servant, Lord !
Thou art my shield, my hiding-place,
My hope is in Thy word.
Rev. Isaac Waltts (1674 —1748).

(7)
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throng . . . Of an-gels bright . . . In worlds of light, | Be - gin the song.
= |
NDNMNN D 2NN - R :M % | _|_!:_-_..
SEQLP e 2P ) pgx, sd L)) dte o
7z A Eﬂ;—y-ku-—:ﬁ_ < -.-_,z—b_E ”
| - = 2 - . —
., PP 1 - — =L ri———
Nt lie S -

Psalm 148.

1 Ye tribes of Adam, join

With heaven, and ear th, and seas,
And offer notes divine

To your Creator’s praise:

Ye holy throng In worlds of light,
Of angels bright, Begin the song.

2 The shining worlds above
In glorious order stand;

PLEYEL’S HYMN. 7s,

Or in swift courses move,

By His supren

He spake the word,
And all their frame

1e command:
From nothing came,
To praise the Lord!

3 Let all the nations fear

The God that

rules above;

He brings His people near,
And mahe them taste His love:

While earth and sky
Attempt His praise,
Kev.

His saints shall raise
His honors high.
Isaaec Waitts (1674 — 1748).

IGNACE PLEYEL (1757— 1831).
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1. Children of the heavenly King, Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise,
AS ye journey,sweetly sing : (zlorious in His works and ways.
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Isaiah 35: 8-10.

1 Children of the heavenly King,
As ye journey, sweetly sing;

Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise,
Grlorious in His works and ways.

2 Ye are traveling home to God
In the way the fathers trod;
They are happy now, and ye
Soon their happiness shall see.

3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest!

Soon you’ll enter into rest;
(8)

There your seat i1s now prepared;
There your kingdom and reward.

4 Fear not, bret
On the borders o

hren; joyful stand
f your land;

Jesus Christ, your Father’s Son,
Bids you undismayed go on.

o Lord, submissi

ve make us go,

Gladly leaving all below;
Only Thou our Leader be,

And we still will

follow Thee.

Rev. John Cennick (1717 —1755).
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Our Shield and De-fend-er,the An-cient of Days, Pa - vil-ioned in splendor and girded with praise.
(e -&-
- - | el - 2- _, -&-
— =X s s = t i " P UMl Y - S L
SEt e e tr sy — et P s eta®
e e o EsCeu-mmsire meaiaroent o]
e : s A e e Y
18 AV G OTOUS KNG =) 3 Frail children of dust, and feeble as
1 Oh! worship the King all-glorious above: frail,
Oh! gra.tefully SIng His power and Hi.slove; In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of fail
_ Days, _ _ Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the
Pavilioned in splendor end girded with end,
praise. Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and
2 We sing of Thy might, we sing of Thy Friend.
51905, 4 O measureless Might, ineffable Love,

Whoserobe is the light,whose canopy space.
Thy chariots of wrath the thunder-clouds
form,

While angels delight to hymn Thee above,
Thy ransomed creation, though feeble their

. . lays,
And dark 1s Thy path on the wings of the vy, ¢ry0'adoration shall sing to Thy praise,

storm. Sir Robert Grant,(1785— 1838).
NOTTINGHAM. C. M. PJ CLARK.
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. Lift up to God the voice of praise, Whose breath our souls inspired; Loud and more loud the anthem raise, With grateful ardor fired.
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The Voice of Praise. 3 Lift up to God the voice of praise,
1 Liaft up to God the voice of praise, From whom salvation flows,
Whose breath our souls inspired; Who sent His »on our souls to save
Loud and more loud the anthem raise, From everlasting woes.
With grateful ardor fired. 4 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

For hope’s transporting ray,
Which lights, through darkest shades of
death,

To realms of endless day-.
- Rev. Ralph Wardlaw (1779 — 1853).

2 Laft up to God the voice of praise,
Whose goodness, passing thought,
Lioads every minute, as it flies,

With benefits unsought.
(9)
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PROMISE. 8s & 7s, D. HENRY SM ART (1810-—-1879)
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20 Through the night of doubt and sorrow. Soon the rending of the tomb;
1 Through the night of doubt and sorrow Then the scattering of all shadows,
~ Onward goes the pilgrim band, And the end of toil and gloom.
AP el Bernhardt Severin Ingemann ( 1789 — 1862).
Singing songs of expectation, Tr. by Rev. Sabine Baring-Gould ( 1834 — ) 1367,

Marching to the Promised Land.
Clear before us through the darkness 21 Praise to God.

Gtleams and burns the guiding Light;
Brother clasps the hand of brother,

Stepping fearless through the night.

1 Praise to Thee, Thou great Creator,
Praise to Thee from every tongue :
Join, my soul, with every creature,

2 One the strain that lips of thousands Join the universal song.

Lift as from the heart of one; Father, source of all compassion,
One the conflict, one the peril, - I')lu’tlej 11(};1)({1111;1@(1 ot &100 ;5 L l!nne:
: oh * : ail the Grod of our salvation
0 (?I:.fl'] th,i;?i;i;} 2)? S%?C};?;gun' Praise Him for His love divine.

ne the gladne: joicing

On the far eternal shore,
Where the One Almighty Father
- Reigns in love for evermore.

2 For ten thousand blessings given,
For the hope of future joy,
Sound His praise thro’ earth and heaven,

3 Onward, therefore, pilgrim brothers, Sound Jehovah’s praise on high.
Onward with the Cross our aid ! Jo;i f‘Hly 0111 earth adore Him,
.3 _ T ill in heaven our song we raise;
Bear its shame, and fight its battle, Thor o A g O
Till we rest beneath its shade. 1% e,te_nl ap *‘1119 ) lﬂ )€ 0116 Lm,
: e 2t ost in wonder, love, and praise.
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NASHV[LLE. L. P. M. Gregorian. L. MASON. Arr. (1792—1872).
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22 , s SN 10 And thoughts all vanish in an hour;
1 I’ll praise my Maker with my breath, Nor can they make their promise
And when my voice 18 lost in death, zood.

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.

3 Happy the man whose hopes rely
On Israel’s God; He made the sky,
And earth, and seas, with all their
train,
His truth forever stands secure;
He saves th’ oppressed, He feeds the

Why should I make a man my trust ?
Princes must die and turn to dust;
Vain 1s the help of flesh and blood;

| : HOOT
Their breath departs; their pomp and o : \ .
e I ’ POHP And none shall find His promise vain.
POWEl Rev. Isaac Watts (1674— 1748).
BARBY. C. M. | ' ' WiLLIAM TANSUR, 1735.
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1. Praise waits inZi-on,Lord ! for Hlee;There shall our vows be paid; Thou hast an ear when sinners pray;All flesh shall seek Thine aid.
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<3 Fsatm 6o, Give them a dwelling in Thy house,
1 Praise waits in Zion, Lord ! for Thee; To feast upon Thy grace.

There shall our vows be paid;
Thou hast an ear when siﬂnnerfs pray; Thy truth and terror shine:

All flesh shall seek Thine aid. And works of dreadful righteousness
2 O Lord! our guilt and fears prevail, Fulfil Thy kind design.

But pardoning grace is Thine;
And thou wilt grant us power and skill,

To conqguer every sin.
s B 1 g y | Thou wilt choos The distant leeb shall fly to Thee,
est are the men, whom Thou wilt choose And make Thy name their trust.

h| : L . N O AT ril “. - o
10 bllng them neal lhy deC, (1) Rev, [saac Waits (1674 — 1748.)

4 In answering what Thy church requests,

Thus shall the wondering nations see
i
I'he Lord is good and just;
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morn - ing our song shall rise to 'Thee; Ho- ly, ho- ly, ho - ly! J!
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24 - Which was, and is, and is to come. Rev. 1v: 8.

1 Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty!

Early in the morning our song shall rise to T'hee;
Holy, holy, holy! merciful and mighty!

God in Three Persons, Blesséd Trinity!

Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore Thee,

Casting down‘their golden crowns around the glassy sea;
Cherubim and seraphim falling down before Thee,

Which wert, and art, and evermore shalt be.

3 Holy, holy, holy! though the darkness hide Thee,
Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see,
Only Thou art holy, there is none beside Thee,
Perfect in power, in love, and purity,

4 Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty,
All Thy works shall praise Thy Name, in earth, and sky, and sea;
Holy, holy, holy! Lord God L}Llnllﬂll‘[\"

Gtod in Three Persons, Blessed '1111111:}!
(12) Bp. Reginald Heber (1783 —1826).




HYMNS OF DEVOTION.
LENOX. H. M. L. EDSON (1748 —1820),
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1. The Lord Jehovah reigns ; His throne is ]JUIUZ on high ;'I'he garments He assumes Are light and majesty ;

b
_ - 00 o o 0 g0 | = 0 9o 0P o - 0 | & -
o S [ -5_;__3_ - ——— %—’—a——i———ﬁ’)— 2 e p—;—a oS
. S 1 S = —F—*— I 5 i ey 5= i
ijf_:“i:_i_t " = ik i e e [ e el 8 1 5 I [ e G e _E[::
fr it [
I R ) a
= Sl I ) e (IS, e [ s e = e LIS T 0 B
- o e s - 2
H—m ® o008 — —0—%-9 F | ' ¢06 06+ —1c—
B I ES— - — " N S
e LW
His glories shine with beams so bright, His glories shine with beams so bright No mortal eye can bear the sight
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glories shine with peams so bright,His glories shine with beams so bright No mot - tal eye can bear the sight.
r Do g B - iseaniE
29 Psalm 93. He took His seat above:
rnm P \ ; - 1' 212 N o T * . _ |
J_lle Liord JL]lOVcLh l(;]gllb? 1 .aft up your hea,rtg) ete.

His throne is built on high;
The garments He assumes

Are light and majesty;
His glories shine with beams so bright
No mortal eye can bear the sight.

His kingdom can not fail;
He rules o’er earth and heaven;
The keys of death and hell
Are to our Jesus given:
Lift up your hearts, ete.

9 The thunders of His hand ftev.. Charles-Wesiey. (1105—1786).
Keep the wide world in awe; 2 Year of Jubilee.
His wrath and justice stand 1 Blow ye the trumpet, blow,
To guard His holy law; The gladly solemn sound,
And where His love resolves to bless, Let all the nations know,
His truth confirms and seals the grace. To earth’s remotest bound,
y e o The year of jubilee is come :
And can this mighty King Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

Of glory condescend,
And will He write His name,
My Father and my Friend ?
[ love His name, I love His word;:
Join all my powers, and praise the Lord !

Jesus, our great High Priest,

Hath full atonement made;
Ye weary spirits, rest;

Ye mournful souls, be glad:

Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 — 1748 .) The year ijl.ll.)il(j(‘, ete.

206 Reiolon, the Lordds Kb 3 Extol the Lamb of God.
. » » ' . T e . A h 9 [’._r T » '3 A
1 Rejoice | the Lord is King; Lhe *L]_l atoning Lamb;

Your Lord and King adore: Redemption in His blood
Mortals, give thanks and sing Throughout the world proclaim :

=7 2 ) . 2 "o ) ri s T » e » 5 ].

And triumph evermore ! L'he year of jubilee, ete.
Llft }ll) your h.CiLl‘tS,.]lft up your VOiCe; 4 The (r()c:l)el tr[n]]pet ]1011‘-
Rejoice aloud, ye saints, rejoice. The news of heavenly grace;

: : And, saved from earth, ap ear
Jesus, the Saviour, reigns, - ! ]J
l)ef(_ne your Saviour’s face;

The God of truth and love ; The P ;
s e Sy I'he year of jubilee, ete.
When He had purged our stains, e Rev. Charles Wesley (1708 — 1788.)




HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

"LEBANON. S. M. D. _ JOBN ZUNDEL ( 1815 — 1882).
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L I was a wander-ing sheep, 1 did not love the fold; I did notlove my Shepherd’s voice,
D.S. 1 did not love my Fuather's voice,
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I would not be con-trolled: I was a way-ward child, I did not love my home,
I loved a- far to roam. - = N ey
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28 £.080 OuL J(“Wl- That found the wandering sheep,
B | WE‘S a wandering _.sh_eep, - ’'I' was He that brought me to the fold,
I‘ did not love t]}? fold; . 1I"1s He that still doth keep.
I did not love my Shepherd’s voice, Rev. Horatius Bonar ( 1808—1890).
I would not be controlled: 24) Baoion a1
1 was a wayward child, 1 My spirit on Thy care,
L did not love my home, . Blest Saviour, I recline;
I did not love my Father’s voice, Thou wilt not leave me to despair,
I loved afar to roam. ~ For Thou art love divine.
2 The Sllﬁphel‘d SOllg]’!t IIlS §1lee]), 2 In Thee 1 I)lilCC my tl'lISt;
The Father sought His child, On Thee T calmly rest :
They followed me o’er vale f-md hill, I know Thee good, I know Thee just,
O ’er deserts waste and wild: And count Thy choice the best.
1 3 v . e _ ) ¢ :
Lhey found me nigh to death, 3 What e’er events betide,

Famished, and faint, and lone;

1 hrey bound :1_1](_-‘5'\\’11;11 fcl}e P”J“ds of love; Safe n U'hy breast my head I hide,
I'hey saved the wandering one. Nor fear the coming storm.

3 Jesus my Shepherd is, 4 Tiek :
T was He that loved my soul,

’T'was He that washed me in His blood,

Thy will they all perform;

oood or 11l befall,
It must be good for me,—
Secure of hfumg_; Thee in {111,

)Y wxr ‘ alo 10 1Y ) o . . r
o 1T was HQ that made me \\wh_ol(,,, Of having all in Thee.
I' was He that sought the lost, Rev. H. F. Lute (1793 — 1847).
FERGUSON, S. M, GEORGE KINGSLEY (1811 —1884).
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1. My spiriton Thy care, Blest Saviour, I recline ; Thou wilt not leave me to despair, For Thou art love divine.
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

BERA. L. M. J. E. GoULD (1822 — 1875 ).
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1. O Thou, the con - trite sin - ner’s Friend, Who lov-ing,lovest him to the end,
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On this a -lone my hopes de - pend, That Thou wilt plead for me, for me.
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30 Christ's Intercession. _ 2 From heav'’n He came, of heav’n He
1 O Thou, the contrite sinner’s Friend, spoke:;
Who loving, lovest him to the end, To heav’n He led His followers’ way:
O“r this alone ny hopes depend, Dark clouds of gloomy night He broke,
I'hat Thou wilt plead for me. [for me. ] Unveiling an immortal day.
‘ W hen weary in the th'iStiﬂll race, S ¢ COII]G, W'anderers’ to my Father’s
Far off appears my I'Cﬂt-lllg‘-].}]ﬂce, h(}nle?
And, fainting I mistrust Thy grace, Come, all ye weary ones, and rest !”
Then, Saviour, plead for me. [for me.]  Yegs! sacred Teacher, we will come,
3 When Satan, by my sins made bold, Obey Thee, love Thee, and-be blest!
Strives from Thy cross to loose my hold, (AT o LR ATV =AiE 0.
Then with Thy pitying arms enfold, 55 Sympathy of Christ.

And plead, oh, plead for me. [fur me.] 1 Where high the heavenly temple stands,
: Lo 1 - + (3 BN B _
4 And when my dying hour draws near,  Lhe house of God not made with hands,
A great High Priest our nature wears,

Darkness with anguish, guilt, and fear, i _ .
I'ne Advocate of saints appears.

Then to my fainting sight appear,

Pleading in heaven for me. [for me.] 2 He, who for men in mercy stood,
21 Ihm,f;;iﬁf;;o;;fe]zj;?}i (1789—1871). %nd poured on e&rth' His precious blood
Tk o rrlq‘ln":s'u(’:s in heaven His plan of grace
1 O perfect life of love! I'he Saviour of the chosen race.
. All, all is finished now, 3 Though now ascended up on high,
All that He left his throne above He bends on earth a brother’s eye;
To do for us below. lf;Ll'tzl-l{el' of the l'{uman name,
9 Yet work, O Lord, in me, He knows the frailty of our frame.
As Thou for me hast “Tlvought; 4 Our Fellow-Sufferer yet retains
And let my love the answer be A fellow-feeling of our pains;
To grace thy love has brought. And still remembers in the skies,

Sir H. W. Baker (1821—1877).  His tears and agonies, and cries.

) ) =
3u Christ our Teaclher. -
o In every pang that rends the
1 How sweetly flowed the gospel’s sound Yy pang | heart,
. I'ne Man of sorrows had a part;

From lips of gentleness and grace, WA iy e,
He sympathizes in our grief
When list’ning tholmnd% a’rhu d 101111(1 - .
And d 1 I TMad-the: &l And to the sufferer sends relief.
ud joy and revrence filled the place. Michael Bruce (1746 — 1767 ).
(15)
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RATHBUN. 8s & 7s. I. CONKEY (1815—1867 ).
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1. Praise the Lord! ye heav'ns adore Him;Praise Him angela in the height;Sun and moon rejoice before Him; Praise Him, all ye stars of light|
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24 ‘ Praise the Lord. : 3 Praise the Lord — for He is glorious;
1 Praise the Lord! ye heavens adore Him; Never shall His promise fail:
Praise Him, at:xg‘ﬁ,ls in the h"‘{g]lt: Gred hath made His saints victorious,
Sun and moon rejoice before Him; Sin and death shall not prevail.

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,

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

Heaven, and earth, and all creation,
Praise and magnify His name!

For their guidance He hath made. Rev. John Kempthorne (1775 —1838).
EVERLASTING REST. 7s. D. Rev. ROBERT P. KERR, 1891.
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1. Lord of earth , Thy forming handWell this beauteous frame hath planned ; Woods that wave and hills that tower,
What were all its joys to me?
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O - ceanrolling in its power ; Yet a-mid this scene so fair, Should I cease Thy smile to share,
Whom have I onearth but Thee?
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< Pbupynght 1891, by R. P. Kerr. |
30 Whom in heaven or earth but Thee? Oh! that world is p&SSillg‘ fair;
) . % T » I X L= mi = 2 r ! . Mty 3 Savn
]. L()Id-()f cal th’ ]_hy fOI l]]lllg hd,ll(l \et, lf Fhou wert {Lb&({nt th(_,l L,
Well this beauteous frame hath planned; What were all its joys to me ?
Woods that wave and hills that tower, Whom have I in heaven but Thee ?
\eean Lo g in {13 pawer; 3 Lord of earth and heaven, my breast

Yet amid this scene so fair,

Should I cease Thy smile to share, Seeks Jn Thee its only rest;

I was lost,— Thy accents mild

What were all its joys to me? | : :

L0 e T 39 ’ Homeward lured Thy wandering child.
Whom have 1 on earth but Thee ¢ | The cmila dios

, Oh! if once Thy smile divine

: _Lor'd SLaon, beyo_n'd our sight Ceased upon my soul to shine,
Shl“US_ L WOl‘}d of purer hgl{t‘; What were earth or heaven to me?
Here 1n IO_Ve S 111101911‘16(1 reign, Whom have I in each but Thee?
Severed friends shall meet again: Sir Bobert Grant ( 1788 — 1838).

(16)
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ST. HELEN. 10s,61. WALTER HATELY, 1872.
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1 Be still, my soul; the Lordis on thy side; DBear pa-tient -1ly thy cross oi grief and pain;
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Leave to thy God to or -der and pro-vide; In ev -’ry change He faithful will re-main.
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Be still, my soul; thy, best,thy heavenly Friend Through thorny ways leads to a joy-iul end.
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36 Return unto thy rest,0 my soul, for the Lord hath deall bountifully with thee.
1 Be still, my soul; the Lord is on thy side; 3 be still my soul; when dearest friends de-
Bear pa.tlcurly thy cross of grief and pain, part,
Leave to thy God to order and provide; And all 1s darkened in the vale of tears,
In every change He faithful will remain. Then thou shalt better know His love, His
Be still, my soul; thy best, thy heavenly heart, [ fears.
Friend Who comes to soothe thy sorrow and thy
Through thorny ways leads to a joyful Be still, my soul; thy Saviour can repay
end. From His own fullll(,ns all He takes away.

2 Be still,my soul; thy God doth undertake 4 Be stillmy soul; the hour is hastening on
To guide the future as He has the past. ~ When we shall be for ever with the Lor d;
Thy hope, thy confidence,let nothing shake, When disappointment, grief, and fear are

All now mysterious shall be bright at last. gone,
Be still my soul; the waves and winds shall ~ Sorrow forgot;love’s purest joys restored.
know Be still, my soul; when change and tears
His voice who ruled them while He dwelt are past,
below. All safe and blessed we shall meet at last.

Hymns from the Land of Luther.
(17) |
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HADDAM. H.M. , English Melody. Arr. by L. MASON, (1792—1872).
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1. The prom-is-es I sing, Which sovereign love hath spoke ; Nor will the Eternal King His words of grace revoke ;
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They stand se - cure and  stead- fast still; Not Zi - on’s hill a - bides so sure.
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¥ : g GO s TPl 3 Rule Thou in every thought
1 The promises I sing, And passion of my soul,
Y Which b b lOVP_ h?lth spoke; Till all my powers are brought
Nor will the Kternal King Beneath Thy full control;
”FHIS W(”’_'dS of shace 1'0"'01‘?-0} . Come, my Redeemer, quickly come,
Ihey %t&“d SUCLY and stcadfast still And make my heart T'hy lasting home.
Not Zion’s hill abides so sure.
92 The mountains melt away, 4 Then shall my da.ys be |rl.‘llill(—)‘,
When once the Judge appears, And all my heart be love,
And sun and moon decay, And joy and peace be mine,
That measure mortal years; Such as are known above:
But still the same, in radiant lines; Come, my Redeemer, quickly come,

The promise shines through all the flame. ~ And make my heart Thy lasting home.

: : rew Reed (1787 — 1862 ).
3 Their harmony shall sound fieve dAndurew: Reeg ( 1167 — 1t42))

Through my attentive ears, 39 Longing for Christ.
When thunders cleave the ground o o DREnRE DR o
e e R T § 1 My spirit longs for Thee
1oy duipate. Luo epusren; Within my troubled breast
Midst all the shock of that great scene, J Sy

Tnworthy thoueh I be
I stand serene, Thy word my rock. oL} ¢ 50 Divine a Gues
Rev. Philip Doddridge ( 1702 — 1751 ). Of so Divine a (Gruest.

Of so Divine a guest
Unworthy though I be.

Yet has my heart no rest
Unless it come from T'hee.

3 8 Invoking the presence of Christ.
1 Come, my Redeemer, come,
And deign to dwell with me;
Come, and Thy right assume,
And bid Thy rivals flee:
Come, my Redeemer, quickly come,
And make my heart Thy lasting home.

9 Unless it come from Thee,
In vain I look around;
In all that 1 can see,

2 Kxert Thy mighty power, No rest is to be found.
And banish all my sin; No rest is to be found
In this auspicious hour But in Thy blessed love:
Bring *1”_ Thy graces in: O let my wish be crowned,
Come, my Redeemer, quickly come, And send it from above.
And make my heart Thy lasting home. John Byrom (1601 — 1763).

(18)
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ST: JUDE. 6s; D.

CARL MARIA VON WEBER (1786 — 1826).
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1. My %a,\-mur as Thou wilt !Oh, may Thy will be mine ; Iu -10
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Thy hand of love I would my all re-
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1 My Saviour, as Thou wilt!
Ob, may 'llly will be mine;
Into T]ly hand of love
[ would my all resign;
Through sorrow or through joy,
Conduct me as Thine own,
And help me still to say,
My Lord, Thy will be done.

Thy will be done.

My Saviour, as Thou wilt:
I needy here and poor,
xive me lln people’s bread,

Their portion rich and sure.
The manna of Thy word

Let my soul feed upon;
And if all else should fail,

My Lord, Thy will be done.

3 My Saviour, as Thou wilt!
Though seen through many a tear,
Let not my star of hope
Grow dim and disappear;
Since Thou on earth hast wept,
And sorrowed oft alone,
If I must weep with Thee,
My Lord, Thy will be done.

4 My Saviour, as Thou wilt]
All shall be well for me:

Each changing future scene
I gladly trust with Thee:

Straight to my home above
I travel calmly on,
And hlll“’, in life or death

My God, Thy will be done!
Benjamin Schmolke, Tr. by Jane Borthwick, 1853.

4 1 He knoweth the way.
Thy way, not mine, O Lord,
However dark it be!

Lead me by Thine own hand;
Choose out my path for me.
I dare not choose my lot:
I would not, if I might;
Choose Thou for me, my God,
So shall I walk mwht

2 The kingdom that I seek
Is Thine: so let the way
That leads to it be Thine,
EKlse I must surely stray.
Take Thou my cup, and it
With joy or sorrow fill,
As best, to Thee may seem;
Choose Thou my good and ill.

3 Choose Thou for me my friends,
My sickness or my health;
Choose Thou my cares for me,
My poverty or wealth.
Not mine, not mine the choice,
In things or oreat or small;
Be Thou my Guide, my Strength,
My Wisdom and my All.

Rev. Horatius Bonar (1808 —1890 ).
(19)
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WHAT A FRIEND WE HAVE IN JESUS. 8s& 7s. D. C. C. CONVERSE (1834 —).
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By per. C. C. Converse, owner of copyright.

42 What a friend we have in Jesus.
1 What a friend we have in Jesus,
All our sins and griefs to bear;
What a privilege to carry
Ev’rything to God in prayer |
O what peace we often forfeit,
O what needless pain we bear,
All because we do not carry
Ev’rything to God in prayer !

2 Have we trials and temptations ?
Is there trouble any where ?

We should never be discouraged,
Take 1t to the Lord in prayer.

Can we find a friend so faithful,
Who will all our sorrows share ?

Jesus knows our ev'ry weakness,
Take it to the Lord in prayer!

3 Are we weak and heavy laden,
Cumbered with a load of care 7—

Precious Saviour, still our refuge,—
Take 1t to the Lord in prayer.

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee ?
Take it to the Lord in prayer;

In His arms He’ll take and shield the
Thou wilt find a solace there.

Rev, Joseph Seriven (1820— 1886).

e?

43
1 There’s a wideness in God’s mercy,
Like the wideness of the sea:
There ’s a kindness in His justice,
W hich is more than liberty.
There is welcome for the sinner,
And more graces for the good;
There is mercy with the Saviour;
There is healing in His blood.

God’s merey.

2 There 1s no place where earth’s sorrows
Are more felt than up in heaven;
There is no place where earth’s failings
Have such kindly judgment given.
There is plentiful redemption
In the blood that has been shed;
There is joy for all the members
In the sorrows of the Head.

3 For the love of God i1s broader

Than the measure of man’s mind;
And the heart of the Eternal

Is most wonderfully kind.
If our love were but more simple,

We should take Him at His word;
And our lives would be all sunshine

In the sweetness of our Lord.

Rev. Frederick William Faber ( 1814 — 1863 ).

(20)



HYMNS OF DEVOTION.
SILVER STREET. |S. M. - ISAAC SMITH (1785 —1800).
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1 Grace! ’tis a charming sound, Through everlasting days:
Harmonious to mine ear: It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
Heaven with the echo shall resound, And well deserves the praise.
And all the earth shall hear. Rev. Philip Doddridge (1702— 1751 ).
. 4f’ oL
) Psalm 95.

Grrace first contrived the way
To save rebellious man;

And all the steps that grace display,
Which drew the wondrous plan.

1 Come, sound His praise abroad,
And hymns of glory sing:

Jehovah is the sovereign God,
The universal King.

3 Grace first inseribed my name 2 Come, worship at His throne,
In God’s eternal book; COIllGj bow before tl_le LOl‘d;
"T'was grace that gave me to the Lamb, We are His works, and not our own;

Who all my SOTTOWS took. He formed us bY His word.
| 3 To-day attend His voice,
Nor dare provoke His rod!
Come, like the people of His choice,

And own your gracious God.
Rev. Isaac Walts (1674 — 1748 ).

4 Grace taught my soul to pray,
And made mine eyes o’erflow;

T was grace that kept me to this day,
And will not let me go.

GREENWOOD. S. M. ' J. K. SWLL’jSER(lSQa——lSTs)
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1. Come, we who love the Lord,And let our joys be known; Joinin a song of sweet ac-cord, And thus sur-round the throne.
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4;6 Is any merry, let lim sing psalms. The hill of Zion y leldS
1 Come, we who love the Liord, A thousand sacred sweets
And let our joys be ](u(_)w'n; Before we reach the lle&Vellly ﬁelds,
Join in a song of sweet accord, Or walk the golden streets.
And thus surround the throne. 5 There shall we see His face,
2 Let those refuse to sing And never, never sin;
Who never knew our God; There from the rivers of His grace,
But children of the heavenly King Drink endless pleasures 1n.
May speak their joys abroad. 6 Then let our songs abound,
3 The men of grace have found And every tear be dry:
Glory begun bdow, - We’re marching thro’ Immanuel’s ground
Celestial fr}uts on earthly ground To fairer worlds on high.
From faith and hope may grow. Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 —1748).
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NETTLETON. 8s & 7s.

Rev. JoHN WYETH (1792 — 1858).
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—/]:7 Grateful Recollections.
1 Come, Thou Fount of every blessing,
Tune my heart to sing Thy grace;
Streams of mercy, never ceasing,
Call for songs of loudest praise.
Teach me some melodious sonnet,
Sung by flaming tongues above;
Praise the mount — oh, fix me on it,
Mount of God’s unchanging love.

2 Here I raise my Kbenezer,
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,
\andumw from the fold of (xod
He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed with precious blood.

3 O! to grace how great a debtor,
Daily I’'m constrained to be;
Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter,
Bind my wandering heart to T'hee.
Prone to wander, Lord, 1 feel it,
Prone to leave the God I love;
Here’s my heart, Lord, take and seal 1t,
Seal it from Thy courts above.

Rev. R. Robinson ( 1735 — 1790).

4;8 Bought with a Price.

1 When I view my Saviour bleeding
For my sins upon the tree,

O how wondrous, how exceeding
Grreat His love appears to me !

Floods of deep distress and anguish,
To impede His labors, came;

Yet they all could not extinguish
Liove’s eternal, burning flame.

Suare, such infinite affection
L;L}S the highest claims to mine;
All my powers, without emeptlon,
Should in fervent praises join.
Jesus, fit me for Thy service;
Form me for Thyself alone;
I am Thy most costly pmchw
Take possession of Thine own.

Richard Lee, 179%4.

49 Christ the Desire of all Nations.
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:
Israel’s Strength and Consolation,
Hope of all the saints Thou art;
Dear Desire of every nation,
Joy of every longing heart.

2 Born Thy people to deliver;

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

Now Thy precious kingdom bring:
By Thine own eternal Spirit,

Rule in all our hearts alone;

y Thine all-sufficient merit,

R.:me us to Thy glorious throne.

Rev. G’ha: les Wesley (1708 — 1788).

(22)
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COMFORT. 11s& 9s. AMERICAN MELODY.
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50 How Happy are They. 3 Oh, the I‘aptlll‘OllS height
1 Oh, how happy are they Of that holy delight,
Who the Saviour obey, Which I felt in the life-giving blood!
‘A.nd ha\'e hlld up thell' treasures &hOVG; Of my Sa'\riour pOSS@SSBd,
Qh, what tongue can express I was perfectly blest,
The sweet comfort and peace As if filled with the fullness of God.
Of a ,80111 in its earliest love 4 Then all the day long

2 "I'was a heaven below Was my Jesus my song,

My Redeemer to know, ' And redemption through faith in His name;
And the mlgels coulq df;) nothing more Oh, that all might believe,

Than to fall at His feet, ‘And salvation receive,

And the story repeat, And their song and their joy be the same.
BETHLEHEM. S.M. SAMUEL WESLEY (1766—1837.)
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51 Waiting. 4 Alre‘ soonest at the goal;
1 Not so in haste, my heart, I'hat is not gained by speed
. Have faith in God and wait; Then hold thee still, my anxious heart
Although He linger very long, For I shall wait His lead. P
He never comes too late. 1592 Psalm 133. it
2 He never comes too late; 1 Blest are the sons of peace
He knoweth what is best: Whose hearts and hopes are one;
Vex not thyself to-day in vain, Whose kind designs to serve and please,
Until He cometh, rest. Through all their actions run.
3 Until He cometh, rest; 2 Thus, on the heavenly hills,
Nor grudge the hours that roll; The saints are blest above,
The feet that patient wait for God, Where joy, like morning dew, distills,
Are soonest at the goal. (23) And all the air is love.

Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 — 1748 ).
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DENNIS. S. M. | H. G. NAEGELI (1773 —1836.)
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5 3 | Christian Fellowship.
1 Blest be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love;
The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2 Before our Father’s throne
We pour our ardent prayers ;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares.

3 We share our mutual woes,
Our mutual burdens bear,
And o.ten 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 in expectation lives,
And langs 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.
Rev. John Fawcett (1739 — 1817).

54: Hiding place.
1 I have no hiding-place,
No refuge from the blast,
But in the arms of Jesus’ grace
Around about me cast.

2 Though I see not His hand,
I feel its loving power;

| | &
EoE s e s it
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And guardian angels near me stand
In my distressful hour.

3 I dare not look within,
But heavenward turn my gaze;
And lest my grief become my sin,
My tongue breaks out in praise.

4 Though tears mine eyes bedim,
He dries the tears I shed;
And in my soul I sing a hymn,

Content and comforted.
Thomas MacKellar (1812—).

55 Behold the Ark of God.

1 O cease, my wandering soul
On restless wing to roam;

All the wide world, to either pole,
Has not for thee a home.

9 Behold the A1k of God,
Behold the open door;

Hasten to gain that dear abode,
And rove, my soul, no more.

3 There, safe thou shalt abide,
There, sweet shall be thy rest,
And every longing satisfied,
With full salvation blest.
Rev. William Auqgustus Muhlenberg (1796—1877).

L
5 {) Doxology.

To God the Father, Son,
And Spirit, One aud Three,
Be glory, as it was, 1s now,
And shall for ever bhe.
®  Rev. John Wesley (1703—1791),
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

HENRY. C. M. S. B. PonDp (1792—18T71).
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57 Praise for Salvation.

1 Salvation ! O the joyful sound;
'T'is pleasure to our ears;

A sovereign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,
At hell’s dark door we lay;

But we arise by grace divine,
To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation ! let the echo fly
The spacious earth around;
While all the armies of the sky

Conspire to raise the sound.
Rev. Isaac Wattls (1674 —1748).

58 Christian Fellowship.

1 Joined in one Spirit to one Head,
Where He appoints we go;

And still in Jesus’ footsteps tread,
And show His praise below.

2 Oh! may we ever walk in Him,
And nothing know beside;

Nothing desire, nothing esteem,
But Jesus crucified.

3 Closer and closer let us cleave
To His beloved embrace;

Expect His fullness to recelve,
And grace to add to grace.

4 Partakers of the Saviour’s grace,
The same in mind and heart,

Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place,
Nor life, nor death can part.

Rev. Charles Wesley ( 1T08 — 1788 ).

59 Power of Failh.
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;

’T'is 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 Oh, 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.
Rev, G. T. Noel (1782 —1851).

60 Gratitude for Providential Care.

1 O Thou, my light, my life, my joy,
My glory, and my all;

Unsent by Thee, no good can come,
Nor evil can befall.

2 Such are Thy schemes of providence,
And methods of Thy grace,

That I may safely trust in Thee,
Through all the wilderness.

3 ’Tis Thine outstretched and pow’rful arm
Upholds me in the way;

And Thy rich bounty well supplies
The wants of every day.

4 For such compassions, O my God!
Ten thousand thanks are due;
For such compassions, 1 esteem

Ten thousand thanks too few.
(25) ! James Montgomery (1771 — 1854 ).
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SELF-SURRENDER. P. M. Miss H. M. WARREN.

04 e e~ e e s e i o g
R T leee ?Fj 7 S P 5‘:’ B |
—8- S e W o i 2 0 ] N ) B o O e T it i o

- - f o0 e g P bR 2 / r v

)
s oline ;zilzﬁfgiﬁ Er===

(R B P

. 1
DS (T gl T — AEpy o e
o pg [s-eles scle o gt ":*g:,f": fﬁ‘—’—'---P-E*!—-[:--—---‘L-E— |
] O i |
e e e T TP VT R e
@ : - - .
61  zeaving at witn sesus. 3 I leave it all with Jesus, day by day;

1 1 left it all with Jesus long ago, Faith can firmly trust Him, come what may,

All my sins 1 brought Him, and my woe; Hope has dropped her anchor, found her |
When by faith I saw Him on the tree, rest |
Heard His small, still whisper, “’T'is for Ty the calm, sure haven of His breast:
thee,” | Liove esteems it Heaven to abide
From my heart the burden rolled away! At His side. |
Happy day! , , | _ |
T e 4 O leave it all with Jesus, drooping soul! !
9 1 leave it all with Jesus, for He knows 4 N ALY % |
ot ctonl-the bitter |1 Tife’s woes 'ell not half Thy story, but the whole;:
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

VARINA, C. M. G. F. RooT (1820—).
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~ Fath's Struggte. And let me know my KFather reigns,

' 1 Lord, I believe; Thy power I own; And trust His tender care.
Thy truth I would obey;

I wander comfortless and lone,
When from Thy paths 1 stray.

Lord, I believe; but gloomy fears,
Sometimes bedim my sight;

I look to Thee, with prayers and tears,
And cry for strength and light.

i

Thy sovereign wt ays are all unknown
To my wes le erring sight;
Yet let my soul adormg oW
That all Thy ways are right.
My God, my Father, be Thy name
My solace and my stay;
Oh, wilt Thou seal my humble claim,

And drive my fears away.
Miss Aune Steele( 1717 —1778).

2 Lord, I believe; yet Thou dost know,
My faith is cold and weak;

Pity my frailty, and bestow 64
The confidence 1 seek;

Yes, I believe! and only Thou,

The Solid Rock.
Tune, STELLA.

I My hope is built on nothing less

~ e

Canst give my doubts relief;
Lord, to 'hy truth my spirit bow,
Help Thou, my unbelief.
Rev. J. R. Wreford ( 1800 — 1881).
¢
63 Humble Reliance.

1 My God, my Father, blissful name,
Oh, may I call Thee mine ?

May I with sweet assurance claim
A portion so divine ?

This only can my fears control,
And bid my sorrows fly;

What harm can ever reach my soul
Beneath my Father’s eye?

2 Whate’er Thy providence denies,
I calmly would resign,
For Thou art good and just and wise;
Oh, bend my will to Thine.
Whate’er Thy sacred will ordains,
Oh, give me strength to bear;

Than Jesus’ blood and righteousness;
I dare not trust the sweetest frame,
But wholly lean on Jesus’ name:

On Christ, the solid rock, I stand;
All other glound IS smlﬂng sand.

2 When darkness seems to vail His face,
I rest on His unchanging grace;

In every high and stormy gale,

My anchor holds within the vail:

On Christ, the solid rock I stand;

All other ground is sinking sand.

3 His oath, His covenant, and blood,
Support me in the whelming flood ;
When all around my soul gives way,
He then is all my hope fm(l stay:
On Christ, the solid rock, 1 stand;
All other ground is sinking sand.

Rev. Edward Mote, 1825,

(27)
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

ORTONVILLE. C. M. . THOMAS HASTINGS (1784 —1872).
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60  Prrayersor the return of the Spirit. >0 purer light shall mark the road,
1 Oh! for a closer walk with God, That le ads me tO thn Lamb.
A calm and heavenly frame; 66 i foospet, CHE =3 RN).
A ]ig‘ht to shine upon the 1.03_(1, In distress chadm{/ with God.
That Teads me to the Lamb. 1 Oh, that I knew the secret place,

Where I might find my God!

2 Where is the blessedness I knew I’d spread my wants before His face,

When first I saw the Lord ?

_ : : And pour my woes abroad.
Where is the soul-refreshing view = : . .
e i § 2 1’d tell Him how my sins arise,
Of Jesus and His word ? - ) %
What sorrows 1 sustain;
3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed, How grace decays, and comfort dies,
3 . .
How sweet their memory still! And leaves my heart in pain.

But they have left an aching void,

3 He knows what arguments I’d take
r -
I'he world can never fill.

To wrestle with my God;

4 Return, O Holy Dove, return, ‘ I’d plead for His own mercy’s sake,
Sweet messenger of rest! And for my Saviour’s blood.

I hate the sins that made Thee mourn, 4 My God will pity my complaints,
And drove Thee from my breast. And heal my broken bones;

B The dearest.idol I have known He takes the meaning of His saints,’
A ) m . M1 O :
Whate’er that idol be, lh(-a language of thei SEORLS.

Help me to tear it from Thy throne, o Arise, my soul, from deep distress,
And worship only Thee. And banish every fear;

: He calls thee to His throne of grace

6 So shall my walk be close with God, b _ | Shew o
Cal d , o : I'o spread thy sorrows there.

RISARGERLL UG, Y SEAINGS Rev. Isaac Waits ( 1674 —1748).
BRADFORD. C. M. Arr. from GEORGE FREDERICK HANDEL (1685—1759 ).
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

NAOMI. C. M. | , Arr. by I. MASON. NAEGELI (1773—1836).
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67 A kR b HeQute: *oars S o Calm-in the closet’s solitude;
1 Father, whate’er of earthly bliss, Calm in the busy street.

Thy sovereign will denies,
Accepted at Thy throne of grace,
Let this petition rise: —
2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

3 Calm in the hour of buoyant health,
And in the hour of pain,

Calm in my poverty or wealth,
And in my loss or gain,

From every murmur free; S
The blessings of Thy grace impart, 4 Calm in the sufferance of wrong,
And make me live to Thee. Like Him who bore my Sh&lﬂ@;
3 Tet the sweet hope that Thou art mine, Calm ’mid the,i Plll'ea,tenmg, taunting throng,
M.Y life and death a,ttend; Who hate J.hy ]flO]y name.
Thy presence through my journey shine, 5 Calm me, my God, and keep me calm,
And crown my journey’s end. ~ doft resting on Thy breast; .
Miss Anne Steele (1T17—1718).  Joothe me with holy hymn and psalm,
68 Prayer for Increccsifzg Holiness. And bid my Spil'it rest.
1 O! for a heart to praise my God, Rev. Horatius Bonar (1808 —18%) ).
A heartfrom sin set free; 20 AR
) 'Ce

A heart that always feels Thy blood,
So freely shed for me.,

9 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer’s throne;

‘Where only Christ is heard to speak;
W here Jesus l'eigns alone, 2 The darkness of my former state,

The bondage, all was mine;
The light of life in which I walk,
The liberty, 1s "Thine.

1 All that I was, my sin, my guilt, .
. My death, was all my own;
All that I am I owe to Thee,

My gracious rod alone.

3 A heart in every thought renewed,
And full of love divine; _
Holy, and right, and pure, and good,

A copy, Lord,of Thine. 3 Thy grace first made me feel my sin,
Rev. Chas. Wesley (1708 — 1788 ). S ST Dl
| Lt taught me to believe;
69 Calmness jrom God. Then in believing, peace 1 found,
1 Calm me, my God, and keep me calm; And now I live, I live.

Let Thy outstretched wing,
1 hac T
Be like the shade of Elim’s palm, 41 thint T owe tobe

Beside her desert spring. _
n AL When Jesus comes, and glory dawns,
2 Yes, keep me calm, though loud and rude I owe it, Lord, to Thee.

The sounds my car that greet; Rev. Horatius Bonar (1808 —18%0)),
(29)

4 All that I am, e’en here on earth,
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7 1 Backslider Returning.

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;
O! take the wanderer home.

3 And canst Thou, wilt Thou, yet forgive,
And bid my crimes remove ?

And shall a pardoned rebel live
To speak Thy wondrous love ?

4 Almighty grace, Thy healing power,
How glorious, how divine!

That can to life and bliss restore
So vile a heart as mine.

5 Thy pardoning love, so free, so sweet,
Dear Saviour, I adore;
O! keep me at Thy sacred feet,

And let me rove no more.
Miss Anne Steele (1717 —1778).

72 Longing for Christ.

1 O could I find, from day to day,
A nearness to my God;

Then should my hours glide sweet away,
While leaning on His Word.

2 Lord, I desire with Thee to live,
Anew from day to day,

In joys the world can never give,
Nor ever take away.

3 O Jesus, come and rule my heart,
And I’ll be wholly Thine;

And never, never more depart,
For Thou art wholly mine,

Benjamin Cleveland, 1790.

I 6
7 3 Repentance at the Cross.
1 Alas! and did my Saviour bleed,
And did my Sovereign die ?
Would He devote that sacred head
For such a2 worm as 17

2 Thy body slain, dear Jesus, Thine,
And bathed in its cwn blood,

While all exposed to wrath divine,
The glorious Sufterer stood.

3 Was it for crimes that 1 had done,
He groaned upon the tree ?
Amazing pity! grace unknown!
And love beyond degree!

4 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories In,

When Christ, the great Creator, died,
For man, the creature’s sin.

5 Thus might I hide my blushing face.
While His dear cross appears;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
And melt my eyes to tears.

6 But drops of grief can ne’er repay
The debt of love 1 owe:

Here, Lord, I give myself away;
T is all that I can do.

Rev. Isaac Waltts (1674 — 1748 ).

(30)
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| HYMNS OF DEVOTION.
ST. JOHN’S. C. M. | ENGLISH. ANON.
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74: Blessedness of the Righteous. 76 Impart Thyself to Me.
1 There is a safe and secret place 1 O Lord, impart Thyself to me,
Beneath the wings divine, No other good I need;
Reserved for all the heirs of grace; When Thou, the Son, shalt make me free,
Oh, be that refuge mine! I shall be free indeed.
2 The least and feeblest there may bide 2 1 cannot rest till in Thy blood
Uninjured and unawed; I full redemption have;
While thousands fall on every side, But Thou, through whom I come to God,
He rests secure in Grod. Canst to the utmost save.
3 He feeds in pastures large and fair, 3 From sin,the guilt,the power, the pain,
O 1 . 3 2
Of love and truth divine; Thou wilt redeem my soul:
O child of God, O glory’s heir, Lord, I believe, and not in vain;
How rich a lot is thine! My faith shall make me whole.
4 A hand almighty to defend, 4 1 too, with Thee, shall walk in white;
An ear for every call, With all Thy saints shall prove
An honored life, a peaceful end, The length, and depth, and breadth, and
And heaven to crown 1t all. Of everlasting love. height
Rev. H. F. Lyte, (1793 — 1847). Rev. Charles Wesley, (1708 — 1788 ).
~ M ) |
{e) Christian Confidence and Gratitude, 7 7 Suffered for Sin.
|l How can I sink with such a prop 1 Ob, if my soul were formed for woe,
| As my eternal Grod, . - How would I vent my sighs!
r T el Sy C LI S 5 by J
Who bears the earth’s huge pillars up, Repentance should like rivers flow
And spreads the heavens abroad ? From both my streaming eyes.
2 How can I die while Jesus lives, 2 7T was for my sins my dearest Lord
Who rose and left the dead ? Hung on the cursed tree,
Pardon and grace my soul receives And groaned away a dying life
From my exalted Head. For thee, my soul! for thee.
¥
3 All that I am, and all I have, 3 Oh, how I hate these lusts of mine
Shall be for ever Thine; That crucified my Lord;
Whate’er my duty bids me give, Those sins that pierced and nailed his flesh
My cheerful Lands resign. Fast to the fatal wood!

Rev. Isaac Waits (1674 — 1748). (31) Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 — 1748 ).




HYMNS OF DEVOTION.
: Luict CHERUBINT (1760 —1842).
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God’s Name Hallowed. Holy Spirit, come Thou nigh;
1 Holy, holy, holy Lord, Father, Saviour, Spirit, hear.

In the highest heavens adored,
Author of all nature’s frame,
Father! hallowed be Thy name.

2 Though estranged from Thee in heart,
Doubtless Thou our Father art,

From Thy hand our spirits came; 3 Father, let us taste Thy love,
Father! hallowed be Thy name. Saviour, fill our souls with peace,
3 Nor by nature’s tie alone Spirit, come our hearts to move;

Thou art as our Father known: Father, Son, and Spirit, bless.

2 Father, save us from our sin,
Saviour, we Thy mercy crave,
Gracious Spirit, make us clean;
Father, Son and Spirit, save.

Nearer now in Christ our claim, 4 Father, Son, and Spirit, Thou
Father! hallowed be Thy name. One Jehovah, shed abroad

m " 1 1 .
4 Born anew, oh, may we feel A]iS Lhy gl[;'l{lt?l Wlth“; us n(éwad
Filial love, the Spirit’s seal, € our father and our xod.

Rev. Horatius Bonar ( 1808 — 1890 ),

Cleansed from guilt, redeemed from shame:
8 1 The Eternal Shepherd.

Y
Father! hallowed be Thy name.

: rt rivlk c 110 c . Y ¢ ar 1
Tames Montqomery, (1771 — 1854 ). 1 To Thy pastures fair and large,
Y The Incarnation. Heavenly Shepherd, lead Thy charge,
1 God with us! O glorious name! And my couch, with tenderest care,
Let it shine in endless fame; Mid the springing grass prepare.

god @‘:“;d ;mal} Llln (t}}h“itduﬁlﬁii (1 2 When I faint with summer’s heat
ey e et e Thou shalt guide my weary feet

2 God with us! the eternal Sor To the streams that, still and slow,

Took our soul, our flesh, and bone; Through the verdant meadows flow.
Now, ye saints, His grace admire,
Swell the song with holy fire.

3 (tod with us! O wondrous grace!
Let us see Him face to face;

That we may Immanuel sing,

3 Safe the dreary vale 1 tread,

By the shades of death o’erspread,
With Thy rod and staff supplied,
This my guard, and that my guide.

As we ought, our God and King. 4 Constant to my latest end,
0 Miss Sarah Stinn, 1779, Thou my footsteps shalt attend;

3 16 LRI And shalt bid Thy hallowed dome
1 Holy Father, hear our cry, Yield me an eternal home.

. = : h | » 5
HOly S&VIOUI, bend Thine car, (32) Rev. James Merrick ( 1720 — 1769 ).
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AURELIA. 7s & 6s, D. S. S. WESLEY (1810—1876).
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82 Y, S, ULy ST Rejoice those hearts, my Saviour,
1 My sins, my sins, my Saviour! That live in Thee and love.
They take such hold on me, Rev. J. B. S. Monsell (1811 — 1875).
To hope I am not able,
Save, only Christ, in Thee; Q3
In Thee is all forgiveness, s Doar,
s Y . 1°
In Thee abundant grace, 1 OJ €SB, 'lhop art standing,
My shadow and my sunshine . - Outside thﬁ fast—clqs-ed door,
The brightness of Thy face. In lowly patience waiting
9 My i . Saviour! To pass the threshold o’er;
J RIS, I0Y - S, Ty ey out We bear the name of (“‘hrlstlans

How sad on Thee they falll
Seen through Thy gentle patience,
I tenfold feel them all.
I know they are forgiven,

His name and sign we bear;
Oh, shame, thrice shame upon us!
To keep Him standing there.

But still, their pain to me 2 O Jesus, Thou art knocking;
Is all the grief and anguish And lo! that hand 1s scarred,
They laid, my Lord, on Thee. And thorns Thy brow encircle,
3 My sins, my sins, my Saviour! And tears Thy face have marred;
Their gu]]t I never knew 0]] love that passeth knowledge
Till, with Thee, in the desart SO p’Ltlently to wait!
I near Thy passion drew; Oh, sin that hath no equal,
Till, with Thee, in the garden So fast to bar the gatel

I heard Thy pleading prayer,
And saw the sweat-drops bloody
That told Thy sorrow there.

3 O Jesus, Thou art pleading
In accents meek and low,—
“T died for you, my children,

4 Therefore my songs, my Saviour, And will ye treat me so ?”
T e o _

E’en in this tlm? of woe, O Lord, with shame and sorrow
Shall tell of all Thy goodness We open now the door;

To suffering man below. ST, R R :
o ; 2y rpiine i 1 Dear Saviour, enter, enter,

y g£00aness al y 1avor, And leave us nevermore.

Whose presence from above, Bp. W. W. How (1823—).

(33)
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VOX DILECTI. C. M. D. Rev. J. B. DYKES (1823 —1876).
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| came toJe-susas I was, Wea-ry,and worn,and sad; [ foundin Him a rest-ing-place,And He hath made me glad.
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84 L heard the voice of Jesus. I came to Jesus, and I drank
1 I heard the voice of Jesus say,— Of that life-giving stream;
“Come unto Me and rest; My thirst was quench’d, my soul revived,
Lay dOW'll, tl’l()u WGELI:y one, lﬂ-y down A“d now | hve m Him.

Thy head upon my breast!”
I came to Jesus as I was,

Weary, and worn, and sad;
I found in Him a resting-place,

And He hath made me glad.

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,—
““1 am this dark world’s light;
Look unto Me, thy morn shall 115@
And all thy day be bright!”

I looked to Jesus, and 1 found

2 ‘I‘]l;e?n} lthi*: ;101(316? of { esus say,— In Him my Star, my Sun;
ehold, 1 1reely give And in that light of life 1’1l wal Ik,
The living water; thirsty one, T1ll tlavcllmg days are done.
Stoop down, and drink, and live!” Rev. Horatius Bonar (1808 — 1890 ).
ATHENS C. M. D. Prrrgr GIARDINI, (1716 —1796).
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1. I heard the voice of Je - sus say,*‘Come un - to Meand rest; ILay down,thou wea-ry one,lay down
D.S. I found in Him a resting-place,
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Thy head up-on my breast!” I came to Je- sus as I was, Wea-ry,and worn,and sad;
And He hath made me glad.
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

HOLLINGSIDE. 7s. D.

Rev. J. B. DYKES (1823~ 1876).
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85 Te Deum. 86 Lead Me.

I God eternal, Lord of all,
Lowly at Thy feet we fall;

All the world doth worship Thee;
We amidst the throng would be.
All the holy angels cry,

Hail, thrice-holy Grod most high!
Lord of all the heavenly powers,
Be the same loud anthem ours.

2 Grlorified apostles raise,

Night and day, continnal praise;
Hast thou not a mission too

For Thy children here to do?

With the prophet’s goodly line

We in mystic bond combine;

For Thou hast to babes revealed
Things that to the wise were sealed.

3 Martyrs, in a noble host,

Of Thy cross are heard to boast;
Since so bright the ecrown they wear,
We with them Thy cross would bear.
All Thy church, in heaven and earth,
Jesus, hail thy spotless birth; —
Seated on the judgment-throne,

Number us among Thine own.

Tr. Rev. J. E. Millard.
(35)

1 Jesus, merciful and mild,
Lead me as a helpless child;

~_On no other arm but Thine

Would my weary soul recline;
Thou art ready to forgive,

Thou canst bid the sinner live —
Guide the wanderer day by day,
In the strait and narrow way.

2 Thou canst fit me by Thy grace
For the heavenly dwelling place;
All Thy promises are sure,

Kver shall Thy love endure;

Then what more could I desire,
How to greater bliss aspire ?

All I need, in Thee I sece,

Thou art all in all to me.

3 Jesus, Saviour all divine,

Hast Thou made me truly Thine ?
Hast Thou bought me by Thy blood ?
Reconciled my heart to God ?
Hearken to my tender prayer,

Let me Thine own image bear;

Let me love Thee more and more,

Till I reach heaven’s blissful %11016
Thomas Hastings ( 1784 — 1872 ).
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IONA. L. M. Rev. ROBERT P. KERR, 1891.
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8 7 Come to Me !

1 With tearful eyes I look around,
Life seems a dark and stormy sea;:
Yet, mid the gloom I hear a sound,
A heavenly whisper, “ Come to Me!”

2 It tells me of a place of rest,
It tells me where my soul may flee;
Oh, to the weary faint, opprest,
How sweet the bidding, “Come to Me”!

3 When the poor heart with anguish learns.
That earthly props resigned must be,
And from each broken cistern turns,
It hears the accents, “Come to Me!”

4 O voice of mercy, voice of love,
In conflict, grief and agony,

Support me, cheer me from above,
And gently whisper, “Come to Me!”

5 I Come; all else must fail and die;
HBarth has no resting-place for me;
To Christ I lift my weeping eye;

Thon art my hope; I come to Thee.
Miss Charlotte Elliott (1789 —1871).

. 88 O Thouw, to whose All-searching Sight.

1 O Thou, to whose all-searching sight,
The darkness shineth as the light,

Search, prove my heart, it pants for Thee;
Oh, burst these bonds, and set it free.

2 Wash out its stains, refine its dross;
Nail my affections to the cross;
Hallow each thought; Let all within
Be clean, as Thou, my Lord, art clean.

(36)

3 If in this darksome wild I stray,
m . . L r i
BTe Ihou my light, be Thou my way;
No foes, no violence I fear,
No fraud, while Thou, my God, art near.

4 When rising floods my soul o’erflow,
When sinks my heart in waves of woe,
Jesus, Thy timely aid impart,

And raise my head, and cheer my heart.

o Saviour, where'er Thy steps I see,
Dauntless, untired,I follow Thee;
Oh, let Thy hand support me still,
And lead me to Thy holy hill.

Gerhard Tersteegen (1697 — 1769 ).
Tr. by Rev. John Wesley ( 1703 — 1791).

89 Longing for Communion with Christ.

1 Oh, that I could forever dwell
With Mary at my Saviour’s feet,

And view the form I love so well
And all His tender words repeat.

2 The world shut out from all my soul,

And heaven brought in with all its bliss;
Oh, is there aught, from pole to pole,
One moment to compare with this ?

3 T'his 1s the hidden life I prize,
A life of penitential love,
When most my follies 1 despise,
And raise the highest thoughts above.

4 Thus would I live till nature fail,
And all my former sins forsake;
Then rise to God within the valil,

And of eternal joys partake.
Mrs. Reed (1787 — 1862 ).
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THEODORA. 7s. From GEORGE FREDERICK HANDEL (1685 — 1759).
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90 AUl for Jesus. 3 Take my lips, and let them be
I Take my life, and let it be Filled with messages {from Thee;
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee; Take my silver and my gold;
Take my haunds, and let them move Not a mite would I withhold.
At the impulse of Thy love. 1
P y 4 Take my love; my Lord, I pour
2 Take my feet, and let them be At Thy feet its treasure-store;
Swift and beautiful for Thee; Take myself, and I will be,
Take my voice, and let me sing Ever, only, all, for Thee.
Always, only, for my King. Miss Frances Ridley Havergal ( 1836 — 1879 ).
MENDEBRAS. 7s & 6s. GERMAN MELODY. Arr. by LOWELL MASON (1792 — 1872).
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91 God's Way Besl. And when amid our blindness
I Our yet unfinished story His disappointments fall,
r Isﬂtendmg all to this: We trust His loving-kindness
I‘OT(de'tllle greatest gl(‘)ry ) Whose wisdom sends them all
0 ug:the. greatess biiss. 3 They are the purple fringes

Our plans may be disjointed,
But we may calmly rest;
What God has once appointed

Is better than our best.

That hide His glorious feet;
They are the fire-wrought hinges

Where truth and mercy meet;
By them the golden portal

2 We cannot See hefor(? us, Of Providence shall ope,
But our 51“-5*0_0”15%‘ Friend And lift to praise immortal

Is always watching o’er us, The songs of faith and hope.
And knows the very end; | Miss Frances Ridley Havergal. ( 1836 —1879 ).

(37)
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ENTREATY. 6s& 5s. D. E. G. MoNK (1819 —).
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92 In the Hour of Trial.

1 In the hour of trial,
Jesus, plead for me;
Lest by base denial
I depart from Thee;
When Thou see’st me waver,
With a look recall,
Nor for fear or favor
Suffer me to fall,

2 With forbidden pleasures
Would this vain world charm;

Or its sordid treasures
Spread to work me harm;

Bring to my remembrance
Sad Gethsemane,

Or, in darker semblance,
Cross-crown’d Calvary.

¥

Should Thy mercy send me

Sorrow, toil; and woe;
Or should pain attend me

On my path below;
Grant that I may never

Fail Thy hand to see;
Grant that I may ever

fast my care on Thee.

(38)

4 When my last hour cometh,
Fraught with strife and pain,
When my dust returneth
To the dust again;
On Thy truth relying,
Through that mortal strife,
Jesus, take me, dying,
To eternal life.
James Montgomery (1771 — 1854 ).

99

1 Let me but hear my Saviour say,

« Strength shall be L,qlml to thy day;”
Then I rejoice in deep distress,
Leaning on all-sufficient grace.

2 Cor. xii: 9. (TUNE VIRGO.)

2 1 can do all things— or can bear
All suffering, if my Liord be there;
Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains,
While He my sinking head sustains.

3 I glory in infirmity,

That Christ’s own power may rest onme;

When I am weak, then am I strong;
Grace is my shield,and Christ my song.
Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 —1748 ).
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VIRGO. L. M. JOHN PIETRONL.
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With full consent Thine I would be; Now will T set the solemn seal.

And own Thy sovereien riecht in me,
y Cal 4 Here, at that eross where flows the blood

one poor sinner more a place
Gldlltﬂ “‘311)‘1‘»11 ““ft'}[‘]l € 4 place That lmuuht my guilty soul for God,
A o the children o y grace;
mong the chuaren ¢ Bl Thee my new Master now I ecall,
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A “lttdl(fd sinner, lost t (J' d And consecrate to Thee my all.

But ransomed by Immanuel b]ond Rev. Samuel Davies ( 1724 — 1761 ).
p]LQT[\_ 78 61, _j\ J. E. (::(}ULhI\) (_11822—1875).
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roll, Hiding rock and treach’rous shoal ; Chart and compass come fromThee,Jesus, 5aviour,pilot me.
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Saviour, Pilot Me. : :
When Thou sayst to them ¢ Be still! ”

1 JUS‘}S,’SHWOUR pilot me Wondrous Sovereign of the sea,
Over life’s tempestuous sea; Jesus, Saviour, pilot me.

Unknown waves before me roll,
Hiding rock and treacherous shoal;
Chart and compass come from Thee;
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me.

3 When at last 1 near the shore,
And the fearful breakers roar
"T'wixt me and the peaceful rest,

k- v ! Then, while leaning on Thy breast,
2 As a mother stills her child, May I hear Thee say to me,

Thou canst hush the ocean mld « Fear not, T will pilot thee!”
v ’ ] .
Boisterous waves Qbey r-lhy Wlll: (39) Rev. Edward Hopper ( 1818 — 1888 ).
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96 Infinity of God.

1 Great 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 Hternity, with all its years,
Stands present in Thy view:

To Thee, there’s nothing old appears;
Great (rod, there’s nothing new.

4 Our lives through various scenes are
And vexed with trifling cares, [ drawn,

While Thine eternal thought moves on,
Thine undisturbed affairs.

5 Great God! how infinite art Thou!
What worthless worms are we!

Let the whole race of creatures bow,

And pay their praise to Thee.
Rev. Isaac Watts ( 1674—1748).

97 The Divine Perfections.

1 How shall I praise the eternal God,
That Infinite Unknown ?

Who can ascend His high abode,
Or venture near His throne ?

2 Those watchful -eyes, that never sleep,
sSurvey the world ar ound,

His wisdom 1s a boundless deep
Where all our thoughts are drowned.

He knows no shadow of a change,

Nor alters His decrees;
Firm as a rock His truth remains,

To guard His promises.

| Rev. Isaac Watts (1674—1748).

9‘8 God our Help and Security.
1 O God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for ycars to come;
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Our hh(ﬁ]t(ﬁl from the s Ltmnly blast,
And our eternal home; -

Betore the hills in order stood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting Thou art God,

1o endless years the same.

3 A thousand ages, in Thy sight,
Are like the evening gone;

Short as the wateh that ends the night/
Before the rising sun.

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

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

o O God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,
Be Thou our guard while troubles last,
And our eternal home.
Rev. Isaac Walits (1674—1748).

99 Mysteries of Providence.

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 dr ead

Are big with mercy, and shall break
In blessings on your head.

4 Iis purposes will ripen fast,
Unfolding every hour;
The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower.
Wim. Cowper (1731—1800),

(40)
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To His unerring
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DEVOTION.
L. O. EMERSON (1820 —).
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100 Through all the Changing Scenes of Life.
1 Through all the changing scenes of life,
In trouble and 1n joy,
The praises of my God shall still
My heart and tongue employ.

2 My soul shall make her boast in Him,
And celebrate His fame;

Come magnify the Lord with me,
With me exalt His name.

3 'The hosts of Grod encamp around
The dwellings of the just;

Deliverance, He affords to all
Who on His succour trust.

4 O! 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;
Come, make His service your delight;

He’ll make your wants His care.
Tate and Brady, 1696.

10 1 Submission Under Various Ills of Life.

1 Through all the downward tracts of time,
Grod’s watchful eye surveys;

O! who so wise to choose our lot,
And regulate our ways ?

2 1 cannot doubt His bounteous love,
Immeasurably kind;
o gracious will,

Be every wish resigned.
(41

3 Good when He gives, supremely good,
Nor less, when He denies;

E’en crosses, from His sovereign hand,
Are blessings in disguise.

102 At Eve it Shall be Light.

1 We journey through a vale of tears,
By many a cloud o’er cast;

And worldly cares and worldly fears
Go with us to the last.

2 Nottothe last: (rod’s word hath said,—
Could we but read aright,—

Poor pilgrim, lift in hope Thy head,
At eve 1t shall be light.

3 When tempest clouds are dark on high,
His bow of love and peace

Shines sweetly on the vaulted sky,
A pledge that storms shall cease.

4 Hold on thy way, with hope unchilled,
By faith and not by sight,
And Thou shalt own His word fulfilled;

At eve it shall be light.
Bernard Barton (1784 — 1849 ).

103 The Mercy Seat.

1 There is a heavenly mercy seat,
To calm the sinner’s fears;

There is a Saviour, at whose feet
T'he mourner dries his tears.

Hervey.

2 When friends depart, and hopes are riven,
And gathering storms I see,

L

My soul is but the sooner driven,
‘Kternal Rock, to Thee.

Anon.

)
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GREEN ISLAND. S. M. Rev. ROBERT P. KERR, 1889,
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104  Sovereigniy of God. 3 Our times are in Thy hand,
1 Qur times ale. Thy hand; Why should we doubt or fear ?
O qu, we ‘}’1311 them there; A father’s hand will never cause
Our life, our friends, our souls we leave His child a needless tear.

Entirely to Thy care,
4 QOur times are in Thy hand,

L
2 Our times are in Thy hand, Jesus. the crucified
] \p K ; :
| Whatever they b be, 3 The hand our many sins have pierced
T Pleasing or painful, da.r]i E bright, Is now our guard and guide.
As best may seem to Thee, Rev. Horatius Bonar (1803 —1890).
ADRIAN. S. M. J. E. GOUuLD (1822 —1875).
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100 Value of Present Time. Waken by Thy Almighty power
1 |rDll')-l']l(ﬁ)l"l"(')W, LOI‘(L IS 'l‘hme, The &ged and the young.

| Lodged in Thy sovereign hand; :
. And lf itS SN arise and Shinej 4: Olle thlng demallds our Cal‘e;

| It shines by Thy command. Oh, be 1t still pursued, _
| | Lest, slichted once, the season fair

ah - | .
3 1he present mon_lent Hhie, Should never be renewed.
| And bears our life away;
| Oh, make Thy servants truly wise, 5 To Jesus, may we fly,
That they may live to-day. Swift as the morning light

. T Lest life’s young colden l)eam should die,
3 Since on this winged hour
In sudden endless night.

| Eternity is hung, : Rev. Philip Doddridge ( 1702 —1751 ).
| (42)




HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

OLNEY.- S. M. LOWELL MASON (1792 —1872).
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He is mine, And I . am  His, What can I want bhe -«side!
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106 Psalm 23. Loud to the praise of love divine,
1 The Lord my Shepherd is, Bid every string awake.

I shall be well supplied;

: = : . O Mhanoh 3 e I
Since He is mine, and I am His, 2 Though in a foreign land,

_ - Ve are not far fron
What can I want beside ? We are not far trom home,
And nearer to our house above,
2 He leads me to the place We every moment come.
Where heavenly pasture grows,
. ® ki €) X ic I3 NETA" 1 Y O
Where living waters gently pass, 3 His grace will, to the end,
And full salvation flows. Stronger and brighter shine;
5 1f oer T t Nor present things, nor things to come,
Yer 1 go astray -- <
S e i Shall quench the love divine. “
He doth my soul reclaim, .
And gunides me in His own right way, 4 When we in darkness walk,
For His most holy name. Nor feel the heavenly flame;

Then is the time to trust our God,

While He affords His aid, :
4 11 And rest upon His name.

I cannot yield to fear;
| i alle Svny 7 : 3 : 1. -
Tho’ T should walk thro’ death’s dark 5 Sgon shall our doubts and fears

shade | Subside at His control;
J 1 - : 5% &1 B ) T . aye I AT O . . . - : : .
My Shepherd’s with me there. His loving-kindness shall break through
e . . o) UPIRRY. |l s s R
5 Amid surrounding foes The midnight of the soul.
L. - iy o e e _
yu dost my table spread; e © _
M Thoud 'Il = S (lvu[lo’m 6 Blest is the man, O God,
Y s F'1L l } CHS {‘S _} § 'Tt _ Syt * < '
: y&wlp_m lte G : That stays himself on Thee;
1 joy exalts my head. e .
SRR T N : Who waits for Thy salvation, Lord,
6 The bountieS Of Th}f love Sha-ll Th}" S&I\fﬂ,timl Jee.
Shall crown my following days; Rev. A. M. Toplady (1740—1778).
Nor from Thy house will 1 remove,
Nor cease to speak Thy praise. 108 Doxology.
Rev. Isaac Walts ( 1674 — 1748 ). e . -
iy iy Give to the Father praise,
107 The Mourner (__ff)"f}?f()}'féii'l. }ivc gl(')l'\r t-O ‘the S(]n’
o = = y . ) i '1, @ o 0 1., e AT
1 Your harps, ye trembling saints, Al_u} to the Spirit of His grace
Down from the willows take: Be equal honors done.

(43 ) Rev. Isaac Walts (1674 —~ 1748 ).
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109 T'he Promuses Precious. 4 ‘“ When through fiery trials thy pathway
1 How firm a foundation, ye saints of the shall lie,
Lord, My grace all-sufficient shall be thy supply,

Is laid for your faith in His excellent word!
What more can He say than toyou He hath
sald,
You, who unto Jesus for refuge have fled ?
2 In every condition, in sickness, in health,
In poverty’s vale, or abounding in wealth,
At home, and abroad, on the land, on the
sea, [ strength ever be.
‘“ As thy {LL_}?’S may demand, shall thy

3 “Fear not, I am with thee, O! be not
dismayed,

I, 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.

PORTUGUESE HYMN. 11s.

The flame shall not hurt thee; I only design

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine.

5 “FE’en down to old age, all My people
shall prove

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love;

And when hoar y hairs shall their temples
adorn, | borne.

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be

6 ¢The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for
repose,

I will not, I will not desert to His foes;

That soul, though all hell should endeavor
to shake,

I'’ll never, no never, no never forsake.”
Geo. Keith, 1787.

MARCANTONIO SIMAO (1762— 1830 ).
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

MERRILL. 7s.

Rev. ROBERT P. KERR, 1891.

[) #* . ‘

| . .-
] ' F | e — L ST ) 5 | % 1’.
és =— 8|2 j = lg e _g‘iggp_li Z ;i B — Eé ' I '

= et
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Copyraght, 1801, by R. P. Kerr. | i: » R W T i_m [_ l— . & ol A
1 10 God’s Sovereignty. 1 1 2 Jesus, Jesus, visit me.

1 Sovereign Ruler of the skies,
Ever gracious, ever wise,

All my times are in Thy hand,
All events at Thy command.

2 Times of sickness, times of health;
Times of penury and wealth;

Times of trial and of grief;

Times of triumph and relief,

3 Times the tempter’s power to prove;
Times to taste a Saviour’s love

All must come, and last, and end,

As shall please my heavenly Friend.

Thee at all times will 1 bless;
Having Thee, 1 all possess;
How can I bereavéd be,

Since I cannot part with Thee.
John Ryland, 1777.

1 1 1 Support in Trial,

I Oft in danger, oft In woe,

Onward, (Jln*l:_-,tlans, onward go0;
Bear the toil, maintain the strife,
Strengthened with the Bread of Life.
2 Let not sorrow dim your eye,
Soon shall every tear be dry;

Let not fear your course impede,

Great your strength, if great your need.

3 Let your drooping hearts be glad;
March in heavenly armor clad;
Fight, nor think the battle long;
Soon shall vietory wake your song.

4 Onward, then, to glory move,
More than conquerors ye shall prove
Though opposed by many a foe,

Christian soldiers, onward go.
H. K. White, (—1806),

1 Jesus, Jesus, visit me,

How my soul longs after Thee!
When, my best, my dearest Friend,
Shall our Sel_mmtmn end ?

2 Lord, my longings never cease;
Without T'hee 1 find no peace;
"I'1s my constant cry to Thee,
Jesus, Jesus, visit me.

3 Come inhabit then my heart,
Purge its sin and heal its smart.
>ee, 1 ever cry to Thee,

Jesus, Jesus, visit me.

4 Patiently I wait Thy day;

For this gift alone I pray,

That when death shall visit me,

Thou my Light and Life shall be.
Angelus, (—1677), Tr. by Rev. R. P. Dunn.

1 1 3 Christ Forever.
1 Thine forever! God of love,
Hear us from Thy throne above!
Thine forever may we be,
Here and in eternity!
2 Thine for ever! oh, how blest
They who find in Thee their rest!
Saviour, Gruardian, Heavenly Friend,
Oh! defend us to the end.

D

3 Thine for ever! Saviour keep,
These, Thy frail and trembling sheep:
Safe alone beneath Thy care,
Let us all Thy goodnoqs share.

4 Thine for’ever! Thou our Guide,
All our wants by Thee supplied,
All our sins by Thee forgiven,

Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven.
Mrs. M. F. Maude, 1848.
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

GRATITUDE. L. M.

TaHOMAS HASTINGS. Arr. (1784 —1872).
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And morn - ing mer - cies from

|
1 1 4 | Gratitude.

1 My God, how endless is Thy love!

i\ hy oifts are every evening new;
And morning mercies from above,
Gently distil like early dew.
Thou spread’st the curtains of the
Great gnardian of my sleeping ho
Thy sovereign word restores the ligl

And quickens all my drowsy powers,

3 I yield my powers to Thy command;

To Thee I consecrate my days;

Perpetual blessings from Thine hand

Demand perpetual songs of praise.
Rev. Isaaec Walts (1674 — 1748 ).

1 15 Show Pity, Lord. Psalm 5l.
| Show pity, Lord; O Lord, forgiv
Let a repenting rel bel live;

ERNAN. L. M
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a - bove, Gen-fly dis - til like ear - ly dew.
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Are not Thy mercies large and free ?
May not a sinner trust in Thee?
Oh! wash my soul from every sin,
And make my guilty conscience clean;
nicht, Here on my heart the burden lies,
urs: And past offences pain mine eyes.
10,

3 My lips with shame my sins confess,

A gainst Thy law, against Thy grace;
Lord, should Thy judgments grow severe,
I am condemned, but Thou art clear.

4 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.
Rev. Isaac Watts ( 1674 — 1748 ).

DRr. L. MASON (1792— 1872).

L S5 i e B = I PR 1 | LTl S
T ad d — o "0_'—- - = L aj - = -Liag-- e, =
o SRk et i s _J*_‘ gz e 5.8 _5{_‘ itlji_lj_' ¥l oesl—ele;
< Ze8 T I L -E8 8- Zd | = @f 2892 |£9|6~' T 8 =y, \fg: z
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1 16 P-myer for Reviving Influences. 3 O let a ZJO]}" flock await,

1 Come, sacred Spirit, from above,

And fill the coldest heart with love;

Soften to flesh the flinty stone,
And let Thy Godlike power be kno

Numerous, around Thy temple gate;

W1l.

Speak Thou, and from the haughtiest eyes

Shall floods of pious sorrow rise;

While all their glowing souls are borne,

To seek that grace which now they

SCOTI'1l.

Each pressing on, with zeal, to be
A living sacrifice to Thee.

4 In answer to our fervent cries,
Give us to see Thy church arise;
Or, if that blessing seems too U‘le‘lt

Glm us to mourn 1t- low eatate
Rev. Philip Doddridge ( 1102—1761)
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AZMON. C. M. | LOWELL_II\L\iON. Arr, (1792 —1872).
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117 Prayer for Faith. 9 Here in these sacred words we find
1 Oh, for a faith that will not shrink, A cure for every ill;
m 100 APOQLO YW OUVar AV oWl 1 =M . : " )T T
Fhough pressed by every foe; They calm and soothe the troubled mind,
m . . A x P g = :
T'hat will not tremble, on the brink And bid all care be still.
Of any earthly woe. 3 Oh, could my heart thus ever pray,
9 That will not murmur nor complain, Thus imitate thy Son !
Beneath the chastening rod; Teach me, O God, with truth te say,
But in the hour of gl'_wf' or pain, “ Thy will, not mine, be done.”
Can lean upon its God. Social Choir-
3 A faith that shines more bright and clear, 119 Prouikr for Retanation:
- When tempests rage without; 1 Thou boundless source of every good,
[hat when in danger knows no fear, Our best desires fulfil;
In darkness feels no doubt: Help us adore Thy wondrous grace,
4 That bears unmoved the world’s dread And mark Thy sovereign will.
T""l-.]_‘-”(.”"‘t"'l'i'l 1 1 . ¥ 1 . - ¥ i [
Tll\m' l‘?wd’_’ll]tb scornful bmllel? [frown, 9 Tegch us, in time of deep distress,
1at sin’s wild ocean cannot drown 1) > ~ :
* ' C O
Nor its soft arts beguile | To dwn ey S -d’
S 8 L'vs - DEZULIC. And in submissive silence learn
5 A faith that keeps the narrow way The lessons of Thy rod.
), ' : "o I - avyp a T R oV & - . .
By ti uth restrained and led, 3 In every changing scene of life,
And Wlth a pure :E_md heavenly ray, Whate’er that scene may be,
Lights up a dying bed. : Give us a meek and humble mind,
Rev. W. H. B. Bathurst (1796 — 1877 ). A mind at ‘th Thee
118 B e e A mind at peace with Lhee.
L Ll O 1e. .
: 4 Then shall we close our eyes in death.

1 How sweet to be allowed to pray
To God, the Holy One,
With filial love and truth to say,

Free from distracting care,
For death is life — and labor rest,
If Thou art with us there.

Ta e m : -. 9
“Q God, Thy will be done. Rev. Philip Doddridge (1702 — 1751 ).
ST. AGNES. C. M. ~ Rev. J. B. DYKES, 1868,
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I, Thou boundless source of every good, Our best de-sives ful-fil ; Help us a-dore Thy wondrous grace, And mark Thy sovereign will.
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION,

BRATTLE STREET. C.M., D. IGNACE PLEYEL (1757—1831).
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! W hilst Thee I seek protecting Pow’r, Be my vain wishes stilled ; Thy love the pow’r of
' And may this consecrated hour With bet-ter hopes be filled.
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120 Goodness of Divine Providence. 2 God reigns on high, but ne’er confines
1 \(VhllSt Tllee I Seek, pl‘Otecting P()WOI‘, His goodnesg to ‘the SI{iGS;

Be my vain wishes stilled; Through the whole earth, His bounty shines,
And may this consecrated hour And every want supplies.

XA shottar hopes be ﬁ:"led' 3 With longing eyes Thy creatures wait
2 Thy love the power of thought bestowed;  On Thee for daily food:

To Thee my thoughts would soar; Thy liberal hand provides their meat,
Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed; And fills their mouths with good.

That mercy 1 adore. 4 How kind are Thy compassions, Lord!
3 Tu each event of life, how clear How sl il abeer Siovis!

Thy ruling hand I see; | But soon He sends His pardoning word,
Each blessing to my soul most dear, To cheer the souls He loves.

Because conferred by Thee. Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 — 1748).

122 God Calling yet.( TUNE GERMANY).

1 God calling yet! shall I not hear?
Earth’s pleasures shall I still hold dear,
Shall life’s swift passing years all fly,
And still my soul in slumber lie ?

4 In every joy that crowns my days,
In every pain I bear,
My heart shall find delight in praise,
Or seek relief in prayer.
5 When gladness wings the favored hour
2 its ahall B " 2 God calling yet! and shall He knock
Thy love my thoughts shall fill; AOG Calllng yevimana shall ale.KROCK,
Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, And I my heart the closer lock?

My soul shall meet Thy will. He still is waiting to recelve,
6 My lifted eye, without a tear And shall I dare His spirit grieve ?
_. , it a tear,

The gathering storm shall see; 3 Grod calling yet! and shall L give
My steadfast heart shall know no fear; No heed, but still in bondage live ?

That heart will rest on: Thee. I wait, but He does not forsake;

Miss Helen M. Walhams (1762—1827). e calls me still; my heart, awake!

121 Sweet is the Memory. 4 God calling yet! I cannot stay;
1 Sweet is the memory of Thy grace, My heart I yield without delay;

My God, my heavenly King, Vain world, farewell, from Thee I part;
Let age to age Thy righteousness, The voice of God hath reached my heart.

In sounds of glory sing Ty by Hiss Jant Borthawick, 1954
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HEBRON. L. M. LOWFLL MASON (1”92——18”2).
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' Evening Hymn. .
i et And grief may bide an evening guest,
'hus far the Lord has led me on, But joy shall come with early light.

Thus far His power prolongs my days,
And every evening shall make known
Some fresh memorial of His grace.

4 Nor let the good man’s trust depart,
Though life its common gifts deny;

, | Though with a pierced and broken heart,
2 Much of my time has run to waste, And spurned of men, he goes to die.

And I, perhaps, am near my heme;
But He forgives my follies past;
He gives me strength for days to come.

O For Grod has markedeach sorrowing day
And numbered every secret tear,
And heaven’s long age of bliss shall pay

3 1 lay my body down to sleep, For all 'J"Iic-; children suffer here,
Peace is the pillow for my head; ' Vin. Cullen Bryant (179 — 1878).
‘Vrhjleiwen ELppOillted-ELIlg{;'.lS ]{601) 1 )i) - Christian Walking by Faith.
I'heir watchful stationsround my bed. 1 ’Tis by the faith of joys to come,
Thus when the night of death shall come, We walk through deserts dark as night;:
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground, Till we arrive at heaven our home,
And wait Thy voice to rouse the tomb, . Faith is our guide,and faith our light.

With sweet salvation in the sound.

T y i . L =i ! : Oy 1 - . ..
Rev. Davac Watts ( (874 —1748 ). I'he want of sight she well supplies;

She makes the pearly ecates appear:
9 Ho g 5 ol e o C v 1 € } _-vLlDd 1 l C .
ope for the Suffering. - . S . .
124 peJ LAy Far into distant worlds she pries,
1 Oh, deem not they are blest alone, And brings eternal glories near.

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

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

e | sl _ Though lions roar and tempests blow,
The light of smiles shall fill again And rocks and dangers fill the way.
The lids that overflow with tears; ey

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

4 So Abram, by divine command,
Left his own house to walk with God;
His faith beheld the promised land,

There is a day of sunny rest _ And fired his zeal along the road.
For every dark and troubled night; Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 — 1748 ).
GERMANY. L. M LUDWIG:-vOnD BEETHOVEN (1770 —1827).
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{, 'Tis by the faith of joys to come, Till we ar-rive at heaven our home,
We walk through deserts dark as night; Faith is our ouide,and faith our light.
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

WOODSTOCK. C. M. D. DuTTON, 1829.
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{, When languor and disease invade This trembling house of clay, 'Tis sweet to look be-yond my pains, And loug to fly a - way.
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it | T . When wilt Thou banish my complaints,
1 \}f !1e11 langl,}m and disease invade And show my sins foreiven ?
This trembling house of clay, el e 2 | |
SR o - s S L 3 Assure my conscience of my part
T issweet to look beyond my pains, | S Rk
ey s In the Redeemer’s blood;
SRR =y And bear Thy witness with my heart”
%Eveep to 1ef}ect hin?flgl ace divine That T.am. born .of ‘Cod
My sins on Jesus laid; | J
BT _ | T _. 4 Thou art the earnest of His love,
Sweet to remember that His blood e
I'he pledge of joys to come;

My debt of suffering paid.

- -. e And Thy soft wings, celestial Dove
3 Sweet on His righteousness to stand,

Wi ll safe convey me home.

Which saves from second death; Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 —1748).
Sweet to GXPCI'iGI]CG, (L'Ely bY dﬂ“.}rr 128 No Tears in Heaven.

His Spirit’s quickening breath. 1 What if our bark, o’er life’s rough wave,
4 Sweet in the confidence of faith, By adverse winds be driven—-

To trust His firm decrees; And howling tempests round us rave
Sweet, to lie passive in His hands, There are no tears in heaven.

And know no will but His. 9 What though affliction be our lot,

If such the sweetness of the streams, Our hearts with {1.1]%‘111511 riven,

What must the fountain be, Still let it never be forgot—
Where saints and angels draw their bliss There are no tears in heaven.

Immediately from Thee. _ 3 Our sweetest joys here vanish all,

Rev. A. M. Toplady (1740 — 1778 ). - T T T
129 P e dheani Al}(l_ mﬁdc 1_1 .;u“hl!us at even;
Our fairest hopes like flowers fall —

I Why should the children of a King P
Ny : RS I'hex
Gro mourning all their days !

xreat Comforter, descend and bring
Some tokens of Thy grace.

2 Dost Thou not dwell in all the saints,

e are no tears in heaven.

4 Thou God, our joy and rest shalt be,
And sorrow far be driven;
And sin and death forever flee

There are no tears in heaven.

And seal the heirs of heaven ? o earts aal, M
WOODLAND C. M. N. G. (IOULI)( 1781 — 1864 ).
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|.What if our bark o’er life’s rongh wave, And howling tempests wuud us rave, There are no tears in heaven.
By adverse winds be driven, And howling tempests round us rave,
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HYMNS OF DEVOTION.

ARLINGTON. C. M.

T. A. ARNE (1710—1778).
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129 Psalm 23. 3 1 love to think on mercies past,

The Lord’s my Shepherd, I’ll not want; And future good implore,

He makes me down to lie
In pastures green; He leadeth me
The quiet waters by.

2 My soul He doth restore again,
And me to walk doth make
Within the paths of righteousness,
E’en for His own name’s sake.

And all my cares and sorrows cast
On Him whom I adore.

4 1 love by faith to take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven;

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

0 Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o’er,
May its departing ray

3 Yea, though I walkin death’s dark vale, Be calm as this impressive hour,

Yet will I fear no ill;
For Thou art with me, and Thy rod
And staff me comfort still.

4 My table Thou hast furnished
In presence of my foes;

My head Thou dost with oil anoint,
And my cup overflows.

o Goodness and mercy all my life,
Shall surely follow me;

And in God’s house for evermore
My dwelling-place shall be.

Rev, Francis Rouse (1579 — 1658 ).

1 30 Evening Prayer.

1 I love to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care,

And spend the hours of setting day
Iu humble, grateful prayer,

2 I love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear,

And all H.s promises to plead,
Where none but God can hear.

And lead to endless day.
Mrs. Phoebe H. Brown (1783 — 1861 ).

13 1 Psalm 139.

1 In all my vast concerns with Thee,
In vain my soul would try

To shun Thy presence, Lord, or flee
The notice of Thine eye.

2 Thy 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 O wondrous knowledge, deep and high,
Where can a creature hide;

Within Thy circling arms I lie,
Knclosed on every side.

o Do let thy grace surround me still,
And like a bulwark prove,

To gunard my soul from every ill,

Secured by sovereign love.

Rev. Isaac Watts (1674 — 1748).
(51)




HYMNS OF DEVOTION.
BETHANY. 6s& 4s. LOowELL MASON (1792 —1872)
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1 J Nearer,my (xod to Thee, Near- er to Thee,
" Fren though it be a cross [ Omit. | That raiseth me ! Stillall my song shall be, Nearer,my God to Thee,
D.C. Nearer my God,to Thee,[ Omit.] Nearerito Thee !
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By per. Oliver Ditson Company, owners of Copyright.
132 Genesis 28: 10 -22. 133 So Shall We be Ever With the Lord.
1 Nearer, my Grod, to Thee, 1 Ever, my Lord, with Thee,
Nearer to Thee! Ever with Thee!
E’en though it be a cross Through all eternity
That raiseth me! Thy face to seel
otill all my song shall be I count this heaven, to be
. y O ’ L )
Nearer, my God, to Thee, Ever, my Lord, with Thee,
Nearer to Thee! Ever with Thee.
2 Though, like a wanderer, 2 Fair is Jerusalem,
The sun gone down, All of pure gold,
Darkness be over me, Grarnished with many a gem
My rest a stone, Of worth untold:
Yet in my dreams 1°d be I only ask, to be
Nearer, my God, to Thee, Ever, my Lord, with Thee,
Nearer to Thee! Ever with Thee.
3 Then with my waking thoughts 3 River of Life there flows
Bright with Thy praise, A§1‘31'}’Stf}l _c:lear;
Out of my stony griefs The Tree of life there grows
Bethel 1’11 raise: For healing near:
S0 by my woes to be But this erowns all, to be
Nearer, my God, to Thee, Ever, my Lord, with Thee,
Nearer to Thee. Ever with Thee.

4 No curse is there, no night,
No grief, no fear;

Thy smile fills heaven with light,
Dries every tear:

What rapture, there to be

KEver, my Lord, with Thee,
Ever with Thee.

4 Or, if on joyful wing,
Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forget,
Upward 1 fly,

Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my G()d to Tllee

L
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Nearer to 'l ]1(30. Abraham Coles, M. D., ( 1813 — 1891 ).
Mrs, Sarah Flower Adams ( 1805 — 1848 ), From ¢‘ The Microcosm and other Poews,” by per
CENNESARET. L. M. Rev. ROBERT P. KERR, 1891, ’
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1. 0 Je-sus,Saviour, sweet Desire Ofall the samts those who aspire To find life’s pleasure,in Thy love, Till comes the grander life above;
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