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Preface.

YRA MESSIANICA is a fecond

experiment to afcertain how far the

Ancient and Medizval Hymns of

the Church, tranflated into the lan-

guage of the day, and affociated

with a feleCtion from the Works, or fpecimens of
the abilities of fome of the firft Writers of Religious
Poetry of the prefent age, may become popular,
when chofen for the purpofes of private and de-

votional reading at home, and not with the view
of public ufe in Church.

The Colle&tion of Hymns and Verfes entitled
Lyra Euchariffica was the firft experiment ; and
the refults which attended the publication of that
Volume feem to warrant the iffue of the prefent
Book. The [ubject matter of the former Work—
the Holy Communion—confined the fele&ion of
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Hymns within a comparatively narrow compafs ;
but, in the prefent Collettion, the range of fub-
Jjets has been enlarged, and not only has a wider
field for choice been opened, but a greater variety of
treatment has been fecured. ‘The fame principle,
however, underlies both Collettions: and there ap-
pears to be no reafon why that principle, once
conceded, as it has praltically been, fhould not
be further extended ; why the almoft unknown
treafures of paft ages (hould not be made familiar
to the Readers of the prefent day through the me-
dium of tranflations ; nor why Hymns of a later
date, which, in [pirit and tone, harmonize with the
earlier ones, fhould not be combined with them.

The principle in queftion, fhortly ftated, is
this—that in the happily revived tafte for Hymns
and Sacred Verfe, in order to fupply the intel-
leCtual demand for Religious Poetry, it is at once -
more loyal, as well as more politic, in Churchmen,
to feek to fatisfy fuch literary craving, at leaft in
part, from the well-nigh exhauftlefs ftores of
Ancient and Medizval Hymns which are in exift-
ence. It is more loyal, becaufe the Church has
ever furnifhed to the world its facred Songs, and
what the Church has well done in former days, fhe
is competent to effe& again. And apart from
their own internal value, Hymns which come to
us with a greater or lefs amount of authority, and
which have been ufed by the Church in times gone
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by, commend themfelves at once to a large clafs
of minds, and create for themfelves a prejudice in
their own favour; whilft if, as in many cafes is
undeniable, fuch Hymns poffefs in addition to
their religious and extrinfic worth, intrinfic merit
of a high literary or devotional degree, they com-
bine qualities with which no modern compofition,
be it ever [0 perfe& as a mere work of art, can
compete. ‘The principle, alfo, in development, is
not lefs politic than loyal. For human nature
being changelefs in the courfe of Centuries, whilft
human tafte and fafhions vary, the hopes and fears,
the joys and forrows, the inftin&s and the [ym-
pathies, and more than all, the religious Faith of
Chriftian men and women being, from age to age,
identical, the Hymns which, in the beft fenfe of
the word, have been popular, which embodied the
Creed of Chriftendom, and which [poke to the
higher and deeper feelings of the fupernatural Life
of the Church of old, will never fail to touch a
refponfive chord in the heart of the Church of
to-day.

Thefe opinions muft be received with fome de-
gree of qualification. It is not afferted that every
popular Hymn or Poem of the iv. the x. or
the xv. Centuries will be popular in the xix.
Century. A good deal of margin muft be left for
the change in outward Chriftianity, which not
only affets the growth and perfection of the inner
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Life, but alfo influences the lefs important elements
of our being, which help or hinder fuch perfection.
Many of the Hymns were compofed during a ftate
of things, Ecclefiaftical and focial, which, for
better or for worfe, has paffed away for ever; and
the imprefs of thofe outward influences which
has been left on fuch compofitions, would not
tend towards their naturalization amongft our-
felves. Many Hymns alfo from their conftruction,
from the intention with which they were compofed,
and the ufes for which they were intended, and
from the prominence given to Do&trinal ftatements,
would probably fail to become thoroughly popu-
lar in an age which is impatient of dogmatic
Chriftianity, even in the modified form it can
affJume in verfe. Still, there are many Hymns
which have poffefed and ftill retain all the ele-
ments of genuine popularity, which unrefervedly
- and boldly enunciate the Truth, and yet withal
[peak with tendernefs to the inner and Chriftian
[enfibilities, to influence which for good fhould be
the fecond chief aim of all Religious Poetry.
The intrinfic value, however, of the Hymns in
queftion will not alone allow them to claim
acceptance at the prefent day, except with thofe
who can appreciate their beauties in the language
in which they were written. It is clear, that a
great deal depends upon their reproduction ; fince
on the form in which ancient Hymns are prefented
to the Englifh Reader will depend the favour or
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the indifference with which they are viewed.
And to this point fome attention has been paid in
Lyra Meffianica.

Probably, as a rule, thofe tranflations of ancient
Poetry moft commend themfelves to modern minds
which tranflate the idea and fentiment, rather than
the aftual words and expreffions. Such verfions
perhaps come more home to us than any other.
Literal renderings, however, have their own fpecial
value: and it is not too much to fay, that to
pofJefs as clofe a tranflation as poffible of the very
words of an ancient Hymn, is as important in one
afpe&, as in another to obtain a free and idioma-
tically expreffed Englifh verfion. In either cafe
it is needful to write in the language of the day ;
and hence, among the tranflated Hymns, none
have been admitted into Lyra Meffianica which
do not owe their origin to living Writers. But,
in order to obtain as much variety in treatment as
poffible in the prefent Colleition, examples of
both (yftems of tranflation have been inferted ;
and thofe who have been [o kind as to contribute to
the Volume, have been left unfettered in their ftyle
of rendering, metre, and other accidents of tranf-
lation. Nor has this principle been loft fight of
in the feletions which have been made from ex-
ffting tranflations : fo that, whilft literal verfions
from the Early and Medizval Hymns find an
honoured and valued place in the prefent Book,
thofe renderings which feck to convey the fenti-



x Preface.

ment, and to tranflate the idea, when they do not
atually reproduce the vocabulary, have alfo been
welcomed.

In the feleGion of Hymns from Ancient Sources
for publication in Lyra Meffianica, a pra&tical
difficulty has been felt. Many of the more beau- -
tiful or grand of thefe Poems have long ago be-
come eftablifhed favourites in their Englifh drefs.
Thefe, as a rule, it feemed needlefs to reprint in
the prefent Colleion ; and it was thought wifer
to extend the range of acquaintance with the old
Chriftian Hymns, even at the coft of tranflating
Jome of comparatively inferior merit, than to ex-
pend literary labour in frefh tranflations of Hymns
which are at once widely known and highly
efteemed. Some few exceptions have been made
to this rule, in cafes in which the beauty or vigour
of new verfions appeared to warrant the publica-
tion or the reprinting of Hymns or Verfes familiar,
in fome other form, to the majority of Readers. It
is needful to allude to this decifion, that it may
not be f(uppofed, as it certainly was not contem-
plated, that Lyra Meffianica is intended to contain
a complete colleition of all the more beautiful, or
the fineft examples of early Sacred Verfe extant,
A large number of the firft Hymns, of the great
Writers in old time, the Majters in and Fathers
of Hymnology, have been intentionally omitted ;
and thofe that have been inferted muft be con-
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fidered to be, as they truly are, mere (pecimens of
Hymns and Verfes from Early and Middle-age
Sources, which are ftill enfhrined only in the lan-
guage in which they were originally compofed.

Before particularizing the Sources whence the
tranflations of the ancient Hymns which are con-
tained in Lyra Me(fianica are derived, a few words
on the Originals them(elves are neceffary.

The Originals of the tranflations from the Latin
which are now printed, may be divided into two
claffes. Firft, many Hymns have been rendered
into Englifh from the public Offices of the Church,
from the various and widely-fpread Breviaries and
MifJals of local or provincial ufe, and from other
Sources, whence it is often difficult to obtain a
date, and from which an Author’s name can feldom
be fecured. Amongft other Sources which may
be mentioned as furnifhing contributions to Lyra
Meffianica, are the following—the Mozarabic,
. Parifian, and Roman Breviaries, the Breviaries of
Amiens, Fribourg, and Cahors, and thofe of Sarum
and of York; the Anglo-Saxon Hymnaries ;
MSS. from the Libraries of Amiens, Coblentz,
and Cambridge ; the Miffals of Liege in Belgium,
of Utretch in Holland, of Drontheim in Norway,
of Abo in Finland, and thofe of Poiiers, Noyon,
Angers, Saintes, and Rennes in France : and the
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dates of thefe Office Books, though in all cafes
they cannot be determined, range from an early
era to the xviii. Century. Secondly, other
Hymns are diftinguifhable either by their Author’s
names, or by the approximate date of their com-
pofition, or by both. And amongft others which
have been felefted to ferve as [pecimens of the
vatious Claffes, are Hymns by S. Peter Damiani
of the xi. Century; Innocent IIl. and Peter the
Venerable of the xii. Century ; S. Bonaventura
of the xiii., and Mauburn of the xv. Centuries; S.
Notker, who died in 912 ; the voluminous Charles
Coffin of Rheims, who died in 1749 ; Nicolas
Le Tournier, a Prieft of Rouen, 1686 ; the cele-
brated Adam of S. Vifor of the xii. Century, and
five Centuries later his fpiritual defcendant Santo-
lius Victorinus, and his brother furnamed Mag-
lorianus ; W, Lovel, not later than the xvi.
Century ; S. Hildegarde of the xii., and Anfelm,
Bifhop of Lucca, of the xi. Centuries; S. Am-
brofe, Prudentius, and Venantius Fortunatus of
the iv. v. and vi. Centuries refpeQively; the
great S. Bernard, the Venerable Bede, S. Fulbert
of Chartres, and the Royal Poet, King Robert
I1. of France.

The Hymns from the Greek are, in general,
more frequently diftinguifhed by the name and
date of their Writers, than thofe from the Latin ;
and although fome, from the Service Books of the
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Holy Eaftern Church, are anonymous, the remain-
der of thofe printed in Lyra Meffianica may be
affigned to S. Romanus the Melodift, A.p. 500, to
S. John Damafcene, A.p. 780, and to S. Theodore,
and to S, Jofeph, both of the Studium, of the ref-
pettive dates of A.p. 826 and 830. As Hymns
from Eaftern Sources are more rarely rendered
into Englifh than thofe of Weftern origin, it is a
fatisfa&tion to be able to refer to feveral newly
tranflated or newly verfiied Hymns from the
Advent, Chriftmas, and Eafter Offices of the
Greek Church. Many of thefe Hymns have been
lately made acceffible to Englifh Readers, together
with the Offices of which they form a portion, in
rhythmical profe or dramatic blank verfe, in the
valuable Work of Dr. LITTLEDALE, to which
reference is made in the Index of Sources. The
originals of many of the Hymns tranflated by
Dr. NEALE may be found in that Volume ; and
thence, from the Englifh profe renderings, many
of the Hymns, which are now for the firft time
publifhed, have been re-written in verfe by the
kind Friend whofe name is attached to them. Of
the Hymns from the Greek which are reprinted in
Lyra Meffianica, it is hardly neceffary to repeat
the reference in the Index, or to ftate that they
are taken from the Works of one who is at once
the pioneer, and has hitherto been well nigh the
fole explorer into the fields of Eaftern Hymno-
logy—the Rev. Dr. NEALE,
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The tranflations of the Hymns now publifhed
from thefe Originals, are obtained from many
Sources. Firft of all, a large proportion are now
for the firft time rendered into Englifh, and many
Hymns, never previoufly attempted in verfe, are
printed in the prefent Volume. But, in addition
to what may be termed original tranflations for
the firft time printed, are many Hymns which are
now re-publifhed or reprinted. And thefe are of
two Claffes. Several Works of much hymno-
logical value, publifhed many years ago, at the
outfet of the revived appreciation for Ancient
Hymns, have long been allowed to become and to
remain out of print. Such Works have moft
kindly been placed at my difpofal, and the gene-
rous permiffion to make ufe of their contents has
been widely employed in the compilation of Lyra
Meffianica. 'The fame permiffion has been given,
and the fame refults have enfued, in the cafe of
Books privately printed, or printed for a particular
purpofe. But in each inftance of feleftion, regard
has been paid to the comparative notoriety of the
Hymn, and thofe Hymns have been generally
chofen which are lefs well known in an Englifh
form. Surrounded, as he has been, by fo much
of value from which to choofe, the main difficulty
which preffed on the Editor was that of felettion,
in order to adhere to the proportion of [pace
allotted for each Divifion of the Work, and to de-
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cide upon the claims, not of rival, but of duplicate,
triplicate, and (ometimes more oft repeated and
fndependent tranflations of the fame Hymn. And
it may be as well to ftate, that in the choice of
verfions, to decide by the claims of merit between
the various tranflations would have been at-
tended with much difficulty ; nor was the attempt
made. For it frequently happens that different
Jtanzas of the fame Hymn, as well as the fame
Jtanza, by different Tranflators, are of very variable
merit. Hence, unlefs there is any marked fupe-
riority in the rendering of any particular Hymn,
it is well nigh impoffible to affign a preference
between the verfions of thofe who are competent
at all to make poetical tranflations. And the plan
adopted in the following Colle&ion has been, to
fele& from the Works of the firft T'ranflators of the
day thofe verfions which appear to fecure the
greateft variety of metre, ftyle, and treatment ; as
well to allow every Tranflator to be fairly repre-
fented in each Part into which Lyra Me/fianica is
divided.

The titles of Works of thefe two Claffes, from
which contributions have been thankfully drawn,
will be found in the Indexof Sources. But,amongft
others, more efpecial aid (which may be acknow-
ledged in this place,) has been derived from the fol-
lowing Books— Hymns tranflated from the Parifian
Breviary (Rivingtons), 1839, by the Rev. Isaac
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WiLriams, B.D., the tranflations of which firft ap-
peared in the Britifb Magazine, in the year 1830;*
Lyra Catholica, containing all the Breviary and
Miffal Hymns (Burns), 1840, by EDwaRrD Cas-
wALL; and the well known Hymns for the Week
and Hymns for the Seafons (J. H. Parker), 1848 :
whilft of unpublifhed Books, I am perhaps more
deeply indebted than to any other, to a fmall and
moft valuable colle&ion of Occafional Hymns, Ori-
ginal and Tranflated, 1862, by HERBERT KYN-
AsToN, D.D.

Thefe are three of the Sources from which
the tranflations of Ancient Hymns have been de-
rived which are colle&ed in the following pages.
The remaining Hymns have been reprinted from
Works which are neither out of print nor privately
ifJued, but which are widely known and extenfively
ufed. And, in addition to other Works of this
clafs, to which reference is duly made in the Index
of Sources, Lyra Meffianica is chiefly under obli-
gations, amongt Hymnals, to the Church Hymn
and Tune Book (Rivingtons), 1855,by WiLLiAM
Joun BLEw, M.A.; and, amongft Books for
devotional reading, to Lauda Syon, or Ancient
Hymns of the Englifb and other Churches (Mafters),
1857, by Joun Davip Cuamsers, Efq., M.A.

* By a miftake, it was ftated in the Preface to Lyra
Euchariftica, that thefe Hymns were firft publithed in the

year 1839." They were then reprinted in a Volume by
themfelves.
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From all thefe Sources, thofe Hymns have in
general been feletted which are not contained in
Collettions of which Hymns Ancient and Modern
are at once a type as well as a good example. It
feemed ufelefs to reprint verfions that have been
printed in and have obtained a well-deferved re-
putation through the medium of a Work which,
with a rapidly increafing iffue, has circulated,
within the fhort period of three years, upwards of
half a million of copies of fome of the beft Hymns
extant.

As the Origin whence the tranflations from
Early and Middle-age Sources have been drawn
for Lyra Meffianica is four-fold, (o the diftinc-
tively Englifh portions of the Book have alfo been
feletted from four feparate Sources— (1) Original
Hymns and Verfes; (2) Poetry that is out of
print ; (3) privately printed pieces, or fuch as are
printed for a fpecial ufe; and (4) thofe that
have been publifhed within the laft few years.

With refpe& to the latter clafs of Hymns and
Verfes, feleGtions have been made from the pub-
lilhed Works of moft of the firft Writers of Sacred
Verfe of the prefent age. From the Works of one
Author, indeed, no pieces have been reprinted,
Jolely becaufe reproduétion is needlefs, on account

of their world-wide acceptance wherever the Eng-
b
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lifh language is fpoken : but the omiffion needs an
explanation, if not an apology, fince no Collection
of modern Religious Poetry can be complete with-
out feleftions from The Chriftian Year. Upon the
Works of otherliving Writers of Verfe, alfo, no con-
tributions have been levied ; partly, from inability
to provide fpace in which to do juftice to their
Poetry by fufficiently amplequotations ; and partly
from a want of [uccefs, in fome applications, for the
needful permiffion to make ufe of their Verfes.
From others, again, whofe leave has been freely
given, it has been impoffible to make more than a
fparing fele&ion of a few Hymns, where many
with advantage might have been chofen, to ferve
as reprefentative Hymns of the Authors in queftion.
And as the fpace at my difpofal has been limited,
I have reluantly been obliged, in each Divifion
of Lyra Meffianica, to deny myfelf the fatisfaltion.
of giving, in moft cafes, more than a fingle (pecimen
from the Verfes of each Writer.

The titles of the publifhed Books whence help
has been obtained will be found in the Index ; and
it is needlefs to particularize any of them here.
Nor is it neceffary to refer to any of the privately
printed Hymns, fince the names of the Authors are
invariably appended to their refpective Verfes, in
the Table of Contents. And of the Books that
are out of print, from which extrafts have been
made, I would refer only to the Works of an Au-
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thor to whom is well not to forget that we owe a
debt of gratitude, as to one who ftood in the fore-
front of thofe who defired to reftore the public ufe of
Ancient Chriftian Hymns, who himfelf was one of
the early tranflators of fuch Hymns, and whofe own
compofitions bear the marks of appreciation forthefe
old models in Hymnology—I mean the late Bifhop
MaNT. And I'much regret that the want of fpace
alone has allowed me to benefit (o fparingly from
the leave to make ufe of the Bifhop’s Works—
the republication of which is much to be defired,—
kindly accorded by his Son, the Venerable the
Archdeacon of Down.

The feleétion from modern Writers has been
confined to extrafs from thofe Works which have
been publifhed within the laft thirty or forty years,
fince the revived tafte for Ancient Compofitions has
arifen. 'Thofe Authors have been chiefly chofen
whofe attention has been direfted to the early
Hymnology of the Church ; who have, at one time
or another of their career, been engaged in tranf-
lating from Latin or Greek Sources; who have
allowed themfelves to be influenced by Ancient
Hymns, even if they have not imitated them ; and
whofe ftyle has been refined by the ftudy of Compo-
fitions of a higher, purer, and more truly Chriftian
order of Sacred Verfe. It was needful to decide
on fome limit with reference to the date of Modern
Hymns from which feleftions are made. Of late,
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the beft Hymns of the laft, and of the early part
of the prefent, Century have been repeatedly
printed, and are acceffible in many cheap and
widely-circulated Hymn Books ; whilft the entire
‘Works of fome Hymn Writers have lately been
reprinted, or are now in the courfe of publication,
amongft others by one, who in his intimate ac-
quaintance with Hymns by Englifh Authors is
probably fecond to few living authorities, Mr.
Danier SEpewick. Hence it appeared to be
ufelefs to extend the range beyond the bounds pro-
pofed ; and within the limits of the prefent age
there is an abundant fcope for the fele&ion of
Hymns—a period in the hiftory of the Hymnology
of the Church which has been lefs exhauftively
treated than other eras, by the learned refearches
of Sir ROUNDELL PALMER, in his otherwife very
complete Book of Praife.

The Hymns and Verfes that are original will
(peak for themfelves. In each cafe, affixed to
them, will be found the Signatures or Initials of their
refpeive Authors, with the exception of two
Anonymous pieces from Magazines. Some few of
thefe Poems have previoufly appeared in the pe-
riodical literature of the day, though not always
authenticated by the Writer's name. Other pieces,
again, have been re-written for the prefent Work ;
but in thefe, and fimilar cafes, it has not been
thought neceffary to make further reference to the
queftion of Origin or Authorfhip, than may be
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gathered from the Preface, Table of Contents, or
Index of Sources. And this decifion has been
made after confulting the wifhes of the Authors
themfelves.

In conneftion with the fubject of Authorfhip,
it is only needful to mention two or three other
points. Firft, that the Hymns and Verfes in Lyra
Meffianica are printed, (1) in the cafe of republi-
cation, in every inftance where it was poffible to
obtain leave, with the confent of the Author or
Publifher; and (2) verbatim, as their Authors
wrote or revifed them. Whilft, however, this
principle of exa& reprodultion has been obferved,
the privilege of omiffion is claimed, and has been
exercifed to the exclufion of ftanzas from original or
reprinted Hymns. ‘Thefeomiffionshavebeen chiefly
made in the cafe of the various forms of the Gloria,
with which moft Ancient Hymns are wont to end.
Thefe concluding ftanzas, though of great ufe for
purpofes of finging, and of much value in them-
Jelves, were not thought to be effential in a Book
intended for devotional reading; and as in many
of them there is neceffarily a certain amount of
famenefs in compofition, and as the faving of fpace,
for the introduction of other Hymns, was needful,
the Gloria in all Hymns has been omitted.

Secondly, no Author is to be held refponfible for
any opinion or expreffion contained in any thing
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beyond his own Contribution to Lyra Meffianica.

In a Colle&tion like the prefent, fuch a principle is

at the root of this and of all fimilar combinations.

The do&rine of irrefponfibility, for all but perfonal
Contributions, is tacitly affumed; but it is only fair
to many kind known and unknown Friends, who.
have aided in the compilation, diftinétly to avow
this principle, as well as to draw attention to it.
With fo many various Contributors, it is too much
to hope that no flight differences of opinion will
be difcovered to exift ; but it is confidently afferted
that nothing has been inferted in Lyra Meffianica

which is out of harmony with the Do&rine of the

Church of England. Whether or not, then, any
Theological difcrepancies be obferved, each Contri-
bator is relieved from perfonal refponfibility for
any but perfonal Contributions.

Thirdly (and this is a point of but little moment)
there is the queftion of orthography, pun&uation,
and other matters typographical. I have unfuc-
cefsfully endeavoured to reduce to a fyftem the
ufe of ftops in the following pages. With Con-
tributors who are [0 good as to take the trouble to
corre& their own proofs, it is impoffible to obtain
uniformity ; but the benefit to the Work derived
from this pledge for accuracy, is not comparable
to the minor inconfiftencies in punfuation which
this courfe involves. And at the expenfe of fruf-
trating my attempts at uniformity in the ufe of
Jtops, I have to thank thofe who have thus infured



Preface. xxifi

folarge an amount of corre&tnefs in the prefs. The
ufe of italic letters, to give that force to expre(fions
which the words them(elves fhould convey without
the aid of typographical peculiarities has been
avoided ; and brackets, dafhes, inverted commas,
and notes of admiration have been but fparingly
employed. It is thought that in this refpe& the
Jtyle of printing cannot be too fimple and unde-
monftrative ; and the dafh has been made to do
duty not only as a mark of abrupt change of idea,
but alfo in the place of the ordinary bracket, as
well as inftead of inverted commas, to indicate the
words of a Speaker. In orthography, a greater
meafure of fuccefs has been attained than in the
ufe of ftops; and in particular, the inarticulated
vowel ¢, which is fometimes omitted in favour of an
apoftrophe, in the final (yllable, has been allowed
in Lyra Me(fianica, in accordance with the cuftom
of many Writers, to retain its proper pofition. As
the Volume is printed and bound in a ftyle which
is not modern, other typographical arrangements
have been made with a view to confiftency; and
in the ufe of capital letters a cuftom has been
followed, which it is believed obtained, though not
at all uniformly, of old.

In addition to Hymns which are in any fenfe
Englifh, and to thofe which are rendered from
Ancient Eaftern or Weftern Sources, Lyra Meffi-
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anica contains many Hymns and Verfes tranflated
from Modern Languages, many from the German,
and a few from the Italian, Spanifh, and Swedifh,
moft of the latter and many of the former being now
for the firft time printed. The fame kindnefs which
has been fhewn with reference to fome tranflations
from the Latin which are out of print, has alfo been
received in the cafe of Sacred Hymns, tranflated
from the German (Pickering), 1840, by FRANCES
Er1zaBeTH Cox; and Mifs Cox hasbeen fo good
as to re-write or revife the Hymns which have
been feleced from her valuable Colle&ion, as well
as to add to the ftore of Hymns from the German
in Lyra Meffianica [everal new renderings not
previoufly publifhed. Amongft other Modern
Aathors, the following pages contain f[pecimens of
the poetical Works of Laurence Peterfen of Up-~
fala, of S. Alphonfo Liguori, of Gongora, Cal-
deron, and Luis de Leon ; and of German Writers,
whilft feveral Hymns poffefs no diftinguifhing
name, e.g., amongft others, thofe from the Hymn
Book of the Diocefe of Treves, others again may
be referred to fuch Authors as Nicolai of the xvi.
Century, E. Lange, G. Sacer, and Paul Gerhard
of the xvii. Century, Garve, and G. Gellert,
Count Zinzendorff and Novalis of the laft or
prefent Century.

In concluding this portion of the Preface, it
need only be added that the main chara&eriftic of
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the Hymns and Verfes publifhed in the following
pages is their definite and objetive enunciation
of dogmatic Truth. Hymns, the features of
which are chiefly fubje@ive and devotional, have
alfo found a place in the Collettion. But that
which has not hitherto been effeGted, has been
attempted in Lyra Meffianica, the Colle&ion,
namely, of a large body of Hymns from many
Sources, Ancient and Modern, on each of the
leading Events or chiefeft Myfteries in the Life
of our Bleffed Lorp ; Hymns, moreover, which
Jhall diftin&tively teach the Catholic Faith on the
Fafts which form the fubjes of the feveral
Divifions of the Work. The refult of the attempt,
at the leaft, has been this—that in Lyra Meffianica
will be found many of the beft efforts of Authors
and Tranflators of the prefent age, who, without
anything approaching to formal organization, and
apart from all beyond a general fympathy in the
Work, to a greater or a lefs extent acknowledge
the principles to which this Colle&ion of Hymns
and Verfes owes its origin. And I take this op-
portunity to acknowledge my obligations publicly,
as | have in private expreffed my hearty thanks
to all and to each of the many Contributors to
Lyra M:ffianica, who have, in different ways,
helped me with their counfel, their knowledge,
and their talents, in this labour of love, Nor may
I forget to be grateful to thofe Publifhers who have
fantioned the re-publication of that which is in
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fa& their literary property, and one in which they
poffefs a pecuniary intereft, upon the fimple con-
dition, where any was required—a condition which
was [elf-impofed, and has always been obferved—
that due acknowledgment of permiffion (hould be
made.

Lyra Meffianica is divided into Six Parts.
I. Advent, or Hymns and Verfes on the firft and
fecond Advent of our Bleffed Lorp. In this
Part are contained many Hymns of the prefent
and former ages which look back to the firft, and
look onward to the fecond Coming of CHRIsT.
Amongft the many pieces of Sacred Verfe which
have Advent for their fubje&, it was difficult at
once to keep within due bounds, and to give fpe-
cimens which at all reprefent the number or the
value of the Poems compofed for this Seafon of the
Church. Hymns on the kindred fubjeéts of the
Four Laft Things—Death, Judgment, Heaven,
and Hell—have alfo been added to this Divifion
to fecure variety in its treatment. II. The In-
carnation is the title of the Second Part. And
this gives a fitting title to fuch Hymns as treat of
the Annunciation at Nazareth, and the Nativity
at Bethlehem. It was at one time contemplated
to include in this Divifion the Circumcifion,
Purification, and the Early Life of our LorDp,’and
thus to afford a more complete view than is given
of the Hymnological hiftory of the Holy Child-
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hood. Butas Hymns on the two more prominent
Events accumulated, thofe on the leffer Myfteries
were reluftantly abandoned. III. The Epiphany
and Transfiguration, the fubjefts of the next
Divifion, [upply Verfes on the Epiphany in
Humility in the Manger, and on the Epiphany in
Glory on the Mount. Here again, the many
other Epiphanies of Holy Scripture have been
over-paffed in favour of thefe memorable ones.
There exifts, however, a large body of ancient
Hymns on fubjets which would faitably be ranged
under this heading, as filling a gap between the
Birth and the Miniftry, fuch as the Baptifm in
Jordan, the Temptation in the Wildernefs, the

beginning of Miracles, and others, to which at-
tention may profitably be drawn; whilft fome
Writers have of late attempted to work out the
teaching of the Church at this feafon, in Verfe,
more pointedly than has hitherto been effected.
The firft of the fubjelts felefted was chofen for
its wide-fpread popularity, to fpeak with reve-
rence, with Writers of Hymns : the latter, on
account of the very few Compofitions which can
be found to illuftrate its leffons. ‘That the
Transfiguration is a neglected fubjet with Englifh
Authors is not to be wondered at, when we confi-
der that whereas moft modern Hymns are written
for public ufe in Church, the Feftival which com-
memorates the Myftery of Tabor finds no place
amongft the greater Holydays in the Englifh
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Kalendar, and is but feldlom commemorated even
as a minor Feftival. Of old, however, it was
otherwife ; and Lyra Meffianica contains many
pieces on this fubje& for the firft time tranflated
into Englifh.

The Paffion is a fubje& rather for a Volume of
Hymns than for a Part in a Colle&ion of Sacred
Verfe. This .is Divifion IV. in the following
pages ; and a larger fpace has been allotted to its
treatment than to any other Part. 'The Betrayal,
the Agony in the Garden, the Apprehenfion and
the Judgment, the Via Dolorofa, the Crucifixion,
the Seven Laft Words, the Death of our Bleffed
Lorp, His Entombment, and the myfterious and
hufhed interval we call Eafter Eve,amongft other
details of the Sacred Paffion, fupply materials
for this Divifion of the Book. V. Eafter and the
Refurreétion naturally follow in the fifth place :
and V1., they, in turn, are fucceeded by the A fcen-
fion of CHR1sT and the Defcent of Gop the HoLy
GHosT, with which the Volume clofes. Pentecoft,
as the fulfilment of the Seafon of Afcenfion, is not
inharmonioufly joined with it in a Collettion of
Verfe. And, as in the cafe of the Epiphany and
Transfiguration, evidence is not wanting which
fhows the union, hymnologically, in the mind of
the ancient Church between the Seafon and the
Feaft: [o, alfo, the ufe of Hymns for Afcenfion-
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Tide and Pentecoft is not very clearly defined ;
fince Afcenfion Hymns in one Office Book are
fometimes found under the divifion of Whitfun-
tide in another, and Pentecoftal Hymns are not
unfrequently fung in and after the Oftave of the
Afcenfion, during the week which formerly was
known by the name of Expeftation Week.

It will be feen that the Hymns in this Colle&tion
are arranged according to the fequence of Events
in the Life of CHRIsT, and that they overlap thofe
Mpyfteries, on the one hand, by the anticipation of
His Advent, and, on the other, by the com-
memoration, after His Departure, of the Defcent
of His Hory Seirit. Lyra Meffianica thus
follows the leading of the Church, in the chain of
Feftival and Faft, of Holyday and Seafon ap-
pointed to be obferved in that portion of the
Chriftian Year which is devoted to Do rinal
teaching, from Advent to Trinity Sunday. And
whilft the Book does not pretend, in the felettion
of Hymns, to follow the Church’s guidance, ftep
by ftep, throughout each Event in her Lorp’s Life;
yet it has made the attempt to group around the
chiefeft Landmarks in His Earthly Sojourn as
large a body of Verfe, Ancient and Modern, on
each feparate Myjtery, as the (pace allotted to fuch
poetical illuftration permitted.
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It only remains for me to give a fhort analyfis
of the Contents of Lyra Meffianica, and then to
mention the Names or Signatures of thofe to whom
I am indebted either for original or reprinted Con-
tributions, and of thofe from whofe Works I have
been able to quote.

Of the Hymns and Verfes contained in thefe
pages, the following is an abftraét. The Col-
letion confifts of 343 pieces. And the firft divi-
Jion which may be made, feparates Englifh Hymns
from thofe which owe their origin to a Foreign
Source. About one-half of the Volume is devoted
to either clafs of compofitions : whilft of the 171 0r
172 Hymns from Ancient, Medizval, or Foreign
Sources, the larger proportion, or about go pieces,
are tranflations from Latin originals, 16 or 17 are
from the Greek Office Books, and of the remainder,
2 are from the Swedifh, 3 have an Italian origin, §
may be found in Spanifh writers, and 21 can
claim a German extraftion. Of the Hymns which
are purely Englifh, about go, in their prefent
form, may be termed original. Moft of the mo-
dern Foreign Verfes are new tranflations. More
than one-half of the Greek Hymns are for the firft
time publifhed in Verfe. And of the Hymns
from the Latin, a large proportion are abfolutely
new to Englifh Readers, and many of the remainder
are frefh verfions of formerly rendered Hymns.
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The Names of the Contributors to Lyra Me[f-
anica are printed in alphabetical order : they are as
follows—HENRY ALFORD; ANONYMOUS (2);
R. H. BaynNes; R. Meux Benson; Epwin
L. Brenkinsorr; WiLLiam J. BrLew; G.
Bourne; L. Bourne; C. INGHAM BLACK ;
MatTrHew Bripges; H. R.B; CeciLia Mary
CappeLrL ; Epwarp CaswaLrL; C. B. Cay-
LEY ; JoHN Davip CuHamBErRs; Ebpwarp
CuurToN; ACLERGYMAN (Morning Thoughts);
W. J.C.; Frances ELizasetn Cox; G.V.C,;
GEORGE W. Cox; ARTHUR CLEVELAND CoXE ;
G. DanieL; W. CHATTERTON DIx; W.H.D,;
Eprtors oF THE ParisH HYymN Book ; Fre-
DERICK WILLIAM FABER ; WiLLiAM B. FLow-
ER ; CHARLEs L. ForD ; DorRA GREENWELL;
T. GRINFIELD ; ARCHER GURNEY; J. Mip-
pLETON HARE ; R. S. HAWKER ; JouN WILLIAM
Hewerr; R. M. H.; J.M. H.; REGINALD HE-
BER; W. WaLsuam How; F.C. HusENBETH ;
C. E. KEnnaway ; F. W. KITTERMASTER ;
HERBERTKYNASTON ; FREDERICK GEORGELEE;
H. L. L.; RicHarD F. LiTTLEDALE ; HELEN
Lowe; RicHARD MANT; RicCHARD MassIE ;
Henry HarT MiLman; M.; Joun S. B.
MonseLr; H. M.; A. M. M.; GerarD
MouLTRIE; JoHN MasoN NEALE; JoHN
Henry NEwMAN; WiLLIAM A. NEWMAN ;
Puipps OnsLow ; H. NutcoMBE OXENHAM ;
Emiry L J. PaLin; W. PaLiN; F. TUurNER
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PALGRAVE; GREVILLE PHILLIMORE ; ADELAIDE
A.ProcTErR ; W. STERNE RAYMOND ; CHRIs-
TINA G. RosserT1; C. S.; I. GREGORY SMITH
Joun Georce SmrtH; HENRY THOMPSON;
RicHARD CHENEVIX TRENCH ; HENRY TREND;
R.S. TREND ; J. STANLEY TUTE ; AUBREY DE
VERE; Voick oF CHRISTIAN LIFE IN SoneG
(AuTHOR OF); T. WHYTEHEAD ; C. A M. W,;
W.; Isaac WiLrLiaMs; PHILIP STANHOPE
WorsLEey ; K. Y.

ORBY SHIPLEY.

Septuagefima,
A.D. 1864.
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THE FIRST AND SECOND ADVENT,

No. 1.

Page
®terna, indeficiens Mundi Vita.

A Sequence from the Sarum
Mifal. . . . AMM,
ravi me terrore pulfas vitz Dies
ultima,
A4 Hymn of S. Peter Damiani,
Xx1. Century.
PHILIP STANHOPE WORSLEY
3. Wachet auf, ruft uns die Stimine.
A Hymn of Philipp Nicolai. 1556—1608.
Frances EL1zaBeTH Cox
4. Deliverance . . WiLL1aM CHATTERTON Dix
5. CHRISTI Caterva clamitat.
A4 Vefper_ Hymn of the 1x. Century.
PHIiPPs ONSLOW
6. Prepare to meet thy Gop. .
RicHarD MEUX BENSON

“

6
8

* The Hymns are not numbered in the Text ; but by a reference
to the Page they can at once be found both in the Table of Con-

tents and Index of Firft Lines.
C
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. Jesu, Defenfor omnium.

A Vefper Hymn of the Mozarabic Brewiary.
WiLLIAM JOHN BLEW
8. The Ruleof Life . . . . GEORGE DANIEL
9. The Dew of Blefing . GERARD MOULTRIE
10. Der Herr bricht ein, um Mitternacht.
A Hymn of Zinzendorff. 1708—1760. H.L.L.
11. Tiw ipipay Ty ppixriv.
An Ode of S. Theodore of the Studium, 1X. Cen-
tury . . . . . JoHn MasoN NEaLE
12. Death . . . . . . Ebpwarp CaswalLL
13. The Chariot! the Chariot! . BisHor HEBER
14. The Advent Antiphons.
HEeENRY NUTCOMBE OXENHAM
15. Scarce difcerning ought. . . . G.BOURNE
16. Exiit cunis pretiofus Infans.
A Midnight Hymn of the Paris Brewiary, by
Charles Coffin of Rkeims. Isaac WILLIAMS
17. TheMyfteryof EMMANUEL. G.HUNTSMYTTAN
18. The Lorp’s Knocking. HERBERT KYNASTON
19. CHRISTE, FILI fummi PATRIS.
A Hymn of Innocent 111, x11. Century,
GEORGE W, Cox
20. Hark! through the lonely Wafte. Bisaor MaNT
21. An Advent Prayer. . . . . CCA M. W,
22, Creator alme Siderum.
A Vefper Hymn of the 1. Century, from the
Brewiary. . . . . . . . W.]J.C
23. The Two Advents . . . ARCHER GURNEY
24. I know younot . CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTI
25. ‘0 Kipiog Epxerai.
An Ode of S. Theodore of the Studium, 1X. Cen-
tury . . . . . JOHN MasoN NEALE
26. The World is grown old . . BisHor HEBER
27. Patris nefando Crimine.
A Vefper Hymn from the Paris Breviary, by
Charles Coffin of Rheims . . W.J. BLEw
28. Parted from Thee for evermore . . . K.Y,
29. The Voice of one that cries . HENRY ALFORD
30. Regnantem Sempiterna per Szcla fufceptura.
A Sequence from the Sarum Miffal.
Joun WiLLiaM HEWETT
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No.
31. The SoN of MaN fhall come.
ParisH HymN Book
32. DiesFinalis . . . . MAaTTHEW BRriDGES
33. Statua decreto DEI.
A Vefper Hymn of the Parifian Breviary,
Clzja};-le: C‘)qﬂin of Rkeims . . 1. foguz
34. LORD, are there few that be faved ?
MORNING THOUGHTS
35. I heard a Voice at the Matin Chime,
C. E. KENNAWAY
36. Cun&torum Rex omnipotens.
From the Mozarabic Breviary.
I. GREGORY SMITH
37. Ecce! Vocat DEus. . . . . . R.M.H.
38. Surely I come quickly . Joun S. B. MoNsELL
39. Prope eft claritudinis magna Dies,
} Sequence from the Miffal of Poi&iers, xvI1.
Century . . . JouN WiLLiaM HEWETT
40. Enoch and Elias . . JouN HENRY NEWMAN
41. The Star of Gladnefs. RicHARD MEUX BENSON
42. O Lorp, Who in Thy wondrous Love.
WiLLiam WaLsHam How
43. Ach, was ift doch unfre Zeit. .
Fromthe German. FRANCES ELIZABETH Cox
44. Sanétz Syon adfunt Encenia,
A4 Sequence from the Drontheim Mifal, of the
xvI. Century . . . PHIPPS ONsLOW
45. A Midnight Hymn of the Greek Church.
GERARD MOULTRIE
46. The Call of the Chriftian Pilgrims,
J. W. HEWETT
47. Dies illa, Dies Vite,
A Hymn of the xi1. Century.
'IZHB Voice oF CHRISTIAN LIFE IN SoNG
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No.
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49-
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54
55.
56.
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58.
59-
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OF OUR BLESSED LORD.

Wir fingen dir, IMMANUEL.
A Hymn of Paul Gerkard. 1606—1676.
Frances EL1zaBETH Cox
"Ecwos Aady, BavuaTovpydy Atoménc,
An Ode of §. Jokn Damafcene, Vii1. Century.
. CHATTERTON DIx
Letare! Puerpera.
A Sequence from the Miffal of Noyon.
J. W. HEWETT
A Sonnet on the Nativity.
From the Spanifk of Gongora. 1561—1627.
EpwarRD CHURTON
The Manger-Throne . W. CHATTERTON Dix
Jubilemus SALvATORI.
A Profe of Adam of S. Viétor, x11. Century.
.M. H.
Before the paling of the Stars. C. G. RosseTTI
Tu fcendi dalle ftelle.
From the Italian of S. Alpkonfo Liguori.
F. C. HUSENBETH
The Birth of the Chriftian’s Day. L. BOURNE
Lux eft orta Gentilibus.
A Sequence from the Miffal of Noyon. A.M.M.
Dormi! FiL1, dormi!
An Ancient Latin Hymn . . HENRY TREND
PUER natus in Bethlehem.
A Hymn of the x1v. Century.
RicHARD FREDERICK LITTLEDALE
Ave! Maria . . . . . ARCHER GURNEY
In Natali Domin.
A Hymnof the x1v. Century. R.F, LITTLEDALE
The Moon that now is fhining.
ADELAIDE A. PROCTER
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63. Neboor wpde Dpevovg, olxerdn sbapyira.
An Ode of S. Fohn Damafcene, viil. Century.
WiLLiaM CHATTERTON Dix
64. The Myftery of the Incarnation.
G. HUNT SMYTTAN
65. O ter facundas, O ter jucundas.
A Hymn of Mauburn, xv. Century.
EpwiIN L. BLENKINSOPP
66. Hark | heard ye not the ancient Seer ?
BisHop MaNT
67. O Nox vel medio fplendior die.
A Matin Hymn from the Amiens Breviary.
W. J. BLew
68. To CHRisT the LorD . JoHN S. B. MONSELL
69. The Holy CHILD CHRIST . . . W.C.Dix
70. Heu! Quid jaces Stabulo ?
A Hymn of Mauburn, xv. Century.
HERBERT KYNASTON
71. Hzc illa folemnis Dies, '
A Vefper Hymn of the Parifian Breviary. San-
tolius Victorinus, Xv1l. Century.
Isaac WiLLIAMS
72. The Star in the Eaft. JoHN MIDDLETON HARE
73. Cceleftis Ales nuntiat.,
A Midnight Hymn from the Paris Breviary.
Santolius Victorinus, Xvi1. Century.
Isaac WiLLIAMS
74. Sonent Regi Nato nova Cantica.
A Sequence from the Miffal of Angers, xvi.
Century . . . . . J. W, HEWETT
75. The CHiLD JEsus: a Cornith Carol.
R. S. HAWKER
76. Afar the Eaftern Sky is glowing.
4 Cé;?i‘ma: Hymn of i’o«uali:. HELEN LowEe
77. Sleep! Holy BABE . . EDWARD CASWALL
78. A Solis ortus cardine.
A Cento from a Hymn of S. Ambrofe, 1v. Cen-

tury o . 0 . ... . WG
79. Night fpreads her fable Veil.
F. WiLsoN KITTERMASTER
80. Tivovg Bporhiov Ty dvdmhacw wéras.
An Ode of S. Fohn Damafcene, virl. Century.
W. C. Dix
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81. SoN of Gob, before Thee.
- G, HUNT SMYTTAN
82. Nato nobis SALVATORE.
4 Profe of Adam of S. Viflor, X11. Century.

A. M. M,
83. A Chriftmas Carol.
From the Spanifh of Gongora, 1561—1627.
Epwarp CHURTON
84. Chriftmas Morning Hymn.
CHARLES INGHAM BLack
85. Lux eft orta Gentibus,
A Profe of Adam of S. Viftor, xu1. Cent;:?.
86. O Come! Creator SPIRIT. !
An Ancient Latin Hymn,
WiLL1aM JOHN BLEw
87. Tiw ENg Bufrein ofs, dibve Dwpn.
A4 Poem of S. Romanus the Melodif3, v1. Cen-
ry .o .0 .. . C. Dix
88. Stars of Glory, thine more brightly.
F. C. HUSENBETH
89. Come ye Lofty, come ye Lowly.
ARCHER GURNEY
9o. "Twas Midnight . . , . R.S. TrenD
91. Ccelum ngadel Terra plaude !
4 Hymn of Peter the Venerable, x11. Century.
PHIPPS ONsLOW
92. Thrice blefled fruitful Theme of Mirth . W.
93- Mundi falus Qui nafceris.
A Compline Hymn from the Paris Breviary.

Isaac WiLLiaMs
94. Auf! fchicke di&t.
4 Hymn of C. Gellert, 1715—1769.
Frances ELizaBeTH Cox
95. Adfa by dploroe G,
4n Ode of S. Jokn Damafeene, V111, Century.
W. C. Dix
96. The Cedar of Lebanon: A Carol.
RicHARD FREDERICK LITTLEDALE
When the World flept.
FREDERICK GEORGE LEE
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THe Epiphany anv Trangfiguration.
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THE TRANSFIGURATION
ON TABOR.
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98. The Shadow of the Star.

GERARD MOULTRIE 115
99. Magiftati Sacro San&te.
An Ancient Sequence. 1. GREGORY SMITH 117
100. Quicunque CHRISTUM quaritis.
: A Breviary Hymn for Matins.
JoHN HENRY NEWMAN 119
101. Tabor, Calvary, and Olivet.
F. C. HUSENBETH 119
102. Prima viétricis Fidei corona.
A Vefper Hymn from the Breviary of Noyon.
W. H. D. 121
103. The Epiphany of Tabor . . . A. M. M. 122
104. Magnum nobis Guadium.
A4 Hymn of W. Lovell, from the Amiens
Library, xv1. Century.
EpwiIN L. BLENKINSOPP 124
105. En Perfici ex orbis finu.
A Hymn of Prudentius, 1v. Century.
HERBERT KYNASTON 12§
106. Enthroned upon the Mountain-height.
MORNING THOUGHTS 126
107. -Hoc juffa quondam rumpimus.
A Vefper Hymn of the Parifian Breviary.
Santolius Victorinus, X1iL. Century.
Isaac WILLIAMS 127
108. A Carol of the Kings: an Armenian Myth.
R. S. HAWKER 128
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109. Quam nos potenter allicis.
Midnight Hymn of the Parifian Breviary.
Santoliss Viftorinus, Xv11. Century.
Isaac WiLLIAMS
110. Brighteft and beft of the Sons of the Morning.
Bisnor HEBER
111. JEsu, Dulcedo Cordium.
A Matin Hymn of S. Bernard, from the Paris
Brewviary . . . . Isaac WiLLIAMS
112. All Nations of the Earth, rejoice.
J. W. HEwETT
113. Hec eft Dies fumme grata.
A Sequence from the Miffal of Saintes, xv.
Century . CHARLES INGHAM BLack
114. Through the filent Midnight Hours.
ORNING THOUGHTS
115. Linquunt tefta Maji principis Urbis.
A Hymn of Charles Coffin, from the Paris
Brewiary for Lauds, 1676—1749.
JoHN DaviD CHAMBERS
116. Laudes DEo, dicat per omnia.
A Sequence from the Utrecht Miffal, xv1.
Century . . . . . . . H. .
117. Huc vos, O Miferi, Surda relinquite.
A Vefper Hymn from the Parifian Breviary.
Charles Coffin, 1676—1749.
JouN Davip CHAMBERS
118. The Guiding Star., W CHATTERTON Dix
119. CHRIST, through grief and toil we come.
Parisg Hymn Book
120. O nata Lux de Lumine,
A Hymn from the Sarum Breviary for Lauds.
XI. Centur .+« . W,_]J.BLEW
121. Im Abend blin{t der Morgenftern.
A Hymn of E. Lange, 1650—1727.
. Frances ‘E. Cox
122, Thou That art the FATHER’S WoORD.
HENRY ALFORD
123, Qua };pfu tacito Stella loquacibus.
A Midnight Hymn of Charles Coffin, from the
Parifian Brewviary, 1676—1749.
Isaac WiLL1AMS
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Hymng and Uerles on the
Life of Chrift,

PART 1.
dovent,

THE FIRST AND SECOND
ADVENT.

Salug aeterna, innzﬁ_timﬁ DWundi Wita.

IFE of the World unfailing,
Sun of our troubled [ky,
Who heard’ft in Heaven our
wailing,
And would'ft its anguifh try,
*Twas of Thy matchlefs Clemency
Thou cam’ft, INCARNATE, down,
From this world’s God our race to free,
And wear,unknown, the Crown.
B



dubent.

The Sheep of Gop were roving
Far off in error’s track,

When Thou, O Shepherd loving,
Cameft to bring them back ;

*Twas of Thy free, conftraintlefs Grace
All Thou could’ft give was given,

JEsu, that we might fhare a place
With Thee, in Light, in Heaven.

All bleft, O Gobp our Brother,
Was Thy Firft-coming’s Day,
But there fhall be another ;
Therefore Thy Servants pray,
When throned in Light to judge aright
Thou fitteft, O may we,
Where’er Thy Path, in raiment white
For ever follow Thee.

Gravi me tevrore pullag vitae Dies ultima.

VILY with dread thou loomeft, laft
day of my earthly life ;

eart and melting reins within me
Jhudder at the mortal ftrife,

When I would inform my (pirit with what horrors

thou art rife.

Who can dare the fcene difcover that doth compafs

thee about,



Gravi me tervore. 3

When the feeble flefh uncoileth, and life’s Jpan is
meafured out,

And the Soul relu@ant rufhes on the Myftery
without ?

Senfe is dead, the dry tongue [tiffens, and the eyes
grow dim for death,

And the fick man’s breaft is heaving, and his
hoarfe throat gafps for breath,

Blanched his cheeks, his limbs hang nervelefs, and
his beauty vanifheth. -

Things he wrought, and thought, and uttered, in
the years he lived below,

Rob him of his reft ; dread vifions round his couch
of anguifh grow,

Come up from the Paft and daunt him, hunt his
glances to and fro.

Then the thought of ended a&ion doth his lonely
[pirit fting ;

Then his confcience racks him ever with untimely
vifiting ;

Baut his terrible repentance cometh now a fruitlefs
thing, '

In that hour are very bitter all the fweetne(Jes of
earth,

When the endlefs retribution tracks the footfteps
of his mirth ;

All that once was grand and glorious feemeth to
him nothing worth.



4 dubent,

CHrisT, Invincible, I pray Thee help me, Lorbp,
refpeét my moan,

When the laft dark hour is on me and I journey
hence alone;

Suffer not the Powers of evil then to claim me for
their own.

Slay in me the Prince of darknefs; let Hell fall
Thy Grace before :

Thy loft Sheep, redeemed for ever, then unto Thy
Fold reftore,

There to dwell in contemplation of Thy Glory
evermore,

Wachet auf, tuft ung vie Stimine.

AKE! the ftartling Watch-cry
pealeth,
While flumber deep each eyelid
fealeth ;
Awake ! Jerufalem, awake !
Midnight’s folemn hour is tolling,
And Cherub notes are onward rolling ;
They call on us our part to take.
Come forth, ye Virgins wife ;
The Bridegroom comes, arife !
Each Lamp be bright, with ready light,
To grace the Marriage Feaft to-night.

Zion hears the Voice that fingeth ;
With fudden Joy her glad heart fpringeth ;



Deliverance. 5

At once fhe wakes, fhe ftands arrayed :
Her Light is come, her Star afcending,
Lo! girt with Truth, with Mercy blending,
Her Bridegroom there, (o long delayed.
All hail! Gop’s Glorious Son :
All hail ! our Joy and Crown,
The joyful Call, we anfwer all,
And follow to the Nuptial Hall.

Praife to Him Who went before us ;
Let men and Angels join in chorus :

Let harp and cymbal add their found.
Twelve the gates, a pearl each portal—
We hafte to join the Choir immortal

Within the Holy City’s bound.

Ear ne’er heard aught like this,

Nor heart conceived fuch blifs ;
We raife the fong, we fwell the throng,
To praife Thee ages all along.

Deliverantce.

OME and releafe us, Son of Gop—
We look for Liberty and Light to
Thee:
" 'Thou only fin-bound Souls canft make
Imperifhably free ;

Free from all carking ftrifes of earth ;
Free from the time-forged chains which bind us
down ; ’
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Free to engage in Faith’s high war,
To battle for the Crown :

Free from unmanly, felfifh aims,
From angry ftrife of tongues and bitternefs ;
From crime, oppreffion, fraud, and wrong,
From pride’s cold-heartednefs :

Free from great Mammon’s golden fway ;
Freefrom the wearying thirft for placeand power
From mad ambitions of the heart,
Which ftrengthen as they lower :

Free, above all, from inward love
For aught arrayed againft that Crofs of nght
Whofe glories, ftreaming down the world,
Make its dark places bright.

Come and releafe us, Son of Gobp ;
Hope of the Gentiles, SAvIOUR, hear our cry;
Earth wanes toward her evening hour,
Deliverance is nigh.

Chrittf Caterda clamitat.

ARK!! a glad exulting throng ;
Hark! the loud Hofannas ring ;

Glad Hofannas loud and long

Greet MEssIAH triumphing.




Chritti Caterda clamitat.

He, of Whom the Prophets won
Myftic Vifions faint and dim,

Comes, th’ ALL-FATHER’s Only Son,
And Redemption comes with Him.

Bore the WorbD fin’s curfe and fhame, -
Leaving Heaven for fin’s domain ;
Wore the WorbD our flefhly frame
By His Death, Death’s King was flain.

Once of earthly Mother born
Ever of the FATHER, He

Twain the Natures He has worn,
One, His Perfe& DErry.

Lo! the GoDHEAD come to earth,
Perfet MaN, as all might fee,
That reborn in Gop’s new Birth
Might the fallen manhood be.
Praife we Him with joyful voice,
Our new birth His Triumph [ealed ;
In the Day let all rejoice
Which of old His Birth revealed.

Him with holieft worfhip praife
In His folemn Advent-Tide ;

Holieft rites for holieft days
By the GopHEAD glorified.

So, when earth His Terrors fhake,
He fhall come our faith to blefs ;

Saved, for that firft Advent’s fake,
By His glorious Lowlinefs.
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Prepare to meet thy God.

ARE to meet thy Gop! Now
dreams muft flee ;

e pure in heart Faith’s golden
crown fhall wear :

Purge with Love’s firea chamber meet for prayer;
Take Zeal’s rough cloak, gemmed with Humility :
Learn in the Crofs the Marks of CHRIST to fee;

Intheworld’shate His Love,in wounds His Care:

Faith, Hope, and Love be thine. Lorb, we

prepare
With Thine own Gifts to deck ourfelves for Thee.
Come! quickly come! By Mercy’s minifters

With Joy and Peace our pilgrim feet are fhod :

In rapturous Faith we call Thee Lorp and Gob.
Come! quickly come! Rend the malignant fkies,

Sins murky exhalations fhroud my Light :

Firft grant Faith’s martyr-gaze, then Seraph’s

fight.

Jefu, Hth’zni'or smnfum.

our Captain and our King,
dorable Defender,
* comes the night on ebon-wing,
and us to fleep we render:
Still reft we, JEsu, in Thy Name,
Our Keeper and our Guard,



The Rule of Lite.

And wakeful thus in [pirit claim
The Watcher'’s bleft reward.

At noon of night, by Gofpel Voice,
The Bridegroom is proclaimed ;
He comes—in Him let all rejoice
By Whom Heaven’s Realm is framed :
Forth hafte the holy Maiden-bands
To meet His Coming ftate,
Bearing their bright Lamps in their hands,
Joying with gladnefs great.

The foolifh bide the gate before,
And hold their Lamps long quenched,
Smiting in vain that Palace door,
Whofe bolts will ne’er be wrenched :
Then watch we and in [pirit ftand
With panoply complete,
That we, when CHrisT fhall be at hand,
Go forth our Lorbp to greet.

The Rule of Lite.

JIOT too anxious for to-morrow,
Not too carelefs of to-day,
Temperate in joy and forrow,
. Not [o often grave as gay ;

By no evil paffions driven ;
Envy, malice, bearing none ;

On unkindnefs unforgiven
Never letting fet the fun;
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Grateful for whatever Bleffing,
In its bounty Heaven has fent ;
Ever happy in poffeffing
Quiet, competence, content ;
Not, for pride, profufely giving ;
Not to Mammon meanly fold ;
Lefs for felf, than others, living ;
Prizing friendfhip more than gold ;
Let me pafs through life’s probation—
And then let me, when I die,
Full of hope and refignation,
Give to earth my long, laft figh.

The Dew of Bleling.

Ruler of the fky,
‘0 compenfate our lofs
hine Only Son to die

Upon the fhameful Crofs ;

By Thy Love for finful man,
By the Water and the Blood,
Sacramental ftreams, which ran
Down from the holy Rood

At the Crofs’s bafe to rear
Golden harvefts, rich and broad—
Tender plants, the full ripe ear,
Meet for the harveft’s Lorp :



et Berr bricht ein, um MWitternacht, 1x

O’er the length and breadth and height,
Deep rich foil and fhallow fand,
Pour the Dew of Bleffing bright
Upon the thirfty land :

Till at laft Thy Voice fhall fay—
Summer fades ; ’tis time ; begin
Labourers your work ; away !

Gather the Harveft in.

Angel-Reapers, robed in Light,
Opening wide your bofoms come ;
Lo! the fields with harveft white ;
Garner the full fheaves home.

Dev Bevr bricht ein, um Witternacht.

~IHE Lorp fhall come in dead of night,
When all is ftillnefs round ; '
How happy they whofe Lamps are
bright,
Who hail the Trumpet’s found.

How blind and dead the world appears,
" How deep her flumbers are,
Still dreaming that the Day fhe fears

Is diftant and afar.

Who [pends his day in holy toil,
His talent ufed aright,

That he may hafte, with Heavenly (poil,
To meet his Lorp that night ?
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Are ye aroufing from their fleep,
The Saints who dare to reft,

And calling every one to keep
A watch more true and bleft?

Wake up! my heart and Soul, anew,
Let fleep no moment claim ;

But hourly watch, as if ye knew
This night the Mafter came.

Ty npépav T Qpixctiy.

fearful Day, that Day of (peech-
lefs dread,
n Thou fhalt come to judge the
quick and dead—
I fhudder to forefee,
O Gob, what then fhall be.

When Thou fhalt come, Angelic legions round,
Withthoufand thoufands,and with Trumpet found,
CHrisT, grant me in the air
With Saints to meet Thee there.

Weep, O my Soul, ere that great hour and Day
When Gob fhall fhine in manifeft array,

'Thy fin, that thou mayeft be

In that ftri& Judgment free.
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The terror Hell-fire fierce and unfufficed :

‘T'he bitter worm: the gnafhing teeth: O Curist,
Forgive, remit, proteét ;
And fet me with th’ Ele&.

That I may hear the blefséd Voice that calls

The Righteous to the Joy of Heavenly halls :
And, King of Heaven, may reach
‘The Realm that paffeth (peech.

Enter Thou not in Judgment with each deed,
Nor each intent and thought in ftri¢tnefs read :
Forgive and fave me then,

O Thou that loveft men.

Death.

JIOW let me clofe mine eyes,

And ftrive to piture to myfelf the day,

When, ftretched inmylaftdying agonies,
I here no more may ftay.

Ah! when will be the time
For thee, my Soul, to wing thy [olemn flight ?
Shall it be Winter fnow, or Summer prime ?
Shall it be day or night ?

And fhall it be my lot
Prepared by Sacraments of Grace to die?
Or fhall I perifh in fome lonely [pot

No Prieft of Jesus nigh?
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And will my death come flow
Or fudden as the Lightning’s vivid blaft ?
Ah me! I cannot fay—but this I know,
That come it muft at laft.

Oh, then, fince thus I live,
Certain of Death—uncertain of the day—
This Grace to me, Immortal Saviour, give,
In Thy dear Love, I pray;

That whatfoe’er befall

Of good or ill, I evermore may be

Ready, whenever founds Thy folemn Call,
At once to anfwer Thee,

The Chariot! | the Chariot!

HE Chariot! the Chariot! its wheels
roll on fire .
As the Lorp cometh down in the pomp
of His Ire:
Self-moving it drives on its pathway of cloud,
And the Heavens with the burthen of GopHEAD
are bowed.

The Glory! the Glory! by myriads are poured

The Hofts of the Angels to wait on their Lorb,

And the glorified Saints and the Martyrs are
there,

And all who the Palm-wreath of Vitory wear,
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‘The Trumpet! the Trumpet! the dead have all
heard : :

Lo the depths of the ftone-covered charnel are
stirred :

From the fea, from the land, from the fouth and
the north,

The vajt generations of man are come forth.

The Judgment! the Judgment! the Thrones are
all fet,

Where the LAMB and the white-vefted Elders are
met :

All flefh is at once in the Sight of the Lorb,

And the doom of Eternity hangs on His Word.

Oh Mercy! oh Mercy! look down from above,

CREATOR, on us Thy [ad Children, with Love :

When beneath to their darknefs the wicked are
driven,

May our [an¢tified Souls find a manfion in Heaven.

Che Avvent Antiphong.

O Sapientia.
WISDOM, that proceedeft from
The Mouth of the Moft High,
And through illimitable fpace
Extendeft mightily ;
'Thou, that in [weeteft harmony
Difpofeft all creation,




Come ! guide our Souls along the path
Of prudent contemplation.

O Adonai.
O Adonali, Ifrael’s Ruler Thou,
To Mofes in the flame-girt Bufh revealed,
Who gaveft to him the Law on Sinai’s brow,
Come! lift ‘Thine outftretched Arm our Souls to
JShield.
O Radix Feff.
Root of Jeffe, Enfign Thou
Set forth to every nation,
Unto Thee all Kings fhall bow
In fpeechlefs adoration :
Thine Aid the Gentiles fhall implore ;
Come! and redeem us—tarry now no more.

O Clavis David.
Key of David, and Sceptre
Of Ifrael’s race,
Who openeft and clofeft
The portals of Grace ;
When Thou openeft, none clofe,
When thou (hutteft, none ope :
Come! lead from their bondage
The Prifoners of hope ;
Make [peed, O Redeemer,
The captives to [ave,
Who in darknefs abide,
And the gloom of the Grave.
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O Oriens.

O Day-Spring, Brightnefs of eternal Light,
O Sun of Righteoufnefs ;
Come Thou ! the dwellers in dark fhades of night
And in Death’s valley with Thy rifing Beams
to blefs.

O Rex Gentium.
O King, Defire of every nation,
O Corner-ftone that both to one doft mould,
Come Thou! accomplifh man’s Salvation,
Man, whom Thou formed|t from the clay of old.

O Emmanuel,
O Law-giver, and King, EMMANUEL, come!
Come Thou! the Gentiles tarry for Thy Birth,
Predeftined Saviour ; from fin’s righteous doom,
Come! fave, O Lorp our Gob, the tribes of earth.

Srearce difcerning ought.
CARCE difcerning ought before us,

On our weary way we go;
But one guiding Star is o’er us,
Beaming forth the way to fhew.

Watch we, pray we, let us fink not
Journeying on while yet we can
At a moment when we think not
Shall we meet the Son of Man.
c
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See! e’en now the Eaft is bright’'ning ;
See! the cloud of gloom is riven ;
See! a flajh more fwift than lightning
Gleameth all athwart the Heaven.

CHRIST hath come (oh, joy and wonder!)
Clothed in Majefty fublime,

Gilorious as the Son of Thunder
Saw Him in the olden time.

Hark the Trumpets’ note is pealing ;
All the dead it fummoneth,
Endlefs Life to fome revealing,
But to fome—the Second Death.

Lo! a Form from Earth arifeth,
Pure and lovely, who is fhe?
She it is whom JEsu prizeth,
*Tis the Church, whofe Spoufe is He.

See the Robes of dazzling brightnefs
That adorn the glorious Bride ;

Gob hath clothed her in the whitenefs
Of the Saints all purified.

Hark! fhe hails Him—Thou that faveft,
‘Thy Salvation draweth nigh,

With the Children that Thou gaveft,
JEesu, Bridegroom, here am L.

White-robed bands of His Redeemed
Stand around her by the Throne ;

Sorrowful on earth they feemed,
Now their great Reward is fhewn :
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For with Joy how paffing fervent
Each doth hear the gracious Voice—
Come, thou good and faithful Servant,
Come, and evermore rejoice.

Eriit cunig pretiofug Ynfang,

QIOW from his cradle comes the Child,
By the Moft High

Trained for His own great Miniftry:

He, far from man, drinks in the wild

The [prings of Wifdom undefiled :

Far *mid the defert caves profound,
’Mid low-browed rocks,
Where every noife lorn echo mocks,
The bees that in the rock abound,
And mountain ftreams, the only found.

With limbs long-trained to hardihood,
The camel’s hair
Wrapt rudely round his body bare,
There in the wild CHRIsT’s Soldier stood,
The defert [poils his only food.

With ftrong-bent Hope his Soul doth burn
From Satan’s thrall
That faithlefs Nation to recall—
That fathers might of children learn,
And children to their fathers turn.
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ThHe Wyery of Emmanuel,

NCARNATE Gob! what tongue can
% tell
| The Myftery of EMMANUEL ?
What human lyre,
What Angel choir,
Can fing that Marvel paffing ken,
The Worp made FLEsH for finful men?

‘Thine Advent, LorD, was pain and fhame,
Our world from Satan to reclaim ;
Oh, Grace unknown,
That from Thy Throne,
Thou cam’ft to be defpifed of thofe
Thy Love would refcue from their woes.

A MAN of Sorrows, MAN of Grief—
As if Thou wert the very chief
Of finners loft,
Thou cam’jt the Hoft,
O Spotlefs Lams of Gob, to be
For man, his Soul from death to free.

Yes, Thou waft wounded, bruifed, and torn,
That we might healed be, and born
To Life again,
And faved from pain ;
And yet from Thee we hid our face,
Who came from guilt to cleanfe our race.
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When, Jesu, Thou fhalt come once more,
Not poor and lowly as of yore,

But clothed in Light,

And full of Might,
More Glorious than ten thoufand days,
With Angels pealing forth Thy Praife.

The clouds of Heaven Thy Chariot-throne,
And crowned with Majefty Thine own,
Grant I may ftand
On Thy Right Hand,
A finner, yet abfolved by Thee,
And worthy made Thy Face to fee.

With eager eyes and longing heart
Thy Church would fee Thee as Thou art ;
Oh, hear Her cry,
Her lone-lorn figh,
And haften, Lorb, the promifed hour,
When She will reach Her Bridal-bower.

The Lotd’s Rnocking.

HE night is far [pent, and the day s at
hand,
There are Signs in the Heaven, and
Signs on the land,
In the wavering earth, and the drouth of the fea—
But He ftandsand He knocks, Sinner, nearerto thee.
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His night-winds but whifper until the Day break

To the Bride, for in flumber her heart is awake :

He muft knock at the fleep where the revellers tofs

With the dint of the Nails and the fhock of the
Crofs.

Look out at the cafement ; fee how He appears ;

Still weeping for thee all Gethfemane’s tears ;

Ere they plait Him earth’s thorns, in its [olitude
crowned,

With the drops of the night and the dews of the
ground.

Will you wait? Will you flumber until He is gone,

Till the beam of the timber cry out to the ftone ;

Till He fhout at thy fepulchre, tear it apart,

And knock at the duft, Who would [peak to thy
heart ?

Chritte, Fili fummi Patris.

» the SoN of Gop Moft High,
nts unto Thee we cry ;
y Love for her who bore Thee,
auu with tendereft care watched o’er
Thee,
Hearken to our lowly prayer—
Thou, our Twofold Saviour, fpare,
Fountain of our earthly pleafure,
And the Soul’s eternal Treafure.




Chritke, Fili lummi Patrig,

Though defiled by fin, we pray,
Wafh Thou all our guilt away.
Thou, Who loveft Mercy, [pare us ;
Grievous finners we declare us.
JEsu, blot out all our fin;

Make us a clean heart within,

Grant us perfet Charity,

Faith, and firmeft Hope in Thee,
And, at laft, a bleffed End,

Greateft boon that Thou canft fend ;
‘That we may depart like thofe

Who in Thee, O CHrisT, repofe.
Fit us for the Bread of Heaven,

At Thy holy Altar given.

From Thy Wrath, O Lorp, defend us ;
Healing Balm in mercy fend us

For our fenfes and our Soul,

From [in’s dark and dread controul,
That, when our lajt hour draws nigh,
Thy ftrong Angel may ftand by,
Sent by Thee to guide and guard us,
Till Thou with the Juft reward us.
And, though we in death decay,
Drive the fecond Death away.
Though to earth reftored we be,
May our Spirits reft in Thee,

That, when our long fleep is o’er,
We may fee Thee evermore.

23
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Bark! through the lonely Wlatke.

ARK'! through the lonely Wafte
By foot of man unpaced—
Prepare the Way—a warning Voice
refounds ;
Level th’ oppofing hill,
The hollow valley fill,
Make ftraight the crooked, fmooth the rugged
grounds ;
Prepare a paffage, form it plain and broad,
And through the defert make a highway for our
Gonb.

Thine, Baptift, was the Cry,
In ages long gone by
Heard in clear accents by the Prophet’s ear :
As if ’twere thine to wait,
And with imperial ftate
Herald fome eaftern Monarch’s proud career :
Who thus might march his hoft in full array,
And fpeed through tracklefs wilds his unrefifted
way.

But other tafk hadft thou
‘Than lofty hills to bow,
Make ftraight the crooked, therough places plain:
Thine was the harder part
To fmooth the human heart,
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The wildernefs where fin had fixed his refgn;
To make deceit his mazy wiles forego,
Bring down high-vaulting pride, and lay ambition
low.

Such, Baptift, was thy care,
‘That no obftrution there
Might check the progrefs of the King of kings ;
But that a clear high way
Might welcome the array
Of Heavenly Graces which His Prefence brings;
And where Repentance had prepared the road,
There Faith might enter in, and Love to man and
Gob.

An Avbent Praper.

Advent is at hand :
Grace again reftored,
ns in fecret probe,

U >AVIOUR moft Adored.

A traitor to Thy Caufe,
By falfe conceit beguiled,
I have not hated fin,
But on Thy Crofs have fmiled.

Thy Voice reveals me thus,

And pierces through my heart;
A leper foul I kneel,

Unveiled by human art.
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The prodigal’s return
Thou watcheft from afar,
Treading a homeward path
Beneath the guiding Star.

All travel-ftained 1 come ;
"Thine Advent Love alone

‘To plead in trembling guilt
Before Thy Mercy-Throne.

O Holy ONE [peak on,
And give me ears to hear

The ftill fmall Voice Divine
Of Jesus paffing near.

Creator alme Gdetum.

REATOR of the ftarry height,
@ Of hearts believing endlefs Light,
3 JEsu, Redeemer, bow thine Ear,

Thy fuppliants’ vows in pity hear ;
Who, left the earth, through evil eye
Of treacherous Fiend, fhould wafte and die,
With mighty Love inftin&, were made
Th’ expiring world’s all-healing Aid :
Who to the Crofs, that world to win
From common ftain of common fin,
From Virgin Shrine, a Virgin Birth,
A [potlefs Victim iffueft forth;
At vifion of Whofe Glory bright,
At mention of Whofe Name of Might,
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Angels on high and Fiends below

In reverence or in trembling bow :
Almighty Judge, to Thee we pray,
Great Umpire of the laft dread Day,
Protet us through th’ unearthly fight
With Armour of Celeftial Light.

ThHe Two Adbents.

and praife, and joy, and
]i“g,
ve, Lord, for thy dear Word ;
‘L'nere, the Key of Life poffefling,
Hear we all that Prophets heard,
All that Sages
Sought with eager Hope deferred.

They with longing expe(tation
Hailed the Advent of their King :
We receive that glad Salvation,
And with joyous hearts we fing—
Alleluia!
Death in Him hath loft its fting.

But a fecond Advent glorious
We await, in faith fincere :
Hufhed be Satan’s hofts uproarious
When the bleffed Saints appear
Round the Prefence,
And our Gob defcends to cheer.



28 Avbent,

Meantime prize we all exceeding
Holy Scripture’s Light and Grace ;
Gob the Son, for finners bleeding,
Shows therein His awful Face.
Bend to worfhip ;
Him your All in all embrace.

J know pou not.

CHRIST the Vine with living Fruit,
The twelvefold-fruited Tree of Life,
The Balm in Gilead after ftrife,

The valley Lily and the Rofe;
Stronger than Lebanon, Thou Root ;

Sweeter than cluftered grapes, Thou Vine ;

O Beft, Thou Vineyard of red Wine,
Keeping Thy beft Wine till the clofe.

Pearl of great Price Thyfelf alone,

And ruddier than the Ruby Thou;

Moft precious lightning Jafper Stone,

Head of the Corner [purned before :

Fair Gate of Pearl, Thyfelf the Door ;
Clear golden Street, Thyfelf the Way ;

By Thee we journey toward Thee now,
Through Thee fhall enter Heaven one day.

I thirft for Thee, full Fount and Flood ;
My heart calls Thine, as deep to deep:
Doft Thou forget Thy Sweat and Pain,
Thy provocation on the Crofs ?
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Heart-pierced for me, vouchfafe to keep
‘The purchafe of Thy lavifhed Blood :
The gain is Thine, Lorp, if I gain ;
"Or if I lofe, Thine Own the lofs.

At midnight (faith the Parable)

A Cry was made, the Bridegroom came ;
Thofe who were ready entered in:

The reft, fhut out in death and fhame,
Strove all too late that Feaft to win,
‘Their die was caft, and fixed their lot;
A gulph divided Heaven from Hell ;
The Bridegroom faid—I know you not.

But Who is This That fhuts the door,

And faith—I know you not—to them ?

I fee the wounded Hands and Side,

‘The Brow thorn-tortured long ago :

Yea; This Who grieved, and bled, and died,
This Same is He Who muft condemn ;

He called, but they refufed to know ;

So now He hears their cry no more.

‘O Kdprog epxeras.

HE Lorp draws nigh, the righteous
Throne’s AfJeffor,
The juft to fave, to punifh the tranf-
greffor :
Woeep we, and mourn, and pray,
Regardful of that Day;
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When all the fecrets of all hearts fhall be
Lit with the blaze of full Eternity.

Clouds and thick darknefs o’er the Mount
affembling,
Mofes beheld th’ Eternal’s Glory, trembling :
And yet, he might but fee
Gop’s feebler Majefty.
And I—I needs mujt view His fulleft Face:
O (pare me, LorD; O take me to Thy Grace.

David of old beheld, in fpeechlefs terror,
The Seffion of the Judge —the Doom of error:
And what have I to plead
For Mercy in my need ?
Nothing fave this—Oh, grant me yet to be,
Ere that Day come, renewed and true to Thee.

Here, Fires of deep damnation roar and glitter ;
The Worm is deathlefs, and the Cup is bitter :
There, Day that hath no morrow,
And Joy that hath no forrow :
And who [o bleft that he fhall fly th’ abyfs,
Raifed up to Goo’s Right Hand, and [peechlefs
Blifs.

My Soul with many an a& of fin is wounded :
With mortal weaknefs is my frame furrounded :
My life is well-nigh o’er :
The Judge is at the door:
How wilt thou, miferable Spirit, fare,
Whattime He fends His Summons through the air?
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The Wiorld i3 grown old.

HE world is grown old, and her plea-
fures are paft;
The world is grown old, and her form
may not laft ;
"The world is grown old, and trembles for fear ;
For forrows abound, and Judgement is near.

The Sun in the Heaven is languid and pale ;

And feeble and few are the fruits of the vale;

And the hearts of the nations fail them for fear,

For the world is grown old, and Judgement is
near.

The King on his throne, the bride in her bower,

"The children of pleafure all feel the fad hour;

‘The rofes are faded, and taftelefs the cheer,

For the world is grown old, and Judgement is
near.

The world is grown old—but fhould we complain,

Who have tried her and know that her promife
is vain?

Our heart is in Heaven, our home is not here,

And we look for our Crown when Judgement is
near.
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Patrig nelandos Crimine.

and
wan,
Sate the difhonoured race of man.

O’er them the fecond Death had power,
‘Them would eternal flames devour ;
And them did forecaft of their fate,
And dread of their juft Judge, await.

Alas! alas! of wreck fo fore,
Who can the fhattered rent reftore ?
What hand of healing power be found

To remedy fo grave a wound.

Thou, CHRIsT the Healer, Thou alone,
O Gop, defcending from Thy Throne,
Canft in Thy Likenefs man renew ;

Oh, then defcend like morning-dew.

Pacted from Thee for ehermore.

from Thee for evermore,
l, my Gop, from Thee,
irough all Eternity

. 1ny oleffed Face to fee;
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Parted from Thee for evermore,
Amid the damned to dwell,

And hear Thy holy Name blafphemed—
Is this the pain of Hell ?

Parted from Thee for evermore,
Parted, my Gop, from Thee,

Oh, were it but th’ undying worm,
The endlefs Agony ;

The reftlefs, ceafelefs, torturing pain
That words can never tell,

The torment and the hopeleffnefs,
It would not yet be Hell.

Parted from Thee for evermore,
Parted, my Gob, from Thee,

Never to [peak Thy glorious Praife,
Never to bend the knee ;

To feel Thy righteous Punifhment
And ftubbornly rebel

Againft the Lorp Who died for me—
Is this the pain of Hell ?

Parted from Thee for evermore,
Parted from Joys above,

To give Thee curfings for ‘Thy Gifts,
And hatred for Thy Love;

Parted from Thee for evermore
By paffions dire and fell,

To hate Thee with unceafing hate,
This will indeed be Hell.

D
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The Woice of one that cries.

Voice of one that cries
Along the wilds untrod—
epare ye in the wildernefs
A highway for our Gob.

Be every valley raifed,
And every hill made low,

The crooked ftraight, the rugged plain,
For Gop hath willed it fo.

The Glory of the LorD
To all men fhall appear ;

His Word fhall found throughout the world,
And every nation hear.

Regnantem fempiterna pet faecla
fufceptura.

Him Who fhall for ever reign,
devout affembly chaunt its
‘heft ftrain,
10 s Divine Creator meekly raife
Its fweet, harmonious tribute of exalted praife.
Before Him all the Heavenly Hofts rejoice,
And in His Face exulting lift their thankful voice;
For Him all things of earth expeftant wait,
When all mankind to judge, He comes in awful
State.
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Strict in that Judgment will the SAvIOUR be,
Yet *mid His boundlefs Power, His Mercy we.
Jhall fee.
Oh, fave us, Jesu, by Thy Pity [ure,
Thou Who, to fave us, did’ft moft bitter things
endure ;
Raife us unto the clear, bright ftars above,
~ And from all ftains of earth, LorD, cleanfe us in
Thy Love ;
Free from all peril bid Thy Servants live,
And Peace on all the earth to all the nations give.
Here kept in fafety by Thy tender Care,
Grant us in Heaven at laft unending Joys to fhare;
‘There Thine Eternal GopHEAD to adore,
Who reigneft over all, the Lorp for evermore.

THe Son of Wan fHall come.

HE Son of Man fhall come
With Angel-hofts around,
’Mid darkening Sun and falling Stars,
And Trumpet’s folemn found.

Awake! ye [lumbering Souls,
It is no time for reft ;

He comes, as comes the nghtmng flafh,
Shining from eaft to weft.

Thy Servants, LorD, prepare
For that tremendous Day ;
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Fill every heart with watchful care,
And ftir us up to pray.

Help us to wait the hour,
In toil and holy Fear,

When manifefted with Thy Saints,
‘Thou fhalt again appear.

Then, when the wailing earth

Thy Sign in Heaven fhall [ee,
Thou fhalt fend forth Thy Angel-band

To gather us to Thee.

Dfeg Finalig.

ISE, O Lorp, in all Thy Glory
On the laft and dreadful Day:
Lo! the lofty hills are hoary
Trembling ere they melt away :

Come to Judgment, come to Judgment,
Let Thy Wheels no longer ftay.

Crafh on crafh of diftant thunder
Peals aloud from pole to pole :
As in wrath they burft afunder,
And the fkies together roll :
Clothed in fackcloth, clothed in fackcloth,
Withering like a parchment fcroll.

Now the Univerfe in motion
Sinks upon her funeral pyre—
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Earth diffolving—and the ocean
Vanifhing in final fire :

Hark the Trumpet, hark the Trumpet

Loud proclaims the Hour of Ire.

Graves have yawned in countlefs numbers,
From the duft the dead arife ;
Legions, out of filent flumbers,
‘Wake in overwhelmed furprife :
Where all Nature, where all Nature
Worecked and torn in ruin lies.

Lo! that laft long Separation
As the cleaving crowds divide,
And one dread Adjudication
Sends each Soul to either fide :
Lorp of Mercy, Lorp of Mercy,
How fhall I that Day abide ?

Sign of Safety, fee it lightning,

Once the Crofs of crimfon fhame :
And with Heavenly Luftre brightening
Thofe who fuffered in its Name :
Mighty millions, mighty millions,
Radiant with their wings of flame.

Rife, O Lorbp, in all Thy Glory
On Thine amaranthine Throne ;
Thoufand thoufand worlds adore Thee
From the centre to the zone:
Hail! EMMANUEL, hail! EMMANUEL,
Let our hearts be all Thine own.
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Statua decrets Wei.

EEP hidden, by Divine Decree,
In the dark womb of Deftiny,
| The long delaying Day appears,
And fhines through clouds of rolling
years
From the defcending Sky.

By crimes parental helplefs made,
Where Adam’s offspring wounded laid,
And far within yon gloomy vale
Sat loft, in forrow’s twilight pale,

And Death’s o’erhanging fhade,

That fecond Death of deathlefs fhame—
The Death of everlafting Flame ;
While on the brow, by Terror writ,
Did difmal Expe&tation fit

At Judgment’s awful name.

Alas! for downfall (o profound
‘Who fhall bring Help ? whence fhall abound
Succour and Hope ? what hand fhall be
Meet for the mighty Remedy

Of that o’erwhelming wound ?

O Curisr, ’tis Thou, ’tis Thou alone,
Defcending from Thy GopHeAaD’s Throne,
‘The tarnifhed lineaments once more
To Thy loft Image canft reftore,

Thy children to Thy Bofom own.
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Rain down, ye overhanging fkies ;
Loft Earth looks up with yearning eyes,
And when the Juft One fhall have come
Into her long-expetant womb,

From her Salvation fhall arife.

Lotd, ave there few that be fabed?

there many be, or few
Heavenly Goal to win,
[ know not—this I know,
1 na none who march with foot-
Jteps [low,
‘That none who fight with hearts untrue,
That none who ferve with fervice cold,
Th’ eternal City can behold,
Or enter in.

Whether there many be who thrive
In their vaft fuit for that vaft Love,
Truly I know not—this I know,
That Love lives not in outward fhow,
That but to feek is not to ftrive,
That thanklefs praifes, empty prayers,
Can claim no bond for [uit of theirs
His Court to move.

How long the door unfaftened now
Shall open by His Grace remain,
Truly I know not—this I know,
If once that Grace afide He throw,



40 aAnd ént.

No tear, no figh, no anguifhed vow,
Gnafhing of teeth, wringing of hands,
Shall draw the bolts and loofe the bands

Ever again.

. How long His Wrath may yet forbear,
And fheathe His Sword, and hide His Rod,
Truly I know not—this I know,
He points the arrows of His Bow,
While fpeeds apace that night of fear,
Of debt unpaid, of work undone,
When Mercy, Pardon, Hope is none,
Laid up with Gob.

3 beard a Uoice at the Watin Thime,
HEARD a Voice at the Matin Chime,

f(; Like a Trumpet it fmote the dull ear
of Time—
Wake! Chriftian, wake! unfeal thine -
eye,

Far [pent is the night, the dawn is nigh;
I [ee the bright and morning Star,
Wax pale with its watching—up ! arm for war.

If men fpeak peace, believe them not,

For the foeman is nigh, and his breath is hot ;
Be Hope thy fhield and Love like Death ;
‘Takethe fword of the SPIR1T,and helmof Faith;

Oh, who would fear the hotteft fight

With a Leader like thine clad in arms of Light ?
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‘That Voice [peaks now as erft it [pake,

I hear it at morning, awake ! awake!
Awake ! awake! Thy Leader is nigh,
And He leadeth His Soldiers to victory :

‘What boot the counfels proud men take,

If CHrisT be thy Captain ? awake! awake !

Cundorum Rer Omnipoteng.

- HE Mighty ONE, the King of kings,
() /QT“ ‘The Lorp of all created things,
( ]

To [ave the world from Satan’s ban,
Is come in likenefs of a MaN,

Lo! He Who reigns with Gop Moft High,
Deigns in a Virgin’s Womb to lie,

And flefh of mortal men to wear

That we immortal Life may fhare.

In deepeft night the nations lay :

Now dawns on them the Light of day ;
For now a SAVIOUR comes to aid

The people whom His Hand has made.

He, Whom the Prophets fung of old,
Whofe glorious Reign they all foretold,
Full foon His Glory fhall reveal

Our wounded, contrite hearts to heal.



42 Adbent,

Ecce, Docat Deug.

calls you by His Voice of Might,
s Love, His Wrath, His Depth,
His Height ;
He, by His Mercy, Juftice, all
Reiterates His loving Call—
Still would He have your Souls retrace
Your fteps from death, to Life and Grace ;
Still, while your lingering footfteps ftay,
His voiceful Call reproves delay.

He calls you by His Angels, fent

"To breathe in you a kindlier bent ;

He calls you by the Patriarchs old,

To feek the Ark, His faving Fold ;
Apoftles, Prophets, Paftors, all

Join in the loud entreative Call,

From firft and laft, from mean and high—
And who fo mean and laft as I?

He calls you by His wondrous Might,
And day repeats His Call to night ;
Earthquake, and peftilence, and flood,
Speak to th’ unwilling multitude ;

He calls you by misfortunes, fent

To lure your hearts from banifhment—
Yea, fometimes by His lavifh Gifts
And wealth, the humble heart He lifts.

Yet fear ye this, the Day may come
When thou wilt feek to haften Home ;
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But Graces long neglefted rife

In Judgment ftri&, and veil thine eyes:
Thy voice is heard, but fhivering fear

Is all thy lot—Gopb will not hear ;

Too long defpifed, too long delayed—
Thy hour is come—thy Judgment weighed.

Then, by the Love that Jesus bore,
Rife from thy (lumbers—{leep no more :
‘Thine everlafting Woe or Weal

May crown this Jaft and leaft appeal :
Still while the day of Grace is here,
Spring up in falutary fear ;

Before Gop’s Throne of Mercy bow,
Lift to His Call—but liften now.

Surely J come quickiy.

'ER the diftant Mountains breaking,
Comes the reddening dawn of day,
Rife, my Soul,\from (leep awaking,
Rife and fing, and watch and pray:
*Tis thy Saviour
On His bright returning Way.

O Thou Long-expe(ted, weary
Waits mine anxious Soul for Thee,
Life is dark, and earth is dreary
Where Thy Light I do not fee;
O my SavIOUR,
When wilt Thou return to me?
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Long, too long, in fin and fadnefs,
Far away from Thee I pine,
‘When, Oh, when (hall I the Gladnefs
Of Thy SpirIT feel in mine ?
O my SaviIOUR,
When fhall I be wholly Thine ?

. Nearer is my Soul’s Salvation,
Spent the night, the day at hand,
Keep me in my lowly ftation,
Watching for Thee till I ftand,
O my SavIOURr,
In Thy bright and promifed Land.

With my Lamp well trimmed and burning,
Swift to hear, and flow to roam,
Watching for Thy glad Returning
To reftore me to my Home,
Come! my Saviour,
O my Saviour, quickly come !

Prope eft claritudinig magnae Dieg.

! now the bright and gladfome Day
draws nigh,
Which raifed the poor weak fons of
men to fit on high,
For thus th’ Eternal King our Blifs decreed,
Bidding with wondrous Words the Angel bright
to [peed—
Go, to the Maid of Judah’s Line declare,
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That fhe, a Virgin fill, a Heavenly CHILD fhall

bear.
Forthwith the Virgin, as the SPIRIT willed,
Unftained, a SoN conceived, and all our hopes

fulfilled.
Oh, mighty Love, which thus the FATHER
fhowed,
Redemption hence, and Life, and Reftoration
flowed, '

All things made new, the power of Death
brought low,
And that firft fin wiped out, whence fprang all
mortal woe.
Dark was the doom which Eve’s tranfgreffion
fealed,
But Gop a Medicine found, and all our wounds
were healed.,

Enoch and Eliag.

HEY will appear
When the brief moment of recruited life
| Sends them, as Heralds of the Avenger
near,
Into this Vale of ftrife ;
Meanwhile in Eden’s mountain-grots they lie,
And hear the fourfold River as it hurries by.

They hear it fweep
In diftance down the dark and favage glen;
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Safe from its rocky bed, and current deep,
And eddying pools, till then ;
‘They hear, and meekly mufe, as fain to know
How long untired, unfpent that giant Stream fhall
flow.

And foothing founds
Blend with the neighbouring waters as they glide ;
Pofted along the haunted Garden’s bounds,
Angelic forms abide,
Echoing, as words of watch, o’er lawn and grove
The verfeof that Hymn which Seraphschantabove.

The Stat of Gladnelg.

watch to fee the Star of Gladnefs
rife
- holy triumph o’er the night of fin:
With mightier promifes its [miles
begin
Than Eden proffered to our parent’s eyes :
Faith reaches forth to nobler energies :
The Coming BABE a fairer realm fhall win
Than Adam loft ; with prayers we welcome in
Th’ Eternal Lorp defcending from the Skies.
Gob’s chofen time let maiden hearts adorn
With wreaths of Mercy, box, and pine, and fir :
Night now with moon more bleft fhines wealthier :
A mighty nation [prung from the Newborn
ShallrifetoHeaven’s highPrincedoms and proclaim,
In fongs unfung before, Bleft JEsu’s Name.
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D Lord, Who in Thy wondroug Lobe.

LORD, Who in Thy wondrous Love
Didft leave Thy glorious Throneabove,
Born to the cares and pains of earth
To win for man his Heavenly birth—

Thy SpiriT’s quickening Power impart,
Till Thou art formed within each heart ;
Dwell in Thy Blood-bought Church, and fill
With Life Thy myftic Body fill.

The night hath waned ; the Day is near,
The Day when JEsus fhall appear ;

Oh, be our lamps with oil well ftored,
‘That we may meet our Coming Lorp.

Hail we with praife and holy mirth
The Advent of His lowly Birth,
Then fhall we wait with joy and love
His glorious Advent from above.

Ach, wag it voch unlre Zeit.

H! what is human life below ?
A paffing fhow—
Wind, vapour, fmoke; a fleeting fhade ;
Man’s fhort exiftence [wiftly flown,
He is cut down,




As by the fcythe the fpringing blade :
Our years roll on and make no ftay—
Confider, Man, thy latter Day.

Man’s days are like to fragile glafs,
Or fading grafs,
Or flower whofe petals [oon are ftrewn ;
E’en he who boafts of matchlefs ftrength,
Sinks down at length,
When Death’s cold breath has o’er him blown :
Our years roll on, and make no ftay—
Confider, Man, thy latter Day.

Youth, whofe frefh bloom we may compare
To rofes fair,
Muft pale, and all its charms forego ;
All fplendour, beauty, pomp, or ftate,
Which men high rate,
Shall be ere long by Death laid low :
Our years roll on, and make no ftay—
Confider, Man, thy latter Day.

Man is the mark at which take aim,
As in a game,
The darts which Death unerring plies ;
Though, like tall Cedar fair outfpread,
He lift his head,
Fell’d down by Death, he lifelefs lies :
Our years roll on and make no ftay—
Confider, Man, thy latter Day.
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Death is the lot that muft befall
Both great and (mall;
Then banifh trivial cares of earth ;
In thought beyond the things of time
Thou now muft climb,
If thou wilt win immortal birth :
Our years roll on, and make no ftay—
Confider, Man, thy latter Day.

And let thy heart oft contemplate
The Heavenly State,
Where is no death, no grief, no pain:
Chriftian, thy frequent thought employ,
On Heavenly Joy,
Wouldft thou at length that Joy obtain :
Our years roll on, and make no ftay—
Confider, Man, thy latter day.

Handae Syon adlunt Encaenfa.

Sion’s Feaft is fpread :
to-day the Church is wed.
e of Grace befeems her well,

dweet and loud the organs [well.

Drops like dew Gop’s gracious Ruth,
Drops like rain His Heavenly Truth.
Lo! the Bridegroom, Mary’s Son,
Healing Grace for earth has won,
Bringing, as the bridal Dower,
All the SpirIT’s fevenfold Power.

E

49
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The Life-giving Feaft is fpread—
He, the LaMB once offered—

While the SirE, the Heavenly King
Bids His Own with welcoming :
Abel, [potlefs raiment wearing ;
Noah, Gop’s juft Wrath declaring.
Bleffing once again the Feaft

Sits Melchifedec the Prieft.
Abraham brings his tried Sincerity,
Ifaac Hope, and Jacob Charity ;
Mofes, with his Glory rayed ;
Jofhua, who the Sun’s courfe ftayed.
Youthful David (mites the foe ;
Royal David’s [weet Pfalms flow.
Joined the Law and Prophets ftand
By the Gofpel’s golden band.

O’er earth and Heaven His Bleffings fall,
His Fullnefs, Who is All in All

A Wivnight Bymn of the Greek Chureh.

the Bridegroom cometh in the
lle of the night,
t is he whofe loins are girt,
wuufe Lamp is burning bright ;

But woe to that dull fervant, whom the Mafter

fhall furprife

With Lamp untrimmed, unburning, and with

flumber in his eyes.
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Do thou, my Soul, beware, beware, left thou in fleep
fink down,

Left thou be giveno’er to Death, and lofe the golden
Crown ;

But fee that thou be fober, with watchful eyes,
and thus

Cry—Holy, Holy, Holy Gob, have Mercy upon
us.

‘That Day, the Day of Fear, fhall come; my Soul,
Jlack not thy toil,

But light thy Lamp, and feed it well, and make
it bright with oil ;

Who knoweft not how foon may found the Cry
at eventide—

Behold the Bridegroom comes. Arife! Go forth
to meet the Bride.

Beware, my Soul ; take then good heed, left thou
in flumber lie,

And, like the Five, remain without, and knock, and
vainly cry ; )

But watch, and bear thy Lamp undimmed, and
CHrist fhall gird thee on

His ownbright Wedding-robe of Light—the Glory
of the Son.
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The Call of the Chrikian Pilgrime.

! for the LorD hath called us,
dled us the world to forfake,
d us to come to Himfelf,
- walled us His Joys to partake ;

Let us up and away

While it yet is the day,

While we yet have the light,

Ere the darknefs and night.

Come! for the Lorp hath called us,
What fhould we tarry for here ?
Sicknefs and grief furround us,
Death and the cold grave are near ;
Let us up and away,
Why, oh, why fhould we ftay
Amid forrow and fears
In this valley of tears?

Come! for the LorD hath called us,
Called us to make us all free,
Called us to come to His Courts,
Called us His Children to be;
Let us up and away
And like children obey ;
*Tis our FATHER doth [peak,
*Tis our Home that we feek.
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Come! for the LorD hath called us,
Us whom His Mercy hath bought,
Let us not linger madly
Counting His Sacrifice nought ;
Let us up and away,
Left His Love we gainfay,
And His Anger full fore
Clofe againft us the door.

Dieg flla, Dieg Witae,

O! the Day—the Day of Life, Day of
unimagined Light,

Day when Death itfelf fhall die—and
there fhall be no more night.
Steadily that Day approacheth, when the Jujt fhall

find their reft,
When the wicked ceafe from troubling, and the
Patient reign moft bleft.

See the King defired for ages, by the Juft expe&ted
long ;

Long implored, at length He hafteth, cometh with

- Salvation ftrong.

Oh, how paft all utterance happy, fweet and joyful
it will be -

When they who, Unfeen, have loved Him, JEsus
Face to face fhall fee.

In that Day, how good and pleafant, this poor
world to have defpifed ;
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And how mournful, and how bitter, dear that loft
world to have prized :

BlefJed, then, earth’s patient mourners, who for
CHrisT have toiled and died,

Driven by the world’s rough preffure in thofe man-
fions to abide.

There fhall be no fighs or weeping, not a fhade of
doubt or fear,

No old age, no want or forrow, nothing fick or
lacking there :

There the Peace will be unbroken, deep and folemn
Joy be fhed ;

Youth in fadelefs flower and frefhnefs, and Sal-
vation perfected.

What will be the Blifs and Rapture nonecan dream
and none can tell,

There to reign among the Angels, in that Heavenly
Home to dwell.

To thofe Realms, juft Judge, oh call me, deign to
open that bleft Gate,

Thou Whom, feeking, looking, longing, I with
eager Hope await.




PART IIL

The Jncarnation,

THE ANNUNCIATION AND NATIVITY
OF OUR BLESSED LORD.

@ir ingen div, Jmmanuel,

E [ing to Thee, EMMANUEL,
The Prince of Life, Salvation’s
Well,
The Plant of Heaven, the Star of
Morn,
The Lorp of Lords, the Virgin-born.

All glory, worfhip, thanks, and praife,

That Thou art come in thefe our days;

Thou Heavenly Gueft expe&ed long,

We hail Thee with a joyful fong.

For Thee, fince firft the world was made,

Men’s hearts have waited, watched, and prayed ;
Prophets and Patriarchs, year by year,

Have longed to fee Thy Light appear.
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O Gop—they prayed—from Sion rife,
And hear Thy captive People’s cries ;
At length, O Lorp, Salvation bring,

Then Jacob fhall rejoice and fing.

Now Thou, by Whom the world was made,
Art in 'Thy Manger-cradle laid ;

Maker of all things great, art (mall,

Naked Thyfelf, though clothing all.

Thou, Who both Heaven and earth doft fway,
In ftrangers’ Inn art fain to ftay;

And though Thy Power makes Angels bleft,
Doft feek Thy Food from human Breaft.

Encouraged thus, our love grows bold

On Thee to lay our fteadfaft hold ;

The Crofs which Thou didjt undergo

Has vanquifhed Death and healed our woe.

‘Thou art our Head—then LorDp, of Thee
True, living Members we will be 3

And, in the Strength Thy Grace fhall give,
Will live as Thou wouldft have us live.

As each [hort year goes quickly round,
Our Alleluias fhall refound ;

And when we reckon years no more,
May we in Heaven Thy Name adore.
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"Ecwee Aaov, Sav,u,aroveyﬁv Aea‘mf'rq;.

PHE Wonder-working Mafter
Once deigned His Race to fave,
When dry land for His People
He made the Red Sea wave :
Now born for us, all willing,
Of Maiden pure and [weet,
The path to Heavenly Manfions
He opens to our feet,

The Bufh unburned moft truly
Portrays the holy Womb,

Whence [prung the Worp Incarnate
To loofe the ancient doom,

And all the bitter forrows
Of Eva’s curfe to ftay,

The WorDp, Who hither wended
Our fin to do away.

To Him, with Gop the FATHER
" In Subftance truly One,

One with mankind, from all men
Be laud for ever done :

Gob to our human nature,
‘To our mortality

In form conjoined, we worfhip,
And Him we glorify.
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The Jncarnation,

Thee, WorbD of Gop Eternal,
Who wert before the fun,
The Star fhowed to the Magi,
A poor and fuffering One :
Thee, [waddled in a Manger,
They faw with glad accord,
And hailed Thee with rejoicing,
True MAN, and yet the Lorp.

HLactave! Puerpera.

Mother, oh, rejoice !
1 and honoured is thy Womb,
the Son of Gop Himfelf
weigns our nature to affume :
Joy be to thy fruitful Breaft,
For the Son of Gob lies there ;
Very Gop, a Human CHiLp,
Is thy high and holy care.

He, the FaTuer’s Only Sow,
And by Whom all things were made,
Helplefs, clothed in mortal flefh,
In thy tender arms is laid :
He in Heaven is the Source
Whence the joy of Angels flows,
Here on earth, an INFANT Weak,
Thirft and hunger both He knows.

There He rules o’er all that are,
Here He doth His Mother’s will ;
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There He gives His high Commands,
Here commands He doth fulfil ;

There on higheft Throne He fits
Far above the vaulted [kies,

Here enwrapped in [waddling clothes
In a Manger low He lies.

Mortal, think upon thefe things,
Study well the depth to know
Of the all-embracing Love
Which thefe wondrous Le(Jons fhow:
Of Forgivenefs be not hopelefs,
Though thou mayft have finnéd much,
When the proofs of Love are many,
When the proofs of Love are fuch.

Seek the Bleffed Fount and Source
Whence Indulgence flows to all,
And before the SAvIOoUR’s Feet
In confiding meeknefs fall—
Jesu, on the erring look,
All the wanderers reftore,
And amid Thy Hofts redeemed
Set them [afe for evermore.

A Sonnet on the Pativity.

|0 hang transfixed upon the bitter Crofs,

To bear Thy bleeding Brows all
pierced with thorn,

For frail man’s glory to abide foul
Jeorn,
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And for his gain to welcome deepeft lofs—
This was a Hero’s Deed. But to be born

In fuch poor abjeét lodging, fuch fcant room,
A doorlefs fhed in icy blafts forlorn,

So lowto ftoop, Who from fuch height didft come—
Oh, what a choice was this, my Sovran Lorp ?

What Strength did GopHEAD to Thy Cradle lend

To bear that outrage of cold winter’s breath?

~ Not more Thy bloody Sweat, or Body gored :

For greater far the diftance to defcend

From Gob to Man, than from poor Man to Death.

The Wanger-Throne.

filver lamps in a diftant fhrine
“he ftars are [parkling clear and
bright ;
1 ne bells of the City of Gop ring out,
For the Son of Mary was born to-night ;
The gloom is paft, and the morn at laft
Is coming with orient Light.

Never fell melodies half (o fweet

As thofe which are filling the fkies ;
And never a Palace fhone half fo fair

As the Manger-bed where our SAvIOUR lies ;
Nor night in the year is half fo dear

As this, which has ended our fighs.

Now a new Power has come on the earth,
A match for the armies of Hell :
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A CHIiLp is born Who fhall conquer the Foe,
And all the Spirits of wickednefs quell :
For Mary’s Son is the Mighty OnE
‘Whom the Prophets of Gop foretell.

‘The ftars of Heaven ftill fhine as at firft
They gleamed on this wonderful night ;
‘The bells of the City of Gop peal out,
And the Angels’ fong ftill rings in the height ;
And Love [till turns where the GoDHEAD burns,
Veiled in the FLEsH from flefhly fight.

Faith fees no longer the Stable-floor,
‘The Pavement of fapphire is there ;

Theclear Lightof Heaven ftreamsout to the world ;
And Angels of Gob are crowding the air ;

And Heaven and earth, through the fpotlefs Birth,
Are at peace on this night fo fair, :

Jubilemug Salvatori,

her Lorp His Church rejoices,
Whom the hoft of Heavenly voices
Welcome to His earthly Throne :
Peace from Heaven their fong reciteth,
Earth to Heaven it reuniteth,
Church with Angels now are one.

‘To the Flefh the Worb is chainéd,
As it had been fore-ordained :
Unapproached by mortal man,
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Bears a Virgin Gop’s own Temple,
Nor Exemplar nor Exemple
Having fince the worlds began.

*Tis a Marvel paft difcerning,
That the Bufh with Fire is burning,
Yet the Bufh It not confumes :
Dews the [kies give, mifts the mountains,
Melt the clouds, the hills are fountains,
And the Root of Jeffe blooms.

From the Root the Flower up-groweth,
As the Oracle forefhoweth :
Filling the rapt Seer with joy:
Jefle’s Root was David’s Pattern,
So the Rod the Virgin Matern,
And its Flower her Heavenly Bov.

Where is gladnefs more abounding ?

Where the plummet deep for founding
Such abyfmal Myftery ?

Here Is theme for endlefs wonder;

Saints and Angels, praifing, ponder—
Gop an INFANT deigns to be!

Every charm the Flower attendeth :

It to inner fenfe commendeth
Seven-fold Grace’s rich perfume :

Let us in this Flower delight us,

To the Feaft which doth invite us
With Its fair and fragrant Bloom.
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JEsu, Branch that fhall not wither,
May the day which brought Thee hither,
Bring Thy People Joy and Peace :
Flower and Fruit of Virgin culture,
Vital in Thy brief Sepulture,
Never fhall Thy Praifes ceafe.

Before the paling of the Starg.

the paling of the ftars, '
e the winter morn,
he earlieft cockcrow,
JEsus CHRIST was born:
Born in a Stable, 4
Cradled in a Manger,
In the world His Hands had made
Born a ,Stranger.

Prieft and King lay faft afleep
In Jerufalem,
Young and old lay faft afleep
In crowded Bethlehem :
Saint and Angel, ox and afs,
Kept a watch together L
Before the Chriftmas daybreak
In the winter weather.

JEsus on ?is Mother’s breaft
In the Rtable cold,

Spotlefs Lams of Gop was He,
Shepherd of the Fold :
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Let us kneel with Mary Maid,
With Jofeph bent and hoary,

With Saint and Angel, ox and afs,
To hail the King of Glory.

@u Teendi valle Eelle,

King, from Heaven’s high
‘hrone defcending low,
hlehem’s ftable born in cold and
woe,
Thou fhivereft in a Manger, BABE Divine,
Muchhaft Thou borne for fins : howmuch for mine!

‘The world’s Creator Thou, our Gop Adored,

Thou fuffereft cold and want, O Humbled Lorb;

Dear Chofen CHILD, when Love transforms Thee
Jo,

For Thee my heart the more with Love fhall glow.

In Joy repofing on Thy FATHER’s Breaft,

How can a couch of ftraw afford Thee reft ?
Sweet Love, thus pained, inflame my frozen heart ;
Jesus, to me Thy pureft Love impart.

If thus to [uffer was Thy gracious Will,

Yet, Loving SAVIOUR, let me afk Thee ftill,
What could Thy blifsful Soul to fuffering move ?
Thou weepeft, not for grief, ah no! for Love.
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Thou grieveft, after all Thy Love, to fee
Thyfelf fo little loved, O Gop, by me :
Yet, if the paft [o little love has fhown,
I love Thee now, O Jesus, ‘Thee alone.

Thou [leepeft, Holy INFANT, but Thou art

For us ftill wakeful in Thy tender Heart :

Tell me, O Beauteous LaMB, fay what may be

Thy Thoughts? I hear Thee lifp—To die for
Thee.

The Bicth of the Chrittian’s Dap.

PIRIT of Midnight—bounding with
happinefs,
Herald the joy of theSaviour’s Ray;
Shout through Eternity’s region of
Bleffednefs,
Hail to the birth of the Chriftian’s Day !

Spirit of Morning—fond lips are greeting thee—
Beam as thou didft, on the Shepherds of old ;
Light with thykindlinefs, bofoms now meeting thee,
Shine in thy might, but with Mercy enrolled.

Spirit of Noontide—comfort diftilling,

Warm the lone hearts of the defolate poor ;
Brood o’er the dwellings that forrow is chilling ;
Hearts that are mournful, to happinefs lure.

F
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Spirit of Evening—link into Unity
Hearts that are met round the hearths of their
home,
Fetter the chains in the fires of Eternity,
Firm and untouched wherefoever they roam.

Spirit of Midnight—feafons may fever,
Ere thou returneft, whence thou’rt fleeting away,
Friends of the bofom now neftling together
Warm in the fmiles that thy features difplay.
Grant, ere thou poifeft thy fluttering wing,
Thy Coming may find us unaltered to fing—
Hail to the birth of the Chriftian’s Day!

Luy eft orta Gentilibug,

Gop! Wewere in bitterneed,
te in darknefs long and weary
by
LuL nwow our Light is come, the nght
indeed,

And we may rife and fhine with kindred rays ;
The Gop-MAN condefcends for man’s afcending,
The Guiltlefs drinks guilt’s woes to work their

ending.

O myftic Gift of Gop Omnipotent !

O happinefs for man, moft deep, moft dear!
This is no theme for fubtle argument,

No lore of earth hath lot or portion here ;
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That the Great Gop fhould fo abaséd be—
We [peak, we cannot fearch, the Myftery.

‘The Dew of Gob is on the parchéd Fleece,

The faplefs Rod blooms with immortal Flowers,
The Virgin bears a Son, our utter Peace,

Nor knows pollution in her travail’s hours ;
We cannot fpeak that Birth; we but confefs
Mojt great the Myftery of Godlinefs.

Though it may chance the fhipmen toil in rowing
With many a wreck far ftrewn on either hand,
There is a Star above the waters glowing,
There is an Ark which fights the Pleafant Land,
‘There is a Door of Life fet wide, which none
Can open to lorn Souls, can fhut, fave One.

O not with obfervation came He then
Into our world, but foon the day fhall be
When with great Glory He fhall come again
With all His Saints, and every eye fhall fee
Him whom they pierced. 'When we meet Thee
thus
Let there be Mercy, O our Gob, on us.

Dormi! Fili, dvormi!
USH ! the Virgin’s Song is ringing
Through the lowly Manger’s fhed,

Jofeph’s voice the chorus finging
O’er their Glorious INFANT’s bed—
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Oft-repeated Lays, full of Thy fweet Praife,
Deareft Base, our love fhall raife.

Sleep! my ChiLp, for in the Manger
Softeft hay beneath Thee lies ;

Lovelieft INFANT, here no danger
Can Thy precious Life furprife.

Sleep! my CHILD, my Crown, my Beauty,
Lulled with netar from my Breaft ;

Sleep! whilft fweet Maternal duty
Woatches o’er Thy balmy reft.

Sleep! my CHILD, [o full of Sweetnefs,
Sweeter than the honey-comb ;

Sleep! my Joy, my life’s Completenefs,
Offspring of my Virgin Womb.

Sleep ! my CHiLD, and I will render
To Thy Wifhes full fupply ;

Thy dear Mother’s Pleafure, tender
As the apple of her eye.

Sleep! my CHILD, my heart’s fole Treafure,
Giving Joy which fears not death ;

Angels feem to whifper pleafure
When I hear Thy fleeping Breath.

Sleep! my CHiLp; Thy Mother finging
Lulls Thee now to calm repofe ;
Jofeph’s voice refponfive ringing
Softly as the chorus flows.
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Sleep! my CHiLD, for I am pouring
Rofe and violet on Thy bed :

Hyacinths beftrew Thy flooring ;
Lilies lie around Thy Head.

Sleep! my CHILD ; were Minftrels needed,
I would fend for Bethlehem’s Swains;
Never are their fongs unheeded,
None can waken holier ftrains :
Oft-repeated Lays, full of Thy [weet Praife,
Deareft BABE, our love fhall raife.

Puer natug in Bethlehem,
CHILD is born in Bethlehem
And joyful is Jerufalem.

He lies within a lowly ftall,
The King Who reigneth over all.

‘The ox and afs beheld that fight,
And knew Him for the Lorp of Might.

The Wife Men haften to their King,
And Gold, and Myrrh, and Incenfe bring.

Sprung from no mortal father, He
Is born of pure Virginity.

Unwounded by the ferpent’s tooth,
He comes to us a Man in footh.

Like to the flefh man dwelleth in,
But all unlike to man in fin.
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That He might bring our mortal race
Back to the Image of His Face.

Now upon this, His Natal-day,
Blefs we our Infant Lorp alway.

QAbe! MWarfa.

! Maria:
Thou haft fmiled
O’er the Cradle of thy Son ;
Whilft eaftern Monarchs
. 'Their treafures piled,
To hail in its beauty, pure and mild,
Redemption’s work begun :
Yes, thou haft fmiled ;
By that happy hour
When Angels fang,
And Judah’s Flower
From Its fair Stem fprang,
Heaven gaze on us in our hours of joy,
As the Mother fmiled on her Heavenly Boy.

Ave! Maria:
Thou haft wept
O’er the Grave of thy Glorious SoN 3
While Roman Warders
Their night-watch kept,
Where the CHILD of our Heavenly FATHER [lept
When His mortal Race was run:
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Yes, thou haft wept;
By that darknefs of grief
Around her fpread
As fhe mourned like a leaf
When its flower lies dead,
May love like hers, in deep diftrefs,
Be fountain of our wildernefs.

In PRatali Domind,

N the Birthday of the Lorp
Angels joy in glad accord,
And they fing in fweeteft tone—
Glory be to Gob alone.

Gopb is born of Maiden fair,

Mary doth the Saviour bear,

Mary Ever-pure.

Thefe good news an Angel told

. To the Shepherds by their fold,
‘Told them of the SAvIoUR’s Birth,
Told them of the Joy for earth,

Born is now EMMANUEL,

He, announced by Gabriel,

He, Whom Prophets old atteft,
Cometh from His FATHER’s Breaft.

Born to-day is CurisT the CHILD,
Born of Mary undefiled,
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Of no feed of mortal born,
He hath raifed to-day our horn.

Wife Men, coming to adore,
Gold and Myrrh and Incenfe bore
To the King and LorDp we own
Glory be to Gobp alone.
Gob is born of Maiden fair,
Mary doth the Saviour bear,
Mary Ever-pure.

ThHe Woon that now ig MHining.

Moon that now is fhining
In fkies fo blue and bright,
one ages fince on Shepherds
Who watched their flocks by night:
There was no found upon the earth,
The azure air was ftill,
The fheep in quiet clufters lay,
Upon the graffy hill,

When lo! a white winged Angel
The Watchers ftood before,

And told how CHRIST was born on earth
For mortals to adore ;

He bade the trembling Shepherds
Liften, nor be afraid,

And told how in a Manger
The Glorious CHILD was laid.
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When fuddenly in the Heavens
Appeared an Angel-band
(The while in reverent wonder
The Syrian Shepherds ftand)
And all the bright Hoft chanted
Words that fhall never ceafe—
Glory to Gop in the Higheft,
On earth Good-will and Peace.

The Vifion in the Heavens
Faded, and all was ftill,
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And the wondering Shepherds left their flocks

To feed upon the hill :
Towards the bleffed City

Quickly their courfe they held,
And in a lowly ftable

Virgin and CHILD beheld.

Befide a humble Manger
Was the Maiden-Mother mild,
And in her arms her Son Divine,
A New-born INFANT, [miled.
No fhade of future Sorrow
From Calvary then was caft;
Only the Glory was revealed,
The Suffering was not paft.

The Eaftern Kings before Him knelt,
And rareft Offerings brought ;

The Shepherds worfhipped and adored
The Wonders Gop had wrought :
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They faw the Crown for Ifrael’s King,
The future’s glorious part :

But all thefe things the Mother kept
And pondered in her heart.

~ \ e 4 ~ £ 4
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to our hymns, Redeemer ;
he Foe’s high brow bring low ;
u from on High beholdeft
raach fin which works our woe,
Yet us, Thine Own, moft Holy,
Who ftedfaftly believe,
Thy Minftrels, truly faithful,
Thyfelf in Love receive.

The band of herdfmen chofen
The ftrange new fight to fee,
Was troubled at beholding
The wondrous Myftery :
The OFFsPRING of a Maiden,
Incarnate without feed,
This, this the paffing Marvel
No human mind can read.

O fight all unaccuftomed,

Their Monarch, CHRIsT the LoRD,
They fee by tuneful Cohorts

Of Seraphim adored ;
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In tender Loving-kindnefs
He comes, Who rules the [ky,
And born of Maid unwedded,
Fulfils His Promife high.

Erewhile without a Body,

The Essenci Flefh was made,
The WorbD took matter to Him
From Mary, ftainlefs Maid :

That to Him{elf, us finners,
The guilty fons of men,

Fallen chiefs of His Creation,
He might draw back again.

The Wykery of the Jncarnatfon,

MAIDEN in thy lowly Bower,
Though [potlefs as a new-born flower,
Well may thy Spirit fink with fear
Such wondrous things to fee and hear.

Thrice bleft indeed, beyond all thought,
The chofen Shrine thy MAKER fought
When coming from His Mercy-feat
Th’ eternal Purpofe to complete ;

That Gop and MAN might be in ONE—
The WoRD the Sole-begotten SoN—
While Hofts of Heaven in mute amaze
And filent adoration gaze.
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Halil! Mary, Mother undefiled,
We love thee for thy Holy CHILD ;
We love thee for thy ftainlefs Life,
Moft pure and Ever-Virgin Wife.

We love thee, and we blefs thy name,
And fain our breafts would feel the flame
Of Love adoring and Divine

Thou bareft to our LorD and thine.

And though unworthy of the leajt

Of all Thy Mercies, King and Prieft,
Yet Thou, perchance, wilt deign one day
Not far from Thee to let us ftay.

D ter faecundag, o tet fucundag.

joyful night,
ith Bleffings dight,
faw the Saviour’s Birth ;
s1iom Heaven high
My Gop is nigh
To calm the woes of earth.

When Eve’s [ad fall
Had, like a pall,
Enfhrouded all our race,
As MAN He came,
For man to claim

A Light for earth’s dark face.
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Th’ eternal Light
The GopHEAD Bright
In fwathing bands they fold ;
The King of all
In lowly ftall
The ox and afs behold.

Th® Almighty Worp
Whom Hofts adored
A Silent INFANT lay ;
The Sun grows old,
Its beam falls cold ;
What mean thefe Marvels? Say!

Bark! Heard pe not the ancient Seer?

ARK!! heard ye not the ancient Seer,
While thus the wondrous promife
ran—
A Virgin fhall conceive, and bear

A Son, EMMANUEL, GoDp with man ?
Hark! hear ye not the Angel bring

His anfwering Me(Jage from the Sky—
Hail! Virgin bleft, from whom fhall (pring

A Son, the Son of Gop moft High?

O Thou, Who didft not fcorn below,
The Son of Man, with us to dwell,

And us Thy FaTuer’s Glory fhow,
The SonN of Gop, EMMANUEL :
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Thou, for our fake Incarnate made,

Thy GopHEAD, lo! with faith we own,
Or in a Servant’s Form arrayed,

Or Partner of Thy FATHER’s Throne.

D jRor vel medio (plendior die,

Hail! thou Night, than day more
bright,
Through whofe myfterious fhade,
1u wondrous Birth, arofe on earth,
From Bofom of pure Maid,
‘The Sun new-born, a Star of morn,
Filling the world with Light.

He, Who alone, from Heaven’s high Throne,
Rules all, and doth reftore

To Gop’s Embrace man’s fallen race,
Lies on a cottage floor—

Like Him that we, fave poverty,
Have nought to call our own.

‘While o’er their fheep clofe watch they keep,
Thofe Shepherds firft receive

The Heavenly Call, that doth to all
Great Joy and Gladnefs give ;

The Call from Heaven, to watchmen given,
That wake and never fleep.
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To CHhritt the Loy,

Q|0 CHRIsT the Lorp,
Th Incarnate WoRD,

Who left for us His FATHER’S Throne,
Put off His Crown,

'To earth came down,

And lived amongft us as our own,

The praifes of our lives belong ;

Accept, O Lorp, both lives and fong.

To Him who lay,
As on this day,
Low in His Manger-bed on earth,
The Holy CHiLD
Who, Undefiled,
Was born to give us fecond Birth,
The praifes of our lives belong ;
Accept, O Lorp, both lives and fong.

His Name be bleft,

Who, from His Reft,
Came down to [uffer for us here,

Our fins to bear,

Our griefs to fhare,
To fhed, and dry the mourner’s tear,
To Him our lives and praife belong ;
Accept, O Lorp, both lives and fong.
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Glory and Love

To Gob above
Be ever in the Higheft given,

Good-will to men

Below, and then
Peace, endlefs Peace, ’twixt earth and Heaven ;
Our lives, our praife to CHRIST belong ;
Accept, O Lorp, both lives aud fong.

The Bolp CThHild Chrift.

the Holy CHiLD CHRIsT,
‘rue Eternal Lorbp ;
n a Helplefs INFANT,
rle the Incarnate WoRb.
Hafte we to the Manger
Where in fwathing bands
He lies, the whole creation
Holding in His Hands.

Lo! the horned cattle
Stand around His bed,

‘While on Mary’s Bofom
Relts that little Head—

That Head, which men hereafter
Shall in bitter fcorn,

With many a taunting gefture,
Bind about with thorn.

CuiLp, to Whom all nations
Bending (hall be brought,
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CHiLp, Who our Salvation
Wondroufly haft wrought,

To Thee we bring our carols
At this holy Tide,

When firft to Jew and Gentile
Heaven was opened wide.

Beu! Duid faces Stabulo ?

and feebly wailing,
e art ‘Thou laid
ory vailing
in tne vanger’s fhade ?
King, and yet no royal
Purple decks Thy Breaft;
Courtiers mute and loyal
Bend not o’er Thy Reft.

Sinner, here I fought thee,
Here I made My Home,

All My Wealth I brought thee,
Vile am I become ;

All thy lofs redreffing
On My Birthday morn,

Give My GopHEAD’s Bleffing
In a ftable born.

Thoufand, thoufand praifes,
JEsu, for Thy Love,
G

- 81
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While my Spirit gazes
With the Hoft above ;
Glory in the Higheft
For Thy wondrous Birth,
Lowly where Thou lieft,
Peace and Love on earth.

Baec lla (olemnig Dieg.

is the feftal Light,
vation’s Herald bright,
1en the golden Sun was fent
rrom the cryftal Firmament.
We were all in ruined plight,
Fallen on to endlefs night :
'To take the fallen for His Own,
Lo! Gop Himfelf comes down.
Whowith th’ Eternal FATHER fhared His Throne,
And on His Bofom lay, th’ Eternal Son,
He wears time’s lowly weeds,
Nor [corns the Virgin’s Womb ; the Holy OnE
Puts on our mortal needs,
And as our Viétim bleeds,
‘That by His guiltlefs Blood He may atone
For all our guilty deeds.
He, Who fills all with His Own DEiTy,
Our earth hath trod
In lineaments of poor mortality ;
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To bring us back to Gop,
He makes us His Abode :
Then to His Feet, Who comes our King,
All worfhip let us bring ;
Three PersoNs and One Gob let endlefs ages fing.

The Star {n the Eatt.

OD is the Lorp Who fhows us Light ;
No ray from Idol temple flows :
When all was funk in finful night,
‘The Star of Bethlehem arofe.

The Dayfpring from on High hath come,
To light whoe’er in darknefs ftrays,
To chafe the fhadows of the tomb,
And guide our feet in peaceful ways.

The Sun of Righteoufnefs hath rifen
With Healing in His radiant Wings :

He fhines into the Soul’s dark prifon,
And Hope in hearts defpairing [prings.

‘Then let us, while the Altar burns,

With cords each duteous Offering bind :
Alas! O Lorp, what fit returns

Can we for Thy great Mercies find ?
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Yet wilt Thou not reje&, though poor,
‘The tribute of our contrite hearts,
If by thofe bands of Love made [ure
Which Thine Own Spir1T’s Grace imparts.

Our life, our Soul, our all, we bring
In living Sacrifice to Thee—
To Thee, our Prophet, Prieft, and King,
- For us Who died upon the Tree.

Coeleltis Aleg nuntiat,
lights from Heaven on golden

1ig Myfteries—the Time is
come—
And Gop Himfelf, with dread O’erfhadowing,
Doth fill the Virgin’s Womb.

"Thee, from that wondrous and ftupendous Birth
What bleffednefs, O Maiden, doth await,
While Gop, from thine own Bofom brought to
earth,
Makes thee the Heavenly Gate.,

Thus moulded by the Spir1T’s holy Flame,

From thy pure Virgin-body, Mother-maid,

He, the fole born of Adam free from blame,
The Flefh of CHRIsT is made.
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Thus He, Who, ere the courfe of time began,

Was Food unto the Heavenly habitants,

Becometh Milk for babes, the Food of man,
Food tempered to his wants,

Sonent Wegi Pats nova Cantica,

to the new-born King
v fongs of glory fing :
FatHer He doth call,
rmum Who created all ;

His Mother He doth claim,
The Maid who knew no fhame ;
No ftain of fallen earth
Attends His facred Birth.

Before the world was made,
Its ftrong foundations laid,
He, Gob, with Gop was ONE,
The Sole-begotten Son :

Now in our fleh He ftands,
The Glory of all lands ;
_In the pure Virgin’s Womb
That Flefh He doth affume.

O, Work to ponder well,
Conception ftrange to tell,
And Birth for all to praife
Through endlefs, endlefs days,
And wondrous Virgin Sow,
Of Gop and MAN made One :
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Thus Holy Men of old

Thy gladfome Birth foretold,
As thus Thy Spir1T taught
This Marvel fhould be wrought.

Now Angel’s fing Thy Birth,
With Peace to all the earth ;
Now doth Thy Face Divine

On all Thy creatures fhine ;
Now Saints lift up their fongs,
For praife to Thee belongs :
Hail! Lorp—they joyful cry—
Now bring Salvation nigh ;
Save, Holy ONE in THREE,
Eternal TriNITY.

The CTHIld Jelug: a Tornih Cavol.

that Starin Judah’s (ky,
oice o’er Bethlehem’s
glen,
= stx avenusp far Sages hailed on high,

The tones that thrilled the Shepherd-men :
Gilory to Gob in loftieft Heaven—

Thus Angels fmote the echoing chord—

Glad Tidings unto man forgiven ;

Peace from the Prefence of the Lorp.

‘The Shepherds fought that Birth Divine ;
The Wife-men traced their guided way ;
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There, by ftrange Light and myftic Sign,
The Gop they came to worfhip lay :

A Human BABE in beauty [miled,
‘Where lowing oxen round Him trod ;

A Maiden clafped her Awful CHiLD,
Pure Offspring of the Breath of Gob.

Thofe Voices from on High are mute ;
‘The Star the Wife-men faw is dim ;
But Hope ftill guides the wanderer’s foot,
And Faith renews the Angel-hymn :
Glory to Gob in loftieft Heaven—
Touch with glad hand the ancient chord—
Good Tidings unto man forgiven ; .
Peace, from the Prefence of the Lorp.

QAfar the caftern Sky ig glowing.

FAR the eaftern Sky is glowing,
Hoary time again grows young ;
From golden (prings of light fair-
flowing
Take one draught infpiring, long :
Bleft fulfilment of long yearnings old,
Godlike apparent, gentleft Love behold.

At laft, at laft to earth defcending,

The Holy CHiLp of Heaven is come ;
Gales of Life, in mufic blending,

Breathe o’er the land awakening bloom —
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Breathe into flame that never more expires,
The fcattered embers of extinguifhed fires.

From the deep abyfs reviving
New life and energies upfpring,
See Him in Life’s ocean diving,
Endlefs Peace for us to bring :
Lo, in the midft, with blifs-beftowing Hands,
Heedful of every fuppliant He ftands.

Let His Afpe&, mildly beaming,
Deeply fink thy Soul within ;
Thus, His Joys unmeafured, ftreaming
O’er thee, ever fhalt thou win :
All (pirits, hearts, and reafonings of men,
In choral harmony fhall mingle then.

To reach His Arms be thy endeavour ;
Impreffed within His Traits inftil 5
‘Towards Him muft thou turn for ever,
Spread forth unto the (unfhine ftill :
Lay bare thine heart to Him, let all elfe perifh,
And like a faithful Spoufe He will thee cherifh.

Now to dwell with us is given

‘The GOoDHEAD once terrific found ;
Woakening to life the Seed of Heaven,

From the north to fouthern bound—
Wait awhile, and Gop’s own Garden fair
For us unfading Flower and Fruit fhall bear.
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Sleep! Boly Babe.

LEEP! Holy Bask,

Upon Thy Mother’s breaft ;
Great LorDp of earth and fea and fky,
How fweet it is to fee Thee lie

In fuch a place of reft.

Sleep! Holy Base;
Thine Angels watch around,
All bending low, with folded wings,
Before th® Incarnate King of kings,
In reverent awe profound.

Sleep! Holy Bage,

While I with Mary gaze

In joy upon that Face awhile,
Upon the Loving INFANT [mile,
Which there Divinely plays.

Sleep! Holy Bage,
Ah, take Thy brief Repofe ;
Too quickly will Thy Slumbers break,
And Thou to lengthened Pains awake,
That Death alone fhall clofe.

Then muft thofe Hands,
Which now [o fair I fee,
‘Thofe little pearly Feet of Thine,
So foft, [o delicately fine,
Be pierced and rent for me.
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Then muft that Brow
Its thorny Crown receive ;
That Cheek, more lovely than the rofe,
Be drenched with Blood, and marred with blows,
That I thereby may live.

A Solig ortug cardine,

ROM where the rifing Sun goes forth,
To where he [pans the utmoft earth,
Proclaim we CHR1sT our King, thismorn
Of Mary Virgin-Mother born :

All climes unite in common voice,

Judea, Rome, and Greece rejoice,

Thrace, Egypt, Perfia, Scythia now,

To One fole King’s dominion bow.

All, all, confefs your Lorp and King;
Redeemed and loft, His Praifes fing ;
Health, ficknefs, life, and death adore,
All live in Him, they die no more.
His beauteous Portal, full of Grace,

Is hallowed for the King to pafs ;
The King doth pafs—the folded Door
Abideth folded as before.

Son of the FaTHER’s Might Divine,
Proceeding from His Virgin-fhrine,
Maker, Redeemer, Bridegroom, He
The Giant of His Church fhall be.
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Of Mother-Maid the Light and Joy,
Of all believers Hope moft high,
He the dark cup of death fhall drain,
Ere He unloofe our guilty chain.

Fair Stone, cut out from Mountain-height,
Filling the world with Grace and Light,
Whom, by no hand of mortal hewn,

The ancient Sages had forefhewn :

*Tis done, what Herald-Angel faid,

He the True Worbp, True Flefh is made,
A Virgin-Birth of Virgin-Womb,

Virgin of Virgins, CHRIST is come.

The fkies have fhed the Dew from Heaven,
Th’ outpouring clouds the Juft One given,
Earth’s open lap receives the Birth,

And brings the LorDp the Saviour forth.
Oh ’twas a wondrous Travail there

When Him the CurisT the Virgin bare,
So bare the Birth, the Offspring pure,

As Ever-Virgin to endure.

Creator He of all the race,

For Whom creation hath no place,

Hath found, chafte Mother, where to dwell,
Hath fhrined Him in thy facred Cell :
Whom Sire moft High, when time was not,
Gop Very Gob of Gobp begot,

‘The Bofom chafte of Mother mild

In time doth bear a New-born CHiLD.
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RAght (preavg her fable Weil,

[preads her fable veil
'ofs the ftainlefs (ky,
ne by one, each twinkling ftar
reeps from its filent home afar
Tempting the wandering eye
To reft—while thought in vifion foars,
And, loft in wonderment, adores.

But lo! the vaulted dome
Is filled with Light Divine ;
Gob’s Angel comes to earth to-day
With gracious News ; about his way
Celeftial glories fhine :
He comes to tell to fallen earth
The Long-expefted Saviour’s Birth.

The Shepherds fee the Light
. And they are fore afraid ;
They hear his voice—Let terror céafe ;
To you is born the Prince of peace,
And in a Manger laid :
Go! feek the Saviour, CHRIsT the Lorp,
‘The Ever-bleffed, All-adored.

Then wakes a mighty fong
From Angel Hofts above,
And multitudes unite to fing
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The praife of their Eternal King
And His redeeming Love:

Divine and full that wondrous found

Goes echoing on the world around.

Glory to Gop on High,

And on the Earth be Peace,
Good-will to men—fo fwells the ftrain :
Hope vifits this loft world again,

Hope that will never ceafe,

While Jesu’s Grace and Jesu’s Love
Call fallen man to Reft above.

/- / \ 2/ /
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in ancient fong
‘he new Creation ;
: Prophet-throng
And Herald of Salvation,
Unto him was given to fee
Types of wondrous Myftery.

Now the Worbp to mortals’ aid
From Virgin-Mount hath hafted,
To frame anew the worlds He made,
To heal what fin has wafted,
Coming from the funlefs Gates,
Leading all where Light awaits.
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Higheft, Thou our Flefh didft take,
Waft born an INFANT Lowly,
Didft Thyfelf man’s equal make—

The Uncreate—the Holy :
Thus to purge the venom dread,
Flowing from the Serpent’s head.

Gentiles, once corrupt, rejoice,
Now faved from condemnation ;
Lift your hands with joyful voice
And tuneful exultation ;
CHr1sT adoring, Whom alone
Benefaltor now ye own.

From the Root of Jeffe [prung,
O Virgin, born of mortal ;
CHRIsT, ere worlds with GopHEAD One,
Hath paffed thy fealéd Portal ;
When it pleafed Him, coming thus,
Meekly to abide with us.

Son of Gov, before Thee.

of Gob, before Thee
dftrate, we adore Thee
Thy Manger lying,
Born to tears and fighing :
Bleft the Womb that *fhrined Thee ;
Bleft the arms that *twined Thee ;
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Bleft the fond eye keeping
Vigil o’er Thee [leeping.

Light of every nation,
Joy of all creation,
Fount of Bleffings endlefs,
Helper of the friendlefs,
Make us pure and holy,
Gentle, meek, and lowly ;

" Heavenly tempers fend us;
With Thy Love defend us.

Lorp, Thy Grace difplaying,
Keep our feet from ftraying ;
That by Thine own Merit
We our Home inherit.

BagEe Divine, before ‘Thee
Proftrate, we adore Thee :
Praife to Him, Who gave us
Thee from death to fave us.

JRato nobig Salvatore.

§ OW is born our great Salvation,
Given a Gift of matchlefs worth,

Now firft Gop had converfation
"Midft His creatures on the earth,

Light and Health to every nation—
Honour we His Day of Birth.
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We in tears and death were lying,
Now are health and gladnefs rife ;

Eve was Mother to the dying,
Mary doth bring forth the Life

In His riven Flefh fupplying
All the merit of our ftrife.

We Gobp’s Mercies were negle&ing,
Gop o loved the negligent

That our ftate from Heaven infpe&ing
Veiled to earth His Son He fent,

Thus to forrow, fhame, reje&ing
From His Place the Bridegroom went.

Swift our cruel foes o’ertaking,
Strong their ftrength to overthrow,
In Himself fulfilment making
Of the Law and Prophets—Io!
CHRIsT, like mighty Giant, waking
Comes to run His Courfe of Woe.

JEsu, Thou our Fount of Healing,
Thou our Peace and Light alone,
Liberty to flaves revealing
Through Thyfelf, the Servant-Son,
All things with one voice are telling
All the Kindnefs 'Thou haft done.
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4 Chritmag Carol,

OME out of doors, and leave thy fheep;
There’s peace between the wolf and
them ;
— Poor Shepherd! Gop the charge will
keep ;
Since Peace is born in Bethlehem,

Peace to the world that Gop hath loved !
The cradle of a race more wild

Than e’er in Arab defert roved,
By luft and wrathful fin defiled,

Is now a newborn Shepherds bed,
Beneath whofe ftaff of peaceful fway,
No more of prowling wolf in dread,
The mountain lamb may Jkip and play.

Thy watchful dog outftretched may lie,
Sleep all night long, and take no heed ;

In paftures wide as earth and Jky,
Without a fold, thy flocks may feed.

The age of gold from this glad night
Shall this Aufpicious CHiLD reftore :
Faith! fpread the fleece as ermine white
To fhield His Couch, and there adore.

H
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Chritmag Worning Hymn.

in the winter cold, when earth
as defolate and wild,
Angels welcomed at His Birth,
1 ne Everlafting CHILD.
From Realms of ever-brightening day,
And from His Throne above
He came, with humankind to ftay,
All Lowlinefs and Love.

‘Then in the Manger the poor bealt
Woas prefent with His Lorp ;

Then Swains and Pilgrims from the Eaft
Saw, wondered, and adored.

And I this morn would come with them
‘This bleffed fight to fee ;

And to the BABE of Bethlehem
Bend low the reverent knee.

But I have not—it makes me figh—
One offering in my power ;

*T'is winter all with me, and I
Have neither fruit nor flower.

O Gob, O Brother, let me give
My worthlefs felf to Thee;

And that the years which I may live
May pure and [potlefs be :
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Grant me Thyfelf, O Saviour Kind,
Thy Spir1T Undefiled,

That I may be in heart and mind
As gentle as a Child ;

That I may tread life’s arduous ways
As Thou Thyfelf haft trod,

And in the might of Prayer and Praife
Keep ever clofe to Gop.

Light of the everlafting Morn,
Deep through my Spirit fhine ;
There let 'Thy Prefence newly-born,

Make all my being Thine :
There try me as the filver, try

And cleanfe my Soul with care,
Till Thou art able to defery

Thy faultlefs Image there.

Luy eff orta Gentibug,

the nations Light hath rifen
itting in tenebrous prifon

And the fhadow drear of death :

Joyous is a race affliCted,
To behold the Son predi&ted
Drawing from the Virgin breath,

To atone for man’s offending,
Gop in MAN is condefcending
To our human miferies :
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Who but throbs with exultation ?
Who but glows with admiration
At new A&s of Grace like thefe?

This Enigma Sacramental
Can no keennefs argumental
By vain fearching ever folve :
Not for us to afcertain it ;
Gob was pleafed to pre-ordain it ;
How—no reafon can refolve.

Who is he hath e’er divinéd

What the Gop of Gobp defigned ?
Who the fublime Secret won ?

As with Dew the Fleece was flooded,

As the Verge with Bloffom budded,
So the Virgin bears a Son.

Chajte, Conception notwithftanding ;
Virid, [pite the Flower’s expanding ;
Mother fhe, yet Maid, declared :
In that Holy THING conceiving,
And in Birth to JEsus giving,
To the Lily well compared.
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D tome! Creator Spivit.

COME! Creator SpIrIT,
Infpire the Souls of Thine,
And fill the hearts, which Thou haft
made, '
With Grace and Love Divine.

Author of our Salvation,
Son of the Virgin’s Womb,
Remember that our flefh Thou art,
And didjt our form affume.

This is the feftal morning,
Salvation’s herald this,

‘Whereon from Heaven to wretched man
Came down Celeftial Blifs.

This day outfpake the Angel—
Hail, thou of Women Bleft :

With Power and Might the GopHEAD comes,
To fill a Maiden’s Breaft.

Maiden, how great the Glory
That waits henceforth on thee,
Conceived in thine own Womb this day,
Gobp’s SoN thy Son muft be.

This day the HoLy SpIrIT
Moulds, of thy Maiden Blood,

His Flefh who feeds as MAN weak men,
And Angels as their Gop.
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Ty 'EJEF. B‘q%sé‘u ﬁ'vo:fe, Jevre Z'J‘wpev.

hath opened Eden,
is behold :
1ave found, once hidden,
Pearl ot price untold ;
Gifts of Paradife, all precious,
Stored within the Cave refrefh us.

There th’ unwatered Root appearing
Blooms in Pardon free ;

Chriftians enter, nothing fearing,
And the Wonder fee :

There the undug Well behold

David thirfted for of old.

Now the Maid her INFANT bearing
Haften we to greet;

He ere worlds the GopHEAD fharing,
Little CHILD [o [weet,

Born within this lowly place,

Stays the thirft of Adam’s race.

Starg of Glory, Hine more brightlp.

ARS of Glory, fhine more brightly,
Purer be the moonlight’s beam,
3lide ye hours and moments lightly,
Swiftly down Time’s deepening

ftream,
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Bring the hour that banifhed fadnefs,
Brought Redemption down to earth,
When the Shepherds heard with gladnefs

Tidings of a Saviour’s Birth.

See a beauteous Angel foaring
In the bright Celeftial blaze,
On the Shepherds low adoring
Reft his mild, effulgent rays :
Fear not—cries the Heavenly Stranger—
Him Whom ancient Seers foretold,
Weeping in a lowly Manger,
Shepherds ! hafte ye to behold.

See the Shepherds quickly rifing,
Haftening to the humble ftall,
And the New-born INFANT prizing,

As the Mighty Lorbp of all,
Lowly now they bend before Him,

In His helplefs Infant State,
Firmly faithful they adore Him,

And His Greatnefs celebrate.

Hark ! the fwell of heavenly voices
Peals along the vaulted fky ;
Angels fing, while earth rejoices—
Glory to our Gop on High :

Glory in the higheft Heaven,
Peace to humble men on earth;

Joy to thefe, and Blifs is given,
In the great Redeemer’s Birth,
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Come! pe Lofty, come! pe Lowly.

! ye Lofty, come! ye Lowly,
t your fongs of gladnefs ring,
Stable lies the Holy,
an a Manger refts the King :
See, in Mary’s arms repofing
CHRIsT by higheft Heaven adored :
Come! your circle round Him clofing,
Pious hearts that love the Lorp.

Come! ye Poor, no pomp of ftation
Robes the CHILD your hearts adore :
He, the LorD of all Salvation,
Shares your want, is Weak and Poor :
Oxen, round about behold them,
Rafters naked, cold, and bare,
See! the Shepherds, Gop has told them
That the Prince of Life lies there.

Come ! ye Children blithe and merry,
This One CHILD your model make ;
Chnftmas holly, leaf, and berry,
All be prized for His dear Sake :
Come ! ye gentle hearts and tender,
Come! ye fpirits keen and bold ;
All in all your homage render,
Weak and mighty, young and old.

High above a Star is fhining,
And the Wife Men hafte from far :
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Come! glad hearts, and Spirits pining :

For you all has rifen the Star.
Let us bring our poor Oblations,

Thanks, and Love, and Faith, and Praife :
Come! ye People, come ! ye Nations,

All in all draw nigh to gaze.

Hark ! the Heaven of Heavens is ringing—
CHrisT the Lorp to man is born :

Are not all our hearts, too, finging—
Welcome, welcome, Chriftmas morn ?

Still the CurvLp, all Power poffeffing,
Smiles as through the ages paft;

And the fong of Chriftmas-bleffing
Sweetly finks to reft at laft.

*Twag Widnight.

'WAS Midnight, and the calm clear (ky

Was ftudded o’er with gems of light ;
No breeze went floating by

"T'o break the ftillnefs of that glorious

night. ‘

Tending their flocks with watchful care,
A lowly band of Shepherd-men,
Beneath the midnight air,
Were gathered on Judza’s palmy plain.

Hark ! whence is that melodious found
Which burfts upon that liftening ear ;
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Shedding on all around
A holy Joy, a reverential Fear?

Well may they turn their wondering glance,
Enraptured, to the ftarry fkies :
Well may fuch ftrains entrance,
And draw from earth to Heaven the dulleft eyes.

>T'is from yon bright Celeftial Band
Thofe thrilling notes of glory ring :
Sent from the Heavenly Land,
Glad tidings of great Joy to earth to bring.

Glory to Thee, O Lorp moft High—
Is the fweet mufic of their fong,
While echo takes the cry
And wafts it far the vaulted arch along.

And Peace on earth, Good-will toward men,
Will Carist the King of Glory bring ;
‘Then let us join their ftrain,
And praifes to the New-born SAvIOUR fing.

Coelum gaude ! Terra plaude!

! ye Heavens, with laud and
aifing,
t in triumph, earth and fea,
Every voice its fong upraifing
Loud proclaim the Jubilee.
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For the Lorp of all Creation
Sees His creatures doomed to die,
And His Right Hand brings Salvation
And His Love brings Liberty.
Heaven its Grace on earth is pouring,
From the earth Earth’s Saviour j'pnngs,
Angel choirs, their King adoring,
Greet the BABE with carollings.
Now the Womb of Virgin lowly,
Quickened by the Spirrt Holy,
Dwelling meet for Gobp is made.
As a branch with flowers is teeming,
So the Virgin, Gop Redeeming
Bears, in flefhly Form arrayed.
From the Fount of Maid unftainéd
Gon-Mape-Bage His Food hath drainéd ;
Myftery furpaffing thought—
On a creature’s food He liveth
Who their Food all creatures giveth,
Wonder fuch as ne’er was wrought.
On the life of flelh He groweth
Who the life of flefh beftoweth.
Him the3Virgin’s Bofom beareth
Who the Throne of GoDHEAD fhareth.
Him as Son the Maid carefJeth,
Him as Lorp and Gop confeffeth,
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Thrice bleded fruitful Theme of Wicth.

bleffed fruitful theme of mirth,
«cred joy, and holy fong,
REATH of Heaven comes down
to earth,
The CHrisT is born, foretold fo long :
Deep mourning o’er the grievous fall
Of Eve, her children lone do figh;
Faft bound in fin’s unholy thrall
The Univerfe in grief doth lie.

In human Flefh the GopHEAD came
A living Sun to light the earth;
He took upon Himfelf our fhame
And €’en endured a mortal’s birth :
Born in a ftable’s lowly ftall '
His Infant Voice went up on high ;
The world’s fun wept, while fhone on all
The Lamp of His DivinrTy.

Mundf falug Nui nalcerig.

! born the world to free,
on us,
child-like Wifdom we

s+ uv va {hy Humility.

Thou That midft the beafts did fleep,
Helplefs Basgk,
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From dark foes that feek Thy Sheep,
Sacred Shepherd, fave and keep.

Thou Who haft Thy GopHEAD laid
All afide,

On the breaft of Mother-Maid,

To our weaknefs lend Thine Aid.

Auf! (chicke dic.

OME! tune your heart,
To bear its part,
And celebrate MEssian’s Feaft with
praifes ;
Let Love infpire
The joyful Choir,
While to the Gop of Love glad Hymns it raifes.

Exalt His Name ;
With joy proclaim,
Gon loved the world, and through His Son for-
gave us;
Oh, what are we,
That, Lorb, we fee
Thy wondrous Love, in CHrRIST Who died to
fave us.

Behold our Friend !
His Love commend,
In that when foes He died to reconcile us;
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Our flefh He took,
His Throne forfook,
That from His Kingdom Gop might not exile us.

Your refuge place
In His free Grace,
Truft in His Name, and day by day repent you ;
Ye mock Gop’s Word,
‘Who call Him Lorb,
And follow not the Pattern He hath lent you.

O CHRrIsT, to prove
For Thee my love,
InBrethren Thee myhands fhall clothe and cherifh;
To each fad heart
Sweet Hope impart,
When worn with care, with forrow nigh to perifh.

Heaven and earth
Received their birth
From Thee, in Whom both Strength and Wifdom
blended ;
Let heart and voice
In Thee rejoice ;
Be every knee in adoration bended.

Come! praife the Lorp;
In Heaven are ftored
Rich Gifts for thofe who here His Name efteemed ;
Alleluia ;
Alleluia ;
Rejoice in CHRIST, and praife Him ye redeeméd.
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O-day in Bethlehem hear I
Sweet Angel voices finging—

All Glory be to Gop on High
Who Peace to earth is bringing.

The Virgin Mary holdeth more
Than higheft Heaven moft holy :

Light fhines on what was dark before,
And lifteth up the lowly.

Gob wills that Peace fhould be in earth
And holy Exultation :

Sweet BaBE, I greet Thy [potlefs Birth
And wondrous Incarnation.

To-day in Bethlehem hear I
Even the lowly finging :

With Angel-words they pierce the fky
All earth with Joy is ringing.

The Cedar of Lebanon: a Carol.

HE Cedar of Lebanon, Plant of renown,
Hath bowed to the HyfJop His wide-
[preading crown,
— And the Son of the Higheft, an In-
FANT, is laid

On the Breaft of His Mother, that lowlieft Maid.
All Glory to Gop in the Higheft we fing,
Andzhence upon earth, through the newly-

born King.
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From the Star of the Sea the glad Sunlight hath
JShined,

Springs the Lion of Judah from Naphtali’s Hind,

The Life from the dying, the Rofe from the thorn,

The Maker of all things of Maiden is born.

The Manger of Bethlehem opens once more

The Gates of that Eden where man dwelt of yore,

And He Who is lying, a CHILD, in the Cave,

Hath conquered the foeman, hath ranfomed the
flave. '

In the midft of the Garden the Tree of Life ftands,

And offers His twelve Fruits to lips and to hands;

For the Lorp of Salvation, the Gentiles’ Defire,

Hath ta’en from the Cherubs their word-blade of
fire.

On the hole of the Afpic the Sucking CHILD plays,

And His Hand on the den of the Cockatrice lays,

And the Dragon, that over a fallen world reigned,

By the Seed of the Woman is vanquifhed and
chained.

To Him Who hath loved us, and fent us His Son,
To Him Who the vitory for us hath won,
To Him Who fheds on us His fevenfold rays,
Be Honour and Glory, Salvation and Praife.
All Glory to Gob in the Higheft we fing,
And peace upon earth, through the newly-
born King.
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WWhen the Wotly glept,

Juouce,
And deepened crimfon, line on line.
Take we the tablets of the Paft,
To wipe recorded woes away ;
Now merry bells ring out at laft,
For us another Chriftmas Day.
He came Heaven’s Glories to unfold
So bring the captive a releafe,

For age of iron an age of gold—
EMMANUEL, the Prince of Peace.
So chime the bells for weald and wold,
Hang the bright holly up on high,
Aye frefh and green His Love untold,
He died, but ne’er again fhall die.

Then bear a joy where joys are not,
Go, fpeak a kindly word in love,
Lefs bitter make fome lovelefs lot
Now Earth is linked to Heaven above.
And, day by day, in common round,
Or dark or light, in joy or ill,
Let Faith and Love and Peace be found
So eyer work a FATHER’s Will.

/"d’ i«:,~
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For links in many a circle here,
That feemed to be fo ftrong and fure,
Grow lefs, increafing year by year
Where only Peace and Love endure,
We pafs the graves with [nowy pall,
So pure and calm is Chriftmas morn ;
Or, like Gop’s Grace, the [now-flakes fall
On this glad Feaft when CHRrIST was born.

The Paft brings up or deeds or dreams,
Voices and faces known no more,

Hopes to be crowned when evening’s gleams
Flood with their light th’ eternal fhore.

The Future, when Time’s ftream is dry
And Chriftmas Feafts are gone for aye,

Shall to the King bring each one nigh—
Then dawns the bright and perfe& Day.

‘Take up once more the Angel’s fong—
The Angel’s joy let each one fhare ;

Our life at longeft is not long,
"The carol muft be ended there.

Though here the City of the Saints,
Beryl and pearl are up above,

One Heaven-born thought that Future paints,
A Son Divine, a Mother’s Love.



PART IIL
The Epipbanp and Transfiguration,

THE EPIPHANY AT BETHLEHEM AND
THE TRANSFIGURATION
ON TABOR.

The Shavow of the Star,

ABZAN Odours load the air
With Myrrh, as though for burial
brought ;
The flafh of royal Gold is there ;
But where is He for Whom ’tis
fought ?
Behold Him on the fpotlefs Virgin’s knee,
The Prieft, the Man, the Monarch, lo! ’tis He.

Mother of Gop! the Eaftern Star
Shines brightly on the humble fhed
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Where wife Chaldzans, led from far,

Bend low before the Infant Head ;
'The Prieftly Arms [pread forth to blefs e’en now ;
Stedfaft to win the Crown, by Death, the Brow.

Mother of Sorrows ! mark the word,
And ponder it within thine heart—
"Through thine own Soul fhall pierce the Sword
Ere Gop full knowledge fhall impart ;
Then fhalt thou fee with re-awakened eye
The Signs, worked out, of the Epiphany.

Upon the great Good Friday morn

Thy Son in Royal Guife fhall ftand
With purple Robe, and Crown of thorn,

And fceptred Reed in His Right Hand :
When thefe things come to pafs, look up! behold
The firft great Sign worked out—the Gift of Gold.

When Prieftly Arms on Calvary’s creft
In Interceffion wide are fpread,
And to that Bleffing, from their reft,
Hades fends forth the Sainted Dead,
The fecond Gift behold—fee Heavenward rife -
Atoning Incenfe of the Sacrifice.

The Soul has fled ; the vex’d Limbs fleep,
O’er both the GoDHEAD [preads Its [pan :
Bring Myrrh and Spices ; Vigil keep
Over the Archetypal Man:
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With eyes of awful love and bated breath,
Lady! behold the Myrrh—the type of Death.
* * * *

In myftic number, vefted white,

The Prefbyters around the Throne
Caft down their Crowns of golden Light

Their Maker and their LorD to own 3
For He is worthy of all Praife, they fing,
Of Heaven and earth Creator, Lorp, and King.

Unchangeable the Priefthood’s Vow,
Which This MAN, pure from human ftain
Yet MAN in all things, offers now—
Himfelf for fin the Vi&im flain.
At laft the threefold Gifts in one concur,
Here blend the Gold, the Frankincenfe, the
Myrrh.

MWajitati facvo landae.

O the Lorp for ever Glorious
Saints on earth with Saints vitorious
Swell the fhout of holy Joy :
Left the Soul fink down in flumbers,
Let the lips in tuneful numbers
Hail the Blifs without alloy.

See the Branch a new Bud bearing ;
See the Star new Day declaring ;
Monarchs to the Manger run :
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Wand’rers they, yet never turning
Whence the Star, before them burning,
Guides them to the Newborn Sun.

Three the Kings, threefold their Offering ;
He, Who takes what they are proffering,
Gop in MaN is One to fee:
By the myftic Adoration
Is revealed to all creation
Thus the Triune DE1TY.

Gold, Myrrh, Incenfe are their Treafure ;
But beyond what eye can meafure
Is the Truth therein that lies :
Incenfe is for Gop from Heaven ;
To the King the Gold is given ;
And the Myrrh to Him Who dies.

Sweet the Incenfe upward ftreaming ;

Bright the Golden Circlet gleaming
On a King’s majeftic Brow ;

Shews the Myrrh, by time unblighted,

That the Worb to Flefh united
Never fhall corruption know.

From this vale, wherein we wander,

Lead us, Lorb, oh, lead us yonder
Where the Kings are gone before ;

Where, by Thine abounding Merit,

FATHER, SoN, and HoLy SpiriT
We may praife for evermore.
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Duitunque Chrikum quaeritig,

YE who feek the Lorp,
Lift up your eyes on high,

For there He doth the Sign accord
Of His bright Majefty.

We fee a dazzling Sight
That fhall outlive all time,
Older than depth or ftarry height,
Limitlefs and fublime.

*Tis He for Ifrael’s Fold
And heathen tribes decreed,

The King to Abraham pledged of old
And his unfailing feed.

Prophets foretold His Birth,
And witneffed when He came,
The FATHER [peaks to all the earth
To hear, and own His Name.

Tabor, Calbary, and Dlivet.

EAR SAviour, when Thy chofen three
Afcended Tabor's Mount with Thee,
And when Thy Glory threw
Around Thy Form refplendant rays,
It circled Thee with Heavenly Blaze,
Dazzling to mortal view.
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Then did Thy great Apoftle pray

On Tabor’s radiant Mount to ftay,
And fix his dwelling there ;

Held by Thy Glory’s potent fpell,

There he proclaimed it good to dwell,
That tranquil Blifs to fhare.

Little did that Apoftle know
‘What toils awaited him below,

Ere Blifs fhould crown his head :
Ah! little did Thy Favourite think
So deeply of Thy Cup to drink ;

He knew not what he faid.

When Thou didft vanifh from their fight,
From Olivet’s majeftic height,
To mount Thy glorious Throne ;
Thy chofen ones gazed fondly there,
And watched Thee till the bright Cloud’s glare
Left them in grief alone.

They, as they gazed from Olivet,

Their Charge too quickly could forget,
‘They loved to linger there ;

Till Angels warned them to retire,

For Him, Who would return in Fire,
With fervour to prepare.

From Calvary Thy Followers fled :
Where Thy redeeming Blood was (hed,
None of Thy Twelve were found,
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Save Thy beloved John, who ftood
Faithful beneath the faving Wood,
‘When numbers [coffed around.

With him, oh, let my ftation be;
Dear SAVIOUR, let me mourn with Thee,
Thy Crofs to me is [weet :
Oh, be Thy forrowing Path my way,
Lorp, it is good for me to ftay
And prefs Thy facred Feet.

1Bt§ma mittritig: Fivei covona.

FIRST in faith that overcame,
O [wift to hear the Heavenly Call,
Ye Magi, this our Feftival
With Faith’s firft triumphs links your
name,
*Twas yours to mourn what time the Star
Veiled from your ken her fhining face,
And left you as a fhip that ftrays
Unknowing where the fhallows are.

But Faith prevails : to Sion come,
The Star, new rifen, glads your eyes ;
And, downward pointing from the Skies
Reveals for you the BABe-King’s home.
There with well-chofen Gifts adore ;
Incenfe for Gop, Gold for the King,
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Myrrh for the MAN, your hands fhall bring,
Your hearts fhall yield Him better ftore.

And thou, O Sion, called too long
The Barren, even now thy race
Springs as the ftars : to thine embrace
Mother of Nations, bid them throng :
Behold thy CHrisT! He cafteth down
The wall which kept the world in twain :
Behold the Curist! He binds again
The Bond that maketh all men one,

The Epipbany of Tabor.

HRIST went about the earth
Aye doing good,
Unto its mighty dearth
" He gave bleft Food ;
He bade the fick rejoice
O’er fins forgiven,
And Satan heard His Voice
And fell from Heaven.

Once His Own mufed on Him
Out on the fea,

Afking with eyefight dim
Who This might be ;

Q’er them the tempeft broke,
Fear was their pfalm ;
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He from His Sleep awoke
And there was calm.

Haply for Light they prayed,
Grieving the while

Godlike the Works men faid
The Worker vile ;

Haply fuch grief away
Pafsed not until

The Three beheld Him pray
On Tabor’s hill.

Then fight came faith to blefs,
Then there did fhine

Through that fcorned mortal Drej's
Glory Divine ;

Then came the Prophets two
In witnefs one,

Then [pake the FATHER—LO!

This is My Son.

Our Gop’s Epiphany
We thus recall
Made firft to mortals three
It [peaks to all ;
Still cleave your hearts below?
Faint there its word ;
Far up the Mountain go
And fee the LorD
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Magnum nobig Gaudfum.

hath come to all of us,
Bleffed Virgin dear,
hen to Angel Gabriel
Thou didft lend thine ear,
Telling that thou waft to be
JEsu’s Mother meek,
Doubtedft not the Miracle,
Didft but counfel feek.

Holy one! is born to thee
Holier ONE than thou ;
Watchful fhepherds witneffing
At His Cradle-bow.
Wondrous CHiLp! moft wondroufly
Thou haft fent to queft
Wand’rers wand’ring hopele(ly,
Back to Peace and Reft.

Brighteft Star of Bethlehem,
Herald of Jerufalem,

Telling of Thy King ;
Eaftern Sage enlightening,
Nightly journey brightening,

Myftic Gifts to bring :

Star denoting Unity ;

Myrrh His human Verity,
Frankincenfe their prayer;
Gold proclaiming DerTy;
Three Kings fhewing TRINITY—

Myjfteries moft rare.
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En Perci ex orhig Gnu.

daylight’s portals, burning
ith Incenfe to the Sun,
* come, the Wife, difcerning
rus royal March begun :
Before that Sign’s bright dawning
The ftars have paled their light ;
The ray-crowned Prince of morning
Slopes back upon the night.

Where is the Hoft’s affembling
Of Him that rules the day—
They afk—Whom Heaven with trembling
Thus marfhals on His Way?
This is the Gentile lightening
Before His People’s face,
The promifed Glory brightening
On Abram and his race.

Still on, with brows uplifted,
The way-worn Elders crept ;
Their beacon never drifted,
Their eyelids never flept ;
Till low in worfhip bending
The Star their fears beguiled,
“And quenched his torch defcending
Upon the Radiant CHILD.

And now, while they adore Him,
Their Treafures are unrolled,
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The threefold Gifts before Him,
Myrrh, Frankincenfe, and Gold ;
"The Spice their Gop confeffing,
Their Gold His Regal Bloom ;
And yet the Myrrh is bleffing
His Body to the Tomb.

Enthroned upon the Wountain-Veight,

NTHRONED upon the Mountain-
height, '
Harmonious Peace unbroken reigns,
While difcord like a ftormy night
In wild confufion wraps the plains.

When in Sinai’s fecret place
Gop with His Servant talked alone
With Beams too bright for earth, his face
From the dread Mount returning fhone.

While from the Camp below, the din

Of hideous mirth to Heaven conveyed
Wild orgies of the monftrous fin,

The molten Calf ¢ which Aaron made.

The wind is hufhed, the ground is ftill,
The burning flames no longer glow,
On Horeb’s top JeHovAR’s Will
Is heard in accents foft and low.
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While earth of pity clean bereft,

Gop’s lateft Servant thought to flay—
I, even I alone am left,

Whofe life they feek to take away.

How white their gliftering robes appear,
How fair their heads with Glory crowned,
Sinai’s Prophet, Horeb’s Seer,
On Tabor’s top with Jesu found.

But while with CHRIsT in Gob their life
Is hidden on the Mountain-brow,

More fierce the feud, more loud the ftrife
Of Satan’s fons muft rage below.

Why ? but that weary Souls may yearn
The narrow Path in patience trod,

Their homeward fteps from earth to turn,
And reft on Sion’s Hill with Gob.

Boc julla quondam tumpimug,

happy Day, to light
s which dark-mantling Night
nvious filence hath fo long been
Jtealing ;
When, on the Mountain floor,
Before the three of yore,
The Son of Man His Glory was revealing :
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And, through His Flefh’s fhrouding Shrine,
Illuminating ran the Effluence Divine,

‘The full Irradiance flows,
To every Limb it goes,

With fnowy Light Hisflery Garments blending ;
Now awe-ftruck filence quakes,
And the live Thunder fpeaks,

From the bright Cloud in Majefty defcending ;
There founds the unutterable Voice,
Proclaiming His Dear Son, the everlafting Choice.

‘With low-browed awe profound,
Be filent on the ground,
The Lorp of all is in His holy Hill ;
And now, with voice of fear,
Let Angel hofts draw near,
While all the liftening world is ftill,
To fing the SpirIT, and the Worp, A
And FATHER, Whofe dread Voice was in the
Thunder heard.

A Cavol of the Ringg : an Armenfan
Bpth.

W|HREE ancient Menin Bethlehem’s Cave
With awful wonder ftand ;

AVoicethatcalled them fromtheirgrave
In fome far eaftern Land.
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They lived, they trod the former earth
When the old waters [welled ;

The Ark, that womb of fecond birth,
Their houfe and lineage held.

Pale Japhet bows the knee with Gold,
Bright Sem fweet Incenfe brings,

And Cham, the Myrrh his fingers hold—
Lo! the three Orient Kings.

Types of the total earth, they hailed
The fignal’s ftarry frame;

Shuddering with fecond life; they quailed
At the CHILD JEsu’s Name.

Then flow the Patriarchs turned and trod,
And this their parting figh—

Qur eyes have feen the Living Gop ;
And now—once more to die.

“Duam nos potentet allicig.

OW ftrongly and how [weetly ftill
Thou, CurisT, doft draw the human
will : :
And gently prove ;

Whether Thou doft Thyfelf reveal,

Or from our [enfes doft conceal,

*Tis both in Love.
K
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The FATHER calls, and for Thy Sake
Shall us too for His Children take g
And, through Heaven’s door,
‘The Glory which doth break on Thee
Are rays of Immortality
That go before.

What faith the FATHER, [peaking loud?

And what the Son, beneath the Cloud ?
Now all are gone ;

‘The fhadows fleet ; around again

Silence keeps watch ; there doth remain
The Truth alone.

Again Thou doft Thy Form refume,
A Vi&im ready for the Tomb,
And thence defcend
In Lowlinefs ineffable,
Thy FaTHer’s Mandate to fulfil
Unto the end.

O CHrisT, Who now Thyfelf doft hide,
May Faith our darkling Spirits guide
And firmly hold ;
That when thefe flefhly vefJels break,
We of Thy Goodnefs may partake
And Thee behold.
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Brighte® and bef of the Song of the
MWorning.

RIGHTEST and beft of the Sons of
the Morning,
Dawn on our darknefs and lend us
Thine aid,
Star of the Eaft, the horizon adorning,
Guide where our INFANT Redeemer is laid.

Cold on His Cradle the dew-drops are fhining,
Low lies His Head with the beafts of the ftall,

Angels adore Him in flumber reclining,
Maker and Monarch and SAviour of all.

Say, fhall we yield Him, in coftly devotion,
Odours of Edom and Offerings Divine ?

Gems of the mountain and Pearls of the ocean,
Myrrh from the foreft, or Gold from the mine?

Vainly we offer each ample Oblation ;

Vainly with Gifts would His Favour fecure :
Richer by far is the heart’s Adoration ;

Dearer to Gob are the Prayers of the poor.

Jelu, Dulcedo cordfum,

ESU, the heart’s own Sweetnefs, and
) true Light,
Thou art the fecret Fountain that
o’erflows
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"The weary Soul, furpaffing all delight,
In whom each anxious longing finds repofe.

Stay with us, LorDp, and with Thy kindly Ray
Enlighten our dark Spirits ; at Whofe Birth

Dark fhades fhall flee the opening eye of day,
And fweetnefs fhall revive the drooping earth.

When Thou the heart doft vifit, all things feem
Made new; Trauth fhines in her unclouded form,
Emerging from the world as from a dream ;
And Love, her face beholding, waxeth warm.

Good Jesus, while time’s fcroll I ftill unfold,
Do Thou to me Thy Love make manifeft,
That I, *mid clouds that wrap me, may behold

Thine everlafting Glory, and find Reft.

He whom Thy Love makes glad as with new wine,
He knows that Knowledge which is from above ;
Full bleft is he ; that Fulnefs is Divine,
And there is nothing elfe that he can love.

Thou art the Fount of Pity; as it flows
All drink of 'Thine Abundance infinite :

Thou art the only Sun Thy country knows ;
Scatter the clouds, and (how us Thy true Light.
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41l Pationg of the Earth, rejoice.

LL Nations of the Earth, rejoice,
fll High raife to-day your tuneful voice,
To CHRrisT your choiceft prefents
bring ;
Firft taught as now the Lorp to know,
To Him your grateful homage fhow, -
And gladly own Him for your King.

The Wife Men from the Eaft behold,
With Myrrh, and Frankincenfe, and Gold ;
Thefe Gifts a myftic import bear ;
The Myrrh for Him Who deigns to die,
The Incenfe for a Prieft moft High,
The Gold a Monarch to declare.

Led by the guiding of a Star,

‘The Gentile Fitft-fruits come from far,
And in that lowly fhed adore—

Firft Chriftian Church in all the land—

Whereto the Angel’s gracious hand
The Jewifh Shepherds brought before.

Oh, may their zeal our hearts inflame,

‘That we may prove our faith the fame,
And like acceptance thus fecure ;

Our Myrrh—to flefhly luft a death,

Our Incenfe—prayer’s afcending breath,
Our Gold—a chaftened heart and pure.
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Self-conqueft, Longings meet, and Love,
We all may bring to CHR1sT above,
And not the great or rich alone ;
In thefe let each with other vie,
By thefe proclaim the Saviour High,
And make His faving Health be known.

Bacee off Dieg lumma grata.

Feaft above all others rated
iy the SAVIOUR confecrated ;
Him is richly decorated,
With Wonders of the TrRINITY :
Mofes’ death to-day is ended ;
And that Truth may be defended,
See! Elias comes attended
By the Apoftolic Three.

Then, while they their worfhip render,
Burfts a Light of matchlefs fplendour;
Luftre marvelloufly tender,

Streams alike o’er form and drefs :
"Tis from CHrisT that Light is flowing ;
Flooding e’en their robes and throwing
Proftrate, by its fudden glowing,

Thofe aftonied Witneffes—

Not to injure or to frighten,
But to cherifh and to brighten,
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But to brighten and to lighten
All who looked upon it there :
Full of fweet and joyful Graces,
All that’s tender it embraces;
There is fhown in Heavenlieft traces
Glory bright beyond compare.

Good it were in truth, and f[weeter,

Here to tarry, gentle Peter—

But for CHRIsT Himfelf, ’tis meeter
He His FaTuer’s Will obey :

All this Brightnefs that furprifes,

Only with a Type fupplies us,

Of a greater Light that rifes
Nevermore to pafs away.

With the Halo round them lying,
Hear the FATHER teftifying
Of the Son that He is trying ;

Hear the thunders of His Voice—
*Tis My Son, that feems fo Lowly,
Wholly Filial, Righteous wholly,
Before all eleted folely ;

In Him does My Heart rejoice.

‘Thou wouldft not that men fhould know Thee,
Wouldft not that Thy Twelve fhould fhow Thee,
Till new Glory overflow Thee '

In Thy Rifing from the dead :
But, what tongue but would be telling,
What heart but would with Blifs be fwelling,
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While believing thus, and dwelling
Upon Joys fo largely fhed.

Here has Truth its atteftation,
Hope its loftieft elevation,
Love its keeneft fublimation
In each true and faithful breaft :
May the Lorp of our profeffion
Make us, through His Interceffion,
Share the Blifs of the poffeffion
With the Holy Ones at Reft.

Through the Glent Wivnight-Hours. |

HROUGH the filent Midnight-hours,
When others [leep,
We upon our lofty towers
Long vigils keep ;
And the filver Moon in her orb we trace,
And can point each Planet’s accuftomed place.

In our fkies of Eaftern night,
Gleaming afar,
We have feen the wondrous Light
Of Jacob’s ftar:
We have read in the Book of the Mighty Seer,
And we know that the ¢ Fulnefs of time* is near.

Therefore we leave in hafte
Our diftant home ;
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Therefore o’er the defert wafte
Gladly we come ;
‘The firft of the Gentile world to bring
Our Homage and Gifts to the new-born King.

Lo! from further land than theirs,
Weary and weak,
Lorp, we come with earneft prayers
Thy Face to feek ; '
We come from the land of bondage and chains,
‘T'o the Land where the King in His Beauty reigns.

Star of Jacob we adore Thee,
Still our onward feet diret;
King of kings we bow before Thee,
Guard and guide Thine own Ele&.
Us, the Children of the ftranger,
Received Thine ancient Fold within ;
Guard us through the paths of danger,
Guide us from the paths of fin.

Linquunt teca Magf principig Wrbig.

O! the pilgrim Magi
Leave their Royal Halls,
And, with Love devouteft,
Bethlehem’s lowly walls
Seek with eager footfteps ;
While firm Faith, which refts
Built on Hope unfwerving,
Triumphs in their breafts.
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Oh, what joys extatic
Thrilled each heart, from far
When, to guide their footfteps, -
Gleamed that Beacon Star,
O’er that home fo holy
Pouring down its ray,
In His Mother’s Bofom
Where the INFANT lay.

There no ivory gliftens,
Glows no regal gold,

Nor doth gorgeous purple
Thofe fair Limbs enfold ;

But His Court He keepeth
In a Stable bare,

His Throne is a Manger,
Rags His Purple are.

Coftly pomps and pageants
Earthly Kings array;

He, a mightier Monarch,
Hath a nobler fway ;

Straw though be His Pallet,
Mean His Garb may be,

Yet with Power tranfcendent
He all hearts can free.

At His Crib they worfhip
Proftrate on the floor ;
And a Gob, there prefent,
In that BABE adore;
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Let us to that INFANT
We, their offspring true,
Hearts with faith o’erflowing
Give, our Tribute due.

Holieft Love prefenting
As Gold, to our King ;
To the MAN pure bodies,
Myrrh-like, chaftely bring ;
Unto Him, as Incenfe,
Vow and prayer addrefs ;
So with Offerings meeteft,
This our Gob confefs.

Laudeg Deo, dicat per omnia,
- @)ﬂ OW let our Mother the Church in each
-/ )

nation
Sing to our Gop with devout jubilation ;
Praifing Him for that celeftial
Voice, which came to realms terreftrial
From the Glory that excelled—
This is My Beloved Son,
Who My Will hath always done ;
Let Him be in worfhip held.

When this Voice around them founded,

Struck with awe, they fank aftounded,
At the Heavenly brilliancy :

And, upon their faces falling,

&5 !
LV

0
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Shrank before that ray appalling,
They, the Apoftolic three.

Then, their fear and dread allaying,
JEsus.came and touched them, faying—
Now, afide your terror laying,

Be no more diftreffed.
From the earth their eyes they raifed,
On no Form unknown they gazed :
Only they beheld, amazed,

Jesus with the reft.

Swift revealing all his feeling
Peter preffeth, and addreffeth
Him with Whom he loves to be—
Lornp, ’tis good for us to ftay ;
In the Mount, without delay,
Make we Tabernacles three :

One for Thee, the LorD’s MEss1As,
And for Mofes, and Elias ;
Each like other build we all:
It delighteth us to tender
All the fervice we can render,

In this Light celeftial.

JEsus faid—Ye fhall not tell,
In the world, what here befell,

'T'ill the Son of Man be rifen

From the Dead, and burft their prifon.
Death being vanquifhed, ye fhall teach,
And throughout the nations preach,
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Joys which ye to know are given
By the FATHER’s Voice from Heaven.

Let us then pray CHRIsT, the Fountain
Of all Grace, that to that Mountain
He would take us
All, and make us
" See what are true Joys: and then,
We with Peter there remaining,
And among the Fathers reigning,
Shall, to all Eternity,
Contemplate the TRINITY :
And let all things fay—Amen.

bue bog, D Mileri, Surda velinquite,

Bethlehem, Sinners, hafte
Your fenfelefs idols leave,
Which deaf and dumb, debafed
And blinded vows deceive ;

For fee ! before your eyes
‘The fhining towers arife,
Where Very Gop an inmate lies.

Lo! Eaftern Kings are fain
To travel firft the road ;
‘The Prophets are made plain,
And e’en the dark abode,
Where wrapt in error’s gloom,
The Gentiles wait their doom,
His wondrous Beams of Light illume.
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Now Jews and Gentiles all,
Once feparated quite
By that partition wall,
In amity unite,
With Him One Body made ;
And thus to all conveyed,
Gop’s Favour is to each difplayed.

How deep Thy Counfels are,
O Gop, Thy Plans how vaft !
O wondrous Love which far
Its firft degree furpaffed :
Judza! through thy difgrace,
‘The outcaft Gentile race
Win Life and Glory in thy place.

Now from the olive root
Its native boughs decay ;
Degenerate, void of fruit,
Adulterous offspring, they ;
With wonder we behold
New fhoots fupplant the old,
Strange flowers and foliage unfold.

The noble olive Stem
Bears us its Branches fair ;
Ne’er barren like to them
May we their ruin fhare ;
O Gop, Whom we adore,
‘Thine ancient Branch reftore,
Keep Thou the Engrafted evermore.
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The Guiding Star.

S with Gladnefs men of old

Did the guiding Star behold ;

As with joy they hailed its Light,

Leading onward, beaming bright ;
So, moft Gracious LorD, may we
Evermore be led to Thee.

As with joyful fteps they [ped

To that lowly Manger-bed,

There to bend the knee before

Him Whom Heaven and earth adore ;
So may we with willing feet

Ever feek the Mercy-feat.

As they offered Gifts moft rare

At that Manger rude and bare ;

So may we with holy joy,

Pure and free from fin’s alloy,

All our coftlieft Treafures bring,
CHRIsT, to Thee our Heavenly King.

Holy JEsus, every day

Keep us in the narrow way ;

And, when earthly things are paft,
Bring our ranfomed Souls at lajt
Where they need no Star to guide,
Where no clouds ‘Thy Glory hide.
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In the Heavenly Country bright
Need they no created light ;

"Thou its Light, its Joy, its Crown,
Thou its Sun which goes not down ;
There for ever may we fing
Alleluias to our King.

Chritk, through grief and tofl we come.

, through grief and toil we come,
: Thy Eternal Home ;
weary way and far
ouwc 1'hou forth, our Hope and Star ;
When by doubt and danger tried
Send Thy Wifdom for our guide.

As the Wife Men brought of old
Myrrh and Frankincenfe and Gold ;
King-like Gifts adoring poured

At Thy Feet, Incarnate Lorp ;

So would we Oblations meet

Offer at Thy Mercy-feat.

Adoration, Lorp, we bring
Unto Thee, our rifen King ;

To our prayers, O Gob, attend,
When as Incenfe they ascend ;
Broken heart and holy fighs,
SAVIOUR, Thou wilt not defpife.
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Lorp, when near our journey’s end,
With frefh hopes Thy Saints defend ;
May Thy Light around us fhine,
Till we reach Thy Houfe Divine,
And behold Thee Face to face

In Thine own abiding Place.

D nata Zur e Lumine,

LIGHT of Light, Lorp JEsu,
Redeemer of mankind,

Our prayers and praifes deign accept
With fweet and gracious Mind.

Who for loft finners didft not
Difdain the Virgin’s Womb,

Help, Lorp, that living Members we
Of Thy Bleft Self become.

Thy Face—the Sun outfhining,
Thy Raiment fnowy white,
To worthy Witne(Jes fhone forth
Upon that Mountain-height.

Seers from their children hidden,
Thou didft unite with Thine ;
And give Thyfelf, in Faith, to each

As Gop with Power Divine.

Thee out of Heaven the FATHER
Proclaimed His Only Son,
L
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Whom we with loyal hearts and true
The King of Glory own.

Grant us, we pray, to brighten
In life’s mild charitfes,

‘That unto Heaven and all its Joys
On deeds of good we rife.

Fm Abend blinkt de Wovgenern.

wondering Sages trace from far,

ight in the weft, the Morning-ftar ;

Light illumes the weftern fkies,
Seen never in the eaft to rife.

Eternity produced its blaze,

‘Time’s fullnefs hails its nearer rays;
Its brightnefs chafes night away,
And kindles darknefs into day.

O Jesu! brighteft Morning-ftar,

Shed forth Thy Beams both near and far,
That all, in thefe our later days,

May know Thee, and proclaim Thy Praife.
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Thou That art the Father’s Word.

That art the FATHER’S WoRD
a ‘That art the LamB of Gop,

1 That art the Virgin’s Son,
1 nou That faveft Souls undone,
Sacred Sacrifice for fin,
Fount of Piety within,
Hail! Lorp JEsus.

Thoy to Whom Thine Angels raife

Quiring fongs of fweeteft praife,

‘Thou That art the Flower and Fruit,

Virgin-born from Jeffe’s Root,

Shedding holy Peace abroad,

Perfet MAN and Perfeét Gop,
Hail! Lorp JEsus.

Thou That art the Door of Heaven,
Living Bread in Mercy given,
Brightnefs of the FATHER’s Face,
Everlafting Prince of Peace,
Precious Pearl beyond all price,
Brighteft Star in all the [kies,

Hail! Lorp Jesus.

King and Spoufe of holy hearts,
Fount of Love that ne’er departs,

b
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Sweeteft Life, and Brighteft Day,
Trueft Truth, and fureft Way
‘That leads onward to the bleft
Sabbath of Eternal Reft,

Hail! Lorp JEsus.

Dua laplu tacito Stella loquacibug.

Star before doth filly glide
With gently-fpeaking rays,
1e Seers purfue the wondrous Guide
With earneft feet and gaze;
And now the Heaven-led Wanderers come
To towering Salem’s mountain home,
And there have loft the friendly Star,
As in his darkling mid career
The Star deferts the mariner
On nightly feas afar.

They little deem of envious arts,
No princely wrath they fear,
But for their King, with guilelefs hearts,
They feek both far and near;
Faith ne’er fhall fimple hearts deceive,
For though the Heavenly Star may leave,
From Holy Writ breaks forth the Light ;
The Strangers to the King are brought,
By His own People fet at naught,
And witnefs the dread fight.
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The Three:folo Dblation,

EE! from where the purple morning
Gladdens o’er the dark blue [ky,
With its glorious tints adorning -
All the fading canopy,
Kings their royal Offerings bearing
Myrrh, and Frankincenfe, and Gold,
In a Myjtery declaring )
‘What the Prophets had foretold :
Firft with Incenfe fweet adoring
Him th’ Eternal Lorp of all;
Then at His bleft Feet outpouring
Gold, as humble fubjeéts fall ;
Laft, the bitter Myrrh, in token
Of His ManHoop fad and grieved,
Of His Wounds, and Body broken,
Of His Mother fo bereaved.

Puntium vobig fero ve HSupernis.

BJO earth from Heaven glad Tidings I un-
fold—

The Angel cries—CHRIST LorD of
world is born

In Bethlehem Judah, as the Seers foretold,

This hallowed Morn.
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Him do the joyful Choir of Angels fing,
The Star declares ; Him eaftern Princes greet,
And myftic Gifts in adoration bring,
Oblations meet ;

Incenfe to Gop, and Myrrh to grace His Tomb,
For tribute to their King, a Golden ftore ;
One they revere, Three with three Offerings come,
And Three adore,

_An Evening Epiphany Hypmn.

Bagg, That wrapt in twilight
1ade,
Chy Mother’s Lap waft laid,
urant, Holy JEsus, grant that we
May imitate Thine Infancy. :

And when we feek our lowly bed,

While midnight darkens o’er our head,
From ravening wolves, kind Shepherd, keep
‘This little flock of Thy poor fheep.

Speak Peace unto our Souls, and tell

Of Heavenly Joys with ‘Thee that dwell ;
So fhall our Spirit, all night long,

Sing to our Gop her thankful fong.

Thus, as the dying day grows dim,

To Gob we raife our evening hymn ;

And laud, with Heaven’s bright Angel-hoft,
The FATHER, SoN, and Holy GHosT,
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®olb, Frankincente, and Wyreh.

AIOLD, Frankincenfe, and Myrrh—
The eaftern Sages gave :

My heart, what canft thou here confer
On Him Who earth did fave?

Oft art thou fin’s fad thrall,
Oft tempt’t the Vengeance-rod,
And He is Boundlefs Lorp of all,
The Everlafting Gob.

What canft thou, then, beftow?
O Wonder, fweet as rare,

Thy Lorp, thy Gop, Who fhared thy woe,
He will accept thy prayer.

‘The lowly prayer of fin,
" 'The praife of love-fraught fear,
His facred Temple’s courts within,
Before Him breathe them here.

Lord, at ‘Thy Feet we fall,
Imperfe& Gifts we own ;

Our works, our prayers, our praifes all
Are Thine, and Thine alone.
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Lactetut hodfe Watvig EecleGae fanda
debotio.

the Feaft of the Change that fo ra-
pidly ended—
)h, [weet be the prayers, Mother dear,
that we pray—
When the Vifion from Glory on Tabor defcended
And GopHEAD through Flefh fhone, outfhining
the day.

Here, before the three Saints, fhines the WorD in
His Power,

O’er the darknefs of Nature flinging Light like the
Sun

While in [plendour, and near Him, ftand to wit-
nefs the hour

Two WitnefJes bright, upon either hand one.

Joy breaks on the filence which follows thefe
Wonders, .

While wondering Peter fpeaks of the Shrine :

And a bright Cloud defcends, from which, fpeak-
ing in thunder,

The FATHER declares that His Son is Divine.

The Three fall to earth, while thofe Accents float
o’er them,
And Power feals their lips and darkens their eyes ;
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Till the SAvIOUR draws near them to raife and
reftore them,
And bid them be filent until He arife.

That Daymortal eyes faw the Sun of Uprightnefs,

‘The fplendourof Gracemarks what Gloryjhall be;

When that Marvellous Sun goeth forth in His
Brightnefs,

Which only our nature forbids us to fee.

Oh, may we, with His Salnts, through His Mercy,
be tended,
And that Face, whlch to-day j'hone, fhine on us
. for aye,
With fuch Glory as then upon JEsus defcended ;
O fweet Mother dear, be the prayers that we pray.

aAg Starg of j&igbt.

S ftars of night, when morn is near,
The fhadowy Prophets difappear ;
And lo! with healing in His Wings,
The Sun of Righteoufnefs upfprings:

One Star of Morn, yet lingering, one,

Rifes the Herald of that Sun’;

One Voice that foon fhall found abroad—

Behold! behold ! the LAMB of Gop.

Hark ! from that cloud of Angels bright,
What Heavenly mufic charms the night
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With (Oh! what Words) a Saviour’s Birth—
Glory to Gop—Peace, Peace on Earth,

Well may the fhepherds catch the found,

Well fpread the rapture [wift around ;

*Tis that great Shepherd of the fheep,

Come, with His Blood, His Own to keep.

And lo! the Star-led Magi hafte

To Salem, o’er the Eaftern wafte :

‘The Wondrous INFANT is not here ;

Yet is high-fated Bethlehem near :

The Heavenly Manger they explore,
Difplay their Treafures, and adore

With Frankincenfe, with Gold, and Myrrh,
The Gop, the King, the Paffover.

Ah, fhall I view, nor with them kneel ?
A Chriftian, fhort of Pagan zeal !

I'll ope the cafket of my heart ;

The Gold of bounty thence impart,

The Myrrh of penitential tears,

The Frankincenfe of praife and prayers:
My Gob, my SavIoUR, and my King
Accept, Thine Own, the Gifts I bring.

Bethlehem and Tabor.

ULY at the Manger-fhed,
-ORD, waft Thou transfigured ;
Nhen, where lowing oxen fed,
Chou didft lay Thy lowly Head.
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All the Glory then feemed o’er
Whichwas ever Thine before,
Curist, Thy Throne a ftable floor,
Whom the higheft Heavens adore.

Thou of nine-fold Orders bleft,
In the realm of Life confeft,
Then for us didft deign to reft
On the Mother-maiden’s Breaft.

Truly this the Mountain-height,
Whence the very Light of Light,
Streaming out upon the night,
Made the earth’s dark places bright.

Thou the Lorp of all the years,
Maker of the countlefs fpheres,
Knew’ft our human wants and fears,
Liv’dft a Life of toil and tears.

Three-and-thirty years of woe,

Thou for man didft undergo ;

Crofs and Paffion, Scourge and Blow,
Not a pain wouldft Thou forego.

Gob Incarnate ! Theme moft high,
Ring it out in melody :

Let our Carols pierce the (ky,
JEsus takes Mortality.

Fairer far than Tabor’s Grace,

Now, O Lorp, Thy Dwelling-place ;
There may we behold Thy Face,
Only Hope of finful race.
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\
fn the Flem.

RD, ye Heavens above ;

k, O earth again;

cy, veiled in Love,
o 1s manifeft to men.

Spread ‘His glorious Praife abroad,
Of His Loving-mercy fing,

Sing ye praifes to our Gobp,
Sing ye praifes to our King.

Though He in a Manger lies,
He is LorD of Heaven and earth,
Hell before Him moved doth rife,
Death is trembling at His Birth.

Guided by His leading Star

To the Footftool of your King,
Come! ye nations, from afar,

" And your hearts as tribute bring.

Bring your Gold, an offering meet,
All your richeft treafures lay,
Come! and lay them at the Feet
Of your INFANT King to-day.

Incenfe of the loving Soul
Offer in His poor Abode,
Let its clouds of perfume roll
Round the Infant Son of Gob.
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Myrrh, the emblem of that Faith,
Which, through all His Sorrows, can

See the Life which fprings from death,
Offer to the Son of Man.

He hath rent the parting Veil,
He hath made the nations one,
O ye faved nations, hail !
Come! and hail th’ Eternal Son.

Come ! with Faith ferene and [ure,
Do His Will and tread His Ways ;

Come ! with hearts uplift and pure ;
Come ! with endlefs fongs of praife.

D Sator verum Repavator achf.

HE World’s Reftorer, CHRIsT, of kings
the King,
Builder of all, Dread Judge upon Thy
Throne,
Here, on the prayers we pour, the lauds we fing,
Look kindly down.

To Thee our vows of praife, at night’s dim fall,
We pay ; vouchfafe our vows of praife to greet,
And cheer us, Spring of Light perennial,
With concord fweet.

*Twixt Mofes and Elias, Seers fupreme,
Thy white Veft whiter than the driven fnow,
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With Vifage brighter than the Sun’s bright beam,
Forth didft Thou glow.

The FATHER greets Thee, Gop the FATHER’S
Son,
Before Thy Face the holy Angels bow ;
The Way, the Life, the world’s Salvation
And Glory Thou.

The Wagi at the Wanger.

them bending in the Manger,
Sages who have come from far
» behold the Heavenly Stranger,
Guided by His herald Star.
See, on high, that bright attendant
Paufe to point their journey done,
Where, with Righteoufnefs refplendent,
Smiles in clouds the New-born Sun.

To that Sun the Sages kneeling,

And their Treafures opening, view ;
May I fhare their holy feeling,

Kneel, and ope my bofom too ;
Well theycome to gaze with gladnefs,

Well with gladnefs they return,
Thofe may bid adieu to fadnefs

Who a SavIouR theirs difcern.

Well the wondrous fcene engages
All that have a heart to bring :
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Angels, Shepherds, Saints, and Sages,
Cluftered here, adore your King :

Let me join the happy Legion,
Varied, vaft, yet one in Love ;

Join on earth, and in the Region
Where they circle CurisT above.

Rodbum Sidug erovftur,

O! the new-born Star appearing
Brightly fheds its myftic Light,

High in Heaven the Standard rearing
Of MEss1AH’s conquering Might.

Vain the ftrength of powers rebelling,
Vain their fierce and cruel boafts ;

Hark ! the Songs of triumph fwelling
From MEssian’s gathering Hofts.

Bannered Legions long contending
Watch their ftandard waving high,

Then, in fiercer confli& blending,
Fiercer ftrive for viory,

Of our ftrife the Banner glorious
Curist Himfelf, in Myftery Bleft,
CHrisT our Triumph, Curist ViGorious,
Reigning in triumphal Reft.
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Dn Tabor’s Wount,

Tabor’s Mount how canft thou hope
to ftand,
As ftood of yore thofe highly-favoured
Three:
Weak Soul, unready at thy Lorp’s Command, 1
To watch one hour at fad Gethfemane :
Oh, how thy Saviour’s Glory think to fhare,
Shunning thy Saviour’s Agony and Prayer ?

They who beheld the Garments gliftering white,
Muft yet behold thofe Garments dyed with red ;
Thofe dazzled eyes, that fail with Heavenly Light,
Muft fee with darknefs the whole land o’er-
[pread :
If Glory’s crown His facred Brow adorns,
That facred Brow muft languifh, pierced with
thorns.

To Him Whom Law and Prophets both foretold ;
Him Who the Law and Prophets both fulfilled ;
Mofes, meek Leader of the Church of old,
And ftern Elias come, their place to yleld :
The Vifion fades away, and fide by fide,
Between two Thieves they view Him crucified.

And they muft forth, if they would win their crown ;
(Was ever Servant greater than his Lorp ?)
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One on the crofs, with head [ufpended down ;
One the firft vi€tim to the tyrant’s fword ;
Long years muft prove the third, ere fummoned

home
He claim his palm of life-long Martyrdom.

Thus Zion’s hill rifeth, exceeding fair,
And thou, weak Soul, would reach its height
fublime ;
But canft thou ftoop, thy daily crofs to bear,
In forrow plant thy foot, in patience climb?
Count thou the coft, timely the dangers count ;
So may He help Thee to afcend His Mount,

D fola magnatum Wrbfum.

nobleft cities upon earth

Muft yield, O Bethlehem, to thee;
was thine to give myjfterious Birth

To CHRisT, th’ Incarnate DErTY.

More glorious than the Sun at morn,
Thy Herald-ftar its rays unfurled,
Proclaiming that the BABE was born,
Whofe Power fhould fave a dying world.

Drawn by its guiding light from far,
The Sages at His Cradle meet,
With Gold, and Frankincenfe, and Myrrh,
To worfhip at His facred Feet.
M
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Nor vain their myftic Offering—

The Incenfe owned the CHILD as Gop :
The Gold did homage to the King :

The Myrrh His Death and Burial fhowed.

There ave Three Giftg.

are three Gifts, three Homages,
ee Offerings of Love intenfe,
ariftian Soul muftbring ; and thefe
Are Gold, and Myrrh, and Frank-
incenfe. :
‘The offering to Gop’s A[pé&t
Of all the judgment can unfold,
The homage of the intellet,
‘The light of Wifdom—this is Gold.

To bow fubmiffive to the rod,
Meekly the fhafts of fpite to bear,
To raife the broken heart to Gop
In loving Patience—this is Myrrh.

To try the Gold, and purify
The Gift of Myrrh, by raifing hence
‘The Soul in ardent prayer on high—
This, the beft Gift of Frankincenfe.

Thy Myrrh were wormwood, Gold were drofs,
Unhallowed by the prayer of Love ;

“Then hafte thee to the bleffed Crofs,
Vain elfe thy hopes to rife above.
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And, Chriftian Soul, fince round thee ftand
Angels, to bear thy treafure hence ;

Be thine the care to fill their hand
With Gold, and Myrrh, and Frankincenfe.

And fince in golden cenfers, they,
Ceafelefs to Gob, thefe Offerings bear,
Be thine the tafk, by watching aye,
New ftores of Grace to forward there.

Cocleltig Formam Gloriae,

GLORIOUS [cene, and paffing fair,
‘The Church triumphant hopes to fhare,
Which CHRisT above the folar blaze
Refplendent, on the Mount difplays.

O Wonder every age fhall hear,
When He to three Difciples dear,
With Mofes and Elias, thence
Speaks Words of gracious eloquence.

The WitnefJes of Grace at hand,

Of Law and Prophets wondering ftand ;
‘The FATHER’s Mandate from the Cloud
Proclaims His Only Sown aloud.

With gliftening Face and fhining Robe
CHRIST teacheth this terreftrial globe,
What honour fhall reward the juft,
Who in their Gop devoutly truft.
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Lo! the myfterious Vifion nigh,

Lifts every faithful heart on high ;
And we with voice exulting raife

To Heaven our feftal hymns of praife.

Luyr alma Jelu.

of the anxious heart,

u, Thou doft appear,
d the gloom of guilt depart,
aud fhed Thy Sweetne(s here.

Joyous is he with whom,
Gop’s Worb, Thou doft abide,
Sweet Light of our eternal Home,
To flefhly fenfe denied.

Brightnefs of Gop above,
Unfathomable Grace,

Thy Prefence be a fount of Love
Within Thy chofen place.

Duace Stella fole pulchrior?

HATT Star is this that beams abroad,
More beauteous than the Sun’s
bright ray ?
It tells the [pring
Of the new-born King,
And to the Cradle of our Gop
Doth point the way.
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Faith with the ancient Prophet ftands—
. Behold! from Jacob’s hill, a Star
Doth brightly rife
To arreft all eyes;
Whereat eret the Eaftern lands
Shine out afar.

While fpeaks without the Star benign,
Yet clearer fhines the Light within ;
Whofe rays’ fweet force,
O’er their defert courfe,
To feek the Giver of the Sign,
The Three doth win.

Impatient Love knows no delay :
Their hearts nor toil nor peril grieve ;
At Gop’s high Call,
From their father’s hall
They hafte ; and kindred far away
And country leave.

Thy fhining Star of Grace, O CHrisT,
Our ftep invites ; then fuffer not
Our cloudy heart,
From its Life apart, v
Thine Heavenly Radiance to refift,
Thy Sun to blot.

165



PART IV.

Che Pafiion.

THE BETRAYAL, PASSION, CRUCI-
FIXION, AND ENTOMBMENT.

®ood Fridvap.

awful noontide gloom is o’er,
The darknefs ebbs away ;
e Maries linger to adore :

O, let us with them pray !

Yea, let us linger neath the Crofs
Where hangs the Lorp of Life ;

Now let us weep their bitter lofs,
And mourn our carnal ftrife.

More calmly now each paft offence
May we in grief re-view,

And weep our vanifhed innocence,
And feel defpair our due.
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Yet He upon the Crofs Who lies
For us hath pardon won ;

Thence blend we comfort with our fighs,
And laud the Glorious Son.

The hours creep on—O reft we here
Beneath the Crofs’s fhade!

We'll keep our vigil, fad yet dear,
'Till low our Lorb is laid.

* * * *

See ! Jofeph comes with Spices’ ftore;
See Nicodemus aid :

They gaze upon their LorRD once more
While daylight’s rays do fade.

With pious hafte and pious awe
They foon their tafk complete ;

From thofe bleft Hands the nails they draw
And free thofe facred Feet.

‘Then down the Blefsed ForMm they bear,
And low on earth do lay,

And weeping bend in filent prayer,
Yet fcarce for tears can pray.

Now fee that gracious Company,
‘The Maries, true S, John,

And thofe twain Lords of high degree
Who raife and bear Him on.

They bear Him to the new-hewn Tomb :
There down their LorD they fet,
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And leave Him in that facred gloom,
Their Lorp, their SAvVIOUR yet.

O filent tears, O fighs of pain,
How flowed ye faft and free !

For them, for us, the LAMB was [lain
To all Eternity.

Afpice infamf Deug fple Ligno.

! where in fhame the Gop of Glory
hangs,
All bathed in His own Blood :
oce! how the nails pierce withathoufand
pangs

Thofe Hands o good.

Th* All-holy, as a Minifter of ill,
Betwixt two Thieves they place ;

Oh, deed unjuft! yet fuch the cruel will
Of Ifrael’s race.

Pale grows His Face, and fixed His languid Eye;
His wearied Head He bends ;

And rich in Merits, forth with one loud Cry
His SpIrIT fends.

O heart more hard than iron, not to weep
At this ; thy fin it was .
Thatwrought His Death; of allthefe tormentsdeep
Thou art the caufe.
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BHow hall J look upon that Brow?

OW fhall I look upon that Brow

That was crowned with thorns for me?
How fhall I lift my finful eyes,

Thofe glorious Eyes to fee?

How fhall I dare to look upon
The plercéd Hands and Feet,
When all the dead in CHRIsT fhall rife
Their Rifen LorD to meet?

How fhall I venture, Holy Lorp,
T'o come before Thee now,

With the ftain of fin on my evil heart,
With its mark on my weary brow ?

My waywardnefs, my wilfulnefs,
‘The fins I dare not name,

To the Lorp of Life have given death,
To the Lorp of Glory fhame.

‘The lame and blind were hated
Of holy David’s Soul ; .
They came to Thee in the Temple, Lorp,
And Thou didft make them whole.

The leper dared not fit or reft
Where trace of man had been ;
Yet didft Thou deign, All-merciful,
‘To touch, and make him clean,
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There are fome from whom the pure will fhrink
And fhun their face to fee,

But the harlot and the publican
Thou calledft unto Thee.

And when Thy bleffed Hands were pierced
Upon the bitter Trree,

Even in that hour of Agony
Thou didft think with love of me.

Alas! I knew not what I did,
I know not what I do,

When by my fins I crucify
The SoN of Gop anew.

I only know that I am vile,
More vile than words can fay,
And I know that JEsus did not will
That the worft be caft away.

- Ecquig binag Columbinag,

HOLY DovE, affift my love,
Give my Soul fwift wings to fly,
And reach the Palm, whofe wondrous
balm
Fragrance yields that fills the fky :
There Gop our Lorp, th’ Incarnate WorbD,
Glorious Friend of our loft race,
Hung, wounded fore, and bruifed all o’er,
Meekly bearing all difgrace.
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My heart, awake! O JEsvu, take
Pity ; [ave me; refuge give;

And open wide Thy bleeding Side :
Hidden there my Soul fhall live,
And Peaceful dwell, fecure from Hell,
Free from every worldly [nare :
No mountain cave fuch reft e’er gave

Hunted wanderers fheltered there.

O Love Divine, for ever mine,
Didjt Thou fuffer, Lorp, for me

Amazing lofs? and did the Crofs
Wring Thy Soul with agony ?

Yes, Lorb, that Tree did torture Thee,
Though no fin at all was Thine :

For my foul guilt Thy Blood was [pilt ;
Life now through Thy Death is mine.

It feems too much to make me fuch,
Deareft Lorp, as Thou haft done ;
Oh, while I live, myfelf I give:
Take the heart which Thou haft won:"
O bleffed Love, born from above,
Unconquered Thou, while conquering all ;
Before Thy Breath, ftronger than death,
Harmlefs all his darts muft fall.

Though dead in fins, new life begins,
Wrought in me by Love’s [weet might :

Iluftrious fire, burn on : blaze higher :
Melt this frozen heart outright :
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O CHrisT, inflame, through Thy dear Name,
My loved Soul with Love of Thee ;

To hold Thee ever, to leave Thee never—
Give, Oh, give this power to me.

The Grief of Plealuves.

miry paths I laboured on ;
1 the mift, I could not fee ;
my feet were almoft gone,
A voice faid—Turn,andlookon Me.

Who com’ft Thou, taunted like a thief
By hard men, joyous in Thy fall ?

Who art Thou, yearning pale with grief
To fome friend in the Judgment-hall ?

O glance too kind for broken vow,
For crime finned often and afrefh !

O thorns, that wring the pureft Brow
Made ever yet from human flefh!

O printed Hands, O printed Feet,
O Side, dug to the quick with fteel !
I marvel, but no anfwering heat
Strikes through my breaft, to make it feel.

Ah Lorp ! but if Thy Grace impart
True forrow for my inward ftain,

‘That look will pierce me to the heart,
That crown will tear me to the brain.
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Thofe marks upon Thy Feet and Hands,
‘That furrow in Thy finlefs Side,

Will fear me as with iron brands
While I with Thee hang crucified.

Nay, but the World—too far, too much
She lures me with her power to pleafe.
How can I bear Thy healing touch
To rob me of my [weet difeafe?

For even again that path of mire,
That dim place, where the mift came down,
Seems, for its joy, worth endlefs fire, ‘
Such dreams my Soul in poifon drown.

I bathe me in a falfe delight,
Chew duft for bread : yet, Lorb, I pray,
Come, for without Thee day is night,
Come now, for with Thee night is day.

Yea, by Thy Love, Thy Toil to fave,

Thy Prayer, Thy Groans, Thy Bloody Sweat,
Thy Death, Thy Rifing from the Grave,

Look down from Heaven, and hear me jet.

The Holy Sepulchre.

Y Jesus’ Grave on either hand,
While night is brooding o’er the land,
The fad and filent Mourners ftand.
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At laft the weary Life is o’er,
The Agony and Conflict fore,
Of Him Who all our fufferings bore.

Deep in the Rock’s Sepulchral fhade
‘The Lorp, by Whom the world was made,
The SAvVIOUR of mankind, is laid.

O hearts bereaved and fore diftreft,
Here is for you a place of reft,
Here leave your griefs on Jesus’ Breaj't

So when the Day-fpring from on High
Shall chafe the night and fill the fky,
Then fhall the Lorp again draw nigh.

Mag kreus { vennoch gut.

Crofs is ever good,
though with tears bedewed ;
FatHER’s Hand from Heaven
1 nis very Crofs has given.
Take it as children fhould :
‘What bitter is at prefent,
‘We own ere long as pleafant,
It is fo good, fo good.

The Crofs is ever fair;

And though no beauty there
The eye of fight difcerneth,
Such glory round it burneth,
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That watching Angels wear
Sweet looks of joy and wonder
As on the Crofs they ponder,

It is fo fair, [o fair.

And with the Crofs is light :
Before it nought aright

Of thine own felf thou knowelft,
While unto it thou oweft,

Of Gobp the firft true fight.

The Crofs in darknefs finds thee;

But fcatters all that binds thee:
For with the Crofs is light.

The Crofs makes all things pure :
No falfehood can endure
Its coming ; guilt, long hidden,
Arifes then unbidden ;
And though fevere the cure,
At forrow’s touch muft perifh
‘The fins we fain would cherifh,
It makes [o pure, fo pure.

The Crofs makes man [o (mall,
His proudeft hopes muft fall,
Their glory faft difpelling
The while the Crofs is telling
‘That Gob alone is All ;

‘That only He is Holy,

And muft be worfhipped folely,
Man is fo fmall, fo fmall.

175
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The Crofs to me is dear,

It brings the SAVIOUR near ;

And, worldly joy refigning,

I take it unrepining.

Lorp of the Crofs *tis here
My life, my all I tender
To Thee, in full furrender,

And thus the Crofs is dear.

Sepola Crucls, Sehola Lucls.

Thy Crofs I ftand
SAVIOUR, turn and look on

wn, wno are thefe that on either hand
Are crucified with Thee.

"The one that turns away
With fullen fcoffing lip, and one whofe eyes
Clofe o’er the words—Yet fhalt thou be this day
With Me in Paradife.

Here would I fain behold
This twofold Myftery ; Love’s battle won,
Its warfare ended, and its ranfom told,

Its conqueft but begun.

I fay not to Thee now—
Come from the Crofs, and then I will believe :
Oh, lift me to Thee, and teach me how

To love and how to grieve.
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I tracked Thy Footfteps long,
Forwhere Thou wert, there would Thy Servant be;
But now methought the filence, now the throng
Would part me ftill from Thee.

I fought Thee mid the leaves, '
I found Thee on the dry and blafted Tree; ~ :
I faw Thee not until I faw the Thieves

There crucified with Thee.

Weneremur Crucig Lignum,

AIL to the Crofs! The Wood which bore
The coftly Price, which did reftore
The Univerfe to-day ;
This is the hallowed Sign we know
By which we vanquifh every foe
And fcare each fin away.

By Eden’s tree the Father failed,

And forrow on his fon entailed
Through ages yet to be ;

Upon this other Wood—a Crofs,

Our Gob repaired our every lofs
As finful, Sinlefs He.

The Triumphs of the Crofs we fing
That to the world did Bleffing bring,
Thou art the Banner of our King ;
By thee we mount ; to thee we cling ;
Do thou to Glory guide us.
N
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Lorp, Who didft blefs the Crofs, give ear;
Thou, Whofe Death conquered death and fear,
Lead us, our fufferings over here,
To thofe fure Joys Thy Paffion dear

And Sorrow did provide us.

The Wap of Sorrowg.

LORD, the wildernefs to me
A very Paradife fhall be,

Since Thou for forty days waft there,
In Fafting, Solitude, and Prayer.

Unworthy though thefe feet to reft
On ground Thy Footfteps once have bleft,
The Way of Sorrows fhall be mine, '
Made [weet becaufe it firft was Thine.

Lorp, let me find fome lowly place
Where I may feek Thy pitying Face,
And plead with Thee by Olivet,
By Agony, and Bloody Sweat.

Some quiet aifle or dim recefs
Shall make for me a wildernefs ;
And furely Angels fhall be there

To wait on penitence and prayer.

Nor is this all : for I would know
The depth of fhame, the crown of woe,
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Stand by the ftricken Mother’s fide,
While Thou art mocked and crucified.

And then in hours of faddeft gloom
I ftill will watch around Thy Tomb,
Till with the day new Joy be born,
And Thou fhalt rife on Eafter-morn.

Oh, bleffed thought, that faith can fee
In every Altar—Calvary,

Find there the loving Arms outfpread,
And fall before the fallen Head.

Come King of Kings, come Light of Light:
The Bride awaits the day all bright,
When fhe fhall lift, her mourning o’er,
The fhout of Pafchal Joy once more.

The dping Worde of Jelug,

in CHrisT! thy heart
e,
thy loins, and mount with me
In Soul yon Blood-ftained heights, to
" fhare
The Sight which Angels wondering fee :
Hear on this fpot of holy ground
Thy Saviour’s dying Words refound,
And take to thee their ftrength Divine ;
For they can richeft folace lend
Through life—yea, and when life Jhall end,
Such only Comfort fhall be thine.
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Fatber, forgive them,

O loving Heart, O pitying Eyes,

Such Look that on His murderers threw :
Forgive !—amidft His Pain He cries—

They know not, FATHER, what they do.
Lover of men, Thy fuppliant Prayer
Afcends for thofe who nail Thee there,

Who on Thy Grief with mockeries gaze.
O man, by vengeful paffions driven,
Behold Thy bright Example given,

And pray as thy Redeemer prays.

Beholn, thy Motber.

What pattern of Affection large,

When, rifing thoufand pangs above,
He recommends the filial Charge

To the Difciple of His Love.
Muft I my own beloved ones fee
Weep round my dying bed for me ?

This Word fhall [weeteft comfort bring :
To Him whofe lateft Mandate kind
Cared for the Friends He left behind,

Shall thofe I leave for fuccour cling.

To-ay thalt thou be twith FMe in MParadife.
Ho! fin-fick Souls, difpel your fears ;
Truft, and be faved : in CHRIsT confide : -
Hear how the world’s Redeemer cheers
"The contrite finner by His Side.
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He faith, confoling—Thou fhalt be
To-day in Paradife with Me.

Such light at death’s dark gate be mine :
So may I hear Thy ftrengthening Voice,
Such Watch-word [weet my heart rejoice,

When in the laft dread ftrife I join.

Sy Gov, My Gov, by bak Thou forfaken e,
How fharp the fin-avenging Rod
That urged Him, hanging on the Tree,
Loudly to cry—My Gob, My Gop,
Wherefore haft Thou forfaken Me ?
Yet thus in nature’s weakeft hour,
When darknefs o’er His Soul hath power,
His Heart’s firm truft is unforgot.
I too the Cup of grief fhall drain:
My finking Soul fhall cry, through pain—
O Gop, My Gob, forfake me not.

T thielt,
I thirft—He cries, in fore Complaint,

With Anguifh parched, with Pain fubdued,
The Gop Who ftrengthens all the faint,

And filleth every mouth with food :
And ftill, from thoufand poor around,

He calleth, in like piteous found,

From hearts by want and hunger riven.
Thrice happy they, that Call who heed :
‘Who helps the poor in hour of need,

Hath to his LorD refrefhment given.
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mt ig finithen,

Now ends the heavy hour of fadnefs—
*Tis finifhed—the Redeemer faith,
O Word of Vi&ory, found of gladnefs,
Thou robbeft all the fting from death :
How bleft by JEesus juftified :
Who fhall condemn, fince CHRIsT hath died ?
Thou diedft for us, and we are Thine :
Lorp, when I reach my life’s laft day,
Be this my joy, in death to fay—
*Tis finifhed : CHRIsT and Heaven are mine.

Satber, into Thy bands I commend My Spirit,

And when my eyes fhall clofe, as Thine,
In dark and forrowful eclipfe,
In my laft hour, fuch Word be mine
As lateft ftruggled from Thy Lips :
Hark how the folemn Accents roll—
FATHER into Thy Hands My Soul
I yield—in mortal Pangs He faith ;
So in that hour may I commend
My Soul to her Eternal Friend,
Then [udden change for fight my faith.

The Locd of Wight from Sinaf’g Brotw.

Lorp of Might from Sinai’s brow
Gave forth His Voice of thunder ;
d Ifrael lay on earth below,
Qutftretched in fear and wonder :
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Beneath His Feet was pitchy night,
And at His left Hand and His Right
The rocks were rent afander.

‘The Lorp of Love, on Calvary,
A meek and (uffering Stranger,
Upraifed to Heaven His languid Eye,
In Nature’s hour of danger :
For us He bore the weight of woe,
For us He gave His Blood to flow,
And met His FATHER’s Anger.

The Lorp of Love, the LorD of Might,
The King of all created
Shall back return to claim His right,
On clouds of Glory feated ;
With Trumpet-found, and Angel-fong,
And Alleluias loud and long
O’er Death and Hell defeated.

The Crown of Thorng.

JIF thou wilt indeed and truly

A Find whereof to boaft, and duly

8| Be with glory crowned of Gop,

= View this Coronal, think o’er it,

Track the fteps of Him Who bore it,
Follow in the path He trod.

For our King this emblem lowly
Bore with honour, made it holy,
On the Brows Divine it ftood ;
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In this helmet He arrayed Him,
Met the ancient Fiend, and laid him,
Therein triumphed on the Wood.

Helmet unto him that fighteth,

Wreath of bays when viftory lighteth,
Mitre for the Prieftly brow ;

Firft it was of thorns enwoven,

Then, on that Divine Head proven,
Touched Him, and is golden now.

Yea, the virtue of CHRIsT’s Paffion
T'wined it in a nobler fafhion,
Changed each prickly [pur to gold :
Pierced with many fins and forrows,
Heir to endlefs death, man borrows
Eafe for thorns, and wealth untold.

Crown compa& of ills tormenting
To the finner unrepenting
Thorny is it, rough with pain ;
When the way of truth he learneth
Straight to virgin gold it turneth,
While the heart grows pure again.

Jesv, in Thy Love ftand near us,
Help in our own fight, and cheer us,
Lavifh Thy victorious Aid ;
So, we pray Thee, fhape our Spirit
That the glory we inherit
Of the Crown that cannot fade.
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D quam Felir, quam Praceclava,

NLY ftay of man’s Salvation,
Tree of Life and Tree of Good ;
Altar of the One Oblation,
Red with all its cleanfing Flood ;
Ages’ firft and laft luftration
Of the fpotlefs Firftling’s Blood.

Bethel’s ftair, to Heaven afcending,
Drawing all the nations nigh,

Earth’s four regions comprehending,
Ere they fet it deep and high,

Breadth and height to all extending,
High and broad againft the fky.

Not of earth, nor man’s revealing,
Crofs, thy lengthened fhadows fell ;

Thine the Wood the waters healing
Caft on Marah’s bitter well ;

Thine the Staff, the ftreams unfealing
Pent within the rocky cell.

‘Thou the Life-mark from the dwelling
Where the Pafchal lintels bled,

All the deathful fword repelling,
As the Angel onward fled ;

Thine the only Life-drops, welling
*Twixt the living and the dead.
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Father! forgive them,

they fcourged, and mocked,
nd bound Him,
1d the Blood upon His Brow
swwwed from every thorn that
crowned Him,
CHrist His Head did lowly bow ;
And this dying Prayer to Heaven,
Love from His Compaffion drew—
Let them, FATHER, be forgiven,
For they know not what they do.

‘When with wrath my Spirit burning,
I would wrong with wrong repay,
Lorp, to Thy Example turning
My refentment dies away :
Ere for pardon I implore Thee
Muft my foe forgiven be ;
Or (hall I in vain before Thee
Breathe my prayer, and bend my knee.

The Crolg of Chritk.

us now the Crucified ONE

All with loving hearts adore ;
heCrofsfrom whence our Life comes,
Chant we praifes evermore.
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Tremble now the gates infernal,
Opened be the doors of Heaven :

Sign of wonder ! in this Token
Vitory to man is given.

By the Tree the Serpent [poiled us,
Robbed us of eternal Day ;

By the Tree CHRisT hath redeemed us,
Taking Adam’s fault away.

By the Law accursed, reckoned ;
Curseéd for poor finners flain

He, the Spotlefs Lams, for ever
Curfe of fin away hath ta’en,

Crofs ! of Power the glorious Fountain,
Hope of everlafting Life,

Sign of Ranfom and Redemption
From all flavery and ftrife,

When the Judge comes in His Glory,
Then the Crofs in Heaven will fhine,

And the earth gaze on, in wonder,
At the [peftacle Divine.

Thofe who bear it now with gladnefs
Boldly then the Crofs will fee :
But the mockers and the [corners
Will with fhame o’erwhelmed be.
That we, CHRIST, may win acquittal
In Thy laft and dreadful Day,
Be we judged now already
Glorying in the Crofs alway.
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To Thy Crofs, O Lord, transfix us,
By it kill all earthly pride ;
Be, by it to this world’s glory,
Our affetions crucified :
Try us with the fiery trial,
Only draw us near to Thee :
Now affli& us—that for ever
Our Prote&ion Thou mayift be,

Be the ¢ old man’ over-maftered,
Let the captive ones go free,
And fin’s body be deftroyed
By the Power of that bleft Tree.
Grant, O CHrisT, Thy precious Life-blood
May not have been fhed in vain ;
Grant that man at fuch Coft purchafed
Be not given to death again.

19: defeended fnto Bell.

in Hades, joy unknown
Fills each longing Soul to-day ;
He is there, the LorD of Glory,
There to tell the wondrous Story,
How thelr fins are wafhed away,
Satan vanquifhed, Death o’erthrown.

Prophets, Priefts, of olden days ;
Abel, with his Martyr-crown ;
He who in the Ark was faved ;
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Abra’m, Mofes, Royal David,
And a Holft of like renown,
Greet Him with triumphant praife.

Freedom, Glory, without ceafing ;

Gladnefs evermore increafing ;

Light around them tenfold fhining ;

Peace and Ecftafy combining ;

Ah, what Joy and Love in Union;

Ah, what marvellous Communion,
Wiping all paft fears away,
Souls in Hades know to-day.

Surely on the blifsful morrow,

When we banifh Lenten forrow,

"They will join our Alleluia—

He is rifen, Alleluia—

Surely, with the Angel-legions

Dwelling in fupernal regions,

Eafter laud and adoration

To the King of our Salvation—
Anthems rifing everywhere—
They exultantly will fhare.

The Redemption.

! lovely Bride,
ou who art pure and fair,
to the Side

ricrced by the murd’rous fpear.
O Thou moft fair, .
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The Pallion.

Put on thy garments bright,
For Him prepare

Who cometh like the light :
Lift up thy voice -

Like lark upon the wing ;
Rejoice, rejoice,

O holy One, and fing ;
For He fhall come

" The LAMB fo Meek and True,

And call thee home

To Heaven’s own clear blue.
Hajfte! hafte! oh, hafte!

Gird clofe thy garments white,
With Love be graced

To gladden His pure Sight.
He comes, thy King,

Thy Hufband and thy Lorp ; ;
Arife, and fing,

For thou fhalt hear His Word.
Behold Him ride

Upon His Chariot high ;
He cometh, Bride,

To meet thee in the [ky.
His Charfot wheels

Flafh fire, and thunders roll,
Whilft Heaven reels,

And earth from pole to pole :
On clouds of fire

He rides, to call thee where
Sweet Joys ne’er tire,
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To Blifs beyond compare.
Mother of Saints,

Thy woes are o’er, and now
No fad complaints

From Thy meek heart fhall flow :
Sorrow hath gone,

And tears are wiped away ;
A glorious Crown,

Sweet Queen, is thine this day.

Crucify ! D Crucify!

RUCIFY! O Crucify!
Millions raifed the awful cry ;
Lorp, before Thine Altar-Throne,
Hear Thy finful People groan :
We have doomed our Lorb to die,
We have fwelled the awful cry—
Crucify! O Crucify !

Yes, our fins Thy Tortures were ;
Seemed our weaknefs Thy Defpair :
When in that appalling hour

All but funk Thy Heavenly Power,
All our weaknefs Thou didft fhare,
All our pangs Thy Breaft did tear,
Yea, our fins Thy Tortures were.

Crucify ! O Crucify!
Soars the fearful fhout on high ;
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Every hour of felfifhnefs

Formed a part of Thy Diftrefs.
Bleffed Saviour, hear us cry ;
All the fins through which we die
Crucify! O Crucify!

MWy God, Wy Gov, why hakt Thou
forfaken MWe ?

have felt Thy healing

from Thee their lives have
taken,

And can it be that in Thine hour

Of utmoft need Thou art forfaken?
Forfaken! Oh, what Grief and Love
" 'That Word expreffes on Thy Tongue—
Thou! in Thy GopHEAD Bright above—

And thus on earth by Sorrow wrung.
Infinite Gop and Finite Man,

So high Thy State, Thy State fo low,
No human thought can found or [pan

The boundlefs deeps of fuch a Woe.
Yet, at that Cry of fore Diftrefs,

Our hearts to fome dim knowledge waken,
And *mid the gloom we faintly guefs

‘What Gop has felt when Gob-Forfaken.
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Fesu, Manug, Pedeg, Caput.

ESU! Whofe Hands, Whofe Feet,
Whofe Head,
4| And facred Side for us have bled,
Grant that Thy fireaming Life-blood’s
Cry
Mount to. Thy FATHER’s Throne on high.

How vile our claims! how dread Thy Pain!
How great Thyfelf, Who thus could’ft deign
A LawmB deftroyed by wolves to be, -

That wolves might change to lambs in Thee.

Depart, lukewarmnefs, hence ! Depart
Cold torpor of the weary heart ;

Thy boundlefs Love, O Gop the Son,
Draws us, impels us, [peeds us on.

Bleft Jesu! Who would now deny
For Thee to live, for Thee to die ?
Who by Thy Death us flaves haft bought,
And, Rifing, into freedom brought.

In Thy torn Body let us find

A refuge for the fin-fick mind,

And from the FATHER’s Anger reft,
Redeemer! in Thy gentle Breaft.
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Sell-Sacrifice.

CHrisT let fall that Sanguine
Jhower
nid the Garden dew,
un, fay what amaranthine Flower
In that red rain upgrew ?
If yet below the bloffom grow,
‘Then earth is holy yet:
But if it bloom forgotten, woe
To thofe who dare forget !

No Flower [o healing and o fweet
Expands beneath the fkies ;

Unknown in Eden—there unmeet—
Its name ? Self-facrifice !

The very name we [carce can frame ;
And yet that Flower’s dark root
The monfters of the wild might tame ;

And Heaven is in its fruit.

Alas! what murmur fpreads around ?—
The news thereof hath been :

But now no more the man is found
Whofe eye that Flower has feen—
Then Nobles all! leave court and hall,

And fearch the wide world o’er :
For whofo finds this Sancgreall
Stands crowned for evermore.



195

Crur benedica nitet dominug qua Carne
pependit,
HE bleffed Crofs fhines now to us where
once the SAVIOUR bled,

Love made Him Vi&im there for us,
and there His Blood was fhed.

And with His Wounds our wounds He healed,
and wafhed our fins away,

And refcued from the raging wolf the loft and
helplefs prey.

There, with transfixed Palms, He hung, and faved
the world from lofs ;

And clofed the bitter way of death by dying on
the Crofs.

Thofe Hands were pierced with cruel nails, fixed
till His dying Breath—

The Hands that refcued Paulfrom crime, and Peter
once from death. '

O rich and fruitful Branches ! O fweet and noble
Tree! .

What new and precious Fruit hangs for the world
on Thee,

Whofe fragrance breathes the breath of Life into
the filent dead —
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Gives Life to thofe from whom, long fince, earth’s
pleafant light had fled.

No fummer heat has power to fcorch who in Thy
fhadow reft ;

No moonlight chill can harm at night, no burning
noon moleft.

Planted befide the water-flood, unfhakenis thyroot ;
Thy branch [hall never fade, and in all feafons be
thy Fruit :

For round thine arms entwining is the true and
living Vine,

And from that Blood-ftained ftem diftils the new
and Heavenly Wine.

A Hymn in Bolp-Wleek.

HO is this, with Garments gory,
; Triumphing from Bozrah’s way?
"This, that weareth Robes of Glory,
Bright with more than Vi&ory’s
ray?
Who is this unwearied Comer
From the journey’s fultry length,
Travelling through Idume’s fummer
In the greatnefs of His Strength ?

Wherefore red in Thine Apparel,
Like the conquerors of earth;
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And arrayed like thofe who carol

O’er the reeking vineyard’s mirth ?
Who art Thou, the valleys feeking,

Where our peaceful harvefts wave ?—
I, in righteous Anger fpeaking,

I, the Mighty ONE to fave.

I, that of the raging heathen
Trod the Wine-prefs all alone,
Now in Vifor-garlands wreathen,
Coming to redeem Mine Own.
I am He, with fprinkled Raiment,
Glorious from My Vengeance-hour,
Ranfoming with pricelefs Payment,
And delivering with Power.

Hail! all Hail! Thou Lorp of Glory,
Thee, our FATHER, Thee we own ;
Abram heard not of our ftory,
Ifrael ne’er our name hath known :

But, REDEEMER, Thou haft fought us,
Thou haft heard Thy Children’s wail,
Thou, with Thy dear Blood haft bought us:

Hail ! Thou mighty Vi&tor, hail !

93 it nothing to pou, all pe that palg by ?

PY[ESUS ! gentle Suff’rer! fay
| How fhall we, this dreadful Day,
m)| Near Thee draw, and to Thee pray :
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We, whofe pronenefs to forget
Thy dear Love, on Olivet
Bathed Thy Brow with Bloody Sweat—

' We, whofe fins with awful power
Like a cloud did o’er ‘Thee lower,
In that Gop-excluding hour—

We, who ftill in thought and deed
Often hold the bitter reed
To Thee, in Thy time of need—

Canft ‘Thou pardon us, and pray,
As for thofe who on this Day
Took Thy precious Life away ?

Yes! Thy Blood is all my plea,
It was [hed, and fhed for me,
Therefore to Thy Crofs I flee.

At Thy Feet, in duft and fhame,
I dare breathe Thy Holy Name,
And a great Salvation claim.

Save me, SAvIOUR ! ftoop and take
Pity on my Soul, and make
This day bright, for Thy dear Sake.



199

Be velcenved into BHell.

the world which awe and gloom

enfold
hath gone forth.  'Who wait His
Coming there?

Myriads on myriads. Now, with paffionate

prayer,
Prifoners of Hope, turn all to your Stronghold,
The Source of your Salvation! He fhall preach
Bleft tidings, then as Breaker fhall break forth,
And in vaft Viftory feal His matchlefs Worth :
O Myftery! which we touch, not wholly reach,
Tranfcending words. Lo! Death and Hell are lit
By Bethlehem’s Star, and tremble in ftrange glow
Owning His Prefence; He their keys doth bear
In His firm Grafp, for ufe, and not for fhow ;
And where He went, go we, if Gop think fit,
Nor tremble. All the worlds are knit by Prayer.

Salpe! Tropacum plotfae.

! whereon my SAVIOUR bled,
ing to redeem our lofs,
with living trophies [pread,

vv elcome, welcome, happy Crofs!
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Sickening once with hope delayed,
Paling all our hearts with gloom,

Then a Tree of Life difplayed,
Budding with eternal bloom.

Crofs! thy loving arms’ embrace
Clafps my Saviour to my Soul,

Heaven, to bring us Face to face,
Rending wide from pole to pole.

Where to buy me Jesus died,
How fhall I, poor ferf, recline,
To thy gaging ftandard tied
Meafure all His Love with mine ?—

Thus, his Crofs beholding nigh,
With its horns athwart the fky,
Andrew fpake—then doffed his vejt

Ere they lift him to his reft.

. Darkly frotong the Ehening Skp.

Y frowns the evening fky,
or woe the mourner’s eye ;
in the filent Cave,
vv uere the dead no being have,
Armed foldiers by the fide,
They have left the Crucified.

Gop! my Gop ! and doft ‘Thou fhow
Wonders midft the Dead below ?
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They who flumber *neath the earth,
Shall they wake to fecond birth ?
Who fhall thofe dread Gates unfold,
Barred through all the days of old ?

Lo! the Doors are opening,

And the Dead behold their King,
See! the awful Fathers know

Him, Who lays Death’s terrors low.
Hark! He bids the Ancients rife,
Sharers in His Sacrifice.

When we fink into the duft,

May we fix on Thee our truft ;
"May Thy mighty Works be known
‘Where we helplefs lie alone,
Unforgotten in Thy Sight,

Where in darknefs Thou art Light.

Lorp, the Day approaches near,
Shield us in that hour of fear;
Saviour of the fons of men,
May we die to live again
Dying, may our faith recall
Thy dear Death and Burial.
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Abe! Crucig dulce Lignum.

! Crofs moft fweet and holy,
Tail! thou triumphal Sign,
me accounted worthy
‘T'o be CHRIsT’s Throne Dlvme:
Upon thee high exalted,
Predeftined Death He [lew,
Our Ifaac immolated,
That man might live anew.

Hail ! Stair of finners, Pathway
Which led Heaven’s King on high,
That to the choir of Angels
Man alfo might draw nigh :
Here did the Son of David,
Life’s Author, Life reftore,
And bear this fhame, that mortals
Might live for evermore.

Hail! Seal of the new Covenant,
And Banner of the King,

Where for the fheep the Shepherd
Him(elf made offering :

And He fhall be our Leader
Unto the Realms of day,

Whofe precious Blood hath hallowed
His bleffed Crofs for aye.
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3 Thick,

THIRST!—O meek Redeemer, Thou
) didft cry;
No wine to ftay Thee can our hands
afford.

I thirft '—Ah! me, the Cup is raifed on high,
Gall mixed with vinegar, my Dying Lorb.
Drink, drink, Dear SAvIOUR, drain the bitter

Draught ;
For me, for man’s Salvation, it is quaffed.

Bail! that Head with Horrows bowing.

AIL! that Head with Sorrows bowing,
Crowned with thorns, with Anguifh
flowing ;
And that Body pierced and fhaken,
Mocked of man, of Gobp forfaken,
Marred beyond the fons of men;

By Thy Death of Life the giver,

When we fuffer, O deliver

In our forrow and our weaknefs,

Thou Who didjt prevail by Meeknefs,
Think upon Thy Woes again.

When the hour of death is near us,
Be Thou prefent, LorD, to cheer us :
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In that time of fear and fadnefs
Tarry not, our Help and Gladnefs,
SAvIOUR of the fons of men.

When our lateft breath is failing,
Be Thy SpirrT All-prevailing :
When the Tempter’s wiles fhall prove us,
Show Thy facred Sign above us,
Hold us, fave us, free us then.

D Chrift, D Sabiour dear.

CHRIST, O Saviour Dear,
How fad, how deep, appear
Thy bitter Woes.

Thine Head with Crown of thorn,
Thy Back with fcourges torn,
With murd’rous blows,

Till Thy Blood ftreams around,
And covers o’er the ground,
With purple Tide.

Thee blows and [pit defiled,
Yet Heavenly Jesus Mild,
Thou didjt abide.

Betrayed, and left by all,
By Peter’s three-fold fall,
Pained to Thy Heart.
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O Lorp, how deep, how vaft,
The woes upon Thee caft,
How keen their (mart.

How are Thy holy Feet,
Led rudely through the ftreet—
Thofe Feet of Peace.

Though Pilate Thee confeft
Guiltlefs, O Jesu Bleft,
Their taunts ne’er ceafe.

Lotd Jelu, when we Xand afar.

ORD JEsu, when we ftand afar
And gaze upon Thy holy Crofs,
In love of ‘Thee and fcorn of felf,
Oh, may we count the world as lofs.

When we behold Thy bleeding Wounds,
And the rough Way that Thou haft trod,
Make us to hate the load of fin
That lay fo heavy on our Gop.

O Holy Lorp, uplifted high

With outftretched Arms, in mortal woe,
Embracing in Thy wondrous Love

The finful world that lies below,

Give us an ever-living faith
To gaze beyond the things we fee ;
And in the Myjftery of Thy Death
Draw us and all men unto Thee.
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{Wevnefdap before Ealter.

night is this, on which
s of Heaven are dim,
Kedron fears to rill
1 woued evening Hymn,
Nor woo the winds the [leeping flower,
Left they fhould break the ftillnefs of the hour.

But, oh, what Cry is that, which now
Floats on the midnight air,
As moan of ONE that ere He dies
Would foothe His Soul in prayer ;
Such wails of bitter Agony
Are thofe that come from out Gethf{emane.

Within that Garden kneeleth ONE
Bereft of human aid,
By one deemed true in times gone by
Ere long to be betrayed :
Yes, JEsus kneeleth down to pray,
Haply His bitter Cup may pafs away.

Dire pangs are His! Blood-drops of Sweat
Stream down His facred Brow :
He prays—O FATHER to Thy Will
Submiffive I would bow ;
Let this Cup pafs; oh, hear Thy Sown;
And yet, not Will of Mine, but Thine be done.
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The Cup it pafséd not—for the hour
Of death was nigh at hand ;
And yon armed foldiery,
A rude and ruthlefs band,
Led from that place, and crucified ;
JEsus the Guiltlefs for the guilty died.

Then oft, my Soul, as thou fhalt feel
The wily Tempter’s power,
Steal from the world a time, and fhare
The Sorrows of that hour ;
Bethink thee of Gethfemane ;
Remember there thy Saviour died for thee.

€ J babe onlp Him.

F I have only Him,

5 If He alone is mine,

If e’en beyond the grave His Faith
My heart fhall not refign ;
Of forrow nought I prove,

Nought feel but glad devotion, joy, and love.

If only He be mine,
All elfe I gladly leave;
On pilgrim-ftaff ftill follow true,
And to my Majter cleave ;
Let others fondly ftray
Along the broad, frequented flowery way.
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If I have none but Him,
Joyful to fleep I go;
Ever a [weet reftoring ftream
His Blood for me doth flow,
Whofe mild compelling Might
All things muft foften, and in Peace unite.

If I have none but Him,
‘The univerfe is mine ;
Bleft as a Child of Heaven that holds
The Virgin’s veil Divine,
Worapt in facred thought,
No more by earthly cares am I diftraught.

‘Where only He is mine,
My father-land I fee,
And every boon is on me poured,
As birth-right full and free.
Long fought-for brothers then
In His Difciples 1 behold again.

{tthen God came dotwn from Heaben.

Gobp came down from Heaven
—the Living Gop—
1at Signs and Wonders marked
His ftately Way?
Brake out the winds in mufic where He trode?
Shone o’er the Heavens a brighter, [ofter day?
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The dumb began to [peak, the blind to fee,
And the lame leaped,and pain and palenefs fled ;
The mourner’s funken eye grew bright with glee,
And from the tomb awoke the wondering dead!

- When Gop went back to Heaven—the Living
Gop—
Rode He the Heavens upon a fiery car?
Waved Seraph-wings along His glorious road ?
Stood ftill to wonder each bright wandering ftar?
Upon the Crofs He hung, and bowed the Head,
And prayed for them that fmote, and them that
curft ;
And drop by drop, His flow Life-blood was fhed,
And His lajt hour of Suffering was His worft !

Blood ig the Price of Heaben,

LOOD is the Price of Heaven ;
All fin that Price exceeds;
Oh, come to be forgiven—
He bleeds, my SAvIOUR bleeds !

Under the olive boughs,
Falling like ruby beads,

The Blood drops from His Brows—
He bleeds, my SAviour bleeds!

While the fierce fcourges fall,
The precious Blood ftill pleads ;
In front of Pilate’s hall
He bleeds, my Saviour bleeds !
P
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The Palion,

Beneath the thorny Crown

The crimfon Fountain [peeds ;
See how It trickles down—

He bleeds, my SAVIOUR bleeds! -

Bearing the fatal Wood
His band of Saints He leads,
Marking the way with Blood ;
He bleeds, my SAvIoUuR bleeds!

On Calvary His Shame

With Blood ftill intercedes ;
His open Wounds proclaim—

He bleeds, my Saviour bleeds!

He hangs upon the T'ree,

Hangs there for my mifdeeds ;
He fheds His Blood for me ;

He bleeds, my SAvIouR bleeds !

Ah, me! His Soul is fled ;
Yet ftill for my great needs
He bleeds when He is dead ;
He bleeds, my Saviour bleeds !

His Blood is flowing ftill ;
My thirfty Soul it feeds ;
He lets me drink my fill ;
He bleeds, my SAvIOUR bleeds !

O fweet, O precious Blood !

What Love, what Love it breeds !
Ranfom, Reward, and Food—

He bleeds, my SAvIoUuR bleeds !
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@:be Defcent from the Crolg.

IX weary hours extended
Upon the Crofs of pain,
When will the day be ended,
Night’s fhadows come again ?
Would morn were eve’s declining,
Would God that eve were morn,
His eve of life’s refigning,
His Refurreion dawn.

Thrice now the congregation
Has climbed the fteep to prayer,
It is the Preparation,
And yet He withers there :
They fay the Crofs diffembles
The Spirit’s parting ftrife ;
And day by day ftill trembles
The hideous wreck of life.

Hafte, Jofeph—TIt is finifhed—
The fun finks on the wave;
The time muft needs be minifhed,
The three days of the grave:

An eve without a morning,
Of blackeft midnight born ;
The Sabbath paft, His dawning
Is everlafting Morn.

Bleft Sepulchre ! where never
Man’s mortal form was laid ;
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The only Tomb for ever

With Angel-light arrayed ;
Life’s only, laft, defender—

When graves fhall be no more,
No earth haft thou to render,

No treafure to reftore.

Jt ig finfhed !

is finifhed! Nature darkened,
And the Sun was in eclipfe,
As to thefe laft Words they hearkened
From the Dying SAviour’s Lips:
Death beheld his bondage broken,
Satan his o’er fallen man,
When the Son of Gob had fpoken,
And His reign of Peace began.

It is finifhed! No exemption,
Fellow finners, yours and mine
Is the Myjtery of Redemption
Promifed by thofe Lips Divine :
They who feek it fhall not lofe it
If in faith fincerely fought ;
Woe to them who dare refufe it,
Such a Prize fo dearly bought.
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The Tomb of Foleph.

O in the Grave, where we our deareft lay,
Thou too waft laid, O Lorp our Life!
The ftone [and day
Was rolled to bar the portal ; night
The world’s proud liegemen watched, and Thou
wert gone.
* * * *

Thy loving Friends difcerned not; Myftery
From firft to laft was all their eyes beheld—
The King of Ifrael doomed a Curfe to be—
Defpair to all their hopes its death-note knelled,
Yet fill a fecret ftream of comfort welled ;
They loved—and Gop was Juft. Againft all
hope, [pelled
They felt, fome ray muft gleam; by love im- -
Theylingered, asthedeep-hewntomb might ope ;
Love foars, nor canfor aye 'mid duft and afhes grope.

Faith is not fight ; when all feems loft, for aye
A trembling expetation ftirs the heart—
Hath He then left us, wandering far away,
Our King, our Life, our All? Then, hope
depart !
And yet our paffionate inftin& feels ¢ Thou art.’
What love thus clafps cannot be nothingnefs.
A tremulous ftar feems through the gloom todart,
Then vanifh ; finks the midnight of diftrefs;
And yet a morn will rife, will rife to cheer and blefs.
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3 third!

through the hufhed and thicken-
ing air,
1 gathering gloom ofearth’seclipfe,
a uac weary Word, that half-breathed
Prayer,
Hath fallen at laft from JEsus® Lips.
For three long hours upreared to die—
For three long hours each finew ftraining—
He hath not breathed as yet one Sigh
Could tell of Nature’s Self-complaining.
I thirft! The Word is full of pain,
Of fever rack, of human anguifh,
Of gaping Wounds that Life-blood drain,
And leave the Heart to faint and languifh :
And yet not this—not this alone
Hath caufed that piteous fad outburft ;
Not human pain hath made that Moan,
Not human want that myftic Thirft.
Thirft, to fee Juftice fatisfied,
"~ 'Thirft, to fave finners tempeft-toft,
Thirft, to pour out Love’s boundlefs tide
On Souls that all unloved were loft—
This was Thy Thirft, and this Thy Pain,
This the deep Grief Thy Bofom nurft ;
Say, JEsu, fay that Word again,
Still for Thy creatures, JEsus, thirft!
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Thirft, that at laft our hearts may give
Torrents of Love that ‘Thirft to flake ;
Thirft, that we too may thirfting live,
Thirfting to die for Thy fweet Sake,
Thirfting to fee Thee Face to face,
Thirfting thefe earthly bonds to fever,
Thirfting for that laft, long Embrace
In which fuch Thirft is quenched for ever.

A Litany of the Pallion,

OLY FaTHER! from Thy Throne
Hear a lowly fuppliant moan :
Yea, though wrath be all my meed,
Break not Thou the bruifed reed :

Let the bitter Agony
Of my JEsu plead for me.

Hear! by Him, Who bowing low
*Neath our fins’ o’erwhelming woe,
His Soul’s Blood in Anguifh poured :
Lo! thofe Drops on High are ftored :
Let the bitter Agony
Of my JEsu groan for me.

In that Flood my Soul embathe,
In that Love my Spirit (wathe ;
Bid that fhower of bleeding Tears
Thrill my heart through livelong years:
Let the bitter Agony
Of my JEsu weep for me,
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Give me, from that Fount of Might,
Grace to brave the Powers of night ;
With a child’s repofing Faith,
‘Thine to be in Life or death :

Let the bitter Agony

Of my JEsu ftrive for me.

Holy FaTHER, Strong and Juft,
Hear Thy Suppliant from the duft ;
May that overflowing Love
Thee to gentle Pity move :

Let the bitter Agony

Of my JEesu fue for me.

WUerflla Wegis prodeunt.

Royal Banner floats on high,

1e Crofs is gleaming in the [ky,

e WorD, by Whom all flefh was
made,

Himfelf made Flefh is there difplayed.

Ah! look with eyes of pity here ;

See, how they pierce Him with a fpear;
To cleanfe our fins flows out a tide

Of Blood and Water from His Side.

Now is fulfilled what was of old

By David’s truthful Verfe foretold :

From His high Crofs, as from a ‘Throne,
On fubject realms Gop’s SoN looks down.
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Thrice bleft art thou, O Tree ele&,
With royal Purple richly deckt,
On whom fuch honour was beftowed
To bear [o wonderful a Load.

Upon thofe arms once hung fublime

The Praife of every age and clime ;

As in a balance thou didft weigh

Him Whom from Hell redeemed the prey.

Thy tafte is netar, and thy fcent

Than precious Oils more excellent ;
Proud of the Fruit which thou doft bear
Thou doft a look of triumph wear.

Hail ! facred Altar; Vi&im, hail !
We celebrate the wondrous tale—
How Life by Death was overcome,
And Life for all men fprang therefrom.

Hail! bleffed Crofs to which we flee
For refuge in our Agony ;

In pious Souls, add Grace to Grace,
In guilty, all their guilt efface.

Chri in Dadeg.

ARK is the tomb, and dreary is the
dwelling,
Where all thy fins, O earth, expec-
tant lie ;
But lo ! I come, the funeral fhades difpelling,
And Death himfelf fhall die.
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Souls of the Juft ! I bring you Joy and Gladnefs :

No more in lingering doubt your Spirits roam ;

Bright regions fkirt the fhadowy realm of fadnefs;
‘The grave is not your home.

Awake and fing, ye that in duft are fleeping ;
See Life and Light immortal round you fhed :
Bright fromthe eaft thefirftgrey huesarecreeping—
- Earth fhall caft out the dead.

Calm is this Reft from pain, and fweet the feeling
That all the Fight is fought, the Battle won ;
Bat lo! I go, My conquering Might reyealing
With the next rifing fun.

Now, like the Seer in his dark prifon pining,
Singing I lie, earth’s bars around me thrown,
Till the ftrong Angel, as the lightning (hining,
Shall roll away the ftone,

Singing—Thou wilt not leave in Hell My Spirit !
Thy Holy ONE fhall no corruption fee :
Thy glorious Joy predeftined to inherit,
Supreme o’er all, but Thee.

Free among all the dead, I wait the morrow,
My perfe& Reft, my grand Sabbatic morn,
When man with Me fhall rife, no more to forrow,

But Life eternal, born.

Farewellye fhades; and thou, fepulchral Dwelling :
I hear the found ; I fee the radiant wings:
The world is faved, and in glad chorus [welling
‘The new Creation fings.
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Cruy, abe! benevida.

Crofs, all hail to thee!

:r Death haft vitory ;

) thee my Saviour-King
tor my Jins died fuffering.

‘Thou of trees art chofen Queen,
‘Thou Salvation’s medicine,

Thou doft raife the finking Soul
And the wounded makeft whole.

‘Wood moft hallowed and Divine,
Thou, to us of Life the Sign,
JEsus for thy Fruit didft bear ;
Human hearts find nurture there.

While from this kind Crofs to all,
Friends and foemen, Thou doft call,
JEsus, Son of Gop moft High,

Oh, keep me in memory.

Lo! on the inglovioug Tree.,

O'! on the ingloriousTree
Our Gop, the Gop of Glory hangs;
All fteeped in Blood is He,
And pierced with pangs :
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A felon’s death He dies,

Uplift betwixt that Robber-twain ;
Sweet LaME for Sacrifice,

By finners flain.

Pale, pale grows that dear Brow,
In death that drooping Head declines ;
His parched Lip moves, and now
His Soul refigns—
" His placid Soul. Oh! gaze
On that wan Face, that Crown of Thorn,
Thofe Eyes which death-films glaze ;
There look and mourn—

Mourn, and with tears of blood
Weep till thine eyes in death grow dim
For Him unto the Wood
‘Thou nail’ft—yea Him,
To Whom, the Mighty Gop,
Woafhing in Blood our fins away,
Our everlafting laud
We meekly pay.

Lo! F come to do Thy WIL

! I come to do ‘Thy Will!

When the FATHER’s Only Son
~ame this Promife to fulfil,

Then Salvation’s work was done.
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Offered once upon the Tree,
He for all men doth avail :
Adam’s laft pofterity,
Pleading this, fhall never fail.

Juft, He for the unjuft died,
So to bring their Souls to Gop ;
Sheltered in His wounded Side,
Wafhed in His atoning Blood.

What to His are all my pains,
But the (malleft balance-duft ?
Mine, whofe Soul is full of ftains;
His, the Holy ONE and Juft.

But His Sufferings are oer;
He hath entered into Peace:
Paffing was the Crofs He bore,
While its Virtues never ceafe.

Buc ad jugum Calbariae,

Calvary afcending
With JEsus let us go,
3eneath the fhadow bending
Of all His mighty Woe:
The Chief of our Salvation
Should we not follow nigh,
With all His Tribulation,
In all His Death to die ?
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The rereward’s faint wayfarer
Muft ftagger with his load,
Where ftill the Standard bearer

Leads up the mountain road :
Wrung out from life’s affliGion,
Death has no bitter cup
So fharp, but Crucifixion
Has brimmed its forrows up.

Does life’s laft fever burning
Thy couch with anguifh tofs?
His racked Limbs had no turning,
His Deathbed was the Crofs :
Each Vein of Life-drops ftreaming,
From Sole to Crown Divine,
Has, Death, for thy Redeeming
A deeper pang than thine.

Art poor ? in all thy toiling
See how the Mafter (ped,

His Robe, His Vefture’s [poiling,
His naked, homelefs Head :

The fox his hole, the fparrow
Has where to lay her neft,

Thofe Rood beams, hard and narrow,

Are all thy SavIouRr’s reft.

Have evil-tongued oppre(Jors
Thy reputation torn ?

Hark, numbered with tranfgre(Jors
He bears the robbers’ fcorn :
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The fharpened nails affailing
Lefs need the opiate bowl

Than thofe fell tongues, impaling
"Their iron in His Soul.

Doft fear the pains of dying,
When Death has poifed his dart ?
See, all thofe arrows flying
Are gathered in His Heart :
A moift wind, gently fighing,
Is now that furnace blaft ;
Death, in His bitter Crying,
Thy bitternefs is paft.

®ethlemane.

QIIGHT caft unwonted gloom around ;
His Friends had given their grief to
fleep:
He, proftrate on the chilling ground,
His lonely watch of Woe muft keep.

‘The laft, the farewell Pafchal Feaft,

With thofe fad Friends at evening ta’en;
He waits the traitor’s murderous hafte

To prove Him, now, the LaMs [o flain.

As thrice He kneels to groan His Woe,
See Sweat, like thick large Blood-drops, run :—
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My FATHER, if this Cup might go!
And yet, Thy Will, not Mine, be done!

Death, hovering in his ghaftlieft form,
Forfaking friends, Hell’s banded power,
His FATHER’s Frown, (Soul-piercing ftorm!)

And earth’s whole guilt, were in that hour.

Gethfemane ! we hail thee well,
Fair Eden’s contraft, fad, yet dear:
‘There Man a moment fmiled, then fell ;
MaN groaned for Man, and triumphed, here.

But, O All-lovely Lams of Gob,

Haft Thou Thy Heaven refigned for me?
For me, th’ aby(s of horrors trod ?

Where fhall I find return for Thee ?

Oh, reign, enthroned o’er all my heart,
The happy prifoner of Thy Love ;
And fit me here to bear my part
In Thine unending Praife above.

Chritt to the daughters of Jerulalem.

! weep not Salem’s

: fee Me, ftay the
purjung Lear §
Turn the fad tide—the tide of bitter waters—
Back on yourfelves for Defolation near.




CThrikt to the Daughters of Jerulalem. 225

Lift not for Me the heart-wrung lamentation,
Pierced though ye fee Me, nailed and crucified;

Hufh the wild wail, till floods of devaftation
Pour on yon heights the wafte of ruin wide.

Tear not for Me your locks in keeneft anguifh,
Though ye behold Me bow the Head and die ;

Woeep for your children foon to pine and languifh,
Rolling in death the funk and famifhed eye.

Smite not for Me your breafts with frantic beating,
When the mixed Draught is raifed in cruel hate;

Weep for your City, whofe red cup is heating
To wafte in flames its houfes defolate.

Gaze not on Me with looks of filent mourning,
‘While the fierce foldiers part My Vefture round ;

Soon fhall their hands, thy Holy Temple fcorning,
Lay its: proud glories level with the ground.

Shed not for Me the burning tear of fadnefs,
Preffed though I droop mid tumult’s noify din;

Soon will the [poiler, fired with wrath and madnefs,
Surround thy walls, and fhut thy fons within.

Weep not for Me, with fond remembrance
pondering,
Dreams of Redemption for Judah’s fevered
race ; '
Weep for her children, fcattered, peeled, and
wandering,
‘The Gentile’s taunt—without a refting-place.

U



226 The Paflion.

Weepnotfor Me, then, weepnot Salem’s Daughters,
Faint though ye fee Me, ftay the burfting tear;

Turn the fad tide—the tide of bitter waters—
Back on yourfelves for Defolation near.

{Qednelday before Eafter.

Day, remote from earth’s rude noife,
Che SAaviour dwelt in fill retreat, -
d knew perchance earth’s lateft joys,

Communion with HisFATHER Sweet.

Yet weighed upon that Righteous Soul
The burden of th’ approaching Woe ;
He heard the nearer thunders roll
And trembled at the awful blow.

Fatuer! O fave me from this hour:
Yet for this hour to earth I came.

Thus Love muft vanquifh Terror’s power
And [potlefs Virtue ftoop to fhame.

*T'was not the ftripes, the Crown of thorn,
'The bitter Crofs, that might appal ;

The weight of fin for mortals born,
That hid the FATHER’s Face, was All.

O Lorp of Grief, this livelong day
Let us, too, feek to dwell apart,
And wherefoe’er our footfteps ftray,
Adore Thee in our inmoft heart.
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Beart’s-Eafle,

J|E, for eafe of heart who long,
Seek it not earth’s gifts among,
Nor in pleafure’s garifh round,
But where only it is found—
In the Crofs.

Be your trials what they may,
Though as dark as night your way,
Though each hour the thorns increafe,
Doubt not—ever floweth Peace

From the Crofs.

Caft afide all gloomy fear ;
Wipe away defponding tear ;
For the Holy Jesus bare
All our forrow, all our care
On the Crofs.

@Thoughts on the Death of out Wieded
Sabiour.

4| YSTERIOUS Darknefs! welcome now
thy gloom ;
Veil the foul treafon from my aching
fight : :
Thehate-[wollen breafts that urged their SAviour’s
Doom '
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Are darker, deadlier than thy thickeft night ;
And though thy horrors chill me with affright,
Yet art thou welcome ! Cloud the forrowing Sun ;
Hafte with thy blackeft veil to fhut out light ;
Tell not the world that fuch a day has run;
Do all to hide the deed earth’s fhamelefs fons have
done.

Has then this fury urged you to the worft,
O fenfelefs, hardened, impious Deicides ?

And can you feel your guilty heads accurfed,
Know that the Demon fcorn which now derides,
And the proud infult that in power confides

Will call down fhortly Heaven’s avenging ftroke ;
Can you forefee the Vengeance that betides,

And dare His fearful Juftice to provoke

To ftrike you, as thelightning [cathes the foreft oak?

But no—what faid that Voice, that dying Sound ?
Thofe Accents called no Vengeance from above ;
There were (weet Peace, and meek Forgivenefs
found,
And thofe were Words that (poke the tendereft
Love.
‘Tofuture worlds amazed, thofe Words fhall prove
His boundlefs Charity, Who e’en in Death,
While yet His Heart could feel, His Lip could
move,
And His dim Eye look down on aught beneath,

Implored His foes’ Forgivenefs with His latejl
Breath,
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-Jelu, meae Deliciae.

JESU, in Thy Torture,
Nailed to the bitter T'ree,

My Soul’s true Guide and Nurture,
I yearn to be with Thee.

How can I tafte of pleafure,
Whiljt Thou doft hang in pain,
JEsu, mine only T'reafure,
Mine everlafting Gain ?

O JEesu, may Thy Sadnefs,

" 'Thine Agony and Tears,

Win for my Spirit gladnefs
Throughout the endlefs years.

With Thine own Body feed me,
Life to my Soul accord,

‘Then to Thy pierced Heart lead me,
And hide me there, O Lorbp.

And in my dying hour,
By thofe fharp Wounds I pray,
Lorp, may Thy Paffion’s power
Wafh all my fins away.
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Ein Lammlein geht und tragt vie Sculv,

HOLY, Pure, and Spotlefs LamMB
- Came to thefe earthly regions ;
To bear the weight of fins He came
Of this world’s countlefs legions :
A weary way He humbly trod,
Bore ftrokes of man’s chaftifing rod,
With patient refignation :
'Mid Blows and Wounds He filent j'tood
‘Till, laid upon the fatal Wood,
He died, 2 meek Oblation.

Then all day long, and every day
This in my thoughts retaining,
Such Love with love I will repay,
Love conftant and unwaning.
Thou, Lorp, fhalt be my Beacon-light,
To guide me through the world’s dark night,
And cheer my heart in forrow ;
Henceforth myfelf and all that’s mine
To Thee entirely I confign,
From Whom all things I borrow.

P'll praife Thee while on earth I flay, .
Glad anthems ever finging ;

To Thee each night, to ‘Thee each day,
My willing fervice bringing :
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So, as life’s ftreamlet flows along,
‘Still fhalt Thou hear a grateful fong
Its onward courfe attending ;
From Memory’s cleareft fount, the thought
Of what Thy Love for me has wrought,
With all its eddies blending.

No more I fear Death’s fatal fting ;

Thy Blood ’gainft Death fhall arm me;
Beneath the fhadow of Thy Wing,

No fcorching fun fhall harm me :
By weight of anxious thought oppreft,
On Thee my weary Soul fhall reft,

As fick man on his pillow ;
My Anchor, when 'mid ftorms of woe,
My bark is driven to and fro,

On trouble’s reftlefs billow.

And when I come before Thy Throne,
On Refurre&ion morning, B

The glorious Crown Thy Blood has won
My blifsful head adorning,

May I be placed on Thy Right Side,

With Thy loved Church, Thy chofen Bride,
Drawn out from every nation ;

No more of Gop’s juft Wrath afraid,

But in Thy Righteoufnefs arrayed,
Thy Garments of Salvation.
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Ecce Homo!

the Man ! Who wore
»wn of thorns for me :
His facred Perfon bore
Uur Jins upon the Tree :
Our fins upon the Tree,
Thus full of Honour made,
Through Him, whofe Love beyond degree
Our Ranfom paid.

Behold the Man! Who gave
That matchlefs, peerlefs Price,
Which Souls from death alone could fave,-
Himfelf the Sacrifice :
Him(elf the Sacrifice—
Spotlefs, without a ftain;
No more Temptation fhall entice,
Thou LAMB once flain.

Behold the Man! Who faw
From His eternal Throne
The ruins of a broken Law—
Thofe ruins not His own :

Thofe ruins not His own—
Yet as He faw, He fighed :

And Gop for finners to atone
Came down and died.

Behold the Man! Who now
Whilft Angels proftrate fall,



Along the Keep and weary Woad, 233

Uplifts His everlafting Brow,
As Saints to Seraphs call ;
As Saints to Seraphs call,
And fweep their lyres of flame,
" ‘Till the full chorus fwells o’er all
- With Jesu’s Name.

Along the ffeep and weary Woav.
e LONG the fteep and weary road
1@  Meekly Thou toileft, Saviour Dear:
A ‘9\? Beneath the Crofs’s bitter load,
= Beneath the bitterer taunt and jeer:
Like gentle Lamb, unto the flaughter led
Unmurmauring, Thy guiltlefs Blood is fhed.
And lo! to us Thy gracious Word
Is—Burdened Souls, come learn of Me —
Teach us to follow, Lowly Lorp,
Clothed in 'Thy Humility :

Upon thefe willing limbs Thy Yoke be laid,
Only do Thou ftand by to guide and aid.

Hidden Thy Way of Life and Light
‘To lofty, felf-enlightened eyes :
Unto Thy lowly Followers’ fight
Is given to fcan Thy Myfteries :
‘The Soul by Mecknefs taught, the clue unwinds,
The fecret of her Mafter’s Prefence finds.
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O SAvIoUR Meek, be Thou our Guide ;

Our Way, our Truth, our Life be Thou :
Teach us the ignorance of pride,

The haughty ftature bring Thou low,
Till bending’neath Thy Yoke with childlike heart,
We learn, at Thy bleft Feet, the better part.

There, loft in her own nothingnefs,
Abforbed in contemplating Thee,
Thy Mien of Heavenly Lowlinefs,
Thy Pattern of Humility,
The weary Soul, with vanities oppre(fed,
By thefe ftill Waters finds her promifed Reft.

Shadow of fweeter Reft in ftore,
Awaiting Jesu’s little Ones '
Who entering through Heaven’s lowly door,
Shall mount, and fit on glorious ‘Thrones,
Adoring Him from Whom all Goodnefs flows,
In Whofe meek Heart they fought and found -

Repofe.

Dpprobriig, Jelu, latur,

that dark Hill funereal, faint with ill,
True Ifaac, finking ’neath that Tree of
pain, )
That dark funereal Hill
Thou climbeft to be flain,

Thy tender Hands were torn unpityingly,
Thy tender Feet with fangs of iron driven; .
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Thou art uplifted high—
Oh, fight for earth and Heaven!

Thy Will, Eternal FATHER, Thine be donc—
O boundlefs, inconceived Charity,

That gave the Guiltlefs Son

For guilty foes to die. . -

From that Thybleeding Side, thofe bleeding Hands,
Muft the foul world be cleanfed—it needs muft be ;
For Juftice fo demands,
And Mercy grants the plea.

Elfe that dread bond muft aye on us remain ;
But from Thy Crofs extending to Thy Throne
Now binds a peaceful chain,
The earth and Heavens in one.

The Entombment.

as they go their way,
ar Lorp in earth to lay, -
ren—who are they ?

Thefe are they who watched to fee
Where He hung in Agony,
Dying on th* accursed Tree.

All is over—in thé Tomb
Sleeps He, as in Death’s dark womb,
Till the dawn of Eafter come.
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All is over—fought the Fight;
Heavinefs is for the night ;
Joy comes with the breaking Light.

Leave we in the Grave with Him
Sins that (hame, and doubts that dim,
If our Souls would rife with Him.

Glory to the Lorp Who gave
His pure Body to the Grave,
Us from fin and death to fave.

Good Frivap.

I a ftone and not a Sheep
That I can ftand, O CHRIST, beneath
Thy Crofs,
Tonumber Dropby Drop Thy Blood’s
flow lofs,
And yet not weep ?

Not fo thofe Women loved
Who with exceeding grief lamented Thee ;
Not fo fallen Peter weeping bitterly ;

Not fo the Thief was moved ;

Not fo the Sun and Moon
Which hid their faces in a ftarlefs (ky,
A horror of great darknefs at broad noon—
I, only I.
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Yet give not o’er,
But feek ThySheep, true Shepherd of the Flock
Greater than Mofes, turn and look once more
And (mite a rock.

The Beabenly Stranger,

STRANGER in the pale moonlight,
Before the door He ftood,
His Locks are drenched with dews of
night,
His Raiment ftained with Blood.

A Torch in nail-pierced Hand He bore
No earthly Sun o bright ;
A Stranger at th’ unopened door
- He knocked the livelong night.

The-cruel cinfture o’er His Brow,
Woven of thorns, is bound ;

Tears from His Eyes inceffant flow,
Like rain, upon the ground.

Not for the chill night-dews He wept,
Nor for the thorny Crown ;

But that His Own, His loved Ones flept,
And left Him all alone.

The fheep will hear the fhepherd’s cry,
‘The hen can call her brood,

Yet to His Voice came no reply,
Shepherd, whofe Name is Good.
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‘The flowers unfold them to the Sun,
Some radiant grace to win ;

The livelong night that ‘Torch burnt on,
Yet all was dark within.

A Stranger in the morning light,
Still at the door He ftood,

His Locks are drenched with dews of night,
His Raiment ftained with Blood.

Legig figuris pingitur.

HRIST’S Peerlefs Crown is pi&ured in
The figures of the Law—
The Ram entangled in the thorns ;
The Bufh which Mofes faw ;
The Rainbow girding round the Ark ;
The Table’s Crown of gold ;
The Incenfe which in waving wreaths
Around the Altar rolled.
Hail ! glorious Crown, which didft the pangs
Of Dying JEsus feel ;
Thou doft the brighteft gems outfhine,
And all the ftars excel.
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The Bealer of the Pationg,

BIHEN acrofs the heart deep waves of
Jorrow
Break,asonadryandbarren fhore;

When hope gliftens with no bright
to-morrow,

And the ftorm feems [weeping evermore ;

When the cup of every earthly gladnefs
Bears no tafte of the life-giving Stream,

And high hopes, as though to mock our fadnefs,
Fade and die as in fome fitful dream ;

Who _[hall hufh the weary Spirit’s chiding ?
Who the aching void within fhall fill ?

Who fhall whifper of a Peace abiding ?
And each furging billow calmly ftill ?

Only He Whofe wounded Heart was broken
With the bitter Crofs and thorny Crown,

Whofe dear Love glad Words of Joy had fpoken,
Who His Life for us laid meekly down.

Bleffed Healer! all our burdens lighten;
Give us Peace, Thine own [weet Peace,we pray;
Keep us near ‘Thee till the Morn fhall brighten,
And all mifts and fhadows flee away.
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J lobe the Crofgs.

4| LOVE the Crofs. ’'Tis a holy Form :
&3] I love on its Form to gaze ;
4| My heart grows fonder, my love more
warm,
As my eyes to that Form I raife.

I love the Crofs. 'Who can love It not ?
‘Where hung and where died the LAMB,

With never a blemifh, and never a [pot
Of fin on His mortal Frame.

*Twas there that He, the Eternal Worbp,
Endured the nails and fpear ;

*Twas there He offered His Life to Gop,
That we may to Gop draw near.

*Twas there that His facred Flefh and Blood
Was broken, plerced, and fhed ;

*Twas there ftreamed forth the healing Flood,
For the living and the dead.

*T'was there that in that tremendous hour,
‘When the funwas fhrouded, andday grew night,
He vanquifhed for ever the Serpent’s power,
And poured through the Grave a qulckenmg
Light.

Yes, I love the Crofs—as the Chriftian muft
Who fees there the Altar, whereon was laid
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The Vi&im That raifed us from the duft,
The Ranfom that for our Souls was paid.

How can this Emblem fail to move

The too cold fprings of the human breaft,
This Sign of a Dying Saviour’s Love,

Of a Chriftian’s toil and a Chriftian’s reft.

Yes, I'll love the Crofs till my lateft breath:
And why fhould a Chriftian be denied
To waken his love for his SAviour’s Death,
By the Sight of the Crofs where that Saviour
died ?

Flovem Spina coronabit,

O! the Thorn hath crowned the Flower,
Who produced it by His Power,

For the Flower is Mary’s Son :
From the Flower what precious Merit
Doth the twifted Thorn inherit,

Flower to thorn-brake rough unknown.

Through the Flower the flower-thorn pointeth ;
Yet the Flower the brake anointeth
With the oil of Piety :
Life the Thorn from Life’s ‘T'ree borrows,
Healing Balm for human forrows,
Honey with the ftinging bee.
R
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Life’s fair Fruit the thorn offendeth ;

Yet that Fruit life’s exile endeth,
And in it lives Mercy’s power :

Rife, my Soul, in exultation,

Greet the Crown with veneration,
Which is France’s nobleft dower.

Ophir’s gold that Crown excelleth :
Precious, comely, rich, it dwelleth
Budding with the Blood that ran :
In the Brow this circlet bindeth,
It perchance the fcoffer blindeth
To the Sight of Gop in MaAnN.

To the Shittim wood [uperior

Which adorned the Ark’s exterior,
Refting in its tented home,

Is this Crown : we bow before It,

To be crowned with CurisT Who wore It,
In the happy age to come.

The Dream of Pilate’s Wile.

touch not thou that holy Head—
The Wife of Pilate cried—
ull is my heart with fear and dread
As though a Friend had died,
Or was about to die, inftead
Of fome one elfe befide :
Spare then that Juft ONE ; let Him go ;
The whifpering Spirits tell me fo.
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Myjterious Dream : 1 faw a Fire
All boundlefs in its blaze,

Raging in red omnivorous ire,
And fcorching in its rays :

It licked the Heavens with many a fpire,
Nor could I bear to gaze :

The clouds together feemed to roll

And wither, like a parchment fcroll.

Hofts upon hofts effayed in vain
The ruthlefs flames to quell :

Each mountain, city, tower, and plain
Subfided in the Hell :

Ten thoufand founds of woe and pain
Blended into a yell,

Such as hath ftruck no mortal ear

But mine—in this lajt night of fear. .

The rocks were rent: the welkin rang ;
When lo! as from a Throne,

While Souls in fecret forrow fang,
A LAMB came forth alone :

Its look was Love : It hufhed the clang
Of earth’s tremendous groan ;

Then mounting on the awful Pyre,
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Pierced Its own Heart, and quenched the Fire.

And as It died, Its clofing Eyes
With Tears moft piteous ran :
Its Face beneath the frowning fkies

Wazxed wonderfully wan ;
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Then changed—and in amazing guife
An afpe& wore of Man,

A MaN Divine, and more than fair,

Too like the myftic Prifoner there.

Calbary.

fongs fhall break our gloom to-day,
Save lowlieft ftrains of Love,

Nhich, as we kneel before the Crofs,
Shall fudden, deeper prove.

QO Thou th’ Eternal Son of Gob,
The Lams for finners (lain,
We worfhip, while Thy Head is bowed
In Agony and Pain.

E’en as we gaze, the [weeteft Love
Encircles Thy pale Brow ;

O Royal King, more fair than gold
The Crown Thou weareft now.

None tread with Thee the lowly place;
Thou [uffereft alone ;

‘Thine is the perfect Sacrifice
‘Which only can atone.

Thou great High Prieft, Thy Glory-robes
To-day are laid afide ;

And human Sorrows, SoN of Man,
Thy GODHEAD feem to hide.
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The Crofs is fharp, but in Thy Woe
This is the lighteft part ;

Our fin it is which pierces Thee
And breaks Thy facred Heart.

Who love Thee moft, at Thy dear Crofs
Will trueft, Lorbp, abide ;

Make Thou that Crofs our only hope,
O JEsus Crucified.:

Moeventes oculf Cpargite lachrpmag.

QIOW let us fit and weep,
And fill our hearts with woe,
Pondering the fhame, and torments
deep,
Which Gop from wicked men did undergo

See! how the multitude,
With (words and ftaves, draw nigh ;

See! how they (mite, with buffets rude,
That Head Divine of awful Majefty :

How, bound with cruel cord,
CHRIsT to the Scourge is given ;
And ruffians lift their hands, unawed,
Againft the King of kings and Lorp of Heaven.

Hear it! ye People, hear!
Our Good and Gracious Gop,
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Silent beneath the lafh fevere,
Standswith His facred Shouldersdrenched in Blood.

O [cene for tears! but now
The finful race contrive
A torment new—deep in His Brow,
With all their force the jagged thorns they drive.

Then roughly dragged to death,
CHRIsT on the Crofs is flain ;
And, as He dies, with parting Breath,
Into His FaTHER’s Hands gives back His Soul

again.

@ThHhe Sacred Woundg,

£Ad JUIIIC lllt'slVllls A aavasue

Or when the fle/h me layeth low,
With all its pride and luft ;
Remembrance of His Wounds and Woe
Uplifts me from the duft.

When Satan with his cruel wiles
My Spirit would enfnare,

I turn me to thofe loving Smiles
My Lorp alone can wear.
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If burning paffion e’er abounds
Within my fevered frame,

A cooling flood from JEsu’s Wounds
Extinguifhes the flame.

In forrow’s hour, in night of tears,
In ficknefs or in pain,

The Wounds of CHRIST allay my fears
And make me whole again.

Securely in thofe Wounds I keep,
And reft without a dread ;

Shall He Who died not fafely keep
His Own for whom He bled ?

Ah, where (o deadly bitter lot
His Love can not make (weet?
Ah, where the poor and humble cot
Too lowly for His Feet?

All, all my hope is in the Crofs,
Thereon my Merit hangs ;

‘To it all elfe is earthly drofs,
My wealth my Jesu’s Pangs.
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Yes! from His Wounds [prings forth my life ;

My refuge is His Grave ;

His Grace fhall foothe my laft dark ftrife ;

He rofe again to [ave.

While His Compaffion wearies not
I fhall not Merit lack ;
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While glows the Love my Soul that bought
His Mercy will not flack.

The more my Mafter’s Power to fave,
‘The more fecure am I;

In JEsu’s Wounds to live I crave,
In JEsu’s Arms to die.

Avbol! donde el Cielo quilo.
| ’l

€\
ev,u
e ’S

REE! which Heavenhaswilled to dower
With that true Fruit whence we live,
As that other, death did give ;
Of new Eden lovelieft Flower ;
Bow of light, that in worft hour
Of the worft flood Signal true,
O’er the world, of Mercy threw ;
Fair Plant, yielding [weeteft Wine ;
Of our David Harp Divine ;
Of our Mofes Tables new ;
Sinner am 1, therefore 1
Claim upon thy Mercies make,
Since alone for finners’ fake
'Gob on Thee endured to die.

|
|



249

Duam delpedus, quam refetud.

H, what fhame and defolation,
Working out the world’s Salvation,
Deigned the King of Heavento bear!
See Him, bowed with Sorrows endlefs,
Hungry, Thirfty, Poor, and Friendlefs,
Even to the Crofs repair.

Hold His Wrongs in recolleition,

Who, in undeferved Affli&ion,
Woandered through a thanklefs land :

Countlefs Agonies unmeafured

In thy heart of hearts keep treafured,
If at all thou underftand.

To the Crofs from Judgment taken,
Silent, of His Friends forfaken,

From no Torments doth He fhrink ;
There His Hands and Feet they pierced,
There of gall, as one accursed,

Gave the King of kings to drink.

See, the Eye no longer flafhes,
And the Face is white like afhes,
Furrowed with an iron pain,
On that blefséd Form unfhrouded

Ancient Comelinefs is clouded ;
Scarce doth any Grace remain.
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Whofo heareft and believet,

See that in this Grief thou grieveft ;
Groan for heavinefs of heart ;

Vex thy flefh, thy Soul, with forrow ;

Weeping reach thy hand, and borrow
From the Crofs each cruel fmart.

With the curfe upon Him lying,
Mark the MaN of Sorrows dying,
Strong in pain, our crowning Seed :
Juftly, then, be thou contented
With thy LorD to be tormented,
On the Crofs with Him to bleed.

Brother! in all work whatever

Still to fee CHRIsT’S Wounds endeavour,
Still take up the Crofs He bore ;

Count Him thine eternal Treafure,

Let thine heart, with deepening pleafure,
Feed upon Him more and more.

Crucified ! fuftain Thy Servant,

Make my Soul with anguifh fervent
Feel Thy Paffion day by day.

Lovingly I yearn to cherifh

That [weet Crofs where Thou didft perifh,
In Thine Arms to pafs away.
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ECalter Ehen,

ERE is nothing more that they can do
" For all their rage and boaft ;
Caiaphas with his blafpheming crew,
Herod with his hoft, =

Pontius Pilate in his Judgment-hall
Judging their Judge and his,

Or he who led them all and paffed them all
Arch-Judas with his kifs. k¥

‘The Sepulchre made fure with ponderous Stone,
Seal that fame Stone, O Prieft ;

It may be thou fhalt block the Holy ONE
From rifing in the eaft:

1 o

Set a watch about the Sepulchre
To watch on pain of death ;

They muft hold faft the Stone if ONE Jhould ﬁlr

And fhake it from beneath.

Gop Almighty, He can break a Seal
And roll away a Stone ;
Can grind the proud in duft who would not kneel,

And crufh the mighty one. i

* * * * *

There is nothing more that they can do
For all their paffionate care,

‘Thofe who fit in duft, the bleffed few,
And weep and rend their hair :
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Peter, Thomas, Mary Magdalene,
The Virgin Unreproved,
afeph with Nicodemus foremoft men,
And John the Well-beloved,

Bring your fineft Linen and your Spice,
Swathe the Sacred Deap,

Bind with careful hands and piteous eyes
The Napkin round His Head ;

Lay Him in the Garden-rock to reft ;
Reft you the Sabbath length :

The Sun That went down crimfon in the weft
Shall rife renewed in Strength.

Gop Almighty fhall give Joy for pain,
Shall comfort him who grieves :

Lo! He with Joy fhall doubtlefs come again
And with Him bring His Sheaves.

51 vig dere glovfare,

F thou doft wifh to joy indeed
(@l And win from Gop fuch glorious Meed

As circles Him Who wears it,
Then thou muft hail the Crown to-day,
And ever follow on the way

The Steps of Him Who bears it.

This Wreath the Heavenly Sovereign wore,
Honouring and hallowing what He bore
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Upon His Forehead holy ;
Twas in this Helm He fought, and thus
He flew His old Foe on the Crofs,
While fuffering, fad, and lowly.

The Helmet of our warring Chief,
Our Conqueror’s triumphant Leaf,
Our Heavenly Pontiff’s Mitre—
Firft was it made of thorn, and now,
Since it has touched His hallowing Brow,
Than very gold ’tis brighter.

CHR1sT’s Paffion touched and ftill adorns
The points of thofe transfigured thorns
With Bleffednefs fupernal,
That o’er our nature wild doth fpread,
And vanquifhes the final dread
Of Death that is eternal.

Of gathered ills a penal wreath,
With many a probing thorn beneath,
For thofe whom paffions harden
Is fhaped—jyet turns to gold, when fin

Is put away, and from within
Each turns to fue for pardon.

O JEesu Holy, Jesu Kind,

Grant us, in our great ftrait, to find
Succefs of Thy Forecafting ;

So harmonize our hearts within

That we a bleffed Crown may win
Of Glory everlafting.



254 The Palion.

Chritus Confolator,

of thofe that have none other,
for life by Father, Mother,
their deareft loft or taken,
vy not by Thee forfaken ;
Comfort Thou the fad and lonely,
Saviour Dear, for Thou canft only.

When the glooms of night are o’er us,
Satan in his ftrength before us ;
When defpair and doubt and terror
Drag the blinded heart to error;
Comfort Thou the poor and lonely,
Saviour Dear, for Thou canft only.

By Thy days of earthly trial,

By Thy friend’s foreknown denial,

By Thy Crofs of bitter anguifh,

Leave not Thou Thy Lambs to languifh :
Comforting the weak and lonely

Lead them in Thy Paftures only.

Sick with hope deferred, or yearning

For the never now returning,

When the glooms of grief o’erfhade us,
‘Thou haft known, and Thou wilt aid us :
To Thine own Heart take the lonely,
Leaning on Thee only, only.
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D Calbarp.

CALVARY'!

Thou Mount of Myjtery ;
Might I but climb thy fteep
And lay me down to weep ;
Might I but apprehend the Crofs,
And leave for e’er this earthly drofs!

O Calvary !
To all Eternity
Shall be the found moft dear
To fuch as love and fear,
As love and fear the facred Name
Of Him Who bore the Crofs and fhame.

*Twas on thy height,
Amid meridian night,
He bowed His Head and died,
For finners crucified ;
And clofed through mortal Woe and Thrall,
Crying—"Tis finifhed, finifhed all.

To Thee, to Thee
Alone, my Gop, I flee;
To Thee Who fhed Thy Blood,
. ‘Thirfting to drain the flood,
Eager to cleanfe the ftain of guilt
By that Thy boundlefs Love hath [pilt.
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In every Cry
Of matchlefs Agony,
Which wrung Thy tortured Frame,
I mark but fill the fame,
Thy Grace, my need; Thy Love, my fmn ;
Thy Joy an erring Soul to win.

Then, fie! my heart,
If thou canjt e’er depart
From fuch a pricelefs Friend
Who died thy death to end ;
If thou, 'my Soul, canft e’er forget
Him Who hath paid thy Heaven-ward debt.

Acrborem malitae exfeinve.

boldly down the tree of malice ;
.eep—root up its hidden pride ;
er in a goodly chalice

Gatner the poifon from its fide.

There is a Tree of Life ereed,

A goodlier fhade, on Calvary’s height ;
In place of that, be this elected,

Thither repair and find delight.

There at the Crofs of Ages bending,
Pour forth thy vows, raife up thy prayer,
And ’neath that fhade of Love unending,
Thy heart fhall breathe a tranquil air.
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For there no tempeft, florm, or forrow,
But what fweet Love can foothe, may fall ;
A day of toil—and on the morrow
Reft endlefs fhall atone for all.

As on a rock the wild waves beating,
Break idly with unmeaning foam,
So pain is fhort, and forrow fleeting
Where JEsus fpeaks, and calls thee Home.

O ever bleffed Crofs of ages,

How [weet the hope by thee begot :
How dark and difmal all prefages,

How cheerlefs all where Thou art not.

What (prings of Love, increafing ever,
Well from the fountain of the Crofs ;

How fhall thy brook become a river,
And all but Thee, Sweet JEsus, lofs!

Father, into Thy Bandg J commend
MWy Spitit.

HE Race is nearly finifhed, the Battle
well nigh done,
Looks down the Mighty FATHER well
pleafed upon His Sow ;
Andthenationsof the earthtothe Crofsin fpirit come
To liften to His dying Words—the fignal of their
doom.

:
T
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The Saint alike and finner are kneeling filent there,

Thofe weeping tears of gladnefs, thefe rapt in dull
defpair;

For well they know thofe dying Words fhall one
day reach each Soul,

And even as it lived its life, fhall madden or confole.

And now the moment comes, He lifts His Eyes to
Heaven—

Lo! FATHER, It is done—the Tafk whichthou haft
given,

I have trod the prefs alone, poured out My Blood
like wine,

And have [natched thefe Souls from Hell ; behold
them—they are Thine.

Juftice and Peace have kiffed, and Mercy is recon-
ciled,

And each finful fon of Eve, FATHER, is now Thy
Child ¢

I fought for each, that each might with Me the
Land inherit,

And FATHER into Thy Hands I now commend My
Spirit.

With a loud Voice He [poke—and then bowed
Him down to die,

And all the weeping nations took from His Lips
that Cry ; ,

Up as one mighty Vow it went from the Blood-
ftained earth

Claiming for all her fons a new and immortal
Birth— ’ ‘
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Receive them for His Sake Who died that they
might inherit— .

Into Thy Hands, O LorD, we commend each
parting Spirit !

The Entombment,

UR Bleffed Lorp, flill on the Crofs
behold :
Thofe tender pitying Eyes are clofed
in death;
And thofe Almighty Hands, rigid and cold ;
Sealedare thofe Lips,and filencelocks the Breath:
He is not left alone : by that fad T'ree
Borne down with grief His holy Mother ftands
With His beloved Difciple : weeping fee
‘The proftrate Magdalene with clafpéd hands.

They who in fecret came to Him in life,
Boldly in death confefs Him before men,
Fine Linen bring, with Myrrh, and Spices rife ;

They join the forrowing group, and weep with
them.

Mark with what reverent care they now take down
That Bleeding ForM, and gently they begin

To lift the thorny Crown, draw forth the nails
By cruel hands fo roughly driven in.

His Bleffed Mother weeps, clafps that dear Head
Which on her Bofom [lept in early years ;
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Thofe Bleffed Feet, fo wounded, cold, and dead
Again the Magdalene now bathes with tears :

His feared and wafted Limbs are gently bound
In the fine Linen ; pouring fweet perfume

Of Myrrh and Spices in the gaping Wound,
With mournful hafte theybear Him tothe Tomb.

Lorp JEsus, grant me Grace to banifh hence
Thofeheinous fins which nailed Thee to the Trree,
Embalming Thee with Myrrh of penitence
In my cleanfed heart, in holy purity :
‘Thee the rich Stranger to his new Tomb bore ;
Vouchfafe to make my heart Thy refting-place :
Would none had ever laid therein before !
Oh, cleanfe, renew it, till the Day of Grace.

The Betrapal.

is the wind, the [cene is drear,
-ay of comfort can appear
or Him Who comforts all :
augels reluant fold their plumes
As the great Foe his poft affumes
Upon the field to fall. ‘

Yet fome brief triumph is at hand,

Such as the Serpent may command
‘To bruife EMMANUEL’s Heel ;

And through the centre of His Heart

Send, dipt in poifon, many a dart
He bitterly muft feel.
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For, lo! o’er Cedron’s fhallow ftream,

See how thofe lurid torches gleam

~ In fitful ftreaks of light :

Weapons of war are glittering there,

The fword that knows not how to fpare
Either by day or night.

And one before the reft advances

Juft as a Demon, when he glances
Upon fome [potlefs prey :

And clothes himfelf in gentle form,

Left, prefcient of the coming ftorm,
The prize fhould pafs away.

O meek Redeemer, doft Thou move

To meet the Traitor, and reprove
That execrable kifs ?

Yielding Thyfelf for a finful man,

Whofe life on earth is but a [pan—
Was ever Love like this?

Alas! for me the guilt is mine
Whene’er againft Thy Will benign
My treacherous heart hath ftood :
Mine are the lips that hath betrayed,
Mine is the debt which muft be paid
With Groans, and Tears, and Blood.
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Jelu, mi Dulcilme, Domine Coclotunt,

Solace of my Soul,

entle Mediator,

; of Kings from pole to pole,

..eaven and earth’s Creator,
Who can praife Thee as he ought,
- Thee, the world-wide Wonder,
Tell what pangs our forrows wrought,
Rending Thee afunder?

Love, it drew Thee from the [ky,
Love of Souls that perifhed,
Leaving—here on earth to die—
All Thy Glories cherifhed :

Born into the vale of tears,
There Thyfelf more tearful ;

Toiling up the fteep of years
‘To a height more fearful.

Born life’s faddeft paths to tread,
Thou the world’s Salvation ;
Hungry, Thou the Living Bread
In its defolation ;

Thou, the fourfold River’s Fount,
Paradife all fteeping,

Thirfting on the curfed Mount,
In the Garden weeping.
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Oh, the depth, the breadth, the height
Of Thy Love’s extenfion, '
Jesus, Oh, the wondrous might
Of Thy Condefcenfion ;
Innocency’s pureft bloom,
All Thy Foes refuting,
Bearing all our forrow’s doom,
All our fins imputing.

Mine the while the joys of life,
‘Thine its Tribulation ;

Mine the glory of the ftrife,
‘Thine the Confternation ;

Mine the banquet’s [weetnefs all,
Thine the Self-devotion,

Thine the Vinegar and Gall
For Thy bitter Potion.

Jt ig finithed!

T is finifhed! He hath feen
P Each beloved one leave His Side ;
He by one betrayed hath been, -
By the chief of all denied.

It is finifhed ! He hath wept
O’er the coming of His Woe,
Till the Blood in torrents [wept
To the reddening ground below.
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It is finifhed! He hath borne
Scourges that His Bones laid bare, -

Purple Robe and Crown of fcorn,
Sceptred reed, and mocking ftare.

It is finifhed! He hath ftood
By the ribald King, whofe hand
Guilty of the Baptift’s blood,
Mocked Him to his Soldier band.

It is finifhed! He hath bowed
*Neath the Crofs to Calvary’s fteep,

And hath feen amid the crowd—
Bitter woe !—His Mother weep.

It is finifhed! Not a walil
Told His Pain, when hammers fent,
To the very Heart, the nail
Through His Sinews crufhed and rent.

It is finifhed! He hath hung
Three long hours, in grief to die,

Curfes loud on every tongue,
Malice in each heart and eye.

It is finifhed! Mocked and curft

Through the gloom His laft Words fighing ;
Sin and Hell have done their worft :

It is finifhed! He is dying.

It is finifhed ! John is weeping— ,
Well he knows the fight is won— . .-
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Though the Mother ftill is keeping
Silent watch befide her Son.

It is finifhed! Nought is left—
He may yield at laft His Breath, -
Bleeding, bruifed, forlorn, bereft—
LiFE in dying conquers Death.

The Sacred High.

AY ! grieved One, ftay!

> =\| ] have opened to ftrangers the facred cell
4| Of the Spirit where ‘Thou didft deign to

' dwell—

But leave me not lone to-day.

Return! dread Gueft:
Oh! enter the threfhold that yet doth bear
The holy Crofs that was fculptured there
When the Mafter the manfion bleft.

*Tis with me ftill,
Though the Sign be dimmed and its frefhnefs gone ;
And I truft in His Grace Who died thereon
To fhield me from mortal ill.

Then blefs me now :
Thou that wert by at that folemn hour =
When the holy Prieft, by Thine awful Power,
Firft traced It upon my brow,
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Send ftill Thine Aid:
Till afleep on the lap of the Church I may fall,
And ftart from the duft at the Trumpet-call

In the Might of that Symbol arrayed.

The Sabbath.

Linen bring for Winding-fheet ;
sint His Limbs with Spices [weet ;
| place Him in the frefh-hewn T'omb,

£ jecond time in Virgin-Womb.
‘The warrior refts when ftrife is o’er,
And peace [ucceeds the battle’s roar :
Then, gently down the Conqueror lay
To flumber through the Sabbath-day.
‘That Sabbath-day, it was the laft;
For [carce its numbered hours are paft,
When, burfting from the filent Grave,
He comes the ranfomed world to fave.
‘This is the Day the LorD hath made,
‘The Day of days in light arrayed :
In vain ye feek Him, Sifters three ;
The night is done ; the Sun is free.
Hufh, hufh your weeping ; dry your tears ;
‘This is no time for idle fears :
Behold Him, Mary, at thy fide,
The Rifen Gop, the Glorified.
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Eafter Ehe.

ILENCE in the Houfe of Prayer;
Low our Lorp in earth lies fleeping;
Silence, filence, everywhere,
While the Saints their watch are
keeping.
He at earlieft morn fhall rife ;
Now in myftic Peace He flumbers :

Flow, ye plaintive melodies;
Ring, ye [till recurring numbers.

Sweet it feems to fit and wake
By that Tomb, in garden lonely,
Knowing He can ne’er forfake,
‘This a paffing trial only.

Though for us His Soul doth feek
That myfterious World of Spirits,

He fhall rife to cheer the weak ;
Hope and Joy His Church inherits.

So Lent’s lateft vigil now
Keep we with a tempered fadnefs :
Eajter-morn ! fpeed quickly thou,
And transform this grief to gladnefs.

Silence in the Houfe of Prayer;

Low our LoRbD in earth lies fleeping ;
Silence, filence, everywhere,

While the Saints their watch are keeping.
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Prome vocem, Weng, canoram,

RAW out, fad heart, thy melody,
And tell with plaintive cry
The Sorrows of the Crucified,
The Wounds of Him that died,
Him, Who a willing Vi&im came
To die a Spotlefs Lams.

By that unpitying fury killed,
Our Ranfom He fulfilled ;

We drink Health from His bitter Cup,
His Crofs doth lift us up,

His Stripes for us a balm have found,
*Tis He our wounds hath bound.

With Feet and Hands transfixed in pain
He burfts our bonds in twain ;

For us a healing Fount He bore,
At every bleeding pore—

‘The nails that hold Thee on the Tree
Bind us to that and Thee,

Thy Heart, now ftilled by Death’s cold trance,
Hath pierced the barbed lance,

Opening a door to all below,
Whence Blood and Water flow :

This hath the Fount of cleanfing fhown,
That is our Heavenly Crown.
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Grant, SAVIOUR, that for us below
Thefe Fountains aye may flow,

The Cup of healing here to prove,
The Cup of Blifs above ;

Then we will ever fing Thy Praife
Through Heaven’s eternal Days.

The Love of THrik which palleth
RKnotwledge.

BORE with thee long weary days and
nights,
Through many pangs of Heart,
through many Tears ;
I bore with thee, thy hardnefs, coldnefs, flights,
For three and thirty years. ,

Who elfe had dared for thee what I have dared ?
I plunged the depth moft deep from Blifs above ;.
I not My Flefh, I not My Spirit [pared :
Give thou Me love for Love.

For thee I thirfted in the daily drouth,
For thee I trembled in the nightly froft :
Mauch f(weeter thou than honey to My Mouth :
Why wilt thou ftill be loft ?

I bore thee on My Shoulders and rejoiced :
Men only marked upon My Shoulders borne
The branding Crofs; and fhouted hungry-voiced,
Or wagged their heads in fcorn.
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Thee did nails grave upon My Hands, thy name
Did thorns for frontlets ftamp between Mine
Eyes:
I, Holy ONE, put on thy guilt and fhame,
I, Gop, Prieft, Sacrifice.

A thief upon My right Hand and My left ;
Six hours alone, athirft, in mifery:
At length in death one fmote My Heart, and cleft
A Hiding-place for thee.

Nailed to the racking Crofs, than bed of down
More dear, whereon to ftretch Myfelf and fleep:
So did I win a Kingdom—fhare My Crown ;
A harveft—come and reap,

The breaking Beart.

WEARY Heart in weary Breatft,
O weary Heart that will not reft
With all Thy mortal Care oppreft,

Let me in all Thy Pulfes feel,
‘The Love of Him whofe Love can heal
And give me everlafting Weal !

Oh, let me, paffing where He trod,
By Olivet’s anointed fod
Study the breaking Heart of Gop ;
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That Heart with forrow overfraught,
To Agony intenfeft wrought
By paffions of atoning thought :

Till [ympathy true likenefs breed
And all my inner nature bleed,
In fuffering with the Love Indeed.

‘Till dowered by [upernal Grace,
‘This mortal will Gop’s Will embrace,
And a new pulfe the old replace.

271



PART V.
Eafter.
THE RESURRECTION OF CHRIST.

PWundi renohatio,

the world’s frefh dawn of birth
Ceems with new rejoicings rife ;
RIST is rifing, and on earth
Al things with Him rife to life.
Feeling this memorial Day
Him the elements obey,
Serve, and lay afide their ftrife.

Gleamy fire flits to and fro,
Throbs the everlafting air,
Water without paufe doth flow,
And the earth ftands firm and fair ;
Light creations upward leap,
Heavier to the centre keep,
All things renovation fhare.
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Clearer are the fkies above,
And more quiet is the fea,
Each low wind is full of love,
Our own vale is blooming free,
Drynefs flufhing into green,
Warm delight where froft hath been,
For Spring cometh tenderly.

Melted is the ice of Death,

And the world’s Prince driven away ;
From amidft us vanifheth

All his old tyrannic fway.
He, who fought to clafp more tight
‘That wherein he held no right,

Fails of his peculiar prey.

Life is vanquifher of Death,
And the Joy man loft of old
‘That he now recovereth,
Even Paradife to hold.
For the Cherub, keeping ward,
By the Promife of the Lorp
Turns the many-flaming fword,
And the willing gates unfold.

The Defeat of Death.

E comes! He comes! the Tomb
Opens her pregnant womb,
And Life and Light fpring forth in
myftic birth ;

T
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‘The garden flowers exhale
Scents on the morning gale,
Heaven gives her Angel-guard, her fragrance
earth :
The Grave is [wallowed up, and Death muft
die ;
Where is thy fting, O Death? where, Grave, thy
viftory ?

Fling wide, great Heaven, thy door
‘The Lorp of Hofts before ;
He bears the bloffom of the budding Wood :
The Lily [prouts to thee
Her Graft upon the Tree,
The Crofs is quickened from the living Blood ;
Our High Prieft bears His Staff no longerdry,
He [mites thy fting, O Death ; [tays, Grave, thy
vitory.

He comes ! He comes in Might!
‘Triumphant o’er the Night ;
In dread difmay exclaim the Powers of Hell—
We hailed Him as the dead :
With Him our fway has fled,
The firft-fruits of the fleepers breaks our fpell:
We hold the dead ; He raifes all—For He
Has drawn thy fting, O Death ; robbed, Grave,
thy viftory.

Lift up your heads, ye Gates !
The King of Glory waits,
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He waitsbut forthe Rainbowround His Throne :
One half the ring is fet
On earth, the reft is met
Inplighted faith where earth and Heaven areone :
The Bride may lift the veil, her Lorb to Jee:

Where now thy fting, O Death ? where, Grave,
thy viftory ?

* * * *

He comes! He comes, once more !
Roll back the golden door,

The Trumpet founds : once more the Lorp is
come,

In fecond Advent-tide
He comes to claim the Bride,
And bear the Children to their Heavenly home:
There Gob fhallwipe thetear from every eye ;

Where is thy fting, O Death ? O Grave, thy
viftory ?

Jelug lebt, mit Jhm auch ich.

ESUS lives—no longer now

_ Can thy terrors, Death, appal us;
4| Jesus lives—by this we know

Thou, O Grave, canft not enthral us :
Brighter fcenes at Death commence;
This fhall be our confidence.
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Jesus lives—to Him the Throne
High o’er Heaven and earth is given ;
We may go where He is gone,
Reft and reign with Him in Heaven :
 Gob through CHrisT forgives offence ;
This fhall be our confidence.

JEsus lives—who now defpairs,

Spurns the Word which God hath fpoken ;
Pledged to grant to finners’ prayers,

Grace whereby fin’s yoke is broken :
CHRIST rejefs not penitence ;
‘This fhall be our confidence.

Jesus lives—for us He died ;
Hence will we, to Jesus living,
Pure in heart and a& abide,
Praife to Him and Glory giving :
Freely Gop doth Grace difpenfe;
This fhall be our confidence.

JEsus lives—our hearts know well,
Nought from us His Love fhall fever;

Life nor Death, nor powers of Hell,
Part us now from CHRisT for ever :

God will be a fure Defence ;

This fhall be our confidence.

JEsus lives—henceforth is Death
Entrance-gate of Life immortal ;
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This fhall calm our trembling breath,
When we pafs its gloomy portal :

Faith fhall cry, as fails each fenfe—

Lorp, Thou art our Confidence.

“Yuvoupty acou Xpiore, 10 cwripioy Mabos.

, we fing Thy faving Paffion,
e Arifing glorify ;
‘or ever to abolifh
1 uou upon the Crofs didft die;
Then from Hades Thou didft haften,
As alone Omnipotent ;
Grant us Peace in life, Redeemer,
Joy when earthly life is fpent.

Sing we now Thy Condefcenfion,
CHRIsT, with Gop the FATHER OnE;

We in lofty hymns will praife ‘Thee,
Mary-Mother’s Bleffed Son.

Thou for us as MaN didft fuffer,
‘Willingly the Crofs didjt bear,

That Thy Refurretion-glory
We, the fons of men, may fhare.

Coming as from bridal chamber,
Robed with orient morning-light,

Bringing to the world Salvation,
Spoiling Hell of all her might ;
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Raifing by Thy Refurreétion,
Man to dignity moft high;

CHRIST, may we with pure thank(giving
Thee for ever glorify.

O give ug Peace.

GIVE us Peace—the weary Heathen
cried—
Peace hath its home without, above,
around,
In (ky, on wave, in flowers it doth abide,
Only within our hearts it is not found.

‘We know not whence it flows nor what it is ;
But ye, ye fay, are come from a far fhore
Bringing for boon glad News of Joy to this—
What greater joy than Peace ? what lack we
more?

Thus [pake in thefe laft times fad Africa;
And then the Angel of a Church new-born
‘Told them how in the paft men yearned as they,
And how Peace came on the firft Eafter morn.

For fince on earth the curfe primaval came
Till o’er it Feet Divine in bleffing trode,
From many a heart in cares and need the fame
That cry—O give us Peace—went up to Gop.
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‘That cry was heard as on this happy Day
When earth at dawn was bid its Truft difclofe,
When One came down from Heaven and rolled
away
A ftone, and He Who is our Peace arofe.

When with His own ere death He communed laft
*Twas Peace He left them, ’twas His Peace
He gave,
And*¢Peace !’ was Hisfirft Greeting when He paffed
Through the fhut doors as forth from the fealed
Grave,.

Moft fure the Gift of Peace He brought us then,
Peace from the wall broke down, the breach
made whole,
Peace between Gop and man, and Man and men,
Peace in that weary inner world, man’s Soul.

Have we not Peace? hath Henotheard our prayer?
‘The New-birth waters were to us His Tomb,

We rofe from them as He from it, and there
‘The trouble, fin, lay dead as in earth’s gloom.

Shall we be troubled more ? fhall heirs of Heaven
Send from regenerate hearts the Heathen’s cry?
Shall we to whom a better Peace was given
Be fhamed by outward Nature’s harmony ?

Ah, the glad Eafter-bells; they anfwer—No;
Ourheartsmuft be where CHR1sT is, faron High :
Daily, within, the only Peace fhall grow,
If fin, the only trouble, daily die.
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Bic off dieg perug Def,

fs indeed the Day of Gop,
serene its holy Light within,
1en, in His SoN’s moft facred Blood,
Waswafhed away the world’s foul fin.

To Souls deftroyed, It brings relief ;
‘To darkened, makes the vifion clear,
- Wherein the late-forgiven Thief
Diffolves the fpell of guilty fear.

His Crofs of fhame with honour crowned,
Swift he acquired in JEsus truft ;
‘Then, [wifter, at one bleffed bound,
Rofe to the Manfions of the Juft.

A wonder Angels had not wift—
His limbs are rent with penal woes,
Yet, clinging in its guilt to CHRIsT,
His Soul to Life eternal goes.

O Myjtery ! adoring, fall !
Blood that the world’s pollution fcours,
And takes away the fins of all ; '
Flefh which reftores the lapfe of ours.

Ah! what can be [ublime as this ?
- ‘That Grace fhould come in queft of guilt,
Sweet Charity fad fear difmifs,
And new Life fpring from Blood-drops [pilt.
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Can greedy Death the hook devour?
Himfelf enfnare in his own mefh ?

The Life of men he firft o’erpower ?
And then, that Life ftart up afrefh ?

Though death on our whole race hath paft,
Can all the dead to life arife ? :

And he, with his own ftroke down caft,
Mourn °tis himfelf alone that dies ?

Author of all ! here feen by faith,
In this glad Feaft we look to Thee :
From every pang and power of Death,
For ever fet Thy People free.

QAlleluia! CThrilt ig WRilen,

LLELUIA'! Chrift is Rifen
Conqueror o’er Sin and Death ;
Burfting from the death-dark prifon,
Heaven’s high Throne He chal-

lengeth.

In the Tomb, deformed and gory,
Reft of Life the Saviour lay;

Now on Gop’s Right Hand in Glory
O’er the world He beareth fway.

Every knee fhall bend before Him,
Every tongue proclaim Him Lorp ;
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Bleffed is the Womb that bore Him,
Bleft are they who keep His Word.

Ralife then, Lorp, our hearts, we pray Thee,
From the earth to Heaven above ;

Where in Blifs for ever may we
Sing Thy Mercies and Thy Love.

Ecee tempug et vernale.

s in its beauty glowing,
he T'ree, unique in growing,
htheworlditsbranchesthrowing,
Bears our wondrous Ranfom, fhowing
MAN o’er Death viforious.

Urged by Jews of cruel feeling,

Men His myjtic Fruit are peeling ;

O’er the Crofs His Blood is ftealing ;

Heaven grows dark, the earth is reeling,
At this deed notorious.

Charged with blafphemy and treafon,
See Him fcourged, and fuffering lefion
From the Crown of Thorns® adhefion,
Tafting gall, and, without reafon,
Bearing fcoffs opprobrious.

Baut, while frantic Jews are crying,
. ¢Lead Him off for crucifying ;*
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While in torments He is dying ;
To our race, in mifery lying,
Comes Salvation glorious.

Saints of Gop, from your dejetion
Rife in faith and ftrong affetion ;
Give your hearts to joy’s diretion ;
Lo! the Day of Refurrettion
Dawns in brightnefs o’er us.

Pu kommen aer waor Pasgkalroefd.

UR Pafchal Joy at laft is here, "
We praife Thee, CHRIsT, Redeemer
dear,
From death Thy Servants Thou doft
fave,

Thyfelf arifing from the Grave.

The T'ree of Life its Fruit hath borne,
‘The Tree where Thou waft hung in fcorn,
Whereon Thy rofy Blood was fhed—
And now we feed on Heavenly Bread.

We praife Thee, JEsu, for Thy Hand
Hath freed us from Corruption’s band,
Our weary thraldom now is o’er,

We bow beneath the Law no more.
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True Pafchal Lams, for finners flain,
CHRIsT, free from blemifh, pure from ftain,
Be Thou our Strength, our Food, our Life,
In all our need, in all our ftrife.

Thou Who haft conquered Hell in fight ;
We can do all things through Thy Might,
Set free the [laves, to give Thee laud,
And bring them to the Land of Gob.

O Rifen Lorp, grant us to rife,

As Thou haft done, in joyful wife,

Firft, for Thy Work, from error’s gloom,
Then, on the Laft Day, from the tomb.

We praife Thee, Who from Death’s fierce hold
The carnal, under evil fold,
Hajt freed, and pointed out the way

- Where we muft tread to live for aye.

®od {8 gone up with a mevry Roile.

is gone up with a merry noife
Of Saints that fing on high,
ith His own Right Hand and His.
holy Arm
He hath won the vifory.

Now empty are the courts of Death,
And crufhed thy fting, Defpair :
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And rofes bloom in the defert tomb,
For JEsus hath been there.

And He hath tamed the ftrength of Hell,
And dragged him through the [ky,

And captive behind His Chariot wheel
He hath bound Captivity.

Dacee eft fanda Sollemnitag tullemnitatuin.

AIL! the holy Day of days:
High the fong of triumph raife ;
To the Saviour’s Glory tell
How the Crofs hath vanquifhed Hell,

And the empire, old and ftrong,

Satan’s power had held fo long.

By the precious Blood are we

Now Redeemed of CHRIsT, and free ;

High thank(giving therefore raife,

Sing the great Redeemer’s praife.

King of kings, thy Saints unite

To the choir of Angels bright ;

Hear them when they make their prayer,

For Thy Worfhip is their care ;

Show them, Lorp, Thy tender Grace,

All the [weetnefs of Thy Face.

Thou, Who wouldft not man fhould lie

Under righteous doom to die, '

Who, for man, didft ftoop fo low

Death Thyfelf to undergo,
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Thou haft changed that Law of doom,
Rifing from Thy facred Tomb.

Now, Thy bitter Paffion done,

Thou, the Well-beloved Son

Of the FATHER, throned on high,
Ruleft all below the f(ky.

Alleluia! Lorp, we fing

Jesu, CHrist, Redeemer, King.

Be ig Wifen!

is rifen! He is rifen!
JEsus CHRIsT is rifen to-day :

e the bands of Death hath riven,
He, the Life, the Truth, the Way.

Why approach, ye weeping fair,
Bringing Unguents for your King ?
Ye but find a fhining pair
Who the joyous Anthems fing—

He is rifen ! He is rifen!
Jesus CHrisr is rifen to-day :

He the bands of Death hath riven,
He, the Life, the Truth, the Way :

Hafte ye to proclaim the ftory ;
Linger not around the Tomb:

Hafte to find the Lorp of Glory
In His Refurrection bloom.
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So may we, when loved ones bearing
To the dull and cheerlefs grave,

Hear a Voice from Heaven declaring—
JEsus died, and rofe to fave.

Now, O Death, in triumph fwallowed,
Where is vifible thy fting ?

Hades! e’en thy courts were hallowed
By the prefence of thy King.

Gone, O Grave, thy power for ever ;
Vanifhed is the ftrength of fin:

JEsus came Hell’s chains to fever ;
CHr1sT our Vittory hath been.

Myriad myriad tongues are pealing
Forth their hymn of joy to-day ;
Heaven and earth, one rapture feeling,

Blend in one harmonious lay—

He is rifen! He is rifen!
JEsus CHRIsT is rifen to-day :

He the bands of Death hath riven,
He, the Life, the Truth, the Way.

Salbe! felta Dieg, toto venerabilis aebo,

AIL! Day of days, in peals of praife
Throughout all ages owned,
When CHrisT our Gob, Hell’s empire
trod,
And high o’er Heaven was throned.
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Thou funn’ft the year, the months doft cheer,
Thou, Day of days moft bright,

Doft through each hour thy brightnefs pour,
All time and fpace doft light.

CHrisT, Heaven’s true Wealth, earth’s faving
Health,
Creator, Saviour Bleft,
Gob’s only Son, th’ Eternal ONE,
True Gop of Gop confeft.

When wrecked and drowned in depth profound
Thine Eye loft man furveyed ;

‘Thou, wondrous Plan! to refcue man,
Thyfelf True MAN wert made.

Who Life doft give to all that live,
Thou lay’ft Thee on Thy Bier;
From gloomy Grave to raife and fave,

Thou walk’ft the Valley drear.

Almighty Lorp, fulfil the Word
Thou gav’ft Thy mourning Dove,

*T'is the third morn ; to Life return;
Arife, my buried Love.

Thy Face reftore, Thy Light once more
O’er worlds reviving fhed ;

Bring back the day, which far away
When Thou wert dying, fled. -
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The gates unclofe, the bars unloofe,
The Souls in bondage free,

And raife up all, whate’er doth fall,
That all may rife with Thee.

Bail! Dap of jopoug Reft,

AIL! Day of joyous Reft,
On which our Lorp arofe :
Now every Chriftian breaft
With facred pleafure glows ;
And every Chriftian tongue fhould fing
An Eafter-fong to Sion’s King.

Ah, erft, on midnight ground,

In forrow He was found

Bedewed with His own Blood,

While crying unto Gop :
Strange was that bitter Agony,
He felt in thee, Gethfemane!

And on the myftic Crofs

He fuffered wondrous lofs ;

*Midft pain and foul difgrace,

His FaThER hid His Face;
And earth and Hell were alive then
To crufh the Friend of friendlefs men.

He died—and Jofeph’s Tomb
Gave the predicted room
v
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‘To bury Him ; and there,

With ftern and jealous care,
To make it fure, they fealed the ftone,
And left Him with their guards alone.

But all their craft and power
Availed them not that hour ;
Th’ appointed time was come,
And forthwith from the Tomb
He rofe; for, lo! th* aftonifhed rock
Was fhivered, as by earthquake-fhock.

Yes, JEsus left the grave,
And took His Life again ;
And now He lives to fave
The dying fons of men—
Let His triumphant praife be fung
Through every land by every tongue.

Be ig not Hhere!

E is not here! What words of cheer,
Of vitory, that early dawn
Heard Angels utter—Seek not here :
This is the Refurre&ion-morn.

He is not here! It could not be

That Death fhould hold his Conqueror. Run;
Tell them ; where they laid Him fee,

See how the conqueft He hath won.
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He fs not here! ‘The Triumph fpread,
CHrisT, the Firft Fruits, was the cry
Of willing Martyrs as they bled ;
To rife with Him *twas gain to die.

He is not here! ‘Then all is well ;
It breathes a hope, it lights the way ;
Thou will not leave my Soul in Hell,
Now He hath rifen, all may fay.

Mortig portig fracis, fortig.

O! the gates of Death are broken,
And the ftrong Man armed is fpoiled
Of his armour which he trufted,
By the ftronger Arm defpoiled.
Vanquifhed is the Prince of Hell,
Smitten by the Crofs he fell.

Then the pureft Light refplendent
Shone thofe feats of darknefs through,
‘When, to fave whom He created,
Gob willed to create anew,
That the finner might not perifh,
For him the Creator dies,
By Whofe Death our dark lot changing,
Life again for us doth rife.

Satan groaned, defeated then,
When the Vi¢tor ranfomed men ;
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Fatal was to him the ftrife,
Unto man the fource of life ;
Captured as he feized his prey,
He is flain as he would flay.

Thus the King all Hell hath vanquifhed
Glorioufly and mightily ;

On the firft day leaving Hades,
Victor He returns on High.

Thus Gob brought man back to Heaven,
When He rofe from out the Grave,

‘The pure primal Life beftowing,
Which creating firft He gave.

By the Sufferings of his Maker,
‘To his perfe&t Paradife

The firft dweller thus returneth—
Wherefore thefe glad fongs arife.

T\ \ e 7/ e/ 3/ \ 2 /
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IS thofe who feek the break of day
»H Full early in the morning,
A Y| The women came where JEsus lay,
Who late had borne the fcorning.
Sweet Ointment in their hands they brought,
And ere the Sun had rifen,
The Sun of Righteoufnefs they fought,
Now fet within Death’s prifon.
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And thus they cried—The Body here,
Let us give new anointing ;

The quick’ning Flefh, the Body dear,
Which by Divine appointing

From this dark Sepulchre fhall rife,
And Adam’s race deliver,

And lift the fallen to the [kies
To reign in Blifs for ever.

And like the Magi, haften we
To Him with love adoring ;

Sweet Spices, too, our gifts fhall be,
And we muft weep, imploring

That He, in [waddling Clothes no more,
But in fine Linen lying,

Would grant the fallen when life is o’er,
The Gift of Life undying.

9 &noto that mp Redeemer liveth.

H! to write
In refulgent rays of Light :

In the Rock that lives through ages ;
Yea, with adamantine pen record
Every word.

Preffed with woe,
This I confidently know—

293

Grave in brafs; or fhape the pages,
Which the matchlefs Truth recite
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My Divine Redeemer liveth
Yet to reappear below.
Oh, what joy that profpect giveth,
Gilding with a blaze of Heavenly light
Death’s dread night.

In the Tomb
Let this frame of duft confume ;
Yet thefe eyes, in fwift tranfition,
Reawaken from their gloom,
Thefe fhall yet attain the Vifion
Of my Gop and SAvIoUR, as He is,
Throned in Blifs.

Rabboni!

! Mafter, Lorp Divine,
y loft, fo ftrangely found !
re I touch, once more I twine
my arms thofe facred Feet around.
Hold Thee I muft ; for much I fear me,
That but for this enforced delay,
Elijah-like, Thy Gop will bear thee
I know not whither, far away.

Mary! I came not from above
As thofe white-robed Angels come,
To do fome deed of wrath or love,
Then f[pread their wings in hafte for home.
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Not yet unto My Throne afcended—
Unloofe thy grafp ; fuch fears are vain :
Depart, and ere My Work is ended
Thou fhalt behold My Face again.

Detain Me not. ‘The loving touch
But waftes the hour of loving deeds,

And all thou valueft fo much, ’

"~ While yet we linger, ufelefs fpeeds.

Go, bid My Brethren hafte before Me,
Hence to their native Galilee,

There fhall thy Lorp afcend in Glory,
And they My Heavenward flight fhall fee.

And thou—let not thy courage fhrink ;
Abfent, I fhall be with thee ftill ;
My Flefh to eat, My Blood to drink,
My SpirIT in thy heart to dwell.
I go unto our common FATHER ;
Yet in My Name, in mutual prayer,
Wherever two or three fhall gather, v
There fhall they meet and touch Me there.

Ballelufah ! Thrittug lebt,

! JEsus lives ;

w the Living ONE ¢

doomy houfe of Death
rorn we Conqueror has gone,
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Bright Forerunner to the fkies
Of His People, yet to rife.

JEsus lives, let all rejoice;
Praife Him, ranfomed ones of earth ;
Praife Him, in a nobler fong,
Cherubim of Heavenly birth ;
Praife the Viftor-King, Whofe Sway
Sin, and Death, and Hell obey.

JEsus lives, why weepeft thou?
Why that fad and frequent figh?
He Who died our Brother here,
Lives our Brother ftill on high,
Lives for ever to beftow
Blefings on His Church below.

Jesus lives, and thus, my Soul,
Life eternal waits for thee ;
Joined to Him, thy living Head,
Where He is, thou too fhalt be ;
With Himfelf, at His Right Hand,
Vitor over Death fhalt ftand.

Jesus lives, to Him my heart
Draws with ever-new delight :
Earthly vanities, depart,
Hinder not my Heavenward flight ;
Let this Spirit ever rife
To its Magnet in the fkies.
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Alleluia ! Angels, fing,
Join us in our hymn of praife,
Let your chorus fwell the ftrain
Which our feebler voices raife—
Glory to our Gop above,
And on earth His Peace and Love.

Pone lucum fHagdalena,

—

! BIARY ! put thy grief away,

(7 k And thy dropping eyelid clear,

L;_L_J *Tis not Simon’s feaft to-day,
*T'is no time to fhed a tear;

There are thoufand [prings of joy,
Thoufand fprings of tranfport high.

Mary ! learn to fmile again,

Let thy beaming forehead brighten,
Far is banifhed every pain,

Now the Sun of funs doth lighten.
CHrisT the World from Death hath freed,
Yea, the Lorp is rifen indeed.

Mary ! leap for joy and gladnefs,
CHRIsT hath triumphed o’er the tomb,
He hath clofed the fcene of fadnefs,
He of Death hath fealed the doom,
Whom thou late in death wert mourning
Welcome now to life returning.
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Mary ! lift thy trembling glance,

View Him rifen with deep amaze,
See, how fair that Countenance,

On thofe Wounds refplendent gaze.
How like pureft pearls they f(hine,
Sparkling all with life Divine.

Mary! live, yea, live again,

Now thy Light again hath fhone,
Tranfport (well through every vein,
Now the fting of Death is gone,

Far away be gloom and fadnefs,
All once more be joy and gladnefs.

The fopful Worn.

Morn! the joyful Morn !
ay of days hath come,
Is of mighty Death are torn,
And vanquifhed is the Tomb.
‘The joyful Morn! Oh, Joy of joys!
‘The Lorp hath conquered Hell,
And Death hath heard, who all deftroys,
His own deep paffing-bell.
The joyful Morn! the Tomb is left,
No more the Lorp is there ;
The trembling earth and rocks have cleft,
And Joy [prings up for fear.
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The Angels and Archangels fair
In Heaven their harps new ftring,

And in earth’s fweet-toned chorus [hare,
And rapturoufly fing—

Captives we were, and chained, and bound
‘To bitter mifery ;

But, at Thy Refurretion-found
No more, for we are free :

Free Thee to ferve in humble Fear,
In duteous Love and Joy;

Free from our ancient bondage drear ;
Free for the Saints’ employ.

Qurota luclg rutilat,

IHE ruddy Morning clear and bright
Glows [weetly out withnew-born Light ;
The Heaven with folemn praifes rings,
And earth with exultation fings,
Whilft Hell wails forth her bittereft moans,
And at her very centre groans,

As the Almighty King of Heaven,

The bonds of Death in funder riven,

Low trampling down the powers of Hell,
Frees from deep pain us miferable :

He, Who before in Death repofed,

By the rocky Tomb enclofed,

Whilft ftone, and feal, the foldiers fhare

Of the awful Tomb the care,

Triumphantly o’er fin’s fad reign

Now leads on high His noble Train.
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Cedant julti Ggna lucug,

! Ojoy! ye broken-hearted,
7! the deathful fea is parted :
Here and there the ramping wave
Frowns befide an empty grave ;
With His Blood the LAME has laved us,
With His Paffing Curist has faved us,
Shouting on the Red-Sea fhore
Alleluias! evermore,

Loud above the billows’ thunder,

Sound the chains He rives afunder;
Saints below of ancient days
Gliften with His rifing Rays,

Saints who died before they faw Him

Yearn to rife on earth before Him,
Yearn to take the form He wore—
Alleluia! evermore.

All our marbled flumber breaking,
From our finful dreams awaking,
From our worldly cerements free,
JEsus, make us rife with Thee—
Thee, our Death, Hell’s portals rending,
Thee our Life, to Gop afcending
All our Bleffings to reftore ;
Alleluia! evermore.



301

IRoli We tangere.

OUCH Me not, Mary, touch Me not ;
Thy eager love reftrain :
Touch Me not, Mary, touch Me not,
For I have rifen again.

This Body, Mary, is not now
As while I fat at meat,
A finner, Mary, fuch as thou,
With tear-drops wafhed My Feet.

No longer, Mary, may thy heart
An earthly homage fhow ;

No longer, Mary, till we part
The fond carefs beftow.

For quickly, Mary, to My Throne,
Beyond that dark blue (ky,

This Body, Mary, muft be gone,
And veiled from human eye.

Then mayeft thou, Mary, drawing near,
With love more true and warm,
Behold Me, Mary, touch Me here
In Sacramental Form.

Faith’s yearning, Mary, then fhall bind
Me clofer to thy Soul ;

And contrite finners ever find
My Prefence make them whole.
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Touch Me not, Mary, I afcend—
Go, hafte, My Brethren tell —

In Heaven your Monarch, Saviour, Friend,
True Gop and MAN to dwell.

Wie herrlich rablt bag Worgentoth!

brightly glows the morning red !
r Life hath conquered, Death hath
fled,

‘1'he ‘Tomb is void, the warders foiled,
The Heavens exult, and Hell is fpoiled.
The whole Creation’s wide expanfe
Joys in its Rifen Saviour’s Glance,
For He, Who dead and buried lay,
Hath caft the cords of Death away.
His facred Wounds are gleaming bright,
And choirs of Angels in the height
Upon the clouds of purple reft,
To watch that Refurretion bleft.
Before the rifing of the fun
‘The Women to the Tomb are gone,
And ftore of fpices with them bring
To grace the Body of the King.
And lo! befide the open Grave,
A white-robed Angel tidings gave—
Why feek ye Him among the dead ?
He hath arifen, and forth is fped.
Our eyes have feen, our tongue fhall tell
That CHRIsT hath conquered Death and Hell,



The Lotd ig vilen to-day, 303

The might of fin is done away,

And Judah’s Lion wins the day.
Thy Conqueft is our faith, O Lorbp,
For evermore endures Thy Word,
Believing thus, in hope we die,

To live in Thee for aye on high.

The Lord {8 vifen to-dap.

HE Lorbp is rifen to-day,
Our Souls triumphant fay ;
Behold, He leaves the Grave,
Omnipotent to fave :
Let Heaven and earth their mufic bring
To hail the world’s Redeeming King.

The Lorp is rifen to blefs
Mankind with Righteoufnefs ;
To make His Grace abound
Where’er the curfe is found ;
That finners may have caufe to fing
The faving Glory of their King.

The Lorbp s rifen, and all
His enemies muft fall ;
His Triumphs fhall be fung
By men of every tongue:
With fongs the Univerfe fhall ring
In praife of our all-conquering King.
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The Lorp is rifen, and we
Shall fhare His Vicory ;
We die; but we fhall rife
Through Him and mount the fkies ;
And then the Church in Heaven fhall fing
Her dying, rifing, reigning King.

Baee eft Dieg triumphalig.

the triumphal token,
ruined world how fweet,
: Foeman’s power was
wiun<hl,
And our ills found comfort meet !
Know ye not this Day fo (plendid,
Shining with fo fair a crown,
WitnefJed fin’s dominion ended,
And the Evil One caft down?

Then, the Prince of darknefs flying,
Every baneful charm did ceafe,
Health came to the fick and dying,

Rofe on earth the reign of peace ;
Death the fting of death undoing,
Hope of Life returned to-day ;
Sin’s ftronghold was hurled to ruin,
And pollution chafed away.

Since then CHrisT our Souls hath cherifhed
In a union [uch as this,
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And on earth hath freely perifhed

For the things we wrought amifs,
Rightly may we hymn His Story,

And our Pafchal banquet fpread,
Heart, word, work proclaim His Glory,

Rifing with Him from the dead.

The Belutretion: An Acvottic.

AISE the high Hymn to Him Who died ;
Exalt, and praife the Crucified ;
Sing, and loud thank(givings raife
Upon each inftrument of praife :
Rend the high Heaven with fhouts of joy,
Repeat again, again employ
Every power that we poffefs;

CHRIsT is rifen, let us blefs
The Author of our happinefs :

JEsus, Lorp, let me abide
Only near Thy pierced Side ;

’Neath Thy Wings, me ever hide.

MWitig Agnug, Leo fortig.
OW thy gentle Lams, O Sion,
> )|

Shows the ftrength of Judah’s Lion ;
4| Hell’s ftern fetters hold Him not :
Dawns the third day o’er His prifon,
And our Mighty SAVIOUR, rifen,
Makes us fhare His glorious Lot.
x
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Holy Women, with devotion

Such as [prings from love’s emotion,
Bring [weet unguents to His Tomb ;

There, O wonderful tranfition !

Worthy of the Heavenly Vifion,
Glory meets them in the gloom.

One in faith that [corns defetion,
Equal in their warm affetion
For His Name Whofe Grave they [feek,
Back they fee the [tone is taken,
And the opened ‘Tomb forfaken,
Whence they hear an Angel [peak—

Fear not, loving Souls; but going
Quickly back, the Vifion fhowing,
Say to Peter and the reft—
JEsus lives, o’er Death vitorious,
Now to reign for ever glorious,
In the Regions of the bleft.

Rilen Life with Thrikt.

are rifen with CHRIsT to-day :

Why then do we loitering ftay ?
Chriftians’ life fhould daily be
Dawn of CHrIsT’s Eternity.

Though on earth our journey laft,

Yet the grave’s dark night is paft:

JEsus lives, no more to die—

Death departs when CHRIsT is nigh.
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Seeming all unchanged, we hide

In His Body fan{tified :

There in deathlefs power who dwell,
Feel not earth and fear not Hell,
Let not cloudy phantoms come
Shutting out the fight of Home ;
Welcome glad fhould Eafter give,
Dead to earth, with CHRisT to live.

Are we fearful to depart,

Weary now and faint of heart ?
Day’s full fheen fhall cheer far more
Than ought elfe that comes before.
Not from earth our life is found :
Not from earth our joys abound :
CHRIsT in vain to earth would rife,
But as Sovereign of the (kies.

Through the Grave the Virtue trine
Streams on us with Life Divine ;
Though far off we feem to wait,
Heaven is near with opened gate.
Faith (hall teach us how to tread,
Living here among the dead ;
Power unfeen it bids us own,
Looking to the Prieftly Throne.

Hope with courage ftays the heart,
Sure of reft, though worlds depart ;
Firm with CHrisT delights to ftand,

Meafuring earth from Gop’s Right Hand.

307
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Charity eternal [prings

From the glorious King of Kings ;
Mild, with cleanfing luftre burns;
Born of Gop, to Gop returns ;

Lifts the will to reign above,

Lojt in Gop’s almighty Love ;
Quickens felf with Heavenly glow,
Strong to a& for Gop below.

Let us then our voices raife

With new fongs of ceafelefs praife :
Let each deed a trumpet be,
Telling of Eternity.

Witimae Palchali.

ET Chriftians grateful Hymns of praife
To Curist our Pafchal Vi&tim raife.
The LaMBhas nowredeemed the Sheep,
Sinners abfolved no longer weep.
Curist Innocent their ranfom paid,
Atonement to His FATHER made.

Death here has been engaged with Life,
Contending in a wondrous ftrife.

Life’s Hero, numbered with the dead,

In Glory reigns, our living Head.

Tell us, O Mary, on that Day,

What didft thou fee upon thy way?

The Tomb of CurisT, Who lives in Light,

I faw, and hailed His Glory bright ;
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Angels, who witne(fed and adored,

And linen Cloths which bound the Lorb.
CHRisT, all my hope, Who truly rofe,
To Galilee before you goes.

CHRIsT truly rifen, we know and fing—
Have mercy Thou, viGorious King !

The Erpedant Brive,
R U T on thy beautiful robes, Bride of
E‘D CHRrisT,
For the King fhall embrace Thee
to-day,

Break forth into finging, the morning has dawned,
And the fhadows of night are away.

Shake off the duft from thy feet, Bride of CHRIsT,
For the Conqueror, girded with might,

Has vanquifhed the Foe, the Dragon caft down,
And the cohorts of Hell put to flight.

Thou art the Bride of His Love, His Elet—
Dry thy tears, for thy [orrows are paft ;

Lone were the hours when thy Lorp was away,
But He comes with the morning at laft.

The winds bear the noife of His chariot-wheels,
And the thunders of vitory roar ;

Lift up thy beautiful gates, Bride of CHRIsT,
For the Grave has dominion no more.
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Once they arrayed Him with fcorning ; but fee,
His Apparel is glorious now :

In His Hand are the Keys of Death and of Hell,
And the Diadem gleams on His Brow.

Hark ! tis her voice : Alleluia—fhe fings—
Alleluia, the captives are free ;

Unfolded the gates of Paradife ftand,
And unfolded for ever fhall be.

Choir anfwers Choir, where the Song has no end,
All the Saints raife Hofannahs on high ;

Deep calls to deep in the ocean of Love,
As the Bride lifts her jubilant cry!

Halbe! Dieg dierum gloria.

the Day the LorD hath made !
erlefs Day which cannot fade ;
1y of light, that Day of joy,
w1 giury which fhall never cloy.

The Day on which the world was framed

Has fignal honour ever claimed :

But CHRIST, arifing from the dead,

Unrivalled brightnefs o’er it fhed.

In hope of their Celeftial choice

Now let the Sons of Light rejoice :

CHRIST’s Members in their lives declare

What likenefs to their Head they bear.

For folemn is our Feaft to-day,

And folemn are the vows we pay.
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This Day’s furpaffing greatnefs claims
Surpaffing joy, furpaffing aims.

The Pafchal viftory difplays

The glory of our Feftal days ;

Which type and fhadow dimly bore,

In promife, to the Saints of yore.

The veil is rent: and lo! unfold

The things the ancient Law foretold :
The figure from the Subftance flies,
And Light the fhadow’s place fupplies.
The Type the Spotlefs LaMB conveyed,
The Goat, where Ifrael’s fins were laid ;
Mess1aH, purging our offence,
Difclofed in all their hidden fenfe.

By freely yielding up His Breath,

He freed us from the bonds of Death,
Who on that Prey forbidden flew,

And loft the prey that was his due.

‘The ills on finful flefh that lay

His finlefs Flefh hath done away,
Which blooming frefh on that third morn
AfJurance gave to Souls forlorn.

O wondrous Death of CHRrIsT, may we
Be made to live to CHRIsT by thee!

O deathlefs Death, deftroy our fin,

Give us the prize of Life to win !
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Lalt at Big Crolg ; eatliek at Big Grave.

IS paft, that night of deepeft gloom ;
*Tis rifen, the joyous fun;
And, fleeplefs, to her Saviour’s T'omb
Poor Magdalene has run.
She gazed within the darkfome grot,
Where His dear Form was laid ;
But, while pale death abforbed her thought,
Bright Angels were difplayed.

With looks of Love, and words of Peace,
They foothed her aching breaft :

When lo !—to bid all forrow ceafe—
Her JEsus ftands confeffed.

And ¢Mary,’ from that well-known Voice—
Heaven’s harmony its tone—

Can inftant make the heart rejoice,
Which late could only groan.

In that fepulchral Eden, lo!
‘The Tree of Life reftored 3
Imparadifed the fcene of woe
By Angels and their Lorp.
*Tis thus the Chriftian fees the tomb
Begirt with fhining bands ;
And, while he eyes the place of gloom,
Before him JEesus ftands.



1313

Salbe! fefta Dies, toto venerabilig acho.

AIL! Day of days, in peals of praife
Throughout all ages owned,
When CHRr1sT our Gop, Hell’s empire
trod, .
And high o’er Heaven was throned.

This glorious Morn the world new-born
In rifing beauty fhows ;

How, with her Lorb to Life reftored,
Her gifts and graces rofe.

The [pring ferene in fparkling fheen
The flower-clad earth arrays,

Heaven’s portal bright its radiant light
In fuller flood difplays.

The flery fun in loftier noon
O’er Heaven’s high orbit fhines,
As o’er the tide of waters wide
He rifes and declines.

From Hell’s deep gloom, from earth’s dark tomb,
The Lorp in triumph foars ;

‘The forefts raife their leafy praife ;
The flowery field adores.

As ftar by ftar He mounts afar,
And Hell imprifoned lies,



314 Cafter.

Let ftars and light and depth and height
In Alleluias rife.

Lo! He Who died, the Crucified,
Gob over all He reigns ;

On Him we call, His creatures all,
Who Heaven and earth fuftains.

The Angel Gtting on the Stone.

Soldiers were watching ; the Stone
lay fealed :
But the Lorp of Hofts is gone ;
womore [hall earth bind Him, for Gop-
HEAD revealed
From His glorified Body hath fhone.
In vain were the Soldiers for furety placed,
To delay His Triumph-hour :
The Kingdom of CHrisT with a Glory is graced
Which furpaffes their perifhing power.

He is gone : but the Grave is not empty yet,
Whence the Lorp made Bleffings fpring :

For Angels unfeen in the Cave are fet,
‘Their Heavenly meffage to bring.

The Earth, at the bidding of Gop moft High,
Its fearful earneft gave

Of the laft great quaking, when earth and [ky
Shall fink in a bottomlefs grave.
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The Angel came, and rolled away
The ftone which the Soldiers guard :

There fat He enthroned whom Hofts obey,
And vain was their feeble ward.

They faw, and fank as the helplefs dead
At the vifion of Heaven’s great Chief:

And foon as they woke to their terror, they fled
And told of that ftrange relief.

For the Angel came in his robe of fnow,
A white and glittering form;

And the lightning flafhed from his Godlike brow :
And they could not abide that ftorm,

So Heaven hath taken the place of earth,
And the figure of empires muft fall :

And the Stone which was moulded in myftic Birth

In Glory is rifen o’er all.

Serta palug fevia,

SCJ|HRIST, upon the Friday flain,
When three days were paft, again
Rofe vitorious,
————% And, trilumphant o’er the Tomb,
Lifts His loved ones out of gloom,
Makes them glorious.

For the People of His Name
He, upon the Crofs of fhame,
Dead was lying :
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Eafter.

In the Grave awhile He lay,
Then, at dawning of the day,
Rofe undying.

In His Paffion and His Crofs

With a Bulwark fure from lofs
We are gifted :

By His Refurre&ion bright

From the grave of fin and night
We are lifted.

Offered up for finners, CHRIST

As their Sacrifice fufficed
Unrepeated ;

By the precious Blood He fpilt,

JEsus wafhed our Souls from guilt,
Hell defeated.

Once He lay within the Grave,
Left the race He came to fave
‘ Twice fhould perifh :

Now He opens Heaven wide,
Comes to every mourner’s fide,

Comes to cherifh.

' He, the Lion ftrong in fight,

Rifing up to-day, His Might
Forth is telling :

With the Arms of Righteoufnefs

Satan, Prince of wickednefs,
Ever quelling.
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Now is come the Lorp’s own Day,

Whereon He hath wafhed away
Earth’s pollution ;

Whereon Death was flain in ftrife,

And the foe hath made of Life
Reftitution.

So from hearts made pure from ftain
Now the Alleluia ftrain
Doubly pealeth :
Now all evil hath its clofe,
And the Life which Heaven knows
Gop revealeth,

In the world’s late eventide

Raife Thou up Thy Servants tried,
Jesu Holy ;

May this glad and feftal Day

Thy Salvation bring for aye
To the lowly.

Rejoice ! TWejofce!

EJOICE! Rejoice!

Let fhouts of triumph tell our gladnefs :
~ Let joy’s loud voice

Proclaim usfree from deathand fadnefs:
Our Gob hath faved and fet us free;
Our Gob hath rifen in Victory.
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His own Right Hand

Hath burft Hell’s hated bands afunder :
His high Command

Hath doomed Hell’s haughty Chief in thunder :
His holy Arm, His conquering Might
Hath chafed the Grave’s terrific night.

He lives again,

His Eyes with Love and Goodnefs beaming ;
He lives for men,

His Form in radiant Brightnefs gleaming ;
He comes to bid our forrows ceafe,
He comes to foothe our Souls in peace.

Then, hail ! our King :

His Reign Is come, His foes are vanifhed :
Rejoice and fing :

From Heaven’s bright Realm no longer banifhed :
Our Gob Is rifen; and we fhall rife
And join His Kingdom in the fkies.

Chorug novae Bictulalem.

HOIR of the new Jerufalem,
Woake the new Song’s tranfporting
theme,
=" With chaftened joy, ere yet ’tis morn,
Thine own new Pafchal Feaft adorn.
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Th’ unconquered Lion, Curist doth rife,
Crufhed ’*neath His Feet the Dragon lies,
His quickening Might through earth is fhed,
His living Voice awakes the dead.

Hell’s yawning cavern back hath poured
The prey her ruthlefs jaws devoured ;
They follow Him, His captives free,
Who captive leads captivity.

High triumph His, with Glory crowned,
With boundlefs Grandeur compaffed round,
Who earth beneath and Heaven above
Binds in one league of Peace and Love.

His foldiers, we His triumph fing,
His fuppliants, we implore our King
Within His Prefence-chambers bright
To range us ’neath the Saints in light.

Jrvom the Wegiong unbeholden,

ROM the Regions unbeholden,
Where the primal Spirits are,
Like the daybreak pure and golden,
Dawns all Nature’s morning far.
Conqueror of the deathful prifon,
Every bolt and barrier burft,
Gop’s Beloved Son hath rifen,
In the Refurrettion firft.
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SAvVIOUR, while we lowly feaft here,
Hungering for eternal Reft,
Grant a Spiritual Eafter
May be fhared by every breaft.
Undying Love, That bled to win us,
Let Thy living Force and Breath
Gilorioufly o’ercome within us
All the maftery of Death.

Break, O Source of our Ele&ion,
All our Spirit-wards and cells,
Till the Blifs of Refurre&ion
Through our vanquifhed nature dwells ;
Till each captive thought and paffion
Captive led, but to be free,
Imitates the radiant fafhion
Of Thy new Humanity.

Avefte! Cotlitum Choti.

to our Jubilee,
', your [weeteft fongs awaking ;
amid the dead is free,
vnraST the rocky Tomb is breaking.
Vain the guard around the Grave,
Vain the Rulers’ wild endeavour ;
Vain the feal, upon the cave,
Of the nation faithlefs ever.
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Fear, away! no fubtle fpy

Steals that Form o forely ftricken ;
He, Who willed the death to die,

Will with Life Himfelf requicken.
Offspring of a Virgin’s Womb,

Virgin-born He came, in token
That, through Jewry’s guarded Tomb,

He fhould rife with feals unbroken.
Hanging on th’ inglorious Tree,

Mad with mocking lips they grieve Him—
Let him quit the Crofs, and we

Will the SoN of Gop believe Him.
From the Crofs He came not down,

Yet He worked a mightier Wonder; .
Son of Gop the SAvIOUR own—

Dead, He fmites grim Death afunder,
Grant us, Lorp, with Thee to die,

And to rife at 'Thine Uprifing ;
And to fet our heart on high,

Earth and all its joys defpifing.

CHrik ig vifen from the Dead.

is rifen! Alleluia!
1 our vi€torious Head :
is praifes; Alleluia!
CHRIST fs rifen from the dead.
Gratefully our hearts adore Him,

As His Light once more appears,
Y
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Eafter,

Bowing down in joy before Him,
Rifing up from grief and tears :
CHrisT fs rifen! Alleluia!
Rifen our vi&orious Head:
Sing His praifes ; Alleluia!
CuRIsT is rifen from the dead.

CHRIsT is rifen! all the fadnefs
Of our Lenten faft is o’er,
Through the open gates of gladnefs
He returns to Life once more :
Death and Hell before Him bending,
He doth rife, the Vi&or now,
Angels on His Steps attending,
Glory round His wounded Brow.

Curisr is rifen ! all the forrow,
That laft evening round Him lay,

Now hath found a glorious morrow
In the Rifing of to-day :

And the Grave its Firft-fruits giveth,
Springing up from holy ground ;

He was dead, but now He liveth;
He was loft, but He is found.

Cugrist is rifen! henceforth never
Death or Hell fhall us enthrall,

Be we CHRrIsT’S, in Him for ever
We have triumphed over all ;

All the doubting and dejection
Of our trembling hearts have ceafed ;
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*Tis His Day of Refurrettion,
Let us rife and keep the Feaft :
CHrisT is rifen! Alleluia!
Rifen our victorious Head :
Sing His praifes; Alleluia!
_ CHRrisr is rifen from the dead.

Fortf tegente brachio.

Y Gop’s ftrong Arm ftretched forth to fave
We have efcaped the Red-Sea wave,
And from our necks away have caft
The faithlefs tyrant’s yoke at laft.

Glad thanks and homage Iet us bring
To Gob, our own protefting King,
And, clad in robes of white, farround
The Table where the LaMB is found.

Glowing with love for His dear Sake,
His facred Body let us take,

And drinking of His precious Blood,
Draw Life and Food alike from Gob.

Now CHRisT our Paffover is flain,
The Lawms, the Viéim without ftain,
And thofe anointed with His Gore,
The vengeful Angel paffes o’er.

O Vi&im for the Heavens meet,
Who haft put Death beneath Thy Feet,
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The fhattered gates of Hell reftore
To Thee the prey they held before.

The Lorp, arifing from the Tomb,
Returns to Light again from gloom,
He binds the Foeman in his pride,
And throws the gates of Heaven wide.

Grant, CHRIST, that we may die with Thee,
And fharers in Thy Rifing be,

That we may earthly things defpife,

And love the things within the fkies.

Jelug libes! Be vole to-dap.

E is rifen! to die no more:
Let (weet notes of praife arife;
Death’s dark night for Him is o’er,
Waft His Triumph to the [kies ;
He is rifen! Within the Tomb
Two long days and nights He lay;
On the third He burft its gloom
With the firft bright morning ray :
Let our joyful Anthem fay—
JEsus lives! He rofe to-day.

He is rifen! The Vi&or’s Crown
Sparkles on His facred Brow
Conqueror of vaft renown—
Death and Hell are vanquifhed now.
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He is rifen! Rife, weary heart,
Caft afide the cares of earth ;
He will Light and Life impart,
He will give immortal Birth.

He is rifen! that we may rife,
If we love and ferve Him here,
To His Home beyond the [kies,
Far above the ftarry fphere :
He is rifen to die no more !
Hail the Church’s living King !
Now our Lenten faft is o’er,
Sweeteft Alleluias bring :
Let our joyful Anthem fay—
JEsus lives! He rofe to-day.

Fefu, Wedemptor faeculf.

|IHOU, Who to fave
The world didft die, and then Thy
! Breath
Refume, to vanquifh gloomy Death
And kill the grave.

O’er all below
Night reigns ; our eyes are weighed with fleep ;
Oh, from the wiles and watchings keep

Of the great Foe.

May. reft, which lays
Care’s lid, and labour’s brow doth flake,
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Quicken our hearts, more frefh to wake
Unto Thy Praife.

Oh, be it given
With Thee to die, on earth to love
The better things which are above,
And dwell in Heaven.

Chritt ig vifen,

is rifen! the Lorp is come,

g from the fealed Tomb ;

ind Hell, in mute difmay,
nenuer up their mightier Prey.

CHRIsT is rifen! but not alone ;
Death, thy kingdom is o’erthrown :
We fhall rife as He hath rifen,
From the deep fepulchral prifon.

Heirs of death, and fons of clay,
Long in death’s dark thrall we lay,
And went down in trembling gloom,
To the unawakening tomb.

Helrs of life, and Sons of Gop,
On the path our Captain trod,
Now we hope to foar on high
To the everlafting Sky.




Burrerit Chritus hodie, 327

Mortal once, immortal now,

Our vile bodies off we throw,

Glorious bodies to put on,

Round our great Redeemer’s Throne.

Lofty Hopes! and theirs indeed
Who the Chriftian’s Life fhall lead ;
CHRIST’s below in Faith and Love,
CHRisT’s in endlefs Blifs above,

Surrerit Chrittug Hodie.

! CHRIsST is rifen this Day, and brings
T'o mortals healing on His Wings.

But two days fince He deigned to die,
That we no more in death might lie.

To Jesu’s Tomb, with duteous feet,
The Women take their fpices [weet.

They feek, within the guarded Grave,
The Lorp Who died mankind to fave.

An Angel, clad in robe of white,
Tells them the tidings of delight—

Ye trembling Daughters, do not fear!
Ye feek the CurisT, He is not here ;

Go, bid the glad Difciples fee
Their Rifen Lorp in Galilee..
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To Peter firft, and then the reft,
He fhows Himfelf, by all confe(fed.

This time of holy Pafchal joy
In Hymns to CHRIsT let all employ.

High Glory to the Lorp afcend,
Who thus the chains of Death doth rend.

D Wykery of Wykerieg!

MYSTERY of Myfteries!
With flefh and bones like ours,
Our Saviour rofe His Joy to feize,
And rule the Heavenly powers.

Behold My Hands and Feet—He faid—
*T's 1, your Brother [till.

Oh, condefcenfion fweet yet dread ;
Our hearts with wonder thrill.

The MANHOOD not alone was borne
Through earthly (hame and woe ;

Our CHrisT, till dawns the Judgment-morn,
Is Lorp, above, below.

Nay, evermore that MaNHoOD Pure
In Heaven of Heavens fhall dwell ;
The King of Saints, the Saviour fure,

The Lord of Heaven and Hell.
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The ManHooD with the GopHEAD bleft,
One Perfon, Natures T'wain,

Is round each finner lowly bent,
And high o’er all bears reign.

@e quanta, Wicor funeris,

ORDS may not Thy Glory tell,
Conqueror of Death and Hell,
Whom the Crofs but lately bore,

‘ Now alive for evermore.

Marred by cruel blows wert Thou ;

Stars have no fuch glory now,

Though untouched by any need,

Still with men Thou deign’ft to feed.

Needs no more the uttered word,

Wind and wave no lefs have heard,

Own their Lorp, and pathway meet

Spread before His paffing Feet.

Flefhly fetters now forgot,

Doors of brafs may ftay Thee not ;

Other, yet the Same—but free

To come and go as liketh Thee.

Lorp! our hope Thou biddeft rife,

Grafping Life beyond the fkies,

Where Thy Glory we fhall view

In Thine Image clothed anew.
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A MWorte Nui Te (ulcitang.

THOU Who once from death didft rife,
Effulgent with new Vi&tories,

| Lighten the darknefs of our night,
And fhield us with Thy Gifts of might,

Oh, grant that when our limbs fhall lie
Worapt in [leep’s needful lethargy,

Our Spirits then from fetters free,
May upward foar, O Lorb, to Thee.

And left the fiery darts that fly

By night fhould work us injury,

With thy Right Hand viorious keep
Watch o’er Thy Servants, while they (leep.

And when the cord fhall be unwound
With which our guilty race is bound,
Grant that we be not crufhed beneath
The weight of everlafting Death.

Auf! Stimmet freud, ge Siegelfedet,

! found your joyful fongs viorious
And jubilant to JEsus CHRIST to-day!
Back to His Own He comes All-
glorious ; '
The Grave’s ftrong portals burft to make Him way.
He fank below, in pain and fore difgrace :
He mounts above : His pathway Angels trace,
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Our Gob prevails! yes, Fraud and Malice
Their little day may triumph o’er the Juft;
Gob gives them back their poifoned chalice ;
Our Strength is He, our Helper and our Truft.
He gave indeed His SoN to mortal pain :
This Day He fhows Him glorified again.

Praife, praife to Him! the Lorp is rifen!
Now is He Saviour, LorDp, and Gop indeed :
Redeemer from Sin’s deadly prifon :
From Death Redeemer and from all our need.
The FATHER hath avouched Him His this Day:
We reach our Country through no other way.

Blifs, Blifs, to us! now Death hath o’er us
No power to fright ; to Immortality,

Though Earth her veil may [pread before us,
Our Spirits now are confecrate and free :

Could CHrisT arife thus potent from the Grave,

His Flock fhall rife whom thus He died to fave.

Laudeg Chritto vevempti Hoce modulemur
fupplict.

to CHRIsT with fuppliant voices
His ranfomed People fing,
: world, which now rejoices,
biejs the Son of Gob, its King.
Ye, of Heaven’s fhrine the warders,
Fellow-citizens of earth,



332 Ealer.

Standing in your nine-fold Orders,
Join us to your feftal mirth.

Sing aloud, O higheft Regions,
Loweft Deeps, your echoes raife,
To the Lorp in glad allegiance
Let all Spirits give their praife.
Gop, as ManN Himfelf concealing,
Born in Flefh to fave mankind,
Bearing fhame for finners’ healing,
Yet as Gop in Wonders fhined.

With our human form fnvefted,
Truly MaN, He dwelt below,
And no GODHEAD manifefted
At the tempting of the Foe.
Craft with Wifdom He defeated,
And the knots of fin untied,
On the Crofs His Work completed,
There for us a Victim died.

To His FATHER facrificing,

By His Death He Sin hath flain,
Now, with noble Pomp arifing,

From the depths He comes again—
Comes viforious over Evil,

Spoiling Hell of all its prey,
Binding in His chains the Devil

On this glad triumphant Day :

Day which brighteft radiance giveth,
Now that Egypt’s gloom is o’er,
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When He rofe, Who ever liveth

In the Flefh which Mary bore :
CHrisT, Who here with mortals tarried,

While the ftraying fheep He fought,
Which, upon His Shoulders carried,

To the FATHER He hath brought.

An Eatter Cavol,

BIHE Son of David bowed to die,
. For man’s tranfgre(Jion ftricken ;
The FATHER’s Arm of Power was nigh
The SoN of Gob to quicken :
Praife Him that He died for men ;
Praife Him that He rofe again.

Death feemed all-conquering when he bound
The Lorp of Life in prifon ;

The might of Death was nowhere found
When CHrisT again was rifen :

Wherefore praife Him, night and day,

Him Who took Death’s fting away.

Cozlf chorig perennfbug,

§|AINTS on earth, and Saints in light
In your fongs of praife unite ;

Praife to CHRIsT, the Heavenly King
O’er Death’s bondage triumphing.
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Flefh and Soul Death's law divides,
Still 'The Worp with each abides ;
Flefh and Soul Death rends in twain,
He reknits their life again,

Whom the Virgin’'s Womb revealed,
Womb of Virgin ne’er unfealed,
From the fealéd Cave outbroke,

In death’s womb to life awoke.

Love, the [weeteft known on high,
Sternly, JEsu, bade Thee die;
Love, the Prieft, Thy bitter Death
To the FATHER offereth,

JEsu, Rifen Saviour, give
Grace Thy rifen Life to live,
Grace from fins dark fetters free
Works of love to offer Thee.

Lift the Portalg.

IFT the portalst He is rifen;

He hath conquered Death and fin ;
Open wide the gates of Heaven,

Let the King of Glory in.

Lo! the Stone is rolled away,

And the Guards in fear have fled ;
Angels in their white array

Guard the [pot where He was laid.
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Seek Him not—He is not here ;

In the dead of night He rofe :
Tell His Brethren not to fear,

He hath conquered all their foes.

He hath broke the fimers chain,
He hath caft down Satan’s might,
And behold He comes again

- Clothed in Beauty, Power, and Light.

Lift the portals! He is rifen ;

He hath conquered Death and fin;
Open wide the gates of Heaven,

Let the King of Glory in.

Surfum Corda fublebemug.

IFT to Heaven your hearts adoring,
Lift to Heaven your praifes foaring,
High as His redeeming Name
Whom upon His Throne vi€orious
Angels ranked in order glorious

Magnify with [weet acclaim.

For the Spoiler now is [poiled,
By the Crofs his wiles are foiled ;
Paradife is free again.
From the flave, whofe chains are riven,
Praifes wafted up to Heaven
Thrill with joy that high domain.
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Over fin’s dark doom prevailing
He hath ftilled the voice of wailing,
Woakening all the world to life.

Nor alone is He afcending
Bat with all the [poils attending
Won in His triumphant Strife.

Oh, the found of high rejoicings
Of Angelic feftal voicings
In the ftately Courts above ;
Whence the Son for ever Blefsed
On a world by night opprefsed
Sheds the rays of Light and Love.




PART VI

Afcenfion and Pentecost,

THE ASCENSION OF OUR DIVINE LORD
AND THE DESCENT OF THE
HOLY SPIRIT.

u, fom ofg frael® ur fyndeng band,

HRIST, Who for us didjt evil quell,
The night of Death and flames of
Hell,
Oh, raife us from this changeful land
To fit with Thee on Gop’s Right
" Hand.

Thy FaTner’s Bidding Thou haft done,
And to Thy FaTaer’s Houfe art gone,
Yet, though the fkies Thy Glory hide,
Unfeen with us ‘Thou doft abide.

Amongft Thy Flock, O Shepherd dear,
Thou wilt remain for ever near,
Z
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Near through Thy Spir1T, through Thy Word,
Through cleanfing Bath and myftic Board.

Thy Guidance, until time fhall end,
Will lead Thy Pilgrims as they wend,
Until Thou comeft from the Height
To earth again, in glorious Might.

Then they whofe faith unfhaken ftood,
Who in Thy Footfteps bore the Rood,
Where Thou art gone, in Joy fhall be,
And take their Crown, O Lorp, from Thee.

Thou act gone up on High!

art gone up on High!
7 gaze they upwards there
the filent air,
: ‘That holy Band ?
Is it In grief, or doubt, or love,
With eyes upturned to Heaven above
Wondering they ftand ?

Thou art gone up on High!
Yet to their weary fight,
Clothed as in Heaven bright,
The Angels come ;
They bring the warning words below,
And His Apoftles needs muft go
Without Him Home.
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Thou art gone up on High!
Yet fhall the Holy OnE
Not leave on earth alone
Whom He doth fend ;
Thefe Comfort, Truth, and inward Power,
Strength for the trial and the hour
Ever defend.

Thou art gone up on High!

Help us our Souls to raife,

Upwards on Thee to gaze,
Strength to obtain ;

So to go forth and do Thy Will,

And reach at laft that holy Hill
Where Thou doft reign.

Bymnum canamug Glotiae.

N Hymn of Glory let us fing,
New Songs to CHrisT of triumph ring,
Now by His new and living road
Afcending to the Throne of Gob.

On myjftic Mount of Olives raifed

Th* Apofiles, as they flood and gazed,
With Mary, Maiden-Mother bright,
Saw Jesus wing His radiant Flight.

The gliftening Angels afk on High—
Why ftand ye gazing up the Sky?
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Lo! here the SAvIOUR ; hither come,
In high triumphal Glory home.

And thus—they fing—fhall He return,
As now ye fee His Footfteps burn,
To higheft Heaven’s empyreal height,
Upmounting o’er the fields of light.

LoRrD, grant us thither to afcend,

Our ceafelefs yearnings thither bend,
Where Faith to-day difcerns Thee gone,
High feated on Thy FaTrEeR’s Throne.

Be Thou our Gladnefs here below,

In Heaven above our Treafure Thou,
Be all our Glory, Lorp, in Thee,
Through all the long Eternity.

QA Priek for eber after the Drder of
MWelchiledec.

King, eternal Prieft—
the Saviour’s Work has

425 sany va earth, for men He died,
And won the Church to be His Bride ;
E’en fo in Heaven, He lives to plead
For every ranfomed finner’s need.

Exalted to His Heavenly Throne,
He loves and watches o’er His Own ;
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For Ifrael’s joy, for Zion’s peace,
His Interceffions never ceafe ;
While daily He prefents afrefh,
For man, the Offering of His Flefh.

There’s not an earneft prayer we [ay,
Nor Heavenward figh we breathe away ;
There’s not a penitential tear,

Or Sacrifice we offer here ;

But He with twofold Power and Love
Repeats it, in our name, above.

Perpetual Prieft, within the Vail,
Whofe Supplications never fail,
Who deign’ft Thy Prefence to beftow
On Altars of the Church below,

From Gopo’s Right Hand Thy Succour lend

‘To keep us faithful to the end.

FJam Chriug atra alcenderat,

former [cenes of glorious Light,

Refuming His forfaken Crown,
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Jur Rifen Lorp had winged His flight,
To fend the Promifed SpirrT down.

The week of weeks had paffed away,
And Pentecoft drew on apace;

His chofen few had met to pray,
And thus await the coming Grace.
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When fuddenly a Sound from Heaven,
A mighty rufhing round them came ;
And, glittering on them, Signs were given,
Like cloven Tongues of lambent Flame.

The Gop was come, the SPIRIT-GOD,
From Gobp the FATHER and the Sow :
What wondrous Gifts were then beftowed !

What glorious Miracles were done !

Forthwith th® Apoftles preached the Word
To finners on that holy day;

And thoufands, turning to the Lorp,
Made hafte to wafh their fins away.

O ]Jesu, on Thy Throne of Love,

Hear now Thy fuppliant Church below ;
And now Thy SpirIT from above,

With Pentecoftal Grace, beftow.

We wait in prayer for this high Boon,
‘This glorious Gift—Oh, hear our voice ;

Come! SpirIT of our Gob, come foon,
And make this forrowing world rejoice.

"Ingovs o T wodoTs.

Lorp of Life eternal,

zing thofe He loved the beft,

upon the Mount of Olives,
And His Own the lajt time bleft :




Duo vog Wagitel glovia quo HSalug, 343

Then, though He had never left It,
Sought again His FATHER’s Breaft.

Knit is now our flefh to GopHEAD,
Knit in everlafting bands :

Call the world to higheft feftal :
Floods and oceans, clap your hands :

Angels, raife the fong of triumph :
Make refponfe, ye diftant lands.

Loofing Death with all its terrors
Thou afcended’ft up on High ;
And to mortals, now Immortal,
Gaveft Immortality,
As Thine own Difciples faw Thee
Mounting Vi&or to the Sky.

Duo vog Wagittei glovia quo Salug,

of your Gop !
where every nation
o proclaim
Au rus glad Salvation,
Your Mafter’s Glory o’er the world to bear ;
The Firft-fruits of the Brethren afk your care.

O what rich return

Straight the good Seed maketh :
In three thoufand hearts

Root it firmly taketh ;
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And Gop matures the crop ; each teeming field
Doth to His Praife a wondrous harveft yield.

Lo! in anguifh deep
Multitudes repenting
Tears of forrow weep,
- For their fins lamenting ;
They long in Baptifm’s cleanfing fountain laved,
From all their paft tranfgre(fions to be faved.

Nor on Judah’s fhore
Doth this Fire tranfcendent
Light aloud outpour ;
But where’er refplendent
The circling Sun difplays his quickening beams,
Each region with their peaceful triumphs teems.

Every idol fhrine
Faft to ruin crumbleth ;
CHrisT with Power Divine
Human wifdom humbleth ;
Tyrants abafhed give way, and e’en, difmayed,
- 'The perfecutor’s furious arm is ftayed.

Lo! the Spir1T’s Grace
Forms a new Creation ;
Look from Thy holy Place,
Gop of our Salvation :
And light within us alfo from above,
Thy bright and renovating flame of Love.
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®ob i3 gone up with a merry noile.

! O Heavens, O Earth, rejoice !
cel harp, and human voice,
ind Him, as He rifes, raife
xour Afcending SAVIOUR’s praife.
Bruised is the Serpent’s head,
Hell is vanquifhed, Death is dead,
And to CHRisT, gone up on High,
Captive is captivity.
All His Work and Warfare done,
He into His Heaven is gone,
And, befide His FATHER’S Throne,
Now is pleading for His Own :
Afking Gifts for finful men,
That He may come down again,
And, the fallen to reftore,
In them dwell for evermore.

Dpen! pe Gates.

! yegates, for the battlehath ended,
'he warfare is over, the viftory won :
hty the Foe who his kingdom de-
fended,

But mightier things by our Captain are done.
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Sound ! found your harps! in your Manfions of
glory,
Ye Angels, who heralded Peace at His Birth ;
Now welcome Him back, while man takes ap the
Jrory,
And echoes the tidings of Peace upon earth.

Olivet ! henceforth for evermore holy,
As Bethlehem, Tabor, thy name we will call ;
He trod thee defpifed, rejected, and lowly,
Behold Him now triumphing, Lorp over all.

Higher, yet higher, behold Him afcending ;
See! MefJengers coming apparelled in white ;

See Him now vanifh, the Marvel is ending,
The Cloud is receiving Him out of our fight.

Open! ye gates, yet again fhall the thrilling
Command be repeated, and all men fhall hear—
Saints, as their heritage, Heaven is filling,
The curséd, as Hell firft re-echoes their fear.

The Wyp&ic Thain.
AIL on, O Ships, acrofs the main,
Bear on, bear on, the myjtic Chain.

Drop down the bright Links in the deep
Below where ftorms and tempefts [weep.

In the dark fea-depths let them lie,-
For ever hid from human eye.
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Bear on the laft Links to the land
And lay them on the golden fand—

A living bridge the depth’s below,
Where living thoughts pafs to and fro—

Bearing their MefJage evermore,
Peace and Goodwill from fhore to fhore.

Toil on, O Church, through ftorm and blaft
Where He, Thy Lorb, thy track has caft.

Let go thy loved ones, one by one,
To reft awhile when work is done.

Loft in time’s dark and fhorelefs deep,
Unknown, forgotten, let them fleep,

Links in that Chain which reacheth o’er
From earth unto the Heavenly fhore :

One end—with Him, where He is gone
Safe ftored beneath the golden Throne ;

One end—on earth, which He has left
Awhile of its new Life bereft :

Binding to Him—awhile unfeen,
With the great gulf of Time between.

Along that line of living Dead
The Fire of Pentecoft is [ped:
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Along thofe Links beneath the deep
His Grace and Mercy ever [weep:

Along that Chain His Word is given—
Peace and Goodwill from earth to Heaven.

WUend, Sande Spivitug.

! O HoLy SpPIrRIT, come !
ward from Thy Heavenly home
i the flowing Radiance bright.

Come! Thou Father of the poor ;
Come! Thou Giver of good ftore ;
Come! of hearts Thou fovran Light.

CoMFORTER the trueft, beft,
Who the Soul with pleafant reft
Pleafantly doth entertain.

Eafe in toil and Cordial [weet,
Shelter in the burning heat,
Soothing Influence in pain.

O moft bleffed bleffed Light,
Shine with [plendour pure and white,
Shine upon Thy Saints within ;

For in man, without Thy Grace,

Nothing ever can have place,
Nothing void of fhame and fin.
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Wafh to whitenefs every ftain,
Slake the thirfty foil with rain,
Heal the hurt that needs Thy Care ;

Bend the ftubborn to ‘Thy Sway,
Cheer the cold with genial day,
Make the crooked ftraight and clear.

HoLy SpIrIT, to the juft,
Who in Thee believe and truft,
Give the facred Sabbath-reft ;

Give the Guerdon they have won,
Give fapreme Salvation’s crown,
Give the ages ever bleft.

Supreme Wedor Coelitum,

READ King, to Whom th’ Angelic
Hofts do cry,
Who trampleft Death ’neath Thy
victorious Feet,
And opeft a Path unto the glorious fky,
Marked by Thy Blood ; from the Eternal Seat,
Where Thou, with the Life-giving PARACLETE,
Sit'ft by Thy FATHER’s Side, look on us now,
Nor leave us comfortlefs : let our wants meet
Thy pitying Eyes. 'Thy covenanted Bow
Is left upon ThyPath, and marks the clouds below.
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Thou didft give birth to us with piercing throes,

And direft travail pains, while the dark tide

Of woeso’erwhelmed Thee, and brought Death’s
repofe ;

Then the rude lance opened Thy bleeding Side,

And thencewas taken Thine own fpotlefs Bride,

"The Mother of us all. From Thy calm fhore

Send forth Thy SeiriT of Truth, Who fhall
abide :

Wafhed in Thy Blood, the Church fhall Him
adore,

And Thee and FATHER Bleft worfhip for ever-

more.

The BHeavenly Intevceon,

ISEN Lorp, enthroned on high,
Now the toils of earth are o’er,
Hear Thy Church’s daily cry
Rifing Heavenward evermore—
Lord, to fave us make good fpeed ;
JEsu, Mafter, intercede.

Now the Battle-ftrife is done
Which the Vi&or fought fo well,
For the Crown of Life is won
From the vanquifhed King of Hell—
Lorbp, to fave us make good [peed.

Breaker of the bonds of Death,
Captor of Captivity,
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Pray for us to Him Who [aith,
All things doth He give to Thee—
Lorp, to fave us make good fpeed.

Virgin-born, to ‘Thee we kneel,
Gifts for man Who didft receive,
Sinlefs human flefh, to heal
The death-tainted fons of Eve—
Lorp, to fave us make good [peed.

Second Adam, from Whofe Side,
In the tranquil fleep of death,
“IfJued forth the Heavenly Bride,
Mother to the fons of Seth—
Lorbp, to fave us make good [peed.

Bruifer of the Serpent’s head,
Thou the SERPENT on the Tree,
Healer of the Souls half-dead,
All who fainting look to Thee—
Lorbp, to fave us make good [peed.

Judah’s Lion, from Whofe Might
Honey-fweet diftils the power
Which lays low the Beaft of Night
Seeking whom he may devour—
Lorp, to fave us make good [peed.

Lams of Gop, Who tak’ft away
Of our Sin the guilty ftain,
Ranfom Thou for man to pay
On the Altar as if flain—
Lorbp, to fave us make good [peed.
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When in worfhip low we bend,
Mafter, leave us not alone ;
Bid the HoLy GHosT defcend
From the FATHER’s central Throne—
Lorbp, to fave us make good fpeed.

Fill the Shrine whence loud and long -
Rolls the pealing Litany,
Matin chant and Evenfong,
To the Feet of Gop on high—
LoRrp, to fave us make good [peed ;
Jesu, Mafter, intercede.

Fur fucunda, Lur infgnis.

Tongues, like ready pen, recxting,
All the Theme’s furpaffing worth.

On the Church, from Heaven defcending,
Bridal Gifts the LAMs is fending,
On His bright efpoufals’ Day :
Now His honied Word diftilling,
Now with holy Un&ions thrilling
Shines the Flinty Rock’s array.

Flefhly hearts, and fiery laving,
For the Stony Tablets’ graving,



Boflanna in the Vighett. 353

Writ with wrathful Sinai’s ire ;

For the Hoft, the few united,

From that Upper-chamber lighted
Through the earth with flames of Fire,

Oh, what Day of joys abounding
Was that mighty Wind’s refounding,
When the Fire with Water ran ;
When three-thoufand Spirits winning
Was the MefJage’s beginning

To the univerfal man,

In new bottles, not in olden,
Muft the New-wine’s ftrength be holden,
Widowed Church prepares the ftore ;
They who faw the LorD afcending
Fill their veffels without ending
With His Unéions evermore.

BHofanna in the Bighett,
GLORIOUS Jerufalem, Joy of all the

earth,
Open wide thy pearly gates, uplift the
ftrain of mirth;

Rejoice, rejoice dear Mother, [0 beautiful and free,
For behold, the King of Kings cometh wondroufly

to Thee.

All yeholy Angels, welcome back the Mighty Son ;
The Crofs and pain are over, the Vi&ory is won ;

A A
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Hofannas in the higheft, ye armies bright outpour,
For the Lorp Gop Omnipotent fhall reign for
evermore.

Ye Incenfe-clouds adore Him, ye (winging Cenfers
greet,

Thou Sea of cryftal, thunder thy praifes at His
Feet : ' )

Oh, all is Joy within thee, City of living Light,

And the Wounds of Gop Incarnate for aye fhall
make thee bright.

With Garments dyed, from Bozrah, the Vi&or
comes alone ;

Let every thing created His awful Conqueft own ;

No more the bending Sceptre, no more the thorny
Crown,

The Lorp hath triumphed glorioufly, and all His
foes caft down.

Qeni! Creator Spititug.

! Creator-SpirIT high,
e-creating ever ;
n and Giving from the fky,
1 hou the Gift and Giver.
Thou the Law within us writ,
Finger Thou that writeth it,
Infpired and Infpirer.
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With Thy fevenfold Graces good
Sevenfold Gifts be given,

For fevenfold Beatitude
And Petitions feven.

Thou the pure, unftainéd fnow,

That fhall never [ullied flow ;

Fire that burns not though it glow ;

Wreftler ne'er defeat to know,
Giving Words of Wifdom.

Kindle Thou Thy/elf in us,

Thou both Light and Fire ;
Thou Thyfelf ftill into us,

Breath of Life, infpire.
Thou the Ray and Thou the Sun,
Sent and Sender, Thee we own;
Of the Bleffed Three in One,
Thee we, fuppliant, call upon—

Save us now and ever.

P dejag, Palor Hanto,

wilt Thou in this vale
fcure and deep, O bleffed Shepherd,
leave '
1 ny lonely flock to wail,
Thyfelf pure air to cleave,
‘That realms of Peace eterne may Thee receive ?

To whom fhall thofe that had
Thy Fellowfhip, that lately were [o bleft,
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Now defolate and fad,
The leaners on Thy Breatft,
Incline their hearts, of Thee when difpoffeffed ?

What object fhall employ

Their eyes, that have Thy A [pet’s beauty known,
Not caufing them annoy ?

Where fhall they hear a tone

Not dull or harfh after Thy Sweetnefs gone ?

‘Who fhall henceforth refrain

The wild wind’s rage, and on the troubled fea
Make halcyon calm to reign,

When they defcry not Thee ?

By what ftar guided fhall their wanderings be ?

O Cloud, whofe envious hafte

Impairs the fleeting joy they yet might know,
Whither away o faft ?

What riches with ‘Thee go!

How poor Thou leav’ft us, and how blind below !

Sacrata Chrifki tempora.

the holy times, foretold

rophetic ftrains of old,

:ngthening with her mightthe breaft,
voth the truth of Faith atteft :

How the Lorp of all mankind
Comes, in holy Flefh infhrined,
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Man, to whom He being gave,
Self-deftroyed, from death to fave.

Self-abafed, in mortal guife,
Man, He fuffers, and He dies;
Rifing, from the Grave again,
Gop, incapable of pain :

Rifing, as had been foretold

By His facred Seers of old,

He, for long days four times ten,
Preached Salvation’s work to men :

Then, when thefe were all complete,
Mounting to His FATHERs Seat,
Gifts on man beftowing, He
Captive led Captivity.

Yet the heralds of His State

He commands awhile to wait,
Till Himfelf the might fupply
Of His Spir1T from on High.

We, triumphant in the [ame,

Our Salvation’s Lorp proclaim,
Saints on earth, and Saints above,
Joining in our Hymns of Love.

Grant that we, Almighty Friend,
Ceafelefs in devotion tend
Thither, where Thou fit’ft in Light,

Throned upon Thy FaThER’s Right.

357
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®ott fabhret auf gen Himmel.

O! Gob to Heaven afcendeth ;
Throughout its regions vaft,
With fhouts triumphant blendeth

The Trumpet’s thrilling blaft :
Sing praife to CHRIsT the Lorb,
Sing praife with exultation,
King of each heathen nation,
‘The Gob of Hofts adored.

With Joy is Heaven refounding,
CHRrisT’s glad return to fee;
Behold the Saints furrounding
The Lorp Who fet them free :
Bright myriads thronging come ;
The Cherub-band rejoices,
And loud Seraphic voices
Welcome MEssiaH home.

No more the way is hidden,

Since CHr1sT our Head arofe :
No more to man forbidden

The road to Heaven that goes.

* Our Lorb is gone before,

But here He will not leave us ;
In Heaven He’ll foon receive us,
He opens wide the door.
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CHrisT is our place preparing,
To Heaven we too fhall rife,
And, Joys Angelic fharing,
Be where our Treafure lies :
There may each heart be found ;
Where Jesus CHRIST has entered,
There let our hopes be centred,
Our courfe ftill Heavenward bound.

May we, His Servants, thither
In heart and mind afcend,
And let us fing together—
We feek Thee, CHRIST our Friend,
Thee, Gop’s Anointed Son,
Our Life, and Way to Heaven,
To Whom all Power is given,
Our Joy and Hope and Crown.

When, on our vifion dawning,
Will break the wifhed-for hour
Of that all glorious Morning,
" 'When CHRIsT fhall come with Power ?
O come! thou welcome Day,
When we, our SAVIOUR meeting,
His fecond Advent greeting,
Shall hail the Heaven-fent Ray.
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Beata nobig gaudia.

the flowly circling year

ngs round the blefJed hour,

1 on the Saints the COMFORTER
Lame down in Grace and Power.

In fafhion of a Fiery Tongue
The Mighty GOoDHEAD came ;
Their lips with eloquence He ftrung,
And filled their hearts with flame.

Straightway with divers ‘Tongues they [peak,
Inftin@ with Grace Divine ;

While wondering crowds the caufe miftake,
And deem them drunk with wine.

Thefe things were myftically wrought—
The Pafchal time complete,

When Ifrael’s Law remiffion brought
Of every legal debt.

Gob of all Grace! to Thee we pray,
To Thee adoring bend ;

Into our hearts this facred day
Thy Spirrr’s Fulnefs fend.

Thou, Who in ages paft didft pour
Thy Graces from above, .
Thy Grace in us where loft reftore,
And ftablifh Peace and Love.
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Back vetucning to Big Owon.

ACK returning to His Own,
Death for mortals tried and known,
Takes the Lorp His fapphire Throne.

Human nature glorified,
With the Scars that aye abide,
Pleads that He for finners died.

Now the glorious battle’s won ;
Heaven and earth conjoined in one,
Triumphs the Eternal Son.

Smiles the Everlafting SIrE ;
Glows the Boundlefs SPir1T’s Fire ;
THREE in ONE! all worlds admire.

Now as Prieft for ever [ealed,
See the Incarnate LAMB revealed,
Through Whofe Wound the world is healed.

He, above the glowing fKkies,
Proffers in myfterious wife
His eternal Sa;riﬁce.

We on earth with Him unite
In the pure and bloodlefs Rite :
Speechlefs Wonder infinite !

Yea, the Bridegroom and the Bride,
By Celeftial bonds allied,
Clafp the Crofs on which He died,
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In the Bride her Lorp doth dwell—
Thence her unattainted [pell ;
Thence this matchlefs Miracle ;

‘Thence her Saviour, fraught with praife,
At the FATHER’s Feet fhe lays;
Thence the SpIRrIT fires her gaze.

ahile up to Heaven God goeth.

up to Heaven Gop goeth
Majefty from earth ;
aft the Trumpet bloweth,
nul jubilant with mirth,
Sing praife then, nothing loath,
Sing praife and gratulation,
The King of our Salvation
Is Lorp of Sabaoth.

To greet the LorD afcending,

‘The wide Heaven laughs with glee ;
And, on their King attending,

‘The Saints, whom CHRIST [et free,
Around their SAviour throng,

With Seraphs (weetly finging,

And Cherub voices ringing
‘The welcome of their fong.

We know the way that leadeth
‘To our exalted Head ;
We know the Path that [peedeth
To Heaven where CHRIST hath [ped.



{ibfle up to Veaben Gob goeth. 363

Our Lorbp is gone before,
He will not here forfake us,
But to His Home will take us,
And open wide the door.

We too the Houfe will enter,
‘The Manfion of our Lorbp ;
We too our hopes will centre,
Where lies our Treafure ftored ;
Lift up your hearts each one,
Where CHRrIsT hath onward haftened :
On Him your hopes be faftened ;
To Him your race be run.

Let us to Heaven go preffing,
With mighty hearts yet meek ;
Let us fing (weet our Bleffing—
Thee, Jesu CHRIST we feek ;
Thee, O Thou Son of Gop,
Who doft all Might inherit ;
Thee, Crown of heart and Spirit,
Thee, true and living Road.

When will that morn break o’er us;
When come the blefJed time,
That Crrist will ftand before us,
In Lordlinefs fublime ?
Thou day, Oh hafte and cheer
Our Souls the SAVIOUR meeting,
Our hearts the SAVIOUR greeting,
Sweet Day of days, appear.
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Sit Thou on MWy Right Vand, Wy Son.

Thou onMy Right Hand, My Son—
faith the Lorp—
it Thou on my Right Hand, my Son;
Till in the fatal hour
Of My Wrath and My Power,
Thy foes fhall be a footftool to Thy Throne.

Prayer fhall be made to 'Thee, My Son—{aith
the LorD—
Prayer fhall be made to Thee, My Son!
From earth and air and fea
And all that in them be,
Which Thou for Thine Heritage haft won.

Dailybe Thou praiséd, My SoN—faith the Lorb—
Daily be Thou praised, My Son ;

And all that live and move,

Let them blefs Thy bleeding Love,
And the Work which 'Thy Worthinefs hath done.

Promiffa Tellug concfpe gaudfa.

Thy face adorn :
1 promifed joys and fmiles ;
iis happy Morm
vviut Heaven reconciles ;
Thy Gop His ancient Wrath has put away,
Thy Saviour enters the domains of Day.
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O Curist! Who Vi&or
Haft Death and Hell caft down;
Won by Thine own Blood,
Put on Thy glorious Crown ;
Proceed and reign, Thy regal Sceptre take,
‘The world unto Thee doth fubmiffion make.

Why, O Difciples,
Gaze ye thus up on High;
At your Gob rifing
Far far above the [ky?
As your Redeemer doth now Heavenward [oar,
Thence fhall He, dread Avenger, come once more.

Curist! Thou Who fitteft
‘Throned at Thy FATHER’s Side,
To fhare Thy Triumphs
Us Thine own Children guide ;
Sore is the conflit ; all Thine Aid beftow,
Thou mighty Captain, to defeat the foe.

Amor Patrig et Filit.

E of FATHER and of Son,
rue and glorious Helping ONE,
Comforter and Hope of all :
Uf the Saints’ unfading Light,
Prize of thofe that do aright,
Lifter up of them that fall ;
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Giver of all Holinefs,
Fortitude and Bleffednefs,
Lover of all Righteoufnefs,
Gracious, and of perfet Might,
Merciful and Infinite ;
Ever Deareft, Pureft,
Wifeft, Strongeft, Sureft,
Ever moft unfailing Truft,
Ever Tender, ever Juft; '
Lightener of hearts, through Whom the FATHER
and the SoN we find,
Spir1T of Counfel, Balm for fin, Giver of joy, and
Source of mind ;
Unchanging, Gentle, Lowly,
Unconquered, Noble, Holy,
Ever Loving, ever Swift,
Mojt Divine and chofen Gift ;
Underftanding clear beftowing,
Giver of Affe&ion glowing,
Truth in Love for ever fhowing ;
The SeiriT of the FATHER,
The SpirrT of the WoRbD,
The Comforter Who quickeneth,
The Finger of the Lorp ;
Higheft, Sweeteft, Kindeft, Beft,
Bountiful and Lowlieft ;
Who as He wills, and when He wills,
And where He wills, His Grace inftils,
Teaches, fills, and lifts,
Enriches with His Gifts ;
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‘T'o gladden the Apoftles, to take their grief away,

The SpiriT of all Knowledge, He comes to earth
to-day, '

Hecomesin all His Fulnefs, the Everlafting Lorp,

And the fount of perfe@ Wifdom upon their Souls
is poured.

4 Painters Legend,

PAINTER, long ago, wrought out the
flory
Of the great Love of CHRisT our
Lorp;
How He, the Prince of Life and Glory,
The Very and Eternal Worbp,
Enthroned before the gla(Jy Sea,
Still mourns for fin exceedingly.

And thus he pitured Him Whofe Look [o tender,
No art may paint, no hues exprefs,

Gop in His Majefty of fplendour,
But wearing ftill His Paffion-drefs—

The purple Robe which may not hide

His wounded Hands and Feet and Side.

Once more His bleffed Face looks marred with
anguifh ;
His Brow ftill bears the thorny Crown ;
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And ftill in death He feems to languifh,
And in an Agony look down

On thofe Who nail Him yet again

Faft to the Crofs of fharpeft pain.

¥eliv Dieg mortalfbug.

Day, when doomed to' die no
10re,
‘AVIOUR op’ed the ftarry way,
1 nrough Heaven’s eternal door,
That had been clofed for aye.

Our Head hath pierced the fkies, and we
The body left, but not alone,

If one in Charity,

In Glory fhall be one.

Yea, He hath gone, but ftill is nigh,
Unfeen, in SPIRIT prefent fill,
Doth every limb fupply,
And all the body fill.

But, oh, that day, when from His Throne,
Th’ Avenger of our crimes to be,

The Heavens fhall let Him down

In terror’s panoply.

He, once arraigned as criminal,
The Judge returns, and from afar
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Sitting on High fhall call
His judges to the bar.

He died—that He from death might fave:
‘What vengeance fhall for them remain,

To whom a SAvIOUR’s Grave,
The Blood of Gop is vain.

Then let the guilty now come forth,
Ere Love in terror difappears,
And flames of wakening wrath
Extinguifh with our tears.

Beut i gefahren Gotteg Sohn.

Y the Son of Gop hath gone
> the Heavens’ higheft Throne.

Mlivet, as Gofpels tell,
He came to bid His Own farewell.

While Bleffing them He rofe on High
In Might and Glory to the [ky.

He to His FATHER went His Way,
To reign with Him above for aye.

The Gates are opened for the King,
And Heavenly hofts in Gladnefs fing.

The Son of Man is clothed with Might,
And feated on the FaTHER’s Right.
Where Thou, Lorp JEesu, didft afcend,

Bring us, Thy Servants, at the end.
~ BB
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Ueni Superne Spivitug.

Superne, come down again,

d Patron of the poor oppreft :

Gift and bounteous Giver! deign
10 be our heart’s abiding Gueft.

Thou Radiant Dove of Truth, defcend
On natures plunged in error’s night :

E(fential Strength, the weak defend ;
The dark illumine, Source of Light.

Come, and the empty fhows deftroy

Which cheat weak fenfe with fnares impure ;
Left, far from Thee, true Fount of Joy,

Their gaudy hues our feet allure.

So be Thy Prefence in our hearts,
So Thou alone within us fhine,
‘That, dead to all vain Earth imparts,
Our life may be Thy Breath Divine.

Melt thefe cold bofoms, Sacred Love,
With holy flames of Heavenly Fire,
Till yielding Self, to Gop above,
An offering of fweet fmell expire.

Far have we gone from Thee aftray,

Back to Thy Throne our footfteps bend :
Be Thou the exiles’ homeward Way,

And Thou its everlafting End.
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Jbr Junger Jelu, freuet euch.

E, ye Saints, in glad accord,
His Kingdom goes your Lorp.
Vork on earth is now complete,
Ana Veath is crufhed beneath His Feet.

For all the world He hath atoned,

And Gop hath Him in Glory throned.

Far as the Heavenly realms extend

His Might and Kingdom have no end.

For evermore He reigneth King,

And keeps His Church beneath His Wing.

He is your Head, O raife the hymn,

Ye Chriftians, with the Seraphim.

Our Strength and Might are Thine alone,

And we, O SAVIOUR, are Thine Own.

Upon the Crofs Thou diedft to fpare,

And madeft us Thy Glory fhare.

When faithful pilgrimage is o’er,

Thou openeft the Heavenly door :

Thou haft prepared for us a place

Where we fhall ever fee Thy Face.

Teach us to feek for things on high,

Where Thou doft fhine in Majefty,

And make us ever truft Thy Love

Until we look on Thee above.
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O crowned Redeemer, in that fight
We, Thine for aye, fhall find delight,
And mid the Saints’ exulting throng
Sing in Thy Praife the glad new Song.

ThHe Dap of Pentecoft,

Day of Pentecoft,

hen down the HoLy SpIrRIT came,
d fat, like cloven Tongues of Flame,
On the Apoftles’ hoft :

The Day of Pentecoft,
When firft, in all His wond’rous Power,
Himfelf, as everlafting Dower,
Beftowed the HoLy GHosT :

The Day of Pentecoft,
When that amazing Boon was given
By which on earth we dwell in Heaven,
And joy when ftricken moft :

The Day of Pentecoft,
When that Celeftial Grace was won
By which alone we reach the Sow,
And count His Crofs our boaft :

This Day of Pentecoft
Has dawned again our Souls to cheer
Then bring us all to JEsus near,

O Gob, the HoLy GHosT!
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"Emdpare wuhds.

XALT, exalt, the Heavenly Gates,
Ye Chiefs of mighty name,
The Lorp and King of all things waits,

Enrobed in earthly frame,
So to the higher feats they cry,
The humbler Legions of the fky.

For Adam’s fake, by Serpent guile
Diftreffed, deceived, o’erthrown,

Thou left’ft Thy native Home awhile,
Thou left’ft the FATHER’s Throne :

Now He is decked afrefh with Grace,

Thou feek’ft once more the Heavenly place.

Glad feftal keeps the earth to-day,
Glad feftal Heaven is keeping :

Th’ Afcenfion-pomp in bright array,
Goes proudly (ky-ward [weeping :
The Lorp the mighty deed hath done,

And joined the fevered into one.

Poltquam hoftem et inferna.

HEN all the Powers of Darknefs

: [purning,

The SAvIOUR was at length re-
turning

To Gop’s own Confolations :




374 Acendon anv Pentecol.

As at His Coming, at His Going,
The Angels yield, with tranfport glowing,
Their radiant Miniftrations.

And up above the Conftellations,
Beyond all mortal obfervations,
Is raifed His Frame Corporeal,
Who rules the world with Guidance tender
Coequal with the FATHER’s Splendour
And Force imperatorial.

But late enfranchifed, late victorious,

Now is He fet in Heaven All-glorious,
Lorp of each Principality :

No more to tafte of diffolution ;

Or cleanfe by death the dread pollution
That cleaves to our mortality.

Once, once made Flefh, Who lived fo lonely
And deigned to offer once, once only
For fin His great Oblation !
By Him no further pains are owing,
And He enjoys a Peace o’erflowing
With perfet Exultation.

*Twas as He rofe, that, thus impre(fing
Upon the Twelve He was addreffing

The Maxims of His Myjtery,
He faid—Seek men, though forced afunder,
And teach them every one by Wonder

And Evangelic Hiftory.
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My Path unto My FATHER wending,
I foon fhall be again defcending ;
The Lorp of Interceffion
Shall give you Words to Sin unfparing,
And dauntlefs breafts, and Souls of daring
Within your own pofJeffion.

Upon the fick, and on the pining,

Your confecrated hands inclining
Shall give all reftoration :

Spreading o’er all the powers of harming,

Foes, plagues, the fnakes that know no charming,
An utter defolation.

He who is found in Me believing,
And duly at your hands receiving
‘The true Purification,
He fhall have eafe from all tranfgreffion,
And with the Saints, in glorious feffion,
Eternal Dele&ation.

"Tig the lakt of the Dayg.

the laft of the days He muft fojourn
below,
The firft that His orphan Difciples
muft mourn :
Hehastoiled, Hehasbled, Hehasrifen, Hemuftgo;
The Stranger from Heaven to His Home muft
return, ‘
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In the ftill early morning, ere man is abroad,
He led forth His Friends, with fweet Words by
the way,
To the fcene they fo oft in His Converfe had trod,
Where at Olivet’s foot His loved Bethany lay.

And there, as around Him they tearfully gazed,
(His Afpe&tallbeaming, allbreathing with Love,)

His Hands, like a Prieft and a Father, He raifed,
Andgave Hisdeep Blefling—’twas echoed above.

Midft His Words, more unearthly His Countenance
grew ;
Andlo! like a Spirit, He Heavenward afcends;
And a bright Cloud has caught Him too foon from
the view,
As they gaze through their tears, of His heart-
bleeding Friends.

Heisgone—whata parting—yet mark where attend

Two Angels of comfort, and calm their defpair:

Why gaze ye? This JEsus, ye faw thus afcend,

Shall yet come in like manner, and ye fhall be
there.

He has finifhed His Work ; He has glorified Gop;
The Forerunner has gained his reverfion of Blifs:
And now muft His Followers tread where He trod,

Till they fee Him, are like Hlm, and rejl where
He is.
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No longer by fight, they muft journey by faith ;
And with prayer, and with patience, muft
Heavenward move on;
And the Saviour’s Own SpIrIT fhall gladden
4 their path;
And they foon fhall arrive where that SAvIour
' is gone.

D Fgnig Spiritug Pavaclitf,

FIRE of the ComrorTER, O Life of
all that live,
Holy art Thou to quicken us, and Holy,
Jtrength to give:
To heal the broken-hearted ones, their [oreft
wounds to bind,
O Seirir of all Holinefs, O Lover of Mankind !
O fweeteft Tafte within the breaft, O Grace upon
us poured
‘That faintly hearts may give again their perfume
to the Lorp.
O pureft Fountain, we can fee, clear mirrored in
Thy Streams,
That Gop brings home the wanderers, that Gop
the loft redeems.
O Breaftplate ftrong to guard our life, O Bond of
Unity,
O Dwelling-place of Righteoufnefs, fave all who
. traft in Thee ;
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Defend thofe who in dungeon dark are prifoned by
the foe,

And, for Thy Will is aye to fave, let Thou the
captives go.

O fureft Way, that through the height, and through
the loweft deep,

And through the earth doft pafs, and all in firmeft
union keep ; ’

From Thee the clouds and ether move, from Thee
the moifture flows,

From Thee the waters draw their rills, and earth
with verdure glows ;

And Thou doft ever teach the wife, and freely on
them pour

The infpiration of Thy Gifts, the gladnefs of Thy
Lore.

All praife to Thee, O Joy of Life, O Hope and
Strength, we raife,

Who giveft us the prize of Light, Who art Thy-
Jelf All Praife.

Ye Saintly-Bandg.

Saintly-Bands that circle round
"The Throne of Gop, ye Sonsof Light
2olluted ne’er by fins of Earth,
And clad in robes of dazzling white,
Oh, touch your ever-tuneful lyres again,
And joyfully pour forth the high Seraphic ftrain.
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Ye beauteous clouds, that now as gates
Of the eternal City ftand,
And hide from mortals’ earth-dimmed fight,
'The untold Glories of that Land,
Ope wide your Portals now your King is near,
Let Joy and Gladnefs reign throughout your blue-
arched Sphere.

Lo! now He comes—His Work is o’er,
The Heaven-defignéd Tafk is done;
And bruiséd is the Serpent’s head,
O’er Death and Grave the viftory won:
For man had merited the Wrath of Gob,
Redemption’s bought by fhedding of His guiltlefs
Bleod.

Lo! now He comes—let fongs of joy
The mourning heart with gladnefs cheer;
He comes! and in His Body bears
The deep imprints of nail and fpear
By men, as Prieft, to intercede,
And memory of His bleffed Paffion ever plead.

Why, mortals, gaze ye idly here?
He’ll come once more to vifit earth ;
Not as defpifed and [purned of men,
A Humble CHiLD of lowly birth,
To hold d’er all an undifputed Reign—
As King of Glory, Judge of men, He’ll come again.
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Anlig, Superne Spititug.

JIOME, O SeirrT, gracioufly,
Fount of Light, fhine lucidly
In the gloomieft night :
Be Thou Peace to weary Souls,
‘When the turbid ocean rolls,
Then—Let there be Light.

Scatter far vain fantafies,

Heal the wounded con[ciences
Poifoned by their fin :

Fill each heart with Charity

From Thy Bounteous DerTy
Pouring Grace within.

Charity which flows from Thee,
Triple mail of Charity,
Gird around our heart ;
Left our great nofurnal Foe
Slay us with a fecret blow
From his flery dart.

Guard the trembling penitent,

Mingle peaceful heart-content
With his anxious ftrife ;

Make the ftream of flowing tears

Lead on through the vale of years
To eternal Life.
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Sabiour, Thy Father’s Promile fenv,

VIOUR, Thy FATHER’s Promifefend :
SPIRIT of Holinefs, defcend :
=o0! we are waiting for Thee, Lorp,
All in one place with one accord.
Come and convince us all of fin,
Lighting Thy Lamp our hearts within ;
Thy Temples—but alas! how flow
Thy Prefence and ‘Thy Voice to know.
Convince us all of Righteoufnefs :
By that great Work Thy People bles,
Which our High Prieft hath wrought alone,
And carried to His FATHER’s Throne.
Of Judgment, Lorp, convince us too :
Teach us in CHRisT all things to view :
Oh, make us pure, with lightened eyes,
Harmlefs as doves, as ferpents wife.

D Lord, ThHy Wing outlpread.

LORD, Thy Wing outfpread,
And us Thy flock enfold ;
Thy broad Wing fpread, that covered
Thy Mercy-feat of old :
And o’er our nightly roof,
And round our daily path,
Keep watch and ward, and hold aloof
The Devil and his wrath.
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For Thou dojt fence our head,
And fhield—yea, Thou alone—
The peafant on his pallet-bed,
‘The prince upon his throne :
Make then our heart Thine Ark,
Whereon Thy Myjtic Dove
May brood, and lighten it, when dark,
W ith Beams of Peace and Love,

That dearer far to Thee
Than gold or cedar-fhrine
The bodies of Thy Saints may be,
The Souls by Thee made Thine ;
So never more be ftirred
‘That Voice within our heart,
The fearful Word that once was heard—
Up! Let Us hence depart,

Cocelog alcendit Hovie,

King of Glory, CurisT moft High,
cends this day above the (ky.

.« Gop’s Right Hand for evermore,
He [its, while Heaven and earth adore.

Fulfilled is David’s myftic ftrain,
Who fang MEss1an’s boundlefs Reign—

I fet my King on Sion’s hill,
The utmoft earth fhall do His Will.
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In this our day of higheft joy,
Be Hymns to CHRIsT our glad employ.

Thofe Hymns with Angel fongs we blend,
Dear Lorp, Who doft to Heaven afcend.

Silence in Beaben.

OME, HoLy GHosT; the LAMB has
broke
The hidden Scripture’s feals ;
* Yet from the Throne no thunders woke,
No golden trumpet peals :
Myfterious reft of Light repreft,
As when the day was won,
The fun ftood ftill on Gibeon’s hill,
The moon in Ajalon!

*Tis filence ftill in all the Heaven,
Above, below, around ;

The Angels with the trumpets feven,
Who ftand prepared to found ;

The Saint before the golden Shrine,
The River by the Tree;

And where the piCtured harps recline
Upon the glaffy Sea.

Hold faft the Rock, thou little Flock,
So fainting, and fo few;

Lift, lift your hands—the Angel {tands
With incenfe lit for you:
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Thofe prayers fhall be a cloudy fea,
From myriad cenfers hurled ;

Earth’s utmoft fpace your Meeting-place,
Your Upper-room the world,

Felir Dieg morctalibug.

J‘—T HAPPY Day, to mortals dear,

‘ ‘When, by His precious Blood fhed here,
The MAN-Gob reached the agelefs hall
Clofed unto mankind fince the Fall.

Y4

Where He, our Head, is gone before,
His Members thither too fhall foar,
For, joined to His Humility,

Joined to His Glory we fhall be.

Afcended Lorp, Who in Thy Grace
Prepareft for Thine Own a place,
Draw us, we pray, with cords of Love
From exile to our Home above.

There living ftreams abundantly

With their fweet draughts fhall fatisfy
Thofe Souls from fear and trouble free,
Thofe happy Souls which dwell with Thee.

Giver of bounty, Blefsed Lorp,
Thyfelf fhalt be our great Reward,
When our brief forrow here is o’er
Thou wilt give Joy for evermore.
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And when we come to that one Fold,
Thee, Face to face, we fhall behold,
For ever there Thy Praifes fing,

For ever love Thee, CHrisT the King,

JEsu, Who never leaveft thofe

Whom once Thy Loving-kindnefs chofe,
Send down Thy SpirIT from Thy Throne,
Salvation’s pledge, to teach Thine Own.

Annf pevactis menGbug.
YEAR'’S fwift months have paffed

away,

The Joys of Pentecoft are here ;
At length returns the wifhed-for day
Again believing hearts to cheer.

*Twas then the SPIrIT of the Lorp
Filled with Celeftial Joys the earth ;
His radiant Glories all abroad
From Heaven throughout the world go forth.

For thus the Son of Gop moft High
His Promife to the Apoftles made,
Afcending o’er the lofty (ky,
To fend His HoLy Spir1T’s Aid.

Now He by fureft proofs is here,
Apoftles’ voices witnefs bear,
And various nations far and near,
In divers tongues His Power declare.
cc
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D Beift deg Beren, nuc deine Wralt.

pgl| HOLY Gnost Thy Heavenly Dew
The hearts of finners can renew ;
Thou doft within our breafts abide,
And fill to holy aftions guide.

Thou mak’ft the Soul with joy to fing,
When forrow’s clouds are deepening ;

With Jesus CHRIsT Thou mak’ft us one,
Earneft of Heaven, from Gop’s high Throne.
Beft Gift of Gop, and man’s true Friend,
Into my inmoft Soul defcend ;

‘The mind of JEsus CHRIsT impart,

And confecrate to Thee my heart.

Teach me to do my FATHER’s Will,

To lie, beneath His Guidance, ftill ;

Lighten my mind, and oh, incline

My heart to make His Pleafure mine.

From fpot and blemifh make me pure,

My future Blifs in Heaven fecure ;

When loft in darknefs, give me Light,

And cheer me through death’s dreary night.

Pentecoftal Type and Antitype.

HEN Ifrael came from Egypt’s land,
And after fifty days they ftand
At Sinai’s chofen place ;
The People ftood in fear and awe,
While their Dread LorD proclaimed His Law
Of Wrath, and not of Grace.
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When Ifrael came to Canaan’s fhore,

The home Gop promifed long before,
Yet won by war and toil

Each Pentecoft they gave the Lorp,

According to His written Word,
The firft-fruits of the foil.

* * * *

Another Pentecoft came round,
Another Law gave forth its found, -
Of Grace and not of Wrath ;
The Twelve, baptized with HoLy GHosr,
That Law proclaimed to Ifrael’s hoft,
By CHrist the Lorp fent forth.

From every land at home, abroad,
Elefted by their Gop and Lorb,
By new and Heavenly Birth ;
Their earthly life they little prize,
They give themfelves a Sacrifice,
The firft-fruits of the earth.

Mundo nobum Jug dicere.

S Heralds here, Afcended Gob,
To publifh Thy new Law abroad,
We wait, within this Sacred Place,
Th* Afflatus of Thy SPir1T’s Grace.

Bound to Thy Service, LorD, may we
With pure devotion worfhip Thee ;
Till, filled with Influence from above,
We tell the world Thy glorious Love.
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About to breathe Thy SpiriT’s Breath
On men, in virtue of Thy Death ;

By rich experience make us know

What Bleffings from Thy Sufferings flow.

Exalted to Thy FATHER’s Throne,
His vaft Dominion is Thine Own ;
Lorp, with Divine munificence,

‘To us the promifed Gifts difpenfe.

Let darknefs from our minds remove,
And our great Law be that of Love,

Thy potent Hand our hearts prepare,
And write this Law for ever there.

Boly Spirit! long erpeded.

Y SpirrT! long expelted,
Come, Thou Slow-returning DovE,
1d the Olive-branch rejeited,
Oh, bring with Thee from above.
HoLy SpirrT!
Let the favour
Of Thy Favour
Comfort all our hearts with Love.

CoMFORTER of thofe in forrow :
Guide to thofe who go aftray:

‘Teacher, all whofe LefJons borrow
Light from what the Lorp did fay;
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HoLy SpirrT!

Let Thy Guiding,

Grace providing,
Lead us upward into Day.

O Thou Advocate! Whofe Pleading
Wins back thofe whofe Souls have erred,
While, for finners interceding,
CHRIsT their Advocate is heard ;
HoLy SpirIT!
Let Thy Praifes
Help to raife us
Nearer to th’ Eternal Word.

Detnet euve Thore, Furken Dfnet Ge.

IFT ye up your Gates, ye Princes! lift
them high,
Let the King of Glory enter glorioufly ;
Who is He that cometh, girt with
Legions bright ?
He, the ftrong and mighty Vitor in the fight.

Open wide your portals, ye eternal Gates !

For the King of Glory, glorious triumph waits.
Who is This, the King Who comes toreignon high,
He, Whom hofts of Angels ferve and glorify ?

Break forth into finging, all that dwell on earth,

Praife your Gop with joy, and laud His Name with
mirth :

Who in Manger rough a Weeping INFANT lay,

Over earth and Heaven bears moft bleffed fway.
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While that great rejoicing foundeth far and wide,
Goes He up in Glory to His FATHER’s Side :
He, of all forfaken on the cruel Tree,

Ruleth over all, to all Eternity.

Salutig pumanae.Hatot.

of loft man’s Salvation,
:ach true heart’s delight,
f the new creation,

wague of lovers chafte and bright.

Lorp, what mighty Mercy bowed Thee
Thus to bear Thy creatures’ fin;

Guiltlefs, bidding Death o’ercloud Thee,
Guilty Souls from death to win?

Burfting through the gulf infernal,
Thou unchain’ft the captive band ; °
Triumphing in ftate fupernal,
Sitteft now at Gop’s Right Hand.

Oh, may yet Thy Pity turn Thee
To repair our ruined plight,

Cleanfed in beauty to difcern Thee,
Filled with Thine all hallowing Light.

Thou, the Way, doft Heavenward lead us ;
Goal, to which our hearts muft tend :

Solace fweet, >mid tears to fpeed us ;
Crown of Life, when tears fhall end.
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H praife to Gop, and laud devout,
Vith dulcet voice and joyous fhout
et the faithful people pay ;
ror on the chofen Twelve that day
The HoLy Spir1T’s Grace adored
In cloven Tongues of Fire was poured.
Oh, may the Prefent PARACLETE
Purge us from every taint of fin,
And build Himfelf a dwelling meet,
And pour our inmoft hearts within
All Gifts and Graces, that aright
Our Life be pleafing in His Sight,
_‘Through endlefs ages infinite.
Sing we, fhout we—Alleluia,
To our Gop be Praife and Power,
Honour, Glory, Strength, and Might !

D Chtifte, Dui nofer poli.

CHRIST, Who Leader in the race,
Entereft Thy royal Dwelling-place,
Bid upwards draw to that bleft fphere
Thofe whom Thou feeft proftrate here.

With love that knows no bafe alloy,
Oh, make us haften to the Joy

To every earthly heart unknown,
Which faith can tafte, and faith alone.
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Then Thou doft give—moft full Reward—
Thyfelf unto Thy dear Ones’y Lorp ;
And, the full blifs to overfill,

In all Thou workeft all Thy Will.

And the unftinted ftreams that pour
Their Divine [weetnefs evermore,
Shall gladden the bleft inmates there,
Releafed from every fear and care.

Triumphe! plaudant Waria,

all your floods attending
‘eat, Seas, upon the fhore.
Saints, more lowly bending,
c.xalt Him more and more—
The Lorp of Lords—afcending
Above the ftarry floor.
The Name which Gop has given,
All knees fhall lowly bow
Of things in earth and Heaven,
And things the earth below.

Ho! Heavenly warders, glorious,
Your portals lift on high ;
The King of Kings viQorious
Let in on all the (ky;
His Triumph meritorious
With praifes magnify.
Who is the King of Glory,
Who comes with Garments dyed
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From Bozrah’s wine-prefs gory,
And Edom’s purple tide ?

The ftrong man’s deathful foray
The ftronger has defied.

~ The FaTuer’s Right Hand gracing,
Thy Throne, O Lorb, prepare ;
The goal of all our racing,
The mark of every prayer ;
No pity’s touch effacing
With Thee afcending there.
The Name which Gop has given,
All knees fhall lowly bow,
Of things in earth and Heaven,
And things the earth below.

L] / /
AverTng Tpimuepos.

three days Thou didft rife
to mortal eyes :
h* Eleven worfhipped Thee,
1 nen the reft in Galilee :
Then a Cloud in glory bore
‘Thee to Thine own Native-fhore.

Boldly David poured the ftrain :
Gob afcends to Heaven again :
With the Trumpet’s pealing note
Alleluias round Him float ;

As He now, by hard-won right,
Seeks the Fount of pureft Light.

393
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Crime on crime, and grief on grief,
Left the world without relief :

Now that aged, languid race

Gob hath quickened by His Grace :
As Thy going up we fee,

Glory to Thy Glory be.

W@ here ts out MWater noto?

FSERHERE is our Mafter now ?
: Vainly our eyes,

| Seeking to follow Him,
Turn to the fkies :
He is gone up on High,
Yet to us ftill is nigh;
He leaves us not.

Still He is near to thofe
. Met in His Name,

He with His Children walks
Through trial’s flame ;
Near when His loved ones call,
Near when they lowly fall,
Still He is near.

It fhall be given us
His Crown to fhare,
So while on earth we live
His Crofs we bear;
Ours fhall His Glory be,
Ours then His Vi&ory
Valiantly won.
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Where is the Promife now
‘That He will come?
When will He lead His Own
To His bright Home ?
“True is His Word and fure,
His Promife fhall endure,
He fhall return.
Sadly the weary ones
Wait for His Word,
Gladly the true in heart
Watch for their Lorp.
Shall He come foon or late?
Blefséd are they that wait,
Till He appear.

e AlcenGone Domint.

ERE’S rapture inthe Heavenly height,

\nd mufic *mid the worlds of light,

‘or Glory’s King afcends on High
Crowned with immortal Vicory.

He came to die, but lives again ;

The tyrant Death himfelf is flain
While e’en the fpoils of conquered Hell
Shall the Redeemer’s triumph [well.

Rifen, that He might others raife ;

Sold, He the price of others pays ;

The wandering fheep that far had Jtrayed
Has heard His Voice, and prized His Aid.

Rife, then, above thy finful birth ;
Now live the life of Heaven on earth;
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Members of CHRIST muft follow on
When He, their Head, before is gone.

JEsus! the Glory, the Delight

Of Angels, clothed with Heavenly Might,
Do Thou our inmoft Souls infpire

To feek Thee fill with warm defire.

Grant us in Thee alone to live ;

Lead us ourfelves to Thee to give ;

And ftill Thy Love Divine impart,

And warm and cheer Thy People’s heart.

ThHe Beabeng for theiv mighty Ring
prepare,

Heavens for their mighty King
:pare, when He fhall captive bring
ptivity, and bear it high
in triumph, far above the fky.
They take their harps, they ftand, they wait
For His Return, at Heaven’s gate—
He comes—then burfts the holy fong
Far through the aifles of Heaven; and long
Re-echoes through th’ eternal Hall.
Ten thoufand chariots at His Call
Roll down to earth, like thunder loud
Their noife; and the Angelic crowd,
Ten thoufand times ten thoufand, all
Before His awful Prefence fall :
Then butfts the Hymn afrefh and fills
With joy the everlafting Hills.
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3 will not leabe pou Comfortlely.

WILL not leave you Comfortlefs—
@| The Promifed SPIRIT comes to blefs ;
| The Pentecoftal Day is come,
= And with one mind, in common home,
The fad Difciples of the LorD
Waiting, obey His folemn Word.

Oh, let His Word with us abide,

While thus we keep our Whitfuntide !

Sudden, above, and all around,
A mighty Wind, a rufhing Sound
Comes from the Clouds afunder riven ;
Refiftlefs comes—it comes from Heaven—
Its Power expanfive makes its way,
And fills the chamber where they pray.
Oh, may that Power with us abide
'To cheer us in our Whitfuntide !

Not Sounds alone, but Sights are there,
For cloven Tongues of Fire appear ;
Brighter than jewelled diadem
They reft on each and all of them :
The Heavenly Influence fpreads: and they
Exulting hail the glorious Day.
And oh, may we with thankful pride
Thus hail our glorious Whitfuntide !

Filled from one Source, the HoLy GHosT,
(JEsus their theme, His Crofs their boaft)
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No other teaching they require,

Kindled, infpired by Heaven’s own Fire,

In Tongues ne’er learnt they JEsus preach,

E’en as the Spir1T’s Breathings teach.
Oh, help us, teach us, Heavenly Guide,
To keep aright our Whitfuntide !

The tidings foon were noifed abroad

Of Powers that fpoke the Prefent Gob ;

And numbers vaft of pious men,

From every clime *neath Heaven’s ken,

Each in his native language heard,

From men untaught, the facred Word.
Oh, fpread thofe tidings far and wide,
Bleft Founder of our Whitfuntide!

Well might thofe lifteners cry—Oh! fee,
Are not they all from Galilee ?
How in our proper tongue doth each
Catch words of Wifdom from their fpeech ?
‘To keep a Feaft from far we came,
A holier Feaft we now proclaim.

And oh, what they far off defcried,

May we enjoy each Whitfuntide !

Surely J come quickiy.

ELY—the Mafter faid—I come
Quickly to earth again :

«d yet how long our eyes have watched
And waited but in vain.
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Long? and in vain? O foolifh heart,
When will thy faith grow ftrong,
And learn that when the watch is paft

Thou fhall not deem it long.

No watch too long for Him Who comes :
Nor any waiting vain

For Crowns like thofe which Gop fhall give
When He hath come again.

O Coming Lorp! Who fill delay’ft
Thy Chariot-wheels in Love,

To give us time to fit ourfelves
For higher rooms above..

Increafe our faith—Nay! wafh our Souls
More clean from guilty ftain ;

Left, though Thou comeft quickly, we
Who wait fhould wait in vain :

Give us fome right to fay—E’en [o,
Lorp JEsus, come again !

Pentecolt.
SON of Gop, Who wenteft up on high

‘Only to come more nigh,
More nigh Thy orphaned Twelve the
firft of us
Thy Sons innumerous,
Lo, at the break of Pentecoftal Day
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We lift what Gop will fay,
In Sion, in the Mountain of Thy choice
We wait the ftill fmall Voice.

He fpeaks! He [peaks! now he that hath an ear
Let him the loved Voice hear—

That where I am My Own might be alway
On earth I would not ftay ;

A little while, and in My gracious Rain
'To earth I came again,

That I with man might dwell and be his Friend
Even unto the end.

The Flefh Which died, Which nevermore fhall die,
*T'was That I bare on high ;

My Death, My Life, to work *mid fin and woe,
*T'was That I fent below ;

Summed in the mighty Wind and ‘Tongues of Fire
Are all ye can defire

That ye may work with This your Gob and be
Mine through Eternity.

Amen! Amen! [o be it, LorD, with all
Who love Thy Feftival !
Thou haft not left us orphans; to our need
"The COMFORTER indeed,
The Eternal FaTnER’s Promife, Thy Work’s
Crown,
The SpIrIT hath come down ;
The FATHER, thus, and SoN, in Souls may dwell
For ever. It is well,
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..o.-.o.o-.-<-o-.‘

.
.
-
e .
.
.
.
.

. .

e e o o o

245. Oh| to write . .

206. Oh, touch not thou that holy Head .
43. Ohl what is human life below? . .

211, Oh, what fhame and defolation . . .

135. On Tabor’s Mount how mft thou hope t

ftand . . e e s

61. On the Birthday ofthe LoRD. . . . .

154. Only ftay of Man’s Salvation . . .

293. Open! ye Gates, for the battle hath ended

218. Our Blefled Lorb fill on the Crofs behold !

236. Our Pafchal Joy at laftishere . . . .

o
.
.
.
.

.-o-.oOooo.

28. PARTED from Thee for evermore .
131. Praife the LorD, ye Heavens above . . .
280. Praife to CHRIST with fuppliant voices . . .

255
204
28
391
101
e 377
121
278
353
163
384
386
170
229
145
178
381
47
78
328
399
330
270
15
119
43
293
242
47
249

160

71
185
345

259
283

33
156
331
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6. Prepare to meet thy Gop . .

260. Put on thy beautiful robes, Bride ‘of CHRIST .

246. RaBBONI! Mafter, LORD Divine . .
256. Raife the high Hymn to Him Who died
266. Rejoice! Rejoice! . . . . .
314. Rejoice, ye Saints, in glad accord . . .
32. Rife, O Lorp, in all Thy Glory . . .
297. Rifen Lorp, enthroned on High . .

o o

98. SABEAN Odours load theair . . . . .
322. SAVIOUR, Thy FATHER’s Promife fend .
294. Sail on, O Ships, acrofs the main . . . .
282. Saints on earth, and Saints in light . . .

15. Scarce difcerning ought beforeus . . .
124. See! from where the purple morning . .
180. See! Jofeph comes with Spices® flore . .
133. See them gending in the Manger . .

e e o o o o

142. See! where in fhame the Gop of Glory ha;xgs:

91. Shout ye Heavens with laud and praifing .
224, Silence in the Houfe of Prayer . . . .
292. Sing! O Heavens, O Earth rejoice! . .

69. Sing the Holy CHILD CHRIST ., . .
307. Sit Thou on My Right Hand . . . .
178. Six weary hours extended . . . . . .

77. Sleep! Holy BaBE . . . . . . . .

81. SoN of GobD, before Thee . . . .

s6. Spirit of Midnight—bounding with happinefs .

313. SPIRIT Superne, come down again . . .
235. Spring is in its beauty glowing . . . .

88. Stars of Glory, thine more brightly . . .
222, Stay! grieved One, flayl . . . . . .
216. Strike ﬂ‘)ldly down the tree of malice . .
342. Surely—the Mafter faid—I come quickly .

70. Swathed, and feebly wailing e e
126. Sweet BABE, That wrapt in twilight fhade .

23. THANKs and praife and joy and bleffin,

11. That fearful ]g &
141. The awful noon-tide gloom is o’er . . .
163. The blefled Crofs fhines now tous . . .

ay, that Day of fpeechlels dread

.

.

.

411

309

294
305
317
371

350

118
381
346
333

17
149
213
158
168
106
267
345

80
364
211

89

94

370
282
102
26g
256
398

81
150

27
12
166

195



412 Jnder of the Firk Lineg.

No.
96. The Cedar of Lebanon, Plant of renown . .
13. The Chariot! the Chariot! its wheels roll on fire
147. The Crofsisevergood . . . . . . . .
315. The Day of Pentecoft . . .
340. The Heavens for their mighty ng prepare .
73. The Herald lights from Heaven on golden wing
249. The joyful Mom! . . ..
324. The King of Glory, CHlus1‘, ‘moft ng .- .
25. The LoRrD draws nigh, the righteous Throne’s
Affeflor . . e e e e e .
254. The LORD is rifen to-day . . .
152. The LorD of Might from Sinai’s brow . .
10. The Lorp fhall come in dead of night . .
36. The Mighty ONE, the King of kmgﬂ .
62. The Moon that now is fhining . .
18. The night is far fpent, and the Day is at hand
136. The nobleft cities upon earth . . . .
217. The Race is nearly finithed . . . . . . .
183. The Royal Banner floats on high . . . .
250. The ruddy Momning clear and bright . . .
264. The Soldiers were watching . . . . . .
281. The Son of David bowed to die . . . .
31. The SoN of MaN fhallcome . . . .
123. The Star before doth filly glide . .
29. The Voice of one that cries . . .
49. The Wonder-working Mafter . .
121, The wondering Sages trace from far .
26. The World is grown old, and her pleafures are
aft . .
132, ThepWorld'> Rcﬁorer, Cl-nus‘r, of kmgs “the
King . .
137. There alge three Glfts, three Homages .
212, There is nothing more that they can do
339. There's rapture in the Heavenly height .
40. They will appear . . . . . . . .
21. Thine Advent isat hand . . .
191. This Day, remote from earth’s rude noife
113. This Feaft above all others rated . . .
233. This is indeed the Dayof Gop . . . . .
71. Thisis the feftal Light . . . . . . . .
286, Thouart goneuwpon High. . . . . . .
122. Thou That art the FATHER'S WORD . . .

® s e o * o

Page
IrI:

14
174
372
396

298
382

29
303
182

11

41

72

21
161
257
216
299
314
333

35
148

34

57
146

3t

157
162
251
395
45
25
226
134
280
82
338
147



No.

273.
160.
108.

92.

145.
114.
262.
128.
318.
117,
188.
68.
95-
312,
125,
289.
sI1.
99-
30.
252,
210.
130.
84.
90.

279.
198.

50

.

3.
258.
48.
190.
199.
75-
255.
41.
140.
203
3:7.

Jnver of the Fivk Lines.

Thou, Who to fave . . ..
Thoufands have felt Thy healmg ‘Power
Three ancient Men in Bethlehem’s Cave .
Thrice blefled fruitful Theme of Mirth . .

. Thrice joyful night . . . . .

Through miry paths I laboured on . .
Through the filent midnight hours . . .
*Tis paft, that night of deepeft gloom . .
*Tis the Feaft of the change that {o rapidly ended
*Tis the laft of the Days He muft fojourn below
To Bethlehem, Sinners, hafte . . . . . .
To Calvary afcending . . . . . . . .
To CHrisTthe LorD . . . . . . . .
To-day in Bethlehem . . .
To-day the SoN of Gob hath gone .« .
To earth from Heaven glad Tidings I unfold .
To former fcenes of glorious Light . . . .
To hang transfixed upon the bitter Crofs .
To the Lorp for ever Glorious . . .
To welcome Him Who fhall for ever rexgn
Touch me not, M
Tree which Heaven has willed to dower .
Truly at the Manger-thed . . . . . . .
*Twas in the Wintercold . . . . .
*Twas Midnight . . . . . . . .

Up! found your joyful fongs viftorious . . .
Up that dar{ Hill tunereal, faint with ill , .

VirGIN Mother, oh, rejoice! . . . . . .

WaAKE! the ftartling Watch-cry pealeth . .
We are rifen with CHRIST to-day . . .
We fing to Thee, EMMANUEL . .

Weep not for me, oh | weepnot Salem’s Daughters
Weeping as they go their w. g' o .
Welcome ! that Star in Judah’s lky . e
Welcome the triumphant token . . .
We watch to fee the Star of Gladnefs rife . N
What Star is this that beams abroad . . . .
. When acrofs the heart deep waves of forrow .
When all the Powers of Darknefs {fpurning

413
Page
325
192
128
108

172
136
312
152
375
141
221

79
111
369
149
341

59
117

34
301
248
154

98
105

330
234

53

306
55
224
23§
86
304

164
239
373
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No.
sz. When CHRisT let fall that Sanguined Shower

209. When evil thoughts bring trouble nigh . . .
176. When Gobp came down from Heaven . . .
329. When Ifrael came from Egypt’sland . . .
97. Whenthe World flept . . . . . . . .
155. Whenthey fcourgedand mocked and bound Him
338. Where is our Mafternow?. . . . . . .
34. Whether there many be, or few .
27. While Adam’s race fore wounded lay
306. While up to Heaven Gop goeth . .
164. Who is ‘This with Garments gory
336. With all your floods attending . .
277. Words may not Thy Glory tell . .

s e s e o @
T

'
L N T

192. Ye, for eafe of heart wholong . . . . .
320. Ye Saintly-Bands that circle round . . . .

194
246
208
386
113
186
394

39

32
362
196
392
329

227
378
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From dncient Sources.
Eprrep By THE Rev. Orey SHipLey, M.A.

Second Thoufand, fmall 8vo. Price 25, 6d. Cloth,

THE DINE LITURGY: A Manual of Devotion
Sor the Sacrament of the Altar ; for daily use.

Contents :—Office in Preparation, with Hymns: the Divine
Liturgy, or the Order of Offering the Sacrifice and Adminiftering
the Sacrament of the Altar, according to the Ufe of the Englith
Church ; with Devotions for thofe who Communicate, and for
thofe who Worfhip without Communicating; including Medita-
tion, A@s of Chriftian Virtue, Prayers for the Invocation, Collo-
quies, Confiderations, A&s of Oblation, Reparation, Adoration,
and Interceffion; Conferences, Contemplations, Hymns, Thank{-
givings and Devotions after Holy Communion : Office in Thank{-
giving, with Hymns: Euchariftic Litanies : Euchariftic Hymns,

Sccond Thoufand, fmall 8vo. Price 2s. 6d. Cloth.

THE DAILY SACRIFICE: A Manual of Spiritual
Communions for daily ufe.
Contents :—Office in Preparation: Dire@ion of the Intention ;
Ads of Contrition, Faith, Hope, Love, and Humility ; Prayer for
Grace ; Memorial of the Paffion; and Hymn; for every day in

the week : Meditations, Conferences, Soliloquies, Sentiments, and
Affe&ions for daily ufe: and Colle@s for the Seafons,

Royal 18mo, Toned paper and plate. Price 3s. Cloth.

Luis DE GRANADA: Confiderations on Myfleries
of the Faith. Newly tranflated and abridged from
the original Spanith.

Containing Meditations on Self-Knowledge; Life; Death;
Judgment; Hell; Heaven; and the Divine Bleflings.

Royal 18mo. Toned paper and plate. Price 2s.6d. Cloth.

AVRILLON:  Euchariftic Meditations. Newly
tranflated and abridged from the French. Part I.
Contents :—Of the Benefits and Bleflings of the Holy Commu-
nion ; Of the adorable Fleth, the precious Blood, the facred Heart,
the Spirit, the Soul, the Life, and the Divinity of Jesus Curist
in the Holy Eucharift; and of the general Preparation, and the
Preparation of Faith and Hope before the Blefled Sacrament,
Part I1. in preparation.



Royal 18mo. Tomed paper and plate. Price 2s. Cloth.

RoDrIGUEZ: A Treatife of the Virtue of Humility.
Abridged from the Spanifh. Part I.

Contents:—Of the Excellency of the Virtue of Humility, and
in what it confifts; Of the Firft Degree of Humility ; Of the
Second Degree of Humility ; and of the means by which Humility
is acquired, and the Benefits of it.

Part IL. in preparation,

Royal 18mo. Toned paper and plate. Price 2s, Cloth.

DaiLr MEDITATIONS FOR 4 MoNTH: On fome
of the more moving Truths of Chriffianity, in order
to determine the Soul to be in earneft in the Loge
and Service of ber GOD.

Contents:—Of our firft Beginning and laft End ; Redemption
and Holy Baptifm ; Sin, Repentance, Confeffion, and Abfolution ;
Death, Judgment, Hell, and Heaven ; Divine Love, and Love to
our Neighbour; &c.

Swall 8vo. Toned paper and plates. Price 3s. 6d. Cloth.

DarLr MEDITATIONS FOR THE SEASONS: Ad-

vent to Trinity.

Containing Short Meditations for every day for the Seafons of
Advent, Chriftmas, Epiphany, Septuagefima, Lent, Eafter, Afcen-
fion, Whitfun-tide, and Trinity Sunday, on the Incarnation, Nati-
vity, Infancy, Miniftry, Paffion, Refurre@ion, and Afcenfion, &c.
of our Bleffed Lorp.

Small 8vo. Price 2s. 6d. Cloth.

EucHarIsTIC LITANIES.

Containing, amongft others, Litanies from the Paris Miffal, the
Mozarabic Liturgy, the Sarum Offices, a Corpto-Arabic MS., the
Armenian, an Ethiopic MS., Sacramentary of S. Gregory, the
Euchariftic Month, the Imitation, the Paradife, the Celefte Pal-
metum, &c.

8wo. Price 4d.

The RESURRECTION: An Eafler Sermon; by Luis
de Granada. ‘Tranflated from the Spanifh.

LONDON: MASTERS, ALDERSGATE STREET,
AND 78, NEW BOND STREET.




Lately publifbed, uniform with * Lyra Meffianica,” price §s.
cloth, antigue.

Lyra Eucharitica:
Hywuns anp Verses oN ToE HoLy Communion,
ANCIENT AND MODERN; WITH
OTHER POEMS.

EXTRACTS FROM REVIEWS.

* This isa Manual which we owe to the tafte and refearch of
Mr. Orby Shipley. It confifts of Hymns, Poems, and Verfes,
Profes and Sequences, all conne@®ed with the great Chriftian
Myftery, and thefe are colle@ted from all fources, ancient and
modern. Both as a book of devotion, and in a merely literary
point of view, this is a very important little work.”—Tbe Cbriftian
Remembrancer.

¢ In the copious Colle@ion of Hymns and Verfes on the Holy
Communion, edited by Mr. Orby Shipley, under the title of Lyra
Euchariflica, there are many Poems from ancient and modern
Sources which may help devotion, while they fatisfy poetical tafte.”
— The Guardian:

¢ This Volume is a real gain to Englith Literature, . . . Befides
colle@ing together [the Tranflations of feveral Authors] and others
which are lefs well known, Mr. Shipley has been able, by the help
of friends, to add both original Hymns and new Tranflations to a
very confiderable extent. Here then we have a volume, which
will fupply food to the devout mind, in conneion with the great
A& of Chriftian Worthip, fuch as certainly did not exift before ;
and to many minds, we apprehend, there will be found to be more
of edification in thefe Hymns, than in Treatifes of a direly
do&rinal or dida@ic nature. We give one fpecimen to thew that
the new element in the Volume is of really folid value.”—Tbe
Ecclefiaflic,

¢ The Colle@ion before us is one of the moft valuable, perhaps,
which is extant in our language. [The Euchariftic] is a depart-
ment of Hymnology which hitherto has been only too much neg-
le@ed in the Englith Church, . . . This great defe&, then, is here,
in fome meafure, fupplied—moft ably fupplied as far as it goes—
though, of courfe, it could only, within the neceffary limits of fuch
a Colle&ion, be a gleaning from the vaft ftores which are available to
the Church, The Lyra Euchariftica is beautifully printed and got



Extraéts from Reviews.

up. It will prove, we are fure, an attraltive Book, as well from
its intrinfic merits as its external beauty.”—Tbe Cburch Review.

¢ The Volume before us is the laft addition to the number [of
Books on Hymnology]. But it will be obferved, as its title indi-
cates, that the Hymns contained in this Work are all devoted to
one fubje€t. Some idea of the labour incurred by the Editor may
be gathered from the fa&, that the Book contains 165 Hymns
devoted to the Holy Communion. Thefe have been fele@ed from
every available Source, many of them being Tranflations from
Medizval Hymns, while others are original compofitions. There
are copious Indices, and an explanatory Preface which is not the
leaft interefting part of the work. It would be abfurd to fay a word
of praife in favour of the Hymns themfelves : we cannot gild refined
gold. Suffice it to fay, that to thofe who wifh to deepen their fenfe
of our Lorp's Prefence in the Bleffed Sacrament, this work will be
found invaluable. It is moft beautifully got up, printing, paper,
and binding, being everything one could with for; and its price is
fo moderate as to place it within the reach of nearly every one.”—
The Church Times.

¢ The prefent beautiful Volume will probably be the moft popu-
lar of the many Colle&ions and Tranflations relating to the Holy
Communion edited by Mr. Shipley. Thofe who poffefs his Divine
Liturg y, will have learnt to appreciate fome of the fpecial beauties of
Euchariftic Hymns, as aids to devotion, from the choice fpecimens,
chiefly ancient and medizval, colle@ted in that Publication. The
comparatively few there given have gradually expanded in the Edi-
tor’s hands into the prefent Volume : [and] no lefs than 165 grand
and beautiful Hymns, all clofely related to the Holy Eucharift, many
now appearing for the firft time, at leaft in their prefent Englith
drefs, are thus brought together into a handfomely printed and
neatly bound little Volume,”— obn Bull.

“ Works like the Lyra Euchariffica are in two ways ufeful. In
this Volume are brought together a great number of beautiful
Hymns, original and tranflated, which for private ufe will doubtlefs
be grateful to many. Butit is alfo a valuable contribution towards
the Hymnal of the future. Euchariftic Hymns are needed : here
we have 165, fome of which are of a very high order. Mr.
Shipley has gathered in his ftores from every fide : but we conceive
the moft valuable part of the Volume to be the tranflations of
ancient Hymns,”—Tbe Prefs.

¢ This very antique-looking Volume confifts of a Colle&ion of
Hymns and Verfes, both ancient and modern, on the fubje of the
Holy Communion . . . Many of the Verfes appear to us, from a
literary point of view, to poffefs a refpe@table degree of merit.”—
The Speétator,

. “Theidea which has prompted the publication of this Volume
Is very commendable. Among the devotional poetry of ancient and
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medizval times, there are many beautiful Hymns, which, in apt and
fpirited Tranflations, might aid the faith of Chriftians in our own
time. If it be true that the higheft and moft lafting evidence of the
truth of our holy Faith is found in its effe® on the mind of the
believer, it muft furely be a good thing for men to have the wit-
nefs of earlier ages brought home to them by means of Colleftions
like this ; and the Hymns which Mr. Shipley and others are ftriv-
ing to refcue from oblivion, will be welcome to the hearts and lips
of many who can find little in the Poetry of the prefent day that
will ferve as the expreflion of their Faith. We can, therefore,
freely acknowledge that Mr. Shipley fet himfelf a good work when
he undertook the colletion of Hymns on the Holy Eucharift,”—
The Standard.

¢« Of the literary merits of the contributions, both as to the
Tranflations and the Original Hymns, we cannot fpeak too highly
« « « [and the] Volume cannot fail to ftrike the eye by the appro-
priate charaler of its printing and binding,”—The Economiff.

¢ Mr. Shipley has made an offering to the Church, in this beau-
tiful work, which may well win for him the gratitude of all who
mourn over the coldnefs and indifference with which the unfpeak-
able Gift of CarisT, in the Holy Eucharift, is received by too many
of her members, It is a moft exquifite Colleion, containing not
only Tranflations from the old days of faith and fervour, but alfoall
thatis moft worthy of the fubject from the Poems of Modern Authors.
Such a Work may prove no mean inftrument for promoting the
love and reverence for this great Sacrament, which fo many earneft
minds are now labouring to revive,”—Tke Churcbman’s Companion.

¢ Lyra Euchariffica has a long and learned preface concerning
Hymns and Hymnology, taking note of the chief Collettions, an-
cient and modern, in various languages. . . . All [the Contribu-
tions] are worthy to be preferved, and the Volume is a proof that
the higheft and moft paffionate human feeling does not neceffarily
exprefs itfelf in the worft poetry . . . This Lyra is another con-
tribution to the yearly increafing number of good Sacred Poems,
In outward fhow [it is a] model of ecclefiaftical elegance. The
fober, imitation. antique ftyle of ““get up ™ is one of the pleafanteft
affeCtations of the day to eyes wearied with the ‘“innumerable
cheap ftains and fplendid dyes,” in which the modern book-cover
makers delight.”’—Tbe Globe.

¢ There is nothing more remarkable than the wonderful advance
which has been recently made in the Anglican Communion with
regard to a true belief in the Real Prefence . . . Evidences of this
are not wanting on all hands. One fuch is the publication of a
very handfome Volume of Hymns and Verfes, called Lyra Euchar-
iffica, edited by Mr. Orby Shipley. The Book refleéts great credit
on the Compiler, who has been affifted by many known writers, and
is exceedingly well arranged and printed . . . Many of the Poems
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are original, and of fingular ability and intereft,” —The Union Re-
view,

¢ We content ourfelves with remarking that the great majority
of pieces [in Lyra Euckariffica] are fo reverent in tone, and fo beau-
tiful in expreflion, that the Volume is a moft acceptable addition to
our ftores of Sacred Poetry, which on this particular fubje& [the
Holy Communion] appear to be far more fcanty than is generally
fuppofed.”—Tbhe Gentleman's Magaxine.

¢ In the department of devotional Literature, we think [that Mr.
Shipley’s] laft effort is the beft. The printers and binders have
produced a beautiful Volume, a fit cafket for the gems, modern and
antique, which it contains. In a Preface of thirty pages, the
Editor ftates his defign, and makes fome excelient remarks on
Hymnology generally, but efpecially on Hymns for the Holy Com-
munion, Mr. Shipley has done all he could to colle& together a
noble body of verfe on a noble fubje&, and has laid under contri-
bution a great number of friends, both for Tranflations of Ancient
Hymnsand Original ones. The Volume certainly fuppliesa want.”
—The Clerical Fournal.

¢ We fhould not do juftice to Meffrs. Longman if we did not
mention the very ornamental manner in which the [Lyra Eucbar-
iftica] is publithed, in imitation of the handfomeft Works of the
16th and 17th Centuries.”—The Weckly Regifter.

“ As a Book [Lyra Eucbariftica] is one of the moft perfet fpeci-
mens of typography we have feen for fome years; and although
fome few inaccuracies are found in its pages, we think the Editor’s
labours have been marked with confiderable fuccefs . . . There
are no lefs than 165 Compofitions, the colle@ing, tranflating, and
arranging of which fupply abundant evidence of the carneft dili-
gence and painftaking care of the Editor.—Tbe Wefleyan Times.

¢ This elegantly got-up Book [Lyra Euchariflica] {carcely comes
within our province, but we with to call attention to it as contain-
ing a number of very beautiful pieces upon the fubje& to which it
is confecrated, Some of the Tranflations are original, and not a few
among them are admirable.”—Tbe Fournal of Sacred Literature.

“ Lyra Eucbariftica and the Diwine Liturgy, both of them com-
pilations by the Rev, Orby Shipley, are got up with great typogra-
phical luxe, and are edited with Mr. Shipley’s ufual care.”—Tbe
Ecclefiologif.

¢ The peculiar ftamp and beauty of the binding of this Hymnal
[Lyra Euchariftica), which has been evidently defigned with moft
exquifite tafte, in accordance with the firi@eft rules of medizval art,
is the firft circumftance which ftrikes the Reader on taking it into
his hands. Opening the Volume, evetything is in charater with
the exterior—medizval title-page—medizval defigns, vignettes, and
illuftrations—medizval printing—and the Hymns themfelves
abundantly medizval and antique.””—7Zbe London Review.
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