This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=qOAHAAAAQAAJ

Digitized by GOOg[(’,









Digitized by GOOS[Q



PSALMS AND HYMNS.







PSALMS AND HYMNS

WITH

SUPPLEMENT

FOR

Public, Zocial, & Private Worship;

PREPARED FOR

THE USE OF THE BAPTIST DENOMINATION.

THE PROFITS ARE GIVEN TO THE WIDOWS AND ORPHANS
OF BAPTIST MINISTERS AND MISSIONARIES.

ondon :
PUBLISHED FOB THE TRUSTEES BY
JOHN HADDON & CO., 3, BOUVERIE STREET, FLEET STREET.

Crown 8vo, dble. cols. Brevier.] 1883.




UNWIN BROTHERS,
PRINTERS,
CHILWORTH AND LONDON.




PREFACE.

Ir is now twenty-two years since ‘‘ Psalms and Hymns” was
first published, and offered to the Churches of our Denomination.
It has long been a favourite book amongst our people, as is
evident from the fact that during that period some NmE
Hurxprep Trousaxp Corms have been sold; and, further, that
out of the profits arising from the sale of the book a sum
exceeding Eight Thousand Pounds has been given to the
Widows of Deceased Baptist Ministers.

In the judgment of the Trustees the time had arrived for a
Supplement to be prepared, to be sold separately or bound up
with the original Book. A Selection of 270 Hymns has accord-
ingly been made, and it is hoped that the Supplement will be
no less a favourite in the Churches than the Book has been ;
and that it may continue greatly to help the ¢ Worship of
Praise” in the home, as well as the Service of God in the
Sanctuary ; and be of great spiritual profit to all who shall
use it.

It is again sent forth with prayer for the Divine blessing to
accompany it. “ The labour has been a labour of love, and
its results are dedicated to the service of the Churches and
the glory of God.”

July, 1888,




#4® Maxy of the Hymns included in this Book and Supplement are copyright,
and, so far as is known, permission to use them has in every instance been
sought. In a few instances, the Editor has failed to find the Authors; and,

should any rights have been thus inadvertently transgressed, the Trustees of
the book hope that the difficulty in which they have been placed will be

accepted as their apology. To all who have, by themselves or their Publishers,
given consent, the best thanks of the Trustees are tendered. Amongst them

we mention :—

The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of
Lincoln.

The Right Rev. W. W. How, Bishop
Suffragan, East London.

The Very Rev. Dean Stanley.

Editors of “Hymns, Ancient and
Modern.”

The Committee of the Religious Tract
Society, for Hymns by the late James
Edmeston, J. Kelly, and C. Elliot.

Messrs. Bell & Sons, for Hymns by
late Miss Proctor.

Messrs. Longmans, Green & Co., for
Eymns from ‘ Lyra Germanica.”
Messrs, Morgan & Scott, for Hymns
by late Miss Clephane and others.
Messars. Rivington, ditto late Rev. H.

F. Lyte.

Messrs. Richardson & Sons, ditto late
Dr. F. W. Faber.

Messrs. Isbister & Co., ditto late
Dean Alford.

Rev. C. W. Furse, M.A., ditto late
Dr. Monsell.

J. T. Hayes, Esq., ditto late Dr. Neale.

Also to—
Mrs, C. F. Alexander.
Rev. 8ir H. W. Baker, Bart,
Rev. BR. H. Baynes, M.A.
Rev. E. H. Bickersteth, M.A.
Rev. Horatius Bonar, D.D.
Mrs. E. Charles.

Rev. Henry Downton, M.A.

Rev. John Ellerton, M.A.

T. H. Gill, Esq.

Mrs. Goadby, for Hymns of the Rev.
T. W. Goadby, M.A,

Rev. 8. Baring Gould, M.A.

Miss Kate Hankey.

Miss Havergal, for Hymns of her late
sister, Miss F. R. Havergal.

Rev. Paxton Hcod.

Mrs. Lynch, for Hymns by late Rev.
T. T. Lynch.

Rev. W. J. Mathams.

Rev. W. T. Matson, M.A.

George Rawson, Esq.

Sir Charles Reed, M.P., for Hymns by |

late Rev. A. Reed, D.D., and Mrs.
Reed.

Rev. C. H. Spurgeon.

Rev. 8. J. Btone, M.A.

Joseph Tritton, Esq.

Rev. Godfrey Thring, M.A.

Rev. Henry Twells, M.A.

Rev. T. V. Tymms.

Rev. David Thomas, D.D.

John Murch Wigner, Esq., B.A.

And to American Authors, viz. : —
Rev. Dr. Ray Palmer.
Rev. Dr. 8. F. Smith.
Rev. Dr. E. E. Sears.
Oliver Wendell Holmes, Esq.
Mrs. F. J. Crosby.
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Psalms and Hymns,

THE PERFECTIONS OF GOD.

1 Stand up and bla?. th Lord your God for
ever and ever.—NEH. ix. 5.
1 RAISE to Thee, Thou great
Creator,
Praise be Thine fromevery tongue ;
Join, my soul, with every creature,
Join the universal song.

2 Father, source of all compassion,
Pure unbounded grace is Thine ;
Hail, the God of our salvation,
Praise Him for His love divine.

3 For ten thousand blessings given,
For the hope of future joy,
Sound His praise through earth and
heaven,
Sound Jehovah's praise on high.

4 Joyfully on earth adore Him,
Till in heaven our song we raise ;
There, enraptured, fall before Him,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.
JOHN FAWCETT. 1767.

L.M.
2 Great is our Lord, and af great power.
Psa. cxlvii
PBAISE ye the Lord *tis good to

Our hearts and voices in His praise;
His nature and His works invite
To make this duty our delight.

2 The Lord builds up Jerusalem,
And gathers nations to His name :
His mercy melts the stubborn soul,
And makes the broken spirit whole,

8 He formed the stars, those heavenly
flames, “Ein:mes,

He counts their numbers, their
wisdom’s vast, and knows no
bound,— [drowned.

A deep where all our thoughts are

4 Great is our Lord, and great His
And all His glories infinite; [might;
He crowns the meek, rewards the just,
But treads the wicked to the dust.

5 His saints are lovely in His sight ;
He views His children with delight :
He secs their hope, He knows their

fear,
And looks and loves His image there.
ISAAC WATTB. 1719.

C.M.
3 Canst thou by searching find out God?
Jos xi. 7.

1 HOW ghall I praise the Eternal
The infinite Unknown ? [God,
‘Who can ascend His high abode,
Or venture near His throne?

2 The great Invisible! He dwells
Concealed in dazzling light ;
But His all-searching eye reveals
The secrets of the night.

8 He knows no shadow of a change,
Nor alters His decrees;

Firm as a rock His truth remains,
To guard His promises.

4 Justice, upon the eternal throne,
Maintains the rights of God ;
‘While Mercy sends her pardons down,
Bought with a Saviour’s blood.
1

U




THE PERFECTIONS OF GOD:

5 Now to my soul, immortal King!
Speak some forgiving word :
Then ’twill be double joy to sing
The glories of my Lord.

ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

4 The Lord looketh from heaven ; He behold-
eth all the sons of mn.—l’u. xxxiii. 18.
to the Lord, whoreigns on high,
And viewsthe nations from afar,

Let everlasting praises fly,
And tell how large His bounties are.

2 He who can shake the worlds He

m ¢}
- Or with His word, or with His rod,
His goodness, how amazing great!
How condescending is our God !

* 3 He over-rules all mortal things,
And manages our mean affairs ;

On humble souls the King of kings
Bestows His counsels and His cares.

4 Our sorrows and our tears we pour
Into the bosom of our God ;
He hears us in the mournful hour,
And helps us bear the heavy load.

5 0! could our thankful hearts devise
A tribute equal to Thy grace,
To the third heaven our songs should
[praise.
And tea.ch the golden harps Thy
IBAAC WATTS, 1707.

C.M.
5 He {8 faithful that promised.—HEB. x. 28.

1 BEGIN , my tongue, some heavenly
theme,
And speak some boundless thing ;
The mjghty 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 has writ the sacred word
‘With an immortal pen.
2

4 Engraved, as in eternal brass,
The mighty promise shines ;
Nor can the powers of darknessraze
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 mightI hear Thy heavenly tongue
But whisper, ¢ Thoun art mine!”
Those gentle words should raise my
To notes almost divine. [song
18AAC WATTS. 1707,

CM.
6 One generation shall praise Thy works to
another.—PsA. cxlv. 4.
1 ONG as I live I'll bless Thy name,
My King, my God of love ;
My work and joy shall be the same
In the bright world above,

2 Great is the Lord, His power un-
known,
And let his praise be great;
I'll sing the honours of Thy throne,
Thy works of grace repeat.

8 Thy grace shall dwell upon my
longue ;
And, while my lips rejoice,
The men that hear my sacred song
Shall join their cheerful voice.

4 Fathers to sonsshall teach Thy name,
And children learn Thy ways;
Ages to come Thy truth proclaim,

And nations sound Thy praise,

& Thy glorious deeds of ancient date
Shall through the world be known ;
Thine arm of power, Thy hea.venly

state,
‘With public splendour shown.

6 The world is managed by Thy hand,
Thy saints are ruled by love ;
And Thine eternal kingdom stands,
Though rocks and hills remove.

ISAAC WATTS. 719




e ENEEEENEEEEEEEE————S—S—S.,

HIS MERCY.

L.M.
7 I will pratse Thymmci{or ever and ever.
1 MY God, my King, Thy various

Shall ﬁll the remnant of my days;
Thy grace employ my humble tongue,
Till death and glory raise my song.
2 The wings of every hour shall bear
Some thankful tribute to Thine ear;
And every setting sun shall see
New works of duty done for Thee.

3 Thyrighteousnessshall bemy theme;
Thy bounty flows an endless stream ;
Thy works with sovereign gloryshine,
And speak Thy majesty divine.

4 Let distant times and nations raise
The long succession of Thy praise;
And unborn ages make the song
The joy and labour of their tongue.

5 But who can speak Thy wondrous
deeds? [exceeds !
Thy greatness all our thoughts
Vast and unsearchable Thy ways,
Vast and immortal be Thy praise !
/  IBAAG WATTS. 1719.

8 LM.
His mercy cndurcthtfor ever,
Psa. cxxxvi. 1.
1 IVE to our God immortal praise ;
Mercy and truth are all His ways;
‘Wonders of graee to God belong,
Repeat His mercies in your song.

2 Give to the Lord of lords renown ;
The King of kings with glory erown:
His mercies ever sghall endure,
‘When lords and kings ara known no

more.

8 Hebuilt 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.

4 Hoe 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

more,

5 Israel He freed from Pharaoh’shand,
Andlbr(éught them to the promiged
and :
‘Wonders of grace to God belong,
Repeat His mercies in your song.
6 He saw the Gentiles dead in sin,
And felt His pity move within:
His merocies ever shall endure,
When death and sin shall reign no
more.

7 He sent His Son with power to save
From guilt, and darkness, and the
grave:
‘Wonders of grace to God belong,
Repeat His mercies in your song.
8 Through this vain world He guides
our feet,
And leads us to His heavenly seat;
His mercies ever shall endure,
When this vain world shall be no

more. I8AAC WATTS. 1719

9 6.6.8.4.
They which are of faith, the same are the
children of Abraham.—GAv. iil. 7.
1 HE God of Abraham praise,
‘Who reigns enthroned above ;
Ancient of everlasting days,
And God of Love.
Jehovah, great I AM !
By earth and heaven confest :
We bow and own the sacred name,
For ever blest.
2  The God of Abraham praise,
At whose supreme command
From earth we rise, and seek the joys
At His right hand.
‘We all on earth forsake,
Its wisdom, fame, and power ;
And Him our only portion make,
Our shield and tower.
8 The God of Abraham praise,
‘Whose all-sufficient grace
Shall guide us through the wilderness,
To see His face.
He is our faithful friend ;
He is our gracious God ;
And He will save us to the end,

Through Jesus’ blood.




THE PERFECTIONS OF GOD:

4 He by Himself hath sworn,—
‘We on His oath depend,—
We shall, on eagle-wing upborne,
To heaven ascend ;
‘We shall behold His face,
‘We shall His power adore,
And sing the wonders of His grace
For evermore.

5 The whole triumphant host
Give thanks to God on high:
Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!
They ever cry:
Hail, Abraham’s God and ours!
‘We join the heavenly lays;
And celebrate, with all our powers,
His endless praise.

THOMAS OLIVERS. 1770.

C.M.
10 How exzcellent is Thy loving-kindness, O
God.—Psa. xxxvi. 7.
1 HE Lord is rich and merciful,
Our God is very kind ;
O come to Him, come now to Him,
With a believing mind.

2 The Lord is great and powerful,
Our God is very high;
O trust in Him, trust now in Him,
And have security.

3 The Lord is wise and wonderful,
As all the ages tell ;
O learn of Him, lea.m now of Him,
That all He does is well.

4 And “in Hislight we shall see light,”
Thereby to work and live ;
And He shall be to us a rest,
‘When evening hours arrive.

THOMAS T. LYNCH. 18s5.

11 Thou art the ngn}:, and Thy years shall

have no end.—PsA. cii. 27.
1 LONG ere the lofty skies were

spread,

J ehova.h filled His throne;

Ere man was formed, or angels made,
The Maker lived alone.
4

2 While like a tide our minutes flow,
The present and the past,
He fills His own immortal now,
And sees our ages waste.

3 The sea and sky must perish too,
And vast destruction come;
The earth and heavens, how old they
And wait their fiery doom ! [grow,

4 But let the sea shrink all away,
And flame melt down the skies;
Our God shall live an endless day,
‘When all creation dies.

5 His boundless years can ne’er de-
crease,
Baut still maintain their prime :
Eternity's His dwelling-place,
And Ever is His time.
ISAAQ WATTS. 1709.

12 Lord, Thou haa(t;':f;ﬂ our dwelling-place
in all generations.—Psa. xc, 1.
1 OUB 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 ;
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 ; [night
Short as the watch that ends the
Before the rising sun.

& Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away ;
They fly forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the epening day.

6 Our God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come ;
Be Thou our guard while life shall
And our eternal home. [1ast,
ISAAQ WATTS. 1719.




HIS ETERNITY.

d.—Psa. xc. 2,
GBEAT God, how "infinite art
Thou!
‘What worthless worms are we !
Let the whole race of creatures bow,
And pay their praise to Thee.

2 Thy throne eternal ages stood,
Ere seas or stars were made;
Thou art the Ever-living God,
Were all the nations dead.

8 Nature and time quite naked lie
To Thine immense survey,
From the formation of the sky
To the great burning day.

4 Eternity, with all its years,
Stands present in Thy view;
To Thee there’s nothing old appears ;
Great God, there's nothing new!

6 Our lives through various scenes are

13 From eogommg to cvcrla:tiug Thou art

wn,
And vexed with trifling cares ;
While Thine eternal thought moves
on
Thine undisturbed affairs.
6 Great God, how infinite art Thou!
‘What worthless worms are we !
Let the whole race of creatures bow,
And pay their praise to Thee.
ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

14 ThoLordreiwetk He s clothed with
majesty.: -—Pu. xciii. 1

1 HOVAH reigns! His throne is

JE high ; il
His robes are light and majesty ;
His glory shines with beams so
bright,

No mortal can sustain the sight.

2 His terrors keep the world in awe;
His justice guards His holy law ;
His love reveals a smiling face;

His truth and promise seal the
graoce.

3 Throug_h all His works His wisdom

shines,
And baffles Satan’s deep designs;
His power is sovereign to fulfil
The noblest counsels of His will,

4 And will this glorious Lord descend
To be my Father and my Friend ?
Then let my songs with angels’ join ;
Heaven is secure if God be mine.

18AAC WATTS. 1707.

L.M.
15 Give thanks at the rcumnbmuco of His
holiness.—PsA. xovii

1 HOVAH reigns, exn.lted high
O’er all the earth, o’er all the
(feet,
Though olouds and darkness veil His
His dwelling is the mercy-seat.
2 O ye that love His holy name,
Hate every work of sin and shame :
He guards the souls of all His
friends,
And from the snares of hell defends.
8 Immortal light, and joys unknown,
Are for the saints in darkness sown ;
Those glorious seeds shall spring
and rise [eyes.
And the bnght harvest cheer theu'
4 Rejoice, ye righteous, and record
The honours of your Lord :
Come, magnify His glorious grace,
And triumph in His holiness.
ISAAC WATTS. I719.
16 148th.
The Lord Omnipotent reigneth,
REV. xix. 6.
THE Lord Jehovah reigns,
His throne is built on high;
The garments He assumes
Are light and majesty;  [bright,
His glories shine with beams so
No mortal eye can bear the sight.
2  The thunders of His hand
Keep the wide world in awe;
His wrath and justice stand
To guard His holy law :
And where His love resolves to bless,
His truth confirms and seals the
grace.




THE PERFECTIONS OF GOD:

Through all His ancient works
His perfect wisdom shines,
Confounds the powers of hell,
And breaks their dark designs;
Strong is His arm, and shall fulfil
His great decrees, His sovereign will.

4 And can this mighty King
Of glory condescend ?
And will He write His name,
My Father and my Friend ?
I love His name, I love His word ;
Join Ell dmy powers and praise the
ord.

I8AAC WATTS. 1709

L.M.
17 I am a great King, saith the Lord of
Hosts.—MAL. i. 14,
1 THE Lord is King; lift up thy
voice,

O earth, and all ye heavens rejoice!
From world to world the joy shall

ring,
The Lord Omnipotent is King.

2 The Lord is King ; child of the dust,
The Judge of all the earth is just:
Holy and true are all His ways;
Let every creature speak His praise.

8 He reigns: ye saints, exalt your
strains;
Your God is King, your Father

reigns:
And He is at the Father's side,—
The Man of Love, the Crucified.

4 Come, make your wants, your bur-
dens known,
He will present them at the throne ;
And angel bands are waiting there,
His messages of love to bear.

5 Oh, when His wisdom can mistake,
His might decay, His love forsake,
Then may His children cease to sing,
The Lord Omnipotent is King!

JOSIAH CONDER. 1824.

8.74.
18 Ezalt the Lord our God, and worship at
His holy hill —PuA. xaix. 9.

1 GOD the Lord is King— before

Earth, vnth all thy nations, wait!
‘Where the cherubim adore Him,
Sitteth He in royal state :
He is holy ;
Blessed, only Potentate !

2 God the Lord is King of glory,
Zion, tell the world His fame ;
Ancient Israel, the story
Of His fmthfulness proclaim :
He is holy
Holy is His awtul name.

8 In old times when dangers darkened,

‘When invoked by priest and seer,

To His people’s cry He hearkened—
Answered them in all their fear :

He is holy ;
As they called, they found Him
near,

4 Laws divine to them were spoken
From the pillar of the cloud;
Bacred precepts! quickly broken ;
Fiercely then His vengeance

flowed :
He is holy;
To the dust their hearts were
bowed,

5 But their Father God forgave them
‘When they sought His face once
more ;
Ever ready was to save them,
Tenderly did He restore :
He is holy;
‘We, too, will His grace implore.

6 God in Christ is all forgiving,
‘Waits His mercy to fulfil:
Come, exalt Him, all the living ;
‘Come, ascend His Zion still |
He is holy;
Worship at His holy hill.

GEORGE RAWSON. 1853.




HIS SOVEREIGNTY.

8.M.
19 Bless ye the Lord, all ye His hosts.
PsA. ciii, 31.

1 HE Lord, the Sovereign King,
Hath fixed His throne on
high;
O’er all the heavenly world He rules,
And all beneath the sky.
2 Yo angels, great in might,
And swift to do His will,
Dless ye the Lord, whose voice ye
Whose pleasure yo fulfil. [hear,
3  Let the bright hosts who wait
The orders of their King,
And guard His churches when they
Join in the praise they sing. [pray,
4 While all His wondrous works,
Through His vast kingdom, show
Their Maker’s glory, thou, my soul,
Shalt sing His praises too.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

20 104th.
AUl Thy worksshall praise Thee, O Lord,

Psa. exlv. 10.
1 O WORSHIP the King,
All glorious above,
O gratefully sing
His power and His love!
Our Shield and Defender,
The Ancient of Days,
Pavilioned in splendour,
And girded with praise.
2 O tell of His might,
0 sing of His grace !
‘Whose robe is the light,
‘Whose canopy, space;
His chariots of wrath
The deep thunder-clouds form,
And dark is His path
On the wings of the storm.
8 The earth, with its store
Of wonders untold,
Almighty! Thy power
Hath founded of old
- Hath ’stablished it fast
By a changeless decree,
And round it hath cast
Like a mantle, the sea.

4 Thy bountiful care,
‘What tongue can recite ?
It breathes in the air,
It shines in the light;
It streams from the hills,
It descends to the plain,
And sweetly distils
In the dew and the rain.

5 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 !

6 O measureless Might !
Ineffable Love!
‘While angels delight
To hymn Thee above,
The humbler creation,
Though feeble their lays,
With true adoration
Shall sing to Thy praise.

SIR ROBERT GRANT. 1837.

C.M.
21 The works of the Lord are great.
Psa. cxi. 2.

1 REAT is the Lord ; His works of
might
Demand our noblest songs ;
Let His assembled saints unite
Their harmony of tongues.

2 Great is the mercy of the Lord ;
He gives His children food ;

And, ever mindful of His word,
He makes His promise good.

3 His Son, the great Redeemer, came
To seal His covenant sure:
Holy and reverend is His name,
His ways are just and pure.
4 They that would grow divinely wise
Must with His fear begin ;
Our fairest proof of knowledge lies
In hating every sin.
ISAAC WATTS. I71Q.
7




THE PERFECTIONS OF GOD:

22 Be Thou ea:alﬁ'g,n 0 God, above the
heavens.—PsA. lvii. 5,
1 God, in whom are all the
springs [known,
Of boundless love and grace un-
Hide me beneath Thy spreading

wings,
Till the dark cloud is over-blown.

2 Up to the heavens I send my cry,
The Lord will my desires perform ;
He sends His angels from the sky,
And saves me from the threatening

storm.

8 High o’er the earth His mercy reigns,
And reaches to the utmost sky ;
His truth to endless years remains,
‘When lower worlds dissolve and die.

4 Be Thou exalted, O my God !
Above the heavens, where angels
dwell ;
Thy power on earth be known abroad,
And land to land Thy wonders tell.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

L.M. ’
23 Thy throne, O God, is for ever and ever.
Hes. i. 8.

1 REAT Former of this various
frame,
Our souls adore Thine awful name
And bow and tremble, while they
praise
The Ancient of eternal days.

2 Before Thine infinite survey,
Creation rose as yesterday :
And, as to-morrow, shall Thine eye
See earth and stars in ruin lie.

8 Beyond the highest angel's sight,
Thou dwellest in eternal light,
‘Which shines with undiminished ray,
‘While suns and systems waste away.

4 Our days a transient period run,
And change with every circling sun ;
And, while to lengthened years we

trust,
Before the moth we sink to dust,
8

5 But, let the creatures fall around ;
Let death consign us to the ground ;
Let the last general flame arise,
And melt the arches of the skies ;—

6 Calm, as the summer’s ocean, we
Shall all the wreck of nature see ;
While grace secures us an abode
Unshaken as the throne of God.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

M.
24 Holy and re?m‘eud is His name.
Psa, oxi. 9.
1 OLY and reverend is the name
Of our eternal King:
And Holy, Holy, Holy, cry
The angels when they sing.

2 Till, in white robes, we worship Thee
Among those heavenly ranks,
In memory of Thy holiness,
Lord, we would all give thanks.

3 Holy art Thou in all Thy works,
And truth is Thy delight ;

Cleanse us, renew, and sanctify,

And make our darkness light.

4 Partakers of Thy holiness,

O Father, let us be;
And make us all so pure in heart,
That we our God may see.
JOEN NEEDHAM,

1768.

25 0 Lord, Thwnﬁt searched me and
known me.—Psa. cxxxix. 1.
1 ORD, Thou hast searched and
seen me through ; [view,
Thine eye commands, with piercing
My rising and my resting hours,
My heart and flesh with all their
powers,

2 My thoughts, before they are my own,
Are to my God distinctly known ;
He knows the words I mean to speak,
Ere from my opening lips they break.

8 Within Thy circling power I stand,
On every side I find Thy hand:
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad,

I am surrounded still with God.




HIS OMNISCIENCE AND LOVE.

4 Amazing knowledge! vast and great !
What largeextent! whatlofty height!
My soul, with all the powers I boast,
Is in the boundless prospect lost.

5 O may these thoughts possess my
breast,
‘Where'er I rove, where'er I rest !
Nor let my feeble passions dare
Consent to sin, for God is there !
12AAC WATTS. 1709

L.M.
heaven and earth? saith
—JER. x
1 FATHEB and Friend! Thy light,
Thy love, [see;
Beaming through all Thy works we
Thy glory gilds the heavens above,

26 Do not 1 fill
the

And all the earth is full of Thee.
2 Thy voice we hear—Thy presence
feel, [sight,

‘Whilst Thou, too pure for mortal
Involved in elouds—invisible,
Reignest the Lord of life and light.

8 We know not in what hallowed part

Of the wide heavens Thy throne may

8, [art,

But this we know, that where Thou

Strength, wisdom, goodness dwell
with Thee.

4 Thy children shall not faint nor fear,
Sustained by this delightful thought;
Since Thou, their God, art every-

where, ‘
They cannot be where Thou art not.

SIR JOHN BOWRING. 1823.

27 Ezalt ye the L&ybur God, and worship
at His footstool.—P3A. xcix. 5.
1 XALT the Lord our God,
And worship at His feet ;
His nature is all holiness,
And mercy is His seat.

2  When Israel was His church,
‘When Aaron was His priest,
When Moses cried, when Samuel
prayed,
He gave His people rest.

8  Oft He forgave their sins,
Nor would destroy their race;
And oft He made His vengeance
known,
When they abused His grace.
4  Exalt the Lord our God,
‘Whose grace is still the same;
8till He’s a God of holiness,
And jealous for His name.
I8AAC WATTS. 1719.

28 I will sing of gulni.urc{a of the Lord for
ever.—Psa. Ixxxix. 1.
1 never-ceasing song shall show
The mercies of the Lord,
And make succeeding ages know
How faithful is His word.
2 The sacred truths His lips pronounce
Shall firm as heaven endure;
And, if He speak a promise once,
The eternal grace is sure.

3 How long the race of David held
The promised Jewish throne!
But there’s a nobler covenant sealed
To David’s greater Son.

4 Lord God of Hosts! Thy wondrous
ways
Are sung by saints above ;
And saints, on earth, their honours
raise
To Thine unchanging love.
1SAAC WATTS. I719.
29 8.1.
God {s love.—1 JonN iv. 8.
1 OD is love : His mercy brightens
All the path in which we rove;
Bliss He wakes, and woe He lightens:
God is wisdom, God is love.

2 Death and change are busy ever,
Man decays, and ages move ;
But His mercy waneth never :
God is wisdom, God is love.
3 E’en the hour that darkest seemeth
‘Will His changeless goodnessprove:
From the cloud His brightness
streameth :
God is wisdom, God is love.
]




THE WORK OF GOD IN CREATION.

4 He with earthly cares entwineth
Hope and comfort from above ;
Everywhere His glory shineth :
God is wisdom, God is love.

SIR JOHN BOWRING. 1823.

PHIL. iv. 19.
1 God!—how cheerful is the
sound,
How pleasant to repeat !
Well may that heart with pleasure

bound,
‘Where God hath fixed His seat.

2 What want shall not our God supply
From His abundant stores?
‘What streams of mercy from on high
An arm Almighty pours!
3 From Christ, the ever-living spring,
These ample blessings flow :
Prepare, my lips, His name to sing,
‘Whose heart has loved us so.
4 Now, to our Father and our God,
Be endless glory given,
Through all the realms of man’s

abode,
And through the highest heaven.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755

C.M.
30 My God shall mppg; all your need.

C.M.
31 Bless ye the Lord, all ye His hosts.
PsA. ciii. 21,

1 O GOD! we praise Thee, and
confess
That Thou the only Lord
And everlasting Father art,
By all the earth adored.

2 To Thee all angels cry aloud ;
To Thee the powers on high,
Both cherubim and seraphim,
Continually do cry,—

3 O Holy, Holy, Holy Lord,
‘Whom heavenly hosts obey,
The world is with the glory filled
Of Thy majestic sway.

4 The apostles’ glorious company,
And prophets, crowned with light,
‘With all the martyrs’ noble host,
Thy constant praise recite.

5 The holy church throughout the
world,
O Lord, confesses Thee,
Eternal Father! infinite
In boundless majesty :

G Eternal Son! the Christ who came
Redemption to confer :
Eternal Spirit! Holy Ghost,
The Almighty Comforter !

TATE AND BRADY., 1703.
32 . L.M.
Praise the Lord, all ye nations.
Psa. exvii. 1.
1 OM all that dwell below the

skies,

Let the Creator’s praise arise :

Let the Redeemer’s name be sung

Through every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord ;
Eternal truth attends Thy word :
Thy praise shall sound from shore
to shore,

Till suns shall rise and set no more.

1SAAC WATTS. 3719,

THE WORK OF GOD IN CREATION.

C.M.
33 He that built all things is God.
Hes. iii, 4.

1 I SING the Almighty power of God,
That made the mountains rise,
That spread the flowing seas abroad,
And built the lofty skies.
10

2 I sing the wisdom that ordained
The sun to rule the day;
The moon shines full at His com-
mand,
And all the stars obey.




THE WORK OF GOD IN CREATION.

8 I sing the goodness of the Lord,
That filled the earth with food ;
He formed all creatures with His
word,
And then pronounced them good.

4 There’s not a plant.or flower below
But makes His glories known ;
And oclouds arise, and tempests blow,
By order from His throne.

5 In heaven He shines with beams of
love,
With wrath in hell beneath ;
*Tis on His earth I stand or move,
And ’tis His air I breathe.

6 His hand is my perpetual guard,
He keeps me with His eye ;
‘Why should I then forget the Lord,
Who is for ever nigh ?
18AAC WATTS, 1715,

Cc.M.
34 Let us come before His presence with
thanksgiving.—PsA. xov. 3.

1 QING to the Lord Jehovah’s name,
And in His strength rejoice ;
‘When His salvation is our theme,
Exalted be our voice.

2 With thanks approach His awful
sight,
And psalms of honour sing;
The Lord’s a God of boundless
might,
ThLe whole creation’s King.

8 Earth, with its caverns dark and
deep,
Lies in His spacious hand ;
He fixed the seas what bounds to
keep,
And where the hills must stand.

4 Comc, and with humble souls adore;
Come, kneel before His face ;
O may the creatnres of His power
Be children of His grace!
18AAC WATTS. 1719.

8.M.
3 5 I all places of His dominion.
Psa. ciii. 22,
1 OD of Almighty power,
How glorious are Thy ways

Angels Thy majesty adore,
All creatures speak Thy praise.

2  Wherever earth is fair,
Or brighter worlds extend,
Almighty Sovereign, Thou art there,
Creation’s Lord and Friend.

And where the stars are not,
Nor sun hath ever shone,

Beyond the flight of human thought,
There Thou art all alone.

4 Heaven is Thy glorious throne,
Earth does Thy footstool seem ;
But Thy redeemed Thou dost own
Thy richer diadem.

5 And while they bless Thy name,
Hell trembles at Thy rod ;
Earth, heaven, and hell Thy power

3

pro il
All things proclaim Thee God.

C.M.
36 Rejoice in the Lord, O ye righteous.
Psa. xxxiii. 1.
1 EJOICE, ye righteous, in the
Lord,

This work belongs to you:
Sing of His name, His ways, His

wor!
How holy, just, and true!

2 His mercy and His righteousness
Let heaven and earth proclaim :
His works of nature and of grace
Reveal His wondrous name.

8 His wisdom and almighty word
The heavenly arches spread :
And by the Spirit of the Lord
Their shining hosts were made.

4 He bids the liquid waters flow
To their appointed deep;
The flowing seas their limits know,

And their own station keep.
1




THE WORK OF GOD IN CREATION.

5 Ye tenants of the spacious earth,
With fear before Him stand ;
He spake, and nature took its birth,
And rests on His command.
6 Lord, let our hearts in Thee rejoice,
And bless us from Thy throne;
For we have made Thy word our
choice,
And trust Thy grace alone.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

. C.M.
37 And there WE‘ the Mdiuy of His power.

1 HOW exoellent O Lord, Thy
In all creation’s lines ! [name
Spread through eternity, Thy fame
‘With rising lustre shines,

2 These lower works, that swell Thy
praise [tower,
High as man’s thoughts can
Are but a portion of Thy ways,
The hiding of Thy power.

3 Oh! shouldst Thou rend aside the
veil,
And show Thy dwelling-place,
The souls which Thou hast made
would fail;
"Twere death to see Thy face.

4 Can none behold that face and live ?
Yes, sinners may draw near :
The Lord is kind and will forgive,
His love shall cast out fear.

5 Millions before His presence stand,
‘Who feel, while they adore,
Fulness of joy at His right hand,
And pleasures evermore.

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1841.

78.
38 It is He that hath made us, and not
we ourselves.—Psa. c. 8.

1 GIVE thanks to Him who made
Mommg light and evening

Source and gnver of all good,

Nightly sleep and daily food ;

Quickener of our wearied powers,

Guard of our unconscious hours.
12

2 O give thanks to nature’s King,
Who made every breathing thing :
His our warm and sentient frame ;
His, the mind’s immortal flame :
O how close the ties that bind
Spirits to the Eternal mind !

8 O give thanks with heart and lip,
For we are His workmanship :
And all creatures are His care ;
Not & bird that cleaves the air
Falls unnoticed ; but, who can
Speak the Father’s love to man ?

4 O give thanks to Him who came
In a mortal, suffering frame—
Temple of the Deity—

Came for rebel man to die;

In the path Himself hath trod,

Leading back His saints to God.
JOSIAE CONDER. 1836.

C.M.
39 AU Thy works shall praise Thee, O Lord.
Psa. cxlv. 10.

1 PBAISE ye the Lord, immortal
choir,
In heavenly heights above,
With harp and voice, and souls of
Burning with perfect love. [fire,
2 Shine to His glory, worlds of light,
Ye million suns of space,
Ye moons and glistening stars of
night,
Running your mystic race,
8 Ye gorgeous clouds that deck the
k;

sky
With erystal, crimson, gold ;
And rainbow arches raised on high,
The Light of light unfold.

4 Shout to Jehovah, surging mun,
In deep eternal roar;
Let wave to wave resound the strain,
And shore reply to shore.

5 Storm, lightning, thunder, hail, and
SDOW,
Wild winds that keep His word,

With the old mountains fur below,
Unite to bless the Lord.




THE WORK OF GOD IN CREATION.

6 His name, yo forests, wave along;
Whisper it, every flower; [song
Birds, beasts, and insects, swell the
That tells His love and power.
7 And round the wide world let it roll,
‘Whilst man shall lead it on ;
Join, every ransomed human soul,
In glorious unison.
8 Come, aged man, come, little child,
Youth, maiden, peasant, king;
To God in Jesus reconciled,
Your hallelujahs bring.
9 The Omnipresent Deity !
Maker of earth and heaven,
The great Redeeming Majesty |
To Him all praise be given.

GEORGE RAWSON. 1853.

C.M.
40 Let us offer the nn:.cri)lce of praise to God
continually.—HEB. xiii. 15.
1 ORD of the world’s majestic
frame,
Stupendous are Thy ways ;
Thy various works declare Thy name,
And all resound Thy praise.

2 The heavens Thy matchless skill

display,
With all the stars of light,
The splendid sun that rulesthe day,
The silver moon by night.
8 And, while those radiant orbs of
light, :
That shine from pole to pole,
In silent harmony unite
To praise Thee as they roll :—
4 O shall not we, of human race,
The glorious concert join ?
Shall not the children of Thy grace
Attempt the theme divine ?
5 Not all the feeble notes of time
Can utter God’s high praise:
Nor all the noblest strains sublime
That earth and heaven can raise.
6 Yet this shall be our best employ,
Through life’s uncertain days ;
And, in the realms of boundless joy
Eternal be Thy praise!

THOMAS JERVIS 1795

41 L.M.
The heavens declare the of God.
Psa. xix. 1. sy of

1 THE spacious firmament on high,
‘With all the blue ethereal sky,
And spangled heavens, a shining

frame,
Their great Original proclaim.

2 The unwearied sun, from day to day,
Does his Creator’s power display ;
And publishes, to every land,

The work of an Almighty hand.

8 Soon as the evening shades prevail,

The moon takes up the wondrous

tale ;
And, nightly, to the listening earth
Repeats the story of her birth.
4 While all the stars that round her

burn,
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,
And spread the truth from pole to
pole.
5 What though, in solemn silence, all
Move round this dark terrestrial
ball ? [sound,
‘What though no real voice, nor
Amidst the radiant orbs be found ?
6 In reason’s ear they all rejoice,
And utter forth a glorious voice ;
For ever singing as they shine—
¢ The hand that made us is divine.”
JOSEPH ADDISON. 1712.

8.6.
42 I dwell in the high and holy place.
Isa. lvil. 165.

1 BEYOND, beyond that boundless
Above that dome of sky, [sea,
Further than thought itself can flee,
Thy dwelling is on high ;
Yet, dear the awful thought to me,
That Thou, my God, art nigh :—
2 Artnigh, and yet my labouring mind
Feels after Thee in vain ;
Thee in these works of power to find,
Or to Thy seat attain :
Thy messenger, the stormy wind :

Thy path, the trackless main ;—
8




THE WORK OF GOD IN CREATION.

8 These speak of Thee, with loud

acclaim,
They thunder forth Thy praiee,
The glorious honour of Thy name,
The wonders of Thy ways ;
But Thou art not in tempest-flame,
Nor in day’s glorious blaze.

4 I hear Thy voice when thunders roll
Through the wide fields of air;
The waves obey Thy dread control ;
Yet still Thou art not there:
‘Where shall I find Him, O my soul,
‘Who yet is everywhere?

6 O! not in circling depth or height,
But in the contrite breast,
Present to faith, though veiled from
sight,
There does His Spirit rest :
O come, Thou Presence Infinite,
And make Thy creature blest.

JOSIAH CONDER. 1822,

43 How wcetkn?%?i’hy name in all the
earth !—PsA., viii, 1.
1 LORD, our King, how excellent
Thy name on earth is known !
Thy glory in the firmament,
How wonderfully shown !

2 Yet are the humble dear to Thee!
Thy praises are confest
By infants lisping on the knee,
And sucklings at the breast.
8 When I behold the heavens on high,
The work of Thy right hand,—
The moon and stars amid the sky,
Thy lights in every land ;
4 Lord! what is man, that Thou
shouldst deign
On him to set Thy love,
Give him on earth awhile to reign,
Then f£ill a throne above ?

5 O Lord, how excellent Thy name;
How manifold Thy ways !
Let time Thy saving truth proclaim,
Eternity, Thy praise.
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1822.
14

L.M.

44 The Lord is good to all.—Psa. cxlv. 9.
1 S, God is good,—in earth and
sky, [wood,
From ocean-depths and spreading

Ten thousand voices ever cry,

¢ God made us all, and God isgood.”
2 The sun that keeps his trackless
way, [flood,
And downward pours his golden
Night's sparkling host, alljoin to say,
In accents clear, that ¢ God is good.”

8 The merry birds prolong the strain,

Their song with every spring re-
newed ;

And balmy air, and falling rain,

Each softly whisper, ¢ God is good.”

4 T hear it in the rushing breeze;

The hills that have for ages stood,
The echoing sky, and roaring seas
All swell the chorus, ¢‘God is good.”

5 Yes, * God is good,” all nature says,

By God’s own hand with speech
endued ;

And man, in louder notes of praise,

Should sing for joy that ¢ God is
good.”

6 For all Thy gifts I bless Thee, Lord ;
But chiefly for our heavenly food,
Thy pardoning grace, Thy quicken-

ing word : (is good.”
These prompt our song that * God
J. HAMPDEN GURNEY, 1851,

M.
45 The counsel o_? the Lord standeth for
ever.—PsA. xxxiii. 11,
1 ET all the just to God with joy
Their cheerful voices raise:
For well the righteous it becomes
To sing glad songs of praise.
2 By His almighty word at first
The heavenly arch was reared ;
And all the beauteous hosts of light
At His command appeared.
3 Whate’er the mighty Lord decrees,
Shall stand for ever sure:
The settled purpose of His heart

To ages shall endure.




THE WORK OF GOD IN CREATION.

4 How happy, then, are they to whom
The Lord our God is known ;
‘Whom He, fromall the world besides,
Has chosen for His own.

5 The riches of Thy merocy, Lord,
Do Thou to us extend ;
Since we, for all we want or wich,
On Thee alone depend.
TATE AND BRADY.

1696,

46 The sea is H?a',nénd He made it; and
His hands formed the dry land.—PsaA. xcv. 5.
1 TERNAL Wisdom! Thes we
praise,
Thee the creation sings ;
With Thy loved name, rocks, hills,

and seas,
And heaven’s high palace rings.
2 Thy glories blaze all nature round,

And strike the gazing sight,
Through skies, and seas, and solid

ground,
‘With terror and delight.
8 Infinite strength and equal skill
Shine through Thy works abroad ;

Our souls with vast amazement fill,
And speak the builder, God.

4 But the mild glories of Thy grace,
Our softer passions move;
Pity divine in Jesus’ face,
‘We see, adore, and love.
IBAAC WATTS. 1706,

c.M.
47 Invisible things . . . understood by the
things that are made.—Rou. i. 20.

1 THERE is & book who runs may

‘Which hea.venly truth imparts ;
And all the lore its scholars need—
Pure eyes and Christian hearts.

2 The works of God above, below,
‘Within us and around,
Are pages in that book to show
How God Himself is found.

8 The glorious sky, cmbracing all,
Is like the Maker’s love ;
Wherewith encompassed, great and
small

In peace and order move.

4 One name above all glorious names,
‘With its ten thousand tongues,
The everlasting sea proclairus,
Echoing angelic songs.
5 The raging fire, the roaring wind,
Thy boundless power display ;
But in the gentler breeze we find
Thy Spirit’s viewless way.
6 Thou who hast given me eyes to see,
And love this sight so fair,
Give me a heart to find out Thee,
And read Thee everywhere.
JOHN KEBLE, 1819,

48 Verily Thou Zr:.a God that hidest
Thyself.—IsA. xlv. 15.
1 OUI_Q']‘.‘lAINS, by the darkness
en,
Are a8 real as in the day;
Be, then, unbelief forbxdden
In a dreary hour to say,
¢¢ God hath left us;
Oh ! why hath He gone away ? "

2 When He folds the cloud about Him,
Firm within it stands His throne;

‘Wherefore should His children
doubt Him,—
Those to whom Hislove is known ?
God is with us,

We are never left alone.

3 Travellers at night, by fleeing,
Cannot run into the day;
- God can lead the blind and seeing,
On Him wait, and for Him stay;
Be not fearful,
They who cannot sing can pray.
4 Oh! the bright, the vast creation
Can be terrible and stern ;
From its stroke be no salvation,
Though on every side we turn:
Lord of nature,
Then to Thee our spirits yearn.
15




THE WORK OF GOD IN PROVIDENCE.

5 Calm and blest is our composure,
‘When the secret is possest,
That our God, in full disclosure,
Hath to us His heart exprest :
Thou, O Saviour,
Hast been given to make us blest.

6 Time and space, O Lord, that show
Oft in power veiling good, [Thee
Are too vast for us to know Thee
As our trembling spirits would :
But in Jesus, yes, in Jesus,
Father ! Thou art understood.
THOMAS T. LYNCH. 1855,

THE WORK OF GOD IN PROVIDENCE.

49

1 LET us, with a gladsome mind,
Praise the Lord, for He is kind :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.
2 He, with all-commanding might,
Filled the new-made world with
light :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

8 All things living He doth feed,
His full hand supplies their need :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

4 He His chosen race did bless
In the wasteful wilderness :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithfal, ever sure.

5 He hath, with a piteous eye,
Looked upon our misery :

For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

6 Let us, then, with gladsome mind,
Praise the Lord for He is kind :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

JOHN MILTON, 1623.

Ts.
His mercy endureth for ever.
Psa, exxxvi, {,

50  mhzo g':f;} Shepherd.
Psa, xxiii. 1.
1 THE Lord my Shepherd is,
I shall be well supplied ;
Since He is mine and I am His,
1Wha.t can I want beside ?
(]

2  He leads me to the place
‘Where heavenly pasture grows ;
‘Where living waters gently pase,
And full salvation flows.
8 Ife'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.

5  The bounties of His love
Shall crown my following days :
Nor from His house will I remove,
Nor cease to sing His praise.
ISAAC WATTS. I719.

C.M.
51 My God shall supply all your need.
PHILIP, iv. 19.
1 Shepherd will supply my
M! need,

Jehovah is His name ;
In pastures fresh He makes me feed,
Beside the living stream.

2 He brings my wandering spirit back,
‘When I forsake His ways;
And leads me, for His mercy’s sake,
In paths of trath and grace.

3 When I walk through the shades of
death,
Thy presence is my stay ;
A word of Thy supporting breath
Drives all my fears away.




THE WORK OF GOD IN PROVIDENCE.

4 Thy hand, in sight of all my foes,
Doth still my table spread ;
My cup with blessings ovetﬂows,
“Thine oil anoints my head.

& The sure provisions of my God
Attend me all my days;
O may Thy house be mine abode,
And all my work be praise.

6 There would I find a settled rest,
While others go and come;
No more & stranger or a guest,
But like a child at home.
I8AAC WATTS. I71Q.

C.M.
52 The Lord is my Shepherd.—Psa. xxiil. 1.
1 THE God of love my Shepherd is,
To watch me and to feed ;
I shall not want, for I am His;
He careth for my need.

2 His gentle goodness leadeth me,
And makes me down to lie
In greenest pastures fearlessly,
The quiet waters by.

8 And so restoreth He my soul ;
And when I wandering stray
‘Weary and faint, Hemakes me whole,
And teaches His own way.

4 When darkness comes, and death is
near,
I feel my Shepherd’s rod ;
And so I quite forget my fear,
And lean upon my God.

& Thy comforts, amid all my foes,
My life, my spirit bless :
My cup of mercy overflows
With tender faithfulness.

6 Surely Thy sweet and wondrous love,
Shall measure all my days ;
Thy house below, Thy house above,
Shall witness to my praise.

GEORGE RAWSON. 1853,

[

11
5 3 I shall not w::uc.—l’u. xxiii, 1.
1 THE Lord is my shepherd, no want

shall I know;
I feed in green pastures, safe folded
to rest;
He leadeth my soul where the calm
waters flow,
Restores me when wandering, re-
deems when opprest.
2 Through the valley and shadow of
death though I stray,
Since Thou art my Keeper, no evil
I fear;
Thy rod shall defend me, Thy staft
be my s
No harm can bofall with my Com-
forter near.
8 In the midst of affliction my table
is spread ;

With blessmgs unmeasured my cup
runncth o’er;

‘With perfume and oil Thou anointest
my head ; [dence more ?

0! what shall T ask of Thy provi-

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bounti-

ful God!
Still follow my steps till I meet Thee
above ; [fathers trod,

I seek by the path which my fore-
Through the land of their sojourn,
Thy kingdom of love.

JAMES MONTGOMBRY. 1822,

LM,
54 With lelt)! is the jamdain of life.
84,

1 HIGH in the heavens, Eternal

Thy goodness in full glory shines ;

Thy truth shall break through every
cloud

That veils and darkens Thy designs.

2 For ever firm Thy justice stands,
As mountains their foundations
keep ;
‘Wise are the wonders of Thy hands;
Thy judgments are a mighty deep.
17
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8 Thy providence is kind and large,
Both man and beast Thy bounty
ghare ;
The whole creation is Thy charge ;
But saints are Thy peculiar care.

4 My God! how excellent Thy grace,
‘Whence all our hope and comfort
spring !
The sons of Adam, in distress,
Fly to the shadow of Thy wing.

5 From the provisions of Thy house
Weo shall be fed with sweet repast;
There mercy like a river flows,
And brings salvation to our taste.

6 Life, like a fountain rich and free,
Springs from the presence of the

Lord ;
And in Thy light our souls shall see
The glories promised in Thy word.
I8AAC WATTS. 1719.

55 Blessed be the L:ﬁd who daily loadeth us
with benefits.. —Psa. Ixvii. 1 19.
1 ‘VE bless the Lord, the just, the
good, [food :
‘Who fills our hearts with joy and
‘Who pours His blessings from the
skies, [plies.
And loads our days with rich sup-

2 He sends the sun his cireuit round,
To cheer the fruits, to warm the
ground ;
He bxds the clouds with plenteous

Befreah the thirsty earth again.

8 'Tis to His care we owe our breath,
And all our near escapes from death ;
Safety and health to God belong ;
He heals the weak, and guards the

strong.

4 He makes the saint and sinner prove
The common blessings of His love ;
But the wide difference that remains
Is endless joy, or endless pains.

IB8AAC WATTS, I719.
18

C.M.
56 Thou art my trust from my youth.
Psa. Ixxi. 5.
1 LMIGHTY Father of mankind,
In Theo my hopes remain ;

And, when the day of trouble comes,
1 shall not trust in vain.

2 In early years Thou wast my Guide,
And of my youth the Friend ;
And as my days began with Thee,
‘With Thee my days shall end.

8 I know the power in whom I trust,
The arm on which I lean;
He will my Saviour ever be,
‘Who has my Saviour been.

4 My God, who causedst me to hope
When life began to beat;
And, when a stranger in the world,
Didst guide my wandering feet :

5 Thou wilt not cast me off when age
And evil days descend ;
Thou wilt not leave me in despair,
To mourn my latter end.

6 Therefore in life I'll trust in Thee,
In death I will adore ;
And, after death, will sing Thy praise
‘When time shall be no more.
MICHAEL BRUCE. 1766.

C.M.
57 Forsake me not when my strength faileth.
Psa. Ixxi. 9.

1 God, my everlasting hope
LIY I live upon Thy truth ; ’
Thy hands have held my childhood

up,
A.ndp strengthened all my youth.

2 8till has my life new wonders seen
ted every year ;
Behold, my days that yet remain,
I trust them to Thy care.

8 Cast me not off in life’s decline,
‘When hoary hairs arise ;
And round me let Thy glory shine,
‘Whene’er Thy servant dies.

18AAC WATTS, I719.
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58 Thou shalt pusi:ilf;u with Thy counsel,
Psa, Ixxiif. 24,

1 UIDE me,

Jehovah !

Pilgrim through this barren land ;

I am weak, but Thon art mighty,

Hold me with Thy powerful hand ;

Bread of heaven,
Feed me, till I want no more.

2 Open Thou the Crystal fountain
Whence the healing streams do
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar, [flow:
Lead me all my journey through;
Strong Deliverer,
Be Thou still my strength and shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside :
Death of Death, and hell’s destruc-
tion!
Land me safe on Canaan’s side ;
Songs of praises,

I will ever give to Thee.

WILLIAM WILLIAMS,

O Thou great

1773,

59 Thy way is ﬁu tha sea, and Th; lxxvfl path in
the great waters.—Psa.

1 THYway, 0God! is in the sea,
Thy paths I cannot trace,
Nor comprehend the mystery
Of Thine unbounded grace.

2 Here the dark veils of flesh and sense
My captive soul surround ;
Mysterious deeps of Providence
My wondering thoughts confound.

38 When I behold Thine awful hand
" My earthly hopes destroy,
In deep astonishment I stand,
And ask the reason why.
4 As through s glass I dimly see
The wonders of Thy love;
How little do I know of Thee,
Or of the joys above!
6 'Tis but in part I know Thy will;
I bless Thee for the sight ;
‘When will Thy love the rest reveal,
In glory’s clearer light ?

6 With rapture I shall then survey
Thy providence and grace,
And spend an everlasting day
In wonder, love, and praise.

JOHN FAWCETT. 1782.

112th.
60 Thow leddest Thy people like a flock.
Psa. Ixxvil. 20,

1 APTAIN of Israel's host, and
Guide
Of all who seek the land above,
Beneath Thy shadow we abide,
The cloud of Thy protecting love
Our strength, Thy grace; our rule,
Thy word ;

Our end, the glory of the Lord.

2 ]gg Thine unerring Spirit led,

e shall not in the desert stmy H
Our table by Thy bounty spread,
Our wants supplied from day to day;
As far from danger as from fear,
‘While love, almighty love, is near.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1762.

Cc.M.
61 God {s greatly to be feared in the
assembly of the saints.—Psa, Ixxxix, 7.

1 ITH reverence let the saints

And bow ,before the Lord ;
His high commands with reverence

hear,
And tremble at His word.

2 How terrible Thy glories be!
How bright Thine armies shine!
‘Where is the power that vies with
Thee ?
Or truth compared with Thine?

8 The northern pole, and southern,
rest
On Thy supporting hand ;
Darkness and day, from east to west,
Move round at Thy command.

4 Thy words theraging winds control,
And rule the boisterous deep ;
Thou mak’st the sleeping billowsroll,
The rolling billows sleep.
19
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5 Heaven, earth, and air, and sea are
Thine,
And the dark world of hell ;
How did Thine arm in vengeance
shine,
‘When Egypt durst rebel |

6 Justice and judgmentare Thy throne,
Yet wondrous is Thy grace;
‘Whiletruthand mercy, joined in one,
Invite us near Thy face.
I8AAC WATTS. 1719,

62 mitastien Thou the work of our hands
upon us.—PsA. xo, 17,
1 JHINE on our souls, eternal God !
‘With rays of beauty shine :
O let Thy favour crown our days,
And all their round be Thine.

2 Did we not raise our hearts to Thee,
Our hands might toil in vain ;
Small joy success itself can give,
1f Thou Thy love restrain.

3 With Thee let every week begin,
‘With Thee each day be spent ;
For Thee each fleeting hour im-
proved,
Since each by Thee is lent.

4 Thus cheer us through this desert
road,
Till all our labours cease,
And heaven refresh our weary souls
With everlasting peace.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

63 He is my ref ge and my fortress ; my
God ; in Him will I trust.—Psa. xci, 2,

1 HE that hath made his refuge God,

Shall find a most secure abode;

Shall walkall day beneath His shade,

And htl;ge at night shall rest his
ead.

2 Then will I say, My God, Thy power
Shall be my fortress and my tower ;
I, that am formed of feeble dust,
Make Thine almighty arm my trust.

2

8 If burning beams of noon conspire

To dart a peutxlentm.l fire,
Thou art imy life; Thy wings are
spread

To shield me with a healthful shade.

4 If vapours, with malignant breath,
Rise thick and secatter mdmght
death,
Israel is safe ; the poisoned air
Grows pure, if Israel’s God be there.

5 But if the fire, or plague, or sword,
Receive commission from the Lord
To strike His saints among the rest,
Their very pain and death is blest.

6 The sword, the pestilence, or fire,
Shall but fulfil our best desire ;
From sins and sorrows set us free,
And bring Thy children, Lord, to

Thee. I8AAC WATTS, 1719.

C.M.
64 The Lord reigneth ; let the people tremble.
Psa. xcix.

1 LET_ the whole race of creatures

lie
Abased before their God ;
‘Whate’er His sovereign voice hath
formed,
He governs with a nod.

2 Ten thousand ages ere the skies
‘Were into motion brought,
All the long years and worlds to
come
Stood present to His thought.

8 If light attends the course I run,
'Tis He provides those rays ;
And 'tis His hand that hides my sun,
If darkness cloud my days.

4 Yet I would not be much concerned,
Nor vainly long to sce
The volumes of His decp decrees,
‘What months are writ for me.

5 When Ile reveals the book of life,
O may I read my name
Amongst the chosen of His love,
The followers of the Lamb !

1SAAC WATTS, 1719,
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65 Bless the Lord solf'w soul, and _forpol not
all His benefits.— Psa, ciil.
1 BLESS the Lord, my soul!
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.
38 'Tis He forgives thy sins;
*Tis He relieves thy pain :
*Tis He that heals thy sickncsscs,
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 hath judgments for the
proud,
And justice for the opprest.

6 His wondrous works and ways
He made by Moses known ;
But sent the world His truth and

grace
By His beloved Son.

18AAC WATTS. 1719

S.M.
66 He hath norf deaétiwilh us after our sins,
soul, repeat His praise,

MY ‘Whose mercies are so great;
‘Whose anger is so slow to rise,
So ready to abate.

2  God will not always chide ;
And, when His strokes are felt,
His strokes are fewer than our
crimes,
And lighter than our guilt.

High as the heavens are raised
Above the ground we tread,

So far the riches of His grace
Our highest thoughts exceed.

3

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 He knows we are but dust,
Scattered by every breath :

His anger, like a rising wind,
Can send us swift to death,

7 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.

8 But Thy compassions, Lord,
To endlesa years endure;
And children’s children ever find
Thy words of promise sure.
ISAAO WATTB. 7171Q.

67 8.7.8,1.7.7.
Bless the Lord, O my soul.—Psa. eiii. 1.

1 0 MY soul, with all thy powers,
Bless the Lord’s most holy
name :
O my soul, till life’s last hours,
Bless the Lord, His praise pro-
claim ;
As the heaven the earth tran-

scends,
Over us His care extends.

2 He with loving-kindness crowned
thee,
Satisfied thy mouth with good ;
From the snares of death unbound
thee,
Eagle-like thy youth renewed :
Rich in tender mercy He,
Slow to wrath, to favour free.

8 Far as east and west are parted,
He our sins hath severed thus:
As a fathcr, loving-hearted,
Spares his son, He spareth us ;
For He knows our feeble frame,
He remembers whence we came.
a1




THE WORK OF GOD IN PROVIDENCE.

4 Mark the field-flower - where it
groweth,
Frail and beautiful ;—but soon,
‘When the south wind softly bloweth,
Look again,—the flower is gone :
Such is man ; his honours pass,
Like the glory of the grass.
5 From eternity, enduring
To eternity,—the Lord,
Still His people's bliss ensuring,
Keeps His covenanted word ;
Yea, with truth and righteousness,
Children’s children He will bless.
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1822.
68 He led them }‘o;'lt‘;; by the right way.
Psa. evii. 7.
1 IVE thanks to God ; He reigns
above; [Love;
Kind are His thoughts, His name is
His mercy ages past have known,
And ages long to come shall own.
2 Let the redeemed of the Lord
The wonders of His grace record ;
Israel, the nation whom he chose,
And rescued from their mighty foes.
8 From age to age exalt His name;
God and His grace are still the same ;
He fills the hungry soul with food,
And feeds the poor with every good
4 He feeds and clothes us all the way,
He guides our footsteps lest we stray,
He guards us with a powerful hand,
And brings us to the heavenly land.
5 O let the saints with joy record
The truth and goodness of the Lord ;
How great His works! how kind His
ways | [praise.
Let every tongue pronounce His
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

69 He bringeth ct'll:;; unto their desired
haven.—PsA. cvii. 30.
1 OW are Thy servants blest, O
Lord!
How sure is their defence !
Eternal wisdom is their guide,
Theu' help Omnipotence.

2 In foreign realms, and lands remote,
Supported by Thy care,
Through burning chmes they pass
unhurt,
And breathe in tainted air,

8 When by the dreadful tempest borne
High on the broken wave, :
They know Thou art not slow to

hear,
Nor impotent to save.
4 The storm is laid, the winds retire,
Obedient to Thy will :
The sea, that roars at Thy command,
At Thy command is still.

5 In midst of dangers, fears, and
deaths,
Thy goodneas we’ll adore ;
‘We'll praise Thee for Thy mercies

past,
And humbly hope for more.
6 Our life, if Thou preserve that life,
Thy sacrifice shall be ;
And ldeath when death shall be our
ot
Shall join our souls to Thee.
JOBEPH ADDISON. I7I8.

C.M.
70 The Lord is thy keeper.—Psa. exxi. 5.
TO heaven I lift my waiting eyes.
There all my hopes are laid:
The Lord, that built the earth and
skies,
Is my perpetual aid.
2 Their feet shall never slide to fall,
‘Whom He designs to keep:
His ear attends the softest call ;
His eye can never sleep.

8 He will sustain our weakest powers
With His almighty arm ;
And watch our most unguarded
hours
Against surprising harm,
4 Israel, rejoice, and rest secure,
Thy keeper is the Lord ;
His wakeful eyes employ His power
For thine eternal guard.




THE WORK OF GOD IN PROVIDENCE.

5 He shields Thy soul, He keeps Thy
breath,
‘Where thickest dangers come ;
Go and return, secure from death,
Till God command thee home.
1SAAC WATTS. I71Q.

L.M. ’
71 He that keepeth thee will not slumber.
Psa. oxxi. 8.

1 UP to the hills I lift mine eyes,
The eternal hills beyond the
gkies ;
Thence all her help my soul derives;
There my Almighty Refuge lives.

2 Hoe lives, the everlasting God,
‘Who built the world, who spread the
flood ;
The heavens with all thelr host He

made,
And the dark regions of the dead.
8 He guides our feet, He guards our

way 3
His dmornmg' smiles bless all the

ay :
Hespreadstheevening veil,and keeps
The silent hours while Israel sleeps.

4 Israel, a name divinely blest,
May rise secure, securely rest;
Thy holy Guardian’s wakeful eyes
Admit no slumber nor surprise.

5 Shougd earth and hell with malice
urn,
8till thou shalt go, and still return,
Safe in the Lord : His heavenly care
Defends thy life from every snare.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

L.M.
72 I will praise Thee with my whols keart.
PsaA. exxxviii. 1.
1 TH all my powers of heart and
to

ngue

I’ll praise my Maker in my song:

Angels shall hear the notes I raise,

Approve the song, and join the
praise,

2 Angels, who make Thy church their
care,
Shall witness my devotion there ;
‘While holy zeal directs my eyes
To Thy fair temple in the skies,

8 I'll ging Thy truth and mercy, Lord ;
I'll sing the wonders of Thy word :
Not all Thy works and names below
So much Thy pewer and glory show.

4 Amidst a thousand snares I stand,
Upheld and guarded by Th u{
Thy words my fainting so revwe,
And keep my dying faith alive,

5 Grace will complete what grace
begins,
To save from sorrows or from sins;
The work that wisdom undertakes,
Eternal mercy ne’er forsakes.
I8AAC WATTS, 1719

oM.
73 Thou wunderstandest my thought afar off.
PsaA. cxxxix. 2.

1 TNall my vast conoerns with Thee.
In vain my soul would try
To shun Thy presence, Lord, or flee
The notice of Thine eye.

2 Thine all-surrounding sight surveys
My rising and my rest ;
My public walks, my pnvats ways,
'And secrets of my breast.

8 My thoughts lie open to the Lord,
Before they're formed within ;
And, ere my lips pronounce the word,
He knows the sense I mean,

4 O wondrous knowledge, deep and
high !
‘Where can a creature hide ?
Within Thy circling arms I lie,
* Beset on every side.

5 So let Thy grace surround me still,
And like a bulwark prove,
To guard my soul from every ill,
Secured by Sovereign Love,
ISAAC WATTS, I7IQ.
]
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C.M.
74 The Lord is good to all.—Psa. cxlv. 9.
1 SW’EET is the memory of Thy

grace,
My God, my heavenly King ;
Let age to age Thy righteousness
In sounds of glory sing.

2 God reigns on high; but not confines
His goodness to the skies ;
Through the whole ea.rth His bounty
shines,
And every want supphes

8 With longing eyes Thy -creatures

On Thee for daily food ; [wait

Thy liberal hand provides their meat,
And fills their mouths with good.

4 How kind are Thy compassions,
Lord!
How slow Thine anger moves !
But soon He sends His pardoning
word
To cheer the souls He loves.

5 Creatures, with all their endless race,
Thy power and praise proclaim ;
But saints, that taste Thy richer

grace,
Delight to bless Thy name.

ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

75 They shall abu%dhcit;ttly utter the memory
of Thy great goodness.—PeA. cxlv. 7.
1 HY goodness, Lord, our souls
confess;
Thy goodness we adore;
A spring whose blessings never fail,
A sea without a shore!

2 Sun, moon, and stars, Thy love
attest
In every golden ray ;
Love draws the curtain of the night,
And love brings back the day.

8 Thy bounty every season crowns,
‘With all the bliss it yields;
‘With joyful clusters loads the vines,
Withﬁ Iztrengthening grain the
elds.

4 But chiefly Thy compassion, Lord,
Is in the gospel seen ;
There, like a sun, Thy mercy shines
Without a cloud between.

5 Pardon, acceptance, peace, and joy,
Through Jesus’ name are given;
- He on the cross was lifted high,
That we might reign in heaven.
THOMAS GIBBINS. 1784.

76 . 18th,
While I live will I praise the Lord.
Psa. cxlvi. 2.
1 I’LL praise my Maker with my
breath,
And when my voice is lost in death,
Praise shall employ my nobler
powers : [past,
My days of praise shall ne’er be
Whillg';life, and thought, and being
t,
Or immortality endures.

2 Happy the man whose hopes rely
On Israel's God; He made the
sky, [train :
And earth and seas, with all their
His truth for ever stands secure ;
He snves the opprest, He feeds the
poo! [vn.m
And none shall find His promise

8 The Lord gives eyesight to the

blind ;
The Lord supports the sinking
mind ; [peace

He sends the labouring conscience
He helps the stranger in distress,
The widow and the fatherless,

And grants the prisoner sweet

release,

4 He loves His saints; He knows
them well ;
But turns the wicked down to hell :
Thy God, O Zion! ever reigns:
Let every tongue, lot every age :
In this exalted work engage ;
Praise Him in everlasting strains.
ISAAC WATTS. 171Q.
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77 I will keep thee in all places whither
thou goest.—GEN. xxviii. 16.
0

GOD of Bethel! by whose hand
Thy people still are fed ;
‘Who, through this earthly pil-
grimage,
Hast all our fathers led :
2 Our fervent prayers we now present
Before Thy throne of grace ;

God of our fathers! be the God
Of their succeeding race.

8 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.

8 Now, with the humble voice of prayer,
Thy mercy we implore ;
Then, with the grateful voice of
praise,
Thy goodness we’ll adore.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1737.

C.M.
78 The Lord hath His way in the whirlwind
and in the storm.—NARUM. i. 8,
1 OD 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,
He treasures up His bright designs,
And works His sovereign will.

8 Yo fearful saints, fresh courage take;
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,
He hides a smiling face.

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

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err,
And scan His work in vain ;
God is His own interpreter,
And He will make it plain.

WILLIAM COWPER. X774

C.M.
79 He will not fmake thee, neither destroy
thee.—DEUT. iv, 81.
1 ATHER of mercies ! God of love!
My Father and my God!
I’ll sing the honours of Thy name,
And spread Thy praise abroad.

2 My soul, in pleasing wonder lost,
Thy various love surveys;
‘Where shall my grateful lips begin,
Or where conclude, Thy praise ?

3 In every period of my life
Thy kindest thoughts appear ;
Thy mercies gild each transient
scene,
And crown each circling year.

4 In all these mercies may my soul
A Father’s bounty see;
Nor let the gifts, Thy grace bestows,
Estrange my heart from Thee.

5 Teach me, in times of deep distress,
To own Thy hand, my God!
And in submissive silence learn
The lessons of Thy rod.

6 In every varying mortal state,
Each bright, each dreary scene,
Give me & meek and humble mind,
8till equal and serene.

7 Then shall I close my eyes in death,
‘Without one anxious fear;
For death itself, my God, is life,
If Thou art with me there.
OTTIWELL HEGINBOTHAM. 1766.
35
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S.M.
80 His compassions fail not.—~Lax. iii. 22,
1 OW various and how new
Are Thy compassions, Liord !
Each morning shall Thy mercies

show,
Each night Thy truth record,

2 Thy goodness, like the sun,
Dawned on our early days,
Ere infant reason had begun
To form our lips to praise,

8 Each object we beheld
Gave pleasure to our eyes ;
And nature all our senses held
In bands of sweet surprise.

4 But pleasures more refined
Awaited that blest day,
‘When light arose upon our mind,
And chased our sins away.

5 How new Thy mercies, then !
How sovereign and how free !
Our souls, that had been dead in sin,
‘Were made alive to Thee,

6 And we expect a day
Still brighter far than this,
When Christ shall bear our souls
away
To realms of light and bliss.

7  Nor shall that radiant day,
So joyfully begun,
In evening shadows die away
Beneath the setting sun.

8 How various and how new
Are thy compassions, Lord !
Eternity Thy love shall show,
And all Thy truth record.
BAMUEL SETENNETT. 1787,

81 Hath given us g;:[r'laatlng consolation,
2 Tuess. ii, 16.
1 OME, humble souls, yemourners,
come,

And wipe away your tears ;
Adieu to all your sad complaints,
Your sorrows and your fears.

26

2 Proclaim aloud the Father’s grace,
And sing the Saviour’s love :
Soon shall you join the glorious
theme,
In loftier strains above.

8 God, the eternal, mighty God,
To dearer names descends ;
Calls you His treasure and His joy,
His children and His friends.

4 My Father God!—and may these lips
Pronounce a name so dear ?
Not thus could heaven’s sweet har-
mony
Delight my listening ear.,

5 Thanks to my God for every gift

His bounteous hands bestow ;

And thanks eternal for that love
‘Whence all these comforts flow.

6 For ever let my grateful heart
His bounteous grace adore ;
‘Which gives ten thousand blessings
now,
And bids me hope for more.
OTTIWELL HEGINBOTHAM, 1766,

L.M.
82 Thow, O God, hast prepared of Thy
goodness for the poor.—PsA. Ixviii. 10.
1 TO God, mostawfuland most high,
Who formed the earth, the sea,

the Ski;
To Him on whom all worlds depend,
Ourhumbled heartsin sighs we send.

2 Will He who hears the ravens’ ory
Reject our prayers and bid us die ?
Will He refuse His help to yield,
‘Who clothes the lilies of the field ?

8 Father of grace, whom we adore,
Bless Thy large family, the poor:
The poor on Thee alone depend ;
Continue Thou the poor man’s friend.

4 Content to live by toil and pain,
May we eternal riches gain ;
Meanwhile, by Thy free goodness fed,
Give us this day our daily bread.

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1819
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83

1 SINCE all the downwn.rd tracts of

C.M.
Inall th?? ways acksa.owudgc Him.

God’s watchtal eye surveys,
0! who so wise to choose our lot,
And regulate our ways ?

2 Since none can doubt His equal love,
Unmeasurably kind,
To His unerring, gracious will,
Be every wish resigned.

8 Good when He gives, supremely good,
Nor less when He denies;
E'en crosses, from His sovereign

hand,
Are blessings in disguise.

JAMES HERVEY. 1745.

L.M.
84 Having therefore obtained help o ,
I continue unto this day.—Acts xxvi 22,

GBEAT God, we sing that mighty

By which supported still we stand ;
The opening year Thy mercy shows ;
That mercy crowns it till its close.

2 By day, by night, at home, abroad,
Still are we guarded by our God ;
By His incessant bounty fed,

By His unerring counsel led.

8 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.

4 In ecenes exalted or deprest,
Be Thou our joy, and Thou our rest :
Thy goodness all our hopes shall
[days.
Adored through all our changing

5 When death shall interrupt these
songs,
And seal m silence mortal tongues,
Our helper God, in whom we trust,
In better worlds our souls shall boast.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755.

O.M.
85 Thou crownest the year with Thy good-
ness.—Psaa. Ixv. 11,

1 G_OD of our life! Thy various

Let mortal voices sound ;
Thy hand removes our fleeting days,
And brings the seasons round.

2 To Thee shall annual incense rise,
Our Father and our Friend ;
While annual mercies from the skies
In genial streams descend.
8 In every scette of life, Thy care,
In every age, we see :
And constant as Thy favours are,
8o let our praises be.
4 Still may Thy love in every scene,
In every age, appear ;
And let the same compassion deign
To bless the opening year.
5 O keep this foolish heart of mine
From anxious passions free;
Each comfort teach me to resign,
And trust my all to Thee !
6 If merey smile, let merey bring
My wandering soul to God ;
And in affliction I will sing,
If Thon wilt bless the rod.
OTTIWELL HEGINBOTHAM. 1766,

86 mmmwsauimwm

Him.—Psa. cxlv.
1 UR helper, God! we bless His
name,

‘Whose love for ever is the same ;
The tokens of whose gracious care
Open, and crown, and close the year.

2 Amidst ten thousand snares we stand,
Supported by His guardian hand ;
And see, when we review our ways,
Ten thousand monuments of praise.

8 Thus far His arm hath led us on ;
Thaus far we make His mercy known ;
And, while we tread this desert land,
New merciesshall newsongs demand.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 175S.
1]




THE WORK OF GOD IN PROVIDENCE.

Ts.
87 The pastures are clothed with flacks : the
valleys also are covered over with corn.
Psa, 1xv. 18.

1 PBAISE to God, immortal praise,
For the love that crowns our
days ;
Bounteous Source of every joy !
Let Thy praise our tongues employ:

2 For the blessings of the field,
For the stores the gardens yield,
Flocks that whiten all the plain,
Yellow sheaves of ripened grain :—

3 All that spring, with bounteous
hand,
Scatters o’er the smiling land ;
All that liberal autumn pours
From her rich, o’erflowing stores :—

4 God in Christ! to Thee we owe
All the mercies that we know ;
And the gift—all gifts above,—
The great ransom of Thy love.

ANNA L. BARBAULD. 1773.

88 Thou nwut.’t%c Jface of the earth.
PsA. civ. 80.
1 LEASING spring again is here,
Trees and fields in bloomappear;
Hark! the birds in artless lays,
‘Warble their Creator’s praise.

2 Where in winter all was snow,
Now the flowers in clusters grow;
And the corn, in green array,
Promises a harvest day.

8 Lord, afford a spring to me,
Let me feel like what I see;
Speak, and by Thy gracious voice,
Make my drooping heart rejoice.

4 On Thy garden deign to smile,
Cheer the plants, enrich the soil ;
Soon Thy presence will restore
Life to what seemed dead before.

& Lord, I long to be at home,
‘Where these changes never come !
‘Where the saints no winter fear,
‘Where ‘tis spring throughout the
year.
28

6 How unlike this state below!
There the flowers unwithering blow,
There no chilling blasts annoy,
All is love, and peace, and joy.

JOHN NEWTON. 1779.

L.M.
89 Thou preparest them eorn, when Thou
hast s0 provided for it.—Psa. 1xv. 9.
1 ORD, to Thy bounteous care we
owe,
The clouds that cause our fields to

grow,

And strcams which through our
valleys glide,
And fruitful crops of corn provide.

2 Thy rain makes soft the harrowed

clod,

And numerous blades break through
the sod ;

Then, rising to the waving ear,

At length in ripened grain appear.

3 Thy goodness thus prepares a crop ;
Thy paths with fatness ever drop ;
And teeming nature’s cheerful voice
Seems in Thy bounty to rejoice.

4 Thelittle hills have praising tongues;

The fruitful vales break forth in
songs ;

‘While numerous bleating flocks are

seen,
Joyful among the pastures green.

§ Lord, make us fruitful thus in grace,
And joy shall animate each face;
‘With living spring our souls renew,
Our hearts shall leap and praise

Thee too.

JOHN T. COBBIN. 1825.

90 Thou openest Thhw lumd, tlwy are filled
with good.—PsA. ci

1 REAT God! asseasons dlsappear,
And changes mark the rolling

year,
Thy favour still has crowned our

days,
And we would celebrate Thy praise.




THE WORK OF GOD IN PROVIDENCE.

2 The harvest-song would we 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,
O 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 8o, when angel-reapers come
To gather sheaves to Thy blest home,
Our spirits may be borne on hlgh
To Thy safe garner in the sky.

EDMURD BUTCHER.

1798.

9 1 C.M.
Beced-time and harvest . .
cease.—QEN. vili. 22
1 0 praise the ever-bounteous Lord,
My soul wakeall thy powers ;
He calls, and at His voice come forth

The smiling harvest hours.

2 His covenant with the earth He
keeps ;
My tongue, His goodness sing;
Summer and winter know their time,
His harvest crowns the spring.

3 Well pleased the toiling swains

The waving yellow crop ; [behold

‘With joy they bear the' sheaves

And sow again in hope.  [away,

4 Thus teach me, gracious God, to sow
The seeds of righteousness ;

Smile on my soul, and with Thy

beams

The ripening harvest bless.
JOHN NEEDHAM, 1768.

shall not

C.M.
92 Thy paths drop fatness.—PgA. Ixv. 11,
1 NOW let us 1aise our voices high,
And bless His liberal hand,
‘Who reigns enthroned above the sky,
And smiles upin the land.

2 We praise Thy name for fruitful
fields,
For autumn’s ample store ;
For all the comforts nature yields,
To bless both rich and poor.

8 Yes, gracious God, year after year
‘We prove Thy kindness still ;
Seed-time and harvest both appear,
Thy promise to fulfil,

4 But the provisions of Thy grace
All other gifts exceed ;
May we Thine offers, Lord, embrace,
And on the Baviour feed,

5 Then, when the glorious morn shall
come,
That all Thy saints shall rise,
Angels will bear the harvest home
To garners in the skies.
ELIZA GAGER, 1796.

93 Who can Ot(l}lld befm His cold #
Psga. oxlvil. 1
1 STERN winter throws his icy
chains,
Encircling nature round ;
How bleak, how comfortless the
plains,
Late with gay verdure crowned !
2 The sun withdraws his vital beams,
And light and warmth depart;
And drooping, lifeless nature seems
An emblem of my heart.

8 My heart, where mental winter
reigns,
In night's dark mantle clad,
Confined in cold, inactive chains,
How desolate and sad !

4 Return, O blissful Sun, and bring
Thy soul-revwmg ray:
This mental winter shall be spring,
This darkness, cheerful day.

5 O happy state, divine abode,
‘Where spring eternal reigns;
And perfect day, the smile of God,
Fills all the heavenly plains!
29




THE WORK OF GOD IN REDEMPTION.

6 Great Source of light, Thy beams
My drooping joys restore ; [display,
And guide me to the seat of day,
Where winter frowns no more.
ANNE STEELE. 1760.

94 7 th. Lord our Goa belong mercies
and forgivenesses,—DAN. ix. 9.
1 HEN all Thy mercies, O my
My rising soul surveys, [God !
Transported with the view, I'm lost
In wonder, love, and praise.

2 O how shall words, with equal

The gratitude declare, [warmth,

That glows within my thankful heart?
But Thou canst read it there.

8 To all my weak complaints and cries
Thy mercy lent an ear,
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt
To form themselves in prayer.

4 When, in the slippery paths of youth,
‘With heedless steps I ran,
Thine arm unseen conveyed me safe,
And led me up to man.

6 Through hidden dangers, toils, and
deaths,
It cleared my dubious way ;
And through the pleasing snares of

vice,
More to be feared than they.

6 When worn with sickness, oft hast
Thou
‘With health renewed my face;
And, when in sins and sorrows sunk,
Revived my soul with grace.

7 Through every period of my life
Thy goodness I'll pursue;
And after death, in distant worlds,
The glorious theme renew.

8 -When nature fails, and day and night
Divide Thy works no more,
My ever grateful heart, O Lord!
Thy mercy shall adore.

9 Through all eternity to Thee
A joyful song I'll raise:
But O! eternity’s too short
To utter all Thy praise.
JOSEPH ADDISON. 1713

THE WORK OF GOD IN REDEMPTION.

C.M.
95 God sent not His son into the world to
condemn the world.—JomBN iii. 17.

1 Conméggppy souls, approach your

With new, melodious songs ;
Come, render to almighty grace
The tribute of your tongues.

2 So strange, 8o boundless, was the
love
That pitied dying men,
The Father sent His equal Son
To give them life again.

8 Thy hands, dear Jesus, were not
armed
‘With an avenging rod ;
No hard commission to perform
The vengeance of a God :—
80

4 But all was mercy, all was mild,
And wrath forsook the throne,
When Christ on the kind errand

caine,
And brought salvation down.

5 Now, sinners, you may heal your
wounds,
And wipe your sorrows dry ;
Trust in the mighty Saviour's
name,
And you shall never die.

6 See, dearest Lord, our willing souls
Accept Thine offered grace;
We bless the great Redeemer’s love,
And give the Father praise.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709




THE WORK OF GOD IN REDEMPTION.

96 God was in Chr?;f“;ccmiuny the world
unto Himself.—2 Cor. v. 19.
RAISE your triumphant songs
To an immortal tune ;
Let the wide earth resound the deeds
Celestial grace has done.

2 Sing how eternal love
Its Chief Beloved chose,
And bid Him raise our wretched race
From their abyss of woes.

3  His hand no thunder bears,
No terror clothes His brow
No bolts to drive our guilty souls
To fiercer flames below.

4 'Twas mercy filled the throne,
And wrath stood silent by,
When Christ was sent with pardons
To rebels doomed to die. [down,

§ Now, sinners, dry your tears,
Let hopeless sorrows cease ;
Bow to the sceptre of His love,
Angd take the offered peace.

6 Lord, we obey Thy call,
We la.y a humble claim’
To the salvation Thou hast brought,
And love and praise Thy name.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

O.M.
97 God is my salvation.—Isa. xil. 2.
RISE, my soul, myjoyful powers,
And trmmph in my God;
Awake, my voice, and loud proclaim
His glorious grace abroad.
2 He raised me from the deeps of gin,
The gates of gaping hell,
And fixed my standing more secure
Than 'twas before I fell.

8 The arms of everlasting love
Beneath my soul He placed,
And on the Rock of Ages set
My slippery footsteps fast.
4 The city of my blest abode
Is walled around with grace;
Balvation for a bulwark stands,
t To shield the sacred place.

5 Arise, my soul, awake, my voice,
And songs of gladness sing;
Loud hallelujahs shall address
My Saviour and my King.
18AAC WATTS. 1709.

98 decording to Hil;;.'l)\f‘;” purpose and grace.
2 Toe. i. 9.
1 OW tothepower of God supreme,
Be everlasting honours given ;
He saves from hell, we bless His
name ;
Hecallsour wmdermg feet toheaven.

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.

8 *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,
Doth all the powers of hell destroy ;
Rising, He brings our heaven tolight,
And takes possession of the joy.

I8AAC WATTS. 1709.

L.M.
99 The Lord Jehovah is my sirength and
my song.—Isa, xii. 3.
1 OD of salvn.tlon, we adore
Thy savmg love, Thy saving

power
And to our utmost stretch of thought,
Hail the redemption Thou hast

wrought.
2 We love the stroke that breaks our
ohﬂln, [Blam i

The sword by which our sins are

And, while abased in dust we bow,

‘We sing the grace that lays us low.
81




THE WORK OF GOD IN REDEMPTION.

8 Perish each thought of human pride;
Let God alone be magnified ;

His glory let the heavens resound,
Borne from the earth’s remotost
bound.

4 Saints, who His full salvation know,
Saints, who but taste it here below,
‘With angel voices join to raise
The chorus of eternal praise.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1758

100 chvist that diea . . . maketh intor-
cession for us.—Rox. viil. 84.

1 LORY be to God on high,

God whose glory fills the sky;
Peace on earth to man forgiven,
Man, the well-beloved of heaven.

2 Sovereign Father, heavenly King,
Thee Thy grateful children sing;
Glad, Thine attributes confess,
Glorious all and numberless.

8 Hail, by all Thy works adored !
Hail, the everlasting Lord !

Thee with thankful hearts we prove
God of power, and God of love.

4 Christ, our Lord and God we own,
Christ, the Father’s only Son ;
Lamb of God for sinner’s slain,
Saviour of offending men.

5 Powerful Advocate with God,
Justify us by Thy blood !

Jesus, in Thy name we pray,
Take, O take our sins away.
6 Glory be to Christ on high,
Praise redeeming Majesty ;
Light and love come down from
heaven,
Peace on earth and man forgiven.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1739.

C.M.
101 In this was manifested the love of God.
1 JorN iv. 9.
1 FATHER, how wide Thy glory
ghines ;
How high Thy wonders rise !
Known through the earth by thou-
sand signs,
By thousands through the skies.
a .

2 Those mighty orbs proclaim Thy
power,
Their motions speak Thy skill ;
And on the wings of every hour,
e read Thy patience still.

3 But, when we view Thy strange
design i
To save our rebel race,
Our souls adore with awe divine
Thy justice and Thy grace.

4 When sinners break the Father's
laws,
The dying Son atones;
O the dear wonders of His cross !
The mystery of His groans !

5 Now the full glories of the Lamb
Adorn the heavenly plains :
Bright ungels learn Immanuel’s

name,
And try their choicest strains.

6 O may I bear some humble part
In that immortal song;
‘Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,
And love command my tongue.
INAAC WATTS. 1706.

102 what is mar . . that Thow sisitest
him #—PsA. viii. 4.
1 LORD our God, how wondrous
great
Is Thine exalted name!
The glories of Thy heavenly state
Let men and babes proclaim,

2 When I behold Thy works on high,
The moon that rules the night ;
And stars that well adorn the sky,
Those moving worlds of light :

3 Lord, what is man, or all his race,
‘Who dwells so far below,
That Thou shouldst visit him with
grace,
And love his nature so ! —
4 That Thine eternal Son should bear
To take a mortal form,
Made lower than His angels are,
To save a dying worm |




THE WORK OF GOD IN REDEMPTION.

& Let Him be crowned with majesty,
‘Who bowed His head to death ;
And be His honours sounded high
By all things that have breath,

6 Jesus, our Lord ! how wondrous great
Is Thine exalted name !
The glories of Thy heavenly state,
Let the whole earth proclaim.

ISAAC WATTB, 1719.

103 cos i i 25888
18 light.—1 Jomrx i. 5.
1 ETEBNAL 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.

2 The spirits that surround Thy throne
May bear the burning bliss ;
But that is surely theirs alone,
Since they have never, never known,
A fallen world like this.

3 O! how shall I, whose native sphere
I8 dark, whose mind is dim,
Before the Ineffable appear,
And on my naked spirit bear
The uncreated beam ?

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
Of Majesty above ; [sight
The sons of ignorance and night
Can dwell in the Eternal Light,
Through the Eternal Love.

THOMAS BINNEY. 1826,

Ts.
104 How much owest thox unto my Lord ?
Luxx xvi. 5.

1 ORD, when we creation scan,
See what Thou hast done for
man,
Then our grateful hearts agree,
What a debt we owe to Thee.

2 Every note that cheers the vale,
Every sweet that scents the gale,
Every blooming flower we see
Tells the joy we owe to Thee.

3 Every breath that heaves the breast,
Every sound by voice exprest,
Every thought the mind sets free,
Tells the life we owe to Thee.

4 But when we Redemption view,
Gaze on all Thy love could do,
Lord, our grateful hearts agree,
How much more we owe to Thee.

5 When we think what we have been,
Sunk in sorrow, lost in sin,—
Now from sin and sorrow free,
Our own selves we owe to Thee.

6 When we hear our Master say,
“ Death is vanquished, come away,
Heaven awaits you,” we shall see,
Lord, how much we owe to Thee.
JOSEPH D. CARLYLE. 1803.

CM.

105 Thy sins are forgiven.—LUKR vil. 48,
1 QALVATION! O melodious sound,
To wretohed, dying men |
Salvation that from God proceeds,

And leads to God again!

2 And may a weak degenerate soul,
Sinful and dark as mine,
Presume {o raise a trembling eye
To blessings so divine ?

3 The lustre of so bright a bliss
My feeble heart o’erbears ;

And unbelief almost perverts

The promise into tears,

4 My Saviour God! no voice but Thine
These dying hopes can raise ;
Speak Thy salvation to my soul,
And turn its tears to praise. .
5 My Saviour God! this broken voize
Transported shall proclaim,
And call on all the angelic harps
To sound so sweet a name.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE.

—

1755
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THE WORK OF GOD IN REDEMPTION.

106 So great w.lgtlg;n.—ﬂnn. ii. 8.

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

8 Salvation! let the echo fly
The spacious earth around
‘While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.
ISAAC WATTS. I709.

107 Who i3 a gf;hitkc unto Thee that
pardoneth iniquity #—MICAK vii. 18.
1 REAT 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 & 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,—
Pardon for sins of deepest dye,—

A pardon sealed with Jesus’ blood.
‘Who is a pardoning God like Thee?
Or who has grace o rich and free ?

4 O may this strange, this wondrous

grace,

This matchless miracle of love,

Fill the wide earth with grateful
praise,

And all the angelic choirs above

‘Who is a pardoning God like Thee

Or who has grace so rich and free?

SAMUEL DAVIES, 1769.
84

108 His mercy ﬁ%rlactiug.—?u. . b.

1 ceaseless, unexhausted love,
Unmerited and free,
Delights our evil to remove,
And help our misery.

2 Thou waitest to be gracious still ;
Thou dost with sinners bear ;
That s:ived, we may Thy goodness
feel,
And all Thy grace declare.

8 Thy goodness and Thy truth to me,
To every soul abound ;
A vast, unfathomable sea,
‘Where all our thoughts are
drowned.

4 Its streams the whole creation reach.
So plenteous is the store ;
Enough for all, enough for each,
Enough for evermore,

5 Faithful, O Lord, Thy mercies are,
A rock that cannot move;
A thousand promises declare
Thy constancy of love.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1762.

109 By grace ye ?x}lg'med.—nrn._ﬁ. b.

1 RACE! 'tis a charming sound,
Harmonious to my ear;

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

2  Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man ;
And all the steps that grace display,
‘Which drew the wondrous plan.

3  Grace taught my wandering feet
To tread the heavenly road ;
And new supplies each hour I meet,
‘While pressing on to God.
4  Grace all the work shall crown
Through everlasting days;
It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves the praise.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1758.
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110 Son, be of ygy;:hccr, thy sins be for-
given thee.—MATT. ix. 2.
1 R'ORGIVENESS! ’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, out-measuring every crime:
Unclouded shall its glories shine,
And feel no change by changing time.

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,
‘What grateful honour shall we show?
Where much transgression is for-

Let love thh equal ardour glow

5 By this inspired, let all our days
‘With various holiness be crowned :
Let truth and goodness, prayer and,
In all abide, in all abound. [pmse,

THOMAS GIBBONS. 1769.

111 AccordiM tocﬁ%mercy He saved us.
U8 iii. 5.

1 T ORD, we confess our numerous
faul 8,
How great our guilt has been !
Foolish and vain were all our
thoughts
And all our lives were sin.
2 Baut, O my soul! for ever praise,
For ever love His name,
‘Who turns thy feet from dangerous
Of folly, sin, and shame, [ways
3 ’'Tis not by works of righteousness
‘Which our own hands have done ;
But we are saved by sovereign grace,
Abounding through His Son.
4 Raised from the dead, we live anew;
And, justified by grace,
‘We shall appear in glory too,
And see our Father’s face.
I8AAC WATTS., 1700.

112 ace of God I am what Tam.
By the qun.j;v 10.
1 LL 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 Thiné, and only Thine,

8 The darkness of my former night,
The bondage, all was mine ;
The light of hie in which I walk,
The liberty, is Thine.

4 Thy grace that made me feel my sin,
Bade me in Christ believe ;
Then, in believing, peace I found,
And now in Christ 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.
HOBATIUS BONAR. 1856.

113 Then lhaulzziowewn asalso I am
knowr.—1 Cor. xiii. 12.
1 HEN this passing world is done,
When has sunk yon glaring
sun,
‘When the pearly gate I gain,
Never to go out again;
Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then—how much I owe.

2 When I stand before the throne,
Drest in beauty not my own;

. 'When I see Thee as Thou art,
Love Thee with unsinning heart ;
Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then—how much I owe.

3 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,
By my love, how much I owe.
ROBERT M'CHEYNE. 1837.
8
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THE ADVENT OF CHRIST.

114 He is before clz:‘unghmm, and by Him all
things consist.—Cov. i. 17.
1 RE the blue heavens were
stretched abroad,
From everlasting was the Word :
With God He was; the Word was
God;

And must divinely be adored.
2 By His own power were all things

made,
By Him supported all things stand ;
He is the whole creation’s Head,
And angels fly at His command,

3 But, lo! He leaves those heavenly
forms ;
The Word descends and dwells in

clay,
That He may hold converse with

worms,
Drest in such feeble flesh as they.

4 Mortals with joy beheld His face,
The Eternal Father’s only Son;
How full of truth ! how full of grace!
Whe::h through His eyes the Godhead

one.

5 Archangels leave their high abode
To learn new mysteries here, and tell
The love of our descending God,
The glories of Immanuel.

I8AAC WATTS. 1707.

115 The Lord hlﬁl?!mimd w to preach
good tidings.—Isa. Ixi.
1 HABK, the glad sound!
Saviour comes,
The Saviour promised long !
Let every heart  prepare a throne,
And every voice a song.

2 He comes, the pnsoners to release,
In Satan’s bondage hel
The gates of brass before Hun burst,
The iron fetters yield.
86

the

3 He comes, from thickest films of vice
To clear the mental ray,
And on the eye-balls of the blind
To pour celestial day.

4 He comes, the broken heart to bind,
The bleeding soul to cure,
And with the treasures of His grace
To enrich the humble poor.

5 Our glad hosannas, Prince of peace !
Thy welcome shall proclaim ;
And heaven’s eternal arches ring

With Thy beloved name.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE.

116 Unto you is b.,o:;t . . . @ Saviour, which
is Christ the Lord.—LUKE ii. 11.
1 ARK'! the herald-angels sing,
“ Glory to the new-born king:
Peace on earth and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled.”

2 Joyful, all ye nations, rise,
Join the triumph of the skies,
‘With the angelic host proclaim
Christ is born in Bethlehem !

3 Veiled in flesh the Godhead see,
Hail the Incarnate Deity !
Pleased as man with men to appear,
Jesus, our Immanuel, here.

4 Hail, the heaven-born Prince of
peace!

Hail, the Sun of righteousness!
Light and life to all He brings,
Risen with healing in His wings.

5 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.

1735.

6 Come, Desire of nations, come,
Fix in us Thy humble home;
Rise, the woman’s conquering Seed,
Bruise in us the serpent’s head.
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THE ADVENT OF CHRIST.

7 Adam’s likeness now efface;
Stamp Thine image in its place:
Second Adam, from above,
Reinstate us in Thy love.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1739

117 Glory to Gog'{n the hiyhat, and on
earth peace.—LUKE ii. 1
HABKI what mean those holy
voices,
Sweetly sounding through the
skies ?
Lo! the angelic host rejoices,
Heavenly hallelujahs rise.

2 Listen to the wondrous story,
‘Which they chantin hymns of joy ?
Glory, in the highest, glory!
Glory be to God most high !

3 Peace on earth, good will from
heaven,
Reaching far as man is found ;
Souls redeemed and sins forgiven,
Loud our golden harps shallsound.

4 Christ is born, the great Anointed ;
Heaven and earth His praises sing
O receive whom God appointed
For your Prophet, Priest, and King.

5 Hasten, mortals, to adore Him,
Learn His name and taste His joy,
Till in heaven ye sing before Him,
¢ Glory be to God most high!”

JOHN CAWOOD. 1816.

1 1 8 oM.
On earth peace, good will toward men.
LuxE ii. 14.
1 D ] OBTALS awake! with angels

And chn.nt 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 shining regions ran,
And strung and tuned the lyre.

3 Down, through the portals of the sky,
The impetuous torrent ran ;
And angels flew with eager joy
To bear the news to man.

4 Hark! the cherubic armies shout.
And glory leads the song ;
Good-will and peace are heard
throughout
The harmonious, heavenly throng.

5 With joy the chorus we’ll repeat,
¢ Glory to God on high!
Good-will and peace are now com-
plete, .
Jesus was born to die!

6 Hail, Prince of life ! for ever hail,
Redeemer, Brother, Friend !
Though earth, and time, and life
should fail,
Thy praise shall never end.

SAMUEL MEDLEY. 1787.

119 They . . . fell :&w and worshipped
tm.—MATT
1 ANGELS ,from the realms of glory,
Wing your flight o’er all the
earth ;
Ye, who sang creation’s story,
Now proclaim Messiah’s birth :
Come and worship,
Worship Christ, the new-born
King,

2 Shepherds, in the field abiding,
Watching o’er your flocks by night,
God with man is now residing,
Yonder shines the infant light :
Come and worship,
Worelnp Christ, the new-born
King.

3 Sages, leave your contemplations,
Brighter visions beam afar;
Seek the great Desire of nations ;
Ye have seen His natal star :
Come and worship,
Worship Christ, the new-born

King.
87
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4 Saints, before the altar bending,
Watching long in hope and fear,
Suddenly the Lord descending
In His temple shall appear :
Come and worship,
Worship Christ, the new-born
King.

b Sinners, wrung with true repentance,
Doomed for guilt toendless pains ;
Justice now revokes the sentence,
Mercy calls you—break your
chains:

Come and worship,
Worship Christ, the new-born
King.

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1819.

120 We have uc}ul'g)a star in the east.
Marr. ii. 2.

1 RIGHTEST and best of the sons
of the morning,
Dawn on our darkness, and lend
us thine aid ;
8tar of the East, the horizon adorn-

ing, .
Guide where our infant Redeemer

is laid.
2 Cold on His cradle the dew-drops
are shining ;
Low lies His head with the beasts
of the stall ;
Angels adore Him, in slumber re-
clining, [of all.

Masker, and Monarch, and Saviour

8 Bay, shall we yield Him, in costly
devotion, [divine ;
Odours of Edom, and offerings
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of
the ocean,
Myrrh from the forest, and gold
from the mine ?

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation ;
Vainly with gold would His favour
secure ;
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration;
Dearer to God are the prayers of
the poor.
88

& Brightest and best of the sons of the
morning,
Dawn on our darkness, and lend
us thine aid ;
Star of the East, the horizon. adorn-

ing,
Guide where our infant Redeemer
is laid.

REGINALD HEBER. 181I.

L.M,
121 A multitude of the heavenly host
praising God.—LUKE ii. 18.

1 WHD}_I Jordan hushed hiswaters

And gilence slept on Zion’s hill {

When  Bethlehem's shepherds,
through the night,

‘Watched o’er their flocks by starry
light ;—

2 Hark! from the midnight hills
around,
A voice of more than mortal sound
In distant hallelujahs stole,
Wild murmuring o’er the raptured
soul.

3 Then swift, to every startled eye,

New kstreams of glory light the
sky:
Heaven bursts her azure gates to

pour
Her spirits to the midnight hour.

4 On wheels of light, on wings of

flame,
The glorious hosts of Zlon came:
High heaven with songs of triumph

rung,
‘While thus they struck their harps
and sung :

¢¢0 Zion! lift thy raptured eye,

The long-expected hour is nigh ;

The joys of nature rise again,

The Prince of Salem comes to
reign."

THOMAS CAMPBLLL.

<

1796.
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122 8.6.8.6.8.8.
Unto us a Child is bom,untouc a Son
is given.—Isa. ix, 6.
1 NK on the merey of our God,

Our great Redeemer’s love ;
How the dim waste of earth He trod,
And left His throne above;
And all frail man, His foe to save,
And show him hopes beyond the
grave,

2 He came not, in a warrior’s path,
With mighty armies strong ;
He came not, as a God, in wrath,
Avenging Judah’s wrong :—
To preach on earth His father's

word,
A little child, came Christ the Lord.

3 Glad was our Saviour’s natal morn,
Angels rejoiced in heaven
That ¢ unto us & child is born,
To us a Son is given ; ”
And angels left their home on high,
To tell of Christ’s nativity.

EMILY GARNIER. 1835.

123 Call His W',I';nmnuel.—m vil. 14,

1 QWEETER 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 high1”
Lord, unloose my stammering
tongue ;
‘Who should louder sing than I1?

3 Did the Lord a man become,
That He might the law fulfil ;
Bleed and suffer in my room,—
And canst thou, my tongue, be still?

4 No; I must my praises bring,
Thongh they worthless are, and

For, should I refuse to sing,
Sure the very stones wonld spea.k!

5 O my Saviour, Shield, and Sun,
Shepherd, Brother, Guardian,Friend,
Every precious name in one,—

I will love Thee without end !

D JOHN NEWTON. 1779.

124 75 word wos ade Jfesh and dwels
among us.—JOEN 1. 14,
INFINITE pity touched the heart
Of God’s eternal Son ;
Descending from the heavenly court,
He left His Father’s throne.

2 Aside the Prince of glory threw
His most divine array,
And wrapt His Godhead in a veil
Of our inferior clay.

3 His living power and dying love
Redeemed unhappy men,
And raised the ruins of our race
To life and God again.

4 To Thee, dear Lord, our flesh and
soul
‘We joyfully resign ;
Blest Jesus, take us for Thine own,
For we are doubly Thine.

& Thine honour shall for ever be
The business of our days;
For ever shall our thankful tongues
Speak Thy deserved praise.
ISAAC WATTS. 1707

125 msouofaold[.wholovedm, and
gave Himself for me.—GAL. ii. 20.
1 JAVIOUR of men, and Lord of
love,
How sweet Thy gracious name !
Wlth joy that errand we review,
imh Thy mercy came.

2 While all Thine own angelic bands
Stood waiting on the wing,
Charmed with the honour to obey
The word of such a King :—
89
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8 For us, mean, wretched, sinful men,
Thou laid’st Thy glory by ;
First in our mortal flesh to serve,
Then.in that flesh to die.

4 Bought with Thy service and Thy
blood,
‘We doubly, Lord, are Thine;
To Thee our lives we would devote,
To Thee our death resign.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755

126 Rejoice mfz‘z]:,{'o daughter of Zion.
ZEcH. ix. 9.

1 TOY to the world; the Loxd is
come |
Let earth receive her King ;
Let every heart prepare Him room,
And heaven and nature sing.

2 Joy to the earth; the Saviour
reigns !
Let men their songs employ ;
hile fields and floods, rocks, hills,
and plains,
Repeat the sounding joy.

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

4 Ile rules the world with truth and

grace,
And makes the nations prove
The glories of His righteousness,
And wonders of His love.

184AC WATTS. 1719,

THE LIFE OF CHRIST ON EARTH.

127 He hath v?ngd and redeemed His
people.—LUKE i. 68.
1 O His own world He came,
To earth’smost favoured spot ;
Jesus, Immanuel, His name,
Yet Israel knew Him not.

2  Son of the Father’s love,
Effulgence of His light,
He left His glorious court above,
To suffer man’s despite.

3  He came to suffer death,
And, bleeding for His foes,
Spake pardon with His dying breath,
And peace when He arose,

4 His latest moments here
In benediction passed :
To those who saw Him disappear,
That action was His last.

5 But, having reached His throne,
He sent down from above
His promised Spirit, to make known
The riches of His love.
40

6 Ye who have felt that flame,
On whom that grace is poured,
Go, in His Spirit, to proclaim
Salvation in the Lord.

JOSIAH CONDER, 1836.

128 He hath doI:{eM&u things well.
MARK vii. 87.

1 NOW in a song of grateful praise,
To Jesus we our voices raise ;
Jesus who deigned on earth to dwell,
Who while on earth did all things
well.

2 Wisdom, and power, and love divine
In all His works unrivalled shine,
And force the wondering world to

tell
That He alone did all things well.

3 Howe’er mysterious are His ways,
Or dark and sorrowful our days;
And though our spirits oft rebel,
We kﬂﬁw He still does all things

well.
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4 Andwhen we stand before Histhrone,
And all His ways are fully known,
This note in sweetest strains shall

swell,
That Jesus has done all things well.
S8AMUEL MEDLEY, 1793.

129 8.7.8.7.8.8.7.7.

4 man of sorrows, and acquainted
with grief.—Isa. liii. 8.

1 AN of sorrows, and acquainted
With our griefs, what shall we

say ?
Never language yet hath painted
All the woes that on Thee lay.
Had Iseen Thee clothed in weakness,
Bearing our reproach with meekness,
To attend Thee day and night,
Would have been my heart’s de-
light.
2 Tell me, little flock beloved,
Ye on whom shone Jesus’ face,
‘What within your souls then moved,
‘When you felt His kind embrace ?
O disciple! once most blessed,
As a bosom friend caressed,
Say, could e'er into thy mind
Other objects entrance find ?

8 Oft to prayer by night retreated,
See Him from all search with-
drawn :
Tearful eyes, and sighs repeated,
‘Witnessed still the morning dawn:
There, where He made intercession,
I had poured forth my confession,
And where o’er my sins He wept,
Praying, I the watch had kept.

4 Should I thus to Thee have cleaved,
Midst Thy poverty and woes ?
On Thee, as my Lord, believed 2—
Or perhaps have joined Thy foes?
Ah! Thy mercy I had spurned';
But Thyself my heart has turned :
Now Thou know’st, beneath,
above,
Nought compared with Thee I love.

CHRISTIAN GREGOR. 1759.
TR, BY C. J. LATROBE.

8.M,
130 He beheld the city, and wept over it.
Lrvke xix, 41,

1 DID Christ o’er sinners weep,
And shall our cheeks be dry?
Let floods of penitential grief
Burst forth from every eye.

2 The Son of God in tears,
The wondering angels see !
Be thou astonished, O my soul !
He shed those tears for thee.

3 He wept that we might weep,
Each sin demands a tear;
In heaven alone no sin is found,
And there’s no weeping there.
BENJAMIN BEDDOME, 1787.

131 I have yiuerf‘ .ylg;‘ an ezample,—JOBN
xiii. 16.

1 MY dear Redeemer and my Lord,
I read my duty in Thy word ;
But, in Thy life, the law appears
Drawn out in living characters.

2 Such was Thy truth, and such Thy
zeal,

Such deference to Thy Father's will,

Such love, and meakness so divine,

I would transcribe and make them
mine.

8 Cold mountains and the midnight air
Witnessed the fervour of Thy prayer:
The desert Thy temptation knew,
Thy conflict and Thy victory too.

4 Be Thou my pattern; make me bear
More of Thy gracious image here;
Then God the Judge shall own my

name
Amongst the followers of the Lamb.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

132 Leaving us ag;‘fz'ample, that ye should
follow His steps.—1 PET. il. 21
1 ALIKE in happiness and woe,
Lord, we will follow Thee ;
And tread the path Thyself didst go,
Whate’er that path may be.
41
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2 With earnest zeal *twas Thy delight
To do Thy Father’s will :
O may such zeal our souls excite,
His precepts to fulfil,

8 If in some dark affliction’s day,
Our path through sorrow run,
May we, like Thee, have grace to say,
* Thy will, O Lord, be done.”

4 In Thee a sacred burning love
Through all Thy course did shine;
O may such love in us too prove
That we, O Lord, are Thine.

5 Supported by almighty grace,
‘We'll tread the hedvenly road ;
And carefully Thy footsteps trace,

‘Which lead to Thine abodc.

BENJAMIN BEDDOME. 1787.

1 33 CM. .
Who went about doing good.
AcTs x. 88,
1 BEHOLD ! where, in the friend
of man,
Appears each grace divine:
The virtues, all in Jesus met,
‘With mildest radiance shine.

2 To spread therays of heavenly light,
To give the mourners joy,
To preach glad tidings to the poor,
‘Was His divine employ.

8 Lowly in heart, to all Hig friends
A friend and servant found,
‘He washed their feet, He wiped their

tears,
And healed each bleeding wound.

4 Midst keen reproach and eruel scorn,
Patient and meek He stood ;
His foes, ungrateful, sought His life ;
He laboured for their good.

& In the last hour of deep distress,
Before His Father’s throne,
With soul resigned, He bowed and

sald,—
"2‘ Thy'will, not Mine, be done. ”

6 Be Christ our pattern and our guide,
His image may we bear |
O may we tread His sacred steps,
And His bright glories share !

WILLIAM ENFIELD. I77I.
1 3 4 CM. .
Peace, be still.—MARK iv. 89.
1 FEAB wasg within the tossing bark,
‘When stormy winds grew loud,
And wavescamerollinghigh and dark
And the tall mast was bowed :

2 And men stood breathless in their

And baffled in their gkill; [dread,

But one was there who rose, and said
To the wild sea—* Be still ]

3 And slumber settled on the deep,
And silence on the blast:
They sank, as flowers that fold to
‘When sultry day is past. [sleep
4 O Thou, that in its wildest hour
Didst rule the tempest's mood,
Send Thy meek Spirit forth in power
Soft on our souls to brood.

5 Thou that didst bow the billow's
Thy mandate to fulfil, [pride,
O speak to passion’s raging tide,
Speak, and say, ‘ Peace, be still.”
FELICIA D, HEMANS. 1834.

1 3 5 C.M. DoUBLE. . .
Miracles . . , which God did by Him
in the midst of you.—Acrs ii. 22,
1 ! WHERE is He that trod the
sea ?
0! where is He that spake,
And demons from their victims flee,
The dead their slumbers break ?
The palsied rise in freedom strong,
The dumb men talk and sing,
And from blind eyes, benighted long,
Bright beams of morning spring.
2 O! where is He that trod the sea ?
0! where is He that spake,
And piercing words of liberty
The deaf ears open shake ?
And mildest words arrest the haste
Of fever’s deadly fire;
And strong ones heal the weak, who
Their life in sad desire?  [waste
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8 O! where is He that trod the sea?

0! where is He that spake,

And dark waves, rolling heavily,
A glassy smoothness take ?

And lepers, whose own flesh has been
A living loathsome grave,

See with amaze that they are clean,
And cry, 'Tis He can save !

4 O! where is He that trod the sea ?
'Tis only He can save :
To thonsands, hungering wearily,
A wondrous meal He gave ;
Fall soon, celestially fed,
Their rustic fare they take ;
'Twal;; springtide when He blest the

read,
*Twas harvest when He brake.

5 0! where is He that trod the sea ?
My soul, the Lord is here!
Let all thy fears be hushed in thee ;
To leap, to look, to hear,
Be thine :—thy needs He'll satisfy ;
Art thou diseased or dumb,
Or dost thou in thy hunger cry ?—
¢1come,” gaith Christ, “Icome!*
THOMAS T. LYNCH. 1855.

8.
136 And He Makd'{hm all.—MATT. xii, 15,
1 'WHEN the Saviour dwelt below,
Pity in His bosom reigned ;
Sympathy He loved to show,
Nor the meanest suit disdai

2 Bounl;im Him thronged the blind, the

e,
Deaf, and dumb, diseased, possest;
None in vain for healing came,
All the Saviour freely blest.

3 He could make the leper whole;
Thousands at a meal He fed ;
‘Winds and waves He could control ;
By a word He raised the dead.,

4 Lord, to me Thy blessing give,
Hungering, sick, and faint, I come ;
Let me in Thy presence live,

Lead me to-my heavenly home.

5 Be Thy love to me revealed,
Be Thy grace by me possest ;
Touch me, and I shall be healed ;

Bless me, and I shall be blest.
JOHN RYLAND. 1806.

137 Come unto l}‘e‘l:il ye that labour and
are heavy laden,—MATT. xi. 28,
1 HOW sweetly flowed the gospel’s
sound

From lips of gentleness and grace,
‘When listening thousands gathered
round, [place !
And joy and reverence filled the

2 From heaven He came, of heaven He
spoke, [way;
To heaven He led His followers’
Dark clouds of gloomy night He
Unveiling an immortal day. [broke,
3 “Come, wanderers, to My Father’s
home ;
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest: "
Yes! sacred Teacher, we will come,
Obey Thee, love Thee, and be blest.
4 Decay, then, tenements of dust !
Pillars of earthly pride, decay !
A nobler mansion waits the just,

And Jesus has prepared the way.
SIR JOHN BOWRING. 1823,

138 The Son of I?I:g'hathmt where to lay
His head.— LUKE ix. 68,
1 IRDS have their quiet nests,
Foxes their holes, and man his
peaceful bed ;
All creatures have their rest,
But Je;us émd not where to lay His
ead.

2 And yet He came to give
The weary and the heavy laden rest ;
To bid the sinner live,
And soothe my griefs to slumber on
His breast.
3 I, who once made Him grieve,
I, who once made His gentle spirit
mourn ;
‘Whose hand essayed to weave
Tor His meek brow the cruel crown

of thorn ; "
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4 O why should I have peace?
‘Why ? but for that unchanged un-
dying love,
Which would not, could not

cease
Until it made me heir of joys above.

5 Yes, but for pardoning grace,
I feel I never should in glory see
The brightness of His face,
That once was pale and agonized for
me.

6 Let the birds seek their nest,
Foxes their holes, and man his
peaceful bed ;
Come, Saviour, in my breast
Deign hto ;epose Thine oft-rejected
ead.

7 On earth Thou lovest best
To dwell in humble souls that mourn
for sin;
O come and take Thy rest,
This broken, bleeding, contrite heart
within."
JORN 8. B. MONSELL., 1837,

139 The gloryas of thc only begotten of the
Father,—Jonx i, 14,
1 EN, on Sinai’s top, I see
God descend in majesty,
To proclaim His holy law,
All my spirit sinks with awe.

2 When, in ecstasy sublime,
Tabor’s glorious steep I climb,
At 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,
Lovely, mournful Calvary.

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1812,

4“4

140 Let this min?ds'bo in you, which was
also in Christ Jesus,—PHILIP, ii. §.
1 O to dark Gethsemane, [power;
Ye that feel the tempter’s
Your Redeemer’s conflict see,
‘Watch with Him one bitter hour :
Turn not from His griefs away ;
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray.

2 Foliow to the Judgment-hall ;
See the Lord of life arraigned :
Oh, the wormwood and the gall !
Oh, the pangs His soul sustained !
Shun not suffering, shame, or loss:
Learn of Him to bear the cross.

8 Calvary’s mournful mountain climb ;
There, adoring at His feet,
Mark that miracle of time,—
God’s own sacrifice complete !
¢ It is finished ! ” hear Him cry:
Learn of Jesus Christ to die.

4 Early hasten to the tomb,
‘Where they laid His breathless clay ;
All is solitude and gloom :—
‘Who hath taken Him away?
Christ is risen ;—He seeks the skies:
Saviour, teach us so to rise.
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1822,

141 Who ... ojereduppraym .o . With
:trang erying and tears.—HEB. v. 7.
1 JAVIOUR! when, in dust, to Thee
Low we bow the adoring knee ;
‘When, repentant, to the skies
Scarce we lift our weeping eyes;
Oh! by all Thy pains and woe,
Suffered once for man below,
Dending from Thy throne on high,
Hear our solemn litany.

By Thy helpless infant years,

By Thy life of want and tears,
By Thy day of sore distress

In the savage wilderness,

By the dread mysterious hour

Of the insulting tempter's power;
Turn, O turn a favouring eye,

Hear our solemn litany.

o
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3 By the sacred grief that wept

O’er the grave where Lazarus slept;
By the boding tears that flowed
Over 8alem’s loved abode ;
By the anguished sigh that told
Treachery lurked within Thy fold ;
From Thy seat above the sky,
Hear our solemn litany.

4 By Thine hour of dire despair,
By Thine agony of prayer,
By the cross, the nail, the thorn,
Piercing spear, and torturing scorn,
By the gloom that veiled the skies
O’er the dreadful sacrifice,
Listen to our humble ery ;
Hear our solemn litany.

5 By Thy deep expiring groan,
By the sad sepulchral stone,
By the vault whose dark abode
Held in vain the rising God ;
0! from earth to heaven restored,
Mighty, re-ascended Lord ;
Listen, listen to the cry
Of our solemn litany.

SIR ROBERT GRANT.

1815,
142 8.6.8.6.8.8,
And being in _an agony He 4ﬁ.rayed
more earnestly.—LUKE xxii.

1 E knelt, the Saviour knelt and
prayed,
When but His Father's eye
Looked through the lonely garden’s
On that dread agony: [shade,
The Lord of all, above, beneath,
‘Was bowed with sorrow unto death,
2 The sun sef in a fearful hour;
The stars might well grow dim,
‘When this mortality had power
Thus to o’ershadow Him !
That He, who gave man’s breath
might know
The very depths of human woe.
3 He proved them all—the doubt, the
strife,
The faint, perplexing dread ;*
The mists that hang o’er parting life
All gathered round His head :
Aud the Deliverer knelt to pray,
Yet passed it not, that cup away. .

4 It passed not, though the stormy
wave
Had sunk beneath His tread ;
It passed not, though to Him the

grave
Had yielded up its dead :

But there was sent Him from on high

A gift of strength for man to dic.

5 And was the Sinless thus beset

With anguish and dismay ?

How may we meet our conflict yet
In the dark narrow way ?

Through Him, through Hlm, that

path who trod;
Save, or we perish, Son of God!
FELICIA D, HEMANS. 1834.

1 43 119th.
Blessed are they that have not secn.
JoBN xx. 29.
1 E saw Thee not when Tkhcu
didst come
To this poor world of sin and death;
Nor e’er beheld Thy cottage home
In that despised Nazareth;
But we believe Thy footsteps trod
Its naregts and plains, Thou Son of
od.

2 We did not see Thee lifted high
Amid that wild and savage crew;
Nor beard Thy meek imploring cry,
“Fox"lgife, they know not what they

o ! ”
Yet we believe the deed was done,
‘Which shook the earth and veiled
the sun.

8 We stood not by the empty tomb,
‘Where late Thy sacred body lay;
Nor sat within that upper room,
Nor met Thee in the open way ;
Bat we believe that angels said,
¢ Why seek theliving with thedead?”

4 We did not mark the chosen few,
‘When Thou didst through the clouds
ascend, [view,
First lift to heaven their wondering
Then to the earth all prostrate bend ;
Yet we believe that mortal eyes
Beheld that journey to the skies.
45
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5 Andnowthat Thou dost reign on high,
And thence Thy waiting people bless,
No ray of glory from the sky
Doth shine upon our wilderness;
But we believe Thy faithful word,
And trust in our redeeming Lord.

J. HANPDEN GURNEY. 1851,

6.6.10.
144 He humbled Himself and became
obedient unto death.~PHILIP. ii. 8.

1 HOU who didst stoop below
To drain the cup of woe,
And wear the form of frail mortality ;
Thy blessed labours done,
Thy erown of victory won,
Hast passed from earth—passed to Thy

home on high.
2 It was no path of flowers,
Through this dark world of ours,
Beloved of the Father, Thou didst tread;
And ghall we in dismay,

Shrink from the narrow way,
‘When clouds and darkness are around
it spread ?
3 O Thou, who art our Life,
Be with us through the strife;
Thine own meek head by rudest storms
was bowed :
Raise Thou our eyes above,
Toseea Father’slove [thecloud.
Beam, like a bow of promise, through
4 E’en through the awful gloom,
‘Which hovers o’er the tomb,
That light of love our gniding star shall
Our spirits shall not dread [be;

The shadowy way to tread,
Friend, Guardian, Saviour, which doth
lead to Thee.

SARAE MILES. 1840.

145 He madfan(l’yun;t His face to yo to
Jerusalem.—LUKE ix. 61.
1 Saviour, what a noble flame
‘Was kindled in His breast,
‘When, hasting to Jerusalem,
He marched before the rest!
2 Good-will to man and zeal for God
His every thought engross ;
He longs to be baptized in blood,
He pants to reach the cross.
48

8 With all His sufferings full in view,
And woes to us unknown,
Forth to the task His spirit flew;
'Twas love that urged Him on.
4 Lord, while Thy matchless sorrows
Engage our wondering eyes ; [here
Teach us our lighter cross to bear,
And hasten to the skies.
WILLIAX COWPER. 1779.

146 Been of ang.iI?L—l T iii. 16.
BEYOND the glittering starry
Far as the eternal hills, [skies,
There, in the boundless world of
Our dear Redeemer dwells, [ light,
2 Immortal angels, bright and fair,
In oountless armies e;
Before Him, in transported lays,
They offer songs divine,
¢t Hail, Prince!” they cry,  for ever
‘Whose unexampled love  [hail!
Moved Thee to quit these glorious
* And royalties above.”  [realms,
4 And whilst He stooped on earth to
And suffer rude disdain, [dwell,
They cast their honours at His feet,
And waited in His train,
& In all His toils and dangerous paths,
They did His steps attend ;
Oft paused, and wondered how af last
The scene of love would end.
6 As on the torturing tree He hung,
And darkness veiled the sky,
Amazed, they saw that awful sight,
The Lord of glory die!
7 They saw him burst the gates of death
And quell the tyrant’s power;
And, when the Conqueror arose,
They hailed the blessed hour.

8 They thronged His chariot up the

And bore Him to His throne;
Then swept their golden harps, and

Cri
“ The glorious work is done!”
JAMES FANCH. 1776. AND

DANIEL TURNER. 179%.
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L.M.
147 Having made peace tlmnlgh the blood
of His cross.—CoL. 1.
ATURE with open volume stands,
To spread her Maker’s praise

abroad ;
And every labour of His hands
Shows something worthy of a God.

2 But in the grace that rescued man,
His brightest form of glory shines ;
Here, on the cross, 'tis fairest drawn,
With precious blood, in crimson

lines.

3 Here His 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 O! the sweet wonders of that cross,

‘Where God the Saviour loved and
died !

Hernoblest life my spirit draws

From_gis dear wounds and bleeding
side.

& I would for ever speak His name,
In sounds to mortal ears unknown ;
With angels join to praise the Lamb,
And worslnp at H.ls Father's throne

ISAAO WATTS. 1707.

148 curise .ufug&‘ﬁwm for the unjust.

AND did the Holy a.nd the Just,
The Sovereign of the skies,
Stoog down to wretchedness and
ust
That sinners lost might rise ?
2 Yes, the Redeemer left His throne,
His radiant throne on high,
Surprising mercy ! love unknown !
To suffer, bleed, and die,
8 He took the dying traitor’s place,
And suffered in his stead ;
For man, O miracle of grace!
For man the Saviour bled.

4 Jesus! my soul adoring bends
‘To love so full, so free;
And may I hope that love extends
Its saving power to me P
5 What glad return can I impart
For favours so divine ?
O take my all—this worthless heart,
And make it only Thine,

ANNE STEELE. 1760.

CM,
149m Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity
. of us all.—Isa. liii. 6,

1 I'TYHE Saviour comes; no outward

pomp
Bespeaks His presence nigh ;
No earthly beauty shines in Hnm
To draw the carnal eye.
2 Rejected and despised of men,
Behold a man of woe!
Grief was His heavy burden here,
Through all His life below.
3 Yet all the griefs He felt were ours,
And ours the woes He bore;
Pangs, not His own, His spotless soul
‘With bitter anguish tore.
4 His sacred blood hath washed our
souls
From sin’s polluting stain;
His stripes have healed us and Hu
death
Revived our souls again.
5 All we like sheep had gone astray
In ruin’s fatal road;
On Him were man’s ¢ ions
He bore the mighty load. [laid,
6 He died to bear the guilt of men,
That sin might be forgiven ;
He lives to bless them, and defend
And plead their cause in Heaven.
7 O God the Son! who, lowly, came
Lost sinners to restore,
All glory to Thy holy name ;
All glory evermore.

WILLIAK ROBERTSON. 1740.
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15 0 He hath madcci}irr'u to be sin for uswho
knew no sin.—3 Cor. v. 21.
ALAS ! and did my Saviour bleed ?
And did my Sovereign die ?
‘Would He devote that sacred head
For such a wretch as I?
2 Was it for crimes that I had done
He groaned upon the tree ?
Amazing pity ! grace unknown !
And love beyond degree !
S5 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories in,
When Christ, the mighty Maker, died
For man, His 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 iears.
5 But drops of grief can ne’er repay
The debt of love I owe ;
O Lord, I give myself away!
*Tis all that I can do.

ISAAC WATTS. 1307.

C.M.
151 He said, It is finished.—JonN xix. 80,
1 I SING my Saviour’s wondrous

death ;
He conquered when He fell :
“’Tis finished!” said His dying
breath,
And shook the gates of hell.
2 «’Tis finished!” our Immanuel

cries ;
The dreadful work is done :
Hence shall His sovereign throne

arise,
His kingdom is begun.
3 His cross a sure foundation laid
For glory and renown,
When through the regions of the
dead,
He passed to reach the crown.
4 Exalted at His Father’s side
8its our victorious Lord ;
To heaven and hell His hands divide
The vengeance or reward.
1SAAC WATTS. 1709,
48

L.M.
1 5 2 Christ both died, and rose, and revived.
Rom. xiv. 9.

1 'W'E smg the praise of Him who

Of Him who died upon the cross;
The sinner’s hope let men deride,
For 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 the terror from the grave,
And gilds the bed of death with light.

5 The balm of life, the cure of woe,
The measure and the pledge of love ;
’Tis all that sinners want below,

'Tis all the ransomed know above.
THOMAS KELLY, 1815,

153 oo
We have rédemphfz through His blood.
1 OUB spirits join to adore the
amb ;

O that our feeble lips could move
In strains immortal as His name,
And melting as His dying love !
2 Was ever equal pity found ?
The Prince of Heaven resigns His
breath,
And pours His life out on the ground,
To ransom guilty worms from death.
8 Here we have washed our deepest
stains, [blood ;
And healed our wounds with heavenly
Blest fountain! springing from the
Of Jesus, our Incarnate God. [veins
4 In vain our mortal voices strive
To speak compassion so divine ;
Had we a thousand lives to give,
A thousand lives should all be Thine.
ISAAC WATTS. 1707
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1 5 4 8.5.11.
Is it nothing to you, all ye that pass
by #—Law. 1. 12.
1 ALL ye that pass by,
To Jesus draw nigh ; [die?
To you is it nothing that Jesus should

Your ransom and peace,

Your Burety He is, [His.
Come, see if there ever was sorrow like
2 For what you have done

His blood must atone:

The Father has punished for you His
dear Son:

The Lord, in the day

Of His anger, did lay
Your sins on the Lamb, and He bore

them away.
He dies to atone
For sins not His own,
Your debt He hath paid, and your
work He hath done :
Ye all may receive
The peace He did leave,
‘Who made intercession, ** My Father,
forgive.”
For you and for me,
He prayed on the tree: [free:
The prayer is accepted, the sinner is
The sinner am I,

4

‘Who on Jesus rely, [deny.
And come for the pardon God cannot
5 His death is my plea,

My Advocate see,

And hear the blood speak that hath
answered for me:
He purchased the grace
‘Which now I embrace ;
O Father, Thou knows't He hath died
in my place!

CHARLES WESLEY. 1749.

L.M.
155 O grave, I will be thy destruction.
Hos. xiii. 14.

1 E ddieu;! the Friend of sinners
ies !
Lo ! Salem’s daughters weep around ;
A solemn darkness veils the skies !
A sudden trembling shakes the
ground !

2 Come, saints, and drop & tear or two
For Him who groaned beneath your
load ;
He shed a thousand drops for you,
A thousand drops of richest blood !

3 Here’s love and grief beyond degree,
The Lord of glory dies for men !
But, lo! what sudden joys we see!
Jesus the dead revives again.

4 The rising God forsakes the tomb;
Up to His Father's court He flies :
Cherubie legions guard Him home,
And shout Him welcome to the skies.

5 Break off your tears, ye saints, and
tell

How high our great Deliverer reigns ;
8ing how He spoiled the hosts of hell
And led the tyrant, death,in

6 Say, ¢‘Live for ever, wondrous King !
Born to redeem, and strong to save |
Then ask the monster, * Where’s thy

sting ? [grave 2
And, ‘* Where's thy victory, boasting

ISAAC WATTS. 1706.

C.
156 A fountain opg;ed « o Sor sin and
Jor uncleanness,: —ZEoH. xiii, 1.
1 HERE is a fountain filled with
blood,
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins ;
And sinners, plunged beneath that
flood,
Lose all their guilty stains.
2 The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day;
And there have I, as vile as he,
‘Washed all my sins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb! Thy precious
blood
Shall never lose its power,
Till all the ransomed church of God
Be saved to sin no more.

4 E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,
Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die,
0
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b Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
I'll sing Thy power {o save,
‘When this poor lisping, stammering
tongue,
Lies silent in the grave.
‘WILLIAM COWPER., 1779.

157 im0 o
Being in an agony.—LUKE xxii. 44,
1 H ! never, never can we know
The Saviour’s deep, mysterious
woe ;
’.['he secret of that anguish gore,
‘Which wrung His blood from every

pore :
The burden of that awful cry,
‘When He for us vouchsafed to die.

2 Yes, man for man perchance may
brave

The horrors of the yawning grave ;
And friend for friend, or child for sire,
Undaunted and unmoved, expire,
From love, or piety, or pride ;—
But who can die as Jesus died ?

8 For, fainter than the pale star’s ray
Before the noontide blaze of day,
Is all of love that man can know,
All that in angel breast can glow.
Comg‘ar_ed, O blessed Lord! with

e,
Eternal, infinite, divine !

THOMAS DALE. 1822.

158 He hath p ected for ever them that
are sanegqﬂcd —HEB. x. 14,

1 OT all the blood of beasts,
On Jewish altars slain,
Could give the guilty conscience
peace,
Or wash away the stain.
2 Baut Christ, the beavenly Lamb,
Takes all our guilt away ;
A sacrifice of nobler name,
And richer blood than they.
8 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of Thine,
‘While, like a penitent, I stand,
And there confess my sin.
50

4 My soul looks back to see
The burdens Thou didst bear,
‘When hanging on the cursed tree,
And hopes her guilt was there.
5 Believing, we rejoice
To see the curse remove,
‘We bless the Lamb with cheerful
voice,
And sing His bleeding love.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

159 7.6.7.6.7.7.7.6.
Not to know anything . . . 8ave Jesus
Christ, and Him crucified.—1CoRr. ii. 8,
1 AIN, delusive world, adieu !
‘With all of creature good ;
Only Jesus I pursue,
‘Who bought me with His blood :
All thy pleasures I forego,
All thy wealth and all thy pride ;
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

2 Him to know is life and peace,

And pleasure without end ;

This is all my happiness,
On Jesus to depend,

Daily in His grace to grow,

In His favour to abide;

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

8 Him in all my works I seek,

‘Who hung upon the tree;

Only of His love I speak,
‘Who freely died for me;

‘While I sojourn here below,

Nothing I desire beside ;

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1739.

160 @od fordid thaZI chould almy, save in
the cross.—GAL. vi. 1
IN the Cross of Christ I glory,
Towering o’er the wrecks of time :
All the light of sacred story
Gn.thers round its head sublime.
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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.

8 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
Imeasure,
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.
SIR JOHBX BOWRING. 1825.

THE RESURRECTION OF CHRIST.

161 8.
e o rhook- - e
1 ORNING breaks upon the tomb,
Jesus dissipates its gloom !
Day of triumph through the skies ;
See the glorious Saviour rise.

2 Christians, dry your flowing tears,
Chase those unbelieving fears ;
Look on His deserted grave,
Doubt no more His power to save.

8 Ye who are of death afraid,
Triumph in the scattered shade;
Drive your anxious cares away,
Seo the place where Jesus lay.

4 8o the rising sun appears,
Shedding radiance o’er the spheres ;
8o returning beams of light
Chase the terrors of the night.

WILLIAM B. COLLYER. 1812.

162 o ts risen. iizx xvi 6.

1 ANGELS, roll the rock away ;
Death, resign thy mighty prey :
See the Saviour quit the tomb,
QGlowing with immortal bloom.

2 Saints on earth, lift up your eyes,
Now to glory see Him rise;
Troops of angels on the road
Hail and sing the Incarnate God.

8 Heaven unfolds its portals wide ;
Gracious Hero! through them ride;
King of glory! mount Thy throne,
Boundless empire is Thine own.

4 Praise Him, ye celestial choirs,

Praise, and sweep your golden lyres;

Shout, O earth, in rapturous song ;

Let the strains be sweet and strong !

5 Every note with wonder swell,
Sin o’erthrown, and conquered hell !
‘Where is hell’s once dreaded king ?
‘Where, O death, thy mortal sting ?

THOMAS BCOTT. 176g.
163 70 1ora & risen indesa, .
LUER xxiv. 84.
1 “ITYHE Lord is risen indeed ! ™
And are the tidings true ?
Yes! we 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,
‘Who stood opposed before.
8 ¢ 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 :
He rises, with His ransomed seed,
To reign in endless day.

61
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6 ¢« The Lord is risen indeed ! ”
Attending angels hear,
And, to the courts of heaven, with
The joyful tidings bear. [speed
6  While on their golden lyres
They strike each cheerful chord,
Wejoin the bright celestial choirs,
To sing our risen Lord.
THOMAS KELLY. 1809.

164 The jlratfmita of them that slept.
COR. xv.
1 ¢ HRIST the Lord is risen to-
day l 7"
Sons of men, and angels say :
Raise your joy and triumph high ;
Sing, ye heavens, and earth reply i

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.

8 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal,
Christ bath burst the gates of hell ;
Death in vain forbids His rise,
Christ hath opened Paradise.

4 Lives again our glorious King ;
‘Where, O death, is now thy sting ?
Once He died our souls to save;
Where’s thy victory, boasting grave ?

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

6 King of glory ! Soul of bliss !
Everlasting life is this :
Thee to know, Thy power to prove,
Thus to ging, and thus to love.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1739

].6 5 Thou luut led c:z;tivity captive,
sA. Lxviif. 18,

1 THE ha.ppy morn is come ;
Triumphant o’er the grave,
The Saviour leaves the tomb,
Omnipotent to save :
Captivity is captive led,
For Jesus liveth that was dead.
52

2 Who now accuses them
For whom their Surety died ?
‘Who now shall those condemn
‘Whom God hath justified ?
Captivity is captive led,
For Jesus liveth that was dead.

3 Christ hath the ransom paid,
The glorious work is done ;
On Him oar help is laid,
By Him our victory won :
Captivity is captive led,
For Jesus liveth that was dead.
THOMAS HAWEIS, 1792.

166 christvotn é‘éﬁ'au rose,and revived
RoM. xiv. 9.
1 TESUS, who died the world to save,
Revives, and rises from the grave,
By His Almighty power ;
From sin and death He sets us free,
He captive leads captivity,
And lives to die no more.

2 Children of God, look up and see
Your Saviour clothed with majesty,
Triumphant o’er the tomb :
Cease, cease to grieve, cast off your
fears;
Inheaven yourmansions He prepares,
And soon will take you home.

8 Hischurch is still His joy and crown;
He looks with love and pity down
. On her He did redeem ;
The members of that church He
knows, [woes,
He shares their joys and feels their
And they shall reign with Him.
WILLIAM HAMMOND, X745.

148th.
167 Christ being raised ﬁ‘oﬂ thc dead
dieth no more.—RoM. vi.
1 8, the Redeemer rose ;
The Saviour left the dead H
And, o’er our hellish foes,
High raised His conquering head :
In wild dismay,
The guards around
Fell to the ground,

And sank away.
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2 Lo, the angelic bands
In full assembly meet,
To wait His high commands,
And worship at His feet !
Joyful they come,
And wing their way
From realms of day
To such a tomb.

3 Then back to heaven they fly,
And the glad tidings bear :
Hark ! as they soar on high,
‘What music fills the air!

Their anthems say,
¢ Jesus, who bled,
Hath left the dead ;
He rose to-day.”

4 Ye mortals, catch the sound,
Redeemed by Him from hell;
And send the echo round
The globe on which you dwell ;

Transported cry,
¢ Jesus, who bled,
Hath left the dead ;
No more to die.”

5 All hail, triunmphant Lord,
‘Who sav’st us with Thy blood !
‘Wide be Thy name adored,
Thou rising, reigning God.

‘With Thee we rise,
‘With Thee we reign,
And empires gain

Beyond the skies.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1I753.

168 The r:;gmf%;'?iw Sirstborn from the

1 JOYFUL sound! O glorious
hour!

‘When Christ, by His Almighty power
Arose and left the grave:

Now let our songs Hig triumphs tell,

‘Who broke the chains of death and
hell,
Ana ever lives to save.

2 The First-begotten from the dead,
Behold Him rise, His people’s Head,
. Immortal life to bring ;
‘What though the saints like Him
shall die? — .
They share their Leader’s victory,
And triumph with their King.
3 No more we tremble at the grave ;
For He, who died our souls to save,
‘Will raise our bodies too :
‘What though this earthly house shall
fail ?—
The Saviour’s power will yet prevail,
And build it up anew.

THOMAS KELLY. 1809,

169 Afterward tll:c];;I that are Christ's at
His coming.—1 CoRr. xv. 28. .
1 TFT your glad voices in triumph
on high,
For Jesus hath risen, and man sghall
not die;
Vain were the terrors that gathered
around Him,
And short the dominion of death and
the grave;
He burst from the fetters of darkness
that bound Him,
Resplendent in glory to live and to
8avVe :
Lom}] _wl:]zs the chorus of angels on
1 Y
¢ The Saviour hath risen, and man
shall not die!”

2 Gloryto God in full anthems of joy:
The being He gave us, death cannot
destroy :
Sad were the life we must part with
to-morrow,
If tears were our birthright, and
death were our end ;
But Jesus hath cheered the dark
valley of sorrow, [ascend :
And bids us, immortal, to heaven
Lift up your voices in trmmph on
igh, [not die !
For Jesus hath risen, and man shall
HENRY WARE. 1831,
58
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170 Come, see t)gl;lace where the Lord
lay.—MATT, xxviii. 6.
1 jz E humble souls, that seek the
Lord,
Chase all your fears away ;
And bow with pleasure down to see
The place where Jesus lay.

2 Thuslow the Lord of life was brought,
Such wonders love can do:

Thus cold in death that bosom lay,

Which throbbed and bled for you.

8 Then raise your eyes, and tune your
songs,
The Saviour lives again ;
Not all the bolts and bars of death
The Conqueror could detain.

4 High o’er the angelic bands He rears
*  His once dishonoured head ;
And, through unnumbered years, He
reigns,
Who dwelt among the dead.

& With joy, like His, let every saint
His empty tomb survey ;
Then rise with his ascending Lord
Through all the shining way.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

171 Who lmtl’} fblylia;wd death,

1 BRIGHT sunbeams deck the joy-
ful
Hosannns £l the air,
All heaven is shoutmg, Vietory !
And hell is in despair.

2 This morn our mighty King arose
From death’s infernal cave,
And many a saint to welcome Him
Hath left his ancient grave.

8 In vain they sealed the sepulchre,
In vain they watched His tomb
The Lord hath gained the thory.

And death is overcome.
54

4 Then weep no more at death’s dark
power,
Let no more tears be shed ;
For Christ, the vanquisher of death,
Is risen from the dead.

5 To Him, who battle did with death,
In pain and peril gore,—
To Him, who gained the victory,
Be praises evermore,
HYMNK OF IX, CENTURY.
TR. BY J. CHANDLER. 1837.

172 Though He uJ:;L mci_ﬂcd osyet He
liveth.—2 CoRr. xiii.

1 O CHRIST { our hope. our heart’s

Redemptlon s only spring!
Creator of the world art Thou,
Its Saviour and its King.

2 How vast the mercy and the love,
‘Which laid our sins on Thee,
And led Thee to a cruel death,
To set Thy people free!

8 But now the bonds of earth are
burst,
The ransom has been paid ;
And Thou art on Thy Father's
throne,
In glonoua robes armyed.

4 O may Thy mighty love prevail
Our sinful souls fo spare! -
O may we come before Thy throne,
And find acceptance there !

5 O Christ be Thou our present joy,
Our future great reward |
Our only glory may it be
To glory in the Lord !
HYMN OF IX. CENTURY,
TR. BY J. CHANDLER. 1837.
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THE ASCENSION OF CHRIST.

173 Thou haatmnded on high.
Psa. lxviii. 18,
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 awsay,
And spoiled our hellish foes.

8 See how the Conquerer mounts aloft,
And to His Father flies,
‘With scars of honour in His flesh,
And trinmph in His eyes !
4 Raise your devotion, mortal tongues,
To reach His blest abode;

Sweet be the accents of your songs
To our Incarnate God.

§ Bnght angels, strike your loudest
trings,
Your sweetest voices raise ;
Let heaven, and all created things,
Sound our Immanuel’s praise,

ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

174 The King ofL ggry shall come in.
Psa. xxiv. 7.

1 UR 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 !

8 Loose all your bars of massy light,
And wide unfold the radiant scene ;
He clmms those mansions as His

right
Receive the King of glory in!

4 Who is the King of glory, who?—
The Lord that all our foes o'ercame ;
The world, sin, death, and hell o’er-

oW,
And Jesus is the Congueror's name.

6 Lo ! His triumphal chariot waits,
And angels chant the solemn lay :—
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly

gates !
Ye everlastmg doors, give way !

6 Who is the King of glory, who ?—
The Lord, of boundless power possest ;
The King of saints, and angels too!
God over all, for ever blest !

CHARLES WESLEY. I74I.

175 He ever lweﬂ'l’to make intercession for
them.—HEB. vil. 26.
HAIL the day that sees Him rise
Glorious to His native skies !
Christ, awhile to mortals given,
Enters now the gates of heaven,

2 There the glorious {riumph waits :
Lift your heads, eternal gates!
Christ hath vanquished death and

sin
Take the King of glory in!

3 Highest heaven its Lord receives:
Yet He loves the earth He leaves ;
Though returning to His throne,
Still He calls mankind His own.

4 8till for us He intercedes;
His prevailing death He pleads; .
Near Himself prepares our place ;
Great Forerunner of our race.

5 What though parted from our sight,
Far above yon starry height;
May our warm affections rise,
Following Him beyond the skies.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1739
i 58
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17 6 148th, 5
A great high priest that is passed into
the heavens.—HEB. iv. 14.
1 THE atoning work is done,
The victim’s blood is shed,
And Jesus now is gone
His people’s cause to plead :
He standsin heaven their great High
Priest, [breast.
And bears their names upon His
2 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.
8 And though awhile He be
Hid from the eyes of men,
His people look to see
Their great High Priest again;
In brightest glory He will come,—
And take His waiting people home.
THOMAS KELLY. 1804.

177 Behold, I amvfiive Jor evermore,
Rev. i. 18,

1 SUS lives ! no longer now
Can thy terrors, Death, appal
Jesus lives ! and this we know, [us;
Thon, O Grave, canst not enthral us.
2  Jesus lives ! henceforth is death
But the gate of Life immortal ;
This shall calm our trembling
breath,
‘When we pass its gloomy portal,
8  Jesus lives! for us He died ;
Then, alone to Jesus living,
Pare in heart may we abide,
Glory to our Saviour giving.
4  Jesus lives ! our hearts know well,
Nought from us His love shall sever;
Life, nor death, nor powers of hell,
Tear us from His keeping ever.
6 Jesus lives! to Him the throne
Over all the world is given :
May we go where He is gone,
Rest and reign with Him in heaven.
CHRISTIAN F. GELLERT. 1757.

TR. BY F. E. COX. 1841.
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178 The man Chr'i,:t' Jesus.—1 T ii. B.
1 CH.RIST to heaven is gone before
In the body here He wore ;
He that as our Brother died,
Is our Brother glorified.

2 All the angels wondering own,
’Tis our nature on the throne;
‘“ How He loved them! Behold!”
Trembles on the harps of gold.

3 Fear not, ye of little faith,
For He hath abolished death ;
Death no longer now we die,
‘We but follow Christ on high.

4 And before each fainting one,
Dreading the dark way alone,
Now appear His footsteps bright,
Far diffusing holiest light.

5 As our Shepherd, He is there,
With the comfort of His care ;
Fear no evil, doubt no more,
Christ to heaven is gone before.

GEORGE RAWSON. 1857.

179 The er o) 17;5 resurrection,
MPBI{.. iii, 10.
1 TESUS, my Redeemer, lives;
Christ, my trust, is dead no more ;
In the strength this knowledge gives,
Shall not all my fears be o’er ?
Calm, though death’s long night be
fraught
8till with many an anxious thought.
2 Jesus, my Redeemer, lives,
And His life I yet shall see;
Bright the hope this promise gives,
‘Where He is I too shall be ;

Shall I fear then ? can the Head
Rise and leave the members dead ?

3 Close to Him my soul is bound,
In the bonds of hope enclasped ;
Faith’s strong hand this hold hath

found,
And the Rock hath firmly grasped ;
Death shall ne’er my soul remove.
From its refuge in Thy love.

ELECTRESS OF BRANDENBURGH. 1649«
TR. BY CATH. WINEWORTH. 1855




HIS LIFE ABOVE.

9.6.
180 Iam He that livlcf?a and was dead.
1 OH ! show me not my Saviour

Ason the cross He bled ;

Nor in the tomb a captive lymg,
For He has left the dead.

Then bid me not, that form extended,
For my Redeemer own,

‘Who, to the highest heavens as-
In glory fills the throne. [cended,

2 Weep not for Him at Calvary’s

‘Weep only for thy sins : [station;

View where Helay with exultation ;
*Tis there our hope begins.

Yet stay not there, thy sorrows

feeding,

Amid the scenes He trod ;

Look up, and see Him interceding
At the right hand of God.

3 8till in the shameful cross I glory,
His dear blood was spilt;
For there the Great Propitiatory
Abolished all my guilt. [tion,
Yet what, 'mid conflict and tempta-
Shall strength and succour give ?
He lives, the Captain of Salvation;
Therefore His servants live.
4 By death, He death’s dark king
defeated,
And overcame the grave ;
Rising, the triumph He completed ;
He lives, He reigns to save.
Heavl?il‘s happy myriads bow before

m ;
He comes, the Judge of men ;
These eyes shall see Him and adore
Lord Jesus! own me then. [Him;

JOSIAH CONDER. 1836.

181 . zora “I;'xg;w them, as in Sinali,
in the holy place.—Psa. Ixviii. 17,
1 ORD, when Thou didst ascend
on hlgh
Ten thousand angels filled the sky ;
Those heavenly guards around Thce

lee ohanots that attend Thy state.

2 Not Sinai's mountain could appear

More glorious when the Lord was
there ;

While He pronounced His dreadful

law,
And struck the chosen tribes with
awe,

3 How bright. the triumph none can

tell,
‘When the rebellious powers of hell,
That countless souls had captive

made,
‘Were all in chains, like captives led.

4 Raised by His Father to the throne,
He sent the promised Spirit down,
With gifts and grace for rebel men,
That God might dwell on earth again.

ISAAC WATTB. 1719.

182 God is 1?"3;:"‘{ :uh a shout,
8A. X1v1] o

1 O FOR a shont of sacred joy
To God, the Sovereign King!
Let every land its tongues employ,
And hymns of triumph sing.

2 Jesus our God ascends on high ;
His heavenly guards around
Attend Him rising through the sky,
With trumpets’ joyful sound.

8 While angels shout and praise their

King,
Let mortals learn their strains;
Let all the earth His honours sing;
Q’er all the earth He reigns.

4 Rehearse His praise with awe
profound,
Let knowledge lead the song :
Nor mock Him with a solemn sound
Upon a thoughtless tongue.

5 In Israel stood His ancient throne,—
He loved that chosen race ;
But now He calls the world His own,
And heathens taste His grace.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.
57




THE SECOND COMING OF CHRIST.

THE SECOND COMING OF CHRIST.

183 The Lord Jc?tizm;hau be revealed from
heaven.—2 THESS. 1.7.
1 INMHE Lord shall come! the earth
shall quake ;

The mountains to their centre shake;

And, withering from the vault of
night,

The stars shall pale their feeble
light.

2 The Lord shall come! but not the

same
As once in lowlincss He came ;
A silent Lamb before His foes,
A weary man, and full of woes.

3 The Lord shall come! a dreadful
form,
‘With mmbow wreath and robes of
storm ;
On cherub wings, and wings of wind,
Appointed Judge of all mankind.

4 Can this be He, once wont to stray
A pilgrim on the world’s highway ;
Opprest_by power, and mocked by

pride,
The Nazarene,—the Crucified ?

& While sinners in despair shall call,
“ Rocks hide us; mountains on us
fall ! ”
The saints, ascending from the tomb,
Shall joyful sing, *The Lord is
come "
REGINALD HEBER. 1811,

184 Behold, Ill{c&cva':il;e;h with clowds !
EV. i. 7.

1 Q! He comes, with -clouds
descending,

Once for favoured sinners slain !
Thousand thousand saints attending
Swell the trimmph of His train :

Hallelujah !
Jesus now shall ever reign.

2 Every eye shall now behold Him
Robed in dreadful majesty ;
Those who set at nought and sold

Plemed and nailed Him to the tree,
Deeply wailing,
Shall the gteat Messiah see.

3 When thesolemn trump hassounded,
Heaven and earth shall flee away ;
All who hate Him must, confounded,
Hear the tramp proclaim the day:
Come to judgment !
Come to judgment! come away!

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 Answer Thine own bride and Spirit;
Hasten, Lord, the general doom ;
The new heaven and earth to inherit,
Take Thy pining exiles home :
All creation
Travails, groans, and bids Thee
come,

6 Yea, amen! let all adore Thee,
High on Thine exalted throne !
Saviour, take the power and glory :
Claim the kingdom for Thine own |
O come quickly,
Hallelujah, come, Lord, come!
JOHN CENNICK. 1749.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1758.

185 Iwill co?-nz'%,&?is.l:)om xiv. 8.

1 THE Lord of might, from Sinai’s
brow,
Gave forth His voice of thunder;
And Israel lay on earth below
Outstretched in fear and wonder !
Beneath His feet was blackest night,
And at His left hand and His right
The rocks were rent asunder.




THE SECOND COMING OF CHRIST.

2 The Lord of love, on Calvary,
A meek and suffering stranger,
Upraised to heaven His languid eye
In nature’s hour of danger:
For us He bore the weight of woe,
For us He gave His blood to flow,
And met His Father’s anger.

8 The Lord of love, the Lord of might,
The King of all created,
Shall back return to claim His right,
On clouds of glory seated ;
With trumpet sound and angel song,
And hallelujahs loud and long,
O’er death and hell defeated.

REGINALD HEBER. 1827.

8.M.
186 What I say unto you I say unto all,
Watch,—MARX xiii. 87.

1 YE servants of the Lord,

Each in his office wait,
Observant of His heavenly word,

And watchful at His gate.

2 Let all your lamps be bright,
And trim the golden flame ;
Gird up your loins, as in His sight,
For awful is His name.

8 Wateh, ’tis your Lord’s command,

And, while we speak, He'’s near ;

Mark the first signal of His hand,
And ready all appear.

4 O happy servant he,
In such a posture found ;
He shall his Lord with rapture see,
And be with honour crowned.

5 Christ shall the banquet spread
With His own royal hand ;
And raise that favoured servant’s
head
Amidst the angelic band.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

1 87 1 8.7.8,7.88.7.
mw the dead, small and great, stand
fore God.—REV, xx. 13
1 REAT 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 gounding;
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.

3 Great Judge! to Thee our prayers
we pour,
In deep abasement bending ;
O shield us through that last dread
hour,
Thy wondrous love extending :
May we, in this our trial day,
With wakefal hearts Thy word obey,
And thus prepare to meet Thee.

BARTHOLOMEW RINGWALDT. 1581,
AND W. B, COLLYER. 1813.

188 The, fmmﬁrn tgiﬁc are passed away.

1 LO ! what a glonons sight appears
To our believing eyes |
The earth and sea are passed away,
And the old rolling skles.

2 From the high heaven where God
That holy, happy place, [resides,
The new Jerusalem comes down,
Adorned with shining grace.

3 The God of glory down to men
Removes His blest abode ;
Men, the dear objects of His grace,
And He the loving God.
. 59




THE SECOND COMING OF CHRIST:

4 Hisownkind handshallwipethetears
From every weeping eye; [fears,
And pains, and groans, and griefs, and
And death itself shall die,
ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

L.M.
189 The Lord Jesus shall be revealed from
heaven.—2 THESsS, i. T,

1 THAT day of wrath, that dreadful
da;

Yy
When heaven and earth shall pass
away,— [stay ?
What power ehsll be the sinner’s
How shall he meet that dreadful day ?
2 When, shrivelling like a parched
soroll,
The flaming heavens together roll ;
‘When louder yet, and yet more dread,
Swells the high trump that wakes
the dead :—

8 Oh! on that day, that awful day,
When man to judgment wakes from
clay,
Be Thou, O Christ, the sinner's stay,
‘When heaven and earth shall pass
away.

BIR WALTER BOOTT. 1805,

190 The glorious aI,;}»lfdﬁnp of the great God
and our Saviour.—Trrus ii, 13,
1 N OW to the Lord, that makes us
know
The wonders of His dying love,
Be humble honours paid below,
And strains of nobler praise above,

2 ’Twas_ He that cleansed our foulest

sins,
And washed usin His richest blood :
'Tis He that makes us priests and

kings,
And brings us rebels near to God.

8 To Jesus, our atoning Priest,
To Jesus, our immortal King,
Be everlasting power confest,
And every tongue His glory sing.
60 .

4 Behold ! on flying clouds He comeg,
And every eye shall see Him move :
Though with our sins we pierced

Him once,
Then Hedisplays His pardoninglove.

& The unbelieving world shall wail,
‘While we rejoice to see the day;
Come, Lord ; nor let Thy promise fail,
Nor let Thy chariot long delay.

ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

191 For God chasl-ln:;-iw every work i;llu
Judgment.—Ecc. xii. 14.
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,
When earth and heaven before His

face,
Astonished, shrink away ?
3  Baut, ere that trumpet shakes
The mansions of the dead,
Hark! from the gospel's gracious
voice .
‘What welcome tidings spread.
4 Yo sinners, seek His grace,
‘Whose wrath ye cannot bear;
Fly to the shelter of His cross,
And find salvation there.

6 8o shall that curse remove
By which the Saviour bled,
And the last awfal day shall pour
His blessings on your head.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE, 1755.

8.8.6.
192 He cometh to judge the earth.
Psa. xevi. 18.

1 ‘ ‘ JHEN Thou, my righteous
Judge, shalt come
To fetch Thy ransomed people home,
Shall I among them stand ?
8hall such a worthless worm as I,
‘Who sometimes am afraid to die,
Be found at Thy right hand ?




JUDGMENT,

2 I love to meet among them now, 3

Before Thy gracious feet to bow,
Though vilest of them all :

Buat, can I bear the piercing thought !
‘What, if my name should be left out,
‘When Thou for them shalt call ?
8 Prevent—prevent it by Thy grace; 4
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.

4 Let me among Thy saints be found,
‘Whene'er the archangel’s trump shall

sound,
To see Thy smiling face;
Then loudest of the crowd I'll sing,
‘While heaven’s resounding mansions

ring,
With shouts of sovereign grace.
COUNTESS OF HUNTINGDON. 177%.

5

193 Waltch, fm;fh%wmtwm houryour
Lord doth come.—MATT, xxiv, 42,

virgin souls, arise,

‘With all the dead awake ;

Unto salvation wise,

Oil in your vessels take:
Upstarting at the midnight cry,
Behold tfour heavenly Bridegroom

nigh,

He comes, He comes, to call

The nations to His bar,

And take to glory all

‘Who meet for glory are :
Make ready for your free reward ;

1

Ye pure in heart, obtain the grace
To see, without a veil, His face,

Jesus shall claim you for His bride;

194 Let us

1

Go, meet Him in the sky,—
Your everlasting Friend ;
Your Head to glorify,

With all His saints ascend ;

Ye, that have here received
The unction lvm above,
And in His spirit lived,
And thirsted for His love ;

Rejoice with all the sanctified.

The everlasting doors
Shall soon the saints receive,
Above those angel-powers

In glorious joy to live ;
Far from a world of grief and sin,
With God eternally shut in.

CHARLES WESLEY. I744.

zher:jﬁf&m boldly unto the
throne of grace.—HEgB. iv. 16,
LORD of mercy and of might,
Of mankind the life and light,
Maker, Teacher, Infinite,
Jesus, hear and save !

2 Great Creator, Saviour mild,

Humbled to a mortal child,

Captive, broken, bound, reviled,
Jesus, hear and save!

3 Throned above celestial things,

Borne aloft on angels’ wings,

Lord of lords, and King of kings,
Jesus, hear and save !

4 Soon to come to earth again,
Judge of angels and of men,
Hear us now, and hear us then;

Jesus, hear and save !
BEGINALD HEBER. 181s.

Go forth with joy to meet your Lord
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THE DOMINION OF CHRIST.,

195 m-hallﬁ%‘mfl'hu « « o throughout
all generations,—PsaA, Ixxii. 5.
1 REAT God, whose universal
sWay
The known and unknown worlds

obey, .
Now give the kingdom to Thy Son ;
Extend His power, exalt His throne.

2 Thy sceptre well becomes His hands:
All heaven submits to His commands:
His worship and His fear shall last
Till hours, and years, and time be

past.

8 As rain on meadows newly mown,
So shall He send His influence down :
His grace on fainting souls distils,
Like heavenly dew on thirsty hills.

4 The heathen lands, that lie beneath
The shades of overspreading death,
Revive at His first (ﬁwmng light,
And deserts blossom at the sight.

5 The saints shall flourish in His days,
Drest in the robes of joy and praise;
Peace, like a river, from His throne,
Shall flow to nations yet unknown.

IBAAC WATTS. 1710

196 ot my ki 1
T of iomtpas. il G, ™ MM
WHAT though the people rage,
And kings, with counsels
vain,
Against the Omnipotent engage,
And spurn Messiah'’s reign ;
2  The anointed Son shall still
As monarch be enthroned,
‘With regal pomp on Zion’s hill—
Zion long loved and owned.
3  All empires shall be claimed
As His from sea to sea ;
For Him this beauteous world was
framed,
And His the world shall be.
62

4  Those who resist His sway
His anger shall devour;
And broken, like the potter’s clay,
Shall be their pride and power.

5 XKings! rulers! men! be wise;
The day of grace is now;
Ere yet His kindling wrath arise
Low at His footstool bow. !
CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT. 1836.

197 He shall vL 3 a
toh:ac—%zl:. l‘::xi.almm %
1 T ESUS shall reign where'er the sun
Doth his successive journeys run;
His kingdom stretch from shore to
shore,
Till moons shall wax and wane no
more.

2 For Him shall endless prayer be
made,

And praises throng to crown His
ead

head ;
His name, like sweet perfume, shall
rise
‘With every morning sacrifice.
8 People and realms of every tongue
Dwell on His love with sweetest song;

And infant voices shall proclaim
Their early blessings on His name.

4 Blessings abound where'er He reigns;
The prisoner leaps to lose his chains;
The weary find eternal rest ;

And all the sons of want are blest.

5 Where He displays His healing
power,
Death and the curse are known no
more ;
In Him the tribes of Adam boast
More blessings than their father lost.

6 Let every creature rise, and bring
Peculiar honours to our King;
Angels descend with songs again,
And earth repeat the loud Amen.

ISAAC WATTS. I7I1Q.




THE DOMINION OF CHRIST.

L.M.
198 I have the keys of hell and death.
Rev. 1. 18.
1 ATL to the Prince of life and

peace,

Who holds the keys of death and
hell!

The spacious world unseen is His,

And solvlereign power becomes Him
well.

2 In shame and sorrow once He died ;
But now He lives for evermore ;
Bow down, ye saints,around His seat,
And all ye angel-bands adore.

3 8o live for ever, glorious Lord ;
Subdue Thy foes and guard Thy
friends;
‘While all Thy chosen tribes rejoice,
That Thy dominion never ends.

4 Worthy Thy hands to hold the keys,
Guided by wisdom, and by love;
‘Worthy to rule o’er mortal life,
O’er worlds below, and worlds above.

& For ever reign, victorious King!
‘Wide through the earth Thy name
be known ;
And call my longing soul to sing
Sublimest anthems near Thy throne.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. I755.

199 148th.
Rule Thou in the midst of Thine
enemies.—PsA. cx. 2.
1 LL hail, Incarnate God !
The wondrous things foretold
Of Thes, in sacred writ,
‘With joy our eyes behold ;
Still does Thine arm new trophies
wear,
And monuments of glory rear.’

To Thee the hoary head
Its silver honours pays;
To Thee the blooming youth
Devotes his brightest days:
And every age their tribate bring,
And bow to Thes, all-conquering
King.

2

3 O haste, victorious Prince!
That happy, glorious day,
‘When souls, like drops of dew,
Shall own Thy gentle sway :
O may it bless our longing eyes,
And sll:ful our shouts beyond the
es

All hail, triumphant Lord !
Eternal be Thy reign:
Behold the nations sue
To wear Thy gentle chain ;
‘When earth and time are known no

4

more,
Thy throne shall stand for ever sure.
ELIZABETH 8COTT. 1764.

C.M.
200 King of lﬁ:g:, :izfil%.ord of lords.

1 LL hail the power of Jesus’
name!
Let angels prostrate fall :
Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown Him Lord of all,

2 Crown Him, ye martyrs of our God,
‘Who from His altar call;
Extol the stem of Jesse’s rod,
And erown Him Lord of all.

3 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race,
A remnant weak and small,
Hail Himwho saves you by His grace,
And orown Him Lord of all.

4 Ye Gentile sinners, ne’er forget
The wormwood and the gall;
Go, spread your trophies at His feet,
And crown Him Lord of all.

5 Let every kindred, every tribe,
On this terrestrial ball,
To Him all majesty ascribe,
And crown Him Lord of all.

6 O that with yonder sacred throng,
‘We at His feet may fall,
Join in the everlasting song,
And crown Him Lord of all!

EDWARD PERRONET. 1780
s
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201 His name nl'a,;z..:i endure for ever,
. Psa. Ixxii. 17,
1 AIL to the Lord’s Anointed ;
Great David’s greater Son!
Hail, in the time appointed.
His reign on earth begun!
He comes to break oppression,
To set the captive free,
To take away trangression,
Ard rule in equity.

2 He shall come down like showers

Upon the fruitful earth ;

Love, joy, and hope, like flowers,
Spring in His path to birth :

Before Him, on the mountains,
Shall peace, the herald, go;

And righteousness, in fountains,
From hill to valley flow.

8 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.

4 Kings ghall fall down before Him,
And gold and incense bring ;
All nations shall adore Him,
His praise all people sing :
For He ghall have dominion
O’er river, sea, and shore,
Far as the eagle's pinion,
Or dove's light wing can soar.

6 For Him shall prayer unceasing

And daily vows asocend ;

His kingdom still inoreasing,—
A kingdom without end.

The mountain dews sghall nourish
A seed in weakness sown,

‘Whosefruit shall spread and flourish,
And shake like Lebanon,

6 O’er every foe victorious,
He on His throne shall rest ;
From age to age more glorious,
All blessing and all blest.
64

The tide of time shall never
His covenant remove ;

His name shall stand for ever;
That name to us, is—Love.

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1822

8.6.8.6.8.8.
hau tlwy Zurn war any more.

202 Neither
1 HROUGH centuries of sin and
woe
Hath streamed the crimson flood,
‘While man, in concert with the foe,
Hath shed his brother’s blood :
Now lift Thy bauner, Prince of Peace,
And let the cruel war-cry cease.

2 In vain, mid clamours loud and rude,
Thy servants seek repose ;
See, day by day, the strife renewed,
And brethren turned to foes:
Then lift Thy banner, Prince of
Peace, [cease.
Make wrongs among Thy subjects

3 Still to the heavens the weak will
Theirloud unanswered ery ; [pour
Still wealth doth heapitssecret store;
And want forgotten lie;
Lift high Thy banner, Prince of

Peace,
Let hatred die, and love increase.

4 Thy gospel, Lord, is grace and love ;
O send it all abroad,
Till every heart submissive prove,
And bless the reigning God.
Come, lift Thy banner, Prince of
Peace,
And give the weary world release.
' J. HAMPDEN GURNEY. 185I.

203 :. ren
t the children of Zion be jauful in
heir King.—PsA. oxlix. 2
1 EJOICEI the Lord is ngl
Your God and King adore ;
Mortals, give thanks and sing,
And triumph evermore :
Lift up the heart, lift up the voice:
Rejoice aloud, ye saints rejoice.
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2 Rejoice! the Saviour reigns,—
The God of truth and love ;
‘When He had purged our stains
He took His seat above :

Lift up the heart, lift up the voice:
Rejoice aloud, ye saints, rejoice.
8 His kingdom cannot fail :
He rules o’er earth and heaven ;
The keys of death and hell
Are to our Saviour given :
Lift up the heart, lift up the voice :
Rejoice aloud, ye saints, rejoice.
4 He all His foes shall quell,
Shall all our sins destroy ;
And every bosom swell
‘With pure seraphic joy :
Lift up heart, lift up the voice :
Rejoice aloud, ye saints, rejoice.
5 Rejoice in glorious hope!
Jesus the Judge shall come,
And take His servants up
To their eternal home :
‘We soon shall hear the archangel’s
voice ; [Rejoice !
The trump of God sghall sound,

CHARLES WESLEY. 1746.

204 5. ..umi.‘?%;m of the earth for
thy posscssion.—Psa. ii, 8.
1 EJOICE, the Saviour reigns
Among the sons of men ;
He breaks the prisoners’ chains,
And makes them free again :
Let hell oppose God’s only Son,
In spite of foes His cause goes on.
2 The baffled prince of hell
In vain new projects tries,
Truth’s empire to repel
By cruelty and lies :
The infernal gates shall ragein vain,
Conquest awaits the Lamb once

8 He died, but soon arose
Triumphant o’er the grave ;
And now Himself He shows
Omnipotent to save:

Let rebels kiss the victor’s feet,
Eternal blisg His subjects meet.

4  All power is in His hand,
His people to defend ;
To His most high command
Shall millions more attend :
All heaven with smiles approves Hig
cause;
And distant isles receive His laws.

JOHN RYLAKD. 1792.

205 In Thy s ’8'7.4.

v L4 % L4 27 ¢ A
8A. xlv. 4,
1 ET us sing the King Messiah—
King of righteousness and peace ;
Hail Him, all His happy subjects,
Never let His praises cease :
Ever hail Him,
Never let His praises cease,

2 How transcendent are Thy glories,
Fairer than the sons of men ;
‘While Thy blessed mediation
Brings us back to God again :
Blest Redeemer,
How we triumph in Thy reign!

8 Gird Thy sword on, mighty Hero !
Make the word of truth Thy car;
Prosper in Thy course majestic ;
All success attend Thy war |
Gracious Victor,
Let mankind before Thee bow !

4 Majesty, combined with meekness,
Righteousness and peace unite
To insure Thy blessed conquest ;
On, great Prince, agsert Thy right !
Ride triumphant,
All around the conquered globe !

5 Blest are all that touch Thy sceptre 3
Blest are all that own Thy reign ;
Freed from sin, that worst of tyrants,
Rescued from its galling chain :
Saints and angels,
All who know Thee bless Thy reign.

JOHN RYLAKD. 1793
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206 Render to go'zlf&r the things that are
Ceasar's, and to God the things that are
God's.—MAEK xii. 17.

1 ETEBNAL Sovereign of the sky,

And Lord of all below, .
‘We mortals, to Thy majesty,
Our first obedience owe.

2 Let Cmsar’s due be ever paid
To Ceesar and his throne; [made
But consciences and souls were
To be the I.ord’s alone.

IS8AAC WATTS. 1709.

207 mthrm,oaod,icformrand
ever.—PsA. x
I’LL speak the honours of my King,
His form divinely fair ;
None of the sons of mortal race
May with the Lord compare.

2 Sweet is Thy speech, and heavenly
Upon Thy lips is shed ; [grace
Thy God, with blessings mﬁnite,
Hath crowned Thy sacred head.

8 Gird on Thy sword, victorious
Ride with majestic sway ; [Prince!
Thy terror shall strike through Thy
And make the world obey. [foes,

4 Thy throne, O God, for ever stands;
Thy word of grace shall prove
A peaceful sceptre in Thy hands,
To rule Thy saints by love.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719,

208 The Lord rgig;eth.—m. xoix. 1.
1 HE God Jehovah reigns,
Let all the nations fear;
Let sinners tremble at His throne,
And saints be humble there.

2  Jesus the Saviour reigns,
Let earth adore its Lord :
Bright angels His attendants stand,
Swift to fulfil His word.
8 In Zion is His throne,
His honours are divine; [known,
His church shall make His wonders
For there His glories shine,
68

4 How holy is His name!
How terrible His praise !
Justice, and truth, and judgment join
In all His works of grace.
IBAAC WATTS, I719.

209 He cMuB;oé:x{o{&m and ever.

1 HABK! the song of jubilee,
Loud as mighty thunders roar;

Or the fulness of the sea,

‘When it breaks upon the shore ;
Hallelujah ! for the Lord

God Omnipotent shall reign ;
Hallelujah | let the word

Echo round the earth and main,

2 Hallelujah! hark, the sound,
From the centre to the skies,
‘Wakes above, beneath, around,

All creation’s harmonies.

See Jehovah’s banner furled ;

Sheathed His sword : He speaks,—
= Jtis done |

And the kingdoms of this world

Are the kingdoms of His Son.

8 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.

' JAMRS MONTGOMERY. 1819.

210 8.7.8.7.7.7.
Thers was given H‘u doninhm and
glory.—Da. vii
1 HABK, ten thousa.nd harps and
voices
Sound the note of praige above !
Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices ;
Jesus reigns, the God of love :
See, He fills yon azure throne !
Jesus rules the world alone,




THE DOMINION OF CHRIST.

2 King of glory, reign for ever!
Thine an everlasting crown :
Nothing from Thy love shall sever
Those whom Thou hast made
Thine own :
Happy objects of Thy grace,
Destined to behold Thy face.

8 Saviour, hasten Thine appearing;
Bring, O bring the glorious da.yl
‘When, the awful summons hearing,
Heaven and earth shall pass away;
Then with golden harps we'll sing,
“Glory, glory to our King!”
THOMAS KELLY. 1804.

211 we suffer, 35. shall also r with
¥ mu'.ﬂ.—-i Toa. ii. 18. O‘ﬂ
1 HE head that once was crowned
with thorns,
Is crowned with glory now:
A royal diadem adorns
The mighty Victor’s brow.

2 The highest place that heaven affords
Is His by sovereign right :

The King of kings, and Lord of lords,
He relgns in perfect light.

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 ever name,
Their joy, the joy of heaven.

6 They suffer with their Lord below ;
They reign with Him above;
Their profit and their bliss to know
The fulness of His love.

6 His cross to them is life and health,
Though it was death to Him ;
Their present hope, and joy, and
wealth,
And their eternal theme.

THOMAS EELLY. 1820,

812 s sty S g a0
1 BEHOLD the mountain of the

In latter days shall rise
On mountain tops, above the hills,
And draw the wondering eyes.

2 To this the joyful nations round,
All tribes and tongues, shall ﬂow-
« Up to the hill of God,” they’ll say,

“ And to His house we'll go.”

3 The beam that shines from Zion’s
Shall lighten every land ;
The ng who reigns in Salem’s

Shsll a.ll the world command.

4 Among the nations He shall judge,—
His judgments truth shall guide ;
His soeptre shall protect the just,
And quell the sinner’s pride.
5 No strife shall rage, nor hostile feuds
Disturb those peaceful years ;
To ploughshares men shall beat their
swords,
To pruning-hooks their spears.

6 No longer hosts, encountering hosts,
Shall crowds of slain deplore ;
They hang the trumpet in the hall,
And study war no more.
7 Come, then—O come from every land
To worship at His shrine ;
And, walking in the light of God,
‘With holy beauty shine,

MICHARL BRUCE. 1768,

213 He must '0‘5".:1;1 Comr. xv. 25

1 LORD our God, arise,
The cause of truth maintain;
And, wide o’er all the peopled world,
Extend its blessed reign.

2 ghm; PnTnhce of life arise,
or let Thy glory cease; [grace
Far spread the conquests of Thy,
And bless the earth with peace.
67




THE DOMINION OF CHRIST.

8 Thou Holy Ghost arise,
Expand Thy quickening wing ;
And o’er a dark and ruined world
Let light and order spring.

4  All on the earth, arise,
To God the Saviour sing ;
From shore to shore, from earth to
heaven,
Let echoing anthems ring,
RALPH WARDLAW. 1817.

214 7.8,
All flesh shall see the salvation of God.
sus Luxe iii. 6. s

1 ROM Greenland’s icy mountains,
From India’s coral strand,

‘Where Afric’s sunny fountains

Roll down their golden sand ;
From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,
They call us to deliver

Their land from error’s c¢hain.

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 strewn ;—

The heathen, in his blindness,
Bows down to wood and stone.

8 Shall we, whose souls are lighted

‘With wisdom from on high—
Shall we to men benighted

The lamp of life deny ?
Salvation! O salvation!

The joyful sound proclaim,
Till each remotest nation

Has learnt Messiah’s name!

4 Waft, waft, ye winds His story;
And you, ye waters, roll,
Till, like & sea of glory,
It spreads from pole to pole :
Till, o’er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb for sinner’s slain,
Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns te reign.
REGINALD HEBER. 1819.
68

215 AU mﬁmrzﬁua.u serve Him.
Psa. Ixxii, 11,

1 IALL down, ye nations, and adore
Jehovah on the mercy-seat;
Like prostrate seas on every shore,
That cast their billows at your feet.

2 Come from the East,—with gifts, ye
’ kings, myrrh:
With gold, and frankincense, and
Where'er the morning spreads her

wings,
Let man to God his vows prefer.
8 Come from the West,—the bond, the
free,

His easy' service make your choice:
Ye isles of the Pacific sea—
Ye thousand isles—in God rejoice.

4 Come from the South,—through
desert-sands
A highway for the Lord prepare :
Let Ethiopia stretch her hands,
And Lybia pour her soul in prayer.

5 Come from the North,—let Europe
raise
In all her languages one song :
Give God the glory, power, and
praise, .
That to His holy name belong.
6 For He hath bowed the heavens
above, [flowed :
And at His feet the mountains
He came; but not in wrath,—in love,
To make with men His pure abode.

7 With smiles, O earth! thy Maker
meet ;
Nations, before your Saviour fall :
Redemption is in Him complete :
The Gospel now is preached to all.
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1825,

216 Declare His 5;3#‘; among the heathen,
Psa. xcvi. 8,

1 QING to the Lord, ye distantlands,
Ye tribes of every tongue ;
His new-discovered grace demands
A new and nobler song.




THE DOMINION OF CHRIST.

2 Bay to the nations, Jesus reigns,
God’s own Almighty Son ;
His power thesinking world sustains,
And grace surrounds His throne.

8 Let heaven proclaim the joyful day;
Joy through the earth be seen ;
Let cities shine in bright array,
And fields in cheerful green.
4 Let an unusual joy surprise
The islands of the sea;
Ye mountains, sink ; ye valleys, rise ;
Prepare the Lord His way!

5 Behold, He comes ! He comes to bless
The nations as their God ;
To show the world His righteousness,
And send His truth abroad.

ISAAC WATTS, 1710

8.
217 The forces ojvt%a Gentiles shall come
unto Thee.—IsA. Ix. b.
1 THOU everlasting Father,
Give the Kingdom to Thy Son:
He has died that He might gather
All God’s children into one :
For the travail
Of His soul, let this be done.

2 Then the North, in darkness
shrouded,
Jacob’s rising star shall bless !
And the Eastern morn, unclouded,
Bring the Sun of Righteousness,
Cheering, healing
Souls in danger and distress.

8 Then her swarthy sons and daughters
Afric to the Cross shall bring ;
And the angel of the waters
Hear the Coral Islands sing
Hallelujah |
Till the whole Pacific ring.

4 Yea, it must be: Thou hast spoken,
And Thy covenant shall last :
Though the arch of heaven were
broken,
And the earth’s foundations cast
Down to ruin;
Yet Thy word, O God, stands fast.

5 On Thy holy hill of Zion,

Hast Thou not ordained His seat ?
Now, as Judah’s comﬁumng Lion,
Lay all foes beneath His feet,

Till His armies
In eternal trinmph meet.

JAMES MONTGOMERY,

218 . nations SM' shall glorify Thy
name.—Psa, Ixxxvi. 9.
1 HY name, Almighty Lord !
Shall sound through distant
lands : [word,
Great is Thy grace, and sure Thy
Thy truth for ever stands.
2  Far be Thine honour spread,
And long Thy praise endare,
Till morning light and evening shade
Shall be exchanged no more.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719

1842.

Cc.M.
219 The gospel must first be publhhed
among all nations.—MARK xiii

1 GBEAT God, the nations of the
earth

Are by creation Thine :
And in Thy works, from nature’s
Thy power and glory shine. [birth,
2 Bat, Lord, Thy greater love hath sent
Thy gospel to our race, .
Unveiling Thy divine intent
Of rich, redeeming grace.
8 Soon may these gracious tidings roll
The spacious earth around,
Till every tribe, and every soul,
Shall hear the joyful sound.
4 When shall the scattered wanderers
meet,
That now in darkness rove, [feet,
And, gathered round Immanuel’s
Sing of His saving love ?
5 O Lord, each faithful effort own
To spread the gospel’s rays :
And rear, on sin's demolished throne,
The temples of Thy praise.
THOMAS GIBBONS, 1769




CHARACTERS AND TITLES OF CHRIST :

L.M.

220

Awake, awake, put on sir
arm of the Lord.—IsA. li.

1 RM of the Lord, awake | awake !
Put on Thy strength, the
nations shake ;
And let the world, adoring, see
Triumphs of mercy wrought by Thee.

h, O

2 O gend ten thousand heralds forth,
From east to west, from south to

north,
To blow the trump of jubilee,
And peace im from sea to sea !

8 Thus may the gospel’s joyful sound
Reach tothe earth’s remotest bound ;
Until Messiah's kingdom come,
And the elect be gathered home.

WILLIAM SBHRUBSOLE, SENR. 1795.

CHARACTERS AND TITLES OF CHRIST.

221 The ﬂnt-bmnvﬁ:{;vm creature.
Cown. i. 15.

1 0, 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.

8 Is He a Rose? Not Sharon yields
Such fragrancy in all her flelds;
Or, if the Lily He assume,

The valleys bless the rich perfume.

4 Is he a Vine? His heavenly root
Supplies the boughs with life and
O let a lasting union join  [fruit;
My soul to Christ, the living Vine !

b5 Is Hothe Head ? Each member lives,
And owns the vital power He gives;
The saints below, and saints above,
‘Partake His Spirit and His love.

6 Is He a Rock? How firm He proves!
The Rock of Ages never moves:
‘Whilst the sweet streams, that from

Him flow,
Attend us all the desert through.

7 Is He a Way? He leads to God,
The path is drawn in lines of blood
There would I walk with hope and
Till I arrive at Zion’s hill.  [zeal,

70 .

8 Is He a Door? I'll enterin;
Behold the pastures large and green,
A paradise divinely fair; [there.
None but the sheep have freedom
9 Is He a Star? He breaks the night,
Piercing the shades with dawning
I know Hxs glories from afar ; (light :
Iknow the bright, the moming Star,
10 Is He a Sun? His beams are grace,
His courseis joy and righteousness ;
Nations rejoice when He ap
To chase their clouds, and dry their
tears.

11 O! let me climb those higher skies,
Wherp storms and darkness never

rise :
There He displays His powerabroad,
And ahi&les and reigns the Incarnate
0

12 Nor earth, nor seas, nor sun, nor

stars [bears ;
Nor hea.ven, His full resemblanoe
His beauties we can never trace,
Till we behold Him face to face.

ISAAC WATTS, $709.

222 148th,
He that glorieth, let lum glory in
the Lord.—2 Con. 7.
1 OIN all the glonous names
J Of wisdom, love, and power,
That ever mortals knew,
That angels ever bore ;
All are too mean to His worth,
Too mean to set my Saviour forth.




THE NAME OF JESUS.

2 But O! what gentle terms,
‘What condescending ways,
Doth our Redeemer use
To teach His heavenly grace!
Mine eyes with joy and wonder see
‘What forms of love He bears for me.

8  Great Prophet of my God,
My tongue would bless Thy name :
By Thee the joyful news
Of dur salvation came;
The joyful news of sins forgiven,
Of hell subdued, and peace with
heaven.

4 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!
Thy sceptre and Thy sword,
Thy reigning grace I sing :
Thine is the power, behold I sit
In willing bonds beneath Thy feet,

6 Now let my soul arise,

And tread the tempter down ;

My Oaptain leads me forth

To conquest and & crown ;
A feeble saint shall win the day,
Though death and hell obstruct the

way.
ISAAC WATTS, 1709

223 Thouw ohauc;:fl'l His name Jesus.
Marr. i. 21.

1 OW sweet the name of Jesus
sounds,
In a believer’s ear!
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.

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

4 Jesus! my Shepherd, Brother,
iend,
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!

JOHN NEWTON. 1779.

C.
224 Unto you tke;‘:‘fore which believe He
{s precious.—1 PerT, ii. 7.
1 SUS, I love Thy charming
'Tis music to my ear; [name,
Fain would I sound it out 8o loud,
That earth and heaven should 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 mine eyes islight so dear,
Nor friendship half so sweet.

4 Thy gracestill dwells upon my heart,
And sheds its fragrance there ;
The noblest balm of all its wounds,
The cordial of its care.

5 I'll speak the hoyours of Thy name
With my last labouring breath :
Then, speechless, clasp Thee in
The antidote of death. [minearms,
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755
1




CHARACTERS AND

TITLES OF CHRIST:

8.7.8.7.8.8.
Thou shalt call His name Jesus.
Marr. i 21
JESUS, sweetest, holiest name
To God’s dear children given ;
A solace in their weariness,
A foretaste of their heaven :
To every mourning, anxious breast,
It whispers everlasting rest,

225

1

2 No name has sach a power as this
To heal the broken-hearted,
And point the soul to realms of bliss,
O’er earthly hopes departed :
To fill us with adoring love,
To fit us for the joys above.

3 No name like this can soothe our
‘When sin or Satan rages; [fears,
The fount of life through endless
years,
‘Which human grief assnages :
A fountain ever full and free,
‘Which flowed and flows from
Calvary.

4 No name like this can raise the weak,
By guilt and woe dejected ;
Or turn the prodigals to seek
Their Father, long neglected :
It bids their dark misgivings cease,
And points them to a home of peace.

5 Jesus! I love Thy charming name,
All other names transcending ;
My only, all-sufficient claim,
To glory never ending :
My passport to those realms above,
Where all extol Thy boundless love.
JOHN GRAHAM. 1858.

226 Jesus Chrictcu]:%o gave Himself for
our sins. 2 GaL. 1. 8, 4.
JESUS the name to sinners dear,
The name to sinners given ;
It scatters all their guilty fear,
It turns their hell to heaven.

2 Jesus the prisoners’ fetters breaks,
Bruises the serpent’s head ;
Power into strengthless souls He
And life into the dead. [speaks,
72

3 O that the world might taste and ses
The riches of His grace!
The arms of love, that compass me,
Would all mankind embrace.

4 His only righteousness I show,
His saving truth proclaim :
'Tis all my business here below
To cry, * Behold the Lamb!”

5 Happy, if with my latest breath
I may but gasp His name ;
Preach Him to all, and ery in death,
‘“ Behold, behold the Lamb !’*

CHARLES WESLEY. I1749.

227 A name whichcc}nfz'bovc every name.
PHIL. ii. 9.
1 SUS, the name that charms our
foars,
That bids our sorrows cease,
'Tis musie in the sinner’s ears,
'Tis life, and health, and peace.
2 He breaks the power of cancelled sin,
He sets the prisoner free ;
His blood can make the foulest clean,
His blood availed for me.

8 My gracious Saviour, and my God,
Assist me to proclaim, [abroad
And spread through all the earth
The honours of Thy name.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1749.

C.M.
228 Bringing into captivity every thought.
2 Cor. x. b.

1 JESUS, in Thy transporting name
‘What blissful glories rise !
Jesus, the angels’ sweetest theme!
The wonder of the skies!

2 Is there a heart that will not bend
To Thy divine control ?
Descend, O sovereign Love, descend
And melt that stubborn soul.

8 O may our willing hearts confess
Thy sweet, Thy gentle sway ;
Glad captives of resistless grace,
Thy pleasing rule obey.




THE FORERUNNER—THE WAY.

4 Come, dearest Lord, extend Thy

Till rebels rise no more; [reign,

Thy praise all nature then shall join,
And heaven and earth adore.

ANNE BTEELE. 1760.

229 The mmc szc‘t;Mr'day, and to- day, and
Jor ever.—HEB. xiii. 8,
1 ‘V ITH transport, Lord, our souls
proclaim
The immortal honour of Thy name ;
Assembled round our Saviour’s
throne,

‘We make His ceaseless glories known.

2 Through all revolving ages, He [be :
The same hath been, the same shall
Immortal radiance gilds His head,
Whil&;atars and suns wax old and

3 The same His power His flock to

guard ;
The same His bounty to reward ;
The same His faithfulness and love
To saints on earth, and saints above.
4 Let nature change, and sink, and die,
Jesus shall raise His chosen high,
And fix them near His stedfast
throne,
In glories changeless as His own.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. I755.

230 Whither th%llgormnner is for us
entered, even Jesus.—HEB, vi. 20,
1 JESUS the Lord, our souls adore,
A painful sufferer now no more H
High, on His Father's throne, He
reigns, [plains.
Q’er earth and heaven’s extensive
2 Yet, midst the honours of His throne,
He joys not for Himself alone ;
His meanest servants share their

puty :
Share in that royal tender heart.
8 Raise, raise my soul, thy raptured

sight,
‘With sacred wonder and delight ;
Jesus, thy own Forerunner, see
Entered beyond the veil for thee.

4 Loud let the howling tempest yell,
And foaming waves to mountains
swell ;
No shipwreck can my vessel fear,
Since hope hath fixed itsanchor here.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. X75S.

231 I will love ztli;n, and will manifest
Myself to him.—JoRN xiv. 21,
1 QON of God, to Thee I cry;
By the holy mystery
Of Thy dwelling here on earth,
By Thy pure and holy birth,—
Lord, Thy presence let me see,
Manifest Thyself to me.

2 Lamb of God, to Thee I cry;
By Thy bitter agony,
By Thy pangs, to us unknown,
By Thy spirit's parting groan,—
Lord, Thy presence let me see,
Manifest Thyself to me.

8 Prince of Life, o Thee I cry;
By Thy glorious majesty,
By Thy triumph o’er the grave,
Mcek to suffer, strong to save,—
Lord, Thy presence let me see,
Manifest Thyself to me.

4 Lord of Glory, God Most High,
Man exalted to the sky,
With Thy love my bosom fill ;
Prompt me to perform Thy will ;
Then Thy glory I shall see,
Thou wilt bring me home to Thee.
RICHARD MANT. 1831,

232 Iam thowfy.?‘a.ud the truth, and the
life.—JonN xiv. 6.
1 THOU art the Way : to Thee alone
From sin and death we flee :
And he who would the Father seek,
Must seek Him, Lord, in Thee.

2 Thou art the Truth : Thy word alone
True wisdom can impart ;
Thou only canst instruct the mind,
And purify the heart.
78




CHARACTERS AND TITLES OF CHRIST:

8 Thou art the Life: the rending tomb
Proclaims Thy conquering arm ;
And those who put their trust in
Th

ee,
Nor death nor hell shall harm.
4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the

fe ;— -
Grant us to know that way,
That truth to keep, that life to win,
‘Which leads to endless day.

GEORGE W, DOANE. 1824.

233 Neither is ﬂ'mmm in any
other.—AcTs iv. 12,
1 SUS, the spring of joys divine,
‘Whence all our hopes and com-
' forts flow—
Jesus, no other name but Thine
Can save us from eternal woe.

2 No other name will Heaven approve :
Thou art the true, the living way,
Ordained by everlasting lovo,

To the bright realms of endless day.

8 Here let our constant feet abide,
Nor from the heavenly path depart :
O let Thy Spirit, gracious guide !
Direct our steps, and cheer our heart.

4 Bafe lead us through this world of

night,
And bring us to the blissful plains—
The regions of unclouded light,
‘Where perfect joy for evcr reigns.
ANNE STEELE. 1760,

234 Jesus saith unn}{o'mm, Iam the way.
JomN xiv. 6.
1 SUS, my All, to heaven is gone ;
' He whom I fix 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 I from banish-
ment—
The king’s highway of holiness—

T'll go; for all His paths are peace.
4

3 This is the way I long had sought,
And mourned because I found it not;
My grief and burden long had beens
Because I could not cease from sin.

4 The more I strove against its power,
I sinned and stumbled but the more 3
Till 1ate I heard my Saviour say,
Come hither, soul, I am the Way.

5 Lo! glad I come! and Thou, blesé.
faamb ’

Wilt now receive meas Iam!
My sinful self to Thee I give;
Nothing but love shall I receive.

6 Then will I tell to sinners round
‘What a dear Saviour I have found:
I'll point to Thy redeeming blood,
Andp:ay—Beholdl the Way to God

JOHN OENNICK. 1743.

C.M.
235 Ye are complete {n Him.—CoL. ii. 10..
1 I’VE found the pearl of greatest.
price,
My heart doth sing for joy ;
And sing I must, for Christ is mine
Christ shall my song employ.

2 Christ is my Prophet, Priest, and
King:

'Y
My Prophet full of light,
My great High Priest before the

ne,
My King of heavenly might.

3 For He indeed is Lord of lords,
And He the King of kings !
He is the Sun of Righteousness,
With healing in His wings.
4 Christ is my peace ; He died for me,
For me He gave His blood ;
And, as my wondrous sacrifice,
Offered Himself to God.

5 Christ Jesus is my All in all,
My comfort and my love;
My life below ; and He shall be
My glory-crown above.

JOHN MASON. 1683,




OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS.

236 our 1
The Lord our nghuouuuc.
JER, xxiii, 6,
J‘ESUS Thy robe of righteousness
My beauty is, my glorious dress ;
Midst flaming worlds, in this ar-

rayed,
Witb joy shall T lift up my head.
2 When, from the dust of death, I rise
To take my mansion in the skies ;
E’en then shall this be all my plea,
Jesus hath lived and died for me.

8 Bold shall I stand in that great day,
For who aught to my charge shall

lay,

‘While, through Thy blood, absolved
Iam

From sin’s tremendous curse and
shame ?

4 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.

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.

COUNT ZINZENDORF, 1739.
TR, BY J, WESLEY. 1740.

237 ThaLordour ighteousness.
JER .6

1 SAVIOUR Dmnel we know Thy
name,
And in that name we trust ;
Thou art the Lord our Righteousness,
Thou art Thine Israel’s boast.

2 Guilty we plead before Thy throne,
And low in dust we lie,
Till Jesus stretch His gracious arm
To bring the guilty nigh.
8 The sins of one most righteous day
Might plunge us in despair;
Yet all the guilt of numerous years
Shall our great Surety clear.

4 That spotless robe, which He hath
wrought,
Shall deck us all around ;
Nor, by the piercing eye of God,
One blemish shall be found.

5 Pardon, and peace, and lively hope,
To sinners now are given ;
Israel and Judah soon shall change
Their wilderness for heaven.

‘|6 With joy we taste that manna now

Thy mercy scatters down ;
‘We seal our humble vows to Thee,
And wait the promised crown.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. I1755.

M.
238 WhoojGodLhmdcuntow e
righteousness.—1 Com. i. 80.

1 URIED in shadows of the night,
B Wﬁ lllxe, till Christ restores the
Wisdom desoends to heal the blind,
And chase the darkness of the mind.

2 Our guilty soulsare drowned in tears,
Till His atoning blood appears;
Then we awake from deep distress,
And sing, the Lord our Righteous-

ness.

8 Our very frame is mixed with sin,
His Spirit makes our natures clean ;
Such virtues from His sufferings flow,
At once to cleanse and pardon too.

4 Jesus beholds where Satan reigns,
Binding his slaves in heavy chains ;
He sets the prisoners free, and breaks
The iron bondage from their necks.

5 Poo, helpless worms, in Thee possess
Graoce, wisdom, power, and righteous-
ness :
Thou art our mighty All; and we
Give our whole selves, O Lord, to

Thee.
18AAC WATTS. 1709,
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CHARACTERS AND TITLES OF CHRIST :

8.M.
239 The dayspring froﬂ on high hath
visited us.—LUKE i. 78,
ALL hail! redeeming Lord,
Sweet Daysprmg Irom on

All hail! Thou Sun of Righteousness,
Bring Thy salvation nigh.

2 In deepest shades of death,
The borders of despair,
‘We lie opprest with heavy gloom,
And constant fetters wear.

3  Shine, lovely Star of day,
Around and in us shine,

And our benighted souls shall own
Thy light and love divine.

4  Our wandering footsteps guide,
Through all this desert land :
Beneath Thy beams we’ll trace the

path
That leads to God’s right hand.
5 Death’s vale shall lose its gloom,
Cheered with Thy vital ray,
And open to our longing eyes
The bliss of perfect day.

SAMUEL BOYCE. 1752.

2 40 L.M. 5
We have an advocate with the Father.
1 JonN ii. 1.

1 E lives; the great Redeemer

lives! .
‘What joy the blest assurance gives!
And now, before His Father, God,
Pleads the full merit of His blood.

2 Repeated crimes awake our fears,
And justice armed with frowns ap-

pears;
But in the Saviour’s lovely face
Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace.
3 Hence, then, ye black despairing
thoughts !
Above our fears, above our faults,
His powerful intercessions rise ;
And guilt recedes and terror dies.

4 In every dark, distressful hour,
‘When sin and Satan join their power,
Let this dear hope repel the dart,
That Jesus bears us on His heart.
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5 Great Advocate, Almighty Friend !
On Him our humble hopes depend :
Our cuause can never, never fail,
For Jesus pleads, and must prevail.

ANNE STEELE, 1760,

241 I will that t%;[.aloo, whom Thou hast
gwm Me, be with Mewhere I am.—JOBN xvii. 34.
AWAKE sweet gratitude, and sing
The ascended Saviour’s love :
. Sing how He lives to carry on
His people’s cause above.

2 With cries and tears He offered up
His humble suit below ;
Bat with authority He asks,
Enthroned in glory now.

8 For all who come to God by Him
Salvation He demands; [breast,
Points to their names upon His
And spreads His wounded hands.

4 His sweet, atoning sacrifice
Gives sanction to His claim :
¢ Father, I will that all My saints
Be with Me where I am:

5 ¢ By their salvation, recompense
The sorrows I endured,
Just to the merits of Thy Son,
And faithful to Thy word.”

6 Eternal life, at His request,
To every saint is given :
Safety on earth, and, after death,
The plenitude of heaven.

7 Let the much incense of Thy prayer
In my bebalf ascend ;
And, as its virtue, so my praise
Shall never, never end.

AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. 177I.

242 Twill mmtiolr‘a gl[;e loving- kindnesses of
the Lord.—IsA. Ixiii. 7.
1 ‘WAKE, my soul, in joyful lays,
And sing thy great Redeemer’s
praise;
He ]ustly claims a song from me,
His loving-kindness, O how free!




REDEEMER—FRIEND.

2 He saw me ruined in the fall,
Yet loved me notwithstanding all ;
He saved me from my lost estate,
His loving-kindness, O how great !

3 Though numerous hosts of mighty
foes,
Though "earth and hell my way
oppose,
He safely leads my soul along,
His loving-kindness, O how strong!

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
Has gathered thick and thundered
loud,
He near my soul has always stood,
His loving-kindness, O how good !

5 Often I feel my sinful heart
Prone from my Jesus to depart ;
But, though I have Him oft forgot,
His loving-kindness changes not.

6 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 !

7 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.

SAMUEL MEDLEY. 1787.

243 i e in all.
Cor. iii. 11.

1 HOU hidden Source of calm
repose,
Thou all-sufficient Love Divine;
My help and refuge from my foes,
Secure I am if Thou art mine ;
And lo! from sin, and grief, and
shame,

I hide me, Jesus, in Thy name.

2 Thy mighty name salvation is,
And keeps my happy soul above;
Comfort it brings, and power, and
peace,
And joy and everlasting love ;
To me, with Thydear name, are given
Pardon, and holiness, and heaven.

8 Jesus, my All-in-all Thou art—
My rest in toil, my ease in pain ;
The medicine of my broken heart;
In war my peace, in loss my gain ;
My joy beneath the worldling’s frown
In shame, my glory and my crown.

4 In want, my plentiful supply;
In weakness, my Almighty power ;
In bonds, my perfect liberty ;
My light in Satan’s darkest hour :
My help and stay, whene’er I call;
My life in death—my All-in-all.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1749.

8.7.8.7.7.7.
I have called you friends.

244
JoRN xv, 15.
1 NE 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.

2 Which, of all our friends, to save us
Could, or would have shed his
blood ?
But the Saviour died to have 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 raised,
He rejoices in the same:
Still He calls them brethren,
friends,
And to all their wants attends.

4 O 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 shall love Thes as we ought.

JOHN NEWTON. 177Q.
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CHARACTERS AND TITLES OF CHRIST:

245 There is af%élfln‘d that sticketh closer
than a brother.—PROV. xviil. 24,
1 O THOU, my soul, forget no more,
The Friend who all thy misery
Let every idol be forgot, [bore:
But, O my soul, forget Him not.
2 Jesus, for Thee, a body takes,
Thy guilt assumes, thy fetters breaks,

Dischargi.nghall thy dreadful debt;
And canst thou e’er such love forget ?

3 Renounce thy works and ways with

grief,
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 gin beset,
Such charms, such matchless charms
forget ?
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.

ERISHNA PAL. 1801.

246 4 friend lfoclgh at all times,
Prov. xvil. 17, :
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
This friend is always near; [hand,
With heaven and earth at His com-
He waits to answer prayer. [mand

8 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,
He never takes away our all ;
Himself He gives us still.
6 Our sorrows in the scale He weighs,
d measures out our pains;
The wildest storm His word obeys;
His word its rage restrains.

JOSEPH SWAIN, 1792.

1247 1 ever uggisig'mu intercession,
HEB. vii. 25.

1 THOU, the conirite sinner's
friend,
‘Who, loving, lovest to the end,
On this alone my hopes depend,
That Thou wilt plead for me.

2 When, weary in the Christian race,
Far off appears my resting-place,
And fainting, I mistrust Thy grace,

Then, Saviour, plead for me.

3 When I have erred and gone astray,
Afar from Thine and wisdom’s way,
And see no glimmering, guiding ray,

8till, Saviour, plead for me.

4 When Satan, by my sins made bold,
Strives from Thy cross to loose my

hold,
Then with Thy pitying arms enfold,
And plead, O plead for me.

5 And when my dying hours draw near,

Darkened with anguish, guilt, and
fear,

Then to my fainting sight appear,
Pleading in heaven for me.

6 When the full light of heavenly day
Reveals my sins in dread array,
Say, Thou hast washed them all

away ;
Dear Saviour, plead for me.
CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT. 1833




HIGH PRIEST.

C.M,
« « hath an unchangeabls

248
H’inamood.—m. vil, 94
1 JESUS, in Thee our eyes behold
A thousand glories more
Than the rich gems, and polished
. The sons of Aaron wore. [gold
2 They first their own burnt-offerings
brought,
To purge themselves from gin :
Thy life was pure, without a spot,
And all Thy nature clean.
8 Fresh blood, as constant as the day,
‘Was on their altar spilt :
But Thy one offering takes away
For ever all our guilt.
4 Their priesthood ran through several
hands,
For mortal was their race;
" Thy never-changing office stands
Eternal as Thy days.
1 $ Onee, in the circuit of a year,
‘With blood, but not their own,
Did they within the veil appear,
Before the golden throne:
6 But Christ, by His own powerfal
blood,
Ascends above the skies;
And, in the presence of our God,
Shows His own sacrifice.
7 He ever lives to intercede
Before His Father's face ¢
Give Him, my soul, thy cause to

plead,
Nor doubt the Father’s grace.
I8AAC WATTS. 1709.

249 A bruised rgeali“shall He not break._
Marr. xii, 20,

1 ITH joy we meditate the grace
-Y  Of our High Priest above;
His heart is made of tenderness,
It overflows 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'H never quench the smoking flax,
But raise it to a flame;
The bruised reed He never breaks,
Nor scorns the meanest name.
6 Then let our humble faith address
His mercy and His power;
‘We shall obtain delivering grace
In the distressing hour.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

L.M.
250 Having an high priest over the house of
God.—HESB. x. 21.

1 ‘ N T HERE high the heavenly {emple
stands, hands,
The house of God not made with
A great High Priest our nature wears,
The Patron of mankind appears.
2 He who for men their Surety stood,
And poured on earth His precious
blood,
Pursues in heaven His mighty plan,
The Saviour and the Friend of man.
8 Though now ascended up on high,
He bends on earth a Brother’s eye;
Partaker of the human name,
He knows the frailty of our frame,
4 Our fellow-sufferer yet retains
A fellow-feeling of our pains,
And still remembers, in the skies,
His tears, and agonies, and cries.
6 In every pang that rends the heart
The Man of sorrows had a part ;
He sympathises in our grief,
And to the sufferer sends relief.
6 With boldness, therefore, at the
ne,
Let us make all our sorrows known,
And ask the aid of heavenly power
To help us in the evil hour.
MICHAEL BRUCE. 1766,
7




CHARACTERS AND TITLES OF CHRIST:

251 I'he names ofiﬂlf'chadreu of Isracel in
breast-plate—ExoD. xxviii. 29.
NOW let our cheerful eyes survey | 1
Our great High Eriest 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 ;

8 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, [erowns,
‘When gems, and monuments, and
Are mouldered down to dust.

5 Bo, gracious Saviour, on my breast
May Thy dear name be worn,
A sacred ornament and guard,
To endless ages borne.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

252 Marta%vt or ever gfter the

order of Melch k.—HEeB. vii, 21,

THOU dear Redeemer, dying

We love to hear of Thee; [Lamb!

No music’slike Thy g name,
Nor half 8o 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 Melchizedek.

8 Our Jesus shall be still our theme,
‘While in this world we stay ;
‘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
loud,
And Christ shall be our song.
JOHN CENNICK. 1743.
80

253 Alhadouo,sf.l:c;o‘ things to come.
Hes. x. 1.

O LORD! refresh Thy flock !

Athirst to Thee they cry ;

Thou art the spiritual Rock,
‘Whence they must drink, or die.

2 0 Lord! our sickness heal!
Thou, in our sufferings sore,
‘Wast lifted up, that we might feel
8in’s poisonous fangs no more.

3  Preserve us, Lord, from death!
Thou art the Lamb, whose blood,
Sprinkled o’er Israel’s doors in faith,
A token was for good.
4 With many a bitter herb,
Of wishes dear subdued,
'Tis meet that, drest in pilgrim-garb,
‘We take Thee for our food.
5 Away those types are cast,
And now Thyself we see; [past,
Yet let each hint, that cheered the
Still lift our hearts to Thee.

JOSEPH ANSTICE. 1836.

C.M.
254 A door of hope.—Hos, ii. 15,
1 ‘WAKE, our souls, and bless His
name,
‘Whose mercies never fail :
‘Who opens wide the door of hope
In Achor’s gloomy vale.

2 Behold the portal wide displayed,
The buildings strong and fair ;
‘Within are pastures fresh and green,
And living streams are there.

8 Enter, my soul, with cheerful haste,
For Jesus is the Door ;
Nor fear the serpent’s wily arts,
Nor fear the lion’s roar.

40 msg Thy grace the nations lead,
And Jews and Gentiles come,
All travelling through one beauteous
gate,
To one eternal home.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.




PRAISE TO CHRIST.

255 Is there wll:a?fn in Gilead $ is there
no physician there ?—JER. viil. 22.
1 EEP are the wounds which sin
has made ;
‘Where shall the sinner find & cure?
In vain, alas! is nature’s aid ;
The work exceeds all nature’s power.

2 And can no sovereign balm be found ?
And is no kind physician nigh,

To ease the pain and heal the
wound,
Ere life and hope for ever fly?

8 There is a Great Physician near ;
Look up, O fainting soul, and live ;
See, in His heavenly smiles appear
Such ease as natare cannot give!

4 See, in the Saviour’s dying blood,
Life, health, and bliss abundant

ow ;

*Tis only this dear sacred flood

Can ease thy pain, and heal thy woe.
ANNE STRELE, 1760,

256 A sure jos%iol.—m xxviil. 16,

1 EHOLD the sure foundation
stone
‘Which God in Zion lays,
To build our heavenly hopes upon,
And His eternal praise.
2 Chosen of God, to sinners dear,
And saints adore the name;
The)il trust their whole salvation

ere,
"Nor shall they suffer shame.

3 What though the gates of hell with-
Yet must this building rise : [stood,
*Tis Thine own work, Almighty God,
And wondrous in our eyes.
18AAQ WATTS. 17I9.

257 Thine eyes ?lel see the King in his
beauty.—Isa. xxxiii. 17.
1 (OME, ye that love the Saviour’s
name,
And joy to make it known;
The Sovereign of your heart proclaim
And bow before His throne.

2 Behold your King, your Saviour,
crowned
With glories all divine; [round
And tell the wondering nations
How bright those glories shine,

8 Infinite power, and boundless grace,
In Him unite their rays :
You that have e’er beheld His face,
Can you forbear His praise ?

4 When in His earthly courts we view
The glories of our King,
‘We long to love as angels do,
And wish like them to sing.

5 And shall we long and wish in vain ?
Lord, teach our songs to rise !
Thy love can animate the strain,
And bid it reach the skies.
6 O happy period, glorious day !
‘When heaven and earth shall raise,
With all their powers, the raptured
To celebrate Thy praise. (ay,
ANNE STEELE, 1760.

PRAISE TO CHRIST.

25 8 Worthy {s t%uLamb that was slain,
REv. v. 12.

1 OME, let us join our cheerful
songs
‘With angels round the throne ;
Ten thousand thousand are their
tongues,
Baut all their joys are one.

2 Worthy the Lamb that died, they
To be exalted thus: [ery,
‘Worthy the Lamb our lips reply,
For He was slain for us.

8 Jesus is worthy to receive
Honour and power divine ;
And blessings more than we can give,
Be, Lord, for ever Thine.
81




PRAISE TO CHRIST.

4 Let all that dwell above the sky,
And air, and earth, and seas,
Conspire to lift Thy glones high,
And speak Thine endless praise.

& The whole creation join in one,
To bless the sacred name
Of Him who sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb.

ISAAC WATTS., 1707.

259 And ihey nm
REV. V.

1 HABK, the notes of angels singing

¢¢ Glory, glory, to the Lamb! ”’

All in heaven their tribute bringing,

Raising high the Saviour’s name.

2 Ye for whom His life was given,
Sacred themes to you belong ;
Come, assist the choir of heaven,
Join the everlasting song.

'8 Saints and angels thus united,
Songs imperfect still must raise;
Though despised on earth and
slighted,
Jesus is above all praise.

4 Filled with holy emulation,
Let us vie with those above ;
Sweet the theme—a free salvation !
Fruit of everlasting love.
5 Endless life in Him possessing,
Let us praise His precious name:
Glory, honour, power, and blessing,
Be for ever to the Lamb.

THOMAS EELLY, 1820,

a new song.

260 6.6.4.6.6.6.4,
Thou art worthy, O Lord, to receive
glory and honour.—REV, iv. 11,

1 G_LORY to God on high!
Let heaven and earth reply,

¢ Praise ye His name!”

Angels, His love adore,

‘Who all our sorrows bore ;

And saints ery, evermore,
¢ Worthy the Lamb !

-]

2 All they around the throne
Cheerfnlly join in one,
Praising His name :
‘We, who have felt His blood
Sealing our peace with God,
Sound His dear fame abrond
*“ Worthy the Lamb ! ”

8 Join, all the ransomed race,
Our Lord and God to bless:
Praise ye His name !
In Him we will rejoice,
Making & cheerful noise,
Shouting with heart and voice,
*¢ Worthy the Lamb !

4 Though we must change our place,
Yet shall we never cease
Praising His name:
To Him we’ll tribute bring ;
Hail Him our gracious King ;
And without ceasing sing,
¢ Worthy the Lamb!”
JAMES ALLEN, 1761,
261 Ciat
Thow wast slain, and hast redeemed
us to God by Thy blood.—REvV. v. 9.
1 BEHOLD the glories of the Lamb,
Amidst His Father’s throne ;
Prepare new honours for His name,
And songs before unknown.
2 Let elders worship at His feet,
The church adore around,
‘With vials full of odours sweet,
And harps of sweeter sound.

8 These odours are the prayers of
saints, [raise;
These sounds the hymns they
Jesus is kind to our complaints,
He loves to hear our praise.
4 Now to the Lamb, who once was
Be endless blessings paid : [slain,
Salvation, glory, joy remain
For ever on Thy head.
& Thou hast redeemed our souls with
blood,
Hast set the prisoners free;
Ha.stgma.de us kings and priests to

od,
And we shall reign with Thee.




i PRAISE TO CHRIST.

6 The worlds of natare and of grace
Are put beneath Thy power:
Then shorten these delaying days,
And bring the promised hour.
18AAC WATTS. 1696.

262 A Lamd aloltnkad been slain.
. Rzv. v. 6.
1 ow t the wisdom, power,
amg grace, ' P

‘Which in redemption shine !
Angels and men with joy confess
The work is all divine,
2 Myriads of spirits round the throne
Behold, with wondering eyes,
God’s holy, undefiled One,
Once made a sacrifice.
8 In rapturous strains they celebrate
The mysteries of His love ;
Redemption does new joy create
Amongst the hosts above.
4 Beneath His feet they cast their
crowns,
Those crowns which Jesus gave ;
And, with ten thousand thousand
tongues
Proclaim His power to save.
5 They tell the trinmphs of His cross,
The sufferings which He bore :
How low He stooped, how high He
And rose to stoop no more. [rose,
6 O let them still their voices raise,
Angd still their songs renew ;
Our Saviour well deserves the praise
Of men and angels too.
BENJAMIN BEDDOMRE. 1790.

263 Not unto uozunt unto i
91011.—’?“. oxv. l.m name give
1 OT unto us, but Thee alone,
Blest Lamb ! be glory given ;
Here shall Thy praises be begun,
And carried on in heaven.
2 The hosts of spirits now with Thee
Eternal anthems sing :
To imitate them here, lo! we
Our hallelujahs bring.

3 Had we our tongues like them in-
gpired,
Like theirs our songs should rise;
Like them we never should be tired,
But love the sacrifice.

4 Till we the veil of flesh lay down,
t our weaker lays ;
And when we reach Thy Father’s
throne,
‘We'll give Thee nobler praise.

JOHN CENNICE, 1743.

264 868688
64 . image of the dmvisible dod.

1 THOU art the Everlasting Word,
. The Father’s only Son ;
God manifestly seen and heard,
And heaven’s beloved One:
‘Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou,
That every knee to Thee should bow.

2 In Thee most perfectly exprest,
The Father’s glories shine;
Of the full Deity possest,
Eternally Divine:
‘Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou,
That every knee to Thee should bow.

8 True image of the infinite,
‘Whose essence is concealed ;
Brightness of uncreated light ;
The heart of God revealed :
‘Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou,
That every knee to Thee should bow.

4 But the high mysteries of Thy name
An angel’s grasp transcend,
The Father only—glorious claim !
The Son can comprehend :
Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou,
That every knee to Thee should bow.

5 Yet loving Thee, on whom His love

Ineffable doth rest,

Thy glorious worshippers above,

As one with Thee, are blest :
Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou,
That every knee to Thee should bow.

8




PRAISE TO CHRIST,

6 Throughout the universe of bliss,
The centre Thou, and Sun,
The eternal theme of praise isthis
To heaven’s beloved One:
‘Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thon,
That every knee to Thee should bow.

JOSIAH CONDER. 1836.

265 m. wmﬂ'ofna glory . . .
upholding all things.—Hxs. i. 8,
1 GHTY GOD ! while angels bless
Thee,
May an infant lisp Thy name?
Lord of men as well as angels,
Thou art every creature’s theme!

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 do-
main,
Wings an angel, guides a sparrow ;
Blessed be Thy gentle reign.
5 But Thy rich, Thy free redemption,
Dark through brightnessall along !
Thoughtis poor, and poor expression ;
Who dare sing that awful song ?
6 Brightness of the Father's glory,
Shall Thy praise unuttered lie ?
Fly, my tongue, such guilty silence !
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 !
Leave Thy footstool, take Thy
throne ;
Thence return, and reign for ever :
Be the kingdom all Thine own.

M.
266 He hmnbledL Hgmlf and became
obedient unto death.—PHIL. ii. 8,
1 NOW for a hymn of lofty praise
To great Jehovah's equal Son ;

Awake, my voice, in heavenly lays,
Proclaim the wonders He hath done.

2 Sing how He left the worlds of light,
And the bright robes He wore above ;
How swift and joyful was His flight,
On wings of everlasting love.

8 Down to this base, this sinful earth,
He came to raise our nature high ;
He came to give us second birth,
Jesus, the God, was born to die.

4 Deep in the shades of gloomy death
The Almighty Captive prisoner lay :
The Almighty Captive left the earth,
And rose to everlasting day.

& Amongst a thousand harpsand songs,
Jesus, our God, exalted reigns ;
His sacred namefillsall their tongues,
And echoes through the heavenly

plains.
ISAAC WATTS. I1707.
2 6 7 L.M.
The glory of God in the face of Jesus
Christ.—2 CoR. iv. 6.

1 NOW to the Lord a noble song!
Awake, my soul; awake, my
tongue ;
Hosanna to the Eternal Name,
And all His boundless love proclaim.

2 See where it shines in Jesus’ face,
The brightest image of His grace ;
God, in the person of His Son,

Has all His mightiest works outdone.

8 The spacious earth, and spreading

flood,

Proclaim the wige and powerful God ;

And His rich glories from afar

Sparkle in every rolling star.

4 But in His looks a glory stands,
The noblest labour of Thy hands ;
The pleasing lustre of His eyes

ROBERT ROBINBON, 1774
84

Outshines the wonders of the skies, -




PRAISE TO CHRIST.

5 Grace! 'tis a sweet, a charming
theme;
My thoughts rejoice at Jesus’ name:
Ye angels, dwell apon the sound!
Ye heavens, reflect it to the ground!

6 O may I live to reach the place
‘Where He unveils His lovely face;

There all His beauties to old,
And sing His name to harps of
gold!

18AAC WATTS, 1707.

26 8 8.M.
the Moses . . . and
T Sl Lo
1 ‘WAKE, 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 the Eternal King,

4 Soon shall we hear Him say,
Ye blessed children, come |
Soon will He call us hence away,
And take His wanderers home.

5  There shall each raptured tongue
His endless praise proclaim ;
And sing, in sweeter notes, the song
Of Moses and the Lamb,

WILLIAM HAMMOND. 174S.

1
269 I came jmu% the Father, and
am come into the world—JorN xvi, 28,
1 COME, every pious heart,
That loves the Saviour’sname,
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 mansion of the dead,
And thence His mighty foes
In glorious triumph led ;
Up through the sky the Conqueror

rode,
And reigns on high the Saviour God.

4 From thence He'll quickly come,
His chariot will not stay,
But bear our spirits home
To realms of endless day;
There shall we see His lovely face,
And ever be in His embrace.

BAMUEL STENNETT. 1832.

270 Greater lovec;:x{t'huo man than this.
JoHN xv. 18.
1 0 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
‘What mortal tongue display ?
Imagination’s utmost stretch
In wonder dies away.

3 Let wonder still with love unite,
And gratitude and joy ;
Jesus be our supreme delight,
His praise our blest employ.

4 Jesus who left His throne on high,
Left the bright realms of bliss,
And came to earth to bleed and die!
‘Was ever love like this ?

5 O may the sweet, the blissful theme
Fill every heart and tongue ;
Till strangers love Thy charming
name,
And join the sacred song,
ANNE STEELE. 1760.
85




- PRAISE TO CHRIST.

271 Hail, King ofalz‘ Jews.—MARK xv. 18.
1 ATL! 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,
AllThT‘l’nu hast lfull atonement made :
ple are forgiven
Thrglgﬁo the virtue of Thy blood ;
Opened is the gate of heaven ;
Man is reconciled to God.
8 Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory,
There for ever toabide !
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.
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;
Help to sing our Saviour's merits,
Help to chant Immanuel’s praise!
JOHK BAKEWELL. I757.

272 Blessing, andri'u}il:bu, and glory, and
power—REV. v. 18,
1 HAT equal honour shall we
bring, [Lamb ;
To Thee, O Lord, our God the
‘When all the notes that angels sing
Are far inferior to Thy name?
2 Worthy is He who once was slain,
The Prince of peace, who groaned
and died,
Worthy to rise, and live, and reign
At His Almighty Father’s side.
86

8 Power and dominion are His due
Who stood condemned at Pilate’s
‘Wisdom belongs to Jesus too, [bar:
Though he was charged with mad-

ness here,

4 All riches are his native right,

Yet He sustained amazing loss ; -
To Him ascribe eternal might,
‘Who left His weakness on the cross.

5 Honour immortal must be paid,
Instead of scandal and of scorn ;
‘While glory shines around His head,
And a bright crown without athorn,

6 Blessings for ever on the Lamb,
Who bore the curse for wretched

men :

Let angels sound His sacred name,

And every creature say, Amen.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

273 I am the ru?l':r&cﬁu, and the Ufe.
J xi. 25.

OHN
1 (LORY to Him who tasted death,
That we might life receive ;
If we in Him have steadfast faith,
Though we were dead, we livel

2 Glory to Him who won the strife,
And is gone up on high;
The Resurrection and the Life—
In whom we never die.

8 Glory from us who think Him long,
And for His coming wait ;
And glory from yon heavenly throng,
‘Within the pearly gate.
4 When wilt Thou be at once adored
By one church, in one home?
Hasten the time ; delay not, Lord:
Lord Jesus, quickly come.
GEORGE RAWSON.,

1853.
274 C.M. .

Him kath God ezalted with His right

hand.—AcTs v. 81,
1 ‘N TE sing to Thee, Thou Son of
God,
Fountain of life and grace;

‘We praise Thee, Son of Man, whose

Redeemed our fallen race, [blood




PRAISE TO CHRIST.

2 Thee we acknowledge God and Lord,
The Lamb for sinners slain,
‘Who art by heaven and earth adored,
Worthy o’er both to reign.

3 To Thee all angels cry aloud,
Through heaven’s extended coasts ;
Hail! Holy, Holy, Holy Lord
Of glory and of hosts !

4 The prophets’ goodly fellowship,
In radiant garments drest,
Praise Thee, Thou Son of God, and

Teap
The fulness of Thy rest.

& The apostles’ glorious oompany
Thy righteous praise pr
The martyred army glorify
Thine everlasting name.
6 Throughout the world Thy churches
To call on Thee, their Head, [join
Brightness of Majesty Divine,
‘Who every power hast made.

7 Among their number, Lord, we love
To sing Thy precious blood :
Reign here and in the worlds above,
Thou holy Lamb of God !

JOHN CENNICE. 1743.

275 In due time C’hrut died for the
ungodly.—Rox. v. 6,
1 PLUNGED in a gulf of dark
despair
‘We wretched 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 O amazing love |
He ran to our relief.

8 Down from the shining seats above
With joyful haste He fled ;
Entered the grave in mortal flesh,
And dwelt among the dead.

4 He spoiled the power of darkness
And brake our iron chains: [thus,
Jesus hath freed out captive souls
From everlasting pains.

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 onr mlghty joys,
Strike all your harps of gold ;
But, when you raise your hxghest
notes,
His love can ne'er be told,

ISAAC WATTS.
276 Thine h turned away, and
Thow confortat me.—Isa. xii. 1.
'1

‘WILL praise Thee every day !
Now Thine anger’s turned away,
Comfortable thoughts arise
From the bleeding sacrifice,

2 Here, in the fair gospel-field,
‘Waells of free salvation yield
Streams of life a plenteous store,
And my soul shall thirst no more.

8 Jesus is become at length,
My salvation and my strength ;
And His praises shall prolong,
‘While I live, my pleasant song.

4 Praise ye, then, His glorious name ;
Publish His exalted fame:
Still His worth your praise exceeds;
Excellent are all His deeds.

5 Raise again the joyful sound,
Let the nations roll it round !
Zion, shout, for this is He,
God the Saviour dwells in thee.

WILLIAM COWPER. 1779.

1207.

C.M.
277 I will yet praise thee more and more.
Psa. Ixxi. 14,
1 Saviour, my Almighty Friend,
‘When I begin Thy praise,
Where will the growing numbers

end,
The numbers of Thy grace?

2 Thou art my everlasting trust,
Thy goodness I adore;
And since I knew Thy grace at first,

I speak Thy glories more,
a7

p




PRAISE TO CHRIST.

8 My feet shall travel all the length
Of the celestial road ;
And march with courage in Thy
strength
To see my Father God.

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,
Nor think the season long.

ISAAC WATTS. 171Q.

278 Unto you thcrsfora which believe He
s precious.—1 PET. ii. 7.
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 Nor voice 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 meek;
To those who fall, how kind Thou
art |
How good to those who seek !

4 And those who find Thee, find a bliss
Nor tongue nor pen can show ;
The love of Jesus, what it is,
None but His loved ones know.

6 Jesus | our only joy be Thou,
As Thou our prize wilt be ;
Jesus ! be Thou our glory now,
And through eternity.

BERNARD OF CLAIRVAUX. 1II40.

TR. BY ED. CASWELL. 1849.
88

279 C.M.
He is auogetlll‘esr lovely.—Soxa SoL.
V. 10.
1 TNFINITE excellence is Thine,
Thou lovely Priunce of grace!
Thy uncreated beauties shine
ith 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 Thy name, as precious ointment

8. o
Delights the church around ;
Sweetly the sacred odours spread
Through all Immanuel’s ground.

4 Millions of happy spirits live
On Thine exhaustless store;
From Theethey all their blissreceive.
And still Thou givest more.

5 Thou art their triumph and their joy;
They find their all in Thee ;
" Thy glories will their tongues employ
Through all eternity.

JOHN FAWCETT. 1782,

280 This is our Gosd“‘; we have waited for
Him, and He will save us.—IsA. xxv. 9.
1 God who created the skies,
The strength and support of His
saints,
‘Who gives them all needful supplies,
And hearkens to all their complaints:

2 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.

8 'Tis Jesus, the first and the last,
Whose Spirit shall guide us safe
home;
We'll praise Him for all that is past,
And trust Him for all that’s to come.

JOSEPH HART. I759.




PRAISE TO CHRIST.

C.M.
281 It behoved Him to be made like unto
His brethren.—HESB. ii. 17.

1 IN all things like Thy brethren,
Thou

‘Wast made, yet free from sin ;
But how unlike to us, O Lord !
Replies the voice within.
2 O holy God ! yet frail weak man !
*Tis not for us to know
How spotless soul and body felt
Temptation, pain, and woe.
3 Our faith is weak ;—O Light of light!
Clear Thou our clouded view ;
That, Son of Man, and Son of God,
‘We give Thee honour due.
4 O Son of Man! Thyself hast proved
Our trials and our tears ;
Life’sthanklesstoil,and scant repose,
Death’s agonies and fears.
5 O Son of God! in glory raised,
Thou sittest on Thy throne:
Thence, by Thy pleadings and Thy

grace,
Still succouring Thine own,
6 Brother and Saviour, Friend and
Judge!
To Thee, O Christ, be given
To bind upon Thy crown the names
Elect in earth and heaven.
1836.

JOSEPH ANSTICE.
282 He is not aarifuit}d to call them
brethren.—HesB. ii. 11.
1 SUS, who passed the angels by,
Ass;med our flesh, to bleed and
ie ;
And still He makes it His abode ;
As man He fills the throne of God.
2 Our nearest friend, our brother now,
Is He to whom the angels bow ;
They join with us to praise His
name,
But we the nearest interest claim.
3 But, ah | how faint our praises rise!
Sure 'tis the wonder of the skies

That we, who share His richest love,.

8o cold and unconcerned should
prove.

4 O glorious hour! it comes with speed ;
When we, from sin and darkness

freed,
Shall see the Lord who died for man,
And praise Him more than angels
can. JOEN NEWTON. I779.

C.M.
283 Worthy gmn glory than Moses.
EB. iii. 8.
1 OW strong Thine arm is, mighty
H God!
‘Who would not fear Thy name?

Jesus, how sweet Thy graces are!
‘Who would not love the Lamb ?

2 He has done more than Moses did,
Our Prophet and our King;
From bonds of hell He freed our

souls,
And taught our lips to sing.
3 In the Red Sea, by Moses’ hand,
The Egyptian host was drowned ;
But His own blood hides all our 8ins,
And guilt no more is found.

4 When through the desert Israel went,
With manna they were fed ;
Our faith doth feed on Christ the
He is the living bread.  [Lord,—
5 Moses beheld the promised land,
Yet never reached the place ;
But Christ shall bring His followers
To see His Father's face. [home,

6 Then shall our love and joy be full,
And feel a warmer flame ;
And swester voices tune the song
Of Moses and the Lamb.
ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

2 8 4 C.M. Double.
Come unto Me, all ye that labour and
are heavy laden.—MATT. xi. 28.
T

HEARD the voice of Jesus say,
* Come unto Me, and rest;
Lay down, poor 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.
-]




THE HOLY SPIRIT:

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
revived,
And now I live in Him,

8 I heard the voice of Jesus say,
“ T 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 radiant Sun;
So in the Light of light I live,
And glory is begun !
HORATIUS BONAR. 1850.

THE HOLY SPIRIT: HIS WORK AND WORSHIP.

285 IIe shall Jgiu you anotier Comforter.

OHN xiv.,
1 OUR blest Redeemer, ere He
breathed

His 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 mortal hearts to shed.

3 He comes, sweet influence to impart:
A gracious, willing guest,
‘Where He can find one humble heart
In which to make His rest.

4 And His that gentle voice we hear, ’

Soft as the breath of even,
That checks each fault, that calms
each fear,
And whispers us forgiven.

5 And every virtue we possess,
And every victory won, -
And every thought of holiness,
Are His, and His alone.
6 Spirit of purity and grace!
Our weakness, pitying, see;
O make our hearts Thy dwelling-
place,
Meet evermore for Thee.
HARRIET AUBER. 1829.

* See also 1070.

286 The Comforur . whom I will
send unto you.—Jonw xv. 28.
JESUS is gone up on high,
But His promise still is here :
¢ T will all your wants supply ;
I will send the Comforter.” -

2 Let us now His promise plead,
Let us to His throne draw nigh ;
Jesus knows His people’s need—
Jesus hears His people cry.

38 Send us, Lord, the Comf{orter,
Pledge and witness of Thy love;
Dwelling with Thy people here,
Leading them to joys above.

4 Till we reach the promised rest,
Till Thy face unveiled we see,
Of this blessed hope possest,
Teach us, Lord, to live to Thee.

THOMAS KELLY, 1809.

287 The SPWI;::; them uticrance.
Aors ii. 4.

1 GREAT was the day, the joy was

great,
‘When the divine disciples met ;
Whilst on their heads the Spn'it .

came,
And sat like tongues of cloven flame.

2 What gifts, what miracles He gave;
And power to kill, and power to save!
Furnished their tongues with won-

drous words, [swords.
Instead of shields and spears and




HIS MIGHTY POWER.

8 Thus armed, He sent the champions
forth [north :
From east to west, from south to
%“Go, and your Saviour's cross
roclaim ;
Go, teach all nations in My name.”
4 These weapons of the holy war,
Of what almighty force they are,
To make our stubborn passions bow,
And lay the proudest rebel low !

5 Nations, the learned and the rude,
Areby these heavenly arms subdued;
‘While Satan rages at his loss,

And hates the doctrine of the cross.

6 Great King of grace! my heart
subdue:
I would be led in triumph too,
A willing captive to my Lord,
And sing the victories of His word.
1SAAC WATTS. 1709.

Cc.M.
I will send him unto

288 If I depart,
y(m.—-} OHN xvi. 7.
1 ENTHBONED on 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.
8 Spirit of life, and light, and love !
Thy heavenly influence give :
Quicken our spirits from above,
That we in Christ may live.

4 To our benighted souls reveal
The glories of His grace; [ceal
And bring us where no clouds con-
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.
THOMAS HAWEIS. 1792.

289 Wait for thf':r{:)niu of the Father.
Actsi 4

1 LOB.D God, the Holy Ghost ! .
In this accepted hour,
As on the day of Pentecost,
Descend in all Thy power.

2 We meet with one accord
In our appointed place,
And wait tﬁe promise of our Lord,
The Spirit of all grace.

8  Like mighty, rushing wind,
Upon the waves beneath,
Move with one impulse every mind;
One soul, one feeling breathe.

4 The young, the old inspire
‘With wisdom from above ;
And give us hearts and tongues of

To pray, and praise, and love.

5  Spirit of Light, explore
And chase our gloom away,
‘With lustre shining more and more
Unto the perfect day.

6  Spirit of Truth, be Thou,
In life and death, our guide :
O Spirit of Adoption, now
May we be sanctified.
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1819

290 The love %%ﬂwd abroad in our
hearts by. the Holy Ghost.—BROMX. v, 5.
1 COME, Holy 8pirit, heavenly
Dove,
With all Thy quickening powers,
Kindle a flame of sacred love
In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look how we grovel here below,
Fond of these trifling toys
Our souls can neither fly nor go
To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal songs,
In vain we strive to rise ;
Hosannahs languish on our tongues,

And our-devotion dies.
9




THE HOLY SPIRIT:

4 Dear Lord ! and shall we ever live
At this poor dying rate ?
Our love so faint, so cold to Thee,
And Thine to us so great ?

5 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly-Dove,
‘With all Thy quickening powers;
Come, shed abroad the Saviour's
love,
And that shall kindle ours.

ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

291 As many m%led by lh Spirit of
God.—RoM. viji.

1 CO]\[E gracious Spmt, heavenly
Dove,

With hght and comfort from above:

Be Thou our , Thou our

guide ;
Q’er every thonght and step preside.
2 Conduct us safe, conduct us far
From every sin and hurtful snare;
Lead to Thy word that rules must
give,
And teach us lessons how o live.
8 The light of truth to us display,
And make us know and choose Thy
way ;
Plant holy fear in every heart,
That we from God may ne'er depart.
4 Lead us to holiness—the road
That G:; must take to dwell with

Lead us to Christ—the living way,
Nor let us from His pasture stray.

5 Lead us to God, our final rest,
In His enjoyment to be blest ;
Lead us to heaven, the seat of bliss,
‘Where pleasure in perfection is.
SIMON BROWNE. 1720.

292 icken nscl:d we will eall u,
QuThy name. .—PsA, Ixxx, 1 pon
COME , Holy Spirit, come ol
With energy divine;
And on this poor, benighted soul,
With beams of mercy shine.
22

2 From the celestial hills,
Light, life, and joy dlspense ;
And may I daily, hourly fzel
Thy quickening influence !

O melt this frozen heart,
This stubborn will subdue ;
Each evil passion overcome,
And form me all anew.
4 The profit will be mine,
But Thine shall be the praise ;
Cheerful to Thee will I devote
The remnant of my days.
BENJAMIN BEDDOME.

3

1818,

293 Iwil’put Hy Sp:ru within yow.
EzEEK. xxxvi, 27.
COME, Holy Spirit, come!
Let Thy bright beamsarise ;
Digpel all sorrow from our minds,
All darkness from our eyes.

Convinece us of our sin ;
Then lead to Jesus’ blood ;
And, to our wondering view, reveal
The secret love of God.
8 Revive our drooping faith,
Our doubts and fears remove ;
And kindle in our hearts the flame
Of never-ceasing love.
’Tis Thine to cleanse the heart,
To sanctify the soul,
To pour fresh life in 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 .

2

4

love,
The Father, Son, and Thee.

JOSEPH HART., I1759.

294 He will fmde you into all truth,
OHN xVi.
1 ("\OME, Holy Ghost our hearts
inspire,
Let us Thme influence prove;

Source of the old Kmphetic fire,
Fountain of light and love.




THE COMFORTER.

2 Come, Holy Ghost, for moved by
Thee

The prophets wrote and spoke ;
Unlock the truth, Thyself the key,
Unseal the sacred book.
{ 8 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
If Thou within usshine; [know,
And sound, with all Thy saints
The depths of love divine.-[below,
CHARLES WESLEY. 1740,

295 m ,‘iﬂi‘;. you all things,
JonN xiv. 26.
1 ETEBNAL Spirit, by whose power
Are burst the bands of death,
On our cold hearts Thy blessings
shower,
Revive them with Thy breath."
2 'Tis Thine to point the heavenly way,
Each rising fear control ;
And, with & warm enlivening ray,
Set free the ice-bound soul.
8 'Tis Thine to cheer us when distrest,
To raise us when we fall ; [breast,
To calm the doubting, troubled
And aid when sinners call.
4 °Tis Thine to bring God’s sacred
And write it on our heart ; [word,
There its reviving truths record,
And there its peace impart.
5 Almighty Spirit, visit thus
Our hearts, and guide our ways :
Pour down Thy quickening grace on
And tune our lips to praise. [us,
WILLIAM H. BATHURST. 1831.

29 6 112th,
It is the Spirit that quickeneth.
JoHN vi. 68,
1 ETEBNAL Spirit ! source of light
Enlivening, consecrating fire,
Descend, and, with celestial heat,
Our dull, our frozen hearts inspire ;

Our souls refine, our dross consume :
Come, condescending Spirit, come!

2 In our cold breasts, O strike a spark
Of the pure flame which seraphs feel,
Nor let us wander in the dark,

Or lie benumbed and senseless still :
Come, vivifying Spirit, come, [home.
And make our hearts Thy constant

3 Let pure devotion's fervour rise ;

Let every pious passion glow :
O let the raptures of the skies
Kindle in our cold hearts below !
Come, condescending Spirit, come,
And make our souls Thy constant
home.  samuEL pavims. 1769.

297 = ;.al'i‘};?""l'”.;‘i'om, Comforter.
e 8 ve you .
JouX xiv. 16.

1 FAT}IER of our dying Lord,
Remember us for good :
O fulfil His faithful word, .

And hear His speaking blood.
Give us that for which He prays:
Father, glorify Thy Son: ~ [grace,
Show His truth, and power, and

And send the promise down.

2 True and faithful Witness, Thou,

O Christ, Thy Spirit give ;

Hast Thou not received Him now,
That we might Him receive?

Art Thou not our living Head?

Life to all our souls impart:

Shed Thy love, Thy Spirit shed,
In every waiting heart.

3 Holy Ghost, the Comforter,
The gift of Jesus, come :
Glows our heart to find Thee near,
And swells to make Thee room :
Present with us Thee we feel,
Come, O come, and in us be;
‘With us, in us, live and dwell,
To all eternity.

CHARLES WESLRY. I1742.

298 No man cansu'g' that Jesus is the Lord
but by the Holy Ghost,—1 Cor. xii. 3.
1 SPIBIT of Truth, come down !
Reveal the things of God ;
And make to us the Saviour known,
Apply His precious blood.
98




THE HOLY SPIRIT:

2  His merits glorify,
That each may clearly see,
Jesus, who did for sinners die,
Hath surely died for me.

3 No man can truly say,
That Jesus is the Lord,
Unless Thou take the veil away,
And breathe the living word.

4  Then, only‘then, we feel
Our interest in His blood,
And cry, with joy unspeakable,
Thou art my Lord! my God !
CHARLES WESLEY. 1746.

299 874
God that giveth the increase.
1 Con. iii. 7.
1 COME, thou soul-transforming
Spirit,
Bless the sower and the seed ;
Let each heart Thy grace inherit,
Raise the weak; the hungry feed ;
From the gospel
Now supply Thy people’s need.

2 O may all enjoy the blessing,
‘Which Thy word’s designed to
Let us all, Thy love possessing, [give;
Joyfully the truth receive ;
And for ever
To Thy: praise and glory live.
JONATHAN EVANS. 1784.

300 God_hath u:‘;a‘li‘c.d them unto us by
His Spirit.—1 Cox. ii. 10.
1 DESCEND from heaven, immortal
Dove! [wings,
Stoop down, and take us on Thy
And mount and bear us far above
The reach of these inferior things ;—

2 Beyond, beyond this lower sky,
Up where eternal ages roll,
‘Where solid pleasures never die,
And fruits immortal feast the soul.
8 O for a sight, a pleasing sight,
Of our Almighty Father's throne !
There s;ts our Saviour crowned with
ight,

light,
Clothed in a body like our own.
o4

4 Adoring saints around Him stand,
And thrones and powers before Him
fall ;

. ; [Man,
The God shines gracious through the
And sheds sweet glories on them all. |

5 O what amazing joys they feel,
‘While to their golden harps they sing,
Do His commands with heavenly

zeal,

And spread the triumphs of their
King!

6 When shall the day, dear Loxd,

aI)pea'l.Y
That I shall mount to dwell above,
And stand and bow amongst them

there,
And see Thy face, and sing, and
love?
ISAAC WATTS. I1707.

301 He hath mZ:'
1 JonN i

1 RACIOUS 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 spesak.

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 Mighty Spirit ! dwell with me,
I myself would mighty be :
Mighty so as to prevail,
Where, unaided, man must fail ;
Ever, by a mighty hope,
Pressing on and bearing up.

us_of His Spirit.
18




THE SANCTIFIER.

5 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.
THOMAS T. LYNCH. 1856.

302 The eyes of]:of; understanding being
enlightened.—EPH. i. 18.
1 ETERNAL Spirit | we confess
And sing the wonders of Thy
grace ; [down
Thy power conveys our blessmgs
From God the Father, and the Son.

2 Enlightened by Thy heavenly ray,
Our shades and darkness turn to
day [know
Thine mward teachings make us
Our danger, and our refuge too.

8 Thy power and glory work within,
And break the chains of reigning sin ;
Do our imperious lusts subdue,
And form our wretched heartsanew.

4 The troubled conscience knows Thy
voice,
Thy cheering words awake our joys;
Thy words allay the stormy wind,
And calm the surges of the mind.
ISAAC WATTS, 1709.

303 Ye have uo? 11':‘“‘”6 the spirit ?
bondage again to fear.—~RoM, viii. 1
1 QPIRIT of holiness! look down,
Our fainting hearts to cheer;
And when we tremble at Thy frown,
O bring Thy comforts near.

2 The terror Thy convictions wrought,
O let Thy grace remove ;
And may the souls which Thou hast
taught
To weep, now learn to love.
8 Now let Thy saving mercy heal
©  The wounds it made before :
Now on our hearts impress Thy seal,
That we may doubt no more.

4 Complete the work Thou hast begun,
And make our darkness light ;
That we a glorious race may run,

Till faith be lost in sight.

& Then,as our wondering eyes discern
The Lord’s unclouded face,
In fitter language we shall learn
To sing trinumphant grace.
WILLIAM . BATHURST. 1831.

30 4 7.6.7.6.7.8.7.6.
He that believeth on the Son of God
hath the witness in himself.—1 JorNX v. 10.

SA OUR, I Thy word believe ;

My unbehef remove ;

Now Thy quickening Spirit give,
The unction from above!

Show me, Lord, how good Thou

art,
My soul with all Thy fulness fill ;
Send the witness in my heart,
The Holy Ghost reveal.

2 Dead in sin, I hopeless lie

Bereft of power to rise,

Till Thy Spirit inwardly
Thy saving blood applies :

Now the mighty gift impart,

My sin erase, my pardon seal;

Send the witness in my heart,

The Holy Ghost reveal.

8 Let me in His love rejoice,
Make me His pure abode,
Tell me by His inward voice,
I am a child of God !
Lord, I choose the better part,
Jesus, I wait Thy peace to feel ;
Send the witness in my heart,
The Holy Ghost reveal.

4 Whom the world cannot receive

O manifest in me:

Son of God, I cease to live
Unless I live to Thee!

Now impute Thy fall desert,

Restore the joy from which I fell;

Breathe the witness in my heart

The Holy Ghost reveal.

AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. 1750
95




THE HOLY SPIRIT.

8.7.
305 He dwelleth with you, and shall be in
you.—JORN xiv. 17,

1 HOLY Ghost ! dispel our sadness,

Pierce the clouds of sinful

night;
Come, Thou source of joy and glad-
ness,
Breathe Thy life, and spread Thy
light.

2 From that height which knows no
measure,
As a gracious shower descend ;
Bringing down the richest treasure
Man can wish, or God can send.

8 Come, Thou best of all donations
God can give or we implore :
Having Thy sweet consolations,
‘We need wish for nothing more.

4 Author of our new creation,
Bid us all Thine influence prove ;
Make our souls Thy habitation,
Shed abroad the Saviour’s love.

PAUL GERHARDT. 1653.
TR. BY A, M. TOPLADY, 1776.

CM.
306 Ye were sealed with that Holy Spirit
of promise.—Epn. i. 13.

1 “IHY should the children of a
Kin,

8
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 ?
When wilt Thou banish my com-
plaints,
And show my sins forgiven ?
8 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,
The pledge of joys to come :
And Thy soft wings, celestial Dove !
Will safe convey me home.

ISAAC WATTS. 1709
96

—JORL ii.
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.

307 I will pourohlth My Spirit upon all
JSlesh.: 28,

2 Give tongues of fire and hearts of

ove
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 merocy 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.

& Baptize the nations ; far and nigh,
The triumphs of the cross record ;
The name of Jesus glorify,

Till every kindred call Him Lord.

6 God, from eternity, hath willed
All flesh shall His salvation see;
8o be the Father’s love fulfilled,
The Saviour’s sufferings crowned
through Thee.
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1835.

308 Behold, I%ula[.kc all things new.
Rev. xxi. &

1 SPIBIT of powerand might ! behold
A world by sin destroyed ;
Creator-Spirit, as of old,
Move on the formless void.

2 Give Thou the word—that healing
sound
Shall quell the deadly strife;
And earth again, like Eden crowned,
Produce the tree of life.




THE HOLY TRINITY.

8 If sang the morning stars for joy,
‘When nature rose to view,
‘What strains will angels’ harps em-

ploy,
‘When Thou shalt all renew!

4 And if the sons of God rejoice
To hear a S8aviour’s name,
How will the ransomed raise their
voice,
To whom that Saviour came !

& So every kindred, tongue, and tribe,
Assembling round the throne,
Thy new creation shall ascribe
To sovereign love alone.

JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1823.

M.
309 The spirit ofnélory and of God resteth
upon you.—1 PETER iv. 14,
1 QPIRIT of meroey, truth, and love!
O shed thy influence from above;
And still from age to age inspire
Thy church with Pentecostal fire.
2 In every clime, by every tongue,
Be God’s amazing glory sung ;
Let all the listening earth be taught
Theactsour great Redeemer wronght.

8 Unfailing Comfort | heavenly Guide!
Still o’er Thy favoured charch pre-
gide ; [prove,
Still may mankind Thy blessings
Spirit of meroy, truth, and love !
R. W. KYLE? 1775.

THE HOLY TRINITY.

310 To God m}y‘swu'bm, be glory through
Jesus Christ for ever—RoM. xvi. 27.
1 E give immortal praise
To God the Father’s love,
For all our comforts here,
And better hopes above :
He sent His own eternal Son
To die for sins that man had done.

To God the Son belongs
Immortal glory too,
‘Who bought us with His blood
From everlasting woe :
Andnow on high He lives and reigns,
And sees the fruit of all His pains.
8 To God the Spirit’s name
Immortal worship give,
‘Whose new-creating power
Makes the dead sinner live :
His work completes the great design,
And fills the soul with joy divine,
4 Almighty God! to Thee
Be endless honours done,
The undivided Three,
And the mysterious One :
‘Where reason fails, with all her

powers,
There faith prevails, and love adores.

2

311 Zhers are thves that bear record in
heaven.—1 JORN v. 7,
1 TRATHER of heaven ! whose love
profound
A ransom for our souls hath found :
Before Thy throne we sinners bend :
To us Thy pardoning love extend.

2 Almighty Son! Incarnate Word !
Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord!
Before Thy throne we sinners bend :
To us Thy saving grace extend.

8 Eternal Spirit! by whose breath
Thesoul is raised from sin and death;
Before Thy throne we sinners bend:
To us Thy quickening power extend.

4 Jehovah ! Father, Spirit, Son!
Mysterious Godhead ! Three in One !
Before Thy Throne we sinners bend :
Grace, pardon, life to us extend.

JOEN COOPER. 1812

oM.
312 The Lord which is, and which was,
and which is to come.—REV.1. 8.
1 AKER, Upholder, Ruler! Thee
Let all that live adore;
‘Who art, and wast, and art to be,

I8AAC WATTS. 1709.
b4

God blessed evermore,
/4




THE HOLY TRINITY.

2 Redeemer, Prophet, Priest, and King!
Appointed Judge of all!
Let ransomed souls Thy triumph

ThyfoesbeforeTheoiall.

8 Spirit of life, and kight, and love!
Thy glorious gifts impart ;
From heaven descending like a dove,
Dwell Thou in every heart.

4 Thee, Father, Son, and Spirit : Thee
Let heaven and earth adore;
Thou art, Thou wast, and Thou
shalt be,
God blessed evermore,

JAMES MONTGOMERY,

1836.

313 Holy, lwlgl&l 7&,M God Almighty.
1 HOLY Holy, Holy Lord
God of Hosts! when heaven

and earth,
Out of darkness at Thy word,
Issued into glorious birth ;
All Thy works around Thee stood,
And Thine eye beheld them good,
‘While they w:th sweet accord,
Holy, Holy, y Lord !

2 Holy, Holy, Holy 1—Thes,
One Jehovah evermore,
Father, S8on, and Spirit, we,
Dust and ashes, would adore:
Lightly by the world esteemed,
From that world by Thee redeemed
Sing we here with glad accord,
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord !

8 Holy, Holy, Holy !—All
Heaven’s triumphant choir shall sing,
‘While the ransomed nations fall
At the footstool of their King :
Then shall saints and seraphim,
Harps and voices, swell one hymn,
Blending in sublime accord,
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord !

1836.

JAMES MONTGOMERY.
28

314 Which was, ﬁﬁ. and is to come; .
Rev. iv. 8.

1 HOLY Holy, Holy! Lord God

Almighty ! [rise to Thee ;

Gratefully adoring, our songs shall

Holy, Holy, Holy! Merciful and
Mighty, inity.

God in Thme Persons, Blessod

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, [shalt be.
‘Who wast, and art, and evermore

8 Holy, Holy, Holy! though the
darkness hide Thee,
Though the eye of sinful man Thy
glory may not see ;
Only Thou art holy; there is none
beside Thee,
Perfect in power, 'in love, and purity.

4 Holy, Holy, Holy! Lord God
Almig]

hiy |
All Thy works shall praise Thy name
in earth, and sky, and sea :
Holy, Holy, Holy! Merciful and
Mighty? [Trinity !
God in Tbree Persons, Blessed

REGINALD HEBER. 1827.

3 15 u were G m bej
% thmu . —BEV, xi W ore
1 NOW with angels round the
throne,
Cherubim and seraphim,
And the church, which still is one,
Let us swell the solemn hymn :
Glory to the great I AM ;
Glory to the Victim Lamb.

2 Blessing, honour, glory, might,
And dominion infinite,
To the Father of our Lord
To the Spirit and the Word
As it was, all worlds betom,
Is, and shall be evermore.
JOSIAH COXDER. 1824,




DOXQLOGIES.

316 We will cml':ato him, and make our
abode with him.—JoHNX xiv. 33,
1 OLY Father! hear my ory;
Holy Saviour ! bend Thine ear ;
Holy Spirit! come Thon nigh ;—
Father, Sumour, Spirit, hear!

2 Father, save me from my sin ;
Saviour, I Thy mercy crave;
Gracious Spirit, make me clean ;—
Father, Son, and Spirit, save!

8 Father, let me taste Thy love;
Savmur, fill my soul with peace ;
Spirit, come, my heart to move ;—
Father, Son, and Spirit, bless |

4 Father, Son, and Spirit, Thou
One Jehovah, shed abroad
All Thy grace within me now—
ather and my God!
HORATIUS BONAR, 1857.

317 Tothonlyuluvdodw Baviour be
glory and majesty.—JUDE 25.
1 IO the Source of every blessing,
Grateful anthems let us raise ;
Holy joy, our souls possessing,
Swells the tribute of our praise.

2 Glory to the Almighty Father,
Fountain of Eternal love,
‘Who, His wandering sheep to gather,
Sent the Shepherd from above.

8 To the Son all praise be given,
‘Who, with love unknown before,
Left the bright abode of heaven,
And our sins and sorrows bore,

Equal straing of warm devotion
Let the Spirit’s praise employ ;

Author of each holy motion,
Source of wisdom, peace, and joy.

8§ Thus while our glad hearts ascending
Glorify Jehovah’s name,
Heavenly songs with ours are
blending ;
There the theme is still the same.
WILLIAM H, BATHURST. 183I.

4

318 meu S50 o e 2ot
Psa. oxxxv. 1,

1 SING Hallelujah ! praise the Lord!
Sing with a cheerful voice ;
Ezxalt our God with loud accord,
And in His name rejoice ;
Ne’ell'l cease to sing, thou msomed
ost,
Praige Fu.ther, Son, and Holy Gho-t
Until, in realms of endless light
Your praises shall unite.

2 There we, to all eternity
Shall join the angelic lays,
And sing, in perfect harmony,
To God the Saviour's praise:
¢¢ He hath redeemed us by His blood,
Ha.tth:gdo us kings and priests to
For us the heavenly Lamb was slain,
Praise ye the Lord! Auex!”

JOHX SWERTNER. 1739.
319 God bkuada,}z; ever, Amen,
Rox. ix. 5.

RAISE the God of all creation :
Praise the Father’s boundless love:
Praise the Lamb, our expiation,
Priest and ng enthroned above,
Praise the Fountain of Salvation,
Him by whom our spirits live :

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give.

JOSIAE CONDER. 1836,
320 0. Double.
THE God of mercy be adored,
‘Who ealls our souls from deuh

‘Who saves by His word,

And new-oreating breath :
To praise the Father and the Son,

And Spirit, all divine—
The One in Three, and Three in One—
Let saints and angels join.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709
]




THE WORD OF GOD:

321 118th,
NOW to the great and sacred Three,
The Father, Son, and Spirit, be
Eternal praise and glory given,
Through all the world where God is

known,
By all the angels near the throne,
And all the saints in earth and heaven.

I8AAC WATTS. 1719.
322 8.

IVE to the Father praise,
Give glory to the Son,
And to the Spirit of His grace
Be equal honour done.

I8AAC WATTS. 1709.
323 oM.

HONOUB to the Almighty Three,
And everlasting One;
All glory to the Father be,

The Spirit and the Son.

18AAC WATTS, 1709.

324 LML

0 God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be honour, praise, and glory given
By all on ea.tth and all in heaven.

ISAAC WATTS, £2709.
325 LM
RAISE God from whom all
blessings flow,

Praise Him all creatures here below :
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host;
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

THOMAS KEN. 1697.

326 o

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
One God whom we adore,
Be glory as it was, is now,
And shall be evermore.

KAHUM TATE, 1696.

THE WORD OF GOD:

327 The word of thc Lord endunthfor
ever.—1

1 PRAIBE everlastmg praise, be
To me who earth’s foundations
laid;

Praise to the God, whose firm
decrees
Sway the creation as He please.

2 Praise to the goodness of the Lord,
‘Who rules His people by His word ;
And there, as strong as His decrees
He sets His kindest promises.

8 Firm are the words His prophets
give, [live;
Sweet words on which His children
Each of them is the voice of God,
Who spoke and spread the skies
abroad.

" 100

ITS EXCELLENCE,

4 O for a strong, & lasting faith,
To credit what the Almighty saith ;
To embrace the message of His Son,
And call the joys of heaven our own !

5 Our everlasting hopes arise
Above the ruinable skies ;
‘Where the Eternal Builder reigns,
And His own courts His power
sustains,

ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

328 The Mav;::;[‘d;ligiaiomgkm of God.

1 I'NHE heavens declare Thy glory,
T Lord ;
In every star Thy wisdom shines ;
But, when our eyes behold Thy
word,
‘We read Thy name in fairer lines.




LIGHT IN DARKNESS.

2 The rolling sun, the changing light,
And nights and days Thy power
confess ; writ
But the blest volume Thou
Reveals Thy justice and ThLy graoe

8 Sun, moon, and stars convey Thy
praise [stand ;
Bonnd the whole earth, and never
8o, when Thy truth began its race,
It touched and glanced on every
land.

4 Nor shall Thy spreading gospel rest,
Till through the world Thy truth
has run ;
Till Christ has all the nations blest
That see the light or feel the sun.

8 Great Sun of Righteousness, arise!

Bless the dark world with heavenly
light ;

Thy gospel makes the simple wise,

Thy laws are pure, Thy judgments
right.

6 Thy noblest wonders here we view,
In souls renewed, in gins forgiven :
Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew,
And make Thy word my guide to

heaven. ISAAC WATTS. 1719.
8.
329 The statutes of ﬂw Lord are right.
Psa. xix. 8.
1 BEHOLD! the morning sun
Begins his glorious way ;

His beams through all the nations
And life and light convey. [run,

2 But where the gospel comes,
It spreads diviner light;
It calls dead sinners from their tombs,
And gives the blind their sight.
8 How perfect is Thy word ;
And all Thy judgments just ;
For ever sure Thy promise, Lord,
.And men securely trust.
4 My gracious God, how plain
Are Thy directions given!
O may I never read in vain,

Bat find the path to heaven !

5 I hear Thy word with love,
And I would fain obey ;
Send Thy good Spirit from above

To guide me lest I stray.

6  While with my heart and tongue
I spread Thy praise abroad,
Accept the worship and the song,
My Saviour and my God.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

330 e tow of%lf}ma is perfect.

1 THY law is perfeot Lord of light !
Thy testimonies sure;
The statutes of Thy realm are right,
And Thy commandments pure.

2 Holy, inviolate, Thy fear,
Enduring as Thy throne;
Thy judgments, chastening or severe,
Justice and truth alone,

8 More pnzed than gold,—than gold
Refining fire expels ! [whose waste
Sweeter than honey to my taste,—
Than honey from the cells.

4 Let these, O God ! my soul _convert,
And make Thy servant wise ;
Let these be gladness to my heart,
The dayspring to my eyes.
5 By these mayIbe warned betimes ;—
‘Who knows the gailt within ?
Lord, save me from presumptuou
orimes,
Cleanse me from secret sin.

6 8o may the words my lips express,
The thoughts that throng the
[ness!
(o] Lord my Strength and Righteous-
With Thee acceptance find.

JAMES MONTGOMERY, 1822.

331 The cnlran?c of Thy words giveth
light.—Psa. cxix. 180,

1 HOW shall the young secure their

earts,
And gum'd their lives from sin ?
Thy word the choicest rules imparts
To keep the conscience clean.
10




THE WORD OF GOD:

2 When once it enters to the mind,
It spreads such light abroad,
The meanest souls instruction find,
And raise their thoughts to God.

8 'Tis like the sun, & heavenly light,
That guides us all the day:
And, through the dangers of the
A lamp to lead our way. [night,

4 The starry heavens Thy rule obey,
The earth maintains her place;
Ang these Thy servants, night and

day
Thy skill and power express.

5 But still Thy laws and gospel, Lord,
Have lessons more divine ;

Not earth stands firmer than Thy

Nor stars 8o nobly shine.  [word,

6 Thy word is everlasting truth ;
How pure is every page |
That holy book shall guide our
youth,
And well support our age.

ISAAC WATTE. 1719

332 wmkwo‘.’.'?o;mm

1 starry ﬂrmament on high,
And all the glories of the sky,
Yet shine not to Thy praise, O Lord,
Bo brightly as Thy written word :
The hopes that holy word supplies,
Its truth divine, and precepts wise,
In each a heavenly beam I see,
And every beam conducts to Thee.

2 When taught by painful proofs to
That all is vanity below; [know
The ginner roams from comfort far,
And looks in vain for sun or star:
Soft glealmng then those lights

divin [shine,
Through all the cheerless darkness
And, sweetly to his ravished eye,
Disclose the Dayspring from on high.

8 Almighty Lord! the sun shall fail,
The moon forget her nightly tale,
And nlencehnshonlngh
The radiant chorus of the sky ;

108

F—

But, fixed for everlasting years,

Unmoved amid the wreck of spheres,
Thy word shall shine in cloudlessday,
‘When heaven and earth have passed

away. EIR B, GRANT. 13839.

333 The mudgm “a ia'lp ud the
law is light.—FPrOV. Vi,
1 AMP of our feet, whereby we tmee
Our path when wont to stray;
Stream from the fount of heavenly

grace,
Brook by the traveller's way :
2 Bread of our souls, whereon we feed,
True mannsa from on high ;
Our guide and chart, wherein we
Of realms beyond the sky., [read

8 Pillar of fire, through watches dark,
And radiant cloud by day ;
‘When waves would whelm our tossing
Our anchor and our stay., [bark
4 Word of the Everlasting God,
Will of His glorious Son ;
Without Thee, how could earth be
Or heaven itself be won? [trod?
5 Lord, grant us all aright to learn
The wisdom it imparts ;
And to its heavenly teaching turn,
With simple, child-like hearts.
*  BERNARD BARTON. 12826,
334 Thy word “c‘.‘n lamp unio my feet.
Psa. cxix. 105,
1 HOW precious is the book divine,
By inspiration given!
Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine,
To guide our souls to heaven.
2 Iisweetly cheers our drooping hearts
In this dark vale of tears;
Life, light, and joy, it still imparts,
And quells our rising fears.
8 This lamp, through all the tedious
night
Of life shall guide our way,
Till we behold the clearer hgh
Of an eternal day.

JOHN FAWCERTT.

2782,




GRACE AND TRUTH.

335 Better u&?ﬁ 1'1‘.‘ than thoumldo of
gold or silver—Psa. exix.
1 FATHEB of mercies! in Thy word | 1
‘What endless glory shines!
For ever be Thy name adored,
For these celestial lines.
2 Here may the wretched sons of want
Exhaustless riches find ;
Riches above what earth can grant,
And lasting as the mind.
8 Here the Redeemer’s wel¢ome voice
Spreads heavenly peace around !
And life and everlasting joys
Attend the blissful sound.
4 O may these heavenly pages be
My ever dear delight !
And still new beauties may I see,
And still increasing light.
5 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord !
Be Thou for ever near:
Teach me to love Thy sacred word,
And view my Saviour there.
ANNE STEELE. 1760,

Box. L. 16, -

1 LET everlasting glories crown
Thy head, my Saviour and my
Lord ; [down,
Thy hands hn.ve brought salvation
And writ the blessings in Thy word.
2 In vain the trembling econscience

seeks
Some solid ground to rest upon;

With long despair the spirit breaks, |

Till we apply to Christ alone.

8 How well Thy blessed truths agree !
How wiseand holy Thy commands !
Thy promises, how firm they be !
How firm our hope and comfort

stands !

4 Should all the forms that men de-
. [art
Assault my faith with treacherous
I'd call them vanity and lies,
And bind the Gospel to my heart.

ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

3 LM.
37 The goq;e;o{ ;l;e giacc of God.

THIS isthe word of truth and love,
Sent to the nations from above;
Jehovah here resolves to show
‘What His Almighty grace can do.

2 This remedy did wisdom find
To heal diseases of the mind ;
This sovere:gn balm, whose virtues

Bestom the ruined creature, man

38 The Gogpel bids the dead revive,
Sinners obey the voice and live ;
Dry bones are raised, and clothed

afresh, [flesh.
And hearts of stone are turned to

4 Where Satan reigned in shades of
night,
The gospel sheds a heavenly light ;
Our lusts its wondrous power con-

trols,
And calms the rage of angry souls.

5 Lions and beasts of savage name
Put on the nature of the lamb ;
Whilst the wide world esteem it

strange,
Gaze and admue, and hate the
change.

6 May but this grace my soul renew,
Let sinners gaze, and hate me too ;
The word that saves me does engage
A sure defence from all their rage.

ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

338 Grace and S.’},I;, came by Jesus Christ.
JonN i. 17.

1 Lord, descending from above ;
Invites Hisg childten near :
‘While power, and truth,.and bound-
less love
Display their glories here.

2 Here,, in Thy gospel’s wondrous
fram

e,
Fresh wisdom we pursue ;
Adoring angels learn Thy name
Beyond whate’er they knew.
108




THE WORD OF GOD:

8 Thy name is writ in fairest lines;
Thy wonders here we trace :
‘Wisdom through all the mystery
shines,
And shines in Jesus’ face.

4 The law its best obedience owes
To our Incarnate God ;
And Thine avenging justice shows
Its honour in His blood.

5 But still the lustre of Thy grace
Our warmer thoughts employs,
Gilds the whole scene with brighter
rays,
And more exalts our joys.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

339 More to be gj’i{r’ed are they than gold.
Psa, xix. 10,

ADEN with guilt, and full of
fears,
I fly to Thee, my Lord ;
And not a glimpse of hope appears,
But in Thy written word.

2 Thé volume of my Father's grace
Does all my grief assuage ;
Here I behold my Saviour’s face
Almost in 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.

4 Here consecrated water flows
To quench my thirst of sin ;
Here thefair tree of knowledge grows,
Nor danger dwells therein.

6 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.

1

ISAAC WATTS. 1709.
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340 Unto us thig; are saved it is the
powver of God.—1 Cor. i. 18,
1 OD 1n the gospel of His Son
Makes His eternal counsels
known;
*Tis here His richest mercy shines,
And trath is drawn in fairest lines.
2 Here Jesus, in ten thousand ways,
His soul-attracting charms displays;
Recounts His poverty and pains,
And tells His love in melting strains.
8 Wisdom its dictates here imparts,
To form our minds, to cheer our
hearts ;
Its influence makes the sinner live,
It bids the drooping saint revive.
4 Our raging passions it controls,
And comfort yields to contrite souls;
It brings a better world in view,
And guides us all our journey
through. .
5 May this blest volume ever lie
Close to my heart, and near my eye;
Till life’s last hour my thoughts

engage,
And be my chosen heritage !
BENJAMIN BEDDOME. 1787.

341 Thy mtimoo?i'clc['huc I taken as an
heritage for ever.—PsA. cxix. 111,
1 ORD, I have made Thy word my
My lasting heritage: [choice,
There shall my noblest powers
rejoice,
My warmest thoughts engage.
2 T'll read the histories of Thy love,
And keep Thy laws in sight,
‘While through Thy promises I rove
With ever-fresh delight.
3 'Tis a broad land of wealth unknown
‘Where springs of life arise,
Seeds of immortal bliss are sown,
And hidden glory lies.
4 The best relief that mourners have,
It makes our sorrows blest;
Our fairest hope beyond the grave,
And our eternal rest.

18AAC WATTS. 1719.




ITS INVITATIONS.

342 The eutrcﬂu oj Thy wordc gloeth
light.—PsgA. cxix.

1 THE Spirit breathes upon the

And bnngs the truth to sight;
Precepts and promises afford

A sanctifying light.

2 A glory gilds the sacred page,
Majestio, like the sun;
It gives a light to every age—
It gives, but borrows none,

8 The hand that gave it still sapplies
The gracious light and heat:
Its traths upon the nations rise—
They rise, but never set.

4 Let everlasting thanks be Thine
For sach a bright display,
As makes & world of darkness shine
‘With beams of heavenly day.

& My soul rejoices to pursue
The steps of Him I love,
Till glory breaks upon my view
In brighter worlds above.

WILLIAM COWPER. 1770.
343 We preach %x'w erucified.
1 Cor. i. 28.
1 ST and His oross is all our
theme;
The mysteries that we speak

Are scandal in the Jew’s esteem,
And folly to the Greek.

2 But souls enlightened from above
‘With joy receive the word; [love
They see what wisdom, power, and
Shine in their dying Lord.
8 The vital savour of His name
Restores their fainting breath ;
‘While unbelief perverts the same
To guilt, despair, and death.

IBAAC WATTS, 1709.

THE WORD OF GOD: ITS INVITATIONS AND PROMISES.

344 m-uaeco::iuomzwmuu
wise cast out.—JORBN vi. 87,
1 ELCOME, welcome! sinner,
hear!
Hsmg not back through shame or

Doubt not nor distrust the call ;
Meroy is proclumed to all,

2 Welcome to the offered
‘Welcome, prisoner, to re ea.se :
Burst thy bonds; be saved ; be free!
Rise and come—He calleth theo.

8 Welcome, wi m;)mtg penitent !
Grace has m y heart relent :
‘Welcomes, long estranged 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.

5 All ye weary and distrest !
‘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
Hear the bitter word—Depart !

7 01 the virtue of that price,

That redeeming sacrifice !
Come, ye bought, but not with gold,
‘Welcome to the sacred fold.

JOBIAH OONDER. 1836.

345 Come m%'"az ye that labour and
are heavy laden.—MATT. xi. 28,

1 OOME, ye sinners, poor and
wretohed—

Come 'tis merey’s welcome hour ;
Jesus ready stands to save you,
Full of pity, i:ined with power;
He is able,
He is willing : doubt no more.
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THE WORD OF GOD:

2 O ye needy, come and welcome,
God’s free bounty glorify ;
True belief, and true repentance,
algvgrm that brings us nigh—
ithout mon

Come to Jesus Christ and buy.

8 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 His Spirit’s rising beam.
4 Come, ye weary, heavy laden,
Bruised and mmgled by the fall !
If you tarry till you're better,
You will never come at all :
Not the righteous—
Sinners, Jesus came to call,

5 View Him prostrate in the garden;
On the ground the Saviour lies!—
On the bloody tree behold Him !
Hear Him cry before He dies,
It is finished !
Sinner, will not this suffice?

6 Lo! the Incarnate God ascended,
Pleads the merit of His blood :
Venture on Him, venture wholly,

Let no other tmst 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,

JOBEPH HART. 1759.

346 Take My y%tmvm and learn of
Me.~—MATT. xi. 29.

1 COMZE, ye souls, by sin afflioted,
Bowed with fruitless sorrow
By the broken law convicted, [down,
By the tempter’s snares undone,
Look to Jesus!
Mercy flows through Him alone.
108

2 Take His easy yoke and wear it,
Love will make obedience sweet ;
Christ willgive youstrength to bearit,
While His wisdom guides your feet
Safe to glory,
Where His ransomed captives
meet.

8 Sweet as home to pilgrims weary,
Light to newly opened eyes,
Flowing springs in deserts dreary
Is the rest the cross supplies;
All who taste it
8hall to rest immortal rise.

4 Blessed are the eyes that see Him ;
Blest the ears that hear His voice:
Blessed are the gouls that trust Him,
And in Him alone rejoice ;
His commandments
Then become their happy choice,

& But to sing the rest of glory,
Mortal tongues far short must fall ;
Tongues celestial strive to reach it,
But it soars beyond them all ;
Faith, and hope, and love desire it,
But it overwhelms them all,
JOSEPH SWAIN. 1792

347 Let ’mweigc.l({hﬁmyhjm
Isa. Iv.

1 LET every mortal ear attend,
And every heart rejoice ;
The trumpet of the gospel sounds
‘With an inviting voice.
2 O all ye hungry, starving souls,
That feed upon the wind,
And vainly strive with earthly toys
To fill an empty mind :
3 Eternal Wisdom has prepared
A soul-reviving feast :
And bids gour longing appetites
The rich provision taste. .

4 O ye that pant for hvmg streuna,
Angd pine away and die ;
Here hy:: may guench your raging
t

With springs that never dry.




ITS INVITATIONS,

& 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
Are everlasting mines ; [love
Deep as our helpless miseries are,
And boundless as our sins.

7 The happy gates of go?el grace
Stand open night an
Lord, we are come to seek supplies,
And drive our wants away.

IBAAC WATTS. 1707.

C.ML
348 If any man thirst, lct him come unto
Me, and drink.—JoRN vii. 87.

1 'I[HE Saviour oalls—let every ear
Attend the heavenly sound ;

Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear ;
Hope smiles reviving round.
2 For every thirsty, longing heart,
Here streams of bounty flow ;
And life, and health, and bliss im-
To banish mortal woe. (part,

8 Ye sinners come, ’tis mercy’s voice :
The gracious call obey ;
Mercy invites to heavenly joys,
And can you yet delay ?
4 Dear Saviour, draw reluctant hearts :
To Thee let sinners fly,
And take the bliss Thy love imparts,
And drink and never die.

ANNE STEELE. 1760.

C.M.
349 Yet there is room.—LUKE xiv. 22.
1 5{ E wretched, hungry, starving
Behold a royal feast ! T,
‘Where mercy spreads her bounteous

store
For every humble guest.
2 See, Jesus stands with open arms;
He calls, He bids you come:
Guilt holds you back, and fear
alarms ;—
But see, there yet is room :

38 Room in the Saviour’s bleeding
heart—

There love and pity meet :
Nor will He bid the soul depart
That trembles at His feet.

4 In Him, the Father reconciled,
Invites your soul to come :
The rebel shall be called a child,
And kindly welcomed home.

& O come, and with His children taste
The blessings of His love ;
‘While hope attends the sweet repast
Of nobler joys above.

6 There, with united heart and voice,
Before the eternal throne,
Ten thousand thousand souls rejoice,
In ecstasies unknown.

7 And yet, ten thousand thousand
Are welcome still to come : [more
Ye longing souls, the grace adore ;
Approach, there yet is room.
ANNE BTEELE. °1760.

350 oy

I will be glad and rdo‘les in Thy
mercy.—Psa, xxxi.

1 QWEET were the sounds that
reached our ears

‘When mercy raised her heavenly

And bade our souls in hope rejoice.

2 All other sounds discordant seem,
Compared with mercy’s heavenly
song;
8o sweet and joyfulis the theme,
It bears our willing eouls along.

8 O may we never cease to hear
The vowe that gives our conscience

That dxsslpa.tes our guilty fear,
And tells us we are truly blest.

4 May mercy still remove our fear,
And bind our souls with cords of
love : [here,
Mercy, that soothes our sorrows
And gives us hope of joys above.
THOMAS KELLY. 1820.
107




THE WORD OF GOD:

3 51 8.7.8.7.8.8.7.
If we turn away from Him that
speaketh from heaven.--HEs. xii. 25,

1 DOTH He who came the lost to

To save the soul benighted,

Doth He entreat with earnest voice;
And shall His love be slighted,—

His call to every human heart

To bid unholy thoughts depart,
And a8 its Lord receive Him?

2 Doth the great Saviour stand and
call?

Shall we remain unheeding?
Doth He repeat His kind request ?

Can we withstand the pleading ?
That faithful Friend, His life who

gave,
From sin’s dread bonds, from death
to save !
O let us turn and hear Him.

8 He bids us all obey and live,
God’s word of love repeating;
O let us not the call refuse :
Our ﬁlggge! we yet shall meet

Great Source of good! Thy grace
impart,

That now, at length, each wandering
h

eart
May for its Lord receive Him !
JOHN LAGNIEL. 1797

352 Then shalt %h%cme the trumpet of

the jubilee to sound.—LEV. XXV, 9.

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  Exalt the Lamb of God,
The sin-atoning Lamb ;
Redemption by His blood
Throughout the world proclaim :
The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.
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8  Ye who have sold for nought
Your heritage above,
Shall have it back, unbought,
The gift of Jesus’ love:
The year of jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.
4  Ye slaves of sin and hell
Your liberty receive;
And safe in Jesus dwell,
And blest in Jesus live:
The year of jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home
The gospel trumpet hear,
The news of pardoning grace ;
Ye happy souls, draw near,
Behold your Saviour's face :
The year of jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.
G  Jesus, our great High Priest,
Has full atonement made ;
Ye weary spirits, rest!
Ye mournful souls, be glad !
The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.
e!nn:s WESLEY, 175S.

5

3 53 The Godof preﬂll you wm: aluo'
peace.—Ro
1 thnt in these oourts are found
Listening to the joyful sound,

Lost and helpless as ye are,

Sons of sorrow, sin, and care,

Glorify the King of kings,

Take the peace the gospel brings,

2 Turn to Christ your longmg eyes,
View His bleeding sacrifice
See through Him repenta.nce given,
Pardon, holiness, and heaven ;
Glorify the King of kings,
Take the peace the gospel brings.

ROWLAND HILL. 1774
354 Fear uot forlm with thee.

A. xliii. b,
1 HOW ﬁrm a foundat.lon, ye saints
of the Lord, [word !
Is laid for your faithi in His excellent
What more can He say than to you
He hath said, [fied?

You who unto Jesus for refuge have




ITS PROMISES.

2 In every condition—in sickness, in
health, [wealth;
In erty’s vale, or abounding in
At home and abroad, on the land,
on the sea,
As thy days may demand shall thy
ever be.
3 Fear not, I am with thee, O be not
dismayed ! [thee aid ;
I, I am thy God, and will still give
I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and

cause thee to stand,
Upheld lz My righteous, omnipotent
han

4 When through the deep waters I call
thee to go, [overflow ;

The rivers of grief shall not thee
For I will be with thee in trouble to
bless; [distress.

And sanctify to thee thy deepest

5 When through fiery trials thy path-

way ghall lie, [supply ;

My grace all-sufficient shall be thy
The flame shall not hurt thee;

only design to reﬁne.

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold

6 E’en down to old age, all My people

ghall prove [ove;

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable

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, [foes ;

I will not, I will not, desert to its
That soul, though all hell should
endeavour to shake,
I'll never, no never, no never forsake!
GEORGE KEITH. 1787.

3 5 5 Strong cm%&(oﬁ.—mn. vi. 18,
1 OW oft have sinand Satan strove
To rend my soul from Thee,
my God!
But everlasting is Thy love,
And Jesus seals it with His blood.

2 The oath and promise of the Lord
Join to confirm the wondrous grace ;
Eternal power performs the word,
And fills all heaven with endless

praise.

3 Amidst temptations sharp and long,
My soul to this dear refuge flies :
Hope is my anchor, irm and strong,
‘While tempests blow, and billows

rise.

4 The gospel bears my spirit up;

A faithful and unchanging God

Lays the foundation of my hope

In oaths, and promises, and blood.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

3 56 104th.
God will provide.—GEN. xxil. 8.
1 OUGH troubles assail, and
dangers affright,
Though friends should all fail, and
foes all unite,
Yot one_;hing secures us, whatever
e;
The Scripture assures us the Lord
will provide.
2 The birds, without barn or store-
house, are fed ;
From them let us learn to trust for

our bread :
His saints what is fitting shall ne’er
be denied, [provide.

So long as ’tis written, the Lord will

3 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,
4 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, [provide.
Almighty His power, the Lord will
JOHN NEWTON. 1775.
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THE MORTAL DESTINY OF MAN.

3 5 7 8.7.8.7.7.7.
Neither shall any man pluck them out
of My hand.—JOENX x. 28,
1 LOUDS and darkness round
about Thee,

For a season veil Thy face ;

Still I trust and cannot doubt Thee,
Jesus! full of truth and grace;
Resting on Thy word I stand,
None shall pluck me from Thy

hand.

2 O rebuke me not in anger!
Suffer not my faith to faill
Let not pain, temptation, languor,
O’er my struggling heart prevail :
Holding fast Thy word I stand,
Nom;1 sh:ll pluck me from Thy
and.

8 In my heart Thy word I cherish;
Though unseen, Thou still art
near;

Since Thy sheep shall never perish,
‘What have I to do with fear?
Trusting in Thy word I stand,
None shall pluck me from Thy

hand.
CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT. 1841,

358 As thy dayc.I:x‘hau thy strength be.
DEUT. xxxiii, 25.
1 FFLICTED sgaint, to Christ draw
near,
Thy Savmur‘l gracious promise

His falthful word declares to thee
That, b:s thy day, thy strength shall

2 Thy faith is weak, thy foes are strong,
And if the confiict should be long,
The Lord will make the tempter flee;
For, ag thy day, thy strength shall be.

3 Should persecution rage and flame,
Still trust in thy Redeemer’s name;
In fiery trials thou shalt see  [be.
Thas, as thy day, thy strength shall

4 When called tobear the weighty cross
Of sore affliction, pain, or loss,

Or deep distress or poverty ;— [be.
Still, as thy day, thy strength shall

5 When ghastly death appears in view,

Christ’s presence shall thy fears
subdue ;

He comes to set thy spirit free, [be.

And, as thy day, thy strength shall

JOHX FAWCETT. 1782,

359 They shall Se'v%rpm:h —JonN x. 28,
1 OUB God, how firm His promise

E’en when He hides His face !
He trusts in our Redeemer’s hands
His glory and His grace.
2 Then why, my soul, these sad com-
plaints,
Since Christ and we are one?
Thy God is faithful to His saints,
Is faithful to His Son.
3 Beneath His smiles my heart has
lived,
And part of heaven possest :
I praise His name for grace received,
And trust Him for the rest.

ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

THE MORTAL DESTINY OF MAN.

C.M.
360 A:forman, hgidqm are as grass.

1 ET others boast how strong they
Nor death nor danger fear ; [be,
But we confess, O Lord, to Thee,
‘What feeble things we are.
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2 Fresh as the grass our bodies stand,

And flourish bright and €sy;
A bhlg:hng wind sweeps o’er the

And fades the grass away.




THE SHORTNESS OF LIFE.

8 Our life contains a thousand springs
i And fails if one be wrong;
tmge! that & harp of thousand

Should keep in tune so long.

4 But ’tis our God supports our frame,
‘Who reared us from the dust;
Hosanna! to the Almighty name,
In Him is all our trust.

ISAAC WATTS. 1707

361 our years as a tals that is
B . ,  fole that
1 UR years in quick succession rise,
Qur days glide smoothly on;
The flight of time—so swift it flies—
Is unperceived till gone,
2 On rapid wing, concealed from view,
Death brings our blest discharge ;
Cuts the fine silver cord in two,
And sets the mind at large.

38 O what enlargement |—who can tell
The o’erwhelming glory given,
‘When once the soul has burst its cell,
And finds itself in heaven |

GILL TIMMS. 1828,

362 Ye know ”B‘lf;w shall be on the
morrow.—JAMES iv. 14,
1 0-MORROW, Lord, is Thine,
Lodged in Thy sovereign
hand ;
And it its sun arise and shine,
It shines at Thy command.

2  The present moment flies,
And bears our life away ;
O make Thy servants truly wise,
That they may live to-day.

8  Since on this winged hour
Eternity is hung,
‘Waken, by Thine Almighty power,
The sged and the young.
4 One thing demands our care—
O be it still pursued :
Lest, slighted once, the season fair
Should never be renewed,

5 To Jesns may we fly,

Swift as the morning light, -
Lest life’s young golden beams should
In sudden, endless night. [die

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755

383  5u the deas uow ot anything.
EccLES. ix. 5.
1 IFE is the time to serve the Lord,
The time to insure the grelt

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.

8 The living know that they must die,
But all the dead forgotten lie;
Their hatred and their love are lost,
Their envy buried in the dust.

4 Then what my thoughts design to do,
-Myhands, with all your might pursue;
Since no device nor work is found,
Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the

ground.

& There are no acts of pardon passed

In the cold grave, to which we haste ;
But darkness, death, and long

despair,
Reign in eternal silence there.

" YSAAGC WATTS. 1707.

M.
364 Bcdan{ugr‘t.h time.—ErmH. v, 16,
1 OD of eternity | from Thee
Did infant time his being draw ;
Moments and days, and months and
years,
Revolve by Thine unvaried law.
2 Silent and slow they glide away,
Bteady and strong the eurrent flows;

Lost in eternity’s wide sea,—
The boundless gulf from whence it

xose,
m




THE MORTAL DESTINY OF MAN.

8 With it the thoughtless sons of men
Before the rapid stream, are borne
On to that everlasting home
‘Whenoe not one soul can e’er return.

4 Great Source of wisdom ! teach my
heart

To know the price of every hour;

That time may bear me on to joys

Beyond its measure, and its power.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

365 wiat « 10%3!'“_/'6! It is even a
vapour.—JAMES iv, 14,
1 OUR life is ever on the wing,
And death is ever nigh;
The moment, when our lives begin,
‘We all begin to die.

2 Yet, mighty God! our fleeting days
Thy lasting favours share;
And still the bounties of Thy grace
Enrich the rolling year.

8 'Tis sovereign mercy finds us food,
And we are clothed by love ;
‘While grace stands pointing out the
That leads our souls above. [road
4 Thy goodnessruns an endlessround;
All glory to the Lord |
Thy mercy never knows & bound ;
And be Thy name adored !

& Thus we begin the lasting song :
And, when we close our eyes,
Let the next age Thy praise prolong,
Till time with nature dies.

I8AAC WATTS. 1707.

366 It ds mo%tuéﬂ',aad we fiy away.
Psa. xc. 10.

1 E we adore, Eternal Name !
And humbly own to Thes,
How feeble is our mortal frame,
‘What dying creatures we!
2 Our wasting lives grow shorter still,
As days and months increase ;
And every beating pulse we tell
Leaves but the number legs.
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8 The yearrollsround, and steals away
The breath that first it gave;
‘Whate’er we do, where’er we stray,
‘We're travelling to the grave.

4 Dangers stand thick through all the
To push us to the tomb ; [ground
And flerce diseases wait around,
To hurry mortals home,

5 Great God! on what a slender thread
Hang everlasting things :
The eternal states of all the dead,
Upon life's feeble strings.

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 ;
That, if our souls are hurried hence,
They may be found with God.
I8AA0 WATTS. 1707

367 Lord, mkeg:‘iom mine end.
PsA. xxxix, 4,

1 ORD ! let me know mine end,
My days, how brief their date!
That I may timely comprehend
How frail my best estate,

2 My life is but a span,
Mine age is nought with Thee;
For, in his highest honour, man
Is dust and vanity.

8 At Thy rebuke, the bloom
Of man’s vain beauty flies ;
And grief shall, like a moth, consume
All that delights our eyes.

4 Have pity on my fears;
Hearken to my request ;
Turn not in silence from my tears,
But give the mourner rest.

5 A stranger, Lord, with Thee,
I walk in pilgrimage,
‘Where all my fathers once, like me,
Sojourned from age to age.




THE UNCERTAINTY OF LIKNEK.

6 O spare me yet, I pray!
Awhile my strength restore,
Ere I am summoned hence away,

And seen on earth no more,

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1823.

C.M,
368 It is He that hath made us, and not
we ourselves.—Pga. c. 8.

1 ADORE, mysoul, thatawful Name,
To which the angelsbow;
By which the worlds from nothing

came,
The heaven of heavens, and thou.

2 The God, who sits enthroned above,
Thy breath of life has given ;
His voice in thunder, and in love,
Calls thee from earth to heaven.

8 This speck of earth is not thy home,
Nor mortal joys thine end ;
Beyond the starry-spangled dome,
Thy boundless views extend.

4 Why fondly pluck the withering
flowers
That only deck thy tomb,
While amaranthine wreaths and
bowers
For thee immortal bloom ?

& Resign thy joys and hopes to God ;
Cast flesh and sin away;
Pursue the path thy Saviour trod,
And rise to endless day.

SIR JAMES E. SMITH. 1831.

369 1MI;'¥§m hwﬁaﬂIm.
Paa. xxxix. 4,

ALMIGHTY Maker of my frame !
’.l'eu‘:!h me the measure of my
ays,
Teach me to know how frail I am,
And spend the remnant to Thy
praise,

2 My days are shorter than a span,
A little point my life appears ;
How frail at best is dying man !
How vain are all his hopes and fears!

3 Vain his ambition, noise, and show ;

Vain are the cares which rack his
mind ;

He heaps up treasures mixed with

woe,
And dies and leaves them all behind.

4 0, be a nobler portion mine!
“My God, I bow before Thy throne ;
Earth’s fleeting-treasures I resign,
And fix my hopes on Thee alone.

ANNE STEELE. 1760.

370 8o kachp:c:, taua;lﬁbu our days.

1 AND is this life rolongod to me?
Are days m seasons given ?
O let me then pre)
A fitter heir of

2 Invain these momentsshall not pass,
These golden hours be gone:
Lord, I accept Thine offered grace,
I bow before Thy throne.

8 Now cleanse my soul from every sin,
By my Redeemer’s blood :
Now let my flesh and soul begin
The honours of my God.

4 My thankful lips shall loud proclaim
The wonders of Thy praise,

And spread the savour of Thy name
Where’er I spend my days.

IBAAC WATTS. 1727.
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THE CHRISTIAN LIFE:

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE: COMMENCEMENT.

371 Behold, I oltﬁlciat the door and knock.
REv. iii. 20.

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 ?
He will-—the very friend you need ;
The man of Nazareth, ’tis He,

‘With garments dyed at Calvary.

8 O lovely attitude! He stands
‘With melting heart gnd gpen hands;
O matchless kindness | and He shows
This matchless kindness to His foes !

4 Rise, touched with gratitude divine,
Turn out His enemy and thine;
Turn out that hateful monster, sin,
And let the heavenly Stranger in.

5 Admit Him, for the human breast
Neo'er entertained so kind a guest ;
No mortal 4ongne their joys can tell,
‘With whom He condescends to dwell.

6 Yet know—nor of the terms com-
plain— [reign;
‘Where Jesus comes, He comes to
To reign with universal sway ;
E’en thoughtsmust die that disobey.
7 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.
JOSEPH GRIGG. I1765.
372 112th,
If any man . . . open the door, I will
come én to him.—REV. iii. 20.
1 LIFT np your heads, ye mighty
gates!
Behold the King of glory waits,
The King of kings is drawing near,
The Saviour of the world is here;
Life and salvation doth He bring,
Rejoice aloud, and gladly sing.
114

2 The Lord is just, a helper tried;
Mercy is ever at His side,
His kingly erown is holiness,
His sceptre, pity in distress;
The end of all our woe He brings,
And all the earth is glad and sings.

8 Fling wide the portals of your heart,
Make it a temple set apart
From earthly use, for heaven’s
employ,
Ado::n with prayer, and love, and

joy :
So shall your Sovereign enter in,
And new and nobler life begin.

4 Redeemer, come | I open wide
My heart to Thee ; here, Lord, abide!
Let me Thine inner presence feel,
gace'and love in me revea.l;
Thy Holy Bpirit guide me on,
Until the glorious orown be won !
GEORGE WIRSZEL. 1630.
¥R. BY O, WINKWORTH. 1855,

373 Boast not t:‘r;;y‘felf of to-morrow.
Prov. xxvil. 1.

1 ASTEN, O sinner, to be wise, -
And stay not for the morrow’s

sun;
The longer wisdom you despise,
The harder is she to be won.

2 O hasten merey 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.

8 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 dome,

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.




WARNING AND EXHORTATION.

5 O Lord, do Thou the sinner turn!
Now rouse him from his senseless
state :
O let him not Thy counsel spurn,
Nor rue his fatal choice too late.
THOMAS BOOTT. 1773.

Ts.
374 Km:;::i l:t‘;_rhau'mbt,opuod unto

1 PILGRIM, burdened with thy sin,
. Come the way to Zion’s gate;
There, till mercy speaks within,
Knock, and weep, and watch, and
wait :

Knock—He knows the sinner’s cry;
‘Weep—He loves the mourner’s tears;
‘Watch—for saving grace is nigh ;
‘Wait—till heavenly grace appears.

2 Hark! it is thy Saviour’s voice :
“ Welcome, pilgrim ! to thy rest;”
Now within the gate rejoice, [blest :
Safe, and owned, and bought, and
Safe from all the lures of vice;
Owned by joys the contrite know;
Bought by love, and light the price;
Blest, the mighty debt to owe,

8 Holy pilgrim, what for thee
In a world like this remains ?
From thy guarded breast shall flee
Fear, and shame, and doubts, and

ains :
Fear, the hope of heaven shall fly ;
Shame, from glory’s view retire;
Doubt, in full belief shall die;
Pain, in endless bliss expire.
GEORGE CRABBE.

375 Afowtahop&d .. jorducnd
uncleanness. —-me
1 HOWsadour ststobynatnmm!
Our sin, how deep it stains |
And Satan binds our captive minds
Fast in His slavish chains.

2 But thenes a voice of sovereign
Sounds from the sacred word ;

O ye de: ginners, come,
And trust upon the Lord,

1807.

8 My soul obeys the Almighty call,
And runs to this relief ;
T wonld believe Thy promise, Lord ;
O help my unbelief!

4 To the dear fountain of Thy blood,
Incarnate God, I fly;
Here let me wash my spotted soul
From erimes of deepest dye.

5 A , weak, and helpless worm,
y kind arms I fall ;
Be 'l‘hou my Strength and lhghteous-
My Jesus and my AlL [ness,
ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

3 O make you free, ye
76 1o 5o it nats g
1 ABK! for ’tis God’s own Son
To life and liberty ; [that calls
Transported, fall before His feet
‘Who makes the prisoners free.

2 Into the captive heart He pours
His spirit from on high;
‘We lose the terrors of the slave,
And, Abba, Father! cry.

8 Shake off your bonds, and sing His

grace §
The sinner’s friend proclaim ;
And call on all around to seek
True freedom by His name.

4 Walk on at large, till you attain
Your Father’s house above;
There shall you wear immortal
orowns,
And sing redeeming love.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE, I755.

377 One thing is ge‘]gi.ﬁol.—nm x. 42,
1 ELIGION is the chief concern
Of mortals here below ;
May I its great importance learn,
Its sovereign virtue know.

2 More needful this than glittering

wealth,
Or aught the world bestows;
Not reputation, food, or health,
Can give us such repose.
15
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8 Religion should our thoughts engage
Amidst our youthful bloom ;
'Twill fit us for declining age,
And for the awful tomb,

4 O may my heart, by grace renewed,
Be my Redeemer’s throne;
And be my stubborn will subdued,
His government to own.

5 Preserve me from the snares of sin,
Through my remaining days ;
And in me let each virtue shine,
To my Redeemer’s praise.

6 Let lively hope my soul inspire;
Let warm affections rise ;
And may I wait, with strong desire,
To mount above the skies.

JOHN FAWCETT. 1x782.

378 In whom we hallvc
His blood.—EPH. i.
HOW heavy is the mght
That hangs upon our eyes,
Till Christ with His reviving light,
Upon our souls arise |
2  Our guilty spirits dread
To meet the wrath of heaven;
But, in His righteousness arrayed,
‘We see our sins forgiven.

tion through

8 Unholy and impure
Are all our thoughts and ways;
His hands infected nature cure
With sanctifying grace.

4 The powers of hell agree
To hold our souls in vain;
He sets the sons of bondage free,
And breaks the accursed chain,

5 Lord, we adore Thy ways
To brmg us near to God ;
Thy sovereign power, Thy healing
grace,
And Thine atoning blood.

IBAAC WATTS. 3709.
116

379 Looking ofs :18'2 hasting unto the
coming of the day of God.—2 PET. iii. 12.
1 O | on a narrow neck of land,
"Twixt two unbounded seas I
Yet how insensible! [stand ;
A point of time, a moment's spaee,
Removes me to that heavenly place,
Or shuts me up in hell!

2 O God ! mine inmost soul convert,
And deeply on my thoughtful heart
Eternal things impress ;
Give me to feel their solemn weight,
And tremble on the brink of fate ;
And wake to righteousness.

3 Before me place, in dread array;
The pomp of that tremendous day,
When ’.l'hou with clouds shalt

To judge the nations at Thy bar;
And tell me, Lord, shall I be there
To meet & joyful doom ?

4 Be this my one great business here,
With holy joy and holy fear,
To make my calling sure :
Thine utmost counsel to fulfil,
To suffer all Thy righteous will,
And to the end endure.

5 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.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1749.

380 Lord, tonhSmM ;luelg we go#

AH ! whither should I go,
Burdened and sick, and
[show,
To whom ahould I my troubles
And pour out my complaint ?

2 My Saviour bids me come:
Ah ! why do I delay?
He calls the weary sinner home;

And yet from Him I stay.




PENITENTIAL ANXIETY.

8 What is it keeps me back,
From which I cannot part,—
Which will not let thg Baviour take
Possession of my heart?

4  Jesus, the hindrance show,
‘Whioch I have feared to see;

Yet let me now consent to know
‘What keeps me back from Thee.
Searcher of hearts, in mine
Thy trying power display ;

Into its darkest corners shine,
And take the veil away.

CHARLES WERSLRY,

5

1746.

381 Blot out all mf&ni'nmum—m u.9.
1 QHOW pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive;
Let a repenting rebel live :

Are not Thy mercies large and free ?
May not a sinner trust in Thee?
2 Behold, I fall before Thy face,
My only refuge is Thy grace ; [bound ;
Great God! Thy nature hath no
So let Thy pardoning love be found.
3 O wash my soul from every sin,
And dmake my guilly conscience

ean ;
Here on my heart the burden lieg,
And past offences pain my eyes.

4 My lips with shame my sins confess,
Against Thy law, against Thy grace;
Lord, should Thy judgment grow

severe,

I am condemned, but Thou art clear.

6 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,
‘Whose hope, still hovering round
Thy word, [there,
‘Would light on some sweet promise

Some sure support against despair.

ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

382 LM,
Create in me a clean heart, O God.
Psa. li. 10.
1 O THOU that hear’st when smners
Though all my orimes before T ee

Behold them not with angry look,
But l?(}gi. their memory from '.I.‘hy

2 Create my nature pure within,
And form my soul averse from sin :
Let Thy good Spirit ne’er depart,
Nor :nde Thy presence from my
art.

8 I cannot live without Thy light,
Cast out and banished from Thy
sight :
Thine holy joys, my God, restore,
And guard me that I fall no more.

4 Thongl;dl have grieved Thy BSpirit,

Lord,
His help and comfort still afford ;
And let a wretch come near Thy
throne,
To plead the merits of Thy Son.
5 A broken heart, my God, my King!
Is all the sacrifice I bring ;
The God of grace will ne’er despise
A broken heart for sacrifice.
6 O may Thy love inspire my tongue !
Salvation'shall be all my song ;
And all my powers shall join to bless
The Lord, my Strength and Right-
eousness.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719,

LM,
383 God be merciful to me a sinner.
Louxke xviil. 18, .
1 'WITE broken heart and contrite

A trembling sinner, Lord, I ery;
Thy pardoning grace is rich and free;
O God, be merciful to me.

2 I smite upon my troubled breast,

With deep and conscious guilt op-
prest ;

Chnat and His cross my only plea ;

O God, be merciful to me.

3 Far off I stand, with tearful eyes,
Nor dare uplift them to the skies;
But Thou dost all my anguish see,
O God, be merciful to me.

4 Nor alms, nor deeds that I havedone,
Can for a single sin atone ;

To Calvary alone I flee :

0 God, be merciful to me.
uy
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& And when, redeemed from sin and
hell, [dwell,
With all the ransomed throng I
My raptured song shall ever be,
God has been merciful to me.

CORNELIUS ELVEN. 1852.

384 Show'u Thcyl:a'c’, 0 Lord, ard grani
us Thy salvation.—PsaA. Ixxxv. 7.
1 LORD! at Thy feet we sinners lie,
And knock at mercy’s door:
With heavy heart and downcast eye,
Thy favour we implore.

2 On us the vast extent display
Ot Thy forgiving love;
Take all our heinous guilt away ;
This heavy load remove.
8 'Tis mercy—mercy we implore ;
-We would Thy pity move :
Thy grace is an exhaustless store,
And Thou Thyself art Love.

4 0! for Thine own, for Jesus’ sake,
Our numerous sins forgive :
Thy grace our rocky heartscan break,
Heal us, and bid us live.

& Thus melt us down, thus make us
bend,
And Thy dominion own;
" Nor let a rival more pretend
To repossess Thy throne.
SIMOX BROWNE. 1720.

5 Ci? ’ thine ini
38 Only ack;:: n?:s / {niguity.
1 O LORD, turn not Thy face away,
From them that lowly lie,
Lamenting sore their ginful life,
‘With tears and bitter ery.
2 Thy mercy gates are open wide
© To them that mourn their sin;

Oh, shut them not against us, Lord,
But let us enter in.

8 We need not to confess our fault,
For surcly Thou canst tell ;
‘What we have done, and what we
Thou knowest very well:  [are,
18

4 Wherefore, to beg and to intreat,
With tears we come to Thes;
As children that have done amiss
Fall at their father’s knee.

5 And need we, then, O Lord, repeat
The blessings which we crave,
‘When Thou dost know, before we
speak,
The thing that we would have?

6 Mercy, O Lord, mercy we seek ;
This is the total sum :
For mercy, Lord, is all our prayer,
O let Thy mercy come !

JOHX MARCEANT., x562.

386 8.8.8.6., or L.M.
And he ame, andﬁam to his father.
1 ST as I am—vnthout one plea,
But that Thy blood was shed for

me,
And that Thou bidst me come to

60,
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,
O Lamb of God, I come.

8 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.

6 Just as I am—Thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, re-
lieve :
Because Thy promise I 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.
CHARLOTTE ELLIOTT,

18360




CONFESSION AND :NTREATY.

387 0 my God, Isg'l(;ct(nm; let me not
be ashamed.—PsA. Xxv. 2.
1 PPREST with sin and woe,
A burdened heart I bear;
by many a mighty foe
But I will not despair.

2  With this polluted heart,
I dare to come to Thee,
Holy and mighty as Thou art,
For Thou wilt pardon me.

38 I feel that I am weak,
And prone to every sin :
But Thou, who giv'st to those who

seek,
Wilt give me strength within,
4 I need not fear my foes,
I need not yield to care,
I need not sink beneath my woes,
For Thou wilt answer prayer.

5 In my Redeemer’s name,
I give myself to Thee;
Through Him, unworthy as I am,
My God will cherish me.
ANNE BRONTE, 1847.

388 Leadmtoth;’;iochthamm
than I.—Psa. lxi. &
1 OCK of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee !
Let the water and the blood
From Thy wounded side which
flowed,
Be of sin the double cure ;
Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

2 Not the labour 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.

8 Nothing in my hand I bring,
Simply to Thy cross I cling ;
Naked, come to Thee for dress;
Helpless, look to Thee for grace;
Black, I to the fountain fly,
Wash me, Saviour, or I diel

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,—
‘When my eye-lids close 1n death,—
‘When I soar to worlds unknown,—
See Thee on Thy judgment-throne,—
Rock of ages | shelter me !

Let me hide myself in Thee!

AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. 1776.

Te.
389 To lay hold upon the hope set before
us.—-HEB, vi. 18,

1 JESUBI lover of my soul,

Let me to Thy bosom fly

‘While the raging waters roll,

‘While the tempest still is high:

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past;

Safe into the haven guide:

O receive my soul at last !

2 Other refuge have I none;
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee;
Leave, ah! leave me not alone,
8till support and comfort me.
All my trust on Thee is staid 3
All my help from Thee I bring ;
Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of Thy wing.

3 Thon, O Christ, art all I want:
More than all in Thee I find :
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,
Heal the sick, and lead the blind :
Just and holy is Thy name,

I am sall unrighteousness ;
Vile, and full of gin 1 am,
Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with Thee is found,

Grace to n 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 heaxt,

Rise, to all eternity, R
CHARLES WESLEY., X740.
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390 shall S.Bi& Him wh
ey Muli"_:?u xix. m?u they
1 THOU who hast redeemed of
old, fhold,
And bidst me of Thy strength lay
And be at peace with Thee ;
Help me Thy benefits to own,
And make me know what Thou hast
O dying Lamb, for me! [done,

2 Vouchsafe the eye of faith to see
The Man transfixed on Calvary,
To know Thee, who Thou art,—
The one eternal God and True!
And let the sight affect, subdue,
And break my stubborn heart.

8 Lover of souls, to rescue mine,
Reveal the charity divine
That suffered in my stead;
That made Thy soul a sacrifice,
And closed in death those gracious

eyes,
And bowed that sacred head.

4 The veil of unbelief remove ;

And by Thy manifested love,
And by Thy sprinkled blood,

Destroy the love of sin in me,

And get Thyself the victory,
And bring me back to God.

CHARLES WESLEY.

M.

391 Joy shall be ‘IJM over one sinner
that repenteth.—LUKE xv. 7.

1 HO can describe the joys that
W rise 17

Through all the courts of Paradise,
To see a prodigal return,
To see an heir of glory born?
2 With joy the Father doth approve
The fruit of His eternal love:
The Son, with joy, looks down and
The purchase of His agonies. [sees
8 The Spirit takes delight to view
The holy soul He formed anew;
And saints and angels join to sing
The growing empire of their King.

1749-

IBAAC WATTS., 1709.
120

392 v
Come unto me . . . and I will give
you rest.—MATT, xi. 28,
OME unto Me, ye weary, come!
Yeheavy-laden, cease to roam !
I will refresh the weary breast,
And give the labouring spirit rest.”

2 Sweet uvi'ord ! it calms my troubled

soul,
It bids my sorrows cease to roll ;
Smiles like the rainbow on the deep,
And hushes all my woes to sleep.

8 Here, at Thy feet, 'tis good to be,
Thy word to hear, Thy face to see ;
Thy freedom’s easy yoke to wear ;
The burden of Thy love to bear.

4 Saviour, Thy promise I believe,

Nor ever would Thy presence leave ;
Bat, seek, upon Thy gentle breast,

The foretaste of eternal rest.
JOHX EAST.

1((

1830.

world unto —32 CoRr. v.19.
1 DEAREST of all the names above,
My Jesus and my God,
‘Who can resist Thy heavenly love,
Or trifle with Thy blood ?
2 'Tis by the merits of Thy death
The Father smiles again ;
'Tis by Thine interceding breath
The Spirit dwells with men.
8 Till God in human flesh I see,
My thoughts no comfort find ;
The holy, just, and sacred Three
Are terrors to my mind.
4 Baut if Immanuel’s face appear
My hope, my joy, begin ;
His name forbids my slavish fear,

His grace removes my sin.
I8AAC WATTS. 1709.

393 God was iu(;igiu;:lﬂmmuu the

L.M.
394 We love Him, because He first loved
us.—1 JOEN iv, 19.

1 ORD, when my thoughts de-
lighted rove
Amid the wonders of Thy love,
The sight revives my drooping heart,
And bids invading fears depart.




RETURN

TO GOD.

2 Guilty and weak, to Thee I fly,
On Thine atoning blood rely ;
And on Thy righteousness gepend,
My Lord, my Saviour,and my Friend.

8 Be all my heart, be all my days,
Devoted to Thy single praise;
And let my glad obedience prove
How much I owe, how much I love.
ANNE STEELE. 1760.

L.M.
395 What things were gain to me, those I
counted loss for Christ.—PriLIP. iii. 7.

1 O 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.

8 Yes, and I must and will esteem
All things but loss for Jesus’ sake:
O may my soul be found in Him,
And of His righteousness partake!

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.

ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

396 Present yoﬁ;’%%{: ﬂ living sacrifice.

1 ND will the eternal King
So mean a gift reward ?
That offering, Lord, with joy we bring
Which Thine own hand prepared.

2 We own Thy various claims,
And to Thine altar move,
The willing vietims of Thy grace,
And bound with cords of love.

8 Descend, celestial fire,
The sacrifice inflame :
So shall a grateful odour rise
Through our Redeemer’s name.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

397 I have said tgalt[I would keep Thy
words.—PsA. oxix. 57.
1 THOU art my portion, O my God:
Soon as I know Thy way,
My heart makes haste to obey T]l‘lg
And suffers no delay. [word,

2 I choose the path of heavenly truth,
And glory in my choice ;
Not all the riches of the earth
Could make me so rejoice.
3 The testimonies of Thy grace
I set before mine eyes;
Thence I derive my daily strength,
And there my comfort lies.

4 If once I wander from Thy path,
I think upon my ways ;
Then turn my feet to Thy commands,
And trust Thy pardoning grace.
5 Now I am Thine, for ever Thine,
. O save Thy servant, Lord !
Thou art my shield, my hiding-place;
My hope isin Thy word.
6 Thou hast inclined this heart of mine
Thy statutes to fulfil;
And thus, till mortal life shall end,
Would I perform Thy will,
ISAAC WATTS. 1719
oM.
398 He will speak peace unto His people.
Psa, Ixxxv. 8.

1 l l NITE, my roving thoughts, unite
In silence soft and sweet ;
And thou, my soul, sit gently down
At thy great Sovereign’s feet,
2 Jehovah’s awful voice is heard,
Yet gladly I attend;
For lo! the everlasting God
Proclaims Himself my Friend,

3 Harmonious accents to my soul
The sounds of peace convey !
The tempest at His word subsides,

And winds and seas obey.
4 By all its joys, I charge my heart,
To grieve His love no more;
But, charmed by melody divine,
To give its follies o'er.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE.

X755«
121
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S.M.
399 0 @od, Thou art my God.—PsA. Ixiii. 1.
1 God, permit my tongue
This joy, to call Thee mine;
And let my earnest cry prevail
To taste Thy love divine.

2 My thirsty, fainting soul
Thy mercy doth implore ¢’
Not travellers in desert lands

Can pant for water more,

83 Within Thy churches, Lord,
I long to find my place,
Thy power and glory to behold,
And feel Thy quickening grace.

4  For life, without Thy love,
No relish can afford ;
No joy can be compared to this—
To serve and please the Lord.

§ Since Thou hast been my help,
To Thee my spirit flies;

And on Thy watchful providence
My cheerful hope relies.

6 The shadow of Thy wings
My soul in safety keeps;
I follow where my Father leads,
And He supports my steps.
' ISAAC WATTS. 1719

LM.
400 5uing mae s rom s s vsome
1T

SEND the joys of earth away ;
Away, ye tempters of the mind!
False as the smooth deceitful sea,
And empty as the whistling wind.
2 Your streams were floating me along
Down to the gulf of black despair;
And, whilst I listened to your song,

Your streams had e’en conveyed me
there.

8 Lord, I adore Thy matchless grace,
That warned me of that dark abyss;
That drew me from those treacherous

seas,

And bade me seek superior bliss.
122

4 Now o the shining realms above
I stretch my hands, and raise my
O for the pinions of a dove, [eyes;
To bear me to the upper skies!|

5 There, from the bosom of my God,
Rivers of endless pleasure roll ;
There would I fix my last abode,
And drown the sorrows of my soul.

ISAAC WATTS. 1707,

401 Hold up mzl'gl:;'nm in Thy paths, that

my footsteps slip not.—Psa, xvil. 5,

1 BESET with gnares on every hand,

In life’s uncertain path I stand ;
Saviour divine! diffuse Thy light,

To guide my doubtful footsteps right.

2 Engage this roving, treacherous

heart,
O Lord, to choose the better part ;
To scorn the trifles of a day,
For joys that none can take away.

8 Then let the wildest storms arise ;
Let tempests mingle earth and skies;
No fatal shipwreck shall I fear,
But all my treasures with me bear.

4 If Thou, my Jesus, still be nigh,
Cheerful I live, and joyful die ;
Secure, when mortal comforts flee,
To find ten thousand worlds in Thee.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755

402 Who hath re"cso'neiua us to Himself by
Jesus Christ.—2 Cog. v. 18.
1 ONCE I was estranged from God;
Paths of sin, perverse, I trod;
To the Blest resolved to be,
Without cause, an enemy.

2 Now to God I'm reconciled,—
For His love on me hath smiled
In the death of Christ His Son,
And my stubborn heart is won.

8 Soon shall I behold His face,
In His friendship heaven possess;
Perfect made in purity,
God in holiness to see.




SELF-DEDICATION.

4 Blessed be Thou, God of lovel
Meroy sending from above :
Grateful let me ever be,

And a faithful friend to Thee,

JOHEN H. HINTON.

403 whctner we tive therefore or die, ve
are the Lord's—RoM. xiv, 8.
1 TRATHER, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Onein Three, and Three in One,
As by the celestial host,
LetTh{willonearth be done ;
Praise by all to Thee be given,
Glorious Lord of earth and heaven !
2 Vilest of the sinful race,
Lo ! I answer to Thy call;
Meanest vessel of Thy grace,
Grace divinely free for all ;
Lo! I come to do Thy will,
All Thy counsel to fulfil.
3 If a creature weak as I
May to Thy gteat glory live,
All my aetions sanctify,
All my words and thoughts receive ;
Claim me for Thy service, claim
All I have and all I am.
4 Now, O God, Thine own Iam;
Now I give Thee back Thine own:
Freedom, friends, and health, and
Consecrate to Thee alone:  [fame,
Thine I live, thrice happy I'!
Happier still when Thine I die!

CHABLES WESLEY. I745.

1853.

404 Lnomea o}‘-ulfe..—mnx vii. 88,
1 SUS! and shall it ever be,
A mortal man ashamed of Thee ?
Ashamed of Thee, whom angels
praise ! [days!
‘Whose glories shinethrough endless

2 Ashamed of Jesus |—sooner far
Let evening blush to own a star;
He sheds the beams of light divine
O’er this benighted soul of ‘mine,

8 Ashamed of Jesus!—just as soon
Let midnight be ashamed of noon :
*Tis midnight with my soul, till He,
Briglﬁt Morning Star! bid darkness

ee. .

4 Ashamed of Jesus!—that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven

No! when I blush—be this my
sham

e,
That I no more revere His name.

5 Ashamed of Jesus |—Yes, I may,
When I've no guilt o wash away,
No tear to wipe, no good to crave,
No fears to quell, no soul to save.

6 Till then—noris my boasting vain—
Till then I boast & Saviour slain!
And O, may this my glory be,

That Christ is not ashamed of me !

JOSEPH GRIGG. 1738.

405 or.or:,'& uﬁoi:mlﬁ'y servant.
Psa. oxvi. 16.

1 O LORD, Thy heavenly grace im-

part,
And fix my frail, inconstant heart;
Henceforth my chief desire shall be
To dedicate myself to Thee ;
To Thee, my God, to Thee.

2 Whate’er ﬁmuits my time employ,
One thought shall fill my soul with

Joy 5
That silent, secret thought shall be,
That all my hopes are fixed on Thee ;
On Thee, my God, on Thee.

8 Thy glorious eye pervadeth space;
Thou'rt present,Lord, in every place;
And wheresoe’er my lot may be,
8Still shall my spirit cleave to Thee;

To Thee, my God, to Thee.

4 Renouncing every worldly thing,
Safe 'neath the covert of Thy wing,
My slilweetes;t thought henceforth

That all I want I find in Thee;
In Thee, my God, in Thee.

J. ¥. OBERLIN,

TR. BY MRS, D, WILSON.

1820,

1829.
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406 4 place 0}13:}:;90.—151. iv.6.
1 FOBTH from the dark and stormy

sky,
Lord! to Thine altar’s shade we fly:
Forth from the world, its hope and

fear,
Father! we seek Thy shelter here :
‘Weary and weak, Thy grace we pray ;
Turn not, O Lord, Thy guests away !

2 Long have we roamed in want and

pain

Long havewe sought our rest in vain ;

‘Wildered in doubt, in darkness lost,

Long have our souls been tempest-
tost ¢

Low at Thy feet our sins we lay;

Turn not, O Lord, Thy guests away !

REGINALD HEBER. 1827.

.. .
407 Thy people Zhau be my people, and
thy God my God.—RUTH i. 16.
1 PEOPLE of the living God,
I have sought the world around,
Paths of sin and sorrow trod,
Peace and comfort nowhere found ;
Now to you my spirit turns,
Turns, a fugitive unblest ;
Brethren, where your altar burns,
O receive me into rest !

2 Lonely I no longer roam,
Like the cloud, the wind, the wave;
‘Where you dwell shall be my home,
Wheretiou dic shall be my grave:
Mine, the God whom you adore,
Your Redeemer shall be mine;
Earth can fill my heart no more,
Every idol I resign.

8 Tell me not of gain or loss,
Ease, enjoyment, pomp, and power ;
‘Welcome poverty and cross,
8hame, reproach, affliction’s hour :

¢ Follow me ! I know the voioe,
Jesus, Lord, Thy steps I see ;
Now I take Thy yoke by choice,
Light Thy burden now to me.

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1829.

408 w. ravs uff'c'lhu, and have followed
Thee.—MARK x. 28.

1 JESUS, I my cross have taken,
All to leave, and follow Thee :
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken ;
Thou, from hence, my all shalt be :
Let the world despise and leave me,—
They have left my Saviour too;
Humanheartsand looksdeceiveme—
Thou art not, like them, untrue.

2 Go, then, earthly fame and treasure;
Come, disaster, scorn and pain :
In Thy service pain is pleasure ;
With Thy favour, loss is gain :
I have called Thee, Abba, Father !
I have set my heart on Thee ;
Storms may howl, and clouds may

gather,
All must work for good to me,

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.

0, ’tis not in grief to harm me,
‘While Thy love is left to me;

0! 'twere not in joy to charm me,
‘Were that joy unblest by Thee.

4 Thus I haste from grace to glory,
Armed by faith, and winged by
prayer;
Heaven’s eternal day before me,
Thine own hand shall guide me
there,
Soon shall close my earthly mission,
Soon shall pass my ll:i;?ﬁm days,
Hope shall change to-glad fruition,
Faith to sight,and prayer topraise.
HENRY ¥. LYTE. 1838.




FAITH IN GOD.

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE: FAITH IN GOD.

409 By grace arg'lf; saved through faith.
Ern. ii. 8.
1 AITH, ’tis a precious grace
Where'er it is bestowed ;
It boasts of a celestial birth,
And is the gift of God.

2  Jesus it owns as King,
And all-atoning Priest ;
It claims no merit of its own,
But looks for all in Christ.

8 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.

5 Lord, 'tis Thy work alone,
And that divinely free ;
Send down the Spirit of Thy Son
To work this faith in me.

BENJAMIN BEDDOME.

1769.
410 I live by tm?{%tho the Son of God.
GAL. {i. 20,
Jesus, while in mortal flesh

1
Ld:Y I hold my frail abode,
Still would my spirit rest on Thee,
Its Saviour and its God.

2 By hourly faith in Thee I live,
Midst all my griefs and snares ;
And death, encountered in Thy sight,
No form of horror wears.

3 On Thy dear cross I fix my eyes,
Then raise them to Thy seat :
Till love dissolves my inmost soul
At its Redeemer’s feet.

4 Bedead, my heart, to worldly charms;
Be dead to every sin ;
And tell the boldest foes without,
That Jesus reigns within.

5 My life with His connected stands,
Nor asks a surer ground :
He keeps me in His gracious arms,
‘Where heaven itself is found.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. I755.
4118‘ 6.6.4.6.6.6.4.
1

not afraid, only belicve.—MARK v. 86.
faith looks up to Thee,
Thou Lamb of Calvary,
Saviour divine !
Now hear me while I pray,
Take all my guilt away ;
O may I from this day
Be wholly Thine.
2 May Thy rich grace impart
Strength to my fainting heart,
My zeal inspire :
As Thou hast died for me,
O may my love to Thee,
Pure, warm, and changeless be,
A living fire.
8 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. 1830.

412 The Lamd o;g-od, which taketh away
the sin of the world.—JoBN i. 2.
1 I LAY my sins on Jesus,
The spotless Lamb of God ;
He bears them all, and frees us
From the accursed load :
I bring my guilt to Jesus,
To wash my crimson stains
White in His blood most precious,
Till not a spot remains !
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2 Ilay my wants on Jesus,

All fulness dwells in Him ;
He heals all my diseases,

He doth my soul redeem 2
I lay my griefs on Jesus,

My burdens and my cares,
He from them all releases,

He all my sorrows shares.

3 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,

4 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,
To learn the angels’ song.

HORATIUS BONAR. 1857.

83,

shall

413 In quiet: L&a‘ih

be your strength.—IsA. xxx. 15,
1 PENEATH Thy wing, O God, I
rest

Under Thy shadow safely lie,

By Thine own sirength in peace
possest,

‘While dreaded evils pass me by.

2 With strong desire I here can stay
To see Thy love its work complete;
Here can I wait a long delay,
Reposing at my Saviour’s feet.

8 My place of lowly service too,
Beneath that sheltering wing I gee;
For all the work I have to do

Is done through strengthening trust
in Thee.
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4 In faith and patience is repose,
In faith and rest my strength shall

be;
And, when Thy joy the chureh o’er-
ows
Iknow th’at it will visit me.

ANNA L. WARING. 1850.

CLm .
414 Because T Uve, yo shall live also.
JoExX xiv. 19, .
HEN 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?
And can my hope, my comfort die,
Fixed on Thine everlasting word ;
That word which built the earth and

gky? -

8 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.

6 Here, O my soul, Thy trust repose !
If Jesus is for ever mine,
Not death itself, that last of foes,
Shall break a union go divine.
ANKE STEELRE. 176c,

1

41 5 Fear not, wz&sﬁock.—l.m xii, 83,

1 IN heavenly love abiding,
No change my heart shall fear;
And safe is such confiding,
For nothing changes here.
The storm may roar without me,
My heart may low be laid,
But God is round about me ;
And can I be dismayed ?




CONFIDENCE IN GOD.

2 Wherever He may guide me,
No want shall turn me back ;
My Shepherd is beside me,
And nothing can I lack :
His wisdom ever waketh,
His sight is never dim ;
He knows the way He taketh,
And I will walk with Him.
8 Green pastures are before me,
‘Which yet I have not seen;
Bright skies will soon be o’er me,
‘Where the dark clouds have been.
My hope I cannot measure,
My path of life is free,
My Saviour has my treasure,
And He will walk with me.
ANNA L. WABING, 1850.

148th.
416 They that trust in the Lord shall be as
Mount Zion.—PsA. exxv. 1.
1 TR hearts shall not be
moved

‘Who in the Lord confide:
_ Bat, firm as Zion’s hill,

They ever shall abide ;
As mountains shield Jerusalem,
The Lord shall be a shield to them.

2  His blessing on them rests
Like freshening dew from heaven;
And succour from His thrane
In all their need is given ;
Omnipotence shall guard them well,
And peace remain on Israel.
8  One like the Son of God
Is walking at their side,
‘When by the fervid flame
And fiery furnace tried ;
And ’tis enough that He is near,
To strengthen them in every fear.
. JANE E. LEESON. 1842.

417 . for gﬁ%’i’:ﬂg is perfect.

1 SAY not, my soul,‘‘ From whence
Can God relieve my care?”
Remember that Omnipotence
Has servants everywhere.

2  God’s help is always sure,
His method seldom guessed ;
Delay will make our pleasure pure,
Surprise will give it zest.
8 His wisdom is sublime,
His heart profoundly kind ;
God never is before His time,
And never is behind.
4 Hast thou assumed a load,
‘Which few will share with thee,—
And art thou carrying it for God,
And shall He fail to see?
5 Be comforted at heart,
Thou art. not left alone;
Now, thou the Lord’s companionart;
Soon, thou wilt share His throne.
THOMAS T. LYNCH. 1855,
418 e
My times are in Thy hand.
Psa. xxxi. 15.
1 OUB times are in Thy hand,
0 God, we wish them there;
Our life, our friends, our souls we
Entirely to Thy cagre. = [leave
Our times are in Thy hand,
‘Whatever they may be,
Pleasing or painful, dark or bright,
As best may seem to Thee.
Our times are in Thy band,
‘Why should we doubt or fear?
A father’s hand will never cause
His child a needless tear.
4  Our times are in Thy hand,
Jesus, the Crucified!
The hand our many sins had pierced,
Is now our guard and guide.
Our times are in Thy hand,
‘We'll always trust in Thee ;
Till we possess the glorious land,
‘Where we shall ever be.
WM. FREEMAN LLOYD.

2

3

6

1814

8.M.
419 Watch unto prayer.—1 PET. iv. 7.
1 GOD, my strength, my hope,
On Thee I cast my care;
With humble confidence look up,

And know Thou hearest prayer.
17




THE CHRISTIAN LIFE:

2 O for a godly fear,—
A quick discerning eye,
That looks to Thee when sin is near,
And sees the tempter fly |—
8 A sgirit still prepared,
And armed with jealous care,
For ever standing on its guard,
And watching unto prayer | —

4 A soul inured to pain,
To hardship, grief, and loss ;
Bold to take up, firm to sustain
My dear Bexﬁaemer’s cross |

5 Lord, let me still abide,
Nor from my hope remove,
Till Thou my patient spirit guide
Into Thy perfect love.

CHARLBS WESLEY.
L4

17432,

420 Iwill u}}“ﬁfﬁ.’iﬂf}%’u unto the hills.
Psa. cxxi. 1.
1 0 the hills I lift mine eyes,
T The everlasting hills; ’
Christ shall send me all supplies,
He every hope fulfils ;
Faithful soul ! trust His defence,
All His care thou then shalt prove;
All His watchful providence,
And ever-waking love.

2 See the Lord, thy Saviour, stand

Omnipotently near |

Lo, He holds thee in His hand,
He banishes thy fear ;

Shadows with His wings thy head,

Shields from all impending harms ;

Round thee, and beneath, are spread
The everlasting arms !

8 Christ shall bless thy going out,

And bless thy coming in;
Ever compass thee about,

Till thou art saved from sin ;
Lean on thy Redeemer’s breast,
He thy quiet spirit keeps,
Rest in Him, securely rest,

Thy Guardian never sleeps.

CHARLES WESLEY. I74I.
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421 . ths affictions of the right
oia o pcsive 1.
1 OUGH all the changing
scenes of life,
In trouble and in joy,
The praises of my God shall still
My heart and tongue employ.

2 Of His deliverance I will boast,
Till all who are distrest
From my example comfort take,
And charm their griefs to rest.

8 The hosts of God encamp around
The dwellings of the just ;
Protection He affords to all
‘Who make 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.

6 Fear Him, ye saints! and you will
Have nothing else to fear; [then
Make but His service your delight,
Your wants shall be His care.
TATE AND BRADY. 1696.

422 The God ofga‘lgc;b {3 our refuge.
Psa, xivi. 11,
1 OD is our refuge, tried and
proved,
Amid a stormy world: [moved,
be

We will not fear though earth
And hills in ocean hurled.

2 The waves may roar, the mountain
shake,
Our comforts shall not cease ;
The Lord His saints will not forsake,
The Lord will give us peace.

8 A gentle stream of hope and love
To us shall ever flow; .
It issues from His throne above,
It cheers His church below.

4 Whenearthand hell against us came,

He apake and quelled their powers;

The Lord of Hosts is still the same,
The God of grace is ours.

HENRY ¥. LYTE. 1834.




STRENGTH IN GOD.

423 Lead me to ?hf;ock that is higher
than I,—Psa. Ixi, 2.

1 N, overwhelmed with grief,
My heart within me dies,
Helpless, and far from all relief,
. To heaven I lift mine eyes.

2 O lead me to the rock
That’s high above my head !
And make the covert of Thy wings
My shelter and my shade.

8  Within Thy presence, Lord,
For ever I'll abide;
Thou art the tower of my defence,
The refuge where I hide.

4 Thou givest me the lot
Of those that fear Thy name ;
If endless life be their reward,
I shall possess the same.

1SAAC WATTS. 1719.

424 51y gus S
Be of good cheer; it is I; be not
afraid.—MATT. xiv. 27,

1 FT when the waves of passion

rise,
And storms of life conceal the skies,
And o’er the ocean sweep ; [night,
Tost with the long tempestuous
‘We see no ray of heavenly light,
To cheer the lonely deep.

2 Bat lo ! in our extremity
The Saviour walking on the sea!l
E’en now He passes by !
He silences our clamorous fear,
And mildly says, ““ Be of good cheer,
Be not afraid, 'tis L”
8 O Lord, if it be Thou indeed,
So near us in our time of need,

So good, so strong to save ;—
Speak the kind word of power to me,
Bid me believe and come to Thee,

Swift-walking on the wave.

4 He bids me come ; His voice I know,
And boldly on the waters go,

And brave the tempest’s shock :
O’er rude temptations now I bound ;
The billows yield a solid ground,

The wave is firm as rock.

5 Come in, come im, Thou Prince of
Peace,
And all the storms of sin shall cease
And fall, no more to rise :
0! if Thy Spirit still remain,
Our rest on g.iatant shores we gain,
Our haven in the skies.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1745

425 Lord, if thghnimdd been here.
JomN xi. 21, 832.

LORD, hadst Thou been
here!” but when

Is not the Saviour nigh?

His power and love were present

then,
Though Lazarus needs must die.

2 And when the Master seems to stay,
Regardless of our grief,
His tarrying never is delay,
But well-timed, sure relief.
3 He loves to come when others flee,
Or coming, cannot aid :
To save in faith’s extremity,
When hope’s last glimmerings
fade.
4 The house of mourning He prefers
‘With voice of love to cheer ;
And sorrows are the harbingers
That say, the Lord is near.

5 Lord, not in sorrow’s hour alone
‘We ask to feel Thy grace ;
The hearts that once Thy love have

own
Would be Thy dwelling-place.
JOSIAH CONDER. 1837.

1“

42 6 8.8.6.
Casting all your care upon Him,
1PRT. V. 7.
1 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.
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2 How far from this our daily life !
Ever disturbed by anxious strife,
By sudden, wild alarms;
0! could we "but mlmqlush all
Our earthly props, and simply fall
On Thine almighty arms.
8 O for the faith to cast our load

Of anxious thought upon our God! 1

For He will clothe and feed ;
And from the lilies as they grow,
And from the tended ravens, know

That we are safe indeed.

4 Lord, make these faithless hearts of

ours
Thy lessons learn from birds and
flowers,

And from self-torment cease!
Father! we trust; and we lie still ;
Leave all things to Thy holy will,

And so find perfect peace.

JOSEPH ANSTICE. 1836.

427 He is able tlomo%cour them that are
tempted.—HEB. ii. 18,

ST]LL mgh me, O my Saviour
stand,
And guatd in fierce temptation’s
hour
Hide in the hollow of Thy hand,
Show forth in me Thy saving power:
Still be Thine arm my sure defence,
Nor earth, nor hell shall pluck me
thence.
2 In suffering, be Thy love my peace !

In weakness, be Thy love my power !
And when the storms of life shall

cease,
Jesus, in that important hour,
In death, as life, be Thou my guide,
And save me, who for me hast died.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1739.

428 Rest in the Lord, and wait patmtl'
Jor Him.—PsA. xxxvil. 7.

THOU seest my feebleness H
be Thou my power :
My help and refuge in distress,
My fortress and my tower.
180

2 Give me to trust in Thee;
Be Thou my sure abode ;
My horn, and rock, and buckler be,
My Saviour, and my God.
8  Myself I cannot save,
Myself I cannot keep
But h in Thee 1 surely have,
Whose eyelids never sleep.
4 My soul to Thee alone
Now, therefore, I commend ;
Thou, Jesus, love me as Thine own,
And love me to the end.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1745.

429 Without Mclc caa do nothing.

SON of God Thy blesnmg grant,
8till supply my every want ;
Tree of life, Thine influence shed,
From Thy fulness I am fed.
2 Unsustained by Thee I fall,
Send the strength for which I call:
Weaker than a bruised reed,
Help I every moment need.
8 All my hopes on Thee depend,
gove me, save me to the end ;
till preserve me by Thy grace;
Take the everlasting praise. !
CHARLES WESLEY. I174S.
430 le' that -o?o.li‘v; tears shall reap in
Jjoy.—PsA. exxvi. b.
1 THE Lord can clear the darkest

Can nge us day for night;
Make drops of sacred sorrow rise
To rivers of delight.
2 Let those that sow in sadness wait
Till the fair harvest come !
They shall eonfess their sheaves are .

great,
And shout the blessings home.
3 The dseed, though buried long in

Shall not deceive their hope
The precious grain can ne'er be lost,
For grace insures the crop.
. TBAAC WATTS. 1719




FEARS BANISHED.

C.M.
431 They shall never perish.—JoRx x. 28,
1 KIRM as the earth Thy gospel
stands,
My Lord, my hope, my trust:
If I am found in Jesus’ hands,
My soul can ne'er be lost.

2 His honour is engaged to save
The meanest of His sheep ;
All that His heavenly Father gave,
His hands securely keep.

8 Nordeath, nor hell, shall e’er remove
His chosen from His breast ;
Safe, in the mansions of His love

They must for ever rest.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

432 Blessed moi%y that have not seem,
and yet have believed.—JOHN xx. 29,

1 BLESSED are they who have Nor
seen

And yet the Christ receive ;
In spirit cry ¢ My Lord, my God! "
And with free heart believe.
2 Blessed ! who feel their quiet way
In faith, and not in sight ;
‘Who lean upon His unseen faoe,
And trust His unseen might.

GEORGR RAWBON. 1857.

433 Speak thz’ébadmo Tevael, that
M'::?/mard.—nxo';. iv. 1.
1 WHEN we cannot see our way,
Let us trust and still obey;
He who bids us forward go
Cannot fail the way to show.

2 Though the sea be deep and wide,
Though a passage seem denied,
Fearless let us still pr
Since the Lord vouchsafes to lead.

8 Though it be the gloom of night,
Though we see no ray of light,
Since the Lord Himself is there,

* Tis not meet that we should fear.

4 Night with Him is never night,
‘Where He is, there all is light ;
‘When He calls us, why delay ?
They are happy who obey.

5 Be it ours then, while we’re hers,
Him to follow without fear ;
‘Where He calls us, there to go;
‘What He bids us, that to do.

THOMAS KRLLY. 1315.

434 Tam the Inl:gtt change not.
Mav. iii. 6.

1 'WHEN darkness long has veiled
my mind,
And smiling day once more appears,
Then, my Redeemer ! then I find
The folly of my doubts and fears.

2 I chide my unbelieving heart,
And blush that I ghould ever be
Thus prone to act 8o base a part,
Or harbour one hard thought of Thee.

8 O let me, then, at length, be taught
‘What I am still so slow to learn,

 That God is love, and changes not,
Nor knows the shadow of a turn.

4 Bweet truth, and easy to repeat!
But, when my faith is sharply tried,
I find myself a learner yet,
Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide.

5 But, O my Lord! one look from Thee
Subdues the disobedient will ;
Drives doubt and discontent away,
And Thy rebellious child is still.

6 Thou art as ready to forgive,

As I am ready to repine ;
Thou therefore all the praise receive ;
Be shame and self-abhorrence mine.

WILLIAM COWPER. 1779.

435 Of His fulness have all we received.
JonN 1. 16«
1 A FULNESS resides in Jesus our
Head,
And ever abides to answer our need:
The Father's good pleasure has laid
up in store
A plentiful treasure, to give to the
poor.
181
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2 Whate'er be our wants, we need not
to fear, [will hear :

Our numerous complaints His mercy
His fulness shall yield us abundant
supplies ; [dangers arise.

His power shall ghield us when

8 The fountain o’erflows our woes
to redress, [upon grace;

Still more He bestows, and grace
His gifts in abundance we daily
receive, [believe.

He has a redundance for all that

4 Whatever distress awaits us below,
Such plentiful grace will Jesus
bestow [our fear,
As still shall support us, and silence
For nothing can hurt us while Jesus

is near,
5 When troubles attend, or danger,
or strife, [through life;

His love will defend and guard us

And when we are fainting, and
ready to die,

‘Whatever is wanting His hand will

supply.

JOHN FAWCETT. 1782.

4 36 C.M.

Fear not . . . He will come and save
you.—IsA, xxxv. .
1 trembling souls, dismiss your
fears,
Be mercy all your theme ;
Mercy, which like a river flows

In one perpetual stream.

2 Fear not the powers of earth and
hell;;

God will those powers restrain ;
His arm shall all their rage repel,
And make their efforts vain.

8 Fear not the want of outward good ;
God for His own provides ;

Grants them supplies of daily food,
And all they need besides.

4 Fear not that He will e’er forsake
Or leave His;work undone;
He’s faithful to His promises,
And faithful to His Son.

5 Fear not the terrors of the grave,
Or death’s tremendous sting;
He will from endless wrath preserve,
To endless glory bring.

BENJAMIK BEDDOME. 1787.

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE: FELLOWSHIP WITH GOD..

437 0 God, I'hou%]::(‘my God, early will I
seek Thee.—Psa. 1xiii. 1.
1 REAT God, indulge my humble
claim,
Thou art my hope, my joy, my
rest :

The glori'es 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 ! ,
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8 With heart, and eyes, and lifted
bhands,
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
Among Thy saints, and seek Thy face;
Oft have I seen Thy glory there,
And felt the power of sovereign grace.

5 I'll lift my hands, I'll raise my voioe,
‘While Ihave breath to pray or praise ;
This work shall make my heart

rejoice,
Angd fill the remnant of my days.
I8AAC WATTS. 17IQ.
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C.M.
438 Enoch walked with God, and he was
not, for God took him.—GEN. v. 24,

1 ETEBNAL God, our wandering
souls

Admire Thy matchless grace ;
That Thou wilt walk, that Thou wilt

dwell,
With Adam’s worthless race.

2 O lead me to that happy path
Where I my God may meet;
Though hosts of foes begird it round,
Though briars wound my feet.

8 Cheered with Thy converse, I can

The desert with delight;  [trace

Through all the gloom, one smile of
Thing

)
Can dissipate the night.

4 Nor shall I, through eternal days
A restless pilgrim roam ;
Thy hand that now directs mycourse
Shall soon convey me home,

5 I ask not Enoch’s rapturous flight
To realms of heavenly day ;
Nor seek Elijah’s fiery steeds
To bear this flesh away.

6 Joytul my spirit will consent
To drop its mortal load ;
And hail the sharpest pangs of death
That break its way to God.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755,

LM.
439 With hém also that {3 of a contrile
and humble spirit.—Isa. Ivil. 16.
1 TWO temples doth Jehovah prize,
Nor will from either e’er depart ;
One is above the starry skies,
The other is the lowly heart.

2 In that He dwelleth as a Sun,
Radiant with majesty divine ;
In this His beams are felt, but none
May tell how He is in the shrine.

8 Enough, if He in very deed
His presence there in grace accord ;
Enough, the lowly heart can read,
It is a temple of the Lord.

4 Such heart, O God, be ever mine!
Let lowliness so deep be there,
That hoping, trusting it is Thine,
Thy glory it may humbly bear.

THOMAS DAVIS, 1835,

8.
440 Looking uutov.hm.—m xii. 2.
1 BJECT of my first desire!
Jesus crucified for me;

All to happiness. aspire,

Only to be found in Thee:

Thee to praise, and Thee to know,

Constitute my bliss below ;

Thee to see, and Thee to love,

Constitute my bliss above.

2 Lord! it is not life to live,
If Thy presence Thou deny ;
Lord! if Thou Thy presence give,
’Tis no longer death to die:
Source and Giver of repose,
Only from Thy smile it flows !
Peace and happiness are Thine,—
Mine they are, if Thou art mine.

3 Whilst I feel Thy love to me,
Every object teems with joy ;
May I ever walk with Thee,
For ’tis bliss without alloy !
Let me but Thyself possess,
Total sum of happiness;
Perfect peace I then shall prove,
Heaven below and heaven above.
AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. 1774.

441 eress Mu".:f;. earth that I desire
beside Thee.—Psa. lxxiii. 25.
1 God, my portion, and mylove,
My everlasting all !
I've none but Thee in heaven above,
Or on this earthly ball,

2 To Thee I owe my wealth and friends,

And health and safe abode,
Thanks to Thy name for meaner
But they are not my God. [things,

3 How vain a toy is glittering wealth,
If once compared to Thee!
Or what, my safety, or my health,
Or all my friends to me?
188
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4 Were I possessor of the earth,
And called the stars my own,
‘Without Thy grace, without Thyself,
I were a wretch undone.

5 Let others stretch their arms like
And grasp in all the shore ; [seas,
Grant me the visits of Thy face,
And I desire no more.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719.

L.M.
442 In Him dwelleth all the fulness of the
Godhead bodily.—CoL. ii. 9.

1 N, gracious Lord! when
W-‘ﬁ:au it be
That I shall find my all in Thee ?
The fulness of Thy promise prove,
The seal of Thine eternal love?

2 Ah! wherefore did I ever doubt?
Thou wilt in no wise cast me out,—
A helpless soul that comes to Thee,
‘With only sin and misery.

8 Lord! I am sick ; my sickness cure:
I want ; do Thou enrich the poor:
Under Thy mighty hand I stoop ;

O lift the abject sinner up. .

4 Lord! Iam blind; be Thoumy sight :
Lord! I am weak; be Thou my might :
A helper of the helpless be,

And let me find my all in Thee!
CHARLES WESLEY. 1742.

443 Unto Thee (l}i% T up mine eyes.
Psa. exxiii. 1.

1 T WOULD commune with Thee,
my God ;
E’en to Thy seat I come:
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.
8 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.
184

4 O! thisislife! O! thisis joy!
My God, to find Thee so!
Thy face to see, Thy voice to hear;
And all Thy love to know.

GEORGE B. BUBIRR. 1854,

444 somio
I can do all things through Christ.
PHIL. iv. 18,
1 LORD, let my heart still turn to
Thee

In all my hours of waking thonght ;
Nor let me ever wish to
Or think, or feel, where Thou art not.

2 In every hour of pain or woe,
‘When nought on earth my heart can

cheer,
‘When sighs will burst, and tears will

ow,
Lord, hush the sigh and dry the tear.

8 In every dream of earthly bliss,
Do Thou, my Saviour, present be;
Nor let me think of happiness
On earth, without the thought of
Thee,

4 And when before the throne I kneel,
Hear, from that throne of grace, my

prayer;
And let each hope of heaven I feel
Burn l:vith the thought to meet Thee
there.

5 Thus teach me, Lord, to look to Thee,
In every hour of waking thought,
Nor let me ever wish to be, .

Or think, or feel, where Thou are not.
LADY POWERSCOURT. 1833.

445 Pray without g&fﬁw.—l TrEs. v. 17.
1 ORD, we must labour, we must
By many things be tried ; [care,
But we will ever seek Thine aid,
And in Thy strength confide.

2 As different scenes of life arise,
Our trusting hearts would be
‘With Thee amid the social band,—
In solitude, with Thee.
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8 As sanctified to noblest ends,
Be each refreshment sought;
And by each various providence
Some wise instruction brought.
4 Midst hourly cares, may love present
Its incense to Thy throne;
And, while the world our hands
employs,
Our hearts be Thine alone,

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

Ts.
e
446 Ask, and it shall be given you.
MaTT. vii. 7.

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;
For His grace and power are such,
None can ever ask too much.

8 With my burden I begin,—
Lord, remove this load of gin;
Let Thy blood, for sinners spilt,
Set my conscience free from guilt.
4 Lord, I come to Thee for rest,—
Take possession of my breast, -
There Thy blood-bought right main-
And without & rival reign. * [fain,
5 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.
6 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.

JOHN NEWTON. 1779.

LM.
447 I commune with mine own keart.
Psa. Ixxvil, 6.

1 God, permit me not to be
A stranger to m'iaelf and Thee!
Amidst a thousand thoughts I rove,
Forgetful of my highest love.

2 Why should my soul be chained to
earth,

And thus debase its heavenly birth ?
thy should I cleave to things below,
And let my God, my Saviour, go?

8 Call me away from flesh and sense,—
One sovereign word can draw me
thence :
I would obey the voice Divine,
And all inferior joys resign.
4 Be earth, with all her scenes, with-
drawn: .
Let noise and vanity be gone:
In seoret silence of the mind
My heaven, and there my God, I find.
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

L.M.
448 That Christ may dwell in your hearts
by faith.—EPn. iii. 17.

1 COME, dearest Lord, descend and
dwell

By faith and love in every breast;

Then shall we know, and taste, and
feel

The joyt; that cannot be exprest.

12 Come, fill our hearts with inward

strength ;
Make our enlarged souls possess,
And learn the height, the breadth,
and length
Of Thine unmeasurable grace.

8 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.
IBAAC WATTS. 1709.

449 . 10 ofabzirm which passeth
knowledge.—ErH, ii. 19.

1 OVE Divine! all love excelling,
Joy of heaven, to earth come
down;

Fix in us Thy humble dwelling ;
All Thy faithful mercies crown:
185
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Jesus! Thou art all compassion,
Pure, unbounded love Thou art ;
Visit us with Thy salvation,
Enter every longing heart |

2 Breathe, O breathe Thy loving Spirit

Into every troubled breast!

Let us all in Thee inherit,
Let us find Thy promised rest :

Take away the love of sinning,
Alpha and Omega be;

End of faith, as its beginning,
Set our hearts at liberty.

8 Come, almighty to deliver,
Let us all Thy grace receive !
Suddenly return, and never,
Never more Thy temples leave :
Thee we would be always blessing,
Praise Thee as Thy hosts above,
Serve, and worship without ceasing;
Glory in Thy precious love.

4 Finish, then, Thy new creation;
Pure and spotless may we be;
Let us see our whole salvation
Perfectly secured by Thee:
Changed from glory into glory,
Till in heaven we take our place,
Till we cast our crowns before Thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.
CHARLES WESLEY. 1746.

450 The day- cpriugﬁom 0?.,; h hath

visited us.—LUKE

1 CHBIST whose glory fills the

Christ, the true, the only Light;
Sun of Righteousness, arise,
Triumph o’er the shades of night:
Dayspring from on high, be near ;
Daystar, in our hearts appoar !

2 Visit every soul of Thine,
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief ;
Fill with radiance divine,
Scatter all our unbelief :
More and more Thyself display,
Shining to the perfect day.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1740.

188

C.M.
451 Ye have received the Spiru of adoption.
RoxM, viii. 1!
1 SOVEREIGN of all the worlds on

A]low my humble claim ;
Nor, while from earth to Thee I cry,
Disdain a Father’s name,

2 My Father, God! how sweet the
sound
How tender, and how dear!
Not all the melody of heaven
Could so delight the ear.

3 Come, sacred Spirit, seal the name
On my expanding heart ;
And show that in Jehovah’s grace
I share a filial part.

4 Cheered by a signal so divine,
Unwavering I believe :
And, Abba, Father, humbly cry,
Nor can the sign deceive.

5 On wings of everlasting love
The Comforter is come ;
All terrors at His voice disperse,
And endless pleasures bloom,
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. I755.

452 m that d&'e’u in the land of the
shadow of death.—IsA. ix.
1 lGHT of those whose dreary
L dwellin
Borders on the shades of death,
Come! and by Thyself revealing,
Dissipate the clouds beneath.

2 The new heaven and earth’s Creator,
In our deepest darkness rise ;
Scattering all the night of nature,
Pouring day upon our eyes.
3 Still we wait for Thine appearing,
Life and joy Thy beams impart ;
Chasing all our fears and cheenng
Every poor benighted heart.
4 Come, extend Thy wonted favour
To our ruined, guilty race:
Come, Thou dear exalted Saviour,
Come, apply Thy saving grace.
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5 Save us, in Thy great compassion,
O Thou mild, pacifie Prince !
Give the lmowledge of salvation,
Give the pardon of our sins.

6 By Thine all-sufficient merit,
Every burdened soul release 3
By the teachings of Thy Spirit,
Guide us into perfect peace.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1744.

S.M,

453 B8till with Thee.—PsA, exxxix. 18.
1 TILL with Thee, O my God,
I would desire to be;

By day, by night, at home, abroad,
I would be still with Thee.

2 With Thee, when dawn comes in
And calls me back to care ;
Each day returning, to begin
With Thee, my God, in prayer.
‘With Thee, amid the crowd
That throngs the busy mart;
To hear Thy voice, ’mid clamour
Speak softly to my heart. [loud,
4 With Thee, when day is done,
And evening calms the mind ;
The setting, as the rising sun,
With Thee my heart would find.

5 With Thee, when darkness brings
The signal of repose ;
Calm in the shsdow of Thy wings,
Mine eyelids I would close.

6 With Thee, in Thee, by faith
Abiding I would be:
By day, by night, in life, in death,
I would be still with Thee.
JAMES D. BURNS.

4 5 4 11.10.
I have cct the Lz:rtdsalwayc before me.

STILL, stx]l with Thee, when

purple morning breaketh,
When wake the birds, and all the
shadows flee;
Fuirer than morning, lovelier than
the daylight, [am with Thee!

3

1854.

2 When ginks the soul, subdued by
toil, to slumber, [prayer;
Its closing eye looks up to Thee in’
Sweet the repose, beneath Thy wings
o’ershading,
But sweeter still to wake and find
Thee there.

3 So shall it be at last, in that bright
morning, [shadows flee :
When the soul waketh, and life’s
0, in that hour, fairer than daylight
dawning,
Shall rise the glorious thought, I
am with Thee !

HARRIET B, STOWE. 1855.

455 Let us there, gnu::m boldly unto the
throne of grace.—HEB. iv. 16,
1 PPBOACH, my soul, the mercy-
seat,
‘Where Jesus answers prayer ;
Then 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 Be Thou my shield and hiding-place
That, sheltered near Thy side,
I may my fierce accuser face,
And tell him Thou hast died.

4 O wondrous love! to bleed and die,
To bear the cross and shame,
That guilty sinners such as I,
Might plead Thy gracious name,
JOHN NEWTON. 1779.

4561;thaﬂwdowofmw s will I
make my refuge.—Psa. lvii. 1.
1 DEAB 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

Dawns the sweet consciousness, I

For every pain I feel.
187
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8 Butioh! when gloomy doubts prevail,
I fear to call Thee mine;
The springs of comfort seem to fail,
And all my hopes decline.

4 Yet, ﬁgracloms God! where shall I

Thou art my only trust;
And still my soul would ’ cleave to
Thee
Though prostrate in the dust,

& Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face?
And shall I seek in vain ?
And can the ear of sovereign grace
Be deaf when I complain ?

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 !

ANNE STEELE. 1760.

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE:

\
45 CM.
8 1ae et of e 0 haritr.

1 HAPPY the heart where graces
reign,

‘Where love inspires the breast ;
Love is the brightest of the train,
And strengthens all the rest.

2 Knowledge, alas! 'tis all in vain,
all in vain our fear ;
Our stubborn sins will fight and
If love be absent there.  [reign,

3 ’Tis love that makes our cheerful feet | 1
In swift obedience move :
The devils know, and tremble, too,
But Satan cannot love.
138

457 sz.u vo e w6 in this world.
1 JorN iv. 17.
1 ORD Jesus! are we one with
Thee ?
O height, O depth of love!
With Thee we died upon the tree,
In Thee we live above.
2 Such was Thy grace, that, for our
sake, [down ;
Thou didst from heaven come
Our mortal flesh and blood partake,
In all our misery one,
8 Our sins, our guilt, in love divine,
‘Were borne on earth by Thee;
The gall, the curse, the wrath were
To set Thy members free. [Thine
4 Ascended now in glory bright,
Still one with us Thou art ;
Nor life, nor death, nor depth nor

eight,
Thy saints and Thee can part.

5 Soon, soon shall come that glorious
‘When seated on Thy throne, [day,
Thou shalt to wondering worlds

display,
That Thou with us art one.

JAMES G, DECK. 1837.

LOVE TO GOD AND MAN.

4 This isthe grace that lives and sings
‘When faith and hope shall cease,
*Tisthisshall strike our joyful strings
In the sweet realms of bliss.
6 Before we quite forsake our clay,
Or leave this dark abode,
The wings of love bear us away
To see our Father, God.
ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

459 The yloﬂm hberty of the children
of God.—Rox. viii. 21,
LOBD I address Thy heavenly
Callmea child of Thine,[throne ;
Send down the spirit of Thy Son,

To form my heart divine.




LOVE TO GOD AND MAN.

-2 Not by the terrors of a slave
Thy children do Thy will;
But, with the noblest powers they
have,
Thy sweet commands fulfil.

8 Grace, like an uncorrupted seed,
Abides and reigns within ;
Immortal principles forbid
The sons of God to sin.

4 They find access at every hour
To God within the veil ;
Hence they derive a quickening

power,
And joys that never fail.
5 O happy souls ! O glorious state
Of overflowing grace !
To dwell so near their Father’s seat,
And hope to see His face!
ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

CM.
460 The Lord is my portion, saith my soul.
Law. iii. 24,

1 FBOM pole to pole let others roam,
And search in vain for bliss;
My soul is satisfied at home,
The Lord my portion is.

2 Jesus, who on His glorious throne
Rules heaven, and earth, and sea,
Is pleased to claim me for His own,
And give Himself {o me.

8 His person fixes all my love,
His blood removes my fear ;
And, while He pleads for me above,
His arm preserves me here.

4 His word of promise is my food,
His Spirit is my guide ;
Thus daily is my strength renewed,
And all my wants supplied.

5 For Him I count as gain each loss,
Disgrace for Him renown ;
‘Well may I glory in His cross,
‘While He prepares my crown.
JOHR NEWTON, 1779.

C.M. Double.

461 We love Him because He first loved
us.—1 JoRN iv. 19,

1 love Thee, Liord, yet not alone
Because Thy bounteous hand
Showers down its rich and ceaseless
On ocean and on land. [gifts,
*Tis not alone because Thy names
Of wisdom, power, and love,
Are written on the earth beneath,
The glorious skies above.

2 We love Thee, Lord, because when
Had erred and gone astray, [we
Thoudidst reeall our wandering souls
Into the heavenward way ;
‘When helpless, hopeless, we werelost
In sin and sorrow’s night,
Thou didst send forth a guiding ray
Of Thy benignant light.
8 Because when we forsook Thy ways,
Nor kept Thy holy will,
Thou wert not the avenging Judge,
But gracious Father still ;
Because we have forgot Thee, Lord,
Yet Thou hast not forgot ;
Because we have forsaken Thee,
Yet Thou forsakest not :—

4 Because, O Lord, Thou lovedst us
With everlasting love :
Because Thy Son came down to die,
That we might live above ;
Because, when wewereheirsof wrath,
Thou gavest hopes of heaven :
Yes ; much we love, who much have
sinned,
And much have been forgiven.
JULIA A, ELLIOTT. 1835.

462 The love oﬁ'lg;lmt constraineth wus.
2CoRr. v. 14.

1 MY God, I love Thee, not because
I hope for heaven thereby ;
Nor because they who love Thee not
Are lost eternally.
2 Thou, O my Jesus, Thou didst me
Upon the cross embrace ;
For me didst bear the nails and spear,
And manifold disgrace ;

120
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8 Andgriefs,and torments numberless,
And sweat of agony;
E'en death itself,—and all for one
‘Who was Thine enemy..

4 Then why, O blessed Jesus Christ,
Should I not love Thee well ?
Not for the sake of winning heaven,
Or of escaping hell.

5 Not with the hope of gaining aught,
Nor seeking & reward ;
But as Thyself hast loved me,
O ever-loving Lord.

6 E’en so I love Thee, and will love,
And in Thy praise will sing,
Because Thou art my loving God,
And my redeeming King.

FRANCIS XAVIER. 1552,
TR. BY E. CASWELL. 1849.

463 The love o/ cmu which passeth
knowledge.—Ern. iif. 19.

1 O LOVE !dm.ne, how sweet Thou

art
‘When shall I find my willing heart
All taken up by Thee ?
I thirst, I faint, I die to prove
The greatness of redeeming love,

The love of Christ to me!

2 StrongerHislovethan deathandhell,
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.
8 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 part!
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 tlns,
To hear the Bridegroom'’s voice |

CHARLES WESLEY., 1746.
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464 The ucelkuey of ﬂw l-uowkdvc of
esus,—PHIL, iii

1 O T'EACH us more of Thy blest

Thou holy Lamb of God !
And fix and root us in Thy grace,
As those redeemed by blood.

2 O tell us often of Thy love,
Of sll Thy grief and pain ;

And let our hearts with joy confess,
From thence comes all our gain.

8 For this, O may we freely count
‘Whate'’er we have but loss;
+ The dearest objects of our love,
Compared with Thee, but drosa.
JAMES HUTTON. 174I.
465 itherto hath ihe Lora helped us.
1 8ax. vii. 12,
1 OME, Thou fount of every
blessing !
Tune my hem't to sing Thy grace!
Streams of mercy, never ceasing,
Call for songs of loudest praise.
Teach me some melodious sonnet,
Sung by flaming tongues above:
Praise the mount—O fix me on it,
Mount of God’s unchanging love.

2 Here I raise my Ebenezer,

Hither by Thy help I'm come,

And I hope, by Thy good pleasure,
Safely to arrive at home.

Jesus sought me when a stranger,
Wandering from the fold of God ;

He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed His precious blood.

8 0, to grace how great a debtor

Dxuly I'm constrained to be;

Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter,
Bind my wandering heart to Thee!

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it,
Prone to leave the God I love:

Here’s my heart—O take and sealit!
Seal it from Thy courts above.

ROBERT ROBINSON. 1758.
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CONSECRATION.

466 Lord, Muciu‘:.wut that I love Thee.
JoHuN xxi. 15,

1 O 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.

8 Is not Thy name melodious still
To mine attentive ear?  [bound
Doth not each pulse with pleasure
My Saviour’s voioe to hear?

4 Hast Thou a lamb in all Thy flock
1 would disdain to feed ?
Hast Thou a foe before whose face
I fear Thy cause to plead ?

5 Would not my ardent spirit vie
‘With angels round the throne,
To execute Thy sacred will,
And make Thy glory known ?

6 Thou know’st I love Thee, O my
But O! I long to soar rd :
Far from the sphere of mortal joys,
And learn to love Thee more,

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755

467 Weep with th“c{-ﬂ that weep.
Rox. xii, 16.

1 FATHEB of mercies! send Thy

grace
All powerful from above,
To form in our obedient souls
The image of Thy love.

2 O may our sympathizing breasts
That generous pleasure know,
gtly to share in others’ joy,

weep for others’ woe.

8 When the most helpless sons of grief
In low distress are laid,
Soft be our hearts their pains to feel,
And swift our hands to aid.

4 Bo Jesus looked on dying men,
‘When throned above the skies ;
And while possessing boundless
wealth,
He felt compassion rise.

5 On wings of love the Saviour flew
To raise us from the ground,
And made the richest of His blood
A balm for every wound.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. I755.

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE: HOLINESS AND CONSECRATION.

468 I am meek :::1 lowly {n heart.
. MaTT. xi. 29.

1 ORD, if Thou Thy grace impart,
Poor in spirit, meek in heart,
1 shall, as my Master, be
Rooted in humility :

2 Bimple, teachable, and mild,
Changed into a little child ;
Pleased with all the Lord p!’OVldcl,
‘Weaned from all the world besides.

8 Father, fix my soul on Thee;
Every evil let me flee:
Nothing want beneath, above,

Happy in redeeming love.

4 O that all may seek, and find
Every good in Jesus joined !
Him let Israel still miom,
Trust Him, praise Him evermore !

CHARLES WESLEY. I74I.

469 mmalé'c%m God our Baviour
in all things,—TrrUs ii. 10,

1 SO let our lips and lives express
The holy gospel we profess ;
8o let our works and virtues shme,
To prove the doctrine all divine.

2 Thus shall we best proclaim abroad
The honours of our Saviour God,
‘When the salvation reigns w1thm
And grace subdues the power of sin,

4
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8 Our flesh and sense must be denied,
Passion and envy, lust and pride;
‘Whilejustice, temperance, truth, and
Our inward piety approve.  [love,

4 Religion bears our spirits up,
‘While we expect that blessed hope,
The bright appearing of the Lord ;
And faith stands leaning on His word.

ISAAC WATTS. 1709.

LM,
470 Make haste tgihclp me, O Lord, my
salvation.—Psa. xxxviil. 22,
1 O TAKE away this evil heart;
This heart of unbelief renew,
So prone, so eager to depart
From Thee, the living God and true.
2 O sanctify this sinful soul ;
Health to the dying leper give;
Thou, if Thou wilt, canst make me
whole,
Speak but the word, and I shall live,
8 O disenthral this captive will,—
Free only when Thou mak’st it free ;

That I may glory to fulfil
Thy perfect law of liberty.

4 Then though a fallen child of earth,
In death returning to the clod,
I shall become, by second birth,
An heir of heaven—a child of God !
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1853.

471 Blessed are tslfel‘iurs in heart,
MATT. V. 8.

1 LEST are the pure in heart,
For they shall see their God:
The secret of the Liord is theirs;
Their soul is Christ’s abode.

2 The Lord who left the heavens,
Our life and peace to bring ;
To dwell in lowliness with men,
Their pattern and their king:—
8 He to the lowly soul
Doth still Himself impart,
And for His dwelling and His throne,
Chooseth the pure in heart.
149

4 Lord, we Thy presence seek :
May ours this blessing be;
O give the pure and lowly heart,—

A temple meet for Thee!
JOEN KEBLE.

1827.
472 8.M.
Joined unto the Lord.—1 Cor. vi, 17.
1 EAR Saviour, we are Thine,
By everlasting bands :
Our names, our hearts we would
resign,
Our souls are in Thy hands.
Te Thee we still would cleave
With ever-growing zeal ;
If millions tempt us Christ to leave,
O let them ne’er prevail.
Thy Spirit shall unite
Our souls to Thee, our Head ;
Conform us to Thine image bright,
That we Thy paths may tread.
4 Death may our souls divide
From these abodes of clay ;
But love shall keep us near Thy side,
Through all the gloomy way.
6 Since Christ and we are one,
‘Why should we yield to fear?
If He in heaven hath fixed His
throne,

He'll place His members there.
PHILIP DODDRIDGE. I1755.

2

3

473 n; muIc‘;vl%o Me, let him follow
o e v e,
1 OW shall I follow Him I serve?
How shall I copy Him I love?
Nor from those blessed footsteps
swerve,
‘Which lead me to His seat above ?
2 Privations, sorrows, bitter scorn,
The life of toil, the mean abode,
The faithless kiss, the crown ef
thorn,—
Are these the consecrated road?

3 ’Twago thus He suffered, though a

n,
Foreknowing, choosing, feeling all ;
Until the perfect work was done,
And drank the bitter cup _of gall.




PERFECT BLESSEDNESS.

4 Lord, should my path t.hrough
suﬁenn lie,
Forbid it I uhould e’er repine ;
Still let me turn to Calvary,
Nor heed my griefs, remembering
Thine.

5 To faint, to grieve, to die for me,
Thou camest ;—not Thyself to%lease,
And dear as earthly comforts
Shall I not love Thee more than

these ?

6 Yes, I would count them all but loss,
To gain the notice of Thine eye ;
Flesh shrinks and trembles at the

cross,
But Thou canst give the victory.

JOSIAH CONDER. 1824.

474 Kapyomcls:f in the love of God.

JUDE xxi.
1 MY Father, God ! with filial awe,
I lovingly adore !
And pray to keep Thy Spirit’s law
‘With true heart more and more.
2 Forgiveness so my soul hath stirred,
Subdued and reconciled,
I must obey my Father’s word,
His dear word to His child.

8 My Father's word! and therefore
dear,
And blessed to fulfil
‘With perfect love that casts out fear,
Would I perform Thy will.

4 The mind that was in Christ supply,
The Spirit of Thy Son !
Then Thou shalt guide me with

And all ﬁy will be done!

GEORGE RAWSON, 1857.

475 He shall de wv:e a tree plantcd by the
of water.—Psa. i, 8.
1 LESSED is the faithful heart,
‘Who all wicked counsel ﬂees,
Nor with sinners takes a part,
Nor with scorners sits at ease.

2 God's great law is his delight ;
Mighty words, that came from
heaven,
Comfort him in silent night,
Are his daily portion given.

8 Thus his soul is like & tree,
By unfailing rivers seen ;
Fruit it bears abundantly,
Every leaf is richly green.

4 But the godless are not so ;
‘Where can be their trust or stay?
Like the chaff the wild winds blow,
In the storm they're swept away.

5 Therefore in the judgment time
The ungodly shall not stand,—
Never join, in bliss sublime,

The redeemed at God’s right hand.

6 Lord ! Thou watchest every day
O’er the good man's path of light ;
But the sinner’s darkening way
Perisheth in fearful night.

GEORGE RAWEON. 1857.

476 Blessed m&&t:a pure in heart : for
they shall sce God.—MAT?T. v. 8.
1 RE is a dwelling-place above ;
Thither, to meet the God of love,
The poor irit go :
There is & Psrxxse of rest ;—
For contrite hearts and souls distrest,
Its streams of comfort flow.

2 There is & Voice of mercy true; —
To those who mercy’s path pursue,
That voice shall bliss impart :
There is a Sight from man con-
cealed ;—
That sig] ht—the ta.ee of God revealed,
Shall bless the pure in heart.

8 There i8 a Name in heaven be-

stowed ;—
That name, which hails them sons
of God,
The friends of peace shall know ;
There is a Kingdom in the sky,
Where they shall reign with God on

Who serve Him here below.
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4 Lord, be it mine like them to choose
The better part, like them to use
The means Thy love hath given;
Be holiness my aim on
That death be welcome as a birth
To life and bliss in heaven.

RICHARD MANT. 1831.

S.M.
477 Keep the charga o] thaLord, that ye
die not.—]
1 A CHARGE to keep I have,
A God to glorify;
A never-dying soul to save,
And fit it for the sky.
To gerve the present age,
My calling to fulfil ;
O may it all my powers engage,
To do my Master’s will.
Arm me with jealous care,
As in Thy sight to live;
And O ! Thy servant, Lord, prepare,
A strict account to give.

4 Help me to watch and pray,
And on Thyself rely;
Asgured, if I my trust betray,
I shall for ever die.

CHARLES WESLEY.

2

]

1762.

478 Bnthnn, be 35‘: weary in well doing.
ss. fil, 18,

L LOBD as to Thy dear cross we
flee,
And pray to be forgiven,
8o let Thy life our pattern be,
And form our souls for heaven.
2 Help us, through good report and ill,
Our daily cross to bear ;
Like Thee, to do our Father’s will,
Our brothers’ griefs to share.
8 Let grace our selfishness expel,
Our earthliness refine ;
And kindness in our bosoms dwell,
As free and true as Thine.
4 1f joy shall at Thy bidding fly,
And grief’s dark day comeon,
We, in our turn, would meekly
¢ Father, Thy will be done.”
144

eIy,

& Should friends misjudge, or foes de.

fame,
Or brethren faithless prove,
Then, like Thine own, be all our aim
To conquer them by love.

6 Kept peaceful in the midst of strife,
Forgiving and forgiven ;
O may we lead the pilgrim’s life,
And follow Thee to heaven !
J. HAMPDEX GURNEY. 1838,

479 8.6.8.6.8.6.
The glory which Thou gavest me I
have given them.—JoHNR xvii. 22.

1 DISMISS me not Thy service,

But train me for Thy will ;
For even I, in fields so broad

Some duties may fulfil; -
And I will ask for no reward,

Except to serve Thee still.

2 Our Master all the work hath done,
He asks of us to-day;

Sharing His service, every one
Share too His Sonship may :
Lord, I would serve and be a son ;

Dismiss me not, I pray !
THOMAS T. LYNCH. 1855.

480 Whatum:er ISIQM do, do it hcmaly, asto
Lord.—~QoL. iii.

TEACH me, my God and King,
things Thee to see ;
And what I do in anything,
To do it as for Thee.

To scorn the senses’ sway,
‘While still to Thee I tend:

In all I do be Thou the way,
In all be Thou the end.

8 All may of Thee partake :
Nothing so small can be,
But draws, when acted for Thy sake,
Greatness and worth from Thee.

4  If done beneath Thy laws,
E’en servile labours shine:
Hallowed is toil, if this the cause,
The meanest work divine.
GEORGE HERBRRT.

2

1635.




ENTIRE CONBECBATION.

481 Qulckeu TIS:L me aacordw to Thy
oxix. 25,

ord,—PsA.

1 soul lies cleaving to the dust,
LIY Lord give me life divine;
From vain desu'el, and every lust,

Turn off these eyes of mine,
2 I need the influence of Thy grace
To speed me in Thy way,
Lest I should loiter in my race,
Or turn my feet astray.

8 When sore afflictions press me down,
I need Thy quickening powers ;
Thy word, that I have rested on,
Shall help my heaviest hours.

4 Are not Thy mercies sovereign still,
And Thou a faithful God ?

Wilt Thou not grant me warmer zeal
To run the heavenly road?

5 Does not my heart Thy preceptslove,
And long to see Thy face ?
And yet, how slow my spirits move
‘Without enlivening grace!

6 Then shall I love Thy gospel more,
And ne’er forget Thy word ;
When I have felt its quickening

power
To draw me near the Lord.

ISAAC WATTS. 1719

482 Teach me, g Lord, the w
rach me, O Lord, t d, ¢ aray of Thy
1 THAT the Lord would guide
my ways
To keep Hm statutes still |
O that my God would grant me grace
To know and do His will !

2 O send Thy Spirit down to write
Thy law upon my heart !
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,
Nor act the liar’s part.

8 From vanity turn off mine eyes;
Let no corrupt design,
Nor covetous desires, arise
Within this soul of mine,

4 Order my footsteps by Thy word,
And make my heart sincere ;
Let sin have no domxmon Lord,
But keep my conscience olear.
5 My soul hath gone too far astray ;
My feet too often slip;
Yet, since I've not forgot Thy way,
Restore Thy wandering sheep.
6 Make me to walk in Thy commands,
'Tis a delightful road ;
Nor let my head, or hea.rt, or hands,
Offend against my God.

18AAC WATTS. 1719,

483 Walk as chﬂ%v& of light.—ErH. v, 8.
1 'W'ALK in the light—and thou
shalt own
Thy darkness past away,
Because on thee the light hath shone
In which is perfect day.
2 Walk in the light—and sin abhorred
Shall not defile again ;
The blood of Jesus Christ the Lord
Shall cleanse from every stain.
8 Walk in the light—and thou shalt
Thy heart made truly His, [find
Who dwells in cloudless light en-
In whom no darkness is. [shrined;
4 Walk in the light—so shalt thou
That fellowship of love, [know
His Spirit only can bestow,
‘Who reigns in light above.
5 Walk in the light—and follow on
Till faith be turned to sight,
‘Where, in divine communion,
God is Himself the Light.

BERNARD BARTON. 1826.

484 cratetn m‘i’f'cx;&a heart, O God.

Paa. li.
1 OFORahearttopmisemyGod,
A heart from sin get free !
A heart that’s sprinkled with the
8o freely shed for me ! [blood
2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer’s throne;
‘Where only Christ is heard to speak,

‘Where Jesus reigns alone,
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8 A lowly and believing heart,
Abhorring every sin ;
‘Which neither life nor death can part
From Him that dwells within.
4 A heart in every thought renewed,
And full of love divine;
Perfect and right, and pureand good,
A copy, Lord, of Thine.
6 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart,
Come quickly from above;
‘Write Thy new name upon my heart,
Thy new best name of Love.
GHARLES WESLEY., 1742.

48 L.M.
5 roton ap rigusouman, goainas,

1 ‘WAKE, my zeal, awake, my love,

To serve my Saviour here below,

In works which perfect saints above,
And holy angels, cannot do.

2 Awake, my charity, to feed
The hungry soul, and clothe the
poor;
In heaven are found no sonsof need,
There all these duties are no more.

3 Subdue thy passions, O my soul !
Maintain the fight, thy work pursue ;
Daily thy rising sins control ;

"And be thy victories ever new.

4 The land of triumph lies on high,
There are no foes to encounter there :
Lord, I would conquer till I die,
And finish all the glorious war.

6 Let every flying hour confess
I gain Thy gospel fresh renown ;
And, when my life and labours cease,
May I possess the promised crown.
ISAAC WATTS. 3720,

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE: JOY IN GOD.

486 & s lothed me with the garments
of ealvation.—IsA, Ixi, 10,
1 WAKE, 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,
He makes His graoes shine.
8 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 The Spirit wrought my faith, and
And hope, and every grace ; [love,
But Jesus spent His life to work
The robe of righteousness.
5 Strangely, my soul, art thou arrayed
By the great Sacred Three !
In sweetest harmony of praise
Let all my powers agree.
ISAAC WATTS. 1707,
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487 O come, kusc'?i:u wnio the Lord.
Psa. xov. 1,

1 OME, we that love the Lord,
And let our joys be known ;
Join in a song with sweet accord,
And thus surround the throne,

2  The sorrows of the mind
Be banished from this place;
Religion never was designed
To make our pleasures less.

8  Let those refuse to sing
That never knew our God ;
Baut children of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.

4 The God who rules on high,
And thunders when He please ;
‘Who rides upon the stormy sky,
And manages the seas ;

8 This awful God is ours,
Our Father and our Love :
He shall send down His heavenly
powers
To carry us above.




' JOY IN GOD.

6  There shall we see His face,
And never, never sin :
There, from the rivers of His grace,
Drink endless pleasures in.
7  Yes, and before we rise
To that immortal state,
The thought of such amazing bliss
Should constant joys create,
8 The men of grace have found
Glory begun below ;
Celestial fruits, on earth!y ground,
From faith and hope may grow.
9  The hill of Sion yields
A thousand sacred sweets,
Before we reach the heavenly fields,
Or walk the golden streets.

10 Then let our songs abound,

And every tear be d?
We're mnrch.mgthro Immanuel’s

und
To fairer worlds on high.
I8AAC WATTS, 1707.

1 MY God, the spring of all my joys,
The life of my delights,
The glory of my brightest days,
And comfort of my nights.
2 In darkest shades, if He a.ppear,
My dawning is
He is my soul’s sweet mommg star,
And He my rising san.

8 The opening heavens around me
hine

8|
‘With beams of sacred bliss,
‘While Jesus shows His heart is mine,
And whispers I am His.
4 My soul would leave this heavy olay
At that transporting word ;
Run up with joy, the shmmg way,
To embrace my dearest Lord.
8 Fearless of hell and ghastly death,
I'd break through every foe ;
The wings of love, and arms of faith,
8hould bear me conqueror tlnongh
IBAAC WATTS. 1707,

488 The health 5:‘, coMo,Mw :
God.—Psa. xHi. 11,

S.M.
489 Whom having not seen, ye love.
1PeT. i 8
NOT with our mortal eyes
Have we beheld the Lord ;

Yet we rejoice to hear His name,
And love Him in His word.

On earth we want the sight
Of our Redeemer’s face :
Yet, Lord, our inmost thoughts de-

2

light
To dwell upon Thy grace.

8 And when we taste Thy love,
Our joys divinely grow
Unspeakable, like those above,
And heaven begins below.

IBAAC WATTS. 1709.

490 Happy {8 Ml%eoplc whou God is
the Lord—PsA, cxliv.

1 O HAPPY they who know the

‘With whom He deigns to dwell !
He feeds and cheers them by His
word ;
His arm supports them well.
2 He helped His gaints in ancient days,
‘Who trusted in His name:
And we can witness, to His praise,
His love is still the same.
8 His presence sweetens all our cares,
And makes our burdens light ;
A word from Him dispels our fears,
And gilds the gloom of night.
4 Lord, let us then most highly prize
These tokens of Thy love,
Till Thou shalt bid our spirits rise
To worship Thee above.

JOHN KEWTOX. 1779

oM,
491 Your life és hMd ﬂ-:‘uh Christ in God.
1 O HAPPY soul, that lives on high,
‘While men lie grovelling here:
hopes are fixed above the sky,
And faith forbids his fear.
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2 Hisconscience knows no secreistings,
‘While peace and joy combine
To form a life, whose holy springs
Are hidden and divine.

8 He waits in secret on his God ;
His God in secret sees:
Let earth be all in arms abroad,
He dwells in heavenly peace.

4 Hispleasuresrisefrom things unseen,
Beyond this world and time ;
Where neither eyes nor ears have

been,
Nor thoughts of sinners climb.
5 He looks to heaven’s eternal hill,
To meet that glorious day ;
But, patient, waits his Saviour’s will
To fetch his soul away.
ISAAC WATTS. 1719
49 2 oM.
That your joy may be full.
1JomNi 4.
1 TYOY isa fruit that will not grow
In nature’s barren soil ;

All we can boast, till Christ we know
Is vanity and toil.

2 But, where the Lord has planted

grace,
And made His glories known;
There, fruits of heavenly joy and

peace
Are found, and there alone.

3 A bleeding Saviour seen by faith,
A sense of pardoning love,

A hope that triumphs over death,
Give joys like those above.

4 To take a glimpse within the veil,
To know that God is mine,
Are springs of joy that never fail;
Unspeakable, divine !
5 These are the joys which satisfy,
And sanctify the mind ;
‘Which make the spirit mount on
high,
And leave the world behind.

JOHN NEWTON. 1779.
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493 shall se; 2’21& us from the love
":;.;fwcmt Hox. vhfr 85.

1 A DEBTOR to mercy alone,

Of covenant mercy I sing;
Nor fear, with Thy righteousness on,
My person and offerings to bring:
The terrors of law and of God,
‘With me can have nothing to do;
My Saviour’s obedience and blood
Hide all my transgressions from view.

2 The work which His goodness began,
The arm of His strength will com-
His promise is Yea and Amen, [plete;
And never was forfeited yet: [now,
Things future, nor things that are
Not all things below nor above,
Can make Him His purpose forego,
Or sever my soul from His love.

3 My name, from the palms of His
Eternity will not erase; [hands,
Imprest on His heart, it remains
In marks of indelible grace :

Yes! I to the end shall endure,
As sure as the earnest is given;
More happy, but not more secure,

The glorified spirits in heaven.
AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. I77%.

494 All things ar:e[‘ #ﬂﬂ.——l Cor. iii. 21.
1 HOW vast the treasure we possess!
How rich Thy bounty, King of
grace! [come;
This world is ours, and worlds to
Earth is our lodge, and heaven our
home.

2 Allthingsareours;—thegifts of God;
The purchase of a Saviour’s blood ;
‘While the good Spirit shows us how
To use, and to improve them too.

8 If peace and plenty crown my days,
They help me, Lord, to speak Thy

praise ;
If bread of sorrows be my food,
Those sorrows work my lasting good.

4 1 would not change my blest estate
For all the world calls good or great ;
And whilemy faith can keep her hold,

1 envy not the sinner’s gold.




JOY IN GOD.

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.

ISAAC WATTS. 1731.

495 2%
Now are we the sons of God.
1Jomnx iil, 2.
1 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

God’s everlasting Son. [King,

8 Nor doth it yet appear
How great we must be made;
But, when we see our Saviour here,
‘We shall be like our Head.
4 A hope, 8o much divine,
May trials well endure ; [sin,
May purge our souls from sense and
As Christ the Lord is pure,

5 If, in my Father’s love,
I share a filial part,
Send down Thy Spirit, like a dove,
To rest upon my heart.

6 I would no longer lie
A slave beneath the throne;
My faith ghall Abba, Father, cry,
Ani Thou the kindred own.

ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

2

496 Blessed are guuim that wait for
Him.—IsA. xxx, 18,
1 YOUR harps, ye trembling
saints,
Down from the willows take;
Loud, to the praise of love divine,
Bid every string awake.
Though in a foreign land,
‘We are not far from home;
And nearer to our house above
‘We every moment come,

8 His grace will to the end
Stronger and brighter shine;
Nor present things, nor things to
come,
8hall 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 :
His loving-kindness shall break

through
The midnight of the soul.
6 Blestis the man, O God,
That stays himself on Thee !
‘Who waits for Thy salvation, Lord,
Shall Thy salvation see.
AUGUSTUS M. TOPLADY. 1772.

497 goatiness is prvo'}tmu unto all things.
1Toe. iv. 8.

1 IS religion that can give
Sweetest pleasures while we
live;
*Tis religion must supply
Solid comfort when we die.
2 After death its joys will be
Lasting as eternity !
Be the living God my friend,
Then my bliss shall never end.
MARY MASTERS. 1755

oM.
498 Del{gh;x.y:g‘ﬁabz{u the Lord.

1 LORD ! I would delight in Thee,
And on Thy care depend ;
To Thee in every trouble flee—
My best, my only Friend.
2 When all created streams are dried,
Thy fulness is the same;
May I with this be satisfied,
And glory in Thy name.
8 Why should the soul a drop bemoan,
‘Who has a fountain near—
A fountain which will ever run
With waters sweet and clear?
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4 No good in creatures ean be found,
But may be found in Thee;
I must have all things and abound,
‘While God is God to me.

5 O that I had a stronger faith,
To look within the veil ;
To credit what my Saviour saith,
‘Whose word can never faill

6 He that has made my heaven secure,
‘Will here all good provide ;
‘While Christ is rich can I be poor?
‘What can I want beside?
7 O Lord! I cast my care on Thee;
I triumph and adore: [be
Henceforth my great concern shall

To love and please Thee more.
JOBN RYLAND. 1777.

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE: PATIENCE AND SUBMISSION.

499 g po g gy e

1 BEGONE, unbelief, my Saviour is
near,

.And for my relief will surely appear;

By prayer let me wrestle, and He

will perform ; [the storm.

‘With Christ in the vessel, I smile at

2 Though dark be my way, since He
is my guide, [provide :
Tis mine to obey, ’tis His to
Though cisterns be broken, and
creatures all fail,
The word He hath spoken shall
surely prevail.

3 His love, in time past, forbids me to
hin} "

[sink;
He’ll leave me at last in trouble to
Each sweet Ebenezer I have in
review, [me quite through.
Confirms His good pleasure to help
4 Determined to save, He watched
o'er my path, [with death ;
‘When, Satan’s blind slave, I sported
And can He have taught me to trust
in His name,
And thus far have brought me to
put me to shame ?

5 Why should I complain of want or
distress, [mo less:
Temptation or pain ?—He told me
The heirs of salvation, I know from
His word, ([follow their Lord.
Through much tribulation must
150

6 How bitter that cup, no heart can
conceive, [sinners might live !
Which He drank quite up, that
His way was much rougher and
darker than mine: [I repine?

Did Christ my Lord suffer, and shall

7 Since all that I meet shall work for
. my good, food ;
The bitter is sweet, the medicine,
Though painful at present, 'twill

cease before long,
And then, O how pleasant the con-
queror’s song |

JOBX NEWTON. 13779.

Ts.
500 Beholding as in a glass, the glory of
the Lord,—2 Con. £, 16,

1 T,'ATHER of eternal grace,
Glorify Thyself in me;
Meekly beaming in my face,
May the world Thine image see.

2 Happy only in Thy love,

Poor, unfriended, or unknown ;
Fix my thoughts on things above,
Stay my heart on Thee alone.

8 Humble, holy, all resigned
To Thy will—Thy will be done !
@Give me, Lord; the perfect mind
Of Thy well-beloved Son.

4 Counting gain and glory loss,
May I tread the path He trod ;
Die with Jesus on the oross;

Rise with Him to Thee, my God!
JAMES MONTGOMERY. 1808,




PATIENCE AND SUBMISSION.

LM
501 I said not unio the seed of Jacod, Seek
ye Me in vain.—IsA. xlv, 19.
oD oi my life, to Thee I call,
Afflicted at Thy feet I fall ;
‘When the great water-floods prevlil,
Leavfeﬁ;mt my trembling heart fo
!

@ Friend of the friendless and the
faint |
‘Where should I lodge my deep com-
plaint ?
Where but with Thee, whose open

oor
Invites the helpless and the poor?

3 Did ever mourner plead with Thee,

And Thou refuse that mourner’s
plea ?

Does not Thy word still fixed remain,

That none shall seek Thy face in
vain?

4 That were a grief I could not bear,
Didst Thou not hear and answer

prayer;
But a prayer-hearing, answering God,
Sapports me under every load.

5 Fair is the lot that’s cast for me;

I have an Advocate with Thee;
They whom the world caresses most | 2
Have no such privilege to boast.

6 Poor though I am, despised, forgot,
Yet God, my God, forgets me not ;
And he is safe, and must succeed,
For whom the Lord vouchsafes to

plead.

WILLIAM OOWPEE. 1779.

502 Whom thc Lozzlothacm
HEB. xii. 6,

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 befal ;
But, with humble faith to see
Love inscribed upon them all,—
"This is happiness to me,

8 God, in Israel, sows the seeds
of affliction, pain, and toil ;
These eg:mg up, and ohoke the

Which would else o’ersprea.d the
soil.

4 Trials make the promise sweet §
Trials give new life to prayer;
Trials bring me to His feet,

Lay me low, and keep me there.

5 Did I meet no trials here,
No correction by the way,
Might I not with reason fear,
I should prove a castaway ?
WILLIAM COWPER. 1779-

503 112th,
Commit thy way unto tle Lord:
trust also in Him.—PsA. xxxvil, 5,
1 EAVE God to order all thy ways,
And hope in Him whate’er
betide ;
Thow'lt find Him in the evil days
Thine all-sufficient strength and
guide.
Who trusts in God’s unchanging
love, [move.
Bmlds on the rock that nought can

g thy restless heart keep still,

And wait in cheerful hope; content

To take whate’er His gracious will,

His all-discerning love, hath sent;

Doubt not, our inmost wants are
known

To Him, who chose us for His own.

GEORGE NEUMARCK. 1653.
TR, BY CATH. WINKWORTH, 1855.

504 He will thZe"gompmiou WPOR &
Mic. vii. 19.
1 the dark and cloudy day,
‘When earth’s riches fice away,
And the last hope will not stay,
My Saviour, comfort me.
2 When the hoard of many years

Like & fieet cloud disappears,
And the future’s full of fears,

My Saviour, comfort me.
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3 When the secret idol’s gone,
That my poor heart yearned upon,—
Desolate, bereft, alone,
My Saviour, comfort me.

4 Thou who wast so sorely tried,
In the darkness crucified,
Bid me in Thy love confide ;
My Saviour, comfort me.

5 Comfort me, I am cast down,
’Tis my Heavenly Father's frown ;
I deserve it all, I own;
My Saviour, comfort me.

6 In these hours of sad distress,
Let me know He loves no less,
Bids me trust His faithfulness ;

My Baviour, comfort me.

7 Not unduly let me grieve,
Meekly the kind stripes receive,
Let me humbly still believe :

My Saviour, comfort me.

8 Bo it shall be good for me
Much afflicted now to be,
If Thon wilt but tenderly,
My Saviour, comfort me.

GEORGE RAWSON. 1853.

505 Lord, rm:belg' me.—LUKE xxiil, 42,
1 THOU from whom all goodness
flows,
I lift my soul to Thee:
In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes,
Dear Lord, remember me.

2 When on my aching, burdened heart,
My sins lie heavily,
My pardon speak, new peace impart:
In love remember me,
8 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 ;
Grant patience, rest, and kind relief:
Hear and remember me.
153

5 If on my face, for Thy dear name,
Shame and reproach shall be,
All hail reproach, and welcome
If Thou remember me. [shame,

6 When in the solemn hour of death,
I wait Thy just decree;
Saviour, with my last parting breath
I'll cry, Remember me.
THOMAS HAWEIS, 1792,
508 michorto nath the Lora helped wa.
1 Sawm, vii. 12,
1 T MY Ebenezer raise
To my kind Redeemer’s praise;
With a grateful heart I own,
Hitherto Thy help I've known,
2 What may be my future lot,
‘Well I know concerns me not ;
This should set my heart at rest,
‘What Thy will ordains is best.
8 I my all to Thee resign ;
Father! let Thy will be mine;
May but all Thy dealings prove
Fruits of Thy paternal love.
4 Guard me, Saviour, by Thy power;
Guard me in the trying hour :
Let Thy unremitting care
Save me from the lurking snare,
5 Let my few remaining days
Be devoted to Thy praise ;
8o the last, the closing scene,
Shall be tranquil and sercne.
6 To Thy will I leave the rest,
Grant me but this one request,
Both in life and death to prove
Tokens of Thy special love.

JOHN FAWCETT, 1782.
507 m.

1 MY times of sorrow and of joy,
Great God! are in Thy hand:
My choicest comforts come from
And go at Thy command. [Thee,
2 If Thou shouldst take them all away,
Yet would I not repine ;
Before they were possest by me
They were entirely Thine.

C.M.
Lord gave and the Lord hath
taken away.—Jos i. 21.
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8 Nor would I drop a murmuring word,
Though the whole world were gone ;
But seek enduring happiness
In Thee, and Thee alone.

4 What is the world, with all its store?
*Tis but a bitter sweet ;
‘When I attempt to pluck the rose,
A pricking thorn I meet.
& Here perfect bliss can ne'er be found,
The honey’s mixed with gall ;
Midst changing scenes, and dying
friends, -
Be Thou my All in all.

BENJAMIN BEDDOME. 1778.

508 My times az":' in Thy hand.
Psa, xxxi. 16.
1 (OVEREIGN Ruler of the gkies!
Ever gracious, ever wise!
All my times are in Thy hand ;
All events at Thy command.

2 Times of sickness, times of health ;
Times of penury and wealth ;
Times of trial and of grief ;

Times of triumph and relief;

8 Times the tempter’s power to prove;
Times to taste a Saviour’s love :

All must come, and last, and end,
As shall please my heavenly Friend.

4 Plagues and death around me fly;
Till He bids, I cannot die:

Not a single shaft c¢an hit,
Till the God of love sees fit.

8 O Thou gracious, wise, and just,
In Thy hands my life I trust:
Have I somewhat dearer still?

I resign it to Thy will.

6 May I always own Thy hand—
Still to the surrender stand ;
Know that Thou art God alone,

I and mine are all Thine own.

7 Thee at all times will I bless;

Having Thee I all possess:

How ocan I bereaved be,

Since I cannot part with Thee ?
JOHNR RYLAND., 1777

509 I opened not ?n‘yn;uouth; beca
Thou didst it.—PsA. xxxix, 9.
1 IT is Thy hand, my God ;
My sorrow comes from Thee:
Ibow beneath Thy chastening rod,
I know Thou lovest me.

2 I would not murmur, Lord,
Before Thee I am dumb ;
Lest I should breathe one mur-
muring word,
To Thee for help I come.

8 My God, Thy name is Love,
A Father’s hand is Thine;
‘With tearful eyes I look above,
And cry, Thy will be mine !

4 Iknow Thy will is right,
Though it may seem severe :
Thy path is still unsullied light,
Though dark it may appear.
5  Jesus for me hath died,
Thy Son Thou didst not spare;
His piercéd hands, His bleeding side,
Thy love for me declare.

6 Here my poor heart can rest ;
My God, it cleaves to Thee ;
Thy will is love, Thine end is blest,
All work for good to me.
JAMES G, DECE. 1843.

510 8.6.8.6.88.
We trust in the living God.
1 T, iv, 10.
1 ‘VHENI can trust my all with
God,
In trial’s fearful hour;
Bow, all resigned, beneath His rod,
And bless His sparing power ;
A joy springs up amidst distress,
A fountain in the wilderness.
2 01 blessed be the hand that gave,
And blessed when it takes ;
Blessed be He who smites to save,
‘Who heals the heart He breaks.
Perfect and true are all His ways,
Whom heaven adores, and death
obeys.
JOSIAH CONDER. 1836.
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511 Yet what T c%choon I wot not.
PHIL. {. 23,

1 LOBD, it belongs not to my care,
‘Whether I die or live ;
To love and serve Thee is my share,
And this Thy grace must give,

2 If life be long, I will be glad,
That I may long obey ;
If short, yet why should I be sad,
To soar to endless day?

8 Come, Lord, when grace has made
Thy blessed face to see; [me meet,
For if Thy work on earth be sweet,
‘What will Thy glory be ?

4 Then I shall end my sad complaints,
And weary sinful days;
And join with the triumphant saints
‘Who sing Jehovah’s praise.

5 My knéwledge of that life is small,
The eye of faith is dim ;
But 'tis enough that Christ knows

all,
And I shall be with Him.

RICHARD BAXTER. 1681,

5 1 2 8.7.8.7.7.7.
Ye know not what shall be on the
morrow.—JAMES iv, 14,
1 'I'TVI8 to us no cause of sorrow
That we cannot tell, to-day,
What it is will come to-morrow ;
’Tis enough that we can say,
He whom we our Father call,
Knows the future, knows it all.

2 Happy they, who, all committing
To their Father’s care and love,
Let Him choose what is most fitting,
And of all He does, approve :
Ever free from anxious care,
Blest in this, His people are.

8 Teach us, O our God and father,
Teach us to obey Thee thus ;

Be Thy choice our portion, rather
Than what may seem good to us;
'Tis not meet we should refuse
Aught that Thou, our God, shalt

choose.
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4 Future things with Thee are present;
All to come Thine eye can see;
Safe it is for us, and pleasant,
Future things to trust to Thee :
Then Thy people happy are,
‘When on Thee they cast their care.
THOMAS KELLY. 1820,

513 mint?ibuuwm—nou.ﬁtn

1 O LORD! my best desires fulfil,

And helpime to resign [will,

Life, health, and comfort to Thy
And make Thy pleasure mine,

2 Why should I shrink at Thy com-
mand,
‘Whose love forbids my fears ?
Or tremble at the gracious hand
That wipes away my tears?

3 No! let me rather freely yield

‘What most I prize to Thee,
‘Who never hast a good withheld,

Nor wilt withhold, from me.

4 Thy favour, all my journey through,
Thou art engaged to grant ;
‘What else I want, or think I do,
'Tis better still o want.

5 Wisdom and mercy guide my way;
Shall I resist them both ;
A poor, blind creature of a day,
And crushed before the moth ¢
6 But, ah ! my inmost spirit cries,
8till bind me to Thy sway ;
Else the next oloud that veils my
skies
Drives all these thoughts away.
WILLIAM COWPER. 1779

514 His great bgmﬂm{m He loved us.
ErH. ii, 4.

1 OTU hidden love of God, whose
height, knows;
Whose depth unfathomed, no man
I see from far Thy beauteous light,
Inly I sigh for Thy repose:
My heart is pained, nor can it be
A# rest, till it finds rest in Thee.
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2 Thy secret voice invites me still
The sweetness of Thy yoke to prove ;
And fain I would: but though my

will [rove;
Seems fixed, yet wide my passions
Yet hindrances strew all the way,
I aim at Thee, yet from Thee stray.

8 'Tis mercy all, that Thou hast
brought

My mind to seek her peacein Thee:
Yet while I seek, but find Thee not,
No pewe my wandering soul shall
[end,
0! when ghall all my wanderings
And all my steps to Thee-ward tend ?

4 Is there a thing beneath the sun

That strives with Thee my heart to
share ?

Ah 1 tear it thence, and reign alone,
The Lord of every motion there. [free,
Then shall my heart from be
‘When it hath found repose in Thee.

8 O Lord! Thy sovereign aid impart,
To saveme from low-thoughted care;
Chase this self-will through all my

heart,
Through all its latent mazes there ;
Make me Thy duteous child, that I
Ceaseless, may ¢ Abba, Father,” cry.

6 Each moment draw from earth away
My heart, that lowly waits Thy call ;
Speak to my inmost soul, and say,
“Iam thy Love, thy God thy All »
To feel Thy power, to hear '.l‘hy voice,
To taste Thy love, be all my choice.

GERARD TERSTEEGEN. 1735.
TR. BY J. WESLEY., 1736,

515 I will g;id(i:‘é';iei.wst.th Mine eye.

1 THOU boundless source of every
Our best desires fulfil; [good !
Ohesnstoadore Thygrwe.
mark Thy sovereign will.

2 In all Thy mercies, may our souls
Thy bounteous goodness see ;
Nor let the gifts Thy hand imparts
Estrange our hearts from Thee.

8 In every changing scene of life,
‘Whate’er that scene may be,
Give us a meek and humble mind,
A mind at peace with Thee.
4 Do Thou direct our steps aright,
Help us Thy name to fear ;
And give us grace to watch and pray,
And strength to persevere.
5 Then we may close our eyesin death,
Free from distracting care ;
For death is life, and labour rest,
If Thou art with us there.

OTTIWELL HEGINBOTHAM, 1799
C.M.
516 Imld, Thow ar{:w God.
1 God my Father! blissful
MF oo

O may I call Thee mine ?
May I, with sweet assurance, claim
A portion so divine ?
2 This only can my fears control,
And bid my sorrows fly ;
‘What harm can ever reach my soul
Beneath my Father's eye ?
8 Whate’er Thy providence denies,
calmly would resign ; [wise :
For Thou art good, and just, and
O bend My will to Thine |
4 Whate'er Thy sacred will ordains,
O give me strength to bear !
And let me know my Father reigns,
And trust His tender care.
5 Thy sovereign ways are all unknown
To my weak, erring sight ;
Yet let my soul adoring own
That all Thy ways are right.
6 My God, My Father! be Thy name
My solaoe and my stay;
O wilt Thou seal my humble claim,
And drive my fears away !
x760.

nm: STEELE.
517 He hath madc with me an everlasting
covenant.—3 Sax. xxiil. 5.
1 God, the covenant of Thy love
MY Abides for ever sure H
And, in its matchless grace, I feel
My happiness secure,
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2 Sinoe Thonu, the everlasting God,
My Father art become :
Jesus, my Guardian and my Friend,
And heaven my final home :
3 I welcome all Thy sovereign will,
For all that will is love ;
And when I kmownot what Thou dost,
I wait the light above.

4 Thy covenant, in the darkest gloom,
Shall heavenly rays impart,
Which, when my eyelids close in
death,
8hall warm my chilling heart.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1755.

518 Why uwacsi%u e
JSrom the Lord $—Isa.
1 LONG my earthly way
How many clouds are spread !
Darkness, with scarce one cheerful
ray .
Seems gathering o’er my head.
2  Yet, Saviour, Thou art love:
O hide not from my view !
But when I look in prayer above,
Appear in merey through !
8 My pathway is not hid ;
Thou knowest all my need ;
And I would do as Israel did,—
Follow where Thou wilt lead.
4 Lead me, and then my feet
8hall never, never stray :
But safely I shall reach the seat
Of happiness and day.
6 And O, from that bright throne,
I shall look back and see,—
The path I went, and that alone,
‘Was the right path for me.
JAMES EDMESTON.

My way is kid
xl. 27.

1824.
519 Gmimy %ﬁ';i.?o the Lord.
. XXX e

1 COMMIT thou all thy griefs
And ways into His hands,
To His sure truth, and tender care,
‘Who earth and heaven commands ;
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2  Who points the clouds their course,
‘Whom winds and seas obey :
He shall direct thy wandering feet,
He shall prepare thy way.
8 Put thou thy trust in God,
In duty’s path go on;
Fix on His word thy steadfast eye,
So shall thy work be done.

4 His everlasting truth,
His ceaseless, watchful love,
Sees all His children’s wants, and
knows
‘What best for each will prove.
5 He everywhere hath sway,
And all things serve His might:
His every act pure blessing is,
His path, unsullied light.
6 Give to the winds thy fears;
Hope, and be undismayed ;
God hears thy gighs, and counts thy

tears;
God shall lift ap thy’head.
7 Through waves, and clouds, and
storms,
He gently clears thy way :
Wait thou His time—thy darkest

night
Shall end in brightest day.

PAUL GERHARDT.
TR. BY J. WESLEY.

1668.
1739-

520 They that 3&% on the Lord shall
renew their strength.—Isa. xl. 81.
1 O GOD, that madest earth and sky,
The darkness and the day,
Give ear to this Thy family,
And hear us when we pray.
2 The cross our Master bore for us,
For Him we fain would bear ;
But mortal strength to weakness

turns,
And courage to despair.
3 Have meroy on our failings, Lord ;
Our sinking faith renew ;
And, when Thy sorrows visit us,

O send Thy patience too !
REGINALD HEBER. 1827.
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521 Cast thy burzz.n upon the Lord.
. Psa.lv, 22
1 CAST thy burden on the Lord,
Only lean upon His word ;
Thou shalt soon find eause to bless
His eternal faithfulness.

9 Wouldst thou know thyself a child?
1s thy proud heart reconciled?
Is it humbled to the dust,
Full of awe and full of trust?

8 Boast thou not, rejoice with fear,
Never be high-minded here;

Heed not what the tempter saith,
Cling to Christ in lowly faith.

4 Fear not, then ; in every storm
There shall come the Master’s form;
Cheering voice and present aid—
«It is I, be not afraid.”

& He will hold thee with His hand,
And enable thee to stand ;

His compassion, love, and power,
Are the same for evermore.
GEORGE RAWSON.
555353 oM.
The peace ’:{. God which passeth all
understanding.—PHIL. iv. 7.
1 TP'ATHER ! whate’er of earthly bliss
Thy sovereign will denies,
Accepted at Thy throne of grace,
Let this petition rise :—

9 Give me a calm, & thankful heart,
ThFrgm every murmur free ;

e blessings of Thy grace impart,
And make me live to Thee. part

8 Let the sweet hope, that Thou art
My life and death attend; [mine,
Thy presence through my journey
shine,
And crown my journey’s end !
ANRE STEELE. 1760.

2857.

523 I will trust a!:d.wt be afraid,
IsA. xii. 2.

1 UIET, Lord, my froward heart:
Make me teachable and mild,
Upright, simple, free from art;
Make me as a little child :
From distrust and envy free,
Pleased with all that pleases Thee.

2 What Thou shalt to-day provide,
Let me as & child receive:
What to-morrow may betide,
Calmly to Thy wisdom leave :
'Tis enough that Thou wilt care:
Why should I the burden bear?

3 As a little child relies
On a care beyond his own ;
Knows he's neither strong nor wise ;
Fears to stir & 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.
JOHX NEWTOK. 1779«

524 He shall cbog?%ur {nheritance for us.
Psa. xlvii. 4,
1 way, not mine, O Lord,
However dark it be;
0 lead me by Thine own right hand,
Choose out the path for me,

Smooth let it be, or rough,
It will be still the best ;
Winding or straight, it matters not,
It leads me to Thy rest.
3 I dare not choose my lot,
I would not if I might ;
But choose Thou for me, O my God,
So shall I walk aright.
4 The kingdom that I seek

Is Thine; so let the way
That leads to it, O Lord, be Thine,

2

Else I must surely stray.
§ Take Thou my cup, and it
With joy or sorrow fill ;
As ever 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 joys and cares for
My poverty or wealth. [me,
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7 Not mine, not mine the choice,
In things or great or small ;
Be Thou my Guide, my Guard, my
Strength,
My Wisdom, and my all,

HORATIUS BONAR. 1857.

5 2 5 Quietly wm}lﬁﬂw salvation of the
Lord.—Law, iii. 26.

1 O LET my trembling soul be
still, -
‘While darkness veils this mortal eye,
And wait Thy wise, Thy holy will,
Wrapt yet in tears and mystery ;
I cannot, Lord, Thy purpose see,
Yet all is well—since ruled by Thee.
2 Thus trusting in Thy love, I tread
The narrow ﬁath of duty on ;
‘What though some cherished joys
are fled ? [are gone ?
‘What though some flattering dreams
Yet parer, brighter joys remain :
‘Why should my spirit then complain ?

SIR JOHN BOWRING. 1823.

526 I can do all‘l.u;ili s through
which strengtheneth x.—l’nn.. iv.ci’g:‘“
1 ET me but hear my Saviour say,
* Strength shall be equal to thy
ThenIrejoice in deep distress, [day;”
Leaning on all-sufficient grace.

2 I glory in infirmity, [on me:
That Christ’s own power may rest
‘When I am weak then am I strong,
Grace is my shield, and Christ my

song.

8 I can do all things, or can bear
All sufferings, if my Lord be there:
Sweet pleasures mingle with the

pains, [tains,

‘While His kind hand my head sus-

ISAAC WATTS. 1707.

52T o wit 13t n e
Thow wilt keep him in fect peace,
whose mind s stayed on Thee.—I8A. x‘x’:i. 3:

1 ' I HOU very present aid
In suffering and distress,
The soul, which still on Thee is
Is kept in perfeot peace. [stayed,
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2  The soul in faith reclined
On the Redeemer’s breast,
Mid raging storms, exults to find
An everlasting rest.
8 Borrow and fear are gone,
‘Whene'er Thy face appears:
It stills the sighing orphan’s moan,
And dries the widow’s tears.
4 It hallows every cross,
It sweetly comforts me,
Makes me forget my every loss,
And find my all in Thee.
5 Jesus, to whom I fly,
Doth all my wishes fill ;
What though created streams are
I have the fountain still.  [dry?
6  Stripped of my earthly friends,
I find them all in One;
And peace, and joy that never ends,
And heaven in Christ begun.
CHARLES WRSLEY. 1749.

528 4y
H i T wind in the
“of e et wind a8, Y
1 ENTLY, gently lay Thy rod
On my sinful head, O God !

Stay Thy wrath, in mercy stay,
Lest I sink before its sway.

2 Heal me, for my flesh is weak :
Heal me, for Thy grace I seek :
This my only ples I make,—

Heal me, for Thy merey’s sake.

8 Who, within the silent grave,
8hall proclaim Thy power to save?
Lord ! my sinking soul reprieve ;
Speak, and I shall rise and live.

4 Lo! He comes ! He heeds my plea!
Lo ! He comes! the shadows flee!
Glory round me dawns once more;
Rise, my spirit, and adore!

HENRY F. LYTE. 1834.

529 He is able to :l:e':s to the uttermosk.

Hgas. vii. 25.

1 SUS, Saviour! Thou dost know
All the depth of human woe;
Thou hast shed the bitter tear,
Thou hast felt the withering fear,




ZEAL AND

COURAGE.

2 For the iron of our sin ,
To Thy heart hath entered in ;
All its festering anguish keen,
Holy Saviour, Thine hath been.

8 Thou our Brother art, and we
‘With our sorrows come to Thee:
Thou wilt not, for us who died,

From our misery turn aside,

4 Jesus, save ! the floods are nigh ;
To Thine open arms we fly;

Sure the waters will not dare
Overwhelm our.spirits there.

5 No! the raging waves subside,
Thou hast checked the riging tide ;
All our woes obey Thy will, [still!”
‘While Thou whisperest, ‘¢ Peace, be

CAROLINE DENT. 1854.

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE:

8.M.
530 Mooy oo

OLDIERS of Christ, arise!
And put your armour on;
Strong in the strength which God
supplies
Through His eternal Son.

Strong in the Lord of Hosts,
And in His mighty power ;

‘Who in the strength of Jesus trusts,
Is more than conqueror,

Stand, then, in His ireat might,
With all His strength endued ;

And take, to arm you for the ﬁght
The panoply of God.

4  Jesus hath died for you ;
‘What can His love withstand ?
Believe, hold fast your shield, and

who
Shall pluck you from His hand ?

5 From strength to strength go on,
‘Wrestle, and fight, and pray;
Tread all the powers of darkmess

down,
And win the well-fought day.

Then, having all things done,
And every conflict past,

Accepted each through Christ alone,
You shall be crowned at last,

1

2

3

CHARLES WESLEY. 1749

ZEAL AND COURAGE,

531 Take unto ylzﬁnthc whole armour of
God.—EpH. vi. 18.

1 STAND up, my soul, shake off thy

And gird the gospel-armour on ;

March to the gates of endless joy,

Where thy great Captain-Saviour’s
gone.

2 Hell, and thy sins, resist thy course ; H
But hell and sin are vanquished foes ;
Thy Jesus nailed them to the cross,
And sung the triumph when He rose,

8 Then let my soul march boldly on,
Press forward to the heavenly gate;
There peace and joy eternal reign,
And glittering robes for conquerors

wait,

4 There shall I wear a starry crown,
And triumph in almighty grace,
‘While all the armies of the skies
Join in my glorious Leader’s praise.

18AAQ WATTS. 1707.

532 Mnhardma:a ood soldier of
Jesus Ohrist.—2 Tru, ii. 8.

ABE we the soldiers of the cross,
The followers of the Lamb ?
And shall we fear to own His cause,
Or blush to speak His name ?
2 No ! we must fight if we would reign ;
Increase our courage, Loxd !
We'll bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by Thy word.
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8 Thy saints, in all this glorious war,
Shall conquer, though they're
slain:
They see the triumph from afar,
And shall with Jesus reign.

4 When that illustrious day shall rise,
And all Thy armies shine

In robes of victory through the skies,
The glory shall be Thine,

ISAAC WATTS. 273r.
5 3 3 148th.
We wrestle not against flesh and blood,
ErR. vi. 12.

1 ARK | ’tis & martial sound!
To arms, ye saints, to arms !
Your foes are gathering round,
And peace has lost its charms:
Prepare the helmet, sword, and
shield ;
The trumpet calls you to the field,

2  An arm of flesh must fail
In such a war as this :
He only can prevail,
‘Whose arm immortal is: [yield,
*Tis heaven itself the strength must
And weapons fit for such a field.

8  And heaven supplies them too :—
The Lord, who never faints,
Is greater than the foe;
And He is with His saints :
Thus armed, they venture to the
fight ; [flight.
Thus armed, they put their foes to
4 And when the conflict’s past,
On yonder peaceful shore
They shall repose at last,
And see their foes no more :
The fruits of victory enjoy,
And never more their arms employ.
THOMAS KELLY., 1820,

534 Be thou faith}sa;l unto death,
Rev. ii. 10,
1 OFT in sorrow, oft in woe,
Onward, Christians, onward go !
Fight the fight, maintain the strife,
Strengthened with the bread of life,
160

2 Onward, Christians, onward go!
Join the war and face the foe:
‘Will ye flee in danger’s hour ?—
Know ye not your Captain’s power?

8 Let your drooping hearts be glad ;
March, in heavenly armour clad ;
Fight, nor think the battle long ;
Soon shall victory tune your song,

4 Let not sorrow dim your eye,
Soon shall every tear be dry ;
Let not fears your course impede
Great ezgur strength, if great your
need.

5 Onward, then, in battle move,
More than conquerors ye shall prove;
Though opposed by many a foe,
Christian soldiers, onward go !

H. KIRKE WHITE. 1803.

535 Tam not mha?r;e]cdi::—s T §, 13,
1 I'M not ashamed to own my Lord,
Or to defend His cause;
Maintain the honour of His word,
The glory of His cross.

2 Jesus, my God! I know His name;
His name is all my trust;
Nor will He put my soul to shame,
Nor let my hope be lost.

8 Firm, as His throne, His promise

And He can well secure [stands;

What I've committed to His hands,
Till the decisive hour. -

4 Then will He own my worthless name
Before His Father's face ;
And, in the new Jerusalem,
Appoint my soul & place.
18AA0 WATTS. _1709.

536 ThaLordJah&olaliuny strength and
my song,~—IsA. xii, 3.
1 N OW let the feeble all be strong,
And make Jehovah’s arm their

song ;
His shield is spread o’er every saint,
And, thus supported, who shall faint 9




STRENGTH IN GOD.

2 Bound by His word, He will display
A strength proportloned to our day:
And when united trials meet
'Will show a path of safe retreat.

8 Thus far we prove that promise good,
‘Which Jesus ratified with blood :
Still is He gracious, wise, and just;
And still, in Him, let Israel trust.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 1739
5 3 7 L.M.
4 bmlgg and a shining light,
OHN V. 85.

1 THOU! who camest from above,

The pure, celestial fire to

impart,

Kindle a flame of sacred love
On the mean altar of my heart.

2 There let it for Thy glory burn, *
With inextinguishable blaze ;
And, trembling, to its source return
In humble love and fervent praise.

8 Jesus, confirm my heart’s desire
To work, and speak, and think for
Thee
8till let me guard the holy fire,
And still stir up Thy gift in me.

4 Ready for all Thy perfeot will,
My acts of faith and love repeat,
Till death Thine endless mercies geal,
And make the sacrifice complete.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1762,
538 Let us put 03.111{6 armowsr of light.
Rom. xiii. 13.

1 THOU plenteous Source of light
and love,
From whom all grace proceeds,
Chase from our souls the gloom of
And make us hate its deeds. [night,

2 In armour clad of heavenly proof,
‘We will not fear nor fly;
But bravely, through opposing hosts,
Press onwards to the sky.

8 If long and doubtful seems the strife,
Our pains and sore,
Such are the ills of mortal life,
And such our Saviour bore.

4 Once humbled from His lofty throne,
He dwelt in weakness here ;
And His has been the struggling sigh,
And His the falling tear.
5 When time has run its destined
And all our years are fled, [course,
He comes, with monarch’s pomp and

power,
To wake and judge the dead.
6 Then help us, Lord, while sinners’
Shall sicken with dismay, [hearta
To lift our heads, and joyful hail
Redemption’s perfect day.
J. HAMPDEN GURNEY. 1851,
L.M.
539 Steadfast, unmoveable.—1 Cor. xv. 68,
1 FATHEB , though storm on storm
appear,
Let not our faith forego her hold ;
Deliver us from craven fear, [bol .
And make us steadfast, firm, and
2 Out of our weakness make us strong,
Arm us as in the ancient days;
Loose in Thy cause each stammering
tongue,
And perfect, e’en in us, Thy praise.
3 Come, Holy, Holy, Holy Lord ;
O Father, Son, and Spirit, come!
Be mindful of Thy changeless word,
And make the faithful soul Thy home.

4 If we can witness, Lord, for Thee,
Let us despise our fleeting breath ;
Give us the opening heaven to see,
And make us faithful unto death.

CHARLES WESLEY. 1740,

540 They that mut upoﬂ the Lord shall
renew their strength.—Isa. xl. 81.
AWAKE our souls, away our fears,
Let every trembhng thought be
gone;

Awake, and run the heavenly race,
And put a cheerful courage on.

2 True, 'tis & strait and thorny road, .
And mortal spirits tire and faint ;
But they forget the mighty God

Who feeds the strength of every saint,
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THE CHRISTIAN LIFE:

8 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 their native

stren

gth
Shall faint away, and droop, and die.

5 Swift as an eagle ocuts the air,
‘We'll mount aloft to Thine abode :
On wings of love our souls shall fly,
Nor tire amidst the heavenly road.

I8AAC WATTS. 1709.

541 8o M,ltlé:ti::i qzz’ obtain.

1 WAKE, my soul! stretch every
nerve,
And press with vigour on;
A heavenly race demands thy zeal,
And an immortal crown.

2 A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full survey :
Forget the steps already trod,
And onward urge thy way.

8 'Tis God’s all-animating voiee
That calls thee from on high ;
"Tis His own hand presents the prize
To thine aspiring eye.

4 Blest Saviour, introduced by Thee,
Have I my race begun ;
And, fm::wned with victory, at Thy
ee
T'll l1ay my honours down.

PHILIP DODDRIDGE. 175S.

PM.
542 Lay hold on eternal life.—1 T, vi. 12,
1 REAST the wave, Christian, when
it is strongest ;
Watch for day, Chnstmn when the
mg ht's longest;
Onward and onward still, urge thine
endeavour ;
The rest that remaineth shall be for
ever,
2 Fight the fight, Christian, Jesus is
o'er thee;
Run the race, Christian, heaven is
before thee ;
He who hath promised faltereth

never,
The love of eternity flows on for ever.
3 Raise the eye, Christian, just as it
closeth;

Lift the heart Christian, ere it re-
poseth :
Thee, from thelove of Christ, nothing

sever;
Mount when thy work is done, praise
Him for ever.

JOBEPH STAMMERS,

1844,

THE CHBISTIAN LIFE: DECLINE AND RECOVERY.

543 Beturs, cgﬁhlﬁiﬂg children.

1 OW oft, alsslthmwretchedheart

Has wa.ndered from the Lord :

How oft m ui roving thoughts depart,
Forgetful of His word.

2 Yetsovereign mercy calls, “ Return :”
Dear Lord, and may I come?
My vile ingratitude I mourn;
O take the wanderer hame.
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8 And canst Thou, wilt Thon yet
forgive,
And bid my sins remove ?
And shall a gardoned rebel live
To speak Thy wondrous love?

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




DECLINE AND RECOVERY.

-

5 Thg ning love, so free, 8o sweet,
Saviour, I adore;
O keep me at Thy sacred feet,

And let me rove no more.
ANNE STEELE. 1760.

544 I ’wu cimrc‘x‘gaimt the Lord,

1 T LEFT the God of trnth and light:
Ileft the God who gaveme breath,

To wander in the wilds of night,
And perish in the snares of death.

2 Bweet was His service, and His yoke
‘Was light and easy to be borne ;
Through all His bandsof love I broke,
And cast away His gifts with scorn.

3 Heart-broken, friendless, poor, cast

down,
‘Where shall the chief of sinners fly,
Almghty vengeanoe, from Thy

frown ?-
Eternal ]nstloe, from Thine eye?

4 Lo, through the gloom of guilty fears,
My faith s & dawn of grace ;
The Sun of Righteousness appears
In Jesus’ reconciling face.

8 Prostrate before the mercy seat,

I dare not, if I would, despair ;

None ever perished at Thy feet,
And I will lie for ever there.
JAMES MONTGOMERY., 1807.
5 4 5 7.6.7.6.7.8.7.8.
Lord turned and looked upon
ter.—LUKE xxil. 6L

1 JESUS l let Thy pitying eye
Call back a wandering sheep ;
False to Thee, like Peter, I
Would fain, like Peter, weep :
Let me be by grace restored,
On me be all long-suffering shown ;
Turn and look upon me, Liord!
And break this heart of stone.
2 S8aviour, Prince | enthroned above,
Repentance to impart,
Give me, through Thy dying love,
The humble, contrite heart :
Give, what I have long implored,
A portion of Thy love unknown :
Turn and look upon me, Lord !
And break this heart of stone.

8 See me, Saviour! from above,
Nor suffer me to die;
Life, and happiness, and love,
Smile in Thy gracious eye :
Speak the reconciling word,
And let Thy mercy melt me down:
Turn and look upon me, Lord !
And break this heart of stone.

4 Look, as when Thy langunid
‘Was closed that we might li ve H
¢ Father,” at the point to die
My Saviour prayed “ forgive I
Surely with that dying word,
He turns, and looks, and cries,
“'Tis done! ”
O my loving, bleeding Lord,
This breaks this heart of stone !
CBARLES WESLEY. 1749.

546 Lead me Z:;‘:yitz;th, and teach me. .

1 OU who didst for Peter's faith
Kindly condescend to pray,—
Thou, whose loving-kindness hath
Kept me to the present day ;
Kind Conductor,
8till direct my devious way.

2 When a tempting world in view
Gains upon my yielding heaxt,
‘When its pleasures I pursue,

Then one 1ook of pity dart ;
Give me pleasures
Which the world can ne’er impart.

8 When I sit beneath Thy word,
At Thy table, cold and 