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INTRODUCTION.

THE issue of a new Hymn Book is not a

novelty, and where so many exist it may

seem needless to add to their number. Had

this been my thought, I should not have

compiled the one now sent forth.

My reasons for adding to their number

are briefly stated. The various Congrega

tional Hymn Books as a rule contain about

one thousand hymns, and the shilling

editions are very small type, whilst the

half-crown and five shilling editions are too

large and expensive ; besides this, they are

destitute of many of the modern hymns for

special services. On the other hand, the

small Hymn Books are not comprehensive

enough for continued use.

I have, therefore, endeavoured to supply

what I conceive is much wanted, a Book of

about five hundred pages. The variety of

which is charming—embracing the best

hymns written; the type of which allows

you to ask any one to look over you without

involving inability to see on the part of both;

the price of which brings it within range



of all circumstances; the spirit of which

breathes the various experiences of the

soul, whether in conviction, sorrow, inquiry,

bondage, liberty, worship, or fulness of joy.

Here the simple-minded will find their

favourite hymns, and here advanced Chris

tians may revel in the heart breathings of

the sanctified and cultured muse.

Some additions will be found that bring

out with great distinctness the doctrines of

the Cross, and the Lord's Second Coming.

Here, songs for the social scene and for the

quiet joys where no stranger intermeddleth.

And not least, pages for the young. In a

word, from various channels, but one spring,

I have sought to give impetus to the stream

of praise. “For it is good to sing praises

unto our God; for it is pleasant; and praise

is comely.”

May these pages yield a revenue of joy to

the great heart of our Lord, as they aid the

ascending incense from many hearts through

the music-waking power of the indwelling

Comforter.

HENRY WARLEY.

NoTTING HILL, September, 1872.
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8s.

1 A DEBTOR to mercy alone,

Of covenant mercy I sing:

Nor fear, with Thy righteousness on,

My person and offering to bring.

The terrors of law and of God

With me can have nothing to do;

My Saviour's obedience and blood

Hideall my transgressionsfromview.

The work which His goodness began,

The arm of His strength will com

plete;

His promise is yea and amen,

And never was forfeited yet.

Things future, northings that are now,

Not all things below nor above,

Can make Him His purpose forego,

Or sever my soul from His love,

My name from the palms of His hands

Eternity will not erase;

Impressed on His heart it remains,

In marks of indelible grace.
O



Yes, I to the end shall endure,

As sure as the earnest is given;

More happy, but not more secure,

The glorified spirits in heaven.

ToPLADY.

2 LUTHER's HYMN. 8.7.

1 A FORTRESS firm is God our Lord,

A sure defence and weapon;

Prompt help in need He doth affºrd,

Let happen what may happen.

2 Of our own might we nothing can,

We lie forlorn, dejected;

There fights for us that rightful Man,

By God’s own self elected:

3 And were this world of devils full,

For our destruction eager,

That should not our firm faith annul;

We would abide their leaguer

4 Holdfast that word which must remain,

Let no dark doubt invade us;

Christ will be with us on the plain,

With gifts and grace to aid us!

5 Fall'n is the prince of this dark world:

The field our Captain keepeth !

Hell and its legions can’t us rob :

For us the kingdom waiteth !

Trans. by ALEXANDER.
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3 C.Y.

1 A FRIEND there is—your voices join,

Ye saints, to praise His name —

Whose truth and kindness are Divine.

Whose love 's a constant flame.

2 When most we need His helping hand,

This Friend is always near ;

With heaven and earth at His com

mand,

He waits to answer prayer.

3 His love no end or measure knows,

No change can turn its course;

Immutably the same it flows

From one eternal source.

4. When frowns appear to veil His face,

And clouds surround His throne,

He hides the purpose of His grace,

To make it better known.

5 And if our dearest comforts fall

Before His sovereign will,

IIe never takes away our all:

Himself He gives us still.

6 Our sorrows in the scale He weighs,

And measures out our pains:

The wildest storm. His word obeys,

IIis word its rage restrains. Swans.

4 P.M.

1 A GOOD High Priest is come,

Supplying Aaron’s place,
7



And taking up his room,

Dispensing life and grace:

The law by Aaron's priesthood came,

But grace and truth by Jesu's name.

2 He once temptations knew

Of every sort and kind,

That He might succour show

To every tempted mind:

In every point the Lamb was tried

Like us, and then for us He died.

3 He dies; but lives again,

And by the altar stands;

There shows how He was slain,

Opening His piercêd hands:

Our Priest abides, and pleads the cause

Of us, who have transgressed His laws.

4 I other priests disclaim,

And laws and offerings too;

None but the bleeding Lamb

The mighty work can do :

He shall have all the praise, for He

Hath loved, and lived, and died for ºne.

CENN:CR.

5 C. M.

1 ALAS' and did my Saviour bleed?

And did my Sovereign die?

Would He devote that sacred head

For such a worm as I?

2 Was it for crimes that I had done

He groaned upon the tree ?
8



Amazing pity! grace unknown

And love beyond degree

Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When Christ, the mighty Saviour died,

For man, the creature’s sin.

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face,

While His dear cross appears;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt my eyes to tears.

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe :

Here, Lord, I give myself away—

'Tis all that I can do. WATTs.

6 P.M.

1 ALL hail, Incarnate God |

The wondrous things foretold

Of Thee, in sacred writ,

With joy our eyes behold :

Still does Thine arm new trophies wear,

And monuments of glory rear.

2 To Thee the hoary head

Its silver honours pays;

To Thee the blooming youth

Devotes his brightest days:

And every age their tribute bring,

Andbow to Thee, all-conquering King !

3 O haste, victorious Prince,

That happy, glorious day,

9



When souls, like drops of dew,

Shall own Thy gentle sway:

O may it bless our longing eyes,

And bear our shouts beyond the skies.

4 All hail, triumphant Lord!

Eternal be Thy reign:

Behold, the nations sue

To wear Thy gentle chain :

When earth and time are known no

more,

Thy throne shall stand for ever sure.

SCOTT.

P.M.

1 ALL ye that pass by,

To Jesus draw nigh;

To you is it nothing that Jesus should

die?

Our ransom and peace,

Our surety He is;

Come, see if there ever was sorrow like

His.

2 The Lord in the day

Of His anger did lay

Our sins on the Lamb, and He bore

them away;

He dies to atone

For sins not His own,

Our debt He hath paid, and our work

He hath done.

10



3 Eor you and for me,

He prayed on the tree :

Theprayerisaccepted, the sinneris free!

That sinner am I,

Who on Jesus rely;

Who come for the pardon God cannot

deny.

4 With joy we approve

The design of His love,

'Tis awonderbelow, andawonderabove.

When time is no more,

Still shall we adore

That ocean of love without bottom or

shore.

C. WESLEY.

8 6-8s.

1 AND art Thou, gracious Master, gone

A mansion to prepare for me?

Shall I behold Thee on Thy throne,

And there for ever sit with Thee?

Then let the world approve or blame,

I'll triumph in Thy glorious name.

2 Should I, to gain the world's applause,

Or to escape its harmless frown,

Refuse to countenance Thy cause,

And make Thy people's lot my own,

What shame would fill me in that day,

When Thou Thy glory wilt display.

3 No; let the world cast out my name,

And vile account me, if they will;
11



If to confess the Lord be shame,

I purpose to be viler still;

For Thee, my God, I all resign,

Content if I can call Thee mine.

4 What transport then shall fill my heart,

When Thou my worthless name wilt

own;

When I shall see Thee as thou art,

And know as I myself am known

Trom sin, and fear, and sorrow free,

My soul shall find its rest in Thee.

RELLY.

9 L.M.

1 AND is salvation brought so near,

Where sinful men expiring lie?

Triumph, my soul, the sound to hear,

And shout it joyous to the sky.

2 I ask not who to heaven shall scale,

That Christ the Saviour thence may

COme;

Or who earth’s inmost depths assail,

To bring Him from the dreary tomb.

3 From heaven on wings of love He flew,

And Conqueror from the tomb He

sprung;

My heart believes the witness true,

And dictates to my faithful tongue.

DoDDRIDGE.

12



1O C. M.

1 AND must I part with all I have,

My dearest Lord, for Thee?

This is my joy since Thou hast done

Much more than this for me.

2 Yes, let it go!—one look from Thee

Will more than make amends

For all the loss I can sustain

Of credit, riches, friends.

3 Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand

lives,

How worthless they appear,

Compared with Thee, supremely good,

Divinely bright and fairl

4 Saviour of souls' could I from Thee

A single smile obtain,

Though destitute of all things else,

I’d glory in my gain. BEDDOME.

11 S.M.

1 AND will the Judge descend?

And must the dead arise?

And not a single soul escape

His all-discerning eyes?

2 How will my heart endure

The terrors of that day,

Whenearth and heaven, before His face,

Astonished, shrink away?

3 But, ere that trumpet shakes

The mansions of the dead,

13 -



Hark, from the gospel’s gentle voice,

What joyful tidings spread.

4 Ye sinners, seek His grace,

Whose wrath you cannot bear;

Fly to the shelter of His cross,

And find salvation there.

5 So shall that curse remove,

By which the Saviour bled,

And Jesus' loving heart shall pour

His blessings on your head.
DoDDRIDGE.

12 C.M.

1 A PILGRIM through this lonely

world,

. The blessed Saviour passed,

A mourner all His life was He,

A dying Lamb at last.

2 That tender heart that felt for all,

For us its life-blood gave ;

It found on earth no resting-place,

Save only in the grave.

3 Such was our Lord! and shall we fear

The cross with all its scorn?

Or love a faithless, evil world,

That wreathed His brow with thorn?

4 No! facing all its frowns or smiles,

Like Him, obedient still,

We onward press, through storm or

calm,

To Zion’s blessed hill.

14



5 In tents we dwell amid the waste,

Nor turn aside to roam

In folly's paths, nor seek our rest

Where Jesus had no home.

6 Dead to the world, with Him who died

To win our hearts—our love,

We, risen with our risen Head,

In spirit dwell above.

7 By faith His boundless glories there,

Our wondering eyes behold—

Those glories which eternal years

Shall never all unfold.

8 This fills our heart with deep desire,

To lose ourselves in love;

Bears all our hopes from earth away,

And fixes them above. DENNY.

13 7s.

1 AS the harp-strings only render

All their treasures of sweet sound,

All their music, glad or tender,

Firmly struck and tightly bound.

2 So the hearts of Christians owe

Each its deepest, sweetest strain,

To the pressure firm of woe,

And the tension tight of pain.

3 Spices crushed their fragrance yield;

Trodden scents their sweets respire;

Would you have its strength revealed,

Cast the incense on the fire!

ADAM of ST. VICTOR, trans, by MR". CHARLES.

15



14 S.M.

1 AWAKE, and sing the song

Of Moses and the Lamb,

Wake every heart and every tongue,

To praise the Saviour's name.

2 Sing of His dying love,

Sing of His rising power;

Sing how He intercedes above

For those whose sins He bore.

3 Ye pilgrims on the road

To Zion's city, sing;

Rejoice ye in the Lamb of God,

In Christ th' eternal King.

4 Soon shall we hear Him say, -

“Ye blessed children, come!”

Soon will He call us hence away,

To our eternal home.

5 There shall our raptured tongue,

His endless praise proclaim ;

And sweeter voices tune the song

Of Moses and the Lamb.

IHAMMOND.

15 L.M.

1 AWAKE, my soul, in joyful lays,

And sing thy great Redeemer's praise;

He justly claims a song from me,

His loving-kindness, O how free

2 He saw me ruined in the fall,

Yet loved me notwithstanding all;

16



3

He saved me from my lost estate,

His loving-kindness, O how great!

Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,

Though earth and hell my way oppose,

IIe safely leads my soul along,

His loving-kindness, O how strong!

When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,

Hasgathered thick, and thunderedloud,

He near my soul has always stood,

His loving-kindness, O how good!

Often I feel my sinful heart

Prone from my Saviour to depart;

But though I have Him oft forgot,

His loving-kindness changes not.

Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale,

Soon all my mortal powers must fail;

O may my last expiring breath

His loving-kindness sing in death!

Then let me mount and soar away

To the bright world of endless day;

And sing with rapture and surprise,

His loving-kindness in the skies.

MEDLEY.

16 L.M.

1 AWAKE, our souls! away, our fears,

Let every trembling thought be gone!

Awake, and run the heavenly race,

And put a cheerful courage on.
17 Is



2 True, ’tis a strait and thorny road,

And mortal spirits tire and faint;

But they forget the mighty God,

That feeds the strength of every saint.

3 Thee, mighty God, whose matchless

power

Is ever new and ever young,

And firm endures, while endless years

Their everlasting circles run.

4 From Thee, the overflowing spring,

Our souls shall drink a fresh supply,

While such as trust theirnative strength

Shall melt away, and droop, and die.

5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air,

We’ll mount aloft to Thine abode;

On wings of love our souls shall fly,

Nor tire amidst the heavenly road.
WATTS.

17 10.11.

1 BEGONE, unbelief my Saviour is near,

And for my relief will surely appear:

By prayer let me wrestle, and He will perform;

With Christ in the vessel, I smile at the storm.

2 Though dark be my way, since He is my guide,

'Tis mine to obey, 'tis His to provide:

Though cisterns be broken,and creaturesallfail,

The word He has spoken shall surely prevail.

3 His love in time past forbids me to think

He’ll leave me at last in trouble to sink;

Each sweet Ebenezer I have in review,

Confirms His good pleasure to help me quite

through,

18



4 Determined to save, He watched o'er my path,

When, Satan's blind slave, Isported with death:

And can Hehavetaughtme to trustin Hisname,

And thus far have brought me to put me to

shame.

5 Why should I complain of want or distress,

Temptation or pain?—He told me no less:

The}. of salvation, Iknow from His Word,

Through much tribulation must follow the

Lord. -

6 How bitter that cup, no heart can conceive,

Which He drank quite up, that sinners might
live :

His way was much rougher and darker than

mine;

Did Jesus thus suffer, and shall I repine P

7 Since all that I meet shall work for my good,

The bitter is sweet, the medicine is food:

Though painful at present, 'twill cease before

long

"And then, oh how pleasant the conqueror's

song !
g NEWTON.

18 S.M.

1 BEHOLD the throne of grace

The promise calls me near;

There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And waits to answer prayer.

2 That rich atoning blood,

Which sprinkled round I see,

Provides for those who come to God

An all-prevailing plea.

3 Since ’tis the Lord’s command,

My mouth I spen wide ;



Lord, open Thou Thy bounteous hand,

That I may be supplied.

4 Thine image, Lord, bestow,

Thy presence and Thy love;

I ask to serve Thee here below,

And reign with Thee above.

5 Teach me to live by faith;

Conform my will to Thine;

Tet me victorious be in death,

And then in glory shine.

6 If Thou these blessings give,

And wilt my portion be,

Cheerful the world's poor toys I leave

To them who know not Thee.

NEWTON.

19 L.M.

1 BE still, my heart these anxious cares

To thee are burdens, thorns, and snares,

They cast dishonour on thy Lord,

And contradict His gracious word.

2 Brought safely by His hand thus far,

Why wilt thou now give place to fear?

How canst thou want if He provide,

Or lose thy way with such a guide?

3 When first before His mercy-seat

Thou didst to Pſm thy all commit,

He gave thee warrant, from that hour,

To trust His wisdom, love and power.
20



4 Did ever trouble yet befall,

And He refuse to hearthy call 2

And has He not His promise past,

That thou shalt overcome at last !

NEWTON.

2O C. I.

1 BLESSED be God, for ever blest

And glorious be His name !

His Son. He gave, our souls to save

From everlasting shame.

2 Had I worn sackcloth, and in dust

Cast myself humbly down,

Covered my miserable head

With ashes for a crown:

3 This could not save me from the curse,

Nor end the endless pain,

Nor quench the fire, nor ease the heart,

Nor wipe away one stain.

4 Th’ eternal Life His life laid down,

Such was the wondrous plan,—

And God, the blessed God was made

A curse for cursed man.

5 Our flesh. He took, our sins He bore,

Himself for us He gave;

His woes were ours, and we with Him

Were buried in one grave.

6 With Him we rose, with Him we live,

With Him we sit above ;

With Him for ever we shall share

The Father's boundless love.

21



7 Bless, then, Jehovah's blessed name,

And bless our blessed King;

And songs of glad deliverance

For ever, ever sing !
RYLE's CoILECTION.

21 C.M.

1 BLEST be the everlasting God,

The Father of our Lord ;

Be His abounding mercy praised,

His majesty adored.

2 When from the dead Heraised His Son,

And called Him to the sky,

He gave our souls a lively hope

That they should never die.

3 What though our inbred sins require

Our flesh to see the dust

Yet as the Lord our Saviour rose,

So all His followers must.

4 There’s an inheritance Divine,

Reserved against that day;

'Tis uncorrupted, undefiled,

And cannot fade away.

5 Saints by the power of God are kept

Till the salvation come ;

We walk by faith as strangers here,

Till Christ shall call us home.

WATTS,

22 L.M.

1 BLEST be the Father and His love,

To whose celestial source we owe

22



Rivers of endless joy above,

And rills of comfort here below.

2 Glory to Thee, great Son of God,

From whose dear wounded body rolls

A precious stream of vital blood,

Pardon and life for dying souls.

3 We give Thee, sacred Spirit, praise,

Who, in our hearts of sin and woe,

Makes living springs of grace arise

And into boundless glory flow.

4 Thus God the Father, God the Son,

And God the Spirit, we adore;

That sea of life and love unknown,

Without a bottom or a shore.

WATTS.

23 P.M.

1 BLOW ye the trumpet, blow

The gladly solemn sound;

Let all the nations know

To earth’s remotest bound,

The year of jubilee is come;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Jesus, our great High Priest,

Hath full atonement made;

Ye weary spirits, rest,

Ye mournful souls, be glad.

The year, &c.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,

The all-atoning Lamb!
23



Redemption through His blood

Throughout the world proclaim.

The year, &c.

Ye slaves of sin and hell,

Your liberty receive;

And safe in Jesus dwell,

And blest in Jesus live.

The year, &c.

Ye who have sold for nought

Your heritage above,

Receive it back unbought,

The gift of Jesus' love.

The year, &c.

The gospel trumpet hear,

The news of heavenly grace;

And, saved from earth, appear

Before your Saviour's face.

The year of jubilee is come;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

- - C. WESLEY.

L.M.

1 BRIGHT as the sun's meridian blaze,

Vast as the blessings he conveys,

Wide as his reign from pole to pole,

And permanent as his control:

2 So, Jesus, let Thy kingdom come ;

Then sin and hell’s terrific gloom

Shall at its brightness flee away,

The dawn of an eternal day.
24



3 Then shall the heathen, filled with awe,

Learn the blest knowledge of Thy law;

And antichrists on every shore,

Fall from their thrones, to rise no more.

4 Then shall the Jew and Gentile meet

In pure devotion at Thy feet;

And earth shall yield Thee, as Thy due,

Her fulness and her glory too.

WILKs.

25 8.7.4.

1 BRIGHT with all His crowns of glory,

See the royal Victor’s brow;

Once for sinners marred and gory,

See the Lamb exalted now :

While before Him

All His ransomed brethren bow.

2 King of kings! let earth adore Him,

High on His exalted throne :

Fall, ye nations! fall before Him,

And His righteous sceptre own:

All the glory

Be to Him, and Him alone

DENNY.

26 6-7s.

1 BY Thy birth and by Thy tears,

By Thy human griefs and fears,

By Thy conflict in the hour

Of the subtle tempter's power,

Saviour, look with pitying eye;
Saviour, help me, * I die

2



2 By the tenderness that wept

O'er the grave where Lazarus slept,

By the bitter tears that flowed

Over Salem's lost abode,

Saviour, &c.

3. By Thine hour of dark despair,

By Thime agony of prayer,

By Thy cross and dying cries,

By Thy one great sacrifice,

Saviour, &c.

4. By Thy triumph o'er the grave,

By Thy power the lost to save,

By Thy high majestic throne,

By the empire all Thine own,

Saviour, &c. GLENELG.

27 7s.

1 CHRIST the Lord is risen to-day!

Sons of men and angels say;

Raise your joys and triumphs high,

Sing, ye heavens, and earth reply. Hal.

2 Love's redeeming work is done,

Fought the fight, the battle won;

Lo! our Sun's eclipse is o'er,

Lo! he sets in blood no more. Hal.

3 Wain the stone, the watch, the seal,

Christ hath burst the gates of hell:

Death in vain forbids Him rise,

Christ hath opened Paradise. Hal.

4 Lives again our glorious King ;

Where, O Death, is now thy sting?
26



Once He died our souls to save;

Where’s thy victory, O Grave? Hal.

5 Soar we now where Christ has led,

Following our exalted Head ;

Made like Him, like Him we rise,

Ours the cross, the grave, the skies. Hal.

6 Hail the Lord of earth and heaven .

Praise to Thee by both be given

Thee we greet triumphant now,

Hail! the resurrection—Thou! Hal.

C. WESLEY.

28 L.M.

1 COME, dearest Lord, descend and dwell

By faith and love in every breast;

Then shall we know, and taste, and feel

The joys that cannot be expressed.

2 Come, fill our hearts with inward

strength,

Make our enlargëd souls possess

And learn the height, and breadth, and

length

Of Thine unmeasurable grace.

3 Now to the God, whose power can do

More than our thoughts or wishes

know, - -

Be everlasting honours done . -

By all the Church, through Christ

His Son.

WATTs.

27



29 P.M.

1 COME, every joyous heart,

That loves the Saviour's name,

Your noblest powers exert

To celebrate His fame:

Tell all above and all below,

The debt of love to Him you owe.

2 He left His starry crown,

And laid His robes aside ;

On wings of love came down,

And wept, and bled, and died:

What He endured, oh, who can tell,

To save our souls from death and hell!

3 From the dark grave He rose,

The mansions of the dead,

And thence His mighty foes

In glorious triumph led:

Up through the sky the Conqu'rorrode,

And reigns on high the Saviour God.

4 From thence He'll quickly come,

His chariot will not stay,

And bear His ransomed home,

To realms of endless day:

There we shall see His lovely face,

And ever rest in His embrace.

* STENNETT.

3O C.M.

1 COME, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all Thy quickening powers;
28



Kindle a flame of sacred love

In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look, how we grovel here below,

Fond of these trifling toys :

Our souls can neither #, nor go

To reach eternal joys.

3 Dear Lord! and shall we ever live

At this poor dying rate 2

Our love so faint, so cold to thee,

And Thine to us so great 2

4 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With all Thy quickening powers;

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love,

And that shall kindle ours.

WATTS.

31 C.M.

1 COME, let us join our cheerful songs,

With angels round the throne;

Ten thousand thousand are their

tongues,

But all their joys are one.

2 “Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry,

“To be exalted thus:”

“Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply,

“For He was slain for us.”

3 Jesus is worthy to receive

Honour and power Divine; -

And blessings more than we can give,

Be, Lord, for ever Thine.
29



4 Let all that dwell above the sky,

And air, and earth, and seas,

Conspire to lift Thy glories high,

And speak Thine endless praise.

5 The whole creation join in one

To bless the sacred name

Of Him that sits upon the throne,

And to adore the Lamb.

WATTS.

32 I).C.M.

1 COME, let us join our friends above

That have obtained the prize,

And on the eagle-wings of love

To joys celestial rise:

Let all the saints terrestrial sing,

With those to glory gone;

For all the servants of our King,

In earth and heaven, are one.

2 One family we dwell in Him,

One Church above, beneath,

Though now divided by the stream,

The narrow stream, of death :

One army of the living God,

To His command we bow;

Part of His host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now.

3 Ten thousand to their endless home

This solemn moment fly;

And we are to the margin come,

And we expect to die :
30



His militant embodied host,

With wishful looks we stand,

And long to see that happy coast,

And reach the heavenly land.

4 Our old companions in distress

We haste again to see,

And eager long for our release

And full felicity:

E’en now by faith we join our hands

With those that went before;

And greet the blood-besprinkled bands

On the eternal shore.

5 Our spirits too shall quickly join,

Like theirs with glory crowned,

And shout to see our Captain's sign,

To hear His trumpet sound.

O that we now might grasp our Guide

O that the word were given |

Come, Lord of hosts, the waves divide,

And land us all in heaven!

C. WESLEY.

33 P.M.

1 COME, my fond, foolish heart,

Come, struggle to be free;

Thou and the world must part,

However hard it be :

My trembling spirit owns it just,

But still lies cleaving to the dust.

2 Ye tempting sweets, forbear,

Ye dearest idols, fall;
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My love ye must not share,

Jesus shall have it all;

Though painful and acute the smart,

His love can heal the bleeding heart.

3 Ye fair enchanting throng,

Ye golden dreams, adieu!

Earth has prevailed too long;

Too long I’ve cherished you:

Forbidden joys of early years

Demand my penitential tears.

4 In Gilead there is balm,

A kind Physician there,

My fevered mind to calm,

And save me from despair:

Aid me, dear Saviour, set me free ;

My all I would resign to Thee.

5 Oh, may I feel Thy worth;

And let no idol dare—

No vanity of earth,

With Thee, my Lord, compare.

Now bid all earthly joys depart,

And reign unrivalled in my heart.

TAYLOR.

34 7s.

1 COME, my soul, thy suit prepare,

Jesus loves to answer prayer;

He Himself has bid thee pray,

Therefore will not say thee nay.

2 Thou art coming to a King;

Large petitions with thee bring:
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3

6

For His grace and power are such,

None can ever ask too much.

With my burden I begin,_

Lord, remove this load of sin;

Let Thy blood, for sinners spilt,

Set my conscience free from guilt.

Lord, I come to Thee for rest;

Take possession of my breast:

ThereThyblood-boughtrightmaintain,

And without a rival reign.

While I am a pilgrim here,

Let Thy love my spirit cheer;

As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend,

Lead me to my journey’s end.

Show me what I have to do,

Every hour my strength renew;

Let me live a life of faith,

Let me die Thy people's death.

NEWTON.

35 S.M.

1

2

COME, we that love the Lord,

And let our joys be known;

Join in a song with sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne.

Let those refuse to sing

That never knew our God;

But children of the heavenly King

May speak their joys abrºad.
3



3 The God who rules on high,

And thunders when He please,

That rides upon the stormy sky,

And manages the seas:

4 This awful God is ours,

Our Father and our love ;

He shall send down His heavenly

To carry us above. [powers

5 There we shall see His face,

And never, never sin :

There, from the rivers of His grace,

Drink endless pleasures in.

6 Yes, and before we rise

To that immortal state,

The thoughts of such amazing bliss

Should constant joys create.

7 The hill of Sion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

8 Then let our songs abound, -

And every tear be dry, [ground,

We’re marching through Immanuel's

To fairer worlds on high.
WATTS.

33 C. M.

1 COMPARED with Christ, in all beside

No comeliness I see ;

The one thing needful, dearest Lord,

Is to be one with 'Thee.

34



2 The sense of Thy expiring love,

Into my soul convey:

Thyself bestow, for Thee alone,

My All in All, I pray.

3 Less than Thyself will not suffice

My comfort to restore;

More than Thyself I cannot crave,

Nor canst Thou give me more.

4 Loved of my God, for Him again

With love intense I’d burn;

Chosen of Thee ere time began,

I choose Thee in return.

5 Whate'er consists not with Thy will,

O teach me to resign;

I’m rich to all th’ intents of bliss,

Since Thou, O God, art mine.

ToPLADY.

37 8.7.4.

1 DAY of judgment! day of wonders!

Hark! the trumpet’s awful sound,

Louder than a thousand thunders,

Shakes the vast creation round !

How the summons

Will the sinner's heart confound !

2 See the Judge, our nature wearing,

Clothed in majesty Divine!

You who long for His appearing,

Then shall say, “This God is mine!”

Gracious Saviour,

Own me in that day for Thine !
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3. At His call the dead awaken,

Rise to life from earth and sea ;

All the powers of nature, shaken

By His looks, prepare to flee :

Careless sinner,

What will then become of Thee?

4 Horrors past imagination

Will surprise your trembling heart,

When you hear your condemnation,

“Hence, accursèd one, depart!

Thou, with Satan

And his angels, have thy part.”

5 But to those who have confessèd,

Loved, and served the Lord below,

He will say, “Come near, ye blessèd,

See the kingdom. I bestow: .

You for ever

Shall my love and glory know.”
NEWTON.

38 C.M.

DEAR Refuge of my weary soul,

On Thee, when sorrows rise,

On Thee, when waves of trouble roll,

My fainting hope relies.

2 To Thee I tell each rising grief,

For Thou alone canst heal;

Thy Word can bring a sweet relief

For every pain I feel.

3 But, oh! when gloomy doubts prevail,

I fear to call Thee mine;
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The springs of comfort seem to fail,

And all my hopes decline.

4 Yet, gracious God! where shall I flee?

Thou art my only trust:

And still my soul would cleave to Thee,

Though prostrate in the dust.

5 Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face?

And shall I seek in vain P

And can the ear of sovereign grace

Be deaf when I complain P

6 No; still the ear of sovereign grace

Attends the mourner's prayer:

O may I ever find access,

To breathe my sorrows there.

7 Thy mercy-seat is open still ;

Here let my soul retreat;

With humble hope attend Thy will,

And wait beneath Thy feet!

STEELE.

39 7s.

1 DOES the gospel word proclaim

Rest for those who weary be?

Then, my soul, put in thy claim,

Sure that promise speaks to thee:

Marks of grace I cannot show,

All polluted is my best;

Yet I weary am I know,

And the weary long for rest.

2 Burdened with a load of sin,

Harassed with tormenting doubt,
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Hourly conflicts from within,

Hourly crosses from without:

All my little strength is gone,

Sink I must without supply;

Sure upon the earth is none

Can more weary be than I.

3 In the ark the weary dove

Found a welcome resting-place;

Thus my spirit longs to prove

Rest in Christ, the ark of grace;

Tempest-tossed I long have been,

And the flood increases fast,

Open, Lord, and take me in,

Till the storm be overpast.

4 Safely lodged within Thy breast,

What a wondrous change I find

Now I know Thy promised rest

Can compose a troubled mind:

You that weary are like me,

Hearken to the Gospel call;

To the ark for refuge flee,

Jesus will receive you all. NEwton.

40 7s.

1 FAINT not, Christian! though theroad,

Leading to Thy blest abode,

Darksome be, and dangerous too,

Christ, thy Guide, will bring thee

through.

2 Faint not, Christianſ though in rage

Satan would thy soul engage:
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Gird on faith's anointed shield;

Bear it to the battle-field.

Faint not, Christian though the world

Has its hostile flag unfurled;

Hold the cross of Jesus fast:

Thou shalt overcome at last.

Faint not, Christian though within

There’s a heart so prone to sin:

Christ, thy Ilord, is over all;

He 'll not suffer thee to fall.

Faint not, Christian though thy God

Smite thee with the chastening rod :

Smite He must, with Father's care,

That He may His love declare.

Faint not, Christian Jesu's near;

Soon in glory He'll appear:

Then shall cease thy toil and strife;

Thou shalt wear the crown of life.

Faint not, Christian I look on high,

See the harpers in the sky;

1’atient wait, and thou wilt join,

Sing with them of love Divine.

41 S.M.

1 FAITH, 'tis a precious grace!

Where’er it is bestowed

It boasts of a celestial birth,

And is the gift º: God.
o



2 Jesus it owns as king,

And all-atoning priest;

It claims no merit of its own,

But looks for all in Christ.

3. On Him it safely leans

In times of deep distress;

Flies to the fountain of His blood,

And trusts His righteousness.

4 All through the wilderness

It is our strength and stay;

Nor can we miss the heavenly road,

While it directs our way.

Lord, 'tis Thy work alone,

And that divinely free;

Now send the Spirit of Thy Son

To work this faith in me.

5

BEDDOME.

42 C.M.

1 FAR from these narrow scenes of night,

Unbounded glories rise;

And realms of infinite delight,

Unknown to mortal eyes.

2 There pain and sickness never come,

And griefs no more complain ;

Health triumphs in immortal bloom,

And endless pleasures reign.

3 No cloud those blissful regions know,

For ever bright and fair;

For sin, the source of mortal woe,

Can never enter there.
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4 There no alternate night is known,

Nor sun's imperfect ray;

But glory from th’ eternal throne

Spreads everlasting day.

5 Fair distant land! could now our eyes

But half its charms explore,

How would our spirits long to rise,

And dwell on earth no more!

6 Oh, may the heavenly vision fire

Our hearts with ardent love |

Till wings of faith and strong desire

Bear every thought above.

STEELE.

43 C. M.

1 FATHER, whate'er of earthly bliss

Thy sovereign will denies,

Accepted at Thy throne of grace,

Let this petition rise:

2 “Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmur free;

The blessings of Thy grace impart,

And make me live to Thee.

3 “Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine

My life and death attend;

Thypresence through myjourney shine,

And crown my journey’s end.”

STEELE.
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44 S. M.

1 “FOR ever with the Lord!”

Amen so let it be

Life from the dead is in that word,

And immortality.

2 Here in the body pent,

Absent from Him I roam,

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent,

A day's march nearer home.

3 My Father's house on high,

Home of my soul! how near

At times to faith’s far-seeing eye,

Thy golden gates appear !

4 Ah! then my spirit faints

- To reach the land I love;

The bright inheritance of saints,

Jerusalem abovel

5 Yet clouds will intervene,

And all my prospect flies:

Ilike Noah’s dove, I flit between

Rough seas, and stormy skies.

6 Anon the clouds depart,

The winds and waters cease;

While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart,

Expands the bow of peace.

7 Then, then I feel that He,

Itemembered or forgot,

The Ilord, is never far from me,

Though I perceive Him not.

MonTCOMERY.

42



45 I.M.

FORGIVENESS 'tis a joyful sound

To rebel sinners doomed to die :

Publish the bliss the world around;

Ye seraphs, shout it from the sky!

2 ”Tis the rich gift of love Divine;

'Tis full, outmeasuring every crime:

Unclouded shall its glories shine,

And feel no change by changing time.

1

3 O'er sins, unnumbered as the sand,

And like the mountains for their size,

The seas of sovereign grace expand,

The seas of sovereign grace arise.

4 For this stupendous love of heaven,

Whatgrateful honour shall we show?

Where much transgression is forgiven,

Let love with equal ardour glow.

5 By this inspired, let all our days

With various holiness be crowned ;

Let truth and goodness, prayer and

praise,

In all abide, in all abound.

GIBBONS.

46 L.M.

1 FROM all that dwell below the skies,

Ilet the Creator's praise arise;

Ilet the Redeemer’s name be sung

Through everylaº; by every tongue.



2 Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord;

Eternal truth attends Thy word;

Thy praiseshallsoundfrom shoretoshore,

Till suns shall rise and set no more.

WATTs.

47 P.M.

1 FROM Egypt lately come,

Where death and darkness reign,

We seek our new, our better home,

Where we our rest shall gain.

Hallelujah!

We are on our way to God.

2 To Canaan's sacred bound,

We haste with songs ofjoy,

Where peace and liberty are found,

And sweets that never cloy.

Hallelujah!

We are on our way to God.

3 Our toils and conflicts cease,

On Canaan's happy shore,

We there shall dwellin endless peace,

And never hunger more.

Hallelujah

We are on our way to God.

4 There in celestial strains,

Enraptured myriads sing;

There love in every bosom reigns,

For God Himself is king.

Hallelujah

We are on our way to God.
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5 We soon shall join the throng,

Their pleasures we shall share,

And sing the everlasting song

With all the ransomed there.

Hallelujah

We are on our way to God.

6 How sweet the prospect is

It cheers the pilgrim's breast,

We’re journeying through the wilder

But soon shall gain our rest. [ness,

Hallelujah!

We are on our way to God. KELLY.

48 L.M.

1 FROM every stormy wind that blows,

Trom every swelling tide of woes,

There is a calm, a safe retreat,

'Tis found beneath the mercy-seat.

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads;

A place than all besides more sweet—

It is the blood-stained mercy-seat.

3 There is a spot where spirits blend,

And friend holds fellowship with friend;

Though sundered far, by faith they

meet

Around one common mercy-seat.

4 Ah whither could we flee for aid,

When tempted, desolate, dismayed?
Or how the host of hell defeat,

Had suffering saints no mercy-seat.
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5 There we, on eagles' wings, would soar,

Where time and sense are all no more;

There heavenly joys our spirits greet,

For glory crowns the mercy-seat.

STower.T.

49 7.6.

1 FROM Greenland's icy mountains,

From India’s coral strand,

Where Afric's sunny fountains

Roll down their golden sand;

IFrom many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,

They call us to deliver

Their land from error's chain.

2 What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle,

Though every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile;

In vain with lavish kindness

The gifts of God are strown,

The heathen, in his blindness,

Bows down to wood and stone.

Shall we whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high,

Shall we to men benighted,

The lamp oflife deny ?

Salvation 1 oh, salvation!

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till each remotest nation

Has learned Messiah’s name.
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4 Waſt, waft, ye winds, His story,

And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,

It spreads from pole to pole;

Till o'er our ransomed nature

The Lamb for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign. HEBER.

5O C.M.

1 GIVE me the wings of faith to rise

Within the veil, and see

The saints above, how great their joys,

How bright their glories be.

2 Once they were mourning here below,

And wet their couch with tears;

They wrestled hard, as we do now,

With sins, and doubts, and fears.

3 I ask them whence their victory came:

They, with united breath,

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,

Their triumph to His death.

4 They marked thefootsteps that He trod,

His zeal inspired their breast;

And following their incarnate God,

Possess the promised rest.

5 Our gloriousleader claims our praise

For His own pattern given,

While the great cloud of witnesses

Show the same path to heaven:
WATTS.
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51 L.M.

3

GIVE to our God immortal praise;

Mercy and truth are all His ways:

Wonders of grace to God belong,

Tepeat His mercies in your song.

Give to the Lord of lords renown,

The King of kings with glory crown;

IIis mercies ever shall endure

When lords and kings are known no

InOre.

He built the earth, He spread the sky,

And fixed the starry lights on high :

Wonders of grace to God belong,

Repeat His mercies in your song.

He fills the sun with morning light;

He bids the moon direct the night;

His mercies ever shall endure

When suns and moons shall shine no

InOre.

He sent His Son with power to save

From guilt, and darkness, and the

grave :

Wonders of grace to God belong,

l{epeat His mercies in your song.

Through this vain world. He guides our

feet,

And leads us to His heavenly seat:

IHis mercies ever shallendure

When this vain world shall be no more.

WATTs.
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52 8.7.4.

1 LEAVE Thee! no, my dearest Saviour,

Thee whoseblood my pardon bought;

Slight Thy mercy, scorn Thy favour!

Perish such an impious thought:

Leave Thee—never !

Where for peace could I resort 2

2 Be offended at Thee—never !

Thee to whom my all I owe ;

Father shall my heart endeavour

With unceasing love to glow:

Leave Thee—never ! t

Where for safety could I go?

3 Thou alone art my salvation;

There is none can save but Thee :

Thou, through Thy Divine oblation,

From my guilt hast set me free :

Leave Thee—never !

Thou who deign'dst to die for me.

4 But, O Lord, Thou know'st my weak

ness,

Rnow'st how prone I am to stray;

God of love, of truth, of meekness,

Guide and keep me in Thy way;

Blest Redeemer I

Let me never from Thee Stray.

J. STAMP's SPIRITUAL SONG Book, 1845.
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53 L.M.

1 GOD of my life, through all its days

My grateful powers shall sound Thy

praise;

The song shall wake with opening light,

And warble to the silent night.

2. When anxious cares would break my

rest

And griefs would tear my throbbing

breast,

Thy tuneful praises, raised on high,

Shall check the murmur and the sigh.

3 When death o'er nature shall prevail,

And all its powers of language fail,

Joy through my swimming eyes shall

break,

And mean the thanks I cannot speak.

4 But oh! when that last conflict’s o'er,

And I am chained to flesh no more,

With what gladaccents shall Irise,

To join the music of the skies!

5 Soon shall I learn th’ exalted strains,

Whichecho o'er the heavenly plains;

And emulate with joy unknown,

The glowing seraphs roundThy throne.

6 The cheerful tribute will I give,

Long as the deathless soul can live;

A work so sweet, a theme so high,

Demands and crowns eternity.

DoDDRIDGE.
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54 S.M.

1 GRACE, 'tis a charming sound !

Harmonious to the ear !

FIeaven with the echo shall resound,

And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contrived the way

To save rebellious man;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace first inscribed my name

In God’s eternal book;

'Twas grace that gave me to the Lamb,

Who all my sorrows took.

4 Grace led my roving feet

To tread the heavenly road;

And new supplies each hour I meet,

While pressing on to God.

5 Grace all the work shall crown

Through everlasting days;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,

And well deserves the praise.
DoDDRIDGE.

55 L.M.

1 GREAT God, attend, while Zion sings

Thejoy that fromThy presence springs

To spend one day with Thee on earth

Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meanest place

Within Thy house, O God of grace,
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Not tents of ease, nor thrones of power,

Should tempt my feet to leave Thydoor.

3 God is our Sun, He makes our day;

God is our Shield, He guards our way

Erom all th’ assaults of hell and sin,

From foes without and foes within.

4 All needful grace will God bestow,

And crown that grace with glory too !

He gives us all things, and withholds

No real good from upright souls.

5 O God, our King, whose sovereign sway

The glorious hosts of heaven obey,

And devils at Thy presence flee,_

Blest is the man who trusts in Thee.

- WATTS.

56 6-8s.

1 GREAT God of wonders all Thy ways

Are matchless, Godlike, and Divine !

But the fair glories of Thy grace

More Godlike and unrivalled shine.

Who is a pardoning God like Thee?

Or who has grace so rich and free?

2 Such dire offences to forgive,

Such guilty daring worms to spare ;

This is Thy grand prerogative,

And in the honour none shall share ;

Who is a pardoning God like Thee?

Or who has grace so rich and free ?

3 In wonder lost, with trembling joy,

We take the pardon of our God;
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Pardon for crimes of deepest dye ;

A pardon sealed with Jesu's blood:

Who is a pardoning God like Thee?

Or who has grace so rich and free?

4.0 may this strange, this matchless

grace,

This Godlike miracle of love,

Fill the wide earth with grateful praise,

And all the angelic choirs abovel

Who is a pardoning God like thee ?

Or who has grace so rich and free ?
DAVIES.

57 L.M.

GREAT God, we sing that mighty hand

By which supported still we stand;

The opening year Thy mercy shows:

That mercy crowns it till it close.

By day, by night, at home, abroad,

Still are we guarded by our God,

By His incessant bounty fed,

By His unerring counsel led.

With grateful hearts the past we own;

The future, all to us unknown,

We to Thy guardian care commit,

And peaceful leave before Thy feet.

In scenes exalted or depressed,

Thou art our joy, and Thou our rest;

Thy goodness all our hopes shall raise,

Adored through º,our changing days.



5. When deathshall interrupt these songs,

And seal in silence mortal tongues,

Our helper God, in whom we trust,

In better worlds our souls shall boast.

DoDDRIDGE.

58 L.M.

1 HAIL! sovereign love, that first began

The scheme to rescue fallen man;

Hail! matchless, free, eternal grace,

That gave my soul a hiding-place |

2 Enwrapped in thick Egyptian night,

And fond of darkness more than light,

Madly I ran the sinful race,

Secure without a hiding-place.

3 But thus th’ eternal counsel ran—

“Almighty love, arrest that man!”

I felt the arrows of distress,

And found I had no hiding-place.

4 Ere long a heavenly voice I heard,

And mercy's angel-form appeared;

She led me on, with gentle grace,

To Jesus, as my hiding-place.

5 On Him Almighty vengeance fell,

That must have sunk a world to hell;

He bore it for His chosen race,

And thus became their hiding-place.

6 Should storms of sevenfold thunder roll,

And shake the globe from pole to pole,

No flaming bolt could daunt my face,

For Jesus is my hiding-place.
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7 A few more rolling suns at most

Will land me on fair Canaan’s coast;

There shall I sing the song of grace,

And see my glorious hiding-place.

BREWER.

59 8.7.

1 HAIL, Thou once despised Jesus!

Hail, Thou Galilean King!

Thou didst suffer to release us;

Thou didst free salvation bring;

Hail, Thou agonizing Saviour, -

Bearer of our sin and shame !

By Thy merits we find favour;

Life is given through Thy name !

2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed,

All our sins on Thee were laid:

By Almighty love anointed,

Thou hast full atonement made :

All Thy people are forgiven

Through the virtue of Thy blood;

Opened is the gate of heaven;

Peace is made 'twixt man and God.

3 Jesus, hail! enthroned in glory,
There for ever to abide

All the heavenly host adore Thee,

Seated at Thy Father's side:

There for sinners Thou art pleading;

There Thou dost our place prepare;

Ever for us interceding,

Till in glory we appear.
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4 Worship, honour, power, and blessing,

Thou art worthy to receive;

Loudest praises, without ceasing,

Meet it is for us to give :

Help, ye bright angelic spirits;

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays 1

Help to sing our Saviour's merits,

Help to chant Immanuel's praise.
BAKEWELL.

6O 7s.

1 HARK, my soul, it is the Lord; -

'Tis thy Saviour, hear His word;

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee:

“Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me?”

2 “I delivered thee when bound,

And when wounded healed thy wound;

Sought thee wandering, set thee right,

Turned thy darkness into light.

3 “Can a woman’s tender care

Cease toward the child she bare 2

Yes, she may forgetful be,

Yet will I remember thee.

4 “Mine is an unchanging love,

Higher than the heights above,

Deeper than the depths beneath,

Free and faithful, strong as death.

5 “Thou shalt see my glory soon,

When the work of grace is done;

Partner of my throne shalt be—

Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me?”
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6 Lord, it is my chief eomplaint,

That my love is weak and faint;

Yet I love thee, and adore;—

Oh for grace to love Thee more

CowPER.

61 7s.

1 HARK! the herald-angels sing,

Glory to the new-born King,

Peace on earth and mercy mild,

God and sinners reconciled !

2 Weiled in flesh the Godhead see,

Hail th’ incarnate Deity

Pleased as man with man to appear,

Jesus our Immanuel here.

3 Mild, He lays His glory by,

Born that man no more may die;

Born to raise the sons of earth;

Born to give them second birth.

4 Joyful all ye nations, rise,

Join the triumphs of the skies,

With the angelic hosts proclaim,

“Christ is born in Bethlehem.”

C. WFSLEY.

62 8.7; 7.7.

1 HARK, the solemn trumpet sounding

Loud proclaims the Jubilee,

'Tis the voice of grace abounding,

Grace to sinners rich and free;

Ye who know the joyful sound,

Publish it to all around.
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2 Is the name of Jesus precious?

Does His love your spirits cheer?

Do you find Him kind and gracious,

Still removing doubt and fear 2

Think that what He is to you,

Such He’ll be to others too.

3 Were you once at awful distance,

Wandering from the fold of God?

Could no arm afford assistance,

Nothing save but Jesu's blood?

Think how many still are found

Strangers to the joyful sound.

4 Brethren, join in supplication,

Join to plead before the Lord;

'Tis His arm that brings salvation,

He alone can give the word:

Father, let Thy kingdom come,

Bring the wandering outcasts home.

5 Hark! the saints' triumphant chorus,

“Worthy is the Lamb,” they cry:

They have gained the prize before us,

Soon we hope to share their joy:

But while here, remember still,

They who love Him do His will.

RELLY.

63 7s.

1 HARK, the song of jubilee,

Loud as mighty thunders roar,

Or the fulness of the sea,

When it breaks upon the shore.
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Hallelujah! for the Lord

God omnipotent shall reign;

Hallelujah! let the word

Echo round the earth and main.

2 Hallelujah! harkſ the sound

From the depth unto the skies,

Wakes above, beneath, around,

All creation's harmonies.

See Jehovah’s banners furled,

Sheathed His sword; He speaks—'tis

done |

And the kingdoms of the world

Are the kingdoms of His Son.

3 He shall reign from pole to pole,

With illimitable sway;

He shall reign, when, like a scroll,

Yonder heavens have passed away;

Then the end:—beneath His rod,

Man's last enemy shall fall:

Hallelujah! Christ in God,

God in Christ is all in all.

MonTGoMERY.

64 L.M.

1 HE dies the Friend of sinners dies |

Lo! Salem's daughters weep around;

A solemn darkness veils the skies;

A sudden trembling shakes the

ground.

2 See love and grief beyond degree,

The Lord of glory dies for men
59



But lo! what sudden joys we see;

Jesus the dead revives again!

3 The rising God forsakes the tomb

The tomb in vain forbids His rise;

Cherubic legions guard Him home,

And shout Him welcome to the skies!

4 Break off your fears, ye saints, and tell

How high our great Deliverer

reigns;

Sing how He spoiled the hosts of hell,

And led the monster Death in chains.

5 Say, “Live for ever, wondrous King!

Born to redeem, and strong to save;”

Then ask the monster, “Where's thy

sting?”

And, “Where's thy victory, boasting

Grave?”

WATTs.

65 L.M.

1 HOW bright these glorious spirits

shine !

Whence all their white array?

How came they to the blissful seats

Of everlasting day!

2 Lo! these are they from sufferingsgreat,

Who came to realms of light;

And in the blood of Christ have washed

Their robes, which shine so bright.

3 Now with triumphal palms they stand

Before the throne on high;
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And serve the God they love, amidst

The glories of the sky.

4 His presence fills each heart with joy,

Tunes every voice to sing:

By day, by night, the sacred courts

With glad hosannas ring.

5 Hunger and thirst are felt no more

Nor sun with scorching ray :

God is their sun, whose cheering beams

Diffuse eternal day.

6 The Lamb, who dwells amidst the

throne,

Shall o'er them still preside;

Feed them with nourishment Divine,

And all their footsteps guide.

7 'Mong pastures green He'll lead His

flock

Where living streams appear;

And God the Lord, from every eye,

Shall wipe off every tear.

WATTS AND CAMERON.

66 11s.

1 HOW firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord,

Is laid for your faith in His excellent Word!

What more can He say than to you He hath
said

You who unto Jesus for refuge have fled?

2 In every condition—in sickness, in health,

In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth;

At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea,

As thy days may demand, shall thy strength

ever be. 61



3 Fear not, I am with thee, O be not dismayed!

I, I am thy God and will still give thee aid;

I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee

to stand;

Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.

4. When through the deep waters I call thee to go,

The rivers of grief shall not thee overflow;

For I will be with thee, thy trouble to bless;

And sanctify to thee, thy deepest distress.

5 When through fiery trials thy pathway shall lie,

My grace all-sufficient shall be thy supply;

The flame shall not hurt thee; I only design

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine.

6 E'en down to old age, all my people shall prove

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love;

And when hoary hairs shall their temples

adorn,

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be

borne.

7 The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose,

I will not, I will not desert to its foes |

That soul, though all hell should endeavour to

shake,

I’ll never, no never, no never forsake.

RIRKHAM.

67 C.M.

1 HOW helpless guilty nature lies,

|Unconscious of its load 1

The heart, unchanged, can never rise

To happiness and God.

2 Can aught beneath a power Divine

The stubborn will subdue 2

'Tis Thine, Eternal Spirit, Thine,

To form the heart anew.
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3 'Tis Thine the passions to recall,

And upward bid them rise;

To make the scales of error fall

From reason's darkened eyes.

4 To chase the shades of death away,

And bid the sinner live:

A beam of heaven, a vital ray,

'Tis Thine alone to give.

5 O change these wretched hearts of ours,

And give them life Divine!

Then shall our passions and our powers,

Almighty Lord, be Thine. STEELE.

68 L.M.

1 HOW pleasant, how divinely fair,

O Lord of hosts, Thy dwellings are

With long desire my spirit faints

To meet th'assemblies of Thy saints.

2 My flesh would rest in Thine abode,

My panting heart cries out for God;

My God! my King! why should Ibe

So far from all my joys and Thee?

3 Blest are the saints who sit on high

Around Thy throne of majesty;

Thy brightest glories shine above,

And all their work is praise and love.

4 Blest are the souls that find a place

Within the temple of Thy grace;

There they behold thy gentler rays,

And seek Thy face, and learn Thy

praise.
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5 Blest are the men whose hearts are set

To find the way to Zion's gate;

God is their strength; and through the

road

They lean upon their helper God.

6 Cheerful they walk with growing

strength;

Till all shall meet in heaven at length:

; Till all before Thy face appear,

And join in nobler worship there.
- WATTS.

69 C.M.

1 HOW sad our state by nature is!

Our sin how deep it stains! *

And Satan binds our captive souls

Fast in his slavish chains.

2 But there's a voice of sovereign grace

Sounds from the sacred Word:

“Ho! ye despairing sinners, come,

And trust upon the Lord.”

My soul obeys th’ almighty call

And runs to this relief;

I would believe Thy promise, Lord,

Oh! help my unbelief.

4 To the dear fountain ofThy blood,

3

Incarnate God, I fly;

Here let me wash my guilty soul

From sins of deepest dye.
64



5 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,

On Thy kind arms I fall;

BeThou my strength and righteousness,

My Jesus and my all.

WATTS.

7O L. M.

1 HOW vast the treasure we possess!

How rich Thy bounty, King of grace

This world is ours, and worlds to come;

Earth is ourlodge and heaven our home.

2 All things are ours: the gifts of God;

The purchase of a Saviour's blood;

While the good Spirit shows us how

To use, and to improve them too.

3 If peace and plenty crown my days,

They help me, Lord, to speak Thy

praise;

If bread of sorrows be my food,

These sorrows work my lasting good.

4 I would not change my blest estate

For all the world calls good or great:

And while my faith can keep her hold,

I envy not the sinner's gold.

5 Father, I wait Thy daily will;

Thou shalt divide my portion still ;

Grant me on earth what seems Thee

best,

Till death and heaven reveal the rest.

"WATTS.

65 F.



4

P.M.

IF Jesus is ours,

We have a true friend;

Whose goodness endures

The same to the end :

Our comforts may vary,

Our friends may decline;

We cannot miscarry,

Our aid is Divine.

Though God may delay

To show us His light,

And heaviness may

Endure for a night;

Yet joy in the morning

Shall surely abound:

No shadow of turning

In Jesus is found.

The hills may depart

And mountains remove,

But faithful Thou art,

O Fountain of love .

The Father hath graven

Our names on Thy hands:

Our building in heaven

Eternally stands.

A moment He hid

The light of His face,

Yet firmly decreed

To save us by grace;
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And though He reprove us,

And still may reprove,

For ever He loved us,

And ever will love.

5 Then tune every string

To Jesus's name,

With angels we’ll sing

The song of the Lamb.

Thee every believer

Shall joyfully praise,

Thou bountiful Giver

Of glory and grace. HAMMOND.

72 L.M.

1 I HEAR a sound that comes from far,

It fills my soul with joy and love:

Not seraphs’ voices sweeter are,

That echo through the courts above.

2 ”Tis mercy's voice that strikes my ear,

From Calvary it sounds abroad;

It soothes my soul and calms my fear,

It speaks of pardon bought with

blood.

3 And is it true that many fly

The sound that bids my soul rejoice,

And rather choose with fools to die,

Than turn an ear to mercy’s voice?

4 With such, I own, I once appeared,

But now I know how great their loss,

For sweeter sounds were never heard

Than mercy utters from the cross.
67 RELLY.



73 - D.C.M.

I HEARD the voice of Jesus say,

“Come unto me and rest;

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down

Thy head upon my breast.”

I came to Jesus as I was,

Weary, and worn, and sad,

I found in him a resting-place,

And He has made me glad.

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

“Behold, I freely give

The living water; thirsty one,

Stoop down, and drink, and live.”

I came to Jesus, and I drank

Of that life-giving stream;

My thirst was quenched, my soul re

vived,

And now I live in Him.

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

“I am this dark world’s light;

Look unto me, thy morn shall rise,

And all thy day be bright.”

I looked to Jesus, and I found

In Him my Star, my Sun;

And in that light of life I’ll walk

Till travelling days are done.

BONAR.

'74 7.6.

1 I LAY my sins on Jesus,

The spotless Lamb of God;
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He bears them all, and frees us,

From the accursèd load.

I bring my guilt to Jesus,

To wash my crimson stains

White in His blood most precious,

Till not a spot remains.

I lay my wants on Jesus;

All fulness dwells in Him:

He heals all my diseases,

He doth my soul redeem.

I lay my griefs on Jesus—

My burdens and my cares;

He from them all releases—

He all my sorrows shares.

I rest my soul on Jesus—

This weary soul of mine;

His right hand me embraces,

I on His breast recline.

I love the name of Jesus,

Immanuel, Christ the Lord ;

Like fragrance on the breezes

His name abroad is poured.

I long to be like Jesus,

Meek, loving, lowly, mild:

I long to be like Jesus,

The Father's holy Child.

I long to be with Jesus,

Amid the heavenly throng,

To sing with saints His praises,

And learn the angels' song.
69 BoxAR.



75 C.M.

1 IN evil long I took delight,

Dnawed by shame or fear,

Till a new object struck my sight,

And stopped my wild career.

2 I saw one hanging on a tree,

In agonies and blood,

Who fixed His languid eyes on me,

As near His cross I stood.

3 Sure never to my latest breath,

Can I forget that look;

It seemed to charge me with His death,

Though not a word He spoke.

4 Myconscience felt, and owned the guilt,

And plunged me in despair:

I saw my sins His blood had spilt,

And helped to nail Him there.

5 A second look He gave, which said,

“I freely all forgive;

This blood is for thy ransom paid,

I die, that thou mayst live.”

6 Thus while His death my sin displays

In all its blackest hue ;

Such is the mystery of grace,

It seals my pardon too.
NEWTON.

76 C.M.

1 INFINITE excellence is Thine,

Thou lovely Prince of grace!
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Thy uncreated beauties shine

With never-fading rays.

2 Sinners, from earth’s remotest end,

Come bending at Thy feet;

To Thee their prayers and vows ascend,

In Thee their wishes meet.

3 Millions of happy spirits live

On Thine exhaustless store: *

I'rom Thee they all their bliss receive,

And still Thou givest more.

4 Thou art their triumph and their joy;

They find their all in Thee ;

Thy glories will their tongues employ

Through all eternity. FAwcETT.

77 L.M.

1 I THIRST, Thou wounded Lamb of

God,

To wash me in Thy cleansing blood,

To dwell within Thy wounds, then pain

Is sweet, and life or death is gain.

Take my poor heart, and let it be

For ever closed to all but Thee

Seal Thou my breast, and let me wear

That pledge of love for ever there.

3 How blest are they who still abide

Close sheltered in Thy bleeding side

Who life and strength from thence

derive,

And by Thee move, and in Thee live.

2
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4 How can it be, Thou heavenly King,

That Thou shouldst us to glory bring 2

Make slaves the partners of Thy throne,

Decked with a never-fading crown 2

5 Ah, Lord! enlarge our scanty thought,

Toknow thewondersThou hastwrought;

TJnloose our stammering tongues to tell

Thy love—immense, unsearchable.

6 First-born of many brethren Thou!

To Thee, lo! all our souls we bow :

To Thee our hearts and hands we give :

Thine may we die! Thine may we live!

J. WESLEY, from the German.

78 C. MI.

1 JERUSALEM, my happy home !

Name ever dear to me !

When shall my labours have an end,

In joy, and peace, and thee?

2 When shall these eyes thy heaven-built

walls

And pearly gates behold;

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong,

And streets of shining gold?

3 There happier bowers than Eden's

bloom,

Nor sin nor sorrow know ;

Blest seats! through rude and stormy

Scenes,

I onward press to you.
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4 Oh, when, thou city of my God,

Shall I thy courts ascend!

Where congregations ne'er break up,

And Sabbaths have no end ?

5 Whyshould Ishrink from pain and woe,

Or feel at death dismay ?

I’ve Canaan’s goodly land in view,

And realms of endless day.

6 Apostles, martyrs, prophets, there

Around my Saviour stand;

And soon my friends in Christ below

Will join the glorious band.

7 Jerusalem, my happy home !

My soul still pants for thee;

Then shall my labours have an end,

When I thy joys shall see.
DICKSON.

79 C.M.

1 JESUS, I love Thy charming name;

'Tis music to my ear;

Fain would I sound it out so loud

That earth and heaven might hear.

2 Yes, Thou art precious to my soul,

My transport and my trust:

Jewels to Thee are gaudy toys,

And gold is sordid dust.

3 All my capacious powers can wish,

In Thee doth richly meet;

Nor to my eyes is light so dear,

Nor friendship half so sweet.
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4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,

And sheds its fragrance there;

The noblest balm for all its wounds,

The cordial of its care.

5 I’ll speak the honours of Thy name

With my last labouring breath;

Then, speechless, clasp Thee in mine

arms,

The antidote of death. DoDDRIDGE.

8O C.M.

1 JESUS, immutably the same,

Thou true and living Wine !

Around Thy all-supporting stem

My feeble arms I twine.

2 Quickened by Thee, and kept alive,

I flourish and bear fruit;

My life I from Thy sap derive,

My vigour from Thy root.

3 I can do nothing without Thee;

My strength is wholly Thine;

Withered and barren should I be,

If severed from the Wine.

4 Upon my leaf, when parched with heat,

Refreshing dew shall drop;

The plant whichThyright hand doth set,

Shall ne'er be rooted up.

5 Each moment watered by Thy care,

And fenced with power Divine,

Fruit to eternal life shall bear,

The feeblest branch of Thine.

74 ToPLADY.



81 8.7.

1 JESUS, I my cross have taken,

All to leave and follow Thee,

Destitute, despised, forsaken,

Thou from hence my all shalt be :

Perish every fond ambitionſ

All I’ve sought, or hoped, or known;

Yet how rich is my condition 1

God and heaven are still my own.

2 Let the world despise and leave me,

They have left my Saviour too;

Human hearts and looks deceive me,

Thou art not like them untrue:

And, while Thou dost smile upon me,

God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate, and friendsmay shunme,

Show Thy face, and all is bright.

3 Man may trouble and distress me,

'Twill but drive me to Thy breast;

Life with trials hard may press me,

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest.

Oh, 'tis not in grief to harm me,

While Thy love is left to me !

Oh, 'twere not in joy to charm me,

Were that joy unmixed with Thee!

4 Soul, then know thy full salvation;

Rise o’er sin, and fear, and care;

Joy to find in every station,

Something still to do or bear.
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Think what Spirit dwells within thee !

Thinkwhat Father'ssmiles are thine!

Think what Saviour died to win thee!

Child of heaven, canst thou repine 2

5 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed byfaith, andwingedbyprayer,

Heaven’s eternal day’s before thee,

God’sownhandshallguidetheethere:

Soon shall close thine earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days,

Hope shall change to full fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise!
LYTE.

82 7s.

1 JESUS, Lover of my soul,

Let me to Thy bosom fly,

While the billows near me roll;

While the tempest still is high;

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past;

Safe into the haven guide:

Oh, receive my soul at last.

2 Other refuge have I none,

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee;

Leave, ah! leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me.

All my trust on Thee is stayed;

All my help from Thee I bring;

Cover my defenceless head

With the shadow of Thy wing.
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3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want,

Boundless love in Thee I find;

Baise the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is Thy name,

I am all unrighteousness;

Wile and full of sin I am,

Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with Thee is found,

Grace to pardon all my sin;

Let the healing streams abound,

Make and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art,

Freely let me take of Thee;

Spring Thou up within my heart,

Rise to all eternity.

C. WESLEY.

33 L.M.

1 JESUS shall reign where'er the sun

Does his successive journeys run :

His kingdom stretch from shore to

shore,

Tillmoons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For Him shall endless prayer be made,

And praises throng to crown His head;

His name, like sweet perfume, shall

rise,

With every morning sacrifice.

3 People and realms of every tongue,

Dwell on His love with sweetest Song ;
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And infant voices shall proclaim,

Their early blessings on His name.

4 Blessings abound where'er He reigns;

The prisoner leaps to lose his chains,

The weary find eternal rest,

And all the sons of want are blest.

5 Let every creature rise and bring

Peculiar honours to our King;

Angels descend with songs again,

And earth repeat the loud Almen.
WATTS.

84 L.M.

1 JESUS, where'er Thy people meet,

There they behold Thy mercy-seat;

Where'er theyseekTheeThouartfound,

And every place is hallowed ground.

2 Dear Shepherd of Thy chosen few,

Thy former mercies here renew;

And to our waiting hearts proclaim

The sweetness of Thy saving name.

3 Here may we prove the power of prayer

To strengthen faith and sweeten care;

To teach our faint desires to rise,

And bring all heaven before our eyes.
CowPER.

85 P.M.

1 JOIN all the glorious names

Of wisdom, love, and power,

That ever mortals knew,

That angels ever bore;
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All are too mean to speak His worth,

Too mean to set my Saviour forth.

2 Arrayed in mortal flesh,

The covenant angel stands,

And holds the promises

And pardons in His hands;

Commissioned from His Father's throne

To make His grace to mortals known.

3 Great Prophet of my God;

My tongue would bless Thy name;

By Thee the joyful news

Of our salvation came;

The joyful news of sins forgiven,

Of hell subdued, of peace with heaven.

43 I love my Shepherd's voice;

His watchful eye shall keep

My wandering soul among

The thousands of His sheep;

He feeds His flocks, He calls their

names,

His bosom bears the tender lambs.

5 Jesus, my great High Priest,

Offered His blood and died;

My guilty conscience seeks

No sacrifice beside:

His powerful blood did once atone;

And now it pleads before the throne.

6 My Saviour and my Lord, ...

My Conqueror, and my King,
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Thy sceptre and Thy sword,

Thy reigning grace I sing !

Thine is the power, behold I sit

In willing bonds beneath Thy feet.

7 Now let my soul arise,

And tread the tempter down ;

My Captain leads me forth

To conquest and the crown;

A feeble saint may win the day,

Though death and hell obstruct the way.
WATTs.

86 8.7.

1 LAMB of God! our souls adore Thee,

While upon Thy face we gaze;

There the Father's love and glory

Shine in all their brightest rays;

Thine almighty love and wisdom,

All creation’s works proclaim ;

Heaven and earth, alike, confess Thee

As the ever great “I AM.”

2 Lamb of God! Thy Father's bosom

Ever was Thy dwelling-place;

His delight, in Him rejoicing,

One with Him in power and grace.

O what wondrous love and mercy!

Thou didst lay Thy glory by,

And for us didst come from heaven,

As the Lamb of God, to die.

3 Tamb of God! when we behold Thee

Lowly in the manger laid;
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Wandering, as a homeless stranger,

In the world Thy hands had made;

When we see Thee in the garden,

In Thine agony of blood,

At Thy grace we are confounded—

Holy, spotless Lamb of God!

4. When we see Thee as the victim,

Nailed to the accursèd tree,

For our guilt and folly stricken,

All our judgment borne by Thee;

Lord, we learn with hearts adoring,

Wondrous love in Thy shed blood;

Glory, glory everlasting,

Be to Thee, Thou Lamb of God!

5 Lamb of God, Thou now art seated

High upon Thy Father's throne;

All Thy gracious work completed,

All Thy mighty vict'ry won :

Every knee in heaven is bending

To the Lamb for sinners slain;

Every voice and harp is swelling,

“Worthy is the Lamb to reign : ”
DECR.

87 C.M.

1 LET every mortal ear attend,

And every heart rejoice;

The trumpet of the gospel sounds

With an inviting voice.

• 2 Ho! all ye hungry, starving souls,

That feed uponthe wind,
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To fill an empty mind.

3 Eternal wisdom has prepared

A soul-reviving feast,

And bids your longing appetites

The rich provision taste.

4 Ho! ye that pant for living streams,

Amd pine away and die;

Here you may quench your raging thirst

With springs that never dry.

5 Rivers of love and mercy here

In a rich ocean join ;

Salvation in abundance flows,

Like floods of milk and wine.

6 Great God, the treasures of Thy love

Are everlasting mines,

Deep as our helpless miseries are,

And boundless as our sins.

7 The happy gates of gospel grace

Stand open night and day:

Lord, we are come to seek supplies,

And drive our wants away. WATTs.

88 C.M.

1 LIFT up to God the voice of praise,

Whose breath our souls inspired;

Loud and more loud the anthems raise,

With grateful ardour fired

2 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose tender care sustains

And vainly strive with earthly toys

|

82



Our feeble frame, encompassed round .

With death's unnumbered pains.

3 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose goodness, passing thought,

Loads every minute, as it flies,

With benefits unsought.

4 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

From whom salvation flows,

Who sent His Son our souls to save,

From everlasting woes. -

5 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

For hope's transporting ray,

Which lights through darkest shades

of death,

To realms of endless day.

WARDLAw.

89 8.7.4.

1 LO! He comes with clouds descending,

Once for favoured sinners slain;

Thousand, thousand saints attending,

Swell the triumph of His train:

Hallelujah!

God appears on earth to reign.

2 Every eye shall now behold Him,

Robed in dreadful majesty;

Those who set at naught, and sold Him,

Pierced and nailed Him to the tree,

Deeply wailing,

Shall the true Messiah See.

- 83



3 The dear tokens of His passion,

Still His dazzling body bears;

Cause of endless exultation

To His ransomed worshippers:

With what rapture

Gaze we on those glorious scars!

4 Now redemption, long expected,

See in solemn pomp appear !

All His saints, by man rejected,

Now shall meet Him in the air :

Hallelujah!

See the day of God appear !

5 Yea, Amen, let all adore Thee,

High on Thine eternal throne;

Saviour ! take the power and glory,

Claim the kingdoms for Thine own.

O come quickly,

Everlasting God, come down!
C. WESLEY AND CENNICK.

90 8.7.4.

1 L00K, ye saints, the sight is glorious,

See “the Man of sorrows " now :

From the fight returned victorious,

Every knee to Him shall bow:

Crown Him, crown Him:

Crowns become the Victor's brow.

2 Crown the Saviour, angels, crown Him:

Rich the trophies Jesus brings:

In the seat of power enthrone Him,

While the vault of heaven rings:
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Crown Him, crown Him:

Crown the Saviour “King of kings!”

3 Sinners in derision crowned Him,

Mocking thus the Saviour's claim ;

Saints and angels crowd around Him,

Own His title, praise His name:

Crown Him, crown Him :

Spread abroad the Victor's fame.

4 Hark, those bursts of acclamation |

Hark, those loud triumphant chords!

Jesus takes the highest station:

Oh what joy the sight affords!

Crown Him, crown Him,

“King of kings, and Lord of lords.”
KELLY.

91 D.S.M.

1 LORD God the Holy Ghost,

In this accepted hour,

As on the day of Pentecost,

O come in all Thy power.

We meet with one accord,

In our appointed place,

And wait the promise of our Lord,

The Spirit of all grace.

2 Like mighty rushing wind,

Upon the waves beneath,

Move with one impulse every mind:

One soul, one feeling breathe:

The young, the old, inspire,

With wisdom from above;
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And give us hearts and tongues of fire,

To pray, and praise, and love.

3 Spirit of light, explore,

And chase our gloom away,

With lustre shining more and more

|Unto the perfect day.

Spirit of truth, be Thou,

In life and death, our guide

O Spirit of adoption, now

May we be sanctified'
MoWTGOMERY.

92 8.7.4.

1 LORD, I hear of showers of blessing,

Thou art scattering full and free;

Showers, the thirsty land refreshing,

Let some droppings fall on me!

Even me! even me !

Let some droppings fall on me.

2 Pass me not, O God our Father!

Sinful though my heart may be ;

Thou might'st leave me, but the rather

Let Thy mercy light on me!

Even me! even me !

Let Thy mercy light on me.

3 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour !

Let me live and cling to Thee;

For I’m longing for Thy favour:

Whilst Thou’rt calling, oh, call me!

Even me! even me!

Whilst Thou'rt calling, oh, call me !
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4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit !

Thou canst make the blind to see;

Witnesser of Jesus’ merit,

Speak the word of power to me:

Even me! even me !

Speak the word of power to me.

5 Love of God, so pure and changeless!

Blood of Christ, so rich, so free

Grace of God, so strong and boundless!

Magnify it all on me!

Pven me! even me!

Magnify it all on me.

6 Pass me not, Thy lost one bringing,

Bend my heart, O Lord, to Thee;

Whilst the streamsof life are springing;

Blessing others, oh, bless me !

Even me! even me !

Blessing others, oh, bless me!

93 C.M.

1 LORD, teach us how to pray aright,

With reverence and with fear;

Though dust and ashes in Thy sight,

We may, we must draw near.

2 God of all grace, we come to Thee

With broken, contrite hearts;

Give, what Thine eye delights to see.

Truth in the inward parts.

3 Give deep humility; the sense

Of godly sorrow give;
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A strong, desiring confidence

To hear Thy voice and live:

4 Faith in the only sacrifice

That can for sin atone;

To cast our hopes, to fix our eyes

On Christ, on Christ alone.
MoRTGOMERY.

94 7s.

1 IORD, we come before Thee now,

At Thy feet we humbly bow;

Oh, do not our suit disdain;

Shall we seek Thee, Lord, in vain?

2 In Thine own appointed way,

Now we seek Thee, here we stay:

Lord, from hence we would not go,

Till a blessing Thou bestow.

3 Send some message from Thy Word

That may joy and peace afford;

Let Thy Spirit now impart

Pull salvation to each heart.

4 Comfort those who weep and mourn;

Let the time of joy return;

Those that are cast down lift up;

Make them strong in faith and hope.

5 Grant, that all may seek and find

Thee a God supremely kind:

Heal the sick, the captive free;

Let us all rejoice in Thee.
HAMMOND.
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95 8.7.

1 MAY the grace of Christ our Saviour,

And the Father's boundless love,

With the Holy Spirit's favour,

Rest upon us from above .

2 Thus may we abide in union

With each other, and the Lord ;

And possess, in sweet communion,

Joys which earth cannot afford.

NEWTON.

96 8.7.4.

1 MIGHTY God! while angels blessthee,

May a sinner speak Thy name?

Lord of men as well as angels,

Thou art every creature's theme.

Hallelujah!

Hallelujah! Amen

2 Lord of every land and nation,

Ancient of eternal days'

Sounded through the wide creation,

Be Thy just and lawful praise.

3 For the grandeur of Thy nature—

Grand beyond a seraph’s thought:

For created works of power—

Works with skill and kindness

wrought.

4 For Thy providence, that governs

Through thine empire's wide domain,

Wings an angel, guides a sparrow :

Blessed be Thy gentle reign.
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5 But Thy rich, Thy free redemption,

Bright though veiled in darkness

long :

Thought is poor, and poor expression :

Who shall sing that wondrous song?

6 Brightness of the Father's glory,

Shall Thy praise unuttered lie?

Fly, my tongue, such guilty silence 1

Sing the Lord who came to die.

7 From the highest throne in glory,

To the cross of deepest woe;

All to ransom guilty captives!

Flow, my praise, for ever flow !

8 Go, return, immortal Saviour!

LeaveThy footstool, take Thy throne;

Thence return, and reign for ever,

Be the kingdom all Thy own.

Hallelujah!

Hallelujah! Amen! RoBINSON.

97 IP.M.

1 MY faith looks up to Thee,

Thou Lamb of Calvary:

Saviour Divine!

Now hear me while I pray:

Take all my guilt away;

O let me from this day

Be wholly Thine.

2 May Thy rich grace impart

Strength to my fainting heart,

My zeal inspire:
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As Thou hast died for me,

O may my love to Thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be,

A living fire.

3 While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be Thou my guide:

Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow’s tears away,

Nor let me ever stray

From Thee aside.

4. When ends life's transient dream,

When death's cold, sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll;

Blest Saviour, then, in love,

Fear and distrust remove;

O bear me safe above—

A ransomed soul.

RAY PALMER.

98 8.8.8.4.

1 MY God, my Father, while I stray,

Far from my home, on life's rough way,

Oh! teach me from my heart to say,

Thy will be done!

2 Though dark my path, and sad my lot,

Let me be still and murmur not ;

But breathe the prayer divinely taught,

Thy will be done.
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3 If thou shouldst call me to resign

What most I prize—it ne'er was mine;

I only yield Thee what was Thine:

Thy will be done!

4 Should grief or sickness waste away

My life, in premature decay;

My Father, still I’ll strive to say,

Thy will be done!

5 Let but my fainting heart be blest

With Thy free Spirit for its guest;

My God, to Thee I leave the rest!

Thy will be done!

6 Renew my will from day to day,

Blend it with Thine, and take away

All that now makes it hard to say,

Thy will be done.

7 Then when on earth I breathe no more

The prayer, oft mixed with tears before,

I’ll sing upon a happier shore,

Thy will be done.

C. ELLIOTT.

99 C.M.

1 MY God! the spring of all my joys,

The life of my delights;

The glory of my brightest days,

The comfort of my nights

2 In darkest shades, if He appear,

My dawning is begun:

He is my soul's bright morning star,

And He my rising sun
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3 The opening heavens around me shine

With beams of sacred bliss;

While Jesus shows His heart is mine,

And whispers I am His.

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay

At that transporting word;

Run up with joy the shining way

Tº embrace my dearest Lord.

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death,

I’d break through every foe;

The wings of love and arms of faith

Should bear me conqu’ror through.

WATTS.

1OO 8s.

1 MY gracious Redeemer I love,

His praises aloud I’ll proclaim ;

And join with the armies above,

To shout His adorable name:

To gaze on His glories Divine

Shall be my eternal employ—

To see them incessantly shine,

My boundless, ineffable joy.

2 He freely redeemed, with His blood,

My soul from the confines of hell,

To live on the smiles of my God,

And in His sweet presence to dwell;

To shine with the angels in light,

With saints and with seraphs to sing;

To view with eternal delight

My Jesus, my Saviour, my King.
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3 Ye palaces, sceptres, and crowns,

Your pride with disdain I survey;

Your pomps are but shadows and

sounds,

And pass in a moment away :

The crown that my Saviour bestows

Yon permanent sun shall outshine;

My joy everlastingly flows:

My God, my Redeemer is mime.

FRANCIS.

1O1 6-8s.

1 MY hope is built on nothing less

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness;

I dare not trust the sweetest frame,

But wholly lean on Jesus' name:

On Christ the solid Rock I stand,

All other ground is sinking sand.

2. When darkness seems to veil His face,

I rest on His unchanging grace;

In every high and stormy gale,

My anchor holds within the veil.

On Christ the solid Rock I stand,

All other ground is sinking sand.

3 His oath, His covenant, His blood,

Support me in the whelming flood;

When all around my soul gives way,

He then is all my hope and stay.

On Christ the solid Rock I stand,

All other ground is sinking sand.

REES AND MOTE.
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1O2 11s.

1 MY rest is in heaven, my rest is not here;

Then why should I tremble when trials are

near 2 [come.

{ Be hushed, my sad spirit, the worst that can

But shortens myjourney, and hastens me home.

CHORUS.

For the Lion of Judah shall break every chain,

And give us the victory again and again.

2 It is not for me to be seeking my bliss,

Or building my hopes in a region like this;

I look for a city which hands have not piled;

I pant for a country by sin undefiled.

The thorn and the thistle around me may grow;

I would not lie down e'en on roses below ;

I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest,

Till I find them for ever in Jesus' kind breast.

4 Let trial and danger my progress oppose;

They only make heaven more sweet at the close:

Come joy, or come sorrow, whate'er may befall,

A home with my God will make up for it all.

5 With a scrip on my back,and a staffin my hand,

I march on in haste, through an enemy's land:

The road may be rough, but it cannot be long ;

So I'll smooth it with hope, and I’ll cheer it

with song. -

1O3 - C.M.

1 MY soul, amid this stormy world,

Is like some fluttered dove,

And fain would be as swift of wing,

To flee to Him I love.

2 The cords that bound my heart to earth

Are broken by His hand;

Before His cross I found myself,

A stranger in the land.

3
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3 That visage marred, those sorrows deep,

The thorns, the scourge, the gall;

These were His golden chains of love,

His captive to enthral.

4 My heart is with Him on His throne,

And ill can brook delay;

Each moment listening for the word,

“Rise up, and come away!”

5 May not an exile, Lord, desire

Pſis own sweet land to see ?

May not a captive seek release,

A prisoner to be free?

6 A child, when far away, may long

For home and kindred dear;

And she, that waits her absent Lord,

May sigh till He appear.

7 I fain would strike my harp Divine,

Before the Father's throne,

There cast my crown of righteousness,

And sing what grace has done!

8 Ah! leave me not in this dark world,

A stranger still to roam;

Come, Lord, and take me to Thyself,

Come, Jesus! quickly come !
CHAPMAN.

104 S.M.

1 MY soul, repeat His praise,

Whose mercies are so great,

Whose anger is so slow to rise,

So ready to abate.
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2 God will not always chide;

And, when His strokes are felt,

His strokes are fewer than our crimes,

And lighter than our guilt.

3 High as the heavens are raised

Above the ground we tread,

So far the riches of His grace

Our highest thoughts exceed.

4 His power subdues our sins,

And His forgiving love,

Far as the east is from the west,

Doth all our guilt remove.

5 The pity of the Lord,

To those that fear His name,

Is such as tender parents feel;

He knows our feeble frame.

6 Our days are as the grass,

Or like the morning flower;

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

7 But Thy compassions, Lord,

To endless years endure;

And children's children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.
WATTS.

1O5 L.M.

1 NATURE, with open volume stands,

To spread her Maker's praise abroad;

And every labour of His hands

Shows something worthy of a God.
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2 But in the grace that rescued man,

His brightest form of glory shines;

Here on the cross, ’tis fairest drawn

In precious blood, and crimson lines.

3 HereHis whole name appears complete:

Nor wit can guess, nor reason prove,

Which of the letters best is writ,

The power, the wisdom, or the love.

4 Oh! the sweet wonders of that cross,

WhereGodtheSaviourlovedand died

Her noblest life my spirit draws [side.

From His dear wounds and bleeding

5 I would for ever speak His name,

In sounds to mortal ears unknown;

With angels join to praise the Lamb,

And worship at His Father's throne.
WATTs.

1O6 L. M.

1 NO more, my God, I boast no more

Of all the duties I have done;

I quit the hopes I held before,

To trust the merits of Thy Son.

2 Now, for the love I bear His name,

What was my gain I count my loss;

My former pride I call my shame,

And nail my glory to His cross.

3 Yes, and I must and will esteem

All things but loss for Jesu's sake:

h, may my soul be found in Him,

And of His righteousness partake
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4 The best obedience of my hands

Dares not appear before Thy throne;

But faith can answer Thy demands,

By pleading what my Lord has done.
WATTs.

1O7 S.M.

1 O BLESS the Lord, my soul!

T Let all within me join,

And aid my tongue to bless His name,

Whose favours are Divine.

2 O bless the Lord, my soul!

Nor let His mercies lie

Forgotten in unthankfulness,

And without praises die.

3 'Tis He forgives thy sins,

'Tis He relieves thy pain;

'Tis He that heals thy sicknesses,

And makes thee young again.

4 He crowns thy life with love,

When ransomed from the grave;

He that redeemed my soul from hell,

Hath sovereign power to save.

5 He fills the poor with good,

He gives the sufferers rest;

The Lord hathjudgments for the proud,

And justice for th’ oppressed.

6 His wondrous works and ways

He made by Moses known;

But sent the world His truth and grace,

By His belovèd Son. WATTs.
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108 6-7s.

1

2

O DISCLOSEThy lovely face,

Quicken all my drooping powers!

Gasps my fainting soul for grace,

As a thirsty land for showers:

Haste, my Lord, no more delay,

Come, my Saviour, come away !

Dark and cheerless is the morn,

Unaccompanied by Thee:

Joyless is the day's return,

Till Thy mercy's beams I see;

Till Thou inward light impart,

Glad my eyes, and warm my heart.

Wisit, then, this soul of mine,

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief;

IFill me, Radiancy Divine,

Scatter all my unbelief:

More and more Thyself display,

Shining to the perfect day. WESLEy.

109 11s.

1 O EYES that are weary,

And hearts that are sore,

Look off unto Jesus,

And sorrow no more;

The light of His countenance

Shineth so bright,

That on earth, as in heaven,

There need be no night.

2 Looking off unto Jesus,

My eyes cannot see
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The troubles and dangers

That throng around me;

They cannot be blinded

With sorrowful tears;

They cannot be shadowed

With unbelief fears.

Looking off unto Jesus,

My spirit is blest,

In the world I have turmoil,

In Him I have rest;

The sea of my life

All about me may roar,

When I look unto Jesus

I hear it no more.

Looking off unto Jesus,

I go not astray;

My eyes are on Him,

And He shows me the way.

The path may seem dark

As He leads me along,

But, following Jesus,

I cannot go wrong.

Looking off unto Jesus,

My heart cannot fear;

Its trembling is still

When I see Jesus near.

I know that His power

My safeguard will be ;

For “why are ye troubled?”

He saith unto me.
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6 Looking off unto Jesus,

Oh, may I be found,

When the waters of Jordan

Encompass me round;

Let them bear me away,

In His presence to dwell,

'Tis but seeing Him nearer,

Who loves me so well.

7 Then, then shall I know

The full beauty and grace

Of Jesus my Lord,

When Istand face to face;

I shall know how His love

Went before me each day,

And wonder that ever

My eyes turned away.

110 C.M.

1 O FOR a closer walk with God,

A calm and heavenly frame;

A light to shine upon the road

That leads me to the Lamb

2 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed,

How sweet their memory still !

But they have left an aching void

The world can never fill.

3 Return, O holy Dove, return,

Sweet messenger of rest!

I hate the sins that made Thee mourn,

And drove Thee from my breast.
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4 The dearest idol I have known,

Whate'er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from Thy throne,

And worship only Thee.

5 So shall my walk be close with God,

Calm and serene my frame;

So purer light shall mark the road

That leads me to the Lamb.

CowPER.

111 C.M.

1 O FOR a heart to praise my God,

A heart from sin set free,

A heart that’s sprinkled with the blood

So freely shed for me !

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,

My great Redeemer's throne,

Where only Christ is heard to speak,

Where Jesus reigns alone.

3. A humble, lowly, contrite heart,

Believing, true, and clean;

Which neither life nor death can part

From Him who dwells within.

4. A heart in every thought renewed,

And filled with love Divine;

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,

A copy, Lord, of Thine.

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart,

Come quickly from above;

Write Thy new name upon my heart,

Thy new, best name of Love.
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112 C.M.

1 O FOR a thousand tongues to sing

My dear Redeemer’s praise,

The glories of my God and King,

The triumphs of His grace |

2 My gracious Master and my God,

Assist me to proclaim,

To spread through all the earth abroad,

The honours of Thy name.

3 Jesus, the name that charms our fears,

That bids our sorrows cease;

'Tis music in the sinner's ears,

'Tis life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of cancelled sin,

He sets the prisoners free;

His blood can make the foulest clean,

His blood availed for me.

5 He speaks, and listening to His voice,

New life the dead receive ;

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice,

The humble poor believe.
C. WESLEY.

113 C.M.

1 O GOD of Bethell by whose hand

Thy people still are fed;

Who through this weary pilgrimage

IIast all our fathers led.

2 Our vows, our prayers, we now present

Before the throne of grace;
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God of our fathers be the God

Of their succeeding race.

3 Through each perplexing path of life,

Our wandering footsteps guide:

Give us each day our daily bread,

And raiment fit provide.

4 O spread Thy covering wings around,

Till all our wanderings cease,

And at our Father's loved abode,

Our souls arrive in peace.

5 Such blessings from Thy gracious hand

Our humble prayers implore;

And Thou shalt be our chosen God,

And portion evermore.
LoGAN.

114 7.6.

1 O GRACIOUS Shepherd 1 bind us

With cords of love to Thee;

And evermore remind us

How mercy set us free:

O may Thy Holy Spirit

Set this before our eyes;

That we Thy death and merit

Above all else may prize!

2 We are of Thy salvation,

Assured by Thy blood;

Yet, ah on each occasion,

How faithless do we prove:

Thou hast our sins forgiven;

Then, leaving all behind,
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We would press on to heaven,

Bearing the prize in mind.

3 Grant us henceforth, dear Saviour,

While in this vale of tears,

To look to Thee, and never

Give way to anxious fears.

Thou, Lord ' wilt not forsake us,

Though we are oft to blame;

O let Thy love then make us

Hold fast Thy faith and name.

MoRAVIAN.

115 8s.

1 O HAD I the wings of a dove,

I'd make my escape and be gone;

I’d mix with the spirits above,

Who encompass yon heavenly throne:

I’d fly from all labour and toil,

To the place where the weary have

rest;

I’d haste from contention and broil,

To the peaceful abode of the blest.

2 But why do I wish to be gone?

Do I want from the danger to flee?

And shall I do nothing for One

Who was once such a suff’rer for

me?

Ah, Lord, let me think of the day,

When Thou wast “rejected of men;”

And put the base wish far away,

And never be fearful again!
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3 Nor less my perverseness forgive,

That when ease and prosperity come,

Thy servant is willing to live,

And His exile prefers to his home.

Ah, Lord, what a creature am II

Sure nothing can heighten my guilt,

Forgive me, forgive me, I cry,

And make me whatever Thou wilt.

KELLY.

116 7.6.

1 O LAMB of God! still keep me

Near to Thy wounded side;

'Tis only there in safety

And peace I can abide.

What foes and snares surround me !

What lusts and fears within |

The grace that sought and found me,

Alone can keep me clean.

2 ”Tis only in Thee hiding,

I feel my life secure :

Only in Thee abiding

The conflict can endure.

Thine arm the victory gaineth

O'er every hateful foe;

Thy love my heart sustaineth

In all its care and woe.

3 Soon shall mine eyes behold Thee,

With rapture, face to face!

One half hath not been told me

Of all Thy powº, and grace.
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Thy beauty, Lord, and glory,

The wonders of Thy love,

Shall be the endless story

Of all Thy saints above.

DECR.

117 C.M.

1 O LOOK not on the cross of Christ,

As though the Lord were there,—

As though His work had not sufficed,

When all our guilt He bare.

2 The sinless One, His life-blood shed;

For us He sin was made;

For us was numbered with the dead,

And in the grave was laid.

3 But death could not the Lord retain;

His grave is empty now !

On high He hath returned again;

Heaven’s glory crowns His brow.

4 His blood is on the mercy-seat;

The veil in twain is rent;

And, to declare His work complete,

The Holy Ghost is sent.

5 He tells of what the Lord hath done,

Our guilty souls to save;

How He for us hath victory won

O'er Satan and the grave.

6 Then look to Christ, the Lord above;

Learn there His saving grace;

And see the Father's matchless love

Revealed in Jesu's face.
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118 C.M.

1

3

5

O LORD, my best desire fulfil,

And help me to resign

Life, health, and comfort to Thy will;

And make Thy pleasure mine.

Why should I shrink at Thy command,

Whose love forbids my fears?

Or tremble at the gracious hand

That wipes away my tears ?

Nay, rather let me freely yield

What most I prize to Thee;

Who never hast a good withheld,

Nor wilt withhold, from me.

Thy favour, all my journey through,

Thou art engaged to grant;

What else I want, or think I do,

'Tis better still to want.

Wisdom and mercy guide my way:

Shall I resist them both ?

A poor blind creature of a day,

And crushed before the moth !

But ah! my inward spirit cries,

Still bind me to Thy sway,

Else the next cloud that veils my skies

Drives all these thoughts away.
CowPER.

119 8.8.6.

1 O LOVE Divine! how sweet thou art |

When shall I find my willing heart

All taken up by Thee?
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I thirst, I faint, I die to prove,

The greatness of redeeming love,

The love of Christ to me !

2 Stronger His love than death and hell;

Its riches are unsearchable :

The first-born sons of light

Desire in vain its depths to see ;

They cannot reach the mystery,

The length, and breadth, and height.

3 God only knows the love of God:

O that it now were shed abroad

In this poor stony heart!

For love I sigh, for love I pine,

This only portion, Lord, be mine !

Be mine this better partſ

4 O that I could for ever sit

With Mary, at the Master's feet;

Be this my happy choice

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, my heaven on earth, be this,

To hear the Bridegroom's voice ]

C. WESLEY.

12O 8.7; 7.7.

1 ONE there is above all others,

Well deserves the name of friend;

His is love beyond a brother's,

Costly, free, and knows no end :

They who once His kindness prove,

Find it everlasting love.
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2. Which of all our friends, to save us,

Could or would have shed his blood 2

But our Jesus died to save us;

Reconciled, in Him, to God:

This was boundless love indeed:

Jesus is a friend in need.

3 When He lived on earth abased,

Friend of sinners was His name;

Now above all glory raisèd,

He rejoices in the same:

Still He calls them brethren, friends,

And to all their wants attends.

4 0 for grace our hearts to soften

Teach us, Lord, at length to love;

We, alas! forget too often,

What a friend we have above;

But when home our souls are brought,

We will love Thee as we ought !

NEWTON.

121 P.M.

1 ON what has now been sown,

Thy blessing, Lord, bestow;

The power is Thine alone

To make it spring and grow :

Do Thou the gracious harvest raise,

And Thou alone shalt have the praise.

NEWTON.

122 C.M.

1 OTHOU,from whom all goodness flows,

I lift my heart to Thee;
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In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes,

O Lord, remember me !

2. When on my aching, burdened heart

My sins lie heavily;

My pardon speak, Thy peace impart,

In love remember me !

3 When trials sore obstruct my way,

And ills I cannot flee;

Lord, let my strength be as my day:

For good remember me.

4. When worn with pain, disease, and

This feeble body see: [grief,

Grant patience, rest, and kind relief;

Hear and remember me.

5 If on my face, for Thy dear name,

Shame and reproach shall be;

I’ll hail reproach, and welcome shame,

If Thou remember me.

6 When in the solemn hour of death

I wait Thy just decree,

Saviour, with my last parting breath

I’ll cry, Remember me! HAwers.

123 C.M.

1 OUR God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come,

Our shelter from the stormy blast,

And our eternal home.

2 Under the shadow of Thy throne

Thy saints have dwelt secure;
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Sufficient is Thine arm alone,

And our defence is sure.

3 Before the hills in order stood,

Or earth received her frame,

From everlasting Thou art God,

To endless years the same.

4 A thousand ages in Thy sight,

Are like an evening gone;

Short is the watch that ends the night

Before the rising sun.

5 Our God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come,

Be Thou our guard while troubles last,

And our eternal home. WATTS.

124 L.M.

1 OUR Lord is risen from the dead,

Our Jesus is gone up on high;

The powers of hell are captive led,

Dragged to the portals of the sky.

2 There His triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay—

“Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates,

Ye everlasting doors, give way!”

3 Loose all your bars of massy light,

And wide unfold th’ ethereal scene;

He claims these mansions as His right,

Receive the King of glory in

4 Who is the King of glory, who?

The Lord, that all His foes o'ercame,
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The world, sin, death, and hell o'erthrew,

And Jesus is the Conqueror's name.

5 Lo! His triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the joyous lay—

“Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates,

Ye everlasting doors, give way!”

6 Who is the King of glory, who?

The Lord, of gloriouspowerpossessed,

The King of saints and angels too,

God over all, for ever blessed

C. WESLEY.

125 C.M.

1 PLUNGED in a gulf of dark despair,

We dying sinners lay, -

Without one cheerful beam of hope,

Or spark of glimmering day.

2. With pitying eyes the Prince of grace,

Beheld our helpless grief:

He saw and oh, amazing love |

He came to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above .

With joyful haste He fled;

IEntered the grave in mortal flesh,

And dwelt among the dead.

4 He spoiled the powers of darkness thus,

And broke our iron chains;

Jesus has freed our captive souls

From everlasting pains.
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5 0 for this love, let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence break,

And all harmonious human tongues

The Saviour's praises speak!

6 Angels! assist our mighty joys,

Strike all your harps of gold;

But when you raise your highest notes,

His love can ne'er be told. WATTs.

126 C.M.

1 PRAYER is the soul's sincere desire,

Uttered, or unexpressed;

The motion of a hidden fire

That trembles in the breast.

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh,

The falling of a tear,

The upward glancing of the eye,

When none but God is near.

3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech

That infant lips can try;

Prayer the sublimest strains that reach

The Majesty on high.

4 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice,

Returning from his ways;

While angels in their songs rejoice,

And cry, “Behold, he prays!”

5 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath,

The Christian's native air;

His watchword at the gates of death

He enters heaven with prayer.
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6 Nor prayer is made on earth alone:

The Holy Spirit pleads;

And Jesus, on th' eternal throne,

For mourners intercedes.

7 O Thou, by whom we come to God,

The Life, the Truth, the Way!

The path of prayer Thyself hast trod;

Lord, teach us how to pray!
MoRTGoMERY.

127 C.M.

1 REJOICE, believer, in the Lord

Who makes your cause His own ;

The hope that’s built upon His Word

Can ne'er be overthrown.

2 Though many foes beset your road,

And feeble is your arm,

Your life is hid with Christ in God,

Beyond the reach of harm.

3 Weak as you are, you shall not faint,

Or, fainting, shall not die;

Jesus, the strength of every saint,

Will aid you from on high.

4 Thoughsometimesunperceived by sense,

Faith sees Him always near;--

A guide, a glory, a defence;

Then what have you to fear?

5 As surely as He overcame,

And triumphed once for you,

So surely you that love His name,

Shall triumph in Him too.

116 NEWTON.



128 C.M.

1 SALVATION | O the joyful sound!

'Tis pleasure to our ears;

A sovereign balm for every wound,

A cordial for our fears.

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,

At hell's dark door we lay;

IBut we arise by grace Divine

To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation let the echo fly

The spacious earth around,

While all the armies of the sky

Conspire to raise the sound.

4 Glory, honour, praise, and power,

Be unto the Lamb for ever;

Jesus Christ is our Redeemer;

Hallelujah! praise ye the Lord.

WATTS AND ANOTHER.

129 P.M.

1 SHALL hymns of grateful love

Through heaven'shigh arches ring,

And all the hosts above

Their songs of triumph sing?

And shall we not take up the strain,

And send the echo back again?

2 Shall every ransomed tribe

Of Adam’s scattered race,

To Christ all power ascribe,

Who saved them by His grace?
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And shall we not take up the strain,

And send the echo back again?

3 Shall they adore the Lord

Who bought them with His blood,

And all the love record

That led them home to God?

And shall we not take up the strain,

And send the echo back again?

4 O spread the joyful sound,

The Saviour's love proclaim,

And publish all around

Salvation through His name,

Till the whole world take up the strain,

And send the echo back again.

130 C.M.

1 SO did the Hebrew prophet raise

The brazen serpent high;

The wounded felt immediate ease,

The camp forbore to die.

2 “Look upward in the dying hour,

And live,” the prophet cries;

But Christ performs a nobler cure,

When faith lifts up her eyes.

3 High on the cross the Saviour hung,

High in the heavens He reigns;

Here sinners, by th' old serpent stung,

Look, and forget their pains.

4. When God's own Son is lifted up,

A dying world revives;
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The Jew beholds the glorious hope,

Th’ expiring Gentile lives.
WATTS.

131 7.6.

1 SOMETIMES a light surprises

The Christian while he sings;

It is the Lord who rises

With healing in His wings;

When comforts are declining,

He grants the soul again

A season of clear shining,

To cheer it after rain.

2 In holy contemplation,

We sweetly then pursue

The theme of God’s salvation,

And find it ever new :

Set free from present sorrow,

We cheerfully can say,

E’en let the unknown morrow,

Bring with it what it may.

3. It can bring with it nothing,

But He will bear us through;

Who gives the lilies clothing,

Will clothe His people too;

Beneath the spreading heavens

No creature but is fed,

And He who feeds the ravens

Will give His children bread.

4 Though vine, nor fig-tree neither,

Their wonted fruit shall bear;
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Though all the field should wither,

Nor flocks, nor herds be there;

Yet God the same abiding,

His praise shall tune my voice,

IFor, while in Him confiding,

I cannot but rejoice.
CowPER.

132 10.11.

1 SOON and for ever!—

Such promise our trust;

Though ashes to ashes,

And dust unto dust.

Soon and for ever,

Our union shall be

Made perfect, our glorious

Bedeemer, in Thee;

When the sins and the sorrows

Of time shall be o’er;

Its pangs and its partings

Remembered no more;

When life cannot fail,

And death cannot sever,

Christians with Christ shall be

Soon and for ever.

2 Soon and for ever,

The breaking of day

Shall drive all the night-clouds

Of sorrow away:

Soon and for ever

We’ll see as we’re seen,
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And learn the deep meaning

Of things that have been.

When fightings without us,

And fears from within,

Shall weary no more

In the warfare of sin;

Where tears and where fears,

And where death shall be—never,

Christians with Christ shall be

Soon and for ever.

3 Soon and for ever,

The work shall be done,

The warfare accomplished,

The victory won;

Soon and for ever,

The soldier lay down

His sword for a harp,

And his cross for a crown;

Then droop not in sorrow,

Despond not in fear,

A glorious to-morrow

Is bright’ning and near,

When—blessed reward

Of each faithful endeavour—

Christians with Christ shall be

Soon and for ever.

MoRSELL.

133 S.M.

1 SOW in the morn thy seed,

At eve hold not thy hand;
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To doubt and fear give thou no heed,

Proadcast it round the land.

2 Beside all waters sow,

The highway furrows stock;

Drop it where thorns and thistles grow,

Scatter it on the rock.

3 The good, the fruitful ground,

Except not here nor there;

O'er hill and dale by plots 'tis found,

Go forth, then, everywhere.

4 Thou know'st not which may thrive,

The late or early sown;

Grace keeps the precious germ alive,

When and wherever strown.

5 And duly shall appear,

In verdure, beauty, strength,

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear,

And the full corn at length.

6 Thou canst not toil in vain—

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grain

For garners in the sky.

7 And when the glorious end,

The day of God, is come,

The angel-reapers shall descend,

And shout the harvest home.

MoNTGoMERY.

122



134 S.M.

1 STAND up, and bless the Lord,

Ye people of His choice: .

Stand up, and bless the Lord your God,

With heart, and soul, and voice,

2 Though high above all praise,

Above all blessings#.
Who would not fear His holy name,

And laud, and magnify 2

3 O for the living flame,

From His own altar brought;

To touch our lips, our minds inspire,

And wing to heaven our thought!

4 God is our strength and song,

And His salvation ours;

Then be His love in Christ proclaimed

With all our ransomed powers.

5 Stand up and bless the Lord,

The Lord your God adore;

Stand up, and bless His glorious name
Henceforth for evermore.

MoRTGOMERY.

135 7s.

1 SWEETER sounds than music knows

Charm me in Immanuel's name;

All her hopes my spirit owes

To His birth, and cross, and shame.

2. When He came the angels sung,

“Glory be to God on high l’”
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Lord, unloose my stammering tongue,

Who should louder sing than I?

3 Did the Lord a man become,

That He might the law fulfil,

Dleed and suffer in my room,

And canst thou, my tongue, be still ?

4 No! I must my praises bring,

Though they worthless are, and weak;

For should I refuse to sing,

Sure the very stones would speak.

5 O my Saviour, Shield, and Sun,

Shepherd, Brother, Husband, Friend,

Every precious name in one :

... I will love Thee without end
NEWTON.

136 L.M.

1 SWEET is the work, my God, my King,

To praise Thy name, give thanks and

Sling;

To show Thy love by morning light,

And talk of all Thy truth at night.

2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest,

No mortal care shall seize my breast;

O may my heart in tune be found,

Like David’s harp, of solemn sound!

3 My heart shall triumph in the Lord,

And bless His works, and bless His

Word:

t
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Thy works of grace, how bright they

shine !

How deep Thy counsels, how Divine !

4 But I shall share a glorious part,

When grace hath well refined my heart;

And fresh supplies ofjoy are shed,

Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

5 Sin, my worst enemy before,

Shall vex my eyes and ears no more;

My inward foes shall all be slain,

Nor Satan break my peace again.

6 Then shall I see, and hear, and know

All I desired or wished below ;

And every power find sweet employ

In that eternal world of joy. WATTs.

137 8.7.

1 SWEET the moments, rich in blessing,

Which before the cross I spend;

Life, and health, and peace possessing,

From the sinner's dying friend.

Here I'll sit, with transport viewing

Mercy’s streams, in streams of blood:

Precious drops my soul bedeving,

Plead and claim my peace with God.

2 Truly blessèd is the station,

Low before His cross to lie,

While I see Divine compassion

Floating in His languid eye;

Here it is I find my heaven,

While upon the Lamb I gaze:
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Love I much? I’ve much forgiven,

I’m a miracle of grace.

3 Love and grief my heart dividing,

With my tears His feet I’ll bathe;

Constant still in faith abiding,

Life deriving from His death.

May I still enjoy this feeling,

In all need to Jesus go; [healing,

Prove His wounds each day more

And Himself more deeply know.

BATTY.

138 ... P.M.

1 TH'atoning work is done—

The victim’s blood is shed;

And Jesus now is gone

His people's cause to plead. [Priest,

He stands in heaven their great High

And bears their names upon His breast.

2 He sprinkles with His blood

The mercy-seat above;

For justice had withstood

The purposes of love;

But justice now withstands no more,

And mercy yields her boundless store.

3 No temple made with hands

His place of service is;

In heaven itself He stands—

A heavenly priesthood His;

In Him the shadows of the law

Are all fulfilled, and now withdraw.
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4 And though a while He be

Hid from the eyes of men,

His people look to see

Their great High Priest again:

In brighest glory. He will come,

And take His waiting people home.
KELLY.

139 C.M.

1 THEE we adore, Eternal Name,

And humbly own to Thee—

How feeble is our mortal frame I

What dying worms are we

2 Our wasting lives grow shorter still,

As months and days increase;

And every beating pulse we tell,

Leaves but the number less.

3 The year rolls round, and steals away

The breath that first it gave;

Whate'er we do, where'er we be,

We're travelling to the grave.

4 Dangers stand thick through all the

ground,

To push us to the tomb,

And fierce diseases wait around

To hurry mortals home.

5 Great God! on what a slender thread

Hangs everlasting things .

Th’ eternal states of all the dead

Upon life's feeble strings.
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6 Infinite joy or endless woe

Attends on every breath,

And yet how unconcerned we go

Upon the brink of death.

7 Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense,

To walk this dangerous road;

And if our souls are summoned hence,

May they be found with God.
"WATTs.

140 P.M.

1 THE God of Abraham praise,

Who reigns enthroned above ;

Ancient of everlasting days,

And God of love:

Jehovah, great I AM 1

By earth and heaven confessed :

I bow, and bless the sacred name,

For ever blest.

2 The God of Abraham praise,

At whose supreme command

From earth Irise, and seek the joys

At Thy right hand;

I all on earth forsake,

Its wisdom, fame, and power;

And Him my only portion make,

My shield and tower.

3 The God of Abraham praise,

Whose all-sufficient grace

Shall guide me all my happy days

In all my ways:
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He calls a worm. His friend;

He calls Himself my God!

Aud He shall save me to the end,

Through Jesu's blood.

4 He by Himself hath sworn,

I on His oath depend:

I shall, on eagles' wings upborne,

To heaven ascend:

I shall behold His face,

I shall His power adore,

And sing the wonders of His grace

For evermore.

5 The God who reigns on high

The great archangels sing,

And “Holy, holy, holy,” cry,

“Almighty King!

Who was, and is the same,

And evermore shall be ;

Jehovah—Father—Great I AM .

We worship Thee.”

6 The whole triumphant host

Give thanks to God on high:

“Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!”

They ever cry:

Hail, Abraham’s God, and mine !

I join the heavenly lays:

All might and majesty are Thine,

And endless praise.

- OLIVER,

129 I



141 P.M.

1 THE happy morn is come,

Triumphant o'er the grave

The Saviour leaves the tomb,

Almighty now to save:

Captivity is captive led,

Since Jesus liveth that was dead.

2 Who now accuseth them

For whom the Surety died?

Who now shall those condemn

Whom God hath justified? .

Captivity is captive led,

Since Jesus liveth that was dead.

3 Christ hath the ransom paid,

The glorious work is done:

On Him our help is laid,

By Him our victory won :

Captivity is captive led,

Since Jesus liveth that was dead.

HAwers.

142 C.M.

1 THE head that once was crowned with

thorns,

Is crowned with glory now;

A royal diadem adorns

The mighty Wictor's brow.

2 The highest place that heaven affords

Is His by sovereign right;

“TheKing of kings, andLordoflords!”

And heaven's eternal Light!
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3 The joy of all who dwell above,

The joy of all below,

To whom He manifests His love,

And grants His name to know.

4 To them the cross, with all its shame,

With all its grace, is given:

Their name an everlasting name,

Their joy the joy of heaven.

They suffer with their Lord below,

They reign with Him above;

Their profit and their joy to know

The mystery of His love.

6 The cross He bore is life and health,

Though shame and death to Him;

His people's hope, His people's wealth,

Their everlasting theme. KELLY.

143 D.C.M.

1 THERE is a fold where none can stray,

And pastures ever green,

Where sultry sun, or stormy day,

Or night are never seen.

Far up the everlasting hills,

In God’s own light it lies;

His smile its vast dimension fills

With joy that never dies.

2 There is a Shepherd living there,

The first-born from the dead,

Who tends with sweet unwearied care,

The flock for which He bled.

5
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There the deep streams ofjoy that flow,

Proceeds from God’s right hand;

He made them, and He bids them go,

To feed that happy land.

3 There congregate the sons of light,

Fair as the morning sky,

And taste of infinite delight

Beneath their Saviour's eye.

Where'er He turns, they willing turn,

In unity they move;

Their seraph spirits nobly burn

In harmony of love.

4 There in the power ofheavenly sight,

They gaze upon the throne,

And scan perfection’s utmost height,

And know as they are known.

Their joy bursts forth in strains of love,

And clear melodious song,

And all the azure depths above

The echoes roll along.
º BEVERLEY.

144 C.M.

1 THERE is a fountain filled with blood,

Drawn from Immanuel’s veins;

And sinners, plungedbeneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day;

And there have I, as vile as he,

Washed all my sins away.
32



Dear dying Lamb Thy precious blood

Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransomed Church of God

Be saved, to sin no more.

E’er since by faith I saw the stream

Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And shall be till I die.

Then in a nobler, sweeter song

I’ll sing Thy power to save,

When this poor lisping, stammering

tongue

Lies silent in the grave.

Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared

(Unworthy though I be)

For me a blood-bought free reward,

A golden harp for me.

'Tis strung and tuned for endless years,

And formed by power Divine,

To sound in God the Father’s ears

No other name but Thine.

CowPER.

145 C.M.

1 THERE is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immortal reign;

Infinite day excludes the night,

And pleasures banish pain.

2 There everlasting spring abides,

And never-withering flowers;
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Death, like a narrow sea, divides

This heavenly land from ours.

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood,

Stand dressed in living green;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan rolled between.

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink

To cross this narrow sea ;

And linger, shivering on the brink,

And fear to launch away.

5 Oh, could we make our doubts remove,

Those gloomy doubts that rise;

And see the Canaan that we love

With unbeclouded eyes:

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er,

Not Jordan’s stream, nor death's cold

flood,

Should fright us from the shore.
WATTS.

146 C.M.

1 THERE is an eye that never sleeps

Beneath the wing ofnight;

There is an ear that never shuts,

When sink the beams of light. -

2 There is an arm that never tires,

en human strength gives way;

There is a love that never fails,

When earthly loves decay.
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3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs;

That arm upholds the sky;

That ear is filled with angel songs;

That love is throned on high.

4 But there’s a power which man can

wield,

When mortal aid is vain,

That eye, that arm, that love to reach,

That listening ear to gain.

5 That power is prayer, which soars on

high,

Through Jesus to the Throne,

And moves the hand which moves the

world,

And brings salvation down.
RYLE's CoII.ECTION.

147 C.M.

1 THERE is an hour when I must part

With all I hold most dear;

And life, with its best hopes, will then

As nothingness appear.

2 There is an hour when I must sink

Beneath the stroke of death ;

And yield to Him who gave it first,

My struggling vital breath.

3 There is an hour when I must stand

Before the judgment seat;

And all my sins, and all my foes,

In awful vision meet.

135



4 There is an hour when I must look

On one eternity;

And nameless woe, or blissful life,

My endless portion be.

5 O Saviour, then, in all my need

Be near, be near to me;

And let my soul, by steadfast faith,

Find life and heaven in thee.

REED.

148 P. M.

1 THERE is life for a look at the Crucified One,

There is life at this momentfor thee;

Then look, sinner, look unto Him and be saved,

TJnto Him who was nailed to the tree.

2 Oh! why was He there as the bearer of sin,

If on Him all thy sins were not laid :

Oh! why from His side flowed the sin-clealising

blood

If His dying thy debt hath not paid?.

3. It is not thy tears of repentance, or prayers,

But the blood that atones for the soul;

On Him, then, who shed it, thou mayest at once

Thy weight of iniquities roll.

4 His anguish of soul on the cross hast thou

seen P

His cry of distress hast thou heard?

Then why, if the terrors of wrath He endured,

Should pardon to thee be deferred P

5 Then doubt not thy welcome, since God has

declared

There remaineth no more to be done :

That once in the end of the world He appeared,

And completed the work He begun.
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But take, with rejoicing, from Jesus at once,

The life everlasting. He gives:

And know, with assurance, thou never caust

die

Since'ſesus, thy righteousness, lives.

“We are healed by His stripes" wouldst thou

add to that word?

And He is “our righteousness” made:

The best robe of heaven He bids thee put on :

Oh! couldst thou be better arrayed P

There is life for a look at the Crucified One,
There is life at this moment for thee ?

Then look, sinner, look unto Him and be saved,

Unto Him who was nailed to the tree.

149 C.M.

3

THE Saviour calls—let every ear

Attend the heavenly sound;

Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear,

Hope Smiles reviving round.

For every thirsty, longing heart,

Here streams of bounty flow;

And life, and health, and bliss impart,

To banish mortal woe.

Ye sinners, come, ’tis mercy's voice:

The gracious call obey;

Mercy invites to heavenly joys—

And can you yet delay ?

Dear Saviour, draw reluctant hearts,

To Thee let sinners fly,

And take the bliss Thy love imparts,

And drink and never die.

STEELE.
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150 C.M.

1 THE Spirit breathes upon the Word,

And brings the truth to sight;

Precepts and promises afford

A sanctifying light.

2 A glory gilds the sacred page,

Majestic, like the sun;

It gives a light to every age,

It gives, but borrows none.

3 The hand that gave it, still supplies

The gracious light and heat:

His truths upon the nations rise,

They rise but never set.

4 Let everlasting thanks be Thine

For such a bright display

As makes a world of darkness shine

With beams of heavenly day.

5 My soul rejoices to pursue

The steps of Him I love,

Till glory breaks upon my view,

In brighter worlds above. Cowper.

151 8s.

1 THIS God is the God we adore,

* Our faithful, unchangeable Friend,

Whose love is as large as His power,

And neither knows measure nor end.

'Tis Jesus, the first and the last,

Whose Spiritshallguideussafe home;

We’ll praise Him for all that is past,

And trust Him for all that’s to come.
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152 C.M.

1 THIS is the day the Lord hath made,

He calls the hours His own ;

Ilet heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,

And praise surround the throne.

2 To-day He rose, and left the dead,

And Satan's empire fell;

To-day the saints His triumphs spread,

And all His wonders tell.

3 Hosanna to the anointed King,

To David's holy Son:

Help us, O Lord, descend and bring

Salvation from Thy throne.

4 Blest be the Lord, who comes to men

- With messages of grace;

* Who comes, in God His Father's name,

To save our sinful race.

5 Hosanna in the highest strains

The Church on earth can raise:

The highest heavens in which Hereigns,

Shall give Him nobler praise.
WATTs.

153 8.8.6.

1 THIS world has many charms for me,

Butthese, my God, compared with Thee,

Are dust upon the scale;

I’m only happy as I share

Thy matchless love, Thy constant care,

And feel Thy grace prevail.
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2 To hold communion at Thy seat,

To pay my homage at Thy feet,

To sing Thy lofty praise,

Delight me far above the mirth,

The pomp, the fame, the pride of earth,

Or length of mortal days.

3 I’d rather suffer loss and shame,

And bear the world’s severest blame,

With Thy rejected few,

Than cast my lot annong the vain,

Who trifle with eternal gain,

And have no heaven in view.

4 Almighty God! confirm my love,

Let all my words and actions prove

My reverence for Thy laws;

And let me terminate my race

Exulting in redeeming grace,

Devoted to Thy cause.
REED.

154 C.M.

1 THOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb .

We love to hear of Thee;

No music’s like Thy charming name,

Nor half so sweet can be.

2 O may we ever hear Thy voice

In mercy to us speak;

And in our priest we will rejoice,

Thou great Melchisedec.

3 Our Jesus shall be still our theme,

While in this world we stay;
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We’ll sing our Jesus' lovely name,

When all things else decay.

4. When we appear in yonder cloud,

With all the ransomed throng,

Then will we sing more sweet, more

And Christ shall be our song. [loud,

CENNICK.

155 10.11.

1 THOUGH troubles assail,

And dangers affright;

Though friends should all fail,

And foes all unite;

Yet one thing secures us,

ſ: Whatever betide,

The Scripture assures us

“The Lord will provide.”

2 The birds, without barn

Or storehouse, are fed;

: From them let us learn

To trust for our bread:

His saints, what is fitting,

2. Shall ne'er be denied,

- So long as 'tis written,

-> “The Lord will provide.”

3 We may, like the ships,

By tempests be tost

On perilous deeps,

But cannot be lost:

Though Satan enrages

The wind and the tide,
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The promise engages,

“The Lord will provide.”

4 His call we obey,

Like Abram of old,

Not knowing our way,

But faith makes us bold :

For though we are strangers,

We have a good guide,

And trust in all dangers,

“The Lord will provide.”

5 When Satan appears

To stop up our path,

And fill us with fears,

We triumph by faith:

He cannot take from us,

Though oft he has tried,

This heart-cheering promise,

“The Lord will provide.”

6 No strength of our own,

Or goodness we claim ;

Yet since we have known

The Saviour's great name,

In this our strong tower,

For safety we hide :

The Lord is our power,

“The Lord will provide.”

7 When life sinks apace,

And death is in view,

This word of His grace

Shall comfort us through:
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Not fearing nor doubting,

With Christ on our side,

We hope to die shouting,

“The Lord will provide.”

NEWTON,

156 P.M.

1 THOU, whose Almighty word

Chaos and darkness heard,

And took their flight,

TTear us, we humbly pray;

And where the gospel’s day

Sheds not its glorious ray,

Let there be light.

2 Thou, who didst come to bring,

On Thy redeeming wing,

Healing and sight,

Health to the sick in mind,

Sight to the inly blind,

Oh, now to all mankind,

Let there be light.

3 Spirit of Truth and Love,

Life-giving, holy Dove,

Speed forth Thy flight !

TMove on the waters' face,

Bearing the lamp of grace,

And, in earth’s darkest place,

Let there be light.

4 Holy and blessed Three,

Glorious Trinity—

Wisdom, Love, Might !
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Doundless as ocean's tide,

Rolling in fullest pride,

Through the earth, far and wide,

Let there be light. MARRIOTT.

157 C. M.

1 THROUGH all the changing scenes of

In trouble and in joy, [life,

The praises of my God shall still

My heart and tongue employ.

2 Of His deliverance I will boast,

Till all who are distressed,

From my example, comfort take,

And charm their griefs to rest.

3 The hosts of God encamp around

The dwellings of the just;

Protection. He affords to all

Who makes His name their trust.

4 O make but trial of His love |

Experience will decide

How blest are they, and only they,

Who in His truth confide.

5 Fear Him, ye saints' and you will then

Have nothing else to fear;

Make you His service your delight,

Your wants shall be His care.

6 While hungry lions lack their prey,

The Lord will food provide

For such as put their trust in Him,

And see their needs supplied.
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158 11s.

1 THY mercy, my God, is the theme of my song,

The joyof my heart, and the boast of mytongue;

Thy free grace alone, from the first to the last,

Hath won my affections, and bound my soul
fast.

2 Without Thy sweet mercy I could not live here,

Sin soon would reduce me to utter despair;

But through Thy free goodness my spirits

revive,

And He that first made me, still keeps me alive.

3 Thy mercy is more than a match for my heart,

Which wonders to feel its own hardness depart;

I)issolved by Thy goodness, I fall to the

ground,

And weep to the praise of the mercy I found !

4 Thy mercy, in Jesus, exempts me from hell;

Its glories I'll sing and its wonders I'll tell:

'Twas Jesus,mySaviour, who hung on the tree,

Who opened the channel of mercy for me.

Great Father of Mercies! Thy goodness I own.

And the Covenant-Love of Thy crucified Son:

All praise to the Spirit, whose whisper Divine

Seals Mercy, and Pardon, and Righteousness

Inline.

5

WHITFIELD OR STOCKER.

159 7.7.8.7.

1 THY name we bless, Lord Jesus,

That name all names excelling;

How great Thy love, all praise above,

Should every tongue be telling.

The Father's loving-kindness,

In giving Thee was shown us;
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Now by Thy blood, redeemed to God,

As children. He doth own us.

2 From that eternal glory

Thou hadst with God the Father,

He sent the Son, that He in one

His children all might gather:

Our sins were all laid on Thee,

God’s wrath Thou hast endurèd;

It was for us Thou sufferedst thus,

And hast our peace securèd.

3 Thou from the dead wast raised,

And from all condemnation

Thy Church is free, as risen in Thee,

|PLead of the new creation —

On high Thou hast ascended,

To God’s right hand in heaven,

The Lamb once slain, alive again,

To Thee all power is given.

4 Thou hast bestowed the earnest

Of that we shall inherit;

Till Thou shalt come, to take us home,

We’re sealed by God the Spirit.

We wait for Thine appearing,

When we shall know Thee fully,

The Priest and King, whose praise we

Thou Lamb of God most holy. [sing,
TREGELLEs.

16O 6s.

1 THY way, not mino, O Lord,

However dark it be .
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Lead me by Thine own hand,

Choose out the path for me.

2 Smooth let it be or rough,

It will be still the best;

Winding or straight, it leads

Right onward to Thy rest.

3 I dare not choose my lot;

I would not, if I might:

Choose Thou for me, my God;

So shall I walk aright.

4 The kingdom that I seek

Is Thine; so let the way

That leads to it be Thine;

Else I must surely stray.

5 Take Thou my cup, and it

With joy or sorrow fill,

As best to Thee may seem ;

Choose Thou my good and ill.

6 Choose Thou for me my friends,

My sickness or my health;

Choose Thou my cares for me,

My poverty or wealth.

7 Not mine, not mine the choice,

In things or great or small;

Be Thou my Guide, my Strength,

My Wisdom, and my All I Boxar.

161 L.M.

1 'TIS finished! so the Saviour cried,

And meekly bowed His head, and died:
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'Tis finished! yes, the race is run,

The battle fought, the victory won.

2 ”Tis finished—all that heaven decreed,

And all the ancient prophets said,

Is now fulfilled, as was designed,

In me, the Saviour of mankind.

3 'Tis finished—this my dying groan

Shall sins of every kind atone:

Millions shall be redeemed from death,

By this my last expiring breath.

4 'Tis finished—Heaven is reconciled,

And all the powers of darkness spoiled :

Peace, love, and happiness again

Return, and dwell with sinful men.

5 'Tis finished—let the joyful sound

Be heard through all the nations round:

'Tis finished—let the echo fly

Through heaven andhell, through earth

and sky.
STENNETT.

162 7s.

1 'TIS my happiness below,

Not to live without the cross;

But the Saviour's power to know,

Sanctifying every loss.

2 Trials must and will befall;

But, with humble faith, to see

Love inscribed upon them all,—

This is happiness to me.
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3 God, in Israel, sows the seeds

Of affliction, pain, and toil;

These spring up, and choke the weeds

Which would else o'erspread the soil.

4 Trials make the promise sweet;

Trials give new life to prayer;

Trials bring me to His feet,

Tay me low, and keep me there.

5 Worldlings may escape the rod,

Sunk in earthly, vain delight;

But the true-born child of God

Must not, would not, if he might.

CowPER.

163 8s.

1 TO Jesus, the crown of my hope,

My soul is in haste to be gone !

O bear me, ye cherubim, up,

And waft me away to His throne!

2 My Saviour, whom absent I love, |

Whom, not having seen, I adore; |

Whose name is exalted above

All glory, dominion, and power.

3 Dissolve Thou these bonds that detain

My soul from her portion in Thee:

And strike off the adamant chain,

And make me eternally free.

4 When that happy era begins,

Arrayed in Thy beauty I’ll shine;

Nor pierce any more, by my sins,

The bosom on which I recline.
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164 S.M.

1 WELCOME, sweet day of rest,

That saw the Lord arise;

* Welcome to this reviving breast,

And these rejoicing eyes.

2 The King Himself comes near,

And feasts His saints to-day ;

Here we may sit, and see Him here,

And love, and praise, and pray.

3 One day amidst the place,

Where my great Lord hath been,

Is sweeter than ten thousand days

- Of pleasurable sin.

4 My willing soul would stay,

In such a frame as this,

And sit and sing herself away

To everlasting bliss.
WATTS.

165 7s.

1 WELCOME, welcome! sinner, hear!

Hang not back through shame or fear;

Doubt not, nor distrust the call;

Mercy is proclaimed to all.

2 Welcome to the offered peace!

Welcome, prisoner, to release!

Burst thy bonds! be saved be free!

Rise and come—He calleth thee.

8 Welcome, weeping penitent,

Grace has made thy heart relent:
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Welcome, long-estrangèd child:

God in Christ is reconciled.

4 Welcome to the cleansing fount,

Springing from the sacred mount;

Welcome to the feast Divine,

Bread of life, and living wine.

All ye weary and distressed,

Welcome to relief and rest;

All is ready—hear the call!

There is ample room for all.

6 None can come that shall not find,

Mercy called whom grace inclined;

Nor shall any willing heart

IHear the bitter word, depart!

7 Oh, the virtue of that price,

That redeeming sacrifice

Come, ye bought, but not with gold,

Welcome to the sacred fold.

CoNDER.

166 8s.

1 WE'LL sing of the Shepherd that died,

That died for the sake of the flock;

His love to the utmost was tried,

And immovable stood as a rock.

2 When the blood of a victim must flow,

The Shepherd by kindness was led

To stand between them and the foe,

And willingly died in their stead.

3 Our song then for ever shall be [thus:

Of the Shepherd who gave Himself

5
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No subject so glorious we see,

And none so affecting to us.

4 We'll sing of this subject alone,

No other our tongues shall employ;

But better His love will be known

In yonder bright regions of joy.

- KELLY.

167 L.M.

1 WE sing the praise of Him who died,

Of Him who died upon the cross—

The sinner's hope: let men deride;

IFor this we count the world but loss.

2 Inscribed upon the cross we see,

In shining letters, “God is love;”

He bears our sins upon the tree,

He brings us mercy from above.

3 The cross! it takes our guilt away,

It holds the fainting spirit up,

It cheers with hope the gloomy day,

And sweetens every bitter cup.

4. It makes the coward spirit brave,

And nerves the feeble arm for fight;

It takes its terrors from the grave,

And gilds the bed ofdeath with light.

5 The balm of life, the cure of woe,

The measure and the pledge of love;

The sinner's refuge here below,

The angels' theme in heaven above.

KELLY.

152



168 L.M.

1

5

“WE’WE no abiding city here!”

This may distress the worldling's

mind,

But should not cost the saint a tear,

Who hopes a better rest to find.

“We’ve no abiding city here!”

Sad truth, were this to be our home;

But let the thought our spirits cheer,

“We seek a city yet to come!”

“We’ve no abiding city here!”

Then let us live as pilgrims do;

Let not the world our rest appear,

But let us haste from all below.

“We’ve no abiding city here!”

We seek a city out of sight,

Zion its name, “the Lord is there,”

It shines with everlasting light.

Zion!—Jehovah is her strength!

Secure, she smiles at all her foes;

And weary travellers at length

Within her sacred walls repose.

Oh! sweet abode of peace and love,

Where pilgrims freed from toil are

Had I the pinions of the dove, [blest;

I’d fly to thee and be at rest.

But hush, my soul, nor dare repine,

The time my God appoints is best;

While here to do His will be mine,

And His to fix my time of rest.
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169 I.M.

1 WHAT various hindrances we meet

In coming to the mercy-seat!

Yet who, that knows the worth of

prayer,

But wishes to be often there?

2 Prayer makes the darkened cloud with

draw;

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw,

Gives exercise to faith and love,

Brings every blessing from above.

3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight;

IPrayer makes the Christian's armour

bright;

And Satan trembles when he sees

The weakest saint upon his knees.

4 While Moses stood, with arms spread

wide,

Success was found on Israel's side:

But when through wearinesstheyfailed,

That moment Amalek prevailed.

5 Have you no words? ah! think again:

Words flow apace when we complain,

And fill our fellow-creature's ear

* ...With the sad tale of all our care.

6 Were half the breath thus vainly spent,

To heaven in supplication sent,

Your cheerful song would oftener be,

“Hear what the Lord has done for me!”

CowPER.

154



17O C.M.

1 WHEN all Thy mercies, O my God!

My rising soul surveys;

Transported with the view, I’m lost

In wonder, love, and praise.

2 To all my weak complaints and cries

Thy mercy lent an ear,

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt

To form themselves in prayer.

3 When in the slippery paths of youth,

With heedless steps Iran,

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,

And led me up to man.

4 Through every period of my life,

Thy goodness I’ll pursue;

And after death, in distant worlds,

The glorious theme renew.

5 Through all eternity to Thee

A joyful song I’ll raise;

But oh! eternity’s too short

To utter all Thy praise.
- ADDISON.

171 C.M.

1 WHEN any turn from Zion's way,

(Alas, what numbers do!)

Methinks I hear my Saviour say,

“Wilt thou forsake me too P”

2 Ah, Lord! with such a heart as mine,

Dnless Thou hold me fast,
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Ifeel I must, I shall decline,

And prove like them at last.

3 For Thou alone hast strength, I know,

And grace to yield to me;

To whom or whither could I go,

If I should turn from Thee?

4 Beyond a doubt I rest assured

Thou art the Christ of God,

Who hast eternal life secured

By promise and by blood.

5 The help of men and angels joined

Could never reach my case;

Nor can I hope relief to find,

But in Thy boundless grace.

6 No voice but Thine can give me rest,

And bid my fears depart;

No love but Thine can make me blest,

And satisfy my heart.

7 What anguish has that question stirred,

If I will also go;

Yet, Lord, relying on Thy word,

I humbly answer, No! NEWTON.

172 7s.

1 WHEN on Sinai's top I see

God descend in majesty,

To proclaim. His holy law,

All my spirit sinks with awe.

2. When in ecstacy sublime,

Tabor's glorious steep I climb;
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In the too transporting light,

Darkness rushes o'er my sight. ”

3 When on Calvary I rest,

God in flesh made manifest

Shines in my Redeemer's face,

Full of beauty, truth, and grace.

4 Here I would for ever stay,

Weep and gaze my soul away:

Thou art heaven on earth to me,

Ilovely, mournful Calvary.

MonTGoMERY.

173 L.M.

1 WHEN sins and fears prevailing rise,

And fainting hope almost expires,

Jesus, to Thee I lift mine eyes,

To Thee I breathe my soul’s desires.

2 Art Thou not mine, my living Lord 2

And can my hope, my comfort die,

Fixed on Thy everlasting word—

That word which built the earth and

sky? .

3 If my immortal Saviour lives,

Then my immortal life is sure;

His word a firm foundation gives:

Here let me build and rest secure.

4 Here let my faith unshaken dwell;

Immovable the promise stands:

Not all the powers of earth or hell,

Can e'er dissolve the sacred bands.
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5 Lord, at Thy feet I cast me down;

- To Thee reveal my guilt and fear;

And, ifThouspurnme from Thy throne,

I’ll be the first who perished there.
STEELE.

174 6-7s.

1 WHEN this passing world is done,

When has sunk yon glaring sun,

When I stand with Christ on high,

Tooking o'er life's history,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know,

Not till then, how much I owe

When I hear the wicked call

On the rocks and hills to fall,

When I see them start and shrink

On the fiery deluge brink,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know,

Not till then, how much I owe.

When I stand before the throne,

Dressed in beauty not my own,

When I see Thee as Thou art,

Tove Thee with unsinning heart,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know,

Not till then, how much I owe.

4 When the praise of heaven I hear,

Loud as thunders to the ear,

Iloud as many waters' noise,

Sweet as harp's melodious voice,

Then, Lord, shall I fully know,

Not till then,_how much I owe.

2

3
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Chosen not for good in me,

Wakened up from wrath to flee,

Hidden in the Saviour's side,

By the Spirit sanctified,

Teach me, Lord, on earth to show,

I3y my love, how much I owe.

M“CHEYNE.

175 8.8.6.

2

4

WHEN Thou, my righteous Judge,

shalt come

To fetch Thy ransomed people home,

Shall I among them stand 2

Shall such a worthless worm as I,

Who sometimes am afraid to die,

Be found at Thy right hand 2

I love to meet among them now,

Before Thy gracious feet to bow,

Though vilest of them all;

But can I bear the piercing thought,

What if my name should be left out,

When Thou for them shalt call?

Prevent—prevent it by Thy grace;

Be Thou, dear Lord, my hiding-place

In this the accepted day;

Thy pardoning voice, O let me hear,

To still my unbelieving fear;

Nor let me fall, I pray !

Let me among Thy saints be found,

Whene'er the archangel's trump shall

To see Thy smiling face | [sound,
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Then loudest of the crowd I’ll sing,

While heaven’s resounding mansions

r11)

With shouts to sovereign grace.

SELINA, Countess of Huntingdom.

176 I.M.

1 WHO shall the Lord's elect condemn 2

'Tis God that justifies their souls,

And mercy, like a mighty stream,

O'er all their sins divinely rolls.

2 What shall adjudge the saints to hell?

'Tis Christthat sufferedin their stead;

And the salvation to fulfil,

Behold Him rising from the dead!

3 He lives | He lives! and sits above,

For ever interceding there;

Who shall divide us from His love?

Or what should tempt us to despair?

4 Not all that men on earth can do,

Nor powers on high, nor powers

below,

Shall cause His mercy to remove,

Or wean our hearts from Christ our

love. WATTS.

177 S.M.

1 WHY did the paschal beast

Of old, for Israel bleed?

To be their safeguard and their feast,

To sprinkle and to feed.
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2 Dwell not, my searching soul,

On ritual shadows now ;

Christ is the Lamb all pure and whole,

The ransomed first-born thou.

3 Now get thy house within,

Slay, eat, anoint thy door;

The dread avenger comes not in

To smite, but passeth o’er.

4 He looks and calls from high,

Art thou to die or live?

He hears the posts and lintels cry,

Eorgive, forgive, forgive.

5 I hear the accuser roar

Of ills that I have done;

I know them well, and thousands more,

Jehovah findeth none.

6 Sin, Satan, Death, press near,

- To harass and appal;

Let but my bleeding God appear,

Backward they go, and fall,

7 Before, behind, around,

-- They set their fierce array,

To fight—and force mefrom myground,

Along Immanuel's way.

8 I meet them face to face,

Through Jesu's conquest blest;

March, in the triumph of His grace,

Right onward to my rest.
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9 There in His book I bear

A more than conqueror's name;

A soldier, son, and fellow-heir,

Who fought and overcame.

10 His be the Victor's name,

Who fought our fight alone;

Triumphant saints no honour claim—

Their conquest was His own.

11 By weakness and defeat,

He won the meed and crown;

Trod all our foes beneath His feet,

By being trodden down. ---

12 He Hell in hell laid low ;

Made sin, He Sin o’erthrew;

Bowed to the grave, and killed it so,

And Death, by dying, slew.

13 Bless, bless the Conqueror slain—

Slain by His own decree—

Who lived, who died, who lives again,

For thee, His saint, for thee.

- GANDY.

178 C.M.

1 WHY should the children of a King

Go mourning all their days?

Great Comforter, descend and bring

Some tokens of Thy grace.

2 Dost Thou not dwell in all the saints,

And seal them heirs of heaven 2

When wilt Thou banish my complaints,

And show my sins forgiven?
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3 Assure my conscience of her part

In the Redeemer's blood;

And bear Thy witness with my heart,

That I am born of God.

4 Thou art the earnest of His love, s

The pledge of joys to come;

And Thy soft wings, celestial Dove,

Will safe convey me home.

WATTS.

179 C.M.

1 WITH joy we meditate the grace

Of our High Priest above:

IHis heart is made of tenderness,

His bowels melt with love.

2 Touched with a sympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame;

He knows what sore temptations mean,

For He has felt the same.

3 But spotless, innocent, and pure,

The Great Redeemer stood,

While Satan's fiery darts He bore,

And did resist to blood.

4 He, in the days of feeble flesh,

Poured out His cries and tears;

And in His measure feels afresh

What every member bears.

5 He'll never quench the smoking flax,

But raise it to a flame;

The bruiséd reed He never breaks,

Nor scorns the meanest name.
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6 Then, let our humble faith address

His mercy and His power;

We shall obtain delivering grace

In the distressing hour.

WATTS.

18O 8.7; 7.7.

1 “WITHOUT blood is no remission l’”

Thus theLordproclaimsfrom heaven;

Dlood must flow, on this condition,

This alone, is sin forgiven;

Yes, a victim must be slain,

Else all hope of life is vain.

2. But the Victim, who shall find it,

Such an one as sinners need?

To the altar, who shall bind it?

Who shall make the Victim bleed ?

Questions these of anxious thought,

And with difficulty fraught.

3 Though the beasts around us feeding,

On a thousand hills, were slain,

What would this avail? their bleeding

What avert, or what obtain?

Such a Victim as must die,

All the world could not supply.

4 God Himself provides the Wictim;

Jesus is the Lamb of God:

Heaven, and earth, and hell afflict Him,

While He bears the sinner's load:

'Tis His blood, His blood alone,

Can for human guilt atone.



b Joyful truth, He bore transgression

In His body on the cross;

Through Hisblood there’s fullremission

For the vilest, e'en for us:

Jesus for the sinner bleeds,

Nothing more the sinner needs.
RELLY.

181 P. M.

1 YE saints, your music bring,

Attuned to sweetest sound;

Strike every trembling string,

Till earth and heaven resound.

The triumphs of the cross we sing,

Awake, ye saints, each joyful string.

2 The cross, the cross alone,

Subdued the powers of hell;

Like lightning from His throne

The prince of darkness fell.

The triumphs of the cross we sing,

Awake, ye saints, each joyful string.

3 The hand of wrath is stayed

In its pursuit of blood;

The cross our debt has paid,

And made our peace with God.

The triumphs of the cross we sing,

Awake, ye saints, each joyful string.

4 The cross has power to save

From all the foes that rise;

The cross has made the grave

A passage to the skies.
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5

The triumphs of the cross we sing,

Awake, ye saints, each joyful string.

Victorious cross all hail!

Thy conquering power display;

Thy glories shall prevail,

Though earth and time decay.

Angels, assist us while we sing,

Till heaven's eternal arches ring. REID.

182 L.M.

º

HOSANNA to the living Lord!

IIosanna to the incarnate Word '

To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King,

Let earth, let heaven, Hosanna sing !

5

Hosanna, Lord ' Thine angels cry;

Hosanna, Lord! Thy saints reply;

Above, beneath us, all around,

The dead and living swell the sound.

O Saviour! with protecting care,

Return to this, Thy house of prayer:

Assembled in Thy sacred name,

Here we Thy parting promise claim!

But chief, in every cleansèd breast,

Lord Jesus! bid Thy Spirit rest;

And make each ransomed soul to be

A temple pure and worthy Thee.

So, in the last and dreadful day, [away,

When earth and heaven shall melt

Thy flock, redeemed from sinful stain,

Shall swell the sound and praise again.
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183 C.M.

1 WHAT sacred fountain yonder springs

Up from the throne of God,

And all our covenant blessings brings?

'Tis Jesu's precious blood.

2 What mighty sum paid all my debt,

When I a bondsman stood,

And hath my soul at freedom set?—

'Tis Jesu's precious blood.

3 What stream is that which sweeps away

My sins, just like a flood,

Nor lets one guilty blemish stay ?—

'Tis Jesu's precious blood.

4 What voice is that which speaks for me,

In heaven's high court, for good,

And from the curse hath set me free ?—

'Tis Jesu's precious blood.

5 What theme, my soul, will best employ

Thy harp before thy God,

And makeall heaven to ring with joy?—

'Tis Jesu’s precious blood.

184 C.M.

1 NOW I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

I bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my weeping eyes.

2 Should earth against my soul engage,

And hellish darts be hurled,
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Now I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come,

And storms of sorrow fall,

May I but safely reach my home,

My God, my heaven, my all!

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.

WATTs.

185 C.M.

1 A MIND at “perfect peace” with God;

Oh! what a word is this

A sinner reconciled through blood;—

This, this indeed is peace!

2. By nature and by practice far—

How very far from God!

Yet now by grace brought nigh to Him,

Through faith in Jesus' blood.

3 So nigh, so very nigh to God,

I cannot nearer be;

Eor in the person of His Son,

I am as near as He.

4 So dear, so very dear to God,

More dear I cannot be;

The love wherewith He loves the Son—

Such is His love to me.
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5 Why should I ever careful be,

Since such a God is mine *

IIe watches o'er me night and day,

And tells me “Mine is thine.”

186 C.M.

1 ANGELS rejoice o'er sinners saved,

And heaven with raptures swell,

As tidings rise up to the throne,

That souls are saved from hell.

Another soul to Jesus born,

And ransomed from the fall;

To Thee, O Lord, the praise we give,

Thou, Thou shalt have it all!

2 Nor angels only—God beholds,

The trophy of His grace;

And radiant, happy Smiles beam forth

From Jesus’ blessed face.

Another soul to Jesus born, &c.

3 O sinner, sinner, now believe—

With contrite spirit bow!

Iet saints and angels sweetly join,

In happy chorus now.

Another soul to Jesus born, &c.

187 L.M.

1 AND do we hope to be with Him,

Who on the cross resigned His breath,

Who died a victim to redeem

His people from eternal death?
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2 Then should the question oft recur,

What do we more than others do 2

How do we show that we prefer

The things above to things below 2

3 Where is the holy walk that suits

The name and character we bear 2

And where are seen those heav'nly

fruits [were 2

That show we’re not what once we

4 Allied to Him who bore the cross,

And called the people of the Lord,

The world to us should seem but loss,

And worthless all it can afford.

5 As pilgrims on their journey home,

'Tis thus His people should be found,

Who seek a city yet to come,

And cannot rest on earthly ground.

6 'Tis thus His people prove their birth,

'Tis thus they glorify their Lord;

To others they resign the earth,

And hasten to their bright reward.

188 L.M.

1 ANOTHER six days’ work is done,

Another Sabbath is begun;

Return, my soul, enjoy the rest;

Improve the day thy God hath blest.

2 Come, bless the Lord, whose love

assigns

So sweet a rest to wearied minds;
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Provides an antepast of heaven,

And gives this day the food of seven.

3 O that our thoughts and thanks may
rise,

As grateful incense to the skies;

And draw from heaven that sweet

repose

Which none but he that feels it knows.

4 This heavenly calm within the breast

Is the dear pledge of glorious rest,

Which for the Church of God remains,

The end of cares, the end of pains.

5 In holy duties let the day,

In holy pleasures, pass away :

How blest a Sabbath thus to spend,

In hope of one that ne'er shall end!
STENNETT.

189 C.M.

1 AROUND Thy table, holy Lord,

In fellowship we meet,

Obedient to Thy gracious word,

This feast of love to eat.

2 Here every one that loves Thy name

Our willing hearts embrace;

Our life, our hope, our joy the same,

The same Thy love and grace.

3 This is the season to forget

All but our common life;

For in the holiest we are met

Above the scene of strife.
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4 Commune with each at this sweet hour,

And as we hence depart,

Errands of love, and words of power

To each of us impart.

190 C.M.

1 AWAKE, my heart; arise, my tongue,

Prepare a tuneful voice;

In God, the life of all my joys,

Aloud will I rejoice.

2 ”Tis He adorned my naked soul,

And made salvation mine;

Upon a poor polluted worm

Pſe makes His graces shine.

3 And lest the shadow of a spot

Should on my soul be found,

He took the robe the Saviour wrought,

And cast it all around.

4 How far the heavenly robe exceeds

What earthly princes wear !

These ornaments howbright they shine!

How white the garments are l

5 The Spirit wrought my faith, and love,

And hope, and every grace;

But Jesus spent His life to work

The robe of righteousness.

6 Strangely, my soul, art thou arrayed

By the great Sacred Three;

In sweetest harmony of praise

Let all my powers agree.
WATTS.
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191 C.M.

1 ALL that I was, my sin, my guilt,

My death, was all my own;

All that I am I owe to Thee,

My gracious God, alone.

2 The evil of my former state

Was mine, and only mine;

The good in which I now rejoice

Is Thine, and only Thine.

3 The darkness of my former state,

The bondage, all was mine;

The light of life in which I walk,

The liberty,+is Thine.

4 Thy grace first made me feel my sin,

And taught me to believe;

Then, in believing, peace I found,

And now I live, I live.

5 All that I am e'en here on earth,

All that I hope to be—

When Jesus comes, and glory dawns,

I owe it, Lord, to Thee.

BoxAR.

192 L.M.

1 BEHOLD a stranger at the door!

He gently knocks, has knocked before:

Has waited long; is waiting still:

You use no other friend so ill.

2 But will He prove a friend indeed?

Eſe will,—the very friend you need;
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The Friend of sinners, yes, ’tis He,

With garments dyed at Calvary.

3 O lovely attitude! He stands

With melting heart and open hands;

O matchless kindness! and He shows

This matchless kindness to His foes.

4 Admit Him, ere His anger burn,

Lest He depart and ne'er return:

Admit Him, or the hour's at hand

When at His door denied you’ll stand.

5 Admit Him, for the human breast

Ne'er entertained so kind a guest:

No mortal tongue their joys can tell,

With whom He condescends to dwell.

6 Sovereign of souls . Thou Prince of

Peace,

O may Thy gentle reign increase:

Throw wide the door each willing mind;

And be His empire all mankind.
GRIGG.

193 S.M.

1 BLEST be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love;

The fellowship of kindred minds

Is like to that above.

4)
2 Before our Father’s throne

We pour our ardent prayers;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,

Our comforts and our eares.
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3 We share our mutual woes,

Our mutual burdens bear;

And often for each other flows

The sympathizing tear.

4 When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain;

But we shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again.

This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way;

While each in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain,

And sin, we shall be free,

And perfect love and friendship reign

Through all eternity.

194 C.M.

1 BRIDE of the Lamb I awake, awake

Why sleep for sorrow now Ż

The hope of glory, Christ, is thine;

A child of glory thou.

2 Thy spirit through the lonely night,

From earthly joy apart,

IHath sighed for One that’s far away,

The Bridegroom of thy heart.

3 But see—the night is waning fast,

The breaking morn is near,

And Jesus comes with voice of love,

Thy drooping heart to cheer.

5
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4 He comes—for oh, His yearning heart

No more can bear delay,

To scenes of full unmingled joy

To call His bride away.

5 This earth, the scene of all His woe,

A homeless wild to thee,

Full soon upon His heavenly throne

Its rightful King shall see.

6 Thou too shalt reign—He will not wear

His crown of joy alone;

And earth His royal bride shall see

Beside Him on the throne.

7 Then weep no more, ’tis all thine own,

His crown, His joy Divine;

And, sweeter far than all beside,

He—He Himself is thine.

I)ENNY.

195 7s.

1 CHRISTIAN brethren, ere we part,

Every voice and every heart

Join, and to our Father raise

One last hymn of grateful praise.

2 Though we here should meet no more,

Yet there is a brighter shore;

There, released from toil and pain,

There we all may meet again.

196 C. M.

1 COME, Holy Ghost, our hearts inspire,

Let us Thine influence prove,
176



Source of the old prophetic fire,

Fountain of light and love.

2 Come, Holy Ghost, for moved by Thee

The prophets wrote and spoke;

TJnlock the truth, Thyself the key,

TJnseal the sacred book.

3 Expand Thy wings, celestial Dove,

Brood o'er our nature's night;

On our disordered spirits move,

And let there now be light.

4 God, through Himself, we then shall

know,

If Thou within us shine,

And sound, with all Thy saints below,

The depths of love Divine.
C. WESLEY.

197 S.M.

1 COME, Holy Spirit, come;

Let Thy bright beams arise;

Dispel all sorrow from our minds,

All darkness from our eyes.

2 Convince us of our sin;

Then lead to Jesus' blood;

And to our wondering view reveal

The secret love of God.

3 Revive our drooping faith,

Our doubts and fears remove;

And kindle in our breasts the flame

Of never-dying love.
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4 'Tis Thine to cleanse the heart,

To sanctify the soul,

To pour fresh life through every part,

And new-create the whole.

5 Dwell, therefore, in our hearts;

Our minds from bondage free;

Then shall we know and praise and love

The Father, Son, and Thee.

HART.

198 C.M.

1 COME, humble sinner, in whose breast

A thousand thoughts revolve;

Come, with your guilt and fear opprest,

And make this just resolve:—

2 “I’ll go to Jesus, though my sin

Hath like a mountain rose;

I know. His courts, I’ll enter in,

Whatever may oppose.

3 “Prostrate I’ll lie before His throne,

And there my guilt confess;

I’ll tell Him I’m a wretch undone,

Without His sovereign grace.

4 “I’ll to the gracious King approach,

Whose sceptre pardon gives;

Perhaps He may command my touch,

And then the suppliant lives.

5 “Perhaps He will admit my plea,

Perhaps will hear my prayer;

But if I perish, I will pray,

And perish only there.
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6 “I can but perish, if I go;

I am resolved to try:

For, if I stay away, I know

I must for ever die.” JoNES.

199 C.M.

1 COME, O Thou all-victorious Lord,

Thy power to us make known;

Strike with the hammer of Thy Word,

And break these hearts of stone !

2 Is here a soul that knows Thee not,

Nor feels his want of Thee?

A stranger to the blood which bought

EIis pardon on the tree ?

3 Convince him now of unbelief;

His desperate state explain;

And fill his heart with sacred grief,

And penitential pain.

4 Speak with the voice that wakes the

And bid the sleeper rise ! [dead,

And bid his guilty conscience dread

The death that never dies.

5 The blessed sense of guilt impart,

And then remove the load;

Trouble, and wash the troubled heart,

In Thine atoning blood.
C. WESLEY.

2OO 8.7.

1 COME, Thou Fount of every blessing,

Tune my heart to sing Thy grace:
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Streams of mercy never ceasing,

Call for songs of loudest praise.

2 Teach me some melodious sonnet,

Sung by angels' tongues above:

Praise the mount—oh, fix me on it !

Mount of God’s unchanging love.

3 Here I raise my Ebenezer;

Hither by Thy help I’m come,

And I hope by Thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.

4 Jesus sought me when a stranger,

Wandering from the fold of God;

He, to save my soul from danger,

Interposed His precious blood.

5 Oh, to grace how great a debtor

Daily I’m constrained to be

Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter,

Bind my wandering heart to Thee.

6 Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it;

Prone to leave the God I love:

Here’s my heart, Lord, take and sealit,

Seal it from Thy courts above.
º RoBINSON.

2O1 L.M.

1 COMMAND Thy blessing from above,

O God, on all assembled here;

Behold us with a Father's love,

While we look up with filial fear.

2 Command Thy blessing, Jesus, Lord;

May we Thy true disciples be:
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Speak to each heart the mighty word:

Say to the weakest—Follow me.

3 Command Thy blessing in this hour,

Spirit of truth, and fill this place

Withwoundingand with healingpower,

With quickening and confirming

grace.

4 O Thou, our Maker, Saviour, Guide,

One true eternal God confessed;

Whom Thou hast joined may none

divide;

None dare to curse whom Thou hast

blest.

5 With Thee and Thine for ever found,

May all the souls who here unite,

With harps and songs Thy throne sur

round,

Rest in Thy love, and reign in light.

MonTGoMERY.

2O2 7s.

1 DAY by day the manna fell;

Oh! to learn this lesson well:

Still by constant mercy fed,

Give me, Lord, my daily bread.

2 Day by day, the promise reads:

Daily strength for daily needs:

Cast foreboding fears away;

Take the manna of to-day.

3 Lord, my times are in Thy hand,

All my sanguine hopes have planned,
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To Thy wisdom I resign,

And would make Thy promise mine.

4 Thou my daily task shall give:

Day by day to Thee I live:

So shall added years fulfil,

Not mine own—my Father's will.

5 Fond ambition, whisper not ;

Happy is my humble lot.

Anxious, busy cares, away !

I’m provided for to-day.

6 Oh! to live exempt from care

By the energy of prayer;

Strong in faith, with mind subdued,

Yet elate with gratitude. CoNDER.

2O3 C.M.

1 DEAR Shepherd of Thy people, here

Thy presence now display:

As Thou hast given a place for prayer,

So give us hearts to pray.

2. Within these walls let holy peace

And love and concord dwell:

Here give the troubled conscience ease;

The wounded spirit heal.

3 Show us some token of Thy love,

Our fainting hope to raise :

And pour Thy blessings from above,

That we may render praise.

4 The feeling heart, the melting eye,

The humbled mind bestow;
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And shine upon us from on high,

To make our graces grow.

5 And may the gospel's joyful sound,

Enforced by mighty grace,

Awaken many sinners round,

To come and fill the place.
NEWTON.

2O4. L.M.

1 DO flesh and nature dread to die,

And timorous thoughts our minds

enslave 2

But grace can raise our hopes on high,

And quell the terrors of the grave.

2 What! shall we run to gain the crown,

Yet grieve to think the goal so near?

Afraid to have our labours done,

And finish this important war *

3 Do we not dwell in clouds below,

And little know the God we love 2

Why should we like this twilight so,

When all is noon in worlds above 2

4 There shall we see Him face to face ;

There shall we know the Great Un

known ;

There Jesus with His glorious grace

Shines in full light amidst the throne.

5 When we put off this fleshly load,

We’re from a thousand mischiefs

free;
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For ever present with our God,

Where we have wished and longed

to be.

6 'Tis best,-'tis infinitely best,

To go where tempters cannot come;

Where saints and angels ever blest

Dwell, andenjoy theirheavenlyhome.

7 O for a visit from my God,

To drive my fears of death away;

And help me through this darksome

road

To realms of everlasting day.

2O5 C.M.

1 D0 not I love Thee, O my Lord?

Behold my heart, and see ;

And turn each cherished idol out,

That dares to rival Thee.

2 Do not I love Thee from my soul?

Then let me nothing love,

Dead be my heart to every joy,

When Jesus cannot move.

3 Is not Thy name melodious still

To mine attentive ear?

Dothnoteach pulse with pleasure bound

My Saviour's voice to hear?

4 Hast Thou a lamb in all Thy flock

I would disdain to feed 2

Hast Thou a foe, before whose face,

I fear Thy cause to plead 2
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5 Would not mine ardent spirit vie

With angels round the throne,

To execute Thy sacred will,

And make Thy glory known 2

6 Thouknow'st I love Thee, dearest Lord,

ISut oh, I long to soar

Far from the sphere of mortal joys,

And learn to love Thee more.

DoDDRIDGE.

2O6 8.7.4.

1 FATHER, bless the heavenly message,

Now in Jesus' name declared;

Let no heart by Satan hardened,

To the heavenly voice be barred—

Bless the gospel,

Father, bless Thy preachéd word!

2 Thou art working for the honour

And the glory of Thy Son;

Lay Thy word upon each conscience,

Let each soul to Christ be won—

Bless the gospel,

And exalt Thy blessed Son.

3 By Thy Spirit work in power,

Souls subdue to Jesus' sway;

Speak to each and all assembled,

Let each soul Thy voice obey—

, 131ess the gospel,

Father, bless the word we pray !
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2O7 C.M.

1 FOR ever here my rest shall be,

Close to Thy bleeding side :

This all my hope and all my plea,

For me the Saviour died.

2 My dying Saviour and my God,

Fountain for guilt and sin!

Sprinkle me ever with Thy blood,

And cleanse, and keep me clean.

3 Wash me, and make me thusThineown;

Wash me, and mine Thou art:

Wash me, but not my feet alone,

My hands, my head, my heart.

4 The atonement of Thy blood apply,

Till faith to sight improve:

Till hope in full fruition die,

And all my soul be love. C. WEstEy.

2O8 8.7.4.

1 GLORY, glory, everlasting,

Be to Him who bore the cross |

Who redeemed our souls by tasting

Death—and death deserved by us;

Spread His glory,

Who redeemed His people thus.

2 His is love ’tis love unbounded,

Without measure, without end

Human thought is here confounded,

'Tis too vast to comprehend.

Praise the Saviour !

Magnify the sinner's Friend.
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3 While we hear the wondrous story

Of the Saviour's cross and shame,

Sing we “Everlasting glory

Be to God and to the Lamb l’’

Saints and angels,

Give ye glory to His name !

KELLY.

2O9 C.M.

1 GOD moves in a mysterious way,

His wonders to perform;

He plants His footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

2. Deep in unfathomable mines

Of never-failing skill,

IHe treasures up His bright designs,

And works His sovereign will.

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take l

The clouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy, and shall break

In blessings on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,

But trust Him for His grace:

Behind a frowning providence

Eſe hides a smiling face.

5 His purposes will ripen fast,

TJnfolding every hour:

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flower.
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6 Blind unbelief is sure to err,

And scan His work in vain;

God is His own interpreter,

And He will make it plain. CowPER.

21O 7s.

1 GOD of pity! God of lovel

Send me comfort from above;

Let not anxious thoughts perplex,

Harrowing fears my spirit vex'

Let me trust Thee, and be still

Waiting patiently Thy will.

Though to weak, short-sighted man,

All uncertain seems each plan;

Each event Thy will ordains,

Fixed immutably remains:

Not one link in life's long chain

Can be lost, or wrought in vain.

All that chain through bygone years,

Worn in links of love appears;

Not one storm of vengeful wrath

E’er has swept across my path:

Why should fear o'er faith prevail?

Thy sure mercies cannot fail.

211 L.M.

1 GREAT God, impress our trifling

minds,

, And help us seriously to think,

A vast eternity is near,

And every soul is on the brink.
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2 Lord, help Thy minister to preach

As if he ne'er should preach again!

Oh, may he speak as sent by Thee,

A dying man to dying men

3 Now may we all attend Thy voice

Before the day of grace is past;

Nor dare the present message slight,

Since this to us may prove the last.

212 L.M.

1 GREAT God, permit my humble claim,

Thou art my hope, my joy, my rest;

The glories that compose Thy name,

Stand all engaged to make me blest.

2 Thou great and good, Thou just and

wise,

Thou art my Father and my God;

And I am Thine by sacred ties;

Thy son, Thy servant, bought with

blood.

3 With heart and eyes and lifted hands,

For Thee I long, to Thee I look,

As travellers in thirsty lands

Pant for the cooling water-brook.

4 With early feet I love to appear

AmongThy saints, and seek Thy face;

Oft have I seen Thy glory there,

And felt the power ofsovereigngrace.
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5 I’ll lift my hands, I’ll raise my voice,

While I have breath to pray or

raise;

This work shall make my heart rejoice,

And spend the remnant of my days.

WATTs.

213 C.M.

1 GREAT God, the nations of the earth

Are by creation. Thine;

And in Thy works, from nature's birth,

Thy power and glory shine.

2. But, Lord, Thy greater love hath sent

Thy gospel to our race,

Unveiling Thy Divine intent

Of rich redeeming grace.

3 Soon may these gracious tidings roll

The spacious earth around,

Till every tribe and every soul

Shall hear the joyful sound.

4. When, to her sable sons conveyed,

Shall Afric learn Thy word,

And vassals, long enslaved, be made

The freemen of the Lord?

5. When shall the scattered wanderers

meet,

That now in darkness rove,

And, gathered round Immanuel's feet,

Sing of His saving love?
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6 O Lord, each faithful effort own

To spread the gospel rays;

And rear on sin’s demolished throne

The temples of Thy praise.
º GIBBons.

214 L.M.

1 GOD is the refuge of His saints,

When storms of sharp distress in

vade ;

Ere we can offer our complaints,

Behold IIim present with His aid.

2 Tet mountains from their seats behurled

º Down to the deep, and buried there;

Convulsions shake the solid world,

Our faith shall never yield to fear.

3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar,

. In sacred peace our souls abide,

While every nation, every shore

Trembles, and dreads the swelling

tide.

4 There is a stream, whose gentle flow

Supplies the city of our God:

Life, love, and joy, still gliding through,

And watering our Divine abode;—

a 5 That sacred steam, Thy holy Word,

- Which all our raging fear controls:

Sweet peace Thy promises afford,

º And five new strength to fainting

- SOUllS.

**

*
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6 Zion enjoys her Monarch's love,

Secure against the threatening hour;

Nor can her firm foundations move,

Built on His truth, and armed with

power.

WATTS.

215 C.M.

1 HAPPY the souls to Jesus joined,

And saved by grace alone;

Walking in all His ways they find

Their heaven on earth begun.

2 The Church triumphant in Thy love,

Their mighty joys we know:

They sing the Lamb in hymns above,

And we in hymns below.

3 Thee in Thy glorious realm they praise,

And bow before Thy throne:

We, in the kingdom of Thy grace;—

The kingdoms are but one.

4 The holy to the holiest leads,

From thence our spirits rise;

And he that in Thy statutes treads,

Shall meet Thee in the skies.

WESLEY.

216 8.8.6.

1 HARK! how the blood-bought hosts

above,

Conspire to chant the Saviour's love

In sweet harmonious strains !
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2

3

Andwhile they strike theirgolden lyres,

This glorious theme each bosom fires,

That Grace triumphant reigns /

We'll join the song! for we can tell

Howsovereign grace dissolved thespell

That kept us bound in chains;

And from that dear and happy day,

How oft we’ve been constrained to say

That Grace triumphant reigns /

Yes! though we’ve strayed like saints

of old,

Grace has restored us to the fold,

And cleansed our crimson stains;

Thus saved by grace we’d gladly sing,

Till all the earth and heavens ring

With “Grace triumphant reigns/?”

When called to meet our glorious Head,

That perfect love shall banish dread,

Which now our soul sustains;

And, as we rise to endless day,

We’ll raise our voice, and boldly say,

“Grace—Grace triumphant reigns.”
KENT.

217 L.M.

1. HASTE, traveller, hastel the night

comes On,

And many a shining hour is gone;

The storm is gathering in the west,

And thou art far from home and rest:

Haste, traveller, haste .

193 N



2 Oh, far from home thy footsteps stray;

Christ is the life, and Christ the way,

And Christ the light. Yon setting sun

Sinks ere the noon is scarce begun:

Haste, traveller, hastel

3 The rising tempest sweeps the sky,

The rains descend, the winds are high;

The waters swell, and death and fear

Beset thy path—no refuge near:

Haste, traveller, haste!

4 O yes, a shelter you may gain,

A covert from the wind and rain—

A hiding-place, a rest, a home,

A refuge from the wrath to come:

Haste, traveller, haste!

5 Then linger not in all the plain,

Flee for thy life, the mountain gain!

Look not behind, make no delay,

Oh, speed thee, speed thee on thy way:

Haste, traveller, hastel

6 Poor, lost, benighted soul, art thou

Willing to find salvation now?

There yet is hope; hear mercy's call—

Truth, life, light, way, in Christ is all:

- - Haste to Him, hastel

CoLLYER.

218 - L. M.

1 HASTEN, O sinner, to be wise,

And stay not for the morrow's sun;

s

194



The longer wisdom you despise,

The harder is she to be won.

2 O hasten mercy to implore,

And stay not for the morrow's sun;

For fear thy season should be o'er,

Before this evening's stage be run.

3 O hasten, sinner, to return,

And stay not for the morrow's sun;

For fear thy lamp should fail to burn,

Before the needful work is done.

4 O hasten, sinner, to be blest,

And stay not for the morrow's sun;

For fear the curse should thee arrest,

Before the morrow is begun.

5 O Lord, do Thou the sinner turn,

O rouse him from his senseless state;

Nor let him Thy salvation spurn,

Nor rue his fatal choice too late.

SCOTT.

219 C.M.

1 HOPE of our hearts, O Lord, appear,

Thou glorious star of day !

Shine forth and chase the dreary night,

With all our tears, away !

2 No resting-place we seek on earth,

No loveliness we see ;

Our eye is on the royal crown,

Prepared for us, and Thee.
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8 But, dearest Lord! however bright

That crown of joy above,

What is it to the brighter hope

Of dwelling in Thy love.

4 What to the joy, the deeper joy,

Unmingled, pure, and free,

Of union with our living Head,

Of fellowship with Thee?

5 This joy e'en now on earth is ours;

But only, Lord, above,

Our hearts without a pang shall know

The fulness of Thy love.

6 There, near Thy heart, upon the throne,

Thy ransomed bride shall see

What grace was in the bleeding Lamb,

Who died to make her free.

DENNY.

22O C.M.

1 HOSANNA to the Prince of light,

That clothed Himself in clay,

Entered the iron gates of death,

And tore the bars away.

2 Death is no more the king of dread,

Since our Immanuel rose;

He took the tyrant's sting away,

And spoiled our hellish foes.

3 See how the Conqueror mounts aloft,

And to His Father flies,

With scars of honour in His flesh,

And triumph in His eyes.

s
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4 There our exalted Saviour reigns,

And scatters blessings down:

Our Jesus fills His glorious seat

On the celestial throne.

5 Raise your devotion, mortal tongues,

To reach His blest abode;

Sweet be the accents of your songs

To our Incarnate God.

6 Bright angels, strike your loudest

strings,

Your sweetest voices raise;

Let heaven and all created things

Sound our Immanuel's praise.

WATTS.

221 L.M.

1 HOW blest the righteous when he dies!

When sinks a weary soul to rest

How mildly beams the closing eyes!

How gently heaves th’ expiring

breast !

2 So fades a summer cloud away;

So sinks the gale when storms are

o'er;

So gently shuts the eye of day;

So dies a wave along the shore.

3. A holy quiet reigns around,

A calm which life nor death destroys;

Nothing disturbs that peace profound,

Which his unfettered soul enjoys.
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4 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears,

Where lights and shades alternate

dwell |

How bright th' unchanging morn

appears;

Farewell, inconstant world, farewell.

5 Life's labour done, as sinks the clay,

Light from its load the spirit flies,

While heaven and earth combine to say,

Howblest the righteouswhen he dies!
BARBAULD.

222 C.M.

1 HOW blessed is the tie that binds

Believers' hearts in one!

How sweet the hope that tunes our

minds

In harmony divine!

CHORUS.

It is the hope, the blissful hope,

Which Jesus' grace hath given—

Thehope, when daysand years are past,

That we shall meet in heaven.

2 We all shall meet in heaven at last—

With Jesus meet in heaven;

With Him, when days and years are

past,

We all shall meet in heaven.

. It is the hope, the blissful hope, &c.

8 What though our lot in trial here

And poverty be cast!
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What though around our sorrowing
hearts, -

May howl the wintry blast !

Yet still we share the blissful hope, &c.

4 No ling'ring look, no parting sigh,

Our future meeting knows;

There love shall beam from every eye,

And hope immortal grows.

0 sacred hope J O blissful hopeſ &c.

223 C.M.

1 HOW sweet and sacred is the place,

With Christ within the doors,

While everlasting love displays

The choicest of her stores |

2
While all our hearts and all our tongues

Join to admire the feast,

Each of us cries in grateful songs—

Lord, why was I a guest ?

Why was I made to hear Thy voice,

And enter while there's room;

When thousands make a wretched

choice,

And rather starve than come 2

'Twas the same love that spread the

feast,

That sweetly forced us in;

Else we had still refused to taste,

And perished in our sin.

3

4
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5 Pity the nations, O our God!

Constrain the earth to come ;

Send Thy victorious word abroad,

And bring the strangers home.

6 We long to see Thy Churches full,

That all the chosen race

May with one voice, and heart, and soul

... Sing Thy redeeming grace.

WATTS.

224 S.M.

1 HOW vast, how full, how free,

The mercy of our God!

Proclaim the blessed news around,

And spread it all abroad.

2 How vast A-‘‘Whoever Will”

May drink at mercy's stream,

And know that faith in Jesus brings

Salvation e'en for him.

3 How full /—It doth remove

The stain of every sin,

And leaves the soul as white and pure

As though no sin had been.

4 How free ſ—It asks no price,

For God delights to give,

It only says—a simple thing—

“Believe in Christ, and live.”

5 Poor trembling sinner, “come,”

God waits to comfort thee;

0 cast thyself upon his love,

So vast, so full, so free /
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225

HOW beautiful upon the mountains are

the feet of him that bringeth good tidings;

that publisheth peace: that saith unto

Zion, Thy God reigneth.

Hallelujah. Amen.

226 IP.M.

1 I’M a pilgrim bound for glory,

I'm a pilgrim going home,

Come and hear me tell my story,

All who love the Saviour, come.

I love Jesus, hallelujah,

I love Jesus, yes I do;

I love Jesus, He's my Saviour,

Jesus Smiles, and loves me too.

2 When I first commenced my journey,

Many said, “He’ll turn again;”

But they all have been deceived;

In the way I still remain.

3 I will tell you what induced me

For the better land to start;

'Twas the Saviour's loving-kindness

Overcame and won my heart.

4 I’m a wonder unto many;

God the mighty change has wrought;

Here I raise my Ebenezer;

Hither by Thy help I’m brought.
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5 Soon to Jordan's swelling river,

Like a pilgrim I shall come,

Then I hope to shout salvation,

And go singing glory home.

227 7.6.

1 I NEED Thee, precious Jesus!

For I am full of sin;

My soul is dark and guilty,

My heart is dead within.

I need the cleansing fountain,

Where I can always flee—

The blood of Christ most precious,

The sinner's perfect plea.

2 I need Thee, blessed Jesus !

For I am very poor;

A stranger and a pilgrim,

I have no earthly store.

I need the love of Jesus

To cheer me on my way,

To guide my doubting footsteps,

To be my strength and stay.

3 I need Thee, blessed Jesus!

I need a friend like Thee;

A friend to soothe and sympathize,

A friend to care for me.

I need the heart of Jesus

To feel each anxious care,

To tell my every want,

And all my sorrows share.
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4 I need Thee, blessed Jesus !

And hope to see Thee soon,

Encircled with the rainbow,

And seated on Thy throne;

There,withThy blood-bought children

My joy shall ever be, -

To sing Thy praise, Lord Jesus—

And ever gaze on Thee.
WHITFIELD.

228 P.M.

1 IN the Christian's home in glory,

There remains a land of rest,

Where the Saviour's gone before me,

To fulfil my soul’s request.

On the other side of Jordan,

In the sweet fields of Eden,

Where the tree of life is blooming,

There is rest for you.

There is rest for the weary,

There is rest for the weary,

There is rest for the weary,

There is rest for you.

2 He is fitting up my mansion,

Which eternally shall stand;

My stay shall not be transient

that holy, happy land.

3 Pain or sickness ne'er can enter;

Grief nor woe my lot shall share ;

But in that celestial centre,

. I a crown of life shall wear.

203



4 Death itself shall then be vanquished,

And its sting shall be withdrawn,

Shout with gladness, O ye ransomed !

Hail with joy the happy morn.

5 Sing, O sing, ye heirs of glory,

§ your triumphs as you go

Zion's gate will open to you,

You shall find an entrance through.

229 8.7.

1 IN the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time,

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

2. When the woes of life o’ertake me,

Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,

Never shall the cross forsake me:

Lo! it glows with peace and joy.

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming

Light and love upon my way:

From the cross the radiance streaming

Adds more lustre to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,

By the cross are sanctified;

Peace is there, that knows no measure,

Joys, that through all time abide.

5 In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time,

All the light of sacred story,

Gathers round its head sublime.

POWRING.
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230

I WILL arise, and go to my father, and

will say unto him, Father, I have sinned

against heaven, and before thee, and am

no more worthy to be called thy son.

231 C.M.

1 JESUS, how much Thy name unfolds

To every opened ear;

The pardoned sinner's mem'ry holds

None other half so dear.

2 Jesus! it speaks a life of love,

And sorrows meekly borne;

It tells of sympathy above,

Whatever sins we mourn.

3. It tells us ofThy sinless walk

In fellowship with God;

And to our ears no theme so sweet

AsThine atoning blood.

4 This name encircles every grace,

That God, as man, could show;

There only can the Spirit trace

A perfect life below.

5 The mention of Thy name shall bow

Our hearts to worship Thee:

The chiefest of ten thousand Thou!

The chief of sinners we
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232 P.M.,

1 JESUS is our Shepherd, wiping every tear,

Folded in His bosom, what have we to fear 2

Only let us follow whither He doth lead,

To the thirsty desert, or the dewy mead.

2 Jesus is our Shepherd, may we know His voiceſ

Howits gentle whispermakesour heart rejoice!

Even when He chideth, tender is His tone;

None but He shall guide us; we are His alone.

3 Jesus is our Shepherd; for the sheep He bled;

Every lambis sprinkled with the blood Heshed;

Then on each He setteth His own secret sign,

They that have My Spirit, these, saith He, are

Mine.

4 Jesus is our Shepherd, guarded by His arm,

Though the wolves may raven, none can do us

harm;

When we tread death's valley, dark with fear

ful gloom,

We will fear no evil, victors o'er the tomb.

233 P.M.

1 JOYFULLY, joyfully, onward we move,

Bound to the land of bright spirits above;

Jesus, our Saviour, in mercy says “Come,”

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to your home.

CHORUS.

Joyfully, joyfully, onward we move,

Bound to the land of bright spirits above.

2 Soon will our pilgrimage end here below,

Soon to the presence of God we shall go ;

Then, if to Jesus our hearts have been given,

Joyfully, joyfully, rest we in heaven.

Joyfully, joyfully, &c.
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3 Teachers and kindred have passed on before,

Waiting, they watch us approaching the shore;

Singing to cheer us while passing along—

Joyfully, joyfully, haste to your home.

Joyfully, joyfully, &c.

4 Sounds of sweet music there ravish the ear,

Harps of the blessed, your strains we shall hear,

Filling with harmony heaven's high dome,

Joyfully, joyfully, Jesus, we come.

Joyfully, joyfully, &c.

5 DEATH witH ITs ARRows MAY soon LAY Us Low;

SAFE IN our SAvroUR we FEAR NoT THE BLow;

Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb—

Joyfully, joyfully, we will go home.

Joyfully, joyfully, &c.

6 Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,

Peath shall be conquered, its sceptre be gone;

Over the plains of sweet Canaan we'll roam,

Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.

Joyfully, joyfully, &c.

234 L.M.

1 KINDREDin Christ, for His dear sake,

A hearty welcome here receive ;

May we together now partake

The joys which only He can give.

2 To you and us by grace ’tis given

To know the Saviour's precious name,

And shortly we shall meet in heaven,

Our hope, our way, our end the same.

3 May He by whose kind care we meet,

Send His good Spirit from above ;
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Make our communication sweet,

And cause our hearts to burn with

love.

4 Forgotten be each worldly theme,

When Christians meet together thus:

We only wish to speak of Him

Who lived and died and reigns for us.

5 We’ll talk of all He did and said,

And suffered for us here below ;

The path. He marked for us to tread,

And what He's doing for us now.

6 Thus, as the moments pass away,

We’ll love and wonder and adore;

And hasten on the glorious day,

When we shall meet to part no more.
NEWTON.

235 C.M.

1 LADEN with guilt, and full of fears,

I fly to Thee, my Lord;

Eor not a glimpse of hope appears

But in Thy written Word.

2 The volume of my Father's grace

Does all my griefs assuage;

Here I behold my Saviour's face

In almost every page.

3 This is the field where hidden lies

The pearl of price unknown;

That merchant is divinely wise

Who makes the pearl his own.
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4 Here consecrated water flows

To quench my thirst of sin;

Here the fair tree of knowledge grows,

Nor danger dwells therein.

5 This is the judge that ends the strife

Where wit and reason fail;

My guide to everlasting life

Through all this gloomy vale.

6 O may Thy counsels, mighty God,

My roving feet command;

Nor I forsake the happy road

That leads to Thy right hand.

TVATTs.

236 C.M.

1 LAMP of our feet, whereby we trace

Our path when wont to stray;

Stream, fromthefountofheavenlygrace,

Brook, by the traveller's way.

2 Bread of our souls, whereon we feed,

True manna from on high;

Our guide and chart, wherein we read

Of realms beyond the sky.

3 Pillar of fire through watches dark,

And radiant cloud by day; [bark,

When waves would whelm our tossing

Our anchor and our stay.

4 Word of the Everlasting God,

Will of His glorious Son;

Without Thee how could earth be trod,

Or heaven itself be won
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5 Lord, grant us all aright to learn

The wisdom it imparts;

And to its heavenly wisdom turn,

With simple childlike hearts.
BARTON.

237 L.M.

1 LET everlasting glories crown

Thy head, my Saviour and my Lord:

Thy handshavebrought salvationdown,

And writ the blessings in Thy Word.

2 What if we trace the globe around,

And search from Britain to Japan,

There shall be no religion found

So just to God, so safe for man.

3 In vain the trembling conscience seeks

Some solid ground to rest upon ;

With long despair the spirit breaks,

Till we apply to Christ alone.

4 How well Thy blessed truths agree!

How wise and holy Thy commands !

Thy promises, how firm they be

How firm our hope and comfort

stands !

5 Should all the forms that men devise

Assaultmyfaith with treacherous art,

I’d call them vanity and lies,

And bind the gospel to my heart.
WATTS.
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238 L.M.

1 LIFE is the time to serve the Lord,

The time to ensure the great reward;

And while the lamp holds out to burn,

The vilest sinner may return.

2 Life is the hour that God has given

To escape from hell and fly to heaven;

The day of grace, and mortals may

Secure the blessings of the day.

3 The living know that they must die,

But all the dead forgotten lie;

Their memory and their sense are gone,

Alike unknowing and unknown.

4 Then what my thoughts design to do,

My hands, with all your might pursue;

Since no device nor work is found,

Nor faith nor hope beneath the ground.

5 There are no acts of pardon passed

In the cold grave, to which we haste;

But darkness, death, and long despair

Teign in eternal silence there. WArts.

239 8.7.

1 LIGHT of those whose dreary dwelling

Borders on the shades of death,

Come, and all Thy love revealing,

Dissipate, the clouds beneath.

The new heaven and earth's Creator,

On our deepest darkness rise;

Scattering all the night of nature,

Pouring day upon our eyes.
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2 Still we wait for Thine appearing;

Life and joy Thy beams impart,

Chasing all our doubts, and cheering

Every poor benighted heart.

Come and manifest the favour

God hath to our ransomed race:

Come, Thou Advocate and Saviour,

Manifest Thy wondrous grace.

3 Save us in Thy great compassion,

O Thou Prince of peace and love;

Give the knowledge of salvation;

Raise our hearts to things above.

By Thine all-sufficient merit,

Every burdened soul release;

By the teaching of Thy Spirit,

Guide us into perfect peace.

C. WESLEY. "I

24O C.M.

1 LORD, how secure my conscience was,

And felt no inward dread;

I was alive without the law,

And thought my sins were dead.

2 Myhopesof heaven werefirm andbright,

But since the precept came

With a convincing power and light,

I find how vile I am.

3 My guilt appeared but small before,

Till terribly I saw

How perfect, holy, just, and pure,

Was Thine eternal law.
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4 Then felt my soul the heavy load,

My sins revived again,

I had provoked a dreadful God,

And all my hopes were slain.

5 I’m like a helpless captive sold

Under the power of sin;

I cannot do the good I would,

Nor keep my conscience clean.

6 My God, I cry with every breath

For some kind power to save,

To break the yoke of sin and death,

And thus redeem the slave.

"WATTs.

241 S.M.

1 LORD, in the strength of grace,

With a glad heart and free,

Myself, my residue of days,

I consecrate to Thee.

2 Thy ransomed servant, I

estore to Thee Thine own ;

And from this moment live or die

To serve my God alone.
C. WESLEY.

242 P.M.

1 LORD of the worlds above,

How pleasant and how fair

The dwellings of Thy loye,

Thy earthly temples are
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To Thine abode,

My heart aspires

With warm desires,

To see my God.

2 O happy souls that pray

Where God appoints to hear!

O happy men that pay

Their constant service there !

They praise Thee still;

And happy they

That love the way

To Zion's hill.

3 They go from strength to strength,

Through this dark vale of tears,

Till each arrives at length,

Till each in heaven appears:

O glorious seat,

When God our King

Shall thither bring

Our willing feet!

4 To spend one sacred day,

Where God and saints abide,

Affords diviner joy

Than thousand days beside:

Where God resorts,

I love it more

To keep the door

Than shine in courts.

5 God is our sun and shield,

Our light and our defence;
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With gifts His hands are filled,

We draw our blessings thence:

He shall bestow

On Jacob’s race

Peculiar grace

And glory too.

6 The Lord His people loves;

His hand no good withholds

From those His heart approves,

From pure and loving souls:

Thrice happy he,

O God of Hosts,

Whose spirit trusts

Alone in Thee.

WATTS.

243 8.7.

1 LORD, prepare the hearts of sinners

To receive the preachéd word;

Let it now with deep attention,

Mixed with precious faith, be heard.

2 Let the gospel come with power,

Proving that it is from Thee,

Laying bare the hearts of sinners,

Causing souls to Christ to flee.

3 Let this be a time of blessing—

Let Thy saving power be known;

Glorify the name of Jesus,

Him exalt, and Him alone.

4 Help in speaking, help in hearing,

Hold the hearts of each and all;
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Father, here let goodly numbers,

Now Thy saving grace extol.

244 C.M.

1 LORD, we confess our numerous faults,

How great our guilt has been

Foolish and vain were all our thoughts,

And all our lives were sin.

2. But, O my soul, for ever praise,

For ever love His name

Who turns thy feet from dangerous

ways

Of folly, sin, and shame.

'Tis not by works of righteousness

Which our own hands have done ;

But we are saved by sovereign grace;

Abounding through His Son.

4 'Tis from the mercy of our God

That all our hopes begin;

'Tis by the water and the blood

Our souls are washed from sin.

'Tis through the purchase of His death

Who hung upon the tree,

The Spirit is sent down to breathe

On such dry bones as we.

6 Raised from the dead, we live anew ;

And, justified by grace,

We shall appear in glory too,

And see our Father's face.

3

5

WATTS.
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245 C.M.

1 LORD, while for all mankind we pray,

Of every clime and coast,

O hear us for our native land—

The land we love the most.

2 Our fathers’ sepulchres are here,

And here our kindred dwell,

Our children too;-how should we love

Another land so well!

3 O guard our shores from every foe,

With peace our borders bless;

With prosperous times our cities crown,

Our fields with plenteousness.

4 Unite us in the sacred love

Of knowledge, truth, and Thee;

And let our hills and valleys shout

The songs of liberty.

Here may religion, pure and mild,

Tpon our Sabbaths smile;

And piety and virtue reign,

And bless our native isle.

6 Lord of the nations, thus to Thee

Our country we commend;

Be Thou her refuge and her trust,

Her everlasting Friend.
WREFORD.

246 L.M.

1 MY gracious Lord, I own Thy right,

To every service I can pay :

5
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And call it my supreme delight

To hear Thy dictates, and obey.

2 What is my being but for Thee,

Its sure support, its noblest end ?

Thy ever-smiling face to see,

And serve the cause of such a Friend.

3 I would not breathe for worldly joy,

Or to increase my worldly good;

Nor future days or powers employ

To spread a sounding name abroad.

4 'Tis to my Saviour I would live;

To Him who for my ransom died;

Nor could untainted Eden give

Such bliss as blossoms at His side.

5 His work my hoary age shall bless,

When youthful vigour is no more;

And my last hour of life confess

His love hath animating power.
DoDDRIDGE.

247 P.M.

1 NOTHING, either great or small,

Nothing, sinner, no;

Jesus did it, did it all

Long, long ago.

2 When He from His lofty throne,

Stooped to do and die!

Everything was fully done,

Hearken to His cry.

3 “It is finished!”. Yes, indeed,

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

Tell me, Is it not ?

4 Weary, working, plodding one,

Wherefore toil you so *

Cease your doing; all was done

Long, long ago.

5 Till to Jesus' work you cling,

By a simple faith,

“I)oing” is a deadly thing,

“Doing” ends in death.

6 Cast your deadly “doing” down,

Down at Jesus’ feet;

Stand in Him, in Him alone,

Gloriously complete.
PROCTER.

248 L.M.

1 NOW in a song of grateful praise,

To our dear Lord our voice we'll raise;

With all His saints we'll join to tell,

“Our Jesus has done all things well.”

2 All worlds His glorious power confess,

His wisdom all His works express,

But oh, His love! what tongue can tell!

“Our Jesus has done all things well.”

3 And since oursoulshaveknown His love,

What mercies has He made us prove 1

Mercies, which all our praise excel;

“Our Jesus has done all things well.”

4 Though many a fiery, flaming dart

The tempter levels at our heart,
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With this we all his rage repel,

“Our Jesus has done all things well.”

5 And when to that bright world we rise,

And join the anthems of the skies,

Above the rest this note shall swell,

“Our Jesus has done all things well.”

MEDLEY.

249 C.M.

1 NOW let our cheerful eyes survey

Our great High Priest above;

And celebrate His constant care,

And sympathizing love.

2 Though raised to a superior throne,

Where angels bow around,

And high o'er all the shining train

With matchless honours crowned.

3. The names of all His saints He bears

Deep graven on His heart;

Nor shall the meanest Christian say .

That He hath lost his part.

4 Those characters shall fair abide

Our everlasting trust,

Whengems,and monuments, and crowns

Are mouldered down to dust.

5 So, gracious Saviour, on my breast -

May Thy dear name be worn,

A sacred ornament and guard,

To endless ages borne.
g DoDDRIDGE

DDR •
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250 L.M.

1 NOW to the power of God supreme

Be everlasting honours given;

He saves from hell, we bless His name,

Hecalls our wandering feet to heaven.

2 Not for our duties or deserts,

But of His own abounding grace,

He works salvation in our hearts,

And forms a people for His praise.

3 'Twas His own purpose that begun

To rescue rebels doomed to die;

He gave us grace in Christ His Son

Before He spread the starry sky.

4 Jesus, the Lord, appears at last,

And makes His Father's counsels

known;

Declares the great transactions past,

And brings immortal blessings down.

5 He dies, and in that dreadful night

Did all the powers of hell destroy;

Rising, He brought our heaven to light,

And took possession of the joy.
WATTs.

251 7s.

1 OFT in sorrow, oft in woe,

Onward, Christians, onward go ;

Fight the fight, maintain the strife,

Strengthened with the bread of life!

2 Let your drooping hearts be glad;

March in heavenly armour clad ,
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Fight, nor think the battle long,

Soon shall vict'ry tune your song !

3 Let not sorrow dim your eye,

Soon shall every tear be dry;

Let not fears your course impede,":

Great your strength, if great your need.

4 Onward then in battle move,

More than conqu'rors ye shall prove;

Though opposed by many a foe,

Christian soldiers, onward go!
H. K. WHITE.

252 L.M.

1 O GOD, Thou art my God alone:

Early to Thee my soul shall cry:

A pilgrim in a land unknown,

Athirsty land, whose springs are dry!

2 O that it were as it hath been,

When, praying in the holy place,

Thy power and glory I have seen,

And marked the footsteps of Thy

grace.

3 Yet, through this rough and thorny

Imaze, -

I follow hard on Thee, my God:

Thy hand unseen upholds my ways;

Isafely tread where Thou hast trod.

4 Thee, in the watches of the night,

When I remember on my bed, .
222



Thy presence makes the darkness light;

Thy guardian wings are round my

head.

5 Better than life itself, Thy love,

Dearer than all beside to me;

For whom have I in heaven above,

Or what on earth compared with

Thee?

6 Praise with my heart, my mind, my

voice,

For all Thy mercy I will give;

My soul shall still in God rejoice,

My tongue shall bless Thee while I

live.

MoNTGOMERY.

253 C.M.

1 O GOD ! what cords oflove are Thine,

How gentle, yet how strong !

Thy truth and grace their strength

combine

To draw our souls along.'

2 The guilt of twice ten thousand sins

One moment takes away;

And when the fight of faith begins,

Our strength is as our day.

3 Comfort through all this vale of tears

In rich profusion flows;

And glory of unnumbered years

Eternity bestows.
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4 Drawnbysuch cords, we’ll onwardmove

In love and union sweet,

Till, filled with perfect joy above,

Around Thy throne we meet.

254 C.M.

1 0 WHAT a lonely path were ours,

Could we, O Father, see

No home of rest beyond it all,

No guide or help in Thee.

2. But Thou art near, and with us still,

To keep us on the way

That leads along this vale of tears

To the bright world of day.

3 There shall Thy glory, O our God!

Break fully on our view;

And we, Thy saints, rejoice to find

That all Thy Word was true.

4 There Jesus, on His heavenly throne,

Our wond'ring eyes shall see;

While we the blest associates there,

Of all His joy shall be.

5 Sweet hope 1 we leave without a sigh

A blighted world like this,

To bear the cross, despise the shame,

For all that weight of bliss.

255 C. Mſ.

1 O WHAT amazing words of grace,

Are in the gospel found !
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Suited to every sinner's case,

Who knows the joyful sound.

2 Poor, sinful, thirsty, fainting souls

Are freely welcome here;

Salvation, like a river rolls,

Abundant, free, and clear.

3 Come, then, with all your wants and

wounds,

Your every burden bring ;

Here love, unchanging love abounds,

A deep celestial spring.

4 Whoever will (O gracious word ()

Shall of this stream partake :

Come, thirsty soul, and bless the Lord,

And drink for Jesu's sake

5 Millions of sinners, vile as you,

Have here found life and peace;

Come, then, and prove its virtue true,

And drink, adore, and bless.

MEDLEY.

256 8.8.6.

1 O LORD, how happy should we be,

If we could cast our care on Thee,

If we from self could rest,

And feel, at heart, that One above,

In perfect wisdom, perfect love,

Is working for the best.

2 Could we but kneel and cast our load,

E’en while we pray, upon our God;

Then rise with lightened cheer,
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Sure that the Father, who is nigh

To still the famished raven's cry,

Will hear in that we fear.

3 How far from this our daily life

Ever disturbed by anxious strife,

By sudden, wild alarms:

O could we but relinquish all

Our earthly props, and simply fall

On Thine almighty arms!
RIBLE.

257 C.M.

1 0 LORD, I would delight in Thee,

And on Thy care depend ;

To Thee in every trouble flee,

My sure, my steadfast Friend.

2. When human cisterns all are dried,

Thy fulness is the same;

May I with this be satisfied,

And glory in Thy name.

3 Why should I thirst for aught below

While there’s a fountain near ;

A fountain which doth ever flow,

The fainting heart to cheer.

4 No good in creatures can be found

Apart, my Lord, from Thee;

I must have all things and abound,

Since Thou art all to me.

5 Oh that I had but simpler faith,

To live within the veil;
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To feed on what my Saviour saith,

Whose word can never fail.

RYLAND.

258 C.M.

1 O LORD, we know it matters nought,

How sweet the sound may be ;

No hearts but of the Spirit taught,

Make melody to Thee.

2 Then teachThy gathered saints, O Lord,

To worship in Thy fear;

And dread lest any idle word

Should reach Thy holy ear,

3 Thy blood has made poor sinners meet,

Like saints in light, to come,

And worship at the mercy-seat,

Before the Father's throne.

4 Thy precious name is all we show,

Our only passport, Lord;

And now our Father's love we know,

Though we are self-abhorred.

5 Oh, largely give—'tis all Thine own—-

The Spirit's goodly fruit;

Praise, issuing forth in life, alone

Our living Lord can suit.

6 Henceforth let each belovèd child

With quickened step proceed;

To walk with garments undefiled,

Where'er Thy Spirit lead.
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259 7.6.

1 O LORD, who now art seated

Above the heavens on high,

(The gracious work completed,

For which Thou cam'st to die,)

To Thee our hearts are lifted,

While pilgrims wandering here,

For Thou art truly gifted

Our every grief to share.

2 We know that Thou hast bought us,

And washed us in Thy blood;

We know Thy grace has brought us,

As kings and priests, to God:

We know that soon the morning,

Long looked for, hasteth near,

When we, at Thy returning,

In glory shall appear.

3 O Lord, Thy love’s unbounded !

So full, so sweet, so free

Our thoughts are all confou ndcd

Whene'er we think of Thee ;

For us Thou cam'st from heaven,

For us to bleed and die;

That, purchased and forgiven,

We might ascend on high.

4 O let this love constrain us

To give our hearts to Thee :

Let nothing henceforth pain us,

But that which paineth Thee:
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Our joy, our one endeavour,

Through suffering, conflict, shame,

To serve Thee, gracious Saviour,

And magnify Thy name.

26O -
C.M.

1 O SAVIOUR, look with pity down

On all assembled here;

Dispose each heart to bow to Thee,

And worship in Thy fear.

2 Yet, Lord, the heart can never know

What worship truly means,

Unless the heart, by living faith,

Upon Thy bosom leans.

3 Arrest the sinner, bid him look

To the atoning blood;

His covert from the coming wrath,

His present peace with God.

4 Arouse each saint, and bid him hear

Thy blessed voice, “Arise !

With quickened, firmer steps, pursue

Thy journey to the skies.”

261 7.6.

1 O FOR the robes of whiteness |

O for the tearless eyes!

O for the glorious brightness

Of the unclouded skies!

2 O for the no more weeping

Within the land of love,
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The endless joy of keeping

The bridal feast above

3 O for the bliss of dying,

My risen Lord to meet!

O for the rest of lying

For ever at His feet!

4 0 for the hour of seeing

My Saviour face to face—

The hope of ever being

In that sweet meeting-place!

5 Jesus, Thou King of glory,

I soon shall dwell with Thee ;

I soon shall sing the story

Of Thy great love to me.

6 Meanwhile my thoughts shall enter

E’en now before Thy throne:

That all my love may centre

On Thee, and Thee alone.

C. SMITH.

262 8.7.4.

1 PASSING onward, quickly passing,

But I ask thee—whither bound?

Is it to the many mansions

Where eternal rest is found 2

Passing onward—

Tell me, sinner, whither bound?

2 Passing onward, quickly passing,

Nought the wheels of time can stay;

Sweet the thought that some are going,

To the realms of perfect day,
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Passing onward,

Christ their Leader—Christ their

Way.

3 Passing onward, quickly passing,

Many to the downward road;

Careless of their souls immortal,

Heeding not the call of God,

Passing onward—

Trampling on the Saviour's blood.

4 Passing onward, quickly passing,

Time its course will quickly run;

Sinner, hear the fond entreaty

Of the ever gracious One—

“Come and welcome,

'Tis by Me that life is won.”

263 L.M.

1 PRAISE, Lord, for Thee in Zion waits;

Prayer shall besiege Thy temple-gates;

All flesh shall to Thy throne repair,

And find, through Christ, salvation

there.

2 Our spirits faint; our sins prevail;

Leave not our trembling hearts to fail:

O Thou that hearest prayer, descend,

And still be found the sinner's Friend.

3 How blest Thy saints' how safely led !

How surely kept how richly fed

Saviour of all in earth and sea,

How happy they who rest in Thee!
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4 Thy hand sets fast the mighty hills,

Thy voice the troubled ocean stills;

Evening and morning hymn Thy praise,

And earth Thy bounty wide displays.

5 The year is with Thy goodness crowned;

Thy clouds drop wealth the world

around ;

Through Thee the deserts laugh and

sing,

And nature smiles, and owns her King.

6 Lord, on our souls Thy Spirit pour:

The moral waste within restore :

O let Thy love our spring-tide be,

And make us all bear fruit to Thee.

LYTE.

264 L.M.

1 RETURN, O wanderer, return,

And seek an injured Father's face;

Those warm desires that in thee burn

Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

2 Return, O wanderer, return,

And seek a Father's melting heart;

Whose pitying eyes thy grief discern,

Whose hand can heal thy inward

Smart.

3 Return, O wanderer, return,

He heard thy deep repentant sigh;

He saw thy softened spirit mourn,

When no intruding car was nigh.
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4 Return, O wanderer, return,

Thy Saviour bids thy spirit live;

Go to His bleeding feet and learn

How freely Jesus can forgive.

5 Return, O wanderer, return,

And wipe away the falling tear;

'Tis God who says—No longer mourn;

'Tis mercy's voice invites thee near.

CoLLYER.

265 - 8.7.

1 RISE, my soul, thy God directs thee;

Stranger hands no more impede;

Pass thou on; His hand protects thee—

Strength that has the captive freed.

2 Is the wilderness before thee,

Desert lands where drought abides 2

Heav'nly springs shall there restore

thee,

Fresh from God’s exhaustless tides.

3 Light Divine surrounds thy going,

God Himself shall mark thy way;

Secret blessing richly flowing,

Lead to everlasting day.

4 In the desert God shall teach thee

What the God that thou hast found—

i’atient, gracious, powerful, holy,

All His grace shall there abound.

5 Though thy way be long and dreary,

Eagle-strength. He'll still renew :
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Garments fresh and feet unweary,

Tell how God hath brought thee

through.

6 When to Canaan’s long-loved dwelling

Love Divine thy foot shall bring,

There with shouts of triumph swelling

Zion's songs in Zion sing.

7 There, no strangerGod shallmeetthee—

Stranger thou in courts above

He who to His rest shall greet thee,

Greets thee with a well-known love.

266 8.7.

1 SAVIOUR,breathean eveningblessing,

Ere repose our spirits seal,

Sin and want we come confessing:

Thou canst save and Thou canst heal.

2 Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel-guards from Thee surround us;

We are safe, for Thou art nigh.

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from Thee.

Thou art He who, never weary,

Watchest where Thy people be.

4 Should swift death this night o’ertake

us,

And our couch become our tomb,

May the morn in heaven awake us,

Clad in light, and deathless bloom.
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267 6-7s.

1 SAWIOUR, let Thy sanction rest

On the union witnessed now;

Be it with Thy presence blest;

Ratify the nuptial vow;

Hallowed let this union be,

With each other, and with Tlice.

2 Thou in Cana didst appear

At a marriage feast like this;

Deign to meet us, Saviour, here,

Eountain of unmingled bliss

Crown with joy this festive board—

Joy that earth cannot afford.

3 We no miracle require—

Turning water into wine—

All our panting hearts desire

Is to taste Thy love Divine:

Holy influence from above

Consecrating earthly love.

4 Let the path our friends pursue

From this hour together trod,

Many though its days, or few,

Be a pilgrimage to God;

To the land where rest is given,

To our Father's house in heaven.

268 L.M.

1 SEE mercy, mercy, from on high,
Descends to rebels doomed to die;

235



'Tis mercy free which knows no bound,

How sweet, how blessed is the sound !

2 Soon as the reign of sin began,

The light of mercy dawned on man,

When God announced the early news,

“The woman’s seed thy head shall

bruise.”

3 Brightly it beamed on men forlorn,

When Christ, the holy Child, was born;

And brighter still its glory shone,

When Jesus, dying, cried, “”TIs

IDONE | ?”

4 It triumphed when from death He rose,

And broke the power of all His foes;

And since He took His seat on high,

Now mercy reigns eternally.

5 Till we shall join the happy throng,

This mercy shall be still our song;

And every scheme shall God confound

Of all who strive its course to bound.

269 D.S.M.

1 SPIRIT of Truth, come down;

IReveal the things of God;

And make to us the Saviour known:

Apply His precious blood.

His merits glorify,

That each may clearly see

Jesus, who did for sinners die,

Hath surely died for me.
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2 No man can truly say

That Jesus is the Lord,

TJnless Thou take the veil away,

And breathe the living word.

Then, only then, we feel

Our interest in His blood,

And cry with joy unspeakable,

Thou art my Lord! my God!

3 O that the world might know

The sin-atoning Lamb .

Spirit of faith, descend and show

The virtue of His name:

The grace which all may find,

The saving power impart;

And testify to all mankind,

And speak in every heart. WESLEy.

27O L.M.

1 SUN of my soul, Thou Saviour dear,

It is not night if Thou be near :

O may no earth-born cloud arise,

To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes.

2. When with dear friends sweet talk I

hold,

And all the flowers of life unfold,

Let not my heart within me burn,

Except in all I Thee discern.

3 When the soft dews of kindly sleep

My wearied eyelids gently steep,

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest

For ever on my Saviour's breast!
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4

5

7

Abide with me from morn till eve,

For without Thee I cannot live:

Abide with me when night is nigh,

Por without Thee I dare not die.

Thou Framer of the light and dark,

Steer through the tempest Thine own

ark:

Amid the howling wintry sea,

We are in port if we have Thee.

If some poor wandering child of Thine

Have spurned, to-day, the voice Divine,

Now, Lord, the gracious work begin;

Let him no more lie down in sin.

Watch by the sick; enrich the poor

With blessings from Thy boundless

store; - -

Be every mourner's sleep to-night,

Like infants' slumbers, pure and light.

Come near and bless us when we wake,

Ere through the world our way we take;

Till in the ocean of Thy love

We lose ourselves in heaven above.

REBLE.

271 C.M.,

1

2

TALK with us, Lord, Thyself reveal,

While here o'er earth we rove;

Speak to our hearts, and let us feel

The kindling of Thy love.

With Thee conversing, we forget

All time and toil and care;
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Labour is rest, and pain is sweet,

If Thou, my God, art here.

3 Here, then, my God, vouchsafe to stay,

, And bid my heart rejoice;

Mybounding heart shall own Thysway,

And echo to Thy voice.

4 Let this mine every hour employ,

Till I Thy glory see;

Enter into my Master's joy,

And find my heaven in Thee.

C. WESLEY.

272 C.M.

1 TEN thousand thousand souls there are

Entered within the door;

These countless souls are gathered in,

And yet there’s room for more.

2 Room for the lame, the halt, the blind:

Sinner, there’s room for thee;

'Twas Christ made room for such poor

souls,

By dying on the tree.

3 Room in the Saviour's loving heart,

For all the Father gave;

Heboretheirsins, theircurse, their guilt,

That He might freely save.

4 Room for the feeble and the faint,

The helpless and the poor,

Who wait and hope, and watch and cry

At mercy’s open door.
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5 Room for the chief of sinners still,

Though plagued with unbelief;

That precious Christ can save thy soul,

Who saved the dying thief.

273 S. M.

1 THE Lord my Shepherd is,

- I shall be well supplied;

Since He is mine and I am His,

What can I want beside 2

2 He leads me to the place

Where heavenly pasture grows,

Where living waters gently pass,

And full salvation flows. -

3 If e'er I go astray,

He doth my soul reclaim;

And guides me in His own right way,

For His most holy name.

4 While He affords His aid,

I cannot yield to fear;

Though I should walk through death's

dark shade, - -

My Shepherd’s with me there.

In sight of all my foes,

Thou dost my table spread;

My cup with blessings overflows,

And joy exalts my head.

6 The bounties of Thy love

Shall crown.. following days;
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Nor from Thy house will I remove,

Nor cease to speak Thy praise.

"WATTs.

274 C.M.

1 THE rain had poured unceasingly

For many a night and day,

And all that lived upon the earth

The flood had swept away. -

2 While calmly in the ark upborne

Along that death-strewn sea,

The God of grace had safely kept

A little company.

3 Another flood is coming soon,

Of fiery wrath and woe,

On all whose hearts have here refused

The God of grace to know.

4 But Jesus is the living Ark,

Where all who will, may come,

And find in Him a hiding-place,

A safe, a happy home.

5 This Ark, by God's own love prepared,

Stands open every day;

And He has promised, him that comes,

He'll never cast away.

275 IP.M.

1 THERE is a better land above,

O so bright!

Where sin and woe are done away,

O so bright!
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Sweet music fills the balmy air,

And angels bright, and saints are there,

And harps of gold and mansions fair,

O so bright!

2 And wicked things, be what they may,

Come not there ;

And ruthless death and pale decay

Come not there;

There all are holy, all are good;

And hearts unwashed in Jesus’ blood,

And guilty sinners unrenewed,

Come not there.

$ But though we’re sinners every one,

Jesus died

And though in us there's goodness none,

Jesus died

We now are cleansed from every stain,

And righteousness through Himwegain,

We shall with Him in glory reign,

Jesus died

4 Then parents, sisters, brothers, come,

Come away!

For Jesus all the work has done,

Come away!

O come, for time is fleeting fast,

The day of grace is hasting past,

And Jesus He will come at last,

Come away !

5 This world is all so dark and drear;

Take us there !
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We cannot see our Saviour here;

Take us there !

O listen to that music sweet

That comes so rich from yonder seat,

Where all the saints in glory meet,

Take us there !

276 C.M.

1 THERE is a name I love to hear;

I love to sing its worth;

It sounds like music in mine ear,

The sweetest name on earth.

2 It tells me of a Saviour's love

Who died to set me free;

It tells me of His precious blood–

The sinner's perfect plea.

3. It tells me of a Father’s smile

Beaming upon His child;

• It cheers me through this “little while,”

Through desert, waste, and wild.

4. It tells me what my Father hath

In store for every day,

And though I tread a darksome path,

Yields sunshine all the way.

5 It tells of One whose loving heart

Can feel my smallest woe—

Who in each sorrow bears a part

That none can bear below.

6 It bids my trembling soul rejoice,

And dries each rising tear;
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It tells me in a “still small voice,”

To trust and not to fear.

7 JESUS 1 the name I love so well,

The name I love to hear !

No saint on earth its worth can tell—

No heart conceive how dear.

8 This name shall shed its fragrance still

Along this thorny road—

Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill

That leads me up to God:

9 And there with all the blood-bought

throng

From sin and sorrow free,

I’ll sing the new eternal song

Of Jesus' love me.

277 P.M.

1 THERE is a happy land,

Far, far away:

Where saints in glory stand,

Bright, bright as day.

Hark! how they sweetly sing,

Worthy is our Saviour King:

Loud let His praises ring,

Praise, praise for aye!

2 Come to this happy land,

Come, come away :

Why will ye doubting stand—

Why still delay ?
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On then, to glory on,

Be a crown, a kingdom won,

Then bright above the sun,

We’ll reign for aye!

3 Bright in that happy land

Beams every eye;

Kept by a Father's hand,

Saints cannot die:

Oh! we shall happy be,

When from sin and sorrow free,

Lord, we shall reign with thee,

Blest, blest, for aye!

278 8.8.6.

1 THOU God of glorious majesty,

To Thee, against myself, to Thee,

A worm of earth, I cry;

A half-awakened child of man,

An heir of endless bliss or pain,

A sinner, born to die.

2 Lo! on a narrow neck of land,

'Twixt two unbounded seas I stand,

Secure, insensible; -

A point of time, a moment’s space

Removes me to that heavenly place,

Or shuts me up in hell.

3 O God, my inmost soul convert,

And deeply on my thoughtful heart

Eternal things impress;
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Give me to feel their solemn weight,

And tremble on the brink of fate,

And wake to righteousness.

4 Before me place, in dread array,

The pomp of that tremendous day,

When Thou with clouds shalt come

To judge the nations at Thy bar;

And tell me, Lord, shall I be there,

To meet a joyful doom *

5 Be this my one great business here,

With serious industry and fear

Eternal bliss tº ensure;

Thine utmost counsel to fulfil,

And suffer all Thy righteous will,

And to the end endure.

6 Then, Saviour, then my soul receive,

Transported from this vale, to live

And reign with Thee above;

Where faith is sweetly lost in sight,

And hope in full, supreme delight,

And everlasting love. C. WESLEY.

279 L.M.

1 THOU only Sovereign of my heart,

My Refuge, my almighty Friend,

And can my soul from Thee depart,

On whom alone my hopes depend?

? Whither, ah! whither should I go,

A wretched wanderer from my Lord 2

Can this dark world of sin and woe

One glimpse of happiness afford?
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3 Eternal life Thy words impart;

On these my fainting spirit lives;

Here sweeter comforts cheer my heart,

Than the whole round of nature gives.

4 Thy name my inmost powers adore;

Thou art my life, my joy, my care.

Depart from Thee!—’tis death;-'tis

InOre :

'Tis endless ruin, deep despair.

5 Low at Thy feet my soul would lie:

Here safety dwells, and peace Divine.

Still let me live beneath. Thine eye,

For life, eternal life is Thine.

STEELE.

28O 7s.

1 TIME is earnest, passing by;

Death is earnest, drawing nigh:

Sinner, wilt thou trifling be?

Time and death appeal to thee.

2 Life is earnest: when 'tis o'er,

Thou returnest never more.

Soon to meet eternity,

Wilt thou never serious be?

3 God is earnest: kneel and pray,

Ere thy season pass away;

Ere He set His judgment throne;

Ere the day of grace be gone.

4 Christ is earnest, bids thee come;

Paid thy spirit's pºleº Sum ;
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Wilt thou spurn thy Saviour's love,

Pleading with thee from above 2

5 O be earnest, do not stay;

Thou mayest perish e'en to-day,

IRise, thou lost one, rise and flee;

Lo thy Saviour waits for thee.

DYER.

281 7.6.

1 TO thee, O dear, dear country,

Mine eyes their vigils keep ;

For very love, beholding

Thy happy name, they weep.

The mention of Thy glory

Is unction to the breast,

And medicine in sickness,

And love and life and rest.

2 O one, O only mansion,

O paradise of joy,

Where tears are ever banished,

And joys have no alloy

Thy ageless walls are radiant

With precious stones unpriced;

The saints build up the fabric;

The corner-stone is Christ.

3 I know not—O I know not

What social joys are there,

What radiancy of glory,

What light beyond comparel

And when I fain would sing them,

My spirit fails and faints,
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And vainly tries to image

The assembly of the saints.

"Midst power that knows no limit,

And wisdom without bound,

The beatific vision

Shall gladden saints around.

There God, my King and Portion,

In fulness of His grace,

Shall we behold for ever,

And worship face to face.

They stand, those halls of Zion,

Alljubilant with song;

And bright with many an angel

And many a mortal throng.

The Prince is ever in them,

The light is aye serene;

The pastures of the blessed

Are decked in glorious sheen.

There is the throne of David;

And there, from toil released,

The shout of them that triumph,

The song of them that feast;

And they, beneath their Leader,

Who conquered in the fight,

Tor ever and for ever

Are clad in robes of white.

Jerusalem, the glorious,

The joy of the elect,

Oh! dear and future vision

That eager hearts expect,
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E’en now by faith I see thee,

E’en now thy walls discern,

To thee my thoughts are kindled,

And strive and pant and yearn.

8 And now we fight the battle,

And then we wear the crown

Of full, and everlasting,

And passionless renown.

O land that seest no sorrow !

O state that know'st no strife'

O princely bowers O land of flowers!

O realm and home of life.

BERNARD OF CLUGNY.

282 P.M.

1 WE’RE bound for the land of the pure

and the holy,

The home of the happy, the kingdom

of love,

Ye wand’rers from God in the broad

road of folly,

O say, will you go to the Eden above?

Will you go? will you go? will you

go? will you go?

O say, will you go to the Eden above?

2 In that blessed land neither sighing nor

anguish

Can breathe in the fields where the

glorified rove; [languish,

Ye heart-burdened ones who in misery

O say, will you go to theEden above?
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3 No poverty there—no, the saints are all

wealthy,

The heirs of His glory, whose nature

is love;

No sicknesscan reach them, thatcountry

is healthy;

O say, will you go to theEden above?

4. Each saint has a mansion prepared and

all furnished,

Ere from this clay house he is sum

moned to move ;

Its gates and its towers with glory are

burnished;

O say, will you go to the Eden above?

5 March on, happy pilgrims, the land is

before you,

And soon its ten thousand delights ye

shall prove;

Yes, soon ye shall walk o'er the hills of

bright glory, [above.

And drink the pure joys of the Eden

We will go; we will go; we will go;

we will go;

O yes, we will go to the Eden above.

283 C.M.

1 WHILETheeIseek, ProtectingPower,

Be my vain wishes stilled;

And may this consecrated hour

With better hopes be filled.
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2 Thy love thepowersofthoughtbestowed,

To Thee my thoughts would soar;

Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed,

That mercy I adore.

3 In each event of life how clear

Thy ruling hand I see;

Each blessing to my soul more dear,

Because conferred by Thee.

4 In every joy that crowns my days,

In every pain I bear,

My heart shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief in prayer.

5 Whengladnesswings myfavoured hour,

Thy love my thoughts shall fill;

Resigned when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet Thy will.

WILLIAMs.

284 S.M.

1 WHO in the Lord confide,

And feel His sprinkled blood,

In storms and hurricanes abide

Firm as the mount of God.

2 Steadfast and fixed and sure,

- His Zion cannot move;

His faithful people stand secure,

Fenced by His guardian love.

3. As round Jerusalem

The hilly bulwarks rise,

So God protects and covers them

From all their enemies.
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4. On every side He stands,

And for His Israel cares;

And safe in His almighty hands

Their souls for ever bears.

5 But let them still abide

In Thee, all gracious Lord,

Till every soul is sanctified,

And perfectly restored.

6 The men of heart sincere

Continue to defend;

And do them good, and save them here,

And love them to the end.

C. WESLEY.

285 7.6.

1 WE all must speak for Jesus,

Who hath redemption wrought,

Who gave us peace and pardon,

Which by His blood. He bought.

We all must speak for Jesus,

To show how much we owe

To Him who died to save us

From death and endless woe.

2 We all must speak for Jesus,

The agéd and the young,

With manhood’s fearless accents—

With childhood's lisping tongue.

We all must speak for Jesus,

His people far and near,

The rich and poor on land and wave ;

The peasant and the peer.
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3 We all must speak for Jesus,

Where’er our lot may fall,

To brothers, sisters, neighbours,

In cottage and in hall.

We all must speak for Jesus,

The world in darkness lies,

With Him against the mighty

Together we must rise.

4 We all must speak for Jesus,

'Twill ofttimes try us sore,

But streams of grace to aid us,

Into our hearts He'll pour.

We all must speak for Jesus,

Till He shall come again,_

Proclaim. His “glorious Gospel,”

IIis Crown and endless Reign.

286 C.M.

1 WPIO walks the waves in wondrous

guise,

By nature's laws unstayed ?

“'Tis I,” a well-known voice replies,

“'Tis I, be not afraid.”

2 Thus when the storm of life is high,

Come, Saviour, to my aid;

Come when no other help is nigh,

And say, “Be not afraid.”

3 Speak, and my griefs no more are heard;

Speak, and my fears are laid; |
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Speak, and my soulshall bless the word,

“'Tis I, be not afraid.”

4 When on the bed of death Ilie,

And stretch my hands for aid,

Stand Thou before my glazing eye,

And say, “Be not afraid.”

5 Before Thy judgment-seat above,

When nature sinks dismayed,

Oh, cheer me with the word of love,

“'Tis I, be not afraid.”

LYTE.

237 C.M.

1 YE hearts with youthful vigour warm,

In smiling crowds draw near ;

And turn from every mortal charm,

A Saviour’s voice to hear.

2 He, Lord of all the worlds on high,

Stoops to converse with you:

And lays His radiant glories by,

Your friendship to pursue.

3 The soul that longs to see My face,

Is sure My love to gain;

And those that early seek My grace,

Shall never seek in vain.

4 What object, Lord, my soul shall move

If once compared with Thee?

What beauty should command my love,

Like what in Christ I see :
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5 Away, ye false, delusive toys,

Wain tempters of the mind!

'Tis here I fix my lasting choice, “... "

And here true bliss I find.

DoDDRIDGE.

288 C.M.

1 COME, mighty Spirit, penetrate

This heart and soul of mine; º

And my whole being with Thy grace,

Pervade, O Life Divine !

2. As the clear air surrounds the earth,

Thy grace around me roll;

As the fresh light pervades the air,

So pierce and fill my soul.

3 As, from the clouds, drops down in love

The precious summer rain,

So from Thyself pour down the flood

That freshens all again.

4 As the fair flowers exhale their scent

In gladness at our feet,

So from Thyself let fragrance breathe,

More heavenly and more sweet.

5 Thus life within our lifeless hearts

Shall make its glad abode ;

And we shall shine in beauteous light,

Filled with the light of God.

A
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289 C.M.

1 DEAR Jesus, ever at my side,

How loving must Thou be,

To leave Thy home in heavºr. to guard

A little child like moº

2 Thy beautiful and Shining face

I see not, though so near;

The sweetness of Thy soft, low voice,

I am too deaf to hear.

3 I cannot feel Thee touch my hand

With pressure light and mild,

To check me, as my mother did,

When I was but a child.

4 But I have felt Thee in my thoughts,

Eighting with sin for me;

And when my heart loves God, I know

That love is all from Thee.

5 And when, dear Saviour, Ikneel down,

Morning and night to prayer,

Something there is withi, my heart,

Which tells me Thou art there.

6 Yes! when I pray, Thou prayest too,

Thy prayer is all form, ;

But when I sleep, Thou sleepest not,

But watchest patiently.

FABER.

29O C.M.

1 SPIRIT Divine, attend our prayers,

And make this house Thy home;
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Descend with all Thy gracious powers,

O come, Great Spirit, come !

2 Come as the light—to us reveal

Our emptiness and woe;

And lead us in those paths of life

Where all the righteous go.

3 Come as the fire—and purge our hearts

Like sacrificial flame;

Let our whole soul an offering be

To our Redeemer's name.

4 Come as the dew—and sweetly bless

This consecrated hour;

May barrenness rejoice to own

Thy fertilizing power.

5 Come as the dove—and spread Thy

The wings of peaceful love; [wings,

And let Thy Church on earth become

Blest as the Church above.

6 Spirit Divine, attend our prayers,

Make a lost world Thy home;

Help, Lord, with all Thy gracious

powers,

O come, Great Spirit, come!

REED.

291 S.M.

1 YOUR harps, ye trembling saints,

Down from the willows take

Loud to the praise of love Divine

Bid every string awake.
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2 Though in a foreign land,

We are not far from home :

And nearer to our house above

We every moment come.

3 His grace will to the end

Stronger and brighter shine;

Nor present things, northings to come,

Shall quench the spark Divine.

4. When we in darkness walk,

Nor feel the heavenly flame,

Then is the time to trust our God,

And rest upon His name.

5 Soon shall our doubts and fears

Subside at His control;

IIisloving-kindnessshall breakthrough

The midnight of the soul.

6 Blest is the man, O God,

That stays himself on Thee:

Who waits for Thy salvation, Lord,

Shall Thy Salvation see. ToPLADY.

292 P.M.

1 ARISE, my soul, arise,

Shake off thy guilty fears;

The bleeding Sacrifice

In my behalf appears;

Before the throne my Surety stands,

My name is written on His hands.

2 He ever lives above,

For me to intercede,
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His all-redeeming love,

His precious blood, to plead;

His blood atoned for all our race,

And sprinkles now the throne of grace.

3 : The Father hears Him pray,

His dear Anointed One ;

IIe cannot turn away

The presence of His Son:

Bis Spirit answers to the blood,

And tells me I am born of God.

4 My God is reconciled,

His pardoning voice I hear;

He owns me for his child,

I can no longer fear.

With confidence I now draw nigh,

And “Father, Abba, Father,” cry.

293 S. Mſ.

1 COME and rejoice with me!

For once my heart was poor,

And I have found a treasury,

Of love, a boundless store.

2 Come and rejoice with me !

I, once so sick at heart,

Have met with One who knowsmy case,

And knows the healing art.

3 Come and rejoice with me !

For I was wearied sore,

And I have found a mighty Arm,

Which holds me evermore.
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4 Come and rejoice with me !

My feet so wide did roam,

And One has sought me from afar,

And beareth me safe home.

5 I knew not of His love;

Yet He hath loved me long,

With love so faithful and so deep,

So tender, and so strong.

6 And now I know it all,

Have heard and known His voice,

And hear it still from day to day;

Can I enough rejoice 2

294 8.8.6.

1 COME, Jesus Lord, with holy fire,

Come, and my quickened heart inspire,

Cleansed by Thy precious blood.

Now to my soul Thyself reveal,

Thy mighty working let me feel,

Since I am born of God.

2 Let nothing now my heart divide,

Since with Thee I am crucified,

And live to God in Thee.

Dead to the world and all its toys, a

Its idle pomp, and fading joys,

Jesus, my glory be.

3 Me with a quenchless thirst inspire,

A longing, infinite desire,

And fill my craving heart. . .

Less than Thyseºl, do not give;
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In might, Thyself within me live;

Come, all Thou hast and art.

4 My will be swallowed up in Thee,

Light in Thy light still may I see,

In Thine unclouded face.

Called the full strength oftrust to prove,

Let all my quickened heart be love,

My spotless life be praise.

295 L.M.

1 COME to me, Lord, when first Iwake,

As the faint light of morning breaks;

Bid thoughts of Thee within me rise,

Like fragrant incense to the skies.

2 Come to me in the sultry noon,

Or earth’s low communings will soon

Of Thy dear face eclipse the light,

And change my fairest day to night.

3 Come to me in the evening shade,

And if my heart fromThee hath strayed;

Oh, bring it back, and from afar

Smile on me like Thine evening star.

4 Come to me in the midnight hour,

When sleep withholds its balmy power;

Let my lone spirit find its rest,

Like John, upon my Saviour's breast.

5 Come to me through life's changing

way,

And when its pulses cease to play,

Then, Saviour, bid me come to Thee,

That where Thou art, I, too, may be.
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296 7s.

1 FROM the cross, uplifted high,

Where the Saviour deigns to die,

What melodious sounds I hear,

Bursting on my ravished ear!

“Love's redeeming work is done,

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

2 “Sprinkled now with blood the throne,

Why beneath Thy burdens groan 2

On my piercèd body laid,

Justice owns the ransom paid;

Bow the knee, and kiss the Son,

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

3 “Spread for thee my Father's board,

See, with richest dainties stored;

To the Father's bosom pressed,

Yea, beside, a child confessed;

Never from His house to roam,

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

4 “Soon the days of life shall end;

Lo, I come, your Saviour, Friend,

Safe my ransomed to convey

To the realms of endless day,

TJp to their eternal home:

Come and welcome, sinner, come.”
- FIAweſs.

297 6-7s.

1 GLORY, glory to our King!...

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

Jesus, risen from the dead;

Jesus, conqueror o'er the grave;

Jesus, mighty now to save.

2 Jesus is gone up on high,

Angels come to meet their King ;

Shouts triumphant rend the sky,

While the Victor's praise they sing:

“Open, now, ye heavenly gates'

'Tis the King of glory waits.”

3 Now behold Him high enthroned .

Glory beaming from His faceſ

By adoring angels owned,

God of holiness and grace.

Oh for hearts and tongues to sing

“Glory, glory to our King.”

4 Jesus on Thy people shine, [tongues,

Warm our hearts, and tune our

That with angels we may join,

Share their bliss, and swell their

Songs.

Glory, honour, praise, and power,

Lord, be Thine for evermore

KELLY.

298 S.M.

1 GIVE to the winds thy fears;

Hope, and be undismayed;

God hears thy sighs and counts thy

tears;

God shall lift up thy head.
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2 Through waves, and clouds, and

storms,

He gently clears thy way:

Wait thou His time, so shall this night

Soon end in joyous day.

3 Still heavy is thy heart?

Still sink thy spirits down?

Cast off the weight, let fear depart,

Bid every care be gone.

4 What though thou rulest not ?

Yet heaven, and earth, and hell,

Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne,

And ruleth all things well!

5 Leave to His sovereign sway

To choose and to command;

So shalt thou wondering own His way,

How wise, how strong His hand

6 Far, far above thy thought

His counsel shall appear,

Whenfully He the work hath wrought

That caused thy needless fear.

7 Thou seest our weakness, Lord,

Our hearts are known to Thee;

Oh, lift Thou up the sinking hand,

Confirm the feeble knee

GERHARDT.

WESLEY.

299 C.M.

1 HEAL us, Immanuel; we are here,

Waiting to feel Thy touch;

-
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Deep-wounded souls to Thee repair,

And, Saviour, we are such.

2 Our faith is feeble, we confess,

We faintly trust Thy Word;

But wilt Thou pity us the less?

Be that far from Thee, Lord!

3 Remember him who once applied

With trembling for relief;

“Lord, I believe,” with tears he cried,

“Help Thou my unbelief!”

4 She, too, who touched Thee in the press,

And healing virtue stole,

Was answered, “Daughter, goin peace,

Thy faith hath made thee whole.”

5 Concealed amid the gathering throng,

She would have shunned thy view,

And, if her faith was firm and strong,

Had strong misgivings too.

6 Like her, with hopes and fears we come

To touch. Thee, if we may;

Oh, send us not despairing home,

Send none unhealed away.
CowPER.

3OO P.M.

1 HELP us, O Lord, to praise!

Come, with a touch of fire,

And sanctify our lips,

And wake each silent lyre,

That we may laud Thy holy name,

And its almighty power proclaim
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2. We’ve tasted of Thy love,

And seen Thy beauteous face,

But, Lord, our hearts are cold,

We need afresh Thy grace:

Come shine in all thy light and power,

Be this, to us, a favoured hour.

3 Yonder, Thy saints in light

Sing evermore Thy praise;

They chant Thy glories, Lord,

In holy, holy lays;

And we would echo now their song,

And their sweet anthems here prolong.

4 Yes, Jesus, we would sing

Of Thee, Thy cross, Thy grave,

Thy resurrection morn,

Thy willingness to save;

And we would tell how Thou wilt come

To take Thy waiting children home!

5 No other song can cheer

Our hearts when sorrows rise,

No other name can wipe

The tear-drops from our eyes:

Therefore, O Lord, we’ll sing of Thee,

Now, and throughout eternity.

3O1 E.M.

1 HOLY, Holy, Holy, Lord God Almighty,

Morning and evening our song shall rise to

Thee;

IIoly, Holy, Holy, merciful and mighty,
God in Three Perº, blessed Trinity.
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2 Holy, Holy, Holy, all the saints adore Thee,

Casting down their golden crowns around

the glassy sea;

Cherubim and seraphim falling down before

Thee

Which wert, and art, and evermore shalt be.

3 Holy, Holy, Holy, though the darkness hide

Th
ee,

Though the eye of sinful man Thy glory

may not see.

Only Thou art holy; there is none beside Thee,

Perfect in power, in love, and purity.

4 Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God Almighty,

All Thy works shall praise Thy name in

earth, and sky, and sea:

Holy, Holy, Holy, merciful and mighty,

God in Three Persons, blessed Trinity.

HEBER.

3O2 P.M.

1 HARK' hark! hear the glad tidings;

Soon, soon, Jesus will come,

Robed, robed, in honour and glory,

To gather His ransomed ones home.

Yes, y: oh yes; to gather His ransomed ones

Ome.

2 Joy, joy, sound it more loudly;

Sing, sing, glory to God;

Soon, soon, Jesus is coming,

Publish the tidings abroad.

Yes, yes, oh yes; publish the tidings abroad.

3 Bright, bright, seraphs attending,

Shout, shouts, filling the air;

Town, down, swiftly from heaven,

Jesus our Lord will appear;

Yes, yes, oh yes; Jesus our Lord will appear.
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4 Long, long, have we been waiting,

Who, who love His blest name;

Now, now, we are delighting,

Jesus is near to proclaim;

Yes, yes, oh yes; Jesus is near to proclaim.

5 Still, still, rest on the promise;

Cling, cling, fast to His word;

Wait, wait: if He should tarry,

We’ll patiently wait for the Lord;

Yes, yº. * yes; we’ll patiently wait for the

OrC1.

3O3 S.M.

1 I HEAR the words of love,

I look upon the blood,

I see the mighty Sacrifice,

And I have peace with God.

2 ”Tis everlasting peace,

Sure as Jehovah’s name;

As stable as His steadfast throne,

IFor evermore the same.

The clouds may go and come,

And storms may sweep my sky;

This blood-sealed friendship changes

not

The cross is ever nigh.

4 That which can shake the cross,

May shake the peace it gave,

Which tells me Christ has never died,

Or never left the grave.

5 Till then my peace is sure,

It will not, cannot yield;

3
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Jesus, I know, has died and lives,

On this firm Rock I build.

6 I change, He changes not,

The Christ can never die;

His love, not mine, the resting-place,

His truth, not mine, the tie.
BonAR.

3O4 C.M.

1 I WOULD commune with Thee, my

E’en to Thy seat I come : [God;

I leave my joys, I leave my sins,

And seek in Thee my home.

2 I stand upon the mount of God,

With sunlight in my soul;

I hear the storms in vales beneath ;

I hear the thunders roll!

3 But I am calm with Thee, my God,

Beneath these glorious skies;

And to the height on which I stand,

Nor storms nor clouds can rise.

4 Oh, this is life! oh, this is joy!

My God, to find Thee so;

Thy face to see, Thy voice to hear,

And all Thy love to know !

BUDIER.

3O5 IP.M.

1 I’M a pilgrim and a stranger;

Rough and thorny is the road,

Often in the midst of danger,

But it leads to God.
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Clouds and darkness oft distress me,

Great and many are my foes,

Anxious cares and thoughts perplex me;

But my Father knows.

Oh, how sweet is this assurance,

"Midst the conflict and the strife;

Although sorrows, past endurance,

Follow me through life.

Home in prospect still can cheer me,

Yes, and give me sweet repose,

While I feel His presence near me;

For my Father knows.

Yes, He sees and knows me daily,

Watches over me in love;

Sends me help when foes assail me,

Bids me look above.

Soon my journey will be ended,

Life is drawing to a close,

I shall then be well attended:

This my Father knows.

I shall then with joy behold Him,

Face to face my Father see;

Fall with rapture and adore Him

For His love to me.

Nothing more shall then distress me,

In the land of sweet repose;

Jesus stands engaged to bless me:

This my Father knows.
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3O6 S.M.

1 I HAVE a home above,

From sin and sorrow free ;

A mansion which Eternal Love

Designed and formed for me.

2 My Father's gracious hand

Eſas built this sweet abode;

From everlasting it was planned,

My dwelling-place with God.

3 My Saviour's precious blood

Has made my title sure;

He passed through death's dark, raging

To make my rest secure. [flood,

4 But more than all I long

His glories to behold,

Whose smile fills all thatradiant throng

With ecstasy untold.

5 Thy love, most gracious Lord,

My joy and strength shall be;

Till Thou shalt speak the gladdening

That bids me rise to Thee. [word

6 And then, through endless days,

Where all Thy glories shine,

In happier, holier strains I’ll praise

The grace that made me Thine.
BENNETT.

3O7 L.M.

1 JESUS, how heavenly is the place,

Where Thy dear people meet with

Thee
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Where the rich Fountain of Thy grace

Stands ever open, ever free.

2 Hungry, and poor, and lame, and blind,

HitherThyblood-bought children fly;

In Thy deep wounds they healing find,

And live while they behold Thee die.

3 Here they forget their doubts and fears,

While Thy sharp sorrows meet their

eyes;

Andiless the hand that dries their

tears,

And each returning want supplies.

4 Oh, the vast mysteries of Thy love!

IIow high, how deep, how wide it

rolls |

Its fountain springs in heaven above,

Its streams revive our drooping souls.

3O8 6-8s.

1 JESUS, Thy boundless love to me

No thought can reach, no tongue

declare ;

Oh, bend my wayward heart to Thee,

And reign without a rival there :

Thine, wholly Thine, alone I'd live;

Myself to Thee entirely give.

2 O Lord, how gracious is Thy way !

All fear before Thy presence flies;

Care, anguish, sorrow, pass away,

Where'er Thy healing beams arise:
273 s



Lord Jesus, nothing may I see,

Nothing desire apart from Thee.

3 In suffering be Thy love my peace,

In weakness be Thine arm my

strength;

Andwhen the storms of life shall cease,

And Thou from heaven shalt come

at length, -

Tord Jesus, then this heart shall be

For ever satisfied with Thee.

GERHARD.

309 S.M.

1 LORD, with united hearts,

And lips, now touched by Thee,

We meet to laud Thy holiness,

Eternal Trinity.

2 We meet in Jesu's name,

We know His blood was shed;

We know He stands within the veil,

As our accepted Head.

3 His loveliness and Thine

Encircle us with light;

One with those perfect Saints above,

Who walk with Him in White.

4 Our sins, our stains, are gone,

Our beauty, Lord, art Thou;

And God, the righteous God, looksdown

On us, as children, now.

5 Therefore we chant Thy praise,

O blessed God, most high;
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To swell the tide of song that rolls

Throughout the azure sky:

6 And blend our voices, Lord,

With angel choirs above;

And sweep our harps in tune with those

Who sing that Thou art love.

31O 7s.

1 LORD, of all my hopes the ground,

Thou the spring of all my joy;

Still in Thee let me be found,

Still for Thee my powers employ.

2 Let Thy love my heart inflame,

Reep Thy fear before my sight,

Be Thy praise my highest aim,

Be Thy smile my chief delight.

3 Fountain of o'erflowing grace,

Freely from Thy fulness give;

Till I close my earthly race,

Be it “Christ to me to live.”

4 Firmly trusting in Thy blood,

Nothing shall my heart confound:

Safely I shall pass the flood,

Safely reach Immanuel's ground.

5. When I touch the blessèd shore,

Back the closing waves shall roll;

Death's dark stream can never more

Bart from Thee my happy soul.

6 Thus, oh thus, an entrance give

To the land ofºwlsº sky;
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Having known it Christ to live,

Let me know it gain to die.

311 - C.M.

1 LORD, I desire to live as one

Who bears a blood-bought name,

As one who fears but grieving Thee,

And knows no other shame.

2 As one by whom Thy walk below

Should never be forgot,

As one who fain would keep apart

From all Thou lovest not.

3 I want to live as one who knows

Thy fellowship of love;

As one whose eyes can pierce beyond

The pearl-built gates above;

4 As one who daily speaks to Thee,

And hears Thy voice divine

With depths of tenderness declare—

“Belovèd, thou art mine.”

CHERRIE SMITH.

312 C. Mſ.

1 MY blessed Saviour, Thou hast taught

A grateful heart to sing,

While sheltering my weary soul

Beneath Thy loving wing.

2 I praise Thee for that look Divine

Which broke my stony heart,

And bade its sorrows and its fears

For ever to depart.
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3 I praise Thee for that arm of power,

Which round my feeble frame

Has ever and anon been thrown,

And still abides the same.

4 In adoration I would bow,

O Lord, before Thy throne,

And yield myself a sacrifice

To Thee, and Thee alone.

5 For Thou hast bought me with Thy

blood,

And owned me as Thy child;

And still dost walk along with me,

Across this desert wild.

6 Lord, I am. Thine, and Thou art mine;

Oh, help me by Thy grace

To glorify Thee day by day,

And then to see Thy face.

313 P.M.

1 MY God, I am Thine;

What a comfort divine !

What a blessing to know

That the Saviour is mine !

Hallelujah! Thine the glory,

Hallelujah! Amen.

Hallelujah! Thine the glory,

Come, Jesus, again.

2 In this happy place,

Thy children by grace

Now meet to adore Thee,

Beholding Thy face.
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3 In the heavenly Lamb

Thrice happy I am;

And my heart it doth dance

At the sound of His name.

4 True pleasures abound

In the rapturous sound,

And whoever hath found it

Hath paradise found.

5 My Jesus to know,

And feel His love flow,

'Tis life everlasting,

'Tis heaven below.

6 Yet onward I haste

To the heavenly feast;

That, that is the fulness,

But this is the taste.

7 And this I shall prove

Till with joy I remove

To the heaven of heavens

In Jesus' own love.

314 P.M.,

I NOTnow, my child; a little more roughtossing,

A little longer on the billows' foam,

Afew more journeyings in the desert-darkness,

And then the sunshine of thy Father's home!

2 Not now ; for I have wanderers in the distance,

And thou must call them in with patient

love:

Not now; for I have sheep upon the mountains,

And thou must follow them where'er they
rove.
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3 Not now; for I have loved ones sad and weary;

Wilt thou not cheer them with a kindly
smile 2

Sick ones who need thee in their lonely sorrow;

Wilt thou not tend them yet a little while F

4 Not now; for dungeon walls look stern and

gloomy,

And prisoners' sighs sound strangely on the
breeze:

Man's prisoners, but thy Saviour's noble

freemen;

Hast thou no ministry of love for these ?

5 Not now; for hell’s eternal gulf is yawning,

And souls are perishing in hopeless sin;

Jerusalem’s bright gates are standing open;

Go to the banished ones, and fetch them in.

6 Go, with the name of Jesus, to the dying,

And speak that name in all its living power;

Why should thy fainting heart grow chill and

weary P

Canst thou not watch with me one little

hour P

7 One little hour! and then the glorious crown
ing

The golden harp-strings and the victor's

palm;

One little hour ! and then the hallelujah!

Eternity's long, deep, thanksgiving psalm!

S. P.

315 C.M.

1 0 CHRIST, what burdens bowed Thy

head |

Our load was laid on Thee ;

Thou stoodest in the sinner's stead,

Didst bear all ill for me.
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A Victim led, Thy blood was shed;

Now there's no load for me.

2 Jehovah visited in wrath;

O Christ, it fell on Thee

Thou wast sore stricken of Thy God;

There 's not a stroke for me.

Thy tears,Thy blood, formetheyflowed;

Thy bruising healeth me.

3 The tempest's awful voice was heard :

O Christ, it broke on Thee

Thy open bosom was my ward,

It braved the storm for me.

Thy form was scarred, Thy visage

marred ;

Now cloudless peace for me.

4 The Holy One did hide His face;

O Christ, 'twas hid from Thee!

Dumb darkness wrapt Thy soula space,

The darkness due to me.

But now that face of radiant grace .

Shines forth in light on me.

316 C.M.

1 O FOR a heart that knows the worth

Of Jesu's dying love 1

Weaned from the vanities of earth,

To seek the joys above.

2 A heart that has renounced the world,

And burst its galling chain;
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Where Satan from his seat is hurled,

And sin has ceased to reign.

3. A heart that will not fail to keep

The glorious prize in view;

Though weary, will not yield to sleep;

Though faint, will yet pursue.

4. A heart with holiest fervour warmed,

Faithful, resigned, and pure ;

Where God’s own image has been

formed,

For ever to endure.

5 Oh, grant me, Lord, with such a heart,

To run the heavenly race,

And when I’m summoned to depart,

To stand before Thy face.

317 C.M.

1 O GOD of glorious majesty!

Messiah, King of Grace,

TJnveil to us Thy loveliness,

And let us see Thy face.

2 Obedient to Thy loving voice,

We turn aside awhile ;

To rest beside Thy guiding feet,

To grow beneath Thy smile.

3 Oh, nerve us for the conflict, Lord,

That thickens day by day;

And, in the midst of alien foes,

Thy banner to display.
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4 We’ve but a little while to fight,

To work, to wait, for Thee;

Help us to labour in Thy cause

With mighty energy.

5 Help us upon our watch to stand,

And never quail for fear,

Till in the glowing eastern sky

The morning star appear.

6 Then with Thy waiting saints above,

Thine advent, Lord, we'll hail;

And over death, and sin, and woe,

Adoringly prevail.

318 P.M.

1 O LORD, with one accord

We gather round Thy throne;

To hear Thy holy Word,

To worship Thee alone: -

Now send from heaven the Holy Ghost,

Be this another Pentecost.

2 We have no strength to meet

The storms that round us lower;

Reep Thou our trembling feet

In every trying hour;

Nſore than victorious we shall be,

If girded with Thy panoply.

3 And may that living wave

That issues from on high,

Whose golden waters lave

Thy throne eternally,
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Flow down in power on us to-day,

And none shall go unblessed away.

4 Anoint us with Thy grace,

To yield ourselves to Thee;

To run our daily race,

With joy and energy,

TJntil we hear the Bridegroom say,

“Bise up, beloved, and come away.”

319 S.M.

1 ONE sweetly solemn thought

Comes to me o'er and o'er,

I’m nearer to my home to-day

Than e'er I’ve been before.

2 Nearer my Father's house,

Where many mansions be,

Nearer the glorious, great white

Nearer the crystal sea. [throne,

3 Nearer the bound of life,

To lay my burdens down;

Nearer laying aside the cross,

Nearer gaining the crown.

4 But lying dark between,

Winding down through the night,

Is the icy and unknown stream,

Which leads at last to light.

5 Jesus, perfect my trust,

Strengthen my hand of faith;

Let me feel Thee near when I stand

Upon the shore of death;
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6 Feel Thee near when my feet

Are slipping on its brink;

Eor it may be I’m nearer home,

Nearer now, than I think.

CAREY.

32O 8.8.8.6.

1 O HOLY Saviour! Friend unseen!

Since on Thine arm Thou bid'st us lean,

Help us, throughout life's changing Scene,

By faith to cling to Thee.

2 Though far from home, fatigued, opprest,

Here we have found a place of rest,

As exiles still, yet not unblest,

While we can cling to Thee.

3 Without a murmur we dismiss

Our former dreams of earthly bliss;

Our joy, our consolation this,

Each hour to cling to Thee.

4. Oft, when we seem to tread alone

Some barren waste, with thorns o'ergrown,

Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone,

Whispers, “Still cling to me.”

5 Though faith and hope may oft be tried,

We ask not, need not, aught beside;

So safe, so calm, so satisfied,

The souls that cling to Thee.

6 They fear not Satan nor the grave,

They see Thee near, and strong to save,

Nor fear to cross e'en Jordan’s wave,

Because they cling to Thee.

7 Blest is our lot; whate'er befall,

What can disturb us—who appal?

While, as our Strength, our Rock, our All,

Jesus, we cling to Thee!

C. EILIOTT.
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321 C.M.

1 SPIRIT of gladness, let me know

The love of Christ to me;

Its conquering, quickening power be

stow,

To set me wholly free.

2 I long to know its depth and height,

To scan its breadth and length;

Drink in its ocean of delight,

And triumph in its strength.

3. It is Thine office to reveal

My Saviour's wondrous love;

Oh, deepen on my heart Thy seal,

And bless me from above.

4 Thy quickening power to me impart,

And be my constant Guide;

With richer gladness fill my heart;

Be Jesus glorified.

322 - C.M.

1 THE veil is rent lo, Jesus stands

Before the throne of grace;

And clouds of incense from His hands

Fill all that glorious place.

2 His precious blood is sprinkled there

Before, and on, the throne;

And His own wounds in heaven declare

His work on earth is done.

3 “”Tis finished l’’ on the cross He said,

In agonies and blood;
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“'Tis finished!” now He lives to plead

Before the face of God.

4 “”Tis finished ' " here our souls can rest,

His work can never fail;

By Him, our Sacrifice and Priest,

We enter through the vail.

5 Within the holiest of all,

Cleansed by His precious blood,

Before Thy throne Thy children fall,

And worship Thee, our God.

323 S.M.

1 TRIUMPHANT news fight on,

“The battle is the Lord’s l’’

Rest not upon an arm of flesh,

Nor count your spears and swords.

2 The battle is the Lord'sſ

Then victory’s secure :

Warriors of Christ, march on, march on!

And to the end endure.

3 The battle is the Lord’s .

Then sing and praise His name;

Join with the hosts of old, and praise,

For God is still the same.

4 The battle is the Lord’s 1

The spoil belongs to Him!

So long as He His grace affords,

We must go on and win.

5 The battle is the Lord’s

The land before us lies;
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For faith can realize her store,

Before she grasps the prize.

6 The battle is the Lord’s 1

His is the spoil and prey,

Shout! for His hand is lifted up,

And we shallwin the day.

324 7.6.

1 THE sprinkled blood is speaking

Before the Father's throne,

The Spirit's power is seeking

To make its virtues known.

2 The sprinkled blood is telling

Jehovah's love to man,

While heavenly harps are swelling

Sweet notes to mercy’s plan.

3 The sprinkled blood is speaking

Forgiveness full and free;

Its wondrous power is breaking

Each bond of guilt for me.

4 The sprinkled blood is owning

The weak one's feeblest plea;

'Mid sighs, and tears, and groaning,

It pleads, O Lord, with Thee.

5 The sprinkled blood is shedding

Its fragrance all around;

It gilds the path we’re treading,

It makes our joys abound.

6 O wondrous power that seeketh

From sin to set me free
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O precious blood that speaketh !

Should I not value thee P

325 8.8.8.6.

1 THE wanderer no more will roam,

The lost one to the fold hath come,

The prodigal is welcomed home,

O Lamb of God, in Thee!

2 Though clad in rags, by sin defiled,

The Father hath embraced His child,

And I am pardoned, reconciled,

O Lamb of God, in Thee!

3. It is the Father's joy to bless;

IIis love provides for me a dress,

• A robe of spotless righteousness,

O Lamb of God, in Thee!

4 Now shall my famished soul be fed,

A feast of love for me is spread ;

I feed upon the children’s bread,

O Lamb of God, in Thee!

5 Yea, in the fulness of His grace,

Eſe puts me in the children's place,

Where I may gaze upon His face,

O Lamb of God, in Thee!

6 I cannot half His love express;

Yet, Lord, with joy my lips confess,

The blessèd portion I possess,

OLamb of God, in Thee!

7 It is Thy precious name I bear;

It is Thy spotless robe I wear;
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Therefore the Father's love I share,

O Lamb of God, in Thee .

8 And when I in Thy likeness shine,

The glory and the praise be Thine,

That everlasting joy is mine,

O Lamb of God, in Thee!

C, ELLIOTT.

326 C.M.

1 WHEN languor and disease invade

This trembling house of clay,

'Tis sweet to look beyond our cage,

And long to fly away.

Sweet to look inward and attend

The whispers of His love;

Sweet to look upward to the place

Where Jesus pleads above.

3 First to look back, and see my name

In life's fair book set down;

Then to look forward, and behold

Eternal joys my own.

4 Sweet to reflect how grace Divine

My sins on Jesus laid;

Sweet to remember that Thy blood

My debt of suffering paid.

5 Sweet in Thy righteousness to stand,

Which saves from second death;

Sweet to experience, day by day,

Thy Spirit's quick’ning breath.

6 If such the sweetness of the stream,

What must the Fountain be,

2
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Wheresaints and angels draw their bliss

Immediately from Thee!

7 Oh, may the unction of these truths

For ever with me stay,

Till from her sinful cage dismissed,

My spirit fles away. ToPLADY.

327 IP.M.

1 COME to the Saviour—come to the

Saviour,

Thou sin-stricken offspring of man!

IHe left His throne above

To reveal His wondrous love,

And to open a fountain for sin.

2 Why dost thou linger? why dost thou

linger?

Oh, when wilt thou haste to be saved?

Thy time is flying fast,

And thy day will soon be past,

Oh, arouse thee, and come to be saved

3 Pardon is offered—pardon is offered—

A pardon full, present, and free;

Thy mighty debt was paid,

When on Calvary Jesus died,

To atone for a rebel like thee.

4 Plunge into the fountain—plunge into

the fountain,

The fountain which cleanses the soul;

'Tis cleansing far and near,

And its streams are flowing here;

Oh, believe it, and thou art made whole!
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5 I do believe it ! I do believe it !

I am saved through the blood of the

Lamb;

My happy soul is free,

For the Lord has pardoned me:

IIallelujah to Jesus' name !

328 P.M.

1 JESUS! That name is Love,

Jesus, our Lord!

Jesus, all names above,

Jesus, the Lord

Thou, Lord, our all must be;

Nothing that’s good have we,

Nothing apart from Thee,

Jesus, our Lord '

2. As Son of man it was,

Jesus, the Lord!

Thou gav'st Thy life for us,

Jesus, our Lord! -

Great was indeed Thy love,

All other loves above,

Love Thou didst dearly prove,

Jesus, our Lord!

3 Righteous alone in Thee,

Jesus, the Lord!

Thou wilt a refuge be,

Jesus, our Lord!

Whom then have we to fear,

What trouble, grief, or care,
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Since Thou art ever near,

Jesus, Our Lord?

4 Soon Thou wilt come again,

Jesus, the Lord I

We shall be happy then,

Jesus, our Lord!

When Thine own face we see,

Then shall we like Thee be—

Then evermore with Thee,

Jesus, our Lord!

329 P.M.

1 LORD JESUS, come!

Nor let us longer roam

Afar from Thee, and that bright place

Where we shall see Thee face to face.

Lord Jesus, come !

2 Lord Jesus, come !

Thine absence here we mourn;

No joy we know apart from Thee,

No sorrow in Thy presence see.

Come, Jesus, come!

3 Lord Jesus, come !

And claim us as Thine own;

Our weary feet would wander o’er

This dark and sinful world no more.

Come, Saviour, come!

4 Lord Jesus, come!

And take Thy people home;
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That all Thy flock, so scattered here,

With Thee in glory may appear.

Lord Jesus, come!

33O I?.M.

NO blood, no altar now,

The sacrifice is o'er ;

No flame, no smoke ascends on high,

The Lamb is slain no more. [veins,

But richer blood has flowed from nobler

To purge the soul from guilt, and cleanse

the reddest stains.

2 We thank Thee for the blood,

The blood of Christ, Thy Son;

The blood by which our peace is made,

Our victory is won :

Great victory o'er hell, and sin, and woe,

That needs no second fight, and leaves no

second foe.

3 We thank Thee for the grace,

Lescending from above,

That overflows our widest guilt,

Th’ eternal Father’s love.

Love of the Father's everlasting Son,

Love of the Holy Ghost, Jehovah, three in

One.

4 We thank Thee for the hope,

So glad, and sure, and clear;

It holds the drooping spirit up

Till the long dawn appear:
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Fair hope! with what a sunshine does it

cheer [desert here !

Our roughest path on earth, our dreariest

5 We thank Thee for the crown

Of glory and of life;

'Tis no poorwithering wreathof earth,

Man's prize in mortal strife:

'Tis incorruptible as is the throne,

Thekingdom of our Godand Hislncarnate

Son.

331 6–8S.

1 NOW Ihave found the ground wherein

Sure my soul's anchor may remain :

The wounds of Jesus for my sin

Before the world’s foundation slain!

Whose mercy shall unshaken stay,

When heaven and earth are fled away.

2 Father, Thine everlasting grace

Our scanty thought surpasses far;

Thy heart still melts with tenderness;

Thy arms of love still open are,

Returning sinners to receive,

That mercy they may taste and live.

3 O Love, thou bottomless abyss'

My sins are swallowed up in Thee ;

Covered is my unrighteousness,

Nor spot of guilt remains on me,

While Jesu's blood through earth and

skies,

Mercy, free, boundless mercy, cries
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4 With faith I plunge me in this sea;

Here is my hope, my joy, my rest;

Hither, when hell assails, I flee;

I look into my Saviour's breast;

Away, sad doubt, and anxious fear !

Mercy is all that’s written there.

5 Fixed on this ground will I remain,

Though my heart fail, and flesh decay;

This anchor shall my soul sustain,

When earth's foundations melt away;

Mercy's full power I then shall prove,

Loved with an everlasting love.

JoHN ANDREW RoTHE, tr. by J. WESLEY.

332 7.6.

1 O LORD, how blest our journey,

Though here on earth we roam,

Who find in Abba’s favour

Our spirits' present home!

For where Thou now art sitting,

By faith we’ve found repose,

Free to look up to heaven,

Since Thou our Head arose.

2 In spirit there already;

Soon we ourselves shall be,

In soul and body perfect,

All glorified with Thee:

Our Father's smiles are cheering

The brief, but thorny way;

Our Father’s house, the dwelling

Made ready for that day.
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3 The Comforter, now present,

Assures us of Thy love;

Eſe is the blessed earnest

Of glory there above:

The river of Thy pleasure

Is what sustains us now,

Till Thy new name's imprinted

On every sinless brow.

4 Lord, we await Thy glory;

We have no home but there,

Where the adopted family,

With us, Thy joy shall share.

No place can fully please us

Where Thou, O Lord, art not;

In Thee, and with Thee, ever

Is found, by grace, our lot.

333 P.M.

1 THE cross! the cross! the Christian's only glory:

I see the standard rise;

March on, march on, the cross of Christ before

thee—

That cross all hell defies.

2 The cross the cross! Redemption's standard

raising;

I see the banner wave;

Sºng on, sing on, Salvation's Captain praising—

'Tis Christ alone can save.

3 The crown the crown —ah! who at last shall

gain it *

The cross a crown affords;

Press on, press on, with courage to obtain it,

The battle is the Lord's.
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334 C.M.

1 WHERE, in this waste and sinful world

May weary hearts, opprest

With thoughts of sorrows yet to come,

In calm assurance rest.

2 In Him, who of the Father's love

The gracious herald came—

Of mercy to a guilty world,

Of blessing through His name.

3 In Him who, with unsullied feet

And guileless spirit, trod

The path of this unquiet earth

In solitude with God.

4 In Jesus, who, ascended now,

Looks backward on the past;

Feels for His suffering members here,

And loves us to the last.

5 'Tis only in His changeless love,

Our waiting spirits, blest

With the sweet hope of glory, find

Their dwelling-place of rest.

6 In the same track where He of old

The dreary desert trod,

Led onward by His grace, we learn

The fulness of our God.

335 T., Mſ.

1 THE countless multitude on high,

Who tune their songs to Jesu’s name,
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*

All merit of their own deny,

And Jesu's worth alone proclaim.

2 Firm on the ground of sovereign grace,

They stand before Jehovah's throne:

The only song in that blest place

Is—“Thou artworthy! Thou alone.”

3 Salvation’s glory all be paid

To Him who sits upon the throne;

And to the Lamb whose blood was shed:

“Thou! Thou art worthy! Thou

alone !”

4 For Thou wast slain, and in Thy blood

These robes were washed, so spotless,

ure;

Thou mad'st us kings and priests to

God,

For ever let Thy praise endure.

5 Let us with joy adopt the strain

We hope to sing for ever there:

“Worthy’s the Lamb for sinners slain,

Worthy alone the crown to wear!”

6 Without one holy thought to plead,

Oh,what could shield us from despair?

Dut this, though we are vile indeed,

The Lord our Righteousness is there !

336 7.6.

1 ITFIOUGHT that I was strong, Lord,

And did not need. Thine arm:
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Though troubles thronged around me,

My heart felt no alarm.

I thought I nothing needed—

Riches, nor dress, nor sight:

And on I walked in darkness,

And still I thought it light.

But Thou hast broke the spell, Lord,

And waked me from my dream;

The light has burst into my soul

With bright unerring beam.

Oh! Thou hast given me sight, Lord,

And I can see within ;

I see that all my heart is dyed

With deepest stain of sin.

For I know Thy blood has cleansed my

soul,

And I know that I’m forgiven;

And all the roughest paths on earth

Will surely end in heaven.

For I know that I am Thine, Lord,

That none can pluck away

The feeblest sheep that ever yet

Did make Thine arm its stay.

My soul it slept the sleep of death,

But Thou hast given it life;

And with a spirit strong in Thee,

I’m ready for the strife:

Teady to work and suffer—

To love, and hope, and pray;
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Ready to go to Thee, Lord,

When Thou shalt call away.

337 P.M.

1 PRAISE the Saviour, ye who know

Him:

Who can tell how much we owe Him?

Gladly let us render to Him

All we have and are.

2 Jesus is the name that charms us,

He for conflict fits and arms us,

Nothing moves, and nothing harms us,

When we trust in Him.

3 Trust in Him, ye saints, for ever;

He is faithful, changing never;

Neither force nor guile can sever

Those He loves from Him.

4 Keep us, Lord, oh! keep us cleaving

To Thyself, and still believing,

Till the hour of our receiving

Promised joys in heaven.

5 Then we shall be where we would be;

Then we shall be what we should be,

Things which are not now nor could be,

Then shall be our own.

338 L.M.

1 BEFORE the throne of God above

I have a strong, a perfect plea—
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A great High Priest, whose name is

Love,

Who ever lives and pleads for me.

2 My name is graven on His hands,

My name is written on His heart;

I know that while in heaven. He stands,

No tongue can bid me thence depart.

3 When Satan tempts me to despair,

And tells me of the guilt within,

Upward I look, and see Him there

Who made an end of all my sin.

4 Because the sinless Saviour died,

My sinful soul is counted free;

For God, the Just, is satisfied

To look on Him, and pardon me.

5 Behold Him there!—the bleeding

Lamb |

My perfect, spotless Righteousness,

The great unchangeable “I AM,”

The King of glory and of grace.

6 One with Himself, I cannot die;

My soul is purchased by His blood;

My life is hid with Christ on high,

With Christ,my Saviour and myGod.

339 P.M.

1 MY God, I have found

The thrice blessed ground,

Where life, and where joy, and true com

fort abound.
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Hallelujah! Thine the glory!

Hallelujah! amen!

IHallelujah! Thine the glory !

Revive us again

2 'Tis found in the blood

Of Him who once stood t

Myrefuge and safety, my surety with God.

Hallelujah! Thine the glory! &c.

3 He bore on the tree

The sentence for me,

And now both the Surety and sinner are

free.

Hallelujah! Thine the glory! &c.

4 Accepted I am

In the once-offered Lamb :

It was God who Himself had devisèd the

lan.

Hallelujah! Thine the glory ! &c.

5 And though here below,

* Mid sorrow and woe,

My place is in heaven with Jesus, Iknow.

Hallelujah! Thine the glory ! &c.

6 And this I shall find,

For such is His mind,

“He’ll not be in glory and leave me

behind.”

Hallelujah! Thine the glory!

Hallelujah! amen!

Hallelujah! soon the glory !

Come, Saviour, again
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7 For soon. He will come

And take me safe home,

And make me to sit with Himself on His

throne.

Hallelujah! Thine the glory !

Hallelujah! amen;

Hallelujah! soon the glory !

Come, Saviour, again
C. L. SMITH.

34O 8.7.

1 I AM waiting for the dawning

Of the bright and blessed day;

When the darksome night of sorrow ;

Shall have vanished far away:

When for ever with the Saviour,

Far beyond this vale of tears,

I shall swell the song of worship

Through the everlasting years.

2 I am looking at the brightness,

(See, it shineth from afar,)

Of the clear and joyous beaming,

Of the “Bright and Morning Star;”

Through the dark grey mist of morning,

Do I see its glorious light;

Then away with every shadow

Of this sad and weary night.

3 I am waiting for the coming

Of the Lord who died for me :

Oh, His words have thrilled my spirit,

“I will come again for thee.”
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I can almost hear His footfall

On the threshold of the door,

And my heart, my heart is longing

To be His for evermore.

341 8.7.4.

1 BLESSED Lord, our souls are longing

Thee, our risen Head, to see ;

And the cloudless morn is dawning,

When Thy saints shall gathered be:

Grace and glory,

All our fresh springs are in Thee.

2 All the joy we now are tasting

Is but as the dream of night:

To the day of God we’re hasting,

Looking for it with delight:

Thou art coming,

And wilt satisfy our sight.

3 True, the silent grave is keeping

Many a seed in weakness Sown;

But the saints, in Thee now sleeping,

Raised in power, shall share Thy

Resurrection 1 [throne.

Lord of Glory !'Tis thine own.

4 As we sing, our hearts grow lighter;

We are children of the day;

Sorrow makes our hope the brighter;

Faith regards not the delay:

Sure the promise,

We shall meet Thee on the way.
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342 L.M.

4

5

REJOICE, ye saints, rejoice and praise,

The blessings of redeeming grace;

Jesus, your everlasting tower,

Mocks at the angry tempest's power.

His love’s a refuge ever nigh;

His watchfulness a mountain high;

His name's a rock, which winds above,

And waves below can never move.

His covenant, for ever sure,

IFor endless ages will endure:

His perfect work will ever prove

The depth of His unchanging love.

While all things change, He changes

not

He nºr forgets, though oft forgot;

His love unchangeably the same,

And as enduring as His name.

Rejoice, ye Saints, rejoice and praise

The blessings of this wondrous grace;

Jesus, your everlasting tower,

Can bear unmoved the tempest's power.

343 S.M.

1 EIOW solemn are the words,

And yet to faith how plain,

Which Jesus uttered while on earth—

“Ye must be born again /’’
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... 2 “Ye must be born again /?”

For so hath God decreed;

No reformation will suffice—

'Tis life poor sinners need.

3 “Ye must be born again /*

And life in Christ must have ;

In vain the soul elsewhere may go—

'Tis He alone can save.

4 “Ye must be born again /?”

Or never enter heaven;

'Tis only blood-washed ones are there—

The ransomed and forgiven.

5 “Ye must be born again /*

Then look to Christ and live;

He is “the life,” and waits in heaven

Eternal life to give.

344 P.M.

1 FINISHED the work that saves |

Once and for ever done;

Finished the righteousness

Thatclothes th’ unrighteous one.

The love that blesses us below

Is flowing freely to us now.

2 The sacrifice is o'er,
c The veil is rent in twain,

The mercy-seat is red

With blood of victim slain.

Why stand we then without, in fear?

The blood Divine invites us near.
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3 The gate is open wide;

The new and living way

Is clear, and free, and bright

With love, and peace, and day.

Into the holiest now we come,

Our present and our endless home.

4. Upon the mercy-seat

- The High Priest sits within,

The blood is in His hand

Which made and keeps us clean.

With boldness let us now draw near,

That blood has banished everyfear.

5 Then to the Lamb once slain,

Be glory, praise, and power,

Who died and lives again,

Who liveth evermore;

Who loved and washed usin His blood,

Who made us kings and priests to God.

345 L.M.

1 ASLEEP in Jesus! Blessed sleep!

From which none ever wakes to weep;

A calm and undisturbed repose,

TJnbroken by the last of foes |

2 Asleep in Jesus! Oh, how sweet

To be for such a slumber meet !

"With holy confidence to sing,

That death has lost his venomed sting.

3 Asleep in Jesus! Peaceful restſ

Whose waking is supremely blest:
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No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour

That manifests the Saviour's power.

4 Asleep in Jesus! Oh, for me

May such a blissful refuge be:

Securely shall my ashes lie,

Waiting the summons from on high.

5 Asleep in Jesus ! Far from thee

Thy kindred and their graves may be

Put thine is still a blessed sleep,

From which none ever wakes to weep
MACKAY.

346 7.6.

1 AROUND Thy grave, Lord Jesus,

Thine empty grave, we stand,

With hearts all full of praises,

To keep Thy bless'd command:

By faith our souls rejoicing,

To trace Thy path of love

Through death’s dark angry billows,

TJp to the throne above.

2 Lord Jesus, we remember

The travail of Thy soul,

When in Thy love's deep pity

The waves did o'er Thee roll:

Baptized in death’s cold waters,

For us Thy blood was shed;

For us the Lord of glory

Was numbered with the dead.

3 O Lord, Thou now art risen,

Thy travail ail is o'er,
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For sin Thou once hast suffered,

Thou liv'st to die no more;

Sin, death, and hell are vanquished

By Thee, Thy Church's Head:

And lo! we share Thy triumphs,

Thou first-born from the dead.

4 Into Thy death baptizèd

We own with Thee we died;

With Thee, our life, are risen,

And in Thee glorified;

From sin, the world, and Satan

We're ransomed by Thy blood,

And now would walk as strangers,

Alive with Thee to God.

DECK.

347 P.M.

1 AROUND the throne of God in heaven,

Thousands of children stand;

Children whose sins are all forgiven,

A holy, happy band:

Singing glory, glory, glory.

2 In flowing robes of spotless white,

See every one arrayed;

Dwelling in everlasting light,

And joys that never fade:

Singing glory, glory, glory.

3 What brought them to that world

above,

That heaven so bright and fair?
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Where all is peace and joy and love 2

IHow came those children there 2

Singing glory, glory, glory.

4 Because the Saviour shed His blood

To wash away their sin;

Bathed in that pure and precious flood,

Behold them white and clean :

Singing glory, glory, glory.

5 On earth they sought their Saviour's

grace,

On earth they loved His name;

So now they see His blessed face,

And stand before the Lamb :

Singing glory, glory, glory.
EIOLLDITCH.

348 IP.M.

1 A BEAUTIFUL land by faith I see,

A land of rest from sorrow free; [fair,

The home of the ransomed, bright and

And beautiful angels too are there.

Will you go to that beautiful land

with me?

Will you go to that beautiful land?

2 That beautiful land, the city of light,

It ne'er has known the shades of night:

The glory of God, the light of day,

Hath driven the darkness far away.

* In vision I see its streets of gold;

Its beautiful gates I too behold,—
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The river of life, the crystal sea,

.The ambrosial fruit of life’s fair tree.

4 The heavenly throng, arrayed in white,

In rapture range the plains of light;

And in one harmonious choir they

praise [grace.

Their glorious Saviour's matchless

349 6-88.

1 AND can it be that I should gain

An interest in the Saviour's blood?

Died. He for me, who caused His pain?

For me, who Him to death pursued?

Amazing love! how can it be,

That Thou, my God, shouldst die for

Iſle.

2 ”Tis mystery all! the Immortal dies'

Who can explore His strange design!

In vain the first-born seraph tries

To sound the depths of love Divine!

'Tis mercy all; let earth adore,

Let angel-minds inquire no more.

3 He left His Father's throne above;

So free, so infinite His grace!

Emptied Himself of all but love,

And bled for Adam’s helpless race:

'Tis mercy all, immense and free,

For, O my God, it found out me !

4 Long my imprisoned spirit lay

Fast bound in sin and nature's night;
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Thine eye diffused a quickening ray;

Iwoke; thedungeonflamed with light;

My chains fell off, my heart was free,

I rose, went forth, and followed Thee.

5 No condemnation now I dread;

Jesus, and all in Him, is mine!

Alive in Him, my living Head,

And clothed in righteousness Divine,

Bold I approach the eternal throne,

And claim the crown, through Christ,

my own. C. WESLEY.

35O 11.10.

1 BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of the

morning,

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid;

Star of the east, the horizon adorning,

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.

2 Cold on His cradle the dewdrops are shining,

Low lies His head with the beasts of the

stall:

Angels adore Him in slumber reclining,

Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all!

3 Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion,

Odours of Edom, and offerings Divine,

Gemsof the mountain, and pearls of the ocean,

Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the

mine P -

4 Wainly we offer each ample oblation,

Vainly with gifts would His favour secure;

Richer by far is the heart's adoration,

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

5 Bishºt and best of the sons of the morning,
C. HEBER.
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351 P.M.

1 BEHOLD! behold! the Lamb of God, On the

CrOSS.

For us He shed His precious blood,On the cross.

Oh, hear His all-important cry,

“Eli, lama sabachthani !”

Draw near and see your Saviour die, On the

croSS.

2 Behold His arms extended wide, On the cross.

Behold His bleeding hands and side, On the

CrOSS.

The sun withholds his rays of light,

The heavens are clothed in shades of night,

While Jesus bruises Satan's might, On the

Cl’OSS.

3 Come, sinners, see Him lifted up, On the cross.

He drinks for you the bitter cup, On the cross.

The rocks do rend, the mountains quake,

While Jesus doth atonement make,

While Jesus suffers for our sake, On the cross.

4 And now the mighty deed is done, On the

CrOSS.

The battle’s fought, the victory's won, On the

CrOSS.

To heaven. He turns His languid eyes;

“”Tis finished!” now the Conqueror cries;

Then bows His sacred head and dies, On the

CrOSS.

5 Where'er I go I'll tell the story Of the cross;

In nothing else my soul shall glory, Save the
CrOSS.

Yea, this my constant theme shall be,

Through time and in eternity,

That Jesus tasted death for me, On the cross.
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352 IP.M.

1 BEGONE, vain world, thou hast no charms for

me !

My captive soul has long been held by thee:

I listened long to thy vain song,

And thought thy music sweet,

And thus my soul lay grovelling at thy feet. -

2 What are thy charms, could I command the

whole P

Thy mingled sweets could never feed a soul.

A nobler prize attracts mine eyes,

Where trees immortal grow,

A fruitful land where milk and honey flow.

3 My soul, through grace, on wings of faith

shall rise

Towards that dear place where my possession

es;

That sacred land, at God's right hand,

My dear Redeemer's throne,

Where Jesus pleads, and makes my cause His

OWI1.

4 Amazing grace! does Jesus plead for me?

Then sure I am the captive must be free ;

For while He does for sinners plead,

He’s anxious to prevail,

And I believe His blood can never fail.

5 He signed the deed with His atoning blood,

And ever lives to make the payment good;

Should hell and sin and law come in

To urge a second claim, -

They all retire at mention of His name.

6 Then let me rise, and hasten to that day;

The grace, the song, invite my soul away.

Fired with that love, my soul above

Shall join the blissful throng,

And grace, freegº;* glorycrown thesong.



353 8.7.

1 COME, Thou all-inspiring Spirit

Into every longing heart |

Bought for us by Jesu’s merit,

Now Thy blissful self impart:

Sign our uncontested pardon;

Wash us in th'atoning blood |

Make our hearts a watered garden;

Fill our spotless souls with God.

2 If Thou gav'st th' enlarged desire

Which for Thee we ever feel,

Now our panting souls inspire,

Now our cancelled sin reveal:

Claim us for Thy habitation;

Dwell within our hallowed breast;

Seal us heirs of full salvation,

Fitted for our heavenly rest.

3 Give us quietly to tarry,

Till for all Thy glory meet,

Waiting, like attentive Mary,

Happy at the Saviour's feet;

Keep us from the world unspotted,

From all earthly passions free,

Wholly to Thyself devoted,

Fixed to live and die for Thee.

354 L.M.

1 COME, sinners, to the gospel feast,

Tet every soul be Jesu's guest:

Ye need not one be left behind,

For God hath bidden all mankind.
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2 Sent by my Lord, on you I call;

The invitation is to ALL :

Come, all the world; come, sinner, thou;

All things in Christ are ready now.

3 Come, all ye souls by sin opprest,

Ye restless wanderers after rest,

Ye poor, and maimed, and halt, and

blind,

In Christ a hearty welcome find.

4 My message as from God receive;

Ye all may come to Christ, and live:

Oh let His love your hearts constrain,

Nor suffer Him to die in vain

5 See Him set forth before your eyes,

That precious bleeding Sacrifice!

His offered benefits embrace,

And freely now be saved by grace.

6 This is the time; no more delay;

This is the acceptable day:

Come in, this moment, at His call,

And live for Him who died for all.

C. WESLEY.

355 IP. Mſ.

1 COME, let us all unite to sing,

God is love.

Letheaven and earth their praises bring.
God is love.
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2

Iet every soul from sin awake,

Each in his heart sweet music make,

And sing with us, for Jesus' sake,

God is love.

Oh, tell to earth's remotest bound,

God is love.

In Christ we have redemption found;

God is love.

His blood has washed our sins away;

His Spirit turned our night to day !

And now we can rejoice to say,

God is love.

IIow happy is our portion here !

God is love,

His promises our spirits cheer;

God is love.

He is our sun and shield by day,

Our help, our hope, our strength and

He will be with us all the way, [stay;

God is love.

What though our heart and flesh should

fail?

God is love;

Through Christ we shall o'er death

prevail;

God is love.

Though Jordan swell, we need not fear,

Our Jesus will be with us there,

Our heads above the waves He'll bear;

God is love.
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5 In glory we shall sing again,

God is love;

And this shall be our lofty strain,

God is love.

Whilst endless ages roll along

In concert with the heavenly throng,

This still shall be our sweetest song,

God is love.

356 S.M.

1 COME, sing to me of heaven,

When I’m about to die;

Sing songs of holy ecstacy,

To waft my soul on high.

There’ll be no more sorrow there,

There’ll be no more sorrow there;

In heaven above, where all is love,

There'll be no more sorrow there,

2. When the last moments come,

Oh, watch my dying face,

To catch the bright Seraphic glow

Which on each feature plays.

3 Then to my raptured ear

Let one sweet song be given;

Let Jesus cheer me last on earth,

And greet me first in heaven.

4. When round my senseless clay

Assemble those I love,

Then sing of heaven, delightful heaven,

My glorious home above.
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357 8.7.

1 COURAGE, brother, do not stumble,

Though thy path be dark as night;

There’s a star to guide the humble:

“Trust in God, and do the right,”

Do the right, do the right,

“Trust in God, and do the right.”

2 Let the road be rough and dreary,

And its end far out of sight;

Foot it bravely! strong or weary,

“Trust in God, and do the right.”

3 Perish policy and cunning !

Perish all that fears the light !

Whether losing, whether winning,

“Trust in God, and do the right.”

4 Trust no party, sect, or faction;

Trust no leaders in the fight;

But in every word and action,

“Trust in God, and do the right.”

5 Simple rule, and safest guiding,

Inward peace, and inward might,

Star upon our path abiding:

“Trust in God, and do the right.”

6 Some will hate thee, some will love thee,

Some will flatter, some will slight;

Cease from man, and look above thee:

“Trust in God, and do the right.”

NoRMAN MACLEOD, D.D.
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358 7s.

1 CHRISTIAN, wouldst thoufruitful be?

Jesus says, “Abide in Me;”

From Him all thy fruit is found:

May it to His praise abound !

2 Christian, wouldst thou holy be 2

Jesus says, “Abide in Me;”

Sanctified in Him thou art;

Sanctify Him in thy heart.

3 Christian, wouldst thou happy be 2

Jesus says, “Abide in Me;”

He is thine exceeding joy—

Bliss Divine ! without alloy.

4 Christian, this thy motto be—

Jesus says, “Abide in Me;”

Grace aad strength from Him receive—

As a branch in Jesus live.

5 Christian, Him thou soon shalt see;

Then He'll say, “Abide with Me:

In My Father's house above—

In the bosom of His love.”

9 6.5.

1 GLORY be to Jesus,

Who, in bitter pains,

Poured for me the life-blood

Brom His sacred veins.

2 Grace and life eternal

In that blood I find:
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Blest be His compassion,

Infinitely kind.

3 Blest through endless ages

Be the precious stream,

Which from endless torments

Did the world redeem.

4 Abel's blood for vengeance

Pleaded to the skies;

But the blood of Jesus

For our pardon cries.

5 Oft as it is sprinkled

On our guilty hearts,

Satan in confusion,

Terror-struck, departs.

6 Lift ye then your voices;

Swell the mighty flood;

Iouder still and louder

Praise the precious blood.

36O L.M.

1 GO labour on ; spend, and be spent;

Thy joy to do the Father's will :

. It is the way the Master went,

Should not the servant tread it still?

2 Go labour on while it is day,

The world's dark night is hastening

- on ; -

Speed, speed thy work, cast sloth away:

It is not thus that souls are won.
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3 Men die in darkness at thy side,

Without a hope to cheer the tomb;

Take up the torch and wave it wide,

The torch that lights time's thickest

gloom.

4 Toil on, faint not, keep watch and pray;

Be wise the erring soul to win;.

Go forth into the world’s highway,

Compel the wanderer to come in.

5 Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice;

For toil comes rest, for exile home;

Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's

voice,

The midnight cry, “Behold I come.”

- H. Bonar.

361 8.7.4.

1 GUIDE me, O Thou great Jehovah,

Pilgrim through this barren land;

I am weak, but Thou art mighty;

Hold me with Thy powerful hand.

Bread of heaven |

Feed me till I want no more.

2 Open, Lord, the crystal fountain,

Whence the healing streams do flow ;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journey through.

Strong Deliverer!

Be Thou still my strength and shield.

8 When I tread the verge of Jordan,

Bid my anxious fears subside;
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Death of death, and hell's destruction,

Land me safe on Canaan's side.

Songs of praises

I will ever give to Thee.

4 Saviour, come, I long to see Thee,

Long to dwell with Thee above,

And to know in full communion

All the sweetness of Thy love.

Come, Lord Jesus!

Take Thy waiting people home.

OLIVER,

362 7.6.

1 G0, when the morning shineth;

Go, when the noon is bright;

Go, when the day declineth;

Go, in the hush of night.

Go, with pure heartj feeling;

Cast earthly thoughts away;

And in thy chamber kneeling,

Do thou in secret pray.

2 Remember all who love thee,

All who are loved by thee;

Pray, too, for those who hate thee,

If any such there be:

Then for thyself in meekness

A blessing humbly claim ;

And link with each petition

Thy great Redeemer's name.

3 But if 'tis e'er denied thee

In solitude to pray;

**
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Should holy thoughts come o'er thee

When friends are round thy way,

E’en then, in silent breathing,

The spirit raised above

Will reach the throne of glory,

Of mercy, truth, and love.

4. Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness,

Before His footstool fall;

Remember, in thy gladness,

His love who gave thee all.

Oh! not a joy or blessing

With this can we compare—

The power which He has given

T’approach His throne in prayer.
SIMPSON.

363 F.M.

1 GREAT God! what do I see and hear!

The end of things created

The Judge of mankind doth appear

On clouds of glory seated!

The trumpet sounds; the graves restore

The dead which they contained before;

Prepare, my soul, to meet Him!

2 The dead in Christ shall first arise,

At the last trumpet’s sounding;

Caught up to meet Him in the skies,

With joy their Lord surrounding;

No gloomy fears their souls dismay;

His presence sheds eternal day

On those prepared to meet Him I
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3 But sinners, filled with guilty fears,

Behold His wrath prevailing;

For they shall rise, and find their tears

And sighs are unavailing :

The day of grace is past and gone !

Trembling they stand before the throne,

All unprepared to meet Him.

4 Great God, what do I see and hear!

The end of things created 1

The Judge of mankind doth appear

On clouds of glory seated!

Beneath. His cross I view the day

When heaven andearth shall pass away,

And thus prepare to meet Him!
LUTHER.

364 L.M.

1 GLORY to Thee, my God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light;

Keep me, O keep me, King of kings,

Beneath. Thine own almighty wings.

2 Forgive me, Lord, for Thy dear Son,

The ill that I this day have done;

That with the world, myself, and Thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little as my bed;

Teach me to die, that so I may

Rise glorious at the judgment day.

4 0 let my soul on Thee repose,

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close:
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Sleep that may memore vigorous make

To serve my God when I awake.

5 If in the night I sleepless lie,

Mysoul with heavenlythoughts supply;

Let no ill dreams disturb my rest,

No powers of darkness me molest.
- ECEN.

365 8.7.4.

1 HARK! the voice of love and mercy

Sounds aloud from Calvary 1

See it rends the rocks asunder,

Shakes the earth, and veils the sky!

“It is finished l’’

Hear the dying Saviour cry!

2 “It is finished!” O what pleasure

These triumphant words affordſ

Heavenly blessings without measure

Flow to us through Christ the Lord:

“It is finished ſ”

Saints, the dying words record.

3 Finished all the types and shadows

Of the ceremonial law; -

Finished all that God had promised;

Deáth and hell no more shall awe :

“It is finished . "

Saints,from hence your comfort draw.

4 Tune your hearts anew, ye ransomed!

... Join to sing the glorious theme;

All in earth, and all in heaven,

Join to praise Immanuel's name!

- 326



Hallelujah!

Glory to the bleeding Lamb.
EvaNs.

366 8.7.4.

1 HARK1 the gospel news is sounding,

Christ hath suffered on the tree;

Streams of mercy are abounding,

Grace for all is rich and free,

Now, poor sinner,

Look to Him who died for Thee,

2 Oh escape to yonder mountain;

Now believe in Him to-day !

Christ invites you to the fountain,

Come and wash your sins away:

Do not tarry.

Come to Jesus while you may.

3 Grace is flowing like a river,

Millions there have been supplied;

, Still it flows as fresh as ever

From the Saviour's wounded side;

None need perish;

All may live, for Christ hath died.

4 Christ alone shall be our portion; .

3. Soon we hope to meet above;

Then we’ll bathe in the full ocean

Of the great Redeemer's love;

All His fulness

We shall then for ever prove.
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367 L.M.

1 GREAT God, as seasons disappear,

And changes mark the rolling year,

Thy favour still has crowned our days,

And we would celebrate Thy praise.

2 The harvest-song we would repeat;

Thou givest us the finest wheat;

The joys of harvest we have known;

The praise, O Lord, is all Thine own.

3 Our tables spread, our garners stored,

Oh give us hearts to bless Thee, Lord,

Forbid it, Source of light and love,

That hearts and lives should barren

prove.

4 Another harvest comes apace

Ripen our spirits by Thy grace,

That we may calmly meet the blow

The sickle gives to lay us low.

5 That so, when angel-reapers come

To gather sheaves to Thy blest home,

Our spirits may be borne on high

To Thy safe garner in the sky.
BUTCHER.

368 P.M.

1 HARK, sinner, while God from on high doth

entreat thee,

And warnings with accents of mercy doth

blend :

Give ear to His voice, lest in judgment He

meet thee;

“The harvest is passing, thesummer will end.”
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2 How: of thy danger and guilt He hath told

thee

IHow oft still the message of mercy doth send ?

Haste, haste, while He waits in His arms to

enfold thee:

“The harvest is passing, the summer will end.”

3 Despised and rejected, at length. He may leave

thee;

What anguish and horrorthy bosom will rend t

Then haste thee, O sinner, while He will

receive thee:

“The harvestis passing, the summer will end.”

4 Ere long, and Jehovah will come in His

power;

Our God will arise, with His foes to contend:

Haste, haste thee, O sinner, prepare for that

hour:

“The harvestis passing, the summer will end.”

5 The Saviour will call thee in judgment before

Him; Friend;

Oh bow to His sceptre, and make Him thy

Now yield Him thy heart, and make haste to

adore Him:

“Thy harvestis passing, thy summer will end.”

369 P.M.

1 I WILL sing for Jesus;

With His blood. He bought me;

And all along my pilgrim way

His loving hand hath brought me.

Oh, help me sing for Jesus,

Help me tell the story

Of Him who did redeem us,

The Lord of life and glory.
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2 Can there overtake me

Any dark disaster,

While I sing for Jesus,

My blessed, blessed Master 2

3 I will sing for Jesus;

IIis name alone prevailing

Shall be my sweetest music,

When heart and flesh are failing.

4 Still I’ll sing for Jesus;

Oh, how I will adore Him,

Among the cloud of witnesses

Who cast their crowns before Him!

MRS. GATEs.

37O : 7.6.

1 I LONG to be like Jesus, and with my

Saviour stand; -

A crown upon my forehead, a har

within my hand:

There, right before my Saviour, so

- glorious and so bright,

I’d wake the sweetest music, and praise

Him day and night.

2 I never should be weary, nor ever shed

a tear,

Nor ever know a sorrow, nor ever feel

- a fear ;

But, blessed, pure, and holy, I’d dwell

in Jesus' sight,

And with ten thousand thousands, I'd

praise Him day and night.
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3 Oh, there I’ll be like Jesus, and with

- my Saviour stand;

A crown upon my forehead, a harp

within my hand:

And there, before my Saviour, so

glorious and so bright,

I'll join the heavenly music, and praise

Him day and night.
-

371 IP.M.

1 I THINK, when Iread that sweet story of old,

en Jesus was here among men; [fold:

How He called little children as lambs to His

I should like to have been with them then.

2 I wish that His hands had been placed on my

head,

That His arm had been thrown around me;

And that I might have seen His kind look

when He said,

“Let the little ones come unto me.”

3 Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may go,

And ask for a share in His love;

And if I thus earnestly seek Him below,

I shall see Him and hear Him above:

4 In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare

- For all who are washed and forgiven:

And many dear children are gathering there,

For “of such is the kingdom of heaven.”

5 But fºund, and thousands who wander and

al

Never heard of that heavenly home :

I should like them to know there is room for

them all,

And that Jesus has bid them to come.
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372 IP.M.

1 I LEFT it all with Jesus—Long ago;

All my sins were brought Him—Andray woe;

When by faith I saw Him—On the tree,

Heard His still small whisper—'Tis for thee,

From my heart the burden—Rolled away,

Happy day !

2 I leave it all with Jesus—For He knows

How to steal the bitters—From life’s woes,

IIow to gild the tear-drop—With His smile,

Make the desert garden—Bloom a while;

When my weakness leaneth—On His might,

All seems bright.

3 I leave it all with Jesus—Day by day,

Faith can firmly trust Him—Comewhat may;

Hope has dropped her anchor—Found her rest,

In the calm sure haven—Of His breast !

Love esteems it heaven—To abide

At His side.

4 Oh leave it all with Jesus—Drooping saint,

Tell not half the story—Tell the whole;

Worlds on worlds are hanging—On His hands;

Life and death are waiting—His commands;

Yet His tender bosom—Makes thee room,

Oh, come home!

373 IP.M.

1 Iknºw there’s a bright and glorious

arl

Away in the heavens high,

Where all the redeemed shall with

Jesus dwell.

Will you be there, and I?

Will you be there, and I?

Will you be there, and I?

t

|
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: Where all the redeemed shall with

Jesus dwell.

t Will you be there, and I?

2 In robes of white, o'er streets of gold,

Beneath a cloudless sky,

They’ll walk in the light of their
Father's love.

Will you be there, and I?

Will you be there, and I?

3 From every kingdom of earth they come,

To raise their anthems high;

Their harps will never be there un

strung.

Will you be there, and I?

Will you be there, and I?

4 If we find the loving Saviour now,

And follow Him faithfully;

When He gathers His children in that

bright home,

Then you’ll be there, and I.

Yes! you’ll be there, and I.

5 If we are sheltered by the cross,

And through the bloodbrought nigh;

Our utmost gain we’ll count but loss,

Since you’ll be there, and I.

Since you’ll be there, and I.

374 P.M.

1 IWANT that adorning Divine

Thou only, my God, canst bestow
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I want in those beautiful garments to

shine,

Which distinguished Thy household

below.

2 I want every moment to feel

ThatThy Spirit resides in myheart—

That His power is present, to cleanse

and to heal,

And newness of life to impart.

3 I want, as a traveller, to haste

Straight onward, nor pause on my

way;

Nor forethought, nor anxious con

trivance to waste

On the tent only pitched for a day.

4 I want—and this sums up my prayer,

To glorify Thee till I die;

Then calmly to yield up my soul to Thy

Care,

And breathe out, in faith, my last

sighl -

375 C.M.

1 JESUS, the name high over all,

In hell, or earth, or sky;

Angels and men before it fall,

And devils fear and fly.

We have no other argument;

We want no other plea ;

It is enough that Jesus died,

And* He died for me.
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2 Jesus, the name to sinners dear,

The name to sinners given;

It scatters all their guilty fear;

It turns their hell to heaven.

3 Jesus the prisoners' fetters breaks,

And bruises Satan’s head;

Power into strengthless souls it speaks,

And life into the dead.

4 Oh that the world might taste and see

The riches of His grace:

The arms of love that compass me

Would all mankind embrace.

5 His only righteousness I show,

His saving truth proclaim:

'Tis all my business here below,

To cry, “Behold the Lamb l’”

6 Happy, if with my latest breath

I may but gasp His name,

Preach Him to all, and cry in death,

“Behold, behold the Lamb l’”

C. WESLEY.

376 L.M.

1 JESUS, who lived above the sky,

Came down to be a man and die;

And in the Bible we may see

How very good He used to be.

2 He went about, He was so kind,

To cure poor people who were blind;

And when He saw the sick and lame,

He pitied them,* did the same.
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3 And more than that, He told them too

The things that God would have them

do;

He was so gentle and so mild,

He would have listened to a child.

4 But such a cruel death. He died

He was hung up and crucified;

And those kind hands that did such

good,

They nailed them to a cross of wood.

5 And so He died l—and this is why

He came to be a man and die :

The Bible says He came from heaven

That we might have our sins forgiven.

6 He knew how wicked man had been,

And knew that God must punish sin :

So, out of pity, Jesus said

He’d bear the punishment instead.
JANE TAYLOR.

377 * IP.M.

1 JUST as thou art—without one trace

Of love, or joy, or inward grace,

Or meetness for the heavenly place—

O guilty sinner, come !

2 Burdened with guilt, wouldst thou be

blest:

Trust not the world; it gives no rest:

Christ brings relief to hearts opprest.
- Owº sinner, come!



3 Come, leave thy burden at the cross;

Count all thy gains but empty dross;

His grace o'erpays all earthly loss.

O needy sinner, come !

4 Come, hither bring thy boding fears,

Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears:

'Tis mercy’s voice salutes thine ears:

O trembling sinner, come !

5 The Spirit and the bride say,“Come:”

Rejoicing saints re-echo, Come: [come;

Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may

- The Saviour bids thee come.

Cook,

378 C.M.

1 LORD, I believe a rest remains,

To all Thy people known;

A rest where pure enjoyment reigns,

And Thou art loved alone :

2 A rest, where all our soul’s desire

Is fixed on things above;

Where fear and sin and grief expire,

Cast out by perfect love.

3 Oh, that I now the rest might know,

Believe, and enter in

Now, Saviour, now the power bestow,

And let me cease from sin. -

4 I would beThine,Thou know'st Iwould,

And have Thee all my own;

Thee, O my all-sufficient Good,

I want, and Thee alone.
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5 Come, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

And seal me Thine abode 1

Let all I am in Thee be lost;

Let all be lost in God.

- WESLEy.

379 8.7.4.

1 LORD, dismiss us with Thy blessing !

Fill our hearts with joy and peace;

Let us each, Thy love possessing,

Triumph in redeeming grace :

Oh, refresh us,

Travelling through this wilderness.

2 Thanks we give, and adoration,

For Thy gospel's joyful sound;

Let the fruits of Thy salvation

In our hearts and lives abound:

May Thy presence

With us evermore be found.

3 So, whene'er the signal's given

TJs from earth to call away;

Borne on angels' wings to heaven,

Glad the summons to obey:

May we, ready,

IRise and reign in endless day.

BURDER.

38O 7s.

1 MARY to the Saviour’s tomb

Hasted at the early dawn,

Spice she brought and sweet perfume;
But the Lord she loved had gone.
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For awhile she lingering stood,

Filled with sorrow and surprise,

Trembling, while the crystal flood

Issued from her weeping eyes.

2 But her sorrows quickly fled

When she heard His welcome voice;

Christ had risen from the dead,

Now He bids her heart rejoice.

What a change His word can make,

Turning darkness into day !

Ye who weep for Jesus' sake,

He will wipe your tears away.

3 He who came to comfort her,

When she thought her all was lost,

Will for your relief appear,

Though you now are tempest-tossed.

On His word your burden cast,

On His love your thoughts employ;

Weeping for awhile may last,

But the morning brings the joy.

381 f.M.

1 MY heart is fixed, eternal God,

Fixed on Thee ;

And my immortal choice is made;

Christ for me.

IIe is my Prophet, Priest, and King,

Who did for me salvation bring;

And while I’ve breath I mean to sing,

Christ for me.
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2 Let others boast of heaps of gold;

Christ for me.

FIis riches never can be told;

Christ for me.

Your gold will waste and wear away,

Your honours perish in a day;

My portion never can decay:

Christ for me.

3 In pining sickness or in health,

Christ for me;

In deepest poverty, or wealth,

Christ for me :

And in that all-important day,

When I the summons must obey,

And pass from this dark world away,

Christ for me.

4 In Him I see the Godhead shine;

Christ for me;

He is the Majesty Divine,

Christ for me;

The Father's well-belovèd Son,

Co-partner of His royal throne,

Who did for human guilt atone:

Christ for me.

382 C.M.

1 MY God, I know, I feel Thee mine,

And will not quit my claim,

Till all I have is lost in Thine,

And all renewed I am.
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2 Jesus, Thine all-victorious love

Shed in my heart abroad;

Then shall my feet no longer rove,

Booted and fixed in God.

3 Oh that in me the sacred fire

Might now begin to glow ;

Durn up the dross of base desire,

And make the mountains flow !

4 Refining Fire, go through my heart,

Illuminate my soul;

Scatter Thy life through every part,

And sanctify the whole.

C. WESLEY.

383 P.M.

1 NOW I have found a Friend,

Jesus is mine ;

His love shall never end,

Jesus is mine.

Though earthly joys decrease;

Though human friendships cease,

Now I have lasting peace;

Jesus is mine.

2 Though I grow poor and old,

Jesus is mine ;

He will my faith uphold,

Jesus is mine.

He shall my wants supply,

His precious blood is nigh,

Nought can my hope destroy,

Jesus is mine.
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3 When earth shall pass away,

Jesus is mine;

In the great judgment day,

Jesus is mine.

Oh, what a glorious thing,

Then to behold my King,

On tuneful harp to sing,

Jesus is mine !

4 Farewell mortality!

Jesus is mine;

Welcome eternity |

Jesus is mine.

He my redemption is,

Wisdom and righteousness,

Life, light, and holiness;

Jesus is mine.

5 Father, Thy name I bless,

Jesus is mine;

Thine was the sovereign grace,

Jesus is mine.

Spirit of holiness,

Sealing the Father's grace,

THou MAD'sT MY soul, EMBRACE

JESUS AS MINE.

384 P.M.

1 NEARER, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee ;

E’en though it be a cross

That raiseth me;
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Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee.

2 Though like a wanderer,

The sun gone down,

Darkness be over me,

My rest a stone;

Yet in my dreams I'd be

Nearer, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee.

3 There let the way appear

Steps unto heaven;

All that Thou sendest me

In mercy given;

Angels to beckon me

Nearer, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee.

4 Then, with my waking thoughts

Bright with Thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs

Bethel I’ll raise;

So by my woes to be

Nearer, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee.

5 And when, on joyful wing,

Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,

Upward I fly,
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Still all my song shall be,

“Nearer, my God, to Thee,

Nearer to Thee.” ADAMS.

385 10.11.

1 OH, worship the King, all glorious above!

Oh, gratefully sing His power and His love 1

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of days,

Pavilioned in splendour, and girded with praise.

2 Oh, tell of His might! oh, sing of His grace!

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space;

His chariots of wrath the deep thunder clouds

form,

And darkis Hispath onthe wings of the storm.

3 Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,

In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail;

Thy mercies how tender how firm to the end?

Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend!

4 O Lord of all might, how boundless Thy love!

While angels delight to hymn Thee above,

The humbler creation, though feeble their lays,

With true adoration shall lisp to ThyG.

R.A.N.T.

386 C.M.

1 SPIRIT of holiness, descend;

Thy people wait for Thee:

Thine ear, in kind compassion, lend:

Let us Thy mercy see.

2 Behold Thy weary churches wait

With wistful, longing eyes;

Let us no more be desolate;

O bid Thy light arise.
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3 Thy light, that on our souls hath

shone,

Leads us in hope to Thee:

Let us not feel its rays alone—

Alone Thy people be.

4 O bring our dearest friends to God;

Remember those we love;

Fit them on earth for Thine abode,

Fit them for joys above.

5 Spirit of holiness,’tis Thine

To hear our feeble prayer:

Come, for we wait Thy power Divine,

Let us Thy mercy share.
S. F. SMITH.

387 IP.M.

1 O HAVE you not heard of the beautiful

Stream

That flows through our Father's land?

Its waters gleam bright in the heavenly light,

And ripple o'er golden sand.

O seek that beautiful stream,

Seek now that beautiful stream,

Its waters so free are flowing for thee;

O seek that beautiful stream.

2. With murmuring sound doth it wander along,

Through fields of eternal green,

"Where songs of the blest, in their haven of rest,

Float soft on the air serene.

3. Its fountains are deep, and its waters are pure

And sweet to the* soul;
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It flows from the throne of Jehovah alone,

O come where its bright waves roll.

4 This beautiful stream is the river of life,

It flows for all nations free;

A balm for each wound in its waters is found,

O sinner, it flows for thee.

5 O will you not drink of this beautiful stream,

And dwell on its peaceful shore ?

The Spirit says, Come, allye weary ones, home,

And wander in sin no more.

388 6-88.

1 O GOD, what offering shall I give

To Thee, the Lord of earth and skies?

My spirit, soul, and flesh receive,

A holy, living sacrifice:

Small as it is, ’tis all my store;

More shouldst thou have, if I had more,

Send down Thy likeness from above,

And let this my adorning be ;

Clothe me with wisdom, patience, love,

With lowliness and purity

Than gold or pearls more precious far,

And brighter than the morning star.

2

3 Lord, arm me with Thy Spirit's might,

Since I am calledbyThy great name?

In Thee let all my thoughts unite,

Of all my works beThou the aim ;

Thy love attend me all my days,

And my sole business be Thy praise!
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389 11s.

1 OTURN ye, O turn ye, for why will ye die,

When God in great mercy is coming so nigh P

Now Jesus invites you, the Spirit says “Come,”

And angels are waiting to welcome thee home.

2 How vain the delusion, that while you delay

Your hearts may grow better by staying away!

Come wretched, come starving, come just as

you be

While streams of salvation are flowing so free.

3 In riches, in pleasures, what can you obtain,

To soothe your affliction or banish your pain,

To bear up your spirits when summoned to die,

Or take you to Christ in the clouds of the sky?

4 Why will ye be starving, and feeding on air?

There’s mercy in Jesus enough and to spare;

If still you are doubting make trial and see,

And prove that His mercy is boundless and free.

5 Come, give us your hand and the Saviour your

eart ; -

And trusting in Jesus, we never shall part:

Oh, how ºn we leave you ? why will you not

COme :

We'll journey together, and soon be at home.

390 7.6.

1 O JESUS 1 Friend unfailing !

How dear art Thou to me !

Are cares or fears assailing?

I find my strength in Thee.

Why should my feet grow weary

Of this my pilgrim way?

Rough though the path and dreary,

It ends in Perº day.
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2 Why should I droop in sorrow?

Thou’rt ever by my side!

Why, trembling, dread the morrow?

What ill can e'er betide 2

If I my cross have taken,

'Tis but to follow Thee I

If scorned, despised, forsaken, |

Nought severs Thee from me !

3 O worldly pomp and glory,

Your charms are spread in vain'

I’ve heard a sweeter story,

I’ve found a truer gain

Where Christ a place prepareth,

There is my loved abode 1

There shall I gaze on Jesus,

There shall I dwell with God!

4 JFor every tribulation,

For every sore distress,

In Christ I’ve full salvation,

Sure help and quiet rest.

No fear of foes prevailing!

I triumph, Lord, in Thee.

O Jesus! Friend unfailing!

How dear art Thou to me !

391 8.7.

1 PRECIOUS Bible ! what a treasure

Does the Word of God afford!

All I want for life or pleasure,

Food and medicine, shield and sword.
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Let the world account me poor;

Having this I need no more.

2 Food to which the world’s a stranger

Here my hungry soul enjoys!

Of excess there is no danger,

Though it fills it never cloys:

On a dying Christ I feed,

He is meat and drink indeed.

3 In the hour of dark temptation,

Satan cannot make me yield;

For the word of consolation

Is to me a mighty shield:

While the Scripture truths are sure,

From his malice I’m secure.

4.Wain his threats to overcome me,

When I take the Spirit's sword;

É. Then with ease I drive him from me,

Satan trembles at the word:

'Tis a sword for conquest made,

Reen the edge, and strong the blade.

NEWTON.

392 P.M.

1 REJOICE! the Lord is King!

Your Lord and King adore;

Mortals, give thanks and sing,

And triumph evermore.

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;

Rejoice! again I say, Rejoice!

2 Jesus the Saviour reigns,

The God of truth and love:
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When He had purged our sins,

He took His seat above.

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;

Rejoice again I say, Rejoice!

3 He sits at God’s right hand

Till all His foes submit,

And bow to His command, -

And fall beneath. His feet. |

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice;

Tejoice again I say, Rejoice l

4 : Rejoice in glorious hopel

Jesus our Lord shall come,

And take His people up

To their eternal home; [voice;

We soon shall hear the archangel's

The trump of God shall sound, Rejoice!
WESLEY.

393 S.M.

1 “REVIVE Thy work, O Lord!”

Thy mighty arm make bare:

Speak with the voice which wakes the

And make Thy people hear. [dead,

2 “Revive Thy work, O Lord!”

Disturb this sleep of death; |
Quicken the smouldering embers now

By Thine almighty breath.

8 “Revive Thy work, O Lord!”

Create soul-thirst for Thee;

And hungering for the bread of life

O may our spirits be!
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4 “Revive Thy work, O Lord!”

Give power unto Thy word;

Grant that Thy blessed gospel may

In living faith be heard.

5 “Revive Thy work, O Lord!”

And give refreshing showers;

The glory shall be all Thine own:

The blessing, Lord, be ours

MIDLANE.

394 S.M.

1 SERVANT of God, well done!

Rest from thy loved employ |

The battle fought, the victory won,

Enter thy Master's joy.

2 The voice at midnight came,

He started up to hear;

A mortal arrow pierced his frame,

E[e fell—but felt no fear.

3 At midnight came the cry,

“To meet thy God prepare 1”

He woke—and caught his Captain's eye,

Then, strong in faith and prayer,

4 His spirit, with a bound,

Left its encumbering clay;

His tent at Sunrise, on the ground,

A darkened ruin lay.

5 The pains of death are past,

Labour and sorrow cease;

And life's long warfare closed at last,

His soul is found in peace.
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6 Soldier of Christ, well done!

Praise be thy new employ;

And while eternal ages run,

Rest in thy Saviour's joy.
MonTGoºſe:RY.

395 IP.M.

1 SOW ye beside all waters,

Where the dew of heaven may fall:

Ye shall reap if ye be not weary,

For the Spirit breathes o'er all.

Sow, thoughthe thorns maywound thee,

One wore the thorns for thee,

And though the cold world scorn thee,

Patient and hopeful be.

Sow ye beside all waters;

With a blessing and a prayer,

Name Him whose handupholds thee,

And sow ye everywhere.

2 Work in the wild waste places,

Though none thy love may own,

God guides the down of the thistle

The wandering wind hath sown.

Sow when the sunshine sheddeth

Its warm and cheering ray,

For the rain of heaven descendeth

When the sunbeams pass away.

Sow ye beside all waters, &c.

8 Sow when the tempest lowers;

For a calmer day may break,
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And the seed in darkness nourished,

A goodly plant may make.

Sow when the morning breaketh

In beauty o'er the land;

And when the evening falleth,

Withhold not thou thy hand.

Sow ye beside all waters, &c.

4 Sow though the rock repel thee

In its cold and sterile pride,

Some cleft may there be riven

Where the little seed may hide.

Toom on the narrowest ridges

The ripened grain may find;

That the Lord of the harvest coming

In the harvest sheaves may bind.

Sow ye beside all waters, &c.

396 8.7.

1 SHALL we meet beyond the river,

In that bright and happy land,

And with the redeemed for ever

In our Saviour's presence stand?

Shall we meet beyond the river,

Where the surges cease to roll ?

2 Shall we meet in that blest harbour,

When our stormy voyage is o'er ?

Shall we meet and cast the anchor

By the fair celestial shore ?

3 Shall we meet with many loved ones,

Who were torn from our embrace?
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Shall we listen to their voices,

And behold them fage to face 2

4 Yes, we’ll meet beyond the river,

Never to be parted more ;

There we’ll praise our Saviour ever,

On that bright and happy shore.

397 7.6.

1 THE gates of pearl are open,

And you may enter in,

Washed, spotless, and forgiven,

Without a stain of sin.

2 The blood-bought hosts are singing;

Before the throne they stand,

Eternal praises swelling,

And you may join the band.

3 Hark! louder hallelujahs,

Like surges of the sea,

Roll o'er the jasper city

With heavenly melody.

4 The streets of gold are gleaming,

And soon we shall be there;

Jesus shall bid us welcome,

His loving heart to share.

5 Oh, will you turn to Jesus?

'Tis now. He speaks to thee:

His blood-stained arms are open;

To Him for mercy flee.
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398 P.M.

1 THERE’S a beautiful land on high;

To its glories I fain would fly;

When by sorrow pressed down,

I long for my crown,

In that beautiful land on high.

In that beautiful land I’ll be

From earth and its cares set free :

My Saviour is there; He’s gone to prepare

A place in that land for me.

2 There’s a beautiful land on high,

And my kindred its bliss enjoy;

Methinks I now see

E[ow they’re waiting for me,

In that beautiful land on high.

3 There’s a beautiful land on high;

And though here I oft weep and sigh,

My Saviour hath said,

That no tears shall be shed

In that beautiful land on high.

4 There’s a beautiful land on high,

Where we never shall say “Good-bye;”

When, over the river,

We’re happy for ever,

In that beautiful land on high.

399 7.6.

1 THERE’S a rest for little children,

Above the bright blue sky,
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Who love the blessed Saviour,

And “Abba, Father,” cry:

A rest from every turmoil,

From sin and danger free;

Where every little pilgrim

Shall dwell eternally.

2 There’s a home for little children,

Above the bright blue sky,

Where Jesus reigns in glory;

A home of peace and joy.

No home on earth is like it

Or can with it compare ;

For every one is happy,

Nor could be happier there.

3 There’s a Friend for little children,

Above the bright blue sky;

A Friend who never changeth,

Whose love can never die.

TJnlike our friends by nature,

Who change with changing years,

This Friend is always worthy

The precious name He bears.

4 There’s a crown for little children,

Above the bright blue sky;

And all who look for Jesus,

Shall wear it by-and-by:

A crown of brightest glory, .

Which He will then bestow

On all who've found His favour,

And loved His name below.
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5 There’s a robe for little children,

Above the bright blue sky;

And a harp of sweetest music,

And a palm of victory.

All, all above are treasured,

And found in Christ alone;

Oh, come, dear little children,

That all may be your own.

4OO 8s.

1 THOU Shepherd of Israel and mine,

The joy and desire of my heart,

For closer communion I pine,

I long to reside where Thou art;

The pasture I languish to find,

Where all who their Shepherd obey

Are fed, on Thy bosom reclined,

Andscreened from the heatofthe day.

2 Ah! show me that happiest place,

The place of Thy people's abode,

Where saints in an ecstasy gaze,

And rest on a crucified God:

Thy love for a sinner declare,

Thy passion and death on the tree;

My spirit to Calvary bear,

To suffer and triumph with Thee.

3 'Tis there, with the lambs of Thy flock,

There only, I covet to rest;

To lie at the foot of the rock,

Or rise to be hid in Thy breast:
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'Tis there I would always abide,

And never a moment depart;

Concealed in the cleft of Thy side,

Eternally held in Thy heart.
WESLEY.

4O1 8.8.6.

1 THOU God of power, and God of love,

Whose glory fills the realms above,

Whose praise archangels sing,

And veil their faces, while they cry,

Thrice holy! to their God most high,

Thrice holy! to their King.

2 Thee as our God we too would claim,

And bless the Saviour's precious name,

Through whom this grace is given,

Who bore the curse to sinners due,

Who forms our ruined souls anew,

And makes us heirs of heaven.

3 The veil that hides Thy glory rend,

And here in saving power descend,

And fix Thy blest abode ;

IHere to each heart Thyself reveal,

And all who enter cause to feel

The presence of our God. |
WALKER. "

402 IP.M.

1 WHITHER, pilgrims, are you going,

Going each with staff in hand 2

We are going on a journey,

Going at our King's command.
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Over hills and plains and valleys,

We are going to His palace,

Going to the “better land.”

2 Tell us, pilgrims, what you hope for,

In that far-off better land 2

Spotless robes and crowns of glory,

From a Saviour's loving hand.

We shall drink of life's clear river,

We shall dwell with God for ever,

In that bright and better land.

3 Fear ye not the way so lonely,

Ye, a little, feeble band 2

No; for friends unseen are near us,

Angels bright around us stand.

Christ, our Leader, walks beside us,

He will guard, and He will guide us,

Going to the better land.

4 Pilgrims, may we travel with you

To that bright and better land?

Come and welcome, come and welcome,

Welcome to our pilgrim band.

Come, O come, and do not leave us;

Christ is waiting to receive us,

In that bright and better land.

4O3 8.7; 7.7.

1 WHO is this that comes from Edom,

All His raiment stained with blood;

To the captive speaking freedom,

Bringing and bestowing good?
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Glorious is the garb He wears,

Glorious is the spoil He bears.

2 'Tis the Saviour, now victorious,

Travelling onward in His might;

'Tis the Saviour; oh, how glorious

To His people is the sight !

Satan conquered, and the grave,

Jesus now is strong to save.

3 This the Saviour has effected

By His mighty arm alone;

See the throne for Him erected,

'Tis an everlasting throne:

'Tis the great reward. He gains;

Glorious fruit of all His pains.

4 Mighty Victor reign for ever;

Wear the crown so dearly won;

Never shall Thy people, never,

Cease to sing what Thou hast done:

Thou hast fought Thy people's foes;

Thou hast healed Thy people's woes.
ECELLY.

4O4 6-8s.

1 WHAT means this eager, anxious

throng,

Pressing our busy streets along,

These wondrous gatherings day by

day:— - [pray?

What means this strange commotion,

Voices in accents hushed reply,

“Jesus of Nazareth passeth by 1”
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2 E'en children feel the potent spell,

And haste their new-found joy to tell;

In crowds they to the place repair,

Where Christians daily bow in prayer;

Hosannas mingle with the cry,

“Jesus of Nazareth passeth by . "

Who is this Jesus? why should He

The city move so mightily?

A passing stranger, has He skill

To charm the multitude at will?

Again the stirring tones reply,

“Jesus of Nazareth passeth by l’”

Jesus ! 'tis He, who once below

Man's pathwaytrod, 'mid pain and woe;

And burdened hearts, where'er He

came,

Brought out their sick and deaf and

lame:

Blind men rejoiced to hear the cry,

“Jesus of Nazareth passeth by 1”

Again He comes from place to place;

His holy footprints we can trace;

He pauses at our threshold; nay,

He enters, condescends to stay:

Shall we not gladly raise the cry,

“Jesus of Nazareth passeth by ”?

Ho, all ye heavy laden, come!

Here’s pardon, comfort, rest, a home:

Lost wanderers from a Father's face,

Return, accept His proffered grace
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Ye tempted, there’s a refuge nigh,

“Jesus of Nazareth passeth by l’’

7 But if you still His call refuse,

And dare such wondrous love abuse,

Soon will He sadly from you turn,

Your bitter prayer in justice spurn:

“Too late! too late l’” will be the cry,

“Jesus of Nazareth has passed by.”

405 P.M.

1 WE’RE travelling home to heaven

Will you go? [above,

To sing the Saviour's dying love,

Will you go?

Millionshavereachedthat blissfulshore,

Their trials and their labours o'er ;

And yet there’s room for millions more,

Will you go?

2 We’re going to walk the plains of light,

Will you go?

Far, far from death, and curse, and

night,

Will you go?

The crown of life we then shall wear,

The conqueror's palm we then shall

bear,

And all the joys of heaven share,

Will you go?

8 We’re going to see the glorious Lamb,

Will you go?
362



In rapturous songs to praise His name,

Will you go?

Our sun will then no more go down,

Our moon no more will be withdrawn,

Our days of mourning ever gone,

, Will you go?

4 The way to heaven is straight and plain,

Will you go? -

Tepent, believe, be born again,

Will you go?

The Saviour cries aloud to thee,

Take up thy cross and follow Me,

And thou shalt My Salvation see:

Will you go?

5 Oh, could I hear some sinner say,

“I will go!”

I’ll start this moment, clear the way,

Let me go!

My old companions, fare ye well,

I will not go with you to hell,

I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell:

Will you go?

4O6 6-8s.

1 WOULD Jesus have the sinner die?

Why hangs He then on yonder tree?

What means that strange expiring cry?

(Sinners, He prays for you and me,)

“Forgive them, Father, oh forgive;

They know not that by Me they live!”
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2 Thou loving, all-atoning Lamb; |
Thee—by Thy painful agony, -

Thy bloody sweat,Thy grief and shame,

Thy cross, and passion on the tree,

Thy precious death and life—I pray,

Take all, take all my sins away. ^

|
3 Oh, let me kiss Thy bleeding feet,

And bathe and wash them with my

tears; -

The story of Thy love repeat

In every drooping sinner's ears;

That all mayhear the quickening sound, I

Since I, even I, have mercy found.

4 Oh, let Thy love my heart constrain,

Thy love for every sinner free;

That every fallen soul of man

May taste the grace that found out

me ;

That all mankind with me may prove

Thy sovereign everlasting love.

C. WESLEY.

4O7 7s.

1 WPIAT are these arrayed in white,

Brighter than the noonday sun ?

Foremost of the sons of light,

Nearest the eternal throne 2

These are they that bore the cross,

Nobly for their Master stood,

Sufferers in His righteous cause,

Followers of the Lamb of God.
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2 Out of great distress they came,

Washed their robes by faith below

In the blood of Christ the Lamb,

Blood that washes white as snow:

Therefore are they next the throne,

Serve their Maker day and night,

God resides among His own,

God doth in His saints delight.

3 He that on the throne doth reign,

Them the Lamb shall always feed,

With the tree of life sustain,

To the living fountains lead;

He shall all their sorrows chase,

All their wants at once remove,

Wipe the tears from every face,

Fill up every soul with love.

4O3 P.M.

1 WPIEN mothers of Salem.

Their children brought to Jesus,

The stern disciples drove them back,

And bade them depart:

But Jesus saw them ere they fled,

And sweetly smiled, and kindly said,

“Suffer the children

To come unto Me.

2 “For I will receive them,

And fold them to My bosom;

I’ll be a shepherd to those lambs,

Oh, drive them not away;
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For if their hearts to Me they give,

They shall with me in glory live :

Suffer the children

To come unto Me.”

3 How kind was our Saviour,

To bid those children welcome ;

IBut there are many thousands who have

Never heard His name;

The Bible they have never read,

They know not the Saviour said,

“Suffer the children

To come unto Me.”

4 How happy the children

Who rest on Jesus' bosom, --

And there like little folded lambs,

Lie safely and at rest;

Thence none can pluck them e'er away,

For He who keeps them loves to say,

“Suffer the children

To come unto Me.”

409 7.6.

1 WHEN, His salvation bringing,

To Sion Jesus came,

The children all stood singing

Hosannas to His name:

Nor did their zeal offend Him,

But, as He rode along,

He bade them still attend Him,

And smiled to hear their song.
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2 And since the Lord retaineth

His love for children still;

Though now as King He reigneth

On Sion's heavenly hill:

We’ll flock around His banner

Who sits upon the throne,

And cry aloud, “Hosanna l’”

To David’s royal Son.

3 For should we fail proclaiming

Our great Redeemer's praise;

The stones, our silence shaming,

Would their hosannas raise.

But shall we only render

The tribute of our words 2

No! while our hearts are tender,

They too shall be the Lord's.

J. KING.

41O 7s.

1 ANGELS, roll the rock away;

Death, resign thy mighty prey:

See the Saviour quit the tomb,

Glowing with immortal bloom.

Hallelujah.

2 Shout, ye seraphs Gabriel, raise

Fame’s eternal trump of praise:

Let the earth's remotest bound . .

Hear the joy-inspiring sound. . Tº

Hallelujah.

3 Saints on earth, lift up your eyes,

Now to glory see Him rise ;
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Troops of angels on the road

Hail and sing th’ incarnate God.

Hallelujah.

4 Heaven unfolds its portals wide,

Gracious hero, through them ride;

Ring of glory, mount Thy throne, {

Boundless empire is Thine own. t

Hallelujah.

5 Praise Him, ye celestial choirs,

Praise, and sweep your golden lyres;

Shout, O earth, in rapturous song;

Let the strains be sweet and strong!

Hallelujah.

6 Every note with wonders swell,

Sin o'erthrown, and captived hell;

Where is hell's once dreaded king?

Where, O Death, thy mortal sting?

Hallelujah.

SCOTT AND GIBBONs.

411 I.M.

1 AWAKE, sweet harp of Judah, wake

Retune thy strings for Jesu’s sake;

We sing the Saviour of our race,

The Lamb, our shield and hiding-place.

2. When God'sright arm is bared for war,

And thunders clothe His cloudy car,

Where—where—oh where shall man

retire

Tº escape the terror of His ire ?
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'Tis He—the Lamb–to Him we fly,

While the dread tempest passes by:

God sees His well-belovèd's face,

And spares usin our hiding-place.

While yet we sojourn here below,

Pollutions still our hearts o'erflow :

Fallen, abject, mean—a sentenced race,

We deeply need a hiding-place.

Yet, courage—days andyears will glide,

And we shall lay these clods aside;

Shall be baptized in Jordan's flood,

And wash’d in Jesu's cleansing blood.

Then pure, immortal, sinless, freed,

We through the Lamb shall be de

creed;

Shall meet the Father face to face,

And need no more a hiding-place.

H. K. WHITE.

412 S.M.

, BEHOLD what wondrous grace

The Father hath bestowed

On sinners of a mortal race,

To call them sons of God.

'Tis no surprising thing,

That we should be unknown :

The Jewish world knew not their King,

God’s everlasting Son.

Nor doth it yet appear

How great we must be made ;
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But when we see our Saviour here,

We shall be like our Head.

4 A hope so much divine

May trials well endure,

Maypurge our souls from sense and sin, |
As Christ the Lord is pure.

5 Now in my Father's love

I share a glorious part,

His Spirit, resting like a dove,

Spreads gladness in my heart.

6 We now no longer lie

Like slaves beneath the throne;

Our faith doth Abba Father cry,

And Thou the kindred own.

WATTS.

413 7s.

1 BLESSED are the sons of God;

They are bought with Jesus' blood,

They are ransomed from the grave,

Life eternal they shall have.

With them numbered may we be,

Now, and through eternity

2 God did love them, in His Son,

Long before the world begun;

They the seal of this receive,

When on Jesus they believe.

With, &c.

8 They are justified by grace,

hey enjoy a solid peace;
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All their sins are washed away,

They shall stand in God's great day.

With, &c.

4 They produce the fruits of grace,

In the works of righteousness;

Born of God, they hate all sin,

God’s pure word remains within.

With, &c.

5 They have fellowship with God,

Through the Mediator's blood;

One with God, through Jesus one,

Glory is in them begun.

With, &c.

6 Though they suffer much on earth,

Strangers to the worldling's mirth,

Yet they have an inward joy,

Pleasures which can never cloy.

With them numbered may we be,

Now, and through eternity!

HUMPHREYS.

414 L.M.

1 COME, let us sing the song of songs,

The saints in heaven began the strain,

The homage which to Christ belongs :

“Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain!”

2 Slain to redeem us by His blood,

To cleanse from every sinful stain,

And make us kings and priests to God;

“Worthy the Lamb, for Hewas slain!”

371



3 To Him who suffered on the tree,

Our souls, at His soul’s price, to gain,

Blessing, and praise, and glory be:

“Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain!”

4 To Him, enthroned by filial right,

Allpowerin heaven and earth proclaim,

Honour, and majesty, and might:

“Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain!”

5 Long as we live, and when we die,

And while in heaven with him we

reign ;

This song our song of songs shall be:

“Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain!”

MoWTGOMERY.

415 . C.M.

1 COME to the ark, come to the ark;

To Jesus come away:

The pestilence walks forth by night,

The arrow flies by day.

2 Come to the ark: the waters rise,

The seas their billows rear;

While darkness gathers o'er the skies,

Behold a refuge near.

3 Come to the ark, all, all that weep

. Beneath the sense of sin:

Without, deep calleth unto deep;

But all is peace within.

4 Come to the ark, ere yet the flood

Your lingering steps oppose;
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Come, for the door which open stood

Is now about to close.

JOHN CoIFMAN's CoIL.

416 C.M.

1 COME, ye who bow to sovereign grace,

Tecord Immanuel's love;

Join in a song of noble praise,

To Him who reigns above.

2 Once in the gloomy grave He lay,

But, by His rising power,

He bore the gates of death away;

Hail! mighty Conqueror.

3 Here we declare in emblem plain,

Our burial in His grave;

And since in Him we rose again,

We rise from out the wave.

4 No trust in water do we place,

'Tis but an outward sign;

The great reality is grace,

The fountain, blood Divine.

UPTON AND SPURGEON.

417 C.M.

1 ENTHRONEDon high, Almighty Lord,

The Holy Ghost send down;

Fulfil in us Thy faithful word,

And all Thy mercies crown.

2 Though on our heads no tongues of fire

Their wondrous powers impart,

Grant, Saviour, what we more desire,

Thy Spirit in our heart.
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3 Spirit of life, and light, and love,

Thy heavenly influence give:

Quicken our souls, born from above,

In Christ that we may live.

4. To our benighted minds reveal

The glories of His grace;

And bring us where no clouds conceal

The brightness of His face.

5 His love within us shed abroad

Life's ever-springing well;

Till God in us, and we in God,

In love eternal dwell. HAwÉIs.

418 - - 6s.

1 GO up, go up, my heart,

Dwell with thy God above;

For here thou canst not rest,

Nor hère give out thy love.

2 Go up, go up, my heart,

Be not a trifler here:

Ascend above these clouds,

Dwell in a higher sphere.

3 Let not thy love flow out

To things so soiled and dim ;

Go up to heaven and God,

Take up thy love to Him.

-- 4 Waste not thy precious stores

On creature-love below;

To God that wealth belongs,
On Him that yealth bestow.
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419 L.M.

1 FATHER, we tread the narrow way;

Oh, fill our hearts with holy fear !

Children of light and of the day,

We have no home or city here.

2 The Lamb that did for sin atone,

Once slain to set His prisoners free,

Exalted on His glorious throne

At Thy right hand, O God, we see.

3. On Jesus fix our hearts and eyes,

On Jesus now with glory crowned;

One glance at His great sacrifice

Can all the hosts of hell confound.

4 Thy Spirit fashioned us anew,

And dwells in us, our gentle Guide,

With heavenly unction, heavenly dew,

That we may in Thy love abide.

5 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.

42O C.M.

1 HARK, the glad sound, the Saviour

comes,

The Saviour promised long !

Let every heart prepare a throne,

And every voice a song.
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2 On Him the Spirit, largely poured,

Exerts its sacred fire ;

Wisdom and might, and zeal and love,

His holy breast inspire.

3 He comes, the prisoners to release,

In Satan’s bondage held;

The gates of brass before Him burst,

The iron fetters yield.

4 He comes, from thickest films of vice,

To clear the mental ray;

And on the eye-balls of the blind

To pour celestial day.

5 He comes, the broken heart to bind,

The bleeding soul to cure;

And, with the treasures of His grace,

Tº enrich the humble poor.

6 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,

Thy welcome shall proclaim;

And heaven’s eternal arches ring

With Thy belovèd name.
T}oDDRIDGE.

421 C.M.

1 HOW did my heart rejoice to hear

My friends devoutly say,

“In Zion let us all appear,

And keep the solemn day!”

2 I love her gates, I love the road;

The church, adorned with grace,

Stands like a palace built for God

To show His milder face.

376



3 Up to her courts with joys unknown

The holy tribes repair;

The Son of David holds His throne,

And sits in judgment there.

4 He hears our praises and complaints;

And, while His awful voice

Divides the sinners from the saints,

We tremble and rejoice.

5 Peace be within this sacred place,

And joy a constant guest;

With holy gifts and heavenly grace

Be her attendants blest

6 My soul shall pray for Zion still,

While life or breath remains;

There my best friends, my kindred

dwell,

There God my Saviour reigns.

WATTS.

422 7.6.

1 HAIL to the Lord’s Anointed,

Great David's greater Son!

Hail, in the time appointed,

His reign on earth begun

IIe comes to break oppression,

To set the captive free,

To take away transgression,

And rule in equity.

2 He shall come down like showers

Upon the fruitful earth;
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Love, joy, and hope, like flowers,

Spring in His path to birth:

IBefore Him on the mountains,

Shall peace, the herald, go;

And righteousness, in fountains,

From hill to valley flow.

Arabia's desert ranger

To Him shall bow the knee :

The Ethiopian stranger

His glory come to see:

With offerings of devotion,

Ships from the isles shall meet,

To pour the wealth of ocean

In tribute at His feet.

Rings shall fall down before Him,

And gold and incense bring;

All nations shall adore Him,

His praise all people sing:

For He shall have dominion

O'er river, sea, and shore,

Far as the eagle's pinion,

Or dove's light wing can soar.

5 For Him shall prayer unceasing

And daily vows ascend;

His kingdom still increasing,

A kingdom without end;

The mountain dews shall nourish

A seed in weakness sown,

Whose fruit shall spread andflourish,

And shake like Lebanon.
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6 O'er every foe victorious,

He on His throne shall rest;

From age to age more glorious,

All blessing and all blest.

The tide of time shall never

His convenant remove;

His name shall stand for ever,

That name to us is—Love.

MonTGOMERY.

423 P.M.

1 HIMSELF He could not save,

He on the cross must die,

Or mercy cannot come

To ruined sinners nigh:

Yes, Christ, the Son of God, must bleed,

That sinners might from sin be freed.

2 Himself He could not save,

For justice must be done;

And sin’s full weight must fall

Upon a sinless one;

For nothing less can God accept

In payment for the fearful debt.

3 Himself He could not save,

For He the surety stood

For all who now rely

Upon His precious blood;

He bore the penalty of guilt,

When on the cross His blood was spilt.

4 Himself. He could not save,

Yet now a Saviour He :
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Come, sinner, to Him, come,

He waits to welcome thee;

Believe in Him, and thou shall prove,

His saving power, His deathless love.

MIDLANE.

424 8.7.4.

1 HAST Thou said, exalted Jesus,

Take Thy cross and follow Me?

Shall the word with terror seize us?

Shall we from the burden flee ?

Lord, I’ll take it,

And rejoicing follow Thee.

2 While this liquid tomb surveying,

Emblem of my Saviour's grave;

Shall I shun its brink, betraying

Feelings worthy of a slave;

No | I’ll enter,

Jesus entered Jordan's wave.

8 Sweet the sign that thus reminds me,

Saviour, of Thy love to me;

Sweeter still the love that binds me

In its deathless bond to Thee.

Oh, what pleasure

Buried with my Lord to be

4 Should it rend some fond connexion,

Should I suffer shame or loss,

Yet the fragrant blest reflection,

I have been where Jesus was,

Will revive me

When I faint beneath the cross.
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5 Fellowship with Him possessing,

Let me die to all around,

So I rise tº enjoy the blessing

Rept for those in Jesus found, ''

When th’ archangel

Wakes the sleeper under ground.

6 Then baptized in love and glory,

Lamb of God, Thy praise I’ll sing,

Loudly with the immortal story

All the harps of heaven shall ring.

Saints and seraphs,

Sound it loud from every string.
GILES.

425 C.M.

1 IWANT a principle within

Of jealous, godly fear,

A sensibility of sin,

A pain to feel it near.

2 I want the first approach to feel

Of pride, or fond desire;

To catch the wandering of my will,

And quench the kindling fire.

3 That I from Thee no more may part,

No more Thy goodness grieve,

The filial awe, the fleshy heart,

The tender conscience, give.

4 Quick as the apple of an eye,

O God, my conscience make

Awake, my soul, when sin is nigh,

And keep it still awake.
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5 If to the right or left I stray,

That moment, Lord, reprove;

And let me weep my life away,

For having grieved Thy love.

6 Oh may the least omission pain

My well-instructed soul;

And drive me to the blood again,

Which makes the wounded whole :

- C. WESLEY.

426 C.M.

1 JESUS, in Thee our eyes behold

A thousand glories more

Than the rich gems, and polish’d gold,

The sons of Aaron wore.

2 They first their own burnt-offerings

brought

To purge themselves from sin:

Thy life was pure, without a spot,

And all Thy nature clean.

3 Fresh blood as constant as the day,

Was on their altar spilt:

But Thy one offering takes away

For ever all our gilt.

4 Their priesthood ran through several

hands,

For mortal was their race;

Thy never-changing office stands

Eternal as Thy days.

5 Once in the circuit of a year,

With blood, but not his own,

382



Aaron within the veil appears,

. Before the golden throne.

6 But Christ by His own powerful blood

Ascends above the skies,

And in the presence of our God

Shows His own sacrifice.

7 Jesus, the King of Glory, reigns

On Sion's heavenly hill;

Looks like a lamb that has been slain,

And wears His priesthood still.

8 He ever lives to intercede

Before His Father's face:

Give Him, my soul, thy cause to plead,

Nor doubt the Father's grace.

WATTS.

427 L.M.

1 JESUS, my all, to heaven is gone,

He whom I fixed my hopes upon,

His track I see, and I’ll pursue

The narrow way, till Him I view.

2 The way the holy prophets went,

The road that leads from banishment,

The king's highway of holiness,

I’ll go, for all His paths are peace.

3 No stranger may proceed therein,

No lover of the world and sin;

Wayfaring men, to Canaan bound,

Shall only in the way be found.
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4 This is the way I long have sought,

And mourned because I found it not ;

My grief and burden long have been,

Because I could not cease from sin.

5 The more I strove against its power,

I sinned and stumbled but the more ;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,

“Come hither, soul! I am the Way!”

6 Lo! glad I come; and Thou, blest

Lamb,

Shalt take me to Thee, as I am :

Nothing but sin have I to give;

Nothing but love shall I receive.

7 Now will I tell to sinners round,

What a dear Saviour I have found;

I’ll point to Thy redeeming blood,

And say, “Behold the way to God!”
CENNICK.

428 C.M.

1 JESUS, these eyes have never seen

That radiant form of Thine !

The veil of sense hangs dark between

Thy blessed face and mine !

2 I see Thee not, I hear Thee not,

Yet art Thou oft with me;

And earth hath ne’er so dear a spot,

As where I meet with Thee.

3 Like some bright dream that comes

unsought,

When slumbers o'er me roll,
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Thine image ever fills my thought,

And charms my ravished soul.

4 Yet though I have not seen, and still

Must rest in faith alone ;

I love Thee, dearest Lord! and will,

Unseen, but not unknown.

5 When death these mortal eyes shall

seal,

And still this throbbing heart,

The rending veil shall Thee reveal,

All glorious as Thou art |

RAY PALMER.

429 7s.

1 LORD, I cannot let Thee go,

Till a blessing Thou bestow;

Do not turn away Thy face,

Mine's an urgent pressing case.

2 Dost Thou ask me who I am 2

Ah,my Lord,Thou know'stmy name;

Yet the question gives a plea

To support my suit with Thee.

3. Once a sinner near despair

Sought Thy mercy-seat by prayer;

Mercy heard and set him free;

Lord, that mercy came to me.

4 Many days have passed since then,

Many changes I have seen;

Yet have been upheld till now:

Who could hold me up but Thou?
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43O 7s.

5

5. Thou hast helped in every need,

This emboldens me to plead;

After so much mercy past,

Canst Thou let me sink at last?

6 No—I must maintain my hold,

'Tis Thy goodness makes me bold;

I can no denial take

When I plead for Jesus' sake.
NEWTON.

LET us, with a gladsome mind,

Praise the Lord, for He is kind:

For His mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

Let us sound His name abroad,

For of gods He is the God:

For His mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

He with all-commanding might,

Fill'd the new-made world with light:

For His mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

All things living He doth feed;

His full hand supplies their need:

For His mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

He His chosen race did bless

In the wasteful wilderness:

For His mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.
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6 He hath with a piteous eye,

Look’d upon our misery:

For His mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

7 Let us then, with gladsome mind,

IPraise the Lord, for He is kind:

IFor His mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure. MILTON.

431 L.M.

1

2

JUST as Thou art! how wondrous fair,

Lord Jesus, all Thy members are l

A life Divine to them is given,

A long inheritance in heaven.

Just as I was, I came to Thee,

An heir of wrath and misery;

Just as Thou art, before the throne,

I stand in righteousness Thine own.

Just as Thou art how wondrous free,

Toosed by the sorrows of the tree

Jesus! the curse, the wrath, were Thine,

To give Thy saints this life Divine.

Just as Thou art 1 nor doubt, nor fear,

Can with Thy spotlessness appear;

O timeless love! as Thee, I’m seen,

The “righteousness of God in Him.”

Just as Thou art | O blissful ray,

That turned my darkness into day !

That woke me from my death of sin,

To know myperºnes in Him

38



6 Soon amid joys on joys untold,

Thou wilt this grace and love unfold;

Till worlds on worlds, adoring, see

The part Thy members have in Thee.

432 C.M.

1 MY Saviour, my almighty Friend,

When I begin Thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end,

The numbers of Thy grace 2

2 Thou art my everlasting trust;

Thy goodness I adore;

And since I knew Thy graces first,

I speak Thy glories more.

3 My feet shall travel all the length

Of the celestial road;

And march with courage in Thy

To seemy Father God. [strength,

4. When I am filled with sore distress

For some surprising sin,

I’ll plead Thy perfect righteousness,
And mention none but Thine.

5 How will my lips rejoice to tell

The victories of my King !

My soul redeemed from sin and hell,

Shall Thy salvation sing.

6 Awake, awake, my tuneful powers;

With this delightful song

I’ll entertain the darkest hours,

Northink the season long.
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433 C.M.

1 MORTALS, awake, with angels join,

And chant the solemn lay;

Joy, love, and gratitude combine

To hail the auspicious day.

2 In heaven the rapturous song began,

And sweet seraphic fire

Through all the#. legions ran,

And strung and tuned the lyre.

3 Swift through the vast expanse it flew,

And loud the echo rolled;

The theme, the song, the joy was new,

'Twas more than heaven could hold.

4 Down from the portals of the sky

Th’ impetuous torrent ran ;

And angels flew with eager joy

To bear the news to man.

5 Hark! the cherubic armies shout,

And glory leads the song :

“Good-will and peace” are heard

throughout -

The harmonious heavenly throng.

6 With joy the chorus we repeat,

“Glory to God on high!

Good-will and peace are now complete;

Jesus was born to die!”

7 Hail, Prince of Life for ever hail,

Redeemer, Brother, Friend!
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: Though earth, and time, and lifeshould

fail

Thy praise shall never end.

MEDLEY. |
434 C.M.

1 MY heart is resting, O my God;

I will give thanks and sing;

My heart is at the secret source

Of every precious thing.

2 Now the frail vessel Thou hast made

No hand but Thine shall fill;

The waters of the earth have failed,

And I am thirsting still.

3 I thirst for springs of heavenly life,

And here all day they rise;

I seek the treasure of Thy love,

And close at hand it lies.

4 And a “new song’’ is in my mouth,

To long-loved music set;

Glory to Thee for all the grace

I have not tasted yet.

5 I have a heritage of joy

That yet I must not see:

The hand that bled to make it mine,

Is keeping it for me.

6 My heart is resting on His truth,

Who hath made all things mine;

Who draws my captive will to Him,

And makes it one with Thine.

WARING.
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435 C.M.

1 NOW may the God of peace and love,

Who from th’ imprisoning grave

Restored the Shepherd of the sheep,

Omnipotent to save;

2 Through the rich merits of that blood

Which He on Calvary spilt,

To make the eternal covenant sure

On which our hopes are built;

3 Perfect our souls in every grace,

To accomplish all His will,

And all that's pleasing in His sight

Inspire us to fulfill

4 For the great Mediator's sake,

We for these blessings pray;

With glory let His name be crowned

Through heaven's eternal day !
GIBBONS.

436 L.M.

1 O COME and mourn with me awhile;

O come ye to the Saviour's side;

O come, together let us mourn;

Jesus, Our Lord, is crucified.

2 Have we no tears to shed for Him,

While soldiers scoff and Jews deride?

Ah! look how patiently He hangs;

Jesus, our Lord, is crucified.

3 How fast His hands and feet are nailed:

His throat with parching thirst is

dried;
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EIis failing eyes aredimmedwith blood;

Jesus, our Lord, is crucified.

4 Come, let us stand beneath the cross;

So may the blood from out His side

Fall gently on us drop by drop ;

Jesus, Our Lord, is crucified.

5 A broken heart, a fount of tears

Ask, and they will not be denied ;

Lord Jesus, may we love and weep,

Since Thou for us art crucified.

FABER.

437 L.M.

1 0 THOU, my soul, forget no more

The Friend who all thy misery bore;

Let every idol be forgot,

But, O my soul, forget Him not.

2 Jesus for thee a body takes,

Thy guilt assumes, thy fetters breaks,

Discharging all thy dreadful debt:

And canst thou e'er such love forget 2

3 Renounce thy works and ways with

rief

And fly to this most sure relief:

Nor Him forget who left His throne,

And for thy life gave up His own.

4 Infinite truth and mercy shine

In Him, and He Himself is thine;

And canst thou then, with sin beset,

Such charms, such matchless charms

forget 2
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5 Ah, no! till life itself depart,

His name shall cheer and warm my

heart;

And lisping this, from earth I’ll rise,

And join the chorus of the skies.

6 Ah, no! when all things else expire,

And perish in the general fire,

This name all others shall survive,

And through eternity shall live.

RRISHNoo PAWL, tr. by Joshua MARSHMAN.

438 C. M.

1 OUR blest Redeemer, ere He breathed

FIis tender, last farewell,

A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed,

With us on earth to dwell.

2 He comes, the mystic heavenly Dove,

With sheltering wings outspread,

The holy balm of peace and love

On chosen hearts to shed.

3 He comes, sweet influence to impart,

A gracious, willing guest,

YWhere He can find one humble heart

Wherein to make His rest.

4 And His that gentle voice we hear,

Soft as the breath of eve,

That checks each fault, that calms each

: fear

And bids us cease to grieve.

5 And every virtue we possess,

And every victory won,
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And every thought of holiness,

Are His, and His alone.

6 Spirit of purity and grace,

Our weakness, pitying, see:

Oh make our heartsThy dwelling-place,

Yea, make them meet for Thee.
II. AUBER.

439 L.M.

1 O SPIRIT of the living God,

In all Thy plenitude of grace,

Where'er the foot of man hath trod,

Descend on our apostate race.

2 Give tongues of fire and hearts of love

To preach the reconciling word;

Give power and unction from above,

Whene'er the joyful sound is heard.

3 Be darkness, at Thy coming, light;

Confusion, order in Thy path;

Souls without strength inspire with

might;

Bid mercy triumph over wrath.

4 O Spirit of the Lord, prepare

All the round earth her God to meet ;

Breathe Thou abroad like morning air,

Till hearts of stone begin to beat.

5 Baptize the nations far and nigh;

The triumphs of the cross record:

The name of Jesus glorify

Till every kindred call Him Lord.

MoNTGOMERY.

-:

- a

394



44O 8.7.4.

1 PRAISE, my soul, the King of heaven;

To His feet thy tribute bring !

Tansomed, healed, restored, forgiven,

Who like me His praise should sing?

Praise Him! praise Him,

Praise the everlasting King !

2 Praise Him for His grace and favour

To our fathers in distress!

Praise Him still the same as ever,

Slow to chide and swift to bless |

Praise Him! praise Him,

Glorious in His faithfulness

3 Father-like He tends and spares us,

Well our feeble frame He knows;

In His hands He gently bears us,

Bescues us from all our foes.

Praise Him! praise Him,

Widely as His mercy flows.

4 Frail as summer's flower we flourish;

Blows the wind, and it is gone;

But while mortals rise and perish,

God endures unchanging on.

Praise Him! praise Him,

Praise the High Eternal One.

5 Angels, help us to adore Him;

Ye behold Him face to face;

Sun and moon, bow down before Him,

Dwellers all in time and space.
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Praise Him praise Him,

Praise with us the God of Grace |

LYTE.

441 - 7s.

1 PALMS of glory, raiment bright,

Crowns that never fade away,

Gird and deck the saints in light,

Priests, and kings, and conquerors

they.

2 Yet the conquerors bring their palms

To the Lamb amidst the throne,

And proclaim in joyful psalms

Victory through His cross alone.

3 Kings for harps their crowns resign,

Crying, as they strike the chords,

“Take the kingdom, it is Thine,

King of kings, and Lord of lords!”

4 Round the altar priests confess,

If their robes are white as snow,

'Twas the Saviour's righteousness,

And His blood that made them so.

5 Who were these ? On earth they dwelt;

Sinners once of Adam's race;

Guilt, and fear, and suffering felt;

But were saved by sovereign grace.

6 They were mortal, too, like us:

Ah! when we, like them, must die,

May our souls, translated thus,

Triumph, reign, and shine on high .
306 MonTGOMIERY.



442 6-7s.

1 QUIET, Lord, my froward heart,

Make me teachable and mild,

Upright, simple, free from art,

Make me as a weančd child,

From distrust and envy free,

Pleased with all that pleases Thee.

2 What Thou shalt to-day provide,

Let me as a child receive;

What to-morrow may betide

Calmly to Thy wisdom leave :

'Tis enough that Thou wilt care;

Why should I the burden bear 2

3. As a little child relies

On a care beyond his own,

Rinows he's neither strong nor wise,

Fears to stir a step alone;

Let me thus with Thee abide,

As my Father, Guard, and Guide.

4 Thus, preserved from Satan's wiles,

Safe from dangers, free from fears,

May I live upon Thy smiles

Till the promised hour appears,

When the sons of God shall prove

All their Father's boundless love 1

NEWTON.

443 7s.

1 SING, O heavens ! O earth, rejoice

Angel harp, and human voice,
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Round Him, as He rises, raise

Your ascending Saviour's praise.

Alleluia!

2 Bruisèd is the serpent’s head,

IHell is vanquished, death is dead,

And to Christ, gone up on high,

Captive is Captivity.

Alleluia |

3 All His work and warfare done,

He into His heaven is gone,

And beside His Father's throne,

Now is pleading for His own :

Alleluia!

4 Asking gifts for sinful men,

That He may come down again,

And, the fallen to restore,

In them dwell for evermore.

Alleluia!

5 Sing, O heavens ! O earth, rejoice .

Angel harp, and human voice,

Round Him, in His glory, raise

Your ascended Saviour's praise.

Alleluia!

MONSELL.

444 7s.

1 SWEET the theme of Jesus' love |

Sweet the theme all themes above;

Love unmerited and free,

Our triumphant song shall be.
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2 Love, so vast that nought can bound;

Love, too deep for thought to sound;

Love, which made the Lord of all

Drink the wormwood and the gall.

3 Love, which led Him to the cross,

Bearing there unuttered loss;

Love, which brought Him to the gloom

Of the cold and darksome tomb.

4 Love, which made Him hence arise

Far above the starry skies,

There with tender, loving care,

All His people's griefs to share.

5 Love, which will not let Him rest

Till His chosen all are blest;

Till they all for whom He died

Live rejoicing by His side.
MIDIANE.

445 7s.

1 SINNER, is thy heart at rest?

Is thy bosom void of fear 2

Art thou not by guilt oppressed ?

Speaks not conscience in thy ear?

2 Can this World afford thee bliss 2

Can it chase away thy gloom?

Flattering, false, and vain it is ;

Tremble at the worldling's doom.

3 Long the gospel thou hast spurned,

Long delayed to love thy God,

Stifled conscience, nor hast turned,

Wooed though by a Saviour's blood.
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4 Think, O sinner, on thy end;

See the judgment day appear,

Thither must thy spirit wend,

There thy righteous sentence hear.

5 Wretched, ruined, helpless soul,

To a Saviour's blood apply;

IHe alone can make thee whole,

Fly to Jesus, sinner, fly.
WATERBURY.

446 S.M.

1 SWEETLY the holy hymn

Breaks on the morning air;

Before the world with Smoke is dim

We meet to offer prayer.

2 While flowers are wet with dews,

Dew of our souls descend;

Ere yet the sun the day renews,

O Lord, Thy Spirit send.

3 Upon the battle field

Before the fight begins,

We seek, O Lord,Thy sheltering shield,

To guard us from our sins.

4 Ere yet our vessel sails |

Upon the stream of day,

We plead, O Lord, for heavenly gales |

To speed us on our way.

5 On the lone mountain side,

Before the morning's light,

The Man of Sorrows wept and cried,

And rose refreshed with might.
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6 Oh hear us then, for we

Are very weak and frail,

We make the Saviour's name our plea,

And surely must prevail.

SPURGEON.

447 C.M.

1 THE Lord's my Shepherd, I'll not want,

He makes me down to lie

In pastures green: He leadeth me

The quiet waters by.

2 My soul. He doth restore again,

And me to walk doth make

Within the paths of righteousness,

E’en for His own name's sake.

3 Yea, though I walk through death's

dark vale,

Yet will I fear no ill:

For Thou art with me, and Thy rod

And staff me comfort still.

4 My table Thou hast furnishëd

In presence of my foes;

My head Thou dost with oil anoint,

And my cup overflows.

5 Goodness and mercy all my life

Shall surely follow me;

And in God’s house for evermore

My dwelling-place shall be.
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448 L.M.

1 THE Son of God, in mighty love,

Came down to Bethlehem for me;

Forsook His throne of light above,

An infant upon earth to be.

2 In love, the Father's sinless child

Sojourned at Nazareth for me;

With sinners dwelt the Undefiled,

The Holy One in Galilee.

3 Jesus, whom angel hosts adore,

Became a man of griefs for me;

In love, though rich, becoming poor,

That I, through Him, enriched might
be.

4 Though Lord of all, above, below,

He went to Olivet for me;

He drank my cup of wrath and woe,

And bled in dark Gethsemane.

5 The ever-blessed Son of God

Went up to Calvary for me,

There paid my debt, there bore my load

In His own body on the tree.

6 Jesus, whose dwelling is the skies,

Went down into the grave for me;

There overcame my enemies,

There won the glorious victory.

7 'Tis finished all; the veil is rent,

The welcome sure, the access free ;

Now then, we leave our banishment,

O Father, to return to Thee!
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449 C.M.

1 THE more my conduct I survey,

Or Thee my Master see,

My own sufficience dies away,

I find my need of Thee.

2 Were I a martyr at the stake,

I’d plead my Saviour's name;

Entreat a pardon for His sake,

And urge no other claim.

3 If blest with that exalted love

Which tunes a seraph’s tongue;

Yet from the cross I would not move,

For there my hopes are hung.

4 Could I get nearer to the throne

Than is the common length,

My soul with gratitude should own,

'Tis done by borrowed strength.

5 O Thou, the antidote of fear,

The charmer of my heart;

My comforts bloom when Thou art near,

And fade if Thou depart.

6 Let others boast whate'er they please,

Their hopes I’ll not contest:

Smile Thou and I can live at ease,

Or die divinely blest.
GREENE.

450 C.M.

1 WHEN Godrevealed Hisgracious name

And changed *.mournful state,



My rapture seemed a pleasing dream,

The grace appeared so great.

2 The world beheld the glorious change,

And did Thy hand confess:

Mytongue brokeoutinunknownstrains,

And sung surprising grace.

3 “Great is the work,” my neighbours

cried,

And owned the power Divine;

“Great is the work,” my heart replied,

“And be the glory Thine.”

The Lord can clear the darkest skies,

Can give us day for night;

Make drops of sacred sorrow rise

To rivers of delight.

5 Let them that sow in sadness wait

Till the fair harvest come;

They shall confess their sheaves are

eat,

And shout the blessings home.

WATTS.

451 C.M.

1 WHENwilt Thou come unto me, Lord?

O come, my Lord most dear!

Come near, come nearer, nearer still, |
I’m blest when Thou art near.

2. When wilt Thou come unto me, Lord?

I languish for the sight;

Ten thousand suns when Thou art hid,

Are shades instead of light.

4
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3 When wilt Thou come unto me, Lord?

Until Thou dost appear,

I count each moment for a day,

Each minute for a year.

4 There's no such thing as pleasure here;

My Jesus is my all,

As Thou dost shine or disappear,

My pleasures rise or fall.

5 Come spread Thy savour on my frame,

No sweetness is so sweet;

Till I get up to sing Thy name,

Where all Thy singers meet.
SHEPHERD.

452 C.M.

1 WHEN blooming youth is snatched

away

By death's resistless hand,

Our hearts the mournful tribute pay,

Which pity must demand.

2. While pity prompts the rising sigh,

Oh may this truth, impressed

With awful power, “I too must die!”

Sink deep in every breast.

3 Let this vain world engage no more:

Behold the gaping tomb 1

It bids us seize the present hour:

To-morrow death may come.

4 The voice of this alarming scene,

May every heart obey;
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Nor be the heavenly warning vain,

Which calls to watch and pray.

5 Oh, let us fly—to Jesus fly,

Whose powerful arm can save ;

Then shall our hopes ascend on high,

And triumph o'er the grave.

6 Great God, Thy sovereigngrace impart,

With cleansing, healing power;

This only can prepare the heart

For death's surprising hour.
STEELE.

453 8.7; 7.7.

1 WHAT is life? 'tis but a vapour,

Soon it vanishes away;

Life is like a dying taper;

O my soul, why wish to stay?

Why not spread thy wings and fly

Straight to yonder world of joy P

2 See that glory, how resplendentſ

Brighter far than fancy paints;

There in majesty transcendent,

Jesus reigns, the King of saints.

Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly

Straight to yonder world ofjoy.

3 Joyful crowds, His throne surrounding,

Sing with rapture of His love;

Through the heavens His praises sound

Filling all the courts above. ſing,

Špread thy wings, my soul, and fly

Straight to yonder world ofjoy.
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4 Go and share His people's glory;

'Midst the ransomed crowd appear;

Thine a joyful, wondrous story,

One that angels love to hear.

Spread thy wings, my soul, and fly

Straight to yonder world of joy.
KELLY.

454 P.M.

1 YE virgin souls, arise,

With all the dead awake I

TJnto salvation wise,

Oil in your vessels take:

Tpstarting at the midnight cry,

“Behold your heavenly Bridegroom

nigh!”

2 He comes, He comes, to call

The nations to His bar,

And raise to glory all

Who fit for glory are:

Make ready for your full reward;

Go forth with joy to meet your Lord.

3 Go, meet Him in the sky;

Your everlasting Friend:

Your Head to glorify,

With all His saints ascend:

Ye pure in heart, obtain the grace

To see, without a veil, His face.

4 The everlasting doors •

Shall soon the saints receive,
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Above yon angel-powers

In glorious joy to live!

Far from a world of grief and sin,

With God eternally shut in.

5 Then let us wait to hear

The trumpet’s welcome sound,

To see our Lord appear,

Let us be watching found,

When Jesus doth the heavens bow,

Be found—as, Lord, Thou find’st us

now ! -

C. W.ESLEY.

455 - P.M.

1 BROTHER, thou art gone before us;

and thy saintly soul is flown

Where tears are wiped from every eye,

and sorrow is unknown;

From the burden of the flesh, and from

care and fear released,

Where the wicked ceasefrom troubling,

and the weary are at rest.

2 The toilsome way thou’st travelled o'er,

and borne the heavy load;

But Christ hath taught thy languid feet

to reach His blest abode:

Thou’rt sleeping now, like Lazarus,

upon his father's breast,

ere the wicked cease from troubling,

and the weary are at rest.
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3 Sin can never taint thee now, nor doubt

thy faith assail,

Northy meek trust in Jesus Christ and

the Holy Spirit fail:

And there thou’rt sure to meet the good,

whom on earth thou lovedst best,

Wherethe wicked cease from troubling,

and the weary are at rest.

4 Earth to earth, and dust to dust, the

solemn voice hath said;

So we lay the turf above thee now, and

we seal thy narrow bed;

But thy spirit, brother, soars away

among the faithful blest,

Where the wicked cease from troubling,

and the weary are at rest.

5 And when the Lord shall summon us,

whom thou hast left behind,

May we, untainted by the world, as sure

a welcome findſ

May each, like thee, depart in peace, to

be a glorious guest,

Where the wicked cease from troubling,

and the weary are at rest!

MILMAN.

456 - 6-8S.

1 COME, O Thou Traveller unknown,

Whom still I hold, but cannot see,

My company before is gone,

And I am left alone with Thee ;
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With Thee all night I mean to stay,

And wrestle till the break of day.

2 I need not tell Thee who I am,

My misery or sin declare;

Thyself hast called me by my name;

Look onThy hands, and read it there!

But Who, I ask Thee, Who art Thou?

Tell me Thy Name, and tell me now.

3 In vain Thou strugglest to get free,

I never will unloose my hold;

Art Thou the Man that died for me?

The secret of Thy love unfold.

Wrestling, I will not let Thee go,

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know.

4 Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal

Thy new, unutterable Name?

Tell me, I still beseech. Thee, tell:

To know it now, resolved I am :

Wrestling, I will not let Thee go,

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know.

5 'Tis all in vain to hold Thy tongue,

Or touch the hollow of my thigh;

Though every sinew be unstrung,

Out of my arms Thou shalt not fly:

Wrestling, I will not let Thee go,

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know.

6 What though my shrinking flesh com

plain,

d murmur to contend so long 2
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I rise superior to my pain;

When I am weak, then I am strong:

And when my all of strength shall fail,

I shall with the God-Man prevail.

7 My strength is gone; my nature dies;

I sink beneath Thy weighty hand,

Faint to revive, and fall to rise:

I fall, and yet by faith I stand:

I stand, and will not let Thee go,

Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know

8 Yield to me now, for I am weak,

But confident in self-despair;

Speak to my heart, in blessings speak,

Be conquered by my instant prayer!

Speak, or Thounever hence shalt move,

And tell me, if Thy Name is love?

9 "Tisº 'tis Love | Thou diedst for

Imle 1

I hear Thy whispers in my heart!

The morning breaks, the shadows flee;

Pure universal Love Thou art |

To me, to all, Thy bowels move;

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love 1

10.My prayer hath power with God; the

grace

TInspeakable I now receive;

Through faith I see Thee face to face,

I see Thee face to face, and live:

In vain I have not wept and strove ;

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love.
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11 I know Thee, Saviour, Who Thou art;

Jesus, the feeble sinner's Friend!

Nor wilt Thou with the night depart,

But stay, and love me to the end

Thy mercies never shall remove,

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love!

12 The Sun of Righteousness on me

Hath rose, with healing in Hiswings;

Withered my nature's strength, from

Thee

My soul its life and succour brings;

My help is all laid up above;

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love.

13 Contented now upon my thigh

I halt, till life's short journey end;

All helplessness, all weakness, I

On Thee alone for strength depend;

Nor have I power from Thee to move;

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love.

14 Lame as I am, I take the prey,

Hell, earth, and sin, with ease o'er

come;

I leap for joy, pursue my way,

And as a bounding hart fly home!

Through all eternity to prove,

Thy Nature, and Thy Name, is Love.
C. WESLEY.

457 C.M.

* CALM me, my God, and keep me calm,

While these hot breezes blow;
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Be like the night-dew's cooling balm

Dpon earth’s fevered brow!

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm,

Soft resting on Thy breast;

Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm,

And bid my spirit rest.

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm,

Let Thine outstretchèd wing

Be like the shade of Elim's palm

Beside her desert-spring.

4 Yes; keep me calm, though loud and

rude

The sounds my ear that greet;

Calm in the closet’s solitude,

Calm in the bustling street;

Calm in the hour of buoyant health,

Calm in my hour of pain;

Calm in my poverty or wealth,

Calm in my loss or gain.

6 Calm in the sufferance of wrong,

Like Him who bore my shame;

Calm 'mid the threatening, taunting

throng,

Who hate Thy holy Name.

7 Calm when the great world's news with

power

My listening spirit stir:

Let not the tidings of the hour

E’er find too fond an ear.

2

3

5
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8 Calm as the ray of Sun or star,

Which storms assail in vain,

Moving unruffled through earth's war

Th’ eternal calm to gain!
BoxAR.

458 L.M.

1 ETERNAL Source of every joy,

Wellmay Thy praise our lips employ,

While in Thy temple we appear,

Whose goodness crowns the circling

year.

2 The flowery spring at Thy command

Embalms the air and paints the land;

The summer rays with vigour shine,

To raise the corn, and cheer the vine.

3 Thy hand in autumn richly pours

Through all our coastsredundantstores,

And winters, softened by Thy care,

No more a face of hardness wear.

4 Seasons and months andweeks anddays

Demand successive songs of praise;

Still be the cheerful homage paid

With opening light and evening shade!

5 Oh! may our more harmonious tongues

In worlds unknown pursue the songs;

And in those brighter courts adore,

Where days and years revolve no more!

DODDRIDGE.
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459 6-7s.

1 GRACIOUS Spirit, dwell with me;

I myself would gracious be,

And with words that help and heal

Would Thy life in mine reveal,

And with actions bold and meek

Would for Christ my Saviour speak.

2 Truthful Spirit, dwell with me;

I myself would truthful be,

And with wisdom kind and clear

Let Thy life in mine appear,

And with actions brotherly

Speak my Lord's sincerity.

3 Tender Spirit, dwell with me;

I myself would tender be,

Shut my heart up like a flower

At temptation’s darksome hour,

Open it when shines the Sun,

And His love by fragrance own.

4 Silent Spirit, dwell with me;

I myself would quiet be,

Quiet as the growing blade

Which through earth its way has made;

Silently, like morning light,

Putting mists and chills to flight.

5 Mighty Spirit, dwell with me;

I myself would mighty be,

Mighty so as to prevail

Where unaided man must fail,
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Lver by a mighty hope

Pressing on and bearing up.

6 Holy Spirit, dwell with me;

I myself would holy be;

Separate from sin, I would

Choose and cherish all things good,

And whatever I can be

Give to Him, who gave me Thee!

LYNCH.

460 L.M.

1 G0, worship at Immanuel's feet;

See in His face what wonders meet;

Earth is too narrow to express

His worth, His glory, or His grace

2 The whole creation can afford

But some faint shadows of my Lord;

Nature, to make His beauties known,

Must mingle colours not her own.

3 Is He compared to Wine or Bread?

Dear Lord, our souls would thus be fed:

That Flesh, that dying Blood of Thine,

Is Bread of Life, is heavenly Wine.

4 Is He the Head? Each member lives,

And owns the vital power He gives;

The saints below and saints above

Joined by His Spirit and His love.

* Qh4 let me climb those higher skies

Where storms and darkness never rise
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There He displays His powers abroad,

And shines and reigns, th’ incarnate

God.

6 Nor earth, nor seas, nor sun, nor stars,

Nor heaven His full resemblance bears;

His beauties we can never trace,

Till we behold Him face to face.

TVWATTS.

461 C.M.

1 HOSANNA raise the pealing hymn

To David's Son and Lord;

With cherubim and seraphim

Exalt th’Incarnate Word.

2 Hosanna | Lord, our feeble tongue

No lofty strains can raise:

But Thou wilt not despise the young,

Who meekly chant Thy praise.

3 Hosanna! Sovereign, Prophet, Priest,

How vast Thy gifts, how free

Thy Blood, our life; ThyWord, ourfeast;

Thy Name, our only plea.

4 Hosanna! Master, lo! we bring

Our offerings to Thy throne;

Not gold, nor myrrh, nor mortal thing,

Dut hearts to be Thine own.

5 Hosanna! once Thy gracious ear

Approved a lisping throng;

Be gracious still, and deign to hear

Our poor but grateful song.
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6 O Saviour, if, redeemed by Thee,

Thy temple we behold,

Hosannas through eternity

We’ll sing to harps of gold.
HAVERGAL.

462 C.M.

1 JESUS 1 Thou Name of power Divine

To all of heavenly birth !

Jesus ! the never-failing mine

Of richest, sweetest worth !

2 Each bitter grief, each anxious care,

O Lord, Thy goodness knows;

My wounded spirit only there,

'Mid conflict, finds repose.

3 Here, love may meet a kindred heart,

But not a heart like Thine:

Lord, from Thy love I cannot part,

Nor canst Thou part with mine.

4 With Thee I cannot feel alone—

I cannot be forgot:

Though friendsare changing one byone

Thou, Saviour, changest not.

5 My future path I know may be

A path of anxious care;

Butlovehath planned that pathforme—

That love in which I share.

6 And is not this, O Lord, enough,

Thy perfect love to share,

Till Thou shalt call Thybride above,

To meet Thee in the air 2
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7 It is enough: Thy tender smile,

Till I behold Thee there,

Shallcheer methrough the “little while.”

I’m waiting for Thee here.

463 L.M.

1 JESUS, Thou Joy of loving hearts :

Thou Fount of Life! Thou Light of

men I

From the best bliss that earth imparts,

We turn unfilled to Thee again.

2 Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood;

Thou savest those that on Thee call;

To them that seek Thee, Thou art

good,

To them that find Thee, All in All I

3 We taste Thee, O Thou Living Bread,

And long to feast upon Thee still !

We drink of Thee, the Fountain Head,

And thirst our souls from Thee to fill!

4 Our restless spirits yearn for Thee,

Where’er our changeful lot is cast;

Glad, when Thy gracious smile we see,

Blest, when our faith can hold Thee

fast.

5 O Jesus, ever with us stay!

Make all our moments calm and

bright !

Chase the dark night of sin away,

Shed o'er the world Thy holy light !

IRAY PALMER, from ST. BERNARD.
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464 10s.

1 LONG did I toil, and knew no earthly rest;

Far did Irove, and found no certain home;

At last I sought them in His sheltering breast,

Who opes His arms,and bids the weary come:

With Him I found a home, a rest Divine;

And I since then am His, and He is mine.

2 Yes! He is mine! andnought of earthly things,

Not all the charms of pleasure, wealth, or

power,

The fame of heroes, or the pomp of kings,

Could tempt me to forego His love an hour.

Go, worthless world, I cry, with all that’s thine!

Go! I my Saviour's am,and He is mine.

3 The good I have is from His stores supplied;

The ill is only what He deems the best;

IHeformylºriend, I’m rich with nought beside;

And poor without Him,though of all possest:

Changes may come; I take, or I resign;

Content, while I am. His, while He is mine.

4 Whate'ermaychange,in Himnochange isseen;

A glorious Sun that wanes not nor declines;

Above the clouds and storms He walks serene,

And sweetly on His people's darkness shines;

All may depart; I fret not, nor repine,

While } my Saviour's am, while He is mine.

5 He stays me falling, lifts me up when down,

Reclaims me wandering, guards from every

foe;

I’lants on myworthlessbrow the victor's crown,

Which, in return, before His feet I throw,

Grieved that I cannot better grace His shrine,

Who deigns to own me His, as He is mine.

6 While here, alas! I know but half His love,

But half discern Him, and but half adore;
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But when I meet Him in the realms above,

I hope to love Him better, praise Him more,

And feel, and tell, amid the choir Divine,

How fully I am His, and He is mine. LYTE.

465 I.M.

1 O JESU, Lord of heavenly grace,

Thou brightness of Thy Father's face,

Thou Fountain of eternal light,

Whose beams disperse the shades of

night !

Come, holy Sun of heavenly love,

Shower down Thy radiance from above,

And to our inward hearts convey

The Holy Spirit's cloudless ray!

And we the Father's help will claim,

And sing the Father's glorious Name;

His powerful succour weimplore,

That we may stand to fall no more.

May He our actions deign to bless,

And loose the bonds of wickedness;

From sudden falls our feet defend,

And bring us to a prosperous endſ

May faith, deep-rooted in the soul,

Subdue our flesh, our minds control;

May guile depart, and discord cease,

And all within be joy and peace |

And Christ shall be our daily food,

Our daily drink His precious blood;

And thus the Spirit's calm excess

Shall fill our souls with holiness.
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7 0 hallowed be th' approaching day!

Let meekness be our morning ray;

And faithful love our noonday light;

And hope our sunset, calm and bright!

8 O Christ with each returning morn

Thine image to our hearts is borne:

Oh, may we ever clearly see

Our Saviour and our God in Thee!

CHANDLER, from ST. AMBROSE.

466 7s.

1 IAM coming to the cross,

I have full salvation found,

Earthly things I count but dross,

May Thy grace in me abound.

CHORUS.

I am trusting, Lord, in Thee,

Blessed Lamb of Calvary,

Lowly at Thy Cross I bow,

Jesus saves me, saves me now.

2 Long my heart has sighed for Thee,

Long has evil reigned within,

But Thy blood has cleansèd me,

Washed me from all stain of sin.

I am trusting, &c.

3 Lord, I give myself to Thee,

Hold me with Thy mighty hand;

Help me ever, Lord, to be

Pilgrim to the better land.

I am trusting, &c.
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4. In Thy promises I trust,

In Thy precious Word confide,

I am prostrate in the dust,

I with Christ was crucified. .

I am trusting, &c.

5 Jesus lives—He fills my soul, 3

Perfected in Him I am;

I am every whit made whole,

Glory, glory to the Lamb.

I am trusting, &c.

467 L.M.

1 O SEND me down a draught of love,

Or take me hence to drink above .

Here, Marah's water fills my cup;

Dut there, all griefs are swallowed up.

2 Love here is scarce a faint desire;

But there, the spark’s a flaming fire;

Joys here are drops, that passing flee;

But there, an overflowing sea.

3 My faith, that sees so darkly here,

Will there resign to vision clear;

My hope, that’s here an anchor strong,

Will to fruition yield the throne.

4 Here fetters hamper freedom's wing;

But there, the captive is a king ;

And grace is like a buried seed,

But sinners there are Saints indeed.

5 My portion here’s a crumb at best;

But there, the Lamb's eternal feast;
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My praise is now a smothered fire;

But then, I’ll sing and never tire.

6 Now dusky shadows cloud my day;

But then, the shades will flee away;

My Lord will break the dimming glass,

And show His glory face to face.
ERSKINE.

468 P.M.

1 REST, weary soul!

The penalty is borne, the ransom paid,

For all thy sins full satisfaction made;

Strive not to do thyself what Christ has dome.

Claim the free gift, and makethe joythine own;

No more bypangs of guilt and fear distrest,

Rest, sweetly rest

2 Rest, weary heart,

From all thy silent griefs, and secret pain,

Thy profitless regrets and longings vain;

Wisdom and love have ordered all the past,

All shall be blessedness and light at last;

Cast off the cares that have so long opprest;

Rest, sweetly rest!

3 Rest, weary head!

Lie down and slumber in the peaceful tomb:

Light from abovehasbrokenthrough itsgloom;

Here, in the place where once the Saviour lay,

Where He shall wake thee on a future day,

Like a tired child upon its mother's breast,

Rest, sweetly rest :

4 Rest, spirit free!

In the green pastures of the heavenly shore,

Where sin and sorrow can approach no more,

With all the flock by the Good Shepherd fed,

Beside the streams of Life etermalled,
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For ever with thy God and Saviour blest,

Rest, sweetly rest | H. L. L.

469 8.8.6.

1 THERE is a dwelling-place above;

Thither, to meet the God of love,

The poor in spirit go;

There is a paradise of rest;

For contrite hearts and souls distrest

Its streams of comfort flow.

2 There is a goodly heritage,

Where earthly passions cease to rage;

The meek that haven gain :

There is a board, where they who pine,

Hungry, athirst, for grace Divine,

May feast, nor crave again.

3 There is a voice to mercy true;

To them who mercy’s path pursue

That voice shall bliss impart:

There is a sight from man concealed;

That sight, the face of God revealed;

Shall bless the pure in heart.

4 There is a name, in heaven bestowed;

Thatname,whichhails themsonsof God,

The friends of peace shallknow:

There is a kingdom in the sky,

WheretheyshallreignwithGodonhigh,

Who serve Him best below.

5 Lord, be it mine like them to choose

The better part, like them to use

The means Thy love hath given
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Be holiness my aim on earth,

That death be welcomed as a birth

To life and bliss in heaven!

47O 6-8s.

4

THE Lord my pasture shall prepare,

And feed me with a Shepherd's care;

IIis presence shall my wants supply,

And guard me with a watchful eye;

My noon-day walks He shall attend,

And all my midnight hours defend.

When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mountain pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads

My weary, wandering steps He leads,

Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow,

Amid the verdant landscape flow.

Though in the paths of death I tread,

With gloomy horrors overspread,

My steadfast heart shall fear no ill,

Tor Thou, O Lord, art with me still ;

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid,

And guide me through the dreadful

shade.

Though in a bare and rugged way,

Through devious lonely wilds I stray,

Thy bounty shall my wants beguile;

The barren wilderness shall smile,

Withsudden greenandherbagecrown'd,

And streams shall murmur all around.

426 ADDIsox.



471 D.C.M.

1 THEY talked of Jesus as they went;

And Jesus, all unknown,

Did at their side Himself present

With sweetness all His own.

Swift, as He oped the sacred Word,

His glory they discerned;

And swift, as His dear voice they heard,

Their hearts within them burned.

2 He would have left them, but that they

With prayers His love assailed:

“Depart not yet! a little stay!”

They pressed Him, and prevailed.

And Jesus was revealed, as there

He blessed and brake the bread;

But,whilethey markedHis heavenlyair,

The matchless Guest had fled.

3 And thus at times, as Christians talk

Of Jesus and His Word,

He joins two friends amidst their walk,

And makes, unseen, a third.

And oh! how sweet their converse flows,

Their holy theme how clear,

How warm with love each bosom glows,

If Jesus be but near !

4 And they that woo His visits sweet,

And will not let Him go,

Oft, while His broken bread they eat,

His soul-felt presence know:
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His gathered friends He loves to meet

And fill with joy their faith,

When they with melting hearts repeat

The memory of His death.

5 But such sweet visits here are brief,

Dispensed from stage to stage

(A cheering and a prized relief)

Offaith's hard pilgrimage.

There is a scene where Jesus ne'er,

Ne'er leaves His happy guests;

IIe spreads a ceaseless banquet there,

And love still fires their breasts.

GRINFIELD.

472 P.M.

1 THOU art gone to the grave: but we

will not deplore thee,

Though sorrows and darkness encom

pass the tomb:

The Saviour hath passed through its

portal before thee,

And the lamp of His love is thy guide

through the gloom

2 Thou art gone to the grave : we no

longer behold thee,

Nor tread the rough path of the world

by thy side;

But the wide arms of Mercy are spread

to enfold thee,

And sinners may die, for the Sinless has
died ?
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3 Thou art gone to the grave: and, its

mansion forsaking,

Perhaps thyweak spirit in fearlingered

long;

But. mild rays of Paradise beamed

on thy waking,

And the sound which thou heard'st was

the Seraphim's song !

4 Thou art gone to the grave: but we

will not deplore thee;

Whose God was thy ransom, thy

Guardian, and Guidel

He gave thee, He took thee, and He

will restore thee;

And death has no sting, for the Saviour

has died

HEBER.

2473 I.M.

1 THERE'S not a bird, with lonely nest

In pathless wood or mountain crest,

Nor meaner thing, which does not share,

O God, in Thy paternal care

2 There’s not a being now accurst,

Who did not taste Thy goodness first;

And every joy the wicked see

Received its origin from Thee.

3. Each barren crag, each desert rude,

Holds Thee within its solitude;

AndThou dost blessthe wanderer there,

Who makes his solitary prayer.
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4 In busy mart and crowded street,

No less than in the still retreat,

Thou, Lord, art near, our souls to bless

With all a parent's tenderness!

5 And every moment still doth bring

Thy blessings on its loaded wing;

Widely they spread through earth and

sky

And is through all eternity

6 Through all creation let Thy Name

Be echoed with a glad acclaim

That let the grateful Churches sing ;

With that let heaven for ever ring !

7 And we, where'er our lot is cast,

While life and thought and feeling last,

Through all our years, in every place,

Willbless Thee forThyboundlessgrace!

NoFL.

474 C.M.

1 WHEN Israel, by Divine command,

The pathless desert trod,

They found, though’twas a barren land,

A sure resource in God.

2 A cloudy pillar marked their road,

And screened them from the heat;

From the hard rocks their water flowed,

And manna was their meat.

8 Like them, we have a rest in view,

Secure from adverse powers;
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Like them, we pass a desert too;'

And Israel’s God is ours.

4 His Word a light before us spreads

By which our path we see;

His Love, a banner o’er our heads,

From harm preserves us free.

5 Jesus, the Bread of Life is given

To be our daily food;

We drink a wondrous stream from

heaven,

'Tis water, wine, and blood.

6 Lord! 'tis enough I ask no more,

These blessings are Divine;

I envy not the worldling's store,

If Christ and heaven are mine.

NEWTON.

475 C.M.

1 WPIEN wounded sore, the stricken soul

Lies bleeding and unbound,

One only hand, a piercêd hand,

Can Salve the sinner's wound.

2. When sorrow swells the laden breast,

And tears of anguish flow,

One only heart, a broken heart,

Can feel the sinner's woe.

3 When penitence has wept in vain

Over some foul dark spot,

One only stream, a stream of blood,

Can wash away the blot.
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4 'Tis Jesus' blood that washes white,

His hand that brings relief,

His heart that's touched with all our

Joys,

And feeleth for our grief.

5 Lift up Thy bleeding hand, O Lord;

Unseal that cleansing tide:

We have no shelter from our sin,

But in Thy wounded side.
ALEXANDER.

476 L.M.

1 WITH tearful eyes I look around;

Ilife seems a dark and stormy sea;

Yet 'midst the gloom I hear a sound,

A heavenly whisper, Come to Me!

2 It tells me of a place of rest;

It tells me where my soul may flee:

Oh, to the weary, faint, opprest,

How sweet the bidding, Come to Me!

3 Whenthe poorheartwith anguish learns

That earthly props resigned must be,

And from each broken cistern turns,

It hears the accents, Come to Me!

4. When against sin Istrive in vain,

- Amd cannot from its yoke get free,

Sinking beneath the heavy chain,

The words arrest me, Come to Me!

3 When nature shudders, loth to part

From all I love, enjoy, and see;

i
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When a faint chill steals o'er my heart,

A sweet voice utters, Come to Me!

G Come, for all else must fail and die;

Earth is no resting-place for thee;

IHeavenward direct thy weeping eye;

I am thy Portion; Come to Me!

7 O voice of mercy, voice of love!

In conflict, grief, and agony,

Support me, cheer me, from above,

And gently whisper, Come to Me!
ELLIOTT.

477 S.M.

1 WHEN shall Thy love constrain

And force me to Thy breast?

When shall my soul return again

To her eternal rest?

2 Ah! what avails my strife,

My wandering to and fro?

Thou hast the words of endless life;

Ah! whither should I go 2

3 Thy condescending grace

To me did freely move;

It calls me still to seek Thy face,

And stoops to ask my love.

4 Though late, I all forsake,

My friends, my life resign:

Gracious Redeemer, take, O take,

And seal me ever Thine!
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5 Come, and possess me whole,

Nor hence again remove:

Settle, and fix my wavering soul

With all Thy weight of love :

6. My one desire be this,

Thy only love to know,

To seek and taste no other bliss,

No other good below.

7 My Life, my Portion Thou,

Thou all-sufficient art;

My Hope, my heavenly Treasure, now

Enter, and keep my heart |

C. WESLEY.

478 C.M.

1 CHILDREN of God! who pacing slow,

Your pilgrim path pursue,

In strength and weakness, joy and woe,

To God's high calling true!

2 Why move ye on with ling'ring tread,

A doubtful mourning band P

Why faintly hangs the lºs head?

Why fails the feeble hand 2

3 Oh! weak to know a Saviour's power,

To feel a Father's care;

A moment's toil, a passing shower

Is all the grief ye share.

4 The Lord of light, though veiled awhile,

And hid His noontide ray,

Shall soon in lovelier beauty smile

To gild your onward way.
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5 And, bursting through the dusky

shroud -

That would His power invest,

Ride throned in light o'er every cloud,

And guide you to His rest.
Bowdler.

479 L.M.

1 JESUS: the spring of joys Divine,

Whence all our hopes and comforts

flow ;

Jesus, no other name but Thine

Can save us from eternal woe.

2 In vain would boasting reason find

The way to happiness and God,

Her weak directions leave the mind

Bewildered in a doubtful road.

3 No other name will heaven approve,

Thou art the true, the living Way,

The Light to cheer the path of love,

Which leads to bright and endless.

day.

4 Here let our constant feet abide, [part;

Nor from this heavenward way de

Oh, may Thy gracious Spirit guide

The wand'ring foot and erring heart.

5 Safe lead us through this world of

night,

And bring us to that holy place,

The region of unclouded light,

Where we shall see Thee face to face.
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48O S.M.

1 NOT to ourselves we owe

That we, O God, are Thine;

Jesus, ourSun, theshade brokethrough,

And caused the light to shine.

2 Sweet mercy, truth, and love,

The blessed ransom gave ;

And Jesus left His throne above,

The wanderers to save,

3 No more the heirs of wrath,

The smile of peace we see;

And, Father, in confiding faith,

We cast our souls on Thee.

4 We drink the living stream

To all Thy children given,

As fellow-citizens with them

Who dwell with Thee in heaven.

5 With all th’ adopted band,

Soon shall we see Thee there,

With them possess the promised land,

And all its glories share.

481 P.M.

1 O JESUS, O Jesus! how vast Thy love to me,

I’ll bathe in its full ocean to all eternity,

And, wending on to glory, this all my song

shall be,

I am a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me.

2 O Calvary, O Calvary the thorn, the crown,

the spear

Tis there Thy love, my Jesus, in flowing

wounds appear;
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O depths of love and mercy, to those dear

wounds I flee;

I am a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me.

Adore Him, adore Him, the glorious work is

done;

The Father will not punish you, 'tis laid upon

His Son,

“”Tis finished 1" cried His suffering soul, now

I my title see,

I am a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me.

I'm coming, I'm coming, dear Jesus, to Thy

throne,

A few more fleeting hours and I shall be at

home,

And when I reach those pearly gates, then I'll

put in the plea,

Admit a ransomed sinner, for Jesus died for

Ine.

In glory, in glory! for ever with the Lord,

I'll tune my harp and with the saints will sing

with sweet accord;

And as I strike those golden strings, this all

my theme shall be,

I was a guilty sinner, but Jesus died for me.

482 L.M.

1 O DO not let the word depart,

And close thine eyes againstthe light!

Poor sinner, harden not thy heart;

Thou would'st be saved—Why not

to-night 2

2 To-morrow's sun may never rise

To bless thy long-deluded sight;
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This is the time ! Oh, then, be wise,

Thou would'st be saved—Why not

to-night?

3 Our God in pity lingers still,

And wilt thou thus His love requite?

Renounce, at length, thy stubborn will.

Thou would'st be saved—Why not

to-night?

4. The world has nothing left to give—

It has no new, no pure delight?

Oh, try the life which Christians live.

Thou would'st be saved—Why not

to-night?

5. Our blessed Lord refuses none

Who would to EIim their souls unite.

Then be the work of grace begun

Thou would'st be saved—Why not

to-night?

483 P.M.

1 ONE there is above all others—

O how He loves |

His is love beyond a brother's—

- O how He loves!

Earthly friends may fail or leave us,

One day soothe, the next day grieve us,

But this Friend will ne'er deceive us—

O how He loves |

2 'Tis eternal life to know Him—

O how He loves 1
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Think, O think how much we owe Him—

º O how He loves |

With His precious blood He bought us,

In the wilderness He sought us,

To His fold. He safely brought us—

O how He loves |

3 We have found a friend in Jesus—

O how He loves | -

'Tis His great delight to bless us—

O how He loves |

How our hearts delight to hear Him

Bid us dwell in safety near Him;

Why should we distrust or fear Him?—

O how He loves |

4 Through His name we are forgiven—

O how He loves |

Dackward shall our foes be driven—

O how He loves |

Best of blessings He'll provide us,

Naught but good shall e're betide us,

Safe to glory. He will guide us—

O how He loves |

484 P.M.

1 AH, Jesus Lord, Thou art near to me,

Sweet peace flows into my heart from Thee,

AndThy smile of love fills me so with gladness,

This weary heart forgets its sadness,

For thankful joy.

2 We see Thy countenance beaming bright,

Thy grace, Thy beauty, by faith not sight;
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7

8

But Thou art Thyself to our souls revealing,

We love Thee,Thy presence and favour feeling,

Although unseen.

Oh, we would only, by night and day,

Be set on joying in Thee alway;

We could but tell of delight abounding,

Through body and soul one song resounding,

“Who is like Thee?”

To be compassionate, tender, kind,

Thy pardon leaving our sins behind;

To heal us, calm us, our faint hearts cheering,

Thyself to us as a Friend endearing,

Is Thy delight.

Ah, give us to find our all of joy

In Thee, Thy service, our sweet employ;

And let our souls with a constant yearning,

In need and love to Thyself be turning,

Without a pause.

And when we are weeping, console us soon,

Thy grace and powerforThy peace make room;

Thy mirrored likeness, Thy praises telling,

Thine own true life in our bosoms swelling,

In love be seen.

Thus happy in Thee till we enter heaven,

The children's gladness to us be given;

And if peradventure our eyes are weeping,

Our hearts on Thy bosom shall hush their

beating,

In calm repose.

Thou reachest us, Jesus, Thy piercèd hand,

Thy faithfulness, gazing, we understand;

And shamed into tears by Thy love so tender,

Our eyes flow over, our hearts surrender,

And give Thee praise.
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485 P.M.

1 JESUS, at Thy command

I launch into the deep,

And leave my native land,

Where sin lulls all asleep :

For Thee I fain would all resign,

And sail to heaven with Thee and Thine.

2 Thou art my Pilot wise;

My compass is Thy Word;

My soul each storm defies,

While I have such a Lord.

I trust Thy faithfulness and power,

To save me in the trying hour.

3 Though rocks and quicksands deep,

Through all my passage lie,

Yet Christ will safely keep,

And guide me with His eye :

My anchor, hope, shall firm abide,

And I each boisterous storm outride.

4. By faith I see the land,

The port of endless rest;

My soul, thy sails expand,

And fly to Jesus’ breast.

O may I reach the heavenly shore,

Where winds and waves distress no

InOre.

5 Whene'er becalmed I lie,

And storms forbear to toss,

Be Thou, dear Lord, still nigh,

Lest I should suffer loss;
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For more the treacherous calm I dread,

Than tempests bursting o'er my head.

6 Come, heavenly wind, and blow

A prosperous gale of grace,

To waft from all below

To heaven my destined place;

Then, in full sail, my port I’ll find,

And leave the world and sin behind.

ToPLADY.

486 C.M.

1 EARLY, my God, without delay,

I haste to seek Thy face;

My thirsty spirit faints away,

Without Thy cheering grace.

2 So pilgrims on the scorching sand,

Beneath a burning sky,

Long for a cooling stream at hand,

And they must drink or die.

3 I’ve seen Thy glory and Thy power

Through all Thy temple shine;

My God, repeat that heavenly hour,

That vision so Divine.

4 Not all the blessings of a feast

Can please my soul so well,

As when Thy richer grace I taste,

And in Thy presence dwell.

5 Not life itself, with all its joys,

Can my best passions move,

Or raise so high my cheerful voice

As Thy forgiving love.
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6 Thus, till my last expiring day

I’ll bless my God and King;

Thus, will I lift my hands to pray,

And tune my lips to sing.

WATTS.

487 C.M.

1 ARISE, O King of grace, arise,

And enter to Thy rest

Lo,Thy Church waits with longing eyes,

Thus to be owned and blest.

2 Enter with all Thy glorious train,

Thy Spirit and Thy Word;

All that the ark did once contain

Could no such grace afford.

3 Here, mighty God! accept our vows,

Here let Thy praise be spread;

Bless the provisions of Thy house,

And fill Thy poor with bread.

4 Here let the Son of David reign;

Let God’s Anointed shine;

Justice and truth His court maintain,

With love and power Divine.

5 Here let Him hold a lasting throne;

And as His kingdom grows,

Fresh honours shall adorn His crown,

And shame confound His foes.

"WATTS.

488
- 6-7s.

1 ROCK of Ages! cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee;
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Tet the water and the blood,

From Thy riven side which flowed,

IBe of sin the double cure—

Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

2 Not the labours of my hands

Can fulfil Thy law’s demands:

Could my zeal no respite know,

Could my tears for ever flow,

All for sin could not atone;

Thou must save, and Thou alone !

3 Nothing in my hand I bring,

Simply to Thy cross I cling;

Naked—come to Thee for dress;

Helpless—look to Thee for grace;

Guilty—to the fountain fly;

Wash me, Saviour, or I die!

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyes are closed in death,

When I soar to worlds unknown,

See Thee on Thy judgment-throne;—

Rock of Ages! cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee!

ToPLADY.

489 IP. M.

1 JESUS, I rest in Thee,

In Thee myself I hide;

Laden with guilt and misery,

Where can I rest beside 2

'Tis on Thy meek and lowly breast

My weary soul alone would rest.
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2 Thou Holy One of God,

The Father rests in Thee,

And in the savour of that blood

That speaks to Him for me:

The curse is gone, through Thee I’m

4.

1

2

3

blest;

God rests in Thee, in Thee I rest.

The slave of sin and fear,

Thy truth my bondage broke;

My willing spirit loves to bear

Thy light and easy yoke :

The love that fills my grateful breast

Makes duty joy and labour rest.

Soon the bright, glorious day,

The rest of God, shall come ;

Sorrow and sin shall pass away,

And I shall reach my home :

Then of the promised land possest,

My soul shall know eternal rest.

O S.M.

NOT all the blood of beasts,

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away the stain.

But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,

Takes all our sins away;

A sacrifice of nobler name,

And richer blood than they.

My faith would lay her hand

On that dear head of Thine,
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While, like a penitent, I stand,

And there confess my sin.

4 My soul looks back to see

The burdens Thou didst bear,

When hanging on the cursèd tree,

And knows her guilt was there.

5 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,

And sing His dying love.

WATTs.

491 C.M.

1 APPROACH, my soul, the mercy-seat,

Where Jesus answers prayer;

There humbly fall before His feet,

For none can perish there.

2 Thy promise is my only plea,

With this I venture nigh;

Thou callest burdened souls to Thee,

And such, O Lord, am I.

3 Bowed down beneath a load of sin,

By Satan sorely prest;

By war without and fears within,

I come to Thee for rest.

4 Be Thou my shield and hiding-place,

That, sheltered near Thy side,

I may my fierce accuser face,

And tell him, “Thou hast died.”
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5 O wondrous love! to bleed and die,

To bear the cross and shame,

That guilty sinners, such as I,

Might plead Thy gracious name.
NEWTON.

492 6-8s.

1

2

“A LITTLE while!” our Lord shall

come,

And we shall wander here no more :

He'll take us to our Father’s home,

Where He for us has gone before ;

To dwell with Him, to see His face,

And sing the glories of His grace.

“A little while!” He'll come again

Let us the precious hours redeem;

Our only grief to give Him pain,

Our joy to serve and follow Him:

Watching and ready may we be,

As those that long their Lord to see.

“A little while !” “Twill soon be past;

Why should we shun the shame and

cross 2

Oh let us in His footsteps haste,

Counting for Him all else but loss:

Oh how will recompense His smile,

The sufferings of this “little while !”

“A little while!” Come, Saviour, come,

For Thee Thy Bride has tarried long:

Take Thy poor wearied pilgrims home,

To sing the new eternal song;
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To see Thy glory, and to be

In every thing conformed to Thee!

DECK.

493 C.M.

1 ALL hail the power of Jesu's name,

Let angels prostrate fall;

Bring forth the royal diadem,

And crown Him Lord of all.

2 Let high-born seraphs tune the lyre,

And, as they tune it, fall

Before His face, who formed their choir,

And crown Him Lord of all.

3 Crown Him, ye martyrs of your God,

Who from His altar call;

Extol the stem of Jesse’s rod,

And crown Him Lord of all.

4 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race,

A remnant weak and small,

Hail Him who saves you by His grace,

And crown Him Lord of all.

5 Ye Gentile sinners, ne’er forget

The wormwood and the gall;

Go, spread your trophies at His feet,

And crown Him Lord of all.

6 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To Him all majesty ascribe,

And crown Him Lord of all.
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7 O that, with yonder sacred throng,

We at His feet may fall;

There join the everlasting song,

And crown Him Lord of all.

PERONNET.

494 C.M.

1 HOW sweet the name of Jesus sounds

In a believer’s earl

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,

And drives away his fear.

2. It makes the wounded spirit whole,

And calms the troubled breast;

'Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary rest.

3 Dear name ! the Rock on which Ibuild,

My shield and hiding-place;

My never-failing treasury, filled

With boundless stores of grace.

4 Jesus, my Shepherd, Husband, Friend,

My Prophet, Priest, and King;

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,

Accept the praise I bring.

5 Weak is the effort of my heart,

And cold my warmest thought;

But when I see Thee as Thou art,

I’ll praise thee as I ought.

6 Till then I would Thy love proclaim

With every fleeting breath;

And may the music of Thy name

Refresh my soul in death. NEwton.
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495 - IP.M.

1 “CALL them in!”—the poor, the

wretched,

Sin-stained wand’rers from the fold:

Peace and pardon freely offer:

Can you weigh their worth with

gold?

“Call them in!”—the weak, the weary,

Laden with the doom of sin;

Bid them come and rest in Jesus; . .

He is waiting; “call them in tº

2 “Call them in 1’’—the Jew, the Gentile,

Bid the strangers to the feast;

“Call them in!”—the rich, the noble,

From the highest to the least—

Forth the Father runs to meet them,

He hath all their sorrows seen;

Bobe and ring, and royal sandals

a. Wait the lost ones; “call them in!”

3. “Call them in!”—the broken-hearted,

Cowering 'neath the brand of shame;

Speak love's message, low and tender,

“’Twas for sinners Jesus came.”

See the shadows lengthen round us,

Soon the day-dawn will begin;

Can you leave them lost and Ionely?

Christ is coming; “call them in."
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496 C.M.

1 BEGIN, my tongue, some heavenly

theme,

And speak some boundless thing;

The mighty works, or mightier name,

Of our eternal King.

2 Tell of His wondrous faithfulness,

And Sound His power abroad;

Sing the Sweet promise of His grace,

And the performing God.

3 Proclaim salvation from the Lord

For wretched, dying men:

His hand hath writ the sacred Word

With an immortal pen.

4 Engraved, as in eternal brass,

The mighty promise shines;

Nor can the powers of darkness rase

Those everlasting lines.

5 His very word of grace is strong

As that which built the skies;

The voice that rolls the stars along

Speaks all the promises.

6 O might I hear Thine heavenly tongue

But whisper, “Thou art mine!”

Those gentle words shouldraisemy song

To notes almost Divine.

WATTS,
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497 C.M.

1 COME, sinner, to the gospel feast,

Oh, come without delay;

For there is room on Jesus’ breast

For all who will obey.

2 There’s room in God’s eternal love

To save thy precious soul;

Room in the Spirit's grace above,

To heal and make Thee whole.

3 There’s room within the Church, re

deemed

With blood of Christ Divine;

Room in the white-robed throng con

vened,

For that dear soul of thine.

4 There’s room in heaven among the

choir,

And harps, and crowns of gold;

And glorious palms of victory there,

And joys that ne'er were told.

5 There’s room around the Father's

board

For thee, and thousands more;

Oh, come and welcome to the Lord—

Yes, come this very hour.

HUNTINGDON,
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498 8.8.6.

1 FROM whence this fear and unbelief,

If God, my Father, put to grief

His spotless Son for me !

Can He, the righteous Judge of men,

Condemn me for that debt of sin,

Which, Lord, was charged on Thee.

2 Complete atonement Thou hast made,

And to the utmost farthing paid,

Whate'er Thy people owed;

EIow, then, can wrath on metake place,

If sheltered in Thy righteousness,

And sprinkled by Thy blood?

3 IfThou hast my discharge procured,

And freely in my place endured

The whole of wrath Divine,

God will not payment twice demand,

First at my bleeding Surety’s hand,

And then again at mine.

4 Turn then, my soul, unto thy rest:

The merits of thy great High Priest

Speak peace and liberty;

Trust in His efficacious blood,

Nor fear thy banishment from God:

Since Jesus died for thee.

ToPLADY.

499 8.7.4.

1 COME, ye sinners, poor and wretched,

Weak and wounded, sick and sore;
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• Jesus ready stands to save you,

Full of pity—full of power:

FIe is able,

He is willing, doubt no more.

2 Ho, ye needy, come and welcome;

God’s free bounty glorify:

True belief and true repentance,

Every grace that brings us migh,

Without money,

Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden,

Bruised and mangled by the fall!

If you tarry till you’re better,

You will never come at all:

Not the righteous—

Sinners, Jesus came to call.

4 Let not conscience make you linger,

Nor of fitness fondly dream;

All the fitness He requireth

Is to feel your need of Him:

This He gives you,

'Tis the Spirit's rising beam.

5 Agonizing in the garden,

Lo! your Maker prostrate lies!

On the bloody tree behold Him;

Hear Him cry before He dies,

“It is finished 1’’

Sinners, will not that suffice?

6 Lo! the incarnate God ascended,

Pleads the merit of His blood:
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Venture on Him, venture wholly,

Let no other trust intrude:

None but Jesus

Can do helpless sinners good.

7 Saints and angels, joined in concert,

Sing the praises of the Lamb;

While the blissful seats of heaven

Sweetly echo with His name:

Hallelujah!

Sinners here may sing the same.
HART.

500 P.M.

1 IIARK' 'tis the watchman's cry,

Wake, brethren, wake!

Jesus, our Lord, is nigh;

Wake, brethren, wake!

Sleep is for sons of night,

Ye are children of the light,

Yours is the glory bright;

Wake, brethren, wake!

2 Call to each waking band,

Watch, brethren, watch

Clear is our Lord’s command,

Watch, brethren, watch!

Be ye as men that wait

Always at the Master's gate,

E’en though He tarry late,

Watch, brethren, watch.

3 Heed we the steward’s call,

Work, brethren, work!
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There's room enough for all,

Work, brethren, work 1

This vineyard of the Lord,

Constant labour will afford,

Yours is a sure reward;

Work, brethren, work.

Hear we the Shepherd's voice,

Pray, brethren, pray!

Would ye His heart rejoice?

Pray, brethren, pray !

Sin calls for constant fear,

Weakness needs the Strong One near,

Long as ye struggle here,

Pray, brethren, pray.

Now sound the final chord,

Praise, brethren, praise!

Thrice holy is our Lord,

Praise, brethren, praise!

What more befits the tongues,

Soon to lead the angels' songs,

While heaven the note prolongs,

Praise, brethren, praise.

5O1 L.M.

1

2

JESUS 1 and shall it ever be,

A mortal man ashamed of Thee?

Ashamed of Thee, whom angels praise,

Whose glories shine to endless days.

Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star:
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He sheds the beams of light Divine

O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3 Ashamed of Jesus! just as soon

Let midnight be ashamed of noon :

'Tis midnight with my soul till He,

Bright Morning Star, bids darkness flee.

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear Friend,

On whom my hopes of heaven depend!

No! when I blush—be this my shame,

That I no more revere His name.

5 Ashamed of Jesus ! yes, I may,

When I’ve no guilt to wash away—

No tears to wipe—no good to crave—

No fears to quell—no soul to save.

6 Till then—nor is my boasting vain—

Till then I boast a Saviour slain ;

And oh, may this my glory be,

That Christ is not ashamed of me !

GRIGG.

5O2 8.8.8.6.

1 JUST as I am—without one plea,

But that Thy blood was shed for me;

And that Thou bidst me come to Thee—

O Lamb of God, I come!

2 Just as I am—and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each

spot

ofamb of God, I come!
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3 Just as I am—though tossed about

With many a conflict, many a doubt,

“Fightings within, and fears without;”

O Lamb of God, I come !

4 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind,

Sight, riches, healing of the mind;

Yea, all I need in Thee to find—

O Lamb of God, I come !

5 Just as I am—Thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve;

And I Thy promise do believe—

O Lamb of God, I come !

6 Just as I am—Thy love unknown

Has broken every barrier down;

Now to be Thine, yea, Thine alone—

O Lamb of God, I come !

C. ELLIOTT.

5O3 L. M.

1 BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne,

Ye nations bow with sacred joy;

I(now that the Lord is God alone;

He can create and He destroy.

2 His sovereign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and formed us men;

And when, like wandering sheep, we

strayed,

He brought us to His fold again.

* We are His people, we His care,

Our souls, and all our mortal frame;
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What lasting honours shall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to Thy name?

4. We’ll crowd Thy gates with thankful

Songs,

High as the heavens our voices raise;

And earth, with her ten thousand

tongues, [praise.

Shall fill Thyſcourts with sounding

5 Wide as the world is Thy command,

Vast as eternity Thy love;

Firm as a rock Thy truth shall stand,

When rolling years shall cease to

InOWe. WATTS.

5O4 P.M.

1 MY Jesus, I love Thee, I know Thou art mine,

My Rock and my Fortress, my Surety Divine !

My gracious Redeemer, my Saviour art Thou,

If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus,’tis now.

2 I love Thee because Thou hast first lovèd me,

And purchased my pardon on Calvary's tree;

I love Thee for wearing the thorns on Thy

brow—

If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, ’tis now.

3 I will love Theein life, I will loveThee in death,

And praise Thee as long as Thou lendest me

breath;

And say, if the death-dew lie cold on my brow,

If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus,’tis now.

4 In mansions of glory, and endless delight,

I’ll ever adore Thee in the heaven of light;

I’ll sing with the glittering crown on my brow,

If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus,’tis now.
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505 IP.M.

1 O CHRISTIAN, awake! for the strife is at

hand,

With helmet and shield, and a sword in thine

hand;

To meet the bold tempter, go, fearlessly go

And stand like the brave with thy face to the

foe. CHORUS.

Stand like the brave, stand like the brave,

Stand like the brave with thy face to the foe.

2 Whatever thy danger, take heed and beware,

But turn not thy back, for no armour is there;

The legions of darkness, if thou would'st o'er

throw,

Then stand like the brave with thy face to the

foe.

3 The cause of thy Master with vigour defend,

Be watchful, be zealous, and fight to the end;

Wherever He leads thee, go, valiantly go,

And stand like the brave with thy face to the

foe.

4 Press on, never doubting, thy Captain is near,

With grace to supply, and with comfort to

cheer;

His love, like a stream in the desert, will flow,

Then stand like the brave with thy face to the

foe. CROSBY.

5O6 P.M.

1 O HAPPY day, that fixed my choice

On Thee, my Saviour and my God;

Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.

Happy day, happy day,

When Jesus washed my sins away:
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He taught me how to watch and

pray, . . .

And live rejoicing every day:

Happy day, happy day, .

When Jesus washed my sins away.

2 O happy bond, that seals my vows

To Him who merits all my love;

Let cheerful anthems fill His house,

While to that sacred shrine I move.

3 'Tis done, the greattransaction's done,

I am my Lord's, and He is mine;

He drew me, and I followed on,

Charmed to obey the voice Divine.

4 Now rest, my long divided heart,

Fixed on this blissful centre, rest;

With ashes who would grudge to part,

Whencalledon angels' breadto feast?
DoDDRIDGE.

5O7 7.6.

1 THE sands of time are sinking,

The dawn of heaven breaks;

The summer morn I’ve sighed for,

The fair, sweet morn awakes.

Dark, dark hath been the midnight,

But day-spring is at hand;

And glory, glory dwelleth

In Immanuel's land.

2 O Christ, He is the fountain,

The deep, sweet well of love;
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The streams on earth. I’ve tasted,

More deep I’ll drink above.

There to an ocean fulness

IIis mercy doth expand!

And glory, glory dwelleth

In Immanuel's land.

3 With mercy and with judgment,

My web of time He wove;

And aye the dews of sorrow

Were lustred with His love.

I’ll bless the hand that guided,

I'll bless the heart that planned,

When throned where glory dwelleth,

In Immanuel's land.

4. Oh, I am my Belovèd's ;

And my Belovèd's mine:

He brings a poor vile sinner

Into His “house of wine.”

Istand upon His merit,

I know no safer stand,

Not e'en where glory dwelleth,

In Immanuel's land.

5 The bride eyes not her garment,

But her dear bridegroom's face,

I will not gaze on glory,

But on my King of grace;

Not on the crown He giveth,

But on His piercêd hand:

The Lamb is all the glory
Of Immanuel's land.
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508 C.M.

1 ACCORDING to Thy gracious word,

In meek humility,

This will I do, my dying Lord,

I will remember thee.

2 Thy body, broken for my sake,

My bread from heaven shall be:

Thy testamental cup I take,

And thus remember Thee.

3 Gethsemane can I forget 2

Or there thy conflict see,

Thine agony and bloody sweat—

And not remember Thee?

4. When to the cross I turn mine eyes,

And rest on Calvary,

O Lamb of God, my sacrifice

I must remember Thee .

5 Remember Thee, and all Thy pains,

And all Thy love to me:

Yes, while a breath, a pulse remains,

Will I remember Thee.

6 And when these failing lips grow dumb,

And mind and memory flee,

WhenThou shalt inThykingdomcome,

Then, Lord, remember me.

MoMTGOMEBY.

509 8.7.

1 RISE, my soul! behold 'tis Jesus,

Jesus fills thy wondering eyes;
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See Him now, in glory seated,

Where thy sins no more can rise.

2 There, in righteousness transcendent,

Lo / He doth in heaven appear,

Shows the blood of His atonement

As thy title to be there.

3 All thy sins were laid upon Him,

Jesus bore them on the tree;

God, who knew them, laid them onlim,

And, believing, thou art free.

4 God now brings thee to His dwelling,

Spreads for thee His feast Divine,

Bids thee welcome, ever telling

What a portion there is thine.

5 In that circle of God's favour,

Circle of the Father's love;

All is rest—and rest for ever—

All is perfectness above.

6 Blessed, glorious word, “for ever!”.

Yea, “for ever” is the word;

Nothing can the ransomed sever,

Nought divide them from the Lord.

51O - JP.M.

1 SHALL we gather at the river

Where bright angel feet have trod;

With its crystal tide, for ever

Flowing by the throne of God?

Yes, we’ll gather at the river,

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

That flows by the throne of God.

2 On the margin of the river,

Dashing up its silver spray,

We will walk, and worship ever,

All the happy, golden day

3 Ere we reach the shining river,

Lay we every burden down;

Grace our spirits will deliver,

And provide a robe and crown.

4 At the shining of the river,

Mirror of the Saviour's face,

Saints whom death will never sever

Raise their songs of saving grace.

5 Soon we’ll reach the silver river,

Soon our pilgrimage will cease;

Soon our happy souls delivered

Sing the melodies of peace.

511 7.6.

1 STAND up! stand up for Jesus!

Ye soldiers of the cross;

Lift high His royal banner,

It must not suffer loss:

From vict'ry unto vict'ry,

His army shall He lead,

Till every foe is vanquished,

And Christ is Lord indeed.

2 Stand up! stand up for Jesus!

The trumpet-call obey;
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Forth to the mighty conflict,

In this His glorious day:

Ye that are men, now serve Hirn,

Against unnumbered foes;

Your courage rise with danger,

And strength to strength oppose.

3 Stand up! stand up for Jesus!

Stand in His strength alone;

The arm of flesh will fail you;

Ye dare not trust your own:

Put on the gospel armour,

And, watching unto prayer,

Where duty calls, or danger,

Be never wanting there.

4 Stand up! stand up for Jesus!

The strife will not be long;

This day the noise of battle,

The next the victor's song:

To him that overcometh,

A crown of life shall be;

He with the King of Glory

Shall reign eternally. DUFFIELD.

512 10s.

1 “ABIDE with me!” fast falls the eventide :

The darkness thickens: Lord, with me abide;

When other helpers fail, and comforts flee,

Help of the helpless, O abide with me!

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day;

Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away;

Change and decay in all around I see;

9 Thou who changest not, abide with me! ...
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3 Not a brief glance I crave—a passing word;

But asThou dwell'st with Thydisciples, Lord—

Familiar, condescending, patient, free;

Come, not to sojourn, but abide with me.

4 Come not in terrors, as the King of kings,

But kind and good, with healing in Thy wings;

Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea ;

Come, Friend of sinners, thus abide with me.

5 I need Thy presence every passing hour;

What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's

powerf

Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be 2

Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me!

6 I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless;

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness:

Where is death's sting where, grave, thy

victory P

I triumph still, if Thou abide with me.

7 Hold thou Thy cross before my closing eyes!

Shine through the gloom, and point me to the

skies 1

Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain

shadows flee;

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me !

LYTE.

513 P.M.

1 RISE up and hasten! my soul haste along !

And speed on thy journey, with hope and with

Song;

FIome, home is nearing, 'tis coming into view,

Alittle more of toiling, and then to earth adieu!

CHORUS.

Come, then come 1 and raise the joyful song,

Ye children of the wilderness, our time can

not be long;
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Home, home, home! oh, why should we

delay—

The morn of heaven is dawning, we're near

the break of day.

2 Why shouldwelingerwhen heaven lies before?

Earth's fast receding, and soon will be no

more ;

Its joys and its treasures which once here we

knew,

Now never more can charm us, with such a

goal in view.

3 Loved ones in Jesus, they’ve passed on before,

IResting in glory, they weary are no more;

T]esert-toils are ended, nothing now but joy,

And praises loud ascending their ever glad

employ.

4. No condemnation 1 blessed is the word;

No separation 1 for ever with the Lord.

By His blood. He bought them, washed their

every stain,

With rapture now they praise Him, the Lamb

that once was slain.

5 Soon we shall join them, see Him with these

eyes ;

Sing failujah, triumphant in the skies:

IIe will be with us, who loved us long before,

And Jesus, precious Jesus, is ours for evermore!

DENHAM, SMITH.

514 8.7.4.

1 SOWEREIGNgraceo'er sin abounding,

Ransomed souls the tidings swell;

'Tis a deep that knows no sounding,

Who its breadth or length can tell?

On its glories

Let my soul for ever dwell.
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2 What from Christ my soul shall sever,

Bound by everlasting bands?

Once in Him, in Him for ever;

Thus th’eternal covenant stands;

None shall pluck me

From the Strength of Israel's hands.

3 Heirs of God, joint heirs with Jesus,

Long ere time its race begun;

To His name eternal praises |

Oh, what wonders love hath done!

One with Jesus,

By eternal union one.

4. On such love, my soul, still ponder,

Love so great, so rich, so free;

Say, whilst lost in holy wonder,

Why, O Lord, such love to me?

Hallelujah,

Grace shall reign eternally. KENT.

515 C.M.

1 TO our Redeemer's glorious name,

Awake the sacred song !

O may His love (immortal flame!)

Tune every heart and tongue.

2 His love, what mortal thought can

reach 2

What mortal tongue display?

Imagination's utmost stretch

In wonder dies away.

3 He left His radiant throne on high,

Left the bright realms of bliss,
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And came to earth to bleed and die!—

Was ever love like this?

4 Dear Lord, while we adoring pay

Our humble thanks to Thee,

May every heart with rapture say,

The Saviour died for me.

5 O may the sweet, the blissful theme

Fill every heart and tongue;

Till strangers love Thy charming name,

And join the sacred song.
STEELE.

516 C.M.

1 WALK in the light, so shalt Thou know

That fellowship of love

His Spirit only can bestow,

Who reigns in light above.

2 Walk in the light, and thou shalt find

Thy heart made truly His

Who dwells in cloudlesslight enshrined,

In whom no darkness is.

3 Walk in the light, and thou shalt own

Thy darkness passed away:

Because that light hath on thee shone,

In which is perfect day.

4 Walk in the light, and e'en the tomb

No fearful shade shall wear:

Glory shall chase away its gloom,

For Christ hath conquered there.
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5 Walk in the light, thy path shall be

Peaceful, serene, and bright:

For God, by grace, shall dwell in thee,

And God Himself is Light.
517 DoDDRIDGE. 8s.

1 WE speak of the realms of the bless'd,

That country so bright and so fair;

And oft are its glories confess’d—

But what must it be to be there !

2 We speak of its pathways of gold,

Its walls decked with jewels so rare;

Its wonders and pleasures untold—

13ut what must it be to be there!

3 We speak of its peace and its love,

The robes which the glorified wear;

The songs of the blessed above—

IBut what must it be to be there !

4 We speak of its freedom from sin,

From sorrow, temptation, and care;

From trials without and within—

But what must it be to be there !

5 O Lord, amidst pleasure or woe,

For heaven our spirits prepare;

That shortly we also may know,

And feel what it is to be there !

MRS. WILSON.

518 I.M.

1 WHEN I survey the wondrous cross

On which the Prince of Glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss,

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

Save in the death of Christ my God:

All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice them to His blood.

3 See, from His head, His hands, Hisfeet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down!

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,

Or thorns compose so rich a crown?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were a present far too small;

Love so amazing, so Divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all.
WATTS.

519 L.M.

1 JESUS, Thy blood and righteousness

My beauty are, my glorious dress;

'Midst flaming worlds, in these arrayed,

With joy shall I lift up my head.

2 Bold shall I stand in that great day,

For who aught to my charge shall lay?

Fully absolved through these I am,

From sin and fear, fromguilt andshame.

3 This spotless robe the same appears

When ruined nature sinks in years;

No age can change its glorious hue—

The robe of Christ is ever new.

4. When from the dust of death I rise

To claim my mansion in the skies,

Pen then shall this be all my plea,
Jesus hath lived, lºth died for me.
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5 O let the dead now hear Thy voice,

Bid, Lord, Thy banished ones rejoice;

Their beauty this, their glorious dress—

Jesus, the Lord our righteousness.

ZINZENDORF, tr. by J. WESLEY.

52O C.M.

1 JESUS, the very thought of Thee

With sweetness fills my breast;

But sweeter far Thy face to see,

And in Thy presence rest.

2 Norvoice can sing, nor heart can frame,

Nor can the memory find,

A sweeter sound than Thy blest name,

O Saviour of mankind

3 O hope of every contrite heart!

O joy of all the meekl

To those who fall, how kind Thou art!

How good to those who seek

4. But what to those who find P Ah, this—

Nor tongue nor pen can show :

The love of Jesus—what it is

None but His loved ones know.

5 Jesus, our only joy be Thou,

As Thou our crown wilt be ;

Jesus, be Thou our glory now,

And through eternity.

BERNARD OF CLAIRVAUx, tr. by E. CASWALL.

521 C.M.

1 ETERNAL Spirit ! by whose power

Are burst the bands of death,
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On our cold hearts Thy blessings

shower;

Revive them with Thy breath.

'Tis Thine to point the heavenly way,

Each rising fear control,

And with a warm, enlivening ray

To melt the icy soul.

3 'Tis Thine to cheer us when distressed;

To raise us when we fall;

To calm the doubting, troubled breast,

And aid when sinners call.

4 'Tis Thine to bring God’s sacred Word,

And write it in each heart;

There its reviving truths record,

And there its peace impart.

Almighty Spirit, visit thus

Our hearts, and guide our ways:

Pour down Thy quickening grace on us.

And tune our lips to praise.
BATHURST.

522 8.6.8.8.6.

1 ETERNAL Light! eternal Light !

How pure the soul must be,

When, placed within Thy searching

sight

It shrinks not, but, with calm delight,

Can live, and look on Thee

* The spirits that surround Thy throne,

May bear the burning bliss;

2

5
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But that is surely theirs alone,

Since they have never, never known

A fallen world like this.

3 Oh, how shall I, whose native sphere

Is dark, whose mind is dim,

Before the Ineffable appear,

And on my naked spirit bear

That uncreated beam 7

4 There is a way for man to rise

To that sublime abode:—

An offering and a sacrifice,

A Holy Spirit's energies,

An Advocate with God:—

5 These, these prepare us for the sight

Of Holiness above :

The sons of ignorance and night

May dwell in the Eternal Light,

Through the Eternal Love!
BINNEY.

523 7s.

1 HIGH in yonder realms of light,

Far above these lower skies,

Fair and exquisitely bright,

Heaven’s unfading mansions rise:

Glad, within their blest abode,

Dwell the raptured saints above,

Where no anxious cares corrode,

Happy in Immanuel's love.

2 Once the big unbidden tear,

Stealing down the furrowed cheek,
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Told, in eloquence sincere,

Tales of woe they could not speak:

But these days of weeping o'er,

Passed—this scene of toil and pain,

They shall feel distress no more;

Never—never weep again.

3 'Mid the chorus of the skies,

'Mid the angelic lyres above,

Hark! their songs melodious rise,

Songs of praise to Jesus' love;—

Happy spirits, ye are fled

Where no grief can entrance find;

Lulled to rest, the aching head,

Soothed, the anguish of the mind.

4 All is tranquil and serene,

Calm and undisturbed repose;

There no cloud can intervene,

There no angry tempest blows;

Every tear is wiped away,

Sighs no more shall heave the breast;

Night is lost in endless day,

Sorrow in eternal rest. RAFFLEs.

524 C.M.

1 HOW condescending and how kind

Was God’s eternal Son!

Our misery reached His heavenly mind,

And pity brought Him down.

2 He sank beneath our heavy woes,

To raise us to His throne;
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There’s not a gift His hand bestows

But cost His heart a groan.

3 This was compassion like a God,

That when the Saviour knew

The price of pardon was His blood,

His pity ne'er withdrew.

4 Now, though He reigns exalted high,

His love is still as great :

Well He remembers Calvary,

Nor let His saints forget.

5 Here let our hearts begin to melt,

While we His death record,

And with our joy for pardoned guilt,

Mourn that we pierced the Lord.
WATTS.

525 IP.M.

1 JERUSADEM, for ever bright,

Beautiful land of rest |

No winter there, nor chill of night,

Beautiful land of rest |

The dripping cloud is chased away,

The sun breaks forth in endless day,

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

The beautiful land of rest.

CHORUS.

Beautiful land, beautiful land,

Beautiful land of rest!

Beautiful land, beautiful land,

Beautiful land of rest!
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2 Jerusalem, for ever free,

Beautiful land of rest!

The soul's sweet home of liberty,

Beautiful land of rest!

The gyves of sin, the chains of woe,

The ransomed there will never know,

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

The beautiful land of rest'

Beautiful land, &c.

3 Jerusalem, for ever dear,

Beautiful land of rest

Thy pearly gates almost appear,

Beautiful land of rest

And when we tread thy lovely shore,

We'll sing the song we’ve sung before,

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

The beautiful land of rest I

Beautiful land, &c.

526 C.M.

1 AM I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb 2

And shall I fear to own His cause,

Or blush to speak His name 2

CHORUS.

Let us never mind the scoffs and frowns

of the world,

For we all have a cross to bear,

It will only make the crown the brighter

to shine,

When we have a crown to wear.
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2 Must I be carried to the skies,

On flowery beds of ease;

While others fought to win the prize,

And swam through bloody seas?

3 Sure I must fight if I would reign;

Increase my courage, Lord!

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by Thy Word.

4. When that illustrious day shall rise,

And all Thine armies shine

In robes of victory through the skies,

The glory shall be Thine.

WATTS.

527 L.M.

1 SPIRIT of everlasting grace,

Infinite Source of life, come down

These tombs unlock,these dead upraise,

Thy glorious power and love make

known.

2 Breathe o'er this valley of the dead,

Send forth Thy quickening might

abroad,

Till, rising from their tombs, they

spread,

In full array,+the host of God.

3 Thy heritage lies desolate,

And all Thy pleasant places mourn :

O look upon our low estate,

In loving-kindness, Lord, return.
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4 Now let Thy glory be revealed,

Now let Thy presence with us rest:

O heal us, and we shall be healed;

O bless us, and we shall be blest.

IBONAR.

528 C.M.

1 STRAIT is the way, the door is strait,

That leads to joys on high ;

There are but few that find the gate,

While crowds mistake and die.

2 Belovèd self must be denied,

The mind and will renewed,

Passion suppressed, and patience tried,

And vain desires subdued.

3 Flesh is a dangerous foe to grace,

Where it prevails and rules;

Flesh must be humbled, pride abased,

Lest they destroy our souls.

4 The tongue, that most unruly power,

Requires a strong restraint;

We must be watchful every hour,

And pray, and never faint.

5 Lord, can a feeble, helpless worm,

Eulfil a task so hard?

Thy grace must all the work perform,

And give the free reward. WATTs.

529 L.M.

1 SWEET hour of prayer I sweet hour

of prayerſ

That calls me from a world of care,
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And bids me at my Father's throne,

Make all my wants and wishes known:

In seasons of distress and grief,

My soul has often found relief,

And oft escaped the tempter's snare,

By thy return, sweet hour of prayer.

Sweet hour of prayerſ sweet hour of

prayerſ

Thy wings shall my petition bear

To Him whose truth and faithfulness

Engage the waiting soul to bless;

And since He bids me seek His face,

Believe His Word, and trust His grace,

I’ll cast on Him my every care,

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer!

Sweet hour of prayerſ sweet hour of

prayer'

May I thy consolation share;

Till, from Mount Pisgah's lofty height,

I view my home, and take my flight:

This robe of flesh. I’ll drop, and rise

To seize the everlasting prize;

And shout, while passing through the

alr

“Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of

prayer.”
BRADBURY.

53O C.M.

1 UNTIL He come! 0 joyous thought,

The Saviour will appear;
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He shall fulfil our brightest hopes,

And banish all our fear.

2 Until He come! O blessed hope,

Jesus, we look for Thee,

We would be ever with Thee, Lord,

We would Thy glory see.

3 Until He come ! wait, calmly wait,

The day comes on apace;

Our longing eyes shall yet behold

The glories of His face.

4 Until He come! with earnest gaze,

We’ll sweep earth’s cloudy sky;

And wait with joyful confidence,

The dayspring from on high.

5 Nor shall we long and wish in vain,

The darkness hastes away;

And faith's bright eye e'en now beholds

The dawning of the day.

6 Roll on, roll on, ye laggard years,

Ye days, be swift of wing;

We wait amid earth's bitter groans

The advent of our King.

531 8.7.

1 THEY are waiting for the coming,

Angels on the other shore,

Waiting to receive the ransomed,

When the storms of life are o’er.
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CHORUs.

They are waiting, waiting, waiting,

Angels on the other shore,

Waiting to receive the ransomed,

When the storms of life are o’er.

2 They are waiting for the aged,

Those who long the way have trod,

Waiting for the poor in spirit,

Rich in faith and love to God.

3 In the sunnyvales of Eden,

By the river clear and bright,

Where the tree of life is planted,

And our faith is lost in sight.

4 Watching at the shining portals

- Of our Father's mansion fair,

They will strike their harps of glory,

They will bid us welcome there.

5 For the young and valiant soldiers,

Who have bravely borne their part,

For the self-denying Christian,

. For the weak and pure in heart.

6 We shall join the Church triumphant,

Free from sin, and toil and care,

At the marriage feast united,

There will be no parting there.
CROSBY.

532 S.M.

1 “THE Lord is risen indeed,”

And are the tidings true?
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Yes, they beheld the Saviour bleed,

And saw Him living too.

2 “The Lord is risen indeed,”

Then justice asks no more;

Mercy and truth are now agreed,

Which stood opposed before.

3 “The Lord is risen indeed,”:

Then is His work performed;

The captive Surety now is freed,

And death, our foe, disarmed.

4 “The Lord is risen indeed,”

Then hell has lost its prey;

With Him is risen the ransomed seed,

To reign in endless day.

5 “The Lord is risen indeed,”

He lives to die no more;

He lives the sinner's cause to plead,

Whose curse and shame He bore.

6 “The Lord is risen indeed,”

This yields my soul a plea ;

He bore the punishment decreed,

And satisfied for me.

7 “The Lord is risen indeed,”

Attending angels hear;

Up to the courts of heaven with speed,

The joyful tidings bear.

8 Then take your golden lyres,

And strike each cheerful chord,

Join all the bright celestial choirs,

To sing our risen Lord.
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533 8.

1 THE night is wearing fast away,

The glorious day is dawning,

When Christ shall all His grace

display;

The fair millennial morning.

2 Gloomy and dark the night hath been,

And long the way, and dreary;

And sad the weeping saints are seen,

And faint, and worn, and weary.

7

3 Ye mourning pilgrims, dry your tears,

And hush each sigh of sorrow ;

The light of that bright morn appears,

The long sabbatic morrow.

4 Lift up your heads, behold from far

A flood of splendour streaming;

It is the Bright and Morning Star,

In living lustre beaming.

5 And see that star-like host around,

Of angel-bands attending;

Hark! hark! the trumpet’s gladd’ning

sound,

"Mid shouts triumphant blending.

6 He comes! the Bridegroom promised

long,

Go forth with joy to meet Him,

And raise the new and nuptial song,

In cheerful strains to greet Him.
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7 Adorn thyself, the feast prepare,

With hallelujahs swelling,

He comes, with thee all joys to share,

And make this earth His dwelling.
DENNy.

534 - C.M.

1 LIGHT of the lonely pilgrim’s heart,

Star of the coming day !

Arise, and with Thy morning beams,

Chase all our griefs away !

2 Come, blessed Lord, bid every shore

And answering island sing

The praises of Thy royal Name,

And own Thee as their King.

3 Bid the whole earth, responsive now

To the bright world above,

Break forth in rapturous strains of joy,

The mem'ry of Thy love.

4 Lord! Lord! Thy fair creation groans—

The earth, the air, the sea—

In unison with all our hearts,

And calls aloud for Thee.

5 Thine was the cross, with all its fruits

Of grace and peace Divine:

: Be Thine the crown of glory now,

The palm of vict'ry Thine.

535 C.M.

.* AND now, the world is changed to me,
I cannot live below;
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I cannot find my rest in Thee,

I must to Jesus go.

2 For He hath won my longing heart,

In it. His love hath shined;

And gladly now with thee I part,

For there my heaven I#.

3 He drew me with His cords of love,

With bands of love Divine !

He told me of His home above—

He told me it was mine.

4 Poor world ! a worm is at the root

Of all thy gilded toys!

And sin the blossom, death the fruit,

Of all thy hopes and joys!

5 In Thee I would not, could not dwell;

My fatal dream is o'er

To me thy voice hath lost its spell;

Thy song can charm no more.

6 I ask no other gift than Him,

And His undying love;

My happiest, holiest, sweetest theme

In earth and heaven above.

7 There shall I learn upon Thy throne,

Where all Thy glories shine,

The love that cannot here be known,

The grace that made me Thine.
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536 - C.IMI.

1 O SAVING name! 0 name of power,

The very soul of rest!

My claim upon Jehovah's heart!

I plead Thee, and am blest!

2 O name of peace! mysterious name !

In Thee doth conflict end;

Mercy and truth, in Thee agreed,

Eternally do blend.

3 O name of balm! where conscience finds

A cure for every woe;

Where healing ointmentsayearefound,

And cleansing waters flow.

4 O fragrant name! for ever full

Of odours rare and choice,

WhereGod doth find such incense sweet

As makes His heart rejoice.

5 O name of rest! with comfort fraught,

So precious and so deep;

Where God doth make a downy bed,

To give His weary sleep.

6 Nameofrenown! the psalm of heaven!

The very soul of rest!

I’ll plead Thee in life's latest hour,

And be for ever blest

537 P.M.

1 HARK, hark, my soul! angelic sounds

are swelling

O'er earth's green fields and ocean's

wave-beat shore;
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How sweet the truth those blessed

strains are telling

Of that new life when sin shall be no

InOre.

Angels of Jesus,

Angels of Light,

Singing to welcome

The Pilgrims of the Night!

2 Onward we go, for still we hear them

singing—

“Come, weary souls' for Jesus bids

you come!”

And through the dark, itsechoessweetly

ringing,

The music of the gospel leads us

home !

Angels of Jesus, &c.

3 Far, far away, like bells at evening

pealing, -

The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land

and sea,

And laden souls by thousands meekly

kneeling,

Kind Shepherd! turn their weary

steps to Thee.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

2 4 Restcomes at length, though life belong

and dreary;

The day must dawn, and darksome

night be past;
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All journeys end in welcomes to the

weary,

And heaven, the heart's true home,

will come at last.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

5 Cheer up, my soul! faith’s moonbeams

softly glisten

Upon the breast of life’s most

troubled sea;

And it will cheer thy drooping heart to

listen

To those brave songs which angels

mean for thee.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

6 Angels! sing on, your faithful watches

keeping, -

Sing in sweet fragments of the songs

above,

While we toil on and soothe ourselves

with weeping,

Till life’s long night shall break in

endless love.

Angels of Jesus, &c.

FABER.

538 I?.M.

1 O PARADISE O Paradise

Who doth not crave for rest

Wh9, would not seek the happy land,

Where they that loved aré blest?
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Where loyal hearts and true,

Stand ever in the light,

Allrapturethrough andthrough,

In God’s most holy sight.

2 O Paradise ! O Paradise!

The world is growing old;

Who would not be at rest and free

Where love is never cold 2

Where loyal hearts, &c.

3 O Paradise O Paradise !

'Tis weary waiting here;

I long to be where Jesus is,

To feel, to see Him near.

Where loyal hearts, &c.

4 O Paradise ! O Paradise!

I want to sin no more

I want to be as pure on earth

As on the spotless shore.

Where loyal hearts, &c.

5 O Paradise! O Paradise!

I greatly long to see

The Special House my dearest Lord

Is furnishing for me.

Where loyal hearts, &c.

6 O Paradise ! O Paradise !

e I feel'twill not be long

Patience I almost think I hear,

Faint fragments of thy song.

Where loyal hearts, &c. Amen.
FABER.
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539 IP. M.

1 MOST blessed God! how kind

Are all Thy ways to me,

Whose dark benighted mind,

Was enmity with Thee;

Yet now, subdued by sovereign grace,

My spirit longs for Thine embrace |

2 How precious are Thy thoughts,

Which o'er my bosom roll!

They swell beyond my faults,

And captivate my soul;

How greattheirsum, howhigh they rise,

Can ne'er be known beneath the skies.

3 Preserved in Jesus, when

My feet made haste to hell;

And there should I have gone,

But Thou didst all things well;

Thy love was great, Thy mercy free,

Which from the pit delivered me.

4 Before Thy hands had made

The sun to rule the day,

Or earth's foundations laid,

Or fashioned Adam's clay;

What thoughts of peace and mercy

flowed, -

In Thy dear bosom, O my God

5 O fathomless abyss |

Where hidden mysteries lie;

The Seraph finds his bliss,

Within the same to pry:
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Lord, what is man, Thy desperate foe,

ThatThou shouldst blessandlovehimso?

6 A monument of grace,

A sinner saved by blood;

The streams of love I trace,

Up to the fountain, God!

And in His sacred bosom see

Eternal thoughts of love to me.
KENT.

54O P. M.

1 “WHOSOEVER heareth,” shout, shout the

sound,

Send the blessed tidings all the world around;

Spread the joyful news, wherever man is found,

“Whosoever will may come.”

CHORUS.

“Whosoever will, whosoever will,”

Send the proclamation over vale and hill;

'Tisaloving Fathercallsthewanderer home;

“Whosoever will may come.”

2 Whosoever cometh need not delay;

Now the door is open, enter while ye may :

Jesus is the true, the only living way,

“Whosoever will may come.”

“Whosoever will,” &c.

3 “Whosoever will,” the promise is secure;

“Whosoever will,” for ever shall endure;

“Whosoever will,” 'tis life for evermore;

“Whosoever will may come.”

“Whosoever will,” &c.

541 P.M.

1 I HAVE heard of a Saviour's love,

And a wonderful love it must be,"
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But did He come down from above,

Out oflove and compassion forme?

Yes, yes, yes,

Out of love and compassion for me.

2 Ihave heard how He suffered and bled,

How He languished and died on the

tree :

But then is it anywhere said

That He languished and suffered for

me?

Yes, yes, yes, &c.

3 I’ve been told of a heaven on high,

Which the children of Jesus shall see;

But is there a place in the sky,

Made ready and furnished forme?

Yes, yes, yes, &c.

4 Lord, answer these questions of mine,

For to whom shall I go but to Thee?

And say by Thy Spirit Divine,

There’s a Saviour and heaven for me.

Yes, yes, yes, &c.

542 IP. MI,

1 A HOME in heaven what a joyful thought,

As the poor man toils in his weary lot

His heart opprest, and with anguish driven,

From his home below to his home in heaven.

2 A homein heaven when our pleasures fade,

And our wealth and fame in the dust are laid 5

When strength decays, and our health is riven

9 are happy still* a home in heaven.

4
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3. A home in heaven as the sufferer lies

On his bed of pain, and uplifts his eyes

To that bright world, what a joy is given

By the blessed thought of a home in heaven.

4 A home in heaven! when the faint heart

bleeds

By the Spirit's stroke, for its evil deeds;

Oh then, what bliss, in that heart forgiven,

Does the hope inspire of a home in heaven.

5 Our home in heaven: Oh, the glorious home!

And the Spirit joined with the bride says

** come!”

Come, seek His face; and with sins forgiven,

Rejoice in the hope of your home in heaven.

543 “Your life is hid with Christ in God.” P.M.

NOTHING but hide I’m determined to do

(For the glory of God and my own comfort too)

In a risen triumphant Redeemer up there,

Who has gone His own home for His saints to

prepare ;

Tor in Jesus the Christ, the Father's delight,

JEven I’m without blame, without spot “in His

sight.”

So my work is in Jesus to sit very still,

For the Lord's joy I can, for my own joy I will.

“For if" my perfection “by law” be maintained,

Just so far will my “triumph in Christ” be

disdained,

And the Spirit of grace be unhandsomely pained,

And a little advantage by Satan be gained.

No! nothing but Christ I’m “determined” to know,

For the few days I’m left in the regions below,

For of nothing but Christ (of Hispower and love),

Am I wanted to sing in the regions above;

And so nothing but Christ to Thee, Father, I bring,
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For in Him Istand, and of Him Ising,

And through Him I conquer in everything,

And I “always” will, for I always “can,” for

Thine own eternal praise and glory.

544 AN EvenING HYMN. IP.M.

1 GOD, who madest earth and heaven,

Darkness and light;

Who the day for toil hast given,

Por rest the night;

May Thine angel-guards defend us,

Slumber sweet Thy mercy send us,

Holy dreams and hopes attend us,

This livelong night.

2 Guard us waking, guard us sleeping,

And, when we die,

May we in Thy mighty keeping,

All peaceful lie:

When the last dread call shall wake us,

I}o not Thou, our God, forsake us,

But to reign in glory take us

With Thee on high.
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