
THE 

Evangelistic 
HYMN BOOK. 

NEW AND ENLARGED EDITION. 

CONTAINING 300 SEBECT HYMNS FOR 

EVANGELISTIC MEETINGS. 

KILMARNOCK, SCOTLAND: 

JOHN RITCHIE, Publ isher . 



PREFACE. 
This little Hymn Book has been specially prepared for Evangelistic Work. 

Many of the Lord's people and servants have expressed the desire to have a collection 
of Hymns, of a Scriptural character, suitable for use at their Gospel Meetings. Most 
of the old Hymn Books—with which so many hallowed memories of Revival times 
are associated—are now out of print, and many of the new ones, while they contain a 
• umber of precious Gospel Hymns, have along with these a mixture of sentimental 
and unscriptural hymns, which Lend to obscure and pervert the Gospel of Christ, and 
to make no difference between the children of God and the unconverted. 

It has been the aim of the compilers, to give in this little book a selection of 
Hymns New and Old, that may be put into the hands of the unconverted at Gospel 
Meetings. The greater number of the Hymns are a simple declaration of the Gospel, 
and of such truths as the unconverted may be honestly asked to sing; others contain 
statements of the present salvation and future glory of those who have believed the 
Gospel. A few Believers' Hymns are added, so thai the little book may be used 
At Conferences, Believers' Meetings, and gatherings of a similar kind. Many of the 
Hymns are */</and well-known ; a few are nnu, and appear^here for the first time ; 
and others, gathered from many sources, appear by the kind permission of their 
Authors or Publishers. A suitable Tune has been given at the head of each Hymn, 
to which it may be sung. May the Lord of the harvest use the little book in making 
known the glad tidings of the Gospel to the unsaved ; in arousing the careless; in 
bringing the halting to decision, and in bearing the word of peace to the anxious. 

NOTE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 
During the past four years, this little book has been largely used for Evangelistk 

Work in Great Britain, Ireland, Canada, the United States, and the Colonies, by 
Evangelists, and by Assemblies of the Lord's people. I t has been found specially 
well-adapted for Tent Meetings and Special Services, and we have received many 
cheering testimonies of the Lord's blessing upon its words of Gospel grace. The 
present Edition—to which an Appendix of twenty-four select new Hymns has been 
added—is seat forth with the earuest desire, that the God of the Gospel may still 
use it in His service. A large Type Edition, of words only, to suit the aged, has 
been issued in various bindings. In order to make the little book still more service
able, a Musical Edition has been prepared in Tonic Sol-fa, harmonised in four parts. 
This, we trust, may bring every Hymn in the book into active use in the work 
of the Lord. 

NOTE TO THE ENLARGED EDITION. 
In order to give still greater variety to those who use this little book in Gospel 

efforts, a fresh addition of new Hymns has been made, with select Choruses and 
Verses, suitable for Open-air Services, Street Marches, and Testimony Meetings, 
where a single verse between addresses is often sufficient. We acknowledge our in
debtedness to the various authors and publishers, by whose kind permission some of 
the hymns appear ; and if, in any case, we have unwittingly included others— 
whose authors were unknown—we hope this may be forgiven. In order to make U 
possible for all to obtain the proper tunes, we have reduced the price of the Musical 
Edition. This, we hope, will enable many of the Lord's people, especially Christian 
young men and maidens, to sing the Gospel's joyful sound in the hearing of thousands, 
who by this means may be brought to know Christ and to become possessors of His 
great talvatiou. 

jS^" For prices of the various Editions, s*t las; fag*. 



Tfee Evangelistic Hymn Book. 

1 Tune—Not what that hands, P.M. 
1 Not what these hands have done 

Can save this guilty soul; 
Not what this toiling flesh has borne 

Can make my spirit whole. 
Thy precious blood, Lord Jesus, 

Shall be my only plea ; 
My only trust, my only boast 

The cross of Calvary, 
a Not what I feel or do 

Can give me peace with God; 
Not all my pray'rs, and sighs, and tears, 

Can bear my awful load. 
3 Thy work alone, O Christ, 

Can ease this weight of sin ; 
Thy blood alone, O Lamb of God, 

Can give me rest within. 
4 No other work save Thine, 

No meaner blood will d o ; 
No strength, save that which is divine, 

Can bear me safely through. 

2 Tune—When theLordtoBethany. r .u . 
i THERE'S a wondrous word, I have often 

It was spoken long ago [heard, 
By the God of grace, to a guilty race 

Who had chosen sin and woe. 
'' Though your sins be as red as by crimson dyed. 

And deep like the scarlet's glow,** 
Yet, by trusting in the Crucified 

" They shall be white as snow." 
" They shali be white as snow," 

" They shall be white as snow " 
By the blood of the Lamb, who for sinners died, 

" They shall be white as snow." 
2 No art of man, nor his newest plan 

Can remove sin's crimson stains; 
By the cleansing blood, of the Lamb of 

Not a spot or trace remains. [God, 
3 O sinner, say, will you come to-day, 

And prove His promise t rue; 
That faithful word of a Sovereign Lord 

Shsli be then fulfilled to you, 

3 Tune— Wonderful words of life. r.u. 

i SING them over again to me, 
Wonderful words of Life I 

Let me more of their beauty see. 
Wonderful words of Life t 

Words of grace and glory, 
Of the old old story ! 

Beautiful words ! wonderful words 1 
Wonderful words of Life. 

a Christ, the blessed One, gives to all 
Wonderful words of Life I 

Sinner, list to the loving call, 
Wonderful words of Life 1 

All so freely given. 
Wooing you to heaven 1 

4 Sweetly echoes the gospel call, 
^Wonderful words of Life I 

Offers pardon and peace to all, 
Wonderful words of Life? 

Jesus, only Saviour, 
Mighty to deliver I 

4 Tune—Invitation. CK. 
I Come, sinner, to the gospel feast: 

Oh, coroe without delay ; 
For there is room on Jesus' breast 

For all who will obey. 

2 There's room in God's eternal love 
To save thy precious soul; 

Room in the grace of God above 
To heal, and make thee whole. 

3 There's room in heaven among the saints, 
.And harps, and crowns of gold ; 

And glorious palms of victory there, 
And joys that ne'er were told. 

4 There's room around the Father's board 
For thee, and thousands more; 

Oh, come and welcome to the Lord I 
Yes, come this very hour. 



M T * aanst be bee* aerata."—Joha KL 7. 

5 Tune— Ye must ie t»m again, p.*. 
1 A xtruut onoe came to Jesus by night, 

To ask Him the way of salvation and 
light; 

The Master made answer in words true 
and plain: 

" Ve must be born again I" 
" Ye mast be bom again!" 
" Ye mast be born again I" 
" X verily, verily say unto thee— 
Ye must be born again !" 

• Ye children of men, attend to the Word 
So solemnly uttered by Jesus, the Lord; 
And let not this message to you be in vain; 

" Ye must be born again I" 

3 O ye who would enter that glorious rest, 
And sing with the ransomed the song of 

the blest; 
The life everlasting if ye would obtain, 

" Ye must be born again !" 
4 A dear one in heaven thy heart yearns 

to see, 
At the beautiful gate may be watchinp 

for thee; 
Then list to the note of this solemn 

refrain: 
"Ye must be born again I" 

6 Tune—Only trust Him. c-a 
1 COMB, ev'ry soul by sin opprest, 

There's mercy with the Lord; 
And He will surely give you rest, 

By trusting in His word 
Only trust Him I only trust Him ! 

Only trust Him now 1 
He wit! save you ! He will save you : 

He will save you now ! 
a For Jesus shed His precious blood 

Rich blessings to bestow : 
It brings the sinner nigh to God, 

And washes white as snow. 
3 Yes, Jesus is the Truth, the Way 

That leads you into rest; 
Believe in Him without delay, 

And you are fully blest, 

I Tun*-~Saivainm. C.M.~ 
1 C O M B , sing the gospel's joyful sound, 

Salvation full and free; 
Proclaim to all the world around, 

The year of jubilee! 
Salvation I Salvation I 

The grace of God doth bring; 
Salvation! Salvation! 

Through Christ our Lord and King, 
a Ye mourning souls, aloud rejoice ; 

Ye blind, your Saviour see ! 
Ye pris'ners, sing with thankful voice 

The Lord hatb made you free! 
3 With rapture swell the song again, 

Of Jesus' dying love : 
'Tis peace on earth, good-will to men, 

And praise to God above! 

8 Tune—One there is who Imes thee. p. M 
1 O N E there is who love^thee, 

Waiting still for thee; 
Can'st thou yet reject Him ? 

None so kind as He! 
Do not grieve Him longer, 

Come, and trust Him now I 
He has waited all thy days : 

Why waitest thou ? 
One there is who loves thee, 

Oh, receive Him now ! 
He has waited al! the day; 

Why waitest thou ? 
a Tenderly He woos thee, 

Do not slight His call; 
Though thy sins are many, 

He'll forgive them all. 
By His blood so precious, 

He will cleanse tbee now; 
He is waiting at thy heart: 
Why waitest thou ? 

3 Jesus still is waiting ; 
Sinner, why delay ? 

To His arms of mercy 
Rise and haste away ! 

Only come believing, 
He will save thee now ; 

He is waiting at the door ; 
Why waitest tooy ? 



" T h e unrighteous shall not inherit the Kingdom of God."—i Cor. vl. 9. 

9 Tune—That great day. P.M. 
1 W E shall see our Jesus coming, 

W e shall see our Jesus coming, 
We shall see our Jesus coming, 

On that great day. 

While the heavenly, heavenly music, 
While the heavenly, heavenly music, 
While the heavenly, heavenly music, 

Shall be sounding through the air. 
a O sinner you will tremble, 

On that great day. 
3 Then you'll wish you'd been a Christian, 

On that great day, 
4 There will be a mighty wailing, 

On that great day. 
5 Some will cry to rocks and mountains, 

On that great day. 
6 We shall shout redemption's story, 

On that great day. 

1 0 Tune—Precious Saviour. 
i PRECIOUS Saviour, Great Redeemer, 

Though thou'rt precious unto me ; 
Thousands in Thy blessed Gospel 

No delight or joy can see. 
Precious Saviour, Great Redeemer, 

O draw sinners unto Thee ; 
While the Word of Life is spoken, 

Give them eyes Thy charms to see. 

a Precious Saviour, Great Redeemer, 
Thou wast slain upon the tree; 

How Thy visage then was marred, 
More than any man's can be. 

3 Precious Saviour, Great Redeemer, 
'Twas for sinners vile like me— 

Black, undone, and hell-deserving— 
Thou didst die on Calvary.. 

• 4 Precious Saviour, Great Redeemer, 
Now may sinners trust in Thee ; 

None can perish who Thee trusteth, 
Tho' he chief of sinners be. 

11 Tune—Come to the Saviour. 

I S A W ye my Saviour, saw ye my Saviour, 
Saw ye ray Saviour and God? 

He died on Calvary 
To atone for you and me, 

And to purchase our pardon with blood. 

a He was extended, He was extended, 
Shamefully nailed to the tree, 

He bowed His head and died ! 
Thus my Lord was crucified 

To atone for a sinner like me, 

3 There as my Surety, there as my Surety, 
Jesus, my Lord, do I see, 

On Him my sins were laid, 
And for me the debt He paid [tree. 

When He groaned and expired on the 

4 Now He is living, now He is living, 
Living in heaven above , -^ . . ^ . 

The guilty to forgive, 
And to make the sinner live 

Who believes in His infinite love. 

1 2 Tune—Lennox. 6.6.8-

i HIMSFXK He could not save, 
He on the cross must die, 

Or mercy cannot come 
To ruined sinners nigh ; 

Yes, Christ, the Son of God, must bleed, 
That sinners might from sin be freed. 

a Himself He could not save. 
For He the surety stood 

For all who now rely 
Upon His precious blood : 

He bore the penalty instead. 
When on the cross His blood was shed. 

3 Himself He could not save, 
Yet now a Saviour He ; 

Come, sinner, to Him come, 
He waits to welcome thee ; 

Believe in Him, and thou shalt prove 
H M savi 'jj power. His deathless love. 



" What matt 1 do to be »are<! ? "—Act« xrL 31. 

1 3 Tune—The gospel ef Tky grace, P.M. 
1 T H E gospel of Thy grace 

My stubborn heart has won; 
For " God so loved the world 

He gave His only Son," 
Tha t whosoever will believe 
Shall everlastfag: life receive I 
" Shall everlasting life receive !" 

2 The serpent "lifted u p " 
Could life and healing give; 

So Jesus on the Cross 
Bids me to look and live ; 

For " Whosoever will," etc. 
3 ' ' The soul that sinneth d ies ;" 

My awful doom 1 heard ; 
I was for ever lost, 

But for Thy gracious word, 
Tha t "Whosoever will," ere. 

4 " Not to condemn the world " 
*' The MaTijiif Sorrows " came. 

But that the world might have 
Salvation thro' His name ; 

Far " Whosoever will," etc. 

14 Tune—More than tongue can tell. 
8.3.8.6, 

x T H E love that Jesus had for me, 
To suffer on the cruel tree, 
That I a ransomed soul might be, 

Is more than tongue can tell i 
-•.. His love is more than tongue can tell . = 1 

, . His love is more than tongue can tell . . . 1 
The love that Jesus had far me 
Is more than tongue can tell t 

a The many sorrows that He bore, 
And oh, that crown of thorns He wore, 
That I might live for evermore. 

Is more than tongue can tell 1 
3 fhe peace I hare in Him, my Lord, 

Who pleads before the throne of God 
The merit of His precious blood, 

Is more than tongue can tell 1 
< The joy that comes when He is near, 

The rest He gives, so free from fear, 
The hope in Him, so bright and clear, 

Is raor? thifto tonjrwr cart te-U [ 

15 Tune— Wondrous love. CM. 
I G O D loved the world of sinners lost 

And ruined by the tali; 
Salvation full, at highest cost, 

He offers free to all. 
Oh, 'twas love, 'twas wondrous love ! 

The love of God to me. 
I t brougkt my Saviour from above, 

To die on Calvary. 
a E'en now by faith I claim Him mine, 

The risen Son of God; 
Redemption by His death 1 find, 

Anaj|ieansing through the blood. 

3 Believing souls, rejoicing go, 
There shall to you be given 

A glorious foretaste, here below 
Of endless life in heaven. 

4 Of victory now o'er Satan's power, 
Let all the ransomed sing, 

And triumph to their latest hour, 
Through Christ, our L-ord, the King 

16 Tune—Jesus loves even me. P.M. 

I I AM so glad that our Father in heaven 
Tells of His love in the Book He has 

given : 
Wonderful things in the Bible I see; 
This is the dearest that Jesus loves me. 

I am so glad that Jesus loves me, 
Jesus loves even me. 

2 Though I forget Him and wander away, 
Still He doth love me wherever I stray j 
Back to Hisdear loving arms would I flee, 
When I remember that Jesus loves me, 

3 Oh, If there's only one song I can sing, 
When in His beauty I see the great King, 
This shall my song in eternity be, 
" Oh.whatawonderthat Jesuslovesme I" 

4 Jesus loves me, and I know 1 love Him; 
Love brought Him down my lost soul 

to redeem, 
Yes, it was love made Him die on the 

tree; 
I Oh T uio wrtam thai J*?>ua toves me 1 



" By Me If any n a n enter la 

1 7 Tvnt—O how hafty. r.jt. 
1 O HOW happy are they 

Who the Saviour obey, 
And have laid up their treasure above: 

Tongue can never express 
The sweet comfort and peace 

Of a soul in its earliest love. 
2 That sweet comfort is mine; 

Now the favour divine 
I've received through the blood of the 

With my heart I believe, [Lamb, 
And what joy I receive, 

Rejoicing in Jesus' blest Name I 
3 'Tis a heaven below, 

My Redeemer to know, 
The angels can do nothing more, 

Than fall at His feet, 
And the story repeat, 

And the Lover of sinners adore. 
4 Jesus all the day long, 

Is my sun and my song, 
Oh that all His salvation might see j 

He doth love me, I cry, 
He did suffer and die, 

To redeem such a rebel as me. 

1 8 Tune—Held the Fort. P.M. 
I N O T H I N G either great or small; 

Nothing, sinner, no ; 
Jesus did it, did it all. 

Long, long ago. 
" I T is FIXISH'O I" Yes, indeed, 

Finished every jot, 
Sinner, this is all you need; 

Tell me, is it not? 
a When He from His lofty throne, 

Stoop'd to do and die, 
Everything was fully done, 

Hearken to His cry— 
3 Weary, working burdened one. 

Wherefore toil you so? 
Cease your doing; all was done, 

Long, long ago. 
Till to JESUS ' WORK you cling 

By a simple faith. 

" Doing" is a deadly thing— 
"Doing" ends in death, 

5 Cast your deadly "do ing" down— 
Down at Jesus' feet; 

Stand " I N H I M , ' ' in Him alone, 
Gloriously ' ' COMPLETE 1" 

1 9 Tune—Rousseau. 5.7. 
1 W H E N the Saviour said, " 'T i s finish'd," 

Every thing was fully done, 
Done as God Himself would have it— 

Christ the victory fully won. 
Vain and futile the endeavour 

To improve or add thereto; 
God's free grace is thus commended 

To "bel ieve" and not " t o do." 
a All the doing is completed, 

Now 'tis " look, believe, and live; " 
None can purchase His salvation. 

Life's a gift that OodjJoth give ; 
Grace through righteousness is reigni,,;. 

Not of works lest man should boasl; 
Man must take the mercy freely, 

Or eternally be lost. 
2 0 Tune—The precious blood, CM.D 
1 T H K blood has always precious been, 

'Tis precious now to m e ; 
Through it alone my soul has rest. 

From fear and doubt set free. 
Oh, wondrous is the crimson tide. 

Which from my Saviour flowed ; 
And still In heaven my sone shall be, 

" The precious, precious blood. 
a " I will remember now no more," 

God's faithful Word has said, 
" The follies and the sins of him 

For whom my Son has bled." 
3 Not all my well-remembered sins 

Can startle or dismay; 
That precious blood atones for all. 

And bears my guilt away. 
4 Perhaps this feeble frame of mind. 

May soon in sickness lie; 
But, resting on that precious blood 

How peacefully I'd die. 



" Stall! not the Judge of all the earth do right ? "—Genesis rviH. 15. 

2 1 Tune—We'll stem the storm. 8.8.8,6. 
i W H E N David kept his sheep of old, 

There came, by hunger render'd bold, 
A mighty lion to the fold, 

And bore a lamb away. 
a The faithful shepherd ran to save 

The lost one from so sad a grave, 
And strong, the lion's rage to brave. 

The savage monster slew. 
3 The prey his cruel jaws enfold 

Is rescued from that deadly hold, 
And borne in safety to the fold, 

No more to go astray. 
4 Weak as that lamb ourselves we view, 

A roaring lion seeks us too, 
More dread than be whom David slew, 

While bearing off the prey. 
5 But Christ, the Lord of Glory, came 

And died upon the cross of shame, 
His JVii... njdrcy to proclaim, 

--•^—'And triumph o'er the foe. 
6 And having crushed that lion bold, 

He takes poor sinners from his hold, 
And brings them to His happy fold 

l a peace and safety too. 

22 Tune—I hear Thy welcome voice. s.u. 
t B E H O L D the I.amb of God, 

Who bore a vile world's sin ; 
Look unto Him and be thou saved, 

The promise takes thee in. 
Believe, and you'll be saved— 
The promise takes thee in; 
Hie Saviour see, He died for thee, 
The promise takes thee in. 

» For God so loved the world, 
He gave His only Son, 

That whosoever Him believes, 
Eternal death should shun. 

3 Gaze on His thorn-wreathed brow, 
Behold the crimson tide 

Flow from His head, His hands, His feet, 
And from His open side. 

i He shed His precious blood, 
To cleanse thy every stain; 

If thou believe, tt will thee cleanse, 
Mor shall one spot remain. 

2 3 Tune—Jesus, lover of my soul. •ft. 

1 Lo I at noon 'tis sudden night! 
Darkness covers all the sky I 

Rocks are rending at the sight: 
Children can you tell me why? 

What can all these wonders be ? 
Jesus dies on Calvary I 

2 Nailed upon the tree, behold 
How His tender limbs are torn i 

For a royal crown of gold, 
They have made Him one of thorn, 

Cruel hands that dare to bind 
Thorns upon a brow so kind 1 

3 He, who was so rich above, 
Left His riches for a grave. 

Out of pity and of love, 
That the guilty He might save 1 

Down to this sad world He came, 
Bore the cross, despised the shame. 

4 We in sin and death did lie, 
We deserved His holy frown ; 

But He saw with pitying eye, 
And to save, He hasten'd down. 

Listen, children, this is why 
Jesus condescends to die. 

24 Tune—Room for Jesus. a. 7.0. 
1 H A V E you any room for Jesus, 

He who bore your load of sin t 
As He knocks and asks admission, 

Sinner, will you let Him in? 
Room for Jesus, King of glory, 

Hasten now, His word obey, 
Swing the heart's door widely open, 

Let Him enter while you may. 
a Room for pleasure, j S b m for business, 

But for Christ, the Crucified; 
Not a place that He can enter, 

In the heart for which He died. 
3 Have you any time for Jesus ? 

As in grace He calls again; 
Oh, " to-day" is " t ime accepted," 

To-morrow you may call in vain. 
4 Have you any room for Jesus? 

Soon will pass God's day of grace; 
Soon thy heart be cold and silent, 

And the Saviour's pleading erase 



"He will judge th* world in righteousness."—Act* ni l . 31. 

25 7"B«—Morning light. 7.e 
1 SALVATION ! oh, salvation I 

Endearing, precious sound ! 
Shout, shout the word, "Salvation/" 

To earth's remotest bound. 
Salvation for the guilty, 

Salvation for the lost, 
Salvation for the wretched, 

The sad and sorrow-toss'd. 
a Salvation for the aged, 

Salvation for the young. 
Salvation e'en for children, 

Proclaim with joyful tongue; 
Salvation for the wealthy, 

Salvation for the poor, 
Salvation for the lowly, 

E'en life for evermore. 
3 Salvation without money, 

Salvation without price, 
Salvation without labour-

Believing doth suffice; 
Salvation now—this moment! 

Then why, oh why delay ? 
You may not see to-morrow ; 

Now is salvation's day. 
2 0 Tune—Even me. s.7. 
1 H A X K ! The Saviour's voice from heaven 

Speaks a pardon full and free; 
Come and thou shalt be forgiven ; 

Boundless mercy flows for thee. 
3 See the healing fountain springing. 

From the Saviour on the tree; 
Pardon, peace, and cleansing bringing, 

Lost one, loved one, 'tis for thee. 
3 Come, then, now—to Jesus flying. 

From thy sin and woe be free; 
Burdened, guilty, wounded, dying, 

Gladly will He welcome thee. 
4 livery sin shall be forgiven, 

Thou, through grace, a child shalt be; 
Child of God, and heir of heaven 

Yes, a mansion waits for thee. 
5 Then in love for ever dwelling, 

Jesus all thy joy shall be ; 
And thy song snail still be telling. 

All His mercy did tot ifcee. 

I 2 7 Tune—Crown Him. 8.7.4 
1 H A S K I the voice of Jesus calling— 

" Come ye laden, come to Me ; 
I have rest and peace to offer. 

Rest, thou labouring one, for thee : 
Take salvation— 

Take it now and happy be," 
9 Yes; though high in heavenly glory, 

Still the Saviour calls to thee ; 
Faith can hear His gracious accents— 

'' Come, ye laden, come to Me. 
Take salvation-

Take it now and happy be." 
3 Soon that voice will cease its calling, 

Now, it speaks, and speaks to thee j 
Sinner, heed the gracious message— 

To the blood for refuge flee : 
'' Take salvation— 

Take it now and happy be." 
4 Life is found alone in Jesus, 

Only there 'tis offered thee— 
Offered without price or money, 

'Tis the gift of God sent free : 
" Take salvation— 

Take it now and happy be." 
28 Tune—Repeat the itory, c.n 

1 REPEAT the story o'er and o'er. 
Of grace so full and free; 

I love to hear it more and more, 
Since grace has rescued me. 

The half was never told, 
The half was never told, 

Of grace divine, so wonderful, 
The half was never told. 

a Of peace I only knew the name, 
Nor found my soul its rest, 

Until the blessed Saviour came 
To soothe my weary breast 

3 My highest place is—lying low 
At my Redeemer's feet; 

No real joy in life I know 
But in His presence sweet 

4 And oh, what rapture will it be 
With all the hosts above, 

To sing through all eternity 
The wonders of His love i 



1 Dost thorn believe on the Son of God t "—John i. JJ. 

29 /"KB*—Oh, be saved. 8.7. 

1 SINNER, how thy heart is troubled i 
God is coming very near; 

Do not hide thy deep emotion, 
Do not check that falling tear. 

Oh, be cared, His grace U free I 
Oh, be saved, He died for thee! 
Oh, be saved, He died for thee ! 

a Jesus now is bending o'er thee, 
Jesus lowly, meek, and mild; 

To the Friend who died to save thee, 
Wilt thou not be reconciled ? 

3 Art thou waiting till the morrow ? 
Thou may'st never see its light; 

Come at once 1 accept His mercy: 
He is waiting—come to-night! 

4 Let the angels bear the tidings 
Upward to the courts of heaven I 

Let them sing with holy rapture, 
O'er another soul forgiven! 

3 0 Tune—A'one but Christ tan satisfy, 
C.M. 

1 O CHRIST, in Thee my soul hath found, 
And found in Thee alone, 

The peace, the joy, I sought so long, 
The biiss till now unknown. 

Now none but Christ caJi tatUfy, 
None other name for me I 

There's love, and life, and lasting joy. 
Lord Jesus, found in Thee { 

i I sighed for rest and happiness. 
I yearned for them, not Thee: 

But while I passed the Saviour by, 
His love laid hold on me. 

3 I tried the broken cisterns, Lord, 
But, ah I the waters failed I 

E'en as I stooped to drink they'd fled, 
And mocked me as I wailed. 

4 The pleasures lost I sadly mourned, 
But never wept for Thee, 

Til! grace the sightless eyes received 
Thy loveliness to see. 

31 Tune—St. AfiehaeTs. 

1 How solemn are the words, 
And yet to faith how plain, 

Which JESUS uttered while on earth— 
•' Ye must be born again." 

2 "Ye must bt born again/'' 
For so hath God decreed : 

No reformation will suffice— 
'Tis life poor sinners need. 

3 "Ye must be born again I" 
And life in Christ must have: 

In vain the soul elsewhere may go— 
'Tis He alone can save. 

4 "Ye must be born again /" 
Or never enter heaven; 

'Tis only blood-washed ones are there— 
The ransomed and forgiven. 

5 " Ye must be born again I" 
Then look to Christ and live; 

He is " the Life," and waits in heaven 
Eternal life to give. 

32 Tune- Man of sorrows, r.y 

1 " M A N OF SORROWS 1" what a name 
For the Son of God, who came 
Ruined sinners to reclaim I 

Hallelujah I what a Saviour. 
a Rearing shame and scoffing rude, 

In my place condemned He stood . 
Sealed my pardon with His blood 

Hallelujah I what a Saviour I 
3 Guilty, vile, and helpless, we; 

Spot&gfc Lamb of God was H e : 
" Furfatonement,"—can it be? 

Hallelujah 1 what a Saviour I 
4 •' Lifted up " was He to die, 

" It is finished," was His cry : 
Now in heaven exalted high : 

Hallelujah 1 what a Saviour! 
5 When He comes the glorious K ing. 

All His ransomed home to bring, 
Then anew this song well sing; 

Hallelujah 1 what a Saviour! 



" H e that believeth not is condemned already."—John IS. ift. 

33 Tune—Barrow, 
i F A I T H is not what we feel or see, 

It is a simple trust 
In what the God of Love has saM 

Of Jesus, as the " Just." 

» It looks not on the things around, 
Nor on the things within; 

It takes its flight to scenes above. 
Beyond the sphere of sin. 

3 What Jesus is, and that alone, 
Is faith's delightful plea; 

It never deals with sinful self 
Nor righteous self in me. 

4 It tells me I am " counted dead " 
By God, in His own word; 

It tells me I am " born again" 
In Christ, my risen Lord. 

3 4 Tune—Union. 

x My soul is now united 
To Christ the living Vine; 

His grace I long have slighted, 
But now I know Him mine; 

1 was to God a stranger, 
Till Jesus took me in ; 

He freed my soul from danger, 
And pardoned all my sin. 

You shall give Him glory, 
And I will give Him glory; 
We ail =hall jrivc Him glory, 
For glory is His due. 

z Soon as rny all I ventured 
On the atoning blood, 

The Holy Spirit cnter'd, 
And I was horn of God, 

Now Christ is my salvation— 
What can I covet more ? 

I fear no condemnation, 
My judgment now is o'er. 

3 Christians, be not faint-hearted, 
Tho' least among the flock. 

From Christ you'll ne'er be parted 
While built upon the Rock ; 

Let's mend our pace to glory. 
We soon shall meet above. 

And tell the pleasing story 
Of His redeeming love, 

3 6 Tune—I am Trusting, T.f 
i C H R I S T has done the mighty work; 

Nothing left tor us to do, 
But to enter on His toil, 

Enter on His triumph too. 
2 His the pardon, ours the sin; 

Great tho sin, the pardon great, 
His the good, and ours the ill; 

His the love, and ours the hate. 

3 His the labour, ours the rest; 
His the death, and ours the life; 

Ours the fruit of victory, 
His the agony and strife. 

4 He has sowed the precious seed. 
Nothing left for us unsown; 

Ours it is to reap the field, 
Make the harvest joy our own. 

3 6 Tune—Tat Year of JuiiUe. <• «. 

i B L O W ye the trumpet, blow 
The gladly solemn sound ; 

Let all the nations know, 
To earth's remotest bound. 

The year of Jubilee is com* ; 
Return, ye ransom'd sinner*, home 

a Exalt the Lamb of God, 
The sin-atoning Lamb; 

Redemption by His blood, 
Through all the lands proclaim. 

3 Ve who have sold for nought 
Your heritage above, 

Shall have it back unbcught, 
The gift of Jesus' love. 

4 Ye slaves of sin and hell, 
Your liberty receive; 

And safe in Jesus dwell, 
And biest by jesus live. 



" W h a t think j-e of Christ?"—Malt.xxH. 4s. 

37 Tune—/ am coming to the Cross, S.M. 

1 GOD in mercy sent His Son 
To a world by sin undone; 
Jesus Christ was crucified— 
Twasfor sinners Jesus died, 

O the glory of the grace, 
Shining in the Saviour's face, 
Telling sinners from above, 
" God is Light ," and " God is Love. ' ' 

2 Sin and death no more shall reign. 
Jesus died and lives again I 
In the glory's highest height— 
See Him God's supreme delight. 

3 All who in His Name believe, 
Everlasting life receive; 
Lord of all is Jesus now, 
Every knee to Him must bow. 

4 Christ the Lord will come again; 
He who suffered once will reign; 
Every tongueat last shall own, 
" Worthy is the Lamb " alone. 

38 Tunc—Look and live. 

1 L O O K to Jesus, weary one, 
Look and live, look and live: 

Look at what the Lord has done. 
Look and live. 

See Him lifted on the tree, 
Look and live, look and live; 

Hear Him say, " Look unto Me I" 
Look and live. 
Look I the Lord is lifted high, 
Look to Him, He 's ever nigh, 
Look and live—why will ye die 1 

Look and live 1 

3 Though unworthy, vile, unclean, 
Look away from self and sin, 
Long by Satan's power enslaved. 
Look to Me, ye shall be saved. 

3 Though you've wandered far away, 
Harden not your heart to-day, 
'Tis the Father calls thee home, 

/ Whosoever will may come. 

39 Tune—Verily, verily. 

1 O W H A T a Saviour that He died for me I 
From condemnation He hath made me 

free: 
" H e that believeth on the Son, ' saith He, 

"Hath everlasting life.'' 

" Verily, verily, I say unto you, 
Verily, verily, ' message ever new ; 
" He that believeth on the Son," 'tis true, 
" Hath everlasting life." 

2 AH my iniquities on Him were laid, 
All my indebtedness by Him was paid ; 
All who believe on Him, the Lord hath 

"Have everlasting life." [said, 

3 Though poor and needy, I can trust my 
Lord; 

Though weak and sinful, I believe His 
word; 

O glad message 1 every child of God 
"Hath everlasting life." 

4 Though all unworthy, yet I will not doubt, 
For him that cometh He will not cast out, 
" He that believeth," O the glad news 

" H A T H everlasting life." [shout, 

:#' 0 Tu ne—Redeemed* 

1 O M , sing of Jesus, '* Lamb of God," 
Who died on Calvary, 

And for a ransom shed His blood 
For you, and even me ! 

I'm redeemed ! I'm redeemed ! 
Through the blood of the Lamb that was slain I 
I'm redeemed 1 I'm redeemed ! 
Hallelujah to God and the Lamb 1 

2 O wondrous power of love divine 1 
So pure, so full, so free \ 

It reaches out to all mankind, 
Embraces even m e ! 

3 All glory now to Christ the Lord, 
And evermore shall b e ! 

He hath redeemed my soul from sin, 
And ransomed even me I 



" H e ts altogether lovely."—Song of Solomon v. 16. 

4 1 Tune—Onward, upward, homeward, 
P.M. 

i C H R I S T , the Lord, is coming, 
Coming to the " air," 
To receive His loved ones, 
Home to glory fair. 
Shining in His likeness, 
Cleansed from every stain, 
Christ, the Lord, is coming, 
Coming soon again, 

a Christ, the Lord, is coming, 
Coming to the "ea r th , " 
Not as once in weakness, 
At His lowly birth. 
But in "might" and "glory," 
Evermore to reign, 
Christ, the Lord, is coming. 
Coming soon again, 

3 Christ, the Lord, is coming, 
On His " judgmentthrone," 
Past the day of pardon, 
Grace and mercy gone. 
Christ-rejectors perish, 
Suffer endless pain, 
Christ, the Lord, is coming, 

. Coming soon again. 
4 2 Tune—Art then weary. P.M. 
I B I T T E N by the fiery serpents 

Many dying lay; 
But the Lord, who loved the people, 

Then did say: 
s " Make a brazen fiery serpent, 

Put it on a pole; 
Whosoever looketh on it, 

Shall be whole." 
3 We, by sin and Satan wounded, 

Helplessly did lie; 
But the Son of God from heaven, 

Came to die. 
^ Lifted up in pain and anguish, 

He was crucified— 
Jesus bore the sinner's judgment 

When He died. 
5 Now exalted high in heaven 

, Ready to forgive, 
Whosoever trusteth in Him 

Then shad! live. 

43 Tune—Jesus, lover of my soul. 7*4. 
1 NAitKD upon Golgotha's tree— 

Faint and bleeding. Who is He? 
Hands and feet so rudely torn, 
Wreathed with crown of twisted thorn. 
Once He lived in heaven above, 
Happy in His Father's love, 
Son of God, 'tis He, 'tis He, 
On the cross of Calvary. 

2 Nailed upon Golgotha's tree— 
Mocked and taunted. Who is He? 
Scorners tell Him to come down, 
Claim His kingdom and His crown. 
He it was who came to bless, 
Full of love and tenderness, 
Son of Man, 'tis He, 'tis He, 
On the cross of Calvary. 

3 Nailed upon Golgotha's tree— 
As a victim. Who is He? 
Bearing sin, but not His own, 
Suffering agony unknown. 
He, the promised sacrifice, 
For the sinner bleeds and dies, 
Lamb of God, 'tis He, 'tis He, 
On the cross of Calvary. 

4 4 Tune—Come to Jesus. 8.6. 
1 C O M E to Jesus, come to Jesus, 

Come to Jesus, just now, 
Just now, come to Jesus, 

Come to Jesus, just now 
a He will save you,—just now. 
3 He is able,—just now. 
4 He is willing,—just now. 
5 Oh, believe Him,—just now. 
6 Only trust Him,—just now. 

4 5 Tune—Harts. 7 , 
1 T w o little eyes, to look to God, 

Two little ears, to hear His word, 
Two JitlXe/eet, to walk in His ways, 
Two hands to work for Him all my days, 

a One little tongue, to speak His truth, 
One little Acar/, for Himnowin my youth, 
Take them Lord Jesus, and let them be. 
Always obedient aud true to Thee. 



" T o whosa belongest toon?"—i Sasravl xzx. 13. 

4 6 Tune—Gospel Bells, •/•%. 
1 T H E Gospel bells are ringing, 

Over land from sea to sea; 
Blessed news of free salvation 

Do they offer you and me. 
" For God so loved the world, 

That His only Son He gave; 
Whosoe'er believeth in Him 

Everlasting life shall have." 
. . . Gospel bells 1 . . . how they ring, 

Over land from sea to sea 1 
. . . Gospel bells 1 . . . freely bring, 

Blessed news to you and me. 
a The Gospel bells invite us 

To a feast prepared for ail; 
Do not slight the invitation, 

Nor reject the gracious call. 
" I am the Bread of Life; 

Eat of Me, thou hungry soul; 
Though your sins be red as crimson, 

They shall be as white as wool." 
j The Gospel bells give warning, 

As they sound from day to day, 
Of the fate which doth await them 

Who for ever will delay. 
'• Escape thou for thy life! 

Tarry not in all the plain; 
Nor behind thee look, oh never, 

Lest thou be consumed in pain." 
4 The Gospel bells are joyful, 

As they echo far and wide, &? 
Bearing notes of perfect pardon, ^ 

Through a Saviour crucified." 
" Good tidings of great joy 

To all people do I bring; 
Unto you is born a Saviour, 

Which is Christ the Lord and King." 
4 7 Tune—Content. 8.8.J.6. 

3 Just as I am—Thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve. 
Because Thy promise I believed— 

O Lamb of God, I come. 
4 Just as I am—Thy love I own 

Has broken every barrier down; 
Now to be thine, yea, Thine alone— 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

4 8 Tune—Almost persuaded. 
1 " ALMOST persuaded," now to believe, 

"Almost persuaded," Christ to receive; 
Seems now some soul to say, 

" Go, Spirit, go Thy way, 
Some more convenient day 

On Thee I'll call"? 
a "Almost persuaded," come, come to

day; 
" Almost persuaded, turn not away; 

Jesus invites you here, 
Angels are lingering near, 
Prayers rise from hearts so dear : 

O sinner come; 
3 "Almost persuaded," harvest is past! 

"Almost persuaded," doom comes 
" Almost" cannot avail; [last! 
" Almost" is but to fail; 
Sad, sad that bitter wail— 

"Almost, but lost I" 

4 9 Tune—St. Michaets. S.M. 
1 Not all the blood of beasts, 

On Jewish altars slain, 
Could give the guilty conscience peace, 

Or wash away its stain, 
z But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 

Took all our guilt away ; 
A sacrifice of nobler name, 

And richer blood than they. 
3 My soul looks back to see 

The burden Thou did'st bear, 
When hanging on th' accursed tree. 

For all my guilt was there. , ,: 
4 Believing, I rejoice / >' 

T o see the curse remove 5 ' *f 
I bless the Laiob with cheerful voioi," ' 

And sing redarguing Jove 

1 J U S T as I am—without one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bid'st me come to Thee, 

O Lamb of God, I come. 
3 Just as I am—and waiting not 

To rid my soul of one dark Wot, 
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each 

^ ^ _ < 3 Lamb of God, I eoax* !*po<— 



"The unrighteous shall not inherit 

50 Tune—Communion. L.M. 
I BEHOLD, a Stranger at the door, 

He gently knocks—has knocked before; 
Has waited long, is waiting still: 
You use no other friend so ill. 

i O, lovely attitude! He stands 
With melting heart, and open hands 1 
O, matchless kindness 1 and He shows 
This matchless kindness to His foes. 

3 But will He prove a friend indeed? 
He will the very Friend you need: 
The Friend of sinners—yes, 'tis He, 
That Friend who died on Calvary. 

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

51 Tune—I'm a pilgrim. 8.7.4. 
1 H A R K I the gospel news is sounding, 

Christ hath suffered on the tree; 
Streams of mercy are abounding, 

Grace for all is rich and free; 
Guilty sinner, 

Look to Him who died for thee. 
a Oh! escape to Christ the Refuge, 

Now believe in Him to-day; 
God invites you to the banquet, 

Come and feast with Him to-day; 
Do not tarry, 

Come to Jesus while you may, 
3 Grace is flowing like a river, 

Millions there have been supplied; 
StiU it flows as fresh as ever 

From the Saviour's wounded side; 
None need perish, 

All may live, for Christ bath died. 

2 And Thou from sin do'st set me free, 
O Glory 1 Christ hath died for me. 

3 Lo 1 glad I came, and Thou blest Lamb, 
Did'st take me to Thee, whose I am. 

4 Nothing but sin had I to give, 
Nothing but love did I receive. 

5 Now will I tell to sinners round, 
What a dear Saviour I have found. 

6 I'll point to Thy redeeming blood. 
And say, " Behold the way to God. ' 

53 Tune—yesus of Nazareth. r. M 

1 W H A T means this eager anxious throng, 
Which moves with busy haste along— 
These wondrous gatherings day by day? 
What means this strange commotion, 
Inaccentshushedthethrongreply, [pray? 
"Jesus of Nazareth passeth by." 

a Jesus! 'tis He who once below 
Man's pathway trod, 'mid pain and woe; 
And burdened ones, where'er He came. 
Brought out their sick, and deaf, and 
The blind rejoiced to hear the cry, [lame. 
"Jesus of Nazareth passeth by." 

3 H o ! all ye heavy laden, come I 
Here's pardon, comfort, rest, and home. 
Ye wanderers from a Father's face, 
Return, accept His proffered grace. 
Ye tempted ones, there's refuge nigh : 
" Jesus of Nazareth passeth by." 

4 But if you still His call refuse, 
And all His wondrous love abuse, 
Soon will He sadly from you turn, 
Your bitter prayer for pardon spurn. 
" T o o late I too late I" will be the cry— 
"Jesus of Na«areta kai pajui f-r- " 

64 Tune—Innoctr.h. 1% 
Saviour, I on Thee believe, 
To my heart Thy love receive: 
Saved fro«'. hell, frora sin set free. 
K*es tae eimvtaue oion» u> Tbr» 

6 2 Tune—Rock » /Agtt , *, u. 

j JESUS, Thy precious blood alone. 
Does for my many sins atone; 

Tv He's taken my feet from the mire and she 
4tad H«'« let them 00 the Rock of Age*. IcUy, 



>WHt tboo go with thie Man?"—Geo, xiW. j * . 

5 5 r « « — T h e Sweet tye-and-tye. 8s.». 
i LORD jesus to tell of Thy love, 

Our souls shall for ever delight; 
And join with the blessed above 

In praises by day and by night 
Wherever we follow Thee, Lord, 

Admiring, adoring, we see 
That love which was stronger than death, 

Flow out without limit and free. 
• Descending from glory on high, 

With men Thy delight was to dwell: 
Contented our Surety to die. 

By dying to save us from hell; 
Enduring the grief and the shame, 

And bearing our sin on the cross; 
Oh 1 who would not boast of Thy love. 

And count the world's glory but dross. 
3 Behold Him I all ye that pass by, 

This man so acquainted with grief: 
Tho' without Him, you're helpless, un-

His sacrifice brings you relief, [done, 
Beneath the dark shade of His cross, 

Sin, death, and the grave we defy: 
Since Jesus has suffered for us, 

'Twere gain for believers to die." 
5 0 Tune—Rock of Ages. S.D. 
I ROCK OF AGES I cieh for me, 

Lo I hide myself in Thee; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy wounded side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure; 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

a Not the labour of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law's demands: 
Could my leal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever fiov^ 
All for sin could not atone f7 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 

j Nothing in my hand I bring, 
Simply to Thy cross I cling; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace j 
Vile I to the Saviour fly; 
Who for sinners once did die. 

5 7 Tunt—Shall we gather. T.X. 
1 SHALL we gather at the river, 

Where bright angel feet have trod, 
With its crystal tide for ever 

Flowing by the throne of God ? 
Saved ones wUl gather at the river; 

The beautiful, the beautiful river; 
Gather with the saints at the river, 

That flows by the throne of God. 
2 At the smiling of the river, 

Mirror of the Saviour's face, 
Saints whom death will never sever 

Sing their songs of saving grace. 

5 8 Tunt—ff a Pilgrim. P.M. 
I I'M a pilgrim bound for glory, 

I'm a pilgrim going home; 
Come and hear me tell my story, 

All who love the Saviour, come. 
Jesus loves me, Hallelujah 1 

Jesus gave Himself for me; 
Jesus leads me on to glory; 

O rejoice, rejoice with me. 
2 I will tell you what induced me 

For the better land to start; 
'Twas the Saviour's loving kindness 

Overcame and won my heart 
3 Faint and weary He did bring me 

To the fountain of His love— 
Showed me how His blood had bought 

Sealed my pardon from above, [me, 
4 Through the wilderness He lead me; 

Strength in weakness He bestowed j 
With the Bread of Life He fed me— 

Streams of living water flowed. ' 

5 9 Tune—Innocents. 7.8. 
1 JESUS only, He can give 

Sweetest pleasures while we live; 
Jesus only must supply 
Solid comfort if we die. 

2 After death, His joys will be 
Lasting as eternity: 
I will trust Him as my Friend, 
Now my bliss shall never end. 



•I will go-"—GaMaUaxftv.jl. 

S O Tttnr—Rvan. C M . 

I T H E R E is a Book, a holy Book, 
By God to sinners given, 

To shew the way of life and peace, 
And mark the path to heaven, 

a It tells me of my lost estate, 
All guilty and defiled; 

It says I must be born of God, 
Ere 1 can be His child. 

3 It tells me of the Lamb of God, 
Who died upon the tree, 

To bare the wrath and curse of God, 
And set the sinner free. 

4 This Book shall be my early guide, 
My lamp to give me light, 

My spring of joy in life's glad day, 
My comfort in its night. 

61 Tune—Why do you wait 1 7.8.9.8. 
1 W H Y do you wait, (O sinner? 

Oh, why do you tarry so long ? 
When Jesus is waiting to give you 

A place in His sanctified throng. 
Why not'!— Why not 7— 
Why not come to Him now ? 

2 What do you hope, O sinner ? 
To gain by a further delay ? 

There's no one to save you but Jesus; 
There's no other way but His way. 

3 Why do you wait, O sinner 7 
The harvest is passing away ; 

Your Saviour is longing to bless you ; 
There's danger and death in delay. 

62 Tune—Innocents. 7.5. 
1 A L L the people's sins were laid 

On the living scapegoat's head; 
Then he bore them far away, 
On the great atonement day. 

2 Jesus thus for me became 
Bearer of my curse and shame, 
When He was led forth to die 
On the cross of Calvary. 

3 All my sins on Him were laid; 
I believe what God has said, 
Now my soul is counted free, 
By the Saviour's death for me. 

63 Tune—Safe in the arms of Jesus. I 7, 

1 S A F E in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe on His gentle breast, 

There by His love o'ershaded, 
Sweetly my soul shall rest. 

Hark ! 'tis the voice of angels 
Borne in a song to me, 

Over the fields of glory, 
Over the jasper sea, 

Safe in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe on His gentle breast, 

There by His love o'ershaded, 
Sweetly my soul shall rest. 

2 Safe in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe from corroding care, 

Safe from the world's temptations, 
Sin cannot harm me there. 

Free from the blight of sorrow, 
Free from my doubts and fears; 

Only a few more trials, 
Only a few more tears 1 

3 Jesus, my heart's dear Refuge, 
Jesus has died for m e ; 

Firm on the Rock of Ages 
Ever my trust shall be. 

Here let me wait with patience, 
Wait till the night is o'er ; 

Wait till I see the morning 
Break on the golden shore. 

6 4 Tune—Content. 8.8.8.4 
1 C O M E weary, anxious, laden soul, 

To Jesus come, and be made whole; 
On Him your heavy burden roll— 

Come, anxious sinner, come I 
2 Behold the cross on which He died: 

Behold His wounded, bleeding side; 
Come, in His precious love confide— 

Come, guilty sinner, come I 
3 True joy the world can ne'er afford, 

'Tis found alone in Christ the Lord, 
In Him for wretched sinners stored— 

Come, weary sinner, comet 
4 Oh I if to Jesus you repair, 

You'll find eternal comfort there I 
And scon shall heavenly glory share— 

3 



* Who»o tnisteth ta the Lord, happy ts he."—Prov. *vt M. 

6 5 Tune—Let Him in. P.M 
I T H E R E ' S a Stranger at the door : 

L e t . . . . Him in I . . . . 
He has been there oft before : 

L e t . . . . Him in I . . . . 
Let Him in, ere He is gone ; 
Let Him in, the Holy One, 
Jesus Christ, the Father's Son : 

L e t . . . . Him in 1 . . . . 
2 Open now to Him your heart : 

L e t . . . . Him in 1 . . . . 
If you wait He will depart : 

L e t . . . . Him i n ! . . . . 
Let Him in, He is your Friend; 
He your sou! will sure defend ; 
He will keep you to the end : 

L e t . . . . Him in I . . . . 

3 Now admit the heav'nly Guest : 
L e t . . . . Him in ! . . , . 

He will make for you a feast: 
L e t . . . . Him in ! . . . . 

He will speak your sins forgiven; 
And when earth-ties all are riven; 
He will take you home to heaven : 

L e t . . . . Him in 1 . . , . 

6 6 Tune—/ am looking to the Cross, s. M. 

I I am looking to the Cross, 
I have God's salvation found; 

Earthly things I count but dross, 
May Thy grace in me abound. 

I am trusting, Lord, in Thee, 
Blessed Lamb of Calvary 1 
Lowly at Thy feet I bow : 
Jesus saves me, saves me now. 

* Long my heart has sighed for Thee; 
Long has evil reigned within; 

Now Thy blood has cleansed me, 
Washed me from all stain of sin, 

3 Lord, I give myself to Thee, 
Hold me with Thy mighty hand; 

Help me ever, Lord, to be 
Pilgrim to the better land. 

6 7 TUTU—/ will give you rest. r. M 
I O COME to Me, said Jesus, 

Thou weary soul oppress'd ; 
And take My yoke upon you, 

And I will give you rest. 
Come,and I will Rive you rest, 
Come, and I will give you rest, 
Come, and I will give you rest, 

Thou weary wanderer, come. 
2 O come to Me, said Jesus, 

Thy sins like mountains grow ; 
But though they be as scarlet, 

They shall be white as snow. 
3 O come to Me, said Jesus, 

And thou shall be forgiv'n, 
And have a crown of glory 

Prepared by Me in heaven. 
4 I come to Thee, Lord Jesus, 

I trust Thy precious blood, 
I do believe Thy promise, 

I take the gift ol God. 
I am resting, Lord, in Thee, 
I am resting, Lord, in Thee, 
I am resting, Lord, in Thee, 

I'm saved through Jesus ' blood. 

6 8 Tune—Christ arose. 6.5 
1 Low in the grave He lay— 

Jesus, my Saviour, 
Waiting the coming day— 

Jesus, my Lord 1 
U D from the grave H e arose, . . . 
With a mighty triumph o'er His foes ; . . . 
H e arose a Victor from the dark domain, 
And H e lives forever with His saints to reign • 

H e arose 1 . . . He arose 1. . . 
Hallelujah; Christ arose. 

2 Vainly they watch His bed— 
Jesus, my Saviour 1 

Vainly they seal the dead— 
Jesus, my Lord 1 

3 Death cannot keep his prey— 
Jesus, my Saviour I 

He tore the bars away— 
Jesus, my Lord I 



«9 thfaw heart."—Pro». Hi. *. "Trust la the Lord with 

0 9 Tune—Hawaiian. D.CM. 
l I HEAKD the voice of Jesus say, 

' ' Come unto Me and rest; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon My breast." 
I came to Jesus as I was, 

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

And He has made me g M . 
s I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

" Behold I freely give 
The living water : thirsty one, 

Stoop down and drink and live." 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quench'd, my soul revived, 

And now I live in Him. 
3 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

*' I am this dark world's light: 
Look unto Me, thy morn shall rise, 

Arid all thy day be bright." 
I look'd to Jesus and I found 

In Him my Star, my Sun ; 
And in that Light of Life I'll walk. 

Till traveling days are done, 
7 0 Tune—Crown Him. 8.7.4. 
1 Lo! He comes, with clouds descending, 

Once for guilty sinners siain ; 
Thousand, thousand saints attending, 

Swell the triumph of His train: 
Hallelujah I 

Jesus comes, and comes to reign, 
3 Every eye shall then behold Him, 

Robed in dreadful majesty 1 
Those who set at nought and sold Him, 

Pierced and nailed Him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 

Shall the true Messiah see. 
3 When the solemn trump has sounded, 

Heaven and earth shall flee away; 
All who hate Him must, confounded, 

Hear the summons of that day— 
Come to Judgment 1 

Come to Judgment I come away I 

"71 Tun*—Room for Jenu. s.j.». 
1 "CALLthemin"—thepoor.thewretched, 

Sin-stained wanderers from the fold, 
Peace and pardon freely offer; 

Can you weigh their worth with gold? 
" Call them in "—the weak, the weary, 

Laden with the doom of sin; 
Bid them come and rest in / s su s ; 

He is waiting—" call them in " 
3 " Call them in "—the Jew, the Gentile, 

Bid the stranger to the feast: 
" Call them in "—the rich, the noble, 

From the highest to the least 
Forth the Father runs to meet them, 

He hath at; their sorrows seen ; 
Robe, and ring, and royal sandals 

Wait the lost ones—"call them in." 
3 "Call them in"—the broken-hearted 

Cow'riug 'neatb the brand of shame; 
Speak iove's message low and tender, 

'Twasfor sinners Jem* came. 
See the shadows lengthen round us, 

Soon the day-dawn will begin; 
Can you leave them lost and lonely ? 

Christ is coming—"call them in." 
*72 Tune—Not my own. P.M. 
1 " Not my own !" but saved by Jesus, 

Who redeemed me by His blood; 
Gladly I accept the message, 

I belong to Christ the Lord I 
" Noi my own l"\ . . oh, " not my own I" . . . 

Jesus I . . . belong to Thee ! . . . [nity I. 
Ail I have, and all I hope for, Thine for all eter* 
2 ' ' Not my own!" To Christ my Saviour, 

I, believing, trust my soul; 
Evr'ything to Him committed. 

While eternal ages rolh 
3 ' ' Not my own 1" My time, my talent, 

Freely all to Christ I bring, 
To be used in joyful service 

For the glory of my King. 
4 " N o t my own I" The Lord accepts me, 

One among the ransomed throng, 
Who in heaven shall see His glory, 

And to Jesus Christ belong. 



' B*C*OM then I* wrath beware."—Job xxxri. i l 

T 3 Tune—My Rtdtemer. P.M. 
t 1 will sing of my Redeemer, 

And His wondrous love to m e ; 
On the cruel cross He suffered, 

From the curse to set me free. 
Sing, oh sing . . . of my Redeemer 1. . . 
With His blood . . . H e purchased me 1 . . . 
On the cross . . . H e sealed ray pardon . . . 
Paid my deb t . . . and made me free . . . 

» I will tell the wondrous story, 
How my lost estate to save, 

In His boundless love and mercy, 
He the ransom freely gave 

3 I will praise my dear Redeemer, 
His triumphant power I'll tell; 

How the victory He giveth 
Over sin, and death, and helL 

4 I will sing of my Redeemer, 
And His heavenly love to me; 

He from death to life hath brought me, 
Son of God with Him to be. 

7 4 Tunt—My Beautiful Homt. *.». 
I Above the waves of earthly strife, 

Above the ills and cares of life, 
Where all is peaceful, bright and fair, 
My home is there! my home is there I 

M y beautiful home I my beautiful home 1 
In the land where the glorified ever shall roam, 
Where angels bright wear robes of light, 
My home is there I my home is there i 

2 Where living fountains sweetly flow. 
Where buds and flowers immortal grow. 
Where trees their fruit celestial bear, 
My home is there! my home is there I 

3 Away from sorrow, doubt and pain, 
Away from worldly loss and gain, 
From all temptation, tears and care, 
My home is there 1 my home is there! 

4 Beyond the bright and pearly gates, 
Where Jesus loving Saviour waits, 
Where all is peaceful, bright and fair, 
Mv home is theret my home is there! 

75 Tune— Whosoever will. t.u. 
i " W H O S O E V E R heareth," shout, shout, 

the sound, [around; 
Send the blessed tidings all the world 
Spread the joyful news, wherever man is 

" Whosever will may come." [found, 
" Whosoever will, whosoever will,*' 
Send the proclamation over vair s>nd hill: 
" l i s a loving Father calls the wanderer home ; 
"Whosoever will may come." 
a Whosoever cometh need not delay, 

Now thedoor is open, enter wbileyemay ; 
Jesus is the true, the only living way, 

" Whosever will may come.' 
3 ''Whosoever will," the promise is secure; 

"Whosoever will," for ever shall endure , 
"Whosoever will," 'tis life for evermore ; 

' ' Whosoever will may come." 

76 Tune—May / come %n, L.W 

I BKHOLD Me standing at the door, 
And hear Me pleading evermore. 
With gentle voice : Oh, heart of sin. 
May 1 come in ? may I come in ? 

Behold Me stauding at the door. 
And hear Me pleading evermore : 
Say, weary heart, oppressed with sin, 
May I come in? may I come in? 

a I bore the cruel thorns for thee, 
I've waited long and patiently : 
Say, weary heart, oppressed with sin. 
May I come in ? may I come in ? 

3 I would not plead with thee in vain ; 
Remember all M y g^ef and pain i 
I died to ransom thee from sin : 
May I come in? may I come in? 

4 I bring thee joy from heaven above, 
I bring thee pardon, peace, and love : 
Say, weary heart, oppressed with sin, 
May I come in? may I come in? 

It Tune—A ngels hovering round, K H 
I ' ' T H E wages of sin is death." 
2 "Prepare to meet thy God." 
3 "Ye must be born again." 
4 ' Behold the Lamb of GoO/* 



'KlM fnm tba w n t h to eoa»."—Matt. 11L ; . 

Y O Tune—Look ye saints. 8.7.4. 
1 PASSING onward, quickly passing; 

But I ask thee, whither bound? 
Is it to the many mansions, 

Where eternal rest is found ? 
Passing onward— 

Tell me, sinner, whither bound ? 

2 Passing onward, quickly passing ; 
Nought the wheels of time can stay, 

Sweet the thought that some axe going 
To the realms of perfect day ; 

Passing o n w a r d -
Christ their Leader, Christ their Way. 

3 Passing onward, quickly passing, 
Many on the downward road ; 

Careless of their souls immortal, 
Heeding not the call of God, 

Passing onward— 
Trampling on the Saviour's blood I 

4 Passing onward, quickly passing, 
Time its course will quickly run ; 

Still we hear the fond entreaty 
Of the ever—gracious One— 

'* Come and welcome, 
'Tis by Me that life is won." 

79 Tune—Look to fesus, f'% 

1 LOOK to Jesus I—look and live I 
Mercy at His hands receive ; 
He has died upon the tree, 
And His words are, "Look to M e l " 

Come to Jesus 1—ce-me and live! 
He has endless life to give ; 
He from sin will set thee free, 
For His words are, " Come to Me." 

a Trust in Jesus!—trust and live/ 
Now upon His name believe; 
He has blessings e'en for thee, 

, For His words are, "Trus t in M e l " 

3 jftest in Jesus I—there repose, 
Shelter find from all thy foes; 
Let His name be all thy plea, 
For His words are. ' ' Rest in. Mt/n 

80 Tune—Innocents. ft 
1 T I M E is earnest, passing by ; 

Death is earnest, drawing nigh; 
Sinner, wilt thou trifling be? 
Time and death appeal to thee. 

2 Life is earnest: when 'tis o'er 
Thou returnest never more; 
Earnest is eternity, 
Wilt thou never serious be? 

3 Heaven is earnest; solemnly 
Float its voices down to thee: 
Hell is earnest; art thou gay, 
Sporting through thine earthly day? 

4 God is earnest; come to-day, 
Ere thy season pass away, 
Ere be set His judgment throne, 
Vengeance ready, mercy gone. 

5 Christ is earnest; bids thee come, 
God declares that all is done; 
Wilt thou spurn the Saviour's love, 
Pleading with thee from above? 

Tune—Remember Me. 81 
1 M Y Jesus hangs upon the cross, 

By faith His blood I see; 
I can, I will, I do believe 

That Jesus died for me. 
I will believe, 1 do believe, 

That Jesus died for me; 
That on the cross He shed His blood. 

From sin to set me free. 
3 A sinner guilty, and undone, 

O Lord I come to Thee ; 
I can, I will, I do believe 

That Jesus died for me. 
3 Before the Lamb's all-cleansing blood, 

My sins and sorrows flee; 
I can, I will, I do believe 

That Jesus died for me. 
4 My heart is glad, my lips rejoice, 

My happy soul is free; 
1 can, I wilt I do believe 

That Jesus died for me. 



"Acquaint aew thyself with Him *ad be at pas.es."-- Job xxE. « . 

82 Tune^Tkere is a happy land. 8.7. 
r C O M E I hear the gospel sound— 

' ' Yet there is room ! " 
It tells to all around— 

" Yet there is room 1" 
Though guilty, now draw near, 
Though vile, you need not fear, 
With joy you now may hear— 

" Yet there is room 1 " 
a God's love in Christ we see— 

" Yet there is room 1" 
Greater it could not be— 

"Yet there is room 1" 
His only Son He gave, 
He's righteous now to save 
All who on Him believe— 

" Yet there is room 1" 
3 " All things are ready: come) ' ' 

" Yet there is room ! " 
Christ everything hath done— 

' * Yet there is room I •' 
The work is now complete, 
" Before the mercy-seat," 
A Saviour you shall meet— 

" Yet there is room ! " 
4 God's house is filling fast— 

" Yet there is room !" 
Some soul will be the last— 

" Yet there is room ! " 
Yes, soon salvation's day 
From you will pass away, 
Then grace no more will say— 

" Yet there is room I" 

83 Tune—It is the blood, P.M. 
1 I T is the blood, it is the blood, 

Which has atonement made; 
It is the blood which once for all, 

Our ransom price has paid. 
a It was the blood, the mark of blood, 

The people's houses bore ; 
And when that mark by God was seen. 

His angel passed the door. 
3 Not water then, nor water now, 

Has ever saved a soul; 

Not Jewish rites, but Jesus' stripes, 
Can make the wounded whole. 

4 " I see the blood," " I see the blood," 
A voice from heaven cries; 

The soul that owns this token true, 
And trusts it never dies. 

5 For H», who suffered once for all, 
That we might life obtain, 

Will never leave His Father's throne, 
To shed that blood again. 

84 Tune—Evan. CM. 
I H o w many children say their prayers, 

And yet who never pray: 
Because they know not Christ, Who is 

The Life, the Truth, the Way. 
a T i s only those that know the Lord, 

And trust His precious blood, 
Thai can draw near the throne of grace, 

And offer prayer to God. 

85 Tune—Sweet hour 0/ Prayer, 8.7. 
1 N o works of law have we to boast— 

By nature ruin'd, guilty, lost, 
Condemned already; but Thy hand 
Provided what Thou didst demand. 

We take the guilty sinner's namei 
The guilty sinner's Saviour claim-

a No faith we trust. "Tis Christ alone— 
'Tis what He is, what He has done ; 
He is for us as given by God, 
It was for us l ie shed His blood. 

3 W e do not feel our sins are gone, 
But know it from Thy word alone; 
We know that Thou our sins did'st lay 
On Him who has put sin away. 

86 Tune—Barrow. c.K 
1 O SINNER, come ere yet " too late," 

Now, is the day of grace, 
Nmt>, Jesus calls, oh ! do obey 

His pleading, loving voice, 
a To-day, 'tis free to all who " come," 

And take Him at His word; 
To-morrow's sun may rise " too-late * 

For you who now have heard. 

pas.es.%22--


•Betaj m*tUuui Iff bltk we have peace -rith Cott'—Kom. ». i. 

8 7 7*K>M—Christ for me. P.M. 

I M Y heart is feted, eternal God, 
Fixed on Thee ; 

And my immortal choice is made, 
Christ for me. 

He is the Prophet, Priest and King, 
Who did for me salvation bring; 
And while I live, 1 mean to sing, 

Christ for me. 

a In Him I see the Godhead shine, 
Christ for m e ; 

He is the Majesty divine, 
Christ for me. 

The Father's well-beloved Son, 
Co-partner of His royal throne, 
Who did for human guilt atone, 

Christ for me. 

Let others boast of heaps of gold, 
Christ for me ; 

His riches never can be told, 
Christ for me. 

Your gold will waste and wear away, 
Your honours perish in a day; 
My portion never can decay, 

Christ for me. 

0 0 Tune—/ hear Thy welcome voice, P.M. 

1 I HEAR Thy welcome voice, 
That calls me. Lord, to Thee, 

For cleansing in Thy precious blood, 
That flowed on Calvary. 

I am trusting, Lord 1 
Trusting now in Thee! 
Trusting in Thy precious blood, 
That flowed ou Calvary. 

* Though coming weak and vile, 
Thou dost my soul assure, 

Thou dost my vileness fully cieanse, 
Till spotless all and pure. 

3 TisTesus bids me come, 
" u s He who loves my soul, 

T t a He who saves me day by day, 
"T* He who makes me whole. 

8 9 Tune— Who is on the Lord's side T j.t. 

1 W H O is on the Lord's side ? 
Who will serve the King ? 

Who will be His helpers, 
Other lives to bring? 

Who will leave the world's side ? 
Who will face the foe ? 

Who is on the Lord's side ? 
Who for Him will go ? 

a Not for weight of glory, 
Not for crown and palm, 

Enter we the army, 
Raise the warrior's psalm, 

But for love that claimeth, 
Lives for whom He died, 

He whom Jesus nameth 
Must be on His side I 

3 Saviour, Thou hast bought us, 
Not with gold or gem, 

But with Thine own life-blood, 
For Thy diadem. 

By Thy grand redemption. 
By Thy grace divine, 

We are on the Lord's side; 
Saviour, we are thine, 

9 0 Tune—St. Michael's. s.u. 

1 I hear the words of love; 
I gaze upon the blood; 

I see the mighty Sacrifice, 
And I have peace with God. 

a 'Tis everlasting peace, 
Sure as Jehovah's name ; 

'Tis stable as His stedfast throne— 
For evermore the same. 

3 My love is oft-times low, 
My joy still ebbs and flows; 

But peace with Him remains the same: 
No change Jehovah knows. 

4 I change—He changes no t ; 
My Christ can never die ; 

His love—not mine—the resting place; 
His truth—mil mine—the tie. 



'• Sternal Salvation."—Hob. ». 9. 

Q l Tune—Art thou weary f P.M. 
I PRECIOUS, precious blood of Jesus, 

Shed on Calvary, 
Shed for rebels and for sinners, 

Shed for me. 

2 Precious blood that hath redeemed us 
All the price is paid ! 

Perfect pardon now is offered. 
Peace is made. 

3 Precious, precious blood of Jesus, 
Let it make thee whole, 

Let its mighty power in cleansing 
Reach thy souL 

4 Though thy sins are red like crimson, 
Deep as scarlet glow, 

Jesus' precious blood can make them 
White as snow, 

Q 2 Tune—Morning Light. r.M. 
I " This Man receiveth sinners:" 

" This Man," and who was He ? 
Beneath a servant's humble form, 

" G O D M A N I F E S T " we see. 
a " This Man receiveth sinners:" 

My soul, put in thy claim; 
For surely thou must own that this 

Alone can be thy name. 

3 •' This Man receiveth sinners:" 
Sweet thought for such as me I 

For then He will not cast me out, 
All guilty though I be. 

Q 3 Tune—None but Christ. P.M. 
I N O N E but Christ:—His merit hides me, 

He was faultless. I am fair ; 
None but Christ: His wisdom guides me, 

He was outcast, I'm His care. 
Come ye heavy laden, come to Him for res t ; 
None but Christ can save you; who come to 

Him are blest. 

a None but Christ:—His Spirit seals me, 
Gives me freedom, with control; 

None but Christ:—His bruising heals me, 
And His sorrow soothes my souL 

94 Tune—The brightfor evermore, F.M. 
x T H E K s is a land, a happy land, 

Whose skies are ever bright, 
Where evening shadows never fall: 

The Saviour is its light. 

If we trust the Saviour here, 
We shall dwell in glory there, 
In that happy land so fair, 
In the bright for-evermore, 

a There is a clime, a peaceful clime, 
Beyond life's narrow sea, 

Where every storm is hushed to rest: 
There let our treasure be. 

3 There is a home, a glorious home, 
A heavenly mansion fair; 

And all who know the Saviour here 
Will bid us welcome there. 

4 We long to leave these fading scenes, 
That glide so quickly by; 

And join the shining host above, 
Where joy can never die. 

95 Tune—Art thou weary. P.M, 

I I AM trusting Thee, Lord Jesus, 
Trusting only Thee 1 

Trusting Thee for full salvation, 
Great and free. 

2 i am trusting Thee for pardon. 
At Thy feet I bow; 

For Thy grace and tender mercy, 
Trusting now. 

3 I am trusting Thee for cleansing 
In Thy precious blood ; 

Trusting Thee to bring me safely 
Home to God. 

4 I am trusting Thee to guide me, 
Thou alone shalt lead; 

Every day and hour supplying 
All my need. 

5 I am trusting Thee Lord Jesus} 
On Thy name 1 call; 

I am trusting Thee for eyet, 
And for ill. 



' Everlasting Detraction."—* I b H . L is. 

9 0 Tune—The crowning day. T.M. 
I OUR Lord is now rejected, 

And by the world disowned, 
By the many still neglected, 

And by the few enthroned : 
But soon He'U come in glory 1 

The hour is drawing nigh, 
For the crowning day is coming 

By-and-by. 
Oh, the crowning day is coming t 

Is coming by-and-by! 
When oor Lord shall come in " power " 

And " glory " from on high ! 
Oh, the glorious sigh! will gladden 

Each waiting, watchful eye, 
In the crowning day that's coming 

By-and-by. 
a The heavens shall glow with splendour: 

But brighter far than they 
The saints shall shine in glory, 

As Christ shall them array : 
The beauty of the Saviour 

Shall dazzle every eye, 
In the crowning day that's coming 

By-and-by. 
3 Our pain shall then be over ; 

We'll sin and sigh no more. 
Behind us all of sorrow, 

And nought but joy before. 
A joy in our Redeemer, 

As we to Him are nigh. 
In the crowning day that s coming 

By-and-by. 
4 Let all that look for, " hasten " 

The coming joyful day, 
By earnest consecration, 

To walk the narrow way: 
By gathering in the lost ones, 

For whom our Lord did die, 
For the crowning day that's coming 

By-and-by. 

97 Tune—There is a feuntain. C.M. 
I WILL not work my soul to save, 

For that the Lord has done ; 
But I will work like any slave, 

For love to God's dear Son, 
4 

9 8 TUTU—Tm a pilgrim. 8.7.4 

x COME, ye sinners, poor and wretched, 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore 

Jesus ready stands to save you, 
Full of pity joined with power. 

He is able, 
He is willing: doubt no more. 

2 Let not conscience make you linger, 
Nor of fitness fondly dream; 1 

All the fitness He requireth 
Is to know your need of Him. 

Thirsting sinners, 
Drink of life's free, flowing stream. 

3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 
Lost and ruined by the fall; 

If you tarry till you're better, 
You will never come at all. 

Not the righteous— 
Sinners Jesus came to call. 

99 Tune—Shall we meet. 7.8. 

1 SHALL we meet beyond the river, 
Where the surges cease to roll ? 

Where, in all the bright " for ever," 
Sorrow ne'er shall press the soul ? 

Shall we meet ¥ shall we meet ? 
Shall we meet beyond the river 1 
Shall we meet beyond the river? 
Where the surges cease to roll ? 

2 Shall we meet in that blest harbour, 
When our stormy voyage is o'er ? 

Shall we meet and cast the anchor 
By the fair celestial shore ? 

3 Shall we meet in yonder city, 
Where the towers of crystal shine ? 

Where the walls are all of jasper, 
Built by workmanship divine? 

4 Shall we meet with Christ the Saviour, 
When He comes to claim His own ? 

Shall we know His blessed favour. 
And sit down upon His throne / 



' Th« n t M ol l b a a»»th." -Rom. vi. 13. 

, 0 0 Tune—Sweethour affrayer, P.M. 
E T E R N I T Y ! Time soon will end, 

I ts fleeting moments pass away ; 
O sinner, say where wilt thou spend 

Eternity's unchanging day ? 
Shalt thou the hopeless horror see 
Of hell for all eternity ? 

Eternity, Eternity 1 
Where wilt thou spend Eternity ? 

i Eternity I O dreadful thought 
For thee, a child of Adam's race, 

If thou should'st in thy sins be brought 
To stand before the awful Face, [flee, 

From which the heaven and earth shall 
The Throned One of Eternity. 

3 Eternity 1 But Jesus died— 
Yes, Jesus died on Calvary, 

Behold Him thorn-crowned, crucified, 
The spotless One made sin for thee. 

O sinner, haste ! for refuge flee— 
He saves, and for Eternity. 

4 To-night may be thy latest breath, 
Thy little moment here be done ; 

Eternal woe—the second death— 
Awaits the grace-rejecting one. 

Thine awful destiny foresee— 
Time ends, and then Eternity 1 

1 0 1 Tune—Rousseau, 1.7. 
1 T H R O U G H my hand no nail is driven, 

On my brow no thorns are worn. 
In my side there is no spear-wound— 

Jesus all my sins hath borne. 
His the nails relentless driven, 

Mine the peace by Him procured ; 
For this soul by sin so burdened, 

Freed in mercy—love allured. 
3 His the crown of thorns sharp-piercing, 

Mine the peace for aye 10 last; 
Mine the crown of fadeless glory 

At His blessed feet to ca.^t. 
His the speat His dear side wounding, 

Mine the peace with God thus made, 
Sinless He—and yet sin-bearing — 

All our sins on Hii« were laid. 

3 'Neath Thy cross 1 stand and worship, 
Stiff'ring man, yet conquering God ! 

Resting on Thy death-atonement. 
Weary, I lay down my load. 

Cease, my soul, thy restless striving ; 
Christ's atoning work is done ; 

Seek to run the race with patience. 
At the cross in faith be^un. 

1 0 2 Tune—O joyjui news, P.M 
1 N O T all the gold of all the world, 

And all its wealth combined, 
Could give relief, or comfort yield 

T o one distracted mind; 
'Tis only to the precious blood 

Of Christ the soul can fly, 
There only can the sinner find 

A flowing full supply, 
O joyful uews t O happy news ! 

The precious, precious blood 
Of Christ can bring the sinner nigh, 

And give him " peace with God." 

2 Was it for gold the dying thief, 
The malefactor craved ? 

Ah, nol 'twas Christ, and faith in Him 
That dying sinner saved. 

'Twas faith in Him who bleeding hung 
A Victim by His side ; 

*' 0 Lord, remember me," he said, 
" I will," He heard and died. 

3 O what can equal joy divine ? 
And what can sweeter be, 

Than knowing that the soul is safe 
For all eternity ? 

Safe in the Lord without a doubt,' 
By virtue of the blood ; 

For nothing can destroy the life 
That 's hid with Christ in God. 

1 0 3 Tune— Worthy is the Lamb. 
W O R T H Y , worthy is the Lamb, 
Worthy, worthy is the Lamb, 

Worthy, worthyis the Lamb-that was slain 
Praise Him, Hallelujah; bless Him, 

Hallelujah. [ l a m b . 
Praise Him, Hallelujah; praise th 



"The Gift of God U Eternal Life."—Rom. vt ty 

104 Tune —Jesus died for me. CM. 

I T H E Lamb of God for sinners died, 
A Victim on the tree; 

He gave Himself a sacrifice, 
To set the guilty free. 

I seek no other argument, 
I want no other plea, 

It is enough that Jesus died, 
And rose again for me. 

2 The great Redeemer left the throne, 
The radiant throne on high, 

Surprising mercy I love unknown I 
To suffer, bleed, anrf die! 

3 He took the guilty sinner's place, 
And suffered in his stead; 

For man (Oh miracle of grace I) 
For man, the Saviour bled. 

Tune—Olivet. 105 
i P E A C E I what a precious sound! 

Tell it the world around, 
Christ hath made peace ! 

Thus souls are brought to God 
By His atoning blood, 
And crowned with every good : 

Christ hath made peace ! 

a Love was the spring of all, 
Love triumphed o'er our fall— 

The love of God ! 
My soul, His love adore, 
And praise Him evermore ; 
Make known from shore to shore, 

The love of God I 

106 Tune—Rousseau. 8.r 
I JESUS lived, He lived for sinners, 

Outcast, in the world He made ; 
Lived, that in His blessed Person 

God's full grace might be displayed. 

a Jesus died, He died for sinners; 
On the cross He cried, " Forgive I " 

Died, that lost and ruined rebels 
Through His precious blood might live, 

3 Jesus rose, and went to heaven, 
Proving that the work was done— 

Sweet assurance that the Father 
Was well pleased with His Son. 

4 Jesus lives, and lives for ever, 
Now upon the Father's throne; 

Liveth evermore to succour 
Those who are by faith His own. 

107 Tune—He arose. P.M. 
I JESUS came from glory, 

Jesus came from glory, 
Jesus came from glory, 
To seek and save the lost, 

Jesus cainc, Jesus came, 
Jesus came to earib, to seek aod save the tost. 

2 Jesus died on Calvary, 
To ransom sinners lost. 

3 Jesus Christ is risen, 
And seated on the throne. 

4 Jesus' blood is cleansing, 
Is cleansing from all sin. 

5 I believe in Jesus, 
Who died and lives for me. 

I believe, I believe, 
I believe in Hun, who died and lives for me. 

1 0 8 Tune—Barrow. C.M. 
" L O O K unto Me, and be ye saved," 

Look from your doubts and fears; 
Look noi to works of righteousness. 

Look not to prayers and tears. 

109 Tune—Shall we ever. r.u. 
1 S H A L L we ever all meet again ? 

2 Saved ones shall all meet again 1 
They shall meet with Christ in heaven, 
And they'll never part again. 

1 1 0 Tune—Old Hundred. L.M. 
P R A I S E God from whom all blessings flow 
Praise Him all Christians here below; 
Praise Him above ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 



M B y nature the children ef wrath "—Eph. U. 3 . 

1 1 1 Tune—/ will trust Thee, P.M. 

1 J R S O S , I will trust Thee, trust Thee with my 
soul \ 

Guilty, lost, and helpless, Thou canst make 
me whole. 

There is none in heaven or on earth like T h e e ; 
Thou hast died for sinners—therefore. Lord, 

for me. 

In T h y love confiding, 1 will seek T h y 
face, 

Worship and adore Thee for T h y won
drous grace. 

Jesus, I will trust Thee, trust Thee with 
my soul 1 

Guilty, lost, and helpless, Tbou canst 
make me whole. 

a Jesus, 1 can trust Thee, trust T h y written 
word ; 

Since T h y voice of mercy I have, often heard, 
Jesus, I must trust Thee, pondering Thy 

ways; 
Full of love and mercy, all Thine earthly days. 

3 Jesus, I do trust Thee, trust Thee without 
d o u b t \ 

'( Whosoever cometh Thou wilt not cast o u t ; " 
Faithful is T h y promise, precious is T h y 

b lood: 
These my soul's salvation, Thou my Savkmr 

God. 

1 1 2 Tutu—Duke Strut, U H . 

x T H E Lord shall come t the earth shall quake, 
T h e mountains to their centre shake ; 
And, with'ring from the vault of night, 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

s The Lord shall come; but not the same 
As once in lowly form H e came, 
A silent L a m b to slaughter led 
T h e bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

3 T h e Lord shall come ! a dreadful form, 
With wreath of flame and robe of storm, 
On cherub-wings, in flaming fire, 
T o execute God's righteous ire, 

4 While sinners in despair, shall call, 
"Rocks , hide us 1 mountains, on us fall! * 
T h e saints already with the Lord, 
Are safe according to His Word I 

1 1 3 Tutu~fi it well. P.M. 

1 W H E N peace, like a river, at tendeth my way, 
When sorrows, like sea-billows, rol l ; 

Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to 
know 

" I t is well, it is well with my soul." 
I t is well with my soul. 
I t is well, it is well with my soul. 

% Though Satan should buffet, though trials 
should come, 

Let this blest assurance control, 
Tha t Christ hath regarded my helpless estate, 

And hath shed His own blood for my soul. 

3 My sin—oh, the bliss of this glorious thought— 
My sia—not in part, but in whole— 

Was nailed to His cross; and I bear it no more *, 
PraUe the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul. 

4 For me be it Christ, be it Christ hence to l ive; 
Though sorrows around me may roll, 

N o pang shall be mine, for in death as in life 
Thou wilt whisper T h y peace to my soul. 

5 But Lord, 'tis for Thee, for T h y coming we 
wait, 

The sky, not the grave, is our goal ; 
Oh , t rump of the angel 1 oh, voice of the Lord 1 

Blessed hope 1 blessed rest of my soul I 

1 1 ^ Tune—Can y°u couni ? P.M. 
1 C A N ycu count me the leaves an the forest 

tree? 
Or the sands on the sea-washed shore ? 

Or the flowers bedecking the fragrant lea? 
Or the grains of the harvest store ? 

If you can, I can tell you His love to me, 
Wbo died for my sins on Calvary's tree. 

9 Can ye number the locks of glossy hair 
On the blooming, youthful head ? 

Can ye count me each particular star 
Which shines when the day is sped T 

3 Can ye number the blades of grass which grow 
In the meadows all around ? 

Or the sparkling, flittering drops of dew 
At the sun's uprising found ? 

4 Ye cannot t and oh, I cannot tell 
T h e depth of the love divine 

Which rescued my soul from death and iwUf 
And tells me that heaven is mine 1 

Deep, vast, unknown, is H i s love to tarn 
Who died for my sins on Calvary'* tree I 



j The children of God by faith in Christ Jeans "—Gat lii. •& 

1 1 5 Tmnt—lVt'r* travelling horn*, t.u. 

i W E ' R E traveling home to heaven a w e , 
Will you go ? will yon go ? 

To sing the Saviour's dying love, 
Will you go ? will you go 1 

Millions have reached that blissful shore, 
Their trials and their labours o'er, 
And yet there's room for miMions more ; 

Will you go t will you go? 

i We're going LO walk the plains of light. &c. 
Far, far from death, and sin, and night, &c. 
The crown of life we then shall wear, 
The Conqueror's palm we then shall bear, 
And all the joys of heaven shall share, &c. 

o The way to heaven is straight and plain, &c. 
But mind " Y e mnst be bom again, ' &c. 
The Saviour cries aloud to thee, 
0 sinner come, " Believe on Me, 
And thou shalt My salvation see," &c. 

4 Come ail ye halting ones and say, 
" I will go t I will go I 

111 start the journey here to-day. 
Let me go 1 let me go 1 

My old companions fare you well, 
1 will not go with you to heiJ, 
I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell; 

I will g o ! I will go 1" 

118 Tune—SetU*d/9r ever 

i S E T T L E D for ever! sin's tremendous claim, 
Glory to Jesus, blessed be His name. 
No part-way measures doth His grace provide, 
Finished the work was, when the Saviour died. 

Settled for ever! sin's tremendous claim, 
Glory to Jesus, blessed be His name. 

a Settled fot ever! fear not then to trust 
Thy soul upon Him even as thou mus t ; 
On Calvary's cross, the claims of God wore 

met; 
Settled for ever all the grievous debt. 

3 Settled for ever i let no doubt nor fear 
Mix with thy love; nor in thy robe appear 
One single thread of thine own righteousness, 
We are complete in Him who came to bless. 

4 Settled for ever I yes ; no work of thine 
, » o r seals, nor sorrow add to grace divine, 
God » y » , " I blot out every sic and stain 
AWwflJn 

1 1 7 Tune—There is lift for a look. P.M. j 
i T H E S E is life for a look at the crucified One I 

There is life at this moment for thee ; 
Then look, si nner, look unto Kim and be saved, 

Unto Him who was nailed to the tree. 

a I t is not thy tears of repentance or prayers, 
But the blood that atones for the soul j 

On Him then believe, and a pardon receive, 
Xon His blood now can make thee quite 

whole, 

3 We are healed by His stripes—-would'st thoa 
add to the word t 

And He is our righteousness made ; 
The best robe of heaven H e bids thee put on. 

Oh couidst thou be better arrayed ? 

4 Then doubt not thy welcome, since God has 
declared 

There remameth no more to be done ; 
Tha t once in the end of the world H e appeared, 

And completed the work H e begun. 

5 But take with rejoicing, from Jesus at once 
The life everlasting H e gives ; 

And know, with assurance, thou never canst 
die, 

Since Jesus thy righteousness lives. 

I I S Tutu—From Greenlands icy: 7.6.0, 

1 F R O M Greenland's icy mountains, 
From India's coral strand, 

Where Afric's sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand, 

From mamy an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain, 

They call us to deliver 
Their land from error's chain. 

t What though the spicy breeze* 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle, 

Though every pro-spect pleases. 
And only man is vile ; 

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

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

3 Can we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high, 

Can we to men benighted 
The lamp of life deny? 

Salvation ! O salvation I 
The joyful sound proclaim, 

Till men of every nation 
Have hmerd (fee Saviour's - - - p 



* How then can man be justified with God? "—Job xxv, <. 

Tun*—Yet there is room. P.M. 
The Lamb's bright 

119 
» " Y E T there is room 

hall of song, 
Wi th all its fair glory, beckons thee along; 
Room, room, still room, Oh, enter, enter now. 

s D a y is declining, and the sun is low : 
Theshadowslengthen, lightmakes hastetogo, 
Room, room, still room, Oh, enter, enter now. 

3 T h e bridal hai! is filling for the feast; 
Pass in, pass in, and be the Bridegroom's guest, 
Room, room, still room, Oh, enter, enter now. 

4 Louder and sweeter sounds the loving call. 
Come lingerer, come ; enter that festal hall, 
Room, room, still room, Oh, enter, enter now. 

j Ere night that gate may dose and sea! thy 
doom, 

Then the last low, long cry, " N o room, no 
room." 

No room, no room, Oh, woeful cry, " N o 
room." 

Tune—Hold the Fort. P.M. 120 
i G O D so loved the world that scon»;d Him, 

Tha t H e sent His Son; 
Jesus came to seek and save us— 

And that work is done! 

Jesus came to seek and save us, 
All His work is done— 

Done as God Himself desired &. 
By His. Blessed Sun. 

i All U done, yes, all is finished, 
AU the debt is paid ; 

On the Lamb who died for sinners, 
A'l our guilt was laid. 

3 God the Fattier called Him " Jesus," 
When H e sent Him down, 

And for us He bore the j u d g m e n t -
Won for us the crown. 

4 All the ransom'd call Him '* Jesus"— 
Him as Lord we own ; 

Once upon the cross to save us, 
Now upon the throne. 

5 Weary sinner—call Him " J e s u s , " 
Thus doth God implore, 

Thou shalt then, H i s name confessing, 
Know Hut saving pow'r I 

1 2 1 Tune—Thai sweet story of old. P.M. 

I Thon art "not *r«ry far" from the kingdom 
of (k>d. 

Thou hast heard the sweet call of the King, 
Thou hast met the giad messenger speeding 

abroad 
His free-hearted welcome to bring. 

And the kingdom looks bright, but the world 
is so dear 

Wi th its labour, and pleasure, and sin : 
And yet it were sad to have seen it so near 

And never to enter therein. 

Yes, "no t very far" from salvation by 
grace, 

But beware, Oh, sinner, beware I 
For " not very far " is a perilous place, 

Thou art lost if thou linger there. 

a Tbou art " n o t very far" from the foot of the 
Cross: 

Its shadow is failing on thee; 
And the blood that redeemeth the sinner from 

loss 
Is flowing so rich and so free. 

That cross of atonement, that ransoming blood, 
Is a <iaving or sentencing sight; 

I t were death a t the foot of the cross to have 
stood, 

And thy robes never washed, nor made 
white-

3 Oh 1 many were once as near heaven as thou, 
But they lingered, and lost their day ; 

They are weeping, and wailing, and wander
ing now 

On the coasts of the castaway. 
They are far from the kingdom, and far from 

the-crown, 
From Christ and His ransoming cross; 

Oh, infinite sadness! No tears bat Hi* own 
Can weep such a fathomless loss. 

1 2 2 Tune-Joyfully, joyfully. IO'S. 

i O H what a Saviour is Jesus the Lord I 
Well may His name by His saints be adored! 
He has redeemed them from sin by His blood, 
Saved them for ever, and brought them to God. 

2 Thousands have fled to His spear-pierced side. 
Welcome they have been, for none are denied; 
Weary and laden, they all have been blfa.\ 
Joyfully now in the Saviour th«y rest. 



'A man 1» justified by faith"—Rom. to. a*. , 

123 Tu*u—Ha&y day. 

i M Y God, I have found the thrice-blessed 
ground, [abound. 

Where life, and where joy, and true comfort 
Happy day, happy day, 
When Jesus my Saviour my sins wash'd 

away. 

« 'Tis found in the blood of Him who once stood 
Jrfy refuge and safety, ray Surety with God. 

3 H e bore on the tree the sentence for me, 
And n o * both the Surety and sinner are free. 

$ Accepted 1 am in the once-offered Lamb", 
It was God who Himself had devised the plan. 

5 And soon He will come to take me safe home, 
And make roe t c sit with Himself on the 

throne. 

1 2 4 Tune— Th* harvtst is passing, r, M. 

I H A S K , sinner, while God from on high doth 
entreat thee, 

And warnings with accents of mercy doth 
blend; 

Give ear to His voice, lest in judgment He 
meet t hee ; 

" The harvest is passing, the summer will end." 

• How oft of thy danger and guilt H e hath told 
theel 

How oft still the message of mercy doth 
send 1 

Haste , haste, while H e waits in His arms to 
enfold t h e e ; 

" The harvest is passing, the summer will 
end." 

3 Despised and rejected, at length H e may 
leave thee : 

What anguish and horror thy bosom will 
rend 1 

Then haste thee, O sinner, while H e will 
receive thee ; 

" The harvest is passing, the summer will 
end." 

4 Ere long, and Jehovah will come in His 
power; 

Our God will arise with His foes to contend ; 
Haste, haste thee, 0 sinner, prepare for that 

hour ; 
" The harvest is passing, the summer will 

•wd." 

1 2 5 Tun*—Praise, Prats* y* th* nam*. 

i P R A I S B , praise ye the name of Jehovah on 
God, 

Declare, Oh, declare ye, His glories abroad 
Proclaim ye His mercy from nation to nation 
Till the uttermost islands have heard H i 

salvation. 
For H i s love floweth on, free and full a 

a river, 
I And His mercy endureth for ever ant 

ever. 

i Praise, praise ye the Lamb who for sinner 
was slain, 

Who went down to the grave and ascended 
aga in ; 

And who soon shall return when these dark 
days are o'er. 

To set up His kingdom ID glory and power. 

3 Then the heavens, and the earth, and thw 
sea shall rejoice, 

The field and the forest shall lift the glad voice^ 
The sand of the desert shall flourish in green, 
And Lebanon's glory be shed o'er the scene. 

4 Her bridal attire and her festal array, 
All nature shall wear on that glorious day ; 
For her King cometh down with H i s people 

to reign, 
And His presence shall bless her with Eden 

again. 

1 2 8 Tun*~Who'Ub*th*n*xi1 *.u. 

t W H O ' L L be the next to trust in Jesus7 
Who'll be the next His gift to claim 7 

Some one is ready, some one is waiting : 
Who'll be the next to praise His name 7 

Who 11 be the next ? who'll be the next 7 
Who'll be the next to trust in Jesus? 

Who'll be the next to trust the Saviour 
now? 

Trust the Saviour now. 

2 Who'll be the next to trust in J e 
Trust His precious cleansing blood ? 

Who'll be the next to praise Him for pardon, 
C lean ing from sin, and peace with God 7 

3 Who'll be the next to trust in Jesus 7 
Who'll be the next to own His name? 

Who"ll swell the chorus of full redemption 7 
Sin? baTlehmh t Praise the Latah < 



" T h e r e is none r i g h t e o u s , no no* o n e "—Rom. til. io. 

. 2 7 Tune—Jesus U our Shepherd, n ' s , 

Testis is our Shepherd, wiping every tear ; 
Folded in His bosom, what have we to fear! 

"Only let us follow whither H e doth lead : 
T o the thirsty desert, or the dewy mead. 

Jesus is our Shepherd; weil we know His voice, 
H o w its gentlest whisper makes our heart 

rejoice ! 
Even when h ctudeth, tender is its tone : 
None hut H e shall guide u s ; we are His alone. 

\ Jesus Is our Shepherd: for the sheep H e bled; 
Every lamb is sprinkled with the blood H e 

shed ; 
Then on each H e setteth His own secret sign, 
" T h e y that h a v e M y spirit, these," saith H e , 

" a r e mine." 

. Jesus is our Shepherd ; guarded by His arm, 
Though the wolves may raven, none can do 

us ha rm; 
Should we tread death's valley, dark with 

fearful gloom, 
We will fear no evil, victors o'er the tomb 1 

[ 1 2 8 Tun*—The ninety and nine. r.M. 

: T H E R E were ninety and nine that s&fe'.y lay, 
In the shelter of the fold. 

But one was out on the hills away, 
Far off from the gates of gold, 

Away on the mountains wild and bare, 
Away from the tender Shepherd's care. 

and nine; • " L o r d , Thou hast h e r e T h y n i n e t y 
Are they not enough for Thee ? ' 

But the Shepherd made answer: " T h i s of 
Mine 

Has wandered away from Me ; 
And although the road be rough and steep 
I go to the desert to find My sheep." 

3 But none of the ransomed ever knew 
How deep were the waters crossed ; 

Nor how dark was the night the Ix>rd passed 
thro' 

E re H e found His sheep that was loot. 
Out in the desert H e heard its cry— 
Sicfc M»d V«lfJwss and r***rr tc •***• 

4 " Lord, whence are those blood-drops all the 
That mark out the mountain t r ack?" [way 

" The were shed for one who had gone astray 
Ere the Shepherd could bring him back." 

" L o r d , whence are Thy hands so rent and 
torn? 

They are pierced to-night by many a thorn." 

5 And ail through the mountains, thunder-riven, 
And up from the rocky steep, 

There rose a cry to the gate of heaven. • 
" Rejoice, I have found My sheep I * 

And the angels echoed around the throne, 
1 ' Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own t" 

129 Tune—Whats the new* f r.M. 

i W H E R E ' E R we meet, you always say, 
What 's the news! 

Pray, wha t s the tidings of the d a y t 
What 's the news ? 

Oh 1 I have got good news to tell, 
My Saviour hath done all things well. 
And triumphed over death and hell; 

That 's the new* 1 

a The Lamb was slain on Calvary I 
That ' s the news ! 

To set poor guilty sinners free: 
That 's the newsf. 

T w a s there His precious blood was shed J 
T w a s there H e bowed His sacred head ; 
But now He's risen from the dead ; 

That 's the news J 

3 To heaven above the Conqueror's gone 1 
That 's the news 1 

He's passed triumphant to the throne t 
That 's the news! 

And on the throne He will remain, 
Until from heaven H e comes again, 
Attended by a dazzling train : 

That 's the news I 

4 T h e Lord has pardon'd ail my sin i 
That 's the news 1 

I have the witness now within: 
That 's the news 1 

And since H e took my sins away. 
And taught me how to watch ana pmy ( 
I'm happy now from day to day 1 

That's thaamraf 



4 Who then can be saved ? "—Lake xrffl. **. 

1 3 0 Tune—Are you washedt f.u. 

i H A V B you trusted Jesus and His saving 
power? 

Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb? 
Are you fully trusting in His grace this hour ? 

Are you washed in the biood of the Lamb ? 
Are you washed . . . . in the blood . . . . 
In the soul-cleansing blood of the Lamb? 
Are your garments spotless? are they 

white as snow ? 
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb? 

2 Are you walking daily by the Saviour's side ? 
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb? 

Do you rest each moment in the Crucified ?— 
Are you washed in the biood of the Lamb ? 

3 When the Bridegroom cometh, will your 
robes be white ? 

Pure and white in the blood of the Lamb? 
Will your souls be ready for the mansions 

bright, 
And be washed in the blood of the Lamb ? 

1 3 1 Tune—Rejoice and be glad, 

i R E J O I C E , and be glad 1 the Redeemer has 
come I 

Go look on His cradle, His cross, and His 
tomb I 

Sound His praises, tell the story 
Of Him who was slain ; 

Sound His praises, tell with gladness, 
H e liveth again. 

a Rejoice, and be glad 1 for the blood hath 
been shed; 

Redemption is finished, the price hath been 
paid. 

3 Rejoice, and be glad! now the pardon is free: 
The Just for the unjust has died on the tree. 

4 Rejoice, and be glad 1 for the Lamb that was 
slain, 

O'er death is triumphant, and liveth again. 

5 Rejoice, and be glad I for our Lord is on high 1 
H e liveth for us on the throne in the sky. 

6 Rejoice, and be glad I for H e cometh again ! 
H e cometh in glory, the Lamb that was slain. 

Sound His praises, tell the story 
Of Him who was slain, 

Sound His praises, tell with gladness 
3£c ocH&etb again! 

1 3 2 Tutu—Why not to-night f L.J 

i O DO not let the word depart, 
And close thine eyes against the l ight ; 

Poor sinner, harden not thine hea r t ; 
Thou would'st be saved— 

Why not to-night f 

Why not to-night ? 
Why not to-night ? 

Thou would'st be saved, 
Why not to-night ? 

a To-morrow's sun may never rise, 
To bless thy long-deluded s ight ; 

This is the time ; O then be wise ; 
Thou would'st be saved— 

Why not to-night f 

3 The world has nothing left for thee— 
It has no new, no pure del ight; 

0 try the joys that Christ can give; 
Thou would'st be saved— 

Why not to-night I 
4 Our God in pity lingers still, 

And wilt thou thus H i 3 love requite? 
Renounce at length thy stubborn will— 

Thou would'st be saved— 
Why not to-night 7 

5 Om blessed Lord refuses none 
Who would to Him their souls unite, 

Then be the great transaction done ? 
Thou would'st be saved— 

Why not to-night ? 

133 Tune—/ come. 
i A G A I N the blessed Gospel I have heard, 

Tha t Word divine and true, 
And God again has spoken to my soul ; 

O now what shall I do ? 
I c o m e . . . . I come . . . . 

I come to Thee, my God, 
I do Thy love believe, 

I do accept T h y gift of life and peace 
I do Thy Son receive. 

a M y wayward heart has wander«d far fron 
And known no rest or home, [Thee 

N o present peace, no hope of joy beyond, 
But now to Thee I come. 

3 N o works of mine, no merit can I bring, 
N o holiness within, 

1 only trust the precious blood of Chris* 
I t ctean&vs from all urn. 



II ' Ho* lone bait »e between two opinions?"—i Kings rtiii. n . 
lib — 1 
| [ 8 4 Turn—Beautiful stream. * .M. 1 3 7 Tune—/ knvw there's a bright, P.M. 

L>H, have you not heard of that wonderful 
LOVE, 

That flows from God's heart so free, 
"hich led hiin to give, for a perishing world, 
His SON to be nailed to the tree ? 

Believe that wonderful love, 
Believe that wonderful love, 

I f h e Gospel is free ! God sends it to thee ! 
Believe God's wonderful love. 

ftVe children of men, so helpless and lost, 
»i This love of our God now receive; 
1 [No heart is too sad this love to make glad, 
I / When once on God's word we believe. 

feOh, sweet is its rest to the weary and worn, 
Who feel the dread burden of sin; 

| l t seeks for no merit its bless to inherit, 
N o goodness without or within. 

| 3 0 Tune—Depths of mercy. P.M. 
I THKRF. is a door stands open wide, 

And through its portals gleaming 
A radiance from the throne of light, 

The God of love revealing. 

|[fa, depths of mercy; can it be that door was 
opened wide for me ? 

or me—for me—was opened wide for me ? 

s Christ is the door to heaven for all 
Who seek through Him salvation ; 

The rich and poor, the great and small, 
Of every tribe and nation. 

L O O Tune—Only trust Him. D.C.M. 

f i C O M E , anxious sinner, here's a balm 
For every troubled mind ; 

ID Jesus' full salvation you 
A perfect rest shall find ; 

For heaviest grief, a full relief 
In the atoning blood, 

Which brings the trembling sinner nigh, 
Arid seals his peace with God. 

f Come, weary sinner, who in vain 
From day to day hast striven, 

By sighs, and tears, and labouring steps, 
To climb th* ascent to heaven— 

The work is done, the victory's won, 
1 f thou wilt but receive 

The blessing Jesus doth bestow 
\^a all who will h-ulieve. 

i I know there's a bright and a glorious home, 
Away in the heavens high, 

Where all the redeemed shall with Jesus dwell, 
Will you be there, and 1 ? 

Will you be the re , and l? Will you be there and H 
Where all the redeemed shall with Jesus dwell, 

Will you be there and 1 ? 

2 In robes of white, o'er streets of gold, 
Beneath a cloudless sky, 

They walk i s the light of their Father's smile; 
But will you be there and I ? 

3 From every kingdom of earth they come 
To join the triumphal cry. 

Of ' ' Worthy the Lamb that once was slain; 
But will yon be there, and 1T 

4 If you trust the loving Saviour now, 
Who for sinners came to d i e ; 

When H e gathers His people m that bright 
Then you'll be there, and I ? [home, 

1 3 8 Tunc—Redemption ground,- u i t . 

i T H E love of God is righteous love, 
Inscribed upon Golgotha's tree, 
Love that exacts the sinner's debt ; 
Yet, in exacting, sets him free. 

0 wondrous love I for sinners given, 
T o save from hell, and bring to heavens; 
O tell the virtues all abroad 
Of Love divine—The Love of God. 

2 Love that condemns the sinner's sin, 
Yet in condemning, pardon seals; 
Tha t saves from righteous wrath, and yet. 
In saving, righteousness reveals. 

3 No, not the love without the blood ; 
That were to me no love at a l l ; 
I t could not reach my sinful soul, 
Nor hush the fears that me appal. 

4 I need the love, 1 need the blood, 
I need the grace, the cross, the grave ; 
I need the resurrection-power, 
A soul like mine to purge and save. 

5 This is the love that stills ray fears 
That soothes each conscious pang within. 
Tha t pacifies my troubled heart 
And fre*$ me from the pr>»*r of sin. 



' Behold, a o * to tb« accepted timmm—« Cw n . . 

1 3 9 Tunt—Bthoid tk* L*t*b. P.M. 

i BKKOLD, behold the Lamb of God, 
On the cross, on the cross I 

For you H e shed His precious blood, 
On the cross, on the cross ! 

O, hear His agonizing cry, 
" Eli, lama sabachthani; " 
Draw near and see your Saviour die, 

On the cross, on the cross 1 

M Behold His arms extended wide, 
Behold His bleeding hands and side ; 
The sun withholds its rays oflight, 
The heavens are clothed in shades of night, 
While God His only Son doth smite, 

On the cross, on the cross ! 

3 Come, sinner, see Him lifted up— 
H e drinks for you the bitter cup ; 
The rocks do rend, the mountains <;^ake, 
While Jesus doth atonement make. 
While there He suffers for your sake, 

On the cross, on the cross I 

4 And now the mighty deed U done, 
The battle's fought, the victory's won, 
To heaven He turns His languid eyes— 
" 'Tis finished " now, the Conqueror cries, 
Then bows Hi s sacred head and dies, 

On the cross, on the cross! 

J 4 0 Tune—I do btlievt it. p M. 

I C O M E to the Saviour, come to the Saviour, 
Thou sin-stricken offspring of man ; 

H e left His throne above, 
To reveal His wondrous love, 

And to open a fountain for sin. 

a Why dost thou linger ? why dost thou linger ? 
Oh, when wilt thou haste to be saved ? 

T h y time is flying fast, 
And thy day will soon be past, 

Oh, arouse thee, and come and be saved. 
-\ Pardon is offered, pardon is offered ; 

A pardon full, present, and free; 
The mighty debt was paid, 
When on Calvary Jesus died, 

To atone for a rebel like thee. 

4 I do believe i t ! I do believe i t ! 
I am saved through the blood of the Lamb : 

My happy «oul is free, 
For the I-jrd has pardoned me, 

Hallelujah to Jesus name. 

Tun*—O haw rwcet. 141 
i O HEAR ye now the call, 

Ye thirsty ones and weary, 
Who seek in vain for pleasures true, 

Upon this barren shore ; 
A fountain now is flowing, 
Of joy that passeth knowing ; 

And whosoever drinketh there, 
Shall thirst again no more. 

O how sweet will it be 
To meet by the river 

That flows from the throne 
Of God and the Lamb ! 

O how sweet will it be 
To dwell for ever 

In the blissful presence 
Of the great " I A M " ! 

a In Christ a living stream 
Of peace and joy is flowing 

For thee, O lost and wand'ring one, 
Though now afar you roam ; 

On thee H e now is calling; 
His words of grace are failing ; 

Believe, and live, and thou shalt dwell 
In yonder happy home. 

3 But there shall come a day— 
A day of deepest sorrow, 

If you refuse the Christ of God 
Who pleadeth now with thee ; 

For changed shall be your scorning 
Into a bitter mourning. 

Then why delay ?—O come to-day, 
And His salvation see. 

Tun*—What will it be t 142 
i W E speak of the realms of the blest, 

Tha t country so bright and so fair, 
And oft are its glories confessed ; 

But what must it be to be there 1 
To be there !....to be there I,... 
Oh, what must it be to be there L 

2 We speak of its pathways of gold, 
Its walls decked with jewels so rar , 

I ts wonders and pleasures untold ; 
But what must it be to be there I 

3 We speak of its peace and its love, 
The robes which the glorified wea. 

T h e songs of the blessed above ; 
But what mast it be to br there i 



'Look onto Me and be ye saved"—Is*. *W. M. 

4 3 Tune—My great Redeemer's song. 
P.M 

i O I HAVB got good news for you, 
A story wonderful and true ; 
Twi l l make you happy, that I know, 
I t made me glad, and now I go 

To sing my great Redeemer's song, 
To sing my great Redeemer's song, 
To sing my great Redeemer's song, 

With the happy saints above. 

2 I once was Tar away from God, 
On ruin's dark and fatal road, 
And little dream'd I'd see the day 
When I should tread the narrow way, &c. 

3 O'er this wild waste I loved to roam, 
My back to God and heaven and home, 
When Jesus met me, far astray, 
And beckoned me to come away, &c. 

4 He said on Calv'ry's cross H e died— 
A sacrifice for sin was made— 
And all because H e loved me so ; 
Then bow could I do else than go, & c 

5 Now, every one that's standing by, 
O, 'twas for you the Christ did die : 
This moment, too, He waits for thee ; 
Then just believe, and you'll be free, &c. 

6 Whene'er the record you believe, 
You life eternal shall receive ; 
And soon, from pain and sorrow free, 
You'll join that glorious company, &c. 

144 Tuvt—0 happy day. 

O HAPPY day that fix'd my choice 
On Thee, my Saviour and my God 1 

Weil may this glowing heart rejoice, 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 

Happy day ! happy day ! 
When Jesus wash'd my sins away. 
H e taught me how to watch and pray, 
And live rejoicing every day. 

Happy day, &c, 

Tis done—the great transaction's done ; 
I am my Lord's, and H e is mine ; 

fie drew me, and I follow'd on, 
Charm'd to confess the voice divine. 

Vow rest my long'divided heart, 
Fixed on this blissful centre res t ; 

V -'h Jishe* who would grudge to part, 
VTi-.fir, caii'd an angel's bread to feast! 

1 4 5 Tune—Glory, Jesus saved me. P.M. 

I PRECIOUS Saviour, Thou hast saved me, 
Thine, and only thine, I am : 

O, the cleansing blood has reached me ; 
Glory, glory to the Lamb. 

Glory, glory, Jesus saved me ; 
Glory, glory to the Lamb ; 

0 the precious blood has reached me ; 
Glory, glory to the Lamb. 

a Long my yearning heart was trying 
To enjoy this perfect res t ; 

But I gave all trying over— 
Simply trusting, I was blest. 

3 Consecrated to Thy service, 
1 would live and wait for Thee, 

Ready for the Master's coming, 
Ready, yes, my Lord to see. 

4 Precious is the blood that bought me, 
0 how great its cleansing power 1 

Now the Son of God doth keep me ; 
1 am His lor evermore. 

1 4 0 Tune—O what a glorious. P.M 

i 0 1 W H A T a glorious truth is this— 
Jesus died. 

H e opened up the path to bliss— 
Jesus died. 

God loved the world, His Son H e gave, 
Tha t all who do in Him believe 
Should full and gracious pardon h a v e -

Jesus died. 
2 To save our souls from death and hell, 

Such love amazing who can tell 1 
Yes, H e for ruined men was slain, 
Tha t they through Him might life obtain, 
And everlasting glory gain— 

Jesus died 

3 0 1 tell it unto all around, 
T i s such a precious, blessed sound, 
Entreat poor sinners to very 
On that which brings the guilty nigh ; 
E'en to the blood of Christ tc fly-

Jesus died 

4 Soon heaven shall raise the happy song, 
Which endless ages shall prolong ; 
By virtue of that precious blood, 
Believers are brought nigh to God ; 
O I spread th« glorious news abroad— •'& 

Jesus died. { 



" t will look nnte the Lord "—Mlcah »*L j . 

147 Tune—Hark! hark! hark! 

I HARK ! hark ! hark ! 
T i s a message of mercy free ; 

O sinner, thy crimson sins are dark, 
Bui Jesus hath died for thee. 

Died for thee ; died for thee ; 
0 sinner, thy crimson sins are dark, 
But Jesus hath died for thee. 

a Look t look ! look ! 
O look to the blood-stained tree ', 

Thy sins are entered in God's own book ; 
But Jesus hath died for thee. 

3 Come ! come ! come ! 
'Twas J esus who rescued me ; 

He healeth the leper, the lame, the dumb, 
O sinner, He died for thee. 

4 Haste ! haste ! haste I 
Delay not from death to flee ; 

O wherefore the moments in madness waste, 
When Jesus is calling thee 1 

5 Now ! now I now I 
To-morrow too late may be ; 

Behold Him on yonder cross and bow, 
Confessing, H e died for thee. 

148 Tune—Once I heard a sound. P.M. 

I O N C E I heard a sound at my heart 's dark door, 
And was roused from the slumber of sin ; 

It was Jesus knocked, He had knocked before, 
Now 1 said, Blessed Saviour, come in. 

Then open, open, open, 
Lt t the Master in ; [lig^Ht, 

For the heart will be bright with a heavenly 
WTien you let the Saviour in. 

i Then He spread a feast of redeeming love, 
And H e made me His own happy gues t ; 

In my joy I thought that the saints above 
Could be hardly more favoured or blest. 

3 In the holy war with the foes of truth, 
He's my shield, He my table prepares; 

H e restores my soul, R& renews my youth, 
And gives triumph in answer to prayers. 

4 He will feast rhe still with His presence dear, 
And the love He so freely haih ^iven ; 

While Hi:; promise tells, as I sfjrvr Him here, 
Of tb* Wiijaet of glory ie heaven. 

1 4 9 Tuna—Stmt from going down. r.u 

i GLORY be to God, 
I've heard the joyful sound, 

H e so loved you, He so loved me. 
That a ransom He hath found. 

The ransom price was paid ; 
'Twas paid on Calv'ry's tree, 

When Jesus died, and opened wide, 
The gate of life for thee. 

Save, save from £oing down ; 
Save, save from going down ; 
Save, from going down to the pit, 
A ransom has been found. 

2 For many sinners great^ 
Who long in sin did he, 

Arc happy now in Jesus' love— 
The blood has brought them nigh ; 

Afar they once did roam, 
But they heard the joyful sound 

That the Christ of God had shed His blood— 
A ransom had been found. 

3 O hear the gracious cry, 
From coming wrath to flee ; 

To the pit of woe why longer go 
Since God is calling thee ? 

N o longer then delay, 
For soon the joyful sound 

No more shall be, and then for thee 
N o ransom can be found. 

1 o O Tune—Come away, Oye thirsty, P.M. 

I C O M * away, O ye thirsty, to the Waters; 
Hear the voice of the Spirit and the Bride; 

They are calling, Let every one that heareth 
Gladly drink the gentle-flowing tide. 

Whosoever, whosoever, 
"Whosoever will "may drink the living water, 

Freely flowing there for a l l ; 
"Whosoever will " may dank for evermore. 

2 Come away, O ye dying ones that languish, 
For a draught that your vigour will renew ; 

WiK you linger a:id perish by the wayside. 
With the cool bright water just in view? 

3 Come away, and be reconciled to J e sus ; 
He has died that in jjJory you might live,* 

H e will zreet you with welcome at the fountain, 
And His blessing freely, f/eely give. 



" l^rcpir*? l c oieet t h y God ~~t-n*j* (*. i s , 

J I ON'CS-; vas a Stranger to grace and to God, 
I knew not my clanger, and felt not my load ", 
Though friends sjx>ke in raprure> of Christ on 

the tree, 
[ E H O V ^ H TSIDKKKU was nothing to me. 

a Like tears from f he daughters of Zior? that roU, 
I wept when the waters went over His soul; 
Yet thought no>: that my sins had nail'd to 

the tree 
JEHOVAH T$,H:.KST*VJ~-'*",'&?• nothing to me. 

3 When free grace awnkr. me. hy tight iron' on 
high, 

Then legal tear- shoo* rut, I tremt-ied to die ; 
No refuge nor safety in self cot*hi I see, 
JEHOVAH TSIUKF.NI ; nu- Saviour must be. 

i My t errors all vanished before the1-v^r-eC Name, 
My guilty fears banished, v.->h ookmess I 

came, 
To drink at the fountain life-giving and free ; 
JEHO'VAK TIJTDKKN': i-i all thc;gs to me 

5 E'en trending the vaiiey, the ?bd&w ofdeath, 
ThUvaK.hv.-nrnsh-d.lirfiiiymyfiiUenrigbreath, 
For if from life's fever my God ^ets me free, 
JKHOVAH TsiDiCKriu, n>y death-song shall be. 

l o 2 7"*ine—Kes<u.> t!<j fit-fishing. P.M. 

I RKS<'T:K the peiiaiting, care fei the dying. 
Snatch thern in pity f*vr>i sin and tee pra*/e ; 
Weep o'er the e>-ring o?:e. lift up the fallen, 
Teli them of J<:• -a>, the ndghty to save. 

Rescue the o^rNhh'^. ..are ft>r the dying. 
Jesus is merciful, jesi.s v Ul save. 

2 Though they are siiib-'in^ Him. "*tiIJ He is 
•vaiUng. 

WaiHi'.g the Mrtrvt;, <:: grace, to reccnr-. 
Fiead v.ith them earnestly, pled wit}; "h^'-i 

gently : 
He Will forgive if they Oiiiy behsve. 

3 Down in thr. depths of sin, cmd:<td by t">; 
tempter, 

Sinners lie buriod *hat gra^i- ! : M js.-^ore : 
Touched by a loving hand, wakened by kind

ness, [mors. 
Hearts ww so hard'tved, wdl ope;* o:ice 

4 Rescue the perishing: ]?&'-\-; commands iL: 
Strer'C'b !ot thy j^bci ir the Lord v/ij] provide ; 
Into the narrow way patiently win th^rn ; 
Tell the poor wanderers tht Saviour h&s cUed. 

153 Tv-nx—frothing to pay. 

i N O T H I N G to fay f—No, not a whit ; 
Noi hing to do ?— no, not a bit", 
A!l thai was needed to do or to pay, 
Jesus ha.s done in His own blessed way. 

2 Nothing to do *—no. not a stroke ; 
Gone is the the captor, gone is the yoke ; 
Jesus at Calvary =pver'd the chain, 
And none can imprison His free man again.. 

3 Nothing i'j fca.T ?—•-No, not a j o t ; 
Nothing t-ftclean f— no, not a =pot; 
Christ is my peace, and I've nntrung at stake. 
Satan, can thai neither harass nor shake. 

4 Nothing to settle ?—All has been paid ; 
Nothing of anger ?—peace lu;.s been made : 
Jesus alone .is the sinner's resourse, 
Psacc H e has made by the biood of His cross 

1 5 4 Tune—She only touched. p.w 

i SfiE only touched the hem of His garment 
A.s to His side she sfoie, 

Amid th* crowd that gathered around Htm % 
And .--tnught way she was whole. 
Oh, touch the be^a of Hfc garment ] 

And thou too shall be free 1 
His saving power this very hour 

Shall give new life to thee 1 
2 She came in fear and trembling before Himv 

'She kne-A- her Lord had come, 
Sh» feit that from Him virtue had healed he r ; 

The mighty deed '.va-S done. 
3 He: cum'd <j,-ith !*D*iiig:hter. be of good comfort,, 

Thy faith hath made thee whole ! " 
And peace that pabseth all understanding 

With gladness tilled her soul. 

155 Tune- - R •:. h snf Hon .t? found, h. M. 

i H A R K 1 how- the gospel trumpet sounds, 
Christ and free gr?ce therein abounds— 
Free graix to siicb as sinners be ; 
And if i\-eft grace—why not for me? 

•?. Th>: Saviour died, and by His- blood 
.Erouqht rebel sinners home to God ; 
He died, iio set the captive,-, ?V -̂, 
And why, my soul—why not far thee ! 

3 EternM life by Chx!;-1 if- .^iven, 
And mir.'d rebels ii/isc*J to hesv«*i» J 
Then sing of tfi-ace so rich and fvee. 
Ami shout, ;sy sou?—'tis s,U for thrs; J 



**Snr*4y 1 come quickly "—Rt^. *x$L «*, 

1 5 6 Ttnu—Christ Receiveth sinful mm. \ 5 8 Tune—Eternity is d-^tufingMi^.k. r.M. 

X SlNNEBS Jesus will receive. 
Speak this word of grace to ail 

Who the heav'nly pathway leave, 
ASI who Singer, ail who fall. 

Sing it o'er . . . . and o'er again, 
Christ receiveth sinful men, 

M a k t the message . . . . clear and plain, 
Christ receiveth sinful men. 

* Shepherds seek their wandering sheep 
OVr ?h<s mountains bleak and cold. 

Jesus Jef! Hi£ hoj'ie above 
For the lost ones of His fold. 

; Come and He wil! g;\e you rest, 
Trust Him for His word is plain, 

He will save the sinfulest, 
Christ receiveth sinful men. 

4 Now my soul hath found its rest, 
Now I stand in white array ; 

All my sins, though ".^imson-rtd, 
Now His blood hath washed away. 

j Christ receiveth sinfui men. 
Even me wiifc a!i n>y sin, 

Purged from every spot -uid stain, 
Heaver, with Him I enter in. 

1 5 7 Tune—Fix your tyes upon Jesus, P.M. 

I W O U L D you lose your load of sin "i 
Fix your &y*;s upon Jesus, 

Would you know God's psace within 1 
Fix your eyes upon Jesu». 

Jesus, who on the cross did die, 
Jesus, who loves arid live:, or. hi^h, 
He alone can justify— 
Fix you) eye.- upon Je.su*. 

2 Would you know your sins foigiver. J 
Fix your eyes upon Jesus 

Would you have a bom*, in heaveii f 
Fix your eyes upon Jesus 

•% Weary, heavy-lad (in soul, 
Fix your eye? upon Jesus. 

He can save SJIU SUHKC thee win '<;--
Fix yotu eyt-;-. upon Jesnv 

4 Heed not what you frei within, 
Fix your eyes ui>on Jesus, 

H e !.«.r: bre*-V the po^er of i-in, 
F'n ^.v;ir eyei t'y,;-a J^tti... 

i COM a, sinner, cornet the time is flying ; 
Couit, w h i l e y o u r>iayt for >?%er> a r e d y i n g ; 
Bf-at.h reaps his sheaves on every hand— 
The old, the young, on ̂ ea, on land. 

Eternity is drawing nigh, 
Kternitv is drawing nigh. 

a Haste. Hr.g'rei, naste ! the door is closing; 
Your sou! its .lay of grace is losing ; 
The time oi love will .piickJy end, 
The wrath of God will soon descend. 

3 Nyw ; dinner, now i v-"hile God is call ing; 
Now, while the Varies of night are falling ; 
Beheld the JUCL;^ is ai the door, 
His lips will speak, of grace no more* 

Eternity is drawing nigh. 
Ktemity is drawing nigh. 

Is drawing nigh. 

1 O 0 Tune—fj&ne butChrhi can save, yV 

X NONK btii. Christ can save thi sou), 
N'-.r.e hui Christ can make us whole; 
Noci' but Christ can wast; us clean, 
None but Christ can pardon sin ; 
None hut Christ the ;ou; can dress 
lu a robe of righteousness ; 
None but Christ can us prepare 
in the joys of heaven to share. 

S Lei us neve: think that we 
Can without Him i',lory see ; 
Only thor.e shall ^o to heaven 
Who on .'.-arta had sh.s forgiven, 
And who^e souls, by Jesus' blood 
Purpeci frsra guilt, were broir^ht to God. 
\?one bus, Christ can ser thee tvea--
'. iive thy «.oul sweet liberty. 

1 ( 5 U Tuni—Tlieris salvation. *>.M 

i "i : - F R S ' S s a l v a t i o n fuil a n d free, 
• h e r e a p a r d o n n o w for t h e e , 

!! vo i i r r iecd y o u r e a l l y s e e — 
Wi i t you c o m e ? 

•? ' j 'hf re*', a '.-.-".vioiir t r u e a n d t r i e d , 
W h o car : d e - i ^ s e i h e d e e p e s t - d y ^ d , 
A n d p r e s e n t t h e m j i i s i i h e i — 

Je.su*


** W&tchen&n, wh&t of the 

161 Tune—O turn ye, 0 turn yt. n's . 

i O TURN ye, O turn ye, for why will you die, 
When God in great mercy is coming so nigh? 
Now Jesus invites you, the Spirit says Come, 
And angels axe waiting to welcome you home. 

a How vain the delusion, that while you delay, 
Your hearts may grow better by stayingaway ; 
Come wretched, come starving, come happy 

to be, 
While streams of salvation are 80wing so free. 

3 And now Christ is ready your souls to receive, 
And pardon you freely, if you will beileve ; 
If sin is your burden, why will you not come 1 
'Tis you He bids welcome; H e bids you 

come home. 

162 Tune—O so bright. r.ae. 

1 T H E R E is a better world, they say, 
Oh, so bright I 

Where sin and woe are done away, 
Oh, so bright I 

And music fills the balmy air, 
And angels bright and pure are there, 
And harps of gold and mansions fair, 

Oh, so br ight! 

2 No clouds e'er pass along its sky, 
Happy land t 

No tear-drop glistens in the eye, 
Happy land! 

They drink the gushing stream of grace, 
And gaze upon the Saviour's face. 
Whose brightness fills the holy place, 

Happy land 1 

3 Though we are sinners every one, 
Jesus died I 

And though our crown of peace is gone, 
Jesus died ! 

You may be cleansed from every stain, 
You may be crown'd with peace again, 
And in that land of pleasm e reign. 

Jesus died ! 

4 Then parents, sisters, brothers, come, 
Come away ! 

For Jesus all the work has done, 
Come away I 

Oh, come, for time is tleeunj; fast, 
The day of grace is basting past, 
Th« Judgment-day will come at last, 

Come away :„ 

1 D o Tune— There is no name. 8.7. 

1 T H E R E is no Name so sweet on earth, 
No name so sweet in heaven ; 

The name before His wondrous birth. 
To Christ the Saviour given. 

We love to sing around the King, 
And hail Hirr. our Lord Jesus ; 

For there's no word ear ever heard, 
So dear, so sweet, as Jesus. 

2 His human name they did proclaim, 
When Abra'm's son they sealed H i m ; 

The name that still, by God's good will. 
" Deliverer" reveals Him. 

3 Thousands of hungry souls He fed, 
And cured their sore diseases, 

E'en from their graves He called the dead, 
Because His name was Jesus. 

4 And when He hung upon the tree. 
They wrote His name above Him, 

That all might see the reason we 
For evermore must love Him. 

l o 4 Tune—O eyes that are weary. n ' t . 

1 O EYES that are weary and hearts that are sore, 
Look off unto Jesus and sorrow no more ; 
The light of His countenance shineth so bright, 
That on earth, as in heaven, there need be no 

night. 

2 " Looking ofi unto Jesus " my eyes cannot see. 
The troubles and dangers that throng around 

me. 
They cannot be blinded with sorrowful tears, 
They cannot be shadowed with unbelief-fears. 

3 "Looking off unto Jesus," I go not as t ray; 
My eyes are on Him, and He shows me the 

way; 
The path may seem dark, as he leads mealong, 
But following Jesus, I cannot go wrong. 

4 "Looking off unto Jesus," my heart cannot 
fear, 

Its trembling is still, when I see Jesus near; 
I know that his power my safeguard will be, 
For ," Why are ye troubled ? " he saith unto me. 

5 Soon, soon, shall I know the full beauty and 
grace 

Of Jesus my Lord ; when I stand face to face: 
I shall know how his love went before me each 

day, 
And wonder that ever my eyes turned tway. 



" T h e morn ing cometh , a n d a l so t h e algfat **—In*. MXL xa. 

1 6 5 T*t*u-~l¥kat a Fridnd tut/uiz*. 8.7.D. 

1 " COMB I "—Tis Jesus gently calling, 
" Ye with care and toil opprest, 

With your guilt, howe'er appalling— 
Come, and I will give you rest." 

For your sins H e " once " has suffered, 
On the cross the work was d o n e ; 

And the word by God now uttered 
To each weary soul is '* Came!" 

a ' ' Come 1" the " Father's house " stands open 
With its love, and light, and song; 

And returning to that Father, 
All to you may now belong ! 

From sin's distant land of famine, 
Toiling 'neath the mid-day sun, 

To a Father's house of plenty— 
And a Father's welcome " Cotru!" 

1 6 6 Tunc—Joy, M> W- *•"• 
1 Jov, joy, joy I there is joy in the presence of 

the angels— 
Joy, joy, joy ! o'er the Prodigal's re ta in 1 

H e has come, he has come 
To his Father's house at l as t ; 

H e was lost, he U found, 
And the night of gloom is past. 

Blessed hour of joy and communion sweet, 
For his heart is full, and his bliss complete, 
His Father sees him and hastes to meet, 

And bids him welcome home 

9 Joy, joy, joy I in the courts of heaven re
sounding, 

Joy, joy. joy 1 o'er the prodigal's return 1 
Hark i the song, hark I the song, 

*TU a joyful, joyful strain. 
Welcome home, welcome home 

To thy Father's house again. 
While his eye is dim with the falling tears 
Of repentant grief over wasted years, 
The pardoning voice of his Father cheers, 

And bids him welcome home. 

3 Joy* j°y» J°7 * lQ l " e radiant fields of glory, 
Toy, joy, joy ! when a wandering soul returns ; 

Let us haste, let us baste 
While the morning sun is br ight ; 

Jesus calls, Jesus calls 
To a land of love and light. 

We will journey on, till our pilgrim feet 
Shall be found at last in the golden s t reet ; 
Our glorious Saviour will smile to greet 

A&& bid w* welctMM htumm. 

167 Tun*—Ht u coming. 

1 H E is coming, coming for u s ; 
Soon we'll see His light afar 

On the dark horizon rising, 
As the Bright and Morning Star, 

Cheering many a waking watcher, 
As the star whose kindly ray 

Heralds the approaching morning, 
Just before the break of day. 

Oh i what joy, as night hangs round us, 
'Tis to think of morning's r a y ; 

Sweet to know He's coming for us, 
Just before the break of day. 

a H e is coming, coming for as ; 
Soon we'll hear His voice on high ; 

Dead and living, rising, changing, 
In the twinkling of an eye 

Shall be caught up all together, 
For the meeting in the a i r ; 

With a shout the Lord, descending, 
Shall Himself await us there. 

O h 1 what joy, that great foregathering, 
Trysted meeting in the a i r ; 

Sweet to know He's coming for us, 
Calling us to join Him there.; 

3 H e Is coming—oh! how solemn 
When the Judge's voice is heard, 

And in H i s own Tight H e shows us 
Every thought, and act, and word I 

Deeds of merit, as we thought them. 
H e will show us were but sin ; 

Little acts we had forgotten _ 
H e will tell us were for Him. 

Oh t what joy when H e imputeta 
Righteousness instead of s in; 

Sweet to take the linen garments. 
All a gift, and all from Him. 

4 H e is coming as the Bridegroom, 
Coming to unfold at last -

The great secret of His purpose, 
Mystery of ages past. 

And the Bride, to her is granted 
In His beauty now to shine, 

As in rapture she exclaimeth, 
" I am His, and H e is mine." 

Oh 1 what joy that marriage anion, 
Mystery of love divine ; 

Sweet to sine in all its fulntaw 
" I • » HJa, and Ha is «uaa~ 



"The Lord U thy Keeper"—P». cud. 5. 

168 Tune—Haven of rest. XKC.M. 
1 H B c o m e s , He comes, tbe Bridegroom comes; 

The " Morning Star " appears ; 
The "cloudless morning " sweetly dawns, 

Saints quit this vale of tears. 
Your absent Ix>rd no longer mourn ; 

Feproach no longer bear ; 
He comes, He comes, rise happy saints, 

To meet Him in the air. 
• H e comes, He comes, the Bridegroom comes; 

The Church is now complete, 
Her Lord beholds her "clean and fair," 

A partner for Him meet. 
He comes, His purchased Bride to claim, 

Her " mansion " is prepared. 
He comes, He comes, rise waiting saints, 

To meet your -waiting Lord. 
3 He comes, H e comes, the Bridegroom comes; 

H e " shouts," for great His joy, 
As yet unseen by mortal tlesh, 

H e tarries in the sky. 
The marriage o'er, to earth He'll come, 

N o longer hid from men, 
He'll come, He'll come, with all His saints, 

To shew His glory then. 
l o 9 Tune—My Jesus I love Thee. u's , 
1 M Y Jesus, 1 love Thee, I know Thou art mine, 

My Rock and my Fortress, my Surety divine ; 
My gracious Redeemer, my song shall be now, 
T i s Thou who art worthy, Lord Jesus, 'tis 

Thou. 
s 1 love Thee because Thou hast first loved me, 

And purchased my pardon on Calvary's t ree ; 
1 love Thee for wearing the thorns on Thy 

brow 
T i s Thou who art worthy, Lord Jesus, 'tis 

Thou, 

j 1 would love Thee in life, I would love Thee 
in death, [lendest me breath, 

And would praise Thee as long as Thou 
And sing, should the death-dew lie cold on 

my brow, 
T i s Thou who a n worthy, Lord Jesus, 'tis 

Thou. 
4 And when the bright morn of Thy glory shall 

come [home, 
And the children ascend to the Father's glad 
I'll shout, with Thy likeness impressed on 

my brow, 
T i s Thou who art worthy, Lord jesus, 'tis 

Thou. 

170 Tune—Ho*ne% sweet ko-m*. u s. 
i O H , why not, say why not, God's message 

receive, 
Why not at this moment believe it and live? 
It tells of the Saviour, atoning for sin, 
Tha t all who believe, have salvation in Him. 

a W h y sorrow, or grieve, or in misery stay, 
Or wait for more feeling on some future d a y ; 
What feeling of thine, or what grief can com

pare 
With all He once suffered, thy burden to bear I 

3 'Tis not thy remorse, nor thy sorrow and fear, 
Not e'en thy repentance, thy conscience can 

clear; 
These could not atone for, or put away sin, 
Or give thee the peace which thou needest 

within. 

4 The anguish for sin that once fell on the Lord, 
The wrath H e endured, as told out in His 

word; 
The death which H e suffered, the life He 

now lives, 
Their infinite worth to the sinner H e gives. 

5 N o longer delaying, the message receive— 
T i s God who now bids theebel ievei tandl ive; 
H e sends the good tidings to gladdenthy soul, 
And bids thee receive it—that measureless 

whole! 

1 7 1 Tune—He's coming. r.M 
i M Y Jesus came from heaven high, 

My Jesus came from heaven high, 
My Jesus came from heaven high, 

To save you and me. 

He's coming, He's coming, 
He's coming to take His people home ; 
He's coming, He's coming, 

To take His people home. 

s His precious blood has cleansetl me, 
Hi i precious blood has cleansed me, 
His precious blood has cleansed me, 

From sin's guilty st*in. 

3 My Saviour's now ascended high, 
My Saviour's now ascended high, 
My Saviour's now ascended high, 

Before the throne for me. 

« And iny Lord's coming back again, 
And my Lord's coming back again. 
And my Lord's coming back again. 

He * coming back for roe. 



" He wiU keep the feet o! 

1 7 2 Turn—Too late. P.M. 

t L A T E , late, so late 1 and dark the night and 
chill, 

Late, late, so late 1 may we not enter still 'I 
Too late, too late, ye cannot enter now. 

a N o light had we, for that we do repent, 
And learning this the Bridegroom will relent; 
Too late, too late, ye cannot enter now. 

3 Late, late, so late i and dark and chillthe night. 
O let us in, that we may find the l igh t ; 
Too late, too late, ye cannot enter now. 

4 Have we not heard the Bridegroom is so sweet 
O let us in, that we may kiss His feet; 
Too late, too late, ye cannot enter now. 

1 T 3 Tune—When lifts springtime, P.M. 

I W H E N life's springtime has faded—its music 
died away, 

When thy hopes have fluttered into fears; 
When thy clear sky is shaded, for summer 

will not stay, 
O 1 who will wipe away the tears? 

There is now—the rest of the weary— 
J E S U S . J E S U S saith, " C o m e unto Me. ' 

Many days hath H e lingered in mercy full 
and free. 

0 sinner 1 j ESUS waits for thee. 

i When the gain thou hast hoarded U slipping 
from thy grasp, 

When thou standest needy and alone ; 
When thy cold hand no longer the wonted 

props can clasp, 
0 1 who will listen to thy moan t 

There is One—the Friend of the friendless— 
JKSUS : now He says, " Come unto Me." 

None other name but J E S U S , can e'er thy 
Saviour b e ; 

O sinner 1 )ESOS calteth thee. 

3 When the day of salvation is drawing to aclose, 
When thy sins weigh thee to the ground, 

When thy heart throbs in terror before eternal 
woes, 

Oh 1 where shall deliverance be found f 
There is one resource for the guilty— 

J E S U S ; now H e says, " Come unto Me." 
Sinner I Mercy's blood-stained iintel thy door 

of hope may be ', 
The L A M B was sacrificed for the* 

H i s s a i n t s . " — ! Sam. iL 9. 

1 7 4 Tune—God says to-day. 10's 

1 God says to-day, sinner, while^ H e is nigh, 
Pleading so tenderly why wilt thou die? 

Why cast His love away? why choose thy lo 
Down in the burning lake? God wills it not 

a Oh, hear His voice, sinner; time hurries on 
Soon will thy day of grace pass and be gone 

Life's narrow way will close, death shut th 
gate, 

Then, Oh, the bitter cry-—lost I lost 1 too late 

1 7 5 Tung—St. Michaels. s.w 

x ASSEMBLED here, O Lord, 
T h y blessing now we crave ; 

Be here in all Thy wondrous grace, 
The Mighty One to save. 

a Reveal Thy precious love, 
Display T h y saving power; 

Attract poor sinners to Thy cross. 
Save, Lord—O save this hour ! 

•\ The wanderer restore, 
The prodigal embrace; 

Let each and all Thy presence prove, 
And triumph in Thy grace. 

176 Tun*—Lord Jesus, come- t.; 

1 LORD JESUS, save I 
Thy blessing now we crave, 

For every anxious sinner here ; 
O let T h y mercy now mppear. 

Lord Jesus, save ! 

3 Save, Jesus, save 1 
Thy banner o'er us wave, 

Of Love Eternal and Divine, 
O Lord, let each one here be thine 

Lord J esus, save 1 

3 Save, Jesus, save 1 
Thou Conqueror o'er the grave ; 

Give every fettered soul release, 
And whisper to the troubled " Peace, 

Lord Jesus, save ! 

4 Save, Jesus, save 1 
And Thou alone shall have 

The glory of the work divine; 
Yea, endless praises shall be Thine. 

Lord Jestu, u v t ! 



BELiiEnr-ffliis' sririMiisreL 
177 Tune—Around Thy gra-vt. 7.6. 

1 ABOUND Thy grave, Lord Jesus ! 
Thine empty grave we stand 
With hearts all full of praises, 
To keep Thy bless Jd command ; 
By faith our semis rejoicing 
To trace T h y path of love. 
Thro ' death's dark angry bit lows 
U p to trie throne above. 

0 Lord Jesus ! we remember 
The travail of Thy soul, 
When in Thy love's deep pity 
The waves did o'er Thee ro l l ; 
Baptized in death's cold waters, 
For as Thy blood was shed : 
For as the l,urd of Glory 
Was numbered with the dead. 

3 0 Lord, Thou now art risen, 
T h y travail all is o 'er ; 
For sin Thou once hast suffered— 
Thou liv'st to die no more ; 
Sin, death, and hell, are vanquished, 
By Thee, the Church's Head, 
And lo I we share T h y triumphs, 
Thou First-born from the dead. 

4 Into Thy death baptized. 
We own with Thee we died ; 
With Thee, our Life, are risen ; 
And in Thee glorified. 
From sin, the world-and Satan, 
We're ransomea by Thy blood, 
And now would walk as strangers, 
Alive with Thee to God. 

178 Tune—Hast Thau taid. r.M. 

1 H A S T Thou said, exalted Saviour, 
" T a k e thy cross and follow M e " ? 

Shall T h y word with terror seize as? 
Shall we from the burden fleef 

Lord, we'll take it, and rejoicing follow Thee. 
2 While this liquid tomb surveying, 

Emblem of the Saviour's grave ; 
Shall we shun its brink, betraying 

Feelings worthy of a slave. 
N o l we'll enter—Jesus entered Jordan's wave. 

5 Sweet_ the sign that this reminds me, 
Saviour, of Thy love to me ; 

Sweeter still the love that binds me 
In its deathless bood to Thee. 

JO wfaftr pleftsarn. imrimd witki aax Lord to hm I 

1 7 9 Tune—Hark, hark! r.M. 

1 H A R K , hark I hear the glad tidings, 
Soon, soon Jesus will come, 

Robedj robed in honour and glory, 
To gather His ransomed ones home. 

Yes, yes, O yes, to gather His ransom'd 
ones home. 

* J 0 ? ; j ° y f sound it more loudly, 
Sing, sing glory to God ; 

Soon, soon Jesus is coming, 
Publish the tidings abroad. 

3 Bright, bright seraphs attending, 
Shouts, shouts filling the a i r ; 

Down, down swiftly from „heaven> 
Jesus our Lord will appear. 

4 Long, long have we beea waiting. 
Who, who love His blest name ; 

Now, now we are delighting, 
Jesus is near to proclaim. 

5 Still, still rest on the promise, 
Cling, cling fast to His word; 

Wait, wait if be should tarry, 
We'll patiently wast for the L©d 

1 3 0 Tune—Bgkeid what lev. cat-

1 B E H O L D , what love, what boundless love, 
The Father hath bestowed 

On sinners lost, that we should be 
Now called the Sons of God i 

' ' Behold what manner or l o v e . . . . what 
manner of love the Father hath bestowed 
upon as, that w e . . . . that we should be called 
.* . .should be called the Sons of God." 

3 N o longer far from Him, but now 
By " precious blood " made nigh i 

Accepted in the "Well-beloved, 
Near to God's heart we lie. 

3 What ws in glory soon shall be, 
It doth not yet appear ; 

Sut when our precious Lord we sea, 
We shall His image bear. 

4 With such a blessed hope in view, 
We would more holy be,' 

More like our risen, glorious Lord 
"W&OM fmom w« soon fchaU B**> 



"And s o t be aahamed before Him a t HI* cominc ' — i Jas . a. a t 

181 Tun*—German A ntkem. 9. K. 

i H A R K ! Hark 1 it U the midnight cry, 
The Bridegroom comes, the Lord is nigh ; 
H e comes, His heavenly bride to claim, 
To end her conflict, suffering, shame. 

Awake 1 'tis not the time to sleep; 
Aw&ks t 'tU not the time to sleep; 
Awake I awake t the midnight watch to keep, 
Awake the midnight watch to keep. 

9 The midnight hoars are dark aad drear, 
And all around would make us fear ; 
Our lamps are filled and burning bright, 
We patient wait till morning light. 

3 Around, wufcin, are many foes, 
Sin, Satan, and the world oppose ; 
But clad in armour formed in heaven, 
We stand in strength divinely given. 

4 A^ gathered in our Captain's name, 
We speak together of His fame ; 
We part each to his lonely sphere, 
To wait and watch tilt H e appear. 

* Praise, praise the Lord, and vigil keep, 
As those aroused from death's dread sleep ; 
H e comes! H e comes! spread round the cry, 
Awake ! Awake ! the Lord is nigh. 

182 Tune—Praise tkt Saviour. P.M. 

I P H A I S E the Saviour, ye who know Him 1 
Who can tell how much we owe Him? 
Gladly let us render to Him 

All we have and are; 

s Jesus is the name that charms us, 
H e for conflict fits and arms us, 
Nothing moves, and nothing harms us. 

When we trust in Him. 

3 Trust in Him ye saints, for ever; 
H e is faithful, changing never; 
Neither force nor guile can sever 

Those H e loves from Him. 

4 K e e p u , Lord, Oh 1 keep us cleaving 
T o Thyself, and still believing, 
Till the hour of our receiving 

Promised joys in heaven. 

5 Then we shall be where we would he, 
Then we shall be what we should he. 
Things which are not now, nor coolo he-, 

Then shall be o w own. 

183 Turn—R&solu tian.. 

i H A V B ye counted the cost, 
Have ye counted the cost, 

Ye warriors of the cross ? 
Are ye fixed ic heart for your Master's sake, 

To suffer all earthly loss ? 
Can you bear the scoff of the worldly-wise, 

As ye pass by pleasure's bower, 
T o watch with our Lord on the mountain-top, 

Through the dreary midnight hour? 

s Y« may drink of His cup I 
Ye may drink of His cup I 

And in His baptism share I 
Ye shall not fail, if ye tread in His steps, 

His blood-stained cross to bear ! 
But count ye the cost : oh ! count ye the cost I 

Tha t ye be not unprepared I 
And know ye the strength that alone can stand 

In the conflict you have dared? 

3 In the power of His might 1 
I» the power of His might ! 

Who wss made through weakness strong, 
Ye shall overcome in the fearful fight 1 

And sing His victory song 1 
By the " Blood of the Lamb "—-by the " Blood 

Bythefaithful witness'word! [of the Lamb," 
Not loving your lives onto death for Him, 

Ye shall triumph with your Lord 1 

4 Oh ! the banner of love I 
Oh ! the banner of love 1 

It will cose you a pang to hold I 
But t'wili float in triumph the field above, 

Though your heart 's blood stain its fold. 
Ye may count the cost—ye may count the cost 

Of all Egyptia 's treasure I 
But the riches of Christ ye cannot count— 

His love ye cannot measure I 

1 3 4 Tunt—Duk* Street. i- M. 

I T B B Saviour lives ^ no more to die : 
H e tives, our Head, enthroned on h igh ; 
H e lives triumphant o'er the grave ; 
H e Ihres eternally to save t 

a H e lives to still His people's fears; 
H e lives to wipe away their t ea rs ; 
H e lives their mansions to prepare ; 
H e lives to bring them safely there. 

3 Then let our souls in Him rejoice, 
And sing His praise with cheerful voice; 
Our doubts and fears for ever gone, 
For Christ is on the Father 's throne. 



" A lways abounding in tne work of the Lord."—i Cor. I T . 58. 

186 Tutu—Faint not, Christian. ?'s. 

1 F A I N T not, Christian ! tho' the road, 
Leading to Thy bless'd abode, 
Darksome be, and dangerous, too, 
Christ thy Gfuide will bring thee through. 

a Faint not, Christian t though in rage, 
Satan doth thy soul engage ; 
Take thee faith's anointed shield, 
Bear it to the battle-field. 

3 Faint not, Christian I though the world 
Has its hostile flag unfurled ; 
Hold the cross of Jesus fast, 
Thou shalt overcome at last. 

4 Faint not, Christian 1 though within 
There's a heart so prone to sin ; 
Christ, thy Lord, is over all, 
He'll not suffer thee to fall. 

5 Faint not, Christian ! Jesu's near ; 
Soon in glory He'll appear ; 
Then shall cease thy toil and strife, 
Thon shalt wear the crown of life. 

1 8 6 Tune—I've found a Friend. 8.7. 

i I 'VE found a Friend ; oh such a Friend I 
H e loved me ere I knew Him ! 

H e drew me with the cords of love, 
And thus H e bound me to Him. 

And round my heart still closely twine 
Those ties which nought can sever; 

For I a m His , and H e is mine, 
* For ever and for ever, 

s I've found a Friend ; oh such a Friend 1 
H e bled, H e died to save m e ; 

And not alone the gift of life, 
But His own self H e gave me. 

Nought that I have, mine own I'll ca l l ; 
I'll hold it for the Giver: 

M y heart, my strength, my life, my all, 
Are His, and His for ever. 

3 I've found a Friend ; oh such a Friend ! 
So kind, and true, and tender ; 

So wise a counsellor and guide, 
So mighty a defender ! 

From Him who loves me now so well, 
What power my soul can sever ? 

Shall life or death, shall earth or hell ? 
No; I am His for ever 

1 8 7 Tung—Old Hundred. L .M 

1 D E A R Shepherd of T h y chosen flock, 
Thy people's shield, their shadowing rock 
Once more we meet to hear T h y voice, 
Once more before Thee to rejoice. 

a Oh ! may Thy Spirit by the word, 
Refresh each wearied heart, dear Lord ; 
Wearied of earth's vain strife and woe, 
And loving more Thyself to know. 

3 Thine is the heart our griefs to feel, 
And thine the love each wound to heal ; 
Home Thou art gone for us to care, 
Returning soon to take us there. 

188 Tune—Redemption ground. P.M 

1 A W A K E , my soul, with joyful lays, 
And sing thy great Redeemer's praise; 
H e justly claims a song from thee : 
His loving-kindness, oh, bow free ! 

2 H e saw me ruined in the fall, 
Yet loved me notwithstanding a l l ; 
H e saved me from my lost es ta te ; 
His loving-kindness, oh, how great 1 

3 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick and thundered loud, 
H e near my soul has ever stood ; 
His loving-kindness, oh how good ! 

4 Soon shall we mount and soar away 
To the bright world of endless day, 
And sing with rapture and surprise 
His loving-kindness in the skies. 

1 8 9 Tune—French. C M 

j O T E A C H us more of T h y blest ways, 
Thou holy Lamb of God ! 

And fix and root us in T h y grace, 
As those redeemed by blood. 

3 O tell us often of Thy love, 
Of all T h y grief and pain : 

And let our hearts with joy confess 
Tha t thence comes all our gain. 

3 For this, O may we freely count 
Whate'er we have but loss; 

The dearest object of our love, 
Compared with Thee, but dross. 

4 Engrave this deeply on our hearts, 
Conform our ways to Thine, 

Tha t so we may, in some degr*-e, 
Reflect the light divine. 



•' To them that have no might He increaseth strength."—laa. xl. 09. 

1 9 0 Tunc—We praise Thee, O God. 

1 W E praise Thee, O God, for the Son of T h y 
love, 

For Jesus who died and Is now gone above. 

Hallelujah! Thine the glory. 
Hallelujah! Amen. 
Hallelujah 1 Thine the glory. 
Revive us again. 

s We praise Thee, O God, for Thy Spirit of 
tight, 

Who has shown as our Saviour, and scattered 
our night. 

3 AUgloryandpra ise to theLambthatwass la in , 
Who hath borne all oar sins, and has cleansed 

every stain. 
4 All glory and praise to the God of all grace, 

Who has bought as and sought us, and guided 
our ways, 

5 Revive us again; rouse the dead from their 
tomb: 

May they now come to Jesus, while yet there 
is room. 

1 9 1 Tune—Bringing in the sheaves, P.M. 

1 SOWING in the morning, sowing seeds of 
kindness, 

Sowing in the noontide and the dewy eves; 
Waiting for the harvest and the limeof reaping, 

We shall come rejoicing, bringing in the 
sheaves 1 

Bringing in the sheaves ! 
Bringing in the sheaves I 
We shaD come rejoicing. 
Bringing in the sheaves I 

2 Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the shadows, 
Fearing neither clouds nor winter's chilling 

breeze; 
By-and-by the harvest and the labour ended, 

We shall come rejoicing, bringing in the 
sheaves. 

% Go then ever, weeping, sowing for the Master, 
Though the loss sustained our spirit often 

grieves: 
When our weeping's overt He will bid us 

welcome, 
We shall come rejoicing, bringing in the 

th*av«». 

192 Tune—Labour on. F.M 

1 I N the harvest field there is work to do, 
For the grain is ripe and the reapers few, 
And the Master's voice bids the workers true, 

Heed the call that H e gives to-day. 

Labour on, labour on, 
Keep the bright reward in view ; 

T i s the Master's command, 
H e will strength renew ; 

Labour on till close of day. 

2 Fill the garner well, with the sheaves all bright, 
Let the song be glad, and the heart be light; 
Fill the precious hours, ere the shades of night 

Take the place of the golden day. 

3 In the gleaner's path, may be rich reward, 
Though the time seems long, and the labour 

hard, 
But the Master's joy with His chosen shared, 

Drives the gloom from the darkest day. 

4 Lo ! the Harvest Home, in the realms above, 
Shall be reached by each who has toil'd and 

strove, [love, 
When the Master's voice, in sweet words of 

Calls away to eternal day. 

1 9 3 Tune— Discifle* ofJesus, P.M. 

1 DISCIPLKS of Jesus, why stand ye here idle? 
Go work in My vineyard, H e calls you 

to-day; 
The night is approaching, when no man can 

labour, [delay? 
Our Master commands us, and shall we 

T h e field is the world I 
The field is the world I 

Look up, for the harvest is near, 
When the reapers from glory 
Will shout as they come, 

And the Lord of the harvest appear. 

2 Our field is the world, and our work is beforus, 
To each is appointed a message to bear; 

At home or abroad, in the cottage or palace, 
Wherever directed, our mission is there. 

3 Perhaps we are called from the highways and 
hedges 

T o gather the lowly, despised,and oppress'd; 
If this be our service, then why should we falter ? 

W e l l do it, and trust to our Saviour the rt-^t 



M H e m a k e t h m e t o lie d o w n i s g r een pastures. ."—Fa. xxiii. *. 

194 Tun*—// may be at morn-. r.ia. 

I T may be at mom, when the day is awaking. 
When the sunlight^ through darkness and 

shadow U breaking, 
Tha t Jesus will come in the fulness of glory, 

To receive from the world " His own.' 

O Lord Jesus, how long ?— 
How long—ere we shout the glad song — 

Christ re tumeth t Hallelujah I 
Hallelujah ! Amen I 
Hallelujah t Amen! 

s I t may be at midday, it may be at twilight, 
I t may be, perchance, that the blackness of 

midnight 
Will burst into light in the blaze of His glory, 

When Jesus receives " His own." 

3 While hosts cry, " Hosanna," from heaven 
descending, 

With glorified saints and the angels attending, 
Wi th grace on His brow, like a halo of glory, 

Will Jesus receive " His own." 

I Oh, joy ! oh, delight I should we go without 
dy ing! 

N o sickness, DO sadness, no dread, and no 
crying; 

Caught up through the clouds with our Lord 
into glory, 

When Jesus receives " His own," 

1 9 o Tun*—Sbtntzer. 8's 

i H o w good is the God we adore, 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend, 

Whose love is as great as His power^ 
And knows neither measure nor end. 

a T l i Jesus, the First and the Last, 
Whose Spirit shall guide us safe home ; 

We'll praise Him for all that is past, 
And trust Him for all that 's to come 

1 9 7 r«**~£6**£M*r. 8's. 
J W E give Thee thanks, O Lord, 

For the bounties that Thou hast given, 
And for spreading this wilderness board 
With mercies that come down from heaven. 

a Our bodies with perishing bread 
Thou dost daily in fulness supply ; 
By Thy word let us also be fed, 
Tha t our souls may be strengthened thereby. 

Twu—Old Hundnd. 

196 Tune—Rousseau. 

i M A T the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father 's boundless love, 

With the Holy Spirit s favour, 
Rest upon us from above i 

a Thus may we abide in union 
With each other and the Lord, 

And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joint which earth CH» ne'er afford. 

198 
i O G R A N T us here T h y blessing, Lord, 

While gathered round this social board ; 
Our friendship bless, and may this be 

A foretaste of our feast with Thee. 

1 9 9 Tun*—Anticipation. 8.7.4. 

x Y B S , WC part, but not for ever, 
Joyful hopes our bosoms swell I 

They who love the Saviour never 
Know a long, a last farewell. 

Blissful unions 
Lie beyond this parting vale. 

• Oh, what meetings are before us I 
Brighter far than tongue can te l l ; 

Glorious meetings to restore us 
Him with whom we long to dwell. 

With what raptures 
Will the sight our bosoms swell! 

3 Thus wc jpaft, but not for ever, 
Joyful hopes our bosoms swell : 

They who love the Saviour never 
Know a long a last farewell. 

Blissful unions 
Lie beyond this parting rale. 

5 3 0 0 THtt*~Sk*na\ms. 8.7.4. 

z L O R D , dismiss us with Thy blessing, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 

Let us each Thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace. 

Oh 1 refresh us, 
Travelling through this wilderness. 

1 Thanks we give, and adoration. 
For Thy Gospel's joyfal sound; 

May the fruits of T h y salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound t 

Ever faithful 
To the troth may we be found. 



A S P a W D I X . 

2 0 1 Tune—Jesui Save*. 

i W K have beard the joyful sound ; 
Jesus saves ! Jesas saves I 

Teil the message all around : 
Jesus saves ! Jesus saves ! 

Bear the news to eVry land, 
Climb the steeps and cross Use waves ; 

Onward I—'tis our Lord's command : 
Jesus save* ! Jesas saves ! 

* Waft It on the rolling tide :—Jesus saves I 
Say to sinners far and wide:—Jesus saves ', 
Tell the outcast ami the bad, 
Sin and Satan's vilest slaves, 
Tell the weary and the sad :—Jesus saves 1 

j Sing above the toil and strife—Jesas saves 1 
By His death and endless life—Jesus savesl 
Sing it softly thro1 the gloom, 
When the heart for mercy craves ; 
Sing in triumph o'er the tomb—Jesus savesl 

4 Let the trembling sinner hear:—Jesus saves! 
This will chase away his fear:—Jesus saves ! 
Shout salvation full and free 
To every strand that ocean laves ; 
This our song of victory—Jesas saves ! 

2 0 2 Ttm4~I kmoua -when* I kmoe believed. 

i I KNOW not why God's wondrous grace 
To me hath been made known ; 

Nor why—unworthy as Z am— 
He claimed me for his own. 

But " I know whom I have believed : and am 

Psrsuaded that He is abie to keep that which j 
ve committed unto Him against that day." 
a I know not how tbis saving frith 

To me He did impart; 
Or how, believing ia His Word, 

Wrought peace within my heart. 
3 I know not how the Spirit moves, 

Convincing men of sin ; 
Revealing Jesus through the Ward., 

Creating faith in Him, 
4 I know not what of good or 01 

May be reserved few me,— 
Of weary ways or golden day*, 

Before His face I see. 
% I know not when my Lord may co*»* ; 

I know not how, aor where ' 
I f I shall pass the vale of death 

Or " tn«#t Him In th* air** 

2 0 3 Tune—At £Ju CrtH*. 

i TMK Cross ! the Cross i the wondrous Cross, 
On which the Savionr died ; 

I gaze upon that thorn-clad brow, 
That pierced aad bleeding side. 

At the Cross I at the Cross I where I first saw th* 
And the burden of my heart roiled away; [light, 

It was there by faith I received tny sight, 
And now I am happy all the day. 
2 I see the burden of my sin, 

By God upon Htm laid ; 
And He the spotless Lamb of God, 

For sinners, sin 4ms made. 
3 The Cross of Christ is all my boast, 

His blood my only plea ; 
My password to the realms of bliss, 

Is, Jesus died for me. 

2 0 4 Tun*—" For me." f.M 

j JESUS, my Saviour to Bethlehem came, 
Born in a manger to sorrow and shame ; 
Oh, it was wonderful—blest be His same ' 
Seeking for me, for me t 
Seeking for me 1 for me 1 . . 
Seeking for me ! for me 1 . . 
Oh, it was wonderful—blest be His name I 

Seeking for me 1 for me \ 
n Jesus, my Saviour, on Calvary's tree, 

Paid the great debt, and my soul He set free; 
Oh, it was wonderful—how cotrid it be 7 

Dying for me, for me ! 
3 Tesos^ my Saviour, the same as of old, 

Whjie I was wand'ring afar from the fold, 
Gently and long did He plead with my soul. 

Calling for me, for me \ 

2 0 5 Tvme—Ktimarneck. CM. 

i T K E gospel of the grace of God, 
Unchaogahiy the same, 

" Forgtveaess speaks through jesos' blood, 
"Salvation," in His name. 

• " Eternal life ** for ever sure. 
To all who do believe ; 

** Eternal glory " kept secure. 
For those who Christ receive. 

I Nor height, nor depth, nor earth, nor bell 
Shall ever them remove, 

Wh* ia the heart of Jesas dwell, 
Who know and trust His love. 



'* Ail our r ig fe teoasaenc* are a* filthy ntg-ft."—1*"- W»- &• 

2 0 6 T***—A t au crwM. 
i I OKCK was bound in Satan's chains, 

And blinded by his power ; 
But Jesus broke my fetters off, 

O blessed wondrous hour. 
* H e sold me of His love, And drove 

My unbelief away; 
And now I see His face, and joy 

To bow beneath His sway. 
3 Salvation fa my happy .sung, 

The cross of Christ my them* ; 
I bask beneath His blessed face, 

And drink of life's full stream. 
2 0 7 Tutu-~L#>k, andtheu xh*U Hz*, P.M. 

I LOOK to the Saviour on Calvary's tret — 
See how He suffered for you and me ; 
Hark, while H e lovingly calls to thee, 

" Look, and thou shalt live i" 
Look, and thou shalt live ! 
Look, aod thon shalt live 1 
Look to the cross where He died for thee : 

Look, ami thoa shalt live ! 
• Hast thoa a sin-burdened soul to save f 

Life everlasting wouldsi thoa have 7 
Jesus Himself a ransom gave : 

Look, and thoa shalt live I 
3 Look to the Saviour who rose from the tomb; 

Haste now to Htm, while there yet is room ; 
His love and grace will dispel thy gloom: 

Look, and thou shalt live ! 
2 0 3 Twm—Cone Belie^nsr. Ly. 

i OKCE again the gospel sntu^ge, 
From the Saviour you have heard J 

Willyou heed the invitation 1 
Will you turn and trust the Lord 1 

Come believing 1 , . come believing 1 . , 
Come to Jesus 1 look and live I 

s fttfaay summers you have wasted, 
Ripened harvests you have seen ; 

Winter soews by spring have melted, 
Yet yon linger in yam sin. 

3 Csftse of fitness to be tiiiiifciag ; 
D o not laager try to fed ; 

It is Trusting and not FmUngt 

That will give the SpMf s seal 
2 0 9 T*m*—uOPrmbmWTdt» CM. 

x O H precitttt words that j e n u fcatd t— 
" T h e mmi th&t smmm to We, 

I wW to Ha wfe* oast It&m *&&, 
o w r b s . * 

" Whoever he may be, whoever he may be, 
I will in no wise cast him out, 

Whoever he may be." 
> Oh, precious words that Jesus said 1— 

'* Behold, I am the Door ; 
And All that enter in by Me, 

Have life for evermore." 
3 Oh precious words that Jesus said 1— 

"Come, weary souls oppressed. 
Coma, take My yoke and learn of Me ; 

Ana I will give you rest." 

210 Twni—Abundantly aiU to save. 

i WHOKVR* receiveth the Crucified One, 
Whoever believeth on God's only Son, 
A free and a perfect salvation shall have : 
For He is abundantly able to save. 

0 sinner the Saviour is calling for thee; 
His grace and His Mercy are wondrousiy free ; 
His blood as a ransom for sinners He gave; 
And He is abundantly able to save. 
i Whoever receiveth the message of God ; 

And trusts in the power of the soul-cleansing 
A full & eternal redemption shall have.' [blood, 
For He is both able and willing to save. 

3 Whoever receives the forgiveness of sin, 
And opens bis heart for the Lord to come La ; 
A present and perfect salvation shall have: 
For Jesus is ready this moment to save. 

211 Tun*—Ro&mjorjgsw, 

i LONG a rebel, O my Saviour, 
I have wandered far from Thee; 

Now I hear of boundless favour, 
Bringing pardon unto me 

1 surrender, I surrender, overcome by love 
divine; [ l am thine. 

Thee, as Saviour and Defender, I accept, and 
a Oft I've heard the matchless story. 

Of Thy death upon the tree; 
Now I see its bcanu of glory, 

For I know it was for me, 
3 Long my weary feet hath hasted, 

In the path that leads from Thee; 
Now when years, alas! are wasted, 

I surrender, Lord to Thee. 
4 Tbc*s for use did'si came from h*a**n ; 

Died open the Croae of t-hame: 
Thou e*t»fe-' &fe *wHSij?ii*«— 

CSary W W J I * r N a m 



* la the Lord have I r ighteousness and strength- " - I M . KIT. 94. 

2 1 2 Tune—TJu Pemrly Gates. 

1 I HAVE seen the Cross of Jesus, 
Gazed upon the Crucified : 

And my heart is won for ever, 
I am saved and satisfied 

Earth's joys no longer charm me, 
And the world has lost its hold, 

But my heart will sing with gladness, 
When the pearly gates unfold. 

a 1 had sought in worldly pleasure, 
To forget eternity, 

Thus unsatisfied and weary, 
I was brought to Calvary. 

3 O, the wondrous love of Jesus, 
Not the half hath yet been tcid. 

I shall know it in its fulness, 
When the pearly gates onfoisd. 

2 1 3 Tune—L**kt and them shtlt live. 
i Down from the glory the Saviour came, 

Down to the Cross and the death of saame ; 
Gazing In wonder I there exclaim ~ 

Jesus died for me. 
Jesus died for me: Jesus died for me : 
This is my boast, and this my song— 

Jesus died for me, 
s There as my Surety He firmly stood, 

Paid for my ransom His precious blood; 
Died for my sin, to bring me to God— 

Jesus died for me. 
3 Now In the Gospel He sends to thee 

News of salvation, and pardon free. 
Whoso believeth, his song shall be— 

Jesus died for me. 
2 1 4 Tune—L*ok unto Me. 

z " LOOK unto Me, and be ye saved !" 
Look, men of nations all; 

Look, rich and poor; look, old and young; 
Look, sinners, great and small I 
Look unto Him, and be ye saved I 

0 weary, troubled soul; 
Oh, look to Jesus while you may: 

On* look will make thee whole t 
• " Look unto Me, and be ye saved I" 

Look from your doubts and fears; 
Look from your sins of crimson dye, 

Look from your prayers and tears. 
3 " Look unto Me, and b* ye sav*d !" 

Look to the work all done; 
Le*k to the pieroad Son «#" Man ; 

d yvwsr M I * »jr* fpm* '• 

215 Tune—"Fair, F*r A-way. 

i F A R , far away in heathen darkness dwelling, 
Millions of souls for ever may be lost, 
Who, who will go Salvation's story telling— 
Looking to Jesus, counting not the cost? 

' 'All power is given unto me I Ail power is given 
unto Me! Go ye into all the world and preach 
the Gospel; and lo, 1 am with you alway." 

> See o'er the world wide open doors inviting: 
Soldiers of Christ, arise and enter in ! 
Christians, awake ! your forces all uniting, 
Send forth the Gospel, break the chains ofsi n! 

3 "Why will ye die?" the voice of God is calling, 
"Why will ye die?" re-echo in His Name: 
Jesus haib died, to save from death appalling; 
Life and salvation therefore go proclaim. 

4 God speed the day when men of ev'ry nation, 
"Glory to God" triumphantly shall sing; 
Ransom'd, redeem'd rejoicing in salvation, 
Shout " Hallelujah, for the Lord is King '" 

216 Tune—Jieusseau, 

i JKSUS—on the cross behold Him! 
Jesus dies on Calvary! 

Sins th*y are, not sails, which hold Him; 
Sinner, there H e dies for thee 1 

s Mighty now, in resurrection, 
CSoth'd with immortality; 

See Him, sinner—blest perfection, 
Of a boundless love to thee! 

3 Infinite is His affection, 
How canst thou resist His plea? 

Force Him not by cold rejection, 
Siftaar, to depart from thee. 

217 Tune—Evan, 

x O WHAT a gift the Father gave. 
When He bestowed His Son I 

To sere poor, mln'd, guilty man. 
By sin defiled, undone. 

a For I was \m<; a wretch, tad—d~ 
To every sin a prey; 

Till God in Jesus interposed, 
And turned my nigbt to day. 

3 Now I can call the Saviour mine, 
Though all unworthy still; 

I 'm sheltered by His precknu bkwd, 
(Ivytmtd tl** rsadi af UL 



" Praise the Lord, call apes Hie Name, declare His (J«tng*."—U*. *&. 4. 

2 1 8 Tunc—Rotatie, j 
1 JHSDS U my Saviour, by His precious blood, | 

Freed from condemnation, brought to God; 
In Himself accepted, ail my sins forgiven, 
I am OD the way to heaven. 

Jesus my Saviour, Jesus is mine. 
0 what a treasure— precious, Divine; 
If you only trust Him, you will prove His power, 
Saving thee this very hour. 
* Jesas is my Saviour, saves me every day, 

From the sore temptations of the way; 
Keeps me by His power, strengthens by His 
Cheers me as I seek His face. [grace, 

3 Jesas is my Saviour, H e will come again, 
Bringing alt His loved ones in His t ra in; 
Changed into His likeness at His shout I'll 
Meet Him in the crowded skies. [rise, 

2 1 9 Turns— The Wondrw* Story, r. M. 

t I WILL sing the wondrous story 
Of the Christ who died for me *, 

How H e left His home in glory, 
For the cross on Calvary. 

Y « , I'll s ing . . the wondrous sto - - ry 
Of the Chris t . . who died for m e ; . -

Sing it w i th . . the saints in glo - - ry, 
Gathered b y . . the crystal sea . . . 

1 I was lost; but Jesus found me— 
Found the sheep that went as t ray; 

Threw His loving arms around me, 
Drew me back into His way. 

3 I was bruised; but Jesus healed me— 
Faint was I from many a fall; 

Sight was gone, and fears possessed m e ; 
But H e freed me from them nil. 

220 Tvme—Crtmm fftm. ••7. 
1 M r Redeemer, ch, what beantie* 

In that lovely name appear ; 
None ba t Jesas in His glories, 

Shall the honoured title wear-
My Redeemer, 

T b o e hast my salvation wrought. 

a Sunk io ruin, sin, and misery, 
Bound in Satan's captive chain, 

Guided by his artful treachery. 
Har ry ing on to endless pram. 

My Redvemei 
Plucked o»e a* * twaod from hefl. 

221 Tun*—Showers of Blessing. F.M. 
: " T H E R E shall be showers of blessing -" 

This ts the promise of love f 
There shall be seasons refreshing, 

Sent from the Saviour above. 
Show - - ers of blessing, 

Showers of blessing we need; 
Mercy drops round us are falling, 

But for the SHOWERS we plead, 
a '* There shall be showers of blessing "— 

Precious reviving again; 
Over the hills and the valleys, 

Sound of abundance of rain. 
3 ** There shall be showers of blessing ;" 

Send them upon us, 0 Lord! 
Grant to us now a refreshing; 

Come and now honour T h y Word. 
222 Tun*—Angels Hovering Round* F.M. 

1 SALVATIOH to our God! 
Salvation to the Lamb ! 

The shedding of His precious blood 
Our only claim. 

a Our God salvation gives, 
And through the Lamb it flows; 

Once slain for us—for us H e lives, 
Our sole repose. 

3 The Lamb once slain is seen 
On God's eternal throne; 

And His redeemed are white and clean, 
Through Him alone. 

223 Tune—Redemption Ground. P.M. 
1 C O M E sing, my soul, and praise the Lord, 

Who hath redeemed thee by His blood ; 
Delivered thee from chains that bound, 
And brought thee to redemption ground. 

Redemption ground, the ground of peace! 
Redemption ground, oh, wondrous grace ! 
Here let our praise to God abound, 
Who saves as on redemption ground 1 
2 Once from my God I wandered far, 

And with His holy will made war 1 
But now my songs to God abound; 
I stand upon redemption ground. 

3 Oh, joyous hour, when God to me 
A vision gave of Calvary: 
M y bonds were loosed, my soul unbound, 
I sang OSOQ redemption ground. 

2 2 4 Tune—Old Hundred. L H . 
N o w let Thy power and blessing. Lord, 
Go forth with Thine own holy Word; 
Thy Gospel own, » a y dinners to 
Aroused, cauviacvd, a&d bxoucbt t* T h e e 



" S i n g forth the hoaonr of His N a m e " — P i a i m bcvt. ». 

2 2 5 Tune—Songs of Victory, 94-
i I HAVE a. song I love to sing. 

Since I have beeD redeemed. 
Of my Redeemer, Saviour, King, 

Since I have been redeemed. 
Since 1 . . . have been redeemed . . . 

I will glory in His name, 
Since I . . , have been redeemed . . . 

I will glory in the Saviour's n a m e 
t I have a Christ that satisfies, 

Since 1 have been redeemed, 
To do His will my highest prize, 

Since I have been redeemed. 
3 I have a Witness bright and clear* 

Since I have ^een redeemed, 
Dispelling every doubt and fear, 

Since I have been redeemed. 
4 I have a joy I can't express, 

Since I have been redeemed, 
AH thro' His blood and righteousness. 

Since I have been redeemed. 

2 2 6 Tune—Songs of Victory, tS, 
x C O M E sinners to the living One, 

He's just tbe same Jesus, 
As when He raised the widow's son, 

The very same Jesus. 
The very same Jesus, the wonder-work

ing Jesus. [same, 
Oh praise His Name, He 's just the 

The very same Jesus. 
a Come feast upon the living bread, 

As when the multitudes He fed. 

3 Come tell Him all-your griefs and fears, 
As when H e shed those loving tears, 

4 Then calm 'midst waves of trouble be, 
As when He hush'd the raging sea 

5 Some day our raptur'd eyes shall see. 
Oh blessed day for you and me I 

2 2 7 Tum-Hapf>y Day, No. I33> 
i O HOW can I praise the God of all grace, 

Who saved me and shewed me the light of 
Happy day 1 Happy day 1 [His face ; 
When Jesus my Saviour my sins washed away. 

s H e welcomed me in, forgave all my sin, 
Then gave me a place Hi-, bright Kingdom 

wi th in ; 
l And daily I prove how great is His love. 

As H e guides me in safety to glory ? W . 

2 2 8 TuHt—N*m Hymns and Solos, 3'-
i P R E A C H the gospel, sound it forth, 

Tell of free and full salvation ; 
Spread the tidings o'er the earth, 

Go to every tribe and nation. 
Spread the joyful tidings, in anthem and 

s to ry ; [the glory. 
Jesus hath redeemed us, oh give Him 

a Preach the gospel, make it clear, 
By the blood of Christ remission ; 

Give the message, make them hear— 
This alone is our commission. 

8 Preach the gospel as if God 
Sinners lost through yon were seeking, 

Preach redemption through the Blood ; 
Speak, as if the Lord were speaking. 

2 2 9 Turn—Salvation, No. y. 
t W H E N God in days of old to man, 

The way of life made known, 
H e taught H i s great redemption plan 

Was by shed blood alone. 
Redemption ! Redemption 1 

The blood of Christ doth bring, 
Redemption t Redemption ! 

My lips shall ever sing. 
9 When on the Cross the Saviour died, 

The ransom price was pa id ; 
And God to shew His heart's delight, 

H a t h raised Hiro from the dead. 
3 Exalted now at God's right hand, 

H e liveth evermore; 
And there His ransomed saints shall stand. 

To praise Him and adore. 

2 3 0 Tuno—Ckristian Choir, 47. 
1 G A T H E X them in ! for there is yet room 

At the feast that the King has spread ; 
O h gather them in 1 —let His house be filled 

And the hungry and poor be fed. 
Out in the highway, out in the byeway, 

Out in the dark paths of sin. 
Go forth, go forth with a loving heart, 

And gather the wand'rers m l 
5 Gather them in t for there yet is room ; 

But our hearts—how they throb with pain, 
To think of the many who slight the call 

Tha t may never be heard again. 
3 Gather them in I for there yet is room, 

T i s a message from God above; 
Oh gather them in to be saved by grace. 

Ajwi to taste of the Savknu 5 love. 



" Be ye reconciled to God "—i Cor. r. 30. 

231 Tune—New Hymns and Solas, SQ. 
1 " I T is finished I"* what a Gospel I 

Nothing has been left to do, 
Bm to take with grateful gladness 

What the Saviour did for you. 
I t Is finished, Hallelujah ! 
I t Is finished, Hallelujah ! 

Christ the work has fully done. Hallelujah I 
All who will may have their pardon 
Through the blood of God's dear Son. 

1 " It is finished I " what a Gospel ! 
Here each weary laden breast, 

That accepts God's great salvation, 
Enters into perfect rest. 

3 " I t is finished I" w hat a Gospei i 
Jesus died to save your soul; 

Have you taken His salvation? 
Have you let Him make you whole f 

232 Tune—New Hymns and Solas, 112. 
1 W H E R B will you spend Eterni ty? 

This question comes to you and me 1 
Tell me, what shall your answer be— 
Where will you spend Eternity ? 

Etern i ty! Eternity ! 
Where will you spend Eternity T 

1 Many are choosing Christ to-day, 
Turning from all their sins away ; 
Heaven shall their blessed portion be : 
Where will you spend Eternity ? 

3 Leaving the strait and narrow way, 
Going the downward road to-day ; 
What shall the final ending be— 
Where will you spend Eterni ty ? 

4 Turn, and believe this very hour, 
Trust in the Saviour's grace and power ; 
Then shall your joyous answer be, 
' ' Saved through a long Eternity !" 

Eternity I E te rn i ty ! 
Saved through a long Eternity. 

2 3 3 Tune—Christian Choi*-, 58. 7s 
1 SAVBD—for ever, saved to-day ! 

Let hell's ocean roar and shock ; 
I can smile at waves and spray 

From the everlasting Rock ; 
Oh this heavenly ecstasy! 

Glorious, infinite, Divine, 
What shall move or trouble me ' 

I am Christ 's, and H e is tain*. 

> Heaven wears a brighter hue, 
Ear th a robe of sweeter green, 

All around a happy hue, 
By my former eyes unseen. 

Brighter suns around me wheel, 
Brighter stars above me shine, 

Everywhere I only feel 
I am Christ's and He is mine. 

3 Sin, or death, or hell's alarm, 
Cannot shake my hallowed rest, 

I am in my Saviour's arms, 
I am on my Saviour's breast I 

Time, and earth, and heaven may flee, 
Fading suns for aye decline, 

But, to all Eternity, 
I am Christ's, and Christ is mine. 

2 3 4 Tune—Gospel Choir, 523. 
x W I L L your anchor hold in the storms of life, 

When the clouds unfold their wings of strife\ 
When the strong tides lift, and the cables 

strain, 
Will your anchor drift, or firm remain ? 

We have an anchor that keeps the soul 
Steadfast and sure while the billows roll, 
Fastened to the Rock which cannot move, 
Grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's 

love. 

2 Will your anchor hold in the straits of fear, 
When the breakers roar and the reef is near, 
When the surges rave and the wild winds blow 
Will the angry waves then your bark o'erflow? 

3 Will your anchor hold in the floods of death, 
When the waters cold chill your latest breath? 
On the rising tide you can never fail, 
While your anchor holds within the vail. 

4 Will your eyes behold thro' the morning light 
The city of gold and the harbour oright ? 
Will you anchor safe by the heavenly shore, 
When life's storms are past for evermore? 

2 3 5 Tune—Redemption Ground, No 13S. 
x God could not pass the sinner by, 

His sin demanded he should die ; 
Hut in the cross of Christ we see, 
How God can savtj yet righteous be. 

2 The sinner who on Christ believes, 
Forgiveness, life and joy receives, 
And pointing to His precious blood, 
Can sing " I t made my peace with God." 



" Reconciled to Qod by Use deatfl of His Son "—Rom. v. to. 

236 Two*—New Hyntw and Solas, g. 
i T i s a true and faithful saying, 

Jesus died for sinful men ; 
Though we've told the story often. 

We must tell it o'er again. 

Oh glad and glorious Gospel, 
With joy we now proclaim, 

A full and free salvation, 
Through faith in Jesus' name 

s He has made a full atonement, 
His atoning work is done ; 

He has glori6ed the Father, 
Who accepts us in His Sou. 

3 Still upon His hands the nail-print*. 
And the scars upon His brow : 

Our Redeemer, Lord, and Saviour, 
In the glory standeth now. 

4 But remember, this same Jesus 
In the clouds will come aga in ; 

And with Hirn His blood-bought people 
Evermore shall live and reign, 

2 3 7 Tun*—Gospel Choir, 488. 
1 O H what will you do with Jesus? 

The call comes low and sweet; 
And tenderly He bids you 

Your burdens lay at His feel. 
Oh soul, so sad and weary, 

That sweet voice speaks to t h e . 
Then what will you do with Jesus ! 

Oh what shall the answer be? 
What shall the answer be ? 
What shall the answer be ? 
What will you do with Jesus T 
Oh what shall the answer be? 

» Oh what will yon do with Jesus ? 
The call comes low and clear ; 

The solemn words are sounding 
In every listening ear ; 

Immortal life's in the question, 
And joy through Eternity : 

Then what will yea do with Jesus ? 
Oh what shall the answer be T 

2 3 8 Tune—Revival 8.7.4. 
1 W B have heard the wondrous tidings 

Of T h y grace in other climes ; 
And we pray that we may witness. 

Similar refreshing times. 
Lord, revive us, 

l a our own beloved land 

2 We have heard how young and aged, 
Deem their richest gain but loss : 

How the wealthiest and poorest 
Meet together at the Cross. 

Lord, revive us, 
In our own beloved land. 

3 We have heard how Jew and Gentile 
Flock to bear the Gospel's sound : 

How they yield to Christ the Saviour, 
Who by Satan's chains were bound. 

Lord, revive us, 
I In our own beloved land. 

^ i O c 7 Tune—New Hymns and Solos. 61. 
1 How do I know my sins forgiven ? 

My Saviour tells me so ! 
That now I am an heir of heaven? 

My Saviour iclls me so ! 
a By trusting Christ the witness came : 

My Saviour tells me so ! 
The pardon's free in Jesus' name: 

My Saviour tells me so I 
3 Believe, and thou slialt surely live : 

My Saviour tells me so ! 
The Spirit'* witness God will give : 

My Saviour tells me so ! 
4 Though rough the way, I 4ba.ll endure, 

My Saviour tells me so ! 
His sheep are ever kept secure ; 

My Saviour tells me so 1 
5 How do I know I'll live again? 

My Saviour tells me so ! 
With Christ in glory I shall rei^n? 

My Saviour tells me 50 I 

2 4 0 Tune—Evangelistic Hytnn Book, jf 
1 W H E N thy mortal life is fled. 

When the death-shade's o'er thee spread, 
When is finished thy career. 
Sinner, where wilt thou appear? 

a When the world has passed away. 
When draws near (he judgment day, 
When the awful t rump 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 Soon the Gospel's day will end, 
Grace no more its message send ; 
While :t lingers, sinner flee, 
Jesus still awaits for thee 

4ba.ll


" He condemnation to them which are In Christ —Rom, vllL i. 

241 Tune—Sengs of Victory, &. 

i WOKOROUS love of Jesus! spread the news 
around— 

Pardon freely offered, what a joyful sound 7 
Jesus, loving Saviour, died to set me free ; 
Ob that blessed 'Whosoever"—that means ma 

Pardon freely offered, all who will believe ; 
Whosoevei cometh Jesus will receive ; 
Jesus, loving Saviour, died to set us free: 
Hallelujah 1 'Whosoever '—that means me, 

t Whosoever means me better than my name, 
Anyone, everyone, is not that the same ? 
Believing is salvation, present, full, and free; 
Whosoever is the message—that means me. 

3 Whosoever cometh may the promise claim, 
Precious blood of Jesus cleanseth every stain. 
The Son of God has loved me, wonder can 

it be? _ t [me. 
'Whosoever, ' saith the Saviour—that means 

4 Do not trust your feelings, trust His Word 
alone, [atone. 

Prayers can never save you, tears cannot 
' Finished 1' cried the Saviour ; nothing now 

to do. [you. 
Come, believe this 'Whosoever'—that means 

2 4 2 Tunt—BtliovtSs Hymn Book, O*L 
I 1 L K F T it all with Jesus, long ago; 

All my sin I brought Him, and my woe : 
When by faith I saw Him on the tree, 
Heard His still small whisper , ' 'Tis for thee. 
From my heart the burden roll'd away— 

Happy day I 
t I Jeave it all with Jesus ; for H e knows 

How to steal the bitter from life's woe* ; 
How to gild the tear-drop with His smile, 
Make the desert garden bloom awhile ; 
When my weakness leaneth on His might, 

All seems light. 

3 I leave it all wfth Jesus, day by day ; 
Faith can firmly trust Him, come what may: 
Hope has dropp'd her anchor, found her rest, 
In the calm sure haven of HU breas t : 
I^ove esteems it heaven to abide 

At His side. 
4 Oh 1 leave It all with Jesus, drooping soul, 

Tell not half thy story, but the whole : 
Worlds on worlds are hanging on His hand, 
Life and death are waiting His command ; 
Yei Hi* tender bosom makes ik*a room -' 

Ob come home 

2 4 3 Tunt—Gosfitl Choir. iaS. 
t T H K day is swiftly Roing, 

Tbe night is drawing nigh— 
And still God's grace is flowing 

To aJj who hear the cry ! 
"Btkeid 1 stand at tks door and kw*ckj 

If any man hear My voice, and open tkt 
door, I tvii/ cams in tf hint, and will tuf 
with kim, and he xoiik Mt." 
a H e stands—the King of Glory, 

H e pleads, O heart, with thee, 
He tells the melting story, 

Of death on Calvary f 

3 H e came is early morning, 
In life's sweet op'ning Spring, 

And caird, as day was dawning, 
Thy heart to Him to bring I 

4 And now when night is falling, 
And dull and faint thine ear, 

Vet still in grace He's calling ; 
O sinner, list and hear ! 

244 Tune—Songs and Solos, 3S0-
i I PERL like singing all the time, 

My tears are wiped away ; 
For Jesus is a Friend of mine, 

I'll serve Him every day. 
I'll praise H i m ! praise Him! praise Him 

all the time ! [all the t ime! 
Praise H i m ' praise Him 1 I'll praise Him 

a When on the Cross my Lord I saw, 
Nailed there by sins of mine, 

Fast fell the burning tears ; but now 
I'm singing all the time. 

3 The wondrous story of the Lamb 
Tell with that voice of thine, 

Till others, with the glad new song, 
Go singing all the time, 

245 Tun*—Roontforjestts, No. 24. 
1 O N the cross the Saviour hanging, 

Bled and died for you and me ; 
Wondrous love 1 oh f who can know it, 

Boundless, priceless, full and free, 
a 0 , the precious blood of Jesus , 

How it fills my scul with peace. 
As I there behold Him dying, 

On the cross for my release. 
3 'Tis indeed a truth most precious, 

Tha t for sinners Jesus died. 
And that we have full remission 

Through a Saviour crucified 



" He that believeth not is condemned already "—John iti. 18. 

2 4 6 Tunt—Sengs of Victory, IJO. 
« T H E R E is a story sweet to bear, 

I love to tell it too ; 
I t nils my heart with hope and cheer, 

T i s old, yet ever new. 
T i s old , . . yet ever Ipew ; 

'Tis old . . . yet ever View, 
I know . . . I'm sure 'tis true, 
'Tis old, yet ever new, 

9 It tells me God's own Son came down 
From glory's throne, to die, 

Tha t I might live to wear a crown, 
And retgn with Him on high-

3 It says H e bore the Cross for me, 
And suffered in my place, 

Tha t I from sin might ransomed be, 
And praise Him for His grace. 

4 Oh wondrous love, so great, so vast, 
So boundless and so free ! 

Lord, at Thy feet myself I cas t : 
Myself I give to Thee. 

2 4 7 Tuno—S&ng of Victory, 473. 
i W H E N the trumpet of the Lord shall sound, 

And time shall be no more, 
And the morning breaks, eternal, bright and 
When the saved of earth shall gather [fair ; 

Over on the other shore, 
And the roll is called up yonder, I'll be there. 

When the roll is called up yonder, 
When the roll is called up yonder, I'll be there. 

i On that bright and cloudless morning 
When the dead in Christ shall rise, 

And the glory of His resurrection share ; 
When His chosen ones shall gather 

To their home beyond the skies, 
And the roll is called up yonder, I'll be there. 

3 AH who trust tn Christ the Saviour, 
Who for sinners bled and died, [bear. 

All their sins and all their judgment for to 
When the morn of glory breaks, 

And the saints are glorified, [there. 
And the roll is called up yonder, they'll be 

2 4 8 Turu—RtvrvaL 
x As the serpent raised by Moses, 

Heated the fiery serpent's bite, 
Jesus thus Himself discloses, 

To the wounded sinner's sight. 
Look to Jesus ! Look to Jesus I 
Look to Jesus Christ and live. 

8.7. 

2 Heat His gracious invitation— 
" I have life and peace to give, 

I have brought thee lull salvation, 
Sinner, look to Me, and live." 

3 'Tis not doing, 'tis not feeling, 
Earns or gives thee lite divine ; 

Look away to " J e s u s only," 
And the gift of God is thine. 

2 4 9 Tunt—Showort o/iUsting, No. « / . 
i C H R I S T is the Saviour of sinners, 

Christ is the Saviour for me ; 
Long I was chained in sin's darkne**, 

Now by His grace I am free. 
Saviour of sinners, 

Saviour of sinners like me, 
N o other Saviour but Jesus, 

H e is the Saviour for me. 
« Now I can say I am pardoned, 

Happy and justified, free. 
Saved by my blessed Redeemer, 

This is the Saviour for me 

3 Just as I was H e received me, 
Seeking from judgment to rleo. 

Now there is no condemnation, 
This is the Saviour for me. 

4 Soon shall the glory be dawning, 
Then when His face I shall *ea. 

Sing, shall my soul, in its gladness, 
This is the Saviour for me. 

2 5 0 Turn—Choral Praise, No 2. 
i JKSUS is waiting His grace to bestow, [snow." 

Sins u r e d like crimson," H e makes "white as 
Loving us feeely, His life-blood He gave, 
Blessed Redeemer t He's " mighty to save." 

Mighty to save . . . mighty to save, 
Jesus is mighty . . . to save. 

2 There on the Cross, as our surety H e stood, 
Paid as our ransom, His own precious blood, 
Then rose a Victor, o'er sin and the grave. 
Ever t r iumphant—" He 's mighty to save. ' 

3 Now in the glory, H e watts to impart, 
Life everlasting, and joy to the heart, 
Saved by His grace, every foe we shall brave. 
Trusting in Jesus—He's " m i g h t y to save." 

4 Soon is the day of His coming again, 
Then we shall see Him, and with Him shall 

reign. [the grave. 
" C h a n g e d " in a moment, or " r a i s e d ' from 
Glory to Jesus—He's " mighty to save, • 



u Christ died for the ungodly '—Rom. v. 6. 

2 5 1 Tune—Song.s and Solos, 564. 
1 I WAS once far away from the Saviour. 

As vile as a sinner could be, 
And I wondered if Christ the Redeemer 

Could save a poor sinner like me. 
• I wandered on in the darkaess, 

Not a ray of light could I see ; ^ 
And the thought filled my heart with sadness, 

There's no hope for a sinner like me. 
3 And then, in that dark lonely hour, 

A voice sweetly whispered to me, 
Saying, " Look unto Me !—I have power 

To save a poor sinner like thee." 
4 I then fully trusted in Jesus : 

And oh, how a joy came to me 1 
M y heart was filled with Ilia praises, 

For saving a sinner like me. 
3 N o longer in darkness I'm walking, 

The light is now shining on me ; 
And now unto others I'm telling. 

How H e saved a poor sinner like me, 
6 And when life's journey is over, 

And I the dear Saviour shall see, 
I'll praise Him for ever and ever, 

For saving a sinner like me. 

2 5 2 Tune—There is m Fountain, N§. Si. 
1 T H E K B is a fountain fill'd with blood, 

Drawn from Immannel's veins, 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood 

Lose all their guilty stains. 
I do believe, I will believe, 

Tha t Jesus died for me, 
Tha t on the cross He shed His blood, 

From sin to set me free. 
a The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his d a y ; 
And there havt I , though vile as he, 

Wash'd all my sins away. 

3 Dear dying Lamb, T h y precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 

Til! all the ransomed Church of God 
Be saved* to sin no more. 

4 E'er since by faith X saw the stream 
T h y wounds supplied for me, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall for ever be. 

5 Soon, in a nobler, sweeter song, 
I'll sing T h y power to save ; 

And with the heavenly blood-bought throng, 
M y palm of victory wave. 

2 5 3 Tune—New Hymns and Soles, 77. 
1 B E H O L D , behold the wondrous love, 

Tha t flows to man from God above, 
Through Christ, His only Son who gave 
His precious blood our souls to save 

AH praise and glory be onto Jesus, 
For He hath purchased a full salvation ; 
Behold, how wondrou> the proclamation, 

" Whosoever will may come !" 
2 Behold the Lamb of God who died, 

His wounded hands, His bleeding side : 
Now all may come, by sin opprest, 
And find in Him sweet peace and rest. 

3 Behold Him now exalted high 
Above the bright and starry sky ; 
Yet through His Woid H e calleth still 

" Come unto Me " whoever will. 

2 5 4 Tune—Hold the Fort, No. /«. 
r 1'VK cast my deadly doing down, 

Down at Jesus' feet; 
I stand in Him, and Him alone, 

Glorious and complete. 
Jesus died and paid it all, 

All to Him I owe ; 
And something either great or small, 

For love to Him I'll do. 
1 Legal work I've given over, 

Jesus is my a l l ; 
Sins that tasted sweet before, 

Upon my senses pall. 
3 'Twas my sins that nailed Him there, 

Mine that shed His blood ; 
Mine that pierced the bleeding side 

Of the Son of God. 
4 Now my life shall all be given 

To my risen Lord ! 
Doing all the way to heaven, 

Something in His word. 

2 5 5 Tune—New Stmgs and SoUs, SS. 
1 T O R N thee, O lost one, careworn and weary, 

Loj the good Shepherd is waiting to-day ; 
Seeking to save thee, waiting to bless thee : 

Haste to receive Him—no longer delay I 
Tenderly calling, patiently pleading, 

Hear the good Shepherd cailing to thee; 
Tenderly pleading, patiently calling, 

Lovingly saying, ' 'Come unto M e ! " 
a List to His message, hear the good tidings ' 

Sinless, yet bearing thy sins on the tree , 
Perfect remission, life everlasting, 

Through His atonement He offers to the*. 



" T h i s Man receiveth sinners"—Lake XT. 3. 

2 5 6 Tuns—Songs and Solas, 326. 
O H come, sinner, come ! 'tis mercy's ca l l ; 

Here at Jesus' feet I 
Oh come, and believing lay thy all 

Down at Jesus' feet. 
Oh, lay it down, lay it down, 
Lay thy weary burden down ; 
Oh, lay it down, lay it down, 

Down at Jesus' feet. 
s Oh come, and believing, find thy rest 

Here at Jesus' feet t 
Thy heart, with its heavy weight opprest, 

Lay at j esus ' feet 1 
3 Oh cornel where thy faith can make thee 

Here at Jesus' feet I [whole, 
Oh come, and thy weary troubled soul, 

Lay at Jesus ' feet. 

2 5 7 Tune—Sengs and Solas, 373. 
To God be the glory, great things H e hath done, 
So loved H e the world that H e gave us His Son, 
Who yielded His life an atonement for sin, 
And opened the Life Gate that all may go in. 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, let the 
world hear His voice, [people rejoice. 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, let His 
O come to the Father, thro' Jesus the Son, 
And give Him the glory, great things H e 

hath done, 
a O perfect redemption, the purchase of blood, 

To every believer the promise of God ; 
The vilest offender who truly believes, 
Tha t moment from Jesus a pardon receives. 

3 Great things He hath taught us, great things 
H e hath done, 

And great our rejoicing thro' J e s u s t h e Son ; 
But purer and higher, and richer will be 
Our praises and worship when Jesus we see. 

2 5 8 "Whosoever will.*' No. j$. 
x H A R K the glorious gospel, sounding far and 

wide, 
Sinner, do not perish, Christ was crucified ; 
Come and take salvation, life for evermore, 

Come and rest in Jesus' love. 
Trusting in the Saviour, resting in His word ; 
We are safe from judgment, through His 

precious blood; 
Happy blessed people, joyfully secure, 

Safe in Christ for evermore. 
i Simply trusting Jesus, none can trust in vain, 

Trembling doubting sinner, you may rest 
obtain : 

Lov« delights in giving, can yon stili refrainf 
C**»e and trow in Jfsus' lov«. 

259 Tun*—Yt Banks a-nd Brass, 
1 O H I can we be forgetful, Lord, 

Tha t Thou hast promised to return ?— 
Forgetful of Thy part ing word, 

As o'er Thine own Thy heart did yearn? 
Within Thy Father 's house are now, 

As then, those " many mansions " fair ; 
And " I will come again," saidst Thou, 

" I will Myself receive you there." 

3 Lord Jesus, we would keep Thy word, 
Expecting Thee from day to day ; 

I ts echoed music we have heard. 
In soothing sweetness o'er our way. 

One moment twinkling quick and bright, 
And we, caught upward through the air, 

Shall shine in Thy transcendent light, 
And e'en Thy heavenly image bear. 

3 Ah, yes 1 we shall be like Thee then, 
For we shall see Thee as Thou art, 

Thou fairer than the sons of men, 
Whose perfect love hath won our heart. 

T h y brow, once rudely wreathed with thorn, 
With circling glories shall be crowned ; 

It is Thine absence here we mourn, 
There all Thy presence-joys are found. 

260 Tune—Scats ivAa has. 
1 O N W A R D children of the day, 

Dauntless in the deadly fray, 
Charge the hostile loe's array, 

Bid the rebels flee. 
Girded by Almighty power, 
Faith behoids the tempest lower, 
Faith awaits the conflict hour, 

Sore of victory. 

2 Forward soldiers, brave and true, 
Christ the Lord hath need of you, 
Boldly all His bidding do, 

Who would faint or flee. 
Clad in armour of the light, 
Strengthen'd by the Spirit's might, 
Y« shall put the foe to flight, 

Firm your ranks shall be. 

3 Fight till ye possess the land, 
Not a foe shall 'gainst you stand, 
Shielded by the Lord's right hand, 

His salvation see. 
Sound the glory of His fame, 

Jesus evermore the same, 
Let the Saviour's peerless name, 

Now your war-song but. 



NEW HYMNS. 
* i 6 1 Tune—Songs of Triumph, No. 120. 
1 T H E R E ' S a song my heart is singing, 

In my soul its tones are ringing, 
Peace and rest and joy 'tis bringing; 

Jesus Christ has power to save. 
Sing it over and over again to me, 
In its wonderful, sweet simplicity; 
Tell it o ' e r . . the ocean wave, 
Jesus Chr is t . . has power to save I 

4 Oh, that song my soul is thrilling, 
Jesus saves the soul that 's willing, 
Precious truth my heart 'tis filling : 

Jesus Christ has power to save ! 
3 Sinner, come ! and now receive Him, 

Look to Jesus , and believe Him ; 
All your life and service give Him : 

Jesus Christ has power to save ! 

2 6 2 Tune—Gospel Choir, No. 117. 
1 D o you dream of the joys of life to come, 

As you scatter the seeds of sin ? 
Are you spurning the Cross that the Saviour 

bore, 
And yet hoping the crown to win? 
" B e not deceived ; God is not mock'd ; for 

whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also 
reap ." 

a Are you casting your seed to the sweeping 
As you follow the evil path ? [wind, 

Are you trusting the blossoms of hope to find, 
When the whirlwind shall come in wrath? 

I Are you sowing tares when the golden grain 
Should be springing to life and light ; 

When the harvest of souls shall be gather 'd in 
Will you shine as the stars of night? 

2 6 3 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E., Q02. 
1 My hope is built on nothing less 

Than Jesus* blood and righteousness ; 
I dare not trust the sweetest frame, 
But wholly lean on Jesus ' Name. 

On Christ the sulid Rock I stand, 
All other ground is sinking sand. 

2 When darkness seems to veil His face, 
I rest on His unchanging grace ; 
In every high and stormy gale, 
My anchor holds within the veil. 

3 His oath, His covenant, and blood, 
Support me in the 'whelming flood ; 

. When all around my soul gives way, 
He then is all my Hope and Stay. 

2 6 4 Tune—Songs of Victory, 60. 
1 O N the cross of Calvary 

Jesus died for you and me, 
There He shed His precious blood, 

That from sin we might be free. 
There was full atonement made, 
There my heavy debt was paid, 
It was for me that Jesus died, 

On the cross of Calvary. 
O Calvary 1 O Calvary ' 
I t was for me that Jesus died, 
On the cross of Calvary. 

2 Clouds and darkness veil'd the sky, 
When the Lord was crucified, 

" I t is finish'd," was His cry, 
When H e bow'd His head, and died. 

Hallelujah, let us raise 
Songs of triumph and of praise, 
I t was for me that Jesus died, 

On the cross of Calvary. 
3 'Twas that wondrous, wondrous love, 

Brought me down at Jesus' feet, 
All its fulness we may prove 

In a sacrifice complete. 
Here I give myself to Thee, 
Soul and body Thine to be, 
It was for me Thy blood was shed, 

On the cross of Calvary. 
2 6 5 Tune—Songs 0/ Triumph, No. 59. 
1 Come away to Jesus ; fie is willing to forgive 

His love will shine around you, every moment 
that you live ; 

You will find Him good and true, the pilgrim 
journey thro*, 

He'l l do better for you than this world can do. 
He'll do better for you than this world can 

do, [ t rue ; 
He 's a mighty Saviour, He is goo<! and 
He'll save you by His grace, until you see 

His face, _ [do 
He'll do better for you than this world can 

2 Come away to Jesus ; let illusive trifles go, 
For everlasting blessing He is able to bestow; 
He'll answer when you pray, He'll keep you 

all the way. 
Lead you up and onward to His perfect day. 

3 Come away to Jesus ; from your earthly idols 
part, 

And take His great salvation, for it satisfies 
the hea r t ; [new, 

He'l l open to your view, His treasures, ever 
He'll do better for you than this world can do. 



I, the Lord, am thy Saviour"—Isa. lx. 16. 

2 6 6 Tune—Songs of Triumph, No. 65. 
1 O SWEET is the story of Jesus, 

The wonderful Saviour of men, 
"Who suffered and died for the sinner— 

I'll tell it again and again! 
O won - - derful, wonderful sto - - ry, 
The dear - - est that ever was to ld , . . 

I'll repeat it in glo - - ry, 
The wonderful sto - - ry, 

Where I . .shall His beauty behold. . . 
2 H e came from the brightest of glory ; 

His blood as a ransom H e gave, 
To purchase eternal redemption, 

And O, H e is mighty to save ! 
3 His mercy flows on like a river, 

His love is unmeasured and free ; 
His grace is for ever sufficient, 

I t reaches and purifies me. 

2 6 1 Tune—New Hytns and Solos\ No. f. 
1 C H R I S T has for sin atonement made— 

What a wonderful Saviour 1 
We are redeemed ! the price is paid 1 

What a wonderful Saviour! 
What a wonderful Saviour is Jesus, my Jesus 1 
What a wonderful Saviour is Jesus, my Lord! 
2 I praise Him for the cleansing blood, 

That reconcil'd my soul to God. 
3 H e dwells within me day by day, 

And keeps me trusting all the way. 
4 He gives me overcoming power, 

And triumph in each conflict hour. 
5 To Him I'd live with all my hear t ; 

The world should never share a part. 

2 6 8 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E., No. 440. 
1 A BLESSING for you—will you take it ? 

Choose ye to-day ; 
A word from the heart—will you speak it? 

Choose ye to-day : 
Will you believe, or your Saviour neglect? 
Will you receive, or His mercy reject? 
Pause ere you answer, oh, pause and reflect— 

Choose ye to-day. 
; A death to be feared—will you fear it? 

Choose ye to-day ; 
A voice that invites—will you hear it? 

Choose ye to-day ; 
Straight is the portal and narrow the way; 
Enter, dear soul, and be saved while you may; 
Think what may hang on a moment's delay— 

Choose ye to-day. 

2 6 9 Tune—Songs and Solos, R .E. No. 193. 

1 L I F E at best is very brief, 
Like the falling of a leaf, 
Like the binding of a sheaf, 

Be in time. 
Fleeting days are telling fast 
Tha t the die will soon be cast, 
And the fatal line he passed, 

Be in time. 

Be in time, be in time, 
While the voice of Jesus calls you. 

Be in time. 
If in sin you longer waii, 
You may find no open gate, 
And your cry be just too late, 

Be in time. 

1 Fairest flowers soon decay, 
Youth and beauty pass away, 
Oh, you have not long to stay, 

Be in time. 
While God's Spirit bids you come. 
Sinner, do not longer roam, 
Lest you seal your hopeless doom, 

Be in time. 

3 Time is gliding swiftly by, 
Death and judgment draweth nigh, 
To the arms of Jesus fly, 

Be in time. 
Come fiom darkness into day. 
Come to Christ who is the way, 
Then you'll start for heaven to-day, 

Be in time. 

2 T 0 Tune—The Sweet by and bye. 

1 I HAVE heard of the Saviour's love, 
And a wonderful love it must be ; 

But did He come down from above. 
Out of love and compassion for j?te ? 

'Twas for me. .Yes for me, 
Tha t He suffered and bled on the tree ; 

'Twas for me. .Yes for me, 
That H e suffered on Calvary tree. 

2 I have heard how H e suffered and bled, 
How He languished and died on the tree ; 

But then is it anywhere said, 
Thas H e languished and suffered for me? 

3 I've been told of a heaven on high, 
Which the children of God soon will sae ; 

But is there a place in the sky 
Made ready and furnished ftr me f 



' B e s i d e Me, there is no Saviour"—Isa. xliii. n . 

2 7 1 Tune—Sengs of Triumph, No. 67. 

1 T H E R E ' S not a friend like the lowly Jesus, 
No, not one 1 no, not one ! 

None else could heal all our soul's diseases, 
No, not one ! no, not one ! 

Jesus knows all about our struggles, 
H e will guide till the day is done. 

There's not a friend like the lowly Jesus, 
No, not one ! no, not one ! 

2 No friend like Him is so high and holy, 
No, not one \ no, not one t 

And yet no friend is so meek and lowly, 
No, not one ! no, not one ! 

3 There's not an hour that H e is not near us, 
No, not one t no, not one ! 

N o night so dark but His love can cheer us, 
No, not one ! no, not one 1 

4 Did ever saint find this Friend forsake him ? 
N o , not one ! no, not one ! 

Or sinner come, and H e would not take him? 
No, not one 1 no, not one ! 

2 7 2 Tune—Christian Choir, No. 134, 

1 SOME day the silver cord will break, 
And I no more as now shall s ing : 

But oh, the joy when I shall wake 
Within the palace of the King ! 

And I shall see . . H im face to face, 
And tell the story—Saved by grace ; 
And I shall see . . Him face to face, 
And tell the story—Saved by grace. 

a Som^ day my earthly house will fall, 
1 cannot tell how soon 'twill be ; 

But this I know—my All in all 
Has now a place in heaven for me. 

3 Some day, when fades the golden sun 
Beneath the rosy-tinted west, 

My blessed Lord shall say, " W e l l done!" 
And I shall enter into rest. 

4 Some day ; till then I'll watch and wait— 
My lamp all trimmed and burning br ight-

And when my Saviour opes the gate, 
I'll rise with joy and take my flight 

2 7 3 Tune—Songs and Solos, K. E. No. 650. 
1 T H E R E is joy in heaven, there is joy to-day, 

For a soul returning from the wild ; 
See ! the Father meets him out upon the way, 

Welcoming His weary, wandering child. 
Glory, glory, now the angels sing, 
Glory, glory, now the loud harps ring, 
'Tis the ransomed army, like a mighty *ea 
Pealing forth their praises, Lord, to Thee 

2 There is joy in heaven, there is joy to-day, 
For the wanderer now is reconciled ; 

Yes, a soul is rescued from his sinful way, 
And is born anew a ransomed child. 

3 There is joy in heaven, there is joy to-day, 
Angels swell the glad triumphant strain, 

Tell the joyful tidings, bear it far away, 
For a precious soul is " born again." 

2 7 4 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E. No. got. 
1 I HAVE been at the altar and witnessed the 

Burnt wholly to ashes for me ; [Lamb 
And watched its sweet savour ascending on 

Accepted, O Father, by Thee. [high, 
2 And lo : while I %^z.<t& at the glorious sight, 

A voice from above reached mine ears : 
" By this thine iniquity's taken away, 

And no trace of it on thee appears. 
3 " An end of thy sin has been made for thee 

By Him who its penalty bore, [here, 
With blood it is blotted eternally out, 

And I will not remember it more." 
4 O Lord, I believe it, with wonder and j o y -

Confirm Thou this precious belief; 
While daily I learn that I am, in myself, 

Of sinners the vilest and chief. 

2 7 5 Tune—Just as I am. 
1 J U S T as thou art—without one trace 

Of love, or joy, or inward grace, 
Or meetness for the heavenly place— 

O guilty sinner, come 
2 Burden'd with guilt, wouldst thou be blest ? 

Trust not the world—it give? no rest ; 
Christ brings relief to hearts opprest— 

O zvectry sinner, come. 
3 Come, leave *hy burden at the cross ; 

Count all thy gains but empty dross : 
My giace repays all earthly loss— 

O needy sinner, come. 
4 Come, hither bring thy boding fears, 

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

O trembling sinner, come. 



' N o m a n can s e r v e t w o m a s t e r s " — M a t t vi. 24. 

2 7 6 Tunc—Songs and Soles, R.E. No.439. 

1 W H E R E will you spend Eternity— 
Those years that have no end ? 

Will it be in that better land? 
Will it be at God's right hand? 
Will it be with the angel band? 

The angel band ? 

Lternity, Eternity— 
Where will you spend Eternity? 

2 Where will you spend Eternity— 
Those ye.irs that have no end? 

Will it be where the ransom'd sing? 
Will it be with the glorious King? 
What a sublime and solemn thing ! 

A solemn thing ! 

5 Where will you spend Eternity ? 
Those years that have no end ? 

Will it be in the outer gloom ? 
Hearing the Christ-rejecter's doom ! 
Hearing the sentence—No more room ? 

N o more room? 

2 7 7 Tune—Songs of Victory, 80. 

1 W E L L you come, will you come, with your 
poor broken heart 

Burdened and sin oppress'dV 
'Twas to save such as you that the Saviour, 

Jesus will give you rest. 

O happy rest, sweet happy rest, 
Jesus will give you r e s t ; . . . . 

Oh ! why won't you come, in simple, 
trusting faith? 

Jesus will give you rest. 

2 Will you come, will you come ? there is mercy 
for you, 

Balm tor your aching breast ; [Name. 
Only come as you are and believe on His 

Jesus will give you rest. 

3 Will you come, will you come ? you have 
nothing to pay, 

Jesus, who loves you best, 
By His death on the cross purchas'd life for 

ycur soul ; 
Jesus will give you re s t 

2 7 8 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E., 476. 
1 L O R D Jesus, Thou for me did'st die, 

For me wast lifted up on high, 
And Thou hast brought salvation nigh ; 

Now take me as I am ! 
Oh, take me as I am I 
Oh, take me as I am ! 

My only plea—Christ died for me ! 
Ob, take me as I am \ 

2 Helpless I am, and full of guilt, 
But yet for me Thy blood w,v spilt, 
And thou canst save me, and Thou wil t ; 

Oh, take me as I am ! 
3 No preparation can I make, 

My best resolves I only brake ; 
Oh, save me for Thine own Name's sake. 

And take me as I am ! 

2 7 9 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E., 882. 
1 And will the Judge descend ? 

And must the dead arise ? 
And not a single soul escape 

His all-discerning eyes ? 
2 How will the sinner stand 

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 gentle voice, 

What joyful tidings spread ! 
4 O sinner, claim His grace, 

Who.se wratli thou canst not bear; 
Fly to the shelter of His Cross, 

And find salvation there ! 

2 8 0 Tune—Songs and Solos% R.E., No. 12Q 
1 C A N any say, " I do believe 

On God's beloved Son, 
And trust my soul's salvation on 

What He in love has done"? 
Yes, I can say, I do believe, &c. 

2 Can any say, " M y soul is saved 
From judgment, death, and hel l ; 

That Christ is mine, that I ere long 
With Him above shall dwell"? 

Yes, I can say, my soul is saved, &c. 
3 Can any say, " My heart is fixed 

Nor longer wants to roam 
'Mid scenes of vice and vanity, 

Where peace can never come"? 
Yes, I can say, my heart is fixed, & c 

Who.se


" Choose you this day whom y e will serve"—Josh. xxlv. 15. 

2 3 1 Tune—Songs 0/Victory. 

1 I HEARD of a Saviour, whose love was sogreat, 
Tha t He laid down His life on the t ree ; 

The thorns they were placed on His beautiful 
When He died for a rebel like me. [brow, 

H e died for a rebel like me, like me, 
He died for a rebel like me, like me, 

The thorns they were placed on His beautiful 
brow, 

When H e died for a rebel like me. 

2 They tell me He wept over sinners one day, 
Saying, " Oh, that your Saviour you knew ; 

How oft would I gather you under my wing, 
And pardon poor rebels like you." 

3 Oh, that love so amazing, it broke my hard 
heart, 

And brought me, Lord Jesus, to Thee ; 
And I know when I came, Thou did'st not 

cast me out, 
But pardoned a rebel like me. 

4 Oh, 'tis true, for lost sinners of all kinds H e 
And you H e will not cast away ; [saves, 

He waits in His mercy, sweet peace to bestow, 
So come to the Saviour to-day. 

2 3 2 Tune—Songs of Victory, $76. 

1 C O M E , sinners, behold what Jesus hath done, 
Behold how H e suffered for thee : 

They crucified Him, God's innocent Son, 
forsaken, H e died on the tree t 

They crucified Him, they crucified Him, 
They nailed Him to the tree, 

And so there H e died, a King crucified, 
T o save a poor sinner like me—like me. 

2 From heaven He came, H e loved you—He 
Such love as His never was known ; [died: 

Behold, on the cross your Lord crucified, 
To make you an heir to His throne. 

4 There is nothing to do, for all has been done, 
Just simply on Christ to believe ; 

And God has declared all who trust in the Son, 
The life everlasting receive. 

2 8 3 Tune—Songs 0/Victory, No. 99. 

1 G O D loved the world so tenderly, 
His only Son He gave, 

That all who on His name believe, 
I ts wondrous pow'r will save. 

For God so loved the world that He gave 
His only Son, 

That whosoever believeth in Him 
Should not perish, but have everlasting 

life. 

2 Oh, love that only God can feel, 
And only H e can show ! 

Its height and depth, its length and breadth, 
Nor heav'n nor earth can know! 

3 Why perish, then, since Jesus died? 
Why slight the gracious call? 

Why turn from Him whose words proclaim 
Eternal life to all ? 

4 O Saviour, melt these hardened hearts, 
And teach them to believe 

That whosoever comes to Thee 
Shall endless life receive. 

2 3 4 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E.,381. 

1 O N C E again the Gospel message, 
From the Saviour you have heard; 

Will you heed the invitation ? 
Will you turn unto the Lord? 

Come believing!.. come believing I . . 
Come to Jesus 1 look and live ! . . 

Come believing!.. come believing 1.. 
Come to Jesus 1 look and. live 1.. 

2 Many summers you have wasted, 
Ripened harvests you have seen, 

Winter snows by Spring have melted : 
Yet you linger in your sin I 

3 Cease of fitness to be thinking ; 
Do no longer try to " f e e l " ; 

I t is trusting, and not /celing, 
That will give the Spirit's seal. 

4 Let your will to God be given, 
Trust in Christ's atoning blood ; 

Look to Jesus now in heaven, 
Rest on God's unchanging Word 



' I t is God t h a t jus t i f ie th"—Rom. viii. 23. 

2 8 5 Tune—Songs and Solos, R,E. N0.316. 

i COURAGE, brother ! do not stumble, 
Though thy path be dark as n igh t ; 

There's a star to guide the humble ; 
" Trust in God, and do the right." 

2 Let the road be rough and dreary, 
And its end far out of sight, 

F,oot it bravely ! strong or weary ; 
Trust in God, and do the right. 

3 Perish policy and cunning ! 
Perish all that fears the l ight! 

Whether losing, whether winning, 
Trust in God, and do the right. 

4 Some will hate thee, some will love thee, 
Some will flatter, some will slight; 

Cease from man, and look above thee— 
Trust in God, and do the right. 

2 8 6 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E. No. jy. 

1 The love of God to sinful men 
Surpasses human thought ; 

The giving of His only Son, 
His greatest wonder wrought. 

O, 'twas love, 'twas wondrous love. 
The love of God to me ; 

It brought my Saviour from above, 
To die on Calvary. 

z Though of the world by sin undone, 
I claim His gift as mine, 

Believing on the Son of God, 
I HAVE the life Divine. 

3 And now my daily work I find 
In telling of that love, 

And pointing others to the way 
That leads to heaven above. 

2 8 1 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E. No. 4.42. 

1 T H E door is still open, wide, wide open still, 
The door of sal vation, come enter ' ' who will;'' 

No price is demanded, 'tis open and free, 
And none, who would enter, rejected will be. 

2 Stay not till to-morrow, it never may come ; 
Kow, now is the moment, Now, now there 

is room ! 
The door of salvation is open and free ; 

* Poor, lost, ruined sinner, 'tis open for thee! 

2 8 8 Tune—Musical Leaflet. 

1 T H E R E S a firm sheltering Rock and a strong 
fortress tower, 

Where the weary and weak can renew failing 
power; [fly, 

Where the tempted and care-laden spirit may 
I'm sheltered in the Rock that is higherthan I. 
Sheltered in the Rock, sheltered in the Rock, 
Sheltered in the Rock that is higher than I. 

2 Tis the refuge of rest through the conflicts 
of life ; [the strife ; 

'Tis the calm of the soul when dismayed in 
'Tis the source of salvation that stream 

never dry, 
I'm sheltered in the Rock that is higher than I. 

3 'Tis my comfort and stay, my deliverer and 
joy, [that annoy, 

When the heart is o'erwhelmed with the ills 
When the fierce-sweeping tempest of judg

ment is nigh, 
I'm sheltered in the Rock that is higher than I. 

2 8 9 Tunc—Songs and Solos,R.E., No jgS 

1 N O T saved are we by trying, 
From self can come no aid ; 

'Tis on the blood relying, 
Once for our ransom paid. 

'Tis looking unto Jesus, 
The holy One and just : 

'Tis His great work that saves us— 
It is not Try, but T r u s t ! 

I t is not Try, but Trust 1 
I t is not Try, hut Trus t ! 

'Tis His great work that saves us— 
It is not Try, but Trust 1 

2 'Twas vain for Israel bitten 
P>y serpents, on their way, 

To look to their own doing, 
That awful plague to s t ay : 

The only means for healing, 
When humbled in the dust, 

Was of the Lord's r e v e a l i n g -
It was not Try, but Trus t ! 

3 No deeds of ours are needed 
To make Christ's merit more ; 

No frames of mind, or feelings, 
Can add to His great store ; 

'Tis simply to receive Him, 
The holy One and j u s t ; 

'Tis only to believe Him— 
It is not Try, but Trus t ! 



" A l l t h a t be l ieve a r e justified —Acts xiii. 39. 

2 9 0 Tune—Songs and Solos, R.E., No,32 
1 S E E the Saviour ! Sinners slew Him, 

Yet for sinners H e was slain ; 
Sinners now are welcome to Him ; 

Such compose t h e Saviour's train : 
Sinners, ransom'd by His bloud ! 

Sinners, reconcil'd to God ! 
2 See the holy victim suff'ring, 

Suffering on the cross for you 1 
Here's an all-sufficient offering ; 

O believe the record t r u e : 
See the Lamb for sinners slain ; 

Ev ' ry other hope is vain. 
j "Tis a true and faithful saying,— 

Jesus came to save the lost ; 
Grace and truth at once displaying, 

God the Saviour, true and just, 
Sinners, hear His gracious voice, 

In His saving work rejoice. 

2 9 1 -Tune—Songs 0/ Triumph, No, 136. 
i W O U L D you be free from your burden of sin? 

There's power in the blood ; 
Would you o'er evil a victory win, 

There's wonderful power in the blood. 
There is pow'r, . . pow'r, wonder-working power, 

In the blood -. of the L a m b , . . 
There is pow'r. .pow'r, wonder-working pow'r, 

In the precious blood of the Lamb. 
2 Would you be free from your passion and 

pride ? 
There 's power in the blood ; 

Come for your cleansing to Calvary' tide, 
There's wonderful power in the blood. 

3 Would you be whiter, much whiter than snow'' 
There's power in the blood ; 

Sin stains are lost in its life-giving flow, 
There's wonder'ul power in the blood. 

2 9 2 Tune—At the doss. 
1 1 DO not work my soul to save, 

For that my Lord has done ; 
But I would work like any slave, 

From love to God's dear Son. 
2 H e gave Himself upon the Cross 

A sacrifice for me ; 
And God accepts what H e has done, 

To save and pardon me. 
3 His precious blood has cleansed my soul, 

M y sins are all forgiven ; 
And now I long to see His face, 

And serve Him more in heaven. 

293 Tunt—Art thou weary ? 
1 I AM coming, simply coming, 

Saviour unto Thee ; 
Sinful, lost, and sin deserving, 

Save Thou me ! 
2 Nothing of my own / bring Thee, 

This my only plea— 
Thou hast died for guilty sinners. 

Died for me. 

3 Thou alone .shall be my Saviour, 
Thou my only Lord, 

May T h y grace still keep me cleaving 
To Thy Word. 

2 9 4 Tune—Songs and Solos; No. 4t7-
1 I KNOW I love Thee better, Lord, 

Than any earthly joy, 
For Thou hast given me the peace 

Which nothing can destroy. 

The half has never yet been told, 
Of love so full and free ; 

The half has never yet been told, 
The blood —it cleanseth me. 

2 I know that Thou art nearer still 
Than any earthly throng, 

And sweeter is the thought of Thes 
Than any lovely song. 

3 Thou .hast put gladness in my heart ; 
Then well may 1 be glad! 

Without the secret of Thy love 
1 could not but be sad. 

2 9 5 Time—Songs of Trium/A, No. 9. 
1 I READ that whosoever 

May from wrath flee; 
God will reject me never, 

For that means me. 

For that means me, 
Yes, that means me 
When I read " whosoever," 
Then that means me. 

2 His blood is efficacious, 
H i s love is free ; 

To sinners H e is gracious, 
And that means me. 

3 Christ died for ev'ry nation, 
On Calv'ry*s tree ; 

H e died for our salvation, 
And that means me. 



" Alive unto God t h r o u g h J e s u s Chr i s t "—Rom. vi, n . 

2 9 6 Tune—Scotch Air, Edinburgh Town. 
i T H E warl' bauds oot its joys : 

Its wee bit tinsel toys : 
Ami tries its best, tae captivate and please us ; 

Bui to me its a' in vain, 
Sin ne'er can charm again, 

For a' my hope, and a' my trust's in Jesus. 
Jesus ! Jesus! o'er land and sea 
There's nane tae me like Jesus, 
For He's ta'en my sins awa' 
And He's washed me white as snaw— 

And a' my nope and a my trust's in Jesus. 

2 The flo'ers that smell sae sweet, 
A' wither at oor feet; 

The men's we lo'e sae weel, they dee and leave 
But glory tae His Name, fus ; 
There's ane whae's aye the same, 

He never dees : He never leaves : its Jesus. 
3 We'll work till day is dune, 

For nicht comes on fu' sune ; 
Nae mair the things o' earth will vex and grieve 

In Htm we'll fa' asleep [us; 
And rest, nae mair tae weep, 

And there for aye, in bliss, we'll be wi' Jesus. 
2 9 7 Tune—Scatck Air, The Auld House. 
r O U R souls are stained in crimson guilt, 

That nane can tak' awa'; 
But through the blood o' Jesus spilt, 

Are made as white as snaw : 
The angels that suroou' the throne, 

Wha' never sinned ava, 
Can boast nae whiter robe than mine, 

That 's made as white as snaw. 
He made me white as snaw, 
He made me white as snaw, 
The blood o' Jesus Christ the Lord. 
Has made me white as snaw. 

2 The proud, self-righteous Pharisee, 
Wha' on God s Name did ca', 

Made boast o' a' that he could dae, 
And hoo he kept the law ! 

But He that took the sinner's place, 
Brocht nae sic plea ava, 

His hope was in the sovereign grace, 
Tha t washes white as snaw. 

3 The blood that reached the dying thief, 
And took his sins awa', 

That cleansed the man o' sinners chief, 
Though zealous o' the law ! 

Its virtues we will still proclaim 
To sinners great and sma', 

And praise the power o' Jesus Name, 
That makes us white as snaw. 

2 9 8 Tune—Songs andSoios, R.E., Ao.s/J j 

i T H E righteous wrath of God, 
Revealed on earth from heaven, 

Against the sin of godless men, 
Unjust and unforgiven. 

2 Tha t wrath, though long delayed, 
Shall swiftly, surely fall 

With awful vengeance, on the heads 
Of all who spurn His call. 

3 In grace God bids you " f l ee" 
To Christ, the Refuge sure, 

Who once for us as Surety stood, 
And did God's wrath endure. 

i Naught have I gotten, but what I received ; ' 
Grace has bestowed it since I believed ; 
Boasting excluded, pride I abase, 
I'm only a sinner, saved by grace. 

Only a sinner, saved by grace, 
Only a sinner, saved by grace, 

Thi-. is my story, .to God be the glory, 
I'm only a sinner, saved by grace. 

2 Once I was foolish, and sin ruled my heart ; 
Causing my footsteps from God to depar t ; 
Jesus has found me, happy my case, 
I'm only a sinner, saved by grace. 

3 Suffer a sinner, whose heart o'erflows, 
Loving his Saviour, to tell what he knows ; 
Once more to tell it, would I embrace, 
I'm only a sinner, saved by grace. 

i A L L hail the power of Jesus' Name ; 
Let angels prostrate fall; 

Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown Him Lord of a l l ! 

2 As sinners saved of Adam's race, 
And rescued from the fall, 

We sing the glories of His grace, 
And crown Him Lord of a l l ! 

3 Soon every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 

To Him shall majesty ascribe, 
And crown Him Lord of a l l ! 

4 Through grace, with yonder heav'nly throng, 
We at His feet shall fall ; 

Join in the everlasting song, 
And crown Him Lord of all / 

2 9 9 Tune—Musical Leaflet, 

3 0 0 Tune—Diadem. 



GOSPEL CHORUSES and MARCHES 
For Open-air Work, Strut Marches, Testimony Meetings, etc, where a single 

verse between Addresses is often sufficient. 

You never can tell when the death bell'! 
sounding, 

Never can tell when the end may be ; 
I 'm on my way to the heavenly city, 

Come and be saved, and go with me. 

Hallelujah, hallelujah, 
Hallelujah for the Cross ; 

Hallelujah, hallelujah, 
I t must never suffer loss. 

Tr im your lamps and be ready, 
Trim your lamps and be ready, 

Trim your lamps and be ready 
For the midnight cry. 

Christ is all, yes, all in all, 
Oh, Christ is all in a l l ; 

Christ is all, yes, all in all, 
Oh, Christ is all in all. 

Meet me there, 
O meet me there, 
At the dawning of the morning 

Bright and fair, 
Meet me there, 
0 meet me there, 
In the land beyond the river, 

Meet me there. 
Jesus is calling, Jesus is calling, 

W h y dost thou linger, why tarry away ; 
Come to Him quickly, say to Him gladly, 

Lord, I am coming, coming to-day. 

0 the blood, the precious blood 
That Jesus shed for me, 

Upon the Cross in crimson flood, 
Just now by faith I see. 

This is my story, this is my song, 
Praising my Saviour, all the day long ; 
This is my story, this is my song, 
Telling of Jesus, all the day long. 

X am trusting, 
Trusting only Tk*t; 
1 am trusting, trusting ; 
Trusting only Thee. 

I 'm redeemed, I'm redeemed 
By the blood of the Lamb that was slain ; 
I'm redeemed, I 'm redeemed, 
Halleluiah to God and the t-amb. 

He ' s coming, He 's coming, 
He's coming to take His people home 

He 's coming, He's coming, 
T o take His people home. 

We'll stem the storm, it wont be long, 
We'll anchor by-and-by 
In the haven of eternal rest, 
With Jesus ever nigh. 

Hallelujah ! to the Lamb, 
Who was slain upon Calvary ; 
Hallelujah 1 Hallelujah! Hallelujah 1 

Amen. 

Tell it again, tell it again, 
Salvation's story repeat o'er and o'er, 

Till none can say of the children of men, 
Nobody ever has told me before. 

0 the Lamb, the bleeding Lamb, 
The Lamb upon Calvary; 
The Lamb that was slain, ba t liveth again, 
To intercede for me. 

Believe, and you'll be saved, 
The promise takes thee in ; 

The Saviour see, H e died for thee, 
The promise takes thee in. 

Jesus paid it all, 
All to Him I owe ; 

Sin had left a crimson stain. 
H e washed it white as snow. 

1 am trusting, Lord, in Thee, 
Blessed Lamb of Calvary ; 
Lowly at Thy feet 1 bow, 
Jesus saves me, saves me now, 

We'll work till Jesus comes, 
We'll work till Jesus comes, 
Then we'll be gathered home. 

Will you be ready when the Bridegroom 
comes, [comes, 

Will you be ready when the Bridegroom 
Will your lamp be trimmed and bright, 
Be it morning, noon or night, 

Will you be ready when the Bridegroom 



INDEX. 

A ruler once came 
Ai-bove the waves 
Again the blessed 
All the people's sins 
Almost persuaded 
Around Thy grave 
As the serpent 
Assembled here . . 
Awake my soul . . 

O e b o l d a stranger 
O e h o l d > behold 
Behold Me standing 
Behold the Lamb 
Behold the wondrous 
Behold, what love I 
Bitten by the fiery 
Blow ye the trumpet 

/~*all them in . . 
V»/an you count me 
Christ has done . . 
Christ is the Saviour 
Christ, the Lord, is 
Come, anxious sinner 
Come away, 0 ye 
Come, every soul 
Come 1 hear the gospel 
Come, sing the Gospel 
Come, sinner, come 1 
Come, sinner, to the 
Come, sinners, to the 
Come, sing my soul 
Come, 'tis Jesus, 
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Come to Jesus - • 44 
Come to the Saviour . . 140 
Come, weary., anxious . . 64 
Come, ye sinners . . 98 

Dear Shepherd -. 187 

isciples of Jesus , 193 
Down from the glory . . 213 

F ? ternity 1 . . 100 

Faint not, Christian . . 185 

aith is not what . . 33 
Far, far away . . 2 1 5 
From Greenland's Icy . . 118 

G ather them in .. 330 

lory be to God . . 149 
God could not pass . . 235 
God in mercy . , . - 3 7 
God loved the world . , 15 
God says today . . 174 
God so loved the world 130 

H ark, hark, hark[ . . 147 

ark, hark I hear the 179 
Hark, bark \ it is the . . 181 
Hark 1 how the Gospel 155 
Hark, sinner . . .. 124 
Hark, the glorious . . 258 
Hark the Gospel news 51 
Hark I the Saviour's . . 26 
Hark 1 the voioa . . 97 

Hast thou said) 
Have ye counted ? 
Have you any room? 
Have you trusted t 
He comes, He comes 
He is coming 
Himself He could not 
How do 1 know . . 
How good is the God 
How many sinners 
How solemn are 

T am looking 
A am so glad . . 
I am trusting Thee 
I feel like singing 
I have a song 
I have seen the Cross 
I hear the words 
I hear Thy welcomt 
I heard the voice 
I know not why . . 
I know there's a bright 
I left it all 
I'm a pilgrim 
In the harvest field 
I once was a stranger 
I once was bound 
J was once far . . 
I will not work . . 
I will sing 
I will sing the wondrou 
It is finished . % 
It is the blood . . 
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HYMNS for "SPECIAL SERVICES" and 
APPENDIX TO THE EVANGELISTIC HYMN BOOK. 

CHRISTIANS, go and tell of Jesus, 
How He died to save our souls: 

How that He from sins might free us, 
Suffered agonies untold. 
Yes, w^'ll go and tell of Jesus, 
The pure and holy, meek and lowly Jesus; 
Yes, we'll go and tell of Jesus, 
Who died our souls to save. 

Tell the guilty of their danger, 
While they wander far from God;'; 

While they live to Christ a stranger, 
And reject His precious Word. 

Tell them of the joys of heaven, 
Purchased by the Saviour's blood ; 

How, that they might be forgiven, 
Jesus left His Home above." 

Tell them how He hath ascended 
To prepare a home on high ; 

Where all sorrows shall be ended, 
Where the saints shall never die. 

O LET us tell the matchless worth, 
And let us sound the glories forth, 

Which in our Saviour shine : 
The wonders of His love we'll sing ; 
The theme with which the heavens ring, 

Now let us gladly join. 
How rich the precious blood He spilt, 
Our ransom from the dreadful guilt 

Of sin against our God ! 
How perfect is His righteousness, 
In which unspotted beauteous dress, 

His saints have ever stood! 
How precious is the name He bears, 
And all the forms of love He wears. 

Exalted on the throne ! 
In songs of sweet untiring praise, 
We would, to everlasting days, 

Make all His glories known. 
And soon the happy day shall come, 
When we shall reach our destined home, 

And see Him face to face ; 
Then with our Saviour, Lord and Friend, 
The one unbroken day we'll spend, 

In singing still His grace. 

3 8's. 
O JESUS ! to tell of Thy love 

Our soul shall for ever delight; 
And join with the blessed above 

In praises by day and by night. 
Wherever we follow thee, Lord, 

Admiring, adoring, we see 
That love which was stronger than death 

Flow out without limit and free. 
Descending from glory on high, 

With men thy delight was to dwell; 
Contented, our surety to die, 

By dying to save us from hell; 
Enduring the grief and the shame, 

And bearing our sins on the cross 
Oh, who would not boast of this love, 

And count the world's glory but loss ! 

IN the shadow of His wings 
There is rest, sweet rest; 

There is rest from care and labour, 
There is rest for friend and neighbour, 

In the shadow of His wings 
There is rest, sweet rest; 

In the shadow of His wings 
There is rest 

There is rest! . 
There is joy! 

There is rest! . 
There is joy . 

. there is peace! 
. in the shadow of His wings; 

. there is peace! 
. in the shadow of His wings 

In the shadow of His wings 
There is peace, sweet peace ; 

Peace that passeth understanding, 
Peace, sweet peace, that knows no ending 

In the shadow of His wings 
There is peace, sweet peace 

In the shadow of His wings 
There is peace. . . . 



APPENDIX. 
In the shadow of His wings 

There is joy, glad joy; 
There is joy to tell the story, 
Joy exceeding, full of glory: 

In the shadow of His wings 
There is joy, glad joy, 

In the shadow of His wings 
There is joy 

HARK the voice of Jesus crying— 
" Who will go and work to-day ? 

Fields are white, and harvest waiting: 
Who will bear the sheaves away ? " 

Loud and strong the Master calleth, 
Rich reward He offers thee : 

Who will answer, gladly saying ?— 
" Here am I ; Send me, send me!" 

If you cannot cross the ocean, 
And the heathen lands explore, 

You can find the heathen nearer, 
You can help them at your door. 

If you cannot give your thousands, 
You can give the widow's mite ; 

And the least you do for Jesus 
Will be precious in His sight. 

If you cannot speak like angels, 
If you cannot preach like Paul, 

You can tell the love of Jesus, 
You can say He died for all. 

It you cannot rouse the wicked 
With the Judgment's dread alarms. 

You can lead the little children 
To the Saviour's waiting arms. 

6 12'S. 
To the work! to the work! we are servants 

of God: [trod 
Let us follow the path that our Master has 
With the balm of His counsel our strength to 

renew, [find to do. 
Let us do with our might what our hands 

Toiling on! . . Toiling on ! . . 
Toiling on! . . Toiling on I . . 
Let us hope, . . Let us watch, . . 
And labour till the Master comes. 

To the work! to the work! let the hungry 
be fed, 

To the Fountain of Life let the weary be led : 
In the Cross and its banner our glory shall be, 
While we herald the tidings, " Salvation is 

free !" 

To the work I to the work ! there is labour 
for all, [fall: 

For the kingdom of darkness and error shall 
And the name of Jehovah exalted shall be 
In the loud swelling chorus, " Salvation is 

free I" 
To the work! to the work! in the strength of 

the Lord, [reward: 
And a robe and a crown rfshall our labour 
When the home of the faithful our dwelling 

shall be, [is free ! 
And we shout with the ransomed, " Salvation 

WORK, for the night is coming! 
Work through the morning hours: 

Work while the dew is sparkling, 
Work 'mid springing flowers; 

Work when the day grows brighter, 
Work in the glowing sun ; 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man's work is done. 

Work, for the night is coming 
Work through the sunny noon : 

Fill brightest hours with labour, 
Rest comes sure and soon. 

Give every flying minute 
Something to keep in store : 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man works no more. 

Work, for the night is coming, 
Under the sunset skies ! 

While their bright tints are glowing, 
Work, for daylight flies. 

Work till the last beam fadeth, 
Fadeth to shine no more : 

Work while the night is dark'ning, 
When man's work is o'er. 

8 
HARK ! 'tis the watchman's cry— 

Wake, brethren, wake! 
Jesus, Himself is nigh, 

Wake, brethren, wake! 
Sleep is for sons of night, 
Ye are children of the light, 
Yours is the glory bright, 

Wake, brethren, wake I 
Call to each wakening band, 

Watch, brethren, watch I 
Clear is our Lord's command— 

Watch, brethren,-watch! 
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Yes, this shall be our lofty strain, 
" God is love." 

Whilst endless ages roll along, 
In concert with the heavenly throng, 
This shall be still our sweetest song. 

" God is love." 

12 
HAVE you on the Lord believed ? 

Still there's more to follow! 
Of His grace have you received 

Still there's more to follow ! 
Oh, the grace the Father shows ! 

Still there's more to follow! 
Freely He His grace bestows, 

Still there's more to follow! 
More and moire, more and more, 

Always more to follow! 
Oh, His matchless, boundless love, 

Still there's more to follow! 
Have you felt the Saviour near ? 
Does His blessed presence cheer ? 
Oh, the love that Jesus shows! 
Freely He His love bestows! 
Have you felt the Spirit's power ?— 
Falling like the gentle shower? 
Oh, the power the Spirit shows ! 
Freely He His power bestows! 

1 3 ii's 
To GOD be the glory, great things He hath 

done! 
So loved He the world that He gave us His 

Son; 
Who yielded His life an atonement for sin, 
And opened the Life gate that all may go in. 
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, let the 

earth hear His voice! 
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, let the 

people rejoice! 
Oh, come to the Father, through Jesus the Son, 
And give Him the glory, great things He hath 

done. 
O perfect redemption, the purchase of blood; 
To every believer the promise of God: 

. The vilest offender who truly believes, 
That moment from Jesus a pardon receives. 
Great things He hath taught us, great things 

He hath done, 
And great our rejoicing through J esus the Son; 
But purer, and higher, and greater will be 
Our wonder, our transport, when Jesus we see. 

14 
W E plough the fields and scatter 

The good seed on the land: 
But it is fed and watered 

By God's almighty hand; 
He sends the snow in winter, 

The warmth to swell the grain ; 
The breezes and the sunshine, 

And soft refreshing rain. 
All good gifts around us 

Are sent from heaven above: 
Then thank the Lord, oh, thank the Lord, 

For all His love ! 
He only is the Maker 

Of all things near and far : 
He paints the wayside flower ; 

He lights the evening star; 
The winds and waves obey Him; 

By Him the birds are fed; 
Much more to us, His children, 

He gives our daily bread. 
We thank Thee, then, O Father, 

For all things bright and good; 
The seed-time and the harvest, 

Our life, our health, our food. 
Accept the gifts we offer 

For all Thy love imparts ; 
And—what Thou most desirest— 

Our humble, thankful hearts. 
1 5 CM. 

COME, saints, your grateful voices raise, 
The heavenly Lamb adore ; 

Dwell on His everlasting love, 
And praise Him evermore. 

Spread His blest name thro' all the earth 
Sing His eternal power : 

Shout the rich fountain of His blood, 
And praise Him evermore. 

His mercy who our ransom paid, 
And all our sorrows bore, 

Sing with a note of loftiest joy, 
And praise Him evermore. 

Soon shall the Lord appear to reign : 
Then all, from shore to shore, 

Shall view the glory of the Lamb, 
And praise Him evermore. 

16 
PRAISE Him! praise Him! Jesus, our blessed 

Redeemer! [claim Sing, O earth—His wonderful love pre 
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Hail Him! hail Him ! highest of angels in 
glory; 

Strength and honour give to His holy name 
Like a shepherd, Jesus will guard His child

ren, 
In His arms He carries them all day long 

Praise Him! praise Him! tell of His excell
ent greatness ; 

Praise Him! praise Him! ever in joyful 
song! 

Praise Him! praise Him! Jesus, our blessdd 
Redeemer! 

For our sins He suffered, and bled, and died; 
He—our Rock, our hope of eternal salvation, 

Hail Him! hail Him! Jesus, the Crucified! 
Sound His praises—Jesus who bore our 

sorrows, [strong; 
Love unbounded, wonderful, deep, and 

Praise Him! praise Him! Jesus, our blessed 
Redeemer! 

Heav'nly portals, loud with hosannahs ring 
Jesus, Saviour, reigneth for ever and ever: 

Crown Him! crown Him! Prophet, and 
Priest, and King! 

Christ is coming, over the world victorious, 
Power and glory unto the Lord belong. 

17 
••• • CM. 

WITH songs and honours sounding loud, 
Address the Lord on high ; 

Over the heavens He spreads His cloud, 
And waters veil the sky. 

He sends His showers of blessings down, 
To cheer the plains below; 

He makes the grass the mountains crown, 
And corn in valleys grow. 

His steady counsels change the face 
Of the declining year; 

He bids the sun cut short his race, 
And wintry days appear. 

His hoary frost, His fleecy snow, 
Descend and clothe the ground; 

The liquid streams forbear to flow, 
In icy fetters bound. 

He sends His word and melts the snow, 
The fields no longer mourn ; 

He calls the warmer gales to blow, 
And bids the spring return. 

The changing wind, the flying cloud, 
Obey His mighty word: 

With songs and honours sounding loud, 
Praise ye the Sovereign Lord! 

18 8.7. 
BRIGHTLY beams our Father's mercy 

From His lighthouse evermore; 
But to us He gives the keeping 

Of the lights along the shore. 
Let the lower lights be burning! 

Send a gleam across the wave! 
Some poor fainting, struggling seaman 

You may rescue, you may save. 
Dark the night of sin has settled, 

Loud the angry billows roar ; 
Eager eyes are watching, longing, 

For the lights along the shore. 

Trim your feeble lamp, my brother; 
Some poor seaman, tempest tost, 

Trying now to make the harbour, 
In the darkness may be lost. 

19 
REVIVE Thy work, O Lord! 

Thy mighty arm make bare ; 
Speak with the voice that wakes the dead, 

And make Thy people hear. 
Revive! . . . . Revive! . . . . 
And give refreshing showers; 
The glory shall be all Thine own 
The blessing shall be ours. 

Revive Thy work, O Lord! 
Disturb this, sleep of death ; 

Quicken the smould'ring embers now 
By Thine Almighty breath. 

Revive Thy work, O Lord! 
Create soul-thirst for Thee; 

And hung'ring for the bread of life, 
Oh, may our spirits be. 

Revive Thy work, O Lord! 
Exalt Thy precious name ; 

And by the Holy Ghost our love 
For Thee and Thine inflame. 

20 
B E our joyful song to-day, 

Jesus! only Jesus! 
He who took our sins away, 

Jesus! only Jesus! 
Name with every blessing rife, 
Be our joy and hope through life, 
Be our strength in every strife, 

Jesus! only Jesus ! 
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Once we wandered far from God, 

Knowing not of Jesus, 
Treading still the downward road, 

Leading far from Jesus; 
Till the Spirit taught us how 
'Neath the Saviour's yoke to bow, 
And we fain would follow now, 

Jesus! only Jesus ! 
Be our trust through years to come, 

Jesus ! only Jesus ! 
Password to the heavenly home. 

Jesus! only Jesus! 
When from sin and sorfow free, 
On through all eternity. 
This our theme and song shall be, 

Jesus! onlyjesus! 

21 
BLESSED be God, our God! 

Who gave for us His well-beloved Son, 
His gift of gifts, all other gifts in one. 

Blessed be God, our God! 
He spared not His Son '• 

'Tis this that silences each rising feav, 
'Tis this that bids the hard thought disappear, 

He spared not His Son ! 
Who shall condemn us now ? [above, 

Since Christ has died, and risen, and gone 
For us to plead at the right hand of love, 

Who shall condemn us now ? 
'Tis God that justifies ! 

Who shall recall the pardon or the grace, 
Or who the broken chain of guilt replace ? 

"Tis God that justifies! 
The victory is ours ! 

For us in might came forth the Mighty One, 
For us He fought the fight, the triumph won; 

The victory is ours! 

22 
SEE mercy, mercy from on high, 
Descend to rebels doomed to die; 
'Tis mercy free which knows no bound, 
How sweet, how blessed is the sound! 
Soon as the reign of sin began, 
The light of mercy dawned on man, 
When God announced the early news, 
' The woman's seed thy head shall bruise.' 
Brightly it beamed on men forlorn, 
When Christ, the holy Child, was born ; 
And brighter still in splendour shone, 
When lesus, dying, said, ' 'Tis done !' 

It triumphed when from Death he rose, 
And broke the power of all His foes, 
Then captive led captivity, 
And took for us His seat on high. 

23 
" ALL things arc ready"— Come, 

Come to the supper spread ; 
Come rich and poor, come old and young, 

Come, and be richly fed, 
" All things arc ready"—Come ; 

The invitation's given 
Through Him who now in glory sits 

At God's right hand in heaven. 
" All things are ready"—Come, 

The door is open wide ; 
Oh, feast upon the love of God, 

For Christ, His Son, has died! 
u All things are ready"—Come, 

All hindrance is removed ; 
And God, in Christ, His precious love 

To fallen man has proved. 
" All things are ready"—Come, 

To-morrow may not be ; 
O sinner, come, the Saviour waits 

This hour to welcome thee. 

94 
** * C.M.J). 

COME to the Ark, come to the Ark, 
To Jesus come away ! 

E'en now the clouds are looking dark, 
Near is God's vengeful day. 

O haste < O haste! make no delay ! 
At once to Jesus come 

Remember, now's the accepted day, 
O enter while there's room. 

Come to the Ark, the waters rise, 
The seas their billows rear ; 

While darkness gathers o'er the skies, 
Behold a refuge near! 

Come to the Ark, all, all that weep 
Beneath the sense of sin; 

Without deep calleth unto deep, 
But all is peace within. 

Come to the Ark, ere yet the flood 
Your ling'ring steps oppose ; 

Come, for the door which open stood, 
Is now about to close. 

DEEP are the wounds which sin hath made 
Where shall the sinner find a cure ? 
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In vain, alas! is nature's aid ; 
The work exceeds all nature's power. 
Sin, like a raging fever, reigns 
With fatal strength in every part! 
The dire contagion fills the veins, 
And spreads its poison to the heart. 
And can no sovereign balm be found ? 
And is no kind Physician nigh, 
To ease the pain, and heal the wound, 
Ere life and hope for ever fly ? 
There is a great Physician near! 
Look up, O fainting soul, and live! 
See, in His heavenly smiles, appear 
Such health as nature cannot give! 
See, in the Saviour's precious blood, 
Life, health, and peace abundant flow! 
'Tis only this dear sacred flood 
Can ease thy pain, and heal thy woe. 

26 , 
COME, ye sinners, poor and wretched, 

Weak and wounded, sick and sore, 
Jesus ready stands to save you, 

Full of pity joined with power, 
He is able, 

He is willing ; doubt no more. 
Ho ! ye needy, come and welcome; 

God's free, bounty glorify ; 
True belief, and true repentance, 

Every grace that brings us nigh; 
Without money, 

Come to Jesus Christ and buy. 
Let not conscience make you linger, 

Nor of fitness fondly dream; 
All the fitness He requireth 

Is to know your need of Him. 
This He gives you ; 

'Tis the Spirit's rising beam. 
Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 

Lost and ruined by the Fall; 
If you tarry till you're better, 

You will never come at all. 
Not the righteous — 

Sinners, Jesus came to call. 
Agonizing in the garden: 

Lo ; your Maker prostrate lies, 
On the bloody tree behold Him \ 

Hear Him cry before He dies. 
" I t is finished!" 

Sinner, will not this suffice ? 
Lo ! th' Incarnate God, ascended, 

Pleads the merit of His blood, 

Venture on Him, venture wholly, 
Let no other trust intrude. 

None but Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good. 

27 
OH, come to Jesus now, 

Jesus is here! 
Before Him lowly bow, 

J esus is here ! 
Too many go away, 
Too many still delay, 
Though Jesus bids them stay — 

Jesus is here! 
Come then, to Jesus now, 

Jesus is here! 
And low before Him bow, 

Jesus is here! 
Oh, ye that feel your sin, 
And coming long have been, 
Now find your rest in Him— 

Jesus is here 
Come, come to Jesus now ; 

Jesus is here 
Old, young, together bow ; 

Jesus is here 
Oh, what a glorious thing, 
Sin's weary load to bring, . 
And lose it while we sing, 

Jesus is here 

28 
" This man receiveth sinners :" 

" This man,"- and who was He? 
Beneath a servant's humble form, 

" GOD MANIFEST " we see. 

" This man receiveth sinners :" 
My soul, put in thy claim ; 

For surely thou must own that this 
Alone can be thy name. 

" This man receiveth sinners :" 
Sweet thought for such as me! 

For then He will not cast me out 
All filthy though I be. 

" This mem receiveth sinners;" 
Yea, bids them freely come; 

He meets the guilty prodigal, 
And safely guides him home, 

" This man receiveth sinners;" 
The saints in heaven above 

Shall own that they are sinners saved 
By free, forgiving love. 
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29 7.6.D. 
How lost was our condition, 

Till Jesus made us whole I 
There is but one Physician 

Can cure a sin sick soul. 
In sin and death He found us, 

He snatched us from the grave, 
To tell to all around us, 

His wondrous power to save. 
A dying, risen Jesus, 

Seen by the eye of faith, 
At once from anguish frees us, 

And saves the soul from death. 
How gracious this Physician! 

His help He'll freely give : 
He makes no hard condition ; 

'Tis only- Look and Live. 

30 
SOME one will enter the pearly gate 

By-and-by, by-and-by; 
Taste of the glories that there await: 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 
Some one will travel the street of gold, 
Beautiful visions will there behold, 
Feast on the pleasures so long foretold: 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 
Some one at last will his cross lay down 

By-and-by, by-and-by; 
Faithful, approved, shall receive a crown : 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 
Some one the glorious King will see, 
Ever from sorrow of earth be free, 
Happy with Him through eternity: 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 
Some one will knock when the door is shut— 

By-and-by, by~and-by; 
Hear a voice saying, " I know you not" ; 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 
Some one will call and shall not be heard, 
Vainly will strive when the door is barred, 
Some one will fail of the saint's reward: 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 
Some one will sing the triumphant song 

By-and-by, by-and-by; 
J oin in the praise with the blood-bought throng: 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 
Some one will greet on the golden shore 
Loved ones of earth who have gone before, 
Safe in the glory for evermore: 

Shall you ? shall I ? Shall you ? shall I ? 

31 
WHEN Jesus was dwelling on earth a Man 

of sorrows, 
For fallen, sinful men, in grace and mercy to 

die, 
He listened to the sinner's plea, 
And gave this invitation free— 

" Come, all that labour, and I will give you rest," 
Now seated in glory, His work of sufi'ring 

over, 
His loving heart is still the same, as when He 

came to die; 
He still says ' Sinners come to me, 
And I from sin will set you free, 

11 Come, all that labour, and I will give you rest," 
O listen, poor sinner, 'tis Jesus speaks in 

mercy, 
Turn not away from love like this, for why 

wilt thou die ? 
O listen to His loving voice, 
'Twill make thy troubled heart rejoice— 

" Come, all that labour, and I will giveyou rest." 
A bright home in glory, the Saviour is pre

paring, 
For all who trust His precious blood to wash 

away their sins; 
Believe, and make this home your own, 
Trust now in Christ, and Him alone— 

"Come, all that labour, and I will giveyou rest," 

32 
JESUS CHRIST, at God's right hand, 
Calls us to the happy land. 
There to join the glorious band 

In yon bright realm of light. 
Oh ! how blessed to be there— 
Traversing those regions fair! 
Heavenly glory then to share, 
And walk with Him in white. 

Happy those who are travelling there, 
Soon they'll see those regions fair ; 
Crowns of righteousness they'll wear 

In yon bright realm of light. 
All shall reach the peaceful shore 
Who are taught of God before, 
And shall praise Him evermore 

In yon bright realm of light. 
They shall know as they are known, 
Sit with Christ upon His throne; 
Glory be to God alone, 

Sing all the sons of light. 
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Soon the trump shall bid them rise, 
Take possession of the prize ; 
Welcome, welcome to the skies 

Are all the sons of light. 

33 
TEN thousand thousand souls there are, 

Entered within the door ; 
These countless souls are gathered in, 

And yet there's room for more. 
Room for the lame, the halt, the blind ; 

Sinner, there's room for thee! 
'Twas Christ made room for such poor souls, 

By dying on the tree. 
Room in the Saviour's loving heart, 

For all the Father gave ; 
He bore their sins, their curse, their guilt, 

That He might freely save. 
Room for the chief of sinners still, 

Though plagued with unbelief; 
That precious Christ can save thy soul, 

Who saved the dying thief. 
There's room for seeking, sighing souls, 

Who seek their fears to quell; 
Who know that Christ, and Christ alone, 

Can save a soul from hell. 34 1.7.4. 
DEPTHS of death my Saviour suffered, 

Deepest deep-soul agony; 
God's own spotless Lamb was offered, 

Willing substitute for me. 
Precious Saviour, 

Love has drawn my heart to Thee. 
When in helplessness I wandered, 

Lost and dead in sin and shame, 
Life and health and substance squandered, 

None to save till Jesus came. 
Precious Jesus. 

Oh ! that all could learn Thy name. 
Name of power Divine is Jesus, 

Friend of sinners, such as me ; 
Blood of Christ alone releases, 

Powerless every other plea. 
Precious Saviour. 

Ransom'd souls rejoice in Thee. 
Now Thy resurrection glory 

Teach us, Lord, to comprehend, 
Where bright millions tell the story 

Of the sinners dying Friend, 
Precious Saviour. 

Praise Thy name world without end. 

35 Bv 
WHAT can the sinner do ? 
Where can the sinner fly ? 

Eternal wrath hangs o'er his head 
And judgment lingers nigh. 
For God must visit sin 
With His displeasure sore ; 

For He is holy, just and true, 
And righteous evermore. 
Yet Jesus died for sin— 
Upon the cross He died ; 

God's righteousness was there displayed, 
And Justice satisfied. 
This only can He do— 
Believe in Christ and live ; 

Fly to the shelter of His blood, 
Who only life can give. 
The life he gives to those 
Who trust Him, ne'er shall end; 

Who make Him now, by simple faith, 
Their Saviour and their Friend. 36 S.M. 

How vast, how full, how free, 
The mercy of our God! 

Proclaim the blessed news around, 
And spread it all abroad. 

How vast! " Whoever will " 
May drink at mercy's stream, 

And know that faith in Jesus brings 
Salvation e'en for him. 

How full! It doth remove 
The stain of every sin, 

And leaves the soul as white and pure 
As though no sin had been. 

How free ! It asks no price. 
For God delights to give ; 

It only says—a simple thing— 
" Believe in Christ and live." 

Poor trembling sinner " Come," 
God waits to comfort thee ; 

Oh ! cast thyself upon His love, 
So vast, so full, so free. 

37 
KNOCKING' knocking! who is there ? 

Waiting, waiting, oh, how fair! 
'Tis a Pilgrim, strange and kingly, 

Never such was seen before ; 
Ah, my soul, for such a wonder 

Wilt thou not undo the door ? 
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Knocking! knocking! still He's there ! 

Waiting, waiting, wondrous fair: 
But the door is hard to open, 

For the weeds and ivy-vine, 
With their dark and clinging tendrils, 

Ever round the hinges twine. 
Knocking ! knocking!—what, still there ! 

Waiting, waiting, grand and fair! 
Yes, the pierced hand still knocketh, 

And beneath the crowned hair 
Beam the patient eyes, so tender, 

Of thy Saviour waiting there. 

38 l l ' o . 
There's a refuge in God for the sin-burden'd 

soul, 
In the peace-giving fountain, whose streams 

make us whole; 
There's a refuge in Jesus, the sinner's rich 

Friend, 
Who p 'rdons, and cleanses, and keeps to the 

end. 
There's a refuge in God for the care-burden'd 

heart, 
That turns in its sorrow from others apart; 
There's a refuge in Jesus, whose love and 

whose power 
Can take oft the load in the heaviest hour. 
Then faint not, and fear not; His presence is 

nigh, 
His arm shall protect thee, His fulness supply; 
O trust His assurance, cast on Him thy load ; 
O come to thy rest, to thy refuge in God! 

39 
LOOK to Jesus, weary one, 

Look and live, look and live S 
Look at what the Lord has done, 

Look and live! 
See Him lifted on the tree, 

Look and live ! look and live ! 
Hear Him say, " Look unto Me." 

Look and live ! 
Look! the Lord is lifted high; look to Him, 

He's ever nigh; 
Look and live \ why will ye die ? look and 

live. 
Though unworthy, vile, unclean, 

Look and live! look and live ! 
Look away from self and sin, 

Look and live! 

Long by Satan's power enslaved 
Look and live ! look and live 1 

Look to Me, ye shall be. saved, 
Look and live ! 

Though you've wandered far away, 
Look and live I look and live ! 

Harden not your hearts to-day, 
Look and live! 

'Tis the Saviour calls thee home, 
Look and live ! look and live ! 

Whosoever will may come. 
Look and live! 

40 
ARE your souls the Saviour seeking ? 

Peace, peace—be still; 
'Tis the Lord Himself is speaking, 

Peace, peace—be still. 
For before the world's foundation, 
God secured a full salvation, 
Happy people—chosen nation ! 

Peace, peace—be still. 
'Tis the blood of Christ hath spoken 

Peace, peace—be still; 
The destroyer sees the token ! 

Peace, peace—be still. 
On God's Word we boldly venture, 
All our hopes in Jesus centre, 
Into rest our souls can enter, 

Peace, peace—be still. 
Great the calm the Saviour spreadeth, 

Peace, peace—be still; 
Whatsoe'er your spirit dreadeth, 

Peace, peace—be still. 
Though with mighty foes engaging, 
War with sin and Satan waging, 
Storms of trial fiercely raging, 

Peace, peace—be still. 
Jesus walks upon the ocean, 

Peace, peace—be still; 
He shall hush its loud commotion, 

Peace, peace—be still. 
Soon shall end the days of sighing, 
Pain and sorrow, death and crying, 
Till that hour on God relying, 

Peace, peace—be still. 

41 
How sweet to know the Saviour's peace, 

And all its fulness comprehend, 
Which still remains untouched, unhurt, 

Though earth's deep woes thy heart may 
rend! 
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A peace which fills the soul with calm, 
When all around is dark and drear; 

Which lightens life's distressing toils, 
And sweetly soothes each care and fear! 

A peace no mortal can bestow, 
No mortal hand can take away ; 

Which will thy pillow smooth by night, 
And keep thee tranquil all the day! 

Oh ! if such peace thou would'st possess, 
Hearken to thy Redeemer's voice, 

Come unto Him—He'll give thee rest, 
And bid thy inmost heart rejoice ! 

42 8.8.8.6 
JESUS, my Lord, to Thee I cry 
Unless Thou save me, I must die; 
Thy free salvation is brought nigh, 

And take me as I am [ 

And take me as I am ! 
And take me as I am ! 

My only plea—Christ died for me ! 
Oh, take me as I am ! 

Helpless I am, and full of guilt; 
But yet for me Thy blood was spilt, 
And Thou canst make me what Thou wilt, 

And take me as I am! 

No preparation can I make, 
My best resolves I only break, 
Yet save me for Thine own name's sake, 

And take me as I am ! 

Behold me Saviour, at Thy feet; 
Deal with me as Thou seest meet; 
Thy work begin. Thy work complete, 

But take me as I am ! 

43 
Christ " could not be hid" for the sinner would 

haste 
Behind Him to weep at the Pharisee's feast, 
To wipe with her hair, when she'd washed 

with her tears, 
His feet who had loved her and silenced her 

fears. 
Christ " could not be hid," for the blind and 

the lame 
^ His love and His power would together pro

claim. 
The dumb would speak out, and the deaf 

would recall 
The name of that Jesus who healed them all. 

Christ " could not be hid," for around Him 
would press 

The children of sorrow, of pain, and distress ; 
And faith by the hem of His garment, would 

prove 
What virtue there issued from Him who is 

Love. 
Christ " could not be hid," for the widow of 

Nain 
Would point to the son, now restored her 

again; 
Would say 'twas His love, His compassion 

and grace, 
Gave back that lost son to a mother's em

brace. 

Christ " could not behid"ioT the multitude fed 
Would tell 'twas His bounty procured for 

them bread; 
No hand could have multiplied thus thou

sandfold, 
But His who provided the manna of old. 
Christ " could not be hid," for hark, hark to 

that shout, 
" Hosanna ! hosanna!" the children cry out; 
And oh, blessed for us, though some would 

have chid, 
That Jesus the Saviour can never be hid. 

44 
NOT to condemn the sons of men 

Did Christ, the Son of God appear ; 
No weapons in His hands are seen, 

No flaming sword nor thunder there. 
Such was the pity of our God, 

He loved the race of man so well, 
He sent His Son to bear our load 

Of sin, and save our souls from hell. 

Sinner, believe the Saviour's word, 
Trust in His mighty name, and live ; 

A thousand joys I-Iis lips afford, 
His hands a thousand blessings give. 

45 
The great Physician now is near, 

The sympathising Jesus; 
He speaks the drooping heart to cheer; 

Oh hear the voice of Jesus! 
Sweetest note in seraph song, 
Sweetest name on mortal tongue, 
Sweetest carol ever sung: 
Jesus! blessed Jesus! 
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Your many sins are " all forgiven;" 
Oh, hear the voice of Jesus! 

Go on your way in peace to heaven, 
And wear a crown with Jesus. 

All glory to the risen Lamb! 
I now believe in Jesus : 

I love the blessM Saviour's name, 
I love the name of Jesus. 

His name dispels my guilt and fear, 
No other name but Jesus! 

Oh, how my soul delights to hear 
The precious name of Jesus ! 

46 

47 

8.7.4. 
Go and search the tomb of Jesus, 

Where the Lord of glory lay; 
Jesus is not there but risen, 

And hath borne our sins away. 
It is finished! 

Jesus led captivity. 
Could not all our guilt detain Him, 

Prisoned in the guarded cave ? 
No! He conquered death in dying, 

By His cross He spoiled the grave, 
Lo ! He's risen ! 

Yes, the Lord is risen indeed. 

There is a Name-—one only Name, 
On which the soul can rest; 

The pardon'd sinner owns its claim, 
And is for ever blest. 

A history full of wondrous love 
That sacred Name unfolds, 

And still that sacrifice of blood, 
The Father's eye beholds. 

There is a Name, the sweetest Name, 
Let us in this draw nigh ! 

The veil is rent, the way is made 
To God beyond the sky. 

There is a Name—it is our plea 
Before the Father's throne; 

Of all His treasures, 'tis the key 
Which makes them all our own. 

No burning mount, no thunder's roar, 
Shall scare a soul away; 

No foe can shut that open door, 
Since Jesus is the way. 

O plead His Name, His precious Name, 
With boldness at the throne; 

When all He has, and all we need, 
Will surely be our own. 

8.6. 48 
JUST as thou art—without one trace 
Of love, or joy, or inward grace. 
Or meetness for the heavenly place — 

O guilty sinner, come ! 
Burdened with guilt, wouldst thou be 

blest ? 
Trust not the world; it gives no rest: 
Christ brings relief to hearts opprest— 

O weary sinner, come! 
Come leave thy burden at the cross ; 
Count all thy gains but empty dross : 
His grace o'erpays all earthly loss— 

O needy sinner, come ! 
Come, hither bring thy boding fears, 
Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears : 
'Tis mercy's voice salutes thine ears ; 

O trembling sinner, come ; 
" The Spirit and the bride say, Come ;" 
Rejoicing saints re-echo, Come: [come : 
Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may 

The Saviour bids thee, Come! 

49 
O turn ye, O turn ye, for why will ye die, 
When God in great mercy is coming so nigh ? 
Now Jesus invites you, the Spirit says come, 
The Father is waiting to welcome you home. 
How vain the delusion, that while you delay, 
Your hearts may grow better by staying away; 
Come wretched, come starving, come happy 

to be, 
While streams of salvation are flowing so free. 
And now Christ is ready your souls to receive, 
And pardon you freely, if you will believe ; 
If sin is your burden, why will ye not come? 
'Tis you He bids welcome; He bids you 

come home. 

Oh, how can we leave you; why will ye not 
come? 

'Tis Jesus entreats you, He bids you come 
home; 

Oh, turn ye! oh, turn ye ! for why will ye die, 
When God in great mercy is coming so nigh ? 

50 c.M, 
How condescending and how kind 

Was God's eternal Son ! 
Our misery reached His heavenly mind, 

And pity brought Him down. 
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W h e n Just ice , by our sins provoked, 

Drew forth its dreadful sword, 
H e gave His soul up to the s troke, 

Wi thou t a murmur ing word. 
H e sunk benea th our heavy woes, 

T o raise us to H i s th rone ; 
The re ' s ne 'e r a gift His hand bestows, 

But cost His hear t a groan. 
Th i s was compassion like a God, 

T h a t when the Saviour knew 
T h e price of pardon was His blood, 

His pity ne'er wi thdrew. 
Now, though H e reigns exalted high, 

His love is still as grea t ; 
Wel l H e r emembers Calvary, 

Nor let my soul forget. 
5 1 C.M 

A L A S ! and did my Saviour bleed ? 
And did my Sovereign die ? 

W o u l d H e devote that sacred head 
For such a worm as I ? 

W a s it for cr imes that I had done 
H e groaned upon the t ree ? 

Amazing pity ! grace u n k n o w n ! 
And love beyond degree ! 

Wel l might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut his glories in, 

When He, the mighty Maker, died 
Fo r man, the creatures sin. 

T h u s might I hide my blushing face, 
Whi le His dear cross appea r s : 

Dissolve, my hear t in thankfulness, 
And melt, my eyes, to tears . 

Bu t d rops of grief can ne 'e r repay 
T h e debt of love I owe ; 

He re , Lord, I 'd give myself away— 
'Tis all that I can do. 

52 
B E H O L D the L a m b whose precious blood 

Poured from His opened veins, 
H a d power to make our peace wi th God, 

And cleanse our deepest stains. 
T h e dying thief beheld that L a m b 

Expir ing by His side, 
Ariel proved the value of the name 

Of Je sus crucified! 
W e , too, the cleansing power have known 

Of the atoning blood.: 
By grace have learnt His name to own, 

Which brings us nigh to God. 

T o Him, then, let our songs ascend, 
W h o stooped in grace so low ; 

T o Christ , the L a m b , the s inner 's Fr iend, 
Let ceaseless praises flow! 

53 p . M . 
L O O K to t he Saviour on Calvary 's t ree— 
See how H e suffered for you and me ; 
Hark , while H e lovingly calls to thee , 

" Look and thou shalt live !" 
Look, and thou shalt l ive ! 
Look, and thou shalt l ive! 
Look to the Cross where H e died for thee 
Look, a n d thou shalt l ive ! 

Has t thou a s in-burdened soul to save ? 
Life everlast ing wouldst thou have ? 
J e sus Himself a ransom gave : 

Look, a n d thou shalt l ive ! 
Look to the Saviour who rose from the t o m b ; 
Has te now to Him, while there yet is r o o m ; 
His shining face will dispel thy g loom; 

Look, and thou shalt l ive! 
J e sus on high lives to intercede, 
H e knows the weary s inner 's n e e d ; 
Surely thy footsteps H e will l e a d : 

Look, and thou shalt live ! 

5 4 S.M. 
Behold the amazing s ight! 
T h e Saviour lifted h igh ; 

Behold the Son of God's delight, 
Expi re in agony. 
Fo r whom, for whom, my heart , 
W e r e all those sorrows borne ? 

W h y did H e feel tha t piercing smart , 
And wea r that crown of thorns ? 
For love of us H e bled, 
And all in tor ture died ; 

'Twas love that bowed His fainting head, 
And ope 'd H i s gushing side. 
I see, and I adore 
I n sympathy of love ; 

I feel the strong at tract ive power 
T o lift my soul above. 
In T h e e our hear ts unite, 
Nor share T h y griefs alone, 

But from T h y cross pursue their flight 
T o T h y t r iumphant th rone . 

5 5 8.7. 
" S T R I C K E N , smitten, and afflicted," 

See Him dying on the t r ee ! 
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56 

57 

'Tis the Christ by man rejected; 
Yes, my soul, 'tis He ! 'tis He ! 

Mark the sacrifice appointed, 
See who bears the awful load ! 

'Tis the Word, the Lord's Anointed, 
Son of man, and Son of God! 

Here we have a firm foundation ; 
Here the refuge of the lost! 

Christ's the rock of our salvation ; 
His the name of which we boast! 

Lamb of God, for sinners wounded \ 
Sacrifice to cancel guilt! 

None shall ever be confounded, 
Who on Thee their hope have built. 

7.6.1. 
CHRIST on the cross uplifted, 

Why hangs He bleeding there ? 
The Christ of matchless beauty, 

Than the sons of men more fair, 
The Christ of love unwearied; 

Why nail Him to a tree ? 
Tis God hath smote the Shepherd, 

That the sheep might all go free. 
Christ on the cross uplifted, 

O'er whom God's waves did roll, 
Bleeds the rich balm of blessing, 

To cure my wounded soul. 
I am healed by His bruises, 

Fruit of the shameful tree; 
For God hath smote the Shepherd, 

That the sheep might all go free. 
Christ on the cross uplifted, 

My links with the world were broke 
When the burnished sword of justice, 

From its scabbard bright awoke. 
The world with its glittering treasures, 

Hath no longer charms for me ; 
Since Thou was't bruised and smitten, 

That the sheep might all go free. 
Christ on the throne uplifted, 

The theme of heaven's songs, 
Well-spring of joys eternal, 

To Thee all praise belongs. 
O gracious, loving Shepherd, 

Our hearts are knit to Thee, 
For Thou was't bruised and smitten, 

That the sheep might all go free. 
BLESSED be the Fountain of Blood, 

To a world of sinners revealed ; 
Blessed be the dear Son of God : 

Only by His stripes we are healed. 

Though I've wandered far from His fold, 
Bringing to my heart pain and woe, 

Wash ine in the Blood of the Lamb, 
And I shall be whiter than snow! 
Whi , . ter than the snow, . . . 
Whi . . ter than the snow, . . . 

Wash me in the Blood of the Lamb, . . . 
And I shall be whiter than snow ! . . . 
Thorny was the crown that He wore, 

And the cross His body o'ercame; 
Grevious were the sorrows He bore, 

But He suffered not thus in vain. 
May I to that Fountain be led, 

Made to cleanse my sins here below ; 
Wash me in the Blood that He shed, 

And I shall be whiter than snow! 
Father, I have wandered from Thee, 

Often has my heart gone astray; 
Crimson do my sins seem to me— 

Water cannot wash them away. 
Saviour, to that Fountain of Thine, 

Leaning on Thy promises I go! 
Cleanse me by Thy washing divine, 

And I shall be whiter than snow! 

58 U s . 
NOTHING but Thy blood, O Jesus! 

Can relieve the sinner's smart; 
Nothingelse from guilt release us, 

Nothing else can melt the heart, 
Law and terrors do but harden, 

All the while they work alone ; 
But a sense of blood-bought pardon, 

Soon dissolves a heart of stone. 
Jesus! every consolation, 

Flows from Thee, the Sovereign good ! 
Love, and faith, and true resentence, 

All are purchas'd by Thy blood. 
From Thy fulness we receive them ; 

We have nothing of our own; 
Freely Thou delight'st to give them 

To the needy, who have none. 59 
WHAT can wash away my stain ? 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus! 
' What can make me whole again ? 

Nothing but the blood of J esus I 
Oh, precious is the flow, 
That makes me white as snow; 
No other fount I know, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus! 
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For my cleansing this I s e e -
Nothing hut the hlood of Jesus I 

For my pardon this my plea— 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus ! 

Nothing can for sin atone -
Nothing but the blood of Jesus ! 

Nought of good that I have done — 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus! 

This is all my hope and peace — 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus ! 

This is all my righteousness — 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus ! 

60 
MY hope is built on nothing less 
Than Jesus' blood and righteousness ; 
I dare not trust the sweetest frame, 
But wholly lean on Jesus' name. 

On Christ the solid Rock, I stand, 
All other ground is sinking sand. 

When darkness hides His lovely face, 
I rest on His unchanging grace ; 
In every high and stormy gale, 
My anchor holds within the vail. 
His oath, His covenant, His blood, 
Support me in the 'whelming flood ; 
When all around my soul gives way, 
He then is all my hope and stay. 
When He shall come with trumpet sound, 
Oh, I shall then in Him be found, 
Clothed in His righteousness alone, 
Faultless to stand before the throne \ 

61 
WEEPING will not save me ! 

Though my face were bathed in tears, 
That could not allay my fears, 
Could not wash the sins of years : 

Weeping will not save me ! 
Jesus came and died for me, 
Jesus suffered on the tree ; 
Jesus waits to make me free: 

He alone can save me ! 

Working will not save me! 
Purest deeds that I can do, 
Holiest thoughts and feelings too, 
Cannot form my soul anew: 

Working will not save me ! 
Waiting will not save me ! 

Helpless, guilty, lost, I lie ; 
In my ear is Mercy's cry ; 

If I wait I can but die; 
Waiting will not save me ! 
Faith in Christ will save me! 

Let me trust Thy blessed Son, 
Trust the work that He has done ; 
To His arms Lord help me run: 

Faith in Christ will save me ! 

8-7. 62 
THROUGH my hand no nail is driven, 

On my brow no thorns are worn, 
In my side there is no spear-wound— 

Jesus all my sins hath borne. 
His the nails relentless driven, 

Mine the peace by Him procured ; 
For this soul with sin so burdened, 

Freed in mercy- love allured. 
His the crown of thorns sharp-piercing, 

Mine the peace for aye to last; 
Mine the crown of fadeless glory 

At Kis blessed feet to cast. 
His the spear His dear side wounding, 

Mine the peace with God thus made, 
Sinless He -and yet sin-bearing— 

All our sins on Him were laid. 
'Neath Thy cross I stand and worship, 

Suffering man, yet conquering God ! 
Resting on Thy death-atonement, 

Weary, I lay down my load. 
Cease, my soul, thy restless striving ; 

Christ's atoning work is done; 
Seek to run the race with patience, 

At the Cross in faith begun. 

63 
WHO, who are these beside the chilly wave, 
Just on the borders of the silent grave, 
Shouting Jesus' power to save, 
" Washed in the blood of the Lamb ? " 

"Sweeping through the gates " of the 
New Jerusalem. 

"Washed in the blood of the Lamb." 
These, these are they who, in their youthful 

days, 
Found Jesus early, and in wisdom's ways 
Proved the fulness of His grace, 
" Washed in the blood of the Lamb." 
These, these are they who, in affliction's woes, 
Ever have found in Jesus calm repose, 
Such as from a pure heart flows, 
"Washed in the blood of the Lamb." 



PPENDIX. 

These, these are they who, in the conflict dire, 
Boldly have stood amid the hottest fire : 
Jesus now says, " Come up higher! " 
" Washed in the blood of the Lamb." 
Safe, safe upon the ever-shining shore, 
Sin, pain, and death, and sorrow, all are o'er 
Happy now and evermore, 
" Washed in the blood of the Lamb." 

64 
I HEAR the Saviour say, 

" Thy strength indeed is small -. 
Child of weakness, watch and pray, 

Find in Me thine all in all." 
Jesus paid it all—All to Him I owe; 

Sin had left a crimson stain; He washed it 
white as snow. 

Lord, now indeed I find 
Thy blood, and Thine alone, 

Can change the lepers spots-
And melt the heart of stone. 

For nothing good have I 
Whereby Thy grace to claim: 

I'll wash my garments white 
In the blood of Calvary's Lamb. 

When from this passing world, 
My ransomed soul shall rise, 

Then, "Jesus paid it all!" 
Shall rend the vaulted skies. 

And when before the throne 
I stand in Him complete. 

I'll lay my trophies down, 
All down at Jesus' feet. 65 

SALVATION! O the joyful sound! 
What pleasure to our ears ! 

A sovereign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 
Glory, honour, praise, and power, 

Be unto the Lamb for ever 1 
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer, 

Hallelujah ! praise ye the Lord ! 
Salvation ! O ascended Lamb, 

To Thee the praise belongs ! 
Salvation shall inspire our hearts, 

And dwell upon our tongues. 
66 

COME, ye souls by sin afflicted, 
Bowed with fruitless sorrows down, 

By the broken law convicted, 

8.7.4. 

8.7. 

Through the cross behold the crown! 
Look to Jesus! 

Mercy flows through Him alone. 
Blessed are the eyes that see Him, 

Blest the ears that hear His voice; 
Blessed are the souls that trust Him, 

And in Him alone rejoice ; 
His commandment 

Then becomes their happy choice. 

Like an easy yoke they wear it; 
Love doth make obedience sweet; 

Christ doth give them strength to bear it, 
While His wisdom guides their feet 

Safe to glory, 
Where His ransomed captives meet. 

67 
JESUS! on the cross behold Him! 

J esus dies on Calvary ! 
Sins they are, not nails, which hold Him ; 

Sinner, there He dies/or thee! 
Mighty now in resurrection, 

Clothed with immortality, 
See Him, sinner! blest perfection 

Of a boundless love for thee ! 
With unutterable glory 

Crowned to all eternity, 
He whose brow with thorns was gory, 

Sinner, lo! He pleads with thee! 
Infinite is His affection : 

How canst thou resist His plea? 
Force Him not by cold rejection, 

Sinner, to depart from thee. 
[Lest, when self-condemned before Him, 

Trembling thou shalt bend the knee, 
He should say, with worlds to hear Him, 

' Sinner, now depart from me! 'J 
6 8 p.* 

BENEATH the Cross of Jesus 
I fain would take my stand--

The shadow of a mighty Rock 
Within a weary land 

A home within the wilderness, 
A rest upon the way, 

From the burning of the noontide heat, 
And the burden of the day. 

O safe and happy shelter! 
O refuge tried and sweet 1 

O trysting-place, where heaven's love 
And heaven's justice meet! 
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As to the holy patriarch 

That wondrous dream was given, 
So seems my Saviour's cross to me 

A ladder up to heaven. 
There lies beneath its shadow, 

But on the farther side, 
The darkness of an awful grave 

That gapes both deep and wide ; 
And there between us stands the Cross, 

Two arms outstretched to save, 
Like a watchman set to guard the way 

From that eternal grave. 
I take, O Cross, thy shadow 

For my abiding place ; 
I ask no other sunshine than 

The sunshine of His face ; 
Content to let the world go by, 

To know no gain nor loss— 
My sinful self my only shame, 

My glory all the Cross. 

69 
T H E Cross ! the Cross ! Oh, that's our gain, 
Because on that the Lamb was slain; 
'Twas there our Lord was crucified, 
'Twas there our Saviour for us died-
What wondrous cause could move Thy heart, 
To take oa Thee our curse and smart, 
Well knowing we should ever be 
So cold, so negligent of Thee. 
The cause was love. We sink with shame 
Before our sacred Jesus' name, 
That He could bleed and suffer thus 
Because—because He loved us. 

' O 6.6.8. 
Finished, the work that saves! 

Once and for ever done; 
Finished the righteousness 

That clothes the unrighteous one. 
The love that blesses us below 
Is flowing freely to us now. 

The sacrifice is o'er, 
The veil is rent in twain, 

The mercy-seat is red 
With blood of victim slain. 

Why stand we then without, in fear ? 
The blood of Christ invites us near. 

The gate is open wide ; 
The new and living way 

Is clear, and free, and bright 
With love, and peace, and day. 

Into the holiest now we come, 
Our present and our endless home. 

Upon the mercy-seat, 
The High Priest sits within, 

The blood is sprinkled there, 
Which makes and keeps us clean. 

With boldness let us now draw near, 
That blood has banished every fear. 

71 
" IT IS FINISHED! " sinners, hear it, 

'Tis the dying Victor's cry ; 
" IT IS FINISHED ! " angels, bear it, 

Bear the joyful truth on high: 
" IT IS FINISHED ! " 

Tell it through the earth and sky. 
Hear the Lord Himself declaring 

All performed He came to do ; 
Sinners, in yourselves despairing, 

This is joyful news for you ; 
Jesus speaks it— 

His are faithful words and true. 
" IT IS FINISHED ! " all is over ; 

Yes, the cup of wrath is drained ; 
Such the truth these words discover, 

Thus the victory was obtained : 
T l s a victory 

None but Jesus could have gained. 
Crown the mighty Conqueror, crown Hira 

Who His people's foes o'ercame! 
In the highest heaven enthrone Him, 

Men and angels sound His fame'. 
Great His glory! 

Jesus bears a matchless name. 

72 
How loving is Jesus, who came from the sky 
In tenderest pity for sinners to die ; 
His hands and His feet were nailed to the tree, 
And all this He suffered for sinners like me. 
How gladly does Jesus free pardon impart 
To all who receive Him by faith in their 

heart: 
No evil befalls them ; their home is above, 
And Jesus throws round them the arms of 

His love. 
How precious is Jesus to all who believe, 
And out of His fulness what grace they 

receive: [He guides, 
When weak He supports them, when erring 
And everything needful He kindly provides. 

n's. 
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73 8.7.4. 
GLORY, glory everlasting, 

Be to Him who bore the cross, 
Who redeemed our souls by tasting 

Death, the death deserved by us! 
Spread His glory, 

Who redeemed His people thus. 
His is love, 'tis love unbounded, 

Without measure, without end ; 
Human thought is here confounded : 

'Tis too vast to comprehend ! 
Praise the Saviour! 

Magnify the sinner's Friend ! 

While we hear the wondrous story, 
Of the Saviour's cross and shame, 

Sing we ' Everlasting glory 
Be to God and to the Lamb! ' 

Saints and angels, 
Give ye glory to His name !' 

74 
i •*. P . M . 

FREE from the law ! oh, happy condition! 
Jesus hath bled, and there is remission! 
Cursed by the law and bruised by the fall, 
Christ hath redeemed us, once for all. 

Once for all, O sinner, receive it: 
Once for all, O brother believe it: 
Cling to the Cross, thy burden will fall, 
Christ hath redeemed us once for all. 

Now are we free, there's no condemnation; 
J esus provides a perfect salvation ; 
" Come unto me ! "—-oh, hear His sweet call, 
Come, and He saves us once for all. 
" Children of God '. "—Oh, glorious calling ! 
Surely His grace will keep us from falling; 
Passing from death to life at His call, 
Blessed salvation ! once for all! 

• O c M, 
OH, why were bullocks, lambs and goats, 

Of old so often slain ? 
Why did the altar stream with blood ? 

Day after day again ? 
Why was remembrance made of sin, 

As each returning year 
Obliged the scape-goat to be brought 

The people's sin to bear ? 
Because the sinner's soul was left 

All spotted and unclean ; 

And showed how very little use 
These offerings had been. 

Not so when Christ, the Lamb of God, 
Was to the slaughter led ? 

Not so when Jesus' precious blood, 
On Calvary was shed. 

And each believing soul is now 
As spotless quite as He, [through, 

God's eye may search him through and 
And not a blemish see. 

His conscience clean, his heart made glad, 
His soul to God brought nigh, 

He may with childlike faith look up, 
And "Abba, Father," cry. 76 8.6. 
THE wanderer no more will roam, 
The lost one to the fold hath come, 
The prodigal is welcomed home, 

O Lamb of God, in Thee ! 
Though clad in rags, by sin denied, 
The Father hath embraced His child, 
And 1 am pardoned, reconciled, 

O Lamb of God, in Thee 1 
It is the Father's joy to bless; 
His love provides for me a dress, 
A robe of spotless righteousness, 

O Lamb of God, in Thee ! 
Now shall my famished sou! be fed, 
A feast of love for me is spread ! 
I feed upon the children's bread, 

O Lamb of God, in Thee 1 
Yea, in the fulness of His grace, 
He puts me in the children's place, 
Where I mav gaze upon His face, 

0 Lamb of God, in Thee ! 
It is Thy precious name I bear, 
It is Thy spotless robe I wear, 
Therefore the Father's love I share, 

O Lamb of God, in Thee ! 

And when I in Thy likeness shine, 
The glory and the praise be Thine, 
That everlasting joy is mine, 

O Lamb of God, in Thee ! 

7 8.7.D, 
il Never perish ! " words of mercy, 

Coming from the lips of One 
Who, though here a homeless stranger, 

Fills the high eternal throne. 



APPENDIX. 

78 

Brightness of the Father's glory, 
God and man in one combined, 

Faithful Shepherd of the chosen, 
Safe are those to Him assigned. 

" Never perish !" words of sweetness, 
Dissipating every fear, 

Filling all with joy and gladness, 
Who the Shepherd's voice can hear; 

Bringing richest consolation 
To the soul fatigued, oppressed ; 

Sweet refreshment to the fainting, 
And to weary spirits rest. 

79 

ONE offer of salvation, 
To all the worJd made known ; 

The only sure foundation 
Is Christ the Corner-Stone. 

No other Name is given, 
No other way is known; 

'Tis Jesus Christ, the First and Last; 
He saves, and He alone. 

The only door of heaven 
Stands open wide to-day ; 

One Sacrifice is given ; 
'Tis Christ, the living Way. 

My only song and story 
Is—Jesus died for me ; 

My only hope for glory— 
The Cross of Calvary. 

1.7. 
JESUS lived—He lived for sinners, 

Outcast in the world He made ; 
Lived, that in His blessed person 

God's full grace might be displayed. 
Jesus died—lie died for sinners, 

On the cross He cried " Forgive;" 
Died, that lost and ruined rebels 

Through His precious blood might live. 
Jesus rose— He rose for sinners, 

Proving that the work was done ; 
Sweet assurance that the Father 

Was well pleased with His Son. 
Jesus lives—He lives for sinners, 

High upon the Father's throne ; 
Liveth, evermore to succour 

Those who make His love their own. 
Jesus loves—He loveth sinners, 

Loveth more than tongue can. say ; 
Prove Him now, accept His mercy, 

Turn not from such love away. 

80 
JESUS died upon the tree, 

O boundless love/ 
Died to set the sinner free, 

O boundless love.' 
To the cross grace matchless drew Him, 
There man's sin and hatred slew Him— 
Now we have redemption through Him. 

O boundless love! 
Loud and far the theme shall swell, 

0 boundless love.' 
On it saints shall ever dwell, 

O boundless love! 
Matchless theme ! He died, yet liveth 
To that soul salvation givcth, 
Who in Him by grace believeth. 

0 boundless love I 

81 
LIKE as the days of Noah were, 
So shall they also be, 
When Christ, the Son of Man, shall come, 
Whom every eye shall see. 
Before the flood, they ate, they drank, 
And married day by day ; 
And knew not, till the flood was come, 
And swept them all away. 
So now men live, and buy, and sell, 
And " Peace and safety " cry, 
Not knowing, in their unbelief, 
That Christ the Lord is nigh. 
The ark, the ark, and it alone 
Was safety in the flood; 
So Jesus, and no other name, 
Saves sinners by His blood! 
All in the ark were then kept safe, 
For God had shut them in ; 
So all Christ's sheep are in His hand, . 
And none can pluck from Him. 

82 8.7.7. 
ARK of God ! Love's own preparing, 

Bound for heaven's eternal shore ; 
All faith's household safely bearing, 

What shall force Thy once clos'd door ? 
Lost ere this our souls had been, 
Had the Lord not shut us in. 

Waters deep and dark we're crossing, 
Yet so far, by grace, we're brought— 

Though we see the billows tossing, 
Tho' there's many an anxious thought ! 



APPENDIX. 

83 

Shelter'd from the storm to come, 
In the Ark we're going home. 

Ark of God ! in Thee abiding, 
All-sufficient is our store, 

Deep our need of God's providing, 
We have wants unknown before ; 

Strange our life to nature's view, 
Yet its joys nor small, nor few. 

Ark of God! Thou still wilt hide us, 
Till upon the mount we stand ; 

God, in Thee, has well supplied us, 
From His heart, and by His hand.; 

And each wave that passes by, 
Brings the haven yet more nigh. 

MOURNER, wheresoe'er thou art, 
At the cross there's room ! 

Tell the burden of thy heart. 
At the cross there's room ! 

Tell it in thy Saviour's ear 
Cast away thine every fear, 
Only speak, and He will hear : 

At the cross there's room ! 
Haste thee, wanderer, tarry not; 

At the cross there's room ! 
Seek that consecrated spot: 

At the cross there's room { 
Heavy-laden, sore opprest, 
Love can soothe thy troubled breast ; 
In the Saviour find thy rest : 

At the cross there's room I 
Thoughtless sinner, come to-day, 

At the cross there's room ! 
Hark! the Bride and Spirit say, 

At the cross there's room! 
Now a living fountain see, 
Opened there for you and me, 
Rich and poor, for bond and free : 

At the cross there's room ! 
Blessed thought! for every one 

At the cross there's room ! 
Love's atoning work is done ; 

At the cross there's room! 
Streams of boundless mercy flow, 
Free to all who thither go : 
Oh that all the world might know 

At the cross there's room ! 
84 

ALMOST saved; is wholly lost! 
Be the blessed threshold crossed, 

Wide the door of mercy stands, 
Opened by the Saviour's hands; 
He within it waits to give, 
Endless life to all who Hve ; 
By the gracious spirit's power, 
Enter it this very hour. 
Almost saved ; and yet to sink, 
Over ruin's awful brink. 
Almost saved ; and yet to miss 
An eternal throne of bliss ? 
Almost saved—yet see the door, 
Open on the unreached shore ; 
Ne'er its happy threshold crossed 
Almost saved : is wholly lost. 
O the peril of delay! 
Is not this Salvation's day ? 
Is not this Salvation's hour? 
Christ, the Lord of love and power ? 
But to-morrow ne'er may be ; 
Sinner to thine instant knee'. 
Christ is ready, Christ is nigh, 
Touch Him, ere He passes by. 
Almost saved; what woe so great, 
As to perish near the gate ; 
Dropping at the threshold sweet; 
Never of the feast to eat. 
Perishing so near the board, 
Loaded by the eternal Lord ; 
Oh, the shame, sad soul, of this, 
Near to Heaven—yet Heaven to miss ! 
Come, almighty Spirit, now ! 
Every heart to Jesus bow ; 
Human words are vain indeeH, 
'Tis Thv grace our spirits need. 
Come, our wills to Christ incline, 
Quicken us to things divine ; 
So that now each soul may be, 
Wholly Christ's, and won by Thee. 

85 8.8.8.6. 
WHY should I wait ? I cannot flee 
To other refuge than to Thee ; 
And vile and helpless though I be, 

O Lord, I come to Thee ! 

Why should I wait ? I look within. 
And nothing there I see but sin ; 
And Thou alone canst make me clean; 

O Lord, I come to Thee ! 

Why should I wait?—while now, to-day, 
I hear Thy voice in mercy say, 
" Sinner I wash thy sins away ": 

O Lord, I come to Thee ! 
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Why should I wait ?—I must not wait! 
To-morrow's sun may be too late, 
And death may seal my hapless state 

O Lord, I come to Thee '. 

W E speak of the mercy of God, 
So boundless, so rich, and so free! 

But what will it profit my soul, 
Unless 'tis relied on by me? 

We speak of salvation and love, 
By the Father in Jesus made known ; 

But if I would live unto God, 
By faith I must make it my own. 

We speak of the Saviour's dear name, 
By which God can sinners receive ; 

Yet still I am lost and undone, 
Unless in that name I believe. 

We speak of the blood of the Lamb, 
Which frees from pollution and sin ; 

But its virtues by me must be proved, *• 
Or I shall be ever unclean. 

We speak of the glory to come, 
Of the heaven so bright and so fair! 

But unless / in Jesus believe, 
I shall not, I cannot be there. 87 1.8.6. 

THE door of mercy's open still, 
And Jesus cries—' Whoever will, 

By me may enter in : 
1 am the Door, and 1 have died, 
Salvation's door to open wide, 

For sinners dead in sin.' 
Then if the door is opened wide, 
And none were ever yet denied, 

Who sought to enter in. 
Oh! could the very weakest say, 
' I'm trying hard to find the way, 

But cannot get within '? 
Oh! no; for through this open door 
Are countless numbers seen to pour, 

Of sinners great and small; 
And what Christ opens none can close, 
Or send away the one that goes, 

Obedient to the call. 
Come saying, ' Lord, I'm very weak, 
And could not now Thy blessing seek. 

Unless Thou soughtest me ; 
But drawn by that inviting word, 
Which I have often read and heard, 

I cast myself on Thee.' 

88 
T H E blast of the trumpet, so loud and so shrill, 
Will shortly re-echo o'er ocean and hill, 

When the mighty, mighty, mighty trump 
' Come, come away,' (sounds, 

0 may we be ready to hail that glad day 1 
The earth and the waters shall yield up the 

dead, 
The righteous with joy will awake from their 

bed. 
The chorus of angels will burst from the skies, 
And blend with the shouts of the saints as 

they rise; 
The cry of "the Bridegroom" will echo 

around. 
And the bride in her beauty go forth at the 

sound; 
Acknowledged by Jesus, confessed as His own, 
Transported to glory, to sit on His throne, 
O home of the holy, the happy the free, 
In Jesus, thy portals are open to me! 

89 P.M. 
OH, think of the home over there, 

By the side of the river of light, . . . 
Where the saints all immortal and fair 

Are robed in their garments of white. . , . 
Over there! . . . over there I . . . 
Oh, think of the home over there I . . , 
Over there 1 . . . over there, over there! 
Oh, think of the home over there I 

Oh, think of the friends over there, 
Who before us the journey have trod, , , . 

Of the songs that they breathe on the air, 
In their home in the palace of God. 

My Saviour is now over there, [rest; . . . 
There my kindred and friends are at 

Then, away from my sorrow and care, 
Let me fly to the land of the blest. 

I'll soon be at home over there, 
For the end of my journey I see ; . . . 

Many dear to my heart over there 
Are watching and waiting for me. 

90 
We're bound for the land of the pure and the 

holy, 
The home of the happy, the kingdom of love. 
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Ye wanderers from God in the broad road of 

folly 
Oh I say, will you go to the Eden above ? 

Will you go ? oh say, will you go to 
the Eden above ? 

In that blessed land neither sighing nor anguish 
Can breathe in the fields where the glorified 

rove, 
Ye heart-burdened ones who in misery 

languish, 
Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ? 

No poverty there, no, the saints are all 
wealthy, 

The heirs of His glory whose nature is love; 
No sickness can reach them, that country is 

healthy, 
Oh say, will you go to that Eden above. 

March on happy pilgrims, the land is before 
you, 

And soon its ten thousand delights we shall 
prove; 

Yes, soon we shall walk o'er the hills of bright 
glory, 

And drink the pure joys of the Eden above. 
We will go, oh yes, we will go to 

the Eden above. 

91 
ENQUIRE, my soul, enquire ! 

What doth the watchman say ? 
Is the one object of desire 

Upon the way ? 
What doth the watchman say, 

Whose cry the slumbcrer wakes ? 
" The night hath nearly passed away 

The morning breaks." 
' The night is coming, too ! 

A night of speechless woe : 
But there shall be no night to you 

Who Jesus know. 
' Come whosoever will, 

E're God's right hand He leaves : 
He waits till He His bosom fill 

With all His sheaves. 
' God speaks—shall we be dumb ? 

Watch that your lamps may burn ; 
Come, all ye weary wanderers, come. 

Return, return.1 

Take up the watchman's word : 
Repeat the midnight cry : 

Prepare to meet your coming Lord ; 
The time draws nigh.' 

The hours with eager flight 
Pass on till He appear : 

That moment of unknown delight 
Will soon be here. 

10.11. 92 
The night is far spent, the day is at hand; 

Already the dawn may be seen in the sky ; 
Rejoice, then, ye saints, 'tis your Lord's own 

command, 
Rejoice for the coining of Jesus draws nigh. 

How bright will it be when Jesus appears! 
How welcome to those who have shared n 

His cross I 
A crown incorruptible then will be theirs, 

A rich compensation for suffering and loss. 
Affliction is light compared to the day 

Of glory that then will from heaven be 
reveal'd! 

The Saviour is coming, His people now say— 
The Lord whom we look for, our Sun and 

our Shield. 
O pardon us, Lord, that our love to Thy name 

Is so faint, with so much our affections to 
move! 

Our deadness should fill us with grief and 
with shame, 

So much to be loved, and so little to love! 
O kindle within us a holy desire, 

Like that which was found in Thy people 
of old! 

Who felt all Thy love, and whose hearts were 
on fire, 

While they waited in patience Thy face to 
behold 1 

REJOICE ye saints the time draws near 
When Christ will in the clouds appear, 

And for His people call. 
Chorus—Trim your lamps and be ready, 

For the midnight cry. 
The trumpet sounds through earth and sky, 
Resounds the solemn midnight cry— 

" Behold the Bridegroom comes." 

The Lord will come to claim His own, 
And on each faithful one a crown 

Of life He will bestow. 

And then with rapture infinite 
Saints cast their crowns down at His feet, 

And crown Him King of kings." 
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Come, brethren all, and let us try 
To warn poor sinners, and to cry— 

" Behold, the Bridegroom comes." 
Oh, sinner I ere it be too late, 
Flee thou to mercy's open gate, 

And join Christ's waiting band. 
Come, buy your oil before too late, 
And ready for the Bridegroom wait, 

And watch to enter in. 

94 87 
CHRIST is coming! let creation 

From her groans and travail cease ; 
Let the glorious proclamation 

Hope restore and faith increase : 
Christ is coming ! Christ is coming \ 

Come, Thou blessed Prince of Peace I 
Christ is coming ! Christ is coming ! 

Come, Thou blessed Prince of Peace ! 
Earth can now but tell the story 

Of Thy bitter cross and pain; 
She shall yet behold thy glory 

When Thou coniest back to reign. 
Tho' once cradled in a manger, 

Oft no pillow but the sod ; 
Here an alien and a stranger, 

Mocked of men, disowned of God : 
Long Thy exiles have been pining, 

Far from rest, and home, and Thee : 
But, in heavenly vesture shining, 

Soon they shall Thy glory see. 
With that " blessed hope " before us, 

Let no harp remain unstrung; 
Let the mighty ransomed chorus 

Onward roll from tongue to tongue. 

95 
,THOU art coming, O my Saviour, 

Thou art coming [ O my King, 
Every tongue Thy name confessing, 

Well may we rejoice and sing; 
Thou art coming! rays of glory, 

Thro' the veil Thy death has rent, 
Gladden now our pilgrim pathway, 

Glory from Thy presence sent. 
CHO.—Thou art coming, thou art coming, 

We shall meet Thee on Thy way. 
Thou art coining, we shall see Thee, 

And be like Thee on that day. 
Thou art coming, Thou art coming, 

Jesus our beloved Lord, 
O the joy to see Thee reigning, 

Worshipp'd, glorified, adored. 

. Thou art coming, not a shadow, 
Not a mist and not a tear, 

Not a sin, and not a sorrow, 
On that sunrise grand aud clear ; 

Thou art corning! Jesus Saviour, 
Nothing else seems worth a thought, 

Oh how marvellous the glory, 
And the bliss Thy pain hath bought. 

Thou art coming, we are waiting 
With a hope that cannot fail, 

Asking not the day or hour, 
Anchored safe within the veil; 

Thou art coming! at Thy table 
We are witnesses for this, 

As we meet Thee in communion. 
Earnest of our coming bliss. 

96 
WHEN He cometh, when He cometh 
To make up His jewels, 
All His jewels, precious jewels, 
His loved and His own. 

Like the stars of the morning, His bright 
crown adorning, 

They shall shine in His beauty, bright gems 
for His crown. 

He will gather, He will gather 
The gems for His kingdom ! 
All the pure ones, all the bright ones, 
His loved and His own. ' - o. 

WHEN the mists have roiled in splendour 
From the beauty of the hills, 

And the sunlight falls in gladness, 
On the river and the rills, 

We recall our Father's promise, 
In the rainbow of the spray: 

We shall know each other better 
When the mists have rolled away. 
We shall know . . as we are known, . 
Nevermore . . to walk alone . . . 
In the dawning of the morning 
Of that bright and happy day: 
We shall know each other better, 
When the mists have rolled away! 

Oft we tread the path before us 
With a weary burdened heart; 

Oft we toil amid the shadows, 
And our fields are far apart: 

But the Saviour's " Come, ye blessed " 
All our labour will repay, 

When we gather in the morning 
Where the mists have rolled away. 
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We shall come with joy and gladness 

We shall gather round the throne ; 
Face to face with those that love us, 

We shall know as we are known : 
And the song of our redemption 

Shall resound through endless day, 
When the shadows have departed 

And the mists have rolled away. 

9 8 
LOOK, ye saints, the sight is glorious; 

See " the Man of sorrows " now ; 
From the fight returned victorious, 

Every knee to Him shall bow : 
Crown Him ! crown Him ! 

Crowns become the Victor's brow. 
Sinners in derision crowned Him, 

Mocking thus the Saviour's claim ; 
Saints and angels croud around Him, 

Own His title, praise His name ; 
Crown Him ! crown Him! 

Spread abroad the Victor's fame. 
Hark ! those bursts of acclamation ! 

Hark ! those loud triumphant cords ! 
Jesus takes the highest station : 

O what joy the sight affords! 
Crown Him f Crown Him I 

" KING OF KINGS, AND LORD OF LORDS.' 
* ' * * P .M. 

FROM Egypt lately come, 
Where death and darkness reign, 

We seek our new, our better home, 
Where we our rest shall gain. 

Hallelujah ! 
We are on our way to God. 

To Canaan's sacred bound, 
We haste with songs of joy ! 

Where peace and liberty are found, 
And sweets that never cloy. 

There sin and sorrow cease, 
And every conflict's o'er; 

There we shall dwell in endless peace, 
And never hunger more. 

How sweet the prospect is ! 
It cheers the pilgrim's breast; 

We're journeying through the wilderness, 
But soon shall gain our rest. 

100 
THERE'S a land that is fairer than day, 

And by faith we can see it afar, 

For the Saviour waits over the way, 
To prepare us a dwelling-place there. 

In the sweet . . by-and-by, . . 
We shall meet on that beautiful shore ; . 

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

We shall sing on that beautiful shore 
The melodious songs of the blest; 

And our spirits shall sorrow no more— 
Not a sigh for the blessing of rest. 

To our bountiful Father above 
We will offer the tribute of praise, 

For the glorious gift of His love, 
And the blessings that hallow our days. 101 6.6.4. 

GLORY to God on High! 
Let heaven and earth reply, 

Praise ye His name 1 
Angels His love adore, 
Who all our sorrows bore, 
And saints cry evermore, 

Worthy the Lamb! 
Jesus, our Lord and God, 
Bore sin's accursed load, 

Praise ye His name .' 
Tell what His arm hath done! 
What spoils from death He won, 
Sing His great name alone ! 

Worthy the Lamb! 
While they around the throne 
Cheerfully join in one, 

Praising His name! 
We too, who know His blood 
Hath made our peftce with God, 
Would sound His praise abroad, 

Worthy the Lamb! 
Join all the ransomed race, 
Our holy Lord to bless, 

Praise ye His name ! 
In Him we will rejoice, 
And make a joyful noise, 
Singing with heart and voice, 

Worthy the Lamb ! 

102 
On Christ salvation rests secure ; 
The Rock of Ages must endure ; 
Nor can that faith be overthrown, 
Which rests upon the ' Living Stone.'' 
No other hope shall intervene : 
To Him we look, on Him we lean: 
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Other foundations we disown, 
And build on Christ, the "Living Stone." 
In Him it is ordained to raise 
A temple to Jehovah's praise, 
Composed of all His saints, who own 
No Saviour but the "Living Stone.' 
View the vast building, see it rise: 
The work how great, the plan how wise ! 
O wondrous fabric! power unknown ! 
That rears it on the "Living Stone." 
But most adore His precious name; 
His glory and His grace proclaim : 
For us, the lost, condemned, undone, 
He gave Himself, the "Living Stone." 

103 
T H ' atoning work is done— 

The victim's blood is shed; 
And Jesus now has gone 

His people's cause to plead: 
He sits in heaven their great High Priest, 
And bears their names upon His breast. 

He sprinkled with His blood 
The mercy-seat above ; 

For justice had withstood 
The purposes of love ; 

But justice now withstands no more, 
And mercy yields its boundless store. 

No temple made with hands 
His place of service is; 

In Heaven itself He stands— 
A Heavenly priesthood His! 

In Him the shadows of the law 
Are all fulfill'd and now withdraw. 

And though a w'hile He be 
Hid from the eyes of men, 

His people look to see 
Their great High Priest again ; 

In brightest glory He will come, 
And take His waiting people home. 

104 
To Him who is able to keep us (His called 

ones, 
Preserved in Christ Jesus, the saints of the 

Father,) 
To keep us from falling, and faultless to set us 
Before His bright glory with fulness of joy:— 
To the Lord God who keepeth'midst sin, and 

in weakness 
(Whose wisdom alone is,) the God and our 

Saviour,— 

Be majesty, glory, dominion and power, 
Both now, and for ever, Amen, and Amen ' 

105 
O Lord! we adore Thee, for Thou art the 

slain One 
That livest for ever, enthroned in heaven ; 
O Lord! we adore Thee, for Thou has 

redeemed us; 
Our title to glory we read in Thy blood. 
O God I we acknowledge the depth of Thy 

riches; 
For of Thee, and through Thee, and to Thee 

are all things, 
How rich is Thy mercy l how great Thy 

salvation I [Amen! 
We bless Thee, we praise Thee: Amen and 

106 
'TWAS God who gave the precious name 

Of "Jesus" to His Son, 
Because He knew His gracious work 

By Him would well be done. 
The Son of God, the Lord of life,— 

How wondrous are His ways ; 
Oh, for a harp of thousand strings, 

To sound abroad His praise ! 
The name of "Jesus" Saviour means ; 

And such He is, indeed, 
To all who feel the weight of sin, 

And peace and pardon need. 
His name was Jesus when on earth, 

His name is Jesus now; 
And God declares that to that name 

All heaven and earth shall bow. 
And truly happy is the soul 

That trusts His precious name; 
He soon shall Him in glory see 

Who once in mercy came. 

107 
OH, safe to the rock that is higher than I, 
My soul in its conflicts and sorrows would fly : 
So sinful, so weary, Thine, Thine would I be ; 
Thou blest " Rock of Ages," I'm. hiding in 

Thee! 
Hiding in Thee J hiding in Thee 1 
Thou blest " Rock of Ages," I'm hiding in 

Thee! 
In the calm of the noontide, in sorrow's lone 

hour, [power; 
In times when temptation casts o'er me it 
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In the tempests of life, on its wide heaving 
sea, [Thee. 

Thou blest "Rock of Ages," I'm hiding in 
How oft in the conflict, when pressed by the 

foe, [my woe I 
I have fled to my Refuge, and breathed out 
How often, when trials, like sea-billows roll, 
Have I hidden in Thee, O Thou Rock of my 

soul I 108 
THE Lord's our Rock, in Him we hide : 

A shelter in the time of storm! 
Secure whatever ill betide : 

A shelter in the time of storm ! 
Oh, Jesus is a Rock in a weary land ! 
A weary land, a weary land ; 
Oh, Jesus is a Rock in a weary land,— 
A shelter in the time of storm! 

A shade by day, defence by night: 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 

No fears alarm, no foes affright: 
A shelter in the time of storm! 

The raging storms may round us beat: 
A shelter in the time of storm! 

We'll never leave our safe retreat, 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 

O Rock divine, O Refuge dear : 
A shelter in the time of storm ! 

Be Thou our helper ever near, 
A sheJter in the time of storm .' 

109 1112 

W I T H harps and with vials there stand a great 
throng [song: 

In the presence of Jesus, and sing this new 
Unto Him who hath loved us and washed us 

from sin, 
Unto Him be the glory for ever \ Amen. 
All these once were sinners, defiled in His 

sight, [unite : 
Now arrayed in pure garments in praise they 
.He maketh the rebel a priest and a king, 
He hath bought us and taught us this new7 

song to sing : 
How helpless and hopeless we sinners had 

been, [sin! 
If Christ had not loved us, and died for our 
Aloud in His praises our voices shall ring, 
.So that others, believing, this new song shall 

sing: 

no 
JESUS! that name is love—Jesus, our Lord ! 
Jesus, all names above—Jesus the Lord! 

Thou, Lord, our all must be ; 
Nothing that's good have we; 

Nothing apart from Thee—Jesus, our Lord ! 
Thou Son of God it was—Jesus, the Lord ! 
Thou gavest Thy life for us—Jesus, our Lord ! 

• Great was indeed Thy love, 
All other loves above ; 

Love Thou did'st dearly prove—Jesus, our 
Lord! 

Righteous alone in Thee—Jesus, the Lord ! 
Thou wilt a refuge be—Jesus, our Lord ! 

Whom, then, hive we to fear, 
What trouble, grief, or care; 

Since Thou art ever near—Jesus, our Lord ! 
Soon Thou wilt come again—J esus, the Lord! 
We shall be happy then—Jesus, our Lord! 

When Thine own face we see, 
Then shall we like Thee be ; 

Then evermore with Thee—Jesus, our Lord! 

I l l 
TAKE the name of Jesus with you, 

Child of sorrow and of woe ; 
It will joy and comfort give you— 

Take it, then, where'er you go. 
Precious Name, oh, how sweet! 
Hope of earth, and joy of Heaven. 

Take the name of Jesus ever, 
As a shield from every snare ; 

If temptations round you gather 
Breathe that holy name in prayer. 

Oh, the precious name of Jesus! 
How it thrills our souls with joy, 

When His loving arms receive us, 
And His songs our tongues employ ! 

At the name of Jesus bowing, 
Falling prostrate at His feet; 

King of Kings in Heaven we'll crown Him, 
When our journey is complete. 

112 
O JOY of the justified, joy of the free, [me, 
I'm washed in that crimson tide opened for 
In Christ, my Redeemer, rejoicing I stand, 
And point to the prints of the nails in Hishand, 

O sing of His mighty love, mighty to save. 



APPENDIX. 
O Jesus, the crucified, Jesus is mine, 
Tho' once a lost sinner, yet now I am Thine ; 
In conscious salvation, I sing of His grace, 
Who lifts now upon me the smile of His face. 
O Jesus, my Saviour, I'll still sing of Thee, 
Yes, sing of Thy precious blood poured out 

for me ; 
And when in the mansions of glory above, 
I'll praise and adore Thine unchangeable love. 
O ye who are guilty and wretched within, 
Who feel the sad burden and sorrow of sin, 
0 look nnto Jesus, however impure, 
No wound hath the soul that His blood 

cannot cure. 

113 
I'M not ashamed to own my Lord, 

Or to defend His cause ; 
Maintain the honour of His Word, 

The glory of His cross. 
At the cross! at the cross! where I first saw 

the light, 
And the burden of my heart rolled away; 

It was there by faith I received my sight, 
And now I am happy all the day ! 
Jesus, my God I I know His name— 

His name is all my trust: 
Nor will He put my soul to shame, 

Nor let my hope be lost. 
Firm as His throne His promise stands ; 

And He can well secure^* 
What I've committed to HjBiands, 

Till the decisive hour. 
Then will He own my worthless name 

Before His Father's face ; 
And, in the new Jerusalem, 

Appoint my soul a place. 

114 
SAVIOUR, more than life to me, 
1 am clinging, clinging close to Thee ; 
Let Thy precious blood applied 
Keep me ever, ever near Thy side. 

Every day, every hour, let me know Thy 
cleansing power; 

May Thy tender love to me bind me closer, 
closer, Lord, to Thee. 

Thro' this changing world below 
Lead me gently, gently as I go ; 
Trusting Thee, I cannot stray, 
I can never, never lose my way. 

I would love Thee more and more, 
Till this fleeting, fleeting life is o'er; 
Till my soul is lost in love 
In a brighter, brighter world above. 

115 
JESUS, Lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high ; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life is past; 
Safe into the haven guide, 

Oh, receive my soul at last. 
Other refuge have I none, 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee; 
Leave, oh, leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me : 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 

All my help from Thee I bring; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of Thy wing. 
Thou, O Christ, art all I want; 

More than all in Thee I find: 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the sick, and leadthe blind : 
Just and holy is Thy name, 

I am all unrighteousness; 
Vile, and full of sin I am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 
Plenteous grace with Thee is found-

Grace to cover all my sin : 
Let the healing streams abound ; 

Make me, keep me, pure within : 
Thou of Life the fountain art, 

Freely let me take oi Thee: 
Spring Thou up within my heart, 

Rise to all eternity. 

116 
WHAT a Friend we have in Jesus, 

All our sins and griefs to bear! 
What a privilege to carry 

Everything to God in prayer! 
Oh, what peace we often forfeit, 

Oh, what needless pain we bear— 
All because we do not carry 

Ev'rything to God in prayer! 
Have we trials and temptations? 

Is there trouble anywhere? 
We should never be discouraged : 

Take it to the Lord in prayer I 
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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 Saviour, still our refuge— 

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

Take it to the Lord in prayer! 
In His arms He'll take and shield thee, 

Thou wilt find a solace there. 

117 
WHEN the storms of life are raging, 

Tempest wild on sea and land, 
I will seek a place of refuge 

In the shadow of God's hand. 
He will hide me ! He will hide me 1 
Where no harm can e'er betide me; 
In the shadow of God's hand. 
Though He may send some affliction 

'Twill but make me long for home ; 
Fpr in love, and not in anger, 

All His chastenings may come. 
Enemies may strive to injure, 

SStan all his arts employ, 
He will turn what seems to harm me 

Into everlasting joy. 
So while here the cross I'm bearing, 

Meeting storms and billows wild, 
Jesus for my soul is caring, 

Naught can harm His Father's child. 

118 
WHOM have I, Lord, in heaven but Thee ? 

None but Thee ! None but Thee ! 
And this my song through life shall be, 

Christ for me I Christ for me! 
He hath for me the winepress trod, 
He hath redeemed me "by His blood," 
And reconciled my soul to God: 

Christ for me ! Christ for me ! 
I envy not the rich their joys: 

Christ for me! Christ for me ; 
I covet not earth's glittering toys : 

Christ for me ! Christ for me ! 
Earth can no lasting bliss bestow, 
" Fading " is stamped on all below; 
Mine is a joy no end can know : 

Christ for me.' Christ for me .' 

Though with the poor be cast my lot: 
Christ for me! Christ for me ! 

'• He knoweth best "—I murmur not 
Christ for me ! Christ for me! 

Though "vine" and "fig-tree" blight assail, 
The "labour of the olive fail," 
And death o'er flock and herd prevail: -» 

Christ for me! Christ for me! 

119 
HARK I how the blood-bought hosts above 
Conspire to chant the Saviour's love 

In sweet harmonious strains ! 
And while they strike their golden lyres, 
This glorious theme each bosom fires, 

That grace triumphant reigns 1 
We'll join the song! for we can tell 
How sovereign grace dissolved the spell 

That kept us bound in chains ; 
And from that dear and happy day, 
How oft we've been constrained to say 

That grace triumphant reigns ! 
Yes! though we've strayed like saints of old, 
Grace has restored us to the fold, 

As captives in its chains; 
Thus, saved by grace, we'll gladly sing, 
Till all the earth and heavens ring 

With grace triumphant reigns / 

120 
YES, we part, but not for ever, 

Joyful hopes our bosoms swell; 
They who love the Saviour never 

Know a long, a last farewell; 
Blissful unions lie beyond this parting vale. 

Sweet this hour of benediction, 
When such unions come to mind, 

When each holy heart-conviction, 
With the promises combined, 

Tell of meetings by the Lord for us designed. 
O what meetings are before us, 

Brighter far than tongue can tell; 
Glorious meetings, to restore us 

Him with whom we long_ to dwell: 
With what raptures will the sight our bosom 

swell! 
Soon will cease such short-lived pleasures, 

Soon will fade this earth away ; 
Brighter, fairer, nobler treasures 

Wait the full redemption day ; [day. 
Hail the rising of the wished-lor new-born 
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121 
THERE is a fountain filled with blood, 

Drawn from Emmanuel's veins; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood, 

Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day ; 

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

Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 

And all the ransomed Church of God, 
Shall praise Thee evermore. 

Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared— 
Unworthy though I be— 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 
A golden harp for me. 

'Tis strung and tuned for endless years, 
And formed by power divine, 

To sound in God the Father's ears 
No other name but thine. 

122 
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 unto Jesus for refuge have fled ? 

' Fear not; I am with thee! oh, be not 
dismayed! 

I—I am thy God, and will still give thee aid ; 
I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee 

to stand, 
Upheld by My righteous, omnipotent hand.' 

The soul i. 
He will no! 
That soul, though all hell shall endeavour to 

shake, 
' He'll never—no never—no never forsake.' 

123 
Behold the Lamb whose precious blood 

Poured from His open veins, 
Had power to make our peace with God, 

And cleanse our deepest stains. 
The dying thief beheld that Lamb 

Expiring by His side ; 
And proved the value of the name 

Of Jesus crucified! 

tjBEon Jesus hath leaned for repose, 
LorjKle cannot desert to its foes 

His soul, by virtue of the blood, 
To paradise received, 

Redemption's earliest trophy stood, 
From sin and death retrieved. 

We, too, the cleansing power have known 
Of the atoning blood ; 

By grace have learnt His name to own, 
Which brings us back to God. 

To Him then let our songs ascend, 
Who stooped in grace so low: 

To Christ, the Lamb, the sinner's Friend, 
Let ceaseless praises flow. 

8.7.7. 124 
WITHOUT blood there's no remission ; 

Thus the Lord proclaims from heaven; 
Blood must flow. On this condition, 

This alone, is sin forgiven. 
Yes, a victim must be slain, 
Else all hope of life is vain. 
But the victim, who shall find it— 

Such an one as sinners need ? 
To the altar who shall bind it ? 

Who shall make the victim bleed ? 
Such a victim as must die, 
All the world could not supply. 
God Himself provides the victim; 

Jesus is the Lamb of God ; 
Heaven and earth, and hell afflict Him, 

While He bears the sinner's load. 
Jesus' blood—His blood alone, 
Can for human guilt atone. 
Joyful truth! He bore transgression 

In His body, on the cross .' 
Through His blood there's full remission 

For the vilest, e'en for us : 
Jesus for the sinner bleeds. 
Nothing more the sinner needs. 

125 
I COULD not do without Thee, 

0 Saviour of the lost, 
Whose precious blood redeemed me 

At such tremendous cost; 
Thy righteousness, Thy pardon, 

Thy sacrifice, must be 
My only hope and comfort, 

My glory and my plea. 
I could not do without Thee, 

1 cannot stand alone ; 
I have no strength or goodness, 

No wisdom of my own : 

7.6. 
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But Thou, beloved Saviour, 
Art all in all to me ; 

And weakness will be power, 
If leaning hard on Thee. 

I could not do without, Thee, 
For years are fleeting fast; 

And soon in solemn silence 
The river must be passed : 

But Thou wilt never leave me ; 
And, though the waves run high, 

I know Thou wilt be near me, 
And whisper, " It is I." 

126 7.7.8.7-
THY name we love, Lord Jesus, 
And lowly bow before Thee: 

And while we live, to Thee we give 
All blessing, worship, glory. 
We sing aloud Thy praises, 
Our hearts and voices blending, 

'Tis Thou alone we worthy own, 
Thy beauty's all transcending. 
Thy name we love, Lord Jesus ; 
It tells God's love unbounded, 

To ruin'd man, ere time began, 
Or heaven and earth were founded. 
Thine is a love eternal, 
That found in us jts pleasure, 

That brought Thee low, to bear our woe, 
And make us Thine own treasure. 
Thy name we love, Lord Jesus ; 
It tells Thy birth so lowly, 

Thy patience, grace, Thy gentleness, 
Thy lonely path so holy. 
Thou wast the " Man of sorrows ;" 
Our grief, too, Thou didst bear it; 

Our bitter cup, Thou drankest up ; 
The thorny crown, didst wear it. 
Thy name we love, Lord Jesus ; 
God's Lamb—Thou wast ordained 

To bear our sin (Thyself all clean)— 
And hast our guilt sustained. 
We see Thee crowned in glory, 
Above the heavens now seated ; 

The victory won, Thy work well done, 
Our righteousness completed. 

127 
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 

In a believer's ear! It sooths his sorrows, heals his wounds, And drives away his fear. 

It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast; 

'Tis rnanna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary, rest. 

Dear name! the Rock on which I build, 
My shield and hiding-place ; 

My never failing treasury, filled 
With boundless stores of grace. 

Jesus! my Saviour, Shepherd, 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 I see Thee as Thou art 
I'll praise Thee as I ought. 

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

And glory in the blessed name 
That quells the power of death. 128 

JESUS! the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease, 

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

He breaks the power of cancell'd sin, 
He sets the prisoner free ; 

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

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

The mournful broken hearts rejoice, 
The humble poor believe. 

Hear Him, ye deaf; His praise, ye dumb, 
Your loosened tongues employ ; 

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

129 
WF. sing the praise of Him who died, 

Of Him who died upon the cross ; 
The sinner's hope, let men deride, 

For this we count the world but loss. 
Inscribed upon His cross we see, 

In shining letters, " GOD IS LOVE ; " 
He bears our sins upon the tree, 

He brings us mercy from above. 
THE CROSS! it takes our guilt away, 

It holds the fainting spirit up; ' 
It cheers with hope the gloomy day, And sweetens every bitter cup. 
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I t makes the coward spirit brave, 

And nerves the feeble a rm for fight; 
It takes its terror from the grave, 

And gilds the vale of death with light. 

T h e balm of life, the cure of woe, 
T h e measure and the pledge of love ; 

T h e sinner 's refuge here below, 
T h e angel 's theme in heaven above. 

130 
T h e vail is r e n t : our souls d raw near 

Un to a th rone of grace, 
T h e meri ts of the Lord appear , 

They fill the holy place. 
His precious blood has spoken there , 

Before and on the throne ; 
And His own wounds in heaven declare 

T h e atoning work is done. 
" 'Tis finished!" on the cross H e said, 

In agonies and blood ; 
" 'Tis finished !" now H e lives to plead 

Before the face of God. 
" 'Tis finished!" here our souls have rest, 

His work can never fai l : 
By Him our Sacrifice and Priest, 

W e enter through the vail. 
Wi th in the holiest of all, 

Cleansed by His precious blood, 
Before Thy throne we prostrate fall, 

And worship T h e e , O God. 131 
G O D laid my sins on Jesus, 

T h e spotless L a m b of God ; 
H e bore them all and frees us 

From the accursed load. 
I bring my guilt to Jesus, 

To wash my crimson stains 
Whi t e in His blood most precious, 
. Tha t not a spot remains . 

I bring my wants to Jesus , 
All fulness dwells in H i m ; 

H e healeth my diseases, 
H e doth my soul redeem. 

I bring my griefs on Jesus, 
My burdens and my cares ; 

H e from them all releases, 
H e all my sorrows shares 

7.6. 

132 

I rest my soul on J e s u s , 
Th i s weary soul of mine ; 

H i s r ight hand me embraces , 
I on His breast recline. 

I love the name of Je sus ! 
I m m a n u e l ! Christ ! the Lord ! 

Like fragrance on the breezes 
His n a m e is poured abroad. 

I long to be like Jesus, 
Meek, loving, lowly, mild ; 

I long to be like Jesus, 
T h e Fa the r ' s holy child. 

I long to be with Jesus , 
Amid the heavenly throng, 

T o sing with saints His praises, 
In one eternal song. 

O n e the re is above all others— 
O how H e loves! 

His is love, beyond a brother ' s— 
O how H e loves! 

Ear th ly friends may fail or leave us , 
One day soothe, the next day grieve us, 
But this Fr iend will ne 'e r deceive us— 

O how H e loves! 
'Tis e ternal life to know Hirrt— 

O how H e loves! 
Think , oh, think how much we owe H i m ! 

O how he loves ! 
Wi th His precious blood H e bought us, 
I n the wilderness H e sought us, 
T o His fold H e safely brought us— 

O how H e loves! 
W e have found a friend in Jesus— 

O how he loves ! 
'Tis His great delight to bless us— 

O how H e loves! 
H o w our hear ts delight to hea r H i m 
Bid us d w ^ l in safety near Him ! 
W h y should we distrust or fear Him ? 

O how he loves ! 
Through His n a m e we are forgiven— 

O how H e loves! 
Backward shall our foes be driven— 

O how H e loves ! 
Best of blessings He' l l provide us, 
Nought but good shall e 'er bet ide us, 
Safe to glory H e will guide us— 

O how H e loves ! 
T h e C o m p i l e r s a c k n o w l e d g e t h e k i n d n e s s of M e s s r s . M O R G A N & S C O T T , i n g i v i n g 
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