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ALJ.EGHENY,

INTRODUCTION.

Necessity is the best of all reasons. A necessity seems
to call for just such a volume of hymns and pOems as the
one here presented, and therefore it is.
Grand truths are made yet grander and more beautiful
as smoothly and soothingly they Ilow in rhyme; and for
family worship, and for social public gatherings of the
Lord's children, nothing can be much more profitable to
them or more pleasing to our Lord than united prayer
and praise in psalrns and hymns and spiritual songs--sing
ing and making melody unto the Lord from the heart.
" True, there are already many collections of poems and of
hyrnns, most of which contain some that are grand and
beautiful, and some might therefore question the necessity
oT a new collection_ Collections in general, however, con
tain much more of chaff than of golden grain; and each
collection seems to have omitted many of the choicest and
to have included many undesirable. Hence it seemed to us
expedient, and the Lord's will, to prepare this fresh collec
tion. From it we have endeavored to leave out all chaff;
and though we cannot hope that we have herein garnered
all t h� worthy grain, we certainly have winnowcd very
carefully and "have found and brought together a collection
which in our judgrnent is without an equal, and just what
God's consecrated childre"� will rejoice to see.
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It will be observed that the hymns selected generally
represent the attitude of truly consecrated believers, whose
sins have bu" forgiven, and not of unbe1ievers and sinners
desiring to fin'1 God and to obtain forgiveness. We regard
it as impre-tler for any to take the Lord's pra ise into his
mouth until he has believed, and hence until forgiven.
(See Psa. 50: 16.) We believe, too, that it is very un
becoming to the Lord's saints to take the attitude of sinners,
and to sing, for instanceu

Depth of mercy, can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?
Can my God his wrath forbear ;
Me, the chief of sinners spare? "-

and many of the same stamp. And it seems equalIy im
proper that a hymn should be addressed and sung to si,:-

ners, as-

u

Come, ye sinners, poor and needy,"-

when the idea should be that of worship to the Lord
praise, prayer and thankfulness. Hence none of the usual
revival hymns are included in this colIection, which is
strictly what its name indicates-Poems and !-Iymns of the
Dawn-for the Bride, and for aH the Redeemed.
Not fettered by sectarian boundary lines, we have gath
ered from everywhere-from the Methodist and the Pres
byterian I-Iymnals, from \Vinnowed !-Iymns, from the
Gospel !-Iymns Consolidated, from the Jubilee !-Iarp, and
from others a few. As these hymns and poems are read,
it will be noticed that though written under varying cir
cumstances, and some of them centuries apart, the one
holy Spirit of the one Master must have more or less con
trolIed aud inspired the noble and beautiful truths and
sentiments expressed. ('Ve do not mean a plenary in
spiration, such as we attribnte to the prophets and apo.tles,
but an inspiration resulting from-a familiarity and sympathy
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with the plenary inspiration. and teachings of the Scrip
tures. )
While some of these poems have been altered some
what to bring them into full harmony with the yet c1earer
light of the" harvest" time, the intelligent reader will

be

impressed with the thought that though these poets believed
themselves to belong to the various sects, yet really they

were all of the one church, partakers of the one spirit,

taught by the one Lord.
\Ve have not affixed the names of the writers to each
poem, for two reasons: first, because we cannot surely
know the authorship of all of them; and second, be
cause we could not know whether the authors would in
every instance like to have their names attached on ac
count of the alterations made.

Our decision has there

fore been to mention the authors' names, so far as known,
only in the Index, and there to indicate by a mark
which have been altered.

(*)

This arrangement we trust will

be agreeable to many and offensiv<! to none.
The poems not set to music we have placed first in order
and have arranged them, so far as possible, to tell the story
of God's plan for man's salvation and of the believers'
faith and growth in grace and trust connectedly.
The hymns, it will be noticed, are arranged in alphabet
icalorder.

\Ye trust that this will prove a convenience to

all who may use the book, as it will save time and annoy
ance in searching an index.

Tunes suitable to the hyrnns

are indicated at the head of each, so far as possible, and
as often as possible the numbers of the same in either
Winnowed
Epworth

Hymns, Gospel Hymns Consolidated, the
Hymnal,

Songs

of

Pilgrimage

or Jubilee

Harp, which art: indicated by the abreviations W. H.,

G. H., S. P. and J. H.

\Yhere a number meet together

one copy each, of the above named books would
venient for the sake of the music.
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Those who will feel the deepest interest in this collec
tion, and whose sentiments will be most fully voiced in its
verses, will undoubtedly be those in fullest degree of sym
pathy with the divine plan of the ages, as set forth in the
several volumes

of

MILLENNIAL DAWN,

the eyes of

whose understandings have been opened to the c\earer,
purer light now shining from our great Redeemer's cross,
showing the fullness and the completeness of his salvation.
In fact, this volume, while not numbered as one .of the

volumes of the MilIennial Dawn series, is designed to be a
companion volume, a melodious

aC"omprmiment lo the

"new song," "the song of Moses and the

Lamb" (the

grand harmony of the law and the gospel), as presented
in the regular Dawn series.Let the music of God's good and great plan ring through
your hearts and lives, dear fellow-pilgrims and Iellow.
members of the" royal priesthood," so that every day and
every hour shall be filled with joy and praise and thank
fulness.

And that this-little volume may assist in deep

ening the work of grace in yonr hearts is our object and
our prayer in its preparation.
With grateful thankfulness to our Lord and Master
who has blessed me and the work thus,

I acknowledge the

very valuable assistance of my life·companion and faithful
co-L1borer in the editing of this volume, and pray bless�
ings upon all who use the book similar to that we have
enjoyed in its compilation.

Most respectfully,

Your servant in Christ,

Alleghmy, Pa., lj. S. A.

C. T. RUSSELL.

POEMS

OF

DAVVN.

THE OLD, OLD STORY.
Inquirer.-

ELL ME the old, olu story.
T Some say from heav'n aboye,
One, Jesus, left great glory
To show to men God's 1o e.
Tell me the story simply,
As to a little child;
For I of sin am weary,
D issa tisfied, defileci .
Tell me the story slow1y,
That I may take it in
That story of redemption,
God's remedy for sin.
Tell me the story clearly
How Christ a ransom gave.
O friend, am I the sinner
'Vhom J esus came to save ?
y
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YOUl/g Christian.-

Tell me the story often;
For I forget so soon:
The early dew of morning
Has passed a wa y a t noon.
Tell me the same old story,
'Vhen you have cause to feai
That this world's empty glory
Is costing mc too dear.

CIIristian ill AjJlictioll.-

Tell me the story always,
I f you would really be,
In any time of trouble,
A comforter to me.
Tell me the story sweetly,
In calm and soothing strain,
And let its blessed message
Refresh my soul again.
Yes, and while coming glory
Is dawning on my soul,
Tell me the old, old story:
' Twill help me reach the goal.
REPLY.

You ask me for the story
lIow Jesus, from above,
Left all his heavenly glory,
To prove that God is love.
8
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\Vell, you shall have the story,
The old, old story, too;
And I am pleased to tell it;
To me 'tis always new.
I'd gladly tell to some one
These tidings enry day.
! neycr should grow weary
Of pointing out the way;The ,,"ay to life and gl ory,
\Vhose end is bliss complete,
In which the blest old story
Directs our willing feet.
And as you hear these tidings
Of joy and peace, you '11 see
They 're not the a wful warnings
Of endless misery:Of a death " whose pang outlasts
Thc qui\" 'ring, fleeting breath,"
Round which " eterna! horrors hang,"
A never dying death.
And this, the hope less clo011l for all
Except little fl o ck.
You see they do not com prehend
The precious olcl , old Book,-"
But as the herald angels sang,
Good news without alloy,*
\Vhich yet " shall to all people be
a

Good tidillgs oj great jO)I.··

* Luke

2 : 10.
9
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The story of our mournful fall *
From Eden's blissful state,
Into the depths of sin and death, t
Called pity forth so greatThat, from his shining courts above,
God sent his own dear Son; t
And by his full empowered arm,
For us deliv 'rance won.
Not in a wav which set aside
His wise and just decree,
That whosoe 'er his law defied
�lust therefore cease to be; §
But by rend 'ring unto justice
The fullest satisfaction,
That thus he might be just,IIand still
Perform the great transactionSaving a lost and ruined race
To endless life and glory.
This is the burden of his plan,
So I 'll begin the story.
Poems

***

Eden's pleasant garden **
God placed a perfect pair;
Their surroundings were delightflll ,
Their eternaI prospects fair.

In

*Gen. 3. t Gen. 2 : 17 margin; Rom. 5 : 1 2 ; 6: 23;
t JOhn 3 : 1 6. � Job 14: 14, 1 2, 1 3,15; 10: 19; Psa. 146:
3, 4 ; 90: 3; Matt. 7: 1 3. II Rom· 3: 24-26. **Gen. 2: 8-15.
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But soon they disobeyed him
In the only thing denied : *
Forbidden fruit they tasted,
So in course of time they died.
Yet even with this sentence
God's mercy was declared t
In a promise of redemption,
Through the woman's seed prepared.
Yes, one of Eve's descendants
Should bring to all the rest
The boo n of life thus promised,
And all through him be blest.
He should be Son of EYe,
But Son of God as well; t
And bring a full salvation, §
The Holy Scriptures tell.
Thus he'd be a new creation
Son of God and Son of Eve,
That naught of Adam's condemnation
He might from him receive.
Thus he 'd escape the condemnation
That fell on Adam's race,
And be a suitable oblation
To take the sinner's place.
*Gen. -2: 16, 1 7 . t Gen. 3: IS. t Luke I : 35. � Matt.

1: 21.

11

Poems if Dawn.

He did not come by sinful blood,
Though Mary was a sinner;
His spotless life was but transferred
Into the human nature.
And thus for us he was made poor
\Vho once in glory relgned, [pow 'r,
That we, made rich through love's great
Might be to life regained.
Four thousand years passed over,
Adam and Eve had died,
And all mankind were struggling
In death's o 'erwhelming tide.
One night some shepherds, watching *
On fair Judea's plains,
A heavenl), light saw streaming,
And heard angelic strains.
One of the holy angels t
Had come fr0111 heav '11 above,
To tell the then new story
Of God's and Christ's great love.
[ Fm 'tis not only love of Christ, t
But of Jehovah first,
\\Tho planned the great deliv 't:ance,
The bands of death to burst.
\Vho " sent" his ,vell-beloved Son,
The idol of his heart,
Thus commending his love to us §
By a sacrificer's part*t Luke

:2 :

8-12. t John J: 16, 17. � Rom. 5: 8.
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In the great plan his love devi sed,
\Vhich Christ was pleased with too.
Thus love of God, and love of Christ,*
Are both brought to our view. ]
He came to bring good tidings
Saying, you must not fear;
For Christ, your new-born Savior,
Lies in the village near.
And a ll1ultitude of angels t
Joined in an anthem then:
"Glory to God in the highest,
Peace on earth, good will to men ! "
And was that strange new story true ?
They went at once to see,
And found the babe in a manger,:
Yes, it was truly heThe Seed tha t had been promised
So many ages past,
Had come to save lost sinners:
Yes, he had come a t last.
***
The babe to lovely boyhood grew,
And then to manhood's prime;
Then, "Lo, I come, Thy will to do,
O God," he said, " not mine."
* Heb. 10: 4-7; Psa. 40: 7,8. t Luke 2: 13,14. t Luke

2 : 16.
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He did his work so faithfully
It was his heart's delight,
To show the path of duty,
From early dawn till night.
He heard tales of sin and sorrow
'Vith a sympathetic ear,
And lifted heavy burden s
Of sorrow, sin and care.
He, too, was a man of sorrows,
Acquainted with our grief,
Hence his sympathy a brcther's
Which brought with it relief;
In<leed, of him it is written, t
Our sorrows he did bear,
And all our griefs he carried.
O, what a load of care !And that he bore our sicknesses, 1
When he gave the healing bahn,
And virtue from his body went, §
Human sufrerings to calm.
Thus from the day of baptism
His sacrifice began;
And then he said, "lt is finished, " II
vVhen he gave his life for man.
*

*Isa. 53: 3. t Isa. 53 : 4· t Matt 8 : 17· � Mark 5 : 30•

II lohn 17:4; 19:30.

•
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Such was" the man, Christ Jesus,"
Savior of fallen man :
You 've heard of his dea th so tragic,
But 't\\"as part of Gad's good plan.
\Vicked priests stirred up the people
To elamar for his life,
And the Roman law ,,·as feeble
To \\"ithstand their restless strife.
And so the man Christ Jesus
\\'as crucified and slain,
Though not a single proof was given
Of any sinful stain.
Meekl}" for us he bore disgrace
And undeser\"ed pain,
Submi tted to the cruel cross,
For our eternaI gain.
Look, dear one, if(you can bear it,
Look at our dy ng Lord;
Draw near the cross; behold him,
" Behold the Lamb of God ! " *
How his hands and feet are mangled,
And before his suffering face,
Hard, cruel men stand mocking
At his undesen·ed disgrace.
A crown of thorns they \-e placed upon
IIi� truly royal brow;
How little do they comprehend
The " King of Glory " now.
*John I: 29; I Pet. I : 19; Rev. 5: 12.
IS
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\Vith heartless Iaugh and crucl scorn
Thcy told him to come down,
And leave that cross of suffering
And take a kingly crown.
Bu t Ii ttle did they real ize
\Vhat cost 'twould be to mcn,
Or that he could have done it *
And spare d himself the pain.
And that 'twas love that held him thcre
A willing sacrifice,
Prcferring even dea th to share,
To bring to men release.
Yes, he became man's surety,

The dcbt \Ye could not pay
He willingly paid for us,
On that dark, dreadful day.
For, his bride, the church, he suffered,
Twas for our sins he died;
And not for our sins only, t
But all the "'orld's besi de.
From infancy to thirty years l
The perfect man was coming;
And there he was acceptable,
God's Lamb for a sin-ofr'ring. §
* Matt. 26: 53, 54.

23: 3·

Luke

t 1 John 2 :2. t Num. 4: 3; 1 Chron.
3 : 23. � Gen. 22 : 8. John � : 29, 36.
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At oncc to J ohn, on Janlan's ban'!�s,�
Ilc cnme to sYlnbolize
IIis consec ra ti o i-I e 'en to death,
And, too, thnt hc should riseRe liftc{l up by God's o,Yn power,
From out the silent gravc;
That death, led capt i e in that hour,
Should prove him strong to save.
Thus with our Lord this solemn rite
Did a new meaning gain ;
Ko sins had he to wash away,
?\ o evil to restrain.
\'

-

His life, without one sinful spot,

\\Tns pIcasing in Gad's sight: t
Evcn his cncmi s found naught t
But what was purc and right.
Assurcd of this, thc prophct John
From such a task tl rc\\" hack. �
Saying, l \'c nccd to bc ha pti.:cd of thcc,
In hom thcrc is no lack.
And com cs t thou to me, to bc
B apti cd in Jonlan's \yavc ?
Yca, "suf1crit to bc so now,"
Said hc who came to sayc.
c

\\.

z

* Luke 3: 23· t Heb. 9: 14· I Pet. 1 : 19t John 7 '46. � Luke 23: 4. 14-22 .
17
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This speaking symbol did proclaim
His consecration and his faith
That he should rise in God's own name,
Though faithful unto death.
***

His station in life was lowly,
He was a working man:
Hence knows the poor man's trials
As only a poor man can.
The three years of his ministry
After the age of thirty,
\Vere busy years of toils and cares,
Teaching the ay of duty:
The duty of love to God and man,
Which is the law's fulfilling; t
And then of trust in God's great plan, t
To save all who are willing. §
His mighty works in those three years
But shadowed forth his glory,
His kingly ministry will end II
The plan of this old story.
As when he opened blinded eyes
And unstopped deafened ears
And even waked the dead to life
And gave sweet smiles for tears:
*

'.v

* Matt. 3 : 1 3, 15; Mark 6: 3. f Matt. 22 : 37-40;
Rom. 1 3 : I D. t Mark l : 15; 9: 23 ; ll: 24. John ll:
40. � Rev. 22 : 17. II John 2: ll.
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So then he 'll cause the blind to see,
And all the dead shall hear; *
And his kind hand from every eye,
Shall wipe the falling tear. t
Beauty he 'll give for ashes, oil
Of joy for heaviness; t
And in the end, with joy and praise,
Rightness and peace shall kiss. S
In his teaching was the freshness
And simplicity of truth,
vVhich corrected false traditions
Men had cherished from their you th.
Many said, this Jesus speaketh
As ne 'er before man spake;
\Vith authority he teacheth: **II
Yet his words they would not take.
His sacrificed humani ty t t
Remains an off'ring stiJl,
Though, as the high exa1ted One, tt
He lives to save who will.
He lives; and at his coming, SS
He 'll wake them fr0111 the dust
In the glad Millennial morning
When aJl will learn to trust.
* Isa. 29 : 1 8-19; 35 : 5, 6; John 5: 28, 29· tt Rev. 2 1 :
4. t Isa. 61 : 3. � Psa. 85 : 10. II John 7 : 46. ** Matt.
7:28, 29; Mark I: 27, 28. tt Matt. 13:46; 20 : 28 ; John
6:51; I Cor. 1 5 : 2 1; I Pet, ] : 1 8. H Phil. 2:9; Heb.
7 : 2 5· �� Acts 3 : 19-21.

Poems of D11101l.

Then he 'l1 banish sin and sorrow *
And triumph o 'er the gra\'e,
\Vhen from dea th, on that gla II morrow,
Earth's ransomed hosts he 'll save.
Yes, at the time appointed t
By the Father's wise decree,
The " Times of glad Refreshing " t
Earth's blood-bought hosts shall see.
A highway grand he 'll then cast up, §
And gather out the stones;
And up to e\'erlasting life
He 'll lead obedi en t ones.
N o ]jon shall go up thereon, II
Nor any ravenous beast;
For all the ills these symbolize
Forevermore must cease.
The deE er t he will make to hloom '**
And blosS0111 as the rose;
Reside the lion and the lamb t t
l\Iay the young chi'l d repose.
For nothing shall offend or hurt tt
ln all his holy mountain;
And evil, sin and death shall be
\Vashed out in Cal v 'ry's fountain .
•

*Isa. 3S : IO; 5 1 : 1 1 . t ACtSI7 : 3I. fActs 3 : 1 9 21 .
� Isa. 35: 8 ; 62: 10. II I sa 35 : 9, 10. ** Isa. 35: I, 2.
tt Isa. I I : 6-8. H Isa. I I : 9.

.
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In a thousand ycars of reigning ''k
Ile 'll instruct and train and bless;
And fully he
establish thcm
In life :Ind righteousness.

'11

'11

To his Father he
present them- t
Pure, b1nmcless, without fauH;
And earth's dominion he
restore, t
The once possessed, and lost. �

'11

\Vith lasting joy am["singing I I
They hall come to Zion's mot1nt:
But of Zion's w o ndrbt15 glory
I must give you an account.
Hut whcrc hegins the story
O f this" Seed uf Abraham"? ,�,*
lIow can pcn portray thy glor}.
Thou" Bride of God's O," n La ml, ., ?

tt

True Zion is a " little flock," tt
The Lord's O\\'n faithful few,
\\' ho finnly build upon the rock §š
\\Tith truths both old and new.
Called 10 be sons and heirs of God,
And bride of his dcar Son I I I I
They sacriflce the earthly good
To join the heav 'nly One.

*1 Cor. 15: 25; Rev. 5: 10; 20:6; Isa. 32: l; Jer.
23: 5; Gen. 28: 14. t I Cor. 15 : 24. :j: Malt. 25 :34. � Psa.
8: 5-8. \lIsa. 35: 10. ** Gal. 3: 29· tt Rev. 21: 2, 9;
Eph. S: 31.32. tt Luke 12: 32. �f\[att. 7·: 24; 13: 52;
2 Pet. I : 4. \1\1 Rom. 8: z8; G,,\. 4: 7; Acts 15: 14.
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They mark the steps their Leader trod,
And in his shining track,
\Vith courage high and faith in God
Follow and ne 'er turn backTilI life itself goes out in night;
Faithful unto the end,
They walk by faith, and not by sight,
And every talent spend.
\Vor thy are they to be his bride- t
The bride of God's Anointecl,
\Vhom, for the work of blessing all,
Jehovah hath appointed.
This is the New Jerusalem, t
This is the great Mount Zion, §
lIen v 'nly, from God it sha1l come down,
Its King is Judah's Lion.
In exaltation these shall shine
A " Sun of Righteousness," II
They shall be like their Lord, "divine,"**
And men anel angels bless. t t
Now in her low and trial state,
. Despised and scorned of men,
This " little flo ck," the church of Christ,
Delights to follow him.
*

* Rev. 1 7: 1 4. t Rev. 3 : 4. t Rev. 2 1 : 2, 10. � Rev.
21 : 2. II Matt. 13: 43 ; Mal. 4: 2. ** 2 Pet. I : 4; I John
3: 2. tt I Cor. 6: 2,3·
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Her glory anci exceeding joy
ln symbols now appear; *
Yet of that grace without alloy
She has a foretaste here.
Now she's a troop of " soldiers " t
Following Christ's command,
His flock of " sheep " well tended, t
\Ve1l fed from his own hand.
She'8 a band of the Lord's " brethren" §
Of whom he 's not ashamed,
And the yery " salt of earth " II
She is also well named.
She's also the " light of the world," *.'/<
Amidst gross darkness shin ing,
Since her dear Lord his l ight \Vi thdrew tt
From men, the undeserving.
And she's called an " espoused virgin " tt
\Vhile waiting for her Lonl.
Like a meek and comely maiden
She trusts his faithful word.
But when she has crossed the borders
Into the promised land,
His glorious bride and full joint-heir §§
She'll be at Christ's right hand.
*1 Cor. 1 0 , 17; Rom. 6: 4. t2Tim. 2 : 3, 4. tJohn
10 : 4 - 1 5 ; Psa. 23; � Heb. 2: II; 3 : 1. II Matt. 5 : 1 3 ·
** Matt. 5 : 1 4 , 1 6 ; John I : 4, 5· ttJohn 9 : 5; 1 2 : 35·
tt 2 Cor. I I : 2; Mark 13: 35 ; Psa. 45 : 10, I I, 13, 14·
�e Rev. 19: 7, Rom. 8 : 1 7·
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Together, they 'll be a"Priesthood," *
A"
too;
And their royal, priestly p w ei
Shall make earth's all things new.

Royal Priesthood,"

o '

Then together they 're presented
As King enthroned and

great; !

J esus as th� head considered, §
Anel the bocly his elect.

of

This Christ shall be the"Prince
Peace,"
"\Vonderful," "Counselor;
A "l\Iighty
truth and grace,

God " of

"

l\Ian's ,. Everlasting Father. "

II

As l11i�hty Prophet, Priest ant! King,
ln" Times of Restitution," **

to

He shall
men salvation lJring
An everlasting pm·tion.
But to share this exaltation,

Christ's bride must like him be;

" tt

And the"first rcsurrection
Shall complete her perfectly.

tt

Though this chief and heav'nly portion
"The Elect" alone shall g in
for others there 's salvation,

Yet
From every sinful stain.
:

a ,

*1 Pet. 2: 5,9. t Rev. 2I : 2, 5. t Rev. 3 :20; 20: 6.
� Col. I 18. II Isa. 9: 6. OH Acts 3 : 22, 23 ; I1eb. 7 : 15,
17, I , 2. tt I John 3: 2. tt Rev. 20: 6.
24

Poems of Dawll.

Such of all earth's te�l11ing·l11iilions
As obey" That Prophet's" voicc *
Shall be sayed from sin's dominion:
Christ will grant to each the choice.
yet remember, all this blessing
\Vhich to earth and men shall come
Is dependent on Christ's coming:
Hence we pray "ThyKingdom come."
To claim his Bride hecomes \yith stealth,
Kot then to mcn appeuring; [wealth,
First she 's endowed \yith pow 'r anti
Then comes the \\"orhJ"s great blessing.
This Christ, the" Sun ofRighteousness,"
Shali rise with healing beall1s,
And as the glorious years progre ·s
Sweet peace shall tlow in streams. t
There naught that 's wrong shall Le
term 'd right,
�or right as \Yfong appear; t
The Lord, the \Vay, the Life, the Truth,
Shall make the right most clear.
***

\Vhen for his Bride the Lani has come,
\Vith joy and glad surprise,
He will be only yisible
To faith's ano- inted eyes; §
* Deu!. 18: 15; Acts 3: 22, 23. t Isa. 66: 12. t )Ial.
3 : 18. � 2 Cor. 5 : 16.
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Until she is made like him
And sees him as he is, *
And her blessed hope's fruition
The heavenly Father gives.
Q.uickly she hears his welcome voice, t
N ot borne upon the wind,
Nor in the secret chamber !
Does she her loved one find.
But in the prophecies fulfilled, §
And in the signs foretold,
By faith, with fullest confidence,
She doth her Lord behold.
For him she 's long been waiting
And watching night and day;
And for his promised kingdom
She has never ceased to pray. II
Christ's appearing to the "YorId at large
\Vill be in wrathful token, **
\Vith " iron rod " and heavy scourge,
Because God's law they 've broken.
Human pride will not be willing
To yield to his control;
And selfishness will aggravate
The weakness from the fall.
.

* l John 3: 2. t John 10 : 4. t "Iatt. 24 : 26. � Matt.
24 : 33. II Matt. 6: 10. ** Matt. 24 : 30; Rev. l : 7 ; 2: 27.
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The kings of earth ancl lorcls of lands,
The rich and clerky too,
Will cling to pow 'r within their hands
As erst they used to do.
"A time of trouble " there shall be
On every tribe and nation;
'With fear and trembling earth shall see
Its greatest tribulation.*
Empires and thrones shall disappear,
And CJ'eeds and systems fall;
And on their ruins God will rear
His kingdom over all.
Yet to men this tribulation
Is a blessing in disguise.
The desire of every nation- t
God's Kingdom-then shall rise.
That is " thegoocl timecoming," though
This dark night lies between,
Whose gathering shadows even now,
By thinking men are seen.
'Twill teach mankind the lesson
Which eternally will lastThat sin brings tribula tion,
And virtue blessings vast.
Then fetters and bonds all broken,
And idols all destroyecl,
The bow of peace, God's token,
O 'er man shall e 'er abide.
* Dan. 12: l. t Hag. 2: 7.
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Knowledge of God shal l fill the earth
As waters cover the sea; *
[l1lirth
And praise, thanksgiving, and voice of
�1ake sweetest melody.
There joyfully men will press a long
The highway to perfection, t
vVith faith and hope and courage strong,
ndel' divine direction.

U

\Vhen crown�d at last with perfect life
And ever1asting joy,
[!Jl'aiseThey'll raise to heaven their notes of
Through Christ this Victqry !
[And those who shall refuse h im
Fe\\", exceptions of the raCl!
vVho when clear knowledge fills the
earth,
Reject the proffered graceThese shall not further thus proceed,
A second time they 'll die;
They'll be cut oA" as Gocl hath said,
The soul that sins shal l clie.
Their souls, redeemed by Jesus' blood
From the .Aclamic fall,
They forfeit by not ,yilling good,!
The 'terms of life to all.]
* Isa. I I: 9. tIsa. 35: 8; Rev. 5: 13·
6: 4-6; ID: 26.
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Thus will the work be tInished
Because our debt was paid,
Because on Christ, the righteous,
The sin of all "'as laid.
\Vherefore, because Christ did this work,
Ile 's now exa1ted high, *
To natu re
to power divi ne, -r
Neyer again to die.

and

O, this wonderful redemption!

God's remedy for sin;
The way to life it open e d t
That all might enter in.

\Vho! who hath been God's counselor?�Or who hath known his mind?
Not one of all the heav 'nly host,
And su rely not mankind.
This wisdom, power, love and grace.
His blessed \Vonl reveals ,
Are but the beamings of his face
In whom all goodness dwells.
***
Thus runs the old, old stor),
Do you now take it in?
This wonderful redemption
God's remedy for sin.

* Phil. 2: 8-1 l. t Rom. 6: 9. t 2 Tim. l

l l : 33-36.

:
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Search the Scriptures, and believe it·.
The Bible says it's true;
' Tis provided for all sinners,
And therefore meant for you.
Then take this great salvation,
\Vhich our Father loves to give;
Just now by faith receive it,
In due time you shall live.
And if this simple message
Has now brought peace to you,
.Make known the old, old story;
For others need it too.
Go tell the blessed tidings
That legally we 're free *
From sin and pain alilI dying,
To live eternally.
By faith enjoy the prospect now,
And by and by fruition;t
Let every act of life now show
Your thanks for this salvation.
Soon shall our eyes behold it
Salvation from above !
The theme of this old story
Of precious, heavenly love.
Christiall Experience and Joy.
"

I love to tell the story
Of gracious, heavenly love;
How Jesus left his glory,
That wondrous love to prove.

* Rom. 8: l.

t Rom. 8: 24.
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" I love to tell the story,
Because I know it 's true;
It satisfies my longings
As nothing else would do.
I love to tell the story" !
1vlore wonderfu l i t seem s,
Than all the golden fancies
Of all our golden dreams.
" I love to tell the stQl'Y !
I t did so much for me;
And that is just the reason
I tell it now to thee.
" I love to tell the story !
' Tis pleasant to repeat
What seems, each time I tell it,
More wonderfully sweet.
" I love to tell the story,
For some have never heard
The message of salvation
From God's own holy vVord.
" I love to tell the story !
For those who know it best
Seem hungering and thirsting
To he�r it, like the rest.
" And when, in licenes of glory,
I sing the new, new song,
' Twill be the old, old story
Tnat I have loved so long."
.•
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THE OATH-CLAD PROMISE-THE GOSPEL.
- GEN. 22 :

16, 1 8 .

GAL. 3 :

8, 16, 29. -

From the Scriptures of truth this conclusion '�7e
clnnv,
-2 Tim. 3: 1 6 ; John 1 7 : 17.
That the wisdom o f men nor the works o f the law
- I Cor. I : 1 9 ; Isa. 5 : 2 1 ; Rom. 3: 20.
H ave the power to cleanse, nor forgi ve, nor to save,

Nor restore from the curse, nor

-Rom. 10: 4 ; Heb. 7: 1 9.

gm veo

recleem from the

-Gal. 3: 21 ; 2: 16, 2 1 .

Men are saved b y their faith i n the Crucified One,
-Rom. 10 : 9 ; Acts 16: 3 1 ; Heb. l l : 6.
\Vhen his love and his gooclness to them are made
known.
-Rom. 10: 1 3-15 ; I Cor. I : 2 1 ; John 3 ; 1 8 ; I Tim. 2 : 3-6.
Saving faith comes by hearing the life·giving word,

-Rom. 10: 1 7 ; Phil. 2: 1 6.

And the mercy of God through the SaviOl' con-2 Cor. 5 : 1 9 ; l Tim. 2: 3-6.
ferrecl.
All who will may be savecl by obedient faith,

-John 3: 1 8 ; Rev. 22 ; 14-17.

And may gain l ife unencling through Christ, by
his death.
-Mark 10: 30.
For the gospel salvation to all is made free :
-Titus 2: l l .
As they heecl its instruction their hldgment will be.

-Rom. 2: 1 6 ; John 3: 18.

Endless life is for those who the gospel accept,

John 3 ! 1 6 ; Mark 10: 30 ; Rom. 6: 23.

But death is the p Ol·tion of those who reject.

-Acts 3: 23 ; Heb. 10 : 26, 27 ; Rom. 6: 23.
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For there's no other way that's reyealed by the
-Acts 4 : 12; Jobn 14 : 6.
Lord
To recleem fallen man but through Christ and his
word.
-Titus 2: 13, 14; Gal. 3 : 13.
" The heavens are the Lord's, but the earth he hath
given
-Psa. I I 5 : 1 6 ; Isa. 45 : 1 8.
To the children of men," as their home and their
heaven.
-Psa. 37 : 29; Matt. 6 : la.
\Vicked rulers and na tions thus far ha Ye borne swa y
-Dan. 2; 2 Tim. 3 : 1 3 ; Isa. 60 : 2.
And their reign has led down from the gold to the
clay.
-Dan. 2 : 3 1 , 44.
But the age for the wor1d's promised blessing is
near, Gen. 1 2: 3 ; 22: 1 8; Psa. 72: 1 7; Rev. 1 5 : 4.
\Vhen the true light that lighteth all men shall
appear. -Jobn 1 : 4, 7, 9 ; 8 : 12; Dan. 2 : 44.
God has been taking out from the world for his
name
-Acts I S : 1 4 ; Rev. 5 : 9, 1 0.
A faithful, tried people wi th Jesus to reign.
-

-2 Tim. 2: 1 2; Rev. 7 : 14 ; Mark la : 30.

Those sleeping in Christ from the dead will arise,
-l Cor. I S : 23, 52.
And with " those 'who remain " meet the Lord of
the skies. - l Tbess. 4 : 1 6, 1 7 ; Mark 1 3 : 27.
These elect ones with Christ shall forever abide,
-l Tbess. 4 : ' 7.
And he 'l1 honor and glorify them as his bride.
-John 3 : 29 ; Matt. 25 : l ; · Rom. 7 : 1 7, 18.

Then, come to toe earth with his chosen again,
-Zech. 1 4 : 4, 5 ; I Thess. 3 : 1 3 ; Jude 14·
He wiJ] over the nations commence his just reign.
-Matt. 25 : 3 1 , 32; Luke l: 32, 33; Isa. 2: 3 ; 9 : 6, 7·
33

Poems of Dawll.

As a body perfected the " seed " will then bless
-l Cor. 1 2 : 27 ; Col. l : 1 8 ; Gen. 22 : 1 8.
All the na tions of earth \Vi th the blessings of peace.

-Gal. 3 : 8, 1 6, 29 ; Luke 2 : 10, 14.

All the powers of earth to an end shall be brought,
-Psa. 1 0 ; Rev. 2 : 26, 27; Jer. 25 ; 29, 33.
And their rule and authority soon come to naught.
-l Cor. 1 5 : 24 ; Phil. 2 : 1 0.
All their glory and pride like the chaffpass away,
-Dan. 2 : 35.
And Christ and his chosen in mercy bear sway.
-Dan. 7 : 27; Psa. 22 : 27, 28; Luke 22 : 29, 30; 1 9 : 1 7.

\\Then he speaks to the earth she uncovers her slain,
-Isa. 26 : 19, :0 1 ; Hosea 1 3: 14.
And they all hear his voice and to life rise again.
-John
He must reign until all things to him are subdued,
1 5 : 25, 28; 2 Cor. 5 : 19.
And the face of the earth from the curse is renewed.
5 : z8 ;

I

Cor. 1 5 : Z2.

- I Cor.

-Rev. 22 : 3 ; 2 1 : 5.

These times of refreshing and blessing are near,
-Acts 3 : 1 9, 21; Matt. 24 : 33.
And Christ's life-giving power will shortl yappear.
-Col. 3 : 3, 4 ; Mark 10 : 30; John l l : 25 ; Matt. 28 : 1 8.
He will banish the curse and perfection restore,
-Psa. 1 04 : 30 ; Rev. 22 : 3.
And the earth fill with gladness and beauty once
more.
-Isa. 35 ; 55 : 10, 1 3·
Then sorrow and death and corruption will cease,
-Rev. 2 1 : 4.
And the world shall bc clothed in the garments of
peace.
-Zech. 9 :
ha" 2 : 4.
ID;
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vVhen he rules in the earth the glad tidings are
heard,
22: 28;
45 : 23 ; Acts IS : 1 6, 1 7 ; l Tim. 2: 6.
And the world shall remember and turn to the
22: 27.
Lord.
All nations shall \yorship the Lord then with fear.
67 : 4.
86 ; 9 ; Rev. I S : 4 ;
And all men join in praise when his words they
shall heat:.
-Rev. 5 : 1 3 ;
102: IS.
When the Spirit of grace rests on Israel again,
-Rom. l l : 26; Jer. 3 2: 40.
And they look upon him whom in wrath they had
slain,
-Zech. 12: 10; Acts
23, 36.
They will bitterly mourn anel acknowledge their
-Ezek:36:3 1 ; 16: 61, 63.
sin,
Andgladlyaccept him, their long-Iooked-for King.
25: 9 ;
23 : 39 ; Luke 3 ; I S ·
Then the promised possession the Lord will restore.
-Ezek· 36: 24; 37 : 21 ; Jer. 32: 37.
And their numerous sins he'll remem ber no more.
-Psa.

Isa.

-Psa.

P,a.

-Psa.

Psa.

2:

-Isa.

-

1.latt.

Jer. 31 : 33, 34; Ezek. 36 : 33 ; Rom. I l : 27.

Jerusalem will, with the Lord as its Light,
I S : 15, 1 6 ; Zech. 6 : 1 2, 1 3 ;
40 : ID-20 ; 33: 20.
Be the glory of earth and its joy and delight.
52: 9, 10 ; 65 : 1 8, 19;
48: 2.
From thiscitymostglorious life's waters shall flow,
-Zech. 1 4 : 8 ; Joel 3 1 8 ; Rev. 22: l.
And the life-giving trees on its borders shall grow.
-Acts

Isa.

-Isa.

Psa.

:

-Ezek. 47 : l, 1 2; Rev. 22: 1 , 2; 2: 7.

As the curse is removed this blest city of lo"e
-Rev. 22:3 ; 20 ; 9.
Is enlarged and made one with the city above.
-Rev. 21: 10;
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All honor and glory to the Lord shall be given,
-Num. 1 4 : 21 ; Rev. 5 1 2.
And his will on the earth will be done as in hea ven.
:

-Matt. 6: 10.

SALVATION FULL AND FREE.
- ROMANS 3: 24. -

OTHING to pay ? No, not a whit.
All that was needed to give or to pay,
Jesus hath done in God's own blessed way.
Nothing to do ? No, not a stroke;
Foiled is the captor, broken the yoke.
J csus a t Cal vary severed the chain,
And none can imprison his free men again.
Nothing to fear ? No, not a jot.
Nothing within ? No, not a spot.
Christ is at peace, and 1've nothing at stake;
Satan can neither harass me nor shake.
N othing to settle? All has been paid.
Nothing to anger? Peace has been made.
Jesus alone i� the sinner's resource;
Peace he has made by the blood of his cross.
V[hat about judgment ? 1'm thankful to say
Jesus has met it and borne it away;
Drank it all up when he hung on the tree,
Leaving a cup full of blessing for me.

N Nothing to give ? No, not a bit.
I
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'Vhat about tenor? It hasn't a place
In a heart that is filled with a sense of his grace.
1\1y peace is most sweet, and it never can cloy,
And that makes my heart bubble over with joy.
Nothing of guilt ? No, not a stain;
How could the blood even one let remain ?
My conscience is purged, and my spirit is free;
Precious that blood is to God and to me.
'Yhat of the law ? Ah, there I rejoice;
Christ answered its claims and sileneed its yoice.
The law was fulfilled when the work was all
done,
And it neyer accuses a justified one.
'Yhat about death ? It hasn't a sting;
The grave to a Christian no tenor can bring ;
For death has been conquer'd, the grave has
been spoi1ed,
And eyery focman and enemy foiled.
'Yhat about feelings ? Ah ! trust not to them.
'Yhat of my standing ? 'Yho shall condemn ?
Since God is for me, there is nothing so clear
From Satan and man I have nothing to fear.
What of my body ? Ah ! that I did bring
To God, as a holy, acceptable thing.
It now is the temple ,,,here Jesus abides,
The temple "' here God by his Spirit resides.
'Vhat of my future ? ' Tis glorious and fair.
Since justified, sanctified, glor), I ']] share.
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his blood first redeem'd, by his grace then
en throned,
Side by side with my Lord, as his Bride 1 '11 be
owned.
\Vhat then, dost thou ask ? O, glor}' shall follow;
Earth shall rejoice in the dawn of the
To rule and to bless comes that kingdom and
reign;
Flee then, shall sorrow, death, crying and pain.
By

mOITOw.

WHY DOST THOU WAIT ?

OOR trembling sheep ! Ah ! who outside the
Has bid thee stand, all weary as thou art,
Dangers around thee, and the bitter cold
Creeping and growing into thy inmost heart?
\Vho bids thee wait till some mysterious feeling,
Thou knowest not what-perchance may'st
never knowShall fi n d thee, when in darkness thou art kneel
ing,
And fi l l thee with a rich and wondrous glow
Of love and faith; and change to wannth and
light
The chill and darkness of thy spirit's night !
For miracles like this who bids thee wait?
Behold, "God's precious word to thee is, Come,
The tender Shepherd opens wide the gate,
And in his love would gently lead thee home.

P fold
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\Vhy
should'st thou ,,"ait ? Long centuries ago,
. O timicl
sheep, the Shepherd paid for thee !
Thou art His own. \Vouldst thou his beauty
know,
Nor trust the love which "vet thou canst not see ?
Thou hast not learned this Iesson to recciYe:
1fore blest are they who see not, yet belicye.
Still dost thou ,,"ait for feeling ? Dost thou say,
" Fain would I love and trust, but hope is dead;
I have no faith, and without faith, who may
Rest in the blessing which is only shed
Upon the faithful ? I must stand and ,vait."
Not so. The Shepherd docs not ask of thee
Faith in thy faith, but only faith in Him,
And this he meant in saying, " Come to ]\'Ie."'
In light or darkness, seek to do his \\· il l ,
And leave the ,,·ork of faith to J esus still.
JESUS OF N AZARETH.

N THE gray twilight of a dreary mom,
I A prisoner stood, defellcelcss and fariarn,

\Yhile, to a Roman judge, with boisterous breath,
His fieree accusers clamored for his death.
It was our Lord, rejected and abused;
The King of kings, his so\"ereign claim refused;
The Son of God, abandoned and betra,·ed,
An outcast, in the world which he had" made.
It was his chosen people whose demand
That timid judge ,,·as powerless to withstand;
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And, while their baseless charges he denied,
He gave their victim to be crucified.
His chosen people, those he loved and blest;
Whose little ones he folded to his breast;
\Vho cried more fiercely, as unmoved he stood,
On us, and on our children, be his blood ! "
O holy SaviO!' ! may thy grace reverse
The dreadful import of that reckless curse;
And on their children, let thy ransom prove
" The blood of sprinkling," through Redeeming
Lovt) !
•.

LORD, GIVE ME THIS I
- LUKE Xl : 13. -

HEA VENL Y Father, thou hast told
A gift that is free to every one,
Through Jesus Christ, thy only Son.
For his sake, give this to me.
O give i t to me, for Jesus said
That a father giveth his children bread,
And how much more thou wilt sureIy give
The gift by which the dead shall liye ?
For Christ's sake, give this to me.
I cannot see, and I want the sight;
I am in the dark, and I want the light;
I ,vant to pray, and I don't know how;
O giye me thy Holy Spirit now !
For Christ's sake, give this to me.

O Of a gift more precious than pearls and gold;
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Since thou hast said it, I must belicye
It is only " ask " and I shall receive :
Since thou hast said it, it must bc tI;ue,
And therc's nothing else for me to do !
For Christ's sake, gi\"e this to me.
So I come and ask, because my need
Is very great and real indeed.
On the strength of thy \Vord I come and say
Oh ! let thvh \\Tord come true to-dav !
For C rist's sake, give this to \;lC !
FILLED WITH CHRIST'S FULLNESS.

ESUS, myinLord,
thou art my life,
labor, strength i n strife;
JThyMyloverestbegets
my love of thcc;

Thy fullness that which filleth me.
Long, long, I struggled ere I kncw
My struggling vain, my life untrue.
I sought by efforts of my
\Vhat is the gift of Christ alone.
I prayed, and wrestled in my prayer,
I wrought, but self was eyer therc;
J oy never came, nor res t, nor peacc,
Nor faith, nor hope, nor love's increase.
1fy effort Yail1, my weakness learned.
\Vean-, from self to Christ I turned,
Cont int to let his fullness be
An unbought ful1ness unto me.
0\'"11
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Life's heavenly secret was revealed
In Christ all riches are concealed.
\\Te try and fail; we ask, he gives,
And in his rest our spirit lives.
o peaceful rest ! O life Divine !
1\iy efforts cannot make thee mine.
I yield my sinful heart to thee,
And in thy love thou fi l lest me.
M EAT IN DUE SEASON.

HE HUNGRY, starving soul doth cry,
T Feed me, or I must cease to be;
And let the bread of life supply
1\1y spirit's great necessity.
Nor think it strange. All things o f life
Require their food, their vital air;
And perish on their field of strife,
If life's supplies are wanting there.
The dews descend on thirsty flowers;
The heavens send radiance fr0111 above;
And so these hungry souls of ours
Live in the clews and rays of love.
JeSl1S is love; the living bread;
His own dear life he clo th bestow ;
And souls who on that life are fed,
The pangs of hunger shall not know.
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I NTO HIS MARVELOUS L IGHT.

UT OF disaster and ruin complete,
O Out of the struggle and drear)' defeat,

Out of my sorrow, and burden, and shame,
Out of the evil s too fearful to name,
Out of my guilt and the criminal's doom,
Out of the dreading, and terror, and gloom;
Into the sense of forgiveness and rest,
Into inheritance with all the blest,
Into a righteous and permanent peace,
Into the grandest and fullest release,
Into the comfort without an alloy,
Into a perfect and permanent jO)',
\Vonderful loye that has ,yrought all for me !
\Vonderful work that has thus set me free !
\Vonderful ground upon which l have come l
\Vonderful tenderness, welcoming home !
Out of the terror at standing alone,
Out, and forever, of being my own,
Out of the hardness of heart and of will,
Out of the longings which nothing could fill,
Out of the bitterness, madness and strife,
Out of myself and of all l called life;
Into the light and the glory of God,
Into the holy, made clean by his blood,
Into his arms, the embrace and the kiss,
Into the scene of inefrable b1iss,
Into the quiet, the infinite calm,
Into the place of the song and the psalm.
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Wonderful holiness, bringing to light !
\\Tonderful grace, putting all out of sight !
\\Tonderful wisdom, devising the way !
Wonderful power that nothing can stay !
ALL THINGS NEW.

HERE is something in the sunlight
There's a note w ithin the robin's song
I did not hear of yore;
There's something-ah ! I know not what !
But something everywhere
That makes the world this morning seem
1\1ost marvelously fair !
I awakened very early
And I watched the sun arise,
And it seemed to me that heaven
Must be dawning in the skies;
For a glory and a gladness,
Passing words of mine to show,
Flashed fr0111 out the eastern portals
On the waking world below.
All the water gleamed with gladness;
Every streamer in the sky
Seemed the arms of little children
Flung in joyousness on high;
All the birds on all the bushes
J oined their melody to pour
Surely never was a morning
Ushered in like this before !

T Which I never' saw before;
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Is it fact or is it fancy ?
Does the secret in mv heart
Unto everything it shi �es on
Spuriolls joyousness i part ?
Or has all the world grown gladder,
As it seems to me to-day ?
Is it true or is it seeming ?
\Vho shall tell ? I cannot say.
Ah ! I care not ! Does it matter?
'Tis enough for me to know
That the world to me is gladder
Than it was a year ago.
That on earth and sky and water
Lies a radia nee, false or true,
That shall never fade or falter,
Never be less strange or new !
If my heart thus gilds creation
\VelI it muy, for it is glad,
Past the power of shade or shining
Any more to make it sad.
N ever yet on earth or heaven,
Never yet on land or sea,
Shone the light of that great gladness
\Vhich my God has given me.
t11

THE BLOOD-BOUGHT ROBE.

HE blood-bought robe I gladly wear.
T 'Tis one my neighbors, all, may share.
A robe so perfect, pure and white,
Its very folds reflect the light.
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'T will also fit each form and size,
Such wond'rous virtue in it lies;
Every deformity 'twill hide,
And deck the wearer like a bride.
This robe cannot with gold be bought,
However much i t may be sought;
Titles of earth, genius, or fame,
N o share in it can ever claim.
But those who, counting all but dross,
Bow low before the Saviour's cross,
Believing he will hear their cry,
And on his promi ses rely;
vVho claim no merit of their own,
Trusting in Jesus' name alone;
This robe will cover, comfort, bless,
For 'tis Christ's robe of Righteousness.
THE COST OF DISCIPLESHIP.
-LUKE 9:23.-

\\TOULD ye be my disciples ? Consider again:

Can ye follow my footsteps through trial and
pain ?
Can ye throw away pleasure, and glory, and fame,
And live but to honor my cause and my name ?
Can ye turn from the gli tter of fashion and mirth,
And dwell like a pilgrim and stranger on earth,
Despising earth' s riches, and living to bless ?
Can you follow tbe feet of the shelterless ?
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Can ye ask from your heart the forgiveness of men ?
Can ye Jist to reproaches, nor answer again ?
Can ye pray that repentance to life may be theirs
\Vho've watched for your falling, who've set for
you snares ?
\Vhen ye hear I am come, then can ye arise,
The joy of your heart springing up in your eyes ?
Can ye come out to meet me whate'er the cost. be,
Though ye come on the waves of a storm-crested
sea ?
\Vhen I call, can ye turn and in gladness "come out"
From the home of your childhood, the friends of
your heart?
\Vith naught but my promise on which to rely,
Afar from their love-can ye lie down and die ?
Yea, ,ve'll take up the cross and in faith fullow thee
And bear thy reproach, thy disciples to be.
Blest Saviour, for courage to thee we will fly;
O f grace thou hast promised abundant supply.
THE CALL DIVINE.

Y, to-morrow, evermor.:,
TO-DA
Through cheerless nights without a star,
Not asking whither or how far,
Rejoicing though the way be sore,
Take up thy cross
And follow Me.
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I c.annot promise wealth or ease,
Fame, pleasure, length of days, esteem
These things are yainer than they seem
If thou canst turn from all of these,
Take up thy cross
And follow Me !
I promise only perfect peace,
Sweet peace that liYes through years of strife,
EternaI loye, immortal life,
And rest when all these wanderings cease.
Take up thy cross
And follow Me !
My yoke is easy-put it on;
My burden very light to bear.
\Vho shareth this, my crown shall share
The present cross insures the crown.
Take up thy cross
And follow Me !
STEADFAST, IMMOVABLE.

O PLAY through life a perfect part,
T Unnoticed and unknown;

To seek no rest in any heart
Save only God's alone;
In little things to own no will,
To have no share in great,
To find the la bor ready still,
Ann for the crown to wait ;
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Upon the brow to bear no trace
Of more than common care;
To write no secret in the face
For men to read it there;
The daily cross to clasp and bless
\Vith such familiar zeal
As hides from all that not the less
I t's daily weight you feel ;
In toils that praise will never pay
To see your life go past;
To meet in every coming day
Twin sister of the last;
To hear of high, heroic things,
And yield them reverenee due,
But feel life 's daily offerings
Are far more fit for you;
To woo no secret, soft disguise,
To which self-love is prone;
U nnoticed by all other eyes,
Unworthy in your own;
To yield with such a happy art
That no one thinks you care,
Yet say to your poor bleecling heart,
How little you ean bear ;Oh ! 'tis a pathway rough to choose,
A struggle hard to share,
For human pride would still refuse
The nameless trials there;
But since we know the gate is low
That leads to heavenly bliss,
\Vhat higher grace could God bestow
Than sueh a life as this.
49
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TELL ME ABOUT THE MASTER.

ELL ME about the Master !
T I am weary and worn to-night;
The day lies behind me in shadow,
And only the evening is light !
Light with a radiant glory
That lingers about the west.
My poor heart is aweary, aweary,
And longs, like a child, for rest.
Tell me about the Master !
Of the hills he in loneliness trod,
When the tears and blood of his anguish
Dropped down on J udea's sod.
For to me life's seventy mile-stones
But a sOITowful journey mark;
Rough lies the hill country before me,
The mountains behind me are dark.
Tell me about the Master !
Of the wrongs he freely forgave ;
Of his love and tender compassion,
Of his love that is mighty to save ;
For my heart is aweary, aweary,
Of the woes and temptations of life,
Of the error that stal ks in the noonday,
Of falsehood and malice and strife.
Yet I know that whatever of sorrow
Or pain or temptation befall,
The infinite Master hath suffered,
And knoweth and pitieth all.
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So tell me the sweet old ston',That falls on each wound like bahn.
And my heart that is bruised and broken
Shall grow patientand strong and calm.
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OUR MASTER.

TO FABLE old, nor mythic lore,
No dead fact stranded on the shore
Of the oblivious years ;But warm, sweet, tender, eyen yet
A present help is he,
And faith has still its Olivet,
And love its Galilee.
The healing of his seamless dress
Is by our beds of pain ;
\Ve touch him in life 's throng and press,
And we are whole again.
O Lord, and Sayior of us all !
O blessed Christ, divine !
\Ve own thy sway, we hear thy call,
We test our lives by thine.
\Ve faintl y hear, we dimIy see,
In various phrase we pray ;
But, dim or clear, we own in Thee
Th e Light, the Truth, the \Vay.
Our Friend, our Brother, and our Lord,
What may thy service be ?-

N N or dream of bards and see rs,
I
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Not name, nor form, nor ritual word,
But simply following thee.
To do thy will is more than praise,
As words are less than deeds,
And simple trust can find thy ways
We miss with charts of creeds.
CHRIST ALL IN ALL.

N CHRIST all fulness dwells: from him proceeds
needs.
In him the contrite, bruised in spirit find
Whate 'er can heal the sorrows of the mind
Forgiving love, that saves from blank despair,
Rich grace, that banishes each anxious care,
Soft pity, that relieves the bUl'sting sigh,
And truth, revealing joys that never die.
Thrice happy they, who to his word attend,
His favor seek, alld on his strength depend.
'Tis their 's to know" his heart-consoling voice,
To share his smile, and in his name rejoice.
To them, reclaimed in mercy from the fall
And heav'nward marching, Christ is all in all :
In want, their treasure-in distress, their stay
In gloom, their day-spring-vigor, in decay
'Mid foes, their guard-in solitude, their guest
In storms, their hiding place-in toils, their rest
In bonds, their freedom-their relief, in pain
In life, their glory-and in all things, gain.

I All that fall 'n man, poor, wretched, guilty,
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LET NOT DOUBTS O'ERWHELM.

How oft ",Te doubt
And fear we shall be overwhelmed in sin,
Because temptation grows so strong ""v ithout,
Because our courage is so faint within.
And thus we sigh:
Then can it be that I have known the Lord ?
Can I be one with him that sits on high ?
Have I e'er felt the power of his word ?
Is this poor life
Fit prelude for a high eternity ?
Abs ! have I not yet begun the strife,
Or must I fail before the victory ?
O heart of doubt !
\Vhen wilt thou. O thou foolish heart, be wise ?
Thou lookest everywhere, within, without,
Forgetting only to lift up thine eyes.
N o more despair,
There is no help for thee in things below ;
Search not within for hope-it is not there
But unto Christ do thou for comfort go.
Christ is thy Rock;
Doubt not this finn foundation, true and tried;
Fear not the gathering tempest's angry shock;
It harms not those that on this Rock abide.
Christ is thy friend;
He knows thy weakness, he will give thee strength ;
Trust ! in his name is victory; he will end
The conflict for thee; thou shalt win at length.
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Christ is thy peace;
From penalty and stain he sets thee free;
Anci in the white robe of his righteousness,
Before the approving God presenteth thee.
Christ is thy ALL ;
Forget thyself, and in him sweetly rest;
Anci thou shalt enter, whatsoe 'er befall,
The everlasting mansions of the blest.
CHRIST WITHIN.

LIVING CHRIST, of wondrous birth,
Sheclding abroad his holy light
Through the deep gloom of sin's dark night.
A d)'ing Christ, whose preciou� blood
Seals the poor sinner's peace with God;
And fills the soul with fullest love,
Like to the joy prepared above.
A Christ asccJldcd-al l is done,
A world redeemed, a victory Wall.
\Vith angel hosts, a gloriaus throng,
\Ve'JI sing with joy salvation's song.
A living Christ our spirits need,
A loving Ch1-ist our souls to feed;
A d)'ing Christ, our ransom he,
A risc1Z Christ to set us free.

A \Vho trod the dreary paths of earth,
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This too our need-a Christ witllin,
A life with God, afar from sin,
A Christ whose love our hearts shall fill,
And quite subdue our wayward will.
CHRIST, O U R TEACHER.

ET him teach thee, weary soul;
Let his peace thy heart control,Let him teach thee.
Into paths of righteousness
Let him lead and let him bless;
Let him save thee from distress,Let him teach thee.
Let him guide the e with his eye;
Let his hand thy need supply;
Let his goodness satisfy,Let him teach thee.
Let his good word sanctify;
Let the furnace purify;
Let him say " Fear not; 'tis I,"Let him teach thee.
Let him probe thy heart within;
Let him search out every sin;
Let the glorious light shine in,Let him teach thee.
Let the Shepherd kindly feed;
Let him firmly, truly lead;
( He'Il not break the bruised reed, )
Let him teach thee.
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L Let his hands now make thee whole; J ob 5 : I S.
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Let him give thee songs at night ;
Let h i m make the darkness light ;
Let him set thy spirit right,Let him teach thee.

J ob 35 : 1 0.
Isa. 42 : 16.
Psa. 5 1 : 1 0.

Psa. 37 : 5 ; 3 1 : 3°.
In the tumult let him h i de,
Ex. 33 : 2 l .
Let him keep thee a t his side ;
Isa. 6 1 : 3 .
Let his name be glorified,Let h i m teach thee.
A LITTLE TALK WITH JESUS.

LITTLE talk wi th J estls,How it smooths the rugged road !
How it seems to help me on'vvanl,
'W hen fa int beneath my load !
vVhen my heart is crushed with sorrow,
And my eyes w i th tears are dim,
There is naught c a n yield m e comfort
Like a l ittle talk with him.

A

I

I

I tell him a m weary,
And fai n would be at rest;
But I still will wait his bidding,
For his way is always best.
Then his promise ever cheers me
'Mid all the cares of life :" I am come, and soon in glory
\Vill end thy toil and strife."

I

A h ! that is what I 'm wanting,
H i s lovely face to seeAnd I 'm not a fraid to say it,
I know he's wanting me.
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He gave his life a ransom
To make me all his own,
And he'll ne'er forget his promise
To me, his purchased one.
The way is sometimes weary
To yonder nearing clime,
But a little talk with J esus
Has helped me many a time.
The more I come to know him,
And all his grace explore,
I t sets me ever longing
To know him more and more.
A SOLITARY WAY.

107 : 1-9 ; Provo 1 4 : 10 ; I Cor. 2 :
HERE is a mystery i n human hearts,
T And though we be encircled by a host
Of those who love us well, and arc belovcd,
To every one of us, from time to time,
There comes a sense of utter loneliness.
Our dearest friend is " stranger " to our joy,
And cannot realize our bitterness.
"There is not one who really understands.
Not one to enter into all I feel; "
Such is the cry of each of us in turn.
\Ve wander in a " solitary way,"
No matter what or where our lot may be,
Each heart, mysterious even to itself,
Must live its inner life of solitude.
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Job 7 : 1 7 ; Matt. 10 : 37.-

-

.

And would you know the reason 'why this is ?
It is because the Lord desires our love.
I n every heart he wishes to befirst.
He therefore keeps the secret-key himself,
To open all its chambers, and to bless
With p /e t sympathy and holy peace
Each solitary soul which comes to h im.
So whcn we feel this loneliness, it is "
The voice of Jesus saying, " Come to m c ;
And every time we are " not understood,"
I t is a call to us to come again ;
For Christ alone can satisfy the soul,
And those who walk with him from day to day
Can never have " a solitary way."
N

e

-Isa. 48 : 1 6 ; Psa. 34 : 22.-

And when beneath some heavy cross you faint,
And say, " I cannot bear this load alone,"
You say the truth. Christ made it purposely
So heavy that you must return to him.
The bitter grief, which " no one understands,"
Conveys a secret message from the King,
Entreating you to come to him again.
The Man of Sorrows understands it well.
ln all points temp ted, he can feel with you.
You cannot come too often, or too near.
The Son of God is infinite in grace;
His presence satisfies the longing soul;
And those who walk with him from day to day
Can never have " a soli tary way."
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DOUBT HIM NOT.

IGHTING, waiting, struggling, trusting,
F Is he sure to bless?
Prophets, fathers, martyrs, Christians,
Answer, Yes.
Fearest sometimes that thy Father
Hath forgot ?
Though the clouds around thee gather,
Doubt him not !
Always hath the daylight broken,
Always hath he comfort spoken !
Better. ha th he been for years,
Than thy fears.
THE SECRET OF HIS PRESENCE.

N THE secret of his presence
I How my soul delights to hide:
Oh, how precious are the lessons
\Vhich I learn at Jesus' side.
Earthly cares can only vex me,
Trials never lay me low,
And when Satan comes to tempt me,
To the secret place I go.
\Vhen my soul is faint and thirsty,
'Neath the shadow of his wing
There .is cool and pleasant shelter,
Anu a fresh and crystal-spring.
j

.
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And my Saviour rests beside me,
As we hold communion sweet;
If I tried, I could not utter
What he says, when thus we meet.
Only this: I know, I tell him
All my doubts, and griefs, and fears.
Oh ! how patiently he listens,
And my drooping heart he cheers.
Do you think he ne'er reproves me ?
vVhat a false friend he would be,
If he never, never told me
Of the fauhs which he must see.
Do you think that I could love him
Half so well, or as I ought,
If he did not plainly tell me
Each displeasing word and thought ?
No r for he is very faithful,
And that makes me trust him more,
For I know that he does love me,
Though sometimes he wounds me sore.
\Vould you like to know the sweetness
Of this secret of the Lord ?
Go and hi de beneath his shadow,
This shall then be your reward.
And whene'er you leave the silence
Of that happy meeting-place,
You must mind and bear the image
Of the Master in your face.
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HE RESTORETH MY SOUL.

AM often so weary of sorrow,
So timid concerning the morrow,
So faithless of entering in
To the beautiful rest that remaineth
Secure in the city of God,
.
\Vhere shall enter no evil that staineth,
Nor ever the spoiler hath trod.
But aye, when the struggle is sorest,
And dark the clouds grow o'er my soul,
Dear Lord, the sweet cup that thou pourest
Rath bahn, and I drink and am whole.
From the quenchless old well of salvation
I quaff the pure waters divine,
And a sense of triumphant elation
Is thrilled through this spirit of mine.
No hand but thine own, blessed Master,
Could comfort and cheer in the day
\Vhen the touch of a sudden disaster
Rath cumbered and tangled the way.
No look but thine own could illumine
\Vhen night gathers black o'er the land,
And strength that is failing and human
Lieth prone on the desolate strand.
But ever thy help is the nearest
\Vhen help from the earth there is none,
And ever the word that is dearest
Is the word of the Crucified Son;

I So weary of struggling with sin,
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And aye, when the tempest-cIouds gather,
I fiy f6r sweet shelter and peace
Through the Son to the heart of the Father,
Then terror and tremor do cease:
He restoreth my soul, and I praise him
\Vhose love is my chrism and crown;
He restoreth my soul; let me raise him
A song that his favor will own;
For often so weary of sorrow,
So weary of fighting with sin,
I look and I long for the mon:ow
vVhen the ransom'd their freedom ;;hall "vin.
. TEMPTED AND TRIED.

EMPTED and tried, oh ! the terrible tide
wide ;
Yet its fury is vain, for the Lord will sustain,
And forever and ever Jehovah . s hall reign. .
Tempted and tried, yet the Lord at thy side'
Will guide thee, and keep thee, th o' tempted and
tried.
·
Tempted and tried, there is One at thy side
And never in vain shall God's children confide.
He will save and defend, for he loves to the end,
Adorable Master, and glorious Friend.
Tempted and tried, whatever betide,:
his secret pavilion his children shall hide.
'InNeath
the shadowing wing of eternitis King,
His· children may trust, yea his children may sing.
Tempted arid tried, yet the Lord will abide, .

T May be raging and deep, may be. wrathful and
.
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Thy faithful redeemer, and keeper, and guide,
Thy shield and thy sword, thine exceeding reward;
Then enough for the servantthat he be as his Lord.
Tempted and tried, the Saviour "...ho died
Rath called thee to suffer-then reign by his side.
If his cross thou wilt bear, his crown thou shalt
wear,
And forever and ever his glory shall share.
MY

PRAYER.

EING perplexed, I say,
B Lord, make it right !
Night is as day to thee,
Darkness is light.
I am afraid to touch
Things that involve so much.
:My h'e!ub1ing hand may shake,
My unskilled hand may break ;
Thine can make no mistake.
Being in doubt, I say,
Lord, make it plain !
\Vhich is- the true, safe way,
\Vhich would be vain ?
I am not wise to know,
Nor sure of foot to go;
My poor eyes cannot see
What is so clear to thee' Lord, make it clear to me.
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TO JESUS AL WAYS.

ALWAYS go to Jesus,
I always find a refuge
When I wi th him can rest.
I tell him all my trials,
I tell him all my grief;
And while my lips are speaking
He gives my heart relief.
When full of dread forebodings,
And flowing o'er with tears,
He calms away my sorrows,
And hushes all my fears.
He comprehends my weakness,
The peri l I am in,
And he supplies the armor
I need to vanquish sin.
When those are cold and faithless
Who once were fond and true,
vVith careless hearts forsaking
The old friends for the new,
I turn to him whose friendship
Knows neither change nor end:
I always find in Jesus
An ever faithful Friend.
I always go to Jesus;
No matter when or where
I seek his gracious presence,
l'm sure to fin d him there.

I When troubled or distressed;
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In times of joy or sorrow,
'Vhate'er my need may be,
I always go to Jesus,
And J esus comforts me.
WAIT ON T H E LORD.

',T AlT, O thou weary one, a little longer,

\
A few more years-it may be only days;
Thy patient waiting makes thee all the stronger;
Eternity will balance all delays.
Wait, O thou suffering one, thy days of sorrow
Bring to thy weary soul its richest gain;
If thou a Christian art, a brighter morrow
Will give thee ten-fold joy for all thy pain.
\Vait, O thou anxious one; the cloud that hovers
In gathering gloom above thy aching head
Is sent of God in mercy, and he covers
Thee with his heavenly mantle overspread.
Be patient and submissiye; each disaster
'VilI bring thee nearer to thy loving Lord.
These trials make thee like thy blessed Mast�r,
'Vho knows them all, and will his grace afford.
Be patient and submissive; strength is given
For every step along the weary way.
And for it all thou'lt render praise to heaven,
'Vhen dreary night gives place to perfect day.
Yes, perfect day, the day of God eternaI,
\Vhen not a shadow snall fiit o'er the scene
(5)
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In that fair land where aJ] is bright and vernal,
And we will be with Christ, and naught be·
tween.
\Vait, then, dear heart; control thy sad emotion;
God wiJI subdue each angry wind and "vave,
And when the yoyage ends across life's ocean,
Into the haven of sweet rest will save.
A PRESENT HELP.

HERE is never day so dreary,
And unta the soul that trusts him,
He giveth songs in the night.
There is never a path so hidden,
But God will show us the 'way,
If ,,-e seek for the Spiri t 's guidance,
And patiently wait and pray.
There is never a cross so heavy,
But the loving hands are there,
Outstretched in tender compassion,
The burden to help us bear.
There is never a heart that is broken,
But the loving Christ can heal ;
For the heart that was pierced on Calvary,
Doth still for his people fee1.
There is never a life so darkened,
So hopeless and so unblest,
But may be fil1ed with the light of God,
And enter his p romised rest. .
a

T But God can make it bright ;
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There is neyer a sin or a sorrow,
There is never a care or a loss,
But that we may carry to Jesus,
And leaye at the foot of the cross.
\Vhat more can we ask than he's promised ?
(And \Ye know that his word cannot fail, )
Our refuge when storms are impending,
Our help when temptations assail,
Our Savior, our Friend and Redeemer,
Our portion on earth and in heaven ;
For he who withheld not his own Son,
Bath with him all things freely given.
THE DAY IS AT HAND.

spirit, still hold on thy way
POOR, fainting
The da,Yn is near !

True, thou art weary ; but yon brighter ray
Becomes more clear.
Bear up a little longer ; wait for rest :
Yield not to slumber, though with toil oppressed.
The night of life is mournful, but, look onThe dawn is near !
Soon will earth 's shadowy scenes and forms be
gone ;
'
Yield not to fear !
The mountains ' summit will, ere long be gained,
And the bright world of joy and peace attained.
"Joyful through hope," thy motto still must beThe da wn is near !
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\Vhat glories will that dawn unfold to thee !
Be of good cheer !
Gini up thy loins ; bind sandals on thy feet ;
The way i s dark and long; the end i s sweet.
!
HOUGH the night be dark and dreary,
T Though the way be long and weary,
Mom shall bring thee light and cheer ;
Child, look up, the mom is near.
Though thine eyes are sad with weeping,
Through the night thy vigils keeping,
God shall wipe thy tears away,
Tum thy darkness into day.
Though thy spirit faints with fasting
Through the hours so slowly wasting,
Mom shall bring a glorious feast.
Thou shalt sit an honored guest.
COURAGE MORNING DA WNS.

HAYE FAITH IN GOD.

the stormy winds are blowing,
UVVT H EN
And the angry billows roll,

\Vhen the mighty waves of trouble
Surge around thy stricken soul,
Have faith in God,
vVho reigns above ;
Yes, trust in him,
For he is love.
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\Vhen the way is rough and thorny,
Danger all along the path,
"Vhen the foe is ever planning
How to crush thee in his wrath,
Haye faith in God ;
His loving care
Shall keep thee safe
From every snare.
\\Then thine eyes are dim with weeping,
And thy heart is full of woe
For the loved that now are sleeping
In the silent grave so low,
Have faith in God ;
The dead shall rise
And meet the Savior
From the skies.
Art thou fi l led with eager longing
For the night to pass away ?
Art thou weary of the watching
For the dawning of the day ?
Have faith in God ;
He is our stay ;
Soon, soon will come
The perfect day.
Art thou hoping, waiting, praying,
For the presence of the Lord ?
Art thou waiting for the kingdom,
And the glorious reward ?
Have faith in God ;
Our King is here,
;
And soon his glory
\Vill appear.
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GRACE SUFFICIENT.

EAR the burden of the present,
If the morning sky be pleasant,
\-Vhy the passing night bemoan ?
If the- darkened heavens lower,
Wrap thy cloak around thy form j
Though the tempest rise in power,
God is mightier than the storm.
Steadfast faith and hope unshaken
Animate the trusting breastj
Step by step the journey's taken
N earer to the land of rest.
All unseen, the Master walketh
By the toiling servant's side;
Comfortable words he talketh,
\Vhile his hands uphold and guide.
Grief, nor pain, nor any sorrow
Rends thy heart to him unknown;
He to-day and he to-morrow
Grace sufficient gives his own.
Then bear thy burden with good cheer,
, Take promptly up thy daily cross;
Nor hesitate to shed a tear,
Nor reckon o'er thy present loss.

B Let the morrow bear its own j
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EVEN SO, FATHER.

OMETnlE, when all life's lessons have been
S learned,
And sun and stars forevermore have set,
The things which our weak judgment here has
spurnedThe things o'er which we grieved with lashes
wet'Vill flash before us out of life's dark night,
As stars shine most in deeper tints of blue;
And \�e shall see how all Gad's plans were right,
And how what seemed unkind was love most
true.
And we shall see, that while we weep and sigh,
Gad's plans go on as best for you and me;
How, when we called, he heeded not our cry,
Because his wisdom to the end could see;
And e'en as prudent parents disallow
Too much of sweet to craving babyhood,
S o God, perhaps, is keeping from us now
Life's sweetest things, because it seemeth good.
And if, sometime, commingled with life's wine,
,Ve find the wormwood, and recoil and shrink,
Be sure a wiser hand than yours or mine
Pours out this pOl"tion for our lips to drink;
And if some friend wc love is lying low,
Where human kisses cannot reach his face,
Oh ! do not blame the loving Father; no,
But bear your sorrow with obedient grace.
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And you shall shortly know that lengthened breath
Is not the sweetest gift God sends his friend,
And that sometimes with sable pall of death
There also comes a boon his love doth send.
If we could push ajar the gates of truth,
And stand within, and all God's workings see,
We could interpret all apparent strife,
And for life's mysteries could fi n d the key.
If not to-day, be thou content, poor heart !
God's plans, like lilies pure and white, unfold;
\Ve must not tear the close-shut leaves apart;
Time will reveal the calyxes of gold.
And if, through patient toil, we reach the land
vVhere tired feet, with sandals loosed, may rest,
vVhen we shall clearly know and understand,
. I think that
shall say that God knew best.
we

WHAT A FRIEND WE HAVE IN J ESUS.

" ' HAT a friend we have in Jesus,"
\'V Sang a little child one day;
And a weary woman listened
To the darling's happy lay.
All her life seell1ed dark and gloomy,
AJI her heart ",'as sad with care;
Sweetly rang out baby's treble,
" All our sins anci griefs to bear."
She was pointing O).1t the Savior
vVho could carry every woe;
Anci the one who saclly listenecl
N eecled that dear helper so !
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Sin and grief were heavy burdens
For a fainting soul to bear;
But the baby singer bade her
" Take it to the Lord in prayer."
\Vith a simple, trusting spirit,
\Veak and 'vom, she turned to God,
Asking Christ to take her burden,
Owning him as her <;lear Lord.
J esus was her only refuge,
He could take her sin and care,
And he blessed the weary woman
\Vhen she came to him in prayer.
And the happy child, still singing,
Little knew she had a part
In God's wondrous work of bringing
Peace unto a troubled heart.
TRUST HIM MORE.

INCE the Father's arm sustains thee,
S
Peaceful bc,
\Vhen a chastening hand restrains thee,
It is he.
Know his love in full cOl11 pleteness
Fills the measure of thy weakness;
If he wounds thy spirit sore,
Trust him more.
\Vithout measure, un�omplaining,
In his hand
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Lay whatever things thou canst not
Understand.
Though the world thy folly spurneth,
From thy faith in pity turne th,
Peace thy inmost soul shall fill,
Lying still.
Like an infant, if thou thinkest
Thou canst stand,
Child-like, proudly pushing back
The proffered hand,
Com'age soon is changed to fear,
Strength doth feebleness appear;
In his - l ove if thou abide,
He will guide.
Therefore, whatso'er betideth,
Night or day,
Know his love for thee provideth
Good al way.
Crown of sorrow gladly take,
Grateful wear it for his sake,
Sweetly bending to his will,
Lying still.
To his own the Savior giveth
Daily strength;
To each troubled soul that striveth,
Peace at length.
Weakest lambs have largest share
Of this tender Shepherd's care.
Ask him not, then, When ? or How ?
Only bow !
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FOLLOW THE PATTERN.

ET us take to our hearts a lesson-no lesson
can braver beFrom the ways of the tapestry weavers on the
other side of the sea.
Above their heads the pattern hangs; they study
it with care;
The while their fingers deftly work, their eyes
are fastened there.
They tell this curious thing, besides, of the pa
tient, plodding wea Yer:
He works on the wrong side ever1110re, but works
for the right side ever.
It is only when the weaving stops, and the web
is loosed and turned,
That he sees his real handiwork-that his mar
velous skill is learned.
Ah ! the sight of its delicate beauty, how it pays
him for all his cost !
No rarer, daintier work than his was ever done
by the frost.
Then the master bringeth him golden hire, and
giveth him praise as well;
And how happy the heart of the weaver is, no
tongue but h is o\yn can tell.
The years of man are the loo111s of God, let down
from che place of the sun,
Wherein we are weaving alway, tiII the mystic
".r e b is done\Veaving blind1}', but weaving sure, each for him
self his fate.

L
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We may not see how the right side looks, we
can only weave and wait.
But looking above for the pattern, no weaver
need have fear.
Only let him look clear into heaven-the perfect
pa ttern is there.
If he keeps the face of our Savior forever and
always in sight,
His tail shall be sweeter than honey, his weaving
is sure to be right.
And when his task is ended, and the web is
turned and shown,
He shall hear the voice of the Master, who shall
say to him, Well done ! "
Since in copying thus the pattern, he had laid his
own will down;
And God for his wages shall give him, not coin,
but a gloria us crown.
/,

IS IT FOR ME ?

S IT for me, dear Savior,
For me, so poor and humble,
Oh ! shall I thus be blessed?
Is it for me to see thee
In all thy glorious grace,
And gaze in endless rupture
On thy beloved face ?
Is it for me to listen
To thy beloved voice,

I Thy glory and thy rest?
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And hear its sweetest music
Bid even me rejoice ?
A thrill of solemn gladness
Has hushed my very heart
To think that I may really
Behold thee as thou art;
Behold thee in thy beauty;
Behold thee face to face;
Behold thee in thy glory
And rest in thine embrace.
Poems

HIS WILL, NOT MINE, BE DONE.

THOU of little faith ! why dost thou fear?
And hast thou thought that thou must walk alone ?
Behold now at thy side the Joved One.
Aye, more than this, thou'rt held within his hand,
And 'twas himself that hath thy trial planned !
There was a need be seen by Eye Divine,
Although, perchance, not visible to thine.
And wherefore wouldst thou see ? Thou canst
not tell
If what thy heart contends for would be well
Perhaps thy hope's fruition would be vain,
Or prove a life-long discipline of pain !
Hast thou not seen, in retrospective life,
That will of God which caused thee bitterest
strife

O Didst thou forget that Jesus is so near ?
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Hath tUl'ned to sweetness-while the thing he
gave
To suit thy will grew darker than the gm vc ?
There's rest supreme for souls that choose his will;
A bIest security from every ill.
The things God chooses for us never fail !
They have their anchomge within the veil.
OUR BO\\!: OF PROMISE.

RAVELED rainbow overhead
Lets down to earth its varying thread.
Love's blue, joy's gold; and fair between
I-Iope's shifting light of emeraId green.
On either side in deep relief
A crimson pain, a violet grief.
Wouldst thou amid their gleaming hues
Sna tch after those, and these refuse ?
Believe, c ould thine anointed eyes
Follow their lines, and sound the skies,
There where the fadeless glories shine
Thine unseen Savior twists the twine !
And be thou sure what tint soe'er
The broken ray beneath may wear,
It needs them all that, fair and white,
His love may weave the perfect light.
1\

r\.

HURCH of God, beloved and chosen,
C Church of Christ, for whom he died,
Claim thy gifts and praise the giver !
Ye are washed and sanctified !
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A LITTLE WHILE.

LITTLE while, our fightings shall be over;
A little while, the power of J ehovah
Shall turn our darkness into gladsome day.
A little while, the fears that oft surround us
Shall to the memories of the past belong;
A little while, the love that sought and found us
Shall change our weeping into heaven's glad
( song.
A little while ! 'Tis ever drawing nearer
The brighter dawning of that glorious day.
Blest Savior, make our spirits' vision clearer,
And guide, O guide us in the shining way.
A little while, O blessed expectation !
For strength to run with patience, Lord, we cry;
Our hearts up-Ieap in fond anticipation;
Our union with the Bridegroom draweth nigh.

A A little while, our tears be wiped away;

TRUE BEAUTY.

EAUTIFUL hands are they that do
Busy for them the long day through;
Beautiful faces-they that wear
The light of a pleasing spirit there,
It matters little if dark or fair;
And truly beautiful in God's sight,
Are the precious souls who love the right.

B The work of the noble, good and true,
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WAIT O N THE LORD.

\VHEN clouds hang heavy o'er thy way,

And darker grows the weary day,
Anci thou oppressed by anxious care
Art almost temp ted to despair,
Still wait upon the Lord.
\Vhen friends betray thy loving trust,
And thou art humbled in the dust,
\Vhen dearest joys from thee have fled,
And Hope within thy heart lies dead,
Still wait upon the Lord.
\Vhen Death comes knocking at thy door,
And in thy home are sorrows sore,
Though age comes on and eyes grow dim,
Still look to Christ, still trust in him,
And wait upon the Lord.
\Vhate'er thy care, believe his word;
In joy or grief, trust in the Lord.
Good courage he will give to thee,
And strong, indeed, thy heart shall be,
By waiting on the Lord.
SWEET HARMONY AT LAST.

SAT alone at the organ,
\Vhen the sunset's crimson embers
On the west�rn altar lay.

I At the close of a troubled day,
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I was weary with vain endea vor,
1\1 y heart was ill a t eas e,
And I sought to soothe my sadness
\Vith the voice of the sweet-toned keys.
My hands were weak and trembling,
My fingers all unskilled,
To render the grand old anthem
\Vith which my soul was filled.
Through the long day's cares and worries,
I had dream ed of that glorious strain,
And I longed to hear the organ
Repeat it to me again.
It fell from my untaught fingers
Discordant and incomplete.
I knew not how to eX'press it,
Or to make the discord sweet;
So I toiled with patient labor
Till the last bright gleams were gone,
And the evening's purple shadows
\Vere gathering one by one.
Then a Master stood besi de me,
And touched the noisy keys,
And lo ! the discord vanished
And melted in perfect peace.
I heard the great organ pealing
My tune that I could not play,
Tl;!e strains of the glorious anthem
That had filled my soul all day.
Down through the dim cathedra l
The tide of music swept,
Poems
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And through the shadowy tltcheg
The lingering echoes crept;
And I stood in the purple twilight .
. And heard my tune ag!lin-Not my feeble, untaught rendering,
But the Master's perfect strain.
So I think, perchance, the Master,
At the close of life's vveary day,
\ViIl take from our trembling fingers
-The tune that we cannot. play; .
He will hear through the jarring disconI
The strain, although half expressed;
He will blend it in perfect music,
And add to it all the rest.
. COURA{iE I MY SOUL.

ET nothing make thee sad or fretful,
L. Or too regretfulBe still;
\Vhat God hath ordered must be right;
Then fi n d in it thine own delight,
My will.
"Vhy shouldst thou fill to-day with $orrow
About to-morrow,
My heart?
One watches all, with care most true.
Doubt not that he will give thee too
Thy part.
Only be steadfast, never waver;
Nor. seek earth's favor,
But rest;
.\
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Thou knowest that God's will must be
For all his creatures-so for thee
The best.
MY SACRIFICE.

AID on thine altar, O rny Lord divine,
I have no jeweIs to adom thy shrine,
Nor any world-farned sacrifice to make,
But here I bring, within my trembling hand,
This wiHof mine-a thing thatseemeth s111all ;
And- thou alone, O Lord, eanst understand
How, when I yield thee this, I y ield mine all.
Hidden therein thy searching gaze canst see
StruggIes of passions, visions of delight,
All that I have, or am, or fain would be
Deep loves, fond hopes, and longings infi n ite.
It hath been wet with tears, and dim med with
sighs;
Clenchecl in my grasp ti II beauty hath it nonc.
Now, fr0111 thy footstooI, where
- it vanquished
lies,
The prayer ascendeth-" May thy will be
done ! "
Take it, O Father, ere my courage fail;
And rnerge it so in Thine own will that I
May never have a wish to take it back;
\Vhen heart and courage fail, to thee I'd fly.
So change, so purifj, so like thine own .
Make thou my will, so graced with-love divine

L Accept this gift to-day, for Jesus' sake.
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may not know or feel it as mine own,
But recognize my will as one with thine.
ONLY THY WAY, O GOD.

thou thy way with me, O God !
H AVE
E'en though I beg mine own;
Hecd not the body's noisy cry,
But the soul's undertone.
Have thou thy way with me, O God !
This is my spirit's choice,
Though stubborn greed of present good
Drown all with deafening voice.
Have thou thy way w i th me, O God !

And, O my soul, take care,
To have thy daily attitude
In keeping with thy prayer.

THE CHRISTIAN'S TRUE SUPP(}RT.

ATHER, thou knowest best
F This thought is all my stay;
I see but just the step ahe�d,
Thou knowest all the way.
To me, as on I walk,
The way seems <111 obscure,
But thou wilt guide my trembling feet,
And make my footsteps sure.
E'en though the darkness falls,
And hides the path from view,
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Thy rod and staff direct me still,
And will my strength renew.
Father, the way seems long,
My strength is very weak;
Support me still by thy right hand,
And words of comfort speak.
CANNOT do without thee;
I I cannot stand alone;
I have no strength or goodness,
No ,visdom of my own;
But thou, beloved Savior,
Art all in all to me,
And 'weakness will be power,
If leaning hard on thee.
COURAGE ! PRESS ON.

IRED ! well, what of that ?
T Didst fancy life was spent on beds of ease,
Fluttering the rose leaves scattered by the breeze ?
Come, rouse thee ! work while it is called to-day:
Comage ! arise ! go forth u pon thy wa y
LOllely.' and what of that ?
Some must be lonely; 'tis o t gh en to all
To feel a heal·t respansi ,-e rise and fall,
To blend another life within its own:
\Vork can be done in Ioneliness. \Vork on.
Dark.' well, what of that?
Didst fondly dream the sun would never set ?
.

n
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Dost fear to lose thy way ? Take courage yet !
Learn thou to walk by faith, and not by sight;
Thy steps will guided be, and guided right.
Hard! well, what of that ?
Didst fancy life one summer holiday,
\Vith lessons none to learn, and naught but play ?
Go-get thee to thy task ! Conquer or die !
It must be learned; learn it then, patiently.
TRANSVERSE AND PARALLEL.

\VILL, dear Lord, from thine doth run
�n'I Y Too
oft a difrerent way;
'Tis hard to $ay, " Thy will be done, "
In every clarkened day !
My heart longs still to do thy will
And all thy word obey.
My will sometimes would gather flowers;
Thine blights them in my hand;
nIine reaches for life's sunny hours;
Thine leads through shadow land;
And many days go on in ways
I cannot understand.
Yet more and more thIS truth doth shine
From failure and fron'; loss;
The will that runs transverse from thine
Doth thereby make its cross;
Thine upright will cuts straight and still
Through pride, and dream, and dros5.
Sij
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But if in parallel to thine
11y will doth meekly run,
All things in heayen and earth are mine;
My will is crossed by none;
Thou art in me, and I in thee:
Thy will and mine are done.
BE STRO NG.

E STRONG to bear, O heart of mine,
B Faint not when sorrows come.
The sum. of all these ills of .earth
Prepares thee for thy home.
So many burdened anes there are
Close toiling by thy side,
Assist, encourage, comfort them,
Thine own deep anguish hide.
\Vhat though thy trials may seem great?
Thy strength is known to God,
And pathways steep and rugged lead
To pastures green and broad.
Be strong to love, O heart of mine,
Li ,re not (or self alone;
But fi nd, in blessing other lives,
Completeness for thine own.
Seek every pungry heart to feed,
Each saddened heart to cheer;
And when stern justice stands aloof,
In mercy draw thou near.
True, loving words and helping·hands
Have won more souls for heav.en
Than all the mixed and various creeds
By priests and sages given.
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For every grief a joy will come,
For every toil a rest;
So hope, so love, so patient bear
God doeth all things best.
Be strong to hope, O heart of mine,
Look not on life's dark side;
For just beyond these gloomy hours
Rich, radiant days abide.
Let hope, like summer's rainbow bright,
Scatter thy falling tears,
And let God's precious promises
Dispel thy anxious fears.
THERE'S ONLY ONE.
- PSAU.I 7 3 : 25 · -

only one upon whose care
T HERE'S
\Ve safely lay our thoughts to rest;
There's only one who knows the depth
Of sorrow in each stricken breast.
There's only one whose pity falls
Like dew upon the wounded heart;
There's only one who never leaves
Though enemy and friend depart.
There's only one, when none are by,
To wipe away the falling tear;
There's only one to heal the wound,
. And stay the weak one's timid fear.
There's only one who understands
And enters into all we feel ;
There's only one who views each spring
And each perplexing wheel in wheel.
SS
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There's only one who can support,
And who sufficient grace can give
To bear up under every grief,
And spotless in this world to live
o blessed Jesus, Friend of friends !
Lift over us thy sheltering arm .
And while amid this evil world,
Protect us from its guilt and hann
AMEN, AMEN.

I cannot say.
Beneath the pressure of life's cares to-clay,
I joy in these;
But I can say
That I would rather walk this ruggcd way,
If Him it please.
I cannot feel
That all is well when c1ark'ning clouds conceal
The shining sun;
But then I know
God lives and loves; and say, since it i s !;o,
" Thy will be done."
. I cannot speak
ln happy tones; the tear-drops on my check
Show I am sad ;
But I can speak
Of grace to sufler with submission meek,
Until made glad.
89

Poems oj Dawn.

I do not see
Why God should e'en permit some things to be,
When he is love;
But I can see,
Though often dimly, through the mystery,
Bis hand above.
I may not try
To keep the hot. tears back; but hush that sigh.
" It might have been; "
And try to still
Each rising murmur, and to God's sweet will
Respond-AMEN.
THY WILL BE DONE. ,

not, kno � not; al t our way
\X1 \1E IsSEE
night; with thee alone is day.

From out the torrent's troubled drift,
Above the storm our prayer we lift,
Thy will be done !
The flesh may fail, the heart may faint;
But who are we to make coinplaint,
Or dar.e to plead in til�les like these
The weakness of our love of ease ?
Thy wil l be done !
vVe take with solemn thankfulness
Our burden up, nor ask it less,
And count it joy that even we
MaY' sufrer, serve, or wait on thee,
Whose will be done !
9°
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Though dim asset in tint and line,
vVe trace thy picture's wise design,
And'thank thee that our age supplies
The dark relief of sacrifice:
Thy .w ill b e done !
And if in our unworthiness
Thy sacrificial wine we press,
If from thy ordeal's heated bars
Our feet are seamed with crimson sears,
Thy will be done !
If, for the age to come, this hour
Of trial hath vicarious power,
And blest by thee, our present pain
Be liberty's cternal gain,
Thy will be done !
Strike, thou the Master, we thy keys,
The anthem of thy destinies !
The minor of thy loftier . strain,
Our hearts shall beat the old refram;
Thy will be done !
TAKE HEART.

ET me take heart ! the present scene shall soon
L , be o'er;
The Clustering clouds shall hide the sun a t noon
no more.
The tears now dropping from my eyes shall be
forgot;
The JOJs unclimmecl by sin and misery, my lot.
: ;
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FULL CONSECRATION .

SACRED union with the Perfect Mind !
giYe,
How blest are they this Pearl of price who find.
And, dead to earth, have learned in thee to li ye.
And thus, while dead to human hopes I lie,
Lost, and forever lost, to all but thee,
My happy soul, since it has learned to die,
Has found new life in thine infinity.
'Vith joy we learn this lesson of the cross,
And tread the toilsome way ,yhich Jesus trod;
And counting present life and all things loss,
'Ye find in death to self the life of God.

O Transcendent bliss, which thou alone cans t

HE THAT SCATTERETH I N CREASETH.

S thy cruise of comfort failing ?
And through all the years of famine
It shall sen- e thee a'nd thy brother.
Loye diyine will fill thy storehouse,
Or thy handful still {-enew ;
Scan tv fare for one will often
.Make a royal feast for two.
For the heart grows rich in giving;
All its wealth is living grain;
Seeds which mildew in the garner,
Scattered, fill with gold the plain.

I Rise and share it with another,
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Is thy burden hard and heavy ?
Do thy steps drag wearily ?
Help to bear thy brother' s burden;
God will bear both it and thee.
N umb and wearv
' on the mountains,
\Vouldst thou sleep amid the snow ?
Chafe that frozen form beside thee,
And together both shall glow.
Art thou stricken in life's battle ?
.!\fany wounded round thee moan;
Lavish on their wounds thy balsams,
And that bahn shall heal thine own.
Is the heart a well left empty ?
None but God its void can fil l;
N othing but a ceaseless Fountain
Can its ceaseless longings still.
Is the heart a living power ?
Sel(entwined, its strength sinks low ;
It can only liye in loving,
.And by serving love will grow.
THE REFI N I NG.
- l\1AL. 3 : 3. -

'TIS sweet to feel that he who tries
The sih-er takes his seat
Beside the fire that purifies,
Lest too intense a heatRaised to consume the base alloy
The precious metals, too, destroy.
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'Tis good to think how well he knows
The silver's power to bear
The ordeal through which it goes;
And that with skill and care
He'll take it from the fire when fit,
\Vith his own hand to po1ish it.
'Tis blessedness to know that he
The piece he has begun
\VilI not forsake till he can see
To prove the work well done
His image, by its brightness known,
Refl e cting glory like his own.
But ah ! how much of earthly mould,
Dark relics of the mine,
Lost from the ore, must he behold
How long must he retine,
Ere in the silver he can trace
The first faint sembIance of his face !
Thou great Refiner ! sit thou by,
Thy promise to fulfill.
1I10ved by thy hand, beneath thine eye,
And melted at thy \yill,
O may thy work forever shine
Refl e cting beauty pure as thine

1'HEY needs must grope who cannot see,
The blade before the ear must be;
As ye are feeling I have felt,
And where ye dwell I too have dwelt.
(9 )
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RIGHT THE PATHWAY.

IGHT after darkness,
L Gain after loss,

Strength after suffering,
Crown after cross.
Sweet after bitter,
Song after sigh,
Home after wandering,
Praise after cry.
Shea ves after sowing,
Sun after rain,
Sight after mystery,
Peace after pain.
Joy after sorrow,
Calm after blast,
Rest after weariness,
Sweet rest at last.
N ear after distant,
Gleam after glo011l,
Love after loneliness,
Life after tomb.
After long agony
Rapture of bliss !
Right was the pathway
Leading to this !
COUNT not his the happiest life,
vVho wins, but wins without the strife
That tests the noble mind.

I To whom the fates are kind ;
1]0
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FAULTLESS.
-JUDE

24·-

AULTLESS in his glory's presence !

F All the soul within me stirred,
All my heart reached up to heaven
At the wonder of that word.
Able to present faultless ?
Lord, forgive my doubt, I cried;
Thou didst once, to loving doubt, show
Hands and feet and riven side.
O ! for me build up some ladder,
Bright with golden round on round,
Tha t my hope this thought ay compass,
Reaching faith's high vantage·ground !
Praying thus, behald, my ladder,
Reaching unta perfect day,
Grew fr0111 out a simple story
Dropped by some one in the ,,"ay.
Once a queen-so ran the story
Seeking far for something new,
Found it in a mill, where, strangely,
Naught but rags repaid her viewRags fr0111 out the very gutters,
Rags of eyer}' shape and hue;
\Vhile the squalid children, picking,
Seemed but rags from hair to shoe.
me
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\Yhat then, rang her eager question,
Can you do with things so vile ?
.Mould them into perfect whiteness,
Said the master with a smile.
\Yhiteness ? quoth the queen, half doubting;
But these reddest, crimson dyes
Surely nought can ever whiten
These to fitness to your eyes ?
Yes, he said, though these are colors
HardesJ to remove of all,
Still I have the power to ma ke them
Like the snowflake in its fall.
Through my heart the words so simple
Throbbed with echo in and out;
Crimson-scarlet-white as snow-flake
Can this man ? and can God not?
Now upon a day thereafter,
( Thus the tale went on at will, )
To the queen there came a present
From the master at the mill.
Fold on fold of fairest texture
Lay the paper, purest white;
On each sheet there gleamed the letters
Of her name in golden light.
Precious lesson, wrote the master,
Hath my mill thus given me,
Showing how our Christ can gather
Vilest hearts from land or sea ;
Poems
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In some heavenly alembic,
Snowy white from crimson bring;
Stamp his name on each, and bear them
To the palace of the King.
what wondrous visions wrapped me !
Heaven's gates seemed opened wide,
Even I stood clear and faultless,
By my dear Redeemer's side.
Faultless in his glory's presence !
Faultless in that dazzling light !
Christ's own love, majestic, tender,
l\Iade my crimson snowy white !

o

THE BRIDE OF THE LAMB.

N the world despisecl, neglected,
I Deemed i ts refuse a nd i ts dross,

She whose Lord the earth rejected
Shares his sorrow, bears his cross.
By the Dragon's fury drive n,
Nourished in the desert ch'ear,
Rocks and caves and stars of heaven
All her lonely sighings hear.
In the worldlings' gay carousal,
How her bridal hope they spurn !
\Vhere's the vow of his espousal,
\Vhere the pledge of his return ?
1 33

Poems of Dawn.

Yet, in all the gloomy midnight,
Sang her heart its virgin lay;
'Watching, waiting, till the daylight,
Till the shadows Bee away.
From the wilderness returning,
\Vho is she with radiant face,
In the early dawn of moming,
Coming to her rightfuI place ?
'Tis the Bride-the Lord's espoused,
Leaning on the Bridegroom's arm;
Shafts of error, words of malice,
Now are vain to do her harm.
Come up hither ! I will show thee
The Lamb's wife enthroned in light,
Sharing all his kingly glory,
Clothed with majesty and might.
WAITING AND WATCHING.

,UAlTING and watching the livelong day,

I V Lifting the voice of her heart to pray;
She stands in her sorrow the bride and queen,
Counting the hours that lie between.
Lone a·s a dove, on a storm-s,vept sea,
Teaching her heart hope's minstrelsy;
With a cheerful note, though a weary wing,
She learns o'er sorrow to soar and sing.
Abroad through the earth is a sound of war,
Distress among nations, wide and farj
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And the failing of strong men's hearts for fear
Of the dreadful things that are drawing near.
Famine and pestilenee stalk abroad;
Scoffers are slighting the \Vord of God;
And the love of many is waxing cold;
Dimmed
' is the sheen of the once fine gold.
But she stands in her safety, the bride and queen,
Leaning as only the loved can lean '
On the heart tha t brake in i ts love for her,
\Vhen bearing the burden she could not bear.
THE CHURCH OF GOD.

arise, break forth in songs
Z ION,
Of everlasting joy;
To God etemal praise belongs,
\Vho doth thy foe s destroy.
Thou Church of God, awake ! awake !
For light beams from on high ;
From earth and elust thy garments shake,
Thy glory's drawing nigh.
To raise thee high above the earth,
God wil1 his po"..-er employ;
Re'l1 turn thy mourning into mirth,
Thy sorraw into joy.
In shining robes thyself an-ay,
Put on thy garments pure;
Thy King shal1 lead thee in the way
That's holy, safe and sure.
In thee the Lord shal1 place his name,
And make thee his delight,
'....J
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And place on thee a diadem,
Divinely fair and bright;
And thou shalt be the dwelling place
Of him that reigns above.
Yea, thou shalt be adorn'd with grace
And ever1asting love.
The joy of nations thou sha1t be,
A bright and shining light;
For God is in the midst of thee,
To keep thee day and night.
He'll bring thy wandering children home,
And gather those without;
And with a wall of jasper stone
'Vill guard thee round about.
Arise, O Zion, praise thy King,
And make his name thy trust;
"Vith joy and triumph loudly sing;
For he is true and just.
O Zion, sing with tuneful voice
Thy great Redeemer's praise;
In his almighty power rejoice
Throughout eternaI days.
A LITTLE WHILE.
- REV. 22 : 20.-

UICKLY, beloved ! I know thy heart is beating
O
"Vith deep emotions to behold my face,
""'
But for a while wilt thou not spread the tidings
Of the sweet message of my love and grace ?
Fear not, beloved ! mine eye is ever watching;
Thy tears are numbered in my deep, deep love;
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Thy weary sighs, and all thy heart's deep .rearn
ings,
Are registered by me in heaven above.
Trust, trust, beloved ! I know the world frowns
coldl\',
But this šhould onl\- driye thee neal·er me.
Earth's broken link; make heaven's afrection
stronger,
The cross will make the crown more bright
for thee.
Look up, beloved ! tread fi r mly on the billows !
Thou canst not sink beneath life's troubled sea.
Look up ! then shalt thou learn the needful lesson
How my own hand hath planned thy path for
thee.
Rest, rest, beloved, thine head upon my bosom;
Lean on my arm, and tell thy griefs to me.
My heart is thine in all the full perfection
Of sympathy none else could give to thee.
'Veep not, beloyed, because thou yet must tarr}":
'Vilt thou not serve me heart and hand mean
while ?
Some hearts around the e pine in lonely sorrow;
Couldst thou not give one kindly look or smile ?
Go forth, beloyed ! life's ministry is earnest;
Crushed hearts throng round ihee, in thy path
below;
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Fond hopes once cherished, ' now by dea th are
blighted;
.
Knowest thou not a bahn to 800th their woe ?
Yes, yes, beloved ! I read thy heart's glad answer;
Yes, thou wilt do this work of love for me.
A little while, and earth's sad scenes of sorrow
Shall change to glory bright-prepared by me.
Then, then, beloved ! heaven's songs of joy awak
ing,
Triumphant hallelujahs thou shalt raise;
Then shalt thou gaze upon my face, and ever,
Knowing as known, pour forth thine endless
praise.
WHY SHOULD I FEAR ?

H ENE'ER the stor1118 come down on thee,
1XT
VV And days of peace all seem to flee;
This though t thy peace again shall bring,
Why should I fear ?-the Lord is King.
E'en when the tempest rages high,
And darkest clouds are drawing nigh,
'With hands of faith to this, O ! cling,
Why should I fear ?-the Lord is King.
Amid the stonny waves of life,
Above the tumult and the strife,
The chimes of hope stiJl sweetly ring,
Be not afraid-the Lord is King.
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Thy ship is toss'd by wind and wave,
But there is one whose po\yer can save;
Across the sea he hastes to bring
Both rest and peace,-the Lord is King.
Yes, Jesus walks upon the sea,
And in the storm he comes to thee;
Then trust in him, rejoice and sing;
He cal ms the waves,-the Lord is King.
He stretches out his hand to thee,
And from thy fears he sets thee free;
Beneath the šhadow of his wing
He keeps thee safe,-the Lord is King.
SUMMER DAYS TO COME.

LAND as the morning breath of June
And through its haze, the winter noon
Seems warm as summer day.
The snow-plllll1ccl angel of thc north
Has dropped his icy spear;
Again the moss)" earth looks forth,
Again the streams gush clear.
The fox his hillsicle cell forsakes,
The muskrat leaves his l1ook,
The blue bird in the ll1cadow brakes
Is singing with the brook :
" Bear up. O Mother Nature ! " cry
Bird, brecze, and streamlet free,
" Our winter voices prophesy
Of summer days to thee !"

B The south-"vest breezes play;
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So, in those winters of the soul,
By bitter blasts and drear
O'erswept from memory's frozen pole,
\Vill sunny days appear.
Reviving hope and faith, they show
The soul its living powers,
And how beneath the ,vinter's snow
Lie germs of summer flowers.
The night is mother of the day,
The winter of the spring,
And ever upon old decay
The greenest mosses cling.
Behind the cloud the starlight IUl·ks,
Through showers the sunbeams fall;
For God, who loveth all his works,
Has left his hope with all.
COUNT YOUR BLESSINGS.

not count, when day is o'er,
D O Daily
loss fr0111 life's rich store;
But the gains, however small,
Count them daily, one and all:
Every sweet and gracious word,
Every pleasant truth you've heard;
Every tender glanee and tone,
Every kindly deed you've known;
Every duty nobly done,
Every rightful victory won
Treasure all, and count them o'er
As a miser counts his store.
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But if bitter word or though t
Haye a bitter harvest brought;
If some foeman hath assailcd you,
Or the friend most trusted failed yoll;
If unkindness and untruth
Have to you brought saddest ruth,
Blot the score without delay
Keep no record of the day.
Keep no record of the care,
Loss and cross we must all bear;
On the page of memory write
Only what is fair and bright.
Let all evil things go by;
Still, with brave endeavor, try
Simple joys to multiply.
Thus you'll learn how large a sum
'Vili with faithful reckoning come.
Long as after cloud and rain
Blessed sunshine comes again,
Long as after winter's gloom
Summer roses bud and bloom,
Long as we have with us here
One sad heart that ,ve may cheer,
cross,
Long as love gilds
Life's rich gain o'erpays the loss.
1"HOUGH blinded faith can never save,
For God accepts those who believe;
Yet reverencc, howsoe'er it strays,
Shall find at last the shining ways.
Po ems
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BRINGING HOME THE FLOCK.

Through pastures fair,
Anci sea-girt paths aJI wild with rock and foam,
O'er velvet sward, and desert stern anci bare,
The flock comes home.
A wear)' way,
Now smooth, then ruggecl with a thousand snares;
Now dim with rain, then sweet with blossoms gay,
And summer airs.
Yet, safe at last,
\Vithin the fold they gather, anci are still;
Sheltered from driving shower anci stormy blast,
They fear no ill.
Through life's dark ,yays,
Through flowery paths where evil angels roam,
Through restless nights, anci long, heart-wasting
[ days,
Christ's flock comes home.
Safe to the fold,
The blessed fold, where fears are never known,
Love-guarded, fenced about with walls of gold,
He leads his own.
o Shepherd King,
With loving hands, whose lightest touch is hlest !
Thine is the kingdom, thine the power, to bring
Thy flock to rest !
142

Poems if Daum.
PUT ON THY BEAUTIFUL ROBES.

UT on thy beautiful robes, Bride of Christ,
P For the King shall embrace thee to-day ;
Break forth into singing; the morning has
dawned,
And the shadows of night flee away.
Shake ofl' the dust from thy feet, Bride of Christ;
For the Conqueror, girded with might,
Shall vanquish the foe, the dragon cast down
And the cohorts of death put to flight.
Thou art the Bride of his love, his elect;
Dry thy tears, for thy sorrows are past;
Lone were the hours when thv- Lord was away,
But he comes with the morn ing at last.
The winds bear the noise of his chariot-wheels,
And the thunders of yictorv roar:
Lift up thy beautiful gates, B;ide of Christ,
For the grave holds dominion no more.
Once they arrayed him with scorning; but see !
His apparel is glorious now :
In his hand are the kep of death and the grave,
And the diadem gleams on his brow.
Hark ! 'tis her yoice: Alleluia she sings,
Alleluia ! the captives go free !
Unfolded the gates of Paradise stand,
And unfolded forever shall be.
Choir answers choir, 'where the song has no end;
All the saints raise hosannas on high;
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Deep calls unto deep in the ocean uf luYe,
And the song takes the place of the sigh.
ASCEND, BELOVED.

SCEND, beloved, to his joy;
To·night the Lamb doth feast his own,
To·night he with his bride sits down,
To·night puts on the spousal crown,
In the great upper room.
Ascend, belove d, to thy Love;
This is the day of days;
To-night the bridal song is sung,
To-night ten thousand harps are strung,
In sympathy with heart and tongue,
Unta the Lamb's high pra ise.
The festal lamps are lighting now,
In the great marriage hall;
By angel bands the board is spread,
By angel hands the sacred bread
Is on the golden table laid;
The King his own doth GiJI.
Long, long deferred, nowcomes at last,
The Lamb's glad wedding day;
The guests are gathering at the feast,
The seats in heavenly order placed,
The royal throne above the restHow bright the whole array !

A Thy festal day has come;

•
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Sorrow and sighing are no more;
The weeping hours are past;
To-night the waiting will be done,
To-night the wedding robe is on;
The glory and the joy begun,
The hour has come at last.
Within the hall is heav'nly light;
Around, above, is 10ve;
"Ve enter to go out no more;
\Ve raise the song unsung before;
\Ve doff the sackcloth that we wore,
For all is joy and love.
Ascend, beloved, share his life;
Our days of death are o'er;
l\Iortality has done its worst,
The fetters of the tomb are burst,
The last has now become the first,
Forever, evermore.
Ascend, beloved, to the feast,
Make haste, the day has come;
Thrice blest are they the Lamb doth call
To share the heavenly festival
In the new Salem's palace hall,
Our everlasting home.
LIGHT AHEAD.

'EN through harsh noises of our day,
E A low, sweet prelude finds its way;
Through clouds of doubts and creeds of fear,
A light is breaking calm and clear.
14 5
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MY SONG.

O long haye I dreamed of the beautiful goal,
soul;
Its chords are all thrilling with music divine,
And its song is forever, "Dear Jesus is mine !"
The bird, when the tempest I S raging with power,
Flies in haste to her snug little nest in the bower;
Thus safe 'neath his wing I can sweetly reci ine,
And sing on forever "Dear Jesus is mine !"
\Vhen beautiful Eden awakes from the fi res,
And the conflict of ages of sorrow expires;
In the great restitution and gl ory divine,
1'11 still sing in Paradise, "Jesus is mine !"

S That a touch of its sunshine has lit up my

T H E NOMI NAL CHURCH.

HE Church and the \Vorld walked far apart
The \Vorld was singing a giddy song,
A nd the Church a hymn sublime.
" Come, give me your hand," said the merry \Vorld,
" And walk with me this way;"
Bu.t the good Church hid her snowy hands
And solemnly answered -" Nay,
I will not give you my hand at all,
And I will not walk with you;
Your way is' the way that leads to death;
To my Lord I must be true."

T On the changing shores of time;
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" Nay, walk with me but a little space,"
Said the 'VorId with a kindly air;
" The road I walk is a pleasant 'roaJ,
And the sun shines always there;
Your path is thorn), and ro'ugh and rude,
But mine is broad anci plain;
�Iy way is paved with flowers and dews,
Anci yours ,,-ith tears anci pain ;
The sky to me is always blue,
No want, no tail I know;
The sky aboye you is always dark,
Your lot is a lot of woe;
The way you walk is a narrow ",ay,
But mine is amply wide;
There's room enough for you and me
To travel side by side."
Half shyly the Church approachecl the "Torld
And gaye him her hancl of sno\\";
And the old 'VorId clasped it and walkecl along,
Saying in accents low,
" Your dress is too simple to please my taste;
I will give you pearls to wear,
Rich veh- ets and silks for your graceful form,
And diamonds to deck your hair."
The Church looked down-at her plam white robes
And then a t the dazzling 'Vorid,
And blushed as she saw his handsome lip
"Tith a smile contemptuous curled.
" I wiIJ change my dress for a costlier one,"
Said the Church with a smile of grace;
Then her pure, ,,-hite garments drifted away,
And the 'Vorid gave, in their place,
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Beautiful satins and shining silks,
Roses and gems and pearls;
\Vhile over her forehead her bright hair fell
Crimped in a thousand curls.
" Your house is too plain," said the proud old
vVorld,
" I'II build you one like mine;
Carpets of Brussels and curtains of lace,
And furniture ever so fi n e."
So he bni1t her a costly and beautiful house;
Most splendid it was to behold;
Her sons and her beautiful daughters dwelt there
Gleaming in purple and gold;
Rich fairs and shows in the hall s were held,
And the vVorld and his children were there.
Laughter and music and feasting were heard
In the place that was meant for prayer.
There were cushioned pews for the rich and gay,
To sit in their pomp and pride;
\Vhile the poor, who were clad in shabby army,
But seldom came inside.
" You give too much to the poor," said thc \IVorId,
" Far more than you ought to do;
If they are in need of sheJter and food,
vVhy need it trouble you ?
Go, take your money and buy rich robes,
Buy horses and carriages fi ne,
Buy pearls and jewels and dainty food ;
Buy the rarest and costliest wine ;
My children dote on all these things,
And if you their love would win,
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You must do as they do, and walk in the ways
That they are walking in."
Then the Church held fast thestringsofher purse,
And modestly lowered her head,
Anci simperecI, "No cloubt you are right, sir;
Henceforth I will do as you've said."
Then the sons of the 'Vorlcl and the sons of the
Church
'Valked closely, hancl and heart,
And only the Master, who kno,Yeth all,
Coulcl tell the two apart.
Then the Church sat clo wn at her case and said,
I am rich and my goods arc increased;
l haye need of nothing, Jr aught to do,
But to laugh, and dance, and feast."
The sly 'Vorld heard, anci he laughed in his slceve,
And 1l10cking said aside"The Church is fallen, the beautiful Church ,
And her shame is her boast and pride."
The angel drew near to the mercy-seat,
And \\"hispered in sighs her name,
Then the loucl anthems of rapture were hushecl,
Anci heads were covered with shame.
Anci a voice was hearcl at last by the Church
From Him who sat on the Throne,
, . I know thy works, anci how thou hast saicl,
'I am rich;' and hast not known
That thou art naked, poor anci blincl,
Anci 'Hetched before my face;
Therefore, from my presence, I cast thee out,
And blot thy name from its place."
..
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HOW READEST THOU ?
- LUKE 10 : 1 6 . -

'r[IS one thing now to read the Bible through,
Another thing to read, to learn and do ;
'Tis one thing now to read it with delight,
And qui te another thing to read i t right.
Some read it with design to learn to read,
But to the subject pay but little heed ;
Some read it as their duty once a week,
But no instruction from the Bib!e seek;
Whilst others read it without common care,
\Vith no regard to how they read nor where.
Some read it as a history, to know
How people lived three thousand years ago.
Some reael to bring unto themselves repute,
By showing others how they can dispute ;
\Vhilst others read because their neighbors do,
To see how long 'twill take to read it through.
Some reael it for the ,yomlers that are there,
How Daviel killed a lion anel a bear ;
\Vhilst others read-or rather in it look
Because, perhaps, they have no other book.
Some reael the blessed Book-they elon't know
why,
It somehow happens in the ,yay to lie ;
\Vhilst others reael it with uncommon care,
But all to finel some contradictions there.
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One reads with father's specs upon his head,
And sees the thing just as his father did ;
Another reads through Campbell or through Scott,
And thinks it means exactly what they thought.
Some read to prove a pre-adopted creed,
Thus understand but little what they read ;
And every passage in the book they bend
To make it sui t that all-important end.
Some people read, as I haye often thought,
To teach the Book, instead of to be taught.
HOW WE LEARN .

REAT truths are dearly bought. The com
Such as men give and take from day to day,
Comes in the common walk of easy life,
Blown by the careless wind across our way.
Great truths are dearly won ; not found by chance,
Nor wafted on the breath of summer dream ;
But grasped in the great struggle of the soul,
Hard buffeting with adverse wind and stream.
Sometimes, 'inid confl i ct, turmoil, fear and grief,
·When the strong hand of God, put forth in
might,
Ploughs up the subsoil of the stagnant heart,
It brings some buried truth-seeds to the light.
Not in the general mart, 'mid corn and wine ;
Not in the merchandise of gold and gcms ;
Not in the world's gay hall of midnight mirth,
Kor 'mid the blaze of regal diadems;

G mon truth,
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ot in the general clash of human creeds,
Nor in the merchandise 'twi x t churchand "vorId,
Is truth's fair treasure found, 'mongst tares and
weeds;
Nor her fair banner in their midst unfurled.
Truth springs like harvest from the well-ploughed
fields,
Rewarding patient toil, and faith, and zeal.
To those thus seeking her, she ever yields
Her richest treasures for their lasting weal.
N

HYMN OF THE WALDENSES.

Father, hear thy faint, afflicted flock
H EAR,
Cry to thee from the desert and the rock,

While those who seek to slay thy children hold
Blasphemous worship under roofs of gold :
And the broad, goodly lands ,yith pleasant. airs
That nurse the grape and wave the grain, are theirs.
Yet better were this mountain wilderness,
And this wild life of danger and distress
Watchings by night, and perilous flight by day,
Anci meetings in the depths of earth to pray
Better, far better than to kneel with them,
Anci pray the impious rite thy laws condemn.
Thou, Lord, dost hold the thunder ; the finn land
Tosses in bil10ws when it feels thy hand.
Thou dashest nation against nation, then
Stillest the angry world to peace again.
O touch their stony hearts who hunt thy sons
The murderers of our wives and little ones.
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Yet, mighty God, yet shall thy frown look forth
Unveiled, and terribly shall shake the earth ;
Then the foul power of priestly sin and all
Its long·upheld idolatries shall fal1.
Thou sha1t raise up the trampled and opprest,
And thy delivered saints shall dwell in rest.
THE M INISTER'S DAUGHTER.

N the minister's morning serrnon,
I He told of the primal fall,

And how henceforth the wra th of God
Rested on each and al1.
And how, of his \Yill and pleasure,
All souls, saye a chosen few,
\Vere doomed to eternai torture,
And held in the way thereto.
Yet never, bv faith's unreason,
A saintlie ; soul was tried,
And never the harsh old lesson
A tenderer heart belied.
And after the painful service,
On that pleasant, bright First day,
He walked with his little daughter
Through the apple bloom of :;\Iay.
Sweet in the fresh green meadow
Sparrow and blackbird sung ;
Above him its tinted petals
The bIossoming orchard hung.
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Around, on the wonderful glory,
The minister looked and smiled:
"How gooe! is the Lord, who gives us
These gifts from his hand, my child.
"Behold in the bloom of apples,
And the violets in the sward,
A hint of the old, lost beauty
Of the Garden of the Lord."
Then upspake the little "maiden,
Treading on snow and pink,
"O father ! these pretty blossoms
Are very wicked, I think.
"Had there been no Garden of Eden,
There had neyer been a falJ,
And if never a tree had biossomed,
God would have loved us all."
"Hush, child l " � the father answered,
"By his decree man felJ ;
His ways are in clouds and darkness,
But he doeth alJ things well.
"And whether by his ordaining
To us cometh good or ill,
J oy or pain, or light or shadow,
\Ve must fear and love him still."
"0, I fear Him !" said the daughter,
"And I try to love him too ;
But I wish he were kind and gentle,
Kind and loving as you."
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The minister groaned in spirit,
As the tremulous lips of pain,
And wide, wet eyes uplifted,
�lestioned his own in yain.
Bowing his head he pondered
The words of his little one.
Had he en-ed in his life-long teachings,
Had he wrong to his 1Iaster done ?
To what grim and dreadful idol
Had he lent the holi est name ?
Did his o,,-n heart, loving and human,
The God of his worship shamc ?
And lo ! from the bloom and greenness,
From the tender s k i es above,
And the facc of his little daughter,
He read a lesson of love.
Ko more as the cloudy tenor
Of Sinai's l11 0 unt of law,
But as Christ in the Syrian 1ilies ,
The vision of God he saw.
And as when, in the clefts of I loreb,
Of old was his presence known,
The dread, ineft'a ble glory
\Vas infinite goodness alone.
Thereafter his hearers noted
In his prayers a tenderer strain,
And never the message of hatred
Burned on his lips again.
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And the scoffing tongue was prayerful,
And the blinded eyes found sight,
And hearts as Hint aforetime
Grew soft in his warm th and light.
FROM DARKN ESS TO LIGHT.

PASTOR watched the death- bed of a dying
And tried to cheat his mem'ry with curious costly
toy ;
But thinking 'twas a duty, he spoke in whispered
breath,
Anci told the Sunday scholar how very near was
death.
He put a pastor's question, with Bible in his hand,
Butone not there recorded, about some far-oR'land ;
He picturecl fancied glories before the glazing eye,
And asked with pious fervor, "Now don't you
wish to die ?"
The boy lookecl t'warcl the window, and saw the
hills he'd cJimbed;
He heard the church-bell chiming, and started as
i t chimed !
He saw a weeping mother, and heard a cleep
drawn sigh,
And said with boyish candor, "I do not wish to
die."
The pastor heard the answer his truthful nature
gave,

A darling boy,
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And mused, "There must be something repulsive
in the graye:
Ollr proper nature shuns it-but why, why should
this be
If death's the gate to glory ? How comes the
mystery ?
;" Ve've taught our Sunday scholars, the moment
that they die,
They go to be more happy with angels in the sky j
[t seems they don't believe us, although. they think
they do !
But whose the fauIt !-their nature's-or is our
doctrine true ?"
The pastor checked his doubtings, and further
\Vent his round,
To seek the sick anel needy, \,"ho al ways may be
found.
A sense of duty nerveel him to risk infection's
blight,
Anel soon he found before him a \Vretched \Vom·
an's plight.
Relieving wants first pressing, he spoke next of
her soul,
And begged her to consider ha t possibl y i ts goal j
[n hope to force repentance, he tOllched the sin
ner's doom,
And hin ted pain eternaI beyond the yawning tomb.
With dismal eyes uplifted, she cried, \vith pierc
ing look,
" l've borne too much already to think that in
the Book l "
15 7
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Then, with a piteous eflort, she asked, with
searching stare,
"\Vould you, kind sir, requite me with endless
torment there ?"
The pastor gave no answer, for pity filled his breast,
To see a soul so wretched, and he -h itnself so blest:
He felt he could not doom her to endless pain and
woeAnd he feared the just refl e ction-so turned away
to go.
" Is mortal man more just, then, or does he pity
nlore,
Than He whom men and angels, as God of love,
adore ?
I cannot, should not think it-there's deeper
mystery hereO Lord ! mine eyes now open, these mists and
doubtings clear."
So thinking, doubting, praying, he slow)y went
his way,
To ponder o'er the lessons and visits of the day.
A suflerers casual question, " Is that, sir, in the
Book ?"
Had started new reflections, deciding him to look.
N ext day, by note invited, the pastor went to see
A brother by profession, long in the ministry,
V/ho wanted "duty" taken because of taking cold,
And "feared there might be danger, as he was
growing old !"
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\VelI, now, thought he, the riddIe will quickly he
resolyed;
In part, or altogether, my doubtings be dissolved;
An aged, wear)" pilgrim, professional man of God,
\Vill long to be with Jesus, nor fear tha cold green
sad.
Re fonnd the "piIgrim" seated in richly cushioned
chair,
Not seeming quite so ill, he though t, but with an
anxious air;
The business ji�'st was settled,-the paris h news
next told,Till, etiquette ignoring, the visitor grew bold.
Re asked, was i t not cheering, for one whose hairs
were hoar,
To stand so near the gateway of glory evennore ?
The happy prospect nearing, "to shuffie off this
coil,"
\Vhich weighs the soul with matter, and brings
such care and tail.
His sons had come to honor, his work was \yelI
nigh done;
\Vhat was there now to keep him below this plan
et's sun ?But here a nervaus movement betrayed the good
man's fear
Of going, yet, to heaven-preferring staying here.
Ris dear old lady saw it, but vainly sought to hide
The insti nets of true nature when shrewdIv she
replied :
"The medical adviser fOl'bids his friends to speak
-
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On any gloomy subject, because his nerves are
weak."
The pastor, disappointed, sought, therefore, to re
trace
His footstep's, meditating on what had taken place;
Why many pious persons more dread of heaven
reveal,
Than other careless sinners of going down to hell ?
Another prayer ascended, for spiritual light,
To know man's real nature and destiny aright;
The answer was forthcoming, the light was on
its way ;
But fi r st a dawning glimmer before the light of
day.
N ext evening process ion came wending up the
hill,
Towards the parish churchyard, while all \-vas
bright, but chill i
A slow and mournful tolI ing kept startling all
the air,
To tell how death was marring a scene so calm
and fair.
The bell sank into silence, more gladdening notes
to hear,
Which floated down the hill-side, in hopeful ac
cents clear;
Words oft before repeated assumed new life and
power,
Which now revealed the mystery in sad and solemn
houra
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am the

R �,;; II H I{ECTIOX,"

saie! J esus, "and t he

LIFE :

T b e echoes of ' · T H E LOGo;;" a wo ke, w i th i m port
ri fe.
Through understanding utterance they no \\" w e re
s p i ri t-\\" orcls,
\\' h ic h fl uttereu in the ye\\" trees l i ke happy, l i v 
i n g b i rds.
"He tha t bel ieyeth in � I e, a l though he no \\" were
dead" Yes, "dead," not "gone to heaven," but l o w i n
"hades" l a i d" I l e," yea he, has the promise, "sha l l l ive a ga i n
in joy,
In resurrection glories and l i fc w i thout alloy.

"

The preacher's prayers were a n s wered, the l i g h t
had c o m e a t l as t :
I t came i n words fam i liar, l i ke mcm'ries of the past.
Death no\\' was seen a s real-a l l nature tel l i ng
this\\' b i l e " resurrection" shows us t h e \Y a -v to l i fe a n d
b liss.
The sun at � cng-th deseended benea th the western
sea ;
But flash ing t i nts no \\' promi�ed ho \\' bright the
morn would be.

It Lraced one \Yeary mOl· tal to meet a p proa c h i n g
n i ght,
And \\- h is perecl coming g l ory. for c \" c n t i d c ,,-as
light.
(II)
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The preacher's manner altered, more earnest grew
his tone;
Ile sa\\" man "surel} dying" and life in Christ
alone.
" JCSIIS alld I?esltrrectioll, " the good news no\\"
became;
God's coming Son and Kingdom, and life in his
great name.
LIFE'S STORMS ARE PASSING.

rrHE storm hns broken, and the heavy blast

That stiHed morn's free breath, anci shook its
de,,',
Is clying into sunshine; and the last
Dull cloud has vanished from yon arch of blue.
l kno\\" it is but for a cl a y ; the war
:Must soon be waged again 't"'ixt earth and
heaven;
Another tempest ,,·ill arise to mar
The tranquil beauty of the fragrant even.
A ml yet l joy as storm on storm awakes;
Not that l love the uproar or the gloom ;
But in each tempest over earth that ];,reaks,
I count one fewer outburst yet to come.
No groan creation heaves is heaved in vain,
N or e' er sha II be repea ted ; i t is done.
Once heaved it neyer shall be heaved again,
Earth's pangs and throes are lessening one by
one.
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falls the stroke o f SOlTO\Y, and so springs
Strange joy and comfort from the very grief,
E,'en to the weariest sufferer; so brings
Each heavy burden its o\\"n sweet relief.
One cross the less remains for me to bcar;
Already borne is that of yesterday;
That of to-da\" shall no to-mOlTOW share:
TO -11101TO"'\ with itself shall pass away.
That which is added to the troubled past
Is taken fr0111 the future, whose sad store
Grows less and less each day, till soon the last
Dull ,,,ave of ,\"oe shall break upon our shore.
The storm that yesterday ploughed up the sea
Is buri ed now beneath its le\"el blue;
One storm the fewer now remains for me,
Ere sky and earth are made forever new.
So

PERI LOUS TIMES.

ERILOUS times in the world are at hancl
P Perils by water and perils by land;
Perils in churches and peri ls in state,
Peri ls attending the good and the great.
\Vatchman, how readest thou touching this hour i
Fearflll corruption in places of power;
Presidents, princes and kings in dismayTragic unfoldings, the news of the day.
Scriptures prophetic, discoursing on time,
Teach us the doctrine of increase of crime;
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"Eyil seducers shall \\"ax worse and worse,"
E re grea t J ehovah shall "smite with a c ursc."
I s the church po\\"erless to draw from the sk ics
Help, when Golia th her army det1es ?
Is there no king i n thc cam p of "to·day" ?
Is the true Israe l " fallcn away" ?
Is i t the sign of the presence again
Of the Messiah, in person to reign ?
. Has sin attained to i ts manhood of power ?
I s this its zenith ? I s morning the hour ?
The son of perdi tion, the god of this world,
Down from his kingdom of sin must be h urled ;
Tares must be gathered and burncd i n the tire
Type of all Christians in name, not in PO\\"cr.
Jesus is come ! O let :t be k nown,
'Tehovah's Anointed now ta kes the tiHone ;
He takes the heIm and the power to command,
H e']] guide affairs on the sea and the land.
Jcsus is come ! lct all the worl d hea r ;
" \V ho's on the Lord's side" let him dra w ncar.
Comc with your armor, your loins girt about ;
Comc w i th your trum pets, and join in the shout.
'Tcrichoes tremblc and Socloms con su mc,
Ki ngdoms are tottering before the "C0111l11Une;"
Davids, go forth with your sling-stones of fa ith,
Take ye thc heads of "the giants of Ga th."

O

SOMETDI E S glimpscs on my sight,
Through present wrong, the e temal righ t ;
And step by step, s ince tim e began,
Progress Gocl's purposes for man.
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THE PEACE OF EUROPE.
II

O rder reigllS
R E A T peace i n E urope !
From T i ber's h i l l s to Da nube's plains l "�
So say her k i ngs a n d priests ; so sa y
The l y i ng prophets of our day.

GJ

Go, lay to earth a l is t e n i n g e ar ;
The tra Illp of measured m a rches hear,

The rol l i ng of the canno n's w heel,
Thc s h o t t e d m u s k e t' s munlerous p en l,
The night alarm, the sen try's c a l l ,
T h e q u i c k -eared spy i n hut a n d
Fro m polar sea a n d tro p i c fe n
The d y i ng groans of exilee! men !
The bol t e d c e l l , t he g a l ey 's c h a i n!",
T he sca f1"oIe! smoking w i t h its sta i ns !
O nlcr,-the h u s h of hrooding "la yes !
I 'eace,-i n the clungeon -yaul ts a n d grayes !

hall !

l

o F i s h e r ! of t h c worlcl - w i d e net,
\\' i t h meshes in a l l \y a ters set,
\\'hose fa blee! k e n o f heayen a n ci h e l l
Bol t h a r el t h e p a t riot's prison c e l l ,
A n d open w i cl e the ba nquet h a l l
\\'here k i ngs a n d priests h o l d c a r n i ,.<\ I �
Spea k , Prince a n d Ka iser, Priest a n d Czar !
I f this be peace, pray w h a t is war ?

\ V h i te a ngel of the Lord ! u n meet
Tha t soil accursed, for thy pure feet.
Kever i n S l a yery's desert flows
"
The fou n ta i n or thy c harmee! repose ;
Ko tyra n t's h a ncl thy c h a p l e t wea ves
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Of lilies and of olive-leaves;
Not with the wicked sha1t thou d well,
Thus saith the EternaI Oracle;
Thy home is with the pure and free !
Stern herald of thy better day,
Before thee to prepare thy way,
The Baptist shade of Liberty,
Gray, scarred, and hairy-robed, must press
'Vith bleeding feet the wilderness !
O that its voice might pierce the ear
Of priests and princes while they hear
A cry as of the Hebrew seeI':
Repent ! God's kingdom draweth near !
THE COMiNG STORM.

S A D is my heart, for the storm that is coming;
O Like eagles the seu d sweepeth in from the
sea ;
The gulI seeketh shelter, the pine trees are sigh
ing,
And all giveth note of the tempest to be.
A spelI hath been whispered from cave or from
ocean,
The shepherds are sleeping, the sentinels dUl1lb,
The flocks are all scattered on moorland and
mountain,
And no one believes that the M: aster is come.
He's come, but Wh0111 doth he finel their watch
keeping ?
O where-in his presence-is faith the world
o'er ?
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The rich, e\'ery sense in soft luxury :;teeping;
The poor, scarce repelling the \\'olf from the
door.
O man, and O maiden, drop trifling and pleasure,
O ! hark, \Yhile I tell of the so1'1'o\Ys to be.
As well might I plead in the path of yon glacier,
Or cry out a warning to wave of the sea.
IT H ASTETH GREATLY.

rl'HE time of trouble nears, "It ha�leth grcatI};"
E'en now its ripples span the world-wide sea ;
O l-w h e n its \Ya ves are s\\'ollen to 1l10unta ins sta teh',
\Vill the resistless bil1o\\'s sweep o'er mc ?
O r, terror-strickcn, will I then di;;coyer
A \\'OlHlrOllS presence standing in glory h�'.
Treading the waters !-Earth's Imperial Lo\'er.
\Vith \yords of cbeer,-" Be not a fraid,-'tis 1 ."
Yes, a hancI, strong, yet tender as mother's,
\Vill from the surging billows lift me out.
\\'ith soft rebuke, more 100-ing than a brother\.; :
" O f little faith ! O, wherefore didst thou doubt ?"
-

a

DELIVER A N C E .

TILL o'er earth's sky the clouds of anger roll,
S And God's revenge hangs he.IY." on her soul.
Yet shall she rise-though I1rst by G od chastised
In glory and in beauty then baptized.
Yes, earth, thou shaH arise; thy Father's aid
Shall heal the wound his chastening hand has
made;
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Sha l l j u dge the pro\1d oppressor's ruthless s \\'ay
A n d burst h i s bonds, a n d cast h i s cords aw ay.
Thcn on your soil s h a l l dea t hl ess verdure spri ng ;
l3reak forth, ye mounta i ns, a n d ye v a l l ey .. , sing !
No more your th irsty roc ks sha l l frow n f01'lorn,
The unbeli evcr's jest, the heathcn's scorn ;
The su1 try sands shall ten fol d h a rvests yield,
A n d a new Eden dec k the thorny fie l d .
E'en n o w "'e see, w i de- wav i ng o ' e r the land,
The m i gh ty angel l i fts his golden wand,
COlll'ts t h e bright v i sion o f dcscending power,
T e l l s cyery ga tc, and Jl1easures e very tower ;
A n d c h i des the tardy sea l s that yet de t a i n
T h y Lion, J udah, from h i s destined reign !

THE BLESSED HOPE.
\
. -l.

LITTLE w h i le, earth's fighti ngs s ha l l be over ;
A l i t t l e "' b i l e, her tears be ,,-ipee! a w a y ;
.A l i ttle w h i le, t h e po\\'er o f J ebo\'ah
Sha l l turn t h i s da rkncss t o � I i l l ennia l Day .
A
. little
Sha l l
A l it t l e
S ha l l

w h i l e, the i l l s that now o'en\'helm mcn
to the memories of the past bel ong ;
w h i l e, the loye tha t once redecmed them
c ha nge their wceping into grateful song.

A l i t t l e w h i l c ! 'Tis ever dra w i ng nem'er
The brightcr dawning of tha t gl oriollS day.
Praise God, the l i g h t il> hourly gro w i ng clearer,
S h i n i n g more and more unta the perfect day.
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THE WRATH OF GOD.

"

\

I l E \ " ra t h o f God i s love's se\"eri t y
In ctll-ing sin-the zeal o f righteotlsl1l;�S
ln oyercoming ",rang-the remedy
Of j ustice for the \Yorl d's redress.

T

The "Ta t h of God is punishment for sin,
] n mea s u re u n t a a I I tra nsgression duc,
D i scri mina t i ng- \Ycll a n (1 just bet ween
Pre s u m p t u o u s sins and sins o f lighter hllc.
T he ,,- ra th o f G od i n A i c t s no needless pa in,
� l ere1y y i n d ic t i Y e , or h i msel f t o please ;
But a i m s the ends of mercy
to a tta in.
Up ro o t the eyil, a nd t he go o d i nc rease.
,," ra t h "f ll o d is a consu1l1 i ng fln:_
Tha t hurns while t here is eyil to destroy
Or good t o puri fy ; nor can expire
Til! a ll t h i n g s a re rel i e yed from s i n ' s a l l oy _

The

The wra th u f C; ud i s l o n; ' s pan:ntal rocl,
The d i s o be d ien t t 0 chastise, sllbdue,
And bend submissin; to the w i l l o f G o d .
That l ove may reign \"hen all thi ngs a rc made
ne\v.
sha l ! neYer strike i n Yain,
cease to strike tili s i n s ha l l be n o more
" ;
T i l i God his grac ious purpose shall a ttain.
And earth to righteousness anci peace restore.
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COMING 8Y-AND-8Y.

\ BETTER day is coming, a o ing promiseel
..
long,
vVhen truth and right, with holy might, shall over
throw the wrong;
\Vhen Christ the Lord will listen to every plain
tive sigh,
And stretch his hand o'er sea and land, ,,- ith .justice, by and by.
The 10ast of haughty tyrants no more shall till
the air,
Hut aged and youth shall love the truth anel speed
it everywhere.
N o more from want and son-ow shall come the
hopeless cry,
But war shall cease, and perfect peace will flour·
ish by and by.
The tidal waye is coming, the year o f jubilee:
\V i th shout and song it sweeps along, like billows
of the sea.
The jubilee of nations shall ring through earth
and sky.
The dawn of grace draws on apacc-'tis coming
by and by.
O ! for that glorious dawning we watch and wait
and pray,
Till o'er the height the morning light shall drive
the gloom away;
[ and sky,
And when the heavenly glory shall flooel the earth
\Ve'll bless the Lord for all his works and praise
him by and by.
m
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THY K I NGDOM COME.

\"ES ! a brighter m

o m i s brea k i n g,
Better days are c o m i ng o n ;
�\ I I the world will be a waking
In the new and golden dawn.
l n t he d a y o f com i n g glory,
l\ Ie n will show fra temal hand ;
E a c h will tell to eac h the stOlT,
Ti11 i t spreads to eyery lan d.

On the t o p of Zion' s m ou n tain ,
G od prepares h i s house again ;
A t i ts threshold spri ngs a fou n ta i n ,
Fl o w i ng for the s o u l s o f men.
remotest fitations,
come to hear the ,Yonl ;
And, i n a l l t h e w orl d, the nations
Shall bc n a t i ons o f the Lord.

FrOIl1 t he earth's
]\len w i l l

CLEAR THE WAY.

' I E� of

t h o u g h t, bc up a n c i s t i rr i n g
Night and day.
Sow the seed, w ithdra w thc c urta in,
Clear the way.
:;\Ien o f action, aid and c heer thcm
As you m ay.

1\

There's a fo unt about to strea m ;
There's a light about t o bea m ;
There's a warm th a bou t to glow ;
There's a tl o \\' er a b ou t to b I o ,,, ;
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1'hcrc's a m i dnight blac k n ess c h a ngi n g
I n to g ra y .

::\Icn of t h ought, a n d men of a c t i u n ,

Clear the \Ya y !

Once tbe \ye!come light has broken,

\Vho sha l l say

"'h a t the u llimagi n � d glories
O f the da\' ?
"' h a t thc eyil tha t s h a l l peri s h
I n i ts ra\' ?

e

.[\ i (\ the d u \\" ni ng, tongue a nd p n ;

.[ \ i d i t, hopes of honest m e n ;
A i d i t, pa per : aid i t , type ,

.['\ id it, for the h o ur is r i p e ;
. A nel our e a r nes t must n o t slacke : l
Into p l n y ,
ld en of t h o u g h t . and men o f a c t ion,
t h e \Yay !

Lu,

a

Clear

c lond 's a b o u t to yanish
From t h e d a y ;

Lo, t h e right 's a bo �l t t o conqller
Clear the ,nn- !
::\ l a n y a bra z e n "\\TOilg" to crumble

.

Into clay.

L

\\T i t h that right shall many more

E n ter s m il i ng a t the <1oor:
\ V i t h the gi a n t \\Tong shall fal l

}\ [ a n y others, gTeat a n d s m a l l ,
1'h,\t for ages l o ng ha,'e held us

F01'

their pre} .
l\Ien of t hough t, a n d m e n of a c t ion,
C lear the \Yay !
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WHOM WILL YE SERVE ?
- JOH:i

e" ESAR'S

19 : 12, J 3. -

fricnds ? or fri elld�

�olemn q u e st i o n for t o - dn y !

of .T csu s ?

J

Fricnds of Cresar ! Friends of ei"US !
Ta kc your sides w i thout dela,'.
H ye pa"use for man's forbi d d ing,
Ca'sar's fr e n dshi p ye s e c u re ;

i

H y e d o the Fa ther's b i d d i ng.
Š corn, rep roac h, ye sha l l end ure . ..

Fri ends of Cresar ! Friends of T esu s !
Stand rC" eale(l ! " our choice declarc !
\\'ho i n tru t h hvo �1asters p leascs ?
\\ h o may riyal banners bear ?
J e i" u s fri ends accou n t him precious,
Lose for him all other ga i n :
Dem'er fa r the smile of Jesus
Than the pra i se o f worl dly mcn.
'

'

Frcc from Cresa r. fri ends o f T CSUi" !
Stand in pha 1n nx ! nevcr fear !
LO\'c, sev ereh, tried. i n c rea ses ;
Courage yet ! the Lord i s n ea r !
( ) n \\'anl still. h i s na me con fe i" s i ng
\\'c<l y i n g cro w n !'; to gra..<: c h i s b ro \ \
Lo ! h i s h a n d s are ful l of hlessi ng,
Li ftcd for your Sl1Ccor no\\".
,

'

;

Ca:>sar's fricnds were \\"e. but T csus
O \\" ns' us for his fri ends tO-�"1\" !
\\ h a t ! shal l riyal fri enc1 s h i p pl�asc us,
\\' hile the Dridcgroom is a way ?
'
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N o ! through grace would we surrender
Cresar's things to Cresar's care,
"'hilst to God, our God, we render
Filial homage, praise, and praYlT.
GIDEON'S BAND.

" C0U?\T me the swords that haye come."

., Lord, thousands on thousands are ready."
Lo ! tlfese are too many, and with them are s� me
\\'hose hearts and \�' hose hands are not steady.
He whose soul does not burn,
Let him take up his tent and return:'
"Count me the s\yords that remain."
"Lord, hundreds on hundreds are daring."
"These yet are too many for me to attain
To the yictory I am preparing.
Lead them down to the brink
Of the wa ters of }.Iarah to drink."
"Lord those who remain are but few,
And the hosts of the foe are appalling,
And what can a handful such as we do r"
,,\\Then ye hear from beyond, my ,"oice calling,
Sound the trump ! Hold the light !
Great .:\Iidian will meI t in your �ight r'

HE beam that shines from Zion's hill
T Sha'l ! lighten eyery land;

The King who reigns in Salem's tow'rs
Shall all the world command.
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ALL THINGS NEW.

HE world is old with centuries,
T But not for these she bo\vs her head;
Close to her heart the son'ow lies:
She holds so many dead !
Sad discords mingle in her song,
Tcars fall upon her with the dew,
The whole creation groans-Ho\\' long
Erc all sha II be made new ?
Yet brightly on her smile s the sun,
A bounteous heaven delights to bless;
O ! \\·hat shal1 be that fairer one,
\\'herein clwells righteousness ?
O happy world ! O holy time !
W hen w rong sha l l die, and stri fe s ha l l cense,
And all the bells of heayen chimc
\Vith melodies of peace.
No place shall be in that new earth
For all that blights this universe;
No cyil taint the second birth
Therc shal1 be no more curse.
Ye broken-hearted, cease your moan;
The clay of promise clawns for you;
For he who sits upon the throne
Says, "I make all things new."
\Ve moum the dead, but they shall wakc !
The lost, but they shal1 be restored !
O ! well our human hearts might break
\Vithout that sacred word !
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D i m eyes, look u p ! sad hearts. rej oi c e !
Seeing God's bo\v of prom i se through,
At sound o f that propheti c \"oi c e :
" l w i l 1 make a l l t h i ngs new."

A DIRGE.

" ARTH to earth, a n d dust to dust ! "
E H ere the e\"il a n d the j ust,
Here the ),ou t h ful a n d the o l cl,
Here the fcarful anci the bold,
Here the ma tron a n ci the m a i d
I n o n e silent b e d a r e l a i d .
H e r e the \"a ssal a n d the k i ng,
Side by si de, l i e \y i theri n g :
H ere t h e sword an d scepter rus t :
" Earth t o earth, a n d dust t o dust ! "

Age on age hath rolled a l ong,
O'er this pale and mightr thron g ;
Those t h a t s l u m ber, t h o s e that sleep,
The gra\"e s h a l l soon no longer keep.
Brothers, si s ters o f the \\"orm,
SU11l m er's sun, or w i n ter's storm,
Song o f peace, ur battlt's ruar,
Ne'er could brea k their slllmbers mure ;
Dea th ha th kep t his su l i e n trus t :
" Earth t o earth, a n d dust t u dust ! l '
B u t a conflict's c o m i n g fa st,
Earth, thy mighties t and th)' last !
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shall come in fear and 'wonder,
Heralded by trump and thunder;
It shall come in strife and toil ;
It shall come in blood and spoil;
It shall come in ell1pires' groans,
Burning temples, trall1pled thrones.
Then, ambition, rue thy lust !
" Earth to earth, and dust to dust ! "
It

Then shall come the judgment sIgn;
In the east, the King shall shine;
Flashing from heaven's golden gate,
Thousands, thousands round his state,
Kings and Priests \Yith cro\yn and plume.
Tremble, then, thou solemn tomb;
Heaven shall open on our sight;
Earth be blest with wondrous light,
Kingdom of the ransomecI just !
" Earth to earth, and dust to dust ! "
Then thy )fount, Jerusalem,
Shall be gorgeous as a gem :
Then shall in the desert rise
Fruits of morc than Paradise,
Earth by saintly feet be trod,
One great garden of her God !
Tili are dried the ll1artyr's tears
Through a thousand glorious years.
Now, in hope of him, we trust:
" Earth to earth, and dust to dust ! "
( 1 2)
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THE TRlUMPHS OF CHRIST'S KINGDOM,

O

X CE o n :;\Iou n t S i nai's lonely heigh t ,
From r i \' e n roc k ',;; p rotec t i ng s i de,
The prophet gazed upon a sight
To other eyes than h i s denied,
O n h i s reb'ea t i ng form to l ook,
The E ternaI God unveiled his g1ancc ;
For mortal eye could ne\'er brook
The splc ndor o f his coun tcnance,
The glories of that King of k i n gs
Bcfore h i s daa.1ed " i s i o n mo\' c ;
Around t h e mou n t t h e messagc nngs,
Procl a i m i n g 10ml his po\\'cr and 1 0 \'c,

Thus, h i dden safe in C h r i s t t hc Roc k ,
\\'e s e e t h e events t h e times rec ord
:. Ia 1'1.;:, p e a c e a l i ke, or battle's shock,
The gloriotls progrcss o f thc Lord,
C nconscious natiuns s t ra i g h t h c sends
I l i s m i gh t)' p u rpose to fu l fi l l ;
I l e s tirs t hem u p t u a c t , o r bcnds
The a rroga n t unto his ", i l l .
I l e clo thes t h e e a r t h \\' i t h m e a n s a n d \\' a \'s
To spccd t he t r i u mph of h i � po\\' c r :
\'a por's c x p a n s i \' e force cun\' c y s.
And l i ghtning i s h i s m essenger.
Sec snapped asundcr b," t h e Lord

The ),okc - delutled 1 1a t ions t i e d ,
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�o may h is pure, un traI11J1leled \\Tord
H a ve frce course a n d be glorified.
That Harlot Church, ,,-hase \'ampire broad
I la s drenched the earth w i t h gorc and tears,
D r u n k "' i t h the b l ood of sa i nts, has stood
Tweh-e centuries a n el sixty y ears.
Her daugh ters now com p l e te her rol l ,
A l l constitute the prcsent hea\'cn,
Rol l i ng togcther as a scrol l ,
!::; o on to the burning to be given.
Gad's ann i s barc
F i l led is hcr cup.
To satisfy the just compla i n t,;,
And cries for \'cn g eance in his ear,
O f groa ning m i l lions and his saints.
Rings i n our eans the trumpct ca l l ,
I n every l a n d from s c a to sea ;
CUJl1e o u t o f her, my pcople a l l ,
I I er doom i s fixed by G od's decrec,
\\'hat privi lege it is to scan
The scro I l , rev o l v i n g years u n w i nd,
Rea d in c\'cnts God's \\' ondrou,.; pla n
For man's etcrnaI peace designcd.
A n d soon our hearts' ecstatic bound
Shal l mark t h e conSUI1lma tion gm nd,
\\'hen Christ, t h e Son o f God, i s C1'o\\'ned
Thc K i ng o f k i ngs o'er every l a n d,
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THE DAY OF HIS PREPARATION.

A Y down your rails, ye nations, near and far,
Link town to town, unite in iron bands
The long-estranged and oft-embattled lands.
Peace, mild - eyed seraph ; knowledge, light divine.
Shall send their messengers by every line.
�Ien joined in amity shall \\'onder long
That hate had power to lead their fathers wrong;
Or that false glory lured their hearts astra)"
And made it virtuous and sublime to s)ay.
lIow grandly now these wonders of our day
�\re making preparation for Christ's royal way,
And with what joyous hope our souls
Do watch the ball of progress as it rolls,
Knowing that all as yet completed or begun
ls but the dawning that precedes the sun.

L Yoke your full trains to steam's triumphal car,

GaD'S WORKS.

N all God's \\'orks of nature, anel of grace,
I His \\'ondrous 100'e and wisdom we may trace.

The sky, the mountain, yale, the simplest ilower,
�Iay show tu us the clothing of his power.
And as a vesture they are changed ! How blest
To know he giveth storm or giveth rest;
And all his \\'orks to be remembered are,
The falling leaves, the brilliance of a star.
Sought out by those \\'ho thus may pleasure find,
Searching the works of the EternaI Mind,
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Though eyer changing, yet he changeth never,
But yesterday, to-day, the same forever.
The mountains may depart, the hills remove;
His kindness shall not leave thee, or his love
E'er fail : the covenant of his peace is sure .
Thus saith the Lord," cloth make our hope secure.
O height, and depth, and breadth of Ion divine !
° gift unspeakable ! this hope be mine.
Then, though these works dissolve, yet in that day
I shall be found in him, safe, safe for aye.
•,

THE VISTA OF THE YEAR.

ONE with our yesterdays; folded apart,
G Laici by ,,·ith the treasures we hide in the heart,
The year that ha th left us. so silently s hocl,
H a s carried its records o f earth unto G o d .
H o \\" strange was its m i ngling of bitter a nd s\vcet,
Its trials h o \\" heavy, i ts pleasures ho \\" tleet;
H o w often its mercies surp risecl us, u nsough t :
Ilo\\" frequent the gifts to our hand� w h i c h i t
b ro ug ht
A las ! t h a t wc s ha do " ed its glor}' \vith sin,
::\01' b a t t l d its beautiful trophies to win;
..'\ n d tha n ks u n t o him who gave p a r d o n and rest,
Anci wrought for his children whatever \yas best.
Cometh in "'inter the year that i s ne\\".
Snow-fall, and frost-ril;le, a nel star-beam, and clew,
Shine of t he daisies, anci blush of the clovcr,
Rose-cup anci lily for bees to hang ov.:r,
Stir of the wincl in the ,va ves of the \\"heat,
.

e

\\
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S:llile of the violet lo\\" at our feet,
Fruitage of orchard, and cluster of "ine,
Seed-time and han-est, O man ! will be thine,
Once more in this -\'ear; for what bath been shall
be,
\\'hile the ri\'ers of time seek eternity's sea.
So, a Ila ppy New Y car, to the babe and tbe
mother,
To gentle wee sister, and ros)" cheeked brother.
A Happy New Year unto all those who wait
Tili the Lord opens ,,,ide the Paradise gate.
A Happy New Year unto those who have learned,
How rich are the guerdons which labor bas eariled
il. nd a Happy New Year to the weary, who cling
Through
and pain to the cross of the
King.
Far down thv- fair "ista, blithe New Year, we sec
The sun glea m of the beautiful Sabbath to be;
From afar o'er the billo\ys of trouble we hear
The antbems of praise and the notes of good
cheer.
God speed the full time ,,·hen all idols shall fall,
And the banner of Jesus waye hig-h oyer all;
\\'hen the nations shall walk in the light of the
Lord,
And Eden's lost verdure to earth be restored.
Dear Christ, by thy passion, thy grace and thy
po\yer,
Assist us, uplift us, in cach clouded hour,
And still, by denial, bcstuwal, delay,
\Vhatever is needful, O ! give us, we pray !
SOITOW
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The ye a r that is fa r abO\" e rubies sha l l bc
The year o f our l i Y e s tha t i s c l osest to thee .
.And preciolIs and s ac re d our c ha n ges sha l l grow,
If h e:lY e n " i ig h t o'er them in t end e rne !i s glo\\" .
Let t h e burdcns of ,,"oe, a n d the confl i c ts of c a re,
A l i ke be rel i eyed by t h e brea thi ngs o f prayer;
And h a ppy, or on ly res i gn e d , let u s ra ise
Each m orn i n g and eyening the songs of our
pra ise.

THE YEAR BEFORE US.

A�DI1\G at the p or t a l of the o p enin g year,
\\" rd of comfort meet us, hush i ng e\"ery fear :
Spoken t h rough t h c silence by o ur Father',; y o ice,

S

T

a

;;

Tend er, strong and fa i thfu l , m a k i n g us r ej oi c e .
O n ward, t h e n, a n d fear not, chil dren of t h c day ;
For h i s ""ard sh a l l neyer, nc\"cr p a s s a ,\" ay.
I , the Lord, a m w i t h t hee, bc th ou not a fra i d ;
I w i l l h e l p a n d s t re n g t he n , b e th Oll n o t d i smaycd.
Yes, w i l l u p h o l d t h ee ,y i t h m y o,,"n rig h t h a n d :
Thou a r t ca lled a n d chosen i n m r s i gh t t o s t a n (1 .
O n \\" a rd . then, a n d fea r n o t , c h i l dren o f t he day ;
For h i s \Yord s h a l l n e ," e r, neyer pass a w a y .

I

F o r the yea r before us. O ! ,y h a t rich s u p p l i e s !
For the poor a n d nee d y , l i y i n g s ( rCH m s s h a l l r i sc ;

For t h e sa d a n d ll1ourn fu l , f' h a l l h i s gra c e abolI n d :
For t he fa i n t a n d fccblc, perfe c t streng t h b c fo und.
O n \\" a rd, t hen, a n ( l fca r n o t , c h i l d re n of t he day ;
For h i s wonl sha l l llc\·cr, ne\"er pass away.
I l e w i l l ne \" c r fa i l us, h c ,y i l l n o t fnrsa k c ;
H i s eternaI covenant hc ,\" i l l never brea k ;
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Resting on his promise, what have to we fea r ?
God is all sufficient for the coming year.
Onward, then, and fear not, children of the day ;
For his word shall never, never p a ss a \yay.
NEW YEAR'S WISHES.

/

1 n HAT shall I wish thee ?
V \ Treasures of earth ?
Songs in the spring·time,
P l ea sure and mirth ?
Flowers on thy p a t h way,
Skies ever clea r ?
\Vou l d this ensure thee
A happy new yea!" ?
\Vhat shall I wish t b ee ?
\Vhat c a n be fou n d ,
Bri nging thee S U l1sh i ne
All the tye:l r ro n n d ?
"'herc is be treasure,
Las t i n g a n d dear,
T b a t shall ensure tbee
A happy n e w y a r

e ?

Faith tha t i ncrea sctb,
'V a l k i ng i n l i g h t ,
Hope tha t a bonntl e t b ,
Happy a n d b righ t :
Loye tha t is perfect,
C as t i n g out fear:
Tbese shall ensure thee
A happy new year.
184
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Peace i n the Sa vior,
Rest at his feet,
Smile of his countenance
Radiant and sweet;
Joy in his presence !
Christ ever near !
This will ensure
A happy new .rear .
thee

A HAPPY NEW YEAR.

A Along an upward way:

BRIGHT new year and a sunny track
And a song of praise on looking back,
'Vhen the year hns passed a way ;
Amid goldcn shcaves, nor �l11all, 110r fe\\":
This is my year's \\"i,h for you.
nc\\"

GOD BLESS THEE.

' lAY Heayen sustain thee day b\' day,
"
And make thr generous
o{ loye
Rejoi-:e through al\ the pIcasant way
That God directs thy feet to moyc,
Inclining thce, just,
true,
Nobly thy Christian \york to do;
Honored and 10\'ed and blessed of God.
O ! s\\"eet may bc the path\\"a} trod;
May heavenl), light around thee shine,
Divine1y blessing thcc and thine.
\{em:t

g encrons,
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ETERNITY.

\\ T H A T i s E tern i ty ? C a n aught
\ \ P a i n t i ts dura t i o n to t h e thought ?

Tel l c v c r v bea m t h c S U ll e m i ts,
\\Then i n s u b l i m c s t noon he s i ts ;
Tell e v ery l i g h t - "' i nged mote t h a t straY5
\\T i t h i n i ts u m p l e rou n d o f rays ;
Tcll a l l t h e l ea ves a n d a l l t h c bud s
T h a t cro w n the gar de n s fields a n d w ool1 5 ;
Tel l a l l t h e s p i res of grass the meads
Prod uce, when s p ri ng propi t ious l ea d s
The n e w - born year.
-

.

Be t h i s a s to n i sh i ng account
A ugmentcd \v i t h the fu l l amount

Of

all the d ro p s the c l o u d s have shed
\\-hcrc'er t h e i t· \va ter.'" tl ceccs sprea d

Through a l l Time's lung- protrac ted tour.
Tcll a l l the sands t he ocea n l a ves :
Tel l a J I t h c c h a nges of i t s "'a vcs,
O r t e I l . w i t h more la bori ous pai ns.
T h e d ro p s i ts m i gh t)" mass conta i ns.
\\Tcrc thcre a bel t that could c onta i n

l n i ts v a � t orb t h c earth a n d ma i n :
\\- i t h figures w c r e i t c l u�tcrcd o·cr.
_-\ n d not one c i p l;er in the scure :
A n d could your labO\'ing t h o ugh t s a 5 �ign
The t o t a l uf t h e e); tended l i n c ;
I I 0\\' v a � t t h e a mount, t h e a t t e m p t h o w v a i n,
To rca d du ra t i o n s e n d l e s s c h a i n :
For w h c n as n1anv v c a rs h a v e run,
E tern i ty i s but b e"g ;l\1 !
'

1 86

jJoellls o.f

.Da10!/.

Thcn t h i nk of l i fc t hou m a y ' s t a t t a i n ,
'
Through y cars e ternaI to re main,
And t h e 1 0 \' e which bought i t all for thcc
\ Vhcn thou wcrt dOO1ned no l i fe t u sce ;
A n d grace w h i c h to i b 1J0und lcs,.; store
Achis cndlcss bl e s s i n g s c\"ermorc :
.And w hen your c u p o f joy run,; O\'cr,
Lct �ongs o f pra ise risc t u thc G i \·cr.

AT LAST.

'HOU who hast made my homc of l i fe �o pIcas
T ant,
Lea yc not i ts tena n t ,,· hen its walls d ec
O Loye D i vine, O l I cI per eyer prc en t ,
s

a ,, ;
.

Bc t hou my s t rength and stay !

Be ncar Ille \\. hcn a II e l ,;e i;; frol11 mc tlri fti ng ;

Ea r t h , sky, homc'::, p i c t u re, d a y ,; of shade a n d
shi nc ;
And k i ndl.\" fa ccs to m y o \\" n upl i ft i ng
Thc ]o\'e \\' h i c h a n s w er,; minco

T IlEY

THE AGED SAINT.

call it "going tlO\nl h i l ] " ' "' hen we are
gro w i ng old,
And speak w i t h Illournful acccnts w hcn our talc
i s ncarh' tol d ;
Thcy ,; i g h w h e n ' ta l k i ng o f t h e pa s t , t he days
that us cd to be,
As if the future w ere not brigh t \y i t h i m1110rta l i ty .
IS7
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But O ! we are not going down-but climbing
higher and higher,
Until we almost see the mountains that our souls
desire.
For if the natural eye grow dim, it is but dim to
earth,
\Vhile the cye of faith grows keener to perceiyc
the Savior's worth.
Those by-gone days, though days of joy, we wish
not back again :
\Vere there not also many days of sorrow and of
pain ?
But in the days awaiting us, the days beyond the
tomb,
Sorrow shall find no place, but joy unmarred for
cyer bloom.
\Vho would exchange for shooting blade thc wav
ing, golden grain ?
Or when the corn is fully ripe, would wish it
grcen again ?
And who would wish the hoary head, sound in
the wav of truth ;
To be again "encircled ,dth the sunny locks of
youth ?
For, though indecd the outward man must peri sh
and decay,
The inward man shall be renewed by grace from
day to el a y;
Those who are planted by the Lorel, unshaken in
their root,
E'en in old age s ha l l Aourish still, anci still bring
forth their fruit.
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I t i s not years that make men old ; the spiri t may
be young
Though for three·score years a nd ten, the w heels
of l i fe haye nm :
God has h i mself recorded. in his blessed Word o f
Truth,
That they who ,,· a i t upon the Lord, they sha )) re
new their youth .
.A n u

when the eyes undillll1led sha)) open to be 
hold the Ki ng,
And ears not du)) "dth age shall hear melodious
anthems ri ng.A nd the head no longer gray sha )) be crowned
w i th l i fe, i n truth,
Then sha)) be known the lasting joy of ever
blooming youth.

A LIFE WELL SPENT.

S

OFT L Y, O softly, the years have s\Vcpt by thcc,

TOllching thee gently with tenderest care ;
Sonow and death they have often brought nigh
thee,
Yet have they left thee but beauty to wear ;
Growing old gracefully,
Gracefully fair.
Far from the storm s that a re lashing the ocean,
Nearer each day to the pleasant home-l igh t :
Far from the wa yes that are big w i t h coml110tion,
Under full sai l and the harbor in sigh t ;
Growing o l d cheerfully,
Chcerful and bright.
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Poems if D,lWll.
Past a l l the w i ncls that were adyersc a n d c h i I l i ng,
Past a l l thc islands t h a t l ur e d thec to res t ;
Past a l l t h e cllrren t s t ha t urged thee u n w i l l i ng.
Far from thy course t o the home of the hles t ;
Growing o l d peacefu l ly,
Peacefu l anci blest.
Xcycr a fee l i ng of e ln'Y a n d sorrow
"'hen the bright faces of children are seen ;
X eyer a yea r fro m the you ng wouldst thou bOI"1"ow-
Thou dost remember w h a t l ieth between :
Growi ng old w i l l ingly,
Than kful, serene.
Rich in experience that angels might cove t ;
Rich i n a fai th tha t h a s grown w i th thy years ;
Rich in II love that grew from and abon it,
Soothing thy sorro\\"s a n ci hushing thy fears ;
Gro w i ng o l d "' ealthi ly,
Lov i ng a n d dear.
Hearts at the sound of thy c o m i ng are lightened,
Ready and w i l l i ng thy hand to relieve ;
. Many a face at t hy kind word hath brightened
"It is more blessed to giye t ha n receiyc . "
Growing old happi ly,
Ccasing to gricve.
Eyes t ha t gro\\" d i m t o thc earth and i ts glory
Haye a sweet rccom pensc you th cannot k no w ;
Ears that gro\\" d u l l to the world and i ts s tory'
Drink i n the songs t h a t from Paradise flow ;
G ro,,- i ng old graci ously
Purer than snow.

I go
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I

� I O L.: R::\ n o m u re m ," \"a n ished .\"ear� :
'
Benea th a tender ra i n,
An A p ril ra i n o f s m i le» a n d tears,
':\Iy heart is young again,
T h e west w i nds b l o w , a n d , s i ng i ng l o w ,
hear t h e glad strcams ru n ;
The \\" i n dows o f Ill'" soul I t h ro\v
\V i d e open to th� s u n .

I

�o l o nger fOf\\"ard nor b e h i n d
I l o o k i n h o p e or fear,

Bu t, gm tefu!' ta k e the good I fi nd,
The best of n o \\" and h e rc.

I break 111.'" p i lgrim s t a fl� I lay
A s i d e the toil i ng oar,
The a ngel sou g h t so far a \\'ay
l welcome a t m y door.
The \\" oods sha l l wear their robes of pra ise,
T h e sou th \\" i n d s suft l y sigh,
�-\ 11l1 s w eet c a l ll1 days, in golden haze,
� l c 1 t do\\" n the a m ber s b'.
Xot less shal1 ll1anh deed a n d \\"onl
Rebuke a n age o t' \\Tong :
The gra\"en flo \\'ers t h a t w rea the t h e s w ord
�Ia ke not the blacJc less s t rong.
Dut s111 i t i ng h a n ds ,.. b a l l learn t o hcal,
To build a s to destroy ;
Xor l ess 111\" heart for ot hers feel
That
t h e more enjoy.

I
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as God
i
And

All
w i l l s . who wisel)" heeds
To g \ e or to
k noweth more of
m v needs
Than alJ my prayers haye

w ithhold,
alJ ·
told.
E nough t h a t bl ess in gs undeserved
Haye m arked my erring trac k ;
T h a t whensoe'er
� fee t haye swen'ed,
His c h ste ning t l1'ned me back ;T h a t more and m o re a Proyidence
Of lo\"e is understood .
'

a

mY

.:'. l a k i ng the spri ngs of time a n d sense
S weet with eternaI good:-

And death seems but a coyered way
\"hich opens i n to l i ght
\\Therein no blinded child can stray
Beyond the Father's sight;That care and trial seem at last,
Through memory's su nse t air,
L i k e mountain ranges o\"erpast,
The purple distance fa ir ;
That alJ thc j a rr in g notes of l i fe
Seem b l en d i n g in a psa l m .
And a l l the a ngles of the stri fe
Xo\\" rou nding into calm.
�::\nd so the shadows fall apart,
And so the wes t w i n d � play ;
And a l J the \\"indows of m y heart
l open to the day.
,

.
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OUR BLESSED HOPE.

1\THAT though this earthly house of clay

,
Sink into ruin and decay,
Though health and vigor pass away,
Christ is Illy life.
\\-hat though fond dreams of youth are fled,
The light that shone upon my head
Extinguished and forever dead,
Christ is my. light.
\Vhat though bright hopes now withered lie,
Like autumn leaves, all sere and dry,
Or meteors yanished from the sky,
Christ is m)' hope.
\Vhat though rude billows round me roll,
His voice the tempest can control ;
They rume not my tranquil soul:
Christ is 1llj' peace.
\Vhat though dear friends l once caressed
\Vithin the silent grave now rest,
The valley clods above them pressed,
Christ ever lives.
'What though perplexing paths appear.
God's word, a lamp, makes all things clear;
Onward I pass, nor evil fearChrist is my ·way.
\Vhat though the darkness deeper grows,
And foes more active to oppose,
God's truth provides a sweet repose:
Christ shall appear.
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RESURRECTION.

MOURNED the summer rose that died;
But lo ! its beauty glorified
I s:nv next summer's sun restore.
New-born, it crowned with radiant grace
The stal k where last year's blossom came;
I marked its hues, I knew its face;
'Twas the same rose-yet not the same.
I could not trace amid its bloom
The atoms of a former f!ower,
Nor teJJ what ,vaste fr0111 nature's tomb
Had robed it for its perfect hour.
I asked not if its form expressed
The very substance that decayed
But there, in every trait confessed,
My lovely favorite stood displayed.
And when I knew the parent tree
Had planned the rose ere spring begun,
To set its prisoned being free,
I fejt the old and new were one.
O ! not in watched and \abeled dust
Lies beauty's resurrection form;
Live in Gad's mind her likeness must,
His memory keeps her ashes warm.
There is no pattern lost; where'er
The perished parcel blends with earth,
The cast no changes can impair,
Nor death deface the seal of birth.

J I said: " It will return no more."
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Of every face that fades away,
Somehow, in custody divine,
The maId that shaped the featured clay
Preserves its picture, line for line.
\Vhat though
this dust, dispersed complete,
Sha lJ ne\: cr, grain
for gra in, be found ?
'Tis but the sho-es the pilgrim 's feet
Put off to walk on holy ground\\'here, ever from the grave estranged,
To life a\vaked, he only knows
New grace hath clothed his form and changed
The faded to the freshened rose.
THE LORD MY SHEPHERD.

HE Lord my Shepherd feeds me,
T And I no want shal1 know;

He in green pastu res leads me,
By streams which gently flow.
He doth, when ill beti des me,
Restore me from distress;
For his name's sake he guides me
In paths of righteousness.
His rod and staff shall cheer me,
When passing death's dark vale;
My Lord will stiJl be near me,
And I shall fear no ill.
My food he doth appoint me,
Prepared before my foes;
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\\Tith oil he doth annoint mc;
:My cup of bliss o'erflows.
His goodness shall not leave me,
His mercy still shall guide,
Tili God's house shall receive me,
Forever to abide.
*

*

HERE are great truths that pitch their shining
T
tents
Outside our ,,'alis, and though but dimly seen
In the gray dawn, they will be manifest
When the light widens into perfect day,
'I<

*

*
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1.

ABIDE SWEET SPIRIT.
Old HIIndred.

(G.

L.

Il!

H. I ; J. H. 1 7 ; E. H. I .)

sweet Spirit, heayenly Dove,
A BIDE,
\Vith light and comfort from above;
Be thou our guardian, thou our guide;
O'er every thought and step preside.
To us the light of truth display,
And make us know and choose thy way;
Plant holy fear in every heart,
That we from God may ne'er depart.
3 Lead us in holiness, the road
\Vhich we must keep to dwell with God;
Lead us in Christ, the living way;
Nor let us from his pastures stray.
4 Teach us in watchfulness and prayer
To wait for thine appointed hour;
And fit us by thy grace to share
The triumphs of thy conq'ring po,ver.

2
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2.

REMEMBER ME.
Balerma. c. }yI.

(G.

H. I ; J. H. 17 ;

E.

H.

I .)

CCORDING to thy gracious word,
This will I do, my <lying Lord,
I will remember thee.
Thy body, broken for my sake,
My bread from heaven shall be;
Thy testamental cup I take,
Anci thus remember thee.
3 Gethsemane can I forget ?
Or there thy conflict see,
Thine agony and bloocly sweat,
And not remember thee ?
·
4 vVhen to the cross I turn mine eyes,
Anci rest on Cal vary,
O Lamb of Gocl, my Sacrifice,
I must remember thee.
5 Remember thee anel all thy pains,
Anci all thy love to me;
Yea, while a breath, a pulse remains,
I will remember thee.
6 Then of thy grace 1'11 know the sum,
Anel in thy likeness be,
\Vhen thou hast in thy kingdom come
And dost remember me.

A In meek humility,

2
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3.

COME TO ME.
(G. H. 34.)

R 'vYeary
! my heart
is heavy laden,
A
and oppresssed.
Come to me, saith One. and coming,

Be at rest.
Rath he marks to lead me to him,
If he be my guide ?
In his feet and hands are wound-prints,
And his side.
3 Is there diaLlem, as monarch,
That his brow adorns ?
Yes, a crown in very surety,
But of thorns !
4 If I find him, if I follow,
\Yhat's my portion here ?
:i\'Iany a sorrow, many a conflict,
:i\fany a tear.
5 If I still hold closely to him,
\Yhat have I at last ?
Sorrow vanquishecl, labor ended
J ordan past ! .
6 If I ask him to receive me,
\Vill he say me nay ?
Not till earth and not till heaven
Pass away !
2
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4.

MY GOAL IS CHRIST.
(w. H . 79.)

H ! tell me not of gold or treasure,
A Of pOlnp and beauty here on earth:
There's not a thing that gives me pleasure
Of all this world displays for worth.
REF.-Each heart will seek and love its own ;
My goal i s Christ, and Christ alone.
The world and her pursuits will perish ;
Her beauty's fading like flower;
The brightest schemes that earth cal1 cherish
Are but the pllstimes of an hour.
3 Against this to\yer there's 110 prevailing;
His kingdom passes 110t away;
His th rone abides, despite assailing,
From henceforth unto endless day.
4 And tho'
pilgrim I must wander,
Still absent from the One I love,
lIe soon will have me with him yonder
In his own glory-realms above.
Triumphantly I therefore own,
My goal is Christ, and Christ alone.
2

II

II

5.

BOUGHT WITH A PRICE.
(G. H. I I I ; W. H. 13.)

Dundee. c. .AI.

LA S ! and did my Savi or bleed ?
A And did my Sovereign die ?
\Vould he devote that sacred head
For such a worm as I ?
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CHo.-Jesus died for you,
And Jesus died for m c :
Yes, Jesus died for a II mankind;
Praise God ! salvation 's free.
It was because we ,,-ere undone
He groaned upon the tree.
Amazing pity ! grace unknown !
And love beyond degree !
3 \\Tell might the sun in darknes hide,
And shut his glories in,
"Then Tesus, God's Anointed, died,
For 1;1<1 n, undone by sin.
4 Thus might I hide my blushing face,
\Vhile his dear cross appears;
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
Anci meI t mine eyes to tears.
5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love I owe;
Here Lord, I give myself away,
'Tis all that I can do.
2

6.

A LITTLE FLOCK.
Eval/.

(G. H. 107 ;

C. iJ/.
E. H .

4 3 .)

fl ock ; so calls he thee,
A
Who bought thee with his blood ;
A l i ttle flock cl iso\Vlled of men,
LITTLE

But owned and lo\"ed of G od,
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2

3

4

A little fl ock, so calls he thee;
Church of the firstborn, hear !
Be not ashamed to own the name;
I t is no name of fear.
Not many rich or noble called,
Not many great or wise;
Those whom God makes his kings and priests
Are poor in human eyes.
But the Chief Shepherd comes at length;
Her feeble days are o'er;
\Vith glory crowned, and sceptre's strength,
She reigns forevermore.

7.

A LITTLE WHILE.
(G.

H.

399.)

" A LITTLE while ;" now he has come;

The hour draws on apaceThe blessed hour, the glorious mom,
\Vhen we shall see his face.
How light our trials then will seem !
How short our pilgrim way !
The life of earth a fi t ful dream,
Dispelled by dawning day !
CHo.-Then, O Lord J esus, quickly show
Thy glory and thy light,
And take God's longing children home,
And end earth's weary night.
"A little while;" with patience, Lord,
I fain would ask, "How long ?"
2
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8.

For how can I, with such a hope
Of glory and of home,
\Vith such a joy awaiting me,
N ot wish the hour were come ?
How can I keep the longing back,
And how suppress the groan ?
Yet peace, my heart ! and hush. my tongue l
Be calm, my troubled breast !
Each passing hour prepares thee more
For everlasting rest.
Thou knowest well, the time thy God
Appoints for thee is best.
The morning star already shines;
The glow is in the east.
ALL FOR JESUS.
(w. H. 63.)

LL for J est1s l all for Jesus l
All my thoughts and words and doings,
All my days and all my hours.
All for Jesus ! all for Jesus !
All my days and all my hours.
Let my hands perform his bidding;
Let my feet run in his ways;
Let my eyes see Jesus onI}";
Let my lips speak forth his pra ise.
All for Jesus ! all for Jesus !
Let my lips speak forth his praise.

A All my being's ransomed pow'rs;

2
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9.

Since my eyes were fix ed on Jesus,
I've lost sight of all besi deSo enchained my spirit's vision,
Looking at the crucified.
All for Jesus ! all for Jesus !
All for Jesus crt1cined !
THE MIGHTY TO SAVE.
8. (J. H o 338 ; s. P.

10360)

glory to Jesus be given,
A LLThat
life and salvation are free,
Cvutrast.

And all may be washed and forgi\Ocn;
Y cs, J esus has sa ved even me.
CHoo-Christ Jesus is mighty to save,
And all his salvation may know.
On his merit I lean, and his blood makes
me clean,
Yes, his blood has washed whiter than
snow.
From the darkness of sin and despair,
Out into the light of his loye,
He has brought me and made me an heir
To kingdoms and mansions aboye.
3 O ! the rapturous heights of .his lm"e,
The measureless depths of his grace !
.1\1y soul all his fulness would prove,
And live in his loving embrace.
4 In him all my wants arc supplied,
His lo,"e starts my heayen below,
And freely his blood is applied,
His hlood that makes ", h i ter than snow.
2
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10.

ALL HAlL.
C. .1[.

Gorol/ation.

(G.

H.

101 ; E.

H.

65 ; J.

H.

1 56. )

LL hail the power of Jesus' name !

A Let angcls pros tra te fall ;

.l

3

4

Bring forth the royal <liadem,
And crown him Lord of all.
Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,
Ye ransomed from the fa II, .
Hail him ·who saves you by his grace,
And crown him Lord of all.
Ye saints, whose love can ne'er forget
The wormwood and the gall,
Go spread your trophies at his feet,
And crown him Lord of all.
Let eyery kindred, every tribe,
On this terrestrial balj,
To him all majesty ascribe,
And crown him Lord of all.

11.

SING TO THE LORD.
Old Hundred.

(G.

2

H. I ;

L.

E. H . l ; J.

.ll.

H.

17.)

people that on earth do dwell,
ALLSing
to the Lord ·with cheerful ,"oice:
Him sen'c ,,·ith fear, his praisc forth tell,
Come ye before him and rejoice.
The Lord ye know is God indeecl;
'Vithout our aid he did us make;
205
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\Ve are his flock, he doth us feed,
And for his sheep he doth us take.
3 O ! enter then his gates with praise,
Approach ,yith joy his courts unto:
Praise, laud, and bless his name ah" ays;
For i t is seeml y so to do.
"' For why ? The Lord our God is good,
His mercy is forever sure;
His truth at all times firmly stood,
And shal1 from age to age endure.
12.

ALL THE WAY.
H . 60 ; E. H .

176.)
\ LL the way my Sayior leads me:
fi \ Vha t have I to ask beside ?
Can I doubt his tender mercy,
\\'ho thro' life has been my guide ?
Heayenly peace, diyinest comfort,
Here by faith in him to dwel1 !
For I know, ",hate'er befal1 me,
Jesus doeth al1 things well.
All the way my Sayior leads me;
Cheers each winding pa th I tread;
Gives me grace for every trial ;
Feeds me with the living bread;
Though my weary steps'may falter,And my soul athirst may be,
Gushing fl om the Rock before me,
Lo ! a spring of joy I see.
206
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All the way my Savior leads me;
O ! the fulness of his love !
Perfect rest to me is promised
In my Father's house above.
\\Then my spirit, clothcd immortal,
\Vings its fl i ght to realms of day,
This my song through endless ages
Jesus led me all the way.

13.

SELF-EXAMlNA TION .
.rl rlillgtoll.
C. Jr.
(l;. H. lIS;

E.

H. 2 14.)

11 I a soldier of the cross,
A A fol lo w er o f the Lamb ?
2

3

+

And shall I fear to own his cause,
Or blush to speak his name ?
Must I be borne to Paradise
On flowery beds of ease,
\Vhile others fought to win the prize,
And sailed through bloody seas ?
Are there no foes for me to face ?
Must I not stem the flood ?
Is this vain world a friend to grace,
To help me on to God ?
Sure I must fight if I would reign;
Increase my courage, Lord;
1'11 bear the toil, end ure the pain,
Supported by thy Word.
.
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14.

"'hen thine illustriuus da\' shall rise,
And all th\' saints shal i shine,
And shouts ;f vict'r), rend the skies,
The gl ory, Lord, be thine.
FULL SURRENDER
S. .l[

Boy/sloll.

(J.

H.

266 ;

F.. ll.

I l 4. )

:\iD can r yet delay
A My little all to give ?
'

.!

3

+

5

To ,,'ean my soul from earth away
F or Jesus to receive ?
Though la te, l all forsa ke;
.M y will, my all resign:
Gracious Reoeemer, take, O take,
And seal me ever thine.
Comc and possess me \\'hole,
Nor hence again removc;
Settle and fix my \\'avering soul
\Vith all thy weight of love.
.My one desire be this,
Thy love to fully know;
Nor seek I longer other bliss,
Or other good below.
My life, my pOl,tion thou ;
Thou all-sufficient art:
My hope, my heavenly treasure, no,,,
Enter, and keep my heart.
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15.

HOPE IN CHRIST.
Hmdoll. 7.
(J. H. 3 70 ; G. H. 425 ;

9.)

SKThat
ye what great thing I know
A
delights and stirs me so ?
What the high reward win ?
E.

I

H.

Whose the name I glory in ?
J esus Christ, the Crucified.
What is faith's foundation strong ?
\\That awakes my lips to song ?
He who bore my sinful load,
Purchased for me peace wi th God,
J esus Christ, the Crucified.
3 \Vho defea ts my fiercest foes ?
\Vho consoles my saddest woes ?
\Vho revi ves my fainting heart,
Healing all its hidden smart?
J esu s Christ, the Crucitied.
4 \Vho is life in life to me ?
\Vho the death of death will be ?
\Vho will place me on his right,
\Vith the countless hosts of light ?
J esus Christ, the Crucitied.
S This is that great thing I know ;
This delights and stirs me so;
Faith in him who died to save,
Him who triumphed o'er the grave,
J esus Christ, the Crucified.
2

209

.HYIll1lS 0/ J)atiill .

16.

PRA YE� OF THE CONSECRATEO.
YJJlIl.
Par/ing II
(.I:

7, 6 1.

II. 356 ; G. H. 3 1 7.)

S ,yith glaclness men of old
A Did the guiding star behaItl ;
As with joy they hailed its light,
Leading onward, beaming bright;
So, most gracious Lord, may we
Evermore bc led to thee.
As with joyful steps they sped
To that lowly manger-bed,
There to bend the knee before
Him whom Heaven and earth adore;
So may we, with willing feet,
Ever seek the mercy-seat.
3. As they ofrered gifts most rare
At that manger rude and bare;
So may we with holy joy,
Pure and free from sin's alloy,
All our costliest treasures bring,
Christ, to thee, our glorious King.
4- Holy Savior, every day
Keep us in the narrow way;
And, when earthly thirigs are past,
Bring our ransomecl souls at last '
"\Vhere they need no star to guide,
V/here no clouds thy glory hide.

2.
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17.

PRAISE H I S NAME.
SI. Thollll1s.

2

3

IS.

H.

H.

JERUSALEM, A WAKE !
VVoodworth.

L. ll!.

130.)
Jerusalem, awake !
A \VAKE,
N o longer in the dust lie down;
The garment of salvation take,
Thy beauty and thy strength put on.
Shake off the dust that blinds thy sight,
And hides the promise from thine eyes;
Arise, and gladly hail the light:
The gleat Deliverer calls, Arise ! .
(G.

2

S. 111.

3 20; J. 274.)
WAKE ! and sing the song
A Of Moses and the Lamb;
Wake every heart and every tongue,
To pm ise the Savior's name.
Come, pilgrims on the road
To Zion's city, sing:
Rejoice '\'e in the Lamb of God
In Christ, the eternai King.
Soon shall each raptured tongue
His endless pra ise prodaim ;
In sweeter voices tune the song
Of J\foses and the Lamb.
(G.

H. 5 4 ;

E.

21 1

H.

Hy11l.ns of .DawJt.
3

4.

19.

Shake off tbe bands of sad despair;
And now receive thy liberty ;
Look up, thy broken heart prepare,
And God shall set the captive free.
Vessels of mercy, sons of grace,
Be purged from every sinful stain;
Behold your Lord ! his Word embrace,
Nor bear his halIowed name in vain.
HIS LOVING KINDNESS.

307 ; J. H. 236.)
W AKE my soul1 in joyful lays,
A And sing thy great
Redeemer's praise .
He justIy claims song from me;
His loving kindness, O how free !
His loving kindness, loving kindness,
His loving kindness, O how free !
He saw me ruined in the fall,
Yet loved me, notwithstanding all;
He save d me from my lost estate;
His loving kindness, O how great !
3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes
Combine its heav'nward way t'opposc,
He safely leads his church along:
His loving kindness, O how strong !
4 '\Then trouble, like gloomy cloud,
Has gathered thick and thundered loud,
He near my soul has always stood;
His loving kintIness, O ho\o\' good !
L. lIf.

(s.

P.

a

2

a
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And when earth's rightful King shall come,
To take his ransomed people home,
I'II sing upon that blissful shore,
His loving kindness evermore.

20.

A WAKE; M Y SOUL.
Ortonvil/e.

C. Af.

58 ; J. 146; 3 5 5.)
\V AKE, my soul, stretch every nerve,
A And press with vigor on;
A heavenly race demands thy zeal,
And an im mortal cro\\'n.
A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full sun'e),;
Forget the steps already trod,
And onward urge thy \Yay.
3 'Tis God's all-animating voice
Tha t calls thee fr0111 on high;
'Tis his own hand presents the prize
To thine aspiring eye.
4 That prize with peer1ess glory bright,
\Vith thee, O Lord, 'we'lI gain,
\Vhen earth's great 1110narchs shall have lost
Their glory and their fame.
5 Blest SaviOJ', introduced by thee,
Our race have ,ye begun;
And crowned with victory, at thy feet
\Ve'll lay our trophies down.
21 3
(E.

2

II.

II.

s. r.
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21.

WONDROUS GRACE.
DCIlJlis.

(G. H. I I 3 ;

Jo;,

S. ilL

H. 25 9 ;

J. H .

2 93.)

what wondrous grace
B EHOLD,
The Father hath bestowed

On members of a fallen race,
To make them sons of God.
By his dear Son redeemed,
By grace then purified;
What favor that we should be named
For Christ's joint-heir and bride !
3 Nor doth it yet appear
How great we must bc made;
But when we see our SaviO!' here,
We shall be like our I-l eael.
4 A hope so much divine
l\1ay trials well endure;
May purify our souls from sin,
As Christ, the Lord, is pure.
5 Now in our Father's love
vVe share filial part;
He grants the spirit fr0111 above
To elwell within each heart.
6 \Ve can no longer lie
Like slaves beneath the tiHone;
Our hearts now Abba, Father, cry,
And he the kinelred owns.
2

a
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22.

BLESSED BIBLE.
7.
2 1 4 ; E. H. 107 ; J. H. 377 · )

Pleye! 's 11)"111'.

(G.

H.

LESSED Bible, precious \V orel !
Glory to his name bc given,
For this choicest gift fr0111 heaven.
'Tis a ray of purest light,
Beaming through the depths of night;
Brighter than ten thousand gCl11 s
Of the costliest diadems.
3 'Tis a fountain, pouring forth
Streams of life to gladden earth
\Vhence eternaI blessings flow,
Antidote for human woe.
"'" 'Tis a mine, ay, deeper too,
Than can mortal eyer go;
Search we may for many years,
Still somc new, rich gem appears.

B Boon most saCI·ed from the Lord;

2

23.

CHRISTI AN FELLOWSHIP.
Dmms. S. iV.

(G.

IL

1 1 4 ; E. H . 259 ; J.

H.

293. )

13LEST be the tie that binc1s

z

Our hearts in Christian love;
The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to tha t above.
Blest are the sons of peace,
\Vhose hearts and hopes are one,
215

Hymns of Dawn.

vVhose kind designs to serve and please
Through all their actions run.
3 Before our Father's throne,
We pour our ardent prayers;
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares,
4 We share our mutual woes,
Our mutual burdens bear;
And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear.
S \Vhen we asunder part,
O may this I11l1tual love
Encourage every fainting heart,
His zeal and faith to prove.
6 our glorious hope revi ves
Our courage every day,
\Vhile each in expectation strives
To run the heavenly way.
24.

THE YEAR OF JU BI LEE.
LenI/ox.

2

C. )J.

1 19: 166; 338.)
LOW ye the trl1I11 p et, blow
B The gladly solemn sound;
Let all the nations know,
To earth's remotest bound:
The year of jubilee is come,
Returning ransomed sinners home.
Jesus, our great High Priest,
Hath full atonement made;
216
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E. H.
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Ye weary spirits, rest;
Ye mournful souls be glad :
The year of jubilee is come,
Returning ransomed sinners home.
3 Extol the Lamb of God,
The all-atoning Lamb;
Redemption through his blood,
To all the world proclaim :
The year of J ubilee is come,
Returning ransomed sinners home.
4 Ye, who were sold for naught,
Whose heritage was lost,
May have it back unbought,
A gift at Jesus' cost :
The year of jubilee is come,
Returning ransomed sinners home.
5 The seventh trumpet hear,
The news of heavenly grace;
Salvation now is near;
Seek ye the Savior's face:
The year of Jubilee is come,
Returning ransomed sinners home.
25.

HOPE'S CONSUMMATION.
llIar!Ir«J.

(J'

H.

229 ;

C• il[.
.
s. i'.

33 9· )

of the Lamb, awake ! awake !
B RIDE
\Vhy weep for sorrow now ?
The hope of glory, Christ, is thine;
A child of gl ory, thou.
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4

5

6

Thy spirit through the lonely night,
From earthly joy apart
Hath sighed for one that's far away,
The Bridegroom of thy heart.
But see, the night is waning fast,
The breaking morn is here;
And Jesus comes, ,,·ith voice of love,
Thy drooping heart to cheer.
He comes, for O ! his yearning heart
No more can bear delay,
To scenes of full unmingled joy
To call his bride away.
This earth, the scene of al f his \\'OC,
A homeless wild to thee,
Full soon upon his heavenly thronc
Its rightful King shall see.
His own kind ha ncl shall \yi pe the tears
From every weeping eye;
And pains, and groans, anci griefs, and fcars,
And death itself, shall die:

26.

SA VIOR, HELP US.
Ifar1ll011),-Orall.

(J. H. 3 7 9 ·)

7, 6 1.

Y thy birth, and by thy tears;
B By thy human griefs and fears;

By thy conrlict in the hour
Of the subtle tempter's power
Savior, look with pitying eye;
SaviOl', help us, or we die.
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By the tenderness that wept
O'er the graye where Laz'rus slept;
By the bitter tears that flowed
Over Salem's lost abodeSavior, look with pitying eye;
Savior, help us, or we die.
3 By thy lonely hour of prayer;
By thy fearful conflict there;
By thy cross and dyiug cries;
By thy one great sacrifice
Sa iOl', look with pitying eye;
Savi or, help us, or we die.
+ By thy triul11ph o'er the gmyc;
By thy power the lost to save;
By thy high, majestic throne ;
By the empire all thine o\\'n,
Suvi01', look with pitying eye ;
Suyior, help us, or we die.
.) By thy kingdom promi sed long:
By thy power to right each wrong;
By thy church upon thy throne,
Thou wilt seek out all thine own ;
Saying all o f those who cry,
Savior, help me, or I die.
�

v

27.

ALWAYS REJOICING.
7. (J. P. 3 7 8 ; E . H . 260.)

Aiwembttrg.

HILDRE1\' of the heavenl)" King,
C As we journey let us sing;
Sing our Sayior's worthy praise,
Glorious in his \yorks and ways.
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Abra'm's favored seed be glad;
One with Christ ye shall be made;
He our human flesh assumed,
And our ruined souls redeemeJ.
3 Lift your eyes, ye sons of light,
Zion's city is in sight;
There our endless home shall be;
There our Lord we soon shall see.
1- \V c are traveling home to God,
In the ' way our Sayior trod;
J n the hOllr of tria l
\Vatch thy footprints, Lord, lo see.
5 Fear not. brethren, joyful stand,
On the borders of our la nd;
J eSl1S Chrjst, our Father's Son,
Bids us l1ndismayed go on.
G Lord. obediently we'll go,
Gladly leaving all below :
Blessed Christ, our Leader be,
And we still will follow thee.
•

�

we

28.

ALL TO THEE.
(G. H. 2 1 .)

HRIST gave his life for me,
C His precious blood he shed,

That I might ransomed be,
And quickened from the dead.
He gavc, he gave his life for me;
How grateful I should be !
zzo
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His Father's house of light,
His glory-circled throne,
He left for earthly night,
For wantl'rings sad and lane;
I le left, hc left it all for me,
IIaye I left all for thee?
3 He suffered much for me,
l\fore than I now can know,
Of bitterest agony;
He drained the cup of woe;
He bore, he bore it all for me,
'Vha t ha Ye I borne for thee ?
4 He now has brought to me,
Dow:n from his home above,
Salvation full and free,
Pardon and life and love.
He brings, he brings rich gifts to me
Lord, I give all to thee.
2

•

29.

DAWNlNG DAY.
Dny D,non. 9, 8.
(s. 1'. 1 420.)

HRISTIAN, the mom breaks s\Yee t h· o'er
C thee,
And all the midnight shadows Bee;
Tinged are the distant skies with glor.\",
A beacon light hangs out fur thee.
Arise, arise, the light breaks o'er t hee
Bright from thy everlasting home;
Soon shalt thou reach thy goal of gl ory,
Soon shalt tholt sila.re thy Su\' i or's throne.
,
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Lift up thy head; the day breaks o'er thee ;
Bright is the promised shining way !
Light from heaven is streaming for" thce;
Lo ! 'tis the dawn of perfect day.
Rcjoice ! rejoice ! in hope of glory,
Counting all else but Ytll1ity:
Precious this truth; O seek and hold it,
And send it forth that all may sec.

30.

CHRIST IS COME.
(c. H .

338.)
HRIST is come ! now let creation
C From her groans and travail cease;
Let the glorious proclamation
Hope restore and faith incre·ase.
CHo.-Christ is come ! Christ is come !
Christ, the blessed Prince of peace.
Christ is come ! Christ is come !
Christ,the blessed Prince of peace.
Earth can yet but read the story
Of his cross and dying pain;
But shall soon behold his gIory;
For he cometh now to reign.
3 Long thine exiles have been pining,
Far from rest and home and thee;
But in heavenly vesture shining,
Soon they shall thy gIory see.
-1- \Vith this blessed hope before us,
Let no harp remain unstnmg;
Let the mighty ransomed chorus
Onwurd roll from tongue to tongue.
2
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31.

CHRIST 'S RESURRECTION.
St/bbalh JlIom.

(J. H. 381 ;

2

3

4

32.

E. H.

35 ;

7. ·

s. P.

I06�.)

HRIST, the Lord, is ri�en to-day,
C Sons of men and angels �ay;
Raise your joys and triumphs high ;
Sing; ye heavens-and earth, reply.
Love's rede.:!ming work is donc;
Fought the battle; victory won:
Lo ! he's risen conqueror,
And shall sink in death no more.
Vain the watch, the seal, the stone;
Christ as conqueror is known;
Death in vain forbids his rise;
Soon he'll open paradise.
Lives again our glorious King;
\Vhcre, O Death, is now thy sting ?
Once he died our souls to suye;
\Vbcre's thy victory, boasting Grave ?
THE PROSPECT.

O)IE all ye saints to Pisgah's mountain,
C Come view our home beyond tbe tide :
�IilIennial Canaan is before us,
Soon "'e'll sing on the other side.
O there see the "white tbrone of glory,
And crowns which the saints tben shall gain ;
And aH who shall love Cbrist's appearing,
Shall be blessed by his glorious reign.
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CJlO.-O ! the prospect ! it is so transporting,
Reapers, hasten the gath'ring, we pray;
'Ve rejoice in the glory that's promised,
And the dawn of millennial day.
Thence springs of life will e'er be flow ing,
Robing the earth in living green.
Visions of beauty rise before us
'Vhen the King and the saints shall reign.
Soon our conflicts and toils will be ended;
\Ve'll be tried and tempted no more,
And mankind of all ages and nations
Shall be blessed in that triumphant hour.
3 Faith now beholds salvation's river,
Gliding from underneath the throne,
Bearing its life to whomsoever
Will return to his Father's home.
They will walk 'mid the trees by the rivers,
'Vith the friends they have loved by their side;
They will sing the glad songs of salvation,
And be ready to follow their guide.
:!

33.

BURlED WITH CHRIST.
Old Hundred.

(G. H. l ; S. P. 3 ; J.

2

H.

L. llI.

33 ; E. H. 1 .)

OME, Jesus, :Master, Sun divine !
C On these baptismal waters shine.
Thy light, thy love, thy life impart,
And fill each consecrated heart.
'Ve love thy name, we love thy laws,
And joyfully embrace thy cause;
224

Hj'mns of Dawll.

\\'e'lI bear the cross, the shame, the pain,

O Lamb of God, for us once slain !

3

4

\\' e sink beneath the mystic wave,
Nor would we seek our life to save;
\Ve yield our will to thine own mould,
Nor "'ould we seek our own to hold.
And as we rise for thee tu live,
° let the Holy Spirit give
The sealing \lnction from above,
The breath of life, the fire of love.

34.

C

RENEWED DEVOTEDNESS.
(s. r. 1413.)

Ol\IE, let \lS anew our journey pursue,

Roll round with the year,
And never stand still tili the :Master �lppear.
His adorable will let us gladly fultill,
And our talents improve,
By the patience of hope, and the labor uf love:
Our life, as a dream, our time, as a stream
Glides swiftly away,
And the fugitive moments we would not delay.
Haste, haste ye along, dark moments be gone,
For the jubilee year
Rushes on to our view, and its dawn is now here.
3. ° l at close of our day may each of us say,
" I have fought my way. through ;
I have finished the work thou didst gi\'e me
to do l "
2.
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O ! that each from his Lord may recen-e the
glad word,
"\Vell and faithfullv done !
Enter into my jor, �l11d sit down on · my
throne !"
35.

THE PRIVILEGE OF PRAYER.
(E.

Ilor/oll.
H.

7.

105; S. 1'. 1 1 1 3.)

O:ME, m ' soul, thy suit prepare;
He himself has bid thee pray,
Therefore will not say thee nay.
Thou art coming to a King;
Large petitions with thee bring;
For his grace and power are such,
None can ever ask too much.
3 Lord, I bring my burdcns all,
On thy name in faith I call;
Trusting ;n the blood once spilt
For release from all my guilt.
4 vVhen I come to thee for rest,
With thy favor I am bIest,
Lord, thy blood-bought right maintain,
And without a rival reign.
5 Ere I call, the answer comes,
Bringing peace 'mid earth's alanns,
God my illl'n ostthought doth read;
Yes, his grace is all I need.

C Father)loves to answer prayer.

z
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36.

FREE SAL VATION.
« ;. H. 13-l.)

O�IE, sing the Gospel's joyful sound,
C Sah'ation full and free;

Proclaill1 to all the world around,
The year (j f Ju bilee !
CHo.-Sal va tion, sal va tion,
The grace of God doth bring;
Sah'ation, salvation,
Through Christ, our Lord and King.
Ye l1l0urnful souls, aloud rejoice;
Ye blind, your Savior see !
Ye pris'ners, sing with thankful voice,
The Lord hath made you free !
3 \Vith rapture swell the song again,
Of Jesus' dying love;
'Tis peace on earth, good will to men,
And praise to God above !
z

37.

BOUNDLESS GRACE.
l'lettletOJl. 8, 7, d.

(E. H . 1 66 ; G.

II. 1 1 6 ; s.

P.

849.)

OME, thou fount of every blessing,

C Tune my heart a song to raise,

Streams of favor, never ceasing,
Call for notes of heart-felt praise.
Teach me some melodious sonnet
Grace to gratitude doth move.
Praise thy grace, I glory in it !
Grace so full of matchless love.
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Not alone hath grace redeemed me,
Bought me with Christ's precious blood,
Sought me out when I, a stranger,
\Vandered from the fold of God;
But beyond this great salvation
God hath shown me wondrous grace
Call'd me with a heav'nly calling,
EYer to behold his face.
3 O ! to grace how great a debtor
Daily rm constrained to be !
Lord, thy goodness, like fetter,
Binds my grateful heart to thee.
l will tread the ,,·a y appointed,
Rough and thorny though it be;
ln the steps of thine Anointed;
'Tis my privilege, I see.
2

a

3S.

COME YE DISCONSOLATE.
(G. H.
E. H.

1 97 ; 1 94.)
Ol\lE, ye disconsolate ! where'er ye languish,
C Come to the mercy-seat, feryently kneel;
Here bring your wounded hearts; here tell your
anguish ;
Earth hath no sorrow that heaven cannot heal.
Joy of the desola te, light of the straying,
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure !
Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying,
Earth ha th no sorrow tha t heaven cannot cure.
3 Here see the bread of life, see waters fl.o wing
Forth from the throne of God, pure from above;
2
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Come to the feast of love, come, ever knowing
Earth hath no sorrows but heaven can remove.
39.

GOD I S LOVE.
Ba!erllla .

C. llI.

329.)
OME, ye that know and love the Lord,
C And raise your thoughts above;
Let every heart and voice accord
To sing that "God is love."
This precious truth his \Vord declares,
And all his mercies prove;
J esus, the gi ft of gi fts, appears,
To show that "God is lo\·e."
3 Behold his patience, bearing long
\Vith those who from him rove;
Soon he'll instruct earth's mighty throng,
And teach them "God is love."
(E. H. 135 ; J. H. 1 63 ; s. P.

2

40.

LET PRAISE ABOUND.
(c. H.

2

LabaJI .

1 12 ;

S. ..lI.

J. H . 304 ;

s. P.

5 5 7.)

OME ye that love the Lord
C And let your songs abound,
\Vith heart and voice in sweet accord,
Now spread his fame around.
Let all his children sing
Glad songs of praise to God.
Yes, children of the heavenly King
Should tell their joys abroad.
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The God whose plan so high
Outstrips our highest thought,
To whom we may in prayer draw nigh,
Assured we're not forgot;
4 This loving God is ours,
Our Father and our Friend;
He doth employ his heavenly powers
To guide us to the end.
S Soon we shall see his face
And know his matchless worth,
And through his all·abounding grace
Show all his glories forth.
6 Yea, and before we rise
To that immortal state,
The thoughts of such amazing bliss,
\Vith constant joys ela te.
7 Then let our songs aboun�
And eyery tear be dry;
\Ve're trav'ling through Immanuel's ground,
To fairer prospects nigh.
3

41.

A WAKE FROM THY SADNESS.
Rich/and.

II.

(J. H. 5 15.)

AUGHTER of Zion ! awake from thy sad
Awake ! for thy foes shall oppress thee no
more;
Bright o'er the hills dawns the day-star of glad ness, .
23°
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Arise ! for the night of thy sorrow is o'er.
Daughter of Zion ! &c.
Strong were thy foes, but the ann that sub
dued them,
And scattered their leg ions, was Illighticr far;
They fled like the chafr from the scourge that
pursued them :
Vain were their steeds and their chariots of war.
Daughter of Zion ! &c.
3 Daughter of Zion ! the power that hath saved
thee
Extolled with the harp and the timbrel should be;
Shout ! for the foe is destroyed thatenslaved thee,
Th' oppressor is vanquished, and Zion is free.
Daughter of Zion, &c.
2

42.

OUR CONSECRATION PLEDGE.
HalllbzlI'g.
L. .ilI.
(G. H. 400 ; J. H . 49 ; s. P. 22.)

EAR Savior, we thy will obey;
Thy servants hither come to-day,
To honor thine appointed rite.
O sacred rite ! by thee to own
The name of Jesus we begin;
This is our consecration pledge,
And symbol of our hope in him.
\Ve count ourselves as dead to sin,
And thus we're buried with our Lord;

D Not of constraint, but with delight,

2

3

_
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43.

\Ve plunge into the cleansing Rood,
And rising, Jive henceforth to God.
No more let sin and self-will reign
Over our bodies, reckoned dead;
But overcoming day by day,
vVe'n grow into our living Head.
COMFORT I N SORROW.
Federaf Street.

(s.

P.

60.)

L. M.

EEM not that they are blest alone,
D Whose days a peaceful tenor keep;

2

3

4

5

The anointed Son of God makes known
A blessing for the eyes that weep.
The ligh t of smiles shall fill again
The lids that overRow with tears;
And weary hours of toil and pain
Forerunners are of happier years.
Yes, a bright day of peaceful rest
Succeeds this dark and troubled night;
Though grief may bide an evening guest,
Yet joy shall come with early light.
Let not the Christian's trust depart,
Though life its common gifts deny;
Though with a sinking, fainting heart,
He sometimes almost longs to die;
For God has marked each sorrowing day,
And numbered every secret tear;
And blissful ages yet shan pay
For all his children sufler here..

.lij11/ /IS <!I D, l7C1Il.

44.

THE W ARFARE.
S. ll!. (E. H. 9 2 )

DmJer.

Q..UIP me for the war,
E And teach me how to figh t :

�ry mind and heart, O Lord, prepare,
And guide my \vords Ul·ight.
"Tith calm and tempered zeal,
Let me proclaim thy plan;
And vindicate thy gracious will
\Vhich offers life to man.
3 O ! may I love like thee,
In love dec1ue thy ways,
And help the blinded ones to see
Thy truth declares thy praise.
4 And teach me, Lord, the art
\Vith wisdom to remove
The errors that deceive the heart,
And truth to clearly prove.
5 O ! arm mc with t he mind,
1Ieek Lamb, that was in thee;
And let my fervent zeal be joined
\Vith grace and charity.
6 Control my every though t,
�Iy talents all enlist;
And may my zeal, to judgment brought,
Pro,·e true benea th thy test.
2

•
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45.

H I S LOVE MAKE KNOWN.
Duke Street.

(J. H. 39 ; E. H. 5 · )

L. Jf.

WARE.

(s.

P.

29 1.)

TERNAL God, celestial King,
E Exalted be thy glorious name;
'While hosts in heaven thy praises sing,
Let saints on earth thy love proclaim.
My heart is fixed on thee, my God;
I rest my hope on thee alone;
1'11 spread thy sacred truths abroad,
And to mankind thy love make known.
3 Awake, my tongue; awake, my lyre;
vVith morning's earliest dawn arise;
To songs of joy my soul inspire,
And swell your music to the ski es.
'4 \Vith those who in thy grace abound,
To thee 1'11 raise my thankful voice;
:May every land, the earth around,
Yet hear, and in thy name rejoice.
2

46.

SUN OF RIGHTEOUSNESS.

•

2

Duudee.

C. lIf.

180.)
TERN AL Sun of righteousness,
E Display thy beams divine,
And cause the glories of thy face
U pon our hearts to shine.
Light in thy light, O may we see,
Thy grace and mercy prove;
(c.

H.

I I I ; S. P.

3 1 9 ; J. H.

2 34
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Revived, and cheered, and blest by thee,
God of abounding love.
3 Lift tip thy countenance serene,
And let thy happy child
Behold, without
a cloud between,
The Father. reconciled.
4 That all-comprising peace bestow
On me, through grace forgiven;
The joys of holiness bestow,
The precious joys of heaven.
47.

JESUS IS MINE.
(w. H. 102.)

ADE ! fade, each earthly joy,
Break every tender tie,
J estls is mine !
Dark is the wilderness,
Absent the resting place;
Jesus alone can bless:
J esti s is mine !
Tempt not my soul away,
Jesus is miile !
He is my only stay,
J esus is mine !
Perishing things of clay,·
Born but for one brief day,
Pass from my heart away,
J esus is mine !

F Jestls is mi ne !

2
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Farewell, ye dreams of night,
J esu s is mine !
Mine is a dawning light,
Jesus is mine !
All that my soul has tried
Left but an aching void;
J esus has satisfied,
Jesus is mine !
4 Farewell, mortality !
Jesus is mine !
\Velcome, eternity !
J esus is mine !
vVelcome, ye scenes of rest !
\Velcome, ye mansions blest !
God's love is manifest.
J esus is mine !
3

48.

COMMUNION W ITH GOD.
Rocl-illghnlll.

L. JlI.

(G. H. 103 ; E. H. I S I ; J. H. 44.)

my thoughts, vain "'orld, be gone !
. FARLetfrom
my religious hours alone;
Fain would mine eyes my Sayior see;
I wait to visit, Lord, with thee.
O ! warm my heart \vith hah' fire,
Enkindle Jl1 � re of pure desire :
Come, sacred Spirit, from above,
And fill my soul with heaven)}" love.
3 Hail, great Immanuel, now diyine !
In thee thy Father's glories shine;
23 6
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Thy gloriolls name shall be adored,
And every tongue confe3s thee Lord.
49.

THE WORD OF GOD.
Dunda.

(c;.

�

3

4-

50.

H.

I I I ; J.

H.

C. 11I.

180;

s. P.

3 1 9. )

ATHER of mercies, in thy \Vonl
F \\'hat endless glary shines !
Forever be thy name adored
For these celestial lines.
'Tis here the Savl0r's ,,·elcome voice
Spreads heaven l} peace around;
And life, and everlasting JOJs,
Attend the blissful sound.
O ! may these hea,·enly pages be
:My ever dear delight;
And still new beauties may I sec,
And still increasing light !
Divine Instructor, gracious Lord,
Be thou forever near;
Teach me to love thy sacred vVord,
And view my Savior here.
CONSECRATION.
Naomi.

C. llI.

1 49·)
ATHER, whate'er of earthly bliss
F Thy sovereign ,vill denies,
Accepted at thy throne of grace,
Let this petition rise.
(E.

H. 181 ;

J. ll.

jf"Y1ll llS of Dawn.
2

3

Give mc a calm, a thankful heart,
From every l11urmur freej
The blessings of thy grace impart,
And make me live to thee.
Let the sweet thought that thou art mine
.My every hour attend j
Thy presence through my journey shine,
And crown my journey's end.

51.

THY WILL B E DONE.
Autum1t. 8, 7

(G. H. 420 ; E.

2

3

4

H.

67 ; s. P. 7 95.)

while our eyes are weeping
FATHER,
O'er the spoils that death has won,
We would, at this solemn meeting,
Calmly say, " Thy will be done."
Though cast clown, we're not forsaken;
Though afflicteJ, not alone:
Thou didst give, and thou hast taken;
Blessed Lord, "Thy will be done."
Though to-day we're filled with mourning,
.Mercy still is on the thronej
With thy smiles of love returning,
vVe can sing, "Thy will be done."
By thy hands the boon was given;
Thou hast taken but thine own:
Lord of earth, and God of heaven,
Evermore, "Thy will be done."
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52.

CLEANSE ME.
Iftr..vonl.

c. ],J.

(J.

ll.

205.)

:'OREYER here my rest shall be,
I Close to thy 'wounded side;

z

3

4

This all my hope and all my pIea,
F or me the Sa vior died.
My dying Sa"ior and my Lord,
Fountain for guilt and sin,
Sprinkle me ever "\v ith thy bloud;
O ! cleanse and keep me clean.
\\Tash me, and make me thus thine own;
\Vash me, and mine thou art;
\Vash me, but not m y feet alone�ly hands, my head, my heart.
Th' atonement of thy blood apply,
Ti11 faith to sight improve;
Til1 hope in full fruition die,
And all my soul be love.

53.

FOREVER WITH THE LORD.
Boylstoll.

(E.

"

H.

114 ; J.

H.

S.

.JJ.

266 ; G. H. 1 I 3 .)

\"ith the Lord !
FOREVER
Amen, so let it be !

.,

Life from the dead is in that word,
'Tis immorta1ity.
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54.

Here ,ve are being spent,
As pilgrims here we roam,
Yet nightly pitch our moving tent
A day's march nearer home.
'"Forever with the Lord !"
Father, thy blessed will
\Ve're learning daily through thy Word,
And seeking to fulfill.
And when our latest breath
Shall rend the vail in twain,
Through merit of our Savior's death
We hope this bliss to gai �.
\Vith thee the promised tlu·one
Then evermore to share,
\Ve'll gladly make thy glo i·y known,
Thy praises everywhere.
ONCE FOR ALL.
(G. H. 16.)

REE from the law, O happy condition !
F Jesus, our Lord, ha th purchased rem ission;

Cursed by Gocl's law and bruised by the fall,
Grace hath redeemed us once for all.
CHo.-Once for all ! O -ves ! we believe it;
Once for all ! by faith we receive it;
Lo, a t his cross all burdens will fall;
Christ hath recle emed us once for all.
Now we are free, there's no condemnation;
J esus will soon perfect our salvation;
2
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His kingdom soon shall rule over all,
Saving the willing from the fall.
Children of God, O glorious caJIing !
Surely his grace wiIl keep us from falling;
Passing fr0111 death to life at his call,
Blessed salvation ! once for all.

55.

PRAISE THE LORD I
Duke Street.

L. Mo

7 6 ; J. H. 39.)
ROM aJI that dwell below the skies,
F Let the Creator's praise arise;
Let the Redeemer's name be sung,
Through every land, by every tongue.
EternaI are thy mercies, Lord;
EternaI truth attends thy word;
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,
From age to age forevermore.
3 Your lofty themes, ye mortals, bring;
In songs of praise exulting sing;
The great salvation loud proc1aim,
And ever praise the Savior's name.
4 In every land begin the song;
To every land the strains belong;
In cheerful sounds all voices raise,
And fill the world with joyful praise.
241
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56.

2

3

4

T H E MERCY SEAT.

Relreal. L. JI. ( E. H. 198.)

ROM e�ery stormy wind that blows,
F From every swelling tide of woes,
There is a ealm. a sure retreat;
'Tis found beneath the mercy-seat.
There is a place where Jesus sheds
The oil of gladness on our heads;
A place than all besides more sweet;
It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.
O !. whither could we fiee for aid.
\Vhen temp ted, desolate, dismayed ?
Or how "'otdd hosts of foes defeat,
Had sufi'ering saints no mercy-seat?
There, there on eagle "'ings we soar,
And sin ahd sense molest no more;
And heaven comes do\yn our souls to greet,
\\'hile glory crowns the mercy-seat.

57.

DIVINE PROVIDENCE.
Laban . S. Af.

55 7-)
IVE to the \vinds thy fears;
G. Hope, and be undismayed;
God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears;
God shall lift up thy head.
Through wayes, and clouds, and stor111 s,
He gently clears thy waY i
(c. H. 1 1 2 ; }. H. 304 ; s,

2
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5S.

\Vait thou his time, so shall this night
Soon end in joyous day.
Still heavy is thy heart ?
Still sinks thy spirit down ?
Cast off the weight, let fear depart,
And every care be gone.
Leaye to his sovereign sway
To choose and to command:
So sha1t thou gladly own his way,
How wise, how strong his hand !
Far, far abO\"e thy thought
His counsel shall appear,
\Vhen fuHy he the work hath wrought
That caused thy needless fear.
ZION 'S GLORIOUS HOPE.
5111111)' Side.
Harwell.

2

8, 7 d.

(J. H. 441.)

(s. P. 1068.)

LORIOGS things of thee are spoken,
G Zion, city of our God.
He whose word cannot be broken
Formed thee for his own abode.
On the Rock of Ages founded,
Naught'can shake thy sure repose;
\Vith Salvation's walls surrounded,
Thou sha1t triumph o'er thy foes.
Bui1t upon this sure foundation,
Zion shall in glory rise;
Men shall call thy walls Salvation,
And thy gates shall be named Praise.
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The redeemed of every nation
Shall with joy thy glory see,
And find rest from tribulation,
Hope and life and peace in thee.
;) Then the streams of living waters,
Springing from eternaI love,
Will supply thy sons and daughters,
And all fear of want remove.
Who need faint while such a river
Ever flows their thirst to assuage ?
Grace, which, like the Lord, the giver
N ever fails from age to age.
4 Who would faint while such a prospect
Urges on to faithfulness,
Though thy present mournful aspect
Seem no cause for thankfulness ?
Look not at the things besi de thee;
Those behind thee have no worth:
Let the glorious hope before thee
Fill thy heart with rapturous mirth.
59.

WORTHY, THE LAM B !
New .l/ave11.
(G. H. l I n

LORY to God on high !
G Let heaven and earth reply,

"Praise ye his name !"
His love and grace adore,
Who all our sorrows bore;
Sing loud forevermore,
"Worth), the Lamb !"
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\Vhile the blest heayenly throng
Gratefully join in song,
Praising his nameYe who have felt his blood
Sealing your peace with God,
Sound his dear name abroad,
"Worthy the Lamb !"
3 Join, all ye ransomed race,
Make earth a holy place,
Praising his name.
In him let all rejoice,
Singing with heart and voice
Christ is our blessed choice,
"\Northy our King !"
4 Soon shall all sorrow cease;
For lo ! the Prince of Peace
Cometh to reign;
To him our songs we bring;
Hail him our gracious King;
\Ve'Jl through all ages sing,
"\Vorthy the Lamb !"
2

60.

GO BURY THY SORROW !
(G. H. 6 1 .)

O bury thy sorrow,
G The world has its share;
Go bury it deeply,
Go hide it with care;
Go think of it calmly,
. \Vhen curtained by night,
Go tell i t to Jesus,
And all will be right.
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Go tell it to Jesus,
He knoweth thy grief;
Go tell it to Jesus,
He'Il send thee relief;
Go, gather the sunshine
He sheds on thy way;
He'Il lighten thy burden,
Go, weary one, pray.
Hearts growing a weary
With heavier woe,
Now droop 'mid the darkness
Go, comfort them, go !
Go bury thy sorro.ws,
Let others be blest;
Go, give them the sunshine;
Tell Jesus the rest.

61.

OUR REFUGE.
Ward.

2

3

L. N.

(J. H. 38 ; s. P. 47.)

OD is the refuge of his saints
G When storms of sharp distress invade;
Ere we can offer our complaints,
Behold him present with his aid.
There is a stream, whose gentle flow
Supplies the city of our God
With peace, and joy and blessing now,
E'en in our narrow trial road.
That sacred stream, thy holy Word,
Our grief allays, our fear controls;
Sweet peace thy promises afford,
And give new strength to fainting souls.
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62.

WONDROUS LOVE·

30.)
OD loved the world of sinners lost,
G And ruined by the fall;
Salvation full at highest cost,
He offers free to all.
CHO.-O ! 'twas love, 'twas wondrous love,
The love of God to me;
It brought my Savi or from above
To die on Calvary.
E'en now by faith I claim him mine,
The risen Son of God :
Redemption by his death I fi nd,
And cleansing through his blood.
3 Love brings the glorious fulness in,
And to his saints makes known
The blessed rest from inbred sin,
Through faith in Christ alone.
4 Believing souls, rejoicing go;
There shall to you be given
A gloriaus fortaste, e\"en now,
The peace and joy of heaven.
5 Of victory now o'er Satan's power
Let all the ransomed sing,
And triumph now in every hour,
Through Christ, the Lord, our King.
(G. H.

2
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63.

HE WILL MAKE IT PLA I N .
Ar/ing/on.

c. 111.

H. l I S ; E. H. 214; J. H. 142.)
OD moves in a mysterious way,
G His wonders to perform;
He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.
Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill,
He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his sovereign will.
3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take;
The clouds ye so much dread
Are big with mercy and shall break
In blessings on your head.
4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust him for his grace;
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.
5 His purposes wil1 l'ipen fast,
Unfolding every hour;
The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the ftower.
6 Blind unbelief is sure to err,
And scan his work in vain;
God is his own interpreter,
And he will make it plain.
(G.

2
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64.

TO THEE I CALL.
L. llI. (s. P. 60.)

Federal Street.

OD of my life, to thee I call;
G Afflicted, at thy feet I fall;

\Vhen the great water-floods prevail,
Leave not my trembling heart to fail.
2 Friend of the friendless and the faint,
Where shall I lodge my deep complaint?
Where, but with thee, whose open door
Invites the helpless and the poor?
3 Did ever mourner plead with thee,
And thou refuse that 111ourner's ple� ?
Does not the word still fixed remain,
That none shall seek thy face in va in ?
4 Poor though I am, despised, forgot,
Yet God, my God, forgets me not;
And he is safe and must succeed,
For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead.
65.

I WILL PR AISE THEE.
We/tOIl. L. M. (s. J'. 13.)
Hebroll.
H. 38 ; s. 1'. 38 ; G. ll. 2 1 2.)

(J.
G My grateful powers shall sound thy praise;
The song shall wake with opening light,
And warble to the silent night.
When anxious cares would break my rest,
And griefs would make me sore distrest,
Thy tuneful praises, raised on high,
Shall check the murmur and the sigh.

OD of my life, through all my days

2
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\Vere half the breath that 's vainly spent
To heaven in supplication sent,
Our cheerful song would oftener be,
"Hear what the Lord hath done for me.
4 Yes, done for me ; Lord, I confess
Thy wisdom and thy righteousness,
And all my days shall therefore be
Of praise a tribute, Lord, to thee.
3

66.

THE SWEET BY-AND-BY.

(G. H. 204 ; E. H. 277 ; W. H . 16.)

OD has promised a glorious čay,
Our Redeemer has opened the way,
And soon will its glory appear.
CHo.-In the sweet by and by,
\Ve shall meet to be parted no more:
In the sweet by anci by,
\\C e shall meet on eternity's shore.
There the dead shall arise fr0111 the tomb,
And the living to health bc restored;
And away from all sorrow and gloom,
They'll be led by the life-giving Lord.
3 A highway shall there be cast up,
And the stones shall be all gath.ered out;
And errors no weak ones shall trip,
And no lions of vice stalk about.
4 There nothing shall hurt nor offend,
In God's kingdom of glory and peace;

G And by faith we now see it dra,,, near;

2
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The wicked their ways shall amend,
And the righteous their joys shall increase.
There God's hand shall all tears wipe away;
He'll the joys of his favor restore;
And the light of that glorious day,
\Vill hring life, joy and peace evermore.

67.

D ISCIPL I N E.
.St. Martill 's. C. JJI. (J.

H.

1 36.)

OD'S hand that saves, though kind, seems

G rough;

His methods sometimes rude;
Frail shrinking na ture cries, " Enough ! "
Yet prove s the Lord is good.
The temple stone God now prepares
Oft cry, "You hurt Ille sore ;"
The Sculptor seeks their perfectness,
And trims them more and morc3 Until, hy dint of strokes and hlo,ys,
The sha peless mass appears
SY1l1metric, polished, beautiful,
To stand th' eternaI years.
4 The beaten sheaves, all thrcshed and torn,
And tram pled under feet,
Yield forth, when tribulation's o'er,
Their grains of golden wheat.
5 Out of the crushed and mangled grapes,
Comes forth the sparkling wine;
If God hut still my portion is,
Be such experience mine.
�
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Kept while the furnace, heated white,
ShaIl purge the dross away !
Thy judgments, Lord, are true and right,
And brighter every day.

68.

DIVIN E GRACE.

Gift. S. llI. (G. H. 49.)
RACE ! 'tis a charming sound,
G Harmonious to the ear;
Heaven with the echo shall resolIncI,
And aIl the earth shall hear.
Grace first contrived a way
To save the fallen man�
And aIl the steps that grace display,
\Vhich drew the wondrous plan.
Grace taught my roving feet
To tread the heavenly road;
And new supplies each hour I meet,
While pressing on to God.
Grace all the work shall crown
Through everlasting days;
It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves our praise.
WOlldro1ts
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69.

REST IN GOD.
Hebron.

L. llI.

(G. H. 21 2 ; J. H. 22 ; s. r. 38.)

REAT God, indulge my humble claim ;
The glories that compose thy name
Stand all engaged to make me blest.

G Be thou my hope, my joy, my rest;

.l/ymns of j)aWll.

Thou great and good, thou just and wise,
Thou art my Father and my God;
And I am thine by sacred ties,
Thy son, thy sen-ant bought with blood.
3 \Vith heart and eyes, and lifted hands,
For thee I long, to thee I look,
As travelers in thirsty lands
Pant for the cooling water-brook.
4 E'en life itself, without thy love,
N o lasting pleasure can afl'ord;
Yea, 'twould a t;resome burden prove,
If I were banished from thee, Lord.
5 I'll lift my hands, I'1l raise my voice,
'While I have breath to pray or praise:
Thy work shall make my heart rejoice,
And fil l the remnant of my days.
2

70.

HARVEST TIME.

CJ, H. 118.)
REAT Husbandman, at thy command,
G Saints sowed thy seed with liberal hand
And, mindful of thy heavenly call,
Om.vard they went, forsaking all.
On through the sad and weary years
They sowed the precious seed with tears,
And stayed their hearts in faith sublime
\Vith prospects of the harvest time.
N o longer saints in sorrow go,
ln tears and sadness forth to sow:
lIle/IIlO/'e. L. )JJ.
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For he who bade them sow and weep
Hath called them now in joy to reap.
Now doth the joyful reaper come
Bearing his shea ves in triumph home;
The voice long saddened now doth sing,
And loud their songs of triumph ring.
E'en here, on this side J ordan, stand
The gathered sheaves from every land;
And he that sowed, in joy doth reap,
And harvest home together keep.

71.

2

3

GUIDE ME.
J. H.

1 56; 521 S. P. 814.)
UIDE me, O thou· great Jehovah,
G Pilgrim through this barren land;
I am weak, but thou art mighty;
Hold me with thy powerful hand. ·
Bread of heaven,
Feed me till I want no more.
Open now the crystal fountain,
vVhence the healing streams do flow;
Let the fieIY, cloudy pillar,
Lead me all my journey through .
Strong Deliverer,
Be thou still my strength and shield.
As I near the time of trouble,
Bid my faith in the e increase;
\Vhile the thousands round are falling,
Keep me, keep in perfect peace.
Refuge ! Fortress !
Thou hast set thy love on me.
Zio".

8, 7, 4. ( E. H.

25 4

;
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12.

HAlL TO THE BRIGHTNESS.
I I , IO.
(J . H. 577 · )

to the brightness of Zion's glad morn
H AlL
ing !
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J oy to the lands that in darkness have Iain !
Hushed be the accents of sorro\\' and mourning !
Zion, in triumph, begins her glad reign.
Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning,
Long by the prophets of Israel foretold !
Hail to the millions from bondage returning !
Gentiles and J ews the blest \"ision behold.
See, in the desert rich fl owers are springing;
Streams ever copious are gliding along;
Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are ringing,
\Vastes rise in verdure and mingle in song.
See the dead risen fr0111 land and from ocean;
Pra ise to J ehovah ascending on high;
Fall'n are the engines of war and commotion;
Shouts of salvation are rending the sky.

73.

CHRIST'S GLORIOUS REIGN.
Creenland's Icy Jl[ountai1lS.

( J.

H.

430 ;

s. P. 77 9.)

AlL to the Lord's Anointed,
Hail, in the time appointed,
H is reign on earth begun !
Ile comes to break oppression,
To set the captives free,
To take away transgressiol1,
And rule in equity.

H J ehovah's blessed Son !
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74.

He comes with succor speedy
To those who sufler wrong;
To help the poor and needy,
And bid the weak be strong;
To give them songs for sighing,
Their darkness turn to light,
\Vhose souls, condemned and dying,
Were precious in his sight.
To him let pra ise unceasing
And daily vows ascend;
His kingdom, still increasing,
Shall be without all end:
The tide of time shall never
His covenant remove;
No; it shall stand forever,
A pledge that God is love.
DIVINE WISDOM.
Uxbn"dge.

2

J

L . lII.

(s.

P. 5 4 ; J. H . 43·)

APPY the man who learns to trace
H The leadings of Jehovah's grace;
By wisdom coming from above,
He reads and learns that God is love.
Wisdom divine ! who tells the price
Of wisdom's costly merchandise ?
Wisdom to silver we pre fer,
And gold is dross comp are d to her.
Her hands are filled with length of days,
True riches and immortal praise;
Her ways are ways of pleasantness,
And all her paths lead unto peace.
256
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Happy the man who wisdom gains;
Thrice happy who his guest retains:
He o\\"ns, and shaJl forever own,
\Visdom and Christ are truly one.

75.

JESUS REIGNS.
Jlal'"well. S, 7, 7 d.

1068.)
ARK ! ten thousand harps ane! yoices
H Sound the notes of praise above;
Jesus reigns a ne! heaven rejoices:
Jesus reigns, he rules in love.
See, he comes to take earth 's throne; "
Soon he']] rule the world alone:
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! hallelujah ! amen.
Jesus, haiI ! ,yhose glory brightens
All below and gives it worth;
Lord of life, thy smile enlightens,
Cheers and charms thy saints on earth.
\Vhen we think of love like thine,
Lord, ,ye own it loye divine:
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! hallelujah ! amen.
3 King of glory ! reign forever,
Thine an everlasting crown;
Nothing from thy love shall se,'e1'
Those whom thou shalt call thine own;
Happy objects of thy grace,
Destined to behold thy face:
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! hallelujah ! amen .
25 7
(J. H. 496 ;

2

s. l'.
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76.

THE SA VIOR COMES.
HtrdJard. C. ]lL

(J. H. 205.)

the glad sound ! the Lord has come,
H ARK,
The Savior promised long;

2

3

-1-

5

Let every heart prepare a throne,
And every voice a song.
Ile comes, the "Sun of Righteollsness,"
To roll earth's clouds away,
And make its desert wilderness
Bloom in eternaI day.
He comes the prisoner to release,
In Satan's bondage held;
The gates of death before him burst,
Sin's binding fetters yield . .
He comes the broken heart to bind,
The '\\' o unded sOlll to cure,
And, with the treasures of his grace,
To enrich the humble poor.
Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim,
And heaven's eternaI arches ring
\Vith thy beloved name.

77.

GLORY TO THE LAMB.
Rathbtm. 8, 7 .
G. H. 4<>9; w. H. 105 .)
(E. H.

5 8;
l, J ARK ! the notes of angels singing,
� "Glory, glory to the Lamb !"
All in heaven their tribute bringing-,
Raising high the Savior's name,
258
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78.

Ye for whom his life was gi\-en,
Sacred themes to you belong:
Come, assist the choir of heaven;
Join the everlasting song_
Filled with holy enll1lation,
Let us vie with those above:
Sweet the theme, a free salvation,
Fruit of everlasting love.
Endless life in him possessing,
Let us praise his precious na me;
Glory, honor, power, and blessing,
Be forever to the Lamb.
JESUS I S THERE.
P. Al
546.)

(J- H_
Shake ofr thy care;
Press for the promised prize,
M ighty in prayer.
Jesus has gone before;
Count all thy sufrerings o'er;
He all thy burdens bore;
J esu s is there.
Souls, for the marriage feast
Robe and prepareHoly must be such guests;
J esu s is there !
Saints, wear your yictory palms,
Chant your celestial psalms;
Bride of the Lamb, thy charms
O J seek to wear.
259

I-l ASTE, my dull soul, arise !
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Kings for the promised throne
Crowns we shall wear;
Christ reigns, but not alone\\T soon shall share.
O ye despised anes, come;
Pilgrims no more \ye'll roam;
Sweetly we'J1 rest at home;
J esus is there.
e

79.

THE SONG OF MOSES AND THE LAMB.
(w. H.
G. H. 20.)

58 ;
AVE you heard thc
song ? that most
I I beautiful song,
The song which the saints now may Ring
How the old harp of ]\Ioses and sweet fl u tc of
John
\Vith harmonious melody ring ?
'Tis the song of the Lamb once by Moses fure
told,
I n the symbols and types of Gad's law ;
As the dawn of the day doth those symbols
unfolcl ,
\Ve behold what \,ye ne'er before saw_
3 O ! w �at visions of glory are brought to faith's
VIe,,,,
Of glory which all soon shall see;
For the great King of Glory shall make all
things new,
And O ! what rejoicing there-ll be.
4 Thy works great and marvelaus, AlmightyLord,
Are glorious incl e ecl in our sight;
260
l � e \\"
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Thy ways just and true, thou blest K i n g o f
the world,
\Ve acknowledge are perfectly right.
5 O ! who shall not filially fear thee, O Lord,
And thy righteous ways own as the best?
Soon all nations shall worship and praise be·
fore thee,
\Vhen thy judgments are made manifest.
6 Tune your voices, ye saints, for this glorious
strain,
And earth shall with melody ring;
Let the grand " harp of God" loudly sweJl the
refrain,
For tributes of praisc all may bring.
7 God's \\"orel is that harp, which h '1S long been
unstrung,
And men heard but c1iscorda n t i t� notes ;
X ow as tuned are its chonls from l\loses to John,
lIow gl'andly sweet melody floats.
8 I t wiD float o'cr the world in a rapturous strain,
Of glory and peace and good will.
And all then shall hear and may join the refrain,
And joy shall the hearts of all thrill.
so.

MORE TO FOLLOW.
(G. H. 3 1.)

you on the Lord believed?
H AVE
Still there's more to follow;
Of his grace have you received ?
Still there's more to follow;
261
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O ! the grace the Fa ther shows !
Still there's more to follow;
Freely he his grace bestows,
Still there's more to follow.
CHo.-l\Iore and more, more and more,
Always more to follow;
O ! his matchless, boundless loye !
Still there's more to follow.
Have you felt the Savior near ?
Still there's more to follow ;
Does his blessed presence cheer ?
Still there's more to follow ;
O ! the love that Jesus shows !
Still there's more to follow;
Freely he his love bestows,
Still there's more to follow.
3 Have you felt the Spiri t's power ?
Still there's more to follow ;
Falling like the gentle shower,
Still there's more to follow;
O ! the power the spirit shows,
Still there's more to follo,v;
Freely God his power bestows,
Still there's more to follow.
z

Sl . .

PRECIOUS PROMISES.
SU1Zny Side. 8, 7, (J. H. 44 1 . )

EAR what God the Lord hath spoken :
H O my people, faint and few,
Comfortless, afflicted, broken,
Fair abodes I build for you.
262
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Scenes of heartfelt tribulation
Shall no more perplex your ways;
You shall name your walls "Salvation,"
And your gates shall all be "Praise."
2 There, like strcams that feed the garden,
Pleasures without end shall flow,
For the Lord, your faith rewarding,
All his bounty shall bestow.
Then, in undisturbed possession,
Peace and righteousness shall reign;
N ever shall you feel oppression,
Hear the voice of war again.
3 Y e . no more your suns descending,
\raning moons no more shall see;
But, your griefs forever ending,
Finci eteroal noon in me:
God shall rise, and, shining o'cr you,
Change to clay the glool11 of night;
Yes, thc Lord shall bc your glory
And your everlasting light.
.

S2.

THE BRIDAL ROBE.
7. (w. H. 105; E. H. ! 75.)

.-If/etta.

2

EAVENL Y Father, I would wear
I I Bridal garments, white and fair;
Bridal vesture, undefiled,
Thou dost give unto thy child ?
Take thc raiment soiled a\\'a\',
I would fain cast oil" to-day;
Clothe me in Illy bridal dress,
Beautiful with holiness.
•
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Let me wcar the w h i te robe here,
Purchased by l11y Savior dear;
Holding fast his hand, and so
Through the world unspotted go.

83.

WE AĐDRE THEE.
lIr" reJJlburg.

7.

260; H. 3 t8.)
LIEAVENLY Father, sovereign Lord,
r
Be thy glorious name adored !
Lord, thy mercies never fail;
Hai l , celestial goodness, hail !
Though unworthy of thine ear,
Deign our humble songs t o hear;
Purer p i c w e hope tu bring
\"hen around t hy t h rone wc sing.
3 "' hile un earth w c l n gc r stuy,
Guide footsteps in thy "nIY,
TilI w e come to d w e l J w i t h thee,
TilI w e ;;hall thy glu!'), see.
4 T h c n through ages yet untold,
Counting mercies manifold,
There, in joyfu l songs of praise,
\Ve'll triumphant voices raise.
(E. H.

J.

2

nl s
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84.

u

PARTING HYMN.
(G. II. 3 1 7.)

HEAVENLY Father,

beseech thee,
Grant thy blessing ere we part:
Take us in thy care and keeping;
Guard frol11 evil every heart.
264
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CHo.-Bles� thc \\'ord..; "'hich ha\'c been spoken,
Hear uur
und cheerful strain;
Gi\'e us, Lord, a constant token
That Thou dost \I'ith us remain.
Let thy Spirit, Lord, go with
Be our comfort and our stu\':
Grateful praise to thee we re�der,
For the joy we feel to-day.
:May thy Spirit t!\\'ell within us,
�Iay our souls thy temples be,
�ray \\'e tread the path to glory,
Led anci guide(l still by thee.
prayer

:!

us,

�

85.

o REVIVE us.
« �, JI, 376,)

EA YEN L Y Father, \\'e, thy children
Lift our hearts in earnest pleading:
O revh'e us by thy \Yard !
CHo.-Send refreshing, send refreshing
,From thy presence, gracious Lord !
Send refi'eshing, senci refreshing,
And re\'ive us by thy word.
Gracious gales of heavenly blessing
In thy love to us afford:
Let ns feel thy Spirit's presence,
O revive us bv thy \Yard !
H Gathered round our risen Lord,

2
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\Veak and wearr in the conflict,
"\Vrestling not with flesh and blood,"
Help us, Lord, as faint we falter;
O revive us by thy word !
\Vith thy strength, O Master, ginl us;
Thou our Guide and thou our Guard;
Fill us with thy Holy Spirit;
O revive us by thy word.

86.

CHRIST'S V ICTORY.
Fedem! SIreet.

L . llI.

(s.

1'.

60.)

E dies ! the Friend of sinners dies !
A solemn darkness veils t h e skies.
A sudden trembling shakes the grouncI.
Here's love and grief beyond degree:
The Lord of glory dies for man !
But lo ! what sud den jOYS we see,
Jesus, the dead, re,:i\"�s again !
The rising Christ forsakes the tomb;
I n \"ain its bonds forbid his rise;
Cherubic legions gmHd him home,
And shont him welcome to the skies.
;"\Vipe now your t a rs ye saints, and tell
How high your great De1i\"erer reigns;
Sing, he accomplished all things "'ell,
And led the monster Death in chains.
266

H Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around;
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O ! LiYe fore\'er, wondrous King !
130rn to redeem, and strong to save;
O Death, thou monster, where's thy sting ?
And where's thy ,-ictory, bo.tsting Grave ?

87.

HE LEADETH ME.

(r.. H. 51; W. 77 ; E. n. 180.)
E leadeth me, O blessed though t !
H O words with heavenly comfort fraught !
\Vhate'er I do, where'er I be,
Still 'tis God's hand that leadeth me.
REF.-He leadeth me ! he leadeth me !
By his own hand he leadeth me.
H i s fni t h ful fol lower I would be,
For by his hand he leadeth me.
Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gloom,
Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom;
By waters still, o'er troubled seaStill 'tis his hand that leadeth Ille.
3 Lord, I would clasp -thy hand in mine,
N or ever
or l-cpineContent whateycr lot I sec,
Since 'tis mY God that leadeth me.
4 And when
task on earth is done,
\Vhen by thy' grace the dctory's \Von,
E'en death's cold waye l will not fiee,
S ince God through Jordan leudeth me.
26 7
H.

2

1l1 u nn u r

111 \-

Ej'III I1S 0/ D<l 1C'1i ,

ss.

z

HERE I S NO REST,
10, 5, 7· (J. H. 507.)

ERE o'er the earth as a stranger I roam,
H Here is no rest, here is no rest;
Here as a pilgrim I wander alone,
Yet I am blest-I am blest.
For I look forward to that glorious day,
\Vhen sin and sorrow will \"anish away,
1\ly heart doth leap while I hear Jesus say,
There, there is rest, there is rest.
Here fierce temptations beset me around !
Here is no rest, herc is no rest;
Here I am grie\"ed while my foes mc surround;
Yet I am blest-I am bl est.
Let them revi le me and scotf t III Y name,
Laugh at my weeping, endeaH)r to shame,
I will go forward for this is Illy theme,
There, there is rest, there is rest.
Here are afHictions and trials severe;
Here is no rest, here is rest;
Here I \11ust part \\"ith the friends I hold dear;
Yet I am hlest, I am blest.
Sweet is the promise I read in his word,
Blessed are they who have died in the Lord;
They will be called to receive their rewurd;
Then we shall rest, \Ye shall rest.
This world of care is a wilderness state,
Here is no rest, here is no rest;
Here I must bear with the world and its hate,
Yet I am blest, I hlest.
a

3

+
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Soon shall r be fr0111 the w ic k cd released,
There shall my joy with the Lord be increased,
Soon shall the \Year}' foreycr be blest,
There, there is rest-there is rest.
89.

T H E D I V I N E GOODNESS.
Ro(kiJlghalll.

2

3

_�

L. Jl[.

.
29; J. ll. 44 ; E. H. 151.)
IGH in the Heavens, eternaI God,
H Thy goodness in full glory shines;
Thy truth shall break through every cloud
That veils and darkens thy designs.
Foreyer firm thy justice stands,
l\ S ' mountains their founda tions keep;
" -ise are the wonders of th\' hands,
Thy judgments are a mighty clecp.
Th)' providence is kind and large;
Both man and beast thy bounty share;
The whole creation is thy charge,
But saints are thy peculiar care.
?lIy God, how excellent thy grace !
'Vhence all our hope and comfort springs;
'1\1 id earthly \Yoes '\'e sweetly rest,
Under the shadow o'f thy wings.
(,; Il. 103 ; 5.

90

P.

THE SOURCE OF CONSOLATION.
7. (s. P. 1 287; J. Il. 387 ; G. H. 422.)

OLY Spirit, banish sadness;
H Pierce the clouds of weary night;
Willllot. 8,

Come, thou source of joy and gladness,
Breathe thy life, and spread thy light.
269
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From the height which knows no mea&ure,
As a gracious shower descend,
Bringing down the richest treasure
l\1an can wish, or God can send.
3 Author of the new creation,
Come with unction and with power;
1\Iake our hearts thy habitation;
On our souls thy graces shower.
4 Hear, O hear our supplicatiol1;
By thy Spirit, God of peace,
Rest upon this congregation,
'With the fulness of thy grace.

91.

OUR FAITHFUL GUIDE.
( G. H. 40 ; E. R. 87 ; w. H. oo. )

HOLY Spirit, faithful guide,
Ever near the Christian's side,
Gently lead us by the hand,
PiJgrims in a desert land.
VVeary souls for aye rejoice,
\Vhile they hear that sweetest voice,
\Vhi8p'ring 80ftly, Trayeler, come;
Follow me, guide thee home.
Ever present, truest Friend,
Ever near thine aid to lend,
Lea ve us not to c10u bt and fear,
Groping on in darkness drear.
\Vhen the storm8 are raging sore,
Hearts grow faint, and hopes give o'er- .
Ah, then ",hisper, Traveler, come !
Follow me, 1'll guide thee home.
1'11
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\Vhen our days of tail shall cease,
\Vaiting still 'for sweet release,
Nothing left but time for prayer,
\Vaiting to be gathered there,
\\Tading deep the disma I Aood,
Trusting still in Jesus' blood
\Vhisper sweet!)" Traye!er, come !
Follow me, 1 ' 1 1 guide the e home.
Ar/il/glol/.

EVEN SO, COME.
C. .,lJ. ( G. H. 1 1 5 ; J. H. 142.)

l- OPE of our hearts ! O Lord, appear,
I Thou glorious Star of day !

z
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Shine forth and chase the dreary night,
\Vith all our fears, away.
\Ve'ye waited long, we're waiting still,
Longing with thee to be.
Our eye is on the royal crown
Prepared for us and thee.
O ! the blest hope of sharing, Lord,
Thy glory from above,
Is linked with that most precious though t,
Thine everlasting love;
.And with the joy, the holy joy,
UJlmingled, pure and free,
Of union with our living Head,
And fellowship with thee.
This joy e'en now in part is ours,
This fellowship begun;
But O ! what rapture shall ,ye know
\Vhen victory's fully won.
27 !
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There. near thy heart , \Ipon the throne,
Thy ra nsomed bride sha ll �ee
\\'ha t grace was i n the bleeding Lamb,
\\' hu died to make her free.

7 O ! what are a l l our sufrri ngs here,

I f, Lord, thou cou n t \IS meet
\\' ith tha t enraptured host t' appear,
And w orship at thy feet !

93.

OUR FIRM FOUNDATION.
P(lr/lIgllese I�l'l1lll.

( E. H. 1 33 ;

s. 1'.

'1.

1 55 .)

l J O \\' finn a fou n da tion, ye saints of the Lord,

� . I � laid for your faith i n his excellen t \Vonl !
\\'ha t more can he say than to you he hath sa id ?
You, who unto Jesus for refuge have fled.
2

I n every condition, in sickness, in health,
poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth,
At h6me and abroad, on the land or the sea,
As thy days may demand shall t hy strength
e\'er be.

1n

3 \Vhen through the deep waters

I

cal l thee to go,
The rivers of "'oe shall not thee overflow ;
For will be w i th t hee th" troubles to bless,
And sanctify to thee thy đeepest distress.

I

4

\Vhen through fiery trials thy path way shall l ie,
:iVly grace a l l -sufficient shall be thy supply;
The fla mes sha l l not hurt thee-I only design
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine.
2j2
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'i The soul tha t on Jesus doth lean for repose
- 1'11 never, no, never, desert to his foes;
That soul, though a host should endea vor to
shake,
1'11 never, no, never, no, never forsake.

94.

THE JOYS OF FAITH.
J. H . 600. )

1036;
H Since Jesus I al ways can see !
Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet flowers,
Haye all gained new sweetness to me;
E'en when the great sun shines but dim,
And fi e lds strive in vain to look gay,
\Vhile I am so happy in him,
December's as pleasant as May.
His name yields the richest perfume,
And sweeter than music his voice;
His presence disperses all gloom,
And makes all within me rejoice;
I should, were he always thus nigh,
Haye nothing to ,,·ish or to fear;
No mortal so happy as I,
:My summer would last all the year.
3 Content with beholding his face,
My all to his pleasure resigned,
.N o changes of season or place
Can make any change in my minJ:
\Vhile blest with a sense of his love,
A palace a to)" "-Ollld appear;
And prisons would palaces prove,
If Jesus still dwe1t with me there.
(r8)
2 73
Contrast. 8. (s. P.

O\V happy and blessed the hours

3

l/plllts of J)aWit:
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'

+ l\ [v Lonl, I am s ure
a m thine,
A n ci thou art my s u n anci my song,
X o longer
languish and p i ne:
Nor e'en are my w i n ters so long ;
� 1 )' cloubts a n d m)' fears a l l haye flown,
Thy soul -cheering p l a n now
see ;
Thy w i sdom a n d glory have shane
From out thy blest Word u pon me,

I

I

95.

MORE CHRISTLIKE,
Aflon. II. (J. H. 41 5 .)

Sweet

O \V blessed, how glorious, how joyful to fee l
The loye everlasting, of sonship a sea l ,
T h e l o v e t ha t i s perfect, the l o v e that i s pure,
That \Ye may w i th patience aJI thi ngs weJl endure.

H

I

::l

want to fee l h u m ble. more simple, more m i l d ,
1\1ore
:
l i k e 111Y bl est :\'l aster, and more l i ke a
child ;
1\ [ ore trllstfu l , 1110re thankflll, more loyely i n
m i nd,
J\ J ore watchflll, more pmyerfll l , mOl'e lo\'ing
and k i n d.

3

I want the pure wisdom tha t comes from abo\'e,
Tha t \Yarns those i n danger w i th tenclerest lo\'e ;
I w a n t the s,,,eet spiri t of Jesus, my Lord,
A n ci perfec t accordance w i t h his bles3ed word.

+

w a n t to touch l ig h tl)' the tr.ings of t h i s earth,
Esteeming them only o f tri fl i ng wort h ;
From s i n and i ts bondage
would be set free,
A n d l i \'e, my dear Sa\'ior, Jiye only for thee,

I

I
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9 6.

THE NAME OF JESUS.
Baltrllla . C. llI.
(J. H. 163 ; s. 1'. 329 ; Eo I I . 1 35.)

O\\ sweet the name of J esus sounds
I t soothes his sorrows, heals hi \\'UlIIHls,
Anci drives away his fear.
It makes the wounded spirit whole
And calms the troubled breast;
'Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And to the ,,,, eary, rest.
3 Dear name ! the rock on which \Ye build,
Our shield and hiding place;
Our never-failing treasure, fi l led
\Vi t h boundless [·tores of grace !
4- Jesus, our Shepherd, Sa yior, Friend,
Our Prophet, Priest, anci K ing,
Our hearts in gratitude ascend;
Accept the praise we bring.
\Ve , ou l d thy boundless love proclaim
\Vith eye r fleeting breath;
And sound the music of thy name
Abroad through all the earth.

H In a belieyer's ear !
'

s

2

:>

97.

\'

r

MORE OF THY PRESENCE.
Re/real.

L. llI.

1 98.)
H O\\' sweet to leave the
,::orld awhile,
And seek the presence of our Lord !
Dear SaYior, on thy people smile;
Draw near according to thy word.
(E. H.

7. 75
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2

3

•

From busy scenes 'we now retreat,
That we may here converse with thee.
O Lord, behold us at thy feet;
Let this the gate of heaven be.
Chief of ten thousand, now appear,
That we by faith may see thy face.
O speak, that we thy voice may hear,
And let thy presence fill this place.

9S.

EARTHLY TREASURES VAIN.
(s.

ResI.

P.

L. hf.

702 ; W. H. I 1 3 ; J. H. 107.)

O\V vain is all beneath the skies !
H How transient every earthly bliss !

How slender all the fondest ties
Tha t bind us to a world like this !
The evening cloud, the morning dew,
The withering grass, the fading flower,
Of earthly hope s are emblems true,
The glory of a passing hour.
3 But though earth's fairest blossoms die,
And all beneath the skies is vain,
There is a brighter age now nigh,
Beyond the reach of care and pain.
4 Then let the hope of joys to come
Dispel oui cares, and chase our fears:
Since God is ours, we're traveling home,
Though passing through .:1 Yale of tears

2
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99.

REST IN GOD.
S. 1.1. (J. H. 276.)
(J. H. 304 ; G. H. 1 1 2 ; S. P. 557 .)

BostoIl.
Labo".

H O'V wise are God's commands !
How sure his precepts are !
'Ve cast our burdens on the Lord,
And trust his constant care.
Beneath his watchful eye
His saints securely dwell;
The hand which bears all nature up
Doth guard his children well.
3 "-hy should this anxious load
Press down thy weary mind ?
Haste to thy� heayenly; Father's tluone,
And swe t refresh nent finci.
His goodness stands approyed,
Unchange(J from day to day.
"-e'll drop our burdens at his feet,
And bear a song away.
2

4

100.

I AM S O GLAD.
(G. H.

23.)

so glad that our Father in heaven
I A:\J
Tells of his loye in the book he has given.
'Vonderful things in the Bible I see;
This is the dearest, his great love to me.
am so glad my Father loves me,
Father loves me, Father loves me,
I am so glad my Father loves me,
Yes, he loves even me.

C H o .-I
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Father loves me and I know I 10\'e him.
Loye sent his Son my lost soul to redeem;
Yes, 'twas his 100'e and bis mercy so free;
O ! I am certain my Father lm'es me.
CHo.-I am so glad my Father loves me.
3 Not only my Father, but his blessed SOI1,
Loyes me and cares for my wants every one;
Jesus so freely his life gave for me,
o elearer proof of his love could there bc.
CHo.-I am so glad that Jesus loves me.
4 O ! for such love I would make
1\ly humble otr'ring rm sure he'll not Splll'll:
Lord, here I give my poor life unta thee;
Through it praises redound uuto thee.
C n o.-I gladly take thy fa\'ors so free,
Fayors so free, fa\'ors so free,
I gladly take thy favors so frce,
Favors to even me.
2

?\

some re t ur:l ;

ma y

101.

I AM THE DOOR.
(w. H. 27.)

"I Al\1 the door," come in, come in,
z

And leave without all fear and sin;
The night is dark, the storm is wild,
O ! come within, thou weary child.
" 1 am the door," whose heavy lock
Bars out all strangers from the flock,
And
my Father's precious fold:
Comeguards
in from darkness and from cold.
2i8
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J "1

am the door," no longer roam;
Here are thy treasures, here thy home;
purchased them for thee and thine,
And paid the price in blood of mine.
am the door," ' Father \\'aits
To make the e he ir of rich estates;
Come in ,,·ith thankful hearts and pra ise,
And walk in heaven's appointed ways.

I

mY

+ "I

102.

A BETTER DAY.
AutUIIlII.

(G.

H.

420 ;

E. H.

8, 7.

67 ; s. !'. i95.)

:\-;\1 waiting, eyer waiting,

I For the brighter, better clay,

J ust beyond the clouds and shadows,

That surround my lonely way;
For a day of light and gladness,
Such as earth has never known,
'Vhen in equity and justice,
Christ shall reign on David's throne.
All the prophets of past ages
Sa\\" its brightness from afar,
And in words sublime have spoken
Of the peace and glory there.
They haye slept in those green valley�,
"'hich in \\"eariness the), trod;
Soon they'll come \vith songs of triul1Iph,
To the holy mount of God.
3
ow the world is full of suffering,
Sounds of woe fall on my ears,
2

�
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4

Sights of wretchedness and sorrow
Fill my eyes with pitying tears.
'Tis the earth's dark night of weeping;
\Vrong and evil triumph now;
I can wait, for just before me
Beams the morning's roseate glow.
I am waiting, hoping, praying
For }\f essiah's glorious reign,
For I know he'Il rule in justice;
Right and truth will triumph then.
\Vorldly pleasures cannot win me,
\Vhile I wait for that bright day,
\Vorldly splendor cannot charm me,
\Vhile its light beams on my way
I COME TO THEE.
(c-;. H .

156.)
sins to thee,
I The sins I cannot count,
Tha t all may cleansed be
In thy once opened fount;
I bring them Savior, all to thee,
II The burden is too great for me. II
I bring my grief to thee,
The grief I cannot tell;
No words shall needed be,
Thou knowest all so well;
I bring the sorrow laid on me,
1 0 loving Savior, all to thee."
My joys to the e I bring,
The joys thy love has given,
That each may be a wing
BRING my

2

3
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To lift me nearer heaven;
I bring them, Savior, all to thee,
II\Vho hast procured them a l l for m e. 1
4 l\fy life I bring to the e ;
I would not be m Y own,
O Savior, l e t me be '
Thine eyer, thine alone.
My heart, m y life, my all I bring
liTo thee, my Savi or and my King.11
104.

I COME TO THEE.
Just As J Alil.

L. M.

( G. H. 5-+ ; E. H. 130 ;

S. P. 282.)

COME to thee, I come to thee,
I rest confi d ing in thy word,
And cast my burden on the Lord.
l come to thee ,yith alI my grief,
To find in thee
sweet relief;
Thy blessed "name my only plea,
\\Tith this, O Lord, I come to thee.
;) I come to thee, hose sovereign power
Can che er me in the clarkest hour;
l come to thee through storm anci shade,
Since thou hast said, "Be not afraid."
4 I come to thee with all my tears,
M: y pain and sorrow, griefs and fears;
Thou preciom; Lamb who died for me,
I come to thee, I come to thee.

I Thou precious Lamb ,,"ho died for me ;

z

a

\\"
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5 To thee my trembling spirit fli(!s,

"'hen fa i t h seems "'eak a n d comfort dies ;
I bow a doring a t thy feet,
.A n d hold w i th thee communion sweet.

6

U wondrolls Ioye ! "' hat joy is m i ne,
To fee l th'l t I am truly t hine.
Thou preciolIs Lamb who d ie d for me,
come to thee,
come to thee.

I

105 .

I

SATISFIED W ITH THY LIKENESS.
Be/tn·ed.

P. J1!.

(J. H. 4i8; w. H. 109 · )

F I i n thy l i keness, O Lord, may a wake,
I .A n d shine a pure image o f thee,
Then l sha l l be s a t i sfied w hen I can break
The fe tters o f flesh and be free.

�

know this stai necl tablet must first be washed
w h ite,
�-\ nd there thy bright fea t u res be dra\\' n :
l know I must sufler the darkness o f n ight
To w e lcome the coming of dawn.

3 �-\ 11l1 O ! the blest morn i ng a l ready i s here .

The shadows of earth soon s ha l l fad e :
.A n d soon i n thy l i k eness I ' J l ,,, i th t h ee appear,
In glory a n d beauty arrayed.

4 "' hen on t h i ne 0'''11 i mage in me thuu
smi led,
\Vi t h i n thy blest mansion. and ,,,hen
"
The a rm s o r m ,' Father encircle his child,
'
O ! I shall 'be satisfied then.
?S�

hast
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106.

CONFIDENCE I N GOD.
Laban.

(c. H. 1 I 2 ;

S. P.

S. AI.

1 66; J. H. 304.)

on a quiet sea
I F To\\"ard
home I calmly sail,

2

:3

4

"-ith grateful heart, O God, to thee,
rll own the favoring gale.
But when the surges rise,
And rcst delay to come,
Blest be the tempest, kind the storllI,
" 'hieh dri\"es me nearer home.
�oon shall the ,,-a yes and stonns
All \"ielel to thy control :
TI1\" l oyc will ba;lish all alarl1l�,
And darkness frol11 m y soul.
Teach mc, in eyery �Iate.
To make th,- ,,-;11 111,- o\\-n:
And ,yhile the joy" of -�ense depart,
To liYe by faith alone.

107.

V ALLEY OF BLESSING.
(G. H. 196 ; 'I'. H. 1 2.)

entered the yalle.'" o f hlessing �o
sweet,
And Jesus abides \\-ith mc t herc :
And his spirit and blood make my cleansing
complete,
And his perfect Ion.: ca.'i teth (Jut fear.

I

H A YE

2803
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There's joy in the valJey of blessing so
sweet;
Here Jesus his fulness bestows;
'Ve believe and receive and confess him,
Our refuge from all e�rthly woes.
There is peace in the valJey of blessing so sweet,
And plenty the land doth impart;
And there's rest for the weary, worn traveler's
feet,
And joy for the sorrowing heart.
3 There is love in the valley of blessing so s'weet,
Such as none but the blood-washed may feel;
Here heaven comes down redeemed spirits to
greet,
Here Christ sets his covenant seal.
There's a song in the valJey of blessing
sweet,
That only the virgins can singnations shall worship and bo" at thy feet,
To th' honor and praise of our King.
C I I O.-

2

4

60
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I CAME TO JESUS.
FariJl(l.

C. JI.

(G. H. 67 ; s. 1'. 1403.)

HEARD the voice of jesus say,
Thy load of care thou mayst lay down
And be no more distressed."
I came to J eSllS as I "yas,
'Veary, and worn, and sad;
I "Come unto me and rest;
".s.}

Eyl1lllS if DauJIl.

I found in him a resting-place,
And he hath lllade me glad.
I heard the voice of Jesus say,
"Behald, I freely give
The living water; thirsty one,
Stoop down, and drink, and live
came to Jesus and I drank
Of that life-giving stream;
l\ly thirst was quenched, my soul revived,
And now live in him.
3 heard the voice of Jesus say,
am this dark world's Light;
Look unta me, morn shall rise
And all thy day be bright !"
looked and saw my star of hope,
My Sun of Righteousness.
soon
rise and fill the earth,
And all the nations bless.
:!

l"

l

l

I

"I

thy

l

O l

109.

'twill

WHO SHALL SEPARATE U S ?
The Watchers. 7, 6.
(J. H.

621.)

no life divided,
I O Lord of Life, from thee;
In the e is life provided
For all mankind and me:
I fear not death, O tTesus;
Mv' life is hid wi h thee;
Thy power soon shall free us
From death eternally.
285
KNOW
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2

I fear no tribulation,

Since, whatsoe'er it be,
I t makes no separation
Between my Lord and me.
Since thou, Lord and Teacher,
Hast claimed me for thine own,
E'en now with the e rm richer
Thun 1I10narch on his throne.
3 Thus, while o'er eilrth I wander,
My heart is light and blest,
My treasure is up yonder,
My heart is there at rest.
O blessed thought ! rm trying
To live to please the Lord,
In faith and hope rejoicing,
Through his 1I10st precious \Vord.
my

110.

H E KNOWS.
(G. H. 307.)

KNO\V not what awaits me;

I God kindly veils mine eyes;

And o'er each step of my onward wa}
He makes new scenes to rise;
And every joy he sends me, comes
A sweet and glad surprise.
Cll O.-"Vhere he may lead, 1'11 follow;
My trust in him repose;
And every hour in perfect peace
1'11 sing, he knows, he knows,
And every hour in perfect peace
sing, he knows, he knows.
1'11

236

l-1)'lI!rls ' oj /J(r"')l.
2

O ne step l see b e fo r e me
' Tis all I n eed to see ;
The light o f
i e
earth's i llusions Ree ;
And sweetly, through the s ilence, comes
His loving, "Follow me."

heaven more hrightl)' �h n s

\Vhen

3 O blissful lack of wi sdom !

' Ti s blessed not to know ;
He holds me with his
right h a n d
And will
let m e go,
And lulls my troubled soul to rest
In him who loves me so.

not

4

own

So on I go, not knowing ;
I would not i f I m ight ;
I'd rather walk in the dark with Got!
Than go alone in the
I'd rather walk by fai th w i th him
Than go alone by sight.

light ;

1 1 1.

MY REDEEMER L IVES.
(E.

Re/reat. L. M.

54 ;

s. P. 80.)
KNOW that my Redeemer lives ;
What joy the blest assurance gi \'es !
He lives, he lives, who once was dead ;
He lives, my everlasting Head !

I
2

He
He
He
He

H.

198 ; G. H.

lives to bless me with his love ;
lives, who bought me w ith his blood
lives, my hung-ry soul to feed ;
li ves, my help in time of need.
28 7
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,
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3

He lives, and grants me daily strength;
Through him I soon shall {;onquer death;
Then all his glories 1'11 declare,
That all the world his life may share.

112.

ALL WITH JESUS.
(c. H . 90.)

I

LEFT it all with Jesus
Long ago;
All my sins and weakness,
And my woe.
uman sins once slew him
On the tree.
l heard the spirit's whisper,
'Tis for thee;
From
my heart the burden
II :
Rolled
away-Happy day ! : II
I lea�e it alI
with Jesus,
For he kno'ws
Ilow toF steal the bitter
rom life's woes;
How to gi1d the tear-drop
With his smile,
1Take the desert garden
Bloom awhile;
�: \Vhen my weakness leaneth.
On his might, all seems light.: II
3 I \eaye it all with Jesus
Day by day;
Faith can firmly trust him,
Come what may;
n

::l

288
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Hope has dropped her anchor,
Found her rest
In the calm sure ha \·cn
Of his breast.
II : Love esteems it heaven
To a bide a t his side. : II
113.

P. :l1.

I LOVE THEE·
(\\'. H. 9 7 ; J. H. 450,)

LOVE thee, I love thee, I lo\'e thee, my
I love thee, my Savior; I love .thee, my God;
I Io\'e thee, I !.ove thee, and that thou dost know;
But ho\\· much I love thee, I never can show.
l'm happy, rm happ)" O wondrous account !
�fy jo,Ys are triumphant, l stand on the mOtlnt !
I ga ze on y treasure, and long to be there,
\Vith Jesus my Sa\'ior and all saints to share.
3 O J66l1S, my Savior, with thee I am blest !
My life and salvation, my joy,and m)' rest !
Thy name is my theme, and thy lo\'e is \lly song.
Thy grace cloth inspire both my heart and my
tongue.
4 O ! \\"ho's like my Savior? he's Salem's bright
King;
The sweet song of :Moses he's given Ille to sing;
1 ' 1 1 pra ise him, 1'11 praise him, \\"ith heart and
with will,
\Vhile his blessed work here my moments do
fi l l.

I Lord;

2

III
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2

3

4
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LOVE THY WILL.
Shirlalld.

306 ;

G. 1-1 .

S. 1If.

21 1 ;

S. P.

6 1 9.)

LOVE thy will, O God !
I Thy blessed, perfect will,
In which this once rebellious heart
Lies satisfied and still.
I love thy will, O God !
It is my joy, my rest;
It glorifies my common task,
It makes each trial blest.
I love thy will, O God !
The sunshine or the rain.
Some days are bright with praise, and some
Sweet with accepted pain.
I love thy will, O God !
O hear my earnest pIea,
That as thy will is done in heaven.
It may be done in me.

115.

MEDITATION.
(J. H . 158 ; s. P. 366.)

1Vood/aud. C. "1[.

I From every cumbering care,

2

LOVE"to steal a while away
And spend the hours of closing day
In humble, grateful prayer.
I love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear,
And all his promises to plead,
'V here none but God can hear.

Hymns of Daw1t.
3

I loye to think on mercies past,

A nd fu ture good i m p lore,
And a l ! my cares and sorrows cast
·
On him w hom l a dore.

+ l love by fa i t h to take a view
O f brighter scenes beyond ;
The prospect doth my strength renew,
A n d hence my songs abound.
J Soon sha l l earth 's days o f toil be o'er,
I ts darkness passed a way ;
I ts storms a n d tria l s b u t prepare,
And lead to endless day.

116.

T H E OLD, O L D STORY.
(G. H. 39 ;

s. P.

1275.)

I

LOYE to tell the story
O f graciol1S, heavenly love ;
How J esus left h i s g lory,
Tha t wondrous l o ve to proye.
r love to tell the s torv,
"
Because I k now i e s true ;
I t sati sfies my longi ngs,
As nothing else would do.

ClIo.-I

love to tell the S tory !
' T w i l l be my theme i � gl or}"
To tell the old, old story
Of gracious , heavenl}' loye.

2

I love to tell the story !
�Iore wonderful i t seems
Than a l l the golden fa ncies
Of all our golden dreams.

lIymns qf Dawn.
l

love to tell the story !
It did so much for me;
nd tha t is j ust the reason,
I tell it now to thee.
3 I love to tell the story !
'Tis pleasant to repeat
\Vhat seems, each time I tell
More wonderfully sweet,
I love to tell the story,
For some have never heard
The message of salvation
From God's own holy
4 love
tell the story !
For those who know it best
Seem hungering and thirsting
To hear it, like the rest.
And when, in scenes of glory,
I sing the ne,,·, new song,
'Twill be the old, old story
That I have loved so long.
A

it,

\\1"'o r(1.

l

117.

to

J'M A PILGRIM.
(G. H. 306 ; E. H. 263.)

1'1\1 a pilgrim anc1 l'm a stranger,
l

tarry

I can tarry, can
but a night;
110t detain me, for I am going
To where life's waters are ever Rowing.
Cll o.-I 'm a pilgrim and I'm a stranger,
can tarr}" I can tarry but a night.
Do

I

292
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2

There the sunbeams are ever shining,

O ! my longing heart, my longing heart is there ;

Soon to this country, sin -dark and dreary,
Will come the sunlight of heavenly glory.
3 Of that city to which

I j ourney,
My Redeemer, my Redeemer is the light ;
There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,
Nor any tears there, nor any dying.

1 1 8.

ALL HONOR T O OUR LORD.
Hou.ard.

C. Mo

(J. H. 205.)

'M not ashamed to own my Lord,
Or to defend his cause ;
Maintain the honor of his w ord,
The glory of his cross.

I

2

Jesus my Lord ! I know his name ;
His name is all my trust ;
Nor w ill he put my soul to shame,
Nor let my hope be lost.

3 Firm as his throne his promise stands,

And he can well secure
What I've committed to his hands,
Till the decisive hour.

4 Then will he own my humble name
Before his Father's face,
And in the New Jerusalem
Appoint I? Y soul a place.

293
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119.

I NEED THEE.
(G. H. 3; E. H. 17 3 .)

NEED thee every hour,
Most precious Lord !
N o tender voice like thine
Can peace afford.

I

REF.-I need thee, O ! I need thee ;
Every hour I need thee;

O bless me now, my Savior !
I come to thee.

2

I need thee every hour ;

S tay thou near by ;
Temptations lose their power
\Vhen thou art nigh.

3 I need thee every hour,
•

In joy or pain ;
vVith me dear Lord abide,
Or l i fe is vain.

4 I need thee every hour;

Teach me thy w i l l ;
And thy r i c h promises
In me fulfill.

120.

I

U NDER HIS WI NGS.
(w. H. 34.)

l\" God I have found a retreat,

\Vhere I can securely abide;
N o refuge, no rest so complete,
And here I intend to reside.
294
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CHO.-O ! ""hat comfort it brings,
l\Iy soul sweetly sings,
I am safe from all danger
'Vhile under his win gs.
2

I dread not the terror by night ;
No arrow can harm m e by day ;
His shadow has covered me quite,
My fears he has driven away.

3 The pestilence walking about,

""Vhen darkness has settled abroad.
Can never compel me to doubt
The presence and power of our Lord.

4

The wasting destruction at noon,
No fearful foreboding can bring ;
\\rith Jesus my soul doth comm Ilne,
His perfect salvation I sing.

5 A thousand may fal l at m)' side,
Ten thousand at my right hand ;
Above me his wings are spread w ide,
Beneath them i n safety I stand.

6 His truth is

my buckler and shield,
His love he hath set upon me ;
His name in my heart he hath sealed;
E 'en now his salvation I see.

121.

THE LORD WILL PROVIDE.
(w. H. 59 , G. H. 5. )

some way or other the Lord will provide :
I t may not be my way,
It may not be thy W!iy ;
29 5
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And yet, in his own way,
" The Lord will provide."
C ho.-Then we'l1 trust in the Lord,
And he will provide ;
Yes, we'll trust in the Lord,
And he will provide.
2

At some time or other the Lord will provide ;
It may not be my time,
It may not be thy time ;
And yet in his own t ime,
" The Lord will provide."

3 Despair then no longer ; the Lord will provide ;
And this be the tokenN o word he has spoken.
\iV as ever yet broken.
" The Lord will provide."

1 22.

I

N

CHRIST, OUR PASSOVER.
Berrim. C. M. (J. H.

190.)

memory of the Savior's love
We keep this simple feast,
\iVhere every consecrated heart
Is made a welcome guest.
2

By faith we take the bread of life
Which this d oth symbolize ;
This cup in token of h i s blood,
Our costly sacrifice.

3 This cup shall e'er recall the hOllr
\\'hen thou did'st set us free ;

296
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Soon with new joy in kingdom po wer
\Ve'll drink it, Lord, with thee.
4 \Vhat rapturous j oy shall then

be ours,
Forever, Lord, w it h thee !
Clothed with our resurrection powers,
Thine endless pra ise shall be.

123.

I

IN THE CROSS I GLORY.
RathbU11. 8, 7.
(G. H. 409; w. H. 105 ; E. H. 5 8.)

N the cross of C hrist I glor)",

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ;

All the l i g h t of

sacre

d story

Gathers round i ts head subli me.

2

life
fears annoy,

\Vhen the "'oes of
o'ertake me,
Ropes deceive and
Never shall the cross forsake me ;
Lo ! i t glows with peace and joy.

3 \Vhen the sun of life is beaming

Bright and clear upon my way,
From the cross the radiance streaming
Adds new lustre to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,

By the cross are sanctified ;
Peace i s there that knows n o measure,
Joys that through all time abide.
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124.

THE RI FTED ROCK.
(w. H. 1 4.)

I

N the rifted Rock I'm resting,

Sure and sa fe from all alarm ;
Storms and bi110ws have united,
All in vain, to do me harm :
I n the rifted Rock I'm resting ;
Surf is dashing at my feet,
S torm-clouds dark are o'er me hovering,
Yet my rest is all complete.
CHo.-I n the rifted Rock I'm resting,
Sure and safe from all alarm ;
Storms and billows haye u nited,
All i n vain, to do me harm.
2

�la ny a stormy sea I 've traversed,
Many a tempest-shock haye know n ;
Have been driven, w i thout anchor,
O n the barren shores alld Ione.
B u t I now have found a haven
Never moved by tempest-shock,
\Vhere my soul is safe forever,
I n the blessed rifted Rock.

125.

TRUST IN CHRIST.
Duane St. L. .lL d.

1 74 ; s. P. 7 58.)
NTO thy gracions hands I fall,
And with the a rms of fai th embrace;
O King of gl or}', hear my call ;
O raise me, heal me by thy grace.

(E. H.

I

z98
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Now righteous through thy grace
N o condemnation now I drea d ;
I taste sa.h·a tion in thv name,
Alive l n thee, my l i ving Head.
2

I am;

Still let thy w i sdom be my guide,
N or take thy fl ight fro m me away ;
Still with U1e l e t thy grace a bide,
Tha t I from thee may never s traJ :
Let thy word richly in me dwell,
Thy peace and love my portion be ;
My joy to endure and do thy will,
TilI perfect a m found i n thee.

I

3 Arm me with thy w hole armor, Lord ;

Support my weakness with thy might ;
Gird on thy thigh thy conquering sword,
And shield me in the threatening fight.
From faith to fai th, fr0111 grace to grace,
So in thy s trength shall I go on,
TilI I appear before thy fa ce,
And glory end w ha t grace begun.

126.

I

MY STRONG TOWER.
(G. H. 1 7 1 .)

� Zion's Rock abiding,

),1)' soul her triumph sing;; ;
In his pavilion hid ing,
I praise the King o f kings.

CHo.-l\1y Strong To,,·er is he !

To him will I flee ;
In him confide, in him abide ;
),1)" Strong Tower is he !

2 99
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"Vild waves are round me swelling,
Dark clouds above I see ;
Yet, in my fortress dwelling,
]\fore safe I cannot be.

3 My tower of strength can never

In time of trouble fai l ;
power of Sa tan ever
Against i t shall prevail.

No

127.

WAY-WOR N PILGRIM.
(G. H. 367.)

\V

SA
a way-worn traveler
I n tattered garments clad,
Yet strugg1ing up the mountain,
His face "'ould make you glad.
His back was laden hea \'y,
His strength was a lmost gone,
He shouted as he journeyed,
Deli\'erance ",ill come.

I

CHo.-Then palms of yictory, crowns of glory,
Palms of y ic torv I shall wear. '
2

The summer stln \\'as shining,
The swea t \vas on his brow,
His garments worn and dusty,
His s tep seemed yery slow ;
But he kept pressing onward,
For he was \Yending h ome,
Still shouting as he j ourneyed,
Deliyerance will come.
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.) The songsterl' in the arbor
That stood besi de the way
ttracted his attention,
Inviting his delay;
His watch word still was "Onward !"
Yet swifter did he run,
Still shouting as he journey-ed,
Deliverance will come.
saw him in the eyening:
The sun was bending low,
He\l overtopped the mountain,
And reached the yale below;
Ile saw the golden city-His everlasting homeAnd shouted 10ud, Hosanna,
Deliverance has come !
5 I heard the song of triulllph
They sang upon that
Saying, J eSlls has redeemed us,
From death foreyermore;
Then casting his eyes
On the race which he had run,
He shouted 10ud, Hosanna,
Deliverance has come !
A

4 I

shore,

back\\'urd

128.

PRI NCE O F MY PEACE.
(w.

H.

69.)

I And gaze on the ocean of 10ye;

STAND all astonished with wonder,
And oyer its waves to my spirit
Comes peace, like a heaven1y dove.
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Cllo.-The cross now coyers my sins;
The past is undet the blood;
rm trusting in Jesus for all:
will is the will of my God.
struggled and wrestled to win it,
The blessing that setteth me free;
But when had ceased from my struggies,
His peace Jesus gave unto me.
Ile laid his hand on me and healed me,
And bade me be eyery� whit whole;
I touched but the hem f his garmellt,
And glory came thrilling my soul.
4 The Prince of my peace is now present,
The light of his face is on me;
listen ! beloy.ed, he speaketh:
"My peace will gi\'e unto thee."
:\Iy

z

l

I

3

O

I

129.

r V E FOUND A FRIEND.
(G. H . 224.)

'VE found a friend; O ! such a friend !
I lIe loved me ere I knew him;

He drew me with the cords of 100'e,
Alld thus he bound me to him.
":\Ild 'round heart still closely twine
Those ties which naught can seyer,
For am his and he is mine,
Forever and forever.
rve found a friend; such friend !
He gl1\"e his life to saye me;
.And not alone the gift of life,
But his own self he
my

I

2

u

O !

g uye

me.

.lij mils 0.1

3

fla1l1f1.

�aught that I haye my own I calJ ,
I hold it for the Giver;
�Iy heart, my strength, my life, my aH,
Are his, and his forever.
I\·e found a friend; O ! such a friend !
So kind, and true, and tender,
So wise a counselor and guide,
So mighty a defender !
From him who now doth love me so,
'Vhat power my soul can sever ?
Shall life or death, or any foe ?
Xo; I am his forever.
EARNEST WATCHFULNESS.

130.

Van·na. C. iJI.

(c. H.

67:

s. P.

2

1403.)

ANT a principle within,
I Of jealous, godly fear;
A sensibility of sin,
A pain to feel it near;
I want the first approach to feel
Of pride or fond desire;
To catch the wandering of mr wiJl,
And quench the kindling fire.
From thee that I no more may part,
:K o more thy goodness grieve,
The filia I a we, the loving heart,
The tender conscience give.
Qpick as the apple of an eye,
O God, my conscience make;
Awake my soul when sin is nigh,
And keep it still awake.
'v
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If to the right or left I stray,
That moment, Lord, reprove;
And let thy goodness chase away
All hindranee to thy love.
O ! may the least omission pain
J\fy well-instructed soul,
And send me to the blood again,
\Vhich makes and keeps me whole.

131.

I WILL SING FOR JESUS.
(E.

H.

195.)

WILL sing for Jesus;
I vVith his blood he bought me;
.Ann all along my pilgrim way
His loving hand has· brought me.
ClIO.-O yes, sing for Jesus,
Yes, 1'll tell the story
Of him who did redeem us,
The Lord of life and glory.
Can there overtake me
Any dark disaster,
\Vhile I sing for Jesus,
My ever blessed Master ?
3 I will sing for Jesus;
His name alone prevailing
Shall be my sweetest music,
\Vhen heart and flesh are failing.
4 Still 1'11 sing for Jesus;
O ! how will I adore him,
Among the cloud of witnesses
\Vho cast their crowns before him.
!

1'11

2
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132.

Dawn.

MY REDEEMER.
(G. H. 229.)

si!lg of my Redeemer
I \VILL
And his wond'rous love to me:

On the cruel cross he suffered,
From the curse to set me free.
CHo.-Sing, O ! sing of my Redeemer;
'\Vith his blood he purchased me;
On the cross he sealed my pardon,
Paid the debt and made me free.
I will tell the wondrous story,
How, my lost estate to save,
In his boundless love and mercy,
He the ransom freely gave.
;'
3 I will praise my dear Redeemer,
His triumphant power to save,
How the victory he giveth
Over sin and death and grave.
4 I will sing of my Redeemer,
And my call to glory too;
He frol11 death to life hath brought me,
Heavenly glory brought to view.
2

133.

HOME OF THE SOUL.
(w. H.
G. H . 20.)

5 8;
WILL sing you a song of that beautiful land
I Prepared by our Lord for his own,
\Vhere no storms ever beat on the glittering
strand
For the years of eternity-horne.
(20)
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;\

3

4

that home of the soul ! In m\' \'is iohS an J
dreai11s,
Its bright jasper walls I can see,
Till I fancy but thinl" the vail intervcne"
Bet\\'ee ri' that fair č it\' and me.
An unchangeable home i s for you and for me,
\\Thcre Jesus of Nazareth stands;
The King of all kingdom s forever he'll be,
And his saints will be crowned at his hands.
O ! how sweet it will be in that beautiful land,
So free from all sorrow and pain,
His songs on our lips, and his work in our hands,
To meet one another again.
O!

134 .

I MY CROSS H AVE TAKEN.
Discipie. 8, 7. d.

7 6 ; J. H. 508.)
ESUS, I my cross have taken,
and follow thee;
J\VeakAllandto leave,
poor, despised, forsaken,
Thou from hence my all sha1t be.
Peri sh every fond ambition,
All I've sought, or hope d, or known,
Yet, how rich is my condition !
God and Christ are still my own.
Let the world despise and leave me,
They have left my Savi or too;
Former friends are wont to leave me,
Thou art faithful, thou art true.
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And while thou shalt smile upon me,
God of wisdom, love and might,
Foes may- hate, and friends mav scorn me,
Show thy face and all i s bri g ht.
3

4

5

�Ian may trouble and distress Ille,
This but drives me nearer thee;
Life with trials hard may press me,
Soon mv rest will sweeter be.
O ! 'tis no t in grief to harm me
\Vhile thy love is left to me;
O ! 'twere not in joy to charm me,
\Vere that joy unmixed with thee.
Go, then, earthly name and treasure;
Come, reproach, and scorn and pain;
In thy service pain is pleasure,
\Vith thy fayor loss is gain.
I haye called thee, Abba, Father;
I haye set my heart on thee;
Stonns may howl and clouds may gather:
.
All must work for good to me.
Soul, then know thy full salvation;
Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care;
Joy to find, in every station,
Something still to do or bear.
Think "'hat spirit dwells within thee;
Think what Father's smiles are thine;
Think how Jesus died to
thee;
Child of heaven, canst thou repine ?
save
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135.

I

NEAR THE CROSS.
(G. H . 45 ; w. H

7 8.)

ESUS,
keep me near the cross;
There a precious fountain,

Free to all-a hea1ing streamFlows from Calvary's mountain.
CHo.-In the cross, in the cross,
Be my glory ever;
Tili my raptured soul shall .find
Rest beyond the river.
Near the cross, a trembling soul,
Love and mercv found mej
There the bright -;m d morning star
Shed its beams around me.
3 Near the cross 1'lI watch and wait,
Hoping trusting ever,
Tili I reach the golden strand,
J list beyond the ri ver.
�

2

136.

ENTIRE DEVOTEDNESS TO GOD.
Detmis. S. ,JI.
(G. H . 1 1 4 ; J. H. 293 ; E. H. 259·)

ESUS,
my strength, hope,
On thee cast my care;

J\Vith humble confidence look up,
my

I

And know thou hear'st my prayer.
Give me on thee to wait,
Tili I can all things dOj
On thee, almighty to create,
Almighty to renew.
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want a sob er mind,
A self-renouncing wiJl,
That tramples down and casts behind,
The baits of pleasing iJl ;
A soul inured to pain,
To hardship, grief, and loss;
Bold to take up, finn to sustain,
The consecrated cross.
I want a godly fear,
A quick discerning eye,
That looks to thee when sin is near,
And sees the temp ter fly ;
A spirit stiJl prepared,
And armed with jealous care;
Forever standing on its guard,
And watching unto prayer.
I

137 .

JESUS, REFUGE OF MY SOUL.
JIJar!)'I/. 7.
( J. H . 374 ; w. H. 1 25 ; E. H. 202.)

ESUS,
refuge of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fiy,
J\Vhile
the raging biJlows roJl,

•

2

\Vhile the tempest sti1J is high;
Bide me, O my Savior, hide,
TilI the storm of life is past !
Safe into the haven guide,
O, receive me home at last !
Other refuge ha\-e I none;
Hangs my helpless soul on thee;
Leave, O, leave me not alone !
StilI support and comfort me;
3°9
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All my trust on thee is stayed,
All my help from thee l bring;
Cover my defenseless head
With the shadow of thy wing.
Thou, O Christ, art all l want,
All l need, in thee I find;
Thou didst strengthen when faint,
Now my eyes no more are blind.
Thou of life the fountain art;
Rich supplies I find in thee,
Springing up within my heart,
Rising to eternity.
me

138.

JESUS SHALL REIGN.
(I::.

Duke Street. L . 11[.
5 ; s. P. 7 6 ; J. H .

lJ.

�

2

3

4

39· )

shall reign where'er the sun
Does his successive journeys run;.
JHisESUS
kingdom spread from shore to shore,
TilI moons shall wax and wane no more.
From north to south mankind 'will meet,
To pay their homage at his feet,
vVhile all the world shall own the Lord,
And savage tribes attend his word.
To him shall endless prayer be made,
And endless praises crown his head.
His name like sweet perfume shall rise
With every morning sacrifice.
People and realms of every tongue
Shall praise his name with sweetest song,
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Anci loucl their " oices shall proclaim
Honor anci blessings on his name.
139.

THE SWEETEST NAME.
Ortol1Z,ille. C. .lI.

122.)
the very though t of thee
Brings comfort, peace and rest;
JO ESUS,
! how I long thy face to see,
And be forever blest.
N o voice can sing, no heart can frame,
Nor can the memory find
A s weeter sound than Jesus' name,
The Sa vior of mankind.
3 O hope of eyery contrite heart,
() joy of all the meek,
To those who ask, how kind thou art !
How good to those w ho seek !
4 But what to those who find ? Ah ! this,
Nor tongue nor pen can show :
The love of Jesus, what it i s,
None but his loved ones know.
5 Jesus, our only joy be thou,
As thou our prize wilt be;
In thee be all our glory now,
Anci through eternity.
(s. P. 355 ; J. H. 1 46 ;

•

�

z

3I!

E. H.

68 ; w.

H.
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ACCEPT OUR PRAISES, LORD.
Welton. L . llI. (s. 1'. 13.)

ESUS,
thou everlasting King,
Accept the tribute which we bring;
JAccept
thy well-deserved renown ;

"Ve glory in thy kingly crown.
Let every act of worship be
Like our espousals, Lord, to thee;
Grant a blest hour of joy and love,
Communion like to that above.
3 The gladness of this happy day !
0, may its joys forever stay !
Let not our faith forsake its hold,
N or hope decline, nor love grow cold.
4 Let every moment, as it fiies,
Increase thy praise, enhance our JOJs,
TilI we are made to share thy name,
As bride of God's anointed Lamb.
2

141.

MY GLORIOUS DRESS.

ESUS,
thy spot1ess righteousness
My raiment is, my glorious dress;
Federal S/ree/o L. JI.

(s.

P.

60.)

J'Midst heavenly hosts in these arrayed,

2

With joy shall I lift up my head.
Bold may I stand in thy great day,
For who aught to my charge shall lay ?
Fully absolved from sin I am,
Through faith in thine all powerful name.
312
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Thou holy,meek, unspotted Lamb
\Vho from the Father's bosom came;
\\'ho died for aJI mankind to atone ,
X ow as my blessed Lord I own.
4 And now I see were sinners more
Than sands upon the ocean shore,
Thou hast for all a ransom paid,
For all a full atonement made.

3

142.
(s. P.

JESUS WEPT.
Autumn. 8, 7.

795 ; G. H.

4 20 ;

E. H.

67.)

ESUS wept in sorro\\' over
One who trusted in his name,
J\rho,
beneath dea th 's sullen powcr,
FeJl a victim 'mongst the slain.
Therc his sympathy ,ye see,
In those tears a t Bethany.
Through those tears he spoke s\veet comfort
To the hearts bereaved and sad
Shadowed forth his coming powerYet to make the whole earth glad.
Yes. his power too we see,
In his work at Bethany.
3 There he bade aJI hearts look forward
To his kingdom soon to come,
\Vhere with resurrection po\ver
He'd reca JI the dead ones home.
a ! what glory thus we see
In that type at Bethany.

2

3'3
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\Vhen the pangs of sorro\\" seize us,
When the waves of trouble rolJ,
\Ve may bring our cares to Jesus,
Comfort of the weary soul.
For his love and power we see,
In his work at Bethany.

143.

THE PLACE OF PRAYER.
Refreat. L . III.

(E.

H.

198.)

ESUS, where'er thy people meet,
There they behold thy mercy-seat;
J\Vhere'er
they seek thee, thou art found,

�

And every place is haJ10wed ground.

2

3

4

For thou, within no walls confined,
Dost dweJ1 with those of humble mind;
Such ever bring thee where they come,
Anci, going, take thee to their home.
Great Shepherd, good, and ,vise, and true,
Thy former mercies here renew;
Here, to our hearts thyself reveal,
And let us each thy presence feel.
Here may we prove the power of prayer
To strengthen faith and lighten care;
Here teach our hope and trust to rise;
Reveal thy gl ory to our eyes.
J'4
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144.

JOY TO THE WORLD.
Antwclt.

C. M.

(J. H. 5 72; E. H. 50.)
PART

I.

rOy to the world ! the Lord is come !

Let saints rejoice and sing !
He comes to claim his virgin bride,
Her triumph soon to bring.
Lift up your heads, ye fa'i nting souls !
The signs long promised read.
1Iessiah 's chariot on ward rolls;
He soon the world will lead.
3 Joy to the world ! th Lord sha I I rei g n !
Let men their songs em p loy ;
"'hile field and wood, and hill and plain,
Repeat the sounding joy.
4 He'll rnle the world with truth and grace;
The nations all shall prove
The blessings of his righ teousness,
And wonders of his love.
5 Glad tidings of great joy to all !
Through this blest gospel flow ;
A sweet relief from eyery i ll,
And rest from all our woe.
6 J o)' to the world ! the Lord is come !
° earth, receive thy King !
Let every heart prepare him room,
And grateful tribute bring.
�

.

2
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7

8

9

10

I I

IZ

Joy to the world ! the Lord is come !
Angels and men rejoice !
The jubilee will soon begin;
Praise God with heart and voice !
All nature's voice s loud proc1aim
The praises of our King !
Ye winds and floods and thunders loud,
Ye may your tributes bring.
Thou shining sun. thou smiling flower,
Ye waving fi e lds of grain,
Thou murm'ring zephyr, streamlet's song,
Bring in the minor strain.
And everything in which is breath
May lift a tuneful song;
The woods may clap their giant hands,
And roll his pmise along.
Thus may the orchestral chorus ring
O'er mountain, hill and plain,
Anrl melodies of earth an'd hea v'n
Join in the glad refrain.
J oy to the world ! the Lord is come !
Let praise all tongues employ;
In loftiest, sweetest harmonv,
Express your heart-felt joy.
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145.

KEEP ME, LORD.
Dmllis.

S. •Jf.

(c;. II 1 14 ; J. H. 293 ; E. H. 259.)

r EEP thou my way, O Lord;
Nor dare I trust m)' falt'ring steps
One moment from thy side.
I cannot live aright,
Save as 1'm close to thee ;
My heart "yould fail without thine aid;
Choose thou my way for me.
3 For every joy of faith,
And every high designFor all of good my soul can know,
The glory, Lord, be thine.
4- Free grace my pardon seals,
Through the a toning blood :
Free grace the full assurance brings
Of peace with thee, my God.
5 O ! speak, and I will hear;
Command and I obey;
.My 'willing feet with joy shall haste
Tu run thy righteous way.
6 Keep thou my wand'ring heart,
And bid it cease to roam;
O ! bear me safe through earthly strife,
To Paradise, my home.
.
I\. M)'self I cannot gunje;

2
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CHRIST, OUR LIFE.
I�illllot. 8. 7.
(s. P.
G. H.
j. H.

1287 ; 422; 387.)
and hea,,:>, laden,
LABORIN(7
\\'anting help in time of need,
Fainting by the way from hunger,
"Bread of life," on thee 'we feed.
Thirsting for the springs of waters
Tha t, by love's eternai law,
From the stricken rock are fiowing,
"'Vell of life;' from thee we dra\\'.
In the land of cloud and shadow,
,V here no human e\'e can see,
Light to those who si't in darkness,
"Light of life," we walk in thee.
Thou the grace of life supplying,
Thou the crown of life wilt giyc;
Dead to sin, and daily dying,
Life of life, in thee we live.

14'1 .

LET EARTH AND H EAVEN AGREE.
Lisrher. H. llI. (s. 1'.

1018.)
ET earth and heayen agree,
L Angels and men be joined,
To celebrate w ith me
The Savior of mankind:
To adore the all'atoning Lamb,
And bless the sound of J esu,;' name.
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J eswd transporting sound !
The joy of earth and heaven !
�o other help is found,
No other name i8 giYen,
By which we can s a l vation haye;
For J esu,; came the world tu
3 O ! for a trumpet yoice,
On a l l the world to ca l l !
To bid their hearts rejoice
In him ,yho died for all !
For all my Lord was crucified;
For all the world mY Savior died.
:2

sa y e .

148.

THE GOSPEL FEAST.
Howard. C. .lL (J.

H.

205.)

ET every mortal ear attend,
L And e\'ery heart rejoice;
The trumpet of the gospel sounds
\Vith an i n y i ting voice.
Eternai wisdom hath prepared
A soul-reviving feast,
And bids our longing appetites
The rich provision taste.
3 H� ! ye that pant for living streams,
\Vhy pine away and die ?
Here you may quench your longing thirst
From springs that never dry.
-I- Abundant grace and blessings here
In rich profusion joi n ;
Salvation i n full measure flows
Like floods of milk and w i ne.

�
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Jlpl/llS (!I J)awll.

5

The gates divine of heav'nly grace
Are open to our prayers;
And when we come to seek supplies,
God grants us our desires.

149.

HID WITH CHRIST.
H.

190.)
ET us rejoice in Christ the Lord,
L Who claims us for his own;
The hope that's bui1t upon his word,
Can ne'er be overthrown.
Though many foes beset us 'round,
And fee bl e is our arm,
Our life is hid with Christ in God
Beyond the reach of harm.
Though now he's unperceived by sense,
Faith sees him always nearA guide, a glory, a defence,
To save from every fear.
As surely as he overcame,
And conquered death and sin,
So surely those who trust his name
May all his triumph win.
Bo·rim. C. ilI. (J.
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150.

GROWTH I N GRACE.
Woodland.

C. M.

158.)
minds the world pursue;
LETItworldly
has no channs for me;
Once I Rdmired its trifles too,
But grace hath set me free.
(s. P. 3 66 ; J. H .

320

.lij'III I1S o.f Daum.

pleasures can no longer please,
or ha ppiness afford ;
Far from my thoughts be jo)"s like these,
Since I haye found the Lorel.
3 As by the light of opening day
The stars are all concealed,
So earthly pleasures fade away
'Vhen Jesus is revealed.
4 Creatures no more divide my choice;
I bid them all depart;
His name, his love, his gracious voice,
Have fixed my roving heart.
Its

2

N

151 .

ARISE AND SHINE.
(G. H.

198.)
IFT up, lift up thy voice with singing,
J O earth, with strength lift up thy voice !
God's kingdom to the earth is coming,
The King is at thy gates-rejoice !
CHo.-Arise and shine in youth eternaI;
Thy light is come, thy King appears !
Beyond this century's swinging portal,
Breaks the new dawn-the thousand
years !
And ,,,hile the earth ,Yith strife is riven,
And envious factions truth'do hide,
Lo ! he, the Lord of earth and heaven,
Stands at the door and claims his bride.
(21 )
3 21
.J

2
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Lift up thy gates ! bring forth oblations !

Tbe Lord of earth his message sends;
His \Vord, sword, " ill smite the nations;
His name, the Christ, the King of kings.
He's come ! let alJ tbe earth adore him;
The path his human nature trod
Spreacls to a royal realm before him,
The
of life, the WORD of
a

+

LIFE

152.

GOD !

A THOUSAND YEARS.

LIFT up your heads, desponding pilgrims;
Give to the winds your needless fears;
He who hath died on Calvary's mountain,
Soon is to reign a thousand years.
thousand years ! earth's coming glory !
'Tis the glad clay so long foretold;
'Tis the bright mom of Zion's glory,
Prophets foresaw in times of old.
TelJ the whole world these blessed tidings;
Speak of the time of rest that nears;
TelJ the oppressed of every nation,
J ubilee lasts a thousand years.
3 \Vhat if the clouds do for a moment
Hide the blue sky \yhere mom appears?
Soon the glad sun of promise given
Rises to shine a thousand years.
4 Haste ye along, ages of ·glory;
Haste the glad time when Christ appears.
O ! that I may be one found worthy
To reign with hjm a thousand years.
CHo.-A

2

'\
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153.

LIFT UP YOUR HEADS.

.
IFT up your heads, ye mighty gates !
L Behold ! the King of glory \yaits;
The King of kings is drawing near,
The Savior of the world is here.
The Lord is just, a helper tried;
�Iercy is ever a t his side.
His kingly crown is holiness,
His scepter one of righteousness.
3 O ! blessed they, and greatl)" blesl,
\Vhere Christ is ruler and confessed !
O happy hearts and happy harnes,
To whom this King of triumph comes !
4 Fling wide the portals of your heart;
Make it a temple set apart
From earthly use for heaven's employ,
Adorned with prayer, and !ove, and joy.
S Redeemer, come ! I open wide
:My heart to thee: here, Lord, abide !
Let me thy constant presence feel,
Thy grace and love in me reveal.
6 O ! come, my Sovereign, enter in;
Yet more thy nobler life begin;
Thy word and spirit guide us on.
Until the glorious crown be won !
I l 'dtoll. L .ll. ts. P.
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LIGHT OF THE WORLD.
(J.

H.

Unrwick. C. ]r[.

202;

S. P.

678 ; G. H. 2 1 3 .)

of the world, shine on our souls;
l IGHT
Thy grace to us afrord;
And while we meet to learn thy truth,
Be thou our teacher, Lord.
.As once thou didst thy word expound
To those who walked with thee,
So teach us, Lord, to understand,
And its blest fulnes!> seel ts richness, sweetness, power and depth,
Its holiness discern ;
Its joyful news of saying grace
By blest experience learn.
Help us each other to assist;
Thy spirit now impart;
Keep humble, but with love inspire
To thee and thine, each heart.
Thus may thy \Vord be dearer still,
And studied more each day;
And as it richly dwells within,
Thyself in it display.
.J

2
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H ALLELUJ AH.
(W. H. 94.)

the sound of many waters
LIKE
Rolling on through ages long,

In a tide of rupture breakingHark ! the mighty choral song !
3 24
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CHo.-Hallelujah ! hallelujah !
Let the heavenly portals ring !
Christ has come, the King of glor)' !
Christ the Lord, l\Iessiah, King.
Lo ! the Morning Star appeareth;
O'er the world his beams are cast;
He thc Alpha and Omega,
He, the Grea t, the First, the Last.
3 Savim, not with costly tI·easure
Do \Ye gather at thy throne;
All \Ye have, our hearts, \ye give thee
Consecrate them thine alone.
:I

156.

FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT.
H(wwel/. 8, 9.

496.)
For the dawning of the light;
Error's chains \Ye've felt and hated
Through the long and weary night.
Now the blessed light appearing
Fil1s our hearts with joy and peace,
Doubt and fear for aye dispelling:
O ! what rest in this release !
Lord, we recognize its fountain,
In thy long·luoked·for return,
In thy glory·crowned mountain.
How our hearts within us burn !
Lo, in all the clear fulfilling
O f old prophecy and type,
(G.

H. 227 ; s. P. 1068 ;

]. H

LONG in bondage \ve have waited

2
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Now we see thy kinguom coming;
For the time is fully ripe.
3 O ! we long to see thy glory
Streaming wide o'er all the earth;
Every error, old and hoary,
Flee to realms that gave them birth.
For this glorious culmination,
Not for long shall Zion wait:
Soon will come her coronation;
Lo, her King is at the gate.
4 Bride and Bridegroolll, then appearing,
Shall illuminate earth's gloom;
Anu the nations ,,"ill be sho\lting,
Lo ! our King ! make room, make room.
O ! the times of glad refreshing
Soon shall bring a sweet release,
Through the glorious re i gn of blessing,
Through the mighty Prince of Peace.
157.

HAlL THE KI NG.
(G. H. 262.)

OOK, ye saints, the sight is glorious;

L See the " J.lan of sorrows " now ;
Conqueror, he's crowned victorious;
Every knee to him shall bow.
CHo.-Hail him ! hail him ! angels, hail him !
Hail the Savior, King of kings !
Hail him ! hail him ! nations, hail him !
Hail the Savior, King of kings.
326
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Hail the Sayior ! angels, hail him !
Rich the tmphies Jesus brings;
In the seat of po,,·er crown him,
\\'hile the ,·ault of hea,·en rings.
3 Sinners in derision cro\Yncd him,
:\Iocking thus the Savior·s claim :
Saints and angels throng around him,
Own his title, praise his namc.
-1- Hark ! the burst o f a c c l a nw l i o n !
Hark ! these luutI triuI11phant chords !
T esus takes the highcst station ;
O ! ,,· hat joy the sight atfords !
2

•

DEPART I N PEACE.
SIIIIII),SI;{P. 8, 7.

(J. H. +4 1.)

ORD, dismiss us with thy blessing,
L Bid us now depart in peace ;
Still heavenly manna feeding,
Let o ur faith and love increase.
Fill each soul with consolatiol1;
U p to thee our hearts \Ye raise:
'Vhen ,ye reach our blissful station,
\Ve ,,·ill render nobler praise.
011

159.

LORD, GO WITH US.
Zioll. 8, 7, 4.

(E.

H. 156 ;

s. P.

8 q ; J.

H.

5 2 1 .)

O RD dismiss us ,yith thy blessing,
L Fill our hearts with joy and peace;
,
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Let us each, thy lo\"e possessing,
Triumph in redeemir.g grace.
O ! refresh us,
Traveling through this wilderness.
Thanks we give, and adoration,
For thy gospel's joyful sound;
May the fruits of thy salvation
ln our hearts and lives abound;
May thy presence
\Vith us evermore be found.

160.
(S.

ENTIRELY THINE.
Uxbri,fg,·. L . JJ.
P. 54 ; J. H. 20 ; E. l l. 91.)

ORD, I am thine, entirely thine,
L Purchased and saved by blood of thine;
\Vith full consent thine I ;\"ould be,
And o\\"n thy sovereign right in .me.
Thi ne would I live, thiue would I die,
Be thine through a II eterni ty:
The vow is past beyond repeal,
And now I set the solemn seal.
3 Here, at the cross where flows the blood
That bought my dying soul for God,
Thee, my dear Master now I call,
And consecrate to thee my all.
4 Do thou assist thy feeble one
The gre a t engagemen t to perform;
Thy grace can full assistance lend,
And on that grace I dare depend.
•

2
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161. ·

I DELIGHT IN THEE.
(s.

Shirla1td. S. ,If.
P.

619 ;

G. H.

2 1 I ; J. H. 306.)

ORD, I delight in thee,

L And on thy care dt:penu;
To thee in eyel"\' trouble flee,
11y best. my t ruest Friend.
\Vhen nature's streams are dried,
Thy fulness is the same;
\Vith this ,dll I be satisfied,
And glor), in thy name.
3 \Vho makes my life secure,
\Vill here all good proyide;
\Vhile Christ is ich can I be poor ?
\\That can I want beside ?
4 I cast my care on thee !
I triumph and adore :
Henceforth my great concern shall be
To loye and please thet: more.
2

r

162.

,

THE HOUR OF PRAYER.
(s.

Horton.
P.

I I [ 3 .)

ORD, no hour is half so sweet,
L From blush of morn to e\'ening star,

2

As that which calls me to thy feet,
The ever blessed hour of prayer.
Blest that tranquil hour of morn,
Bkst that solemn hour uf l! ;-e,
329
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\\'hen, on wings of prayer upborne,
Cumb'ring cares of earth l leave.
3 Then my strength by thee renewed,
And transgressions all forgiv'n;
Thou dost cheer my solitude
\\'ith the peace and joy of heav'n.
+ \Vorcls can't tell what sweet relief
For mv ,,'ants l here do li n d
Strengt h for ,,'arfare, bahn for grief,
J oy and hope and peace of mind.
S Hushed is doubt, and eyen' fear;
And l seem in heav'n to staY;
'
E'en the peniteJltial tear
\\'ith softest touch is w i ped away.
6 TilI I reach tha t blissful shore,
This my pri\'ilege shall be,
Here my soul to thus outponr,
Simply, fervent!y to thee.
163.

FRIEND OF THE FRI ENDLESS.
(s.

TVar,l. L. Af.

P.

4i;

J. H. 38.)

ORD of my life. to thee I call;

�

L Afflicted, a t th\' feet l fall;
\\'hen the great tro�lble-floods preyail,
Leaye not my trembling heart to fail.
Friend of the fl'iendless and the faint,
\\There should l lodge my deep complaint ?
\\There, bu t \Yi th thee, ho�e open door
Invites the helpless and the poor ?
330
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eyer 1l1011rner plead with thee,
And thou refuse tha t mOl1rner's pIea ?
Does not 1 he promise still remain,
That none shall seek thy face in vain ?
Poor though I be, despised, fOl'got,
Yet Christ, my Lord, fOl'gets me not;
His promises I daily plead,
And he supplies m)' every need.
Did

164.

HEAR THE CALL.
(G. H . 149.)

O ! e day of

is breaking;
Sons of earth from slull1ber waking,
Hail the bri g ht and �Iorning Star.
CHo.-Hear thc call ! O ginI y our a nnor on ,
Grasp the Spirit's m i g h ty s\\'ord ;
Take the helmct of sah'ation,
Pressing on to battIc for thc Lord !
Trust i n h i m w h o is your Ca p ta i n :
Let no heart in tenor q u a i l ;
J esus leads t h e g a t h' ring legion,
In his name wc shall prc\·ail.
3 On w a l ll1archi ng, finn and steady,
Faint not. fear not Satan's frown,
For the Lord is with you always,
Tili yon \Year the victor's crown.
4 Conq'ring bands with banncrs waving,
Pressing on o'cr hill and plain,

L See the gleaming from afar !
th

God

2

n
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N e'er shall halt tilI swells the anthem,
" Christ o'er all the earth doth reign !"
165.

:z

3

LOVE DIVINE.
Cremvi/!e. 8. 7.
(J. H. 475 ; E. H. 96 ; s. P.

80l.)
OVE
divine, all love excelling,
LThou
J oy of heaven, to earth come down;
hast made with us thy dwelling,
Love doth a1l thy favors crown.
Father, thou art all cOl11passion;
Pure unbounded love thou art;
Thou hast brought to us salvation;
Thee "'e lo\-e with all our heart.
° All11ighty to deliver !
Let us more thy life receive;
Dwell in us, and never, never,
Neyer more -thy tel11ples leave;
Thee we would be always pleasing,
Love tbee as thy hosts above,
Serve and praise thee without ceasing,
\Vitnessing to thy great love.
Finish, Lord, thy new creation;
Pure and spotless let be;
Show us all thy great salvation
Thine shall all the glory be.
Changed from glory into glory,
Till we see thine own dear face;
Tili we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, loye and pra ise.
ti S
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166.

LOVE OF JESUS.
(w. H .

92.)
OYE of Jesus, all divine,
L Fill this longing heart of mine;
Censeless struggling after life,
,reary with the endless strife,
Blessed Sa vior, lend thine aid;
Lift thou up my fainting head !
LentI me to my long-sought rest,
Ke\'er more by carcs op prest.
Thou alone 111\' trust shall he,
Thou alone ca'nst comfort Ille;
Only, Jesus, let thy grace
Be my shield and hiding.place;
Let me know thy saving power
In temptation's fiercest hour;
Then, my Savior, at thy side
Let me e\'ermore abide.
3 Thou hast wrought this fond desire,
And thou dost with hope inspire;
Thou dost wean from all belo\\' ;
Thee, and thee alone to know.
Thou, ho hast inspired the cry,
Thou alone canst satisfy;
Love of Jesus, all divine,
Fill this longing heart of mll1e.
2

\\'

167.

H E IS ALTOGETHER LOVELY.
Orto1Zvi!le. C. "'f.

( J. H. 146 ; s.

P.

3 55 ; E.

H.

68 ; \\'. H. 122. )

1 f AJESTIC sweetness sits enthroned
J
U pan the Sa vior's bra".. ;
333
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His head \yith radiant glories crowned,
His lips \vith grace o'erAow.
None other could with him comparc
Among the sons of meni
l I c's fairer too than all the fair
\Vho fill the heaven l)" train.
3 l Ie saw men plunged in deep distrcss,
And Aew to their reliefi
For us he bore the shameful cross,
And carried all our grief.
4 God's promises, exceeding great,
He makes to secure i
Yea, on this rock our faith may rest,
Immova ble, secure.
5 O ! the rich depths of love divine,
Of grace a boundless store !
Dear Savior, since I'm owned as thine,
I cannot wish for more.
2

liS
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2

WHAT A SAVIOR.

( G . H. 140. )
" ' AN of sorrows!" what a name
1\ I For the son of God who came,
Ruined sinners to reclaim !
Hallelujah ! what a SaviO!' !
Bearing shame and scoffing rude,
In my- place condemn ed he stoodi
Sealed my pardon with his blood;
Hallelujah ! what a S.n-ior !
33 4
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Guilty, y i le, and helpless, \y e ;
Spotle�s Lam b of God was he.
"Full atonement!" can it be ?
Hallelujah ! what a Sayior !
4- Lifted up "vas he to clie,
" I t is finished," was his cry.
Xo\\" in heaven exalted high,
Hallelujah ! what a Sa vior !
5 'Vhen he comes, our glorious King,
All his ransomed home to bring,
Then anew this song we ' ll sing:
Hallelujah ! "'hat a Savior !
3

169.

RESURRECTlON MORN.
(G. H. 1 84.)

" IAKY sleep, but not forenr;

J
There will be glorious dawn;
'Ve shall meet to part, no, never,
On the resurrection 1110rn.
From the deepest ca ves of ocean,
From the desert and the plain,
From the valley and the mountain .
Countle�s th�ongs shall rise again.
CHo.-:\Iany sleep, but not forever;
There ,,-ill be a glorious cl a wn;
"'e shall meet to part, no, never,
On the resllITection morn.
""hen we see a precious bIossom,
That we tended with such care,
Rudel y taken from ollr bosom,
How our aching hearts despair !
335
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Round it:; little grave we linger
Till the setting sun is low,
Feeling all our hopes have peri shed
'Vith the flo,,,'., we cherished so.
Y cs, they sleep, but not forever,
In thc Ione ancl silent grave;
Blessed promise ! they shall "' aken;
T eSlls died the lost to ye.
In' the dawning of the morning,
\\'hen this trou bled night is o'er,
All these buds in beauty blooming,
\Ve'll rejoice to see once more.
�a

170.

GLORY MY HOME.
Sweet HOII/(.

(s. P. 1 501 ; J.

458.)

c � es of confusion and creature com" 1n'lIDplamts,
How sweet to my so l is communion \Yi th saints !
To know at the banqudof blessing there's rUOl1l,
And feel in the presence of Jesus a t home !
Home ! home ! s,veet, sweet home !
Prepare me, dear Savior, for glory, my home.
Sweet bonds that unjte all the children of peace;
And thrice precious Jesus, whose love cannot
cease ;
Though having thy presence wherever I rUaJu,
I long to beholcl th e in glory, at home !
Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home !
Prepare me, dear Savior, for gl ory, my home.
s
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\Vhile here in the valley of conflict I stay,
O ! give me submission and strength as my day.
In all my affiictions to thee would I come,
Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home.
Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home !
Prepare me, dear Savior, for glory, my home.

171.

O U R K I N G IS MARCHING O N .

�'IINE eyes can see the glory of the presence

1\
of the Lord ;
He is trampling out the winepress where his
grapes of wrath are stored;
I see the fla ming tempest of his swift descend
ing sword:
Our King is marching on.
ClfO.-Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, etc.
l can see his coming judgments, as they circle
all the earth,
The signs and groanings promised, to precede
second birth;
I read his righteous sentence, in the crumbling
thrones of earth:
Our King is niarching on.
3 The " Gentile Times " are closing, for their
kings haye had their d y;
And with them sin aH(l sorroW' will fore\'er
pass awaYi
For the tribe of Judah' s Lion now comes to
hold the sway:
Our King is murching on.
2

a

a
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he seventh trump is sounding, and our � i ng
knows no defe.a t.
I le will sift out- the hearts of men before his
judgment seat.
O ! be swift, my soul, to welcome him, be jubi
lant, my feet:
Our King is marching on.

4 T

1 72.

MORE LOVE TO THEE.
(E. H. 148 ; G. H. 136 ; w. H. 7-)

� ' ORE lov to thee, O Christ !
More love to thee !
Hear thou the prayer I make
On bended knee.
This is my earnest pIea:
More love, O Christ, to thee !
:More loye to thee !
More love to thee !
Once earthly joy I craved,
Sought peace and rest;
Now thee alone I seek;
Give what is best
This all my prayer shall be:
More love, O Christ, to thee !
More love to thee !
More love to thee !
Let sorrow do its work,
Send grief and pain;
Sweet are thy messengers,
S eet the i refrain,
e
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\Vhen they can sing with me,
More Ion, ° Christ, to thee !
More love to thee !
More love to thee !
4 Then shall mv latest breath
\Vhisper thy pruise;
This be the parting cry
1\1 y heart shall raise;
This· still its prayer shall be:
More love, ° Christ, to thee !
1\Iore love to thee !
More loye to thee !
173.

AT THE CROSS THER E'S ROOM.
(w. H. 10.)

f, I OURNER, wheresoe'er thou art,

At the cross there's r00111.
H
Tell the burden of thv' heart;
At the cross there's r00111.
Tell it in thy Sayior's ear,
Cast a \\"a thine eyerv fear,
Only spe� k and he ",-ill hear;
At the cross there's room !
Haste thee, wanderer, tarrv not j
At the cross there's rool� .
Seek that consecrated spot j
At the cross there's room.
Heavy laden, sore oppressed,
Loye can soothe thy troubled breast;
In the Sayior fi n d thy rest;
At the cross there's room !
. 339
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Blessed though t ! for every one
At the cross there's room.
Love's atoning work is done;
At the cross there's room.
Streams of boundless mercy flow,
Free to all who thither go;
O ! that all the world might know
At the cross there's room !

174.

FAITH LOOKS TO THEE.
l\'ew Havm.

7-)
Thou Lamb of Calvary,
1\
Savior divine:
Now hear me while I pray;
Take all my guilt away;
O ! let me from this day
Be who]]y thine.
May thy rich grace impart
�trength to my fainting heart,
�Iy zeal inspire:
As thou hast died for me,
O ! may my love to thee
Pure, warm, and changeless be
A liying fire.
\Vhile life's dark maze I tread,
And griefs around me spread,
Be thou my guide;
B i J llarkness turn to day ;
3..0
(E. H. 86 ; G.

H.
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� I Y faith looks up to thee,
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\Vipe sorrow's tears a\\"ay;
Nor let me ever stray
From thee aside.
4 \Vhen ends life's transient dream,
\Vhen death's cold, sullen stream
Shall o'er me roll,
Blest SaviOl', heav'nly dove,
Fear and distress remove;
Bear me on wings of love,
A ransomed soul.
175.

THINE THE GLORY.
J?eviv� Us Again.

(G. H. 2S ;

W. H.

57.)

' fl Y God, I ha\'e found

The thrice blessed ground,
J
Where life and where joy and true comfortabound.
CHo.-Hallelujah ! Thine the glory !
Hallelujah ! Amen !
Hallelujah ! Soon in glory !
\Ve'lI praise thee again.
'Tis found in the blood
Of him \\"ho once stood
My refuge and safety, my surety w i t h God.
3 He bore on the tree
The sentence for me,
And now both the surety and sinner are free.
4 And though here so low
'},fid sorro\\" and woe,
How blessed this hope of the gospel to kno'>,' !
2
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And this we shall find
For such is his mindThis gospel will open the eyes of the blind.
5

176.

MY SATISFYING PORTION.
St.

llIartill·s. C. llI.

(E. H. 85 ; J. H. 1 36.)

� Ir y God, the spring of all my joys,
The source of my dclights,
The glory of my brightest days,
And comfort of my nights !
In darkest shades, if thou appear,
My dawning is begun;
Thou art my sou1's bright morning star,
And thou rn)" rising sun.
The opening heavens around me shine
\Vith beams of sacre d bliss.
And all thy promi ses combine
M y longing soul to bless.
My soul would keep the narrow way
In footprints of my Lord,
And run with joy the shining path,
Directed by thy Word.
1'1
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I DELIGHT TO DO THY WILL.
Rocki1lgham. L. JJI.
(c;. ll.

103;

s. P. 29 ; J.

H. 44 ; E. H. 15 1.)

1 IY gracious Lord, I own thy right

To every sen'ice I can pay,
.l\
Anel call it my supreme delight
To hear thy dictates, and obey.
342
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"·hat is my being but for thee,
Its sure support, its noblest end :
'Tis my delight thy face to sec,
And serve the cause of such a Friend.
I would not sigh for wor1dly joy,
Or to increase my worldly good;
N or future days nor powers employ
To spread a sounding name abroad.
'Tis to my Savior I would live,
To him who for my ransom died;
N or could all worldly honor give
Such bliss as crowns me at his side.
His \York shall future ages bless,
\Vhen present evils are no more;
And all the world shall then confess
His wondrous love, his saving power.

178.

THE SOL I D ROCK.
(w. H. 1 00 ; G. H. 162.)

�/I Y hope is built on nothing less

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness;
I dare not trust the sweetest frame,
But wholly lean on Jesus' name.
CHo.-On Christ, the Solid Rock, I stand ;
All other ground is sinking sand.
\Vhen darkness seems to va il his face,
I rest on his unchanging grace;
In every high and storm}" gale,
�fy anchor holds within the vaiJ.
1\

:I
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His oath, his cov'nant and his blood
Support me in the 'whelming fIoocI ;
\Vhen all arouncl m)' soul gives way,
He, then, is all my hope and stay.

179.

ENDLESS SONG.
(w. H . 22.)

�/IY life flows on in endless. song;
1\
Above earth's lamentatIon, .

:I

I catch the sweet, not far-off hymn,
That hails a New Creation.
Through all the tumu1t and the strife,
I hear the music ringing;
I t finds an echo in my soulHow can I keep from singing ?
"That though my joys and comfort clie !
The Lord my Savior liveth;
\Vha t though t he darkness ga ther round !
Songs in the night he giveth.
No storm can shake my inmost calm,
"'hile to that refuge c1inging; .
Since Christ is Lord of heay'n . and earth,
How can I keep from singing ?
I lift mine eyes; the cloud gro,,'''; thin ;
I see the blue above it;
And clay by day this path\\'ay slllooths,
Since first I learned to love it.
The peace of Christ makes fresh my heart,
A fountain ever springing;
All things are mine since I am his
How can I keep fr0111 singing ?
.

3
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18 0 .
(s.

P.

REST WITH GOD.
Sessions. L. llI.
98 ; G. H. 2 1 5 ; W. H. 1 20.)

"'n IY Lord, how full of sweet content

2

3

1\ly years of pilgrimage are spent !
'Vhere'er I dwell, I dwell with thee,
In heaven, in earth, or on the sea.
To me remains nor place nor time;
1\ly country is in every dime;
I can be calm and free from care
On any shore, since thou art there.
'Vhile place we seek, or place' we shun,
The soul finds happiness in none;
But with a God to g-uide our way,
'Tis

+

equal joy to go or stay.

Could I be cast where thou art not,
That were indeed a drcadful lot;
But regions nonc remote I call,
Secure of finding God in all.

18 1.

M Y ALMIGHTY FRI END.
St. Martim.

C. ll!.

(E. H. 8S ; J. H. 1 36.)

� IY Father, my almighty Friend,

1V When I begin thy praise,
'Vhere will the growing numbers end ?
The numbers of thy grace.
I trust in thy eternal word;
Thy goodness l adore:
O ! give me grace through Christ, my Lord,
That I may serve thee more.

2
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::-'ly feet shall travel all the length
Of the celestial road;
And tread, "with courage, in thy strength,
The narrow way to God.
Awake ! awake ! my tuneful powers,
With this delightful song;
And entertain the darkest hours,
Nor think the season long.

182.

MY SONG.
(G. H. 142.)

' IY song shall be of Jesus,

2

3

J
His mercy crowns my days :
He fills my cup ..,\" ith blessings,
And tunes my heart to pra ise.
My song shall be of Jesus,
The precious Lamb of God,
\\'ho gave himself, my ransom,
\Vho bought me with his hlooJ.
::-'1 Y song sh all be of Jesus,
\Vhen, sitting at his feet,
I call to mind his goodness
In meditation sweet.
:My song shall be of Jesus,
\Vhatever ill betide;
1'll sing the grace that saves me
And keeps me at his side.
::-.r y song shall be of J es
\Vhile pressing on m)' way
To reach the blissful region
Of pure and endless day.
346
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And ",hen 111y soul shall enter
The gate of Eden fair,
A song of praise to Jesus
1'11 sing forever there.
183.

W ATCHCULNE SS.
H.

Laball. S. Jll,

1 I 2 ; S. P. 166 ; J. H. 304.)

� IY soul, be on thy guard;
(c;.

Ten thousand foes arise;
Thc hosts of sin are pressing hard
To draw thee from the prize.
O ! watch, and fight, and pray;
The battle ne'er give o'er;
Renew it boldly every day,
And help divine i m pl ore.
N e'u think the vict'rv ,Yon,
Nor once at ease si t down ;
Thine arduous \York will not be done,
TilJ thou hast gained thy crown.
1\

2

3

184.

COURAGE ! FAINTI NG SOUL.
(s.

P.

Shirla ud. S. 111.

6 1 9 ; G. ll. 2 1 I ;

J.

H. 306.)

�1 I Y soul, ,yeigh not thy life

2

\
Against thy heavenly crown;
Nor sufler Satan's deadliest strife
To beat thy courage do,,·n.
'Vith prayer and crying strong,
Holcl on the fearful fight
And let the breaking day prolong
The wrestling of the night.
34 7
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The battle soon '.v ilJ yield
If thou thy part fulfi l ;
For strong as is the hostile shield,
Thy sword is stronger still.
Thine armor is divine,
Thy feet with promise shod;
And on thy head, ere long, shall shine
The diadem of God.

185.
Duh

PRAISE THE LORD :
(s. l'. 76 ; E. H. 5 ;

St. L. Jl!.

J. H. 39.)

' Y soul, with humble fervor raise
1\ I To God the voice of .g rateful praise,

And all thy ransomed powers combine,
To bless his attr:ibutes divine.
., Deep on my heart let memory trnce
His acts of mercy and of grace,
\\'ho, ,,·ith a Father's tender care,
Sayed me when sinking in despair.
3 He led my longing soul to proYe
The joy of his forghoi ng love.
And when I did his grace request
He led my weary feet to rest.
186.

ALL IN THY H AND.
St. Thomas. S. ll/.

(J. H. 2 74 ; s. P. 527 ; E. H. 2 4 1 ; G. H. 3 20.)

" ' I Y times are in thy hand : "

1\
My God, I wish them there;
My life, my friends, my soul I leave
Entirely to thy care.
3 48
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v times are in thy hand,"
\V hatever they may be;
Pleasing or painful, dark or bright,
As best may seem to thee.
"1fy times'are in thy hand;"
\Vhy should I doubt or fear?
My Father's hanci will never cause
His child a needless tear.

2 "11

3

187.

J ESUS PAID IT ALL.
(W. H.

40.)

T AUGHT of merit or of price
N Remains to justice due;

Jesus died, and paid it allYes, all that I did owe.
CHo.-Jesus paid i t aJI,

All the debt I owed;
Jesus died and paid it all,
Yes, all the debt I owed.
\Vhen he from his lofty th rone
Stooped down to do and die,
Every thing was fully done;
" 'Tis fin ished !" was his cry.
3 \Veary not, O toi1ing one,
\Vhate'er thv conflict be;
\Vork tQr him\vith cheerful heart,
\Vho suffered all for thee.
4 Bring a willing sacrifice,
Thy soul, to Jesus' feet;
Stand in him, in him alone,
All glorious and complete.

2
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188.

NEARER TO THEE.

BethaJI)'. 6, 4.
425 ; 147 ; s. P. 1223. )
NJEARER, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee !
E'en though it be a cross
That raiseth me.
Still all my song shall be,
Nearer, my God, to thee !
Nearer, my God, to thee !
N earer to thee !
Though like a wanderer,
Daylight all gone,
Darkness comes over me,
]\1y res t
s tone,
Yet even here l'd be
N earer, m y God , to thee !
Nearer, my God, to thee !
N earer to thee !
3 Bright doth thy truth appear
Shining from heaven ;
This light thou sendest me,
In mercy given,
Ever to beckon me
Nearer, m y God, to thee !
Nearer, my God, to thee !
N earer to thee !
4 Lord, I would scale the height,
Nearer to be;
My soul would wing its flight
QJlickly to thee,
- 350
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O ! may each dav bear me
Neare;, my Go d, to thee !
Nearer, mv God, to thee !
N e�lrer to thee !
189.

REST I N CHRIST.
H07iJard. C. llI.

(J.

H.

205.)

rTO longer far from rest I roam,

And search in vain for bliss;
l '; soul
My
is satisfied at home;
The Lord my portion is.
His 'Vani of promise is my food;
His Spirit is my guide;
Thus daily is my strength renewed;
nfy "'ants, too, are supplied.
3 For him I count as gain each loss;
Disgrace . for him, reno\\'n;
\Vell may I glor}' in his cross,
\Vhile he prepares my crown.

2

190.
(W.

THE PRECIOUS BLOOD.
Boy/s/oil.

H.

S. N.

1 23 ; G. H. 1 1 3 ; E. H. 1 14 ; J. II. 266.)

I OT all the blood of beasts
N Onjewish altars slain

Could give the guilty conscience peace,
Or wash away the stain.
35 1
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But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away;
A sacrifice of nobler nan�e
And richer blood than they.
l\fy soul looks back to see
The burden he did bear,
'While pouring out his life for me;
And sees her ransom there.

191.

NOT MY OWN.
(G. H. 342. )

OT my own," but s!'lved by Jesus,
N
vVho redeemec1 me by his blood,
l
Gladly
I accept the message;
I belong to Christ, the Lord.
CHO.-" Not my own !" 0, " not my own !"
J esus, I belong to thee !
All I have and all I hope for,
Thine for all eternity.
" Not my own !" to Christ, my Sador,
I, believing, t .. ust my soul;
Everything to hiin committed,
While eternaI ages roll.
3 "Not my own !" my time, my talent,
Freely all to Christ I bring,
To be used in joyful service
For the glory of my King.
"

2
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192.
(G.

DEAD TO THE WORLD.
H.

DenIlis. S. JI.
1 1 4 j s. 1'. 542 ; J. H . 29 3 ; E. H. 259.)

\J OT to ourselves again,
n Not to the flesh we live;
Not to the world henceforth shall we
Our strength, our being give.
The time past of our lives,
Sufficeth to have wrought
The fleshly will, which only ill
Has to us ever brought.
3 No truce with vanity,
Or this world's idle show;
Lust of the flesh and eye, or pride
Of life, we shall not know.
Dead to the world, and all
Its gayety and pride;
To its vain pomp and glory be
Forever crucified.
5 \Vhen he who is our life
Appears, to take the throne,
\Ve, too, shall be revealed, and shine
In glory like his own.
6 Shine as the sun shall ,ye
In the brigh t kingdom then;
Our sky without a single cloud,
Ourselves without a stain.
2

4
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193.

Like him 'we then shall be
Transfonned and glorified;
For we shall see him as he is,
And in his light abide.
HEAVENLY ASPIRATIONS.
Rdrent. L . 111.

(E.

H.

198.)

OW let our souls on wings sublime
N Rise from the trivial cares of time,
Draw back the parting vail, and see
The glories of eternity.
2 The joys of time, of little worth,
Should not confine our thoughts to earth;
"Vhy grasp at transitory toys,
So near to heaven's eternaI joys ?
3 Shall aught beguile us on the road,
The narrow way that leads to God ?
Or can we love earth's ties so well,
As not to long with God to dwell ?
4 Lord, we would grasp the joys divine,
Find present joy in works of thine,
And press along the narrow way
That leads to realms of endless day.
194.

O

M I G HTY LOVE.

(G. H. 46 ;

w. H.

24.)

BLISS of the purified l bliss of the free l
I plunge in the crimson tide opened for
me;
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O'er sin and uncleanness exulting I stand,
And point to the print of the nails in his
hand.
Cl1o.-0 ! sing of his mighty love,
Sing of his mighty love,
Sing of his mighty love !
l\lighty to save.
O bliss of the purified ! Jesus is mine;
No longer in dread condemnation I pine;
In conscious sah-ation, I sing of his grace,
\Vho lifteth upon me the light of his face.
3 O bliss of the purifi e d ! b1iss of the pure !
No wound hath the soul that his blood can
not cure;
No sorrow-bowed head but may sweetly find
rest,
And be in his presence forevermore blest.
4 O J esus, the crucified ! the e will I sing,
1\1y blessed Redeemer, my God and my King !
1\:l y soul filled with !'a pture shall shout o'er the
grave,
And triumph o'er death in the " Mighty to save."
z

195.

CHRIST'S MATCHLESS WORTH.
A rie!. C. P. Al

332.)
COULD we speak the matchless worth,
O O, could we sound the glories forth !
\Vhich in our Savior shine,
\-V e'd soar and touch the heavenly strings,
355
(E.

H.

1 67 ; s. P. 868 ; J. H.
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And harmonize all earthly things,
In strains of praise sublime.
The music of the spheres should tell
How he created ulI things well,
\Vhich grace divine had planned;
.And every radiant human face
Should speak of his redeeming grace,
At loye's inspired command.
In him how grace and glor;- meet,
In matchless beauty, fair and sweet,
Should then to all be shown;
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise
\\Te would to everlasting days
l\1ake all his glories known.
O ! the delightful day will come,
\V hen Chris t, our Lord, will bring us home,
And we shall see his face.
Then, ,yith our Sayior, Brother, Friend,
A blest eternity we'lI spend,
Triumphant through nis grace.

196.

WALKI NG WITH GOD.
St. ]Ifortin' s. C. llI.

(J.

H. 136 ;

E. H. 85·)

FOR a closer walk ,vith God,
To let my light shine on the road
That leads men to the Lamb !
The dearest obj ect I have known,
\Vhate'er that object be,

O To glorify his name,
2
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I want to banish from thy tluone,
And worship only thee.
3 Lord, give me grace to walk with thee
Through pain, or loss, or shame,
That every act may henceforth be
An honor to thy name.
197.

VICTORIOUS FAITH.
Evan. C. M

(G.

H.

107 ; E.

H.

43.)

FOR a faith that will not shrink,
O Though pressed by every foe;
That will not tremble on the brink
Ofany earthly woe;
2

3

4

5

That w i l l not murmur nor complain

Beneath the chastening rod,
But in the hour of grief or pain,
\Vi]] lean upon its God;
A faith that shines more bright and clear
\Vhen tempests rage without;
That when in danger knows no fear,
In darkness feels no doubt;
That bears unmoved the world's dread frown,
Nor heeds its scornful smile;
That seas of trouble cannot drown,
Nor Satan's arts beguile;
A faith that keeps the narrow way,
Till li fe's las t hour is fled,
And with a pure and steady ray
I]]umes a dying bed.
357
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Lord, lead me to a faith like this,
Through trial though it be;
For O ! the rest of faith is bliss,
The bliss of rest in thee.

1 98.

MORE LIKENESS TO THEE.
Hrnom·d. C. jJf. (J.

2

3

4

H.

205.)

FOR a heart more like my God,
O From imperfection free;
A heart com formed unto thy Word,
And pleasing, Lord, to thee;
A heart resigned, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer's throne,
Where only Christ is heard to speak,
Where Jesus reigns alone;
A humble, lowly, contrite heart,
Believing, true and clean,
Which neither life nor death can part
From him who dwells within ;
A heart in every thought renewed,
And full of love di vine,
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,
A copy, Lord, of thine.

1 99.

O FOR A THOUSAND TONGUES !
St. ][artins. C. ][.

(J. H. 136 ; E. H. 85.)

FOR a thousand tongues to sing
The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of his grace !
358
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Jesus ! the name tha t soothes our fears,
That bids our sorrows cease;
'Tis music in the sinner's ears,
'Tis life, and health, and peace.
3 He breaks the power of reigning sin,
And sets the prisoner free;
His blood can make the foulest clean ;
His blood availed for me.
4 He speaks, and list'ning to his voice,
New life the dead receive;
The broken, contrite hearts rejoice;
The humble poor believe.
2

200.
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ON WARD.
(E. H. 9; G. H.

425.)
FT in danger, oft in woe,
O Onward, Christians, onward go:
Fight the fight, maintain the strife,
Strengthened with the bread of life.
Onward, Christians, on"vard go,
Join the war and face the foe:
\Vill ye flee in danger's hour ?
Know ye not your Captain's power ?
Let your drooping hearts be glad;
:March, in heavenly armor clad:
Fight, nor think the battle long,
Victory soon shaJ1 be your song.
Onward, then, in battle move,
]\fore than conq uerors ye shall prove:
Though opposed by many a foe,
Christian soldiers, onward go.
3 59
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201.
(s.

2

3

Ariel. C. p. "�I.

P.

868 ; J. H. 332 ; E. H. 167.)

GLORIOUS hope of heavenly love !
O It lifts me up to things above;
It bears on eagle wings;
It gives my joyful soul a taste,
And makes me, even here, to feast
With Jesus' priests and kings.
Rejoicing now in earnest hope,
I 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.
O that I might at once go up !
No more on this side Jordan stop,
But now the land possess !
There dwells the Lord, our righteousness,
He'll keep his ow n in perfect peace
And everlasting rest.

202.

OUR GRATEFUL SONG.
BalerIIla. C. llI.

(s. P. 329 ; J. ll. 163 ; E. H. 135.)

GOD, our strength, to thee our song
To thee, and thee alone, belong
All worship, love and praise.

O With grateful hearts we raise;
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In trouble's dark and stormy hour
Thine ear hath heard our prayer;
And graciously thine arm of power
Hath saved us from despair.
3 And thou, O ever gracious Lord,
"Vilt keep thy promise still,
If, meekly hearkening to thy word,
"Ve seek to do thy will.
4 Led by the light thy grace imparts,
Ne'er may we bow the knee
To idols, which our wayward hearts
Set up instead ofthee.
5 So shall thy choicest gifts, O Lord,
Thy faithful people bless;
Thy favor and thy grace afford
Our truest happiness.
2

203.

HAPPY DAY. L. M.
(E. H. 1 50.)

HAPPY day, that fixed my choice
Well may this glowing heart rejoice
And tell its raptures all abroad.
CHo.-Happy day, happy day,
When Jesus washed my sins away !
He taught me how to watch and pray,
And live rejoicing every day.
Happy day, happy day,
When Jesus washed my sins away.

O On thee, my Savi or and my God !

3 61
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Now rest, my long divided heart:
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest;
Nor ever from thy Lord depart,
\Vith him of every good possessed.
3 Yes, happy every day has been
Since I am his and he is mine.
He leads me and I follow on,
Directed through the Word divine.
2

204.

H AlL ! H APPY DAY.
(J. H. 603.)

Come Away. P. ]II.

HALL, happy day, that speaks our trials
Our Lord has come to take us home;
O hail, happy day !
No more by doubts or fears distressed,
\Ve now shall gain our promised rest,
And be forever bl�st ! O haiI. happy day !
Swell loud the glad. note, our bondage now
is over;
The Jubilee proclaims us free;
O hail, happy day !
The day that brings sweet release,
That
our Jesus Prince of Peace,
Anci bicls our
cease ! O hail, happy
day !
O hai l, happy day ! that ends our tears anci
sorro\\"s,
That brings us joy without alloy;
O hail, happy day !
There peace shall wave her sceptre high,

O ended !

2
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Anti love's fair banner greet the eye,
Proclaiming victory ! O hail, happy day !
" Te hail thy bright beams, O mom of Zion's
glory !
Thy blessed light breaks on our sight;
O haiI, happy day !
Fair Beulah's fie lds before us rise,
And sweetly burst upon our eyes
The joys of Paradise ! O hail, happy day !
Thrice hail, happy day ! when earth shall
smile in gladness,
And Eden bloom without a tomb;
O hail, happy day !
\Vhere life's pellucid waters glide,
Safe by the dear Redeemer's side,
Forever we'lI abide ! O hail, happy day !

205.

COMMUNION WITH GOD.
lVoodlmzd. C. llI.

158 ;
3 66.)
HAPPY they ho know the Lord.
O 'Vith whom he deigns to dwell;
He feeds and cheers them with his word,
His arm supports them well.
2 To them, in each distressing hour,
His throne of grace is neilr;
And when they plead his 100'e and power,
He stands engaged to hear.
3 He helped his saints in ancient days,
'Vho trusted in his name;
3 63
(J. ll.

s. P.
\y

.Hymm of Dawn.

4

S

And we can w itness to his praise;
His love is still the same.
His presence sweetens all our cares,
And makes our burdens light;
A \\;ord from him dispels our fears,
And gilds the gloom of night.
Lord, we expect to sufrer here,
Nor would we once repine;
But give us still to find thee near,
And keep us wholly thine.
HOW HAPPY ARE WE !

206.

COl1vert.

(Go

H.

I2,

9.

244.)

HO\V happy are we
O \Vho in Jesus agree,
And expect soon his kingdom to share !
\Ve will sit in his throne,
And his glory make known,
And his praises shall sound everywhere.
CHO.-O how happy are we
V/ho in Jesus agree;
How happy, how happy are we !
Now united to him,
E'en on this side the stream
Of the Jordan that 1ieth between,
\Ve rejoice in his grace
And the smile of his face,
\\Thile the glory a nd cross both are seen.
2
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e remember the word
Of our crucitied Lord
\\. hen he went to prcparc us a place
"I will come in that day
And will take you an-a}',
.And admit to the light of my face."
4 Lo ! our King from the skies !
Hark ! he bids us arise
To the mansions of glory above,
O ! with joy we']] ascend
And eternity spend,
In proclaiming his \yonderful love.
3 \\.

207.

HOW H APPY ARE THEY !
Convert, I2, 9.

(G.

H.

244.)

HO\V happy are they
O

\Vho the Savior obey,
And haye laid up their trcasu re auove !
Tongue can never express
The sweet comfort and peace
Of a soul fi l led with heavenly love.
That sweet comfort is mine,
Since the fa\'or divine
I received through the blood of the Lamb;
\Vhen mv heart fi r st believcd,
\Vhat a foy I received,
\Vhat a heaven in his blessed name !
3 'Tis a heayen below
My Redeemer to know;
2
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Even angels can do nothing more
Than to fall at his feet,
And the story repeat,
And the Savior of sinners adore.
4 Jesus all the clay long
Is my joy aod my song.
O that all his salvation may see !
He ha th loved me, I cried,
He hath suffered and died,
To redeem and from death set me free.
208.

THY GRACE IMPART.
lile/more. L. M.

(J. H. 1 18.)

2

3

4

LORD, thy promised grace impart,
O And fi l l my consecrated heart.
Henceforth my chief concern shall be
To live and speak and toil for thee.
'While joyfully in thine employ,
Thc thought shall fi l l my soul with joy,
That my imperfect work shall be
Acceptable through Christ to thee.
Thy watchful eye pervadeth space,
Thy presence, Lord, fi l ls every p lace;
And wheresoe'er my lot may be,
Still shall my spirit cleave to thee.
Renouncing every worldly thing,
And safe beneath thy shelfring wing,
My sweetest thought henceforth shall be,
That all I want I find in thee.
3 66
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209.

THOU ART NEAR.
(s.

Sessions. L. ,1[.

1'.

98 ; G. H.

215 ;

w. H .

1 20.)

divine, that stooped to share
OOn LOVE
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear !
thee we cast each earthborn care,
Feeling at rest while thou art near.
Though long the weary way we tread,
And sorrow crown each lingering year,
No path we shun, no darkness dread,
Our hearts still whisp'ring, Thou art near !
3 \Vhen drooping pleasure turns to grief,
And trembling faith is changed to fcar,
The murmuring wind, the quiv'ring leaf,
Shall softly tell us thou art near.
4 On thee we cast our burdening woe,
O Love divine, forever dear;
Content to sl1trer while we know,
Living or dying, thou art near.
2

210.

WORK FOR JESUS.
(G. H. 28; w. H. 55 . )

ONE more day's work for J eSl1S,
One less of life for me !
But heaven is nearer,
And Christ is deal'er
Than yesterday, to me;
His love and light
Fill all my soul to-night.
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CHO.-One more day's work for Tesus,
One more ch;y's work fo r 'Jesus,
One o e d } s \York for Jesus,
One less of toil for me.
One more da y's ,york for Tesus !
How gloriO'u s is my King'!
'Tis joy, not d u ty.
To show his bea u t y ;
l\ I y soul mounts o n the wing
At the mere t hough t,
How Christ my life has bought.
3 One more days \York for Jesus !
H o w sweet the w ork has been,
To tell the ston-,
To sho\\" the gl�r'y,
\Vhere Christ's flock enter in !
How it did shine
In this poor heart of mine !
-} One more day's w o rk for Jesus !
O yes, a weary day;
But heaven shines c1earer
And rest comes nearer
At each step of the way;
And Chris t in all,
Before his face I fall.
5 O blessed work for Tesus !
O rest at Jesus' feet !
There toil seems pleasure,
l\Iy an ts are treastIre,
And pain for him is sweet.
m

r

u "

2

,,,

3 68

Hymns of Dawn.
Lord, i f I may,
l'll serve another day !

211. -

ONE

NO OTHER N AME.
(G. H . 78.)

offer of salvation
To all the world make know n ;
The only sure foundation
Is Christ, the Corner S tone.
CH o.-No other name i s given,
No other way i s known.
'Tis Jesus Christ, the First and Last;
He saves, and he alone.
2

O ne door to l i fe eternaI
Stands open wide to-day ;
I t leads to bliss supernal j
'Tis Christ, the living way.

3 My only song and story
Is, J esus died for me;

My only hope of glory,
The Cross of Calvary.

212.

THE SINNER'S FRIEND.
Sici!y. 8, 7.

(s.

O

P.

827 ; J. H. 388 ; E. H. I S.)

NE there is above all others

\Vell deserves the name of Friend;
His i s love beyond a brother's,
Costly, free, and knows no end.
(24)
369
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\Vhich of all our friends, to saye us,
Could or would haye shed his blood ?
But our Sayior died to have us
Reconciled in him to God.

3 \\Then h e I jyed on earth abased,

Friend o f sinners was his nanl e ;
Now above a l l glory raised,
He rejoices in the same.

213.

Y

ONLY THEE.
(w. H. 7 1 . )

!

XL thee, my soul's Redeemer
\Vhom have I i n heaven beside ?
\Vho on earth, with love so tender,
A l l my wand'ring steps ,vi li guide ?

O

CHo.-Only thee, only thee,
Loying Savior, only thee.
2

O nly thee ! no joy I covet
But the joy to call thee m ine
J oy tha t gives the blest assurance,
Thou hast owned- and sealed me thine.

3 Only thee ! I ask no other ;

Thou art more than all to me ;
Present life, or present comfort
I resign them all to thee.

4 O nly thee, whose blood has c1eansed me,

\Voul d my raptured vision see,
\Vhile my faith is reaching u pward,
Ever upward , Lord, to thee.
37 0
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214.

O�LY

ONLY WAITI NG.
44 1.)

Sllnll)'Side. 8, 7. (J. H.

wai ting tili the dawning
I s a little brighter grown,
O nly waiting tili the shadows
O f the world's dark night are flo w n
TiJI the shadows a I I sha II vanish
In the blessed, blessed day ;
For the mom, a t last, is breaking
Through the twil ight, soft and gm}'.

2

O nly waiting till the presence
Of the Sun of Righteousness
Sha ll dispel the noxious vapors,
Ignorance, and prej udice ;
TiJI the glory of the sunlight
O f the bright Mi llennial day
Scatters all the mists of darkness,
Lights the gloom w i th healing ray.

3 \Vaiting for the restitution,

Promised in the holy \Vonl ;
\tV hen our race. redeemed and risen,
Know and love their SaviO!' Lord.
\\Then each man shall lo\'e his fello w ;
J ustice give t o each and all ;
D well i n love, and dwell i n Jesus,
\Vho redeemed them from the falJ.

215.

O

THE CLEANSING STREAM.
(w.

H.

1 9.)

KO\V I see the crimson wave,
The fou ntai n deep and "'ide;

37 1

,
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The blood which Christ so freely gave,
\Vhich all ou r sins will h ide.

I

I

C Ho.-The cleansing stream, see, see !
And now by faith it cleanseth me.
O , praise the Lord, i t cleanseth me !
t cleanseth me, yes, cleanseth me !
2

I
I see a new crea tion rise,
Through merit of his blood ;
I see the dead o f earth arise,

\Vashed in the cleansing flood.

3 They rise to wa l k in heaven's light,

Forever free from sin,
\Vi th hearts made pure and garments whi te,
And C hrist enthroned w ithin.

4 Amazing grace l w ha t joy to know

- The virtue of his blood !
Our Father's w i sdom planned i t so ;
His Son our ransom stood.

216 .

ON

THE GREAT DELI VERANCE.
(s. P. 814; J. H. 5 2 1 ; E. H. 156.)

Zion. 8, 7, 4.

2

the mountain's top appearing,
Lo ! the gospel herald stands,
\Velcome news to Zion bearingZion, long in hostile lands:
Mourning c aptive !
God hirnself shall loose thy bands.
Hath thy night been long and mournful ?
Ha Ye thy friends unfai th ful proved ?
Have thy foes been proud and scorn ful,

3 72

Hymns of DaWll.

By thy sighs and tears unllloved ?
Cease thy mourning;
Zion still is ,yell beloved.
3 God, thy God, will soon exalt thee;
He himself appears thy Friend;
All thy foes shall fail to halt thee;
Here their boasts and triumphs end.
Great deliv'rance
Zion's King begins to send.
4 Peace anci joy shall soon attend thee;
All thy warfare will be past;
God, thy Savior, doth defend thee;
Victary is thine a t last.
All thy conflicts
End in everlasting rest.
217.

THE CHURCH'S FUTURE WORK .
i"Ia"�I'"' 7, d.
(J. H . 374 ; s. P.

7 27.)
X
thy- Church, Power diyine !
O Cause thy glorious face to shine,
O

2

Tili the nations, from afa'r,
Hail her as their guiding star;
Tili her light, from zone to zone,
Makes thy great sah'ation known.
Then shall she, with layish hand,
Scatter blessings o'er the land;
Earth shall yield her rich increase,
Eyery breeze shall whisper peace,
And the world's remotest bound
\Vith the voice of praise resound.
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218.

OUR PRAYER.
Sessiom. L. llI.

O

(s. P. 98 ;

G.

H. 215 ; w. H. 1 20.)

GR H eavenly Father and our Friend,
Behold a cloud of incense rise :
The prayers of sain ts to heav'n ascend ;
H ear thou thy humble children's cries.

2

Regard our prayers for Zion's peace ;
Shed in our hearts thy love abroad ;
Thy gifts abundantly i ncrease ;
Enlarge and :fill us all, O God !

3 Before thy shee p, grea t Shepherd, go,

And guide into thy perfect will;
Cal1se us thy hollo\Yed name to know ;
The work of fai th i n us fulfill.

4 Help us to make our calling sure ;

O let us all be saints indeed,
And pure, as thou thyself art pure,
Confonned in all things to our H ead.

S Take the dear purchase of thy blood .

Thy blood ha th washed us white as snow ;
Present I1S sanctified to God,
In us thy grace and glory show.

219.

RENDER THANKS TO GOD.
We/IOll. L. M (s. P. 13.)

RENDER thanks to God above,
The fou ntain of etemal love,
\Vhose mercy firm through ages past
Hath stood, a nd shall forever last.

O
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2

\Vho can his mighty deeds express,
Not only vast, but n umberless ?
\V hat mortal eloquence can raise
His tribute of eternaI praise

?

3 Extend to me that favor, Lord,

Thou to thy chosen shalt afford ;
At thy return to set men free,
Let thy salvation visit me.

4

O may I worthy prove to see
Thy saints in full prosperity,
That I the joyful choir may join,
And count thy people's triumph mine !

220.

O

REST I N THE GOSPEL.
(w. H. 7 4 ; s. P. 1 501 ; J. H . 458.)

Sweet HOllle.

SAI?\TTS who are weary and laden of soul ,
Oppressed and dis tressed under error's
con trol,
I\lay fi nd in the gospel a blessed re lief,
A bahn for all sorro\\", a solace for grief.
CHo.-Rest, rest, sweet, sweet rest !
In the gospel of grace
There is sweet, blessed rest.

2

\Vho trusts in that \Vord has the sweet hope
of life,
An end of confusion and error and strife.
I ts grace i t impart.; to the truth-seeking soul,
\Vho humbly submits to its righteous control.

3 On that sacred page, O, what glory now shines !

As God's holy Spirit illumines its lines,
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Displaying his plan in which all may rejoice,
And praise him forever w i th heart and w i th
voice.

4 Rest ! rest ! O how b l essed this sweet rest at last !

Like m usic at even when labor is past;
Like daw n a fter darkness, like health after pai n ;
Like sunshine o f g ladness tha t fol lows the rain.

221.

WE WORSHIP THEE.
(G.

H.

350. )

SA YIOR, precious Savior,
\Vhom y e t unseen we love;
O name of m ight and favor,
All other names above !

O

CHo:-\Ve w orship thee ! we bless thee !
To thee alone we sing !
\Ye praise thee and confess thee
Our Savior and our K ing.
2

O Bringer of Salvation,
vVho wonc1rollsly hast \vrought,
Thyself the revela tion
O f love beyond our thought !

3 I n .thee a l l fulness d \\'cl1eth,

All grace and power divine :
The glory that exce lleth,
O Soq of God, i s thine.

4 O, grant the consummation

O f this ollr song, II bove,
In endless adoration
And everlasting love .
376
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CHo.-Then shall we praise and bless thee,
vVhere perfect praises ring !
AmI e\'ermore confess thee
Our Savio!' and our King.
222.

TO THE ROCK.
(w.

H.

66.)

the shadows are deep,
And sorrows, how oftcn they sweep,
Like tempests, down oyer the soul !
CHo.-To the Rock that is higher than I,
O then to the Rock l e t me fty
To the Rock that is higher than 1 .
O ! sometimes so long seems the lla)"
And sometimes so hea\')' my feet ;
But, toiling- in life's dusty way,
The Rock's blessed shadow, how sweet !
3 O ! near to the Rock let me keep,
Or blcssillgs or sorrows prevail,
Or climbing the mountain-way steep,
Or walkillg thc shadowy vale.

O And rough seems the path to the goal,
SO�IE1T M E S

2

223.

MATCHLESS LOVE.
Baile),. (J.

ll.

208.)

SOON wc'll sing thc depth of 11latchlcss love,
O \Vhy Christ, why Christ our King was slain;
As on ward ages ceaseless move,
Eternally we'll reign.
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2

Come, Savior, let thy reign begin ;
Come, still each note of war;
\Ve long to sing a n end o f sin,
I n praise that sounds, tha sounds afar.
\Ve pray and long to see the morning dawn,
The bright, the bright eternaI day,
\Vhen tears a re wiped and sorrows gone,
And c louds have fled away.
�1ay glow ing love i nspire our hearts,
And praise our tongues employ ;
We']] watch and pray till sin departs,
Then strike the harps, the harps of joy.

t

224�

ALL OF THEE.
(G. H. 268.)

THE bi tter pain of sorrow
That a time could ever be
\Vhen I proudly said. to Jesus,
" All of self, a nci none of thee."
2 Yet he found m e ; I beheld him
Bleeding on th' accursed. tree;
And my ,,·istful heart said faintly,
"Some of self and some of thee,"
3 Day by day his tender mercy,
Heal ing, helping, ful l and free,
Brought me lower, while I whispered,
" Less of self and more of thee."
4 H igher than
highest heaven,
D eeper than the deepest sea,
Lord, thy love at last has conquered
" .J.V01ZC of self and all of thee. "

O

the
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225 .

OUR H IGH CALLI N G .
Zion.

8 , 7, 4,

814 ; ). H. 5 2 1 ; E. H. 156.)
THOU God of our salvation,
Our Redeemer from all sin,
Thou hast called us to a station
'Ve could ne'er by meri t w i n.
O ! ,\'e pra ise thee,
While we strive to enter i n.
(s.

l'.

O

2

I n the footprin ts of our Sayior,
'\TC w i l l daily strive to ,\-alk;
And the alien worltJ's dis favor
Shall but send us to our Rock.
How i ts waters
Do refresh thy weary floc k !

;) "Te, like him, would bear the message
Of our heavenly Father's grace ;
Show how he redeemed from bondage
All our lost and rui ned race.
O ! what mercy
Beams in his all -glorious face !
4 Then we'd seek the meek and lo,v ly,

Show them their h igh-calling's height
How the called and faithful holy
Shall, with C hrist, soon reign in light.
O ! such favor
'Ve coul d never claim by right.

5 'Vhen we've borne our fa ithful w itness

To thy grand and w ondrous plan,
G athered out thy fairest virgins
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To be wedded to the Lamb,
With what rapture
vVe receive the victor's palm !

'11

6 Then with him :in glory reigning,

11

A the sons of men to bless,
Earth, no more thy name profaning,
Soon shall learn o f righteousness ;
And thy ·wisdom,
Every tongue shall then confess.

22 6.

DELIGHT I N THY PRESENCE.

Be/m·ed. (w. :H. 1 09 ; J. H. 478.)
THOU, in w hose presence my soul takes
delight,
On whom i n affiiction I call ;
1\1y comfort by day, a nd my song in the night,
1\1y hope, my salvation, my all

O

!

2

\Vhere dost thou, at noontide, resort with thy
s l ieer,
To feed i ll the pasture of love ?
For why i ll the valley of death should \\'eep,
Or a lone in the wi l derness rove ?

I

3

longer I \-yander an alien from thee,
Or cry in the desert for bread ;
1\ 1 y table i s furnished w i th bounties so free,
My soul on thy \Vord is well fed.
No

227.

O

THE PLACE OF PRAYER.
]'Ie/more. L. Af. (J. H. 1 l8.)

THOU to w hom, in ancient time,
The lyre of Hebrew bards was strung,
380
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Whom kings adored in song sublime,
And prophets p raised with glowing tongue;
2

Not now on Z ion's height alone
The fayored worshiper may dwell,
Nor w here, a t sultry noon, thy Son
Sat weary by the patriarch's well.

3 From every place below the skies,

The grateful song, the fervent prayer,
The incense of the heart, may rise
To heaven, and find acceptance there.

4 O thou to w hom, in ancient time,

The holy prophet's harp w a s 6trung,
To thee at last, in every clime,
Shall praise arise and songs be sung.

228.

OUR CONSOLATION.
Wood!and.

C. llI.

158.)
THOU who driest the mourner's tear,
How dark this world would be,
If, when deceived a n d wounded here,
'vVe could not fly to thee !

O
2

(s. P. 3 66 ; J.

H.

But thou wilt heal the broken heart
\Vh ich, l ike the plants that throw
Their fragrance from the wounded part,
Breathes sweetness out of woe.

3 O ! who could bear life's stormy doom ,

D i d not thy wing o f love
Come g ently wafting, through the gloom,
O ur peace·branch from above ?
381
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4 E'en sorrow, touched by heav'n, grows bright

With more than rapture's ray,
As darkness shows us worlds of light
We never saw by day.

229.

O

o

TO

B E NOTHING !
(Go H. 74.)

TO be nothing, nothing,
Only to l i e a t his feet,
A broken and e m ptied vessel,
For the Master's use made meet.
Em ptied, tha t he m ight fill me,
As forth to his service I go ;
Broken, that so, unhin dered,
His life through me might flow.

CHO.-O ! to be nothing, nothing,
Only to lie at his feet,
A broken a n d emptied vessel,
For the Master's use made meet.
2

O ! to be nothi n g, nothing,
O nly as led by his han d ;
A messenger a t his gateway,
Only waiting for his comman d ;
O nly a n i nstrument ready
His praises to sound a t his will ;
'Villing, should he not require me,
In silence to wait on him still.

3 O ! to be nothing, nothing,

Painful the humbling may be ;
Yet low i n the dust I ' d lay me
That the world m y Savior m ight see.
382
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H e is t h e fountain o f blessing,
Yes, worthy is he to be praised.

230.

BEHOLD THE BRIDEGROOM.
(G. H. 168.)

U R lamps are trimmed and burning,
Our robes are w h i te and clean,
\Ve\-e tarried for the Bridegroom,
And now we'll en ter in.
\Ve k now we've nothing \\"orthy
Tha t we can call Ollr ownThe l ight, the oil, the robes we wear,
Are all from him alone.

O

CHo .-Behold, the Bridegroom cometh !
And all may enter i n,
\Vhose lamps are trimmed and burning,
\Vhose robes are white and clean.
2

Go forth-we soon shall see him ;
The way is shining now,
All lighted w i th a gl ory
None other could bestow.
H i s gracious invitat'i on
Beyond deserving kind,
\Ve gladly own and take our lamps,
And joy eternal find.

3 \Ve see the marriage splendor,

\Vithin the open door ;
\Ve know that those who enter
Are blest forevermore ;
38 3
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We see our King, more lovely
Than all .ne sons of menj
We haste because that Joor, once shut,
"VilI never ope again.
231.

COMFORT I N AFFLICTION .
St. Thomas. S. llI.
(J. H. 2 74 ;

s. P. 5 27 .)

UT of the depths of wo e,
O To thee, O Lord, I cry j
Darkness surround me, but I know
That thou art ever nigh.
Humbly on thee I wait
To bring de1iv'rance in.
E'en now wide springs the eastern gate,
And rays of dawn stream in.
3 O ! hearken to my voice,
Give ear to my complaint j
Thou bidd'st the mourning soul rejoice,
Thou comfol'test the faint.
4 Glory to God above !
The 'whelming floods will cease j
For, lo ! the swift-returning dove
Brings back the signof peace.
5 Though stonns his face obscure,
And dangers threaten lomI,
J ehova.h's covenant is sure,
His bow is in the cloud.
s

2
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232.

O

WHERE ARE THE REAPERS ?
(G. II. 1 55.)

are the reapers that garner in
The grains o f the whea t from the tares of
sin ?
\V ith sickles of truth must the "york be done,
And no one may rest tilI the harvest home.
\VH E R E

CHo.-Few are the reapers ; Lord, we will join
And share i n the work of the harvest time.
O who will not help to garner i n
The grains of wheat from the tares of sin.
2

Go out in the by-ways and search them all ;
The ,yheat may be there though t he weeds are
ta l l ;
Then search in the highway a n d pa�s none by,
But gather from all for the calling high.

3 The fields a re all ripening, and fa r and w ide

The world now is waiting the harvest-tide ;
But reapers a re few and the work is grea t;
The Master calls and we must not wait.

4

So come ,yi th your sickles, ye sons of God,
And let not the w heat under foot be trod.
\Vork on till the Lord shall say you, \Vell done !
Then share ye his joy in the harvest home.

233.

PEACE ! TROUBLED SOUL.
Rockillgham. L . li-f.

(s.

P

P.

29 ; G. H. 103 ; ).

II .

44 ;

E. H.

1 5 1 .)

troubled soul ! thou need'st not fear;
Thy grea t Provider still .j s near ;

EACE,

38 5
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\\'ho led thee last will lead thee still;
Be calm, anci sink i nto his ,dll.
2

The Lord, who built the earth and sky,
ln love now hearkens to thy cry :
His promise thou may'st freely claim :
Ask and receive i n Jesus' name.

3 Open to God thi ne inmost heart;

He will his comfort then i mpart ;
He w ill his grace most freely g ive,
And peace and joy, thou shalt receive.

4 Rest in his loye though stonns prevail,

No storm can there o'erw helm t hy soul.
::\Te'er l et thy fai t h and conrage fa il,
I I I shall work good by h is control.

234.

DOXOLCGY.

Old Hundred. L. .1[.
(G. II. I ; s. P. 3 ; J. H. 33 ; E.

ll. !.)
)RAISE God, from w hom all blcssings flo w ;
Praise h i m , a l l creatures here below ;
Praise him aloud w i th heart and Yoice,
And al ways i n his Son rejoice.

I

235.

PRAISE OUR K I NG.
IVilmot.

8, 7.

1 287 ; G. H. 422 ; J. H. 3S?-)
RAISE , my soul, the King of heaven ;
To his feet thy tribute bring;
Ransomed, healed, restorecl, forgiven,
E vermore his praises sing :
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Hallelujah ! halleluja h !
Pra ise t h e eyerIasting K i ng.
2

him for his grace and fa y o r
To our fathers in dis tress :
Praise him, still the sa m e as eyer,
S low to c h i cle, and swift tu bl ess :
Hallelujah ! hallelujah !
Glorious i n his fai thfulness.
Praise

he proves yet spare;; liS,
'Veli our feeble fra me he k nows ;
I n his hands he gent ly bears liS,
Rescues liS from all our foes :
Hallelujah ! I Iallelujah !
I-low his plan his w isdom shows.

3 Father·li ke,

236.

TELL HIS WORTH.
7. (\\". H. lOS ; E. H. 1 75.)

Alelfa.

l)RA I SE the Lord, his glories show,

Saints w i thin h i s courts below,
Angels round his throne aboye,
All that see and share his love.
2

Earth to hea" 'n, and heay'n to earth,
Tell his ,,"onders, sing his \\"orth ;
Age to age, and shore to shore,
Praise him, praise him evennore !

3 Praise the Lord, h i s mercies tra ce ;

Praise his providence and grace ;
A l l that he for man hath done ;
All he sends us through his Son.
387
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4 S trings

and Yoices, hands and hearts,
the concert bear your parts;
All that breathe, your Lord adore,
Praise praise him evennore !
In

h i m,

237.

ADORE AND PRAISE THE LORD.
Sicil),. 8. 7.

(E. R . 1 5 ; ). H. 1 7 2 ;

S. P.

827-)

l)RAI SE the Lord ! ye hea vens, adore him:
Pra

h i

ise him, angels in the e ght;
�un and 11100n, rejoice before him;
all ye stars of1ight.
Praise Lord, for hc hath spoken;
\\'or1ds his m ghty voice obeyed;
La\\'s which never shall be broken,
For their guidance he made.
3
the Lord, for he glorious;
Never shaI1 his promise fail;
He shall make his saints victorious;
Sin amI death shall not prevail.
4 Praise tbe God of our salvation;
Hosts on high, his power proclaim;
Heaven and earth, and all creation,
Laud and magnify his name.
Praise h i m ,

2

the

i

bath

Pra ise

238.

is

HEA VENLY TRUTH.
Sicily. 8, 7.
(E. H. 1 5 ; ). H. 1 7 2 ; S. P. 827.)

P Heavenly truth has reached our ears
RAISE

to him, by whose kind fayor .
388
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l\IHy i t s swect, rey i v i ng savor
Fill our h earts and calm our ears .

f

2

is the
Lord, its w t
\
\"
o
p e re,
from
sources flo\\,.
\\ hat of truth wc ha\'e been hearing,
Fix, O Lord, in eyer)' hcart ;
In the day of t h i ne appearing
l\Iay wc share thy pcople's part.
Truth, how sacred
treasurc !
Teach us,
o r h to k n o \ ;
a i n th e h pc and short thc l asu
""hich
other
'

,

3

T

239.

WATCH AND PRAY.
Sessio11s. L. 111.

(s. P. 98 ;

C. ll.

215 ;

\Y. Jl.

1 20.)

)RA YER is appointcd to com e)
I The blcssings God designs to gi \'e .
I n c\'cry case should Christians p ra y .
If ncar thc fount of grace they'd l iYe.
If pain afRict, or 'Y1'ongs opprcss;
I f carcs distract, or fears d isma), ;
If want cleject, if sin distress,
In e ery case, still watch and pray.
'

2

,

v

3 'Tis prayer supports the soul that's ,,"ca k ,
T o gh though t
language l a e ;

hu
be broken,
m
his \Vord to us cloth spea k ;
And to him in Jesus' ame
Dcpend on him; thou canst not fa i l ;
But ask accord ing to h i s w i l l ;
Then always shall t hy prnyer p reva i l ,
And nothing shall t o thec work i ll.
God through
we

4

n

� S9
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240.

PRECIOUS JESUS.
(w. H. 6r.)

E C I Ol rs Jesus, how I love thee !
P And I know thy love is mine;
All my little life I give thee,
Use it, Lord, in ways of thine.
Use my warm est, best affections,
Use my memory, mind and will;
Then with all thy loving spirit
All my emptied nature fi l l.
CHo.-All of earth and all of heaven,
All I wan.t I fin d in thee;
J esus, Jesus, precious Jesus,
Thou art all the world to me.
Vain the world its pleasure boasting,
Vain the charms of earth to me;
Gold is dross, and riches worthless,
If they turn my heart from thee.
Dearer, nearer than a brother,
Source of all my happiness;
Comfort too, in every sorrow,
Ever near to help and bless.
3 Lord I touch thy sacred garment,
Fearless stretch my eager hand;
Virtue, like a healing fountain,
Freely flows at love's command.
Lo ! he turns and looks upon me
With those wonder-speaking eyes;
Vain my soul essays to answer,
I am lost in sweet surprise.
390
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2
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4 O ! how precious, dear Redeemer,

Is the loye that fills my soul.
am thine and have this token
\Vh i le r m running for the goal.
Lo ! a new creation dawning ;
Lo ! I rise to l i fe di\Oine;
I n my soul a n Easter morning ;
I um C hrist's, and Christ is m ine.
I

241.

PRECIOUS MOMENTS.
(E. H . 67 ; G. H. 4 20.)

AutulIlll. 8. 7.

)RE CIODS moments, rich in blessing,
A t the tlll'one of grace I spen d ;
All m y joys a n d griefs expressing,
To my best and truest Friend.
Here I find that s\yeet communion
\Vi th my Father and my Lord,
Earnest of that blessed union
Promised i n the Holy \Vorc!.

I

2

Christ says, Come, thou hea\")" laden,
I will give thee S\\Oeetest rest ;
All the way my feet ha\"e trodden ;
Come to me ,,"hen sore opprest.
Take my easy yoke upon you,
Rest from earthly care and strife ;
I w i l l sw eetest comfort give you,
\Valk w i th me the ways of l i fe.

3 Lord , ,ye praise thee for this blessing,

For this privilege so sweet,
For thy tender love's caressing,
For this sure and safe retreat.
391
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Never weary of our coming,
N ever spurning our request;
'With complaint or with rejoicing,
Still thy love is manifest.
2 42.

PRECIOUS PROMI SE.
(G. H . 50; E. H. 153.)

RECIOUS promise God hath given
P To the weary ones who try
Treasure to lay up in heaven,
" I will guide thee with mine eye. "
CHo.-I will guide thee, I will guide thee,
I will guide thee with mine eye;
In the way which I will show thee,
" I will guide thee with mine eye."
2 When temptations almost win thee,
And thy trusted watchers fiy,
Let this promise ring within thee,
" I will guide thee with mine eye."
3 When thine earthly hopes have perished,
In the grave of years gone by,
Let this promise still be cherished,
" I will guide thee with mine eye."
4 By and by the heav'nly treasures,
:Moth and rust could ne'er destroy,
Thou wilt find laid up in glory,
Guided to them by mine eye.
39,
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243.

PRECIOUS SA VIOR.
(w. H. lO!')

RECIOUS Savior, thou hast saved mej
P Thine, and only thine, I amj
O ! the cleansing blood has reached me,
Glory, glory to the Lamb !
CHo.-Glory, glory, Jesus saves me !
Glory, glory to the Lamb !
O ! the cleansing blood has reached me j
Glory, glory to the Lamb !
Long my yearning heart was trying
To enjoy this perfect rest;
But I gave all trying over:
Simply trusting, I was blest.
3 Consecrated to thy service,
While I live 1'11 live to thee;
I will witness, to thy glory,
Of salvation full and free.
4 Trusting, trusting every moment;
Saved from sin by power divine j
Have I love ? thou didst impart it j
Have I light? the light is thine.
5 Glory to the blood that bought me !
G lory to its cleansing power !
Glory to the grace that keeps me !
Glory, glory, evermore !
2
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244.

THY W I LL BE DONE.
I-Iortoll. 7.
s. P. I I 1 3 .)

(E. H. 106 ;

RINCE o f peace, accept my will ;
B i d this s truggling flesh be still ;
Bid my fears and doubti ngs cease,
H ush my spiri t into peace.

P

2

Thou hast bough t me w i th thy blood,
Opened wide the gate to God.
Peace I crave, a n d it must be,
Lord, in being one with thee.

3 May thy w ill, not mine, be done ;

May thy will and mine be one ;
Banish self-will from my heart,
And thy perfect peace impart .

4 Savior, a t thy fee t I fall,

Thou my l i fe, my hope for all !
Let thy happy serva n t be
One forevermore w i th thee.

245.

THE H ARVEST.
(G. H. 79.)

all day were the v irgins fair,
R\EAPING
Patiently toiIing in fai th and prayer,

Seeking the wheat from the dawn till night,
J ewels to shine in the morning light.
O ! rich will the harvest be.
Cno.-Reaped from the garden, or reaped from
the rock,
195
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Reaped from the wayside, the wheat from
the stalk,
Gathered from wealth or from poverty,
Grand and blest wiH the harvest be.
2

Reaping aH day though their foes were nigh,
Saving the w heat that it should not die,
Gath'ring the jewels bright and fa ir,
Sorting them out with tender care.
O l grand will the harvest be.

3 Reaping from seed that was sown in tears,

Gath'ring the fruit of laborious years,
Looking in hope for the harvest home,
Reapers and sowers together come.
O l sweet will the meeting be.

246.

REDEEMED.
(G. H. 405 .)

REDEEMED

l Redeemed l

O, sing the joyfu l strai n !

Give praise, give praise,
And glory to his name,
\\'ho gave his life our souls to save,
And purchased freedom for the slave l
CHo.-Redeemed l
woe l
Redeemed l
know ;
Redeemed !
Redeemed !

redeemed from sin and all i ts
redeemed l etemal life

to

redeemed by Jesus blood ;
redeemed l O praise the Lord !
39 6
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2

Redeemed ! redeemed !
The word has brought repose,
And joy, and joy,
That each redeemed one k nows
Who sees his sins on ) esus laid,
And k nows his blood the ransom paid.

3 Redeemed ! redeemed !

0, joy that I should be
I n Christ, i n Christ,
From sin fore ver free !
Forever free to pra ise his name,
\Vho bore for me the guilt and shame.

247.

REJOICE AND BE GLAD.
(G. H. 24 ; w. H. 5 7-)

RE)OICE

and be glad !
The Redeemer has come !
Go look on his cradle, his cross, and his tomb.
CnD.-Sound his praises, tell the story
Of him w ho was slain ;
Sound his praises, tell with gladness
He liveth again.

Rejoice and be glad !
I t is sunshine a t last !
The clouds haye departed, the shadows are past.
3 Rejoice and be glad !
For the blood hath been shed,
Redemption is finished, the price hath been paid.
4 Rejoice and be glad !
ow the pardon is free ;
The j ust for the unjust ha t h died o n the tree.
2

N

3 97
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Rejoicc and be glad !
For the Lamb that "'as slain
O'er death i s triumphant, a ncl liveth again.
5

6 Rejoice and be glad !
For our King from on high
Has come for his jewels, his kingdom

IS

nigh.

7 Rcjoice and be glad !

For he cometh to reign
In triumph and glory ; O sing the glad s train.

CHo.-Sound his praises,

tel l the stury
Of h i m who ,,' a s sla i n ;
Sound his praises, tell with gladness
H e c0111 cth to rcign.

248.

M I L LENNIAL GLORY.
( J . H. 509.)

1\EJO�CE ! rejoice ! the promised time is com

mg ;
Rej ui ce ! rejoice ! the wil dcrness shall bloom;
And Zion's children soon shall sing ;
The deserts a l l are blossoming.
Rejoice ! rejoice ! the promised time is coming ;
Rejoice ! rejoice ! the wil derness shall bloom.
The gospel banner, wide unfurled,
Shall wave in triumph o'er the world,
And every crea ture, bond or free,
Shall haiI the gIorious j ubiIee.
2

Rejoice ! rejoice ! the promised time is coming;
Rejoice ! rejoice ! Jerusalem shall s ing.
39 8
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Of peace I only knew the name,

Nor found my soul its rest,
Until the sweet-yoiced angel came
To soothe my weary breast.

3 ::\ly highest place is lying low

A t my Redeemer's feet ;
N o real jo), i n life I know,
But in his service sweet.

4 And oh, w hat rapture will it bc

\Vith all the host aboyc.
To sing through all eternity
The wonders of H i s loc'c,

250.

REST, TILL MORNI N G DA WNS.
Boy/ston. S. llI.

R

(E. H. 1 I4; J. H. 266.)

EST for the toiling hand,
Rest for the anxious bro,,',
Rest for the weary, way- sore feet,
Rest from all labor now.
2

Rest for the fevered brain,
Rest for the throbbing eye ;
Through these parched l ips of clay no more
Shall pass the moan or sigh.

3 Rest, wear)' one, a "' hile,

Till Christ shall bid thee risc ;
And soon, as from refreshing sleep ,
Thou'\t wake with glad surprise.
-lOO
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4

5

Soon, soon, from out the dust
Shall all come forth and sing;
Sharp has the frost of winter been
But brightly shines the spring.
Let hope cheer those who weep;
E'en now the rays of dawn
Above the eastern hill-tops creep
vVe're near the light of mom.

251.

ROCK OF AGES.
P. 1 1 24; G. H. 86.)

(s.

OCK of ages, eleft for me,
R I am hidden safe in thee:
HicIden here fr0111 all my foes,
N one can harm though all oppose;
For though justice once condemned
Love dici this hlest shelter senci.
\Vho aught to my charge shall lay,
Hidden in this rock alway ?
Love did for my sin atone;
I shall live through Christ alone.
I need fear no evil thing
While by simple faith I cl ing.
3 Could my tears forever flow,
Could my zeal no languor know,
These for sin could not atone;
Thou hast sa ved anci thou alone.
In my hand no price I bring;
Simply to thy cross I eling.

2

401

Hj'llI!lS 0./ Daum.

252 .

SAFE IN THE ARMS OF J ESUS.
(G. H. 4; w. H . 4 ; E. H. 1 84.)

AFE in the arms of Jesus,
S Safe from corroding care,
Safe from the worlcl's temptations,
Sin cannot harm me there.
Free from the blight of sorrow,
Free from all doubts and fears;
Only a few more trials,
Only fe\\' more tears !
CHo.-Safe in the arms of Jesus,
Safe in his love to rest,
O how my heart rejoices !
S\veetly my soul doth rest.
Jesus, my heart's dear refuge,
Jesus has died for me;
Finn on the Rock of Ages
Ever my trust shall be.
Here let me wait with patience,
Wait tili the night is o'er;
\Vait tili the glorious sun light
Rises to set no more.
a

2

253.

THANKFUL WORSHIP.
Sabbath :lJor1l. 7, d.

(J. H. 3 81 ;

S. P.

1062:)

AFELY through another \\'eek
S God has brought us 011 Ollr way.
Let us no\\' blessing seek,
\Vaiting in his courts to-daya

402
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Day of all the week the best,
Emblem of eternaI rest.
i

\Vh ile we seek supplies of grace,
Through the dear Redeemer's name,
Show thy reconciled face;
Take a way our sin and shame.
From all worldly cares set free,
May we rest this day in thee.

3 H ere we come thy name to praise;

Let us fed thy presence near;
l\Iay thy glory meet our eyes,
\Vh ile ,,'e join in worship here.
H ere afford us, Lord, a taste
Of our ever1asting rest.

254.

PRAY FOR REAPERS,
Sicily. 8, 7, 4.

(E. H. 1 5 ; J. H. 1 72 ; s, P. 827.)

AINTS of God, the dawn is brightening
With the glory of the Lord ;
O 'er the earth the fidd is w hitening ;
Now recall the Master's word
Pray for reapers
In the harvest of the Lord.

S

2

Long we've sowed with toil and sadness,
Weeping o'er the waste a round ;
Now w e gather grains of gladness;
Ripened w heat may now be found.
Blessed reapers !
How their joys may now abound !
403
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3

O Lord, fulfill thy pleasure,
Use thy consecrated ba nd,
Culling out thy precious treasure
From
the tares o'er a l l the land.
:Make us reapers,
\Ve're awaiting thy commantI .

4

Soon s h a l l e n d t h e time of reaping,
Soon the happy day will come,
And with joy we shall be keeping
God's eternaI harves t home.
O wha t rupture !
N ever, nevermore to roam.

K ow.

255.

SALVATION.
H . 1 75 ; s. P. 1405.)

Zera. C. llI. (J.

AL V ATION ! O the joyful sound !
\Vhat tidings for our race !
Deliv'rance for the world is found,
Through God's abounding grace.

S

2

Salvation ! let the tidi ngs fly
The sin-cursed earth around !
Raise the triumphant notes on high,
And let your songs abound.

3 Salva tion ! O ye weary souls,

I t brings you life and peace
E ternal life, eternaI health.
And joys which ne'er shall cease.

4 Salvation ! O -ye toi ling sai nts,

By faith ye have it now ;
404
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The promise is your daily strength,
W hi le to God's will ye bow.

5 Salvation ! O the blessed work

With Christ you shall enjoy
Of bearing i t to all mankind
Your future blest employ.

6 Salvation ! O our Father, God,

And thou, his blessed Son,
The plan is w ise, and j ust and good,
The wondrous work well done.

7 Salva tion ! O the blessed theme

Shall fill the world with joy !
W hen all i ts mighty work is seen,
Praise shall all tongues employ.

256.

EMPTY A N D FILL MY HEART.
Ward. L. .ft1. (s. P. 47 ; J. H. 3 8.)
We/ton. (s. P. 1 3 .)

AVI O R divine, now from above,
Assist me w i th thy heavenly grace ;
Empty my heart of earthly love,
And for thyself prepare the place.

S

3

O ! let thy sacred presence fill,
And set my longing spirit free,
vVhich seeks to have no other will,
But day by day to follow thee.

3 \Vhile now on trial here below,

I

N o other good will I pUl'sue ;
b i d this world o f noise and show,

\\Tith all its glittering snares, adieu.
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4 That path w i th patient care I seek,

In which my Sav ior's footprints shine ;

N or could I trust, nor would I speak
Of any other way than thine.

5 Henceforth may no profane delight

D ivide this consecrated soul ;
Possess i t , thou who hast the right,
As Lord and Master of the w hole.

6 Nnught that's of earth do I desire,
But let thy spirit with me rest ;
Only for this will I i nquire,
And thus w i th thee I shall be blest.

257.

SAVIOR, LEAD US.
8, 7, 4· (�;. H. 145.)

AVIOR, like a shepherd lead us ;
S 1:1uch w e need thy tender care ;
In thy pleasant pastures feed us,

For our use thy fold prepare :
Blessed Jesus,
Thou hast bought us, thine we are.

2

\Ve are thine ; do thou befriend us,
Be the guardian of our way ;
Keep thy flock, from foes defend us,
Let liS never go astray :
Blessed J eSllS,
Hear, O hear us w hen we pray.

3 Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and needy though we be ;
Thou hast mercy to relieve us,
406
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G race to cleanse, and power to free :
Blessed J esus,
\Ve have fully turned to thee.
4 Fully let us have thy favor,

Fully we would do thy will ;
Blessed Lord and only Savior,
\Vith thy love and li keness fill :
Blessed J esus,
Thou hast loved us, love us still.

258.

S

A

CLINGING TO THEE.
(G. H. 48.)
VIOR, more than l i fe to me,
I am cli ngi ng, clinging close to thee ;

Let thy precious blood applied
Keep me ever, ever near thy side.

C H o .-Every day, every hour,
Let me feel thy cleansing power :
�Iay thy tender love to me,
B ind me closer, closer, Lord, to thee.
2

Through this trial state below,
Lead me ever, ever, as I go ;
Trusting thee, I cannot stray ;
I can never, never lose IllY ·way.

3 I would love thee more and more,

Tili this fleeting, fleeting l i fe is o'er ;
Tili my soul has gained the bliss
Of a higher , h igher state than this.

4 Then I'l! see what thou hast wrought ;

Then 1 ' 1 1 love thee, love thee a s
4°7

l

ought.
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Looking back, 1'11 praise the way
Thou hast led me, led me, day by day.

259

SAVIOR, THY DYING LOVE.
(G. H. 26; E. H. 21 8.)

S

AVIOR, thy dying love

Thou gavest me,
Nor would I aught withhold,
Dear Lord, fro m thee .
I n love my soul w ould bow,
My heart fulfill i ts vow,
J\lyself an ofI"ring now,
I bring to thee.
2

J esus, our mercy- seat,
Covering me,
My grateful faith looks up,
Savior, to the e .
Help me t h e news to bear,
Thy wondrous love declare,
Spread thy truth everywhere,
Dear Lord, for thee.

3 Give me a fai thful heart,

Likeness to thee,
That each departing day
Henceforth may see
Thy work of love well done,
Thy praise on earth begun,
Some vic t'ry for truth won,
Some w ork for thee.
403
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4 Lord,

I would follow thee
In all the way
Thy weary feet have trod;
Yes, if I may.
Help m e the cross to bear,
All thy fair graces wear,
Close watching uuto prayer,
Following thee.

5 All that I am and have

Thy g i fts so freeAll o f my ransomed l i fe,
Dear Lord , for thee !
And w hen thv face I see,
Thy sweet " \Vell done" shall be,
Through a l l eterni ty,
E nough for me.

260.
8.

6.

SEND OUT THY LIGHT.

(" ShO'wers of Blessillg." Page 33. )

END out thy l ight and truth, O Lord;
Let them our leaders be
To guide us to thy holy hill
\Vhere we shall "'orship thee.
Send out thy light o'er .Iand and sea,
Till every heart shall bow to thee.

S

CHo.-Send out thy l ight,
Thy light and truth, O Lord.
2

Send out thy light and truth, O Lord,
\Vhere sin's dark shadows fall ;
Arouse the soldiers of the cross
To heed the trumpet's call ;
409
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Send out thy truth where error reigns,
Anel cIeanse a way i ts cri mson stains.
3 Send out thy light and truth, O Lord ;

The blessed tidings spread
Till, by those s weet e\-angel tones,
All nations shall be led;
Send out thy light, O Morning Star,
And beam upon the i sles afar.

4-

Send out thy light and truth, O Lord,
And let the beams of dav
Break through the d ismal gJoom of night
And guide men in thy way_
Send out thy truth, O speed the hour
\V hen all the world shall know i ts power.

261.

S

FULL Y THE LORD'S.
Fcd,·ral Street. L. JI. (5. P . 60.)

HALL I, for fear o f feeble man,
Refrai n from showing God's great plan ?
Under a cover hide my ligh t,
\Vhile thousands grope in cheerless night ?
2

S hall I, for this \\"orld's mean renow n,
Regard a mortal's smile or fro\\" n
Ho\\" then could my trial stand ?
Or \\" hat excuse could I command ?

?

I

3 Lord, I would loyal prove to thee ;

Let thy reproaches fall on me ;
To spend my days in thine em ploy
S hall be my chiefest earthly j oy.
410
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4

5

6

7

O ! what are all carth's gilded toys
Compared with heaven's eternaI joys ?
Or even to the feast now spread,
For pilgril1ls through the desert led ?
O ! sweeter far the wilderness,
\Vith all its bleak, wild barrenness,
Than all the city's pom p and pride
\Vithout my heavenly Friend and Guide !
I ts manna is a foretaste sweet
Of heavenl), bounty all complete;
I ts cloudy pillar, guiding light,
.Are earnests of the future bright.
This path I therefore humbly trend,
In footprints of our living Head,
In hope rejoicing as I go
In him ho leads and loves mc so,
\\'

262.

2

SHALL WE MEET?
(G, H, 1 99,)

HALL we meet beyond death's river,
S \Vhere its surges cease to roll ?
And in all the long forever,
Shall 'we rest from its control ?
Yes, we'lJ meet, yes, \Ve'lI meet,
Yes, we'lI meet beyond the river;
'l es, we 'll meet beyond the river,
Where there's life for every soul.
Just beyond the time of trouble,
\Vhen our King has gained control,
4II
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Da wns the glorious, brig h t fore\'er,
\Vhich shal l gladden eyery soul.
\Ve sha l l meet, ,ye shalt meet,
\Ve shall meet beyond the trouble;
\ V e shall meet beyond the trouble,
\\'hen its surges cease to rol l.
3

how glad, i n that blest harbor,
\Vhen this stormy time is o'er,
Men will be to cast their anchor,
On eternity's blest shore !
They shall n;eet, they shall meet,
They shall meet in that b!est harbor;
They
- shall meet in that blest harbor
A nel be blest for evermore.
O !

that glorious heav'nly city !
that New J erusa lem !
lIow 'twill shine in all i ts beauty !
'Twill be gorgeous as a gem.
\\T e shall meet, we shall meet,
\Ve shall meet i n that fair cit\' ;
\Ve shall meet i n that fair city�
I n the New Jerusalem.

+ O

O

5 \Ve shall meet our loved and lost ones,

\\'hen the surges cease to roll ;
S i n a n d death, and eyery eviI,
Then shall yield to Christ's control.
\\' e shall meet, ,ye shall meet,
\Ve shall m.eet beyond all trouble;
\\T e shall meet beyo � d all trouble,
\\Then the surges cease to roll.
41 2
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263 .

SIMPLY TRUSTING.
tG. H. 1 65.)

S nIPL

Y trusting eyery day,
Trusting through a stormy way ;
EYen when my s tore is small
Trusting Jesus. that is all.
,CHo.-Trusting as the moments fly,
Trusting as the days go by ;
Trusting him whate ' er befall,
Trusting Jesus. that is all.
2

Brigh tly doth his spirit shine
Into this poor heart o f mine;
\\'hile he leads cannot fa l l ;
Trusting Jesus, that i s all.

I

3 Si nging , i f 111y war is clear;

Praying. i f the path is drear ;
I f i n danger, for him cal l ;
Trusting Jesus, that i s all.

4 Trusting him till dea th is past;

Trusting him for life at last ;
TilI ,y jthin the jasper wall,
Trusting Jesus, tha t is all.

264.

WONDERFUL WORDS OF L IFE.
(G. H. 282 ; E. H. 97.)

S

I�G them over again to me,

\\T onderful "'ords of l i fe !
Let me more of their beauty see,
\Vonderfu l words of life !
\Vords o f life and beauty,
Teach me faith and duty ;
41 3
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Beautiful words ! wonderful words !
\Vond erful words of life !
z

Christ the blessed One gins to all
\Vonderful words of life !
Brother, list to his loving call,
\Vonderful words of life !
All so freely given,
Blessed boon from heaven.
Beautiful words ! wonderful words !
\Vonderful words of l i fe !

3 Sweetly echoes the gospel call,

\Vonderful words of life !
OH"ring pardon and peace to all,
\Vonderful words of l i fe !
Pra ise the Lord forever
For these "'ords of favor
Beau tiful words ! wonderful words !
\Vonderful words of life !

265.

RESURRECTlON.

844.)
ING with all the sons of glory,
Sing the resurrection song !
Death and sorro,,", earth's dark story,
To the former days belong.
All around the clouds are brea king,
Soon the stonns of earth shall cease,
In Gad's l ikeness man, awaking,
Comes to eyerlasting peace.
O what glory, far exceeding
All tha t eye has yet pereei veel !
Be/mom!. 8, 7. (s. P.

S

z
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Holiest hearts, for ages pleading,
Never that full joy conceived.
God has promised, Christ prepares it,
There we soon God's friends shall mee t ;
E very humble spir i t shares i t,
There our joy shall be complete.

266.
(G.

SOLD I E RS OF CHRIST.
Boy/stolt. s. ]}f.
1 1 3 ; J. H. 266 ; E. H. 1 14 ; w.

H.
H. 1 23.)
OLDIERS of Christ, arise,
And put your armor on,
S trong i n the strength w hich God supplies
Through his e ternaI Son ;
S trong in the Lord o[ hosts,
And in his mighty power ;
Who in the strength of J esus trusts
ls more than conq ueroL

S

2

S tand, then, in his great might,
W i th all his strength endued ;
But take, to arm you for the fight,
The panoply of God ;
That having all things done,
And all your conflicts past,
Y e may o'ercome, through Christ alone,
And stand enti re l:t last.

261.

S

T H E BEAUTY O F HOLIN ESS.
(s.

Hebron. L M.

2 1 2 ; J. H. 48.)
O let our daily lives express
The beau ties of true holiness;
P. 38 ; G. H.

415
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So let the Christian graces shi ne,
That all may know the power di vine.
2

Let lo\'e and faith and hope and joy
Be pure, ane! free from sin's al loy ;
Let Christ's sweet spi ri t reign w i thin,
And grace subdue the power of sin.

3 Our Father, God, to thee we raise

Our prayer for help to tread thy ways
For wisdom, patience, love and light,
For grace to spea k and act aright.

26 8.

THE DESIR E OF ALL NATIONS.
Coronation. C. ll!.

64 ; G. H. 101 ; S. P. 362.)
all shall haii our Jesus' name ;
Angels shall prostrate fall ;
For him the brightest glory claim,
Ane! hai l him Lord of all.

S

2

OON

(J.

ll.

The risen saints shall sound the Iyre,
And as they sound i t, fall
Before his f:lce, w ho formed their choir,
And hail h i m Lord of all.

3 The remnant saved from Israel's race,

Redeemed from Israel's fall,
Shall praise h i m for his ,,'ondrous grace,
And hai l him Lord of all.

4 Gentiles shall come, and com ing sing,

Throughout this earthly ball,
Ilosannas to our heavenly Ki ng,
And hail him Lord of all.
416
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269.

EARTH'S N E W SONG.
EIaywell. 8, 7.

(s.

S

P.

1 068 ; E.

H.

145.)

OON shall countless hearts and voices

Sing the song of jubilee ;
Blessed song ! the song of Moses,
Earth's new song of liberty.
Hail Messia h ! great Deli verer !
Hail Messia h ! praise to thee !

2

O, the rapturous, blissful story,
Spoken to Immanuel's praise !
And the s trains so full of glory,
That unnumbered voices raise !
Now a sea of bliss unbounded
Spreads o'er earth through endless days.

3 While our crowns of glory casting

A t his feet, i n rapture lost,
We, i n anthems ever1asting,
Mingle with th' angelic host.
Hallelujah ! halleluja h !
Earth's desire and Israel's boast.

4 Yes, he reigns , the great Messiah,

With the heav'nly glory crowned
Israel's hope and earth's d esire,
Now triumphant and renowned.
HaiI Messia h ! reign forever !
Hail Immanue l ! worthy found !
41 7
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210 .

REST FOR THE WEARY.
(w. H. 9 5 : J. H. 438.)

OON sha ll restitution glory
Bring to earth a blessed rest;
And the poor, and fai n t, and weary
Shall be lifted up and blest.

S

CHo.-There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for the weary,
There is rest for all.
2

Just beyond the coming tro\lble
See the reigning Prince of peace !
Lo ! God's kingdom now is comi ng,
And oppression soon m ust cease.

3 He's now gat h'ring out his jewels,

Those who wi th him soon shall reign;
And earth's weeping and sad farewells
Soon shall change to joyous strain.

4 Sing ! O sing ! ye heirs of glory,

Shout the tidings as you go !
Publish wide redemption's story
All, i ts healing balm shoul d know.

S Tell how Eden's bloom and beauty

Once again shall be restored,
Making
:
all man's wide dominion
As the garden of the Lord.

6

Tell how Satan's dark dominion
Shall at once be overthrown,
418
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7

And froll1 Olit death's gloomy prison,
AJI earth's 10\'ed ones soon shall come.
O yes. sing, ye heirs of glory,
Shout your triumph far and near;
Let the notes of pra ise and singing
Sweetly fall on sorrow's ear.

271.

THE EARTH IS THE LORD'S.
Nigdol. L. M.

(s.

z

3

P.

I I 38 ; J. H. 59·)

OON shall the joyous song arise,
S Through all the hosts benea th the skies,
That song of triumph which records
That all the earth is now the Lord's.
Let all the gentile kingdoms be
Subjected, mighty Lord, to thee !
And over land, and stream, and main,
Now wave the sceptre of thy reign.
Soon shall tha t glorious an them swell,
And host to host the triumph tell,
That no rebellious foe remains,
But over all the Savior reigns.

272 .

STAND UP FOR JESUS.
Webb. 7, 6. d.
(J. P. I I 59 ; E. H . 234.)

TAND up ! stand up for Jesus !
S Ye soldiers of the cross;
Lift high his royal banner,
lt must not suffer loss;
419
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From yjct'ry u nto vicfry
His army
· he shall lead,
Tili eyery foe is ya nqui shed,
And Christ is Lord indeed.
2

S tand up ! s tand up for Jesus !
Stand in his s trength alone ;
The ann of flesh will fa il you,
Ye dare not trust your own ;
Put on the gospel a ;mor,
And, watching u n to prayer,
\Vhere duty calls, or danger,
Be never wanting t here.

3 S tand tip ! s tand up for J esus !

The s tri fe will not be long ;
This day the noise of ba ttle,
The nex t the yictor's song ;
To him t ha t overeometh
A crown of life shall bc;
He with the King o f glory
Shall reign eternally.

273 .

S

THE LORD, A SUN AND SH I ELD.
(G. H. 84.)

UN of my soul, my Father dear,

I know no night when thou art near.
O ! may no earth·born cloud arise
To hid� t hee from thy sen·a nt's eyes.
2

Shield of my soul, though tempes ts rage,
And 'gainst me hosts of foes engage,
11y refuge and my fortress thou,
Before thee every foe m ust bow.
420
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3 Thy grace and glory thou dost gi" e

To those who near thee ever live ;
And no good thing dost thou w ithhold
From sheep which stray not from thy fold.

4 Thy choicest treasure, e'en thy Son,

Thy well ·beloved and only one,
Freely thou gavest once for me,
From sin and death to set me free.

5 Yea, thou ",ho sparedst not thy Son,

vVhose sacrifice our ransom won,
Shalt, w i th him, all things freely give ;
He lives, a pledge that we shall live.

274.

SWEET HOUR OF PRAYER.
8. d. (G. H. 77 ; E. H. 199 ; W. H . 75.)

"VEET hour of prayer ! sweet hour of
prayer !
T h a t calls me from a worl d of care,
And bids me at m y Father's throne
Make all my wan ts and wishes known !
I n seasons of distres5 and grief
1\1 y soul has often found relief,
And oft escaped the tempter's snare
By thy return, s weet hour of prayer.

S

2

Sweet hour of prayer ! sweet hour of prayer !
Thy wings shall my peti tion bear
To him w hose truth and fa ithfulness
E ngage the waiting soul to bless.
42 1
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And since he bids me seek his face,
Believe his word and trust his grace,
1'11 cast on him my every care
And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.

275.

SWEET IS T H E WORK.
Rockinghalll . L. ,)1.

(s.

P.

29 ;

C. H.

103 ; J. H. 44 ; E. H. 1 5 1 . )

\VEET is t h e work, my God, my King,
.
To praise thy name, giye thanks and sing ;
To show thy love by morning l ight,
And tal k of all thy truth at night.

S

2

Sweet is the day of sacred rest;
No earthly care shall fill my brea st ;
0, may my heart in tune be found,
Like David's harp of solemn sound !

3 My heart shall triumph in the Lord,

And bless his works, and bless his word.
His works of grace, how bright they shine !
How deep his counsel s ! how di vine !

4 And

I shall share a glorious part
\Vhen grace hath well refined my heart,
And fresh supplies of joy are shed,
Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

5 E 'en now I see, and hear, and know

More
:
than I hoped fOI here below,
And every pow'r finds sweet employ
Proclaiming tidings of great joy.
422
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276.

SWEET THE MOMENTS.
Dulcetta.
Sicily. 8, 7. (J. H.

388.)
WEET the moments, rich i n blessing,
Which before the cross I spend ;
Life, and health, and peace possessing,
From the sinner's dying Friend.

S

2

Truly blessed is this station,
Low before his cross to lie,
While I see divine compassion
Beaming i n his gracious eye.

3 Here it is I find my heaven

\Vhile upon the cross I gaze ;
Love I much ? 1 've much forgiven ;
1'm a miracle of grace.

4 Love and grief my heart dividing,

vVith my tears his feet 1'11 bathe ;
Constant s till, in faith abiding,
Life deriving from h is death .

5 Here, in tender, grateful sorrow,

With my Savior will I stay;
H ere, fresh hope and strength will borrow.
Turning darkness into day.

277.

ALL TO THEE.
P. I l 1 3 ; E.

H . 106.)
AKE my life and may it be,
Lord, acceptable to thee;
Take my hands, and let them move
At the impul�e of thy love.

Hortolt. 7. (s.

T

42 3
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CHQ.-A I l to thee, all to thee,
Consecrated, Lord, to thee.
2

Take my feet and let them be
Swift o � errands, Lord, for thee ;
Take my yoice and let i t bri ng
Honor ahyays to my King.

3 Take my lips and let them be

1foved with messages from thee;
Take my sih-er and my gol d ;
Nothing , Lord, would I w ithhold.

4 Take my moments and my days ;

Let them flow i n constant praise ;
Take my
' intellect and use
Every p ow'r as thou shalt choose.

S Take my will and make it thine ;

I t shall be no longer mine;
Take my heart, it is thine own ;
Thus i n me thyself enthrone.

6

Take my loye, my God ; I pour
At thy feet i ts treasure- store ;
Take mysel f-I wish to be
Ever, only, all for thee.

278.

PRECIOUS NAME.
(G. H. 7 2 ; w. H. 8.)

AKE the name of Jesus with you,
Child of SOrTOW and of \Voe :
I t will joy and comfort giye you ;
Take it, then, w here'er you go.

T

4 24
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CHo.-Precious name ! O how sweet !
Hope of earth and joy of heaven !
Precious name ! O how sweet !
Hope of earth and joy of heaven.
2 Take the name of Jesus ever,
As a shield from every snare;
\Vhen temptations rouml you gather,
Breathe that holy name in prayer.
3 O the precious name of Jesus !
How i t thrills our souls with joy,
vVhen his loving arms receive us,
And his songs our tongues employ !
4 At the name of Jesus bowing,
Falling prostrate at his feet,
King of kings soon all shall hail him,
\Vhen his vict'ry is complete.
279.

TAKE UP THY CROSS.
ltIigdol. L. llI.

(s. P. 1 1 3 8 ; J.
59.)
" ' AKE up thy cross," the Savior said,
[ " If thou wouldst my disciple be;
Deny thyself, the world forsake,
And humbly fol1ow after me."
Take up thy cross; let not its weight
Fil1 thy weak spirit with alarm ;
His strength shall bear thy spirit up,
And brace thy heart and nerve thine arm.
425
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3 Take up thy cross, then, in his strength,

And calmly every danger brave;
'Twill guide thee to a better home,
'Tw ill lead to victory o'er the grave.

4

Ta ke up thy cross and follow Christ;
Nor think till death to lay i t dow n ;
For only he w h o bears t h e cross
May hope to wear the glorious crown.

280.

TELL

TELL IT OUT.
(G. H. 3 29.)

it out among the nations, that the Lord
is King;
Tell i t out ! Tell i t ou t !
Tell it out among the nations ; bid them shout
and sing:
Tell i t out ! Tell i t out !
Tell i t out with adoration, that he shall increase :
That the mighty King of glory is the King of
peace ;
Tell it out w i th j ubilatio n ; let the song ne'er
cease :
Tell i t out ! Tell i t out !

2

Tell i t out among the people, that the Savior
reigns !
Tell i t out ! Tell i t out !
Tell i t out among the heathen ; bid them break
their chains:
Tell i t ou t ! Tell i t out !
Tell i t out among the weeping ones, that Jesus
lives ;

426
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Tell it out among the weary ones, what rest he
gives ;
Tell i t out among the sinners,that he came to save:
Tell i t out ! Tell i t out !
3 Tell it out among the people,] esus' reign begins :

Tel l it out ! Tell i t out !
Tell i t ou t a �ong the nations, he shall vanqu ish
SIns :
Tell it out ! Tell it out !
Tell it out a mong the high ways and the lanes
at hom e ;
Let i t ring across the mountains and t h e ocean's
foa m ;
That the weary, heavy-laden need n o longer
roam ;
Tell it out ! Tell it out !

281 -

T

THE CHURCH.

Grunland's Icy Mountains. (s. P. 7 7 9.)

HE church's o ne foundation ,

Is Jesus Christ, her Lord ;
She is his new creation
By water and the Word.
From heaven he came and sough t her
To be his holy bride ;
With his own blood he bought her,
And for her life he died.

2

Though, with a scornful wonder,
Men see her sore opprest
By foes too great to number,
By trials sore d istrest,
427
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Yet saints their watch are keeping;
Their cry goes up, " How }ong ? "
A n d soon t h e night o f weeping
Shall cha nge to mom of song.
3 Mid toil and tribulation,
And tumult of her war,
She waits the consmpmation
Of peace forevennore ;
Tili, with the v ision glorious,
Her longing eyes are blest,
And the great church victorious
Shall be the church at rest.

282 .

T

LET THE KING OF GLORY IN.
Day Dawn . 9, 8 . (s. P . 1420 .)

HE Bush of mom is on the mou ntains
To drive away the night of sin ;
Lift up your heads, O hind'ring porta1s,
And let the King of Glory i n !

CHo.-He comes, he comes, the K i ng of Glory !
The light of life upon his brow.
Hail him ! ye nations, hai l h i m ! hail him !
The King of ki ngs, behold him now.
2 The Bush of morn is o n the mountai ns,
And onward'steals to farthest plain.
Awake, O earth ! the day i s dawning ;
H e comes whose right i t i s to reign.
3 Though roun d a bout him clouds and darkness
Obscure the beams of dawning day,
Above the clouds, upon the mountains,
The watchers see the morni ng ray.
4 28

H.J"'I1lS of Dawn.

283.

THE

THE GLORY OF THE LORD.
(s.

Uxbridge. L. .M.
P. 5 4 ; J. H. 20 ; E. H. 9 1 . )

heav'ns declare thy gl ory, Lord ,
Through all the realms ofboundless space
The soaring mind may roam a broad,
And there thy power and w isdom trace.
2

Author of nature's wondrous laws,
Preserver of i ts glorious grace,
\Ve hail the e as the great First Cause,
And here delight thy ways to trace.

3 And while bright visions of thy power

The shining worlds before us bring,
The earthly grandeur, fruit and flower,
The praises of thy bounty sing.

4 B ut not alone do worlds of l ight,

And earth, display thy grand designs ;
'Tis when our eyes behold thy 'Vord
\Ve read thy name in fa irest l ines.

5 \Vide as crea tion is thy plan,

Deep laid in w isdom's mighty rock;
The course of ages is i ts spa n ;
'Tis for thy universal flock.

6 It compasses the wants of man
It

And lifts him fro m the mire of sin ;
starts him on the way to life,
And shows him how to enter in.

7 In Christ, when all things are complete

The things i ll earth and things
429
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The hea v'ns and earth shall be replete
"' ith thy high praises ever given.
S

By faith \Ye see thy gl ory now,
\Ve read thy wisdom, love and grace ;
In praise and adoration bow,
And long to see thy glorious face.

9

Called, Lord, by thee, to highest place,
To presence of thy glory bright,
O ! for such condescen ding grace
How can we speak thy praise aright ?

284.

1

THE EASY YOKE.
Sho'wers

0/ Blessing-page 8I.

" �HE Lord is my Shepherd ; I shall not want;
H e maketh me down to l i e

I n pastures green ; he leadeth me
The quiet \\"aters by.
CHo.-H is yoke is easy. his burden is light;
I'ye found it so, I 've found i t so:
He leadeth me by day and by night,
\Vhere l iving waters flo·w.
z

.My soul crieth out: " Restore me again,
And give me the s trength to take
The narrow path of righteousness,
E'en for his own na me's sake."

3 Yea, though I should walk in the val ley of

dea th,
Yet why should I then fear i l l ;
For thou art w i t h me, a n d thy rod
And staB:' me comfort still.
4 30
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285.

THE LORD IS RISEN.
(s.

P.

Shir!olld. s. .JI.
61 9 ; G. H. 2 1 1 ; J. H.

306.)

rl'HE Lord is rise n i ndeed ;

The grave ha th lost its prey ;
\Vith him shall rise the ransomed seed,
To live in endless day.

z

The Lord is risen i ndeed ;
He lives to die no m ore ;
He lives, and w i l l his people lead,
\Vhose curse and shame he bore.

3 The Lord is risen i n deed ;

A ttending angels, hear !
U p to the courts of heaven, w i th speed,
The joyful tidings bear.

4 Then take your gol den lyres,

And s trike each cheerful chord ;
Join, all ye bright celestial choirs,
To praise our risen Lord.

286.

IN GRE E N PASTURES.
HebrolI. L .

111.

38 ; G. H. 2 1 2 ; J. H. 40.)
Lord my pasture s hall prepare,
And feed me w i t h a shep herd's care ;
H i s presence shall my wants supply,
A n d guard me w i th a watchful eye.

THE

z

(s.

P.

\Vhen in the sul try glebe I faint,
Or on the thirsty mountain pant,
43 1
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To fertile vales and de,,"\" meads,
My weary, ,Yandering st� ps he leads.

3 Though in a bare anel rugged way,

Through devious, lonely wi lds I s tra)",
Thy bount)" shall my pains beguile ;
The bauen wilderness shall smile.

+

Though through the vale of death I tread,
\Vith many dangers overspread,
My
:
stead fast heart shal l fear no ill ;
For thou, O Lord, art w i th me still.

287.

HIS DAY AT HA ND.
St. JImii" ·s. C. JI.
Il. 1 36 ; E. II. S S .)

(J.

rl'HE Lord, our Savior, will appear ;

His day is now a t hand ;
The signs make known his presence here ;
The wise shall understand."
l,

He comes to take his power to reign
O'er earth with all his saints ;
- J esus, the Lamb of God, once slain,
\V ilI end her long complaints.

2

3 The prince of darkness he'll destroy ;

The hosts o f sin o'erthrow ;
Satan shall then no m ore annoy,
For Christ shall reign below.

4 Then those who suffered in his name,

\Vho did obey his word,
Raised high in glory, shall proclaim
The goodness of their Lord.
432
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5 The wonders 'of that happy age

\Yhat mortal could declare ?
'Ve view w ith j oy the sacre d page,
For "'e can read them there.

288.

THE LOR D 'S MY SHEPHERD.
St. lllartin 's. C. JlI.

(J.

H.

136;

E. H.

85·)

rl'lIE Lord's my Shepherd, 1 ' 1 1 not want:
H e makes m e dow n to lie
I n pastures green ; he l eadeth me
The quiet wa ters by.
2

l\Iy soul he doth restore again ;
A nd me to walk cloth make
'Vithin the paths of righteousness,
E'en for his own namc's sake.

3 Y ca, though I walk thro' c:ea th 's dark vale,
Y ct will I fear no i l l ;
For thou a r t w i th me, and thy rod
And stafr me comfort still.

table thou hast furnished me
I n presence o f my foes ;
1\Iy head thou dost with oil anoint,
And my c up overflows.

4 A

5 Goodness and mercy all my life

Shal1 surely follow m e ;
A n d i n God's honse for evermore
My dwel1ing p lace shall be.
4 33
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289.

THE GLORIOUS DAY.
Arid. C. P. M.

(J. H. 33 2.)

'[HE night is spent, the morning ray

Comes ushering in the glorious dar,
The promised time of rest.
Hark ! 'ti s the trumpet sounding clear;
I ts joyful notes burst on the ear,
Proclaiming tidings blest.
2

The harvest of the earth is ripe;
The dead who sleep i n Christ a wake
In likeness oftheir Lord.
To life immortal they arise,
I nheritors of Paradise,
\Vhere death finds no abode .

3 Stupendaus scene ! Those men of old,

Prophets who haye the story told
Of this transcendent
day;
'
T he patriarchs, a postles, too,
\Vho lived and died w i t h this in view,
ln glorious array.

4 �ow entereu into their rcward,

These faithful servants of the Lord
Ha ve not served him in va in ;
A band of heaven's royalty,
In glory and in majesty,
O'er all the earth they reign.
434
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290.

CLEANSING FOUNTA I N .
8, 6. (w. H . 20 ; S . P . 65 2 ; G . H. 9 1 ; E . H .

lO!.)

'[HERE is a fountain fi lled with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel"s veins;
And sinners plunged beneath that Rood
Lose all their guilty stains.
The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day,
And there may all, e'en vile as he,
\Vash every sin away.
3 E'er since bv
faith I saw the stream
Thy Rowing wounds supply,
Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.
4 Then, in a nobler, sweeter song,
1'11 sing thy power to save,
\\'hen this poor, lisping, stam'ring tongue
Lie� silent in the grave.
2

291.

THE GATE AJAR.
(G. H . 15 ; w. H. I I. )

1'HERE is a gate that stands ajar,
And through its portals gleaming,
A radia nee from the cross afar
O'er all the earth is streaming.
O depth of mercy ! can it be'
That gate was left ajar for me ?
For me, for me ?
'Vas left ajar for me ?
43 5
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2

That gate ajar stands free for all
\Vho see k through it salvation j
The rich and poor, the great and small,
Of eyery tribe and nation.
O depth of mercy !
see
That gate w a s left aj a r for me j
For me, for m e,
\Vas left ajar for me.

yes, I

3

Press onward, then, though foes may frown,
\V hile mercy's gate is opel1 j
Accept the cross, a n d ,vi n the crown,
Love's ever1asting- token
\Vhat depths of mercy ! O how free !
That gate was left ajar for mej
For m e, for me,
\Vas le ft aj ar for me.
.

4

Beyond the river's brink we'll lay
The cross that here is given,
And bear the crown of life awa,',
And pra ise the King of heav � n .
O height o f glory ! yes, I see
A crow n of l i fe resen-ed fur m e j
For m e , for me,
A crown reser yed for me.

292.

THERE 13 A GOD.
Sessio1lS. L _ JI.

(s. P. 98 ; G. H. 2 1 5 ; w. H. 1 20.)

'I'HERE is

II God-all nature speaks,
Thro' earth, and a i r, and seas, and skies :

43 6

2

3

See ! from the clouds his glory breaks,
\Vhen the fir st beams of morning rise.
The rising sun, serenely bright,
O'er the wide wor1d's extended frame
Inscribes, in characters of light,
His mighty l\'faker's glorious name.
Ye curious minds, who roam abroad,
And trace creation's wonders o'er,
Confess the footsteps of your God,
And bow before him, and adore.

293.

GOD'S OMNIPOTENCE.
Siloam. C. lli (J. H. J 86.)

rI'HERE is an eye that neveT sleeps
Beneath the wing of night;
There an ear that never shuts
\Vhen sink the beams of light.
There is an arm tha t never tires
\Vhen human strength gives way;
There i s 10\'e that never fails
\Vhen earthly loves decay.
3 0, weary souls with cares oppressed,
Trust in his loving might
\Vhose eye is over all thy ways
Through all thy weary night;
4 \Vhose ear is open to thy cry;
\Vhose grace is full and free;
\Vhose com fort is foreyer nigh;
\Vha-t'er thy sorrows be.
IS

2

a
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5

Dra \\' near to him i n prayer and praise ;
on his sure word ;
Acknowledge him i n all thy ways,
Thy fa ithful, loving Lord.

Rely

294.

THE SECRET PLACE.
H07(}ard. C. ill. (J. H. 205.)

T

HERE is a safe and secret place

Beneath the wi ngs ciivine,
Reserved for every child of grace
By fa ith who say s, 'Tis mine.

2

The least and feeblest here may bide,
And rest secure in God ;
Beneatb his wings they sa fely hide,
"'hen dan gers are abroad.

3 The angels watch him on his way,

And aid with friendly arm ;
And Satan, seeking out his prey,
.!\Iay hate, but cannot harm.

4 He feeds in pastures large a nd fair,
Of love and truth divine :
O child of God. O glory's heir,
Ho\\' rich a lot is thine !

5 A hand almighty to defend,
A

An ear for every call,
hidden life, and in the end,
Glor), to crow n it all.
438
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295.

T

LIFE I N A LOOK.
(G. H. 80.)

HERE is life in a look at the Crucified One ;

O yes, there is life there for thee :
, Simply look unto Christ and by faith be thou
savedUnto him who was nail ed to the tree.

CHo.-Look ! look ! look and l i ve !
O ! look now, by fa ith, to the Crucified O ne ;
There's a full pledge of life there for thee.
2

O ! why was he there as the bearer of sin,
I f on J eSl1S thy guilt was not laid ?
O ! why frol11 his side ftowed t he sin -cleansing
blood,
If his dying thy debt hath not paid ?

3 I t is not thy tears of repentance, and prayers,

But the blood, that atones for the soul ;
\\Te simply accept of the work for us done,
And rejoice that he maketh us whole.

"-I- N one

need doubt their welcome, since God has
declared
Jesus Christ tasted death for us a l l ;
And again in t h e e n d of t h e age he' l l appear,
And restore what was lost by the fall.

5 "Ve take with rejoicing from J esus , a t once,

The life everlasting he gives :
\Ve have the assurance of l i fe w ithout end,
Since J esus, our righteousness, lives.
4 39
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296.

r[HERE'S

SEARCH AND SEE.
(wo H. 104.)

a wideness in God's mercy
Like the ,yideness of the sea ;
There's a kindness i n his justice,
Though severe his j udgments be.
REI[.-Search the Scriptures, search and see
\Visdom's wondrous harmony.

There's no place w here earth!y sorruws
A re more fel t than up in he�n·en ;
There's no place were earth!y fa i ! i ngs
Have such kind!y judgment given.
REF.-Search the Scriptures, search and see,
God in mercy j udgeth thee.
2

3 For the love of God

is broader
Than the measure of man's min d ;
And the heart o f t h e E terna!
ls most wonderfully kind.

REF.-Search the Scriptures, search and see
Gad's great kindness unto thee.
4 But men make h is love too narrow

By false limits of their o,,"n,
And they magnify his vengeanec
"'ith a zea! he will not own.

R E F.-Search the Scriptures, search and see
Gad's grand law of equity.
5 If our fai t h is true and simple,

\Ve will take him at his word,
440
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A n d our l ives will be all sunshine
I n the sweetness of otlr Lord.
R EF.-Search the Scriptures, search and see j
·
Let their records. gladden thee.

297.

THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD.
(G.

HE w ��l : ; orld

H.

4 1 .)

was lost i n the darkness
i
The light of the w orld is Jesus j
Like sunshine a t noonday, h i s glory shone i n :
The light o f the world i s Jesus.

T

CHO.-Come to the Ligh t ; 'tis shining for thee j
Sweetly the Light has dawncd upon mej
Once I w a s blind, but now I c a n see :
The Light of the world is Jesus.
2

No darkness have we who in J esus abide j
The 1igh t of the world is J esu s j
\Ve walk i n the l ighhy hen we follow our Guide :
The light of the \Vorla is Jesus.

3 For dwcllers in darkness with sin ·bl inded eyes,

The l ight of the world is Jesus j
T hey'll wash'at his bidding, and l igh t will arise :
The light of the w o rld is Jesus.

4 N o need of the sun in the city to come,

The l ight of the world is J eSUS j
All nations shal l 'walk i n the light of the Lamb :
The light of the world is Jesus.
44 1
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298.

AN EVER PRESENT H ELP.
Horton. 7. (s. P. I I 1 3 ;

T

E. ll.

106.)

HEY ,,·ho seek the throne of grace

Find tha t throne in every place;
If we live a l i fe of prayer,
God is present everywhere.

:.I

In our sickness or our health,
In our want or in our wealth,
If we look to God in prayer,
God is presen t evcryw here.

3 \Vhen our earthly comforts fail,

\Vhen the foes of life prevail,
'Tis the time for earnest prayer;
God is present evcrywhere.

-+

299.

l

Then, my soul, in every strait,
To thy Father come and wai t ;
He will al ways h ear thy prayer,
Thou shalt have his tender care.
MY BLESSED PORTION.
Fedt'ml Stred. L. .1I. (s.

P.

60.)

r �H O UGH all the world Ill)' c hoice dericle,
Yet J esus shall my portion be;
For I am pleased with none beside ;
The fairest of the fair is he.
:.I

Sweet i s the vision of thy face,
And kindness o'er thy lips is shed ;
Lovely art thou, and ful1 of grace,
And glor), beams around thy head.
44 2
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3 Thy sufferings I embrace with thee,

Thy poverty and shameful cross ;
The pleasures of the world I fiee,
And deem i ts treasures only dross.

4 Be daily dearer to my heart,

And ever let me feel thee near;
Then willingly with all I'd part,
Nor count it w orthy of a tear.

300.

LIGHT AFTER DARKNESS.
Balerma. C .ilL
(s. r. 329 ; J. R. 1 63 ; E. H . 135.)
.

l

r 'H O UGH earthborn shadows now may shroud
Thy t horny path awhile,
God's hlessed \Vord can part each cloud ,
And hici the sunshine smile.
2

O nly believe, i n l i ving faith,
His lO\'e and power divine,
And in each trial , e'en i n death,
H is light shall round thee shine.

3 \Vhen tempest clouds are dark on high,

H i s bow of love and peace
S hines sweetly through thy troubled sky,
A plcdge that storms shall cease.

4 Hold on thy way, w i th hope unchilled,

By faith and not by sigh t,
And thou sha1t own his word fulfilled,
" A t eve it shall be light."
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301.

THE LORD WILL PROVIDE.
H . 4 1 3 ; s. P. 1459 .)
IO, II.

(J.
HOUGH troubles assail and dangers affright,
LyoJlS.

T

Though friends should all fail and foes all
unite,
Yet one thing secures us, "'hatever betide;
The promise assures us, "The Lord will provide."

2

The birds, without barn or store-house, are fed ;
From them l e t u s learn t o trust for our bread ;
His saints ,\' hat is fi tting s hn l l ne'er be denjed,
So long as 'tis written,"The Lord will proyide."

3 'Vhen Satan appears tO-5tOP up our pa th,

An.d il lis us w ith fears, we triumph by fa ith ;
He cannot take from us, though oft he has tried,
T he heart-cheering promisc, "The Loni will
pro\,ide:'

<�

He tells us we're "'eak, our hope i s i n "ain ;
The good t hat we seek \\'e ne'er shall obta i n ;
B u t ,,,hen such suggestions o u r graccs have tried,
This a nswcr� all CJuestions, " The Lord \\· ill pro"ide.
"

5 :'\o strength ofour own, nor goodness w e clai m ;

O u r trust i s a l l thro\\' n o n J esus' dear name :
In this, our strong tower, for sa fety ,,,e hide ;
The Lord is our power, "The Lord will prov ide ."

6 'Vhen life sinks a pace, a n d death is i n vie\\',
The ,,,ord of his grace sha ll comfort us through :
ot fearing nor doubting w i th Ch.r ist on our side,
'Ve're sure to die feeling, " The Lord will provide . "

N

IIymns' 0/ DawfZ.

302.

THUS IT BEHOOVETH US.
Zioll. 8, 7 , 4.
(s. P. 814; J.

H.

521 ;

E.

H.

1 56.)

rrHOU hast said, O blessed J esus,

" Take thy cross and follow me."
'Tis because thou wouldest have us
Reign forevermore w i th thee.
Lord, 1'11 take i t ;
Hel p m e so to follow thee.

2

While this liquid- tomb surveying,
E mblem of the dismal grave,
Thee I ' d follow, humbly prayi ng ;
Life itse l f I 'would not save.
So I'11 enter,
As thou en teredst J orda n's \\"aye.

3 Fitting sign, which thus reminds me,

Savior, of thy loye for me,
And this covenant which binds me
I n i ts death less bonds to thee.
! w ha t pleasure
In this fellowship w i th thee !

O

4

'
Though i t rend some fond affection,
Though I sufler shame or loss,
Yet the fra gran t, blest reflection
I am now w here J esus was
'Vi l i revive me,
When I faint beneath the cross.
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303.

1 HOU

CLOSE TO THEE.
(G. II. 1 76.)

my everlasting portion ,
More than friend or life to me,
All along my pilgrim journey,
Savior, let me wal k with thee.
Close to thee, close to thee ;
All along my pilgrim journey,
Savior, let me walk with thee.
'

2

,

Not for ease or worldl), pleasure,
Nor for fame my prayer shall be;
Gladly will I toil and suffer,
O nly let me walk with thee.
Close to thee, close to thee;
Gladly would I toil and Buffer,
Only let me wal k with thee.

3 Lead me through the vale of shadows,

Bear me o'er life's fitful sea ;
Then, the gate of l i fe eternaI
:May I enter, Lord, with thee.
Close to thee, close to thee;
Then the gate of life etemal
}'Iay enter, Lord, with thee.

I

304 ,

JESUS, MY REFUGE.
Labo". S. M.
(s. P. SS7 ; G. H. I I Z ; J. H. 304.)

rl'HOU Refuge of m y soul,

On thee, when sorrows rise,
On thee, w hen waves of trouble roll,
1\lr fainting hope re1ies.
446

Ej'lII ns of Daw1l.
2

To thee I tell my grief;
For thou alone canst heal :
Thy word can bring a sweet relief
For every pain I feel.

3 Dear Lord, where should I Ree ?

Thou art my only trust ;
A n d s t i l l my s o u l would c1eave 1: 0 �hee,
Though prostrate in the dust.

305.

OUR EVER PRESENT AID.
(s.

Shirla1ld. S. JI.

P.

619 ; G. H. 2 I I ; J. H . 306.)

rfHOU ever present aid

In sufPring and distress,
The m ind which sti l l on thee is stayed
Is kept in perfect peace.

2

The soul by fai th rec1ined
On the Redeemer's breas t,
']\,fid raging storms, exults to find
An everlasting rest.

3 Sorrow and fear are gone,

\Vhene'er thy face appears ;
I t stills the sighing suff'rers moan,
And dries the w idow's tears.

4 It hallows every cross;

It s weetly comforts me ;
1f ukes me fOl'get my every loss,
And find mv all in thee.
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5 Jesus, to Wh0111

l fiy,
Doth all my
needs
ful til ;
"
\\That though created streams are clry,
l haye the fountain still.

6

Stripped of each earthly friend,
l tind them all in One;
And peace and joy which neyer end
Abound in Christ alone.
•

306.

FATHER, H ELP US.
DlIke Stred. L. 111.

(s.

P.

7 6 ; J.

n.

39 ; E. H. 5.)

rl'HY presence, gracious God, aAord ;
Prepare \lS to receive thy word ;
Now let thy voice engage our ear ;
Lord, speak, and let thy servant hear.

2

Distracting thoughts and cares remove,
And fix our hearts and hopes above ;
\Vith heavenly truth may we be fecl,
And satisfied with living bread.

3 To us the sacred word apply,

And may it give new energy ;
O ! may we, in thy faith and fear,
Be profited by w hat we hear.

4 Father, in us thysel f reveal ;

Help us to learn anci cio thy will;
Thy heavenly grace in us display,
And guide us to thc: realms of day.
448

HYI1lJls if Da1Vn.

307.

I WI LL NOT FEAR.
Sessions. L. JlI.

98; G. 2 1 5 ;
1 20.)
rl'HY will be done ! I will not fear
The fate provided by thy love;
Though clouds and darkness shroud me here,
I know that all is bright above.
The stars of heaven are shining on,
Though these frail eyes are dim med with tears;
Tbe hopes of earth indeed are gone,
But are not ours th' eternaI years ?
3 Father, forgive the heart that clings,
Thus trembling, to the things of time;
And bid my soul, on soaring wings,
Ascend into a puret clime.
4 O let 110t doubts disturb its trust,
Nor sorrows dim its heav'nly love;
Nor these affiictions of the dust
My inmost calm and peace remove.
H.

(s. P.

W. H .

2

308.

'TIS FINISHED.
N. (s. P. 47 ; J. H.

38.)
" ' 'IS finished !" so the Savior cried,
1 And meekly bowed his head and died.
'Tis finished ! yes, the work is done,
The battle fought, the vict'ry won.
2 'Tis fi n ished ! this that heaven foret<:>ld
By prophets in the days of old;
And truths are opened to our view,
That holy prophets never knew.
Ward. L.
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3

'Tis finished ! Son of God, thy pow er
Hath triumphed in the a w ful hour ;
Thy l i fe for ours the ransom pa id,
And free from dea th shall we be made.

4

'Tis finished ! let the j oyful sOllnd
Be heard through all the nations round ;
'Tis nnished ! let the triumph rise
And swell the chorus of the skies !

•

309.

TO THE WORK !
(G. H. 145 ; E. ll. 254. )

'[0 the work ! to the work ! O ye

servants of
God !
Let liS follow the path that our l\1aster has trod ;
\Vith the bal m of his counsel our strength to
rene\v,
Let us do w i th our might what our hands find
to do.

C Ho.-Toiling on, toiling on, toiling on, toiling on,
Let us hope and trust ; let us "va tch and pray
Anel labor til1 the work is done.
2

To the work ! to the work ! let the hungry be fed ;
To the fountain of l i fe let the weary b e led.
In the cross anel i ts banner our glory shall be
\Vhile we herald the tidings, Salvation is free !
I

3 To the work ! to the work ! there is labor for all;

Soon the kingdom of darkness and error shall fal l
And the name o f Jehovah exaJ ted shall be .
I n the loud swelling chorus, Salvation is free !
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To the work ! to the 'work ! in the strength of the
Lord ;
ilnd the sl11.ile of his face sh3.1 1 our labor reward
\\"hen as kings and as priests over earth we
shall be,
Making kno,,"n unto all that salvation is free !

3 1 0.

TRlUMPHANT Z ION.
(s. P . j63.)
IVi,,'e. (s. P. 291.)

AllvefJI. L. JI/.

rl'RIUMPHANT Zion, lift thy head

2

3

4

5

From dust and darkness and the dead !
Though humbled long, awake at length,
And ginI thee wit� thy Savior's strength.
Put all thy beauteous garments on,
And let thine excellence be known.
Decked in the robes of righteousness,
The world thy glory shall confess.
N o more shall foes unclean invade,
And fill thy hallowed 'courts with dread;
No more shall sin's defiling host
Their vict'ry, a n d thy sorrows, boast.
God, from on high, has heard thy prayer;
His hand thy ruins shall repair;
Nor will thy \yatchful lVlonarch cease
To guard thee in eternaI peace.
Yea, soon astonished men shall see
The laurels of thy victory;
And thou, with grace and glory crowned,
1\Iay'st layish blessings all around.
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311.

THE GLORY OF THE GOSPEL.
1 Vd/oil. L. Jr. ( s. 1'. 13.)

T T P ON t he gospel's sacred page
LJ The ga thered bea ms o f ages shine ;

For, as i t hastens, eyery a�c
Fulfils its prophecies divine.
2

On migh tier ,,,ing, in lofticr flight,
From yea r to year the truth shall soar;
AI1{�, as i t soars, i ts blessed light
Shall sea tter darkness more and more.

3 More glorious still, as cen turies roll,

Shall truth's fa ir banner be unfurled,
Until in strength, from pole to pole,
Its radiance shal l o'erflow the wor1d-

4 Flo,,' to restore, but not destroy ;

As w hen the c loudless lamp of day
Pours out i ts floods of ligh t and joy,
And sweeps the lingering mists away.

312.

VAIN WORLD, ADIEU.
Pel1i/CIICC. 7, 6, 8.
(J. H . 6 1 2 ; W. H. 96.)

\TAJN, delusiye world, a dieu,

\V i th a 11 thou ea llest good !
To my Lord I "'ould be true,
\Vho.bought me with his blood.
All thy vani ties must go;
I have no pleasure i n l hy pride ;
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.
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2

Christ to know is l i fe a nd peace,
And pleasure wi thout end ;
This is all my happiness,
On J esus to depend ;
Daily in his grace to grow,
And ever in his faith abide ;
Only J esus will I know,
And J esus crucified.

3 O that all would now unite

This saving truth to prove ;
See the l ength, and breadth, a nd height,
And depth of J esus' love !
Fa in I would to all men show
The blood by faith alone applied ;
Only Jesus will I know,
And J esus crucified.

313.

W AlT UPON THE LORD.
7. (s. P. 1 1 1 3 ; E. H . 106.)

Horton.

H r A lT, my soul, upon the Lord ;
\ \ To his gracious promise fiee,

Laying hold upon his word :
" As thy days, thy strength shall be."
2

I f the sorrows of thy case
Seem peculiar still to thee,
God has promised needful grace :
" As thy days, thy strength shall be."

3 Days of trial, days of grief,

I n suce. ssion thou may'st see ;
This i s sti l l thy sweet relief:
" As thy days, thy strength shall be."
45 3
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314.

W AKE THE SONG.
Amboy.

" F AKE

7. (J.

H.

382.)

the song of j ubilee !
Let i t echo o'er the sea !
Now .is come the promi sed hour;
J esus reigns w ith sov'reign power.
Hark ! the desert lands rejoice ;
And the islands join their voice;
Joy ! the w hole crea tion si ngs,
Jesus is the K ing of k i ngs !

\, V

2

\Vake the song of jubilee ;
Let i t echo o'er the sea ;
Let i t sound from shore to shore ;
Jesus reigns for evermore !
He shal l reign from pole to pole,
With illimitable sway ;
He shall reign when, l ike a scroll,
Thrones and kingdoms pass away.

315.

WALK IN THE LIGHT.
(s.

P.

TVizrwick. C. Af.

678 ; G.

H.

2 1 3 ; J.

H.

202.)

",\T ALK i n the l ight ! so shalt thou know

That fellowship of love
His Spirit only can bestow,
\Yho reigns in l ight above.
2

\Val k in the light ! and thou shalt find
Thy heart made truly His
\Vho clwells in cloudless light enshrined,
I n whom no darkness is.
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3 'Walk in the l ight ! and thou shalt own

Thy darkness passed away,
Because that Light hath on thee shone
In which is perfect day.

4 Wal k in the l ight ! thy path shall be

Peaceful, serene, and bright ;
For God, b y grace, shall dwelI i n thee,
And God himself is l ight.

316.

MORNING DAWNS.
Zion's G/ory. 8, 7 . (s. P. 808.)

lU A TCHMAN, ten me, does the morning
\' V O f fair Zion's glory dawn ? .

Have the signs that mark i ts coming
Yet upon thy pathway shone ?
Pilgrim, yes ! arise ! look 'round thee !
Light is breaking i n the s kies !
G ird thy bridal robes around thee ;
:Morning dawns ! arise ! arise !
2

\Va tchman, is the l ight ascending
O f the grand Sabbatic yea r ?
Are the voices now portending
That the kingdom's very near ?
Pilgrim, yes, I see j ust yonder
Canaan's glorious heights arise;
Salem, too, a ppears in grandeur,
Tow'ring 'neath i ts cloud less skies.

3 Pilgrim, see ! the land is nearing ,

\Vith its vernal fru its and flowers !
On ! just yoncler-O how c heering !
Bloom forever Eden's bowers.
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Hark ! the choral stra ins are ri nging,
Glory to the Lamb of God !
Blessings to mankind he's bringing,
EYen though with chastening rod.

317.

W H AT OF THE NIGHT ?
illomiug Star. 7. (s. r. l IOS.)

111ATCHMAN,

tell us of t h e night

\ \. vVhat i ts signs of promise are.

Traveler, o'er yon mountain's height,
See that glory-beaming star !
\Va tchman, does i ts beauteous ray
Aught of hope or joy foretell ?
Traveler, yes, i t brings the day
.
Promised day of Israel.
2

\Vatchman, tell us of the night;
H igher yet that star ascends.
Traveler, blessedness and light,
Peace and truth its course portends.
\Vatchman, will its beams alone
Gild the spot tha t ga \'e them birth ?
Traveler, ages are i ts o\\' n ;
See, its glory fills the earth.

3 \Vatchman, tell us of the night,

For the morning seem s to dawn.
Traveler, darkness takes i ts fl ight,
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
\Vatchman, will earth 's sorro\\'s cease,
And God's w il l on earth be done ?
Traveler, yes, the Prince of peace,
Earth's appointed King, has come !
4S6

HY111llS 0/ Dawn.

318.

WATCHING FOR THE DAY.
(HYMNS

OF

MORNING, 36.)

"'"'TE 'YE been watching, we've been wai ting,

\ \ For the bright, prophetic. day;
\Vhen the shadows, weary shadows,
From the world shall roll away.

C Ho.-\Ve are waking, for ' tis morning,
And the beauteous day is dawning;
vVe are happy, for ' tis morning;
See ! the shadows Bee away.
Lo ! hc comes ! see the King draw near !
Zion, shou t ! the Lord is here.
2

3

\Ve'ye been watching, we'vc been waiting,
For the s tar tha t brings the day ;
For the nigh t of sin to vanish,
And the mists to roll away.
'Ve've been watching, .ve've been waiting,
For the beau teous King of day,
F or the chiefest of ten tho\1sand,
For the Light, the Tru th, the 'Vay.

4 'Ve begin to see the dawn ing

Of the bright Millennial day ;
Soon the shadows, weary shadows.
Shall forever pass away.

319.

REVIVE
(G.

H.

24 ;

AGAIN.
57 ; E. H. 2 19.)

us

W. I I .

", \TE praise thee, O God, for the Son ofthy love,
V

I

'Vho died for our sins and ascended above.
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CHo.-Hallelujah ! thine the glory ; hallelujah !
amen.
H allelujah ! thine t he glor} ; revive us again.
2

""e praise thee, O God, for the Spirit of light
That shi nes on t hy pages, and scatters our night.

3 \\' e praise thee, O God, that the kingdom is

near,
That the Savior has come, and will shortlY"
appear.

320.

1 \TE

WE SHALL MEET.

(G.

H.

7;

w. H.

23 ;

E. H. 273.)

shall meet beyond the river
\ \ By and by, by and by ;
And the darkness shall be over
By and by, by and by.
\Vhen the toilsome journey's done
And the victory is won,
We shall shine forth as the sun,
By and by, by and by.
2

\Ve shall strike the harps of glory
By and by, by and by ;
\Ve shall sing redemption's s tory
By and by, by and by ;
And the strains forevennore
Sha)] resound in sweetness ci'er
onder everlasting shore,
By and by, by and by.

Y
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3 'V e shall see and be like Jesus

By and by, by and by ;
To himself he will receive us
By and by, by and by.
Then with joy we shall fulfil
All God's blessed, holy w i ll,
And adore and praise him still
By a nd by, by and �y.

4 Yes, our tears shall all cease t10wing

By and by, by and by ;
And with power we shall be showi ngBy and by, by and byAll the wealth o f grace divi ne,
All the depth of w isdom's mine,
Making truth and virtue shine
By and by, by and by.

321.

\

WHAT A FRIEND !
H. 29 ; E. H. 165.)

8, 7. (G.

' T HA T a friend we have in Jesus,
All our s i ns and griefs to bear !
\
'Yh:lt a privilege to carry
Everything to him in prayer !
what peace w e often forfeit !
O, w ha t needless pain we bear !
All because w e do not carry
E verything to him in prayer.

O,

2

Have ,,:e trials and temptations ?
Is there trouble anyw here ?
'Ye should never be discouraged;
Take it to the Lord i n prayer.
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Can we finu a friend so fa ithful,
\V ho wi II a l l our sorro\\'s share ?
Jesus knows our every w eakness;
Take i t to the Lord i n prayer.
3

Are "'e weak and heayy·laden,
Cumbered w ith a load of care ?
Precious Sa vior ! still our refuge !
Take i t to the Lord i n prayer.
Do thy friends des pi se, forsake thee ?
Take i t to the Lord i n prayer;
I n his arms he'll take and shield theej
Thou wilt find a sola ce there.

322.

HElRS WITH CHRIST.
C. .lII. (E. H. 135 ; s. P. 1337.)

Avon.

\ 1TH A T poor, despised company
\ \ O f tra velers a re those,
\Vho walk in yonder narrow way,
Beset by many foes ?
3

Ah, they are of a royal l ine,
A l l chil dren of a King,
Heirs of eternal l i fe d i vine,
A n d lo ! for joy they s ing !

3

\Vhy do they, then, appear so mean ?
And w hy so much despised ?
Because, of their rich robes , u nseen,
The world is not apprized.

4

But w hy keep they that narrow road,
That rugged, thamy maze ?
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A h, that's the way their Leader trod ;
They love and keep his ways.

32 3.

PRAYER.
Rocking-ha1l1.

(s.

P.

L. .Llf.

29 ; G. H. 103 ; J. H. 44 ; E. H .

151.)

"\THAT
vari ous hindrances w e meet
,

In comi ng to the mercy· seat !
Yet who, that knows the worth of prayer,
B u t w ishes to be often there ?
2

Prayer makes the darkest cloud withdraw ;
Prayer climbs the ladc1er J acob saw ;
G ives exercise to fai th and love ;
Bri ngs every bless i ng from above.

3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fi gh t ;

Prayer keeps the Christian's annor brigh t ;
A n d Sa ta n trembles w hen he sees
The weakest sa i n t upon his k nees.

324.

CAUSE FOR GRATITUDE.
Howard. c. .lII. (J.

H.

205 .)

" \T HEN alI thy mercies, O my God,

\
J\Iy rising soul surveys,
Transported ,,, i t h the view, 1'm lost
In wonder, love and pra ise.
2

O, how can words ,,,i t h equal wannth
The gra ti tude declare
That glows w i thin my i nmost hear t ?
But thou canst read i t there.
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3 Through all e terni ty, to thee

A gra t e fu l song l ' ] ] ra ise.
And ln y e t e rn a I joy sha l l be
To hera l d w i de thy pra ise.

325.

GRATEFUL CONSECRATION.
Duke Street. 1.. iJl.
(s.

P.

76 ; J. II. 3 9 ; E. Il. 5.)

,\THEN l survey t h e w o ndrous cross

\
On w h i c h my blessed S a v ior died,
A l l earthly gain I cou n t b u t loss ;
I l o w e m p ty a l l i ts sho w a n d pride !
2

l would not seek i n earthly bliss,
To fi n d a rest a p art from thee,
Forgetful of thy sac rifice
\V h i c h purchased l i fe and peace fo r me.

3 1'm not my o w n , dear Lord-to th ce

My cv ery pow er, by righ t, belongs ;
::\1)' pri v i lege to sen·c I see,
praise to ra is ; in tuncful songs.

Thy

+ A n d so, besi d e thy sacri fice,
I would lay down my l i ttle a l l .
l e a n a n d poor, I m u s t confess ;
l would t h a t i t w e re not so s ma l l .

'Tis

5 B u t t h e n I know thou dost accept

My grateful ofl" ' ri n g u n ta thce ;
For, Lord, 'tis love tha t doth i t prompt,
A n d love i s incense sweet to thee.
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326.

WHEN l V i EW THE CROSS.
-,lJar/iII. 7, d.

H.

374 ;

E. H.

202.)

I vic"" the cruel cross
,\THEN
,
(J.

\Vhere my loving Savior died,
A J I the bitter pain and loss
Borne to save his future bride,
O ! what language can express,
O ! what ministries can show,
AJI my heart's deep thankful ness,
Love 'which in my heart doth glow ?
2

How could I i n earthly dross
Find a satisfac tion now ?
Sw ecter fa r to share the cross
And beneath i ts weigh t to bow ;
For communion sweet I find
In this straight and narrow way,
\Vi th his love anci help so kind
For my comfort, strength and stay ..

3 Forward to the future joy

All my longi1lg hopes aspire,
And for this \\'or1c1's mean alloy
I will not hence forth i nqu ire.
O ! the joy of that blest hour
\Vhen, in glory, Christ 1'11 1l1eet
Raised by him to queenly power,
In his righteousness com plete.

4-

Every painful c ircumstance,
E very SOITO\v I ma)' know,
\V ill that glory but enhance
H eavenly love the brighter glow.
46 3
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Love, so proyer! . is sweeter far
Than the trophies won by pride;
:L\aught this mutual love, can mar;
Through all ages 'twill abide.
327.

WE SHALL REIGN.
(G.

H.

1\THEN the Lord

3 3 6.)

from heav'n appears
\ \ 'Vhen are banished all our fcars,
'Vhen the sleepers from the tomb
'Vith the watchers reach their homeCHo.-Then enthroned, our Lord, with thee,
'Ye shall reign eternally.
'Vhen our eyes the King shall see
In his glorious majesty,
'Vhen to him we're called above,
Partners of his joy and love3 Debtors to his matchless grace,
At his feet our crowns we'll place ;
And as ages roll along,
Still we'll sing the glad new song.
4 Let this hope now purify
Those who on thy 'vV ord rely;
Comfort to our hearts afford ;
Come and fil l us now, O Lord.
2

328.

H E WILL HIDE ME.
H.

225.)

the 5torms of life.are raging,
Tempests wild on sea and land,
46 4
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I w i ll seek a place of refuge
In the shadow of God's hand.
CHo.-He w i ll hide me, he ,,-ill hide me,
"' here no harm can e'er betide me j
H e will hide me, sa fely hide me,
In the s hadow of his hand.
2

Though he may perm i t afHiction,
'Twill but ma ke me long
hom e ;
For i n love, anel not i n anger,
All his chastenings will come.

for

3 E nemies may stri\-e to i njure,

Satan all his arts em ploy :
God ,,-ill turn what seems to harm me
I nto e\"er1asting joy:

4-

So, ,,-hen here the cross rm bearing,
Meeting storms and billows \\" i ld,
Jesus for my soul is caring- :
Kaugh t c a n harm h i s Father's child.

329.

IN THY N AME.
TVard. L. .lI. (s_ P_ 47 ; J- H. 38-)

",\THERE t\\"o or three, \dth s\\"eet

accord,
Meet i n thy name, ° blessed Lord !�Ieet to recoun t thine acts of grace,
0, how thy presence fills the place !

\

2

sed, Lord, to be,

There thou hast promi
To bless the l ittle company �
4 65
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3

And while we offer prayer and praise,
O ! may \Ye learn more of thy ways !

O ! fi l l our hearts with heavenly love,
Anu may we at i ts im pulse Ill(;ve,
That a l l around may c l early see
That we haye been, dear Lord. with thee.

33 0 .

CONFIDENCE AND SECURITY.
Dlmbar. S. .ll. d. (s. P. 580.)

\\ TH O i n the Lord confide,
\ , And i n his precious blood,

In storms and hurricanes abide
Firm as the mount of God.
S teadfast, and fixed, and sure,
His Zion cannot move ;
His faithful people s tand secure
In J esus' guardian love.
2

As 'round Jerusalem
The hilly bul warks rise,
So God protects and cov!!rs them
From all their enemies.
On every side he s ta nds,
And for his Israel cares;
And safe in his almighty hands
Their souls forever bears.

33 1.

CHRIST FOR M E.
(G. H. 258.)

\\ THO�I huye I, Lord, to help but thee ?
" None but thee : N'one but thee !
(30)

lIj'lllllS 0/ Dawn.
And this my song through l i fe shall be,
Christ for me ! Christ for me !
He hath for me the wine-press trod ;
He hath redeemed me by his blood ;
He reconciled my soul to God.
Christ for me ! Christ for me !
2

.t

I envy not the rich their joys ;
C hrist for me ! Christ for me !
I covet not earth's glittering toys ;
Christ for me ! C hrist for me !
Earth can no lasting bliss bestow ;
Fading" is stamped on all below ;
Mine is tl joy no end can know.
Christ for me ! Christ for me !

3 Though poor and humble be my lot,

Christ for me ! Christ for me !
H e knoweth bes t ; I murmur not ;
Christ for m e l Christ for me !
Though vine a n d fig-tree blight assail,
The labor of the olive fail,
And death o'er flocks and herd s prevail,
Christ for me ! Christ for me !

4 Though I am now on hostile ground,

C hrist for me ! Christ for me !
A n d foes beset m e all around,
Christ for me ! Christ for me !
Let earth her fiercest battle wage,
And foes against my soul engage
S trong in his strength, 1 '1 1 stand their rage ;
f= hrist for me ! Christ for me !
467
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332.

TAKE YOUR H ARPS.
(E. H. 92.)

'T O U R harps, ye tearful saints,
l
Down from the w illows take ;
No more by Bab'l ons s treams sit down
And weep for Z ion's sake.
2

The Spirit of our God
Hath tuned the harp divine,
And now, in grandest harmony,
I ts melodies combine.

3 A ,,-ake i ts notes of joy

That tell of Zion's peace,
And how, through ever1asting years,
Her glory shall increase.

4-

Take down the harp div ine,
Sweep o'er i ts many strings ;
They call to Zion, Rise anel shine !
Thy God salvation brings.

5 1\10 more an exile roam ;

Accept thy l iberty ;
God calls his faithful people home,
Sets error's captives free.

6 Let such go up and build
The temple of our God,
And let their souls, with courage fil led,
Publish the news abroad.
7 God's temple soon shall rise

Above the wrecks of time ;
468
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And then i ts finished mysteries
S hall glow in light sublime.

333.

GOD IS WITH THEE.
Zion. 8, 7, 4·

(J.

Z

�

H. 5 2 1 ;

s. P.

814.)

ION stands with hills surrounded

Z ion, kept by power divine.
All her foes shal l be con founded
Though the world i n arms combine.
Happy Zion !
What a favored lot is thine !

2

Every human tie may peri sh,
Friend to friend unfaithful prove,
Mothers cease their own to cherish ;
Heaven and earth at last remove,
But no changes
Can a ttend J ehovah's love.

;) In the furnace God may prove thee ,
Thence to bring thee forth more bright,
B u t will never cease to love thee ;
Thou art precious i n his sight.
God is wi th thee
God, thine everlasting light !
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A Dirge. ·"
A Happy New \" ear.
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A Little Light.
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Ascend, Beloved.
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Wait on the Lord.
Wait on the Lord.
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-riJ'st Lilles.Abide, sweet Spirit, heavenly Dove.
According to thy gracious Word. *
Ah, my heart is heavy laden.
Ah, tell me not of gold or treasure.
Alas ! and did my Savior bleed ? *
A little flock, so calls he thee.
A little while ! now he has come. *
All for Jesus. all for Jesus.
All glory to Jesus 'be given. *
.JJ/rs.
All hail the power of Jesus' name.
All people that on earth do dwell.
All the way Illy Savior leads me.
A m I a soldier of the cross ?
And can I yet delay ? *
Ask y e what great thing I know ?
A s with gladness men o f old.
Awake, and sing the song.
Awake, Jerusalem, awake ! *
Awake, Illy soul, i n j oyful lays. *
Awake, m y soul, stretch every nerve.
Behold, what wondrous grace.
Blessed Dible, precious Word !
mest be the tie that binds. *
Blow ye the t!'Umpet, blow. *
Bride of the Lamb, awake ! awake !
By thy birth, and by thy tears. *
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Come, thou Fount of every blessing. *
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Come, ye discansolate, where'er ye languish.
Come, ye that know and love the Lord. *
Come, ye that love the Lord. *
Daughter of Zion, awake from thy sadness.
Dear Savior, w e t h y w i l l ohey. *
Deem not that they are bl est alone. *
Equip me for the war. *
EterImI Lord, celestial K ing.
Eternai Sun of Righteousness.

Give to the winds thy fears.
Glorious things of thee are spoken. *
Glory to God on high. *
Go, bury thy SOI':"OW.
God is the refuge of his saints. *
G o d loved t h e world of sinners lost.
God moves in a mysterious way.
God of my life, to thee I call.
God of my life, through all my days.
God has promised a glorious day.
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Fade, fade, each earthly joy. *
1. IVatIs.
Far from my thoughts, vain world, he gone. *

Father of mercies, in thy \\'ord. .
Father, whate'er of earthly bliss.
Father, while our eyes are weeping. *
Forever here m y rest shall be.
Forever with the Lord. *
Free from the law, O happy con dition !
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From every stormy wind that blows. *
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God's hand that saves, though kind, seems rough.
Grace ! 'tis a charming sound.
P. Doddritlge.
Great God, indulge my humble claim.
I. Watts.
Great H usbandman, at thy command . .J(Guide me, O thou great Jehovah.
W. pViIliams.

Hastings.
H ail t o the brightness o f Zion's glad morning.
H a i l to the Lord's Anointed. *
Jas. Afolltg011lery.
H appy the man who learns to trace. *
C. Wesley.
H ark ! ten thousand harps and voi ces. *
Thos. Ke/ley.
H ark ! the glad sound ! the Lord has come ! * P. Dodd,·idge.
H ark ! the notes o f angels singing.
TI, os. Ke/ley.
H aste, m y dull soul, arise !
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AIrs. C. T. Russell.
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H ear what God, the Lord, hath spoken.
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l l eavenly Father, I would wear. *
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H eavenly Father, sovereign Lord. *
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He leadeth me : O ! blessed though!.
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Here o'er the earth as a stranger I roam. *
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Holy Spirit, banish sadness. *
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H oly Spirit, faithful guide. *
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Hope of our hearts, O Lord, appear. *
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How blessed, how glorious, how joyful to feel. * .
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds !
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I low sweet to leave the world a while !
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David E. Fortl.
How wise are God's commands !
P. Doddn·tlgi:.

P. P. Bliss.
I am SO glad that our Father in heaven. *
I a m the door ; come i n , come in . .J;
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I a m waiting, ever waiting. *
;.: R. Have,yal.
I bring my sins to thee.
I come to thee, I come to thee ! *
If I in thy likeness, O Lord, may awake. *
If on a quiet sea. *
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P. P. Bliss.
In Zion's Rock abiding.
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I will sing you a song. *
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Jesus, I my cross have taken. *
H F. Lyle.
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Jesus, my strength, my hope.
C. I Vesley.
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Let every mortal ear attend. *
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148
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S. Stemutt. 1 67
Man of sorrows ! \Vhat a n ame !
. P. P. Bliss. 168
Many sleep, but not forever. *
lJ/rs. lJl. A. Kidder. 1 69
D. Denha lll . 1 70
Mid scenes of confusion.
Mine eyes can see the glory.
171
More love t o thee, O Christ.
iJ!rs. E. Prentiss. 1 7 2
Mourner, wheresoe'er thou art.
F. J. Crosby. 173
My faith looks up to thee. *
Ray Pa/Iller. 1 7 4
My God, I have found. *
175
I. H'iltts. 176
M y God, t h e spring of a l l m y joys. * .
P. Doddrige.
My gmcious Lord, I own thy right. *
' 77
My hope is built on nothing less.
E. lJ/ote. 178
My life flows on in endless song.
F. J. Hartley. 1 7 9
My Lord, how full of sweet content.
.JI. CUJ'on. 180
181
My Father, my almighty Friend. *
I. TVatts.
illrs. T�m A/st)'lle.
182
!lly song shull be of Jesus.
My soul, be on thy guard.
C. l/cath. 1 83
184
My soul, weigh Ilot thy life.
!lly soul, with humble fervor raise. * J. l1. LivingstoIle. 185
IVm. F. Lloyd. 186
My times are in thy hand.
187
N aught of merit or of price.
Procto,'.
Mrs. Sarah AdalIls. 188
Neurer, my God, to thee. *
47 9
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'

No longer far from re;t r roam.
Not all the blood of beasts. *
I. �Vatts.
E. iVa/lz an.
Kot my own, but saved by Jesus.
Not t o ourselves again.
Now lel our souls on ",iugs sublime. *
O bli" of the purified.
F. Bo//olJle.
O coul(l we speak the match less worth. *
S. AIdie)'.
O for a closer walk wilh God. *
/Viil. Cowper.
O for a faith that wilJ not shrink. *
IV: 11. Ba/hurs!.
O for a beart more like my God. *
C. I Vesle;'.
O for a thousand tongues to sing.
C. I Ves!e)'.
Oft in danger, oft in woe.
.
II. K. I Vh i/e.
O glorious hope of beavenly love. .
C. IVesley.
O God, our strenglh, to thee our song. * Harriet Auber.
O happy day, that fixed �y choice. *
1'. Doddridge.
O hail, bappy day, that speaks OUT trials ended,
O happy they wbo know the Lord.
O bow happy are we. *
P. P. .illiss.
O bow happy are tpey. *
C. � Vesley.
Jean F. Oberlilt.
O Lord, thy promised grace impart. *
O. IV. Holmes.
O 100'e divine, tbat stooped to share.
Anna IVa,.ner.
One more day's work for Jesus.
One oITer o f salvalion.*
P. P. Bliss.
One there is abO\'e all otbers.
F. J. Crosb),.
Only thee, my soul's Redeemer.
Only waiting tilJ tbe dawning.
Alrs. P. Palmer.
O now I see the crimson wave. *
O n the mountain's top appearing. *
Thos. Kelley.
O n thy Cburch, O Power divine. *
llan'iet A l/ber.
Our heavenly Father and Our Friend. *
C. �Vesley.
O render thanks to God above.
illrs. C. T. Russell.
O saints, wbo are weary.
O Sa\'ior, precious Savior.
F. R. I-Iavergal.
O sometimes tbe sbadows are deep.
E. Johllson.
O soon we'lJ sing the deptb of matcbless love.
O the biller pain and sorrow.
Theo. A[ol/od.
Alrs. C. T. Russell.
O thou God of our salvation.
O thou in whose presence.
Jos. Swaill.
Joh ll Picrpon!.
O thou to whom, in ancient time.
Thos. Aloore.
O thou who driest the moumer', tear.
Georgiall" AI. Taylor.
O to be nOlhing, nothing !
•
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190
191
1 92
1 93
1 94
195
1 96
197
198
199
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204
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21 l
212
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223
224
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IndeX of llymns.
lamps are trimmed. *
Out of the depths of woe. *
O where are the reapers ? *

Gea. F. Root.
Jas. lJlolltgomery.
E. E. Rexford.

Our

Peace, troubl ed soul *
Praise God, from whom all blessings
Praise, my'soul, the King of heaven.
Praise the Lord, his glories show.
Praise the Lord, ye heavens ađore.
Praise to him by whose kind fa\'or.
Prayer is appointed to convey. *
Precious Jesus, how I love thee.
Precious moments, rich in blessing.
Precious promise God bath given. *
Precious Savior, thou bast saved me.
Prince of peace, accept my wi l l *
.

flow.

l(

S. Ecking.

H. F. L),te.
John .AemptllOrne.
Jos. llm·t.

IIIrs.

•

.1': Bottame.
C. T. Russell.
LV. JlTiles.
L. M. Rawe.

lJfary

Barber.

Reaping all day were the virgins fair. Mrs. C. T. Russell.
Redeemed ! redeemed !
E. Nathan.
Rejoice and be glad. *
H. Bonar.
Rejoice ! r ej oi ce ! the promi sed time is coming.
Repeat the story o'er and o'er.
P. P. Bliss.
Rest for the toiling hand. *
H. Ballar.
A. llI. Toplady.
Rock of Ages, eleft for me. *
.

F. J. Crosby.
Safe in the arms of Jesus. *
Joh n Ne-wtoll.
Safely through another week.
Saints of God, the dawn is brightening. *
Salvation ! O the joyful sound !
lJIrs. C. T. Russell.
Savior divine, DOW from above. *
A. Bouri
gnoJl.
D. A. Tllrupp.
Savior, like a shepherd lead us. *
Savior, more than life to me.
F. J. Crosby.
S. D. Phelps.
Savi or, thy dying l ove. *
Send out thy light and truth, O Lord. * F. G. Burroughs.
lJlrs. C. T. Russell.
Shall I, for fear of feeble man.
Shall w e meet beyond death's river ? lJlrs. C. T. Russell.
E. P. Stites.
Simply trllSting every day. *
Sing them over again to me.
P. P. Bliss.
IV: J. frans.
Sing with all the sons of glory. *
Soldiers of Christ, arise.
C. TVesley.
So let our daily lives express.
lJ/rs. C. T. Russell.
Soon all shall hail our J eSlls' name.
Soon sball countless hearts and voices. *
•
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Soon shall restitution gl ory. *
,Mrs. C. T. Russe!!.
Soon shall the sweet, glad song arise. *
11[rs. Voke.
Stand up, stand u p for Jesus.
Geo. Duffield.
Sun o f m y soul. *
lllrs. e. T. Russell.
Sweet hour of prayer.
IV: TV. IValf01·d.
Sweet is the work, my God, my King. *
I. fV,,/{s.
Sweet t h e moments, rich i n blessing. *
J. Allen.
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F. R. Havergal.
Take m y life, and may i t be. *
Take the name of Jesus with you.
Jl!rs. LJ,dia Baxter.
C. !-V, Everest.
Take up thy cross, the Sayior said.
Tell it out among the nations.
F. EIavergal.
S. J. StoIle.
The Church's one foundation. *
'
The flush of morn is on the mountain�.
The heavens declare thy glory, LOld. lIli·s. C. T. .Russell.
The Lord is my shepherd.
The Lord is risen indeed.
T. Kelley.
Jos. .rlddiso1t.
The Lord my pasture shall prepare.
The Lord, our Savior, will appear.
The Lord's my Shepherd ; 1'11 not want.
Frances .Rouse.
The night is spent, the morning ray.
There is a fountain filled with blood.
TT '". Cowp,,·.
lIfrs. Lydia Baxter.
There is a gate tbat stands ajar. *
There is a God, all nature speaks.
There is an eye that never sleeps. *
J. A. IVailace.
There is a safe and secret place. *
Heury F. LJ,te.
Amelia llI. I[ull.
Tbere is life in a look. *
Faber.
There's a wideness in God's mercy. *
The whole world was lost.
P. P. Bliss.
Oliver [[olden.
They ,,'ho seek the throne of grace.
G. Tersteege1l.
Though all the world my choice deride.
Though earth·born shadows now may sbroud. B. Btlrtoll.
Tbough lroubles assail and dangers affright. Joh1l ,\'e-iotOl!.
Thou bast said, exalted Jesus. *
Thou my everlasting portion.
F. J. Crosby.
.rl ll1la Steele.
Tbou refuge of my soul.
e. lVesiej"
Tbou ever present aid.
John Fawcett.
Thy presence, gracious God, afford.
J. .Roscoe.
Thy will be done ! I will not fear.*
SaJ/l'1 Stellllett.
'Tis finisbed ! So the Savior cried. *
fl: J. Crosby.
To tbe work, to the work.
Philip Doddridge.
Triumphant Zion, lift tby head. *

277
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282
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287
288
289
290
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294
295
296
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299
300
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302
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308
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Upon the gospel's sacred page.
John B07CJring.
\'ain, delusive world, adieu. *
C. I l "es!py.
,,'ait, m y soul , IIpon Ihe Lord.
11,11. F. Llo)'d.
Wake the song o f j ubilee.
i.roJlar.! }Jil(01l.
.
\Valk in the ligh t ; so shalt thou kno\\'. Bernard .Rartol/.
S. S. Bre-wer.
\Vatciunan, tell m e , does the moming. *
\Vatchman, tell u s o f the n·ght. *
John B07CJril1g.
\Ve've been watching, we've been waiting. *
IVili. I'. JJfru!.:a),.
We praise thee, O God.
\Ve shall meet beyond the river. *
Joh n A/kiIlSOIl.
\Vhat a friend we have in JesIIs.
If. Bal/ar.
\Vbat poor, despised company. *
\Vbat various hindrances we meet.
1 1 ,11. Cow/,er.
When all thy mercies, O my C;od.
J. AddisolI.
\Vhen l survey the \\'ondrous cross. * JJ1rs. C. T. Rusu!!.
\Vhen I view the crucl cross.
A/rs. C. T. Rl/ssel!.
\Vhen the Lord from heaven appears. * Geo. C. AeedhalJl.
When the storms of life are raging'. JJIiss JJI. E . Sel'1)oss.
\\'here t\\'o or three with sweet accord. *
S. S/eune//.
Who in the Lord confide.
C. IVt·sley.
Whom have l to help but thee ?
R. G. Halls.
Your harps, ye tremblin� saints. *
JIi·s. C. T. Rl/ssell.
Zion stands with hills surrounded.
F. Ket!q.
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T H E DIVINE MAJESTY AND GOODNESS.
H igh in the heavens, EternaI God.
The heavens declare thy glory, Lord.
There is a God, all nature speaks.

THE WORD OF GOD.
Blessed Bible, precious \Yord !
Father of merci es, in thy \Yord.
There's a wideness in God's mercy.

DIVINE PROVIDENCE.
God moves in a mysterious way.
Grace ! 'Tis a charming sound.
How wise are God's commands !
In God I have found a retreat.
In some way or other, the Lord will pro\· ide.
Precious promise God hath given.
The Lord my pasture shall prepare. .
There is a safe and secret place.
They who seek the throne of grace.
Though troubles assail and dangers affright.
When the stomlS of life are rag:ing.
Zion stands with hills surrouucled.

63
68

99

1 20
121
242
286
294
298
301
328
333

Topical Index

0/ H)!IIlIlS,

REDEMPTION.
Sal'ior h:eed ?
All glory to J e sus be gil·en.
All hail the power of J esus' name !
Ask ye what great thing I know ?
Christ gave his li fe for me.
,
Come, sin g the gospe l ' s joyful sounc1.
Free from the law, oh, h appy condition !
Cod loved the world of sinners lost.
In the cross of Christ I gl ory.
In the rifted Rock I'm resting.
In Zi on' s Rock abiding.
I will sirig of my Redeemer.
J esus , k eep me near the cross.

Alas ! and did my

Man of sorrows ! \\'hat a name !
My ho?e is built on nothing less.
Naught of merit or cf pri c e .

Not all the blood of beasts
O bl i ss of th e p u ri fied .
One offer of salvation.
One there is above all oth ers.
O now I see the cri mson wave.
Redeemed ! redee med ! .
Salvation ! O the joyful so und.
Sing them over again to me.
The Church' s on e foundation.
There is a fountain filled with b� ood .
There is a gate that stands aj ar.
There is life in a 100",
The whole world wa; lost.
'Tis fin ished ! So the Savior cried.
\Vhen I survey the wondrous cross.

When I view the cruel cross.

5
9
10
15
28
36
54
62
1 23
124
1 26
1 32
1 35
168
1 78
1 87
190
1 94
211
212
215
246
2 55
:;:64
281
290
291
295
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308
325
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RESTITUTION.
Blow ye th e trumpet, blow.
Chri st is come ! now let creation.
Hail to the Lord ' s Anointed.

24
30
73
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Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices.
Hark the glad sound ! the Lord is come.
H ave you heard the new song ? .
r will sing you a song of that beautiful land.
Jesus shall reign where'er the sun.
Joy to the world ! the Lord is come.
l\line eyes can see the glory of the presence of the Lorel.
O hail, happy day !
Soon all shall hail our -Tesus' name.
Soon shall countle,s hearts and voi ces.
Soon shall restitution glory.
Soon shall the joyous song arise.
Tell it out among the nations.
The flush of mom is on the mountains.
The Lord, our Savior, wiIl appear.
The night is spent, the morning ray.
Upon the gospe!'s sacred page.
Wake the song of jubilee.
\Vhen the Lord from heaven appears.

75
76
79
13 1
138
1 44
171
200l
268
269
270
271
280
2� 2
287
289
31 I
3 14
327

MUTUAL LOVE OF CHRIST AND THE CHURCH.
A littte flock. so calls he thee.
All the way my Savior leads me.
Blest be the tie that binds.
Go, bury thy sorrow_
Have you on the Lord believed ?
He leadcth me ! O blessed thought !
How happy and blessed the hours.
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds.
I love thee, I love thee, I love thee, my God.
I will sing for Jesus_
Jesus, the very thought of thee.
Jesus, thou everlasting King.
Jesus, where'er thy people meet.
Majestic s weetness sits enthroned.
.
'Mid scenes of confusion and creature complaints.
More )m'e to thee, O Christ.
No longer far from rest I roam.
O could we speak the matchless worlh. .
O thou in whose presence my soul lakes delighL
•
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80
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94
96
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131
1 39
140
1 43
167
1 70
1 72
189
1 95
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Precious Jesus, how I lm·e thee !
The Lord is my shepherd, l shall not want.
The Lord's my shepherd, 1'11 not want.
IVhat a friend we have in JE-sus.
Wbat poor, despised company.

240
284
288
321
322

CONSECRATION.
All for Jesus, all for Jesus.
And can I yet delay ?
Fade, fade, each earthly joy.
Far from my thoughts, vain world, be gone.
How blessed, how glorious, how joyful to feel.
l stand all astonished with wonder.
Jesus, I my cross have taken.
Let worldly minds the world pursue.
Lord, I am thine, entirely thine.
l\f y gracious Lord, I own thy right.
Not my own, but saved by Jesus.
Not to ourselves again.
Now let our souls on wings sublime.
O the bitter pain and sorrow.
O thou God of our salvation.
O to be nothing, nothing.!
Prince of peace, accept my will.
Savior, thy dying love.
Take my life, and may it bc.
Thou hast said, O blessed Tesus.
Thy will be done, I will not fear.
Va:·n , delusive world, adicu.

8
14
47
48
95
128
134
150
1 60
1 77
191
192
193
224
225
229
244
259
277
302
307
312

CONFIDENCE AND TRUST.
l
l
I
I

bring my sins to thee.
come to tbee, I come to thee.
know no life divided.
know not ",h:.t awaits me.
I know that my Redeemer lives.
l'm 110t ashamed to own my l .ord.
487
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I've found a Friend, O such a Friend !
Jesus, thy spotless righteou",ess.
Let us rejoice in Christ, the Lord .
Lord, I delight in thee.
1Iy faith looks up to thee.
11y times are in thy hand.
.
O happy day, that fixed my choice !
O love divine, that stooped to share.
Out of the depth s of woe.
Rock of ages, eleft for me.
Safe in the arms of Tesus.
Savior, more than life to me.
Simply trusting every day.
Sun of my soul, my Father dear.
"'ai t, my soul, upon the Lord.
Who in the Lord confide.
\Vhom have l, Lord, to hel l ', but thee ?

129
141
149
161
1 74
106
283
209
231
251
252
258
263
273
313
330
331

COMFORT AND ENCOURAGEMEN'I',
Ah ! my heart is heavy laden.
Come, ye disconsolate, where'er ye lanf(uish.
Deem not that they are blest alone.
Give to the winds thy fears.
God is the refuge of his saints.
Hear what God, the Lord, hath spoken.
How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord.
I am so glad that our Father in heaven.
I heard the voice of Jesus say.
I left it all with Jesus.
Mourner, wheresoe'er thou art.
On the mountain's top appearing.
O saints, who are weary and laden of soul.
O sometimes the shadows are deep.
O thou who driest the mourner's tear.
Peace, troubled soul, thou need'st not fear.
Take the name of Jesus with you.
There is an eye that never sleeps.
Though earth·born shadows now may shroud.
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38
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57
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81
93
100
108
Il2
1 73
216
220
222
228
233
278
293
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GROWTH J N GRACE.
Ah ! tell me not of gold or treasure.
Happy the man who learns to trace.
I love thy will, O God.
I stand all astonished with ,,"oneler.
( ) for a closer walk with God.
O for a faith that will not shrink.
O for a heart more like Illy Cod.
Repeat the story o'er and o'er.

4
74
1 14
1 28
196
197
1 98
249

WATCHFULNESS AND PRAYER.
Am I a soldier of the cross ?
As with gladness men of old.
Awake ! my soul, stretch every nerve.
By thy birth and by thy tears.
Come, my soul, thy silit prepare.
F1uip me for the war.
Eternai Sun of righteousness.
Father, whate'er of earthly bliss.
Forever here my rest shall be.
From every sturmy wind that blows.
Great God, indulge my humble claim.
Guide me, O thou great Jebomh.
H aste, \IIy dull soul, arise.
Heavt'nly Father, J would wear.
I-Ieavenly Father, sovereign Lord.
fteal'enly Father, we, thy children.
H oly Spirit, banish sadness.
Holy Spirit, faithful guide.
lf on a <Juiet sea.
I need thee every hour.
Into thy gracious hands I fal l .
I want a principle within.
Jesus, mr strength, my hope.
Jesus, reflIge of my soul.
Keep thou my waj, O Lord.
Light of the world, shine on our soul:;.
Lord of my life, to thee l call.

4 89
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Love of Jesus, all divine.
M y soul, be on tby guard.
r.ly soul, weigh not thy life.
Nearer, my God, to thee.
O Lord, thy promised grace impart.
On thy Church, O Power divine.
Our heavenly Father and our Friend.
O render thanks to God above.
O Savior, precious Savior.
Prayer is appointed to convey.
Safely througb another wcek.
Savior di" ine, now from abo" e.
Savior, like a shepherd lead us.
Shall r, for fear of feeble man.
Soldiers of Christ, arise !
So let our daily lives express.
.
lhy presence, gracious God, afTord.
\Vatchman, tell me, does the morning.
Watchman, tell us of the night.
\\'e've been watching, we've been waiting,
\Vhat various hindrances we meet.

166
183
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219
221
239
253
256
257
261
266
267
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316
317
318
323

HEA VENLY COMMUNION.
How s\\'eet to leave the world awhile !
I bave entered the valley of blessing.
I 10\'e to steal a while away.
Laboring aud hea\'y laden.
Lift up your heads, ye mighty gates.
Lord, no hour is balf so sweet.
My life flows on in endless song.
My Lord, how full of sweet content.
O bappy they who know the Lord.
O how bappy are we !
O how happy are they !
Only thee, my sou!'s Redeemer.
Precious moments, ricb in blessing.
Sweet bour of prayer.
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing.
Thougb all thc world my cboice deride.·
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146
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179
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Thou, my everlasting portion.
Thou refuge of my soul.
Thou ever prćsent aid.
Walk in the light, so shalt thou know.
\Vbere two or three with sweet accord.

WORK I N THE VINEYAnn.
Great H usbandman, at thy command.
I love to tell tbe story.
Lo, the Day of God is breaking.
Oft in danger, oft in woe.
One neore day's work for Jesus.
.
O where are tbe reapers tbat garner ill.
Saints of God, the dawn is brightening.
Send out thy light and truth, O LOld.
Stand up, stand up for Jesus.
Sweet is the work, my God, my King. .
To the work, to tbe work, O ye servants of God.

iD

II6
16-l
200
210
232
254
260
272
275
309

PROSPECT A ND I N HERITANCE.
A little while, now he has come.
A wake ! Jerusalem, awake !

llehold what wondrous grace.
Bride of the Lamb, awake ! awake !
Children of the heavenly Ki ng.
Christian, the mom breaks sweetly o'er thee.
Come, all ye saints, to Pisgah's mountain.
Come, ye that love the Lord.
l>aughter of Zion awake from thy sadness.
Forever with the Lord.
Glorious thinKS of thee are spoken.
God has promised a glorious day.
Haii to the brightness of Zion's glad mornin;;.
Here o'er the earth as a stranger I TOam.
Hope of our hearts, O Lord appear.
I am waiting, ever waiting.
If I in thy J ikeness, O Lord may :lwake.
Pm a pilgrim and I'm a stranger.
491
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am a way-worn traveler.
Lift up, lift up thy " oice with singing.
Lift up your heads, desponding pilgrims.
Like the sound of many waters.
Long in bondage we haye waited.
Look ! ye saints, the sight is glorious.
O g�orious hope of heavenly love.
Only waiting tili the dawning.
On the mountain's top appearin;:-.
O soon we' II sing the depth of matchless love.
O thou to whom, in ancient time.
Our lamps are trimmed and burni ng .
Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming.
Sing with all the sons of glory.
Triumphant Zion, lift thy head.
\\'e shall meet beyond the river.
I

127
151
152
I SS
I S6
1 57
201
214
216
223
227
23°
248
265
310
320

PRAISE AND THANKSGIVING.
All people that on earth do dwell.
Awake, and sing the song.
Awake, my soul, in joyful lays.
Come, thou fount of every blessing.
Come, ye that know and love the Lord.
Eterna! God, celestial King.
From all that d well below the skies.
Glory to God on high.
God of my life, through all my days.
Hark ! the notes of angels singing.
Let earth and heaven agree.
Love diyine, all loye exceIling.
!\Iy Father, my ahnighty Friend.
!II y God, I have found.
lily God, the spring of all my joys.
l\l y song shall be of Jesus.
:-'[y soul, with humble fen'or raise.
O for a thousand tongues to sing.
O God, our strength, to thee our song.
O thou God of our salvation.
Praise, my soul, the King of hea,·en.
Praise the Lord, his glories sho\\'.

4 92

II

17
19
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147
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175
176
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185
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Praise the Lord, ye heavens adore him.
Praise to him by whose kind favor.
Precious Savior, thou hast saved me.
Rejoice and he glad.
We praise thee, O God.
When all thy mercies, O my GoJ.
\.our harps, ye trembl i ng saints.

237
23 8
243
247
31 9
324
33 2

SPECIAL OCCASIONS.
BAPTISM.-( See

also Consecration.)

Come, Je sus, Master, Sun divine.
Dear Savior, we thy will obey.
Take up thy cross, the Savior said.
Thou hast said, O blessed Jesus.

33
42
2 79
302

THE MEMORIAL SUPPER.

According to thy gracious Word.
He dies, the Friend of s:nners dies.
I n memory of the S,\\�or's love.

2
86
1 22

FUNERALS.

Father, while our eyes are weeping.
How vain is all beneath the skies.
Jesus wept in sorrow over.
1\1 any sleep, but not fore,'er.
My hope is built on nothing less.
Rest for the toiling hand.
Shall we meet beyond death', ri ver ?

51
98
142
1 69
1 78
250
262

DISM[SSION.

Abide, sweet Spirit, heavenly Dm'e.
Heavenly l< ather, we bescech thee.
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing.
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing.
Praise God, from W!lOm all blessings Ilow.

l

84
1 58
159
�3-l

•

Tvpical Index vl lf)'l/llzs.
T I-l E :\ 1-:\\' Y E A R .

Come, l e t l i S anc\\�

our juurney pursue.

34

EASTEK.

Christ, the Loro, is risen to-day.
The Lord is risen indeed.

494

31
285

