
Hfcoratiom 

/ ~ \ U R God! soon as Thy Son had died, 
^ -^ Soon as the Lamb was slain— 
His body lifeless on the tree— 

The vail was rent in twain. 

Our Father! now Thy countenance 
Shines on Thy great High Priest, 

Thy well belov'd, Thine only Son, 
Thine everlasting rest. 

Him crown'd with glory, fill'd with joy, 
Thy Firstborn from the dead, 

Our faith beholds—we drink His cup, 
The members with the Head. 

Our God and Father! we are Thine; 
We, by Thy Spirit seal'd 

All kings and priests, adore Thy name 
In Jesus' Cross reveal'd. 

I ask you to accept the enclosed to be added to 
"Hymns and Meditations." It is well with me—oh, so 
well—the Spirit filling my heart with heavenly song, 
also with heavenly sorrow. The two are twin sisters. 
Farewell. 

Affectionately yours in the Lord Jesus, 

ROBERT . CHAPMAN. 



Cbe ffielievec'8 Xfbrarg. 

HYM NS 
AND 

M E D I T A T I O N S 

BY 

ROBERT C. CHAPMAN, 
Author of " Choice. Sayings," "Seventy Years of Pilgrim Life." 

"Precious Portions," dr'c. 

GbirO Efcftlon—Copgrigbt. 

GLASGOW: 

PICKERING & INGLIS, PRINTERS AND PUBLISHERS, 

T H E PUBLISHING OFFICE, 73 BOTHWELL ST., 

And may be ordered through any Bookseller. 



BY MR. CHAPMAN. 

Choice Sayings. " Notes of Kxpositions of the Scriptures. 
Limp, 1/; Boards, 1/6. 

Seventy Years of Pilgrimage. The Life, Writings, and 
Select Sayings and Foems of William Hake, for 59 year5 
yokefellow with Mr. Chapman. Cloth boards, 1,6. 

Hymns and Meditations. A. Collection of Afusing-s on many 
portions of God's Word, and Meditations on the First and 
Second Chapters of the Song of Songs. Cloth, 1/6. 

Precious Portions from several Addresses to Believers, given 
in the 88th year of his age. leatherette, 3d; Cloth, 6d. 

Choice Sayings Leaflets. Leaflets and Small Books for 
Letters. Assorted Packet, 6d. 

Short" Papers by Mr. CHAPMAN appear at intervals in The 
Witness, a Monthly Journal of Biblical Literature, Id. ; 
1/6 per year, post free. 

GLASGOW : 
PICKERING &> INGLIS, Printers and Publishers. 



Contents. 

A glorious grace! nor spot nor stain -
Ahuman heart yet ever kind 
"B. pilgrim and a stranger here -
All things, my gracious God, are mine 
Alluring words of Jesus' love 
Another world, my God, I see -
Author of our salvation -

HYMN 

- 25 

- 7i 
- 82 
- 132 

- 92 
- 149 
- 103 

Behold the Lamb of God - - - - - 3 
Beloved ! why garnish the tombs of your dead - 57 
Blessed be Thou, the God of Grace 87 
Blest King of Glory, Prince of Life - - - 136 
By Him who died upon the tree - - 17 
By heavenly birth, O God ! we claim - - 78 
By the hand of Justice stricken - - -42 
By Thy counsel, Father, guide me - - - 114 
By threefold title I am Thine - - - - 97 

Can heavenly friendships pass away - - 64 
Christ, the spotless Sacrifice 33 

Darkness before the sun must flee away - - 154 
Do not we know all earthly love - - - 65 



CONTENTS. 

HYMN 

Eternal God, why set Thine heart 88 

Far above the thoughts of man - - ' - - 129 
Father, how great is Thy delight - - - 152 
Father, how pitiful Thy ways - - - - 125 
Father, I kiss Thy chast'ning rod . . . I O i 
Father, I praise Thy name - - - - 113 
Father, Thou knowest all my tribulation - 162 
Father, we tread the narrow way - - - 74 
Father, we know the Lord shall bruise - - 120 
Father, whose Holy Spirit fills - - - - 128 
Father, whose holy name I fear - - - 153 
Father of Glory! we rejoice - - - - n c 
Father of Lights, Thy bounteous hand - - '\. 
Fountain of Life, whose name is Love - - .•? 
From wrath to come, our God, we fled - - 109 

Go, behold the tomb of Jesus - - - - 18 
God, ere He a creature fashioned 6 
God in His love to us can rest - - 41 
God is the Just and Holy One 93 
God of glorious holiness - - - - - 49 
God of all Grace! behold the Man - - - 56 
God of our exalted Lord - - - - - 86 
God of Salvation, God of Grace - - - 80 
Great Son of God! redeeming Lord - - 61 
Great Shepherd, who in paths of faith - - 133 

Hail! Star of Morning, Lamb of God most high! 160 
Hard after Thee I follow gi 
Hear me, God of my Salvation - - - 102 
Heavenly Father! we have seen 59 
How glorious are the things unseen - - - 135 

I crave the place that Mary chose 4 
If our heavenly Father's kindness - - - 32 



CONTENTS. 
HYMN 

In darkness of temptation - - - - - 158 
I rest in Christ the Son of God - - - 40 
In Jesus one, we do not part 55 
I mourn for sin—it pierc'd the Lord - - 70 
I praise Thy name, O Jesus, Lord - - - 60 
In Egypt, at midnight, the blood oi the Lamb - 8r 
I wait, my God, I wait for Thee - - - 138 
In majesty and peace, my risen Lord - - 163 
I mourn, but am I left alone? - 140 
In vain I sought my guiltiness to hide - - 161 
If while my soul draws nigh to God by night - 155 

Jehovah, God Omnipotent - - • - - 115 
Jesus did pass the angels by - - - 53 
Jesus, in His heavenly temple - - - - 8 
Jesus, once slain on Calvary - - - - 27 
Jesus, our Ark of Strength - - - - 26 
Jesus, Thy toil obtains reward - - - - 89 

King of Glory set on high - - - 31 

Lo! Shelomith, far from terror - - - ir2 
Lord, above all heav'ns exalted - - - 134 
Lord, by Thy Spirit may we keep - - - 118 

My Father, Thou dost make me glad - - 147 
My God and Father, I am Thine - - - 137 
My God and Father, who art wont - - 139 
My God! I trust in Thee - - - - - 164 
My Holy Father, I am Thine - - - - 145 
My Lord and Master, Son of God - - - 117 
My Shepherd enthron'd with the Father on high 83 
My Shepherd who for sin aton'd - - - 106 
My sins are blotted out - - - - - 46 
My soul, remember how the Lord - - - 10 
My so\il, when toss'd with tempest, sees - - 20 



CONTENTS. 
HYMN 

My soul amid this stormy world - - - 47 
My well-belov'd is holy - - - - - 156 

No bone of Thee was broken 90 
" No condemnation "—O my soul 45 
No more we seek a resting-place 6$ 
Now is our life no more a dream - - ' - 72 
Now the bosom of the Father 36 

O God! whose wondrous name is love - - 29 
Oh ! how I love in solitude 66 
O Jesus, Lord, whose hands and feet - - - 143 
Oh, Lord! amidst the gloom of night - - 73 
O my Father! joy and gladness - - - 165 
Oh! my Saviour crucified 15 
O Thou that dwellest in the light - - - ' 1 4 8 
On Olivet Thy pity - - - - - - 100 
Once the Lamb of God was offer'd 5 
Only on Thee, my God, I wait - 142 
One thing, my Father, only one 58 
Our Father! by whose Spirit's pow'r 54 
Our Father, God Omnipotent - 121 
Our Father, we would sing to Thee - - - 141 
Our God and Father, dost Thou try - - - 7 
Our God and Father, hear the cry 35 
Our God for us spared not His Son 34 
Our God proclaims His glorious name 19 
Our God, Thy waves and billows all - - - 116 
Our God, Thou wilt look, for Thy mercies endure 77 
Our God, whose Justice did awake - - - 62 
Our Heavenly Father, God of Grace - - 108 
Our light and life are in the Cross 9 

Prince of Life, and first-born Brother - - 1 r 

Resting above with Christ the Lord - - 126 



CONTENTS. 
HYMN 

Show me Thy wounds, exalted Lord! - - 94 
Smitten Rock of our Salvation - - - 43 

The blood of Jesus, shed on earth - - - 1 
The blood of sprinkling speaks to Thee - - 105 
The contrite heart is incense sweet 75 
The dove that once on Jesus sat - 24 
The harmony above I hear - - - - 123 
The hour decreed hastes on apace - - - 44 
The Lamb is offer'd up - - - - 51 
The Lamb of God exalted reigns - - - 48 
The Lamb of God to slaughter led 95 
The Lord of Glory, who is He? 99 
The Lord who did to heav'n ascend 30 
The Prince of Life, once slain for us - - • 23 
The risen Saviour dies no more - - - 14 
The Son of God, the Prince of Life - - - 50 
The sorrows of rejected love - 104 
The worlding's portion I refuse - - - 96 
Thine heart, Thou Father of us all - - - 63 
Thine holy eyes, O God, survey - - - 107 
Thou art Love, our God and Father - - 127 
Thou art my portion, gracious God - - - 124 
Thou, God and Father of the Lord - - - 122 
Thou God of Love, Thy name we bless - - 69 
Thou holy, just, and gracious God - - - n o 
Thou, Lord, dost bid the storm arise - - 98 
Thou, Lord, in darkness art my light - - 151 
Thou Son of God, my heavenly Lord - - 146 
Thou Son of God, our heav'nly Friend - - 37 
To God, my thirsty soul 12 
To Thee, my Father, would I bring - - - 38 
Thy brethren, Lord, are my delight - - - 144 
Thy children, God of love, unite - - - 76 
Thy footprints, glorious Lord, I see - - - i n 
Thy loving-kindness, O my God! - - - 39 
Thy voice of love, my God, I hear - - - 150 



C O N T E N T S . 

HVMlvr 

Thy ways, O Prince's daughter - - - 157 

We rejoice, our God and Father - - - 131 
We, Thy redeem'd, O God! pursue - - - 79 
We will praise Thee, Holy Father - - - 130 
Well pleas'd, O Lord, our God! wast Thou - 84 
Were I from this, my house of clay - - zt 
When late I saw the moon at dead of night - 150 
When Thou, O God! didst bid Thy sword - 67 
With Jesus in our midst - - - - - 52, 
With Jesus we may kindred claim - - - 16 
With mingled joy and holy awe - - - 28 

Ye who seek to know the Father - • - - 22 
Yon gloomy clouds that vail the sky - . - 58 



HYMNS. 
1. CM. 

"When He had by Himself purged our sins [He] sat 
down on the right hand of the Majesty on high." (See 
Lev. xvi. 8; Rev. iii. 4.) 

" The glory Thou gayest Me, I have given them." 
" Truly our fellowship is with the Father, and with His 

*aoh Jesus Christ." 

'""PHE blood of Jesus, shed on earth, 
Has set Him up on high ; 

We also rise with Him by faith, 
And unto God draw nigh. 

See! how within the holiest, 
By His own blood He stands; 

Jesus prepares for us the place, 
With incense in His hands. 

Brethren, His glory all is ours, 
His fellowship with God; 

Come, let us sit with Christ the Lord, 
And sing His precious blood. 

Whate'er the bosom's joy or grief, 
Our matters great or small 

Are but an errand to the throne— 
\ There go and tell out all. 
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2 . gs 

" The darkness is past, and the true light now shineth." 
" No man hath seen God at any time; the.only begotten 

Son, which is in the bosom of the Father, He hath 
declared Him." 

T^OUNTAIN of Life, whose name is LOVE, 
Who wast and art, and art to come, 

Thy children seek Thy throne of grace, 
Thy bosom is our rest, our home, 

For Jesus counts it not His shame 
To bear for us a brother's name. 

Would'st Thou to us Thy nature tell, 
And take Thy children to Thy heart? 

The glass that shows the face of God 
Is He who did the kinsman's parf ; 

Thy Son by Thine own hand was slain, 
And by Thy glory rais'd again. 

Darkness is past, now shines the light 
In Christ, the Firstborn from the dead; 

His God is ours, His Father ours. 
Joint-heirs are we with Christ.our Head; 

Love, that immeasurable sea, 
Our portion for eternity. 

3 . s-M-
" Behold the Lamb of God which taketh away the sin of 

the world." 

g E H O L D the Lamb of God, 
The Father's only Son; 

Our sins were laid on Christ our Head, 
The sins of all on One. 
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Our heart can joy in God 
By faith of Jesus slain; 

His'people's sins He bore away, 
He died and rose again. 

The blood and water came 
From out His pierced side ; 

Our robes are wash'd in precious blood 
Of Jesus crucified. 

We " Abba, Father," cry, 
While mourning we rejoice ; 

We hear the blood of Jesus speak, 
And life is in the voice. 

4, c.M. 
" She had a sister called Mary, which also sat at Jesus' 

feet, andjieard His word." 

T CRAVE the place that Mary chose, 
Who sat at Jesus' feet. 

The meek and humble ever take 
This holy, happy seat. 

The humble see the Son of God, 
His majesty and love; 

His Spirit's still, small voice they hear, 
They sit with Christ above. 

They look at Him they pierc'd, and mourn, 
Their heavenly joys abound j 

To all the contrite Jesus gives 
The harp of solemn sound. 
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The bark within her haven sure 
May winds and waves defy; 

So humble spirits, anchor'd safe, 
In Jesus' bosom lie. 

5 . 8.7.4-
" A fountain opened for sin and for uncleanness." 
" The blood is the life " (Deut. xii.). 

Q N C E the Lamb of God was offer'd; 
Jesus died upon the tree; 

See the garment of salvation, 
O, my soul, it covers thee. 

See the fountain 
Filled with reconciling blood. 

He who in the Father's bosom 
Ever dwelt, Kis only Son, 

Was of God, His God, forsaken ; 
Jesus call'd our sins His own. 

Life eternal 
Is in Jesus' precious blood. 

God and Father, by Thy Spirit, 
We rejoice in Jesus' name; 

Precious faith, in heavenly wisdom, 
Lays our sins upon the Lamb. 

Thou art holy, 
Just and gracious evermore. 
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6 8.7.4-

" According as He hath chosen us in Him before the 
foundation of the world." 

p O D , ere He a creature fashioned, 
Gave us to His only Son, 

Then the, love of God the Father 
Saw the Head and members one. 

Holy temple ! 
Where the God of Love would dwell. 

Christ has found for us a ransom 
In His own atoning blood ; 

Therefore have we life eternal— 
It is hid with Christ in God. 

We are children, 
Ne'er condemn'd, though chasten'd oft. 

Our High-priest, in heaven exalted, 
Pleads His perfect sacrifice ; 

Now the Father gives the Spirit, 
Who of Jesus testifies, 

Dwelling in us, 
Searching out the depths of God. 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 
These foundations who shall move ? 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah! 
Praise our God, for God is love. 

Abba, Father, 
Holy, holy, holy Lord. 
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7 , C. M. 

'' Furthermore we have had fathers of our flesh which 
corrected us, and we gave them reverence; shall we not 
much rather be in subjection to the Father of Spirits and 
live? " 

0 U R God and Father, dost Thou try 
Thy children's patient mind ? 

Shall we forget Thy name is Love, 
Or deem our God unkind ? 

Thine own dear Son Thou gavest u 
A ransom for us all, 

And this unmeasurable Gift 
Thou never canst recall. 

With aught beside, if call'd to part, 
Shall we with God contend ? 

With darkness compass'd round, shall we 
Mistrust our heavenly Friend ? 

Our murm'ring we will chide, and say 
"Our God gave up His Son; 

Our tears are written in His book, 
His will, not ours, be done." 

8 . 8.7. 
"This Man, after he had offered one sacrifice for sins, for 

ever sat down on the right hand of God." 

T ESUS, in His heavenly temple, 
^ Sits with God upon the throne; 
Now no more to be forsaken, 

His humiliation gone. 
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Never more shall God our Father 
Smite the Shepherd with the sword; 

Ne'er again shall cruel scorners 
Set at nought our glorious Lord. 

Dwelling in eternal sunshine 
Of the countenance of God, 

Jesus fills all heaven with incense 
Of His reconciling blood. 

On His heart our names are graven, 
On His shoulders we are borne; 

Father, loved of Thee in Jesus, 
We can love Thee in return. 

9. 8s. 
"This is He that came by water and blood, even Jesus 

Christ; not by water only, but by water and blood. And 
it is the Spirit that beareth witness, because the Spirit is 
truth." 

( ^ )UR light and life are in the Cross, 
The precious promises it seals; 

The Cross of Christ, the Son of God, 
Our heavenly Father's face reveals. 

My soul, come look upon the Lamb, 
And mourn for Him, and bless His name. 

The glorious holiness of God 
In Jesus' blood is magnified; 

The fountains of eternal love 
Are open'd in His pierced side; 

The Lord of Glory on the tree 
' Was bruis'd to set the guilty free. 
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Now Jesus' wounds cry, "Hither come, 
Ye needy, sorrowful, and poor; 

To all who seek the way of life, 
The Cross of Christ is Mercy's door." 

O God, Thy Spirit be our guide, 
And we at Jesus' Cross abide. 

10. C-M 

"God forbid that I should glory, save in the Cross of 
the Lord Jesus Christ, whereby the world is crucified unto 
me, and I unto the world." 

A/TY soul, remember how the Lord 
A crown of thorns could wear; 

The curse, to thee so justly due, 
He undertook to bear. 

Behold the Man brought forth to scorn, 
By whom the heavens were made; 

His purple robe declares the Lamb 
On whom our sins were laid. 

And will Jehovah's Equal stoop 
To take the servant's form? 

Wilt Thou, the Son of God, be thus 
An outcast and a worm? 

Beholding Thee to slaughter led, 
From things of earth we turn; 

We go with Thee to Calvary 
For Him we pierc'd to mourn. 
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11. 8.7.4. 

" I also will make Him, my first-born, higher than the 
kings of earth." 

p R I N C E of Life, and first-born Brother 
Of the chosen family, 

Brightness of the Father's glory, 
All whose fulness dwells in Thee, 

God and kinsman! 
We extol Thy majesty. 

Every creature, man or, angel, 
Every tongue of friend or foe, 

Lord of Glory must confess Thee; 
Crucified and slain below, 

Now exalted, 
Shame and grief no more to know. 

We consent with Thee to suffer, 
Since we hope with Thee to reign; 

Jesus! keep Thy servants mindful 
Of their Master's toil and pain, 

Till we see Thee 
In Thy glory come again. 

12. S.M. 

"The Lord is the portion of my inheritance and my 
cup; Thou maintainest my lot." 

" Heirs o God, and joint-heirs with Christ." 

' "PO God my thirsty soul 
In Jesus'name draw nigh; 

Thou art my portion, God of Love, 
All else is vanity. 
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Engrave Thy holy name 
On every gift of Thine 

Deny me aught or take away, 
But tell me Christ is mine. 

My living fountain Thou: 
Send forth the plenteous stream; 

Father, each bitter cup I drink 
Thy gift of love I deem. 

The Spirit's still, small voice 
Makes loss of all my gain, 

While I by faith of Jesus live, 
Who once for me was slain. 

13 . L.M. 

"The Father of Lights, with whom is no variableness 
nor shadow of turning." 

" I f any man lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that 
giveth to all men liberally and upbraideth not, and it 
shall be given him." 

"My God shall supply all your need according to His 
riches in glory, by Jesus Christ." 

P A T H E R of Lights, Thy bounteous hand 
Supplies thy children's utmost need; 

Before Thy glorious throne we stand, 
And there our poverty we plead. 

Boldly we come, in Jesus' name, 
Whose precious blood has made us near; 

Look Thou upon that spotless Lamb, 
To Thee and us for ever dear. 
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Thy terrors make us not afraid, 
Nor is it hard Thy heart to move; 

The needy Thou wilt not upbraid, 
Nor stain with bitterness Thy love. 

Wisdom we ask, by nature blind, 
From guilty bondage set us free; 

Renew the spirit of our mind, 
And give us holy liberty. 

" Knowing that Christ being raised from the dead, dieth 
no more; death hath no more dominion over Him." 

T~\HE risen Saviour dies no more, 
Within the tomb his grave-clothes lie; 

Exalted on the Father's throne 
He sits in glorious majesty. 

Acquainted here with griefs and tears, 
Jesus within the veil appears. 

Do wre not bear His image now, 
While in our earthly house of clay? 

Faith looks on Jesus crucified, 
And chases guilt and grief away, 

And gathers, in her cunning hand, 
The first-fruits of the promised land. 

Yet, burthen'd in our mortal clay, 
We ask when shall the Lord appear? 

When shall we see Him as He is, 
And, glorified, His image bear? 

On Jesus' bosom all recline, 
And sup with Him on living wine? 
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15 . 7S. 

"The Cross of the Lord Jesus Christ." 

( ^ ) H ! rny Saviour crucified, 
Near Thy Cross would I abide; 

There to look, with steadfast eye, 
On Thy dying agony. 

Jesus, bruis'd and put to shame, 
Tells me all Jehovah's name; 
God is love I surely know 
By the Saviour's depths of woe. 

In His spotless soul's distress 
I perceive my guiltiness; 
Oh! how vile my low estate, 
Since my ransom was so great! 

Dwelling on Mount Calvary, 
Contrite shall my spirit be; 
Rest and holiness shall find, 
Fashion'd like my Saviour's mind. 

16. L-M-
" He is not ashamed to call them brethren." 
"We are members of His body, of His flesh, and of His 

bones." 

"\A7TTH Jesus we may kindred claim; 
This holy bond shall never break, 

For He is evermore the same, 
Who once the servant's form did take. 

file:///A7TTH


i 7 

His pain and sorrows all are gone; 
His sinless tears have ceased to flow; 

Exalted is that glorious One 
Who dwelt with us in flesh below. 

The same who died upon the tree 
Is with the Father glorified, 

A brother for adversity, 
As when the soldier pierc'd His side, 

Oh! then may we to Jesus cleave, 
Humbly on Jesus ever lean, 

And so His faithful word believe, 
That we may trust Him though unseen. 

17. 8s. 

"By Him were all things created, that are in heaven, 
and that are in earth." 

" In whom are hid all the treasures of wisdom and know-
edge." 

"D Y Him who died upon the tree 
The worlds were made, by Him sustain'd 

Great in creating majesty, 
But greater when for use He deign'd 

To take the suffering servant's form, 
So poor, He call'd himself a worm. 

The Son of God—how little known 
By all the creatures He has made! 

But does He come unto His own? 
By them in purple robe, array'd, 

A crown of thorns,does Jesus wear, 
His name and wondrous works appear. 
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Teach us, O God, and we shall learn 
At Jesus' Cross to meet with Thee; 

While there we stay for Him to mourn, 
Reveal to us the mystery 

Of love to us in Thy dear Son, 
With whom Thy love beholds us one. 

18. 8-7-^ 
" H e is not here, for He is risen, as He said. Come, 

see the place where the Lord lay." 
"Thou wilt not leave my soul in hell, neither wilt Thou 

suffer Thine Holy One to see corruption." 

(~*0, behold the tomb of Jesus, 
Where the Lord of Glory lay; 

Jesus is not there, but ris'n, 
He has put our sins away. 

Hallelujah! 
Death can sting the Lord' no more. 

Could not Jesus' grave-clothes bind Him, 
Prison'd in the guarded cave? 

Jesus conquer'd death in dying, 
By His cross he spoil'd the grave: 

Lo! He rises, 
See, the Lord is risen indeed. 

Jesus, lying cold and lifeless, 
Seems no more with death to strive; 

But, because He found our ransom, 
Jesus buried must revive: 

Hallelujah! 
Jesus lives who once was slain. 
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Come then, Lord, among Thy people, 

Spotless Lamb for sinners slain, 
"Peace be to you," be Thy greeting, 

"Peace be to you," say again: 
Bind us to Thee 

With Thy golden chains of love. 

19. CM-
"In this was manifested the love of God towards us, 

.because that God sent His only begotten Son into the 
world, that we might live through Him." 

f^)UR God proclaims His glorious name 
Upon Mount Calvary; 

Jehovah's secret name of Love 
'Tis there alone we see. 

The Father's bosom who can show, 
Save His beloved Son? 

Unlock the mystery of God, 
And make His mercy known. 

God is well pleas'd in Jesus' Cross— 
The Cross be our delight; 

The saints of God, by blood redeem'd, 
Are blameless in His sight. 

At Jesus' Cross we learn the song 
Jehovah can approve; 

We cast our crowns before His throne, 
And sing, "Our God is Love." 
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"When thou passest through.the waters, I.will be with 

thee; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee ; 
when thou walkest- through the fire, thou shall not be 
burned; neither shall the flame kindle upon thee." 

IV/r Y soul, when toss'd with tempest, sees 
The Prince of Life draw near; 

The burning furnace hurts me not, 
For Christ is with me there. 

With gracious words He cheers my heart, 
" 'Tis I, be not afraid; 

Behold My pierced hands and side— 
On Me thy sins were laid." 

And shall my soul, by blood redeem'd, 
Against my God repine, 

Who deckM me with that glorious robe 
Of righteousness divine? 

Come, speak to me, thou great High-priest, 
By Thy atoning blood, 

And quench the violence of fire, 
And calm the angry flood. 

21 . c 

"Absent from the body, at home with the Lord." 

VVTERE I from this, my house of clay, 
By death's kind hand set free, 

My spirit would, by angels borne, 
To Jesus' bosom flee. 



My cares all hush'd in lasting sleep, 
My toil and sorrow gone, 

Then should my lute and harp awake 
Before my Father's throne. 

No guilt can there benumb the soul, 
Escap'd from Satan's wiles; 

Atoning blood perfumes that place, 
And nothing there defiles. 

Ceaseless my new and holy song, 
And sung with heav'n-born skill, 

Of Christ the Lamb that soon shall be 
Enthron'd on Zion's hill. 

22. 8-7-4-

"Jesus saith unto him, Have I been sollong time with 
you, and yet hast thou not known Me, Philip? He that 
hath seen Me hath seen the Father; and how sayest jthou 
then, Show us the Father?" 

V E who seek to know the Father, 
. Come and sit at Jesus' feet; 

Jesus is the Father's image, 
Now in Christ are we complete: 

All perfections 
In the cross of Jesus meet. 

Son of God! we all adore Thee, 
Heaven and earth Thy creatures are; 

Son of Man—Thy people's surety, 
Stooping low their sins to bear: 

Justice bruis'd Thee, 
Pierc'd Thine heart and could not spare, 

c 
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Glorious kinsman, friend, and husband! 
Show Thyself, Thy truth reveal; 

Then shall we no bosom secret 
From our well-belov'd conceal: 

Wondrous friendship! 
Sovereign balm our wounds to heal. 

23 . C M 

"Thou wilt not leave my soul in hell (i.e. hades), neither 
wilt thou suffer thine Holy One to see corruption.'' 

"When He ascended up on high, He led captivity cap
tive, and gave gifts unto men." 

"Now that He ascended, what is it but that He also 
descended first into the lower parts of the earth ? He that 
descended is the same also that ascended up far above all 
heavens, that He might fill all things." 

HP H E Prince of Life, once slain for us, 
Ascended up on high; 

Captivity was captive led, 
And Christ no more can die. 

His soul was not in hades left, 
His cross had spoil'd the grave; 

His body no corruption saw, 
He died the lost to save. 

With Jesus we were crucified, 
With Christ our Head we live; 

The glory first by Him obtain'd, 
To us the Lord shall give. 
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His word is faithfulness and truth: 
"Behold, I quickly come;" 

And faith that counts the promise sure 
Can pierce the midnight gloom. 

Far spent already is the night: 
In hope we hail the day 

Of our beloved Lord's return, 
To wipe all tears away. 

Jesus at His appointed hour 
In glory shall appear; 

Then fashion'd by His mighty hand, 
We shall His image bear. 

Thou Son of God, the heav'nly Man, 
Head of Thy ransom'd seed, 

We treasure up the precious word, 
"The Lord is ris'n indeed." 

24. CM-

" Upon whom thou shalt see the Spirit descending, and 
remaining on Him, the same is He which baptizeth with 
the Holy Ghost." 

' T ' H E dove that once on Jesus sat 
Can now on us abide, 

Revealing God the Father's face 
In Jesus glorified. 
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Take heed, my soul, and watch and pray, 
Lest thou the Spirit grieve, 

Who makes thee know the Father's love, 
And in the Son believe. 

Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
In love and counsel one! 

This three-fold cord, this rock is ours, 
How shall we be undone? 

2 5 . ~ ^ ~ 8s. 
" Look on the face of Thine anointed." 

A GLORIOUS grace 1 nor spot nor stain 
Is seen on the adopted Child; 

Jesus, who died and rose again, 
The holy, harmless, undefil'd, 

Within the holiest is gone, 
And stands before my Father's throne. 

My Saviour died upon the tree, 
And sank for me beneath the flood; 

My sins are cast into the sea 
Of love, of sorrow, and of blood. 

In Him I died, in Him I rose, 
With Him I triumph o'er my foes. 

My God! I give Thee of Thine own, 
A heart by Jesus' cross subdu'd, 

Polluted once, a heart of stone, 
By Thy good Spirit now renew'd; 

Look Thou upon my Priest and King, 
While unto Thee this gift I bring 
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26. S-M. 

"And the temple of God was opened in heaven, and 
there was seen in His temple the ark of His testament." 

T ESUS, our Ark of strength, 
^ Who gave Himself to die, 
Rais'd from the dead now holds a throne 

Of glorious majesty. 

Jesus, our Ark of rest, 
For us a ransom found; 

By faith of Him we enter heav'n, 
And dwell on hallow'd ground. 

We have no city here, 
With Christ the Lord we rise, 

And sit where He to God presents 
His perfect sacrifice. 

Earth is a barren land, 
Her grief and joy unblest; 

Return, my soul, into the Ark, 
In Jesus be at rest. 

2 7 . • '• " 8s. 
" He is the Rock and His work is perfect." 
"All flesh is as grass, and all the glory of man as the 

flower of grass. The grass withereth, and the flower thereof 
falleth away; but the Word of the Lord endureth for ever." 

J ESUS, once slain on Calvary, 
The Son of Man, the Holy One, 

Nor change, nor end of days can see, 
His brethren He shall ne'er disown; 

For still He hates to put away, 
Though we from Him unkindly stray. 
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As autumn leaves, all creatures fade, 
And all their excellency dies; 

The Man on whom our sins were laid, 
Our great High-priest and Sacrifice, 

The Christ, the Son of God most high, 
The Prince of Life, can never die. 

Thee, Lord, for shelter we embrace, 
Jesus, our everlasting rock: 

Afraid of our own fickleness, 
To Thee we cling and brave the shock 

Of principalities and powers, 
For Christ, the Heavenly Man, is ours. 

2 8 . L M 

"The sting of death is sin; and the strength of sin is 
the law. But thanks be to God, who giveth us the victory 
through our Lord Jesus Christ." 

Y \ / T T H mingled joy and holy awe, 
My soul looks back to Calvary; 

The dreadful record, Sinai's law, 
Nail'd to my Saviour's cross I see. 

Death and his sting I overcome: 
Once Jesus prov'd their utmost power, 

He tells me of His vacant tomb, 
And makes me more than conqueror. 

In glorious raiment white and clean, 
I come to God without alarm; 

No spot on me by Justice seen, 
My safeguard, the Almighty arm. 
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I cast away my slavish chains, 
And to a Father now draw near, 

Whilst Jesus' cross my soul constrains 
To walk with God in holy fear. 

29 . 8s. 

"He that spareth not His own Son, but delivered Him 
up for us all, how shall He not with Him also freely give 
us all things." 

f~\ GOD! whose wondrous name is love, 
Whose hands have fashion'd us anew, 

Before Thy face now stands the Lamb, 
Whom sinful men once pierced and slew; 

Thy own dear Son Thou didst not spare, 
How shalt thou cease for us to care? 

Our heavenly Father, grant us all 
The new-born babe's simplicity; 

The doubtful mind be far from us, 
Who boast a God that cannot lie. 

Array'd in comeliness divine, 
On Jesus' bosom we recline. 

Thou art the potter, we the clay; 
Thy will be ours, Thy truth our light, 

Thy love the fountain of our joy, 
Thine arm our safeguard day and night, 

Till Thou shalt wipe our tears away, 
And Christ shall bring eternal day. 
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30. 8s-
"Behold I come quickly" (Rev. xxii. 7). 
"Behold I come quickly" (Rev. xxii. 12). 
"Surely I come quickly: Amen. Even so, come, Lord 

Jesus" (Rev. xxii. 20). 

' T ' H E Lord who did to heav'n ascend, 
Jesus, the Bright and Morning Star, 

Our kinsman, our familiar friend, 
Now shines upon us from afar, 

While here as strangers we sojourn, 
Waiting our glorious Lord's return. 

A suffering worm He once was made, 
And thus our sins He blotted out; 

Soon in the Father's glory clad, 
With angels and archangel's shout, 

The Lord shall come, and every eye 
Shall see His pow'r and majesty. 

The Bridegroom comes, then let the Bride 
With songs go forth her Lord to meet; 

He for her sake was crucified, 
The iron pierc'd His hands and feet. 

Come, Son of God, the once slain Lamb, 
Come and declare the Father's name. 

31. 7s-
"Who is the King of Glory? the Lord of Hosts He is 

King of Glory." 

T/" ING of Glory set on high, 
Girt with strength and majesty; 

We Thy holy name confess, 
Christ, the Lord our righteousness. 
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Jesus, spotless Lamb of God, 
Wondrous Gift on man bestow'd; 
Many crowns are on Thy head, 
Glorious firstborn from the dead. 

Gladly, Lord, we bow the knee 
By the Father's great decree, 
Unto His anointed One, 
Jesus His beloved Son. 

We Jehovah's throne surround, 
Each with harp of solemn sound 
Giving glory to our God 
For His Gift on us bestow'd. 

32. 8.7.4. 

"Even hereunto were ye called; because Christ also 
suffered for us, leaving us an example, that we should 
follow His steps." 

T F our heavenly Father's kindness 
Bitter waters bids us drink, 

To Gethsemane resorting 
There on Jesus let us think; 

Looking on Him, 
Who did e'er in trouble sink? 

Watching with our Lord and Saviour, 
Hark'ning to His earnest pray'r, 

Jesus' meek submission pond'ring, 
We perceive that God is there; 

To this garden 
We would oft with Christ repair. 
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How shall God's adopted children 

Any bitter cup refuse? 
Shall we charge the Lord with folly, 

Or of cruelty accuse? 
He was pleased 

His dear Son for us to bruise. 

3 3 . 7s. 

" He shall spare the poor and needy, and shall save the 
souls of the needy." 

/ ^ H R I S T , the spotless Sacrifice, 
Gives Himself to save the poor; 

By His dying agonies 
Justice opens Mercy's door. 

Come, my soul, be humbly bold 
Jesus' name to magnify: 

Christ, the Lamb of God, behold; 
He has triumphed gloriously. 

Ask as largely as thou wilt 
Of the Lamb for sinners slain; 

Tell Him all thy grief and guilt— 
Christ shall wash away the stain. 

Fountain of atoning blood, 
In Thy depths of love I sink: 

Christ for sinners surety stood, 
I the living waters drink. 
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34. C M . 

"This is the record, that God hath given to us eternal 
life, and this life is in His Son." 

r~)UR God for us spared not His Son, 
But bruised Him on the tree; 

His death is our eternal life, 
Our glorious liberty. 

Love mov'd the hand of God to smite, 
And mov'd the Son to bear; 

How sweet on Calvary to stand— 
The God of love is there. 

35, C.M. 

" Bow down thine ear, O Lord : hear me, for I am poor 
and needy." 

"If ye then be risen with Christ, seek those things which 
are above, where Christ sitteth at the right hand of God." 

"Set your affections on things above, and not on things 
on the earth." 

C ) U R God and Father, hear the cry 
Of poverty unfeign'd; 

O keep our mind and conscience pure, 
Our garments all unstain'd. 

In Jesus, glorified with Thee, 
Our high estate we learn, 

And hear a Father's voice that asks 
The children's kind return. 
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Then let the Spirit of Thy Son 
Raise up our souls from earth, 

To dwell with Christ, the Lord, on high, 
As suits our heav'nly birth. 

36 8.7-

"And now, O Father, glorify Thou me with Thine own 
self, with the glory which I had with Thee before the 
world was." 

\ T OW the bosom of the Father 
Jesus crucified requites; 

Christ exalted, crown'd with glory, 
In this recompense delights. 

Come, behold Him, our Forerunner, 
Gone within the holy place; 

Heav'n itself is Jesus' temple, 
There He sees the Father's face. 

As the eye of God the Father 
Ever loves on Christ to rest, 

Even so are Jesus' members 
In their Head beloved and blest. 

Praise and thanks to God we render, 
Cast our crowns before His throne; 

Jesus crucified, our glory, 
Jesus crucified, alone. 
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3 7 . C:M. 

"I beseech Thee show me Thy glory." 
"The same day at evening, being the first day of the 

week, when the doors were shut where the disciples were 
assembled, for fear of the Jews, came Jesus and stood in 
the midst, and saith unto them, 'Peace be unto you. '" 

' X ' H O U Son of God, our heav'nly Friend, 
Once slain upon the tree, 

We come Thy voice of love to hear, 
Thy glory, Lord, to see. 

Once other lords we blindly serv'd, 
And broken cisterns tried; 

But, sick at heart, we turn from them 
To Jesus crucified. 

O let us by the Spirit see 
Thy pierced hands and feet; 

Come, Saviour, Kinsman, Lord, and God, 
Make haste with us to meet. 

38. CM-
' ' The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit: a broken and 

a contrite heart, O God, Thou wilt not despise." 

' "TO Thee, my Father, would I bring 
A pleasant sacrifice; 

My gift upon Thine altar laid, 
Thy love will not despise. 
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I bring my heart, that turns from earth 

To Him I pierced and slew; 
A heart which only Christ could break, 

And Jesus' cross subdue. 

On Jesus' head my hand I lay, 
And, while for Him I mourn, 

My gift I offer in His name 
By whom my sins were borne. 

39. CM-

"Because thy loving-kindness is better than life, my 
lips shall praise Thee." 

T ^ H Y loving-kindness, O my God! 
Is more than life to me! 

Redeem'd from death, by Jesus' blood, 
I walk in liberty. 

In evil days, my anchor sure 
Enters within the vail. 

Thou bindest up my broken heart 
If storms thy child assail. 

A worm from out the dust I came; 
But in my low estate 

"Be thou for me," Thy love could say, 
How shall that love abate! 
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Though father, mother, both forsake, 
Thine arm upholds me still; 

And Thou shalt bear me all my days, 
Till I my course fulfil. 

Thy loving-kindness will I sing, 
While yet a stranger here; 

More skilful when with Christ the Lord 
In glory I appear. 

40. C.M. 

"For we which have believed do enter into rest." 

T REST in Christ the Son of God, 
Who took the servant's form; 

By faith I flee to Jesus' cross, 
My covert from the storm. 

At peace with God, no ills I dread, 
The cup of blessing mine; 

The Lord is ris'n, His precious blood 
Is new and living wine. 

Jesus put all my sins away 
When bruis'd to make me whole; 

Who shall accuse or who condemn 
My blameless, ransom'd soul? 

O thou Destroyer, see the blood 
That makes the guilty clean; 

No prey of thine the soul on which 
This token once is seen. 
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4 1 . C.M. 

" The Lord thy God in the midst of thee is mighty; He 
will save. He will rejoice over thee with joy; He will rest 
in His love, He will joy over thee with singing." 

f~* OD in His love to us can rest 
Through Jesus' sacrifice, 

Can hear a moving voice of pray'r 
In speechless tears and sighs. 

The longing of our thirsty soul, 
A thought, an upward look, 

The God of love delights to write 
In His eternal book. 

While mourners smite the breast and pray, 
With simple words and few, 

Jesus from heav'n their spirit cheers, 
' And says, " I died for you." 

Father of Lights, at Jesus' cross 
Our loftiness abase; 

The contrite with Jehovah speak, 
And commune face to face 

4 2 . 8-7-4-
"Surely He hath borne our griefs, and carried our 

sorrows." 
" Wherefore God also hath highly exalted Him." 

D Y the hand of Justice stricken, 
Christ our Passover was made; 

Now the Father on His shoulder 
All the government has laid ; 

Trust in Jesus, 
O my soul, nor be afraid. 
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Heav'n and earth He made and. fashion'd, 
They the Christ of God proclaim; 

Death and hell, and powers of darkness, 
Tremble at the Saviour's name. 

Let all creatures 
Bow the knee unto the Lamb. 

Resting safe beneath His shadow, 
We discern the Father's face; 

Who but Jesus, slain for sinners, 
Can Jehovah's form express? 

We will glory 
In the Lord our Righteousness. 

43- . . . . . . ; 8.7.4. 
" Unto Thee I will pray, O Lord, my Rock." 

C MITTEN Rock of our Salvation, 
Son ofGod, our Priest and King, 

Shall the poor and needy perish 
Who to Thee for shelter cling? 

Living waters 
From the Rock of Ages spring. 

Should our heart, o'erwhelm'd within us, 
Mourn as if all joy were dead, 

Gracious God, by Thy good Spirit, 
To their Rock Thy people lead: 

Jesus' fulness 
Shall supply our utmost need. 

D 
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44. L-M-

"For yet a little while, and He that shall come will 
come, and will not tarry." 

^ P H E hour decreed hastes on apace, 
When children who in tears have sown, 

Shall see their heavenly Father's face, 
And know their God as they are known. 

But how before the creature's eye 
Shall God without a veil appear? 

The Lamb once slain on Calvary 
Shall the great mystery declare. 

Jesus the servant's form would take, 
The Son of God for sinners died; 

In Jesus' likeness I shall wake, 
In Jesus' fulness satisfied. 

Soon as a dream or tale that's told 
The heavens and earth must pass away, 

While we the Son of Man behold, 
Nor in one thought from Jesus stray. 

The heavens and earth shall be renew'd, 
To show His death upon the tree; 

To Him must all things be subdu'd, 
To Jesus all must bow the knee. 

Our city God Himself did btiild, 
The Lamb its' everlasting light; 

No tears, no curse, 'tis undefTPd, 
All blameless iri Jehovah's sight. 
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39 

C M . 

"There is, therefore, now no condemnation to them 
-which are in Christ Jesus, who walk not after the flesh 
but after the Spirit." 

" N ^ c o ndemnation"—O my soul, 
'Tis God that speaks the word; 

Perfect in comeliness art thou, 
In Christ thy glorious Lord. 

In heav'n His blood for ever speaks 
In God the Father's ear; 

His Church, the jewels on His heart, 
Jesus will ever bear. 

"No condemnation"—precious word! 
Consider it, my soul; 

Thy sins were all on Jesus laid, 
His stripes have made thee whole. 

Teach us, O God, to fix our eyes 
On Christ the spotless Lamb; 

So shall we love Thy gracious will, 
And glorify Thy name. 

46. S-M. 

" I have blotted out, as. a thick cloud, thy transgressions, 
and, as a cloud, thy sins: return unto me; for I have 
redeemed thee." 

IV/TY sins are blotted.out 
Since Jesus died for me; 

My times are in a Father's hand, 
My steps in His decree. 
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Jesus in heav'h appears 

For me to intercede, 
And countless benefits proclaim, 

"The Lord is ris'n indeed." 

A little child is free 
Of carefulness and guile, 

Rests in a mother's guardian love, 
And waits a father's smile. 

Father of Spirits, hear, 
Make me this little child; 

May I delight myself in Thee, 
By no mistrust defU'd. 

47. CM 

"The captive exile hastened that he may be loosed." 

1V/TY soul amid this stormy world 
Is like some fluttered dove; 

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

The cords that bound my heart to earth 
Are broken by His hand; 

Before His cross I found myself 
A stranger in the land. 

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

These were His golden chains of love, 
His captive to enthral. 
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My heart is with Him on His throne, 
And ill can brook delay; 

Each moment list'ning for the voice, 
"Rise up and come away." 

With hope deferr'd oft sick and faint, 
"Why tarries He?" I cry; 

Let not the Saviour chide my haste, 
For then I would reply,: 

"May not a exile, Lord, desire 
His own sweet land to see? 

May not a captive seek release, 
A pris'ner to be free? 

"A child, when far away, may long 
For home and kindred dear; 

And she that waits her absent lord 
May sigh till he appear." 

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

Would Search the myst'ry of Thy love, 
The depths of all Thy woes. 

I fain would strike my harp divine 
Before the Father's throne; 

There cast my crown of righteousness, 
And sing what grace has done. 

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

Come, Lord, and take me to Thyself, 
"Come, Jesus, quickly come,." 
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48. L M 

" H e shall feed His .flock like a shepherd: He shall 
gather the lambs with His arm, and carry them in His 
bosom, and shall gently lead those that are with young." 

*T*HE Lamb of God exalted reigns, 
Once slain, He lives no more to die; 

He broke a guilty pris'ner's chains, 
And I withiri His bosom lie. 

I laugh at famine, smile at fear, 
While telling all my riches o'er: 

I have the Lord, my Shepherd, near, 
And in His fulness see my store. 

If troubles rise, or cares annoy, 
By wicked foes am I pppress'd? 

He's my deep stream of peace and joy, 
My pastures of eternal rest. 

Satan would fright me from the way. 
His wiles I prove, his snares I.know.;. 

Pride, folly, guilt, that make me stray, 
Are poisoned arrows from his bow. 

But still, in dark and gloomy days, 
My Saviour does the Shepherd's part; 

Restores me to His holy ways, 
And baffles all the tempter's art. 

To Him, who bore my sins, I cry, 
Tell Him my foolishness and fears; 

And while His rod I justify,' 
With kiss of love H e dries my tears. 
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My erring steps I call to mind, 
And shame and sorrow fill my soul, 

To think I should be so unkind 
To Him whose stripes have made me whole. 

While I my daily battle wage, 
With foes that force and fraud combine, 

My Captain-Shepherd curbs their rage, 
And cheers me with His bread and wine. 

By His good Spirit's quickening breath 
I taste His love, behold His power; 

His shame and glory, life and death, . 
Make me a more than conqueror: , 

His tender mercies follow still 
Each step of my appointed race; 

In weakness now I do His will, 
But hope to see Him face to face. 

Then God shall wipe all tears away, 
As we are known we then shall know; 

Nor shall we from those fountains stray, 
Whence living waters ceaseless flow. 

49. 7s-
" W h o i$ like unto Thee, O Lord, among the gods? 

•who is like Thee, glorious in holiness, fearful in praises, 
doing wonders?" 

r~* OD of glorious holiness, 
Hearken while Thy name we bless; 

Thou wast pleased Thy Son to bruise, 
Jesus' cross Thy bosom shows. 
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Holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Shall we dread Thy hurtful sword? 
Never shall it wake again, 
Christ our Passover is slain. 

We rejoice in Thy dear Son, 
Glory in His cross alone; 
Jesus bore our* sins away, 
On His head our hand we lay. 

Faith discerns Thy mercy-seat, 
Speaks with God in converse sweet; 
Rais'd with' Christ and set oh high, 
Children, "Abba, Father," cry/ 

5 0 . • : C-M. 

"And He left them; and went away again, and prayed 
the third time, saying the same words." 

HTHE Son of God, the Prince of Life, 
Thrice in the garden pray'd; 

The sword was drawn to pierce the Man 
On whom our sins were laid. 

He ask'd if it were possible 
The cup might pass away; 

Made flesh for us, the Son of God 
A prostrate suppliant lay. 

Strong crying, tears, and sweat of blood, 
Bespeak His agony; • 

Yet must He sink in deeper grief, 
That we may never die. 
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The sword awaken'd cannot rest 

Till God has slain His Son; 
The Lord must die on Calvary, 

And thus for sin atone, 

Go to Gethsemane, my soul, 
And watch with Jesus there; 

Ponder His foretaste, of the cup-
Then to the cross repair. 

51. SM-
" Seventy weeks are determined upon Thy people and 

upon Thy holy city,, to finish.the transgression, and to 
make an end of sins, and to make reconciliation for iniquity, 
and to bring in everlasting righteousness, and to seal up 
the vision and prophecy, and to anoint the most holy." 

HTHE Lamb is offer'd up, 
The Son of God is. slain; 

Jehovah's mercy-seat appears, 
The vail is rent, in twain. 

Now truth and mercy meet 
In holy unity; 

Since Jesus' blood the pardon seals 
That sets the pris'ner free. 

Within the holy place, 
Made by Jehovah's hand, 

Let Jesus, who was crucified, 
The King of Glory stand. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates ! 
With Christ' we enter in; ' ' ' ' 

The children's fellowship with God 
We claim by blood divine. 
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52. s 

"This do in remembrance of Me." • •> 

V V H T H Jesus in our midst 
We gather round the board; 

Though many we are one in Christ, 
One body in the Lord. 

Our sins were laid on Him 
When bruis'd on Calvary; 

With Christ we died and rose again, 
And sit with Him on high. 

Faith eats the bread of life, 
And drinks the living wine; 

Thus we. in love, together knit, 
On Jesus' breast recline. 

Soon shall the night be gone, 
And we with Jesus reign; 

The marriage supper of the Lamb 
Shall banish all our paihi 

53. CM-
"That He might be just and the justifier of him that 

believeth in Jesus." 

TESUS did pass.the angels by, 
J Our flesh on Him to take, 
That God might bruise His Son for us, 

And on the cross forsake. 
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Jehovah's terrors now no more 
In darkness vail His throne; 

Mount Calvary proclaims His grace—-
There all His name is known. , 

There justice counts the guilty clean; 
There truth and mercy meet; 

All boasting is excluded there, 
And God alone is great. 

To God we sing of Jesus' cross; 
Our heavenly Father, hear; 

Worthy the Lamb, and none but He, 
The many crowns to wear. 

In all Thy glory let Him come, 
In His own brightness shine, 

And reap in joy, who sow'd in tears, 
And shed His blood divine. 

54. 8s. 

"Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God Almighty, which was, 
and is, and is to come." 

Q U R Father! by whose Spirit's pow'r 
Thy Son was of a woman made, 

And in His life and dying hour 
The broken law for us obey'd: 

Thy Spirit in Thy children dwells, 
And to our hearts Thy love reveals. 
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Tesus, enthron'd at Thy right hand, 
Sent forth from-Thee the Comforter, 

By whom Thy saints anointed stand 
Within the holiest—and there, 

In Christ unblemish'd and complete, 
Adore Thee at Thy mercy seat. 

O let Thy children's concord be 
An image bright of things above, 

A glass to show the unity 
Of Father, Son, and Spirit's love; 

A living picture to display, 
A love that we can ne'er repay. 

This everlasting love redeems 
The needy from their guilt and woe; 

These fountains yield the living streams 
Which through eternity shall flow; 

Stronger than death this threefold cord, 
Thou holy, holy, holy Lord. 

5 5 . C.M. 

"God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes." 

T N Jesus one, we do not part, 
Though now we say "Farewell;" 

Christ is our head and risen Lord, 
In whom by faith we dwell. 

One Father communes with us all, 
We have one mercy-seat; • 

And thither by-one Spirit led 
The" friends of Jesus meet' 
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Each from the other far away, 
Much sea and land between, 

Each to the other shall be dear, 
As we so long have been. 

From Jesus' cross we caught the fire 
Of mutual love sincere; 

Jesus who made us pure in heart 
Marks ev'ry parting tear. 

We shall be gather'd to the Lord, 
And ever with Him dwell; 

Then shall the friends of Jesus meet, 
And never say "Farewell." 

5 6 . CM. 

"The riches of His grace." 

Q O D of all Grace! behold the Man 
Who came from heav'n to die; 

Thy own dear Son whom Thou didst bruise 
Now sits with Thee on high. 

Thy bosom was His dwelling-place, 
The universe He built; 

Of woman born, and crucified, 
He put away our guilt. 

He is the King of Righteousness, 
His cross Thy mercy-seat; 

There, Heav'nly Father, with Thy saints 
Thou dost in friendship meet. 
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Thy children are with Jesus one, 

In Him is Thy delight; 
As Christ the Head, the members all 

Are precious in Thy sight. 

The Royal Priesthood offer praise, 
Through Jesus'blood divine; 

Thou, Lord, art our inheritance, 
And we, great God, are Thine. 

Our cup of joy is mix'd with tears, 
A foreign land we tread, 

And mourn the sins that pierced the Lord 
Who suffered in our stead. 

The Spirit and the Bride say "Come;" 
Let Christ, the Lord, appear, 

And to His bosom take His Bride, 
To rest for ever there. 

Then shall Thy heart rejoice to see ' 
The marriage of the Lamb— 

To hear us with the Bridegroom sirig 
The praises of Thy name. 

Then all Thy works iri heaven and earth, 
And in the depths beneath, 

Shall magnify Jehovah's lovej 
That love which conquers death. 

Waiting for day, we sing by night, 
'Midst enemies arid war:' 

For by Thy Spirit we behold' 
The Bright and Morning Star. 
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57. »-8. 

"Knowing that He which raised up the Lord Jesus shall 
raise us up' also by Jesus, and shall present; us together 
with you." 

"DELOVED! why garnish the tombs of your dead? 
Why grave ye the name on the stone? 

Behold how the traveller rests in his bed, 
His pilgrimage finish'd, right well has he sped, 

To Jesus the spirit is gone ! 

The finger of Mercy has written each name 
In durable letters of blood; 

Go, read it by faith in the book of the Lamb, 
The record for ever and ever the same, 

Laid up in the bosom of God! 

Companions depart in the watches of night, 
To meet us at dawning of day; 

The Bridegroom is coming with pow'r and might, 
The ashes are ransom'd and dear in His sight; 

Then why at the tomb will ye stay? 

Once Jesus could weep—He forbids not the tear 
At winding the clay in the shroud; . 

Yet speaks from His throne to. the circumcis'd ear, 
Reminds us how quickly the Lord shall appear, 

And points to the bow in the cloud! 
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58. C-M-

"Delight thyself in the Lord, and He shall give thee 
the desires of thine heart,.'! , . 

(~)NE thing, rny Father—only one— • 
My heart desires of Thee; 

To know thy well-beloved Son 
And Jesus' beauty see. 

Thy converse makes my soul too great 
To pant for earthly joy; 

Rais'd up from low to high estate, 
In God I find employ. 

My Saviour lives! no hurtful sword, 
No foes, no.ills, I dread; 

For I am one with Christ the Lord, 
The First-Born from the dead. 

A Man of Sorrows poor and weak, 
While in this foreign land, 

Now sits that true Melchizedek, 
With Thee at Thy right hand. 

His resurrection's power and might, 
His cross and depths of woe— 

My God! unveil them to my sight, 
Their myst'ries let me know. 

Teach me in Jesus to abide, 
And in Thy bosom dwell, 

Unstained by unbelief or pride, 
Unhurt by darts of hell. 
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May I no more Thy spirit grieve, 
But all His whispers hear; 

Thy words into my heart receive, 
And walk in godly fear. 

Then, skilful, I with solemn song 
Shall praise the spotless Lamb: 

In perfect weakness He was strong, 
His cross declares Thy name. 

59 . ~*~ 7s-
"The joy of the Lord is your strength." 

L J E A V E N L Y Father! we have seen 
How Thy mercy made us clean: 

Jesus, now enthron'd with Thee, 
Bare our sins upon the tree: 
Him we boast—in Him rejoice, 
Hark'ning to Thy Spirit's voice. 

Earthly things, at best a dream 
To Thy happy children seem; 
While they taste within the vail 
Holy joys that cannot fail; 
Drinking new and heavenly wine, 
Mingled both for Thee and Thine. 

Darkness soon shall flee away, 
Night give place to endless day; 
Soon shall Christ the Lord appear, 
We His perfect image bear, 
And on Jesus' bosom rest, 
Gather'd to His marriage feast. 
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Pilgrims we and strangers now, 
Where but thorns and briers grow; 
In a world'by sin undone, 
We the race appointed run; 
And content with foes that wage 
War with unremitting rage. , 

Yet,: amidst the gloom of night, 
Shines the Morning Star, whose light, 
Hid from earthly wisdom's eye, 
They whom Thou hast taught espy; 
They the faithful sign discern 
Of their Master's quick return. 

Ever let this blessed hope 
Cheer our. spirits, lest they.droop; 
Let it move us: all to be 
Pleasant children unto Thee, 
Singing praises to Thy name, 
Equal praises to the Lamb. 

60. ' C-M-

" Thanks be to God who always eauseth us to triumph 
in Christ." 

T PRAISE Thy name, 0. Jesus, Lord,' 
Almighty Son of God; , 

The world's Creator,' by Thy Word-^-
My Saviour, by Thy blood. , • , 
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The waves of hell why should I fear, 
Though I am but a,.worm;, 

In every wave Thy voice I hear, 
Thy mercy wings the storm. 

Thy Spirit whispers to my soul 
That all in heav'n is peace; 

Then with a kingly pow'r and rule 
Faith bids the tempest cease. 

Faith quells it by Thy glorious name, 
And makes Thy terider breast 

My welcome haven, safe and calm, 
My heav'nly port of rest. 

Thy wonders in the floods I see, 
Thy throne is on the deep. l 

And I will sit and reign with Thee, 
Let storms awak6 or sleep. 

61. L M 

"This corruptible must put on incorruption." 

f~* REAT Son of God! redeeming Lord, 
• Whose cross prepar'd Thy, crown; 

The Father rais'd.Thee from the tomb; 
And made His glqry known. 

Thou wast a Man of Sorrows once, 
With men sojourning .here; • , 

Our great High-priest,,enthron'd in, heaven, 
Behold this grave and bier. 
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The Spirit from its house of clay 
Is fled, and dwells with Thee; 

Both what is gone and what remains 
Were ransom'd on the tree. 

This body, precious in Thy sight, 
Which we to earth consign, 

Shall put on immortality 
And in Thy likeness shine. 

For Thou shalt in Thy glory come, 
And wake it out of sleep;. 

Then at the marriage of the Lamb 
Thy saints no more shall weep. 

Thy Spirit gives us skill to sing 
Thy praise with solemn joy; 

O Jesus, Thou didst on the cross 
The power of death destroy. 

62 . Ss. 

"God forbid that I should glory, save in the cross of the 
Lord Jesus Christ." 

C ) U R God, whose Justice did awake 
The sword against Thy well-belov'd, 

Thou didst Thy own dear Son forsake, 
To mercy by His cries unmov'd. 

Thy perfect image, Thy delight, 
He ever had beheld Thy face; 

Thy bosom was of native right 
His proper, secret dwelling-place. 
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Yet was the Lord made flesh, and nail'd 
By men, His creatures, to the tree; 

By all the pow'rs of hell assail'd, 
And bruis'd, and pierced, and slain by Thee. 

In His own majesty array'd, 
He spake and built the universe; 

But to redeem us He was made 
A dying outcast and a curse. 

His depths unsearchable of woe 
Alone our utmost guilt proclaim; 

And only Jesus' cross can show 
The utmost glories of Thy name. 

6 3 . C.M. 

"Behold how good and how pleasant it is for brethren 
to dwell together in unity." 

^ H I N E heart, Thou Father of us all, 
Rejoices in Thy Son; 

To call us brethren He delights, 
Thy saints with Him are one. 

The Spirit in Thy children dwells, 
How strong the threefold cord 

Which, Heavenly Father, binds them all 
To Thee in Christ the Lord. 

Their unity is like the oil 
Poured out on Aaron's head; 

The ointment to his skirt ran down, 
And fragrance round him shed. 



Tis like the plenteous dew of night 
That clothes in freshest green, 

Hermon in drought,'with Zion's hills, 
But drops from heaven unseen. 

Great was Thy children?s mutual love, 
O God, in bygone days; 

'Twas a bright mirror of Thy name 
For men and angels' gaze. 

But where is now the unity 
Of happier days of yore? 

Its brightness*-freshness, fragrance, Lord, 
O when wilt Thou restore? 

Froward are we, yet we are Thine, 
And shall Thy face behold, 

Where nothing enters that defiles, 
And love ne'er waxes cold. 

6 4 . • •''•• ' 8.7. 

"Them that sleep in Jesus shall God bring with Him." 

f ^ A N heavenly friendships pass away, 
So true and tender-hearted? 

Can death make1 any saint his prey 
When from the earthly house of clay 

The spirit has departed? 

Behold, at God's right hand, the Man 
In whom the dead at re sleeping;. 

The Lamb without a spot or stain, 
The Lord who died and rose again 

Their dust is safely keeping. 
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In heav'n with Him .their spirits rest, 
By angels thither carried; 

No foes assail them or molest 
Who oft were out of measure prest 

While here on earth they tarried. 

In heav'n they see the Saviour's face, 
So bright, yet so endearing; 

His bosom is their resting-place, 
They call to mind their finish'd race, 

And wait for His appearing. 

He tells us from His mercy-seat 
How short our.night of Sorrow; 

Departed brethren we shall meet, 
And all the Saints assembled greet 

The Bridegroom on the morrow. 

65. CM-
"The Lord is my portion, saith my soul, therefore will 

I hope in Him." 

T~)0 not we know all earthly love 
To be a withering flower, 

A broken cistern, and the sport 
Of Satan's craft and power. 

Man dies, and then his earthly love 
And earthly friendships die; 

Nor live again, but in the grave 
For ever buried lie. 
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And man's own hands, alas! full oft 
The hand of death forestall; 

For man is Satan's willing slave, 
Obedient to his call. 

How strong are pride and jealousy, 
Envy and thirst for gold, 

To part the friends whose mutual love 
'Twas thought could ne'er grow cold! 

To hatred earth-born love may turn, 
Or by ingratitude, 

Or fruitless chase, or when it takes 
The prey it long pursued. 

The father to his offspring may 
A cruel foe become; 

The mother hate the child she bare 
And nourish'd from the womb. 

Oft they who rise from low degree, 
And high estate attain, 

Banish their brethren from their sight, 
And former friends disdain. 

Oft they who shar'd the rich man's purse, 
His poverty abhor; 

And those revile him in distress 
Who flatter'd him before. 
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The sland'rer or backbiter's tongue, 
Or thoughtless babbler's tale, 

Can stop the stream of earthly love 
And make the spring to fail. 

Absence will oft its bonds dissolve, 
And hearts that seem'd but one 

Can be divided by no cause 
Save fickleness alone. 

And, if in all its fairest forms 
That love the soul enchant, 

The soul with all its idols still 
Is weary, sick, and faint. 

Thy mysteries to Thine elect 
Thou dost, O God! disclose; 

And, heavenly Father, in Thy love 
Thy children find repose. 

Thy love redeem'd them by the cross, 
Confounding human pride; 

And in Thy love, with Christ the Lord, 
For ever they abide. 

Without beginning is Thy love, 
And withers not with time; 

It is the boast and joy of saints 
In every age and clime. 
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It is a river of delights 
To'quench Thy children's thirst; 

From out Thy throne the crystal flood, 
The living waters burst. 

Our folly and ingratitude 
Which Thy good Spirit grieve, 

Can move Thee but to: chasten ;us, 
Ne'er to forsake or leave. 

Thy love, with its approving smile, 
Awakes our godly fear1; 

And its corrections to our hearts 
Thy holy name endear. 

Time and'eternity are ours, : -
The world, and life, arid death, 

The heav'Ti of heav'ns, the throne of God, 
And depths'of hell beneath. 

Thoii in Thy wondrous love hast found 
Thy everlasting rest: 

Art happy in our happiness, 
In blessing us art blest. 

And we, O'ershadow'd by Thy wings, 
Si rig praises to Thy name;' 

For all our hopes'shall be fulfill'd 
God, and in the Lamb. 
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66. CM-

"Jesus . . . . departed again into a mountain, himself 
alone." 

( ^ ) H ! how I love in solitude, 
Great God, to speak with Thee; 

For Thou whose grace my soulrenew'd 
A Father' art to me. 

With Thee how sweet to be alone, 
And in full tide of prayer, 

Lord God of Hosts, before Thy throne 
To lay the bosom bare. 

From Thee no secret thoughts I hide, 
No myst'ries of fhy soul; 

To Thee whose Son was crucified 
With joy I tell the whole. 

Thus surely,Thy confiding child 
Thy close embrace obtains; 

And by Thy friendship is beguil'd 
Of all his griefs and pains. 

For freedom to rejoice and grieve, 
Where none but God is by, 

All other friends full oft I leave, 
Though-not without a sigh. 

But soon the Bridegroom shall appear, 
Then shall each wedding guest 

Unfold to his Companions dear 
All secrets of his breast. 
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67. 

Behold the Lamb of God." 

^ H E N Thou, 0 God! didst bid Thy sword 
Awake against Thy only Son, 

With tears and sweat of blood the Lord 
For mercy sought, yet found He none! 

Prostrate He uttered thrice His prayer, 
Yet thou would'st not the suppliant spare. 

His brethren shunn'd the sight in sleep, 
To strengthen Him the angel came; 

And if at death's approach, so deep 
Those inward sorrows of the Lamb, 

O how unsearchable His pain 
When He was made a curse and slain! 

Thy face, His noon-day sun, was hid 
From Him when hanging on the tree; 

"My God, my God!" the Saviour cried, 
"Why hast Thou thus forsaken Me?" 

Jesus! Thy cross our pardon seal'd, 
And God the Father's name reveal'd. 

Thy cross to Thee our hearts shall bind, 
And let no idol come between; 

That we the blessedness may find 
Of things eternal and unseen: 

Taste the rich fruit of all Thy woes, 
And in the Father's love repose. 
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6 8 C.M. 

"Here we have no continuing city, but we seek one 
to come." 

"VT O more we seek a resting-place 
Where thorns and briers grow: 

No Eden now is found on earth, 
But sin and every woe. 

Faith sees the Paradise of God, 
The better heavenly land; 

That holy city faith espies, 
Not built by human hand. 

O earth! we only ask of thee, 
When saints in Jesus sleep, 

A grave which, till the Bridegroom come, 
Our brethren's dust shall keep. 

We ask thee no inheritance, 
For we are pilgrims here; 

Our God new heav'ns and earth shall make— 
Our Father's house is there. 

The sun shall rise without a cloud, 
Shall rise and ne'er go down; 

With God our Father we shall dwell, 
And know as we are known. 
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69. 8s. 

"God is Love, and he that dwelleth in love dwelleth ki 
God and God in him." 

HPHOU God of Love, Thy name we bless, 
In Thee, Our Father, we are glad; 

In everlasting righteousness •• • ,-
Thy chilldren are by Thee array'd; 

Nor could'st Thou make Thy face to shine 
On us except through blood divine. 

Our God, Thy pure all-searching eyes 
On Jesus' perfect beauty rest, 

Heaven's incense is the sacrifice 
Of our Melchizedek—that Priest, 

Thy own dear Son, upon the tree, 
Once offer'd up Himself to Thee. 

Through Jesus' interceding blood 
Fronr Thee came forth the Holy-* Dove, 

In all our hearts to shed abroad 
Thy marvellous, eternal love. 

Thou gavest to Thy only Son 
Thy Church to be with Jesus one. 

Thy love we sing while thus by night 
We watch and wait the cloudless morn! 

How glorious then will be the sight 
Of Him who, 'midst reproach and scorn, 

Prepar'd, when He was crucified, •: 
A marriage garment for HisBride, 
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70 L-M-

"Let those that weep be as though they wept not, and 
those that rejoice be as though they rejoiced not, for the 
fashion of this world passeth away." 

T MOURN for sin^-it piere'd the Lord, 
Whose sorrows all its guilt disclose,; 

And daily I amselfaibhorr'd, 
Rememb'ring all His bitter woes, • 

By aught beside, if mov'd to tears, 
I am as though I did not weep; 

Sin only to my soul appears 
A cause of mourning great and deep. 

My joy hath immortality, 
Since from eternal love it springs;, 

At peace with God I dwell on high. 
With Christ the glorious King of kings. 

On aught of earth that makes me glad 
I only can bestow a smile,. • • • 

Which says, "All earthly joys must fade 
And perish in a little while." 

Jesus who died and rose again 
Shall soon in pow'r and glory come— 

The spotless Lamb that once was slain 
To save me. from, the sinner's doom. 

Then I, with harp of solemn sound, 
Though sin my;grief no longer be, 

Will sing how He redemption found 
By bearing sin upon the tree. ; 
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"A friend loveth at all times, and a brother is born for 
adversity-" 

A HUMAN heart yet ever kind, 
O Jesus, Lord, is Thine; 

A Brother's love in Thee we find, 
Love human yet divine. 

Well known is all this land to Thee, 
Through which we hasten home; 

Here Thou wast slain upon the tree, 
Here buried in the tomb. 

Thy pity stirs at every sigh 
That we Thy members heave; 

Men touch the apple of Thine eye 
Whene'er Thy saints they grieve. 

Upon Thy bosom we repose 
And weariness forget; 

Thy voice beguiles us of our woes, 
And makes the bitter sweet. 

Thy grace our failing strength renews, 
Thy paths are paths of peace; 

If thence we stray, Thy love pursues, 
Thy mercies never cease. 

Thou Son of God, our great High-priest, 
Unchangeable the same, 

In hope of our eternal rest 
We bless and praise Thy name. 
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7 2 8.6. 

"There is a river the streams whereof make glad the 
city of God, the holy place of the tabernacles of the Most 
High." 

TSJOW is our life no more a dream, 
Nor shadows we pursue; 

The world a thing of nought we deem, 
Our joys are now a living stream, 

Our song is ever new. 

The Lord who stoop'd from heav'n to die, 
The Mighty One to save, 

Hid for awhile from mortal eye, 
Now sits with God enthron'd on high, 

Triumphant o'er the grave. 

The Prince of Life by faith we see, 
His saints with him are one; 

Our Father! who is like to Thee, 
For us Thy justice on the tree 

Did bruise Thy only Son. 

We have no home nor city here, 
This earth is all unblest; 

Let Christ the Lord again appear, 
And wipe away our every tear, 

And give us perfect rest. 

Our God, Thy holy name we bless, 
And drink our cup of woes; 

For in our manifold distress 
Hope makes this barren wilderness 

To blossom as the rose. 
F 
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7 3 . C.M. 

" We are of His bones and of His flesh." 

(~)H, Lord! amidst the gloom of night 
We will rejoice with Thee, 

Who now art dwelling in the light, 
From death and sorrow free. 

Thou sittest on the Father's throne 
By Thy own blood divine; 

On Thee, His well-beloved Son, 
His face shall ever shine. 

In our adversity Thou art 
Our Brother and our Friend, 

And soon, to show us all Thy heart, 
Thou wilt from heaven descend. 

Thy members, Lord, though tears they shed 
Until that glorious day, 

Rejoice with Thee, their living Head, 
Whose griefs are fled away. 

74. LM-
"Enoch walked earnestly with God; or, Enoch walked 

with God in the diligence of faith." 

I 7 A T H E R , we tread the narrow way, 
O fill our hearts with holy fear; 

Children of light and of the day, 
We have no home nor city here. 
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The Lamb that did for sin atone, 
Once slain to set His pris'ners free, 

Exalted on Thy glorious throne 
At Thy right hand, O God! we see. 

We look into the gulf of hell, 
That only'dungeon of despair; 

Thy vengence on our Surety fell, 
Which else on us had fallen there. 

Thy love is evermore the same, 
We dread not Thy avenging sword; 

With Zion's songs we praise Thy name, 
Thou Holy, Holy, Holy Lord. 

Thy Spirit fashion'd us anew 
And dwells in us our gentle Guide, 

With heav'nly unction, heav'nly dew, 
That we may in Thy love abide. 

The Prince of Darkness lulls to sleep 
The world that soon must hear its doom; 

Give us our faithful watch to keep 
Amidst the ever-thick'ning gloom. 

Do Thou Thy own decrees perform, 
Thou art our Portion, we are Thine; 

Thy will be done by calm or storm, 
For on Thy bosom we recline. 
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7 5 . CM-

"The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit; a broken 
and a contrite heart, O God, Thou wilt not despise." 

T H E contrite heart is incense sweet, 
Our gracious God, to Thee; 

It worships at Thy mercy-seat 
In perfect liberty. 

The contrite heart is large and deep, 
Thy mysteries it knows; 

On Calvary abides to weep, 
And shares in Thy repose. 

Fit dwelling of the heav'nly Dove 
Trembling with holy fear; 

For Christ the Bridegroom, sick of love, 
It waits till He appear. 

Image express of Thy dear Son, 
The now exalted Lamb; 

It meekly says, "Thy will be done," 
And sanctifies Thy name. 

It yields a note in ev'ry sigh, 
Of melody divine, 

To which attent, O God! Most High, 
Thou dost Thine ear incline. 

That gift which Thou wilt not despise 
Do Thou to us impart; 

And then accept our sacrifice— 
A broken, contrite heart. 
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76. 

"All thy works shall praise thee, O Lord! and Thy 
saints shall bless Thee." 

' 'T 'HY children, God of Love, unite 
To bless Thy hallow'd name; 

We render praises with delight 
To Thee and to the Lamb. 

Thy love, ere heav'n and earth were made, 
Beheld us in Thy Son, 

In Jesus' beauty all array'd, 
With Christ for ever one. 

We are the treasure of Thy heart, 
Thy children well-belov'd; 

The hills and mountains shall depart, 
But we shall not be mov'd. 

If thou dost try us or reprove, 
Or smite with chast'ning rod, 

It is a token of Thy love, 
Our Father and our God. 

The song of heav'n we sing to Thee, 
For Christ the Lord is there; 

And like Him soon Thy saints shall be, 
To meet Him in the air. 

O let Him come, that we may know 
Thy wond'rous works and ways; 

That He may teach Thy children how 
Thy hallow'd name to praise. 
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"As the appearance of the bow that is in the cloud in the day 
of rain, so was the appearance of the brightness round about." 

"And there was a rainbow round about the throne." 

r ^ U R God, Thou wilt look, for Thy mercies endure, 
On the bow in the cloud, and Thy covenant keep 

Which to earth does her seed-time and harvest ensure, 
Till the last trump awaken the dead from their sleep. 

To all kindreds and nations the rainbow appears, 
After storms have abated on land or at sea; 

It speaks in all tongues, all beholders it cheers, 
They confess it Thy workmanship, worthy of Thee. 

Yet its sevenfold glories a mystery show 
Which the wisdom of earth is not able to learn; 

To Thy chosen Thou givest Thy secret to know, 
And Thy name in the cross of Thy Son to discern. 

The dark cloud is our guilt—we were sentenced to die, 
But the rainbow proclaims Thy perfections combin'd 

To bless us in Christ, who came down from on high, 
And His life for His members so freely resign'd. 

With its token of peace—O how lovely Thy throne! 
We can worship in holiest liberty there; 

Since Thy grace by the heavenly rainbow is known! 
And the hues are all blended Thy name to declare. 
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78. 

"Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life, and I shall dwell in the house of the 
Lord for ever." 

T3Y heavenly birth, O God! we claim 
A heritage in Thee; 

Redeem'd from endless death and shame, 
Thy face we hope to see. 

Thy Royal Priesthood do not crave 
A portion here below; 

Thy Son has triumph'd o'er the grave, 
By Him Thy love we know. 

Our kinsman sits at Thy right hand, 
Thy Spirit is our guide 

Throughout this barren, thirsty land, 
Where Christ was crucified. 

A pleasant land, a city strong, 
A dwelling-place of rest, 

A home of love to us belong, 
And soon shall be possest. 

Thou art our everlasting Light, 
O Father! take us home; 

Thy Son for all His griefs requite, 
And let Thy kingdom come, 
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79. 8.6. 

"How amiable are Thy tabernacles, O Lord of Hosts." 

VVTE, Thy redeem'd, O God! pursue 
Our way with heav'nly song; 

For Thou art ever kind and true, 
Still bringing to Thy children's view 

That home for which we long. 

For us Thy Son is gone before 
Into the pleasant land; 

And by Thy Spirit evermore 
We will the risen Lord adore 

Who sits at Thy right hand. 

It is beneath a Father's eye 
This wilderness we tread; 

Thou dost with manna from on high 
And waters from our Rock supply 

Thy children's daily need. 

Thou bearest us on eagles' wings, 
Our life bound up in Thine; 

Joint-heirs with Christ, the King of kings, 
We glory not in earthly things— 

Our hope is all divine. 

O when shall we with perfect skill 
Sing praise, our God, to Thee? 

Thou answerest with a Father's smile, 
"My children in a little while 

Shall dwell at home with me." 
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8 0 . L.M. 

"An anchor oi the soul, sure and steadfast." 

C^ 01) of Salvation, God of Grace, 
Jehovah, evermore the same, 

Sought out by Thee, we seek Thy face, 
And sing the praises of Thy name. 

Our great High-priest enthron'd with Thee 
Thou didst with glorious oath ordain; 

That blest Melchizedek is He 
Who died for us and rose again. 

Thy Royal Priesthood through Thy Son 
Their off rings by Thy Spirit bring; 

Complete in Christ, Thy Holy One, 
The riches of Thy grace we sing. 

Jesus the Lord, of woman born, 
And crucified, no more can die; 

Jehovah cannot be foresworn, 
Our God and Father cannot lie. 

Steadfast our anchor of the soul, 
Thy Church is in Thyself secure; 

She proves when mighty billows roll 
Thy covenant for ever sure. 
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81. "-8-

" Whatsoever things were written aforetime were written 
for our learning." 

TN Egypt, at midnight, the blood of the Lamb 
Was seen by the eye of the Lord; 

How faithful is He, the " I Am that I Am," 
The seed He had chosen to show forth His name 

Was safe by that blood from the sword. 

His nation of pilgrims, the pillar their guide, 
Went forth and encamp'd by the sea; 

Then under the cloud, with a wall on each side, 
For the arm of His strength did the waters divide, 

They journey'd in haste to be free. 

Triumphant when out of that tomb they arose, 
His name they all joined to adore; 

His measure and weight had determin'd their woes, 
The sea overwhelm'd the whole host of their foes, 

But they sang His praise on the shore. 

The manna from heaven He gave them for bread, 
He brought them out streams from the Rock, 

Forty years, like a Father, supplying their need, 
About in the desert His ransom'd He led, 

His secrets of love to unlock. 

At Sinai they trembled His thunder to hear, 
Then worshipp'd the calf as their God; 

By their provocations His grace did appear, 
They still were His people, to Him ever dear, 

Belov'd, while rebuk'd with His rod. 
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Jehovah their sicknesses promis'd to heal, 
His name was their banner in war; 

And He did the hireling Balaam compel, 
That enchanter expert in devices of hell, 

Their glory and hliss to declare. 

The ark went before them, and Jordan ran dry, 
They enter'd the land of their rest; 

Seven nations they conquer'd, because the Most High 
In battle and siege to His people was nigh, 

And Canaan by grace they possest. 

Our Father, we praise Thee, yet burden'd we groan, 
O teach us Thy word to believe; 

That boasting Thy might and Thy wisdom alone, 
And rejoicing in Thee, at Thy heavenly throne, 

We may cease Thy free Spirit to grieve. 

82. L.M. 

"Blessed are they that dwell in Thy house, they will be 
still praising Thee." 

A PILGRIM and a stranger here, 
Upward I look, my God, to Thee; 

O when shall Christ the Lord appear— 
The Prince of Life, why tarries He? 

How amiable the house and home 
Of perfect love, which faith espies; 

Glorious the city yet to come, 
Pleasant the land where nothing dies. 
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Here death and darkness long have reign'd, 
Earth to her sons is but a grave; 

Earth with her Maker's blood was stain'd 
When Jesus came the lost to save. 

The fainting of my homesick heart, 
My Father and my God, forgive; 

May I for Thee be set apart, 
Nor to myself one moment live. 

My great High-priest, Thy well belov'd, 
Nows sits enthron'd with Thee on high; 

To tenderest human pity mov'd, 
Whene'er I weep, whene'er I sigh. 

Patient His coming will I wait, 
Content awhile in tears to sow; 

Sure is my harvest, rich and great, 
Of all my sorrows here below. 

8 3 . " . 8 . 

"The Good Shepherd." 

"IV/r Y Shepherd enthron'd with the Father on high, 
Who gave Him His flock and His staff, 

Delights and rejoices my need to supply— 
How blest in the fulness of Jesus am I, 

At famine and death I can laugh. 
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I call Him my Lord, the " I Am that I Am," 
His love by His cross He has shown; 

The angels obey Him, adoring His name, 
His enemies soon He shall cover with shame 

And be King on His durable throne. 

The Father and Son through the Spirit abide 
In me, and my pastures are green, 

Like crystal my streams, ever peaceful they glide, 
So precious to me is the Shepherd who died— 

The despis'd and rejected of men. 

He brings me safe back if I err from His ways, 
His grace is my life and my light; 

'Tis in weakness the strength of His arm He displays, 
In wisdom He guides me, His name will I praise, 

His paths are all pleasant and right. 

0 my Shepherd! Thou art, in this valley of woe, 
A friend and companion to me; 

Thy rod and Thy staff are my joy here below, 
Through death's darkest shadows with singing I go, 

Embolden'd by converse with Thee. 

Thy friendship and love, in the face of my foes, 
A banquet before me prepare! 

My head Thou anointest, my cup overflows, 
1 ponder the depths of Thy manifold woes, 

And with Thee in Thy gladness I share. 
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My days to the end shall with blessings abound, 
Of goodness and mercy divine; 

And when songs of the fulness of joy shall resound 
In the house of the Father, there I must be found, 

That home shall for ever be mine. 

8 4 . C.M. 

" I wil],"commune with thee from above the mercy-seat." 

Y\/"ELL pleas'd, O Lord, our God! wast Thou 
Thy mercy.seat to frame; 

That we might in Thy temple bow, 
And magnify Thy name. 

In heav'n Thou dost by blood divine 
Thy thoughts of love express; 

All Thy perfections there combine 
Thy worshippers to bless. 

To Thee, whose mercy makes us bold, 
We pour out all the heart; 

Its secrets we can ne'er unfold 
To creatures but in part. 

Thou bringest us within the vail, 
Thy Spirit guides our feet; 

We taste of joys that cannot fail 
Before Thy mercy-seat. 

No song like ours—we were but clay, 
Guilty and doomed to die; 

Who now by Jesus' living way, 
To Thee, our God, draw nigh. 
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85. CM-

" Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever." 

\7"0N gloomy clouds that vail the sky, 
Are they of heav'nly birth? 

Those vapours, climb they e'er so high 
Are children of the earth. 

They hide the glorious orb of day, 
But do they quench his light? 

Above them he pursues his way, 
Rejoicing in his might. 

If clouds of dark temptation hide 
My Saviour from my soul, 

My Saviour who was crucified, 
Whose sorrows made me whole, 

Not His the darkness, but my own 
His love is still the same; 

O then, with ev'ry tear and groan, 
Let me still bless His name. 

86. 7s-
"Go to my brethren, and say unto them, I ascend unto 

my Father and your Father, unto my God and your God." 

f 01) of our exalted Lord, 
Father of our glorious Head, 

He is Thine Eternal Word, 
By His Spirit we are led! 

Thy delight and first-born He 
Who redeem'd us on the tree. 
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Dust and ashes were we all, 
Prostrate we adore Thy name; 

Thee we Abba, Father, call, 
Thou Omnipotent I AM; 

Ransom'd now from death and hell, 
We must in Thy bosom dwell. 

Jesus, Thy beloved Son, 
Did our flesh and blood partake; 

With Thy first-born we are one; 
Can this bond of kindred break? 

Can the love and friendship die 
Of this holy, heav'nly tie? 

Thou, His Father and His God, 
Dost in equal love embrace, 

For Thy sanctified abode, 
Him, with all Thy chosen race, 

Head and members in Thee blest 
Are thy everlasting rest. 

8 7 . ~*"~ C.M. 

" The Throne of Grace." 

"DLESSED be Thou, the God of grace; 
We boast in Thee alone, 

Whose Spirit joins Thy chosen race 
To Jesus Thy dear Son. 

Thy Son, whom men beheld with scorn 
And slew upon the tree, 

Joyful awaits the cloudless morn, 
Enthron'd in heaven with Thee. 
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Thou, by Thine oath, didst consecrate 
That Priest for evermore; 

He rais'd us up from low estate 
To bless Thee and adore. 

In Thy Melchizedek complete, 
We on Thy glory gaze; 

To Thee our voice of joy is sweet, 
Our heav'nlv song of praise. 

8 8 . CM. 

"If thou be righteous, what givest thou Him? or what 
receiveth He of thine hand ?" 

"Thy wickedness may hurt a man as thou art; and thy 
righteousness may profit the Son of Man." 

" God is love." 
"The good pleasure of His goodness." 

J 7 T E R N A L God, why set Thine heart 
On creatures of a day? 

And give whate'er Thou hast and art 
To us that were but clay? 

Thy riches and Thy majesty, 
O Lord! were infinite; 

Thy own perfections were to Thee 
All fulness of delight. 

A wondrous fellowship was Thine: 
Thy fellows were Thy Son 

And Spirit in that bliss divine, 
Nor didst Thou dwell alone. 
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Why, then, the heav'ns and earth create, 
Thou self-sufficing God? 

Why look upon our low estate, 
And ransom us with blood? 

Thy children, by Thy Spirit led, 
Once heirs of death and hell, 

Soon, glorified with Christ their Head, 
Must in Thy bosom dwell. 

They all before Thy throne will cast 
Their crowns and bless Thy name, 

Thou God of Love, the first and last, 
Th' Omnipotent I AM. 

C M . 

is not ashamed to call them brethren." 

T ESUS, Thy toil obtains reward, 
^ Thou art for ever blest; 
Thy cross the Father's name declared, 

His bosom is Thy rest. 

The friend and the companion still 
Of pilgrims here below, 

Thou hast, O Lord! a perfect skill 
To soothe our pain and woe. 

In heav'n the angels worship Thee, 
Our kinsman, on the throne; 

And creatures all must bow the knee 
To God's beloved Son. 
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But chiefest sweetness to Thine ear 
Is in Thy brethren's voice; 

And, Lord, with Thee, Thy mourners 
Do in Thy joy rejoice. 

90. " ^ 
" Not a bone of Him shall be broken." 

] \J O bone of Thee was broken, 
Thou spotless Paschal Lamb; 

Of life and peace a token 
To us who know Thy name; 

The head for all the members, 
The curse of Sinai bore, 

And God, our God, remembers 
His people's sins no more. 

We, Thy redeem'd, are reaping 
What Thou didst sow in tears. 

This feast which we are keeping 
Thy name to us endears; 

It tells of justice hiding 
The face of God from Thee, 

Proud men around deriding 
Thy sorrows on the tree. 

No angel's message cheering, 
Hell's power Thy soul assail'd; 

Thy friends and lovers fearing, 
Lest all Thy truth had fail'd: 
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Thy heart, so meek and lowly, 
O Lord! was broken then, 

For Israel's God is holy, 
Who makes His people clean. 

Thy death of shame and sorrow 
Was like unto Thy birth, 

Which would no glory borrow, 
No majesty from earth. 

Thy pilgrims, we are hasting 
To our eternal home, 

Its joys already tasting, 
Of victory o'er the tomb. 

Thy life and death reviewing, 
We tread the narrow way! 

Our homeward path pursuing, 
We watch the dawn of day: 

We eat and drink with gladness 
The living bread and wine, 

And sing with sweetest sadness 
Our song of love divine. 

91. ~~*~ 6.8. 

"My soul followeth hard after Thee; Thy right hand 
upholdeth me." 

J ^ A R D after Thee I follow, 
My light, and life, and joy; 

This world, so false and hollow, 
Allures but to destroy. 
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Thy death and resurrection 
Have bound my heart to Thee; 

Secure by Thy protection, 
I hope Thy face to see. 

I bow without dissembling 
Before Thy mercy-seat; 

There I rejoice with trembling— 
There offer incense sweet. 

The whispers of Thy Spirit 
Are music to my soul; 

They soothe it and bestir it— 
They wound, and make it whole. 

Thy battles daily fighting, 
I prove how strong Thine arm; 

My soul in Thee delighting, 
Sees war without alarm. 

With patience I am running 
My race to win the prize; 

The way of error shunning, 
On Thee I fix mine eyes. 

A foreign land I'm treading, 
A wilderness unblest; 

On hidden manna feeding, 
I journey to my rest. 

I publish Thy salvation, 
My cross I gladly bear; 

In steadfast expectation, 
My promis'd crown to wear. 
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My watch by night while keeping, 

I sing amid the gloom; 
But cannot cease from weeping, 

Till Thou in glory come. 

That hope to me how cheering, 
Else hopeless and forlorn; 

O hasten Thine appearing, 
And bring the cloudless morn. 

9 2 . ~* a-6-
" What is thy petition ? and it shall be granted tlu-e; or 

what is thy request further? and it shall be done:."— 
Esther xi. 

A LLURING words of Jesus' l o v e -
Fit words a sluggish soul to move, 

And raise a drooping one to prove 
What Jesus' povv'r can do. 

Shall heaps of gold be my request? 
Ah, no! for this is not my rest; 
It is not here I built my nest— 

My city lies above. 

Nor pleasure's bait, nor glory's crown, 
Nor aught this false world calls her own, 
Enchants me now, nor is the boon 

I would of Jesus crave. 

Nor yet would I His hands control, 
If o'er my head the billows roll; 
Though earth and hell assault my soul, 

His name shall be my stay. 
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I would not wish my battle done 
Ere He shall bid me to be gone: 
Already is the victory won— 

The spoil, the triumph, mine. 

What's then my suit?—O 'tis to know 
The myst'ries of that solemn show, 
When Christ endur'd the cross below 

To win His crown above. 

I would, my Saviour, go with Thee, 
To watch in sad Gethsemane, 
And dive into Thine ngonv. 

The foretaste of the curse. 

And I would by Thy Spirit trace 
That hiding of Jehovah's face 
From Thee, when in the sinner's place 

Before the Holy Judge. 

If Thou wilt hear when thus I call, 
Before Thy cross I'll prostrate /all, 
And gladly suffer loss of all 

To know the love of God. 

9 3 . ~^~ C.M. 

"God is long-suffering to usward." 
"The Saviour of all men." 
" Ye are the salt of the earth." 

f~* OD is the Just and Holy One 
Man's guilt for vengeance cries, 

I marvel to behold the sun 
From morn to morn arise. 
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The lights of night and day appear, 
Sun, moon, and stars combine 

In course and order through the year 
On vile mankind to shine. 

The ocean passes not its bound, 
Nor sweeps the earth again; 

The heav'ns bedew the parched ground, 
The clouds give timely rain. 

The seasons fail not, and the fields 
Are green and fruitful still; 

Man's heart to God no harvest yields 
Save a rebellious will. 

God to the scomers of His love 
May yet His kindness show; 

For Jesus intercedes above, 
Once crucified below. 

And God has yet on earth a seed, 
A family of grace; 

They sing, "The Lord is ris'n indeed"— 
They seek their Father's face. 

9 4 . L-M-
" Let this mind be in you which was also in Christ Jesus." 

C H O W me Thy wounds, exalted Lord! 
Thou hast the power and skill divine, 

Since Justice smote Thee with the sword, 
To make my heart resemble thine. 
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O grant me ever to behold, 
With heavenly wisdom's piercing eye, 

Thy pains of death—for they unfold 
Thy name, Thou Son of God, Most High! 

Show me Thy wounds, and by Thy skill 
May I, my Saviour, be refin'd, 

To do, like Thee, the Father's will, 
And serve Him with a perfect mind. 

9 5 . C.M. 

"My Son, God will provide Himself a Lamb for a 
burnt-offering." 

T H E Lamb of God to slaughter led, 
The King of Glory see! 

The crown of thorns upon His head, 
They nail Him to the tree. 

The Father gives His only Son, 
The Lord of Glory dies 

For us, the guilty and undone, 
A spotless sacrifice. 

Thy name is holy, O our God! 
Before Thy throne we bow; 

Thy bosom is Thy saints' abode— 

We call Thee Father now. 

Enthron'd with Thee now sits the Lord, 
And in Thy bosom dwells; 

Justice that smote Him with the sword 
Our perfect pardon seals. 
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Eternal death was once our doom— 
O death, where now Thy sting? 

Father, with Jesus from the tomb 
We rose Thy love to sing. 

9 6 . CM. 

"A name which is above every name, that at the name 
of Jesus every knee should bow." 

T H E worldling's portion I refuse, 
His glory I disdain; 

My God was pleas'd His Son to bruise, 
The Lamb for me was slain. 

O'er Eden lost I sorrow not, 
The Garden marr'd by sin; 

To me is giv'n a happier spot, 
A Paradise divine. 

My Heavenly Father wakes mine ear, 
His Holy Spirit's voice 

Proclaims the day of glory near, 
And greatly I rejoice. 

God works at leisure and at ease, 
In time and season due; 

The pathway of His deep decrees 
Jehovah will pursue. 

The heav'ns and earth that wax not old, 
Exalting faith surveys; 

Where God can all His name unfold 
And justify His ways. 
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His mansions are before mine eyes, 
Where discord ne'er is known; 

His pleasant land, His Paradise, 
His city with His throne. 

Now Jesus reaps His full reward, 
His joy is now complete; 

The Lamb, the universal Lord, 
His foes beneath His feet. 

Now God, my Heavenly Father's name, 
Is hallow'd evermore; 

His Glory shining in the Lamb, 
1 see it and adore. 

9 7 . ' P-M. 
" I am my beloved's and my beloved is mine." 
"Jesus Christ the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever." 
"The blood of Christ, who through the Eternal Spirit 

offered himself without spot to God, shall purge your 
conscience from dead works, to serve the living God." 

"Whoso eateth my flesh and drinketh my blood, 
dwelleth in me and I in him." 

T) Y threefold title I am Thine, 
Thou blessed Son of God; 

The Father's choice, Thy blood divine, 
Thy Holy Spirit's pow'r combine 

To make me Thy abode. 

Companion of my pilgrimage, 
Jesus, exalted Lord; 

Thou art the same from age to age, 
My strength, my joy, my heritage, 

My glory and reward. 
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From idols keep me by Thy grace, 
Pure let my conscience be; 

And every stain Thine eye can trace 
Quickly by Thine own blood efface, 

That I may dwell in Thee. 

98. ' CM-
" I n that He Himself hath suffered, being tempted, He 

is able to succour them that are tempted." 
' 'The wave-breast and the heave-shoulder."—Lev. vii. 34. 

n ^ H O U , Lord, dost bid the storm arise, 
When winds and waves assail, 

My soul, which safe at anchor lies, 
At rest within the vail. 

The floods of death are known to Thee, 
Thou Prince of Life and Peace; 

Thy voice is full of majesty, 
To bid the tempest cease. 

My tears which Thou dost wipe away, 
Are precious in Thy sight; 

To use Thy pity and display 
Thy power is Thy delight. 

The record of Thy tender care 
In glory I shall read, 

And see Thine answer to my pray'r 
In ev'ry time of need. 

My joy, my true Melchizedek, 
Thy fulness is complete; 

I find the treasure that I seek 
While prostrate at Thy feet. 
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9 9 . 8.7.8.7.8.8.7 

"Who is the King of Glory? "—Psalm xxv. 
" I am a worm and no man, a reproach of men and 

despised of the people,"—Psalm xxii. 

" J "HE Lord of Glory, who is He? 
Who is the King of Glory? 

Only the Son of God can be 
The Christ, and King of Glory. 

Consider all His wounds and see 
How Jesus' death upon the tree 

Proclaims Him King of Glory. 

Above all heav'ns, at God's right hand 
Now sits the King of Glory: 

The angels by His favour stand 
Before the throne of glory; 

Swiftly they fly at His command, 
To guard His own of every land, 

To keep the heirs of glory. 

Death and the grave confess the Lamb 
To be the King of Glory; 

The powers of darkness dread His name, 
All creatures show His glory. 

He said, '"Ere Abra'am was, I Am:" 
Jesus is evermore the same, 

Th' Almighty King of Glory. 

Thrice happy who in Him believe, 
They soon will share His glory; 

Born of His Spirit they receive 
His secret pledge of glory; 

Taught by His cross, for sin they grieve, 
He calls them brethren, and they cleave 

To Him, their hope of glory. 
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100. 7-6. 

" Leaving us an example." 
" He hath not beheld iniquity in Jacob, nor seen 

perverseness in Israel." 
" Even as Christ forgave you, so also do ye." 
" I will come again and receive you to Myself, that 

where I am there ye may be also." 

r~)N Olivet Thy pity, 
Great Shepherd of the sheep, 

O'er the rebellious city 
Made Thee lament and weep. 

Thy pray'r in heaven resounded 
For pardon of Thy foes, 

When they Thy cross surrounded 
And sported with Thy woes. 

Israel, Thy outcast nation, 
Thy joy and crown shall be, 

Heirs of the great salvation, 
Which Gentiles find in Thee. 

Thy mighty love pursuing, 
O'ertook us and possest, 

Thy Spirit's power subduing, 
Compell'd us to be blest. 

We have but ill-requited 
Thy love, our heav'nly Friend: 

Yet is Thy heart delighted 
To love us to the end. 
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First-born of God the Father, 
Triumphant o'er the tomb; 

Thou wilt appear and gather 
Thine own into their home. 

O for a heart deriving 
Pure love from springs divine; 

Love boundless in forgiving, 
A mirror, Lord, of Thine. 

101. "~*~ C.M. 

"Surely I have behaved and quieted myself as a child 
that is weaned of its mother; my soul is even as a 
weaned child." 

p A T H E R , I kiss Thy chast'ning rod, 
And worship at Thy throne; 

Thou art my portion, gracious God, 
Thy name is great alone. 

Thy glory now mine eyes have seen, 
Thy Spirit brought me nigh ; 

The blood of Jesus made me clean, 
And set me up on high. 

Thine own dear Son, the King of kings, 
Instructs my soul to climb 

Far above perishable things, 
And pass the bounds of time. 

In season due, He came to bear 
The curse upon the tree: 

In fitting season He shall wear 
His crown prepared by Thee. 



Send Him again to chase away 
The shadows of the night; 

0 let Him come and bring the day 
Of everlasting light, 

1 hear Thee bid me cease to weep, 
Behold ! the Lord appears 

The fulness of His joy to reap, 
For which He sowed in tears. 

1 0 2 . L'-M. 

"Be filled with the Spirit." 
"Christ Jesus, our Lord, in whom we have boldness and 

access with confidence, by faith of Him." 
"Fight the good fight of faith." 
"Let us run with patience the race set before us, looking 

unto Jesus, the Captain and perfect pattern of faith." 

L J EAR me, God of my salvation, 
Fill my heart with things on high; 

Lead me not into temptation, 
Father! guide me with Thine eye. 

Heav'nly Father! Thou art holy, 
I would be Thy duteous child; 

As my Lord and Master lowly, 
As my Saviour undenl'd. 

Christ the Lord, Thy name declaring, 
Thron'd at Thy right hand, I see; 

Jesus, 'for Thy children caring, 
First-born from the dead is He. 
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'Midst derision,'I confess Him, 
I have pleasure in the shame; 

With my harp and song I bless Him, 
Bless and praise my Saviour's name. 

Sons of earth can ne'er unravel 
Heav'nly mysteries divine; 

By my Saviour's toil and travail, 
Wisdom from above is mine. 

Jesus heal'd my soul of blindness; 
He, the Christ, the first and last, 

Gives me words of loving-kindness 
Sweet as honey to my taste. 

I Thy house of peace have enter'd, 
I, redeem'd from death and hell: 

My desires in Thee are centred, 
In Thy love, my God, I dwell. 

Strengthen'd by Thine arm almighty, 
I am stronger than my foes; 

In Thy love and tender pity 
Dangers teach me to repose. 

O be Thou each moment near me, 
By Thy Spirit ever guide; 

By the hope of glory cheer me, 
And in Thy pavilion hide. 

Thine eternal love has number'd 
Every hair upon my head; 

Safe, and free, and unencumber'd, 
I the paths of mercy tread. 



Pleasing Thee is all'my pleasure, 
Joyfully my race I run: 

Thou art my reward and treasure, 
All Thy will in me be done. 

103 . ~ * ~ " 7-6 
Psalm Ixix.; Jonah ii. 
"All we like sheep have gone astray, we have turned 

every one to his own way, and the Lord hath laid on Him 
the iniquity of us all." 

A U T H O R of our salvation 
Once offered on the tree; 

Our strength in all temptation, 
Lord, we remember Thee; 

We, by Thy Spirit guided, 
To Golgotha repair; 

The Lamb that God provided 
Was slaughtered for us there. 

The sword of God was bidden 
His Holy One to smite; 

Jehovah's face was hidden 
In terrors from Thy sight; 

His tokens had declar'd Thee, 
His Son that pleas'd Him well; 

He pierc'd Thy soul nor spar'd Thee, 
When bruis'd by earth and hell. 

Justice, our guilt to cover, 
Awoke the wrathful storm; 

Dismay seiz'd friend and lover, 
Thou said'st, " I am a worm." 
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Thou wast of God forsaken, 
As one oy God abhorr'd; 

The sinner's place was taken 
By Thee, our glorious Lord. 

Thy God that duly priz'd Thee, 
Whose statutes Thou didst keep, 

In floods of death baptiz'd Thee, 
In sorrow's lowest deep; 

Thou wast the Father's treasure, 
The Christ that He had sent; 

His righteous, sore displeasure 
On His own Son was spent. 

We on to ruin hurried, 
To misery's abyss; 

But dead with Thee and buried, 
And rais'd to share Thy bliss, 

We sing with hearts united, 
Thy cross for evermore; 

Once, like the world, benighted, 
Thy name we now adore. 

104. CM. 

" My son, be strong in the grace that is in Christ Jesus." 
" Endure hardness as a good soldier of Jesus Christ." 

T ^ H E sorrows of rejected love, 
Thou crucified, were Thine: 

Thy friendship, I, Thy servant, prove, 
For kindred gifts are mine. 
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Jesus, the Father's only Son, 
On Thee I fix mine eyes; 

Girded by Thee, ray race I run. 
And things of earth despise. 

I fight Thy battles, glorious Lord; 
Thy Spirit's still, small voice 

Assures my heart of full reward, 
And warfare is my choice. 

I ponder all Thy toil and pain, 
And watch the dawn of day; 

Thou, Lord, wilt soon appear again, 
And wipe my tears away. 

Thy cross is charging me to care 
For saints and all mankind. 

Grant me to spend myself, nor spare, 
With constant heav'nly mind. 

105. * CM-
"The blood of sprinkling." 
"If any man be in Christ, creation is new; old things 

are passed away; behold! all things are become new." 
"Creation shall be delivered from the bondage of 

corruption into the liberty of the glory of the sons of God." 
"The Lord hath chosen Zion, He hath desired it for 

His habitation. This is my rest for ever; here will I 
dwell, for I have desired i t " (Ps. cxxxii.). 

"The land is mine" (Lev. xxv.). 
"Thy land, O Immanuel! (Isa. viii. 8; also Isa. ix. 6,7). 

*~FHE blood of sprinkling speaks to Thee, 
Thou God of truth and grace; 

It is Thy Spirit's voice to me 
From heav'n, Thy dwelling-place. 
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Thy Holy Spirit draws me near 
To Thee within the vail; 

The voice of Jesus' blood I hear— 
My anchor cannot fail. 

Thy Son, who sits at Thy right hand, 
The Lamb on Calvary slain, 

Shall in His city and His land 
With Thee for ever reign. 

His death which did for sin atone, 
His death of curse and shame, 

Has made Thy hidden glory known— 
The myst'ry of Thy name. 

I see creation pass away, 
And for Thy Son renew'd; 

Thy foes Thy power and wrath display, 
Beneath His feet subdued. 

O let me in Thy truth abide, 
To worship and be still; 

In Thee without reserve confide, 
And live to do Thy will. 

106. ' C.M. 

"Jehovah is my Shepherd, I shall not want." 

IX/TY Shepherd who for sin aton'd, 
When crucified and slain, 

With God the Father sits enthron'd, 
And soon shall come again. 



i o 6 

He is to-day as yesterday, 
And evermore the same; 

He is the new and living way— 
How excellent His name. 

I see the Lord who is unseen, 
His blood from death redeems; 

I lay me down in pastures green, 
I drink of quiet streams. 

His Spirit guides me into rest, 
His mercies I review; 

With all His blessings I am blest, 
My song is ever new. 

I mark His hands, and feet, and side, 
My heart to Him I give; 

With Jesus I was crucified, 
With Jesus now I live. 

W7hen I was lost He sought His sheep, 
He sought until He found; 

His paths of holiness I keep, 
With angels compass'd round. 

Faithful is Jesus to restore 
My soul, whene'er it strays; 

Then I, more lowly than before, 
More joyful sing His praise. 
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Homeward in peace I journey through 
This world by sin beguil'd; 

This valley all with pain and woe, 
With death and darkness fill'd. 

Thou in the dreadful thick'ning gloom, 
With rod and staff to cheer, 

Art with me—Thou hast spoil'd the tomb, 
No foes, no ills I fear. 

Thy friendship, O my glorious Lord, 
A table spreads for me; 

By Thy anointing at Thy board, 
Saviour, I feast with Thee. 

Exalted, first-born from the dead, 
Through Thy mysterious woes, 

Thy oil of joy anoints my head, 
My cup with bliss o'erflows. 

Satan beholds his former slave, 
In chains of love divine, 

Rejoicing in Thy power to save, 
Made glad with heav'nly wine. 

Thy word is sure from age to age, 
Thy kindness knows no end; 

Thou wilt, throughout my pilgrimage. 
Be my unfailing Friend. 
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Thou hast for Thine prepar'd a place 
Thou doest all things well; 

There shall I see Thee face to face, 
And in Thy bosom dwell. 

107 8s. 

"The Lord our righteousness." 

# 
" J "HINE holy eyes, O God, survey • 

The glorious robe Thy children wear; 
Its beauty ne'er can fade away, 

Nor can a spot on us appear: 
We all to Jesus bow the knee, 
And by Thy Spirit worship Thee. 

In heav'n the blood of Jesus pleads 
For us upon the mercy-seat; 

Thy justice hears the voice, and treads 
Our enemies beneath our feet: 

Thy royal priesthood we are made, 
In Jesus' glorious robe array'd. 

Let Sinai's mighty thunders roar, 
And all the mount let darkness shroud, 

On eagles' wings we rise and soar 
Above the tempest, fire, and cloud, 

To sit with Christ the Lord on high, 
Who died, but lives no more to die. 
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Our God and Father, Judge of all, 
Who shall accuse us, who condemn? 

'Twas Christ who drank the cup of gall, 
The vile and guilty to redeem: 

The Lord is ris'n—He spoil'd the grave, 
Christ is Omnipotent to save! 

In Thy great day this universe 
Shall melt, and be dissolv'd in flames; 

He that for sinners bore the curse, 
And on His hands engraved our names— 

The Lamb that died and rose again, 
Shall be our rock and fortress then. 

Made like the King of Righteousness, 
Our Bridegroom and Thy well-belov'd, 

We shall, with Thy dear Son, possess 
A world that never can be mov'd; 

In Jesus' robe of beauty shine, 
And sing with Him of blood divine. 

Angels their songs shall join with ours, 
To magnify the Lamb of God; 

Hell's principalities and powers 
Shall be confounded by His blood; 

Man's pride and glory trodden down, 
And Thy great name extoll'd alone. 
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"The cup which my Father hath given Me, shall I not 
drink it ?" 

" Blotting out the handwriting of ordinances that was 
against us, and took it out of the way, nailing it to His 
cross; and having spoiled principalities and powers, He 
made a show of them, triumphing over them openly in it." 

" I will sing unto Jehovah, for He hath triumphed 
gloriously, the horse and his rider hath He cast into the 
sea.'' 

"Jehovah is a man of war, Jehovah is His name." 

C ) U R Heavenly Father, God of Grace, 
Thy Son who came the lost to save 

Ascended to Thy dwelling-place, 
Rais'd by Thy glory from the grave. 

The Word made flesh, Immanuel, 
Meekly receiv'd the cup from Thee; 

By death He conquer'd death and hell, 
In death triumphant on the tree. 

Jesus, th' Omnipotent I AM, 
Thy only Son, the Nazarene: 

The Prince of Life, the spotless Lamb, 
Bv His own blood has made us clean. 

Once heirs of vengeance and despair, 
We now adore Thee at Thy throne; 

For by the blood of sprinkling there 
Thy holy, secret name is known. 
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" God is our refuge and strength." 
" Let him that glorieth glory in the Lord." 
" I have set my King upon my holy hill of Zion." 
" In the midst of the Church will I sing praise unto Thee.: 

"EVROM wrath to come, our God, we fled, 
To Jesus and His pierced side! 

To Thy own Son, our risen Head, 
On Calvary once crucified. 

Thy Spirit brought us to Thy throne, 
Thy banish'd ones, to see Thy face; 

To glory in the cross alone, 
To prove the riches of Thy grace. 

Christ and the saints, a heavenly choir, 
Shall praise Thy name with perfect skill; 

For Thou wilt grant Him His desire, 
And set Thy King on Zion's hill. 

HO. L.M. 

Psalms xxii., xl., lxxxviii. 
" H e was numbered with the transgressors, and He 

bare the sin of many, and made intercession for the trans
gressors." 

' "PHOU holy, just, and gracious God, 
Whose Son on Calvary was slain, 

We there would stand, with feet unshod, 
To ponder all His grief and pain. 
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Thou didst with sword of justice smite 
Thy only Son upon the tree; 

Thy will and law were His delight, 
Thine anger who could bear but He? 

By Thee forsaken while sustain'd, 
" I am a worm," the Saviour said; 

By earth and hell and Thy strong hand, 
In deeps, in darkness He was laid. 

Between two malefactors died 
The Maker of the Universe; 

The Prince of Life was crucified, 
The Lord of Glory made a curse. 

Send Him again that we may know 
The weakness of His dying hour; 

When Jesus' love in floods of woe 
Declar'd its conquering strength and power. 

111. C.M. 

"John seeth Jesus coming unto him, and saith unto 
Him, Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the 
sin of the world." 

"Again the next day after, John stood and two of his 
disciples; and looking upon Jesus as He walked, he said, 
Behold the Lamb of God. And the two disciples heard 
Him speak, and they followed Jesus." 

T H Y footprints, glorious Lord, I see; 
How pleasant is the way 

In which by faith I follow Thee; 
O let me never stray. 
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Thy trust was in the Father's name, 
His will was Thy delight; 

He was the Shepherd of the Lamb, 
All blameless in His sight. 

Well knewest Thou His pastures green, 
His quiet streams of love; 

The rest and joy of things unseen 
Thy guileless soul did prove. 

He dwelt in Thee, His Holy One, 
No evil didst Thou fear; 

Beholding Him to Thee, his Son, 
The Shepherd ever near. 

In Him confiding, from His hand 
Thou didst the cup receive; 

His justice pierc'd Thee, but sustain'd, 
Slew Thee, but ne'er did leave. 

Each moment from Thy mother's womb, 
To Calvary led on, 

Thou sawest, by Thy cross and tomb, 
The pathway to Thy throne. 

The banquet which Thy cross prepares 
Confounds Thy angry foes; 

Th' anointing oil Thy name declares, 
Thy cup with bliss o'erflows. 

Thy people in Thy truth abide, 
Great Shepherd of the sheep, 

Because that Spirit is our Guide, 
Who rul'd Thy ev'ry step. 
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Embrac'd alike by love divine, 
The members with the head 

Shall quickly all in glory shine, 
Thou first-born from the dead. 

All rais'd to see the Father's face, 
At home with Him to dwell, 

And sing His covenant of grace, 
In all things order'd well. 

112. C.M. 

"Who is this that cometh up from the wilderness leaning 
upon her beloved ? " 

T O! Shelomith, far from terror, 
Journeys leaning on her friend; 

He in her, as in a mirror, 
Sees His beauties meet and blend. 

He her willing surety smarted, 
He was smitten by the sword; 

Slain for her who had departed 
After idols from her Lord. 

She, adorn'd with truth and meekness, 
Knows that she is pleasing well 

Him whose love, so strong in weakness, 
Ransom'd her from death and hell. 

O how apt the prince's daughter 
All His name and grace to learn; 

He, by His anointing, taught her 
Light from darkness to discern. 
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For her Lord, in Him confiding, 
She delights to live and move; 

He, her homeward footsteps guiding, 
Banquets on her perfect love. 

Holy angels watch around her, 
She is their Creator's bride; 

He with cords eternal bound her 
To Himself, the crucified. 

From the wilderness retreating, 
She can mark and read His eye; 

How the Bridegroom's heart is beating, 
She can feel—to Him so nigh. 

Ever she, her Lord admiring, 
Meek and lowly journeys on! 

And to know His love desiring, 
Hopes to share His glorious throne. 

113. '^" 
"The joy of the Lord is your strength." 
"Thou art my portion, O Lord; I have said that I 

would keep Thy words." 

T7ATHER, I praise Thy name, 
My God, I joy in Thee, 

Who didst provide the spotless Lamb, 
Thine only Son, for me. 

Thy Son is Thy delight, 
Thy first-born from the dead; 

I walk by faith, and not by sight, 
With hidden manna fed. 



n 6 

By Thy free Spirit seal'd, 
I wait th' appointed day, 

When Christ, in majesty reveal'd, 
Shall wipe all tears away. 

His pilgrim-track be mine, 
With His obedient ear; 

Let Jesus' cross my soul refine, 
Thy holy name to fear. 

O keep me undefil'd, 
Skilful to sing Thy praise, 

My God and Father's pleasant child 
In all my thoughts and ways. 

8 

13Y Thy counsel, Father, guide me; 
By Thy word and Spirit lead, 

Show me Jesus crown'd with glory, 
Christ the first-born from the dead, 

Him that suffer'd 
Death, my wages, in my stead. 

More than conqueror, I am warring 
'Gainst the foes He overcame; 

Hold me up, my God and Father, 
Keep me by Thy holy name. 

He declared it, 
He, Thy Son, the spotless Lamb. 
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Thou art love, and therefore lovest; 
Let my heart and mind be love: 

Let the Bridegroom by His Spirit 
All I am possess and move, 

Dwelling in me, 
By that holy, heav'nly Dove. 

Let me keep the path and footprints 
Of my Shepherd, Christ the Lord; 

Thy own Son came from Thy bosom, 
Son of Man, He kept Thy word, 

He fulfill'd it, 
Slain by Thine avenging sword. 

Cross enduring, shame despising, 
Jesus leads me in the way; 

As He trusted, I would'trust Thee, 
Pleasing Thee from day to day, 

And Thy riches 
By my love and joy display. 

— i — -

115. C.M. 

T EHOVAH, God Omnipotent, 
^ Thine Israel, led by Thee, 
From Pharaoh and his host was sav'd 

By burial in the sea. 

Beneath the cloud Thy people pass'd, 
A wall on either side; 

The roaring waves Thou didst for them 
By Thy right hand divide. 



n 8 

Into the depths did they descend, 
And from that tomb arose; 

Then to her strength the sea return'd, 
O'erwhelming all their foes. 

Our God, we all were crucified 
And buried with the Lord; 

And rais'd with Him, Thy own dear Son, 
The Christ, the Living Word. 

Father, we sing His victory, 
By death, o'er death and hell; 

Complete in Him Thy children all 
Must in Thy bosom dwell. 

116. 

C ) U R God, Thy waves and billows all 
Went over Thy dear Son; 

He died, was buried, rose again, 
And we with Him are one. 

Thy children now on holy ground 
Of rest and warfare stand; 

Jordan before the ark has fled— 
We shall possess the land. 

With principalities and powers 
Of darkess we contend; 

Armour of light Thy Spirit gives, 
And we Thy cause defend. 
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Our strength the faithful, gracious Lord 
From day to day renews; 

Our perfect weakness by His name 
The host of hell subdues. 

He is Thine everlasting rest, 
Thy love—how great a deep! 

With 'stablish'd hearts we would, like Thee, 
Perpetual Sabbath keep. 

IV/T Y Lord and Master, Son of God, 
Make me, Thy servant, wise; 

Give me to know Thy cross, Thy name, 
Lord, open Thou mine eyes! 

With the new song and soul serene, 
Saviour, may I, like Thee, 

Look back on all Thy floods of grief 
And sufferings on the tree. 

For only as becomes Thy friend 
Would I rejoice or mourn; 

Thy friend who by Thy Spirit serves, 
Watching for Thy return. 

118. " 

T ORL), by Thy Spirit may we keep 
Thy words unto the end; 

Each one Thy faithful servant be, 
And so Thy bosom friend. 
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CM. 

p A T H E R of Glory! we rejoice 
Because the Second Man 

Now sits at Thy right hand, and waits 
Till He appear again. 

Thy wisdom He—the Living Word, 
The first-born from the dead, 

Both Lord and Christ; His members we 
Anointed with our head. 

Thy holy Spirit's seal we bear, 
In us Thy house He dwells; 

Of Thy great love and Jesus' cross 
Thy Spirit ever tells. 

Father of Glory! gracious God, 
Holy and only wise, 

Let Jesus come, let us on Him 
For ever fix our eyes. 

On Him that once endur'd^the cross, 
Despising all the shame; 

On Jesus, Thy beloved Son, 
The mirror of Thy name. 

CM. 

T7ATHER, we know the Lord shall bruise 
Our foes beneath our feet; 

We shall be like Him, and^behold 
His face with joy complete. 
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All earthly kingdoms He must smite 
And break with iron rod; 

The kingdom of Thy Son is sure, 
'Stablish'd by His own blood. 

He made the worlds, and all things He 
Shall to Himself subdue; 

He shall dissolve the heav'ns and earth, 
And fashion them anew. 

We by Thy Spirit sing His cross, 
He waits His full reward; 

Soon every knee to Him shall bow, 
All voices own Him Lord. 

121. C.M. 

(~^UR Father, God Omnipotent, 
Th' unsearchable I AM, 

We sing to Thee before Thy throne, 
For Love is now Thy name. 

Thy holy Spirit teaches us 
Above all heav'ns to climb; 

Members of Christ, Thy well-belov'd, 
We pass the bounds of time. 

Thy saints are Thine inheritance, 
And we Thyself possess; 

We join with Christ, our chief in song, 
Thy holy name to bless. 
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At Jesus' bidding heav'n and earth 
Shall melt and pass away; 

New heav'ns and earth He shall create 
And bring eternal day. 

With Him abiding in Thy house, 
We shall His image bear; 

Then all the myst'ries of Thy love 
He shall to us declare. 

122 . ~'~ C.M. 

"J"KOU, God and Father of the Lord, 
The first-born from the dead, 

Thy love we sing, Thy children we 
With hidden manna fed. 

In the beginning did Thy love 
Our blessedness devise; 

Our ransom from the depths of hell, 
Thou art the only wise. 

Ere any creature was, Thy love 
Gave us to Thy dear Son; 

With Christ we died and rose again, 
With Him for ever one. 

Seal'd by Thy Spirit, Thy redeem'd 
Thy grace and glory see; 

We praise Thy name—for Christ the Lord 
Declar'd it on the tree. 
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123 . C.M. 

^ P H E harmony above I hear; 
The chief in song is He 

Who soon in glory shall appear, 
Once offer'd on the tree. 

I listen to that skilful choir, 
Their song, my God, I learn; 

Thy Spirit fills my soul with fire 
That evermore shall burn. 

No music now, nor joys of earth, 
My ransom'd soul enchant; 

Thy child am I by heav'nly birth, 
For Thee, my God, I pant. 

A mourner here, I sing Thy praise, 
I see the spotless Lamb; 

How wonderful Thy works and ways, 
How excellent Thy name. 

124 . ' C.M. 

T"AHOU art my portion, gracious God, 
My everlasting rest; 

Thyself on me Thou hast bestow'd, 
In Jesus I am blest. 

My broken cisterns ne'er could fill 
This boundless heart of mine; 

They vex'd me day by day until 
I turn'd to springs divine. 
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Thou gavest up Thy Son for me, 
And by Thy Spirit seal'd 

I am suffic'd—Thy name I see 
By Jesus' cross reveal'd. 

Sav'd by Thy grace from death and hell, 
Now at Thy mercy-seat 

I tremble; for in Thee I dwell 
In Thy dear Son complete. 

My Father, let Thy Spirit try 
My heart and all my ways; 

For, O my God, no joy have I 
Without Thy smile of praise. 

125. 

p A T H E R , how pitiful Thy ways, 
Thy discipline how good! 

With lowly heart I sing Thy praise, 
Taught by Thy chast'ning rod. 

He that is Wisdom sits with Thee, 
Thy Son, the eternal Word; 

The sceptre in His hands I see— 
The angels call Him Lord. 

Father, whose grace and glory shine 
In Jesus, Thy dear Son, 

Thy child accepts Thy discipline— 
Thy will in me be done. 
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Thou art my God, I praise Thy name, 
Although with weeping eyes; 

Thy love is evermore the same, 
Thou art the only wise. 

Thy Spirit says the morn is nigh, 
To Thee I sing by night; 

My portion Thou, O God, most High, 
My glory and delight. 

126. CM. 

T> ESTING above with Christ the Lord, 
Things earthly I survey; 

Sitting with Jesus, who restor'd 
What He took not away. 

The world is but a troubled sea 
That never can be still; 

The thoughts of man are vanity, 
His heart he cannot fill. 

Father, Thy children all are blest; 
Thy Spirit is their guide, 

Thy Son their everlasting rest, 
For on the cross He died. 

Joint-heir with Christ, I dwell at ease, 
I seek my heavenly land; 

My occupation is to please 
The Man of Thy right hand. 
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My God and Father, purify 
My heart with blood divine, 

And let my light to every eye 
Amid the darkness shine. 

127 . " " " ' 8.7. 

"T" HOU art love, our God and Father, 
Who didst from Thy bosom send 

Thy own Son, His brethren's surety, 
Him that lov'd us to the end. 

Thou dost save the meek and lowly—-
Such prevail with Thee by prayer; 

Yet the sword of justice waken'd 
Smote Thy Son and did not spare. 

Oft with tears He sought Thy mercy, 
Once with sweat like drops of blood; 

On the tree the curse enduring, 
Jesus sank beneath the flood. 

All Thy waves His soul afflicted, 
Death He suffer'd in our stead; 

Then did cease the sea from raging, 
Then He bruis'd the serpent's head. 

With the Spirit we, anointed, 
Offer up ourselves to Thee; 

Bond-slaves once of cruel masters, 
Now we walk in liberty. 
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Though Thou slay us, we must bless Thee r 

On the Lamb we fix our eyes; 
Thou art holy, O our Father, 

Thou art God, the only wise. 

Crucified with Christ and risen, 
We with Jesus praise Thy name; 

He is in Thy bosom resting, 
Whence to ransom us He came. 

128. " ^ C.M. 

p A T H E R , whose Holy Spirit fills 
My heart with songs of praise, 

I will extol Thy glorious name 
And all Thy works and ways. 

When I in bonds and darkness sat, 
Thou gavest me to see 

The light of life in Jesus' face— 
Thy Spirit made me free. 

Blind from the birth, I would be wise, 
And all the myst'ry know 

Of fair Creation's ceaseless groan— 
Of man's estate of woe. 

I toiPd and spent my strength for nought, 
I vex'd my soul in vain, 

Till I beheld the risen Lord— 
Thy Son, the Second Man. 
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By that last Adam, Christ the Lord, 
I walk in heav'nly light; 

Thy works, my God, declare Thy name, 
And all Thy ways are right. 

In all things now Thy love I see, 
And all things now are mine, 

Uniting in harmonious song 
Of grace and truth divine. 

Till Thy dear Son shall come again, 
With longing heart I wait; 

Then shall His cross be all reveal'd, 
Thy name alone be great. 

129. "~'~~ 7s. 

E?AR above the thoughts of man 
Soars my soul on wings divine; 

Heav'nly mysteries I scan— 
Christ the Son of God is mine. 

When the world with scorn or frown 
Eyes me, or with flatt'ring smile, 

I press on to win my crown, 
Doing God my Father's will. 

Walking in the wilderness, 
Safely by the Spirit led, 

Jesus' holy name I bless— 
Jesus is my living bread. 
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Thou, O God, my Guide in youth, 
Art my joy in riper age; 

I have prov'd Thy word of truth 
Sure in all my pilgrimage. 

Father, I shall dwell with Thee 
In Thy house of love and grace; 

Soon let all Thy children be 
Gather'd to their dwelling-place. 

130. ~~*"~ 

\\/rE will praise Thee, Holy Father, 
Jesus sits with Thee on high; 

Thou for us a Lamb providing, 
Gavest up Thy Son to die. 

On the cross the work He finish'd 
Which Thou gavest Him to do; 

All Thy name is in that offering, 
In its mysteries of woe. 

By Thy Spirit Thou hast seal'd us, 
We Thy grace and glory see; 

Highly favour'd in Thy first-born, 
Kings and Priests with Him to Thee. 

Heavenly Father, by Thy Spirit, 
Strengthen us with inward might; 

We with powers of darkness wrestle, 
We, the blood-bought sons of light. 
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O that we were ever faithful, 
Ever by Thy Spirit led, 

Arm'd by Him Thy battles fighting, 
Knit together in our head. 

O that for the Bridegroom watching, 
As becomes the ransom'd Bride, 

Jesus' word of patience keeping, 
We did in His love abide. 

We that shall appear with Jesus 
In His glorious beauty clad, 

Fain would now be wise to please Thee, 
Wise to make our Father glad. 

Thou, the living God, art resting 
In Thy Son, the spotless Lamb; 

We with Him in song uniting 
Magnify Thy holy name. 

\A/"E rejoice, our God and Father, 
To behold Thy own dear Son; 

Far above all heav'ns exalted, 
Thou with Him hast made us one. 

Jesus' offring Thou rememb'rest, 
Jesus' blood is incense sweet; 

Father, all Thy glories blending 
In the cross of Jesus meet. 
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Thou at Thy right hand hast set Him, 
Christ the Lord is King and Priest; 

Jesus' sacrifice, how precious! 
Thine and our eternal rest. 

King of Righteousness is Jesus, 
Peace He gives, the King of Peace; 

'Midst our warfare we will bless Thee, 
Till the strife and hardship cease. 

All delights are in Thy dwelling, 
There are pleasures evermore; 

There is Jesus, crown'd with glory, 
For His brethren gone before. 

In this valley we are sighing 
For the blessedness of home; 

Father, send Thy Son in glory— 
Come, Lord Jesus, quickly come. 

132. ""*"'" 

A LL things, my gracious God, are mine, 
Thy love in all I see; 

For now by Jesus' blood divine 
I find my joy in Thee. 

My heart receives Thy faithful word, 
No more a heart of stone; 

The joy of Christ, the glorious Lord, 
Thy Spirit makes mine own. 
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Let Jesus do whate'er He will, 
The spotless Lamb that died; 

He rules Thy counsels to fulfil, 
Let me in Him abide. 

Accomplishing Thy deep decrees, 
Thy riches He displays; 

I sit with Him, I dwell at ease, 
And mark His faithful ways. 

My Saviour slays me oft—'tis well; 
I live because He lives; 

' My Shepherd oft by powers of hell 
To me salvation gives. 

Nothing have I—a pilgrim here, 
Thy child by heav'nly birth; 

Jesus, my hope, will soon appear, 
And make new heav'ns and earth. 

Thou gavest me to Christ the Lord, 
Before Thy throne I bow; 

My Father, hallow'd be Thy name, 
My joy and portion Thou. 

133. ~*~ c.! 

r^ REAT Shepherd, who in paths of faith 
Hast gone before the sheep, 

The Father's words with perfect heart 
Thou didst believe and keep. 
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The Father's words are Thine and mine; 
They were His gift to Thee, 

And by Thy Holy Spirit now 
Are Thy rich gift to me. 

Taught by Thy Spirit, I discern 
That not by bread alone 

Man lives, but by Thy grace and truth, 
Which make the Father known. 

O grant me, Lord, a heart like Thine, 
To trust beneath the wings 

Of God the Father's love, and see 
Unseen, eternal things. 

Joint-heir with Thee, I fain would now 
Thine ev'ry word believe— 

Would ever make my Father glad, 
And ne'er His Spirit grieve. 

T ORD, above all heav'ns exalted, 
Thou hast labour'd not in vain; 

Thy full recompense awaits Thee, 
Quickly Thou shalt come again. 

By the cross, Thy brethren's ransom, 
Thou hast enter'd into rest; 

In Thy Father's love abiding, 
Jesus, Thou art ever blest. 
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Thou art God the Father's image, 

'Thron'd by Him at His right hand; 
By Thy grace the holy angels 

In the Father's presence stand. 

Now they know the Father's counsels, 
And, rejoicing, worship Thee; 

Ministers to us, Thy members, 
They by us Thy glory see. 

By Thy Spirit we are with Thee, 
In that house which is our home; 

There 7"hou dwellest our forerunner, 
Raised to glory from the tomb. 

Be it then our occupation 
For Thy sake ourselves to spend; 

In Thy truth and love abiding, 
Son of God, our heavenly Friend. 

135. ^ ~ c.: 

U OW glorious are the things unseen; 
Behold a Priest on high! 

His sacrifice has made us clean, 
And we to God draw nigh. 

That Royal Priest endur'd the curse, 
The Son of God is He ; 

For us He sways the universe, 
His flesh and bones are we. 
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By His anointing we discern 
Our high estate in Him; 

By Jesus' cross His members learn 
To pass the bounds of time. 

Above this groaning world we rise 
To Christ at God's right hand, 

There taste the joys of Paradise, 
The first-fruits of the land. 

Our Father's house, how amiable 
The home for us prepar'd; 

There shall the saints with Jesus dwell, 
His work claims full reward. 

Quickly shall He in glory come, 
The King once crucified; 

Thou heavenly Bridegroom, take us home— 
Appear, and take Thy Bride. 

136. ' ~*~ CM. 

73 LEST King of Glory, Prince of Life, 
Thy loving favour says: 

"Ask what ye will, it shall be done 
To God the Father's praise." 

O Jesus, Lord! the Son of God, 
Thou didst the Father's will; 

So Thy commands and Thy desires, 
Lord, teach us to fulfil. 
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Thou art the Vine, and we would all 
Thy fruitful branches be; 

Thy word our treasure and delight, 
We would abide in Thee, 

That we may know Thy cross, Thine heart, 
The myst'ries of Thy name, 

Walk in the Spirit and requite 
Thy love, thou spotless Lamb. 

137. 

IV/TY God and Father, I am Thine, 
Teach me to do Thy will; 

One bus'ness here on earth have I— 
Thy bidding to fulfil. 

To please Thee is my meat and drink, 
To make my Father glad; 

With wisdom let my heart be fill'd, 
My soul with beauty clad. 

The mind and wrays of Christ the Lord, 
His lowly heart be mine; 

That I to all men may declare 
The power of blood divine. 

Songs in the night Thy Spirit gives; 
I watch and sing to Thee 

Of Thy dear Son, whom Thou didst bruise 
For sinners on the tree. 
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T WAIT, my God, I wait for Thee; 
Father, I know Thou hearest prayer; 

By Thy delays Thy children see 
How wise Thy love for them to care. 

My faith when long and sorely tried 
Blesses Thy great and holy name; 

For in due time Thou didst provide 
The foreordain'd, the spotless Lamb. 

Now sits Thy Son enthron'd on high; 
Thy love I know, Thy word believe; 

In ev'ry storm at anchor lie, 
To Jesus by the Spirit cleave. 

Thy thoughts, Jehovah, O how deep! 
And how unsearchable Thy ways, 

Whereby Thou dost Thy promise keep 
And teach Thy saints to sing Thy praise. 

We must be kill'd that we may live, 
And buried to be rais'd again; 

Why cease we not with Thee to strive 
By whom for us the Lamb was slain? 

139. ' C-M-

1X/TY God and Father, who art wont 
Life out of death to bring, 

At all times I will bless Thy name, 
Thy praises ever sing, 
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And so while weeping I shall be 
As though I did not weep; 

Thy children all must sow in tears, 
But soon in joy shall reap. 

Thy way is in Thy temple known, 
I sit with Christ the Lord, 

And by Thy Spirit cleave to Him 
Once smitten by the sword. 

Thy way, my God, is in the sea; 
Faithful art Thou and true, 

All Thy decrees do Thou fulfil, 
Thy secret path pursue. 

140. C.M. 

T MOURN, but am I left alone? 
Can I forbear to sing, 

And on the willows hang my harp? 
To Christ the Lord I cling. 

I mourn, but Thou art with me, Lord; 
Each bitter thing is sweet 

To me, while pouring out my heart 
Before the mercy-seat. 

To Thee Thy Father gave the cup 
Of gall and wrath divine; 

Thou, Lord, dost bid me drink with Thee 
Of new and heavenly wine. 
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One thing I ask—0 let me not 
Thy Holy Spirit grieve, 

But to Thyself, my joy and strength, 
With steadfast purpose cleav.e. 

141. CM-

(~)UR Father, we would sing to Thee; 
Great God, our eyes have seen 

Thy justice bruising on the tree 
Thy Son, to make us clean. 

Darkness at noon the land o'erspread; 
Our guilt did hide Thy face 

From Jesus, suff'ring in our stead, 
Thou Holy God of grace. 

To Thine elect Thy Spirit shows 
The cross of Thy dear Son; 

With Him we in Thy love repose, 
For we with Him are one. 

142. PM-

/ ^ )NLY on Thee, my God, I wait, 
Thy word my heart sustaining; 

Thy gentleness hath made me great, 
Thy child am I in low estate, 

With hidden glory reigning. 
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Whaie'er the cup Thou givest me 
I drink, and drinking bless Thee; 

For by Thy Son brought nigh to Thee, 
For ever Thine, by truth made free, 

My Father, I possess Thee. 

The voice of Thy beloved Son, 
My Father, Thou art hearing; 

Thou only wise—Thy will be done, 
While I gird up my loins and run 

My race, no evil fearing. 

Thy Spirit brings before mine eyes 
The cross and cruel scorning 

That He endur'd, whose sacrifice 
Gives me above this earth to rise, 

And wait the cloudless morning. 

I read the heart of Christ the Lord, 
I know His expectation; 

Behold ! He comes, the living Word, 
He that was smitten by the sword, 

The Captain of Salvation. 

O make me by the Spirit strong 
To serve the Lord of Glory; 

To Him that bought me I belong— 
He is my strength, my hope, my song, 

The Lamb, the King of Glory. 
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143. C-M-

Q JESUS LORD, whose hands and feet 
Declare Thy power to save, 

Dominion o'er myself complete, 
P'ull mastery I crave. 

Myself I slay and bring to nought, 
For I am not mine own; 

With an eternal ransom bought, 
Heir of a lasting throne. 

13y threefold title I am Thine, 
Teach me to do Thy will; 

One business, King of Kings, be mine, 
Thy bidding to fulfil. 

May I in body, spirit, soul, 
Thy holy vessel be! 

Do Thou my ev'ry wish control, 
Thy sorrows let me see. 

O make me by Thy Spirit strong, 
S'aviour, on Thee to lean; 

A pilgrim skill'd in heavenly song, 
Beholding things unseen; 

A perfect image of Thy ways, 
A burning, shining light; 

A polish'd jewel to Thy praise, 
In God the Father's sight. 



142 

144. CM. 

T H Y brethren, Lord, are my delight, 
I love them strong.or weak; 

They all are precious in my sight, 
The froward with the meek. 

I serve them, Lord, for they are Thine, 
The Father's gift to Thee; 

The Spirit, by Thy blood divine, 
From prison set them free. 

Since love will crave return in kind, 
And prize it more than gold, 

If my due recompense I find, 
My joy can scarce be told. 

Then with new strength my loins I gird 
To magnify Thy name, 

Thou Son of God, the living Word, 
The Father's spotless Lamb. 

But if I be the less belov'd, 
While I love more and more, 

For froward saints to sorrow mov'd, 
Still I Thy name adore. 

And still the froward ones I serve— 
Thy members, Lord, are they; 

Hold Thou me up, nor let me swerve 
From Love's excelling way. 
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145. C.M. 

] y j Y Holy Father, I am Thine, 
Before Thy throne I bow, 

For by the cross of Thy dear Son 
Thy name of Love I know. 

Thy Spirit quicken'd me from death, 
Thy still, small voice I hear; 

Thy thunders to my peaceful soul 
Thy holy name endear. 

Thou hearest and Thou pleasest me, 
My God, Thy will be done; 

Thou givest whatsoe'er I ask, 
My heart with Thine is one. 

O may I ever walk with Thee, 
And with Thy Spirit fill'd 

Show Jesus forth, His death and life, 
And be Thy pleasant child. 

146 . ~ ^ C.M. 

^ P HOU Son of God, my heavenly Lord, 
My Saviour, I am Thine; 

Thy dwelling—let Thy mind and ways 
In everything be mine. 

O let my conscience in Thy sight 
Be pure, without a stain; 

And mine integrity do Thou 
With constant care maintain. 



i 4 4 

The griefs and sufferings of Thy cross, 
Lord, give me to behold, 

With inward eye ne'er waxing dim, 
With heart ne'er turning cold. 

With wisdom by Thy Spirit fill'd, 
With humbleness and love, 

May I keep all Thy words and seek 
Thyself and things above. 

147. CM-

lV/r Y Father, Thou dost make me glad, 
For in this vale of tears 

I listen to my Shepherd's voice, 
He to mine eye appears. 

Enthron'd He sits at Thy right hand, 
By His own blood divine; 

My heavenly Father, God of Grace, 
I am both His and Thine. 

Seal'd by Thy Spirit, I rejoice 
And rest in Thy dear Son, 

Who gave Himself the lost to save— 
To make Thy glories known. 

Thou lovest Him who offered up 
Himself a sacrifice; 

On Jesus Thou hast set Thine heart, 
On Jesus fix'd Thine eyes. 
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Thy children are His flesh and bones, 

His jewels, His delight; 
His beauty theirs—they all, as He, 

Are precious in Thy sight. 

With power and skill He brings to pass 
Thy wise and sure decrees; 

The peace and joy of Christ the Lord 
I share and dwell at ease. 

Thou only art my Rock—Thy wealth 
Suffices for my need; 

O'er all my soul contentment reigns— 
The Lord is risen indeed! 

I see Thine everlasting house, 
Thy children's blissful home, 

And hasten through this vale of tears, 
With songs amid the gloom. 

148. ~*~ C M . 

Q T H O U that dwellest in the light 
Of Thine own majesty, 

Begirt with native power and might, 
Jehovah God, most High! 

From everlasting Thou hast been, 
Eternal are Thy days; 

Thou art above the creature's ken, 
And all the creature's praise. 
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Treasures of joy Thou didst possess, 
Great God, in Thine own Son; 

The Spirit in that blessedness 
With Thee and Him was one. 

Yet, Thou, Jehovah, wouldst command 
The universe to be; 

Thy Son Thou gavest, and Thy hand 
Once bruis'd Him on the tree. 

Rais'd up with Jesus from the dead, 
We by the Spirit bring 

Our off'ring, and with Christ our Head, 
To Thee, our God, we sing. 

Our Father, Thou art Light and Love, 
We bless Thy holy name; 

Our songs Thy heart to gladness move— 
Our joy is in the Lamb. 

O fill our hearts with joy like Thine, 
To walk as children dear; 

As lights in this dark world to shine, 
Thy Spirit's voice to hear. 

Thy children in a little while 
Must all in glory meet, 

And praise Thy name with perfect skill, 
With harmony complete. 
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149. 

A N O T H E R world, my God, I see, 
Where Thou art all in all; 

Thither I haste, Thy pilgrim child, 
Obedient to Thy call. 

There every knee shall bow to Him 
That put my sins away, 

That died Thy myst'ries to reveal, 
Thy riches to display. 

Jesus Thy Son shall quickly come— 
Faithful is He and true; 

He did the heav'ns and earth create, 
And shall create anew. 

joint-heir with Christ the Lord, I wait 
The morn, and watch by night: 

His yoke is easy to the neck— 
I prove His burden light. 

A child of dust, far off from Thee, 
An heir of wrath was I, 

When by Thy Spirit and Thy truth 
Quicken'd and set on high. 

My God and Father, I adore 
Thy name, for I am Thine; 

Thou art' my portion and reward, 
Let all Thy will be mine. 
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150. C.M. 

^ P HY voice of love, my God, I hear, 
My Father, I am Thine; 

From death redeem'd, and brought so near 
To Thee, by blood divine. 

Thy saints, how precious in Thy sight! 
Thrice blessed in Thy Son; 

With Jesus they are Thy delight, 
They all with Him are one. 

My constant sacrifice I brinw 
Of thanks and praise to Thee; 

Thy Spirit teaches me to sing 
My song of liberty. 

All bitter things He turns to sweet 
For me, whate'er my pain; 

In Christ the Lord I am complete— 
The Lamb for me was slain. 

My path Thou knowest, and my frame; 
By trials long and sore 

I learn to fear Thy holy name, 
To trust Thee and adore. 

Thou crownest me from day to day 
With kindnesses of grace; 

Soon wilt Thou wipe my tears away, 
Soon shall I see Thy face. 
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The morn is breaking; I rejoice, 
For Thy dear Son I wait; 

In Thee suffic'd, Thy will my choice, 
Content in ev'ry state. 

c 

n ^ H O U , Lord, in darkness art my light, 
Thy Spirit's voice I hear, 

And midst the thickest gloom of night 
I see my Shepherd near. 

Thou triest me in wisdom deep, 
Thine heart to make me know, 

And for Thyself my heart to keep 
Secure from ev'ry foe. 

Jesus, Thou Son of God, Thine eyes 
Are like a fiery flame; 

Perfect in Thy one sacrifice, 
I bless Thy holy name. 

Peaceful I worship at Thy feet, 
And on Thy bosom rest; 

My soul is for Thy friendship meet, 
In heavenly beauty drest. 

Lord, search me out—try Thou my reins, 
May I Thy word believe, 

And, bound to Thee with golden chains, 
Thy Spirit never grieve. 
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152. CM. 

p A T H E R , how great is Thy delight 
And joy in Christ the Lord, 

Thy Son, whom once Thy Justice smote 
With sin-avenging sword! 

He gave Himself the curse to bear, 
He lives, our great High Priest; 

Thy bosom, whence He came, is now 
His everlasting rest. 

Thy children by Thy Spirit learn 
With Christ the Lord to sing, 

To follow Him, and wait till He 
Their full redemption bring. 

O let Thy Spirit keep our hearts; 
Let us with Thee be one, 

Walking in holy fellowship 
With Thee and with Thy Son. 

153. ~'~*~" c.: 

p A T H E R , whose holy name I fear, 
Thou givest me Thy best; 

The time to give, dost Thou defer? 
In Thee, my God, I rest. 

My portion Thou, the only wise; 
No anxious thought have I ; 

Thy Spirit teaches me to rise 
With Christ, and sit on high. 



Jesus —He prospers evermore, 
Performing Thy decrees; 

With Jesus I Thy name adore, 
With Jesus dwell at ease. 

With Him I died—now am I Thine, 
To wage my daily war, 

In weakness, by His pow'r divine, 
Thy glory all my care. 

With Jesus'jjlove Thy children fill, 
That^by Thy Spirit's might 

Joyful we may do all Thy will, 
And in Thyself delight. 

154. 

"TVARKNESS before the sun must flee away, 
The moon and stars are hid, while He is seen, 

And, from the earth's foundation, He has been 
The sole and faithful ruler of the day; 
His strength to run his race knows no decay, 

All lands he visits with a kingly mien. 
Winter departs, and earth again is green, 

Fruitful and glad beneath his quick'ning sway. 
When souls were wrapt in thickest gloom of night, 

Rose from the tomb the Saviour of mankind, 
The King whose favour is the only light 

Of life eternal;—He, the heart and mind 
Renewing, holds His course with power and might, 

For on the cross He once His life resign'd. 
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155. 
T F while my soul draws nigh to God by night, 

I see the stars in clustering myriads shine, 
I mark how all their glories they combine, 

A host well-order'd, marvellously bright. 
I listen to their silence,—they unite 

A skilful choir to sing of love divine; 
And are to me a picture and a sign 

Of good things promis'd, hidden still from sight. 
My Father, says my heart, Thou wilt not leave 

Israel for ever scatter'd and forlorn. 
They that shall soon the wilful King receive, 

Israel, that slew Thy Son with rage and scorn, 
Shall, in the land, to their Messiah cleave, 

A countless people of Thy Spirit born. 

156. '~*~" 

"JV/TY weli-belov'd is holy, 
The Father's spotless Lamb; 

The Captain of Salvation, 
Th' Omnipotent I AM. 

The angels were not able 
His hidden mind to scan; 

His thoughts—one with the Father's, 
Of boundless love to man. 

Unsearchable His wisdom, 
By Him were all things made; 

His cross by perfect weakness 
His pow'r to save display'd. 
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His heart is ever faithful; 
How gentle is His love! 

On Him the Spirit rested, 
In fashion as a dove. 

His cheeks that once were smitten 
By scorners, wear a smile; 

Because, in Him delighting. 
His spouse performs His will. 

It is my bliss to please Him; 
His smile is like sweet flow'rs, 

It is a bed of spices, 
All fragrant after show'rs. 

He tells me what temptations 
In days of flesh He bore; 

His bitter death He shows me, 
He lives for evermore. 

By Him are all things order'd, 
His hand I ever bless; 

His sympathy—how tender! 
Through His own deep distress. 

He holds a righteous sceptre, 
He died to reach His throne; 

Enduring is the kingdom 
Of God's beloved Son. 
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Like Lebanon with cedars, 
His countenance I see; 

With joy and loving favour 
He lifts it up on me. 

A table I prepare Him, 
He drinks my spiced wine; 

My Lord is all delightsome, 
I on His breast recline. 

This is my heavenly Bridegroom, 
My Brother, Saviour, Friend, 

Whom God did from His bosom 
For man's redemption send. 

157. "~ 

' T ' H Y ways, O Prince's daughter, 
Are ways of truth and peace; 

No earthly cares distress thee, 
Thy pleasures still increase. 

Thou leanest on thy Bridegroom, 
Who fills thy heart with song; 

He taught thee by His Spirit 
In weakness to be strong. 

One with thy Lord and Saviour, 
No more a child of earth; 

By death and resurrection 
Thou art of heavenly birth. 



*55 

Well does thy soul remember 
How He for thee was slain. 

His sorrows thou dost ponder— 
His death and all its pain. 

A heap of wheat—the finest— 
With lilies compass'd round, 

Pictures the store of wisdom 
That in thy heart is found. 

Bowels thou hast of pity; 
Thy words of comfort flow 

To cheer all contrite mourners— 
Thy Lord to make them know. 

Thou walkest in the Spirit, 
In love and godly fear; 

No voice of crafty stranger 
Can win thy prudent ear. 

Integrity preserves thee; 
Thy mind so pure and wise 

Is like the royal fish-pools 
That mirror forth the skies. 

How many are thy children! 
They sit down at thy feet 

To learn the hidden wisdom; 
Thy words to them are sweet. 
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The name of thy Redeemer, 
Whom God for thee did bruise, 

Sheds forth for thee its fragrance— 
To thee His wounds He shows. 

Th' approaching foe thou markest, 
Watching against his wiles; 

His terrors ne'er alarm thee, 
His cunning ne'er beguiles. 

The cross that was thy ransom 
Rais'd thee to high estate; 

According to that ransom 
Thine every thought is great. 

Thou knowest what beseems thee, 
Spouse of the King of kings; 

In Him thy joy thou findest— 
In Him thy living springs. 

He walks with thee in friendship; 
No thought has He apart 

From thee, His true companion— 
He tells thee all his heart. 

How fair thou art, how pleasant! 
For all His mind is thine; 

Thou art His stately palm tree, 
His clusters of the vine. 

Child of His God and Father, 
His sister and His dove; 

Thy Lord is all thy treasure— 
His joy is in thy love. 
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158. 
T N darkness of temptation 

I sought my well-beloved; 
He is the wise refiner 

By whom my faith is prov'd. 

I sought but could not find Him, 
Yet still my search pursu'd; 

His absence left me nothing 
Save cheerless solitude. 

In His right paths I waited, 
Again to meet my Lord; 

I could not see nor hear Him, 
Yet trusted in His word. 

The faithful watchmen found me, 
My drooping soul they cheer'd; 

A little space I pass'd them, 
And, lo! the King appeared. 

So fled away the darkness 
And sorrows of the night; 

How welcome was the day-break! 
The sunrise, O how bright! 

I held Him, nor would suffer 
My Lord from me to part; 

He walks with me in friendship, 
Unfolding all His heart. 
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To know Him—to be like Him, 
This is my one desire; 

He grants it by His furnace 
And His refining fire. 

159. 
AX/TIEN late I saw the moon at dead of night 

In perfect beauty of her fulness rise, 
I watch'd her steps, and as she climb'd the skies 

Ponder'd the glory of her placid light. 
Musing, I said: A fountain out of sight, 

Ever the same, yon silver orb supplies 
With all her peaceful beams that cheer mine eyes 

Until the sun display his power and might. 
Then pour'd I forth my prayer:—So may Thy Bride, 

Blest Lamb of God, till Thy appearing, shine, 
And in this world of unbelief and pride, 

Let her who is by threefold title Thine 
Walk in the Spirit—in Thy love abide, 

For Thee, her Lord, a witness and a sign. 

160. ~~"~~ 

111 AIL! Star of Morning, Lamb of God most high! 
Thou movevt me Jehovah's name to praise; 

For, by His Spirit disciplin'd, I gaze 
On Thee in peace with heavenly wisdom's eye, 
That diligently reads in earth and sky 

God's mysteries of love. Thy gentle rays, 
While yet to show his beams the sun delays, 

Announce to all mankind his rising nigh; 
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But to the ransom'd saints, the chosen seed, 
Joint-heirs with Christ, who have no city here, 
Thy brightness speaks with God their Father's voice, 

Of Christ enthron'd with Him their cause to plead; 
The night far spent—the day of glory near— 
And greatly at Thy message I rejoice. 

161. """"" 

T N vain 1 sought my guiltiness to hide, 
While I was blind and void of holy fear; 

I hew'd out broken cisterns; had no ear 
For truth that makes man free. I walk'd in pride; 
My wisdom scorn'd the Christ once crucified, 

The Saviour pierc'd with the soldier's spear. 
My life was only death; yet I could sneer 

At Jesus' name, and Jesus' grace deride. 
Now, O my God, I enter into rest; 

Led by Thy Spirit to (he spotless Lamb, 
In whom I glory, smiting on my breast: 

Thy Son for men a sacrifice became 
Of savour sweet, and I, in Jesus blest, 

My God and Father, praise Thy holy name. 

162. 
T7ATHER, thou knowest all my tribulation, 

Such wisdom I desire, 
That by Thy Spirit I may fix mine eyes 
On Thy true Priest and King, 

Whose sacrifice 
Redeem'd and cleans'd Xhy chosen generation; 
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So 'midst the floods and walking through the fire, 
I shall with harp attun'd Thy praises sing, 
Yet lowly at Thy throne Thy will inquire, 

And, strong in weakness, cling 
To Christ the Lord, once offer'd on the tree— 
Tojesus Thy dear Son, whose truth has made me free. 
He is Thy joy—His voice well pleas'd Thou hearest, 
Well pleas'd Thou hearest mine. 
Thy Spirit pleads for me; Thou see'st His mind, 
True mirror of Thine own. 

By Him I find 
The ways wherein Thou to Thy friends appearest; 
0 try my heart, purge it with blood divine 
From faults and errors to myself unknown, 
That in each wish and thought it may be Thine. 
The faithful servant's crown 
1 seek at Jesus' hands—a little while 
And He shall give it me, with His approving smile. 

163. 
" Peace I leave with you, My peace I give unto you." 

T N majesty and peace, my risen Lord, 
Thou sittest far above all heavens enthroned 

With God the Father, who in His own Son, 
The spotless Lamb once slain, hath found His rest. 
At His right hand Thou art His polished shaft, 
Ever accomplishing by friend and foe, 
By angels and by men, His purposes. 
Now through Thy cross, the crown of gold is Thine, 
The golden sceptre, and the iron rod. 
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Worthy art Thou the universe to rule; 
By Thee and for Thee were all creatures made; 
The Father's image Thou—the Word of Life— 
The second Man—Head of the new creation— 
Head of the Church Thy body. I am Thine; 
Thou, Lord, art mine; Thy glory I behold, 
Thy perfect beauty, and in fellowship 
With God, Thy God and Father, rest in Thee. 
Thy peace, my Lord and Saviour, rules my heart, 
Which, by Thy Spirit with Thy fulness filled, 
Her occupation finds in pleasing God. 
Stranger and sojourner, my homeward way 
Pursuing, I with holy fear observe 
Thy footprints, and Thy word of patience keep; 
My cup of blessedness o'erflows; my harp 
Ne'er on the willows do I hang—by grief, 
By toil and hardship, grow my skill to sing 
With Thee to God the new and heavenly song. 
For thou hast taught me by Thy cross to care, 
With bowels like Thine own, for all mankind; 
And how to love all whom the Father gave 
Out of the world to Thee—His only Son— 
His Lamb once slain—His Firstborn from the dead. 

164. 
"The trial of faith." 

]YJY God! I trust in Thee; 
Father, I bless Thy Name! 

At Thy right hand Thy Son I see, 
Jesus, the spotless Lamb! 
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The righteous Thou dost try, 
Thy love to make them know; 

Thine ears are open to their cry, 
Thy wisdom brings them low. 

By fire and flood and storm 
Thou dost my patience prove ; 

Thy purposes in me perform— 
Father, Thy name is Love! 

Thou art the only wise; 
How good Thy discipline! 

Thy saints, so precious in Thine eyes, 
As gold Thou dost refine. 

My heart—Thy dwelling—keep 
Pure and all undenled; 

Ever with Thee in fellowship, 
With all Thy fulness filled. 

Thy Spirit gives me might; 
The Bridegroom with me dwells, 

My strength, my glory, my delight— 
Thy mysteries He reveals. 

My faith which, through the gloom 
Of trial, keeps Thy word, 

Shall be my praise when He shall come, 
The Lamb, the glorious Lord! 

Triumphant, I my crown 
Shall cast at Jesus' feet, 

When we shall know as we are known, 
x\nd all in glory meet. 
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165. 

" I will trust and not be afraid." 

^ \ MY Father! joy and gladness 
Fill my heart that rests in. Thee; 

By Thy Spirit, in my sadness, 
Christ, the King of Peace, I see. 

Power and Justice join'd to bruise Him 
And to raise Him from the dead; 

Now Thy Holy Spirit shows Him, 
Thron'd on high, to all His seed. 

He, the cup so bitter drinking, 
(How unsearchable the pain!) 

Down beneath the billows sinking, 
Trusted to be rais'd again. 

I believe, when out of measure 
Press'd, that He is ruling well; 

He can do His Father's pleasure 
By the very powers of hell. 

In each time of sore temptation, 
I will trust, nor be afraid; 

Fill'd with heavenly consolation, 
While I made my Feather glad. 

Thou art faithful to deliver— 
Only on my God I wait, 

Thou wilt be to me, as evi-r, 
Wise and tender, good and great. 
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Father, at Thy word I tremble, 
Pleasing Thee is mine employ; 

For the Lord will soon assemble 
All Thy saints to share His joy. 

Jesus, He that sought and found me, 
Gives me of His bread and wine; 

Holy angels camp around me— 
All things, Thou hast said, are mine, 

Satan's craft shall ne'er beguile me, 
Walking humbly in Thy light; 

Ne'er shall unbelief defile me, 
Strong in my Redeemer's might. 

Let Thy word be a discerner 
Of my heart in all its ways; 

At Thy throne, a daily learner, 
I will wait with songs of praise. 
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"The Song of Songs, which is Solomon's" (chap, i., 
verse i). 

" A GREATER than Solomon is here"—even 
He by whom kings reign and princes of the 

earth decree justice; whom men and angels worship 
as (rod and Creator—the Son of God—the Won
derful—the Counsellor—the Prince of Peace! who, 
having by Himself purged our sins, sat down at the 
right hand of God—who is passed through the 
heavens by His own blood—exalted far above all 
principality and power, having a name above every 
name, not only in this world but also in that which 
is to come. 

By Him are we taught a new song, which makes 
the eternal music of heaven. This holy song, the 
song of Moses and the song of, the Lamb, is the 
glory of God—the delight of angels, who stand to 
listen and to learn; to whom, by the Church, is 
made known the manifold wisdom of God. 

To the redeemed from amongst men, the pur-
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chase of the Lamb's blood, it is given to know the 
Lord through the Spirit of God. In the midst of 
the Church will Jesus sing His own song of praise. 

And has He not given thee, O my soul, thy 
"harp divine"? He could not do otherwise, since 
He loved thee and gave Himself for Thee. The 
Spirit given to Him without measure is come down 
upon thee, who art less than the least of all saints. 

But, Lord, I know that even to Thy feet runs 
down the precious ointment; and Thy least member 
has Thy whole heart—Thy whole self. 

Here a sojourner, happy am I, for Thou art my 
portion, O Lord—I am glad of heart, for I dwell 
within the vail. I rest in Thee who sittest, Prince 
of Peace, upon Thy Priestly Throne, showing 
Thyself there for Thy Church's admiration and 
praise. 

Open Thou mine eyes, therefore; delight them 
with Thy beauty; and let me be filled with Thy 
glory! Sprinkle my heart with Thy blood, and 
let no evil have power over body, or soul, or spirit 
—let no ignorance or guilt within cause me to hang 
my harp on the willows, but let me, in faith and 
love, make constant melody in my heart to the 
Lord! Lord, Thou hast taught me so to do in the 
midst of suffering, grief, temptation; because Thou 
restorest my soul, forgiving all mine iniquity, and 
thus healing all my diseases. Thou anointest my 
head with oil, and preparest a table before me in 
the presence of mine enemies. Art Thou King 
and Priest, thou Son of David?—so am I. 
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I charge thee, then, my soul, consider, and hold 
fellowship with thy Lord, the Prince of Peace. Be 
it thy business to wear the crown, and never put it 
off. Thou canst not be too bold in the faith. 
Triumph, thou, and shout! "The sting of death is 
sin; the strength of sin is the Law; but thanks be 
to God who giveih us the victory through our 
Lord Jesus Christ." 

Be content and glad to bear shame and spitting 
with Jesus—to war a good warfare—to deny thy
self—to mortify the old man in all his members— 
and for thy new man to get daily strength in the 
fountain of the Lamb's blood. 

Watch thy lips, thine eye, thine ear; keep thyself 
pure for Him who is the Husband of His Church, 
and who rules her by His righteousness of blood, 
His peace, and manifold grace and love. 

"Let Him kiss me with the kisses of His mouth; for 
Thy love is better that wine" (chap, i., verse 2). 

HTHOU "King of kings and Lord of lords," freely 
may we speak with Thee, for Thou art the 

Lamb that was slain—Thou art our Friend—our 
Beloved; Thy Church nestles in the bosom of Thy 
love. \Ve are Thy bones and Thy flesh. In love 
eternal with tender pity dost Thou rejoice over us, 
and cleave to Thy Church, which is Thy body: 
many members are we, Lord; the body one. Thou 
sayest, in a manner, we are Thy very self. 
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Lord, Thy glory doth not confound us. Thou 
art our Great High Priest, bearing the iniquity of 
our holy things. Therefore, poor and needy, we 
draw near; and Thou dost sprinkle us with thine 
own blood, and raise us to yet greater and greater 
boldness of faith. 

O my soul! the bolder, the humbler. Consider 
with whom thou speakest. He loves not to keep 
stately distance. The Son of Man, the Son of God 
is He ; the "Friend that sticketh closer than a 
brother": acquaintance with Him shall beget 
worship, reverence, confidence, love. 

His heart yearns over thee, my soul; and He 
takes it well, and a kindness, that thou dost long 
after Him. He counts it the honour due unto 
His name, when thou dost with joy and love and 
all holy confidence cry out: "Let Him kiss me 
with the kisses of His mouth." 

He forgets not that He is thy Husband. Art 
thou weary of all things but Himl Happy soul! 
This was light from Himself: He gave it thee. 
So is thine own darkness felt, and all things under 
the sun to thee are vanity. 

Yet He has not spoiled thee of idols to leave 
thee portionless: He would fill thee with Himself. 

Thou mayest command Him; thy weakness 
hath power and shall prevail: and if He seem not 
to answer for a while, or so much as give thee a 
good word or kind look, make sure of His truth 
and tender heart. 

Hope against hope; in good time He, by the 
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powers of the Paraclete, the Comforter, shall so 
fill and overwhelm thee with His love, that thou 
shalt find thy heart too narrow for the full tide of 
His kindness and consolation! 

"Because of the savour of Thy good ointments, Thy 
name is as ointment poured forth" (chap, i., 
verse 3). 

p R A G R A N T is the name of Jesus! This thou 
knowesr, O, my soul! for He Himself put 

within thee His Holy Spirit, to testify of Him and 
to glorify Him. In thee will He dwell as in a 
temple—holy to the Lord—because His habitation. 

His name is Immanuel—God with us. He is 
"the Child born, the Son given," "made of a 
woman." He stooped low, in humiliation infinite, 
that He might be "God with us." 

"The mighty God," unless "made flesh," could 
only have terrified the sons of Adam. Guilt seeks 
a hiding-place_/>7?w God, not in God. 

Now we behold the Babe, the Son of David, in 
the city of David; and there is the hiding of His 
dreadful power and consuming majesty—Immanuel 
and Jesus, whom His God and Father anointed 
to be a Priest for ever, a Prince and a Saviour! 

He is "God with us," and can hide His whole 
Church in His own wounds; by His one offering 
of Himself He purged our sin, and perfected His 
Church for ever. 
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He is Immanuel for all of His, and for each one 
in particular—for thee, my soul—for thee, among 
the rest! He is wholly thine and thou art wholly 
His! 

He bought thee, my soul; and, though now thou 
art but small and despised, He has it in His heart 
to fashion thy clay tabernacle, after the likeness of 
His own glorious body. Thou hast borne the 
image of the first and earthly Adam; thou shalt 
also bear the image of the heavenly. 

His eye is now upon thee—thou art dear unto 
Him as the Father's Gift, as His own kinsman— 
for he was partaker of flesh and blood, and now 
glorified, is still the Son of Man. 

He sees also in thee of the travail of His soul; 
and shall not He, who gave thee life in His own 
blood, uphold and guide thee? Shall He not 
teach thee, and keep thee as the apple of His eye? 

In very deed He performeth all things for thee 
daily. He marks thy weakness and weariness; 
He causes thee to rest; washing the feet of the 
spent traveller, and reviving thee with the fragrance 
of His name. 

He stirs thee to seek Him; whispering in thine 
ear some good words of promise and invitation, 
and helping thee, in kindness, by some stroke of 
His rod; and then does He keep His truth— 
Harken, my soul: " I love them," saith He, "that 
love Me, and they that seek Me early shall find 
Me;" "If a man love Me, he shall be loved of My 
Father, and I will love him and manifest Myself 
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unto him;" "If ye love me, keep my command
ments; and I will pray the Father, and He shall 
send you another Comforter, who shall abide with 
you for ever." 

Lord, Thy Spirit teacheth me all things, for He 
teacheth me the knowledge of my Lord; and where 
is wisdom, where is knowledge, but in Thee? That 
in-dwelling Comforter gives light, and rejoices the 
heart—wounding and healing—leading me to Thee 
by speaking of Thee—opening the word, and 
causing me to see Thee in heaven and in earth, by 
night, by day, at home and abroad! 

The mystery of Thy name, which is as ointment 
poured forth, He declares to me; and He searches 
all things to find fitting words and titles to show 
me Thy manifold grace, and love, and glory. 

Thou hast allured me by the savour of Thy 
good ointments—and out of Egypt have I come. 
I bold on my homeward way, in the wilderness, 
content and happy, my every step ordered of my 
Lord. 

O keep me abiding in Thy love, following hard 
after Thee; let me indeed be manifest—not to 
myself alone, but to Thy Church—that I am of 
the virgins that follow Thee: and to the world 
likewise, that I am of Israel, "the people that dwell 
alone, and are not reckoned among the nations." 
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"Draw me; we will run after Thee" (chap, i., 
verse 4). 

J ^ O R D JESUS! my soul longeth for Thee! Thy 
beloved, having one Spirit, is but one. 

Many the members—the body one. I join with 
all Thy Church, when, with one voice, out of 
weakness, she entreats Her Head, her Husband: 
"Draw me—we will run after Thee." 

Thou, Lord, art my joy and heaven; and here 
in my pilgrimage I am a stranger and sojourner 
with Thee. My soul folioweth hard after Thee, 
allured by Thy beauty and excellency, O Lord 
Jesus, who art altogether glorious, altogether lovely. 

Grieved and afflicted am I—this Thou knowest 
—but welcome tribulation and every storm, since 
Thou art my hiding-place and haven of rest. 

In my earthly house of this tabernacle, I groan, 
being burdened; for being my Lord's freeman, 
dead to that which held me once, and married to 
another, my soul makes loud complaint at any 
check or hindrance to my perfect liberty of com
munion with Thee. 

Lord, Thou dost pity me in my sore distress 
because of sin that dwelleth in me. Thou dost 
commend Thy mourners who fight in the midst of 
defeat; who pray and faint not in the midst of 
fainting. Thine heart is moved, while from the 
height of Thy sanctuary and Thy glorious throne 
Thine eyes behold my warfare, and Thine ears 
attend to this my complaint: "Who shall deliver 
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me?" Thou givest me to say: " I thank God 
through Jesus Christ our Lord." ''With the mind 
I, myself, serve the law of God, but with the flesh, 
the law of sin." 

O my Lord, "where the Spirit of the Lord is, 
there is liberty;" Thy Spirit testifies of Thee, 
teaching me, while my soul longeth for Thee, to 
eat Thy flesh and drink Thy blood; even to partake 
of Thee, the slain Lamb. O let me, then, be truly 
dead to the law, and alive to God, by Thee! so 
shall I delight in the law of the Lord, dwelling 
in Thy love, and walking in fellowship with the 
Father, and with Thee, the Son of His love—so 
shall I purge my conscience from guilt, and behave 
myself as a child—duteous, meek, and lowly before 
the Father, and as a brother, friend, and servant, 
a redeemed one, of my Lord and Saviour ! 

"The King hath brought me into His chambers: we 
will be glad and rejoice in thee; we will remember 
Thy love more than wine" (chap, i., verse 4), 

C U R E L Y , Lord, Thou art not slack concerning 
Thy promise. Do I cry, "Draw me?" Before 

I call, Thou dost answer, and while I am yet 
speaking, Thou dost hear. 

Thou hast subdued me to Thyself, O Thou King 
of Righteousness! Thy grace, great and rich, and 
the power of Thy love, bring the once rebel into 
willing subjection; and Thou dost open mine eyes 
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to admire Thee, casting down high imaginations 
through Thine own glory. Thy throne is ever
lasting, Thou great and Royal High Priest! My 
Surety and Redeemer Thou, seated far above all 
principality and power. 

By Thine own blood hast Thou entered into the 
presence of God, and heaven is Thy temple not 
made with hands. There dost Thou ever live to 
make intercession; Son of Man, subject to the 
Father, and having all things under Thy feet. 
Immanuel upholds and governs what His own 
hands have created. 

In Thy blood of redemption am I justified; 
Thou dost present me in Thyself. For ever 
am I accepted before God, Thyself my robe of 
righteousness. 

My soul! how free and glorious thine access 
within the vail, whither Jesus, thy forerunner, is 
for thee entered, by the new and living way. His 
heart is toward thee and set upon thee; and daily 
is thy salvation His employ; a business and burden 
too great for any but Himself, yet light to the 
shoulders of His strength, and to His heart of love 
most sweet. He has received His kingdom for 
thee; and under His shadow thou art safe. 

Thy "chambers," Lord Jesus, are both Thine 
and mine: in Thee, and with Thee, my soul dwells. 
Thou art now in the bosom of the Father, which 
Thou dost inhabit; and art the admiration of Thy 
saints that are with Thee, and elect angels around 
Thee; I see Thee now as through a glass, darkly; 
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yet the first-fruits of the Spirit enable me, as it 
were, to join the family in heaven. 

For a season, in bodily presence, I abide in the 
lower chamber of earth, but all my heart is with 
Thee, and mounts upward, climbing into the 
habitation of my Lord and place of His glory. 

Thy peace and joy, O my Lord, make glad my 
heart, and I know Thy words are good words: 
"Rejoice in the Lord always, and again I say 
rejoice:" "as sorrowful, yet always rejoicing; as 
having nothing, and yet possessing all things." 

As I behold Thee, I delight in Thee, my chief 
joy. What things were gain to me, are now loss— 
"yea, doubtless, I count all things but loss, for the 
excellency of the knowledge of Jesus my Lord." 
" I have learned, in whatsoever state I am, there
with to be content;" only, Lord, I covet and crave 
and hunger and thirst for more of Thyself; that, 
while yet I am on the way homeward, I may, 
betimes, be skilled in the Songs of Zion, the songs 
of the eternal world to come. 

" I am black, but comely, O ye daughters of Jeru
salem ; as the tents of Kedar, as the curtains of 
Solomon" {chap, i., verse 5). 

T ORD! I am Thine—and in Thy blood I have 
redemption, the forgiveness of sins, according 

to the riches of Thy grace! The name Thou 
givest me is new and wondrous—a child of 
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adoption and grace am I, and friend and brother 
of my Lord! By the light of Thy grace I see that 
in me strange opposites do meet—beauty and 
deformity; all things good, all things evil—all 
things lovely, all things hateful. 

Once, alas! I was in mind and heart altogether 
at enmity with Thee, and hating Thy name with 
yet greater malice than I bore to God's holy law: 
now I know what once I was, not only by memory 
of the past, but I see a law in my members warring 
against the law of my mind; and what is this law 
in my members but the enmity of the flesh bound 
in chains of grace. 

As for this my former man, his name is Legion: 
he is one, yet many. Once I loved his abomi
nations, caressed, admired them; and what con
science reproved, I could excuse, or hide, or 
justify. Now Thou hast given me a law of the 
mind, a new man, that sees and hates the old. 

And yet can I or any creature search out all the 
depths of sin that dwelleth in me? Ah, no! but, 
Lord, I give Thee thanks that I was crucified with 
Thee, that the body of sin might be destroyed, that 
I might no longer serve sin. 

Thou knowest, Lord, I hate with perfect hatred 
this host of inward foes; they rise up against 
Thee, and I count them both Thine enemies and 
mine. 

Chiefly, Lord, I hate and dread the pride and 
spiritual wickedness of the flesh, its worship, faith, 
repentance, prayers, and praises. 
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Oh, succour me! and behold the oppressions 

and treacheries of these foes within the city, which 
would bring me into captivity. And Thou dost 
hear .me; for Thou knowest Thy servant cannot 
endure a lukewarm heart nor a proud spirit; and 
in his hours of temptation Thou knowest His 
custom—he crieth aloud to Thee, and Thou dost 
sprinkle his heart with Thy blood, and loose his 
bonds by Thy peace. 

Thou showest him the power of Thy resurrection, 
and givest him to know the fellowship of Thy 
sufferings; making him to hate and loathe the flesh, 
while he walks at liberty with Thee. 

And, Lord, while to myself I take shame, yet I 
say with good conscience, "'Tis no mere I, but sin 
that dwelleth in me." Moreover, as I ponder the 
cunning and power of the foe I say, "By grace I 
am saved." Thou, Lord, makest me to differ; of 
the same lump was I with the vessels of wrath. 

Lord, Thou art my keeper, and therefore I am 
not consumed; and I rejoice and triumph, because 
while every thought and motion of the flesh is 
worthy of the curse, yet am I accepted and 
glorious in Thyself, my robe; my beauty is perfect 
in Thee, and Thy Spirit dwells within me, having 
fashioned me after Thine own image. 

T h o u , the Ho ly One of Israel, eallest me fair; 
the blackness of indwelling sin Thou hast no eyes 
to see. Lord, I will speak to the glory of Thy 
grace: " I am black, but comely—as the tents of 
Kedar, as the curtains of Solomon." 
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"Look not upon me, because I am black, because the 
sun has looked upon me: my mother's children 
were angry with me; they made me the keeper 
of the vineyards; but mine own vineyard have 
I not kept" (chap, i., verse 6). 

T H E entrance of Thy words, my Lord and 
Saviour, giveth light; Thou art the Sun of 

Righteousness, and wherefore this? Because Thou 
art the Lamb of God, Thy blood speaks peace, 
purging the conscience. 

To the mourner Thou sayest, "Be of good 
cheer," and for such as cast themselves at Thy feet, 
Thou hast looks of love, of pity, and condescension, 
which turn all sorrow into joy. 

But, Lord, when Thou lookest upon me, I see 
and hate all within me which is mine. Thy work 
within me is good and lovely; but the flesh I 
loathe, with all its deeds, be they foul or fair. 

My soul is self-abased as Thou shinest upon me 
— my faith knows nothing, boasts in nothing, but 
the Cross of my Lord. 

The offence of the cross has not ceased; no sooner 
did I know Thee, and confess Thee, than I became 
a stranger to the sons of Hagar, who genders 
only to bondage, whose child I was by nature. 

Thy love drew me aside from the path of the 
worldling, whether wicked or devout; I became an 
offence to those I forsook, even those of my own 
flesh and blood. 

And wherefore were they angry? Because in 
taking up my cross I became witness against them 
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by my boasting only in Thee, and counting all who 
are of the works of the law to be under the curse. 

Thou knowest, Lord, their revilings were loud 
and bitter; their tongue was like a sharp sword; 
but Thou wast with me and I said, "Let them 
curse, my Lord hath bidden them." 

Reviled, I reviled not again; I was dumb, because 
Thou didst it. They moved me not to anger; my 
bowels yearned over them; I besought Thee to 
forgive them; taught of Thee, I returned blessing 
for cursing; and my prayer returned into mine 
own bosom. 

They thought to turn me away from following 
after Thee, but Thou makest the wrath of man to 
praise Thee; they did but drive me to Thee for 
wisdom and strength, for grace, peace, and joy. 

They, walking in their own pride, would be their 
own keepers, and would have me also abide with 
them who are of the works of the law; but, Lord, 
my heart cries out, "Hold Thou me up, and I 
shall be safe;" lead me, teach me to go, taking me 
by the arms; compass me about with Thy grace 
and glory; be a wall of fire round about me; 
gather me in Thine arms; in time of my sorrow 
carry me in Thy bosom, and let Thy cross be my 
boast and song all the day. 

In very deed all this Thou performest for me 
tenderly and faithfully. I know my safety; and 
this causes me to delight in Thee, and to cleave 
still more stedfastly to Thee, counting all things 
but loss that I may win Thee. 

N 
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"Tell me, O Thou whom my soul loveth, where Thou 
feedest; where Thou makest Thy flock to rest at 
noon: for why should I be as one that turneth 
aside by the flocks of Thy companions ? " (chap, i., 
verse 7). 

T ORD JESUS, my soul loveth Thee! my heart 
locks Thee within it, as its precious jewel, 

and rejoices in Thee as those that find great spoil. 
Thou knowest all things; thou knowest that I 
love Thee. 

The flesh lusteth against the Spirit! the Ca-
naanite yet in the land—the foe that I would slay 
and utterly destroy, but cannot; Thou, Lord, 
Thyself, beholding the war, art moved with com
passion, and sayest, "The spirit indeed is willing, 
but the flesh is weak." 

I am bold to say, I love Thee, Thou gracious, 
glorious, and lovely One! and Thou, hearing me, 
dost approve my words. Thou art my portion, O 
Lord, and gladly will I lack anything to gain Thee. 

My thirsty soul desires no fountain but Thyself, 
and is full of longing to drink yet more abundantly. 

She crieth out for Thy pasture, O Thou Shep
herd of Israel! who hast infinite love towards all 
and each of Thine: Thy blood was their ransom, 
and Thou sittest upon Thy throne a Royal 
Shepherd. 

Those that are departed to be with Thee abide 
in the light of Thy countenance; no shades of 
ignorance nor guilt hide from them Thy face. 

Thou carest for us also, Thy flock in the wil-
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derness. Thou art unto us a shadow from the 
heat, the shadow of a great rock in this weary land. 

All our case is before Thee; to ourselves but 
little known—to Thee naked and open—and great 
is our peace, perfect our safety. 

Thy power defends, Thy wisdom guides Thy 
flock; thou leadest them beside still waters, and 
makest them to lie down in green pastures. 

Truly this world is altogether a barren wilder
ness and a dry land. Alas ! then, my foolishness, 
that I should ever hew out to myself any broken 
cisterns ! Oh ! why turnest thou aside, my heart ? 
Wherefore stray from the pastures of Jesus ? 

Lord, I call to mind my ways and am filled with 
indignation against myself, and commit myself 
afresh to Thy guidance. 

O let me not be as one that turneth aside while 
Thy people follow Thee, hearing Thy voice, drink
ing the wine of Thy love ! They are Thy com
panions ; for is not she Thy companion who is Thy 
sister, Thy spouse, Thy fair one, Thy dove, Thy 
undenled ! 

Thou dost grant her freest access to Thee, 
happiest friendship with Thee, closest fellowship 
of the Spirit, such as angels admire, and, standing 
by, rejoice to behold. 

Then hear me, O my Lord, tell me where, in 
this noontide and fierce heat, Thou dost refresh 
Thy flock! Through temptations manifold, through 
persecutions and afflictions, I will seek Thee. 

Thy grace upholding me, 1 will tread any path 
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where first I see the print of Thy feet, for great is 
the prize I aim to win—it is Thyself! And losing 
all, but having Thee, I am rich, possessing all 
things. 

" If thou know not, O thou fairest among women, go 
thy way forth by the footsteps of the flock, and 
feed thy kids beside the shepherds' tents" 
(chap, i., verse 8). 

' " P H I N E heart, O my Lord! inclines Thine ear 
to hear. Thou hast compassion on the 

ignorant, and on them that are out of the way. 
Thou knewest no darkness of error; Thou wast 

holy, and art the same yesterday, and to-day, and 
for ever. 

Thou art our near kinsman ; Thy love and grace 
made Thee stoop ; Thou wast made flesh, and art 
the Son of Man seated at the light hand of the 
Majesty on high. 

Thou lovest to show us the bosom of the Father, 
all whose counsels are in Thee fulfilled, and whose 
utmost glory is manifest in Thee. 

Thou art my Prophet, thou Lamb of God ! I 
love to learn, because of the lesson, and because 
of the Teacher. Lord, my soul hangeth upon Thy 
lips; I cannot know my path but by Thy light, 
nor pursue my way but as Thou dost sustain my 
feebleness and check my wandering. 

My need compels me, Thy love constrains me, 
therefore I draw near; I boast no wisdom ; I con-
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fess my foolishness, and Thou upbraidest not; 
rather dost Thou commend me, for by my poverty 
Thy riches are manifest, and Thou delightest to 
show me all the loving-kindness of Thine heart. 

Behold me, Lord ! the work of Thine hands-— 
not Thy creature only, Thy new creature also, 
quickened when dead in trespasses and sins, 
without will or power to take hold of Thee, to look 
unto Thee, or to touch even the hem of Thy garment. 

Now, by Thy Spirit quickened and created anew, 
behold me, wrought by Thyself after Thine own 
image. Forsake not, then, the work of Thine own 
hands ! Thou wilt not leave me; Thine eyes look 
with joyfulness upon me, as with a heart above a 
mother's; Thou, abiding in Thine own peace, dost 
consider me, and watchest over me with tenderness 
divine. 

Thou dost in equal truth and love entitle Thy 
sister-spouse the fairest among women ; each mem
ber fair and lovely in Thy sight, and I, among the 
rest, can say: " Though black, I am comely." 
But, "Tell me, O Thou whom my soul loveth, 
where Thou feedest." I know Thou hearest me ; 
what then is Thine answer? Hear it, O my soul; 
thy Lord, thy Beloved, bids thee go thy way by 
the footsteps of the flock. 

Hast thou dreamed a dream of a bed of roses 
and path of flowers ? Through much tribulation 
must thou enter the kingdom. Start not aside ; 
see the footprints of thy Lord. 

Such was His cup as only He Himself could 
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drink and drain, full of gall and wormwood of thy 
sin and curse : and now, thou art for ever free. 

He, for thee, was taken from prison and from 
judgment; He, for thee, stood surety. Be of good 
courage, shout aloud : " I glory in my infirmities, 
that the power of Christ may rest upon me." Cry 
aloud the cry of faith: " I can do all things through 
Christ, which strengtheneth me." 

Thy case, my soul, stands not alone; the same 
afflictions have been accomplished at all times in 
each member of Christ. Of old was it said: 
" Many are the afflictions of the righteous;" " The 
Lord trieth the righteous." In this present time 
of peace—when persecutors are held in with bit 
and bridle, so that the earth is not drunk with the 
blood of the saints—even now, go join thyself to 
the flock, draw near the shepherds' tents; thou wilt 
see the poor and afflicted people still poor and 
afflicted, though rich and blessed, for they trust in 
the name of the Lord. 

And, indeed, thou lovest the temple and dwelling-
place of Jesus, which is His body, the Church; He 
entered and sits there upon His throne, high and 
lifted up, and is the glory in the midst. There He 
shines forth, not confounding us, but giving light 
and life to all; all eyes wait upon Him, and He 
satisfies us from His fulness. 

My soul, consider thy profit and blessedness in 
dwelling by the shepherds' tents, for it is thine 
both to hear in the Church, and, in fitting time, to 
speak. Seek humility from thy Lord, and thou 
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shalt be able both to learn and teach, to give and 
receive, to weep with them that weep, and to 
rejoice with them that do rejoice. So wilt thou 
sweetly beguile the time until thy brief course be 
fulfilled, and shalt daily grow up into Christ, thy 
Head in all things. 

" I have compared Thee, O my love, to a company of 
horses in Pharaoh's chariots" (chap, i., verse 9). 

T ORD, thou knowest my custom to consider 
Thee, and meditate Thy triumphs in my 

behalf. I hear Thee saying: " I am He that liveth, 
and was dead, and am alive for evermore." I call 
to mind that by Thy own blood Thou hast perfected 
me for ever, having spoiled principalities and 
powers of darkness; that by the same blood Thou 
wast raised from the dead, and art seated in glory 
a Prince and a Saviour, for Thy blood did speak, 
saying : " Lift up your heads, O ye gates," and all 
the perfections of Jehovah opened wide the ever
lasting doors. 

Moreover, while Thy Spirit draws me near to 
Thee, and I say: " My Beloved is mine, and I am 
His," in the multitude of such thoughts within 
me, Thy comforts delight my soul, and I long to 
depart and be with Thee. To me to live is Christ, 
and to die is gain; for to depart and be with Christ 
is far better, in the balances of my love and ad
miration of Thee, than to abide on earth. 
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But patience and submission whisper in mine 
ear that waiting my Lord's time is His will, and 
best for His glory. I know, Lord, Thou dost 
commend my longing, as also my patient waiting 
—both Thine own work within me. 

Thou dost gird me for the battle; Thy Church 
can fight the good fight of faith. Thou givest Thy 
Spirit's power to the "company of Thy horses;" 
they paw in the valley, rejoicing in their strength, 
and are more than conquerors. We are both Thy 
soldiers and Thy chariots; Thou dost fight in us 
and for us, that we may fight for Thee. Lord, 
teach me but my weakness and Thy strength, and 
I triumph in the fiercest heat of battle! If sore 
affiicted, and beset with hosts without and hosts 
within, though thousands encamp against me, yet 
will I not fear—though war rise against me, yet in 
this warfare will I be confident: for, Lord, I cannot 
be too bold if I but cast aside all weapons of the 
flesh and every piece of the armour of Saul; con
tent with my staff, which is Thy righteousness and 
strength—with my stone of the promise in the 
sling of faith. 

O teach me, Lord, to be ever obedient to bit 
and bridle: turn and wind me at Thy pleasure, and 
at all times, and in all things, triumph Thou by 
me, Thou King of Righteousness and King of 
Peace. 

With mine eye fixed on my Captain, I find 
nothing too hard for me. I rest in Thee, Lord 
Jesus, and rejoice to suffer with Thee, knowing that 
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I shall also reign with Thee. My wounds are for 
Thy binding up, and are only gain to me, for by 
them I better know what manner of love is Thine 
— what Physician art Thou, my Lord and my God. 

"Thy cheeks are comely with rows of jewels; thy 
neck with chains of gold" (chap, i., verse 10). 

HTHOU, Lord, art wise in heart and tender! Thou 
knowest, in this our 'ceaseless warfare, our 

weakness, our drooping and fainting; and art skilful 
to encourage our hearts and revive our spirit. 

The adversary's fiery darts are sharp and dread
ful; his power is great, and His cunning deep in 
stirring the filth of the flesh. Thou canst, without 
him, reveal to us all foul things and abominations 
of the chambers of imagery. 

The battle is sore, and needs one exercised and 
by use expert to hold the shield and handle sword 
and spear, to stand and hold on to fight. 

Lord, Thine eye is upon us! and while we see 
and feel the flesh and its motions, Thou dost be
hold Thy Church's beauty. Glorious her clothing! 
for in Thee, her Husband, is she made the right
eousness of God. 

Our debt became Thine. Thou, the Son of 
God, made under the law, wast made a curse for 
us, to be the end of the law for righteousness to 
every one that believeth. 

Thy beauty and Thy glory, Thou mighty God 
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and Prince of Peace! are upon Thy Church, and 
upon me, who boast of Thy grace as one of Thy 
redeemed. Thy spouse is of fair countenance; 
for though once cast out to the loathing of her 
person, and from the womb foul and hateful, Thou 
hast washed her, and wrought and fashioned her 
anew; so that now Thine eyes rest for ever upon 
her comeliness, her "rows of jewels and her chains 
of gold." 

Thou dost always sever the precious from the 
vile. We may confound the flesh with the Spirit; 
not so Thou. How great soever the deformity of 
the flesh, Thou canst not forget that we love Thee 
and delight in Thee whom man rejects, whom the 
nations despise and abhor. 

O, my soul! thy Lord calleth thee Hephzibah, 
for He delighteth in thee, rejoiceth over thee; He 
admires Thee, folds thee to His bosom, holding 
thee up for admiration of elect angels, who see His 
masterpiece in His Church. 

Be thou of good courage, for thou art come to 
excellent ornaments; let His praise embolden thee 
and make thee strong and patient for battle. Only 
be a "worm" and "thou shalt thresh the moun
tains;" so shalt thou please Him who bought thee 
with His blood and chose thee to be a soldier, and 
who is glorified by the much increase of thy faith 
and love. 

For what thou hast of the fruit of the Spirit, be 
thankful. Yet count not thou hast attained any
thing; but while thy gratitude owns the gift already 
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bestowed, turn not aside from Jesus, nor boast in 
anything, save Christ and Him crucified. O, my 
soul! be thou ever growing up into Him in all 
things. 

" W e will make Thee borders of gold with studs of 
silver" (chap, i., verse n ) . 

^ P H O U , Lord, art our portion, and we are Thine! 
Thou art a crown of glory and a diadem 

of beauty unto us; and we, in turn, are these to 
Thee. Lord, not unto us, not unto us, but to Thy 
name, give glory. What Thou art to us (and Thou 
art our all), that Thou madest Thyself: for Thou 
gavest Thyself for us, and also to us: it was Thy 
own will to become our Brother and our slain 
Lamb. But did we of our own will yield ourselves 
to Thee? Ah, no! Thy grace we hated; Thy very 
cross and blood, which is our life, was an offence 
to us. 

We hated the holy law of God, and yet more 
spitefully did we reject the gospel! By Thy word 
the dead were raised and quickened—our enmity 
was slain by the blood of sprinkling—and by Thy wis
dom to win souls, we, Thine enemies, were reconciled. 

Now, therefore, our shout of joy is: Grace! grace! 
and all its glory, be ascribed to Thee, our sure 
Foundation, Head of the Corner! Thou art the 
Son of God, the giver, the object and the pattern 
of faith, working in us by the Spirit, both to will 
and to do of Thy good pleasure. 



3° 
Behold, then, our heart's desire! Are we made 

alive by Thee, by the blood of Thy cross? Are 
we crucified with Thee and risen with Thee? We 
would live to Thee, since we live by Thee: we 
would be the girdle which Thou causest to cleave 
to Thee for glory and for beauty—-Thy jewels by 
Thine own hand shaped and polished! 

O let our eye be single—let it ever suffice us 
for honour, that we serve the Lord Christ! In the 
fires we will glorify Thee, and take pleasure in 
necessities, distresses, for Thy sake; saying, in the 
midst of sorrow and tears, that every bitter cup is 
sweet, since Thou in love dost mix it, and since in 
patient endurance we are conformed to Thine 
image. 

If Thou sittest by the furnace, though no eye 
but Thine be upon us, we are content. O Thou 
Brother born for adversity! who canst succour the 
tempted, who never forsakest Thy Church! at 
Thy feet we cast ourselves, with our burdens. 
There with our ignorance we sit and wait for the 
grace of Thy lips, and would be sweetly nothing 
that we may delight in Thee, and admire and 
exalt Thee, Lord, alone! So shall we, Thy Spirit's 
workmanship, be ever wearing the garment of 
humility; our oneness with Thee its golden border; 
the life-giving death its studs of silver; and be Thy 
glory and ornament of grace, even as Thou art our 
diadem of beauty and crown of glory. 

Lord, our desire is before Thee—our aim a 
grateful offering! Nor vow nor covenant can we 
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make, for all our strength is gone; but our hun
gering and thirsting are Thy good work; do Thou, 
who gavest the desire, Thyself fulfil it. 

"While the King sitteth at His table, my spikenard 
sendeth forth the smell thereof" (chap, i., 
verse 12). 

"LJAPPV Spirits! ye who banquet above with 
Jesus, we give you joy! Your joy is ours, 

and our sweet comfort when ye quit our company, 
departing to be with Christ; we also see our 
Lord's chariot, sent to bear us home, as it were at 
our very door! !Tis but an hour or two of waiting; 
if He come not to receive us to Himself He will 
compose our body of humiliation to sleep; and 
pleasant our bed in the grave, while our spirits 
mount aloft, to join the Lamb and the ransomed 
above. 

Thou, Lord, hast proved me by taking to Thy
self many a lover and friend; but Thou preparest 
for me a table in the wilderness, Thou anointest 
my head with oil, my cup runneth over. 

In the presence of mine enemies, my Lord will 
have me sit down with Him at His table. Many 
are they which rise up against me; they would cut 
me off from meeting with my Lord: in His presence, 
and at His table, I am more than conqueror. 

While by the power of my Lord I keep me 
there, that evil one toucheth me not. My foolish
ness and my guiltiness are as a quiver full of sharp 
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arrows in the hand of mine enemy. Pride, unbelief, 
ignorance, are his sword and spear: my faith cries 
out, "The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth me from 
all sin," and the victory is mine. I deny not my 
debt, but flee to Thee—to Thee, my Lord and 
Surety! and behold the bond of the Law, the 
handwriting that was against me, nailed to the cross. 
In Thee my great strength lies; and, as I hear Thy 
voice of invitation, of entreaty, Thy voice of power 
and love, the cords of mine enemies are as green 
withes—an host flees before me—before the presence 
of my Lord! My apparel, I see, is meet for His 
banqueting-house and table— the robe of righteous
ness; the garments of salvation! I am melted 
and self-abased as I enter and sit down. Thou, 
Lord, dost gird Thyself and serve me! Thy flesh 
is meat indeed, Thy blood is drink indeed; and 
Thou fillest my soul with joy unspeakable and full 
of glory! Access to Thee, my Lord, emboldens 
me; for Thou hast all to give, and no heart to 
withhold aught that is good—and Thou art well-
pleased with my confidence. Thou holdest forth 
the golden sceptre, and sayest, What is Thy 
request? I answer, "Lord, that I may behold Thy 
beauty, sit at Thy feet, and banquet with Thee." 
So shall my lowly, contrite spirit be spikenard, 
fragrant and precious to my Lord. 
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"A bundle of myrrh is my well-beloved unto me: He 
shall lie all night betwixt my breasts" (chap. i., 
verse 13). 

TV/TY Soul! is the night season wearisome! art 
thou like a sick man, full of tossings to and 

fro, because of sin that dwelleth in thee, and because 
of longing to behold thy Lord face to face? 

Thou art not of the night nor of darkness, but 
of the children of light and of the day; and made 
meet to be partaken of their inheritance. Be con
tent awhile, my soul—let thy longing be tempered 
with patience — remember that wert thou this 
moment with Jesus thou wouldest still be longing 
for His glorious appearing and the gathering of 
the Church, His brethren and thine unto Him! 

The darkness of guilt would indeed be utterly 
removed from thee didst thou quit thy house of 
clay; but the mystery of God would not be 
finished—thou wouldest still be looking for the 
manifestation of the sons of God, their appearing 
with the Lord in glory. 

He knoweth the thoughts of His heart towards 
thee, and means thee nothing but kindness—the 
kindness of eternal love and wisdom infinite! Trust 
Him, then—fight the good fight of faith, and count 
not thy life dear to thee, if only Thou mayest finish 
thy course with joy—be jealous of thy Lord's good 
name—grieve not His Spirit—keep thy heart and 
conscience clean and pure by the blood of sprink
ling, and as thou dost daily listen to the voice of 
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thy beloved Lord, and do His will, He will surely 
make thy heart glad with His words. 

He will abide in thee and cause thee to abide 
in His love; if He prove thee with manifold 
temptations for a season, as thou needest, He will 
cause thee to rejoice and glory in infirmities, that 
the power of Christ may rest upon thee. 

Nor shall thy joy be carnal, or thy boasting 
presumptuous! for thy shout of triumph shall 
proceed from the humble, contrite spirit, and the 
stedfastness of faith. 

Thou shalt worhip within the vail with Jesus, 
thy Forerunner and Royal High Priest; and, 
holding the balances of faith, shalt call afflictions 
light, because thou dost weigh them against things 
eternal and unseen: so shalt thou cheer thy heart 
and beguile the night-watches, thy Lord giving 
thee songs in the darkness. 

And these things thou knowest, not by hearing 
of the ear alone; thou I ast tasted and handled 
them; but count not thyself to have already 
attained any thing, nor esteem thyself already 
perfect—it shall be thy wisdom and perfection, if, 
forgetting the things that are behind, thou reach 
after things before thee, and press toward the mark 
for the prize; that thou mayest know thy Lord 
Jesus, whose love passeth knowledge and whose 
riches are unsearchable. 
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"My Beloved is unto me as a cluster of camphire in 
the vineyards of Engedi" (chap, i., verse 14). 

T N this wilderness, 0 my Lord! thou hast planted 
Thy vineyard—the Church, for Thy name, and 

Thou hast fenced it and enclosed it; Thy glory is 
round about us. We have walls of salvation which 
all our enemies cannot overthrow. 

O glorious security! shining forth in the midst 
of the adversary's fury and mischief and cunning! 

What thanks worthy of the benefit canst thou 
render, O my soul! because of thy safety, in the 
midst of manifold dangers, within the fence of thy 
Lord's grace and power. 

Those above—dismissed from battle—do they 
boast any other keeper than Jesus, who is thy 
boast? If left by Him, they would unassaulted fall, 
and sink into destruction: now they stand in the 
Son of God, the Shepherd of Israel; and thou, 
my soul, dost stand in Him, and by Him prevail 
over thine enemies! 

He not only maketh thee safe, but showeth thee 
also thy safety. Thank Him for faith—thank Him 
again for assurance of heart before Him! He has 
separated thee unto Himself, and would have thee 
dwell alone while in the midst of His enemies. 

Seek, then, no rest nor abiding city here, but 
retreat into the bosom of Jesus; there lodge and 
re->t. 

Lord! I know it is Thy will and joy that so I 
should do; and since Thou hast given me Thy 

O 
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Spirit, and taught me to walk in the Spirit, my soul 
counts all tilings but Thyself as the small dust of 
the balance. 

Man walketh in a vain shadow, and disquieteth 
himself in vain: I marvel at the grave folly of the 
wise, and the childish strife of the great ones 
of the earth. My heart pities them, prays for 
them; for I know they are but as hewers of 
wood and drawers of water to the congregation 
of the Lord. They sink into brutes, while they 
would be as gods. 

O Lord, I leave them their portion in this world, 
and find my rest and peace in Thee! O teach me 
to sit at Thy feet, and keep me there! Let me 
dread the proud look, and every high thought; 
ever let Thy mind be in me. 

Thou didst humble Thyself out of love; and in 
Thy grace, being rich in Thy Godhead, Thou 
becamest poor. And shall not I sink with Thee? 
Lord, open to me Thine humiliation and poverty; 
Thy low estate, when Thou wast a "worm and no 
man / ' and let me be fashioned after Thine image, 
as 1 behold Thy stoop of love; so shall my heart 
be contrite, my spirit meek and lowly, and Thou 
shalt be unto me daily a cluster of camphire, that 
revives the spirit of the humble and the heart of 
the contrite! 
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"Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art 
fair: thou hast doves'eyes" (chap i., verse 15). 

\ \ T H A T though the law in my members be vile 
and corrupt? Thou, Lord dost teach me to 

hate the evil I do, and love the good I do not. 
Thou dost sprinkle me with Thy blood, and purge 
my conscience from dead works; and I can say 
before Thee, who knowest all things, it is no more 
I, but sin that dwelleth in me. Sweet is my liberty, 
and holy and good, notwithstanding the flesh 
within me. 

Mine outcry, "O wretched man that I am, 
who shall deliver?" betokens my freedom—slaves 
bend the knee and flatter; freemen fill their land 
with complaints upon a bare word of tyranny and 
while oppression is yet far off. 

Lord, I comfort myself with double comfort. I 
say within me, Consider, my soul, how that in thy 
weakness thy Lord's glory is manifest, His strength 
made perfect! In this I rejoice'. yea, and will rejoice. 

Moreover, my soul, know thou the day makes 
haste to come when that which is in part shall be 
done away; this body of death is not for ever; but 
the workmanship of the Spirit of Christ shall endure 
for ever; for "The Lord shall be unto thee an 
everlasting light, and the days of thy mourning 
shall be ended." 

O my soul! in the first man, Adam, thou wast. 
with him, earthly, sensual, and devilish—in the 
Second Man, the Lord from Heaven, thou art 

file:////THAT
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quickened and justified, and body and spirit shall 
be made like Him, free of infirmity and all pol
lution; thy conscience shall be ever pure—thine 
affections only love—thy body, once a house of 
clay, shall be fashioned like unto the glorious body 
of Thy Lord, and all thy members, once instru
ments of unrighteousness, shall for ever be the 
instruments of love; thy whole understanding, 
wondrously enlarged, shall know the riches of 
Christ, thy Lord, to be unsearchable! 

O my Lord! while yet at home in the body I 
long after the deep humbleness of mind which shall 
beautify and be the holiness of Thy glorified Church! 

Thou canst look on me as if I were already 
glorified with Thee. Thy love moves Thee to say, 
"Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art 
fair: Thou hast doves' eyes." 

Lord! Thy words are strong wine; Thy mouth 
is most sweet; Thy commendation stirs my desire! 
Lord! humble would I be, having doves' eves of 
meekness and lowliness! O give me what I seek ! 
and reveal Thyself yet more, and yet more abund
antly, to my sanctified soul! 

"Behold, thou art fair, my beloved; j'ea, pleasant: 
also our bed is green" (chap, i., verse 16). 

T T moves my joy, sobered with sadness and grief 
for sin, to hear Thee, my Lord, commending 

what Thou seest in me. Thy work and Thy 
resemblance within me, I know, is lovely. O give 
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me wisely to hear Thy word of praise! Let me try 
my ways by Thine, and I shall be yet more vile in 
my own sight, and yet more sweetly occupied with 
Thee! 

Thou, Lord Jesus! dost fix Thine eyes upon 
me, that mine may be ever set on Thee, who gavest 
Thyself for me, and also unto me, and art my light 
and my salvation, my portion and my joy. 

Thou seest Thyself in me. Wert Thou not 
Jehovah my Righteousness, justifying and washing 
me in Thy blood, I should for ever have dwelt in 
the shadow of death, and loved my filthiness: 
therefore it is but reason that Thou shouldest call 
me fair and pleasant, since in me Thou seest Thine 
own image. 

Thou art my surety; I was crucified with Thee, 
and made to sit together with my Lord in heavenly 
places. 

This earth was Thy field of labour; in heaven 
Thou dost rest, having finished the work the 
Father gave Thee to do. Having suffered first 
Thou hast entered into Thy glory, which is ever 
new, and cannot fade—Thy bed is green! Thou 
art full of joy with the Father's countenance, and 
at His right hand are pleasures for evermore 

I rejoice because all things the Father hath are 
Thine, and I am joint heir with Thee. Therefore 
Thou sayest, "Our" bed; the glory given Thee 
Thou hast given me! 

I follow on to know the power of Thy resur
rection and the fellowship of Thy sufferings. In 
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Thee and with Thee my soul rests, ceasing from 
my own works; and dead to the Jaw, I live; yet 
not I, but my Lord liveth in me; and thus to die 
daily is my work. 

Herein do I exercise myself, knowing that sin 
takes occasion by that old husband, which held me 
in bonds; and that no fruit could I have brought 
forth but only the wild grape and dead works of 
the flesh, unless I had been dead to the law by 
the body of my Lord. 

O teach me, then, to watch, and stand fast in 
Thee! sprinkle me with Thy blood! let me ever 
abide at Thy cross and triumph in the power of 
Thy resurrection, sitting down and resting with 
Thee in heavenly places! So shall I set foot on 
the neck of all enemies; so shall 1 keep myself 
pleasant to Thee, and that wicked one shall not 
touch me. I shall be for my Lord•— my Heloved 
—and none shall divide my heart with Him! 

"The beams of our house are of cedar, and our 
rafters of fir" (chap. i., verse 17). 

^ P H E everlasting covenant standeth fast with 
Jesus my Lord. With Him, and with me 

in Him, is it made. A sure house, according to 
the promise, is built for us. My Lord is the Son 
of God, by the word of His power upholding all 
things which by Him at the first were made. 

Of Him—the mighty Clod—the Word made 



4 i 

flesh, was it said, "Behold my Servant, whom I 
uphold; mine Elect, in whom my soul delighteth: 
He shall not fail, nor be discouraged, until He 
have set judgment in the earth." 

He could say, " I live by the Father;" and 
again, "The Father is greater than I ;" because the 
brethren partook of flesh and blood, He likewise 
partook of the same. 

O my soul! thou dost join with angels to 
worship the Son of God; but far above angels' 
worship is thy song and triumph of faith! 

Thy Lord and God calleth thee brother and 
kinsman, and is not ashamed! and this thy faith 
credits, delighting itself in a sea of eternal love and 
manifold grace! Art thou upheld? so is thy Brother 
that was born for thy adversity. 

His throne and crown are made sure to Him by 
the oath and promise of God: "The Lord sware, 
and will not repent, Thou art a Priest for ever, 
after the order of Melchisedec;" "Once have I 
sworn by My holiness; I will not lie unto David: 
his seed shall endure for ever." A sure house is 
built for Him, and also for me: as my Lord is 
loved, so am I—"Thou hast loved them as Thou 
hast loved me." 

And this, my Lord, Thou speakest, that I and 
all saints might have Thy joy fulfilled in us. In 
this Thy own heart is glad. 

And now Thou wouldest stir up my soul to 
remembrance of the sure dwelling-place wherein 
Thou and I, with aU Thy brethren, rest. 
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Thy glorious power and majesty are verily our 
beams of cedar and our rafters of fir. 

I know it, O my Lord! my heart hath seen an 
end of all perfection. All things under the sun 
are vanity and corruption; but I look above, and 
see Thee gloriously exalted; having a throne and 
kingdom, by the gift of the Father, which can 
never be moved. 

Daily Thou dost say to Thine, "Peace be to 
ye;" and as my faith harkens to Thy voice, I 
worship within the vail by the blood of sprinkling. 

New wonders come to view shining forth from 
Thy perfection of beauty. I know that my inherit
ance is incorruptible, undefiled, and such as cannot 
fade away—laid up in heaven for me; and, Lord, 
Thou, who knowest all things, knowest that where 
my treasure is, there my heart is also. 

Lord, show me daily the glorious foundations 
of Thy throne; and as my faith shall gain strength, 
so shall hope thrive—love wax fervent—and shall 
triumph over the powers of darkness, and this 
present evil world; so shall I behave myself 
according to my high calling—a stranger and a 
sojourner, whose shifting tent is here, whose sure 
dwelling is above! 
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" I am the Rose of Sharcn and the Lily of the Valleys'' 
(chap, ii., verse i). 

f~} SAY, my Lord—for Thou revealest secret 
things—the rose and lily, what their voice 

concerning Thee? Surely they join their scent 
and beauty to be a memorial of the Lamb of God. 

O Thou Redeemer of Israel! upon Thy work of 
love Thy heart was set in the beginning—from 
everlasting! 

When Thou didst plant the heavens, and lay the 
foundations of the earth, Thou didst show forth 
Thy power to create. In Thy manifold wisdom 
also Thou didst fashion them to shadow forth Thy 
grace. 

And now these flowers of the earth, the rose 
and the lily, are heard to speak Thy name, and 
show forth Thy salvation. 

Surely the rose tells me of Thy Cross, whereon 
Thou wast made a curse, and wast stained in Thine 
own blood. 

O Thou Lamb of God! give me now to stand 
and look upon Thee whom I pierced; yes, my 
soul, the Lamb whom thou didst pierce! Not for 
Himself was Messiah cut off. He was spotless, or 
He were not the Lamb of God. 

Elect angels are holy and undefiled, yet is their 
holiness bounded by the creature's narrow measure, 
and in itself is liable to change. When their com
panions fell they were sustained and preserved— 
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God in them providing His Church a goodly train 
and needful safeguard. 

But who or what is Jesus? Mark Him! He 
travels in the greatness of His strength—no servant 
by nature, but the only begotten Son! Immanuel, 
the Lord Jehovah our Righteousness! and the 
Word that endureth for ever; that was with God 
and was God. 

All the acts of the Son of Man have the glory, 
the unsearchable glory, of His Eternal Power and 
Godhead in them. Our Jesus is the same yester
day, to-day, and forever. 

If creatures serve and worship God, they do but 
take their true place—whereas the Son thought it 
not robbery to be equal with God. Yet He, the 
Son of God, took on Him the form of a servant! 

He to whom all worship was due from angels 
and men became a worshipper and servant of the 
Father. 

Lord Jesus! Thou art the Rose of Sharon! 
Thou art the Lily of the Valleys! For our sakes 
Thou becamest poor. Thy poverty was as deep 
as the glory of Thy Godhead is high. 

This earth—under curse—was Thy choice, 
where, in Thy low estate, Thou wouldest take 
root and grow up to scent all heaven and earth 
with the sweetness of Thy name! 

Angels were passed by, and Thou becamest the 
Son of Man—a partaker of flesh and blood, like 
unto Thy brethren! 

Thou Son of God! Thou hast known hunger, 
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weariness (Thy body fainting, not Thy heart). 
Thou didst bear the drought of day, the dews of 
night! At Thy birth Thy cradle was with the 
beasts. (O, unkind world! but O kind and 
gracious Saviour!) Persecuted wast Thou, be
trayed, denied, reviled, blasphemed, spit upon, 
mocked, scourged, buffeted, crucified, and slain! 

O, my Lord! my soul pants with longing for 
Thee! Teach me Thy ways. Let Thy blood 
purge my conscience of guilt, my understanding of 
darkness, my affections of idols! 

Give me to search the mystery of Thy wounds 
—Thy sweat of blood—Thy crown of thorns! 
Mournful the outward show—deeper things were 
in Thy soul. 

That cry of Thine, "My God, my God, why 
hast Thou forsaken Me?"—that cry, Thou Lamb 
of God, tells Thine agony, and declares Thee 
bearer of Thy Church's sin and curse! 

Thou wast cast out of earth and of heaven. It 
pleased Thy Father, Jehovah Thy God—who 
delighted in Thee to bruise Thee and put Thee 
to grief: " H e spared not His own Son!" 

The ever-during fragrance of Thine atoning 
sacrifice gives Thee prevalence above: Thou the 
Rose of Sharon, the Lily of the Valleys, art the 
heaven of heaven! 

Men of this world walk in condemnation; I 
stand rejoicing before God in Thee, my robe of 
righteousness! O my Lord! I have learned before 
Thy Cross that joys of earth are cankered! Thorns 



46 

and thistles, sorrow and shame, this evil world 
brings forth! 

Content, yea, glad am I, my Lord, with Thee to 
be a worm and no man—with Thee, Thou Rose 
of Sharon, Thou Lily of the Valleys! Yea, my 
whole heart cries out, "God foibid that I should 
glory save in the Cross of the Lord Jesus Christ, 
by whom the world is crucified unto me, and I 
unto the world." 

"As the lily among thorns, so is my love among the 
daughters" (chap, ii., verse 2). 

T ^ H O U , Lord Jesus! dwellest in us ; therefore, 
dost Thou esteem Thy Church honourable 

and lovely. Thine eyes can search all the 
chambers of the soul; yet not all the blackness of 
the flesh can hide from Thy gracious view the come
liness of Thy people: only our iniquity is covered 
(by Thy robe is it hid!) and never shalt Thou deny 
Thy Bride her title: "The lily among thorns." 

It is Thine own image we bear! for Thou Thyself 
hast wrought it in us. Thou dost purify our hearts 
by faith, unto unfeigned love of Thyself, and of 
the brethren. 

And, O, my soul! for trying Thy frame let these 
be Thy chief questions: Eelievest thou? Lovest 
thou? These two jewels, faith and love, how 
precious in the eye of Jesus! 

Faith exalts Him, receiving Him, and resting in 



47 

Him as a Saviour: to be such is His glory; Love 
delights in Him as the soul's portion, friend, and 
husband. 

0 my Lord! sweet is our mutual love! Thine to 
me is infinite, eternal, manifold: mine to Thee— 
Thine own work—(hindered though it be through 
the flesh,) is yet sweet to Thee. 

In none but Thine is love of Thee: they are 
Thy temple, Thy garden; and while all the earth 
beside lies waste, Thy Church has Thy blessing. 

Thy lily grows up among thorns. Am I reviled 
and hated? O let me rejoice if as Christ's lily I 
suffer! 

Is it not thine honour, O my soul, to be like 
Him who humbled Himself and dwelt in humilia
tion among us? Shall not I, too, bear my cross. 

Great the gain of my sufferings! for Thou, Lord 
Jesus, dost succour me, and whisper in mine ear 
Thy love; Thou fillest me with tokens of Thy 
favour and of Thy delight in me. 

1 look into Thy heart, O my Lord, which opens 
to me; I see it full of love, full of compassion, 
toward me! 

I know that every frown, each angry or scornful 
word of the wicked, Thou takest to heart, saying 
to the ungodly, Why persecute ye Me? 

O my Lord, purge me; turn Thine hand upon 
me, I beseech Thee ! Let me, while abiding here 
be as Thy lily. 

By grace teach me to purify myself from all 
filthiness of the flesh and spirit, and to walk in 
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white with Thee; that so Thine image may be 
seen in me; and what though the world hate and 
revile, all is well if Thou commend and bless ! 

"As the apple-tree among the trees of the wood, so is 
my Beloved among the sons" (chap, ii., verse 3). 

A WASTE land, O my soul! is this earth to thee 
—a forest full of briars and thorns, in which 

once thou wast a wanderer in darkness "such as 
might be felt"—no path for thy foot of peace or 
safety, thine heart was brought down with labour! 
Then madest thou thy supplication, and thy cry 
was heard, for Jesus became thy Light of Life, thy 
Guide, thy Defence and Shield! 

O my Lord! mine enemies are strong and lively; 
at times they roar against me in the way; they 
would have me credit their proud boasting, that I 
am their prey. More often theirs is the serpent's 
guile, the poison of asps is under the adversary's 
lips: Satan transforms himself into an angel of light. 

O teach me, then, to watch and pray, lest I enter 
into temptation! I ask not, Lord, to be taken out 
of the world ere the set time; rather, gird and 
furnish me, by the Comforter, with the whole 
armour of God; and give me out of weakness and 
poverty of spirit to be strong, and to wax valiant 
in fight—-looking ever to Thee, Thou Lamb of 
God and Captain of my salvation! 

Ah, Lord ! Thou lovest to hear from Thine own 
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the song of triumph which Thy Cross and Throne 
teach them while yet in the midst of the battle ! 

The blood of Thy Cross took out of the way the 
hand-writing that was against us--the holy law, 
whose glory is terrible in condemnation—chiefly 
in condemnation of Thee, my Sin-bearer, Surety, 
Redeemer! 

Thy blood hath spoiled principalities and powers 
of darkness ; and I also am conqueror, more than 
conqueror now — even now! I overcome by the 
word of Thy testimony, and by the blood of the 
Lamb! 

But, O my Lord, bow down Thine ear! Safety 
from destruction cannot content my soul, but 
rather enlarges desire, and gives room for burning 
and vehement love ! 

Be Thou my Tree of Life, and let Thy fruit, 
Thou beloved of my soul! be my heart's strength 
and my spirit's joy, for what may this earth yield 
me since I have tasted Thee! Once I fed on 
ashes; now I live by Thee, O Thou who didst 
humble Thyself and wast made flesh ! 

Thou art fairer than the children of men. Thou 
art meek and lowly; they are fierce and proud. 
Thou art true, yea, truth itself; while they speak 
with double heart. They change like the wind 
that whirleth about continually; but Thou art He 
that was, that is, and is to come; the same yester
day, and to-day, and for ever ! 

Thou earnest in the likeness of sinful flesh— 
infinite Thy humiliation and poverty ! and yet in 
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Thy poverty Thou wast infinitely ncli and great! 
In the light of Thy countenance I have joy, for 
which I give to the winds all joy beside ! 

I claim Thee—in Thy poverty and riches—for 
mine own. Thou callest me brother, and I call 
Thee my Lord and my God, and—in all boldness 
of faith and confidence of love—my Friend, my 
Brother, Guide, Companion, all in one ! 

Thou art now gone forth out of the forest of 
this world, in which once Thou wast an "alien to 
Thy mother's children." I would be a stranger 
and sojourner with Thee, knowing that by Thy 
help and guidance I shall one day see Thee fnce 
to face, and go no more out. 

" I sat down under His shadow with great delight, 
and His fruit was sweet to my taste " (chap, ii., 
verse 3). 

V/TERCIES are graven upon the lowly heart! 
Sweet is the memory of former joys, the 

joys of communion with Jesus, and profitable 
likewise, if the remembrance cause thanksgiving 
and praise; if it confirm faith and hope; quicken 
desire; make sin hateful. 

Lord Jesus, when all strength is gone, and when, 
through manifold temptations, hands hang down, 
knees wax feeble, Thou art wont, in the fierce heat 
of battle, to make me sit down beneath Thy 
shadow ! 
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By faith I rest in Thee; at the voice of Thy 
rebuke mine enemies take flight. Then is there 
holy stillness within me. I set myself to meditate 
on Thee, my Lord and Saviour, on Thee, my own 
Immanuel! I behold Thy glory, and ponder 
Thine eternal Godhead. 

As I look abroad, all things speak of Thy power, 
and talk of Thy praise; I see, and hear Thee, and 
trace Thy footsteps everywhere. 

I know Thou art the Word that endureth for 
ever, that was with God and was God, the Son 
that came from the bosom of the Father. For 
me Thou earnest forth, and Thou hast persuaded 
me of Thine everlasting love; of the counsel of 
peace and of the covenant that standeth fast with 
Thee for ever and for ever. 

I see Thee, Thou Lamb of God, my Great High 
Priest, who art highly exalted. Thou hast an 
unchangeable Priesthood, given by the oath and 
promise of God the Father, that I might have an 
anchor of the soul both sure and steadfast, that 
enters within the vail. 

I own Thee for my Rock to build on; to build 
so securely that storm and tempest shall but prove 
the building. I drink of Thy love with large 
desire, which grows by each new draught, and 
aims to comprehend the uttermost of Thy glory 
and Thy grace. 

How comely Thy fruit; how sweet and refreshing; 
and Thy shadow, how pleasant—the shadow of 
the Tree of Life. 

p 



52 

Ah, my Lord, wherefore do I grieve the Com
forter, by whom Thou dost thus satiate my soul ? 
Alas ! in me (that is, in my flesh) there dwelleth 
no good thing. 

By grace, by grace, am I saved. But, O Thou 
beloved of my soul, hold Thou me up, and teach 
me to sit at Thy feet, and in the midst of richest 
cordials of Thy smile to grow in poverty of spirit 
and contrition ! 

Let me abide at the blood of sprinkling, to 
which I am come; and while of no account in 
mine own eyes, in thee will I boast and magnify 
my Lord and God and Saviour evermore. 

" H e brought me to the banqueting-house, and His 
banner over me was love" {chap, ii., verse 4). 

"Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples, for I 
am sick of love " (chap, ii., verse 5). 

TJT ADST thou been left, O my soul, to thine own 
will, and the way of thine own wisdom, 

couldest thou ever have known Jesus, or even 
desired to know Him ? 

It was the Spirit of God that led thee, opening 
thine eyes, convincing thy conscience, drawing 
thee to Christ, whose grace He showed thee and 
caused thee to believe. 

Lord Jesus, Thy grace is grace indeed. In 
Thee my soul makes her boast; and while Thou 
dost gird Thyself, and make me sit down in Thy 
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house of wine, a sweet sadness steals over my 
spirit. I was sometime darkness, sometime an 
alien and enemy, while yet Thy love was set upon 
me and my name was in Thy book. 

These solemn remembrances mar not my joys; 
they are needful so long as I dwell in this earthly 
house, to give me the richer communion of Thy 
love! 

O Thou crowned King, Thou Jesus of Nazareth, 
Thou abased and exalted One, Thou mighty and 
glorious One, who madest Thyself of no reputation, 
Thou dost rule me with Thine Almighty love. 

For were not Thy sceptre a sceptre of grace 
Thou couldest, indeed, by a word destroy me; but 
my heart Thou couldest not win. 

Now Thou showest me Thy wounds, and sayest: 
Peace be to thee. Thou holdest me with the 
cords of Thy love. 

Lord, Thou openest to me the gates of glory, 
bringing me into Thy banqueting-house, to sustain 
and cheer me on my way; and the wine of Thy 
house fills me with longing after those things which 
are above. 

My soul surveys Thy glory, O Thou King of 
Zion, Thou beloved One, and altogether lovely! 
I sit down with Thee upon Thy throne—sin, 
death, the law, hell, and the world under my 
feet. Thy fulness satisfies me. 

In Thee I see the Father's heart; He is Thy 
God and my God; Thy Father and my Father. 
Thanks be to God for His unspeakable gift. 
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Thou, Lord, sittest down with me at Thy own 
table, delighting Thyself in my soul's affections 
toward Thee and admiration of Thee, and in my 
song and triumph of faith. 

Thy love to me is my soul's strength and joy; 
it engages Thee to take up spear and shield against 
mine enemies, draws me to my hiding-place, and 
leads me to the Rock that is higher than I. 

In the light of Thy love I see my foes, hate their 
baits, and avoid their snares. 

To idols I say : Depart, my soul is the temple 
of my Lord. 

Lord Jesus, Thou hast said: Behold I come 
quickly. O keep Thy word! Even so, come, Lord 
Jesus, come quickly, and let my soul, with Thy 
gathered saints, without enemies to vex us, repose 
in Thy presence, be filled with Thy glory, and 
banquet for ever on Thy love. 

" His left hand is under my head, and His right hand 
doth embrace m e " (chap, ii., verse 6). 

' "TENDERLY, my Lord, dost Thou deal with 
m e ; in love Thou dost cherish me, even as 

a man loves and cherishes his own body; for in 
very deed Thy Church and Thyself are not twain, 
but one Spirit. Yea, Thou dost account me of 
Thy flesh and of Thy bones. 

By the Comforter, the Holy Ghost, am I joined 
to my Lord; and sweet and melting thoughts have 
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I of Thy Holy Spirit's love, as Thou revealest 
Thyself to me, Thou Son of the Living God, 
embracing me in Thine everlasting arms. 

And as I ponder Thy majesty and Thy glory, 
Thou strengthenest my heart, showing me that 
Thou art the mighty God. My Maker is my 
Husband; Jehovah Jesus is His name. 

Be glad then, O my soul, and rejoice with holy 
triumph, because of thy Husband's arm of power 
embracing and defending thee ! 

Who shall separate thee from the love of Chrjst? 
He is Jehovah, the Son of God, the brightness of 
the Father's glory, and the express image of His 
person, thy Lord and thy God. 

He has all things under His feet. He finished 
His work in His own blood on the tree, ascended 
up on high, and led captivity captive, having slain 
the enmity of the law, and blotted out the hand
writing that was against thee, nailing it to His cross. 

And how, my soul, shall the cancelled bond be 
enforced ? A bare word of my Lord scatters and 
confounds all enemies; and my enemies are all 
Thine, O my Saviour. 

Be thou strong then, my soul, in the Lord, and 
in the power of His might, and be thou melted, my 
heart, because of His kindness, which knows no 
change. 

He lays His left hand under my head—His left 
hand of gentleness and consolation; He makes me 
safe in His power, and gives me rest in the bosom 
of His love. 
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I charge thee, O my soul, behave thyself as 
becometh the Bride, the Lamb's wife. Yield 
thyself to Him, for thou art His, and He calleth 
thee Hephzibah, for His delight is in thee. 
Reverence and love Him ; yea, be thou swallowed 
up in Him, for He bought thee with His blood. 
Let no idol have part in thee with Him. 

" I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, by the 
roes, and by the hinds of the field, that ye stir 
not up, nor awake my^Love, until He please" 
(chap, ii., verse 7). 

' T ' H O U knowest, my soul, how good and how 
pleasant it is to lay thee down at the feet of 

Jesus—as Ruth at the feet of Boaz—^covered with 
the skirt of His love. 

In this sweet reverence and humbleness thou 
dost obtain precious tokens of His favour: He 
blesses thee, and takes it kind (in His wondrous 
condescension) that thou shouldest regard Him, and 
suffer Him to captivate thy heart, while thousands 
around thee count Him "a root out of a dry ground, 
without form or comeliness." 

He found thee poor and naked; but in His 
blood He washed thee, He adorned thee, He 
presented thee to Himself. 

And how amiable, how glorious the smile of 
Jesus! Truly in the light of the King's countenance 
is life, and His favour is a cloud of the latter rain. 
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Thou, Lord, while I sit at Thy feet in shame-
facedness and poverty of spirit, dost make my cup 
to run over; and then my heart trembles within 
me, fearing lest any misbehaviour of mine should 
grieve Thy Holy Spirit. 

Thyself I cannot lose—for my life is bound up 
in Thine—neither wilt Thou part with me. 

Let me, then, since Thou art so faithful and 
tender in Thy love; let me, my Lord, be jealous 
over myself with godly jealousy! Keep Thou my 
heart Thine own self, or it will not be kept; but 
some base idol, some vanity of word or deed, will 
grieve Thy Holy Spirit. 

If indeed, for trial of faith, Thou hide Thyself, 
not in displeasure at my ways, but to purge a 
fruitful branch that it may be yet more fruitful—be 
it so—at what time soever Thou dost please, awake 
and rise up from Thy rest in the bed of my soul! 

Send me forth to encounter temptation, for 
Thou art with me; my heart is fixed, and boasts 
that no weapon formed against me shall prosper. 

Lord, hear my prayer! Thou sayest: "What is 
thy petition, and what is thy request?" Let not 
pride rise up within me, let not Thy cross at any 
time be hid, and let me never cease to triumph in 
Thee, my robe of righteousness. 

Then, though desertion come, all shall be well: 
there shall be no loss but of things whose loss is 
gain; and temptations shall prepare me for yet 
richer communion with my Lord. 
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"The voice of my Beloved! Behold, He cometh 
leaping upon the mountains, skipping upon the 
hills" (chap, ii., verse 8). 

J KNOW Thy voice; Thou, Lord, Thyself hast 
made me know it: Thy good Spirit gave me 

an ear to hear! 
It is by grace I differ from those whom the god 

of this world has blinded, lest the light should 
shine into their hearts. 

Once I, with the rest, was his slave, his faithful 
servant, his captive; I hugged my chains! I would 
not—could not—hear the voice of Jesus! 

But Thou, Lord, didst teach me by Thy strong 
hand! Gentle and gracious the still, small whisper 
of Thy love! and yet mighty! for it broke my 
bonds and melted my heart! the lawful captive 
was delivered, and the prey of the mighty and the 
terrible taken from him. 

Other chains than once I wore are now upon 
me. Lord, I am Thine! for with bands of a man, 
with cords of love, hast Thou bound me to Thyself. 

Thy voice, O Thou beloved of my soul, brings 
heaven with it. To hear it—to believe it—to 
ponder it—to store it in my soul—to hide it as my 
treasure in my heart: this is my business. 

Give me, then, O Thou who hast all grace and 
wisdom in all fulness! give me to do this my work. 

And let me evermore be wise to distinguish Thy 
word and voice, for many are the wiles of Satan, 
who would beguile me of the simplicity which is 
in Thee; would bring me again into bondage unto 
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the weak and beggarly elements of the law; and 
would puff me up with philosophy and vain deceit, 
after the rudiments of the world—after the doc
trines and traditions of men, and not after Christ. 

O, then, may I harken diligently to the Bride
groom's voice, keep His commandments, and walk 
in the way of the covenant of His love. 

Lord, keep my heart and my understanding; 
keep me, body, soul, and spirit. 

I tremble, O my Saviour, at the subtlety and 
snares of the enemy; be Thou, therefore, nigh 
unto me. 

I know Thy step is swift; Thy love and 
compassions add wings to Thy feet, when Thy 
trembling ones cry unto Thee, for Thou art 
touched with a feeling of their infirmities! Moun
tain and hill Thou dost overleap; before Thee they 
become a plain! The load of our iniquity was 
once laid upon Thee; by Thy blood Thou hast 
finished the transgression. Thou hast cast all my 
sins into the depths of the sea! 

While I take my place with her who washed 
Thy feet with tears and wiped them with her hair, 
Thou sayest, "Be of good comfort; thy sins be 
forgiven thee." 

In Thy days of flesh this power was Thine, now 
art Thou exalted a Great High Priest—a Prince 
and a Saviour; and Thou dost sweetly move me 
to roll my burden upon Thee. 

As I behold Thy wounds, Thou showest me 
Thy love, and magnifiest Thyself within me, by 
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the Comforter whom Thou didst send from the 
Father. 

Let me ever listen to the voice of my Beloved; 
and in all tribulation patiently wait until Thou 
come, leaping upon the mountains, skipping on 
the hills, to turn my mourning into joy, and for the 
spirit of heaviness to appoint unto me the garment 
of praise. 

"My Beloved is like a roe, or a young hart: behold. 
He standeth behind our wall, He looketh forth 
at the windows, showing Himself through the 
lattice" (chap, ii., verse 9). 

T ^ H E heavens have received my Lord! By His 
own blood He passed into them, and is set 

down at the right hand of power, waiting for the 
time when His enemies shall be made His footstool. 

My soul, triumph thou because of Him! for His 
triumph is thine, as Thy sins were His! No cause 
—no room for unbelief! He hath all things under 
His feet, and is Head over all things to the Church. 

Lord Jesus! I thank Thee for my security in 
Thee, and for Thy word of promise, "Behold, I 
come quickly." Soon shall I sit down with all my 
gathered brethren, at the marriage supper of the 
Lamb. 

Already I know in part what I then shall be; 
for Thou canst bear witness, O my soul, that Jesus 
thy beloved is mindful of thee. 

The heavens have received Him out of thy 
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sight; yet He can, as it were, make windows in 
the wall of separation, and show Himself through 
the lattice. 

Thine absent beloved One, O my soul, thou seest 
—Him that is invisible thou beholdest—the Com
forter brings to remembrance the words of Jesus! 
The sight of Him, thy Lord and Friend and 
Brother, how precious! filling the heart with holy 
admiration and joy unspeakable. 

How glorious is He at the Father's right hand! 
He had right by creation to be Lord of all: now 
He rules by a more excellent title—Immanuel— 
Head of the New Creation—King of Righteousness 
—the Lamb of God—and King of Peace. 

He is the glory and the delight of the Father— 
and He rejoices daily with the Father, in Him and 
before Him! His Spirit, which He has without 
measure, anoints me, and I sit down in heavenly 
places, knowing that I am, with all saints, blessed 
with all spiritual blessings, in Christ exalted! 

With Him I am crucified, and with Him risen! 
Who shall cast me down from this my seat with 
Christ? 

But, Lord, let not fleshly boasting spoil me of 
my armour; let me be sober, and wisely consider 
wherefore it is that my Beloved beforehand shows 
me His glory. 

Thou wouldest by Thy smile win my heart, and 
have the flower of my affections. 

Jesus would remind thee—forget it not, my soul 
—that to Him thou art for ever betrothed! Let 
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not idols, then, defile thee, but keep thyself pure 
for Him—be thou only for Him, and not for 
another; awake up and be doing—fight thou the 
good fight of faith—His compassions fail not, and 
He is swift to succour! 

While I decline not the battle, O my Lord, my 
heart longeth for Thee! and this pleaseth Thee 
well. My soul desires Thy glorious appearing, 
and would see Thee face to face; and now to me 
to live is Christ, to die is gain. But, Lord, Thy 
first-fruits cause me to long and thirst. I count 
not myself to have apprehended. 

Hear, then, my prayer: fill me with the spirit of 
wisdom and revelation in the knowledge of Thee! 
Let Thy word be as the window where Thou wilt 
show Thyself; thus let my soul grow in sweet 
fellowship with Thee, and acquaintance with Thy 
beauty and glory. 

"My Beloved spake, and said unto me: Rise up, my 
love, my fair one, and come away" (chap, ii., 
verse 10). 

I JEAREST thou not, my soul, the voice of 
Jesus, the voice of thy Beloved! He is able 

to speak in thunder—His word can shake heaven 
and earth; and canst Thou despise His gentleness. 
His tender tones of love and grace? 

Fie upon thee, sluggish soul! what hinders thee 
rising up at His call, upon eagles' wings of faith 
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and hope? Art thou cumbered with much serv
ing? Are idols of clay set up within thee, whereas 
thou shouldest be for thy Beloved, and for Him 
alone? 

If now thy heart be divided and cold, consider 
what is the heart of Jesus toward thee! It is full of 
the love He bare thee before the world's founda
tion, when He rejoiced in His Church, and His 
"delights were with the sons of men." He is the 
same Jesus that took thy place and died for thee 
on the tree! What bowels of mercy are His! what 
yearning in His heart over thee! what pity and 
multitude of compassions! 

Canst thou defile His temple with idols? He 
sees thee all fair! He found thee foul and made 
thee clean by His own blood! He presents thee 
to Himself without spot, or wrinkle, or blemish, or 
any such thing. 

Let such love, then, of thy glorious Immanuel, 
thy God, and thy Brother; let such love stir and 
awake thee; fill thee with repentance and self-
loathing! Go, humble thyself unto thy Friend, 
and make sure the communion of His love. 

"My love, my fair one;" so speaks my Lord 
Jesus to thee. Doubt it not. O, my soul! know 
thou 'tis thy cunning foe that whispers in thine ear 
suspicions of thy Lord. 

The liar would cause thee to wax feeble in faith, 
that he may poison the spring of thy peace, joy, 
and love. But I will confound thy unbelief! I 
tell thee, Jesus, thy "Breaker," is gone up before! 
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He is risen, and in triumph ascended; thy Head 
and thy Forerunner. Flee to the blood of sprink
ling with all thy pollution! Betake thyself to 
Him; and He shall surely wash thee, bind up 
thy wounds, pour in the oil and the wine, and 
cause thee to rest in His love, and by faith to 
dwell together with Him in the bosom of the 
Father. 

"For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and 
gone" (chap, ii., verse n ) . 

T ORD, I remember Thy dealings with me! 
When Thy hand at first arrested me, and 

Thy Spirit convinced me of sin, my cup was bitter 
with my guilt and the fruit of my doings; my joy 
was turned into mourning; my soul was like a 
salt land, accursed of God; the hail and storm 
swept away my Tefuge of lies! I was alive without 
the commandment, once; ignorant of the holy 
law of God, while yet I was under it; but when 
the commandment came, sin revived and I died. 

Then all was dreary winter within, and therefore 
was it winter without. Sick was I of the world, 
hating it in vexation of spirit, while yet I was 
unable and unwilling to cast it out. I found no 
city to dwell in—I wandered in the wilderness in 
a solitary way. 

In the good and set time Thou spakest to me, 
saying, "This is the rest wherewith ye may cause 



65 

the weary to rest, and this is the refreshing." And 
how sweet Thy words: "Son, be of good cheer, 
thy sins be forgiven thee." 

How precious the sight of the Lamb of God! 
and how glorious the robe of righteousness, hiding 
from the holy eyes of my Judge all my sin and 
pollution! 

Then did the lame man leap as an hart, and 
the tongue of the dumb did sing. In Jesus 
crucified—in Thee, my Lord, my soul found rest, 
and in the bosom of Thy love. 

Still indeed I have griefs, and still the tears 
stand in mine eyes; but, Lord, I love my griefs, 
and welcome my tears: for now I know Thee, my 
Brother born for my adversity! And when, O when, 
art Thou so near, as when Thy tender heart takes 
part in Thy people's sorrow! 

Nor would I barter my bitter cup, which my 
Lord's love makes so sweet, for a world of carnal 
joys. 

Ere I knew Thee I had no stay to my soul; my 
every cistern proved broken. I had no kind and 
faithful Friend, almighty, all-wise, unchangeable, to 
soothe my grief and bear my burden. 

But in all that dismal path I now see Thy hand! 
I was under the curse, but Thy truth has made 
me free. The winter is past, for I am in Christ 
Jesus: walking no longer after the flesh., but after 
the Spirit—the rain is over and gone. 

I grieve not as once I did, for Thou showest me 
Thy hands and feet! Thou makest me to mourn, 
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not with terrors and hopeless sorrow, but for Thee 
whom I pierced, and for sin which made for Thee 
Thy crown of thorns! I am troubled in the troubles 
of my brethren, and because of the transgressions 
of the wicked. 

Moreover, I ponder the unbelief of Israel, the 
seed of Abraham, Thy friend; and look onward, 
with living hope, to the morning without clouds— 
to the day when Israel shall say, "Lo! this is our 
God; we have waited for Him;" and Thou shalt 
say to Zion, "Rise up, my love, my fair one, and 
come away." How long, Lord? Thou wilt hasten 
it in Thy time. 

"The flowers appear on the earth; and the time of 
singing of birds is come, and the voice of the 
turtle is heard in our land" (chap, ii., verse 12). 

"DLESSED are they that mourn, for they shall be 
comforted! and Thy people, Lord Jesus, 

are all mourners, but their sorrow is turned into 
joy. Thou dost pursue Thy lost ones in love to 
their soul; dost wound them: Thine arrows are 
sharp in their heart. 

Then is their groaning not hid from Thee; their 
cry, because of affliction and hard bondage, entereth 
Thine ears, and Thou comest down to deliver! 
Thou hast obtained eternal redemption for them! 
Ah, Lord ! thy prisoners of hope are but slow to 
conceive aright of the grace which is in Thee, of 
the unsearchable sea of Thine heart's love. 



67 

To their drooping spirits the heavens gather 
blackness, and desolation is round about them. 
But Thou dost observe Thy set time, appointed of 
the Father, "to favour Zion." 

Soon as Thy needful arrows are spent, Thou 
bindest up the broken in heart. Thou dost not 
wound to kill, but to heal; Thy bowels yearn over 
Thy mourners; Thou waitest with longing for the 
good time to speak peace; Thine heart breaketh with 
desire to make Thyself known to Thy brethren, to 
fall upon their necks, and give them the kiss of 
Thy love. 

Thou sayest, "Fear not, I have redeemed thee; 
thou art mine." Thou multiplies! words in con-
decension to our weakness, saying, "Comfort ye, 
comfort ye, my people; speak ye comfortably to 
Jerusalem. Cry unto her that her warfare is 
accomplished, her iniquity pardoned." 

How glorious the revelations of Thy Spirit! 
When He declares Thy name to mourners, Thy 
cross becomes their joy and salvation. And shall 
they not sing and be glad, and take their harp 
from the willows? 

For Thy coming by Thy Spirit turns earth into 
heaven; Thou makest the wilderness like Eden 
Nor would we exchange our Paradise for the 
garden of the first Adam; for in Thee we have the 
Second Adam, the Lord from Heaven: Thy grace 
exalting us above earth, and giving us to sit down 
with Thee in heavenly places. 

Thou puttest a crown upon our heads, making 
Q 
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us kings and priests unto God and Thy Father! 
Thou dost impart skill to sing the song of Moses 
and the Lamb; and whether sung by travellers on 
earth, or by those with Thee in heaven, the song 
is melody in Thine ears. 

Thou Thyself dost join us; singing praises in 
the midst of Thy Church. And the Father listens, 
resting in His love: delighting in Thee and in Thy 
members, who by His Spirit are one with Thee. 

Lord! be Thou ever the fountain of all my joys! 
Daily may I behold Thy glory, and see how it 
springs from Thy shame and spitting, from Thine 
agony and cross. So shall I keep myself pure 
from carnal joys and carnal griefs—so shall the 
Dove which sat on Thee, sit likewise on me! 

And though I be small and despised, and do 
» not lift up, nor cry, nor cause my voice to be 

heard in the streets, yet shall my ways and my 
spirit please Thee, and Thou shalt incline Thine 
ear while I sing the Lord's song in a strange land! 

"The fig tree putteth forth her green figs, and the 
vines with the tender grape give a good smell. 
Arise, my love, my fair one, and come away" 
(chap, ii., verse 13). 

A/TY soul, how watchful is Jesus to mark any 
good thing in thee! Whatever thy growth 

in the knowledge of Him—be it much or little— 
whether He see thee as a fruitful branch laden with 
full ripe fruit, and as com waiting for the sickle, 
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or whether as yet there be nothing come to ma
turity, the work is the work of His own hands! He 
esteems it precious beyond heaven and earth! 

"The King's daughter," saith He, "is all glorious 
within." She is created anew in Christ Jesus, 
whose image within her is the workmanship of the 
Holy Spirit of God. 

She sees herself comely, by the comeliness the 
Spirit has put upon her; yet black, because of sin 
that dwelleth in her. 

The eyes of her King and Husband, meanwhile, 
are fixed upon her beauty, and He says, in the 
gladness of His heart, "Thou art all fair, my 
love!" He labours to cheer her by His praises 
and admiration of His good work within her. 

Lord Jesus! Thou hast bowels of compassion 
never-failing; Thou sayest, "As one whom his 
mother comforteth, so will I comfort you." Upon 
the weak, the young, and the tender, Thou dost, 
like some nursing mother, bestow Thy gentlest care! 

Thy lambs, Thou Shepherd of the sheep, Thou 
dost gather with Thine arms; Thy fainting, halting 
ones, Thou dost carry in Thy bosom: and Thou 
wouldest have them to know, that all their sighing 
after Thee is sweet to Thine ear; their groaning is 
not hid from Thee, and all their desire is before 
Thee! 

When their heart by the power of Thy Spirit is 
full of zeal and love, Thou dost smile graciously, 
with condescension infinite, saying, "The fig tree 
putteth forth her green figs." Thou delightest in 
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the kindness of their youth, the love of their 
espousals! 

Should hoar hairs but lightly esteem the little 
ones, not so Thou. Thou wilt not discourage 
thern, yet give them that wholesome counsel: "Be 
sober, and watch unto prayer." 

Thou knowest, Lord, I cannot endure to think 
of my love waxing cold, while Thy heart is ever 
constant—Thy mercies new every morning! Cast 
down, I pray Thee, all my vain and high imagina
tions, and fill me with wisdom and understanding! 
May I be sober and patient in Thy service! But, 
O my Lord, above all these, give me to grow in 
love! 

Must afflictions manifold, and temptations, prove 
me? Whate'er the storm and tempest, be it so, 
Lord: my heart consents to all Thy discipline. 
Take Thou the way of Thine own wisdom. Who 
teacheth like Thee? One thing do I desire, let not 
love decline, but make it grow and burn more 
brightly and steadily day by day! 

Let my soul long after Thee as the hart brayeth 
for the waterbrooks; wean me from myself and 
from all things seen, that I may prize Thee alone 
and things unseen! 
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" O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the 
secret places of the stairs, let me see thy coun
tenance, let me hear thy voice; for sweet is 
thy voice, and thy countenance is comely" 
(chap, ii, verse 14). 

T~)OST thou make thy moan, O my soul, com
plaining, that, while Jesus calls thee His 

dove, thou shouldest still be so like the beasts of 
the forest—the men of this world; who, like their 
father, Satan, are full of pride, envy, self-will, 
discontent, and coveting? These things, to thy 
grief, hurry thee away from Jesus; and so fickle 
art thou, so movable thy ways, that when He 
banquets thee with His smile, then art thou most 
nigh to forsaking Him! Fie upon thee! fie upon 
thee! 

Yet be not cast down, O my soul; neither be 
thou disquieted within me; for, hark! the voice 
of thy Beloved! Though in thine own eyes like 
some fierce wolf or filthy swine, thy Lord calls 
thee His dove! and never will He take away His 
Holy Spirit from thee. 

Think not, because He will prove thee, and 
open to thee the secret chambers of thine heart, 
that He will, therefore, cast thee off. He hateth 
putting away; He bids thee call to mind thy safety 
in the clefts of the rock. 

I charge thee, dishonour Him not by unbelief, 
as though He were capable of change! Behold 
the mountains, they may depart; and the hills, 
they may be removed that seem to stand fast for 
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ever, bidding defiance to the power of earthquake 
and tempest, yea, even of time itself! But Jesus! 
He is the mighty God, and His kindness shall not 
depart from thee. 

He is Alpha, Omega, the First and the Last, 
the Beginning and the Ending. His name is I 
AM! Behold thy Rock, smitten by the hand of 
God the Father, whence gushed out the waters. 
Of these waters drink thou ever, O my soul! The 
wounds of Jesus are thy everlasting life. 

The blind world knew not thine access within 
the holiest of all, for they came not to the blood 
of sprinkling: but, O be not thou unmindful of 
thy high calling! Jesus Himself invites thee! He 
delights not only in the songs of those above, who 
see Him face to face: He would have thee humbly 
bold to speak with Him, who says, "Let me hear 
thy voice; for sweet is thy voice, and thy coun
tenance is comely." 

"Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the 
vines; for our vines have tender grapes" (chap, 
ii., verse 15). 

T AM troubled and ashamed, as this warning 
strikes the ear—this precious warning voice of 

my Beloved! Alas! my neglected spirit, what has 
it not cost me! When I should have been watching 
my affections with all jealously of love to my Lord, 
I have been cumbered with much serving; I have 
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been of doubtful mind ; and the keeping the heart 

with all diligence has been forgotten. 
How much of the proud Pharisee cleaves to me 

still, who washes the outside of the cup and the 
platter, heedless of that which is within! 

O my soul! art not thou ashamed? Bethink 
thyself, that, as Jesus is the Church's Husband, 
so is it the chief duty of the Bride, the Lamb's 
wife, to give Him her heart! Watch, therefore, 
against those things which spoil Him of Thy love. 

Thy Husband, who His own self did bear thy 
sins in His own body on the tree, is now in heaven 
to present thee to the Father: so that thou art 
holy and unblameable before Him in love! For
bear not, therefore, to search for those little foxes— 
those subtle sins which cheat thee with a flattering 
smile—those foxes that have their holes in the 
depths of the heart. 

Jesus Himself is the light to show thee these 
little enemies that do thee so grievous mischief. 

Beware, I charge thee, of descending without 
His lamp into the dark caverns. Thou wilt only 
be bewildered there, unless Jesus go with thee: 
thou wilt be terrified, not humbled; confounded, 
not instructed. 

Therefore, let Jesus be wisdom to thee in the 
blood of His cross—that precious blood, which 
blotted out all thine iniquities, shall bring to light 
thine hidden evils! By its sprinkling, thou shalt 
discern the humble cloak of pride—thou shalt see 
how the heart can be puffed up with wind, and 



74 

feed upon the east wind of empty notions, instead 
of Christ! 

Thou wilt see the guilt of neglecting the whispers 
of the Lord's love—of self-sufficiency in thy dealing 
with little matters without the help and fellowship 
of thy Lord—of ungentle behaviour toward brethren 
—and of thy lack of tenderness toward the ungodly. 

These things, and others numberless, thou shalt 
perceive and hate; and if the tender grapes of thy 
inward grace and consolation have suffered loss, 
and Jesus have withdrawn Himself, thou wilt justify 
Him and say: Lord, my heart-sins have grieved 
Thee, and in all thy corrections Thou art holy and 
wise and full of love. 

"My Beloved is mine, and I am His: He feedeth 
among the lilies" (chap, ii., verse 16). 

T-IOW large thy pasture, O my soul! fair and 
pleasant! Jesus Himself is thine! In Him 

all fulness dwells! 
Immanuel is the express image of the Father, 

the brightness of His glory: Jesus' name, how 
excellent! 

The heavens and the earth are the work of His 
hands: they all shall wax old as a garment; as a 
vesture shall He fold them up; and they shall be 
changed by a word of His power at the last day. 

He Himself is the same, and His years have no 
end! This glorious One—this treasure infinite, is 
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mine by title everlasting! My Lord, the Lamb of 
God, has bound me to Himself in everlasting 
bonds! 

He delights in me: His Church is His garden of 
lilies, whither my beloved continually resorts. It 
pleased Him to set His heart upon me! He counts 
me His jewel and I am His eternally. 

0 my Lord, quicken me! When wilt Thou mani
fest Thyself unto me! I know Thou art mine! 
Thou art my Beloved, Thou Holy One! Thou 
eternal Almighty One! my portion! 

0 give me to see Thee—to be filled with the 
knowledge of Thee—obedience to Thee, worship 
of Thee, delight in Thee: these fruits of Thy 
Spirit shall be sweet to Thy taste—a banquet to 
my glorious Lord. 

LTntil the day break, and the shadows flee away, 
turn, my Beloved, and be Thou like a roe or a 
young hart upon the mountains of Bether " (chap, 
ii., verse 17). 

' "PHOU, Lord, hast brought me out of darkness 
into marvellous light! In Thy light have I 

seen light! old things have passed away, all things 
have become new! My soul, admiring the glories 
of Thy grace, beholds a new heaven and a new 
earth, which once I had no eyes to see! 

What shall I render to Thee because of Tny 
rising upon my benighted soul? Calling to mind 
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my former time of ignorance and enmity—saith 
my soul, it is now no more night, but noonday! 

Thou art the brightness of the glory of God! 
Thy light is infinite! No clouds surround Thee, 
nor shadows of the law. I come not now to Sinai 
—that mountain of blackness and tempest, but to 
Mount Zion, to God the Judge of all, and Jesus 
the Mediator of the New Covenant, and to the 
blood of sprinkling, which speaketh better things 
than that of Abel! 

The way into the holiest is now made manifest, 
and I have boldness of access thither by the blood 
of my Lord! But—if I take account of my pro
fiting and knowledge of Thee—alas! I am of 
yesterday, and know nothing. 

I chide thee, my soul, and ask, Why so dull of 
understanding—Why so little known to thee of that 
glorious One and altogether lovely? O-pity, Lord! 
Thy needy one! Yea, Thou knowest my frame, 
and dost pity me! 

Thou seest, that while caged in this house of 
clay, I could not endure to behold Thee face to 
face: at such a sight I should, like him who once 
leaned on Thy bosom, fall at Thy feet as dead! 

So long as I sojourn here (detained a little while 
for Thy glory), Thou wilt not oppress me with 
Thy brightest beams— the shadows still hide Thee 
in part, and I see as through a glass darkly. 

Lord! I wait for the time—I wait for it more 
than they that watch for the morning—when I 
shall behold Thee face to face! I long for Thy 
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glorious appearing; but my waiting is patient, for 
Thou art indeed swift to succour me: as a roe 
and a young hart overleaping the mountains of 
eparation. 

Thy Spirit makes me now to triumph in Thee, 
and to rejoice with joy unspeakable and full of 
glory! and I know, when the vision shall come, I 
shall say, "it tarried not and did not lie." 
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