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RECOMMENDATION.
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poLpri, [ earnestly recommend it to our
connection as the Book we have so long

needed,
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PREFACE.

Tre Hymn-Book in use among the Original Free
Will Baptists of North Carolina being defective iu
many respects, at the solicitations of many of our Min-
isters and brethren the undersigned have made the
following compilation. We present this work to the
Church and the Public, hoping it may supply the de-
ficiency which has so long existed.

We have many rezrets that the necessarily con-
tracted limits of this volume prevented the insertion
of somany valuable Hymns and Songs, and we must
request our brethren not to feel disappointed if they
do not find their favorite. We selected ﬂ‘ﬂi-'."]l as we
thought most suitable for public, private, and rocial
worehip.

We hope the blessings of God will accompany it,
and that it may be a means of promoting the Redeem.
er's kingdom. '

RUFUS K. HEARN,

JOSEPH 8. BELL,

JESSE RANDOLPH,
Compiters

HYMNS
FOR PUBLIC WORSHIP.

] 8. M.— . Wesley.

| Father, in whom we live,
In whom we are and move,
f'he glory, power, and praise receive,
Of thy creating love.

2 Let all the angel throng
Give thanks to God on high,
While earth repeats the joyful song,
And echoes through the sky.

3 Incarnate Deity,
Let all the ransomed race
Render, in thanks, their lives to thee,
For thy redeeming grace :

4 The grace to sinners show'd
Ye heavenly choirsproclaim,
And cry, “Salvation to our God,
Salvation to the Lamb !"

b Spirit of holiness,
Let all thy saints adore
Thy sacred energy, and bless
Thy heart-renewing power.

6 Not angel tongues can tell
Thy love’s ecstatic height,
The glorious joy unspeakable,
The beatific sight |
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7 Eternal, Triune Lord,
-Let all the hosts above,
Let all the sons of men, record,
And dwell upon thy love,

8 \When heaven and earth are fled
Before thy glorious face,

Thine everlasting praise !

2 C.'M.—C. Wes'ey. g owt w
Divine Excellence.

1 Hail, Father, Son and Holy Ghost,
One God in persons three ;

Of thee we make our J(}j'flﬂ boast,

Our songs we make ot thee! * -

2 Thou neither canst be felt nor seen,
Thou arv a spirit pure;
Thou from eternity Last been,
And always shalt endure,
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3 Present alike in every place,
Thy Godhead we adore :
Beyond the bounds of 1ime and Fpace
Thou dwell'st tor evermore,

4 In wisdom infinite thou art,
* " Thine eye doth all tlnuma gsee:
And every thought of every heart =
Is fully known to thee.

5 Whate'er tlmu wnlt in earth below
" Thou dost in heaven above ;

But chiefly we rejoice to know . 2

Th' almirrhty God of love.

Sing, all the saints thy love hath made. _

PUBLIC WORSHIP. %

6 Thou lov’ at ‘whate'er thy hands heve mada |
Thy goodness we reliearse,

‘In shining characters display’d
Throughout our universe. - .,

7 Mercy, with love and endless grace,
O’er all thy works doth reign
But mostly thou delight'st tc bless -
Thy favorite creature, man, -

8 Wherefore let every creature gwe
- To thee the praise design’d ;
But clhiefly, Lord, the thanks receive,
The heans, of nll mankmd

p 3 e o VR M ﬂ?xandfer

el The Cross,

1 WhiIe in tlie a;zomes of death
The Saviour yields lis latest breath
We, too, will mount on Culv'ry’s ]1e1ght,
And wntemp]ate the wondrous sight !

2 O Lamb of God, by faith we eee
How all our hopes are fixed on thee :
Thy cross we see ordain’d by Heaven,
For man to look, and be forgiven!

8 By this thy saints to glory come, ,
By this they brave the martyr's doom ; -
Ia this the surest proof we find
Of God’s vast love to lost mankind.

4 On this, O Lord, enthroned on Lizh,
With more than royal Mmajesty
Thou spreadest forth thine arms abroad,
And callest all mankind 1o God.

’
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5 O grant us then to find a place
Around the footstool of thy gtace,
And there in humble faith to stay
Till all our sins are wash’d away !

¢ O banner of the cross, unfurl’d
To shine with glory through the world,
O may we ever cleave to thee,
And thou shalt our salvation be !

4__ L. M.— Watts.

1 When I survey the wondrous cross
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride.

9 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ, my God ;
All the vain things that charm me most
I sacrifice them to his blood.

3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down!
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet?
Or thorns compose 8o rich a crown?
4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small ;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.

| 5 L. M.—C. Wesley.
¢¢ It is Finished.”
1 'Tis finished ! The Messiah dies,
Cut off for sins, but not hisown |

Accomplish’d is the sacrifice,
The great redeeming work is done,

PUBLIC WORSHIP.

9 " is finished ! All the debt is paid;
Justice divine is satisfied ;
The grand and full atonement made;
God for a guilty world hath died.

8 The veil is rent in Christ alone ;
The living way to heaven is seen;
The middle wall is broken down,
And all mankind may enter in.

4 The types and figures are fullill’d,
Exacted is the legal pain,
The precious promises are seal'd ;
The spotless Lamb of God is slain.

5 Saved from the legal curse I am,
My Saviour hangs on yonder tree ;
See there the meek, expiring Lamb!
"' is finished ! He expires for me.

6 Death, hell, and sin are now subdued ;
All grace is now to sinners given ;
And, lo! I plead th’ atoning blood,
And in thy right I claim thy heaven.

6 C. M.— Cowper.
The Fountain.

1 There is a fountain fill’d with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins ;
And sinners, plunged beneath that fleod,
Lose all their guilty stains. -

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day;
And there may I, though vile as he,
Wash all my sing away.
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3 Dear dfing 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.

5 Then, in a nobler, sweeter fong,
I'll sing thy power to save,
When this poor lisping, stammering tongune
.= silent in the grave.

7 2 L. M.— (., Wesley.
‘b2 Great Antitype.

10 !.h [“;'”:‘ e off'ring on the tree
Il 'S val offerings all foreshow'd,
Bor' u.if neir whole effect from thee,
A ey W their virtue from thy blood :

2 T'ﬂ-:,";-mq?_ of goats and bullocks slain
e’e ever for one sin atone ;
, e the guilty off rer’s stain
4e was the work, and thine alone.

r

4 Vain in themselves their duties were
Their services could never please :
Till join'd with thine, and made to share
The merits of thy righteonsness.

4 Forward they cast a faithful look
On thy approaching sacrifice;
And thence their pleasing savour took,
And rose accepted in the skies.

PUBLIC WORSHIP, 11

5 Those feeble types and shadows old,
Are all in thee, the Truth, fulfill’d ;
We in thy sacrifice behold
The substance of those rites reveal’d.

6 Thy meritorious suff'rings past,
We see, by faith, to us brought back ;
And on thy grand oblation cast,
Its saving benefits partake.

8 8 M.—Kelly.
‘Resurrection.

1 “The Lord is risen indeed ;"
He lives, to die no more ;
He lives, the sinner's caug, ad,
Whose curse and shamé e,
9 “The Lord is risen indeel g fi “;
Then hell has lost his pi, %
With him is ris'n the ranso” 88" d,
To reign in endless day. mt li‘a*‘ 3
3 ““The Lord is risen indeed ;’fi?f’
Attending angels, hear; o
Up to the courts of heaven, Wa ed
The joyful tidings bear. Ml
4 Then wake your golden lyres,
And strike each cheerful chord ;
Join, all ye bright celestial choirs,
To sing our risen Lord.

9 78— C. Wesley.
The Ascension.

1 Hail, the day that sees Him rise,
Ravish’d from our wishful eyes!
Clirist, awhile to mortals given.
Re-ascends his native heaven.
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2 There the pompous triumph waits;
- Lift your heads, eternal gates;”
Wide unfold the radiaat scene ;.

Take the King of glory inl

3 Circled round with angel powers,

~ 'Their triumphant Lord, and ours,
Copqu'ror over death and sin;
Take the King of Qlory in!

4 Him though highest heaven receives,
Still he loves the earth he leaves;
Though returning to his throne,

Still ke calls mankind his own,

5 See, he lifts Lis hands above!
See, he shows the prints of love]
Hark, his gracious lips bestow
Blessings on his church below !

6 Ever upward let us move,
Wafted on the wings of love;
Looking, when thou, Lord, shalt come;
Looking, gasping after home,

" 7 There we shall with thee remain
| Partners of thy endless reign;
There thy face unclouded see,
Find our heaven of heavensa in thee.

10 S. M.—C. Wesley.

Jacob?’s Ladder.
1 What doth the Ladder mean |
Sent down from the Most High ?
Fasten'd to earth its foot is seen, .
Its summit to the sky.

2

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 13

2 Lo! up and down the scale
The angels swiftly move;
And God, the great Invisible,
Himself, appears above.

3 Jesus that Ladder is,
The Incarnate Deity,
Partaker of celestial bliss
And human misery,

4 Sent from his high abode,
" To sleeping mortals given,
He stands, and man unites to Ged,
And earth connects with heaven. |

1]_ C. M.—Watts.

Stupendous Love, - T G

1 Plunged in a gulf of dark despair,
We wretched sinners lay,
Without one clieering beam of lLiope,
-Or spark of glimmering day, - 2

2 With pitying eyés the Prince of Grace
Beleld our helpless grief ;
He saw, and (O amazing love !)
- He ran to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above

With joyful haste he fled, . =

Enter’d the grave in mortal flesh, .
And dwelt among the dead,

4 O for this love let rocks and hills
~Their lasting silenée break!
And all harmonious human tongues
The Saviour’s praises speak,
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5 Angels, assigt our mighty joys,
Strike all your harps of gold ;
But when you raise your highest notes.
His love can ne'er be told!

! ‘3 L. M.—C. Wigley.
¢ God blessed for ever.”™?

1 The day of Christ, the day of God,
We humbly hope with joy to see,
Wash’d in the sanctifying blood
Of an expiring Deity,

2 Who did for us his life resign:
There is no other God but one ;
For all the plenitude divine
Resides in the Eternal Son,

3 Spotless, sincere, without offence,
O may we to his day remain |
Who trust the blood of Christ to cleanse
Our souls from every sinful stain.

4 Lord, we believe the promise sure!
The purchased Comforter impart!

Apply thy blood to make us pure,
To keep us pure in life and heart !

5 Then let us see the day supreme,
When none thy Godhead shall deu
Thy sov’reign majesty blaspheme,
Or count thee less than the Most Hig ..

6 When all who on their God believe,

Who here thy last appearing love,
Shall thy consummate joy receive,
And see thy glorious face above,

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 15

13 S. M.—Montgomery.

Pentecost.
1 Lord 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 the promise of our Lord,

The spirit of all grace,

3 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 fi
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.
G Spirit of truth, be thou
In life and death our guide;
0 :ririt. of adoption, now
May we be sanctified !

1_1: C. M.— Watts,

Psalm xxvii.

I The Lord of glory is my light,
And my salvation too;
God is my strength ; nor will I fear
What ull my foes can do.
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2 One privilege my heart deéires,

O grant me an abode o
Among the churcles of thy saints,
The temples of my God! ~

3 There shall I offer my request, - -
And see thy beauty still ;- |
Shall hear thy messages of love,
And there inquire thy will,

4 When troubles rise, and storms appear,
There may his children hide;. - -
God has a strong pavilion where
He makes my soul abide. - -

5 Now shall my head be lifted high,

Above my foes around ;. e ol
And songs of joy and victory
Within thy temple sound.

15 syu—vae

; Psalm xlviii.
1 Far as thy name is known,
The world declares thy praise; -
Thy saints, O Lord, before thy throne

-

I'heir songs of honor raise, -

" 2 With joy let Judah stand

On Zion's chogen hill, _
Proclaim the wonders of thy hand,
And counsels of thy will.

3 Let strangers walk around -
The city where we dwell ;
Compass and view the holy ground, -
And mark the building well: :

PUBLIC WORsSmir, - - 17

4 The order of thy Louse,
The worship of thy court,
The cheerful songs, the solemn vows ;
And make a fair report. '

5 How decent and how wige |
1low glorious to behold !
Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes,
- And rites adorn’d with gold. -

6 The God we worship now
\WVill gunide us till wedie: ,
Will be our God while here below,
And ours above the sky. o

16 | C. M.—Watls,

L] o}
Psalm cxxii. -

1 How did my lLeart rejoice to hear,
My friends devoutly say,
*“In Zion let us all appear,
And keep the solemn day !”

2 1 love her gates, I love the roadl

" The church adorn’d with grace
Stands like a palace built for God,
To show his milder face. .

38 Up to her courts, with joys unknown,
l?I‘l.uef holy tribes repair, '
The Son of David holds his throne,
- And gits ip judgment there,

4 e hears our praiseg and complainta,
And, while his awful voice
Divides the sinners from the gaints,
We tremble, and rejoice !
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5 Peace be within this sacred place
And joy a constant guest!
With Loly gifts and heavenly grace
Be ler attendanis blest.

6 My soul shall pray for Zion still,
While life or breath remains ;
There my best friends, my kindred dwell,
There God, my Saviour, reigns,

17 L. M.— Watts.

The Great Commission.
1 “Go preach my gospel,” saith the Lord :
“ Bid the whole earth my grace receive ;
He shall be saved who trusts my word ;
He shall be damn’d who won’t believe.

2 “T'll make your great commission known ;
And ye shall prove my gospel true
By all the works that [ have done,
By all the wonders ye shall do.

3 ¢ Teach all the nations my commands ;
I'm with you till the world shall end
All power is trusted in my hands;
I can destroy and I defend.”
4 He spake,and light shone round his head;
On a bright cloud to heaveu he rode:
They to the furthest nations spread
" The grace of their ascended God.

18 C. M, -Doddridge.
The Treasure in Earthen Vessels.

1 How rich thy bounty, King of kings!

Thy favors, how divine!

The glmingu which thy gospel brings,
How splendidly they shine !

. PUBLIC WORSHIP. 19

2 Gold is but dross, and gems but toys,
Should gold and gems compare ;
How mean, when set against those joys
Thy poorest servants share !

3 Yet all these treasuresof thy grace
Are lodged in urns of cluy:
And the wenk sons of mortal race
Th’ immortal gifts convey.

4 Feebly they lisp thy glories forth,
Yet grace the victory gives;
Quickly they moulder back to earth,
Yet still thy gospel lives,

O Such wonders power divine effects ;
Such trophies God can raise
His hand, from erumbling dust, erects
His monument of praise.

19 S. M.— Wesley.

Opening Conference.

1 And are we yet alive
And see each other’s face?
Glory and praise to Jesus give
For his redeeming grace !
Preserved by power divine
To full salvation here,
Again in Jesus’ praise we join
And in his sig?ﬂ. appear.

2 What troubles have we seen,
What conflicts haye we past,
Fightings without, and fears within,
Since we assembled last ;
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But out of ali the Lord
Hath brought ua by his love;
And still Le doth his help affurd
And hides our life above. :

8 Then let us make our boast
Of his redeeming power,
- Which saves us to the uttermost,
- Till we can sin ho more :
Let us take up the cross,
Till we the crown obtain ;
And gladly reckon all thmtrs lnss
So we may Jesus gain.

20 | 8. M.—C, Wasley,

. Closing Conferences

1 And let our bodies part,
To different climes repair
Inseparably join’d in leart,
Tlhe friends of Jesus are,

- 2 Jesus, the corner-stone,

Did first our hiearts unite, o
And still hie keeps our spirits one,
Who walk with him in white. ..

3 O let us'still proceed
In Jesus’ work below :
And following our trmmphant Head
To further conquest go.

4 The vineyard of the Lord
Before his lab’rers lies ;
And lo! we see the vast reward
-Which waits s in the skies.

T'UBLIC WORSIIP, .21

5 O let our heart and mind
Continunally ascend,
That haven of repose to find,
Where all our ]abors end {

6 Where all our toils are o’er,
Qur suff’ring and our pain ;
Who meet on that eternal shore
Shall never part again,

7 O happy, lmppy place,
“Where saints and angels meet !

There we shall gsee each  other’s face,
And all our brethren greet.

8 The church of the first-born,
We shall with them be blest,
And, crown’d with endless joy, return-
To our eternal rest.

-9 With joy we shall belmld

In yonder bless'd abode,
The patriarchs and pmpheta old,
And all the saints of God, |

10° Abr'am and Isaac, there,
And Jacob, shall receive :
The foll’'wers of their faith and prayer,
. Who now in bodies live.

11 We shall our time beneath
Live out in cheerful hope,
And fearléss pasa the vale of death,
And gain the mountain top.
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12 To gather home his own
God shall his angels send,

And bid our bliss, on earth begun;_

In deathless triumph end,

21 Gs and 8s. - €. Wesley.
The Year of Jubilce.

I Biow ye the trampet, blw,
The gladly solemn sound ;
‘11 the nations know,
*arth's remotest bound,
sar of jubilee is come ;

~ Yeransom’d sinners, home.

2 ynd Ie.r great High Priest,
" To ¢full atonement made :
"ner “ry spirits, rest ;
wuarnful souls, be glad ;
ear of julilee is come ;

wiatll, Yo ¥ nsom'd sinners, home.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,
The all-atoning Lamb;
Redemption, through his blood,
Throughout the world proclaim ;
The year of jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransom'd sinners, home.

4 Ye slaves of sin and lell,
Your liberty receive,
And safe in Jesus dwell,
And bless'd in Jesus live :
The year of jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransom’d sinners, home.
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5 Ye who have sold for naught
Your heritage above,
Receive it back unboughbt,
The gift of Jesus’ love;
The year of jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransom’d sinners, home.

6 The gospel trumpet hear,
The news of heavenly grace;
And, saved from earth, appear
Before your Saviour’s face ;
The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransom'd sinners, hor* -

22 L. M.—C. Wesley. 2 ;

The Hearty Welcome i

1 Come, sinners, to the gospel fe ¢sc,
Let every soul be Jesus’ guest  joy, 1.
Ye need not one be left behind,

For God hath bidden all manki’

9 Sent by my Lord, on you I call; i
The invitation is to all : R, =
Come, all the world! come, sinners, thou!
All things in Christ are ready now.

3 Come, all ye souls by sin opprest,
Ye restless wand'rers after rest, L
Ye poor and maim’d and halt and blind,

In Christ a hearty welcome find.

4 My message, as from God receive :
Ye all may come to Christ and live:
O let his love your hearts constrain,
No= suffer him to die in vain!
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5 See him set forth before your eyes,
That precious bleeding sacrifice |

His offer’d benefits embrace,
And freely now be saved by grace,

2:3 (11s.)

1 How happy, how joyful, how loving I feel,
I want to feel more love, yea, more love and zeal,
I want my love perfect, I want my love pure,
That all things with patience I well may endure.

2 I want to be little, more simple, more mild,
More like my bless'd Master, and more like a child,
More watchful, more praycrful, more lowly in ﬁinﬂ,
More thankful, more geutle, more loving and kind

3 I want to have wisdom that comes from above ;
I want my heart fili"d with the purest of love ;
I want my faith stronger, my anchor, hope, gure,
And, like a good soldier, a fa'th to endure,

4 T want to be stripp’d of all vain human pride ;
All malice and anger I would lay aside ;
From #in and from bondage I want to be free,
And live, my dear Saviour, live only like thee.

& My treasure in heaven I want to lay up,
Where nothing will enter to rust or corrapt §
Where no thief or robber will venture or dare,
My heart and my treasure I want to be there.

% My union I want with the Father and Son,
I want that completed which grace hath begun,
With love and sweet union, that soothes every cape,
And with my dear brethren all burdens to bear.

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 25

7 When time is no more, then from earth we'll remove,
To dwell in the region of pure light and love,
With Jesus, our Saviour, and all holy men,

We'll sing halielujahs forever, amen.

24 11s and 108, —Moore.

Come, ye Disconsolate.

1 Come, ye disconsolate, where'er Ee languish,
Come, to God's altar fervently kneel, |guish,
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your an
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal.

2 Jov of the desolate, Light of the straying,
f‘;upe of the penitent, fadeless and pure,
Here speaks the Comforter, in God’s name, saying,
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure.

8 Go, ask the infidel what boon he brings us,
What charm for aching hearts he can reveal,
Sweel as the heavenly promise Hope brings us,
Earth has no sorrow that God cannot heal.

25 C. M.—C. Wesley.

Before Evening Sermon.

1 Thou Son of God, whose flaming eyes
Our inmost thoughts perceive,
Accept the ev'ning sacrifice
Which now to thee we give.

2 We bow before thy gracious throne,
And think ourselves siocere:
But show as, Lord, is every one
Chy real worshipper?

2 Is here a soul that knows thee not,
Nor feels his want of thee ;
A stranger to the blood which bought
‘His pardon on the tree?



g _

f PUBLIC WORSHIP. 27
26 | IRENESED, ROk - B B 3 It is that heaven-born faith surveys
L 5 y, - The path that leads to light,

- 4 Ccnﬂnce him now cf unbe'hef . ' | And longs her eagles’ Illﬂliﬂeﬂ to 1‘3-_15'5
! I1is desp’rate state explain ;° n . - And lose herself in sight i(—

N And fill Liis heait with Bacred grief, - M 4 It ia that hope with ardor plows,

i pemtentml pain.” © g To see Him face to face; ,
‘ : Speak with that voice that wakes the dea.d, 5 '“r,'}"ﬂ? dying love no language knows
y And bid the gleeper rise; : buﬂlplem art to trace.

| . And bid his guilty conscience dreﬂd 5 O let me wing my hallow'd flight
- The death that never dies. - From earth-born woe and care,
¢ Extort the cry, “ W’hat must be done . And soar gbm:e th_ese f-lﬂll::dﬂ u'f night,
, To save a wretch like me?” - My Saviour's bliss to share!
- How shall a trembling sinner shun B < _ R
: That endless misery ¥ | 27 7 M 0‘_ Eoecs
t 7 I must this insiant now begin, o 1 Jesus, Redeeﬁ::']e;aillziz' Lord
; An?iu:uﬁl I:.:luy(;j}gﬂ;:]?i‘;at: E,ﬁ .- The WeAary sinner's frlend ' .
. Continually Iorsake F . Come to my help, pronounce the word,
5 | - And bid my troublesend.
f 3 T must for faith jncessant Ty, i 2 Deliv’ . 1 1o
‘ And wrestle, Lord, with thee ; 4 eAl:dr%S'geat;dr?{}:gg procialm,
y I l'?'ggﬁl?eetﬁg?t;ﬁ%’m. s i s . Shed forth the virtue ﬂrf thy name,
E ' ' ~ And Jesus prove to me! .
2 6 - . Gd—bal, 2 3 Faith to be heal’d thou kpow’ 8t 1 Leve,
- Hope in “Tronble. - I -Tli‘ or thou that ha511: gl"i'len |
) : the sinner save,
1 When musing sorrow weeps the jast’ . iou canst, thou wilt ;
And mourns the present pain, , | And make me meet for heaven. .
"T'is sweet to think of peace at last, 4 Thou caust o’ercome this heart of mine:
And feel that death I8 gain. . Thou wilt victorious prove :
; B . Brove
2 *Tis not that murm'ring thoughts arise or everlasting sirength is thine,

.And dread a Fathers will ; _ And everlasting love.
*Tis not that meek submission flies, e 8
And would not sceffer stil11 ST .

*
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5 Thy powerful s})irlt shall subdue
Unconquerable sin :
Cleanse this foul heart, and make it new,
And write thy law within,

6 Bound down with twice ten thousand ties
Yet let me hear thy call, '
My soul in confidence shall rise,
Shall rise and break through all.

7 Speak, and the deaf shall hear thy voice ;
The blind his sight receive :
The dumb in songs of praise rejoice ;
The heart of stone believe,

8 The Ethiop then shall change his skin :
The dead shall feel thy power !
The loathsome leper shall be clean.
And I shall sin no more,

28 C. M.— Williams.

‘“My meditation of Him shall be sweet.*’

1 While thee I seek, protecting Power !
Be my vain wishes still’d ;
And may this consecrated Lour
With better hopes be fill’d,

2 Thy love the power of thought bestow’a,
To thee my thoughts would soar :
Thy mercy o’er my life has flow'd,
That merey 1 adore.

3 In each event of life how clear
Thy ruling hand 1 see ;
Each blessing 1o my soul most dear
Because couferr’d by thee,

-
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4 In every joy that crowns my days,

In every pain I bear, _ _
My heart shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief in pray'r.

5 When gladness wings the favor’d hour,
Thy love my thoughts shall fill ;
Resign’d when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet thy will.

6 My lifted eve, without a tear,
The gath’ring storm shall see,
My steadfast heart shall know no fear—
That heart will rest on thee.

2() C. M.— Watts.
-

Surrendering at the Cross.

1 Alas! and did my Saviour bleed?
And did my Sovereign die ?
Would he devote that sacred head
For such a worm as 17

2 Was it for crimes that I have done
He groan’d upon the tree?
Amazing pity ! grace unknown !
And love beyond degree !
3 Well might the slun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories in, ]
When Christ, the mighty h!aker, dizd
For man, the creature’s sin !

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face,
While his dear cross appears ;
Digsolve my heart in thavkiulness,

And melt mine eyes 1o 1ears.
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o But drops of grief can ne’er repay
The debt of love I owe :
Here, Lord, 1 give myselt away,
"T'is all that I can do.

:}O C. M.—Newlon.

The Effort.

1 Approach, my soul, the mercy-seat,
\Where Jesus answers prayer ;
There humbly fall before his feet,
For none can perish there,

2 Thy promise is my only plea,
With this I venture nigh ;
Thou eallest burden’d souls to thee
And such, O Lord, am L

3 Bow’d down beneath a load of sin,
By Satan sorely prest,

By wars without and fears within,
I come to thee for rest.

4 Be thou my shield and hiding place
That, shelter'd near thy side,
I may my fierce accuser face,
And tell him thou hast died.

5 O wondrous love ! to bleed and die,
To bear the cross and shame,
That guilty sinners, such as I,
Might plead Lis gracious name.

6 “ Poor tempest-tosséd soul, be still,
My promis'd grace receive!”
'"T'is Jesus speaks—I must, I will,
I can, T do believe,

»
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31 L. M.— Cennick.

] am the Way.”?

1 Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone,
He whom 1 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 leads from banishment,
The King's highway of holiness,
I'll go, for all his paths are peace.

3 This is the way I long have sought,
And mourn’d because I found it not ;
My grief a burden long has been,

cause I was not sav'd from sin.

4 The more T strove against its power,
I felt its weight and guilt the more,
Till Jate 1 Lieard my Saviour say,
““Come hither, soul, I AM THE Way.”

5 Lo! glad I come, and thou, bless’d Lamb,
Shalt take me to thee as I am ;
Nothing but sin have I to give,
Nothing but love shall I receive.

6 Then will I tell, to sinners round,
nat a dear Saviour I have found ;
nint to thy redeeming blood,
And say, “ Belold the way to Gop!”

2 Ts—C. Wesley.

1 Jesus, lover of my soul, .
Let me to thy bosom fly,
While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest still is high.
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Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, _
Till the storm of life be past ;
Safe into the haven guide,
Oh, receive my soul at last !

2 Other refuge I have none,

Hangs my helpless soul on thee ;
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,

Still suoport and comfort me!
All my trast on thee is stay’d,

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 al] unrighteousness ;
False, and full of sin I am,
Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to cover all my sin :

Let the healing streams abound,
Make and keep me pure within -

Thou of life the fountain art ;
Freely let me take of thee:

Spring thou up within my heart,
Rise to all eternity.

33 Six 8s.— C. Wesley.

Wrestling Jacob.

1 Come, O thou Traveller unknown,

Whom still I hold, but cannot see
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My com before is gone,

ind Ip:;yleft alone with thee ,
With thee all night 1 mean to stay,
And wrestle till the break of day.

2 I need not tell thee who I am ;
My sin and misery declare ;
Thyself hast call’d me by my name,
Look on thy hands and read it there :
But who, I ask thee, who art thou?
Tell me thy name, and tell me now.

~ 8 In vain thou strugglest to TEt free,

I never will unloose my hold,
Art thou the Man that died for me?
The secret of thy love unfold :

Wrestling, 1 will not let thee go
Till 1 thy name, thy nature, know.

4 Wilt thou not yet to me reveal
Thy new, unutterable name?
Tell me, I still beseech thee, tell ;
To know it now resolved I am :

Wrestling, I will not let thee go
Till I thy name, thy nature, know.

5 What though my shrinking flesh complain,
And murmur to contend so long ?
I rise superior to my pain :
When I am weak, then am I strong !
And when my all of strength shall fail,
I shall with thee, God-man, prevail!

6 My strength is gone, my nature dies,
{ sink beneath thy weighty hand ;
Faint, to revive, and fall, to rise;
I fall, and yet by faith I stand ;
I stand, and will not let thee go
Till T thy name, thy nature, know.
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34 C. M.— Cowper.
The Backslider s Prayer.
1 O for a closer walk with God,
A calm and heavenly frame :
A light to shine upon the road
That leads me to the Lamb.
2 Where is the blessedness 1 knew
When first 1 saw the Lord?

Where is the soul-refreshing view
Of Jesus and his word ?

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoy’d,

How sweet their mem’ry still!
But they have left an aching void
The world can never fill.

4 Return, O holy Dove, return,
Sweet messenger of rest!

1 hate the sins 1hat made thee mourn.
And drove thee from my breast.

5 The dearest idol T have known,
Whate'er that idol be,

Help

And worship only thee.

6 So shall my walk be close with God

Calm and serene my frame ;

So purer light shall mark the road

hat leads me to the Lamb.

F
30 78.— Cowper.
Love to the Saviour.

1 Hark, my soul, it is the Lord!
"T'is thy Saviour, hear his word !
Jesus speaks, he speaks 10 thee :

“Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me?

me to tear it from thy throne,
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2 “I delivered thee when bound,
And, when bleeding, heal'd thy wound ;
Sought thee, wand'ring, set thee right,
Turn’d thy darkness into light.

3 “Can a mother's tender care
Cease toward the child she bare ?
Yes, she may forgetful be :

Yet [ will remember thee.

4 “ Mine is an unchanging love,
Higher t 1an the heights above,
Deeper than the depths beneath,
Free and faithful, strong as death,

5 ““ Thou shalt see my glory soon,
When the work of faith is done,
Partner of my throne shalt be
Say. poor sinner, lov'st thou me?”

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint
That my love is still go faiut;
Yet I love thee nnd adore :

O for grace to love thee more!

36 C. M.— (. Wesley.

Perfect Purification.

1 For ever here my rest sh 11 be,
(lose to thy bleeding side ;
Thi<all my hope, and all my plea,
For me the Saviour died.

2 My dying Saviour, and my God,
Fountain for guilt and sin ;
Wprinkle me ever with thy blood,
And cleanse and keep me clean.
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3 Wash me, and make me thus thine own

Wash me, and mine thou art ;
Wash me, but not my feet alone,
My hands, my lead, my heart.

4 TL’ atonement of thy blood apply,
Till faith to sight improve,
Till hope in full fruition die,
And all my soul be love.

.
57 C, M.—C. Wesley.

1 Lord, I believe a rest remains,
To all thy people known ;
A rest where pure enjoyment reigns,
And thoun art loved alone ;

2 A rest where all our soul’s desire
Is fixed on things above,
Where fear, and sin, and grief expire,
Cast out by perfect love,

3 O that I now the rest might know,
Believe, and enter in!
Now, Baviour, now the power bestow,
And let me cease from sin!

4 Remove this hardness from my heart,
This unbelief remove ;
To me the rest of faith impart,
The sabbath of thy love,

38 Ta—C. Wesley.

¢ Christ Liveth in Me.”?

1 Loving Jesus, gentle Lamb,
In thy gracious hands I am ;
Make me, Saviour, what thou art,
Live thyself within my heart,
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2 I shall then show forth thy praise,
Serve thee all my happy days,
Then the world shall always see
Christ, the holy Child, in me.

39 C. M.— C. Wesley.

Prayving for a Holy Heart.

1 O for a heart to praise my God,
A heart from sin set free !
A heart that always feels thy blood
So freely spilt for me |—

2 A heart resign’d, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer’s throne—
Where only Christ is heard to speak,
Where Jesus reigns alone.

J O for a lowly, contrite heart,
Believing, true, and clean !
Which neither life nor death can pa't
From him that dwells within :

4 A heart in every thought renew'd,
And full of love divine ;
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good—-
A copy, Lord, of thine.

4: 108, 5s and 118.— (", Wesley.
The Pilgrimage.

1 Come let us anew our journey pursne,
With vigor arise,
And press to our permanent place in the skies,
Of heavenly birth, though wand'ring on earth,
This is not our place,
But strangers and pilgrims ourselves we confess,
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2 At Jeeus’ call we gave up all;
~And still we forego, E |
~ For Jesus’ sake, our enjoyments below ;
No longing we find for the country behind :
' But ouward we move, _
And still we are seeking a country above—
3 A country of joy, without an y alloy,
We thither repair @ ,
Our hearts and our treasures alrcady are there.

-

We march hand in hand to Immanuel’s Iand § -

No matter what cheer ‘
e meet with on eurth, for eternity’s near!

rrougher our way, the ghorter our stay ;
The tempests that rise -
" .1 gloriously hurry our souls to the ekies.
‘ercer the blast, the soouer "tis past;
The troubles that come ;
4 come Lo our rescue, and hasten us home -

4:1 2. Cennick.

The Yilgrim’s Song.
1 Children of the heavenly King,
As we journey let us sing;
Sing our Saviour's worthy praise,
Glorious in his works and ways,

2 We are travelling home to God
In the way our fathers trod :
They are happy now, and we
Soon their happiness shall see.

8 O ye banished seed, be glad !
Christ our Advocate is made ;
Us to save our flesh agsumes, -
Brother to our souls becomes,

2

al

, ruplic worsmp. 39
‘4 Fear not, breﬁhren, joyfual stand
On the borders of our land; :
Jesus Christ, our Father’s Bon,
Bids us, undismay’d, go on. |

5 Lord! obediently we'll go, .
(1ladly leaving all below:
Only thou our leader be,
And we still will follow thee.

4:2 78, 68 and 8=.— (. H’egé’fy. ' .

Only Jesus, o

1 Vain, delasive world, adieu, e
With ull of creature good!
Only Jesus I pursue, ' Q.
Who bought me with his blood. ™ .
All thy pleasures I forego, e
- 1 trample on thy wealth and pr;
Only Jesus will 1 know, . i
And Jesus crucified | J

2 Other knowledge I disdain,
*T'is all but vanity : )
Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain,
He tasted death for me !
Me to save from endless woe
The sin-atoning Victim died |
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified!

3 Here will I set up my rest;
My fluctuating heart
From the haven of his breast
Shall never more depart ;

*

"
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Whither should a sinner go?

| His wounds for me stand open wide :
v Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucified !

4 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,
And evér in his faith abide ;
Only Jesus will 1 know,
And Jesus crucified !

5 O that I could all invite,
This saving truth to prove,
Show the length, the breadth, the height
And depth of Jesus' love !
Fain I would to sinners show
The blood by faith alone applied !
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified !

43 L. M.—Hart.

Praver.

1 Prayer is appointed to convey
The blessings God designs to give :
Long as they live should Christians pray ;
They learn to pray when first they live,

2 If pain afflict, or wrongs oppress ;
If cares distract, or fears dismay ;
If guilt dejects, if sin distress :
In every case, still watch and pray.
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@ 'Tis prayer supports the soul that’s weak :
Though thought be broken, langnage lame,
Pray if thon canst, or canst not speak :
But pray with faith in Jesus' name.

4 Depend on him ; thoun canst not fail :
Make all thy wants and wishes known ;
Fear not ; his merits must prevail :
Ask but in faith, it ehall be done.

44 3. M.—C. Wesley.

‘“ Praying always, with all Prayer.”?

1 To God your every want
In instant prayer display :
Pray always; pray, and never faint ;
Pray, without ceasing, pray.

2 In fellowship—alone—
To God, with faith, draw near :
Ar&mach his courts, besiege his throne
ith all the power of prayer :

3 Go to his temple, go,
Nor from his altar move :
Let every house his worship know,
And every heart his love.

4 To God your spirits dart ;
Your souls in words declare ;
Or groan to him who reads the heart
Th' unutterable prayer.

5 His mercy now implore ;
And now show forth his praise,
In shouts, or silently, adore
His miracles of grace.
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6 Pour out your souls to God, .
And bow them, with your knees ;

And spread your heartsand handsabroad,

And pray for Zion's peace,

7 Your guides and bretliren bear
Forever on your mind ; o
Extend the arms of mighty prayer,
In grasping all mankind. :

4 5 S. MG, Wesley.
1 A charge to keep I have,
A God to glorify ; :
"~ A never-dying soul to save,
And fit it for the sky ;

2 To serve the present age,
My calling to fulfil :
O may it all my powers engage,
P To do my Master's will |
3 Arm me with jealons eare,
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,
Assured, if [ my trust betray, -
I shail forever die.

4:6 - 8. M.—Tratte,

‘Rejoicing in God. _
1 Come, ye that love the Lord, |
~ And let your joys be known:
Join in a song with sweet accord,
While ye surround his throne,
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9 The sorrows of the mind : _
Be banish’d from the placel
Religion never was design’d
To make our pleasures less. -

3 Let those refuse tg sing.
Who never knew ounr God ;

But servants of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.

4 The God that rules on high,
That all the earth surveys, n
That rides upon the stormy sky,
" And cslms the roaring seas.

5 This awful Ged is ours,
Our Father and our Love: .
He will send down bis heav'nly powers
To carry us above. - -

8§ There we shall see his face, -

~ And never, never sin;
There, from the rivers of his grace,
Drink endless pleasuresin;

7 Yea, and before we rise
. To that immortal state, .
The thoughts of such amazing bliss

Should constant joys create.

8 The men of grace have found
Glory begun below ; °
Celestial frait on earthly ground
- From faith and hope may grow:
9 The hill of Zion yields £ s
. A thousand sacred sweetls
- Before we reach the heavenly fields,
Or walk the golden streets,

-
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10 Then let our songs abound,

And every tear be dry ; ' g

We're marching thro' Imwmanuel’s ground

To fairer worlds on high.

L
4:7 ~Bsand 7s.—R. Robinson.

Gratitude.

- J

1 Come, thou Fount of every blessing,

Tune my heart to sing thy grace :

- Streams of mercy, never ceasing,

Call for songs of loudest praise.
Teach we some melodious gonnet,

Sung by flaming tongues above ;
Praise the mount—1"m fix’d upon it; -

Mount of thy redeeming love ! '

" 2 Here I'll raise mine Ebenezer,

b3 4
L1

Hither, by thy lLelp, I'm come,
And I hope, by thy good pleasure,
Safely to arrive at home,
Jesps sought me when a stranger,
Wand'ring from the fold of God ;
He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed his precious blood!

0! to grace how great a debtor
Daily I'm constrained to be !
Let thy goodness, like a fetter,
Bind my wand’ring heart to theel
Prone to wander, Lord, 1 feel it ;.
Prone to leave the God I love—
1lere’s my heart, O take and seal it !
Seal it for thy courts above.

: y X = . p T "
& & E . ) )
4
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48 L. M. -

Discipline. .

1 My hope, my sall, my Saviour thou,
To thee, lo! now my sonl 1 bow;
1 feel the bliss thy wounds impart,
I find thee, Saviour, in my heart.

2 Be thou my strength, be thou my way,
Protect me through my life’s short day;

In all my acts may wisdonl gnide,
And keep me, Saviour, near thy side.
3 Correct, reprove, and comfort me ;
As I have need, my Saviour be:
And if 1 would from thee depart,

~ Then clasp me, Saviour, to thy heart.
4 In fierco temptation’s darkest hour,
Save me from sin aml Sutan’s power;

Tear every idol from thy throne,

And reign, my Saviour, reign alone.- +

5 My suff rin% time shall svon be o'er,

Then sball
My ransom'd soul ghall soar away ;

To sing thy praise in endless day.

49 C. M.—Wails.

Psalm XcCo».

1 O God, our lelp in ages past,
Our hope for years to come, -
Our shelter from the stormy blast,
And our eternal home : .

9 Under the shadow of thy throne
Still may we dwell secure;
Sufficient is thine arm alone,
And our defence is sure.

sigh and weep no more; -

!
!
1
|

I
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| 3 Before the hills in order stood, - 3 How careful, then, ought I to live!
i Or Earth received lLer frame, - ‘With what religious fear!
1 From everlasting thou art God, : Who such a strict account must give
hih To endless years the same. - ‘ For my behavior here! = ..
fi . 4 A thousand ages, in thy sight, 4 Thou awful Judge of quick and dead,
i = Are like an evening gone ; The watchful power bestow ;
r g wone ; e watc po
! Short as the watch that ends the night So shall I to my ways take heed,
: | Before the rising sun: | " To all I speak or do.
%:1 . . 9 Tue br-- tribes of flesh and blood, 5 If now thou standest at tlardoor) -
1 With 14l toeir cares and fears, . ' O let me feel thee néar(x i _ .
> o 4 Are ¢ T-ed downv ' by the flood, And make mbterace witlsod befgre
g ol Apui st in follo i | .~ years. Iat thy Ixe’-ppear. ' f
' 6 Time, like an ever-rtihing stream, 51 L.M.—C. Wesley, ™ _
L I Bears all its.sons away ; . Last'Day: = - 7
: r ik . ' They fis, forgotten, ax a dream e Last-Lar. =
|| Dies at the opening day. 1 The great archangei’s trump xhall sound,
{ " 0 God 2 ol : ‘ (While twice ten thousand tht_mders roar;
" ' Our " '1 'i; Er[;:; rlgtiscfjﬁb - ' Tear up the graves, and cleavr* the ground s
W0 1=97 gt 3 - i ERR L :
i Be thou ¢.r guard while life shall last, e mal'_‘e i greedy or ol g
ol And our perpetnal home, . - .. 2 The greedy seu shall yleld her dead,
o : : The earth no more her =lain conceal ; *
¥ C. M.—C. Wesley. ; Sinuers ghall lift their guilty head, |}
The Day of Judgment, . ° .- _Andshrink to see a yawning hell. 7
' 'nd must I be to judgment brought, . 3 But we, who now our Lord confess, /. (
_And answer in that day | . And faithful Lo the cnd endure,
’ ror every vain and idle thought ; Shall stand in Jesus' righteousness—
o~ And every word I say? e B, ~ Stand. as the Rock of Ages, sure,
i 2 Yes, every secret of my leart ) i 4 We, while the stars from heaven shall fall,
o Shall shortly be made known, . And monptains are on mountaius hun'd,
b And I receive my just deserts ] Shall stand unmoved amid=t them nll, - '
:’I Fﬂr all that I have done, : : And smile to see a burning world.
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5 The earth, and all the works therein,
Dissolve, by raging flames destroy’d ;
While we survey the awful scene,
And mount above the fiery void.

6 By faith we now transcend the skies,
And on that ruined world look down :

By love, above all height we rise,
And share the everlasting throne.

52 C. M.— Watts.
The Heavenly Canaan.

1 There is a land of pure delight,
Where saints immortal reign ;
Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleasures banish pain,

2 There everlasting sprine abides,
And never-with’'ring flowers ;
Death, like a narrow sea, divides
This heavenly land from ours,
3 SBweet fields beyond the swelling flood
Stand dress'd in living green ;
So to the Jews old Canaan stood,
While Jordan roll’d between.
4 Could we but.climb where Moges stood
And view the landscape o'er,

Not Jordan's stream, nor death’s cold fiood,
Should fright us from the shore.

53 C. M.—S. Stennett.

The Heavenly Canaan.
1 On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand,
And cast a wishful eye
To Canaan’s fair and happy land,
Where my possessions f o

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 49

2 O the transporting, rapt'rous scene
That rises to my sight!
Sweet fields array’d in living green,

And rivers of delight!

3 There gen'rous fruits that never fail

On trees immortal grow :
There rocks, and hills, and brooks, and vales,

With milk and honey flow.

4 All o’er those wide extended plains
Shines one eternal day;
There God the Son forever reigns,

~ And scatters night away.,

5 No chilling winds nor poismous breath
Can reach that healthful shore ;
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,

Are felt and fear’d no more,

6 When shall I reach that happy place,
And be forever blest ?
When shall 1 see my Father’s face,
And in his bosom rest ¥

7 Hmth delight, my raptured soul
d here no longer stay !
Though Jordan's waves around me rdll,
Fearless 1'd launch away.

8 Adieu! adieu! all earthly things'—
I come, my Lord, I come!
Angels, extend your golden wings,

nd bear my spirit home.
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54 118, —Muhlenberyg,

I would not live alway.”
1 T would net live alway: T ask not to stay
Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way;
The few lurid mornings that dawn on us here
Are enough for life's woes, full enough for it cheet

2 I would not live alway; no—welcome the tomb :
Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its gloom ;
There, sweet be my rest till he bid me arise
To hail him in triumph descending the skies.

3 Who, who would live alway, away from his God—
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode ? [plains,
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns :

4 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet,
Their Savionr and brethren transported to greet ;
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll,
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul

5 5 Ts.—DBowring.

1 Watchman, tell us of the night,
What its signs of promise are.
Trav’ler o’er yon mountain’s height.
See that glory-beaming star,
Watchman, does its beauteous ray
Aught of hope or joy foretell ?
Trav'ler, yes ; it brings the day,
Promised day of Israel.
2 Watchman, tell us of the night ;
Higher yet that star ascends.

Trav'ler, blessedness and light,
. Peace and truth, its course portends.
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Watchman, will its beams alone .
@ild the spot that gave them birth ?
Trav’ler, ages are its own,
See! it bursts o'er all the earth.

8 Watchman, tell us of the night,
For the morning seems to dawn.
Trav'ler, darkness takes its flight,
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watechman, let thy wand’rings cease,
Hie thee to thy qniet home.
Trav'ler, lo! the Prince of Peace,
Lo ! the Son of God is come.

56 C. M.—C. Wesley.

New Year's Day.

1 Let me alone another year,
In honor of thy Son,
Who doth my Advocate appear
Before thy gracious throne,

2 Thon hast vouchsafed a longer space,
And spared the barren tree,
Becauge for me my Saviour prays,
And pleads his death for me.

8 Time to repent thou dost bestow ;

But O the power impart !
And let my eyes with tears o’erflow,

Aud break my stubborn heart.

4 I'd nail my passions to the cross,
Where my Redeemer died ;

And all things count but shame and loss

For Jesus erucified,
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5 Giver of penitential pain,
Before that cross I lie, _
In grief determined to remain
ill thou thy blood apply.

6 Forgiveness on my conscience seal,
Bestow thy promised rest ;

< With purest love thy servant fill,
And number with the blest,
e f—
5Y C. M.— Watts.

Inspiring Hope,
1 When 1 can read my title clear
To mansions in the skies,
I'll bid farewell to every fear,
And wipe my weeping eyes.
2 Should earth against my soul engage
And fiery darts be hurl'd,
Then I can smile at Satan’s rage,
And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come,
Let storms of sorrow fall;
So I but sately reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.
4 There I shall bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest,
And not a wave of trouble roll
Across my peaceful breast,

58 Rt

Courage.

1 Am [ a soldier of the cross—
A foll'wer of the Lamh—
And shall I fear to own his cause,
Or blush to speak his name?
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2 Must I be carried to the skies
On flowery beds of ease, _
While others fought to win the prize
And sail’d through bloody seas?

3 Are there no foes for me to face?
Must I not stem the flood ?
I= this vile world a friend to grace
To help me on to God ?

4 Sure I must fight if I would reign;
Increase my courage, Lord ; ;
I’ll bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by thy word.

5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war,
Shall conquer, though they die ;
They see the trinmph from afar,
By faith they bring it nigh.

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,
And all thy armies shine
In robes of victory through the skies,
The glory shall be thine.

59 S. M.—Beddome.

Praying for Rain.

1 O Lord, in merey spare
The herbage of the field ;
And, under thy paternal care.
May it abundance yield.

2 Restrain the burning ray, o

And grant refreshing rains;
Restore the verdure from decay,
And drench the parched plains.

23
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3 Then we our praise will show
To our preserver, God ; -
Our songs of melody shall flow,
And spread his name ubroad.

60 C. M.— Watts.

Thankséiving for Rain.—Psalm Ixv.

1 Good is the Lord, the heavenly King,
Who makes the earth Lis cars,
Visits the p.stures every spring,
And bids the grass appear,
2 The clouds, like rivers raised on high,
Pour out, at his comumand,
Their wat'ry blessings from the sky,
To cheer the thirsty land.
3 The soften’d ridges of the field
Permit the corn to spring ;.
The valleys rich provision yield,
And the poor lab’rers sing,
4 The little hills on every s
Rejoice at talling showoers ;
The meadows, diess'd in all their pride,
Perfume the air with flowers.

5 The various nonths thy goodness crowns, |

How bounteous are thy ways !

The bleating flock spread o’er the downs, |

Aund shepherds shout thy praise,

61 C. M.—Monigomery.
What is Praver?
1 Pm‘yer is the soul’s sincere desire,
Utter'd or unexpress'd ;

The motion of a hidden fire
That trembles in the breast,

f
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9 Prayer is the burden of a sigh,
The falling of a tear ;

The upward glancing of an eye,
When none but God is near.

8 Prayer is the simplest form of speech
That infant lips can try ; .
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reac
"The Majesty on high.
4 Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath,
The Christian’s native air;
His watchword at the gates of death;
He enters heaven with prayer.

5 Prayer is the contrite sinnet's voice,
Returning from Lis ways,
While angels in their songs rejo:ce,
And cry, “ Behold, he prays

6 O thou by whom we come to God,
The Life, the Truth, the Way! :
The path of prayer thyself hast trod :
Lord, teach us how to pray.
62 8. M.—Montgomery.
Lord’s Prayer.
1 Our heavenly Father, hear
The prayer we offer now :

Thy name be hallow’d far and near;
To thee all nations bow.

2 Thy kingdom come ; thy will
On earth be done in love,
As saints and seraphim fulfil
Thy perfect law above.
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- 3 Oar daily bread supply
- While by the Word ‘we live;
The guilt of our iniquity '
Forgive, as we forgive.

4 From dark temptation’s power,
From Satan’s wiles defend -
Deliver in the evil hour,
And guide us to the end.

& Thine shall forever be i

Glory and power divine; -
The sceptre, throne, and majesty
Of heaven and earth are thine. -

6 Thus humbly taught to pray
By thy beloved Son,

Through him we come to thee apd say,
“ All for his sake be done.” &

| G 3 75.-41-@;;;&:;;.

’Wrestling.

1 Lord, I carnot let thee go,

- Till a blessing thou Lestow ;
Do not turn away thy face,
Mine's an urgent, pressing case,

2 Dost thou ask me who I am ? i

Ah! my Lord, thou know’st my nanie ;
Yet the question gives a plea

To support my suit with thee,
3 Thou didst once & wretch beliold,
. In rebellion blindly bold, :

Scorn thy grace, thy power def h
That poor rebel, Lord, was I,
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4 Once a sinper, near despair,

"+ Sought thy mercy-seat by prayer;

Mercy heard, and set Lhim free:
Lord, that mercy came to me.

"~ 3 Many days have pass'd since then,
Many changes I have seen, |

Yet ﬂa\'e been upheld till now:
"~ Who eould Lold me up but thou ?

6 Thou Last help'd in every need; .
This eniboldens me to plead ;
After so much mercy past,

(Capst thou let me sink at last?

7 No: I must maintain my hold,
 ’Tis thy goodress makes me bold ;
I can no denial take, "

When I plead for Jesus’ sake,

64-_. : L. M.—Stowell.

The Mercy-Seat.

1 From every stormy wind that blows,
From every swelling tide of woes,
There is a calm, a sure retreat ; s
"T'is found belore the mercy-seat, |

+ 2 There isa place where Jesus él:eds

The oil of gladness on our heads—
A place of ail on earth most sweet ;
It is the Llood-bouglt merey-seat.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,
Where friend holds fellowship with friend;
Though sundered far, by faith they meet
Around oue commen mercy-seat,

ST i L Al
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4 There, there, on eagle wings we soar,
And sin and sense molest no more ;
And heaven comes down our souls to gr
And glory crowns the mercy-seat,

-
6;) L. M.—Watts.

Praise to our Creator.

1 Ye nations round the earth, rejoice
Before the Lord, your sovereign King
Serve him with cheerful heart and voice,
With all your tongues his glory sing.
2 The Lord is God ; 'tis he alone
Doth life, and breath, and being give ;
We are his work, and not our own,
The sheep that on his pastures live,
3 Enter his gates with songs of joy ;
With praises to his courts repair ;
And make it your divine employ
To pay your thanks and honors there,
4 The Lord is good, the Lord is kind ;
Great is his grace, his mercy sure ;
And all the race of man shall find
His truth from age to age endure.

66 C. M.— Watls.

Delight in Worship.

1 I love to see the Lord below:
His church displays his grace ;
But upper worlds his glory know,
And view him face to fuce.

2 I love to worship at his feet,
Though gin annoy me there ;
But saints, exalted near his seat,
Have no assaults to fear,

8 I love to meet him in his court,
And taste his heavenly love;
But still his visits seem too short,

Or | woo soon remove.

4 He shines, and I am all delight ;
.He hides, and all is pam :
When will he fix me in his sight,
And ne'er depart again ?

5 O Lord, I love thy service now ;
Thy church displays thy power;
But soon in heaven 1 hope t_ Low,
And praise thee evermore.

67 C. M.—Jertis.

Homage and Devotion.

1 With sacred joy we lift our eyes
To those bright realms above,
That glorious temple in the skies,
W here dwells eternal love.

9 Before the gracious throne we bow
Of heaven's almighty King ;
Here we present the solemn vOw,

And hymns of praise we Sing.

3 O Lord, while in thy house we kneel,
With trust and holy fear,
Thy merey and ﬂl}: truth reveal,
And leud a gracious ear.

4 Wiih fervor teach our hearts to pray,
And tune our lips to sing;
Nor from thy presence Cast away
The sacritice we bring.

S -



60 HYMNS FOR

68 C. M.—Montgomery.

Invocation for a Blessing in Wnrshiil.'

1 Lord, teach thy servants how to pray
With rev'rence and with fear ;
Though dust and ashes, yet we may,
We must, to thee draw near.

9 We come, then, God of grace, to thee ;
(iive broken, contrite hearts ;

Give—what thine eye delights to see—

Truth in the inward parts.

3 Give deep humility ; the sense
Of godly soriow give ;
A strong, desiring confidence
To see thy face and live.

4 Give faith in that one sacrifice
Which can for sin atone ;
To cast onr hopes, to fix our eyes
On Christ, and Christ alone.

5 Give patience, still to wait and weep,
Though mercy long delay ;
Courage, our fainting souls to keep,
And trust thee, though thou slay.

6 Give these, and then thy will be done:
Thus strengthened with all might,
We, through thy Spirit and thy Son,
Shall pray, and pray aright.

69 C. M.

A Blessing Sought,

1 Again our earthly cares we leave,
And to thy courts repair :
Again, with joyful feet we come
To meet our Saviour here,

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 61

9 Within these walls let holy peace,
And love, and concord dwell
Here give the troubled conscience ease.
The wounded spirit heal. -

3 The feeling heart, the melting eye,
The humble mind bestow ;
And shine upon us from on high,
To make our graces grow.

4 May we in faith receive thy word,
In faith present our prayers,
And in the presence of our Lord

Unbosom all our cares.

5 Show us some token of thy love,
Our fainting hope to raise,
And pour thy blessing from above,
That we may render praise.

7 0 Te.— Monlgome ?':y‘.

Prayer for a Blessing on Publie
Worship.
1 To thy temple we repair;
Lord, we love to worship there;
There, within the veil, we meet
Christ upon the mercy-seat.

2 While thy glorious name is sung,
Tuane our lips, inspire our tongue ;
Then our joyful souls shall bless
Chriat the Lord our Righteousness,

3 While to thee our prayers ascend,
Let thine ear in love attend ;
Hear us when thy Spirit pleads ;
Hear, for Jesus intercedes,
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4 While thy word is Leard with awe,
While ws tremble at thy law,
Let thy gospel’s wondrous love
Every doubt and fear remove, .

- 5 From thy house when we return,
Let our hearts within ug burn; |
Then at ev’ning we may say, .
“ We have walked with God to-day =~

7]. . C. M,

Prayer for Special Favor.

1 Within thy house, O Lord our Ged,
In glory now appear ;
Make this a place of thine abode,
And shed thy blessings here, -

2 When we thy mercy-seat surround,

" Thy Spirit, Lord, impart;

~ And let thy gospel's joyful sound
With power reach every Leart.

3 Here let the blind their sight obtain ;
Here give the mourneys rest ;

 Let Jesus here triumphant reign, -
Entlhroned in every breast.

4 Iere let the voice of sacred joy

And humble prayer arise, |
Till Ligher strains our tongues employ

In realms beyond 1he skies,
{

8. M.—C. Wexley..

1 Jesus, we look to thee, : -
" Thy promi=ed presence claim ;
Thou in the midst of us wilt be,

Assembled in thy nawe,

L]

Claiming the Promise. S
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2 Thy name salvation is, ° :
Which here we come to prove,

Thy name is life, ind health, and peace, -

And everlasting love,

3 We meet, the grace to take
Which thou hast freely given;
We meet on earth, for thy dear sake,
That we may meet in heaven,

4 O may thy quickening voice
The death of sin remove,
And bid our inmost souls rejoice
In hope of perfect love,

73 L M.~-J. E Smith. _
Devout Worship of God.

1 Praise waits in Zion, Lord, tor thee;
Thy saints adore thy holy name,
" Thy creatures bend th’ obedient knee, -
And humbly thy protection claim.

2 Thy hand has raised us from the dust ;
The breath of life thy Spirit gave ;
Where, but in thee, can mortals trust?

Who, but our God, has power to save?

0 Eternal source of truth and light,
To thee we look, on thee we call:
Lord, we are nothing in thy sight,
But thou to us art all in all.

4 8till may thy children in thy word
Their common trust and refuge see ;
Ol, bind us to each other, Lord,
By one great tie—the love of thee.

g
3
F“-
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5 Here, at the portal of thy house,
We leave our mortal hopes and fears ;
Accept our prayer, and bless our vows,
And dry our penitential tears,

6 So shall our sun of hope arise,
With brighter and still brighter ray,
Till thou shalt bless our longing eyes
With beams of everlasting day,

74__ L. M.— Watts.

Praise for Divine Protection.

I With all my powers of heart and tongue
I'll praise my Maker in my song ;
Angels shall hear the notes [ raise,
Approve the sony, and join the praise.

2 To God I eried when troubles rose ;
He heard me, and subdued my foes ;
He did my rising fears control,
And strength diffused through all my soul

% Amid a thousand snares | stand,
Upheld and guarded by his hand ;
His words my fainting soul revive,
And keep my dying faith alive,

4 I'll sing thy truth and mercy, Lord ;
I'll sing the wonders of thy word ;
Not all the works and names below,
So much thy power and glory show.

75 ox
Goodness of God Seen in his Works.

1 Hail, great Creator, wise and good ;
To thee our songs we raise
Nature, through all her various scenes,
Invites us to thy praise.

PUBLIC WORSHIP, 61

2 At morning, noon, and evening mild,

Fresh wonders strike our view
And while we guze, our hearts exult
With transport ever new,

3 Thy glory beaws in every star
\{ Eu:h gilds the gloom of night,
And der:ks the smiling face of morn
With rays of cheerful light.

4 The lofty hill, the humble lawn,
With countless beauties shine :
The silent groves, the solemn shade,
. Proclaim thy power divine.

5 Greatnature’s God, still may tl:ese scenel
Our serious hours engage ;
Still may our grateful hearts mnsult
Thy works’ instructive page.

6 And, while in all thy wondrous ways
Th}' varied love we see,
O may our hearts, great God, be led
Through all thy works to thee,

L. M.— Wafts. .
All Praise Due l'.o God. -

1 My God, my King, thy ?armus praise
Shall fill the remnant of my days ;
Thy grace employ my humble tongue
Till ueath and glory raise the 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.
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3 Thy works with boundless glory shine,
And rpeak thy majesty divine ;
Let every realm wih joy proclaim
The sound and Lonor of thy nawe,

4 Let distant climes and nations raise
The long succesgion of thy praise,
And unborn ages make my song
The joy and triumph of their tongue,.

77 O. M.—Heginbotham.
Praise at all Times.

1 My soul shall praise thee, O my God,
Through all my mortal days,
And in eternity prolong
Thy wvast, thy boundless praise.

2 In every smiling, happy hour,
Be this my sweet employ ;
Thy praise refines my earthly bliss,
And heightens all my joy.

3 When anxious grief and gloomy cares
Afflict my throbbing breast,
My tongue shall Jearn to speak thy prais -
And lull vach pain to rest.

4 Nor sha'l my tongue alone proclaim
The hiwors of my God ;
My lile, with all its active powers,
Shall spread thy praise abroad.

5 And when these lips shall cease to move
When death shall close these eyes,
My sonl shall then to nobler heights
Of joy and transport rise,

PUBLIC' WORSHIP, 67

- 6 My powers shall then, in lofiy strains,

Their grateful tribute pay ;
The theme demands an angel’s tongue,
Ay everlasting day,

78 C. M.- Wallace.

God Seen in His Works.
1 There's not a star whose twinkling light
[llumes the distant earth,
And cheers the solemn gloom of night,
But goodness gave it birth.
2 There’s not a cloud whose dews distill
Upon the parching clod,
And eclothe with verdure vale and hill,
That is not sent Ly God.

3 There's not a place in eartl’s vast round,
In ocean deep or air,
Where gkill and wisdom are not found ;
For God is every where.

4 Around, beneath, below, above,
Wherever space extends,
There Heaven displays its boundless love,
And power with goodness blends.

9 C.M. 711 K. White.

God over All.

I The Lord our God is Lord of all :
His station who can find ?
I hear him in the waterfall,
[ hear him in the wind.

2 If in the glqom of night I shroud,
His face | cannot fly ;
[ see him in the evening cloud,
And in the morning sky.
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8 He lives, he reiens in evers land,~ - - - -

- From winter’s polar snows - 3
To where, across the burninyg sand,
The blasting meteor glows,” »

4 He smiles, we live; he frowns, Wi;_(ﬁe-; :
We hang upon his word. :
He rears his mighty arm on bigh, . -

Woe fall before his sword. - = '

5 He bids Lis gales the fields deform: -
Then, when his thunders cease;

He paints his rainbow on the storm, ~

And lulls the winds to peace. =

80 B }I;fIVatm;

1 Lord, 'thou hasi scarch’d and seen me
 through, ’ e ™
Thine eye commands, with piercing view,
My riging and my resting hours, -

- My leart 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,

3 Within thy circling power I stand,
On every side I find thy hand ;
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad,

I am surrounded still with God. -+~

4 Amazing knowledye ! vast and great;
What large extent ! wlat lofty height ! -
My soul, with all the powers 1 boast,

Is in the boundless prospect lo-t.” * -
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5 O may these thoughts possess my breast, -
Where'er I rove, where'er I rest,
Nor let my weaker passions dare
Consert to sin, for God is there,

81 C.M.—IT. K, White.

Almighty Power and Majesty of God.

1 The Lord our God is clothed with might,
The winds obey his will ; ‘
He speaks, and in the heavenly height
The rolling sun stands still. 5
2 Rebel, ye waves, and o’er ihe land
With threatening aspect roar;
The Lord uplifts his awful hand,
And chains you to the shore. -
3 Ye winds of night, your force combine ;
Without his high bebest ==
Ye shall not, in the mountain pine,
Disturb the sparrow’s nest.
4 His voice sublime is heard afar;
In distant peals it dies. - ;
‘He binds the whirlwinds to his car,
And sweeps the howling skies. |
9 Ye nations, bend—in reverence bend—
Ye monarchs, wait his nod,
And bid the choral song ascend
To celebrate our God.

82 ) C. M.— Walils.

Condescension of Ged.

1 O Lord, our (iod, Lhow wondrous great -
Is thine exalted name | ' '
The glories of thy heavenly state
Let every tongue proclaim.
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9 Lord, what is man, or all his race,
Who dwells so far below,
That thou should’st visit him with grace
And love his nature so 7—

3 That thine eternal Son should bear
To take a mortal form—
Made lower than his angels are,
To save a dying worm?
4 Let him be crowned with majesty
Who bowed his head to death,
And be his honors sounded high
By all things that have breath.

5 Jesus, our Lord, how wondrous great
Is thine exalted name !
The glories of thy heavenly state
Let all the earth proclaim.

83 C. M.—Walts.

God our Keeper.

1 To heaven I lift my waiting eyes ;
There all my bopes are laid.
The Lord, who built the earth and skies,

Is my perpetual aid.

9 Their steadfast feet shall never fall,

Whom he designs to l;ee}) >
His ear attends their humble call,

His eyes can never sleep.

3 Israel, rejoice, and rest secure -

Thy keeper is the Lord ;
His wakeful eves employ lhis power

For thine eternal guard.
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4 He guards thy soul, he kéé s thy b
Where thickest dangers cl::ume? e g
Go qnd return, secure from death,
Till God shall call thee home.

8-1 C. M.—Pit.

God our Guardian.

I On God we build our sure -
In God our hopes "pmc;lefenoe :
His hand protects our varying life, A
And guards us from our foes.
2 Our minds shall be serene and calm
Like Siloam’s peaceful flood,
Whose soft and silver streams refresh
The city of our God.

3 We 1o the mighty Lord of Hosts
Securely will resort ;
For refuge fly to Jacob’s God, .
Our guccor and support. ALY

85 C. M.

God our Defence.
I No change of time shall ever shock
My trust, O Lord, in thee ;
For thou hast always been my rock
A sure defence to me, [

2 Thou our deliverer art, O God :

Oar trust is in thy power ; '
Thou art our shield from foes abroad

Our safeguard and our tower.

¢ To thee will we address our prayer,
To whom all praise we owe ;
O may we, by thy watchful care,
Be -aved from every foe.

»
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4 Then let Jehovah be adored,

On whom our hopes quend -

For who, except the mighty Lord,
His people can defend?

86 C. M.—E. H. Sears.

A Joyous Event.
1 Calm on the listening ear of night
Come heaven’s melodious strains,
Where wild Judea atretqhea far
Her silver-mantled plains.

¢ (elestial choirs, from courts above,
Shed sacred glories there,
And angels, with their sparkling lyres,
Make music on the air.

{ The joyous hills of Palestine
Send back the glad reply, _
And greet, from all their holy heights,
The dayspring from on high.

. D’er the blue depths of Galilee
There comes a holier calm, !
And Sharon waves, in solemn praise,
Her silent groves of palm.

« Glory to God!” the sounding skies
Aloud with anthems ring ;

« Peace to the earth, good-will to men,
From heaven’s eternal King!”

. 7 8s and Ts.
Christ Welcomed as a Saviour.

1 Hail, thou long-¢xpected Jesus,
Born to set thy people free !
From our sins and fears release us ;
Let us find our rest in thee,

PUBLIC
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2 Israel’s strength and consolation,
- Hope of all the saints thou art ;
Long desired of every nation,

Joy of every waiting heart.

3 Born thy people to deliver,
Born a child, yet God our King,
Born to reign in us forever,
Now thy gracious kingdom bring.

4 By thine own eternal Spirit
Rule in all our hearts alone ;
Bv thine all-sufficient merit
Raise us to thy glorious throne,

88 C. M.—Sleele.

Humiliation of Christ.

1 And did the Holy and the Just,
The Sovereign of the skies, ;
Stoop down to wretchedness and dust,
That guilty man might rise ?

2 Yes, the Redeemer left his throne,
His radiant throne on high—
Surprising mercy ! love unknown !—
To suffer, bleed, and die,

3 He took the dying traitor’s place,
And suffered in his stead !
For sinful man—O wondrous grace!—
For sinful man Le bled.

4 O Lord, what heavenly wonders dwell
In thine atoning blood !
By this are sinners saved from hell,
And rebels brought to God.
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C- M e H:a'tr‘m

Christ the Substance of the Levitical
Priesthood.

1 The true Messiah now appears ;

The types are all withdrawn ;

So fly the shadows and the stars
Before the rising dawn,

2 ™ .. noking, sweet and bleeding lamb,
V. I tid z.d bullock slain,
Her .1y spice of every name,

i Celestinl‘ Ml be burnt in vair.

Shed sac:'ay his robes away,
And angels, v his vest,
Make muos 'J'ﬂ!'d., comes down to be
¢ The jov~" ‘U8 and the priest.
3% our mortal flesh to show
wonders of his love :
. us he paid his life below,
«nd prays for us above.
Forgive,” he cries, ‘* forgive their sins,
For [ myself have died ;”
And then he shows his opened veins,
And pleads his wounded side.

90 L.M.—W. B, Tappan.

Christ in Gethsemane.
L "Tis midnight ; and on Olive’s brow
The star is dimmed that lately shone.
"T'is midnight ; in the garden now
The suffering Saviour prays alone,
2 'Tis midnight ; and, from all removed.
The Saviour wresiles lone with fears ;
E’en that disciple whom he loved
Heeds not his Master's grief and tears,
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3 'Tis midnight ; and, for others’ guilt,
The Man of sorrows weeps in blood ;
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt
Is not forsaken by his God,

4 '"Tis midnight ; and from ether plains
Is borne the song that angels know ;
Unheard by mortals are the straine
That sweetly soothe the Saviou§® 'L

A
91 8 M.—Walle.

Holiness and Vengeance o ’

1 Exalt the Lord our God, one.
And worship at his fiot;
His nature is all holiness,
And mercy is his seat,

% When Israel was his chureh,
When Aaron was his priest,
When Moses cried, when Samuel pr 8k,
He gave his people rest. ;

3 Oft he forrave 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 :

Still he's a God of lholiness,

And jealous for his name.

92 8. M.— Walts.

Mercy of God.

1 U bless the Lord, my soul !
Let all within me join,
And aid my tongue to bless his name
Whose tavors are divine.
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2 0 bless the Lord, my soul !
' Nor let his mercies lie
Forgotten in unthankfulness,
And without praises die.

3 ’T ia he forgives thy sins;
"~ . '"T is he relieves thy pam
'T'is he who heals thy amknesses
And makes thee young again..

4 e crowns thy life with love,
- When ransomed from the grave ;.
Hﬁ who redeemed my soul from heﬂ
- Hath sovereign power to save.

5 Ile ﬁIIs the nnur with good,
e gives ke pufferer rest;
The Lordj}r {.1 ju igment for the pmud,
And jus; tfu* the oppressed.

6 Ilis wonﬂa 'h' v urks and ways
He ms, ‘.”-. *Joges known ;
But ser r > #1d his trath and gra.cﬂ
By Iz liv-- 1 . Son,
ne tw i

| 93 ~redee: ;4 C. M. K,

B
1 The e, “God is ever}*where
To w"+¥l, the sinner’s ways;

He sees ~ho jon in liumble prayer,

And * a0 in solemn praise.

2 One glance of thine, efernal Lord,
- Can pierce and search us through ;
Nor he~ +en, nor earth, nor hell aﬁord
A shelter from thy view !

'PUBLIC WORSHIP. e 4

3 The universe, in every part,"
At once before thee lies ; -
. And every thought of ev ery llea.rt
Is open to thine eyes,:

4 Prepare us, Lord, to pray and pralse
With fervent, holy love; ... '
And fit us, by thy word of grace
To w urslup thee above,

9-1: C. M.—TWatts.

Obedience better than Sacnﬁee.

1 Thus saith the Lord 1 ** The spacious fields
And flocks and herda are mine:
Q'er all the cattle of the Lills
I claimm a rivit dmne.

2 *“I ask no sheep for sacri ¢ “*
Nor bullocks burn? wi+ ! - o 3
To hope and love, to' pre. =4 { praise,
Is all that I requirq)w leds:

8 « Call upon me when ;""" 31
My hand shall set tI."" T3

Then shall thy thankfy !z -J"pp"lare
Tle honor's due to m hu C ’

4 “The man who offers h’ "{ls amﬂlﬁe
He glorifies me best; = !
And those who tread mv' ‘safe tlvs,

. 8hall my salvation taf- ome. !

‘ R .
90 y LM eartahy
Power of the . oer-iy

1 This is the word of truth and love,
Sent to the nations from abase ;
Jeliovah here resolves to show .
What his almighty grace can do,

HE&I’ ‘
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2 This remedy did wisdom find,
To heal diseases of the mind :
This sovereign balm, whose virtues can
Restore the ruined creature, man.

3 The gospel bids the dead revive ;
‘Sinners obey the voice and live :

Dry bones are raised and clothed afresh-

And hearts of stone are turned to flesh.

4 May but this grace my soul renew,
Let sinners gaze and hate me too ;
The word that saves me does engage
A suare defence from all their rage,

96 H. M.—C. Wesley.

1 Arise, my soul, arise,
Shake off thy guilty fears,
The bleeding sacrifice
In my behalf appears ;
Before the throne my surety stands,
My name is written on his hands.

2 He ever lives above,
For me to intercede :
His all.redeeming love,
His yreeic 48 blood to plead ;
His bl ,, - "ined for all our race,

And az‘ ?I‘naa now the throne of grace

3.
3 Fiveb - ,0 ir wounds he bears,
Reee. . . Calvary ;
They pour‘effectual prayers,
They strongly speak for me *
Forgive him, O forgive, they ery,
Nor let that ransomed sinner die.
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4 The Father hears him pray,
His dear anointed One -
He cannot turn away
The presence of his Son ;
His Spirit answers to the blood,
And tells me, I am born of God.

9 My God is reconciled,
* His pardoning voice I hear;
He owns me for his child,
I can no longer fear ;
With confidence I now draw nigh,
And Father, Abba Father, cry.

97 C. M.—Newlon,

I Amazing grace ! how sweet the sound,
That saved a wretch like me!
[ once was lost, but now am feund—
Was blind, but now [ see.

2 'T was grace that taught my heart to fear,
And grace my fears relieved ;
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed.

4 Through many dangers, toils, and snares

I have already come ; _
I'is grace that brought me safe thus far,

- Aud grace will lead me home.

4 Aud when this flesh and heart shall fail,
And wortal life shall cease ;
[ shall possess, within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.
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5 The world shall soon to rain go, '
The sun forbear 1o shine
But God, who called me here below,
Shall be forever mine,

98 8. M.—Doddridge.

Salvation by Grace.
1 Grace! 't is a charming sound,
Harmonious to the ear!
Heaven with the echo shall resound,
And all the earth shall hear.

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

3 Grace led m{; roving feet
To tread the heavenly road ;
And new supplies each hour I meet, -
y While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall erown,
Through everlasting days;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves the praise,

99 C. M.— Watts.

A State of Nature and of God.

1 Not the malicious nor profane,
The wanton, nor the proud,
Nor thieves, nor sland’rers, shall obtain
The kingdom of our God,

2 Surprising grace! and such were we
By nature and by sin,
Heirg of immortal misery,
Unloly and unclean.

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 4

3 But we are washed in Jesus' blood,
We're pardoned through his name :
And the good Spirit of our God
Has sanctified our frame.

4 O for a persevering power
To keep thy just commands!
We would defile our heart: no more,
No more pollute our hands.

100 L. M.

Tﬂ-Dﬂ}'-—HEb. iv. T-
1 Hasten, O sinners, 10 be wise,
And stay not for the morrow’s sun ;
The longer wisdom you despise,
The harder is she to be won.

2 Oh hasten mercy to implore,
And stay not for the morrow s sun,
For fear thy season should be oer .-
Before this evening’s course be sai,
8 Hasten, O sinner, to return,
And stay not for the morrow’s sun,
For fear thy lamp should fail to burn
Before the needful work is done.

4 Hasten, O sinner, to be blest,
And stay not for the morrow’s sun,
For fear tﬂe curse should thee arrest
Before the morrow is begun.

101 C. M.—Newton.

The Rich Worldling.—Luke xii, 16-21,
1 “ My barus are full, my stores increase ;
‘And now, for many years,
Soul, eat and drink, and take thine ease,
Secure from wants and fears.”
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2 Thus while a worldling boasted once,
As many now presume,
He heard the Lord himself pronounce
His sudden, awful doom :

3 “ This night, vain fool, thy soul must pass

Into a world unknown,
And who shall then the stores
Which thou hast called thine own ?”

4 Thus blinded mortals fondly scheme
For happiness below ; -
Till death destroys the pleasing dream,
And they awake to woe.

102 8. M.—Dobell.

The Accepted Time.—2 Cor, vi. 2.
1 Now is the accepted time.
Now is the day of grace ;
Now, sinners, come without delay,
And seek the Saviour’s face,

2 Now is the accepted time ;
The Saviour calls to-day ;
To-morrow it may be too late—
Then why should you delay ?

3 Now is the accepted time;
The gospel bids you come ;
And every promise in his word
Declares there yet is room.

4 Lord, draw reluctant souls,
And feast them with thy love ;

Then will the angels clap their wings,

And bear the news above,

&
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. 103 C. M.—Hijde.

1 Ah, what can I, a sinner, do,
With all my guilt oppressed?
[ feel the hardness of my heart,
And conscience knows no rest.

2 Great God, thy good and perfect law
Does all my life condemn ;
The secret evils of my soul
Fill me with grief and shame.

3 How many precious Sabbaths gone
[ never can recall !
And oh, what cause have I to mourn,
Who misimproved them all |

4 How long, how often have I lieard
_Of Jesus and of heaven,
Yet scarcely listened to his word,
Or prayed to be forgiven !

9 Constrain me, Lord, to turn to thee,
And grant renewing grace ;
For thon this flinty heart canst break,
And thine shall be the praise.

104 C. M.— Village Col.
What must I do?
1 My conscious guilt is now so great,
If T attempt to pray
The tempter tells tne yet to wait.
Or frights my soul away.
2 In painful doubts what course to try,
I fear this long delay ;
And miust I linger here and die,
Ashamed 10 ask the way ?

#

83
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3 Ye Christian pilgrims, can ye tell
A stranger to the road,
The way that leads to Zion’s Lill?

To find a pardoning God ?
105 L. M.—Hart.

Hardness of Heart Lamented,

1 O for a glance of heavenly day,
To take the stubborn stone away,
And thaw, with beams of love divine,
This heart, this frozen heart of mine !

The rocks can rend, the earth can quake ;
The sea can roar, the mountains shake ;
Of feeling, all things show some sign,
But this unfeeling heart of mine.

5 1'0 hear the sorrow thou hast felt,
Dear Lord, an adamant would melt .
But I can read each moving line,

And nothing moves this heart of mine.

4 But something yet can do the deed.
And that dear something much I need
Thy Spirit can from dross refine,

And move and melt this heart of mine.

Thus saith the Lord : ‘“ My voice obey.
I'll take thy heart of stone away ;

Thy mourning soul with grace refresh,
And give thee a new heart of flesh.”

106 C. M.— Alline.

An Aged Sinner Awakene,

I O what a wretched sinner, Lord !
[ now begin to know
The danger of the downward road
But know not where to go,

oo

= |

co
en
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2 Too long, O Lord, I've slighted thee,
Too long refused thy grace ;
Yet pity, Lord, O pity me,
Nor longer hide thy face.
3 0, should I now expire in death,
I must go down to hell,
To suffer thine eternal wrath,
Among the fiends to dwell.
4 Lord, change my heart, or I am gone,
O give me life divine ;
Tuough I am old, may I ]u-w born
A heavenly child of thine,

107 C. M.— Watls.

The Repenting Prodigal.—Luke xv.
13, &e.

I Behold the wretch, whose lust and wine

IHas wasted his estate ! 4
He begs a share among the swine,
To taste the liusks they eat.

2 *“1 die with hunger here,” he cries,
I starve in foreign lands ; \
My father's house has large supplies,
‘And bounteouns are his hands,
3 *“I'll go, and, with a mournfui tongue,
Full down before his facp:
Father, I’ve done thy justice wrong,
Nor can deserve thy grace.
4 He said,—and hastened to his home
To seek his father's love;
The father saw the rebel come,
‘And all his bowels move,
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5 He ran and fell upon his neck,
Embraced and kissed his son ;

The rebel’s heart with sorrow brake,
For follies he had done.

6 “Take off thy clothes of shame and sin,’
(The father gives command)

** Dress him in garments white and clean

With rings adorn his hand.

7 “ A day of feasting I ordain ;
Let mirth and joy abound !
My son was dead—and lives again :
Was lost—and now is found.”

108

A Penitent Pleading for Pardon.

- Show pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive ;
Let a repenting rebel live :
Are not thy mercies large and free 7
May not a sinner trust in thee ?

I-J- H. — II?H‘!"L

¢ My crimes are great, but can't surpass
The power and glory of thy grace ;
Gireat God, thy nature Lath no bound ;
So let thy pardoning grace be found.

+ O wash my soul from every sin,
And make my guilty conscience clean
Here on my heart the burden lies,
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 ars clear.

10
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5 Should sudden vengeance seize my breath,
I must pronounce thee just, in death ;
An | if my soul were sent to hell,
Thy righteous law approves it well.

6 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,
Whose hope, still hovering round thy word,
Would light on some sweet promise there
‘Some sure support against despair.

C. M.—Newlon.

1 Anxious, I strove to find the way
Which to salvation led ;
I listened long, [ tried to pray,
And heard what many said.

2 When some of joys and comforts told,
I feared that | was wrong ;
For I was stupid, dead and cold
Had neither joys nor song.

3 The Lord my laboring heart relieved.
And made my burden light:
Then for a moment 1 beﬁevet_i,
And thought that all was right.

4 Of fierce temptations others talked,
Of anguish and dismay ;
Tlll‘ﬁugl% what distresses they had walked
Before they found the way.

3 Ah! then I thought my hopes were vain,
For I had lived at ease ;
I wished for all my fears again,
To make me more like these.
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6 I had my wish ; the Lord disclosed
The evils of my heart,
And left my naked soul exposed
To Satan’s fiery dart.
L. M.— Watlts.

110 The Beatitudes.

1 Blest are the humble souls that see
Their emptiness and poverty ;
Treasures of grace to them are given,
And crowns of joy laid up in heaven.

2 Blest are the men of broken heart,
Who mourn for sin with inward smart ;
The blood of Christ divinely flows,

A healing balm for ail their woes.

o Blest are the meek, who stand afar
From rage and passion, noise and war ;
(God will secure their happy state,

And plead their cause against the great.

4 Blest are the souls that thirst for grace,
Hunger and long for righteousness ;
They shall be well supplied and fed
With living streams and living bread.

5 Blest are the men whose bowels move
And melt with sympathy and love ;

- From Christ, the Lord, shall they obtain
Like sympathy and love again.

6 Blest are the pure whose hearts are clean
From the deﬁring' power of gin ;
With endless pleasure they shall see
A God of spotless purity.
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7 Blest are the men of peaceful life,
Who quench the coals of growing strife ;
They shall be called the heirs of bliss,
The sons of God, the God of peace.

8 Blest are the sufferers who partake
Of pain and shame for Jesus’ sake ;
Their souls shall triamph in the Lord ;
Glory and joy are their reward.

]_11 8. M.—8¢. Thomas, Concord.
1

My soul, be on thy guard ;
Ten thousand foes arise ;

The hosts of sin are pressing hard
To draw thee from the sKies.

2 O watch, and fight, and pray ;
The battle ne'er give o'er ;
Renew it boldly, day by day,
And help divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the victory won,
Nor lay thy armor down ;
Thy arduous work will ne’er be done

: Till thou obtain'st thy crown.
112

Longing for a Place at God’s Right Hand.

1 When thou, my righteous Judge, shalt come,
To fetch thy ransomed people home,
Shall I among them stand ?
Shall such a worthless worm.as I,
Who sometimes am dfraid to die,
Be found at thy right hand *

C.P. M.
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2 I love to meet among them now,
Before thy gricious feet to bow,
Thougly vilest of them all ;
But can I bear the piercing thought -
What if my name should be left out,
When thou for me shalt call ?

3 Dear Lord, prevent it by thy grace,
Be thon my only hiding-place,
In this the accepted day ;
Thy pardoning voice oh let me hear,
To still my unbelieving fear,
Nor let me fall, I pray.

4 Among thy saints let me be found,
Whene'er the archangel's trump shall recad,
To see thy smiling face ;
Then loudest of the crowd 1'll ~ing,
While heaven's resounding mansions =iz
With ghouts of sovereign grace.

L M.— Watls,

The Pharisee and the Publican.—T, qké

x‘lr'iii- lo, &l’.‘:-

1 Behold how sinners disagree—
The Publican and Pharisee !
One doth his righteousness proclaim,
The other owns his guilt and shame.

2 This man at humble distance stands,
And cries for grace with lifted hands ;
That boldly rises near the throne,
And 1alks of duties he has done.

3 The Lord their different language knows
And different answers he bestows ;

i
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The humble soul with grace he crowas,
Whilst on the proud his anger frowns,

4 Dear Father, let me never be
Joined with the boasting Pharisee ;
I have no merits of my own,
But plead the sufferings of thy Son.

II_L C. M. y

Self-Denial. - Mark viii. &1,

1 And must I part with all I bave,
My dearest Lord, for thee ?
It is but right, since thou hast dos
Much more than this for me.
2 Yes, let it go—one look from thee
Will more than make amends
For all the losses I sustain,
Of eredit, riches, friends.
9 Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand lives,
How worthless they appear,
Compared with thee, supremely good,
Divinely bright and fair!
4 Saviour of souls, could T from thee
A single smile obtain,
Though destitute of all things else,
I'd glory in my gain.

| 115 C. M.

Redemption by Price and Power.

I Jesus, with all thy saints above,
My tongue wouald bear her part,
Would sound aloud thy saving love,
And sing thy bleeding heart,

[
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2 Blest be the Lamb, my dearest Lord,
Who bought me with his blood,
And quenched his Father's flaming sw
In his own vital flood ;—

3. The Lamb that freed my captive soul
From Satan’s heavy chains,
And sent the lion down to howl
Where hell and Lorror reigns,

4. All glory to the dying Lamb,
And never-ceasing praise,
While angels live to know his name,
Or saints to feel his grace,

116 c.u

1 Anot er six days' work is done,
Another Sabbath is begun ;
Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest—
Improve the day thy God has blest,

2 Come, bless the Lord, whose love assigns
So sweet & rest to wearied minds :
Provides an antepast of heaven
And gives this day the food of seven.

3 Othat our thoughts and thanks may rise,
As grateful incense to the skies -
And draw from heaven that sweet repose
Which none but he that feels it knows.

4. This heavenly calm, within the breast,
Is the dear pledee.of glorious rest,
Which for the echureh of God remains,
The end of cares, the end of pains,

17
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'.- 5 In holy duties let the day,

In holy pleasures pass away ;
How sweet a Sabbath thius to spend ;
In hopes of one that ne’er shall end !

C. M.—Watts.
'_ Exhortations to Faith and Holiness.

£l Come, children, learn to fear the Lord ;

- And, that your days be long, -
Let not a false or spiteful word
Be found upon your tongue.

2 Depart from mischief, practise love,
If:rﬂue the work of peace ;

8o shall the Lord your ways approve
And set your souls at ease.

3 His eyes awake to guard the just,
His ears attend their cry ;
hen broken spirits dwell in dust,

The God of grace is nigh.

4 What though the sorrows here they taste

Are sharp and tedious too ?
The Lord, who saves them all at last,

Is their supporter now,

% Evil shall smite the wicked dead ;
But God secures his own ; _
Prevents the mischief when they slide,
Or heals the broken bone.

6 When desolation, like a flood,
O’er the proud sinner rolls,
ints find a refuge in their God,
For he redeemed their souls.

-
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118 C. M.—Doddridge.

Young Persons Invited to Seek and Lov
Christ.
1 Ye hearts with joyful vigor warm,
In smiling crowds draw near;
And tarn from every mortal charm,
A Saviour’s voice to hear.

2 He, Lord of all the worlds on high, 4

Stoops to converse with you ;
And lays his radiant glories by,
Your welfare to pursue.
3 “* The soul who longs to see my face,
[s sure my love to gain;
And those who early seek my grace,
Shall never seek o vain.”
4 What object, Lord, my soul should move
If once compared with thee?
What beauty should command my love,
Like what in Christ | see?

5 Away, ye false, delusive toys,
Vain tempters of the mind !
"T is here I fix my lasting choice,
And here true bliss I find.

119 C. M.—C. Wesley.

Middle Age.—Johmn ix. 4.
1 And have I measured halt my days,
And half my journey run,
Nortasted the Redeemer’s grace,
Nor yet my work begun ?
2 The morning of my life is past,
The noon is almost o'er ;
The night of death approaches fast,
When I ean work no wore.
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2B Q_‘#mu who seest and know’st my grief—
Thyself unseen, unknown—
In mercy help'my unbelief,
And melt my heart of stone,
4 Regard me with a gracious eye,
The long-sought blessing give ;
And bid me, at the point to die,
Beliold thy face and live.

120 ' C. M.—Devises.

Farewell.
-1 Ye fleeting charms of earth, farewell !
Your springs of joy ure dry ;
My soul now seeks another home—
A brighter world on high.
2 Cheerful I leave this vale of tears,
Where paius and sorrows grow ;
Welcome the day that ends my toil,
) And every scene of woe,
8 No more ghall sin disturb my breast—

My God shall frown no more ;
The streams of love divine shall yield

Transports unknown before.
4 Fly then, ye interposing days—
{.ord. gsend thy summons down ;
The hand that strikes me 1o the dust

Liall raise me to a crown.
121

L. M.
Eternity.
1 Eternity is just at hand—
And shall | waste my ebbing sand,
And careless view departing day,
And throw my inch of time away ¥
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2 But an eternity there is,
Of endless woe or endless bliss :
And, swift as time lulfils its round,
We to eternity are bound. -

3 What countless millions of mankind
Have left this fleeting world beliind ! |
They’re gone ! but where ? ah, pause and
Gone to a long eternity.  [seed

4 Sinner, canst thou forever dwell
In all the fiery depths of hell ?
And is death nothing then to thee—
Death, and a dread eternity ?

Warning to Prepare for Death. kR ]

i Vain man, thy fond pursuits forbear— 'i

Ragent ! thy end is nigh !
Death, at the farthest, can’t be far ¢
O think, before thou die!

2 Reflect —thou hast a soul to save -
Thy sins—how high they mount | -
What are thy hopes beyond the grave !
How stands that dread account? |

3 Death enters—and there’s no defence :
His time there’s none can tell :
He'll in a moment call thee hence,
To heaven—or to hell.

1 Thy flesh, perhaps thy chiefest care,
Shall erawling worms consume :
But ah ! destruction stops not there !
Sin Kkills beyond the tomb.

- T ——

x "

124
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8 To-day the gospel calls—to-day,
Sinners, it speaks to you
Let every one forsake his way,
And mercy will ensue.

Pz -

The Last Judgment.

1 In the sun, and moon, and stars,
Signs and wonders there shall be;
Earth shall quake with inward wars,
Nations with perplexity.
2 Soon shall ocean’s hoary deep,
Tossed with stronger tempests, rise ;
Darker storms the mountain sweep,
Redder lightning rend the skies,

8 Evil thoughts shall shake the proud,
Racking doubt and restless fear ;
And, amid the thunder-cloud,
Shall the Judge of men appear.

4 But, though from that awful face

Heaven shall fade and earth shall fly
Fear not ye, his chosen race ; .
Your redemption draweth nigh.

88, 7s and 4s.

Luke xiii. 28.

1 See the eternal Judge descending—
View him seated on his threne ;
Now, poor sinner, now lameuting,
Stand and hear thy awful doom ;
Trumpets call thee ;
Stand and hear thy awful doom.
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2 Hear the cries he now is venting,
Fill'd with dread of fiercer pain ;
While in anguish thus lamenting
That he ne’er was born again ;
Greatly mourning,
That he ne'er was born again.

3 Yonder sits my slighted Savionr,
With the marks of dying love;
O that I had sought his favor
When 1 felt his Spirit move !
Golden moments,
When I felt his Spirit move.

4 Now, despisers, look and wonder;
Hope and sinners here must part :
Louder than a peal of thunder,
Hear the dreadful sound, * Depart ”
Lost forever,
Hear the dreadful sound, “ Depart "

125 C. M.

Death Dreadful or Delightful.

I Death ! 'tis a melancholy day
To those that have no God,
When the poor soul is forced away
To seek her last abode.

2 In vain to heaven she lifts her eyes;
But guilt, a heavy chain,
Still drags her downward from the skies
To darkness, fire, and pain.

3 Awake and mourn, ve heirs of Lell -
Let stubborn sinners fear :

You must be driven from earth, and dwelll

A long forever there.

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 99

- 4 See Liow the pit gapes wide for you,

And flashes in your face,
And thou, my soul, look downward too,
And sing recovering grace,

5 He is a God of sovereign love

Who promised heaven to me,
And taught my thoughts to soar above
Where happy spirits be,

~ 6 Prepare me, Lord. for thy right hand,

Then come the joyful day ;
Come death, and some celestial band,
To bear my soul away

I .26 8s, 78 and 45, — Tamworth, Gospel Call.

1 Guide us, O thou great Jeloval,

Wanderers on the mighty deep ;
From the storm and raging tempest,
Deign our floating bark to keep :

Lord ot Heaven,
Bid the breeze propitious blow.

2 Be our safeguard through the night watch,

And our guardian all the day ;
To our destined port in safety
Give us swift and joyful way :
Strong Deliverer, -
Be thou still our sirength and shield.

¢ And, when life’s short vovage is over,

In the haven of the blest,
Ml? we, guided by thy Spirit,
Find an everlasting rest :
Father, hear us,
For thie great Redeemer's sake.
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127 118 and 128, —Seaman’s Hymn.

1 In lands strange and distant. how sweetly the soung
Of the tongue of a countryman falls ou the ear!
The strangeuess of all thut is passing around
Makes the words seem more sweet, and the ac-
cent more dear,

2 It reminds us of home, of the land of our birth :
Of the friends we have left, and the kin that we
Of all that is dearest to man upoun earth—  [loves
All his comfort below, aud his solace above.

3 It is thus to the Christian when passing along
This world to the home of the Father on high ;
Some brother he find= in the mid-t o1 the throng,
With the accent of heaven, the tongue of the =ky.

4 The communion of saints hrightens many a day,

Enlivens the faith that was drooping and low,
Stirs up the remembrance of God on our way,
And bids all the sweetest affee 1 s to glow.

128
1 I've sailed over the ocean, I've roamed round the
And left far behind me the land of my birth: [earth,

Arabia’s deserts I've trod in despair, ¢ 1
But never forgot that ** my Maker was there,”

2 When on the wild shore my vessel was cast ]
I counted each hounr, and believed it the last :
I thouzht on that power who had Kept me with care,
Remembering with pleasure ** my Maker was there.”

3 WHen the storm and the tempest have clouded the

118, — Portuguese Hymn,

-

SKY, -
Andhtlht;] flash of the lightning has reached from om
£n,
I've heard in the thunder a voice lond declare |
'T was wicked to fear, for ** my Maker was there.’
4 Now my dangers are past, and my wanderings aré
o'er, :
I've returned once again to my own native shore :
To the altar ol mercy 1'il ever repair,
Ana offer my vows (o “ my Maker, wko's there.”

’
&
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FOLLIC W
C. M.

Perseverance in the Christian Race.

1 As Lot bid his city adieu,
And fled from a terrible storm,
So we have professéd to do—
To flee from the wrath that's to come,

2 Our race is the best ever known ;
It leads from a world full of woe;
Then come, O ye Christians, and run
For the joys that no mortal can know.

% We will not run beating the air,
Nor strive for the things that are vain ;
But, easting on Jesus our care,
The prize we are sure to obtain.

4 The prospects of earth will all fail,

Its riches with wings fly away ;

But the gospel will surely prevail,
Its treasures will never decay.

5 Before are the gems that outvie
The sun that with beauty hath shone -
Then, oh! let us press to the sky, ;
Aud wear the bright erown as our own.
118, —Expostulation.

130 OT Y

i O turn ve, poor sinners, for why will you die,
When God??n t mercy, is coming so nigh ¥
Now Jesus invites, and the BPirit gays ** Come,"
And angels are waiting to welcome you home.

2 How vain the delusion, that while yon delay
our hearts may gruw'beuer by staying away !
Come wretched, come starving, come just as you be,
hile streams of =alvation are flowing =o free.
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3 And now Christ is ready your souls to receive,
O how can you guestion, if you will believe *
If sin is your burden, why will you not come ¥
"T'is you he bids welcome ; he bids you come home

4 In riches, in pleasure, what can you obtain
To soothe your affliction, or banish your pain?
To bear up your spirit when summon’d to die, |
Or waft you to mansions of glory on high?

5 Why will you be starving or feeding on air ?
There's mercy in Jesns, enongh and to spare ;
If still youn are doubting, make rrial and see,
And prove that his mercy is boundless and free.

6 Come, give ns your hand, and the Saviour your heart
And, trusting in lHeaven, we never shall part ;
O how can we leave you ¥ why will you not come ?
We'll journey together, and soon be at home,

1531 P

The Great Iarvest; or the End of the
W{H‘Id--—.ﬂlﬂ.tt- Iiiil 17-

1 The ficlds are all white and the harvest is near,
The reapers now with their sharp sickles appear,
To reap down the ficlds and the wheat to secure ;
But the tares must forever the fire endure. ¢

2 Come, then, O m{ goul, meditate on that day
When all things in nature shall mnelt and decay,
When the trumpet shall sound,and the angels appear,
To reap down the earth, both the wheat and the tares.

3 But hear the great Judge, in that dread day’s alarm,
Say, “‘Gather my saiuts, bring them all to my arms;
That terrible plagues may be poured out on those
Who dared to blaspheme, and my =aints to oppose.

4 ** Assemble, ye nations, your gentence receive ;
No more ghall my word you invite to believe
My ju nt is right ; my great sentence is just :
Come hither, ye bless'd, but depart, all ye curs’d!”

5 O sinners, take warning, and seek now the Lord :
This truth i= most certain—"t is Jesus' own word—
That all true beiievers in glory shall dwell.

But all unbelievers must sink down to hell.
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132 L

Loving Kindness.—Isa. Ixiii. 7.

1 Awake, my soul, to joyful lays,
And sing the great Redeemer’s praise ;
He justly claims a song from me :
His loving kindness, O how free !

2 He saw me ruined in the fall,
Yet loved me, notwithstanding all ;
He saved me from my lost estate :
His loving kindness, O how great !

8 Though num’rous hosts of mighty foes,
Though earth and hell my way oppose,
He gafely leads my soul along:

His loving kindness, O how strong!

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
Has gather'd thick and thunder'd 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 {aat expiring breath
His Joving kindness sing in death,

133 4s, 8s, 28, Ge.
Here I Will Dwell.

1 Al me, I'm never well but when
I on my best beloved lean ;
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And then I'm never ill ;

Crosses and trials all are slight,

And pain is sweet, and iroublza Liglit,
Come whatsoever will.

9 Here I could wish my greatest foe
Might rest like me, and happy, Enow
The riches of the Lamb ;
The streets then would be 1ull of praise
Of Jesus’ blood, hiz gracious ways,
His mercy and his name.

3 If Jesus will permit me, I
Will leaning on him live and die,
And great the blessing connt ;
“fe. dear Lord, I'd live to thee,
.. £ath should also glorious be,
An 3 Moses in the mount.

. ~perience 1'd proclaim
8 Thfl?hz‘;:::ii~llnwers'nt' the Lamb.
;Iihnt hft‘ 7 m}’ fﬂﬁ'ndﬂ, 1 ﬁﬂy.

Add ‘happy, I am well,
1 of God, unchangeable
1 Wids ad with him night and day.

b} §
L M.

| S L
Not Ashamed of Jesus.

1 Jesus, and shall it ever be,
A morial worm asham'd of thee?
Asham’d of thee, whom angels praise,
Whose glories shine through eadless days?

2 Asham’d of Jesus? Just as acon
Might midnight be asham’d «d noon ;
T is midnight with my soul &1 he,
Bright Morning Star, bid da 7 aess flee.
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% Asham’'d of Jesus? Sooner far
Might evening blush to own a star ;
He sheds the beams of light divine
O’er this benighted soul of mine.

4 Asham’d of Jesus, that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend '
No, when I blush, be this my shame,
That I no more revere hig name.

5 Asham’d of Jesus? Yes, I may,
When I’ve no guilt to wash away,
No tear to wipe, no good to crave.
No foe to fight, no soul to save.

6 Till then I'll boast a Saviour’s ns . &
Till then I'll boast a Saviour sla /.
Till then, and shall my boastin | 1<}
That Christ is not asham'd # : bt *

D §= e
1!30 8s, Ts. ‘o flight.
1 Come, ye sinners, zome to o ‘ght.
Think upon your glorious .-
He has pitied your condition, «. "¢ #
He has sent his gospel word. "W
Mercy calls you ; mercy calls yo .,
Mercy flows on Jesus’ blood.

2 Dearest Saviour, help thy servant
To proclaim thy wondrous love ;
Pour thy grace upon chis people,
That thy truth they may approve.
Bless, O bless them ; bless, O bless them,
From thy shining courts above.

3 Now thy gracious word invites them
To partake the gonpel feast,
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Let thy. Spirit sweetly draw them,
Every soul be Jesus’ guest.

O receive us; O receive us,
et us find thy promis’d rest.

I
136

The Power of Faith.

1 Fuaith adds new charms to earthly bliss,

And saves me from its snares ;
Its aid in every duty brings,
And softens all my cares :

2 Extinguishes the thirst of sin,
And lights the sacred fire
e)f love to God and heavenly things,
And feeds the pure desire.

3 The wounded conscience knows its power

The healiv ¢ balm torgive ;
That balm the =addest heart can cheer,
And make the aring live.

4 Wide it unveils celestial worlds,
Where deathiless pleasures reign,
And bids me seek my portion there,
Nor bids me seek in vain;

5 Shows me the precious promise seal'd
With the Redeemer’s blood,
And helps my feeble hopes to rest
Upon a faithful God,
6 There, there, unshaken, would I rest,
T'ill this vile body dies ;
And then, on faith’s trinmphant wings,
At once to glory rise '
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1- P
3 { L. M.—Dr. Doddridge.

The struggle between Faith and Unbe-
lief.—Mark ix. 24.

1 Jesus, our souls’ delightful choice,
In thee believing, we rejoice ;
Yet still our joy is mixed with grief,
While faith contends with unbelief.

2 Thy promises our hearts revive,
And keep our fainting hopes alive ;
But guilt, and fears, and sorrow rise,
And hide the promise from our eyes.

3 O let not sin and Satan boast,
While saints lie mourning in the dust,
Nor sea that faith to ruin brought,
Which thy own gracious hand hath wrought.

4 Do thon the dying spark inflame,
Reveal the glories of thy name,
And put all anxions doubis to flight,
As shades dispers’'d by opening light.

138 L

1 i‘ielmhl the sons, the heirs of God,
So dearly bought with Jesus’ blood ;
Are they not born to heavenly joys,
And shall they stoop to earthly toys?

2 Can laughter feed the immortal mind ?
ere spirits of celestial kind
Made for a jest, for sport, and play—
To wear out time, and waste the day ?

8 Doth vain discourse, or empty mirth,
Well suit the honors of their birth ?
Shall they be fond of gay attire,
Which clinldren love and fools admire ¢
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: . - el &
- ;ﬁ;k:;g:::lg ‘;’lai;ﬂ;?enﬂltitr ’::ler?s't Sinners and Saints in the Wreck of Na

This flesh, with all its gaudy forms, | ture.—lsaiah xxiv. 16=20.
Must drop to dust, and feed the worms. . . 1 How great, how terrible that God,

Who shakes creation with his nn:[l:
He frowns, earth, sea, all Natures frame

Sinks in one universal flame.

5 Lord, raise our hearts and passions higher
Touch our vain souls with sacred fire ;
Then, with a heaven-directed eye, |

We'll these glitt’ring trifles by, 3 Where now, O where shall sinners seek
ik y - / For shelter in the general wreck ?
b ik e B, Shall falling rocks be o'er them thrown
Rl s il thar { E'St'e rocks. like snow, dissolving down.
T ineloms Géome'd In the Skis | 3 Iﬁ v iﬁ fn:r mercy m:w they cry;
T i is'd i 1 a . »
I'o mansions promis’d in the skies. . (i vn for e e
139 L. M. ) There on the flaming billows tost,

Forever—O ! forever lost.
_ 4 B ints, undaunted and serene,
-1 Almighty Maker of my frame, A Ygtﬁﬂyea shall view the dreadful scene ;
Teach me the measure of my days; Your Saviour lives, the worlds expire,
Teach me to know how frail I am, And earth and skies dissolve in fire.

And spend the remnant to thy praise. 3 5 Jesus, the helpless creatures’ friend,

Shortness of Time.

2 My days are shorter than a span ; 1 To thee my all I dare commend ;
A little point my life appears; R 3 Thou canst preserve my feeble soul, 1
How frail, at best, is dying man! : W hen lightnings blaze from pole to pole.

How vain are all his hopes.and fears |

/ S. M.
3 Vain hisambition, noise and show! : ! ; :
Vain are the cares which rack his mind ; The Fma_l Sentence and Mu::lry of the
He heaps up treasures, mix'd with woe, | Wicked.—Matt, xxv. &1.
And dies, and leaves them all behind. L 1 And will the Jud dea«r::eud?
4 Ol be a nobler portion mine, 1 And must the eadlarlEE,
My God! I bow before thy throne ; And_ not a gmgle'anu Escgpﬂ
Earth’s fleeting treasures I resign, ' His all-discerning eyes
And fix my hupt‘. on thee alone, h




110 : HYMXNS FOR

2 And from his righteous lips,
o Sdhitlll this dr{-ad sentence sound
- And through the numerous guilt ' th
wpread black despair around ? d rt?ng

~ 3 “* Depart from me, aceurs'd,

To everlasting flame,
For rebel angels first prepar’d,
Where merey never came.”

4 How will my leart endure
The terrors of that day ;

YWhen earth and heaven, bef e
= 2 1 ﬂ -
Astonisl’d hrink away ? re his face,

9 Bu:t ere that trumpet shakes
. I‘Ee ;nansi;;nﬂ of the dead
Hark, from the gospel’s cheering
What joyful tidings spread! .
6 Ye sinners, seek hLis graco
Whose wrath ye cannot bear:
Fly to the shelter of his cross
. And find salvation there.

7 So shall that cursge remove
- By which the Saviour bled;
And the last awful day shall ';)onr
His blessings on your Lead.
L 4

142 o S

'The Good Physician,

1 H?v!r lost was my condition
] Till ._Ieius made me whole!

There is but one Physiecian

Can cure a gin-sick soul!?

PUBLIC WORSHIP, 111

Next door to death he found me;
And snatch’d me from the grave;
To tell to all around me ,
His wondrous power to save.

2 The worst of all diseases
Is light, compared with sin ;
On every part it'seizes, %
But rages most within.
T is palsy, plague and fever,
And madness, all combin'd;
And none but a believer
The least relief can find.

8 From men, great skill professing,
I thought a cure to gain ; '
But this prov’d more distressing,
‘And added to my pain,
Some said that nothing ail'd me,
Some gave me up for lost;
" Thus ev'ry refuge fail’d me,
And all ‘my hopes were cross'd. -,

"4 At length this great Physician—

How matchless is his grace !—
Accepted my petition,

And undertook my case :
First gave me sight to view him—

For sin my eyes had seal'd— -
Then bid me look unto him ;

1 look'd, and I was heal’d.

5 A dying, risen Jesus, . | 5
Seen by the eye of faith,
At once from danger frees us,
And saves the soul from death

= —
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Come, then, to this Plysician,
His help he'll freely give,
He makes no hard condition,

| T is only look, and live.
143

C. M.
Prayer for a Blessing.
1 Bestow, dear Lord, upon our youth
The gift of saving grace,
And let the seed of sacred truth
Fall in. 1 itful place,
n
2 Grace is '-.:'lum ', where'er it grows,
Of pu ogg orbieavenly root :
But {aire),q g 1€ youngest shows,
i 'lIfIJ.l lidilﬂ sweetest fruait,

' : M .
sinners, seek hLis gr, 787 bet,upug
.fimau wrath ye canno..B 10ve] .
5 the shelter of '~ « With many crimes,

 find salvay &08 above,

4 T 1that e Young, but there’s a stone
shich the Youngest breast,

2. last ay °rimes which you have done
~sings ’ You of your rest.

5 Foond public prayer is made,
- I s« public prayer!

F a/d ecret tear is shed,
bl surselves a tear!
6 We shat you may early prove

The _ pirit’s power to teach ;
You catinot be too young to love
That Jesus whom we preach.
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144 C. M.

i .' The Light and Glory »f the World.

' I The Spirit breathes upon the word,
' And brings the truth to sight ;
u Precepts and promises afford
. A sanctifying light.
2 A glory gilds the sacred page,
Majestic like the sun ;
It gives a light to ev’ry age,
It gives, but borrows j.v &
8 The hand that gave it 17 au pplies
The gracious light a
His truths upon the na, © e 56y
They rise, butnever cfi:u.'; 4
£ Let evorlasting then'y hain, °
For such a bri aothing ail'd me,
A8 makes a wor . up for lost ;
With beams ot ve f4i1'd me,

5 My soul rejoices to purs ‘ere cross'”
The steps of him I love __. .

Till glory breaks upon ms ‘y“m:‘"_'
In brighter worlds abov: gra ()

145 S M. 217 bt

view '/ 10

A1l pre 'sfa

&

i The Shining Liﬂ'q,.n]'d.,, ()

1 My former hopes are de ' im . 10.
My terror now begins ». ! ../, O
I feel, alas ! that I am de. o
In trespasses and sins. r““ﬁ |

2 AL, whither shall T fly !
I hear the thunder roar ;
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The law proclaims destruction nigh,
And vengeance at the door.

2 When I review my ways
1 dread impending doom ;
But sure a friendly whisper says,
“ Flee from the wrath to come.”

4 T see, or think I see,
A glimm’ring from afar ;
A beam of day that shines for me,
To save me from despair.

5 Forerunner of the sun,
It makes the pilgrim's way ;
I'll gaze upon it while I run,
And watch the rising day.

146 L. M.

Afllictions Sanctified by the Word.

1 O how I love the holy word,
Thy gracious covenant, O Lord !
It guides me in the peaceful way,
I think upon it all the day.

2 What are the mines of shining wealth,
The strength of youth, the bloom of health?
What are all joys, compar'd with those
Thine everlasting word bestows ?

3 Long unafflicted, undismay’d,
In pleasure’s path, secure, | stray’d ;
Thou mad’st me feel thy chastening rod,
And straight [ turn’d unto my God.

4 What though it pierc'd my fainting heart,
I bless thine hand that caus'd the smart ;
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It taught my tears awhile to flow,
But sav’d me from eternal woe.

5 Oh, had’st thou left me uunh.a.s,tiaed,
Thy precepts I had still despis d;
And still the snare, in secret laid,
Had my unwary feet betray’d.

6 1 love thee, therefore, O my God,
And breathe towards thy dear abode ;

Where, in thy presence fully blest,
Thy chosen saints forever rest.

147 L. M.

Temptation.

1 The billows swell, 1he winds are high,
Clouds overcast my wintry sky :
Out of the depths to thee 1 call,
My fears are great, my sirength is small.

20 Lord, the pilot’s part perform,
And guideand guard me through the storm;
Defend me from each threat'ning ill, L
Control the waves, say, * Peace, be still.

9 Amidst the roaring of the sea,

. My soul still hangs her hope on thee :
Thy constant love, thy faithful care
Is all that saves me from despair.

4 Dangers, of every shape and name,
Attend the foll’'wers of the Lamb,
Who leave the world's deceitful shore,
And leave it to return no more. !

3 Though tempest-togs'd, and half a wreck,
My nginur E?:nugh the floods I seek ;
Let neither winds nor stormy rain
Force back my shatter’d bark again.
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148

-

1 Be still, my heart ! these anxious cares
To thee are burdens, thorns and snares;

Lo

(=

-}

L. M.
V/hy Art Thou Cast Down?

They cast dishonor on thy Lord,
And contradict his gracious word.

Brought safely by his hand thus far,
Why wilt thou now give place to fear;
How canst thou want, if he provide,
Or lose thy way with such a guide ?

When first before his mercy-seat
Thou didst to him thy all commit,

He gave thee warrant, from that hour,
To trust his wisdom, love and power.

Did ever trouble yet befall,

And he refuse to hear thy call ?
And has he not his promise past,
That thou shalt overcome at last?

Like David, thou may’st comfort draw.

Sav'd from the bear’s and lion’s paw,
(Goliath’s rage I may defy,
For God, my Saviour, still is nigh.

He who has help'd me hitherto

Will help me all my journey through,
And give me daily cause to raise

New Ebenezers to his praise.

Though rough and thorny be the road,
It Ieaga thee home, apace, to God :
Then count thy present trials small,
For heaven will make amends for all.

149
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S. M.

Dependence.

1 To keep the lump alive,
With oil we fill the bowl;
"T'is water makes the willow thrive,
And grace that feeds the soul.
2 The Lord’s unsparing hand
Supplies the living stream ;
It is not at our own command,
But still deriv’d from him.
3 Beware of Peter's word,
Nor coufidently say,
“1 never will deny thee, Lord,”
But grant I never may.
4 Man’s wisdom is to seek
His strength in God alone;
And e’en an angel would be weak
Who trusted in his own.
5 Retreat beneath his wings,
And in his grace confide ; !
This more exalts the King of kingw,
Than all your works beside.
6 In Jesus is our store,
' Grace issues from his throne ;
Whoever says, I want no more,”™

L ‘onfesses he has none.
150

L. M.
A New Year’s Hymn.
1 Indulgent Lord ! my heart would raise
Its loud hosannahs to thy praise;
ou, my protector, ever Near,
Hast blest me with another year.
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2 L«42d ! hadst thou mark'd my follies
The year that’s gone had been my last ;
So oft thy precepts I forgot,

And did what thoun hadst told me not.

3 Assist me, on this New Year's day,
To lift my heart and hands to pray ;

Hear thou in heav’n, thou pard'ning God

And save me, through Immanuel's blood

4 What thousands, Lord, this vear will diz
If thou should’st bid my spirit fly,
O may it mount on wings of love,
To dwell with saints and thee above.

0 But should I still on earth appear,
I'd love and serve thee all the year,
And hope thy goodness to adore

In heav'n, where years are known no more

v
151 L M.
1 Know, then, that every one is free
To choose his life, and what lLe'll be :
For this eternal truth is given,
That God will force no man 1o heaven.

2 He'll draw, persuade, direct him right,
Bless him with wisdom, love and light ;
In nameless ways be good and kind,
But never force the human mind.

3 Freedom and reason make us men ;
Take these away, what are we then ?
Mere animals, and just as well

The beast might think of heaven and hell
'

4 May we no more our powers abuse,
But ways of truth and goodness choose *
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Our God is pleased when we improve
His grace, and seek the world above.

5 From God's free grace salvation flows,
And man is free the gift to choose ;
Only consenting sinners feel
Rejected grace and stubborn will.

i They who despise, grow harder still,
They that adbere, He turns their will ;
And thus despisers sink to hell,

While those that hear in glory dwell.
7 But if we take the downward road,
And make in hell our last abode,
Our God is clear, and we shall know
e've plunged our souls in endless woe.
8s and

w
152 Rejoicing and Conflicts.

1 And let this feeble body fail,

And let it faint or die,

My soul shall quit this mournful vale,
And soar to worlds on high ;

Shall join the disembodied saints,
And find its long sought rest,

That only joy for which it pants,
In the Redeemer’s breast,

2 In hope of that immortal crown,

I now the cross sustain,

And gladly wander up and down,
Ang smile at toil and pain ;

[ suffer on my three-score years,
Till my Deliverer come,

And wipe away his servant’s tears,
And take hLis exile howme,
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3 O what has Jesus done for me !

Before my ravish'd eyes,

Rivers of life divine [ see,
And trees of paradise ;

I see a world of spirits Bright,
Who taste the blessings there ;

They all are robed in spotless white.
And conquering palms they bear.

4 O what are all my sufferings here,

If, Lord, thou count me meet

With that enraptured host to appear,
And worship at thy feet !

Give joy or grief—give care or pain—
Take life or friends away—

But let me find them all again,
in that eternal day.

153 C. M. .

Majesty of God.
1 Awake, my drowsy friends, awake,
And sing the works of God ; |
He makes the world with terror quaké,
Aud its foundations nod.

2 Behold the heavens, his handiwoerk,
And while on them you gaze,
Let the bright stars your mind instruct
Jehovali's name to praise,

3 Behold the sun, whose cheering Jeams §

Give radiance to the day, {
Behold the mountains and the streams
What grandeur they display.

4 Behold the boundless ocean roll
. Its strong insurgent waves ;

¥

2 Beligwprn enter in,
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What admiration fills the soul,
As the rough shore it laves!

5 Behold the black’ning tempest rise ;
What awful scenes are there!
Loud peals of thunder rend the skies,
Aud vivid lightnings glare!

6 In thexe behold the power of God,
His majesty divine :
He shakes ercation with a nod,
And says, ** The world is mine !”

7 This Being let our hearts adore,
While on his works we gaze ;
And “* take his name in vain "' no more,
But bow, Lis name to praise,
S. M.

154
The Dismal Road.

1 Destruction's dismal road,
What multitudes pursue,
Yet that which leads the soul to God
Is known or sought by few.

By Christ, the living gate ; ,
hile they who will not leave their sin,
Complain it i= too strait.

8 I self must be denied,
And sin forsaken quite ;
hey'd rather ¢he ose the way that’s wide,
And sirive to think it right.

Rllpnmpnpﬁ'nl by a throng,
On numbers they depend ;
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So many surely can't be wrong,
And miss a happy end.

5 But numbers are no mark
That men will right be found ;
But few were saved in Noal’s ark,
And many millions drown'd.

6 Obey the gospel call,
And enter while you may ;
The flock of Christ was always small,
And none are saved but they, |

7 They always were despised
By men who do oppose ;
And sinners never think them wise
When they with mercy close,

- r L
1,)0 C. M.
1 What poor despised company
Of travellers are these

That walk in yonder narrow way
Along the rugged maze ?

2 Ab, these are of a royal line,
All children of a King ;
Heirs of immortal crowns divine,
And lo! for joy they sing.
3 Why then do they appear so mean,
And why so much despised ¥
Because of their rich robes, unseen,
The world is not apprised.

4 But some of them seem poor, distress’d,
And lacking daily bread— _

Ah, they’re of boundless wealth possess’
With hidden manna fed.

5 But why keep they that hidden road.

: That rugged, thorny maze ? _

Why, that's the way their Leader trod,
Tﬁe}' love and keep his ways.

6 Why do they shun the pleasing path

That worldlings love so well !
- Because that is the road to death,

The open road to hell.

T What! is there then no other road

l To Salem’s happy ground ?
rist is the only way to God,
No other can be found.

' 156 8s and 6s.

Bold Soldiers.

- 1 Bold soldiers all, on guufl call,
Al h yon are but few,
whe[‘ll“;'%%’vi done all, stand fast and keep
The glorious prize in view!
The time draws nigh when you and I
Must eross bold Jordan's flood ;
On wings of love we'll soar above,
And scale the mount of God.

2 The city hath foundations twelve,
And golden gates the same, -

All paved, and set with diamonds bright,
On each engraved & name.

4All round this glorious city shine

The walls of dazzling gold ;
Nor mortal eve can reach so high,

hose glories to behold.
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3 I long to see that lieavenly place,

And to return no more ; ;

I long to sing redeeming grace
On Canaan’s blissful shore :

I long to see my blessed God,

. ‘Wﬁﬂ saved my soul from hell,

I long to see my brethiren there,
Whom I do love so well.

4 Bright shining armies there to join,

Adoring round the throne,

And everlasting praises sing
To the great Three in One.

There parents, and their children too,
May join the heavenly throng—

I hope to meet my brethren there,
And then renew my song.

& My soul is rising, while I sing,

Towards the blissful goal ;

I feel the love of Christ, my King,
Now running through my soul :

My soul is struggling to be gone
To those bright worlds above,

To shout and sing redeeming grace
In strains of perfeet love.

5 R

Oh who will Rise ?

1 Oh who will rise and go with me?
I'm bound fair Canaan’s land to see :
I'll join with those who've gone befo
To realms where sorrows are no more.

2 A few more rolling years at most
Will land my soul on Canaan’s coast ;
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There, on the mount of sweet repose,
I'll bid adieu to all my woes.

8 0 may my soul march boldly on,
And never end the blessed song ;
O may I always persevere,

And never stop ull I get there.

" 4 0 what a happy time 't will be,

When 1 my friends in heaven shall see ;
When we shall reach that happy ghun*,
There we may tell our suffering o'er.

5 O what a happy company !
May 1 be there that sight to see,
And join in praise to Jesus’ name,
All glorious to Jerusalem.

6 I little thought he was so nigh:
His presence makes me leap with joy.
He said, * I'll come for thee, my love,
I have a place for thee above.”

7 Now bere’s my heart and here’s my hand,
To meet you in that heavenly land :
My hand again I give to thee,
Hoping thy face in heaven to see.

158 e

The Nativity of Christ.
1 While shepherds watch’d their flocks by
All seated on the ground, [night,
The angel of the Lord came down,
And glory shone around.
2 “Fear not,” said he (for mighty dread
Had seized their troubled mind),
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“Glad tidings of great joy I brin
To you and all mankind ! i

“To you, in David’s town, this day
Is born, of David’s line,

A Saviour, who is Christ the Lord,
And this shall be the sign :

“The heavenly Babe you there shall find,

To human view display'd.
All meanly wrapp'd in swathing bands,
And in a manger laid.”

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith
Appear'd a shining throng

Of angels, praising God on high,
And thus address'd their song :

“ All glory be to God on Ligh,
And to the earth be peuce ;

Good-will, henceforth, from hiearen to men,
Begin, and never cease.”

C. M.

Invitation to the Gospel Feast.
1 Come to the glorions gospel feast,
Ho! every one that will :
O come, ye starving souls, and taste
Those joys that none can tell.

< Arise, ye mortals that are sad,
And bord’ring on despair :
Lo! there is baﬁn in Gilead,
And a Physician there.

3 Look to the Saviour's bleeding side,
Behold the purple gore!

160

It was for wounded souls he died,
The sin-sick to restore,
4 Beliold him on the shameful tree,
With arms extended wide;
For wretched ginners, such as we,
The bleeding Saviour died.
O *“'Tis finish'd,” said his dying breath,
Conquer’d are death and hell,
That rebels, doom’d to endless death,
May in his bosom dwell.

6 Come then, receive his grace, and teil
The wonders of his love ;
Till we arrive with him to dwell
In the brigh. world above.

7 No sin nor foe shall enter there,
To wound our peaceful breast;
But boundles< love, unmingled joy,
And everlusting rest,

C. M.,

1 Jesus, fhon art the sinuer’s friend ;
As such I look to thee;
Now in the bowels of thy love,
O Lord, remember me,
2 Remember thy pure word of grace ;
Remember Calvary ;
Remember all thy dying groans,
And then remember me.
3 Thou wondrous Advoecate with God,
I vield myself to thee ;
While thou art sitting on thy throne,
Dear Lord, remeniber me.
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4 [ own I'm guilty, own I'm vile,
Yet thy salvation’s free :
Then in thy all abounding grace,
Dear Lord, remember me.

5 Howe'er forsaken or distress'd,
Howe'er oppressed [ be,
Howe'er afflicted here on earth,
Do thou remember me.

6 And when I close my eyes in death
And creature-helps all flee ;
Then, O my dear Redeemer, God,
I pray remember me,

161 .M.

Preaching the Gospel Free.

1 I hear the gospel’s joyful sound,
An organ I shall be
To sound aloud redeeming love
And sinners’ misery,

2 My honor'd parents, fare you well,
My Jesus doth me eall ;
I leave you here with God, until
[ meet you once for all,

3 My dear connections I'll forsake,
My parents and their house,
And to the wilderness betake,
To pay the Lord my vows,

4 I'll leave the joy that art can yield,
Or nature can afford,
And wear the shield into the field,
To wait upon the Lord.

5 Then through the wilderness I'll run,

Preaching the gospel free ;
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O be not anxious for your son,
The Lord will comfort me.

6 And if through preaching I should gain
True subjects to my Lord,

"T' will more than recompense my pain,
To see them love his word.

7 My soul doth wish Mount Zion well,
Whate'er becomes of me ;

There my best friends and kindred d well.

And there I long to be.

]_62 C. M.

The Day of the Lord will Come as a
Thief in the Night.—Peter iii. 10.

1 That awful day will surely come,
Th' appointed hour makes haste,
When I must stand before my Judge,
And pass the solemn test,

2 Jesus, thou source of all my joys,
Thou ruler of my heart,
How could I bear to hear thy voice
Pronounce the sound, * Depart 7"
3 The thunder of that awful word
Would so torment my ear,
"T" would tear my soul asunder, Lord.
With most tormenting fear.
4 What! to be banish'd from my Lord,
And yet forbid to die?
To linger in eternal pain,
And death forever fly ?
5 O wretched state of deep despair,
To gee my God remove,
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Ft
2 16.4: 88 and Ts.—Grant.

Taking up the Cross.
1 Jesus, [ my cross have taken,

130 HYMNS FOR

And fix my doleful station where
I cannot taste his love!

163 ..

X - ; All to leave and follow thee :
To Die as Moses did. Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,
1 Death cannot make my soul afraid, Thou from hence my all shalt be.
If God be with ne there; _ Perish every fond ambition,
Soft is the passage through the shade, All I've sought or hoped or known ;
And all the prospect fair. Yet how rich is my condition !
2 Might I but climb to Pisgah's top, God and heaven are still my own.
And view the promised land, 2 Let the world despise and leave me—
My soul would long her flesh to drop They have left my Saviour too :
And pray for the command. Human hearts and looks deceive me—
3 T would renounce my all below Thou art not like them untrue.
If my Creator bid, ' And while thoun shalt smile upon me,
And run, if I were ealled to go, God of wisdom, love and might,

Atd s a5 Moses dla. | Foes may hate and friends disown me—
' Show thy face, and all is bright.
3 Go then earthly fame and treasure !
Come disaster, secorn and pain!
1 In thy service pain is pleasure;
A With thy favor loss is gain.

4 Swift to the place of pure delight,
Where saints trinmphant reign,
My soul shall wing her joyful flight,
From sorrow, gin and pain.

5 There everlasting spring abides, ] Man may trouble and distress me—
And never-with'ring flowers: "T' will but drive me to thy breast;
Death, like a narrow stream, divides . Life with trials hard may pFesa me—
That heavenly land from ours. R | Heaven will bring me sweeter rest.
6 Could I but elimb where Moses stood, 4 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Arm'd by faith and wing’d by prayer
Heaven's eternal day ’s before thee,
God’s own hand shall guide thee there,
Soon shall close thy earthly mission,
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days;
Hope shall change to glad fraition,
aith to sight, and prayer to praise.

And view the landscape o’er,
Not death's dark vale or icy flood
Should fright me from the shore.

7 Clasped in my heavenly Father’s arms
I would forget to breathe,
And lose my life amidst the charms
Of g0 divine a death,
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165 -

1 How 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,

3 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, husband, friend,
My prophet, priest and Kking;
My lord, my life, my way, my end,
Accept the praise [ 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 1 ought.

| 6 Till then I would thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath ;
And may the music of thy name
Refreshh my soul in death.

166 “x

1 Jesus, we love thy name,
And thee we will adore :
And when we feel this heav'nly flame
We long to love thee more.

\

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 1338 .

2 Thy name is all our trust;
Thy name is solid peace ;
Thy name is everlasting rest,
When other names shall cease.

8 There, ravish’d with thy name,
We never more shall rove ;
There sound thine everlasting fame,
And solace in thy love.

4 Thy name shall be our praise
Thy name shall be our joy ;
Thy name, through everlasting days,
Shall countless tongues employ.

1167 on

1 Lord, at thy temple we appear
As happy Simeon came ;
And hope to meet the Saviour here.
O make our joys the same !

2 With what divine and vast delight
The good old man was fill'd,
When fondly in his wither'd arms
He clasp’d the holy child !

3 *“Now I can leave this world,” he eried :
“ Behdld, thy servant dies!

- I've seen thy great salvation, Lord,
And close my peaceful eyes.

4 “ This is the light prepar'd to shine
Upon the Gentile lands !

Thine Israel's glory, and their hope,

To break their slavish bands.”

5 Jesus, the vision of thy face
Hath overpowering charms!
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Searce shall I feel deatli's cold embrace,
If Christ be in my arms,

6 Then while ye hear my heart-strings break,
How sweet my minutes roll ;
A mortal paleness on my cheek,
And glory in my soul.

168 C. M.

1 Come, humble sinner, in whose breass
A thousand thoughts revolve,
Come, with your guilt and fear opprast,
And make this last resolve -
2 I'll go to Jesus, though my sin
Hath like a mountain rose ;
I know his courts, 1'll eunter in,
Whatever may oppose.

3 Prostrate I'll lie before his thegone,
And there my guilt confess,
I'll tell him I'm a wretch undone
Without his sovereign grace.

4 I'll tothe gracious King approach,
Whose sceptre pardon gives,
Perhaps he may command my touch.
And then the suppliant lives.

5 Perhaps bhe will admit my plea,
Perhaps will hear my prayer ;
But if I perish, I will pray,
And perish only there.

6 I can but perish if I go,
I am resolved to try ;
For if I stay away I know
I must forever die.
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7 But if I die with mercy sought,
When I the King have tried,
This were to die, delightful thought!
As sinner never died.

16 C. M.

1 Let every mortal ear attend,
And every heart rejoice,
The trumpet of the gospel sounds
With an inviting voice. '
2 ““Ho! all ye hungry. starving souls,
Who feed upon the wind,
And vainly strive with earthly toils
To fill an empty mind :

3 ‘‘ Eternal wisdom has prepared
A soul-reviving feast,
And bids your longing appetites
The rich provision taste.

4 “Ho! ye that pant for living streams,
And pine away and die,
Here you may quench your raging thirss
With springs that never dry.

5 “ Rivers of love and mercy hLere
In a rich ocean join,
Salvation in abundance flows,
Like floods of milk and wine.

6 [‘“ Ye perishing and naked poor,
Who work with mighty pain,
To weave a garinent of your own,
That will not hide your sin :

T “Come naked, and adorn your souls
In robes prepared by God,
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Wrought by the labors of his Son,

8

9

1

And dyed in his own blood.”]

Dear God, the treasures of thy love
Are everlasting mines,

Deep as our helpless miseries are,
And boundless as our sins.

The happy gates of gospel grace
Stand open night and day ;

Lord, we are come to seek supplies,
And drive our wants away

0 o

Sinners, exposed to dreadful woe,
Arise, and to King Jesus go ;

Your guilt confess, his favor seek,

And wait to hear what God will speak.

Fear not the law ; ’tis grace thatreigns;
Jesus the sinner's cause maintains ;

He ransomed rebels with his blood,

And now he intercedes with God.

To him approach with fervent prayer,
And.if you perish, perish there,
Resolved at Jesus' feet to lie,

Sueing for mercy till you die.

Like Esther, venture near the throne
And make your supplication known,
Tell him the cause of all your grief,
And he will grant you quick relief.

Thrice happy souls, who thus address
The God of love and boundless grace !
Jesus will such completely save,

And life eternal they shall have.

PUBLIC WORSHIP, 137

171 -

1 My sorrows, like a flood,
Impatient of restraint,
Into thy bosom, O my God,

Pour out a long complaint.

9 This impious heart of mine
Could once deny the Lord,
Could rush with violence on to sin
In presence of his sword.

8 But now, o’ercome by love,
Here at thy cross 1 lie,
And throw my flesh, my soul, my all,
And weep, and love, and die.
4 “ Rise,” says the Saviour, “ rise,
Behold my wounded veins,
Here flows a crimson flood
To wash away thy stains.

5 “See, God is reconciled,
Behold his smiling face
Let joyful cherubs clap their wings,
And sound aloud his grace.

x?
!

172 c.x

1 Why should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days?
Gireat Comforter, descend, and bring
The tokens of thy grace.

9 Dost thou not dwell in all thy saints,
And seal them heirs of heaven *
When wilt thou banish my complaints
And shew my sins forgiven ?
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3 Assure my conscience of her part
In the Redeemer's blood,
And bear thy witness with my heart
That I am born of God,

4 Thou art the earnest of his love
The pledge of joys to come ;
May thy bless’d wings, celestial Dove,
Safely convey me home.

173 c. M.

1 Arise, my soul, my jnyﬁi‘fpowers,
And trinmph in my God ;
Awake, my voice, and loud proclaim
His glorious grace abroad.
2 He raised me from the deep of sin,
The gates of gaping hell,
And fixed my standing more secure
Than 't was before I fell.
3 The arms of everlasting love
Beneath my soul he plac’'d ;
And on the Rock of Ages set
My slippery footsteps fast.
4 The city of my blest abode,
Is wall’d around with grace ;
Salvation for a bulwark stands,
To shield the sacred place.

5 Satan may vent his sharpest spite,
And all his legions roar ;
Almighty mercy guards my life,
And bounds his raging power,
6 Arise, my soul, awake, my voice,
And tunes of pleasure sing ;
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Loud hallelujahs shall address
My Saviour and my King.

174: C. M.

1 My soul forsakes her vain delight,

‘And bids the world farewell ;
Base as the dirt beneath my feet,
And mischievous as hell.

er will I ask your love,
1 N{%I;-ngeek your friendship more ;
The happiness that [ approve,
Is not within your power. .
3 There’s nothing round the spacious earth
That suits my large desire ;
To boundless joy and solid mirth,
My nobler thoughts aspire.

4 Had I the pinio?a of nldnve,d
'd elimb the heav'nly road ;
Tlferecf;il; my Saviour dressed in love,
And there my smiling God.

17 5 C. M.

1 How vain are all thin hera_b:alow :
How false, and yet how fair!
Each pleasure hath its poison 100,

And ev'ry sweet a snare,

9 The brightest things below the sky
Shine with deceitful light ; ik
We should suspect some danger nigh,
Where we possess delight. ;
8 Our dearest joys and nearest friends,
The partners of our blood,
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How they divide our wav'ring minds,
And leave but half to God!g r 177 C. M.
4 The fondness of a creature’s love, | 1 Father, I stretch my hands to thee,
How strong it strikes the sense ! No other help I know ;
Thither the warm affections move, If thou withdraw thyself from me,
Nor can we call them thence, . Ah, whither shall I go?
5 Dear Saviour, let thy beauties be 2 What did thine only Son endure
My soul’s eternal food, Before I drew my breath !
And grace commund my heart away | What pain, what labor, to secure
From all created good. My soul from endless death !
3 0 Jesus ! could I this believe,
176 o 25 I now should feel thy power;
1 1 send the joys of earth away : Nm:v my poor soul thou wouldst retrieve,
Away, ye tempters of the mind ! 8 Nor let me wait one hour,
False as the smooth deceitful sea, 4 Author of faith, to thee I lift
And empty as the whistling wind. : | My weary, longing eyes ;

O let me now receive that gift !

o s o mo along, My soul without it dies

Down to the gulf of black despair ;

And whilst I listen’d to your song, 5 Surely thou canst not let me die!
~ Your streams had e’en conveyed me thers O speak, and I shall ljve 3
3 Lord, I adore thy matchless grace, An-:{ here I will un'vir_ear!ed lie
That warn'd me of that dark abyss ; Till thou thy Spirit give.
That drew me from those treach’rous sea 6 The worst of sinners would rejoice,
And bade me seek superior bliss, | Could they but see thy face ;

4 Now to the shining realms above, 1 B O let me hear thy qrtzlick_'ning vuic'a,
I stretch my hands and glance my eye, I And taste thy pardoning grace!

O for the pinions of a dove, , | ‘
To bear me to the upper skies! 178 C. M.

o There, from the bosom of my God, . 1 Behold the throne of grace!
Oceans of endless pleasure roll ; The promise calls me near ;
There would I fix my last abode, | There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And drown the sorrows of my soul. 3 And waits to answer prayer,
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2 That rich atoning blood,
Which sprinkled round I see,
Provides for those who come to God,
An all-prevailing plea,

3 My soul, ask what thon wilt,
Thou canst not be too bold :
Since his own blood for thee he spilt,
What else will he withhold ¥

4 Beyond thy utmost wants
is love and power can bless :
To praying souls he always grants
ore than they can express,

5 Since 't is the Lord’s command,
My mouth I open widé ;
Lord, open thou thy bounteous hand,
That I may be supplied.

6 Teach me to live by faith,
Conform my will to thine ;
Let me victorious be in death,
And then in glory shine,

179 0. x

1 Since I have placed my trust in God—
A refuge always nigh—
Why should I, like a tim’rous bird,
To distant mountains fly ?

2 Since I have faith in Christ, my Head—
A refuge for my soul—
Why should my tim’rous spirit dread,
Though threat'ning billows roll.

3 Let sinners dread, who have no God,
The wrath that is to come,
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But those who trust th’ Eternal Word
May force their passage home.

4 The ground of all iny joys be this:
A conscience pure within,
That in sincere and godly bliss,
My Christian life hath been,

5 The Lord Jehovah is my friend,
My shepherd and my guide,
He loves the faithful to the end,
Whose feet do never slide.

180 8. M.

1 Not with our mortal eyes
Have we beheld the Lord,
Yet we rejoice to hear his name
And love to read his word.

2 On earth we want the sight
Of our Redeemer’s face,
Yet, Lord, our inmost thoughts delight
To dwell upon thy grace.
3 And when we taste thy love,
Our joys divinely grow,
Unspeakable, like thos= above,
And heaven begins Lelow.,

81 L. M.

1 While others their salvation rest
On outward forms or distant heaven,
I want God’s kingdom in my breast,
And there to feel my sins forgiven.

2 Some make their boast of cancelled sin
Before the world or they were made,
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And while they have a hell within,
Imagine God their heaven decreed.

3 Or others think the law fulfilled
By Jesus, when he bled and died,

Has freed their souls from endless guilt,

Although his blood be not applied.

4 But I can trust to no decree,
Or law fulfilled by Jesus Christ,
But that which works a change in me,
And brings me to the gospel feast.

5 I am by nature dead in sin,

My soul bound down with heavy chains,

Then Christ must be my life within,
Or else my soul in death remains,

6 Then in my heart, O Jesus, reign
With thy blest kingdom, all divine!
Remove my death, break every chain,
And make my spirit pure as thine.

7 Then shall I be forever blest,
From all my sins and sorrows free,
A peaceful kingdom in my breast,
And 1 forever reign with thee.

182 x

1 If God so loved our race,
To %ive his only Son,
Lord, let me feel thy heavenly grace,
And know the gift my own,

2 It ’s not a heaven to come
My soul can satisfy,
Nor can I feel myself at home
But with my Saviour nigh,
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3 O God, thy heavens bow,
These parting walls remove !
Let me begin my glory now,
And here enjoy thy love,
4 Shine, O thou Morning Star,
And bring celestial day !
Far from my soul, O Jesus, far
Expel these clouds away.

5 Scenes of immortal joy
Are my supreme desire :
To live and die in thy employ,
Then join the heavenly choir.

183 L. M.

1 O for a taste of life divine,
To feed this hungry soul of mine !
1 want the Son of God to know,
And taste of heaven while here below.

2 If T were sure that I ghould have
A crown of joy beyond the grave,
Yet that alone won't do for me,

I want while here with God to be.

8 Whate’er I do, where’er I go,
I want those joys of heaven to know ;
I want the power of sin subdued,
And feel my precious soul renewed.

4 I do not want a Christian’s name,
Without the nature of the Lamb ;
I want to bid all loves adieu
But Christ, my Lord, and him pursue,.

- 5 Dear Saviour, thou my all must be ;
O give me strength to walk with thee |-
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Without a rival rule my heart,
And never let me from thee part.

([ F AR

1 I want a change to feel—
A change that God will own—

A change that saves from sin and hell,

In Jesus found alone,

2 O change this heart of stone,
Almighty Power divine!
For none but God’s free grace alone
Can such a heart refine.

3 And when this change takes place,
Before thy feet I'll wait,
That I by thy unchanging grace
All changing schemes may hate.

4 This change will show the love
That Jesus bears for me ;
This change will lead to joys above,
Where no more change will be,

185 8. M.

1 Let strife forever cease,
And envy quit the field ;
Come, join and live in love and peace,
And to the gospel yield.
2 Let bitter words no more
Among the saints remain ;
Let every member, every hour,
Submit to Jesus’ reign.
3 One Lord we have to fear,
One faith we all confess,
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And all to one baptism adhere,
And magnify free grace.

4 Then why should we contend
For meat and drink and dress,

And crucify the Lord again,
And pierce his wounds afresh ?

5 When bitter words arise,
Then Satan has his ends;
We wound the heart and hands of Christ
Amidst his chosen friends,

6 No more we’ll feed the flame,
Nor judge ourselves too wise ;
But search with care to find the beam
That lurks within our eyes.

7 Then to the world we'll prove
That we disciples are ;
When they behold us walk in love,
They’ll say, ‘“ The Lord is there.”

I 186 C. M.

1 Rﬂﬁﬂ‘iﬂu 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 ;
or reputation, food, or health,
Can give us such repose.

3 Religion should our thoughts engage,

Amidst our youthful bloom ;
will fit us for declining age,
And for the awful tomb.
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4 O may my heart, by grace renewed,
Be my Redeemer’s throne;
And be my stubborn will subdued,
His government to own.

5 Let deep repentance, faith and love,
Be joined with godly fear;

And all my conversation prove
My heart to be gincere.

6 Preserve me from the snares of sin
Through my remaining days,
And in me let each virtue shine
. To my Redeemer’s praise.

Let lively hope my soul inspire,
Let warm affections rise ;

And may I wait with strong desire
To mount above the skies.

187 C. M.

1 My heart, how dreadful hard it is,
How heavy here it lies—
Heavy and eold within my breast,
Just like a rock of ice.
2 Sin, like a raging tyrant, sits
Upon this flinty throne,
And every grace lies buried deep
Beneath this heart of stone.

3 How seldom do I rise to God,
Or taste the joys above !

=1

This mountain presses down my faith

And chills my flaming love.

4 When smiling merey courts my soul

With all its heavenly charms,

149
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This stubborn, this relentless thing,
Would thrust it from mine arms.

5 Against the thunders of thy word
Rebellious I have swod ;
My heart, it shakes not at the wrath
And terrors of a God.

6 Dear Saviour, steep this rock of mine
In thine own crimson sea!
Naught but a bath of blood divine
Can melt the flint away.

188 C. M.

The Joyful Sound of Salvation.

I Salvation! O the joyiul sound!
"T' is pleasure to our ears ;
A healing balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,
At hell's dark door we lay ;
But we arise, by grace divine,
To see a heavenly day.

3 Salvation ! Let the echo fly
The spacious earth around,
While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.

% Salvation! O thoun bleeding Lamb,
To thee the praise belongs,
Salvation shall inspire our hearts,
And dwell upon our tongues,
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In all my Lord’s ap[iointed WAYE,
My journey I'll pursue :

“ Hinder me not,” ve much lov'd saints,

For I must go with you.

In vain the world and Satan try
My journey to delay ;

‘“ Hinder me not,” to both I cry,
For God hath crowned my way.

Since Christ, my dear exalted Lord,
My soul to him hath wed,

“Hinder me not,” nor friends nor foes.
I'll follow him, my Head,

Through floods and flames, if Jesus Jead,
I'll follow where he goes ;

“ Hinder me not,” shall be my cry
Though earth and Lell oppose.

Through duty, and through trials too,
I’ll go at his command ;

“Hinder 1:e not,” for I am bound
To my Immanuel’s lund,

And when my Saviour calls me Liome,
Still this my ery shall be,

‘“ Hinder me not,” come, welcome Death
I'll gladly go with thee,

S. M.

Down to the water side,

Behold thy children, Lord ; -
With freedom come to follow thee,
And make thy word their guide,

1191
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- 2 The glorious Son of God

To John the Baptist came,
Went meekly down bold Jordan’s banks

And was baptized by him.

3 This by the Saviour done,
Fulfill'd all righteousness,
And God the Father own’d his Son,
In whom he is well pleas'd.

4 Let each believer view

This blest example given,
And prove their love to his commands,

And follow him to heaven.
g5

1 How great, how solemn is the work
Which we attend to-day !
Now for a holy, solemn frame,
O God, to thee we pray.

| 20 may we feel, as once we felt,
When pain'd and griev'd at heart,
Thy kind, forgiving, melting look,
Reliev'd our every smart.

3 Let graces then in exercise,
Be exercis'd again ;
And nurtur'd by celestial power,
In exercise remain.

4 Awake our love, our fear, our Lope!
Wake, fortitude and joy ;
Vain world, begone! let things above
Our happy thoughts employ.
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5 Whilst thee, our Saviour and our God,

To all around we own ;
Drive each rebellious rival lust,
Each traitor from the throne,

6 Instruct our minds, our wills subdue,

To heaven our pasgions raise,
That hence our lives, our all, may be
Devoted to thy praise.

192 wx

1 Hither we come, our dearest Lord,
Obedient to thy sacred word ;
"T' is thou hast called our hearts to flee
From sense and sin, and follow thee.

2 Here, ranged alouyg the water’s side,
Where gently rolls the silent tide,
O what on earth can sweeter be
Than thus to come and follow thee !

3 When wanderers in the vale of tears,
Enslaved by sin, and doubts, and fears
Then didst thou come our souls to freé
And gav'st us grace to follow thee.

4 When darkness did our souls enshroud;
And o'er our heads the storm was loud,
We saw no way from wrath to flee,
But to obey and follow thee.

5 While others walk the downward road,

That onward leads to deatl’s abode,
Adoréd be thy grace, that we
May take our cross and follow thee.

6 Thou wast baptized beneath the wave,
The emblem of thy future grave ;
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0, while the way so plain we see,
What can we do but follow thee ?

7 Though others, by tradition led,
Refuse the path which thou didst tread—
To be baptized our joy shall be ;
Thus we will follow none but thee,

193 Cc. M.

1 Dear Lord, and has thy pardoning blood
Redeem’d a wretch so vile !
Then kindly bid each cloud remove,
And bless me with thy smile.

2 Hast thou the cross for me endur’d,
And all its shame despised ?
And shall I be ashamed, O Lord,
With thee to be baptized ?

3 Didst thou the great example lead
In Jordan’s swelling flood ?
And shall my pride disdain the deed
That's worthy of my God ?
4 Dear Lord, the ardor of thy love
Reproves my cold delays,
And now my willing footsteps move
In thy delightful ways.

| ]_94: 8. M.

1 In guch a grave as this
The dear Redeemer lay,
When he, our souls to seek and save,

Learn'd humbly to obey.

2 See how the spotless Lamb
Descends into the stream,
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A9e FREICES Baptized into the Saviour’a.death,
! Arising, lived the life of faith ; )
And teaches us to imitate Giving to Christ, the Lord, the praise,
What him so well became, - By walking in his humble ways.
3 Let sinners wash awa
Their sins of crimagn dye ; 196 C. M
Buried with him, their vilest sins 1 In pleasure sweet here we do meet,
Shail in obitvion lie, Down by the water side ;
+ Rise and ascend with him, And here we stand, by Christ’s command,
A heavenly life to live, ) To wait upon his bride,
Who came to ransom guilty men, ® Here we will bid the world * farewell.”
And raise them from the dead. To practice his command ;
O Lord, see the sinner’s tears ! This is the road that leads to God,
Hear his repenting cry ! The way to Canaan’s land.
Speak, and his contrite heart shall live; 3 Now we will sing to Christ our King,
Speak, and his sing shall die. ' ar soule shangive him thanks,
6 Send down the heavenly Dove Who came to Jordan unto John,
Which lit upon the Lamb, And went down Jordan’'s banks,
In witness of a Saviour’s love, % Come._ sinners il obey the call,
And all our souls inflame. " R:apent and be baptized ;”
195 L. M. Forsake your sins and follow him,
e Till you in glory rise.
1 What lovely band is this I see, 5 We've found the road that leads to God,
All singing in sweet harmony ; : The way of holiness ;
Uniting round the water side, We'll follow him where'er he goes,
And praising Jesus crucified For all his paths are peace.
2 These are the followers of the Lamb ;
%ﬁ:m tlllmy ;}'& come to own his name ; 197 C. M.
eir humble strains ascend the skies 3 . :
In faith they’re come to be baptized. ! Gaze on, spectators, while we show

: . : : Obedience to the Lamb,
d This brings to view the ancient days, U 4 ﬁﬂ:ﬁﬂgn while you gaze, that you

When first the gospel church was rais'd, § Forbear to do the same.
No other mode was then devis’d—
Believing souls were thus baptized.
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2 *“Come, see the place where Jesus lay

An angel said of old :

We say the same ; his grave, you may

In water here behold.

3 Buried in Jordan was our Lord,
As well as in the tomb,
And in obedience to his word
We imitate the Lamb,

4 This ord'nance is plainly given
In God's eternal Word ;
Though not to save or take to heaven,
But show we love the Lord.

198 8. M.

1 Jesus invites his saints
To meet around his board :
Here pardoned rebels sit and hold
Communion with their God.

2 For food he gives his flesh :
He bids us drink his blood ;
Amazing favor, matchless grace
Of our redeeming God.

3 This holy bread and wine
Maintain our fainting breath,
By union with our living Lord
And interest in his death,

4 Our heavenly Father calls
Christ and Lis members one !
We the young children of his love,
And he the tirst-born Son.

The Lord*s Supper.
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5 We are but several parts
Of the same broken bread ;
: The body, with its several limbs,
But Jesus is the head.
6 Let all our powers be joined
His glorious name to raise ;
Pleasure and love fill every mind,

And every voice be praise.
199 L. M.

1°T was on that dark and doleful night,
When powers of earth and hell arose

Against the Son of God’s delight,
And friends betrayed him to his foes ;

. % Before the mournful scene began,
He took the bread, and bless’d and brake;

What love through all his actions ran,
What wondrous words of grace he spake!

% “This is my body, broke for sin:
Receive and eat the living food ;”
Then took the cup and blessed the wine,
“’T is the new cov’'nant in my blood.”

X Do this,” he cried : *till time shall eud,
Meet at my table and record,

In memory of your dying Friend,
The love of your ascended Lord.”

1 ! 200 C. M.

1 That doleful night before his death,
The Lamb, for sinners slain,
Did almost with his latest breath
This solemn feast ordain.
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2 To keep the feast, Lord, we are met,
And to remember thee :
Help each poor trembler to repeat,
“The Saviour died for me.”

3 Thy sufferings, Lord, each sainted sign
T'o our remembrance brings ;
We eat the bread and drink the wine,
But think on nobler things.

4 O tune our tongues, and set in frame
Each heart that pants for thee,
To sing hosanna to the Lamb,
The Lamb that died for me.

201 LM,

1 To Jesus, our exalted Lord,

(Dear name, by heaven and earth ador'd),

Fain would our hearts and voices raise
A cheerful song of sacred praise,

2 But all the notes which mortals know
Are weak, and languishing, and low;
Far, far above our humble songys,

The theme demands immortal tongues.

3 Yet while around his board we meet,
And humbly worship at his feet,
O let our warm affections move
In glad return of grateful love !

4 Let faith our feeble senses aid,
To see thy wondrous love display’d,
Thy broken flesh, thy bleeding veins,
Thy dreadful, agonizing pains,

159
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5 Let humble, penitential woe,
With painful, pleasing angmah flow,
And thy forgiving smiles impart
Life, hope, and joy to every heart.

202 C. M.

1 Here at thy table, Lord, we meet,
To worship and adore;
Present our Saviour crucified,
And tell his suff'rings o’er.
2 By faith we view thee crucified,
While we partake this bread :

And look upon thy wounded side,
Thy feet, thy hands and head.

- 8 We view thy streaming blood, dear Lord,

While we partake this wine ;
Can all in heaven or earth afford
Such dying love as thine ?

203 C. M.

Welcome to the Table.

1 This is the feast of heavenly wine,
And God invites to sup ;
The juices of the living vine
ere press’'d to fill the cup.

2 O, bless the Saviour, ye that eat,
With royal dainties fed ;
Not heav’n affords a costlier treat,
For Jesus is the bread!

8 The vile, the lost, he calls to them,

Ye trembling souls appear !
The righteous in their own esteem
Have no acceptance here,
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2 Thus we’ll record thy matchless grace,
Thou dearest, tenderest, best of Friends!
Thy dying love the noblest praise
Of vast eternity transcends.

3 'T is pleasure more than eartl can give
Thy goodness through these veils tosee!
Thy table food celestial yields,
And happy they who sit with thee.

4 But oh, what vast transporting joys
Shall all our breasts and tongues inspire,
When join'd with the celestial train,
Thy love and goodness to admire.

~ 5 When these vile bodies, all refin’d,
Shall rise in likeness to thine own,
Then we shall in sweet chorus join,
And bow around thy sapphire throne,

206 C. M.

1 Ye wretched, hungry, starving poor,
Behold a royal feast ;

-

Where Mercy spreads her bounteous store
For every humble guest,

2 See, Jesus stands with open arms,
He calls, he bids you come ;
O stay not back, though fear alarms,
+ For yet there still is room.

% O come, and with his children taste
The blessing of his love;
hile hope attends the sweet repast
Of nobler joys above !

4 There, with united heart and voice,
Before the eternal throne,

4 Approach, ye poor, nor dare refuse
The banquet spread for you ;
Dear Saviour, this is welcome news }
Then I may venture too.

o If guilt and sin afford a plea,
And may obtaiu a place ;
Surely the Lord will welcome me,
And I shall see his face.

204 L. M.

I At thy command, our dearest Lord,

Here we attend thy dying feast :
Thy blood, like wine, adorns the board,
And thine own flesh feeds every guest

¢ Our faith adores thy bleeding love,
And trusts for life in one that died ;
We hope for heavenly crowns above,
From a Redeemer crucified,

4 Let the vain world pronounce it shame,
And fling their scandals on the eause |
We come to boast our Saviour's name,
And make our triumph in his cross.

4 With joy we tell the scoffing age, ;

He who was dead has left the tomb,

He lives above their utmost rage, '
And we are waiting till he come.

205 -

L *“This do in memory of your Friend,”
| Was the Redeemer’s lust request,
Who all the pangs of death enduar'd,
That we might live forever blest.
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Ten thousand thousand souls rejoice
In ecstacies unknown,

5 And yet, ten thousand thousand more

Are welcome still to come:
Yet happy souls the grace adore ;
Approach, there yet is room.

207 C. M.

1 The King of heaven his table spreads,
And dainties crown the board,
Not paradise, with all its joys,
Could such delights afford.
2 Pardon and peace to dying men
And endless life are given |
And the rich blood that Jesus shed,
To raise the soul to heaven.

3 Ye hungry poor, who long have stray’d
In gin’s dark mazes, come,
Come from the hedges and highway,
And grace will find you room,

4 Thousands of souls in glory now
Were fed and feasted here,
And thousands more, still on the way,
Around the board appear.,

5 Yet is his house and heart so large
That millions more may come ;
Nor could the wide assembled world
O’erfill the spacious room,

6 All things are ready, enter in,
Nor weak excuses frame :
Come, take your places at the feast,
And bless the donor’s name,

LORD’S SUPPER. 163
1

208 C. M.

1 That doleful night before his death,
The Lamb, for sinners slain,
Did, almost with his latest breath,
Thjs solemn feast ordain,

2 ‘““Eat, O my friends,” the Saviour cries,
“The feast was made for you ;
For you I groan’d, and bled ‘and died
And rose, and trinmph’d, too.”

3 With humble faith and thankful hey
Lord, we accept thy love ;
'T is a rich banquet we have had !
What will it be above ?

4 Ye saints below, and hosts of heave)
Join all your praising powers ;
No theme is like redeeming love,
No Saviour is like ours.

5 O tune our tongnes, and set in frame
Each heart that pants for thee,
To sing hosanna to the Lamb—
The Lamb that died for me.

I 209 ¢ u

1 The blest memorials of thy grief,
Thy sufferings and thy death,
We come, dear Saviour, to receive,
But would receive with faith.

2 The tokens sent us to relieve
Our spirits when they droop,
We come, dear Saviour, to receive,
But would receive with hope.
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3 The pledges thou wast pleased to leave
Our slothful minds to move,
We come, dear Saviour, 10 receive,
But would receive with love.

4 Here, in obedience to thy word,
We take the bread and wine ;
The utmost we can do, dear Lord,
For all beyond is thine.

5 Increase our faith, and hope, and love:
Lord, give us all that's good ;
We would thy full salvation prove,
And share thy flesh and blood.

2]_0 C. M.

1 Disrobed of all his heavenly dress,
The Saviour came to earth ;
Clothed in a veil of mortal fiesh,

And bowed hLis head in death.

9 That awful night in which betray'd,
He introduced the feast,

Which we, my friends, have seen display &,

Where each has been a guest,

3 The solemn scene about to close,
To make the whole complete,
He meekly from communion rose
And washed his servants’ feet.
4 “To each” he said, *‘ let others do
As I, your Lord, have done ;

The heavenly pattern still pursue,
In form as I have shown.”

5 Since Christ has the example set,
And left it on record ;
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We'll humbly wash each other’s feet,
Obedient to his word.

211 L. M.

1 Jesus, the Lord, who groan’'d and died,
Arising from communion sweet,
Disrobed, his garments laid aside,
And washed the dear disciples’ feet,

2 ““ Know you,” hesaid, * what I havedone?
Ye call me Lord, and Master, too—
I have you an example shown,
And as I've done, ye ought to do.”

3 See, through this robe, that glorious dress,
Which Christ in love laid humbly by :
Clothed in a veil of mortal flesh, -
For man to suffer, bleed and die,

4 Was he begirt with napkin round ?
Learn hence that Christ the Lord would
While here below, a pattern found— |[be,
Servant of all, of you, of me!

b His washing the disciples’ feet
Proclaims his cleansing, healing power
His reassuming all complete, :
The great, the grand, trinmphant hour,
6 With Christ our pattern thus in view,
While here we hold communion sweet,
As he commands we'll joyful do,
And meekly wash each other’s feet.

212 L

1 When Jesus Christ was here below,
He taught his people what to do;
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And if we would hLis precepts keep,
We must attend to washing feet.

2 For on that night he was betray’d,
He for us all a pattern laid ;
Soon as his supper he did eat,
He rose and wash’'d his followers’ feet.

3 The Lord who made the earth and sky,
Arose and laid his garments by,
And wash'd their feet, to show that we.
Like Christ, should always humble be.

4 He wash’'d them all, though all were clean,
Save Judas, who was full of sin;
May none of us, like Judas, sell
Our Lord for gold, and go to hell.

5 Peter said, “ Lord, it shall not be ;
Thou shalt not stoop to washing me.”
O that no Christian now may say,

“ 1 cannot Jesus' word obey."”

6 Ye call me ‘“ Lord, and Master,” too
Then “ do as I have done to you.
All my commands and sayings keep,
And show your love by washing feet.”

7 Ye shall be happy if ye know
And do these things b{ faith below ;
And I'll protect you till you die,
And then remove you far on high.

213 o

The Desire of Washing Feet.

1 'Tis my desire with God to walk,
And with his children pray and talk;

»

(= |
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Though I should persecuted be,
Jesus did ﬁ_uffer g0 for me.

T is my desire baptized to be,

As a command, O Lord, from thee ;
To be baptized like Christ, my God,
Who was immersed in Jordan’s flood.

T is my desire around thy board

To meet the saints, my dearest Lord ;
In union with thy church to be,

And oft commune with them and thee,

'"T is my desire with saints to meet,
And wash the dear disciples’ feet ;
To do as Jesus Christ, my Lord,
Hath bid me in his holy Word.

'T is my desire to bear the cross,
And yield to all my Saviour's laws,
To follow where my Jesus leads,
In all his words, in all his deeds,

T is my desire to flee from sin,

And ever keep my conscience clean ;
For Christ to count all things but loss,
And glory in my Saviour’s cross,

'T is my desire to watch and pray,
And serve the Lord from day to day ;
To own that Jesus is my king,

And yield to him in every thing.

'T is my desire, above the rest,

To lean upon my Saviour's breast ,
To live as [ would wish to die,

And then to dwell with God on high.
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i}l%l C. M.

1 Did Christ the great exampie leave,
For all his humble train,
In washing his disciples’ feet,
And wiping them again ?
9 « If1.” the humble Jesus said,
“ Your feet have washed, 't is meet
That ye do likewise.” We obey,
And wash each other’s feet.

3 O blessed Jesus, at thy board
[ have thy children met ;
The bread I've broke, the wine I've pour’d
And now would wash their feet,

4 In imitation of my Lord,
Who blood for me did sweat ;
I vield unto his sacred word,
“And wash his children’s feet.

5 Yes, blessed Jesus, I like thee,
Would Christians often meet ;
The least of all the flock would be,
And wash the pilgrims’ feet.

6 Tor this let men reproach, defame,
And ecall'me what they will ;
I still would follow Christ, the Lamb,

And be his servant still.

(- - L. M.
‘210 Job iii. 17.

1 The grave is now a favor'd spot -
To saints who sleep, in Jesus blessed,
For there the wicked trouble not,
And there the weary are at rest.

FUNERAL HYMNS.

2 At rest in Jesus’ faithful arms ;
At rest as in a peaceful bed ;
Secure from all the dreadful storms

Which round this sinful world are spread.

8 Thrice happy souls, who're gone before
To that inheritance divine !
They labor, sorrow, gigh no more,
But bright in endless glory shine,

4 Then let our mournful tears be dry,
Or in a gentle measure flow;
We hail them happy in the sky,
And joyful wait our call to go.

216 c. M.

1 Thy word commands our flesh to dust,
‘“ Return, ye sons of men;"”
All nations rose from earth at first,
And turn to earth again.

2 A thousand ages, in thy sight,
Are like an evening gone ;
Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the rising sun.

8 [ The busy tribes of flesh and blood,
With all their lives and cares,
Are carried downwards by the flood,
And lost in following years.

4 Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all 1ts sons away ;
They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

§ Like flow’ry fields, the nations stand,

Pleased with the morning light ;
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The flowers, beneath the mower’s hand,
Lie with’ring ere 't is night. ]
6 Our God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,

Be thou our guard while troubles last,
And our eternal home,

- IR

1 Lord, what a feeble piece
Is this our mortal frame !
Our life, how poor a trifle 't is,
That scarce deserves a name,
2 Alas ! ’t was brittle clay
That built our body first ;
And every month and every day
T is mould'ring back to dust,

3 Our moments fly apace,
Nor will our minutes stay ;
Just like a flood, our hasty days
Are sweeping us away,
4 Well, if our days must fly,
We'll keep their end in sight ;

We'll spend them all in wisdom's way,

And let them speed their flight.

5 They’ll waft us sooner o’er
This life’s tempestuous sea !

Soon we shall reach the peaceful shore

Of blest eternity.

218 o

1 Thee we adore, Eternal name,
And humbly own to thee
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How feeble is our mortal frame,
What dying worms we be !

2 Our wasting lives grow shorter still,
As months and days increase,
And every beating pulse we tell
Leaves but the number less.

3 The year rolls round, and steals away
The breath which first it gave ;
Whate'er we do, where'er we be,
We're travelling to the grave.

4 Dangers stand thick thro’ all the ground
To push us to the tomb ;
And fierce diseases wait around
To hurry mortals home.

5 Good God! on what a slender thread
Hang everlasting things ;
The eternal state of all the dead
Upon life's feeble strings.

6 Infinite joy or endless woe
Attend on every breath,
And yet how unconcerned we go
Upon the brink of death.

7 Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense
To walk this dang'rous road ;

And if our souls are hurried hence,
May they be found with God.

219 s

1 And am I born to die?
To lay this body down ?
And must my trembling spirit fly
Into a world unknown ?
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“ Evil and few,” the patriarch says,
And well the patriarch knew.

2 ’T is but, at best, a narrow bound
That Heaven allows to men ;

And pains and sins run through the round
Of threescore years and ten.

3 Well, if ye must be sad and few,
Run on, my days, in haste ;

Moments of sin, and months of woe,
Ye cannot fly too fast.

4 Let heavenly love prepare my soul,
And ecall her to the skies,

Where years of long salvation roll,
And glory never dies.

1 C. M.

1 When blooming youth is snatched awa
By death’s resistless hand,

Our hearts the mournful tribute pay,
Which pity must demand.

2 While pity prompts the rising sigh,
O may this truth, imprest :

With awful power—I, too, must die—

2 A land of deepest shade,
Unpierc’d by human thought ;
The dreary regions of the dead,’
Where all things are forgot !

3 Soon as from earth I go,
What will become of me?
Eternal happiness or woe
Must then my portion be !

4- Wak'd by the trumpet's sound,
I from my grave shall rise,
And see the Judge with glory crown’d
And see the flaming skies !

tow shall I leave my tomb ?
With triumph or regret ?

A fearful or a joyful doom,
A curse or blessing meet ?

il angel bands convey
Their brother to the bar?
Or devils drag my soul away
To meet its sentence there ?

7 Who ecan resolve the doubt
That tears my anxious breast ?
Shall I be with the damn’d cast out,
Or number’d with the blest ? Sink deep in every breast.

8 T must from God be driven, 3 Let this vain world engage no more,
Or with my Saviour dwell ; r Behold the gaping tomb !
Must come at his command to heaven, It bids us seize the present hour,
Or else depart to hell. To-morrow death may come.

220 O M. 4 The voice of this alarming scene

May every breast obey ; _
1 Our days, alas ! Our mortal days Nor be the heavenly warning vain,
Are short and wretched, too ;

Which ecalls to watch and pray.
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5 O may we fly, to Jesus fly,
Whose powerful arm can save ;
Then shall our hopes ascend on high,
And triumph o’er the grave,

6 Great God ! thy sov'reign grace impart.

With cleanging, healing power ;
This only can prepare the heart
For death’s surprising hour,

£)sde) 8. M.

1 And must this body die ?
This well-wrought frame decay ?
And must these active limbs of mine
Lie mouldering in the clay ?

2 Corruption, earth, and worms
Shall but refine this flesh,
Till my triumphant spirit comes
To put it on afresh.
3 God, my Redeemer, lives, ’
And ever from the skies
Looks down and watches all my dust,
Till he shall bid it rise.
4 Array’d in glorious grace,
Shall these vile bodies shine,
And every shape and every face
Be heavenly and divine.
5 These lively hopes we owe,
Lord, to thy dying love;
O may we bless thy grace below,
And sing thy grace above !
6 Saviour, accept the praise
Of these our hamble songs
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Till tunes of nobler sounds we raise
With our immortal tongues.

223 C. M.
1 Naked as from the earth we came,
And crept to life at fifst,
We to the earth return again,
And mingle with our dust.

The dear delights we here enjoy,
And fondly call our own,
Are but short favors, borrowed now,

To be repaid anon.

3 'T is God who lifts our comforts high,
Or sinks them in the grave;
He gives, and blessed be his name |
He takes but what he gave.

4 Peace, all our angry passions, then ;
Let each rebellious sigh
Be silent at his righteous will,
And every murmur die.

5 If smiling mercy crown our lives,
Its praises shall be spread ;
And we’ll adore the justice too

That strikes our comforts dead.

224  ox
1 Why do we mourn departing friends,
Or shake at death’s alarms ?

T is but the voice that Jesus sends
To call them to his arms.

2 Are we not tending upward too,
As fast as time can move ?

L8]
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Nor would we wish the hours more slow,

To keep us from our love,

3 Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb ¢
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay,
And left a long perfume.

4 The graves of all the saints he bless'd,
And softeg’d every bed ;
Where should the dying members rest
But with their dying Head ?
5 Thence he arose, ascended high,
And showed our feet the way ;
Up to the Lord our souls shall fiy
At the great rising day.
6 Then let the last loud trumpet sound,
And bid our kindred rise ;
Awake, ye nations under ground,
e saints, ascend the skies.

225 o

1 Hark! from the tombs a doleful sound,
Mine ears attend the cry,
“Ye living men, come view the ground
Where you must shortly lie.

2 ** Princes, this clay must be your bed,
In spite of all your tow'rs ;
The tall, the wise, the rev'rend head,
Must lie as low as ours.”

3 Great God, is this our certain doom ¢
And are we still secure ¢
8till walking downward to the tomb,
And yet prepar'd no more ?

FUNERAL HYMNS. 117

L ]
4 Grant us the power of quick’ning grace,
To fit our souls to fly ;
Then, when we drop this dying flesh
We'll rise above the sky.

296 C. M.

1 Btoop down, my thoughts, that us'd to rise,
Converse a while with death :
Think how a gasping mortal lies,
And pants away his breath.

. 2 His quivering lips hang feebly down,

His pulse is faint and few,
Then, speechless, with a doleful groan,
He bids the world ‘“adieun.”

3 But oh ! the soul, that never dies,
When once it leaves the clay !
Ye thoughts, pursue it where it flies,
And track its wondrous way.

4 Up to the courts where angels dwell
It mounts, triumphing there ;
Or devils plunge it down to hell
In infinite despair !

5 And must this body faint and die ?
And must this soul remove ?
O for some guardian angel nigh,
To bear my soul above !

6 Jesus, to thy dear faithful hand

My naked soul I trust ;
And my flesh waits for thy command

To drop into the dust.
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227 L. M.

1 Remember, Lord, our mortal state, _
How frail our life, how short our date ;
Where is the man that draws his breath,
Safe from disease, secure from death ?

2 Lord, while we see whole nations die,
Our flesh and sense repine and cry,
‘“ Must death forever and reign?
Or hast thou made mmnd in vain?

3 ‘“ Where is thy promise to the just ¥
Are not thy servants turned to dust?"
But faith forbids those mournful sighs,
And sees the sleeping dust arise.

4 That glorious hour, that heavenly day,
Wi(fes the reproach of saintsaway, )
And clears the honors of thy word ;
Awake, our souls, and bless the Lord.

228 L

1 Father, we bow before thy throne ;
Our pastor’s dead ! we're left alone.
With hearts of sorrow almost broke,
We mourn and grieve beneath the stroké.

2 We oft with joy have viewed his face,
And heard thy messages of grace
In faithfulness and love proclaim’d,
Regardless whether prais'd or blam’d.

3 Thy word his guide—from thence he dre¥
His doctrines, and his precepts too,— |
From thence he learnt the heavenly road,
By which he walk'd, and rests with God.
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4 In this he powerful motives found,
In acts of mercy to abound ;
Nor did he merely others teach,
But practis’d daily what he preach’d.

9 We feel the loss of such a guide ;

~ And if his place is ¢’er supplied,
From thee the messenger must come—
We look, O Lord, to thee alone!

6 Father forgive our flowing tears!
Silence and quell our rising fears !
Send us a pastor in his room,

And guard and guide us safely home.

I 229 L. M.

1 His death we mourn, who lately stood
A herald of the mighty God ;
Proelaim’d the Saviour of our race,
And bore the message of his grace.

2 Laborious in his Master’s cause,
His view nor lucre nor applause;
To spend and to be spent, resign’d
If souls, through Christ, salvation find.

8 With pointed language, flaming zeal,
He to the conscience did appeal ;
With terror sought the soul to move,
Or draw it with the cords of love.

4 But all his labors now are o'er,
And we shall hear his voice no more ;
His dust lies silent in the tomb,
He's gone to heaven, his final home,
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: 31 C. M.

1 Thy life I read, my dearest Lord,

With transport all divine :
Thine image trace in every word,
Thy love in every line.

5 Jesus! though earthly shepherds die,
Do thou thy churches still supply
With gifts, instruction to impart—
Pastors according to thy heart.

6 May we the means of grace improve,
Lest thou our candlestick remove,
) Deprive us of the gospel light,
And leave us in the shades of night.

)¢
.2130 o
1 Wake up, my muse, condole the loss
Of those that mourn this day ;

Let tears distil on ev'ry face,
And ev'ry mourner pray.

2 Methinks I see a thousand charms
Spread o’er thy lovely face,
While infants, in thy tender arms,
Receive the smiling grace.

“1 take these lambs,” said he,
““And lay them in my breast ;
Protection they shall find in me,

9 The tyrant, Death, came rushing in,
In me be ever blest,

Last night his pow'r did show,
Out of the world this child he took, ; .
And laid its visage low. - 4 ““Death may the bands of life unloose
But can’t dissolve my love ;
-~ Millions of infant souls compose
The family above.

8 Nomore the pleasant child is seen,
To please its parent’s eye;
The tender plant, so fresh and green,
Is in eternity.
‘““ Their feeble frames my power shall raise,
And mould with heavenly skill ;
I'll give them tongues to sing my praise,
And hands to de my will.”

4 The golden bowl by death is broke,
The pitcher burst in twain;
The cistern-wheel has felt the stroke,
The lovely child is slain.

5 The winding sheet doth bind its limbs.
The coffin holds it fast ;
To-day it 's seen by all its friends,
But this must be the last,

S His words the happy parents hear,
And shout with joy divine,

“ Dear Saviour, all we have and are,

Shall be forever thine."”
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MORNING HYMNS.

232 .

1 Now the shades of night are gone ;
Now the moraing light is come ;
Lord, may we be thine to-day !
Drive the shades of sin away. .

2 Fill our souls with heavenly light ;
Banish doubt, and cleanse our sight;
In thy service, Lord, to-day,

Help us labor, help us pray.

3 Keep our haughty passions bound ;
Save us from our foes around ;
Going out, and coming in,

Keep us safe from every sin.

4 When our work of life is past,
O receive us then at last !
Night of sin will be no more,
When we reach the heavenly shore.

233 C. M.

Sabbath Morning Hymn.

1 This is the day when Christ arose
So early from the dead ;

Why should I keep my eyelids closed

And waste my hours in bed ?

2 This is the day when Jesus broke
The powers of death and hell ;
And shall I still wear Satan's yoke,
And love my sins so well ¢

MORNING HYMNS. 183

8 To-day with pleasure Christians meet,
To pray and read thy word,
And I would go, with cheerful feet,
T'o learn thy will, O Lord.

4 I'll quit the world to read and pray,
And so prepare for-heaven ;
O may I love this blessed day
The best of all the seven !

23 4: 8. M.

1 Behold the morning sun
Begins his glorious way!
His beams through all the nations run,
And life and light convey.

2 But when the gospel comes,
It spreads diviner light:
It calls dead sinners from their tombs,
And gives the blind their sight.

8 How perfeet is thy word,
And all thy judgments just !
Forever sure thy promise, Lord,
And men securely trust,

4 My gracious God, how plain
Are thy directions given !
O may [ never read in vain,
But find the path to heaven.

23 5 C. M.

1 Lord, in the morning thou shalt hear
My voice ascending high ;
Thou art my Father, lend an ear
Unto my feeble cry.
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184 HYMNS.
Haste on to that immortal shore

Where night and sleep are known no more,
There shall I soon in glory rise,

With seraphs, in a sweet surprise.

2 O lead me, keep me all this day
Near thee in perfect peace !
Help me to watch—to watch and pra,

To pray and never cease. 4 There shall I raise a morning song,

With all the vast augt}lic throng ;
There sing in everlasting peace.
- My morning song shall never cease.

237 c.

1 Once more, my soul, the rising day
Salutes thy waking eyes ;
Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay
To him who rules the skies.

2 Night unto night his name repeats,
The day renews the sound ; .
Wide as the heavens on which he sits
To turn the seasons round.

3 I know my roving feet will err,
Unless thou be my guide ;
Warn me of every foe and snare,
And keep me near thy side,

4 [O guide my heart in truth and love,
While here on earth I stay ;
O fix my mind on things above,
And keep me in the way.]

5 Then shall I pass all dangers safe,
And tread the tempter down ;
My trust, my hope, and my relief
8 in thine only Son.

6 Then let my moments smoothly run
And all my hours be gay ;
And let my evening setting sun
Launch me in endless day.

236 e

1 O ! could my soul this morning rise,
And feel that life which never dies,
I'd praise that hand with all my power®
That guarded my unguarded hours.

2 'T is he who gives me life divine ;
In him eternal joys are mine ;
Then rise, my soul, bid sloth adieu,
Thy Jesus love, and him pursue,

3 'T is he supports 1111}' m;rtl,a_l f;t:il:é
My tongue shall speak his -
My sins \%.ould rouse his wrath to flame,
And yet his wrath delays.

4 [On a poor worm thy power might tread,
And I could ne’er withstand ; b
Thy justice might have crushed me dead,

But merey held thy band.

5 A thousand wretched souls are fled

Since the last setting sun ;
And yet thou length’nest out my thread,

And yet my woments run. |
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186 HHYMNS.

3 Numbers, this night, great God, have met
' Their long, eternal doom,
And lost their joys of morning light

In death’s tremendous gloom.

4 Numbers on restless beds still lie,
And still their woes bewail ;

While we, by thy kind hand uprais’d,
A thousand pleasures feel.

5 To thee, great God, in thankful songs
Our morning thoughts arise ;

Propitious, in thy Son, accept
TRB willing sacrifice,

240 L. M.

1 This morning let my praise arise,

To him who all my need supplies ;

To him who watched me through the night,
And brought me to the morning light.

3 May I this day, through grace, pursue
1 work assign’d for me to do :

And when my work on earth is doue,

May angels bear my spirit home.

24:]_ C. M.

1 My gracious God has brought me through
Another darksome night ;

Again mine eyes his work can view
In open morning light.

® Through all the night, while I have slept,

Insensible of pain,
The gracious hand of God has kept,
And raised me up again,

6 Dear God, let all my hours be thine,
Whilst I enjoy the light;
Then shall my sun in smiles decline,
And bring a pleasant night.

238 8. M.

1 See how the morning sun
Pursues his shining way,
And wide proclaims his Maker’s praise
With every brightening ray.

2 Thus would my rising soul
Its heavenly Parent sing,
And to its great Original
The humble tribute bring.

3 Serene I laid me down
Beneath his guardian care ;
I slept, and I awoke and found
My kind Preserver near.

4 My life I would anew
Devote, O Lord, to thee ;
And in thy service I would spend
A long eternity.

9239 C. M.

1 With thee, great God, the stores of light
And stores of darkness lie ;
Thou formed the sable robe of night,
And spread’st it round the sky.

2 And when with welcome slumbers p
We close our weary eyes,
Thy power, unseen, secures our rest,
And makes us joyous rise,

'
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o

1 O Saviour, hear me when I pray !
Remember I am thine !
I walk before thee all the day,
And fear and love thy name.

* 2 Now let me rest my weary head,
From earthly troubles iree ; |
And when I'm slumb’ring on my bed,
May I be still with thee.
3 This be my evening sacrifice,
As my day’s work is done,
Nor let a gloomy cloud arise
On this day’s setling sun. '
4 Protect me through this lonely night
ill dav appears again ; Y
. Tlrxlt‘alr?eir']y,pmgith the morning light,
I'll praise thy glorious name.

5 Ithank thee fﬂl‘fll‘{j’ ﬂa:ﬂ y food—
A gracious gift is this.
I lmﬁ to thee for every ﬂf)ﬂd:
And hope for future bliss.

24:4 C. M.

1 Dread Sov'reign, let my !even'mg song
Like holy incense rise
Aggist the offerings of my tongue
To reach the lofty skies.

he day
9 Through all the dangers of the day,
Thyghand was still my guard ;
And still to drive my wants away
Thy mercy stood prepar d.

188 HYMNS,

3 Thus brought to view, the morning sul

Begins his glorious way ;

May I set out afresh to run,
And my kind God obey.

4 Let me this day, with anxious zeal,
Devote my time to God ;
And freely may I do his will,
And rest upon his word.

5 And when my life’'s short day shall close
In death’s tremendous night,
Then may I have a sweet repose
In an immortal light,

EVENING HYMNS,

242 C. M.

1 Indulgent Father, by whose care
I've passed another day,
Let me this night thy mercies share,
And teach me how to pray.

2 Show me my sins, and how to mourn ]
My guilt before thy face;

Direct me, Lord, to Christ alone,
And save me by thy grace.

3 Let each returning night declare
The tokens of thy love ;
And every hour thy grace prepare
My soul for joys above,
4 And when on earth Icloge mine eyes
To sleep in death’s embrace,
Let me to heaven and glory rise,
T” enjoy thy smiling face,
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3 Perpetual blessings from above
Encompass me around ;
But O! how few returns of love
Hath my Creator found,

4 Lord, with this guilty heart of mine,
To thy dear cross | flee ;
And to thy grace my soul resign,
To be renewed by thee.

5 Sprinkled afresh with pard’'ning bleod,
[ lay me down to rest,
As in th’ embraces of my God,
Or on my Saviour’s breast.

245 C. M.

1 Thou Sonof God, whose flaming eyes
Our inmost thoughts perceive,
Accept the evening sacrifice
Which now to thee we give.

2 We bow before thy gracious throne,
And think ourselves sincere :
But show us, Lord, is every one
Thy real worshipper ?

3 Is there a soul that knows thee not,
Nor feels his want of thee?
A stranger to the blood which bought
His pardon on the tree ?

4 Convince him now of unbelief,
His desp'rate state explain,
And fill his heart with sacred grief,
And penitential pain,

EVENING HYMNS, 191

- 5 Speak with that voice that wakes the dead,

And bid the sleeper rise,
And bid his guilty conscience dread

The death that never dies.

246 o~

1 Now from the altar of our hearts
Let flames of love arise ;
Assist us, Lord, to offer up
Our evening sacrifice.

2 Minutes and mercies multiplied

Have made up all this day ;
Minutes came quick, but mercies were

More swift and free than they.

3 New time, new favor, and new joys,
Do a new song require ;
Till we shall praise thee as we would,
Accept our heart’s desire.

4 Lord of our days, whose hand hath set
New time upon our score; :
Thee may we praise for all our time,
When time shall be no more.

24.7 L. M.

1 O Jesus, may we praise thy name !
Thy love, thy goodness is the same :
Through all this day thy hand was nigh ;
Let loudest praise ascend the sky.

2 Our evening praises, Lord, receive ;
Ourselves, our all, to thee we'd give :

Let peace surround us all this night,
Andpl?eap us safe till morning light.
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3 And when the night of death shall come,
Take us, thy weary pilgrims, home ;
Take us to heaven, thy dwelling-place,
" Where we may sing redeeming grace.

V48R C. M.

I Indulgent (God, whose bounteous care
- O’r all thy works is shown,
O let my grateful praise and prayer
Arise before thy throne.

2 What mercies has this day bestow’d |
How largely hast thou blest !
My cup with plenty overflow'd,
With cheerfulness my breast.

3 Now may soft slumbers close my eyes
From pain and sickness fre« '
And let my waking thoughts arise
To meditate on thee.

4 Thus bless each future day and night
Till life’s vain scene is o’er,
And then to realms of endless light
O let my spirit soar '

. 249 8. M.

I Another day is past,
The hours forever fled ;
And time is bearing me in haste
To mingle with the dead.

2 Perhaps my closing eyes
No more may hail the light,
Seal’'d up before the morning rise,
In everlasting night,

EVENING MHYMNS. 193

3 This mortal frame nmust lie
Unconscious in the tomb :
But O! where will my spirit fly,
And what will be her doom ?

4 Jesus, if thou art mine,
O let thy heavenly voice
Coenfirm my hope with love divine
And make my soul rejoice.

9 Then shall my closing eyes,
Contented, sink to rest ;
Then, if to-night this body dies,
My spirit shall be blest.

250 S. M.

1 The day is past and gone ;
The evening shades appear ;
O may we all remember well,
The night of death draws near,

2 We lay our garments by,
Upon our beds to rest ;
So death will soon disrobe us all
Of what we lLere possess.

3 Lord, keep us safe this night,
Secure from every fear,
May angels guard us while we sleep
Till morning light appear.

4 And when we' early rise,
And view the unwearied sun,

May we set out to win the prize,
And afier glory run,
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5 And when our days are past,

And we from time remove,

O may we in thy bosom rest!
The bosom of thy love,

251 L. M.

1 Thus far the Lord has led me on,
Thus far his power prolongs my days,
And every evening shall make known
Some fresh memorial of his grace.

2 Much of my time has run to waste,
And I perhaps am near my home ;
But he forgives my follies past,
And gives me strength for days to come

3 I lay my body down to sleep,
Peace be the pillow for my head ;
While well-appointed angels keep
Their watchful station round my bed.

. 4 Iu vain the sons of earth and hell
Tell me a thousand frightful things ;
My God in safety makes me dwell
Beneath the shadow of his wings.

5 Thus, when the night of death shall come, |

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,
And wait His voice t’ unlock my tomb,
With sweet salvation in the sound.

ORDINATION OF MINISTERS. 195

ORDINATION OF MINISTERS,
45, ¢, M.

1 Chief Shepherd of thy chosen sheep,
From death and sin set free,

May all thy under shepherds keep
Their eye intent on thee.

® With plenteous grace their hearts prepare
To execute thy will—
Compassion, patience, love and care,
And faithfulness and skill.

3 Inrﬁam_e their minds with holy zeal
Their flocks to feed and teach ;

Aut‘i let them live and let them feel
The sacred truths they preach.

253  ox

1 Let Zion’s watchmen all awake,
- And take th’alarm they give ;
ht.”:w let them from the mouth of God
T'heir solemn charge receive,

2 'T is not a cause of small import

The pastor’s care demands,
But what might fill an angel’s heart,
And fill'd a Saviour’s hands,

8 They watch for souls, for which the Lord

Did heav’'nly bliss forego ;
For souls which must forever live
In raptures or ip woe,




196 HYMNS,

4 May they that Jesus whom they preach
Their own Redeemer see ;
And watch thou daily o'er their souls,
That they may watch for thee.

254 Bk
1 If you would win a soul to God,
Then tell him of the Saviour’s blood— |

Tell him how Jesus’ bowels moved
Towards him with redeeming love.

2 And tell him how the streams did glide
From Jesus’ hands, and feet, and side ;
And how his head with thorns was crown’d,
And how his soul with grief was drown’d.

3 Ah! tell him how he suffer’d death,
And freely yielded up his breath,
And died, and rose, with God to plead,
That rebels might from sin be freed.

4 Tell him 't is free and saving grace
Which teaches men to seek his face,
And help them choose the better part,
And brings salvation to the heart.

5 Explain to him that liberty
Wherewith Christ Jesus makes us free ;
And the sweet joys of sins forgiven,
An earnest of the joys of heaven.

6 Then tell him he that does believe
And is baptizéd shall be saved ;
But he that slights the Lord’s command
And disbelieveth, shall be damn’d.

SONGS, 197

255 s

1 Ye messengers of Christ,
His sovereign voice obey ;
Arise | and follow where Le leads,
And peace attend your way.

2 The Master whom yon serve
Will needful strength bestow ;
Depending on his sovereign aid,
With sacred courage go.

3 Mountains shall sink to plains,
_And hell in vain oppose ;
The cause is God’s, and must prevail
In spite of all his foes.

4 Go, spread a Saviour's fame,
And tell his matchless grace
To the most guilty and deprav’d
Of Adam’s num'rous race,

E.. SONGS.
| 2;)6 L. M.—John Colby.
A Travelling Preacher.

1 O! if poor sinners could but know
How much for them I undergo,
They would not treat me with contempi.
Nor curse me when I say “ Repent.”’

2 Give credit now to what I say,
And mind it till the judgment day ;
Of God I'm sent, constrained to go,
To call upon both high and low.




198 SONGS.

3 And woe is me if I refrain
From going forth in God’s great name :
A dispensation 1've received, |
And my kind friends I now must leave.

4 My parents’ house I bid adieu,
My toilsome journey to pursue ;
To distant elimes I now repair,
To eall poor sinners far and near.

5 But O, the trials of my heart,
To think I must with parents part ;
In tears I left them, fill’d with grief,
I could not give their hearts relief.

6 They brought me up with tender care,
And for my health no pains did spare ;
Fxposed themselves both night and day,
While fevers wore my flesh away.

=~

My loving brethren think it strange
That I should leave my nearest friends ;
My sisters wonder where I am,

That I do not return to them.

8 Ye list’ning nations, pray give ear,
While I to you the truth declare ;
May wisdom now inspire my heart,
My joys and sorrows to impart.

H Through winds, and storms of rain and
Both day and night, I Lkave to go, [snoWs
To attend th’ appointments [ have made,

Or find a place to lay my head.

SONGS, 196

257 L. M.—John Colby.

1 Through sultry climes and deserts wide
I am directed by my guide ;
No cooling streams to quench my thirst,
If I for want should turn to dust,

2 1 draw no pension here below,
To pay my charges as I go;

I go forth on my own expense,
And trust in God for my delence.

3 Ofttimes with hunger I grow faint ;
I travel on till almost spent ;

I find no friend or helper nigh,

But Him who hears the raven’s ery.

4 Through streams and rivers deep and wide,

Both high and swift, I have to ride:
The rolling current beats with force,
And often drives me from my course,

% The thunder roars, when clouds arise,

Tempest and darkness veil the skies;
All nature trembles at the sound,
And wet and cold I'm often found.

- 6 But greater perils wait me yet,

When I with my false bretiiren meet ;
Thﬁu_- clothing is much like the saints,
But God abhors their false pretence.

71 do not limit conflicts here,

'1:11& foes within 1 have to fear;
im often into bondage brought,
n ways that I but little thought.
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5 In the deserts let me labor ;
On the mountains let me tell
Hu-:v he died—the blessed Saviour—
To redeem a world from hell.
_Let me hasten,
Far in heathen lands to dwell.

6 Bear me on, thou restless ocean,
Let the winds my canvas swell ;
Heaves my heart with warm emotion
Wihile 1 go far hence to dwell, :
4 'Glad I bid thee,
Native land, farewell, farewell,

—
259 o
1 Come on, my brethren in the Lord,
Whose hearts are joined in one,
Hold up your heads with courage bold,
Your race is almost run :
Above the clouds behold him stand,
And smiling bid you come,
Alrld angels whisp'ring you away
I'o your eternal home.

2 Go see a pilgrim as le dies,

With glory in his view ;

To heav’n he lifts his longing eyes,
And bids the world adieu ;

While friends are weeping all around,
And loath to let him go,

He shouts with his expiring breath,
And leaves them all below,

3 O Christians, are youn ready now
To eross the swelling flood ;
On Canaan’s happy shore 1o stand,
And see your smiiing God ?

8 But yet I hear a heavenly voice
Saying, “ Arise, in me rejoice ;
Go to the world’s remotest bound,
I'll be thy Friend when foes surround.”

258 8s, 78, and 4.—8. F. Smith.

The Missionary’s Farewell.

1 Yes, my native land, I love thee;
All thy scenes I love them well :
Friends, connections, happy country,
Can 1 bid you all farewell ?
Can I leave you,
Far in heathen lands to dwell 2

9 Home ! thy joys are passing lovely—
Joys no stranger-heart can tell :
Happy home, indeed I love thee:
Can I, can I say, “ Farewell ?
Can I leave thee,
Far in heathen lands to dwell?

3 Scenes of sacred peace and pleasure,
Holy days and Sabbath bell,
' Richest, brightest, sweetest treasure,
Can I say a last farewell?
Can I leave you,
Far in heathen lands to dwell?

v

4 Yes, I hasten from fuu gladly—
From the scenes I love so well ;
Far away, ye billows, bear me:
Lovely, native land, farewell :
Pleased I leave thee,
Far in heathen lands to dwell,
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The dazzling charms of that bright world
- Attract my soul above :
y tongue shall shout redeeming grace
When perfected in love,

Go on, my brethren in the Lord,
I'm bound to meet you there ;

Although we tread enchanted ground,
Be bold and never fear,

Fight on, fight on, ye valiant souls,
The land appears in view ;

I hope to gain fair Canaan’s ghore,
And there to meet with you.

260 8= and 7s.

1 Dark and thorny is the desert
Through which pilgrims make their way;
Yet beyond this vale of sorrow
Lie the fields of endless day ;
Fiends loud howling through the desert
Make them tremble as they go,
And the fiery darts of Satan
Often bring their courage low.

2 O young soldiers, are you weary
Of the roughness of the way ?
Does your strength begin to fail you,
And your vigor 10 decay ?
Jesus, Jesus will go with you,
He will lead you to his throne :
He who dy’d his garments for you
And the wine-press trod alone.

3 He whose thunder shakes creation,
He who bids the planets roll ;
He who rides upon the tempest,
And whose sceptre sways the whole,

SONGS, 203

Round him are ten thousand angels,
Ready to obey command,
They are always hov'ring rouik you,
Till you reach the heav’'nly land.
4 There on flow'ry hills of pleasure
Lie the fields of endless rest ;
Love and joy and peace forever
Reign and triumph in your breast.
Who can paint the scenes of glory
Where the ransom’d dwell on high ?
They on golden harps forever
Sound redemption through the sky!

o Millions there of flaming seraphs
Fly across the heav’'nly plain,
Where they sing immortal praises ;
Glory, glory, is their strain.
But methinks a sweeter concert
Makes the heavenly arches ring, .
And a song is heard in Zion
Which the angels cannot sing.

6 O the crowns! how bright they sparkle,
Which to saints will then be given,
And the mansions, how celestial,
Jesus hath for them in heaven :
Hail ! ye happy, happy spirits,
Death no more shall make you fear ;
Grief or sorrow, pain or anguish,
Shall no more distress you there,

261

Tunes.—Redemption, Imandra.

1 Come, friends and relations, let's join heart and hand,
The voice of the turtle is heard in the land ;
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Let's all walk together and follow the sound,
And march to the place where redemption is found

2 The place it is hidden by reason of sin,
Alas! you don't see the sad state you arein ;
You are blinded, polluted, in prison and pain,
O how can such rebels redemption obtain ¥

5 The place is in Jesus: to him if you'll go,
yon'll there find redemption from sorrow and woe:
And though yon are wounded and bruised by the fall,
Rise up and press forward, for you he doth call.

4 And you, my dear brethren, who love my dear Lord.
Whose sins have been pardon'd through faith in his
Let patience attend you, wherever you be, [word
And sing for redemption, o full and =o free.

5 And when th’ archangel's trumpet shall sound,
And wake all the nations that sleep undcr ground,
The sound of that trumpet will bid us arise
And meet our Redeemer with joy in the gkies.

& Then freed from all gin, and redeeméd from death,
Redeem'd from corruption, redeem’d from the earth,
Redeeméd from sorrow, redeeméd from pain,
we'll shont free redemption through heaven’s bright

262 5

1 How painfully pleasing the fond recollection
Of youthful connection and innocent joy,
When, blest with parental advice and affection,
Surrounded with mereies and peace from on high,
1 still view the chairs of my father and mother,
The seats of their offspring as ranged on each hand,
And that richest of books, which excels every other,
The family Bible that lay on the stand.

SONGS., 205
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The old-fashioned Bible, the dear blessed Bible,
The family Bible that lay on the stand.

2 The Bible, the volume of God’s inspiration,

At morning and evening could yield us delight,

And the prayer of our sire was a sweel invocation
For mercy by day and for safety by night :

Our hymns of thanksgiving with harmony swelling,
All warm from the heart of the family band,

Half rais'd us from earth to that rapturous dwelling
Described in the Bible that lay on the stand.

3 Ye scenes of enjoyment, long have we been parted,

My hope almost gone, and my parents no more,

In sorrow and sadness I live, broken-hearted,
And wandcer alone on a far distant shore,

Yet why should I doubt a dear Saviour’s protection,
Forgetfu! of gifts from his bountiful hand ?

O let me with patience receive his correction,
And think of the Bible that lay on the stand.

263 C. M.—7s and 6s.

1 Drooping saints, no longer grieve,
Heaven is propitious ;
If on Christ you do believe,
You will find him precious.

2 Jesus now is passing by,
Call the mourner to ﬂlm :
He has died for you and I,
Now:look up and view him.

3 From his hands, his feet, his side,
Runs a healing fountain ;
See the consolation tide,
Boundless as the ocean,
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4 See the living waters move
For the sick and dying;
Now resolve to gain his love,
Or to perish trying.

5 Grace's store is always free,
Drooping souls to gladden :
Jesus calls, *“ Come unto me |
Weary, heavy laden.”

6 Though your sins like mountains Ligh
Rise and reach to heaven,
Soon as you on him rely,
‘“ All shall be forgiven.”

7 Now, methinks, I hear one say,
“1 will go unto him ;
If he takes my sins away,
Surely I shall love him,”

8 Streaming mercy, how it flows !
Now I know, [ feel it ;
Half has never yet been told,
Yet I want to tell it.

9 Jesus’ blood has heal’d my wounds,

Oh ! the wondrous story ;

I was lost, but now I'm found—
Glory ! glory ! glory !

10 Glory to my Saviour's name,

Saints are bound to love him :

Mourners, you may do the same,
Only co.ne and prove him,

11 Heaven'’s here and heaven ’s there,
Glory 's here and yonder ;
Brightest seraphs shout amen,
While all the angels wonder.

SONGS. 207

2064 L. M.

I “We've found the Rock,” the trav’lers
cried,
“The Stone that all the prophets tried ;
Come, children, drink the balmy dew,
"I was Christ that shed it new for you.”

2 This costly mixture cures the soul,
Which sin and guilt has made so foul :
It makes me happy while I sing,
And shout salvation to my King.

3 Here's glory, glory in my soul,
Come, mourners, see the current roll ;
O that you would believe in God,
And wash in Christ’s most precious blood

4 O Christians, we have heav'n to-night ;
It shines around with dazzling light, -
And in this light we'll soar away
Where there's no night, but endless day.

O children, children, bear the cross,

And count the world below as dross ;
We'll bear the cross, and wear the crown,
And by our Father’s side sit down. "t

i O hearken, children, Christ is come,
The bride is ready, let us run !
His grace will feed our hungry souls,
While love divine eternal rolls.

His fiery chariot makes its way,

To welcome us to endless day ;
There glitt’ring millions we shall join
To praise the Prince of David’s line.

=

e
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265 11e,

1 How firm a foundation, ve saints of the Lord,
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word !
What more can he say than to yon he hath said ?

You, who unto Jesus for refuge have fled,

2 In every condition, in sickness, in health,
In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth :
At home and abroad, on the land, on the gea,
As thy days may demand shall thy strength ever be,

3 Fear not, I am with thee, O be not dismay'd,
I, Iam thy God, and will till give thee aid :
I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to
stand,

Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.

When through the deep waters I call thee to go,
‘he rivers of woe shall not thee overflow - i
Twi'. be with thee, thy troubles to bless,
ne fy to thee thy deepest distress,

agh flery trials thy pathway shall lie,
O & all-suflicient, ghall be thy supply ;
LWOT 28 shall not hurt thee—I only design
0% Lo consnme and thy gold to refine.

.ven down to old age all my people shall prove
My sov'reign, eternal, unchangeable love :
And when boary hairs shall their temples adorn,
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne.

7 The soul that on Jesus hath lean'd for repose,
I will not, I will not desert to its foes :
That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake.
I'll never, no never, no never forsake,
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1

o

Afflictions, though they seem severe,
Are oft in merey =ent ;
They stopt the prodigal’s career,
And eaus’d him to repent.
Although he no relenting felt
Till he had spent his store,
His stubborn heart began to melt
When famine pinch'd him sore.
““ What have I gain’d by sin,” he said,
** But hunger, shame, and fear ?
My father's house abounds with bread
While I am starving here.
I'll go and tell him all I've done,

Fall down before his face : !
Unworthy to be called a son, R
'l sne{( a servant’s place.” .
His father gaw him coming backi' pox.

He saw, and ran, and smil’d, o
And threw his arms around thé''ne
Of his rebellious child. o 1l
“ Father, I've gsinn’d, but oh forgis. . !
“ Enough,” the father said ; _raplt T
‘ Rejoice, my house, my son’s alives 7
For whom I mourn’d as dead.
“Now let the fatted calf be slain,
And spread the news around ;
My son was dead, but lives again,
Was lost, but now is found. L
'T is thus the Lord his love reveals.
To call poor ginners home;
More than a father's love he feels,
And welcomes all that come.
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5 Come, then, poor sinners, come away,
We call you all around ;
T is the accepted, promis’d day,
Wuen gospel grace ahounds.
Come, mourning souls, 10 sesus come,
Whose blood for you aton’d ;

His heart, his bands and church have
We therefore bid you come.  |room,

267 s

-
1 Salem’s bright King, Jesus by name,
In ancient time to Jordan came,
All righteousness to iill ;
"T'was there the ancient Baptist stood,
Whose name was Johr, a man of God,
To do his Master's will.
2 The holy Jesus did demand
His right to be baptizéd then
The Baptist gave consent,
On Jordan’s banks they did appear,
The Baptist and his Master dear,
Then down the bank they went.
3 Down in old Jordan’s rolling stream,
The Baptist led the holy Lamb,
And there did him baptize ;
Jehovah saw his darling Son,
And was well pleased in what he'd done.
And own’d him from the skies.
4 The opening heaven now complies,
The Holy Ghost like lightning Gics
Down from the eourts above,
And on the holy heavealy Lamb
The Spirit lights and does remain,
In shape like a fair dove.
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b *“ This is my Son,” Jehovah cries,

The echoing voice from glory flies,
“ O children ! hear ye him.”
Hark ! ’t is his voice, behold, he cries,
“ Repent, believe, and be baptiz'd,
And wash away your sins.”

- 6 Come, children, come, his voice obey,

Salem’s bright King has marked the way,
And has a erown prepar'd ;

O then arise and give consent,

Walk in the way that Jesus went,
And have the great reward.

1 Believing children, gather round,

And let your joyful songs abound,
With cheerful hearts arise ;

See, here is water, here is room,

A loving Saviour calling, * Come,
O children, be baptized.”

8 Beliold, his servant waiting stands,

With willing heart and ready hands
To wait upon the Bride ;

Ye candidates, your hearts prepare,

And let us join in solemn prayer,
Down by the water-side.

268 L M.

1 Ye brethren who profess the Lord,

I pray draw near and hear a word ;
Lift up your eyes, behold and see
What a good God has done for me!

2 O’erwhelm’d with guilt, in deep distress,

I day or night could take no rest;
But when in sad extremity,
The Lord reveal’d his love to me,
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4 When I by faith was brought to see
My Jesus bleeding on the tree,
My soul with joy and sorrow flow’d,
That he should bear my guilty load.

4 My heart, that was so dreadful hard,
Was melted down in love to God !
My soul was humbled to the ground
When I the blessed Jesus found.

5 Then on my bended knees did fall—
O Jesus ! he was all in all!
Yea, where to go I did not know,
For I did love my Jesus so.

6 And now, my friends who love the Lord
I pray live nearer to his word :
Aund don’t you hurt that wounded side
Of my dear Jesus crucified,

269

1 Hail, thon blest morn when the great Mediator
Down from the regions of glory descends !
Shepherds ! go worship the babe in the manger ;
Lo! for his guide the bright angels attend.
CHORUS.
Brightest and best of the sons of the morning !
Shine on our darkness, and lend us thine aid.
Star in the East, the horizon adorning,
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.

11, 10.

2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are ghinirg ;
Low lies his bed with the heasts of the stall :
Angels adore him, in slumber reclining—
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all.
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8 Say, shall we yield him a costly d.ev:'-:m:m,

Odors of Edom, and off rings divine: .
Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean ; .
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine

"ai hlation,
4 Vainly we offer each ample 0 ;
"4.'&511}' with gold would his fayor secure ;
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration ;
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

5 Low at his feet we in humble prnﬁlratmnq ’
Lo=e xll our sorrow and trouble and strife :
There we receive his divine l:oum]utim'::r
Flowing afresh from the fountain of life.

6 He is our Friend in the midst of tempmt:?;i
Faithful Supporter, whose lﬂ"'fuﬂ"!:v:;:un .
Rock of our refuge, and Hope 0 ‘a ol
Light to direct us through death’s gloomy vale,

7 Star of the morning, thy brightness, dt]::‘:l:;;:lf,
Shortly must fade when the Sun dot e,

i ternal
Beaming refulgent, his glory ¢
Shines on the children of love in the skies.

270
1 With gladness, dear brethren: we meetdn:: tl;is p:::e:,
To speak and to hear of God's rich and free grace:

For all that are needy, afflicted nnd‘]::ot:';m
The Saviour has balsam and riches 1 )

11s.

2 If hungry and thirsty and burdened with gn:!:"
For yuT; the dear Saviour his blood frt.;?ly spilt
If naked and wounded, just re&d:v to die, 1
He waits from his fulness your wanis 10 supply.




214 SONGS SONGS. 215

3 They now rejoice as free from pain,
And think their enemies are slain ;
They make no doubt but all is well,
And Satan hurl’d quite down to hell.

4 They wonder why old saints don’t sing
An?ma.ke the heavenly arches ring
With joyful hallelujahs round,
Because a prodigal is found. ‘

5 But ’tis not long before they feel

Their feeble souls begin to reel ; _
They think their former hopes are v&tm,_
They're filled with sorrow, grief and pain,

| g 9
6 Where, feeble child, is now thy song!

) Andewhere'n the music of ‘;‘hyﬁwnguﬂ ?

“ Alas ! I fear that I’'m undone, =

And have from first to last been wrong.

arms, and face the ﬁe_:ld .
Gird on your harness, sword and shield ,

in fai rer yield
Stand fast in faith, and never yleld,
And soon the conguest will be gain d.

8 If Satan comes to tempt again, :
And tells you that your King was slain,

Be bold to say he rose again,
And promises that saints shall reign.

272

1 Dearest Lord, thou hast commanded

All thy family to pray ; D
Promised good thou hast appoin
Through this medium to convey.

8 You ‘re welcome, poor sinuers, no longer delay,
The gospel invites youn to Jesus to-day ;
If you are but willing, yon need not to doubt,
For those that come to him he will not cast out.

4 On parting, my brethren, I give you my hand,
In token of friendship, that uniting band :
Since we here together no longer can stay,

Be sure you continue devoutly to pray,

$ Farewell, my dear brethren, belov'd of the Lord,
The footsteps of Jesus you'll find in his word :
Then follow your Leader wherever he goes,
Stand fast and unshaken whatever opjose.

G The time 't is approaching when Christ shall appeaz
In glory, and then all his saints shall be there ;
No fear then of parting, no grief nor complaint
Shall ever be heard from the tongue of a =aint,

7 But praise and thanksgiving shall be cur employ,
Our souls always feasting, yet never shall cloy ;
New scenes then unfolding new joys will afford :
All glory and honor and praise to the Lord )

71 L M.

1 When converts first begin to sing,
T'heir happy souls are on the wing ;
Their theme is all-redeeming love ;
Fain would they be with Christ above,

2 With admiration they behold
The love of Christ, which ean’t be told ;
They view themselves on Canaan’s shere,
And think the conflict now is o'er.

7 Come, take up
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2 Yes, to all thy praying le
Thou hast promised ﬁgpmr;
And thy wondrous condescension
Honors much the path of prayer.

3 Jesus, thou exalted Saviour,
On thy promise we rely ;
Comfort every mourning spirit,
Answer every feeble cry.

4 From thy glorious throne of mercy

Heav’nly cordials now impart 1
Exercise thy tender pity ’
O’er the sinner's broken heart,

5 May we all who love the Saviour
Often to his throne repair :
Feel the sweets of his compassion

While engaged in solemn prayer.

6 Lord, attend our supplications

Let thy merey on us roll :
Come, O come, thou kind Redeemer
Comfort every praying soul. ;

273  ox

1 Brethren, I bid you all farewell
And from my very heart :
Affectionately I do tell
That you and I must part.

2 And if I see you not again
I trust that I can n:f: f
M): labor shall not be in vain
I'hat I have spent this day,
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3 1 trust I can to record call,
All you that hear me now ;
I have declar’'d God's counsel all,
As he did me endow.
4 1 now depart, 1 leave you here,
I leave you with the Lord,
And may we all henceforth appear
To be of one accord.
5 And if we part to meet no more,
While we on earth remain,
O may we meet on Canaan’s shore,
And never part again.
6 There we shall meet to sing God’s praise,
And all his wonders tell,
And triumph in his holy ways ;
So, brethren, fare you well.

274 7 6.

1 Come, all ye weary travellers,
Now let us join and sing
The everlasting praises
Of Jesus Christ, our King.
We've had a tedious journey,
And tiresome, 't is true,
But see how many dangers
The Lord has brought us through ’
92 At first, when Jesus found us,
He called us unto him,
And pointed out the danger
Of falling into sin.
The world, the flesh and Satan
Would prove a fatal snare,
Unless we did reject them
By faith and humble prayer
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3 But by our disobedience,

With serrow we confess,
We have had long to wander
In a dark wilderness,
Wherein we might have faintea
In that enchanted ground,
But now and then a cluster
Of pleasant grapes we found.

The pleasant fruits of Canaan
Give life and joy and peace,
Revive our drooping spirits,
And love and strength increase,
To confess our Lord and Master,
And run at his command,
And hasten on our journey
Unto the promised land.

With faith and hope and patience

We're made for to rejoice,
And Jesus and his people
Forever are our choice.
In grace and consolation
We now are going on
The pleasing way to Canaan,
Where Jesus Christ is gone,

Sinners, why stand you idle,
While we do march along ?

Hag conscience never told you
That you are going wrong,

Down the broad road to darkness,
To bear an endless curse ?

Forsake your ways of sinning
And come and go with us.
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7 Bat if you will refuse it,
We bid vou all farewell ;
- We're on the road to Canaan,

And you the road to hell.

We 're sorry for to leave you ;
We'd rather you would go ;

Come, try a bleeding Saviour,
And see the waters flow.

8 Now to the King Immortal
Be everlasting praise ;
For in his holy service
We long to spend our days
Till we arrive at Canaan,
The celestial world above,
With everlasting wonder,
To praise redeeming love,

275  m

1 The Lord is the fountain of goodness and love !
In Eden once flowing in streams from above ;

Refresh'd, every moment, the first happy pair,
Till sin al,opp‘:i?thu current, aud hruugﬁt E:fdeupntr

2 O wretched condition! what anguish and pain !
They thirst for a fountain, but svek it in vain !
To sin’~ bitter waters they fly for relief;
They drink, and the draught butincreases their grief,

3 Glad tidings, glad tidings, no more we complain,

Our Jesus has opened the funntaip again !
Now, mingled wr;fh mercy, enrich'd with free grace,

In Zion 'tis flowing; come, sinners, and taste.

4 How ha the prospect, how pleasant the road,
When lnepI {{awn Ehe m‘um by the angel of God !
Though narrow at first, yet we find it at last
A river so boundless it cannot be pass'd.
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; dition
4 ¥ For you I still mourn while I view your con ’
5 Come, sinners, poor sinners, 't is boundless and free: - X rdition !
In Zion "t is flowing, tis open'd for thee. | Itremble lest you may sink i“t.ﬂ g nd Physician
This water has virtue to heal all complaints, O turn to the Saviour, the soul’s gra el ’
Come drink, ye diseas'd, and rejoice with the saints. Who now stands inviting and bidding you come.
. 6 Say not, * I'm a sinner, and must not partake ;" P | rell. old and young, sinners, brethren and kin-
For this very reason the Lord bids you take : b Fi;ﬁ:::i;nre L ;ﬂectlﬂﬂ I bid you adien ! [dred,

Say not too unworthy, the vilest of all,
For such (not the righteous) the Lord came to cail,

7 Ho! all ye poor sianers, ye halt and ye blind,

My Saviour commands me, 1 must not be hindered,
The way lies before me, and I must pursue.
* O Jesus, be with me, my friend ard my Saviour,

Ye penitent mourners, here life you may find : :
The Spirit iuvites you, the Bride bids y{;u come, Protect and defend me from all harm and danger,
O call all your neighbors, for yet there is room. 3 To heaven at last bring this exile and stranger,
2 7P 12, 11 1 To sing hallelujahs forever above.
) 14
1 Farewell, my dear kindred, whose love needs no 277 .
token, Jesus Reigns.
To think I must leave you, grief pains myv poor .
.. heart; . 1 Hear the royal proclamation,
With parents the tenderest of ties must be broken, The glad tidings of salvation,
And, brothers and sisters, with you I must part. Published to every creature
Though you I must leave, yet in hope of salvation, - o M ' f nature ¥
I frecly can part with each friend and relation, Of the ruin’d sons of nal "
And patiently wander throughout wide creation, ' Jesus reigns |
To point dying sinners to Jesus® blood. He reigns victorious
' ious
2 Farewell, mv dear brethren in Jesus, my Saviour, Over heaven and B&Tt_hs m::}st glorious,
Bt‘_i?l'il'ith whoui ¥ so uf;eu Eweet connsel have took ; Jesus relgns’
Il press on your journey, watch 1 r be- i
havior, : ¥ ch well your 2 See the royal banner flying,
Obey ]Chl:&t‘ﬂ commands aud for strength to him Hear the heralds loudly erying,
0oK. i al favor
My Saviour commands me, and T st leave B:ebel_ amner,s. rox i
¥ it must now lea Now is offer’d by the Sn;mﬂlll&
ﬁul lims 1, sa;,ld;e:{?otim}m! IIf‘ti. partingnot grieve you, Jesus reigns, &cC.
cjoice in that day when I hope to receive you. - i
%hen parting and sorrow shall pai:z us u{:: more : s Here, ye sons of wrath and r“m'd .
8 Farewell, young companions, who long have been Here are life and free salvaln
SPestin Offer'd to the whole creatio

In sin’s giddy maze, where I once carcless trod :
There happiness long you have vainly been secking
Where you neer can find it ; O turn to my God '

Jesus reigns, &c.
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4 'T was for vou that Jesus died,
For you a God was crucified,
He conquer’d death and rose to heaven.
Eternal life through Lim is given.
Jesus reigns, &ec.

5 Turn unto the Lord most holy,
Shun the paths of vice and folly ;
Turn, or you are lost forever,
Turn, O sinner, to the Saviour,

Jesus reigns, &ec.

6 For this love let rocks and mountains,
Purling streams and crystal fountains,
Roaring thunders, lightning’s blazes
Shout the great Messiah's praises.

Jesus reignos, &c.

7 Here are wine, and milk, and honey,
Come and purchase without money,
Mercy ’s flowing like a fountain
Streaming from the holy mountain.

Jesus reigns, &e.

8 Shout, ye tongues of every nation,
Christ has died for your salvation ;
Shout with joyful acclamation,
Sound aloud the proclamation !

Jesus reigns, &e.

9 Shout, ye saints, make joyful mention,
Christ has wrought out your redemption,
Shout the praise of Judal’s Lion,

The Almighty King of Zion,
Jesus reigns, &ec,
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10 Now our souls have caught new fire,

Brethren, raise your voices higher ;

Angels shout the joyful story,

Through the brightest realms of glory.
Jesus reigns, &c.

278 ¢ M.

1 Jerusalem, my happy home,

O how I long for thee !
When will my sorrows have an end,

Thy joys when shall I see?

2 Thy walls are all of precious stone,
Most glorious to behold ; :
Thy gates are richly set m'ﬂl:pﬂlﬁ "
Thy streets are paved with goid.

3 Thy garden and t}ly pl?;lnﬂf green,
My study long have friee
Sucl{ sparkling light by human sight
Has never yet been seen.

4 Is heaven thus glorious, O my Lm;d? _
Why should I stay from t.h%nce
What folly 't is that I should
To die and go from henece !

5 Reach down, O Lord, thgdn.rm of peace
And cause me to ascen
Where congregations ne er break up,
And Sabbaths never end.

6 Jesus, my Lord, to ﬁlury ‘s gone,
Him will I go and 8ee,
And all my b:%:tlrrﬂn here below

Will soon come afrer we.
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7 My friends, I bid you all adieu,
I leave you in God's care ;
And if I never more see you,

Go on, I'll meet you there.

3 When we've been there ten thousand

Bright shining as the sun, [vears

We 've no less days to sing (God’s praise
Than when we first begun.

9 Millions of years around may run,
Our songs will still go on,
To praise the Father and the Son
And Spirit, three in one.

279 .

1 When shall we all meet again ?
When shall we all meet again?
Oft may glowing hope expire ;
Oft may wearied love retire ;
Oft may death and sorrow reign,
Ere we all shall meet again.

2 Though in distant lands we sigh,
Parched beneath a burning sky ;
Though the deep between us rolls,
Friendship shall unite our souls,
And in faney's wide domain,

Oft may we all meet again.

3 When these burnished locks are gray.
Thinn'd by many a toil-spent day ;
When around this youthful pine
Moss shall creep and ivy twine,

May this long-loved bower remain,
Here may we all meet again !
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4 When the dreams of life are fled ;
When its wasting lamps are dead :
When in eold oblivion’s shade
Beauty, wealth and fame are laid,
Where immortal spirits reign,
There may we all meet again.

280 o.M

1 Ye saints, attend the Saviour’s voice,
Spoke in his word of grace ;
He says—and in it oh rejoice !—
‘““ In me ye shall have peace.
2 Though storms and tempests round you
And foes and fears increase ; [roar,
He says—and what could he say more —
““In me ye shall have peace.

3 What though afflictions still abound,
Your troubles still increase.
He says—and oh how sweet thf sound !—
“In me ye shall have peace.

4 What though your hearts with
And sighs and tears increase ;
He says—and it is true ind =
“In me ye shall have pence-hd g
5 Though you shall pass through deat 'sco
To g‘ai{l your wish'd release, flood,
He says—and sure he'll make it —
““1In me ye shall have peace.

6 When you his face in glory view,
Where joy can ne’er decrease,
Eternity shall prove it true, 2
\  “In him ye shall have peace,

sorrow

[bleed,
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281 7,671671876.

1 Lamb of God, for sinners stain,

To thee I humbly pray ;

Heal me of my grief and pain ;
O take my sins away |

From this bondage, Lord, release :
No longer let me be oppress’d.

Jesus, Master, seal my peace,
And take me to thy breast.

2 Wilt thou cast a sinner out

Who humbly comes to thee?

No, my God, I cannot doubt
Thy mercy is for me,

Let me then obtain the grace,
And be of paradise possess'd.

Jesus, Master, seal my peace,
And take me to thy breast.

3 Wnr]d]ﬁ good I do not want,
But that to others given ;
Only for thy love I pant,
My all in earth or heaven ;
This the crown I fain would seize,
The wherewith [ would be bless'd
Jesus, Master, seal my peace,
And take me to thy breast,

4 This delight I fain would prove,

And then resign my breath,

Join the happy few whose love
Was mightier than death !

Let it not, my Lord, displease
That I would die to be thy guest!

Jesus, Master, seal my peace,
And take me to thy breast.
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282 e

1 How happy every child of grace

Who knows his sins forgiven !

“ This earth,” he cries, ‘“ is not my place,
[ seek my place in heaven ;

A country far from mortal sight,
Yet O! by faith I see

The land of rest, the saints’ delight,
The heaven prepared for me.”

2 O what a blessed hope is ours !

While here on earth we stay,

We more than taste the heaveuly powers,
And antedate that day ;

We feel the resurrection near,
Our life in Christ conceal’d,

And with his glorious presence here
Our earthen vessel s fill'd.

8 O would he more of heaven bestow,
And let the vessel break,
And let our ransom’d spirit go
To grasp the God we seek !
In rapturous awe on him to gaze,
Who bought the sight for me,
And shout and wonder at his grace

To all eternity.

‘ o d
283 7, B.
1 O when shall I see Jesus,
And reign with him above,
And from the flowing fountain
Drink everlasting love ?
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When shall I be deliver’d
From this vain world of sin,

And with my blessed Jesus
Drink endless pleasure in?

2 But now I am a soldier,
My Captain’'s gone before ;
He's given me my orders
And bids me not give o’er.
His promises are faithful,
A crown of life he'll give,
And all his valiant soldiers
Eternally shall live.

3 Through grace I am determin’d

To conquer, though I die;

And then away to Jesus,
On wings of love I'll fly.

Farewell to sin and sorrow,
[ bid you all adieu ;

And, O my friends, prove faithful,
And on your way pursne.

4 And if you meet with troubles

And trials on the way,

Then cast your care on Jesus,
And don’t forget to pray.

Gird on the gospel armor
Of faith and truth and love,

And when the combat’s ended
You 1l rise to God above.

5 O do not be discouraged,
For Jesus is your friend ;
And if you lack for knowledge,
He'll not refuse to lend ;
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Neither will he upbraid you,
Though often you request,
But give you grace to conquer,
And take you home to rest.

6 Our race will soon be ended,
And we’ll ascend to God,
To dwell with precious Jesus,
Who bought us with his blood ;
With saints we’ll join to praise him
For grace divinely free,
And rise in glorious raptures
To all eternity.
7 And when the last loud trumpet
Shall rend the vaulted skies,
And bid the entombeéd millions
From their cold beds arise,
Our ransom’'d dust revived
New beauvties shall put on,
And soar to the bless’d mansion
Where our Redeemer’s gone.

8 Our eyes shall then with rapture
The Saviour’s face behold ;
Our feet, no more diverted,
Shall walk the streets of gold ;
Our ears shall hear with transport
The hosts celestial sing :
Our tongue shall chant the praises
Of our immortal King.

R8s

1 There is a school, on earth begun,
Halle, hallelujah,

Supported by the Holy One;
li;Hﬂvrji', O Hallelujah.
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He calls his pupils for te prove,
Halle, hallelujah,

The greatness of redeeming love,
Sing glory, O hallelujah.

2 He lives, trinmphant from the grave,
He lives, eternally to save ; .
He lives, and while he lives I'll sing,
He lives, my Prophet, Priest and King,

2 Then come, my friends, where’er you be,
Say, will you go to school with me?
Christ Jesus is my Master's name,
(lfome, deaf and dumb, come, blind and lame

" 8 He lives to heal and make me whole,
He lives to guard my feeble soul,
He lives to bless me with his love,

He lives to plead for me above.
3 Our school-books are the Scriptures true,

Our lessons are forever new ;
The scholars too are all agreed
It is a blessed school indeed.

4 My Master learns the blind to see ;
Then come, ye blind—the school is free
My Master learns the lame to walk,

He also learns the dumb to talk,

4 He lives and grants me rich supply,
He lives to guide me with his eye,
He lives to calm my troubled heart,
He lives all blessings to impart.

5 He lives, my kind, my heav'nly Friend,
He lives and loves me to the end ;
He lives my mansion to prepare,

He lives to bring me safely there.
b5 My Master learns the deaf to hear ;

Then come, ye deaf, and lend an ear
Unto my Master’s pleasant voice ;
He'll make your mourning souls rejoice

6 He lives, all glory to his name!
He lives, my Jesus still the same.
O the sweet joy this sentence gives,
“T know that my Redeemer lives!

286 o

1 O God, my heart with love inflame,
That I may, in thy holy name,
Aloud in songs of praiserejoice,
While I have breath to raise my voice ;
Then I will shout, then 1 will sing,
And make the heavenly arches ring;
I'll sing and shout for evermore
On that eternal, happy shore.

6 He learns the swearing man to pray ;
Then come, profane, without delay ;
He'll change your tonguesto speak his namé
And spread abroad a Saviour’s fame

IRG FRyes A

1 “I know that my Redeemer lives,”
What comfort this sweet sentence gives!
He lives, he lives, who once was dead,
He lives, my everlasting Head.
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2 O hope of glory, Jesus, come
And make my heart thy constant home !
For the small remnant of my days
1 want to sing and shout thy praise.
O give me, loord, a heart to pray,
And live rejoicing every day ;
To give thee thanks in everything,
And sing and shout, and shout and sing.

3 When on my dying-bed I lie,
Lord, give me strength to shout and ery,
And praise thee with niy latest breath,
Until my voice is lost in death.
Then, brethren, sisters, shouting come,
My body follow to the tomb,
And as you march the solemn road,
Loud sing and shout the praise of God.

4 Then you below, and I above,

- We'll shout and praise the God we love,
Until the great tremendous day,
When Gabriel’s trump shall wake our clay:
Then from our dusty bed we'll spring,

And shout—* O Death! where is thy sting? |

I"*

O Grave! where is thy victory
We'll shout to all eternity.

5 Our race is ran, we've gain’d the prize,
Then shall the Sovereign of the skies
With smiles unto his children say,

““ Come reign with me in endless day ;"
Then, on that happy, happy shore,

We'll shout and sing, our sufferings o’el’i
We'll sing and shout, and shout and sing
And make the heavenly arches ring.
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287 be

1 Sweet rivers of redeeming love

Lie just before mine eyes ;

Had I the pinions of a dove,
I'd to those rivers fly !

I'd rise superior to my pain,
With joy outstrip the wind ;

I'd cross bold Jordan’s stormy main,
And leave the world behind.

2 In darkest shadows of the night,

Faith mounts the upper sky,

I then behold my heart’s delight,
And would rejoice to die!

I view the monster Death, and smile,
Now he has lost his sting ;

Though Satan rages all the while,
I still in triumph sing.

*

8 A few more days or years, at most,

My troubles will be oer ;

I hope to join the heavenly host
On Canaan’s happy shore :

O come, my Saviour, come away,
And bear me through the sky,

Nor let thy chariot wheels delay,
Make haste and bring it nigh.

4 1 long to see thy glorious face,

And in thine image shine;

To triumph in victorious grace,
And be forever thine.

Then I will tune my harp of gold
To my eternal King;

Through ages that can ne'er Le told,
I'll make hLis praises ring.
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98K C. M.

1 Awake, my heart, arise, my tongue,
Prepare a tuneful voice :
In God, the life of all my joys,
Aloud will I rejoice.

2 'T was he adorn’d my naked soul,
And made salvation mine;
Upon a poor polluted worm
He makes his graces shine.

3 And lest the shadow of a spot
Should on my soul be found,
He took the robe the Saviour wrought,
And cast it all around.

4 How far the heav'nly robe exceeds
What earthly princes wear !
These ornaments, how bright they shine
How white the garments are !

5 The Spirit wrought my faith and Jove
And hope, and ev'ry grace ;
But Jesus spent his life to work
The robe of righteousness.

6 Strangely, my soul, art thou array’d
By the great sacred Three :
In sweetest harmony of praise
Let all thy powers agree.

289

1 Hark, listen to the trumpeters!
They sound for volunteers!
On Zion's bright and flow'ry mount
Behold the officers ;
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Their horses white, their garments bright,
With crown and bow they stand,
Enlisting soldiers for their King,
To march for Canaan’s land.

? He sets my heart all in a flame ;

A soldier 1 will be;
I will enlist, gird on my arms,
And fight for liberty. .
They want no cowards in their band
That will their colors fly,
But call for valiant-hearted men,
Who're not afraid to die.

8 The armies now are in parade,

How martial they appear !
All arm'd and dress’d in uniform,
They look like men of war;
They follow their great General,
Tl);u great Eiernal Lamb, -
His garments stain’d with his own blood,
King Jesus is his name.

4 The trumpet sounds, the armies shout,

And drive the hosts of hell;

How dreadful is our God in arms,
The great Immanuel ! .

Sinners, enlis: with Jesus Christ,
The vternal Son of God,

And march with us to Canaan’s land,
Beyond the swelling flood.

 There is a green and flowing field,

Where fruits immortal grow ; _
There, eloth’d in white, the angels bright
Our great Redeemer know.
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"hi ith a sense of his love,
We'll sh i While blest wit _
In tlﬂmflg;t:]ilsﬁgrfgr; s i) A palace a toy wnul‘i'i .
But Satan, and his armies too And prisons would pa m‘tﬁ 4 A
Shall dt;wn to hell be hurl'd. 1f Jesus would dwell wi ’

i d_ if indeed 1 am thine,
6 Hold up your heads, ye soldiers bold, 4 Dear Lord, 8 e,
Redemption 's drawing nigh, If thou art my sun and my song

= ish and pine ;
We Ehf.l.ll soon hear the trumpet sound, b“j{h:gﬂldﬂagﬁfﬁ?;tera E.I:: long ?
'"T' will shake both earth and sky : O drive thﬁm dark clouds from my sky,

In fiery chariots then we'll fly,
And leave the world on fire,
And meet around the starry throne,

Thy soul-cheering presence resiore ;
Or take me unto thee on high,

f ] d clouds are no more
To tune the immortal lyre. Where winters an
: 291 e
290 o ble place
i - 1 On! that I had some humble p
L ST ANt yson His s Where I might hide from sorrow !
When Jesus no longer 1 see! [flowers e g Saviour's face,

Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet W EEEE IthgE; ?ﬁ:eﬁlgmm terror.
Have all lost their sweetness to me : ‘nl td Eirwi,wg like Noal's dove,

The midsummer sun shines but dim, Ohl,'d ia this world and Satan,
The fields strive in vain to look gay ; i ﬂﬁ:ﬂ\fﬁ to realms above,

Bat when I am happy in Him, An‘:‘rh} agglm stands inviting.
December 's as pleasant as May. , in

1 dﬁ to mourn,
2 His name yields the richest perfume, 2 My heart is often ma

to Ste ad I'm faint and feeble ;
And sweeter than music his voice ; A lif?:ﬁzz my Saviour seems to frown,

His presence disperses my gloom, : ed with trouble.
And makes all within me rejoice : | A'hé}:g:; ll?eﬁclli)th again return,
I should, were he always thus nigh, . “A d I repent my folly,
Have nothing to wish or to fear ; k- " ignthen Ip:fter glory run,
No mortal so happy as I, | And still my Jesus follow.
My summer would last all the year. I bitter and my sweet,
8 Content with beholding his face, 81 lgrv;]‘:ﬁr::ugh this world I travel ;

My all to his pleasure resign’d ;
No changes of season or place
Could make any change in my mind

i ften weep
Sometimes I shout, and o ep,
Which makes my foes to marvel ;
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But let them think, and think again,
I feel I'm bound for heaven ;

I hope I shall with Jesus reign,
I therefore still will praise him,

4 I want to live a Christian here ;
I want to die while shouting :
[ want to feel my Saviour near,
When soul and body ’s parting.
I want to see bright angels stand,
And waiting 1o receive me,
To bear my soul to Canaan’s land,
Where Christ is gone before me.

292 ™

1 Farewell, my dear brethren, the time is at hand
That we must be parted from this social band ;
Our several engagements now call us away,
Our parting is needful, and we must obey.

2 Farewell, my dear brethren, farewell for a while,
We'll soon meet again, if kind Providence smile :
But while we are parted and scatter'd abroad,

We 'll pray for each other, and trust in the Lord.

3 Farewell, faithful soldiers, you'll goon be discharg'd,

The war will be ended, your bounty enlarg'd ;

With shouting and singing, though Jordan Ay roar,

You'll enter fair Canaan, and rest on the shore.

4 Farewell, younger brethren, just 'listed for war,
Sore trials await you, but Jesus is near ;
Althongh you must travel this dark wilderness,
Your Captain’s before you ; he'll lead you to peace.
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% The world and the devil and sin all unite,

persec ; 18 to affright ;
1d ution, your souls 1

;ﬁf .]Tms your Leader, is stronger than they,
Let this a;ximnte you to march on your way.

% Farewell, trembling mourners, with sad broken heart,

O hasten to Jesus, and choose t!le good pa:: 2
He's full of compassion, and mighty ;:c :ve:
His arms are extended your souls to

7 Farewell, careless sinners ! for you I must mourn,

id-
To think of your danger, if still nant:e:nm_
I read of the Judgment, where all must ap s
How will you stand trembling with torturing

i in which you delight
hose frolics and pastimes S
g "Sirili serve to torment you with dreadful affrig

You'll think of the sermons which you've heﬁ:i::l
h'ljluhupes gone forever of hearing again, I

9 Farewell, my dear brathr;:;l, ETT::: ::L?nr:::h 4

haps we'll not meet i
ﬁf:m;; you in glory, I give you my h;::l]h [
Our Saviour to praise in a pure social o

293 light of Zion
rious hg
; Thlau E[l:::-anding far and wide,

And sinners now are ;ummg
Unto the gospel ti :3] :

The standard of King Jesus
Triumphant doth lmaa;l "

And sinners crowd nmu:d 7
With bitter groans and cries.

78 and 6s.
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2 The suffering of our Saviour 6 Poor sinners, think what Jesus

Upon Mount Calvary Has done for you and me ;

Is sounded out to sinners, ~ehold his mangled body
And sets the prisoners free : ' Hang tortur'd on the tree!

For whilst this glorious message ' His head, his hands, his bleeding side
Was circulating round, To you he doth display ;

Some souls exposed 10 ruin O tell me, brother sinner,
Redeeming love have found. How can you stay away ?

Come, all ye elder brethren,

Old soldiers of the cross,
Who, for the sake of Jesus,

Have counted all things loss ;
Come, pray for us young converts,

3 And of this happy number 7
I hope that 1 am one,
And Jesus Christ will finish
The work he has begun :

He'll cut it short in righteousness, o gt 44
And I'll forever be That we may travel on

And meet you all in glory,
A monument of mercy, [, Where our Redeemer’s gone.
To all eternity. |

RN

204 s

4 I am but a young convert, ‘
1 When life’s tempestuous storms are o’er,

Who lately did enlist

A soldier under Jesus, ' He calmly greets the heavenly shore
My Prophet, King and Priest 3 , Who liv'd averse to sin !
I have received my bounty, Such peace on virtue’s path attends,-
Likewise my martial dress, That where the sinner's pleasure ends
A ring of love and favor, The good man’s joys begin. ,
A robe of righteousness, 2 See smiling patience smooth his brow, &
5 Down, down into the water, | See the kind angels wmtm'g now
Where we young converts go, ' 1 To lift his soul on high !
Following our Lord and Master, | While, eager for the blest EMII;E'GOG
In righteousness below, He joins with them to praise the
We lay our sinful bodies ] ho taught him how to die. .
Beneath the yielding wave, 3 The horrors of the grave and hell,
An emblem of our Saviour ' Those sorrows which the wicked feel,
When lie lay in the grave, 1 In vain their gloom display ;
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For he who bids yon comets burn,
Or makes the night descend, can turn
Their darkness into day.
L]

4 No sorrow drowns his lifted eyes,
Nor horrors wrest the struggling sighs,
As from the ginner’s breast ;
His God, the God of peace and love,
Pours sweetest comforts from above,
And soothes his heart to rest.

295 s

1 Young people all, attention give,

And hear what I do say ;

I want your souls with Christ to live
In everlasting day.

Remember you are hast’'ning on
To death’s dark, gloomy shade;

Your joys on earth will soon be gone,
Your flesh in dust be laid.

2 Death’s iron gate you must pass through

Ere long, my dear young friends ;

Where then do you expect to go?
Where will your souls then land ?

Pray meditate, before too late,

hile in & gospel land ;

Behold King Jesus at the gate

Most lovingly doth stand!

3 Young men, how can you turn your face
From such a glorious Friend ?
Will you pursue the dang’rous race ?
Or don’t you fear the end?
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Will you pursue the dang’rous road
That leads to death and hell ?

Will you refuse all peace with God,
With devils for to dwell ?

4 Young ladies, too, what will you do,

If out of Christ you die?

From all God’s people you must go,
To weep, lament, and cry,

Where none the least relief can bring
To mitigate your pain,

And you no more with Christians sing,
Nor ever with them reign.

5 Come young, come old, I pray then view

The fountain open'd wide,

The spring of life open for you,
That flows from Jesus’ side :

There you may drink in endless joy,
And reign with Christ, our King ;

For his glad notes our souls employ,
l.oud hallelujahs sing.

296 .
1 From whence doth this union arise,
That liatred is conquered by-love ?

It fastens our souls in such ties
As pature and time can’t remove,

2 It cannot in Eden be found,
Nor yet in a Paradise lost ;
It grows on Immanuel’s ground,
And Jesus' dear blood it did cost.
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3 My friends are so dear unto me,

Our hearts all united in love ;
Where Jesus is gone we shall be,
In yonder blest mansion above.

4 Then why so reluctant to part,
Since we shall ere long meet again ;
Engrav'd on Immanuel’s heart,
At distance we cannot remain,

5 And when we shall see that bright day,
And join with the angels above,
No longer confined to our clay,
O’erwhelm’d in the ocean of love!

6 O then with our Jesus we'll reign,
And all his bright glory shall see,
And sing hallelujah, amen,
Amen, even so let it be !

297

1 O Jesus, my Saviour, I know thou art mine,
For thee all the pleasnres of sin I resign,
Of objects most pleasing, I love thee the best ;
Withont thee I'm wretched, but with thee I'm blest

2 Thy Spirit first taught me to know I was blind,
Then taught me the way of salvation to find ;
And when I was sinking in %:mmjr despair,
Thy mercy reliev'd me, and bade me not fear.

3 In vain I attempt to describe what I feel,
All lang of mortals forever would fail ;
My Jesus is precious, my =oul ’s in a flame,
I'm rais'd into rapture while praising his name.

4 I find him in singing, I find him in prayer ;
In blest meditation, he always is near ;
Hly constant companion, O may we ne’er part !
All glory to Jesus ! he dwells in my heart.
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5 My Saviour, I love thee, I love thee, my Lord ;
1 love thy dear people, thy wm; and thy word.
With tender emotion, 1 love sinners too,

Since Jesus has died to redeem them from woe.

§ I'm happy in Jesns, and cannot forbear,
Thﬂugﬁ sinners despise me, his love to declare ;
For death will soon call me, and then I shall fly,
And praise him in mansions preparéd on high.

T Then millions of ages my soul shall employ
In praiging my Jesus, my God and m L
Without interruption, when all the throng,
With pleasure unceasing, unite in the song.

208 R

1 Afflicted saints, to Christ draw near,
Thy Saviour’s gracious promise hear ;
His faithful word declares to thee
That as thy days thy strength shall be.

Let not thy heart despond, and say,

“« How shall I stand the trying day ?”
He has engaged by firm decree

That as thy days thy strength shall be.

3 Thy faith is weak, thy foes are strong,
And, if the conflict should be long,
Thy Lord will make the tempter flee;
For as thy days thy strength shall be,

4 Should persecution rage and flame,
Still trust in thy Redeemer’s name ;
“Ir fiery trials thou shalt see
That as thy days thy strength shall be.

5 When call’d to bear the weighty cross
Of sore affliction, pain or loss,

Or deep distress, or poverty,
swii, us thy days thy strength shall be.

o
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6 When ghastly death appears in view,
Christ’s presence ghall thy fears subdue;
He comes to set thy rpirit free,

And as thy days thy strength shall be.

299 -

1. Come, yo that fear the Lord,

And Jisten while I tell |
"How narrowly my feet escap'd &
The snares of death and hell.

2 Darkness, and shame, and grief .
Oppress’d my gloomy mind;

. I look’d around me for relief, -
But no relief could find.

3. At length to God I cried, _
He heard my plaintive sigh ;
He heard, and instanily he seat
~ . “Salvation from on high,
4 My drodping head he rais’d. M I
My bleeding wounds he heal'd ;. -
Pardon’d my sins, and with a smilie
The gracious pardon seal'd.

5 O may I ne’gr forget
The mercy of my God!
. Nor ever want a tongue to spread
Ilis loudest praige abroad. -

‘;‘:3()()' DY T ¥

1 To-day, if you will hear his voice,
Now is the time to make your choics ;
Say, will you 1o Mount Zion go?

Say, will you have this Christ or no?

S.M. o= ]
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9 Say, will you be forever blest,
And with this glorious Jesus rest?
Will you be saved from guilt and pain ?
- Will you with Christ forever reign ?

8 Make now your choice,and halt no more,

.. For now Le 's waiting for the poor;

Say now, poor souls, what will you cdo?
Say, will you have this Christ or no?

4 Ye dear young men, for ruin bound,’
" Amidst the gospel’s joyful sound, -

" Come, go with us, and seek to prove
The joys of Christ's redeeming love.

5 Your sports, and all your glittering toys,
. Compared with our celestial joys

. Like momentary dreams appear ;

Come, go with us, your souls are dear.

¢ Or must we leave you bound to hell,

- Resolv'd with devils for to dwell?
Still we will weep, lament and cry,
That God may. change you ere you die.

© 7 Young women, now we look to you ;

-Are you resolv’d to perish too?
To rush in carnal pleasures on,
Anpd sink in flaming ruin down?

8 Then, dear young friends, along farewel

We're bound to heaven, and you to hell ;
Still God may hear us while we pray,
And change you ere the burning day.
9 Once more I ask you in his name—
‘1 know his love remains the same—

- Say, will you to Mount Zion go?
Say, will you have this Christ or no?

2 e e+ fr——
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10 Come, you that love the incarnate God,
And feel reaemption in his blood,
Let's watch and pray, and travel on,
Till Jesus comes to call us home,

11 A few more days, and we shall
From all our cares and foes below ;
In shouts of triumph we shall fly
And dwell with Christ eternally.

301 C. M.

1 Dear friends, farewell ! 1 do you tell
That you and I must part ;
I go nwa{, and here you stay,
But suill we join in heart.

2 Your love to me has been so free,
Your conversation sweet,
How can I bear to journey where
With you I cannot meet ?

3 Yet I do find my heart inclin’d
To do my work below ;
When Christ doth eall, I trust I shall
Be ready for to go. .

4 I leave you all, both great and small,
In Christ’s encircling arm,
Who can you save from hell’s dark grave
And shield you from all harm.

5 I trust you'll pray both night and day,
And keep your garments white,
That you and me and all may be
The children of the light.

SONGS, ’ 2490

6 If I'm call'd home while \ am gone,
Indulge no grief for me ;
My soul shall go where pleasures flow,
And happy I shall be.
7 Millions of years over the spheres
Shall pass in sweet repose,
While beauties bright unto my sight
Their sacred sweets disclose.
8 I long to go—then farewell woe ;
My soul will be at rest,
No more complain or sigh again,
But taste the heavenly feast.
9 Then we shall meet and be complete,
And long together dwell,
And love the Lord with one accord,
So, brethren all, farewell.

302 118, 6s.

1 To leave my dear friends and with neighbors to part,
And go from my home, affects not my heart
Like th’ thought of abstaining myself for a day
From that blest retreat where I've chosen to pray—
I have chosen to pray.
2 Dear bower, where the pine and the poplar leaves
spread,
And weave with their branches a roof o'er my head,
How oft have | knelt on the evergreen there,
And pour’d out my sounl to my Saviour in prayer!
To my Saviour in prayer.
4 The early shrill notes of a lov'd nightingale
That dwelt in the bower I observ'd as my bell ;
It called me to duty, while birds in the air
Sung anthems of praises as 1 went to prayer—
As I went 10 prayer.
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4 How sweet were the zephyrs, perfam’d by the pine
The ivy, the balsam and the wild eglantine !
But sweeter, O sweeter superlative were
The joys that I tasted in answer to prayer—
In answer to prayer,

5 For Jesus my Saviour oft deign’d me to meet,
And bless with his presence my humble retreat ;
Oft fi]I’d me with raptures and blessedness there,
Inditing in heaven’s own language my prayer—

Own language my prayer.

6 Dear bower ! I must leave you and bid you adieu,
And pay my devotions in parts that are new,
Well knowing my Saviour resides everywhere,
And can in all places give answer to prayer—

Give answer to prayer.

303 P. M.

1 O how happy are they
Who the Saviour obey,
And have laid up their treasure abovel
Tongue cannot express
The sweet comfort and peace
Of a soul in its earliest love. '

92 That sweet comfort was mine
When the favor diviue
I first found in the blood of the Lamb;
When my heart first believed,
What a joy I receiv’d!
What a heaven in Jesus's name !

3 'T was a heaven below
My Redeemer to know,

>
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And the angels could do nothing more
Than to fall at his feet,
And the story repeat,

And the Lover of sinners adore.

4 Jesus, all the day long,
Was my joy and my song—
O that all his salvation might see !
“ He hath lov’d me,” I cried,
«“ He hath suffer’d and died
To redeem such a rebel as me.”

5 On the wings of his love
I was carried above
All my sins and temptations and pain ;
And I could not believe
That 1 ever should grieve,
That I ever should suffer again,

6 T then rode on the sky, °
Freely justified I,
Nor did envy Elijah his seat ;
My soul mounted higher
In a chariot of fire,
And the world it was under my feet,

7 O! the rapturous height
Of that holy delight
Which I felt in the life-giving blood !
Of my Saviour possess'd,
I was perfectly bless’d,
As if fill'd with the fuluess of God.

304 L. M.

1 Ye blooming youth, lipm{: give ear,
A death-bed lamentation hear |
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Ere death shall blast the opening flower,
O make your peace and calling sure.

[ &

In pride and wealth and pleasure’s maze
I've spent the morning of my days,

Did oft in gayest circles shine,

Nor thought my sun would e’er decline.

3 But death has aim’d the fatal blow ;
Down to the grave I soon must go.
Distressing pains my vitals tear,

My soul is rack’d with keen despmr

4 My beauty, once my greatest pride,
The cold and silent grave will lude
The rose, so late in sweetest bloom,
Is now just. rip'ning for the tomb.

5 In sinful pleasures I have spent
The golden moments God has lent ;
And now, beneath his awful frrmn
I soon shall sink in anguish down.

6 Oft I have felt the inward smart,
And anguish keen has seized my heart;
And oft alone resolv’d in tears
To seek the Lord in riper years.

7 But with convictions still I strove,
Despis’d a Saviour’s offer’d love,
Refus’d with sinful joys to part,

And griev’d his Spirit from my heart.

8 Ye blooming youth, 2 long farewell !
O shun the path that leads to hell !
Neek now }'ﬂur glighted Saviour’s face,
No more refuse his offer’d grace.

[ ]
cn
o
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9 No more his loving Spirit grieve,
Lest he your precious souls should leave ;
O think that ere to-morrow’s sun
You may forever be undone !

10 O Christian friends, a long adien,
I’ve been reprov’'d and warn’d by you ;
Oft I have heard you weeping ecry,
“'Turn, sinner, turn ! why will you die 7"

11 But mercy has forever fled, .
I sink among the silent dead ;
My life is o'er, my glass is run,
Farewell to all below the sun!

305 « w«

I Ye pilgrims that are wand’ring home,

Ye followers of the Lamb,

Sweeter to me than imneycomh
Is Christ’s despiséd name.

Let us, with undissembled love,
Like children, hand in hand,

March to our Father’s house above,
And to the promis'd land.

2 You've heard the gospel trumpet sound,

Take the alarm and fly ;-

Arise, and now to Christ be gone,
For there is danger nigh.

Ye little flock, 1 bid adieu,
Our parting is to-day ;

O let us all to Christ prove true,
And always watch and pray,
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3 Since I've been here you have been dear,
I've always found you kind ;
But now I quit this happy place,
And leave you all behind ;
And if we never meet below,
Let us our lamps prepare,
To meet the Bridegroom when he comes,
And in his glory share,
4 So fare you well, my dearest friends,
With flowing tears we part :
God make us faithful to the end ;
Your souls are near my heart;
It will be but a few days more
Before we meet above :
There fears of parting ne’er can come,
Is . that sweet world of love.

5 In sinf.. a L M.

1

The golden moyp, | |
And now, benei Sl¢lans cannot save

I soon shall sini from the grave;

2, o' erspread with turf,
6 Oft I have felt i.ar".s of death,

And anguish lll‘f"' all my sleeping dust
"',jafirthﬁlg:ﬂ; .n among the just ;
' ve my great reward,
A. .orever with the Lord,
3 Inl above, at God's right hand,
Whe shall see the Friend of man,
And uere with saints and angels join
To celebrate his love divine.
4 There, on that peaceful, happy shore,
We'll shout and sing for evermore,
In holy triumph round God’s throne,
here pains and death no more are known.
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307 C. M.

1 O God o! mercy! hear my call,
My lozi of guilt remove ;
Break down this separating wall
That bars me from thy love.

2 Give me the presence t?}f thj; grace,
Then my rejoicing tongu
Bhall speak aloud t.h;;r righteousness,
And make thy praise my song.

2 To blood of goats, nor heifer slain,

For sin could e'er atone ; s
I'henfleath of Christ shall still remain

Sufficient and alone. “p

A soul oppress’d with sin's desert
My God will ne'er despise ;

An humble groan, a bruker" ;%unrg home,
Is our best sacrifice. Te

308 o Shame

2 hame,
1 O tell me no more of this world If‘l?]f?iizge,
The tim> for such trifles with 1 ,
A court”y = ve found where tri: p“-,. -_ 1
And ¢ dweli I'm determin’d on 1™ 3 b byl
rhat C"'Jhﬂst Wh 5 sty
2 Nor +al doth know W Afort! Gowf, s

Whe! fe, strength and mm?“riat ik
80 074 ward I move to see Chy g
Noni¢ messes how wondrous i,

« gl

'R
o

y journey wilkprove.

f, hell and sin,
3 Great spoils I shall win from dEHR? hrist within ;

11 feel °

*Midst outward affliction cha

And still, which is best, I in his dear t,
Aa at the heginning, find pardon and rese.

-
LY
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4 When I am to die, “ Receive me,” I'll cry,
For Jesus has loved me, I cannot tell why;

But this I do find, we two are 80 join'd,
He'll not live in glory and leave me behind.

5 This blessing is mine, through favor divine,
And, O my dear Jesus, the praise shall be thine |
In heav’'n we'll meet in harmony sweet,

And, glory to Jesus! we'll then be complete,

309  rx -
On the Passion of Christ.

[ Saw ye my Saviour, saw ye my Saviour,
Saw ye my Saviour and God ?
Oh! he died on Calvary

‘v To atone for you and me,
1 to parchase our pardon with blood.

2 He wag ¢.. nded ! he was extended !
Shameful = 'nail'd to the cross ;
Ol ! he b dw'd his head and died ;
Thus my ' eord was crucified,
To atone for 'l eworld that was lost.

3 Jesus hung ble: i‘ading! Jesus hung bleeding !
Three dread! ful hours in pain :
Oh ! the suus refused to shine,
When the Migjesty divine
Was derided, lﬂfsultﬂd and slain.

4 Darkness prevailied ! darkness prevailed |
Darkness prievailed o'er the land
Oh ! the, solid rocks were rent
Througrh ereation’s vast extent,
When, the Jews crucified the God-man.

SONGE, 257

5 When it was finish’d, whenp it was finish'd,
And the atonement was made,
He was taken by the great,
And embalmed in spices sweet,
And in a new sepulchre was laid.
6 Hai!, mighty Saviour! hail, mighty Saviour!
Prince and the Author of peace !
Oh ! he burst the bands of death,
Turn’d aside Jehovah's wrath,
And ascended to mansions of bliss.
7 Now interceding ! now interceding !
Pleading that sinners may live ;
Crying, “ Father, I have died—
Oh ! behold my hands and side—
To redeem them ; I pray thee forgive.”
8 I will forgive them, I will forgive them,
If they’ll repent and believe ;
Let them now return to me,
And be reconciled to thee,
And salvation they all shall receive.

310 87,8047
1 Come, ye sinners, poor and needy,
Weak and wounded, sick and sore,
Jesus ready stands to save you,
Full of pity, love and power ;
He is able,
He is willing, doubt no more.
2 Now, ye needy, come and welcome,
God’s free bounty glorify ;
True belief and true repentance,
Every grace that brings you nigh
Without money,
Come to Jesus Christ and buy,

o’
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3 Let not conscience make yon linger,
Nor of fitness fondly dream ;
' All the fitness he requireth
Is to trel your need of him ;
This he gives you,
'T is the Spirit's glimm'ring beam

4 Come, ye weary, heavy laden,
Bruised and mangled by the fall,
If you tarry till you're better
You will never come at all ;
Not the righteous,
Sinners Jesus came to ecall,

5 Agonizing in the garden,
Lo! your Maker prostrate lies
On the bloody tree behold him !
Hear him cry before he dies,
“ It is finigh'd !”
Sinners, will not this suffice ?

6 Lo! th’ inecarnate God ascending
Pleads the merits of his blood :
Venture on him, venture freély,
Let no other trust intrude ;
None but Jesus
Can do helpless sinners good.

7 Saints and angels, join’d in concert,
Sing the praises of the Lamb,
While the blissful seats of heaven
) Sweetly echo with Lis name -
Hallelujal !
Sinuers here way do the same,

SONGS. 259

311 12s.

1

The Trumpet,

: chariot ! the chariot ! Its wheels roll in fire,
Igitfeliﬂ{:d cometh down in the pomp of 'lna ul-e !
Lo ! self-moving, it drives on it pathway ?lf tdnud,
And the heavens with the burden of Godhead are

bow'd.

€ The glory ! the glory ! Around him are pour'd

L |

312 L. M.

" The judgment ! the judgment ! The thrones ure

e ond eeimr ol the martyre are thiere |
And there all who the palm-wreaths of victory
Thuwtf:"?t:;lpet! the trompet! the dpﬂd have all
Lo !h*t:::ed}leptha of the stone-cover'd charnel are
Fmr?‘fitlz;d;en, from the earth, from the south, from
All :R: E;gt”é.mmmtimm of man are come forth.

Wh::c: the Lamb and the white-vested elders are
met ; _ _

There all flesh 1s at onee in the sight of t[lerdLorﬂi

And the doom of eternity hangs on his \'iﬂ“e.

O mercy ! O merey ! Look down from a’i:ih W

Great Creator, on us, thy sad children, w ot m

When beneath to their darkness the wic

driven, ; ' g
May our justified souls find a welcome in heav'o

Parting Hand.

My Christian friends in bonds nf‘h_:H'E.
Whose hearts in sweetest union 3mtt.‘d
Your friendship 's like & d_mw1rg5*a1. ;
Yet we must take the parting han . 24
Your company s sweei, your union Set
Your words dﬁli;i‘ln-l'ul n.:n::g; ;rr;;

hen 1 see that we £ '
%ﬁ;\;tfw like cords around my hear®
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3 Ilow sweet the hours have passed away
Since we have met to sing and prayl
How loath we are to leave theé place
Where Jesus shows his smiling face!

4 O could I stay with friends so kind,

How would it cheer my drooping mindl -

But duty makes e understand

That we must take the parting hand. -

5 And since it is God's holy will
We must be parted for a while,
In sweet submission, all as one, n
We'll say, “ Our Father’s will be done,”"

6 My youthful friends in Christian ties, * *
Who seek for mansions in the skies,
Fight on | we’ll gain that happy shore
Where parting will be known no more.

7 How oft 1’ve seen your flowing tears,
And heard you tell your hopes and fears!
Your hearts with love were seen to flame,
Which makes me hope we’ll meet again,

8 Ye mourning souls, lift up your eyes
To glorious mansions in the skies ;
O trust his grace ! in Canaan’s land
We'll no more take the parting hand,

9 -And now, my friends, both old and young
I hope in Christ you'll still go on ;
And if on earth we meet no more,
O may we meet on Canaaan's shore ! -

| 101 liope you'll all remember me,
.3 If you on earth no more I gee ;

An int'rest in your prayers [ crave,
That we may meet beyond the grave,

-SONGS. 261 -

11 O ¢lorious day ! O blessed hope . ,
My sonl leaps forward at the thought,
When, on that happy, happy land,
We'll no more take the parting hand,

12 But with our blessed, lholy Lord,
We'll shout and sing with one accord ;
And there we'll all with Jesus dwell:
So, loving Christians, fare you well !

. 313 _ 10, 12.

| 1 My brethréh, farewell 1 we part' for a while §

I am sorry to leave you, I love you £o well.
1 shortly must go, and where I don’t l:nmv:f,
Buat wherever I'm gtation'd the trumpet 1°11 blow.

2 Strange people I'll find, I hope they'll prr.:ive kind, ’
Strange places nor faces can't alter my mind ; :

Wherever I be, 1'l1 sthii pray for th:ee, '
And you, my dear brethren, pray likewise for me. _

3 In thls world I toil and labor a whik:, -
But labor seems sweet when my Saviour doth smile
And when I have done, I bope 10 get' home, :
Where my Saviour sita 61 iling, and bida me to come,

4 Poor sinners, adien! Iam sOITy for you ;
If you're unprepared, O what will you do ?
What horror will seize, what dreadful amaze,
When the earth and the beavens 8ré wraptin a blazel

& Poor mourners, adient Iam eorry for you—
My heart 's fall of sorrow—O what wiliyou do #
If I gee you no more till the n-ump;et sl_mll roar,
I hope I ehall meet you on Canaan's bright Ehorﬂf -

A
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& When my Savionr doth come, and take ns all home .
We'll sing in bright mansions where griefs neve: 7 F‘;[Ewgll' g ,f ﬂleiis%; :gﬁﬂ e g,
I'm anxious to go from sorrow and woe, [come, dy 1 i:lﬂllll' . ciike those ;i.bOVE '

For the hopes of bright glory I'll leave all below. 0, dwell in 07&:’ 1L €
And then you'll all fare we

314 : C.M. . | . :

A Travelling Preacher’s Farewell. 310 o o8 '

L I hear the gospel's joyful sound ; | : for,

An organ I shall be, _ ‘ k8 !Il‘iipgn:l;?litl?)?gm‘;ailﬁﬂi ;
Tﬂ;:::imfi alou:d redeeming love Since I have met the saints once more,
2 Loving brethren, fare you well ; Temptations cease to break my peace,
¢ My Jesus doth me call : And all my sorrows die ;
[ leave you here with God until : When I with you my love renew,
I meet you once for all. : O what a heaven have 1!
3 My dear connections f forsake,
My familv and house. 3 My sorrow s pah, SDSS II.; ]a::i -
And to the wiuerness DOTAKE, ' Have heavenly cnmfurt._ ound ;
To pay the Lord my vows, My heart to Jesus I have given,
: 3 And I’'m for heaven bound.
4 Here I forsake the choicest gifts If fellowship with saints below g
That nature can afford, Is to our souls so sweet, -
And wear the shield into the field, What heavenly raptures shall we know
To wait upon the Lord. B When round his throne we meet !

(=]

Now through the wilderness I’ run,

Preaching the gospel free ; 3 While here we sit and sing his love,

Until my work is fully done With raptures so divine, s
The Lord will comfort me. With patience more like ?ﬁnﬂhﬂﬁ‘
: 1 1 n w { ¥
6 And if through preaching T should gain 0::?]2;;]: att!;n?ﬁl?:ij vﬂ‘th holy zeal,
True subjects to my Lord, . We long to see the King,
"T will more thau recompense my pain We long ﬁ, reach the heavenly hill

T see them love his word, Where saints and angels sing,
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4 Sinners, come try, you that stand by,
You may be happy too ;
Christ died for all that on him eall :
~ Sinners, he died for you !
If I could know which of you'd go,
I'd take you by the hand,
And lead you on the way Christ went,
Toward the heavenly land.

5 On the other hand, if you will stand
Just on the brink of hell,
I first you warn, then my back turn,
And bid you all farewell ;
For 1 must go to Christ, I know,
I long with him to dwell ;
The saints also will bid adieu—
Poor sinners, all farewell,

316 8s, 75, 4s.

Day of Wonders.

1 Day of judgment, day of wonders !
Hark ! the trumpet's awful sound,
Louder than ten thousand thunders,
Shakes the vast creation round !
How the summons
Will the sinner’s heart confound !

2 See the Judge our nature wearing,
Clothed in majesty divine!
You who long for his appearing
Then shall say, “ This God is mine.”
Gracious Saviour !
Own me on that day for thine.

BONGE, 265

8 At hLis call the dera awaren.
Rise to life rrom earn ana sea :
All the powers of nature shagex
By his looks, prepare to flee,
Careless sinner,
What will then become of thee?

4 Horrors past imagination _
Will then surprise your trembling heart,

When you hear your condemnation—
“ Hence, accursed wretch, depart !
Thou with Satan
And his angels have their part I”
5 But to those who have confesséd,
Loved and served our Lord below,
He will say, “ Come in, ye blessed,
See the kingdom 1 bestow ;
You forever
Shall my love in glory know.”

6 Under sorrows and reproaches
Let this thought our courage raise,
Swiftly God’s great day approaches,
Sighs shall then be turn’d to praise ;
May we triumph
When this world is in a blaze,

317

The Wicked Kingdom Falling.

1 See how the wicked kingdom is falling every day,

And still our blessed Jesus is winuing souls away,

But O! how I am tempted, no mortal tongue can
tell,

So nfh.:: *m snrrounded with enemies from hell.

2 With weeping and with wailing my Jesus I have

found,
To crucify old nature, and break its kingdom down;

' e
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* If you won't be persuaded, I'll bid you s!l adien.
¥ We'll bid farewell to sorrow, to sickness, care, and -
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Dear children, do not weary, but march on in the

way, i '
For Jerua will stand by you, and be your guard and
stay.

3 If einners will serve Satan, and Join with one accord, .

Dear brethren, I mnst lecave them, I'm boand to

gerve the Lord ; - o
And i{.fﬂél will go with me, pray give to me yoar
an
And Te"g "march on together unto the promised
and. x _
4 Through trounbles and distresses we'll make our

way to God '

Though ofttimes 'persecuted {or serving Christ the.

_"Lcrd o
Our Jesuze went before us, and many sorrows bore,
O brethren, Jet us follow, and never grieve him
more. :

"5 Though dear to me, my brethren,leach one of you I

feel,
My duly to my Jesus compela me now to yield ;

Butr, while the parting grieves us, 1'll humbly ask

YOUFE prayers
T'o bear me vp n tronble, and ease me of my fears.

& And you, my loving brothers, I bid yon all farewell,
With you, my loving gisters, I can no longer dwell ;

Farewell to all who 're mourning, 1 hope the Lord -

you'll find,
To eaae;{éu of your troubles, and give you peace of
mind. - d

T Farewell, poor careless ainnefa I love dearly well,

I've Jabor’d much to bring you with Jesus Chrigt to
’ dweﬂ.

pam, :

And mount aloft with Jesus, forever there to reign;

We'll gloin to #ing his praises above the etherea,

ue, . .

And then, poor careless sinners, what will become
of you ¢t _ N B ‘

I now am bound to leave, you, O ! teil me, will you .

l 5 Lﬂng. ere the-auﬂ Bhall ruan

to
o]
~J
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Time’s Fleeting Moments.
1 My days, my'v'.veel-:ﬂ', my months, my years
Fly rapid as the whirling spheres

Around the ate:lldy pole ’t o
Time, like the tide, its motion .
And I must lannch thro’ boundless deeps,

Where endless ages roll.

The grave is near the cradle seen,
y Hnwg;wiit the moments pass between,
And whisper as they fiy, )

“¢ Unthinking man, remember this,
Thoueh fond of sablunary bliss,
That thou must groan and d]l;a;

A ul, attend ‘he solemn c&
? &!}{rirfg ez;.rthlf tent must shortly fall,
And thou must take t_h‘j flight
Beyond the vast expansive blue,
To sing above as angels do,
Or sink in endless night.

" 4 How great the bliss, how great the woe

Hangs on this point of time below,
On this precarious breath !
The Iord of nature only knows |
Whether another year shall close | _f
Ere 1 expire in death. ‘ .
hLis round,
I may be buried under ground,
And there in silence 1ot ; i
one hour may close the scene,
i:]a; ::re ¢twelve months ghall roll betweely
My name be quite forgot.

It e T Lot = =1 3 Eari- I . =
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6 But will my soul be thus extinct,
And cease to live, and cease to think?
It cannot, cannot be. g
Since then, my soul, thon canst not die,
What wilt thou do, or whither fly,
When death shall set thee free? -

7 Will Mercy then her arms extend, ¢&. -
Will Jesus be thy guardian friend, .*
And heaven thy dwelling-place? °
Or sliall insulting fiends appear, = :

And drag thee down to dark despair
Below the reach of grace? :

8 A heaven or hell, and there alone,
Beyond the present life, are known—
There is no middle state; . ;
To-day attend the call divine,
To-morrow may be none of thine,
Or it may be too late, '

9 O do not paes this as a dream |
Vast is the change, whate'er it geem
To poor, unthinking man;
- Lord, at thy feet I humbly bow,
Bid conscience plainly tell me now |
What it would tell me then,

* 10 If in destruction’s road I stray,

Help me to choose the better way
That Ieads to joys on high;
Thy grace impart, my guilt forgive
Nor let me ever dare to live

Such as I dare not die.

.
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319
The Lovers of Pleasure.

1 Ye lovers of pleasnures, that slighted ealvation,
Who bow not the knee to your Father to pray,
Attend for 8 moment to my lamentation,
- Attend. and take warning, and turn w hile you may.
While Christ stands without, bis free mercy ex
e¢nding, )
Arige fr:)m ymﬁ- slumber, yonr Savionr to see :
. Perfumes from his garments around are descending,
Arise, lest too Jate you repent it, like me,

12¢ and 11s.

2 Tlong made cxcuses of cares and vain pleasure—
I :}‘ug oung or too wise, tm}‘rich or 100 poor—
50 fang of my dreaming L ne «r could find leisure
"o rise from my elumber and open the door.
But when I awoke and arose LO TECELVE hlm,d
And found that my Saviour had Jeft me an dgl?ine'
I thought of his patience, and how I had grieved him,
Now in deepest affliction his ahseuce 1 mourn.

inai’ thunder rounde louder and louder, .
s N?p‘ﬁﬁlﬂ%‘tﬁgfgsf flash bright, and the elements roar;
Ye angels, stand forward and plead in my favor,
To Christ I'm astiumed to look up any more.
But if through his mercy at last he'll recelve me,
. Like Mary, I'il weep oui my life at his feef :
No hardship or poverty ever shall grieve mc,

"1l die with my Saviour, and death shall be sweet.

4 With my face to the ground, still my beart eries for =

sl vel ' I'll ery—

a I've breath, for his merc cry

Biﬁ!llﬂzgm:qlldeslmir that he ever _wufdhear me,
For jong did be call, and lm:gg did I deny.

Come, seek your galvation while Jesus is waiting/
1f ever his pardoning mercy 1 prove,

11 be ever his goodness ruiating
E%iﬁ?gﬁgeﬁf ;ou in glory wﬁlolo Jesng above,

%
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’ Christ’s Blood Efficacious.

1 In the house of King David a fountain does spring,
For sin and uncleanness, from Jerus onr Kme :
This fountain flows sweetly whenever 2 pplied—

It sprang from the body of Christ when he dicd:

2 This fount was unclosed by the rude soldier's speer;
The blood and the water that flow’d for us there
Are balm for the wounded and health for the rick,
Are sight for the blinded and strength for the weak.

3 If you are distress’d and o’erburden’d with =in,
Come, wash in this fountain, and you shall be clean ;
All things are provided for sinners undone,

And you are invited and welcome to come.

4 Though Satan encompass your =onls as a wall,
This well of salvation stands open for all ;
Come, draw when you're weary, and drink when
you're dry
It was for the nee-:iy that Jesus did die.

5 If you are distresséd with mountaine of -guilt,
O wash in this fountain that Jesus hath spilt !
Yonu need not go mourning for sin very long—
Believe in your Saviour, and sing the new sOng—

6 The song of salvation, it is so divine,
usic and melody mark every line— :
It was ;tmgdhy the Hebrews, when freedom they
_ ound ;
When old Simeon finds Jesus, sweet praises abound.

7 There is a day coming in which saints shall sing
Eweut::thhﬂﬁa of prainem J:]s]ua our King ;
- shall mount u m sorrow acd pain
The kingdom of hmvenpeterually gain, :

iz
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8 O sinners, we're trav'lling to yonder bright world,
From which, h;; t:ﬂnsgﬁ_ﬁnl?‘;!é“ the mgeluuz:lr?
We bid you a final, etrrnal lareweil : 2
U:Jesa :fynu‘re converted you will sink to héH.l

9 Awake, then, O sinners ! awake from your sin !
We're sorry to leave you ; we ask dynn again ;
But if you will sliEht us again and again,
When (God speaks your senience, we must say
Amen.

. -

391 e |

1 Ye objects of sense and enjoyments of time,
Which oft have delighted my heart,

I soon sha'l exchange you for joys more sub-
For joys that will neverdepart.  [lime,

Thou, lord of the day, and thou, queen of

the night,

To me shall no longer be known ;

I soon shall bebold, with increasing delight,
A sun that will never go down.

3 Ye wonderful orbs that astonish mine eyes,

Your glories recede from my sight ; !
[ soon ghall contemplate mum’ienuuful

kies, :
And Ent.ura more transcendently bright.

4 Ye mountains and valleys, ye rivers and

lains, )
Thm]: earth, and thou ocean, adien!

(8]

. © More permanent regions, where righteous-

4 ness reigns,
Present their bright scenes to my view.

5 My weeping relations, my brethren and
g friends,
Whose souls are entwined with my own,

Adieu for the present, my spirit ascends
Where friendship immortal is known.
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6 The ills of transgression shall grieve me no
"Midst foes I no longer reside, more,

My conflict with sin and with sinners s o'er, .

With saints I shall ever abide,

7 No lurking temptation, defilement or fear
Again shall disquiet my breast,

In Jesus’ fair image I soon shall appear,
Forever ineffably blest,

8 Ye Sabbaths of peace, which have been my
delight,
And thou, sacred volume divine,
Have guided my footsteps like stars during
night ;
Adieu, my conductors benign !

9 Thou tottering seat of disease and of pain,
Adien, my dissolving abode,

I soon shall behold and possess thee again,
A beautiful building of God,

10 Come, come, my dear Jesus. O come and
release

The soul thoun hast bought with thy blood |

Oh! quicken my flight to the regions of

To feast on the smiles of my God. [ peace,

“Jda)e
7
1 Come, all ye mourning pilgrims dear,
Who're bound for Canaan’s land,
Take courage and fight manfully,
Stand fast with sword in hand -
Your Captain he has gone before,
The Father’s only Son,

hen, pilgrims dear, don’t let us fear,
ut let us follow on.

SONGS,

2 “Good morning, brother traveller,

Pray tell to me your name,

And whither you are travelling, .
Likewise from whence you came ?

“My name it is Bold Pilgrim,
To Canaan 1 am bound,

I'm from the howling wildemega,
From the enchanted ground.

3 " Pray what is that upon your head

Which shines so wondrous bright ?

Likewise the cov’ring of your breast,
So dazzling to my sight?

What kind of shoes are these you wear,
On which you boldly stand ?

What is the shining iustrumenb“
You hold in your right hand ?

4 “'T is a glorious hope upon my head,

Upon my breast a shield,

With this bright sword I mean to fight
Until I win the field.

My feet are shod with gospel grace,
On which I boldly stand ;

I mean to fight until I d’le, 2
And gain fair Canaan’s land.

5 “You'd better stay with me, young man,

And give your journey oer;

Your (,‘-Eptah’; is far out of sight,
You'll see his face no more,

My name is old b:ipollytzn;lm
These lands belong bk

And for your arms and pilgrl:im 8 dress
I’ll give them all to thee,
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6 “ O no,” says the bold pilgrim, .

“Your offers I disdain ;

A glittering crown of glory
I shortly shall obtain ;

If I shall bold out faithful
Unto my Lord's commands,

I shortly shall be heir with him,
To Canaan’s fruitful Jands.”

7 Behold, the mantled towera shine
Around with glitt'ring gold, -
My fair inheritance above
[ now by faith behold ;°
I smell the fruit, 1 see the trees,
Behold Liow thick they stand !
Fly up, my soul, improve the gale
That blows to Canaan's land. -

8 Sweet rivers of salvation
- From Canaan’s land do roll,
- Bright beams of dazzling glory
IHluminate my-scul ;° ' -
These pond’rous crowns of glory, -
-All et with diamonds bright,

And there my loving Saviour stands

Who is my heart's delight.

9 Come, then, ye monrning pilgrims dear,

Fresh courage take from me, - _
And hearken, while I tell yon how
I came this land to see : '

Through Christ, the gloricus telescﬁﬁe,

I view those worlds above,

* And God, my Father, dress’d in smiles

Which fill my soul with love.

. -’

o
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Canaan’s Ilappy Land, C

1 The people calléd Christians,
How many tales they tell = .
~ About the land of Canaan,

Where gaints and angels dwell }" ..

But gin, that dreadful ocean,
' Encompasses them round ;
Its surges gtill divide them
From Canaan’s happy ground.-

2 Thousauds are all impatient

To find their passage through,

And with united vigor

* Have tried what they could dc :

But human-builded vessels
Have never sailed so far, -

They all have quickly founder'd,
Upon some sandy bar.

3 The Everlasting Gospel -
Has launch’d the deep at last ;
Behold the sails suspended
Around her tow’ring mast]
Around her decks, in order,
The joyful sailors stand
Ninging, because they're going
. To Canaan's happy land,

4 We're now on the wide ocean,
' We bid them all farewell, -
But where we shall cast anchor
No mortal tongue can tell;

275 -
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About our future welfare 4 Though Satan may his powers employ,

There need be no debate, ‘%ﬂ: hﬂppyfprfmmcm tgoa ;i;sflﬁr&ny
Whi o et never fear, we ;
R And shout and sing the good old way,

With our Captain and his Mate. O ha'le, O hallelujah.
S Welre paseebgers whitud 5 And when on Pisgah’s top we stand
in hirmony. s Jove ; And view, by faith, the promis’d land,
gl e e il Then we may sing and shout and pray,
How joyfully we move ! And march slong the good old way.
Though troubles may surround us, 0 ]ml?e 0O hallelujah.
And raging billows roar, ) ;
" We'll safely cross the ocean, 6 Ye valiant souls, for heaven contend ;
™, And land on Canaan’s shore, Remember glory 's at the end ;
Our God will wipe all tears away ¢
1324: L. M. When we have run the good old way, }
; O halle, O hallelujah. &

The Good Old Wa}"- 7 Then far bﬂyﬂﬂd thiﬂ Inﬂrtﬂ.l Ehorep -

1 Lift up your hearts, Immanuel’s friends, We'll meet with those who've gone before,
And taste the pleasure Jesus sends ; And shout to think we've gain'd the day af’
L.et nothing cause you to delay By marching in the good old way, ¥
But hasten on the good old way, : O halle, O hallelujah. {

And I'll sing hallelujah. 32,..- Q7 ¢
i > L "

2 Our conflicts here, though great they be, 1 19 ice. my friends, the Lord is King ;

Shall not prevent our victory, Lgﬂaff ' rej'am to take him in ;

If we but watch and strive and pray, Let Jacgb rPiae and Zion sing,

Like soldiers, in the good old way, And all the world with praises ring,
O halle, O hallelujah. And give to Jesus glory.

3 0 good old way, how sweet thou art ! 2 O may the saints of every name
May none of us from thee depart; Uniteyto gerve the bleeding Lamb ;

But may our actions always say, May jars and discords cease Lo flame,
“ We're marching in the good old way,” And all the Saviour’s love proclaim,

O halle, O hallelujah. And give to Jesus glory.
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" 3 1long to see the Christians join . - . ¢
In union sweet and pesce divine,

When every church with grace silall';shine, '

~And grow in Christ, the living Vine,
And give to Jesus glory.

4 O may the desert lands rejoice,

- Aud mourners hear the Bridegroom’s voice,

While songs of praise each tongue employ,
. And all obtain immortal joy,
And give to Jesus glory.

o Come, parents, children, bond and free,
Come, will you go to heaven with me,
That glorious land of rest to see,

And shout with me eternally,
And give to Jesus glory ?

L%

6 Come, wlio will march to win the prize
And take the kingdom in the skies,
- Where love and union never dies,
But always flows through Paradise ?.
And there we'll give Lim glory.

7 My soul grows happy while I sing; .
I feel that I am on the wing ;. -
I'll shoat salvation to my King,
Till I to heaven my trophies bring,
And there we’ll give him glory.

8 Those beauteous fields of living green
Througlh faith, the telescope, are geen ;
Thougly Jordan's billows roll between,
‘We soon shall cross the narrow stream,

And there we’ll give him glory.

SONGS. - 2%9

9 A few more days of pain and woe, -
A few more suff’ring scenvs below,
~ And then to Jesus we shall go, -
" Where everlasting pleasures flow,
s And there we’ll give him glory.

10 The rose and lily there shall stand,
 1In holy bloom, at God’s right hand :
O how I long for (Canaan's !and,
And there to join the shouting band,
And give to Jesus glory !

326 _ . 88,6

1 O glorious hope of perfect love!

~ - It lifts me up to things above ;

- It bears on eagle’s wings ;
It gives my ravish'd soul a taste,

And makes me, for some moments, feast

With Jesus—Priest and King.

2 Rejoicing now in earnest hope
- 1 stand, and from the mountain top
See all the land below:
" Rivers of milk and honey rise,
And all the fruits of paradise
In endless plenty grow.

8 A land of corn and wine and oil,
Favor'd with God's peculiar’amlle,
. With every blessing bless'd ;
There dwells the Lord our righteousness,
And keeps his own in perfect peace
And everlasting rest. _

W e i
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4 O that I might at once go up,
No more on this side Jordan stop,
But now the land possess!
This moment end may legal years,
Sorrows and sins, and doubts and fears,
A howling wilderness.

5 Now, O my Jesus, bring me in,
Cast out thy foes ; the inbred sin,
The carpal mind remove—
The purchase of thy death divine;
And O! with all the sanctified,
Give me a lot of love!

327 LX

1

Watch and Pray.

Dear people, we have met to-day

To hear, to preach, to sing and pray ;
It is the Father's great command,
The way that leads to his right hand.

9 Then let our hearts to him incline,

For we must die in a short time,
And then forever we must dwell
With him or in the flames of lLell.

Arise, arise, I'm going home,

Away to New Jerusalem,

Saying ‘* Gabriel, go, pronounce the sound,
Awake, ye nations underground.”

The blooming youth, all in their prime,
Are counting on the length of time;
They’ll often say 't is their intent,

When they get older, to repent.

SONGS.
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5 The aged sinners will not turn,
Their hearts are hard, they will not mourn;
Much narder than the flinty rock,
They will not break, though Jesus knock.

6 Good God ! what groans,
While thunder's roaring

what solemn cries,
thro’ the skies—

Methinks I heard some children say,
« I never heard my parents pray.

7 See sinners sinking to despair ; _
Hear Christians shouting through the air;
How happy will they be that day
Who in this world did watch and pray !

328 P. M.

1 Ye happy children, who follow Jesus
Into the house of prayer and praise,

Who are join'd in union,

while love increases,

Resolved this way 1o gpend your days:

Although we're hated by

the world and Satan,

And flesh, such as know not God,
Yet happy moments and joyful seasons
We ofttimes find on Canaan’s road.

2 Though oft assaulted by ore temptations,

We'll keep our gré

Our Jesus travelled throug

at High Priest in view.

h tribulations,

And he will bring his people through :
Though hell, with all its frightful legiqnn‘

Oppose our way,

and round us roar,

Fear not, we'll gain those peaceful regions,

And shout on Canaan’s

happy shore.




.. % 8o farewel], brethren, I'm going home.
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3 While we've been waiting on loving Jesus, -
- We've felt eome streams coming from above }
Qur hearts have burned with holy rapture,
We long to be absolved in Jove :
Then let us hold fast what is given,
And trust in God for time to come :
*. Sure we shall find our way to heaven, ..

. 4 On Zion's holy celestial mountain,

I bope again to meet you all ;

To bathe in Jove’s eternal fountain,
And around the throne divine to fall ;

. Sweetly united to one another,

When to our Father's house we come

There's loving Jesus, our ¢lder Brother
80 come, my brother, let ’s hasten home.

* [

5 But, as we go, let us praise our Jeeus, P
And pray for those that spurn his grace,
That they may taste love’s richcet treasures,
And live to see God's emiling face ; _
Now here’s my hand, and my best wishes, - .
In token of my Chriztian love— o
" Tn hopes with you to praise my Jesus, . "~
So farewell, brethren, we'll meet above.

E}EZE)_' 1l

The Dying Chrisiian in a Ilappy Frame.

1 My eoul "s full of g‘ldi-;,r, inspiﬂﬂg my tongue ;3
Could I meet with bright angels, I'd sing them a
T, ‘BONEZ 3 ! i
I'd ring of my Jesus, and tell of hix charms,
And beg them to bear me to his loving arms.
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2 O Jesns ! sweet Jesus ! thou balm of my soul, -
*T' was thou, my dear Saviour, that made my heart

whole :
O bring me to view thee, thou precious, sweet

King ! - )
In oceans of glory thy praises to sing.

3 O heaven. sweet heaven, how charming the word!
I long to be rizing to meet *.m_Y dear Lord :
Descend, blessed Spirit, and lend me your wings, , -
I fly to my Jesus, the King of all kings. e

o
4 A glimpse of bright glory o’erpowers my soul,

I sink in sweet viston to view the bright goal ; -

My soul, while T’m singing* iz leaping to go—
This moment for heaven 1'd leave all below.

5 Farewell, my dear brethren ; my }.ord bids me
come ; ' ) . -
Farewell to all sorrow, I'm now going home ; X
Though werms my poor body may claim as their

: i prey, - .
- 'T will ontshine, when riging, the sun at neonday.

‘ p The san shall be darken’d, ;he moon turned to

biood,
The mountains all melt at the presence of God ;
Amid vivid lightning and thunder’s loud roar,
We'll ascend 1o sweet Jesus, to praize and adore.

7 My friends, I am g:;ing_ but what do I sce ?
-VIVia Jesus, in glory, appesrs uuto me— .
To heaven, to heaven, I'm going—1'm gone—

O gory ! Oglory 1 't is done—it i3 aone !

330 = o®

1 There is a place where my lLicpes are stay’d,
My hLeart and my treasure are there,
Where verdure and blossoms never fade,

. And fields are eternally fair,

L]
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CHORUS,

That blissful place is my Father's land,
By faith its delights I explore,

Come favor my flight, angelic band,
And waft me in peace to the shore.

& There is a place where the angels dwell,
A pure and a peaceful abode,
The joys of that place no tongue can tell,
For there is the palace of God. 4 -

38 There is a place where my friends are gone,
Who suffered and worship’'d with me,
Exalted with Christ, high on his throne,
The King, in his beauty, they see.

4 There is a place where I hope to live
When life and its labors are o’er,
A place which the Lord to me will give,
And then I shall sorrow no more,

331 7, 6,8,8,8, 6.

1 Where are the Hebrew children ?
Safe in the promised land.
Though the furnace flam'd around them,
God, while in their troubles, found them,
He with love and merey bound them—
Safe in the promised land.

2 Where are the twelve apostles?
Safe in the promised land.,
'They went up through pain and sighing,
Scoffing, scourging, crucifying,
Nobly for their Master dying—
Safe in the promised land.

Ll
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3 Where are the holy martyrs?
Safe in the promised land.
They went up through flaming fire,
Trusting in their great Messiah,
Who by grace will raise them higher,
Safe in the promised land.

4 Where are the holy Christians ? o
Safe in the promised land.
Those who've wash'd their robes, and made
- ghem
White and spotless pure, and laid them
Where no earthly stains can fade them,
Safe in the promised land.

332 9, 8.
Beautiful River,

1 Way down in the beautiful valley,
Where love crowns the meek and lowly,
Where loud streams of envy and folly,

Shall roll on their billows in vain.

CHORUS,

Oh ! there, there the Lord will deliver,
And souls drink of this beautiful river,

Which flows free forever and ever,
And lov'd ones ﬂha_.ll ever remain.

2 The low soul in humble subjection
Shall here find unshaken protection,
The soft gales of cheering reflection,
The mind soothed from sorrow and pain

3 This low vale is far from contention,
Where no souls can dream of dissension,
Nor dark wilds of evil invention

Can find out this region of peace.
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4 Come drop, drop the tear of contrition,
And yield to the Spirit's direction,
Come make this noble confession,

And die with your Saviour also.

333 e

Pure Testimony,

1 The pure testimony put forth in the Spirit,
Cuts liké a keen two-edged sword,
And hypoerites now are surely tormented
Because they're condemned by ihe Word.
The pure testimony dizcovers the dross,
While wicked professors make light of the cross,
And Babylon trembles for fear of the loss.

2 1s not the time come for the church to be gather'd
Into the one Spirit of God ¥
Baptized in one spirit into the one body,
Partaking Christ's flesh and his blood.
They drink in one spirit which makes them all see
They're one in Christ Jesus wherever they be,
* The Jew and the Gentile—the boud and the free.

3 Then Llow ye the trumpet in pure testimony,
And let the world hear it again ;
O come ye from Babylon, Egypt, and Sodom,
And make your way over the plain.
Then gird on your armor, ye saints of the Lord,
And he will direct you by his loving word—
The pure testimony will cut like a sword.

4 The u'url;:ll will not persecute those who are like to
them,
But hold the same as their.own.
The pure testimony and vile persecntion
Will eall you your life to lay down—
Come ont from the spirit and practices 100,
The track of the Saviour O keep in full view—
The pure testimony will cut its way through.

SONGS. 23_‘3'

5 The battle is coming between the two kingdoms,
The army will gather around,
The pure testimony cries up separation,
nd calls you your lives to lay down.
Then wash all your robes in the blood of the Lamb
And walk in the Spirit, as Jesus has done—
In the pure testimony you wili overcome,

e
334
1 What a mercy, a mercy is this !

What a mercy. a mercy is thix !
What a mercy is this, what a heaven of bliss—

Jesus died 10 redeem a lost race !

9,9 12,9

2 What will, O what will become of me ?
What will, O what wil become of me ?
What will become of me, if death alipmches me,
If my Saviour *s not found in my heart.

8 'T is awful, 't isawful to relate 3
T is awful, "t is awful to relate ;
'T isawful to relate, if death shonld be my fate,
If my Saviour *s not found in my heart.

4 But we hope, and we hope to meet again ;
But we hope, and we hope to meet again ;
But we hope to meet again, for dying is but gain,
If my Saviour is found in my heart.

5 How cheering, how cheering to the mind ;
How cheering, how cheering to the mind ;
How cheering 1o the minds of the friends I leave
behind,
If my Saviour is found in my heart.

6 There is peace, there is sweet peace within ;
There is peace, there s »weet peace within ;
There is sweet peace within, 't is the pardon of my
sins,
If my Saviour is found in my heart.

N
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7 Adien, and adien unto yon all ;
Adiecu, and adieu unto you all ;
Adien unto you all, for my Saviour doth me call,
And has promised to meet me anew.

330 P.M.

1 The Jews crncified him, the Jews crucified him,
The Jews erucified him and they nail'd to the cress.
He arose—dJesus rose.
Ile aruse and went to heaven through the clouds.

)
2 Joseph b‘rzs:ged the body, O Joseph begzed the

A
O Joseph hggged the body, and he laid it in the
tomb,
He arose—dJesus rose,
He urose and went to heaven through the clouds.

3 Mary came a-wecping. O Mary came a-weeping,
O Mary came a-weeping to seek her Lord,
He arose—dJesus rose.
He arose and went to heaven through the clouds.

4 The grave could not hold him, the grave could not
hold him, N
The grave could not hold him, for he burst the bands
of death. :
* He arose—Jesus rose.
He arose and went to heaven through the clouds.

5 Go tell my disciples, go tell my disciples,
Go tell my disclples that I've risen‘from the tomb.
He arose—Jesus rose,
He arose and went to heaven through the clouds.

L Tle gave them their commission, he gave them their
commission,
He gave them their commission to let his work be
known.
He arose—Jesnus ro=e.
He arose and went to heaven through the clouds.

SONGS, 280" < %

336 11, 8.

The White Pilgrim.

1 Iecame to the place where the white pilgrim
And pensively stood by his tomb, [lay,
When in a low whisper I heard something
8ay,
“ How sweetly I sleep here alone!

2 “The tempest may roar and the loud
thunder roll, ”
And gath'ring storms may arise,
Yet calm are my feelings, at rest is my soul,
The tears are all wip'd from my eyes.

3 “The cares of my Master propell'd me from
I bid my companions farewell, [home,

I left my sweet children who for me do
In far distant regions to dwell. [mourn,

4 “ I wander'd an exile, a stranger below,
To publish salvation abroad,
The trump of the gospel endeav'ring 1o
Inviting poor sinners to God. [blow,

<
5 ** And when among strangers, and far from

my home,
No kindred or relative nigh, &
. I met the contagion and sank to the tomb,

My spirit ascended on high.

i ; dear,
6 “ Go tell my companions and relatives d
To weep not for me, though I'm gone,
The same hand that led me through scenes .
dark and drear e
Has kindly assisted me home.
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837

IIope of JIeaven Drowns Cares on
Earth.—Ileb. xiii. 14.

I ““ We've no abiding city here,”

This may distress the worldling’s mind,

But should not cost the saint a tear,
Wlo Lopes a better rest to find.
CHORLUS. -

Our gpan of life will soon be o'er,
And time with us will be no more, s

Since, flown to Christ our souls to save,

We havea hope beyond the grave.
2 “ We've no abiding city here.”
Sad truth, were this to be our home ;.
Baut let this thought our spirits cheer,
“We seek a city yet to come,”
p , ~ Chorus.
» 3 *“ We've no abiding city here.”
Then let us live as pilgrims do ;-
Let not the world our rest appear,
But let us haste from all below.
'- | . Chorus,
4 “ We've no abiding city here.”
We seek a city out of sight—
Zion its name—we’ll soon be there;
It shines with everlasting light,
_ Chorus.
9 Zion! Jehovah is her strength ;
Secure she smiles at all her foes;
And weary travellers at length
Within her sacred walls repose,
| Chorus.
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6 O sweet abode of peace and love!

Where pilgrims, freed from toil, are
blest ; o
Had I the pinions of a dove,
I'd fly away and be at rest.

Chorus.

. 7 But hush,.my' soul, nor dare repine ;

- The time my God appoints is best : -
While here, to do his will be mine,
And his to fix my time of rest.

Chorus.




TABLE OF FIRST LINES.

L B

The figures refer to the pages of the book.

A chargetokeepl have...............
Afflicted saints, to Christ draw néar.. ...
Afflictions, though they seem severe.. ..
Ah me ! I'm never well but when......
Ah ! what can I, a sinner, do..........
Alas, and did my Saviour bleed........
Almighty Maker of my frame. . =
Amazing grace ! how sweet the sound. .

Am I a soldier of the cross.............
And am I born to die........., e a v
And must this body die...............

And are we yetalive.....ccoevveennnns

And let our bodies part........

And must I be to judgment hmught :
And did the holy a.nd RO JHIEE oo de i
And must [ part with all' [ have........
And have I measured half my days... .
And will the Judge descend ...........
And let this feeble body fail............
Another six days’ work is done.........
Anotherday ispast.......ccovovicncens
Anxious, I strove to find the way..... b
Approach, my soul, the mercy-seat.... ..
Arise. my soul, arise..........c000n 73
Arise, my soul, my joyful powers...... 138
As Lot bid his city adieun............. oo 10K
At thy command, our dearest Lord..... 160
Awake, my heart! arise, my tongue.... 234




294 TABLE OF FIRST LINES, 295
Awake, my soul, to joyful lays......... 103 | Dark and thorny is the desert, ..,...... 202
Awake, my drowsy friends, awake...... 120 Day of judgment, day of wonders ...... 204

Dear friends, farewell, I do you tell.... 248
Dear mop!a, we have met to-day.... 280
r

Be still, my heart, these anxious cares.. 116 PR
: d, and has thy pardoning blood 153"

Behold the wretch whose lust and wine.. &5 Dear

Behold, how sinners disagree.......... 90 Dearest Lord, thou hast commanded. ... 215
Behold the sons, the heirs of God.. ..... 107 Death cannot make my soul afraid...... 130
Behold the throne of grace............. 141 Death,’t is a melancholy day......... co 1. 98
Behold the morning sun............... 183 Destruction's dismal road.............. 121
Bestow, dear Lord, upon our youth..... 112 Did Christ the great example leave,.... 168
Blest are the humble souls that see. . . .. 88 Disrobed of all his heavenly dress...... 164
Blow ye the trumpet, blow............. 22 Down to the water's side.......... wis e 10
Bold soldiers all, on you I call.......... 123 Dread Sovereign ! let my evening song.. 18
Brethren, I bid you all farewell........ 216 Drooping saints, no longer grieve, .. ... 206

L 3

% Calm on the list'ning ear of night... ... 72 ”

R ki of the beavealy Ring...-..... a0 il < Exal theTord one et e

- ghief E?lepherd ol thy chosen sheep.... 105 B '~ % % 75000 000 4Rl SRR i e .

) Jome, a e weary travellers.......... 217 . : v
Come, all ;a muuging pilgrims dear.... 272 - Faith adds new charms to earthly bliss.., 106
Come, children, learn to fear the Lord... 93 Far as thy name Is known.. ...... ... .. 16

Father, in whom we live.............. 5

Come, humble sinner, in whose breast. . 134
Come, friends and relations, let’s, etc... 203
Come, let us anew our journey pursue.. 37

Father, I stretch my hands to thee...... 141
Father, we bow before thy throne...... 178
Farewell, my dear brethren, ete........ 238

Come on, my brethren in the Lord...... 201 ;

Come, O thou traveller unknown........ 32 Farewell, my dear kindred, etc......... *0

Come, sinners, to the gospel feast....... 23 gorever herestmy rﬂ;?::gl :hlrtbluws > gg

C i rom every stormy I a5 s
ome to the glorious gospel feast....... 126 From whence doth this union arise. . ... 243

Come, thou Fount of every blessing.... 44
Come, ye disconsolate, where’er, ete.. ... 25
Come, ye sinners, poor and needy. .. ... 267
Come, ye sinners, come to Jesus....., .. 105
Come, ye that fear the Lord. .. ......... 246
Come, ye that love the Lord........... 42

Friends and physicians cannot save...., 254

Gaze on, 8 tors, while we show.. ... 155
Go preach my gospel, saith the Lord.... 18
Good is the Lord,the heavenly King... 54

. < TN

%,



296 TABLE OF

Grace | 't is a charming sound. .........
Guide us, O thou Great Jehovah. . ..

Hail | Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.....
Hail, the day that sees him rise....... ;
Hail, thou long expected Jesus.. ......
Hail, thou blest morn, when the, ete... .
Hail, great Creator, wise and good ... ..
Hark, from the tombs a doleful sound. .
Hark, listen to the trumpeters.. ........
Hark, my soul, it is the Lord ... ...... L
Hasten, O sinners, to be wise,.........
Hear the royal proclamation............
Here at thy table, Lord, we mevet.. .....
His death we mourn who lately stood. . .
Hither we come, our dearest Lord. .....
How did my heart rejoice to hear.......

- How firm a foundation, ye saints, etec. ..

How great, how solemn is the work. ...
How t, how terrible that God......
How happy every child of grace........
How lost was my condition. ...........
How painfully pleasing the fond, etc.. ..
How rich thy bounty, King of kings....
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds. . .
How tedious and tasteless the hours ...
How vain are all things here below.. ...
How happy, how joyful, ete...........

I came to the place where the white, ete.
1 hear the gospel’s joyful sound...... .
I know that my Redeemer lives..... ...

love to see the Lord below...........
I send the joys of earth away..........

FIRST LINES.

I want a change to feel...... B L e
I would not live alway ; I ask not to stay
I've sailed over the ocean, I've, ete.... ..
If God so loved our race..........cc...
If you would win a soul to God .......
In all my Lord’s appointed ways.......
In lands strange and distant, ete........
In pleasure sweet, here we do meet.. ...
In such a grave as this. ...............
[n the sun and moon and stars... .......
In the house of King David, ete........
Indulgent God, whose bounteous care. .
Indulgent Father, by whose care........
Indulgent Lord ! my heart would raise.

Jesus, I my cross have taken......... N
Jesus, and shall iteverbe............ ;
Jesus invites hissgaints. .. .............
Jesus, loverof my soul.......cieieinns
Jesus, my all, to heaven has gone. .. ...
Jesus, our soul’s delightful choice......
Jesus, Redeemer, Saviour, Lord........
Jesus, thou art the sinner’s friend. .....
Jesus, the Lord, who groan’d and died..
Jesus, with all thy saints above...... .
Jesus, we love thy name.. .............
Jesus, we look to thee...........auuuvn
Jerusalem, my happy home... .. o'aioeisih e

Know then, that every one is free......
Lamb of God, for ginners slain.........

Let every mortal ear gttond . il s :
Let me alone another year..... . s e

297

146

50
100
144

. 196

150-
100
155
153

07
270
192
188
117

131
104
156
31
31
107

27 4
127
165

01
132
G2
223

118

226
135



208 TAELE OF

Let strife forever cease, . .veverrvreenss 146
Let Zion’s watechmen all awake......... 193
Lord, at thy temple we appear.......... 133
Lord God, the Holy Ghost...... edanere 1D

Lord, I believe a rest remains.......... 26 '

" Lord, I cannot let thee go............. 56
. Lord, in the morning thou shalt Lear.. ., 183
Lord, teach thy servants how to pray.... 60

Lord, thou liast searched and seen, etc,. 68

Lord, what a feeble piece.............. 170
Lift up your hearta! ete..... e e
Loving Jesus, gentle Lamb............ 511

»

My barns are full, my stores increase... 81 .

My brethren, farewell, we part, ete..... 261

- My Christian friends, in bonds of love.. 259

- My conscious guilt is now so great....... 83
My days, my weeks, my months, ete.... 267
My former hopegsare dead............. 113
My gracious God hasg brought me thro'.. 187
My (God, my King, thy various praise... 63

My heart, how dreadful hard it is..... . 148
My hope, my all, my Saviour thou...... 45.
My sorrows, likea flood......cocnve.. o 137
My soul, be on thy guard....... .
My soul forsakes her vain delight...,.. 139

My soul ’s full of glory, inspiring, ete.., 282

My soul ghall praise thee, O my God.... 66

Naked as from the earth we came...... 175
'No change of time shall ever shock...., 71
Not the malicious nor profane:.......... 80
Not with cur mortal eyes........... o 143
Now from the altar of our hearts.., «..,, 191

+

FIRST LINES. 299
Now is the accepted time........ S, 3
Now the shades of night are gone...... 182
O bless the Lord, mysoul....c.cvweev.e 75
O could my soul this morning rise...... 184
O for a closer walk with God...... sene. o4
O for a glance of heavenly day......... 84
O for a heart to praise my God........ . 87
- ¢ for a taste of life divine.............. 145
O God of mercy, bear my eall.......... 307
O God, our help in ages past..... snecyy 40
O God, my heart with love inflame..... 231
- O glorious hope of perfect love..... s
O how I love the Jioly word.......... .. 114
O how happyarethey................. 250
O happy time, long waited for.......... 263
0O Jesus, may we praise thy name,..... 191
O Jesus, my Saviour, I know thou, etc.. 244
O Lord, in mercy Spare. .. ...c.cevevaue o3
O Lord our God, how wondrous great... 69
O Saviour, hear me when I pray........ 188

O that I had some humble place........ 237
O teil me no more of this world’s, ete... 255

O thou, whose off' ring on the tree...... 10
Q turn, ye poor sinners, for why,ete.... 101
O what a wretched sinner, Lord......., 84
O when shall I see Jesus...r........ g Ay
O who will rise and go with me......., 124

Oh ! if poor sinners could but know.... 197
" On God we build our sure defence...... 71

On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand..... . 43
Once more, my soul, the rising day..... 185
Our days, alas! our mortal days....... 173

Qur heavenly Father, hear....icvveee. 99

e e A

L s b B iy

--.- i v-n-' s PP 2 "'#.'-"h'ﬁ T e -



300 TABLE OF - FIRST LINES, 301

Plunged in a gulf of dark despair...... 13 -~ The King of Heaven his table spreads.. 162
Prayer is appointed to convey....... .. 40 } The Lord is the fountain of, ete......... 219
Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire.. .. ... 54 The Lord our God is Lordof all. ....... 67
Praise waits in Zion, Lord, for thee.... 63 The Lord our God is clothed with might, 69
The Lord of glory is my light.......... 15
. Religion is the chief concern.... ...... 147 The Lord is risen indeed............. o |
Remember, Lord, our mortal state. . . ... 178 The pure testimony put forth, ete. ..., . 286
Rejoice, my friends, the Lord is King... 277 The true Messgiali now appears......... 74
Thee we adore, Eternal name. ......... 170
Salem’s bright King, Jesus by name.... 210 The people calléd Christians. .......... 275
Salvation ! O the joyful sound......... 149 There is a fountain fill'd with blood.... 9
Baw ye my Baviour?. ... ...t veet 256 There is a land of pure delight......... 48
See how the morning sun.............. 186 h There 's not a star whose twinkling light, 67
See how the wicked kingdom is, etc.... 265 There is a school on earth begun....... 229
See the eternal Judge descending...... 97 There is a place where my hopes, etc. .., 283
Show pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive...... 86 This is the word of truth and love..... .
Sinners, exposed to dreadful woe....... 136 This is the feast of heavenly wine....., 159
Since I have placed my trust in God. ... 142 This do in memory of your friend...... 160
Stoop down, my thoughts that, ete.. ..., 177 This is the day when Christ arose ..... 182
Sweet rivers of redeeming love......... 233 This morning let my praise arise....... 187
The Spirit br{fft:ldﬂﬂh upi:l:d the word.. .., l;ﬁ
That doleful night, before his death, 157, 163 +nus far the Lord has leCApe Gl ®
That awful daygwill surely come....... 129 Thou Son of Giod, whose flaming eyes.. 25
The billows swell, the winds are high.. 115 Though sultry cl:me:rs and deserts wide.. 199
The blest memorials of thy grief....... 163 Thus said the Lord, The spacious fields, 7}' ;
The chariot ! the chariot ! its, ete...... 259 Thy life I read, my dearest Lord....... 18
The day is past and gone.............. 193 Thy word commands our flesh to dust.. 169
The day of Christ, the day of God...... 14 i 'T is finished, the .MEEE!H!! drlﬂa. ..... .o BB
The eye of God is everywhere. ........ %6 = - _ia midnig_ht, and on Olive’s brow..., gz
The fields are all white, and the, ete. .. 102 T is my desire with God to walk. ...... 1
The grave is now a favor’d spot........ 168 To.day, if you will hear his voice....... 246
he t archangel’s trump, etc....... 47 To God your every want............... 4l
The Jews crucified him, the Jews, ete.. 288 | To heaven I lift my waiting eyes........ 70
The glorious light of Zion.. .. .......... 239 To keep the lamp alive.......ovnvuua., 177




302 TABLE OF

To Jesus, our exalted Lord............. 158
To leave my dear friends, etc.......... 249
To thy tempie we Tepair............... 61

*T was on that dark and doleful night... 157

Vain, delusive world, adieu, ........... 39
Vain man, thy fond pursuits forbear.... Y6

Wake up, my muse, condole the loss.... 180

Watchman, tell us of the night........ 50
Way down in the beautiful valley...... 285
We've no abiding city here............ 200
We've found thie Rock, thetrav'llerscried 207
What doth the Ladder mean........... 12
What a mercy, a mercy is this. ........ _87
What lovely band is this Isee.......... 154
What poor despiséd company. ......... 122
When blooming youth is snatched away. 173
When converts first begin to sing...... 214
When I survey the wondrous cross,..... 8
When I can read my title clear......... 52
When Jesus Christ was here below..... 165

When life’s tempestuous storms are o'er. 241
When musing sorrow weeps the past... 20
When shall we all meet again.... ..... 224
When thou, my righteous Judge, etc... 89
While in the agonies of death.......... 7
While shepherds watched their, etc.... 125
While others their salvation rest....... 143
While thee I seek, protecting Power.... 28
Why do we mourn departing friends... 175
Why should the children of & king..... 137

ere are the Hebrew children........ 284
With thee, great God, the etores of light, 186

FIRST LINES. 303

With sacred joy we lift our eyes........ 59

With gladness, dear brethren, ete...... 213
With all my powers of heart and tongue. 64
Within thy house, O Lord............. 62
Ye blooming youth, I pray give ear.... 251
Ye brethren, who profess the Lord.. .. .. 211
Ye fleeting charms of earth, farewell... 95

Ye hearts with youthful vigor warm.... 94
Ye lovers of pleasure that slighted, ete.. 269 .

Ye messengers of Christ............... 197
Ye nations round the earth, rejoice.. ... o8
Ye objects of sense, etc. ......... ey v 271

Ye pilgrims that are wand’ring home... 253
Ye saints, attend the Saviour’s voice. ... 225
Ye wretched, hungry, starving S {1 |
Ye happy children who follow Jesus.... 281
Yes, my native land, 1 love thee........ 200
Youug people all, attention give........ 243

J



	scans
	scans2
	scans3

