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Glorious things of thee are spoken,
Zion, city ofour God:

S —

PRESENTED BY
AMERICAN ANTIQUARIAN SOCIETY
TO

THE WARRINGTON-PRATT-SOULE
COLLECTION OF HYMNOLOGY

CASE MEMORIAL
LIBRARY

HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT










i B










Now in Press,

We are now preparing an edition of
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In using compon music books the
pages must be turned backward and for-

ward if any tune is selected other than
the one selected by the compiler., By
the NEW plan of our book ANY tunein it
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in the Tune Book.
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SELECTIONS

FOR

PuRAA M S

1 Pres. 385, LABAN. Meth. 595, Bap, —
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CTIAL\.(HL to keep I have,
A God to fﬂnlli}
A never-dying soul to save,
And fit it for the sky.

2 From youth to hoary age,
- My calling to fulfl,
O may it all my powers engage
To do my Master’s will.

8 Arm me with jealous care,
As in Thy sight to live,

And O Thy servant Lord, prepare
A strict account to give.

4 Help me to watch and pray,
And on Thyself rely;
Assured if T my trust betray
I shall forever die.

= PlE"H 20D, i‘%«'ﬂ‘ﬂ. Meth. 425,Bap. 228..
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ALAE} *md did my Saviour | bleed,
And did my Sovereign die?

Would He devote that szfu,d head
“or such a worm as 17




4 SELECTIONS

2 Thy body slain, dear Jesus. Thine,
And bathed in its own blood,
While all expos.d to wrath divine,
The glorious Sufferer stood.

3 Was it for crimes that I had done
Fe 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 God. the mighty Maker, died
For man, the creature’s sin.

§ 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 I owe;
Here, Lord, I give myself away;
*Tis all that I can do.

3 P.119. CORONATION. M. 155, B. 271
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LL hail the power of Jesus’ name,
Let angels prostrate fall;
Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown Him Lord of all,

2 Ye chosen seed of Isrnel’s race,
Ye ransomed from the fall,
Hail Hun who saves you by His grace,
And crown Him Lord of all.




FOR PRAISE,

3 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget
The wormwood and the gall,

Go, spread your trophies at His feet,
And crown Him Lord of all.

4 Let every kindred, every tribe,
On this terrestrial ball,
To Him all majesty ascnbe,
And crown Him Lord of all.

g O! that, with yonder sacred throng,
We at His feet may fall;
We’ll join the everlasting song,
And crown Him Lord of all.

LM

4 P.163. ARLINGTON. M. 654, B. b43.

_q

T ﬂ -l il

PESE—— =

un

MAZING grace! how sweet the sound

That sav ed a wretch like me !
I once was lost, but now am found,
Was blind, but now I see.

2 *Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
And grace my fears relieved ;
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed!

3 Through many dangers, toils and snares
I have already come;
.,"Tis grace has brought me safe thus far,
And grace will lead me home.

4 The L.ord has promised good to me,
His word my hope secures;
He will my shield and portion be
As long as life endures,




O SELECTIONS

5§ And when this flesh and heart shall fadl,
And mortal life shall cease,
I shall possess, within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

6 The earth shall soon dissolve like SNOW,
The sun forbear to shines

But God, who called me here below,
Will be for ever mine.

AM I a soldier of the Cross,
A follower of the Lamb,
And shall I fear to own His cause,

Or blush to speak His name ?

2 Must I be carried to the skies
On flowery beds of ease,
While others fought to win the prize,
And sailed through bloody seas?

3 Are there no foes for me to face?
Must I not stem the flood ?
Is this vile world a friend to grace,
To help me on to God?

4 Sure, I must fight, if T would reign,
Increase my courage, Lord ;
I’ll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by Thy word,

J Thy saints, in all this glorious War,'
Shall conquer, though they die
They see the triumph from afar
With faith’s discerning eye,



FOR PRAISE, 7

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,
And all Thire armies shine
In robes of. victory through the skies,
The glory shall be Thine.

& P32, DENNIS. &S. M. M—, B. 33b.
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I\'D can’st thou, sinner, slight
The call of love divine ?
Shall God with tenderness invite,

And gain no thought of thine?

2 Wilt thou not cease to grieve
The Spirit from thy breast,
Till He thy wretched soul shall leave,
With all thy sins oppressed?
3 To-day a pardoning (zod
Will hear the %vprlmnt pray ;
To-day a Saviour’s cleansing blood
Will wash thy guilt away.

4 But grace so dearly bought,
If yet thou wilt despise,
Thy fearful doom, with vengeance fraught,
Will fill thee with surprise.
7w P.229. LEWNOX. H. FI. M. 469, B. 411.
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RISE, my soul, arise,
Shake off thy f"rum) fears;
A bleeding sacrifice
In my b(,ha.lf appears;
Before the throne my surety stands,
My name is written on His hands.




S SELECTIONS

2  Five bleeding wmmrL He bears,
Received on Calvary;
They pour effectual prayer
4§ hev strongly ¢ pe(] 101 mc -
Forgive him, Oh! for give, they Cry,
Nor let that ransomed sinner die,

3  The Father hears Him pray,
IHis dear Anointed One;
He cannot turn away
he presence of His Son;
The Spirit answers to the bleod,
And tells me I am born of God.

4 My God is reconciled,
His pardoning voice I hear,
He owns me for a child,
I can no Ef,‘::x;;;@t fears
With confidence I now draw nigh,
And Father, Abba, Father, cry.

8 P.50, CANAAN. C. M. DP. M. —, B. 853.
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AR(‘U- v D the throne of God in heaven
Thousands of children stand ;
Children whose sins are ail for frlven
A holy, happy l,mld
lo

Singing, Glory,glory, alory be to God on high.

2 In flowing robes of spotless white
See every one arrayed;
Dwellmﬁ In ever !amz;g light

And joys that never fade,
Singing, Glory, etc.



- FOR PRAISE, 9

3 What brought them to that world above,
That heaven so br icht and fair,
Where all is peace e and joy and love ?
How came those children there?
Singing, Glory, etc.

4 Because the Saviour shed His blood,
To wash away their sin ;
Bathed in that pure and precious blood,
Behold them white and clean!
Singing, Glory, etc.

§ On earth they sought the Saviour’s grace,
On earth thev loved His name,
So now they sec His blessed face,
And stand before the Lamb,
Singing, Glory, etc.

O P.60, RESYT. L.M. M. — B. 048
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%&‘57 LEEP in Jesus ! blessed sleep!
From whic h none evei wakes to weep!
A calm and 111" disturbed repose,

1

Unbroken by the last of Iu:.,:.,!

2 Asleepan Jesus! oh! how sweet
To be for sucn a slumber meet :
With. holy confidence to sing
That death hath lost its venomed sting!

3 Asleep in Jesus? peaceful rest!
Whose waking is Qup enwly blest:
No fear—n all uil’ﬂ that hour
That manifests tLL Saviour’s power.




10 - SELECTIONS

¢ Asleep in Jesus? oh, for me
May such a blissful . efuge be:
Securely shall my ashes e,
Waiting the summons from on high,

10 P.199 GANGES. €. P. Fi. M. —, B. 32
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WAKED by Sinai’s awful sound,
My soul in bonds of guilt I found,
And knew not where to go;
Eternal truth did loud proclaim,
‘“ The sinner must be born again,
Or sink to endless wo.?”

2 When to the law I trembling fled,
It poured its curses on my head,
I no relief could find ;
This fearful truth increased my pain,
“The smnner must be born again,”
And whelmed my tortured mind, .

&

3 Again did Sinai’s thunders roll,
And guilt lay heavy on my soul,
A vast, oppressive load ;
Alas, I read and saw it plain,
““The sinner must be born again,®’

= Or drink the wrath of God.

4 The saints I heard with rapture tell
How Jesus conquered death and hell,
And broke the fowler’s snare ;
Yet, when I found this truth remair, .
““The sinner must be born again,”
I sunk in deep despair.

-




FORI PRAISE, 11

¥ But while 1 thus in anguish lay,
The gracious Saviour pa%ed this way,
_L\nd felt ¥is pityv move ;
The sinner, by ];is. justice slain,
Now by His grace is born again
And smgs ruiet nnng{ love.

11 P. 121 LOVINGIHINDRNESS. M.—, B. 555
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WAKE, my soul, in joyful lays,
And sing thy great Redeemer’s praise.
He justly c claims a song from thee ;
His loving-kindness, O! how free!

2 He saw me ruined in the fall,
Vet loved me, notwithstanding all;
He saved me from my lost estate ;
His loving-kindness, O ! how great!
3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,
Thourrh earth and hell my way Oppose,

He S'lfel}’ leads my soul along ;
His loving-kindness, O ! how strong!
4 When trouble, like a ﬂlﬂomy loud,
Has gathered thick, :md thundered loud,
He near my soul has always stood ;
His loving-kindness, O ! how good !
12 P. 196, HAMBY 2&. L. M. M. 343, B. 3719
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EHOLD a stranger at the door!
He gently knocks, has knocked before;
Has waited long—is waiting still
You treat no other friend so ill




12 SELECTIONS

2 O lovely attitude ! He stands
With melting heart and bleeding hands;
. O matchless kindness ! and He shows
This matchless kindness to Flis foes !

3 But will He prove a friend indeed ?
He will ; the very friend you need ;
The Friend of Sinners—rves, ’tis He,
With garments dyed on Calvary.

4 Rise, touched with gratitude divine
Turn out His enemy and thine,
That soul-destroying monster, sir
And let the heavenly stranger in,
5 Admit Him, ere His anger burn ;
His feet departed ne’er return ;
Admit Him, or the hour's at hand
You’ll at His door rejected stand.
13 P.100 Ps. OLD HUNDRED. M. 59, B. §

BEF ORE Jehovah'’s awful throne
Ye nations bow with sacred 1OV ;
Know that the Lord is God alone :
He can create, and He destroy.

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

3 We are His people, we His care.
Our souls and all our mortal frame ;
What lasting honors shall we rear,
Almighty M a<er, to Thy name!




FOR PRAISE. 13

4 We'll crowd Thy gates with thankful songs,
High as the heavens our voices raise,

And earth, with her ten thousand'tongues,
Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise.

14 REYOND THYE SUNSET. |
{;. ____f o i A TAA *‘:“I“B““”' b
._._,.,__._._,..4_ __a-l'l ﬁ,‘ u-‘" g - 65— 4.___%._
e *

BEYOND the sunset’s radiant glow
There is a brighter world I know:
Where golden glories ever ahlne—-—

Beyond the thought of day’s decline.

CHORUS.

Beyond the sunset’s radiant glow,
There is a brighter world I know ;
Beyond the sunset I may spend
Dehghtful days that never end.

2 Beyond the sunset’s purple rim.,
Beyond the twilight Gmp and dim,
Where clouds and darkness never come,
My soul shall find its heavenly home.

CHORUS—Beyond the sunset’s, etc

3 Beyond this desert dark and drear,
The golden C]tV will appear,
And morning’s lovely beams arise
Upon my mansion in the skies.

CrORUS—Beyond the sunset’s, etc.

4 Those golden pmtq‘“ ever shine
Beyond the reach of day’s decline,
And Jesus bids my soul prepare
To gain a happy entrance there.

CHorus—Beyond the sunset’s, ete.




14 SELECTIONS

15 P.208. GOLDEN EILL. M. 908, B. 640
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LEST be the tie that binds
QOur 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 comfort ts and our cares,

3 We share our mutual woes,
Our mutual burdens bear,
And often for each other ﬂOWS
The sympathizing tear,

4 When we asunder part
It gives us inward pain;
But we shall still be joined in heart,
And hope to meet again.

16 P 56, LEN®X. WL M. M.225,B. 365,
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LU\V ye the trumpet, blow ;
The gladly-solemn sound
Let all the nations know,

To earth’s remotest bound ;
The year of Jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home, -

2 Exalt the Son of God,

The sin-atoning L...,..nb
Redemption in His | Jlood.

To all the world proclaims

The year, etc.




FOR PRAISE. I5

3 Ye who have sold for nought
Your heritage above,
Come, take it back unbought
The gift of Jesus’ love:
The year, etc.
4 The gospel trumpet sounds,
Let all the nations hear,
And earth’s remotest bounds
Before the throne appear:
The year, etc.
17 P.522, SILOAM. . M. M.—, B.8is
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Y cool Siloam’s s*mdy rill
How sweet the lily grows;
How sweet the breath beneath the hill
Of Sharon’s dewy rose.

2 And such the child whose early feet
The paths of peace have trod;
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet,
Is upward drawn to God,

g3 By cool Siloam’s shady rill
The lily must decay;
The rose that blooms beneath the hill
Must shortly fade away.

4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour
Of man’s maturer age
May shake the soul with sorrow’s DOWET,
And stormy passion’s rage.

5 O Thou, whose infancy was found
With heavenly ray to shine,
Whose years, with changeless virtue cr owned,
Were all alike divine.




16 SELECTIONS

6 Dependent on Thy bounteous breath,
We seek Thy grace alone,

In childhood, manhood, and in death,
To keep us still Thy own.

1S  P. 532 ZION. Mt B
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CHILD” EN, hear the melting story
Of the Lathb that once was slain 3
*T'1s the Lord of Life and glory:
Shall He plf_-af" with you in vain?
O, receive Him,
And salvatmn now obtain.

2 All your sins to Him confessing
Who i1s ready to forgive
Seek the Saviour’s richest b Hmsmg;
On his precious name believe;
He 1s waiting;
Will you not His ¢ cgce receive ?

19 P. 420. PLEYELS Mywzﬂ M. ok
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YHi IDn.“” of the heavenly King,

AsS pmuﬂm sweetly sing;
Sing }ulh Saviour’s worthy praise,
Gll)ll()llb in His works and ways.

2 Ye arestravelline home to God
In the way the fathers trod;
Th’;}}? are l‘!ﬂ' PV 11O, dTiU Y e
Soon their happiness shall see,



FOR PRAISE, 17

3 O ye mourning souls be glad,
Christ our Advocate 1S nmun,,
Us to save, our flesh assumes,
Brother to our soul becomes.

4 Shout, ye little flock, and blest,
S00n vou"l enter into rest;
There your seat 1S now mepwed
There your kingdom and reward.

§ Fear not, brethren, joyful stand
On the borders of your land;
_[f..m% L,htl..:.i,, our Father’'s Son,

Bids us undismayed go on,

6 Lord, submissive make us go,
Gl u..L].lV lt..d,"v’l']“' all DQH’)W’ -
Only Thou our Leader be,
And we still will follow Thee,

20 P.44, LENOX. ¥. M. M.—, B, —
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hat loves the Saviour’s name,
Your Iml) est powers exert,
To celebrate His fame:
Tell all above, and all below,
The debt of love to Him you owe.

Co

2 Such was His zeal for God,
And such His love for you,
He freely undertook
What angels could not do:
His mighty deeds of love and grace
All werds exceed anl th utlbhts SUrpasse




I8 SELECTIONS

3 He left His starry crown,
And laid His robes aside,
On wings of love came down,
. And wept, and bled, and died:
What He endured, O! who can tell,
To save our souls from death and hell] -

4 From the dark grave He rose,
The mansions of the dead,
And thence His mighty foes
In glorious triumph led;
Up through the sky the Conqueror rode,
And reigns on high, the Saviour God.

B Jesus, we ne’er can pay
The debt we owe Thy love,
Yet tell us how we may
Our gratitude approve:
Our hearts, our all, to Thee we give;
The gift, though small, Thou wilt receive.

2§ P.137, BALERDINA. M. 221, B. 299
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OME, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all Thy quickening powers,
Kindle a flame of sacred love
In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look how we grovel here below,
Fond of these trifling toys,
Our souls can neither fly nor go
To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal songs,
In vain we strive to rise;
Hosannas languish on ouvr tongues,
And oar devotion dies.



FOR PRAISE. 19

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live
At this poor, dying rate;
QOur love so faint, so zold to Thee,
And Thine to us so great?

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all Thy quickening powers;

Come, shed abroad a Saviour’s love,
And that shall kindle ours.

20 P.208 SALVATION. €. M. M. 334, B. —
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OME, humble sinner, in whose breast
A thousand thoughts revolve;
Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed,
And make this last resolve:

2 “I'll go to Jesus, though my sin
High as a mountain rose;
I know His courts, I’ll enter in
Whatever may oppose.

3 ¢¢Prostrate I'll lie before His throne,
~ And there my guilt confess;
T’11 tell Him I’m a wretch undone
Without His sovereign grace,

4 ‘Il to the gracious King approach,
Whose sceptre pardon gives;
Perhaps He may command my touch,
And then the suppliant lives.

g ¢ Perhaps He will admit my plea,
Perhaps will hear my prayer;
But if I perish, I will pray,
And perish only there.




20 SELECTIONS

6 *“I can but perish if I go;
I am resolved to try;
For if I stay away, I know
I must forever die.”

23 P. &)7, AZMON. C. M. M.
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OME, let us join our cheerful songs,
With angels 'round the throne ;

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,

But all their joys are one.

““Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry,
¢“To be exalted thus.”

‘““Worthy the Lamb.” our lips reply,
‘“‘For He was slain for us.”

3 Let all that dwell above the sky,
And air, and earth, and seas,
Conspire to lift Thy ghries high,

And speak Thine endless praise,

4 The whole creation jomn in one,
‘Ko bless the sacred name
Of Him who sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb,

24 P.375, BHORTON. 7s. M. —, B. 590.
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YOME, my soul, thy suit prepare,
Jesus loves to answer prayer;
He Himself has bid thee pray,
Therefore will not say thee nay,




FOR PRAISE, 21

2 Thou art coming to a King,

U

Large petitions with thee bring;
For His grace and power are such,
None can ever ask too much.

With my burden I begin,

Lord. remove this load of sing
Let Thy blood, for sinners spilt,
Set my conscience free from guilt.
Lord, I come to Thee for rest,
Take possession of my breast ;

‘There Thy blood- boufrht right mamta.m,
And without a rival reign.

Show me what I have to do,
{very hour my strength renew;

Let me hu, Tife of faith,

Let me die Thy people’s death.

=3 P.459 HE‘ ATLIAN Fi W RIN. 644 M.8, B. 309,

5

‘O\H,a I'hou Almighty King,
/ Hdp us lhyname to Smg,
Ielp us to praise :
Father all ¢glorious,
O’er all victorious,
Come, and reign over us,
Ancient of days

1 3 N 3y
2 Jesus our Lord, arise,

Scatter our eneniies,
And make them ful -
Let ‘T hine almighty aid,
Our sure defence be made ;
Our souls on Thee be staid 3
Lord, hear our call




22 SELECTIONS

3 Come, Thou incarnate Word,
Gird on Thy mighty sword »
Our prayer attend.
Come, and Thy people tiless,
And give Thy word success 3
Spirit of holiness,
On us descend.

§ Come, Holy Comforter,
Thy sacred witness bear,
In this glad hour.
Thou, who almighty art,
Now rule in every heart,
And ne’er from us depart,
Spirit of power.

5 To the great One in Three,
The highest praises be,
Hence evermore.
His sovereign majesty
May we in glory see,
And to eternity,
Love and adore,

<06 P.117, NETTLETON. 8 &'7 M. €28, B. 596
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COI‘VIE, 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—O fix me on it,~

Mount of God’s unchanging love. -

<
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FOR PRAISE.

8 Here I raise my Ebenezer,
Hither by Thy help I've come,
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure,
Safely to arrive at home.
Jesus sought me when a stranger,
Wandering from the fold of God;
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 Thy grace, Lord, like a fetter,
Bind my wandering heart to Thee.
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel 1t,
Prone to leave the God 1 love;
Here’s my heart, Lord, take and seal
Seal it from Thy courts above,

it,

23
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COM’E, 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 tlie saints Thou art;
Dear Desire of every nation,

Jey of every longing heart.

2 Born Thy people to deliver;

Born a child, and yet a Kings
Born t2 reign in us for ever,
Now Thy precious kingdom bring.
By Thine own eternal Spirit,
Rule in all our hearts alone;
By Thine all-sufficient merit
Raise us to Thy glorious throne,




24 SELECTIONS
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OME, we that love the LO!d
And let our joys be anvn;
Join in a song with sweet accord,
And thus surround the throne.

2 The God that rules on high,
And thunders when He please,
That rides upon the stormy sky,
And manages the seas ;

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

He shall send down His heavenly powers
To carry us abeve,

4 There shall we see His face,
And never, never sin; ‘
There, from the rivers uf H:s grace,
Drink endless pleasures in.

The men of grace have found
lory begun below:
Celestial fruits on earthly ground
From faith and he < may grow.

6 The hill of Sion yields
A thousand sacred sweets
Before we reach the heavenly ficlds,
Or walk the golden streets.

4 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry;
We're marching t 1101101*1 Immanuel’s ground
To fairer w f‘nld’s on high.




FOR PRAISE, 25
29 P.177, HALS BELUIAN. M. 330, B. 310
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poor and wretched,
sick and sore;

COW’IE. ye sinners,

Weak and w mmfien

Jesus ready stands to save you,
Full of pity, love and power:
He is able,
He is willing ; doubt no more, .
2 Ho! ye needy, come an:l welcome,
God’s free b(mnty vlorify ;
True belief and true repentance,
Every grace that brings us nigh,
Without mone v,
Come to Jesus Christ and buy.
Let not conscience make you linger,
Nor of fitness fondly dream;
All the fitness He requireth
Is, to feel your need of Him;
This He gives you ;
’Tis the Spirit’s rising beam.

4 Come, ye weary heavy-laden,
Lost and ruined !,_, Hu&i all,
better

If you tarry till you

You will never come at all.
Not the righteous,

Sinners Jesus came to call.

§ Agonizing in the garden,
LO' our M f1l~..u prostrate lies;

On the bloody tree behold Him ;
Hear Him cry before He dies:
¢ Tt is finished '™

Sinner, will not this suffice?




26 SELECTIONS

6 Lo! the incarnate God, ascended,
Pleads the merits of His hlood
Yenture on Him, venture whol ly, i
Let no other trust intrude ;
None but Jesus
Can do helpless sinners good.

7 Saints and angels, joined in concert,
Sing the praises of the Lamb,
While the blissful seats of heaven
Sweetly echo with His name;

Hallelujah !

Sinners here may sing the same.

30 P.5%4, HEBRON. L.M. M. — B._—
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Fi
EAR Saviour, if these Lambs should

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

-

2 Remember still that thev are Thine,
That Thy dear, sacred name they bear
Think that the seal of love divine,
The sign of covenant grace, they wear,

3 In all their cuino sinful years,
O let them ne’er ﬁnHULan ])e'
Remember all the prayeirs and tears
Which made them consecrate to Thee,

4 And when these lips no more can pray,
These eyes can weep Jm them no more,
Turn T‘lou their feet from folly’s way,
I‘_he wamlumm 'm !:{, lulu restore,



FOR PRAISE, 27

31 P.192. GOSHEN. Iis. M.—, B.340.
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ELAY not, delay not, O sinner, draw
near ;
The waters of life are now flowing for
thee;

No price is demanded, the Saviour is here;
Redemption is purchased, salvation is free.

2 Delay not. delay not, why longer abuse
The love and compassion of Jesus thy
God?
A fountain is opened,how canst thou refuse
‘T'o wash and be cleansed in His pardon-
ing blood?

3 Delay not, delay not, O sinner, to come
For mercy still lingers, and calls thee to-
dﬁ,y 3
Her voice is not heard in the vale of the
tomb ;
Her message, unheeded, will soon pass

away.

33 P.21l, ALWTTA. ¥s. M.453, B. 357
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\EPTH of mercy, can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?
Canst Thou still Thy wrath forbear,

And the chief of sinners spare?

2 We have long withstood Thy grace,
Long provoked Thee to Thy face,
Would not hear Thy gracious calls,
Grieved Thee by a thousand {alls.




28 SELECTIONS

3 jesus, answer from above,
Is not all Thy nature love ?
Wilt Thou not our crimes forget?
Lo, we fall before Thy feet.

4 Lord. incline us to repent,
Help us now our fall lament,
Deeply our revolt deplore, 4
Weep, believe, and sin no more. |

a3 . 86, AYI.ESBIRY. 8. FI. M. 111, B. 653
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DTU “hrist o’er sinners weep
And shall our cheeks be dry?
Let floods of penitential grief
Burst forth from every eye,
2 The Son of God in tears
Angels witih wonder see ;
Be thou astonished, O my QmL,
He shed those tears for thee.
3 He wept that we might weep;
Each sin demands a tear ; |
In heaven alone no sin is mLmd, |

And there’s no weeping there.

=9
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(ATHER, whate'er of ear Ll 1ly bliss
Thy sovereign wiil denies,

Accei_atf:f.,t at Thy throne of grace,

Let this petition rise :
2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmur free;

The bLL.S.:ll'*fT:: of Thy grace impart,
And mke me live to Thee.

r**:r
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FOR PRAISE, 29-

3 Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine
My life and death attend ;
Thy presence through my jouwrney shine,
And crown my journey’s end.

@. 53 RS BT e e = &__'4__
¥
Aien ; so let it be ;
¢ Flere in the body pent,
A day’s march nearer home,
At times, to faith’s far- seeing’ eye,
— Father, if ’tis Thy wall,
263 P. 625 TRANSLATION. M. 725, B, 931
TRIEND after friend departs ;
That finds not here an end.

35 P 605, OLMUTNZ. 8. M. M.—, B.97%4,
Ol\ ever with the Lord 1”
Life from the dead is in that word,
*Tis immortality.
Absent from Him I roam,
Yet nightly pitch my moving: ent
g My Father’s house on high,
Home of my soul, how near,
Thy golden cates appear ! '
4 ‘“‘For ever with the Lord !”
The promise of that faithful word,
, Even here to me fulful.
a3 T —— 5 mmne
-
Who has not lost a friend?
There is no union here of hearts,
Were this frail world our final rest,
Living or dying none were blest.




30 SELECTIONS

2 Beyond the flight of time
Beyond the reign of death,
There surely is some blessed clime
Where life is not a breath ;
Nor iife’s affections transient ﬁle
Whose sparks fly upward and expire,

3 There is a world above,
Where parting is unknown ;
A long eternity of love,
For mcd for the good ’1101‘18 :
And faith behol ls the dymfr here -

Translated to that glorious sphere.

4 Thus star by star declines,
Till all are passed away,
As morning high and higher shines
To pure and perfect day ;
Nor sink those stars in unpty mght
But hide themselves in heaven’s own light,

/ P.475, RETRIEA'T. L. . M. —, B. b&4.
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ROM every stormy w md that blows
From every sm;:iiin*-? tide of woes,
There is a calm, a sure 1"et1*eat,
"T'is found beneuth the mercy seat.

2 There 1s a place, where Jesus sheds
The oil of gladness on our heads :
A place than all besi. - more sweet,
1t is the blood-bought mercy seat.

3 There is a scene, where spirits blend,
Whete friend holds fellowship with friend 3
Though sundered far, by faith they meet,
Around one common mercy seat.



FOR PRAISE. 3I

4 Ah! whither could we flee for aid,

. When tempted, desolate, dismayed.
Or how the hosts of hell defeat,
Had suffering saints no mercy seat.

§ There, there on eagles’ wings we soar,
And sin and sense seem all no more;
And heavén comes down our souls to greet,
And glory crowns the mercy seat.

6 O let my hand forget her skill,
My tongue be silent, cold, and still,
This bounding heart forget to bea*
If 1 forget Thy mercy seat.

3S P.603 MISSIONARY HYMN.M.760, B.881
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ROM Greenland’s icy ‘'mountains,
From India’s coral strand ;

Where Afric’s sunny fountains

Roll down their golden sand;
From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,
They call us to deliver

Thelr land from error’s chain,

£ What, though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle,

Though every prospect pleases,
And only man is vile ;

In vain, with lavish kindness,
The gifts of God are strown ;

The heathen, in his blindness,
Bows down to wood and stone,




32 SELECTIONS

3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted
With Wlsdom from on hlrrh
Shall we to men benichted,
The lamp of life ueny?
Salvation ! O salvation !
The joyful sound ploclaun,
Till earth’s remotest nation |
Has learned Messiah’s name,

4 Walft, waft, ye winds, His story,
And you, ye waters, roll,
Till, like a sea of glory,
It spreads from pole to pole ;
T1ill o’er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb for sinners slain,
Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.

3O P. 545, SPPANISEY ¥EYDIIN. M.—, B. 389
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ROM the cross uplifted high,
Where the Saviour de;cru&, to die,
What melodious sounds I heal
Bursting on my ravished ear:!
- Love’s redeeming work is done,
Come and welcome, sinnér, come,

2 Sprinkled now with bleod the throne
Why beneath thy burdens groan ?
On My pierced body laid,

Justice owns the ransom pald
Bow the knee and kiss the Son,
Come and welcome, sinner, come,



FOR PRAISE. 33

3 Spread for thee the festal board,
See with richest dainties stored ;
To thy Father’s bosom pressed,
Thou shalt be a child confessed,
Never from His house to roam,
Come and welcome, sinner, come.

4 Soon the days of lifé shall end,
Lo ! I come. your Saviour, Friend !
Safe your spirits to convey
To the realms of endless day :
Up to My eternal home—
Come and welcome, sinner, come,

A0 P.313. GREENVILLE. M.—, B.52.
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ENTLY, Lord, O! gently lead us,
Through this lonely vale of tears;
Through the changes Thou’st decreed, us,
Till our last great change appears,
When temptation’s darts assail us,
When in devious paths we stray,
Let Thy goodness never fail us,
Lead us in Thy perfect way.

2 In the hour of pain and anguish,
In the hour when death draws near
Suffer not our hearts to’ languish,
Suffer not our souls to fear;
And when mortal life is-ended,
Bid us in Thine-arms to. rest,
T;ll by.angel bands attended.
We awake among.the blest.




34 SELECTIONS

41 P. 30th Ps. OLMUTZ. S. M. M. 644, B. —

G_IVE to the winds thy fears;
Hope on, be not dlsmayed

God heals thy fﬂghs, and counts thy tears;
God shall lift up thy head.

2 Through waves, and clouds, and storms,
He gently clears thy way ;
Wait thou His time : the darkest night
Shall end in brightest day.

3 Far. far above thy thought
His counsel shall appear,
When fully He the work hath wrought,
That caused thy needless fear.

4 What though thou rulest not!
Yet heaven, and earth, and hell
Proclalm——God sitteth on the throne,
And ruleth all things well,

42 P.564. HARWELL. 8&7. M. 239, B.742.
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GLORIOUS things of thee are spoken,
Sion, city of our God ;

He whose words cannot be broken,
Formed thee for His own abode :

On the Rock of ages founded,

i 'What can shake thy sure repose?

With salvation’s walls surrounded,

Thou mayest smile at all thy foes,




FOR PRAISE. 35

3 See the streams of living waters,

Springing from eternal love,

Well supply thy sons and daughters,
And all fear of want remove ;

Who can faint, while such a river
Ever flows their thirst to assuage ;

Grace, which like the Lord, the giver,
Never fails from age to age.

3 Round each habitation hovering,

See the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a covering,
Showing that the Lord is near ¢

Thus deriving from their banner
Light by night, and shade by day ;

Safe they feed upon the manna,
Which He gives them, when they pray.

43 P.16l. CRANBROOIK. M. 194, B. 536.
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RACE! ’tis a charming sound,
Harmonious to mine ear :
Fleaven with the echo shall resound,
And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contrived the way
To save rebellious man ;
And all the steps that grace display,
Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace first inscribed my name
In God’s eternal book ;
'Twas grace that gave me to the Lamb.

Who all my sorrows took.




36 SELECTIONS

4 Grace led my roving feet
To tread the heavenly road;
And new supplies each hour I meet,
While pressing on to God.

5§ Grace taught my soul to pray,
And made mine eyes o’erflow ;
?Twas Grace that kept me to this day,
And will not let me go.

6 Grace all the work shall crown,
‘Through everlasting days ;
It lays in , heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves the praise,

44 P. 51 OLIPEEANT. 87%&4. M, 558, B.60
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UIDE me, O Thou great Jehovah,

Pilgrim thmu gh this great barren land o

Iam we a]x. but Thou ‘art mig ohty,
Hold me with Thy power ful hand :
Bread of heaven.
Feed me, till I wan* no more.

2 Open now the crystal fountain,
Whence the heqlmg streams do flows
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar
Lead me all my journey through;
Strong Deliverer.
Be Thou still my strength and shield,

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside :
Death of death, and hell’s destruction,
Land me safe on Canaan’ side -
Songs of praises
Iwill ever give to Thee.

17



FOR PRAISE, 37

4> P.228. MIDDLETON, M. —, B. 467
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HAIL I - my ever blessed Jesus,
Only Thee I wish to sing;
To my soul Thy name is precious,
Thou my Prophet, Priest, and King.

LJ_IL

2 O ! what mercy flows from heaven
O ! what joy and happiness !
Love I much? I’'m much forgiven,

I’'m+a miracle of grace.

3 Once with Adam’s race in ruin,
Unconcerned in sin I lay;
Swift destruction still pursuing,
Till my Saviour passed that way.

4 Witness all ye hosts of heaven,
My Redeemer’s tenderness,
Love I much? I’m much forgiven,
I'm a miracle of grace.

6 That blest moment I received Him,
Filled my soul with joy and peace;
Love I much? I’'m much forgiven,
I'm a miracle of grace.

4G P.82, NETTLETON. M.154, B, —
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AIL. Thou once despised ]esus!
Hail, Thou quiif an King!
Thou d1d<-,t suffer to release us;
Thou didst free salvation blmg.




33 SELECTIONS

2 Hail, Thou agonizing Saviour,
Bearer of our sin and shame!
By Thy merits we find favor,
Life 1s given through Thy name,

3 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed,
All our sins on Thee were laid ;

By almighty love anointed,
Thou hast full atonement made,

4 All Thy people are forgiven,
Through the virtue of Thy blcod,
Opened is the gate of heaven:
Peace is made ’twixt man and God.

A7 P.4, ALETTA. 7s. DM.473, B. 426
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HARK, my soul, it is the Lord ;
"Tis thy Saviour, hear His word ;

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee;
*Say, poor sinner, lovest thou Me?

2 “I delivered thee when bound,
And, when wounded, healed thy wound
Sought thee wandering, set thee right,
Turned thy darkness into Jight

3 *“Can a woman’s tender care
Cease toward the child she bare?
Yes, she may forgetful be,

Yet will I remember thee.

4 “Mine is an unchanging love,
Higher than the heights above s
Deeper than the depths beneath
Free and faithful, strong as death.

- — — e e —— —— e
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FOR PRAISE. 30

’ ¢Thou shalt see My glory soon,

When the work of grace is done ;
Partner of My throne shalt be ;
Say, poor sinner, lovest thou Me?”

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint,
That my love is weak and faint,
Yet I love Thee and adore.

O for grace to love Thee more.

AS P.610. HARWELL. 8&7. M. —, B.28(
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HARK | ten thousand harp and voices
Sound the note of praise above ;
Jesus reigns and heav’n rejoices,
Jesus reigns, the God of love ;
See, He sits on yonder throne,—
Jesus rulcs the world alone,

@ Saviour, hasten Thine appearing—
Bring, oh, bring the glorious day,
When the awful summons hearing,
Heav’'n and earth shall pass away ;
Then with angel choirs, we'll sing
¢¢ Glory, glory to our King.”
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ARK! the herald angels say,
Christ the Lord is risen to day;
Raise your joys and triumphs high,
Let the glorious tidings fly.




40 SELECTIONS

2 Love’s redeeming work is done,
Fought the ﬁcrht the baltle WOl ;

Lo! t‘le sun’s eclipse is o’er,
Lo! he sets in blood no more.

Vain the stone, the watch, the seal;
Christ has burst the gates of hell
Death in vain forbids Him rise,
Christ has opened paradise.

4 Laves again our glorious King ;
Where, O death. is now thy sting ?
Once he died our souls to save;
Where’s thy victory, boasting grave?

5 Haill Thou dear almighty Lord,
Hail ! Thou great incarnate W ord,

Hail! Thou Suﬁering Son of God,
Take the trophies of Thy blood.

20 P.8l, AUTUMN. S&7. M. —, B. 238
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ARK! the voice of love and mercy
Sounds aloud from Calvary ;
See it rends the rocks asunder,
Shakes the earth and veils the sky.
““Tt is finished !”
Hear the dying Saviour cry.

2 It is finished—O ! what pleasure
Do these precious words afford ¢
Heavenly blessings, without measure,
Flow to us from Christ the Lord :
It 1s finished!
Saints, the dying words record
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FOR PRAISE, 41

4 Finished—all the types and shadows
Of the ceremonial law ;
Finished—all that God had promised
Death and hell no more shall awe :
It is finished !
Saints, from hence your comfort draw,

4 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs ;
Join to sing the pleasing theme ;
All on earth and all in heaven,
Join to praise Immanuel’s name :
Hallelujah !
Glory to the bleeding Lamb |

51 P.74. DISCIPLE. S&7 .M. —, B. 186.
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ARK ! what mean those holy voices,
Sweetly sounding through the skies !
Lo ! the angelic host rejoices, —
. Heavenly hallelujahs rise.

2 Listen to the wondrous story
Which they chant in hymns of joy ;
Glory in the highest, glory!
Glory be to God most high !

3 Peace on earth, good will from heaven,
Reaching far as man is found ;
Souls redeemed and sins forgiven,
Loud our golden harps shall sound.

¢ Christ is born the great Anointed,
Heaven and earth His praises sing!
O | receive, whom God appointed.
For your Prophet, Priest, and K!Ing.




42 SELECTIONS
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...—\S FEN, O sinner, to be wise,

And stay not for to-morrow’s sun ;
The longer wisdom you despise,
The ha.tder 1s she to be won,

2 O ! hasten mercy to implore,
And stay not for to-morrow’s sun ;
For fear thy season should be o’er,
Before this evening’s course be run,

3 Hasten, O sinner, to return,
And stay not for to-morrow’s sun :
For fear thy lamp should fail to burn,
Before the needful work is done,

4 Hasten, O sinner, to be blest,
And stay not for to-morrow’s sun 3
For fear the curse should thee arrest,
Before the morrow is begua.

53 P —, HE LEATTETEH ME. M. —, B. 698
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I E leadeth me! oh! blessed thought,
Oh! worls with heav'nly comfort
franght ;
Whate’er [ do, where e’er 1 be,
Still ’tis God’s hand thar leadeth me.

ReEr.—He leadeth me! He leadeth me ! ol
By His own hand He leadeth me ;
His faithful follower I would be,
For by His hand He leadeth me.



u FOR PRAISE, 43

2 Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gloom,
Sometimes where Eden’s bowers bloom,
By waters still, o’er troubled sea,—

Still 'tis His hand that leadeth me.

3 Lord, I would clasp Thy hand in mine,
Nor ever murmur nor repine—
Content, whatever lot I see,

Since ’tis my God that leadeth me,

4 And when my task on earth is done,
When, by Thy grace the victory’s won,
E’en death’s cold wave I will not flee,
Since God through Jordan leadeth me.

54 P.6)4, ELTINAM. 7s. M.— B.—
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HIGH, in yonder realms of light,
Dwell the raptured saints above §

Far beyond our feeble sight,
Happy in Immanuel’s love :

“n Pilorims in this vale of tears,
Once they knew, like us below,

Gloomy doubts, distressing fears,
Torturing pain and heavy woz,

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




44 SELECTIONS

3 ‘Mid the chorus of the skies,
~"Mid the angelic lyres above,
Hark ! their songs melodious rise,
Songs ‘of praise to Jesus’ love,
Happy spirits, ye are fled,
Where no grief can entrance find ;
L.ulled to rest the aching ‘head,
Soothed che anguish of the mind,

B5 P. 632, HAMBURG. . R. M. 821, B 22)
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E OW blest the righteous when he dies'!
When sinks a weary soul to rest
How mildly beam the closing eyes 3
How gently heaves the expiring breast !

2 So fades a summer cloud awas
So sinks the gale when storms are oer :
So gently shuts the eye of day, '
S0 dies a wave along the'shore

3 A holy quiet reigns around,
A calm which life nor death destroys’
Nothing disturbs that peace profound,
Which his unfettered soul enjoys.

4 Life’s duty dome, as sinks the clay,
| Light from its load the spirit flies';
While heaven and earth combine to saz,

“‘How blest the righteous whén he dies #*
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FOR PRAISE, 45
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OW charming is the place,
Where my Rede 2emer, Gad,
Unvails the beauty of His face
And spreads His love abroad !

2 Not the fair palaces,
To which the great resort,
Are once to be compared w ith this
Where Jesus h olds His court.

3 Here, on the mercy seat,
With radiant glory crowned,
Our joyful eyes, behold Him sit,
And smile on all around.

4 Give me, O Lord, a place
Within Thy blest abode
Among the children of lhy gTace,
* The servants of my God.

5~ P.235, PROTECTION. M, 640, B. 8
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I. OW firm a foundation, ye saints of the
Liord,x, - |
Is laid foryour faith in Hisexcellent Word |
What more can He say than to you He hath
said,
You who unto. Jesus for refuge have fled?




40 SELECTIONS

2 In every condition, in sickness, in health,
In poverty’s vale, or aboundmg in wealth
At home and abload on the land, on the
sea,
§As thy days may demand, shallthy strength

ever be.

3 ““When through the deep waters I call thee
to go,
The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow ;
For I will be with thee, thy troubles to
bless,
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

1 4 ‘“When through fiery trials thy pathway
| | shall lie,
| My grace all-sufficient shall be thy supply ;
“The flame shall not hurt thee; I only de-
| sign
| Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to re-
| fine.

§ “E’en down to old age, all My people shall
prove

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; -

4nd when hoary hairs shall their temples ‘

3d0111 5

f.ike lambs they shall still in My bosom be |

borne.

6 “*The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for re-
pose,
¥ will not, T will not desert to his foes 3

| fhat soul, though all hell should endeavor Y
| to shake, |
A’ll neves, no never, no never forsake.* i
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FOR PRAISE, 47
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OW nappy are they
Who the Saviour obey,
And have laid up their treasures above !
O what tongue can express
The sweet c« )mfmt and peace
Of a soul in its earliest love?
2 "T'was heaven below
My redeemer to know,
And the angels could do nothlng more
Than to fall at His feet,
And the story repeat,
And the lover of sinners adore.
O the rapturous height
Of that holy delight
Which I felt in the life-giving blood !
Of my Saviour possessed,
I was perfectly blest,
As if filled with the fulness of God.
4 Then, all the day long,
Was my Jesus my song,
And redemption through faith in His name $
O that all might believe,
And salvation receive,
And their song and their joy be the same,
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HOW loving is Jesus, who came from the
sky,

In tenderest pity, for sinners to die

i




43 SELECTIONS

His hands and His feet were nailed to the
tree,
And-all this He suffered for you and for me,
For you and for me,
Yes, all this He suffered for you and for me,

2 How precious is Jesus to all who believe ;

And out of His fulness what grace they re-
ceive ;

When weak He supports them, when erring
He guides ;

And everything needful He kindly provides.,
For you and for me.

Yes, everything needful He kindly provides,

3 Oh! give then to Jesus your earliest days:
They only are blessed who walk in His ways;
In life and in death He will still be your
friend,

For whom Jesus loveth He loves to the end.
Loves you and loves me,

Yes, whom Jesus loveth He loves to the end.

60O P.119 Ps. WARWICEK. M.— B.711
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OW shall the young secure their heartsy
And guard their lives from sin?
Thy Word the choicest rules imparts
To keep the conscience clean.

When once it enters to the mind,
It spreads such light abroad,

The meanest souls instruction find,
And raise their thoughts to God.




FOR PRAISE, 49

3 ’1is5 like the sun, a heavenly light,
That guides u: l the day;
And, through thz dangers of the night,
A Zamp to lead oar way.

4 Thy Word is everlasting truth,
How pJ.I e 1S every pil“'(:'
That holy Book shall guide our youth,
And well support our age,
Gl T. 66. SEASONS. M. 104, B. 470
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OW sweetly flowed the gospel’s sound
From 11115 of -gentleness.and grace,

When list’ning thousands gather’d round,
And joy : and rev'rence filled the place.
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2 From heav’n He came, of heav’n He spoke;
To heav’n He led His followers’ way ;
Dark clouds of gloomy night He broke,
Unveiling an immortal da.y

3 ‘¢ Come, wanderers, to My Father’s home,
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest !”
Yes ! sacred Teacher, we will come,
Obey Thee, love Thee, and be blest !

62 P.290. ORTHPNVILLE. M. 196, B. 48
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OW sweet the name of Jesus sounds

In a believer’s ear!
It soolthes his sorrows. heals his w 01.111(1‘:1,
And drives away his fear :




50 SELECTIONS

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast;
*Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And to the wea: ., rest.

3 Weak is the effort of my heart,
And cold my warmest t]muﬁ'ht
But when I see Thee as Thou art
I’ll praise Thee as I ought.

4 Till then I would Thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath ;
And may the music of Thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

63 P.289 DE FLEURY. M.615 B. 529
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HO‘\V tuuous and tasteless the hours,

When Jesus no longer I see;
Sweet prospects, sweet b1rds and sweet
flowers, )
Have lost all their sweetness to me;
The midsummer sun shines but dim,
The fields strive in vain to look gay,
But when I am happy in Him,
December’s as pleasant as May.

2 His name yields the richest perfume,

And sweeter than music His voice s

His presence disperses my gloom,
And makes '111 within me rejoice ;

I should were He always thus nigh,
Have nothing to wish or to fear;

No mortal so hfxppy as 1,
My summer would last all the year.



FOR PRAISE. bI

3 Content with beholding His Tace,
My all to His pleasure resigned,
No changes of season or place
Would make any change in my mind,
While blessed with a sense of His love,
A palace a toy would appear;
And prisons would palaces prove.
If Jesus would dwell with me there.

4 Dear Lord, if indeed I am Thine,
If Thou art my sun and my song
Say, why do I languish and pine, -
And why are my winters so long ?
O! drive these dark clouds from my sky,
Thy soul-cheering presence restore s
Or take me unto Thee on high,
Where winter and clouds are no more,

G4 TRUSTING.
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AM coming to the cross ;
I am poor, and weak, and blind;
I am counting all but dross,
I shall full salvation find.

CHO.—I am trusting. T ord, in Thee,
‘Thou blest Lamb of Calvary;
Humbly at Thy Cross I bow,
Save me, Jesus. save me now.

2 Long my heart has sighed for Thee,
Long has evil reigned within ;
Jesus sweetly speaks to me,
‘““ I will cleanse you from all sin.”




52 SELECTIONS

3 Here I give my all to Thee,
Friends, and time, and earthly stores
Soul and body, Thine to be:

Wholly Thine for evermore,

4 In Thy promises I trust,
Now I feel the blood applied ;
I am prostrate in the dust,
I with Christ am crucified.

65 P- 2731 IIIIJIJHURST- Mn — B’ 507
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HEARD the voice of Jesus say,
Come unto me and rest;
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down
Thy head upon my breast.
I came to Jesus as I was,
Weary, and worn, and sad,

I found in Him a 1esting place,
And He has made me glad.

B I heard the voice of Jesus say,

Behold, I freely give

The living water; thirsty one,
Stoop down, and drink, and live.

I came to Jesus, and I drank
Of that life-giving stream ;

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived,
And now I live in Him.

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,
I am this dark world’s light
Look unto Me, thy morn shall rise,
And all thy day be bright ;
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FOR PRAISE, 53

I looked to Jesus, and I found
In Him my Star, my Sun;

And in that light of life I’ll walk,
Till travelling days are done.

4 I heard the voice of Jesus say.

My Father’s house above

Has many mansions; I've a place
Prepared for you in love.

I trust in Jesus; in that house,
According to His word,

Redeemed by grace, my soul shall live
For ever with the Lord.

66 P.216 COVERDALE. M. —, B. 438
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AY my sins on jesus,
The spotless Lamb of God ;
He bears them all, and frees us
From the accursed load ;
I bring my guilt to Jesus,
To wash my crimson stains
White in His blood most precious,
Till not a spot remains.

2 I lay my wants on Jesus—
All fullness dwells in Him 3
He healeth my diseases,
He doth my soul redeem :
I lay my griefs on Jesus,
My burdens and my cares ;
He from them all releases,
He all my sorfow shares,




54 SELT CTIONS

3 I long to be like Jesus,
Meek, loving, lowly, mild ;
I long to be like Jesus,
The Father’s holy Child :
I long to be with Jesus
Amid the heavenly throng,
To sing with saints His praises,
And learn the angels’ song

67 P.138Ps, SHIRLAND. M. 87, B. 637
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LOVE Thy Kingdom, Lord, _

-

The house of Thine abode ;
The church our blest Redeemer saved =
With His own precious blood.,

2 I love Thy church, O God !
Her walls before Thee stand,
Dear as the apple of Thine eye,

And graven on Thy hand.

3 For her my tears shall fall ;
for her my prayers ascend :
To her my cares and toils be given,
T1ll toils and cares shall end.

‘,:"“r

4 Beyond my highest joy
I prize her heavenly ways,
Her sweet communion, solemn vows,
Her hymns of love and praise,

§ Sure as Thy truth shall last,
To Sion . shall be given
The brightest glories earth can yie’
Ana brighter hliss of heaven.

-
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FOR PRAISE. 55
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I"M a pilgrim, and I’m a stranger ;
I can tarry, I can tarry but a nj.ght :
Do not detain me, for I am going
To where the fountains are ever flowing,
I’m a pilgrim, and I’m a stranger,
I can tarry, I can tarry but a night.

2 There the sunbeams are ever shining,
I am longing, 1 am longing for the sight,
Within a country, unknown and dreary,
I have been wandering forlorn and weary.
I’m a pilgrim, etc.

3 Of that country, to which I’'m going,
My Redeemer, my Redeemer is the light;
There are no sorrows, nor any sighing,
Nor any sin there, nor any dying.
I’m a pilgrim, etc.

69 P.6)1,  OAK. M. —, B. 978
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I’M but a stranger here,
Fleav’n 1s my hmne .
Earth is a desert drear,
Heav’'n is my home ;
Dangers and sorrows stand
Round me on every hand,
Heav’n is my Father-land,
Heav’n is my home.




R0 - “SELECTIONS

2 What though the tempests raze,
Heav'n is my home;
Short is my ]}i]'rrirr*nfn_,
Heav’n is my home
/ nd time’s wild w 11111\ blast
~ooon will be over past,
I shall reach home at last—
Heav’'n is my home.

3 Therefore T murmur not,

Heav'n is my home ;

Whate’er my earthly lot,
Heav’'n is my home;

And I shall surely stand

There at my Lord’s right hand;

Heav'n is my Father-land——
Heav’'n is my home.,

4 There, at my Saviour’s side,

Hmv’n i1s my home ;

"I shall be glorified, |
Heav'n is my heme; ;

There are the good and biest:

Those I love most and blest ;

There too I soon shall rest,
Heav’n is my home,

20 355 W OODLAND. M.—, B.
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[’M not ashamed to own my Lord,
Nor to defend His cause,

Maintain the honor of His Word
The glory of His cross,




FOR PRAISE, 57

2 jesus, my God, I know his name,
His name is all my trust;
Nor will He put my soul to shame,
Nor let my hope be lost.

3 Firm as His throne His promise stands,

And He can well secure
What I’ve committed to His hands,

Till the decisive hour.

4 Then will He own my worthless name,
" Before His Father’s face,
And in the New Jerusalem,
Appoint my soul a place.
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every trouble, sharp and strong,
My soul to Jesus flies;
My anchor-hold is firm in Him,
When swelling billows rise,

2 His comforts bear my spirits up,
I trust a faithful God;
The sure foundation of my hope
4+ Is in a Saviour’s blood,
3 Loud hallelujahs sing, my soul,
To thy Redeemer’s name;
In joy, in sorrow, life and death,
His love is still the same,




53 SELECTIONS
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IN evil long I took delight,
Unawed by shame or fear;
Till a new object struck my sight,
And stopped my wild career.

2 1 saw one hanging on a tree,
In agonies and blood;
Who fixed His languid eyes on me,
- Asnear His cross I stood.

3 Sure, never to my latest breath,
Can I forget that look:
It seemed to charge me with His death,
Though not a word He spoke.

4 My conscience felt and owned the guilt,
And plunged me in despair;
L saw my sins His blood had spilt,
And helped to nail Him there,

5 Alas! I knew not what I did,
But now my tears are vain;
Where shall my trembling soul be hid 2
For I the Lord have slain.

6 A second look He gave, which said,
““I freely all forgive;
This blood is for thy ransom paid;
I die that thou mayest live,”

6 With pleasing grief and mournful joy,
My spirit is now filled,
That I should such a life destroy,

Yet live by Him I killed.



FOR PRAISE. 59
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N the Chr1%t1*m s home 1n glory
There remains a land of rest,
There my Saviour ’s gone before me,
To fulfil my soul’s request.
 There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for you;
On the other side of Jordan,
In the sweet fields of Eden,
Where the tree of life is blooming,
There is rest for you.
2 This is not my place of resting,
Mine ’s a city yet to come;
Onward to it I am hasting,
On to my eternal home:
There is rest, etc.
9 Init all is light and glory,
O’er it shines a nightless day ;
Ev'ry trace of sin’s sad story,
All the curse hath passed away:
There 1s rest, etc.
-4 There the Lamb our Shepherd leads ‘1s
By the streams of life along,
On the freshest pastures feeds us.
Turns our sighing into song:
There is rest, etc.
g P.21 ZERATE. C. PL. M. —
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SING the chnln:rht}f pouéﬁ of God,
~  That made the mountains rise,
That spread the flowing seas abroad

And built the lofty skies,




62 SELECTIONS

Twas He that sought the lost,
That found the wandering sheep;
"Twas He that brought me to the fola;
"Tis He that still doth keep.

4 No more a wandering sheep,
I love to be controlled:
I love my tender Shepherd’s voice,
I Jove the peaceful fold:
No more a wayward child,
I seek no more to roam;
I love my heavenly Father’s voice;
Ilove, I love His home.
7y P. 63 FREDERICI. lls. M. 708, B. 928
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I \VOULD not live alway : I ask not to
stay

Where stmm after storm rises dark o’er the
way

The few lurid mornings that dawn on us
here,

Are enough for life’s woes, full enough for
its cheer.

2 1 would not live alway, thus fettered by
sin ;

Tempntlon without and corruption within:

E’en the rapture of pardon is mingled with

fears,
And the cup of thanksgiving with penitent
tears.
3 I would not live alway; no—welcome the
tomb ;

Since ]ems hath lain there, I dread not its
gloom ;



FOR PRAISE. 63

There, sweet be my rest, till He bid me
arise,

To hail Him in triumph descending the
skies.

78 - P.762, REINE. C.F. M. 705, DB.YE2

YTERUSALEM, my happy home,
Name ever dear to me !

When shall my labors have an end,

In joy and peace and thee?

2 When shall these eyes thy heaven-built walls,
And pearly gates behold?
Thy bulwarks, with salvation strong,
And streets of shining gold ?

3 O! when, thou city of my God,
Shall I thy courts ascend.
Where congregations ne’er break up,
And Sabbaths have no end?

¢4 Why should I shrink at pain and woe,
Or feel at death dismay ?
I've Canaan’s goodly land in view,
And realms of endless day,

5 Jerusalem, my happy home, °
My soul still pants for thee :
Then shall my labors have an end,
When I thy joys shall see.
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ESUS, and shall itever be,
A mortal man ashamed of Thee ?
Ashamed of Thee whom angels praise,
Whose glories shine through endless davs!




64 SELECTIONS

2 Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far
Let evening blush to own a star;
He sheds the beams of light divine,
O’er this benighted soul of mine,

3 Ashamed of Jesus! just as soon
Let midnight be ashamed of noon
’Tis midnight with my soul, till IIe
Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee.

4 Ashamed of Jesus! that dear friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend |
No, when I blush, be this my shame,
That I no more revere His name.

§ Ashamed of Jesus! Yes. I may,
When I've no guilt to wash away,
No tear to wipe no good to crave,
No fears to quell, no soul to save.

6 Till then—nor is my boasting vain—
Till then, I boast a Saviour slain :
And O may this my glory be,

That Christ is not ashamed of me.
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123‘*“—'*__._:_ N B T 1 B P E
b 4——-0_--0———-0 H o -§—a—0—@
o
ESUS full of all compassion,

Hear Thy humble suppliant’s cry;
Let me know Thy great salvation ;
See, I languish, faint, and die.

2 Guilty, but with heart relenting,
Overwhelmed with helpless grief,
Prostrate at Thy feet repenting,
Send, Oh! send me quick relief.




FOR FRAISE. 0§

Whither should a wretch be flying,
But to Him who comfort gives ?
Whither, from the dread of dying,
But to Him who ever lives ?

4 While I view Thee, wounded, grieving,
Breathless, on the cursed tree,

Fain, 1’d feel my heart believing,
That Thou sufferedst thus for me.

g Saved!—the deed shall spread new glory
Through the shining realms above ;
Anf‘rels sing the ple’umu’ story,

All emaptured with Thy love !
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"ESUS hail, enthroned 1n glory,
There for ever to abide;
All the heavenly hosts adore T hee,
Seated at Thy Father’s side.

2 There for sinners Thou art pleading,
There Thou dost our place prepare j
Ever for us interceding,
Till in glory we appear.

3 Worship, honor, power and blessing,
Thou art wmthy to receive :
Loudest praises, without ceasing
Meet it for us to give.
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ESUS, Ilove Thy charming name,
’T1s music to mine ear

Fa.m would I sound it so loud,
That earth and heaven should hear,




66 SELLCTIONS

2 Yes, Thou art precious to my soul,
My joy, my hope, my trust:
Jewels, to Thee, are gandy toys,

And gold is sordid dust.

3 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,
: And sheds its fragrance there :
The noblest balm of all its wounds,
The cordial of its care.

4 T'll speak the honors of Thy name,
With my last laboring breath :
Then speechless clasp Thee in mine arms,
The antidote of dea:h.

83 P. 346, DISCIPLE. SA&7. M. 632, B. 564
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ESUS, I my cross have taken,
All to leave and follow Thee:
Waked, poor, despised, forsaken,
Thou from henze my All shalt bes
Let the world neglect and leave me ;
They have left my Saviour too
Human hopes hav: oft deceived me;
Thou art faithful Thou art true.

o—¢@

2 Perish. earth'y fame and treasure,
- Come, disaster. scorn, and pain;
In Thy service, pain is pleasure s
. With Thy favor. loss is gain ;
O ’tis not in grief to harm me.
~ While Thy bleeding love I see
O ’tis not in joy to charm me,
When that love is hid from me.



FOR PRAISE, 67
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ESUS invites His saints
To meet around klis board
Here pardoned rebels sit, and hold
Communion with their Lord.

2 For food He gives His flesh:
He bids us drink His blood ;
Amazing favor, matchless grace
Of our descending God.

3 This holy bread and wine
Maintain our fainting breath,
By union with our living Lord,
And interest in His death.

4 Our heavenly Father calls
Christ and His members one:
We the young children of His love,
And He the first born Son.

§ Let all our powers be joined
His glorious name to raise :
Pleasure and love fill every mind,
And everv voice be praise.
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JESUS is gone above the skies
Where our weak senses reach Him not;

And carnal objects court our eyes,
To thrust our Saviour from our thought.




68 SELECTION

2 He knows what wandering hearts we have,
Apt to forget His glorious face;
And to refresh our minds, He gave
These kind memorials of His grace.

3 The Lord of life this table spread,
With His own flesh and dying blood;
We on the rich provision feed,
We taste the wine, and bless our God,

4 Let sinful sweets be all forgot,
And earth grow less in our esteem;
Christ and His love fill ey ery thouqht
And iaith and hope be fixed on Him,

§ While He is absent from our sight,
*T'1s to prepare our souls a piace;
That we may dwell in heavenly light,
% And live for ever near His face.

S6 P. 244 MAREYN. Ts. | M. 433 B.41°
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FbUb lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom fly,

While the raging billows roll,

While the tcmpa st still 1s high
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is ﬂdst
Safe into the heaven guide;

O receive my soul at last.

IQM-I_

2 Other refuge have I none,
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee.
Leave, ah! leave me not alone,
Still support a  comfort mes




FOR PRAISE. 69

All my trust on Thee is staid,
All my help from thee I bring;
Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of Thy wing,

3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want;
All in all in Thee I find;
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,
Heal the sick and lead the blinds
Just and holy is Thy name,
I am all unrighteousness;
Vile and full of sin I am,

Thou’art full of truth and grace.
JESUS LOYES ME. T7s.
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ESUS loves me, this I know,
For the Blhle tells me so;
thtle ones to Him belong;

‘They are weak, but He is strong.

§ HOR.—Yes, Jesus loves me,

Yes Jesus loves me,
Yes, ]esue loves me,

Fo'r the Bibletells me so,

Jesus loves me, He who died
Heaven’s gate to open wide ;
He will wash away my sin,
Let His little child come 1n.

3 Jesus loves me, loves me still,

- Though I’'m very weak and i1l
From His shining throne on high

comes to watch me where 1 lie.




70 SELECTIONS

4 Jesus loves me; He will stay
Close beside me all the way :
If I love Him, when I die
He will take me home on high,

S8 P. 554, ESHI'TEMO®A.7s. M. —, B. 195
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ESUS, Master, hear me now,
While I would renew my VOw,
And record Thy dying love;
Hear, and help mé from above,

2 Feed me, Saviour, with this bread,
Broken in Thy bo-h s stead;

Cheer my spirit with this wine,
Streaming like that blood of 'Ihine.

3 And as now I eat and drink,
Let me truly, sweetly think,
Thou didst hang upon the tree,
Broken, blee :mm there-—for me,

89 P, 324, lig AR'H‘YN. €S, M. —, B. 64
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ESUS, merciful and mild,
Lead me as a helpless child;

On no uther arm than 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 straight and narrow way,

b



FOR PRAISE. 71

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

Ever shall Thy love endure;
Then what more could I desire,
How to greater bliss aspire?
All T need, in Thee I see;
Thou art all in all to me.

OO0 P.5H, HAPFPY DAY. I.B. M. 428, B. 412
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JESU S, my all, to heaven is gone,

He, whom I fix my hopes upon,
His track I see, and I'll pursue
The narrow way, till Him L view.

2 The way the holy prophets went,
The reoad that leads from banishment,
The King’s highway of holiness
I’ll go, for all His paths are peace.

3 This is the way I long have sought,
And mourned because I found it not;
My grief and burden long have been,
Because I could not cease from sin.

4 The more I strove against its power,
I sinned and stumb ed but the more,

Till late I heard my Saviour say,
««Come hither, soul, I am the way.”

4 Lo! g'ad I come, and Thou blest Lamb,
Shalt take me to hee as I am ;
Nothing but sin I Thee can give,
Nothing but love shall I receive,




72 SELECTIONS

6 Then will I tell to sinners round,
What a dear Saviour I have found s
I’ll point to Thy redeeming blood,
And say—*“Behold the way to God!”

91 P.214, ALEITTA, 7s M. — B.
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L,.SUS save my dying soul,
Make the broken spirit Whole .
Humble in the dust I lie,—
Saviour, leave me not to die,

2 Jesus, full of every grace,
Now reveal Thy smiling face;
Grant the joys of sins formv 11
Foretaste of the bliss of heav’n.

3 All my guilt to Thee is known,
Thou art righteous, Thou alcone;
All my help is from Thy cross,
All beside I count but loss.

4 Lord, in Thee I now believe,
Wilt Thou wilt Thou not forgw
Helpless at Thy feet I lie,
Saviour, leave me not to dle.

O2 P.72 Ps, DUKE S¥T. L.M. M. 441, B. 819
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ESUS shall reign where’er the sun
Does his successive journeys run
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
Tul moons shall wax and wane no more,



FOR PRAISE. 73

2 For Him shali Jn-"l]ess prayer be made,
And endless praises crown His head;
His name, I lu sweet nerfume, shall rise
With every morning sacrifice.

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

.-

4 Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our King;
Angels descend with songs again,
’\nd earth repeat the loud amen.
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L‘)Ub tender Smﬁ:u]‘!t:‘*d hear me !
Bless Thy little lamb to-night!
Through the darkness be Thou near me,
‘Natch my sleep till morning light,

2 All this day Thy hand has led me,
And I thank Thee for Thy care;
Thou has clothed me, warmed and fed me,
Listen to my evening prayer.

3 Let my sings be all forgiven!
Bless the friends I love so well !
Take me, when I die, to heaven,
Happy there with Thee to dwel

OA4 P.26 MENDON. ¥ M. M. 460, B. 434

..‘_:_4_': -1 —[— __.,_..r_*._ﬁ‘ ——j-——*"—l Tf:‘l*
=y
1 | AT o)

"‘l‘
}

iLsUS, Thy blood and righteousness
My beauty are, my gloricus dresss




74 SELECTIONS

"Midst flaming worlds, in these arrayed,
With joy shall I lift up my head.

2 When from the dust of earth I rise
To claim my mansion in the skies,
E’en then shall this be all my plea,
*‘Jesus hath lived and died for me.”

3 Lord, I believe Thy precious blood,
- Which at the mercy-seat of God
For ever doth for sinners plead,
For me, e’en for my soul, was shed,

4 Oh, let the dead now hear Thy voice,
Now bid Thy banished one’s rejoice;
Their beauty this, their glorious dress,
Jesus, the Lord our Righteousness !

95 P.37], WATCHMAN, 8. M. M. —, B. 538
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JESUS, who knows full well

The heart of every saint ;
Invites us all our griefs to tell,

To pray and never faint,

2 He bows His gracious ear,
We never plead in vain s
Yet we must wait till He appear,
And pray, and pray again.,

3 Though unbelief suggoest,
Why should we longer wait ¢
. He bids us never give Him rest, .
“ But be importunate.

4 Jesus, the Lord, will hear
- His chosen when they cry,
Yes, though He may a while forbear,
He "1l help them from on high,




FOR PRAISE. 75

§ His nature, truth and love,
Engage Him on their side
When they are grieved, His mercies move,
And can they be denied ?

6 Then let us earnest be,
And never faint in prayer;
He loves our importunity,
And makes our cause His care,
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OYFULLY, joyfully onward we move,
*® Bound to the land of bright spirits
above;
Angelic choristers sing as we come,
‘‘Joyfully, joyfully haste to your home:"”
Soon with our pilgrimage ended below,
Home to the land of bright spirits we go;
Pilgrims and strangers no more shall we
roam,
"Toyfully, joyfully resting at home.

2 Friends, fondly cherished, have passed on

before,

Waiting, they watch us approaching the
shore; -

Singing to cheer us thro’ death’s chilling
gloom,

“Toyfully, joyfully haste to your home:”
Sounds of sweet melody fall on the ear,
Harps of the blessed your voices we hear
Rings with the harmony heaven’s high
dome,— |
¢Toyfully, joyfully haste to your home.™




70 SELECTIONS

'3 Death with his weapon may soon™ lny fus
low,
Safe in our Saviour, we fear not the blow;
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomhy
Joytully, joyfully will we go home:
Bright will the morn of etérnity dawn,
Death shall be conquered, his sceptre be
gone ; o
Over the plains of blest Canaan we'll rowm,
Joytully, joyfully with Christ at home.

O P. 98 Ps. ANTIOCH. M. 99, B. 183
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JOY to the world, the Lord is come,
Let earth receive her king;
Let every heart prepare Him room,
And heaven and nature sing.

2 Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns,
Let men their songs employ; *
While fields and floods, rocks, hills “ard
plains |
Repeat the sounding joy. 4

3 No more let sins and sorrows grow,
Nor thorns infest the ground:
He comes to make his blessings flow,
Far as the curse is found.

4 He rules the world with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove

g be glories of His righteousness,
And wonders of His love.

"



"

FOR PRAISE.
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UST as I am, without one plea

But that Thy blood was sh
And that Thou bid’st me come
O ! Lamb of God, I come.

2 Just as I am, and waiting not
To rid my soul of one dark
To Thee, whose blood can
spot,
O! Lamb of God, I come.

ed for me,
to Thee,

blot,
cleanse each

Just as T am, though tossed about

With many a conflict, many

a, dOI.ﬁ)t,

Fightings within, and fears without,

O! Lamb of God, I come.

4 Just as I am, poor, wretched,

blind, —

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

O ! Lamb of God, I come.
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O ! on a narrow neck of land,
"Twixt two unbounded seas I stand

Yet how insensible !
A point of time, a moment’s s

pace,

Removes me to yon heavenly place

Or shuts me up in hell.




73 SELECTIONS

2 O God, my inmost soul convert,

And deeply, on my thoughtless heart,
Eternal things impress ;

Give me to feel their solemn weight,
And save me ere it be too late;
Wake me to righteousness.

3 Before me place in bright array
The pomp of that tremendous day,
When Thou with clouds shalt come
To judge the nations at Thy bar:
And tell me, Lord, shall I be there,
To meet a joyful doom ?

100 P.486 GREENVILLE. S&7 M. 1050 B. 84
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LORD, dismiss us with Thy blessing,
Fill our hearts with joy and peace;
Let us each, Thy love possessing,
Triumph in redeeming grace;
O ! refresh us,
Travelling through this wilderness.

2 Thanks we give and adoration,
For Thy gospel’s joyful sound;
May the fruits of Thy salvation
In our hearts and lives abound;

May Thy presence
With us evermore to be found.

3 So, whene’er the signal ’s given,
Us from earth to call away;
Borne on angel’s wings to heaven,
Glad to leave our cumbrous clay,
May we, ready,
Rise and reign in endless day.



FOR PRAISE, 79
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ORD, Iam Thine, entirely Thine,
Purchased and saved by blood divine,
With full consent Thine I would be,
And own Thy sovereign right in me.

2 Grant one poor sinner more a place
Among the children of Thy grace;
A wretched sinner, lost to God,

But ransomed by Immanuel’s blood.

3 Thine would I live, Thine would I die,
Be Thine through all eternity;

The vow is past beyond repeal;
Now will I set the solemn seal.

4 Here at that cross where flows the blood
That bought my guilty soul for God;
Thee, my new Master, now I call,

And consecrate to Thee my all,

102 P.31 FORTON. 7s* M. 937 B. 503
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LORD I cannot let Thee go,
Till a blessing Thou bestow ;
Do not turn away Thy face,

Mine ’s an urgent, pressing case.

2 Dost Thou ask me who I am ?
Ah! my Lord, Thou knowest my name,
Yet the question gives a plea,
To support my suit with Thee,




30 SELECTIONS

3 Thou didst once a wretch behold,
In rebellion blindly bold,
Scorn Thy grace, Thy power defy s
That poor rebel, Lord, was I.

4 Once a sinner near despair,
Sought Thy mercy seat by prayer
Mercy heard, and set him free ;
Lord that mercy came to me.

5 Thou hast helped in every need ;
This emboldens me to plead ; -
After so much mercy past,
Canst Thou let me sink at last,

6 No, I must maintain my hold,
’Tis Thy goodness makes me bold,
I can no denial take,
When I plead for Jesus sake,

103 P. 587 EVEN ME. M. — B. 822
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LORD, I hear of showers of blessing
Thou art scattering full and free;
Showers the thirsty land refreshing—
Let some droppings fall on me,
Even me.

2 Pass me not, O God our Father!
Sinful though my heart may be;
Thou might’st leave me, but the rather
Let Thy mercy light on me.
Even me.

3 Pass me rot, O gracious Saviour!
Let me live and cling to Thee ;
Jh! I’m longing for Thy favor—
While Thou ’rt calling, oh call me!
| Even me.




FOR PRAISE. 31

4 Pass n2 not, O mighty Spirit,
Themn canst make the blind to seej
Witnesser of Jesus’; merit,
Speak some words of power to me,
Even me,

5 Pass me not! Thy Jost one bringing,
Bind, O bind my heart to Thee;
While the streams of life are springing,
Blessing others—O bless me!

104 P. 477 HENDON. 78 M. 592 B. 78
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ORD, we come before Thee now,
At Thy feet we humbly bow;
O do not our suit distain;
Shall we seek Thee, Loid, in vain?

2 Lord, on Thee our sou's depend;
In compgssion now descend ;
Fill our hearts with Thy rioh grace;
Tune our Jips to sing Thy praise

3 Send some message from Thy word,
That may ioy and peace afford;
Let Thy spitit nowimpart
Full salvation to each heart.

4 Comfort those who weep and mourn,
Let the tingz of joy return;
Those who are cast down, lift up.
Make them strong in faith and hope

& Grant that all may seek and find
Thee a God supremely kind;
Heal the sick, the captive free;
Let us all gejoice in Thee.




82 SELECTIONS
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‘ARY to the Saviour’s tomb.,
Hasten’d at the early dawn,
Spice she brought, and sweet perfume,
But the Lord she loved had gone.

For awhile she lingering stood,
Filled with sorrow and surprise,

Trembling, while a crystal flood
Issued from her weeping eyes.

2 But her sorrows quickly fled
When she heard His welcome voice 8
Christ had risen from the dead,
Now He bids her heart rejoice ;
What a change His word can make,
Turning darkness into day !
Ye who weep for Jesus’ sake,
He will wipe your tears away,

106G P. 194 BARTIMEUS. S&7 M, — B. 211
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“MERCYL O Thou Son of David,’?
Thus blind Bartimeus prayed,—

“Others by Thy word are saved,
Now to me afford Thine aid.”

2 Many for his crying chid him,
But he calls the londer still, —
Till the gracious Saviour bid him
Come, and ask me what you will.




FOR PRAISE. 83

3 “Lord, remove this grievous blindness,
Let mine eyes behold the day !”’
Stml rht he saw, and. won by Lmdness,
ollowed Jesus in the way.

4 Oh methinks I hear him praising,
Pub]mhmg to all around,
“Friends is not my cose qquing?
What a Saviour I have found !

5 “Oh that all the blind but knew Him,
And would be advised by me.
Surely they would hasten to Him,
He would cause them 2ll to see.’

107 P. 689 HOME. 1is. M, =B -
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’MID scenes of confusion and creature
complaints,
How sweet to my soul is communion with
saints ;
To find at the banquet of mercy there’s
room,
And feel in the presence of Jesus at home !

2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of
peace;

And thrice blessed Jesus, whose love cannot
cease:

Though oft from Thy presence in sadness I
roam,

I long behold Thee, in glory, at home.
3 Whate’er Thou deniest, O give me Thy

grace,
The Spirit’s sure witness, and smiles of Thy
face.




54 SELECTIONS

Inspire me with patience to wait at Thy
throne,

And find even now a sweet foretaste of
home.

4 I long, dearest Lord, in Thy ‘beauties to
shine,
No more as an exile in sorrow to pine,
And in Thy dear image, arise from the
tomb,
With glorified millions to praise Thee, at
home,

10= P. 358 BMAYTLARD €. IT. M. — B. 562
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B{ UST Jesus bear the cross alone,

And all the world go free?
No, there ’s a cross for every one,
And there’s a cross for me.

2 That consecrated cross 1 ’ll bear
Till death shall set me free
And then go home, mv crown to wear,
For there ’s a crown for me.

10D P.623 NELSON.SXKY. M. — B. 927
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E{Y days are gliding swiftly by,

And I, a piir“llm stranger,
Vould not detain them as thus:' fly, —
Those hours of toil and da.nﬁer



FOR PRAISE. 85

For now we stand on Jordan’s strand,
Our friends are passing over;

And, just hefore, the shining shore
We may almost discover.

2 Our absent King the watchword gave
“[et every lamp be burning ;”
We look afar, across the wave,
Our distant home discerning,
¥or now, etc,

3 Should coming days be dark and cold,
We will not ylcld to sorrow,
For hope will sing, with courage bold,
¢“There ’s glory on the morrow.”’
For now, etc.

4 Let storms of woe in whirlwinds rise,
Each cord on earth to sever,—

There—bright and joyous in the skies
There--is our home for ever:

For now we stand on Jordan’s strand
Our friends are passing over ;

And, just before, the c;hmmg shore
W'e may almost discover.

110 P.2714 OILEVET. 6&4. M. — B. 601
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B, Y faith looks up to Thee,
Thou Lamb of Calvary,
Saviour divine !
Now hear me while I pray,
Take all my guilt away ;
Oh let me, from this day,

Be wholly Thine.




86 SELECTIONS

2 May Thy rich grace impart
Strength to my fainting heart,—
My zeal inspire;
As Thou hast died for me
Oh may my love to Thee
Pure, warm, and changeless be,—
A living fire. el
3 While life’s dark maze I tread,
And griefs around me spread,
Be Thou my guide;
Bid darkness turn to day,
Wipe sorrow’s tear away,
Nor let me ever stray
From Thee aside.

4 When ends life’s transient dream,
When death’s cold sullen stream
Shall o’er me roll,
Blest Saviour, then in love
Fear and distress remove;
Oh, bear me safe above, =
A ransomed soul.

111 P. 449 GRATITUDE. X. 3. M. 973 B. 94
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B/i Y God, how endless is Thy love !
Thy gifts are every evening new;
And morning mercies from above
Gently distil like early dew.

2 Thou speadest the curtain of the night,
Great Guardian of My sleeping hours;
Thy soverign word restores the light,
And quickens all my drowsy powers,




. FOR PRAISE, &7

3 I yield my powers to Thy comand,
To Thee I consecrate my days ;
Perpetual blessings from Thy hand

Demand perpetual songs and praise.

112 P.Y1."Ps. ATHENS. C.3. M. 562 B.558
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Y ‘Saviour, my Almighty Friend,

When I begin Thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end,
The number of Thy grace?

2 Thou art my everlasting trust, §
Thy goedness I adore ;
And since I knew Thy graces first,

I speak Thy glories more.

I My feet shall travel all the length
Of the celestial road,
And march, with courage in Thy strength,
To see my Father, God.

4 When I am filled with sore distress
For some surprising sin,
I’ll plead Thy perfect righteousness,
And mention.none but Thine.

§ Awake, awake, my tuneful powers ;
With this delightful song
I entertain the darkest hours,
Nor think the season long.
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Ni Y soul, be on thy guard,
Ten thousand fogs arise ;
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And hosts of sins are pressing hard,
To draw thee from the skies.

2 O watch, and fight, and pray,

The battle ne’er give o’er;
Renew it boldly every day,
And help divine implore,

3 Ne’er think the victory won,
Nor once at ease sit down;
Thy arduous work will not be done,
Till thou hast got the crown,

4 Fight on, my soul, till death
Shall bring thee to thy God;
He 1l take thee,at thy parting breath,
Up to His blest abode,

114. P.103 Ps. BOY LSTON.S8.M. M. 361 B. 119
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MY soul repeat His praise,
Whose mercies are so greaty,
Whase anger is so slow to rise, ‘
So ready to abate.

(2 God will not always chide;
And when His strokes are felt,
His strokes are fewer than our crimey
And lighter than our guilt.

(3 High as the heavens are raised
Above the ground we tread,
So far the riches of His grace
Our highest thoughts exceed,

a His powers subdues our sins;
And His forgiving love,
. Far as the east is from the west,
+  Deth all our guilt remove.
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FOR PRAISE. 30

115 P. 30 DENNIS. S. R, M.=-D. 659
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WA Y times are in Thy hand ;

B\ O God I wish them there ;

My life, my friends, my soul I leave
Entirely to Thy care,

2 My times are in Thy hand,
Whatever they may be,
Pleasing or painful, dark or bright,
As best may seem to Thee.

3 My times are in Thy hand,
Why should I doubt or fear ?
A father’s hand will never cause
His child a needless tear.

4 My times are in Thy hand.
Jesus, the crucified ;
The hand my many sins have pierced
Is now my guard and guide.

116 P. 320 BETHANY. 6&4. M.-—B, 600
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NEARP LR, my God to Thee,
Nearer to Thee !
E’en though it be a cross
That raiseth me,
Still all my song shall be,
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee,
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2 Though like a wanderer,
Daylight all gone,
Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone,
Yet in my dreams, I ’d be
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee.

3 Then, with my waking thoughts
Bright with Thy praise,
Out of my stony griefs
Bethel Il raise;
So by my woes to be
MNearer, my God to Thee,
Nearer to Thee.

4 9r if, on joyful wing
Cleaving the sky,
Sun, moon, and stars forgot,
Upward I fly,
Still all my song shall be,
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee.

117 P.230 WELLS, .M. M.—B. 45
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NO more, my God, I boast no more
Of all the duties T have done;
I quit the hopes T held before,

To trust the merits of Thy Son,

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

My former pride I call my shame,

And nail my glory to His cross.




FOR PRAISE. 01

3 Yes,and T must and will esteem
All things but loss for Jesus’ sake;
O ! may my soul be found in Him,
And of His righteousness partake,

: 4 The best obedience of my hands
| Dares not appear before Thy {hrone }
s But faith can answer Thy demands,
By pleading what the Lord has done,

118 JESUS PAID IT ALL.
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N THING, either great or small,
Remains for me to do;
Jesus died, and paid it all,—
Yes, all the debt I owe.
CHo.—Jesus paid it &'},
All the debtT owe,
Jesus died and paid is all,
Yes, all the cdebt 1 owa,

2 When He from His lofty throne,
Stoop’d down to do and die,
) Everything was fully dones
¢’ Tis finished P’ was His cry,
Jesus paid it ali, e,
8§ Weary, working, plodding one,
~ Oh, wherefore toll you so¢
Cease your doing—ali was done 3
Yes, ages long ago,
Jesus paid it ali, &e¢.
4 Tillto Jesus work you cling,
Alone by sitmple faith,
“Poing” 15 2 deadly thing,
Your *“doing ” ends in death,

Jesus paid it ally Ze.
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5 Cast your deadly ¢‘ doing "> down,
Down all at Jesus’ feet;
Stand in Him, in. Him alene,
All glorious and complete.
Jesus paid it all, &e. t
119 P 164 GERAR.,S. M. M.135B. 791
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OT all the blood of beasts '
On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peacea
Or wash away the stain.

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away :
A sacrifice of nobler name,

And richer blood than they.

3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of Thine,

While like a penitent I stand,
And there confess my sin.

4 My soul looks back to see
The burdens Thou didst bear,

|When hanging on the cursed tree,
And hopes her guilt was there.

5 Believing, we rejoice
To see the curse remove;
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,
' And sing His bleeding love.
120 P 607 WEBEB, 7&6. M, — B, wo
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OW be the (;ow)el banner
In every land unfurled;




FOR PRAISE, O

And be the shout, hosanna §
Re-echoed through the worlds
Till every isle and nation,
Till every tribe and tongue
Receive the great salvation,
And join the happy throng,

@ 2 What though the embattled legions

Of earth and hell combine ?

His arm throughout their regions,
Shall soon resplendent shines

Ride on, O Lord, victorious;
Immanuel, Prince of peace,

Thy triumph shall be gloriouss
Thy empire still increase.

3 Yes, Thou sha reign for eves

0 Jesus, King of kings;

Thy light, Thy love, Thy favor,
Fach ransomed captive SIngs:

The isles for Thee are waiting,

*  The deserts learn Thy praise;

The hills and valleys greeting,
The song responsive raise,

121 P. 154 PLEYELS. Y. M. - B. 541
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OW becrm the heavenly theme,
Sing aloud in Jesus’ name;
Ye who His salvation prove,
Triumph in redeeming love,

2 Ye, who see the Father’s grace
Beaming in the Saviour’s face,
As to Canaan on ye move,
Praise and bless redeeming love,
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3 Mourning souls, dry up your tears;
Banish all your guilty fears;
See your guilt and curse remove,
Cancelled by redeeming love.

Ye, alas ! who long have been
Willing slaves to death and sin,
Now from bliss no longer rove,
Stop and taste redeemiing love.

5 When His spirit leads us home,
When we to His glory come,
We shall all the fulness prove
Of our Lord’s redeen:ing love.

L
[
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0 BLESSED souls are they
9  Whose sins are covered o'er;
Div lnely blessed, to whom the Lord

Imputes their guilt no more.

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

3 While I concealed my guilt,
I felt.the painful wound,

Till I confessed my sins'to Thee,
And ready pardon found,

4 Let sinners.learn to pray,
Let saints keep near the throne;
Qur help in times of deep distress
Is found m God alone.



FOR PRAISE. 05
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O CEASE, my wandering soul,
On restless wing to roam;
All the wide world to either pole,
Has not for thee a home.

2 Behold the ark 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.

134 P.40 ARIEL C. P. M. M. — B. 553
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COULD I speak the matchless worth,
9 O, could I sound the glories forth
Which in my Saviour shine.
I'd so.r and touch the heavenly strings,
And vie with Gabriel, while he sings,
In notes almost divine.

2 I'd sing the precious blood He spilt,
My ransom from the dreadful guilt
Of sin and wrath divine:

I’d sing His glorious righteousness,
In which all-perfect, heavenly dress
My soul shall ever shine,
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3 I'd sing the characters He bears,
And all the forms of love He weaxrs.
Exalted on His throne;
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,
I would to everlasting days
Make all His glories known.

4 Soon the delightful day will come,
When my dear Lord will call me home,
And I shall see His face:
Then, with my Saviour, Brother, Friend,
A blest eternity I'll spend,
Triumphant in His grace.
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Faint and feeble-hearted,
Why thus cast down with fear?
Fresh aid shall be imparted;
Thy God unseen is near,

2 His eye can never slumber,
He marks thy cruel foes;
Observes their strength, their numbes,
And all thy weakness knows,

8 Though heavy clouds of sorrow
Make dark thy path to-day,
There may shine forth to-morrow
Once more a cheering ray.

4 Though doubts and griefs assailing
Conceal heaven’s fair abode;
Vet now faith’s power prevailing
Should stay thy mind on God.,



FOR PRAISE, o)

1206 P. 317" BALETRIMA. C. M. M. 449 B. 624

B ot . g e s \
e e "f'“a'":'.:-;'._—j“::::l:‘:**. £
. ]9_"3:_‘}; oo, Se Lol |- & | :j___;ﬂ__ ‘

FOR a closer walk with God,

9 A calm and heavenly frame;
A light to shine upon the road,
That leads me to the Lamb.

2 Where is the blessedness I knew,
When first I saw the Lord?
Where is the soul refreshing view
Of Jesus and His word?

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed,.
How sweet their memory still !
But they have left an aching void,
The world can never fill.

4 Return, O holy Dove, return,
Sweet messenger of rest !
I hate the sins that made Thee mourn,
And drove Thee from my breast.

§ The dearest idol I have known,
What’er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from Thy throne,
And worship only Thee.

6 So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame;
So purer light shall mark the road,
That leads me to the Lamb.
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| q '::j:‘_:’_.}::f:* :j? 5
e e e e

FOR a glance of heavenly day,
> To take this stubborn stone away;
And thaw, with beams of love divine,
This heart, this frozen heart of miné.

2 The rocks can rend; the earth can quake;
The sea can roar; the mountains canshake;
Of feeling all things show some sign,

But this unfeeling heart of mine.

3 To hear the sorrows Thou hast felf,
Dear Lord, an adamant would melt;
But I can read each moving line,
And nothing move this heart of. mine,

4 Thy judgments, too, unmoved I hear,
(Amazing thought !) which: devils fear;
Goodness and wrath in vain combine,
To stir this stupid heart of mine.

8§ But power divine can do the deed,
And much to feel that power I need;
Thy Spirit can from dross refine,

And move and melt this heart of mine,

128 P. 313 AVON. . MI. M. 533 B. 623
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O FOR a heart to praise my God,
5 A heart from sin set free:
A heart that always feels Thy blood,
So freel7 shed for me :




FOR PRAISE. 99

2 A heart resigned, submissive, méek,
My great Redeemer’s throne;
Where only Christ is heard to speak;
Where Jesus reigns alone:

e B
F

8 A heart in every thought renewed, \
And full of love divine;
Holy, and right, and pure, and good
A copy, Lord of Thine.

120 P. 306 ARMENEA. . M. M. 655 B. 821‘

FOR a thousand tongues to sing =
9 My dear Redeemer’s praise;
The glories of my Godl and King, .
The triumphs of Idis grace, 2

2 My gracious ! Master, and my God,

Assist me to proc!a; “1,
To spread all through the earth abroa

The honors of '1J1y name.

3 Jesus, the name that calms our fears,
That bids our sorrows cease; ;
*Tis music in the sinner’s ears;
"Tis life, and health, and peace.

¢ He breaks the power of reigning sin,
He sets the prisoner free ;
His blood can make the foulest clean,

His blood availed for me.

§ Let us obey: we then shall know.
Shall feel our sins forgiven:
Anticipate our heaven bmow

And own that love 1n heaven.
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FOR the death of those,

~9% Who slumber in the Lord !

O be, like theirs, my last repose,
Like theirs my last reward !

2 Their bodies in the ground

In silent hope may lie,

Till the last trumpet’s joyful sound
Shall call them to the sky

3 Their ransomed spirits soar,
On wings of faith and love,
To meet the Saviour they adore,
And reign with Him above,
4 With us their names shall live
Through long succeeding years,
Embalmed with all our hearts can give,
Our praises and our tears.
131 P.34 HHAPPY DAY. L. M. M.1011 B. 768
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HAPPY day, that fixed my choice
On Thee, my Saviour, and my God !
Well may this glowing heart rejoice,
And tell its raptures all abroad

C110,—Happy day ! happy day !
When Christ shall wash our sins away.,
Here in Thy courts we’ll gladly stay,
And at Thy footstool humbly pray
That Thou wouldst take our sins away,



FOR PRAISE, 10X

2 O happy bond that seals my vows
To Him, who merits all my love !
Let cheerful anthems fill His house,

While to that sacred shrine I move.

3 ’Tis done:—the great transaction ’s done;
I am my Lord’s, and He is mine:
He drew me—and I followed on—
Charmed to confess the voice divine,

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart,
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest;
With ashes who would grudge to part,
When called on angels’ bread to feast#

132 P. 15" BALERMA. C. M. M. — B, —
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HAPPY is the man who hears
9 Instruction’s warning voice,
And who celestial wisdom makes
His early, only choice.

2 For she has treasures greater far
Than eastern climes unfold;
More precious are her bright rewards
Than gems or stores of gold.

3 Her bright hand offers to the just
Immortal, happy days;
Her left, imperishable wealth
And heavenly crowns displays, -

4 And, as her holy labors rise,
So her rewards increase; b
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, |
_ And all her paths are peace.
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WHIERE shall rest be found,
Rest for the weary soul ?
"Twere vain the ocean depths to sound,
Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give
The bliss for whmh we sigh
Tis not the whole of life to live,
Nor all of death to die,

3 Beyond this vale of tears
There 1s a life above,
Unmeasured by the fli. rht of yearsj
And all that life is love.

4 There is a death whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting br'ea?fi
O what eternal horrors hane
Around ‘¢‘ the second decacn [?

§ Lord God of truth and grace,
Teach us that death to shun,
Lest we be banished from Thy face
And evermore undone.

134 P.48 DORRNANCE. 8&7. M.— B. 198

" - — -'v.. i - 4 =l
.4_.._@—- D G &7 G-
"i‘

#
ey, i, T B S e o :t.f._..._‘_ .

NE there is, above all others
Well deserves the name of friend;
His is love beyond a brother’s
Costly, free, and knows no end,



FOR PRAISE, 103

2 Which of all our friends. to save us,
Could or would have shed his blood A
But this Saviour died to have us
Reconciled in Him to God.

3 When He lived on earth abasea,
Friend of sinners was His name;
Now above all glory raised,
He rejoices in the same.

4 O! for grace our hearts to soften,
Teach us, Lord. at length to love:
We, alas ! forget too often,
What a Friend we have above.

135 P.624 DUNBAR. S. M. M.-—-DB. 924
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ONE sweetly solemn thought

Comes to me c'er and o’er,
Nearer my parting hour am 1
Than e’er I was before.

2 Nearer my Father’s house,
Where many mansions be;
Nearer the throne where Jesus reign,—
Nearer the crystal sea;

3 Nearer my going home,
Laying my burden down,
Leaving my cross of heavy orief,
Wearing my starry crown;

¢ Nearer that hidden stream,
Winding through shades of night,
Rolling its cold, dark waves between
Me and the world of light.
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5 Jesus! to Thee I cling:
Strengthen my arm of faith:
Stay near me while my way-worn feet
Press through the stream of death.

136 P. 610 FORDAN. C. M. B. M. 707, B. 986
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' ON Jordan’s stormy banks I stand,
| And cast a wishful eye,
To Canaan’s fair and happy land,
Where my possessions lie.

8 O the transporting, rapturous scene,
That rises to my sight;

Sweet fields arrayed in living green,
Aad rivers of delight.

3 There generous fruits, that never fail,
On trees immortal grow;
There rocks and hills, and brooks and vales,
With milk and honey flow.

- On all those wide and extended plains
Shines one eternal day;
There God the Son for ever reigns,
And scatters night away.

L

5 No chilling winds nor poisonous breath
Can reach that healthful shore:
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,
Are felt and feared no more,




FOR PRAISE. 105

137 P. 89 WEBRB. 7&*‘3. M. — B. 225
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SACRED Head once wounded,
With grief and shame wen‘fhed down, |

How scornfully surrounded

With thorns Thy only crown}
O sacred Head, what glory,

What bliss till now was Thines
Yet, though despised and gory,

I joy to call Thee mine.

2 How art Thou pale with anguish,
With sore abuse and scorn;
How does that visage languish

That once was bright as morn !
What language shall I borrow

To thank Thee, dearest Friend;
For this Thy dying sorrow,

Thy pity without end ?

3 Oh ! make me Thine for ever;

And should I fainting be,
Lord, let me never, never

Outlive my love to Thee,
Be near when I am dying;

Oh! show Thy cross to mej;
And, for my succour flying,

Come, Lord, and set me free.

188 P11V Ps. PETERBOROUGH. M.— B.635
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O that the Lord would guide my ways

9 To keep His statutes still ! |

Oh ! that my God would grant me grace
To know and do His will !
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2 O] send Thy Spirit down t. write
Thy law upon my heart;
g or let my tougue indulge deceit,
_<INor act the liar’s part.

3 My soul hath gone too far astray,

¥ My feet too often slip;
&Y et, since I ’ve not forgot Thy way,
. Restore Thy wandering sheep.

L

4 Make me to walk in Thy commands,
*Tis a delightful road;
, Nor let my head, nor heart, nor hands
-, Offend against my God,
R 4
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ASS me not, O gentle Saviour *

Hear my humble cry;
““While on others Thou art smiling,
" Do not pass me by.

fCHO.-—Saviour, Saviour, hear my humble cry 1.
Wiile on others Thou art smiling,
Do not pass me by,

2_Let me at the throne of mercy
Find a sweet relief ;
Kneeling there in deep contrition,
Help my unbelief.—CHo.

4 Trusting only in Thy merit
‘ Would I seek Thy face;
- Heal my wounded, broken spirit,
Save me by Thy grace.—CHoO.



FOR PRAISE. 107
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EOPLE of the living God,
I bave sought the world around,
P&ths of sin and sorrow trod,
Peace and comfort no where found:
Now to you my spirit turns,
Turns a fugitive unblest;
Brethren, where your altar burns,
O ! receive me into rest,

' 2 Lonely, I no longer roam,
Like the cloud, the wind, the wave;
Where you dwell shall be my home,
Where you die shall be my grave:
Mine the God whom you adore, |
Your Redeemer shall be minej (
Earth can fill my soul no more,
~ Every idol I resign. ;

3 Tell me not of gain or loss,
Ease, en_]oyment pomp and power,
Welcome poverty and cross,
Shame, reprcach, affliction’s hours
éFollow me;” I know Thy voice;
Jesus, Lord, Thy steps I see; !
Now I take Thy yoke by choice;
Light Thy burden now to me.

141 P.162 AZMON. C. M. M. 188, B, 183
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LUNGED in a gulf of dark despair,

We wretched sinners lay,
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Without one chearful beam of hope;
Or spark of glimmering day.

2 With pitying eyes the Prince of grace
Beheld our helpless grief:
Hc saw, and, O amazing love,
He ran to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above,
With joyful haste He fled,
Entered the grave in mortal flesh,
And dwelt among the dead.

4 He spoiled the power of darkness thus,
And brake our iron chains;
Jesus has freed our captive souls
From everlasting pains.

§ O! for this love, let rocks and hills
Their lasting silence break ;
And all harmonious human tongues
The Saviour’s praises speak.

14.2 R. 143 Ps. SICILY S8s&78. M. - B. 91
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RAISE the Lord! ye heavens adore’
Him ;
Praise Him, angels in the height’
Sun and moon, rejoice before Him g
Praise Him, all ye stars of light!
‘Hallelujah, Amen.

2 Praise the Lord—for He hath spoken s
Worlds Ilis mighity voice obeyed ;
Laws which never can be broken,
For their cuidance He hath made,
Hallelujah, Amen.



FOR PRAISE, 10G

3 Praise the Lord--for He is glorious;
Never shall His promise fail ;
God hath made His saints victorious,
51n and death sha'l not prevail.
Ifallelujah, Amen.

4 Praise the God of our salvation,

Hosts on high His power proclaim §
Heaven, and earth, and all creation,
Praise and magnify His name !

p Hallelujah, Amen.

143 P. 116 GRATITUDE. L. M. M 351 B.=
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ETURN, O wanderer, return,
And seek an injured Father’s face;
Those warm desires that in thee burn
Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

2 Return., O wanderer, return,
And seek a Father’s melting heart $
His pitying eyes tly grief discern,
His hand shall heal thine inward smarf;

3 Return, O wanderer, return,
' Thy Saviour bids thy spirit live ;
Go to His bleeding feet, and learn
How freely Jesus can forgive,

I Return, O wanderer, return,
And wipe away the {alling tear;
"Tis God who says, ** No longer mowrn,”®
’T'is mercy’s voice invites thee near.
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OCK of Ages, cleft for me, j
V Jet me hlde myself 1n Thee; |
Iet the water and tke blood, :
From Thy wounded side which flowed,
Be of sin the double cure;
Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

2 Not the labor of my hands
Can fulfil the law’s demands
Could my zeal no respite know,
Could my tears for ever flow,
All for sin could not atone,
Thou must save, and Thon alone.

3 Nothing in my hand I brmg,
Simply to Thy cross I cling
Naked, come to Thee for dress,
Helpless, look to Thee for graces
Vile, I to the fountain fly,

Wash me, Saviour, or I die.

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my heart-strings break in death,
When I soar to worlds unknown,

See Thee on Thy judgment-throne,
Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee.

5> P.460 SAFELY THROUGE. M.315 B.57
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AFFLY throufrh 'mother week,
God has blought us on our way s
Let us now a blessing seek,
Waiting in His courts to-day;




FOR PRAISE. I1]

Day of all the week the best,
Emblem of eternal rest.

3 While we seek supplies of grace,
Through the dear Redeemer’s name,
Show Thy reconciling face,
Take away our sin and shame :
From our worldly cares set free,
May we rest this day in Thee.

3 Here we ’re come Thy name to praise;
Let us feel Thy presence near;
May Thy glory meet our eyes,
While we in Thy house appears
Here afford us Lord, a taste
Of our everlasting feast.

4 May the gospel’s joyful sound
Conguer sinners, comfort saints;
Make the fruits of grace abound,
Bring relief for ail ccmplaintss
Such let our sabbaths prove,
Till we join the church above.

146 P. 432 ARLINGTON. C.M. M.ico B. L33
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ALVATION! O thejoyful sound;
*Tis pleasure to our ears;
A sovereign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,
At hell’s dark door we lay;
But we arise by grace divine,
To see a heaveuly day
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3 Salvation! let the echo fly
The spacious earth around
While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.

14:7 P. - KISON- Pi BI; Ma 379, B. == ]
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SAVIOUR let Thy pitying eye

Call back Thy wand’ring sheep ;
False to Thee, like Peter, I
Would fain like Peter weep.
Let me be by grace restored ;
On me be ali long suff’lmp’ shown ¢
Turn, and look upon me. Lord,
And break my heart of stone.

2 Saviour, Prince, enthroned above,

Repentance to impart,

Give me, through Thy dying love,
The humble, contrite heart:

Give what I have Jong implored,
A portion of Thy grief unknown:e

Turn. and look upon me, Lord,
And break my heart of stone.

3 See me, Saviour, from above,

Nor suffer me to die!
Life, and happiness, and love:

Drop from Thy gracious eye .
Speak the reconcilii g word,

And let Thy memy melt me down ¢
Turn, and look upon me, Lord,

And break my heart of stone.




FOR PRAISE. 113
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AVIOUR, like a Shepherd lead us:
Much we need Thy tender care g
In Thy pleasant pastures feed us,
For our use Thy fold prepare :
“‘We are Thine: do thou befriend us
- Be the guardian of our way;
Keep Thy flock, from sin defend ug
Seek us when we go astray. |

2 Thou hast promised to receive us,
~+ Poor and sinful though we be;
‘Thou hast mercy to relieve us,
Grace to cleanse, and power to frees
Early let us seek Thy favor,
Early help us do Thy will ;
Holy Lord, our only Saviour!
With Thy grace our bosom fill,

140 P.OS0GREER VILILE.S&7. M. 941, B.&24

QAVIOUR, ¥isit Thy plantation,
Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain;
All will eome to desolation,
Unless Thou return again :
Lord, revive us;
All our help must come from Thee,

2 Keep no lenger at a distance,
Shine upon us from on high,
Lest, for want of Thine assistance,
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Every plant should droop and die ®
Lord, revive us;
All our help must come from Thee,
3 Let our mutual love be fervent,
Make us prevalent in prayers;
Let each one esteemed Thy servant
n Shun the world’s bewitching snares,
‘ Lord, revive us;
All our help must come from Thee.
4 Break the tempter’s fatal power ;
Turn the stony heart to flesh;
And begin from this good haur,
To revive Thy work afresh;
Lord revive us: |
All our help must come froma Thee.
150P. —BEAUTIFUL RIVER. M.—, B. 914
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HAILL we gather at the river,
Where bright angels’ feet have trod;
With its crysta: tide for ever
Flowing by the throne of God?

CHOR.—Yes, we'll gather at the river,
The beautiful, the beautiful river—

- Gather with the saints at the river,
That flows by the throne of God.

2 On the margin of the river, _
Washing up its siiver spray
We will walk and worship ever,
All the happy, golden day.—Cno.
3 On the bosom of the river,
Where the Saviour-king we own,
We shall meet, and sorrow never
"Neath the glory of the throne.—CHe




FOR PRAISE. 115

- Soon we'll reach the shining river,

Soon our pilgrimage will cease,

Soon our happy hearts will quiver
With the melody of peace.—CHoO.

) 151 P.51. Ps. PENYTENT. M. 180. B. 351
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SHOVV pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive;
Let a repenting rebel live;

Are not Thy mercies large and free?

May not a sinner trust in Thee?

2 My crimes are great, but don’t surpass
The power and glory of Thy grace;
Great God, Thy nature hath no bound,
So let Thy pardoning love be found

3 O! wash my soul from every sin,
And make my guilty conscience clean;
Here on my heart the burden lies,
And past offences pain mine eyes.

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

§ Should sudden vengeance seize my breath,
- I must pronounce Thee just in death;
And if my soul were sent to hell,
Thy righteous law approves it well,

6 Vet save a trembling sinner, Lord,
Whose hope, still hovering round Thy word,
Would light on some sweet promise there,
Some ‘sure support against despair,
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152 BRINGING IN TH Y SHEAVES,
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OWING in the morning, sowing seeds of
kindness,

Sowing in the noon-tide and the dewy eve ;

Waiting for the harvest, and the time of

reaping. |
We shall come, rejoicing, bringing in the
sheaves,

CHo.—Bringing in the sheaves.

2 Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the
shadows,
Fearing neither clouds nor winter’s chilling
breeze ;
By and by the harvest, and the labor ended,
We shall come, rejoicing, bringing in the
sheaves.—CHO.
3 Go,then,ever weeping,sowing for the Master,
Though the loss sustain’d our spirit often
grieves ;
When our weeping’s over, He will bid us
welcome,
We shall come, rejoicing, bringing in the
sheaves. —CHoO.

153 P.139 MARTYN, 7s. M. 345, B. 329

| = L B SR r
&éﬁ _—?j g __ ‘, i ) g o ¥

INNERS, turn, why will ye die?
God your Maker asks you why;
God who did your being give,
- Made you with Himself to live,




FOR PRAISE. 117

He the fatal cause demands,

Asks the work of His own hands:
Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Will ye cross His love and die ?

2 Sinners, turn, why will ye die?
God your Saviour asks you why;
He who did your soul retrieve,
Died himself that ye mightlive,
Will ye let Him die in vain,
Crucity your Lord again ?

Why, ye rebel sinners, why
Will ye slight His grace and die?

3 Sinners, turn, why will ye die?
God the Spirit asks you why ?
Many a time with you He strove;
Wooed you to embrace His love;
Will ye not His grace receive?
Will ye still refuse tolive ?

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

154 P. 394 REST. L..M. M —,B.1714
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TAND up, my :oul shake off thy fears,
And girl the gospel armour on;
March to the gates of endless oY,

Where JLbU.S thy great Captain’s gone,

2 Hell and sin resist thy course,
But hell and sin are vanquished foes;
Thy Jesus nailed them to the cross,
And sung the triumph when e rose.
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3 What though the prince of darkness rage,
And waste the fury of his spite :
Eternal chains confine him down
To fiery deeps and endless night.

4 What though thy inward lusts rebel :
'Tis but a strugeling gasp for life;
The weapons. of victorious grace
Shall slay thy sins and end the strife.

§ Then let my soul march boldly on,
Press forward to the heavenly gate;
There peace and joy eternal reign,
And glittering robes for conquerors wait

6 There shall I wear a starry crown,
And triumph in almighty grace;
While all the armies of the skies
Join in my glorious Leader’s praise.

155 P. 137 RETREAT. L. M. M. 224, B. 293"
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TAY, Thou insulted Spirit, stay;
Though I have done Thee such despite,
Cast not the sinner quite away,
Nor take Thine everlasting flight.

3 Though I have most unfaithful been
Of all, who e'er Thy grace received,
Ten thousand times Thy goodness seen,
Ten thousand times Thy goodness grieved .

3 Yet O ! the chief of sinners spare,
In honor of my great High Priest;
Nor in Thy righteous anger swear,
I shall not see Thy people’s rest.



FOR PRAISE 119

4 If yet Thou canst my sins forgive,
E’en now, my Lord, relicve my woes;
Into Thy rest of love receive,

And bless me with a calm repose.

5 E’en now my weary soul release,
And raise me by Thy gracious hand
Guide me into Thy perfect peace,
And bring me to the promised land.

166 P 295 HUBSHAEY- IJ. M- LI- T— Br 96

Eg et ﬁ:j—‘j""—ilt:fﬁ
9155 | —" 01"

—@

UN of my soul, Thou Saviour dear;
It 1s not night 1f Thou be near:
Oh ! may no earth-born cloud arise

To hide Thee from Thy servant’s eyes.

2 When soft the dews of kindly sleep
My wearied eyelids gently steep,
Be my last thought—how sweet to rest
For ever on my Saviour’s breast.

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

4 Be near to bless me when I wake,
Fre through the world my way I take;
Abide with me till, in Thy love,

I Jose myself in heaven above,

15’7? — SWEET KEOUSR OF PRAYER
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WEET hour of prayer! sweet hour, of
prayer !
That calls me from a world of care,
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And bids me at my Father’s throne
Make all my wants and wishes known;
In seasons of distress and grief
My soul has often found lehcf
And oft escaped the tempter's snare
By thy return, sweet hour of prayer.
2 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of prayer!
Thy wings shall my petition bear
To Him whose truth and faithfulness
Engage the waiting soul to bless;
And since He bids me seek His face,
Believe His word, and trust His grace,
I’ll cast on Him my every care,
And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.
3 Sweet hour of prayer ! sweet hour of prayer!
May I thy consolation share,
Iill, from Mount Pisgah’s lofty height
view my home and take my flight;
This robe of flesh I'll drop, and rise
To seize the everlasting prize;
And shout, while passing through the air,
Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of prayer.
158 P, 92 Ps. MIGDOL. .. M. M.—, B. 59
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bWEET is the w01k my God, my King,
To prmse Thy nsme, give thanks and
sing

To show Thy love by morning light,
And talk of all Thy truth at mght

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




FOR PRAISE, 121

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord,
And bless His worksand b'ess His Word
Thy works of grace how bright they shine |
How deep Thy counsels ! how divine l

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 to cheer my head.

5 Then shall I see, and hear, and know
All I desired or wished below;
And every power find sweet employ
In that eternal world of joy.

159 P.353 OTTO. 8&7. M. 479, B. 428
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WEET the moments, rich in blessing,
Which before the cross I spend,
Life, and health, and peace possessing,
From the sinner’s dying Friend.

2 Here 111 sit for ever viewing,
Mercy flow in streams of blood;
Precious drops, my soul bedewing,
Plead and claim my peace with God.

3 Truly blessed is this station,
Low before His cross to lie;
While I see divine compassion
Floating in His languid eye.

4 Here it is I find my heaven,
While upon the cross 1 gaze;
Love I much? I ’m much forgived,
I 'm a miracle of grace.
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5 Love and grief my heart dividing,
With my tears, His feet I bathe;
Constant still in faith abiding,
Life deriving from His death.

IGOP.664 DUNDEE. €. M. M. 719, B. 961
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HAT awful day will surely come,
The appointed hour makes haste,
When I must stand before my Judge,
And pass the solemn test.

2 Thou lovely Chief of all my joys,
Thou Sovereign of my heart,
How could I bear to hear Thy voice
Pronounce the word, “‘Depart !’

3 O ! wretched state of deep despair,
To see my God remove,
And fix my doleful station, where
I must not taste His love,

4 Jesus, I throw my arms around,
And hang upon Thy breast;
Without a gracious smile from Thee,
My spirit cannot rest.

§ O! tell me that my worthless name
Is graven on Thy hands;
Show me some promise in Thy Book,
Where my salvation stands.

b Give me one kind, assuring word,
To sink my fears again;
And cheerfully my soul shall wait
Her three-score years and ten.



FOR PRAISE. 123
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HE Lord*,-.y Shepherd is, E

I shall be well supplied;
Since He is mine, and I am His,

What can I want beside ?

2 He leads me to the place
Where heavenly pasture grows,
Where living waters gently pass,
_ And full salvation flows.
!
3 If e'er I go astray,
He doth my soul reclaim,
And guides me in His own right way,
For His most holy name,

4 While He affords His aid,

I cannot yield to fear,
Tho’ I shall walk thro’ death’s dark shade,

My Shepherd ’s with me there.

8 Amid surrounding foes
Thou dost my table spread ;
My cup with blessings overflows,
And joy exalts my head

6 The bounties of Thy love
Shall crown my following aays; -
Nog from Thy house will I remove,
Nor cease to speak Thy praise.

162 P.1 LENOX. F.IM. M. 58, B. 148
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THE Lord Jehovah reigns,
His throne is built on high;

e -
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The garments He assumes

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

2 The thunders of His hand
Keep the wide world in awe; -
His wrath and justice stanc
To guard His holy law;
And where His love resolves to bless.
His truth confirms and seals the grace.

3 Through all His ancient works,
Surprising wisdom shines;
Confounds the powers of hell,
And breaks their cursed designs,
Strong 1s His arm, and shall fulfil
His great decrees, His sovereign will,

4 Axd can this mighty King
Of glory condescend,
And will He write His name,
My Father and my Friend?
I love His name, I love His word:
Join all my powers and praise the Lord.

163 P.103 Ps. BOY LS'TON. €. 3. M. 62. B.126
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3 'HE pity of the T.ord.
To those that fear flis n ame,
Is such as tender parenis feel 3
He knows our leeble frame.




FOR PRAISE, 125

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

3 Our days are as the grass
Or like the morning flower
If one sharp blast sweep o’er the field
It withers in an hour.

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

164 P. 165 FOUNTAIN. C. M. M. 131, B. 410
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HERE is a fountain filled with blood,
Drawn from Immanucl’s veins :
And sinners plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain 1n his day;
And there may I, though vile as he,
Wash all my sins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blooa
Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransomed church of God
Be saved to sin no more.

E’er since by faith I saw the stream,
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.
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5 Then, in a nobler, sweeter song

1’1 sing Th Yy Power to save;
When this poor lisping, stammering tongue
Lies silent in the grave. |

165 P. 529 BEUL ARL, M, — B— /
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HERE is a happy land,
Far, far away.
Where saints in glory stand,
Bright, bright as day ;

Oh, how they sweetly sing,

Worthy is our Saviour King,

Loud let His praises ring,
Praise, praise for aye.

2 Come to that happy land,

Come, come away;

Why will ye doubting stand,

ny still delay ?

Oh, we shall happy be,

When from sin and sorrow free,

Lord, we shalllive with Thee,
Blest, blest for aye,

3 Bright in that happy land,
~Beams every eye;
Kept by a Father's hand,
L.ove cannot die.
Oh! then to glory run, |
Be a crown and kingdom won |
And bright above tlie sun,
We'll reign for aye,




FOR PRAISE, 127
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r ‘IIERE 1S a house not made w1th hands,
Eternal and on high;

And here my spirit, w mtmg, stands,
Till God shall bid it fly.

2 Shortly this prison of my clay

Must be dissolved and fall,
Then. O my soul, with joy obey

Thy heavenly Fathe»’s call.

3 'Tis He, by His almighty grace,
That forms thee fit for heavens
d. as an earnest of the place
cdas H’3 own Spirit given.

4 We walk by faith of joys to comss
Faith lives upon His Word;
But while the body is our home,
We ’re absent fromn the Lord.

g ’Tis pleasant to believe Thy grace,
But we had rather see;
We would be absent from the fleshy
And present, Lord. with Thee.

ROT P. 68 VARINA. M. 706, B. 908
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HERE is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immottal reign;
Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleasures banish pain.
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2 There everlasting spring abides,

And never-withering flowers;
Death, like a narrow sea. divides
This heavenly land from ours.

3 Sweet fields. beyond the swelling floold,
Stand dressed in living green ;
So to the Jews old Canaan stood,
While Jordan rolled between.

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink,

To cross this narrow sea

And linger, shivering on the brink,
And fear to launch away.

O! could we make our doubts remove,
Those gloomy doubts that rise,

And see the Canaan that we love
With unbeclouded eyes :

& Could we but climb where Moses stood,
And view the landscape O’er,
Not Jordan’s stream, nor death’s cold flood
Should fright us from the shore.

168 Y. SWEET BY-AND-BY.
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YHERE’S aland that is fairer than day,
And by faith we can see it afar;
for the Father waits over the way,
To prepare us a dwelling place there,

CHO.—In the sweet by-and by, |
We shall meet on that beautiful shore,

In the sweet by-and-by, |

We shall meet on that beautiful shore




FOR PRAISE, 120

2 We shall sing on that beautiful shore
The meiodious songs of the blest,
And our spirits shall sorrow no more,
Not a sigh for the blessing of rest.
In the sweet, etc.

3 To our bountiful Father above,
We will offer our tribute of praise,
For the glorious gift of His love,
And the blessings that hallow our days!
In the sweet, etc.

4 We shall meet we shall sing, we shall reign
In the land where the saved never die !
We shall rest free from sorrow and pain,
‘afe at home in the sweet by and by.
In the sweet, etc.

169 P. 696 WOODLAND. C. M. M. —, B.978
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TI-IERE is an hour of peaceful rest,
To mourning+wanderers given;
There is a joy for souls distrest,
A balm for every wounded breast,
"T'is found above—in heaven.

2 There is a home for weary souls,
By sin and sorrow driven;
When tossed on life’s tempestuous shoals,
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls,
And all 1s drear but heaven.

3 There, faith lifts up her cheerful eye,
To brighter prospects given;
And views the tempests passing by, |
The evening shadows quickly fly,
And all serene in heaven.
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There, fragrant flowers, immortal bloom,
And joys supreme are given ;

There, rays divine disperse the gloom—

Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven.

170 P.174 AZMON. C.M. M. 340, B. 378

HE Saviour calls, let every ear
Attend the heavenly sound;
Ye doubting souls dismiss your fear,
Hops smiles reviving round.,
‘2 For every thirsty, longing heart,
Here streams of bounty flow:
And life, and health, and bliss impart,
To banish mortal woe.
3 Here springs of sacred pleasure rize,
Toease your every pain:
Immortal fountain ! full supplies !
Nor shall you thirst in vain.
4 Ye sinners come, ’tis mercy’s voice,
The gracious call obey:
Mercy invites to heavenly joys,
And can you yet delay?
f .
{5 Dear Saviour, draw reluctant hearts:
'Fo Thee let sinners fly,
And take the blissThy love imparts,
And drink and n ever die,

171 P. 43 WOoODSTOCOIL, M. —, B. 179
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'IYHE Saviour! O what endless charms
Dwell in the blissful sound !



FOR PRAISE, 131,

Its influence every fear disarms,
And spreads sweet comfort round

2 Here pardon, life, and joys diving,
In rich effusion flow,
IFor gul ty rebels lost in sin,
And doomed to endless woe,

o

3 The almighty Former of the skieg
Stooped to our vile abode;
While angels viewed with wondering eyes,
And hailed the incarnate God.

4 O ! the rich depths of Love divine !
Of bliss a boundless store !
Dear Saviour, let me call Thee mine
1 cannot wish for more.

§ On Thee alone my hope relies,
Beneath Thy cross. I fall;

My Lord, my life, my sacrifice,
My Saviour, and my All |
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TE S..:r1t, in our ‘hearts,
Is whispering, ‘¢ Sinner, come;’
The bride, the church of Christ proclaims
To all His children, ¢“ Come !”?

2 ILet him that heareth say
To all about him, ““Come ;”
Let him that thirsts for righteousness,
To Christ, the Fountain, come !
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4 Yes, whosoever will,
Oh, let him freely come,
And freely drink the stream of life ;
"T'is Jesus bids him come.

4 Lo ! Jesus, who invites,
Declares, ““T quickly come ;”
Lord, even so; we wait Thine hour :
Oh blest Redeemer, come !

173 P 495 ANVERN. L. M. M. -—, B.56
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YHINE earthly Sabbath, Lord we love,
But there’s a nobler rest above :
To that our longing souls aspire
With ardent love and strong desire.

2 In Thy blest kingdom we shall be
From every mortal trouble free ;
No groans shall mingle with the songs,
Which warble from immortal tongues.

3 No rude alarms of raging foes,
T W
No. cares to break the long repose,
No midnight shade, no clouded sun,
But sacred, high, eternal noon.

4 O! long-expécted day, begin ;
Dawn on this world of woe and sin :

Fain would we léave this weary road,
And sleep in death and rest in God,

174 P.118 Ps. MARYLOW, C. M. M. 321. B.52
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'I‘HIS Is the day the Lord hath made,
He calls the hours His own;
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4.t Beaven rejoice, let earth be glad,
And praise surround the throne,

2 To-day He rose and left the dead,
And Satan’s empire fell ;
To-day the saints His triumphs spread,
And all His wonders tell.

3 Hosanna to th’ annointed King,
To David’s holy Son;
Help us, O Lord, descend and bring
Salvation from Thy throne.

4 Blest is the Lord who comes to men
With messages of grace;
‘Who comes in God His Father’s name,
To save our sinful race.

5 Hosanna in the highest strains
The church on earth can raise;
The highest heavens, in which he reigns,
Shall give Him nobler praise.

1975 P. 23 PORTUGUESE. 11s. M. 645, B. —
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YHOUGH troubles assail, and dangers
affright;
Though friends should all fail, and foes all
unite;
Yet one thing secures us, whatever be-
tide;
The Scripture assures us, the Lord will pro-
vide.

B The birds without barn or store-house are
- -fed;
From them let us learn to trust for' our

bread,
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His saints what is fitting shal’ ne'er be de-
nied ;

So long as 'tis written, the Lord will preo-
V1de

3 When Satan appears to stop up our path,
And fills us with fears, we triumph by faith:
He cannot take from us, though oft he has

tried,
This heart-cheering promise, the Lord will
provide.

4 No strength of our own, or goodness we
claim,

Yet since we have known the Saviour’s great
name,

In this our strong tower for safety we hide;

The Lord 1s our power, the Lord will pro-
vide.

5§ When life sinks apace, and death is in view,
This word of His grace shall comfort us
through:
No fearing or doubting, with Christ on our
side,
We hope to die shouting, the Lord will pro-
vide,

176 P. 261 SHOEL. L. M. M. - B. 667
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’TIS by the faith of joys to come,
We walk through desertsdark as night,
Till we arrive at heaven our home,

Faith 1s our guide, and faith our light.
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2 The want of sight she well su~ 'ies;
She makes the pearly gates appear ;
Far into distant worlds she pries,
And brings eternal glories near,

2 Cheerful we tread the desert througn,
While faith inspires a heavenly ray,
Though lions roar and tempests blow,
And rocks and dangers fill the way.

4 So Abram, by divine command,
~ Left his own house to walk with God;
His faith beheld the promised land,
" And fired his zeal along the road.

177 P.80  REST. L.M.  M:.—, B. 237
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VIS finished ! so the Saviour cried,
| And meekly bowed His head died;
“3Tis finished—yes, the race is run,
é The battle fought, the victory won,

4 "Tis finished—all that heaven decreed,
. And all the ancient prophets said,
#1Is now fulfilled, as was assigned,

{ In Me the Saviour of mankind.

3. Tis finished—heaven is reconciled,
; And all the powers of darkness spoiled:
{ Peace, love, and happiness again
;:Return and dwell with sinful men,

& "Tis finished—Ilet the joyful sound
Be heard through all the nations round:

##Tis finished—let the echo fly
{"Through heaven and hell, through earth and

sky%
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1'7S P.— OLIVE BROW. L. M. M. — B. 218
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TIIS midnight ; and on Olive’s brow
The star is dimmed that lately shone:?
*Tis midnight; in the garden, now,
The suffermo* Saviour prays alone,

2 'Tis midnight; and from all removed,
The Saviour wrestles lone with feara,
E’en that disciple whom He loved
Heeds not His master’s grief and tears.

3 ’Tis midnight; and for others’ guilt
The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood;
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt
Is not forsaken by his God.

4 'Tis midnight; and from ether-plains
Is borne the song that angels know;
Unheard by mortals are the strains
That sweetly soothe the Saviour’s woe,

179 P.29 BOYLSTON.S.M. M.— B.6) ¢
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‘]‘H? =ray, not mine, O Lord,
Homever dark it be !

J.e2d me, O God, by Thine own hand,
Choase out the path for me.

2 1 dare not choose my lot,
¥ wonld not, if I mlcrht
heoose Thou for me, 9 Lord my God
So shall 1 walk arlffrht




FOR PRAISE. 137

B The kingdom that I seek
Is Thine; so let the way
That leads to it, O Lord, be Thine,—
Else I must surely stray.

4 Take Thou my cup and it
With joy or sorrow fill,
As best to Thee, O Lord, may seem;
Choose Thou my good and ilL

§ Not mine, not mine the choice,
| In things or great or small;
Be Thou, O Lord, my guide, my strength,
My wisdom, and my all.

1SO P.— TO-DAY. P. M, M. —, B, ==
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O-DAY the Saviour calls {
Ye wanderers, come ;

Oh, ye benighted souls,
Why longer roam ?

2 To-day the Saviour calls

Oh, héar Him now !
Within these sacred walls
To Jesus bow. |

3 To-day the Saviour calls ;
For refuge fly;

The storm of justice falls,
And death is nigh.

4 The Spirit calls to-day:
Yield to His power ;
O, grieve Him not away !
'Tis mercy’s hour.
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O-DAY the Saviour rose,
Our Jesus left the dead ;
Ile conquered our malignant foes,
And Satan captive led.

2 He left His glorious throne,
To make our peace with God
Blessings for ever on His name,
He bought us with His blood.

3 For us, His life He paid,
. For us the law fulfilled ;
On Him our load of guilt was laid;
We by His stripes are healed.

4 Ye saints adore His name,
Who hath such mercy shown;
Ye sinners, love the bleeding Lamb,
. And make His praises known.

182 HINDON. 7s.
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TO Thy pastures fair and large,
Heavenly Shepherd, lead Thy charge,

And my couch, with tenderest care,
'Mid the 5pringing grass prepare, -

# When T faint with summer’s heat
Thou shalt guide my weary feet
To the streams that, still and slow.
Through the verdant meadows flew.
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3 Safe the dreary vale I tread,
By the shades of death e’erspread,
With Thy rod and staff supplied,
This my guard, and that my guide,
4 Constant to my latest end,
Thou my footsteps shalt'attend;
And shalt bid Thy hallowed dome
Yield me an eternal home.

183 P.821 ANVERN. L.M. M. — B.—
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"i‘RIU\IPA\IT Zion, lift Thy head

From dust, and dmkness, and the dead;
Though humbled long, awake at length,
And gird thee with thy Saviour’s strength.

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on,
And let Thy various charms be known:
The world lhy olories shall confess,
Decked in the robes of rlghtcmhness

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

4 God, from on high, Thy groans will hear;

His hand Thy ruin shall repair;
Nor will Thy watchful Monarch cease

I'o guard Thee in eternal peace.

1S4 P. 548  WINDEIAM. M. —B. —
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wr \VAS on that dark, that doleful night,
When powers of earthand hell atose
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Against the Son of God’s delight,
And friends betrayed Him to His foes,

3 Before the mournful scence began,
He took the bread, and blessed and braxeg
What love through all His actions ran !
What wondrous words of grace He spake?

3 ““This is my body broke for sin;
Receive and eat the living food;”
Then took the cup and blest the wine
¢?Tis the covenant in My blood.”

4 “‘Do this, (e cried,) till time shall end,
In memory of your dying Friend;
Meet at my table, and reccgd
The love of your departed Lord.”

§ Jesus Thy feast we celebrate,
We show 1Thy death, we sing Thy name,
Till Thou retarn. and we shall eat
The marriage supper of the Lamb,

1S5 P. 606 WAT: TIM AN, 7s. M. 165, B. 99
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ATCHMAN tell us of the nigh
What its signs of promise are.
Traveller, o’er yon mountain’s heig\d,
See that glory-beaming star,
Watchman, does its beaateous Iy
Aught of hope or joy (a-etell |
Traveller, yes, it brings the cu y,
Promised day of Israel,
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2 Warchman, tell us of the night;

Higher yet that stars acends.
Traveller, blessedness and light,

Peace and truth, its course portends.
Watchman, will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them birth |
Traveller, ages are its own,

See its bursts o’er all the earth.

3 Watchman, tell us of the night,
¥or the morning seems to dawn.
Traveller, darkness takes its flight,
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watchman, let thy wanderings cease;
Hie thee to thy quiet home.
Traveller, lo ! the Prince of Peace,
Lo ! the son of God is come.

iISGP.— N 'NE BUT JESUS. M. —, B. =
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EEPING will not save me—
Though my face were bathed in tears,

That could not al ay my fears,
Could not wash the sins of years,
Weeping will not save me.

CHO.—]Jesus wept and died for me;
Jesus suffered on the tree:
Jesus waits to make me free;
He alone can save me.

2 Working will not save me—
Purest deeds that I can do;
Honest thoughts and feelings too,
Cannot form my soul anew,
Working will not save me.—CHO,
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3 Waiting will not save me—
- Helpless, guilty, 1ost I liej
In my ear is mercy’s cry,
I¥ I wait I can but die—
Waiting will not save me.—CHO.

4 Taith in Christ will save me—~—
Let me trust Thy weeping Son;
T'rust the work that He has done s
40 His arms, Lord, let me run—
Faith in Christ will save me.—CHO.

IS8? P.499 LESCHIER. H. M. M. 307, B. 47
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WELCOME delightful morn,
Thou day of sacred rest !
We hail thy kmd return,

Lord, make these moments blessed;
From the low train of mortal toys
We soar to reach immortal joys.

3 Now may the King descend,
And £ill His throne of grace,
Thy sceptre, Lord, extend,
While saints address Thy face;
Let sinners feel Thy quickening word,
And learn to know and fear the Lord,

3 Descend, celestial Dove,
With all Thy quickening powers;
Disclose a Saviour’s love,
And bless these sacr ed hours;
Then shall our souls new life obtam,
Nor Sabbaths be bestowed in vain,
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188 P. 493 LIESDON. .M. M. 313, B. 46
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ELCOME, sweet day of rest,

That saw the Lord arise;

Welcome to this reviving breast,
And these rejoicing eyes.

2 The King himself comes near,

And feasts His saints to-day;
Here we may sit, and see Him here,

And love and praise and pray

3 My willing soul would stay
In such a frame as this,
And sit and sing hereself away
To everlasting bliss.

1SO P. 21 GEEENVILLE. 8&7. M,—, B. —
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ET.COME, welcome, dear Redeemer,
Welcome to this heart of mine;
Lord, I make a full surrender,
Ev’ry power and thought be Thine;
Thine entirely,
Through eternal ages Thine,

190 WIAT A FRIEND WE AV
EN SJESTUS _
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‘ﬁ? HAT a fnend we have in Jesus, ‘

All our sins and ‘griefs to bear;
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‘What a privilege to carry
Every thing to God in prayer.
Jh, what peace we often forfeit,
Oh, what needless pain we bear—
All because we do not carry
Every thing to God in prayer.

2 Have we trials and temptations ?
Is there trouble anywhere?
We should never be discouraged,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.
Can we find a friend so faithful,
Who will all our sorrows share,
Jesus knows ourfevery sorrow ;
Take it to the Lord in prayer.
3 Are we weak and heavy laden,
Cumbered with a load of care?

‘@ Preciour Saviour, still our refuge.
- Take it to the Lord in prayer., L
‘Do thy friends despise, forsake thee,

Take it to the Lord in prayer :
dn His arms He'll take and shield thee,
Thou wilt find a solace there.

191P 108 DUANE STREET. M. 184, B. 274
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HAT equal honors shall we bring
To Thee O Lord,our God, the Lamb,
When all the notes that ann*els sing
Are far inferior to Thy name !

. Worthy is He that once was slain,

The Prince of Peace, that groaned and
died, <
Worthy to rise, and live, and relg

At Hxs almlghty Father's side.




FOR PRAISE., (4%

3 Blessing for ever on the Lamb,
Who bore the curse for wretched men:
Let angels sound His sacred name,
And every creature say—Amen.

192 P.116Ps. WOUODETOCE.C. M. M--- B.102
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HAT shall I render to my God,

For all His kindness shown ¢
My feet shall visit Thine abode.
My songs address Thy throne.

a2 Among the saints that fill Thy house,
My offering shall be paid;
There shall my zeal perform the vows,
My soul in anguish made,

3 How much is mercy Thy delight,
Thou ever blessed God !
How dear Thy servants in Thy sight !
How precious is their blood !

4 How happy all Thy servants are !
How great Thy graee to me !
My life, which Thou hast made Thy care,
Lord, I devote to Thee.

193 P. 17Ps. UXBRIDGE. L.M. M.697, B. 614
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HAT sinners value I resign;
Lord ! ’tis enough that Thou art mine;

I shall behold Thy blissful face,
And stand complete in righteousness.
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2 This life’s a dream—an empty show;
But the bright world, to which I go,
Hath joys substantial and sincere :
When shall I wake, and find me there?

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

4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground,
- Till the last trumpet’s joyful sound;

Then burst the chains, with sweet surprise,
F£And in my Saviour’s image rise !

194 P.36) ROCIZINGELA M. ..M. M.---B.535
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‘. HAT various hindrances we meet
In coming to a mercy seat !

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer

But wishes to be often there ?

2 Prayer makes the darkened clouds wic.as
draw;
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw,
Gives exercise to faith and love,
Brings every blessing from above,

3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight;
Prayer makes the Christian’s armor bright s
And Satan trembles when he sees
The weakest saint upon his knees

4 Have you no words? ah ! think again ;
Words flow apace when you complain,
And fill a fellow creature’s ear
With the sad tale of all you care.




FOR PRAISE. 147

§ Were half the breath thus vainly spent
To heaven in supplication sent,

- Qur cheerful song would oftener be,

' $‘Hear what the Lord hath done for me {”?

195 P.AS ELIZABETHTOWN. M 1014 B11
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WHEN all Thy mercies, O my God !
My rising soul surveys,
\ Transported with the view, I'm lost
In wonder, love, and praise.

2 Unnumbered comforts to my soul,
Thy tender care bestowed,
Before my infant heart conceived
From whom those comforts flowed.

‘3 When, in the slippery paths of youth,

-~ With heedless steps, I ran,

| Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,
And led me up to man,

? Ten thousand thousand precious gifts

- My daily thanks employ;

: Nor is the least a cheerful heart

' That taste those gifts with joy

s Through every period of my life
Thy goodness I’ll pursue ;

And after death. in distant worlds,

The glorious theme renew.

© Through all eternity, to Thee
A joyful song I'll raise :
For, oh, eternity’s too short
To utter all V'ky prarse,
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%V HEN I can read my title clear
To mansions in the skies,

I’ll bid farewell to every fear,
And wipe my weeping eyes,

2 3hould earth against my soul engage,
And fiery darts be hurled,
Then I can smile at Satuan’s rage,
And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come,
And stosms of sorrow fall;
May I but safely reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.

4 There shall T bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest;
And not a wave of trouble roll
Across my peaceful breast.

197 P. 352 HAMBURG. L. 5. M. 126, B. 75
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WHEN I survey the wondrous cross,
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And poor contempt on all my pride.

3 Forbid it, Lord ! that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ, my God ;
2l the vain things that charm me most
Y, & I sacrifice them to his blood.




FOR PRAISE, 140

3 See, from His head, His hands, His feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down;
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4 IHis dying crimson, like a robe,
Spreads o’er His body on the trey.
Then I am dead to all the globe,
And all the globe is dead to me,

§ Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.

108 P. 127 AYRSENIRE. L. RE. M. 862, B.044
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‘ 7 HEN, marshaled on the nightly plain,
The glittering host bestud the sky,
One star alone, of all the train,
Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye.
Hark ! hairk ! to God the chorus breaks
From every host, from every gem;
But one alone the Saviour speaks—
It is the Star of Bethlehem.

2 Once on the raging seas I rode,

The storm was loud, the night was dark,
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed

The wind that tossed my foundering bark,
Deep horror then my vitals froze;

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stemj
When suddenly a siar arose,

It was the Star of Bethlehem!
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‘V HEN rising from the bed of death,
Overwhelmed with guilt and fear,

I see my Maker face to face,
O ! how shall I appear?

2 If yet while pardon may be found,
And mercy may be sought,
My heart with inward horror shrinks,
And trembles at the thought.

3 When Thou, O Lord, shalt stand disclésed,
In majesty severe,
And sit in judgment on my soul,
O! how shall T appear?

4 Yet never shall my soul despair
Her pardon to procure,
Who knows Thine only Son has died,
To make her pardon sure.

200 P. 29 UXBRIDGE. f.. M. M.— B. 452
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“7 HEN sins and fears prevailing rise,

And fainting hope almost expires;
Jesus, to Thee I lift mine eyes,

To Thee I breache my soul’s desires,

2 Art Thou not mine, my living Lord?
And can my hope, my comfort die,
Fixed on Thy everlasting-Word,
That Word which built the earth and
sky?



FOR PRAISE. I51

g If my immortal Saviour lives,
Then my immortal life is sure ;
His Word a firm foundation gives,
Here let me build and rest secure.

4 Here let my faith unshaken dwell,
Immovable the promise stands ;
Not all the powers of earth, or hell,
Can e’er dissolve the sacred bands,

§ Here, O my sounl, Thy trust repose;
Since Jesus is for ever mine,
Not death itself, that last of foes,
Shall break a union so divine.

201 P. 650. MERIBAM. C.M. M.— B. 968
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‘V HEN Thou, my righteous Judge shalt
come
To take Thy ransomed people home,
Shali I among them stand?
Shall such a worthless worm as I,

Who sometimes am afraid to die,
Be found at Thy right hand ?

2 I love to meet among them now,
Before Thy gracious feet to bow,
Though vilest of them all:
But can I bear the piercing thought,
What, if my name should be left out,
When Thou for them shalt call?

3 Prevenmt, prevent it by Thy grace;
Be Thou, dear Lord, my hiding-place,




152 SELECTIONS

In this the accepted day;
Thy pardoning voice, O let me hear,
To still my unbelieving fear,

Nor let me fall, I pray.

4 Let me among Thy saints be found,
Whene'er the archangel’s trump shall sound,
To cee Thy smiling face ; |
Then loudest of the crowd I ’11 sing,
While heaven’s resounding mansions ring
With shouts of sovereign grace.

202. SHALL WE KNOW EACH OTHER?
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HEN we hear the music ringing
Thro’ the bright celestial dome |
When sweet angel voices singing
Gladly bid us welcome home,
To the land of ancient story,
Where the spirit knows no care—
In the land of light and glory,
Shall we know each other there?

CHO.—Shall we know each other?
Shall we know each other?
Shall we know each other?
Shall we know each other there®

2 When the holy angels meet us
As we go to join their band ;
Shall we know the friends that greet. us
In the glorious spirit land ?
Shall we see the same eyes. shining
On us, as in day’s of yore?



FOR PRAISE. 153

Shall we feel their dear arms twining
Fondly round us, as before.

CHo. —Shall we know each other ?

3 Yes, my earth-worn soul rejoices,
And my weary heart grows light,
For the thrilling angel voices,
And the angel faces bright,
That shall welcome us in heaven,
Are the loved of long ago,
And to them is kindly given,
Thus, their mortal friends to know,

Cyxo.—Shall we know each other?

4 Oh! ye weary, sad, and toss’d ones,

Droop not, faint not by the way,

Ye shall join the loved and just ones,
In the land of perfect day !

Harpings touched by angel fingers,
Murmured in my raptured ear,

Ever more that sweet song lingers :
““We shall know each other there,

Cuo.—We shall know each other?

202 P.93 ROCHINGEIAM.L M. M732B
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WHERE hich the neavenly temple
stands,

The house of God not made with hands,

A great Hich Priest our nature wears,

The Advocate of saints appears.
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¢ He, who for men in mercy stood,
And poured on earth IHis precious blood.
Pursues in heaven His plan of grace
The Saviour of the chosen race.

3 Though now ascended up on hwh
He bends on earth a brother’s eye
Partaker of the human name,

He knows the frailty of our frame.

4 Our fellow-sufferer yet retains
A fellow-feeling of our pains;
And still remembem in the skies,
His tears, and agonies, and cries.

5 In every pang that rends the heart,
The Man of sorrows had a part;
He sympathizes in our grief,

And to the sufferer send:-, 1ehef

204 P. 24 BH{ATTLE STREET. M. 100, B. 26
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"‘/V"II[I K Thee T seek protecting Power !

Be my vain wishes stilled;
And may this consecrated hour
With better hopes be filled.

2 Thy love the power of thought besto wed,
To Thee my thoughts would SOar:

Thy mercy o’er my life has flowed;
That mercy I adore.

3 In each event of life, how clear
Thy ruling hand [ see
Each hlumnrr to my s ml most dear,
Because confurc:d by Thee.



FOR PRAISE. 155

-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.

'§ When gladness wings the favored hour,
‘Thy love my thoughts shall fill;
Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,
My soul shall meet Thy will.

& My lifted eye, without a tear,
The gathering storm shall see,

My steadfast heart shall know no fear;
That heart will rest on Thee.

200 P. 508 BENEVENTO. 7s. M 807 B. 909
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HILE with ceaseless course the sun
Hasted through the former year,
Many souls their race have run,
Never more to meet us here ;
Fixed in their eternal state,
They have done with al below ;
We a little longer wait,
But how little none can know.
'3 As the winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to fina;

As the lightning from the skies
Darts and leaves no trace behind :
Swiftly thus our fleeing days

Bear us down life’s rapid stream ;
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise;
All below is but a dream.
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3 Thanks for mercies past receive,
Pardon of our sins renew ;

Teach us henceforth how to live,
With eternity in view.

Bless Thy word to young and old,
Fill us with a Saviour's love '
And when life's short tale is told,
May we dwell with Thee above.

=06 P. — SCOTCH AIR. M.—, B, —
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HOSOEVER, Lord, ’tis spoken ;
Word of Thine can ne'er be broken;
Sure I need no other token
Of my soul's security.

2 Cometh to Thee; Lord, I need Thee.
Hungry, come to Thee to feed me;
Now, I come! Thou hast received me ;

All in all in Thee I find.
3 Nowise cast out: what a blessed
Word of comfort to the wretched !
Now [ know my sins confessed,
Part between us nevermore.
4 Hallelujah! saved forever!
Death nor hell—all foes toqether
Never, me from Christ will sever :
He is Lord victorious.
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‘}‘THY do we mourn departing friends,
shake at death’s alarms ?
*Tis but tn._. voice that Jesus sends,
To call them to His arms.




FOR PRAISE, 157

2 Are we not tending upward too,
As fast as time can move ?

Nor should we wish our hours more slow
To keep us from our love.

3 The graves of all the saints He blest,
And softened every bed ;
Where should the dying members rest,
But with their dying Head?

4 Thence He rose. ascending high,
And showed our feet the way

Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly,
At the great rising day.
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HY should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days?
Great Comforter, descend and bring:
Some tokens of Thy grace.

2 Dost Thou not dwell in all the saints,
And seal the heirs of heaven?
When wilt Thou banish my complaints,
And show my'sins forgiven ?

3 Assure my conscience of her part
In the Redeemer’s blood;
And bear Thy witness with my heart
That I am born of God.

4 Thou ait the earnest of His love,
The pledge of joys to come ;
And Thy soft wings, celestial Dove,
Will safe convey me home.
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HY should we start and fear to die?
What timorous worms we mortals ared
Death is the gate of endless joy,
And yet we dread to enter there.

‘2 The pains, the groans, and dying strife,
Fright our approaching souls away ;
otill we shrink back again to life,
Fond of our prison and our clay.

3 O, if my Lord would come and meet,

My soul would stretch her wings in haste,
Fly fearless through death’s iron gate,

Nor feel the terrors as she passed.

4 Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,
"Whi e on His breast T lean my head,
And breathe my life out sweetly there.
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‘&T HY will ve waste on tritling cares
That " life which God s compasszn
spares ;

While, in the various rangs of thought,

The one thing needful is forgot?

2 Shall God invite you from above?
Shall Jesus urge His dying love ?
Shall troubled conscience give you pain ?
And all these pleas be urged in vain?




FOR PRAISE. 15g

3 Not so your eyes will always view
Those objects which you now pursue g
Not so will heaven and hell appear,
When death’s decisive hour is near,

4 Almighty God, Thy grace impart;
Fix deep conviction on each heart,
Nor let us waste, on trifling cares,
That life which Thy compassion spares,
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‘V ITH all my powers of heart and;

tongue
I'll praise my Maker In my song;
Angels shall hear the notes I raise,
Approve the song, and join the praise.

2 I’ll sing Thy truth and mercy, Lord;
I ’ll sing the wonders of Thy word;
Not all the works and names below,
So much Thy power and glory show.

3 To God I cried when troubles rose;
He heard me and subdued my foes;
Iie did my rising fears control,
And strength diffused through all my soul.

4 The God of heaven maintains His state,
Frowns on the proud and scorns the greaty:
But from His throne descends to bless
The humble souls that trust His grace.

5 Amidst a thousand snares I stand,
Upheld and guarded by Thy hand ;
Thy words my fainting soul revive,
And Feep my dying faith alive.
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6. Grace will complete what grace begins,
To save from sorrows and from sins;
The work that wisdom undertakes.
Eternal mercy ne’er forsakes.
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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! ito the weary, faint, oppressed,
How sweet the bidding, ‘‘Come to me!”

3 Oh voice of mercy! voice of love!
In conflict, grief, and agony,
Support me, cheer me from above!
And gently whisper, ‘‘Come to me!”

4 I come; all else must fail and die
Earth has no resting-place for me;; :
To Christ I lift my weeping eye,
Thou art my hope; I come to Thee.
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WORK for the night is coming
Work through the morning hours ;

Work, while the dew is sparklm
Woi'k, 'mid springing flowers;
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FOR PRAISE.

Work, when the day grows brighter,
Work, in the glowing sun,

Work, for the night is coming,
When man’s work is done.

2 Work, for the night is coming,

Work through the sunny noon;

Fill brightest hours with labor,
Rest comes sure and soon.,

Give every flying minute
Something to keep in store ;

Work, for the night is coming,
When man works no more,

3 Work, for the night is coming

Under the sunset skies;

While their bright tints are glowing,
Work, for daylight flies :

Work, till the last beam fadeth,
Fadeth to shine no more ;

Work, for the night is dark’ning
When man’s work is o’er.
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E angels who stand round the throne,
And view my Immanuel’s face,
In rapturous songs make Him known:
Tune, tune your softs harps to His praise.
He formed you the spirits you are,
So happy so noble, so good
While others sunk down in despair,
Confirmed by His power, ye stood.

@l
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2 Ye saints who stand nearer than they,
And cast your bright crowns at 1lis feet,
His grace and iiis glory display,
And all His rich mercy repeat :
j He snatched you from liell and the agrave
" He ransomed from deatli and despair;
For you He was mighty 10 save,
| Almighty to bring you safe there.
3 O! when will the period appear
r When T shall unite in your song ?
|
!

T = LOFE

I’'m weary of lingering heve,
And I to your Saviour belong,
! I ’m fettered and chained up in clay
| I struggle and pant to be free;
I long to be scaring awavy,
My God and my Saviour to see:
4 1 want to put on my attire,
‘Washed white in the blood of the Lambs
I want to be one of your choir,
| And tune my sweet harp to His name.
I want—O ! I want to be there,
| Where sorrow and sin bhid adieu,
Your joy and your friendship to share,
To wonder and worship with you.
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E Christian heralds ! go, proclaim
Salvation through Immanuel’s name;
To distant climes the tidings bear,
And plant the Rose of Sharon there.
| 2 He 1l shield you with a wall of fire,
| With flaming zeal your breast mspire,




' FOR PRAISE. 163

Bid raging winds their fury cease,
And hush the tempest into peace.

4 And when our labors are all o’er,
Then we shall meet to part no more—
Meet with the blood-bought throng, to fall,
And crown our ]esus-——Lord of all!l
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YE trembling souls, dismiss your fears,
Be mercy all your theme;
Mercy, which like a river flows
In one perpetual stream.

2 Fear not the powers of earth and hell;
" God will those powers restrain ;
His arms shall all their rage repel,
And make their efforts vain,

3 Fear not the want of outward good.
For His e will provide ;
Grant them supplies of daily food,
And give them heaven beside.

4 Fear not that He will e’er forsake,
Or leave His work undone;
He ’s faithful to His promises,
And faithful to His Son.

§ Fear not the'terrors of the grave,
Or death’s tremendous sting;
He will from ‘endless wrath preserve,

To endless glory bring.
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E wretched, hungry, starving poor,
Behold a royal feast;
Where Mercy spreads her bounteous store,
For every humble guest.

2 See, Jesus stands with open arms,

He calls, He bids you come,
Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms ;

But see, there yet is room,

3 Room in the Saviour’s bleeding heart;
There love and pity meet;
Nor will He bid the soul depart,
That trembles at His feet.

4 O! come,and with is children tast
The blessing of His love:
While hope attends the sweet repas*
Of nobler joys above.

5 There, with united heart and voice,

Before the eternal throne,
Ten thousand thousand soulsrejoice,

Tn ecstasies unknown.
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OUR harps, ye trembling saints,
Down from the willows take;
Loud to the praise of love divine,
Bid every string awake.

JHJL




FOR PRAISE. 165

2-Though in a foreign land,
We are not far from home f
And nearer to our house above,
We every moment come.

3 His grace will to the end,
Stronger and brighter shine;
Nor present things, nor things to come,
Shall quénch the love divine

4 When we in darkness walk,
Nor feel the heavenly flame;
Then is the time to trust our God,
And rest upon His name.

g Soon shall our doubts and fears
Subside at His control:
His loving kindness shall break through
The mldmcrht of the soul.

6 Blestis the man, O God,
That stays himself on Thee;
Who waits for Thy salvation, Lord,
Shall Thy salvation see.
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ION stands with hills surrounded—
—  Zion, kept by pff}wer divine ;
All her foes shall be confounded,
Though the world in arms Combme
Happy Zion !
What a favorite lot 1s thine.

2 Every human tie may perish,
Friend to friend unfaithful prove. .
Mothers cease theirown to cherish,
Heaven and earth at last remove
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But no changes
Can attend Jeliovah’s love,
3 In the furnace God may prove thee.
Thence to bring thee forth more bright ;
But can never cease to love thee ;
Thou art precious in His sight s
God is with thee :—
God, thine everlasting light,




L. M.
PrAise God, from whom all blessings flow ;
Praise Him, all creatures here below;

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ;
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

C. M.
Ler God the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored,
Where there are works to make Him known;
Or saints to love the Lord.

S. M.
GIVE to the Father praise,
Give glory to the Son,
And to the Spirit of His grace
Be equal honours done.

H. M.
To God the Father’s throne,
Perpetual honours raise; i
Glory to God the Son;
To God the spirit praise:
With all our powers, eternal King,
Thy name we sing, while faith adores.

L. C. M.
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Be praise amid the heavenly host,
And in the church below;
From whom all creatures draw their breath,
By whom redemption blessed the earth,
From whom all comforts flow.

7s.
SiNG we to our God above,
Praise eternal as His love;
Praise Him, all ye heavenly host,
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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