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PREFACE.

O‘UR congregation has long used two

hymn-books; namely, the compre=
hensive edition of “Dr. Rippon’s Se-
lﬁction,':’ %‘D;ﬁhﬁ?’s Psalms and

ymns. spite the judgment of many
to the contrary, we beiievc that the store
of spiritual songs contained in these two
volumes is not excelled, even if equalled
by any compilation extant; and we
should most probably have been - very
well content with those books had it not
been for difficulties connected with the
remarkably complex arrangement of
their contents. To strangers it was no
small task to discover the hymn selected
for singing, for, in the first place, there
were two books, which was in itself an
evil ; but the matter wasmade far worse
by the fact that these two volumes were
cach a puzzle to the uninstructed;
Rippon with its parts innumerable, and
‘Watts with first, second, and third books.
The Erovidcnee of God brings very many
new hearers within the walls of our place
of worship, and many a time have we
marked their futile researches, and pitied
the looks of despair with which they have
given up all hope of finding the hymus,
und so of joining intelligently in our
words of praise. 'We felt that such ought
not to be the state of our service of song,
and resolved if possible to reform it.
None of the collections already e})ubhshul
arc cxactly what our congregation needs,
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or we would have cheerfully adopted one
of them. They are good in their way,
but we need something more. Our cone
gregation has distinctive features which
are not suited by every compilation, not
indeed by any known to us. Wethought
it best to issue a selection which would
contain the cream of the books already
in use among us, together with the best
of all tghers cxmntdu to the hmﬁ of

ing to press; an ving sought a
blessing upon the grojcct we set about
it with all our might, and at last have
brought it to & conclusion. Our best
diligence has been given to the work,
and we have 8 no expense: may
God’s richest blessing rest upon the re-
sult of our arduous labours! Unto His
gl we dedicate “Our Own Hymn-
Book.”

‘The area of our researches has been as
wide as the b ds of existing religi
literature, American and British, Protes~
tant and Romish—ancient and modern.
‘Whatever may be thought of our taste
we have used it without prejudice ; and
a good hymn has not been rej -
cause of the character of its author, or
the heresies of the church in whose
hymnal it first occurred ; so long as the
language and the spirit commended the
hymn to our heart we included it, and
believe that wo have enriched our col-
lection thereby. The range of subjects
is very extemsive, comprising not only
direct praise, but doctrine, experience,
and ecxhortation; thus enabling the
saints according to apostolical command
to edify one another in their spiritual
songs. Ifany object that some of the

are penitential or doctrinal, and
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therefore unfit to be sung, we reply that
we find examples of such in the Book of
Psalms, which we have made our model
in compiling our work; there we have
Maschx})s' as well as hosannahs, and
wn.itenﬁal odes as well as hallelujahs,

e have not been able to fall in with
modern scruples, but have rested content
with ancient precedents. We have not
cast about for models suggested by the
transient fancy of the hour, but have
followed the indications given us in tho
word of God and in the long established
usage of the universal church; desiring
to be obedient to the sacred precept, ¢ Let
the word of Christ dwell in you richly in
all wisdom: teaching and admonishi:
omp':::lther in psalms und.::hymns an
spiritual songs, singing wil gaee in
your hearts to the Lord.” e hope
that in some few churches of the land we
may be helpful to their service of sacred
song, and aid them in praising the Lord.

features which distinguish this

hymn-book are such as to )usti!y its
issue, at least in the mind of the com-
piler, u whom it has involved im-
mense labour—a labour which has been
its own reward. Those features are as
follows :—

.1. The hymns have been drawn from
the original works of the authors, and
are given as far as practicable just as
they were written. K’hu is 8o unusual
a h%nct;ice as tl?n:eo‘agnost ai‘;ovelty,
while the man, ymns grown
intoa systemia system, however, to be
most heartily deprecated. The very few
alterations which we have personally
made are either grammatical corrections
or emendations which seemed to bo
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jmperaively d dod by tho interest
of truth, or were n in order to
change the metre into such as could be

sung,

2. Subjects frequently passed over or
pushed into a cornerarc here made con-
spicuously the themes of song ; such, for
instance, as the great doctrines of sove-
reign grace, the personal Advent of our
Lord, and especially the sweetness of
present communion with Him.

3. Hymns suitable for revivals, prayer-
meetings, and earnest addresses to sin-
ners, are given in larger numbers and
greater variety than in any other selec.
tion known to the editor, and several
popular verses whose poctic merit had
not commended them to previous com-
pilers, have been adcpted in deference to
the Great Spirit who has so frequently
blessed the usc of them both to saints
and sinners.

4. The Psalms of David are here, by
the aid of various writers, more espe-
cially Watts, the English and Scotch
versions, Mr, Lyte and Miss Auber, all
presented, in whole or in part, in forms
suitable for eonmgationa singing, and
our endeavour been to preserve the
devout spirit of that.inspired book even
where the Jewish expressions have been
necessarily changed for Christian lan-

guage.

Our deepest obligations are acknow-
ledged to Mr. D. Sedgwick, of Sun Street,
Bishopsgate, without whose diligent
assistance our work could never have
‘been accomplished. His large collection
of hymn-books, and his marvellous ac-

uaintance with hymnology, render him
the indispensable helper of all hymn
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collectors who would have their work
well done. For the authorship, dates,
and general correctness of the text, wo
have relied mainly upon him; and be-
lieve that he has enabled us to produce
a volume altogether unique and un-
rivalled in value.

The editor has inserted with great
diffidenco a very few of his own compo-
sition, chiefly among the Psalms, and
his only apology for so doing is the fact
that of certain difficult Psalms he could
find no version at all fitted for singing,
and was therefore driven to turn them
into verse himself. As these original
compositions are but few, it is hoped
that they willnot prejudice the ordinary
reader against the rest of the collection,
and tl})ossib]y one or two of them may

ratify the generous judgment of our

ends.

To very many proprietors of original

es

hm:ls we tender earn for the
1 1 manner in which consent has in«
variably been given to us to use their
copyrights. If by inadvertence we have
used any compositions without per<
mission, we trustthe owners a
to us the same cou as if we had
written to them, which kind assent we
will gladly acknowledge in a future issue.
‘We are bound to acknowledge our obli-
gations to the rietors of the in-
valuable works of James Mon! TY,
Conder, Lyte, Kelly, 8ir Edward Denny,
Miss Anna Shipton, and to the publishers
of the hymns of Dr. Neale. 'We thank
Rev. W. Hiley Bathurst for permission
tHo use hiie exc'f]lllcntn“ _P% “!;-31‘1

ymns ;’’ Rev. Thos. Davis, of =
bay, for like liberty with his valuable
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“Hymns New and Old;” Dr. Horatius
Bonar, for his choice *“ H of Faith
and Hope;” Rev. J. 8. Monsell, for his
most precious “‘Spiritual Songs;” Mr.
Caswall for assent to usc his h given
through Mr. Stevenson; to Rev. James
Kelly, for hymns from his selection;
Mr. id.meston, for several poetical odes ;
Rev. W. Reid, for aid through his noble
¢ Praise Book;”’ Mr. Henr,y Bateman,
for use of * Heart Melodies’’ and other
works; Rev. Newman Hall, for original

ieces ; and especially Mr. Albert Mid-

ane, for use of ‘“Gospel Echoes,” and
for several contributionsspecially written
for our assistance. We are grateful to
representatives of Dr. Reed for the use
of his hymns, and to Rev. Denham Smith
and others for the same favour; while to
many friends we are thankful for valu-
able 1nformation as to authorship and

tes.

‘We are thus indebted to all classes
of Christians, and are furnished with
another instance of the intimate fellow-
ship of ull saints in their prayers and
praises; we pray that believers of all de-
nominations may derive a blessing from
the combined works of so many of the
Lord’s servants.

C. H. SPURGEON.
September, 1866,
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SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS.

—_———

1 PSALM 1. oM.

1 RLEST is the man who shuns t.ho place
‘Where sinners love to mee
‘Who fears to tread their wicked ways,
And hates the scoffer’s seat

2 Bnt in the statutes of the Lord
Has placed his chlef delight ;
By day he reads or hears the word,
And medlmtes by night.

He, like a plant of generous kind,
B’y living waters set,
8afe from the storms and blasting wlnﬂ.
Enjoys a peaceful sta
4 Greon as the leaf, and ever fair,
Shall his profession ehine;
‘While fruits of holiness appear
Like clusters on the vine,

5 Noc so the impious and un; iu“'

eslfnu they form!!
'l'helr ho 8 are blown away like dust,
cha& before the storm.

] Slnners in judgment shall not stand
5‘“ the sons of grace, (hand
thn rist, the Judge, at His right
Appoints Hfs sainta a place.
7His eyo beholds the path they tread ;
His heart approves it we
But crooked ways of sinners  lead
Down to the gates of hell.
Isaac Watts, 1719
1 2
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2 PSALM 2. 14sth.

1 THOUG}I sinners holdly join,

Against the Lord to rise,

Against Hig Christ combine,

Th’ Anointed to despise;

Though earth disdain,
And hell engage,
Vain is their rage,

. Thelr counsel vain.

2 Jesus the Sayviour reigns!
On Sion is His throne;
The Lord’s decree sustains
His own begotten Son :
Up from the grave
He bids Him rise
And mount the skies,
‘With power to save.

3 Oh serve the Lord with fear,
And reverence His command ;
‘With sacred joy draw near,
With solemn trembling stand ;

William Goode, 1811.

3 PSALM 8. LM

1 THY promise, Lord, is perfect peace,
And yet my trials still increase ;
Till fears at times my soul assail,
Satan's rage must yet prevail.

2 Then, Saviour, then I fly to Thee,
And in Thy grace my refuge see :
Thou heard’st me from Thy holy hil}
And Thou wilt hear and help me stiil.

-
8 Beneath Thy wings secure I sleep ;
What foe ean harm while Thou dost keep?
1 wake, and find Thee at my side,
My omnipresent Guard and Guide!

4 Oh why should earth or hell distress,
With God 8o strong, so nigh to bless?
From Him alone salvation flows ;

On Him alone, my soul, repose.
3 Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,
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4 PSALM 4. C.M.
1 TORDof
L y never- lt'a.lml]n i Jo”.
Thon hm been all ,‘,
On' helpme to the end |

2 While worldly minds impatient grow,

ore
Oh! Ietpthe ories of Thy face
8hine brighter, Lord, on me !
380Muhﬂllnn wtgerﬂmv"uhm
ore ng and more truoe
Than theirs, poasess'd of all tkas they
SOelgerlvvuraue
4Thendownlnpe.cel‘lllaymybud
And take my needful rest
Koothergnudlnkorneed
Of Thee, O , possess’'d.

Tate and Brady, 1608,

5 PSALM 5. C.M.

1 LORD lnthemomlng'nlcm shalt hear
My voice ascending high ;
'.l'o Thee will I direct my prayer,
To Thee Iift up mine eye.
2T u;'t;%l}ﬂla ‘ﬁhﬁre chrlst. is gone
0 or al
Presenting at His Father's thmne
Qur é‘s and our complaints.
8 Thou art a God bef whoce slnt
The wlcked hall no'
ners shall :e'er be 'l'hi dells‘ht.
or dwell at Thy ri|

4 But to Thy house wm I &fwrt,
To mte Thy merc,
will frequent 'n:Ho { tmu't.
And worship in y
50h may Thy grlrn gnide my feet
lllke every % ot d\l g tnlgm,
Andp Isaac Watts, 1719,
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6. PSALM 6. 75
1 {JENTLY, gently lay Thy rod
G’ on myglnfufhead, g God ;

Stay Thy wrath, in mercy stay,
Toost T S\ Dotors its sway,

2 Heal me, for my flesh is weak ;
Heal me, for Thy grace I seek ;
This my only plea I make,
Heal me for Thy mercy’s sake.

3 Who within the silent grave
Shall proclaim Thy power to save ?
Lord, my trembling soul reprieve,
8peak, and I shall rise and live.

4 Lo! He comes! He heeds my plea !
Lo ! He comes ! the shadows fice !
Glory round me dawns_once more ;
Rise, my spirit, and adore!

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

7 PSALM 7. 75

1 T ORD, my God, in Thee T trust ;
Save, Ol ! save Thy trembliug dust,

From the roaring lion's power,

Secking whom he may devour;

From a thousand waves that roil
Shipwreck o'er my sinking soul ;

God Omnipotent, I flee

From them all to Thee, to Thee.

2 Thou my inmost wish canst read,
Thou canst help my utmost need §
Let the world Thy goodness see,
Let them mark Thy grace in me.
Lay the wicked in the dust,
Ralse the feeble, guide the just :
Searclier of the heart, I flee
From myself to Thee, to Thee. .

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

8 PSALM 8. C.M.

1 () LORD, our Lord, how wondrous great
1s Thine exalted name !
The glories of Thine heavenly state
I.‘et,4 men and babes proclaim.
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3 Lord, what is man, or all his race,
‘Who dwells 8o far below.
That Thou shouldst visit hlm with grace,
And love his nature s0?

4 That Thine eternal SOn should bear
To take a mortal for
Made lower than His anbels are,
To save a dying wo!

5 Let Him be crown'd wlth majesty
‘Who bow’d His head to death ;

And be His hanours sounded high
By all things that have breath.

6 Jesn our Lord, how wondrous great
ine exalted name !
'l'he glories of Thy heav'nly state
Let the whole earth proclaim.
Tsaac Waits, 1719.

9 PSALM o, cM
1 TO celehrate I’Ehy praise, O Lord,

To all the Iistenmg wog‘r Tf]y works,
Thy wondrous works declare.

2 The thought of them shall to my soul
xalted pleasure rln%h

‘Whilst to Thy Name, O Thou Most High,
Trinmphant praise I sing.

8 All tbose who have His goodneas pmved
11 in His truth confide;
Whose mercy ne'er forsook the man
That on His help relied.

4 His suff'ring saints, when most dis-
He ne'er forgets to aid ; (tress'd,
Their expectations shall l>e crown'd,
Though for a time delay’d.

5 8ing praises, therefore, t.o the Lord
From 8ion, His abode
Proclaim His deeds, till a.ll the world
Confess no other God.
Tate and Brady, 1698,
[
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10 PSALM 10.  C.M.
(Verses 17 & 18)

1 O GOD, the help of all Thr saints,
Our hope in time of ili ;
We'll trust Thee, though Thy face be hid,
Aund seek Thy presence stilL

2 All our desires to Thee are known ;
Thy heip i8 ever near;
Oh first prepare our hearts to pray,
And then accept our prayer.

Edward Osler, 1836,

11 PSALM 11. LM

1 WHEN all bes) 8 a Father's love,
Ol wherefore, fearful as the dove,
Should we in times of peril fiee
To any refuge, Lord, but Thee?

2 In vain the wicked bend their bow,
And seek to lay the righteous low,
Thou from Thine everlasting throne
With watchful care regard’'st Thine own.

3 Thy volce shall seal the sinncr's fate,
Just vengeance shall his crimes awaft ;
‘While the bright beams of grace divine,
Shall on Thy faithful servants shine.

Harriett Auber, 1829.

12 PSALM 12. M

3 LORD, ‘when iniquities abound,
And blaspheny grows N
‘When faith is 1y to be found,
‘Aud love i8 waxing cold,

2 Is not Thy charlot hastening on?
Hast Thou not given this sign?
May we not trust and live upon
A promise so divine ?

3 * Yes,” salth the Lord, * now will I riee,
And make oppressors fiee ;
1 shall appear to their surprise,
Ang set my servants free.”
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] word, like silver seven times tried,
8| s shall endure ;
The men tha ln Thy truth confide
Bhall

find Thy promise sure.
Isaac Watts, 1719,
13 PSALM 13,  C.M.

1 TYOW lonug wilt Thou torgct me, Lord ?
Must I for ever,mourn

How long wilt Thou wlchdraw from me,
Oh! never to return?

2 Oh, hear, and to my longing eyes
Resatore Thy wonted light
Revive my soul, nor let me sleep
In everlasting night.

s SInee I have always placed my trust
Thy mercy's wing,
hf uving health wﬂl come. snd then
heart with joy shall sprin,

4 Then shall m; with praise lns i
'To Thee, my God. ascena, pired,
‘Who to ’rﬁy dervant in distress
Such bounty didst extend,

Tate and Brady, 1696,
14 PSALM 14. 7.6,
(Verse1)

1 OH that the Lord's salvation
ere out of Zion come,
To henl His ancient nation,
To lead His outcasts home.

2 How long the holy clty
thnll h(?LoeI& feet ne?
tarn, rd, in pity,
Rebuild her walls again.
8 Lgrth!a.ll Tvlily rod of t’error.t
ce impart ;
lel’hack tlfeg\!:ﬂ of error.
Release the fetter'd heart.

4 Let Israel home remrnlns.
e Jor tl ournln
lee oll of jo. dj 'ﬂ: or. m 'F{:ee
Hmry h-a;wu Lyte 1834,
7
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15 PSALM 15. .M.

1 LORD, 1 would dwell with Thee,
On Thy most holy hill :
Oh shed Thy grace abroad in me,
To mould me to Thy will.

2 Thy gate of pearl stands wide
For those who walk upright :

But those who basely turn aside
Thou chasest from Thy sight.

3 Oh tame my tongue to peace,
And tune my heart to love:
From all reproaches may I ceasc,
Made harmless as a dove.

4 The vile, though proudly great,
No flatterer find in me;
1 count Thy saints of poor estatc
Far nobler company.

5 Falthiful, but meekly kind ;
Gentle, yet boldly true ;
1 would possess the perfect mind
Which in my Lord I view.

‘6 But, Lord, thesc graces all
Thy Spirit's work must be:
To Thee, through Jesu's blood I call,

Create them all in me.
Charles H. Spurgeon, 1866,
16 PSALM 16. LM

1 PRESERVE me, Lord, in time of nced
For succour to Thy throne 1 flee,
But have no merits there to plead ;
My goodness cannot reach to Thee.

2 Oft have my heart and tongue confess'd
How empty and how poor I am {
My praise can never make Thee bless'd,
Nor add new glories to Thy namec.

3 Yet, Lord, Thy saints on earth may reap
Some proftt by the good we do;
These are the company I keep,
Th“% are the choicest friends I kKnow.
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4 Let others choose the sons of mirth
To give a relish to their wine;
I love the men of hesvenly birth,
‘Whose thoughts and language aredivine.

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

17 PSALM 17, L.M.

1 T_sinners value, I resign
Lord, ’tis eno hthnt'rhuu art mine
1 shall behold Thy blisstul face,
And stand complete in rlzhwomnels.

2 This life’s a dream, an empty show
But the brlght. world to which I go,
Hat.h jozs gubstantial and sincere ;

all 1 wa.ke, and find me there ?

3 O lorious hour! O blest abode !
1 shall be near and like my :
And flesh and sin no more control
‘The sacred pleasures of my soul

4 fiesh shall slumber in the sronnd
Till the last trumpet’s joyful sound
'rhen burst the chains with sweet sur-
d in my Saviour's image rise. [prisc,

Isaac Watts, 1719,

18 PsALM 18. Veesiox I O.M.

1 () GOD, my strength and fortitudc,
Of force I must love
Thou art my castle and dofence
In my necessity.

2 l('; God, my rock, in whom I trust,
he worker of my wealth ;
My refuge, buckler, and ly shield,
e horn of all my h

3 In my distress I sought my God,
1 wu ht Jehovuh's face ;
My re Him came; 'He heard
Out ot Hl- holy place.

4 The Lord descended from al
And bow'd the heavens most ¥ high,
And underneath His feet He cast
The darkness of the sky.
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5 On cherub and on cherubim
Full ro, He rode,
And on the wings of mighty winds
Came fiying all abroad.

6 And so deliver'd He my soul :
‘Who is a rock but He?
He liveth—Blessed be my Rock !
My God exalted be!

Thomas Sternhold, 1563.

18 PSALM 18. VeesioN II. L.M.

1 N\JO change of times shall ever shock
My firm aﬂecblonb{.‘grd, to Thee;

2 Thou my deliverer art, my God,
My trust is in Thy mighty power ;
‘Thou art my shield from foes abroad,
At home my safeguard and my tower.

3 Let the eternal Lord be praised,
The rock on whose defence I rest ;
O'er highest heavens His name be raised,
‘Who me with His salvation biest.

4 Therefore to celebrate His fame
My grateful voice to heaven I'll raise;
And nations, strangers to His name,
Shall thus be taught to sing His prafse.

Tate and Brady, 1696,

18 psATM 18 VER.IIL L.M.

1 ]‘Us’l‘ are Thiways,nnd true Thy Word,
¢ Qreat Rock of my secure abode:
‘Who is a God beside the Lord ?
Or where's a refuge like our God ?

2'Tis He that girds me with His migh
ﬁls holy sword to wield: b
And while with sin and hell I fight,
Spreads His salvation for my shield.
3 He lives, (and blcssed be my Rock!l)
The God of my salvation lives ;
The dark designa of hell are proke ;
swee{ 6! the peace my Father gives.
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4 Before the scoffers of the nge
1 will exalt my Father's n: H
Nor tremble at their mj, hcy rsse,
But meet reproach, and the shame.

& To David and his royal seed
Thy grace for ever shall extend :
Thy love to saints, in Chrlst thelr head,
Knows not a limit, nor an end.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

19 PSALM 19, LM

1 TEE heavens declare Thy, glor‘ Lord ;
In every star Thy wisdom shines;
But when our eyes bebold Thy word,
‘We read Thy name in fairer lines.

2 Sun, moon, and stars convey Thy praise
Round the whole earth, and ne\ er stand ;

80 when Thy truth be
It touch’d and. ghnceg%?l every lmd.
3 Nor shall Thy spreadin, 8]
Till through the world T g‘:r{::h hu run;
‘Till Christ has

all the nations blest
That see the light, or feel the sun.

4 Great S8un of Righteousness, a
meu the duk world wm] hecvenly light;
Espe makes the simple wise
w8 are pure, Thy judgments right.
5 'l'hy noblest wonders here we view,

In souls renew’d, and sins forgiven :
Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew,
And make Thy word my guide to heaven.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

20 PSALM 20. LM
1 Jnsvs , with Thy salvatlon blest,
‘We yield the glory to Thy na
Fix'din Thz strength our bnnnera rcst.

‘With joy Thy victory we proc
3 Jehovah heau, He hears Thy p er,
The prayer on which onr hope relies;
salvn.lon shall

I‘ronﬁlu right hand 'rhy vscwrle- vise.
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38 Let men the rattling chariot trust,
Or the swift steed, with couragestored ;
In Thee our confidence we boast,
Jesus, Messiah, conquering Lord!

4 Safo shall we stand, nor yleld to fear,
When sinners with thelr hopes 'shall fall ;
Save, Lord, O King Messlah, hear!

Hear, mighty Saviour, when we call.

William Goode, 1811.

21 PSALM 21. LM
1 THY strength, O Lord, makes glad our
King,

Who once in'weakness how'd the head,
Salvation makes His heart to sing,
For Thou hast raised Him from the dead.

2 Thou hast bestow’d His heart's desires,
8hower'd on His path Thy blessings down;
His royal pomp all heaven admires;
Thou ou His head hast set the crown.

8 A life eternal as Thy i;e.rs,
A glory infinite like Thine,
Repays Him for His groans and tears,
And fills His soul with joy divine.

4 O King, beloved of our souls,
Thine own right hand shall find Thy foes ;
Swift o’er their necks Thy chariot rolls,
And earth Thy dreadful vengeance knows.

5 As glowlns oven is Thy wrath,
As flame by furious blast upblown ;
‘With equal heat Thy love breaks forth,
Like wall of fire around Thine own,

6 Be Thou exalted, King of kings,
In Thine own strength sit Thou on high,
Thy church Thy triumph loudly sings,
And lauds Thy glorious majesty.

Charles H. Spurgeon, 1866.

22 psALM 22, ParTI C.M.

1 MY God, my God, why leav’st Thou mne
M V:!he'n lywl?l(ll'n.ng{lsh faint?
Oh, why 8o far from me removed,
Ant}2 rom my sad complaint ?
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d‘al‘y but all the day \mheard.

To Thee do I complai

With cries implore reuei all night,
But cry all night in vain,

3 Withdraw not, Lord, so far from me,
When trouble is 86 n nigh ;
Oh, send me help ! Thy help, on which
I only can rely.

Tate and Brady, 1696.

22 PSALM 2. Parril. L.M.

1 NOW let our mournful songs record
The dying gorrows of our Lord,
‘When He complain’d in tears and blood
As one forsaken of His God.

2 They woundHis head, His hands, Hisfeet,
Till streams of blood each other meet ;
By lot His garments they divide,

And mock the pangs in which He died.

3 But God His Father, heard His
Ralacd from the dead, Ho reigns on high ;
The nations learn His righteousness,
And humble sinners taste His grace.

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

22 PRALM 22. Parr III. C.M.

1 ALL {e that fear Him pnue the Lord ;
sacred name adore
And ye Hls chosen l‘srael.
Praise Him for evermore.

2 Let all the glad converted world
'o Him their homage pay,
And scatterd nations o he earth
One sov'reign Lord obey.

3 With humble worshlp to ml throne
Let all for aid r
That power whlch ﬂrnt ‘their being gave,
Alone can give support.
4 Let them, O Lord, Thy truth declare,
And show Thy righteousness; )
That children, yet unborn, may learn
Thy glory to confess.

Gmpuleﬁ{rm Qid & New Varsions, 1562—1696.
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¥or Thou, O Lord | art with me still :
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid,
And guide me through the dreadful shade.

Joseph Addsson, 1712

24 PSALM 24, LM

1 (JUR Lord is risen from the dead ;
Our Jesus is8 Lione up on high;
The powers.of hell are captive led—
Dragg’d to the portals of the sky.

2 There His triumphal chariot waits,
And angels chant the solemn l:i' =
“ Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates!
Ye everlasting doors, give way !

3 Loose all your bars of massy light,
And wide unfold the ethereal scene;
He claims thosemansions as His right :—
Receive the King of Glory in.

4 “ Who i8 the King of Glory, who?”
The Lord, that all His foes o’ercame ;
The world, sin, death, and hell o’erthrew,
And Jesus is the Conqueror’s name.

5 Lo! His triumphal chariot waits,

d angels chant the solemn lay ;—
 Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates!
Ye everlasting doors, give way ! ”

6 “ Who is the King of Glory, who 7"
The Lord of glorious power possess'd,
The King of saints and angels too :

God over all, for cver bless'd!
Charles Wesley, 1741.

25 PSALM 25, S.M.

1 INE eyes and desire
M “Are ever to t’gg Lord;
I'love to plead His promises,
And rest upon His word.

2 ' When shall the soverei ace
SCEH T
ore me from those TOUS Ways
Mlye wandering feet have tggd ?
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3 The tumult of my thoughts
M Sprrtt I aiahen y art
8 es, my hea
T esoiatoand low.
4 Withevery momln7 light
Lolg s%rg;' lr‘nlewl h and my pain
ol 8
And pardon ﬁ“lny sins. ’
Oh keep my wul from death,
Nor put m c£° to shame ;
For I have p! my only trust
In my Redeemer’s name.
6 th humble faith I walt
To see Thy face again ;
of lsmel it shall ne'er be said,
“He sought the Lord in vain.”

Isaac Watts, 1719.

26 PRALM 2, LM

1 LOBD 1 dellsht to find my lwe
hin the temples of grace
Thy heavenly bcautles d\vell.
And eunh‘s sublimest pomp excel.
2 There, where Thy saints Th{ glory see,
Let my fix'd rest, my dwell
Nor mldst the ungodly race consl
The soul which loves Thy courts to joln.
8 Fix'd in Thy ways my feet shall stand,
And walit the guidance of Thy hand ;
Then 'midst Thy church, w th sweet

accord,
I'Nl join my pralse, all-gracfous Lord!
William Goode, 1811.

27 PSALM 27.  C.M.
1 MHE Lord of {is my light,
And my salvat
God 18 my strength : nor will I fear
What all my foes can do
3 One privilege my hm desires;

o meame hetot‘l'hywntl.
n.j', ples of my God.
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3 There shall I offer uests,
And seo Thy beaasy seihs

8hall hear Thy m of lov ove,
And there enqnlre y will.

4 When troubles me, and storms appear,
There may His children hide
God has a strong pavilion, where
He makes my soul abide.

5 Now shall my head be lifted high
Above my foes around ;
And songs of joy and vlcwry
‘Within Thy temple sound.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

28 PSALM . 7.

1 LORD , my strength, to Thee I pray;
not Thou Thine ear away ;
Gracious to my vows attend,
‘While the humble knee I bend.

2 On thy long-experienced aid
See my hope for ever stay'd :
Thou my shield, my fortress art ;
Thou the retuge of my heart.

3 Grant me, Lord, Thy love to share,
Feed me wml epherd’s care;
l tro m distress,
And 'rhy old for ever bless.

James Meyrick, 1765, a.

29 PSALM 2. C.M.

BCRIBE to God, ye sons of men,
Ascribe with one acco
Allpraise and honour,m rﬁhtand strangth,
TG Him the living Lo

2 Glve glory to His hol name.
ai onﬁur'mér} ne ; "
ve worship to His majes
And bow before His dmnié

8 The Lord doth sit npon the floods,
He relgnu lbove both Lord and K
re shall reign, 108,
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4 The Lord shall give His le 8 th,
And bid thelrcllorro gy Tugth,
The Lord shall bless His chosen race
peace.

‘With everlasting
Thomas Sternhold, 1563, a.
30 PSALM 30. C.M.

1 I ‘WILL exalt Thee, Lord of hosts,
For Thou’st exalted me;
8ince Thou hast silenced Sntan 8 boasts,
I'll therefore boast in T!

3 sins had brought me near the grave,
M{'h ve of black despair ; ’
ut there was none to save
R rootid up in prayer.

3 In answer to my piteous cries,
From hell’s dark brink I'm bronght :
My Jesus eaw me from the skies,
And swift salvation wrought.

4 All through the night I wepc full sore,
t morning brought reltef
‘That hand, which hmke my Imnes before,
Then broke my bonds of grief.

5 My mourning He to dancing turns,
or sackcloth oy He glves,
A moment, ine anger burns,
But long” 'rhy favour lives.

6 8in, vg with me, then, ye favour'd men,
ng have known His grace ;
With tban s recall the seasons when
Ye also sought His face.

Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866.

81  psaiM s C.M, Double.

1 nn Lord who hath redeem’d our souls
eath and endless woe,
‘Whose w!sdom each event controln.
Prom ‘whom all mercies flow.
t.lnt. even here
nu faithful sons shall prove,
In weal and woe, ‘midst t.ou and fear,
The richos o of Hialove.
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2 But, oh! when life’s brief term 18 o'er,

And heaven unfolds her gates,

For them what blessings nre In store,
For them what Elt:'iy waits!

Pn.lse. then, the all ye His saints,

To Him devote your hearts ;

He hears, He pities your complalntl,

Health, strength, and joy imparts.

Harriett Auber, 1829.

32 PSALM 32, o.M

1 HAPPY the man to whom his God
No more imputes his sin ;
But, wash'd in the Redeemer's blood,
Hath made his garments clean!

2 Ha] y ond expression h
lebts are Bhua dllcl'mrged;
And trom the guilty bo e !ree,
He feels his soul enlnr

3 While I my inward suut suppress'd
No quiet could 1 fi
Thy wrath lay hurnlns ‘In m; breast,
And rack’d my tortured mind.

4 Then I confess'd my troubled thoughts,

"l‘hl?ly s%cirﬂlsms Ao ts e my faults
ardonin, race forgave m,

"Bhy race my pardon seal-d. '

5 This s)mll Invite Thy salms to pray:
‘When, like a raging fi
Tempmuons rlse. our streugt.h and stay
1s a forgiving G

Isaac Watts,1719.

33 PSALM 83, C.M.

1 LET all the just to God with joy
Their cheerful volces raise ;
For well the righteous it becomes
To sing glad songs of praise.

2 For faithful is the word of God
His works with truth abound;
He jnsﬂce love:, and all the earth
Is go His guodness crown'd.



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS,

3 Bi'he’ almighty word at first
heavenly arch was rear'd ;
And all the beauteous host,s of llght
At His command appear’d.

4 Whate'erthe Mlghty Lord decrees,
8hall stand for ever sure;
The settled purpose of His lxea.rt
To ages shall endure.

5 How happy, then, are they to whom
he Lord for God s kno
Whom He, from all the vmrld besides,
Has chosen for His own !

6 Our soul on God with pauenoe waits,
Our help and shield 18 He;

Then, Lord, let still our .bea.rts rejoice,
Because we trust in Thee.

7 The riches of Thy mercy, Lord,
Do Thou to us exten
Slnce we, for all we want or wish,
On Thee alone depend.

Tate and Brady, 1698.

34 PSALM 34. VEmsioN I C.M.

1 THROUGH all the chnnglng scenes of
In trouble and in J life,

The praises of my Go shall still

y heart and tongue employ.

20t His deliverance I will boast,
Till all that are distress’d,
From my example comfort take,
And charm their griefs to rest.

3 Come magnify the Lord wnh me ;
‘With me (letx,ﬂt His nam '
‘When in distress to Him I call 'd,

He to my rescue came.

4 Oh make but trial of His love;
Experience will decide
How blest are they, and onl? they,
‘Who in His truth confl

5 Fear Him, & e saints, and yon will then
Have nothing elso t
Mankel ou His service );gunl"de&ggt.
make your wan 3
ZTate and Brady, 1696
21
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84 psaLM 34 VEmsion IL LM.

1 ORD T will bless Thee all my days,
raise shall dwellupon my tongue :
wy snu shall glory in Thy grace,
‘hile saints rejoice to hear the song.

2 Come, magnify the Lord with me;
Come, let us all exalt His nu.me
1 sought the eternal God, and H.
Has not exposed my hope to shame

3 Itold Him all m ly gecret grief,
My sec reach’d His ears ;
He nge m(( nwaﬂl pains relief,
calm’d the tumult of my féars.

4 To Him the poor lift up their eyes,
Thelr faces feel the henvenl s ine ;
A beam of mercy from the
Fills them with llsht, and joy dlvlne.

5 nll hotlly angels pitch their tents
the men that serve the Lord H
Oh fear and love Him, all His gaints
Taste of His grace, and trust His word.

Isaac Watts,1719.

35 psaLM s Soxel

1 PLEAD my cause, O Lord of hosts,
and hell now make their boasts,
nst my soul they strive,
Mlacmet seek and plots contrive.

2 Shield and buckler are with Thee,
Hold them forth, O Lord, for me;
“7am thy salvation,” say,

That shall all my foes dismay.

3 Inbred sin my soul annoys,
Unbeliet my peace destroys,
Flery darts the tempter flings,

ery day its battle brings.

4 Jesns when on earth He dwelt,
it pangs of confiict felt ;
All the powers of darkness warr'd
‘With 2;“ great aneinted
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5 He has vanquish'd all His foes
For H! and all He chose;
ms salvation is complete,
All worship at His fee:.

6 Lord, I will rejoice in Thee,
Th;dialu ol;leimaxes me free
Plead my cause and all is well
I Alnu ever with Thee dwell.

Joseph Irons, 1847,

85 PsSALM 5. Soxe II C.M.

1 On plead my cause. my Saviour, plead,
1 trust it all to Thee
Thou who dldst for slnnm bleed,
A sinner save in me,

32 Assure my weak, desponding heu-t.
threatening foes restrain ;

And all their rage s vain.

3 When round Thy cross chcy rush'd tokill,
How was their fury foll'd :
Their madness only wronfht Thy will,
And on themselves recoil

The great salvation there achieved
My hope shall ever be ;
My soul has in her Lord believed,
And He will rescue me.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

36 PSALM 3. Sose I. L.M.
IGH in the heavens Eternal God,

Thy goodness in full glory shines;
'rhytmt.h shall lnrenk through every cloud
That veils and darkens Thy designs.

2 For ever firm Thy justice stands.
As mountains their tonnd:monl ieep;
‘Wise are the wonders of Thy bands;
udgments are a mlghty deep.

3 Th; vidence is kind and large,
A man and beast

'I'hewhl creation i’:%( hu%e. ;
e
Buuggum'rhypew ar care.
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4 My God ! how excellent Thy grace
Whence all our hopeand comfort springs ;
The sons of Adam, in distress,

Fly to the shadow of Thy wings.

Isaac Watts,1719.

36 psALM 3. Soxa IL. C.M.

1 ABOVD these heavens’ created rounds,
Thy mercies, Lord, extend ;
truth outlives the narrow hounds
v;hcre time and nature end.

2 From Thee, when creature-streams run
And mortal comtor die, (low,
Perpetual springs of life shall flow,
And raise our pleasures high.

3 Thougl\ all created light decay,
h close up our eyes,
%resence makes eternal day,
ere clouds cannever rise.

Isaac Watts,1719.

87 psALM 3. Sowe I C.M.

1 O GOD ot love, how blest are they
ho in Thy ways delight !
Thy presence guides them all the day,
And cheers t! em all the night.

3 W'henc er they talnt, a mighty arm
Is nlgh them 0 uphold;
And sin or Satan cannot harm
The teebleat of Thy fold.

3 The Lord is wise, the Lord is just,
The Lord is good and true,
And they who on His promlse trust
‘Will find it bear them through.

¢ His word will stay their sinking hearts ;
The hoavens ales. 'i""in‘""e b depart

vens dissolve, the earth departs,

They safe {n God abide. pArte:

~ % Hém‘y Franci: Lyte, 1834,
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37 ©sALM 87. Sove IL C.M.

1 SET thou thy trust upon t.he Lord,
Do good and_know no
For so thou in the land Snalt awell,
God thy food prepare.

2 Dell ht thyself in God, He'll gh (]
hine heart's desire to thee
Cmnmn thy way to God alone,
It brought to pass shall be.

3 And like unto the light He slmll
Thy righteousness disp
And He thy judgment shall brlng forth,
Like noontide of the day.

Scotch Version, 1641, a.

38 PSALM ss, C.M.
1 AMIDS’I‘ 'l'hﬁwnth remelr‘nlla_ﬁr love;

. 0!
Norleta Fsther‘s chasteulng prove
Like an avenger's sword.

2 All my desire to Thee 18 known,
Thine eye counts every tear;
And every sigh and every groan
I8 noticed by Thine ear.

3 Thou art, my God my only hope.
My God will hear my ¢
M‘V%Od wlll bear mny splrlt, up
en Satan bids me dle.

4 My God, forgive my mmes past,
And be for ever nl gh
0 Lord of my salv atlun haste,
Before Thy servant die !

Isaac Watts, 1719.

39 PSALM 39, C.M.

1 PEHOLD, O Lord, my days are made
B handbreadth at l:.lm 1008t 3
Ere yet. 'tis noon my flower musc fade.
And I give up the ghost.
2%



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS,

2 Then wk;ch me, Liard, to know mine end,
To hem en let all my thou, hts ascend,
And let not earth prevail.

3 What {8 there here that I should wait,
My hope's in Theo alone;
‘When wilt Thou open glory 8 gate
And call me to

4 A stranger in this Iand am I,
A sojourner with Thee;
Oh be not silent at mycry,
But show Thyself to me,

5 Though I'm exiled from flory s land,
Yet not from glory’s Ki
My God is ever near at han
And therefore I will sing. "

Charles H. Spurgeon, 1868.

40 PSALM 40. c.M

1 I ‘WAITED patient for tha Lord,
He bow'd to hear m; &
He saw me resting on His word,
And brought salvation nigh.

2 He ralsed me from a horrid pit,
‘Where mourning long I lay,
And from my bonds released my feet,
Deep bonds of miry clay.

3 lﬂrm on atock He made me stand,
%1 t my cheerful tongue
pmue the wonders of His hand
In a new thankful song.

4 How many are Thy thoughts of love !
Thy mercies, Lord, how great !
‘We have not words nor hours enough.
‘Their numbers to repeat.
5 When I'm afflicted, poor, and low,
And llg}‘}t and peace depar!
My God beholds my heavy woe,
And bears me on His heart.

Isanc Watts, 1719,
28
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41 PSALM 41, 7s.

1 TESUS, poorest of the
J Man of sorrows | Ogﬁ% of grief |
pry they whose hounteous store
Minister'd to Thy relief.

2 Jesus, though Thy head is crown'd,
Crown'd with loftiest majesty,
In Thy members Thou art found,
Plunged in deepest poverty.

3 Happy they who wash Thy fect,
Hofoé}l mee - Thyddll:‘gessyl t,
AN ur swee!
For Thy sake the saints to bless!

4 They who feed Thy sick and faint
For 'rh self a banquet find ;
o clothe the naked saint
Bonnd Thy loins the raiment bind.

5 Thou wilt keep thelr soul alive ;
From thelr foes protect their head;
Languishing their strength revive,
And In sickness make their bed.

6 'l'hon wilt deeds of love repay ;
Grace shall gﬁnemus hearts reward
Here on eart the
‘When they méet thelr mt ng Lord.

Charles H. Spurgeon, 1865.

42 psaLM 42 Vee L C.M.

1 LIKE as the hart for water-brooks
In thirst doth pant and bra(f
ts my longing soul 0 God,
come to Thee I may.

2 M aoul for God, the living God,
th thirst : when shall I near
Unto Thy countenance :pprmch.
And in God's sight appear ?

3 My tears bave unto me heen meat.
Boch ba the night and dar, "
While m me continually,
vn;;e is Tby God? they say.
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4 My soul is pourad out in me,
hen this I think upon
Because t.h;t with the multltudo
I heretofore had

5 With them into :od 8 house 1 wenb
‘With voice of joy and praise
Yea, with the mu ultude that kept
The solemn holy days.

6 Oh why art thou cast down, my soul?
Why in me so dismay'd?
Trust God, for I shall praise Him yet,
His count’nance is mine aid.

H M\ (‘od, my soul’s cast down inme;
Thee therefore mind I wi!
From Jordan's land, the Hermonites,
And ¢'en from Mizar's hill.

8 At noisc of Thy dread waterspouts,
Deep unto deep doth call ;
'rh v break lni waves pa.se over me,
Yea, and Thy billows all.

9 Oh why art thou cast down, my soul?
‘Why thus with grief opprest,
Art thou disquieted in me ?
In God still hope and rest :

10 For yet I know I ghall Him praise,
‘Who graciously to me,
The health 18 of my countenauce.
‘ea, mine own God is

Scotch Vern'cm, 1641, a.

49 psSALM 42. Verstox I C. M.

1 As pants the hart for coollng streams,
n heated in the chas
8o pants Ty soul, O hod for t Thee,
And Thy retresh

2 For Thee, my God, the llv1ng God,
My thirsty soul doth pin
Oh when shall I behold Thy ‘face,
Thou Majesty divine?
3lslht.othlnkothap days,
WF Thou, O LorcP wert nlsh
When every heart was tuned to praise,
Angsnone mare bleat than I
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4 Oh why art thou cast down, my soul ?
Hope stili, and thou shalt sing
The praise of Him who is thy God,

Thy health’s eternal spring.
Tate and Brady, 1696.
43 PSALM 4.  L.M.

1 JUDGE me, O Lord, to Thee I fiy,
New foes and fears my spirit try :
Plead Thou my cause, my soul sustain,
And lct the wicked rage in vain,

2 The mourner’s refuq_e. Lord, Thou art ;
Wilt Thou not take Thy suppliant's part?
‘Wilt Thou desert, and lay me low,

The scorn of each insulting foe?

3 Send forth Thy light and truth once more,
To Thy blest house my steps restore:
Again Thy presence let me see,

And find my joy in praising Thee.

4 Arise, my soul, and pralse Him now;
The Lord iscgood, be faithful thou :
8 nature changes not like thine ;
Belleve, and soon His face will shine.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

44 PSALM 44. c.M

1 OUR ears have heard, O glorlous God,
What work Thou didst of old ;
And how the heathen felt Thy rod
Our fathers oft have told.

2 "Twas not Thy people's arm or sword,
But only Thy rlsht, hand,
Which scatter’d all the race abhorrd,
And gave Thy tribes their land.

3 Thou hadst a favour to the seed
‘Which sprang of Jacob’s line,
And still on men afore decreed
Deth love electing shine,

4 These shall the heritage obtain, .
And drive out every ein ;

8in ;
E'en death and hell shall nu{:‘m vain,
'nnzx’mul the conquest Wi
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'l'hou of all the sons art fairest.
Yea, Thy lips are ilrd with ces
All Thy fulness, Lord, Thou sharcsty
*Mongst 'my chosen, ransom’d race ;

And in
They shall see%ee face to face,

3 0 most mighty, O most blessad,
Gird Thy sword u on Thy thigh;
Be thy Majestf' ssed,
Bring Th ood~bought. trophies nigh :

Let glor,
All Thy smbbom foes defy.
4 Truth and ﬂghteousn%%s, and meekness‘

Are the weaggns of
All Thy foes shall know t.heh- wealmens,
None can Jesus’ power withstand ;

Rebels bow at 'gy command.
Joseph Irons, 1847, a.

45 PpsaLM 45, Ve IV. C.M

1 HAIL , mighty Jesus | how divine
Thy victorfous sword !
The stoutest rebel must resign
At Thy commanding word.

2 Deep are the wounds Thy arrows give,
They plerce the hardest heart ;
Thy smiles of grace the slain revive,
And joy succeeds to smart.

8 Stlll‘flrd Thy sword upon Thy thigh,
with majestic sway,
Go forth, sweeuPrInce. trlumplmntly.
d make Thy foes ol

4 And when Thy vlctorles are complete,
‘When ali the chosen race
Shall round the throne of glory meet,
To sing Thy conquering grace,
5 Ol may my humble soul be found
Among that favour'd band !
And I with them Thy praise w1|l sound
Throughout Immanuel's 1an

Benjamin Wallm
Augustus AL, opiadv, 1778,
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46 pPsALM4s. Ve I LM

1 Q0D is the refuge of His saints,
‘When storms of sharp distressinvade
Ere we can offer our complaints,
Behold Him present with His aid.

3 Let mountains from their seats be hurl'q
Down to the deep, and buried there;
Convulsions shake the solid world,

Our faith shall never yield to fear.

3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar,
In sacred peace our souls abide
‘While every nation, every ahote
Trembles, and dreads the swelling tide.

4 There {8 a stream whose entle flow
sn‘ppues the city of o od :
love. and Joy, 8 nu slldlng through
tering our divine abod

6 That sacred stream, Thine holy Word,
That all our raging fears controls :
Sweet peace Thy promises afford,
And give new strength to fainting souls

6 Sion enjoys her Monarch’s love,
Secure 8t a threat'ning hour,
Nor can her firm foundations move,
Built on His truth, and arm’d with power

Isaac Watts, 1719.

46 psaLM4. Ve IL O.M.

1 OD is our refuge and our strenmh.
In straits a present
Therefore, although the earth remove,
‘We will not be afraid.

$ Though hills amidst the aensbe cast;
Though waters l'oaﬂngl
d troubled be; yes, oush ‘the hills
y swelling seas do shak

3 A river is, whose streams do glad
Thn::' ? vﬁn? ein the Lord
3 place, T
log gh hath Eis abode.
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4 God in the midst of her doeh dwell ;
othing shall her remov:
The Lord to her an helper wm,
And that right early, prove.

5 Our God, who is the Lord of hosts,
Ts still upon our sids

The God of Jacob, our detence
For ever will abid

Scotch Version, 1641, a.

46 rsaLM . VerIIL C.M

1 G,OD is our refuge, trled and proved,
da swmi rid :
We wlll not fear t| ongh earth be moved,
And bills in ocean hurl'd.

2 Thewaves may roar, the monntnlns shake,
Our comforts shall not
The Lord His saints will not tomke H
The Lord will give us peace.

3A 'Fentle stream of hope and love
‘0 us shall ever flow ;
It {ssues from His throne above,
It cheers His church below.
4 When earth and hell ?alnat us came,
He spake, and quell'd thefr powers ;
The Lord of hosts la still the same,
The God of grace {8 ours.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

47 PSALM 47.  C.M
1 OB for a shout of sacred joi'
‘0 God, the roverelg:

Let every Iand their mngues employ.
Andhymns of triumph sing.

2 Jesus our God ascends on high,
His heavenly guards around
Attend Him rising through the sky,
‘With trumpet’s joyful sound.

3 Whileangelsshout and ‘pmisetheir King,
Let mortals learn the
Let all the earth His hononrs sing;
3] e;:ll the-earth He reigns.
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4 Rehearse m::mso with awe profound,
Let knowledge lead the song;
Nor mock Him with a solemn sound
Upon a thoughtless tongue.

5 In Terael stood Ris anclent throne;
He loved that chosen race ;
But now He calls the world iils ewn,
And heathens taste His grace.

6 The British 1slands are the Lord's,
There Abraham’s God is known ;
‘While powers and princes, shields and

swords,
Submit before His throne.
Isaac Watts, 1719,

48 PSALM 48 8.M.

1 REAT {8 the Lord our God,
And let His praise be great ;
He makes His churches His abode,
His most delightful seat.

2 These temples of His grace,
How beautiful they stand! *
The honour of our native guce,
And bulwark of our land.

8 1In Zion God is known,
A refuge in distress;
How bright has His salvation shone
Through all her palaces !

4 Oft have our fathers told,
Our eyes have often seen
How well our God secures the fold
Where His own sheep have been.

5 Inevery new distress
We'll to His house repair :
We'll think upon His wondrous grace,
And seek deliverance there.

Tsaac Watts,1710.

49 PSALM 40, C.M.

peaks, let man be awed,
! Jnggg 3 = .at.umtlon give ; \
Yesinners, hear the way to God
Ye dead, ariseand live
8
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2 Tmst: not in earthiy wealth and show,
Vain, vain are they to save;
Gold cautot buy release from woe,
Or ransom from the grave.

3 Worlds cannot reach the mighty price
Of one immortal soul ;
No, Lord, Thy blood and sacrifice
Alone can make us whole.

4 In Thee be our salvation sure,
\o other wealth we seek ;
re rich in Thee, however poor,
And strong, however weak.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

50 PSALM 50. C.M.

1 THE Lord, the Judge, beture His thmne,
s the whole earth dra; w nigh,
The nutlons near the rising sun,
And near the western sky.

2 N 0 more shall bold blasphemers say,
“Judgment will ne'er begin
No more abuse His long de! y
To impudence and sin.

3 Throned on a cloud our God shall come,
Bright flames prepare His way :
Thu ler and darkness, fire and storm,
ead on the dreadful day.

4 Heaven from above His ca.u shall hear,
Attending a.ngels com
Aud earth and hell shall ‘know and fear
His justice and their doom.

Isaac Watts,1719.

51 PSALM 51. VEmsioN I. L.M.

1 SHOW pity, Lord ; O Lord forgive,
Leta repentlng rebel live
Are not Thy mercies large and free?
May not a sinner trust in Thee?

2 ¥l¥e crimes m‘?1 grleat bt“'}' don't surpass
power and glory of Thy grace:
Great God, Th; s nature hath 1813) bound,
8o let ;;rhy pa.rdoutns love be found.
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3 Oh wash my soul from every sin,
And make my guilty consciénce cleans
Here, on my heart, the burden lies,
And past offences pain my eyes.

4 ilgyal’ipl'. }vhlt):nl shu;n;:l m); 8 n’ confess
nst. aw, ns! ce :
Lord, shoulzi Thy judgment }:%'3 severe,
I am condemn’d, but Thou art clear.

5 8hould sudden vengeance selze mybreath,
I must pronounce Thee just in death ;
And, if my soul were sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

6 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord ;
‘Whose hope, still hoverlng'rouud"l‘hy

‘WO!
Would light on some sweet promise there,
8ome sure support against despair.

Tsaac Watts,1719.

51 psaiMs. Vem L LM

1 ]’ ORD, T am vile, conceived in sin,
4~ And born unholy and unclean ;
Sprung from the man whose guilty fall
Corrupts the race, and taints us all.

3 8oon as we draw our infant breath,
The seeds of sin grow up for death ; .
Thy law demands a ‘ect heart,
But we're deflled In every part.

3 Behold I fall before Thy face,
My only refuge s Thy gracc;
No outward forms can make me clean ;
The leprosy lies deep within,

4 No hleeding bird, nor bleeding heast,
Nor hyssop branch, nor sprinkling pricst,
Nor running brook, nor flood nor sea,
Can wash the dismal stain away.

5 Jesus, my God ! Thy blood alone

Hath power sufficient to atone ;

Thy blood can make me white as snow ;
XNo Jewish types could cleanse me 80.

: Lsaac Watts, 1719,
87
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51 psaLM 51. Vee I L.M.

1 () THOU that hear'st when sinners cry,
Thonih all my crimes before Thee lie,
Behold them not with angry look,
Bug blot their memory from Thy book.

2 Create my nature pure within,
And formn my soul averse to sin;
Let Thy good Spirit ne'er depart,
Nor hide Thy presence from my heart.

3 Though I have grieved Thy 8pirit, Lord,
His help and comfort still afford ;
And let a wretch come near Thy throne,
To plead the merits of Thy Son.

4 A broken heart, m{ God, my King,
Is all the sacrifice
The God of grace will ne er deeplso
A broken heart for sacrifice.

5 My soul lies humbled in the dust,
And owns Thy dreadful sentence just ;
Look down, O Lord with pitying eye,
‘And save the soul condemn'd to die.

6 Then will I teu:h the world 'mf ways §
Sinners shall learn Thy sovel
I'll lead them to my Saviour's blood,
And they shall praise a pardoning God.

7 Oh may Thy love lnsxlﬂre my tongue H
Salvation shall be al
And all my powers shall joln to bless
The Lord, my strength and righteousness.

Isaac Watts,1719.

51 psaLM 51 Ve IV. C.M.

O GOD of mercy, hear my call,
My load of guilt remove ;
Break down this separating wall
That bars me from Thy love,

2 lee me the Dl'?uenoe of Thy grace:
olc
Shall speakrefoud y rlghteousuess,
praise my song.
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3 No blood of goats, nor helter slain,
For sin could e
The death of Chrlst shall stlll remain
Suficient and alone.
4 A soul oppress'd with sln's desert
My God will neer des '
A humble groan, ? broken hea.rt

18 our best sacri
Isaac Watts, 1719.

52 PSALM 52, oM.

1 TN vain the 1;1 wers of darkness try
To work t)
The Friend of sluners relgns on high,
And checks them at His will.

2 Thougg mllschlet in their hearts may

'wel
And on_thelr tongues deceit,

A word of His their pride csn quell
And all their aims defea

8 My trust is in His grace alone ;
18 house shall be my home,
How sweet His mercles past to own,
And hope for more to come.
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

53 PSALM 53. C.M.

THE foes of Zion quake for tr!ght.
‘Where no fear was they quail ;

For well they know that sword of might
‘Which cuts throngh coats of mail.

2 The Lord of old defiled their shlelds.
And laugh’d their spears to sco:
Their bones lay scatter'd o'er the ﬂeld
By dogs and vultures torn.

3 Let Zion's foes be fill'd with shame ;
Her sons are bless'd of God ;
Though scoffers now despise their name,
The Lord shall break the rod.

4 Olé would our God to Zion turn,

ith salvation clad
o Judais batps Bhould mustclearn,
And Israel be glad.
L'Mrlu H. Spurgeon,1866.
39
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54 PSALM 54 7511,

1 SAVE me by Thy glorious name;
Lord, that name is love
Help from Thee I humbly cialm,
Send it from above;
Hear, oh hear my suppliant voice!
Hear, and bid my heart rejoice.

2 Foes to Christ and every good
Fiercely throng on me;
Soon my soul must be subdued,
‘Without aid from Thee:
But with Thee to make me strong,
Lord, they shall not triumph long.

3 Lo, He comes, He takes my part,
All my struggles cease ;
Rise {n praise, my grateful heart,
Bless the Prince of Peace ;
God Himself has set me free,

God my worship ever be!
Henry Francis Lyte,1834.
55 PSALM 85,  C.M.

1 () GOD, my refuge, hear my cries;
Behold my flowing tears ;
For earth and hell iny hurt devise,
And triumph in my fears.

3 Let me to some wild desert go,
And find a peaceful home ;
Where storms of malice never blow
Temptations never come.

4 Vain hopes, and vain inventions all,
‘o 'scape the rage of hell!
The mighty God on whom I call,
Can save me here as well.

5 God shall sreserve my soul from fear,
Or shield me when afrald;
Ten thousand angels must appear,
¢4 n-i) command their aid.
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6 I cast my burdens on the Lord,
The Lord sustains them all ;

My co e rests upon His word,
Triat satnts aball nover o "
Tsaac Watts,1719.

56 PSALM 56, O.M.

1 GOD counts the sorrows of His saints,
Their groans affect His ears ;
Thou hast a book for my complaints,
A bottle for my tears.

3 When to Thy throne I raise my cry,
SOTh:l}'tifke fear émd ﬂeial :th Xy

8 s prayer to reach the sky ;

So near 18 God t0 36, ’

3 In Thee, most holy, just and true,
Ihave sed my trust ;
Nor will I fear what man ¢an do,
The offspring of the dust.

4 Thy solemn vows are on me, Lord ;
Thou shalt receive my praise :
I'li sing, *“ How faithful is Thy word ;
How righteous all Thy ways {”
5 Thou hast secured my soul from death ;
Oh set Thy prisoner free!
That heart and hand,and lifc and breath,
May be employ’d for Thee.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

57 PSALM 57, L.M.

1 MY God, in whom are all the springs
Of boundlesslove,and grace unknown,
Hide me beneath Thy spreading wings,
Till the dark cloud i3 overblown.

2 Up to the heavens I send my cry ;
The Lord will my desires perform;
He sends His angels from the sky,
Andsaves me from the threateningstorm.

3 Be thou exalted, O my God,
Above the heavens, where angels dwell ;
Thy poweron earth be known abroad,
And land to 1and Thy wondcrs tell.
41
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4 My beart is fix’d, my song sha.u ralse
Immortal honours to Thy nam
Awake my tongue, to sound Hls praise,
“My tengue, the glory of my frame.,

5 High o'er the earth His mercy reigns,
Anud reaches to the utmost sky ;
His truth to endless yem remains,
‘When lower worlds dissolve and die.

6 Be Thou exalted, O m{l
Above the henvens, ere nngels dwell;
Thy power on earth be known abroad,
Aud and to land Thy wonders tell.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

58 PSALM 58. L.M.

1 Olmamﬁke my gonvteruatlon chaste,
all my understandin,
Lest with t.heywlcked i'imse'
And down to hellmy p:zhway urge.

2 They from the womb are all estranged,
The serpent’s poison fllls each vein,
They’re not by wise persuasion changed,
But like the adder deaf remain.

3 As lions’ teeth the huntersbreak ;
As :l?asl" torrents soon are dry;
1 Thy bow swift vengeance take
Upon the proud who truth defy.

4 As melts the snail with slimy trall H
As thorns consume in rapid blaz
Before Thy wrath Thy foes shall fnﬂ.
Thy whirlwinds shall their souls amaze.

5 0 God, Thou judgest all the earth,
Thy justlce eers my cleansed heart;
Restrain my soul from sinners’ mirth,
Lest in their doom I bear a part.

Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866.

59 PSALM 9. 7s.

1 I AM lmted, Lord, by those
holy truth despise;
aa.v me tmm my wicked foes,
Lord &r hosts, arise, arise!
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2 Thou'rt my rock and my defence;
Thou a tower unto Th. sslnts
Thee I make my confiden
Thee I'll trust, though na.ture faints.

3 Glad Thy mercies will Ising,
All Thy power and love confess; :
Thou hast been, O heavenly King,
My safe refuge in distress

4 Songs with every morning’s light,
Lord, shall rise up to Thy throne;
All 'r}gl saints shall praise Thy might,

And Thy mercy shall make known.
William Allen, 1835.
60 PSALM 60, LM

1 O GOD, Thou hast cast off Thy saints;
Thy face Thou dost in anger hide,
And lo, Thy church for terror faints,
While breaches all her walls divido!

2 Hard thlngs Thou hast upon us laid,
And made us drink most bitter wlne,
But still Thy banner we've vi)nay‘d
Aud borne aloft Thy truth di

3 Our courage falls not though the night
No earthly lamp avails to break
For Thou wilt soon anse in might,
And of our captors captives make.

4 Thy rlght hand shall people aid ;
Thy faithful promise makes us strong;
will Philistia's land invade,
And over Edom chant the song.

5 In Jesu’s name we'll Shechem selze,
And swift divide all Succoth’s vale;
E'en Moab's sons shall bow their knees,
And Jesu’s conquering sceptre hail.

6 ThroughThee weshall most vallant pro\ e
And tread the foe beneath ou
gh Thee our faith shall hllls mmove
And small as chaff the moumtains beat.

. Charles H, Spurgevn, 1866.
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61 psaLM el Sosel S.M.

1 EN overwhelm'd with grief,
My heart within me dies,
Helpless, and far from all relicf,
To heaven I lift mine eyes.

2 Ohlead me to the rock
That’s high above my head,
And make the covert of Thy wings
My shelter and my shade.

3 Within Thy presence, Lord,
For ever I'll abide;
Thou art the tower of my defence,
The refuge where I hide.

4 ‘Thou givest me the lot
Of those that fear Thy name;
If endless life be their reward,
I shall possess the same.
Isaac Watts, 1719,

61 psaLMel soxe IL C.M.

1 HAIL, gracious source of every good,
Our Saviour and defence,
Thou art our glory and our shield,
Our help and confidence.

2 When anxious cares disturb the breast,
‘When threatening foes are nigh,
To Thee we pour our deep complaint,
To Thee for succour fly.

3 Blest tower of strength, exalted rock,
‘Whence living waters flow,
Jesus our Lord, the only hope
Of fallen man below.

4 To Thee we heavy laden come,
To Thee our sorrows bring ;
Oh hear! and save us from the storm,
Bencath Thy sheltering wing.

Harriett Auber, 1329
62 PSALM 62.  C.M.
1 WHEN dgngers press and fears invade,
Oh le&ug notp rely

On man, who, in the balance weigh'd,
Is Izht as vanity!
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2 Rlchea hm e wings and fly away
oomln%cheek grows pale;
Vlgour a.nd strength must soon decay,
And worldly wisdom fail.

3 But God, our God, Is still the same,
As at that solemn hour
‘When thunders g dpake His awful name,
His majesty and power.

4 And still sweet mercy’s voice is heard,
Proclaiming from above
'rhan od and gracious is the Lord,
all His works are love.

5 Then trust in God, and God alone,
On Him in faith're
For man, and all his works, are known
To be but vanity.
Harriett Auber, 1829.

63 rpsaLMes. Soxe I C.M.

1 EARLY , my God, without delay.
B S )
rsty 8| nf naway
%V ithout 'rgy cheering grace

2 So pllgrims on the scorching sand
Beneath a burning sky,
Long for a cooling stream at hand,
And they must drink or die.

8 I've seen Th: q.li)ry and Thy power,
Through 1 temple shine;
i God, repeat t.hat heﬂ enly hour,

vision 8o divine,

4 Not all the blessings of a feast
Can please my soul 8o well,
As when Thy richer grace I uste,
And in Thy presence dwell,

5 Not life nself with all her joys,
Can m; asslonl move;
Or ralse 80 rg my cheerful voice,
ving love.

€ Thus till my last explrlng day,
T ol W 8
us W my hands CO .
And tune my lips to sings pray
Isaac Watts,1719-
45
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63 psaLM es. sove II. C.M.

1 0 GOD of love, my God Thou art ;
To Thee I early cry ;
Refresh with grace my thirsty heart, -
For earthly springs are dry.

2 Thy power, Thy glory let me see,
As seen by saints above;
'Tys sweeter, Lord, than life to me,
To share and sing Thy love.

8 Ifreely yleld Thee all my powers,
Yet ne'er my debt can pay;
The thought of Thee at midnight hours
Turns darkness into day.

4 Lord, Thou hast been my help, and
My 'retnge still shalt bye; P Thou
I follow hard Thy footsteps now ;—
Oh! when Thy face to see?
Henry Francis Lyte,1834.

63 psALM 63. SowaIIL L.M.

1 0 GOD, Thou art my God alone:
Early to Thee my soul shall ery:
A pilgrim in a land unknown,
A thirsty land, whose springs are dry.

2 Oh that 1t were a8 it hath been,
‘Wheu praying in the holy place,
Thy power and glory I have seen,
And mark'd the footsteps of Thy grace,

8 Yet through this rough and thorny maze,
I follow hard on Thee, my God:
‘Thy hand unseen upholds my ways;
I safely tread whereThou hast trod.

4 Thee, in the watches of the night,
‘When I remember on my ,
Thy presence makes the darkness light,
Thy guardian wings are round my head.

5 Better tuan life itself Thy love,
Dearer than all beside to me;
For whom have Iin heaven above,
Or what on earth compared with ‘thee?
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6 Praise with my heart, my mind, my voice,
For all Thy mercy I will give;
My soul shall stil] in God rejoice:
My tongue shali bless Thee while I live.

James Montgomery, 1223,

64 PSALM 64, 8.7

1 HEAR O Lord, onrlu llation B
Be oure ;e?unre our ulvnuon 1
"Mid ten thousand threatening foes,

2 Lord, Thy saints have many troublcl,
In thelr path lles 1&
Bnt before Thy breath e buhblu.
Melt they soon in idfe af

3 Cunning are the foe's deviees,
Bitter are his wordl af gall;
8in on every side
Lord, conduct us sa.te throush all,
4 Be our foes b{ Thee confonnded,
d Thy %o es8 see,
‘While, by might and love anmnnded.
‘We rejol Thee.

ce, and trust in
Henry Francis m,
65 PSALM 65.  C.M.
1 D {s the Lord, the heav'nly King,
G‘OO es the earth His eyare ad

Visits the pastures ev'ry sprlns.
And bids the grass appear.
2 The clouds, ke rivers, raised on high,
Tlre(;“ m:e I?lt('anings from the sky,
r wal Y
To cheer?lrm thirsty land.
3 The soften’d rldges of the neld
Permit the corn t ‘?
The valleys rich g;o ston yield
And the poor la

4 The little hills on every slde

oice at fallin
dms‘d in nll their pride,
Per:,’ume the air with flowers.
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5 The vu'laus months Thy goodness

Bow bounteou 8 are Thy ways |
The bleating flocks spread o'er the downs,
~ And shepherds shout Thy praise,

Isaac Watts, 1719,

66 rPsaLMes Soxe I C.M.

SmG, all ye nsﬂons to the Lord,
8ing with a joyful noise ;

With melody of sound record
His honours and your joys.

2 Say to the power that shakes the sky,
“ How terrible art Thou!
smners before 'I'hy presence fly,
Or at Thy feet they bow.”

3 Oh bless our God and never cease,
Ye saints, fulfll His prajse;
He keeps our life, malnt ns’our peace,
And guides our doubtful ways.

4 Lord Thou hast proved our suffering
make our graces shine ; (souls
So sllver bears the burning coals,
The metal to refine.

5 ‘!‘hrough watery deeps and flery ways
‘We march at Thy command;
Led to possess the promised place
By Thine unerring hand.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

66 PsALM es. Sowe IL C.M.

1 () ALL ye lands, rejoice in God,
8ing praises to His name;
Let the whole earth, with one n.ccord
His wondrous acts procl

2 And let His faithful servnntn teu
How by redeemlng
Their souls aresave trom deathand hell,
To sharc the joys above.
3 Tell how the Hol splrlt'a grace
R -
as they run th
Vouchsates to be their guide.

-
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4 Slgg, sing, 7% satlnnt:s, and shont for joy,
Be grateful praise your sweet employ,
s presence your reward.

Harriett Auber.1829.

67 psALM 67. Soxe I S.M.

1 TO blen Thy chosen race,
rcg Lord, incline,
And cause the tness of Thy faco
On salnts to shine.

2 'rhat 80 Thy wondrous way
May through the world be known ;
‘While distant lands their tribute pay
And Thy salvation own.

3 Let dutering nations oin,
Their 8aviou

proc
Let all the world O Lord, comblne
To praise Thy glorious name.

4 Oh let them shout and sing
‘With joy and plous mirth;
For Thou, theri 3 hteous Judge and King.
Shalt govern all the earth,

5 Then God upon our land
8hall constant blessings shower;
And all the world in awe shall stand
Of His resistless power.

Tate and Brady, 1696.

67 PSALM e7. Soxa IL 7s. 6 lines.

1 (JOD of mercy, God of grace,
Show the brightneas of 'f‘hy face;
Shine upon us, 8aviour shine,
Fill Thy church wlth llght divine; H
And Thy saving health extend
Tnto carth's remotest end,

3 Let the people praise Thee, Lord;

Be by all that live adored
t the nations shout u:d slns
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Henry Francis Lyte, 1884,

68 PsaLMes. Parr1 Cm

1 LE’I‘ God arise, and scatterad
Let all His enemies be ;
And let all those that do Him hate
Before His presence flee,
2 As smoke {8 driven so drive Thou them ;
As fire melts wax away,
Before God's face let wicked men
8o perish and decay.

8 But let the righteous all be glad :
Let them before God's sight
Be vgr{ joyful; Yea. let them
Rejoice with all their might.

4 To God sing praise, to God sing praise :
Extol Him with your voice,
He rides on heaven, by His name JAH,
Before His face rejoice.

Scotch Version, 1641, a.

68 pPsALMes. PamrIn s

1 A 8 Thy chosen people, Lord,
A Once oppress'd, ?n numbers few,
Trusted to Thy steadfast word,
And a mighty nation H
8o Thy church on earth begun,
By Thy blessing shall increase,
‘While the course of time shall run,
Till Messiah's reign of peace.

2 Soon shall every scatterd tribe
To her bosom be restored ;
Every heart and tongue ascribe
Pralse and glory to the Lord;
Militant awhile below
Rest and joy sball soon be given :
Then in rapturous strains shall fiow
Her triumphant song in heaven.
5 Harriett Awber, 1829,
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68 PsALM es. Parr I L.M.

KINGDOMB and thrones to God belong
Crown Him, ye nations, in your song
His wondrous Dames and Powers re-

hea
His honours shall enrich your verse.
2 Proclla.lmglim King, pronounce Him

ess’
He's your defence, your joy, your rest ;
‘When terrors rise and nations faint,
God 18 the strength of every saint,

Isaac Watts, 1719,

69 PSALM 69. M.

1 LORD Twould stand with thoughtfuleye
Beneath Thy fatal tree,
And see Thee bleed, and see Thee dle,
And think, “ ‘What love to me”

2 Dwell on the sight, m( stony heart,
Till every pulse wil
8hall into contrite sorrow start,
And hate the thought of sin.

3 Didst Thou for me, my Saviour, brave
The natis, the thorma. tibpes th
e naf e thorns, thespear, the grave,
‘While I deserved them ali? ~ '
4 Oh hclp me some return to make,

{eld my heart to Thee,
And o and suffer for Thy sake

As Thou didst then for me.
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,
70 PSALM 70. LM

1 MAKE haste, O God, my soul to bless!
My help and my deliv'rer Thou ; H
§nke te, for I'm in deep distress,
y ease Il urgent help mo now.

2 Make haste, O God, make haste to save!
For time is'short, and death {8 nigh;
Make baste ere yet I'm in m: {guvo.

with the lost for everl
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3 Make haste, for I am poor and low ;

And Satan mocks my prayers and tears ;
God, in mercy be not slow,
But snatch me from my horrld fears.

4 Make haste, O God, and hear my cries;
Then with the souls who seek Thy face,
And those who Thy salvation prize,

I'll magnify Thy matchless grace.
Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866.

71 psALM 71. Sose L C.M

1 Y Saviour a.lmlshty Friend,

Nen I beein T se,

Where will the g'rowlng numbers end,
The numbers of Thy grace?

2 Thou art my everlasting trust;
Thy goodness I adore;
And since I knew Thy gmces first,
I speak Thy glories more.

3 My feet shall travel all the length
Of the celestial roa
And march with courage inThy strength
To see my Father G

4 When I am fill'd with sore distress
For some surprising
T'1l plead Thy perfect rlsht,eonsnen,
And mention none but Thine.

5 How will my 1ips rejoice to tell
The victories of my King!
My soul redeem’d from sin and hell,
shall Thy salvation sing.

6 Awake, awake, my tuneful powers ;
With this dellg tful song
I'll entertain the darkest hours,
Nor think the season long.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

71 psALM 71. Sove IL C.M.

1 MY God, my everln.s:lng hope,
I live upon Thy tru
Thine hands have held my ’childhood ap,
An5 ;cmnsthen d all my youth.
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2 8till has my life new wonders seen
Repeated every year;
Behold my days that yet remain,
I trust them to Thy care.
3 Cast me not off when strength declines,
‘When hoary hairs arise;
And round me let Thy glory shine,
‘Whene'er Thy servant dies.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

72 PpsALM 72 SoseI. L.M.

1 JESUS shall reign where'er the sun
Does His successive journeys run;
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For Him shall endless prayer he made,
And praises throng tocrown His head ;
His name like sweet perfume shall rise
‘With every morning sacrifice.

2 People and realms of every tongune
Dwell on His love with sweetest song,
And infant voices shall proclaim
Their early blessings on His name.

4 Blessings abound where'cr He reigns ;
‘The prisoner leaps to lose his chains;
The weary find eternal rest ;

And all the sons of want arc bless'd.

5 Where He displays His healing power,
Death and the curse are known no more ;
In Him the tribes of Adam boast
More blessings than their father lost.

6 Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honours to our King:
Angels descend with songs again,
And earth repeat the loud AMEN.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

72 psaLM 72, Sose IL 7s.

1 HAS’I"EN. Lord, the glorious time,
‘When, beneath Messiah's sway,
Every nation, every clime,
Shall l;.she gospel's call obey.
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2 Then shall wars and tumaults cease,
Then be banish’d grief and pain ;
Righteousness, and joy, and peace,
Undisturb’d shall ever reign.

3 As when soft and gentle showers
Fall upon the thirsty plain
Bpringing grassand bloomlng flowers
othe the wilderness again ;

-

8o Thy 8pirit shall descend,
Boft'ning every stony heart,
AndHissweetest influence lend,
All that's lovely to impart.

5 Time shall sun and moon obscure,
Beas be dried, and rocks be riven,
Bat His reign shall still endure,
Endless as the days of heaven.

6 Bless we, then, our gracious Lord,
Ever pn\fse His glorlous name;
All His mighty acts record,
All His wondrous love proclaim,
Harriett Auber, 1829,

78 PsALM 73 Parrl L.M.

1 LORD, what a thoughtless wretch was I,
To mourn, and murmur, and repine,
To see the wicked placed on high,
1n pride and robes of honour shine,

2 But, oh their end! their dreadful end!
‘Thy sanctuary taught me so:
On slipp’ry rocks I see them stand,
And fiery billows roll below.

3 Now let them boast how tall they rise,
I'll never envy them again ;
There they may staud with hanghty eyes,
Till they plunge deep in endless pain.

4 Thelr fancied joys, how fast they flee!
ust like a dreamn when man awakes:
Their songs of softest harmony
Are but a preface to their plagues.

6 Now I esteem their mirth and wine
Too dear to purchase with my blood;
Lord, 'tia enough that Thou art mine,
My ite, my portion, and my God.
Isaac Watts, 1719,
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73 psALM 3. Pazrin O.M

1 GO my su poner and my hope,
y help or ever near,
Thine arm of mercy held me up,
‘When sinking in despair.

2 Thy counsels, Lord, shall gnide my feet
'ﬁ:ronsh this dark wﬂdeg:’eu H v
band conduct me nenr ’l'hy seat,
To dwell before Thy face,

3 Were I in heaven wlchout my God

*Twould be no joy to m
And whilst thls enrth is mfne abode,
1 long for none but Thee.

4 What if the sprlngs of ufe were broke,
And flesh and heart should faint

God {smy soul's etemal rock,
The strength of every saint.

5 Still to draw near to 'l‘hee, my God,
Shall be my sweet e: ’f
){y tongne shall sound hy\\orks abroad,
d tell the world my joy.

Ilaac Watts, 1719.

73 psaLM 73. Pamr IIL O.M.

W‘noM have we, Lord, 1n heaven but
'And whom on earth beside ; 3 [Thee,
‘Where else for succour shall we fiee,

Or in whose strength confide?

2 Thon art our portion here below,
Our promised bliss above
Ne'er can our souls m object know
80 precious as Thy lo

3 When heart and flesh, 0 Lord shall fail,
Thou wilt our spirits ch
Sﬂoﬁ us through lue 8 zhomy vale,
calm each anxious fear.

4 Yes 'rhou our onlyguide throngh 1ife,
Shalt hel p and scren h 8u
Bupport us in de st.r e,
'lP weloome us on high.
Harriett Awber.1829.
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74 PSALM 74.  C.M.
1 OF every gartbly stny berett

One ho , ONe clous h is left
ord is &mmu sti] 0ll>e *

2 ms church, through cvery m.st alarm
An(: Lonl"d or ﬂ"r'm l l h
on ne almi ﬁ arm
"We niow for all depend. =

Henry Francis Lyte, 1831.

75 PSALM 75.  88.6.

1 THAJ‘ Thou, O Lord, art ever nigh,
Though v ‘eil'd in awful majesty,
Thy mighty works declare
Th, hand th 8 earthly frame upholds.
Thine w)e the universe beholds
ith providential care.

2 Thou settest up, and pullest down,
To Thee the monarch owes his crown,
The conqueror his wreath ;
In Thee all creatures live and move
Thou re| 'st supreme in heaven above,
in the earth beneath.

3 Great Klng of kings, and Lord of lords,
‘Whose hnnd v,ihast ses and rewards,
only we
To Thee the voice of pmlse shall rise,
In hallelujahs to the skies,
‘When time shall be no more.

Harriett Auber, 1829,

76 PSALM 76.  8.M.

(10D in His church is known,
His name is glorious there;
He there sets up His carthly thronc.

And hears His people’s praye

The powers of death and hell
In vain her peace oppose

A word of His the storm can quell,
An& scatter all her foes.
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3 The Lord to udgment came
rth trembled and was stlll o
'Tis His, 'tls His, the groud to tame,
And shield the'meel .
The fury of His foes
Fulfils but His decree :
Ye saints, on Him your hopes repose,
And He your strength will be.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,
77 PSALM 77.  C.M
1 T, God for ever cast us off ;

His love return no more ?
His promise, will it never give
Its comfort as
2 Can His ahundant love forget
Its wonted aids to
Has He in wrath shut up und sonl'd
His mercy’s healing gpring
3 I'll call to mind His works ut old.
The wonders of His might ;
On them my heart shall rnedftate.
Them shall my tongue recite.
4 Th le, Lord, long since have Thee
yseo ¥ 'wonders tgund :
Long since hast Thou Thy chosen sced
‘With strong deliverance crown'd.
Tate and Brady, 1606, a.

78 PsALM 78.  C.M. Double.

1 OH praise our great and gmclous Lord,
And call upon His name
To strains of joy tune every chord
His mlghty acts proclaim.
Tell how He led His chosen race
'0 Canaan’s promised land;
Tell how His covenant of grage,
Unchanged shall ever stand.
2 He gave the shndowin§ clopd by day,
The moving fire b;
To guide His Israel on theirwar,
He made their darkness light.
And have not we a sure retreat,
A Saviour ever nigh?
‘The same clear light to gnlde our feet,
'rh;;ny-nprlns from on high
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3 We, too, have manna from above,
“'The hread that came from heaven Hd
To us the same kind hand of love
Hath living waters given,
A rock wehave from whence the spring
In rich abundance flows s
“That rock {8 Christ,” otir Priest, our
Who life and health bestows.

4 Oh let us prize this blessed food,
nd trust our heavenly Guide

30 shall we find death’s fearful ﬂood
Serene as Jordan’s tide;

And safely reach that happy shore,
The land of peace and rest,

‘Where angels worship and adore,
In God’s own presence bless’d.

Harriett Auber, 1829.

79 PSALM 79.  S.M.

1 THOU gracious God, and klnd
Oh cast our sins a\v
Nor call our former llt to mlnd
Thy justice to display.

2 Thy tenderest mercles show,

Thy richest grace
Ere yet ith gullcy fears lald low,

We perllh in despair.

3 Saveus from (ﬁuilt and shame,
Thy glory to g‘e

And tor the great Redeemer's name,

‘Wash all our sins away.

4 Sowe be ﬂock Thy cholee.
The peo;
'rhrough ife shnll ln Th / care rejoice
But praise Thee best above.

William Goode, 1811,

80 PSALM 0. LM

1 GREAT Shepherd of Thine Israel
‘Whe didst between the cheruhs dwell,
And ledd’st the tribes, Thy chosen sheep,
Safe through the desert and the deep :
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2 'l'lll:&chnrch 18 in the desert now;
Shine from on high, and guide us
through ;
Turn us to Thee, Thy love restore ;
‘We shall be saved, and sigh no more,

3 Great God! whom heavenly hosts obey,
How long shall we lament and pray,
And walit in vain Thy kind return t
How long shall Thy fierce anger burn ?

4 Instead of wine and cheerful bread,

Thy saints with their own tears are fed :
'urn us to Thee, Thy love restore,

‘We shall be saved, and sigh no more.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

81 PSALM 81.  C.M.

1 () GOD our strength, to Thee the son,
0 With grateral bearcs we Talse; C
‘To Thee, and Thee alone belong

All worship, love, and praise.

2 In trouble’s dark and stormy hour
Thine ear hath heard our prayer,
And graciously Thine arm of power
Hath saved us from despalir,

3 And Thou, O ever gracious Lord,
Wilt keep Thy promise still,
If, meekly hearkening to Thy word,
e seek to do Thy will,

4 Led by the light Thy grace imparts,
Ne'er msg we how the knee
To idols which our wayward hearts
Set up instead of Thee.

5 8o shall Thy choicest gifts, O Lord,
Thy faithtul people bless,
For them shall carth its stores afford,
And heaven its happiness.

ey

Harriett Auber, 1820,
82 . PSALM 82.  C.M.
of h are in the hands
! Tngf mhoerﬁtgn: on H

He in their council-chamber sta'nds.
And sees with watchful eye.
59
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2 Though foolish prlncea tyrants prove,
And tread the gol
Though earth’s foun tions all remove ; H
He weareth still the crown.

3 Th ey proudly boast a godlike birth,
dentln like men they fall ;
Al‘ia{‘ 0 God, and judge the earth,
And rule the nations all.

4 W’hcn shall Thy Son, the Prlnce of Peace,
Descend with glorlous power?
Then only shall oppression cease:
Oh, haste the welcome hour.

Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866,

83 PSALM 83.  L.M.

0 GOD, be Thou no longer still,

Thy foes are leagued nst' Thy law ;
Make bare Thine arm on Zion's hill,
Great Captain of our Holy War.

2 As Amalek and Ishmael
ad war for evet with Thy seed,
S0 all the hosts of Rome and hell
Against Thy Son their armies lead.

3 Though they’re agreed in nou¥ht beside,
Against Thy truth they all unit
They rave against the Crucified
And hate the gospel's grewing mlght.

4 By Kishon's brook all Jabin’s band,
At Thy rebuke were swept away ;
O Lord, display Thy migl tz hand.
A slugle stroke shall win t]

5 Come, rushing wind, the stubble chase!
Come, sacred fire, the forest burn!
Come, Lord, with all Thy conquering
Rebellious Tearts to Jesus turn! (grace,

6 That men may know at once that Thou,
Jehovah, lovest truth right well;
‘And that Thy church shall never “how
Before the boastful gates of hell.

Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866.
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84 psaLM ss. Sose I L.M.

1 HOW I1‘)leasant, how divinely fair,
O Lord of Losts, Thy dwellings are!
With long‘deslre my spirit faints
To meet the assemblies of Thy saiuts,

2 My flesh would rest in Thine abode,
My panting heart cries out for God ;
My God! my King! why should I be
8o far from all my joys and Thee?

3 Bleseg’d are the saints who sit on high
Around Thy throne of majessy ;
“Thy brightest glories shine ahove,
And all their work {8 praise and love.

4 Bless'd are the souls that find a place
‘Within the temple of Thy grace;
There they behold Thy gentler rays,
And seek Thy face, and learn Thy praise.

5 Bless'd are the men whose hearts are sct
To find the way to Zion's (fate; (road,
God is their strength, ? through the
They lean upon their h 1per, God.

6 Cheerfulthey walkwith wing strength,
Till all shall meet in beagvl:gn aﬁength,
Till all before Thy face appear,

And join in nobler worship there.

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

84 psarM ss. some I IL.M.

1 G_REAT God, attend while Sion sings
The l:!loy tha from Thy presence
springs;

To spend one ;.'lay with Thee on carth
Exceeds a thousand days of wmirth.

2 m'ghz 1 enjoy the meanest {)qu
Within Thy house, O God o !
Not tents of ease, nor thrones of power,
Should tempt my feet to leave Thy door.

3 God 1s our sun, He makes our day;
God {8 our ahle‘d, He guards our way
From all th' assauits of hell and sin,
From G{m without and foes within.
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4 All needful s{:ce God bemw,
And crown U ‘K
He gives us all thlngs, and wit) old
No real good from upright souls.

5 0 God, our King, whose soverelgn
The glorious hosts of heaven obey.
And devils at Thy presence flee;
Bless'd is the man that trusts in Thee.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

84 pSALM 84 Boxa III. 148th.

1 T ORD of the worlds above
How l})Ieaun and how fair

The dwellings of Thy love,
Thy earthly temples are!

To Thine abode,

vf' heart aspires
ith warm deslres,
To se¢ my God

20 happy souls thnt pray
Where lilolm.s to hea.r'
o hnppy men that pay
Their constant servicﬁl there!

happy they
'l‘hat, love the way
To Zion's hill.

3 They go from strength to strength,

Through this dark vale of tears,
Till each arrives at length,
Till each in heaven appears:

o zlorlous seat,

'n God our King
shall thither bring
Our willing feet.

4 To avend one sacred day,
re God and saints nhlde,

Aﬂords diviner joy

Than thousand days beside :
‘Where God resorts,
1love it more
To keep the door

T‘l’:;n shine in courts.
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5 Godhonrmnandlhied,.

e draw our blessings thence ;
He shall bestow .
On Jacob's race

grace
And glory too.
[ 'l'he Lord His people loves ;
hand no ﬁood withholds
From those His heart approves,
From pure and glous souls:

o God ot oszs.
‘Whose 8] ﬁl{m trusts
Alone in
Isaac Watts, 1719,

85 PSALM 85.  L.M.

1 QALVATION is for ever nigh
b 'gh wnlflmt &ara;xr%mstltll;eg‘ord
nd grace, descendin, m on hig
Fresh hopes of glory aghﬂ.l

2 Mewymdmm on earth are met,
Ohrlnt the Lord came down from

ByH ls obedlence, 80 compl
Justice is pleased, and petwe ls given.

3 Now truth and honour shall -bonnd
Religion dwell on earth a|
And heavenly influence b ess the ground
In our Redeemer’s gentle reign.

4 ms ﬂghteoumess is gone before,
To give us free 88 t0 God ;
Our wanderlng feet shall stray no more,
But mark His steps, and keep the road.
Isaac Watts, 1719,

86 PSALM 86.  L.M.

HY listening ear, O L incline:
T neu'm .mg‘;.f d& %g:l:glmdwenk!
Preserve my soul, for I am
Ohucv; me,y tor Thine aid I seel
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2 To Thee ascend my daily cries :
Hear, Lord, in mercy hear my voice!
To Thee my soul for comfort files,

Oh bid Thy servant’s soul rejoice.

3 'Tis Thine in goodness to abound ;
*Tis Thine to B“y and forgive ;
*Tis Thine to heal the bleeding wound,
And grant the plaintive soul to live.

4 Hear, O Jchovah, when I pray!
Attend my voice, mf suppliant cry !
I call Thee in atBiction’s gny,
For Thou wilt listen, Thou reply.

5 And Thee my heart shall still extol,
Thy goodness chant, Thy xi]m;es tell:
For large Thy love ; and Thou my soul
Hast rescued from the lowest hell.

Richard Mant, 1824,
87 PSALM 87. L. M.
1 (AOD in His earthly temﬁle lays
Foundations for His heavenly praise ;

He likes the tents ot Jacob well,
But still in Zion loves to dwell.

2 His mercy visits every house
That pay their night and morning vows ;
But makes a more delightful stay
Where churches meet to praise and pray.

3 What glories were described of old!
‘What wonders are of Zion told!
Thou city of our God below,
Thy fame shall Tyre and Egypt know !

4 Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew.,
Shall there begin their lives anew :
ngels and men shall join to sing
The hill where living waters spring.

6 When God makes up His last account
Of natives in His holy mount,
*Twill be an honour to appear
As one new-born or nourish’d there.

Isaac Watts, 1719,
64
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88 PSALM gs, 7.6.

1 LORD God of my salvation, .
To Thee, to Thee, I cry ;
Ol let my supplication
Arrest Thine ear on high.
Distresses round me thicken,
My life draws nigh the grave §
Descend, O Lord, to quicken,
Descend my soul to save,

2 Thy wrath les hard upon me,
y billows o’er me roll,

0 comforter is near;
Wilt Thou too, Father, spurn me ?
'Wilt Thou réfuse to hear ?
3 No! banish’d and heart-broken
My soul still clings to Thee ;
The pron‘l'ise Thou hast spoken
still m

8o
future joy increase,
And scourge me froe: my errors
To duty, hope, and peace.
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,

89 psaLMs. Pamri c.M

1 MY never-ceasing songs shall show
The mercies of the Lord, -
And make succeeding ages know
How faithful is His word.

2 The sacred truths His lips pronounce
Bhall firm as heaven endure ;
And if He speak a promise once,
The eternal grace is sure.

3 How long the race of David held
The proinised Jewish throne !
But there’s a nobler covenant seal'd
To David's greater S8on.

4 His seed for ever shall possess
O PR .
meanest subje:
ah%lﬁ to that glory rise.
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5 Lord God of hosts, Thy wondtous ways |
Are sung by saints above

And snlnts on earth chelrhonom S ralse
To Thine unchanging lo’

I:aac Watts, 1719,

89 PsALM 8. ParrIL C.M.

1 GREATLY bhlesg'd the peop]e are
The joyful sound that know;
In brightness of Thy face, O Lord
They ever on shall go.

2 They in Thy name shall all the day
Rejoice exceedingly ;
And in Thy rlghwuusness shall they
Exalted be igh.
3 Because the gl of their strength
Doth only sm‘:lrc{ in Thee ;
And in Thy favour slmll our horn
And power exaltod be.

4 For God {s our defence ; and He

To us doth sarely bring:
The Holy One of Israel
Is our almighty King.
Scotch Version, 1641,
90 PSALM 90. C.M.

1 OUR. God, our help in ages past,
haope for years to come
Our shalter from the imrmy hlut.
And our eternal home !

2 Under the shadow of Thy throne
Thy saints have dwelt secure;
Sufficient is Thine arm alone,
And our defence is sure.

3 Before the hills in order stood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everiasting Thou art God,
To endless years the same.

4 A thousand ages in Thy slshc
Are like an °"°"";§,
Short as the watch that endn the night
Be!&;e the rising sun.
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5 Time, ke an ever-rolling stream,
all its sons away ;
They ﬂy forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

6 Like ﬂvwerr fields the nations stand,
Pleased with the morning light ;
The flowers beneath the mower's hana
Lie withering ere 'tis night.

7 Onr God. our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come
Be Thou our guard while troubles last,
And our eternal home!

Isaac Watts, 1719,

91 psaLM o1 Sowe I L.M.

1 HB thathutb made bis refuge God
all ind a most secure abode,
Shall walk all day beneath His shade,
‘And there at night shall rest his head.

2 Then will I say, * My God, Thy power
shall be my fortress and my tower:
I, that am form’d of feeble dust,
Make Thine almighty arm my trast.”

3 Thrice happy man ! thy Maker's carc
Shall keep thee from the fowler's snare ;
Satan, the fowler, who betrays
Unguarded souls a thousand ways.

4 Justas a hen ects her brood,
From birds of prey that seek their blood,
Under her feathers, go the Lord
Makes His own arm His people's gnard

5 If vapours, with malignant brea!
Rise thick, md scacter mkml hc deal:h.
Israel is safe ; the pofson'd
Grows pure, if Israel's God be there,

6 What though a thousand at thy side,
At thy right hand, ten thousand di died,
Thy n Deople saves

Amongst the de;d, amidst the graves.

7 But if the fire, or plagne, or sword
Recelve comnhuf ngu the Lord
To strike His saints among the rest,
'l'henaery pains and deaths are blest.
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8 The sword, the {Estuenee, or fire,

Shall but tulnl ir best desire ;

From sins and sorrows set them free,
And brlns Thy children, Lord, to Thee.

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

91 psaLM o1 Sowe IL C.M.

1 THERE 18 a safe and secret place,
h the wings divine,
Reserved for all the heirs of grace,
Ol, be that refuge mine!

2 The least, the feeblest there may hide
Uninjured and unawed ;
‘While thousands fall on every side,
He rests secure in God.

3 The ungels watch hlm on his way,
ald with friendly arm ;
And sar.an, roaring for his prey.
May hate, but cannot har.

4 He feeds in guturel large md falr,
Of love and truth divine,
O child of God, O lor¥ '3 helr.
How rich a lot

5 A hand almighty to defend,
An ear for every 1,
An honour'd Iife, a peaceful end,
And heaven to crown itall!

Henry Francss Lyte, 1834,

91 psaLM o1 Sowe IIL C.M.

YE sons of men, a teeble mce,
0sed to every st
* Come make the Lord our dwelung place,
Aud try, and trust His care.

2 He'll give His ansels chnrge to keep
Your feet in all their ways;
'1'0 watch your plllow whlle you sleep,
And guard your happy days.

3 .Becnuse on Me they set thelr love,
'11 save them,” saith the Lord ;

"1l beu their joyful souls above

;)e:ggucuon and the sword,

2
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4 ** My grace shall answer when the, 1

R v s
y power shall he D them when they fa
And rrise them when they die. 4

**Those that on earth My name have
I'll honour them in heaven:  (known
There My salvation shall he  shown,
And endless life be given.”

Isaac Watts, 1719,

92 psALM 2. Parrl L.M.

1 SWFET 18 the work, my God, my King,
To praise Thy name, glve thanks, md

To sh ow'l‘g love by morning light,
And talk of a!l Thy truth at night.

2 Sweet is the day of sa.crcd rest,
Nomortal cares shall selze my breast;
.Oh y my heart in tune be found,

Like David’s harp of solemn sound’!

3 My heart shall triumph in the T.ord,
And bless His works, and hless His word
Thy m’orks of grace, how bright they

1
How deep Thy counsels, how divine !

4 Fools never raise their thoughts so blgh 3
Like brutesthey live, ke brutes thcy le;
Like grass they flourish, till Thy breath
Tlast them in everlasting death.

5 But I shall share a glorious part
When grace hath well refined my hcart H

And fresh supplies of joy are shed,

ILike holy oil, to cheermy head.

6 8in, my worst enemy hefore,
Bhah vex my eyes and ears no more ;
My inward foes shall all be slain,
Nor Satan break my peace again.

7 'l'hcn shall I see, and hear, and know
desired or wish'd below ;
And every power find sweet empluy
In that eternal world of joy.

Isaac Wasts, 17180
(]
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92 PSALM e2. ParrIL L.M.

1 l ORD, 'tis a pleasant thing to stand
4 In gardens planted by Thine hand :
Let e within Thy courts be seen,
Like a young cedar, fresh and green.

2 There grow Thy saints in faith and love,
Bless’d with Thine influence from above ;
Not Iebanon with all its trees
Yields such a comely sight as these.

3 The plants of grace shall ever live ;
Nature decays, but %raoe must thrive;
Time, that doth all things else fmpair,
Still makes them flourish strong and far.

4 Laden with fruits of age, they show
The Lord is holy, just, and true;

None that attend His gates shall ind
A God unfafithful or unkind.
Isaac Watts, 1719,

93 PSALM 93.  L.M.

1 JEHOVAB relgns ; He dwells in light,
Girded with majesty and might ;
The world created by His hands,
8tiil on {ts first foundation stands.
2 But ere this spacious world was made,
Or had its first foundations laid,
Thy throne eternal ages stood,
Thyself the ever-living God.
3 Like floods the angry nations rise,
And aim their rage against the skies :
Vain fioods, that alm their rage so high!
At Thy rebuke the billows die.
4 For ever shall Thy throne endure;
Thy promise stands for ever sure ;
And everlasting holiness
Becomes the dwellings of Thy grace.
Tsaac Watts, 1719,

94 PSALM 9. LM,

1 (VAN gulilty man, indeed, believe
C‘ Tllea“u lLIc. who wade’and knows the

cart,
Shall not the oppressor's crimes perceive,
Nor c;ge His lnynred servants’ part ? '
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2 Shall He who, with transcendent skill,
Fashion’d the eye and form'd the ear;
Who modell’d nature to His will,
Shall He not see? Shall He not hear ?

3 Shall He, who framed the human mind,
And bade its kindling spark to Tlow,
‘Who all its varied powers combined,
Oh, mortal, say—shall He not know ?

4 Vain hope! His eye at once surveys
Whatever fills creation's space ;
He sees our thoughts, and marks ourways,
He knows no bounds of time and place.

5 Surrounded by His saints, the Lord
Shall arm'd with holy vengeance come;
To each his final lot awar.

And seal the sinner's fearful doom,

Harriett Auber, 1829,

95 pPsALM 9. sove I C.M.

1 QING to the Lord Jehovah's name,
And in His strength rejoice ;
When His salvation I8 our' theme,
Exalted be our voice,

2 With thanks n;pronch His awful sight,
And psalms of honour sing;
The Lord’s a God of houndless might,
‘The whole creation's King.

3 Coine, and with humble gouls adore ;
Cume, kneel before His face ;
Oh may the creatures of His power
Be children of His grace!
4 Now is the time; He bends His ear,
id waits for your request ;
Come, lest Herouse His wrath and swear,
** Ye shall not see My rest.”

Isaac Watts, 17190,

95 PsALM 5. Sowe II. 8.M.

1 COME, sound His praise abroad,
And hymns of glory sing ;
Jehovah is the sovereign God,
The F\lml\'cnll King.
7
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2 He form'd the deeps unknown ;
He gave the seas their hound ;
The watery worlds are all His own,
And all the solld ground.

8 Oome, worship at His throne ;
Come, bow before the Lord:
‘We are His works, aud nut our own ;
He form'd us by His word.

4 To-day attend His voloe,
Nor dare provoke His
Come, like the people of l-.lls cholco
And own your gracious God.

5 But if your ears remse
The language of H {ra
Andhearts grow hard likestubborn Jews,
That unbelieving race :

The Lord, in ven, ennce dress d,
Wl Jift His han

“ You that despise My pmmhed rest
Shall have no portion there.”

Isaac Watts, 1719,

95 PsALM 95 sowe IIL L.M.

0 COME, loud anthems let us slnl%"
Give thanks to our Almighty King

For we our voices high should raise,

‘When our salvation’s Rock we praisc.

2 Yen, let us stand hefore His face
To thank Him for His matchless grace;
To Him address, in_joyful songs,
The praise that to His name belongs.

3 For GGod, the Lord, enthroned in state,
Is with unrivall'd szlorf great :
The strength of earth is in His hand,
He made the sea, and fix'd the land,

4 Oh, let us to His courts repair,
And how with adoration there’;
Down on our knees devoutly ail
Before the Lord our Maker fall.

Tate and Brady, 1696, a.

7

w
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96 PSALM 6. C.M.

1 SING to the Lord, ye distant lands,
Ye tribes of every tongue ;
His new discover'd grace demands
A new and nobler song.

2 Bay to the nations, ** Jesus reigns,
God’s own Almighty Son ;
His power the llnungsworld sustains,
And grace surrounds His throne,”

3 Let heaven proclaim the joyful day :
Joy through the earth be seen ;
Let cities shine in bright array,
And flelds in cheertul green.

4 Let an unusual joy surprise
The islands of the sea:
Ye mountains sink, ge valleys rise,
Prepare the Lord his way :

5 Behold, He comes! He comes to bless
The nations as their God ;
To show the world His righteousness,
And send His truth abroad.

8 But when His voice shall raise the dead
And bid the world draw near,
How will the guilty nations dread

To see their Judge appear!
Isaac Watts, 1719,
97 PSALM 97. LM

1 IEHOVAH rei?-ns! O earth, rejoice ,
Y Yeransom'd isles, exalt your voice :
Make every hill and vale around
R ve tothe w 80

2 Though far removed from mortal eyec,
Himeci o 3etul clovas. Smbcald
mself in awful c 5
His truth, His justice stands reveal'd.

8 Yes, Jesus reigns! the gospel'slight
Beams with mﬁ ight ;

radhmcg o;\ (rngllrv% g

deemn’d, fo

w%ﬂfﬁ‘e&ﬂ"' + Shis hopes to heaven.
73
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4 Oh, then, obey His sacred Word,
zgll ye who l?Lve und fear the Lord;

S0, 8 wide
The glorious truth, Jehovah reigns!
Harriett Auber, 1829,

98 PSALM 8. C.M.

1 SING to the Lord a ncw-madc song,
‘Who wondrous things has done ;
With His right hand and holy arm
The conquest He has won.

2 The Lord has through th’ astonish'd world
Display’d His saving might,
And made His righteous acts appear
In all the heathen's sight.

3 Of Israel's house His love and truth
Have ever mindful been ;
‘Wide earth’s remotest parts the power
Of Israel's God have seen.

4 Let therefore earth's inhabitants
Their cheerful volces raise,
And all with universal joy
Resound their Maker's praise.

5 Clap, clap your hands, ye rolling floods,
And toss your waves on high ;
Aud all ye hills, with all your woods,
Shout to the echoing sky.

6 Jehovah comes, He takes His state,
He comnes to ]’udge mankind:
On his high throne shall justice wait,
And truth His sentence bind.

First four Verses, Tate and Brady, 1606.
Last tico, Richard Mant, 1824,

-

99 PSALM 9. 7s.
IGNS Jehovah, King uuprerne,'

RE Let the nations own His sway !
Throned between the cherubim,
"xou;l:u let the earth obey!
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2 High exalt Jehovah's name,
gvn“l1 in wo(r;lolgp at His feet ; Jat
e our '8 renown proclain
Holy is Jehovah's seat.l v N

Richard Mant, 1824,

100 rsaLm 100, vee 1 L.

1 REFORE Jehovah's awful thronce,
Ye nations how with sacred joy ;
Know that the Lord is God alone;
He can create and He destroy.

2 His sovereign power, without our aid,
Made us of clay and form'd us men,
And whqn like wandering shecp we

stray'd,
He brought us to His fold again,

3 We are His people, we His care,
Our souls and all our mortalframe ;
‘What lasting honours shall we rear,
Ablunighty Maker, to Thy name ?

4 We'll crowd Thy gates with thankful
SONgs,
Hlﬁh s the heavens our voices raise;
And earth with her ten thousand tongues
8hall fill Thy courts with sounding praise.

5 Wide as the world 18 Thy command ;
Vast as eLernIt;lThy love;
Firm as a rock Thy truth must stand,
‘When rolling years shall cease to move.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

100 psaLM 100. VER. II L. M.

1 ALL people that on earth do dwell,
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice;
Him serve with mirth, His praise forth
Come ye before Him and rejoice.  [tell;

2 Know that the Lord is God indeed ;
piua Al dem s
eare ] € do! 3
And for His sheop He doth us take,
%
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3 O enter then His gates with praise,
Approach with joy His courts unto:
Praise, laud, and bless His name always,
Foritls seemly 80 to do.

4 For why? the Lord our God s good,
His mercy 18 for ever sure;
His truth at all times firmly stood,
And shall from age to age endure.

William Kethe, 1562.

100 psaLM 100. VeR. IIL L.M.

1 WI'I'H one consent let all the earth
To God their cheerful voices raise;
Glad homage pay with awful mirth,
And sing before Him songs of praise.

2 Convinced that He is God alone,
From whom both we and all proceed ;
We, whom He chooses for His own,
The flock that He vouchsafes to feed.

3 0 enter then His temple-gate,
Thence to His courts devoutly press,
And still your grateful hymns repeat,
And still His name with praises bless.

4 For He's the Lord, supremely good,
His mercy is for ever sure;
His truth, which always firinly stood,
To cndless ages shall endure.

Tate and Brady, 1696,

100 psALM 100. VEr. IV. L.M.

1 YE nations round the earth, rejoice
Before the Lord,your sovereign King,
Serve Him with cheerful heartand voice,
With all your tongues His glory sing.

2 The Lord {8 God ; 'tis He alone
Dot life, and breath, and being give:
We are His work, and not our own,
The sheep that on His pastures live.

3 Enter His gates with songs of joy,
‘With praises to His courts repair;
And make it your divine employ
To p% your thanks and honours there.
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4 The Lord is sood the Lord is kind ;
Great is His His mercy sure ;
And the whole me of man shall find
His truth from age to age endure.

Isaac Watts, 1119,

101 PSALM 101.  C.M.

1 LORD, when I lift my voice to Thee,
To whom all praise belon,
Thy justice and Thy love be
e subject of mny songs.

2 Let wisdom o’er my heart preside,
To lead my steps aright,
And make Thy pertect law my guide,
Thy service my delight.

8 All sinful ways I will ahhor,
All wicked men forsake
And only thoege who love Thy law
Formy companions take.

¢ Lord! that I may not ‘go nacruy
Thy constant grace impart ;
‘When wilt Thou come to pomt my way,
And fix my roving heart?

William Hiley Bathurst, 1831,

102 psaLM 102 Pamrl. C.M.

1 EAB me, 0 God, nor hlde Thy face,
But answer, lest I die;
Hast Thou not built a throne of grace,
To hear when sinners cry ?

2 u{.wl are wasted like the smoke,
Imlvmg in the
My stre! is dried my heart is Lroke,
And sinking in des]

3 Sense can afford no ran.l my
To souls that feel Thy fr.
Lord, twas &hnn advmced me high,
Thy band hath cast me down.

4 But Thou for ever art the same,
Ao my e hall lImow Thy name,
% {0 come 8!
ieng"lprm Thy worke abroad.
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5 Thou wilt nrlle and show Thy face ;
Nor will m;
Bgﬁ?:d the nppolntod hour of grace,
t long expected day.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

102 psaLM 102. ParriL O.M.

1 MHQOU shailt arise, md  mercy have
Upnn Thy 8ion
The time to favour er s come,
The time that Thou hast set.

2 For in her rubbish nnd her swne:
Thy servants pleasu;
Yea, they the very dtuc t.hereot
Do favour for her sake.

3 So shall the heathen people fear
'he Lord’s most holy nam
Al o g ehrth shall dread
Thy glory and Thy fame.

4 When 8ion by the mlshty Lord
Bullt ui) again shall be,
Then shall her gracious God appear
In glorious majesty.

Scotch Version, 1641, a.

103 PSALM 103, VersioN I. 8. M.

1 MY soul, repeat His praise,
Whose mercies are so great ;
Whose anger is 80 slow to rise,
80 ready to abate.

2 God will not always chide;

And when His strokes are folt,
His strokes are fewer than our crimes,
And lighter than our guilt.

3 Highasthe huvena are raised

Above the % und we tread,

80 far the riches of His grace
Our highest thoughts exceod.

4 His power subdues our sins ;
And His forgiving love,
Far as the east {s from the west,
D;sth all our guilt remove,
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5 The pity of the Lord
To those that fear His name,
Is such as tender parents feel ;
He knows our feeble frame.

6 He knows we are hut dust.
Scatter'd with every breacil
His anger, like a rising wlnd,
Can send us swift to death.

Our days are as the grus,
I‘Or nkg the 'l;llortnius flow th dold
one sharp blast sw o'er e flel
It withers in an hoeep *

8 But Th{ compassions, Lord,
ess years endure ;
And children’s children ever find
Thy words of promise sure,

Isaac Watts, 1719.

103 psaLM 103 VEe.IL 8.M.

1 BLESS the Lord, my soul!
Let all within me join,
And aid dd my tongue to bless His name,
favours are divine.

011, hless the Lord, my soul,

Nor let His mercies lie
Forgotten in unthankfulness,

And without praises die.

s 'Tis He forglves thy sins; :
’Tis He relieves thy pain

'm He that heals thy slckneues,
And makes thee young again.

4 He crowns thy life with love,
en ransom’d from the grave ;
He that redeem’d my soul from heil
Hath sovereign power to save.

8 He fills the poor with gnod
e sh'ea the sufferers rest
h judgments for the proud,
And junlce r the oppress'd.

6 ma wondrous works and wuys
He ¥ Moses kno
But sent t.heworld His tmch and grace
By His beloved Sou. .
Tswac Watts, 1719

7
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103 rsarMies. Ve 1n sr4

1 PRAISE, my soul, the King of heaven ;
To His feet thy tribute brin, 1
Ransom'd, heal'd, restored Iarffven,
Who like me His praise should sing1
Pi m! praise Him
Praise the everlasting King |

2 Praise Him for His grace and favour
To our fathers in distress|
Praise Him stiil the same as ever,
8Blow to chide and swift to bless]
Him! praige Him,
Glorious in His faithfulness?

3 Father-like He tends and spares us,
ell our feeble frame He knows ;
In His hands He gently bears us,
Rescues us from all our foes.
. se Him! praise Him,
‘Widely as Ris mercy flows,

4 Frall as summer's flower we flourish H
. Blows the wind, and it is gone :
But while mnortals rise and perish,
God endures unchanging on.
Praise Him | praise Him,
Praise the High Kternal One,

5 Angels, he‘lip us to adore Him;
Ye behold Him face to face ;
Sun and moon bow down before Him,
Dwellers all in time and space.
se Him | praise Him,
Praise with us the God of grace |

Henry Francis ZLyte, 1834

104  psanvios 20818
1
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20h eell ot Bls might,
'Oh of His grace.
Whose robe is the Itghz.
‘Whose canopy, spacc
‘Whose chariots of wrath
Dee&thunder—clouds form ;
And dark is His path
On the wings of the storm.

3 The earth with its store
Of wonders untold,
Almighty! Thy power
Hath founded of old ;

Hlth st?'bllsh‘ld it %as
a changeless decree,
An round Fe hath cast,
Like a mantle, the sea.

4 Thy bountiful care

streams fro
It deuoends t.o the plain,
And sweetly distils
In the dew and the rain.

5 Frall children of dust,
And feeble as frail,

- Nor find Thee to fail;
Thy mercies how tender,
How firm to the end,
Our Maker, Defender,
Redeemer, and Friend!

6 O measureless might !
Ineftable love!
‘While angels delight
To hymn Thee above,
The humbler creation,
Though feeble thelt lays,
‘With true adoration
8hall lisp to Thy praise.
Sir Robert Grant, 1839,

105 PSALM 105. CM.

1 OH render thnnks and bless the Lord ;
nvoke sacred nal
ualnt. the nntlons wm: Hll deeds,
fﬂs mn ess deeds proclaim,



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS.

2 Slmf to His praise in & hymns,
wondrous works rehearse
Make them the theme of your discourse,
And subject of your verse.,

3 oloein His Almighty name,
Reil in His Alr y s

[on
And let. thelr hearts o'erﬂow with joy
That humbly seek the Lord.

4 Beek ye the Lord, His saving strength
Devoutly still im X plore & ngt
And where He's ever present seek
His face for evermore.

Tate and Brady, 1696.

106 psaiMi0s. ParrI L.M.

1 OH render thanks to God above,
The fountain of eternal love;
‘Whose mercy firm.through 'ﬁf: past .
Has stood, and shall for ever

2 Who can His mighty deeds express.
Not only vast but numberless?
What mortal eloquence can
His tribute of immortal praise.

3 Fxtend to me that favour, Lord,
Thou to thy chosen dost afford :
When Thoureturn'st to set them frec,
Let Thy salvation visit me.

4 Oh may I worthy prove to see
Thy saints in fuill proaperlty l
That I the joyful choir m: :{
And count Thy people's t: umph mine.

Tate and Brady,1696.

106 psALM 108. ParrIl. 8.M.

1 OD of eternal love,
ow fickle are our ways !
Al’i’h yet lhow oft did lsrnel prove
¥ constancy of grace!

2 They saw Thy wonders wrought,
And then Thy prllse they sung ;
But soon Thy works of ?ower forgot,
And d with
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8 Now they belleve His Word,
‘While rocks with rivers flow ;
Now with their lusts provoke the Lord,
And He reduced them low.

4 Yet when they mourn’d their faults,
He hearken'd to their groans;
Brought His own covenaut to his
thouﬁhts,
And call'd them still His sons.

5  Their names were in His book ;
He saved them from their foes':
Oft He chastised, but ne'er forsook
The people that He chose,

8  Let Israel bless the Lord,
‘Who loved thelr anclent race;
And Christians join the solemn word,
N, to all the praise.

. Jsaace Watts, 1719,

107 psaLy 107 sowe I 7s.

1 0 GIVE thanks unto the Lord,
Praise His nanie with one accord ;
Tell the wonders of His-.power,
Praise His goodness every hour,

2 Let His ransom’d church hegin,
‘Whom He hath redeen’d from sin,
Gatherd from the east and west,
North and south, to enter rest.

3 'l'hrom{h the wilderness they stray,
In a 80 lu':‘lv way ;
Hungry, thirsty, tried and faint ;
God attends to their complaint,

4 Led by Him from day to day,
Right, although mysterlons way,
To His city they shall come,

tation, rest, and home

6 Oh that men wouid pratse the Lord,
‘While His goodness they record ;
All His wondrous works rehearse,
‘Who redeem'd them from the curse.

Joseph Irons, 1847.
83
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107 PsALM 107. SoxeIL O.M.

1 How are Thy servants blest, O Lord!
How sure is their defence!
Eternal wisdom 18 their guide,
Their help, Omnipotence.

2 In foreign realms. and lands rewmote,
Supported b ( care,
Throughburning climes chey passunhurt,
Aund breathe in tainted air.

3 When by the dreadful tempest borne
High on the broken wave,
They know Thou art not 810w to hear,
Nor impotent to save.

4 The storm Is laid, the winds retire,
Obedlent to Thy wilt!
Thc sea that roars at thy command,
At Thy command is still.

5 In midst of dangers, fears, and deaths,
Thy goodness we adore ;
We pralse Thee for Thy mercles past,
And humbly hope for more.

6 Our life, while Thou preservest life,
A sacrifice shall be ;
And death, when death shall be our lot,
Shall ]oln our souls to Thee.

Joseph Addim, 1712,

108 PSALM 108.  C.M.

0 GOD, my heart is fully bent
To magnify Thy nam
My tongue wlt, chee-'ml songs of praise
Shall celebrate Thy fame.

2 To all the listening trlhes, 0 Lord,
Thy wonders I will tell;
And to those nations sing Thy praise
That round about us dwell.

8 Because Thy mercy’s boundless height
The highest heaven transcends;
And far )eyond th* aspiring clouds
‘Thy 8?1 htul truth extends,
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4 Be 'l'hon, O God, exalted hlgh
Above 8 fram
And let the world, with one consent,
Confess Thy glorious name,

Tate and Brady, 1696,

109 PSALM 109, LM

1 STRA\'GER and pllgrlm here below,
I turn for refuge, Lord, to Thee ;
Thou know'st my evel;ly want and woe H
Oh, smite my foes, rescue me!

2 Thy name is love ; for that name’s sake
Sustain and cheer' my sinki ing soul;
Low as I am, and pour, and weak,

One word of Thine can make me whole.

3 Help, Lord! let all my foes perceive,
*Tis Thine to comfort or condemn ;
‘With Thee to bless me and relieve,
1 little heed reproach from men.

4 Arise then, on my soul arise;
Thy gheltering win around me cast:
And all that now aftiicts or tries
Shall work my peace, O Lord, at last,

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,

10 PBALM 110, 7s.

JESUS, Lord, to Thee we sin,

Thee our savlour. Priest, and Klng,
Who our guilt and woes sustain'd
And the cup of vengeance drain'd :
Now Thou sltt‘st emhroned on hlgh,
Crown'd with power and victo,
All Thy foes & I prostrate fall,
Every nation hear Thy call,

2 As at morning's youthful hour,
Dewdrops gem each leaf and ﬂnwer.
80, O Lord, our gons unborn,

Shall Tby crowded courts adorn ;

Gladly own Thee for their Khm,

Glad'ly free-will offeringa bring,
h lprenmng empire prove
dlyeo Thy wondrous love.

Harriett Auber,1829.
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m PSALM 111, 8.

1 PRAISE the Lord; with exultation
My whole heart my Lord shall praise ;
'Midst the upright cougregablon,
Loftiest hallelujahs raise.

2 All His works are great and glorlous,
Saints review them with deligh!
{8 redemption all victorious
‘We remember day and night.

3 Meat He gives to those who fear Him,
? His covenant min still ;
Wlse are those who much revere Him,
And rejoice to do His will.

4 For His grace stands fast for ever,
His decrees the saints secure ;
From His oath he turneth never,
Every promise standeth sure,

5 Therefore be His praise unceasing,
Be His name for ever blest;
And with confidence increasing,
Let us on His promise rest.

Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866,

12 PSALM 112. 874

1 PLESSED is the man that feareth,
And delighteth in the Lord;
‘Wealth, the wealth which trnly cheemh
God shall give him for reward ;

And his childre:
Shall be blest aronnd his board.

2 He shall not be moved for ever,
Though with evil tldln%s tried ;
Nought from shall sever,
Fix'd his henrt shnll still abide;
For belie
Are necnrod on every side.

3 To the upright light arises.
Darkress soon gives place to day §
‘While the man who truth desplsec,
And retuses o o Ys

In
Cursazd ot (-od, llmll melt away.
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4 Therefore let us praise Jehovah,
Sound His glorious name on high,
Sing His praises, and moreover
By our actions magnify
ur Redeemcr,
‘Who by blood has brought ns nigh.

“Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866,

13 PSALM 113. 7s.

1 HALLELUJ AH! Ralise, oh raise
To our God the song of praise |
All His servants join to sing,
God our 8aviour and our King.

2 Blessad be for cvermore
That dread name which we adore :
Round the world His praise be sung,
Through all lands, {n every tongue,

3 O'er all nations God alone,
Higher than the heavens His throne;
Who is like to God most high,
Infinite in majesty?

4 Yet to view the heavens He bends H
ea, to earth He condescends ;
Passing by the rich and great,
For the low and desolate.

5 He can raise the poor to stand
With the princes of the land ;
Wealth upon the needy shower ;
Set the meanest high in power.

6 He the broken spirit cheers,
Turns to joy the mourner's tears;
Buch the wonders of His ways ;
Praise His name—for ever praise,

Josiah Conder, 1837,
14 PSALM 114,  C.ML.

Egypt’s tremblin
W, (o, S Yol T, thbrand.

And in the stranger's
'Bemgg banners spread ;
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2 Then One, amid their thick array
His kingly dwelling made,
And all along the desert way
'l‘heh- guiding sceptre sway'd.

sea beheld, and lt.ruck with dread,
Roll'd all its df)lllows
d ugh his deepelt bed,

Reveara thots destined track,
4 What ail'd thee, O t.hou lml hty s?ea"

roll'd thy wa
Wh:t bade thy tlde 0 Jord&n, flee
And bare {ts deepest bed ?

5 O earth, before the Lord, the God
0f Jacob, tremble still’:
‘Who makes the waste n water d sod,
The fiint a gushing ril

Gcorgc Burgess, 1839,
115  psatmus  ecsess.

1 A LL glory be to Thee,
A. wgo dwellest hlgh in heaven ;
Not to a feeble child of clay
Be praise or worship give
Thy hsnd the mightiest au: o'erthrow,
And dash their every idol low.

2 All glory, Lord, be Thin
Our fortress and our shield
‘Whose armr upholds Thine Israel,
And sirengthens for the field :
In Thee Thy faithful %e]o le mut.
And lay the proudest e d

3 Blest by Thy favour, Lord,
No f ork us il :

0 foe can wo!

Supported by Thy graclous word,
‘We feel Thee present still;

And e'en in death and in the grave

8hall own Thy power to help and save.

Robert Allan Scott, 1839,

116 PsALM 116. Soxe I C.M.

1 T LOVE the Lord : He heard my cries,
And pitied every gro:
Lmﬂ; live, when v.roublel rise,
hasten to His throne.
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3 My ﬂesh declined, m, i: splrlts tell
Wmle inward pa.nais :md fears of hell,

4 “My God,” I crled, * 'l'hy servant save,
Thou ever good andi
t‘iy wer can rescue from l:he grave,
'hy power is allmy trust.”

5 The Lord beheld me sore distress'd,
He bid my palus remove ;
Return, my soul, to God thy rest,
FPor thou hast known His lov, c.

€ My God hath saved my soul trom death,
And dried my falling
Now to His praise I’ ll spend my breath,
And my remaining yea

lmac Watts, 1119,

116 psaLy 16 soveln oM

1 EAT uha.ll render to my Goq;
8 kinduness shown?
l{lfeet uhall visit Thine abode,
y songs address Thy throne.

3 Amon the saints that fill Thlne housge,
‘erings shall be pald
There sbuu my zeal pe orm the VOows
My soul in anguish

3 How much 18 mer: g 'l'b&' delight,
Thou ever-bless:
How dear Thy servants in Thy alght'
How precious is their bloo

4 Bow h-ppy all Thy servants are !
grace to me
Mﬁlte, whlch 'hou hast madc Thy care,
1 devote to Thee.

5 Now I am Thine, for ever 'l'mne.
Nor shall m{ {mrpose nove
Thy hand hath loosed my b:mds of pam,
89I:onml me with Thy love.

E‘:
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¢ Here In Thy courts I leave my vow,
Withosn. & saliee whe et

8, ye saints, who hear me now,

If I forsake the Lord. *

Isaac Watts, 1719,

116 psaLM 116 Sowe LI L.M.
1 RED%EME'D from guilt, redeem’d from

ears,
My soul enlary and dried my tears,
Wyhat. can I dc{eg'love divine, v *
‘What, to repay such gifts as Thine ?

2 What can I do, 80 T, 80 Weak,
But from Thy fiands new blessings seek ?
A heart to feel my mercies more,
A soul to know Thee and adore.

3 Oh ! teach me at Thy feet to fall,
And yield Thee up myself, my all
fore Thy saints my debt to own,
And live and die to Thee alonc !

4 Thy 8pirit, Lord, at large impart !
Expand, and raige, and fill my hears ;
8o maﬂ} hope my life shall be

Some faint return, O Lord, to Thee.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,

117 PSALM 117. Soxa L. 7s.

1 A LL ye nations, praise the Lord,
All ye lands, your voices raise ;
Heaven and earth with loud accord,
Praise the Lord, for ever praise ;

2 For His truth and mercy stand,
Past, and present, and to be;
Like the years of His right hand,
Like His own eternity.

3 Praise Him, ye who know His love 3
Prr:.ise Him from the depths benmﬁ;
Praise Him in the heights above ;
Praise your Maker, all that breathe.

James Alontgomery, 1822.
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17 psarMur. soxemn L.aL

FBOM all that dwell below the skies
Let the Creator’s praise arise,
Let the Redeemer's name be sung
Through every land, by every tongue.
2 Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord ;
Etemnl truth artends Thy word :
u{ shall sound from shore toshoro
Till suns uhall rise and set no more.
Tsaac Wattt, 1719,

117 psarM 1. Sowenn s.M.

1 TH Y mme. Almight.y Lord!
through distant lands;
Great l! 'l'hy ace, and sure Thy word,
Thy truth for ever stands.

3 Far be Thine honour spreud
And long Th{ se en
Till morning light and evenlng shade
8hall be exchanged no m
Imae Wam, 1719,

118  psatMus. soxel 7s

1 TO Jehovah hymn the lay,
Ever shall His lo\e endure H
let grateful Israel say,
Btands His love for ever sure,
2 Oh let Aaron’s house re
Evermore His love shall iast
All, who fear Him, shout nnd cry,
Stands His love for ever fast.

3 On the everlivin, z name
In distress on J
JAH tomy denvernncc came.
And my prison open'd wide.

4 See Jehovah near me stand !

Victor on my foes I tread.
] m 1 the volee of joy and so
{07 ng

l?ho lmnd firm and stmng
rm
one a mighty deed.
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6 High Jehovah's hand is raised
By the conquest He hath w(m!
Be Jehovah's right hand pral cd!
l-le a mighty deed hath d

mdurd Mant, 1834

118 psaLM 118. SoxeIL. C.M.

1 BEHOLD the sure foundation-stone
God in Zion lays,
To build our heuvenl) hopes upon,
And His eternal praise.

2 Chosen of God, to sinners dear,
'And saints adore the name ;
They trust their whole salvation here,
Nor shall they suffer shame.

3 The toollsh bullders scrlbe and priest,
Reject it with di
Yet on this rock the chu.rch shall rest,
And envy rage in vain.

4 Whur, moush the gates of hell wlthsmod
Ye! this bullding rise
'Ti8 Thine own work, Almighty God,
And wondrous in our eyes.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

118 PsaLM1s. SoweIIL 7s.

THEE. Jehovah, will I bless :
Thou didst m; request allow :

Thee my Saviour I confes:

Author of my healsh art 'rhou.

2 T.o, the stone, which once aside
By 'the builders’ hands was thrown,
St-e it now the building’s x)rlde,
See it now the corner-stone!

3 Lo, we hail Jehoval's deed,
‘immge and wondrous in our e)!e;‘.'
da{ our God hath made
Bld the voice of gladness rise.
4 Sm ¢, Hosanna! Lord,
ve, Hosanna ; God of mlmﬂz-

Lurd, tor us Thy power disj
Lorgé onus Th)y gvou.r uslf'!zlw
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5 He. Jehovah, is our,
, our God, on us hath si:ined :
Bind the sacrifice with cord,
To the hornéd altar bind.

[} 1'hee I blm, my God and Kinf!
and King, I
Bnllelu shout and sing!
Never lﬁll His goodness fail.

Richard Mant, 1824,

119 psarMue. sosel C.M.

1 OH how I love Thy holy law!
*Tis dally my delight;
And thence my medlmtlons draw
Divine advice by night.

2 How doth Thy word my heart engage |
How well employ my tongue!
And in my tiresome piigrimnage
Yields me a heavenly song.

3 Am T a stranger, or at home,
'Tis my perpetual feas|
Not honey droppin from the eomb
8o much allures the taste.

4 No treasures 8o enrich the mlnd,
Nor ghall Thy word he sold
For loads of silver well-refined,
Nor heaps of choicest gold.
5 When nature llnks, and spirits droop,
A’l'hyi romises of sr: b
re pillars to suppor my hope,
Aud there I write Thy praise.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

119 psarmug. soreIL CM.

1 OH that the Lord would guide my ways
To keep His statutes still !
Oh that my God would grant me grace
To know and do His willl

2 Oh send Thy Spirit down, to write
‘l‘h{ law upon my heart
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,
Nor act the liar's part.
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3 From vanity turn off my eyes ;
Let no cot Jn dealgn
Nor covetons r{se
Within this soul of mlne.

4 Order my footsteps by Thy word,
And make my heart sincere ;

Let sin have no dominion, Lord
But keep my conscience clear.

5 My soul hath gone too far astray,
My feet too often slip ;
Yet since I've not forgot Thy way,
Restore Thy wandermg sheep.

6 Make me to walk in Thy commands,
*T1is a delightful road;
Nor let my head, or heart, or hands,
Offend against my God.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

119 psaLM 110. Sone IIL.  C.M.

1 MY soul Hes cleaving to the dust;
ive me life divine;
Fry va!n esires and every lust,
rn off these eyes of mine.

2 I need the influence of ’I‘hy grace
To speed me in Th, Y
Lest I should loiter in my "race
Or turn my foet astray.

3 When sore affiictions press me down.
1 need Thy quickening powers H
Thy word that I have rested of
Shall help my heaviest hourl.

4 Are not Thy mercles sovereign still,
And Thou a faithful God ?
Wilt Thou not grant me warmer zeal
To run the heavenly road?

5 Does not my heart Thy precepts love,
And long to see Thy face ?
And yet how slow my splm,a move
‘Without enlivening grace!

@ Then shall I love 'l‘hv gospel more,
And pe’ ertonf
en I have felt Iu qulckenlng power
'o draw me near ti

Imac W«m, 1710,
94
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119 psarm s, soneIv. S.M

MY soul Hes grovelling low,
8till cleaving to the dust:
'l’hy quickening grace, O Lord, bestow,
For in Thy word I trust.

¢ Make me to'understand
Thy precepts and Thy will ;
Thy wondrous ‘works on every haund,
I'll sing and talk of still.

3 My soul, oppress'd with grief,
In heaviness melts down;
Oh strengthen me and gend rellef,
And Thou shalt wear the crown,

4 Remove from me the volce
Of falsehood and dece!
The way of truth is now my choice,
Thy word to me is sw

5 'l'hy testimony stands,
And never can depart :
I'll run the way of Thy commands
If Thou enlarge my heart.

Joseph Irons, 1847,

119 PSALM 119. SoxaV. C.M.
CONBIDBR all my sorrows, Lord,
And Thy deliverance send;
My soul for Thy salvaiion faints;
‘When will my troubles end ?

2 Yet I have found 'tis good for me
To bear my Father's rod
Affiictions mke ‘me learn Thy law,
And live upon my God.

3 This is the comfort I enjoy
When new distress begins:
I read Thy word, I run Thy way,
And hate my former sins.

4 Had not Thy word been my delight
When hly joys were fled,

smll oppress'd with s0rrow's weight,

Bul sunk amongst the dead.

5 I know Thy judgments, Lord, are right,
Though they may seem severe

sharpest I end\lre
nr‘io&tnm Thy Nt&l
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6 Before I knew Thy chu ing rod
y feet were apt to r'ﬁ
Bug now I learn to keep Thy word,
Nor wander from Thy way.

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

119 psarMie. Soxa VL CM.

OH that Thy statutes every hour
Might dwell upon my mind!

Thence I derivea qulckening power,
Anag daily peace

2 To meditate Thy preoepts. Lord,
Shall be my sweet el i‘h
hsoul shall ne’er torgec y word ;

y word s all my joy.

3 How would I run in Thy commands,
If Thou my heart discharge
From sin and Satan’s hntetul chslnl.
And set my feet at large!

4 Mg'hlps with con shall dechte
wka’l'}hy word though B kings BE:iex:l:f
Nor yield to sinful sham

Iaaac Watts, 1719.

119 PsALM 119, SoNe VIL L.M.

1 FATHER 1 bless Thy gentle hand ;
How kind was Thy chastising rod ;
That forced my conscience tv a 8 d,
And brought my wunderingsoul to God !

2 Foolish and vain, I went astray
Erel had felt ’l'hy acourges, H
Ileft my and lost my way ;

But now I love 'and keep Thy word.

3 'Tis good for me to wear the yoke,
For pﬂde 18 apt to rise and swell ;
*Tis good to bear my Father's stroke,
That I might learn Hil statutes wel

4 Thy hands have made my mortal fram
Thy Spirit form’d my soul within ;
Teach me to know Thy wondrous name,
And %su-d e safe from death and sin.
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5 Then all that love and fear the Lord,
At my salvation shall rejoice
For I bave hopéd in Thy word
And made Thy grace ny only chofce,

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

120  psatmin:  om
1 OE'S me that 1 lnl Mesech am

es dwel
Kedn that belong

2 limul with him that hateth peace
ath long a dweller been;
1 am for peace; but when I speak,
For battle they are keen,

3 M*wul distracted mourns and p(nes
that peaceful shore,
‘Where u the weary are at rest,
And troubles vex no more,

4 Fierce burning coals of juuiper.
And arrows of the stron
Await those false and ¢ tongues
‘Which do the righteous wrong.
5 But as for me n}l&mng shall rise
Before Jehovah's throne,
For He has seen my deep distress,
And hearken'd te my groan.
Scotch Version, 1641.
Charles H. Spurgeon, 1868,

121  psaimin. C.M.
To huven I 1t my wnitinc es;

my h re laf
The Lord tlm bum the eanh and skies
Is my perpetual aid.
2 Their feet shall never slide to fall,
‘Whom He desf to keep :
His ear attends the soft.eat call;
His eyes can never 8

3 llww|1}ll m!talm 1%‘:11;- wes\kelt powers
t 8 alm; yarm;
And watch our most unguarded hours
surprising harm

’ 8
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4 lmel ujoleel md rest neenre.

H ake leyes employ ‘His power
For thine eternal guard.

6 Nor seorching sun, nor slck]y moon,
Shall havehis leave to smite:
He shields thy head tmm humlug noon'
From blasting damps at night.

6 He uards thy soul, He keeps thy breath,
here thickest dangers come
Go, and return securc from death,
Tl God commands thee home.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

122 psaLM 1. Soxel C.M.

How did my heart rejoice to hear
friends devoutly say,
“In Zlon let us all appear,
‘And keep the solemn day !”

2 I love her gates, I love the road d g
The church adorn'd with g

smds ukql pa.lnee built tor God
To show milder face.

3 U,}htu her cou{)ts with ?oys unknown

tril
The Son ot David holds His throne,
And sits in judgment there,

4 He hears our praises and complaints;
And, while His awful volce
Divideés the sinners from the saints,
‘We tremble and rejoice.

5 Peace be within this sacred ‘place.
With boly iées and heaveniy grace
and heavenly
Be her attendants blest !

[ M‘vsoul shall pray for Zion ltlll,
T breath remains:
There mg trl nds, my kindred dwell
There God my Saviour reigns.

® Jsaac Watts, 1719,
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122 psarMi. Sowell C.M.

1 PRAY that Jemsalem may have
Peace and felicity
Let them that love thee and thy peace
Have still prosperity.

3 'l'hewtom I wish that peace may still
‘Within thy wnllsntemnin
And ever may thy palaces
Prosperity retain.

3 Now, for my frlends‘ and brethren's
Peace be in thee, I'll say ;
And for the house of God our Lord,
I'll seek thy good alway.
Scotch Version, 1641, a.

123 PSALM 123. 75,

UNTO Thee 1 1ift my eyes,

Thou that dwellest In the skies:
At Thy throne I meekly bow,
Thou canst save, and only Thon.

2 As a servant marks his lord,
As a maid her mistress’ word,
80 I watch and wait on Thee,
Till 'l'hy mercy visit me.

3 L'et Thy face upon me shine,
Tell me, Lord, that Thou art mine ;
Poor and little thouqll.lhl be,
1 have all in having

4 Bere to be despised, forgot,
Thy children’'s common lot ;
Bm. with Thee to make it up,
Lord, I ask no better cup.

Henry Ihmcu Lyte, 1838,

124 PRALM 124  L.M.-

1 [JAD not the Lord, m{’gggl
‘Had not the !.ord mfe.
Had He not brought dellverance nlsh.
‘Then must my helpless soul have died.

3 Had not the Lord been on m{‘nldc.
i‘ d'll\lv'lphu:m }’gghrgeandwide
n et, open
Wonlwnot liave gaped for me in vait
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3 Lo, floods of wrath, and floods of hell,
In flerce impetuous torrents roll ;
Had not the Lord defended well,

The waters had o'erwhelm’d my soul.

4 As when the fowler's snare {s broke,
The bird escapes on cheerful wings ;
My soul, set free from Satan's yoke,
With j?y bursts forth, and mounts, and
sings.

& She sings the Lord her Saviour's praise ;
Sings forth His praise withjoy and mirth;
To Him her song in heaven she'll raise,
To Him that e both heaven and earth!

John Ryland, 1775.

125 psaLM1%. Soxel. C.M.

1 UNSHAKEN as the sacred hill,
And firm as mountains be,

Firm as a rock the soul shall rest
That leans, O Lord, on Thee.

2 Not walls nor hills could guard so well,
0ld Salem’s happy ground,
As thosc eternal arms of love
That every saint surround.

3 Deal gently, Lord, with souls sincere,
Ang leady them safely on *
To the brliht gates of Paradise,

‘Where Christ their Lord is gone.

4 But if we trace those crooked ways
That the old serpent drew,
The wrath that drove him first to hell
Shall smite his followers too.

Isaac Watts, 1719,

125 psaLM 1% SoweIL S.M.

1 HO in the Lord confide,
W And feel His 8] rinkled blood,
n storms and hurricanes abide
Firm as the mount of Gt

2 Steadfast and fix'd and sure,
His Zion cannog move 3
His faithful people stand secure,
Ili d’o esus’ guardian love.
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8 As round Jerusalem
The hilly bulwarks rise,
8o God protects and covers them
From all their enemies.

4 Onevery side He stands,
And for His Israel cares ;
Aud safe in His almighty hands
Their souls for ever hears.

5 But let them still abide
In Thee, all gracious Lord,
Till every soul is sanctified,
And perfectly restored.

6 The men of heart sincere
Continue to defend ;
And do them good, and save them here,
And love them to the end.

Charies Wesley, 1741,

126 PSALM 126.  C.M.

1 HEN God reveal'd His gracious name
And changed my mourntul state,
My rapture seem’d a pleasing dream,
The grace appear'd so great.

2 The world beheld the slorlons change,
d did Thy hand confe
My t,ongue broke out in unknown strains,
And sung surprising grace.

** Great is the work,” my nelghbours cried,
And own’d the power divine

‘¢ Great is the work,” my henn replled
* And be the glory Thine

4 'rhe Lord can clear the darkean skies,
give us day for night ;
rops of sacred sorrow rise
To rivers of delight.

b Let them that sow in udness wait
Till the fair harvest co)
ey shall confesstheir shenves are great,
And shout the blessings home.

6 Thonih seed lie buried long 1n dust,
n't deceive their hn|
The pmcluns grain can ne' er be lost,
For grace i &

lmc Watts, 1719
101
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127  psaLm 8.
1 VAINLY through the nlght the ranger
Keeps his watch lest foes alarm ;

Still the city lies in danger
But for God's protecting arm :

2 Vain were all our tofl and labour
Did not God that labour bless ;
Vain without His grace and favour,
Every taleut we possess :

3 Vainer still the hope of heaven
at on human strength relies;
But to him shall helF be given
‘Who in humble faith applies.

4 Seek we then the Lord's Anoluted,
He shall grant us peace and rest ;
Ne'er was suppliant disappointed
‘Who through Christ his prayer address'd.

Hayriett Auber, 1829, a.

128 PSALM 128, L. M.

1 HOW blest the man who fears the Lord,
‘Who walks by His unerring word ;

His labours find a full increase. (ﬁeace.

His days are crown'd with health and

2 Domestic comfort builds her nest,
Beneath his roof, within his breast ;
And earth’s best'blesslngs hourly rise
To cheer his pathway to the skies.

3 But earth’s best gifts are poor to those
The Spirit on his soul bestows ;
The earnest here of joys above,
The foretaste of eternal love.

4 Onward he goes from strength to strength,
Till heaven's bright morning breaks at

length,
And mfls Niim to his full reward—
How blest the man who fears the Lord !
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.
102
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129 PSALM 129, 7.6.

MAI\Y times since days of youth,
May Israel truly
Foes devold of love an truth
Affiict me day by day
Yet they never can prevail,
God defends His penple stﬂl
Jesus' power can never fail
To save from all that’s ill.

end ;
Chrllst shall keep thee d &’ und night,
John Beaumont, 1834,

130 PSALM 130.  C.M.

1 v'r ot the depths of doubt and fear,
8 of despair and grl(.f,
my A ce, Jesus,
And come 1o Ty relieft

2 Th; gmlous ears, O Saviour, how
‘o my distressful cries,
For who shall stand, O Lord, if Thou
Shouldst mark lnlqultles ?

3 But why do I my soul dlstresl ?
Forgiveness 18 with T
‘With Thee there is abnndant grace,
That Thou mayst feared be.

4 Then for the Lord m; uml shall walt,
And in His word I'll hop
contlnue knocking at His gatc,
Till He the door shall ope.

5 Not weary g‘nnrds who watch for morn,
And stan ith longing eyes,
Peel such desires to see the dawn,
The joytul dawn arise !

[ ’l'hey never feel such warm desires
As those which in me move,
As those wherewlth my soul aspires
To see the God of lovel
103
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7 O God of mercy ! let me not
_Then hope for Thee in vain *
Nor let me ever be forgot,
And in despair remain.

John Ryland, 1775,

131 PSALM 181.  7s, 6 lincs.

1 (UIET, Lord, my froward heart,
Make me teachable and miid,
pright, simple, free from art,
ake me as a weanad child,
From distrust and envy free,
Pleased with all that pleases Thee.

3 What Thou shalt to-day provide,
Let me as a child receive ;
What to-morrow may betide,
Calmly to Thy wisdom leave:
*Tis enough that Thou wilt care;
‘Why should I the burden bear?

3 As alittle child relies
On a care beyond his own,
Knows he’s nelther strong nor wise,
Fears to stir a step alone :
Let me thus with Thee abide,
As my Father, Guard, and Guide.

4 Thus, preserved from Satan's wiles,
Bafe from dangers, free from fears,
May I live upon Thy smiles
Till the promised hour sﬂe&rs.
When the gons of God shall prove
All their Father’s boundless love.

John Newton, 1779,

132 PSALM 182, c.M.

1 AR!SE 0O King of grace, arise,
nd enter to Thy rest.]
Lo, Thy church waits with longing eyes,
Thus to be own'd and blest.

2 Enter with all Thy glorious train,
'l‘hﬂaSpirlt and Thy Word ;
All that the ark did once contain
Could no such grace afford.
14
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3 Here, mighty God ! accept our vows,
Here let Thy praise be greuul
Blen the rovisions ot Thy house,
Aill Thy poor with bread.
4 Here let the Bon of David reign;
Let God’s Anointed shine ;
Justice and truth His court malnwn.
‘With love and power divine.

5 Here let Him hold a lasting throne ;
And as His kingdom grows,
l"l’esl:i honours shall adorn His crown,

shame confound His foes.
Isaac Watts, 1719.
1383  psatmuss. com
1 BEHOLD how good a thi:
And

nlE it is,
how becoming
Together such as hrethren are

D unity to dwell !

2 lee precious ointment on the head,
That down the beard di

ow,
E'en Aaron's beard, aud to the kirts
Did of his garments go.
3 As Hermon’s dew, the dew that doth
On Sion’s hill desce!
For there the blesslng God commands,
Life that shall never end.

Scotch Version, 1641, a.
134 psavm

7s., 6 lines.

1 RAISE to God on high be given,

P e from ull in earth aud hearen,

Ye that ln His presence stan
Ye that walk by His comman
8aints below, and hosts above,
Praise, oh praise, the God of love!
Praise Him at the dawn of light,

Praise Him at returning night ;
Btrings nnd voices, hands and hearts,

n His ﬂ) ses bear your parts

l'hou that

8k
Bless us in return from high!

Henry Prancis Lyte, 1687
105
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135 PsALM 135 Vemsion L C.M.

1 O PRAISE the Lord with one consent,
And magnify His name;
Let all the servauts of the Tord
His worthy praise proclaim.

2 Praise Him all ye that in His house
Attend with constant care,
‘With those that to His outmost courts
With humble zeal repair

3 For God His own peculiar choice
The sons of Jacob makes;
And Israel's offspring for His own
Most valued treasure takes.

4 Let all with thanks His wondrous works
1n Sion's courts proclaim
Let them in Salem, where He dwells,
Exalt His holy name!

Tate and Brady, 1696,

135 PpsALM 135. Verstox IL LM.

1 PRAISE ye the Lord, exalt His name,
‘While in His holy courts ye wait,
Ye saints that to His house belong,
Or stand attending at His gate.

2 Praise ye the Lord ; the Lord is ﬁood.
To praise His name Is sweet employ ;
Israel He chose of old, and still
His church is His peculiar joy.

3 The Lord Himself will judﬁe His saints!
He treats His servants as His friends ;
And when He hears their sore complaints,
Repents the sorrow that He sends.

4 Through every age the Lord declares
His naine, and breaks the oppressor'srod:
He gives His suffering servants rest,

And will be known the Almighty Go

& Bless ye the Lord, who taste His love,
e s e i T
m uts He ever dwells :
His church is His Jemnelefn. etie

Isaac Watts, 1719.
105 '
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136  psaLM 13 Soxe L 7s.

1 LET us, with a gladsome mind,
se the Lord, for He s kind :
For His mercles shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

2 Let us sound His name abroad,
For of gods He 18 the God :
For His mercles shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.,

3 He, withall-commanding might,
Fiil'd the new-made world wlth hgm ;
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

4 All thlnis living He doth feed ;
His full d lnp%lies their need :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

5 He His chosen race did bless
In the wasteful %ilderness :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

6 He hath, with a piteous eye,
Look'd upon our misery :
For his mercfes shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

7 Let us then, with gladsome mind,
Praise tuc Lord, for He I8 kind :
For His mercies shall endure,
Ever faithtul, ever sure.

John Milton, 1645,

136 PsaLm 13 SoveIL L.M.

1 G,I\’E to our God immortal praise ;
Mercy and truth are all His ways:
‘Wonders of grace to God belong,
Repeat His mercies in your song.

2 Give to the Lord of lords renown
The King of kings with glory crown ;
His mercies ever shall
When W«;m and kings are luwvm nom

X
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3 Ho built the earth, He spread the aky
Aud fix'd the lt,a.rry Hghts on high:
‘Wonders of grace to God belong,
Repeat His mercies in your song.

4 He fills the sun with morning light,
He bids the moon direct the night :
His mercies ever shall endure,
‘When suns and moons shallshineno more.

5 The Jews He frced from Pharaoh’s hand,
And brought them to the promised land’:
‘Wonders of grace to God belong,
Repeat His mercies {n your song,

6 He saw the Gentiles dead in sin,
And felt His pity work wlthlu :
His mercies ever shall endur
‘When death and sin shall relzn 0o more,

7 He sent His S8on with power to save
From guilt, and darkness, and thegrave ;
Wonders of grace to God belong,

Repeat His mercies in your song.

8 Through this vain world He guides our
And leads us to His heavenly seat; [feet,
Hla mercies ever shall endure,
When this vain world shall bé no more.

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

137  esammis. s

1 AR from my heavenly home,
Far from my Father's hreast,
Fainting I cry, Blest Spirn' come
And speed me to my rest
2 Upon the willows long
My harp has silent hung,
How should I sing a cheerful song,
Till Thou inspire my tonsue!

8,
eart, O Zion! droops and yearns,
he T remember thge v '
4 To thee, to thee, I
W?n g:;k ;aﬂd mnsorl?%"r’;:a
the wild
h 'gm em!els,
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5 Godotmylue be near!
On y hopes I cast

Oh gnlde me through the deaert drear,
And bring me home at las

Henry Framm Lyte, lsu

138 PSALM 138. L.M.

1 WITH &l my powers of heart and tonguo,
W praise my Maker {n my song : )
Angels shall hear the notes I raise,

Approve the song, and join the prnlle

3 I'll elng Thy truth and mercy, Lord,
T'll 8ing the wonders of Thy word ;
Not all ‘rhy works and names below,
80 much Thy power and glory show.

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

4 The God of heaven malnnlna His stlteh
Frowns on the proud, and scorns the

great;
But tram ’His throne descends to sce
The sons of humble poverty.

5 Amidst a thousand snares I stand,
Tgheld and guarded by Thine hand :
y words my fainting soul revive,
And keep my dying falth alive.

Irace will complete what grace beslns.
To save from sorrows or from sins

The work that wisdom undertakee ~
Eternal mercy ne’er forsakes.

Tsaac Watts, 1119,

139 psaLM 139, Sose I L.
1 LORD 'l'hou hast search’d and seen me

Thine eye eomma.nds with plerelng view
My rising and my resting hou
My heart and flesh, With all thelr powers.

2 My thoughts, before they are my own,
Are to my God distinctly known;
He knows the words I mean to speak,
Ere from my opening llps they hreak.
109
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8 Within Th; circllug wer I nand;
On every side I fin
Awake, asleep, at home, nbmad.
Iam surroun ed still with God.

¢ Amuing knowledge! vast and irea
‘What large extent! what lotty ight ¢
My soul, with all the powers I b
18'in the boundless prospect lost.

5 Oh may these t.hou% t8 poasess my breast,
‘Where'er I rove, w]
Nor let my weaker passlons dare
DJonsent to sin, for God is there.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

139 PsaLM1%. SoseIl. C.M.

1 ORD when I count Thy mercies o'er,
‘smke me with surPrlse R
Not all the sands that spread the shore
To equal numbers rise.

H flesh with fear and wonder stands,
And?\ mi‘y“ﬁf Otl.rh tgu Thy hand:
ourly blessings from 'y
Thy thonghts of love reveal.

] 'rhm on my heart by nlght Ikeep;
ow kind, how dear to me!
Oh ‘may the hour that cnds my slee‘)
Still ind my thoughts with Thee!

Isaac Watts, 1719.

140 PSALM 140.  L.M.

1 MMHE Christian, like his Lord of old,
Must look for foes aud trials here:
Yet may the weakest saint be bold,
‘With such a friend as Jesus near.

’s roar need not alarm,
: The l:‘?l'.lthe feeblest of Thy sheep N
nt's venom ca.nnob harm,
?l:on art nigh to watch and keep,

hen 8 round
B e
e m; ess
m‘.ﬁl‘%ﬁ Inot ony'rhee depend?
1



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS.

4 O refuge of the poor and we;k,
r(g n:l!g ﬁm e's cry ;
Humble the proud, uphold the meek
And bring us safe to Thee on high,

Henry Franois Lyte, 1834,

141 PSALM 141. 7s.

1 LORD I daily call on Thee,
Hear my voice a.nd anuwer me;
S8ave me, for in faith

Take, oh take my ains nwa.y

2 Let my prayer as incense rise,
Pure acce]

d sacrifice ;
Let my life with virtue shlne,
Fill my soul with love divine.

3 Keep, oh keep my lips and heart
Let me ne’ ertrm;'x 'l‘heed epart ;”

Holy, happy, m:
ex!iect. Omy God er Thee.
John Beaumont, 1834

142  psarM e LM

1 BEHOLD me unprotected stand,
friendly guardian at my hlnd H
xlwe of flight, no refuge
none to whom my aonl ls dear

2 But, Lo to'l'heel ur my vow,
My b wgerd' Po y’l‘hou'
ot the Tight of 1110 1 seq
l mu my portion find in Thee.

3 Then hear and heed m‘fervent cry,
For low, uppress'd wi ef, I lle;
Again foes Thy arm display,
For Iam weak, and powerful they.

4 Come loose my prison-bands, set free
My soul, that I may sing to Thee :
Then shall the rlghuwns round me press,
And join Thy bounteous iove to bless.

Richard Mant, 1834,
1m1



SPIRIT OF THE P3ALMS,

143 PSALM 148. L. M.

1 HEAR, O my God, with pity hear,
H Ml;'hum e supplicating moad
In mercy anawer all my.prayer,
And make Thy truthand goodness known.

3 And oh! let merc¥ still be nigh;
8hould awtul justice frown severe,
ore the terrors of Thine eye,
‘What trembling mortal can appear ?

3 I call to mind the former days ;
Thy anclent works declare Thy name,
Thy truth, goodness, and Thy grace,
And these, O Lord, are still the samo,

4 Come, Lord, on wings of mercy fiy,
M{ spirit fails at Thy delay;
Hide not Thy face; I faint, I die,
‘Without Thy blissful healing ray.

5 Teach rhe to do Thy sacred will;
Thou art my God, my hope, my stay;
Let Thy good Spirit lead me sitll,
And point the safe, the upright way.

6 Thy name, Thy righteousness I plead
O Lord, revive my drooping heart ;
Let these distressing fears recede,
Aud bid my troubles all depart.

Anne Btsele, 1760,

144 PSALM 144 8.1

1 'LL bless my Baviour God,
‘Who doeth all things s
Arm’d with His Spirit's tw ed sword,
Against my foes I'll fight.
2 My goodness, and high tower,
My fortress, and my shield;
Delyendtns on+His love and power,
11 boldly take the field.

3 My Saviour shall subdue
The powers of earth and hell ;
Beholn}:‘}{e maketh all things new,
He doeth all things well.
John Beawmont, 1834,
112




SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS,

145 psiLM 145, ParrI C.M.
1 ONG u 1 live I'll bless Thy n-mc,
y God of love

n,
work ang joy shnu be the umc.
the bright world above.

2 Great 18 the Lord, His power unknown,
And let His praise be great:
I'll sing the honours of ‘l'hy ﬁhrone.
Thy works of grace repea

3 Thy grace shall dwell npon my tongue;
And, while my Ups rejoice,
The men that hear my sacred song
8hall join their cheerful voice.

4 Fat.hers to sons shall teach ’l'hy name,
d children learn Thy way:
Ages to come Thy truth promlm.
And nations sound Thy praise.

5 'rhsy glorious deeds of ancient datc
through the world be known
'I'Mne arm of power, Thy hesvenly smw
‘With public splendour shown.

6 The world {8 man: d hy Thy hands,
Thy saints are ruled love.
And Thine eternal kingdom stands,
Though rocks and remove.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

145 psaLM145. ParriL C.M.
WEET u the memory of Thy grace,
[g.ec E 'n):l ! hteouiul:xseu '
w e y Tig
lnaos:und:gor glory sing.
2Gnd high, but not confines
mﬁ:s" B et Lo the skies; . (shines,

Through the whole earth His bounty
And every want supplies.

3 With longing cyes Thy es wait

faily fond
rovides their meat,
Thy llbelll':.lthand £o T with good.



SPIRIT OF THE PBALMS.

4 How kind are Thy compassions, Lord !
Bt aoon o sonds His paraosing word
n He sends o] w
To cheer the souls Hepi.orves.

5 Creatures, with all their endless racc,
BU Sate ses e P
n e Thy er
Delight to bless Thy name. grace
Isacc Watts, 1719.

146 psaLMis. Ver I L.M.

1 PRAISE yethe Lord ; my heart shall join
In work 8o pleasant, 8o divine;
Now, while the fiesh is mine abode,
And when my soul ascends to God.

2 Praise shall employ mx noblest powers,
While immortality endures:
%lvy days of praise shall ne’er be past,
hile life, and thought, and being last.

3 Happy the man whose hopes rely
On Israel's God: He made the akf'.
And earth, and seas, with all thelr train;
And none shall find His promise vain.

4 His trath for ever stands secure :
He saves the oppress'd, He feeds the poor;
He sends the labouring conscience peuce,
And grants the prisoners sweet release.

5 The Lord hath eyes to give the blind ;
The Lord supports the sinking mind ;
He helps the stranger in distress,
The widow and the fatherless.

€ Heloves His saints ; He knows them well ;
But turns the wicked down to hell ;
Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns;
Praise Him in everlasting strains.
Isaac Watts, 1719,

146 PsALM 146. VER.I1. 85, 6lines,

1 I'LL praise my Maker with my breath,
And when my voice is lost in death,
Praise shall employ my nobler powers:
My days of praise shall ne'er be past,
‘While life and thought and being last,
or iﬁl:mrtﬂlty endures.



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS.

2 Why should I make 2 man my trust
Princes must die and turn to dust!—
Vain is the help of flesh and blood :
Theirbreath departs,their. pomﬂand power
And thoughts all vanish in an our,
Nor can they make thefr promise good.

3 Happy the man whose hopes rely
lp God : He made th
de-rlh and seas, with a.ll thelr train:
His truth for ever stands secure
He saves the oppress'd, He teeds the poor,
And none sh find His promise vain.

4 The Lord hath eyes to give the blind;
The Lord supports the sinking mind ;
Hesends thelabouring consciencepence :
He helps the stranger in distress,
The widow and the fatheriess,
And grants the prisoners sweet release.

5 He loves His saints, He knows them well,
But turns the wicked down to hell;
Le'l;h t'0 Zlon,le:er reigns:
evel ongue, let ever: {]
I this cxalted work engage "
Praise Him in everlastlug strains.

6 I'll praise Him while He lends me breath,
An hen m volce is lost in death,
employ my nobler powers ¢
wy d.lys ot pnise shall ne'er be Past,
hile life, and thou, ght, and being last,
Or immortality en
Isaac Watts,1719.

147 psarLM 147, sovel. L.M.

1 () PRAIBE the Lord, 'tis sweet to raise
The grateful heaTt to God in praise;
en fallen sed, when lost restored,
Oh! it 18 sweet to praise the Lord !
2 Great s His power, divine His skill,
His love diviner, greater still ;
sinner’s Friend, the ‘mourner's stay,
He sends no supplinut sad away.

3 The lions roar to Him for bre:g.

bhand
18 chosen flock despair?
Shall lnl'gy mumu their Shepherd's care?



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS.

4 His church is preclom ln Hll llght H
He mnkes her glory His delight;
His treasures on her ead are pourd;
0 Zion’s children, praise the Lord,

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,

147 psALM 147 SoneIL L.M.

1 PRAISE ye the Lord ; 'tis good to raise
Our hearts and volces in His praise:
His nature and His works invite
To make this duty our delight.

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

3 He form'd the stars, those heavenly
ames names :
He counts their numbets, calls their
His wisdom’s vast, and knows no hound
‘Adeep where all our thoughtsaredrown'd.

4 Great 18 our Lord, and great His might ;
And all His gloriés infinite:
He crowns the meek, rewards the just
And treads the wicked to the dust.

Isaac Watts,1719.

148 psALM 145 Soxel. LM

1 LOUD hallelujahs to the Lord,
rom distant worlds where creatures

Le! t, heaven hegin the solemn word,
‘And sound it dreadful down to hell.

2 The Lord! how absolute He tels'ns!
Let c\eg' angel bend the ki
Sing of His love in heavenly atnlnﬁ.
And speak how fierce His terrors be.

3 Wide as His vast dominion lies,
Make the Creator'®s name he known ;
Loud as His thunder shout His praise,
And :sl:ilénd it lofty as His throne.



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS.

4 Jehovah ! ’tis a glorious word ;
Oh n;:{ it dwell on every tongue
Bnt nts who best have known che Lord
Are bound to raise the noblest song.

58 of the wonders of that love

From all helow, and all above,
Loud hallelujahs to the Lord.

Isaac Waits, 119,

148 psarLM 148 Soxe IL C.M., Db.

1 B.AIBE ye Jehovah, shout and sing,
P l s glorious name; *
our praises bring,
a.lFow ove proclaim.
ye saints, where'er ye be,
And angels round His throne,
Praise ye the Co-eternal Three,
The Great Mysterious One.

2 O sun and moon, your Maker praise,

And stars of feebler light ;

O heaven of heavens, in o;ful lays
Adore the God of might.

Let earth and water, ﬂrc nnd air,
Praise the Eternal Ki

All, all ye creatures everywhere,
Your constant praises sing.

John Beaumont, 1834,

149 psALM 149, VER. 1. 10101111,

1 O PRAISE ye the Lord
h heart and with volce;
His merclea record,
And round Him rejoice.
* Ye children of Zlon.
Your 8aviour adorel
And learn to rely on
His grace evermore.

Repose on His arm,
Ye sheep of His fold
¢ terror can harm
‘With him to uphold?
Hia sgints are His treasure,
peace will He seek,
And pour without measgure
i His gifvs on the meek.
7



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS.

3 Go on in His might,
Ye men of the Lord
His word be your llght
His promise your sword ;
‘The King of salvation
Your foes will subdue,
And their degradation
Bring glory to you.
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,

149 psarM 149, VeR.11. 10001111,

PREPARE anewsong, Jehovahtopraire,
Amidst the full throng, His honours

to raise,
0 Israel, for ever thy Maker adore,
Exult i thy 8aviour, thy King evermore 1
2 Encircling His throne with sacred delight,
Let Jesus alone your praises invite ;
Your vowel combining touch every sweet

In lnrmony joining, the Saviour to sing!
3 Ye saints of the Lord; as round Him %o

stan AN
His two-edged sword, His word, in your
To solu}d I'Ils high praises your volcu

OF’
To viocory He raises, and crowns yonm(.h
4 Invengeance He comes ; the nations draw
pear :
His throne He resumes; His § nts
There kings shall adore Him, nor princes
rebel, . to hell.
And sinners before Him sink trembling
5 Then, raised from the dust, His chnreh
lfuu 1 proclaim,

Thy judgments are just, and faith ul 'l'h
This honour for ever His saints shall
atte: ascend |
Let praue to the Saviour in triumph
William Goode, 1811,

150 pPsaLM1s0. VeI C.M.

In God’'sown hon'ie pmrgt;nnee Hispraise,
To heuven our joy and wonder raise,
For ﬁlém’nu By Swaias *



SPIRIT OF THE PSALMS,

2 Let all your sacred passions move
‘While you rehearse His deeds ;
But the great work of savin, love
Your highest praise exc

3 All that have motion, life, and breath,
Proclaim your Maker bless'd ;
Yet when my voice explres in deat.h
My soul shall praise Him

Isaac w«m, 1719.

150 PsALM 150 VER.IL L.M.

PRATSE the Lord in that hlest pla
1 0 From wlhence His goodness lugglyce'

flo
Praise Him in heaven, where He His face
Unveil'd in perfect glory shows!

3 Praise mm for all the migh!
Which He in our behalf has one l
His kindness thls return exacts,
With which our praise should equal run.

Det nll that vital breath e;
3 reath He does to ‘he’l?l afford,
Letjn” returns of praise employ
every creature praise the Lord !

Tate and Brady, 1696,

119



HYMNS,

THE ADORABLE TRINITY IN
UNITY.

151 7.8

1 YW EET and rl%ht it is to sing,

In every time and l{)lm‘c

Glory to our heavenly King,

The God of truth and gracc.

J3in wethes with sweot accord,

n one ving join
oh,holy.h ly Lord, &3
rnal praise be Thine.

2 Father God, Thy love we praise,
ve Thy Son to die ;
J esus tu of truth and grace,
AliKe w:anglorlty
8pirit, C forter divine
Praise by all to Thee be glven.
Till we in full chorus
And earth is turn'd t,o heaven

Charles Wesley, 1749.

152 L.M.

1 PLESS'D he the Father, and His love,
To whose celestial source we owe
Rivers of endless joy above,
And rills of comfort here bélow.

2 Glory to Thee, great S8on
Frog ‘whose éenr wounded rolla
A preclous stream of vi
P"fi’ﬁ' and life for dylng souls



DOXOLOGIES TO THE TRINITY.

3 We give Thee, sacred s irit, dpmue,
‘&V.hko “il O’IIII' hea;lts of stn an ]
es living springs of grace arise,
And into bo; gleeg:'lory flow,
3 Thus God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, we adore
That sea of 116 and love unktown,
‘Without a bottom or a shore.
Isaac Watts, 1709.

153 LM

RAISE God from whom all blessings flow,
Praisc Him all creatures here below,
Praise Him ahove, ye heavenly host,
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
Thomas Ken, 1697.

154 © oM.

GLORY to God the Father's na.me,
‘Who, from our sinful rac
Chose out His favourites t.o procl&lm
‘The honours of His grace.
2 Glory to God the Bon be pald
0 dwelt in humble clay.
d, to redeem us from tho dead,
Gave His own life away.
3 Glory to God the Bpirit glve.
From whose al mtht
Our souls their heavenly binh derive,
And bless the happy hou

4 Glory to God that reigns abm ¢,
Th’ eternal Three in One,
Wlllxo by the wonders of His 10vo

made His nature known.
Isanc Watts,1709.

155 10101111
glorg to God. ye chlldren of men,
h ab and again,

'rhe Bon's slorlous merlt. v.he Favher s free

The gift ol the Spirit, to Adam’s lost race.
= Joseph Hart, 1762.



DOXOLOGIES TO THE TRINITY.

156 8.7.

1 G_LORY to the Almighty Father,
Fountain of eternal love,
‘Who, His wandering sheep to gather,
8ent a SBaviour from above,

2 To the Bon all praise be give
‘Who with love unknown bciore,
Left the bright abode of heaven,
And our sins and sorrows bore.

3 Egal strains of warm devotion
the Spirit's pmise employ,
Author of each holy motion,
Bource of wisdom, peace, and joy.

4 Thus while our glad hearts ascending
Glorify Jehovah's name,
Heavenly songs with ours are blending,,
There the theme is still the same.

William Hiley Bathurst, 1831,

157 148th.

To save rebellious man ;
To Him that form'd our hearts anew,
18 endless praise and glory due.

2 The Father's love shall run
Through our immortal aonga H
‘We bring m the
Hosannas on our ton
Our lips uddress the 8 g rlt,'a name
‘With equal praise, and zcal the same,. -

3 Let every gaint ahove,
And angel round the throne,
For ever bless and love °
The sacred Three in One:
Thus heaven shall raise His hononrs high,
‘When earth and time grow old and dfe.

Isanc Watts, 1709,
122



DOXOLOGIES TO THE TRIRITY.

158 8.7. Double,

FOR Thy free clecung favour,
Thee, O Father, we adore!
Jesus, our atoning Bav viour,
Thee we worship evermore !
Holy Ghost from both proceedin
Let Tby praise our breath emp! oy.
Earnest of our future heaven,
Bource of holiness and joy!

Toplady's Collection, 1776.

159 8.7. Doublo.

RAISE the God of all creatio
Praise the Father's boundless love s
Praise the Lamb, our expiatio:
Priest and King enthroued abo\' 3
Praise the Fountain of salvation,
Him by whom our spirits live;
TUndivided adoration
To the One Jehovah give.
Josiah Conder, 1837.

160 78.

1 NOW with angels ronnd the throne,
erabim and seraphim,
And the church, which mu 18 one,
Let ns swell the solemn hymn ; f
@lory to the great I AM!
Glory to the Victim-Lamb.

2 Blessing, honour, glory. might,
And dominfon infinit
20 e Farner of our Lord
To the Bptels and ohe bWt s
As it was all worlds before,
Is, and shall be evermore.
fosiah Conder, 1824,

161 8. M.

IVE to the Kather %o
A deti:thso} S:));l!‘l‘: glf:em' grace
n
‘Be equal honour done.
Isaac Watts, 1769,
128



DOXOLOGIES TO THE TRINITY.

162 Ys.

1 HOLY Holy, Holy Thee,

Jehovah evermore,
Father, S8on, and Spirit! wv:

Dust and ashea, would ndorc H
Lightly by the world esteen’
¥rom that world by Thee rcdeem'd.
Sing we here with glad accord,
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord.

Holy, Holy, Holy! All
Heaven's triumphant choir shall ging ;
‘When the ransom'd nations fall
At the footstool of their Klns :
Then shall saints and seraphim
Harps and voices, swell one hymn
Round the throne w th full accord,
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord.

James Hontymry, 1886,

163 7s.

1 HALLELUJAH ! joyful raise
Heart and voice vur God to praise!
Praise the Father ! praise the Son!
Praise the 8pirit! Three in One,
2 One to peﬂecr. all the plan
Of redeeming ruin’d mnan !
Triune God ! to Thee be given
Praise on earth, and praigo in heaven.
Newsman Hall, 1857,

164 L.M.

TO God the Father, God the Son
And God the Sph'lt, Three ln One,
Be honour, praise, and glory given,
By all on earth, and all in heaven.
Isaac Watts, 1700,

165 C.M.

TO Father, Snn, and Holy Ghost,
One God, whom we adore,
Be glory as it was, is now,
And shall be evermore.
Tate and Brady, 1606,

[t)

1%



DOXOLOGIES TO THE TRINITY,

166 6.6.4.

1 ME, Thou Almighty King,
CO Hefp us Thy name to slug,
Help us to praise:
Father all-glorious,
Orer al} victorious,
Come and reign over us,
Ancfent of days.

2 Jesus, our Lord, arise;
Scatter our enemies,
And make themn fall :
Let Thine Almighty aid
Jur sure defence be made,
Our souls on Thee be stay'd :
Lord, hear our call.

3 Come, Thoun Incarnate Word,
Gird on Thy mighty sword,
Our prayer attend :
Come and Thy pcggle bless,
And give Thy word success;
8pirit of holiness
On us descend,

4 Come, Holy Comforter,
sacred witness bear
In this glad hour:
Thou, who almighty art,
Now rule in every heart,
And ne'er from us depart,
8pirit of power!

5 To the Great One in Three

‘His sovereign majesty,

May we in glory see,

And to eternity
Loveand adore.

Charles Wesley ? 1757,

167 * Make a joyful noise.” 8.7.

1 TSIC, bring thy sweetest treasures,
Dulcet melody aud chord,
Link the notes with loveliest measures
To il;g glory of the Lord.



DOXOLOGIES TO THE TRINITY.

2 Wing the praise from every nation,
Sweetest instruments employ,
Raise the chorus of creation,
Swell the universal joy.

Far away be gloom and sadness;
Spirits with seraphic fire, _ (gladness,
Tonguee with hymns, and hearts with
Higher sound the chords and higher

4 To the Father, to the Saviour,
To the 8pirit, source of light,
As it was, 18 now, and ever,
Praise in heaven’s supremest height.

James Edmeston, 1837

¢ The Father, the Word, and
168 the Holy Ghost” ~ L.M.

1 FATHER of heaven! whose love pro
found

A ransom for our souls hath found
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ;
To us Thy pardoning love extend.

2 Almllghty Son! Incarnate Word!
Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord,
Before Thy throne we sinners bend
To us Thy saving grace extend.

3 Eternal 8pirit! by whose breath

The soul i8 raised from sin and death,
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ;

'o us Thy quickening power extend.

Jehovah ! Father, 8pirit, Son!
Mysterious Godhéad | Three in One!
Before Thy throne we sinners bend ;
Grace, pardon, life, to us extend.

J. Cooper, 1812.

169 “ God be merciful unto us”  8.7.

1 LEAD us, heavenly Father, lead us
O'er the world’s tempcstuous sea;
Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us,
Y‘l’i‘tox' we 'hal\;:} novhelpbl;ut Thee ;
sgessing evel
Itlglér God our Falaler be.

8,



DOXOLOGIES TO THE TRINITY.

2 Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us,
our weakness Thou doat know,
Thou didst tread this earth before us,
Thou didst feel its keenest woe ;
Lone and dreary, faint and weary,
Through the ésert Thou didst go.

3 Splrlt of our God, descending,
Fill our hearts with heaven J joy,
Love with every passion blen iug,
leasure t can never cloy
Thus provided, pardon'd, gnided
Nothing can our peace denroy.

James Edmeston, 1820,

170  Let there be Light.” 6.8.4.
T

And took their flight,
Hear us, we humbl
And where the
Bheds not its glorlous ray,
Let there be light.

2 Thou, who didst come to bring
On Thy prowctlniwlng,

Healin %
SIght to the inly und,
Health to the sick in mind,
©Oh! new, to all mankind,
Let there be light.

3 8pirit of truth and love,
Lisfe-glvlrng hol

4 Blessed and holy Three,
Glorious Trinity,
‘Wisdom, Love, Might,
Boundless as ocean’s tide,
Rolling in fullest pride,
Q'er the world, far and wide,
Let there be light,
John Marriott, 1813
127



ADORATION OF GOD.

171 Praise the Lord, 78,

1 PRAISE the Lord, His glories show,
‘SBaints within His courts below,
Angels round His throne above,
All that see and share His love.

2 Earth to heaven, and heaven to earth,
Tell His wonders, sing His worth :
Age to age, and shore to shore,
Praise Him, praise Him, evermore,

Praise His p:
All that He for man hath done,
All He sends us through His Son:

4 8trings and voices, hands and hearts,
In the concert bear your parts;
All that breathe, your Lord adore,
Praise Him, prafse Him, evermore !

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834,

172 “ Praise ye the Lord,” 8.7.

1 PRAISE the Lord,yeheavensadore Him;
Praise Him angels in the height ;
8un and moon, rejoice before Him ;
Praise Him, all ye stars of light.

2 Praise the Lord, for He hath spoken ;
‘Worlds His mighty voice obey'd;
Laws that never shall be braken,
For their guidance He hath made.

3 Praise the Lord, for He is glorfous;
Never shall His promise fail ;
lod hath made His saints victorious;
8in and death shall not prevail.

4 Praise the God of our salvation,
Hosts on high His power proclaim;

Heaven and earth, and all creation,

Laud and magnify His name.

Richard Mant . 18%9,
128



ADORATION OF GOD,

173 Praise in the Sanctuary, 10.10.11.11,
1 PRAISE the Lord,
0 gu’ e gee he Lord, prepare your

His praise in the great assembly to sing;
In our great Creator let Israel rejoice,
And_children of Zion be giad in thelr

2 Let all who adore Jehovabh, our Lord,
‘With heart and with tongue His praises
ex‘grels: reward,
‘Who always takes pleasure His saints to
And_ with His salvation the humble to
ess.

To (ig o thelr heads with safet, ?oth

ring ;

Such hondurand triumph His favour doch

Oh, ;.Pﬁefore, for ever, all praise to Him
eld.

Tate and Brady, 1096, a.

3 With glory adorn'd, His people shall sing
?‘xiz
e

174 Call to Universal Prasse. 7s.

1 SING. ye seraphs in the sky; .
Let your loftiest praises flow ;
Swell the song with raptures high,
All ye sons of men below.

32 With one soul, one heart, one voice,
Heaven and earth alike we eall
In His praises to rejoice
Who is past the praise of all,

8 Night and day His goodness tell;
Earth, and sun, and moon, and star,
‘Winds and waves that sink and swell,
Ceaseless spread His name 3

¢ Every living thing His hands,
‘Which first made, sustain, s\apply :
‘Wide o'er all His love expands
As the vast embracing sky.

5 Sin, which strove that love to ‘Exzoll.
Woke g& more its wondrous blaze ;
thlehem, Calvary, tell

Eden, ,
More than all beside, His praiso,
129 10



ADORATION OF GOD.

hs in the
onr lort est pralses ow'
s'e the song with raptures high,
All yo sons’of men below.

homas Davis, 1864,

175 Stand up and bless the Lord, 8. M.

1 TAND up and bless the Lord,
Ye people of His choice
8tand up and bless the Lord your God,
‘With heart and soul and voice.

2 Though high above all pra.lse.
Above all blessing h f
‘Who would not fear His Boly name,
. And laud and magnify?

3 Oh for the living flame
From His own altar brought
To touch our lips, our minds inspire.
d wing to heaven our thought!

4 There with benign regard,
Our hymns He deigns to hear;
ugh unreveal'd to mortal scnse,
'l‘he spirit feels Him near.

God {8 our strength and song,
And His salvation ours;

Then be His love in Christ proclaim'd
‘With all our ransom’d powers.

6 Stand up and bless t,he Loni 3
The Lord your God ad
Stand up, and bless His glorlons name,
Henceforth for evermore,

James Montgomery, 1825,

176 “ 0 sing unta thf, Lord a new L.M.

1 TINTO the Lord, unto the Lord,
Oh, sing a new and %oyml song!
Declare His glory, tell al
The wonders that to Him belong.

2 For He is great, for He is great
Above all des His throne {8 rnlscd 3
He reigns In majesty and state,
In ult.;se ngth and beauty He 18 pratsed,
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3 Give to the Lord, give to tho Lord
The glory due unto His name;

Enter his courts with sweet accord ;
In songs of joy His grace proclaim.

4 For lo! He comes, tor lo! He comes
To judge the earth in truth and love:
His saintsin trium mrh leave their tombs,
And shout His praise in heaven above.

Sabbath Hymn-Book, 1858.

o God and
177 Sorfo st jo1011a1.

1 YE semnts of God, your Master pro-

And publish abroad His wondertal
The name all-victorious of Jesus extol ;
His msﬂom {8 glorious, and rules over

2 God ruleth on high, almlfhty to save ;
And suu He i8 nigh, His presence we

hav
The groat congregation His triumph et
Anirrlblng' lgll;iclon to Jesus oull-) King.
3 Salvaclon to God, who sits on the cllmne.
Let all cry aloud, and honour the Son
The praises of Jesus the angels proclalm,
down on their faces, and worship

4 Then let us adore, and give Him His rlght,
All glory and power, and wisdom and

mig hc
All hononr ’and blessing, with an

ve, ove.
And thanks never-ceasing, for infinite
Charles Wesley, 1744,

178 Praise our God, au ye His .M.

1 HOW shall I pmlse 'l‘hee, 0 my God?
How to TLby t.hrone draw nigh ?
1, in the dust, and ’l‘ array'd
'In might and majes

2 Praise Him, ye 3l.wdde lnsamﬂesotmem.
Tall’lr;loe Him, 0 silen! nlght,
m"'“‘nm. o rasn ot gt °
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3 Praise mm, ye stormy winds, that rise
Obedient to His word
Mounulns, and hllls, and froitful trees,
Join ye, and praire the Lord !

4 Praise Him, ye heavenly hosts, for ye
‘With purer lips, can sing—
Glory and honour, praise and power
To Him, the Eternal King!

5 Praise Him, ye saints! who here rejoice
To do His heavenly will ;

The incense of whose prayers ascends
Upon His altarstill.

6 Praise Him, all works of His that own
His Spirit's blest control
0 Lord my God, how t art Thou!
Bless thou the Lord, my soul!

Anna Shipton , 1855

ATTRIBUTES OF GOD.

179 The Perfections as a whole, C.M.

1 JYOW shall I praise th’ eternal God,
That infinite Unknown ?
‘Who can ascend His high abode,
Or venture near His throne ?

2 The great Invisible! He dwells
Conceal’d in dazzling light ;
But Hls all-searching eye reveals
The secrets of the night.

3 Those watchful eyes, that never sleep,
the world around;
Hls w1 om i & boundless d
Where all our thoughts are drown'd.

4 He knots no shadow of a change,
Nor alters His decrees ;
Flrm as & rock His truth’ remains,
To guard His promises.
5 Justice upon a dreadful throne
Maintains the rlghtn of God ;

While m s h down,
Bo;zght wrth 3 Savigwfgfom o
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8 Now to my uoul fmmortal King !
Speak some forgivin ng word ;
Then ’twlll be double joy to sing
‘The glories of my Lord.
Tsaac Watls, 1700,

180 Perfections as a Sovereign. L. M.

1 JEHOVAK reigns! His throneis hlgh H
His robes are light and ma)ea Y3
Hlo glory shines with beam ﬂght.
mortal can sustain the slght

2 Hls terrors keep the world ln awe;
His justice guards His holy law ;
His love reveals a smiling face:
His truth and promise seal the grace.

3 'l'hrough all His works His wisdom

And baﬂles Satan’s deep designs;
His power is sovereign to fulfil
‘The noblest counsels of His will.

4 Andwill this glorious Lord deacend
To be my Father and my Friend?
Then let my songs with angels join;
Heaven is secure, if God be mine,

Isaac Watts, 1709,

The Lord God Omnipotent
181 veigneth. pe L.M.

HE Lord is Klng lift up thy voice,
O earth, an xe heavens rejolce
From world to world the joy shall ring,
The Lord Omnipoteut is King.

2 The Lord is Kln% who then shall dare
Resist His will, distrust His care,

Or murmur at His wise decrees,

Or doubt His royal promises ?

3 The Lord is King: child ot the dust,
The Judge of all the earth is just
Holy and true areall Hls ways,

Let every creature speak His praise.

4 Hereigns! ye saints, exalt your strains :
e ARSI
@ 18 Al e Fathe
The Man of love, the Crucified,




ATTRIBUTES OF GOD:
§ Come, make your wants, your burdens
wn §

0

He will pre'uent them at the throne ;
‘And angel-bands arc waiting there,
ilis messages of love to bear.

¢ Oh! when Hiswisdom can mistake,
His might decay, His love forsake,
Then may His children cease to sing,
The Lord Omnipotent is King.
Josiah Conder, 1824.

182 The Eternal and Infinite, é.M.

1 (LREAT God! how infinite art Thou!
‘What worthless worms are we!
Let the whole race of creatures bow,
And pay their praise to Thee.

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

3 Eternity, with all its {lea.rs,
Stands gresenc in Thy view ;
To Thee there’s nothing old appears;
Great God | there's nothing new.

4 OQur lives through various scencs are

rawn,
And vexed with trifling cares,

While Thine eternal thought moves on
Thine undisturb'd affairs.

5 Great God ! how infinite art Thou!
‘What worthless worms are we!
Let the whole race of creatures bow,
And pay their praise to Thee.
Isaac Watts, 1709,

183 The Ancient of Days. L. M.

1 EAT Former of this various frame,
Qur souls adore Thine awful name,
And bow and tremble, while they praise
The Ancicnt of eternal days.

2 Before Thine infinite survey,
Creation rose as yesterday ;
And as to-morrow shall ?hine eye
Bee emh and stars in ruin lie,
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3 Our days a transient period ru
And change with evi ery clrcllng sun;
And while to lengthen'd years we t.ruqt
Before the noth we sink to dust.

4 But let the creatures fall around ;
Let death consign us to the ground ;
Let the last general flame arise,

And melt the arches of the skies ;

5 Calm as the summer’s ocean we
Can all the wreck of nature see ;
‘While grace secures us an abode
Unshaken as the thromnc of God.

Philip Doddridge, 1755, &.

184 Omniscience, C. M.

1 GREAT God, Thy penetrating eye
Pervules my inmost powers;
‘With awe profound my wondermg soul
prostrate, and adores.

2 To be encompass'd round with God,
The holy and the
Arm’d with omnipg nce to save,
Or crush me into dust!

3 Oh, how tremendous is the thonsht !
Deep may it be impress'd!
And may the 8pirit firmly erave
Thls truth within my breast!

Thee observed, by Thee upheld,
t earth or hell oppose,
I'll press with dauntless courage on,
And dare the proudest foes.

5 Begirt with Thee, my fearless soul
The loom vale ah 11 tread :
Aud 1t bind th' immorm crown
ot slory rmmd my hea

Eluaberh Scott, 1764, a.

185 Omnipresence. C. M.

1 TN all my vast concerns with Thee,
In vain my soul would try
‘To shun Thy presence, Lord, or fiee
‘nwl guotlee ot Thine eye.
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2 Thy all-surrounding slght surveys
'y rising and my res
My public walks, my prlvate ways,
And secrets of my breast.

My thoughts lie open to the Lord,
fore the; {'re form’d within
And ere my lips prononnce the word
He knows the sense I mean.

4 Oh wondrous k‘nowledse deep. and high!
ere can a creature hi
wnhln Thy circlin 3 :rms I llc,
Beset on every si

5 8o let Thy grace surround me still,
And like a bulwark prove,
To guard my soul from every ill,
Becured by sovereign love.

6 Lord, where shall gnilty souls retire,
Forgotten and unknown ?
In hell they meet Thy dreadful fire,
In heaven Thy glorfous throne.

7 Should I sngg {vim bmr.h
To *scape divine
Thy voice wou d break the bars of deat,
And make the grave resign.

81t wlnﬁ with beams of morning light,

Thy band, whlch st sapport my Right
Wi must 8uppo! gh

*onld soon betray my ?es n :

9 F o'er my sins I think to dtnw
The curtains of the night
Those flaming eyes,that sunrd 'l'hy law
‘Would turn the shades to ligl

10 The beams of noon, the mldn.lsht hour,
Are botlh alike to :e n ‘
may L ne‘er provoke that power
O e et T Sanok £

Imc Watts, 1719,

186 Divine Glory. L.M.

1 ETERNAL Power! whose htgh abode
the grandeur of a God :
Infinite lengms beyond the bounds
wne;e 33;&11 revolve their little rounds.
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2 The lowest step around Thy seat
Rises too high for Gabriel's feet ;
In vain the tall archangel tries
To reach Thineheight withwond'ring eyes,

3 Lord, what shall earth and ashes do?
‘We would adore our Maker t00;
From sin and dust to Thee we cry,
The Great, the Holy, and the High!

4 Earth from afar has heard Thy fame,
And worms have learnt to lisp Thy name;
But oh, the glories of Thy mind
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind.

5 God i8 in heaven, and men below ;
Be short our tunes, our words be few ;
A sacred reverence checks our songs,
And praise sits silent on our tongues.
Isaac Watts, 1706,

187 gy

1 CAN’ creatures to perfection find
Th’ eternal, uncreated Mind?
Or can the largest stretch of thought
Measure and search His nature out?

2 "Tis high as heaven, 'tis deep as hell;
ﬁ?d 'lv t cana::‘orbt:ls In'&o'v'vJ or tell?

8 glory spreads beyond the
Andga.u the shining worlds on'lll?'s"h.

3 God i8 a King of power unknown ;
Firm aresthe orders of His throne;
It He resolves, who dare oppose,
Or ask Him why, or what He does ?

4 Hewounds theheart,and He makes whole;
He calms the tempest of the soul ;
‘When He shuts up in long despair,
Who can remove the heavy bar?

5 He frowns, and darkness veils the moon ;
The fainting sun grows dim at noon ;
The pillars of heaven'’s starry roof
Tremble and start at His reproof.

6 These are a portion ef His ways,
But who shall dare describe His face?
Who can endure His u%h or stand
To hear the thunders of His hand ?
Isaac Watts, 1700,
137
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188 Holy and Reverend. C.M.

1 JJOLY and reverend is the name
“ Thgéeo 'x’;&mi?:%'-f‘alﬁ'g a!ngels ery,
orico noly,” lev us sing.

2 The deepest reverence of the mind,
Pay, O my soul, to God §
Lift, with thy hands, a holy heart
To His sublime abode.
3 With sacred awe pronounce His name,
‘Whom words nor thoughts can y
A contrite heart shall please him more
Than noblest forms of speech.

4 Thou holy God, preserve my soul
From all pollution free;
The pure in heart are Thf delight,
And they Thy face shall see,
John Needham, 1768,

189 Divine Purity and Holiness.  T8.

1 JYOLY, holy, holy, Lord,

HOUT s 2 hoats, tn heaven adored,
Earth witlsawe has heard Thy name,
Men Thy majesty proclaim.

2 Just and true are all Thy ways,
Great Thy works above our praise ;
Humbled in the dust, we own,
Thou art holy, Thou alone.

3 In Thy sight the angel band,
Justly chu‘sed with folly stand,
Holiest deeds of creatures lie
Meritless before Thine eye.

4 How shall sinners worship Thee,

Basil Manly, jun., 1850,

190 Holy, Holy, Holy. 7.
OL.Y, holy, holy, Lord!
H Be 'Thy glorions name adored ;

Lord, Thy mercies never fail ;
M{é gelelﬂxl Goodness, hafl |
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2 Though unworthy, Lord, Thine ear,
Deign our humble songs 'to hear;
Purer praise we hope to t bring,

‘When around Thy throne we slng.

3 There no t.on%ue shall sllenf. be,
All shall join in harmony;
That through heaven's capac(ous round
Praise to Thee may ever soun

4 Lord, Thy mercies never fail:
Hail, celestial Goodness, hail !
Hol'ly; holy, holy, Lord!
hy g orious name adored.
Benjamin Williams, 1778, a,

191 ™G St gy

1 PRAISE , everlasting praise, be paid
Him that earth’s toundation laid;
Praise to the God, whpse strong decrees,
Sway the creation as He please.

2 Praise to the goodness of the Lord,
Who rules His people by His word;
And there, as strong as His decrees,
He sets His kindest promises.

3 Firm are the words His £rop-het 8 give,
Sweet words, on which His children Ive:
Each of them is the voice of God,

‘Who spoke, and spread the s kies abroad.

4 Each of them powerful as that sound
That bid the new-made wqorld go round;
And stronger than the solid poles
On which the wheel of nature rolis.

5 Ol, for a strong, a lasting faith,
To'credit what th’ Almighty saith!
T embrace the message of His Son,
And call the joys of heaven our own,

6 Then should the earth’s old pillars shake,
And all the wheels of nature break,
Our steady souls should fear no more
Than solid rocks when billows roar.

7 Our everlasting hopes arise
Ahove the ruinable skies,
Where th' eternal Builder reigns,
And His own courts His power sustalns.
Isaac Watts, 1709,
139
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192 M e C. M.

1 BEGIN my tongue, some heavenly

And speak some boundless thing ;
The mighty works, or mightier name
Ot our cternal King.

2 Tell of His wondrous faithfuluess,
And sound His power abroad;
Sing the sweet promise of His grace,
And the performing God.

8 Proclaim Salvation from the Lord,
For wretched, di/m men :
His hand has writ the sacred word
‘With an immortal pen.

4 Engraved as in eternal brass
1e mighty promise shines;
Nor can the uers of darkness rase
Those everlasting lines.

5 He that can dash whole worlds to death,
And make them when He please
Hc speaks, and that umlghr.y breath
Fulflls His great decrees.

6 His very word of grace 18 sbrong
that which built the skies;
The volce that rolls the stars along
Speaks all the promises,

7 Oh, mlgh: T hear Thine h e-venly tongue
But whisper, * Thou art mine "
’l‘hose gent e words should raise my song
To notes almost divine.

& How would my leaping lieart rejoxoe,
And think my heaven secure!
1 trust the all-creating voice,
And faith desires no more.

Isaac Watts, 1709.

193 Faithful and Unchanging. L. M.

1 How oft have sin and Satan strove
rend my soul from Thee, my God!
But e\ erlasting is Thy love,
And lﬁ)\u seals 1t with His blood.
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2 The oath and promise of the Lord
Joiu to confirin the wond'rous grace:
Eternal power performs the word,

And ills all heaven with endless praise,

3 Amidst temptations sharp and Iong,
My soul to this dear fiies
Hope 18 my anchor, ﬂrm and strom{.
‘While tempests blow and billows rise,

4 m bean my spirit up:

unchanging God
Lays the foundm.lon for my hope
In oaths, and promises, and blood.

Isaac Watts, 1790,

194 Condeascenzion. L. M.

1 TTP to the Lord, that reigns on high,
And views t e nv.lons from afar,
Let everlasting p:
And tell how large ms bonntleo are.

2 He that can shake the worldn He made,
Ol; with His w%rd or thll;g rotd'.
s goodness, how an: grea
‘And what a condescending God !

3 God, that must stoop to view the skies,
And bow to aee what angels do,
Dmm earth He casts His ey
And bends H!s footsteps downwnrd too, .

4 n nll rtal things,
e overrules mo T s

On hnmble souls the Klng of kings
Bestows His counsels and His cares,

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

6 Oh, could our thankful hearts devise

A to Thy grace,
Tottrl‘lgm::ven our songs uhonldlrlse.

And teach the golden harpe Thy pratze.
Isaac Watts, 1509,

m



-

ATTRIBUTES OF GOD,

195 Condescension. C.M.
1 MY God, how wonderful thou art,
Thy mﬁss&y how bright,
How beautiful Thy mercy-seat,
In depths of burning light !

2 Oh, how I fear Thee, living God,
With decpest, tenderest fears,
And worship Thee with trembling hope,
And penitential tears.

3 Yet I may love Thee too, O Lord,
Almighty as Thou art,
For Thou hast stoop'd to ask of me
The love of my poor heart.

4 No earthly father loves like Thee,
Or mother, half so mild,

Bears and forbears, as Thou hast done
With me Thy sintul child.

5 Father of Jesus, love’s reward,
‘What raptures will it be, .
Prostrate before Th“hrone to lie,
d ever gaze on Thee !

Frederick William Faber,1849,

196 Loving-kindness. L.M.

1 A WAKE, my soul, in joyful lays
A “And sing ihy Krons Kedsemers praisc:
He justly claims a son%trom me,
His loving-kindness, oh, how free!

2 He saw me ruin'd in the fall
Yet loved me, notwithstandling all ;
He saved me from my lost estate,
His loving-kindness, oh, how great!

3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,
Though earth and hell my way oppose,
He safely leads my soul along,

His loving-kindness, oh, how strong!

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
Has er'd thick and thunder'd loud,
He near my soul has always stood
His ki;g:s-kindness, oh, how good !
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5 Often I teel my slnful hea.rt
Y’rone fro; mg
But though I have Hlm oft, torsot,
1lis loving-kindness changes not

6 Soon shall I pass the gloomy val
Soon all my mortal 8;lveu :’;ms: 13
©Oh may my last ex g breath
His loving-] ktnd.nus slng 1n death!

7 Then let me mount and soar
To the bright world of endless day;
nl".l.d sing with rapture and surprise,

loving-kindness in the skies.
Samuel Medley, 1787.
197 Wisdom and Love, 8.7.

1 GOD is love, Iils mercly brightens
h in which we rove: -
Bliss Be wukes, and woe He lightens;
God is wisdom, God is love,

2 Chance and chxnge are busy ever,
Man decays, and ages move;
But His mercy waneth never ;
God 18 wisdom, God is love,

3 E'en thﬁ hour that darkest seemet

i8 changeless goodness prove ;
l-‘rom the mist lgls bri; gggness streame ih
God is wisdom, God i3 1oV

4 lle with earthly cares entwineth
pe and comfort from above;
E\e here His glory shineth;
God is wisdom, God is love.

John Bowring, 1885,

198 ~ All-sufficient in Grace,.  C. M.

1 MY God!—how cheerful is the sound!
How pleasant to rereat
‘Well may that heart with pleasure bound,
Where God hath fix'd His seat.

2 What want shall not our God supply
From His redundant stores?
‘What streams of mercy (rom on high
An {hm almighty hours |
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3 From Christ the ever-llving sprin,

These ample blogsings flow =’

Prepare, my lips, His name to slng,
hose heart has loved u:

4 Now to our Father and our God
Be endless glory
ms of man’s abode,

Through all t]
And th
Phdlp Doddridge, 1755,

199 Goodness of God. C.M

1 VE humble souls apprmh your God
With son s of sacred praise,
For He is , immensely good,
And kin are all His WAys.

2 A}l nacure owns His guardian care,
Him welive and move;
But nobler benefits declare’
The wonders of His love,

3 He gave His Son, His only 8on,
To ransom rebel wo
*Tis here He makes Hls goodnels known
In its diviner forms,

4 To this dear refuge, Lord  We come;
*Tis bere our hope re
A safe defence, a h e,
‘When storms of trouble rlse

5 Thine eye beholds wml kind regard
The soul that trusts in Thee;
Their humble hoPe Thou wilt reward
‘With bliss divinely free.

6 Great God, to Thy almighty love,
What honours shall we raise?
Not all the raptured songs above
Can render equal praise.
Anne Steele, 1760,

200 _Goodness and Kindness. L. M.

1 GWE thanks to God, He relgu above;
Kind are Hls moughts, 18 name 18
His mercy ages past have known, [love;
And fﬁs long to come shall own,
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2 Let the redeeméd of the Lord
wonders of His
How great His works] how kind hls
ways
Let every tongue pronounce His praise.
TIsaac Watts, 1719,
201 The Mercy of God. 11s.
1 TBY mercy, my God, is the theme of my
son,
The Joy of my heart, and the boast of ax:y
Thy Lregu grace alone, from the first to the
Huh wotx;s my affections, and bound my

2 Without 'l'hy sweet mercy, I could not
live her spair ;

8in soon woum reduce me to utter de-

But nbrough Thy free goodness my spirits

evive, ive.
And He um first made me still keex[u me
3 Thyhmzreym more than a match for my
eal

Which wonders to feel its own haren&eu
Dissolved by Thy goodness, I fall to the

und, [found.

And weep to the praise of the mercy I've
4 The door of Thy mercy stands %pen all
To the’7 poor and the needy, who knock gy

No sinner shall ever be empty sent back,
‘Who comesseeking mercyfor Jesus's sake.

5 Thy mercy in Jesus exempts me from hell ;
Its glories I'll sing, and its wonders I'li
tell; (the tree,
"Twus Jesus, my friend, when He bungon
‘That open’d the channel of mercy for me,

6 Great Father of mercies! Thy goodng; I

own,
And the covenant love of Thy crucified
All ralse to the 8pirit, whose whisper

& ess mine!
Seals mercy. and pardon, and righteous-
John Gtocker, 1776, .
145 11
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202 A Pardoning God. 112th,

1 G,REAT God of wonders ! all Thy ways
Are matchless, God- uke, ami dlvlne H
But the fair florles of Thy
More God-llke and unrhau‘d ahine :
‘Who is a pardoning God like Thee ?
Or who has grace go rich and tree"

2 Crimes of such horror to forgive,
Such %umy, daring worms 1o spare;
This is rero% ive,
And none shs.ll 1n the honour share:
‘Who is a pardoning God like Thee ?
Or who has graco so rich and free ?

31In wonder lost, with trembling joy
We take the pardon of out God ; 4,
Pardon tor crimes of dee,
A pardon hought with esus' blood :
‘Who is a pardoning God like Thee?
Or who has grace 8o rich and free?

4 Oh may thisstrange, this matchleu grace,
Fill the wido carth wich wrateful prai
the wide earth with grateful e,
And all th’ angelic choirs ahove : ?
‘Who is a pardoning God like Thee?
Or who has grace 8o rich and free?

President Davies, 1769,

ACTS OF GOD.
CREATION AND PROVIDENCE

203 He is worthy to be praised. T8,

1 SONGS of praise the angels sang,
Heaven with hallelujahs rang,
‘When Jehovah's work begun,
When He spake, and it was done

2 %}ngs of praise awoke the morn,
en the Prince of Peace was born ;
of praise arose when He
c-plt;‘vse led captivity.
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3 Heaven and earth must pass away ;
8ongs of praise shall crown that day H
God will make new heavens and ea
Songs of praise shall hail their mrm

4 And shall man alone be dumb
Till that glortous kingdom come?
No; the church delights to raise
Psalms and hymns, and songs of praise,

5 Saints below, with heart and voice,
Still in sohgs of pralse rejoice;
earnlntg here, by faith and love,
Bongs of praise to sing above.

6 Borne upon their latest breath
Songs of praise shall conquer death
‘Then, amidst eternal joy,

Songs of praise their powers employ.

James Montgomery, 1819.

204 ¢ Thou hast created all things.” 8.7.

1 PRAISE to Thee, Thou great Creator !
iee be Thine from every tongue ;
Joln my soul with every creature,
Join the unfversal song.

2 Father! Source of all compassion!
Pure, unbounded grace is Thine.
Hail thie God of our salvation !
Praise Him for His love divine.

3 For ten thousand blessings given
For the hope of future joy, E] eaven,
Bound His praise through eart! and
Sound Jehuvalh's praise on high. .

4 Joyfully on earth adore Him,
Till in heaven our song we raige ;
There, enraptured fall before Him,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise,

John Fawcett, 1782, a.
205 “ He that built all things
i God.”

I SING the nlmlghty power of God
’l'hnt made the moun tains rise;
the flowing seas abroad,
Angl {1t the lofty skies.
1
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21 -Ing the wisdom that ordain'd
The to rule the day ;

The moon ahlnes full at Hls command,
d all the stars obey.

381 sins the goodness of the Lord,
That filI'd the earth with food ;
He form'd the creatures with His ‘word,
And then pronounced them good.

4 'l'here l not a plant or flower below,
y glories known ;
And oloudl arise, and tempests blow,
By order fromn Thy throne.

5 Creatures, as numerous as they be,
Are subfect to Thy
'.l‘here 8 not a place where ‘we can flee
ut God is present there.

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

7 Hlnhmd is my perpetual guard,
guides me with His eye:
Why |honld I then forget t.he Lord,
‘Who s for ever nigh?
Isaac Watts, 1715,

206 Creating and Creating New. C.M.

1 LET them neglect '!‘Igl( glory, Lord,
ho never kn YII‘M
But our loud mnfa shall st Irecord
Tho wonders of Thy praise.

2 We raise our shouts, O God to Thee,
And send them to h“l‘ hrone ;
All glory to the united
The undivided One.

8 'Twas He, and we'll adore Hls name,
That form’d us by a word

'Tis He restores our ruin'd trame H
Balvation to the Lord!

4 Hosanna! let the earth and skies
Ra e e
8 e
o or’ne ebe'rnn.l s reflect the voloe

148 Ilaac Watts, 1709,



PROVIDENCE.

207 Divine Predestsnation. C- M.

1 KEEP sllence, all created thin|
nd-wait your Maker’s no
My soul stands mambllns while she sings
e honours of her Go

2 Llfe denth. and hell, and worldsunknown.
n’His firm decree;
Be sna on no precarious throne,
Nor borrows leave to be.

3 Chain’d to His throne a volume lies,
‘With all the fates of men,
‘With every angel’s form and size
Drawn by th’ eternal pen.

4 His providence unfolds the book,
d tkes His counsels shine;
ren g leaf, and every stroko
Fulll some deep design.

5 Here He exalts neglected worms
To sceptres and a crown ;
Anon t.he following page He turns,
And treads the mouarch down.

6 Not Gabriel asks the reason why,
Nor God the reason gives;

Nor dares the favourite angel pry
Between the folded leaves.

M§|G°d 1 would not long to see
fate with curious eyes,
wm sloomy lines are writ for me,
Or what bright scenes may rise.

8In Thy ta.lr hook ot life and grace
May ut find my name,
corded in some humble place
Beneach my Lord the Lamb!
Isaac Watts, 1709,

208 All our Ways appointed. qs.
1 QOVEREIGN Ruler of the skies!
Ever gracious, ever wise!
All my times are in Thy hand,
All events at Thy mmmmd

2 His decree, who form'd the earth,
Fix'd my e irst and second birth ;
Parents, native place, and time—
All appointed were by Him,



PROVIDENOE.

8 He that form’d me in the womb,
He shall guide me to the tomb ;
All my times shall ever be
Order’d by His wise decree.

4 Times of sickness, times of health;
Times of penury and wealth ;
Times of trial and of grief ;

Times of triumph and relief ;

5 Times the tempter's power to prove ;
Times to taste a Saviour's love :
All must come, and last, and end,
As shall please my heavenly Friend.

6 Plagues and deaths around me fly,
Till He bids I cannot die:
Not a single ghaft can hit
Till the God of love thinks fit.

7 O Thou Graclous, Wise, and Just,
In Thy hands my life I trust :
Have I somewhat dearer stfll ?

I resign it to Thy will,

8 May I always own Thy hand ;
8till to the surrender stand ;
Know that Thou art God alone,
1 and mine are all Thine own.

9 Thee, at all times, will I bless ;
Having Thee, I all possess;
How can I bereaved be,

Bince I cannot part with Thee

John Ryland, 1777,

209 Providence wise and good. T, M.

1 THY ways, O Lord! with wise design,
Are framed upon Thy throne above,
And every dark and bending line
Meets in the centre of Thy love.

2 With feeble light and half obscure,
Poor mortals Thy arrangements view ;
Not knowing that the least are eure,
And the mysterious just and true.

3 Thy flock, Thy own peculiar care,
Though now they seem to roam uneyed,
Are led or driven only where
Theyllz')e;t and safest may abide,



PROVIDENCE.

4 'l'hey ;ﬁi&her kuo;;;ln;or1 trme‘ the way ;
plercing eye,
None of thelr feet to ruin sti v
Nor shall the weakest fail or dié.

5 My favour'd soul shall meekly lcarn
To lay her reason at Thy thro
weak Thy secrets to dlscem,
I'u trust Thee for my guide alone.

®  Ambrose Serle, 1787, a

210 God’s Counsels wise and just. L. M.

1 WAI’I' 0 my soul, Thy Maker's will :
Tumultuous passlons, all he still ;

Nor let a murmuring thought arise :

His ways are just, His counsels wise.

2 He in the thickest darkness dwells,
Performs His work, the cause conceals ;
And, though His footswpcate nnknown,
udgmem and truth support His throne.

3 In heaven and earth, in air and seas,
He executes His wise decrees :
And by His saints it stands confest,
That what He does is ever best.

4 Wait, then, my goul, submissive wu(l:.
With'reverence bow befora His seat ; H
And midst the terrors of His rod,
Trust In a wise and gracious God.

Benjamin Beddome, 1818,

211 Providence mysteriots. C. M.

1 (1OD moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform ;
He vlnnts His footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.

2 in nntnthomahle mines
Of never-failing skil
He treasures up His b ht deslgns.
And works His sovereign will.

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh cou%e take,
A e vy and shat hreak
lnﬁmun on your bead.



PROVIDENCE.

4 Judge not the Lord by fecble sense,
But trust Him for Hlagmoe;
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.

5 Hisp ses will ripen fast,
Unt%g every hour; ’
The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower

6 Blind unbelief 18 sure to err,
And scan His work in vain:
God is His own interpreter,
And He will make it plain.

William Cowper, 1779.

212 Providence to be trusted. L. M,

1 LORD, we adore Thy vast designs,
The obscure abyss of Providence,
Too deep to sound with mortal lines,
Too dark to view with feeble sense.

2 Now Thou arrayest Thine awful face
In ry frowns, without a smile ;
‘We, through the cloud, believe Thy grace,
Secure of Thy compassion still.

3 Through seas and storms of deep distress
We by faith, and not by sight ;
Faith guides us in the wilderness
Through all the briars and the night,

4 Dear Father, if Thy lifted rod
Resolve to scourge us here below,
Still wemust lean upon our God,
Thine arm shall bear us safely through.

Isaac Watts, 1709,
How unsearchable are Th,
213 Judgments. v L.M.
1 LORD. my weak thought in vain would
climb
To search the starry vault profound ;

In vain would wing her flight sublime,
To m?ldb gre.tlon'u \temost bound, !



PROVIDENCE.

2 Bnc wuxsr yet that thought mlm. prove
ch Thy great eternal p
'rhy sovereign counsels hom ot love,
Long ages evo the world be

3 When my dim reason would demand
Why that, or this, Thou dost ordain,
“y some vast deep I seem to stand,

hose secrets I must ask in vain.

4 When doubts disturb my troubled breast,
And all 18 dark as night to e.
Here, a8 on solid rock I res
That so it seemeth sood to 'rhee.

& Be this my joy, that evermore
Thou rulest all things at Thy will:
Thy sovereign wisdoin I adore,
And calmly, sweetly, trast Theée still.

Ray Palmer, 1858,

214 Gratstude for Providence. C.M.,

1 WHEV all Thy mercies, O my God,
My rising soui surveys,

Transported with the view. I'm lost
In wonder, love, and prafse.

2 Oh how shall words, with equal warmth,
The gratitude declare
That glows wmlin my rav!sh'd heart!

But Thou canst read it

3 To all my weak complslnts and cries
Thy mercy lent an
Ere yet my teeble thougma had learnt
‘o forin themsclves in prayer.

4 When in the slippery pnths of youth
ith he ess steps I rai
'I'hlne arm unseen oonvey’d me safe,
And led me up to man.

5 Througb hidden dangers,tolls,and deaths,
It gently cleard my way :
And thro the pleasing snarcs of vice,
xo;gs t0 be fear'd thay they,



PROVIDENCE.

6 When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou
ith health renew’d my face;
And when in sins and sorrow sunk
Revived my soul with grace.

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

8 When nature fails, and day and night
Divide Thy works no more,
M.)l‘ ever grateful heart, O Lord!
hy mercy shall adore.

9 Through all eternlf.y to Thee
A joyful so! f raise;
But oh! eternity’s too short
To utter all Thy praise.

Joseph Addison, 1712,

215 The God of Bethel. C.M.

0 GOD of Bethel, by whose hand
Thy people still are fed ;

‘Who through this weary pﬂg'rhnage
Hast all our fathers led.

2 Our VOWS, Our prayers, we now present
Before Thy throne of grace;
God of our fathers, be the God
0Of their succeeding ri

3 Through each pel?lexlng path of life
Our wandering footsteps guide :
Give us, each day, our daily read
And raiment fit provide.

4 Oh spread Thy covering wings around,
Till all our wanderings cease,
And at our Father's loved abode,
Our souls arrive in peace.

5 Such blessings from Thy gracious hand
Our humble prayers implore ;
And Thou shalt be our chosen
And portion evermore.
Philip Doddridge, 1755, a.
154



PROVIDENCE.

26 HULL"  om

1 QINCE all the downward tracks of time
God's watchful eye surveys,
Oh! who so wise to choose our lot,
And regulate our ways?

2 Good, when He gives, supremely good !
Nor less when He denies :
FE'en crosses from His sovereign hand
Are blessings in disguise.

3 Since none can doubt His equal love,
Immeasurably kind,
To His unerring, gracious will
Be every wish resign'd.

James Hervey, 1745, a.

217 « He careth for you." C.M.

1 OH why despond in life's dark vale?
Why siuk to fears a prey?
Th’ almighty power can never fail,
His love can ne'er decay.

2 Behold the birds that wing the air,
Nor sow nor reap the grain;
Yet God, with all a Father's care,
Relieves when they comnplain,

3 Behold the lilies of the field,
They toil nor labour know;
Yet royal robes to theirs must yield,
In beauty’s richest glow.

4 That God who hears tbe raven’s cry,
‘Who decks the lily's form,
‘Will surely all your wants supply,
And shield you in the storm,
5 Seek first His kingdom’s grace to share,
1ts righteousness pursue;
And all that needs your earthly care
‘Will be bestow’d on you.
6 W‘hvy]"then despond in life's dark vale?
y sink to fears a prey
Th' almighty power can never fail,
His love can ne'er decay.
Sabbath Hymn Book, 1858,
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PREDESTINATION IN CONNEC-
TION WITH GRACE.

218 Sovereign Grace. C.M.

1 HEN the Eternal bows the skies
To visit earthly things,
‘With scorn divine He turns His eves
From towers of haughty kings.

2 He bids His awtul charfot roll
Far downward from the skies,
o visit every humble soul,
With pleasure in His eyes.

3 Why should the Lord that reigns above
Disdain so lofty kings?
, Lord, and why such looks of lovc
pon such worthless things?

4 Mortals, be dumb ; wha.t creo.t.nre dares
Dispute His awful wi
Ask no account of ma an'a.lrs,
But tremble, and be still.

5 Just like His nature is ms grace,
All sovereign, an free ;
reat God, how searchless areThy Ways,
Bow deep Thy judgments be!

Isaac Watts, 1709,

219 Graoious Election, 11.8.
1 IN songs of sublime adoration and
ml se,

Ye )7 8 to Zion who p!
Break orth, and extol the greac Anclem

d.\y
His rlch and distinguishing grace.

2 His love, from eternity fix’d upon you,
Broke forth, and discover'd {ts flame,
When each with the cords of His kind-
ness He drew,
And bronght you to love His great

156



.

PREDESTINATING GRACH.
3 Oh, had He not pitied the state you were

Yo nr ‘bosom His love had ne'er felt ;
You all would have lived, would have died

too in sin,
And sunk with the load of your guilt.

4 What was there in you that could merit

Or give the Creator delight ?  [esteem,

'l‘wmli even 80, Father,” you ever must
sing,

* Because it seem’d good in Thy sight.”

5 "Twas all of Thy grace we were brought to
‘Whileothers were suffer’d togo [obey,
The road which by nature we chose as our

Which Teads to the regions of woe

6 Theu veall the glory to His Holy name,
im all the glory belongs;
Be yours the hlgh joy still to sound forth

I8
And crown ﬂlm in each of your songs.
K—, 1787.

220 Electing Love acknowledged. 7. 6.

1>MIS not t.hat. 1 did choose Thee,
that could not be

This heart woﬂd still refuse ’l'hee.
But Thou hast chose

Thou from the sin thu sta.ln’d me
‘Wash’d me and set m )y

And to this end ordaln'd me,
That I should live to Thee.

2 'Twas sovereign mercy call'd me,
And taught my opening mind ;
The world had else enthrall'd me,
To heavenly glories blind.
M;heun owns none ahove Thee;
Thigknowing, & 13ove Thes,
8 knowing, ove Thee
Thou must have loved me first.
Josiah Wer: 1856.
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PREDESTINATING GRACE,

221 Free Grace in Election.  8.7.4.

1 SONS we are through God's election,
ho in Jesus Christ believe;
By eternal destination,
Sovere ace we here receive ; H
Thy merc, g
Docshoth geace and glory give.

2 Every fallen soul, by sinning,
Merits everlascfn pain ;
But Thy love, wlthouc beginning,
Has restored Thy sons again :
untiess millions
Shall in life, through Jesus, reign.

3 Puuse, my soul! adore, and wonder!
Ask, ** Oh why such love to me 1"
Grace hath put me in the number
Of the Saviour’s family :
Hallelujah!
Thanks, etérnal thanks, to Thee!

4 Bince that love had no beginnins,
And shall never, never cease
Keep, oh keep me, Lord, trom slnmnsl
Guide me ln the way of pea
Mal e walk in
All the paths of holiness.

5 When I quit this feeble mansion,
‘And my soul returns to Thee,
Let the power of Thy ascension
Manifest itself in me:
Through Thy Spirit,
Give the final victory!

6 When the angel sounds the trumnct,
‘When my goul and body joil
When my Saviour comes to jndguwnt.
Brlshr. in majesty divine;
Let me triumph
In Thy righteousness as mine.

% When in that blest habitation,

‘Which iny God has fore-ordain’d
‘When in glory’s full possession,

1 wuh saints anc&Il angels stand

Bhdl resonnd throush Canasn’s land.

8§—P=R—,1111.
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PREDESTINATING GRACE,
222 Electing Love adored.  C. M.

1 Onhgm of lg::lcu?l’: gnweot faith!

That Thot, who hast dlucernlng love,
8houldst give that gift to me!

2 How many hearts Thou might'sihave had
More innocent than mine,
How many souls more wonhy far
Of that pure touch of Thinc!

3 Ah Grace ! into unllkellest hearts
t 8 Thy boast t
'.l'be glory of 'l‘hy ll hc zu find
n darkest spots a home.

4 Thy choiw, 0 God ot goodness! then
I lovingly adore
Oh, give me grace to keep Thy grace,
And grace to long for more !

Frederick William Faber, 1849,

223 Electing Love immutable. L. M.

1 HO shall condemn to endless fiames
e chosen people of our God
Since In the book of life their names
Are fairly writ in Jesus' blood?

- 2 He, for the sins of all the elect,
Hath a complete atonement mude H
And Justice never can e: cl)
That the same debt should twice he paid.

3 Not tribulation, nakedness,
The famine, perll or the sword ; ;
Not persecution, or distress,
Can separate from Christ the Lord.

4 Nor life, nor death, nor depth, nor height,
Kor powers helow. nor powers above,
Nor present things, nor things to come,

Can change His purposes of iove.

5 His sovereign mercy knows no end,
‘His faithfulness shall still endure;
And those who on Hisword depend
Shall ind His word for ever sure.
Benjamin Beddome, 1818,
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PREDESTINATING GRACE.

224 Rverlasting Love. L.M.

1 9TWAS with an everlasting love
God His own elect embraced,
Before He made the worlds above,
Or earth on her huge columns placed.

2 Long ere the sun’s refulgent ray
Primeval shades of darkness drove,
They on His sacred bosom lay,
Loved with an everlasting love.

3 Then, in che lass of His decrees,
rist and His bride sppear’d as one:
Her sin, by imputation, His
‘Whilst she in spotless splendonr shone,

4 O love, how hlgh th{ slorles swell
How immutable, and free!
'l'en t ouau.nd sins, as black as hell,
Are swallow'd up, O love, in thee!

5 Loved when a wretch defilled with sin,
At war with heaven, in lengue with hell,
A slave to every lust obscene,

‘Who, living, lived but to rebel.

6 Bellever. here thy comfort stands,
From first to last salvation’s free;
And everlastlng love demands
An everlasting song from thee.

John Kent, 1803

225 Election sn Christ, LM

1 JESUS. we bless Thy Father's name!
Thy God and ours are both the sam
‘What heavenly blessl from His chrone
Flow down to sinners through His Son!

2 “ Christ, be my first elect,” He said,
Then chose our souls in Christ our head,
Before He gave the mountains hirth,

Or laid foundations for the earth.

3 Thaus did eternal love begln
To raise us up from deat d sin;
Our characters were then decreed
“ mmlnoe&eu in love, a holy seed.”



THE COVENANT.

[ Predeet.lnated to be so
gom y degrees but choee at once,

'w-regenerated race,
To praise the glory of His grace.
5 With Christ our Lord we share our part
In the affections of His heart;
Nor shall our souls be thence removed
Till He forgets His first-beloved.
Tsaac Watts, 1709,

226 ZLove before Atonement,  C. M.
1 ’TWAS not t.o mnke Jehovah's love

sinner flai
That Jesus, trom His throne e‘)ove,
A suffering man became.

2 "Twas not the death wmch He endured,
Nor all the pangs He hore,
That God's eternal love procured,
For God was love before,

3 He loved the world of His elect N
‘With love surpassing thought; .
Nor will His mercy e'er ney Iect
‘The souls 80 dearly bo

4 'l'he ‘warm affections of His breast.
Towards His chosen burn
And in His love He'll ever rest,
Nor from His oath return.
5 Btﬂl to confirm His oath of old,
Bee in the heavens His bow
Fo nerce rebukeu but love untold

18 children now.

John Kent, 1803,

THE COVENANT.

227 The Covenant. 148th.

1 TH David’s Lord, and ours,
A covenant once was made,
‘Whose bonds are firm and sure,
‘Whose glorieo ne’er shall fade;
Sign’d by the sacred Three in One,
In mutual love ere time bewﬂ-l 2



THE COVENANT.

2 Firm as the lasting hills,
This covenant shall endnre,
‘Whose potent shalls md
Make cvery hl ::llf
akes namre 's framc,
Its’ 1en ts and mt.les stand the same.

3 Hg: when Thy feet shall fall,
Iever Thou shalt see
rewore 'I'hy eoul,
nd pardon, £
Thee with deligm ohail Giod behald
A sheep restored to Zion's fold.

4 And when through Jorann's flood
od shall bid Thee
His arm shnu thee defend,
‘And vanquish every foe;
sn in thu mvenmt thoualn.lt
uficient strength to bear thee through.

John Kent, 1808, a.

228 An everlasting Covenant. - C.M.

MY God, the covenant of Thy love
Abides for ever sure;

And in its matchless grace I feel
My happiness secure

2 What though m{ honse be not with Thee
T Mﬁ:t:lne‘rl 1oys‘:han nn.tnre gives
'0
Thy servants all aspire.

8 SInce Thou, the everlasting God,
J R e iag and, tny frl a,
esus, my gun and my frien
‘And heaven my final home.

4 I welcome:all Thy sovereign
AZl?“rl)r all thlati;vl is lov h;.t Thonde
nd when oW no W ow
Tl wait the light above. ot

5 Thy covenant the last accent clal
Ao Ak
Tnotes em
Of my celestial song. wloy

2
162 hiiip Doddridge, 1755,



THE COVENANT.

229 The Covenant God extolled, 68.4.

THE God of Abraham praise

0 reigns enthroned above,
Anclent ot everlasting days,

And God of love!

Jehovah, great l AM!
By earth’and heaven confest;
I bow, and bless the sacred name,
For ever blest!

2 The God of Abraham praise,
At whose supreme command,
se, and seek the j joys

Ac His right hand:

I all on earth forsake,

1ts wisdom, fame, and power;

And Him my onl‘{ portion mﬂe.

My shield tower.

e God of Abraham prlllo,
Whose all-sufficient
8hall guide me all my :.ppy days
In all His ways :
He calls & worm His trlend.
He calls Himself my God!
And He shall save me to the end,
‘Through Jesus’ blood.

4 n’e by Himself hath sworn,
1o oath d d;
1 shx.ll, on euglu wlngoupbome,
0 heaven ascend :
1 shall behold His face,
shall His

s power adore,
And aing the wonders of His grace
For evermore.

PART THR SECOXD.
& ‘Though nature’s strength deeay,
And earth and hell withstand,
Canaan’s bounds I urge my way
At ﬂsl:ecommmd
With Jes\‘;z lnegy view,
nd through the howli
ilg ‘Way pursue.



SALVATION BY GRACE.

8 Theh d l ty blest :
peaoe and plen H
A land of sacred liberty,
And endless rest:
There milk and honey flow,
And oil and wine abound,
And trees of life for ever grow,
‘With mercy crown'd.

There dwells the Lord our Klng,

The Lord our righteousn
Triumphant o'er the world md sin,

e Prince of Peace.
On S|on's sacred hel
s kingdom still maint.ulns,
And glorlou. with His saints in light,
For ever refgns.

8 The whole trlumplmnt host
Give thanks to God on hi h,
“Illt.al[lll Fazher. 8on, and Holy Ghost 1”
Hall, A amuGod, and mine!
I joln the heavenly
All'might and ajestyue'l‘hlne,
Axg endle 88 praise.
Thomas Olicers, 1772,

THE WORK OF GRACE AS A
WHOLE.
230 AMeciatmed®  1sth,
1 INDUDGENT God! how kind
Areall Th

‘Was enmity with Thee
Yet now, subdued b; soverel grace,
My spmi longs for Thine embrace.



SALVATION BY GRACE.

fed to
ere should I have gone,
ThBult Thou dost all thlnss weilt
y ove was grea mercy frec,
‘Which from the pit del{ver‘d me.

4 Before Thy hands had made A
The sun to rule th dl{
or eanh's toundation d,
w?:fn mol‘fgm f pea.ce nd ercy flow'd,
8 O and m o
In Thy dear bosom, O my God! o

5 Oh! fathomless abyss,
‘Where hidden m{ysterlel He:
The seraph finds
thin the nme to pr
rd, what is ma perate foe,
That Thou :houldsv, bles- lnd love him so?

6 A monument of g

Eternal thoughts ot love to me.
John Kent, 1803.

231 Eternal Love exalted, C. M.

1 SAVED from the damning power of sin,
The law’s tremendous curse,
‘We'll now the sacred song begtn
‘Where God began with us,

2 We'll sing the vast unmeasured
Whlch, from the days of old,
Did all the chosen sons embrace,
As gheep within the fold.

3 The basls of eternal love
8hall mercy’s frame sustain
Earth, hell, or s8in, the same to move,
8hall all conspire in v:

4 sug O ye sinners bouxht with blood,
{1 the Great Three in One;
Tell hov secure the covenant stood
mltoigw ts race begun.



SALVATION BY GRACE.

5 Ne’er had ye felt the guilt of sin,
or sweets of pardoning love,
Unleu our worthless names hadbeen
Enroll'd to life above.

6 Oh what a sweet exulting song
Shall rend the vaulted skies,
When, shouting grace, the blood-vuh'd
‘Shall see the Top Stonerise.  (thro

John Kent, lsos.

232 The Love that God hath tous, C.M.

1 OH love beyond the reach of thought,
rm’d the sovereign plan,
Ere Adam hnd our ruin wrought,
Of gaving fallen man!

2 God had so loved our rebel race
8 His own Son to give,
'rhnt. whoso will, a mmnf
May look to Him and live.

3 Chosen in Christ, His n.nsom'd flock
'h’ eternal purpose prove:
By namre ofash
‘Made blameless now in Jove.

4 Mnsom'd by price, by dlood redeem'd,
e' power divine,
'rhoush llgh y by the w wort! 1d esteem’d,
They as the stars shall shine.

b Bless'd be the Father of our Lond,
From whom all blessings spri
And biess'd be the Incarnate wOrd
Our Saviour and our King!

6 We know and have belleved the love
‘Which God throu?h Christ displays:

And when we see Hls face above,
‘We'll nobler anthems raise.

Josiah Conder, 1856

233 « Grace reigns.’’ 8. M,

1 RACE! ’tis a charming sound!
Harmonious to the ear
Heaven with the echo shall’ monnd,
And all the earth shall hear.*



BALVATION BY GRACE.

3 Grace first contrived the way
ALG 2 oo OB thak s dlapla
e ps grace
‘Which drew the wondrous plgn v

3 Grace first inscribed my name
In God's eternal book :
*T'was grace that gave me to the Lamb,
‘Who all my sorrows took.

4 Grace led my roving teec
‘To tread the heavenly ro:
And new supplies each hour lmee
‘While pressing on to God.
5 Grace taught my soul to pray,
made my eyes o'erflow
*Twas grace that kept me to thia day,

And will not let me go,
6 Graceall the ‘work shall crowu,
It lays in h eru:ltllng it to
ays in heaven the to mos stone,
'And well deserves the praise, "
Philip Doddridge, 1755 ;
A M. Tc ady, 1776

234 Grace most free. S.M.

NOT bt %)e Iﬁgrgwa‘;n Thine;
3 hnh all the shades broke
through,

And caused the light to shine.
3 Me Thou hut wﬂllng made

0 receive
Call X by the volee chue wnkes the dead
I come to Thee and live.

3 Because Thy sovereign love
‘Was bent the worst to save;
Jesus who reigns enthroned above,
The free salvation gave.
Augustus M. Toplady, 1759,

235  swiwwora.  C.M.

1 ALL that I wa:, nmy sin, my guilt,
y death, was all mine own ;
at I am, Me :lo 'l;l':ee.
ly us God, alon
1;]



SALVATION BY GRACE..

4 'Tis from the merey of our God
That all our hopes begln

°Tis by the water and the blood
Qur svuls are wash'd from

5 'Tis through the purchase ot His death
‘Who hung upon the tree,

The Spirit {8 sent down to breathe
On such dry bones as we.

6 Raised from the dead we live anew ;.
W ha““ggear in glo too
e shall a
"Aad Seo our Father's Facs.”

Isaac Watts, 1700.

239 Salvation. C.M.

1 bALVATIONl oh, the joyfal sound!
"Tig pleasure to our ears
A sovereign balm for every wonnd.
A cordial for our fears.

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

3 Salvation! let the echo fly
The spacious earth around,
‘While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.

Isaac Watts, 1709,

240 1. vipearabie Gir.  C. M.

1 COME happy souls, npproach your God
th new melodions songs ;
Come, render to almlght) grace
The tribute of your tongues.

2 8o strange, 80, boundleu was the love
That pitied dyt ?
The Far.her sent His equal Son
To give them life again.

3 Th‘; hands, dear Jesus, were not arm'd
ith an avenging
No hard commission to perform
The vengeance of a God.



SALYVATIOX BY GRACE.

4 But all was merey, all was mild,
And wrath forsook the throne,
When Christ on the kind errand came,
And brought salvation down,

5 Here, alnners. you may heal your wounds,
And wipe your sorrows dry
Trust in the mighty Saviours nnme,
And you shall never die.

See, dearest Lord, our wmlng souls
Accept Thine o er’d ce
‘We bless the grea eemer’s love,
And give tho hther praise,

Isaac Watts, 1709,

241 The Messenger of Grace,. 8.M,

RAISB your triumphant songs
To an immortal tune;

Let the wide earth resound ‘the deeds
Celestial grace has d

2 S8ing how eternal love
Its chief Beloved chose,
And bid Him raise our wretched race
From their abyss of woes.

3 His hand no thunder bears,
Nor terror clothes His brow :
No bolts to drive our guilty souls
To flercer tiames below.

4 ’Twu mercy fll'd the throne,
Whon Oheiat ras sent wit l3:an-dma’ a
en ‘was sen sdown
To rebels doom'd to die.

5 Now, si.nners, dry your tears,
Let less sorrows cease ;
Bow to the sceptre of His love,
And take the offer'd peace.

(] Lord we obey Thy call :
T g l?ﬂmnshl“m'xl)"t? %h}iur. brought
' the salvation Tho )
And love and praise Thy name.
Isaac Watts, 1709,
m



SALVATION BY GRACE.

249 “Feglirgerein Hie ¢y,

1 (30D of salvation, we adore
Thy saving love,'l‘hy saving power :
And co our utmost stretch of thought,
Hall the redemption Thou hast wrought.

2 We love the stroke that breaks our chain,
The sword by which our gins are slain ;
And while abased in dust we bow,

‘We sing the grace that lays us low.

3 Perish each thought of human pride,
Let God alone be magnified ;
His glory let the heavens resonnd,
Shouted from earth’s remotest bound.

Saints, who His full salvation know,

E alnts who but taste it here below,
Join with the angelic choir to
Transporting songs of deathless praise.

Philip Doddridge, 1755,

243 Grace Imnmtablc 148th.

1 0 MY distrustful hea
How small th, dy fnlth ‘appears!
But greater, Lol
Than all my douhts and iears H
Did Jesus once npon me shinet
Then Jesus is for ever mine.

2 Unchangeable His will,
‘Whatever be my frame;
His loving heart is stul
E ternally the sam
soul through many changes goes,
H 8 Jove no variation knows.

3 '1‘!‘1‘)11(i Lord, vtvlﬂt ca,rt"ry
pertectly perform,
The work Thod hast begiin
Tn me a sinful worm: i
"Midst all my fears, and sin, and woe,
Thy Spirit will not let me g0.

4 The bowels of Thy grace
At first did freely move :

1 still shull see Thy
And feel that God ls love.

l! soul Im,o Thine arms I cast,
ow I shall be saved at last

William Hammond, 1745,
172

-




BALVATION BY GRAOE,

244 Grace enjoyed. C.M.

1 ARISE, m soul my joyfal powers

A Am{ lumph ’in'm J Yfll '

Awake, my voice, and lou rochlm
His glorious grace abr:

3 He raised me from the deeps of sin,
The gates of gaplng hell,
And fix’d my standing more secure
Than ‘twas before I fell.

3 The arms of everlasting love

Beneath my sonl He placed
And on the Rock of Ages sef

My siippery footsteps tn.sc.

4 The cnf of my bless'd abode
18 wall'd d with grace;
Salvation !or a bulwuk stands

“To shield the sacred place.

5 Satan may vent his aharpest spite,
And all'his legions ro:
Alml hty mercy guards my life,
bounds his raging power.
L] Arlse my soul awake, my voice,
And tunes of pleasure slng.
Loud hn.llelnjahs shall addre:
My 8aviour and my K.lng.

Tsaac Watis, 1700,

245 Grace completing its Work. S. M,

1 TO God the only wise,
Our Saviour and our King,
Let all the saints below the skies
Their humble praises bring.

2 His tried almighty love, N
His counsel and His care, ° N
Preserve us safe from sin and death, -
And every hurtful snare.

3 Hewill t our souls
Unblemish’d and com le
Before the glory of His
lgnh joys divinely grea



BALVATION 8Y GRACE.

4 Then all the chosen seed
8hall meet around the throne,
8hall bless the conduct of His grace,
And make His wonders known.

5 To our Redeemer God
Wisdom and power belong,
Tmmortal crowns of majesty,
And everlasting song.
Tsaac Watts, 1509, a,

246 Love unfailing. C.M.

1 NOW shall my inward joys arise,
And burst into a song;
Almighty love inspires my heart,
And pleasure tunes my tongue,

3 God on His thirsty Sion-hill
Some mercy drops has thrown
And solemn oaths have bound Hislove
To shower salvation down.

8 Why do we then indulge our fears,
Suspicions and complaints?
Is He a God, and shall His grace
Grow weary of His saints?
4 Can a kind woman e'er forget
The {nfant of her womb,
And 'mongst a thousand tender thoughts,
Her suckling have no room?

5 “Yet,” snith the Lord, “‘should nature
nd mothers monsters prove, [change,
Bion still dwells upon the heart
Of everlasting love.

6 * Deep on the palms of both my hands
T have engraved her name ;
My hands shall raise her ruin'd walls,
And bulld her broken frame.”
Tsaac Watts, 1700,

247 Grace acknowledged. 78., 8 lines,

1 'Wnl!N 1 stand before the throne
. Dress'd in beauty not my own,
When I see Thee as Thou art,
Love Thee with unsinning heart,
Then, Lord, shall I tulglknow-—
No!:l ;21 then—how much I owe.



SALVATION BY GRACE.

2 Chosen not for good in mq
‘Waken'd up from wrath to ﬂee.
Hidden in the Saviours side,
By the Spirit sanctifled,
Teach me, Lord on earth to show,
By my love, how much I ow:

3 Oft I walk beneath the clo
t, when fearis st the helght,
Jesus oomes, and allis light;
Blessad Jesus! bid-me show
Donbtlns saints how much I owe.

Robert Murray M Cheywe, 1837.

248 Graee causing Love. C.M.
1 ‘WE love Thee, Lord, because when we

err’d and go. TRY,
Thou dldst recall our mderlng souls
Into the heavenward way.

2 wlhen helpless, hopeless, we were lost

sin and sorrow's n
Thon d1ast bend FOFth a guiding ray
Of Thy benignant light.

3 Beuuse when we torlook Thy ways,
'l'h u ::% rTgt the x’wenglng.mdge
O
But gracious Father stiil:

4 Because we have forgot Thee, Lord,
But Thou hast not forgot;
Because we have forsaken Thee,
But Thou forsakest not:

5 Because, O Lord, Thon 1ovedst us
With everlasting love;
Because Thou send'st Thy Son to die,
That we might live above:

6 Because, when we were heirs of wmh.
Thou gav'st us hope of
‘We love because we much have -mn'd,
And much ha\'e been for N
Jwiia Anne Elliott, 1836}

phe



OUR LORD JESUS.
HIS DEITY AND INCARNATION.

Deity and Ht i
249 id dour L::(;t"”‘v oj Ih n.
1 Enl‘l.‘b the blue heavens were stretch'd
From everlusting was the Word :
‘With God

He was ; the Word was God,
And must divinely be adored.

2 By His own power were all things made.

gy Fim supported all tblngs stand;
e {8'the whole creation’s
And angels fiy at His commm

3 Ere sin was born, or Satan fell,

He led the host of mornlng stars;
(Thy generation who cau tell,

Or count thé number of Thy years?)

4 But lol Heleaves those heavenly forms,
The Word descends and dwells in clay,
That He may hold converse with worms,
Dress'd in such feeble flesh as they.

5 Mortals with joy beheld His face,
Th' eternal Father's only 8on ;
How full of tmt.h 1 how full of grace!
Wheg lu!-ough His eyes the Godhead
shone

6 Archangels leave their high abode
*To learn new mysteries here, and tell
‘The love of our descending do
The glories of Immanuel.

Isaac Watts, 1709,

250 His great Love. L.M.

1 HELordot ory, moved by lo
And He bgg:re wh";.);i angels i‘b::’é'
oW,
xamna ‘man of griet nge o



JESUS AS GOD AND MAN.

2 such love is srea.t too great for thought.
ength and breadth in vain are sou, :
tongue can teu its depth and he!g
'l'he love of Christ 18

3 Bat though His love no measure knows,
The S8aviour ms Deoples hows
Enough to gl hem joy, when known,
Enough to make their hearts His own.

4 Constrain'd by this, they walk with Him,

Hls love thelr most delightful theme ;
To glorify Him here, their aim,

Their hope, tn heaven to praise His name.

Thomas Kelly, 1809,

251 Praise to the Redeemer.  8.7.4.
1 MIGH’I’Y God! while mge!sbleu Thee,
May an infant lisp Thy
Lord of men, as well as a.ngels,
'l'hou m every creature’s theme.
Bﬂlel\ua.h Hanelujah, Amen.

2 Lord of every land ?nd nu!tion

Ancient of etern
Sonnded zhrongh the wide creation
'ﬂ) just and-lawful praise.
allelujah, &c.

3 For the deur of Th;

sond a map{ '8 chought.

Wom with skill amnlndneu wrought.
Hallelujah, &c.

4 For 'l'hy g ovidence, that governs
Thi ne em‘rlre s wide domain ;

wm an TTOW ;
leasa be %y gentlore !
Hallelujah,

5 But Thy rich, Thy free redem
nbark;h“p‘;h yﬂ%htnm Duon'g;
0! Dor, and Poor expressi
'%8 dare sf songt

Hallelujah, &a.
1 ™




THE BIRTH OF JESUS.
6 Brightness of the Father's glory,

Fiy, iy Conout, such gty sijence!
y e, such guilty silence
Sng e Eqn‘f who came to die.
allelujah, &c.
7 D

1d arch 18 sing Thy ing?
DId the shepherds learn their lays?
Shame would cover me ungrateful,
Should my tongue refuse to praise.
Hallelujah, &c.

8 From the highest throne in glory,
To the cross of deepest woe ;
All to ransom guilty captives:
Flow, my praise, for ever flow.
Hallelujah, &

9 Go, return, immortal 8aviour!
Y.eave Thy footstool, take Thy throme:
Thence return, and reign for ever,

T
Bethek all Thy own.
}hllelﬁah. &c.
Robert Robineon, 1774,

252 Joy at Jesus’ Berth. 8.7.

1 T ET us all with gratetul praises,
L Celebrate the happy day,
‘When the lovely, loving Jesu

First partook of human clay ;

2 When the heavenly host assembled,
Gazed with wonder from the eky ;
Angels joy'd, and devils trembl
Neither fully knowing why.

3 Long had Satan reign’d imperious,
Till the woman's prom: seed,
Born a bahe, by hirth mysterious,

Came to bruise the serpent’s head

4 Crush, dear babe, his power within us,
Break our chains, and set ns free
‘Pull down all the bars between us,
Till we fiy, and cleave to Thee.

Joseph Hart; 1750,
178 '



THE BIRTH OF JESUS,

258 Good Tidings. 8.7.4.

ANGELS. from the realms of glory,
‘Wing your flight o'er all the earth,
Ye who sang creation’s story,
Now proclaim Messiah’s birth:
Come and worship,
‘Worship Christ, the new-born King.

2 Baints, before the altar hending,
‘Waiting long with hope and fear,
Bndderlnly the Lord descending

‘Worship Christ, thé new -born King.

3 Sinners, wrung with true repentance,
Doom'd for Bull to endless pains,
Justice now repeals the sentence,
calls you—break your chains ;
Come and worship,
‘Worship Christ, the new-born King.

James Montgomery, 1819.

254 Heaven’s Joy at Incarnation, C.M.

1 MORTALB. awake, wm: -ngels join,
And chant the solemn lay ;
Jo'i. , love, and gratitude combino
'0 hail the auspicions day.

2 In heaven the rapturous song began,
And sweet seraphic fire
Through all the shining legions ran,
And strung and tuned the lyre.

8 Swift through the vast expanse lt flew,
And loud the echo roli'd ;
The theme. the sons, the joy was new,
ore than heaven could hold.

4 Down from the portnl-of the sky

Anrg An% flew ‘mh uger joy
To bear the news

5 Hark! the chernMo lrmiu shout,
And glory leads the song fout
“@Good willand peace” are bem through-
’l'lui ;n'grmonloui heavenly throng.



THE BIRTH OF JESUS.
(] Wlth jo the clmrns we repeat,
¥ to.God 0 pea

Good wl and peu,e are now complete ;
Jesus was born to dle!”

7 Hall, Prince of Life! for ever hall,
R mer, brother friend !
Though earth 'lme, and life should
Thy praise Dbl Rever tnd: [fail,

Samuel Medley, 1787,

255 Advent Morning 7s.

1 PRIGHT and joyful is the morn;
For to us a Child is bom ,
From the highest realms of heaven
Unto us a Bon i8 given.

2 On His shoulders He shall bear
Power and majesty—and wear
On His vesture, and His thigh,
Names most awful, names most high.

8 Wonderful in counsel He;
‘The incarnate Deity,
Bire of Ages ne’er to cease
King of kings, and Prince of Peace.

4 Come and worship at His feet,
Yield to Christ the homage meet ;
From His manger t.o His throne,
Homage due to God alone.

James Montgomery, 1819,

256 The Angels’ Song. 78

HARK the herald angels sing,
Glory to the new-born Ki

i’ Peace on earth, and | merey d;

God and sinners recon:

2 Jo; all ye nntlons rise,
Join the triumph of the skies ;
‘Hail the Heaven-born Prince of Peace!
Hail the Bun of Righteousness!
3 Veil'd in flesh the Godhead see;
Ball the lncarnnte‘ ]l‘)e ty lw
a8 man men to appear,
Jufgoonr Immanuel here. '



THE BIRTH OF JESUS.

4 Mild He lays His glory by;
Born, that men no more mlght dle-
Born'to raise the sons of earth
Born, to give them second birch.

5 Qome, Desire of Nations, come!
Fix in us Thy humble home ;
Rise, the woman’s promised Secd,
Bruige in us the serpent’s head.

6 Glory to the new-born King!
Let us all the anthem sing,
¢ Peace on earth, and mercy mild ;
God and sinners reconciled.”

Charles Wesley, 1739.

257 The Advent. C.M.
1 HABK, the glad sound, the Saviour

mes,
The Saviour promlsed long!
Let every heart prepare a throne,
And every voice a 80ng.

3 On Him the Spiri larsely pour'd,
Exerts its sac!
Wlsdom and might, ‘and zeal and love,
18 holy breast inspire.

3 ne comes, the prisoners to release,
n 8atan’s bondage held :
Tbe tes of brass hefore Him burst,
The iron fetters yield.

4 He comes, from thickest nlms of vice,
To clear the mental ray
And on the eye-balls ot t.he blind
To pour celestial day.

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

6 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
{Iwelcome shall prochim H
And eaven's eternu uche. ring
‘With Thy beloved
Pl»lup Doddridyc. 1788,
181



THE BIRTH OF JESUS.,

258 Joy at His Coming. CM.

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

8 Joy to the earth ; the Saviour reigns !
et men their !ones employ :
Whlle ﬂelds, and fioods, rocks, hills, and

B.epeat t.he sounding joy.
8 No more let sins and sarrown gmw.
Nor thorns infest the groun
He comes to make His bl essmgn flow
Far as the curse is found.
4 He rules the world with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove 4 *

The glories of His righteousness,
And wonders of His love.
Tsago Watts, 1119,

259 « He hwmbled Himself.” C. M,

1 QAVIOUR of men, and Lord of love,
How sweet Thy snciou name!
With joy thas errand we review
On which Thy mercy came.

2 While all own angelic bands
Stood waiting on the wing,
Charm'd with the honour r.o ‘obey
The word of such a King.

3 For us mean, wretched, slntul men,
'rhon 1aidst thatglory by

First, in our mortal flesh, t.o serve;
Then, in that flesh, to die.

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

To Thee our
Philip Doddridge, 1758,

260 Jesus the Son of Man. C.M.

1 IT is my sweetest comfort, Lord,
And will for ever be,
To muse upon the gracious truth
ot igg humantty.



JESUS' LIFE ON EARTH,

2 Oh joy! there m&eﬂ: in our fiesh,
pon a throne of light,
One of a human mother om.
In perfect Godhead bright |

3 Though earsh’s foundations should be
Down to their lowest deep ; [moved.
Though all the trembling
Into destrucsfon sweep;
4 For ever God, for ever man,
"And fcd o Hiny w0y hape remains
'd on , my hope rem:
Eternally secures
Edward Caswall, 1858,

261 Flesh of our Flesh. L. M.

1 JESUS, who pass'd the s
J ﬁmdournesh, bf:ed%'ddle.
And still He makes it H1
As man, He filis the t.hrone God.

2 Our next of kin, our. Brother now,
Is He to whom the angels bow
They join with us 0 praise His. Name,
But we the nearest interest claim.

3 But ah ! how faint our praises rise!
Sure 'tis the wonder of the skies,
That we, who share His richest love.
80 cold and unconcern’d should prove.

4 Oh glorlou hour| it wme. with speed,
‘When we froin s| gge

Blnu see t.he (sod‘%ho died tor man,
And praise Him more than angels can.

John Newton, 1779,

OUR LORD’'S LIFE ON EARTH.

262 His Divine Beample. L. M.

1 MY dear Redeemer and m"
mzmm{" e law appears o
e he
Drawn out in living characters.



JESUS' LIFE ON EARTH.

2 Buch was Thy truth, and such 'l'h{ zeal,
Such deference to ’l’hy Father's will,
8Such love, and meekness go divine,
Iwould transcribe and make them mine.

3 Cold mountains and the midnight air
Witness'd the fervour of Thy prayer;
The desert Thy temptation knew,
Thy conflict a.nd Thy victory too.

4 Be Thou my pattern; make me bear
More of Thy ous image here;
'hen God the Judge shall own my name
Amonelt the followers of the Lamb.

Isaac Watts, 1709.

263 TImitation of Jesus. C.M.

1 LOBD as to 'l‘hy dear Cross we flee,
to be forgiven,
8o let 'l'hy ute our pattern be,
And form our souls for heaven.
2 Belp us, through good report and i,
r daily cross to bear

lee Thee, to do our lm.her’s will,
brethren's griefs to share.
et grace our selﬂshneu expel,
Our earthliness refine pel.
And kindness in our bosoms dwell,
As free and true as Thine.

41t joy !hlll at Th{ blddlng fly,
efs di on,
ekn onr turn, would meekly ery,
‘ather, Thy will be done.”

5 K%pt peacefnl in the mldst of strife,
rgiving and forgive:
Oh may we lead the pllgrlm 8 life,
And follow Thee to heaven!

John Hampden Guraey, 1851,

264 The Mind of Christ. 78,

1 PATHER of eternal
May we all resemble Thee;

Meekl ing in our face,
m&ﬁe World Thing image 'aee.



JESUS' LIFE ON EARTH.
2 lhppy cmly In ’l'hy love,

Fix o'ur t.honghu on thin -hovo,
Btay our hearts on Thee 35-:

aBnmble. holy, all resign‘d

Gln Lord?hl’;wmr?edol:le'd
ve us, the perfect

Ot Thy well-beloved

4 Counting galn and glorﬁlou.
May we tread the path
Bear with Him on earth our cm..
Rise witk Him to Thee, our God.

James Montgomery, 1808,

265  Eiwowetosown. 8L

1 ID Christ o’er sinners wee
And shall our cheeks ry ?
loods of peulun tial sﬂet
forth from every eye.

2 '.I'hosonofﬁod in tears,

th wonder see !

Be thou uwnuhd. my soul,
He shed those tears for Thee.

3 He w t that we mlght weep.
sin demands a tear

In he-ven alone no sin 18 found,

And there’s no weeping there.

Benjemin Beddome,1818.

266 His Fellowship withws. 874

1 PILGRIMS here on earth and strangers,
'Neath a weary load we bend:
Oh! how sweet, 'mid toils and dangen.
8till to have a heavenly Friend!
Christ has suffer'd,
And to sufferers graoe will gend.
32 Byas 'oes assaulted,
o] e e pEeeg e
el
P th 1 %o streng ik He bied.
‘What could mov N
With Johovah av His sidel




JESUS' LIFB ON EARTH.
3 'l‘tm)e shameful eross they nail'd Hlm,

oross is thron
In the wmbtheyhldmdueald Him H
Lo, the Baviour bursts the stone,
d, ascending,
Claims all empire as His own.

4 Jesu, from Thy heavenly g!orles,
Here an eye of mercy cast ;
Make our path still plaln before us,
8mooth the wave, and still the blast.
Thou hast help’d us:
us safely home at last.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.

267 His Work as God’s Anointed. 8.7.4.
1 MNMHUS saith God of His Anointed :

8]
'Tis the work that Eem do;

An cit;
He shm]}?und,ymd build it too.

2 He whom man with soorn refuses,
‘Whom the favour'd nation hates,
Heitis Jehovnh chooses,
mnk i Mshest;_‘ Place awaits ;
|
Shall dogt.nomage at His gates

3 Be shall humble a.ll the nwrnen 3
He shall fill His foes with
He shall raisc and comfon moumerl
By gll‘le :l:veetneu of His name;
0
He shall llberty proclaim,

4 He shall gather those that wander'd;
‘When mey hear the trumpet’s sound,
They sha.l join His sacred standard,

The, I come and ﬂock around} H
] save them
They ahau be with glory crown'd.
Thomas Kelly, 1809.

268 Despised and rejected of Men. C. M.

REJ ECTED and deaplsed of men,
Anl.'l gﬂe%lgl? lglm o Danl Lill
8 close com, lon s
rough all His life below!



JESUS SUFPFERINGS.

2 Yet all the grlets He felt were ours,
Ours were the woes He bore

Pangs not His own, His spotless soul
‘With bitter angulsh tore.

3 We held Him as eondemn'd of heaven,
An outcast from His
While for our sins He gronn‘d, He bled,
Beneath His Father's rod.

4 His sacred blood hath wash'd our souls
From sin’s polluung stain
His stripes have heal'd us, and His death
Revived our souls again.
William Robertson, 1751,

JESUS’ SUFFERINGS AND
DEATH.

269 o?".a;‘.":....., 7s., 6 lines,

1 (10 to dark Gethsemane,

Ye that feel the tempter’a power ;
Your Bedeemer‘s conflict see;
‘Watch with Him.one bitter honr‘
Turn not from His griefs away ;

of Jesus Christ to pny

2 Follow to the
View the Lo ot Ue a.rrtugn'd
Oh, the wormwood and the galll
Ob, the pangs His soul sustain’d |
Shun not sun‘ering, shame. or loss;
Learn of Him to bear the cross.

3 Calvary's mournful motmtaln climb;
There, adoring at His feet,

Mark that miracle ot tlme.

God's own sacrifice lete.

‘1t is finish’d!” hear H m cry ;
Lem of Jesus Chrlst to die.

bath taken Him away
18 risen :—He meets our eyes;
Baviour, teach us 8o to rise.

James Monigomery, 1836,
187



JESUS' BUFFERINGS.

270 Gethsemane. L.M.

1 (VOME, all ye chosen saints of God,
Who long to feel the cleansing blood,
In.pensive pleasure join with me
To sing of sad Gethsemane.
2 Getl the olf 1
(And why 8o call'd let Christians guess)
Fit name, fit place, where vengeance

strove,
And griped and grappled hard with love,

3 'Twas here the Lord of life appear’
And sigh'd, and groan'd, and prayq'd, and

eal
Bore all incarnate God could bear,
‘With strength enough, and none to spare,

4 And why, dear Saviour, tell me why
Thou didst a bleeding sufferer lie?
‘What mighty motive could Thee move?
The motive's plain—'twas all for love!

5 For love of whom? of sinners base ;
arden’d h

a rebel race;
That mock’d and trampled on Thy blood,
And wanton'd in the wounds of God.

6 Oh love of unexampled kind |
That leaves all thought so far behind ;
Wher?1 ;.el;gltll:, and breadth, and depth,

an eight,
Are lost to my astonish'd sight.
Joseph Hart, 1750, a.

271 Gethsemane.  75., 6 lines,

1 MANY woes had He endured,
Many sore temptations met,
Patient, and to pains inured :
But the sorest trial yet
‘Was to be sustain'd in thee,
Gloomy, sad Gethsemaneg!

2 Came at Iength the dreadful night ;
Vengeance with its fron rod

tood, and with collected might

Bruised the harmless Lamb of God.

3ec, my soul, t.h‘ Saviour see,

Prosurate in semane !




JESUS’ SUFFERINGS.

38 There my God bore all my guilt;
This through grace can be believed ;
But the horrors which He felt
Are 100 vast to be conceived.

None can penetrato throufh thee,
Doleful, dark Gethsemane

4 Sins nst a hog God ;
8ins His righteous laws ;
8ins His love, His blood ;
8ins His name and cause;
8ins immense as 18 the sea—
Hide me, O Gethsemane!

5 Here’s my claim, and here alone,
None a 8aviour more can need ;
Deeds of righteousness I've none ;
No, not one good work to plead :

Not a glimpse of hope for me,

Only in Gethsemane!

6 Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
One almighty God of love,
Hymn'd by all the heavenly host
%l; Thy sl lnlng courts i:)bov_lgl.I
e poor sinners, gracious Three,
Bloss Thoo for Gétnsemane. "
Joseph Hart, 1759,

272 Gethsemane. 8.8.6.

1 IlnI.ANUEL, sunk with dreadful woe,
Unfelt, nnknown to all below—
mExoepit ‘the 8on of Gde:j bow
nizing pangs of 8ol
Drinks deep of wormwood's bitterest
And sweats great drops of blood.

2 *“ O Father, hear! this cup remove;
Save Thou the darling of Thy love
(The prostrate victim cries;
From overwhelming fear and dread!
Though He must mingle with the dead—
His people’s sacrifice.”

3 Hisearnest prayer, His deepening groans,
‘Were heard ‘ore antg‘egl: t.kl'-,rones;
Amazement wrap BKy:
TS o saph Jow s head
e agto seraph V0!
Amigt the realms on high.




JESUS' SUFFERINGA,

4 Made strong in strength, renew’d from
Jen‘:: {’e;ee!rvteesc :‘he ud'glve'n {heaven,
n
He drinks thewormwood mix'd with gall
Sustains the curse, nmoves it all,
Nor leaves a dreg beh

Roppon s sduﬁas, 1860.

273 “Thine unknown Sufferings.” 78,

1 M UCH we talk of Jesu's blood,
But, how little's understood!
Of His sufferings, so intense,
Angels have no perfect sense,

2 Who can rightly comprehend
Their beginning or their end!
*Tis to God and God alon
That their weight {s fuuy known.

3 See the suﬂerlngSon of God,
Panting, groaning, sweating blood !
Boundless depn'u ot love dlvinel
Jesus, what a love was Thinel

4 Though the wonders Thou hast done,
Are as yet so little known,
Here we fix and comfort taki
Jesus died for sinners' uke

Joseph Hart, 1750,

274 Hia Pastion. LM,

1 SEE how the patlent Jesus stands,
ted in His lowest cage!
Blnners have bound the Almighty hands,
And spit in their Creator's face.

2 With thorns Histemple gored and gash'd
Rend streams of bl from every plrt
His back’s with knntted sconriea lash'd,
But ahxrper scourges tear H

3 Nail'd naked to the accursed ‘wood,
Expored to earth and heaven above,
A spectacle of wounds and blood,
A prtitgogy of injured love!



JESUS SUPFERINGS.

4 Hark! how His doleful cries affright
Affected angels, while they view:
His triends forsook Him in the night,
And now His God forsakes Him too!

5 Behold that pale, that languid face,
That drooping head, those languid eyes!
Behold in rorrow and disgrace
Our conquering Hero hangs, and dies!

6 Ye that assume His sacred name,
Now tell me, what can all this mean?
‘What wasit bruised God’s harmleas Lamb,
‘What was it pierced His goul but sin?

7 Blush, Christian, blush; let shame
abound:
1If sin affects thee not with woe,
‘Whatever life 18 in Thee found,
The life of Christ thou dost not know.

Joseph Hart, 1759, a.

2756 “ 4 Crownsl 4.6, Double.
1 0 SACRED Head, once woun
H

unded,
‘With grief and pain weigh'd down,

ow scornfully surrounded
‘With thorns, Thine only crown!
How pale art Thou with anguish,

‘With sore abuse and scorn!
How does that visage languish,

‘Which once was bright as morn!

2 0 Lord of life and glory,

‘What bliss till now was Thine!

1 read the wondrous story,
1 joy to call Thee mine.

Thy erief and Thy compassion
‘Were all for sinners’ gain;

Mine, mine was the transgression,
But Thine the deadly pain.

3 What language shall I borrow
0 ralg: thee, Heavenly Friend,

Oh let me never, never
A{);lse such dying lovel



JESUS' SUFFERINGS.

4 Be near me, Lord, when dying;
Oh show 'hxy r(‘z'i'oss to me;
And, for my succour fiying,

me, Lor me
These eyes new faith recelvlng,
m Jesus shall not move,
For he who dies belteving,
safely through Thy love.

Hemard Clairvauz, 1153
Gerhardt, 1659,

276 Jesus wounded. C.M.

1 HOW clearly all His torturing wounds
The love of Jesus show,

blood atoning flow.

3 How doth th’ ensanguined thorny crown
That beauteous brow transpierce!
How do thenalls those hands and feet
Contract with torture s fierce!

3 He bows His head, and forth at last
His loving spirit soars ;
Yet even after death His heart
For us {ts tribute pours.

4 Oh, come, all ye in whom are fix'd

% ' hylztl‘!’l oSLsartag blood
Come, wns n His all-savin
dyeshallbemadecleg. ’
5 Pn.ue Him, who with the Father sits

Enthg‘meg rue%%’; the skies ; A tr gttt
ose 'ms our souls from

- 'Whose Spirit sanctifies. '

Edward Caswall, 1849, 6.

277 Jesw’s Sarrow. 8

1 SEE the destined day arise
8ee, a willing sacrifice,
Jesus, to redeem our los

Hangs upon the shameful cross!

2 Jesu, who but Tho
Lifted on that treenol;ﬂd ooames

Eve and bltter t!
mn{%&;g‘hy life of worg;oe'



JESTS' SUFFERINGS,

8 Who bat Thou had dared to dratn,
Steep'd in gall, the ﬂulv’ot pain ;
And with tender body
Thorns, and nails, and piercing spear?

4 Thence the cleansing water flow'd
Mingled from Thy side with blood ;
Bign to all attesting eyes
Of the Ainish'd sacrifice.

5 Holy Jesu, grnn: us 7:"“'
In that sacrifice
All our trust for ll!e renew'd,
Pardon’d sin, and promised good.

Richard Mant, 1887, a.
278 “ They Crucified Him.” L.M.
1 come and mourn with me

me awhtle;
Oh come ye to t.he Saviour's side ;
Oh come uﬁmer, t us mourn :
Jesus, our Lord, 18 crucified.

3 Have we no tears to shed for Him,
While soldlers scoff and Jews dortde?
Ah! look how mﬂemly e hangs;
Jesus, our Lord, 18 crucified.

> Hin throat with perch "‘u‘}é"aﬂ":}"é}}e&
rat is
His failing eyes are dimm'd with bloo
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified.

4 Come lct us stand beneath the cross;

l]lrolllmy lzllle blood from g\\g His stde
'all gently on us drop rop;

Jesus, our Lord, is eru E '
5 A broken heart, a fount of tears
Ask, and they will not he denled;
Lord Jesus, may we love and weep,
Since Thou'for us art crucifled.

Frederick William Faber, 1849, a.

279 Wesping at the Oross O M.

1 ALAS! and dfd my Bavlour Meed t
did my Sovereign dle?
meld Br devote that swred hen
For suchawormas1
198 14



JESUR' BUFFERINGS,

2 Was it for crimes that I had done
He 'd upon the tree?
Amazing pity! grace unknown!
And love beyond degree.
3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories in,
‘When God, the mighty Maker died
For man, the creature's sin.

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face,
While His dear cross appears,
Dlnolve my heart in thankfnlness,

And melt my eyes
5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay
H’l‘he deb:l of lol\e Iowe; 3]
ere, Lor ve myself away ;
*Ti8 all that I can do. §
Isaae Watts, 1709,

280 The Attraction of the Cross. C. M.
1 OMJER—lmuln sight !—I see
Y Th’ ini Sg gt God
Explﬂng on th accursed tree,
And weltering in His blood.”
2 Behold, a puni[e torrent run
Down is hands and head.
The crlmson tide puts out the sun;
His groans awake the dead.
3 The trembling earth, the dnrke'n'd sky,
Proclaim the truth'alou
And with th* amazed cencurlon. cry,
“This is the Bon of God !”
t, 80 8 sacrifice
ay vell my hope revive:
If God’s own Son thus bleeds and dies,
The sinner sure may live.
5 Oh that these cords of love dlvlne
Might draw me, Lord, to Thee
Thou hast my heart, it shm bo 'l'hlne M
Thine it shall ever be!
Samuel Stennett, 1787,

281 A View of Christ Crucified. 8.7,
b SWEET the moments, rich in blenlng,
‘Which before the croas I spend,

Life and health, an uesuna.
Froll&che uim'ler’p mns



JESUS’ SUFFERINGS.

9 Here I'll sit for ever viewihg
Mercy’s streams, in streams of blood {
Precions drops! my soul bedewing,
Plead and my peace with

3 Truly blessed {8 this station

w before His cross to lie;

'hile 1 see divine compassion
Floating in His languid eye.

4 Here it is I ind my heaven,
‘While upon the cross I gaze ;
Love I much? I've more torslven 3
I'm a miracle of grace.
5 Love and grief my heart di deln
With my tears His feet I bu
Constant still in talth ablnln
Life deriving from His death.

[ Msy 1 still enjoy this rcellng,

n all need
vae His wounds eacg day more healin|
And Himself more fully Xnow. &
James Allm, 1757.
Walter Shirley, 1‘70

ifixion to the World
282 Wb;itlu Eﬂul. - LM,
1 N I su; the wondrous cross
on wh ch e Prince nt.Glaty died,
My richest gain I count
And pour contempt on all my pride. )

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,
Save in the death of Christ, my God,
I the vain things that charm me most,
1 sacrifice them to His blood.

3 See from His head, His hands, His feet.
Sorrow and love flow mingled down
Did e’er such love and sorrow moet'
Or thorns compose 80 rich a crown!

4 Hl dying crlmson, like a robe,
o'er His bod‘y on the tree,

en am I dead to all the globe,

xnd ;lalsmo globe is dead to me,



JESUS' SUFFERINGS.

& Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small ;
Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all |
Isaac Watts, 1709,

283 Looe sn Agony. C. M.

THE enormous load of human guitt
as on my Saviour laid ;
With woes a8 with a gnrment. He
For sinners was array’d.

2 And in the horrld pangs of death
He wept, He pray'd 10|
Loved an e'mbraced my sullty soul
‘When nalled to the tree.

3 Oh love amazing ! love beyond
The reach of human tongue ;
Love which shall be the sul ject of
An everlasting song.

William Williams, 1759,

“Th Lord hath laid ou Ham
284 the iniquity of us all. C.M.

N Jesu’s name, with one accord,
Lift up a sacred hym:
And think what heailn% st.mms He
From every bleeding lim [pour'd
2 Oh who can tell what woes He hore
Wheri that ure blood was upﬂc‘
‘What pangs His tortured
‘When louled wm: our guﬂn

3 "l‘gv:a not the lnsu]tilng voice of scorn
eal
The plmmg mn the polnted '.’ﬁom.
Oaused not the saddest
4 But eveg strugwllnk sigh betray'd

jef wit
Enw on His b\lrden’d sm\l was laid
The weight of human sin.

& O Thou who hast vouchsafed to bear
o e P Tt 0 wer
us T 88
And lead s 1 our God, *
106 : William Hiley Bathurst, 1681



JESUS' SUFFERINGS.

285 *“ He loved me." C. M.

1 |'OR me vouchsafed th’ umponedramb
His Father’s wrath to bear;
1 see His feet, and read my name
Engraven deeply there.

2 Forth from the Lord His gushing blood
In purple currents ran ; .
Agrd every wound proclaim’d aloud
His wondrous love to man.

3 For, me the 8aviour’s blood avails,
The b e aone fercing nail
e eto it

Shalllead me to Histhrones 1als

Augustus ]f. Iopl«dy, 1759.

286 A4 Sou%or the foot of 874

1 NJOW, my soul, thy voice upnisl
N s|ng lond In mourntal o nz,
Of‘ t] detshorrows'n}ost :u:ulzlns,

nd the agonizing pain,
‘Whi. aglu' Suvisu '
Binless bore, for sinners slain,

2 He the ruthless scourge enduring,
som for our sins to pay ;
Sinners by His own stripes curing,
Raising those who wounded lay ;
Bore our sorrows,
And removed our pnins away.

3 He to liberty restored us
J the very bonds He hare;
His nafil-pierced limbs afford us
Each a stream of mercy rare
Lo! He draws us
To the cross,md keeps us there,

4 When His painful life was ended,
‘When the spear transfix’d His slde,
lood and water thence ducended.
Ponﬂ-‘go forth adouble
'l':ll:;’t to heal us, u -wlled.



JESUS' SUFFERINGS.

5 Jesus! may Thy promised blessing
Comfort to our souls afford ;
May we, now Thy love Kosseulns,
And at length our ful
Ever praise Thee,
Asour ever-slorlous Lord!

John Chandler, 1837, 8.

287 4 Soug. at t};e Joot of s M.

1 LET all our tongues be one
To praise our God on high,
‘Who from His bosom sent His
To fetch us strangers nigh.

2 Norlet our voices cesse
To sing the S8aviour's name;
Jesus, th' ambassadcr of peace,
How cheerfully He came!

3 It cost Him cries and tears
To bring us near to God:
@Great was our debt, and He appears
To make the payment good.

‘Whose { esert,
And humbly view the living stream
Flow from His breaking heart!

Therel, on the cursed tree,

lies
Fulms His mher‘s great decree,
And all our wants supplies.

¢ Lord, clcanse my soul trom sin,
Nor let Thy grace depar!
Great Comforter, ablde wlthln.
And witness to my heart!

Isaac Watts, 1709,

288 The Clennsing Fountain. C.M.
1 Tnz}m 18 a fountain fill'd with blood,

And Il‘n fl‘ol‘{l Immanuel's veins; dood
sinne; un, th:%
080 alt chiolr suﬂed '




JESUS' SUFFERINGS,

2 The dying thiet rejoiced to sec
'l'hgtm‘mmn lrl(:ij day ;
Oh may I there, though vilé as he,
‘Wash all my sins away |

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

4 Eer since by faith I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,
Redeeming love has heen my theme,
And lha.ﬁ be till I die.

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
W!l;" Bl{lﬁli Thy povq?r 70 save, [u;ngno
en this poor lisping, stammerin,
Lies sllent in the grave, &

William Cowper, 1779,

289 Wonders of the Cross. L.M.

1 NA’I'URE with o&en volume stands,
To spread her Maker's praise abroad;
And every labour of His hands
Bhows something worrhy of a God,

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

3 Here I behold Hig Inmost heart, [join,
Where grace and vengeance strangely
Plercing His Son with sharpest smart,
To mske the purchased pleasures mine.

4 Ol the sweet wonders of that cross,
Where God the 8aviour loved and died !
Her noblest life my ?lm draws
From His dear wounds and bleeding side.

5 I would for ever speak His name,
In sounds to mortal ears unknown;
‘With angels join to praise the Lamb,
And worship'at His Father's throne,
Isaac Watts,1709.
199



JESUS' SUFFERINGS,

290 Depﬂu of Wl'u.iom n 8.0

AWAKE. my soul, and rise

Hob pAZeS, and pinder seer
ow hangs the mighty Saviour
Upon a cursed tree ’

3 Now gloriously fulfili'd
Is that most ancient plan
Contrived in the Eternal Mind
Before the world began.

3 Here depths of wisdom shine,
‘Which angels cannot trace;
The hl?hest rank of cherubim
8till Ioat in wonder gaze.

4 Here tree salvation relgns,
And carries all before
And this shall, for the guﬂty race,
Be refuge evermore.

5 Now Hell in all her strength,
Her rage, and boasted sway,
Can never snatch a wand'ring sheep
From Jesus’ arms away.

William Williams, 1772,

291 The Shepherd Smitten. S.M.

1 LIKE sheep we went astray,
"And broke the fold of God:
Each wandering in a different way,
But all the downward road.

2 How dreadful was the hour
‘When God our wanderings laid,
And did at once His venseance pour
Upon the Shepherd's head

3 How glnﬂous 'was the grace
‘When Christ sustain'd the stroke!
His llfe and blood the Shepherd pays,
A ransom for the flock,

4 His honour md His breath

‘Were taken both wn{
J oln’d with the wlcked n Hls death,
nmmnde as vile as t!



JESUS' BSUFFERINGS.

5 But God shall raise His head
O’er sons of men to reign,
And make Him see 2 numerous seed,
To recompense His pain.

6 *“I'1l give Him,” saith the Lord,
- .Almp‘ortlon with the strong:

1 possess a eward,
And hold His honours lons.“
Tsaac Watts, 1700, a.

292 The Three Mountains. 78.

1 HEN on 8inai's top I see
God descend in majesty,
To proclaim His holy law,
All my spirit sinks with awe.

2 When, in ecstasy sublime,

Tabor's glorious stcep I climb,

At the too-transporting light,

Darkness rushes o'er my sight.
3 When on Gnlvary

God, made man?fuﬁ,
Shines ln my Redeemer’s face,

Full of beauty, truth, and grace.

4 Here I would for ever stay,
‘Weep and gaze my soul away ;
Thou art heaven on earth to me,
Lovely, mournful, Calval
James Klmtamery, 1812,

293 “I,if I be lifted up, madraw 8M.

all men unto

1 EHOLD th’ amazin, alsht,
The 8aviour lifted hi; ﬁh
Behold the 8on of God s delight,
Expire in agony
2 For whom, for whom, my heart,
‘Were all these sorrows borne?
Why did He feel that plerclnz nnart,
And meet that vaﬂous scorn

3 For lml'e of us He bl

rture di
T:]llg l,(‘)lve‘ th‘:G bow"‘cllu?‘ls ﬁlntl ng head,

d oped His gu



JESUS' SUFFERINGS.

4 1see, and I adure,
In sympathy oflo
1 feel ¢ eurongl at.tract.ive power,
To lift my soul above.

5 Drawn by such cords as these,
Let all the earth combine
With cheerful a.rdour to confess
The energy divine.

6 In Thee our hearts unlee,
Nor share Thy grief
Buz ‘rom Thy cross pnrsue cheir flight
To Thy triumphant throne.

Philip Doddridge, 1755, a.

294 His Death. 8.

1 ON the wings of faith uprising,
Jesus crucified X see
‘While His love, g rprising,
Cries, ** I suffer'd all for T tneel"

2 Then, beneath the cross adoring.
8in'doth like itself appe:
When the wounds of Chrlut exploring,
1 can read my pardon there.

3 Who can think, without admirin,
‘Who can hear, and no'.hlng feel? '
See the Lord of fite expiri ng.
Yet retain a heart of steel?

vg}ells here mﬁy gaze and wonder

t the God of love could mean,

‘When He tore the heart nunder,
Never once defiled with sin!

Joseph Swain, 1792,
29 5 “The Love of Chrut

constraineth us.’ 7s.

1 IN the Lord's atoning grief
Be our rest and sweet relief ;
Store we deep in heart's recess
All the shame and bitterness.

2 Thorns, and cross, and nails, and l.mee.
ounds, our treuure that en|
Vinegar, and reed,
And the pang u sonl. that freed,



JESUS' SUFFERINGS.

3 May these all our spirits mte
And with love inebriate;
In our souls plant vh-tue s root,
And mature its glorious fruit.

4 Crucified! we Thee adore,
Thee with all our heuns lmplorc.
Us with saintly ban
In the realms of heavenly llght.

5 Christ, by coward hands betray'd,
Christ, for us a captive made,
chrlst upon the bitter tree

lain for man, be praise to Thee.

John Mason Neale, 1851,

296 For me. L.

1 HE Bon of God, in mlfhty love,
me down to Bethlehem for me,
Forsook Hls throne of llghc above,
An infant upon earth to

2 Inlove, the Father’s sinless chud
&v{ourn'd at Nazareth for m
‘With sinners dwelt the Undenled.
The Holy One in Galilee.

3 Jesus whom angel bosts adore,
Became a man of griefs for me :
In love, thongh rich, becoming poor,
That I, through Him, enrich’d might be.
4 Though Lord of all, above, below,
Be went to Olivet for me
e drank my cup of wrath md woe,
d bled in dark Gethseman
5 The ever-blessed Son of God
Went up to Calvary for
re pald my debt, there bore my load
In nls own body on the tree.

6 Jesus, whose dwelling is the skies,
‘Went down into the grave for mc ;
There overcame my enemies,

There won the glorlous victory.

7 'Tis finish’d all : the veil 1s rent,
‘The welcome sure, the access
Now then, we leave our bmishment,
O Father, to retarn to Thee!

Horatius Bonar 188
23



JRBUS' BUFFERINGS,

297 All for ws. 8.7

1 GBEA’I’ High Priest, we view Thee
stooping,
‘With our mmec upon ’l'hy hrenz,
In the gard groanlng
'l‘o the groun with horrors preas 'd,
ing angels stood confounded
hold their Ma.ker thus;
And can we remain unwounded,
When we know "twas all for us ?
2 On the cross Thy body broken
Cancels every penal tie;
'l‘empted souls, produw this token,
All demands to satis: ‘{
All 18 finish’d ; do not doubt it;
But believe ynur dying Lord
Never reason more about it
Oty take Him a¢ His word.
3 Lord, we fain would trust Thee solely;
*Twas for us ‘Thy blood was spilt,
Bruisdd Brid«ﬁsoom, take us wholly H
Take hat Thou wilt.
Thou hast borne the bm.er sentence
Past on man's devoted race;
True belief and true repentance

Are Thy gifts, Thou God of grace.
Joseph Hart, 1759,
298 Sin removed by the Cross. 78,

1 SDNS of peace redeem'd by blood,
Raise your songs to Zion's God ;
Made from condemnation free,
Grace triumphant sing with me.

2 Calvary's wonders let us trace,
Juatice magnified in grace ;

Mark the purple streams, and say,
Thus my sins were wash’'d away.

3 Wrath divine no more we dread,
Vengeance smote our Surety's head :
Legal claims are full met
Jesus paid the 1 debt.

4 8in is lost beneath the flood,
Drown'd in the Redeemer’s blood,
Zion, oh! how blest art thou,
Justified from all things now,

John Kent, 1808,
204



JRSU® SUFFERINGS,
299 Jehooah satied.  SM.

MORE mu‘t’d th:m any man’s,

r’s visage see;
‘Was ever lormw uke to His
Endured on Calvary?

g Oh, hear that piercing ery! -
What can {ts mean 1
“!(y God ! myaodl oh whyhut'rhon
n wrath forsaken me

3 Oh 'twu because our sins

On Him by God were laid;
He who Himself had never sian'd,

For sinners, made.

¢ Thus sin He put away
By His one sacrifice,
Then, conqueror o’er death and hell,
He mounted to the skies.

5 ‘Therefore let all men know
That God is satisfied;
And sinners all who Jesns mut,
Through Him are justified.
William Ruassell, 1861,

300 It is finish'd.” 8.7. 4’

1 JTARK | the voice of love and mem
H Sounds aloud from Calvary !
Bee! it rends the rocks asundcr,
Bhakes the earth and vells the sky!
“7J¢ {8 finish'd! "
Hear the dying 8aviour cry.

2 Tt is finish'd !"—Oh what pleasure
Do these charming words afford !
Heaven!y bleuinsl without measure
Flow to us from Christ the Lord:
“ It 1l finish’d! - 5
Baints, the dying words record.

3 Finish'd all the types and shadows
Of the ceremonial law |
PFinish'd all that God hnd promised ;
Death and hell no more shali awe :
“Tt is finish'd |”
Sdlgytg from hence your comfort draw



-JESUS’ BUFFERINGS. -

4 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs,
J.(‘)Iny to llkl‘lgrﬁ!e pl elifyng theme ;
1lon all in heaven,
Join to pralae mmanuel’s name {

Glory to t.he {)leeding Lamb!
Jonathan Evane, 1787,

301 ' Joy or Sorrow. 7s.
1 Tsigﬂnlsh'd * ghall we raise

Mourn to see the Saviour die,
Or proclaim His victory?

2 If of Calvary we tell
How can songs of trlumph swell ?
If of man redeemed from woe,
How shall notes of mourning flow ?

3 Qurs the guilt which glerced His side,
Ours the sin for whic fed ;
Buc the blood which flow’d that day
ash’d our sin and guilt away.

4 La.mb ef God! Thg death hath given
hope of heaven:
“lt Is ﬂn h'd 3" let us raise
Songs of thankfulness and praise !
Hymns and Poetry for Schoals, 18¢0,

302 Christ's %@, Fl‘ctory, and o.M

1 SING my Saviour's wondrons death;
He conquer’d when He fell
“'Tis ﬂnlah' 1 gaild Hls dylng breath,
And shock the gates of

2 "l‘ls finish’d!” our Immmuel cries :
‘he dreadful work is done:
Eence shall His sovereign throne arise
His kingdom is begun

3 His cross a sure toundntlon laid
When Ihraueh the resons of thea
en throu e reglons o e
He pasa'd go reach ‘ﬁ ead
4 Exalted at His Father's stdo
8its our victorious Lord ;
To heaven and hell His hands divide
’l’h{osensmce or reward.



JESUS SEEN OF ANGELS.

5 The saints, from ms mm e,
SwAlt thelr meveral crnmans. !
And all the sons of darlmeu ﬂy
The terror of His

I_mc Waits, 1709.

303 The Cup of Wrath. C. M.
1 CE it was mine, thedclgynotmth

Bu Jesus drank §
D the cursad troe transfix'd,
ne bmthed th’ expiring sigh.

2 No tongue oan tell the wrath He bom.
The wrath so due to me;
8in’s just desert ; He bore it all,
To set the sinner freel
3 Now not uinslo drop remains;
By oné cechual draught, B9 drank
one ‘ec raugl e
The cap of Wrath quite dry.

Albert Midlane, 1864,

JESUS SEEN OF ANGELS.

804 Jesus seen of Angels. C.M.
1 BEYOND the glitterlnﬁuurry skies,

There. in zhe boundless worlda of light,
Our dear Redeemer dwells.

3 Immortal angcls, bright lnd fair,
In countless armies shine!
At His right hand, with golden harps,
They offer songl divine,

3 In all His toils and dangerou- paths
They did His steps attel
led, and wonder'd how at last
'rhe scene of loye would end.

4 And when the powerl of hel combined
Tl'lni nn“n} é» beheld His tears
eir n ehel
P A gu?nh flow.



JESUS SEBN OF ANGELS.

5 Almaﬂwmm treoliehung.

darkness v w;ﬂ
They saw, t & sight,
The Lord of ory dle

n He hnuc: the ‘gam of death,

e tyrant's power;
The nw the illustrious Oonqneror rise,
.ﬁ: hail'd the blessed hour. 4

7 They brought His chariot from above,
an 'd uwlmtlrl ml'u cw‘i and eried,
r triumphan
Blorious work 18 dome”

8 uy sonl the jta‘ 1 triumph feels,
e moments I
Ere -he her Saviour's slury
And joins the rapturous song.

James Panch and Daniel Turner, 1791, a.

305 Jesus seen of Angels. 148th.

1 YE bright immortal throng
Of angels round the throne,
Join with our feeble song
To make the Saviour known:
On earth ye knew
His wondrous 5
His beauteous
In heaven ye view.

2 Ye saw the heaven-born child
In human flesh array'd,
Benevolent and mild,
While In the manger Jatd ;
d praise to God,

Por such a blnh.
Proclaim'd aloud.

3 Ye, in the wil
Beheld the tempter spoll‘d
‘Well known in ev dnsa,
Ane to crown
The Victor's head,
When Satan fled
2(é!emre His frown.



JESUS RISEN.

4 Around the bloody tree
Ye press’d with strong desire,
That wondrous sight to see,
The Lord of life expire ;
And, could your eyes
Have known a tear,
Had dropp'd it there
In sad surprise.

5 Around His sacred tomb

A willing watch ye kept ;

Till the blest moment came

To awaken Him that slept :
Then roll'd the stone,
And all adored
Your ristng Lord,
‘With joy unknown.

6 When all array'd in light
The shlnf{zﬂ nqueror rode,
Y 8 rapturous fiight

Tp to the throne of God ;

And waved around
Your golden wings,
And struck your strings
Of sweetest sound.

7 The warbling notes pursue,
And louder anthems raise;
‘While mortals sing with you

lm‘Ar o:’t'ho Redeemgr'l pralse:
n u, my heart,
‘With equal n’;me,
And joy the same,
Perform thy part.

Philip Doddridga, 1155,

RESCRRECTION AND ASCEN-
SION OF OUR LORD.

306 The Lord is risen. 78.
1 HRIST, the Lord, s risen to-day,”
“C so!nsu')tmenmdmgeul *

Raise your joys and triomphs "h H
se .
smgi y’e heavens ; and earth relph 3



JESUS RISEN.

2 Love's redeeming work is done :

Fought the fight, the battle won:
TLo! the sun's eciipse is o'%er;
Lo! he sets in blood no more!

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal,
Christ has burst the gmsot hell ;
Death in vain forbids His rlae,
Christ hath opened paradise.

4 mves n on lorious Kln
.8“ tg 18 now thygstlngf"

l)nce He dled our souls to save "
“ Where's thy victory, boumng gnvc!

5 Soar we now where Christ has led,
Following our exalted Head ;

Made like Him, like Him we rise:
Qurs the cross, the grave, the skies.

6 Halil, the Lord of earth and heaven!
Praise to Thee by both be given!
Thee we greet triumphant now,

Hall, the Resurrection—Thou !
Charles Wesley, 1730,

807 “He is risen.” 7s.

NGELS, roll the rock away ;
Deat! h resign thy mlghzy prey.
See the Saviour quit the tomb,

Glowing with immortal bloom.
Hallelujah.

2 Shout, ye seraphs ! Gabrlel ra.lse
Fame's eternal trump of pnl
Let the earth’s remotest bound -
Hear the joy-inspiring sonnd,

llclujah.

3 Saints on earth, lift np onreyes,
l'l?‘?ow to gilo.rg se'e Klnt:hr a
ope of angels on the roa
Hail and sing the hwarn;te God.
allelujah.

4 Heaven unfolds its mln wid
Qiadous e, g e i

oun’ ron
N Boandless empire is Thite own. "
Hallelujah
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JESUS RISEN,

5 Praise Him, ye celestial choirs,
Praise, and sweep your golden lms.
Shout, O earth, in rapturous song ;
Let the strains be sweet and strong!

Hallelujah,

6 Every note with wonder swell,
8in o’erthrown, and captived hell,
Where is hell's'once dreaded king?
‘Where, O death, thy mortal stin, !
Halleluj

Thomas Scott, 1769 H
Thomas Gibbons, 1784,

308 Praise the visen Lord.  148th,
ES, thgn Redeemer ros

Th
And o’er our hellish foes
High mi!l?idd}m conquering head :

The guards arzund
rell to the ground,
And sunk away.

2 Lol the angelic bands
In full assembly meet
To wait Hls hig] h commands,
And worsh{ at His feet :
oyful they come,
And wing thefr way
m realms of
To Jesus’ tomb.

3 Then back to heaven they ny,
And the glad tidings bear
Hark! as they soar on high
‘What music fills the air !

'rheir nnthems 83y,

*Jes 0 bled,
Hahlets the dead!
He rose to-day.”

3
E
g
3
g2
O
ﬂ-
g
&

4 Ye mortals ! catch the sound,
Redeem’d by Him from hell,
And send the echo round
The globe on vhlch you dwell ;

PO!
“ Jesus, who l:?ed
Hath left the detd
No more to die”



JESUS RISEXN.

5 AII hsll triumphant
savest us with 'l'hym\ood!

WIde be Thy name adored,
Thou rising, reigning God ! ]

‘With Thee we rise,

With 'l‘hee we reign,

And em: Ea.l

Beyond the skies.

Philip Doddridge, 1755, a.
309 « The Lord is visen indeed.”” 8. M.

1 ¢« HE Lord is risen indeed ;*
Now {8 His work perform'd H

Now is the mighty Captive freed,
And death’s strong castle storm’d.

2 “The Lord is risen indeed »
The grave has lost its prey ;
With l-um is risen the ransom’d seed,
To reign in endless day.

3 “The Lord is risen mdeed e
He lives to die no more

He lives the sinner's cause to

ose curse and shame He

4 “The Lord s rtsen lndeed
Attending angels,
Tp to the courts ot'hen\'en, with speed,
The joytul tidings bea:

5 Then tune your golden I{rel,
And strike each cheerful chord;
Join all ye bright celestial cholrs.
To sing our risen Lord

Thomas Kelly, 1804, a.
310 Captivity led captive,  148%h.

1 HE happy morm, s come
Triumphant o’er the grave.
The Saviour leaves the tomb,
Omnipotent to save:
Captivity is captive led ;
For Jesus liveth, that was dead.

‘Who now accuseth them,

For whom their Ransom died?

‘Who now shall those condemn

Whom God hnh justified
Captivity 18 captive led :
Fg{z.lesus liveth, tlut was dead.



JESUS RISRN.

3 Christ hath the ransom Dlld
The glorious work is do
On Him our help is lnd,
By Him our vlccorly won
Capclvny 18 captive led
For Jesus liveth, that was dead,
Thomas Haweis, 1702,

311 Death conquered. P.M.
1 PBAISE the Redeemer, almighty to
Immanuel hu triumph'd o'er death and
grave!

e
Slns, for the door of the dungeon is open.
The Captive came forth at the dawn of

the
How v-.ln the precaution! the s}
The mchmen in terror have fi r

Prnue the Redeemer, &c.
2 Praise t? the Conqueror ; oh tell of His

In plty to mortals He came from above.
h lhlll rebuild for the tyrant his

n ?
The sceptre lies broken that fell m hls
His doniinjonis ended; theLord is uﬂnen s
The tgelpleu shall soon be released £

ds.
Praise the Redeemer, &c.
William Groser, 1838.

312 Comfort from the Resurrection. C. M.

1VE Immhle souls that seek the Lord,
Chase all your fears away ;
And bow with pleasure down to see
The place where Jesus lay.

2 Thas low the Lord of Life was brought ;
8nch wonders love cando!
Thus cold in death that bosom lay,
‘Which throbb’d and bled for you,

3A llzoment “er a loo‘:g :_i‘) grief,
8OTTO
And wgal::: the bloody stalng away
ith torrents from your eyes,

213



JESUS ASCENDED.

5 Mighty Victor, reign for ever ;
ear the crown so dearly won H
Never shall Thy people,

neve:

Cease to sing what Thou hut done 3
'l'hou hast fo:.ght Thy people's foes ;
Thou hast heal'd Thy people’s woes.

Thomas Keily, 1800,

316 ¢« Who is the King of giory»* LM,

REJOICE ye shining worlds on mgh.
Behold the Klns of glo nigh!
‘Who can this King of

?
The mighty Lord, the g;vlour's He.
2 Ye heavenly gates, your leaves dis|
To make thz%o ,y e Saviour piass
T,aden with spoils trom earth and ell,
The Conqueror comes with God todwell.
3 Raised from the dead, He goes before ;
e opens heaven's etérnal door; B
ve His saints a blest abhode,
Ne&rc eir Redeemer and their God.

Tiaac Watts, 1710.
317 Sing, O Heavens. 7s.

1 SII\G O heavens! O earth, rejoice !

1 harp, and human vol,
Round Him, ne' He risos e

se
Your ascending Saviour's Allu-alse

2 Bruiséd is the serpent’s head,
Hell is vanquish'd, death is dead
dt K clzr sr.tfcme up on high,
Captive
it Alleluia!
3 All His work and warfare done
He into His heaven is goue,
And beside His Fathers throne,
Now isipleading for His own N al
a
4 Asking gifts for sinfal rnen,

t e come down again,
the fallen to restore,
In them dwell for evermore.

uia {
216



JBSUS ASCENDED.
5 Sing, O heavensi O earth, rc)ot
and human v

h
Round Him, in His slory. Talde
Your as Sa\ our's Ylnlne
elnia

John 8. B, Monsell, 1863,

318 “Igo ?p;e}::tu a place Cc M.

TH' eternal gates lift us thelr helds,
e doors are o]
The an of glory is gone np
TUnto His Father's side.

2 Thou art gone in before us, Lord,
Thou hast prepared a place,
That we may be where now Thou ard,
And look upon Thy face.

And ever on our eorthly path
gleam of glory lies
A ugh still breaks upon the cloud
veils Thee from our eyes.

4 Lift up our thonghts, lift up our songs,
let Thy grace be given,

And f‘l‘l
That while we ln%er yet Dbelow
Our hearts in heaven.

5 That where Thouart, at God's right hand,
Our hope, our love may be:
Dwell in us now, that we may dwell
For evermore in Thee.

Cecil Frances Alezander, 1853, a.

319 Gone into Heaven, S. M.

THOU art gone up on high,
To mansions in the skies ;
And round ThI throne uncmlngly
The songs of praise aril

But we are lingering here
‘With sin and care Pn
Lord, send Thy promised Oomtuner.
And lead us to Thy rest,



JESUS ASOENDED.

3 Thouart gone high:
Bu Thou dld-r.‘g’nt come down,
ugh’earth’s most bitter asouy
To Pass unto Thy crown;

4 Andgirt with griefs and feurs
Our onward course must be ;
But only let that path of tears
Lead us, at last, to Thee!

5 ’l‘hou ax‘t gone up on hlgh H
But Thou shalt come agal
With all the br ;&hc ones. ] e sky
Attendant in

G Oh! by Thy saving power,
S0 make us live and die,
That we may stand, in that dread hour,
At Thy right hand on high

Emma Toke, 1851,

320 Glory to our King- 6 lines,7s.

LOBY glory, to our King!
Crowns unfading wreathe His head;
Jesus is the name we sing;
esus, risen from the dead;
Jesua. spoiler of the grave;
Jests, mighty now to save.

2 Jesus is gone up on high :
ngels come to meet thelr King ;
Shouts triumphant rend the sky,
‘While the Victor's praise they slns
“ Open now, ye heavenly !
'Tis the King of glory wa s"

8 Now behold Him high enthroned!
Glory beaming from His face;
By adoring angels own'd
Lord of holiness and g
Oh for hearts and tor‘gues to sing,
“Glory, glory to our >
4 Jesus, on Thy people shine ; [tonsues,
Warm our hearts and tune
That with angels we may joi
Share their hiiss and swell zhefrnonsi
Gk;?- , honour, praise, and power,
be Thine for evermore.
Thomas Kelly, 104,
218



JESUS ASCENDED,

321 Our Forerunner. L. M.

1 vas, the Lord, our souls adore,
A painful sufferer now no more ;
High on His Father's throne He reiguns,
O'er earth and heaven’s extensive plainy,

2 His race for ever I8 complete ;

For ever undisturb'd His seat ;
y! s of angels round Him fly,
And sing His well-gain'd victory.

3 Yet, midst the honours of His throne,
He loys not for Himself alone :

His meanest servants share their part,
Share in that royal tender heart.

4 Raise, rulse, my soul, thy raptured sight
With sacred wonder an delrgm; i
Jesus, thine own forerunner see
Enter'd beyond the veil for thee.

5 Loud let the howling tempest yell,
And foaming waves to well
No shipwreck can fy vessel fear,
Btuce hope bath fix’d her anchor here,
Philip Doddridge, 1755,

322 “Lift up your Heads.” L. M,

1 J IFT up your heads, ye gates! and wide
L Yauvl?everluﬁna'xoon display ; ©
Ye angel-guards, like flames divide,

And give the King of glory way.

2 Whois the King of glory !—He,
Tue Lord, omnipotent to save;
Whose own right arm, in victory,
Led captive Death, and spoil'd the grave,

3 Lift up your heads, ye gates! and high
Your everlasting portals heave ;
Welcome the King of glory nigh;

Him must the heaven of heavens receive,

4 Who is the King of glory—who?

"f,l;a {.lord of honsv.s H geho&dh E:z ;ugne :
e kingdom, power, an r due,
Ticid HEnC T Datncs, with' ghed secisim®
James Montgomery, 1822,
219



JRSUS ASCENDED,

323 AU hail. 8.7.

JESUB, halil! enthrouned in glory,
There for ever to abide;

All the heavenly host adore’ Thee,
Seated at Thy Father's side.

2 There for sinners Thou art pleadms.
There Thou dost ourplaoep
E\ er for us interc
il in glory we wpeur

3 Wouhlp. honour, power. and blessing,
Thou art wonhy recelve
Loudest praises, without at coneing,
Meet it i for us to give.

4 Help ye bright., angelic splrlt.a,
eetest, noblest lays ;
Belp m sl&ur Saviour's merlte,
t Immanuel’s praise.

John Bakewell, 1760.

324 The Conqueror veigns.  C. M.

TRIUMPHANT Christ ascends on high,
The 5lorlous work complete
Stn, death, and hell, low vanquish'd lte,
Beneath His awtul feet.

2 Thcre, with eternal glory omn‘d,
¢ Lord, the Oonqueror reigns ;
His pralse the heavenly cholrs resound,
In their immortal strai
3 Amid the splendours of Ble  throne,
Unchanging love appears
The names He purchased for His own
Still on His heart He bears.

4 Oh. the rich depths of lave dMne!

blise, a boundless
Dvnr Sirlonr, let me un 'l‘hee mine,
T cannot wish for more.
5 0n Thee alone my hope relies ;
oath Thy cro o Loall,
mhm my le, ok mriﬂoe,
Saviowr, and

220 Amu Steele,; 1700,



OUR LORD IN HEAVEN.

325 Preralent Intercession. C.M.

1 A WAKE, sweet gratitude, and sin,
A Th’ Efcended Saviour's'love; o
Tell how He lives to carry on

His people’s causge above,

3 With cries and tears He offer'd up
His humble suit below;
But with authority He asks,
Enthroned in glory now.

3 For all that come to God by Him,
Salvation He demands ;
Points to their names upon His breast,
And spreads His wounded hands.

4 His covenant and sacrifice
Give sanction to His claim;
“Father, I will that all my saints
Be with me where I am.

5% their salvation, recompense
e sorrows I endured ;
Just to the merits of Thy Son,
And faithful to Thy word.”

6 Eternal life, at His request,
To every saint is given ;
Bafety on earth, and after death,
The plenitude of heaven.

Augustus M, Toplady, 1771,

326 “ He ever liveth.” LM,

1 HE lives, the great Redeemer lives,
t joy the hlest assurance gives!)
And now before His Father God,
Pleads the full merit of His blood.

3 Repeated crimes awake our fears,

And justice arm’d with frowns appears ;
But in the S8aviours lovely face
t!wmn;%rfy amiles, and all is peace.




JESUS IN HEAVEN.
3 Hence, then, ye black despairing
thoughts ;

Above our fears, above our faults,
His powertul intercessions rise;
And guilt recedes, and terror dies.

4 In every dark distressful hour,
When sin and 8atan join their power,
Let this dear hope repel the dart,
That Jesus bears us on His heart.

5 Great Advocate, Almighty Friend,
On Him our humble hopes depend:
Our cause can never, never fail,
For Jesus pleads, and must prevall.

Anne Steele, 1760.

« Tonched with a feeling of
327 our inﬁrmu{n."" © L.M.
1 YWHERE high the heavenly templc
W stand! P

8,
The house of God not made with hands,
A great High Priest our nature wcars,
The Patron of mankind appears.

2 He, who for men their Burety stood,
And pour'd on earth His lirecious blood,
Pursues in heaven His mighty plan,
The Saviour and the Friend of man.

8 Though now ascended up on high,
He bends on earth a brother’s eye;
Partaker of the human name,

He knows the frailty of our framc.

4 Our fellow sufferer yet retains
A fellow feeling of our pains,
‘And still remembers in the skies,
His tears, and agonies, and cries.

5 Tn every pang that rends the heart,
The Man of Sorrows had a part;
He sympathizes in our grief,
‘And to the sufferer sends velief.
6 With boldness therefore at the thron
Let u;!g:g: :‘l‘lio rh wrrowl; known, e.
eavenly power
elp us in the evil hour. P

222 Michael Bruce, 17704 0.



JESUS IN HEAVEN,

328 Christ's w to the O.M.

1 ITH joy we meditate the grace
W ot ?mrlllgh Priest above;
His heart is made of tenderness,

His bowels melt with Jove.

2 Touch'd with a sympathy with{n,
He knows our feeble frame ;
He knows what sore temptations mean,
For He has felt the same.

3 But spotless, innocent, and pure,
The great Redeemer 8
While 8atan’s fiery darts He bore,
And did resist to blood.
4 He, in the days of feeble fiesh,
Pourd out His cries and tears,
And in His measure feeis
‘What every member hears.

5 Then let our humble faith address
His mercy and His power,
We shall obtain delivering grace
In the distressing hour.

Tsaac Watts, 1709,

Faith triumphant in her
329 " iving m:. LM
1 0 shall the Lord’s elect condemn ?
*Tis God that justifies their souls ;

And mercy like a mighty stream,
O'er all their sins divinely rolls.”

2 Who shall adjudge the saints to hell?
2‘!:!1 Christ th'}n:sst'xﬂent"d fIlllzl ﬁlfe" stead;
nd, their salvation to
Behold Him rising from the dead,

3 He lives, He lives, and sits above,
For vor tnterceding there:
‘Who shall divide us from His love?
Or what should tempt us to despatr ?

4 persecution, or distress,
%:l}llne, or sword, or nakednéss?
He that hath loved us bears us throngh,
And makes us more than conquerors too.



JESUS IN HEAVEN.

5 Faith hath an overeomlni power,
It triumphs in the dying hour:
Christ is our life, our joy, our hope,
Nor can we sink with such a prop.
6 Not all that men on earth can do,
Nor Fowers on high, nor powers *Jelow.
8hall cause His mercy to remove,
Or wean our hearts trom Christ our love.

JTsaac Watts, 1709,

5

330 Preseroation by His Plea. C.M.

1 THERE 1s a Shepherd kind and strong,
8till watchful for His sheep :
Nor shall the infernal lion ren
‘Whom He vouchsafes to keep.

2 Blest Jesus, Intercede for us,
That we may fall no more
Oh raise us, when we prostrate lie,
And comfort lost restore,

3 Thy secret energy impart,
Fhat Zaith may never fall
But under showers of flery darts,
That temper'd shield prevail.

Philip Doddridge, 1755,

331 The Potwer of the risen Lord. C. M.

1 TESUS, the name high over all,
In hell, or earth, or sky,
Angels and men before it all,
And devils fear and fly.

2 Jesus, the name to sinners dear,
‘The name to sinners given,
It scatters all their guilty fear,
And turns their hell to heaven.

3 Jesus the prisoner’s fetters breaks,
P T earenathleas souls 1t speaks,
ower {nto strengthless souls it
And life into the dead.

4 His only righteousness I show,
His saving truth proclaim ;
*Ti8 all my businces here below
ngc:y, “ Behold the Lamb "



JESUS IN HEAVEN,
5 mwy. if v;lth my luon breath

Pmehmm to all mderylndeath.
 Behold, behoid the Lamb!”

Charles Wesley, 1749,

332 He must reign.. C.M.

1) Is b—tlmt nlzing hour
torture and of shame ;
And Jema is gone up with power,
His promised throne to claim.

2 The Father heard Him when He cried
From sorrow’s deepest
And gave Him those for whom Hbdled.
The purchase of His blood.

3 The first fruits ha.ve been sather'd in,
The work of love bey
But. brighwr ears shal soon begln
Their glorlous course to ru

4 The name of Jesus shall be known
To earth’s remotest boun
mmons shall bow hetore Hls throne,
1l the joytul so -
5 1 summons shall awake the dead
d break the captive’s chaf
Till o’er a ransom’d world shall spread
Christ's universal reign.

William Hiley Bathurst, 1831

“ He shall
333 audr g:'f?r ewer 8.7.4.

1 LOOK, ye salntl, the sight Is sloﬂous,
he * Man of Sorrows” now;
From the fight return'd vlctorlous,
Every knee to Him shall bow H
Crown Him, crown Him
Crowns become the Victor's brow.

2 Crowrr the Saviour, angelg, crown Him ;
Rich the truphles Jesus brings:
In the seat of power enthrone Him,
‘Whilc the vault of heuven rlngs :
Crown Him, oro
Crowa the i-.v{our. “ ng ot xings”
25 16



JESUS IN HEAVEN.

3 Sinners in derision crown'd Him,
ocklns thus the S8aviour's elaim ;
angels crowd around Him,
0wn His tllt:[le, praise Hh ’mmae.
8p! reud abmm :.he Victor's fame,

rk ! those bursts of acclamat;
4 ! sho! &%nls !

Jesu' takes the highest station !
joE the sight -mmn 1
i, crown Hi
“ K1ns of kings, and Lord of lords."

Thomas Kelly, 1809,

334 The Kingdom of Christ. 148th.

EJOIOE e Lord is King,
' RMrantudking adfie:
Mort.als. glve
And mumph evermore
Lift up the heart, lift up the vole&
Rejoice aloud, ye saints, rejoioe.

2 Jesus the Saviour reif

The God of truth and ove :

‘When He had purged our stains,

He took His seat above:

Lifo up, &e.
3 dom cannot fail,
e rnl o'er earth and heaven ;
The tkeya o% death {m d hell
Are to our Jesus given :
& Lift up, &a.

4 Heall His foes shall quell,
8hall all our sins destroy,
And every bosom swell
‘With pure seraphic joy:
Lift up, &e.

5 oice in glortous hoj
Pﬂewﬂ. the P dge lhn.llp:};me,
nd take His serunu up.
'A‘o their eternal he gme b
1 shall hear ol mgsl'
The tranp of Gen shasl Sonangsre volee,

228 Charles Waskey, 1146, a.



JESUS IN HEAVEN,

335 Reigning Power. 148th.

REJOICE the SBaviour reigns
Among the sons of men;
He breaks the prisoner's chains,
And makes them again;
Let hell o) Fpose God's only Son,
In spite of foes His cause goes on.

The cause of ﬂghbeonsnm,
Of truth and holy &J
Design’d our world to hl'ess,
Shall spread and never cease
Gentile and Jew their souls shall bow,
Allegiance due with rapture vow.

3 The baffled prince of hell

4 He dl ‘but soon grose
Triumphant o’er the grave;
ana mu Blmselt ne shows

mnipof
Let rebels kisa the Vlctor‘s feet,
Eternal bliss His subjects meet.

5 Allpoweris m Hls hand,
His ‘People to defend ;
To His most high command
8hall millions more attend : cause,
AIJ heaven with smiles ap roven H
And distant isles receive
Jokn Bfla»d, 1702,

336 Christ Glor{fied. C.M.

1 T HE head that once was crown'd with
Iu cmwn’d with glory now; ([thorns,

em adorns
The might.y Victor's brow.
2 The h lace that heaven affords

£,
ThS Bing of Kinge: Sad Tord of lords,
m ven's eterul light.



JESUS IN HEAVEN.
3 The 2 au who dwell above,
30}' o 1L who s

ow,
To whom }Ie ‘manifests His love,
And grants His Name to know.

4 We suffer with our Lord below,
‘We reign with Him above,
Our profit and our joy to know
The mystery of love.

5 The cross He bore is life and hesm:.
o
8 s ho) s people’s weal
Th%el:gverlugi%g them

nouu Kelly, 1820.

337 The Glog of Chn'st in C.M.

1 OH the delisheu the helvenly joys,
Whate Jesns shells the beiwhtest beams
‘Ot His o’erflowing ?h

2 Sweet majesty and awful love
Bit smiling on His brow,
And all the glorious ra.nnnbove
At humble distance bow.

3 Those soft, those blessed teet of His,
That once rude iron tore,
Tigh on a throno of llght they stand,
And all the saints ado;

4 His head, the dear mujeetic head
That cruel thorns did wound,
Sece what immortal glories shine,
And circle it around !

5 This is the Man, th’ exalted Man,
‘Whom we unseen adore
But when our eyes behom ‘His face,
Qur hearts shall love Him more.

Tsaac Watts, 1709.

338 Owr Victorious Lord. 78

CB,OWNS of glory ever bright
Rest upon the Conqueror’s head;
Crowns of glory are His right,

Hiszg"‘sW‘ho liveth and was dead.”



JBSUS IN HEAVEN.

2 He subdued the powers of he
In the fight He 8tood alone;
All His foes before Him fell,
By His single arm o’erthrown.

3 His the battle, His the tofl ;

is the honours of the H
His the glory and the spoil ;
Jegus bears them all away.

4 Now tErm:lalm His deeds afar,
Fill the world with His renown :
His alone the Victor's car;

His the everlasting crown'!
Thomas Kelly, 1908,

“In Thy Majesty ride
339 proa-pero'ul;y.” 8.74.

1 T ET us sing the King Messiah,
Hail Hith a1 Sappy subpertne!
m, s happy sul
Never let His praises cease:
ver m,
Never let His praises cease.
2 How transcendent are Thy glories,
Fairer than the sons of men;
‘While Thy blessed mediation
Brings us back to God again :
Blest Redeemer,
How we triumnph in Thy reign !
3 Gird Thy sword on, mighty Hero!
Make the Word of truth Thy car;
Prosper in Thy course majestic ;
All success attend Thy war!
Graclous Victor,
Let mankind before Thee bow!
4 Majesty, combined with meckness,
ighteousness and peace unite
T% insure TllI,y lbl corré t;]eau;. ntl
n, great Prince, asse: y right
Ride triumpbant, o
All around the conquer'd globe!
5 Blest are all that touch Thy sceptre,
Blest are all that own Thy reign;
from sin, that worst of tyrants,
Rescued from its galling c! B

s and angels,
All who know Thee, bless Thy reign.
John Ryland, L1790.
220
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340 At the vight Hand of God. C.M.

1 HE who on earth as man was known,
And hore our sins and 8,
Now, seated on th’ eternal throne,
The God of glory reigns.

2 His hands the wheels of nature guide
‘Withan nuerrlnf gkill,
And countless worlds, extended wide,
Obey His sovereign will.

3 Whitle harps unnumber'd sound His praise
In yonder world above,
His saints on earth admire His ways,
And glory in love.

4 When troubles, like a burning sun,
Beat heavy on their head,
To this ghty Rock they run,
And find a pleasing shade.

5 How. glorious He, how hnpg{ they
In'such a glorious Frien
‘Whose love secures them all the way,
And crowns them at the end.

John Newton, 1770

SECOND ADVENT.
REIGN AND JUDGMENT

341 He cometh, 8.7.

1 TTARK! the cry, “ Behold, He cometh,”
Hark! the cry, “The Bridegroom's

neer,
Theso aro accents falling sweetly
On the ransom’d sinner’s ear.
2 Man may disbelieve the tidings,
T in .nq r turn nw,hy:
"Tis foretold there shall he scoffers
Bls% in the latter day:
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3 But He'll come, the Lord from heav
Not to mﬂer"or die; on,
But to take His waiting
To their ghrlous ren an hlgh.
4 Happy they who stand expectin,
Cgrfs y t‘e Saviour, to nl;?pms
Scd for those who do not love Him,
08e who do not wish Him here.
5 Bnt in mercy still He lingers,
Lengthening out the day of grace;
Till He comes, inviting sinners
To His welcome, fond embrace,
Albert Midiane, 1864,

342 Phe coming Glory. 8.7.4.

1 ’MID the splendoun of the glory
‘Which we ope ere long to ghare;
Christ our Head and w& His members,

When we meet Him in the air!
2 From the dnoelm, tlmeless perlods,
He has loved us withou
And for all His blood bongnt mymdc
His is love that knows no pause.
Mnchlees Lover!
Changeless as the eternal laws!
3 Oh what gﬂu shnll yet be granted,
Palms, rowns, and robes of white,
‘When the hope for which we panted
Bursts upon our gladden‘d sight,
And our Saviou
Makes us glorious thmugh His might.
4 Bright the prospect soon bhnt greets us
that long’d-for nulmal ay,
‘When our heavenly Br degmom meets us
On Hl. nnﬁly, conquering way

Bﬂde and gr m reign for aye!
William Reed, 1863,

343 The Kingdom af Chn'ct cM .
1 LO! what a 1lorlom -lgh't appears

nnha.ndseunepau‘dsw .
Ang.lhe old rolling ski il
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2 From the third heaven,where God resides,
That holy, happy place,
The new Jerusalem comes down,
Adorn'd with shining grace.

3 Attending angels shout for joy,
And the bright armies sing,
« Mortalg, behold the sacred seat
0Of your descending King.

4 “The God of glory down to men
Removes His bless'd abode,
Men the dear objects of His grace,
And He their Ioving God.

5 * His own soft hand shall wipe the tears
From every weeping eye,
And pains, and groans, and griefs, an
And death {tself shall die.”

6 How long, dear Saviour! Oh how long
Shall this bright hour delay ?
Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time,
And bring the welcome day!

Isaac Watts, 1700.
344 Glory of the Chosen. 8.7.

1 ] ORD, in love Thou didst receive us,
Ere creation, as * Thine own,”

Ana that love wiil never leave us,
But will raise us to Thy throne.

Thou wilt come, and we shall meet Thee;
Then the saints whom Thou wilt raige,

‘Will with those remaining greet Thee,
Joining in the song of praise.

2 Then shall we, Thine image bearing,

Know Thee, Lord, as we are known ;
‘With our blood-wash’d robes, declaring

‘What for us Thy death hath done.
Thus we all our joys expressing,

Shall for ever praise Thy name:
“@lory, power, dominion, biessing,

Be to God-and to the Lamb.”

James Kelly's Collection, 1849.

345 Come quickly, S. M.
1 IOME, Lord, and tarry not;
C Bring the 1on¢-look'd-?or day;
Oh, why these Ietn of waiting here,
'l'g;zse ages of delay ?
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2 Come, for Thy sai;m still wait;

cends t
The Splrlt and the bride say, Come;
Dost Thou not hear the cry?

3 Come, for creuﬂon groans,
Tmpatient of Thy
‘Worn out with these long years of ill,
These ages of delay.

4 Come, for the corn is ripe,
Reap the Thgreay o Brrost of the eartl ;
e st e
g‘ogver and Reaper Thou ! ’

5 Come, ln‘rh lorious might,
Come'with the iron rod, ="

Scat.terln Thy foes I>efore face
Most mighty SBon of God Thy face,

6 Come, and make all thlngs new,
Build up this ruin’d eart]
Restore our faded Paradise,
Oremon's second birth.

7 Come, and begin Thy reign
Of everlastin ifea
Come, take the nedom to Thysclf,
Great King of Righteousness,

Horatius Bonar, 1857,

346 Signs of the Second Adoent. 7s.

1 HEN the gospel race {s run,
W ‘When th%oegfnlle day is donc.
Signs and wonders there shl]l be
1n the henven. and earth, and sea.

3 Jesus. in that awful hour
Every soul shn.ll own Thy yower,
Every eye “the shall scan,
8ignal of the SOn ot man.

3 Lo! mid terror and mid tears,
Jesus in the clonds appears,
‘While the trump's nemendoua Dlast
Peals, the loudest and the last.

4 Bast and west, and south and north,
BSpeeds eack glorious angel forth,
Gathering in with glittering wing

ﬂowmn to Zion's King,
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5 Man nor mdgel knows that day,
Heaven and earth shall away ;
Still shall stand the S8aviour's word,
Deathless as it8 deathless Lord.

William Dickinson, 1846,

347 “Thy Ringdom come.” C. M.

1 ISLES of the deep, rejoice! rejoice!
Ye ransoni’d natfons, s
The praises of your Lo God,
The triumphs of your King.

2 He comes, and at His mighty word,
The clouds are flecting past,
And o'er the land of promise see,
The glory break s at Jast.

3 There He, upon His anclent throne,
His power and ] dlqih.ys.
‘While S8alem with its echoing hills,
8ends forth the voice of praise.

4 Oh, let His praises fill the earth
While all the blest shove,
In strains of laftier triumph still,
8peak only of His love.

5 8ing, ye redeem’d! Before the throne,
SIYe w‘hniirolied n;ny{laiis fnll;l
—tor the Lord of glory reign:
- %ﬁe Christ—the heir of all. o

Fdward Denny, 1848,

348  wecome,5mor God. gy,

1 WELOOME sight, the Lord descending,
Jesus in the clouds appears;
Lo! the 8aviour comes intending
Now to dry His people's tears.
Lo! the 8aviour comes to reign,
‘Welcome to His waiting train,

2 Long they mourn'd their absent Master;
Long Eh’ey felt like men forlorn ; !
Bid the seasons fly still faster,
‘While they sigh’d for His return ;
Lo! the per?od comes at last ;
All tlgl; 80ITOWS BOW are past.
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3 Now trom home no lonser banish'd,
ing to their rest;
Tho' the heaven and earth are yanisi'd,
‘With their Lord they shall be blest;
Blest with Himm His saints shall be,
Blest through all eternity.

4 B;wy people! grace unboundcd
Grace alone exalts you thus;
Be ashamed, and be confounded,
8ing for ever—* Not to us,
Not to us be glory gi
Glory to the God o heaven!”
Thomas Kelly, 1809,

349 « Behold, He comath.””  8.7.4.

1 LIFT your heads, ye friends of Jesus,
Partners of His sufferings here ;
Christ to all believers precious,
Lord of lords shall soon appear :
Mark the tokens
Of His heavenly kingdom near!

2 Close behind the tribulation
Of the last tremendous
See the flaming reve elnt.lon ¢
Bee the universal bl
Earth and heaven
Melt before the Judse '8 tace !

3 8un and moon are both confounded,
Darken’d into endless night,
‘When with -ngel-hosts surrounded
In His Father's g ry brish
ms the Baviou
Shines the everlasting hi(ht.

4 Lo! 'tis He! our heart’s deulre
Come for His espor
Come to join us with His cholr,
Come to make our joys o'erflow ;
Palms of victory,
Crowns of glory to bestow.

Charles Wesley, 1758,

350 « Come, Lord Jesus.” L.M.
WHEN shall Thy lovely face be seen?
‘When shall our eyes behold ourl-od ?
‘What lengths of distance lle hetween,
And hills of guilt !~g heavy load!
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2 Our months are ages of delay,
And slowly every minute wears :
Fly wingdd time, and roll away
These tedlous rounds of sluggish years.

3 Ye heavenly gates, loose all your chains :
Let the etervml pillars bow!
Blest S8aviour, cleave the starry plains,
‘And make the crystal mountains flow !

4 Hark how Thy saints unite their cries,
And pray and wait the general doom!
Come, Thou, the soul of all our joys!
Thou, the Desire of Nations, come !

% Put Thy bright robes of triumph on,
And bless our eyes, and bless our ears,
Thou abeent Love, Thou dear unknown,
Thou fairest of ten thousand fairs.

Isaac Watts, 1706.

351 Reign of Christ. 8.7.4

1 BRIGHT with all His crowns of glory,
Bce the royal Victor's brow;
Once for sinuers marr'd and gory,
See the Lamb exalted now:
‘While before Him .
All His ransom’d brethren bow.

2 Blesséd morning | long expected,
Lo they fill the peopled air,
. Mourners once by man rejected,
“'They with Him, exal there,
8ing His praises,
And His throne of glory share.

3 Judah! lo thy royal Lion §
Relgns on earth, a conquering King:
Come, yo ransom'd tribes of Zion,
Love's abundant offerings bring;
There behold Him,
And His ceaseless pralses sing.
4 King of kings ! Let earth adore Him
pi e LBl exalied throne
y ohs
axd His right e

righte .
Al hg VU8 sceplre own:

the glo!
Be to Him, andrﬁlm alone!

236 Edward Derny, 197,
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352 The latter-day glory. C.M.

BEHOLD! the mountn!n of the Lord
In latter days sh

On mountain-tops, above the hlns,
Anddraw the wondering eyes

2 To this the joyful nations round.
All tribes and tongues, shn flow ;
Up to the hill of God, they‘ say,
And to His house we'll

3 The beam that shines trom Zlon hil
11 lighten every lan:
The Kmsfl that reigns in Ba]om '3 towers
he world command.

4 Among the nations He shall ]udgee ;
His judgments truth shall gui
His sceptre shall protect the just,
And quell the slnner's pride,

5 No strife sha.u vex Messiah's relgn
Or mar_thos ] years
To plongheham men ahall beat their

To prun (ng -nooks their spears.

6 No longer hosts encountering hosts,
Their millions slain deplore :
They hang the trumpet in the hall,
‘And study war no more.

7 Oome, then! uh come from every land,
To worship at His shrine,
And walkln in the light of God,
l th holy ties shine.

Michael Bruce,1708.

353 “ His Name aMH endure 7.6,

HAIL to the Lotd's Anointed;
Great David's greacer Son!
Hadl, in the time appointcd,
His reign on earth bemln'l
He eomes to hre: meuion,
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9 He shall come down like showers
Upon the fruittul earth;
Love, joy‘ and ho) pe, llke ﬂowers.

8
Begn'e Hlm. on the mounmns,
8hall peace, the herald, go;
And righteousness, in tountalns.
‘rom hill to valley flow.

3 Arab(a s desert ranger
To Him shall bow the knee:
The Ethiopian stranger
His glory come to 8ee :
With oﬂ'erlnsn ot devotion,
Shlps from the jsles shall meet,
the wealth of ocean
In trlbute at His feet.

4 Klngs aha.ll 1all down hefore Him,
fo d and incense bring ;
All nat. ons shall adore Him,
His praise all people sing:
For He shall bave dominion
O'er river, sea, and shore,
Far as the eagle's pinion, -
Or dove's light wing can soar.

5 For Him shall prayer unceasing
And daily vows ascend;
His kingd 1118 i
Ak d without end ;
The monnmin dew nlull e
A seed in weaknes:
‘Whose fruit shall spread nnd flourish,
And shake like Lebanon.

6 O'er every foe victorious,
He on His throne shall rest;

The tide of time shall never
is covenant remove
His name shall stand tor ever,
That name to us is—Love.

James lmtmotq, l;!.
354 Hasten, Lord.  78., Double,

1 SEE the ransom’'d millions sumd,
Falms of conquest in their hand ;
This before the throne thelr strain,
“ neléslg vanquish'd, death {s slain ;
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Blessing, honour lory, m
h'e

Are the Congue!
Thrones and lé:%o‘re
Lamb of God, and Lorﬂ of all
(:olr::m , Lord! thg romised hour;

n an

9l'h oeryare unsul "33"5&

anure alghs t0 be renew*d.
Ail:n'le‘hlgu wlt{ Th, hrld‘:’ e

n me
Jeaul, mn all woilda adol:e’. !

reign for evermore|
Josiah Conder, 1836—1856.

355 Universal reign of Christ. 78.
1 HA?A)J Y mng'gft.{:‘llll)ll(l’%eé rour,
Or the ful

‘When 1 mls npon ml‘hm.
Hallelujah! for t::; Llon!

God reign ;
Hallelujah | let the word
Echo round the earth and mafn.

2 Hallelujah!—hark ! the sound, .
From the centre to the skies,
‘Wakes above, beneath, around,
All creation’ s yharmonies :

Jel n
Bhea.thed Hii SWO) l ‘tis
d the oms of this sv(zm'l {donc,

Arel:he yms of H!
3 He shall reign 1 mmnoletopolo.

With ﬂlimltnble BW!
He shall reign when ﬁie a scroll,
Yonder lwsvem ha\ e 'd away :
Then the end;—benea 8
Man's last enemy shall fall;
Hallelujah | Christ in God,
God in Christ is all in all.
James Montgomery, 1818, a.

356 « 0 Zord,how long?”  C.M.

TO Calvary, Lord, in -plm nows

Our weary souls
1t n Thy dylns love,

T"A%‘i'm"ég‘iu sweetness ther e,

y
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2 8weet resting-place of ev heu.rt
Yet kn?e 4 that deep myaurlous joy,
e w8 1
The peace with God, within,

3 'rhere, through Thine hour of deepest
Grneh thete g 'pmdt'rg"?%émy e[un d,
race there its wondrou ’
And love endured its last. .

4 Dear suffering Lamb | Thy bleeding
' With cords ot love dlvme, [wmmds.
Have drawn our willin w? Thee,
And linked our life with Thi

5 Thy sympathies and hopes are ours:
livearl rd! we wait to see
Creation, all below, abo
Redeem'd and blest by Thee.
6 Ourlnnsln eyes would fain behold
That bright and blees d brow,
Once wrung with bitterest , wear
Its crown of glory now.

7 Why linger then? COme Saviour, come
Rug ge! “. » 3

ponsive $0 o
Come, claim 'l'hlne ancient power, and
The Heir and Lord of all. (reign
Edward Denny, 1839,

357 Triumphs of the Saviour. C.M.

10 forch, ye sa,lnts, behold your King
‘With radiant glory crown'
The wondmns m-ogresa of His word
Shall spread His faine around.

2 Where'er the sun begins its race,
Or stops its swift career,
th east and west shall own His grace,
And Christ be honour'd there.

3 Ten thousand crowns encircling show
The victories He has won :
Oh may His conquests ever grow,
‘While time its course shall run.

4 Ride forth, Thou nushc{dconqueror, ride,
And millions more su|
Destroy our enmity and pride,
And we will crown Thee too.
240 Benjamin Beddome, 1818,
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358 The Lord shall reign for ever. 8.7,

1 xos's Ki.ns shall reign victorious,
Z earth shall own His sway,
He vrlu mnke His klngdom lorious,
He will x;gﬁn through endless day.
‘What tho none on earth assm Hin,
requires not help from m
What though all the world reslst. mm,
God will realize His plan.

2 Nations now from God estrmgéd
“ h whxll see n glorlous ng t.,

eaven shall trlum h in the %ght H
See the ancient idola falling!
‘Worshipp’d once, but now abhorr'd;
Jen on Zion's Kin, cal g,
Zion’s King by

3 'rhen shnll Israel long :g
‘Mourning, seek the Lor their God,

Look on Him whom once they plereed,

Own and kiss the chastening rod:
Then all Israel shall be saved,

War and tumult then shall ‘cense,
While the greater S8on of David

Rules a conquer'd world in peace.

Thomas Kelly, 1808.

359 The Jews restored. C.M..

1 'WAKE, harp of Zion, wake again,
thine ancient hill,
On Jo! 's long deserted plaln,
By Kedron's lowly rill.
2 The hymn shall yet in Zion swell
nds Messiuh’s praise,
And 'rhy !oved name, Immanuel!
As once in ancient days.

3 Por Imel yet shall own her King,
For her salvation
And hlll and dalc smn sweetly sing -
With praise in all her gates.

4 Hasten, O Imhthm xmmlsed days,
When I
And Jew and Genme oin in praise,

‘With one united vol
um Bdmeston, 1846,
241 v
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360 The coming One. C. M.

1 BEBOLD He comes! the %orlons King
‘Whom once a cross u;
Let saints redeem'd His pmtsel sing,
And angel hosts adore.
2 The reed, the purple, and the thorn,
Are lost in triumph now;
His person robes o] ll ht adom,
And crowns of gold His brow.
3 Dear Lord, no more des; ised, disown'd
A vlct& bound and slain ’
But in the power of God entr\lroned
Thou dost return to reign.
4 To Thee the world its ttm.sute brings;
To.Thee its mighty bow
To Thee the church exnmn sprlngl
Her Soverelgn, 8aviour Thou!
5 Beneath Thy touch, beneath Thy smile,
New heavens and earth appear;
No'eln their beauty to defile,
Nor dim them with a tear,
6 Thrice happy hour! and those thric&hlen,
That gather round Thy thro
Tl%ahare the honours of Thy
0 have Thy conflict known

Joseph Tritton, 1856,

361 Judgment. 8.7.4.

1 LOl He comes with clouds descending,
™ Ong c‘}l tgﬂ' uvou‘{‘:l“ sh:ne;s wslaln H
ousand thousand eaints attending,
Bwe%tﬂeltrln’ﬁph of His train:
elujal

a
God appears on earth to refgn.
H] Eveme shall now behold Him,
dreadful majesty ;
Those who set at. nmghm and mold Blm.
Pierced and nail'd Him to the tree,

«  Deeply wailing,
Shall the true ueulnh see,

8 Every lsla.ndasen, and mognwn,
Heaven an 5 d

All who hate Him must, confounded,
Hear the trump proclaim the day :
Comme to ju en

ooxgiz to jad t, come away |
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P long
8ee in rolcmn pomp appear!
All His saints, by man rejected,
Now shall meet Him in the air,
Hallelujah!
See the day of God appear.

5 Answer Thine own bride hnd Splrit,
Hasten, Lord, the general doomn;
The new heaven and earth t* inherit,
Take Thy pining exiles home:
creation
Travails, groans, and bids Thee come!

8 Ye:nf amen, let all adore Thee,
High on Thine eternal throne!
Baviour, take the power and glory §
Claim the kingdom for Thine own:
Oh come quickly !
Everiasting God, come down.
Variation bI Martin Madan, 1760 ;

FProm John Cennick,1753;
Charles Wesley, 1758,

362 TAat Great Day. 8.7.4.
D.\Y of judgment, day of wonders!
Hark, the trumpet’'s awful sound,
Louder than a thousand thunders,
Shakes the vast creation round!
How the summons
‘Will the sinner's heart confound |

2 See the Judge our nature wearing,
Clothed in majesty divine!
Ye who long for His appearing,
Then shal , * This God is mine!"
Gracfous Baviour!
Own me in that day for Thine !

3 At His call the dead awaken,
Rise to life from earth and sea;
All the powers of nature shake:
By His looks prepare to fice:
Careless sinner !
‘What will then become of Thee?

4 Horrors, past imagination,
Will surprise your trembling heart,
en you hear your condemnation,
“Hence, accursed wreteh, depart}
Thou with Satan
Anws angels have thy part,”
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& But to those who have confesséd,
Loved and served the Lord below,
He -z * Come near, ye hlessed ;
Bee fthe fngdom 1 bestow!
You for ever
Shall My love and glory know."
6 Under sorrows and reproaches,
May this thonght our oounge raise,

Bwiftly God’ approachea.
Sighs shall '.hcn be ged to praise !
‘We shall t ph
‘When the world isina blaze!

John Newton, 177

363 Lo, He cometh ! 8.7.4.

1 LO ! He cometh! countless trumpets
Blow to raise the sleeping dead !
*Mid ten thousand gaints and angels,
See the great exnltcd Head!
Hallelujah!
‘Welcome, welcome, Son of God'
2 Now His merit, by the harpe:
Through the ete: eep esn unds;
Now resplendent shine his nail-prints,
eye shall see His wounds:
T ey who pierced Him
Shall at His nppenmnCe wail,
8 Full of joyful expectatio:
Saints, behold the Judge appear;
Truth and justice go before Him,
Now the joyful sentence hear!
Hallelujah
‘Welcome, welcome, Judge divine !
4 ““Come, lye blessed of my Father,
Enter into life and joy !
Banish all your fears and sorrows,
ndless praise be your employ ! "
Hallelujah!
‘Welcome, welcome, to the skies.
5 Now at once they rise to glo
Jesws brings them to the King :
'l‘here, with all the hosts of heaven.
They eternal anthens sing :
allelujah |
Boundless glory to the I.amh
John Cennick, 1
Caleb Evans’ Ouucmoa, 1709,
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364 The Lord shall come. L M.
HE LOaI;i shall come! the earth shall

The muuntajns to their centre shake ;
And, withering from the vault of night
The stars shall pale their feeble light.

2 The Lord shall come! but not the same
As once in lowliness He camne;
A silent lamb before His- toes,
A weqry 1nan, and full of woes,

3 ’l'he Lord shall come! a dreadful form
ith rainbow wreath and robes of storm;
cn rub wings, and wings of wind,
Appointed Judge of all mankind.

4 Can this be He, who wont to stray
A pilgrim on the world's high wn%
Tﬁpress 'd by power, and motk’d y pride,
e Nazarene—the Crucified

5 While sinners in despair shull call,
* Rocks, hide s ; mountains, on us fall!”
saints, n.scendlng from the tomb,
Shall joyful slng, “ The Lord 13 oome!-'
Reginald Heber, 181
Thomas Conerhtll, lslﬁ.

365 An Admonition. 8. M.

How will my heart endure
The terrors of that day ;
‘When earth and heaven, hefore His face,
Astonish’d shrink away?

2 But ere that trumpet shakes
The mansions of the dead ;
Hark, from the gospel's gentle voice,
What joyful tidings spread! .

3 Ye sinners, seek His grace,
‘Whose wrath ye cannot bear;
l‘ly to the shelter of His cross,
d find salvation there.

4 so shall that curse remove,

By which the 8aviour bled;
And the last awtul day shall pour

His blessings on your head.

Philip Doddridge, \75F
k)
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366 ‘4 Prayer, 886
1 WKI;N Thou, my righteous Judgs, shalt

To fetch Thy ransom‘d people bome,
Shall I among them stand?
Shall such a worthless warm as I,
‘Who sometimes am afraid to die,
Be found at Thy right hand?

2 Ilove to meec among them now,
Before %mclous feet to bow,
'l‘honsh vilest of them all;

But can I bear the piercin, thougx
‘What if my name should be left out,
‘When Thou for them shalt call?

3 Prevent, prevent it by ’l‘h{ guw
Be Thou, d Lord m d g-place,
In this the acceptes
Thy pardonin, \'olce. oh let me hear!
To still my un elle\ lns fear ;
Norlet me fall, T pray

4 Let me among Thy saints be found,
‘Whene'er the archangel's trump shall
To see Thy smiling face; (sound,
Then loudest of the crowd I'll sing,
hile hcaven’s
‘With shouts ot sovereign grace. [ring
Selina, Countess of Huntingdon, 1774,

NAMES AND TITLES OF THE
LORD JESUS.

) 367 Advocate, L. M.

1 LOOK up, my soul, with cheerml e)('.
where the great Redee
The glorious Advocate on hlgl\, %smnds H
‘With precious incense in His han

2 He sweetens every humble groan,
He recommends each bmken pmer H
Recline thy hope on Him
w‘howower and love torbld dcspalr
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3 Teach my weak heart, %ﬁmlws Lord,
‘With stronger faith to call Thee mine;
Bid me pronounce the blissful word,
My Father, God, with joy divine.

Anne Stecle,1760.

368 Allswall. 8.17.

1 JEEUS {8 our God and 8avlour,
Guide, and Counsellor, aud Friend,
Bearing all our misbebaviour,
Kind and loving to the end.
Trust Him ; He will not deceive us,
Though we hardly of Him deem :
‘He will never, never leave us;
Nor will let us quite leave Him.

2 Nothing but Thy blood, O Jesus,
Can relieve us from our smart;
Nothing else from guiit release us;
Nothing else can meit the heart.
Law and terrors do hut harden,
All the while they work alone;
But a sense of blood-bought pardon
.Soon dissolves a heart of stone,

3 Jesus, all our consolations
Flow from Thee, the suvereign good,
Love and faith, and hope, and patience,
All are purchased b; Dlood.
Fr%m Thy fulness we recelve them;
‘e have nothing of our-own :
Freely Thou delight’st to give them
To the needy, who have none.
Joseph Hart, 1759,

369 Ambassador. C.M.

1 J ESUS, commission’d from above,
Descends to men below, [love
And shows from whence the springs of
In endless currents flow.
2 He, whom the boundless heaven adores,
‘Whom angels long to see,
Quitted with joy thoge blissful shores,
Ambassador to me !
3 To me, a worm, a sintul clod,
'A rebel all forlorn:

traitor, to my God,
‘ngnm&rm
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4 To me, wl 0 never sought His grace
Whe mockd His sacrod words -

Who never knew or loved His face,
But all His will abhorr'd.

5 To me, who could not even pralse
‘When His kind heart I
But sought a thnusand devioua ways
Rather than find the true:

6 Yet this ndeemins Angel came
vile a worm to bless;
He took with gadneu all my blame,
And gave His righteousness.
7 Oh thn languid heart might glow
a!lr‘g our all divine
And for more love zhan semphs know,
Like burning seraphs shine |

Ambrose Serle, 1786.

370 Angel. 8. M.

-1 THOU ve? Paschal Lai
dst for Israel bi
Through whom we out of Egypt cunc,
Thy ransom'd people lead.

2 An ufﬂel of gospel gnw,

haracte!
To guard and feed t.he ‘chosen race,
In Israel's camp appear.
3 Throughount the desert way
Oonduct us by Thy.! llght H
Be thou a cooling cloud by day,
A cheering fire by night.
4 Qur fainting souls sustain
With blessings trom above,
And ever on le rain
The manna of Thy love.

Charles Wesley, 1145, a.

371 Bridegroom. LM
1 TESUS, the heavenly Lover, ga:
His iife te uy eretched soul 1o save:

Resolved make His mercy known
He kizn.‘%ly claims me for igs’own '
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2 Rebellious, I t Him strove

Till melted an wnstmln'd by lovi e;
‘With sin and self I
‘The heavenly Brldeemom wins my heart.

3 My guilt, my wretchedness, He knows,
Yet takes and owns me for His spouse ;
My debts He pays, and sets me free,

And makes His riches o’er to me.

4 My filthy rags are laid aside,
Ho'r clot.hyes nie a8 becomes H’ls bride;
Himself bestows my wedding-dress,’
The robe of perfect righteousness.

5 Lost in astonishment I see,
Jesus, Thy boundless love tome:
‘With nngels I Thy grace adore,
And long to love and praise 'l‘hee more,

6 Bince Thou wilt take me for 'rhy brlde,
Oh keep me, Saviour, near Thy sl
fain would give Thee u,ll my heart.
Nor ever from my Lord depart.

John Fawcett, 1782,

372 Captain and Congueror.  148th.

MY dear Almighty Lord,
My Conqueror md my King}
'.l'hy sceptre and Thy

grace
’l‘hlne is tﬁ power ; beholg 1 sit,
1n willing bonds, beneath T! Thy féet.

2 Now let my soul arise,
And tread the wmp'.er down;
'}(y pum leads me ton.h
A feeble n.int. sha.ll wln h
Though death and hell obstruct. ‘the way.

3 Should all the hosts of death,
And powers of hell unknown,
Put their most dreadful forms
Of rage and mischief on,
1 shall be safe ; for Ohrm displaya
Superior power. and gyardian grace.

Liaac Watts, 1700.
249
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373 Chisst of God. 8. M

1 JESUS, the Lamb of God,
‘Who us from hell to raise
Hast shed Thy reconciling blood,
‘We give Thee endless praise.
2 God, and yet man, Thou art,
True God, true man, art Thou :
Of man, and of man’s earth a part,
One with us Thou art now.
Great sacrifice for sin,
Giver of life for life,
Restorer of the peace within,
e ender of the strife:
4 To Thee, the Christ of God,
Thgenlnu exulting sing;
The bearer of our heavy load,
Our own anointed King,
5 True lover of the lo
'rom heaven Thou camest down,
To, pay for souls the righteous cost,
And claim them for Thine own,
6 Rest of the weary, Thou !
‘0 Thee, our rest, we come;
In Thee to find our dwelling now,
Our everlasting home,

Horatius Bonar, 1861,

374 Consolation of Israel. 8.7.

1 (YOME, Thou long-expected Jesus,
9 Born to sen’x‘nxpleomeltree:
'Tom our fears and sins release u:
Let us find our rest in Thee : N
Israel's strength and consolation,
Hope of all the saints Thou art;
Dear desire of every nation,
Joy of every longing heart.
2 Born Th; ople to deliver ;
Born aycﬂ?lnf 8 yet o ot
Borgww reig; 1}1 us ﬁg ever, b
clous kingdor
By Thine og'n eternal lerl{n

;lnlo 1 our h%n aloae :
merit
Balse us to Thy glorious throne,
250 Charles Wesley, 174,
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375 Fountain, 104th.
HE fountain of Christ, assist nEeK lwg

Thenlﬁood of our Priest, our crucified
‘Which pertectly cleanses from sin ag}g“
h,

And richly dfspenses salvation and
2 This to\mtaln from guilt, not only makes

An slves. soon as felt, infallible cure:
But if guﬂt removéd, return, and remain,
Its power may be proved again and

3 This fountain. though rich, from charge
18 quite clear, Chere;

The poorer the wretch, the welcomer
Come needy an guilty, come loathsomme
you are.
You can’t come too filthy, come ;ust a8

4 This fountain in vain has never been
tried;

3
It takes out all stain whenever applied:
The water flows sweetly with virtue
ivine, ﬁ rous as mine.
To cleanse souls comp ebely, though

Joseph Hart,1750.

376 Friend. 8.7.7.7.

1 ONE therelsaboveall other
deserves the name ot Friend;
Hisis love beyond a brother's,
Oos 1y, free, and knows no end:
eg ‘who once His kindness prove,
Find it everlasting love,

2 Which of all our friends to save u:
Could or would have shed thelr blood?
But our Jesus died to have
Reconelled in Him to God
This was boundless love indeed !
Jesus is a friend in need.

3 When He lived on earth abaséd,
Friend of sinners was 15 name;
e o
8t} e cails them bminen friends,
An”l all their wan
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John Netoton, 1779.

377 Friend, L. ,M'

1 0 THOU my soul, forget no more
end who all thy misery bore ;
Let every 1dol be forgot,
But, O my soul, forget Him not.

2 Jesus for thee a bod&
Thy guilt assumes, thy tet.t.ers brean,
Dlncharsln all thy dreadful deb!
And canst thou ere such love torgett

3 Renounee thy works and ways with grief,
to this most sure relief:
l\or Him forget who left His throne,
And for thy life gave up His own.
4 Infinite truth and mercy shine
In Him, and He Himself is thine ;
And canst thou then, with sin
Such clnrma. such matchless ehams
forget? N
5 Ah! no! till life itself depart,
His nameshali cheer and warm my lieart;
And lisping this, from earth I'll risc,
And join the chorus of the akies.
6 Ahl no; wheu all things else expire,
And pe rish in the general fire,
'nm name all others shall survh €,
. And through eternity shall 1i

Krishi
tr.by Jodma HarMu, 1801,

378 viend, C.M.

1 P'RIEND there is—your Voi
A. Ye saints, His .f.&?: ?0
‘Whose tmth md lndneu are divin
ng;e love's & constaut flame,



OUR LORD'S TITLES,

2 When most we need His helping hand,
This Friend is always near;
‘With heaven and earth at Hlseomnmnd,
He walts to answer prayer.

3 His love no end or measure knows,
CAD turn its course ;
I mmuta.bly the same it flows
From one eternal source,

4 When frowns appear to veil His face,
And clouds surround His throne,
Be hides the gurpose of His grace,
To make it better known.

5 And if our dearest comforts fall
Before His soverelgn wﬂl
He never takes away o
Himself He gives us amu

6 Our sorrows in the scale He weighs,
And measures out our pains ;
The wildest storm His word obeys,
His word its rage res
Jouph Bwam, 1792,

379 Priend. L.M.

POOB. weak, and worthless, thoughI .

1 have a rich almighty Fr end; [am,
Jesus, the 8aviour, is ame :

He freely loves, and wlthouz end.

3 He ransom’d me from hell with blood ;

And by His power my foes controll'd :
He found me wandering far from God

And brought me to His chosen fold.

3 He cheers my hea ‘wants supplics,
And saya that I slm.ll shortly be
Enthroned with Him above the skies:
Oh! what a friend is Christ to me!

4 But ah! my inmost lglrlt mourns ;
And well my eyes with tears may swim,
To think rverse returns :

I've been a ess friend to Him.

5 Sure, were not ! most vile and base,
1 counld not thus my friend reqnlw
And were not He the God
He'd frown and spurn me from ms 'sight.
John Newton, 1779,
253
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380 Head of the Church. C.M.

1 JESUS, 1 sing Thy matchless grace,
That calls a worm Thine own:
Gives me among Thy saints a place
To make Thy gloties known.

2 Allied to Thee, our vital Head,
We act, and grow, and thrive :
From Thee divided, i8 dead
‘When most he seems alive.

3 Tlﬁ saints on earth, and those above,
ere join in sweet accord :
One bodﬁ all in mutual love,
And Thou our common Lord.
4 Oh mng my faith each hour derive
Thfye pirit with delight ;
hile death and hell in vain shall strive
This bond to disunite.
5 Thou the whole body wilt preseat
Before Thy Father's face!
Nor shall a wrinkle or a spot

Its beauteous form disgrace.
Philip Doddridge, 1755,
381 Hiding-place. LM

1 AWAKE, sweet harp of Judah, wake!
Retune thy strings for Jesu's sake:
‘We sing the 8aviour of our race,
The Lamb, our shield and hiding-places

2 When God's right arm is bared for war,
And thunders clothe His cloudy car,
Where—where—oh where shall manretire
To escape the horror of His ire?

3 'Tis He—the Lamb—to Him we fy:
‘While the dread tempest passes by,
God sees His well-beloved's face,
And spares us in our hiding-place.

4 While yet we sojourn bere below,
Pollutjons still our hearts o'erflow :
Fallen, abject, mean—a sentenced race,
‘We deeply need a hiding-place.

6 Yet, cou —days and years will glide,
And we shall lay these clods aside;
8hall be baptized in Jordan's flood,
And v;;zh in Jesu's cleansing blood.
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@8 Then pure, immortal, sinless, fr.
We through the Lamb shall be dec r’ecd
Bhall meet the Father face to face,
And need'no morea hldl.n&planc.

Henry Kérke White, 1807,

382 m"'h Priest, C. M.

1 Now let our cheerful eyes survey
r great High Priest above,
And celebrate His constant care,
And sympathetic love.

2 'l'hough ralsed toa aupeﬂos throxe,

‘Where angels
And hlsh o'er all the shining trafn,
‘With matchless honours crown'd ;

3 The names of all His saints Ho bears
r T
Toat ho bath 108t nis part. "

4 Those characters shall fair abide,
QOur everlastin| tmut [ rowna.
‘When gems, uments, and
'Aré moniderd down to dust.

5 8o, gracious Saviour, on my breast
iﬂy Thy dear name be worn,
ornament and guard,
To endless ages borne.

Philip Doddridge, 1735,
883 g prisst and surety.  148th.

1 ESUS, m; High Priest,
J Oﬂ?a'r’dimod and dled,
My gullty conscience seek:
No sacrifice beside.
His powertul blood did ongeatone;
And now it pleada before the throne.

2 Tothis de&r Burety’s hand
‘Will I commit my cause;
He anawers and fulfils
Bekid By somd ¢ Srcodom pet
0! [
My sm‘tlyy paid the dreadful debt.
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3 My Advocate appears
my defence on high;
'l‘he Father bows His ears,
And lays His thunder by ;
Not all that hell or sin can say,
8hall turn His heart, His love away.

4 Immense compassion telgns
In my Immanuel’s hear!
He condescends to acz

A dpm.
He i8 my friend and brother too,
Divinely kind, divinely true.
Isaac Watts, 1709.

384 Immanuel. 7s.

1 QWEETER sounds than music knows
Charm me in Immanuel's name :
All her hopes my spirit owes
To His birth, and cross, and shame.

2 When He came, the ange!a sung
*Glory be to God on high

Lord, unlool
Wl:g' should lomﬁzr sing thnn%’

3 Did the Lord a man becom:
That He might the law fulﬂl
Bleed and suffer in my room,
And canst thou, my tongue, be still?

4 No; I must my praises bring,
Though the; wonhlels are, and weak;
For should I refuse to sing,
Bure the very stones would speak.

5 Omy savlour, Shield, and S8un
Shepherd, Brother, Husband, Friend—.
Evcr prvclous name in One
I will love Thee without end.

John Newton, 1779,

385 Jesus. C.M

1 JESUS Ilove Thy charming name,
"Tis music to mine ear;
Fain would I sound it out 8o loud
That earth and heaven should hear.

2 Yes. Thou art precfous to my soul,
mnl rt and my trust:
J dy ton.

ngue ;

Y orald a
And sold ls sordid dus
256
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3 All m, cious powers can wish
'Fhee doth richly meet ;
Kot to mine eyes is light so dear,
Nor friendship half so sweet.

4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,
And sheds its fragrance there ;
The noblest balm of all its wounds,
The cordial of its care.

5 Il speak the honours of Thy name
‘With my last lnbouﬂn breath ;
Then speechless, clasp ee in my arms,
The antidote of death.

Philip Doddridyc, 1755.

386 Jesus. C.M.

1 HOW sweet the name of Jesus sounds
Th a believer's ear!
1t soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

2 It makes the wounded splrlc whole,
And calms the troubled breast,
Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And to the weary, rest.

Dear name! the rock on which I build,
My shield, and hiding-place;
H‘vnever -failing treasury, lI'd
ith boundless stores of grace.
4 By Thee my prayers acceptance gain,
Although with sin defiled ;
n accuses me in valn,
And Iam own'd a child. )

5 Jesun my Bhepherd, Husband, Friend
Prophet, Priest, and King;
ord, my Life, my Way, my End
Accept the praise I bring.
6 Weak 18 the effort of my heart,
And cold my warmest thonght ;
But when I see Thee as Thou art,
T'{l praise Thee as I ought.

7 Till then I would Thy love %rocla.lm
‘With every fleeting breat!
And may the music ot Thy name
Refresh my soul ju death.
John Newton,1179.
257 18
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387 Jesus. ' C.M.

1 JES‘US ! Oh word divineiy sweet!
How fha.rmlng is the sound !
What gn)ytnl news! what heavenly sense
In that dear name is found!

2 Our souls, all guilty and condemn'd,
In hopeless
Our souls, with numerous sins depraved.
* To death and hell a prey.

3 Jesns, to purge away our guilt,
wllllnf victim fell,
And on His cross triumphmt broke
The bands of death and hell.

4 Our foes were mighty '.o destroy.
He mightier was to sa
d, but could not long be held
A prisoner in the grave.

5J esus ! who mighty art to save,
A)lllh ‘Thy conquests on ;
Exteu the triumphs of Thy cms.
‘Where'er the sun has shon

60 Captnln ot Balvation ! make
Thy and mercy kno
Till crowds ot willing converts come
And worship at Thy throne.

Joseph Stennett, 1709,

388 Jesus, C.M.

1 ]ESUS in Thy transporting name,
What blisstul glories rise!
Jesus! the angels’ sweetest theme.
The wonder of the skies!

2 Didst Thou forsake Thy radiant crown,
And boundless realms of
Aside Thy robes of glo: thrown.
To dwell with feeble cl

3 Victorfous love! can language tell
The wonders of Thy pon e
‘Whicl conquer'd all t.he tort'e of hell
In ggg tremendous hour?
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4 Is there a heart that wlll not bend
To 'rhg divine control
O sovereign lo\'e. descend,
And melt that stubborn soul.

Anne 8Steele, 1760,

389 Jesus. 7.6.

1 R XULT all hearts with gladness
At sound of Jesu's Name ;
‘What other hath such sweetness,
Or such delight can clatm ?

2 O Jesu, Health of slnneu,
Be present to our
‘The wanderer’s Guide beoome Thou,
And us Thy people spare.

3 Thy Name, may it defend us,
Our stay in peril prnve'
And t us in blessing,

every stain remove.

4 l\‘or Thee, O Christ, all gloxm
n this blest Name doth e;
Thy honour be our wonhlp.
0 Jesu, Lord benign.

John Dacid Chambers, 1857, a,

390 King of Saints. C.M.

1 GO e thnt Iove the Savlour '8 name.
And joy to make it known
‘The Sovereign or ur heart procllhu,
d bow before His throne.

2 Belmld your Klnf our Saviour, crewn'd
‘With glories all d v ne;

d telf the wondering nations round
brigut those glories shine.

3 l.nllmte power and bonndlesg grace
In Him unite thefr n{
You that have €'er beheld Iﬂl face,
Can you forbear His praise
4 When in His earthly courts we view
e glories of our King,
We long to love as angels do,
And wish like them to sing,
239
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5 And shall we long and wish in vain ?
Lord, teach our songs to risel
Thy love can animate the strain,
And bid it reach the skies.

6 Oh hap riod! glorious !
; D{g:ven an% earth n?)aa’l'l mhﬁu
With nll their powem the raptured
To celebrate Thy pral

Amu Steele, 1760.

391 Light. 8.7.

1 LIGHT of those whose dreary dwelling
rders on the shades of death,
Come, Rnd by Thyself revealing,
Dissipate the clouds beneath:

2 The new heaven and earth’s Creator,
In our deepest darkness rise,
Smtterlng all the night of n-ture,
Pouring day upon our eyes.

3 8till we wan for Thy appearing;
Life and joy Thy beams impart.

Chasing all our tears, and cheeﬂns
Every poor benighted heart.

4 Come, extend Thy wonted fa\ our
To our ruin'd, guilty ra
Come, Thou dear exalted Savlour,
Come, apply Thy saving grace.

5 Snve us in Thy grcat compassion,
O thou mild pacific Prince
Give the knowledge of salvation,
Give the pardon of our sins.

6 Bﬁ Thine all-sufficient merit
very burthen'd soul release
By the teachings of Thy Spirit
Guide us into perfect peace.

Charles Wesley, 1744, a.

392 Melchisedek, 78

KING of 8alem, blesa my soul!
ake a wounded sinner whole!

King of righteousness and peace,

Let ng&) Thy sweet visits ccase !
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3 Come, refresh this sonl ot mlne
th "Thy sacred bread a d wine !
All Th, love to e unfold
Half of which can not be told.
3 Hall, Melchizedek, divine
Great High Priest, Thou :halt be mine ;
All my powers before Thee fall
Take not tithe, but take them a.ll

W,
Rippon’s Selection, 1787.
393 Melchizedek, C.M.

1 THOU dear Redeemer, dylng Lamb,
‘We love to hear of T)
No muslc 8 like Thy charmlng name,
- r half 80 sweet can be.

2 0 may we ever hear Tlly voice
In mercy to us speak
And in our Priest we will rejoice,
Thou great Melchizedek.

3 Our Jesus shall be still our theme,
While in this world we stay:
We'll sln%our Jesu's lovely name.
‘When all things else decay.

‘When we aj r in yonder cloud,
‘With all His favour'd t.hrong,

Then will we sing more sweet, more
And Christ shall be our sons [loud,

John Cennick, 1743, &

394 Physician. C.M.

JESUS. if Thou art still to-day
Aseeste lay—the same ;
heal, in me display
The virtue of 'l‘hy name,

2 SInee snn Thou goest about to do

O thi ”ﬁ;{f’ai:% show,

n me Al may
Be all Thy wonders show'd. '
3 Ngrv;, Lom t'o whom tor help I call,
wnu pltyln%gye behold me fall
A leper at

261
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4 Loathsome, and foul, and self-abhorrd-
T sink beneath my 8ln ;
But if Theu wilt, a gracious word
0Of Thine can make ne clean.
5 Thou secst me deaf to Thy command,
0 Lord, mine ear

Open, ;
Bid e stretch out my wither'd hand,
And 1ift it up in prayer.

6 Silent (alas! Thou know'st how long),
My voice I cannot raise; [tongue,
But oh, when Thou shalt loose my
The dumb shall sing Thy praise!

% If Thou, my God, art passing ;
Oh let me find Thee near !8 7
Jesus, in mercy hear my cry,

Thou, Son of David, hear!

8 Behold me waiting, in the way,
For Thee, the heavenly light ;
Command me to be hrought, and say,
“ginner, receive thy sight.”

Charles Wesley, 1740, a.

395 Priest. C.M.

1 JESUS, in Thee our eyes behold
A thousand glories more
Than the rich ﬁ;‘:' and polish'd gold,
The sons of n wore.

© They first thelr own burnt-offerings
brought

To purge themselves from sin :
Thy life was pure, without a apot,
And all Thy nature clean.

8 Fresh blood a8 constant as the day,
‘Was on their altar spilt :
But Thy one offering takes away
For ever all our guilt.

4 Their priesthood ran through several
For mortal was their race; (hauds,
Thy never-changing office stands
ternal as Thy days.

& Once in the circuit of a fe-r.
With hlmd,&nt m;lt his own,
Aaron within the veil appears,
Bet&r; the golden throne,
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L] But Christ by His own tpowel-rul blood
Ascends abave th
And in the presence of_ourGod
Shows His own sacrifice.

7 Jesus the King of Glor{ reigns
n Sion's heaven
I.ooks like a lamb Lnat has been slain,
And wears His priesthood still.

8 He ever lives to intercede
Before His Father's face:
Give Him, my soul, thy cause to plead,
Nor douht the Father’s grace,

Isaac Watts, 1708,

396 Prince of Peace. C.M.

1 ] ET minfs on earth their anthemsraise,
4 ho taste the Saviour's grace;
With mose ahove, p::oclalm His praise,

And crown Him Prince of Peace,

2 Praise Hlm who laid Hls glory by
For man's apostate r:
Praise Him who 8too) 'd to bleed and die,
And crown Hin Prince of Peace.

3 We noon shall reach the hem enly shore,
‘To view His lovely face,
His name for ever t.o ad
And crown Him Prlnce ot Peace.

Jonathan Evans, 17!

397 Righteousness. LM.

]’ESUS Thy blood and righteousness

beauty are, my glorious dress;
Midst ﬂamln worlds, in these :rrny’d
With joy 1 I Jifec up my head.

2 When from the dust of death I rise,
‘0 take my mansion in the skies,
E'en then shall this be all my plen,
“ Jesus hath lived and died for me.”

3 Bold shali 1 sund in that great da;
For who aught to my charge shall I
‘While through Thy hlood absolved nm
From sin’s tremendous curse and sham
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4 This spotless robe the same appears
When ruin'd nature sinks in years;
No age can change {ts glorious hue,
The robe of Christ is ever new.

5 Oh let the dead now hear Thy voice:
Bid, Lord, Thy banish’d ones rejoice :
Their beauty the their ilorious dress,
Jesus, the Lord, our Righteousness.

Count Zinzendorf, 1739 ;
tr.by John Wesley,1740; a.

398 Our Righteousness. CM.

1 SAVIOUB divine, we know Thy name,
And in that name we trust;
Thou art the Lord our righbeonsnesa,
Thou art Thine Israel's boas

2 Gulltg we plead before 'l'hy throne,
low in dust we Me,
Till Jesus stretch His gmclonn arm
To bring the guilty nigh.

38 The sins of one most righteous day
Might plun rfe us in despair;
Yet all the crimes of numeroua years
Shall our great Sure!

4 That spotless robe, whlcll He ha.th
Shall deck us all around; [(wrought,
Nor by the piercing eye of God
One blemish be found.

5 Pardon, and pewe, and lively hope,
To sinners now are given
Israel and Judah soon shall change
The wilderness for heaven.

6 With joy we taste that manna now
Thy mercy scatters down ;

And wait the promised crown.
Philip Doddridge, 1755,

399 Saviour. 8.7.4

]ESUB is our great salvation,
wOnhy of our best esteem !
saved Hia favourite nation
Joln to sing aloud to Him :
He has saved us,
cm& alone can us redeem.
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2 When involved in sin and ruin,
And no helper there was found,
Jesus our distress was viewing;
Grace df d more than sin abound :

He has call'd u
With calvation in the sound.

8 Save us from a mere protesslon !
Save us from hypocrisy
Give us, Lord, the sweet poueulon
Of Thy righteousness and Thee :
Best of favours]
None compared with this can be,

4 I"ree electlon Lnown by calling,
Is a pri 080
Saints are kept from ﬂnal falling ;
All tAh‘? ﬁory, Lord, be thine;
All the glory, Lord, is Thine.

John Adams, 1776,

400 Shepherd. 8.

1 MY loul with joy attend,
ile Jesus silence breaks;
No angel's h: such music yleldl,
As what my S8hepherd speaks,

2 *I know my sheep,” He cries,
w Mr soul Zarproves them well
B

\'a.in
t.he rage of heu.

3 “I freely feed them now

‘With tokens of My love;
But richer pastures I prepare,
And sweeter streams above.

4 “‘Unnumberd years of bllss
Ito My gheep will give
And, while My throne unshaken stands,
‘Shall all My chosen live.

5 “This trled almighty hand
1s for thefr defence; gt here?
Where is th er shall reach ti
Or what force them thence*”




OUR LORD'S TITLES

6 Enough cious Loy
Let tﬁﬁlﬂl‘l‘r‘;hlﬂt cryr:d'
My heart can on this promise live,
Can on this promise die.
Philip Doddridge, 1755

401 Shepherd. 814

1 QHEPHERD of the chosen number,
They are safe whom Thou dost keep;
Other herds faint and 'y
And forget to watch the sheep;
‘Watchful Shepherd!
Thou dost wake while others sleep.

2 When the lion came, depending
On his strength to seize his prey,
Thou wert there, Thy sheep defending,
Thou didst then Thy power display;
Mighty 8hepherd
Thou didst turn the foe away.

8 When the Shepherd's life was needful
To redeem the sheep from death,
Of their safety ever heedful, .
Thou for them didst rxleld Thy breath:
Faithful Shepherd!
Love like Thine no other hath.
Thomas Kelly. 1809,

402 Shepherd. 8.

1 ] OVING Shepherd of Thi sheep,

Keep me, Lord, in y keep i
Nothing can '.rhy power withstan

None can pluck me from Thy hand.

2 Loving Shepherd, Thou didst give
Thine own life that I might live;
May I love Thee day by day,
Gladly Thy sweet will obey.

3 Loving Shepherd, ever near.
Teach me still Thy voice to i:em‘;
Suffer not my step to stray
From the strait and narrow way.

4 Where Thou leadest me I
‘Walking in Thy steps belos:i
Then before Thy Father's throne,
Jesu, claim me for Thy own.

266 Jane E. Leeson, 18

'




OTR L.ORD'S TITLES.

403 Sinners' Friend. i %A

1 RIEND of sinners! Lord of l{lor:l
Lowly, mighty ! Brother,
Musing o’er Thy wondrous story,
Fain would I Thy praises sing.

2 From Thy throne of Ilght celestial,
Moved with pity, Thou didst bend
To behold our woes te strial,
And become the SInners ¥riénd.

3 Sinners’ Friend! Oh name most blessad,
nto those who mourn for sin ;
the devil sore distressed,
‘oes withoat and fears within !

4 Friend to help us, cheer us, save us,
In whom power and pity blend ;
Praise we must, the ce whl 'h gave us
Jesus Christ, the 8{nuers’ Friend.
Newman Hall, 1857,

404 Substitute. 8.8.6.

1 ['ROM whence this fear and unbelief?
Hal.h not the Father put to grief
ess Son for me?
And wtpothc righteous Judge of men,
Condemn me for that debt of sfn,
Which, Lord, was charged on Thee?

2 Complete atonement Thou hast made,
And to the utmost nrthlng pal
Whate'er Thy peopl
Nor can His wrath on me take place,
1f shelter'd in Thy righteousness,
And sprinkled wlth Thy blood.

3 If Thoun hast my discharge procured,
And freely in my room endured
The whole of wrath divine:

Payment God cannot twice demu-d
First at my bleeding Surety s hnnd.
And then again at mine.

4 Turn then, my soul, unto thy rest:

‘The merlts e: th; grent Klg Priest
Have bought thy libert;

‘Trust in His eMcacious b ood.

Nor fear thy Imnhl-menc from God,
Since Jesus died for thec,

Anamtu:!l Toplady, 1772,
267



OUR LORD'S TITLES,

405 Substitute, 886

1 () THOU who didst Thy glory leave
Apostate sinners to retrieve
From nature's deadly fall,
Me Thou hast purchased with a price,
Nor shall my crimes in judgment rise,
For Thou hast borne them all.

2 Jesus was punish'd in my stead,
Without the gate my Surety bled
To expiate my stain:
On earth the Godhead deign'd td’dwell,
And made of infinite avail
The sufferings of the man,

3 And was He for such rebels given?
He was; the Incarnate King of Heaven
Did for His foes expire :
Amazed, O earth, the tidings hear;
He hore, that we might never bear
His Father’s rightcous ire,

4 Ye saints, the Man of S8orrows bless,
The God for your unrighteonsness
Deputed to atone :
Praise Him, till with the heavenly throng,
Ye singthe never-ending song,
And see Him on His throne.

Augustus M. Toplady, 1759,

406 Surety. 7s.

1 (Y\HRIST exalted is our song, (throng;
Hymn'd by all the blood-bought
To His throne our shouts shall rise,
God with us by sacred ties.

Peace procured by blood divine,
Cancell'd all thy sins and mine.

3 Here thy bleeding wounds are heal'd,
8in condemn'd, and rardon seal'd ;
Grace her empire still maintains,
Love without a rival reigns.

4 In thy Surety thou art free,
His dear hands were pierced for thee:
‘With His spotless vesture on,
Holy 5& the Holy One



OUR LORD'S TITLES,

5 Oh the heights and depths of grace!
Shinin th meridian blaze ;
Here the sacred records sliow
8inners black, but comely too.

e Bnlnts defected, cease to mourn,
aith shall soon to viston turn;
Ye the kingdom shall obtain,
And with st exalted reign.

John Kent, 1808,

407 True Vine. C.M.

1 JESUS immutably the same,
Thou true-and Hving vlne,
Around Thy all-su Ppomng stem
My feeble arms

Quiclen’d by 'l'hee, and kept alive,
flourish and bear fru!
u life I from Thy sap derive,
y vigour from Thy root.

38 T can do nothing without Thee;
{‘scrength 18 wholly Thine:
Wither'd and barren should I be,
If sever’d from the vine.

4 Umn lmt. ‘when parch'd with he;
b g dew lhapﬂ dro Ban Ry
The phus which Thy right hand hath set,
Shall ne'er be rooted up.

5 EBach moment water’d by Thy care,
And fenced with power divine,
Fruit to eternal life shall bear
The feeblest branch of Thine,

Augustus M., Toplady, 1171,

408 The Way. L.M.

1 IESUB, my all, to heaven is gone, ¢
whom I'fix'd mﬁ hopes npon,
His track T see, and I'l! pursu
The narrow way, till Him I vlew.

3 The way the holy prophets went,
‘The road that leads from banishine nt,
The King’s hl% w.y of holiness,
rn go. for all His paths are peace.



OUR LORD'S TITLES.

3 No stranger may proceed therein,
No lover of the world and sin;
‘Wayfaring men, to Canaan bound,
8hall only inthe way be found.

4 This {s the way I long have sought,
And mourn'd because I found it not ;
My grief and burden long have been,
Because I could not cease from sin.

5 The more I strove against its power,
1 sinn'd and stumbied but the more;
Tl late I heard my Baviour m‘%,

+ Come hither, soul! I am the Way!”

2 Now will I tell to sinners round,
‘What a dear S8aviour I have found ;
T'll point to Thy redeeming blood,
And say, *“ Behold the way to God!”

John Cennick, 1748, a.

409 I o

1 THOUm the Way: to Thee alone
From sin and death we flee,
And He who would the Father seek,
Must seek Him, Lord, by Thee.

2 Thou art. the Truth: Thy word alone
Sound wisdom ¢an impart;
Thou only canst inform the mind,
And purify the heart.

3 Thlg_“l)ut the Life: the rending tomb
ADA Y000 who puc bheky rast i i
‘who pul r trust in ee,
Nor death nor hell shall harm. '

4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life ;
Grant us that Way to know,
That Truth to keep, that Life to win,
‘Whose joys eternal flow.
270 George W. Doane, 1820,



PRAISE TO THE LORD JESUS.

410 Praise to the Redeemer. L.M.

1. Nthothe Lord, that makes us s know -
The wonders of His dylng love,
Be humble honours paid helo
And strains of nobler pnlse nbove.

2 Twas He that cleinsed our foulest sins,
 And washed us in His richest blood : -
'Tis He that makes us priests and kings,
And brings us rebels near to God.

3 To Jesus our atoning Priest,
To Jesus our superior King,

Be everlasting power confess'd,
And every tongue His glory sing.

4 Behold, on ﬂy!ng clouds He comes,

And every eye shall see Him move;
Though with our sins we plerced Him

once,
Now He displays His pardoning love.

5 The unbelieving world shall wall
While we rejoice to sce the day
me, Lord, nor let Thy promlse tail,
Nor let Thy chariots long delay.

Tsaac Watts, 1709,

411 Praise to the Redeemer, C.M.

1 To Hlm that loved the souls of meu,
wash’'d us in His blood,
To roxal honours raised our head,
madeus priests to God ;

2 To mm let every tongue be praise,
And e heart be f“ v

All gntefu honours paid on earth,
And nobler songs above

3 Behold, on ﬂylms cloudp He comesl
His sain the day ;
Wll::le th that J)Ierocd nlm udly mourn



PRAISE TO JESUS.
4 ’l'hrt;u art the First, and Thou the Last;

e centres all in Thee,
The Almighty God, wha was, and is,
And evermore shall be.

Tsaac Watts, 1709 ;
Scripture Songs, 176L.

412 A new Song to the Lamb.  O.M.

1 BEHOLD the glories of the Lamb
idst His Father's throne;
Prepare new honours for His na.me,
And songs before unknown.

2 Let eldera worship at His feet,
The church adore around,
‘With vials full of odours sweet,
And harps of sweeter sound.

3 Those are the prayers of the saints,
And these the hymns they raise;
Jesus is kind to our complaints,
He loves to hear our praise.

4 Eternal Father, who shall look
Into Thy setret will ?
‘Who but the Son shall take that book,
And open every seal ?

5 He shall fulfil Thy great decrees.
'he Son deserves it wel
Lo! in His hand the sov erelin eys
Of heaven, and death, and hell.

6 Now to the Lamb that once was slain,
Be endless blessings paid ;
Balvation, glo Joy, remdn
For ever on hy

7 Thou hast redeem'd our souls with blood,
Hast set the prisoners free;

Hast made us kings and prleats to God,
And we shall reign with Thee.

8 The worlds of nature and ot
re put beneath Thy po
Tiien shorton these delaying days,
And bring the promised hour,

Tsaac Watis, 1709.
272



PRAISE TO JESUS.

413 Worthy the Lamb, CM.

1 NOME, let us {oln our cheerful songs
Top ot b U R
d aret
But all their joys are one.

2¢ Woﬂ.hy the La.mb thnt dled,” they cry,
“To be ex: hu

“Wo the Lunb ” our u»- reply,
“For He was slain for
3 Jesgus is worthy vo recelve
Honour and power divine ;
And blessings more than we ¢can give,
Be, Lord, for ever Thine.

4 Let all that dwell above the sky,
And air, and earth, and seas,
Conspire to m’t 'l'hy glorles high,
And speak Thine endless praise.
5 The whole creation eZ‘oln in one,
of i that sl upon the th
m aits upon e throne,
And to adore the Lamb, ’
Isaac Watts, 1709.

41 Christ's Humiliation and L.M.

Ezaltation.

1 WBAT equal honuur shan we brin
Thee, O Lord our God, the funh.
W]len nll the notes that nngels sing
Are far inferfor to Thy name?

2 Wort| Pr{ 18 He that once was slain,
nce of Peace that groan'd and dled ; H
Wunh) to rise, and live, and reign
At His Almighty Father’s side.

3 Power and dominion are His due
Who stood condemn’d at Pilate's bar;
Wlsdom belongs to Jesus too, [here.
ough He was charged with madness

4 All riches are His native right,
Yet n?e sustain’d tsm;ﬂns lo;: :
ernal mig
o Jore Bt weaknces on ma'a;»;u,
273



PRAISE TO JESUS.

5 Honour immortal must he paid,
lustead of dal and of scorn : .
‘While glor{ shines around His head,
And a bright crown without a thorn.

L] Blesslnss for ever on the Lamb,
ho bore the curse for wretched men:
Let angels sound His sacred name,
And every creature say, Amen. .
Tsaac Walts, 1700,

415 “Worthy is the Lambd."" C.M.

1 ORTHY art Thou, O dying Lamb!
Wogg Warthy, O bleedl! ngi rd;
Eternal, Infinite, I AM,

Censeless to e adored !

2 Fulness of riches is in Thee!
From Thee all mercies sprin g
And grace and love, divine and free,
And power enlivening.

3 Out of the deep of every heart,
Let praise to Thee ascend :
Till Thou to heaven shalt us translate,
‘Where praises never end!

4 Thither, oh thither, qu(ckly brme
Thy remnant, Lo
‘We there with all Thy I;oau will sing,

Nor ever, ever cease
John Cennsck,1742.

416 « Worthyis the Lamb” 6.6.4.6.6.8.4.

1 G,LORY to God on high!
Let earth and skies reply,
Praise ye His name:
Hislove and grace adore,
‘Who all our sorrows bore,
Sing aloud evermore,
‘Worthy the Lamb!

2 Jesus, our Lord and God,
Bore sin’s tremendous luad,
Praise ye His name :
‘I'e" whac His arm hath done,
8poils from death He won;
SIn%ml great name alone.
Lamb!



PRAISE TO JESUS.
3 While they around the throne
Cheertully join

Praisin, Hls nam
‘Those who have felt Hls blood
Bealing their peace with God,
Bound His dear fame abroad
‘Worthy the Lamb!

4 Join all ye ransom’d race,
Our holy Lord to bless ;
Pratse ye His name:
In Him we will reliolcc.
And make a joyful noise,
Shouting with heart nnd voice,
‘Worthy the Lamb

5 What though we chnnge our place,
Yet we shall never cease
Praising His name;
To Him our songs we bring
Hail Him our gracious, Klng.
And, without ceasing sing,
Worthy the Lamb

6 Then let the hosts above,
In realms of endless love,
Praise His dear name;
To Him ascribéd be
Honour and majesty ;
‘Through all eternity :
‘Worthy the Lamb !

James Allen, 1561, a.

417 Crown Him. C.M.

1 ALL hail the power of Jesus' name!
Let angels prostrate fall ;
Bring forth the royal diadem
And crown Him Lord of ali.

2 Crown Him, ye martyrs of our God,
Who from His altar call ;
Extol the stem of Jesse's rod,
And crown Him Lord of all.

3 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,
A remnant weak and sma
Klll Him who saves you b, His grace,
And crown Him Lord of all.
5



PRAISE TO JESUS.

4 Ye Gentile sinners, ne’er forget
wormwood and the gall:
Go—sgpread your trophies at His feet,
And crown Him Lord of all,

5 Babes, men, and sires, who know Hislove,
Who feel your sin and thrall,
Now joy with all the hosts above,
And crown Him Lord of all.

6 Let every kindred, evcr{ tribe,
On this terrestrial hal
To Him all majesty ascribe,
And crown Him Lord of all.

¥ Oh that with yonder sacred throng,
We at His feet mnay fall ;
‘We'll join the everlasting song,
And crown Him Lord of all.

Edward Perrones, 1780, a.

418 Crown Him. S.M.

1 GROWN Him with many crowns,
The Lamb upon His throne:
Hark how the heavenly anthem drowns
All music but its own.

Awake, my soul. and sing
Of Him who dled for thee ;

And hail Him as thy matchless King
Through all eternity.

Crown Him, the Lord of Love;
Behold His hands and side,

Rich wounds, yet visible above
In beauty glorified.

¢ Crown Him, the Lord of Peace,
‘Who! WEr & 8Cepire sways
From pole to pole, that wars may cease,
Absorb’'d in prayer and pralse:"

5 His reign shall kncw no end,
And round His pierced feet
Fair tlowers of paradisc extend
Their fragrance ever sweet.
6 All hiait ! Redeemer, hail!
For Thou hast died for me :
'ﬂ'lly praise shall never, never fail
‘hroughout cternity.
Matthew Bridges, 1818,
216 '



PRAISE TQ JESUS,

419 « Hail, King of the Jews.” 8.7,
1 HAIL Thou once despiséd Jesus,
Hail, Thou Galilean King!
Thou didst suffer to release us !
Thou didst free salvation bring:
Hail, Thou agonizing Saviour,
Bearer of our sin and shame,
By Thy merits we find favour;
Life 18 given through Thy name

2 Paschal Lamb, by God n]»poinced,
All our sins were on Thee laid :
B, almlghty love anointed,
u hast full atone: em made:
All Thy le are for|
mugh he v lnue of Thy blood ;
Open’d is the gato of heaven,
eace is made 'twixt man-and God.

3 Jesus, hail! enthroned !n glory,

There for ever to abide;

All the hmvenly hosts adore Thee.
Seated at Thy Father's side:

There for sinners Thou art pieading;
There Thou dost our place prepare:

Ever tor us interceding
Till in glory we appear.

4 Worship, honour, power, md hlenlng.
Thou art worthy to recef
Loudest praises, wmlout cming,
Meet 1t 18 for us ¢ T'
Help, ye bright angelic splrlts!
Bring your sweetest, noblest lays!
Help to sing our Saviours merits:
Help to chant Immanuel's praise,
John Bakewell, 1760.
“Augustus M. Toplady, 1776,

420 ¢ Not unto us." C.M.

1 Nm‘ unto us, to Thee alone,
Blesg'd Lamb, be glory glven!
Here shall Thy pralses be begun,
But carried on in heaven.
e huu of spirits now with Thee
roal anthems sing
To lmlt.ne toem here, lol we
Our Hallelujahs brin,

ing,



- PRAISE TO JE3US.

3 Had we our tongues llko them lnsplred.
Like theirs our songs shouid
Like them we never 8| ould be tired,
But love the sacrifice.

4 Till we the veil of flegh lay down,
Accept our weaker lays ;
And when we reach 'l'hy Fnther‘s throne,
We'll join in nobler praise.

John Cennick, 1743,

421 « Altogether lovely." C.M.

1 MO Christ the Lord let cvery tongue
1ts noblest tribute bring:
When He's the subject of the song,
‘Who can refuse to sing?

2 Survey the beauties of His face,
And on His glories dwell ;
Thiok of the wonders of Hls grace,
And all His triumphs tell.

3 Mn)emc sweecncss nlts enthroned
Upon his awful b
His head with rndlant gloﬂes crown'd,
His lips with grace o’erflow.

4 No mortal can with Hlm compare,
Among the sons of men ;
Fairer He I8 than nll the fair
That fill the heavenly train,

5 He saw me plunged in deep distress,
He flew to my relief:
For me he hore the shametul cross,
And carried all my grief.

6 To henvon. the place of Hls abode,
He brings my weary feet:
Bhows me the glories of my God,
And makes my joys complete,

Samuel Stennett, 1787,

422 Rejorcing in Jeaus. CM.

1 N for a thousand mggues to slng
r great IRedeem raise!
The glories of my God and Kiong,
'l‘lwz;gumplu of His grace,



PRAISE TO JESUS.

2 My gracious Master and my God,
Assist me to proclaim,
And spread through all the earth abroad
‘The honours of Thy name.

3 Jesus, the name that charms our fears,
That bids our sorrows cease;
"Tis music in the sinner's ears,
"Tis life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of cancell’d gin,
He sets the prisoners free :
His blood can make the foulest clean,
His blood avail'd for me.

Charles Wesley, 1740,

423 Redeeming Love. C.M.

1 TO our Redeemer’s glorious name,
Awake the sacred song!
©Oh may His love (immortal flame!)
Tune every heart and tongue.

2 His love, what mortal thought can reach,
‘What mortal tongue display ?
Imagination’s utmost stretch
In wonder dles away.

3 Let wonder still with love uuite,
And gratitude and jox H
Jesus be our supreme delight,
His praise, our blest employ.

4 Jesus who left his throne on high,
the bright realms of blls%1
o—

‘Wasg ever love like this?
5 Ob may the sweet, the blissful themc,
Fill every heart and tongue,
Till strangers love Thy cbamﬂns name,
And jein the sacred song.

Anne Steele, 1760,

424 Tridule for King Jesus. LM.

1 JESUB, Thou evetl.utlng King,
Accept the tribute which we bring;
Accept the well-deserved renown,
g'levu' our praises as Thy crown.



PRAISE TO JESUS.

2 Let every act of worship be,
Like our espousals, Lo: ‘Thee;
Lixe the dear hour when from above
We first reccived Thy pledge of Love.

3 The glmneu of that happy day ,
Our hearts would wish it long to stay :
Nor let our faith forsake its hold,
Nor comforts sink, nor love grow cold.

4 Each following minute while it stays,
Improve our joys, increase Thy praise,
Till we are nised to sing Thy name
At the great supper of the Lamb.

5 Oh that the months would roll away,
And bring the coronation day
The King of Grace shall fill the throne,
‘With all His Father's glories on.

Tsaac Watts, 1719, 6.

425 Christ's Glorious Person. LM,

1 N OW to the Lord a noble song!
Awake, my soul, awake, my tongue;
Hosanna to th' Eternal Name,
‘And all His boundless love proclaim.

2 See where it shines in Jesus’ face,
The hrightest image of His grace;
God, in the person of His Son,
Has'all His mightiest works outdone.

3 The spacious earth and spreading flood
Proclalm the wise and powerful God,
‘And Thy rich glories from afar
Sparkle in every rolling star.

4 But in His looks a glory stands,

The noblest labour of Thine hands;
The %Ieasln lustre of His eyes
Outshines the wonders of the skies.

5 Grace! 'tis a sweet, a charming theme
My thoughts rejoice at Jesus' fmne: !
g're angels dwell upun the sound,

e heavens refiect it to the ground!

280 JTeaac Watts, 1100,




PRAISE TO JESUS,

426 Christ's Sufferings and Glory, LM.

1 NOW for a tune of lofty praise
To great Jehovah's equal Son !
Awake, my voice, in heavenly lays,
Tell the loud wonders He hath done!

2 Sing how He left the worlds of light,
And the bright robes He wore above ;
How swift and joyful was His flight,
On wings of everlasting love !

3 Down to this base, this sinful earth,
He came to raise our nature high ;
He came to atone Almighty wrath ;
Jesus, the God, was born to die.

4 Deep in the shades of gloomy death
The Almighty Captive prisoner lay;
The Almighty Captive left the earth,
And rose to everlasting day.

5 Lift n%your eyes, ye sons of light,
Tp to His throne of shining grace!
8ee what immortal glories sit
Round the sweet beauties of His facel

6 Amongst a thousand hearts and songs,
Jesus, the God, exalted reigns;
His sacred nanie fills all their tongues,
And echoes through the heavenly plains,

Isaac Watts, 1709.

427 Song of Songs. LM,

1 COME, let us sing the song of songs,
The saints in heaven began the strain,
The homage which to Christ belongs :
““Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain!”

3 8lain to redeem us by His blood,
To cleanse from every sinful stain,
And make us kings and priests to God :
*“Worthy the Lamb, for He was slain!"

3 To Him who suffer'd on the tree,
souls, at His soul's price, to gain,
Blessing, and praise, and glory be:
. Wo;t,s ly the b, for He was slain "



PRAISE TO JESUS.

¢ Ty Him, enthroned by filial right,
All power in heaven and earth proclaim,
Honour, and majesty, and might :
“ Worthy the Lanb, for He was slain "

5 Long as we live, and when we die,

And while in heaven with Him we reign;
This song our song of songs shall be :

“ Worthy the Lawb, for He was sl..in.”

James Montgomery, 1833,

428 Praise to the Redeemer. C.M.

1 PLUNGED in a gulf of dark despair
‘We wretched sinners lay,
‘Without one cheertul beam of hope,
Or spark of glimmering day.

2 With pitying eyes, the Prince of Grace
Beheld our helpless grief ;
Hec saw, and (oh amazing love!)
He ran to our relief.

3 Down from the shining seats above
‘With joyful haste He fied,
Enterd the grave in mortal flesh,
And dwelt among the dead.

4 He spoil'd the powers of darkness thus,
And brake our iron chains;
Jesus hath freed our captive souls
From everlasting pains.

5 Oh, for this love let rocks and hills
'.l'helr uung sueuce brca.k

Tne Eavlour’s pra!ses speak.

6 Yes, we will praise Thee, dearest Lord,
Our souls are all on flaine,
Hosanna round the spacious earth
To Thine adoréd name.

7 Angels, assist ourml L
;B‘ﬂkh::al your ba o oP gt
ut when you raise ourm hest not:
nslovecanneer,bew Ehest notes,

252 Isaac Watts, 1709,



PRAISE TO JESUS.

The Passion and Exaltati
4 e “m}”cl:" zaltation S0

COME. all harmonious tongucu.
‘Your noblest music brin

'Tis Christ the ev: erlaeung G
And Christ the Man we si ng

2> Tell how He took our flesh
To take away our guilt,
Sing the dear drops of sacred blood
That hellish monsters spiit.

3 The waves of swelling frlet
Did e’cr His bosom r
And mountains of almlguty wrath
Lay heavy on His soul.

4 Down to the shades of death
He bow'd His awful h
Yet Hearose to live and relgn
‘When death itself is dead.

5 Nomore the bloody spear,
The cross and nails no more,
For hell itself shakes at His name,
And all the heaveus adore.

6 'l'here the Redeemer sits
igh on the Father's throne,
The 'ather lays His vengeance by,
And smiles upon His Son.

7 There His tul eglorlee shine

f

‘With uncreated rays
d bless His saiuts' and angels’ eyes
To everlasting day!

Iumc Watts, 1700,

The Humiliation and
430 Triumphs of (ghri‘t LM,
1 PK LAIM inimitable love :
e Lord of worlds above,

Puts oﬂ t.he benms of bright array,
And vefls the God in mortal clu

2 Hethatd %
Bln on a tree, and bleed: und grune.
rince of Life resigus His breath ;
'rhe l%li! of Glory bows to death,



PRAISE T0 JESUS.

3 But sec ihe wonders of His power,
He triumphs in His dying hour}
And while by 8atan’s rage He fell,
He dash’d the rising hopes of hell.

4 Thus were the hosts of death subducd,
And sin was drown’d in Jesus’ blood :
Then He arose, and reigns ahove,

And conquers sinners by His love.

1saac Watts, 1709,

431 Longing to praise Jesus better. LM,
1 LORD when my thoughts with wonder
roli

OQ'er the sharp sorrows of Thy soul,
And read my Maker's broken laws,
Repair'd and honaur'd by Thy cross ;

2 When I behold death, hell, and sin.
Vanquish’d by that dear blood of Thine,
And see thc Man that %roan 'd and died,
8it glorious by His Father’s side;

3 My passions risc and soar above,
I'ni wing'd with faith,and fired with love;
Fain would I reach eternal t.hlnTs,
And learn the notes that Gabrlel sings.
TIsnac Watts, 1709,

432 Eetor the son of God C.M.

1 TBE Son of God! the Lord of Life!
How wondrous are His ways!
Oh for a harp of thousand strings,
To sound abroad His praise!

2 How passing strange, to lcave the seat
Of heaven 8 ete! hrone,
And hosts of glittering seraphim,
For guilty man alone!
3 And did He how His sacred head,
And dle a death of shame?
Let men and smiels magnify
And bless His holy name!

4 Oh let us live in peace and love,
~ And cast away cur pride,
And crucify our sins afresh,
A;sge was crucified!



PRATSE TO JESUS.

S He roge again ; then let us risc
m sin, and Christ adore,
And dwell fn peace with all mankind,
And tempt the Lord no more:

6 The 8on of God ! the Lord of Life!
How wondrous are His ways!
Oh for a harp of thousand strings,
To sound abroad His praisel

George Mogridge, 1851,

433 “ Hé s our Peace.” C.M.

1 DEAREST of all the names above,
My Jesus and my God,

‘Who can resist Thy heavenly love,
Or trifie with Thy blood !

2 'Tis by the merits of Thy death
e Father smiles ﬁnln-
'Tis by Thine Interc eding breath
The 8pirit dwells with men.

3 Till God in human flesh 1 see,
My thoughts no comfort find;
The holy, just, and sacred Three
Are terrors to my mind.

4 Bg}: ﬂh Tmmanuel's }‘)%cel appear,
y hope, my joy begins;
His name forhlds my slavish fear,
His grace removes my sins,
& While Jews on their own law rely,
And Greeks of wisdom boast,
Ilove tly' incarnate mystery,
And there I fix my trust.
Tsaac Watls, 1709,

434 ¢ He is become my Salcation.” '78.

1 I WILL praise Thee every day!
Now Thine anger’s turn’d away,

Comfortable thoughts arise
From the bleeding sacrifice.

3 Here, in the falr gospel-field,
‘Wells of free salvation yield -
Streams of life a rlenl.eons store,
And my soul shall thirst no wmore.

286



PRAISE TO JESUS.
3 Jesus is become at length,

-

Praise ye then His e‘{glm-lous name,
Publish His exalt: e,

Still His worﬂ;lfour praise exceeds:
E His deeds.

5 Raise again the joyful sound
Let the nations roll it round}
Zion shout, for this is He,

God the Saviour dwells in thee.

William Cowper, 1779,

435 Blessed be His Name. S M.

I BLESS the Christ of God ;
I rest on love dlvine;
And-with unfaltering llp and heart,
I call this S8aviour mine.

2 His cross dispels each doubt;
1 bury in His tomb
Each thought of unbelief and fear,
Each lingering shade of gloom.

3 Ipraise the God of grac:
trust His truth and mlght
He calls me His, I call Him mlnc.
My God, my joy, my light.

4 InHimisonly ood
In me is only i
My ill but dmws Hls gnodneas forth,
And me He loveth still.

5 'Tis He who saveth me,
And 1y pardon gives;
1love because He loveth me,
Ilive because He lives.

8 My life with Him is hid,
My death has pass'd a.m
My clouds have melted into’ light,
y midnight into day.

Horatius Bonar, 1683
286




PRAISE TO JESUS.

436 Infinitely excellent. C.M.

1 INHN]’I‘E excellence is Thine,
Thou lovely Prince of Grace !
Thy uncreated beauties shine
‘With never-fading rays.

2 8Sinners from earth’s remotest end,
Come bending at Thy feet :
‘Thee their prayers and vows ascend,
In Thee their wishes meet.

3 Thgemme. as precious ointment shed,
lights the church around ;
Sweetly the sacred odours spread.
'l'hrou,gh all Immanuel’s ground.

4 Millions of happy splms llvo
On '!‘1’1' exhaustless sto
From Thee they all their blisa receive,
And still Thou givest more.

5 ‘n'ou art their trlumph and thelr joy:
{ fAind their all in Thee;
Thy g ries will thelr tongues employ
Through all eternity.
John Fawcett, 1782,

437 Blessed be His Name. 78,

1 BRE‘I'HREN let us join to blers
Christ our Peace and Riglneousness‘
Let our praise to Him be give:
High at God's rlght hand in hem en,

2 8on of Gody to Thee we how,
Thou art Lord, and only Thou ;
‘Thou the woman'’s promised seed ;
Thou, who didst for sinners bleed.

3 Thee the angels ceaseless sin, g
Thee we praise, our Priest and King ;
‘Worthy i8 Thy name of praise,
¥ull of glory, full of grace.

4 Thou hast the glad tldlngs bronght.
Of salvation fu ly wrou,
‘Wrought, O Lor slone hy Thee.
Wro;g;n, to set.Thy people free.



PRAISE TO JESUS.

5 Thee, our Lord, would we sdore,
Berveand follow more and m
Praise and bless Thy matchless ove e,
Till we join Thy saints above.

John Cennick, 1742, 6

438 I will sing of my Beloved. 8.8.8.

1 Ol! could I speak the matchless worth,
Ob, could I sound the glories forth
Which in my Saviour ghine!
I'd soar and touch the heavenly strings,
And vie with Gsbrlel while he sings
In notes almost divine.

2 I'd sing the preclous blood He spilt,
My ransom from the dreadful guilt
f sin, and wrath divine;
I'dsing His glorious rightéousness,
In which all perfect, heavenly dress
My soul nlmll ever shine,

3 I'd sing the character He bears,
And all the forms of love He wears,
Exalted on His throne ;
In lomest songs of sweetest praise,
I would to everlasting days
Ma.ke all His slorlea known.

4 Well, the dellsln.!ul will come
‘When my dear Lord will bring me home,

And I shn.ll His face;
Then Savlour, Bdtothor, Friend,

A dlest etemft I'llg
Triumphan His

Samml .yedley, 1789,

439 " Jesus' Love. 78

1 QWEET the theme of Jesus' love!
8Sweet the theme all themes above,
Love unmerited and free
Our trinmphant song shall be,

2 Love, 8o vast that nought csn bound;
Love, too deep for though'. to lound,
Love, which made the Lord of all
Dﬂ;sks the wormwood and the gall.



PRAISE TO JRSUSR,

Love, which led Him to the €ross,
% lﬂ' elnr%m‘g'htrl,‘lil:n to the gl

e, Whicl O] e gloom
the cold and dasksome ‘tomb. ©

4 Love which made Him henee arise
Far above the st.srriy
There with tender, nving care,
AllL Hi8 people's gricfs to share. - -

5 Love ‘which will not let Him rest
11 His chosen all are blest ;

2]

Tm they all for whom He dted
rgolclns by His side.
Albert Midiane, 1864, a.
440 Redeeming Love. v 7s.

1 begln the heavenly theme,
N 8ing aloud in Jesus’ 1ymme'

Ye, who His salvation prove,

Trfamph in redeeming love.,

2 Ye, who see the Father's grace
Beamlns in the suviour's Tace,
to Canaan on y
Pmlse and bless redeemlng Iove

3 Mourning souls, dry |lp ynur tears,
Banish all your guilty f
Bee your guilt and curse remov e,
cclPd by redeeming love. .

L} Ye alas! who long have been
Willing slaves to death aud sin,
Kow from bliss no longer rove ;

8top and taste redeeming love.

5 Welcome all b; lin op] ress‘d
Welcnme to BAC
Nothing broughr. Him trom abovc,
Nothing but redeeming love.

6 When His 8pirit leads us home, N
When we to His glory come,
‘We shall all the ess prove
Of our Lord's redeeming love.
7 He subdued the infernal powers,
His tremendous foes and ours,
From their cursed em t.redrove,
Mighty in redeeming love.
289 @0




PRAISE TO JESUS.

8 Hither then your music bring,
Strike aloud each cheerfal nrlng.
Mortals, join the host above,
Join to praise redeeming love.

Madan's Collection, 1762,

441 "« Thou art Worthy " 14Sth.

1 S HALL hymns of grateful love
Through heaven's high arches ring.
And all the hosts above
Their songs of triumph sing?
And shall not we take up the strain,
‘And send the echo back again?

2 shau every ransom’d tribe
d&m'- scatter'd noe

‘Who saved them by Hls
And shall not we takc up t! ?‘n
And send the echo back

8 Shall they adoresthe Lord
‘Who bought bhem by His blood,
And all the love record
That led them home to God?
And shall not we take up the mln.
‘And send the echo back again ?

4 Oh spread the 1 sound !
vlourslj:\'eﬂ;lor%dalm

Till the whole enrtE take up the strain,
And send the echo back again

James J. Cumm“u, 1843

442 Giory to the Lamb. 1646h.
1 COMD nlnu.mdndnre Him, come boW
Com'e, glve Blm the glory, the pralse thul

08aNNAS UNOEASING arise
Andj mhetdlchom thav gl 18 the



THE HOLY 8PIRIT.

2 To the Lamb that was slain all honour be
Let crowns without number encircle His
Let blessing, and glory, and riches, and
Be c;:glbed evermore bv nﬁ'}.‘.“ of light.

leia de M 191

443 Heosanna. 11s.

Tnch tlrlnmphl. Redeemer of men, (wapro;
aim

Be boundless Thine empire, eternal

‘We'll praise Thee on earth, and in-glory

smﬁz"nd hallelujabs, for ever, Amen,
Rippon’s Selection, 1844,

444 Hosanna. S.M.

HOSANNA to the King,
for our guilt was slain,
Let every soul its tribute bring,
And swell th’ exulting strain.

Hoeanna to the Kin
‘Who sitting high ln eaven,
Bids slnners lost and wandering,
and be forgiven.
3 Boumu to the King
‘Who ever lives and refgn
Let heaven and earth Bls praiaes sing,
In loud and lofty strains,
Thomas Hastings, 1850,

HYMNS TO THE HOLY SPIRIT.

445 The Promised Comforter, C.M.

blest Redecmn He breathed
OV ronden, Jomt Rrewell.
A Gulde. B OomtoTeer, mudtn'd.
'With 08 on earth to dwell.



THE HOLY SPIRIT.

9 He comes, the mystic heavenly Dove,
‘With sheltering wings outspread,
The holy balm of peace and love
On chosen hearts toshed.

8 He comes, sweet influence to impart,
A gracious, willing guest,
Where He can find one humble heart
. ‘Wherein to make His rest.

« And His that gentle voice we hear,
Soft as the breath of eve, [fear,
That checks each fault, that calms cach
And bids us cease to grieve.

5 And every virtue we possess,
And every victory won,
And every thought of holiness,

Ave Hi¢, and His alone,

6 Spirit of purity and grace,
Our weakness, pitying, sec:
.Oh inake our hearts Thy dwelling-pluoe,
Yea, make them meet for Thee.

Harriett Awber, 1839, a.

446 The Comforter. 7s.

1 TESUS is gone up on hiofh H
But His promise still is here,
«1 will all your wants supely H
1 will send the Comforter.

2 Let us now His promise plead,
J.et us to His throne draw mg‘x:
Jesus knows His people's need,
Jesus hears His people’s cry.

3 Send us, Lord, the Comforter,
gled and witness of Thy love;
welling with Thy people bere,
‘Teading them to joys above.

" 4 Till we reach the promised rest
THL Ty fach anyalid wo sce,.
Of tliis blessed hope.
T us, Lord, to live to Thee.
202 Thomas Ieuy., 1806




TRE HOLY SPIRIT.

. 447 .. of the Holy Spirit. LM,

1 ETERNAL Spirit! we confess,
i And sing the wonders of Thy grace:
Thy power conveys our blessings down
From God the Futher and the Son.

2 Enlighten'd by Thine heavenly ray,
Our shades and darkness turn to day ;
Thine inward teachings make us know,
Our danger and our refuge too.

3 Thy power and glory work within,
And break the chains of reigning sin,
Do our imperious lusts subdue,

And form our wretched hearts ancw.

4 The troubled conscience knows Thy voice,
Thy cheering words awake our joys;
Thy words the stormy wind,

And calm the surges of the mind.
Isaac Waits, 1709,

448 Regeneration. ~ C.M.

1 OT all the outward forms on earth,
Nor rites that God has givep,
Nor will of mnan, nor blood, nor‘blrth‘
Can raise a soul to heaven.

2 The sovereign will of God alone
Creates us heirs of iruce H
Born in the image of His Sun,

A new peculiar race,

3 The 8pirit, like some heavenly wind,
Blows on the sons of fiesh ;
Creates a new—a heavenly mind,
And forms the man afresh.

4 Our quicken'd souls awake and rise
From the long sleep of death ;
Ou heavenly things we fix our eycs,
Aud praise employs our breath,
Isaac Watts, 1709, a.

449 Pentecost. L.M.

1 GREAT ‘was the day, the f“ ‘was great,
‘When the divine disc| met;
‘Whilst on their heads the Spirit came,
And sat like tongues of cloven tlame.
2938



THE HOLY SPIRIT.

2 What gifts, what miracles He gave'
And power to kili, and power to save!
Furnlsh’d their tongues with woudros

words
Instead of shields, and spears and swords.

3 Thus arm'd, He sent the championsforth,
From east to west, from south to north;
““@o, and assert your 8aviour's cause;
Go, spread the mystery of Hls cross,”

4 These weapons of the holy
Of what Almlghtg toree
To make our stubbo elons bow,
And lay the proudest rebel low!

5 Nstlons, the learned and the rude,
Are y these heavenl{lamn subdued;

18 loss,

And ha.ul the doctrine of the cross.

6 Greac King of Grace, my heart subdue,
uld be led in triumph too,
A wlums captive to my Lord,
And sing the victories ot His'word.
Tsaac Watts, 1709,

45 Wattu;g {or the Pmuc BM.

1 ORD God, the Holy Ghosc,
In this awept.ed hour,
As on the day.of Pentecost,
Descend in all Thy power

2 We meet with one accord
In one appointed place,
And walt the prumlue of our Lord,
The Spirit of all grace.

3 Like mighty rushing wind
Upon the waves heneath,
Move with one impulse every mind;
One soul, one feeling breathe.

The young, the old inspire
‘With wisdom from above;

And give us hearts and tongues of fire,
To pray, and pratse, and love.

8 Spirit of Light, explore
W‘?thdlc.l:w ol:l! ? lJ.ld
ustre shinin mon
Unto the pert ectsdw more,




THBE HOLY SPIRIT.

G 8pirit of Truth, he Thon
n life and death our Guide ;
rit of Adaption, now
we be sanctified !

Jamea Montgomery, 1819,
451 The Holy Ghost ishere.  S.M.

1 TBI Holy Ghost is here,
‘Where saints in prayer agree,
As Jesu’s parting gift He's near
Bach pleading company.

2 Not far away is He,
To be by prayer brought
But here in present majesty
As in His courts on b

3 He dwells within our soul,
An ever welcome Guest ;
He regigns with absolute control,
As Monarch in the breast.

4 Our bodies are His shrine,
And He th’ indwelling Lord :
Al hall, Thou Comforter diviue,
Be evermore adored |

5 Obedient to Thy will,
‘We walt to feel Thy power,
0 Lord of 1ifé, our hopes fulfil,
And bless this hallow'd hour.

Charles H. Spurgeon, 1866,

452 ' A Prayer for Hie Oparations, .C. M.

1 F'STHRONED on high, Almighty Lord,
The Ho%(}lmec sgx‘n‘('l down:
Fulfll in us Thy faithful werd,
And all Thy mercies crown.

2 Though on our heads no tongues of firc
Thelr wondrous powers impart,
Grant, SBaviour, what we more desire,
Thy 8pirit in our heart.

3 Bpirit of life, and light, and love,
p‘li'h henvel;ly inﬂ\i.gme aive:
Qule‘en our souls, born from above,
In %:m that we may live.
v



THE HOLY SPIRIT.

4 To our benighted minds reveal
The glories of His grace;
And bring us where no clouds concen!
The brightness of His face.

5 His love within us shed abroad,
Life's ever springing well;

Tl God in us, and we ,
Inlove eternal dwell.
Thomas Haweis,1792.

453 The Holy Spirit invoked.  S.M.
COME , Holy Splm, come!

h ene
Andon this poﬂenlshoed soul
‘With beams of mercy shine.

From the celestial hills,
the, llght and joy dispense;
d may I dn.lly, ourly feel
'l'hy quickening {nfiuence.

3 Melt, melt this frozen heart;
This stubborn will subdue ;
Each evil passion overcome,
And form me all anew.

4 Mlne will the profit be,
ut Thine shall be the praise,
And unto Thee I will devo!
The remnant of my dnyn

Benjamin Beddome, 1818,

454 The Holy Spirit, C.M.

1 COME, Boly Spirit, heavenly Dove,
Thy quickenlns Powers,
Kindle a n:une of sacred love
In these cold heatrs of ours.

2 Look how we grevel here bekm.
Fond of these trifil
Our souls can neither y nor so,
To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal songs,
ln vn.l:h\:e strlvleh rise; ton

8 on our nes,

A;& our devotion dis saen



THE HOLY SPIKIT.

4 Dear Lord! and lha.uweever lie
At this poor dying ra
Onr love 80 fnlnt. 80 cold to Thee,
d Thine to us 8o great?

5 Come Holy 8pirit, heavenly Dove,
With all y qufckenlns powers.
came shed abroad a 8aviour's love,
And that shall kindle ours.

1saac Watts, 1709.

455 Come, Holy Ghost. C.M.

1 CO\(E qul_‘ Ghost our hearts inspire;
tne influence prove,
Source of the old prophetic fire,
Fountain of light and love.

2 Come, Holy Ghost (for moved by Thee
The prophets wrote and spoke),
Tnlo the tnml, Thyselt the key,
Unseal the

3 Eﬂnnd Thy wings, celestlal Dove,
o'er our nature's night;
On our disorder’d spirits move,
And let there now be light.

4 God through Himself we then shall know,
1If Thou within us shine
And sound. with all Th) saints below,
The depths of love divine.

Charles Wesley, 1740,

456 His Indwelling sought. 8.M.

1 IOME, Holy Spirit, come,
Let Thy bright beams arise,
Dispel the darkness from our minds,
nd open all our eyes.

2 Cheer our deepondlng hearta,
Thou heavenly Para
Give us to lie, with humble hope,
At our Redeemer's fect.

3 'Tis Thine to cleanse the heart,
To sanctify the soul,
To pour fresh life on every part,
And new create the whole.



THE HOLY SPIRIT.

4 Dwell, therefore, in our hearts,
Our minds from bondage
Then shall we know md grtlseund love
The Father, Son, an

Jauph Hart, 1759.

457 Spiritual Power desired. L.M.

COME dearest Lord, descend and dwell
By faith and love in every breast:

. Then shall we know, and taste, and feel
The joys that cannot be expreu'd.

2 Comefill our haamvm;h inward strength,
Make our enla; Yoml
Andl le}.rtlll] the hzisht-. and breadth, and
Of Thine unmeasurable grage.

3 Now to the God whose power can do
More than our thoughts or vrlshen know,
Be everlasting honours done
By all the church, through Christ His Son.

Tsaac Watts, 1709.

458 Leve longed for. 8.M.

DESCE]\D, immortal Dove
ead Thy kind wings e abroad :
And m t in flames of holy love,
Bear all my soul to God.

2 Jesus, my Lord, reveal
In charms of grace divine,
And be Thyself the sacred N
That pearl of price is mine.

3 Bchold my heart expan
To catch the heuvenly
It longs to feel the gentle bmdn.
And groans with strong desire,
4 Thy love, my God, appears
And br, {uvnlon down,
My cordial through thlt vale of tears,
n paradise my cro
6 rluup Doddvidge, 1755



THE HOLY BPIRIT.

“9 The Spirit's Work nquuted e,
1 HOLY Spirit, from on h

Bend on us a pitying cye;
Animate the droopin 'ﬁean,
Bid the power of sin

2 [Aght up every dark recess
f our heart's ungodliness ;
Bhow us cvery devious way,
‘Where our steps have gone astray,

3 Teach us with repentant grief
Humbly to implore rellef,
Then the 8aviour's blood reveal
All our deep disease to heal.

4 Other groundwork should we lay,
Bweep those empty hopes away ;
Make us feel that Christ alone
Can for human guiit atone.

5 May we daily grow in grace,
And pursue the hetvenly race,
Train'd in wisdom, led by love,
Till we reach our rest above,

William Hiley Bathurst, 1831,

460 His operations invited. ™

HOLY Ghost, with light divine,
shlne upon this heart of mine;
Chase the shades of night away,
Turn the darkness into day.

2 Eoly Ghost, with power divine,
‘leanse this guilty heart of mine;
has sin without controt
Hel dominion o’er my soul.
3 Ho Ghost with joy divine,
Chats nis saddonadheart of mine;
Bid my many woes depart,
Heal my wounded, hleedins heart.
4 Ho) rit,
l’llsvglizhfn this hearc of mine;
down every 1dol throne ;
Reign supreme, and reign alome.
Andrew Reed, 1817,
299



THE HOLY SPIRIT.
461 Naturel_lm_o”—’lhesmﬁt oM.

1 HOW helpless gullty nature lles,
Unconscious of its load!
The heart, unchan ged can never rise
To bappiness an

2 Canaught beneath a power divine
‘The stubborn will subdue?
*Tis Thine, Eternal Spirit, Thine
To form the heart anew.

3 'Tis thine the passions to recall,
And upwards bid them rise;

And make the scales of errer fall
From reason’s darken’d eyes.

4 To chase the shades of death away,
And bid the sinner live! -
heam of heaven, a vital ray,
*Tis Thine alone to give.

5 Oh change these wretched hearts of ours,
And Elgeﬂ them life divine!

Then shall our passions and our powers,

Almighty Lord, be Thine.

Anne Steele, 1760,

462 . Comforter. 8.7

1 HOLY Ghost, dispel our sadnes
Plerce the clouds of sinful n
Come, thou source of sweetest %
Breathe Thy life, and spread Thy ngm'

2 Author of the new creatio
Come, with unction and wm. power;
Make our hearts Thy habitation,
On our souls Thy graces shower.

Paul Gerhardt, 165
J. C. Jacobi, 1725.
Augustus M, Ibplady,l,.d.

463 Divine Drawings implored, C.M.

1 JF Thou hast drawn a chouund times,
Oh draw e, Lord, aga!
Around me cast Thy Splrlt's h:mds,
A:I‘!\m all my powers constrain.



. THE HOLY SPIRIT.

‘.’Drswm from all created good, -
From self, the world, an -ln,
To the dear fountain ot Thy blood,
And make me purewi \‘hln.

3 Oh lead me to Thy mercy-geat ;
Attract me nearer stll

Draw me, like Mary, to Thy feet,
To sit and learn will,

4 Oh draw me all the desert through
‘With cords of hesvenl} love,
And when prcﬁare for golus honce.
Draw me to dwell ab
Rippow's Seleclw»,lm, a.

464 The Holy Spirit incoked. C.M,

1 SPrRIT divine! aztend our prayers,
d make this house Thy home;
Descend with all 'l'h{ graclous powe‘rs,
‘Oh come, Great 8pirit, come!

2 Come as the light—to us reveal
Our emptiness aud wi
Andlead us in those paths of life
‘Where all the righteous go.

3 Come as the fire—and purge our hearts,
Like sacrificial tH
Let our whole soul an offering be
To our Redeemer’s name.

4 Come as the dew—and sweetly bless
This consecrated hour
m%lbarrenncss rejoice to own
y fertilising power.

5 Come as the dove—and spread Thy wings,
The wings of ove;
And let church on earth hecome
Blest as the church above.

6 Come a8 the wind—with rushing sound
And Pentecostal grace
That all of woman born mny see
The glory of Thy face.
7 Spirit divine! attend onrpmyers.
Make a lost world Thy home ;
Descend with all Thy ous powers !
Oh come, Great sm t, come,
Andrew Reed, 1812,
301 N



THE HOLY S8PIRIT.

465 His Operations sought. CM.
1 QPIRIT of Truth, Thy grace lmpm
S guide our Joubttnl way;
'.l‘hy bemm shall scatter every clond,
And make a glorious day.
2 Lgﬁl}t in Thy llﬁht, oh ma.y we 8ee,
grace and mercy prove,
ved,and cheer'd, md bleu'dby Thee,
spm of peace and love
3 'Tis Thine to soothe the sorrowlnc mind,
With guilt and fear oppress
e s ) '!'hlne to bid the dying llve,
And give the weary rest.

4 Subdue the 3:)wer of every sin,
Thw:lwe. in ninglenes ot hoart,
al
May worship 1’; *
I'Imm Cotterill, 1813, «.

466 ™ oigie 1y

1 STAY Thou insulted s'Fm stay,
Though I have done Thee such deaplte.
Cast not & sinner quite
Nor take Thine evénlasting dight.
2 'mongh I have most unfaithful been,
Of all whoe's er Thy gyraoe received,
seen,

‘en 08
Ten chonsmdtlmes'l’hygoodneu grieved;
3 Yet, oh! the chief of sinners spare,
In Honour of my great High Prlest
Nor in. Thy righteous anger swear
T’exclude me from Thy people's rest.

4 Now, Lord, my weary soul release
Upralse me by Thy gracious hand;
Guide me into Thy perfect peace,

And bring me to the promued land.
Charles Wesley, 1749, a.

467 Peace prayed for. 78,
1 CALMER of my k!l?mbled heqn.

Spesk nnm SOTTOWS cémec;
Smk.nndaum;mnlhwwe ’




MAN PALLBN.

2 Comfort me, whene'er I mouri,
Wldu'n ;ill:le o of Thy return ;
Helpme to befle\ e ns;:'ee.

Charles Wesley, 1762,

468 Dwum&dmaaud Witnocsing OM.
1 Y ehonhi the chlldnn ofa

all their: d%‘
Great Oamtorm end snd
Some tokens of Thy-grace.

2 Dost Thou not dwell in all the salntl,
And seal the heirs of hen\ en ?

When wilt Thou banis plaings,
And show my sins torgive g
3 Assure my conscience of her part
In men%tllemm ‘blood,
Aud bear wlmm with my heart,
That I am born of God.
4 Thou art the earnest of His love,
The of joys to
And ¥y soft wings, celest! la.(l)me.

Will safe convey me home.
Tsaac Watts, 1709,

MAN’S FALLEN STATE.
469 Original Sin. C.h.

1 RACEWARD with humble sheme we
On our o riginal : {look
How is our nature dasi'd and broke
Inour ﬂrn mtner 8 fall!

2To wdfm od aver awrse and blind,
ro )
Wlu 4 dukms Vi dln our mindl
How obulnat.e our willl

3 Wﬂd and unwhotesome as the root
Hnw ;ll.:h; hb fco.:' llm frudt
can 0]
rro;&sm [} 5’" f



MAN FALLEN.

4 What morea.l power from things unclean
ure productions bring®
Who m command a vital
From an infected springt
5 Yet, mighty God, Bhy wondrous love
an make our naturc clean,
‘While Christ and grace prevall above
The tempter, death and sin.

6 Thie second Adam shall restore

Hosanna to the sovereign power
That new creates our dust!

Isaac Watts, 1700.
470 The DMemper lmd Madness

1 QIN, like a venomous disease,
™ Inrle’c%s axl)ur|vlml blgiod 3
e onl m is sovereign grace,
And the physician God.

2 Our heauty and our strength are fied,
And we draw near to dea!
But Christ the Lord recall.s the dead
‘With His almighty breath.

3 Madness by nature re{gns within,
The passions burn an rﬁ
TN God‘s own 8on, with skill divine,
The inward fire assuage.

Isaac Watts, 1709,

471 Need of the Atonement. CcM.,

OW 18 our nature spoil'd with sin!
Yet nature ne'er hath found
The way to make the conscience clean,
Or heal the painful wound.

2 In vain we seek for peace with God
By methods of our own ;
Jesus, there’s nothin bns Thy blood
Can bring us near the throne.

3 The threatenings of Thy broken law
lmpress our souls with dread;
1f God His sword of vengeance draw,
1t %;ke- our spirits dead,



MAN FALLER.

4 an Thine illustrious sacrificc
Hath answer'd these demands;
And peace and pardon from the skies
Come down by Jesus' hands.

sﬂeremthesncientt S agree,
The and the Lamb; - "

And prorheu in thelr visions see
Salvation through His name.

6 'Tis by ’l'h.ly death, we live, O Lord;

{‘ e rest
For ever be Thy love adored
Thy name for ever bless’d.’

Isaac Watts, 1721.

472 Ovur Unconverted State C.M.

1 Rl!A'l' Kln of glory and of grace,
G ¢! wit! hsh I-’ble shame,
How v-ue ls our degenerate race,

Ang our first father's name.

2 From Adam flows our tainted blood,
‘The poison reigns within,
Makes us averse toall that's good,
And willing slaves to sin.

3 Dally we break Thy holv la.vu,
And then reject. Thy
Engaged in the old ee nt,'s causc
Against our Maker's

4 We live estranged afar from God,
And love the distance well;
With haste we run the dangerous road
That leads to death and hell.

& And can guch'rebels be restored
bestndll)u"m %ﬂe { o L rd.
sinners see Thy glory, Lo
And feel this power of Thine.

6 We raise our Father's mme on high,
‘Who His own Spirit sends
To bring rebellious strangers nigh,
And turn His foes to friends.

‘ haac Watts, 1700,
21
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MAN FALLEN

473 Mourning over Tranagressors. LM

ARISE , my tenderest thougmaf arise,
To torrents melt my stream ng eyeS.

And th%!my heart, with anguish

Those evils which thou canst not he-l.

2 See humau nature sunk in shame ;
See scandals pour'd on Jesu's name;
e Father wounded: through the Son?
The world abused, and souls undone.

3 See the short course of vain delight
?los\ng in everlasting night :
:that no abatement know,
Though briny tears for ever flow.

4 My God, I feel the mournful swnc H
My bowels yeam o'er dgtnx
And fain my &ge z ‘woul \.lalm,
And snatch rebrands from thefiame.
5 But ieeble my compassion proves,
And can ‘n eep where most it loves;
Al

Thy own -saviug arm employ,
And turn these drops of grief to joy.

Philip Doddridge, 175

474 Faith in Christ for cleansing. C.M.

1 J{OW sad our state by nature is!
Qur sin how deep it stains|
And Satan binds our captive minds
Fast in his slavish chains.

Bur. there s & voice of sovereign grace
Sounds from the sacred Word,
*“Ho, ye deapalrln‘ghslnnen‘ come,
‘And'trust upon the Lord.

3 My soul obeys th’ alml call,
I»cndldn#slléom{‘ @” Lord
ould helleve Thy prom
Oh} hel lpmyunh’elm tae, ’

4 To the dear fountein o blood,
Incarnate God, I fiy; £Thy

Here let me wash my epotted sonl
M& crimes of deepepwdye.




MAX PFALLEX.
mnmn. victorious Kingt
relsnl subdue
Drlve d:;ﬂ:: h'om 8 seat,

6A guﬂty, vu‘k, nnd helpleu worm,

My .u-n md wy al.l By
Isaac Watls, 1709,

475 The whole head is Sick, ~ C.M.

1 PEYSICIAN of my lln~slck soul,
Ny ‘Thee 1 bﬂng ase
And hos me by Thy grai',e
2 Pity the angulnh I endure,
See how I mourn and pine;
For never can I hope a cure
From any hand but Thine.
3 I would disclose n? whole eompln.lnt.
But where

shall
No words of mine can l{
‘That worst dlstemper, sin.

a1t llel not in a single part,

‘But through my frame {8 -preml
A burnin; lovemﬂx my heart,
A palsy in my head.

5 Lord, Iam sick, regard my cry,
vvnl T{nu jot & sinner dle. .
0 1onss to live to Thee?
John Newton, 1759,

476 Jesus delsversng the lost Ones, L.M.

1 RURIED in ws ot the ni
til f ug\w

‘Wisdom descends to heal
And %ue the darkness of the mmd.



MAN FALLEN.

gn {ity souls are drown'd in tears
'x‘m 18 a.tonlns blood appears ;

° Then we awake from deep distress, .
Andsing, “ The Lordom-mgh usness.

8 Our very frame is mix'd with sin,
Hll Spirlt makes our n:tures clean;
from mmerinss flow,
Ab once to cleanse and pardon

4 Poor helpless worms in Th ee possess
Grace, wisdom, power, and teousness;
‘Thou art our Mighty All, and we
Give our whole selves, O Lord to Thee.

Isaac Watts, 1708.

477 Distinguishing Love to Man, cM
1 D WN headlong from their native skies
rebel

angels
And thunderbolts of nmln wrath
Pursued them deep to hell

2 Down from the top of ea.rthly bliss
Rebellious man was h
And Jesus stoop'd beneuh the grave
To reach a sinking worl

3 Oh love of inﬂnlte degree'
easurable

Must heaven's emrm.l da.rllng dle,
To save a traitorous race

4 Mustd angels slnk for ever down,

enchless
‘While od torsakee His shlnlng throne
To raise us wretches higher?

5 Oh for thl- love let earth and skies
PR
e full ehoir of hu
All hallelujahs sing. tongues

Isaac Watts, 1500




‘THE HOLY SCRIPTURES.

478 Most excellent. C.M.
1 ADEN with guilt and full of fears,
147 17 t0 Thee, my Lord, '

And not a glimpse ot hope appelrs
But in Thy written Word.

2 'l'he volume of my Father's grace

griefs assuage
Berel behaﬂl N7 Saviours face
Almost in every page.
3 This is the fleld where hidden lies
The pearl of price unknown,
That merchant is divinel. wlse
‘Who makes the pearl his own.
4 Here consecrated water fl ows,
To quench my thirst of sin,
Here the falr tree of knowledge grows,
. Ko danger dwells therein.

5 This {8 the judge that ends the strife,
reason fail,

‘Where wit and r
My guide to everlasting life
Torough all this gloomy \nle.

6 Oh may Thy counsels, mighty God,
My roving feet comm:
Nor I tomke the lmpp{l road
That leads to Thy right hand.

Isaac Watts, 1709,

479 The Bibl;l’;);;d{;iyhl of the C.M.

A GLORY gilds the sacred page,
Majestic, like the sun:
It gives a llght. to every age;
It gives, but borrows none.
2 The hand that gave it still supplies
The gracious light aud heat ;
Tts truths upon the nations Tise;
They rise, but never set,
309



HOLY BCRIPTURR.

3 Let everlasting thanks be Thine
For such a bright displ
As makes a world of darlmeu shine
‘With beams.of heavenly day.

4 soul rejoices to pursue
e steps of Him I love,

. T breaks “30 my view
xln'lgmer worlds above!
William Cotwper, 1779,

480 The Guide of Youth, cM.
1 How shall the young secure their

And gunrd their ives from sin?
T%Wotd the choicest rules imparts
keep the conscience clean.

3 When once it enters to the mind,
It spreads such light abroad,
‘The meanest souls- Instrucnon ﬂnd,
And raige their thoughts to God.

3 'Tis llke the sun, a heavenly light,
That guides us all the day;

And thtough the dangers ot the night,
A lamp to lead our way.

‘4 'l'he men t\mt kegg 'l'hy lsw with care,
And meditate
Grow wiser than thelr mwherl are,
And better know the Lord.

5 Thy precepts make me truly wise;
I'hate the sinner’s road ;
I hate mine own vain thoughu that rise,
But love Thy law, my

6 Thy Word s everlasting truth;
ow pure 18 ever: pa%e!
‘That holy Book shall gnide our yoush,

And well support our age.
Tsaac Watts, 1719,
481 " Our Heritage. o.M,

1 Lonn, 1 hnve nudemword my cholce,
My lastin
There shall my noblest powcu rejoice,
My warmest vhonghta engege, Jotee,

~




HOLY 8CRIPTURE.

2 I'll read the histories of Thy love,
And keep Thy laws in sight,
‘While throi the promises 1 rove
m{h ever hdelight.
3 'Tisa broad land of wealth unknown,
ere springs of life arise ;
Seeds of imin:

ortal blies are sown,
And hidden glory lies.

4 The best relief that mourners have;
It makes our sorrows biest;
Our fairest hope beyond the grave,
And our eternal rest.

Tsaac Watts, 1712

482 Heavenly Teaching. C.M.

1 FAT‘BBR of mercies, in Thy Word
‘What endless glory shinesi
For ever he Thy name ado;
For these celestial lines.

2 Here mmy the wretched sons of want
Exhaustless riches find ;

Ri above what earth can grant,
And Iasting as the mind.

8 Here the fair tree of knowledge grows,
And yields a free repast;
Sublimer sweets than nature knows,
Invite the longing taste.

4 Here the Redeemer's welcome voice
ssrends hcavenly peace around ;
And life, and everlasting joys,
Attend the blisstul sound.

5 Oh may these heavenly pages be
){iy ever dear delight;
And still new heauties may I see,
And still increasing light.

6 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord,
Be_Thou for ever near:
Teach me to love %rucred ‘Word,
And view my 8a' there.

Anne Steete, 1700,
m



EXCELLENCE OF THE GOSPEL.

483 "afrgiiens o

1 (YHRIST and His cross is all our theme ;
The mysteries that we speak
Are scandal {n the Jew's esteem,
Aund folly to the Greek.

2 But souls enlighten'd from above
. Thwm: joy {:‘ce‘:yedche Word ; a1
ey see wi sdom wer, and lov
Shine in their dying Lopd, " o

But unbelfef perverts the same
To guilt, despalr, and death.

4 Till God diffuse His graces down,
Like showers of heavenly rain
In vain Apollos sows the groun
And Paul may plant in vain,

Isaac Watts, 1700,

484 Power of the Gospel LM.

1 IMHIS {s the word of trath and love,
Sent to the nations from above ,
Jehovah here resolves to show
‘What His almighty grace can do

2 This remedy did wisdom find
To heal diseases of the mind;
This sovereign balm, whose Virtues can
Restore the ruin’d creature, man.

3 The gospel bids the dead revive,
Sinners obey the voice, and live;
Dry hones are raised, aud clothed afresh,
And bearts of stone are turn'd to flesh,

4 Lions and beasts of sa) name
Put on the nature of the lamb;
While the wide world esteem 1t strange,
Gaze and admire, and hate the change,



THE GOSPEL.

5 May but this grace my soul rencw,
Let sinners gaze, and hate me 100
The word that saves me does engage
A sure defence from all their rage,

Isaac Watts, 1700,

485 Blessedness of Gospel Times, S.M

1 OW beauteous are thelr feet
‘Who stand on Zion’s hiil!
‘Who bring salvation on their tongucs,
And words of peace reveal !

3 How charming is their voice!
How sweet thelr tidings are!

“Zion, behold thy Saviour King *

He reigns and triunmsphs here.”

3 How happy are our ears,’
‘That hear this joyful sound,
Which kings and prophets waited for, -
And sought, but never found.

4 How blesséd are our eyes,
That see this heavenlyrlelghtl
Prophets and kings desired it long,
But died without the sight.
5 The watchmen join their voice,
And tuneful notes employ ;
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,
And deserts learn the joy.
¢ The Lord makes bare His arm
Through all the earth abroad ;
Let evelgyamulon now behold
Their 8aviour and their God.
Tsaac Watts, 1700,

486 Exrcellence of the Gospel. LM,
1 ] ET everlasting glories crown
]J Thy I: m8 %nviour and my Lord,
Thy hands have brought salvation down,
Ana writ the blessings in Thy Word,
2 What if we trace the globe around,
An t0 J:

Ther oshall geom 1igion found
ere s! ne re!
Boju;n‘ §° God, 50 safe £0r MmaL.



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.
8 In vain the bimg oonsuencc seexs

%mn o g!eqm the sp h'il:b ks
ong e 8| rea
Till we apply to chrmaY *

4 How welt Thy blessad truths agree!
How wise and holy Thy conmands!
Thy promises, how firm they
How firm our hope and oomton stands!

5 Should all the forms that men devise
Assault m faith with treacherous art,
I'd call them vanity and lies,

And bing the.gospel to my heart.
Tsoac Watts, 1700,

GOSPEL INVITATIONS.

487 The Jubilea Trumpet.  148th,

BLOW ye the trumpet, blow,

The gladly solemn sound ;
Let all the nations know,
remotest he

To 0
The year of jubilee is come;’
Return, ye ransom'd sinners, homse.

2 Extol the Lamb of God,
‘The sin- Lam!|

-atoning b;
Redemption in m- blood
Throughout the world %roc

year, &c,

3 Ye who have sold for nought
The kert!

above,
Recelve 'fmck \mbought.
The gift of Jesus’ love:
The year, &c.

4 Ye slaves of sin and hell
Your liberty receive;
And safe in Jesus dwell,
And blest in Jesus live:
The year, &,

5 Ye bankrupt debtors know
The soverelign grace of heaven;
Though sums immense ye owe,
A free arge is given :
The year, &¢.
314



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.

6 The gospel trumpet hear,
'l'henevuothuvmlylneo.

Al ed from r
B:fddm your &vlmm
The year, &c.

¢ Jesus, our great High Priest,
Hath full nonemenstmnd

Yew grlturm: \

'l'he yenr of jubilee is come ;
Return, ye ransom’d sinners, homne.

Charles Wesley, 1750,

488 Mercy's Invitation. C.M.

1 LET every mortal ear attend,
'l'he trumpet ot':ﬂ:’pel sounds
‘With an {nviting vol

2 lIo all ieed‘mm' survil:f souls,

upon th
And \'alnl.v strive with earth ¢}
'.l‘omlmempty mind; Iy tor

3 Eternal Wudo
A#d bids you;l ?osnslns appetites
The rich provision taste.

1 Ho, ye that pant for uvlng streams,
And pine ch yaur raging thirst
ere ) aen: n|
Wi sprl:ycg that never dry.

& Rivers of love and mercy her
Inarich join

ch ocean
Snlvntlon in :bundnnce flows,
Like fioods of milk and wine,

6 Come, naked, and ado our souls
In robes prepared b;
Wrought by hbours of Hie Son,
And dyed in Hls own blood.

7 Great God, the &reuurel of Thy love
Are everlutln el; n,“&l’:wi es are,
Df:pd“ indlos hen dless as our sing.



GOSPEL INVITATIONS,

8 The hugp&' gates of gospel grace
night and d:
Lord we Are come to seek supplics,
And drive our wants away.

Tsaac Watts, 17

489 Promises of Grace, C.M.

1 IN vain we lavish out our lives
To her empty wind,
The choicest blessings earth can yield
Will starve a hungry mind.

2 Come, and the Lord shall feed our souls
‘With more substantial meat,
‘With such as saints in glory lore,
‘With such as angels eat.

3 Come, and He'll cleanse our spotted souls,
And wash away our stains,
In the dear fountain that l-us 8on
Pour'd from His dying veins.

4 Our gullt shall vanish all awn.y
Tough biack as hell before,
Our sins shall sink beneath the sea,
And shall be found no more.

& And lest pollution should o’erspread
ur inward powers again,
Hls smm shall bedew our souls,
Like purifying rain,

6 Our heart, that flinty, ltubborn thing,
That wrrors ‘cannot mi

at fears no thre eltenlngs of His wrath,

Shall be dluolved by love:

7 Or He can take the flint away
That would not be refined
And from the treasures of His grace
Bestow a softer mind.

8 There shall His sacred Slilm dwell,
nd deep engrave His law;
And every motion of our souls
To swift obedience draw.
9 Thus will He a{wur ulvatlon down.
W mlil:ge:hr people o; His l
et ove
And He our God of grace.

Imac Watts, 1708.
316 :



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.

490 ¢ Yet there is room.”  148th.

1 YE dying sons of men,
Immerged in sin and woe,
The fospel‘s voice attend,
‘While Jesus gends to you :
Ye perishing and guilty, come,
In Jesus’ arms there yet is room.

2 Ko longer now delay,
Nor vain excuses frame:
He bids you come to-day,
Though poor, and blind, and lame :
All things are ready, sinner, come,
For every trembling soul there's room.
3 Believe the heavenly word
His messengers g:gcmm H
He is a graclous N

neme:
Backsliding souls, return and come;
Cast off despair, there yet is room.
¢ Compell'd by bleeding love,
Ye wandering sheep draw near;
Christ calls you from above,
His charming accents hear!
Let whosocver will now come,
In mercy's breast there still is room.
James Boden, 1777,

491 +I am Alpha and Omega.” C.M.

1 On what amazing words of grace
Are in the gospel found!
Suited to every sinner’s case
‘Who knows the joyful sound.

2 Here Jesus calls, and He's a true,
WA kind, ahwn.hgu(l) friend; |
8 * aand Omega, too,
Beghm&s and the end.”
3 Come, then, with all your wants and
Your every burden bring; _ [wounds,
Here love, eternal love abounds,
A deep celestial sp! 3
4 ' Wheever wills "—oh gracious word!
C or Bhﬂlof :h e “ls al J hless ﬂ;;e Lord,
'0me, raty sou! n
Amg {Mnk ’t’or Jesus’ sake.
7



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.
5 ThAI;‘slpll'lng with Uving wuter flows,
Come, r.hlrsgy souls, yonr wants disclose,
And drink with thankful bearts.

6 To sinners oglrl, Ilke meand you,

e et Bouta, st prove 1t's bru
ome, rsty souls, and prove it's (L
Drink, and for ever live.

Samuel Medley, 1789,

492  omeandwetcome. 874

1 ve sinners, poor and wretche
Go%ui: woun%gd, sh‘k a.nd sore‘!'

l'%di e you
Full of pit; joln’dwlth power ;

He ls wﬂu‘ng ; doubt no more.
2 Come, ye needy, come and weloome,
God's free botnty
Trne belief, and true repemance
Every grace that brings us nigh,
‘Without m%lm‘
Come to Jesus t and buy.
3 Let not conscience make you llnger,
Nor of fitness fondly drum
All theﬁtrms He requiret!
18 to feel our need of Hlm :
This ives you; .
'Tis the Bpi t's rising beam.

4 Oome, ye weary, heavy laden,
Brulsed and 16 by the fall;
1f you tarry till you're better,
will \IH
Not the righteous,
Sinners Jesus came to call.

5 View Hlm prostrate in the garden,
On the ground your Maker lesl
On the bloods trée behold Him,
Hear Him cry before He dies,
% It i6 fintah’
8inner, will not ﬁlll suffice?

6 Lo! th’ !ncarnate Gad, ascend
Pleads the merit of His blood -

Cansgg helplesa sinners good.



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.

7 Saints and angels join'd n concert,
8ing the praises of the Lamb

‘While the blissful seats of henven
Bweet| elcho with His name!

Sinners here may sing the same,
Joseph Hart, 1759, a.

493 Come to Josus. 8.7.4.

1 ME, ye souls by sin-affiicted,
Co w'd with fruitless sorrow down;
the broken law convicted
Toush the oross benold the crown,
Look to Jesus—
Merey flows through Him alone.

3 Take His easy ‘{eke and wear it,
Love hedience sweet ;
Chr!n wlll give ou strength to bear it,
‘While His wisdom guides your feet

‘Where nu%’d captives meet.
3 Blessdd are the eyes that see Him;
Blest the ears that hear Bla volce :
esséd are the so ur:mt.m Him,
A commandments
comman ]
Then become thelr happy choice.
Joseph Swain, 1792,

494 ¢ Now és the aceepted Fime» CM.

GO K, s'nllty souls, and flee away
Tht lt.kt,h loves to Jesu's w&mds.
0 e welcome gospel-day
‘Wherein free gneeggbounds
3 God loved the church, and gave Hi
To drink the °“ﬁ of 'wrath:
And Jesus says, He'll cast out none
That come to Him by faith,
Jaoseph Humphreys, 1743,

495 Jesus invites. LM.

16 llhet #ll ye weary souls,
eavy Iaden sinners, come.

mve you rest from all your tells,
g;ey ou to My heavenly home,



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.

2 Tho? shall find rest that learn of Me,
Bnt a llueek and {101:"’ mind;
sion rages a ses,
And%de 18 restless as the wind.
3 * Blesg'd is the man whose nhonlders take
My yoke, and bear it wm: dellgh
My yoke is easy to his
¥y grace shall make che bnrden light."
4 .vesns. we come at Thy command;
With faith, and hope, and humble zeal
Resign our spirits to Thy hand,
To mould an gulde us at, Thy will,
Isaac Watts, 1700.

496 The Saviour calls. C.M.
HE Saviour calls, let every ear
tend the heavenly sound ;
Y% doubnln soulsdismiss your fear,

2 For every thirsty, longlng heart,
Here streams of boun!

And life and health and i’;uu impart
To banish mortal woe.

3 Ye uinners come; 'tl! mercy's voice,

Mer: gvit.ee to henvenly joys;
And can you yet delay ?
4 Dear S8aviour, draw reluctant hearts,
To Thee let sinners fly,
And take the bliss Thy love imparts,
And drink, and never die.
Anne Steele, 1760,

497 “ Come unto me.” 8.7.4.
1 ARKI the voice of Jesus calling,
Oome, thou laden, come to Me ;
1 have rest and peace to offer
T,J:oor labourlns one, for thee ;
salvation,
Take it now, and happy be.”

2 Yes, though high in heaven], glory
Still tho Bavionr calls to thea; "

Faith mhmﬂln gracious acce!
“ 0“.{.‘;&' thou Men. come to Me;

salva
'l‘nkaog:’c now, -nd hnppy be.”



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.

3 soon that voice wiil cease its ealling,
W it speaks, and speaks to thee
Slnner heed the gracious message,
To the blood for refuge fie
ke salvation,
Take it now, and happy be,
4 Life 18 feund alone in Jesus,
Only there ’tis offcred thee—
Offer'd without })rice or money,
’Tis the gﬂt of God sent free
on,

salvatio;
Take u norw, and happy be.
Albert Midiane, 1865,

i

498 Secking souls encouraged. 7.6.

1 SIA‘NER hear the Saviour’s call,
e now is pus! by;
thy grlcvoue thrall,
And hwd thy mournful cry.
He has purdons to Impan,

grace ¢ from fears
8ee the love tlmz nns his heart.
And wipe away thy tears,

2 Why art thou afraid to come,
And tell Him all thy case ?
He wm noc pronounce th; d‘?om,
8 face.

Wllt thon fem- lmmanuelr
Or dread the Lamb of God,

‘Who, to save thy soul from hcll
Has shed His precious blood ?

3 Raise thy downcast eyes and see
‘What throngs His throune surround!
though sinners once like thee,
Have f\lll salvation found,
Yield noz then to unbelief ;
€ 8 “There yet is room :”
Though ol' sinners thou art chlef
Since Jesus calls thee, come.

John Newton, 177

499 “ Seek, and ye shall find.” 7s.

1 ME, T sinner, come and see,
CO ,tr%o strength s found in Me ;
1 am waiting to be kind,
To relieve troubled mind.



GOSPEL INVITATIONS.

] Dost thou feel thy slns a In!
Look to Me and ease
All Hy mlness thou mayst alum.
And he always welcome there.

8 Boldly come' why dost thou fear?
1 possess a gracious ear

I will never tell thee nay

‘While thou hast a heart to pray.

4 Try the freeness of My grace,
Sure, 'twill suit thy trying case:
l[ournlns souls will ne’er complnln,
Having sought My face in vain.

5 Knock, and cast all doubt behind,
k, and thou shalt surely find ;
Ask,’and I will give thee peace,
And thy confidence increase.

[ wm not this enconrage thee,
Vile and poor, to e to M
8Sure thou canst not douht My wilt!
Come and welcome, sinner, still.

Hewett, 180

500  rrcopaFax. O

1 GOME, slnne'r, to the dgospel feast;
Oh come wit!
For there is room in Jesu's breast
For all who will obey.
2 There a room in God 8 ewmal love
To save thy precl
Ronm !n the sp(m 8 ce ahove.
To heal, and make thee whole,

3 There’s r?omwlthln the chureh redeem'd
Room in the white-robed throng con-
For that dear soul of thine. {vened,

4 There‘s room in heaven amouf the chotr,
arps and crowns of go
And slorlous palms of victory there,
Jjoys that ne’er were told.
& There’s room ground t.h&’rather‘s board

Oh, come and
i’e:. prders lmelsome to t.he Lord;

329 Bamx Puuuu:, 133
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501 « Come to the Ark.” C.M.

GOlm to the ark, come vo the ark,
Th e Jt?ls“’ o"’:vn:-lkl tmh by night,
e ence ) n
The arrow fia by day. ’

ngs to the ark : the waters rlsc,

e seu their billows rear;

wmle kness gathers o'er the skies,
da near.

3 Come to the ark, al au ﬂut W
Beneath the l' P

e sense
‘Withoat, deep calleth \mm deep ;
But all'ts peace within.

4 Come to the ark, ere yet the flood
Yonr llng‘l ng stepu oppose
e door which open stood
h now about to close,

John Celeman’s Coll., 1846.

502  comeron or.

1 GOME. poor slnnﬁ eome to Je-us,

None but’ .fesmvahrlsn can eue us,
Come ye all, His mercy seek.

3 Come," it is His invitation ;
to Me,” the Saviour says,
Wé:ly oh why such hesitation,
loomy doubts, and base delays ?

3 Do you fear your own unfitness,
Burden'd as you are with sin?
*Tis the Holy Spirit's witness;
Christ invites you—enter in.

4 D9 your sins and your distresses
'Gainst this sacred

Teco! & ?
Know that Christ most kindly blesses
Those who feel the most their need.

& Hear His words, 8o true and cheering,
Fitted just for the distress’ d
Dven upon the sound endear
8’:m.l'ml‘l. I will give you mn.
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© Stay not pondering on your sorrow,
Turn from your own self away :
Do not lin%eh r till to-morrow,
rist without delay.

Ambassador's Hym»n Book, 1863,

All ye who seek a
503 “iSEuig® ©.M., Double.
1 A‘LL ye who seek a sure relief
In trouble or dtstress,
‘Whatever sorrow vex the mlnd.
Or guilt the soul oppress
Jes u.b. who gave Himself for us
Tpon the cross to die,
Tnfolds to us His sacred heart ;
Oh to thas heart draw nigh.

2 Ye hear how kindly He inviteﬁ.

Ye hear His words so blest

“All ye tlmc labour, come to Mc.
A_na 11 give you rest.”

0 Jesu, oy of saints on hlgh,
Thou hope of sinners here

Attracted by these lovlng words.
To Thee I 1ift my prayer.

3 Wash Thnn my ‘wounds lnthut dear blood
trgm 'l‘{l d
naw ope nsp re, tnew
Aus better life besf
l'rllse ‘Him who with the Father sits
nthroned upon the skies;
w llose blood redeems our souls from
‘Whose Spirit sanctifies. [guilt,

Edward Caswall, 1849.

504 « All Things are ready.”  S.M.

u ALL things are ready,” Come
Come, rich ans },‘I,f,{.“;,‘,‘,}’e oldmdyouns
‘ome,
Oome, and be richly fed. *

2 ' All thing aarereuly " Come,
The m\'lt.nlon s given.
Through Him who now In glory sits
At g?;i's right haud in heaven.
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3 “All things are ready, Come,
The door i8 open wide
Oh feast upon the love ot God,
For Christ, His 8on, has di ed.

4 “All things are ready,” Come,
All hindrance is removed ;
And God, in Christ, His preclous love,
To fallén man has proved.

5 “All things are rea,dge Come,
To-morrow may not
O sinner, come, the Saviour walts,
This hour to welcome thee!

Albert Midlane, 1862,
505 None that come east ont, LM,

HARK' *tis the Saviour’s voice 1 hear,
me, trembllns soul, dispel thy

fea;
He saith, and ‘who His word can doabt?
He will th no wise cast you out.

2 Doth 8atan fill you with dumay,
And tell you Christ will cast away ;
It is a truth, why should you doubt ?
He will in no wise cast you out,

3 Approach your God, make no delay.
He ts to welcomo you to-day ;
His mercy try, no longer doubt,
He will in no wise cast you out.

4 Lord, at Thy call, behold! I come,
guflty losc and undone:
On Thy rich DBlood I now rel{
Oh, pass my viie transgressions by.

Samuel F. Smith, 1850,

506 Look tnto Him. 8.7.

SBE the blesséd Saviour dying

On the cross for ruin’d man ;
There the willing spotless vlcllm,

‘Working out redemption’s plan ;
Listen w Is lnvlnx uccenu.
ul’f it Ho moaks, "nnn.a

ark, again T8 finish'

"He bows His head
825
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2 With this cruel death before Him,

g, foreseen
Noughicould move Him from His purpose,
No dismay could intervene
Yea, and through the contradiction,
hing could His move;
Oh the wondrous depths eternal,
Of His own almighty love.

3 Lovewhich made Him, * Prince of Glory,”
Come to die, the “ 8inner's Friend,”
Love beyond the reach of mortals’
O onzhts b Ll

0 P
Sinner, make this love thy on,
8light not love 80 vast an free;
still unblest, if unforgiven,
Comne, the Saviour calleth thee.

Albert Midlane, 1865,

507 Come and see. 7s.

1 QINNERS! come, the Saviour sec,
WY Hands, feet, side, and temples view;
See Him bleeding on the tree,
See His heart on fire for you!

2 View awhile, then haste away,
¥ind a thousand wore, and say :
Come, ye sinners! come with me,
View Him bleeding on the tree.

3 Who would still such mercy eve?
ginners! hear instruction mild,
Doubt no more, but now believe,
Each become a simple child;

4 Artful doubts and reasonings bc
Nail'd with Jesus to the tree:
Mourning souls, who simple are,
Burely shall the blessing share.

Frederick Wenzel Neisser ,
¢r. by Charles Kinchin, 1762

508 ‘Come and Welcome. '78.’ 6 lines.

1 FROM the cross nle.ed high,
‘Where the SBaviour delgns to dte,
‘What melodious sounds I hear,
Bursting on my ravish'd car!
Love's redeeming work 18 done;
Come and welcoine, sinner, come.
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2 Sprinkled now with blood the throne,
Vyhy beneath thy burdens an ?
On my pierced o laid, gronn

Jnsuee Owns the ransom paid.
Bow the knee, and kiss the Son ;
Come and welcome, sinner, come.

3 Spread for thee the festal board
8ee with richest dainties stured H
To thy Father’s bosom press'd,
Yet again a child confess'd,
Never from His house to roam,
Come and welcome, sinner, cotne.

4 Soon the days of life shall end ;
I come, your Saviour, Frlcnd
Safe your splrit to convey
To the realms of endless day,
Tp to My eternal home,
Come md welcome, sinner, come.
Thomas Haweis, 1792,

509 Come and Welcome. 8.7.4.
COME and welcome, to the Saviour,
He in mercy bids thee come:
Come, be happy in His favour,
Longer from Him do not roam;
me, and welcome,
Come to Jesus, sinner, come!
2 Come, and welcome ; start for glory,
Leave the wretched world hehind *
Christ will spread His banner o’er theo,
‘Thou in Him a friend shalt find ;
Come, and welcome,
To & Saviour good and kind.
3 Come, and welcome : do not linger,
Make happy cholice to-day;

‘True thou art a wretched sinner,
But He’ll wash thy sins away :
Come, and we come,
Time admits of no delay.
Albert Midlane, 1865,

510 Take the Peace the Gospel brings. TS.
1 YE that in His courts are found
Listening to the joytul sound,
Lost and helpless as ye are,
Bons of sorrow, sin, and mre‘
Gloruy the King of kin
the peace the gospel brings.
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2 Turn to Christ your longing cyes,
View His bloody sacrifice :
8ee in Him your sins forgiven
Pardon, holiness, and heaven ;
Glorify the King of kings,
Take the peace the gospel brings,

Rowland Hill, 1774,
511 Wanderers invited. 78, 6 lines.

1 WEARY souls, who wander wide
From the central point of Lliss,
Turn to Jesus crucified,
Fly to those dear wouunds of His:
8ink into the purple flood,
Rise into the life vf God.

2 Find in Christ the way of peace,
Peace, unspeakable, unknown;
B{ His ;Hln He gives you ease,
Tife by His expiring groan :

Rise, exalted by His fall;

Find in Christ your all in all

3 Oh helieve the record true,
God to you His S8on has given ¢
Ye may now be huﬁgy too,
Find on earth the life of heaven
Live the life of heaven above,
All the life of glorious love.

Charles Wesley, 1747
512 Mercy calls.  8.7., Double

1 9IS the voice of mercy calls thee,
T Wanderer from the Father's home,

*Tis not God, in voice of thuunder,

'Tis & Father calls thee, « Come ;"
Yea, His loving heart still waiteth,

And canst thou refuse Him still?
Nay, with contrite heart relenting,

Say, * Arise and come, I will."
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513 Grace abounding. 8.7.4.

1 SCRIPTURE says,* Where sin abounded,
did grace much more abound :”
Thus has Satan been confounded,
And his own discomfi t tound,
Christ has triumph’d!
Spread the glorious news around.
2 Sln 18 smng, but grace is stronger;
hrist thau Sataln more supreme;
Y Ield. oh, yield to sin no longer,
Turn w Jeaul, yleld

Slnners, hencetor‘ h Iﬂm esteem.
Albert Midlane, 1863,

514 The Successful Resolve, C.M.

1 (‘0 humble sinner, in whow Lreast
A thousand th: houglits revolve,
C ume ‘with your guilt and fear oppress'd,
d make this last resolve :
2 l‘ll to Jesus, though my sin
Hacslf like & mountain ro:
I know His courts, I'll enter in,
‘Whatever may oppose.
3 *“ Prostrate I'll lie before His throne,
And there my guilt confess;
I'll tell Him I'm a wretch undone.
‘Without His sovereign grace.
*T'll to the gracious King approacll.
0se sceptre pardon gives
Perhaps He may command my touch,
And then the suppliant lives.
* Perhaps He will admit my plea,
Perbaps will he-r my prayer;
But. if I perish, I will pray,
d perish nly there.
"Icanbut shltlso
csobveato trys "

Fnr If I stny away l khow
ust for ever die.

.- Bnt i1 dle wml mercy sought,
‘When I the E tri

This were to dle ( e“eg‘;’hctnl thought!)
As sinner never d

Edmund Jones, 1787
329
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515 The Stranger at the Door. L. M.

1 E}IOLD ! a stranger’s at the door!
ently knorks. has knock'd before :
ted loj is waiting still:

You treat no other friend go ilL.

2 But will He prove a friend indeed ?
He will; the very friend yeu need :
The Man of Nazareth, ’tis }'{e.
‘With garments dyed at Calvary.

3 Oh lovely attitude! He stands
With melting heart and laden hands :
Oh matchless kindness! and He sho“.s
This matchless kindness to His foes !

4 Rise touch’d with gratitnde divine,
‘Turn out His enemy and thine,
That hateful, hell-born monster sin,
And let the heavenly stranger in.

5 Admit Him, ere His anger burn,
His feet depart and ne'er return :
Admit Him, or the hour's at hand
When at Bis door denied you'll stand :

G Admit Him, for the human breast
Ne'er entertain’d so kind a guest H
Admit Him, for you can’t expel ;
Where'er He comes, He comes to dwell.

7 Yet know (nor of the terms complaln)
Where Jesus comea, He comes to reign;
To reign, and with no partial sway
Thoughts must be smn that dlwbey

8 Sovi erelg}: of soula ! ’l'houl’rlnee of Peace,
Oh may %fn reign increase:
Throw wide the door each wllllng mind;
And be His empire all mankind.
Joseph Grigg, 1765,
Despisi; thc M’ ]
516 P 7 sy,

1 ND canst thou. slnner, lusht
e call of love divine

Shall God with tende In te,

nga %aln no thoughc of thinet’
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2 wm thon not cease to grleve
8pirit from thy bre
'rﬂl He th wretched l0lll sh:n leave,
thy sins oppress'd?

‘To-day, a pardoning G

wm hear the supp aut pray
ur a Saviour's cleanslng blood

‘Will wash thy guiit away.

4 But, grace so dearl; bou ht
m engeance It
Wil il tiheo with surprise, neht,

Ann Beadley Hyde, 1825,

517 Holy Meetings. 78., 8 lines.

1 HEART of stone, relen;, relent ;
gk, by Jesu’s cross subdued !
See His hody, mang! ed, rent.
Cover'd with a gore of blood
Sinful soul, what hast thou o done?
Crucified God's only Son!

2 Yes, thy sins have done the deed,
Driven the nails that fix’d Him there,

Crown d with thorns His sacred head,

Plunged into His side the spear,

Made His soul a sacrifice,

While for sinful man He dles!

8 Can I put my Lord to pain?
8till t:)ﬁient my Lord pursuc?

n
And the shameful cross renew?
No, with all my sins I'll part;
Break, oh break my bl eeding heart,

Charles Wesley, 1745, a.

518 Hear and Live. 8.7.4.

SINNEBS, will you scorn the messago
Sent in mercy fro ve?

Every sentence, ob, how t.ender !
Ever unn ufull of love::

ten
Every ll.ne is tull of love,
331
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2 Hear the heralds of the gospel
News from Zion's Kin proclnlm .
“ Pardon to each rebel sinner ;
Free forgiveness ln His name "
How important!
“ Free forgiveness in His name.”

3 Tempted souls, they bring you-succour;
Fearful hearts, they qnell your fears
* And with news of consolat! jon,
Chase away the tx.lung tears:
Tender heralds !
Chase away the falling tears.

4 Who hath our report believed?
Who received the joyful word?
ho embraced the news of pardon
Spoken to you by the Lo

g t it?
Spoken LO yon y the Lord.

6 O ye angels, hovering round us,
alting splrlts, speed your way ;
Hasve ye to the court of heaven,
Tidings bear witholit delay :
Rebel sinners,
Glad the message will obey.

Jonathan Allen, 1801,0.

234

519 The Gospel Message. 8.7.4.

1 SINNERS, you are now addressad
In the name of Christ our Lord H
He hath sent a message to you
Pay attent! lol'l to His word;
He hath sent it,
Pay attention to His word,

2 Think what you have all been doing,
Think what rebels you have been:
You have spent your lives in nothlng
But in addlng sin to sin:
All your actions
One continued scene of rin.

3 Yet your long-abuséd Soverei gn
Sends to you a message mil
Loth to execnte His ven| c0,
Prays you to be reconclled:
Hcar Him woo you—
. Slnnsgrg-. now he reconciled,
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4 Pardon now is £ X
Ard rg gw 8 reelilipubllshd

‘Who hat dled to make amnment
And sppeue thewm of God!

‘Wondro ercy!
See 1t flows throush Jesus’ blood!

5 In His name, yon are entreated
To wee‘{o‘t.ytms act of grace
‘This the lt:t {émr wcfepmn ce,
e nns
Oh d lay poace:
Listen to the terms of peace.

6 Having, thus, then, heard the message,
All wm: heavenly merey fraught ;
and tell the gracious Jesus
ft you will be saved ornot:

, poor
Wil you now be saved ornot?
John Fountain, 1800,

520 Hasten, Sinner 7s.

ASTEN, sinner, to be wue,
Btay not for the morrow's sun;
Longer wisdom you despise,
is she to he won.

2 Hasten merey to implor

Stay not for the morrow '8 sun,
Test thy season should be o’er
Ere this evening’s stage be ruun.

3 Hasten, sinner, to return
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,
Lest thy lamp should tall to hurn
Ere salvation’s work is done.

4 Hasten, sinner, fo be blest,
Stay not for the MOrTow's sun,
Lest Kerdmon thee arrest
Ere the morrow is begun.

Lonl do Thou the sinner turn!
se him from his senscless state,
Let hlm not Thy counsel spurn,
Rue his fatal choice too Inte!
Thomas Scott, 1773.
333
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621 Return, O Wanderer, L.M.

R URN, O wanderer} return!
‘And séek an injured Fathers face.
Those warm desires that fn thee burn

‘Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

2 Return, O wanderer! retlu'n'
And aeek| a Father's gﬁelt ; t d
tying eyes thy griet discern,
Bmd can heal t! hne inward smart.
B.etum O wanderer! resurn!
He heard thy deep repentant sigh !
Hesaw thgl 'd spirit mourn,
‘When no intruding ear was nigh.

4 Bamm,mederer' return!
Thy Buvlour bids t. spirtt ll\ e
Go to His bl eet, and learn

How freely J esus can torgh e.

5 Return, O wanderer! return!
And wipe away thefalling tear;
"Tis who says, ““ No longer mourn,*
*Tis mercy’s voice invites thee near.
[} Jemm, Ownndererl return!
). lost, Iamented rest ;
.-ehovah‘l melt.lng bowels yearn
To clasp His Ephrain to His breast,
William Bengo Collyer, 1812,

522 Return, 0 Wanderer.  PM.

1 RETURN, O wanderer, to thy home,
Thy Father calls for thee
No longer now an exile roam ’ |
In guilt and misery;

turn, return. |
2 Re'lt’i“m' o wunderer, to thy home,
*Tis J
The s»lrlc and the Brlde say. Come ;
Oh now for refuge fiee
urn, return,
3 Betnrn 0 wmderer home,
, ‘? to thy )
'l'here are no psrdon- n the tomb,
d brief i8 mnercy's
Return. return.
I‘Iumuu Hastings, 183,
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523 The Day of Grace. S.M.

1 E sinners, fear the Lord,
While yet 'tis call'd to-day :
Soon will the awtul volce of death
Command your souls away.

2 Soon will the harvest close,
The summer soou be o'er ;
Oh sinners, then your !njured God
Will heed your crics no more.

3 Then while 'tis call'd to-day,
Oh hear the gospel sound ;
Come, sinner, haste, oh haste away,
‘While pardon may be fonnd

Timothy Dwight, 1800, a.

524 Wlml lToye have you? . 7s.

1 SI what hast thou to show

s [.Ike the jo Ld llevers know!
1s thy pnth of
Half right, so aweet, a8 onrs'f

2 Doth a sknful heallng friend,
n thy daily path attend,
And where thorns and stln%s abound,
Shed a balm on every woun
3 When the tempests roar on hlgh.
Hast thou still a refuge l
Can, oh can thy dylns brea
Summon one more strong thln death ?
4 Canst thou, in that awful day,
Vearless tread the gloomy way,
a glorious ransom given,
Burst from carth and soar to heaven?

Charlotte Blizabeth Tonna, 1829, a

525 “ Prepare to meet thy God.” 7s.
SINNER, art thou still secure?
‘Wilt thou still refus e to pray ?
Can thy heart or hands en dure
In the Lord‘s avenglng day?

Se;,h ty arm {8 bared!
1lll ':errou olot] he B:‘s brow!
Tht;:l’;muc ei:her brelk or bow,
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2.At Hls presence nature shakes,

Earth affrighted hastes to fiee,
Solld mountains melt like wax.
‘What will then become of thee?
Who ms advent may abide?

g ry in your shame,

wul you find & I:ce to hide
‘When the world is wrapt in fiame?

3 Then the rich, the great, the wi
Trembling, gullcy. selt-coudemna
Must bcho!
ot the .Iudge tl\g{ onoe blx.s hemed :

elr haughty looks?
Oh t.helr hormr and des
en they see the open’'d books
And their dreadful sentence hear!
4 Lord, prepare us by Thy 1
Soon'we must resign our breath !
And our souls be call'd to

Through the iron gate o!

us now our day lmpmve,
Listen to the gospel-voice;
Beek the things that are above,
Bcorn the world's pretended joys.

5 Oh! when flesh and heart shall fail,
Let Thy love our gpirits cheer,

Strengthen’d thus, we shall prevail
Over 8atan, sin, and fear;
Trusting in Thy precious name,
May we thus our journey end :
Then our foes shall lose their aim,
And the Judge will be our trlend.

Johw Newton, 1770,

526 Treasuring up Wrath, C.M.

1 UNGRATEF‘UL sinners, whence this

ded grace (scol

And whence this madneas. that insults
The Almighty to His face?

2 Is it because His patience waits,
And pitying bowels move,
You multiply audacious crhnes.
And spurn His richest love

3 Is all the treasured wrath 8o smal
“You "232‘; still ltlc'r more! .
tern ars
‘er exhaust thel:‘l'('were.n
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4 Alarm’d and melted at Thy voice,
Our conquer'd hearts would bow,
And to escape the Thunderer then,
Embrace the Saviour now.

Phitip Doddridge, 1755,

527 Appeal to Conscience. 7s,

1 SINNER, is thy heart at rest ?
13 thy bosom void of fear ?
Art thou not by guilt orpreu‘d ?
Speaks not conscience iu thy ear?
2 Can this world afford thec bliss?
Oan {t chase away thy gloom?
Flattering, false, and vain it is;
Tremble at the worldling’s doom.
S Long the gospel thou hast spurn’d,
¢ Long delay’d to love thy God, ’
Stified conscience, nor hast turn’d,
‘Wooed though by ‘a 8aviours blood.
4 Think, O sinner, on thy end
8ee the ent day appear,
Thither must thy spirit wend,
There thy righteous sentence hear.
5 Wretched, ruin’d, helpless soul,
To a Saviour's blood apply ;
He alone can make thee whole,
Fly to Jesus, sinner, fly.
Jared Bell Waterbury, 1844,

628 Against Self-destruction. LM,

‘Why h} wdblo dreullg;l hs
Dnrlng 0 1€ ‘WOr| unknown
Heedlgss agalnet thy God to fiy,

2 Wilt thou dessnse eternal fate,
Urged on by sin’s fantastic dreams?
M attempt the infernal gate,
And force thy passage to the flames ?
3 Stay, slnnerl on the gospel plains,

Behold the God of love unfold
The glories of His dying pains,

For ever telling, yet untold.
" Tsmac Watts, 1708, a.
337 23

1 QINNER, oh why so thoughtless grown
S y gut.e tosdlo ?
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529 Prayer for Thoughtfulness. 8.8.6.

1 THOU God of glorious mﬁ’eu
To Thee against myself, to Thee,
A worm of earth I cry:
A half-awaken'd child of man
‘An heir of endless bliss or pain,
A sinner born to die,

2 Lo! on a narrow neck of land,
'Twixt two unbounded seas I stand,
Yet how insensible !
A point of tiine, a moment’'s space,
Removes me to yon heavenly place,
Or shuts me up in hell.

3 0 God, my inmost soul convert,
And deeply on my thoughtful heart
Eternal things impress;
Give me to feel their solemn weight,
And trembling on the brink of fate,
‘Wake me to righteousness.

4 Before me place, in dread array,
The pomp of that tremendous day,
en Thou with clouds shalt come
To ‘jludfe the nations at Thy bar ;
And tell me, Lord, shall I be there,
To meet a Joyfufdoom ?

§ Be this my one great business here,
‘With holy trembling, holy fear,
To make my calling sure!
Thine utmost counsel to fulfil,
And suffer all Thy righteous will,
And to the end endure.

6 Then, Saviour, then, my soul receive,
Transported from this vale to live
And reign with Thee above:
‘Where faith {s sweetly lost in sight,
And hope in full supreme delight
And everiasting love.

Charles Wesley, 1749, a.
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Justification by Faith, not
580 TIGRALIM N om,

1 VAIN are the hopes the sons of men
eir own ‘works have built;
‘Their h nature are unclea.n.
And all theh' actions guilt.

2 Let Jew and Gentile stop thelr months
‘Without & murmuring word
And the whole race of Adam scand
Guilty before the Lord.

3 In vain we ask God's righteous law
To justify us now ;
Sinceé to convince and to condemn,
Is all the law can do.

4 Jesus, how glorfous 18 Thy grace!
‘When in Thy name we trust,
Our faith receives a righteousness
That makes the sinner just.

Isaac Watts, 1700.
531 The Gospel m»;thy of all
Acceptation,

1 JESUS, th’ eternal 8on of God,
Whom seraphim o

CM.

bosom of the Fatber lenves
And enters human clay,

2 Inw our sinful world He comes,
e Messenger of grace,
And on the bloody tree expires,
A victim in our place,

rs of the deepost stain
lm salvation fi
H hlood removes the foulest gullt,
llu Bpirit heals the mind.

4 That Jesus saves from sin and hell,
I8 truth divinely sure;
And on this rock our faith may rest
Im;&na\'ably secure,
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3 Oh let these tidings be received
‘With universal ?l
And let the high mgellc praise
Our tuneful powers employ !
6 “Glory to God who ga\'e Hls Son
'l‘o Lear our shame and sn
ence peace on earth,an grate to men,
In endless blessings reign.”
Thomas Gibbons, 1769,

532 Himself He cowld not save. 6.8.8.8.

HIMSELI" He could not save,
He on the cross must die,

rcx cannot come

To n\ln' sinners nlg

Yes, Christ, the 8on God must bleed,
That sinners might from sin be freed.

2 Himself He could not save.
For justice must be dona
And sin’s full weight musl: fall
Upon a slnlesg one;
For nothing less can God accent,
In payment Ior the tesrtul debt.

8 Himself He could not save,
For He the surety stood

He bore the penalty of gull
When on the cross His blood was spllt.

4 Himself He could not save,
Yet now a Saviour He:
Come, sinner, to Him come,
He walits to welcome thee
Belleve in Him, and tl\ou shalt prove
His saving power, His deathless love.
Albert Midlane, 1865.

533 Paith conquering. 88,

1 TKK moment a sinner bellevesé
And trusts ln hls crncmed
His pardon at ol
Redemption in tnll throush Hlu blood ;
Though thousands and thousands of foes

lnn him htl mallc: Oﬁrl
e he 8t can o e,
“71« to fight, prose,

L«Ifb by the Bpl
340
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2 The faith that unites to the Lamb,
And brln such salvation as nm-,
18 more than mere notion or name;
‘The work of God’s 8pirit it is;
A principle, active and young
‘That lives under pressure and load ;
That makes out of weakness more an'an‘
And draws the soul upward to God.

3 It treads on the world, and on hell;
It vanquishes death and despair ;
And what is still stranger to tell,
1t overcomes heaven by prayer ;
Permns a vile worm of the dust
1th God to commune as a friend;
'.l‘o hope His forgiveness as juat,
And look for His love to che end.

4 1t 8ays to the mountains, Depa
That stand betwixt God and r,he soul;
1t binds up the broken in heart,
And makes wounded cnnsclenees whole ;
Bids sins of a crimson-like dye
Be spotless as snow, and as white,
And makos such a sinner as I
As pure as an angel of light.,

Joseph Hart, 1759,

534 The Work isdone, 8.

1 RIST has done the mlghty work
Nothing left for us t
Baut to enter on His toil,
Enter on His trinamph too.

2 }Iem sow'd the precious seed,
% left for us unsown :
Onrs 1t 18 to reap the ficlds,
Make the harvest joy our own.

3 His the pardon, ours the sin—
Great the sin, the pardon great ;
His the "and ours the ill,
His the love and ours the hatc.

4 Ours the darkness and the gloom,
His the shade-dlwelung light :
Ours the cloud and His the sun,
His 3t‘!_!‘e day-spring, ours the night.,
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5 His the labour, ours the rest,
His the death and ours the life :
Ours the fruits of victory,

His the agony and strife.
Horatins Bonar, 1856,
535 Believe and live. 8.7.

1 HEN the S8aviour said “'Tis finish°a,”

Everychlng was fully done ;
e a8 God himself would have ft—

Chrlst the victory fally won.

Vain and fatile the endeavour

To fmprove or add thereto ;

od's free grace is thus commended—

To “ believe,” and not *“ to do.”

2 All the doing 18 comni
Now 'tis ‘look, believe, and live:

None cal purchue His salvation,
Life's a gift that God must give;
Grace, through righteousness, lsre!enlng,
Not of works, lest man should
Man must take the mercy !reely,
Or eternally be lost.
Albert Midlane, 1862,

536 Substitution,  '78., 6 liness

1 SURELY Christ thy frlefs hath borne,
ing sonl, no nger mourn ;
View Hlm blee ing on the ¢
Pouring out His life for t.heo
‘There thy every sin He bore:
‘Weeping soul, lament no more.

2 Cast thy guilty soul on Him,
Find Him mighty to redeem ;
At His feet thy burden lay;
Look thy doubts and cares away ;
Now by faith the Son embrace ;
Plead His promise, trust His grace.

3 Lord Thy arm must he reveal'd,
re I can by faith be heal'd ;
Slnw I scarce can look to Thec,
Cast & gracious eye on me!
At Thy feev mylelf Ilay;
Bhine, oh shine my fears away !
83 Avgustus M. Toplady, 1759
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537 “Jesus only.” C.M.

1 WBEN ‘wounded sore the stricken soul
Lies bleeding and unbound,
One only hand, a piercéd hand,
Cun salve the sinner's wound.

2 When sorrow swells the laden breast,
And tears of mguish fiow,
One only heart, a broken heart,
Can feel the sinner’s woe.

3 When penitence has wept in vain
Over some foul dark spot,
One only stream, a stream of bLlood,
Can wash away the blot.

4 'Tis Jesus’ bleod that washes white,
His hand that brings rel{ )
His heart that’s touch'd with all our joys,
And feeleth for our grief.

5 Lift up Thy bleeding hand, O Lord;
Unseal that cleansing tide;
‘We have no shelter from our sin,

But in Thy wounded side.
Cecil Frances Alexander, 1858.
538 The Life-Look. P

1 T HERE is life for a look at the Crucified
One ;

There is iife at this moment for thee;
Then look, sinner—look unto Him, and be

saved—
Unto Him who was nail'd to the tree.
2 It is not thy tears of repentance or
€rs,
But the blood that atones for the soul :
On Him, then, who shed it, believing at
Thy weight of iniquities roll. ouce
3 His anguish of soul on the cross hast thou

seen
His ory of distress hast thou heard ?
Then why, if the terrors of wrath He

Shouid to thee be deferrdt
348
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4 We nre hea.l’d by Hls strl
u add to the
And He is our rlshueousncu made:
The belc robe of heaven he bids thee put
Oh! conldst thou be better array'd ?
5 Then douat l}ot thy welcome, since God

There renudnech no more to be done ;
That once in dthe end of the worid He
appear
And completed the work He begun.
¢ But take, with rejoicing, from Jesus at
‘The lifc everlasting He gives: {onco
And know, with assurance, thou never
canst die,
Since Jesus, thy righteousness, lives.
7 Thereds llte for a look at the Crucified

There la life at this moment for thee :
Then Iook, sinner—look unto Him and e

Aud know thyself spotless as He.
Amalia Matilda Hull, 1860.

—wouldst

539 The Brazen Serpent. CM.

1 SO did thp Hebrew proghet raise
The brazen se;
The wounded felt medlm 0asc,
The camp forbore to die.
2 “T,00k upward in the dy! llﬁ Imur,
‘And live,” the prophet ¢
But Christ performs a nobler cure
When faith lifts up her eyes.
SH 1}“ on the cross the 8aviour hung.
n the hesvcns he reigns
Here slnn I old sel nt stunc,
Look, and forsel: thelir pain:
4 when God's own Son Is umd up,
gy world revi
The Jew beholds the moﬂans hope,
expiring @entil
m«c de. 1700,
E3%)
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540 “WWhat must Ido to be Saveds’ P.M.

1 OTHING. either great or small,
Nothing, sinner, n
Jesus i n. Sald o a,”
Long, long ago.

3 thn He from His lofty throne,
toop'd to do and die,
Everythlug was fully done :
Hearken to His cry :—

3«1t u_ﬂmdl'd m Yes, indecd,
Finish'd every jot

Sinner, this is all yon need,
Tell me, is it not?

4 Weary, worklns. plodd| ngone,
‘Why toil y
Cease your dolmr H “all was dona
Long, long ago.

5 Till to Jesus’ Work ynu cling
Bya slmp le fai
“Doing” iz a deadly thing,
“Doing” ends in dench

6 Cast your deadly "doins" down,
Down at Jesus’ f
Stand in Him, in Hun alone,
Gloriously complete!

James Procter, 1838,

541 Grace is free. 7.

1 G_RACEI how good, how cheap. how frecs
Grace how easy to be found!
Only let your misery
In the 8aviour's blood he drown'd !

2 Wishful He hefore His throne:
Bay, “I never will be goue,
Ne\'er, till my suit’s ol
Never, till the blessing's gatn'd.”
Count Zinzendorf, 1719
tr. by Charles luurlun, 1742,
345
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544 Mercy for the Guilty. C.M.

1 A EBRCY {8 welcome news indeed
S AL
re! 3 eel wi el n
‘Will bless the helping hnnd.p 7

32 Who rightly would his alms disposc
Must give them to the poor;
None hut the wounded patient knows
‘The comforts of his cure.

3 We all have sinn’'d against our God,
Xception none can boast;
But he that feels the heaviest load
Wil prize forgiveness most,
4 No reckoning can we rightly keep,
For who the sums can know?

Some souls are fifty pieces deep,
And some five bundred owe.

5 But let our dehts be what they may,
However great or small,
As soon as we have nought to pay,
Our Lord forgives us all.

6 'Tis perfect poverty alone
That sets the soul at large;
‘While we can call one mite our own,
‘We bave no full discharge.

Joseph Iart, 1750.

545 Just as thow art.  8.8.8.6.,orL.M.

1 J'Us‘l‘ as thou art, without one trace
Of love, or joy, or inward grace,
Or meetness for the heavenly place,
o ty sinner, come!
2 Thy sins I bore on Calvary’s tree!
The stripes, thy due, were laid on Me,
That peace and pardon might be free:
O wretched sinner, come!

3 Burg:m’d with guilt, wouldst thou be

est
Trust not the world ; it gives no rest:
I bring relief to hearts oprrue'd H
0 weary sinner, come
347
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4 come, leuve thy burden at the cross;
& Count all thy gsl:ﬁbu:&lgplty dross :
y grnce repays 088 :
O needy sinner, come!

& Come, hither bring thy boding fears,
Thy aching heart, th: bursr.lng tears ;
'Ti8 mercy’s voice salutes thi ine ears,

O trembling sinner, come.

‘‘ The Spirit and the Bride say, Come;*
lh oicing saints re-echo, Comc' (come:
‘Wiho faints, who thirsts, who wi 1, may

Thy Saviour bids thee co!

Russell Sturgu Gock, 1850.

THE GOSPEL RECEIVED
BY FAITH.

546 JustasIam. 8.8.8.6.,or LM.

1 JusT as I am—without one plea
t that Thy blood was slhied for me,
And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee,
O Lamb of God, I come.

2 Just as T am—and waiting not
’l‘o rid my sonl of one dark blot,
To Thee, whose blood can cleause each
0 Lamb of God, I come. (spot,

3 Just as T am—though toss'd about
‘With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Flghtinss wlthln, tears without,

O Lamb of God I come

4 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind,
Sight, rlﬂxes, ealing ot the m.lnd
Yea, all I need, in Thee to

o) Lumb of God, I come

5 Just as I am—Thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcoe, pardon, cleanse, relieve
Because Thy llm
O Lamh od, 1 come.
348
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6 Jyat as I am—Thy love unknown
Hus broken every barrier down,
XNow, to be Thine, yea, Thine alone,

0 Lamb of God, T come.

7 Just as I am—of that free love
ﬁhe b;endth, lengt{:l,l de;;t'h. and he[lgm to
ere for a season, then ahove, rove,
0 Lamb of God, T come. prove,
Charlotte Elliott, 1836,

547 Just as Thou art. L.M.

1 JUST as Thou art—how wondrous fair,
Lord Jesus, all Thy members are !
A life divine to them {s given—
A long inheritance in heaven.

2 Just as 1 was T came to Thee,

Just a8 T how art before the throne,
1 stand in righteousness Thine own.

3 Just as Thou art—how wondrous free :
Loosed by the sorrows of the tree :
Jesus! the curse, the wrath were Thine,
To give Thy saints this life divine.

4 Just as Thou art—nor doubt, nor fear,

Can with Th{ spotlessness appear ;

Oh timeless love! as Thee, I'm seen
The “ righteousness of God in Hin.”

5 Just as Thou art—Thou Lamb divine!
Life, light, and holiness are Thine:
Thyself their endl ess source I sce,
Aud they, the life of God, in me.

6 Just as Thou art—oh blissful ray
That turn'd my darkness into day !
That woke me from my death of sin,
To know my perfectness in Him.

7 Oh teach me, Lord, this grace to own,
That self and sin no more are known 4
That love—Thy love—in wondrous right,
Hath placed me in its spotless light !

8 8oon, soon, ‘mid joys on joys untold,
Thou wilt this grace and love unfold,
Till worlds on worlds adorlnq BeC
The part Thy members have iu Thee.

59 Joseph Denham Smith, 1560
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561 Christ ir all. 7s.

1 JESU lover of my soul,
to Thy hosom

While the nearer waters
‘While the tempest still Iu mgh !
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,
Till the storm of life be past;
Bafe into the haven guide;
Oh receive my soul at last.

2 Other remge have I none,
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee!
Leave, ahi | leave me not alone,
Still anpport and comfort mo
All my trust on Thee ig smf
Allmy helg from Thee I bring;
Cover my
‘With the ah&dow ot 'l'hy wing.

3 Thon, O Christ, art all I want;
More than all in Thee I find:
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint.
Heal the sick, and lead the blind.
Just and holy is Thy name,

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

4 Plenteous grace with 'l'hee is found,

Grace to cover all my

Let the healing streams nbound

Make and keep me pure within;

Thou of life the fountain art,

Freely let me take of Thee!
%ﬂng Thou np wm:ln my heart,

to all eternity!

Charlﬂ Wesley, 1740

552 Rock of Ages. s, 6 lines.
1 ROCK of Aﬁes, cleft !o:n m&“

Let the wnterand the Im \

From Th

Be of siny;hevde: blde’ Fa o
t cleuée me from its guflt mdmer

-.
3
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2 Not the labours of my hands
Can fulfll law’s demands :
Gould my zeal no respite know,
Cowld tears for ever flow,
All for sin could not atone:
Thou must save, and Thou alone,

3 Nothing in my band I bring,
8imply to Thy cross I cling;
aked, come to Thee for dress ;
el Iess look to Thee for grace;
Foul, I to the fountaln fly;
Wash me, Saviour, or I dfe.

4 Whilst I draw thla fleeting breath,
‘When my eye-strings break in death
‘When 1 uoa.r through tracks unknown,
Bee Thee h{ judgment-throne—
Rock ot A es, eft, for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee.

Augustus M. Toplady, 1776,

553 © Jesus died for me. C.M.

1 EAT God hen I approach Thy
And all 'A‘h (throne,
'l'h's ls my 8ta; and th 8 alone
ed for me.

2 How can a soul condemn’d to die
Escape the just decree?
A vile, unworthy wretch am I,
But Jesus died for me,

3 Burden’d with sin’s oppressive chain,
Oh, how can I get free?
No peace can all my efforts gain,
But Jesus died for me.

4 M courae 1 could not safely steer

rough life’'s tempestuous sea,

Did not this truth relieve my fear,
That Jesus died for me.

5 And, Lord, when I behold Thy face,
This all m:

must
8ave me by Thy alm t grace,
For Jesus died for me. *

William Hiley Bathué':. 1831
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554 Christ and His Righteowsnsss. L. M.

1 \JO more, my God, I boast no more
Of all the duties I have done;
1 quit the hopes I held before,
To trust the merits of Thy Son.

2 Now for the love I bear His name,
What was my gain I count my loss;
My former pride I call my shaine,
‘And nail my glory to His cross.

3 Yes, and I must and will esteem
All things but loss for Jesus’ sake:
'Oh may my soul be found in Him,

And of His righteonsness partake!

4 Thedest obedlence of my hands
Dares not appear before Thy-throne:
But faith can answer Thy demands,
By pleading what my Lord has done.

Isaac Watts, 1709.

555 The true Scapegoat. S.M.

1 NOT all the blood of beasts
Could g1y J e ﬁl:y"e%;l:énehce peace
ould give
Or wash awaﬂhe stain. '

2  But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away ;
A sacrifice of nobler name,
- And richer blood than they.

3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of Thine,
While like a penitent I stand,
And there confess my sin.

4 My soul looks back to see
The burdens Thou didst bear,
‘When hanging on the cursad tree,
And hopes her guilt was there.
Believing, we rejoice
To see the curse remove;
We bless the Lamb with cheertul voice,
And sing His bleeding love.
Isaac Watls, 1706
54
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556 The only Plea. L.M.

1 ESUS the sinner’s Friend, to Thes,
st and undone, for aid I fiee;
h, myself, and sin,
Open e arms and take me in.

2 Plty and heal my sin-sick soul;
8 Thou alone canst make me whole;
Fa.llen till in me Thine image shine,
‘And lost I am, t{ll Thou art mine.

3 At last I own lt cannot be
That I should fi myseltfor'rhee'
Here, then, to Thee I all resi
Thine is the work, and only hine.

4 What shall I say Thy grace to move?
Lord, I am sin, but ou art love:
1 glve up every plea beside,
Lord, T am lost—but Thou hast died!

Charles Wesley, 1739,

557  <Bemembermer  CM.

1 TESUS! Thou art the sinner’s Friend,
As such I look to Thee
Now, in the fulness of Thy iove.
0 Lord! remember me.

2 Remember Th, 1pute word of grace,
Remember ?
Remember all Thy ylng groans,
And, then, remember me.
3 'l'hou wondrous Advocate with God !
eld myself to Thee,
Thou art sitting on Thy throne,
Lord! remember m

4 Lord! I am gnﬂ% I a.mvﬂe.

But Thﬁunt n's free}

ine -zboundxng grace,

Lord! remember mx
6 And when I close ng eyes m death,

‘When creature-helps all flee,

Then, O my dear er-God !
1 pray, rcmember mec.
Richard Bwrnham, 1796, a.
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558 Divine mdwellinﬂ desired. 8.7.4.
1 ELCOME, welco: great Redeemer,
‘Welcome to his fiurt of mine;
Lord, I make a full surrender,
Evé wer and chousllc be Thine,
ne entlre|
Through eoernal ages Thine.
2 Known to all to be Thi mmslon,
Earth and
Or in vain attem t pouesslon,
‘When they find the Lord i8 near:”
8hout, O Zion!
8Shout, ye saints, the Lord 1s here!
Thomas Hastings, 1842,

559 The Burden-bearer, 7.6.
1 I LAY my sins on Jesus,
The spotless Lamb of God ;
He bears them all and frees us
i e s okt
ng m esus,
To - hy y crimson stains
‘White in Hls blood most preclous.
Tlll not a spot remains.
21l wants on Jesus,
AT fulncss dwells in Him ;

1lay my griefs on Jesus,
Mg‘o ens and my cares;
H m them all releases.
all my sorrows shares,
31 rest my soul on Jesus
This weary soul of mfne.
His rlght hand me embraces,
I on His breast recline.
I love the name of Jesus
Immanuel, Christ the Tord :
Like ce on the breezes,
His name abroad is pourd.

Amid the heavonly thron,
To slng with saints His praises,
lel.m the angels' song.
Horatius Bonar, 1857
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560 The Voice of Jesus. CM.

1 I HEARD the voice of Jesus say,
“d Come t“hnm Me and resg 4
lown, thou weary one, lay down
'ﬁly head upon My br east.” v
1 came to Jesus as I was,
‘Weary, and worn, and 'sad:
I found in Hlm a restms place,
And He has made me glad.
2 I heard the volee of Jesus 8ay,
* Behold, I freely
The living water—bhlrsty one,
Stoop down, and drink, and live.”
I c:une to Jesus, and I dra
Of that life-giving stre.
My thirst was quench'd my soul revived,
And now I live in H

31 henrd the voice of Jesus
I am this dark world’s llsh
Look unto Me, thunom shall rlse,
And all thy
I look’d to Jesus, n.nd I mmd

In Him
And in that llght ot llte l'll walk
Till travelling days are done.
Horatius Bonar, 1857,

561 The great Sight. CM.

1 IN evil long I took delight,
Unawed by shame or fear,
Till a new object struck my slght,
And stopp'd my wild career.

2 I saw One hauging on a tree,
1n agonies and blood,
‘Who fix’d His languid eyes on me,
As near His cross I stood.

3 Sure never till my latest breath
Can I forget that loo!
It seem'd to charge me with His death,
Though not a word He spoke.

4 My conscience felt and own'd the guilt,
And plui me in despair
1 saw my sins His blﬂod hnd spllt,
313 2 help'd to nail Him there.
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5 Alall Iknewnotwhntl did;

But are vain ;
‘Where sha.ll my t.rembll soul be hid!?
For I the Lord have s!

A second look He save, which said,
“I freel all fo

This blood is forl;gy ransom paid,
I die, that thou mayst live.”

v Thus while His death my sin displays
In all its blackest hue
(Such is the mystery ot grace),
1t seals my pardon too.

Jolm Newton, 1779,

562 Blessed be the Lord. 7s.
1 WE were lost, but we are found,
ead, but now alive are we ;
We were sore in hondage bound,
But our Jesus sets us free.

2 Strangers, and He takes us in,
Naked, He becomes our dress,
su-x, and Hehtrmn stain of sin

8 1
3 'l‘herefore will we sin s prn.ise
‘Who His lost ones hut
Hearts and voloes
Hallelujahs to th
John S. B. Monaell, 1863.

563 Grace exalted. 88.6.

1 T ET Zion in her songs record
The honours of ber dying Lord,
Triumphant over gln:
How sweet thesong there's none can 8ay,
But those whose sins are wuh'd away
‘Who feel the same within,

2 We claim no merit of our own,
Baut, self-condemn’d before 'l'hy throne,
Otr hopes on Jesus place
Though once in heart and Iite depnvem

We HOW can sing as sinners save
“"35';“"" mgsemlnssnce.
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3 We'll sing the same while llfe shall Inst,
And when, at the archan blast,
Our sleaplng dust shal rlw
Then in a song for ever new,
The glorlous theme we'll still pursue
ughout the azure skivs,

4 remred of old, at God's right hand
Bright everlum maasions stand
-bought race;
And tl]l we reach those seats of bliss,
‘We'll sing no other song but this—
8alvation all of grace.
John Kent, 1803, a,

« The Lord hath laid on I{i
564 the iniquity of us a;l e C.M.,

CHARGED with the complicated lond
Ot our enormous debt,
By faith, I see the Lamb of God
Expire beneath its weight |

2 My numerous sins transferr’d to Him,
Shall never more be found,
Lost in His blood's atoning ‘stream
‘Where every crime is drown'd !

3 Mgmlshty sins to Thee are known ¢
tnlghtler still is He
His life a ransom down,
A.ntl plends His death for me.

4 Oh may my life, while hete below,
Bear witness to Thy
Till I before Thy footsmol lmw,
And chant Thy praise above!
Charles Wesley, 17
Augustus M. Toplndy, 1726,

565 « Ve have peace with God.*  S.M,

IN Christ I have believed,
And through the sp\)tlees Lamb
Grace and salvation have received;
In Him complete I am.

2 Thls hoPe dlﬂne uplﬂts

“ repentanoe" are ms gitts
vv{{g?l‘lt\l vouchsafes to bless,
359
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3 8ins, my crimson stains,
Ml!e blotted. out, each one;
No condemnation now remains !
God views me in His Son.

4 Then come what may to me,
It will, it must be blest !
Home in the distance I can see ; H
There I shall be at rest.

Charlotte Elliott, 1854.

566 I am Pardoned. 8.7.

1 NOW oh joyl m{i sins are pnrdon'd
can, an
AllT ha.\ e, and am, and sln be,
To my precious Lord I give
He uroused my deathly alumbers.
He dis] my soul's dark night:
w peam. and drew me to Him—
Himself my chief delight.

2 Let the babe torget its mother,
Let the bride slight his bride;
True to Him, I' love none other,
Cleaving cfosely to His side.
Jesus, hear my soul's confession
‘Weak am I, but strength is Th fne
On Thine arms for strength and succonr
lmly may my soul recline.

Albert Midlane, 1865,

567 Jesus pleads for me. L.M.

1 REFORE the throne of God above
I have a strong, a perfect plea
A great mﬁh Priest, whose nnme hLme.
‘Who ever lives and pleads for me.

2 My name is graven on His hmds,
name i8 written on His h
I ow that, while in heaven I{e stands,
No tongue can bid me thence depart.

3 When 8atan tem ‘Eu me to despnlr,
And tells me of the guilt in,
vﬁvnrd look, and see }Iim t. ere

omadea.nend of all my sin.
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4 Because the sinless Saviour died,
My sinful soul is counted free;

For God, the Just, is satisfied
To look on Him, and pardon me.

5 Behold Him there! the bleeding Lamh
My perfect, 8p Righteousness,
The t unchangeable, “1 AM,”
‘The m of glory and of grace.

6 One with Himself, I cannot die,

My soul i8 purchased l')_{ His blood ;
id with Chrlst on

y
My life is hi high,
W’;th Christ, my S8aviour and Ey God.

Charitie Lees Smith, 1863.

CONTRITE CRIES.

568 Depth of Mercy.  78., Double.

1 DEH‘E of mercy, can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?

Can my God His wrath forbear?

Me, the chief of sinners, spare ?
1 have long withstood His grace,
Long provoked Him to His H
‘Would not hearken to His calls :
Grieved Him by a thousand falls.

2 Kindled His relentings are;
Me He still delights to spare;
Cries, *“ How shall I give thee up?”
Lecs the lifted thunder drop.
There for me the S8aviour stands;
8hows His wounds and spreads His hands,
God 18 love, I know, I feel
Jesus pleads, and loves me still,

3 Jesus, answer from above :
Is not all Thy nature love?

Bow Thine ear, in mercy bow ;
Pudoala.nd &ccept me now,
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4 Pity from Thine eye iet fall;
By a look my soulrecall;
Now the stone to flesh convert,
Caat a look, and break ny~heart.
Now incline me to repent ;
Let me now my fall lament: *
Now m{eronl revolt deplore ;
‘Weep, believe, and sin no more.
Charles Wesley, 1740,

569 The Lang-suffersng of God 78
1 LORD, and am I yet alive,
Not in wrmteénot in hell !
Still doth Thy good Spirit strive—
With the chief of sinners dwell?
Tell it unto sinners, tell,
Iam, I am out of hell!
2 Yes, I still litt up mine ey
will not of '.l‘hty love dupzi';
8till in spite of 8in I rise,
8till I bow to Thee in prayer.
11 1t, &c.
3 Oh the k and breadth of leve!
At o 0:3‘;" cﬁ?u&i‘c"i prove,
y mercy's 3
All the depth is seen in
P "Tell it, &c.

4 See a bush that burns with fire,
Unconsumed amidst the flame!
Turn aside the slgehtt to admire,

I the living wonder am.
. Tell it, &c.

5 See a stone that hmqs in airl
See a spark in ocean live!
Kept alive with death so near!
1 to God the glory give.
Ever tell—to sinners tell,
1am, I am out of hell.
Charies Weshey, 1143

570 Confessing and Pleading. C.M.

1 BY Thy victorious hand struck down
Here, prostrate, Lord, I le:
And faint to see my Maker frown,
Wh&rg once 1 dared defy.
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2 chh heart unshaken I have heard
dreadful thunders roar:
Whe grace in all its charms appear'd,
1 only sinn’d the more.

3 With impious hands from off Thy head
T've sought to pluck the crown;
And insolently dared to tread
Thy royal honour down.

4 Confounded, Lord, I wrap my face,
Y gullti ead ;
Ashamed ot all my wicked wws.
The hateful life T've led.

5 Iyleld—b mighty love subdued ;
: can resist (ta charms ¢

arms
And throw myself, by wrath pursued,
to my Saviour’s arms,

6 l{ wanderings, Lord, are nt an end,
'm now return'd to Thee
Be Thou my Father and my Frlend
Be all in all to e,

Compiled from Simon Browne, 1790,

571  Lord, to whom shall we go?* S.M.

1 H! whither should I go,
Burden’d, and sick, and faint?
To whom skould T my troubles show,
And pour out my complaint

Aﬂ Saviour bids me come :

1 why do I delay?

He calls the weary s nner home!
And yet from Him I stay.

3 w1m 18 it keeps me back.
m which I cannot part,
Whh.h will not let my Ba\ four take
Possession of mny heart?

4 Jesus, the hindrance show,
Which I have fear'd to see:
Yet let me now consent to know
t keeps me out from Thee,
Searcher of hearts, in mine
’l'hy trymgk power dlsplay H
Into its darkest corners shine,
And take the vell away.
Charles Wesley, 1741
363
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572 Prayer for Repentance, 8.M.

1 H ! that I could repent,
‘With all idols part,
And to Thy gracious eyes present
A humble, contrite heart.

2 A heart with grief oppress'd,
For having grieved my God,
A troubled heart that cannot rest,
Till sprinkled with Thy blood.

3 Jesus on me bestow

The penitent desire ;
‘With true sincerity of woe
My aching breast inspire.

4 With softening pity look,
And melt my hardness down ;
Btrike with Thy love's resistless stroke,
And break this heart of stone !

Charles Wesley, 1749,

573 The Stony Heart. LM.

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

2 The rocks can rend; the earth can quake;
The seas can roar; the mountains shake:
0f feeling all things show rome sign,

But this unfeeling heart of mine.

3 To hear the sorrows Thou hast felt,
Dear Lord, an adamant would melt:
But I can read each mo line,

‘And nothing move this heart of mine.

4 Thy judgments, too, unmoved I hear,
Amazing bhoug}\t ! which devils fear:
ioodness and wrath in vain combine
To stir this stupid heart of mine.

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

And move and melt this heart of mine.

364 Joseph Hart, 1763,
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574 I need Thee, Jesus. 76.

1 I NEED Thee, precious Jesus!
For I am full of sin;
My soul {8 dark and guilty,
y heart is dead within; .
I need the cleansing fountain,
ere I can always flee,
The blood of Christ most precious,
The sinner’s perfect plea.

2 I need Thee, blessed Jesus!

For I am very poor;

A stranger and a Yllsrlm,
I have no earthly store;

I need the love of Jesus
To cheer me on my way,

To guide my doubting footsteps,
To be my strength and stay.

3 I need Thee, blessdd Jesus!
1 need a friend like Thoe;
A friend to soothe my sorrows,
friend to care for me.
I need theheart of Jesus
To feel each anxfous care,
To tell my every want to,
And all my sorrows share,

4 I need Thee, blesséd Jesus!

And hope to see Thee soon,

Encircled with the rainbow,
And seated on Thy throne:

There, with Thy blood-bought chfldren,
My joy shall ever be,

To sing Thy praise, Lord Jesus,
To gaze, my Lord, on Thee.

Frederick W hitfield, 1851,

575 The Rebel’s Surrender.  8.8.6,

1 LORD, Thou hast won, at length I yield:
My heart, b; m!lqhty grace compell'd,
Surrenders all to Thee;
Against Thy terrors long I strove,
But who can stand against Thy love ?
Lovscégonqnm even me.
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AT I,

nings my 80

1 still had stubborn been: v
heart subd:

But mercy has my subdued,
A bleeding 8aviour I have view'd,
And now I hate my sin.
3 Now, Lord, I wonld be Thine alone,
Come, take musslon of Thine own,
For Thou hast set me free;
Releaged from Satan’s hard command,
bers waiting stand,

Bee all my mem
To be employ’d by Thee.
John Newton, 1779

576 Invitation accepted. 7s.
1 AM 1 call'd? and can it be!
Has my 8aviour chosen me?
Guilty, wretched as I am,
Has He ‘my worthless name?
Vilest of the vileam I,
Dare I raise my hopes 80 high?
2 Am I call'd? I dare not stay,

May not, must not disobey;
me at Thy feet,

Here

Clinging to the mercy-seat :

Thine 1 am, and Thine alone g

Lord, with me Thy will be done-
3 Am I cal’d? what shall I bring,
As an offering to mg King?

Poor, and blind, an ed I,
':rembung at Tﬁy footstool lie;
01

4

1 nght but sin I call my own,
Nor forsin can sin atone.
4 Am I call'd? au heir of God!
‘Wash'd, redeemn’d, b{l precions blood !
bl

¥y han
Guide me to that better lan:

ere my soul shall be at rest,
Pillow'd on my Saviour's breast.

Mrs. J. L. Gray, 1882
577 “ God be merciful to me." LN.
LORD, my Goq, in mercy turn,
In mercy hear a sinner moursn!

10
=T I call, to Thee I
ag me, leave me nom ate!

X
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20 plemmmﬁ,wﬁmm € now
But thorns about my biseding brow ¢
8pectres that hover round my brain,
And aggravate and mock my pain!

3 For pleasure 1 have.given my soul;
Now justice, let-Th; nlmndm Toli|
Now vengeance smite, and with a blow
Lay the rebellions ingrate low!

4 Yet Jesus. Jesus! there Pil cling,
T'll crowd beneath His shelterlng wing;
ri clalp the grose, and holding there,
Even me, oh bliss! His wrath may spare.

Henry Kirke W hite, 1807.

578 The Penitent, o.M,
PROSTRATE dear Jesus, at Thy feet
bel lies ;

And uj to Thy Illetwt
Presamu to lift his eyes.
2 Oh let not jngglce frown ‘lnec hence;
engeful storm :
Forbid 1t that Omoiotance
8hould crush a fecble worm !

3 11 tears of sorrow would suffice
To pay the debt I owe,
'l'em should from both my weeping eyes
In ceaseless torrents flow.

4 But no such sacrifi ce I plead
To explate my guilt
0 tears but thosewhlch 'l‘hou hast shed!
No bloud, but Thou hast spiit.

5 'rhlnk of Thy sorrows, dearent Lord,

And all my sins forgive:
Justice will well approve the word

‘That bids the sinner live.

. Samuel Stennets, 1787,

579 8in wounding Jesus. 7.6.

1 MY slns,-x s\:s my Bammr'
Ol
Beenx wm%’th{emtle patlmee.
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2 I know they are !orglven,
Baut still their pain to m
I8 all the grief and lngnlsh

They , my Lord, on Thee.
sins, ins, Saviour!
¥helr m{c I new:le‘g

Till, with Thee, in the desert.
1 hear Thy passion drew;
4 Till with Thee in the garden
1 heard Thy pleading pra.yer,
And saw the sweat-drops bloody
That told Thy sorrow there.

John 8. B. Monsell, 1863.

580 1 erucified Him. C.M.
1 MY Jesus! say what wretch has dared
Thy sacred hands to bin
And who has dared to buﬂeu so
Thy face so meek and kind ?

2 °Tis I have thus ungrateful been,
Yet, Jesus, pity take!
Oh, spare and pardon me, my Lord.
For Thy sweet mercy’s sake !

3 ngans! who wltulttle vile

Or ‘whose nnpl tying scourge ha.s made
y precious blood to flow?
Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &c

4 My Jesus! whose the hmds that wove

‘Who made that hard and hen cross
That weighs Thy shoulders down ?
'Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &c.

waesus ! who has mock’d Thy thirst
ith vinegar and gall? (han
‘Who held the nails that piereed Thy
d made the hammer fal
’Tis I have thus unsravefu.l been, &c.
6 My Jesus! say who dared c0 na.ll
Those tender feet of Thin
And whose the arm that nlaed the lance
To H"erce that heart divine?
s I have thus ungrateful been, &c.
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7 And, Father! who has murder'd thus
Thy loved and only One?
Canst Thou forgive the blood-stain'd hand
That robb’d Thee of Thy S8on?

8 'Tis I have thus teful been
To Jesus and to Thee ;
FoArgave me, Lord. for liis sweet sake,

mercy grant t
Alplumso ll 1769
tr.by R. A. n, 1854.
# Look on Him whom t
581 pierced, ‘and motrs ’”v C.M.

1 INITE grief! amazing woe!
Behold my bleeding Lord
Hell and the Jews consplred His death,
And used the Roman sword.

2 Ol;l the sharp pmgs ot snu.rtlns pain

Wh dknotw ndrusgedt.h ™
en Y W) psa orns
His sacred body to

3 But knot whlps a.nd mgs\ad thorns
In vain accu
In vain I blame the Roman bands,
‘And the more spiteful Jews.

{‘o‘ my sins, my cruel sins,

His c] ef tormentors were ;

Each of my crimes became a nail,
And nnbellet che spear.

5 'Twas you that pull'd the vengeance down
Upon His guiltless
, my heart oh bnrst
And’let my sorrows bleed.
6 smke. mighty grace, my ﬂlnty soul,
melting waters fio

eﬁfuemb ee drown mine eyes
Imac Watts, 1709,

582 Repentance at the Cros.  C.M.

1 OH my soul were form'd for woc,
ow would T venc my sighs! .
should like rivers flow
m;olo both my s g eyes.
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2 'Tgas for my sins, m de«.rest Lord

3 Oh, how I hate those lusts of mine
That crucified my God [Resn
Those 8ins that plereed and nail'd
Fast to the fatal wood!

4 Yes,my Redeemer they slun die;
My hea;

It
Nor will I spare the ilt; thlnss
That made my Saviour

5 Whilst with a melting, bmken heart,
urder'd Lord vie

I II:I {n agall ny 3
y rn se revenge nst y sins,
nd slay the murderers too.

Tsaac Watts, 1708,

583 Confession and Pardon. S.M.

1 Y wrrows like a flood,
ent of resznln:,
Into 'l‘hy osom, O my God
Pour out a long complalnt.

2 This impious heart of mine
Could once defy the Lord,
Could rush with violence on to.sin
In presence of Thy sword.

3 How often have I stood
A rebel to the skies;
And yet, and yet, oh matchless grace!
Thy thunder silent lies.

4 Ob, shall I never feel
The meltings of Thy love
AmI of such eu-htu'den‘d lteel
That mercy cannot move?

5 0 ercome by dying love,
e A L —
row my my soul, m
And weep, sna love, and to

6 * Rise,” says the Saviour, * i

old Ms;ywoun ded veinal |

Hcre a sacred crimson flood
Tg%uh away thy mhu."
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God is reconciled!

See,
Behold His -nllln% face!

joyful cherubs ¢ thelr wings,
And sound aloud His p 8,

Imac Wam, 1706, a.

« Jesus, Master, have
584 mcr’cy on lu:" C.M.

1 | ORD, at Thy feet we sinners lie,
And knock at mercy’s door:
‘With heavy heart and ownmt eye,
Thy favour we implore.

2 On us, the vast extent disp
t Thy forgiving love;
me all our hel.nona guut away ;
This heavy load remov

3 'Tis mercy—mercy we 1mplore;
We ‘would Thy pity move;
grace is an exhaustless store,
And Thou Thyself art Love.

4 Oh! for Thine own, for Jesns' sake,
Our numerous sins forgive;
Thy grace our rocky hearts can break,
Our breaking hearts relieve.

5 Thus melt us down, thus make us bend,
And Thy dominion own ;
Nor let a rival dare pretend
To repossess Thy throne.
Simon Browne, 1720,

585 At Jesus Feet, 78., 6 lines,

1 LOBD we lie before Thy feet;
Look on all our deep dlstress H
Thy rich mercy may we meet

Clothe us with Thy Ighteousnels
Btretch forth 'l‘hy a,lmlﬂny hand
Hold us up, and we shal

2 Oh that closer we could cleave
To Thy hleeding, dying breast !
Give us firmly to believe,

And to enter into rest.
ord, increage, increase our faith!

Mnkelus fxithtul unto death,
37
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3 Let us truss Thee evermore;
Every moment on Thee call
For new life, new will, new power:
Let us trust Thee, Lord for all!
May we nothing know beside
Jesus, and Him crucified!

Joseph Hart, 1759.

586 Pleading the Promise.  C.M.

1 APPROACH, my soul, the mercy-seat
‘Where Jesus answers prayer ;
There hnmbly fall before His feet,
For none can perish there.

2 Thy promise is my only plea,
‘With this I venture nlgh;
Thou callest burden’d souls to Thee,
And such, O Lord,am I.

3 Bow'd down beneath a load of sin,
By 8atan sorely press'd:

By war without, and fears within,
1 come to Thee for rest.

4 Be Thou my shield and hldlng—plme!
That, shelter'd near Thy side,
1 may my flerce accuser face,
And tell him Thou hast died.

& Oh wondrous love! to bleed and die,
To bear the cross and shame,
That guflty sinners, such a8 I,
Might plead Thy gracious name.

6 “ Poor temPeso-bosséd soul, bestill,
My promised grace reccive:”
*Tig Jesus speaks—I must, I will,
1 can, I do believe.
John Newton, 1779,

587 Supplicating. 8.7,

1 JESUB, full of all compassion,
Hear Thy humble suppliant's ery;
Let me know Thy great salvation:
See! 1 1anguish, faint, and die.

2 Guilty, but with heart relenting,
Overwhelm'd with helpless grief,

Prostrate at Thy feet repenting,

Bgl_;g. oh send me quick relief!
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3 Whither nhould a wretch be ﬂyl

But to Him who comfort Ilf—-

‘Whither, from the dread ot dylng, .
But to Him who ever livest

4 While I view Thee, wounded, grieving,
Breathless on thé cursed tree,
Fain I'd feel my heart belie vin
That Thou suﬂer’dsc thus tor me.

Hen.r. then, blessed Saviour, hear me;
My soul cleaveth to the dust;
Send the Comforter to cheer me;
Lo! in Thee I put my trust,

6 On the word Thyul:ood hath sealod’

H
Let Thy arm be now revealéd
Stay, oh stay me, lest I fall |

7 In the world of endless ruin,
Let it never, Lord,
« Here'sa soul that perish'a, suing
For the boasted Saviour's aid!”

8 Baved—the deed shall spread new glory
Through the nhlninf realms a.bO\ el
Anieln sing the pleas; i
All enraptured with Thy love !
Daniel Turner, 1787,

588 “ Save, Lord.” C.M.

1 O JESUS, Baviour of the lost,
My rock and hiding-place,

By storms of sin and sorrow tosa'd,
I seek Thy sheltering grace.

3 Gnllty, forgive me, Lord! Icry;
rsued by foes I come;
A ulnner, uve me, or I dle,
An outcast, take me home.

3 Once safe in Thine almighty arms,
Let storms come on amain ;
There danger never never hnrms H
There death itself is gain.

4 And when I sund before Thy throne,
And all Th,
8till be my rlg] te u.snen alone
‘To hide myself in Th
Edward Henry Bu‘lnruetln, 1858,
378
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589 Desiring to submit. LM,

1 OH that my load of sin were gone!
Oh that I could at 1ast submit
At Jesu’s feet to lay 1% down,
To lay my soul at Jesu's feet!

2 When shall mine eyes behold the Lamb?

The God of my salvation see ?
‘Weary, O Lord, Thou know’st I am ;
Yet still I cannot come to Thee.

3 Rest for my soul Ilong to find;
Baviour divine, if mine Thou art,
Give me Thy meek and lowly mind,
And stamp Thine image on my heart.

4 Break off the yoke of inbred sin,
And fully set my spirit free:
1 cannot rest till pure within,
Till T am wholly lost in Thee.

5 Come, Lord, the drooping sinner cheer,
Nor let Thy chariot-wheels delay ;
Appear, in my poor heart appear
My God, my Saviour, come away !

Charles Wesley, 1742, a.

590 « Come to Me.” LM

1 ITH tearful eyes I look around,
Life seems a dark and stormy sea ;

Yet 'mid the gloom, I hear a sound,

A heavenly whisper, “ Come to Me.”

2 Tt tells me of a place of rest,
Tt tells me where my soul may flee;
Oh, to the weari nt, oppress'd,
How sweet the bidding, “ Come to Me !

3 “Come, for all else must fail and die,
Earth is no ressing-place for thee ;
To heaven direct thy weepl%eya,

1 am thy portion; come to >

4 0 voice of mercy ! voice of lovel
In conflict, grief, and agony,
Support me, cheer me from above!
And gently whisper, Come to Me.”

Charlotte Elliott, 1834,
874
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591 « Strong Crying and Tears” T8.

1 QAVIOUR, when in dust to Theo
Low we bow the ado; knec;
‘When, repentant, to the skies
Scarce we lift our weeping eyes;
Oh | by all Thy pains and woe,
Suffer'd once or man below,

] Thy throne on high
ﬂea.\?lgg hea.r our humble ery!
2 By 'l’hy helpless infant years,

Thy life gi want and tears,

sore distress
In the savage wilderness;
By the mysterious hour

Turn, oh turn a favouring eye,
Hear, oh hear our humble cryi

3 By Thine hour ot dire despair,
By Thine agun of prayer,
By the cross, the nail, the tho
Plerclng gpear, and torcuﬂng scorn.
0; the gloom t.hac veﬂ'd the skies
er the dreadful sacri! (-e.
Listen to our humhle ;:g
Hear, oh, hear our humble cry}

4 By Thy deep lrln gmm
By thosad som
y the vault whose dxrk abode
Held in vain the rising God ;
1 from earth to heaven restored,
mghz re-ascended Lord
Listen, from Thy throne on high,
Hear, oh hear our humble cry |
Robert Grant, 1815, a,

592 « Manifest Thyself to me.” 78. 6 lines

1 §OX ot God,to Thee I ery;

Oy e RTEeerY carth
1Hn; on

2 holy birth,

Lord Tgmence {et me see,
yaelf to mel
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2 Lamb of God, to Thee I cry;
By Thy bitter agony,
, to us unknown,
By 'l'h pnnins groan,
{'hy et 1ne see,
Ma.nl!eat. ucl.t w me

3 Prince of Life, to Thee I cry;
By Thy glorious majesty,
B Thy triumph o'er the grave,
eek to suffer, strong to save,
Lord, Thy resence let me see,
Manifes self to me!

4 Lord of Glory, God Most, High,
Man exalted to the
‘With Thy love my bosom fill:
Prompt me t,o perform Thy will;
Then Thy glory I shall see,
Thou wiit bring me home to Thee.

Richard Mant,1831.

593 Be merciful to me. L M

1 WITH broken heart and contrite olgh,
A trembling sinuner, Lord, I cry ;
Thy pardoning 1s rich and free;
0 God! be merciful to me.

2 I smite upon my troubled breast,
With deep and conscious gnllt oppmdd H
(‘hrlst. and His cross my only plea
O God! be merciful to me,

3 Far off I stand with tearful eyes,
Nor dare uplift them to the skies;
But Thou dost all my anguish see;
0 God | be merciful to me.

4 Nor alms, nor deeds that I have done,
Can for a single sin atone:
To Calvary alone I flee ;
0 God! be merciful to me.

5 And when, redéem’d from sin and hell,
® With all the ransom'd thro I dwell,
My raptured song shall ever
God has been merciful to me.

Cornelsus Elven, 1853,
376
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594 Deliver me, 8.7,

MEROY mercy. God the Father!
God the Son, be Thou my plea

God the Holy 8 lrlt, comton!
Triune God, deliver me!

2 Not sins, O Lord, remember,
Not ‘hine‘own aveng
But, for Thy t tender mercies,
8aviour God, deliver me!

3 By Thy cross, and by Thy passion,
Bloody sweat and ago!
By ’l'hy precious death ann{ burial,
ur God, deliver me!

'l'hy glorious resurrection,
By'nfeﬁﬂ'glm o,
6 Holy Spi ’8 comin
‘Baviour God, deliver me!g'

5 In all time of tribulation

Hour of death, and day of judgment
Saviour God, deliver me! j ’

John S. B, Monsell, 1863

595 Pity me, 0 Lord. 8.7.4.

1 PI’I'Y Lord a wretched creature,
One wh ose sins for vengeance cry,
Groanln ’neath his heavy burden,
bbin, breasc and heavy slsll.

Canst ’l‘iou let a slnner die?

2 No! Thou canst not: Thou hast promised
To attend unto his
8till he cries in falte ng accents,
Jesus, oh, in mercy spare!
Spnre a sinner,
Jesus, oh, in mercy spare!

3 Oh, how swift Divine compassion
Runs to meet the mourning soul;
And, by words of consolation
M&klu thls wsominied 8pirit whole!
'm t|
Let 3?’;' mnh thy mind console,



CONTRITE CRIES.

4 Groans and sighs are turn’d to praises,
Doubts and fears are chased awas:
Now with saints his voice he raises,
Jestésl henrulthe {ous lay.
ory, glory
Hallelujahs close the day.

5 Angels that were hovering o'er him
Spread their wings and leave the place,
Bear to heaven the Loytul tidings
Of a sinner saved by grace.

yria¢ sten,
Heaven rings with shouts of praise.
J. Stamp’s Spiritual Song Book, 1845.

596 “ Love us freely.” 8.7.

1 T OVE us freely, blessed Jesus,
¥or we have not aught to pay:
Baviour Thou, and we poor sinners,
Is alone what we can say ;
Love us freely, blessed Jesus,
For we have not aught to pay.

2 Love us ever, blessed Jesus,
‘We are changing as the wind ;
If Thy love on us depended,
‘We shouid ne'er salvation find ;
Love us ever, ble esu
‘We are changing as the wind.

3 Love and help us, blessed Jesus,
Help us to be wholly Thine;
Every dol and enchantment,
For 'l'h‘f glory to resign;
Love and help us, blessed Jesus,
Help us to be wholly Thine.

4 Love and keep us, blessed Jesus,
Keep us from denying Thee;
Keep our wayward feet from straying
Into paths of vanity ;
Leve and keep us, blessed Jesus,
Keep us from denying Thee.

R Albert Midlaue, 1865,
597 Confession of Sin, 7s.
1 QOVEREIGN Ruler, Lord of all,
Prostrate at Thy feet I fall;

Hear, oh, hear my earnest crir;
Frosv;g not, lest I faint and die.
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2 Vilest of the sons of men,
Chief of sinners I have heen ;
Oft have sinn’d before Thy face,
Trampled on Thy richest grace.

3 Justly might Thy fatal dart
Pierce this bleeding, broken heart ;
Justly might Thy An‘fry breath
Blast me in eternal death.

4 Jesus, save my dying soul ;
Make my broken spirit whole;
Humbled in the dust I lie;
Saviour, leave me not to die.

Thomas Rafles, 1812, a

598 Think of Jesus. L.M.

1 HEN at thy footstool, Lord, I bend,
And plead with Thee for mer? there,
Think of the sinners dying Friend,
And for His sake receive iy prager.

2 Oh think not of my shame and guﬂt,
My thousand stains of deepest dye;
Think of the blood for sinners spilt,
And Jet that blood my pardon buy.

3 Think, Lord, how I am still Thine own,
The trembling creature of Thy hand ;
Think how my heart to sin is prone,
And what temptations round me stand,

4 Oh think not, of m*douhts and fears,
My strivings with Thy grace divine;
Think upon Jesu’s woes and tears,

And let g,ls merits stand for mine,

5 Thine eye, Thine ear, they are not dull;
Thing st can never sheitoned be;
Behold me now ; my heart is full ;
Behold, and spare, and succour me |

Henry Francis Lyte, 1833,

599 Relying upon Grace. L.M.
1 ‘MH‘Y droops my soul, with grief
[J reu!:" 7 i &r
Whence these wild tumuits in my hrenst ?

18 there no baim to heal my wound?
No n8n7d9 physician to be found ?
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2 Raise to the cross ¥ es,
Behold, the Prince of Glory dla B
He dies extended on the r.ree.

d sheds a sovereign balm for thee.

3 Bleat Saviour, at Thy feet I lie,
Here to receive a cure or die
But grace forbids that paintu\ fear,
Almighty grace, which triumphs here.

4 Thou wilt withdraw the poison’d dart,
Bind up and heal the wounded heart;
wun blooming health my face adorn.

d change the gloomy night to morn.

N Elizabeth Scott, 1763, &
600 « Wash me, and I shall be
whiter than Snoto." 8.7.

'US! who on Calvary’s mountain °
Pourd Thy precious blood for me,
‘Wash me in its flowing fountain,
That my soul may spotless be.

2 I have sinn'd, but oh, restore me,
For unless Thou smil¢ on me,
Dark is all the world before me,
Darker yet eternity!

3 In 'l'hy Word 1 hear Thee sayin|
and I will give yﬁreg':.

Glad t.he gracious call o
See, I hasten to 'l'hy reast.
4 Gmut, oh, grant Thy Spirib 8 teaching,
hat I may not go as

Tlll the swe of heaven reachlng‘
Earth and sin are pass'd away !

M. W.Beecher's Plymouth Collectson, 1855,

601 rreading for Merey. 7s.

1 TESUS, full of every grace,
J ow reveal Th erlllng face ;
(}nnc the 8 uf 8

Foretaste o the bllas of :wee'.n

* All my guilt to Thee is known
ﬂsihst}‘“r:& %:ou alone,
couns but w add



CONTRITE CRIES.

3 Lord in Thee I now believe,
wilt Thou noc !orgive ?
Hel less ai Thy feet I
our, leave me not to dte.

Thomas Hastings, 18467

602 “Jesus ! Master " 7s.

1 JESUS! Master! hear my cry
heal me with a word H
Fainting at Thy foet I Jio.
Thou my whisper'd plaint hast heard.

2 Jesus! Master! mercy show;
Thou art passing near my s ul
Thou my Inward grief dost know,
Thou alone canst make me whole.

3 Jesus! Master! as of y
'nxou didst bid the bllnd man see,
my soul restore ;
‘Rum hesal Thou me.

Anna Shipton, 185¢.

603 “Jehovah Rophi.” CM.

1 H us, Emmanuel, here wc are,
Walt!mz to feel Thi‘h
Deep-wounded souls to Thee repair *
And, Saviour, we are such.

2 Our faith is feeble, we oonfess,
‘We faintly trust Thy word

But wﬂs 'l‘hou pity us the less ?

Be that far from Thee, Lord!

3 Remember him who once qued
With trembllng or re!
“‘Lord, I believe,” with t/earshe cried,
*Oh, help my unbelief!”
4 8he, too, who touch'd Thee {n the press,
Anrl healin v'lrtne ; ole, ’
answer'd, ter, go in peice
Thy FaTin hith toas thee e o

5 Conceal’d amid the gntheﬂns thmug,
8he would have nmnn Thy
And if her faith was firm and atrons.
agssltrong misgivings too.



COXTRITE CRIES.

[} Like her. wlm hci and fms, we comé
hee if we may
Ohl seud us not des] home,
Send none unheal’ gm e

William Cowper, 1779,

604 Plead for me ! 8.8.8.6.

1 0 THOU the contrite sinner's Friend,
ho, loving, lovest. Him to the end,
On tma one mﬁ pes de;
That Thou wilt plead for me.

When waa.ry in the Christian race,
Far off ap resti plwe.
ng I st.msn
en, Saviour, plen tor me.

3 When I have err'd and gone astray
Afar from Thine and wlsdom '8 Way,
And 8ee no ﬁlimmerlng iding ray,
1, Baviour, plead for me.

¢ And when my dying hour draws near,
Then, to preserve my noul trom feu.

' m%n heaven S for me.
Charlotte Blliott,1885, &

605 o Lot us return.” CM.

1 COME, let us to the Lord our God
h contrite hearts return;
Our God is gracious, nor will leave
The desolate to mourn.

2 His voice commands the tempest forth,
And stills the stormy wave
And though His arm be strongto smite,
'Tis also strong to save.

3 Long hath the m%m of son'ow re!.gn'd;
dawn shall
God shall appear, and we shlll rlse
With gladness in His sight.

4 Our hearts, if God we seek to know.
hall know Him an
His oomlns like the morn aha.ll be,
L&; morning songs His voice.



CONTRITB CRIES.

5 As dew upon the tender herb,
Diffusing fragrance round ;’
As showers that usher in the spring,
And cheer the thirsty ground.

6 Boshall His presence bless our souls,
And shed a joytul light ;
That hallow’d morn shall chase away
The sorrows of the night.

John Morrison, 1781

606 Give me Christ. 7s.

1 GB.AOIOUS Lord, incline Thine ear,
My requests vouchsafe to hear ;
Hear my never-ceasing cry ;
Give me Ohrist, or else I die.

3 Wealth and honour I disdaii,
Earthly comforts all are vain ;
These can never satisty.

Give me Christ, or else I die.

3 Lord, deny me what Thou wilt,
Only ease me of my guilt;
Suppliant at Thy foet I lie
Give me Christ, or else I dle,

4 All unholy, all unclean,
I am nothing else but sin ;
On Thy mercy I rely,
Give me Christ, or cige I die.

5 Thou dost freely save the lost!
Only in Thy grace I trust:
‘With my earnest suit comply ;-
Give me Christ, or elsc I die,

6 Thou hast promised to forgive
All who in Thy Son believe ;
Lord, I know Thou canst notlie;
Give me Christ, or else I die.

7 Father, dost Thou seem to frown?
I take shelter in Thy S8on!
Jesus, to Thy arms [ fly,
8ave me, Lord, or else I die.

William Hammond, 1745.
383



CONTRITE CRIES,

607 B Faner % P M.

ORD, I hear of showers of blessing
Thou art scattering, full and free;
Showers, the thirsty land refreshing ;
Let some droppings fall on me,
Even me.

2 Pass me not, O gracious Fnther!
Sinful though my heart may be;
Thou might’st cnrse me, but the rather
Let Thymercy light on me,
Even me.

3 Pass me not, O tender Saviour!
Let me love and cling to Thee ;
I am longing for Thy favour;
‘When Thou comest, call for gxe,

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit!
Thou canst make the blind to see;
‘Witnesser of Jesus’ merit,
Speak the word of power to me,
E ven me.

5 Have I long in sin been slee)
Long hecn slighung. %evlng 'l'hee‘!
Has the world my heart been keeping?

Oh forgive and rescue me,
Even me.

6 Lo\'e of God, so pure and changeless,
100d of God, 80 rich and free,
ere of God, g0 strong snd boundless,
Magnify them all |

n me,
Even me,
£ Pasis me not, this lost one bringing,
Satan’s slave Thy child shall be,

All my heart to Thee is springing;
Blessing others, oh bless me,
Even me.

Elizabeth Crdner,1860.

608 Jesus, save me. cM.

ESUS, Thy power I fain would feel,
For Thy sweet love I faint:
Oh let Thine ears consider well
Thsglolee of my complaint,




CONTRITE CRIES.
2 Thon see'st me yet a slave to &in,
And destitute o uf gl%(lllln
uﬂry my 8o
n’{l -cleansing bl
30 'l{le:m undertake for me,

t0 me be given
For whﬂe 1 stmd away trom 'l'hee,
I stand away from heaven.

4 Reject not, Lord, my humble prayers,
or yet my soul destroy:
Thine only Son hath sown in tears
That I might reap in joy.

Augustus M. Toplady, 1759, a.

609 Substitution pleaded. C.M.
Tlm Jaotlen 8aviour lived for me,
died upon the mount :
The obedience of His llte and Qdeath
Is placed to my acco!

2 anst ‘Thou forget nm awtnl hour,
sad, tremendous scene,
When Thy dear blood on Calvary
Flow'd out at every vein?

3 No, Baviour, no; 'rhy wounds nretmh,
ﬂ'en now ¢ they interoede;

8till, in
ucesu.ntly they?

4 Thine ears of mercy mn attend
A contrite sinner's ¢
A broken heart that gma.nl for God,
Thou never wilt despise.

5 Oh love incomprehensible,
That made Thee bleed for me
The Ju of all hath euffer’d death
To set His prisoner freel

Awugustus M. Toplady, 1750,

610 Pleading the Blood. 8.8.6.

R ER, Lord, that Josns ‘dled,
That Jesus bow’d His dying head
And sweated bloody sweat :
Bt T or 0
n own on the
Asns%more than pajd my ‘bt.



CONTRITE CRIES.

2 surely l!e hath my pardon bought,
A &ert 't righteousness wrought out,
le to redeem :
Oh that His righteousness might be
y grace imputed now to me,
Aswero my sins to Him.

Avugustus M. Toplady, 17:

611 Sheltering at the Crose, L.M.6lines.

1 PEDEEMER, whither should I flee
Or how escape the wrath to come?
The weary sinner flies to Thee
For sheiter from impending doo
- Smile on me, dearest Lord, md slmw
Thyself the friend of sinueérs now.

2 Beneath the shadow of Thy cross
My heavy-laden goul finds rest;
Let me-esteem the world as droas,
Bolmaybeot Thee possess'd!

1 borrow every joy from Thee,
For Thou art life and ught to me.

3 Close to my Saviour's bloody tree
My l umtired shall ever cleave:
Bo urged and crucified with Thee,
wnn Chtlst resolved to ‘d‘l& an(:l“ve :
my great ambition this,
leﬁls 54 Gying to bo His. '

Oh nail me to the sacred wood,
'l‘here tie me with Thy Spirit's chaln ;
There seal me with Thy tenlns blood,
Nor ever let me loose agat
‘There let me bow my su%pmmt knee,
And own no other Lord but Thee!

Augustus M. Toplady, 1750,

612 Penitential Sighs. 7s.

1 FA’I‘HER. at Thy call I come!
Thy bosom there is room
Fora ullc soul to hide,
Press'd with grief on every side.

2 Here I'll make my piteous mean ;
Thou canst understand a groml
ler-: my sins and sorrews tel
ss% Phocl Thou Enowes: well.



CORTRITE CRIES,

3 Ah! how foolish I have been
To obey the voice of sin,
‘To forget Thy love to me!
And to my vows to Thee,

4 Darkness fllls my trembling soul ;
Floods of sorrow o’er me roll ;
Pity, Father, pity me;

All my hope's alone in Thee.

5 But may such & wretchas |,
Self-condemn’d and doom'd to dle,
Ever hope to be forgiven,

And be smiled upon by Heaven?

6 May I round Thee cling and t: .
Oa?r myself a child of 'Fhlne; wine,
And presume to claim a part
1n a tender Father's heart t

7 Yes, I m :forleuﬂ
Pity trickling from Thine eye:
’Tis a Pather's bowels move,

Move with pardon and with'love.
8 Well 1 do remember too,
What His love hath deign'd to do;
How He sent a Baviour down,
All my follies to atone.
9 Has my elder Brother died?
%d is jﬂsclce satisfled ?

y—oh why—should I despair
Of my Father's tender mzw

. Samuel Stennets, 1767,

613 © My Bpirit longeth for Thee,” 7.6,

1 MY spirit longeth for Thee
M mm mg troubled breast,
Unworthy though I be
Ot o divine a guest.

Ot 80 divine a guest
Unworthy thg“ugh 1be,

Yet has my heart no rest
Unless it come from Thee.

3 Unless it come from Thee,
a s o
n

No rest is to be found.



OCONTRITE ORIES.

4 No rest is to be found
But in Thy blesseéd love !
Oh let my wish be crown'd,
And send it from abovel

John Byrom, ¥I73.

614 Rest in Jests, S.M.

1 H 1 never rest
“9 t‘l‘ﬁ'“l'ylﬂngruhtln'l'hee, 4
of m on here ¥

1 teel g‘l%vemmel

2 ‘Tarn not Thy face away.
Thy look can make me clean ;
Me in Thy wedding robes
And cover aii my sin.
3 Tell me, my God, for whom
Thy precious blood was shed ;
For sinners? Lord, as such I come,
For such the Saviour bled.
Then raise a fallen wretch,
Display Thy in me;
1 am not out of mercy's reach,
Nor too far gone for Thee.

Augustus M. Toplady, 1790,

: 615 « We would see Jesus.” 7s.

1 TESUS, God of love, attend, °
) From Thy glorious throne descend ;
Answer now some waiting A
Now some harden'd soul convert :
To our Advoeate we fly,.
Let us feel Immanuel nigh ;
Manifest Thy love ab
Make us now the sons of

)

Prostrate at Thy mercy-seat

Let us our Beloved meet,

Give us in Thyself a pare

Deep engraven on Thine heart:
Let us hear Thy pn.rdonln% voice,
Bid the broken bonesrejbice!
Condemnation do away,
Oh make this the perfect day !

Angustus M, Toplady, 1760.




CONFLICT AND ENCOURAGE-
ME

616 Pemitence and Hope. C.M.

1 R Baviour, when my thoughts recall
The wonders of Thy 3
Low at Thy feet ashamed 1 fall,
And hide this wretched face.

2 Should love like Thine be thus repaid ?
teful h rep

, vile, ungral
By earth’s low cares detain'd, betray'd,
From Jesus to depart.
3 From Jesus, who alone can give
‘True pleasure, peace, and rest :
‘When absent from my Lord I live
Unsatisfied, unblest.

4 But He, for His own mercy’s ske,
Mg wandering soul restores:
He bids the mourning heart partake
The pardon it implores.

5 Oh while I breathe to Thee, my Lora,
The:, igh,

(-3 1 5
Confirm the kind forelving word
‘With pity in Thine eye.

6 Then shall the mournerat Thy feet
Rejoice to seek Thy face :
And grateful own how kind, how sweet,
Thy condescending grace.
Anne Steele, 1760,

617 8ins and Sorrows laid
before God. C.M.
1 OH that I knew the secret place,
‘Where I might find my God !
1'd spread my wants hefore His face,
And pour my woes abroad.

2 I'd tell Him how my sins arise,
‘What sorrows I sustain;
How fnce decays and comfort dies,
And leaves my heart in pafn.

3 He knows what arguments 'd take
l';lr ﬂmu’:'o'f 1'&'33’3,3’5 g:géy’s mke,
Alut for my Baviours blood. '




CONFLICT AND ENCOURAGEMENT.

4 Geod will pit; com| lalnta
N heal Ty Brobes bonea,
He ukes the meamnz of Bls safuts,

he language of their groans.

5 Arlse my soul, from deep distress,

And banish ever‘y

He calls thee athroneofgnwe
To spread thy sorrows thero.

Isanc Watts, 1720,

618 Will God cast off ? C.M.

1 WlLLGod for ever cast me off ?
His promise ever fail?
Has He forgot His tender love ?
Shall anger still prevail?

2 1 call His merctes to my mind,
Which 1 enjoy'd hbefore :
And wiii the Lord no more be kind?
face appear no more ?

3 But 1 forbld thls n«;?eleu thought,
This dark, d e ;
Rememb’rlng w at His hand nath
His hand is still the same.  (wrought ;

Tsaac Watts, 1719,

619 Backslidings and Returns. C.M.

1 HY is my heart se far from Thee,
y God, my chief delight?
Wh are my thoughts no more by day
1th Thee, no more by night?

2 w'g%snould my foolish malonu rove?
ere cau such sweetness be
As 1 have tasted in T%% love,
As 1 bave found in Thee?

3 Trifics of nature, or of art,
With fair deceftful charms, 8,
Intrude into my thoughtless heart..
And mmn me from Thy arm:

4 Then I repent, and vex my aoul.

W’I];h“ : l'lfgh A l%d lﬂ tl roll,
ere will those ections
That let a S8aviour



CONFLICT AND ENCOURAGRMENT.

5 Sin's J)romlsed joys are tnm’d to pain,
1 am drown’d in grief
Bnt my dear Lord returns mln.
He nm to my relief.

[ Sei:ing my soul with sweet snrprlse,
ws with Joving bands;
Divine compaulon in His eyeu,
And pardon in His hands.

7 Wretch that ¥ am, to wander thus
In chase of false del I!ght.
Let me be fasten'd to Thy cross,
Rather than lose Thy sight.

8 Make hnste. my days, to reach the goal,
And bring my heart to re
On the denr centre of my soul,
My God, my Baviour’s breast.
Isaac Watts, 1709,

620 Walking with God, CM.

1\H for & closer walk with God,
A calm and heavenly frame ; H

A light to shine npon the road

‘That leads me to the Lamb!

3 Where is the blessedness I knew
‘When first I saw the Lord?
‘Where 18 the soul-refreshing view
Ot Jesus and His word ?

3 What peaceful hours I then en{oy'd!
How sweet their memory stil
But now I find an achin vold
The world can never
4 Beturn, O holy Dove! return.
t messenger of rest!
I haze the sins that made Thee mourn,
And drove Thee from my breast,
5 The dearest idol I have known,
‘Whate'er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from Thy throne,
And worship only Thee.

OBosha.llm.rvﬂkboclosewlthGod,

e m;
8o purer t shall mark the 'road
’ﬂu eufh me to the L:
Vt&am G‘om 1779,



CONFLICT AND ENCOURAGEMEKT.

2 Shln Lord, and my terror shall cease,
d of atonement apply :
And d me to Jesus for peace,
The rock that is higher than I:
8] ,Saviour, for sweet is 'l'hy voice,
y DI resen e 18 fair to behol
1 thirst for Thy Spirit wml cries
And groanings that cannot be told.

8 If sometimes 1 ucrlvef as I mourn,
My hold of Thy promise to keep,
The billows more flercely return,
And plunge me agam in the deep
Whll harass’d and cast from Thy sight,
tempter auggests with
LA hath forsaken Hhee qulte :
Thy God will be gracious no more.”

4 Yet Lord, if Thy love hath design'd

No covenant-blessing for me,
, tell me, how is it I fine

Bome aweetuesa in wanlns for Thee?
Almighty to rescue Thou art,
Thy grace is my onll_s resource ;
1t e'er Thou art L« my heart,
Thy Spirit must take it by force.

Augustus M, Toplady, 1173

625 *“ Remember me." C.M.

1 O THOQU from whomall goodnen flows!
I 1ift my soul to
Inall BOTTOwWS, cmﬂlcts, woes,
Good Lord ! remember me.

2 When, on ny groaning, burden’d heart,
’\Iy sins lic heavily;
i pardon speak, new peace impart;

n love remember me.

3 When trials sore obstruct my way,
And ills I cannot fiee,
Oh. give me strength l’.ord, 88 my day:
r good rememl

4 Distrese'd with pain, disease, and grief,
This feeble
Grant patience, reat, and und relief:
He;a:nd Temember m



CONFLICT AND ENCOURAGEMENT.

3 12 on my face for '!'h‘_il dear name,
Shame and reproaches be,
Al hail reproach, and welcome shame,
If Thou remember me.
6The hour is near, consign'd to death,
I own the just decree,
Baviour, with my last

3
parting breath
T’ll cry, Remember me!

626 Seeking Guidance. 7s.

1 HEAVENLY Father! to whose eye
Future things unfoided lie;
Through thedesert where I stray,
Let Thy counsels guide my way.

2 Lead me not, for tlesh 18 frail,
‘Where flerce trials would assail ;
Leave me not, in darken’d hour,

To withstand the tempter’s power.
3 Lord ! uphold me day by day;
Shed & light upon my way;

V5
Guide me through perplexing snares ;
Care for me in all my cares. R

4 8hould Thy wisdom, Lord, decree
Trials long and sharp for me,
Pain or sorrow, care or shame,
Father! glorify Thy name,

5 Let me neither faint nor fear,
Feeling still that Thou art near;
In the course my Saviour trod

Tending still to Thee, my Goal

Josiah Conder, 1838,

Thomas Haweis, 1792,

627 Pleading Divine Faithfulness. LM,

GOD of my life, to Thee I call,

S Amiceda g e Lalll
en the great water-floods pi

Leave not my trembling heart to fail,

2 Friend of the friendless and the faint,

n
Where should I lmmy deep complaint?
‘Where, but with 1 , whose open door
Invltgghe helpless and the poor t



OONFLICT AND ENOOURAGEMENT.

2 What though Satan’s strong wmpmlons
Vex and tease thee day by day ?
And thy sinful inclinations
Often ﬂll thee with dumay!

u shalt col
'm-om the Eamb's redeeming blood.

3 '.l'hough ten thousand ills beset thec,
From without and from within;
Jesus saith, He'll ne‘er forget thee,
But will save from hell and gin;
He is faithful
To perform His gracious word.

4 Though distresses now attend
_And thou tread'st the thorny roa
His rlght band shall still defend thee.
on He'll bring thee home to God:
Th refore praise H
Praise the great Redeemer‘s name.

& Oh that I could now adore Him, ~
Like the heavenly host above.
‘Who for ever bow before Him,
unceasi ng stns ms lovel

‘Hay
When gg:.ll Iyour chom joint
John Fawcett, 178,

632 Confidence in the Promises. 5.M.

1 HY should I sorrow more?
1 trust a Saviour slain
And safe Fencath His shelraering cross,
Unmoved 1 shall remain.
2 Let Satan and the world,
Now n%e or now allure;
The promises in Christ are made
Immutable and sure.
8 The oath infallible
1 x‘.’:%‘%'%ﬁ‘:{ d’e"v‘r%o"‘“r.k‘ the word,
e
thful, true, an
) 4 Hallbrln 1€ on my way

ourney’s end ;
He’ll be my Fathe; .
Ua{og-vlou: and ;n.ynd!fl?l‘e)ucw




CONFLICT AND ENCOURAGEMENT,

Bo all my doubts and fears
3hall wholly flee a Y
And every mourntal n g'ht of tears
Be turn’d to joyous day.

6 All that remalns for me
Is but to love and aln
And wait until the an s come
To bear me to the Ki

William W.ummu.l”!'
Charles H, Spurgeon, 1866.

633 ¢¢ Fear not,” CM.

1 YE trembling souls, dlsmlss your fears,
Be mercy all your them
Mercy, which like a river ﬂows
In one perpetual streai

2 Fear not the powers of eum: and hell,
God will these powers restrain :
His arm shall all their rage reﬂel,
And make their efforts vain.

8 Fear not the want of ontward good;
For His He will provide,
Grant them supplies of daily food,
And give them heaven beside.

4 Fear not that He will e’er forsake,
Or leave His work undone.
He’s faithful to His
And faithful to Hls SOn

5 Pear not the terrors of the grave,
Or death’s tremendous sting :
He will from endless wrath preserve,
To cndless glory bring.
Benjamin Beddome, 1818,

Cos ¢ in the Covenant
634 ?n% :?:th Christ. C.M.
1 OUR God, how irm His ﬁmmlse stands,
Fen when He hides His face ;
He trusts in our Redeemer’s hands
His glory and His grace.

2 Then why, my soul, these sad complnlnts.
smee rlst -nd we lre one?
Thy God i8 faithful is saints,
Is %hm to His Bon.



HOLY ANXIETY.
3 Benoath ms emllcs my heart has lived,
d part of 'd;

€n D
I mseﬂunxmelorsrmreoe! od,
TARd trust Him for th veds

quu' Watts, 1709.

635 Oh, why 30 heavy, O my sowi? C.M.

OB why 80 hea Ou{eoult
Thus to mysel

Oh, why 80 heavy, O my soul,
And so disquieted?

2 H'rge thou in God ; He still shall be
¥ glory and th
His saving grace s n.ll comi‘ort thee
Through everlasting days.

3 His goodness made thee what thou art
Anda yet will thee redeem:
Oh, be thou of a wadmst heart,
And put thy trust in Him,

Bdward Caswall, 1858,

HOLY ANXIETY.

636 The almost Christsan, L.M.

1 BROAD is the road that leads to death;
ds walk together thete s
But wlsdom nmvn & narrower path,
‘With here and there a traveller.

. Deny thyself and take thy Cross,”
Namre must couns er gold but drou,
1f she would gain the heavenly land.

3 The fearful soul that tires and faints,
And walks the ways of God no more,
Is but esteen’d almost a eain!

And makes his own destruction sure.

4 l.ord let not all my hopes be vain ;
h'e;ve?:ow
wmc.n hypocrites could ne’er attain,
‘Which false apostates never knew.
400 Isaac Watts, 1709,




HOLY ANXIETY.

637 Self-ezamination, LM,

1 WHAT strange perplexities arise!
‘What anxslzus fears 1nd jealousies !
‘What crowds in doubtful light s.ppe&r 1
How few, alas | approved and clear

2 And what am I?—My soul awake,
And an impartial prospect take ;
Does no dark algn no ground of fear,
In practice, or in heart appear?

3 What image does my spirit bear?
Is Jesus form’d, and living there?
Say, do His lineaments divine
1n thought, and werd, and act.lon shinet

4 Searcher of hearts, oh seareh me still,
The secrets of my soul re
My fears remove; let me
To God, and my own consclence, clear!

5 Scatter the clouds that o'er my head
Thick glooms of dubious terrors spread;
Lead me into celestial gxs
Anrd to myself myself display.

6 May I at that bless’'d world arrive, fllve,
Wh Gh rist ugh all my soul shall
give tull qroot that He is there,
Wn.hont. one gloomy doubt or fear.

President Davses, 1769.

638 The contrite Heart. C.M.

1 TBE Lord will happiness divine
contrite hearts bestow ;
Then tell me, gracious God, 1a fnine
A Sontrite heart or not

2 I hear, but seem to hearin vain,
"l:m:im telc 'ffi: only pain
not feel.

3 1 sometimes think seu inclined
To love Thee if I my
But onen foel another mlnd,
Averse to all that’s goo



HOLY ANXIETY.

[} Mf bent desh-eu are faint and few
. strive for more!
Bgn when Icry, “ My bnet,trength rencw,”

5 Thy nlntl are comforted, I know,
And love Thy house of prayer!
I sometimes go where others go,
But find no comfort there.

6 Oh make this heart rejoice or ache!
de this doubt for me ;
And, if it be not broken, break,
And heal it, If ¢ be.
Willvam Cowper, 1779,

639 . “Zovest thou Me?" C.M.
1 Do not I lovp Thee, O my Lord?t
my heart and see

And turn e-ch odious ldol out
That dares to rival Thee.

2 Do not I love Thee from my soul? -
Then let me nothing love H
Dead be my heart to every joy,
‘When Jesus cannot move.

3 Isnot Tby name melodloua still
To mine attentive
Doth not each pnlae vmh pleasure bonnd,
My Saviour's voice to hear?

4 Hast Thon a lamb in all Thy flock
1w disdain to feed?
Hast 'I‘hou a foe, before whose face
1fear Thy cause to plead?

5 Wnn]d not my ardent spirit vie
With angels round the throne,
To execute Thy sac will,
And ‘make Thy glory known?

[ Would not my heart pour forth 1ts blood
In honour of Thy
And challenge the cold hl.nd ot death
To damp the immortal flam
7 Thou know'st I love Thee, delrest Lord;
But oh,‘lhlongh ;: fo
e sphere of mortal joys,
d learn t.o.s’ove Thee more. 4
Philip Doddridge, 1755,



HOLY ANXIETY.

640 Love assertingherself. C.M,
1 ANDbavel, Ohrlst no love tor Thee,
No passion for I
No wish my Saviour’s face co m.
And dwell within His arms?

2 ls there no séxark of gratitude

mine, y
To Eum whose generous bosom glow‘d
‘With friendship all divine?

38 Can I pronounce His chnrmlng name,
His acts of kindness te!
And while 1 dwell upon che theme,
No sweet emotion feel?

4 Buch base ingratitudeas thils-
‘What heart but must detest! i
Sure Ohrist deserves the noblest place
In every numan breast.

. 5 A yery wretch, Lord! I should prove,
Had 1 no love for Thee
Ratber than not my Sav!our love,
h may I cease to bel
Samud Stennett, 1787,

641 « Search me, 0 Lord!”  C.M.
1 QEARCHER of hearts, before Thy face,
1 all my soul display :
And, conscious of its innate arts,
Entreat Thy strict survey.
3 1If, Jurking in its inmost folds,
{ any sin conceal,
Oh let a ray of light divine
That secret guile reveal.
3 lf tinctured with that odious gail
nknowing I remain,
graoe. like a pure silver stream,
‘Wash out the accurséd stain.
4 It in these fatal (etters bound,
A wretched slave 1 lie
Smite off my chains, aund wake my soul
To Ilght and liberty.
5 To humble penitence md prayer
Begenl.lt} pity ve? b
ample pm’on 0 my heart,
"And soal ita elaim to heaven. '
Philip Doddridge, 1755,
43



HOLY ANXIRTY
642 Was it for mo? e

1 As it for me, dear Lord, for me,
‘Thou didst endure such pain and grief;
For me, the direful agony,
That knew not limit or relfet?
‘Was it for me? Was it for me?

2 Was it for me the mocking scorn,
While love perfu qullngbnelth;
The rude mnmmely meek borne,
Thy loul desertion unto d
‘Was it for me? Wauctor me?

8 Was it for me, Thon Lord of i
Thy rath through darkness to he grave ;
For me, the srinumph infinite,
R Phenhon Gidst ise, and 1ive to save?
Wasit forme? Wasit for met

‘Was it for me, Lord Christ1 for me,
nigh, Th done,

-

Baviour to all eternity
Inheaven Thou dldm. resum e%mne ]
Was it forme? Waait

Henry Bateman, 1863,

643 The stvait Gate. 8.7.4.

1 TRAIT the gate, the way is narrow,
S reaﬁm of endless bliss;
smful men and vain professors,
Belf-deceived, the passage miss;
Rushing Theadlo dg
Down they sink the dread abyas.

2 8ing and follies unforsaken,
e All lel end in deep de:l par
Frnmgn ll t.he worldlns’s tear;
Small th

mber
‘Who to wisdom spath repair.
3 'rhou who nrt Thy peo le’s guardian,

e to be;
Bi‘ghy sqim fS‘t \uwrrlng.

M
Miss ‘he way tlnt leads to Thee.
04 Benjamin Beddome, 1818



DESIRES APTER. HOLINESS.
644 . cimen

1 ASNNISB'D and distrese’a, ,
1 turn mine eyes within
My heart with loads of guilt opprm' ,
e seat of every sin.

2 W‘hat crowds of evil thoughts,
N
and pi decelt an
‘Binruss and slavish fear.
3 Almighty King of saints,
These tyrant lusts subdue;
Drive the old serpent from his sest,
And all my powers renew.

4 Thls done, my cheertul volee
M uml ahnu low wlth gnm de,
u
iy lips roclaim Thy pratser

Benjamin Beddome, 1818,

SM.

DESIRES AFTER HOLINESS.

645 Longing for a pure Heart. C.M.
1 OH for a heart to praise my God,
heart from sin set free!

sed
A heart that nlways teeu Thy blood,
8o treely spilt for me|

2A hean reaign'd, submissive, meck,
My t Redeemer’s throne:
Where only Christ is heard to speak,
‘Where Jesus reigns alone:

3A 32;?"3’:%’ lowly, contrlte hea.rt
e
i n,her nfa nor denh can part
]m %%im that dwells within:

‘ ‘A“.‘fﬁ’:‘.{ﬂ 3%’?”;2‘3‘3“““‘ renewd,
0
Perfect, right, and pure, and good,
A copy, Lom,ot"rn el

ﬂ.




DESIRES AFTER HOLINESS.

5 'l'hcy nature, {lous Lord, lmx;an; .
ome quickly from ahove ;
‘Write Thy new name upon my heart,
Thy new, best name of love. -
Charles Wesley, 1742.

646  zowsingtotowe chri. LML

1 I THIRST, Thou wounded Lamb of God,
To wash me in Thy cleansing blood ;
To dwell within Thy wounds: then pain
Is sweet, and life or death is gain.

Take my poor heart, and let it be

For ever closed to all but Thee!

Seal Thou my breast, and let me wear
That pledge of love for ever there.

8 How blest are the'lvmwho still abide
Close shelter'd in bleeding side!
‘Who lifeand strength fr om thence derive,
And by Thee move, and in Thee Itve.

4 What are our works but sin and death,
Till Thou Thy quickening 8pirit breathe *
Thou givest the power Thy grace to move :
Ohwondrous grace! Oh boundless love!

5 How can it be, Thou heavenly King,
That Thou shouldst us to glory bring? .
Make slaves the partners of Thy throne,
Deck'd with a never-fading crown.

6 Hence our hearts melt, our eyes o’erflow ;
Our words are lost ; nor will we know,
or will we think of aught bestde,
My Lord, my Love, is crucified.”

7 Ah, Lord! enlarge our scanty thought,
To know the wonders Thou hast wrought ;
Unloose our stammering tongnes, to tell
Thy love immense, unsearchable.

8 First-born of many brethren Thou!
To , 101 all our souls we bow :
To Thee, our hearts and hands we give ;
Thine may we die; Thine may we live.

Count Zingendorf, Anna and
John Nitschmann, 1737 ;
s tr. by John Wesley, 1140,



DESIRES AFTER HOLINESS,

647 Love constraining to Obedience. C.M.

1 NO strength of nature can suffice
To serve the Lord aright ;
And what she has she misappiles,
For want of clearer light.

2 How long beneath the law I lay
and distress!
1 mil‘d the precept to obey,
But toil'd without success.

3 Then, w abstain from outward sin,
‘Was more than I could do:
Now, lt 1feel its power within,
1 feel I hate 1t too.

4 'rhen my servile works were done
gree usness to raise
\ow, 1y chosen in the ﬁon.
I freely choose His ways.
5 What shall I do, was then the word,
That I may worthier grow ?

‘What shall I render to the Lordt
Is my inquiry now.

8 To see thelaw by Christ fulﬂll’d,
And hear His pardoning voice,
es a slave into a child, -
And duty into choice.

William Cowper, 1779,

648 Holiness and Grace. L.M.

1 SO let our lips and lives express
The holy gospel we profess:
Bo let our works and virtues shine,
To prove the doctrine all divine,

2 Thus shall we hest proclaim abroad
The honours of our Saviour God,
When His salvation reigns within,

And grace subdues the power of sfn.

3 Our flesh and sense must be denied,
Passion and envy, lust and pride ;
‘While justice, temperance, truth, and

our -mud pletyapprove.” (love,




DESIRES AFTER HOLINESS,

4 The gospel bears our spirits u|
While we expect that Plessed gbpe,
The bright appearance of the Lord ;
And faith stands leaning on His word.
. Tsaac Watts, 1709, a.
649 Holy Prinoiples desired.  C. M.
1 T WANT a principle within
Of jealous, godly fear;
A sensibility of 8in,
A pain to feel it near.
2 I want the first approach to feel
Of pride, or fond desire;
To catch the wanderh:ﬁof my will,
And quench the kindling five,
3 That I from Thee no more may
No more goodneu eve,
The filial awe, the fleshy heart,
The tender conscience, give.

4 Quick as she apple of an eye,
od, my conscience makel
Awake, my soul, when sin is nigh,
And keep 1t still awake.
5 If to the right or left I stray,
That moment, Lord, reprove;
And let me weep my Tite away,
For having grieved Thy love,
6 Oh may the least omission pain

My well-instructed soul;
And drive me to the blood n,
‘Which makes the wounded whole !
Charles Wesley, 1749,
650 Conformity to Christ. 8.7.
1 LOV‘E divine, all loves excelling,
Joy of heaven, to earth come down:
Fix {n us Thy humble dwelling,
faithful mercies crown ;
Jesus, Thou art all compassion ;
- Pure, unbounded love Thou art:
Visit us with Thy salvation,
Enter every trembling heart.



DESIRES APTER HOLINESS.
2 Come, almighty to delive:
Lot'us allg'l'hyx ce recdive ;

Suddenly return, and never,
Never more, Thy temples feave:
Thee we would be always hlesslug,
Berve Thee as Thy hosts above
Pray, and praise. Thee, without ceulng :
Glory in Thy perfect love.

3 Finish, then, Thy new creation,

Pure'and spotiess let us be;

Let us see Thy great salvatlon,
Perfectly restored in Thee

Changed from glory into glor
Till in heaven we take our place,

‘Till we cast our crowns before Thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praisel

. Charles Wesley, 1747,

651 “ Saudacd thc_.?po’n‘tof CM.

1 No‘l‘ the malieions ar profane,
The wanton or the prond,
Nor thieves, nor slanderers shall obtain
The kingdom of our God.

2 Surprising grace! and suah were we
y nature and by sin
Helrs of immo mluery,
Unboly and unciean,
3 But we are wash’d in Jesu's blood,
‘We're pardon'd through His name;
And the good Spirit of our God
Has sanctified aur tn.lne.

for a persevering po'
'I' Thy just comma.n
We wou d defile our hearts no more
No more pollute our hands.

Imac Watts, 1700.

652 Prayer for Holiness. C.M.

1NH mny my heart by grace tenew'd
0 ﬂedeemetz thron
And be my stubborn will uubdued
m;‘%)vemmem toown!



WORLD RENOUNCED.

2 Let deep ropenumee mm, and love,
Be join'd wi fear:
And all my convermlon prove
My heart to be sincere.
3 Preserve me from the snares o! sln
rough my remaining
And in me let each virtue
To my Redeemer’s praise.
4 Let lively hope my soul inspire:
Let warm affections rise:
And may I wait with atrong desire,
To mount above the skies.

John Fawcett, 1782,

653 Holiness desired. C.M.
1 J ORD, I desire to l(ve as one
Who b

0 bears a bl vfht. name,
As one who fears but g Thee,
And knows no obher shame.

3 As one by whom Thy walk below
8hould never be forio
As one who fain wouls keep apart
From all Thou lovest not.

3 T want to live as one who knows
'l'hy tellowship of love ;
As one whose eyes can pleree beyond
The pearl-built gates abov.
4 As one ‘who daily speaks to 'l‘hee,
And hears Thy volce divine
chh depths of tenderness dechre,
“ Beloved ! Thou art mine

Charitie I.cu Smith, 1861,

. RENUNCIATION OF THE
‘WORLD.

654 Old Things are passed away. C.M.

1 LET worldly minds the world pursue,
t has no charms for me;
Once I admired its trifies too,
Buc‘ﬁ'ace has set me free.



WORLD RENOUNCED.

2 Its pleasures now no lo::fer please,
No more content
Far from my heart be joys like these,
Now I have seen the Lord.

3 As by the light of opening day
The sta; s are al
8o earthly pleasures fade uuy.
‘When Jesus is reveal'd.

Creatu
I bid them all de

His name, and love, ami graclous voloe,
Have fix’d my rovin

5 Now. Lord I would be 'l'hlno alone,
And wholly hive to Thee
But may I hope that Thou wﬂc own
A worthless worm like me?

6 Yes ! though of sinners 'm the worst,
1 cannot doubt Thy will;
l'or 1f Thou hadst not Im'ed me first,
had etuled'l‘hee

tures no more I)d‘lvlde my choice,

John Newton, 1779,

655 Renouncing the World,  148th.

CO)(E , my fond ﬂutterlng_henn,
Oome, struggle to be free:
Thoa and the world must part,
However hard it be:

My trembling smrlt owns it just,

But still lies cleaving to the dust.

2 Ye tempting sweets, forbear ;
Ye dearest idols, fall i
My love ye must not share,
Jesns shall have 1t aII
gh painful and acute the smart
H la love can heal the bleeding heart)

3 Yefalr, enchanting throngl
coltien dreams,
h b prevalla
'l'oo Io Ivegnoe‘:lrlhdgg'
i rosign 16 Thoo, T



WORLD RENOUNCED.

4 Oh may I feel Thy worth,
Andlet no idol dne.
No vunlty of eal
With Th Yn
Now hld au eart ly j aog‘s depm

And reign
Jane l'qlor 1813, 8
656 Bwp(ngﬁ-m the Ourrent LM

Sin.
SEND the joys ot €arth sway,
WAy, ye tempters of the mfnd ;
Falsge as the smooth deceitful
And empty as the whistl!ng wind.

2 Yonr streams were floating me along
wn to the gulf of black despair;
And whilst I listen'd to your song,
Your streams hnd e en eonvey'd me there.

8 Lord, 1 adore g'me

That warn'd-me of t,hat dxrk al yu.
That drewmefrom those treacherons sess,
And bade e seek superior bliss.

4 Now to the shining realms above
1 stretch my hands, and giance my eyes;
Oh for the pinions of a dove,
To bear me to the upper skies!

5 'l'here from the bosom of my God,
Oceans of endless pleasure roll ;
There would 1 fix my last abode,
And drown the somwa of my souL
Isaac Wails, 1708,

657 Choosing the Peari. CM.
1 VE glittering toys cumn,-duu.
Y cg nobler ;‘clwy %e vi
A real prize attracts ow,
treasure all divine. 0
2:Be e, unworthy of my cares,
(] apécfouu balga of sgnse :
lnestlmablewon.h peart
The pearl of price mmeule
8 Jeggs to mumtudas unknown,

Dbame divine];
J euna, 1n Th m 'we:lto!ne
412 &II Pleasure




DEDICATION TO GOD.

4 Should both the Indies at my call,
Their bousted stores 1'3
‘With joy 1 would, renolmee them all,
For leave to call Thee mine.
sho fu{gienrth'svaln n-easures all depart,
s d
Id clasp it to m; ytul hem,
And be for eveyrjb
6 Dear SoveM%n of my soul’s desires,
Thy love 1s bliss divi
Accest the wish that love inspires,
bid me call Thee mine.
Anne Steels, 1760.

—

DEDICATION TO GOD.

The Heart given to God.  L.M.
H hu;&y day, that fix’d my choice

my Sav-lour. and my God;
Weul may this owing Léart re rejoice,
And tell its rap! ures abroad.

2 'Tis done! the great transaction's done:
1am my Lord s, and He is mlne
'w me, ana 1 follow'd
Charma o confess the voice divine,

38 Now rest, my long-divided heart ;
Fix’d on this hnssml centre rest:
‘With ashes who would grudge to
‘When call'd on angels’ bread to reun"

4 High heaven, that heard the solemn vow.
That vow renew'd shsll daily hear:
Till in life’s Jatest hour I bow,
And bless in death a bond so 3 dear.

Philip Doddridge, 1755.
“ Wehave left oll, and have
659 *otioioo Thee 8.7.

JESUS [ my cross have taken,

A1l to leave and follow 'l‘heo H
Destitute, despised, forsaken ;

Thou, from hence, my all shalt be:

Let the world despise and leave me;

They have left my Saviour too
Human heam ‘and looks decdve me;

'nn;z &rt.not, like them, untrue.



DEDICATION TO GOD. _

2 Man m;{ trouble and dutreu me,
ut drive me to Thy breast ;
Life wlth zrms hard may press me,
Hea rlns me lweeter rest.
Oh! 't.la not ln grief
‘Whtle Thy love is Ieft to n\el
Oh! 'twere not 1n joy to charm m
‘Were that joy unmix'd with ‘l'hee)

3 Take, my soul, thy full salvatio

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and are H

Jo} w ﬂ,nd inevery sutlon.

still to do or bear.

800n nha.ll close th ean mlulon.
Soon shall pass thy pi

Hope shall change to glad tmu.lo
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.

Henry Francis Lyte, 1833.

660 “My Beloved -‘:_mc’vu,ami CM.

1 w HEN I had wmder‘d from His fold,
His love the wanderer sought:
‘When slave-like into bondage sold,
His blood 1y freedom bought.

2 Therefore that life, bly Him redeem 'd,
Is His through al
And as with blessings it h:th teem'd,
8o let it teem with praise.
8 l"or I am His, and He is mine,
e God whom I adore!
M§ Father, 8aviour, Comnforter,
ow and for evermore.

¢ When sunk ln sorrow. I dgnulr'd.
And changed my OPel
He bore my griefs,
And wiped away my

5'l‘he\'etore the joy b; mm restored,
heref Jgoz y 3

ngs :

And to my cious lovins "Lord,

I'll sing through life my songs:

6 For I am His, and He is mine,
The God whom I adore

M*l‘athe:. Saviour, Comforter,

ow and for evermore!

John 8. B. Monosell, 1983,
414



DEDICATION TO GOD,

661  The Lord is my Portion.” O.M.

1 R'ROM pole to pole let others ronm
F Andsearcnin valn or bliss;
xi'houl is satisfled at home,

e Lord my portion is,

2 Jesus, who on His glorious throne
Rules heaven, and earth, and sea,
I8 pleased to claim me for His own,
And give Himself to me.

3 His ‘p.emn fixes all my love,
00d removes my fear :
And while He pleads for me above,
His arm preserves me here.

4 ms word of promise {s food,
s 8pirit lls) my guide ol
us daily is my strength renew'd,
And all my wants supplied.

5 For Him I count s gain each loss,
Disgrace for Him renown
Well maﬁl glory in His cronl.
e prepares my crown !

John Newton, 1779.

662 Choosing the bettey Part. LM,

ESET with snares on every hand,
In life’s uncertain g'ahzh st.and-
Baviour divine, diffuse
To guide my doubtful toouceps rlsht.

3 Eng this roving, treacherous heart
To B on Marys batiar part,

To lcorn the trifies of a dny
For joys that none can take away.

3 Then let the wildest storms arjse:
Let tempests mlngle earth and skies ;
No fatal shipwreck shall I fear,
But all my treasures wlth me bear.

4 If Thou, my Jesus, mu be nlsh
Cheerful I live, an
8Secure, when mort comfort.s flee,
To find ten thousand worlds in Thee!

Philip Doddridge, 1765,
415



DEDICATION TO GOD.

663 Jch,I am Thine! 7[.

1 JESUS. spotlcu Lamb of God
hast bonght me wlch Thy blood
1 would value nought
Jesus—Jesus crucified.

2 Iam and Thine alone,
This I gladiy, fully own
And, in all niy works and ways,
Only now would seek Thy praise.

3 Help me to confess Thy
Bear with 2oy Thy cross and shme,
Only seek to follow Thee,
Though reproach my portion be.

4 When Thou shalt in glory come,
And I reachmy heavenlﬁ home,
Louder still my lips s
1amThine, an ne n.lone

) J‘amu George Deck, 1837.

664 Safety and Consecration, C'M

1 HOW can I sink with such a prop
As my eternal
‘Who bears the earth’s huge llars up,
And spreads the heavens 2 roadr

2 How can 1 dle while Jelu lives,
‘Who ro d left the dead?
Pardon und grace m; soul receives
From mine exalted Head.

8 All that I am, and all I have,
Shall be for ever Thine;
Whate’er l_gldu':y bids me give,
My cheerful handsresign.

4 Yet if I might make some reserve,
And duty did not call,

I love od with 80 ﬂ'reat..
Thntnllyshould give Him a
Isaac Waits, 1708,

416



LONGINGS FOR PERSEVERANCE
IN GRAC

665 Keep us, Lord. 8.7.4,

1 KEBP us, Lord, oh keep us ever,
Vain our hope it left by Thee;
are Thine, oh leave us never,
’.l‘ﬂl Thy face in heaven we see;
There to praise Thee
Through a bright eternity.

2 All our strength at oncc would fafl us,
If deserted, Lord, by Thee;

Nothing then’could auaht avail us,
Certain our defeat would be:

ose who hate us
Thenceforth their desire would seec.

3 But we look to Thee as able,
Grace to give in time of need:
Heaven we know i8 not more stable,
'l’hn.l_mr ithgr TOmise whlch we plead :
Tomise
Gives Thy people hope indeed.
Thomas Kelly, 1815,

666 “ Will ye also go?'* C.M.

1 WHE\I any turn from Zion's way,
(Alas, what numbers do!)
Yothlnks T hear my Saviour say.
“ Wilt thou forsake Me too ?

2 Ah, Lord, withsuch a henrt. as mine,
'nless Thou hold me fast,
I feel I must, I shall decline,
And prove like them at last.

2 Yet Thou alone hast power I know
To save a wretch like me:
‘To whom or whither could I Ro.
If 1 should turn from Thee ?

4 ond a doubt, I rest assured
u art the Christ of God ;
Who hast eternal life secured
By :{;mise and hy hleod.



REEKING TO PERSEVERBE.

5 The help of men and angels join'd
Could never reach my case;
Nor can 1 hbpe relief to find
But in Thy boundless grace.

6 No volce but Thine can give mo rest,
And bid my fears depart :
No love hut Thine can make me blest,
And satiafy

¢ What -nﬂutnh has that question stirr'd,
If I wiil aiso go ;
Yet, Lord, relying on Thy word,
I humbly answer, No.
John Newlon, 1709,

667 Leave Thee !=—nerer. 874

1 | EAVE Thee! no, my dearest Saviour, |
Thee whose blood my 'Fardon bought :
8light Thy mercy, scorn Thy favour!
Perish such an finpious thought :
ve Thee—never! -
‘Where for peace could I resort?

2 Beoffended at Thee—never!
Thee to whom my all I owe;
Rather shall my heart endeavour
With unceasing love to glow:
ve Thee—never!
‘Where for safety could I go?

3 Thou alone art my salvation;
There is none can save but Thee:
Thou through Thy divine oblation,
From my guilt hast set mo free:
ve Thee—never!
Thou who deign’dst to die for me.

4 But, O Lord, Thou know'st my weakness,
ow'st how prone I am to stray;
God of love, of truth, of meekness,
Guide and kecp me in Thy way;
lest Redeemer!
Let me never from Thee stray!

J. Stamp’s Spiritual Song Book, 184

668 Let us not fall. LM,
1 LogD, through the desert drearand wie
Keet i, oh REootsens peeds e

3
Let us not fall.” Let us o Bt




BEEKING TO PERSEVERE.

£ We have no fear that Thou shouldst lose;
One whom eternal love could choose ;
But we would ne‘er this grace abuse.
Let us not fall. Let us not fall

3 Lord, we are blind, and halt, and lawe,
‘We have no strong-hold but Thy name:
Great iz our fear to bring it shame.

Let ugnot fall. Let us not fall.

4 Lord, evermorc Thy face we seek :
Tempted we are, and poor, and weuk :
Keep us with lowly hearts, and meck.
Let us uot fall. Let us not fall.

5 All Thy good work in us complete,
And seat us daily at Thy feet;  (sweet!

Thy love, Thy words, Thy uam¢, how
Lei us not fall. Let us not fail. - *
Mary Bowly, 1847.

669 None but Christ. LM.

1 THOU only Sovereign of my heart
My refuge, my almighty Friend,
And can my soul from Thee depart,
On whom alone my hopes depend ?

2 Whither, ah, whither shall I go,
A wretched wanderer from my Lord ?
Could this dark world of sin and woe,
Oune glimpse of happiness afford ?

3 Eternal life Thy words impart :
On these my fainting spirit lives;
Here sweeter comforts cheer-my heart,
Than all the round of nature gives.

4 Let earth’s alluring joys combine,
‘While Thou art near, in vain they call;
One smile, one blissful smile of Thing,
My graclous Lord, outweighs them all.

5 Low at Thy feet my soul would lie,
Here safety dwells, and penee divine §
Still let me live beneath Thine eye,
For life, eternal life i Thine.
Anne Steele, 1760

419



COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

670 Not ashamed of the Gospel. cM.

1 I‘M not ashamed to own my Lord,
Or to defend His cause:
AMaintain the honour of His word,
The glory of His croes.
» Jesus, my God! I know His naine,
His name is all my trust;
Nor will He put my soul to shawmc,
Nor let my hope be lost.
4 Firm as His throne His promise stands,

And He can well secure
T've committed to His hands,

What
Till the decisive hour.
4 Then will He own my worthless name
Before His Father's face;
And in the New Jerusalem

Appoint my soul a place.
Isaac Watts, 1700,
671 Holy Fortitude, CM.

1 AM I a soldier of the cross,
. A follower of the Lamb ?
‘And shall I fear to own His cause,
Or blush to speak His name?
2 Must I be carried to the skies
On flowery beds of ease!
While others fought to win the prize,
'And sail'd through bloody seas?
3 Are there no foes for me nmd gnee!

Must I not stem the flo
1s this vile world a fr(l:in,d to grace,

To help me on to
4 Sure I must fight it I would reign :
Tncrease my coundse. 1
71l bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by ‘i‘hy word.
. Isauc Watts, 1721,
420



COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

672 The Christian n’arrin;cthorled
1o Perseverance, S.M.

)] SOLDIERS of Christ, arise,
And put your armour on,
Strongin thestrength which God suppli-3
Through His eternal Son ;

= 8trong in the Lord of Hostx,
And in His mighty power ;
‘Who in the strength of Jesus trust«,

Is more than conqueror.

Stand, then, in His great mi, hit,
With all His strength endued ;
Bat take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God.

1 To keap your armour bright,
Attend with constant care,
Still walking in your Captain's sight,
And watching unto prayer.

& In fellowship alone,
- To God with faith draw near ;
.\wmuh His courts, beslege His throne
ith all the power of prayer :

6 From strength to strength go on,
‘Wrestle, and fight, and pray,
Tread all the powers of darkness down,
And win the well-fought day.

Charles Wesley, 1749.

673 “ 4 good Soldier of Jesus Christ.” Ts.

1 OFT in sorrow, oft in woe,
1 Onward, 'Chrlst{utlsi onﬂ\'eargl rﬁm
Fight the fight, maintain the strife,
se?gngmen% with the bread of lifc,

2 Let your drooping hearts be glad;
March in heavenly armour clad ;
Fight, nor think the battle long,
8oon shall victory tune your sony.

3 Let not sorrow dim your eye,
Roon shall every tear he dry ;'
Let not fears your course impede, ed
Great your strength if great your need.
421



COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

4 Oaward, then, to glory move
'li_(‘?re tll]mn conqéxgrors ye slutzll prove ;
ough opposed by many a foe,
Christian soldiers, ouward go.
Henry Kirke White, 1806 ;
Fanny Fuller Maitland, 1537,

674 Stand up for Jesus. 7.6.

1 QTAND up! 8tand up for Jesus!
Ye soldiers of the cross!
Life high His royal banner ;
1t must not suffer loss:
From victory unto victory
His army shall He lead,
Till every foe {3 vanquish'd,
And Christ is Lord indeed.

2 Stand up ! 8tand up for Jesus!

The trumpet-call obey ;

Forth to the mighty conflict,
In this His glorfous day;

Ye that are men, now serve Him,
Against unnumber’d foes ;

Your courage rise with danger,
And to S0

3 Stand up! Stand up for Jesus!

Stand in His strength alone :

The arm of fiesh will fail you;
Ye dare not trust your own :

Put on the gospel armour,
And watching unto prayer,

Where duty callg, or danger,
Benever wanting there.

4 Stand up! Stand up for Jesus!
The strife will not be long;
This day the noise of battle,
‘The next the victor's song.
‘To Him that overcometh
A crown of life shall be ;
He with the King of Glory
8Shall reign eternally.
George Dufficld, 1858.

675 “Be strong ; fear not,” L.M.

1 N OW let the fecble all be stroug,
Aud make Jehovah's arm thefr song;
His shield is spread o’cr evert' saint,
And t‘hz{}n supported, who shall faint?




COCRAGE AND CONFIDENOCR,

2 ‘What though the hosts of hell engage
With mingled cruelty and rage!
A faithful God restrains their hands,
And chains them down in iron bands.

3 Bound by His word, He will display
A strength proportfon’d to our day ;
And, when united trials meet,
‘Will'shew a path of safe retreat.

4 Thus far we prove that promise good,
‘Which Jesus ratified with Llood :
8tiil He is gracious, wise, and just,
And still in Him let Isracl trust.

Philsp Doddridge, 1135,

676 God is all-axfficient, L.M.

1 A WAKE our souls, away our fcars,
Let every trembling thought begone,
Awake, and run the heavenly race,
And put a cheerful courage on.

32 True, 'tis a strait and thorny road,
And mortal spirits tire and faint;
But they forget the mighty God
That feeds the strength of every salnt.

3 Thee, mighty God, whose hless power
13 ever new and ever young,
And firmn endures, while endless years
Their everlasting circles run.

1 From Thee, the overflowing spring,
Our souls shall drink a tresh supply,
‘While such as trust their native strength,
Shall melt away, and droop, and die,

5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air,

" well monnte:ﬁ;tc to Thine abode;
On wings of love our souls shall fly,
Nor tire amidst the heavenly road.

Isaac Watts, 1709,

677 Be of good Covirage. CM.
1 WBENOE do our mournful thoughts
arise,

And where's our courage fled?
tless sin and raging hell
Bg:urce: all our comforts dead?
423




. COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

2 Have we forgoi. the Almighty Name
That form'd the earth and sea;
And cap an all-creating arin
Grow weary or decay ?

2 Treasures of everlasting might
In our Jehovah dwell ;
He gives the conquest to the weak,
And-treads their foes to hell.

4 Mere mortal power shall fade.and die,
And youthful vigour cease;
But we that wait upon the Lord
Shall feel our strength increase.

5 The saints shall mount on eagles’ wings,
And taste the promised bliss,
Till their anwearied feet arrive
Where perfect pleasure is.

Isaac Watts, 1700,

678 The Christian Warfare.  L.M.

1 ST.-\ND up, my soul, shake off thy fears,
And gird the gospel armour on;
March to the gates of endless joy,
Where thy great Captain-Saviour's gone,

2 Hell and thy sins resist thy course:
But hell and sin are vanquish'd foes :
Thy Jesus nail'd them to the cross,
And sung the triumph when He rose.

3 What though thine inward lusts rebel?
'Tis but a struggling gasp for life;
The weapons of victorious grace
Shall slay thy sins, and end the strife.

4 Then let my soul march boldly on,
Dress forward to the heavenly gate ;
‘There peace and joy eternal reign,
And glittering robes for conquerors wait.

5 'There shall I wear a starry crown,
And triumph in a) ty grace;
While all the armies of the skies
Join in my glorious Leader's praise.

498 Lsaac Watls, 1509.



COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

679 Our cictorious Lord. S.M.

1 ESU'8 tremendous name’
Puts all our foes to flight :
Jesug, the meek, the angry
A Lion isin fight.

B # all hell's host withstood ;
all hell's host o'erthrow’
.\nd conquering them, through Jesu's
‘We still to conquer go, (bl

Our Captain leads us on ;

He beckons from the sklea.
And reaches out a starry crown,

And bids us take the prize:

4 ** Be faithful unto death ;
Partake My victory :
And thou sha]t wear this glorious wreath,
And thou shalt reign with Me.”

Charles Weslew, 1749,

3]

680 More than Conqueror S.M.

1 I8 bo the ** victor's name,”
‘Who fought our fight alone ¢
Triumphant saints no honour claim; H
Hia conqu est was His own.

2 He hell in hell 1aid low;
Made sin, He sin o’erthrew
Bow'd to the grave, destroy d it so,
And death, by dying, slew.

3 Whuat thongh the nccuser roar
Of {Us that we have don
We Lnow them well, and thonmdsmore H
Jehovah findeth none.

4 8i Bttan,ngn:h appeur

To
Yet since the srnclous Lnrd is near,
Backward they go, and fall. ’

5 Wemeet them face to face,
Through Jesus' conquest biest ;
March in the triumph of Hla grace,
Ri s;l;sonwm to our



COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

6 Bless, bless the Cont'meror slain ;
Slain in His victory
‘Who lived, who died who lives again,
For thee, His church, for thee!

Samuel W. Gandy, 1837,

681 Christ our Strength. L.M.

1 LET mg¢ but hear my 8aviour say,
Strength shall be equal to thy day !
Then 1 re;oice in deep distress,
Leaning on all-sufficient grace.

21 glog in infirmity,
hrist’s own power may rest on me:s
‘When I am weak, tl am 1 strong,
Grace is my ahlcld, and Chrlst my song.

3 I can do all things, ot can bear
All snﬂerlnge, if my Lord be there :
8weet %easures mingle with the pains,
‘While His left hand my head sustaine.

4 But if the Lord be once withdrawn,
And we attempt the work alone,
‘When new temptations spring and rise,
We find how great our weakness is.

Isaac Watts, 1709.

682 Sufficient Grace. C.M.

IND are the words that Jesus speaks
To cheer the drooping saint ;
* My grace sufficient i8 for you,
‘Though nature's powers may faint.

2 “My its slorles shall dlsplay,
And make your griefs remove:
Your weakness shall the triumphs tell
0Of boundless power and love.

3 What though my griefs are not removed,
Yet why should I des;
‘While my kind S8aviour's nnns support,
1 can the burden bear.

4 Jceus. my Saviour and my Lord.
'Tis good to trust Thy name
wmowu, Thy faithfuluess, and love,
1L ever be the same,




COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE,

Weak as I am, yet through Thy grace
1 all things can perform

And, smiling, mrlumph in Thy name,
Amid the raging storm.

John Needham, 1763,

683 Jesus still the same. LM,

1 HOW {frail and falliblec am 1!
ac weakness marks Iy changing

rame!
Yet there is ucrength and comfort nigh,
For Jesus, Thou art still the same,

2 Thy love immortal and divine,
No coldness damps, no time destroys,
Through countless ages it will shine,
Brlghc source of everlasting joys,

n Thy sure mercy 1 dcpcnd
ln all my trials, waunts, and
For Thou art an unchanslng Frlend.
Sweet i3 the peace Thy hand bestows,

4 Hast Thou protected me thus far,
To leave me in the dangerous hour?
Shall Satan be allow'd to mar
Thy work, or to resist Thy power?

5 Oh never wilt Thou leave the soul
That fiies for retuge to Thy
Thy love which once hath made me \\'hole
Shall guide me to eternal rest.

& Though stars be from their courses hurl'd,
Though mighty ruin should descend
Wide o’er a desolated world;

The love of Jesus knows no end.

Yirilliam Hiley Bathurst, 1831,

My Heart
684 y_)h'eead. * L.M.,, or8s, 6 lines.

1 NOW I have found the ground, wherein
Bure my soul's anchor ma; remain :
The wounds of Jgaus for my

Whosc mercy shall unshaken stay,
When heaven aud earth are fled nwa)



.COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

2 Olove! thon bottomless abyss!
My sins are swallow'd up in thee ;
Cover'd {s my unrighteousness,
Nor spot uf gulit remaing on me,
While Jesu's blood, through earth and

1es,
Merey, tr'ee, boundless merey cries !

8 With faith [ plunge me in this ses;
- Here Is my hope, my joy, my restl
Hither, when hell assails, I tee,
1 look into my Saviour's breast s
Away, sad doubt, and anxious fear!
Mercy is all that's written there.

4 Thaugh waves and storms goo'er my head,
Though strength, and health, and friends

be gone,
Though joys be witherd all, and dead,
Thouﬁh every comfort be withdrawn;
On this my steadfast soul relies,
Father, Thy mercy never dics.

5 Fix'd on this ground will I remain,
Though my heart fail, and tiesh decay;
‘This anchor shall my soul sustain,
‘When earth’s foundations melt away ;
Mercy's full power I then shall prove,
Loved with an everlasting love.

John Andretwo Rothe, 1728}
tr. by John Wesley, 1740.

685 Be of good Courage. S.M.

1 YOUR harps, ye trembling saints,
Down from the willows take:
Loud to the praise of love divine,
Bid every string awake,

Though in a foreign land,
‘We are not far from home
And nearer to our house above

We every moment come,

His grace will to the end
Stronger and Lrighter shiuc:
Nor present things, uor things to come,
Shall quench the spark divine.
4 The peopletot His choice,
not cast away ;
Yet do uot always nere expect
On ;l‘;sbore mouut to stay.

a2




COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE,

5 When we in darkness walk,
Nor feel the heavenly flame;
Then 18 the time to trust our God,
And rest upon His name,

6 Soon shall our doubts and fears
Subside at His control;
His lovln(g;lldndness shall break throngn
The midnight of the soul.

T VAt thy et o
t thy appoini eur,
Walt thll the Bridegbom of thy soul
Reveals His sovereign power,
& Tarry His leisure then
Although He scem to Stay,
A moment's intercourse with H: im,
Thy grlef will overpay.

9  Blest is the man, O God,
That stays himsélf on Thee!
Who walts for Thly salvation, Lord,
Shall Thy salvation see,

Augustus M. Toplady, 15%2,

686 The Christian encouraged. 8.M,

1 GIVE to thoe winds thy fears;
Hope, and be undismay’d ;
God hears thy llghs,hand counts thy tears :
God shall lift up thy head.

2 Through waves, and clouds, and storms,
He %ent.ly clears thy way ;
‘Walt Thou His time; so shall the night
8oon end in joyous day.

3 He everywhere hath sway,
And all things serve His might ;
His every act pure blessing is,
His path unsullied light.

4 When He makes bare His arm,

5 Leave to His sovereign sway
To choose and to command ;
‘With wonder 81I'd thou then shalt own
no:zvorlae. how strong His hand,



COURAGE AND CONFIDENCE.

6 Thou comprehend'st Him not;
Yet earth and heaven tell,
God sits as Sovereign on His throne,
He ruleth all things well.

7 Thou seest our weakness . Lord,
Our hearts are known to Thee
Oh lift Thou up the sinklng hand.
Confirm the feeble knee!

8 Let us, In life and death,
y steadfast truth declare
And publish, with our latest breath
Thy love, and guardian care.
Paul Gerhardt,1839;
tr. by Jokn Wesley, 1739, 4.

687 Weakness cmufcncd lml .Semnly
engoyer 78

1 I THOUGHT that T was strong, Lord,
And did not need Thine arm:
'l'hon%l troubles Lhronsd around me,
eart felt no alarm.

2 T thought I nothing needed,
Riches, nor dress, nor slght.

And on I walk'd in darkness,
And sllll 1 thought it light.

-2 But Thou hast broke the spell, Lord,
nd waked me from my dream :
1'l|e light has burst upon me
With bright unerring beam.

4 1 know Thy blood has cleansed me,
I know that I'm forgiven:
And all the roughest pathways
‘Will surely end in heaven.

61 Lnow that I am Thine, Lord,
And none can pluck away
‘The feeblest sheep that evor yet
Did make Thine arm its stay.

Joseph Denham Smith’s Call., 1860

v
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PEAOEFUL TRUST.

688 Delight in God. M.

O LORD I wonld dellght in Tllcc,
Andon T depend
To Thee in every tmuble nee.

My best, my only Friend.

2 When all created streams are dried,
i fulness is the rame ;
May I with this be mtluﬂed.
And glory in Thy name!

3 Why should the soul a drop bemoan,
‘Who has a fountain
A fountain which wﬂl ever run
‘With waters sweet and clear?

4 No good in creatures can betouml
But may be found in Thee
T must have all things, nud abound
While God {8 God to me.

5Ohthat I hada atronger falth,
To look within the
To credit what my s:vlonr saith,
‘Whose word can never fail!

6 He that has made my henven secure,
w sl
e 8¢ I8 rich, cal r
What can I want beside

7 O Lord! I cast my care on Thee,
I triumph and adore:
Henceforth my great concern shall he
To love and please Thee m

John Rylam!, 17,

689 “ Tyust ye in the Lord for ever.”” '7S.

N we cannot sce our way,
! WHE t us trust and still obey ;
He who bids us forward go,
Cannot fail thevuy to sliow.
81



PEACEFUL TRUST.

2 Though enwrapt in gloomy nlbhl»
‘We perceive no ray of li fh
Since the Lord Himself is here,
’Tis not meet that we should fear.

3 Night with Him is never niﬁnt,
Where He is, there o.ll 18 1i
‘When He calls us, wl Ley
They are happy who o

4 Be it ours then, while we're here,
Him to follow without fear;
Where He calls us, there to'go;
‘What He bids us, that to do.

T homas Kelly, 1815, «.

690 Confidence in God. C.M.

1 MY iplm looks oo God alone;
ck and refuge is His throne;
Tn all my fears, in all my straits,
My soul on His salvation waits.

2 Trust Him, ye sainte, in all your ways,
Pour out your hearts hefore His face;
‘When helpers fail, and foes invade,
God 1s our all-sufticient aid.

Isaac Watts, 1719.

691 Frerd(;m Srom Care. C.M.

1 I BOW me to Thy will, 0 (-od
And all Thy ways adore
And every day I live I'll seek
To please Thee more and more.
2 I'love to kiss each print whem Christ
Did set His pilgrim feet
Nor can I fear that blested path,
‘Whose traces are sv sweet.

3 When ohstacles and trials seem

can do,
And leave the rest to Thee.

4 I have no cares. O blesseéd Lord,
For all my cares are Thine;
I li\'e in mu ’I'Bh too, for Thou
uc nade Thy triumphs mine.




PEACEFUL TRUST.
5 -Andwhenit seems no chanre nor change

From e fre
Hope finds its strength in helplesmess
And, patient, waits on Thee.

¢ Lead on, lead on, trlumphantly,
lessed 1 on!

O bl rd
Faith's pngrlrn.sons behind Thee seek
The that Thon hast gone.

Frederu‘k William Faber, 1849,

692 Trust for the Future. C.M.

1 A LMIGHTY Father of mankind,
On Thee my hopes remain ;
And when the day of trouble comcs.
1 shall not trust in vain.

2 In early days Thou wast my gnlde,
And of my youth the friend
And as my days began with Thec,
With ’l'bee my days shall end.

3 I know the power in vhom I trust,
The arm on which I lea
He will my S8aviour ever b(-
‘Who has my 8aviour been.

4 My God, who causedst me to hope,
en life began to beat,

And when a stranger in the world,

Didst guide my wandering feet ;

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

6 Therefore in life I'll trnet to Thee,
In death I will ador
And arr.er death I'll slng Thy prmse,
‘When time shall be no more.

Michael Bmcc, 1781,

693 Dependence on God. C.M.

1 ETERNAL God! we look to Thee,
To Thee for belp we fly;
Thine eye alone our wants can see,
1’2{8 hand aloae supply.



CHRISTIAN ZEAL

2 Lord! let Thy fear within us dwell,
Thy love our footsteps guide :
That love will all vain love expel ;
That fear all fear beside.
3 Not what we wish, but what we want,
T‘?h, let Thy gmsuw y : grant
e good unask'd, in mercy grant:
The ll, though ask’d, deny.

James Merrick, 1763,

CHRISTIAN ZEAL.

694 Running the Christian Race, CM.

1 AWAKB. my soul, stretch every nerve,
And {nren with vigour on;
A heavenly race demands thy zeal,
And an immortal crown.

2 'Tis God's all-animating voice
That calls thee from on high ;
“Tis His own hand presents the prizc
To thine aspiring eye.

3 A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full survey ;
Forget the steps already trod,
And onward urge thy way.

4 Bless'd Saviour, {ntroduced by Thee,
Have we our race begun;
And crown’d with victory, at Thy fcet
‘We'll lay our honours down.

Philip Doddridge, 1755,

695 Zeal in Duty. LM,

1 AWAKE my zeal, awake my love,
To serve my 8aviour here below,
In works which perfect saints above,
And holy angels cannot do.

2 Awake my charity, to feed
The hungry soul, and clothe the poor
In heaven are found no sons of need,
. The.‘rae‘ all these dutics are no more.




PATIENCE AND RESIGNATION.

3 Subdue thy passious, O my soul!
Maintain the fight, thy work pursue;
Daily thy rislng 8ins control
‘And be thy victories ever new.

4 The land ot trlmnph lies on high,
There are no flelds of battle therc;
I would conquer till I die,
o B Al e glorious war,

5 Let every flying hour confess

1 gain Thy gospel fresh renown ;
Aud when my life and labours cease,
May I possess the promised crown!

Isaac Watts, 1720,

PATIENCE AND RESIGNATION.

696 The Request. C.M.

1 FATHFR. whate'er of earthly bliss
Thy sovereign will den
Accepted at ’l‘h{ throne ot graee
Let this petition rise:

2 **Give me a calm, a thankful heart,
From every murmur free;
The blessings of Thy grace impart.
And mako me live to Thee.

3 “Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine
My life and death attend :

Thy presence through my joumey shine,
And crown my journey’s end

Anne steele, 1760,
“Give us Day by Dny our
697 Daily Bread.” s,

1 DAY hy day the manna fell;
¥ to learn this lesson well,
Still by ‘constant mercy fed,
Giveme, Lord, my daily bread.

2 * Day by day,” the promise reads
Daily strength for daily needs:
Cast foreboding tears away;
’rnk&:he mauna of to-day,



PATIENCE AND RESIGNATIOX.

3 Lord, my times are in Thy hand ;
All my sanguine hopes have plann‘d
To Thy wisdom I resign,
And would make Thy purpose mine.

4 Thou my daily task shulc give;
Day by day to Thee I liv
80 shall added years i’ulﬂl,
Not mine own—my Father's will,

5 Fond ambition, whisper not ;

nsppy ismy humble lot :
Anxious, busy cares away !

I'm provided for to-day.

6 Oh to live exemgc fmm eare.
By the ener? r
8trong in falth, with mlnd subdued ;
Yet elate with gratitude !

Josiah Conder, 183,

698 Submission. C.M.

0 LORD! my best deslres fulfll,
And help me to resig
Life, health, and comtort to Thy will,
And make Thy pleasure mine

2 wvhvy should 1 sghrink at Thy oommnnd.
hose love forbids my feai
Or tremble at the gracious hxmd
That wipes away my tears?

3 No, let me rather freely ,;Ield
‘What most I prize to Thee,

‘Who never hast a good withheld,
Nor wilt withhold, from me.

4 Thy favour all my Jonrne) through
'hou art engaged to grant ;.
What else I want, or think I do,
'Tll better still to want,

5 But ah! my inmost splrlt ales.
8till bind me to Th{
Flse the next cloud that vella my skies,
Drives all these thoughts away.

William C 7,100
436 ]



PATIENCE AND RESIGNATION.
« Not as I will, but
699 e Thow with"~ 8.88.4,0r LM,

1 M Y God and Father! while I stray
Far from my home, in life's rough

way,
L ! teach me from my heart to say,
“Thy will be done!”

2 If Thou shouldst call me to resign
What most I prize—it ne’er was mine;
1 oniyleld Thee what was Thine:
“hy will be done!”

3 If but my fainting heart be blest
With Thy sweet Spirit for its guest,
My God, to Thee I leave the rest;

“Thy will be done!”

4 Renew ny will from day to day :
Blend it with Thine, and take away
All that now makes it hard to say,

¢ Thy will be done!”

5 Then when on earth I breathe no more
‘The prayer oft mix'd with tears before,
sl ng upon a happier shore,

“Thy will be done!”

Charlotte Elliot, 1834,

« Yet what I shall choose I
700 wot not.” C.M.
1 LORD, it belongs not.to my care,
Whether I die or live;
To love and serve Thee is my ghare,
And this Thy grace must give,

2 If life be long I will be glad,
That I may long obey :
1¢ short—yet why should 1 besad
To soar to endleas day ?
3 Christ leads me through no darker rooms
Than He went through before ;
He that into God's kingdoin comes,
‘Must enter by this door.

4 Come, Lord, when grace hath made me
Thy blessdd face :

& to see: [meet,
For If Thy work on earth be sweet,
Wh‘ast_mn'rhy glory be?

4



PATIENCE AND RESIGNATION.

5 Then I shall end my sad complaints,
And weary, sinful days:
And join with the triumphant gaints,
That sing Jehovah’s praise.

[} )[{ knowledge of that life is small,
- The eye of faith is dim:

But 'tis enough that Christ knows all,
And I shall be with Him.

Richard Baxter, 1681

TOL “wrgageem™ gy

1 OUR times are in Thy hand,
Father, we wigh them there :
Our life, our soul, our all, we leave
Entirely to Thy care.

2 Our times are in Thy hand,
Whatever they mn‘)]' be,
Pleasing or paintul, dark or bright,
As best may seem to Thee.

o Our times are in 'l‘hg hand,
‘Why should we doubt or fear?
A Father's hand will never cause
His child a needless tear.

4 Our times are in Th{ hand,
Jesus the Crucified
The hand our many sins had pierced
Is now our guard and guide.

5 QOur times are in Thy hand,
We'll always trust in Thee;
Till we have left this weary land,
And all Thy glory see.

William Freeman Lloyd, 1835,a