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PREFACE.

—_—

To embody in a small compass, and at mod-
erate expense, the best and most popular old
hymns, is the chief object of this collection.

Much care has been taken to restore, so far
as possible, the original text of the hymns,
and to give the names of the authors, with
dates of composition.

That some assistance might be given in
starting the tunes, the first line of each hymn
1s set to music; and‘,-in most 1nstances, the
tunes are arranged with the hymns to which
they are best adapted.

Lo what extent the purposes of this little
book have been accomplished, a wise and dis-
criminating public must decide. To its judg-

ment we submit.

(iii)
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BAPTIST SONGHS.

1 Uxbridge. K. M.

0 4—2te—0 —— o
e/
I'ue heavens deelare thy glory, Lord;
In every star thy wisdom shines;
But when our eyes behold thy word,

We read thy name in fairer lines.

The rolling sun, the changing light,
And nights and days th_y power Conﬁ,ss,
But the blest volume thou hast writ,
Reveals thy justice and thy grace.

3 Great Sun of Righteousness, arise;
Bless the dark world with heay enh light;

Thy gospel makes the simple wise;
11 hy laws are pure, thy judgme nts right.

4 Thy noblest wonders here we view,
In souls renewed and sins forgiven;
Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renevw,
And make thy word my guide to heaven.
ISAAC WATTS, 1719,




2 GOD. w
‘) Ware. L. M.
e
- ) LD AT a {9 = e,
| ? N e Ew-—- —p—" Ef’ ]
E SD“f oo & [T 7 i T

Come, O my soul, in sacred lays

Attempt thy great Creator's praise:

But, O, what tongue can speak his fame?
What verse can reach the lofty theme?

B

Enthroned amid the radiant spheres,

He ¢lory like a garment wears;

To form a robe of light divine,

Ten thousand suns around him shine
en thousand suns around him shine

In all our Maker’'s grand designs,
Almighty power, with wisdom, shines;
His works, through all this wondrous
Declare the glory of his name. | frame,

Q2

4 Raised on devotion's lofty wing,
Do thou, my soul, his glories sing;
And let his praise employ thy tongue
Till listening worlds shall join the song.
THOMAS BLACKLOCK, 1754.

-
3 Old Hundred. L. M.
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BerorE Jehovah's awful throne,
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy;
Know that the Lord is God alone,
He can create and he destroy.
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e HIS ATTRIBUTES. 3

2 His sovereign power, without our aid,
Made us of cla}, and formed us men;
And when like wandering ahoep we
He brought us to his fold again. [strayed,

3 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs,
Hieh as the hem NS OUr VoIces ralse;
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues,
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise.

4 Wide as the world is thy command;
Vast as eternity thy love;
Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand,
When rolling years shall cease to move.
IsAAC WATTS, 1719.

St. Thomas.,. §. M.

AL ’i _..-—i J]%_
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My soul, repeat his praise,
Whose mercies are so great,

Whose anger 1s so slow to rise,
So ready to abate.

< 2 High as the heavens are raised
Above the aground we tread,
So far the riches of his orace

Our highest thoughts e\(}eed

3 His power subdues our sins,
And his forgiving love,
Far as the east is from the west
Doth all our guilt remove
IsaAAc WATTS, 1719.




4 GOD. -

D Mear. C. M.
| | -

s Py S B B POATTTRTN I  T9
=i

Gob moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform:
| He plants his footsteps 1n the sea, B
And rides upon the storm. |

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill
He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his sovereign will,

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take:
The clouds ye so muceh dre: ad
Are big with mercy, and shall break
In blessings on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
Jut trust him for his orace :
Bdnml a frowning prov idence
He hides a %111111110 face.

5 His purposes will ripen fast,
Unfolding every hour:
The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower.

6 Blind unbelief 1s sure to err,
And scan his work in vain:
God is his own interpreter,
And he will make 1t plain.
WM. COWPER, 1773.
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HIS ATTRIBUTES

Wilmot. Ss & 7S,

g o

GOD is love ; his mercy brightens
All the Iath in which we rov e
Bliss he wakes, and woe he lightens;

God 1s wisdom, God 1s love.

2 Chance and change are busy ever;
Man decays, and a0es Move ;
But his mercy waneth never;
God 1s wisdom, God 1is love.

3 E’en the hour that darkest seemeth,
Will his changeless goodness prove
From the gloom 111‘5 hrwh’fn(‘w Htl‘@‘lﬂleﬂ
God 1s Wlsdmn, God 18 love.

4 He with earthly cares entwineth
Hope and comfort from above
Everywhere his glory shineth;
God is wisdom, God is love
SIR JOIIN Bo WRING, 1825.

7 Silver Strecetf. S, M.
"ﬂ’ 4 ! = !
e e e
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CoME, sound his praise abroad,
And hymns of glory sing;
Jehovah is the sov ereign (]Ull

The universal I&mw‘




6 GOD.

2 Come, worship at his throne;
Come, bow before the Lord;
We are his works, and not our own ;
He formed us by his word.

3 To-day attend his voice,
Nor dare provoke his rod;
Come, like the people of his choice,
And own your gracious God.
IsaAc WATTS, 1719,

Old Hundred., E. N,

Q| 3'

Frowx all that dwell below the skies
Let the Creator’s praise arise,

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

o

Eternal are thy mercies, Lord,

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

2

Your lofty themes, ye mortals, bring,
In songs of pmh(‘ dnm(‘lv SINg
The ﬂlLdt salvation ]fmd pmchum
And shout for joy the Savior's name.

4 In every land begin the song,
To every land the strains ]mlonﬂ
In cheerful sounds your voices raise,
And fill the world with sounding praise.

Il-fAii(J -%V*xllk.-’, 1‘19.
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HIS PRAISE. 1

9 Lanesboreo’. . B.
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EarLy, my God, without delay,
1 }]‘lbtb $0 beok thy face;

My thirsty spirit faints away,
Without thy cheering grace.

2 So, pilgrims on the scorching sand,
beneath the ])ulmnﬂ sky,

Long for a cooling stream at hand,
And they must dtmk—m die.

3 Not life itself—with all its joys
Can my best passions move,
Or raise so high my cheerful voice,
As thy for.gn‘mg love.
IsaAc WATTS, 1719.

10 Azmon (Page 235). C. §,
O Gop, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,
Our shelter from the stormy blast,
And our eternal home.

2 Before the hills 1n order stood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting thou art God,
To endless years the same.
3 A thousand ages in thy sight
Are like an evening gone;
Short as the watch that ends the nicht
Before the rising sun.
IsAAC WATTS, 1719,




CHRIST.

11 Star of Bethlehemmn, L. M.
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Waex 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.

9 Hark! hark! to God the chorus breaks
From every host, from every gem:
But one alone the Savior speaks,—
It is the Star of Bethlehem!

3 Once on the raging seas I rode; - [dark;

The storm was loud, the night was
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed

The wind that tossed my foundering

bark.

4 Deep horror then my vitals froze;
Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem ;
When suddenly a star arose,—
1t was the Star of Bethlehem !

5 Tt was my guide, my light, my all;
[t bade my dark forebodings cease ;
And, through the storm and danger’s
[t led me to the port of peace. [thrall,

-
i

6 Now, safely moored, my perils o’er,
I'll sing, first in night’s diadem,
Forever and forevermore,
The Star, the Star of Bethlehem !
HENRY KIRKE WHITE, 1806.

{',}



HIS ADVENT. 9
12 St. Martin's, C. M.
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Harg, the glad sound! the Savior comes,
The Savior promised long ;

Let every heart prepare a throne
And every voice a song.

&7

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

3 He comes, the broken heart to bind,
The bleedms: soul to cure;
And, with the treasures of hlb grace,
Enrich the humble poor.

4 Our ¢lad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim,
And heaven’s eternal arches ring
With thy beloved name.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755

Harwell, 8s & 7s.
i3 = N
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Hark! what means those holy voices,
Sweetly sounding through the skies ?
Lo! the angelic host rejoices ;
Heay enly hallelujahs rise.




10 CHRIST.

2 Listen to the wondrous story,
Which they chant in hymns of joy:

“ Glory in the highest, glory !

Glory be to God most lmh

3 “Peace on earth, good-will from heaven,
Reaching far as man is found;
Souls 1(}(190111Ld, and sins forgiy m = %
Loud our golden harps Shall sound

4 * Christ is born, the great Anointed;
Heaven and earth hls pmheb SING ;
Glad receive whom God appointed
For your Prophet, Priest, and King!

5 ¢ Hasten, mortals, to adore him ;
Learn his name, and taste his joy:
Till in heaven you sing before him,
‘Glory be to God most high!’”
JOHN CAWOOD, 1819.

14: EHlerald Angels. 7s.
TS s <=
ﬂ 1 ! , .
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Hark! the herald angels sing,
‘“Glory to the new- -born lung:,

Peace on e‘Ll'tll and mercy mild;
God and sinners reconciled.”

2 Joyful all ye nations rise,
Join the triumphs of the skies;
With the angelic hosts proclaim,
“ Christ is born in Bethlehem!”
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HIS ADVENT. 11

3 Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace!
]Lul the Sun of Ricghteousness !
Taght and life to all ]1(* brings,
quen with healing 1n hm WIings.
CHAS. WESLEY, 1739

Rodman, I1Is & 10s.
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Brigarestand hest ofthe sons of the morning |
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine

Star of the Kast, the horizon mlornmg [aid ;
Guide where our infant Redeemer is Lud'

2 Cold on his eradle the dew-drops are shin-
ing, | stall :
Low lies his head with the beasts of the
Angels adore him in slumber reclining,
Mals.(,r, and Monarch, and Savior of all!

3 Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion,
Odors of Edom, and uﬁ"rmg divine ?
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the
ocean, | mine?
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation,
Y dmly with glfts would his favor secure:
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration,
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor !

o Brightest and best of the sons of the morn-
ing! | aid ;
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine
Star of the East, the horizon adornin o,
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.
REGINALD HEBER, 1811,




12 CHRIST.

16 Watcehmman, ¥s .

_;\

il e

} r ol
E e —\-—- rw-—I =

e/

Warcaymax, tell us of the night,
What its signs of promise are.

Traveler, o’er yon mountain’'s height
See that olory-beaming star !

Watchman, does its be auteous ray
Aught of joy or hope foretell?

Traveler, yes ; it brings the day,
Promised day of Israel.

2 Watchman, tell us of the night:

Higher yet that star ascends.
Traveler, blessedness and light,

Peace and truth 1ts course pmtendq
Watchman, will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them birth ?
Traveler, ages are its own ;

See, 1t bursts o’er all the earth !

3 Watchman, tell us of the night,
For the morning seems tn daw
Traveler, d: wkness takes its flight,
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watchman, let thy wanderings cease;
Hie thee to thy quiet hmne'
Traveler, lo, the Prince of Peace,
Lo, the Son of God is come!
SIR JOHN BOWRING, 1823.




HIS ADVENT. 13

Zerah, C. M.
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To us a child of hope 1s born;
To us a Son is given;

Him shall the tribes of earth obey,
Him all the hosts of heaven.

2 His name shall be the Prince of Peace,
Forevermore adored,
The Wonderful, the Counselor,
The great and mighty Lord !

8 His power increasing still shall gpread,
His reign no end shall know :
Justice shall guard his throne above,
And peace abound below.
JouN MORRISON, d. 1798.

18 Antioch., . M.
4 b, 1
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Joy to the world; the Lord is come!
Liet earth receive her King;

Let every heart prepare him room,
And heaven and nature sing.

2 Joy to the earth; the Savior reigns;
Liet men their songs employ ;
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and
Repeat the sounding joy. [ plains,

';.)
—_—




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

4 e rules the world with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousness, .
And wonders of his love. |
IsaAac WATTS, 1719.

19 Ortonville. €. M.
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MaJsesTIC sweetness sits enthroned
Upon the Savior's brow,

His head with radiant glories erowned,
His lips with grace o’erflow.

2 He saw me plunged 1n deep distress,
He flew to my relief:
For me he bore the shameful cross,
And carried all my grief.

3 To heaven, the place of his abode, o
He brings my weary feet;
Shows me the glories of my God,
And makes my joys complete.

4 Since from his bounty I receive |
Such proofs of love divine,
Had I a thousand hearts to give !
Lord, they should all be thine. |
SAMUEL STENNETT, 1772,

e 4




HIS AGONY. 15
20 Hamburg. L. M.
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"T'1s midnight; and on Olive's brow
The star is dimmed that ]ately shone;
"T'1s midnight; in the garden, now,
The suﬂermg Savior prays alone.

2 ’Tis midnight; and, from all removed,
The Savior wrestles lone with fears;
E'en that disciple whom he loved
Heeds not his Magter'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 Savior's woe.
WILLIAM B. TAPPAN, 1819.

2]_ Cross and Crown. C. M,
W Gl LI RS N9
e e
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Must 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.




16 CHRIST.

2 How happy are the saints above,
Who once went sorrowing here !
) : 2 o=
But now they taste unmingled love,
And joy without a tear.

2 The consecrated cross 1'll bear
Till death shall set me free;
And then go home my crown to wear,
For there's a crown for me.
G. N. ALLEN, 1849, a.

9 Shawmut. S.M.

4
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BenoLp the amazing sight,
The Savior lifted high;
Behold the Son of God’s delight
Expire in agony.

2 For whom, for whom, my heart,

Were all these sorrows borne ?
Why did he feel that painful smart,

And meet that various scorn ?

3 For us he hung and bled,
For us in torture died;
'Twas love that bowed his fainting head,
And oped his gushing side.

4 In thee our hearts unite,
Nor share thy griefs alone,
But from thy cross pursue their flight
To thy triumphant throne.
Painip DODDRIDGE, 1700,



9

HIS DEATH, 17

) NMercy’'s Free. S8 & 3s,
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By faith I see my Savior dying
On the tree :
To every nation he is crying,
Look to me!
He bids the guilty now draw near,
Repent, believe, dismiss their fear.
Hark! hark | what pr e(,luus words 1 hear,
\leu,} s free!

Did Christ, when I was sin pursuing
Plty me ?

And did he snatch my soul from ruin?
Can 1t he ?

O yes! he did salvation bring,

He is my Prophet, Priest, and King,

And now my happv soul can sing,

Merey’s free

Long as I live I’ll catill be erying,

Merecy’s free |
And this shall be my ‘theme w hen dying,

Merey's free. b
And when the vale of death I’ve passed,
When lodged above the stormy blast,
I’ll sing w rhile endless ages I ast,

Mercy's free.

R. JUKES, 1842,




18 CHRIST.

24 Crucifix, 7s & 6S.
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O sacrep Head, now wounded,
With grief and shame weighed down,
Now scornfull y surrounded
With thorns, thine only erown;
O sacved Head, what glory,
What bliss till now was thine!
Yet, though despised and gory,
I joy to call thee mine.

2 What language shall I borrow

To thank thoe* dearest Friend,

For this thy dying sorrow,
Thy pity w ithout end 7

Oh, make me thine forever;
And, should I fainting be

Lord, let me never, never,
Qutlive my love to thee!

3 Be near when 1 am dying,
Oh, show thy cross to me!
And f()r my succor flying,
Come, Lord, and set me free!
These eyes, new faith receiving,
From Jesus shall not move ;
For he who dies believing,
Dies safely, through thy love.
BERNARD of Clairvaux, 1853.




y HIS DEATH. 19
25 Federal Street. L. N.
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He dies!—the Friend of sinners dies:
Lol Salem’s daughters weep around ;
A solemn darkness veils the skies;
A sudden trembling shakes the ground.

2 Come, saints, and drop a tear or two

For him who groaned beneath your load;
He shed a tlwmmul drops for you;
A thousand drops of richer “blood.

3 Here's love and grief beyond degree ;
The Lord of f-lnw dies for man ;

But, lo! what sudden joys we see !
Jesus, the dead, revives again.

4 The rising God forsakes the tomb;
Up to his Father's courts he flies;
Cherubic legions guard him home,
And shout him we]c yme to the skies.
IsAAc WaTTs, 1709.

Mear, C. M.
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ALASI and did my Savior bleed ?
And did my Sovereign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head
For such a worm as 17?

|

e e
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20 CHRIST.

2 Thy body slain, sweet Jesus, thine,
And bathed in i1ts own blood,
While all exposed to wrath divine,
The glorious suff’rer stood!

3 Was 1t for erimes that I had done
He groaned upon the tree?
Anmzuw pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

4 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And Shut his glories in,
When Christ, the mighty "\[J,ker died

For man tht, creature’s sin.

9 Thus might I hide my blushing face
While his dear Cross appears,
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
And melt mine eyes to tears.

6 But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love 1 owe
Here, Lord, 1 give ]]l}""mblf AWaYy ;
T 1s all that T can do.

ISAAC WATTS, 1709,

27 Laban, S. M.
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“MTyur Lord 1s risen indeed :”
He lives to die nO MOTe :

He lives the sinner's cause to plead,
Whose curse and shame, he bore.

Yy



HIS RESURRECTION. 21

2 “MThe Lord 1s risen indeed :
Attending angels hear,—
Up to the courts of hm\en with speed,

The joyful tidings hear.

3 Then wake your golden lyres,
And strike e‘L(,h cheerful chord:
Join, all ye bright, celestial choirs,
To sing our risen Lord.
THOMAS KELLY, d. 1855.

28 Martyn. 7s I,
\
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Mary, to the Savior's tomb,
Hasted at thc—z 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 ;
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.




2 CHRIST.

3

e who came to comfort her,

When she thought her all was lost,
Will for your relief appear,

rn : . : -

I'hough you now are tempest tost.
On his arm your burden cast,

On his love your thoughts employ ;
Weeping for awhile may last,

But the morning brings us joy.

JOHN NEWTON, d. 1807,

29 Dulke Street. H. M.
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Lorp, when thou didst ascend on high,
Ten thoumntl angels filled the sky;
Those heavenly “Llcllilb around thee wait,
Like charmtg ‘that attend thy state.

Not Sinai’s mountain could appear
More glorious, when the Lord was there
While he pronoum,ed his dreadful law,
And struck the chosen tribes with awe.

How bright the triumph none can tell,
When the rebellious powers of hell,
That thousand souls had captive made,
Were all in chains, like captives led.

Raised by his Father to the throne,

He sent the promised Spirit down,

With gifts and grace for rebel men,

That God might dwell on earth again.
ISAAC WATTS, 1719.

/¥
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Tur head that once was crown'd with
Is ecrown'd with glory now; [ thorns
/¥ A royal diadem adorns

The mighty Victor's brow.

2 The joy of all who dwell above,
The joy of all below,
To wham he manifests his love,
And grants his name to know

To them the cross, with all its shame,
With all its grace, 1s given;

Their name an everl mtmn ndme
Their joy the joy of heaven.

4 To them the cross is life and health,
Though shame and death to him,
His pmple s hope, his people’'s wealth,
Their everlasting theme.
TaomAs KELLY, 1820.

31 Ward. L. M.
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He lives ! the great Redeemer lives!
What joy the blest assurance o1ves |
And now, before his Father, God
He pleads the merits of his blood.




24 CHRIST.

2 Repeated erimes awake our fears,
And ]mtlw mmod with frowns, appears;

But in the Savior’s lovely face
Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace.

3 Hence, then, ye dark, despairing thoughts;
Above our fears, above our faults,
His powerful intercessions rise;
And guilt recedes, and terror dies.

4 Great Advocate, almighty Friend,
On thee our humble hopes dopend
Our cause can never, never fail,
For thou dost plead, and must prevail.
ANNE STEELE, 1760.

Coronation. C. DM,

Arvn hail the power of Jesus’ name !
Liet angels prostrate fall;

Bring forth the royal dmdom
Antl erown him Lord of all

2 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,
Ye ransomed from the fall,
Hail him who saves you by his grace
And crown him Lord of all.

3 Sinners! whose love can ne'er forget
The wormwood and the gall,
Go, spread your trophies at his feet,
And erown him Lord of all.
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HIS PRAISE.

4 Let every kindred, every tribe,
On this terrestri al ball.
To him all majesty ascribe,
And erown him Lord of all.

5 Oh, that with yonder sacred throng
We at his feet may tall;
We'll join the ev Olldstlnﬁ song,
And erown him Lord of all.
EDWARD PERRONET, 1780, &

88 Ariel. C.P. M.
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On, courLp I speak the matchless worth,
Oh, could I sound the olories forth
Which in my btwml shine!
I'd soar, and touch the heav enly strings,
And vie with Gabriel while he SINngs
In notes almost divine.

2 1'd sing the precious blood he spilt,

My 1 ransom from the dread{ul ouilt
Of sin, and wrath divine.

I'd sing his glorious righteousness,

In which .-.111-11911“001: heavenly dress
My soul shall ever shine.

I'd sing the characters he bears,
And all’ the forms of love he wears,
Exalted on his throne:

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

2

I.
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1 Would to everlasting days
Make all his 1'101‘10& known.

4 Well, the delightful day will come,

\Vheu my dear Lord will bring me home,
And I shall see his face:

Then with my Savior, Brother, Friend,
A blest eternity 111 spend,
Triumphant in his grace.
SAMUEL MEDLEY, 1789.

34 Warwick. C.M.
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Om, ror a thousand tongues to sing
My ereat Redeemer’s praise;
The 0101‘ es of my God and King,

The triumphs of his grace.

2 My gracious Master, and my God,
AHHlHt me to proelaim,

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

3 Jesus! the name that calms our fears,
That bids our sorrows cease;
T is music in the sinner’'s ears,
T is life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of cancelled sin,
He sets the prisoner free;
III‘: blm)d can make the fuu]mt clean ;
Tis blood availed for me.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1740.
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THERE 1s no name so sweet on earth,
No name 80 sweet in heaven,
é The name before ‘his \‘K"Ol’ldl‘{vu‘v birth
| To Christ the Savior given.

CHO. We love to sing around our king,
And hail 111111 blessed Jesus;
For there’s no word ear ever heard
S0 dear, so sweet as Jesus.

2 And when he hung upon the tree
They wrote this name above 711111
That all might see the reason we
For evermore must love him.—Cho.
So now, upon his Father's throne,
Almighty to release us
From sin and pains, he ever reigns,
The Prince and Savior, Jesus.—Cho.
4 O Jesus! by that matchless name,
Thy grace shall fail us never;
To-day, as yesterday the same,
Thou art the same forever.—Cho.
GEORGE W. BETHUNE, 1858

- . .
| Rathbun., 8s & 7s.
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Ix the cross of Chrigt T glory,
Towering o er the wrecks of time ;

All the lJ“‘]lt of sacred story
(Gathers round its head sublime.
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When the woes of life o’ertake me,
Hopes deceive and fears annoy,

Never shall the eross f{'xl%ak(, me ;
Lo! it glows with peace and joy.

When the sun of bliss is beaming
Licht and love upon my way,

From the cross the radiance %tleflmmg},
Adds new luster to the day.

2

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,
By the cross ar e sanctified ;
Peace is there. that knows no measure,
Joys that thi ouch all time abide.

SIR JOHN BOWRING, 1825.
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WaexN I survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest cgain I count but lua
And pour “contempt on all my prldc

87 Federal Street. L. §.

1T

9 Forbid it, Lord, that T should boast,
Save in the death of Christ my (md
All the vain things that charm me mo%

T sacrifice them to his blood.

3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet,
‘-~m'1'm\ and Im'e fow mmolod down!

Did e’er such love and SOTTOW meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?
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HIS PRAISE. 29

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small;
Love so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all
ISAAC WATTS, 1700,

8 8 Henry. C. B,
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ComE, let us join our cheerful songs
With angels round the throne;

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

2 “Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry,
“To be exalted thus:”
“Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply,
“For he was slain for us.”

3 Jesus is worthy to receive
Honor and power divine;
And blessings, more than we can give,
Be, Lord, forever thine.

4 Let all that dwell above the sky,
And air, and earth, and seas,

Couspire to lift thy glories high,
And speak thy endless praise.

5 The whole ereation join in one
To bless the sacred name
Of him who sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb.
IsSAAC WATTS, 1709.

3
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Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee: i
Let the water and the blood,

From thy riven side which flowed,

Be of sin the double cure,

Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

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

3 Nothing in my band I bring,
"ﬂlmply to thy cross 1 Glmg,
Naked, come to thee for dress;
Helpless, look to thee for grace;
Foul, I to the fountain ﬂv' .
Wash me, Savior, or 1 die !

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my eyelids close in death,
When I soar to worlds unl{nown
See thee on thy judgment throne,
Rock of Ages, cleft for me,

Let me hld(, myself in thne

AvucusTtUus M, TorPLADY, 1776.
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JESUS, I my cross have taken,

All to leave, and follow thee:
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,

Thou from hence my all shall be.
Perish every fond ambition,

All T've sought and hoped and known,
Yet, how rich is my condition,

God and heaven are still my own.

Let the world despise and leave me,
T'hey have left my Savior, too;
Human hearts and looks deceive me—
Thou art not, like them, untrue;
Oh! while thou dost smile upon me,
God of wisdom, love, and might,
Foes may hate, and friends disown me
Show thy face, and all is bright.

Man may trouble and distress me;
T will but drive me to thy breast:
Life with trials hard may press me;
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest.
Oh, 'tis not in grief to harm me,
While thy love is left to me;
Oh, "twere not in joy to charm me,
Were that joy unmixed with thee.
HENRY F. LLYTE, 1833.
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SWEET the moments, rich in blessing,
Which before the cross 1 spend,

Life, and health, and peace possessing i
From the sinner’'s dying Friend.

2 Truly blessed 1s thig station,

Low before his cross to lie,
While I see divine compassion
Beaming 1n his gracious eye.

3 Love and grief my heart dividing,
With my tears his feet 1’1l bathe,
Constant still in faith abiding,
Life deriving from his death.
JAMES ALLEN, 1757,

42 Hendomn. 7s.
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To TaY pastures fair and large
Heavenly Shepherd, lead thv charﬁ‘e
And my couch, with tenderest care,

Mid the springing grass prepare.
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2 When I faint with summer’s heat,
Thou shalt guide my weary feet
To the streams that, still and slow,
Through the wldant meadows ﬂOW.




HIS PRAISE. 33

3 Safe the dreary vale I tread,
By the shades of death o'erspread,
With thy rod and staff supplied,
This my guard, and that my guide.

4 Constant to my latest end,
Thou my footsteps shalt attend ;
And shalt bid thy hallowed dome
Yield me an eternal home.
JAMES MERRICK, 1765.

4:8 Children of the Heavenly King. 7s.
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CHILDREN of the heavenly King,
As we journey, let us sing;

Sing our Savior’s worthy pmlbe
Glorious in his works and w ays.

1\

)

We are traveling home to God,
In the way our fathers trod ;
They are happy now, and we
Soon their happiness shall see.

3 Oh ye banished seed, be glad!
Chl ist our advocate is made:
Us to save, our flesh assumes,
Brother to our souls becomes.

4 Fear not, brethren ; joyful stand
On the borders of our la nd ;
Jesus Christ, our Father’s 011
Bids us undismayed go on.
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5 Lord, obediently we’ll go,
Gladly leaving all below;
Only thou our Leader be,
And we still will follow thee.
JOHN CENNICK, 1742,

44 Mornington. S. M.
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Tue Lord my Shepherd 1s;
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 1 go astray,
He doth my soul reclaim,
And guides me, in his own right way,
For his most holy name.

4 Tn sight of all my foes,
Thou dost my table spread;
My cup with blessings overflows,
And joy exalts my head.

5 The bounties of thy love
Shall crown my future days;
Nor from thy house will I remove,
Nor cease to speak thy praise.
IsaAC WATTS, 1719,
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Loving Kindness., L, M,
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AWAKB, my soul, in joyful lays,

And sing thy great Redeemer’s praise;
He justly claims a song from me;

His loving kindness, oh, how free!

Lo

He saw me ruined by the fall,

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all ;
He saved me from my lost estate ;
His loving kindness, oh, how great!

Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,
Though earth and hell my way oppose,
He safely leads my soul along;

His loving kindness, oh, how strong!

o

4 1 often feel my sinful heart
Proune from my Savior to depart;
But though I oft have him forgot,
His loving kindness changes not.

5 Soon shall T pass the gloomy vale :
Soon all my mortal powers must fail ;
Oh, may my last, expiring breath
tl1s loving kindness sing in death.

(@5

nh .

I'hen let me mount and soar away
To the bright world of endless day;
And sing, with rapture and surprise,

His loving kindness in the skies,
SAMUEL MEDLEY, 1787.
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PLU:\"GED in a gulf of dark despair,

We wretched sinners lay, P
Without one cheerful beam of hope,

Or spark of glimmering day.

2 With pitying eyes the Prince of Grace
Beheld our helpless grief;

He saw, and—oh, amazing love |—
He flew to our rehef.

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

4 Oh, for this love, let rocks and hills
Their lasting silence break,

And all harmonious human tongues
The Savior’s praises speak.

5 Angels, assist our mighty joys; .
Strike all your lmrpw of w;ld
But when you raise your lnuhmt notes,
His love can ne'er he told.
IsaAC WATTS, 1709.
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ETeErNAL Spirit, we confess
And sing the wonders of thy grace:

» Thy power conveys our h]eqsuws dou n
From God the Father and the
2 Enlightened by thy heavenly ray,
Our shades and darkness turn to- -day ;
Thine inward teachings make us know
Our danger and our 1*efuﬂ‘e too.
3 Thy power and glory work within,
And break the chains of reigning sin;
All our imperious lusts subdue,
And form our wretched hearts anew.
IsaAAc WATTS, 1709.
4:8 St. Martin’s, C. M.
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Cone, 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 helow,
Fond of these trifling o toys |
| Our souls can neither ﬂy nor go
i To reach eternal joys.
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3 In vain we tune our formal songs;
In vain we strive to rise;
Hosannas languish on our tongues,
And our devotion dies.

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live
At this poor, dying rate,—
Our love g0 faint, so cold to thee,
And thine to us so great ?

5 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all th} qumkenm powe “lb
Come, shed abroad a Savior’s love,
And that shall kindle ours.
IsaAac WATTS, 1709,

Siloam. C. M.
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bPIRIT divine, attend our prayer,
And make this house thy home;

Descend with all thy gracious power;
Oh, come, Great Spirit, come !

2 Come as the licht,—to us reveal
Our sinfulness and woe;
And lead us in the paths of life,
Where all the righteous go.

3 Come as the fire, and purge our hearts,
Like sacrificial flame;
Let every soul an nﬂ‘l}rmﬁ he
To our Redeemer's name,
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4 Come as the dove, and spread thy wings,
The wings of peaceful love
And let thg church on earth become
Blest as the church above.
ANDREW REED, 1841,

50 Mornington. $. N.
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Comg, Holy Spirit! come;
Let thy bright beams arise;
Dispel the sorrow from our minds,
The darkness from our eyes.

\

2 Convinee us of our sin;
Then lead to Jesus’ blood,
And to our wondering view reveal
T'he mercies of our God.

3 Revive our drooping faith,
Our doubts and fears remove,
And kindle in our breasts the ﬂame
Of never-dying love.

4 'T 1s thine to cleanse the heart,
To sanctify the soul,
To pour fresh life in every part,
And new-create the whole.

5 Come, Holy Splrlt come:
Our minds from bondaﬂo free;
Then shall we know, and 1}1‘.:1150 and love
The Father, bon &nd the

JO‘SEPH HART, 1759,

?
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Comg, thou almighty King,
Help us thy name to sing,
Help us to praise:
Father, all glorious,
O’er all victorious,
Come, and reign over us,
Ancient of Days.
Come, thou incarnate Word,
Gird on thy mighty sword,
Our prayer attend :
Come, and thy people bless,
And give thy word success:
Spirit of holiness,
On us descend.
3 Come, holy Comforter,
Thy sacred witness bear
In this glad hour:
Thou who almighty art,
Now rule in every heart,
And ne'er from us depart,
Spirit of power.
4 To Thee, great One in Three,
The highest praises be,
Hence, evermore.
Thy sovereign majesty
May we 1n glory see,
And to eternity
Love and adore. .
CHARLES WESLEY, 1757.

Lo
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THE SABBATH.
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Wercome, delightful morn,

Sweet day of sacred rest,

I hail thy kind return;

Lord, make these mom ents blest.
From low desires and fleeting toys,
I soar to reach immortal joys.
2 Now may the King descend,

And £ill his throue of orace ;

Thy Sceptel Lord, e‘ztend

While saints address thy face:
Let sinners feel thy quickening word,
And learn to know and fear the Loul

3 Descend, celestial Dove
With all thy QLIICLO]]IHU' powers ;
Disclose a Savior's love,
And bless the sacred hours
Then shall my soul new life obtain,
Nor Sabbaths be indulged in vain.
HAYWARD, 1806.

Lisbomn. 8. M.
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\VELUOME, sweet day of rest,
That saw the Lord arise ;

Welcome to this reviving breast,
And these rejoicing eyes!
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2 The King himself comes near,
And feasts his saints to-day ;
Here we may sit and see him here,
And love and praise and pray.

3 One day amid the place
Where my dear God hath been,
Is sweeter than ten thousand days
Of pleasurable sin.

4 My willing soul would stay
In such a frame as this,
And sit, and sing herself away
To everlasting bliss.
IsaAac WATTS, 1709.
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Wire joy we hail the sacred day
Which God hath called his own

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

L

2 Thy chosen temple, Lord, how fair!
Where willing votaries thr ong
To breathe the humhle, fervent prayer,
And pour the choral song.

3 Spirit of Grace! oh, deign to dwell
Within tlnr church below
Make her in holiness execel,
With pure devotion glow.
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4 Let peace within her walls be found ;
Liet all her sons unite
To spread with grateful zeal around
* Her clear .Lmd shining light.

o Great God! we hail the sacred day
! - Which thou hast called thine own ;
@ With joy the summons we obey
To worship at thy throne.
H. F. LYTE, 1834.

55 Browmn., C. R,
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How sweet upon this sacred day,
The best of all the seven,

To cast our earthly thomrhts away,
And think of God and hem en |

2 How sweet to be allowed to pray
Our sins may be forgiven!
With filial C(n‘ihtlml(e tu say,

‘““ Father, who art in heaven!”

L

3 How. sweet the words of peace to hear
From him to whom ’tis given
1o wake the penitential tear,
And lead the way to heaven!

4 And if, to make our sins depart,
In vain the will has striven,
He who regards the inmost heart
Will send his grace from heaven.
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5 Then hail, thou sacred, blessed day,
The best of all the seven,
When hearts unite their vows to pay

Of gratitude to heaven.
MRS. FOLLEN,

56 Warwick. C. M. |
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Tais 1s the day the Lord hath made,

He calls the hours his own;
Let heaven rejoice, let earth be olad,

And prmw surround the thrun

2 To-day he rose and left the dead,

And Satan's empire fell;
To-day the saints his trmmphs spread, ,_

And all his wonders tell.

3 Hosanna to the anointed King!
To David’s holy HSon!
Help us, ‘O Lord, “descend and bring ‘

k,f:ll‘ ation from thy throne.

4 Blest be the Liord, who comes to men o
With messages of grace, |
Who comes in God, his Father’s name, ;

To save our sinful race.

5 Hosanna! in the highest str AIns
The church on efuth can raise :
The hlﬂhcat heavens, in which he reigns,

Shall oive him nobler praise
ISAAC “ ATTS, 1719,
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Sabbath. 7s.
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SAFELY through another week,
God has brought us on our way:
Let us all a blessing seek,
Waiting in his courts to-day;
Day of all the week the best,
Emblem of eternal rest.

bo

While we seek supplies of grace,
Through the dear Redeemer’'s name;
Show thy reconciling face—
Take away our sin and shame;
EFrom our worldly cares set free,
May we rest this day in thee.

3 Here we come thy name to praise,
Liet us feel thy presence near:
May thy glory meet our eyes,
While we in thy house appear;
Here afford us, l.ord, a taste
Of our everlasting rest.

4 May the gospel’s joyful sound,
Conquer sinners, comfort saints;
Make the fraits of grace abound,
Bring relief for all complaints:
Thus let all our Sabbaths prove,
T1ll we rest in thee above.
1 JOHN NEWTON, 1779, a.
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CoMmE, let us join with sweet accord
In hvmn around the throne!

This 1s the day our rising Lord
Hath made and called 1113 own.

2 This is the day which God hath blest,
The brightest of the seven,
Type of that everlasting rest
The saints enjoy 1n heaven.

3 Then let us in hig name sing on,
- And hasten to that day
When our Redeemer shall come down,
And shadows pass away.

4 Not one, but all our days below,
Let us in hymns employ ;
And in our Lord rejolcing, go

To his eternal joy.
CHAs. WESLEY, d. 1788.
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SweET is the work my God, my King,
To praise thy name give thanks and Smﬂ'

To show thy love bV morning light,
And talk of all thy truth at nwht
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest;
No mortal care shall seize my breast;
Oh, may my heart in tune be found,
Like David’s harp of solemn sound.

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord,
And bless his works, and bless his word :

2 e Thy works of grace, how bright they shine!

How deep thy counsels! how divine !

4 Then I shall share a glorious part
When grace hath well refined my heart,
And fresh supplies of joy are shed,
Like holy oil, to c¢heer my head.

9 Then shall 1 see, and hear, and know,
All I desired or wished below;
And every power find sweet employ
In that eternal world of joy.
Isaac WATTS, 1719.
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SWEET 1s the work, O Lord,
Thy glorious name to sing,

To praise and pray, to hear thy word,
And grateful offerings bring.

2 Sweet, at the dawning light,
Thy boundless love to tell,
And, when approach the shades of night,
Still on the theme to dwell.

p———
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3 Sweet, on this day of rest,
To join, in heart and voice,
With those who love and serve thee best,
And in thy name rejoice.

4 To songs of praise and joy
Be every Sabbath given,
That such may be our blest employ
Eternally in heaven.
H. F. LYTE, 1834, &.

o1 Park Street. L. M.
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Tuixe earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love;
But there’'s a nobler rest above ;

To that our longing souls aspire,

With cheerful hope and strong desire.

2 No more fatigue, no more distress,
Nor sin, nor death, shall reach the place;
No groans shall mingle with the songs
Which dwell upon immortal tongues ;—

v

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

4 Oh, long-expected day, begin !
Dawn on these realms of woe and sin;
Fain would we leave this weary road,
And sleep in death, to rest with God.
PaIivie DODDRIDGE, d. 1751,
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ANoTHER six days work 1s done,
Another Sabbath 1s begun;

Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest,
Improve the day thy God hath blest.

Oh, that our thoughts and thanks may rise,
As grateful incense, to the skies;

And draw from heaven that sweet repose
Which none but he that feels 1t knows!!

This heavenly ealm within the breast
Is the dear pledtm of glorious rest,
Which for the chulch of God remains;
The end of cares, the end of pains.

In holy duties let the day,

In holy pleasures, pass away;

How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend,

In hope of one that ne'er shall end !
JOSEPH STENNETT, 1734, a.

Holley. 7s.
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SOI‘TLY fades the twilicht ray

Of the holy Sabbath day;

(zently as hfe s setting sun,

When the Christian’'s course is run.
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64 Webb. 7s & 6s.

THE SABBATIH.

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

At the holy Sabbath’s close.

Peace is on the world abroad ;

"T'is the holy peace of God,—
Symbol of the peace within

\\ hen the spirit rests from sin.

Still the Splrlt lingers near,
Where the evening Worc;hlper
Seeks communion “with the skies,
Pressing onward to the prize.

Savior ! may our Sahbaths be

Days of joy and peace in thee,

Till in heaven our souls repose,

Where the Sabbath ne'er shall clme
S. I'. SMITH,

1840.

_{

O pay of rest and gladness
O day of joy and light,
O balm of care and adne%,
Most beautiful, most bright;
On thee, the ]mrh and ]mw.lv
buldmﬂ hefmc the thlone
Sing, Huh holy, holy,
TO the Great Three in One.

CHRISTOPHER WORDSWORTH, B,

1807,
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HOLY Bible! Book divine!
Precious treasure, thou art mine!
Mine to tell me whence 1 came,
Mine to teach me what 1 am.

2 Mine to chide me when I rove,
Mine to show a Savior's love
Mine to guide my willing feot
Mine to judge, condemn, dbqult

3 Mine to comfort in distress,
If the Holy Spirit bless ;
Mine to show, by living faith,
Man can trlumph over death

4 Mine to tell of joys to come,
And the rebel sinner's doom.
Oh! thou holy Book divine,
Precious treasure, thou art mine!
JOHN BURTON, 1805.

g 66 Give. . M.
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How precious 1s the book divine,
By inspiration given!
Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine,
To guide our souls to heaven.
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9 O'er all the strait and narrow way
Its radiant beams are cast;
A light whose never weary ray .
Grows brightest at the last.
3 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,
In this dark vale of tears;
Life, light, and joy it still 1mparts,
And quells our rising fears. 5
4 This lamp, through all the tedious night
Of life, shall guide our way,
Till we behold the clearer light
Of an eternal day.
JoaN FAWCETT, 1752,

67 (Same tune as above.)

Waar glory gilds the sacred page
Majestic like the sun !
It gives a light to every age—
It gives, but borrows none.
9 The hand that gave it still supplies
His gracious light and heat;
His truths upon the nations rise—
They rise, but never sef.
3 Let everlasting thanks be thine,
For such a bright display,
As makes the world of darkness shine
With beams of heavenly day.
4 My soul rejoices to pursue
The paths of truth and love,
Till glory breaks upon my vView
In brighter worlds above.
Wi, COWPER, 1779,
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MAN’S LOST CONDITION.,

68 Windham, K. 3.
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Broap 1s the road that leads to death,
- And thousands walk together there;
| But wisdom shows a narrow path,

With here and there a traveler.
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2 “Deny thyself and take thy eross,”
Is the Redeemer’s great command :
Nature must count her gold but dross,
If she would gain this heavenly land.

8 The fearful soul that tires and faints,
And walks the ways of God no more,
Is but esteemed almost a saint,
And makes his own destruction sure.

4 Lord, let not all my hopes be vain,
Create my heart entirely new,
Which hypocrites could ne'er attain,
Which false apostates never knew.
IsaAc WATTS, 1709.
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Nor all the outward forms on earth,
Nor rites that God has given,

Nor will of man, nor blood, nor hirth,
Can raise a soul to heaven.
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H4 MAN'S LOST CONDITION.

2 The sovereign will of God alone
Creates us heirs of grace,

Born in the image of his bon,
A new, peculiar race.

3 The Spirit, like some heavenly wind,
Bre athes on the sons of flesh,
New-models all the carnal mmd,
And forms the man afresh.

4 Our quickened souls awake and rise
From the long sleep of death ;
On heavenly things we fix our eyes,
And praise employb our breath.

IsaAac WATTS, 1709.

70 Thatcher. S. M.
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Nort all the blood of beasts,
On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,
Or wash away the stain.

92 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 1 stand
And there confess my sin.




MAN'S LOST CONDITION. %5

4 My soul looks back to see
’J he burdens thou didst bear
When hanging on the cursed tree,
And hopes her guilt was there.

o Believing, we rejoice
To see the curse remove;
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,
And sing his bleeding love.
ISAAC WATTS, 1709,

I 71 Shawmut., S. M.
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O waere shall rest be found,
Rest for the weary soul ?

"T'were vain the ocean’s depths to sound,
Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give
The bliss for w thh we sigh;
'Tis not the whole of life to hv

Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears
There is a life above,
Unmeasured by the ﬂw'ht of years;
And all that life is love.

4 There 1s a death whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting breath : —
O, what eternal horrors hang
Around ‘““the second death!”
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H0 MAN'S LOST CONDITION.

5 Lord God of truth and grace!
Teach us that death to shun,
Lest we be driven from thy face,
And evermore undone.
JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1819.
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Li1FE is the time to serve the Lord,
The time to insure the great reward,

And while the lamp holds out to bur
The vilest sinner may return!

Do

Life is the hour that God has given
To escape from hell and fly to huwen
The day of grace, and mortals may
Secure the blessings of the day.

The living know that they must die,
But all the dead forgotten lie;

Their memory and their sense 1s gone,
Alike unknowing and unknown.

Q2

4 Then what my thoughts design to do,
My hands, with all your 1111“11{] pursue;
Since no device nor work is found,

Nor faith nor hope, beneath the ground.

On

There are no acts of pardon passed
In the cold grave to which we haste;
But darl\r‘ess death and long despair,
Reign in eternal silence there,

ISAAC WATTS.
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73 Ganges, C. P. M.
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AWAKED by Sinai’s awful sound,

My soul in bonds of guilt 1 fuund
‘And knew not where to o0 ;

Kternal truth did loud plochlm

“T'he sinner must be bom agalin,
Or sink in endless woe.’

Amazed I stood, but could not tell

Which way to shun the cgates of hell,
For death and hell dlew near ;

I strove, indeed, but strove in vmn:

“T'he sinner must be born again’
Still sounded in my ear.

When to the law I trembling fled,
It poured its curses on my hea,d
I no relief could find;
This fearful truth increased my pain:
“The sinner must be born again’
O’erwhelmed my tortured Inmd

But while I thus in anguish lay,
Jesus of Naz reth pa%ed tha,t way,
And felt his pity move
The sinner, by his Jll‘%thG slain,
Now by hlS orace 18 born again,
And SINZS luleemmtr love.
SAMSON OCKUM, 1760, a,
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THE ATONEMENT.
74: Peterboro’. C. M.
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SAanvatioN ! oh, the joytul sound!
T 13 plc&bme to our ears,

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

S
l|5.

2 Buried in sorrow and 1n sin,
At hell’s dark door we lay;
But we arise, by grace divine,
To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation! let the echo fly
The spacious earth around,
While all the armies of the Qky
Conspire to raise the sound.
IsaAc WATTS, 1709.

Silver Street. S. M.
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Grace! 'tis a charming sound,
Harmonious to the ear!

Heaven with the echo shall resound,
And all the earth shall hear.

2 (Grace first contrived the way
To save rebellious man;
And all the steps that grace display
Which drew the wondrous plan.
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3 Grace taught my roving feet
To tread the heav enly road ;
And new supplies each hour 1 meet,
While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall erown,
Through everlasting days;
It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves the praise.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1740.

Fountain., . R.
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THERE 18 a fountain filled with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel's veins;

And sinners plunged beneath that flood,
Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief IOJ()ICGd to see
That fountain in his day;

And there have I, as vile as he,
Washed all my sins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,
Till all the ransomed church of God

Be saved, to sin no more.

4 E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,
Redeeming love has been my theme,

And 511'111 be till I die.
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5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
1’1l sing thy power to save,
When this poor lisping, stammering
Lies silent 1n the grave. [tongue
WM. COWPER, 1779.

Eennox. K. BE.
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3Low ye the trumpet, blow,
The gladly solemn sound;
Liet all the nations know,
To earth’s remotest bound,
The year of jubilee is come;
leturn, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Jesus, our great High Priest,
Hath full atonement made;
Ye weary spirits, rest;
Ye mourning souls, be glad :
The year of jubilee 1s come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,
The all-atoning Lamb;
Redemption by his blood,
Through all the lands proclaim:
The year of jubilee 18 come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home,
CHAS. WESLEY, 1750
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78 Amazing Grace. C. M,
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Anazing grace! how sweet the sound !
That saved a wretch like me!

I once was lost, but now I’'m found,
Was blind, but now I see.

o

T was 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:

"T' 1s grace has brought me safe thus far,
And grace will lead me home.

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

& O Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail.
And mortal life shall cease,

I shall possess, within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

-
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The earth shall soon dissolve like snow,
The sun forbear to shine:
But God, who called me here below,
Will be forever mine.
JOHN NEwWTON, 1779.
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WARNING AND INVITATION.
79 ross and Crown., C. M.
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RepexT! the voice celestial eries;
No longer dare delay;

The soul That scorns the mandate dies,
And meets a fiery day.

2 No more the sovereign eye of God
O’erlooks the crimes of men ;
His heralds now are sent abroad
To warn the world of sin.

s e —— e,

3 Together in his presence bow,

And all your guilt confess;

Accept the offered Savior now,
Nor trifle with his grace.

4 Bow, ere the awful trumpet sound,
And call you to his bar;
For mercy knows the appointed bound,
And yields to justice there.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. .‘3_!
80 To-Day. 6s & 4s.
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Topay the Savior calls:
Ye wanderers, come!

O, yve benighted souls,
Why longer roam?
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2 To-day the Savior calls:
O, listen now !

Within these sacred walls
To Jesus bhow.

3 To-day the Savior calls;
For refuge fly;
The storm (llelbthO falls,
And death is nigh.

4 The Spirit calls to-day,
Yield to his power;
O, grieve hnn not away
T is mercy's hour.
THOMAS HASTINGS, 1858.

8]_ Rockingham:, . B,
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WaiLe life prolongs its precious light,
Mercy 1s found, and peace is given;
But soon, ah, soon, approaching mfrht
Shall blot out ev ery hope of Theaven.

2 While God invites, how blest the day !
How sweet the gospel’s charming sound !
Come, sinners, haste, oh, haste away,
While yet a pfudonmﬂ God is f'(:»und

3 Soon, borne on time's most rapid wing,
Shall death command you to the grave,
Before his bar your spirits bring,
And none be found to hear or save.
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4 In that lone land of deep despair,
No Sabbath’s heavenly light shall rise,
No God regard your bitter prayer,
No Savior call you to the skies.
TiMmorHY DwicHT, d. 1817.

Salvation. C. P
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Coyme, 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
Doth like a mountain rise ;
I know his courts I’ll enter in,
Whate'er before me lies.

3 Prostrate 1’1l lie before his throne,
And there my guilt confess;
1’1l tell him I’m a wretch undone
Without his sovereign grace.

4 1’11 to the gracious King approach, =
Whose scepter pardon gives;
I know he will command my touch,
And then the suppliant lives.

5 He promises to hear my plea,
He waits to hear my prayer;
No sinner e’er was turned away,

Or ever perished there.
EDMUND JONES, 1777,
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SINNERS, turn, why will ye die?
God, your Maker, asks you why ;
God, who did your being give,
Made you with himself to live.

w7

o

He the fatal cause demands,

Asks the work of his own hands,
Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Will ye eross his love, and die ?

g Sinners, turn, why will ye die ?

God, your Savior, asks you why;
od who did your souls retrieve,
Died himself that ye might live;

4 Will ye let him die in vain?
Crucify your Lord again ?
Why, ye ransomed sinners, why
Will ye slight his grace, and die ?

e 5 Sinners, turn, why will ye die?
God, the Spirit, asks you why ;
He, who all your lives hath strove,
Wooed you to embrace his love :

6 Will ye not his grace receive ?
Will ye still refuse to live ?
Why, ye long-sought sinners, why
Will ye grieve your God, and die ?
CHARLES WESLEY, 1756.
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Come, ye sinners, poor and needy,
Weak and Wmmded sick and sore
Jesus ready stands to save you,
Full of pity, love, and power:
He 1s able,
He is willing, doubt no more.

0o

Ho! ye needy, come and welcome,
God’s free bounty glorify:
True belief and true repentance,
Every grace that brings you mﬁ‘h
Without money,
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,
T 1s the Qplrlt s rising beam.

)

4 Come, ye weary, heavy-laden,
Bruned and mfmﬂled by the fall,
If you tarry till you 're better,
You will never come at all;
Not the righteous,
Sinners Jesus came to call.
JOSEPH HART, 1759, a.
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Hear, O sinner; Mercy hails you;
Now with sweetest voice she calls
Bids you haste to seek the Savior,
Ere the hand of justice falls:
Trust in Jesus;
'T 1s the voice of Mercy calls.

oV 101‘ )

2 Haste, O sinner, to the S
heek hlS‘ HEroy 3 while 3,011 nny,

~ Soon 30L11 hfc W 111 pac\% ‘lW‘ly

Haste to Jesus;

You must perish 1f you stay.
ANDREW REED, d. 1862.

Pleyel’s Hlymn, 7s.
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HASTEN, sinner, to be wise;
Stay not for the morrow’s sun;
Wisdom if you still despise,
Harder 1s 1t to be won.
2 Hasten mercy to implore;

Stay not for the morrow’ s sun,

Lest thy season should be o’er,
Ere this evening's stage be run.
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5 Hasten, sinner, now return;
Stay not for the morrow's sun,
Lest thy lamp should cease to burn
Ere salvation’s work 1s done.

4 Hasten, sinner, to be blest;
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,
Lest perdition thee arrest, >
Ere the morrow 1s begun.
THOMAS ScoOTT, 1773.

87 Spanish Hymmn. 7s .
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WuexN thy mortal life i1s fled,

When the death-shades o’er thee spread,
When is finished thy career,

Sinner, where wilt thou appear?

2 When the world has passed away,
When draws near the judgment day,
When the awful trump shall sound,
Say, oh, where wilt thou be found?

3 When the Judge descends in light,
Clothed in majesty and might,
When the wicked quail with fear,
Where, oh, where wilt thou appear?

4 What shall gsoothe thy bursting heart,
When the saints and thou must part?
When the good with joy are crowned,
Sinner, where wilt thou be found?
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o While the Holy Ghost is nigh,
Quickly to the Savior fly;
Then shall peace thy spirit cheer;
Then in heaven shalt thou appear
S. F. SMITH, 1832.

88 Come, Ye Disconsolate. 1Is & 10s.
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CoME, ye disconsolate, where’er ye lan-
g_*;ul‘sh | kneel;

Come to the mercy-seat, fervently
Here bring your wounded hearts, here
tell your anguish ;
Earth has no sorrow tlnt heaven can
not heal.

2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying,
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure,
Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly say-
ing,
Earth has no sorrow that heaven can
not cure.

3 Here see the bread of life; see waters
flowing
Forth from the throne of God, bound-
less in love;
Come to the feast of love; come, ever
knowing
Karth has no sorrow but heaven can

remove.
THOMAS MOORE, 1S16.
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89 Ava. 6s & 4s,
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LCainp of sin and sorrow,

Filled with dismay, o
Wait not for to-morrow,

Yield thee to-day:

Heaven bids thee come,

While yet there’s room.
Child of sin and sorrow,

Hear and obey.

2 (Child of sin and sorrow,

Why wilt thou die?

Come ‘Whllb thou canst borrow
Hdp from on high ; .
Frieve not that 1010
Which from above,

Child of sin and sorrow,
Would bring thee nigh.

3 Child of sin and sorrow,
Thy moments glide
Like the flitting arrow
Or the 1ushmw tide ;
KEre time 1s o’er,
Heaven's grace 1mplore;
Jhild of sin and sorrow,
In Christ confide
TrHomAs HASTINGS, 1832.
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Deray not, delay not; O sinner, draw near;
The w aterb of life ’11‘6 now ﬂuwm o for thee;

No price is demanded, the Savior is here: :
Redemption is ptllclm.:-sed, salvation 1s free.

2 Delay not, delay not; why longer abuse
The love and (,umpdssmn of Jesus, thy God ?
A fountain is opened; how canst thou refuse
To wash and be Cleanmcd 1n his pardoning
blood ?
3 Delay not, delay not, O sinner to come,
For "\[erey still hnuus, and calls thee to-
day ;
Her voice is not heard in the shades of the
tomb
Her message, unheeded, will soon pass
away.
4 Delay not, delay not; the Spirit of Grace,
Long grieved and resisted, may take his
1d flight,
And leave thee in darkness to ﬁmqh thy race,
To sink in the gloom of eternity's night.
5 Delay not, delay not; the hour is at hand;
The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens
shall fade,
The dead, small and great, in the judgment
shall stand;
What helper, then, sinner, shall lend thee
his aid?
THoOMAS HASTINGS, d. 1872
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DID Christ o’er sinners weep,
And shall our cheeks be dry?

Let floods of penitential grief
Burst forth {from every eve

9 The Son of God in tears
Angels with wonder see;
Be thou astonished, Oh mv soul ;
He shed those tea,rs for thee.

Ile wept that we might weep;
Each sin demands a tear:
In heaven alone no sin is found,
And there's no weeping there.
BENJAMIN BEDDOME, 1818.

92 Aletta. 7s.
my 3_'_ 3 [’ i e ]
e

— A — A& O—|-0—g— 6

Deprra of mercy! can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?
Can my God his wrath forbear?
Me the chief of sinners spare ?

2 1 have long withstood his grace;
Long provoked him to his face;
\Vuuld not hearken to his calls;
Grieved him by a thousand ﬂLHb.




REPENTANCE UNTO LIFE. 73

3 Kindled his relentings are ;
Me he now delights to qpme
Cries, How shall I give thee up?
Lets the lifted thunder drop.

4 There for me the Savior stands;
Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands.
God 1s love, I know, I feel;
Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

5 Now incline me to repent;
Let me now my sins lament;
Now my foul revolt deplore
Weep, believe, and sin no more.
CHARLES*WESLEY, 1740.

Supplication. L. B,
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SHOW pity, Lord ; O Lord, forgive;
Let a repenting rebel live;

Are not thy mercies large and free?
May not a sinner trust in thee?

L2

My crimes are great, but can’'t surpass
The powel and ﬂlm*y of thy grace:
Great God, thy nature hath no bound :
So let thy pardoning love be found.

Oh, wash my soul from every sin,
And make my gullty conscience clean
Here, on my heart, the burden lies,
And past offenses pain mine eyes.

(Wb
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4 My lips, with shame, my sins confess,
Against thy law, against thy grace;
Lord, should thy judgment grow severe,
I am condemned, but thou art clear.

5 Should sudden vengeance seize my breath,

I must pronounce thee just in death;
And if my soul were sent to hell,
Thy righteous law approves 1t well.

6 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,
Whose hope, still hove ering round thvwmd
Would light on some swe eot promise there,
Some sure support against despair.

‘ Isaac WATTS, 1719,

94: Cowper. C. M.
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JEsUs, thou art the sinner’s friend;
As such I look to thee;

Now in the fullness of thy love,
O Lord! remember me.

2 Remember thy pure word of grace,
Remember Calvary ; ;
Remember all thy d) INg oroans,
And then remember me.

3 Thou wondrous Advocate with God !
I yield myself to thee,
While thou are sitting on thy throne,
Dear Lord, remember me.

. 1
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REPENTANCE UNTO LIFE. 7(i5°

4 Lord! 1 am guilty, I am vile,
But thy salvation’s free;

Then, 1in thine all- flboundmﬂ ograce,
Dear Lord, remember me.

o And, when I close my eyes in death,
W hon creature-helps all flee

Then, O my dear Redeemer Gud,
I pray, remember me.
RICHARD BURNHAM, 1783,

s

95 Naomi. (. M.
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ProstraTE, dear Jesus! at thy feet
A ﬂ'ullt) rebel lies,

And upwards to thy mercy-seuat
Presumes to lift his eyes.

2 If tears of sorrow could suffice
To pay the debt I owe
Tears should from both my weeping eyes
In ceaseless torrents flow.

25 3 But no such sacrifice I plead
To expiate my guilt;

No tears but those which thou hast shed,
No blood but thou hast spilt.

4 Think of thy sorrows, dearest Lord !
And all my sins forgive:

Justice will well approve the word
That bids the sinner live.

SAMUEL STENNETT, 1787.
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96 Hambuarg., L. M.

Just as I am, without one plea,

But that thy blood was shed for me,

And that thou bidd’'st me come to thee,
O Lamb of God, I come!

2 Just as I am, and waiting not
To rid my soul of one dark blot,
To thee, whose blood can clenn% each

O Lamb of God, I come!  [spot,

Just as I am, though tossed about,
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Fightings within, fmd fears w 1ithout,

() Lamb of God, 1 come!

o

4 Just as I am,—poor, wretched, blind;
Sight, riches, healing of the mind,
Y ea, all 1 need, in thee to find,

O Lamb of God, 1 come !

5 Just as T am,—thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcome, pa)d(m cleanse, relieve
Because thy promise 1 believe,
O Lamb of God, 1 00111(,’

6 Just as I am,—thy love unknown
Hast broken every barrier down;

Now, to be thine, yea, thine qlone
O Lamb Of God I come!

CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT, 1836.
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Webb. 78 & 6s.
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I LAY my sins on Jesus,
The spotless Lamb of God;
He bears them all and frees us
From the accursed load;
I bring my guilt to Jesus,
To wash my ¢rimson stains
White in his blood most precious,
T1ll not a stain remains.

2 I lay my wants on Jesus,

All fallness dwells in him;
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 sorrow shares.

3 I long to be like Jesus,
Meok loving, lov*lv, mild;
I long to be hLe Jesus,
The FFather’'s holy Chl]d
I long to be with Jesus
Amld the he’wenly throng,
To sing with saints his pmlses
To learn the angels’ song.
HORATIUS BONAR, 1857

6




13 REPENTANCE UNTO LIFE.

Woodland., . M.
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As on the cross the Savior hung,
And wept, and bled, and died,

He poured salvation on a wretch
That languished at his side.

2 His cerimes, with inward grief and shame,
The penitent confessed,
Then turned his dying eyes to Christ,
And thus his prayer addressed:—

3 “Jesus, thou Son and Heir of heaven,
Thou spotless Lamb of God,
I see thee bathed in sweat and tears,
And weltering in thy blood.

4 “ Yet quickly, from these scenes of woe
In triumph thou shalt rise,

Burst through the gloomy shades of death,
And shine above the skies.

5 “ Amid the glovies of that world,
Dear Savior, think on me,
And in the victories of thy death,
Let me a sharer be.”

6 His prayer the dying Jesus hears,
And instantly replies,
“To-day thy 'parting soul shall be
With me in Paradise.”
SAMUEL STENNETT, d. 1795.
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PRAYER.
Manoah. C, M.

Prayer 1s the soul’'s sincere desire,
Uttered or unexpressed,

The motion of a hidden fire
That trembles in the breast.

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh,
The falling of a tear,

The upward glancing of an eye,

When none but God is near.

3 Prayer 1s the simplest form of speech
That infant lips can try;
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach
The Majesty on high.

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

o Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice,
Returning from his ways,
While angels in their songs rejoice,
And ery, “Behold, he prays.”

6 O Thou, by whom we come to God,
The Life, the Truth, the Way !
The path of prayer thyself has trod:
Lord, teach us how to pray!
JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1819,




0 PRAYER.

100 Laban. S, M.
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Our Father and our God,
Who art in heaven above;
Thy name be praised, by all adored,
In sweetest strains of love.

T

2 Thy kingdom spread as leaven,
And every heart control;
Thy will be done in earth, as heaven,
By every living soul.

3 Give us our daily bread,—
Forgive, as we forgive;
Oh, may we not in sin be led,
But humbly with thee live.

4 Free us from every ill,—
Our trembling soul’'s defend,
For thine's the kingdom, power, and will
For evermore. Amen.
J. M. D. CATzS, 1867.

101 Silver Street. S. M.
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Azk, and the Father bends,

To hear thy suppliant ery;
The fervent prayer to heaven ascends,
And brings the blessing nigh.
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PRAYER. 1

2 Seek, and his word shall guide
Thine erring feet “Lrwht
The darkness from the 11r= ht divide,
And give thee day for night.

Through Christ,

o Knock, and an entrance find

the only door,

And ev er[aatmfr 1est be thine,
In heaven fUI{}Vel more.

JAS. A. DELKE, 1807.

102 Sweetl Hour. L. F. D.
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SWEET hour of prayer! sweet hour of

prayer !

1hat calls me from a world of care,
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 1‘8111{,1

And oft escaped the tempter’s snare
By thy return, sweet hour of prayer.

2 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour

prayer!

of

Thy wings shall my petition bear,
To him who&,e truth and faithfulness
Eng;awe the waiting soul to bless;
And since he bids me seek his face,
Believe his word and trust his arace,
'l cast on him my ev ery care,

And wait for thee,

sweet hour of prayer.
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32 PRAYER.

3 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of
prayer !
May I thy consolation share
Till from Mount Pisgah’s loft} height,
-1 view my home, and take my ﬂluht
This robe of flesh 1’1l drop, and rise
To seize the everlasting prize;
And shout, while passing through the air,
Farewell, ﬂuewel}, sweet hour of prayer.
W. W. WALFORD, 1846.

108 Brown. C. M.
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AprproacH, my soul, the mercy-seat,
Where Jesus answers prayer;

There humbly fall before his feet,
For none can perish there.

v

BN

b

Thy promise is my only plea,
With this I venture nigh ;

Thou callest burdened S()Lll‘a to thee,
And such, O Lord, am 1.

L

Bowed down beneath a load of sin,
By Satan sorely prest,

By wars without, and fears within,
I come to thee for rest.

A2

-L Be thou my shield and hiding-place,
That, sheltered near thy =:1de
I may my fierce accuser face,
And tell him thou hast died.
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PRAYER. 33

5 Oh, wondrous love! to bleed and die,
To bear the cross and shame,
That guilty sinners, such as I,
Might piead his gracious name.
JOHN NEWTON, d. 1807,

104: Retreat. X. M,
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From every stormy wind that blows,
From every swelling tide of woes,
There 1s a calm, a sure retreat,
'T'1s found beneath the mercy-seat.

There 1s a place where Jesus sheds
The o1l of gladness on our heads,
A place than all beside more f-:wect;
It 1s the blood-bought mercy-seat.

There is a scene where spirits blerd,
Where friend holds fellowship with friend;
Though sundered far, by faith they meet
Around one common mercy-seat.

There, there, on eagle wings we soar,
And time and sense molest no more;
And heaven comes down our souls to greet,
And glory crowns the mercy-seat.

Oh, let my hand forget her skill,

\[y tongue be s,llont cold, and stﬂl

This thmbbmo‘ h(,alt forget to beat

If T forget the Imercy- seat.

HUuGH STOWELL, 1831.

g
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105 Lovest Thou Me. 7s.
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"T'1s religion that can give
Sweetest pleasures while we live;
"T'1s religion must supply

Solid comfort when we die.

After death, 1ts joys will be
Lasting as etmnlty
Be the lwmmr God my Friend,
Then my ]Jhb‘:- shall never end.
MARY MASTERS.

106 Evan. C. M.
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ReLigion 1s the chief concern
Of mortals here below;
May we its great importance learn,
Its sovereign virtue know.

3

Lo
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2 Religion should our thoughts engage
Amid our youthful blr)om

"T'will fit us for declining age,
And for the solemn tormb.

3 Oh, , may our hearts, by grace renewed,
3e our Redeemer’s throne;
And be our stubborn wills subdued,
His government to own.
JouN Fawcerr, d. 1817,
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EARLY PIETY. 5

Siloam. C. B,
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BY cool Siloam’s shady rill
How fair the lily grows!

How sweet the breath beneath the hill,
Of Sharon's dewy rose!

2 Lo! such the child whose early feet
The paths of peace have trod;
Whose secret heart, with 111ﬂuellu, sweet,
* Is upward drawn to God.

3 O Thou, who givest life and breath,
We %eek thv orace alone,
In childhood, manhood, age and death,
To keep us still thine own.

REGINALD HEBER, 1827.

108 Hebron., I.. M.
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JEsus, and shall it ever be
A mortal man ashamed of thee?
Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise,
Whose glories shine through endless days?

2 Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far
Let evening bhlush to own a star;
He sheds the beams of light dn'me
O’er this benighted soul of mine,
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THE CHRISTIAN LIFE.

Ashamed of Jesus! just as soon

Let midnight be ashamed of noon;

"M1is mldmuht with my soul, till ho
Bright anmﬂ' Star, hid ddlkn(,‘&:b flee.

Ashamed of Jesus! that dear friend

On whom my hopes of heaven depend!
No; when 1 blush, be this my shame,
That I no more revere his name.

Ashamed of Jesus! yes 1 may,
When I've no guilt to wash ’1W‘Ly,
No tear to wipe, no good tc erave
No fears to quell, no soul to save.

Till then—nor is my boasting vain—
Till then I boast a Savior 5]{1111

And O may this my glory be,

That Christ 1s not ashamed of me.

JOSEPH GRIGG, 1705; alt. by Benj. Francis, 1787.

109 Rowley. 068 & 9s.

O HOW happ are they
Who their Savior obey,
And have laid up their treasure above!
Tongue can never express
The sweet comfort and peace
Of a soul in its earliest love.

&




- JOY IN CHRIST. 37

2 That sweet comfort was mine
When the favor divine

I -had found in the blood of the Lamb.
When at first I believed,
What true joy I received!

What a heaven in Jesus' sweet name !

4 3 'T'was a heaven below
My Redeemer to know:
And the angels could do nothing more
Than to fall at his feet, |
And the story repeat,
And the Lover of sinners adore.

4 Jesus all the day long
Was my joy and my song:

Oh, that all his salvation might see!
“He hath loved me,” T eried,
‘““ He hath suffered and died

To redeem such a rebel as me.”

& On the wings of his love,
I was earried above
All sin, and temptation, and pain;
I could not believe
& That I ever should grieve—
That 1 ever should suffer again.

6 O! the rapturous height
Ot that holy delight,

Which I felt in the life-giving blood !
Of my Savior possessed,
L was perfectly blest,

As if filled with the fullness of God.

CHARLES WESLEY, 1749,
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110 Cross and Crown., . M.

Do not 1 love thee, O my Lord ?
Behold my heart and see;
And turn each cursed idol out,

That dares to rival thee.

@

2 Do not I love thee from my soul?
Then let me nothing love,
Dead be my heart to every joy,
Which thou dost not approve.

3 Is not thy name melodious still
To mine attentive ear?
Doth not efu,h pulse with pleasure bound,
My Savior’s voice to hear?

4 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock
I would disdain to feed‘?
Hast thou a foe before whose face
I fear thy cause to plead?

5 Would not my heart pour forth its blood 25
In honor of thy name,
And challenge the cold ]mnd of death
To damp the immortal flame ?

5 Thou knowest I love thee, dearest Lord;
But, oh, I long to soar
Far from the sphere of mortal joys,
And learn to love thee more.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755.
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111 Browmn. C. M.
. iﬁ—i——r—:ﬁ g 10 E @ o ;’h 2 :I
=5 40— / ) &

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer's ear!

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

o

2 1t makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast;
"Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And to the weary rest.

3 Dear name! the rock on which I build,
My shield and hiding-place,
My never-failing treasury, filled
With boundless stores of grace.

4 Jesus, my Shepherd, Husband, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest, and King,
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise I bring.

Weak is the effort of my heart,
And cold my warmest thought;

But, when 1 see thee as thou art,
I'll praise thee as I ought.

@
b |

6 Till then, T would thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath;
And may the music of thy name
Refresh my soul in death.
JOHN NEWTON, 1779.
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112 Arlington. C. M.
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Trou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb,
We love to hear of thee;

No music like thy charming name,
Nor half so sweet can be.

2 My Jesus shall be still my theme,
‘While in the world I stay;

I'll sing my Jesus’ lovely name,
When all things else decay.

3 When I appear in yonder cloud,
With all the favored throng,
Then will I sing more sweet, more loud,
And Christ shall be my song.

JOHN CENNICK, 1745, a.

118 Oh, How I Ll.ove Jesus!
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JEusus, 1 love thy charming name;
"T'is music to mine ear;

Fain would I sound 1t out so Joud,
That earth and heaven should hear.

——— .—_l--i—- —

Cuo. Oh, how I love Jesus!
Oh, how I love Jesus!
Oh, how I love Jesus,
Because he first loved me.

o
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JOY IN CHRIST. 91

How can 1 forget thee?
How can 1 forget thee?

How can I forget thee?
Dear Lord, remember me.

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul,
\Iy transport and my trust;
Jewels to thee are gaudy toys,

And gold 18 sordid dust.—Cho.

&

3 All my capacious powers can wish,
In thee doth richly meet;
Nor to mine eyes 18 light so dear,
Nor friendship half 8o sweet.— Cho.

4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,
And sheds 1its fragrance there;
The noblest balm of all its wounds,

The cordial of its :

5 1’ll speak the honors of thy name
With my last laboring breath ;
Then speechless clasp thee in mine arms
The antidote of death.—Cho.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755.

e 114: ¥Heber. C.B.
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Jusus! the very thought of thee
With sweetness fills my breast;

But sweeter far thy face to see,
And in thy presence rest.
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2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame,

Nor can the memory find
A sweeter sound than thy blest name
O Savior of mankind!

3 O Hope of every contrite heart,
O Joy of all the meek!

To those who fall, how kind thou art,
How good to those who seek!

4 But what to those who find? Ah, this
Nor tongue nor pen can show;
The love of Jesus, what 1t 1s,
None but his loved ones know.

5 Jesus, our only joy be thou!
As thou our prize wilt be;
Jesus, be thou our glory now
And through eternity!
BERNARD of Clairvaux, 1153. Tr. by E. Caswall, 1849,

115 Salvation’s Free. S. M.
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ComEe, we that love the Lord,
And let our joys be known
Join in a song with sweet accord,
And thus surround the throne.

Cuo.—I 'm glad salvation’s free,
I'm glad salvation’s free;
Salvation’s free for youan d me!
I'm glad salvation’s free.
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JOY IN CHRIST. 9

2 Let those refuse to sing
That never knew our God ;
But favorites of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.— Cho.

3 The hill of Zion yields
A thousand sacred sweets,
Before we reach the heavenly fields,
Or walk the golden streets.— Cho.

4 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry;
We're marching through Immanuel's

oround

To fairer worlds on high.— Cho.

116

ISAAC WATTS, 17009..

Happy Day. Ss & 6s.
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O nappry day, that fixed my choice
On thee, my Savior, and my God :
Well may this glowing heart rejoice,
And tell its raptures all abroad.

Cho.—Happy day, happy day,

When Jesus washed my sins away!

He taught me how to watch and
pray,

And live rejoicing every day.

Happy day, happy day,

When Jesus washed my sins away !

L
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2 '"Tis done! the great transaction’s done!
I am my Lord’s, and he 13 mine:
He drew me, and I followed on, [ Cho. |
Charmed to confess the voice divine.—

3 Now rest, my long-divided heart;
Fixed on this blissful center, rest; |
Nor ever from thy Lord depart: [ Cho. o
With him, of every good possessed.—
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1799. |
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- My God, the spring of all my joys,
The life of my delights ;
The glory of my brightest days,
And comfort of my nights!

2 In darkest shades, if he appear,
My dawning 1s begun;
He is my soul's sweet morning-star,
And he my rising sun. |
1

3 The opening heavens around me shine
With beams of sacred bliss,
While Jesus shows his heart 1s mine,
And whispers I am his.

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay,
At that transporting word,
RL}? up with joy the shining way,
To embrace my dearest Lord.
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o Fearless of hell and chastly death,
I'd br ak through every foe;
The wings of Ic)w, and arms of faith
Should bear me conqueror through.
IsAAac WATTS, 1709.

118 Hebrom. . M.
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JESUS, my all, to heaven is gone,
He whom T fix my hopes upon ;

His track I see, and 111 pursue
The narrow way till him I view.

0o

The way the holy prophets went,

The road that leads from banishment,
The King's highway of holiness,

1’11 go, for all his paths are peace.

3 This 18 the way I long have sought,
| And mourned because I found 1t not:
My grief a burden long has been,

| B(,ca,us(, I was not mved from sin.
>

] 4 The more I strove against its power
I felt its weight and guilt the more;
Till late I heard my hm 101 Sy,
‘“ Come hither, soul, I AM THE way.’

9 Lo! glad I come, and thou blest Lamb,
bhalt take me to thee as 1 am;
Nothing but 8in hm*(, I to alve
"\othmgj but love shall I receive.
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6 Then will I tell to sinners round,
What a dear Savior 1 have found!
[’ll point to thy redeeming blood, ,,
And say, ‘“ Behold the way to God.”
JOHN CENNICK, 1743.

119 Ortomville. C. M.
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How orr, alas! this wretched heart
Has wandered from the Lord!

How oft my roving thoughts depart,
Forgetful of his word !

2 Yet sovereign Mercy calls, “ Return!”
Dear Iord! and may 1 come?
My vile ingratitude 1 mourn;
O, take the wanderer home.

3 And canst thou, wilt thou, yet forgive,
And bid my crimes remove !
And shall a pardoned rebel live
To speak thy wondrous love ?

4 Almighty Grace! thy healing power,
How glorious, how divine !
That can to life and bliss restore
So vile a heart as mine.

e
;

5 Thy pardoning love, so free, so sweet,
Dear Savior! I adore:
O, keep me at thy sacred feet,
And let me rove no more.
MRS, STEELE,
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120 Penitence. 7s, 6s, & 8s.
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JEsus, let thy pitying eye

Call back a wandering sheep;
False to thee, like Peter, 1

Would fain like Peter weep.
Let me be by grace restored;

On me be all long-suffering shown;
Turn, and look upon me, Lord,

And break my heart of stone.

i

2 Savior, Prince, enthroned above,

Repentance to impart,

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

Give what I have long implored,
A portion of thy grief unknown;

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

=N
.

3 For thine own compassion’s sake,

The gracious wonder show ;

Cast my sins behind thy back,
And wash me white as snow:

If thy bowels now are stirred,
If now I do myself bemoan,

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

CHARLES WESLEY,
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121 Lovest thou Me. 7S.
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Harg, my soul! it is the Lord;
"Tis thv Savior, hear his word;
Jesus s peﬂk%, and speaks to thee
“Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me ?

2 “T delivered thee when bound,
And when bleeding, healed thy wound,
Soucht thee wanderi ing, set thee right;
T mned thy darkness into light.

3 “(Clan a woman's tender care
(lease towards the child she bare
Yes, she may forgettul be,

Yet will 1 1'ememb 2T thee.

4 “Mine is an unchanging love,
Higcher than the helhht“- abm*
I)u}pel than the depths bene‘lth
Free and faithful, strong as death

5 “Thou shalt see my glory soon,

When the work of grace 1s done;
Partner of my thr(me 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!

WM. COWPER, 1779.
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A cHARGE to keep I have,
A God to glority,

A never-dying soul to save,
And fit 1t for the sky.

2 To serve the present age,
My calling to fulﬁll——-—-
O, may it all my powers engage
To do my Master’'s will!

3 Arm me with jealous care,
As 1n thy sight to live;

And oh, thy S(,n.,mt Lord, prepare
A strict account to o1ve.

4 Help me to watch and pray,
And on thyself rely,
Assured, 1if 1 my trust betray,
1 shall forever die.
CHAs. WESLEY, 1767.

< 123 Woodstock. C. M.
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O courp I find, from day to day,
A nearness to my God,

Then would my hours ﬂhde sweet away,
V\ hile leaning on hlb word.

)
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2 Lord, I desire with thee to live
Anew from day to day,
In joys the world can never give,
Nor ever take away.

)

3 Blest Jesus, come, and rule my heart,
And make me wholly thine,

That I may nevermore depart,
Nor grieve thy love divine.

4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath,
Thy ocoodness 1'll adore ;
And w hon my frame dlbb()]\ es 1n death,
My soul shall love thee more.
BENJAMIN CLEAVLAND, 1790.

Naomi. . NE.
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l* ATHER, whate'er of earthly bliss
Thy sovereign will denies,

Accepted at thy thr one of grace,
Let this pt}tltl(m rise :—

2 (ive me a calm, a thanktul heart,
From every murmur free;
The blessings of thy grace impart,
And nmke me live to thee.

3 Let the sweet hope that thou art mine
My life and death attend;
Thy presence through my journey shine,
And crown my journey's end.
ANNE STEELE, d. 1778.

o)
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Balerma., C. M.
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O ror a closer walk with God!
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 1 saw the Lord ?
Where is the soul-refreshing view
Of Jesus and his word ?

3 What peaceful hours I then enjoyed !
How sweet their memory still!
But they have left an a(,hmﬂ vold

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.

5 The dearest idol I have known,
Whate'er that 1dol be,
Ielp 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 licht shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.
WiILLIAM COWPER, d. 1800.
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Duke Street. L. M.,

So let our lips and lives express
The holy gospel we profess;

So let our works and virtues shine,
To prove the doctrine all divine.

P

2 Thus shall we best proclaim abroad
The honors of our Savior God,
When his salvation reigns \'slthin,
And grace subdues the power of sin.

Our flesh and sense must be denied,
Passion and envy, lust, and pride;

While justice, temperance, truth, and love
Our inward piety approve.

o

4 Religion bears our spirits up,
\\’h}lfi we expect that blessed hope,
The bright appearance of the Lord,
And faith stands leaning on his Wmd
IsAaac Warts, 1709.

127 Ortonville. C. M. &2
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O, ror a heart to praise my God,
A heart from sin set free;

A heart that always feels thy blood,
So freely spilt for me;
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2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer’s throne;
Where only Christ is heard to speak,
Where Jesus reigns alone.

3 O for a lowly, contrite heart,
Believing, true, and clean,
Which neither life nor death can part
IFrom him that dwells within;

4 A heart in every thought renewed,
And full of love divine;
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good—
A copy, Lord, of thine!
CHARLES Y ESLEY, 1742.

128 Christmas. . RE.
N o 3

AwAKE, my soul; stretch every nerve,
And press with vigor on;

A heavenly race demands thy zeal,
And an 1mmortal erown.

Lo

A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full survey;
Forget the steps already trod,

And onward urge thy way.

o

'Tis God’s all animating voice
That calls thee from on high;

"Tis his own hand presents the prize
To thine aspiring eyei—
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4 That prize, with peerless glories bright,
Which shall new luster boaat
When victors’ wreaths and monarchs’ gems
Shall blend in common dust.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755.

129 St. Martin’s. C. M
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O ror a faith that will not shrink,
Though pressed by every foe,
That will not tremble on the blmk

Of any earthly woe ;—

2 That will not murmur nor complain
Beneﬂth the chastening rod,
But in the hour of frrlef or pain,
Will lean upon 1ts God—

3 A faith that shines more bright and clear
When tempests rage W1thou’r
That, when 1n danger knows no fear,
In darkness feels no doubt—

4 That bears, unmoved, the world's dread
Nor heeds its scornful smile; [frown,
That seas of trouble can not drown,
Nor Satan's arts beguile—

by

A faith that keeps the narrow way
Till life’s last hour 1s fled,

And with a pure and heavenly ray
Lights up the dying bed.

5\
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6 Lord, give us such a faith as this,
And then, whate'er may come,
We'll taste, e’'en here, the hallowed bliss
Of an eternal home.
WM. H. BATHURST, 1831.

180 Olivet. 6s & 45s.
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My faith looks up to thee,

Thou Lamb of Calvary,
Savior divine !

Now hear me while I pray;

Take all my guilt away;

Oh, let me, fmm this d‘Ly,
Be wh(:ll} thine.

Bo

Mfiy thy rich grace impart

Strength to my fainting heart,
T\Iy zeal Inspire;

As thou hast died for me,

Oh, may myv love to thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be,
A living fire.

3 While life’'s dark maze 1 tread,
And griefs around me spread,
Be thou my Guide ;
Bid dar kneﬁs turn to da,y,
Wipe sorrow's tears away,
\or let me ever stray
From thee aside.
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4 When ends life’s transient dream,
When death's cold, sullen stream
Shall o'er me roll,
Blest Savior, then, 1n love,
Fear and distress remove ;
Oh, bear me safe above,
A ransomed soul!
RAY PALMER, 183

181 Bethany. 6s & 4s.
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NEARER, my God, to thee,-—-
Nearer to thee

E’en though 1t be a cross
That raiseth me ;

Still all my song shall be

Nearer, my God to thee,
\ earer to thee!

2 Though like a wanderer,
The sun gone down,
Darkness comes over me,
My rest a stone,
Yet in my dreams I'd be
Nearer, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee !

3 There let my way appear
Steps unto heaven;
All that thou sendest me
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In mercy given;
Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee!

4 Then with my waking thoughts
Bright with thy praise,
Out of my stony griefs
Bethel 1°1l raise;
So by my woes to be
Nearer, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee!

And when 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 !

SARAH F. ADAMS, 1840.

] |

182 Greenville. 8s & 7s, B,
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Love divine, all love excelling,

Joy of heaven, to earth come down ;
Fix in as thy humble dwelling;

All thy faithful mercies crown!
Jesus, thou art all compassion,

Pure, unbounded love thou art;
Visit us with thy salvation;

Enter every trembling heart.




108 THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. ¥

2 Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit

Into every troubled br east

Let us all in thee inherit;
Let us find the promised rest.

Come, almighty to deliv er,
Let us all thy life receive;

Suddenly return, and 1‘10’%’01,
Never more thy temples leave. o

Finish then thy new creation;
Pure and spotlow let us be;
Let us see thy great C\.;ll\dtlon
Perfectly mstmed in thee:
Changed from oglory into U‘]Ol‘},
'1‘111 in heaven we take our place,
Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise!
CHARLES WESLEY, 1746.

QS

188 Nettleton., 8s & 7s.
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Comg, thou Fount of every blessing,
Tune my heart to sing thy grace;
Streams of mercy, never Ceflslm_r,,
Call for songs of loudest praise. —Cho

* (Cno. I love Jesus, hallelujah,
1 love Jesus, ves, 1 do;
I do love Jesus—he's my Savior;
Jesus smiles, and loves me too.

* Chorus may be omitted.
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Teach me some melodious sonnet,
Sung by flaming tongues above;
Pruse the mount, ———oh “fix me on 1t
Mount of God’s um,h&ngmg love.—-—-ChO.
Here 1 raise my Ebenezer;
Hither by thy help 'm come,
And I hope, by thy good pleasure,
Safely to arrive at home.—Cho.
Jesus sought me when a stranger,
W andermrr from the fold of (JO(].

He, to rescue me from danger,
lnterpoqed with preeious blood.—Cho.

Oh, to grace how great a (lf‘])t()l‘
Daily I'm constrained to be
Let that grace, Lord, like a futter,
Bind my wandering heart to thee.—Cho.

Prone to wander, Loxrd, I feel 1t;
Prone to leave the God 1 love
Here’'s my heart; Lord, take and seal it;
Seal it from thy courts above.—Cho.
ROBERT ROBINSON, 1757.

184: Dennis., S, M.
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BLEST be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love,
The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2 Before our Father's throne

We pour our ardent prayers;
3
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Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares.
3 We share our mutual woes,
Our mutual burdens bear;
And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear.
4 When we asunder part,
It gives us inward pain;
But we shall still be joined in heart,
And hope to meet again.
5 This glorious hope revives
Our courage by the way;
While each in expectation lives
And longs to see the day.
6 From sorrow, toil and pain,
And sin, we shall be free,
And perfect love and friendship reign
Throuch all eternity.
JOHN FAWCETT, 1772.
185 Rockingham. L. M.
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How blest the sacred tie that binds

In sweet communion kindred minds!

How swift the heavenly course they run,

Whose hearts, whose faith, whose hopes
are one.

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



FELLOWSHIP. 111

3 Nor shall the glowing flame expire,
When dimly beams frail nature’s hle'
Then shall the} meet in realms above,
A heaven of joy, a heaven of love.

ANNA L. BARBAULD, 1773.

Evan, . M.
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H(m sweet, how heavenly 1s the sight,
When those that love the Lord,

In ene another's peace delight,
And so fulfill his word !

2 When each can feel his brother’s sigh,
And with him bear a part;
When sorrow flows from eye to eye,
And joy from heart to heart !

3 When free from envy, scorn and pride,
QOur wishes all ahme
Hach can his brother's f.:uhnﬁ%, hide,
And show a brother’s lov eI

4 When love in one delightful stream,
Through every bosom flows :
When union sweet, and dear esteem.
In every action glows!

9 Laove is the golden ehain that binds
The ha,ppy souls above;
And he’s an heir of heaven that finds
His hosom glow with love.
JOSEPH SWAIN, 1792,
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Martyn. 7s. D.

Jesus! lover of my soul,
Let me to thy hosom ﬂa »
While the raging billows 1011
While the te 1111mst still is hig oh,
Hide me, O my Savior! hide,
T1ill the storm of life be p‘lst
Safe into the haven guide;
Oh, recetve my soul at Llst“

(BN

Other refuge have I none;
Hangs my helpless soul on thee:
FLeave, ah! leave me not alone,
Still support and comtort me.
All my trust on thee is stayed ;
All my help from thee 1 ]}111_1g;
Cover my defenseless head
With the shadow of thy wing.

3 Thou, O Christ, art all 1 want;
More than all in thee 1 find;
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,
Heal the C«u,k and lead the blind.
Just and holy 1s thy name,
I am all unuﬂhteuuanem
False, and full of sin, T am,
Thou art fall of truth and orace
CHARLES WESLEY, 1740.
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How firm a foundation, ye saints of the
Lord,

Is laid for your faith in his excellent word |

What more can he say than to you he hath
said,

You who unt-o Jesus for refuge have fled ?

2 1n every condition—in sickness, in health
In poverty's Y‘LI-@, or abounding in wealth |
At home and abroad; on the land, on the

sea,— | strength ever be.
“As thy days may demand, shall thy
s “Fear not; 1 am with thee; QO bhe not
dismayed !
1, 1 am thy God, and will still give thee aid -
I'll strengthen thee, help theb and cause
thee to stand,
Upheld by my 11;__}:__hte.uu-: omnipotent hand.

“When through the deep waters 1 call
thee to go,

The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow:

For I will be with thee, thy troubles to hless,

And sanctify to thee tln deepest distress.

-

“When through fiery trials thy pathway
ahall lie.

My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy supply:

The ﬂ wme shall not hurt thee: I ()nlv design

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to
refine.
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6 ‘“Een down to old age, all my people shali
prove
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable, love ;
And when hmry hairs shall their temple
adorn, | borne.
Like lambs they shall still i1n my bosom be

‘The soul that on Jesus still leans for re-
pose,
1 will not, I will not, desert to his foes;
That soul, though all hell should endeavor
to shake,
I’ll never, 10 never, No NEVER, forsake.”
GEORGE KEITH, 1787.

189 Oliphant. 8s, 7s, & 4s.
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(;rLIDI:, me, O thou great Jehovah,
Pllfrrlm through this barren land ;
1 asam weak, but thou art mighty ;
Hold me with thy powerful hand ;
Bread of heaven!
Feed me till 1 want no. more.

2 Open now the crystal fountain
Whence the healing streams do flow;
Let the fiery, cloudy pﬂlar
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 :
Bear me thruugh the swelling current,
Land me safe on Canaan’s side;

=l
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Songs of praises
I will ever give to thee.
WILLIAM WILLIAMS, 1773.

14:0 K Do Believe. C, B.*
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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?

Cho.—1 do believe, I now believe,—
I can hold out no more;
I sink, by dying love compelled,
And own thee Conqueror.

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 ?— Cho.

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 ?— Cho.

4 Sure I must fight, if I would reign;
Inerease my courage, Lord;
1’11 bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by thy word.— Cho.

* Ayon, on page 119, may be used, without chorus.
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5 Thy saints in all this glorious war
Shall conquer thouoh they die;
They see the tuumph from afar,
By faith they briung it 11ig11.-————67m.

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,
And all thy armies shine
In robes of victory through the skies, ~
The glory shall be thine.— Cho.
ISAAC WATTS, 1709,

14:1 Laban. S. M.
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My soul, be on thy guard;
Ten thou%and fue% arise

The hosts of sin are pleuqnff hard
To draw thee from the skies.

BN

a, 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 vicetory won, &
Nor lay thine armor down;
Thy work of faith will not be done
Till thou obtain the:crown.

4 Ficht on, my soul, till death
Shall bri Ing thee to thy God:
He’ll take thee, at thy parting breath,
To his divine abode.
GEORGE HEATH, b. 1781.
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StAND up !|—stand up for Jesus!
Ye soldiers of the eross;
Lift high his royal banner,
It must not suffer loss:
From vietory unto victory
His army shall he lead,

Till every foe is \anqul%hed,
And Christ 1s Lord indeed.

2 Stand up !—stand up for Jesus !
Stand 1n his strength alone ;
The arm of flesh will fail you;
Ye dare not trust your own:
Put on the gospel armor,
And, watching unto prayer,
Where duty calls or danger,
Be never wanting there.

3 Stand up !—stand up for Jesus!
The strife will not be long;
This day the noise of battle
The next the victor's song:
To him that overcometh,
A crown of life shall be;
He with the King of Glory

Shall reign eternally !

(EORGE DUFFIELD, b, 1818.
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Avon. C. M.

I’s not ashamed to own my Lord,
Or to defend his cause;

Maintain the honor of his word,
The glory of his cross.

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 T'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.
Isaac WATTS, 1709.

144 State Street. S. M. »
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Jesus, who knows full well
The heart of every saint,
Invites us all our grief to tell,
To pray and never faint.
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o

He bows his gracious ear;
We never plead In vain;
Then let us wait till he appear,
And pray, and pray again.

53 Though unbelief suggest

“Why should we lonrrer walt?”’
He bids us never give him rest,

2 - N/ . ) "

Jut knock at Mercy’s gate.

4 Jesus, the Lord, will hear
1115 chosen when they cry;
Yes, though he may aw hile fmbefu‘
llb 11 help them from on high.

D Then let us earnest cry,
And never faint in prayer;
He sees, he hearg, and from on high
Will make our cause his care.
JORN NEwWTOM, 1779,

145 Give. C. M.
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WhaEN languor and disease invade
This trembling house of clay,

'T'1s sweet to look beyond my pain,
And long to fly away;—

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend
The whispers of his love
Sweet to look upward, to the place
Where Jesus pleads above;—
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3 Sweet on his faithfulness to rest,
Whose love can never end:
Sweet on his covenant of grace
For all things to depend ;—

4 Sweet, in the confidence of faith,
To trust his firm decrees;
Sweet to lie passive in his hands, -
And know no will but his.
AvuGgustus M. TorPLADY, 1780.

14:6 Eventide, 10s.
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ABIDE with me! Fast falls the eventide ;

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me a-
bide !

When other helpers fail, and comforts
flee, |

Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me!

b

Swift to i1ts close ebbs out life’s little day ;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass
away ;
Change and decay in all around I see; G
O thou who changest not, abide with me

e

3 I need thy presence every passing hour;
What but thy grace can foil the tempt-
er's power ?
Who like thyself my guide and stay can
be ?
Through cloud and sunshine, oh, abide
with me!
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4 Hold thou thy cross before my closing

eyes;
Shine through the gloom, and point me to
the skies; -

He: wen s morning breaks, and earth’s
vain shadows flee !

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me'
HENRY F. LYTE, 1847.

14:7 That will be Joyful. 8s, 6s, & 10s.
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How pleasant thus to dwell below
In fellowship of love !

And, tho we part, 'tis bliss to know
The good shall meet above.

Cro. Oh! that will be joyful! J()yful' joyful!
Oh! that will be joyful!
To meet to part no more,
To meet to part no more,
On Canaan’s happy shme,
'Tis there we'll meet at Jesus’ feet,
Will meet to part no more.

2 Yes, happy thought! when we are free

From earthly grief and pain,
In heaven we shall each other see
And never part again.—CHo.
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].48 Unity. 6s & 5s.
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WaEN shall we meet again ?—
Meet ne'er to sever ?

When will Peace wreathe her chain
Round us forever?

Our hearts will ne’er repose

Safe from each blast that blows

In this dark vale of woes,—
Never,—no, never !

2 When shall love freely flow

Pure as life’s river ?

When shall sweet friendship glow
Changeless forever ?

Where joys celestial thrill,

Where bliss each heart shall fill,

And fears of parting chill
Never,—no, never!

3 Soon shall we meet again,—
Meet ne'er to sever;
Soon will Peace wreathe her chain
Round us forever:
Our hearts will then repose
Secure from worldly woes;
Our songs of praise shall close

Never,—no, never!
ALARIC A, WATTS.
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4 I Love thy kingdom, Lord,

I'he house of thine abode,
The Church our blest Redeemer saved
With his own precious blood.

2 I love thy church, O God;
Her walls befure thee C~tand

Dear as the apple of thine eye,
And graven on thine hand.

3 For her my tears shall fall;
For her ¥, Prayers ascend ;
To her my cares and toils be given,
Till toils and cares shall end.

4 Beyond my highest joy
| prize her hefwenl} ways,
Her sweet communion, solemn VOWS,
Her hymns of love and praise.

| =
-
L

5 Jesus, thou Kriend divine,
Our Savior and our I\mfr
Thy hand, from every snare and foe,
Shall crl*eat deliverance bring.

6 Sure as thy truth shall last,
To Zion shall be given
The brightest glories earth can yield,
And l)rmhter bliss of heaven.
TiMOTHY DWIGHT, 1800.
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Grorious things of thee are spoken,
Ziion, city of our God;
He whose word eannot be broken
Formed thee for his own abode.
2 On the Rock of Ages founded,
What can shake thy sure 101)0%?

With salvation’s walls surrounded,
Thou mayest smile at all thy foes.

3 Lord, thy church 1s still thy dwelling,
Still is precious in thy sight
Judah’s templo far e\ce]hnﬂ'
Beaming with the ffospel s light.

4 Round each habitation hovering,
See the cloud and fire appear,
For a glory and a cover 11]5_1‘,
_,huwmg that the Lord 1s near.
JOHN NEWTON, 1779.

151 Zion., 88, 7s, & 48,
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Ziox stands with hills surrounded—
Zion, kept by power divine;
All her foes shall be confounded
Though the world in arms combine;
I[am; Zi10n,
What a ffu*ored lot 18 thine!
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2 Every human tie may perish ;
Eriend to friend unfaithful prove;
Mothers cease their own to cherish;
Heaven and earth at last remove ;
But no changes
Can attend Jehovah’s love.
3 In the furnace God may prove thee,
Thence to bring thee forth more brighft,
But can never cease to love thee,
Thou art precious in his sight:
Grod 1s with thee—
God, thine everlasting light.
THoMAS KELLY, 1S06.

152 Same tune as the above.)

O~ the mountain’s top appearing,
Lo! the sacred herald stands,
Welcome news to Zion hearing,—
Zion, long in hostile lands:
Mourning captive,
God himself will loose thy bands.
2 Has thy night been long and mournful ?
_Have thy friends unfaithful proved ?
Have thy foes been proud and scornful,
By thy sichs and tears unmoved ?
Cease thy mourning;
Ziion still is well beloved.
5 Enemies no more shall trouble,
All thy wrongs shall be redress'd ;
For thy shame thou shalt have double,
In thy Maker's favor bless'd ;
All thy conflicts
End in everlasting rest.
9 THOMAS KELLY, 1804.
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“Go, preach my gospel,” saith the Lord ;
Y Bul the whole earth my grace receiv e

He shall be saved that tr uata my word,
And he condemned who'll not be 11(3\ e.

“'ll make your great commission known;
And ye shall prove my gospel true,

By all the works that I have done,
By all the wonders ye shall do.

“Teach all the nations mv commands;
I’'m with you till the world shall end
All power is trusted in my hfmds
I can destroy, and ! defend.”

4 He spake, and light shone round his head;
On a bright (Jlnud to heaven he rode:

They to the farthest nations s spread
The grace of their ascended God.
IsAAC WATTS, 1709.

154: Boylston. §S. M.
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YE messengers of Christ,
His sovereign voice ObOV'
Arise, and follow where he leads

And peace attend your way.
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The Master, whom you serve,
Will needful strength bestow;

Depending on his promised aid,
With sacred courage go.

3 Mountains shall sink to plains,
And hell in vain oppose;
) The cause 1s God’s, and will prevail,
In spite of all his foes.
MRs. VOKE, 1806.

55 Hénry. C. M.
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Ler Zion’s watchmen all awake,
And take th’ alarm they give;
Now let them from the mouth Of God
Their awful charge receive.

'Tis not a cause of small import ;
The pastor’s care demands,

But what might fill an angel’s heart,
And filled a Savior's hands.

3 They watch for souls, for which the Lord
Did heavenly bliss forego,—

For souls, which must forever live,
In rapture or in woe.

4 May they that Jesus, whom they preach,
Their own Redeemen see ;
And watch thou daily o’er their souls,
That they may watch for thee.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755.
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How beauteous are their feet
Who stand on Zion's hill;

Who bring salvation on then' tongues,
And words of peace reveal !

How charming is their voice!
How sweet the tidinﬂ's are |—

‘““ Zion, behold thy Savior Ixmn‘
He reigns and tllumphs her

How happy are our ears,
That hear this joytul sound!
Which kings and prophets waited for,
And sought, but never found.

How blessed are our eyes,
That see this heav (,nh;' ]I'?‘fllt|
Prophets and kings desired it long,
But died without the sight.

The watchmen join their voice,
And tuneful notes employ ;
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,

And deserts learn the joy.

The Lord makes bare his arm
Through all the earth abroad;
Let every nation now behold
Their Savior and their God.
IsaAac WATTS, 1709.
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Faraer of mercies, bow thine ear,
Attentive to our earnest prayer;

We plead for those who plead for thee,
Successful pleaders may they be!

How great their work, how vast their
charge !

Do thou their anxious souls enlarge;

To them thy sacred truth reveal,

Suppress their fear, inflame their zeal.

Teach them to sow the precious seed;
Teach them thy chosen flock to feed;
Teach them immortal souls to gain—
Souls that will well reward their pain.

Let thronging multitudes around

Hear from their lips the joyful sound,

In humble strains thy grace implore,

And feel thy new-creating power.
BENJAMIN BEDDOME, 1787.

Wimborne. X. RE.

SPIRIT of peace and holiness,
This new-created union bless;
Bind each to each in ties of love,
And ratify our work above.
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Savier, who carest for thy sheep,
The shepheld of thy people keep;
Guide him in every doubtful way,
Nor let his feet from duty stray.

Gird thou his heart with strength divine;
Let Christ through all his conduct shine;

Faithful in all things may he be—
Dead to the world, alive to thee.

O thou, whose love doth never fail,
Bre athe on this dry and thirsty v a,lt,
And may it, from this hom, appear
That thy reviving power is here.

Lord of the Sabbath, unto thee
Our spirits rise In ha,mmny?
Accept our praise, our sins remove,
And fit us for thy courts above.
SAMUEL F. SMITH, b. 1808.

159 Sessions., L. M.
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AXND now the solemn deed is done;
The vow 1s pledged, the toil beuun
Seal thou, O God, the choice flbm
And 1'at1f'y the pledgb of love.

The shepherd of thy people bless ;
Gird him with thy own holiness ;
In duty may his pleasure be,
His glory in his zeal for thee.
SAMUERL F. SMITH,

A
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() Jesus, 1n this solemn hour,
Be with thy people here;
Let thine authority and power
To rule thy church appear.

2 Oh, may the choice which we have made
By thee be ratified ;
Thy servants’ fitness he displayed,
As they are further tried.
3 With faithfulness may they fulfill
- The office 1n their hands,
And seek to know and do thy wﬂl

In all that will demands.
Wwm. B. COLLYER, d. 1854.

161 Powns. . M.
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Youcuasarg, O Lord, thy presence now,
Direct us in thy fear;

Before thy throne we humbly bow,
And offer fervent prayer.

2 Give us the men whom thou shalt choose,
Thy house on earth to guide;
1. . . i ) .
Those who shall ne’er their power abuse,
Or rule with haughty pride.
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3 Inspired with wigdom from ahove,
And with diseretion blest;
Displaying meekness, temperance, love,
Of every grace possessed.

4 These are the men we seek of thee,
O God of righteousness;
Such may our deacons ever be, )
With such thy people bless.

162 Downs. C. M.
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SAVIOR, the promised Spirit send,
Thy servants now to bless;

Thy gracious power and wisdom lend,
With peace and righteousness.

ANON.

Lo

These we have chosen, may they prove
Blameless, in word and deed;

O fill their souls with godly love,
That they thy poor muy feed.

May these thy shepherd’s hands uphold, &

His needful wants supply;
Tlmt of the bread of 111(, th;y fold

May eat and never dle.

Co

4 May faith in all their actions shine,
And hupt their anchor bright,
With charity like love divine,
Make all their pathway light.
JAMES A. DELKE, 1867,
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DowxN to the sacred wave

The Lord of life was led:
And he who came our souls to save
In Jordan bowed his head.

2 He taught the solemn way;
He fixed the holy rite;

Ie bade his ransomed ones obey,
And keep the path of light.

3 Blest Savior! we will tread
In thy appomtud way ;
Let glory o’er these scenes be shed,
And smile on us to-day.

SAMUEL F, SMITH, 1831.

164: Ariington. C. M.
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The dear Redeemer lies;
IFaith views him in the Waterv orave,

And thence beholds him rise.

2 Thus do his willing saints, to-day
Their ardent /eal express,

And in the Lord’s appointed was
Fulfill all righteousness.
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3 With joy we in hig footsteps tread,
And would his cause maintain ;
Like him be numbered with the dead,
And with him rise and reign.

4 His presence oft revives our hearts,
And drives our fears away ;
When he commands, and strength imparts,
We cheerfully obey.

BENJAMIN BEDDOME, 1787.

Azmon., C. M.
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IN all my Lord's appointed ways
My journey 1'll pursue;

Hinder me not, ye much loved saints,
For 1 must go with you.

2 Through floods and flames, if Jesus leads,
1’11 10110W where he goes ;

Hinder me not, shall be my ecry,
Though earth and hell oppose.

3 Through duties, and through trials too,
I’ 2o at his command;
Hinder me not, for I am bound
To my Immanuel's land.

4 And, when my Savior calls me home,
| Still this my ery shall be,
Hinder me not! come, welcome, death,
I'll gladly go with thee.

JOHN RYLAND, 1773.
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JESUS 1Invites his saints
To meet around his board ;

Here pardoned rebels sit, and hold
Communion with their Lord.

2 This holy bread and wine

M'Lintain our fainting breath,

By union with our hvmﬂ* LOld
And interest in his death

3 Let all cur powers be joined
His glorious name to raise;

Let holy love fill every mind,
And every voice be praise.

Isaac WATTS, d. 1748,

Windham. 1. FE.
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’f was on that dark, that doleful night,
When powers of earth and hell arose
Against the Son of God’s delight,

And friends betrayed him to his foes,—

2 Before the moumful scene began,
He took the bread, and l)le&,t, and
brake;
What love through all his action ran!
What wondrous words of grace he
spake !
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3 “This i1s my body, broke for sin;
Receive and eat the living {md

Then took the cup, and blessed the wine;
‘“"T'1s the new covenant in my blood.”

4 “Po this,” he eried, “till time shall end,
In memory of your dying Friend;
Meet at my table and record
The love of your departed Lord.”

5 Jesus, thy feast we celebrate;
We show thy death, we bmﬂ thy name,
Till thou re sturn, and we shall eat
The marriage supper of the Lamb.
IsaAac WATTS, 1709.

168 Avon, C. XM
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Here at thy table, Lord, we meet,
To feed on food divine:

Thy body 1s the bread we eat,
'1113’ precious blood, the wine.

2 He, who prepares this rich repast,
Himself comes down and dies;
And then invites us thus to feast
Upon the sacrifice.

3 Sure there was never love so free,
Dear Savior, so divine!
Well thou mayest claim that heart of me,
Which owes so much to thine.
SAMUEL STENNETT, 1787.
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Lorp of hosts, to thee we raise

Here a house of prayer and praise;
Thou thy people’s hearts prepare
Here to meet for praise and prayer.

Liet the living here be fed

With thy woul the heavenly bread:
Here, in hope of olory blest,

May the dead be Iaid to rest.

Lo

Here to thee a temple stand
While the sea shall gird the land ;
Here reveal thy mercy sure
While the sun and moon endure.

4 Hallelujah |—earth and sky

To the joyful sound reply ;

Hallelujah | —hence ascend
Prayer and praise till time shall end.
JAMES MONTGOMERY, d. 1854,

]_70 Hendon., 7S.
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To thy temple I repair;

Lord, I love to worship there,
When within the veil I meet
Christ upon the mercy-seat.

CO

Q’"__ l
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2 While thy glorious praise 1s sung,
Touch my hpb unloose my tongue,
That my joyful soul may bless
Christ the Lord, my Righteousness.

3 While the prayers of saints ascend,
God of love! to mine attend ;
Hear me, for thy Spirit pleads ;
Hear, for Jesus intercedes.

4 From thy house when I return,
May iy “heart within me burn;
And at evening let me say,
1 have walked with God to-day!
JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1825.

171 Silver Street. S. M.
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How chnrming 1s the place,
Where my Redeemer, God,
Unveils the beauties of his face,
And sheds his love abroad!

2 Not the fair palaces,
To which the great resort,
Are once to be compared with this,
Where Jesus holds his court.

3 Here, on the mercy-seat,
W’lth radiant ﬂ*lorv m'owned
Our joyful eyes behold him Slt
And smile on all around.

SAMUEL STENNETT, 1787.
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172 Missionary Hymmn. 7s & 6s.

Co

WE bring no glittering treasures,

No gems from e‘uth deep mines;
We come with simple measures,

To chant thy love divine.
We all, ‘thy favors sharing,

Our voice of thanks would raise;
Father, accept our offering,

Our song of grateful praise.

The dearest gift of Heaven
Love's precious word of truth,
To sinners thou hast given,
To guide their steps in youtlg
To tell the wondrous story, |
The tale of (,,Jh ary ;
To tell of homes 1n .f_,lorv
From sin and sorrow free.

Redeemer, grant thy blessing;
Oh, teach us how to pray i

That we, thy love possessing,
May tread life’s devious w ay;

Till where the pure are dwelling
By grace we meet again,

And, sweeter numbers swelhng,
Forever praise thy name.
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178 Sicilian Hymn., S8s & '7s.
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Lorp! dismiss us with thy blessing,
I'1ll our hearts with joy and peace
Let us each, thy love possessing,
Triumph in redeeming grace;
Oh! refresh us,
Traveling through this wilderness.

-

2 Thanks we give and adoration,
For thy ﬂ‘nxp el's ](n ful %0111](1
May the fruits of th 1y salvation
In our hearts and lives abound;
May thy presence
With us, evermore, be found.
WALTER SHIRLEY, 1779.

174: Old HHundred. . M.
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Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord; &3
Help us to feed upon thy woml
All that has been amiss fm-nlvo,
And let thy truth within us live.

2 Though we are guilty, thou art a00d ;
Wash all our works in Jesus blood;
xive every burdened soul release,
And bid us all depart 1n peace.
JOSEPH HART, 1762.
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To him who all my need supplies;
To him who watch’d me through the night,

And brought me to the

| &

morning huht.

May I, this day through grace, pursue

The w mk assign’d for me to do;
And when my work on earth is d{me

May angels bear my sp

]_ 76 Peterboro’.

irit home.
DANIEL.
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Oxce more, my soul, the rising day
Salutes thy w als.mﬂ eyes ;
Onc more, my voice, thy tribute pay
To Him who rules the skies,

2 Night unto night his name repeats;
'l"he day renews the sound,
Wide as the heavens on whmh he sits,
To turn the seasons round.

3 'T'is he supports my mortal frame;

My tongue shall speak his praise ;
My sins would rouse his wrath to ﬂame
And yet his wrath delays.

10
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4 Great God, let all my hours be thine,
While I enjoy the light;
Then shall my sun in smiles decline,
And bring a peaceful night.

ISAAC WATTS.

177 Brattle Street. C. M., d.
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WHiLE thee I seek, protecting Power!
Be my vain wishes stilled ;

And may this consecrated hour
With better hopes be filled.

2 In each event of life, how clear
Thy ruling hand 1 see;
Each blessing to my soul more dear,
Because conferred by thee.

3 In every joy that erowns my days,
In every pain.l bear,
My heart shall find dehrrht In praise,
Or seek relief in prayer.

4 When gladness wings the favored hour, A
Thy love my thouuhtb shall fill:
Resioned, 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.
HerLeEN M. WILLIAMS, 1786.

|
|
|
|
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| 178 Holley. 7s.
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bOLTLY now the light of day
Kades upon our swht AWAY ;

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

()

Soon for us the light of day

Shall forever p‘l‘%S away ;

Then from sin and sorrow free,

Take us, Liord, to dwell with thee.
GEORGE W. DOANE, 1824,

179 Olmutz. S. M.
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ANoTHER day 1s past,
The hours forever fled,
And time 1s bearing us away
To mingle with the dead.

@ 2 Our minds in perfect peace
Our IFather’'s care shall keep;
We yield to gentle slumber now,
| For thou canst never sleep.

3 How blessed, Lord, are they
On thee aeuurely stay red !
| Nor shall thm,r be 1n hfe alarmed,
Nor be in death dismayed.
CurTis’ CoL.
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Traus tar the Lord has led me on,
Thus far his power prolongs my days,
And every evening shall make known }
Some fresh memorial of his grace.

— e e

Lo

Much of my time has run to waste,

And I, perhaps, am near my home;
But he forgives my follies past,

He gives me strength for days to eome.

3 I lay my body down to sleep;

Peace 1s the pillow for my head
While well-appointed angels keep

Their watchful stations round my bed.

4 Thus when the night of death shall eome
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,
And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb,
With sweet salvation in the sound.
ISAAC WATTS, 1709.
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181 Autamn. Ss & 7s, d.
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H-wron breathe an evening blessing,
l‘ ]JHHE‘ Our ‘*llllltb NEe 11'

=1n dn(l want we come CUHFCE‘-?:IHG‘
Thou canst save, and thou canst heal.
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2 Though the night be dark and dreary
Darkness can not hide from thee;
Thou art he who, never weary,
Watchest where thy people be.

3 Though destruction walk around us,
Thou ich the arrows past us fly,
3 Angel guards from thee sur round us ;

We are safe if thou are nigh.

4 Should swift death this night o’ertake us,
And command us to the tomb,
May the morn in heaven awake us,
Clad 1n light and deathless bloom.
JAMES EDMESTON, 1820.

I ursley. K. M.
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SUN of my soul, thou Savior dear!
It 18 not night 1f thou be near:

Oh, may no earth-born cloud arise
To hldb thee from thy servant's eyes.

£ 2 Wken soft the dews of kindly sleep
My wearied eyelids gently steep,
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest
Forever on my Savior's.breast!

3 Abide with me from morn till eve,
For without thee I cannot live:
Abide with me when night is mu‘h
For without thee 1 d'n*ﬂ not die.
JOHN KEBLE, 1827,
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bO(N may the last glad song arige '~,
Through all the my 11&(15 of the skies, -'-
That song of tmumph which records
That all the earth is now the Lord’s.

2 Let thrones and powers and kingdoms he |
Obedient, mighty God, to thee; |
And over land and stream &nd main |
Wave thou the scepter of thy reign. |

3 Oh, let that glorious anthem swell; "|
Let host to host the triumph tell, |
That not one -rebel heart remains,

But over all the Savior reigns!
Mrs. VoxEg, 1806.

184: Mendon. L. B
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Jusus shall reign wherc’or the sun

Does his successive journeys run;

His kmﬁdom stretch’d from shore to shore
Till moons ghall wax and wane no more.

2 For him Sth endless prayer be made,
And praises throng to crown his he‘u'[
His name, like sweot perfume, shall rise
With every morning sacrifice.




\

MISSIONS. 147

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 Blessings abound where’er he reigns;
The prisoner leaps to loose his chains;
The weary find eternal rest,

And all the sons of want are blest.

5 Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our King;
Angels descend with songs again,
And earth repeat the lonfr Amen.
IsaAac WATTS, 1719.

185 Missionary Hhymn. 7s & 6s
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From Greenland’s 1cy 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
Their land from error’s chain.

Wi

2 What though the spicy breezes
Blow soft o' er Ceylon’s isle,
Though every prospect plea%es,

And only man is vile;

/
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In vain with lavish kindnes
The gifts of God are qtrown
The heathen in his blindness
Bows down to wood and stone.

Shall we, whose souls are lichted

With wisdom from on lll“h

Shall we to men bemfrhtod §

The lamp of life dem;'
Salvation! O salvation!

The joyful sound proclaim,
Till earth’s remotest nation

Has learned Messiah’s name.

9

4 Walft, waft, ye winds, his story,
An{l you, ye waters, roll,
Till, like a sea of glory,
It spre eads from pole to pole;
Till o’'er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb for sinners 51;1..111,
Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.
REGINALD HEBER, 1819.

186 Siberia. Ss, 7s & 4s.

o—| # ..g_ﬁ:__{_-
S=S=E

O Er the gloomy hills of darkness,
Look, my soul, be still and gaze
See the promises advaneing
To a glorious day of grace:
Blessed jubilee,
Let thy glorious morning dawn.
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2 Let the dark, benighted pagan,
Liet the rude barbarian see
That divine and glorious conquest
Once obtained on Calvary:
Liet the gospel
Loud resound from pole to pole.

3 Kingdoms wide, that sit in darkness,
Grant them, Lmd the glorious h;__;ht
Now from eastuln Cmst to western,
May the morning chase the nlf-ht

Let 1*edunptmn
Freely purchased, win the day.

1 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel;
Win and conquer,—never cease;
May thy lasting, wide dominions
"\lultlply and still increase;

bwuly thy scepter,
Savior ! all the world around.
WiLLiaM WILLIAMS, 1772.

. 187 Webb. 7s & 6s.
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TuE morning light is breaking ;
The darkness dlﬂppmrs,

The sons of earth are \\’akmfr
To penitential tears

@l L
_i__l
WA T sae. b
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Each breeze that sweeps the ocean
Brings tidings from afar

Of natlons in comnmtlon,
Prepared for Zion's war.

2 Rich dews of grace come o'er us, |
In many a gentle shower, !
And brighter scenes before us
Are opening every hour:
Each ery to heaven going,
Abundant answer brings,
And heavenly gales are blowmfr
With peace upon their wings.

See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love.

And thousand hearts abcen(lmﬁ'
in ﬂl‘ﬂtltlldb above

While sinners . NOW C(mfe*&sma‘,
The gospel call obey,

And seek the Savior’s blessing,—
A nation in a day.

Co

4 Blest river of salvation,
Pursue thy onward way ;
Flow thou to every nation,
Nor in thy richness %ta,y
Stay not till all the lowly
Trinmphant reach their home ;
Stay not till all the holy
Proclaim, “The Lord is come.’

S. F. bmm’, 1843,
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Yes, my native land, I love thee;
| All thy scenes, 1 love them well;
i‘riends, connections, happy eountly,
L{m I bid you all falewell‘?
‘an I leave e you,
Far in heathen lands to dwell ?

2 Home, thy joys are passing lovely,—
Joys no stranger heart ean tell;
Happy home, mdeed I love thee
Can I, can I say, “ Farewell” ?
Lan I leave thee,
Far in heathen lands to dwell?

3 Yes, I hasten from you gladly,
From the scenes I loved so well;
Far away, ye billows, bear me;
Lovely, native land, farewell!
Pleased 1 leave thee,
Kar in heathen lands to dwell.

4 Bear me on, thou restless ocean;
l.et the winds my canvas swell;
Heaves my heart with warm emotion,
While I go far hence to dwell:
Glad I bid thee,
Native land, farewell, farewell !
S, F. SMITH, 1833.




152

CHRIST'S SECOND COMING.
189 Eltham., 7s, d.
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HASTEN, Lmd' t]m glorious time
\Vhen, beneath Messiah’s sw ay, .
Every nation, e\-(,,r}r- clime,
Shall the gospel call obey.
2 Mightiest kings his power shall own,
Heathen tribes his name adore ;

Satan and his host, o’erthrown,
Bound in c¢hains, shall hurt no more.

3 Then shall wars and tumults cease,
Then be banished grief and pain;
Righteousness and joy and peace
Undisturbed shall ever reign.
4 Bless we, then, our gracious Lord;
Ever praise his <rh}11()us name:;
All his mighty acts record ;

All his wondrous love I)I'OL,Lllnl
HARRIET AURBER, 1829.

190 Harwell. S8Ss & 7S.
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Harx! ten thousand harps and voices
Sound the note of praise above;
Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices;
Jesus reigns, the God of love:
See, he sits on yonder throne;
esus rules the world alone.
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Cmo.—Hallelujah, hallelujah,
Hallelujah! Amen.

bo

Jesus, hail! whose glory brightens
All above, and gives 1t wor +h
Lord of life. thy *-'11111]6‘ enhnhtons
Cheers, and charms, thy s saints on earth ;
* When we think of love like thine,
Lovd, we own it love divine.

O

King of glory, reign forever;
Thine an eve 1l{1at1nu Crown;
Nothing from thy love s shall Qeve]'
Those whom thou hast made thine own;
Happy objects of thy grace,
Destined to behold tln face.

4 Savior, hasten thine appearing;
Bring, oh, bring the glorious day,
When, the awful summons hearing,
Heaven and earth shall pass ﬂwny.
Then, with golden harps, we'll sing,
“Glory, Dlury to our King.”
THOMAS KELLY, 1830.

. 191 Toplady. 7s, 6 1.
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“TiLn he come!” oh, let the words
Linger on the tmmblmn chords;
Let the little while betu een

In their golden light be seen;

Let us think how heaven and home
Lie beyond that * till he come.”
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When the weary ones we love

Enter on their rest above,

Seems the earth so poor and vast,
All our life-joy overcast?

Hush! be every mur mur dumb;

It is only “ till he come.

3 See the feast of love 1s spread; ®
Drink the wine and break the bread,
Sweet memorials, till the Lord

Call us round the heavenly board;
Some from earth, from ;lom some,
Severed only till he come.”

EDWARD H. BICKERSTETH, 1866.

Webb., 7s & 6s.
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Whaex shall the voice of singing
Flow joyfully along?
When hill and v fxllev ringing
With one tr mmplmnt song,
Prociaim the contest ended,
And him, who once was slain,
Again to earth descended,
In righteousness to reign.

l
Lirrhvarhamte

2 Then from the cragey mountains
The sacred shout shall fly;
And shady vales and fountains
Shall echo the reply.
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High tower and lowly dwelling,
blmll send the chorus round,
The hallelujah swelling
In one eternal -~ound'

PrATT'S COL.

198 Rodman, IIs & 10s.
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Harn to the brightness of Zion's glad
morning !
Joy to the lands that in darkness have
lain; -
Hushed bc the accents of sorrow and
mourning,
Zion in triumph begins her mild reign.

2 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad
morning,
Long by the prophets of Israel foretold ;
Hail to the millions from bhondage return-
ing,

Gentiles and Jews the blest vision be-
hold.

3 See from all lands
ccean,
Praise to Tehomh ascending on high;
Fallen the engme‘s of war and cummutlon
Shouts of salvation are rending the sky.

ANON.,

from the isles of the




156

DEATH.

194: Mear. C. B

bo

0 I“:j:_“—‘*E ;':E:‘:_
f‘%:f‘*'ﬁ——rjt — &

HAI k! from the tombs a doleful sound,
Mine ears attend the cry

“Ye living men, come view the ground
Where you lllllbt shortly lie.

“ Princes, this clay must be your bed,
In spite of all your towers;

The tall, the wise, the reverend head
Must lie as low as ours.”

Great God ! 1s this our certain doom ?
And are we still secure?

Still walking downward to the tomb,
And yet prepare no more!

Grant us the powers of quickening grace,
To fit our snu]a to fly,

Then, when we drop this dying flesh,
We'll rise above the %k}.

ISAAC WATTS,

195 Zephyr. L. D,
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So rapEs the lovely, blooming flower,
Frail, smiling solace of an hour;

So soon our transient comforts ﬂy
And pleasure only blooms to die.
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2 Is there no kind, no healing art,
To soothe the anguish of the heart ?
Spirit of grace, be ever nigh ;
Thy comforts are not made to die.

3 Then gentle patience smiles on pain,
And dying hope revives again ;
5 Hope wipes the tear from sorrow’s eye,
And faith points upward to the sky.
| ANNE STEELE.

196 Mount Vernon. Ss & 7s.
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SISTER, thou wast mild and lovely,
(zentle as the summer breeze,

Pleasant as the air of evening,
When 1t floats among the trees.

| 2 Peaceful be thy silent slumber—

| DR

| Peaceful in the grave so low;

! - “ . .

{ Thou no more wilt join our number :
Thou no more our songs shalt know.

A 3 Dearest sister, thou hast left us:
Here thy loss we deeply feel;
But 't is God that hath bereft us
| He can all our sorrows heal.

4 Yet again we hope to meet thee,
When the day of life is fled,
Then in heaven with joy to greet thee,
Where no farewell tear is shed.
S. F. SMITH.

11
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Way do we mourn departing friends,
Or shake at death’s alarms ?

'T'is but the voice that Jesus sends
To call them to his arms.

Are we not tending upward too,
As fast as time can move ?

Nor would we wish the hours more slow,

To keep us from our love.

Why should we tremble to eonvey
Their bodies to the tomb ?

There the dear flesh of Jesus lay,
And left a long perfume.

The graves of all the saints he blessed,
And softened every bed:

Where should the dying members rest
But with their dying Head ?

Thence he arose, ascended high,
And showed our feet the way;
Up to the Lord our souls shall fly

At the great rising day.

Then let the last loud trumpet sound,
And bid our kindred rise;
Awake, ye nations under ground ;
Ye saints, ascend the skies!
Isaac WATTS, 1709,

£
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“SErRvANT of God, well done:
Rest from thy loved employ;
The battle fought, the victory won,
Enter thy Master’s joy.”

2 The pains of death are past;
Lahor and sorrow cease;
And, life’s long warfare closed at last,
His soul 18 found 1n peace.
3 Soldier of Christ, well done;
Praise be thy new employ ;
And, while eternal ages run,
Rest in thy Savior's joy.

JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1825,

109 Rest. L. M.
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AsLEEP 1n Jesus! blessed sleep;

Erom which none ever wakes to weep;
A calm and undisturbed repose,
Unbroken by the last of foes.

2 Asleep in Jesus! oh, how sweet
To be for such a slumber meet!
With holy confidence to sing
That Death has lost his venomed sting,
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Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest,
Whose waking 18 supremely blest
No fear, no woe, shall dim the hour
That manifests the Savior's S power.

4 Asleep in Jesus! O, for me
May such a blissful refuge be:
Securely shall my ashes lie,
And wait the summons from on high.
MARGARET MACKAY, 1832.

200 Zephyr. L. B,
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How blest the righteous when he dies!
When sinks a weary soul to rest!

How mildly beam the closing eyes !
How gently heaves th’ expiring breast !

2 So fades a summer cloud away;
So sinks the gale when storms are o'er;
So gently shuts ‘the eye of day;
S0 dies a wave ;Lhmu the shore.

o

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

4 Life’s labor done, as sinks the clay,

Light from its load the spirit flies,
While heaven and earth combine to say,
“How blest the righteous when hedies!”

ANNA L. BARBAULD, d. 1825.
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TrHou art gone to the grave; but we will
not deplore thee
Though sorrows and darkness encom-
pass the tomb ;
The Savior has passed through its portals
before thee,
And the lamp of his love is thy guide
through the gloom.

2 Thou art gone to the grave; we no.longer
behold thee,
Nor tread the rough paths of the world
by thy side;
But the wide arms of mercy are spread
to enfold thee,
And sinners may hope, since the Savior
hath died.

3 Thou art gone to the grave; but we will
not deplore thee,
Since God was thy Ransom, thy Guard-
1an, and Guide ;
He gave thee, he took thee, and he will
restore thee;
And death has no sting, since the Savior
hath died.

REGINALD HEBER, d. 1826.
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TraTr awful day will surely come,
Th’ appointed hour makes huste,
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 1 bear to hear thy voice
Pronounce the sound, *“ Depart!”

3 Jesus, I throw mine arms around
And hang upon thy breast;
Without a gracious smile from thee,
My spirit can not rest.
4 O, tell me that my worthless name
Is graven on thy hands!
Show me some promise in thy book,
Where my salvation stands!
Isaac WATTS, 1709.

203 St. Thomas., S. M.
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Axp will the Judge descend ?
And must the dead arise ?

And not a single soul escape
His all-discerning eyes ?
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2 How will my heart endure
The terrors of that day,
When earth and heaven, before his face,
Astonished, shrink away ?

3 But, ere the trumpet shakes
The mansions of the dead,
Hark! from the gospel's cheering sound,
What joyful tidings spread !
4 Come, sinners, seek his grace,
Whose wrath ye can not bear;

Fly to the shelter of his cross,
And find salvation there.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755.

204: Ward. L. B
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When heaven ,.md earth shall pass away ?

Tur day of wrath, that dreadful day,
What power shall be the sinner’s stay ?
How shall he meet that dreadful day ?

—

ld_fl

2 When, shrivelling like a parched seroll,
The flaming heavens together roll,
And louder yet, and ye ot more dleqd
Resounds the trump that wakes the dead ?

3 Oh, on that day, that wrathful day,
When man to Judﬂment wakes from clay,
Be thou, O Christ, the sinner's stay,
Though heaven and earth shall pass away.

Tr. from the Latin by SIR WALTER SCOTT, 1805.
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WaEex thou, my righteous Judge ! shalt come ,
To take thy ransomed people home, :
Shall I among them stand ?
Shall such a worthless worm as I,
Who sometimes am afraid to die,
Be found at thy right hand ?

o

I love to meet thy people now,

Before thy feet with them to bow,
Though vilest of them all ;

But-—-——ca,n I bear the plelcmu thought ?—

What if my name should be left out
When thou for them shalt call ?

3 O Lord, prevent it by thy grace ;
Be thou my only hldln:f‘-pl‘we,
In this the accepted day;
Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear,
To still my Lnbehevmﬂ' feal
Nor let me fall, 1 pray. _,

4 Among thy saints let me be found,
Whene'er  the archangel’s trump shall
To see thy smiling fa,ee [ sound,
Then loudest of the thl()nﬁ I'll sing,
While heaven's leboundmg mansions ring
With shouts of sovereign grace.

SELINA, Countess of Huntingdon, 1772, a
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’ Tuere 1s a happy land,

Far, far away,
Where saints in glory stand,
Bright, bright as day.
Oh, h()w thb) ‘sweetly sing,
W 01thy 1S our Savior Iunn
Loud let his praises ring,
Praise, praise for aye.

DO

Come to that happy land,
Come, come away;
Why w 111 ye doubtmn stand,
W hy still delay ?
Oh, we shall happy be,
When from sin and sorrow free
Lord, we shall dwell with thee,
Blest, blest for aye.

3 Bright, in that happy land,
Be ams every eye;
Kept by a Father's hand
Lm e can not die.
Oh, then to glory run,
Be a crown and kmndom won ;
And, bright above the sun,
We reign for aye.
ANON.
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TuerRE 1s a land of pure delight,
Where saints immortal reign;

Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleasures banish pain.

There everlasting spring abides,
And never- W1thermﬂ* flowers ;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides
This heavenly land from ours.

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood
Stand dressed in living nreen

So to the Jews old Canaan stood
While Jordan rolled between.

But timorous mortals start and shrink
To cross this narrow sea,

And linger, shivering, on the brink,
And fe,;u' to LLunch away.

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

And see the Canaan that we lov
With unbeclouded eyes ;

Could we but climb where Mones stood,
And view the landscape o'er,

Not Jordan’'s stream nor death’s cold {flood
Should fright us from the shore.

IsAAC WATTS, 1709.
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, Burst, ye emerald gates, and bring

To my rapture ed vision

All the ecstatic joys that spring
Round the bright elysian;

Lo! we lift our lunﬁ'mn ev(,s,

Break, ye mtervemlw QLIO\

Sun of R uﬂlteoumem, arise |

Ope the gates of paradise!

N

Floods of everlasting light
Freely flash before him :
Myriads, with supreme dolwht
Instantly adore him ;
Trumps angelic sound 'his fame ;
Lutes of lumd cold proclaim
All the musie of his name:
Heaven shall echo with the theme.

3 Hark! the thrilling melmmes
Seem, methlnhs, to seize us;
Join we too the holy lays,
Jesus! Jesus! Jesus !
Sweetest sound in Seraph’s song,
Sweetest note on mortal tongue,
Sweetest carol ever sung,
Jesus | Jesus —flows al(mrr

ANON.
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.lI—IIuhh s a land that 1s 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.
Cno. In the sweet by-and-by, | ete.
We shall meet on that beautiful shore,

2 We shall sing on that beautiful shore,
The 111010(11011% songs of the blest,
And our spirit shall sorrow no more,
Not asigh for the blessings of rest. Cno.—
3 To our bountiful Father above,
We will offer our tribute ot praise,
For the glorious gift of his love, | Cno.—

And the blesmnﬂs that hall()w our days.
S, I, BL}.NTETT

210 Naumann. C. M.
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THERE 1s an hour of hallowed peace
For those with cares oppressed,
When sighs and sorrowing tears shall
cease,
And all be hushed to rest:

92 "Tis then the soul is freed from fears
And doubts which here annoy ;
Then they that oft have sown in tears
Shall reap again in joy.
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3 There 18 a home of sweet repose,
Where storms assail no more;
The stream of endless pleasure flows
On that celestial shore.

4 There purity with love appears,
And bliss without alloy ;
There they who oft have sown 1n tears
Shall reap again in joy.
WM. B. TAPPAN, d. 1849,

211 Pratt. 8s.
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WE speak of the realms of the blest,
That country so bright and so fair;

And oft are 1its 0‘101108 confessed,—
But what must it be to be there ?

2 We speak of its freedom from sin,
From sorrow, temptation, and care,
From trials without and within—
3ut what must 1t be to be there?

3 We speak of its service of love
The robes which the rr]ouﬁed wear,
The church of the first-horn :I}JOVB——
But what must 1t be to be there ?

4 O Lord, in this valley of woe,
Our spirits for heaven prepare;
And shortly we also shall know
And feel what 1t 1s to be there.
ELIZABETH MILLs, 1829.
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Waar are these in bright array ?
This innumerable throng,
Round the altar, night and day,
Tuning their trlumph‘mt song ?
“Wor thy 1s the Lamb, once Slmn
Blessing, honor, 0101‘3}', power,
Wisdom, 11(3heb, to obtain,
New dominion, every hour.”

2 These through fiery trials trod ;
These from great affliction came ;
Now before thc throne of God,
Sealed with his eternal name;
Clad in raiment pure and white,
Victor-palms in every hand,
Through their great Redeemer s might,
More than conguerors they stand.

3 Hunger, thirst, disease unknown,

011 1IMmmor t‘Ll fruits they feed;

Them the Lamb, amidst the throne,
Shall to living fountains lead :

Joy and frhdneh% banish sighs;
Porfect love dispells their fears;

And forever from their eyes
God shall wipe away all tears.

JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1819.
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THERE 1s an hour of peaceful rest
To mourning wanderers given;
There 1s a joy fol' souls distress ed,
A balm for every wounded breast;
"T is found alone in heaven.
2 There is a home for weary souls,
3y 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 tempest passing by,
The evening shadows quickly fly,
And all serene in heaven.
4 There fragrant lowers immortal bloom,
And joys supreme are given :
There rays divine disperse the gloom
Beyond the confines of the tomb

Appears the dawn of heaven.
& WM. B. TAPPAN, 1829,

214 Brown.* C. M.
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WaEN I can read my title clear
To mansions 1n the skies,
I bid farewell to every fear,
And wipe my weeping eyes.
*Tune and chorus of No. 147 may be used.
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2 Should carth against my soul engage,

And fiery darts be hurled,
Then I can smile at Satan’s rage,
And face a frowning world.
3 Let cares, like a wild deluge, come,
And storms of sorrow fall!
May I but safely reach my home, |
My God, my heaven, my all. =
4 There shall I bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest,
And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.
Isaac WATTS, 1709,

215 PPm a Pilgrim, FP. §.
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['a a pilgrim and I'm a stranger,
I can tarry, 1 can tarry but a night;
Do not detain me, for I am going
To where the fountains are ever flowing,
I ' m a pilgrim, ete.
2 There the glory is ever shining;
Oh, my longing heart, my longing heart
18 there; &
Here in this country so dark and dreary :
I long have wandered forlorn and weary.
l'm a pilgrim, ete.
There’s the city to which I journey;
My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light;
There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,
Nor any tears there, nor any dying.
I'm a pilgrim, ete.
MARY S. B. DANA, 1840,

Q’!‘:"
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I’y but a stranger her
jlmvon 1S MYy home
Earth is a desert thmr
Heaven 1s my Lome.
Danger and sorrow stand
Round me on every hand;
Heaven 1s my fatherland,—
Heaven 1s my home.

2 What though the tempest rage
Heaven 1s my home;
Short 1s my pﬂnl*lnlnwc
Heaven 1s my home:
Time's cold and wintry blast
Soon will be overpast;
I shall reach home at last,—
Heaven 1s my home.
£
" o There, at my & Savior's side,
]Imx en 1s my lmme:

I shall be
Heaven

There are
Those 1 I

u]m]ued —_—

1S My lmme

the ﬂ(md and b ]P%t
ywed most and best,

And there I, too, shall rest;
Heaven 1s my home.

12

THOMAS R, TAYLOR,

dl.

1835.
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Joyfully. 10s.

JoyruLLy, joyfully onward I move,
Bound to the land of bright spirits above
Angelic choristers sing as | come—

Joy ['ull.) joyfully, haste to thy home !

Soon with my pilgrimage ended below,

Home to that land of delight will 1 go;

Pilgrim and stranger no more Slmll I
roanmn,

Joyftully, j()yf'ullv resting at home.

Friends fondly cherished, who have passed
on before
Waiting, they w: atch me, approaching the
shore,
Singing to cheer me through death’s
- (,lnllmfr oloom,
Joyftully, ]Oy[ull), haste to thy home.

Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear;

Harps of the blessed, your voices 1 hear!

Rings with the harmony, heaven's high
dome,

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to thy home.

Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,

Death shall be banished, his scepter he -

oone,
Toyfnlly thon shall I witness his doom,
Joyfully, Jt)yfllll‘* safely at home.

WILLIAM HUNTER.
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U\ Jordan’s stormy banks I stand,
And cast a wishful eye

To Canaan’s fair and h‘lppx; land,
Where my possessions lie.

o

Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene
That rises to my sight!—

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

3 O'er all those wide-extended plains
Shines one eternal day ;
There God the Son forever reigns,
And seatters night away.

4 No chilling winds, nor poisonous breath,
Can reach that healthful shore
Sickness and sorrow, pain and dta.t.hﬁ
Are felt and ft,m‘ed no more.

2 5 When shall 1 reach that happy place,
And be forever blest ?

When shall I see my Father’s face,
And in his bosom rest?

6 Filled with delight, my raptured soul
Would here no ](m cer stay ;
Though Jordan’s waves around me roll,
Fearless I'd launch 1 away.

SAMUEL STENNETT, 1787.
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219 No Sorrow There. §S. M. d.

(). sixg to me of heaven,
When I am called to die;

Sing songs of holy ecstasy, »
To waft my soul on hlnh

Cho.—There’ 11 be no sorrow there,
There’ll be no sorrow there;
In heaven above, where all 1s love,
There’ll be no sorrow there.

LA
S’

2 When cold and slugeish drops
Roll off my marble brow,

Burst forth in strains of Juvfuhl(}%
Let heaven begin below.—Cho.

3 When the last moment comes,
Oh, watch my dying face,
And cat< h thL hrwht seraphic gleam,
Which o’er each feature p]m s.—Cho.

4 Then to my raptured ears,
Let one sweet song be given,
Let music charm me last on earth,
And greet me first in hm..ven.—Chm 3

5 Then close my sightless eyes,
And lay me down to 1'e-t

And clasp my pale and icy hands
Upon my lifeless breast. —Cho.

6 Then, round my senseless clay,
Assemble those I love,

And sing of heaven, dohuh ful heaven,
My glormub home above.—Cho.
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220 Jerusalem the Golden, 7s & 6s.
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JERUSALEM the golden!
5 With milk and honey blest,
Beneath thy Lontmnphtmn
Sink heart and voice opprest.
1 know not, oh, I know not
What joys ¢ await us there,
What radiancy of glory,
What bliss be Vund compare.

2 They stand, those halls of Zion,

All jubilant with song,

And bright with many an angel,
And all the m: ATty T t]mmw '

There is the throne of David,
And there, from toil rele _.{1.5.»ed,

The shout of them that triumph,
The song of them that feast.

3 O sweet and blessed country,
The home of God’s elect !
O sweet and blessed country,
That eager hearts expect!
Jesug, In mercy bring us
To thd.t dear land of rest:
Who art, with God the Father,
And Spirit, ever blest.
BERNARD of Clugny, 1150. Tr. by J. M. Neale, 1851.
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JerusarLEM! my happy home!
Name ever dear to me!

When shall my labors have an end,
In joy, and peace, and thee?

A
\

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

3 O, when, thou city of my God,
Shall I thy courts a&cend

Where umnwnatmrh ne er ]11 eak up,
And bab}mthb have no end?

4 There happier bowers than Eden’s bloom,
Nor sin nor sorrow know :
Blest seats, through rude and stormy scenes
I onward press to you.

()

Apostles, martyrs, prophets, there,
Around my Savior stand;

And soon my friends in Christ below
Will join the glorious band.

6 Jerusalem, my happy home!
My soul still pants for thee;
Then shall my labors have an end
When I thy joys shall see.

Tr. from Latin hymn of 8th century, in ECKINGTON
COLL., 1790,
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My heavenly home is hright and fair;
Nor pa,m nor death can enter there:

[ty olittering towers the sun (1ut-111n¢3
llmt heav en]v mansion shall be mine.

-

Cho.—I’m going home, I'm going home
I'm going home to die no more,
To d]e no more, to die no more,
1'm going home to die no more.

Lo

My Father’s house 1s built on high,

Far, far above the starry sky;

V\Then from this altlll\ 1)1]%(111 free,
That heavenly mansion mine shall be.—Cho.

Co

While here, a stranger far from home,
Affliction’s waves may round me foam;
And, tho" ike Lazarus, sick and poor,

My heavenly mansion is secure.—Cho.

3‘ 4 Let others seek a home below,
Which flames devour, or waves o' erflow,
Be mine a ]mppler l(st to own
A heavenly mansion near the throne.—Cho.

Then fail the earth, let stars decline,

And sun and moon refuse to shine,

All nature sink fmd cease to be,

Thatheavenly mansion stands fm‘ me.-Cho.
WILLiaAM HUNTER, 1813.

() |
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Forever with the Lord !
Amen, so let it be !

Life from the dead is in that word !
'T'1s 1mmortality.

Here i the body pent,
Absent from him I roam,

Yet 111011tly pitch my moving tent
A day’s march nearer home.

My Father's house on high,
Home of my soul, how near,
At times, to faith's aspiring eye,

Thy golden gates appear!

Ah, then my spirit faints
To reach the land 1 love

The bright inheritance of munts
Jerusalem above.

Yet clouds will intervene,
And all my prospec t tlies

Like Noah's dove, 1 flit between
Rough seas and stormy skies.

Anon the clouds depart,
The winds and waters cease;
While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart
Expands the bow of peace.
JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1825,

o
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224 Rest for the Weary. 8s,7s, & 5.

-0 - -
= Zaz = S | e ;
E@? 'dh:g —=F——e L‘ & - E

I\ the C lll‘latlan s home in glory,
There remains a land of 1f,:>t
There my Savior's gone before me,

To fulfill my soul’s re equest.

Cro. There is rest for the weary,
There 1s rest for the weary,
There 1s rest for the weary,
There 1s rest for you.
On the other side of Jordan,
In the sweet fields of Eden,
Where the tree of life is bloommﬂ‘
There 1s rest for you.

2 He 1s fitting up my mansion,
Which etu*m]]y shall stand.
For my stay shall not be tmnqent
In that holy, lmppy land.—Cho.
3 Pain or sickness ne er shall enter,
Grief nor woe my lot shall share ;
But in that celestial center,
i 1 a erown of life shall we Cho.
4 Death itself shall then be vanguished,
And his sting shall be withdrawn
Shout for frladn 288, oh, ye ransomed,
Hail with j joy the rising morn |—(Cho.
5 Sing, oh, sing, ye heirs of glory,
Shout your trmmph as you go;
Zion's ﬁ"lte will open for you,
You shall find an entrance through.-—(fho.

SAMUEL Y. HARMER, 1856.

8
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225 Land of Rest. 8s & 6s.
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Sweer land of rest! for thee 1 sigh;

When will the moment come,
When I shall lay my armor ]r},
And dwell with Christ at home?

Cro. We'll wait till Jesus comes,
We'll wait till Jesus comes,
We'll wait till Jesus comes,
And we'll be gathered home.

2 No tranquil joys on earth I know
No peaceful sheltering dome :
This world's a wilderness of woe—
This world is not my home.—Cho.

3 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest:
He bade me cease tO roam,

But fly for succor to ]113 br ._L-,t
And he'd conc

4 Weary of wandering round and round
This vale of sin and oloom,
I long to leave the unhallowed ground
And dwell with Christ at home.—Cho.
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226 Tune—What a Friend. 8s & 7s. d.—
Key V.

What a friend we have in Jesus,
All our sins and griefs to bear

What a privilege to carry
Everything to God 1n prayer.

Oh, what peace we often forfeit,
(‘h what needless pain we hear—

All becmme we do not carry

Everything 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 our every weakness,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Are we weak and heavy laden,
Cumbered with a load of care?

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

Do thy friends d{‘*%piﬂce forsake thee ?
Take it to the Lord in prayer;

In His arms He'll take and shield thee,

Thou wilt find a solace there.
HORATIUS BONAR, bh. 1808,

227 7S & 5s. P

SoLpIERs of the eross, arise,

Lo, your Captain frmn the ‘*1\10%

Holdmﬂ forth the glittering prize,
Calls to victory !

Fear not, though the battle lower,

C,j\:"
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Firmly stand the trwno hour,
Stand the tempter’s s utmost power,
Spurn his slavery.

Who the cause of Christ would yield?
Who would leave the battle-field ?
Who would cast away his shield ?

Let him basely go.
Who for Zion's hlnu will stand ?
Who will join the faithful hand ?
Let him come with heart and hand,

Let hun face the foe.

By the merecies of our God,
By Immanuel’'s streaming ];100(1
When alone for us he stood,

Ne'er give up the *~t11[v'
Ever to th(, latest breath,
Hark to what your Captain saith,
“ Be thou faithful unto death,

Take the crown of life.”

ANON.

228 Tune—Missionary Hymn. 78 & 68,

>age 140.
O wnoex shall I see Jesus,
And reign with him abme
And (1111111 the flowing 1uuntd,1n
Of everlasting love c?
When shall I be delivered
From this vain world of sin,
And with my blessed Jesus
Drink endless pleasures 1n?

2 But now I am a soldier,

My captain’'s gone before,
He's given me my orders,
And tells me not to fear;
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And if T hold out faithful,
A crown of life he'll give,

And all his valiant soldiers
KEternal life shall have.

2

3 And if you meet with troubles
And trials on the way,

2 (ast all your eare on J(}bll&,
And don't forget to pray.

(Gird on the he‘n enly armor!
Of faith, and hope, and love;

And when your conflict's ended
You'll reign with him above.

4 () do not be discouraged,
For Jesus 18 your frlend
And if you lack for Lnowleﬂﬂe
He'll not refuse to lend ;
Neither will he upbraid you,
Though oft-times you request,
He'll give you grace to conquer,

And tdlx{, you home to rest.
ANON.

229 Tune—Pe Fleury. S8s.d. KeyG.

How tedious and tasteless the hours,
When Jesus no longer 1 see;
Sweet prospects, sweet birds and sweet
flowers,
Have all lost 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.
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2 His name yields the richest pe 1‘[111110

And sweeter than musie his voice

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

I should, were he always thus mﬂ*h
Have nothm o to wish or to Fear

No mortal so hdpp\*’ as 1,
My summer would let all the year.

Content with beholding his face
My all to his pleasure 1'e:~1<rnod
\n ch: inges of season or plaee
Would make {U}V change in my mind;
While blessed with a sense of his love,
A palace a toy would appear;
And prisons would palaces prove,
i1f Jesus would dwell with me there.

2

4 Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine,
1f thou (1113 my sun and my song
Say, why do I languish and pine,
And why are my winters so long ?
O, drive these d:uk clouds from my sky,
T hy soul-cheering presence restore;
Or take me up to thee on high,
Where winter and clouds are no more.
JOHN NEWTON.

280 Tune—Frederick. 1Is. Key F.

I wourLp not live alway : I ask not to stm:

Where storm after storm rises dark o'er
the way ;

The few lurid mornings that dawn on us
here
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Are enough for life’s woes, full enough
for its cheer.

I would not live alway, thus fettered by
sin,—

Tom pta,tlon withoutand corru ptlml within:

I'en the 1:1pture of pardon is mingled
with fears

And the cup of thanksgiving with peni-
tent tears.

I would not live alway; no, welcome the
tomb ;

Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not
its gloom ;

There sweet be my rest, till he hid me arise

To hail him in triumph descending the
skies

Who, who would live alway, away from
his God,

Away from yon heaven, thflt]ahwfu] abode.

Where rivers of pleasure flow o'er the
bright plains,

And the noontide 0['“101} eternally reigns,

T'here saints of all ages in harmony meet,

Their Savior and brethren tmnapmtml to
greet ;

While the anthems of rapture unceasingly
roll,

And the smile of the l.ord is the feast of
the soul.

WM., A. MUHLENBERG, 1823
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281 Tune—New ‘hi'fa‘r‘_fa Fiymn. 58 & 11s.
Ley G.
Comg. let us anew
Our journey pursue,—
Roll round with the year,
And never stand still till the Master appear.
His adorable will
Let us gladly fulfill,
And our talents improve
By the patience of hope, and the labor of love.

2 Qur life 1s a dream ;
Our time, as a stream,
Glides swiftly away,

And the fugitive moment refuses to s stay.
The arrow is flown;
The moment 1s gone;
The millennial year
Rushes on to our view, and eternity 's near.

Oh that each, in the day

Of his coming, may say,

“T have fought my way thmunl

lhave finighed the ‘W()lk thou didst o1ve me to

Oh that each from his Lord [do.”

May receive the glad w ord,

W 0]1 and futllfn]h done;
Enterintomy joy,and sitdown on my throne.’

CHARLES WESLEY.

- 8 Tune—¥ e Leadethh Me. L. F. KeyD
He leadeth me! O blessed thought!
O words with heavenly comfort fraught !
Whate’er T do, where'er 1 be,
Still 'tis God’s hand that 1L‘1deth me !
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Cro. He leadeth me! he leadeth me!

By his own hand he leadeth me;
His faithful follower I would be,
For by his hand he leadeth me.

Sometimes, mid scenes of deepest gloom,
bometnneq W here Eden's bowers bloum
By waters still, o’er troubled sea,

Still 'tis his hand that leadeth me |—(CHo.

Lord, I would clasp thy hand In mine,
Nor ever murmur nor repine,

(ontcnt whatever lot I see,

Since 'tis my God that leadeth me.—Cro.

And when my task on earth is done,
When by thy orace the victory’s won,
E’en death’s cold wave T will not flee,
Since God through Jordan leadeth me.—Cho.

JOSEPH H. GILMORE, 1859,

233 c. M. P.

Hain! sweetest, dearest tie that binds
Our glowing hearts in one;

Hail ! sacred h(qn_, that tunes our minds
To harmony divine.

it 1s the hope, the blissful hope
Which ]osu& grace has given—

The hope, when (LLY‘S and years are past,
We all shall meet in heaven :

We all shall meet in heaven at last,
We all shall meet in heaven:

The hope, when days and years are past,

We all shall meet in heaven.
J i
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2 What though the northern wintry blast

Shall howl around our cot;

What though beneath an eastern sun
Be cast our distant lot;

Yet still we share the blissful hope,
Which Jesus' grace has given,

The hope, when days and years are past,
We all shall meet in heaven.

3 No lingering look, no parting sigh

Our future meeting knows ;

There friendship beams from every eye,
And love immortal grows.

O sacred hope! O blissful hope!
Which Jesus' grace has given,

The hope, when days and years are past,
We all shall meet in heaven.

284: Tune—Shepherd. Ss,7s & 4. Key L.

SAvior, like a shepherd lead us;
Much we need thy tenderest care;

In thy pleasant pastures feed us;

For our use thy folds prepare :
Jro.—Blessed Jesus,

Thou hast bought us, thine we are.

2 We are thine:; do thou befriend us;
Be the guardian of our way ;
Keep thy flock; from sin defend us;
Seek us when we go astray.
Blessed Jesus,
Hear the children when they pray.
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3 Thou hast promised to receive us,
Poor and sinful though we be!
Thou hast mercy to 1011010 us,
Grace to cleanse, and power to free:
Blessed Jesus,
We will early turn to thee.

4 Early let us seek thy favor;
Early let us do thy will;
Blessed Lord and only Savi 107,
With thy love our bhosoms fill :
Blessed Jesus,
Thou hast loved us, love us still.
DOROTHY ANN THRUPP, 1838.

285 Tune—Pass me not. 8s & 5s. Key A.

PAss me not, O gentle Savior,
Hear my humble Cry;
While on others thou art smiling,
Do not pass me by.
Cuo. Savior, Savior, hear my humble cry,
While on others thou art calling,
Do not pass me by.

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

3 Trusting only in thy merit,
Would I seek tln, face;

Heal my wounded, hroken spirit;
Save me by thy grace.—Cho.
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Thou, the spring of ail my comfort,
More than life to me,
Whom have I on earth beside thee ?
Whom in heaven but thee ?7— Cho.
FANNY CROSBY VAN ALSTYNE, 1869.

236 Tune—Even Me. 8s,7s, & 3s.

Lorp, 1 hear of showers of blessing,
Thou art scattering full and free;
Showers, the thirsty land refreshing;

Let some droppings fall on me,
Hven me.
2 Pass me not. O gracious Father,
Sinful th()uvh my heart may be;
Thou might’ st curse me . but the l‘nther
Let tlu mercy light on nme,
KEven me.

Pass me not, O tender Savior;
Let me 10\' e and cling to thee
I am longing for thy favor ;
When thuu comest, call for me,
Even me.

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit;
Thou eanst make the blind to see; |
Testify of Jesus' merit, 4
Speak the word of power to me,
Even me.

5 Have I long in sin been 5180]}1111' ?
Long been slighting, grieving thee ?
Has thL world my he: art been keeping ?

O, forgive and rescue me,
, Even me.
ELIZABETH CODNER, 1S60.

w

1
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287 Tune—More Love. 6s & 4s.

More love to thee, O Christ!
More love to thee!

Hear thou the prayer I make
On bended knee;

This i1s my earnest plea:

More love, O Christ! to thee,
More lov to thee!

Lo

Once earthly joy I eraved,

Sought peace and rest;
Now th(,e alone 1 wek—

(xive what 1s best;
This all my prayer HIIJH be :
More love, O Christ! to thee,

More lm‘(J to thee !

ELIZABETH P. PRENTISS, d. 1878.

288 Tune—X Love to Tell the Story.
7S & 68, Key A,

I rove to tell the story
Of unseen things ahm*e
Of Jesus and his f=]nr},
Of Jesus and his love.
I love to tell the army
Because 1 know it’s true;
It satisfies my ](mﬁmw
As nothing elsb can do

Cho.—1 love to tell the story,

'T will be my theme in glory,
To tell the old, old story
Of Jeaus {md his love.
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2 I love to tell the story:

'T 18 pleasant to repeat
What seems, each time 1 tell 1t
More w Undm fully sweet.
I love to tell the story:
For some have never heard
The message of salvation
From God’s own holy word.— Cleo.

3 I love to tell the story;

For those who know 1t best
Seem hungering and thir f-~tm<T
To hear it like the rest.
And when, in scenes of glory,
I sing the new, new song,

T will be the old, old story
That 1 have ]m ed so long!— Cho.

KATE HANKEY, 1865.
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DOXOLOGIES.

1 Tune—OIld Hundred. L. M, Page?2.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow ;
1&15{3 him, all creatures here below
raise him above, ye heavenly host;
raise Father, Son, and Holy (IhU‘*t

2 Tune—Mear. C. M. Page 4.
Lt God the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored,
Where there are works to make him
known,
Or saints to love the Lord.

G2

Tune—ELaban. S. M. Page 20.
To FarrER, Spirit, Son,
Whom angel hosts adore,
Give worship, honor, glory, power,
Both now and evermore.

4 Tune—Hendon., 7s. Page 32.
Sing we to our God above,
Praise eternal as his love:
Praise him, all ye heavenly host—
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

5 Tune—Zion. 8s,7s, & 4s. Page 124,
GreaT Jehovah, we adore thee,
God the Father, God the Son,
God the Spirit, joined 1n glory
On the same eterlml throne :
Endless pmlaes
To Jehovah, three in one.
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