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PREFACE. 

IK the publication of this little Hymn-book the cherished 
purpose of many years has its accomplishment. It is a 
bumble service undertaken and performed for the glory 
of Jesus and the profit of His suffering, witnessing: 
Church on earth; and, as one who feels himself unworthy 
to be entrusted with any department of labour ** for His 
name," 1 would now lay it down, with profound rever
ence and adoring gratitude, at the feet of our " altogether 
lovely" IMIUNUEL, whose PRAISE it is intended to record; 
and beseech Him, in His condescending love, to give it 
such favour in the eyes of His believing people, (to 
whom, in tenderest brotherly love, I now present it,) 
that they may be induoed to employ it as a medium. 
through which to offer "the Sacrifice of Praise." 

A brief letter of introduction may lead to a more Intel' 
ligent and favourable consideration of its contents; and 
my first remark will be about— 

1. THE HYMNS,—The compositions contained in tho 
following pages are given as far as it has been in our 
power to get at the originals, without alteration, as the 
authors wroto them. 

My desire is to secure uniformity in the materials of our 
praise, and that can be attained only by printing the 
hymns precisely as the author* wrote them. I have bad 
to omit portions of hymns because they were too long; 
hut I ara not conscious of having altered any without first 
communicating with the authors. 

The present work has not boon compiled on the under
standing that I should pander to perverted taste, in any 
degree, by the adoption of unworthy hymns merely be
cause they are popular; but on this principle—that 
the taste, wherever vitiated, should be elevated by 
presenting those sacred compositions which ought to be
come permanently popular on account of their intrinsic ex
cellence. In the next place, I must write a paragraph or 
two about— 
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2. TBE POETRY.—In selecting the hymns which com
pose this volumo, some pains have been taken to exclude 
rant and doggerel, and to give only such pieces as com
bine the highest tpirituality with good poetry. There 
are, Indeed, a number of hymns included which derive 
their poetic power chiefly from the greatness and sub
limity of the Divine truths which they contain; and, on 
that account, thoy will be appreciated more by, and exert 
their most powerful influence over, converted men ; but 
it will be found that, even in them, the versification is so 
smooth, and the thoughts aro so elevated, that they will 
not offend the most refined poetic taste. 

It has been my earnest endeavour to keep the lite-
rature of the work so high, that every composition may 
be able to bear the criticism of the poet, as well as to meet 
the varied spiritual necessities of the Christian; for with 
such a copiousness of the poetic as we find in the Holy 
Scriptures,—with such a subject for praise as " the Christ 
of God," " t h e Word made flesh" dwelling among us, 
andhaving so many beautiful creations ofsanctified genius 
as are now published, a Christian who would sorve hia 
generation in the way of compiling a book of praise, is 
under a solemn obligation to produce something better 
than a mere chaos of didactic doggerel. 

If it were objected to this that God has no need of hu
man wisdom and mental power to forward His cause on 
earth, it would be quite sufficient to muet such a futile 
objection to make the counter-assertion that He has 
quite as little need of intellectual feeblen. ss and rantin.gr 
folly. To serve the Lord with the Church's best is surely, 
to take the lowest ground, no sin; and when we have 
done so, we may lay ourselves down in the dust before 
Him, and say, ** We are unprofitable servants; we have 
done that which was our duty to do," (Luke xvii. 10.) 

Why should not the Holy Ghost bo expected to bring 
out the highest strains of Divine music from tho fine-
toned harp, supplied by tbe gifted mind, which, in virtue 
of the redemption-work of Jesus, He has re-strung and 
tuned to celebrate the eternal praise of that glorious Be
ing who is, at the same moment, the dying Lamb of Cal
vary and the great Source of all created intelligence, and 

rantin.gr
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"Head overall to the Church which. is His body?" Why 
not sing in loftiest strains—" Unto him that loved us, and 
washed us from our sins in his own blood, and hath made us 
kings and priests unto God and his Fattier t" Our next re
mark \a regarding— 

3. 1 HE TRUTH.—In the preparation of this volume, it 
has been my earnest desire to embrace the whole circle 
of that department of Divine Truth which more properly 
forms the theme of Christian Praise. The proper subject 
of praise, and the immediate object of worship, is the 
Christ of God. The Inoarnate Word is the Central 
Object that furnishes all the materials for offering accept
ably " the sacrifice of praise to God," (Heb. xiii. 15.) Pro
perly speaking, the Father, as the Fountain of Deity, is 
tho ultimate Object of our worship; and we worship the 
Father,through the Son, and by the Spirit: "for through 
Him we both have access by one Spirit, unto the Father,'' 
(Eph. li. 18), but, as the Divine Son is " GOD MANIFESTED 
IN THE PLEfiH,"(l Tim. ili. 16); and, as it is only by know
ing Him that wo know the Father, and, as we are en-

, Vitied to honour the Son as we honour the Father, Ho is 
laced before us as the more immediate Object of our 

. jraise; and it is only by knowing Him as the perfect 
Doer of the Will of God, even to the accomplishing nf 
atonement " by the sacrifice of Himself," (Heb. ix. 26;) 
iind as the Obedient Servant of the Father, and Surety of 
His brethren, achieving the redemption, calling, new crea
tion, purification, and final glorification of His Bride, the 
Church, that we obtain an unalterable position "within 
tho veil," in "the holiest of all," as purged worshippers, 
who have had their day of divine consecration (Lev. viii. 
and Heb. x.); and, as '* a spiritual house, an holy priest
hood," are enabled, with divine intelligence, and reid 
heart-homage, *'to offer up spiritual sacrifices, acceptable to 
God by Jesus Christ." 

For redeemed sinners the key-note of all acceptable 
worship and spiritual praise must be struck on the Gross of 
Calvary with "Thanks be unto God for Hi* unspeakable gift,'' 
(2 Cor. ix. 15.) The unconverted sinner cannot Bin? praise 
to God, and he should not be deluded into the belief that 
he can praise acceptably while he remains unconverted; 
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for that were to put into his hands tbe meat-offering before 
the burnt-offering, and induce him to commit the fearful 
«rror, on account of which both Cain and his offering were 
rejected. Hence we may infer, from the teaching of the 
Word of God, that if we are really to praise God at ill, we 
must first know ourselves "accepted in the Beloved,*' and, if 
we wish to continue enjoying God's service, we must always 
ke«p the unchanging, objective truth regarding the great 
Redeemer fresh in our minds; and not allow our thoughts 
to brood over the fluctuating frames and feelings, the 
harassing fears and doubts, the difficulties, trials, and 
temptations of our own souls. If we keep (Jhrist before 
tta as the constant object of our faitht we shall continually 
enjoy His refreshing presence within us as the life of our 
souls. 

The great leading peculiarity of this Hymn-Book is 
its OBJECTIVITY. In other words, the hymns treat 
mainly of the PERSOH, the Work, and the Qlory of Christ; 
and express faith, confidence, gratitude, love, peace, joy, 
mid the sure hope of glory; not the gloom, darkness, 
doubt, fear, anxiety, and uncertainty of personal accept" 
auce which are so frequently to be met with. The light 
of the great love of God in giving His Son to die for 
us, streams forth from Calvary aud irradiates every page; 
so that the worshipper may say and sing on using any 
and all of the hymns— 

** On CHRIST, the solid Rock, I stand. 
All other ground is sinking sand." 

4. THE DOCTRINE.—The doctrinal purity of the hymns in 
this collection has been carefully watched. The doctrine 
is, throughout, Pauline—the only true system of theo
logy ; the opposite of which is neither philosophically 
correct nor scripturally true. 

The range of doctrine also is very comprehensive; 
embracing tbe whole that Scripture teaches concern
ing the Lord Jesus. 

The present is the night-poriod of our history, but "the 
night is far spent, the day is at hand," (Rom. xiii. 1*2;) 
and of that DAY many have rejoiced to sing in joyful 
expectancy. And while the silvery rays of the Bright and 
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Morning Star are sparkling on the verge of the niijht, and 
- we expect ere long that the day will break, and the eha-
• dows flee away, why should not the Bride of Christ en
liven the lonely night with the singing of cheerful hymns 
of hope, and breathe out the longing of hor loving 
heart for "His appearingand His kingdom?" (2 Tim. iv. 1.) 
. 5. THE BOOK.—The book contains two hundred hymns, 
which, when taken in their totality, may be justly re
garded as among the best singing hymns in the English 
language. The volume Is a carefully-chosen selection, not a 
congerits of compositions containing doctrines which are 
mutually contradictory. Divine Truth is a gorgeous 
temple, built up symmetrically, not a mere mass of rub-
biah; and, standing inside the beautiful edifice, we can 
a.doro and praise. There is a plan, a unity, and a doctrinal 
symmetry parvading the entire book. I have endea
voured, to the best of my ability, to give such hymns as, 
when read ttraight through, (which we would invite every 
one who is in possession of the book to do,) will afford, 
by the Spirit's grace, no little edification to the saints of 
God, on account of the fulness with which the hymns 
embody "the riches of the full assurance of understand-
in?, of the Myttery of God, and of the Father, and of 
Christ, In whom are hid all the treasures of wisdom and 
knowledge," (Cot. ii. 2, 3.) I thank God for the inestima
ble privilege of having so many of the finest compositions 
of the beloved friends of Christ of many generations, 
lands, and denominations, all uttering in most perfect 
harmony their adoring worship of "Jesus Christ, toko is 
Vie faithful WUnete, the Fir$t-begottm of the dead, and ths 
Prince of the Hngt of the earth," (Rev. i. 5.) 

6. THE DESIGN of this book is the glory of God, by draw
ing out more of the worshipping spirit of Christianity. 
"WhoBO offereth praise glorifieth me," says God, (Ps. L 
28.) "Praise and prayer," as a noble brother in Christ 
desires me to remind my readers, "being twin sisters, in 
order either to pray or praise acceptably, we must have our 
minds pervaded by the Spirit of God, and be in calm fel
lowship with our heavenly Father." As both prayer and 
praise spring from the same source, we may obtain our 
Father's blessing for ourselves or others quite as readily 
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by cJieerful praise as by importunate prayer. If you v-Ill 
read 2 Chron. xx,, it will furnish you with an illustrai >n 
of this. There was first earnest prayer, which the Lo.' 
responded to by giving His promise of deliverance; and 
the king and people believed and "fell before the LORD, 
worshipping the LORD,'* and then " stood up to praise the 
LORD God of Israel," even before the deliverance eamo; 
and " when they began to sing and to praise," the Lord be
gan immediately to overthrow their enemies. Prayerful 
reliance on God, and praiseful confidence in God, will still 
accomplish mighty achievements. It may be that the 
reason why we do not enjoy more spiritual prosperity is 
because we have been laying hold of God only with the 
right band of prayer, and not also with the left hand of 
praise. Praise God, in holy communion with Himself, by 
means of these " Songs of Deliverance," and see whether 
He " will not open you the windows of heaven, and pour 
you out a blessing, that there shall not be room enough to 
receive it," (Mai. iii. 10.) 

7 THE SINGING.—The tunes to which the hymns in this 
volume should be sung are such as will bo found in 
" Hymns Ancient and Modern, with Accompanying 
Tunes," "The Scottish Psalmody," and "The People's 
Service of Song." By all means let the singing be cheer
ful, as the outflowing of the heartfelt gratitude of de
livered ones, not the doleful drawling of those who have 
u either an eye nor a heart for Christ. 

"WORTHY IS THE LAMB THAT WAS SLAIN TO RECEIVK 
POWER, AND RICHES, AND WISDOM, AND STRENGTH, AND 
HONOUR, AND CLOUT, AND BLESSING," (REV. V. 12.) 

GEORGE SQUARE, EDINBURGH, 
June 22, 1863. 

1 >* 
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THE PRAISE OF JESUS. 

I MADE NIGH IN JESUS. 

A MIND at "perfect peace" with God, 
Oh, what a word is this ! 

A sinner reconciled through blood;— 
This, this, indeed is peace ! 

By nature and by practice far, 
How very far from God! 

Yet now, by grace, brought nigh to Him, 
Through faith in Jesus' blood. 

So nigh, so very nigh to God, 
I cannot nearer be; 

For in the person of His Son, 
I am as near as He. 

So dear, so very dear to God, 
More dear 1 cannot be; 

The love wherewith He lovea the Son, 
Such is His love to me. 

Why should I ever careful be, 
Since such a God is mine ? 

He watches o'er me night and day, 
And tells me mine is thine. 
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REFUGE IN JESUS. 
BOOK of Ages! cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee: 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy riven Bide which flow'd, 
JSe of sin the double cure; 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law's demands: 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone: 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 

Nothing in my hand I bring; 
Simply to Thy Cross I cling; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace-; 
Foul, I to the fountain fly— 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die! 

GLORY TO JESUS. 

GLOKY unto Jesus be! 
From the curse He set us free; 
All our guilt on Him was laid; 
He the ransom fully paid; 

All His glorious work is done: 
God'swell pleased in His Son; 
For He raised Him from the dead, 
And He reigns His Churoh's Head. 

His redeem'd His praise shew forth, 
- Ever glorying in His worth; 
Sing with angels round the throne, 
"Thou art worthy! Thou alone!" 
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He will soon return again, 
And His saints with Him shall reign; 
In this hope they joyful say, 
"Come, Lord Jesus, coma*way!" 

4 ONE WITH JESUS. 
LOKD Jnsr/8, are we ONE with Thee f 

0 height, 0 depth of lore! 
With Thee we died upon the tree, 

In Thee we live above. 
Such was Thy grace, that for our sake 

Thou didst from heaven come down, 
Our human flesh and blood partake, 

In all our misery ONB. 
Our sins, our guilt, in love divine, 

Confess'd and borne by Thee; 
The gall, the curse, the wrath were Thine, 

To set Thy members free. 
Ascended now in glory bright, 

Still ONE with us Thou art; 
Nor death nor life, nor depth, nor height, 

Thy saints and Thee can part. 
0 teach us, Lord, to know and own 

This wondrous mystery, 
That Thou with us art truly OBTB, 

And we are ONB with Thee 1 
Soon, soon shall come that glorious day, 

When, seated on Thy throne, 
Thou Bhalt to wondering worlds display, 

THAT THOT; WIIH US A M ONB 1 

Iff THE GLORY -WITH JESUS. 
THE sands of time are sinking, 

The dawn of heaven breaks, 
The summer morn I've sigh'd for-

The fair sweet morn awake*• 
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Dark, dark hath been the midnight 
But day-spring is at hand, 

And glory, glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel's land. 

Oh ! Christ, He is the fountain, 
The deep Bweet well of love; 

The streams of earth I've tasted, 
More deep I'll drink above. 

There to an ocean fulness 
His mercy doth expand, 

And glory, glory dwelleth 
In inimanuel'H land. 

With mercy and with judgment, 
My web of time He wove, 

And aye the dews of sorrow 
Were luster'd with His love. 

I'll bless the hand that guided, 
I'll bless the heart that plann'd, 

When throned where glory dwelled 
In Immanuel's land. 

Oh ! I am my Beloved's, 
And my Beloved's mine, 

He brings a poor vile sinner 
Into His " house of wine." 

I stand upon His merit; 
I know no other stand, 

Not e'en where glory dwelleth, 
In Immanuel's land. 

The Bride eyes not her garment, 
But her dear Bridegroom's face; 

I will not gaze on glory, 
But on my King of Grace. 

Not on the crown He giveth, 
But on His pierced hand; 

The Lamb is all the glory 
Of Immanuel's land, 
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THE NAME OF JESUS. 
How sweet the name of Jesus Bounds 

In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 

And drives away his fear. 
It makes the wounded spirit whole, 

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

And to the weary, rest. 

Bear name! the rook on which I bulH, 
My shield and hiding-place; 

My never-failing treasury, fill'd 
With boundless stores of grace. 

Jems, 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 '11 praise Thee as I ought. 

A FRIEND IN JESUS. 
Now I have found a Friend, 

Jesus is miue; 
His love shall never end, 

Jesus is mine. 
Though earthly joys decrease, 
Though human friendships cease, 
Now 1 have lasting peace; 

Jesus is mine. 
Though I grow poor and old, 

Jesus is mine; 
He will a y faith uphold, 

Jesus is mine. 
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He shall my wants supply, 
His precious blood is nigh, 
Nought can my hope destroy, 

Jesus is mine. 
When earth shall pass away, 

Jesus is mine; 
In the great judgment day, 

Jesus is mine. 
Oh t what a glorious thing, 
Then to behold my King, 
On tuneful harp to sing, 

Jesus is mine. 
Farewell, mortality t 

Jesus is mine; 
Welcome, eternity! 

Jesus is mine. 
He my Kedemption is, 
Wisdom and Righteousness, 
Life, Light, and Holiness, 

Jesus is mine. 
Father! Thy name I bless, 

Jesus is mine; 
Thine was the sovereign grace, 

Jesus is mine. 
Spirit of holiness, 
Sealing the Father's grace, 
Thou mad'st my soul embrace 

Jesus as mine. 

8 THE VOICE OF JESUS. 
I HBABD 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, 

Weaiy, and worn, and sad. 



THE FRAJSE OT JESTTS. IS 

I found in Him a resting-place, 
And He has made me glad. 

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 waB quench'd, my soul revived, 
And now I live in Him. 

I heard the voioe of Jesus say, 
I am this dark world's light; 

Look unto me, thy morn shall rise, 
And 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 '11 walk, 
Till travelling days are done. 

9 ONENESS WITH JESUS. 

WITH Christ we died to sin, 
Lay buried in His tomb; 

But, quiclcen'd now with Him," our Life/* 
We stand beyond our doom ! 

Our God, in wondrous love, 
Hath raised us who were dead; 

And, "in the heavenlies, made vx rit 
In Christ," our living " Head." 

For us He now appears 
"Within the veil" above; 

"Accepted," and" complete in Hun,** 
We triumph in His love. 

In Christ we now are made 
" The righteousness of God;" 
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As heaven-born men, and heirs with Him, 
We follow where He trod. 
Rejected and despised, 
He bore the " open shame;" 

As felloxo-sufferm, journeying home, 
We glory in His name. 
Soon will the Bridegroom come, 
His Bride from earth to call! 

We, glorified with Him, shall reign, 
TU1 God be all in alL 

10 THE SURETYSHIP OF JESUS. 
0 CHBIST, what burdens bow'd Thy head I 

Our load was laid on Thee; 
Thou stoodest in the sinner's stead— 

Barest all my ill for me : 
A victim led, Thy blood was shed; 

Now there 'a no load for me. 
Death and the curse were in our cup— 

0 CHRIST, 'twas full for Thee ! 
But Thou hast drain'd the last dark drop— 

'Tis empty now for me. 
That bitter cup—love drank it up ; 

Now blessings' draught for me. 
The Father lifted up His rod— 

0 CHRIST, it fell on Thee ! 
Thou wast sore stricken of Thy God; 

There's not one stroke for me. 
Thy tears, thy blood beneath it flow'd: 

Thy bruising healeth me. 
The tempest's awful voice was heard— 

O CHRIST, it broke on Thee ! 
Thy open bosom was my ward: 

It braved the storm for me. 
Thy form was scarr'd—Thy visage marr'dj 

Now cloudless peace for me. 
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A flame was kindled in God's ire— 
0 CHRIST, it burn'd on Thee 1 

It was a hot, consuming fire, 
Ev'n in the fair green tree; 

There did that fire feed and expire : 
Now it is quench'd for me. 

Jehovah hade His sword awake— 
0 CHRIST, it woke 'gainst Thee! 

Thy blood the flaming blade must slake ; 
Thy heart its sheath must be— 

All for my sake, my peace to make: 
Now sleeps that sword for me. 

The Holy One did hide HIB face— 
0 CHRIST, 'twas hid from Thee ! 

Dumb darkness wrapt Thy soul a space— 
The darkness due to me. 

But now that face of radiant grace 
Shines forth in light on me. 

For me, LORD JESUS, Thou hast died, 
And I have died in Thee; 

Thou 'rt risen : my bands are all untied; 
And now Thou liv'st in me. 

When purified, made white, and tried, 
Thy GLORY then for me! 

11 HOSANNA TO JESUS. 

THE Lord hath gone up with a shout 1 
Gone up with the trumpet's sound,— 

Lift high are the gates,— 
The throne Him awaits,— 

Earth's slain One now is crown'd I 
Hosanna to Jesus I Amen. 

The Lord hath gone up with a shout! 
Gone up to that throno on high! 
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The white-robed throngs. 
In their echoing songs, 

Loud hymn His victory. 
Hosanna to Jesus 1 Amen. 

The Lord shall come back with a shout I 
Descend with trump, to the air; 

His holy dead, 
From their dust-made bed, 

With the living, shall meet Him there. 
Hosanna to Jesus 1 Amen. 

The Lord shall come back with a shout I 
" In heaven Ha '11 bathe His sword;" 

The crowns that are now 
Bound the False-one's brow 

Shall be worn by Earth's rightful Lord, 
Hosanna to Jesus ! Amen. 

We wait for Thee, Christ, till Thy voioe 
Shall startle Death's wide domain, 

And " the last trump " blown, 
Shall gather Thine own, 

To be with Thee ever. Amen. 
Hosanna to Jesus! Amen. 

12 THE SEATING OF JESTJ&. 
LAMB of God! Thou now art seated 

High upon Thy Father's throne; 
All Thy gracious work completed, 

All Thy mighty vict'ry won: 
Every-knee in heaven is bending 

To the'Lamb for sinners slain; 
Every voice and harp is swelling,— 

" Worthy is the Lamb to reign. '* 
Lord, in all Thy power and glory, 

Still Thy thoughts and eyes are here, 
Watching o'er Thy ransom'd people; 

To Thy gracious, heart so dear: 
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Thou for us art interceding, 
Everlasting is Thy lore; 

And a blessed Test preparing, 
In our Father's house above. 

Lamb of God 1 Thou soon in glory 
Wilt to this sad earth return; 

All Thy foes shall quake before Thee, 
All that now despise Thee mourn: 

Then Thy saints shall rise to meet Thee, 
With Thee in Thy kingdom reign; 

Thine the praise, and Thine the glory, 
Lamb of God, for sinners slain i 

13 THE RECONCILING BLOOD OF JESUS. 

JESTJS, the ChriBt of God, 
The Father's blessed Son, 

The Father's bosom Thine abode, 
The Father's love Thine own; 

Jesus, the Lamb of God, 
Who us from hell to raise 

Hast shed Thy reconciling blood; 
We give Thee endless praise. 

God, and yet man, Thou art, 
True God, true man art Thou; 

Of man, and of man's earth a part, 
One with us Thou art now. 

Great sacrifice for sin, 
Giver of life for lite, 

Restorer of the peace within, 
True .ender of the strife: 

To Thoe, the Christ of God, 
Thy saints exulting sing; 

The bearer of our heavy load, 
Our own anointed King. 
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True lover of the lost, 
From heaven Thou earnest down. 

To pay for souls the righteous cos^ 
And claim them for Thine own. 

Rest of the weary, Thou ! 
To Thee, our rest, we come; 

In Thee to find our dwelling now, 
Our everlasting home. 

14 . THE LOVE OF JESUS. 

ONE there is above all others— 
Oh, how He loves I 

His is love beyond a brother's— 
Oh, how He loves ! 

Earthly friends may fail or leave us, 
One day soothe, the next day grieve us, 
But this Friend will ne'er deceive us— 

Oh, how He loves I 

'Tis eternal life to know Him— 
Oh, how He loves! 

Think, oh! think how much we owe H i n t -
On, how He loves! 

' With His precious blood He bought us, 
In the wilderness He sought us, 
To His fold He safely brought us— 

Oh, how He loves! 

We have found a friend in Jesus— 
Oh, how He loves I 

'Tis His great delight to bless us— 
Oh, how He loves J 

How our hearts deKght to hear Hint, 
Bid us dwell in safety near Him. 
Why should we distrust or fear Him? 

Oh, how He loves ! 
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Through His name wa are forgiven— 
Oh, how He loves! 

Backward shall our foes be driven— 
Oh, how He loves! 

Best of blessings He'll provide us, 
Nought but good shall e'er betide us, 
Safe to glory He will guide us— 

OH, HOW H E LOVES ! 

16 WHAT WE OWE TO JESUS. 

WHEN thi&4>assing world is done, 
When has sunk yon glaring sun, 
When we stand with Christ in glory, 
Looking o'er life's finish'd story; 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know— 
Not till then—how much I owe. 

When I stand before the throne, 
Dress'd in beauty not my own; 
When I see Thee as Thou art, 
Love Thee with unsinning heart, 
Then, Lord, shall I fully k n o w -
Not till then—how much I owe. 

When the praise of heaven I hear, 
Loud as thunders to the ear, 
Loud as many waters' noise, 
Sweet as harps',melodious voice; 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know— 
Not till then—how much I owe! 

16 THE LIVING JESUS. 

JESUS lives, no longer now 
Can thy terrors, Death, appal us; 

Jesus lives: and this we know, 
Thou, 0 Grave, canst hot enthral us. 

Alleluia t 
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Jesus lives: for us He died: 
Then, alone to Jems living, 

Pure in heart may we abide, 
Glory to our Saviour giving. . . 

Jesus lives: these hearts of ours 
Prom His love no time Bhall sever: 

Life, nor death, nor hellish powers 
Part us from His keeping ever. 

Alleluia I 
Jesus lives: to Him the throne 

High o'er all the world is given: 
May we go where He is gone, 

Rest and reign with Him in heaven. 
Alleluia! 

17 THE EXALTATION OF JESUS. 

O BLESSED Jesus! Lamb of God! 
Who hast redeem'd us with Thy blood 

From sin, and death, and shame; 
With joy and praise Thy people see 
The orown of glory worn by Thee, 

And worthy Thee proclaim. 
Exalted by the Father's love, 
All thrones, and powers, and names above-

On earth below or heaven: 
Wisdom and riches, power divine, 
Blessing and honour, Lord, are Thine,— 

All things to Thee are given. 
Head of the Church: Thou sittest there, 
Thy bride shall all thy glory share,— 

Thy fulness, Lord, is ours : 
Our life Thou art,—Thy grace sustains, 
Thy strength in us the vict'ry gains 

Otar sin and Satan's powers. 



THE PBAI3E OF JESUS. 2 3 

Soon shall the day of glory come, 
Thy bride shall reach the Father's home, 

And all Thy beauty see; 
And oh, what joy to see- Thee shine, 
To hear Thee own us, Lord, as Thine, 

And ever dwell with Thee I 

18 THE LOVED NAME OF JESU& 

THESE is a name I love to hear, 
I We to speak its worth; 

It sounds like music in mine ear, 
The Bweetest name on earth. 

It tells me of a Saviour's love 
Who difed to set me free; 

It tells me of His precious blood, 
The sinner's perfect plea. 

It tells me of a Father's smile, 
Beaming upon His child; 

It oheera me through this "little while, 
Through desert, waste, and wild. 

It tells me what my Father hath 
In store for ev'ry day, 

And, though I tread a darksome path, 
Yields sunshine all the way. 

It tells of One whose loving heart 
Can feel my deepest woe, 

Who in my sorrow bears a part 
That none can bear below. 

It bids my trembling heart rejoice, 
It dries each rising tear, 

It tells me, in " a still small voice," 
To trust and never fear. 

JESUS I the name I love so well. 
The name I love to hear! 
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No saint on earth its worth can tell, 
No heart conceive how dear! 

This name shall shed its fragrance still, 
Along this thorny road, 

Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill 
That leads me up to God. 

And there with all the blood-bought throng 
From sin and sorrow free, 

111 Biiig the new eternal song 
Of Jesus' love to me. 

19 SINGING* THE LOVE OF JESUS. 

COMB let us join to sing of Jesus' love; 
Sing how for us He left His throne above, 

Came down on earth, a man by birth, 
Then died upon the tree, 
And brought salvation, endless, rich, and free. 

Sing how He burst the barriers of the grave, 
And rose in triumph, guilty men to save, 

Ascended high, no more to die, 
But seated on His throne, 
'Mid angel choirs our worthless names to own. 

Sing how before His Father's throne He pleads, 
For His redeem'd in mercy intercedes, 

Pities their woes, subdues their foes, 
Their every want supplies, 
And bids their souls in triumph to Him rise. 

Sing how He pour'd His Spirit from on high, 
To give His people life no more to die, 

Aid by His Word, His Spirit's sword, 
Subdues the heart of stone, 
•While angels sing another victory won. 
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Sing of His grace, which all our hearts renew'd, 
Cleansed us from sin in His atoning blood, 

Removed our guilt, and gave relief 
From Satan's galling chain, 
And soon will raise our souls with Him to reign. 

Is higher worlds we '11 join His grace to praise, 
•Where heavenly choirs will add their highest lays; 

Worthy the Lamb, praised be His name, 
Who saved us by His blood, 
And raised our souls to dwell in light with God! 

20 ALL THINGS GIVEN WITH JESUS. 

BLESSED be God, our God! 
Who gave for us His well-beloved Son, 
The gift of gifts, all other gifts in one. 

Blessed be God, our God! 

What will He not bestow, 
Who freely gave this mighty gift, unbought, 
Unmerited, unheeded, and unsought ? 

What will he not bestow ? 

He spared not His Son! 
'Tis this that silences each rising fear, 
'Tis this that bids the hard thought disappear— 

He spared not His Son ! 

Who shall condemn us now 1 
Since Christ has died, and risen, and gone above 
For us to plead at the right hand of love, 

Who shall condemn us now i 

'Tis God that justifies ! 
Who shall recall the pardon or the grace? 
Or who the broken chain of guilt replace 1. 

'Tis God that justifies 1— 



29 IKTIBUBIO) JSHJS 

The victory is ours 1 
For us in might came forth the mighty One, 
For us He fought the fight, the triumph won: 

The victory is ours 1 

2 1 OUR CONQUERING JESUS. 

SOUND the high praises of Jesus our King; 
He came and He conquer'd—His victory sing; 
Sing, for the power of the tyrant is broken, 

The triumph's oomplete over death and fchs 
grave : 

Vain is their boasting; Jehovah hath spoken, 
And Jesus proclaimed Himself mighty to save. 

Sound the high praises of Jesus our King; 
He came and He conquer'd—His victory sing, 

Praise to the Conqueror I Praise to the Lord! 
The enemy quail'd at the might of His word; 
In heaven He ascends and unfolds the glad storjj 

The host of the blessed exult in His fame; 
In love He looks down from the throne of His 

glory. 
And rescues the ruin'd who trust in His name. 

Sound the high praises of Jesus our King ; 
He came and He conquer'd—His victory sing. 

2 2 THE BLOOD-SHEDDING OF JESU& 

0 GEAOB divine! the Saviour shed 
His life-blood on the accursed tree j 

Bow'd on the croBB His blessed head, 
And died, to make His brethren free. 

Through guff ring there beneath His feet 
He trod the fierce avenger down: 

There power itself and weakness meet, 
Emblem of each, yon thorny crown. 
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Fruit of the curse, the tangled thorn 
Shew'd that He bore its deadly sting; 

That crown, 'mid Israel's cruel scorn, 
Mark'd Him as earth's anointed King. 

0 blessed hour ! when all the earth 
Its rightful Heir shall yet receive; 

When every tongue shall own His worth, 
And all creation cease to grieve. 

Thou, dearest Saviour! Thou alone, 
Canst give Thy weary people rest; 

And, Lord, till Thou art on the Throne, 
This groaning earth can ne'er be blest, 

88 THE CROWN OP JESUS. 
THH head that once was crown'd with thorns, 

Is crown'd with glory now; 
A royal diadem adorns 

The mighty Viator's brow. 
The joy of all who dwell above! 

The joy of all below! 
To whom He manifests His love, 

And grants His name to know! 
To them the OTOSB, with all its shams, 

With all its grace, is given! 
Their name an everlasting name, 

Their joy the joy of heaven. 
They suffer with their Lord, below, 

They reign with Him above: 
Their profit and their joy to know 

The mystery of Thy love. 
The croBB He bore is life and health, 

Though shame and death to Him, 
His people's hope, His people's wealth, 

Their everlasting theme. 
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8 4 THE FULNESS OF JESUS. 

I LAY my sins on Jesus,— 
The spotless Lamb of God; 

He bears them all, and frees us 
From the accursed load. 

I bring my guilt to Jesus, 
To wash my crimson stains 

White in His blood most precious, 
Till not a spot remains. 

I lay my wants on Jesus;— 
All fulness dwells in Him; 

He heals all my diseases; 
He doth my soul redeem. 

I lay my griefs on Jesus, 
My burdens and my cares; 

He from them all releases,— 
He all my sorrows shares. 

I rest my soul on Jesus,— 
This weary soul of mine: 

His right hand me embraces; 
I on His breast recline. 

I love the name of Jesus, 
Immanuel, Christ the Lord I 

Like fragrance on the breezes, 
His name is spread abroad, 

I long to be like Jesus— 
Meek, lowly, loving, mild ; 

I long to be like Jesus, 
The Father's holy child. 

I long to be with Jesus, 
Amid the heavenly throng, 

To sing with saints His praises, 
To learn the angels' song. 
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85 ON FINDING JESUS. 
I'TB found the Pearl of greatest price 1 

My heart doth sing for joy; 
And sing I must, a CHRIST I have! 

Oh, what a Christ have 11 

My Christ He is the Lord of lords, 
He is the King of kings; 

He is the Sun of Righteousness, 
With healing in His wings. 

My Christ, He is the Tree of Life 
Which in God's garden grows; 

Whose fruits do feed, whose leaves do heal; 
My Christ is Sharon's Rose. 

Christ is my meat, Christ is my drink, 
My mod' cine and my health; 

My peace, my strength, my joy, my crown, 
My glory, and my wealth. 

Christ is my Father and my Friend, 
My Brother and my Love; 

My Head, my Hope, my Counsellor, 
My Advocate above. 

My Christ He is the heaven of heaven; 
My Christ, what shall I call? 

My Christ is first, my Christ is lasi. 
And Christ hi ALL in ALL. 

86 SPEAKING FOE JESUS. 
WE all must speak for Jesus, 

Who hath redemption wrought, 
Who gave us peace and pardon, 

Which by His blood He bought 
We all must speak for Jesus, 

To shew how much we owe 
To Him who died to save us 

From death and endless woe. 
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We all most speak for Jesus, 

The aged and the young, 
With manhood's fearless accents— 

With childhood's lisping tongue, 
We all must speak for Jesus, 

His people far and near,— 
The rich and poor on land and wara; 

The peasant and the peer. 

We all must speak for Jesus, 
Where'er our lot may fall, 

To brothers, sisters, neighbours, 
In cottage and in hall. 

We all must speak for Jesus, 
The world in darkness lies> 

With Him against the mighty 
Together we must rise. 

We all must speak for Jesus, 
'Twill ofttimes try us sore, 

But streams of grace to aid us, 
Into our hearts He '11 pour. 

We all must speak for Jesus, 
Till He shall come again,— 

Proclaim His "glorious gospel,* 
His Crown and endless Keign. 

S 7 THE ADVENT OF JESUS. 

Lo! He comes, with clouds descending, 
Once for favour'd sinners slain I 

Thousand thousand saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of His train, 

Hallelujah! 
Christ appears on earth to reign I 

Every eye shall now behold Him, 
Robed in dreadful majestv 
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Those who set at nought and Bold Him, 
Pierced and nail'd Him to the Tree, 

Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Messiah see. 

Every island, eea, and mountain, 
Heaven and earthy shall flee away; 

All who hate Him must, confounded, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day; 

Come to judgment! 
Come to judgment 1 come away! 

Now Redemption long expected, 
See in solemn pomp appear! 

All His sainta, by man rejected, 
Mow shall meet Him in the air! 

Hallelujah! 
See the day of God appear I 

Answer thine own Bride and Spirit, 
Hasten, Lord, the general doom I 

The now heaven and earth t' inherit, 
Take Thy pining exiles home; 

All creation 
Travails, groans, and bids Thee come i 

Tea, Amen! let all adore Thee, 
High on Thine eternal Throne! 

Sa*iour, take the power and glory, 
Claim the kingdoms for Thine own. 

0 come quickly! 
Everlasting God, come down! 

28 PILGRIMS WITH JESUS. 

A PIMBIM through this lonely world 
The blessed Saviour pass'd; 

A mourner all his life was He, 
A dying Lamb at last 
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That tender heart that felt for all, 
For aH its life-blood gave : (2 Cor. v, 14,15) 

I t found on earth no resting place, 
Save only in the grave. 

Such was our Lord—and shall we fear 
The cross with all its scorn ? 

Or love a faithless evil world, 
That wreath'd Hi> brow with thorn? 

No—facing all its frowns or smiles, 
Like Him, obedient still, 

We homeward press through Btorm or calm, 
To Zion's blessed hilL 

!tn tents we dwell amid the waste, 
Nor turn aside to roam 

In folly's paths, nor seek our rest 
Where Jesut had no home. 

Dead to the world with Him who died 
To win our hearts—our love, 

We, risen with our risen Head, 
In spirit dwell above. 

By faith His boundless glory there 
Our wond'ring eyes behold, 

Those glories which eternal years 
Shall never all unfold. 

This fills our hearts with deep deBire 
To lose ourselves in love! 

Bears all our hopes from earth away, . 
And fixes them above. 

2 9 THE HOME OF JESUS. 

CITY of the pearl-bright portal, 
City of the jasper wall; 

City of the golden pavement, 
Seat of endless festival. 

J 
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City of Jehovah, Salem, 
City of eternity, 

To thy bridal-hall of gladness, 
From this prison would I flee. 

Heir of glory, 
That shall be for thee and me I 

Ah! with such strange spells around me. 
Fairest of what earth calls fair,— 

How I need thy fairer image, 
To undo the gyren Bnare! 

Lest the subtle serpent-tempter 
Lure me with bis radiant lie; 

As if sin were sin no longer, 
Life were no more vanity. 

Heir of glory, 
What is that to thee and me ? 

Yes, I need Thee, heavenly city, 
My low spirit to upbear; 

Yes, I need Thee, earth's enchantments 
So beguile me with their glare. 

Let me see Thee—then their fetters 
Break asunder—I am free; 

Then this pomp no longer chains me,— 
Faith haB won the victory. 

Heir of glory, 
That shall be for thee and me ! 

Soon, where earthly beauty blinds not, 
No excess of brilliance palls, 

Salem, city of the holy, 
We shall be within thy walls! 

There, beside yon crystal river, 
There, beneath life's wondrous tree, 

There, with nought to cloud or Bever,— 
Ever with the Lamb to be ! 

Heir of glory, 
That shall be for thee and me! 
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SO DEAD TO THE WORLD THROUGH 
JESUS. 

THIS world is a wilderness wide 1 
I have nothing to seek or to choose; 

I 've no thought in the waste to abide; 
I 've nought to regret or to lose. 

The path where my Saviour is gone 
Has led up to His Father and God-

To the place where He's now on the throne, 
And Hia strength shall be mine on the road. 

With Him shall my rest he on high, 
When in holiness bright I sit down,— 

In the joy of His love ever nigh,— 
In the peace that His presence shall crows. 

T M the TBBABUBB I've FOUND in His LOVS 
That has made me a pilgrim BELOW; 

And 'tis then, when I reaoh Him above, 
As I 'm known, all His fulness I'll know. 

And, Saviour, 'tis Thee from on high 
I await, till the time Thou shalt come 

To take him Thou hast led by Thine eye, 
To Thyself in Thy heavenly home. 

Till then 'tis the path Thou hast trod 
My delight and my comfort shall be; 

I 'm content with Thy staff and Thy rod, 
Till, with Thee, all Thy glory I see. 

8 1 THE BRUISING OF JESUa 

0 HEAD 1 so full of bruises, 
So full of pain and scorn; 

Midst other sore abuses, 
Mock'd with a crown of thorn I 

O Head I ere now surrounded 
With brightest majesty, 
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In death once bow'd and wounded, 
Accursed on the tree I 

Thou countenance transcendent, 
Thou life-creating Sun 

To worlds on Thee dependent, 
Tet bruised and spit upon 1 

0 Lord I what Thee tormented 
Wag our sins' heavy load, 

We had the debt augmented, 
Which Thou didst pay in blood. 

And, oh! what consolation 
Doth in our hearts take place, 

When we Thy toil and passion 
Can joyfully retrace; 

Ah! should we, while thus musing 
On our Kedeemer's cross, 

E'en life itself be losing, 
Great gain would be that loss. 

We give Thee thanks unfeigned, 
0 Jesus! Friend in need, 

For what Thy soul sustained, 
When Thou for us didst bleed; 

Grant us to lean unshaken 
Upon Thy faithfulness, 

Until to glory taken 
We see Thee face to face. 

82 THE FINISHED WOKE OF JESUS. 
"What must I do to be saved t"—Aorsxvi. SO. 

NOTHING, either great or small, 
Nothing, sinner, no; 

Jesus did it, did it all, 
Long, long ago. 

When He from His lofty throne 
Stoop'd to do and die, 
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Everything was fully done; 
Hearken to Si» cry:— 

" It U finish'd 1" Yes, indeed, 
Finish'd every jot; 

Sinner, this is all you need, 
Tell me, Is it not? 

Weary, working, plodding one, 
Why toil you so ? 

Cease your doing; all was dons 
Long, long ago. 

Till to Jesus' work you cling 
By a simple faith, 

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

Cast your deadly " doing " down, 
Down at Jesus' feet; 

Stand in Him, in Sim alone, 
Gloriously complete! 

8 8 HAPPY m JESUa 

0 HAPPY day! when first we felt 
Our souls with deep contrition meh» 
And saw our sins, of crimson guilt, 
All cleansed by blood on Calvary spilt. 

0 happy day! when first Tby love, 
Began our grateful hearts to mora; 
And gazing on Thy wondrous cross, 
We saw all else as worthless dross. 

0 happy day! when we no more 
Shall grieve Thee whom our BOUIS adore; 
When sorrows, conflicts, fears, shall ooa»e, 
And all our trials end in peace. 
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0 happy day! when we shall sea 
And fix our longing eyes on Thee, 
On Thee, our Light, our Life, our Love, 
Our ALL helow, our Heaven above. 

0 happy day of cloudless light! 
Eternal day without a night; 
Lord, when shall we its dawning see, 
And spend it all in praising Thee 1 

Come, Saviour, corae, oh, quickly come, 
Take us, Thy waiting people, hotno; 
We long to. stand around Thy throne, 
And know Thee as ourselveB are known. 

CONFIDENCE IN JESUS. 

1 BLESS the Christ of God; 
I rest on love Divine; 

And with unfaltering lip and heart, 
I call this Saviour mine. 

His cross diBpels each doubt; 
I bury in His tomb 

Each thought of unbelief and fear, 
Each lingering shade of gloom. 

I praise the God of grace; 
I trust His truth and might; 

He calls me His, I call Him mine, 
My God, my joy, my light. 

In Him is only good, 
In me is only ill; 

Hy ill but draws His goodnesB forth, , 
And me He loveth stilL 

'Tis He who saveth me, 
And freely pardon gives; 

I love because He loveth me, 
1 live because He lives. 
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My life with Him is hid; 
My death has pass'd away, 

My clouds have melted into light, 
My midnight into day. 

8 5 COMMUNION IN JESUS. 
I WOULD commune with Thee,, my Godj 

Even to Thy seat I come; 
I leave my joys, I leave my sins, 

And seek in Thee my home. 
I stand upon the mount of God, 

With sunlight in my soul; 
I hear the storms in vales beneath; 

I hear the thunders roll:— 

But I am calm with Thee, my God, 
Beneath these glorious sides; 

And to the height on which I stand, 
Nor storms nor clouds can rise. 

0 , this is life ! 0 , this is joy, 
My God, to find Thee so ; 

Thy face to see, Thy voice to hear. 
And all Thy love to know. 

8 6 THE SPIRIT OF JESU& 
LOUD, may Thy Spirit come I 

Now while we pray,— 
Soft as the summer dew 

At dawn of day! 
To us a pilgrim band, 
Thirsting in this dry land, 
Let wells through desert sand 

Spring by the way. 
Bright Sun of Righteousness, 

Shed glorious beams! 
lord, from Thy Paradise 

Send crystal streams I 
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May the life-river roll 
Near to each longing soul, 
Then shall we Him extol 

Who us redeems. 

In Thy most precious blood, 
Through Thy rich grace, 

Hot out our many sins 
Which we confess. 

Light, life, and love impart,— 
Heal every broken heart:— 
Sin, grief, and care depart, 

When Thou dost bless. 

Help us to live by faith, 
Saviour most dear! 

Be Thy loved presence felt 
Blissful and near:— 

By Thine own Spirit's power, 
Strength give in trial's hour;— 
When clouds of sorrow lower, 

Comfort and cheer. 

SERVING JESUS. 
RUNNING the Christian race, 

Straight to the goal! 
We would our Jesus serve, 

Heart, hand, and soul! 
Blood-bought, and not our own, 
We live for Thee alone, 
From whose celestial Throne 

Love's life-streams roll. 
During the little while 

We tarry liere, 
We would commend Thee, Lord, 

Till Thou appear. 
Yes! we would daily be 
Bringing the lost to Thee, 
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Saviour, that Thou tnayst free 
From guilt and fear. 

Op«n their eyes, we pray, 
By grace divine! 

Then shall Thy saving truth 
In their hearts shine. 

Help us to praise and pray: 
Guide in our heavenward way 
Safe till our bridal-day; 

For we are Thine I 

REST WITH JESU& 
THIS is not my place of resting, 

Mine 'a a city yet to come; 
Onwards to it I am hasting, 

On to my eternal home. 
In the city of the holy,— 
In the land of the blessed, 

Where my Saviour reigns in glory, 
There my home shall be. 

There my home shall be ever, 
There my home shall be ever, 
There my home shall be ever, 

There my home shall be. 

In it all is light and glory, 
O'er it shines a nightless day ; 

Every trace of sin's sad story, 
All the curse has pass'd away. 

There the Lamb our Shepherd leads OS 
By the streams of life along ; 

On the freshest pastures feeds us, 
Turns our sighing into song. 

Soon we pass this desert dreary, 
Soon we bid farewell to pain; 

Never more be sad or weary, 
Never, never sin again. 
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88 GLORYING IN JESUS. 

JBSUS, Thy blood and righteousness 
My beauty are, my glorious dress : 
Midst flaming worlds, in these array'd, 
With joy shall I lift up my head. 
Bold shall I stand in that great day 
For who aught to my charge Bhall lay ? 
Fully absolved through Thee I am, 
From bin and fear, from guilt and shame. 

The spotless robe the same appears 
When ruin'd nature sinks in years; 
No age can change its glorious hue, 
The robe of Chriat is ever new. 

And when the dead shall hear Thy voice, 
Thy banish'd children shall rejoice : 
Their beauty this, their glorious dress, 
Jesus, the Lord our righteousness. 

40 GOING HOME TO JESUS. 

WE go the way that leads to God— 
The way that saints have ever trod; 
So let us leave this fleeting shore 
For realms where we shall die no more. 

We 're going home, we 're going home; 
We 're going home to die no more; 
To die no more, to die no more; 
We 're going home to die no more. 

The ways of God are ways of peace, 
And all His paths are pleasantness; 
Then, weary souls, your sighs give o'er, 
We 're going home to die no more. 

There is a land beyond the sky, 
Where happy spirits never die; 

B 
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Then earth, and time no more deplore, 
But sing of where we'll die no more. 

Come, sinners, come 1 oh, come along, 
And join our happy pilgrim throng; 
Farewell, vain world, and all thy store, 
We 're going home to die no more. 

CASTING ALL CAKE ON JESUS. 

JESUS, whilst this rough desert-soil 
I tread, be Thou my guide and stay; 

Nerve me for conflict and for toil; 
Uphold me on my stranger-way. 

Jesus, in heaviness and fear, 
'Mid cloud, and shade, and gloom I stray; 

For earth's last night is drawing near; 
0 cheer me on my Btranger-way. 

Jesus, in solitude and grief, 
When sun and stars withhold their ray, 

Make haste, make haste to my relief, 
0 light me on my Btranger-way. 

Jesus, in weakness of this flesh, 
When Satan graspB me for his prey, 

0 give me victory afresh, 
And speed me on my stranger-way. 

Jesus, my righteousness and strength, 
My more than life, my more than day; 

Bring, bring deliverance at length; 
0 come and end my stranger-way I 

THE BOSOM OF JESUS. 

JESUS, lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly. 

While the nearer waters roll. 
While the tempest still is high! 
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Hide me, 0 my Saviour, hide) 
Till the storm of life is past; 

Safe into the haven guide, 
0 receive my soul at last 1 

Other refuge have I none; 
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee-: 

Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me! 

All my trust on Thee is sta/d, 
All my help from Thee I bring: 

Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of Thy wing 1 

Thou, 0 Christ, art all I want; 
More than all in Thee I find: 

Kaise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead: the blind I 

Just and holy is Thy Name, 
1 am all unrighteousness; 

False 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 and keep me pure within! 

Thou of Life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee; 

Spring Thou up within my heart t 
Rise to all eternity 1 

43 THE COMELINESS OF JESUS. 

COMPARED with Christ, in all beside 
No comeliness' I see ; 

The one thing needful, dearest Loid. 
Is to be one with Thee. 
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The sense of Thy expiring Love 
Into my soul convey; 

Thyself bestow: for Thee alone, 
My all in all, I pray. 

Whatever else Thy will withhold!, 
Here grant me to succeed I 

0 let Thyself my portion be, 
And J. am blest indeed I 

Less than Thyself will not suffioe 
My comfort to restore; 

More than Thyself I cannot have, 
And Thou canst give no more. 

Loved of my God, for Him again 
With love intense I burn; 

Chosen of Thee ere time began, 
I choose Thee in return 1 

Whate'er consists not with Thy love> 
0 , teach me to resign! 

1 'm rich to all th' intents of bliss, 
If thou, 0 God, art mine 1 

4 4 CLEANSING IN THE BLOOD OF 
JESUS. 

0 PRECIOUS blood, 0 glorious death, 
By which the sinner lives I 

When stung with sin, thiB blood we view, 
And all our joy revives. 

The blood that purchased our release, 
And washes out our stains, 

We challenge earth and hell to shew 
A sin it cannot cleanse. 
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OBI scarlet crimes are made as wool, 
And we brought nigh to God; 

Thanks to that wrath-appeasing death, 
That heaven-procuring blood,— 

The blood that makes His glorious Church, 
From every blemish free; 

And oh! the riches of His love, 
He pour'd it out for me. 

Guilty and worthless as I am, 
It all for me was given; 

And boldness through His blood I have 
To enter into heaven. 

Thither in my great Surety's right 
I surely shall be brought; 

He could not agonise in vain 
Nor spend His strength for nought. 

The Father's everlasting love, 
And Jesus' precious blood, 

Shall be our endless themes of praise 
In yonder blest abode. 

In patience let us then possess 
Our souls till He appear; 

Our Head already is in Heaven 
And we shall soon be there. 

46 THE COMING DAT OB" JESU3. 

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

Traveller 1 o'er yon mountain's height 
See that glory-beaming star. 

Watchman I does its beauteous ray 
Aught of hope or joy foretell ? 

Traveller! yes, It bringB the day— 
Promised day of Israeli 
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Watchman I tell us of the night: 
Higher yet that star ascends. 

Traveller J blessedness and light, 
Peace and truth its course portend* 

Watchman 1 will its beams alone 
Gild the spot that gave them birth? 

Traveller! ages are its own; 
See, it bursts o'er all the earth.' 

Watchman! tell us of the night, 
For the morning seems to dawn. 

Traveller 1 darkness takes its flight, 
Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 

Watchman 1 let thy wanderings cease; 
Hie thee to thy quiet home. 

Traveller, lo 1 the Prince of Peace t 
Lo! the Son of God is oome 1 

4 0 THE CROSS AND CROWN OF JESUa 

OH come, Thou stricken Lamb of God, 
Who shed st for us Thine own life-blood, 
And teach us all Thy love,—then pain 
Were sweet, and life or death were gain. 

Take Thou our hearts, and let them be 
For ever closed to all but Thee; 
Thy willing servants, let us wear 
The seal of love for ever there. 

Bow blest are they who still abide 
Close ahelter'd by Thy watchful side, 
Who life and strength from Thee receive, , 
And with Thee move, and in Thee live. 

How can it be, Thou. Heavenly King, 
That Thou ahould'st man to glory bring—-
Make slaws the partners of Thy throne, 
Crown'd with a never-fading crown ? 
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Ah, Lord! enlarge our Beauty thought, 
To know the wonders Thou hast wrought; 
Unloose our stamm'iing tongues to tell 
Thy love, immense, unsearchable. 

FIBST-BOHH of many brethren Thou! 
To whom both heaven and earth shall bow; 
Heirs of Thy shame and of Thy throne, 
We bear Thy cross, and fleck Thy crown. 

THE CABE OP JESUS. 

YES, for me, for me He careth, 
With a brother's tender care, 

Yes, with me, with me He shareth 
Every burden, every fear. 

He's our faithful Elder Brother, 
He's our kind, loving Shepherd, 
He will guide, and feed, and keep us 

Till He come again. 
Till He come in His glory, 
Till He come in His glory, 
Till He come in His glory, 

Till He come again. 

Yes, o'er me, o'er me He watcheth, 
Ceaseless watcheth, night and day; 

Yes, even me, even me He snatchetb. 
Krom the perils of the way. 

Yes, for me He standeth pleading 
At the mercy-seat above.; 

Ever for me interceding, 
Constant in untiring love. 

Yes, in me abroad He sheddeth 
Joys unearthly—love and light;. 

• And to cover me He spreadeth. 
His paternal wing of might. 
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Yes, in me, in me He dwelleth— 
I in Him, and He in me! 

And my empty soul He filletb, 
Here and through eternity. 

Thus I wait for His returning, 
Singing all the way to heaven; 

Such the joyful song of morning, 
Such the tranquil song of even. 

4 8 SIN LEFT IN THE GRAVE OF JESUS. 

'TlS finish'd AH—our souls to win, 
His life the blessed Jesus gave; 

Then, rising, left His people's sin 
Behind Him in His opening grave. 

Past suffering now, the tender heart 
Of Jesus, on His Father's throne, 

Still in our sorrow bears a part, 
And feels it as He felt His OWN. 

Sweet thought! we have a Friend above, 
Our weary falt'ring steps to guide, 

Who follows with the eye of love 
1 The little flock for whom He died. 

J O Jesus, teach us more and more 
On Thee alone to cast our care; 

And, gazing on Thy cross, adore 
, The wondrous grace that brought Thee therfc 

4 9 THE GRACE OP JESUS. 

' 0 SPOTLESS Lamb of God, in Thee 
The Father's holiness we see; 
And with delight Thy children trace 
In Thee His wondrous love and grace. 

For Thou didst leave Thy throne above, 
To teach us that our " GOD IS LOTS; " 
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And now we see His glory shine 
In every word and deed of Thine. 

When we behold Thee, Lamb of God, 
Beneath our sins' tremendous load, 
Expiring on fh' accursed tree, 
How great our guilt, with grief we see t 

There we with joy Thy grace behold, 
Its height and depth can ne'er be told t 
It bursts our chains and sets us free, 
And sweetly draws our souls to Thee t 

The cross reveals Thy love below, • 
But better soon our hearts shall know, 
When we behold Thy face above,— 
The fulness of our Father's love. 

60 THE DYING CRT OF JESUS. 
HABK I the voice of love and mercy 

Sounds aloud from Calvary ! 
See—it rends the rocks asunder, 

Shakes the earth, and veils the Bky 1 
"Itisfinish'd!" 

Hear the dying Saviour cry ! 

" It is finish'd!"—Oh, what pleasure 
Do the wondrous words afford! 

t Heav'nly blessings, without measure. 
Flow to us from Christ the Lord t 

" I t is finish'd I" 
Saints,—His dying words record! 

Finish'd, all the types and shadows 
Of the ceremonial law : 

Finish'd all that God had promised, 
Death and Hell no more shall awe. 

" I t is finish'd 1" 
Saints from hence their comfort draw, 



50 TBS FBAISS OT JESES. 

Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs; 
Strike them to Ira manual's name: 

All on earth, and all in heaven, 
Join the triumph to proclaim, 

"Itiafinish'd!" 
Glory to the bleeding lamb. 

51 THE INTERCEDING JESUS. 
WHO shall the Lord's elect condemn I 
Tie God that justifies their souls; 
And mercy, like a mighty stream, 
O'er all their sins divinely rolls. 
Who shall adjudge the saints to hell T 
'Tis Christ that suffer'd in their stead; 
And their salvation to fulfil, 
Behold Him rising from the dead! 

He lives ! He lives! and reigns above, 
For ever interceding there ; 
Who shall divide us from His love I 
o r what shall tempt us to despair? 

Shall persecution or distress, 
Famine, or sword, or nakedness ? 
He that hath loved us bears us through, 
And makes us more than conquerors too, 

Not all that men on earth can do, 
Nor powers on high, nor powers below, 
Shall causo His mercy to remove, 
Or change His everlasting love. 

52 THE VICTORIOUS JESUS. 
GtOBT, glory to our King! 

Crowns unfading wreathe His head I 
Jesus is the name we sing; 

Jesus risen from tSie dead ; 
Jesus, conqueror o'er the grave; 
Jesus, mighty now to save. 
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Jesus is gone up on high, 
Angels come to meet their King; 

Shouts triumphant rend the sky, 
While the Victor's praise they sing:—« 

" Open now, ye heavenly gates! 
'Tifl the Eiug of glory waits." 

Now behold Him high enthroned t 
Glory beaming from His face 1 

By adoring angels own'd, 
God of holiness and grace! 

Oh, for hearts and tongues to sing, 
" Glory, glory to our King." 

Jesus, on Thy people shine I 
Warm our hearts, and tune our tongues, 

That with angels we may join, 
Share their bliss, and swell their songs. 

Glory, honour, praise, and power, 
Lord, be Thine for evermore 1 

68 THE MATCHLESS LOVE OF JESUS. 
GLOBT to God on high! 
Peace upon earth and joy! 

Good will to man I 
Te, who the blessing prove, 
Join with the hosts above: 
Sing ye a Saviour's love,— 

Too vast to scan, 

Mercy and truth unite; 
This is a joyful sight, 

All sights above! 
Jesus the curse sustains; 
Bitter the cup He drains; 
Nothing for us remains, 

Nothing but love. 
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Love, that no tongue can teach, 
Love, that no thought can reach, 

No love like His I 
Heaven is its blessed source, 
Death could not stop its course, 
Nothing can check its force, 

Matchless it is. 
Join then this love to sing, 
Join to exalt our King, 

Sinners forgiven. 
To the great One in Three, 
Honour and majesty, 
Now and for ever be, 

Here and in heaven I 

6 4 THE PRECIOUS BLOOD OF JESUS, 

THERE is a fountain fill'd with blood 
Drawn from Immanuel'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, as vile as he, 
"Wash'd all my sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 

Till all the ransom'd Church of God 
Be saved to sin no more. 

Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared 
(Unworthy though I be) 

For me a blood-bought, free reward, 
A golden harp for me I 

'Tis strung, and tuned for endless yeaw, 
And form'd by power divine; 

To sound in God the Father's ears 
No other name but Thine. 
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66 PEACE IN BELIEVING ON JESUS. 
LORD JESUS, we, believing 

la Thee, have peace with God; 
Eternal life receiving, 

The purchase of Thy blood. 
Our curse and condemnation 

Thou barest in our stead; 
Secure is our salvation 

In Thee, our risen Head. 
The Holy Ghost revealing, 

Thy grace hath given us rest j 
Thy stripes have been our healings 

Thy love doth make us blest. 
tn Thee the Father sees ua 

Accepted and complete; 
The blood from sin which frees us, 

For glory makes us meet. 

66 THE CROSS OF JESUS. 
•WHEU I survey the wondrous cross 

On which the Prince of Glory died, 
My richest gain I count but loss, 

And pour contempt on all my pride. 
Forbid it, Lord, that I should boaBt 

Save in the death of Christ my God: 
All the vain things that charm me most, 

I sacrifice them to His blood. 
See from His head, His hands, His feet, 

Sorrow and love flow mingled down 1 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 

Or thorns compose so rich a crown. 
His dying crimson, like a robe, 

Spreads o'er His body on the tree; 
Then am I dead to all the globe, 

And all the globe is dead to me 
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Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too email; 

Love so amazing, BO divine, 
Demands my heart, my life, my all. 

THE HOPE OF SEEING JESUS. 

OH ! what a lonely path were ours, 
Could we, 0 Father, see, 

No home or rest beyond it all— 
No guide or help in Thee! 

But Thou art near, and with us still, 
To keep us on the way 

That leads along this vale of tears, 
To the bright world of day. 

There shall Thy glory, 0 our God I 
Break fully on our view; 

And we, Thy saints, rejoice to find 
That all Thy Word was true. 

There Jesus, on His heavenly throne 
Our wond'ring eyes shall see; 

While we, the blest associates there 
Of all His joy shall be. 

Sweet hope ! we leave without a sigh 
A blighted world like this; 

To bear the cross, despise the shame, 
For all that weight of bliss. 

NOT ASHAMED OF JESCB. 

JESUS, and shall it ever be, 
A mortal man ashamed of Thee f 
Ashamed of Thee whom angels praise, 
Whose glories shine through endles? ^ajs I 
Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star: 
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He sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er this benighted soul of mine. 
Ashamed of Jesus! just as soon 
Let midnight be ashamed of noon: 
'Tis midnight with my soul till He, 
Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee. 

Ashamed of Jesus 1 that dear Friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend S 
No; when I bluBh—be this my shamo— 
That I no more revere His name. 
Ashamed of Jesus ! yes, I may, 
When I've no guilt to wash away; 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to quell, no soul to save. 

Till then—nor is my bcasting vain— 
Till then I '11 boast a Saviour slain; 
And, oh, may this my glory le , 
That Christ is not ashamed of me, 

<J© PILGRIMS LIKE JESUS. 
I 'M but a stranger here, 

Heaven is my home; 
Earth is a desert drear, 

Heaven is my home; 
Danger and sorrow Btand 
Kound me on every hand, 
Heaven is my father-Und, 

Heaven is my home. 

"What though the tempests ragsl 
Heaven is my home; 

Short iB my pilgrimage, 
Heaven is my home; 

And time's wild wintry blast 
Soon will be overpast; 
t shall reach home at last, 

Haaven is my home. 
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Therefore I murmur not, 
Heaven is my home: 

Whate'er my earthly lot, 
Heaven is my home; 

And I shall surely stand, 
There at my Lord's right hand; 
Heaven is my father-land, 

Heaven is my home. 
There, at my Saviour's Bide, 

Heaven is my home. 
I shall be glorified; 

Heaven is my home. 
There, with the good and blest, 
Those I loved most and best* 
I shall for ever rest; 

Heaven ia my home. 

LIFE IN JESU8. 
NBABER, my God, to Thee,— 

Nearer to Thee 1 
E'en though a cross it be 

That raiseth me; 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee 1 
Though like a wanderer, 

The sun gone down, 
Darkness comes over me, 

My rest a stone ; 
Tet in my dreams I 'd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee I 
There Iqt my way appear 

Steps into heaven, 
All that Thou sendest me 

In mercy given; 
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Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Theo! 

Then with my waking thoughts 
Bright with Thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefs 
Bethel I'11 raise; 

So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee 1 
And when on joyful wing, 

Cleaving the sky; 
Sun, moon, and stars forgot, 

Upward I fly; 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee I 

61 RIGHTEOUSNESS IN JESUS. 
I ONCB was a stranger to graoe and to God, 
I knew not ray danger, and felt not my load ; 
ThougTi friends spoke In rapture of Christ on the 
Jehovah Tsidkenu was nothing to me. [tree, 

Like tears from the daughters of Zion that roll, 
I wept when the waters went over His soul; 
Yet thought not that my sins had nail'd to the 
Jehovah Tsidkenu—'twajs nqthing to me. [tree 

When free grace awoke me, by light from on high, 
Then legal fears shook me, I trembled to die; 
No refuge, no safety in self could I see,— 
Jehovah Tsidkenu my Saviour must be. 

My terrors all vanish'd before the Bweet name; 
My guilty fears banish'd, with boldness I came 
To drink at the fountain, life-giving and free,— 
Jehovah Tsidkenu is all things to me, 
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T,hovah Tsidkenu! my treasure and boast, 
Tehovah Tsidkenu ! I near can be lost; 
in Thee I sliall conquer by flood and by field, 
My cable, my anchor, my breast-plate and shield! 

6 3 THE CHOICE OF JESUS. 

0 HAPPT day that fiVd my choice 
On Thee, my Saviour and my God, 

Well may this glowing heart rejoice, 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 

Happy day I happy day!_ 
When Jesus wash'd my sins away, 

0 happy bond that seals my vows 
To Him who merits all my love; 

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

Happy day! happy day! 
When Jesus wash'd my sins away. 

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

He drew me, and I followM on, 
Glad to confess the voice divine. 

Happy day! happy day! 
When Jesus wash'd my sins away. 

Now rest, my long-divided heart,— 
Fix"d on that blissful centre, rest; 

With ashes who would grudge to part, 
When call'd on angels' food to feast! 

Happy day! happy day ! 
When Jesus wash'd my sins awaji 

<;;•> OUR ALL FOUND IN JESU& 

O KVKBLASTIITQ Ligh^ 
Giver of dawn and day, _ 

Dispeller of the ancient night 
In which creation lay! 
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0 everlasting Light, 
Shine graoiously within! 

Brightest of all on earth that's bright, 
Come, shine away my Bin ! 

0 everlasting Rock, 
Sole refuge in distress, 

My fort when foes assail and mock, 
My rest in weariness! 

0 everlasting Fount, 
From which the waters burst, 

The streams of the eternal mount, 
That quench time's sorest thirst t 

0 everlasting Health, 
From which all healing springs; 

Hy bliss, my treasure, and my wealth, 
To Thee my spirit clings I 

0 everlasting Truth, 
Truest of all that's true; 

Sure guide of erring age and youth, 
Lead me and teach me too ! 

0 everlasting Strength, 
Uphold me in the way; 

Bring me, in spite of foes, at length. 
To joy, and light, and day ! 

0 everlasting Love, 
Well-spring of grace and peace, 

Pour down Thy fulness from above, 
Bid doubt and trouble cease! 

0 everlasting Best, 
Lift off life's load of care 1 

Believe, Tevive this burden'd breast, 
And every sorrow bear. 

Thou art in heaven our all, 
Our all on earth art Thou; 

Upon Thy glorious name we call, 
Lord Jesus, bless us now'. 
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84 BESTING IN JESUa 
JXBVB, we rest in Thee, 

In Thee ourselves we hide; 
Laden with guilt and misery, 

Where could we rest beside f 
'Tis on Thy meek and lowly breari 
Our weary souls alone can rest. 

Thou Holy One of God 1 
The Father rests in Thee, 

And in the savour of that blood 
Once shed on Calvary. 

The curse is gone—through Thee we're blest; 
God rests in Thee—in Thee we rest. 

The slaves of sin and fear, 
Thy truth our bondage broke; 

Our happy spirits love to wear 
Thy light and easy yoke: 

The love which fills our grateful breast 
Makes duty joy, and labour rest 
Soon the bright, glorious day— 

The rest of God—shall come; 
Sorrow and sin shall pass away, 

And we shall reach our home: 
Then, of the promised land possess'd, 
Our souls shall know eternal rest. 

6 5 CROWNING OP JESUS. 
Loos, ye saints, the sight is glorious, 

See the " Man of Sorrows' now, 
From the fight return victorious: ,. 

Every knee to Him shall bow. 
Crown Him! crown Him I 

Crowns become the Victor's brow. 

Crown the Saviour I angels crown Him T 
Rich the trophies Jesus brings; 
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In the seat of power enthrone Him, 
While the vault of heaven rings. 

Crown Him I crown Him! 
Crown the Saviour " King o£ kings 1" 

Sinners in derision crown'd Him, 
Mocking thus the Saviour's claim; 

Saints and angels crowd around Him, 
Own His title, praise His name. 

Crown Him! crown Him! 
Spread abroad the Victor's lame. 

Hark! these hursts of acclamation! 
Hark! these loud triumphant chords I 

Jesus takes the highest station: 
Oh! what joy the Bight affords 1 

Crown Him! crown Him! 
" King of kings, and Lord of lords I" 

68 THE CHAINS OF JESUS. 

MY soul, amid this stormy world, 
Is like some nutter'd dove; 

And fain would he as swift of wing, 
To flee to Him I love. 

The cords that hound my heart to earth 
Were broken by His hand; 

Before His cross I found myBelf, 
A stranger in the land. 

That visage marr'd, those sorrows deep, 
The vinegar, the gall, 

These were His golden chains of love, 
His captive to enthral. 

I would my Lord and Saviour know, 
That which no measure knows; 

Would search the mystery of Thy love, 
The depth of all Thy woes. 
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I fain would strike my golden harp, 
Before the Father's throne, 

There oast my crown of righteousness, 
Would sing what grace hath done. 

Ah, leave me not in this dark world, 
A stranger still to roam ; 

Come, Lord, and take me to Thyself— 
Come, Jesus, quiokly, come! 

6 7 THE SACRIFICE OF JESUS. 

NOT all the blood of beasts 
On Jewish altars Blain, 

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

But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 
Takes all our sins away; 

A sacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they. 

Believing, we rejoice 
To see the curse remove; 

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice, 
And sing His bleeding love. 

6 8 THE REVrVIffG OF JESUS. 

0 JOYFUL day! 0 glorious hour! 
When Jesus, by Almighty power, 

Revived and left the grave; 
In all His works behold Him great,— 
Before, almighty to create, 

Almighty now to save. 

The first-begotten from the dead, 
He's risen now, His people's Head, 

And thus our life's secure; 
What though this earthly house should fid], 
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Almighty power will yet prevail,—» 
Our resurrection's sure. 

Why Bhould His people now be sad f 
Who should have reason to be glad 

As those redeem'd to God ? 
Jesus, the mighty Saviour, lives; 
To them eternal life he gives, 

The purchase of His blood. 

Ye ransom'd, let your praise resound, 
And in your Master's work abound, 

His blessed work of lovo: 
Be sure your labour's not in vain, 
For we with Jesus soon shall reign, 

With Jeans dwell above. 

68 THE HOPE OF BEING WITH JESUS. 

OH, for the robes of whiteness I 
Oh, for the tearless eyes! 

Oh, for the glorious brightness 
Of the unclouded skies I 

Oh, for the no more weeping, 
Within the land of love. 

The endless joy of keeping 
The bridal feast above 1 

Oh, for the bliss of flying, 
My risen Lord to meet 1 (1 Thess, iv. 17) 

Oh, for the rest of lying 
For ever at His feet! 

Oh, for the hour of seeing 
My Saviour face to face 1 

The hope of ever being 
In that sweet meeting-place. 

JesuB! Thou King of Glory, 
I soon shall dwell with Thee; 
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I soon shall sing the story 
Of Thy great love to me. 

Sleanwhile, my thoughts snail efifcei 
E'en now before Thy throne, 

That all my love may eentre 
In Thee, and Thee alone. 

THB COMING OF JESITS. 

CHRIST IS coming! let creation 
From her groans and travail cease; 

Let the glorious proclamation 
Hope restore, and faith increase: 

Christ is coming! 
Come, thou blessed Prince of Peaoe. 

Earth can now but tell the story 
Of Thy bitter cross and pain; 

She shall yet behold Thy glory 
When Thou eomest back to reign: 

Christ is coming I 
Let each heart repeat the strain. 

Long thine exiles have beeh pining, 
Far from rest, and home, and Thee; 

Soon, in heavenly glory shining, 
Th,eir Bestorer shall they see ; 

Christ is coming 1 
Haste the joyous jubilee t 

With that blessed hope before us, 
Let no harp remain unstrung; 

Let the mighty advent chorus 
Onward roll in every tongue : 

Christ ia coming 1 
Come, Lord Jesus, quickly come! 
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71 DEATH AND LIFE OF JESUS. 

I HKAB the words of love, 
I gaze upon the blood, 

I see the mighty sacrifice, 
And I have peace with God. 
'Tis everlasting peace 1 
Sure as Jehovah's name, 

Tig stable as His steadfast throne, 
For evermore the same. 

The clouds may go and come, 
And storms may sweep my sky, 

This blood-seal'd friendship changes not, 
The cross is ever nigh. 

My love is ofttimes low, 
My joy still ebbs and flows, 

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

That which can shake the cross 
May shake the peace it gave, 

•Which tells me Christ has never died, 
Or never left the grave ! 

Till then my peace is sure, 
It will not, cannot yield, 

Jesus, I know, has died and lives,— 
On this firm rock I build. 

I change, He changes not, 
The Christ can never die; 

His love, not mine, the resting-place, 
His truth, not mine, the tie. 

The croBs still stands unchanged, 
Though heaven is now His home, 

The mighty stone is roll'd away, 
But yonder is His tomb 1 



Ci> THE PRAISE or JBBOS. 

And yonder is my peace, 
The grave of all my woes t 

I know the Son of God has come, 
I know He died and roae. 
I know He liveth' now, 
At God's right hand above, 

I know the throne on which He <its, 
I know His truth and love! 

7 3 FAITH IN JESUS. 
FAITH is not what we PEEL or see. 

It is a simple TRUST 
In what the GOD of Love has said 

Of JESUS, as the " Ju s t " 

What JESUS is, and that alone, 
Is faith's delightful piea; 

I t never deals with SIHFUI. self 
Nor RIGHTEOUS Self, IE ME. 

I t tolls me I am counted " DEAD" 
By GOD, in His own Word; 

I t tells me I am "BORN AOAIH" 

In CHRIST, my RISEN LORD. 

If He is free, then I am free, 
From all unrighteousness; . 

If He is just, then I am just, 
H E is Ml righteousness. 

7 3 THE EVERLIVING JESUS. 
THE Saviour lives, no more to die! 
He lives our Head, enthroned on high) 
He lives triumphant o'er the grave; 
He lives eternally to save. 
He lives to still His people'* fears; 
He lives to wipe away their tears; 
He lives their mansions to prepare; 
He lives "to bring them safely there 
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Then let our souls in Him rejoice, 
And sing His praise with cheerful voioe, 
Our doubts and fears for ever gone, 
For Christ is on the Father's throne. 

The chief of sinners He receives; 
His saints He loves, and never leaves; 
He '11 guard UB safe from every ill, 
And all His promises fulfil. 

Abundant grace will He afford, 
Till we are present with oar Lord, 
And prove what we have sung before, 
That Jesus lives for evermore. 

74 GLORY m THE CHURCH BY CHRIST 
JESUS. 

WE praise Thy great love, our Father and God; 
Rejoicing in Jesus, whom Thou hast bestow'd. 

Hallelujah! Thine the glory. Hallelujah! Amen! 
Hallelujah! Thine the glory; revive us again. 

We praise Thy great love, our Saviour and King; 
Beloved Immanuel, Thy praises we sing. 

We praise Thy great love, blessed Spirit of might, 
Who haBt form'd in us, Jesus, and scatter*d our 

night. 
We praise thee, 0 God, for the joy thou hast given, 
To Thy saintt in communion—these foretasteB of 

heaven. 
We praise Thee, 0 God, for the Word of Thy love, 
Which unfolds Thy rich grace, and Thy glory 

above. 
PABT SECOND. 

Accepted in Christ, who has stood in our place, 
We shall shew in THE GLOBY God's riches of grace. 

Hallelujah! COMB IN GLORY. Hallelujah. Amen! 
Hallelujah! COKE IN GLORY; come quickly again. 
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We work for Him now, till—His body com
plete,— 

The Bride and the Bridegroom in glory shall meet 
And, Jesus, we wait for the time Thou shalt come; 
We long for Thy presence, our heavenly home. 
We praise Thee, 0 GOD, for the springs by the way, 
That refresh us, lone pilgrims, while our Lord is 

away. 

Y5 ALL THINGS FOUND IN JESUS. 

JESUS, Sun and Shield art Thput 
Sun and Shield for ever t 

Never canst Thou cease to shine, 
Cease to guard us never. 

Cheer our steps as on we go, 
Come between us and the foe. 
JesuB, Bread and Wine art Thou, 

Wine and Bread for ever I 
Never canst Thou cease to feed 

Or refresh us never. 
Feed we still on bread divine, 
LYink we still this heavenly wine I 

Jesus, Love and Life art Thou, 
Life and Love for ever! 

Ne'er to quicken shalt Thou oease, 
Or to love us never. . r 

All of life and love we need 
Is in Thee, in Thee indeed. 
Jesus, Peace and Joy art Thou, 

Joy and Peace for ever! 
Joy that fades not, changes not, 

Peace that leaves us never. •, 
Joy and peace we have in Thee, 
Now and through eternity. 
Jesus, Song and Strength art Thou, 

Strength and Song for ever 1 
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Strength that never can decay, 
Song that ceaseth never. 

Still to us this strength and song 
Through eternal days prolong. 

76 THE ATONING BLOOD OF JESUS. 
WHEN first o'erwhelm'd with sin and shame, 
To Jesus' cross I trembling came, 
Burderid with guilt, and full of fear, 
Yet drawn by Love, I ventured near, 
And pardon found, and peace with God, 
In Jesus' rich atoning blood. 

My sin is gone, my fear is o'er, 
I shun His presence now no more; 
He sits upon the throne of grace, 
He bids me boldly seek His face; 
Sprinkled upon the throne of God, 
I see that rich atoning blood. 
Before His face my Priest appears; 
My Advocate the Father hears : 
That precious blood, before His eyes, 
Both day and night for meicy cries.-
It speaks, it ever speaks to God— 
The voice of that atoning blood. 
By faith that voice I also hear; 
It answers doubt, it stills each fear: 
Th' accuser seeks in vain to move 
The wrath of HIM whose name is Love; 
Each charge against the Bons of God 
Is Bilenced by th' atoning blood. 
Here I can rest without a fear; 
By this, to God I now draw near; 
By this, I triumph over sin, 
For this has made and keeps, me desh; 
And when I reach the throne of God, 
I'll praise that rich ATONING BLOOD. 
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7 7 TRIUMPHING IN JESUS. 
A DKBTOB to mercy alone, 

Of covenant-mercy I sing, 
Nor fear, with Thy righteousness on, 

My person and offerings to briny: 
The terrors of law and of God 

With me can have nothing to do; 
My Saviour's obedience and blood 

Hide all my transgressions from view. 
The work which His goodness began, 

The arm of His strength will complete, 
His promise is " Yea and Amen," 

And never waB forfeited yet: 
Things future, nor things that are now, 

Not all things below or above, 
Can make Him His purpose forego, 

Or sever my soul from His love. 
My name from the palms of His hands 

Eternity will not erase ;— 
Impress'd on His heart it remains. 

In marka of indelible grace. 
Yes, I to the end shall endure, 

As sure as the earnest is given;— 
More happy, but not more secure, 

The glorified Bpirits in heaven. 

7 8 PRAISE FOR THE REDEEMING LOVE 
OF JESUS. 

LET US love, and ting, and wonder, 
Let us praise the Saviour's name ; 
He has hush'd the Law's loud thunder, 
He has quench'd mount Sinai's flame: 

He has wash'd us with His blood. 
He has brought us nigh to God. 

Let us love the Lord who bought us, 
Pitied us when enemies, 
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Call'd ns by His graoe, and taught us, 
Gave us ears, and gave us eyes : 

He has wash'd TIB with His blood, 
He presents our souls to God. 

Let us ting, though fierce temptations 
Threaten hard to bear us down! 
For the Lord, our strong salvation, 
Holds in view the conqu'ror's crown; 

He who wash'd us with His blood, 
Soon will bring us home to God. 

Let us wonder, grace and justice 
Join and point to. mercy's store; 
When through grace in Christ our trust iB, 
Justice smiles, and asks no more; 

He who wash'd us with His blood, 
Has secured our way to God. 

Let us praise and join the chorus 
Of the saints enthroned on high, 
Here they trusted Him before us, 
Now their praises fill the Bky; 

" Thou hast wash'd us with Thy blood! 
Thou art worthy, Lamb of God!" 

Hark! The name of Jesus sounded . 
Loud from golden harpB above 1 
Lord, we blush, and are confounded, 
Faint our praises, cold our love ! 

Waeli our souls and songs with blood, 
For by Thee we come to God. 

THE SUBSTITUTION OF JESUS. 

THB Son of God in mighty love, 
, Came down to Bethlehem for n e ; 
Forsook His throne of light above, 

Aa infant upon earth to be. 
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In love, the Father's sinless child 
Sojourn'd at Nazareth for me; 

With sinners dwelt the Undefiled, 
The Holy One in Galilee. 

Jesus, whom angel-hosts adore, 
Became a man of griefs for me; 

In love, though rich, becoming poor, 
That I through Him enrich'd might be. 

Though Lord of all, above, below, 
He went to Olivet for me; 

There drank my cup of wrath and woe, 
When bleeding in Gethsemane. 

The ever-blessed Son of God 
Went up to Calvary for me; 

There paid my debt, there bore my load, 
In His own body on the tree. , 

Jesus, whose dwelling is the skies, 
Went down into the grave for me; 

There overcame my enemies, 
There won the glorious victory. 

In love the whole dark path He trod, 
To consecrate a way for me; 

Each bitter footstep mark'd with blood, 
From Bethlehem to Calvary. 

'Tis finish'd all:—tho veil is rent, 
The welcome sure, the access free;—• 

Now then, we leave our banishment, 
0 Father, to return to Thee J 

THE RISING JESUS. 

CHRIST, the Lord, is risen to-day, Suit, 
Sons of men, and angels, say: 
Raise your songs and triumphs high; 
Sing, ye heavens, and earth reply. 

. 
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love's redeeming work is done, Bal. 
Fought the fight, the battle won: 
Lo! our Sun's eclipse is o'er; 
Lo! He sets in blood no more. 

Tain the stone, the watch, the seal; Bal. 
Christ hath burst the gates of hell; 
Death in vain forbids Him rise; 
Christ hath open'd Paradise. 

Lives again our Glorious King ! Bal. 
Where, 0 death ! is now thy sting f 
Once He died, our souls to save; 
Where's thy victory, 0 grave? 

Soar we now where Christ hath, led, Bak 
Following our exalted Head: 
Made like Him, like Him we rise; 
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 

81 CRUCIFIED TO THE WORLD IN JESUS. 

AND art Thou, gracious Master, gone, 
A mansion to prepare for me ? 

Shall I behold Thee on Thy throne, 
And there for ever sit with Thee ? 

Then let the world approve or blame, 
I'll triumph in Thy glorious name. 

Should I, to gain the world's applause^ 
Or to escape its angry frown, 

Refuse to countenance Thy cause, 
And make Thy people's lot my own, 

What shame would fill me in that day 
When Thou Thy glory wilt display I 

No; let the world cast out my name, 
And vile account me if it will, 

If to conf esB my Lord be shame, 
Oh, then would I be viler still; 

o 
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x<'or Thee, my God, I all resign, 
Content that I con call Thee mine. 

What transport then will fill my heart, 
When Thou my worthless name wilt own, 

When I shall see Thee as Thou art, 
And know as I myself am known; 

When I from sin and sorrow free, 
Shall have eternal restwith Thee. 

8 2 ACCESS IN" THE NAME OF .TESUa 

" ABBA, Father," we approach Thee 
In our Saviour's precious name; 

We, Thy children here assembling, 
Now Thy promised blessings claim: 

From our sins His blood hath wasli'd UB, 
'Tis through Him our souls draw nigh; 

And Thy Spirit too hath taught us, 
"Abba, Father," thus to cry. 

Once as prodigals we wander'd, 
In our folly, far from Thee; 

But Thy grace, o'er sin abounding, 
Rescued us from misery: 

Clothed in garments of salvation, 
At Thy table is our place; 

We rejoice, and Thou rejoicest 
In the riches of Thy grace. 

"Abba, Father! " all adore Thee, 
All rejoice in heaven above ; 

While in UB they learn the wonders 
Of Thy wisdom, grace, and love. 

Soon before Thy throne assembled, 
All Thy children shall proclaim,— 

"Glory, everlasting glory, 
Be to God and to the Lamb.'" 
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83 HEAVEN AT LAST WITH JESUS. ' 
ANGEL-VOICES sweetly singing, 
Echoes through the blue dome ringing, 
News of wondrouB gladness bringing; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at hut I 

Now, beneath lis all the grieving, 
All the wounded spirit's heaving, 
All the woe of hopes deceiving; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last! 

Sin for eveT left behind us, 
Earthly visions cease to blind us, 
Fleshly fetters cease to bind us; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last 1 
On the jasper threshold standing, 
Like a pilgrim safely landing, 
See, the strange bright scene expanding! 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last! 

What a city! what a glory 1 
Far beyond the brightest story 
Of the ages old and hoary; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last! 
Softest voices, silver-pealing, 
Freshest fragrance, spirit-healing, 
Happy hymns around us stealing; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last t 
Gone the vanity and folly. 
Gone the dark and melancholy, 
Come the joyous and the holy; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at lastt 
Not a broken blossom yonder, 
Not a link can snap asunder, 
Stay'd the tempest, sheath'd the thunder. 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last I 
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Not a tear-drop ever falleth, 
Not a pleasure ever palleth, 
Song to song for ever calleth 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last I 

Christ Himself the living splendour, 
Christ the sunlight mild and tender; 
Praises to the Lamb we render; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last I 

Now at length the veil is rended, 
Now the pilgrimage is ended, 
And the saints their thrones ascended; 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last! 

Broken death's dread bands that bound tu, 
Life and victory around us; 
Christ, the King, Himself hath erown'd ui 

Ah, 'tis heaven at last I 

0 4 ON THE WAT TO JESUS. 

W l are not left to walk alone, 
The Spirit of our God hath come 
For evor with lis to " abide"— 
Our Teacher, Comforter, and Guide. 

O gracious Spirit I led by Thee, 
How truly safe and bless'd are we, 
Hasting the dreary desert through, 
With our eternal home in view! 

Thou haBt one theme on which to dwell,— 
The story of free grace to tell I 
And while we hearken to Thy voice, 
We wonder, worship, and rejoice.— 

Jesus, the Father's only Son, 
Jesus, His own Beloved One, 
Jesus, now seated at His side, 
Hath elaim'd us for His own,—His Bride. 
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0 teach us all the Father's grace, 
Reveal to us the Saviour's face, 
And to our willing hearts declare 
The glory it is ours to share. 

The wilderness be all forgot, 
The desert way, we heed it not,— 
THOU art the Comforter! and we 
The Bride, are on our way WITH THEE 1 

THE RISEN JESUS. 
AWAKE, and sing the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb! 

Wake every heart and every tongue 
To praise the Saviour's name. 

Sing of His dying love, 
Sing of His rising power; 

Sing how He intercedes above, 
For those whose sins He bore. 

Sing till we feel our hearts 
Ascending with our tongues. 

Sing till the love of sin departs, 
And grace inspires our songs. 

Sing on your heavenly way, 
Yo ransom'd sinners, sing; 

Sing on rejoicing every day, 
In Christ, the eternal King! 
Soon shall we hear Him Bay, 
"Ye bleBsed children, come!" 

Boon shall He call you hence away, 
And take His wanderers home. 

There shall our raptured tongue 
His endless praise proclaim, 

And sweeter voices swell the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb. 
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86 LOVE OP GOD IN CHRIST JESUS, 
O LOVE of God, how strong and true! 
Eternal, and yet ever new, 
Uncomprehonded and unbought, 
Beyond all knowledge and all thought. 

0 love of God, how deep and great 1 -
Far deeper than man's deepest hate; 
Self-fed, self-kindled, like the light, 
Changeless, eternal, infinite. 

We read thee best in Him who came 
To bear for us the cross of Bhame; 
Sent by the Father from on high, 
Our life to live, our death to die. 

We read thee in the manger-bed, 
On which His infancy was laid; 
And Nazareth that love reveals, 
Nestling amid its lonely hills. 

We read thee in the tears once shed 
Over doom'd Salem's guilty head, 
In the cold tomb of Bethany, 
And blood-drops of Gethsemane. 

We read thy power to bless and save, 
Even in the darkness of the grave; 
Still more in resurrection-light, 
We read the fulness of thy might 
0 love of God, our shield and stay, 
Through all the perils of our way, 
Eternal love, in thee we rest, 
For ever safe, for ever blest! 

8 7 FOLLOWING JESUS. 
WHAT grace, 0 Lord, and beauty shone 

Around Thy steps below I 
What patient love was seen in all 

Thy life and death of woe 1 
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For ever on Thy burderid heart 
A weight of sorrow hung; 

Tet no ungentle murmuring word 
Escaped Thy silent tongue. 

Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,— 
Thy friends unfaithful prove; 

Unwearied in forgiveness still j 
Thy heart could only love. 

Oh ! give us hearts to love like Thee,— 
Like Thee, 0 Lord, to grieve 

Far more for others' sins, than all 
The wrongs that we receive. 

One with Thyself, may every eye 
In us, Thy brethren, see 

That gentleness and grace that spring 
From union, Lord, with Thee. 

88 REMEMBERING JESUS. 
ACCORDING to Thy gracious word, 

In meek humility, 
This will I do, my dying Lord, 

I will remember Thee. 
Can I Gethsemane forget, 

Or there Thy conflict see, 
•Thine agony and bloody sweat, 

And not remember Thee? 

When to the cross I turn mine eyes, 
And gaze on Calvary, 

0 Lamb of God! my sacrifice, 
I must remember Thee. 

Remember Thee, and all Thy pains, 
And all Thy love to me I 

\ ea, while a breath, a pulse remains, 
Will I remember Thee 1 
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And when these failing lips grow <hml\ 
And thought and memory flee, 

When Thou shalt in Thy kingdom coma, 
JESUS, remember me. 

THE NAME—JESUS. 
JKSUS, how much Thy name unfolds 

To every open'd ear! 
The pardon'd sinner's mem'ry holds 

None other half so dear. 
"Jesus,"—it speaks a life of love, 

And sorrows meekly borne; 
I t tells of sympathy above, 

In all that makes us mourn. 
I t speaks of righteousness complete, 

Of holiness to God; 
And, to our ears, no truth so sweet 

As Thine atoning blood. 
The mention of Thy name shall bow 

Our hearts to worship Thee; 
The chiefest of ten thousand, THOU, 

The chief of sinners, we. 

PARDON THROUGH JESUS. 
THH God of Peace to guilty man 

Doth pardoning grace afford, 
Since from the dead He brought again 

Our Shepherd, Head, and Lord:— 
That Shepherd who did freely bleed 

Lost sinners to restore, 
Who died, but now is risen indeed, 

And lives for evermore. 
His resurrection's power divine, 

By grace on us bestow'd, 
Renews us, that we, dead to sin, 

May live alone to God. 
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Thus we, supported by His might, 
Prom strength to strength proceed, 

And walking in Eie truth and light, 
Praise Him in word aftd deed. 

In all we do, constrain'd by love, 
We '11 joy to Him afford, 

And to God's will obedient prow 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord.— 

Sing Hallelujah, and adore 
On earth the Lamb once slain, 

Till we in heaven shall evermore 
Exalt His Name. Amen. 

91 THE NEED-OP JESUS. 

Jtstss, thou needest me, 
Even me, thou Light divine; 

0 Son of God, Thou needest me, 
Thou needest sius like mine. 

Thy fulness needs my want, 
Thy wealth my poverty; 

Thy healing skill my sickness needs, 
Thy joy my misery. 

Thy strength my weakness needs, 
Thy grace my worthlessnoea; 

Thy greatness needs a worm like me 
To cherish and to bless. 

Thy life needs death like mine, 
To shew its quickening power; 

Infinity the finite needs, 
Th' eternal needs the hour. 

Earth, with its vales and hills, 
Needeth the daily sun; 
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This daily Bun of ours,—it needs 
An- earth to shine upon. 

This evil, froward soul 
Needeth a love like Thine; 

A love like Thine, 0 loving Christ, 
Needeth a soul like mine. 

Thy fulness, Son of God, 
Thus needy maketh Thee; 

Thy glory, 0 thou glorious One, 
Seeketh its rest in me. 

I t was Thy need of me 
That brought Thee from above; 

It is my need of Thee, 0 Lord, 
That draws me to Thy love. 

THE EMPTY GRAVE OP JESUS. 

COME, ye saints, look here and wonder, 
See the place where Jesus lay; 

He has burst His bands asunder; 
He has borne our sins away; 

Joyful tidings! 
Christ the Lord is risen to-day. 

Jesus triumphs ! sing ye praises: 
By His death He overcame : 

Thus the Lord His glory raises ; 
Thus He fills His foes with shame: 

Sing ye praises ! 
Praises to the Victor's name. 

Jesus triumphs t countless legions 
Come from heaven to meet their King: 

Soon in yonder blessed regions 
They shall join His praise to aing. 

Songs eternal, 
Shall through heaven's high arohes ring. 
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PRAISE OFFERED BY JESUS. 
PRAISES to Him who built the hills; 
Praises to Him the streams who fills; 
Praises to Him who lights each star 
That sparkles in the blue afar. 

Praise* to Him who makes the morn, 
And bids it glow with beams new-born; 
Who draws the shadows of the night, 
Like curtains, o'er our wearied sight. 

Praises to Him whose love has given, 
In Christ His Son, the Life of heaven; 
Who for our darkness giveB us light, 
And turns to day our deepest night. 
Praises to Him, in grace who came, 
To bear our woe, and Bin, and Bhame; 
Who lived to die, who died to rise, 
The God-accepted sacrifice. 

Praises to Him the chain who broke, 
Open'd the prison, burst the yoke, 
Sent forth its captives, glad and free, 
Heirs of an endless liberty. 

Praises to Him who sheds abroad 
Within our hearts the love of God; 
The Spirit of all truth and peace, 
Fountain of joy and holiness I 
To Father, Son, and Spirit, now 
The hands we lift, the knees we bow; 
To Jah-Jehov&h thus we raise 
The sinner's endless song of praise. 

THE COMPLETED WORK. OF JESUS. 
GHBIBT has done the mighty work; 

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

Enter on His triumph too. 
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He has sow'd the precious seed, 
Nothing left for us unsown; 

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

His the pardon, ours the sin,— 
Great the sin, the pardon great; 

His the good and ours the ill, 
His the lore and ours the hate. 

Ours the darkness and the gloom, 
His the shade-dispelling light; 

Ours the cloud and His the sun, 
His the day-spring, ours the night 

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

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

95 PEEKLESSNESS OP JESUS. 
0 BLESSED Jesus ! who but Thou, 

On earth, in heaven above, 
May claim from all our willing hearts 

The full response of love 1 

We love our brethren, Lord, 'tis true, 
Because in them we see 

Sweet traces of Thy blessed self, 
For they are one with Thee; 

And one with us :—but 0 'twas Thine, 
Thine only, Lord, to part 

With life, and all that love could give, 
To win the wand'ring heart. 

Thus, heirs of endless bliss with Thee, 
"We love Thee—we adore, 

And ask Thee still for greater grace 
To love Thee more and more. 
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REJOICING IN JRSUS. 
JESUS, I love Thy charming name, 

'Tia music to mine ear; 
Fain would I sound it out BO loud 

That earth and heaven should hear. 
Yes, Thou art precious to my soul, 

My transport, and my trust; 
Jewels to Thee are gaudy toys, 

And gold is sordid dust. 
All my capacious powers can wish, 

In Thee doth richly meet; 
Nor to mine eyes is light so dear, 

Nor friendship half so sweet. 
Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 

And sheds its fragrance there; 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 

The cordial of its care. 

r THE WORD OF JESUS. 
THS Spirit breathes upon the Word, 

And brings the truth to sight: 
Precepts and promises afford 

A sanctifying light. 
A glory gilds the sacred page, 

Majestic, like the sun : 
It gives a light to every age; 

It gives, but borrows none. 
The God who gave it still supplies 

The gracious light and heat: 
His truths upon the nations rise; 

They rise, but never set. 

Let everlasting thanks be Thine 
For such a bright display, 

As makes a world of darkness Bhine 
With beams of heavenly day. 
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98 ALL-PERVADING SPIRIT OF JESUS. 
COME, might}' Spirit, penetrate 

This heart and soul of mine; 
And my whole being with Thy grace, 

Pervade, 0 Life divine I 

As this clear air surrounds the earth, 
Thy grace around me roll; 

As the fresh light pervades the air, 
So pierce and fill my soul 

As, from these clouds, drops down in Ion 
The precious summer rain, 

go from Thyself pour down the flood 
That freshens all again. 

As these fair flowers exhale their scent 
, In gladness at our feet, 

So from Thyself let fragrance breathe, 
Store heavenly and more sweet. 

Thus life within our lifeless hearts 
Shall make its glad abode; 

And we shall shine in beauteous lighlj 
Fill'd with the light of God. 

0 9 OVS. LIGHT IS JESUS. 
LlOHT OP THE WOBLD I for ever, ever shining; 

There is no change in Thee; 
True light of life, all joy and health enshrining, 

Thou canst not fade nor flee. 
Thou hast arisen; but Thou descendest never; 

To-day shines as the past; 
All that Thou wast, Thou art, and shalt be ever ;— 

Brightness from first to last t 
Night visits not Thy sky, nor storm, nor sadness; 

Day fills up all its blue: 
Unfailing beauty, and unfaltering gladness, 

And love, for ever new 1 
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Light of the world! undimming and unsetting, 
Oh shine each rmsi away! 

Banish the fear, the falsehood, and the fretting, 
Be our unchanging day 1 

100 LONGING FOR JESUS. 
LIGHT of the lonely pilgrim's heart, 

Star of the coming day! 
Arise, and, with Thy morning beams, 

Chase all our griefs away! 
Come, blessed Lord t bid every shore 

And answering island sing 
The praises of Thy royal name, 

And own Thee as their King. 
Bid the whole earth, responsive now 

To the bright world above, 
Break forth in rapturous Btrains of joy, 

In memory of Thy love. 
Lord, Lord, Thy fair creation groans— 

The earth, the air, the sea— 
In unison with all our hearts, 

And calls aloud for Thee. 
Thine was the cross, with all its fruits 

Of grace and peace divine: 
Be Thine the crown of glory now, 

The palm of victory Thine! 

101 THE PERFECT SACRIFICE OF JESUS. 
No blood, no altar now, 
The sacrifice is o'er; 

No flame, no smoke, ascends on high; 
The Lamb is slain no more 1 

But richer blood has flow'd from nobler veins, 
To purge the soul from guilt, and cleanse the red

dest stains. 
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We thank Thee for the Wood, 
The blood of Christ, Thy Son; 

The blood by which our peace is made, 
Our victory is won: 

Great victory o'er hell, and sin, and woe, 
That needs no second fight, and leaves no second 

foe. 

We thank Thee for the grace 
Descending from above, 

That overflows our widest guilt, 
The eternal Father's love: 

Love of the Father's everlasting Son, 
Love of the Holy Ghost, Jehovah, three in One. 

We thank Thee for the hope, 
So glad, and sure, and clear; 

I t holds the drooping spirit up 
Till the long dawn appear: 

Fair hope 1 with what a sunshine does it cheer 
Our roughest path on earth, our dreariest desert 

here I 

We thank Thee for the croon 
Of glory and of life; 

"Tia no poor withering wreath of earth, 
Jtan's prize in mortal strife: 

'Tis incorruptible as is the throne, 
The kingdom of our God and His Incarnate Son. 

102 GLORYING IN JESUS. 
CHRIST'S grave is vacant now, 

Left for the throne above; 
His cross asserts God's right to bless, 

In His own boundless love. 
'Twas there the blood was shed, 

'Twas there the life was pour'd. 
There mercy gain'd her diadem, 

While justice sheath'd her sword. 
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And thence the child of faith 
Sees judgment all gone by, 

Perceives the sentence fully met, 
" The aoul that sins shall die;"— 

Learns how that Qod in love 
Gave Christthe sins to bear 

Of all who own His Lordship now, 
That they His place might share;— 

And cries with wondering joy, 
" As He ia so am I, 

Pure, holy, loved as Christ Himself,— 
Who shall my peace destroy ?" 

Reach my blest Saviour first, 
Take Him from God's esteem, 

Prove Jesus bears one Bpot of sin, 
Then tell me I 'm unclean ! 

Nay! for He purged my guilt 
By His own precious blood, 

And such its virtue, not a stein 
E'er meets the eye of Qod. 

103 BEARING THE CROSS AFTER JESUS, 

HALLSIAJJAH ! I believe! 
Now the giddy world stands fast, 

Now my soft has found an anchor 
Till the aight of Storm is past. 

All the gioomy aunts axe rising, 
But a clue is in my hand, 

Through earth's labyrinth to guide me 
To a bright and heavenly land. 

'Hallelujah! I believe! 
Sorrow's bitterness is o'er, 

And affliction's heavy burden 
Weighs my spirits down no more 
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On the cross the mystic writing 
Now reveal'd before me lies, 

And I read the words of comfort, 
"As a father, I chastise." 

Hallelujah ! I believe! 
Now no longer on my soul 

All the debt of sin is lying,— 
One great Friend has paid the whole. 

Ice-bound fields of legal labour 
I have left with all their toil; 

While the fruits of love are growing 
From a new and genial soU. 

Hallelujah ! I believe 1 
Now life's mystery is gone; 

Gladly through its fleeting shadows, 
To the end I journey on. 

Through the tempest, or the sunshine, 
Over flowers or ruins led, 

Still the path is homeward hasting, 
Where all sorrow shall have fled. 

Hallelujah! I believe ! 
Now, oh! love, I know thy power, 

Thine no false or fragile fetters, 
Not the rose-wreaths of an hour ] 

Christian bonds of holy union 
Death itself does not destroy; 

Yes! to live, and love for ever, 
Is our heritage of joy. 

1 0 4 SUBMISSIVE LIKE JESUS. 

I BOW me to Thy will, 0 God, 
And all Thy ways adore ; 

And every day I live, I '11 seek 
To please Thee more and more. 



THE PRAISE 0 * JESUS. yi 

I love to kiss each print where Christ 
Did Bet His pilgrim feet; 

Nor can I fear that blessed path, 
Whose traces are so sweet. 

When obstacles and trials seem 
Like prison walls to be, 

I do the little I can do, 
And leave the rest to Thee. 

I know not what it is to doubt, 
My heart is ever gay; 

I run no risk, for, come what will, 
Thou always hast Thy way. 

I have no cares, 0 blessed Lord, 
For all my cares are Thine; 

I live in triumph, too, for Thou 
Hast made Thy triumphs mine. 

And when it Beems no chance nor change 
From grief can set me free, 

Hope finds its strength in helplessness, 
And, patient, waits on Thee. 

Man's weakness, waiting upon God, 
Its end can never miss; 

For men on earth no work can do 
More angel-like than this. 

Load on, lead on, triumphantly, 
0 blessed Lord, lead on! 

Faith's pilgrim-sons behind Thee seek 
The road that Thou hast gone. 

He always wins who sides with God, 
To him no chance is lost; 

God's will is sweetest to him when 
It triumphs at his cost. 

HI that God blesses is our good, 
And unblest good is ill; 

And all is right that seems most wrong. 
If it be His sweet wilL 
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105 THE LIFE-RESTORING JESUS. 
STAB of the promised morning, rise! 

Star of the throbbing wave, 
Ascend ! and o'er the sable brine 
With resurrection-splendour shine ; 
Burst through the clouds with beams divine, 

Mighty to shine and save. 
O Mocning Star! 0 risen Lord! 

Destroyer of the tomb! 
• Star of the living and the dead, 

Lift up at length Thy long-veil'd head, 
O'er land and sea Thy glories shed;— 

' Light of the morning, come ! 

Into each tomb Thy radiance pour, 
Let life, not death, prevail. 

Make haste, great Conqueror, make haste, 
Call up the dead of ages past, 
Gather Thy precious gems at last, 

From ocean's deepest vale. 
Speak, mighty Life, and wake the dead t 

Like statue from the stone, 
Like music from long broken strings, 
Like gushings from deserted Bprings, 
Like dew upon the dawn's soft wings, 

Rouse each beloved one ! 
106 THE MI1TO OF JESUS. 

0 LOBD, when we the path retrace 
Which Thou on earth hast trod, 

To man Thy wondrous love and grace, 
Thy faithfulness to God. 

Thy love to man so sorely tried, 
Proved stronger than the grave; 

The very spear that pierced Thy side 
Drew forth the blood to save. 
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Faithful amidst unfaithfulness, 
Midst darkness only light, 

Thou didst Thy Father's name conies^ 
And in His will delight. 

Unmoved by Satan's subtle wiles 
By Buff ring, shame, and loss; 

Thy path uncheer'd by earthly smiles, 
Led only to the cross. 

0 Lord, with sorrow and with shame, 
We meekly would confess, 

How little we, who bear Thy name, 
Thy mind, Thy ways express.' 

Give us Thy meek, Thy lowly mind;' 
"We would obedient be; 

And all our rest and pleasure find, 
In fellowship with Thee. 

107 COME, LORD JESUS! 

HOPE of our hearts, 0 Lord, appear I 
Thou glorious Star of day, 

Shine forth, and chase the dreary nigh1» 
With all our tears, away! 

Strangers on earth, we wait for Thee; 
Oh leave the Father's throne, 

Come with a shout of victory, Lord, 
And claim us as Thine own. 

Oh, bid the bright archangel now 
The trump of God prepare, 

To call Thy saints—the quick.—the dea^ 
To meet Thee in the air. 

No resting-place we seek on earth, 
No loveliness we see, 

Our eye is on the royal crown» 
Prepared for us aud Thee. 
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But, dearest Lord I however bright 
That crown of joy above, 

What is it to the brighter hope 
Of dwelling in Thy love ? 

What to the joy, the deeper joy, 
Unmingled, pure, and free, 

Of union with our living Head, 
Of fellowship with Thee f 

This joy e'en now on earth is ours, 
But only, Lord, above 

Our hearts, without a pang, shall know 
The fulness of Thy love. 

There, near Thy heart, upon the throne, 
Thy ransom'd Bride shall see 

What grace was in the bleeding Lamb, 
Who died to make her free. 

1 0 8 THE EARTH BLESSED BY JESUS. 

O WHAT a bright and blessed world 
This groaning earth of ours will be, 

When from its throne the tempter hurl'd, 
Shall leave it all, 0 Lord, to Thee! 

But brighter far that world above, 
Where we, as we are known shall know; 

And, in the sweet embrace of love, 
Keign o'er this ransom'd earth below. 

O blessed Lord! with weeping eyes, 
That blissful hour we wait to see; 

While every worm or leaf that dies 
Tells of the curse, and calls for Thee. 

Come, Saviour, then, o'er all below 
Shine brightly from Thy throne above; 

Bid heaven and earth Thy glory know, 
And all creation feel Thy love. 
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109 SINGING THE PRAISE OF JESUS. 
FBOM all that dwell Mow the Bkies 
Let the Creator's praise arise; 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord; 
Eternal truth attends Thy word; 
Thy praise shall Bound from shore to shore, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

110 THE EVER-DTJRING MERCY OF JESUS. 

PRAISE, praise ye the name of Jehovah our God, 
Declare, oh, declare ye, His glories abroad; 
Proclaim ye His mercy from nation to nation, 
Till the uttermost islands have heard His salva

tion ! [river, 
For His love fioweth on, free and full as a 
And His mercy endureth for ever and ever. 

Praise, praise ye the Lamb who for sinners was 
slain, 

Who went down to the grave and ascended again; 
And who Boon shall return, when these dark days 

are o'er. 
To set up His kingdom in glory and power. 

For His love fioweth on, free and full as a 
river, 

And H1B meicy endureth for ever and ever. 

Then the heavens, and the earth, and the sea shall 
rejoice, 

The field and the forest shall lift the glad voice, 
The sands of the desert shall flourish in green, 
And Lebanon's glory be shed o'er the scene. 

For His love fioweth on, free and full as a 
river, 

And His mercy endureth for ever and ever 
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Her bridal attire and her foetal array, 
All nature shall wear on that glorious day; 
For her King cometh down with His people to 

reign, 
And His presence shall bless her with Eden again 

For His love floweth on, free and full m a 
river, 

And His mercy endureth for ever and ever. 

I l l STRONG IN JESUS. 

0 Tnou, erst Jacob's Rock, perfect's Thy work in 
truth, in grace ; 

That which Thy lips have said, Thy hand skill 
bring to pass. 

Alleluia t Alleluia! 
Alleluia! Alleluia t 

For Thou, Lord, art our God, 
For Thou, Lord, art our God, 
For Thou, Lord, art our God, our Rock, our 

Shield, our Hiding-place! 

Yes, ere this world was framed, on sinful worms 
was set Thy love ; 

Nor can that love know change, nor from its pur
pose move. 

Alleluia! Alleluia ! 
Alleluia! Alleluia I 

Our hope is in our God, 
Our hope is in our Ged, 
Our hope is in our God, our God whose boundless 

grace we prove. 

Hell's hosts, and each fell foe 'gainst us array'd, 
are known to Thee ; 

The battle, Lord, is Thine—ours, then, the victory I 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
Alleluia! Alleluia I 
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Before Thy face all ill, 
Before Thy face all ill, 
Before Thy face all ill, like clouds before the 

wind, must flee. 

Slag praises to our God; ye saints, your Father-
God praise ye. 

Th' Almighty One for us, against us who can be ? 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 

In Christ rejoice, be strong ! 
In Christ rejoice, be strong! 
In Christ rejoice, be strong! our .Rock, our 

Strength, our Song is He! 

112 THE BLESSING OF JESUS. 

LORD, dismiss us with Thy blessing; 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace; 

Let us all, Thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace: 

Oh, refresh us 1 
Travelling through this wilderness. 

Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For the Gospel's joyful sound; 

May the fruits of Thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound; 

Ever faithful 
To the truth may we be found. 

So, whene'er the signal's given, 
TJs from earth to call away, 

Borne on angels' wings to heaven, 
Glad the summons to obey,— 

May we ready 
•Rise and reign in endless day. 
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113 THE POWER OF THE NAME 
OF JESUS. 

SWEETEB sounds than music knows 
Charm me in Emmanuel's name; 

All her hopes my Bpirit owes 
To Hia birth, and cross, and shams. 

When He came the angels sung, 
' Glory be to God on high!' 

Lord, unloose my stammering tongue; 
Who should louder sing than IJ 

Did the Lord a man become 
• That He might the law fulfil, 

Bleed and suffer in my room, 
And canst thou, my tongue, be still? 

JTo, I must my praises bring, 
Though they worthless are and weak j 

For, should I refuse to sing, 
Sure the very stones would speak. 

0 my Saviour, Shield, and Sun, 
Shepherd, Brother, Husband, Friend,— 

Every precious name in one,— 
I wifi love Thee without end. 

114 THE PRAISES OF JESUS. 
PASCHAL LAMB, by God appointed, 

All our sins were on Thee laid; 
By Almighty Love anointed, 

Thou hast full atonement mads: 
All Thy people are forgiven 

Through the virtue of Thy blood; 
Opened is the gate of heaven; 

Peace is mado 'twixt man and Qoi. 
Jesus, hail I enthroned' in glory. 

There for ever to abide; 
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All the heavenly hosts adore Thee, 
Seated at Thy Father's side : 

There for sinners Thou art pleading; 
There Thou dost our place prepare; 

Ever for us interceding 
Till in glory we appear. 

Worship, honour, power, and blessing. 
Thou art worthy to receive; 

Iioudest praises, without ceasing, 
Meet it is for UB to givt?! 

Help, ye bright, angelic spirits, 
Bring your sweetest, noblest lays; 

Help to sing our Saviour's merits, 
Help to chant Immanuers praise 1 

Boon we shall, with those in glory, 
His transcendent grace relate; 

Gladly sing th' amazing story 
Of His dying love BO great: 

In that blessed contemplation 
We for evermore shall dwell, 

Crowu'd with bliss and consolation, 
Such as none below can tell. 

115 THE COMPLETED ATONEMENT OF 
JESUS. 

THE atoning work is done, 
The victim's blood is shed; 

And Jesus now is gone, 
His people's cause to plead: 

He stands in heav'n their great High-Priest, 
And bears their names upon His breast. 

He sprinkles with His blood 
The mercy-seat above; 

For justice had withstood 
The purposes of Love; 
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store. I 
But justice now objects no more, 
And mercy yields her boundless 

No temple made with hands 
His place of service is; 

In hcav'n itself He stands, 
A heaVnly priesthood His I 

In Him the shadows of the law 
Are all f ulfill'd, and now withdraw, 

And though a while 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. 

116 THE CONSTRAINING LOVE OP 
JESUS. 

0 LORD, who now art seated 
Above the heaves on high, 

(The gracious work completed, 
For which Thou cam'Bt to die,) 

To Thee our hearts are lifted, 
"While pilgrims wand'ring here, 

For Thou art truly gifted 
Our every grief to Bhare. 

We know that Thou hast bought us, 
And wash'd us in Thy blood; 

We know Thy grace has brought us, 
As kings and priests, " to God:" 

We know that soon the morning, 
Long look'd for, hasteth near, 

When w«, at Thy returning, 
In glory shall appear. 

O Lord, Thy love's unbounded ( 
So full, so vast, so free ! 
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Our thoughts are all confounded 
Whene'er we think on Thee; 

For us Thou cam'st from heaven, 
For UB to bleed and die; 

That, purchased and forgiven, 
We might ascend on high. 

0 let this love constrain us 
To give our hearts to Thee; 

Let nothing henceforth pain us, 
But that which paineth Thee ". 

Our joy, our one endeavour, 
Through suff ring, conflict, s h a m e -

To serve Thee, gracious Saviour, 
And magnify Thy name. 

117 THE REIGNING OF JESUS. 
HARK, ten thousand harps and voices 

Sound the note of praise above! 
Jesus reigns, and heav'n rejoices: 

Jesus reigns, the God of love : 
Lo! He sits on yonder throne; 
Jesus rules the world alone. 
Well may angels bright and glorious 

Sing the praises of the Lamb; 
While on earth, He prov'd victorious, 

Now, He bears a matchless name: 
Well may angels sing of Him, 
Heav'n supplies no richer theme. 
Come, ye saints, unite your praises 

With the angels round His throne; 
Soon we hope our Lord will raise us 

To the place where He is gone; 
Meet it is that we should ring 
Praise eternal to our King. 
King of glory, reign for ever, 

Thine an everlasting crown : 
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Nothing from Thy love shall sever 
Those whom Thou hast made Thine own; 

Happy objects of Thy grace, 
Destined to behold Thy face. 

I I S THE PASTING WORDS OF JESC3. 
How precious were those parting words 

Of our Almighty Friend, 
Who lov"d His own while in the world, 

And lov'd them to the end!— 
" I leave you not as orphans here, 

The Comforter shall come 
And fill your .hearts with joy and peace, 

Till I shall take you home." 
And then, as pour'd on Aaron's head 

The ointment downward flow'd; 
So waa the Spirit's grace and joy 

From Christ, our Head, bestow'd. 
As when, of old, Rebecca trod 

The desert, long and drear, 
While Abraham's wealth, and Isaac's love, 

Rang in her gladden'd ear:— 
So, traverse we this wilderness, 

WliiTe our blest Guide makes known 
The Father's house, the Son's rich love, 

And all He has, our own. 
Sweet thought! our hearts are with Him there, 

We see our glorious home ' 
Made ready for the bride to share;— 

Lord Jesus I quickly come. 
119 CONSIDERING JESUa 

'Tis post—the dark and dreary night, 
And, Lord, we hail Thee now, 

Our " Morning Star," without a cloud 
Of sadness on Thy brow. 
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Thy path on earth, the cross, the grave, 
Thy sorrows all are o'er, 

And, 0 sweet thought! Thine eye shall weep, 
Thy heart shall break no more. 

Deep were those sorrows—deeper still 
The love that brought Thee low, 

That bade the streams, pf life from Thee, 
A lifeless victim, flow. 

The soldier, as he pierced Thee, proved 
Man's hatred, Lord, to Thee; 

While in the blood that stain'd the spear, 
Love, only Love, we see. 

Drawn from Thy pierced jind bleeding side, 
That pure and cleansing flood 

Speaks peace to every heart that knows 
The virtues of Thy blood. 

Yet 'tis not that we know the joy 
Of cancell'd sin alone, 

But, happier far, Thy saints are call'd 
To share Thy glorious throne. 

So closely are we link'd in love, 
So wholly one with Thee, <. • 

That all Thy bliss and glory then 
Our bright reward shall be. 

ISO REJOICING IK JESUS. 

REJOICE, the Lord is King; 
Your God and King adore: 

Let us give thanks and sing, 
And triumph evermore. 

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice. 
Rejoice, ye saints of God, rejoice, 

Jesus, the Saviour, reigns 
The God of truth, and love; 
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When He had purged our sins 
He took His seat above; 

Lift up your hearts, lift up yo* voice, 
Rejoice, ye saints of God, rejoice. 

His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er earth and heaVn; 

The keys of death and M l 
Are unto Jesus giv'n. 

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
.Rejoice, ye saints of God, rejoice. 
Eejoice in glorious hope, 

Jesus our Lord shall come 
And take His brethren up 

To their eternal home: 
"We soon shall hear th' archangel's voice, 
How then shall all His saints rejoice! 

121 COMING TO JESUS. 
JUST 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. 

Just as I am—and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot— 
To Thee whose Blood can cleanse each spot, 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am—tho' toss'd about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
Fightings and fears within, without, 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind; 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, all I need in Thee to find— 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

1 
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Just as I am—Thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relievej 
BecauseThy promise I believe, 

0 Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am—Thy love unknown 
Has broken every barrier down; 
Now, to be Thine, yea, Thine alone— 

0 Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am—of that free love 
The breadth, length, depth, and height to 
Here for a season, then above, [prove, 

0 Lamb of God, I come. 

122 CONQUERORS IN JESUS. 

I HEAB the Accuser roar 
Of ills that I have done, 

I know them well, and thousands m o r e -
Jehovah findeth none. 

Sin, Satan, death, press near 
To harass and appal; 

Let but my bleeding Lord appear, 
Backward they go and fall. 

Before, behind, around, 
They set their fierce array, 

To fight, and force me from my ground, 
Along Immanuel's way. 

I meet them face to face, 
Through Jesus' conquest blest, 

March, in the triumph of His grace, 
Right onward to my rest. 

There, in His book, I bear 
A more than oonqu'ror's name, 

A soldier, son, and fellow-heir 
Who fought and overcame. 

D 
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Hia lie the victor's name 
Who fought the fight alone: 

Triumphant saints no honour claim— 
Their conquest was His own 1 

By weakness and defeat, 
He won' the meed and crown; 

Trod all our foes beneath His £eet> 
By being trodden down. 

He hell in hell laid low; 
Made sin, He sin o'erthrew; 

Bow'd to the grave, destroy'd it so, 
And death, by dying slew. 

oless, bless the Conqueror slain, 
Slain in His victory; 

Wno lived, who died, who lives again, 
For thee, His Church, for thee I 

OWING ALL TO JESUS. 

ALL that I was, my sin, my guilt, 
My death, was all my own: 

All that I am I owe to Thee, 
My gracious God alone. 

The evil of my former state, 
Was mine, and only mine; 

' The good in which I now rejoice 
Is Thine and only Thine. 

The darkness of my former state 
The bondage,—all was mine; 

The light of life in which I walk, 
The liberty,—is Thine. 

Thy grace first made me feel my sin, 
And taught me to believe; 

Then, in believing, peace I found, 
And now I live, I live. 
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All that I am e'en here on earth, 
All that I hope to be— 

When Jesus comes, and glory dawns, 
I one it Lord, to Thee. 

184 THE ADVOCACY OF JESUS. 
H E lives, the great Redeemer lives! 
What joy the West assurance gives, 
And in the presence of our God, 
Pleads the full merit of His blood. 

In every dark and trying hour, 
When harass'd by the tempter's pow'r 
Let this blest hope repel the dart,— 
Our Saviour bears us on His heart. 

Great Advocate, Almighty Friend, 
On Thee alone our hopes depend, 
Our cause can never,—never fail, 
For Jesus pleads, and must prevail. 

125 THE WRATH-BEARING OF JESUS. 
Fnoii whence this fear and unbelief, 
I£ God, my Father, put to grief 

His Bpotless Son for me 1 
Can He, the righteous Judge of men, 
Condemn me for that debt of sin, 

Which, Lord, was charged on Thee? 
COMPLETE ATONEMENT Thou hast made. 
And to the utmost farthing paid, 

Whate'er Thy people owed; 
How then can wrath on me take place, 

' If shelter'd in Thy righteousness, 
And sprinkled by Thy blood ? 

If Thou hast my discharge procured, 
And freely in my place endured 

The whole of wrath divine, 
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Payment He will not twice demand, 
First at my bleeding Surety's hand, 

And then again at mine. 
Turn then, my soul! unto thy rest; 
The merits of thy great High-priest 

Speak peace and liberty; 
Trust in His efficacious blood, 
Nor fear thy banishment from God, 

Since Jesus died for thee. 

126 HOPE BUILT OK JESUS. 
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 sani 

When darkness seemB to veil His face, 
I rest on His unchanging grace; 
In every high and stormy gale, 
My anchor holds within the veil: 

On Christ the solid rock I stand, 
All other ground is sinking san i 

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: 

On Christ the solid rock I stand, 
All other ground is sinking sand. 

127 SECURITY IN JESUS. 
SOVEREIGN grace! o'er sin abounding, 

Ransom'd souls the tidings swell; 
'Tis a deep that knows no sounding— 

Who its breadth or length can tellf 
On its glories 

Let my soul for ever dwell 1 



THE rRAISB Or JE3TJS. 109 

•What from Christ the soul can sever, 
Bound by everlasting bands? 

Once in Him, in Him for ever, 
Thus the eternal covenant stands; 

None Bhall pluck thee 
From the Strength of Israel's hands! 

Heirs of God, joint-heirs with Jesus, 
Long ere time its race began, 

To His name eternal praises! 
Oh, what wonders love hath done { 

One with Jesus, 
By eternal union ONE. 

On such love, my soul, still ponder, 
Love so great, so rich, so free; 

Say, while lost in holy wonder,— 
Why, 0 Lord, such love to me ? 

Hallelujah! 
Grace shall reign eternally. 

128 THE ALL-SUFFICIENCY OF JESUS. 

THOU hidden source of calm repose 1 
Thou all-sufficient love divine! 

My help and refuge from my foes, 
Secure I am, for Thou art mine; 

Thou art my fortress, strength, and tow'r, 
My trust and portion evermore. 
Jesus, my all in all Thou art, 

My rest in toil, my ease in pain; 
The med'eine of my broken heart •, 

In storms, my peace •, in loss, my gain ; 
My smile beneath the tyrant's frown ; 
In shame, my glory and my crown; 
In want, my plentiful supply; 

In weakness, my almighty pow'r; 
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In bonds, my perfect liberty, 
My refuge in temptation's hour; 

My comfort 'midst all grief and thrall, 
My life in death, my ALL IN ALL. 

129 CONSECRATION TO JESUS. 
LORD, we are Thine: in Thee we live, 

Supported by Thy tender care; 
Thou dost'each hourly mercy give; 

Thine earth we tread, we breathe Thine air; 
Raiment and food Thy hands supply, 

Thy sun's bright rays around us shine; 
Guarded by Thine all-seeing eye— 

We own that we are WHOLLY THINE. 

Lord we are Thine : bought by Thy blood, 
Once the poor guilty slaves of sin; 

But Thou hast brought us nigh to God, ' 
And made Thy Spirit dwell within. 

Thou hast our sinful wanderings btjrne, 
With love and patience all Divine ; 

As brandB then fromthe burning torn, 
We own that we are WHOLLY THINE. 

Lord, we are Thine'; Thy claims we own, 
Ourselves to Thee we wholly give; 

Reign Thou within our hearts alone, 
And let us to Thy glory live. 

Here let us each Thy mind display, 
In all Thy gracious image shine, 

And haste that long-expected day 
When Thou shalt own us WHOLLY T H I N * 

130 BOASTING IN JESUS. 
0 LOBS, in nothing would I boast, 

Save in Thy glorious name ; 
Though in myself I 'm vile and lost, 

In Thee all fair I am. 
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I folly am—Thou Wisdom art, 
I 'in sin,—Thou, Righteousness, 

Polluted is this worthless heart, 
But Thou art Holiness. 

Of sin and Satan once the slave, 
My chains were burst by Thee; 

In Thee I full redemption have, 
Thou, Thou hast set me free. 

I glory only in Thy name, 
'Gainst sin, and death, and hell; 

I own my guilt, confess my shame, 
But Thy salvation telL 

And when I stand before the throne 
And in Thy presence shine; 

Still of Thy name Til boast alone, 
For all the praise is Thine. 

131 ATHIRST FOR THE LOVE OF JESU& 
0 LOVB Divine, how sweet Thou art I 
When shall I find my willing heart 

All taken up by Thee 1 
1 thirst, I faint, I die to prove 
The greatness of redeeming Love, 

The love of Christ to me! 
Stronger His love„than death or hell; 
ItB riches are unsearchable: 

The first-born sons of light 
Desire in vain its depths to see; 
They cannot reach the mystery, 

The length, and breadth, and height. 
God only knows the love of God: 
0 that it now were shed abroad 

In this poor stony heart! 
For love I sigh, for love I pine: ! 
This only portion, Lord, be mine, 

Be mine this better part! 
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0 that I could for ever sit 
With Mary at the Master's feet: 

Be this my happy choice I 
My only care, delight, and bliss, 
My joy, my heaven on earth, be this, 

To hear the Bridegroom's voice 1 

O that I could, like favour'd John, 
Becline my wearied head upon 

My dear Redeemer's breast! 
Prom care, and sin, and sorrow free; 
Give me, 0 Lord, to find in Thee 

My everlasting rest I 

132 THE TEACHING OF JES0S. 

0 TEACH me more of Thy blest ways, 
Thou Holy Lamb of God! 

And fix and root me in Thy grace, 
As one redeem'd by blood. 

O tell me often of Thy love, 
Of all Thy grief and pain; 

And let my heart with joy confess,— 
From thence comes all my gain. 

For this, 0 may I freely count 
Whate'er I have but loss;— 

The dearest object of my love, 
Compared with Thee, but dross. 

133 DEDICATION TO JESUS. 

JESUS, Thy boundless love to me 
No thought can reach, no tongue declare; 

Oh! bend my wayward heart to Thee, 
And reign without a rival there: 

Thine, wholly Thine, alone I 'd live; 
Myself to Thee entirely give. 
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0 Lord, how gracious is Thy way, 
All fear before Thy presence flies; 

Care, anguish, Borrow, pass away 
Where'er Thy healing teams arise: 

Lord Jesus, nothing may I see, 
Kothing deBire apart from Thee. 
In sufTring be Thy love my peace, 

In weakness be Thine arm my strength, 
And when the Btorms of life Bhall cease, 

And Thou from heav'n shall come at length, 
Lord Jesus, then this heart shall be 
For ever satisfied with Thee. 

134 SONS IN JESUS. 
" ABBA, Father," Lord, we call Thee, 

Hallow'd name ! from day to day : 
'Tis Thy children's right to know Thee, 

None but children, " Abba," say : 
This high glory we inherit, 

Thy free gift, through Jesus' blood; 
God the Spirit, with our spirit, 

Witnesseth we 're sons of God. 
Abba's purpose gave us being, 

When, in Christ, in that vast plan, 
Abba choae the Church in Jesus, 

Long before the world began: 
Oh what love the Father bore us 1 

Oh how precious in His sight! 
When He gave His Church to Jesus, 

Jesus, His whole soul's delight 1 
Though our nature's fall in Adam, 

Seem'd to Bhut us out from God, 
Thus it was His counsel brought us 

Nearer still through Jesus' blood; 
For in Him we found redemption, 

Grace and glory in the Son; 
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Oh the height and depth of mercy; 
Christ and all the saints are one! 

, Eichest stores of heavenly blessings 
God hath given in Christ His Son,— 

With the Holy Spirit's power, ^ 
Safe to lead His children on : 

"Abba, Father!" makes all certam, 
E'en by word, and oath, and blood-

Abba saith, " They are my people," 
And they say, " The Lord our God." 

Hence through all the changing seasons, 
Trouble, sickness, sorrow, woe, 

Nothing changeth God's affection, 
Abba's love shall bring us through; 

Soon shall all Thy blood-bought children, 
Round the throne their anthems raise, 

And in songs of rich salvation. 
Shout to Abba endless praise. 

OHOBTJS. 

" Abba, Father!" Lord, we call Thee; 
Abba sounds through all the host; 

All in heaven and earth adore Thee, 
FATHER, SON, and HOLT GHOST ! 

138 FEARLESS THROUGH JESUS 

FEAK not, O little flock, the foe 
Who madly seeks your overthrow, 

Nor dread his rage and power: 
What though your courage sometimes faints, 
Hia seeming triumph o'er God's saints 

Lasts but a little hour. 

Be of good cheer; your cause belongs 
To Him who can avenge your wrongs; 

Then leave it to your Lord; 



THE FBAISB OF JESUS. 116 

Though hidden yet from all our eyes, 
He sees the Gideon who shall rise 

To Bave us and His Word. 

As true as God's own word is true, 
Not earthy or hell with all their crew 

Against us shall prevail 
A jest stnd byword are they grown; 
God is with ug, we are Hiaown, 

Our victory cannot fail. 
Amen, Lord Jesus, grant our prayer: 
Greal Captain, now Thine arm make bare: 

Fight for us once again : 
So shall the saints and martyrs raise 
A mighty chorus to Thy praise, 

World without end: Amen. 

136 WORSHIPPING JESUS. 

0 WORSHIP the King all-glorious above; 
0 gratefully sing His power and His love, 
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of days, 
Pavilion'd in splendour, and girded with praise. 

0 tell of His might, 0 sing of His grace, 
Whose Tobe is the light, whose canopy's space; 
His chariots of wrath the deep thunder-clouds 

form, 
And dark is His path on the wings of the storm. 

Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite ? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light; 
It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distils in the dew and the rain. 

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail; 
Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end,. 
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend! 
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137 TRUSTING IN JESUS. 

WHO trusts in God a strong abode 
In heaven and earth possesses; 

Who looks in love to Christ above, 
No fear his heart oppresses. 

In only Thee, dear Lord, I see 
Sweet hope and consolation, 

My shield from foes, my balm for woes, 
My great and sure salvation. 

In all the strife of mortal life 
My foot shall stand securely ; 

Temptation's hour shall lose its power, 
For Thou wilt guard me surely. 

0 God, renew with heavenly dew, 
My body, souL and spirit, 

And be Thou mine and keep me Thine 
For Jesus' saving merit. 

138 NEVER-ENDING PRAISE TO JESUS 

Now be thanks and praise ascending, 
Praise to Jesus never ending : 

All He made, and still sustains ; 
Over heaven and earth He reigns. 

He for us the cross enduring, 
Died, by death our life procuring: 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah 1 

From the grave He rose victorious; 
Wonderful He is, and glorious; 

He from ill His flock defends; 
He to them His Spirit sends: 

Now for them He intercedeth, 
Heavenward still His mercy leadeth: 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah 1 
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139 THE GLORIOUS NAME OF JESUS. 

How glorious is Thy name 
Through all the ransomed host, 

0 WORTHY LAMB, who came 
To seek and save the lost! 

Thou art, beyond compare. 
Most precious in our sight; 

Than sons of men more fair, 
And infinite in might. 

Thy perfect work divine 
Makes us for ever blest; 

Here truth and mercy shine, 
And men with God do rest. 

Thy ways are far above 
The ways of men, 0 God! 

Above their thoughts Thy love, 
In saving by Thy blood. 

Let us count all but loss, 
That Jesus we may win; 

And, glorying in His cross, 
Forsake the world and sin. 

In Him let us rejoice; 
Salvation He hath wrought; 

Be His commands our choice, 
For with His blood we 're bought 

iifi TRUSTING IN THE RISEN JESUS. 
1 KNOW in whom I put my trust, 

I know what staudetb fast, 
When all things here dissolve like dust, 

Or smoke before the blast: 
I know what still endures, howe'er 

All else may quake and fall, 
When lies the prudent men ensnare, 

And dreams the wise enthral. 
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It is the Day-spring from on nigh, 
The adamantine Root, 

Whence never storm can make me fly, 
That fears no earthquake's shook; 

My Jesus Christ, my sure Defence, 
My Saviour and my Light, 

That shines within, and scatters thence 
Dark phantoms of the night: 

Who once was borne, (betray'd, and slain,) 
At evening to the grave ; 

Whom God awoke, who rose again, 
A Conqueror strong to save ; 

Who pardons all my sin, who sends 
His Spirit pure and mild; 

Whose grace my every step befriends, 
Who ne'er forgets His child ! 

Therefore I know in whom I trust, 
I know what standeth fast, 

When all things form'd of earthly dust 
Are whirling in the blast ; 

The terrors of the final foe 
C«an rob me not of this, 

And this shall crown me once, I know, 
With never-fading bliss. 

141 THE FLOCK OP JESUS. 

A LITTLE flock ! So calls He thee, 
Who bought thee with His blood; 

A little flock, disown'd of men, 
But own'd and loved of God. 

Church of the everlasting Goo\ 
The Father's gracious choice, 

Amidst the voices of this earth 
How feeble is Thy voice! 
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A little flock! 'Tis well, 'tis well; 
Such be her lot and name; 

Through ages past it has been BO, 
And now 'tis still the same. 

But the chief Shepherd comes at length; 
Her feeble days are o'er; 

No more a handful on the earth, 
A little flock no more; 

No more a lily among thorns, 
Weary, and faint, and few, 

But countless as the stars of heaven, 
Or as the early dew. 

Then entering the eternal balls 
In robes of victory, 

That mighty multitude shall keep 
The joyous jubilee. 

Unfading palms they bear aloft, 
Unfaltering songs they fling, 

Unending festival they keep, 
In presence of the King. 

142 THE LAND OP JESUS. 

FAB fairer is the land we seek, 
A land without a tomb, 

An everlasting resting-place, 
A sure and quiet home. 

Far sunnier than the hills of time 
Are its eternal hills; 

Far fresher than the rills of earth 
Are its eternal rills. 

No blight can fall upon its flowers, 
No darkness fill Its air: 

It has a day for ever bright, 
For Christ its sun is there. 
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0 Sun of love and peace, arise, 
Thy light upon us beam ; 

I For all this life is but a sleep, 
And all this world a dream. 

143 THE PRESENCE OF JESUS. 
FOB ever to behold Him shine, 
For evermore to call Him mine, 

And see Him still before nie, 
For ever on His face to gaze, 
And meet His full assembled rays, 
While all the Father He displays 

To all the saints in glory 1 

Not all things else are half so dear 
As His delightful presence here : 

What must it be in heaven ? 
'Tis heaven on earth to hear Him say, 
As now we journey day by day, 
" Poor sinner, cast thy fears away, 

Thy sins are all forgiven." 
But how will His celestial voice 
Make our enraptured hearts rejoice, 

When we in glory hear Him, 
When we no longer at the gate, 
But in His blessed presence wait, 
And Jesus, on His throne of state, 

Invites us to come near Him I 

144 THE RANSOMED OF JESUS. 
0 BROTHERS, tune your voices, 

Triumphant songs to raise; 
Till heaven on high rejoices. 

And earth is fill'd with praise. 
Ten thousand hearts are bounding 

With holy hopes, and free ; 
The gospel trump is sounding, 

The trump of Jubilee. 
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0 Christian brothers, glorious 
Shall be the conflict's close; 

The Cross has been victorious, 
And shall be, o'er its foeB. 

Faith is our battle-token : 
Our Leader all controls; 

Our trophies, fetters broken, 
Our captives, ranaom'd BOUIB. 

Captain of our salvation, 
Our Guide unto the end, 

Praise, glory, adoration 
To Thee for aye ascend. 

Still to the conflict pressing, 
On Thee Thy people call, 

Thee King of kings confessing, 
Thee crowning Lord of all. 

145 THE VICTOBY OF JESUS. 
CROWNS of glory ever bright 

Eest upon the Victor's head: 
Crowns of glory are His right, 

His who liveth. and was dead. 
Jesus fought and won the day; 

Such a day was never fought; 
Well His people now may say, 

See what God, our God, has wrought 
He subdued the powers of hell; 

In the fight He stood alone; 
All His foes before Him fell, 

By His single arm o'erthrown. 
They have fallen to rise no more; 

Final is the foe's defeat; 
Jesus triumph'd by His power, 

And His triumph is complete,. 
His the fight, the arduous toil, 

His the honour of the day, 
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His the glory and the spoil, 
Jesus bears them all away. 

Now proclaim His deeds afar; 
Fill the world with His renown, 

His alone the victor's car, 
His the everlasting crown. 

140 LONGING FOK LIKENESS TO JESUS. 

THE roseate hues of early dawn, 
The brightness of the day, 

The crimson of the sunset sky, 
How fast they fade away! 

Oh, for the pearly gates of heaven, 
Oh, for the golden floor; 

Oh, for the Sun of Kighteousness, 
That setteth nevermore I 

The highest hopes we cherish here, 
How fast they tire and faint, 

How many a spot defiles the robe 
That wraps an earthly saint 1 

Oh, for a heart that never sins, 
Oh, for a soul wash'd white, 

Oh, for a voice to praise our King, 
Nor weary day or night I 

147 THE GKEAT LOVE OF JESUa 
0 LOVE, how deep, how broad, how high J 
I t fills the heart with ecstasy, 
That God, the Son of God, should take 
Our mortal form for mortals' sake. 
He sent.no angel to our race, 
Of higher or of lower place, 
But wore the robe of human frame 
Himself, and to this lost world came. 
For us He was baptised, aod bore 
His holy fast, and huuger'd sore; 

sent.no
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For 118 temptation sharp He knew; 
For us the tempter overthrew. 
For 113 He pray'd, for us He taught, 
For us His daily works He wrought, 
By words, and signs, and actions, thus 
Still seeking not Himself, but us. 

For us to wicked men betray* d, 
Scourged, mock'd, in purple robe array'd, 
He bore the shameful Cross and death; 
For us at length gave up His breath. 
For us He rose from death again, 
For us He went on high to reign, 
For us He sent His Spirit here 
To guide, to strengthen, and to cheer. 

148 ENTERING THE HOLIEST BY THE 
BLOOD OS" JESUS. 

THE Holiest now we enter 
In perfect peace with God, 

Regaining our lost centra 
Through Christ's atoning blood: 

Though great may be our dulness 
In thought, and word, and deed, 

We glory in the fulness 
Of Him who meets our need. 

Much incense is ascending 
Before the eternal throne; 

God graciously is bending 
To hear each feeble groan 

To all our prayers and praises 
Christ adds His sweet perfume 

And Love the eenser raises 
Their odours to consume. 

0 God, we come with singing, 
Because the great High Priest 
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Our names to Thee is bringing. 
Nor e'er forgets the least. 

For us He wears the mitre, 
Where holiness shines bright; 

For us His robes are whiter 
Than heaven's unsullied light. 

149 THE CITY OF JESUS. 
THAT City, with the jewell'd crest, 

Like some new-lighted sun, 
A blaze of burning amethyst, 

Ten thousand orbs in one;— 
That is the city of the saints, 

Where we so soon shall stand, 
Where we shall strike these desert teats, 

And quit this desert sand. 
Fair vision, how thou liftest up 

The drooping brow and eye, 
With the calm joy of thy sure hope 

Fixing our souls on high! 
With thee in view, how poor appear 

The world's most winning smiles! 
Vain is the tempter's subtlest snare, 

And vain hell's countless wiles. 
Time's glory fades; its beauty now 

Has ceased to lure or blind; 
Each gay enchantment here below 

Has lost its power to bind. 
Then welcome toil, and care, and pain, 

And welcome sorrow too: 
All toil is rest, all grief is gain, 

With such a prize in view. 
Come, crown and thorn, come, robe and palm; 

Burst forth, glad streams of peace ! 
Come, holy City of the Lamb ! 

Eise, Sun of Kighteousness! 
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When shall the clouds that veil thy rays 
For ever be withdrawn ? 

Why dost thou tarry, day of days t 
When shall thy gladness dawn ? 

OUR TREASURE—THE NAME OF 
JESUS. 

To the Name of our Salvation 
Laud and honour let us pay; 

Which for many a generation 
Hid in God's foreknowledge lay, 

But with holy exultation 
We may sing aloud to-day. 

Jesus is the Name we treasure; 
Name beyond what words can tell; 

Name of gladness,-Name of pleasure, 
Ear and heart delighting well; 

Name of Bweetness passing measure, 
Saving us from sin and hell. 

'Tis the Name for adoration, 
Name for songs of victory, 

Name for holy meditation 
In this vale of misery, 

Name for joyful veneration 
By the citizens on high. 

'Tis the Name that whoso preacheth 
Speaks like music to the ear; 

Who in prayer this Name beseecheth 
Sweetest comfort findeth near; 

Who its perfect wisdom reacheth. 
Heavenly joy possesseth here. 

Therefore we, in love adoring, 
This most blessed Name revere; 

Holy Jesus, Thee imploring 
So to write it in us here, 

That hereafter, heaveiiward soaring, 
We may sing **ith angels there. 
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151 PRAISE FOR THE LOTS OF 
JESUS. 

HOLT JESUS ! Ever gracious !— 
Fill our minds with thoughts of Thee; 

And—in knowing Thou art " precious "— 
Hearts with songs shall raised be. 

In Thy grace, to prove th' avenger 
Of Hell's triumph, by the grave: 

Love once brought Thee to the m«ager, 
Garden, Cross, and Death's dark wave. 

Oh, how greatly Thou didst love us, 
Thus to take our place in death! 

And, in rising, Thine to give us 
At the Father's throne in faith ! 

Oh, to know that love which frees us 
From the guilt and grasp of sin, 

And, in life immortal, sees us 
"As Me is," the veil within 1 

Led by Thee, DO more we wander 
From our heavenly Shepherd's fold; 

Nor the heart's affections squander 
On time's joys, earth's fame and gold 1 

Of our loved Redeemer thinking, 
All our pilgrim life below,— 

Of the " Rock" we would be drinking, 
While in this world's wastes we go. 

Tho' we pass through tribulation, 
Press'd with sorrows, griefs, and eare, 

Be this thought our consolation,— 
JESUS will our burdens bear. 

All our woes will soon have ended; 
Soon our bitterest tear be shed; 

Then with risen saints, ascended, 
Praise shall crown our Risen Head. 
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153 CLINGING TO JESUS. 
JESUS, spotless Lamb of God, 
Thou bast bought us with Thy blood— 
We would value nought beside 
Jesus—Jesus crucified. 

We are Thine—and Thine alono, 
This we gladly,fully own; 
And, in all our works and ways, 
Only now would seek Thy praise. 

Help us to confess Thy name, 
Bear with joy Thy cross and shame, 
Only seek to foEow Thee, 
Though reproach our portion be. 

When Thou shalt in glory come. 
And we Teach our heavenly horns, 
Louder still our lips Bhall own 
We are Thine, and Thine alone. 

153 THE EETURN OF JESUS. 
NOTHINQ know we of the season 

When the world shall pass away; 
But we know, the saints hove reason 

To expect a glorious day; 
When the Saviour will return, 
And His people cease to mourn. 
While a careless world is sleeping. 

Then it is the day will come; 
Mirth will then be turn'd to weeping j 

Sinners then must meet their doom; 
But the people of the Lord 

Shall obtain their bright reward. 
Oh, what sacred joys await them! 

They shall see the Saviour then; 
Those who now oppose and hate them, 

Never can oppose again; 
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Brethren, let ua think of this: 
AH is ours if we are His. 
Waiting for the Lord's returning, 

Be it ours His word to keep; 
Let our lamps be always burning; 

Let us watch while others sleep; 
We're no longer of the night; 
We are children of the light. 
Being of the favour'd Dumber 

Whom the Saviour calls His own, 
'Tis not meet that we should slumber, 

Nothing should be left undone: 
This should be His people's aim, 
Still to glorify His name. 

154 THE THREE-ONE GOP ADORED 
THROUGH JESUS. 

HOLT, Holy, Holy Lord God Almighty, [Thee; 
Morning and evening our song shall rise to 

Holy, Holy, Holy, merciful and mighty, 
God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity. 

Holy, Holy, Holy, all the saints adore Thee, 
Casting down their golden crowns around th» 

glassy sea; 
Cherubim and Seraphim falling down before Thee, 

Which wert and art and evermore shalt be. 
Holy, Holy, Holy, though the darkness hide Thee, 

Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory may 
not see, 

Only Thou art holy: there is none beside Thee 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity. 

Holy, Holy, Holy Lord God Almighty, 
All Thy works shall praise Thy Name in earth 

and Bky and sea : 
Holy, Holy, Holy, merciful and mighty 

God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity. 
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155 THE HOUR OF JESUS. 
0 WONDBOUS hour! when, Jesus, Them, 

Co-equal with the eternal God, 
Beneath our sin vouchsafed to bow, 

And in our nature bore the rod. 
On Thee, the Father's bleBsed Son, 

Jehovah's utmost anger fell: 
That all was borne, that all is done, 

Thine agony, Thy cross can tell 
When most in angry Satan's power, 

Dear Lord, Thy suffering spirit seem'd, 
Then, in that dark and fearful hour, 

Thine arm our guilty souls redeem'd. 
Thy cross! Thy CTOBB ! there, Lord, we learn 

What Thou, in all Thy fulness, a r t : 
There, through the dark'ning cloud, discern 

The love of Thy devoted heart. 
'Twas mighty love's constraining power, 

That made Thee, blessed Saviour 1 die; 
'Twas love, in that tremendous hour, 

That triumph'd in Thy parting Bigh. 
'Twas all for us—our life we owe, 

Our hope, our crown of joy to Thee; 
Thy sufFringa, in that hour of woe, 

Thy victory, Lord, hath made us free. 

156 PRAISE FOR PEACE IN JESU& 
I WILL praise Thee every day, 
Now Thine anger's turn'd away 1 
Comfortable thoughts arise 
From the bleeding sacrifice. 

Here, in the fair gospel-field, 
Wells of free salvation yield 
StreamB of life, a plenteous store. 
And my soul shall thirst no more. 
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Jesus is beoorae at length > 
My Salvation and my Strengtn, 
And His praises shall prolong, 
While I lire, my pleasant song-
Praise ye then His glorious name. 
Publish His exalted fame ! 
Still His worth your praise exceeds, 
Excellent are all His deeds. 

Raise again the joyful Bound, 
Let the nations roll it round I 
Zion, shout, for this is He— 
God the Saviour dwells in thee! 

157 DYING LOVE AND HEIESHIP OP 
JESUS. 

To Calvary, Lord, in spirit now 
Our weary souls repair. 

To dwell upon Thy dying love, 
And taste its sweetness there. 

Sweet resting-place of every heart 
That feels the plague of sin, 

Yet knows that deep mysterious joy, 
The peace of God within. 

There, through Thine hour of deepest woe, 
Thy suffering spirit pass'd; 

Grace there its wondrous victory gain'd, 
And lore endured its last. 

Dear suffering Lamb! Thy bleeding wounds, 
With cords of love divine, 

Have drawn our willing hearts to Thee, 
And link'd our life with Thine. 

Thy sympathies and hopes are ours; 
Dear Lord .< we wait to see 

Creation, all—below above, 
Bedeem'd and blest by Thee. 
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Our longing eyts would fain behold 
That bright and blessed brow, 

Once wrung with bitterest anguish, wear 
Its crown of glory now. 

Why linger then ? Come, Saviour, come, 
Responsive to our call; 

Come, claim Thine aneient power, and reign, 
The Heir and Lord of all. 

158 THE GLORIES OF JESUS. 

0 LET us tell the matchless worth, 
And let us sound the glories forth, 

Which in our Saviour shine,— 
The wonders of His love we 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 ! 
la this unspotted, beauteous dress, 

His saints have ever stood. 

How precious is the name He bears, 
How bright the many crowns He wears, 

Exalted on the Throne ! 
In Bongs of sweet untiring praise, 
We would, to everlasting days, 

Make all Bis glories known. 

And soon the happy day shall come, 
When we shall reach our destined home, 

And Bee Hun face to face; 
Then with our Saviour, Lord, and Friend, 
A glad Eternity we 11 spend, 

In singing still His grace. 
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159 SUFFERERS WITH JESU3. 
FAHEWEM, ye fleeting joys of earth I 

We 've seen the Saviour's face, 
Beheld Him with the eye of faith, 

And know His love and grace. 
Forth from the Father's loving breast, 

To bear our sin and shame, 
To face a cold, unfeeling world, 

The heavenly Stranger came. 
This earth to Him, the Lord of all, 

No kindly welcome gave; 
In Judah's land, the Saviour found 

No shelter but the grave. 
Then fare thee well, thou faithless world I 

Thine evil eye could see 
No grace in Him whose dying love 

Hath wean'd our hearts from thee. 
The cross was His; and oh! 'tis ours 

Its weight on earth to bear, 
And glory in the thought that He 

Was once a sufferer there. 

1 6 0 STRANGERS WITH JESUS. 
W E 'RE not of the world, that fadeth away, 
Wo 're not of the night, but children of day. 
The chains that once bound us, by Jesus are rWn, 
We 're Btrangers on earth, and our home is in 

heav'n. 

Our path is most rough and dangerous too, 
A wide trackless waste our journey lies through; 
But the pillar that guides us, and shews us our way, 
Is our light in the night, and our shadow by day. 

Our Shepherd is still our guardian and guide, 
Before ua He goes to keep and provide; 
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We drink of the stream from the Kock that was 
riv'n. 

Our bread is the Manna that came down front 
Heav'n. 

Mid mightieat foes most feeble are we, 
Yet, trembling, in each encounter they flee; 
The Lord is our banner, the battle is His, 
The weakest of saints more than conqueror is. 

Soon, soon shall we reach our own promised land, 
Before His bright throne in glory shall stand I 
Our song then for ever and ever shall be, 
" All glory and blessing, Lord Jesus, to Thee." 

161 IDENTIFIED WITH THE REJECTED 
JESUS. 

HE'S gone—the Saviour's work on earth, 
His task of love, is o'er; 

And lo ! this dreary desert knows 
His gracious Bteps no more. 

Oh, 'twas a waste to Him indeed, 
No rest on earth He knew; 

No joy from its unhallow'd spring3 
His sorrowing spirit drew. 

He's gone! and shall our truant feet 
And ling'ring hearts delay 

In a dark world, that east His love. 
Like worthless dross, away. 

Hopeless of joy in aught below, 
We only long to soar, 

The fulnesB of His love to feel, 
And lose His smile no more. 

His hand, with all the gentle power, 
The sweet constraint of love, 

Hath drawn us from this restless world, 
And fix'd our hearts above. 
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162 A PLACE WITH' JESU8. 
THKRB is a place of endless joy, 

Prepared for saints above, 
Of peace and bliss without alloy, 

A heaven of perfect love. 
I t was for this that Jesus died, 
That we with Him might there abide: 
I t was for thin He sufferM pain, 
That all His saints with Him might reign. 

How bright, how holy is the place, 
Unfading, undefiled, 

Where God unveils His gracious face 
To every blood-bought child! 

They round the throne triumphant stand, 
A golden harp in every hand, 
To which they sing the ceaseless strain, 
" Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain!" 

Oh wondrous grace! Oh love divine, 
To give us such a home I 

Let us all present things resign, 
And seek this rest to come— 

And, gazing on our Saviour's cross, 
Esteem all else but worthless dross; 
Press forward till the race be run, 
Fight till the crown of life be wen. 

163 LOOKING UNTO JESUS. 
CHIIDBEN of light, arise and shine! 
Your birth, your hopes, are all divine, 

Tour home is in the skies. 
Oh then, for heavenly glory born, 
Look down on all with holy scorn 

That earthly spirits prize. 
With Christ, with glory full in view, 
Oh! what is all the world to you 1 

What is it all but los* ? 
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Come on, than, cleave no more to earth, 
v ^ K y o u r ^ ^ celestial birth, 
ie pilgrims of the cross! 

The cross is ours; we bear-it now: 
out did not He beneath it bow, 

And Buffer there at last 1 
All that we feel can Jesus tell; 
His gracious soul remembers well 

The sorrows of the past. 
0 blessed Lord, we yet shall reign, 
Redeem'd from Borrow, sin, and pain, 

And walk with Thee in white. 
We suffer now; but oh! at last 
We '11 bless Thee, Lord, for all the past, 

And own our cross was light. 

164 THE JOY OF BEING WITH JESUS. 

WHAT will it be to dwell above, 
And with the Lord of glory reign, 

Since the sweet earnest of His love 
So brightens all this dreary plain ? 

No heart can think or tongue explain, 
What joy 'twill be with Christ to reign. 
When sin no more obstructs our sight, 

When sorrow pains the heart no more, 
When we shall see the Prince of light, 

And all His works of grace explore; 
What heights and depths of love divine, 
Will there through endless ages shine ! 
Our God has fix'd the happy day, 

When the last tear shall dim our eyes, 
When He will wipe our tears away, 

And fill our hearts with glad surprise; 
To hear His voice, and see His face, 
And know the riches of His grace;— 
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This is the joy we seel to know, 
For this with patience we would wait, 

Till call'd from earth and all below, 
We rise our gracious Lord to meet, 

To wave our palms—our crowns to wear, 
And praise the love that brought ua there 

165 THE BRIDE OF JESUS. 
BRIDE of the Lamb, awake ! awake I 

Why sleep for sorrow now ? 
The hope of glory, Christ, is thine, 

A child of glory thou. 
Thy spirit, through the lonely night, 

From earthly joy apart, 
Hath sigh'd for one that's far away— 

The Bridegroom of thy heart. 
But see, the night is waning fast, 

The breaking mom is near; 
And Jesus comes, with voice of love, 

Thy drooping heart to cheer. 
He comes—for oh, His yearning heart 

No more can bear delay— 
To scenes of full unmingled joy 

To call His Bride away. 
This earth, the scene of all His woe, 

A homeless wild to thee, 
Full soon upon His heavenly throne, 

Its rightful King shall see. 
Thou too shalt reign—He will not wear 

His crown of joy alone ! 
And earth His royal Bride shall see 

Beside Him oa the throne. 
Then weep no more—'tis all thine own— 

His crown, His joy divine ; 
And, sweeter far than all beside, 

He, He Himself is thine. 
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1 6 6 CALLED AWAY TO JESUS. 

Baros of the Lamb, rejoice ! rejoice I 
rby midnight watch is past, 

True to His promise, lo, 'tis He ! 
The Saviour cornea at last. 

His heart, amid the West repose 
And glories of the throne, 

With love's unwearied care, hath made 
Thy sorrows all its own. 

Through days and nights of suff'ring, taught 
For human woe to feel, 

He, only, with unerring skill, 
Thy wounded heart could heal. 

And now, at length, behold, He comes 
To claim thee from above, 

In answer to the ceaseless call, 
And deep desire of love. 

Go, then, thou loved and blessed one, 
Thou drooping mourner, rise ! 

Go—for He calls thee now to share 
His dwelling in the skies. 

For thee, His royal Bride—for thee, 
His brightest glories shine : 

And, happier still, His changeless heart, 
With all its love, is thine. 

167 THE THRONE OF JESUS. 

JOT to the ransom'd earth! 
Messiah fills the throne; 

His all-excelling worth, 
Ye joyful nations, own. 

Ye sons of men, break forth and siDg 
The praises of your God and King! 

E 
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Behold! the desert smiles 
To hear His welcome voice, 

And all the list'ning isles 
Beneath His love rejoice. 

Ye dwellers in the islands, sing 
The glories of your heavenly King! 

To gain a royal crown 
Of glory for His Bride, 

The foe He trampled down, 
And conquer'd when He died, 

O earth, rejoice! break forth and sing 
The conquests of your dying King 1 

Rejoice beneath the eye 
Of Jesus and His Bride, 

His Queen, enthroned on high, 
In glory at His side! 

Blest in His love, ye nations, sing 
Hosanna to your glorious King! 

168 THE REIGN OP JESU& 
ISLES of the deep, rejoice ! rejoice! 

Ye ransom'd nations, sing 
The praises of your Lord and God, 

The triumphs of your King. 
He comes—and at His mighty word, 

The clouds are fleeting fast, 
And o'er the land of promise, see, 

The glory breaks at last. 
There He, upon His ancient throne, 

His power and grace displays, 
While Salem, with its echoing hills, 

Sends forth the voice of praise. 
Streams of divine, unfailing joy, 

Whose sweetness none can know, 
But the redeem'd, the blood-bought soul, 

Through all creation flow. 
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^ ? . , H l s P ^ e a fill the earth, 
While all the blest above, 

In strains of loftier triumph still, 
Speak only of His love. 

Sing, ye redeeta'd! before the throne 
Ye white-robed myriads fall; 

Sing—for the Lord of glory reigns, 
The Christ—the heir of all. 

189 RESTING IN THE LOVE OF JESUS. 

"WHEEB, in this waste, unlovely world, 
May weary hearts, opprest 

With thoughts of sorrows yet to come, 
In calm assurance rest ? 

In Him, who, of the Father's love, 
The gracious herald came, 

Of mercy to a guilty world, 
Of blessing through His name 

In Him, who, with unsullied feet, 
And guileless spirit, trod 

The paths of this unquiet earth, 
In solitude with God. 

In Jesus, who, ascended now, 
Looks backward on the past, 

Feels for His suffring members here, 
And loves us to the last. 

'Tis only in His changeless love 
Our waiting spirits, blest 

With the sweet hope of glory, find 
Their dwelling-place of rest. 

In the same track where He of old 
The dreary desert trod, 

Led onward by His grace, we learn 
The fulness fff our God. 
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170 WITHIN THE TAIL WITH JESUS. 

BEFORE the throne of God above 
I have a strong, a perfect plea; 

A great High Priest, whose name is Love, 
Who ever lives and pleads for me. 

My name is graven on His hands, 
My name is written on His heart; 

I know that, while in heaven He stands, 
No tongue can bid me thence depart. 

When Satan tempts me to despair, 
And tells me of the guilt within, 

Upward I look, aDd see Him there 
Who made an end of all my sin. 

Because the sinless Saviour died, 
My sinful soul is counted free; 

For God, the Just, is satisfied 
To look on Him, and pardon me. 

Behold Him there! the bleeding Lamb! 
My perfect spotless Righteousness, 

The great unchangeable " I AM," 
The King of glory and of grace. 

One with Himself, I cannot die, 
My soul is purchased by His blood; 

My life is hid with Christ on high, 
With Christ, my Saviour and my God. 

171 THE BRIDE LONGING FOR JESUS. 
COME, Lord, and tarry not : 

Bring the long-look'd-for day, 
Oh, why these years of waiting here, 

These ages of delay f 
Come, for Thy saints still wait; 

Daily ascends their sigh; 
The Spirit and the Brido say, Come, 

Dost Thou not hear the cry 1 ••"' 
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Come, for creation groans, 
Impatient of Thy stay, 

Worn out with these long years of ill, 
These ages of delay. 

Come, for Thy Israel pines, 
An exile from Thy fold; 

Oh call to mind Thy faithful word, 
And bless them as of old. 

Come, for Thy foes are strong; 
With taunting lip they sny, 

" Where is the promised Advent now, 
And where, the dreaded day ?" 

Come, for the good are few; 
They lift the voice in vain, 

Faith waxes fainter on the earth, 
And lore is on the wane. 

Come, for the truth is weak, 
And error pours abroad 

Its subtle poison o'er the earth,— 
An earth that hates her God. 

Come, for the corn is ripe, 
Put in Thy sickle now, 

Heap the great harvest of the earth;— 
Sower and Reaper Thou! 

Come, in Thy glorious might, 
Come with the iron rod, 

Scattering Thy foes before Thy face, 
Most mighty Son of God. 

Come, and make all thing3 new, 
Build up this ruin'd earth, 

Restore our faded Paradise, 
Creation's Becond birth. 

Come, and begin Thy reign 
Of everlasting peace, 

Come take the kingdom to Thyself, 
Great King of righteousness. 
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172 ROBES WASHED IN THE BLOOD OF 
JESUS. 

PALMS of glory, raiment bright, 
Crowns that never fade away, 
Gird and deck the saints in light, 
Priests, and kings, and conquerors they, 

Tet the conquerors bring their palms 
To the Lamb amidst the throne, 
And proclaim in joyful psalms 
Victory through His cross alone. 

Kings for harps their crowns resign, 
Crying as they strike the chords, 
"Take the kingdom, it is Thine, 
King of kings, and Lord of lords !" 

Bound the altar priests confess, 
If their robes are white as snow, 
'Twas the Saviour's righteousness, 
And His blood, that made them so. 

Who were these ? on earth they dwelt; 
Sinners once, of Adam's race ; 
Guilt, and fear, and suffering felt; 
But were saved by sovereign grace. 

173 PRAISES PRESENTED THROUGH 
JESUS. 

PRAISE ye Jehovah, praise the Lord most holy, 
Who cheers the contrite, girds with strength the 

weak; 
Praise Him who will with glory crown the lowly, 

And with salvation beautify the meek. 

Praise ye the Lord, for all His loving kindness, 
And all the tender mercies He hath shown; 

praise Him who pardons all oar sin and blindness, 
And calls us sons, and takes us for His own. 
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Praise ye Jehovah I source of every Meeting,— 
Before His gifts, earth's richest boons are dim; 

Beating in Him, His peace and joy possessing, 
All things are ours, for we have all in Him. 

Praise ye the Father I God the Lord who gave us, 
With full and perfect love, His only Son; 

Praise ye the Son who died Himself to save us! 
Praise ye the Spirit! praise the Three in One. 

174 REJECTED WITH JESUS. 
THE saints of Jesus, while on earth, 

No other greatness know, 
Than that in which their Master came, 

And sojourn'd here below. 
Emptied of all but grace and truth, 

He left the Father's throne, 
And dwelt amidst this evil world, 

A stranger, and unknown. 
The poorest and the least of all, 

In meek submission still, 
The Son of God stoop'ddown to serve, 

And did His Father's will. 
Beneath oppression, Bhame, and wrong, 

He bow'd His blessed head, 
Till made a sacrifice for sin, 

The holy Victim bled. 
To be on earth what Jesus was, 

Despised and scorn'd of men; 
This is His people's greatness here, 

Until He come again. 
175 THE FATHER OF MERCIES IN JESUS. 

RISK, my soul, thy God directs thee; 
Stranger hands no more impede; 

Pass thou on; His hand protects thee, 
Strength, that has the captive freed. 
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IB the wilderness before thee, 
Desert lands where drought abides ? 

Heavenly springs shall there restore thee, 
Fresh from God's exhaustless tides. 

Light divine surrounds thy goiDg, 
God Himself shall mark thy way; 

Secret blessings richly flowing, 
Lead to everlasting day. 

Though thy way be long and dreary, 
Eagle-strength He 'U still renew: 

Garments fresh and feet unweary 
Tell how God hath brought thee through. 

176 GRACE AT THE REVELATION OF 
JESUS. 

SAVIOUJI, hasten Thine appearing, 
Take Thy waiting people home; 

This sweet hope our spirits cheering 
While we in the desert roam, 

Makes Thy people 
Strangers here till Thou dost come. 
Lord, how long shall the creation 

Groan and travail sore in pain; 
Waiting for its sure salvation. 

When Thou shalt in glory reign; 
And like Eden 

This sad earth shall bloom again ? 
Gather, Lord, Thy chosen nation, 

Israel's long-afflicted race; 
Let them find Thy free salvation, 

Own and trust Thy wondrous grace; 
And, adoring, 

Look on Thy once-marrdd face. 

Reign, oh, reign, Almighty Saviour 1 
Heaven and earth in one unite; 
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Make it known that in Thy favour, 
There alone is life and light; 

When we see Thee, 
We shall have unmix'd delight. 

177 SONS OF GOD IN CHRIST JESUS. 

FATHER ! we, Thy children, bless Thee 
For Thy love on us bestow'd; 

As our Father we address Thee— 
Call'd to be the Bons of God. 

Wondrous was thy love in giving 
Jesus for our sins to die, 

Wondrous was His grace in leaving, 
For our sakes, His home on high. 

Now His sprinkled blood has freed us, 
On we go to gain our reBt, 

Through the desert Thou dost lead UB, 
With Thy constant favour blest: 

By Thy Spirit Thou dost guide us, 
Of our joy the earnest given, 

And with daily food provide us, 
Jesus, the true bread of heaven. 

Though our pilgrimage be dreary, 
This is not our resting-place; 

Shall we of the way be weary, 
When we see our Master's face { 

Now, by faith, anticipating, 
In this hope our BOUIS rejoice : 

We, His promised advent waiting, 
Soon Bh&ll hear His welcome voice. 

Then shall countless myriads, wearing 
Robes made white in Jesus' blood, 

Palms (like rested pilgrims) bearing, 
Stand around the throne of God. 

E 2 
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These redeem'd from every nation, 
Shall in triumph bless Thy name, 

Every voice shall cry, " Salvation 
To our God, and to the Lamb." 

PANTING FOE THE COMING OP 
JESUS. 

How long, 0 Lord our Saviour, 
Wilt Thou remain away ? 

Our hearts are growing weary 
Of Thy so long delay; 

Oh, when shall come the moment, 
When, brighter far than morn, 

The sunshine of Thy glory 
Shall on Thy people dawn ? 

How long, 0 gracious Master, 
Wilt Thou Thy household leave ? 

So long hast Thou now tarried, 
Few Thy return believe: 

Immersed in sloth and folly, 
Thy servants, Lord, we see; 

And few of us stand ready 
With joy to welcome The* 

How long, O heavenly Bridegrooik, 
How long wilt Thou delay f 

And yet how few are grieving, 
That Thou dost absent stay: 

Thy very Bride her portion 
And calling hath forgot, 

And seeks for ease and glory 
Where Thou, her Lord, art not. 

Oh wake Thy slumb'ring virgins; 
Send forth the solemn cry, 

Let all Thy saints repeat it,— 
" The Bridegroom draweth nigh 1" 
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May all our lamps be burning, 
Our loins well-girded be, 

Each longing heart preparing 
With joy Thy face to see. 

179 LOVE DRAWING TO JESUS. 

'TWAS Thy love, 0 God, that knew vm 
Barth'B foundation long before: 

That same love to Jesus drew us 
By its sweet constraining power, 

And will keep us 
Safely, now and evermore. 

GOD OF LOVE, our souls adore Thee ! 
We would still Thy grace proclaim, 

Till we cast our crowns before Thee, 
And in glory praise Thy name : 

Hallelujah I 
Be to God and to the Lamb. 

180 THE MEASURELESS LOVE OF JESUS. 

LOVE strong as death, nay, stronger, 
Love mightier than the grave; 

Broad as the earth, and longer 
Than ocean's widest wave : 

This is the love that sought UB, 
This is the love that bought us, 
This is the love that brought us, 

] To gladdest day from saddest night, 
From deepest Bhame to glory bright, 
From depths of death to life's fair height; 

This is the love that leadeth 
Us to His table here, 

This is the love that spreadeth 
For us thiB royal cheer. 

I 
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181 ADORING JESUS. 

LAMB OF GOD ! our souls adore Thee 
While upon Thy face we gaze; 

There the Father's love and glory 
Shine in all their brightest rays; 

Thine Almighty power and wisdom 
All creation's works proclaim: 

Heaven and earth alike confess Thee, 
As the ever-great " I AM." 

LAMB OP GOD ! Thy Father's bosom 
Ever was Thy dwelling-place; 

His delight, in Him rejoicing, 
One with Him in power and grace: 

Oh, what wondrous love and mercy I 
Thou didst lay Thy glory by, 

And for us didst come from heaven 
As the Lamb of God to die. 

XAMB OF GOD ! when we behold Thee 
Lowly in the manger laid; 

Wand'ring as a homeless stranger 
In the world Thy hands had made; 

When we see Thee in the garden 
In Thine agony of blood— 

At Thy grace we are confounded, 
Holy, spotless Lamb of God 1 

WHEN WE SEE THEE, as the victim, 
Bound to the accursed tree, 

For our guilt and folly stricken, 
All our judgment borne by Thee, 

Lord, we own, with hearts adoring, 
Thou hast loved us unto blood; 

Glory, glory everlasting, 
Be to Thee, Thou LAMB or GOD I 
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NOT I, BUT JESUS. 

THY works, not mine, 0 Christ t 
Speak gladness to this heart; 

They tell me all is done; 
They bid my fear depart. 

To whom, save Thee, 
Who could alone 
For sin atone, 

Lord, shall wo flee ? 

Thy wounds, not mine, 0 Christ! 
Could heal the bruised soul, 

Thy stripes, not mine, contain 
The balm that makes me whole. 

To whom, save Thee, && 

Thy blood, not mine, 0 Christ! 
Thy blood so freely spilt, 

Could blanch my blackest stains, 
And purge away my guilt. 

To whom, save Thee, &c 
Thy Cross, not mine, 0 Christ t 

Has borne the awful load 
Of sins, that none in heaven, 

Or earth, could bear, but God. 
To whom, save Thee, Sus, 

Thy death, not mine, 0 Christ! 
Has paid the ransom due; 

Ten thousand deaths like mine 
Would have bees all too few. 

To whom, save Thee, Jtc 
Thy righteousness, 0 Christ t 

Alone can cover me; 
No righteousness avails, 

Save that which is of Thee. 
To whom, save Thee, &o» 
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183 CONFORMITY TO JESU& 

LOBD, I desire to lire as one 
Who bears a blood-bought name, 

As one who fears but grieving Thee, 
And knows no other shame; 

As one by whom Thy walk below 
Should never be forgot; 

As one who fain would keep apart 
From all Thou lovest not. 

1 want to live as one who knows 
Thy fellowship of love; 

As one whose eyes can pierce beyond 
The pearl-built gates above. 

As one who daily speaks to Thee, 
And hears Thy voice divine 

With depths of tenderness declare, 
"Beloved 1 Thou art mine." 

184 THE REDEEMED IN GLOKY 
PRAISING JESU& 

HARK I tea thousand voices crying, 
" Lamb of God !" with one accord ; 

Thousand thousand saints replying, 
Wake at once the echoing chord. 

"Praise the Lamb I" the chorus waking, 
All in heaven together throng, 

Loud and far each tongue partaking, 
Rolls around the endless song. 

Grateful incense this ascending 
Ever to the Father's throne, 

Every knee to Jesus bending, 
All tli* mind in heaven is one 
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All the Father's counsels claiming 
Equal honour to the Son ; 

All the Son's effulgence beaming, 
Makes the Father's glory known. 

By the Spirit all pervading, 
Hosts unnuniber'd round the Lamb, 

Crown'd with light and joy unfading, 
Hail Him as the great " I AM." 

Joyful now the whole creation 
Kests in undiaturb'd repose, 

Bless'd in Jesus' full salvation, 
Sorrow now nor thraldom knows. 

Hark! the heavenly notes again ! 
Louder swells the song of praise, 

Throughout creation's vault, Amen ! 
Amen, responsive joy doth raise. 

1G5 THE FOOTSTEPS OF JESU3. 
MASTER ! we would no longer be 
Loved by the world that hated Thee, 
But patient in Thy footsteps go, 
Thy sorrow, as Thy joy, to know. 

We would, and oh! bestow the power, 
With meekness meet the darkest hour, 
The shame despise, however tried, 
For Thou wast scorn'd and crucified. 

Master! to Thee we now would cleave, 
Content for Thee all else to leave, 
Thy cross to bear, Thy steps to trace, 
Strong in Thine all-sufficient grace. 

For soon must pass the "little while," 
And joy shall crown Thy servants' toil; 
Our sure reward, to hear Thee own 
Our names before the Father's throne. 



152 (THE PRAISE 0? JB3CS. 

186 THE ANIMATING HOPE OF THB 
COMING OF JESUS. 

" A UTTLE while," our Lord shall come, 
And we shall wander here no more* 

He '11 take us to our Father's home, 
Where He for us hath gone before— 

To dwell with Him, to see His face, 
And sing the glories of His grace. 

" A little while "—He '11 come again I 
Let us the precious hours redeem; 

Our only grief to give Him pain, 
Our joy to serve and follow Him. 

•Watching and ready may we be, 
As those who long their Lord to see. 
" A little while "—'twill soon be past, 

Why should we shun the shame and cross? 
Oh, let us in His footsteps haste;, 

Counting for Him all else but loss 1 
Oh, how will recompense His smile, 
The sufferings of this " little while." 
" A little while "—come, Saviour, come! 

For Thee Thy Bride has tarried long; 
Take Thy poor wearied pilgrims home, 

To sing the new eternal song, 
To see Thy glory, and to be 
In everything conform'd to Thee. 

187 EVERT KNEE BOWING TO JESUS. 

JESUS the Everlasting Word, 
The Father's Only Son; 

God manifestly seen and heard, 
And Heaven's Beloved One!— 

Worthy, 0 Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow' 
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True Image of the Infinite, 
Whose Essence is eonceal'd; 

Brightness of Uncreated Light; 
The Heart of God reveal'd!— 

Worthy, 0 Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow 1 

But the high myst'riea of Thy name 
An angel's grasp transcend: 

The Father only—glorious claim! 
The Son can comprehend. 

TVorthy, 0 Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow I 

Yet, loving Thee, on whom His love 
Ineffable doth rest, 

Thy glorious worshippers above, 
As One with Thee, are blest. 

Worthy, 0 Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow 1 

Throughout the universe of bliss, 
The centre Thou, and Sun! 

Th' eternal theme of praise is this, 
To* Heaven's Beloved One:— 

Worthy, 0 Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow! 

X88 THE FATHER'S TESTIMONY TO 
JESUS. 

IT is the Father's voice that cries 
'Mid the deep silence of the skies; 
" This, this is my beloved Son, 
In Him I joy, in Him alone. 

" I n Him my equal see reveal'd, 
In Him all righteousness fulfill'd, 
In Him the Lamb, the victim see, 
Bound, bleeding, dying on the tree. 
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"And can you fail to lore again? 
Far fairer He than sons of men! 
His yery name is fragrance pour'd, 
Immanuel, Jesus, Saviour, Lord! 

" He died, and in His dying proved 
How much, how faithfully He loved: 
At my right hand His glories shine, 
Is my Beloved, sinner, thine!" 

Oh full of glory, full of grace, 
Redeemer of a ruin'd race, 
Beloved of the Father, come, 
Make in these sinful hearts a home J 

Beloved of the Father, Thou, 
To whom the saints and angels bow; 
Immanuel, Jesus, Saviour, come, 
Make in these sinful hearts Thy home I 

189 THE SATISFYING JOT OF SEEING 
JESUS. 

BLESSED Lord, our souls are longing 
Thee, our risen Head, to see; 

And the cloudless morning's dawning, 
When Thy saints shall gather'd be: 

Grace and glory, 
All our wellsprings are in Thee. 

All the sorrow we are tasting, 
Is but as the dream of night: 

To the day of God we 're hasting, 
Looking for it with delight: 

Thou art coming, 
This will satisfy our sight. 

True, the silent grave is keeping 
Many a seed in weakness sown ; 
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But the saints in Thee now sleeping, 
Baised in power, shall share Thy throne. 

Resurrection I 
Lord of Glory! 'tis Thine own. 

As we sing, our hearts grow lighter; 
We are children of the day ; 

Sorrow makeB our hope the brighter ; 
Faith regards not the delay: 

Sure the promise! 
We shall meet Thee on the way. 

190 MY HOME ABOVE WITH JESUS. 

I HAVE a home above, 
From sin and sorrow free, 

A mansion which eternal love 
Design'd and form'd for me. 

My Father's gracious hand 
Has built this Bweet abode ; 

From everlasting it was plann'd 
My dwelljjag-place with God. 

My Saviour's precious blood 
Has made my title sure ; 

He pass'd through death's dark raging flood 
To make my rest secure. 

The Comforter is come, 
The earnest has been given; 

He leads me onward to the home 
Reserved for me in heaven. 

Bright angels guard my way; 
His ministers of power, 

Encamping round me night and day, 
Preserve in danger's hour. 

Loved ones are gone before, 
WhoBe pilgrim days are done; 

I soon Bhall greet them on that shore 
Where partings are unknown. 
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But more than all, I long 
His glories to behold, 

Whose smile fills all that radiant throng 
With ecstasy untold. 

That bright, yet tender Bmile, 
My sweetest welcome there, 

Shall cheer me through the "little while" 
I tarry for Him here. 

Thy love, Thou precious Lord, 
My joy and strength shall be; , 

Till Thou shalt speak the gladdening word 
That bids me rise to Thee. 

And then, through endless days, 
Where all Thy glories shine, 

In happier, holier strains I'll praise 
The grace that made me Thine, 

191 THE BIRTH OF JESTTS. 

H E has come! the Christ of God;— 
Left for us His glad abode; 
Stooping from His throne of bliss, 
To this darksome wilderness. 

He has come ! the Prince of Peace:- • 
Come to bid our sorrows cease; 
Come to scatter with His light, 
All the shadows of our night. 

He the mighty King has come ! 
Making this poor earth His home; 
Come to bear our sin's sad load ;— 
Sou of David, Son of God. 

He has come, whose name of grace 
Speaks deliverance to our race; 
Left for us His glad abode; 
Sou of Mary, Son of God 1 
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Unto us a child is bom ! 
Ne'er has earth beheld a morn 
Among all the morns of time, 
Half so glorious in its prime. 

Unto us a Son is given I 
He has come from God's own heaven; 
Bringing with Him from above, 
Holy peace and holy love. 

192 INDESTRUCTIBILITY OF THE 
CHURCH OF JESUS. 

HALLELUJAH ! who shall part 
Christ's own Church from Christ's own heart! 
Sever from the Saviour's side 
Souls for whom the Saviour died ? 
Cast oneprecious jewel down 
From Immanuel's blood-bought crown ? 
Hallelujah! shall the sword 
Part us from our glorious Lord ? 
Trouble dire or dark disgrace 
From His heart our names erase ? 
Famine, nakedness, or bate, 
Us from Jesus separate ? 

Hallelujah! life nor death, 
Powers above, nor powers beneath, 
Satan's might, nor hell's dark gloom, 
Things which are, nor things to come, 
Men nor angels, e'er shall part 
Christ's own Church from Christ's own Jieart. 

193 FOR EVER WITH JESUS. 

" F O R EVER WITH THE L O R D ' " 
Amen; so let it be ; 

Iifo from the dead is in that word, 
'Tis immortality. 
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Here in the body pent, 
Absent from Him I roam; 

Yet nightly pitch my moving toot 
A day's march nearer home. 

My Father's house on high, 
Home of my soul, how near, 

At times, to faith's foreseeing eye 
Thy golden gates appear 1 

Ah ! then, my spirit faints 
To reach the land I love, 

The bright inheritance of saints, 
Jerusalem above. 

Tet clouds will intervene, 
And all my prospect flies; 

Like Noah's dove, I flit between 
Hough seas and stormy skies-

Anon the clouds depart, 
The winds and waters cease ; 

While sweetly o'er my gladden'd heart 
Expands the bow of peace. 

I hear at morn and even, 
At noon and midnight hour, 

The choral harmonies of heaven, 
Earth's Babel tongues o'erpower. 

194 THE BLISS OF BEING WITH JESUS. 

" KNOWING as I am known,"— 
• How shall I love that word I 

And oft repeat before the throne, 
" F O B BVEB WITH THE LOBD 1" 

The trump of final doom 
Shall speak the self-same word, 

And Heaven's voice thunder thro' the tomb, 
" F O R BVEB WITH THE LOBD i" 
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Tie tomb shall echo deep 
That death-awakening sound; 

The saints shall hear it in their sleepy 
And answer from the ground. 

Then, upward as they fly, 
That Resurrection-word 

Shall be their shout of victory, 
" FOB EVER WITH THB LORD I" 

That Resurrection-word, 
That shout of victory, 

Once more,—" FOR BVJSB WITH TUB LORD ?' 
Amen; so let it b e ! 

195 SHADOW OP THE CROSS OF JESU3. 
OrPRESs'D with noonday's scorching heat, 

To yonder Cross I flee; 
Beneath its shelter take my seat; 

No shade like this tor me! 
Beneath that Cross clear waters burst, 

A fountain sparkling free; 
And there I quench my desert thirst j 

No spring like this for me! 
A stranger here, I pitch my tent 

Beneath this spreading tree; 
Here shall my pilgrim life be spent; 

No home like this for me ! 
Jor burden'd ones a resting-place, 

Beside tkat Cross I see; 
Here I cast off my weariness; 

No rest like this for me! 
196 THE GLORIOUS REST OF JESUS. 

BRIBF life is here our portion; 
Brief sorrow, short-lived care : 

The life that knows no ending, 
The -tearless life, is there. » 
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0 happy retribution! 
Short toil, eternal rest; 

For mortals and for sinners 
A mansion with the blest. 

But He whom now we trust in 
Shall then be seen and known; 

And they that know and see Him 
Shall have Him for their own. 

The morning shall awaken. 
The shadows shall decay, 

And each true-hearted servant 
Shall shine as doth the day; 

There GOD, our KING and POSTIOS, 
In fulness of His grace, 

Shall we behold for ever, 
And worship face to face. 

0 sweet and blessed country, 
The Home of GOD'S elect! 

0 sweet and blessed country, 
That eager hearts expect 1 

jEStr, in mercy bring us 
To that dear land of rest; 

Who art, with GOD the FATHER, 
And SPIRIT, ever blest. 

197 THE HEAVENLY HOME OP JESUa 
FOB thee, 0 dear, dear country, 

Mine eyes their vigils keep; 
For very love, beholding 

Thy happy name, they weep. 

The mention of thy glory 
Is unction to the breast, 

And medicine in sickness, 
And love, and life, and rent 
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0 one, 0 only Mansion 1 
0 Paradise of Joy! 

Where tears are ever banish'd, 
And smiles have no alloy; 

The Lamb is all thy splendour; 
The Crucified thy praise; 

His laud and benediction 
Thy ransom'd people raise. 

With jasper glow thy bulwarks, 
Thy streets with emeralds blaze; 

The sardius and the topaz 
Unite in thee their rays; 

Thine ageless walls are radiant 
With amethyst unpriced; 

The saints build up its fabric, 
The corner-stone is CHEISI. 

Thou hast no shore, fair ocean ! 
Thou hast no time, bright day I 

Dear fountain of refreshment 
To pilgrims far away! 

Upon the Rock of Ages 
They raise thy holy tower; 

Thine is the victor's laurel, 
And thine the golden dower. 

198 THE CONTINUING CITY OP JESU3. 
JERUSALEM the golden! 

With milk and honey blest; 
Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice, opprest 
I know not, oh 1 I know not 

What joys await us there; 
What radiancy of glory, 

What bliss beyond compare. 
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The Prince is ever with them, 
The daylight is serene: 

The pastures of the blessed •• 
Are deck'd in glorious sheen. 

.And they, who with their Leader 
Have conqner'd in the fight, 

For ever and for ever 
Are clad in robes of white. 

0 sweet and blessed country, 
The Home of GOP'S elect! 

0 sweet and blessed country, 
That eager hearts expect i, 

JESU, in mercy bring us 
To that dear land of rest? 

Who art, with GOD the FATHER, 
And SSmiT, ever blest. 

PARTING IN THE NAME OF JESU& 
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, 
Tells of meetings 

By our God for us design'd. 
What a morrow beams before us I 

Brighter far than tongue can tell— 
Glorious morrow to restore us 

HIM with whom we long to dwell, 
Dwell for ever/ 

Brethren dear, Fu-ewell—Farewoll I 
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8 0 0 GLORIOUS APPEARING OF JESUS. 
Tiro the splendours of THB GLOBY 

Which we hope erelong to share; 
Christ our Head, and we, His members, 

Shall appear, divinely fair. 
0 how GLORIOUS 1 

When we meet Him in the air I 

From the dateless, timeless periods, 
He has loved us without cause; 

And for all His blood-bought- myriads, 
His is love that knows no pause. 

Matchless LOVER ! 
Changeless as the eternal lawsJ 

Oh what gifts shall yet be granted, 
Palms, and crowns, and robes of white, 

When the Hope for which we panted 
Bursts upon our gladden'd sight, 

And our SAVTOTO 
Makes us glorious through His might. 

Bright the prospect soon that greets UB 
Of that long a-for nuptial-day 

When our heavenly Bridegroom meets us 
On His kingly, conquering way; 

In THE GLOBT, 
Bride and Bridegroom reign {or aye 1 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; 
Praise Him, all creatures here below; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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PAOX . 

r "Abba, Father," Lord, we call Thee, ... ... l 1 8 y 
I,. *' Abba, Father," we approach Thee, M^ 
' According to Thy gracious word, ™ J 

A debtor to mercy alone, - ^ y 
1 A little flock 1 So calls He thee, - JJJC 

" A little while," our Lord shall come, \\\s 
All that I was, my sin, my guiit, « Vs 
A mind at "perfect peace " with God, Jjv 
And art Thou, gracious Master, gone, ... .« £*\, 
Angel-voices sweetly singinf*, ... , — 'J • 
A pilgrim through this lonely world, 

J Awake, and slog the song, 
Before the throne of God above — **J 
Blessed be God, our God, — -J 
Blessed Lord, our souls are longing — jj* 
Bride of the Lamb, awake 1 awake I " D 
Bride of the Lamb, rejoice! rejoice 1 *>l' 
Brief life is here our portion, — 1M 

Children of light, arise and shine! — *£ 
Christ has dene the mighty work, j ~ 
Christ is coming I let creation, — 2̂  
Christ, the Lord, Is risen to-day, - L 
Christ's grave js vacant now, - fi2 

City of the pearl-bright porta], „̂  
Come let us join to sing of Jesus* lovo -
Come, Lord, and tarry not, ^ 
Come, mighty Spirit, penetrate, s.j 
Come, ye saints, look here and wonder, ... •« ^ 
Compared with Christ, in all beside, ••• ••* 1 2 l 

Crowns of glory ever bright, « -
Faith is not what we feel or see, **• ^ 
' 'ewell, ye fleetingjoys of earth I •** JJJ 

'• -rer is the land we seek, •» ~ 

3 l / 
77K 
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Father! we, Thy children, bless Thee 
Fear not, 0 little flock, the foe, 
For ever to behold Him shine, 
"For ever with the Lord I" 
For thee, O dear, dear country, ... 
From all that dwell below the skies, 
From whence this fear and unbelief. 
Glory, glory to our King, 
<51ory to God on high, ... 
Glory .unto Jesus bo, — 

Hallelujah I I believe, 
Hallelujah! who shall part 
Hark, ten thousand harps and voices, 
Hark I ten thousand voices crying, ... 
Hark! the voice of love and mercy,'... 
He has come I the Christ of God, 
He lives, the great Redeemer lives, 
He's gone—the Saviour's work on earth, 
Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God Almighty, 
Holy Jesus I Ever gracious, 
Hope of our hearts, O Lord, appear, 
How glorious is Thy name, 
How long, O Lord our Saviour, 
How precious were those parting words, 
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds, 
T bless the Christ of God, 
I bow me to Thy will* 0 God,; 
I have a home above,, 
I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
I hear the Accuser roar, 
I hear the words of love, 
I know in whom I put my trust, 
I lay my sins on Jesus, 
I 'm but a stranger here, 
I once was a stranger to grace and to God, 
Isles of the deep, rejoice I rejoice 1 ... 
It is the Father's voice that Lries 
I 've found the Pearl of greatest price, 
I will praise Thee every day, 
I would commune, with Thee, my God, 
Jerusalem the golden I 
Jesus, and shall it ever be, 
Jesus, how much Tby name unfolds, 
Jesus, I lovfl Thy charming name, ... 
Jesus, lover of my soul, .— 
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FiOC 

Jesus, spotless Lamb of God, _ . _ . . . ~ 1JJ 
Jesus , Sun and Shield ar t Thou, — — — ™ 
Jesus , t h e Christ of God, ~ ••• }» 
Je sus t he Everlasting Word, ' " 
Jesus , Thou needest me, ... — - . — °J 
Jesus , Thy blood, and righteousness, ** 
Jesus , Thy boundless love t o m e , ... ~ »• IJJ 
Jesus , we rest in Thee, »• * 
Jesus , whi ls t th is rough desert-soil, - *z 
Joy to the ransom'd earth! ._ ... - . ••• »*> 
J u s t as I am—without one plea, . - — — 10* 
" K n o w i n g as I a m known/* ' " 
L a m b of God I our souls adore Thee — — l*j 
L a m b of God I Thou now art seated }> 
L e t us love, and sing, and wonder, ... ». 
L igh t of t he lonely pilgrim's heart, ... 
L igh t of t h e world 1 for ever, ever shining, 
Lo 1 H e comes, wi th clouds descending, ... 
Look, ye saints, t he sight is glorious, 
Lord, dismiss us wi th Thy blessing. 
Lord, I desire to live as one 
Lord, m a y Thy Spirit come, . . . 
Lord Jesus , a r e we ONE wi th Thee, 
Lord Jesus , we, believing, H 

Lord, we are Thine: in Thee we live, 
Love strong as death, nay, stronger, I*7 

Master! we would no longer be, J5J 
'Mid the Bplendours of the glory »*' 
My hope is built on nothing less, »• — "* *i 
My soul, amid this stormy world, — 61 

Nearer, my God, to Thee, _ — ji' 
No blood, no altar now, ... .» ... «• ••• j:I 
Not all the blood of boasts — °* 
Nothing, either great or small, ... — ••• .— 
Nothing know we of the season, ... — ••• *li 
Now be thanks and praise ascending, — — u 

Now J havo found a Friend, 
O blessed Joaus! Lamb of God, £7 
O blessed Jesus I who but Thou ... — — ,™ 
O brothers, tune your voices « ~ J r ; 
O Christ, what burdens bow'd Thy head, ... ••• J? 
O everlasting Light, — H 
O grace divine J the Saviour shed, ~ 
° hnppy day that fix'd my choice, ~ M 
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PArcH 

0 happy day! when first we felt, SB 
Oh come, Thou stricken Lamb of God, ... ... 46 
0 head I so full of bruises, ... _. ... ~ 84 
Oh, for the robes of whiteness, •« 63 
Ob 1 what a lonely path were ours 54 
0 Joyful day! 0 glorious hour, "3 
0 let us tell the matchless worth, 131 
0 Lord, In nothing would I boast, .„ 110 
0 Lord, when we the path retrace, ... ~ ... B 2 

0 Lord, who now art sertetl, ... — 109 
0 Love Divine, how sweet Thou art, HI 
0 love, how deep, how broad, how high, ^. ... 12* 
0 love of God, how strong and true,._ 78 
One there is above all others, 20 
Oppress'd with noonday's scorching heaî  ... 159 
0 precious blood, O glorious death, 44 
0 spotless Lamb of God, in Thee, 48 
0 teach me more of Thy blest ways, 11* 
OThou, erst Jacob's Bock, perfect's Thy work in 

truth, in grace 00 
0 what a bright and blessed world, „. ... «. 94 
0 wondrous hour 1 when, Jesus, Thou, 120 
0 worship the King all-glorious above, ... . - H5 
Palms of glory, raiment bright 142 
Paschal Lamb, by God appointed, ._ 9» 
Praise, praise ye the name of Jehovah our God, ... 95 
Praises to Him who built the hills S3 
Praise ye Jehovah, praise the Lord most holy, ... 142 
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, .„ ... 163 
Rejoice, the Lord is King, ... ._ ._ ... 103 
Rise, my souL thy God directs thee, . - ... 143 
Rock of ages 1 cleft for me, _ 10 
Running the Christian race, — « 89 
Saviour, hasten Thine appearing, 144 
Bound the high praises of Jesus our King, ... 26 
Sovereign grace 1 o'er sin abounding, 108 
Star of the promised morning, rise 92 
Sweeter sounds than music knows, 93 
That City, with the jewell'd crest, 124 
The atoning work is di le 99 
The God of Peace to guilty man, ... 80 
The head that once was crown'd with thorns, ... 27 
The Holiest now we enter, ••- 123 '(he Lord hath gone up with a Bhout, ... — 17 
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There is a fountain flU'd with blood, ... 
There is a name I lovo to hear, 
There is a place of endless joy, 
The roseate hues of early dawn. 
The saints of Jesus, while on earth, 
The sands of time are sinking, 
'"he Saviour lives, no more to die « 
The Son of Qod in mighty lovo. 
The Spirit breathes upon the Word, 
This is not my place of resting:, 
This world is a wilderness wide 
Thou hidden source of calm repose -
Thy works, not mine, O Christ, 
Tia finish'd AIX—our souls to win. 
*Tis past—the dark and dreary night, 
To Calvary, Lord, in spirit now, 
To the Name of our Salvation, 
'Twas Thy love, O God, that knew us, 
Watchman I tell us of the night, 
"We all must speak for Jesus, 
We are not left to walk alone, 
We go the way that leads to God, 
Wo praise Thy great love, 
Wo 're not of the world, that fadeth away, 
What grace, 0 Lord, and beauty shone, ... 
What will it be to dwell above, 
When first o'erwhelm'd with sin and shame, 
When I survey the wondrous cross, 
When this passing world is done 
Where, in this waste, unlovely world, ... 
Who shall the Lord's elect condemn, 
Who trusts in God a strong abode, ... »• 
With Christ wo died to sin, -
Tes, for me, for me He careth, ... .« 
Yes, we part^ but not for ever, _ ~ 
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