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PREFACE,

rpill^ " Hymn and Tune Book" is published to meet the demand for

J-
J [ymns s

amiliar and favorite airs which general u

I r- d.

! to Methodist congregations with the fervent
;

h 3 means of reviving the old love of sacx

ring ''the former times" of spirited and spiritual congre-

ing.





LVDEX OF METRES.

[Thil Indei wa.< prepared too lut«< to l.c (started in it.-1 prOft ]>lacc in the body •
I

work. The oarfsdoo will not MOW in future editions.]

L M.

3 set, 188

Effingham 87
Hamburg 7 i

Hebron 1

2

Monmouth
Moaart 26

Mt. Zion 166
Old Hundred 14

Orford 126
Park Street 144

Portugal 84

Rockingham 11

Kothwell 46
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Truro 26

(Jxbridge, 162
Wells 71

Windham, 51
j

C. M.

Arlington, 88
Ashville 128
Athens, (Double) 188
Avon 98
Azmon, 141*

Belief. 27
Brattle Street, 119
Cambridge,
Chimes -

China 182
Christmas, 97
Coronation, 31

Dedham, 126
Dundee, 41

19

Happy Day, 108
Lanesboro', 1 L8

Maitland, 101 I

C. M.,-(Coxt.)
.

Ifanoafa 168

Harlow 122

Hear i

Melody 161

Northfield 78

Ortonville, 68

Peterboro'
St. Martin's 24

Stephens *
I

Tyrone 118
Warwick T*;

Woodstock. Ill*

S. If.

Boylston, 18
Dennis, 91

Gavin 60
Kentucky, 10

Lisbon,... 128
Pentonville, 69
Shirland 39
Silver Street 105
St. Thomas 149
Thatcher, 36
Watchman, 146

L. M., six lines.

Luther's 67

C. P. M., 8s&6s.
Ganges, 72

7s.

Benevento 70
Cook 17

Devotion, (Double).. 147
Horton 110

7s.—(COXT.) rAGK

Old Ethan 7".

Onido 129
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Sudbury, 1
s

Tellemann 77

Weber, 90

78 or Ss & 7s.

Amboy, 156

7a and 6s.

Amsterdam
Webb, 23

7s, 6s and 8s.

Zalmonah,

8i and 7s.

Nettleton 48

Sicilian Hvmn Ill

Wilmot, 135

83, 7s and 4s.

Greenville,

Sanl, 180

Tamwortfa 94

6s and 8s.

Warsaw, 139

5s and 6s.

Lyons, 107

lis.

Nuremberg, 29 I Frederick, 1 1
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A broken heart 57
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1 CM.
Trinity.

A THOUSAND ine

Their common beams unite,

To worship God aright

:

2 T.> ]>••

r»v all the hosts

Ana one thriee holy God and Lord
Thron - love.

3 Trinmphant hostl they never cease
To land and magnify

The Trinne God of h >lin<

Whose glory fills die Bky :

4 Wh ee _'I"ry to this earth extends,
When God himself hnpai

And the whole Trinit
Into our faith:

faith the npper choir we meet,
And ehallengi

Jeh«»vah on his shining Beat,

Our Maker and our King.

a Wesley. -> CM. C. Wesley,
Divine Excellence,

HAIL, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
One God in ]• rsons three

:

Of thee we make onr joyful boast,

Our songs we make of th<

Thou neither canst be fit nor seen :

Thou art a spirit pure

:

Thou from eternity nasi heen,
And always shalt endure.

Present alike in every :

Thy Godhead we adore :

Beyond the bounds of time and space
Thou dwell'st for evermore,

lom infinite thou art,

Thine eye doth all things
And every thought of every heart
h fully known to ti.

Whate'er thou wilt, in earth below
Thou do>t, in heaven above

;

But chiefly we rejoice to know
Th' almighty God of love.

9
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\ S. M. C. Wesley.

The Trinity.

FATHER, in whom we live,

In whom we are and move,
The glory, power, and praise receive,

Of thy creating love.

2 Let all the angel throng
Give thanks to God on high,

While earth repeats the joyful song,

And echoes through the sky.

3 Incarnate Deity,
Let all the ransomed race

Render, in thanks, their lives to thee,

For thy redeeming grace

:

4 The grace to sinners showed,
Ye heavenly choirs proclaim,

And cry, "Salvation to our God,
Salvation to the Lamb !

"

5 Spirit of holiness,

Let all thy saints adore
Thy sacred energy, and bless

Thy heart-renewing power.

4 S. M. C. Wesley.

" Unto us a cli ill is born."

FATHER, our hearts we lift

Up to thy gracious throne,

And thank thee for the precious gift

Of thine incarnate Son !

2 The gift unspeakable
We thankfully receive,

And to the world thy goodness tell,

And to thy glory live.

3 Jesus, the holy child,

Doth, by his birth, declare
That God and man are reconciled,

And one in him we are.

4 A peace on earth he brings,

Which never more shall end
;

The Lord of hosts, the King of kings,

Declares himself our friend.

5 His kingdom from above
He doth to us impart,

And pure benevolence and love
O'erilow the faithful heart.
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ROCKINGHAM. I. M.
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L. M. .J. Wesley. (J

On, thou bottom!
Q know ?

-•
! What words suffice

attribute- I

L.M.

Divi

ETERNAL Power, whose I

B< mes the grandeur
Infinite 1< ;

\

Wher • Ive their little rounds,

O plu

ver me

Tin-.' while tho first archao
He hides bi eath his wi
Ami ranks of shining thrones around
Fallwo . the ground.

S Whi II infinite, I

bed eye.

i the weight
sink, 1 faint, I die.

1. what shall earth and ashes do!
We would adore our M

im sin and dust to thee we cry,

The Great, the Holy, and the i

tain was.
Which, lifce thee, no beginning knew:

thereal blue.

kable is thine,
i ray,

I worlds are Lost, shall

When earth and heaven are fled awav.

Earth from afar hath heard thy E

And worms have learned to lisp thy
nan

But 0! the glories of thy mind
jhts behind

!

and men b
• :t our tunes ; our woi

And pi Lent on our I
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7 L. M. Watts.
Z%e Trinity.

BLEST be the Father, and his love,

To whose celestial source we owe
Rivers of endless joy above,
And rills of comfort here below.

2 "Glory to Thee, great Son of God

!

From whose dear wounded body rolls

A precious stream of vital blood,

Pardon and life for dying souls.

3 We give thee, sacred Spirit, praise,

Who, in our hearts of sin and woe,
Mak'st living springs of grace arise,

And into boundless glory flow.

4 Thus God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, we adore

:

That sea of life and love unknown,
Without a bottom or a shore.

8 L. M. J. Wesley.
Pt^ovidence.

PARENT of good! thy bounteous
hand

Incessant benefits distils

:

And all in air, or sea, or land,

With plenteous food and gladness fills.

2 All things in thee live, move, and are,

Thy power infused doth all sustain :

E'en "those thy daily favors share
Who, thankless, spurn thy easy reign.

r

3 Thy sun thou bidd'st his genial ray
Alike on all impartial pour

:

On all who hate or bless thy sway,
Thou bidd'st descend the fruitful

shower.

4 Yet while, at length, who scorned thy
might

Shall feel thee a consuming fire,

How sweet the joys, the crown how
bright,

Of those who to thy love aspire

!

9 L. M.
The God of all Grace.

ETERNAL depth of love divine,

In Jesus, God with us, displayed,

How bright thy beaming glories shine

!

How wide thy healing streams are

spread !

2 With whom dost thou delight to dwell ?

Sinners, a vile and thankless race;

O God ! what tongue aright can tell

Howvast thy love, howgreat thy grace?

3 The dictates of thy sovereign will

With joy our grateful hearts receive;

All thy delight in us fulfil
;

Lo ! all we are to thee we give.

4 To thy sure love, thy tender care,

Our flesh, soul, spirit, we resign;

O fix thy sacred presence there,

And seal th' abode for ever thine.
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10 S - M« BfOHTOOMHlY.

;/V/ fa pra

STAND \i]>, and bless the Lord,

Ye people of his choice !

Stand uj>, and bless the Lord your
God,

With heart, and soul, and voice.

2 Though high above all praise,

Above all blessing high,
Who would nut fear lii< holy name,
And laud, and magnify?

3 O for the living flame
From his own altar brought,

To touch our lins— our minds inspire,

And wing to heaven our thought

!

4 There, with benign record,
Our hymns In* deigns to hear :

Though unrevealed to mortal sense,

The spirit feels him near.

5 God is our strength and son::,

And his salvation out- :

Then be hi* love in Christ proclaimed
With all our ransomed pen

|11 S.M. C.W
Gtot

0\y t ,->.,-
\ T | vi ; <;,„!,

At whose supreme d<

( )nr body rose, :i J »rt; 1 1 1 1 i n ir clod.

Our soul- sprang forth from thee:

2 For this thou ha-- designed,
And formed us man tor tin-

:

To know and love thyself, and find

In thee our endless bliss.

13 Watts.S. M.
iWw <-iii. - 12.

MY -nil, repeal hi- pr
Whose inereii - - it

;

Whose anger i- so slow to rise,

So ready to abate.

2 ('. id "ill not always chide:
And when his strokes are felt,

1 1 Lb strokes ai fewer than our i

And lighter than our uoiilt.

S l Ugh aa die heavens are raised

Above the ground we tread,
So 6ur the riches of his grace
Our highest thought

4 IIi< )>o\r.-r subdues onr •
;

And hi- forgiving love.

Far ;is tin- easl i- from the we-t,

Doth all our guilt remove.
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13 L. M. C. Wesley. 14 L.M.

OTHOU, whom all thy saints adore,

We now with all thy saints agree,

And bow our inmost souls before

Thy glorious, awful majesty.

2 The King of nations we proclaim:
AVlio would not our great Sovereign *

fear?

We long t' experience all thy name.
And now we come to meet thee here.

3 We come, great God, to seek thy face,

And for thy loving-kindness wait

:

And O, how dreadful is this place !

'Tis God's own house, 'tis heaven's
gate!

4 Tremble our hearts to find thee nigh,
To thee our trembling hearts aspire

;

And lo! we see descend from high
The pillar and the flame of fire.

5 Still let it on th' assembly stay,

And all the house with glory fill,

To Canaan's bounds point out the way,
And lead us to thy holy hill.

"

BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne,
Ye nations bow with sacred joy

Know that the Lord is God alone,

He can create, and he destroy.

His sovereign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and formed us
men

;

And when, like wandering sheep, we
strayed,

He brought us to his fold again.

We'll crowd thy gates with thankful
songs,

High as the heavens our voices raise;

And earth, with her ten thousand
tongues.

Shall fill thy courts with sounding
praise.

Wide as the world is thy command :

Vast as eternity thy love :

Finn as a rock thy truth must stand,

When rolling years shall cease to

move.



thee! to thee J call

:

I innol liv>* it' thou remo
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n here 1 dwell

:

't is hell.

I l.-w ami
T i- heaven to n in th

And nowhere else but th
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<
•
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thee our d

Thy til-sustaining power we pr

ie, wholly thine, we pant to

ived by thee,

To thee ourselv

11 thy mercy's store
;

urn thy l«>ve requires
.ore.

4 For more we as) d then
Our hear- se thy will

;

Turn, ami begel OS, Lord, ag

With all thy fulness till.

5 Come. Holy Ghost, ri-,.> Saviour*!
in our heart

r live ami move
And be with Christ in Qod.

QIN < I

U I

IT lot,

int «>ur «

less when he den
hand,

S Why should we doul
nd'.''

To his u:i a ill,

Be ei ery n ish

L8 cm. awi

THY i Lnexhaasted love,

(Jnmeriu d and I

Thou dotl with sin:;

That, saved, we may thy g<

And all thy grace d<

3 Tliv 1 thy truth to me,
abound

:

si unfathoi
Where all our thoughts ai

breams the whole creation reach,
• ateous i- the si

Bjh for all, enough tor each,
Em

li) CM. C\Vf>i.i:v.

rix. 10-13.Bur everlasting I

( >ur Father, Qod, and King

!

Thy sovereign _ >rd,

Thy glorious power we ting.

_' By thee the victory Li given:
The majesty Divine,

And strength, and might, and earth, and
'.VII,

And all therein, are thine.

3 The kingdom. Lord, is thine alone,

Who dost thy right maintain
;

And, high on thy eternal throne,

U'er men and Ugelfl r
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oq L. M. Watts.

Psalm xxxvi. 5-9.

HIGH in the heavens, eternal God,
Thy goodness in full glory shines :

Thy' truth shall break through every
cloud

That veils and darkens thy designs.

2 For ever firm thy justice stands,

As mountains their foundations keep :

Wise are the wonders of thy hands :

Thy judgments are a mighty deep.

3 Thy providence is kind and large,

h man and beast thy bounty share :

The whole creation is thy charge,

But saints are thy peculiar care.

4 My God ! how excellent thy grace !

"Whence all our hope "and comfort
springs :

The bobs of Adam in distress

Fly to the shadow of thy wings.

, like a fountain, rich and free,

• in the presence of the Lord;
And in u\y light our souls shall see

The glories promised in thy word.

Ql L.M.

Psalm xlvi. 1-5.

Watts.

GOD is the refuge of his saints,

When storms of sharp distress in-

vade
;

Ere we can offer our complaint^,
Behold him present with his aid.

2 Let mountains from their seats be hurled
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 even- nation, every shore,

Trembles, and dreads the swelling tide.

4 There is a stream, whose gentle flow
Supplies the city of our God

;

Life, love, and joy* still gliding through,
And wat'ring our divine abode.

5 That sacred stream, thy holy word,
Our grief allays, our fear controls

:

Sweet peace thy "promises afford,

And give new strength to fainting

souls.
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22 ( . M. Watts.

Homing v

Emu.
1 li:i thy face

:

My thirsty spirit faints away,

Without thy cheering grace.

9 BopUgrims, on the acorching send,

Beneath a burning sky,

Lng stream at hand ;

Ami they mual drink <<r die.

8 I 'va ieen thy glory and thy power
•Ugh all thy temple shine:

My < • that heavenly hour,

That visiou bo divine.

•1 Not all the blessings of a I

i please my soul bo well,

A> when thy richer grac

dwell.

S. M.

Com F nonnd ' ro "1,

An 1 hymns • f glory sing

;

Jehovah is the bovi

The universal K

2 Qe formed the deep unknown
;

IK- gave the a as tluir bound
;

The watery worlds are all his own,
And all the solid ground.

.', worship at his throne;

me. bow before the Lord

;

w,- are bis work, and not our own,
rxned as by bis word.

4 To-day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod :

a. like the people of his choice,

Aud own vour -raciuus God.

2 1 M.

Pialm exlv.

Watts.

LET every tongue thy -peak,
a sovereign Lord of all :

Thy strengthening hands uphold the
weak,

And raise the noor that fall.

When sorrows bow the spirit down,
When virtue lies distri

o *

'I t,.,i. gfy'sl tl

:; Thou

And their • to fulfil,

Thy i er nigh.

} Thy mi rcy never shall remove
•ii mfH of heart <iie-<-n- :

Thou sav'st tio- souls whose humble love

lined with holy I

35 S. M. Wait-.

Tlir. pity of the I. rid.

To t ir his name,
ich as tender par

lie knows our t

2 Ilf knows w.> are but dust,
- Lttered with every breath :

anger, like a rising wind,

Can send Ufl • atn.

3 Our da
Or I • r:

If one sharp blast Bweep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

4 But thy COmpaSBJ -:?s. I. -: 1,

J o endless years endure
;

And children s children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.

2G S. M.

P*aim xxiii.

"Watts.

Till". Lord 3he] -1 is,

.11 hi- well supplied :

Sine. . his,

What ean i want Inside 'i

2 He leads me to the ]

'

When- heavenly pasture gr

Where living waters gently pass,

And full salvation t:

3 If • 'er I a i astray,
II.- doth my bouj reclaim,

And _'iiid«< me in his own right way,
For bis most holy name.

4 While he affords his aid,

I cannot yield to fear:

Though 1 should walk through death's
dark sh ..

. me there.
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27 7s.

Psalm cxxxvi.

LET us, with a 'gladsome mind,
Praise the Lord, for he is kind

For his mercies aye endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

2 Let us blaze his name abroad,
For of gods he is the God

;

For his mercies aye endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

3 All things living he doth feed;
His full hand supplies their need :

For his mercies aye endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

4 Let us therefore warble forth
His high majesty and worth :

For his mercies aye endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Doxology.

Sing we to our God above,
Praise eternal as his love

;

Praise him, all ye heavenly host

—

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

28 7s - c - Wesley.

Gloria in Excelsis.

GLOPY be to God on high,

God whose glory fills the sky
;

Peace on earth to man forgiven,

Man, the well-beloved of Heaven.

2 Sovereign Father, heavenly King,
Thee we now presume to sing;

Glad thine attributes confess,

Glorious all, and numberless.

3 Hail, by all thy works adored

!

Hail, the everlasting Lord

!

Thee with thankful hearts we prove,

Lord of power, and God of love.

4 Christ our Lord and God we own,
Christ the Father's only Son

;

Lamb of God for sinners slain,

Saviour of offending man.

5 Bow thine ear, in mercy bow,
near, the world's atonement, thou (

Jesus, in thy name we pray,

Take, take our sins away

!
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cxxxix. 1-0.

Watt?.

L<
>HI\ all I am il known to thee :

In vain my .-mil Would try

ran thy presence, or to flee

The notice of thine

2 Thy all-surroundine right .-urveys

My rising and my r

My public walks, my private ways,

3 My thoughts lie open to thee, Lord,
Before they 're formed within,

And ere my lips pronounce the word,
mean.

adrous knowledge ! deep and high :

Wher mire hide?
Within thy circling arms I lie,

• on erery

5 So let thy grace surround me still,

And like a bulwark prove.

To guard my soul from every ill,

Becured by sovereigD lore.

Now let the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored, [known,

Where there are work-; to make him
Or saints to love the Lord.

30 C. M. Cowper.
" Wonderful in counsel"

GOD moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform:

He plants his footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
( tf never-failing skill,

He treasures up his bright designs,

And works his sovereign will.

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take :

The clouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy, and shall break
In blessings on your head.

4 Judge n"t the Lord by feeble sense,

But trust him for his grace:
Behind frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.

5 Bis pur] -s will ripen fast,

Unfolding every hour

:

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flower.

6 Blind unbelief is sure to trr,

And scan his work in vain:
God is his own inter] -

And he will make it plain.
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31 CM.
Psalm xcviii.

Watts.

JOY to the world— the Lord is come !

Let earth receive her King

:

Let every heart prepare him room,
And heaven and nature sing.

2 Joy to the earth— the Saviour reigns !

'Let men their songs employ
;

While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and
plains,

Repeat the sounding joy.

3 No more let sins and sorrows grow,
Nor thorns infest the ground

:

He comes to make his blessings flow,

Far as the curse is found.

4 He rules the world with truth and grace;

And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousness,

And wonders of his love.

32 7s. C. Wesley.
The Incarnation.

HARK ! the herald angels sing,
" Glory to the now-born King

;

Peace on earth, and mercy mild;
God and sinners reconciled :

"

Joyful all ye nations rise,

Join the triumphs of the skies
;

With th' angelic hosts proclaim,
" Christ is born in Bethlehem."

2 Christ, by highest heaven adored,
Christ, the everlasting Lord :

Late in time behold him come,
Offspring of a virgin's womb,
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see,

Hail th' incarnate Deity !

Pleased as man with men V appear,
Jesus our Immanuel here.

3 Hail, the heaven-born Prince of peace !

Hail, the Sun of righteousness !

Light and life to all he brings,

Risen with healing in his wings

:

Mild he lays his glory by,
Born that man no more may die

;

Born to raise the sons of earth
;

Born to give them second birth.

4 Come, Desire of nations, come !

Fix in us thy humble home :

Rise, the woman's conqu'ring Seed,

Bruise in us the serpent's head

:

Adam's likeness now efface,

Stamp thine ima^e in its place

:

Second Adam from above,
Reinstate us in thy love.

33 S. M. C. Wesley.
" My soul is exceeding sorrowful."

THE man of sorrow now
Thou dost indeed appear,

—

Beneath my guilty burden bow,
And tremble with my fear.

2 Thy pain is my relief,

And doth my load remove
;

For O, if all thy soul is grief,

Yet all thy heart is love

!

34: 8s, 7s. Robinson.

Praise to the Redeemer.
,

MIGHTY God, while angels bless thee,

May a mortal lisp thy name ?

Lord of m?n, ps well os angels,

Thou art every creature's theme.

2 Lord of every land and nation,
Ancient of eternal days !

Sounded through the wide creation
Be thy just and lawful praise.

3 For the grandeur of thy nature—
Grand beyond a seraph's thought —

For created works of power,
Works with skill and kindness

wrought :

4 For thy providence that governs
Through thine empire's wide domain :

Wings an angel— guides a sparrow—
Blessed be thy gentle reign.

5 But thy rich, thy free redemption,
Dark through brightness all along

!

Thought is poor, and poor expression :

Who dare sing that awful song ?

5 Brightness of the Father's crlory,

Shall thy praise unuttered lie?

Flv, my tongue, such guilty silence

!

Sing the Lord who came to die.

7 Did archangels sin? thy coming?
Did the shepherds learn their lays?

Shame would cover me. ungrateful,

Should my tongue refuse to praise.
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I

Ao/si lxxii. 1-11.
"

HAIL to < \nointed,

Hail, in the time appointed,
Bm reign on earth began !

He cornea to break oppression,
To let the captive m

-•• away transgreSBKm,
Ami rule m equity.

>r speedy,
To those who sutler wrong;

To help the poor and needy,
And bid the weak be strong;

I've them Bonga for aighing,
Their darkneaa turn to light

W hose Bonis, condemned and dying,
precious in trie sight

3 He shall come down like showers,]
V}k>u the fruitful earth,

And love, jov, hope, like flowers,

Bpringj in his path to birth :

Before him on the mountain-,
Shall peace the herald go;

And righteousness in fountains
From hill to valley flow.

4 Arabia's desert-ran

u

r'-r

To him shall how the knee;
The Ethiopian stranger
His glory come to see

:

With off 'rings of devotion,
Ships from the bales shall meet,

To pour the wealth of oeean,
In tribute, at his feet.

5 Kings shall fall down before him,
And -jold and incense bring;

All nations shall adore him,
His praise all people -

For he shall have dominion
O'er river, sea, and shore,

Far as the eagles pinion,

Or dove's light wing can soar.
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36 8 s, 7s.

Come, Lord Jesus."

COME, thou long-expected Jesus,

Born to set thy people free

;

From our fears and sins release us,

Let us find our rest in thee :

2 Israel's Strength and Consolation,

Hope of all the earth thou art,—
Dear Desire of every nation,

Joy of every longing heart.

3 Born thy people to deliver

;

Born a child, and yet a King

;

Born to reign in us for ever,

Now thy gracious kingdom bring

:

1 By thine own Eternal Spirit,

Rule in all our hearts alone

;

By thine all-sufficient merit,

"Raise us to thy glorious throne.

• Doxology.

Praise the Father, earth, and heaven,
Praise the Son, the Spirit praise,

As it was, and is, be given,

Glory through eternal days.

37 8s, 7s. Newton.
" Lord, revive us."

SAVIOUR, visit thy plantation.

Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain !

All will come to desolation,

Unless thou return again.

CJioh'us. Lord, revive us ; Lord, revive us :

All our help must come from thee.

2 Keep no longer at a distance,

Shine upon us from on high,

Lest, for want of thy assistance,

Every plant should droop and die.

Lord, revive us, etc.

3 Surely once thy garden flourished,

Every plant looked gay and green
;

Then thy word our spirits nourished—
Happy seasons we have seen.

Lord, revive us, etc.

4 But a drought has since succeeded,
And a sad decline we

Lord, thy help is greatly needed,

Help can only come from thee.

Lord, revive us, etc.
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HOW sweetly flowed the gospel sound
From lipe of gentleni

When Lisfning thousands gathered
round,

A in l joy and gladness filled the place I

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he

To heaven he Led his foll'wers1 way :

Dark elondi of gloomy night he broke,

Unveiling an immortal day.

.-', wand'rers, to nay Father'shome

;

, all ve weary ones, end rest
:

"

Jfei Pes her, we Will conic,

y thee, l<>vc thee, and be blest

89 L.M. Watts.

JBU Exemplary Lijr.

Mr Redeemer, and my Lord,
I read my dnty in thy word;

Bnt in thy life the law appears,
Drawn out in living characters.

2 Such was thy truth, and such thy seal,

Such def'rence to thy Father's will,

Bach love, and meekness so divine,

1 would transcribe, and makethem mine.

3 Cold mountains, and the midnight air,

Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer:
The desert thy temptations knew,
Thy conflict, end thy vicfry too.

thou my pattern : make me bear
More ^( thy gracious image here;
Then God, the Judge, shall own my

nan
Among the foll'wer- of the Lamb.

40 I . M.

rite*.

YE humble souls, that seek the Lord,
Chase all your fears away

;

And bow with pleasure down to see
: lace where Jesus lay.

P
Thus low the Lord of life was brought,
Such wonders love can do :

Thus cold in death that bosom lay,

Which throbbed and bled for you.

3 Bui raise your eyes, and tune your
The Saviour fives again

;

Not nil the DOltl and bar- of death
The Conqu'ror could detain*

i o'er th' angelic bands he rears

His once dishonored head
;

And through annua) r.- he
reigns,

Who dwelt among the dead.

6 With joy like his shall every saint

Hi- empty tomb survey
;

Then rice with his ascending Lord,

ThrOUgfa all his whining \say.

4:1 C. M. Doddiuim.i:.

Priesthood of ChriM.

NOW let our cheerful eyes survey
Our great High-Priest above;

And celebrate his constant care,

And sympathetic love.

2 Though raised to s superior throne,

Where angels bow around,
And high o'er all the'shinim; train,

With matchless honors crowned,

—

3 The names of all hi- saint- he bean,
Deep graven on his heart

;

Nor shall the meanest Christian -ay

That he hath lost his part.

•1 Those characters shall fair abide,

( >ur everlasting tru-r.

When gems and monuments and crowns
Are mouldered down to du.-t.

1-2 L. M.

Bt ''. i. 5, 6.

Watts.

NOW to the Lord, who makes us know
The wonders of his dying love,

Be humble honors paid below,

And -trains of nobler praise above.

2 T was he who cleansed our foulest sin-,

And washed us in his richest bipod :

T is he who make- OS priests and kin--,

And brinu'- us rebel- mar to God.

3 To Jesus, our atoning IV
To Jesus, our superior K i

Be everlasting power confessed—
Let every tongue his glory -
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43 C. M. Enfield. I 4:-4 C. M. Doddridge.

" I have given you an example."

BEHOLD where, in a mortal form,
Appears each grace divine

!

The virtues, all in Jesus met,
With mildest radiance shine.

2 To spread the rays of heavenly light,

To give the mourner joy,

To preach glad tidings to the poor,

Was his divine employ.

3 Lowly in heart, to all his friends

A friend and servant found :

He washed their feet, he wiped their

tears,

And healed each Weeding wound.

4 Midst keen reproach and cruel scorn,

Patient and meek he stood :

His foes, ungrateful, sought his life

:

He labored for their good.

Bmnlogy.

Now let the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored, [known,

Where there are works to make him
Or saints to love the Lord.

" He is precious."

JESUS, I love thy charming name,
"I is music to my ear;

Fain would I sound it out so loud
That earth and heaven should hear.

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul,

My transport and my trust

;

Jewels, to thee, are gaudy toys,

And gold is sordid dust.

3 All my capacious powers can wish,

In thee doth richly meet ;*

Nor to mine eyes is light so dear,

Nor friendships 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 I '11 speak the honors of thy name
With my last, lab'ring breath !

Then speechless clasp thee in mine
arms.

The antidote of death.
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L.M. ('.Wesley.

Sufferings of Christ.

OTHOU dear suff'ring Son of God,
Bow doth thy heart to sinners move

I

Help me to eaten thy precious blood!

Help me to taste thy dying love I

2 The earth could to her centre quake,
Convulsed irhile her Creator died:

(> let my inmost nature shake.
And die with .Jesus crucified !

3 At thy last gasp the graves displayed
Their horrors to the upper ski

o thai my soul miLrht hurst th<- shade,
And, quickened by thy death, arise 1

4 The rocks eould feel thy powerful death,
And tremble, and asunder part :

O rend with thine expiring breath
The harder marble of my heart!

46 L. M. J. "Wesley
[Frim the Grrmin of Desiler.]

' rnr>ri.ri<>n.

EXTENDED on a cursed tree,

: wirti dust, and sweat,
and blood,

3

Bee there, the Kim: of trlory see !

Sinks, and expires, tlie Son of God I

2 Who, who, my Saviour, this hath done?
Who eould thy sacred body wound?

No guilt thy spotless heart hath known,
guile hath in thy lips been found.

3 1,— I alone have done the deed !

'Tis I thy sacred flesh have torn :

My sins have caused thee. Lord, to bleed,

Pointed the nail, and fixed the thorn.

4 For me, the burden, to sustain

Too prcat, on thee, my I>ord, was laid :

To heal me, thou hast borne the pain
;

To bless me, thou a curse was! made.

5 In the devouring lion's teeth.

Torn, and forsook of all, I lay:
Thou sprangJM into thejaws of death.

From death to save the helpless pr< y.

(i My Saviour, how shall I proclaim,
How pay the mighty debl I ov<

Let all I have and all I am,
Ceaseless to all thy j_dory show.

7 Too much to thee T cannot .

Too much I cannot do for tin-.'

:

all thy love, and all thy gt

Grav'n on mv heart for ev» i
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47 L. M. J. Chandler.

The Cross.

WHILE, in the agonies of death,

The Saviour yields his latest breath,

We, too, will mount on Calv'ry's height,

And contemplate the wondrous sight

!

2 O Lamb of God, by faith we see

How all our hopes"are fixed on thee

:

Thy cross we see ordained by Heaven,
For man to look, and be forgiven.

3 By this thy saints to glory come
;

By this they brave the martyr's doom;
Iii this the surest proof we find

Of God's vast love to lost mankind.

4 On this, O Lord, enthroned on high,

With more than royal majesty,

Thou spreadest forth thine arms abroad,

And callest all mankind to God.

5 O grant us then to find a place

Around the footstool of thy grace

;

And there in humble faith* to stay,

Till all our sins are washed away

!

G O, banner of the cross, unfurled
To shine with glory through the world,
O may we ever cleave to thee,

And thou shalt our salvation be

!

48 L. M.

Gal. vi. 14.

Watts.

WHEN I survey the wondrous cross

On which the Prince of glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss,

And pour contempt on all my pride.

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of Christ, my God

;

All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice them to his blood.

3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet.

Sorrow and love flow mingled down !

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet ?

Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small

;

Love so amazing, so divine.

Demands my soul, my life, my all.



HYMN AND TUKE BOOK.

BELIEF. C. M.

27

ja^^^^^^a » i :-s

2$
JL JSL 4U

«• o rrrrirrrn

^
: i^^^& 1111# #

^
JL JL J2- JL JSL *- + + & *u

&

9 ^

O
*EfcE

49 C. M.

The Crucifixion.

BEHOLD the Saviour of mankind
Killed to the shameful tn

HOW vast the lore that him inclined

To hired and die for :

2 Hark, how he groans 1 while nature
sh;ir

And earth's strong pillars bend !

The temple's veil in sunder breaks,
The olid marbles rend.

3 T is done I the precious ransom 's paid:
my M»ul !

'' he eries :

where he bows his Bacred hi

He BOWS his head, and dies !

4 But soon lie '11 break death's envious
chain.

And in full crlory *hine:
O Lamb of Goo, was ever pain,
Was ever love, like thine ?

50 CM.
The Fount' i in.

Cowper.

TBERE is a fountain filled with blood,
Drawn from [mmannel's reins;

And sinners, plunged beneath thai li 1.

lilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoioed to see

Thai fountain in his day ;

And there may I. though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power.

Till all the ransomed < !hurcn of God
Be >a\ed to sin ]„, more.

4 E'er since, by faith. T saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

eminfl love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.

"
: •

' 5 Then in a nobler, sweeter soncr,
Now let the Father, and the Son. I '11 sins thv power to
And Spirit be adore,]. [known. When this poor lisping, stamrn'ring

Where there are works to make him. _ue
Or saints to love the L< rd. I Lies sileut in the grave.
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51 7s.

Hock of Ages.

OCK of Ages, cleft for me,R Let me hide myself in thee

;

Let the water and the blood,
From thy wounded side which flowed,
Be of sin the double cure,

Save from wrath and make me pure.

2 Could my tears for ever flow,

Could my zeal no languor know,
These for sin could not atone

;

Thou must save, and thou alone

:

In my hand no price I bring,
Simply to thy cross I cling.

3 While I draw this fleeting breath,
• When my eyes shall close in death,
When I rise to worlds unknown,
And behold thee on thy throne,

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee.

52 8s, 7s, & 4.

Second Advent of Christ.

LO ! he comes, with clouds descending,
Once for favored sinners slain !

Thousand thousand saints, attending,
Swell the triumph of his train !

Hallelujah

!

God appears on earth to reign.

2 Every eye shall now behold him
Robed in dreadful majesty;

Those who set at naught and sold him,
Pierced and nailed him to the tree,

Deeply wailing,

Shall the true Messiah see.

The dear tokens of his passion,

Still his dazzling body bears

;

Cause of endless exultation

To his ransomed worshippers

;

With what rapture

Gaze we on these glorious scars

!

4 Yea, Amen ! let all adore thee,
High on thy eternal throne,

Saviour, take the power and glory,
Claim the kingdom for thine own

!

Jah ! Jehovah !

Everlasting God, come down !

53 8s, 7s. Bakewell.

Priesthood of Christ.

HAIL, thou once despised Jesus

!

Hail, thou Galilean King!
Thou didst suffer to release us;
Thou didst free salvation bring.

Hail, thou agonizing Saviour,
Bearer of our sin and shame !

By thy merits we find favor :

Life is given through thy name.

Paschal Lamb, by God appointed,
All our sins on thee were laid

;

By almighty love anointed,
Thou hast full atonement made

:

All thy people are forgiven,

Through the virtue of thy blood

;

Opened is the gate of heaven

;

Peace is made 'twixt man and God.
r

Jesus, hail ! enthroned in glory,
There for ever to abide

!

All the heavenly hosts adore thee,

Seated at thy Father's side :

There for sinners thou art pleading,
There thou dost our place prepare,

Ever for us interceding,

Till in glory we appear.

Worship, honor, power, and blessing,

Thou art worthy to receive

:

Loudest praises, without ceasing,

Meet it is for us to give

:

Help, ye bright angelic spirits,

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays

:

Help to sing our Saviour's merits
;

Help to chant Immanuel's praise.
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54 ('. Wesley.

It itftniaked.'

S9 of God, triumphant rise,

Shout th' accomplished sacrifice!
Shout voursins in Christ forgiven.
bous of God, and heirs of heaven !

2 Ye that round our altars throng,
L the song

:

Bine with us, ye heavenly powers,
Pardon, grace, and glory", ours I

's mysterious work is done:
• we now th' atoning Son :

Healed and quickened by his blood,
Joined to Christ and one with God.

4 Him hy faith low,
Mightier joys ordained to know,
"\\ ben his utmost grace we prove,

to heaven by perfect love.

3*

;5 7s. (.Wesley.

Communion with Christ.

JESUS, aU-redeeming Lord.
Magnify thy dying word,

In thine ordinance appear,
Come and meet thy loll'wen here.

2 In the rite thou ha^t enjoined,

Let us now our Saviour find
;

Drink thy blood for sinners shed,

Tu^te thee in the broken bread.

Thou our faithful hearts prepare;
Thou thy pard'ning grace declare
Thou that hast for sinners died,

Show thyself the Crucified !

4 All the power nf sin remove

;

Fill us with thy perfect love :

Stamp us with the stamp divine;
! our souls for ever thine.
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5G L. M. Watts.

Dying, rising, reigning.

HE dies ! the Friend of sinners dies !

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep
around

;

A solemn darkness veils the skies

;

A sudden trembling shakes the
ground

:

Come, saints, and drop a tear or two
For him who groaned beneath your

load

:

He shed a thousand drops for you,
A thousand drops of richer blood.

2 Here \s love and grief beyond degree

:

The Lord of glory dies* for man !

But lo ! what sudden joys we see !

Jesus, the dead, revives again !

The rising God forsakes the tomb;
Up to his Father's courts he flies

;

Cherubic legions guard him home,
And shout him welcome to the skies

!

3 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell

How high your great Deliv'rer reigns

;

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell,

And led the monster death in chains

!

Say, " Live for ever, wondrous King

!

Born to redeem, and strong to save !

"

Then ask the monster, " Where 's thy
stin» ?

"

And, " Where 's thy vict'ry, boasting
grave ?

"

57 L. M. C. Wesley.

Rev. xi. 15.

HE comes ! he comes ! the Judge
severe

!

•

The seventh trumpet speaks him near :

His lightnings flash, his thunders roll;

How welcome to the faithful soul

!

2 From heaven angelic voices sound

:

See the almighty Jesus crowned !

Girt with omnipotence and grace,

And glory decks the Saviour's face.

3 Descending on his azure throne,
He claims the kingdoms for his own

:

The kingdoms all obey his word,
And hail him their triumphant Lord

!

4 Shout, all the people of the skr,
And all the saints of the Most High :

Our Lord, who now his right obtains,
For ever and for ever reigns.

58 8. M.

Psalm xlv. 1-7.

Watts.

MY Saviour and my King,
Thy beauties are divine;

Thy lips with blessings overflow,
And every grace is "thine.

2 Now make thy glories known,
Gird on thy dreadful sword,

And ride in majesty, to spread
The conquests of thy word.

3 Strike through thy stubborn foes,

Or melt their hearts t'obey

;

While justice, meekness, grace, and
truth,

Attend thy glorious way.

59 C. M.

The Minister's Theme.

JESUS, the name high over all

In hell, or earth, or sky

!

Angels and men before it fall,

And devils fear and fly.

2 Jesus, the name to sinners dear,
The name to sinners given !

It scatters all their guilty fear

;

It turns their hell to heaven.

3 Jesus the pris'ners' fetters breaks,
And bruises Satan's head

;

Power into strength less souls it speaks,
And life into the dead.

4 O that the world might taste and see

The riches of his grace

!

The arms of love that compass me,
Would all mankind embrace

!

5 His only righteousness I show,
His saving truth proclaim :

'Tis all my business here below
To cry " Behold the Lamb !

"

6 Happy, if with mv latest breath

I may but gasp his name

:

Preach him to all, and crv in death,
" Behold, behold the Lamb !

"
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GO C. M. Pekroxet.
Coronation of CJiri^t.

ALL hail the powef of Jesus' name!
Let angels prostrate fall

:

Bring forth the royal diadem.
And crown him Lord of all.

1 of Israel's race, —
A remnant freak and small,

—

Hail him, who saves you by his grace,
And crown him Lord of all.

3 Ye Gentile sinners, ne'er forget

The wormwood and the u'all :

spread your trophies at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all.

4 Let every kindred, every tribe
< hi this terrestrial hall,

To him all mail -

And crown him Lord of all.

5 that, with yonder sacred thr

We at his feet may fall

!

We '11 join the everla •

And crown him Lord of all."

Gl Watts.M.
Rev. v. 11-13.

COME, let us join our cheerful -

With angels round the throne:
Ten thousand thousand are their I

But all their joys are one.

2 Worthy the Lamb that died, they cry,

To be exalted thus :

thy the Lamb, our hearts reply,
For lie was slain for 08.

3 Jesus i- worthy to reeeiw
Honor and power Divine

:

And blessings, more than we can give,
Lord, forever thine.

4 The whole creation join in one
To bless the sacred name

Of him that sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb.

"ju.

let the Father, 3 n,

And Spirit be adored, Down,

Or s>aim* to love the L
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62 6a & 8b. C. Wesusy,

77: c Reign of Christ.

REJOICE, the Lord is King,
Your Lord and King adore:

Mortals, give thanks, and sing,

And triumph evermore

:

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

2 Jesus, the Saviour, reigns,

The God of truth and love

:

When he had purged our stains,

He took his seat above :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again 1 say, rejoice.

3 His kingdom cannot fail,

He rules o'er earth and heaven
;

The keys of death and hell

Are to our Jesus given :

Lift up your hearts, lift np your voice,

Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

4 lie sits at God's right hand
Till all his foes submit,

And bow to bis command,
And fall beneath his feet

:

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

5 He all his foes shall quell,

Shall all our sins destroy;
And every bosom swell

With pure seraphic joy :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

G3 6s & 8s. C. Wesley,

The Saviour's Praise.

LET earth and heaven agree,

Angels and men be joined,

To celebrate with me
The Saviour of mankind

;

T' adore the all-atoning Lamb,
And bless the sound- of Jesus' name.

2 Jesus ! transporting sound !

The joy of earth and heaven :

No other help is found,

No other name is given,

By which we can salvation have;
But Jesus came the world to save.

3 Jesus! harmonious name

!

It charms the hots above;
They evermore proclaim,
And wonder at his L<

'Tis all their happiness to gaze,

'T is heaven to see our Jesus' face.

4 His name the sinner hears,

And is from sin set free

;

'T is music in his ears

;

'T is life and victor}'

:

New songs do now his lips employ,
And dances his glad heart for joy.

5 Stung by the scorpion, sin,

My poor expiring soul

The balmy sound drinks in,

And is at once made whole

:

See there my Lord upon the tree

!

I hear, I feel he died for me.

6 O unexampled love!

O all-redeeming grace

!

How swiftly didst thou move
To save a fallen race !

What shall I do to make it known
"What thou for all mankind hast done

7 O for a trumpet voice,

On all the world to call

!

To bid their hearts rejoice

In him wdio died for all

!

For all my Lord was crucitied

;

For all, for all my Saviour died.

G4 6s & 8s.

"Leaving us an example."

SEE where our great High Priest

Before the Lord appears,

And on his loving breast

The tribes of Israel bears,

Never without his people seen,

The Head of all believing men

!

2 With him the corner-stone

The living stones conjoin,

Christ and his Church are one,

One body and one vine

;

For us he uses all his powers,
And all he has, or is, is ours.
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/. t all the anqels of <*><i icor*/;ij> n

H\i tiu' mad

Which in redemption <hine!
The heavenly host with joy confess

The work is ;ill divine.

iey cast their crowns,

—

Those crowns which Jesus gave,

—

And,withtenthousandthousandtongues,
Proclaim hia power to save.

3 They tell the triumphs of his cross,

The suff'rings whioh he bore,

—

How low he stooped, how high !.

And i

4 let thorn ?till their voic
And still tin:. ew :

.ition well

Of men anil angels too!

;h around,
While all the armies of in

Conspire to n 1.

G7 w

GG If.

'ion.

Watts.

SALVATION". <) the joyful

A sovereign halm for every wound,
A eordial for our tejijs.

*

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,

At hell's dark door we lay

;

C. M.

PH*N< JED in a gulf of dark d(

We wretch
Without one cheering

( >r sjtark of glimm'rmg d;iy.

2 With pityi : ^race
Beheld our jrief:

II.' saw, and ai :

He ran to OUT

3 Down from the shin bove
With joy! fled,

En: in mortal fle-h,

And dwelt among the dead.

4 O for this hn-e let rocks and hills

Their lasting silence i

And all harmonious human iotigues

The Saviour's praia -

Strike all your hari

But when y><n r

His I
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PORTUGAL. L. M.
THORLEY.

68 L. M.

[Prom the Latin of St. Bernard.]

Love which passcth Knowledge.

OF him who did salvation bring,

I could for ever think and sing

:

Arise, ye needy, he '11 relieve
;

Arise, ye guilty, he '11 forgive.

2 Ask but his grace, and lo, 't is given !

Ask, and he turns your hell to heaven :

Though sin and sorrow wound my soul,

Jesus, thy balm will make it whole.

3 To shame our sins he blushed in blood,

He closed his eyes to show us God :

Let all the world fall down and know
That none but God such love can show.

4 'Tis thee I love, for thee alone
I shed my tears and make my moan

!

Where'er I am, where'er I move,
I meet the object of my love.

5 Insatiate to this spring I fly :

I drink, and yet am ever dry

:

Ah ! who against thy charms is proof?

Ah ! who that loves can love enough ?

69 L. M.

Rev. v. 12-14.

Watts.

WHAT equal honors shall we hrinsr

To thee, O Lord our God, the
Lamb,

When all the notes that angels sing
Are far inferior to thy name ?

2 Worthy is he that once was slain,

The "Prince of life, that groaned and
died

;

Worthy to rise, and live, and reign

At his almighty Father's side.

3 Power and dominion are his due
Who stood condemned at Pilate's bar

:

Wisdom belongs to Jesus too,

Though he was charged with madness
here.

4 All riches are his native right,

Yet he sustained amazing loss:

To him ascribe eternal might,

Who left his weakness on the cross.

5 Blessings for ever on the Lamb,
Who bore our sin, and curse, and pain

Let angels sound his sacred name,
And every creature say, Amen!
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AW A K E, and sin

.vioiir's 11..

' ll »\Y ll.- ii:

3 Tell, in Knob

iff your chains,

And farm'd your hearts anew.

4 Hi- faithfulness proclaim
While Iit'«' to y-Hi is given

;

bandsand hearts t-» praise his name,
Till wo all meet in Ik

71 I M-

Thr

Hi )\V sweet the name <>f Jesus sounds
In a believer's car!

thea his sorrows, heals hi3 wounds,
And drive- away his fear.

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,
Ami calms tin* troubled breast

;

T i- manna to the hungry soul,

Ami to tlic weary, \

3 IV. ir Name, the rock on which I build,
My -hi. -Id and hiding pis

My pever*nuling treasury, til I'd

With boundless stores of grace.

>r<). Husband, Friend,
Mv Prophet Priest, and Kin-!

My Lord, my yfe, my Way, my End,
l»t tiie praise I bring.

'< is the effort ofmy heart,
And cold my wannest thought;

Bui when i « thou art,

I '11 praise thee as I ought

6 TiU then I would thy lore proclaim
With every fleeting breath :

And may the music of thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

}
> C M. C W

TI! II, Jesus, full of truth

'.re :

Thee in affliction's furnm
And

2 Thy power, in human weak
• il entire

:

We aoti my guardian ou a,

And walk unburned in lire.

:; Thee, Boo ofman, by faith we see,

And glory in our guide :

Burroundea and npheld by I

Tin- : bide.

1 Tin' fire OUT naees -hall refine,

Till, moulded from al

We hear the character divine,

The stamp '•;' perf i : Iotc.

73 LK II. K.Whiti:.
• of BeUdeJu m.

WIIKN*, marshalled on the nightly

plain,

The glitfring host bestnd the sky,

alone of all the train

(an tix the dinner's wand'ling eye.

Hark' hark I to God the chorus breaks,
no every host from every wm;

Bui one alone the Saviour speaks,
It i^ the star of Bethlehem.

2 Once on the raging Beas T rode

:

The storm I. the night was
dark.

The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed
The wind, that tossed my fouud'ring

hark.

p horror then my vitals froze:

Death-struek, 1 eeased the tide to

stem ;

"When suddenly a star arose,

It was the Star of Uethlehem.

3 It was my guide, my light my all :

It bade my dark mrebocunfi cease :

And, through the storm and d

thrall,

It led me to the port ofpeace.
Now, safely moored, my perils o'er,

I'll MiiLr , first in night's diadem,
For ever, and for evermore,
The Star ! — the Star of Bethlehem

!
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"7-4 S. M. Doddridge.

Attraction of the Cross.

BEHOLD th' amazing sight,

The Saviour lifted high :

Behold the Son of God's delight

Expire in agony.

2 For whom, for whom, my heart,

Were all these sorrows borne?
Why did he feel that piercing smart,

And meet that various scorn ?

3 For love of us he bled,

And all in torture died

:

'T was love that bowed his fainting head,
And ope'd his gushing side.

4 I see, and I adore
In sympathy of love :

I feel the strong, attractive power,
To lift my soul above.

75 S. M. Beddo:me.

"He beheld the City, and wept over it."

DID Christ o'er sinners weep.
And shall our cheeks be dry?

Let floods of penitential grief

Burst forth from every eye.

2 The Son of God in tears

The wond'ring angels see

;

Be thou astonished, O my soul :

He shed those tears for thee.

3 He wept that we might weep

;

Each sin demands a tear:

In heaven alone no sin is found,
And there 's no weeping there.

76 S. M. C. "Wesley.

Christ our Advocate.

REDEEMER of mankind,
Who on thy name rely,

A constant intercourse we tind

Opened 'twixt earth and sky.

2 Mercy, and crrace, and peace,
Descend through thee alone;

And thou dost all our services

Present before the throne.

3 On us thy Father's love
Is for thy sake bestowed :

Thou art our Advocate above,
Thou art our way to God

:

4 Our way to God we trace,

And through thy name forgiven,
From step to step, from grace to grace,

On thee we climb to heaven.



11 V M N A XI) TT n E HOOK.

7*3

N. I >\V begin tl [heme ;

IN Sing aloud in Jesus' name:
\ Ivution |ir-

-

omph in redeem

) Ye who Me th<

Beaming on the Saviour's I

l
< 'anaan <>n \ e

ming tore.

I BOOls, dry up your U

idi all your guilty t\:i r- ;

ur u'uilt and curse remove,
Cancelled by redeeming I

loome all by sin oppn
Welcome to his sacred rot

:

i above,

thing but redeeming love.

5 Hither, then, y«.nr music bring;
Strike alond each cheerful str:

Mortals, join the hosts above,—
Join to praise redeeming .

78 CM. S. MKN-XETT.

// > Christ.

MA.' nthroned
Opoj iris brow :

His head with radiant glories crowned,
His tips with grace oerflow.

| He saw me plunged in deep dial

And flew to my relict':

I r nit- he bore the shameful er
And carried all my grief.

teaven, the place of his abode,
He brings my weary

Bhows me the glories of my God,
And makes my joy complete.

4 Binoe from his bounty I re©
Such proofs of love divine,

II i \ I a thousand hetfrta to

Lord, they should all be thine.

4

79 WL

tog Chri.<t in hit Mi tubers.

J
Lord, how rich thy -

Thy bounties, bow compli
Hon shall 1 count the mat
Hon pay the mighty debt P

2 High on a throne of radiant Li

I >Mvt thou exalted shine
;

What can my poverty bestow,

When all the worlds are thine?

:; But thou hast brethren here below,
The partners of thy grace,

And wilt confess their humble names
Before thy Father's face.

4 In them thou may'-r beclothed and fed,

And visited and cheered,
And in their accents of disi

My Saviour*! VOiee is heard.

5 Thy race with reVrenoe and with love,

I in thy poor would -

O rather let me beg my bread
l"

80

Than huld it back from thee!

CM.
Hcb. iv. 14-16.

Watto

WITH joy we meditate the crrace

Of our High Priest above :

His heart is made of tenderness,
His bowels melt with love.

2 Touched with a sympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame :

lie knows what --ore temptations mean.
For he hath felt the same.

"! He in the days of feeble flesh

Poured out Btrcng cries and tears
;

And in his measure feels afresh
What every member bears.

4 He '11 never quench the smoking flax,

Bui raise it to a flame:
The bruised reed he never breaks,
Nor scorns the meanest name.

5 Then let our humble faith address
His mercy and his power :

ill obtain delivering grace
In the distressing hour.
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81 L. M. Watts.

Wonders of the Cross.

NATURE with opeu volume stands

To spread her Maker's praise

abroad,
And every labor of his hands
Shows something worthy of a God.

2 But in the grace that rescued man
His brightest form of glory shines

:

Here, on the cross, 't is fairest drawn
In precious blood and crimson lines.

! the sweet wonders of that cross,

Where God, the Saviour, loved and
died

!

Her noblest life my spirit draws
From his dear wounds and bleeding

side.

4 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.

82 L. M. C. Wesley.

Tlie Father of Mercies.

GOD of my life, whose gracious power
Through various deaths my soul

hath led,

Or turned aside the fatal hour,
Or lifted up my sinking head

!

2 In all my wa^s thy hand I own,
Thy ruling providence I see :

Assist me still my course to run,

And still direct my paths to thee.

3 Whither, O whither should I fly,

But to my loving Saviour's breast?

Secure within thine arms to lie,

And safe beneath thy wings to rest.

4 I have no skill the snare to shun,

But thou, O Christ, my wisdom art

!

I ever into ruin run,
But thou art greater than my heart.

5 Foolish, and impotent, and blind,

Lead me a way I have not known

:

Bring me where I my heaven may find,

The heaven of loving thee alone.
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83 B. M. MONTGOMERY.

LORDGbd, the 1 1.. ly Ghost,
In this accepted hour,

A< on the day of Pen1

Descend in all thy po

2 We meet with one ace >rd

In our appointed plane,

And wail the promise of our Lord,

The spirit or all grace.

mighty rushing wind
I Ipon the waves beneath,

Move with one impulse every mind,
soul, one feeling, breathe.

4 The young, the old, inspire

With wisdom from above ;

And give us hearts and tongues of fire

To pray, and praise, and love.

g 1 8.M. G Wesley.

Spirit <>f Faith.

SPIRIT of faith, come down,
Eteveal the thingi of < tod :

And make to us the Godhead known,
Ami witness with the blood:

'T is thine the blood t' apply,
And give as eyes to

Who did for every sinner die,

Hath surely died for me,

2 No man can truly say
That Jesus i- toe Lord,

Unless thou take the veil away,
Ami breathe the living word \

Then, only thru, we feel

< >ur int'rost in his blood ;

And cry, with joy unspeakable,
"Thou art my Lord, my God!"

85 S M- BSDDOME.
Holy Spirit's Influences Sought.

COME, Holy Spirit, coin.
-,

With energy divine,
And on this poor, benighted soul,

With beams of mercy shine.

2 O melt this frozen heart ;

This stubborn will Bubdue

;

;

i evil passion overcome,
Ami form me all anew !

3 The profit will be mine,
But thine shall he the praise:

And unto thee will I devote

The remnant of my days.
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86 CM.
Witness and Seal.

Watts.

WHY should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days ?

Great Comforter, descend, and bring
The tokens of thy grace.

2 Dost thou not dwell in all thy saints,

And seal the heirs of heaven ?

When wilt thou banish my complaints,
And show my sins forgiven ?

3 Assure my conscience of her part
In the Redeemer's blood

;

And bear thy witness with my heart,

That I am born of God.

4 Thou art the earnest of his love,

The pledge ofjoys to come

:

May thy blest wings, celestial Dove,
Safely convey me home

!

87 C. M. Doddridge.

Witness of Adoption.

SOVEREIGN of all the worlds on high,

Allow my humble claim
;

Nor, while a worm would raise its head,

Disdain a Father's name.

2 " My Father, God !
" how sweet the

sound

!

How tender and how dear !

Not all the melody of heaven
Could so delight the ear.

3 Come, sacred Spirit, seal the name
On my expanding heart;

And show that in Jehovah's grace
I share a filial part.

4 Cheered by a signal so divine,

Unwav'rin<r I believe:

Thou know'st I " Abba, Father," cry;
Nor can the sign deceive.

Doxology.

Now let the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored, [known,

Where there are works to make him
Or saints to love the Lord.

88 C. M.

Invoked.

Beddome.

CELESTIAL Dove, Come from above,
And guide me in thy ways

:

My heart prepare For solemn prayer,
And tune my lips to praise.

2 Open mine eyes, And make me wise,
My int'rest to discern :

From every sin, Without, within,
Incline my heart to turn.

3 Fly to my aid, When I'm afraid,

Or plunged in deep distress
;

My foes subdue, And bring me through
This howling wilderness.

89 L. M. C. Wesley.

His Departure earnestly Deprecated..

STAY, thou insulted Spirit, stay !

Though I have done thee such de-
spite

;

Nor cast the sinner quite away,
Nor take thine everlasting flight.

2 Though I have steeled my stubborn
heart,

And still shook off my guilty fears;

And vexed, and urged thee to depart,

For many long rebellious years :

3 Though I have most unfaithful been
Of all who e'er thy grace received

;

Ten thousand times thy goodness seen,

Ten thousand times thy goodness
grieved.

4 Yet O! the chief of sinners spare,

In honor of my great High Priest

;

Nor in thy righteous anger swear
T' exclude me from thy people's rest.

5 This only woe I deprecate

;

This only plague I pray remove

;

Nor leave me in my lost estate
;

Nor curse me with this want of love.

6 Now, Lord, my weary soul release,

Upraise me with thy gracious hand,
And guide me into perfect peace,
And bring me to the promised land.
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90 CM. ('.Wesley.

77* <• /

(K)ME, II. 'I v (ilinvf. our hearts inspire,
J Let us thine influence prove:

• of the oM prophetic fire,

itain of life ana love.

Come, Holy Ghost — for, moved by thee,
The prophets wr.it" and spoke—

Unlock the truth, thyself the key:
Unseal the sacred book.

ind thy wings, eelestial Dove,
• 1 o'er our nature's night

;

or disordered spirits move,
And let there now be light.

I, through himself) we then shall
know.

If thou within us shine :

And sound, with all thy saints below,
"pths of love divine.

91 C. M. Watib.

Ifis Quid-filings Implor

COME. Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all thy quickening ]>owers,

Kindle a flame ofsacred love
In these cold hearts of ours.

2 look how we grovel here below,
Fond of these earthly toys

;

Our souls, how heavily they go,

:'h eternal joys!

8 In vain we tune our formal songs,
In vain we strive to rise :

nas languish on our tongues,
And our devotion dii

4 And shall we then for over live

At this poor dying r

jo faint, bo cold to thee,

And thine to us BO R
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92 6s&8s. C. Wesley,

The Year of Jubilee.

BLOW ye the trumpet, blow,

The gladly solemn sound;
Let all the nations know,
To earth's remotest bound,

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Jesus, our creat nigh Priest,

Hath full atonement made

:

Ye weary spirits, re>t

;

Ye mournful souls, be glad:
The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,
The all-atoning Lamb

;

Redemption through his blood
Throughout the world proclaim

The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

4 Ye slaves of sin and hell,

Your liberty receive,

And safe in Jesus dwell,

And blessed in Jesus live :

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

5 Ye who have sold for naught
Your heritage above,

Receive it back unbought,
The gift of Jesus' love

:

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

6 The gospel trumpet hear,

The news of heavenly grace

;

And, saved from earth, appear
Before your Saviour's lace;

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

93 C. M.

Isaiah lv. 1-3.

Watts.

LET every mortal ear attend,

And every heart rejoice
;

The trumpet of the gospel sounds
With an inviting voice.

Ho ! all ye hungry, starving souls,

That feed upon "the wind,
And vainly strive with earthly toys

To fill an empty mind
;

3 Eternal Wisdom hath prepared
A soul-reviving feast,

And bids your longing appetites

The rich provision taste.

4 Ho! ye that pant for living streams,

And pine away and die,

Here you may quench your raging thirst

With springs that never dry.

5 Rivers of love and mercy here,

In a rich ocean join :

Salvation, in abundance, flows

Like floods of milk and wine.

6 The happy gates of gospel grace
Stand open night and day :

Lord, we are come to seek supplies,

And drive our wants away.
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The Invitation.

Habt.

COME, ye tinners, poor and needy,
Weak and wounded, sick and sore,

Jesus ready stands to aave you,
Full of pity, love, and power

:

able,

He is willing, doubt no more.

2 Now, ye d ly. come and welcome,

^
God's free bounty glorify :

True belief and true repentance,
Every prace that brings you nigh.

Without money,
Come to Jesna Christ and bny.

3 Let not conscience make you linger:
Nor of fitness fondly dream :

All the fitness he requireth
Is to (eel your need of him :

This he gives you,
'Tis the spirit's gfimm'ring beam.

4 Come, ye weary, heavy-laden,
Bruised and mangled by the lull,

If you tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all

:

Not the righteous,
Sinner- Jeans came to call.

6 Agonizing in the garden,
Lo! your Maker prostrate lies!

On the bloody tree Behold him !

ILar him cry before he dies,

"It is finished !

"

Sinners, will not this suffice?

Lo! th' incarnate God ascending,
Pleads the merit of his blood ;

Venture on him, venture freely,

Let no other trust intrude :

None but Jesus
Can do helpless .dinners good.

Saints and angels,joined in concert,

Sing the praises of the Lamb,
While the blissful Beats of heaven
Sweet lv echo with his nai

Hallelujah:
Sinners here may do the same.
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95 L. M.

The Invitation.

COME, O ye sinners, to your Lord,
In Christ to paradise restored

;

His proffer'd benefits embrace,
The plenitude of gospel grace

:

2 A pardon written with his blood,

The favor and the peace of God;
The seeing eye, the feeling sense,

The mystic joys of penitence

:

3 The godly fear, the pleasing smart,
The meltings of a broken heart

;

The tears that tell your sins forgiven

;

The sighs that waft your souls to heaven.

4 The guiltless shame, the sweet distress,

Th' unutterable tenderness

;

The genuine, meek humility

;

The. wonder, " Why such love to me !

"

5 Th' o'erwhelming power ofsaving grace,

The sight that veils the seraph's face;

The speechless awe that dares not move,
And all the silent heaven of love.

96 L. M. C. Wesley.

Isaiah lv. 1-3.

HO ! every one that thirsts, draw nigh

;

'T is God invites the fallen race

:

Mercy and free salvation buy

;

Buy wine, and milk, and gospel grace.

2 Come to the living waters, come

!

Sinners, obey your Maker's call

:

Return, ye weary wand'rers, home,
And find my grace is free for all.

3 See from the rock a fountain rise

;

For you in healing streams it rolls

;

Money ye need not bring, nor price,

Ye lab'ring, burdened, sin-sick souls.

4 Nothing ye in exchange shall give,

Leave all you have, and are, behind
Frankly the gift of God receive,

Pardon and peace in Jesus find.

97 C. M. C. Wtesley.

The Chief of Sinners Invited.

LOVERS of pleasure more than God,
For you he suffered pain :

Swearers, for you he spilt his blood

;

And shall he bleed in vain?

2 Misers, his life for you he paid,
Your basest crimes he bore

;

Drunkards, your sins on him were laid,

That you might sin no more.

3 The God of love, to earth he came,
That you might come to heaven :

Believe, believe in Jesus' name,
And all your sin 's forgiven.

4 Believe in him who died for thee,

And sure as he hath died,

Thy debt is paid, thy soul is free,

And thou art justified.

98 C. M. C. Wesley.

Rev. iii. 20.

COME, let us who in Christ believe,

Our common Saviour praise :

To him, with joyful voices, give
The glory of liis grace.

2 He now stands knocking at the door
Of every sinner's heart:

The worst need keep him out no more,
Or force him to depart.

3 Through grace we hearken to thy voice,

Yield to be saved from sin

;

In sure and certain hope rejoice,

That thou wilt enter in.

4 Come quickly in, thou heavenly Guest,
Nor ever hence remove

:

But sup with us, and let the feast

Be everlasting love.
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90 L. M. (Wesley.

The Gosprt Svppn-.

SINNERS, obey the gospel word!
i > the sapper of my Lord :

Be wise to know your gracious d

All things are ready ; oome an

2 Ready Ihe Father i- to own
And ki<s his late-returning son

:

ly y..ur loving Saviour stands,
And spreads for yon bis blee Ling hands.

3 Ready the Spirit of \n< love
Just now your hardness to remove;
P apply and witness with the blood,
And wash and seal tl

ly for you the angels wait,
To triumph in your ite:

Tuning their harp-, they long to praise
The wonders of redeemii

5 The Father, Son, and Holy Q]
Are ready with their nhining !.

All heaven is ready to resound,
u The dead 'a alive ! the lost ifl found !

"

ioo l. m. awi
The Ilxtrt'i Welcome.

CI >ME, sinners, to the gosj

jus
1
guesl

:

Ye need not one be left behind.
For God hath hidden all mankind.

2 Sent l>y my Lord, on you I rail
;

The invitation is ro ail

:

Come, all the world
| come,sinner, thou

;

All things in Chrial are ready now.

3 ('<>nie, all ye souls by sin oppn •

Ye restless wand'ren after rest [blind.
Ye poor, and maimed, and halt, and
In Cnrisl a hearty welcome find.

4 My message as from God receive:
U may coin.' to Christ and live :

< > l<'t his lov.- your hearta con-train,
Nor Buffer hini to die iu vain !
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101 C. M.

And yet there is Boom.

YE wretched, hungry, starving poor,

Behold a royal feast

!

Where mercy spreads her bounteous
store

For every humble guest.

Jesus stands with open arms

;

He calls, he bids you come

:

O stay not back, though fear alarms

!

Fur yet there still is room.

3 O come, and with his children taste

The blessings of his love

;

While hope attends the sweet repast
Of nobler joys above

!

102 C. M. E. Jones.

Come to Jesus.

COME, humble sinner, in whose breast
A thousand thoughts revolve, —

Come,with your guilt and fear oppressed,
And make this last resolve

:

2 I '11 go to Jesus, though my sin

Hath like a mountain rose;

I know his courts, I Tl enter in,

Whatever may oppose

:

3 Prostrate I '11 lie before his throne,
And there my guilt confess;

I '11 tell him 1 'm a wretch undone,
Without his sovereign grace

:

4 I '11 to the gracious King approach,
Whose sceptre pardon gives;

Perhaps he may command my touch,
And then the suppliant lives.

5 Perhaps he may admit my plea,

Perhaps will hear my prayer;
But if I perish, I will pray,
And perish only there.

6 I can but perish if I go,

I am resolved to try ; .

For if I stay away I know
I must for ever die.

7 But if I die with mercy sought,
When 1 the King have tried,

This were to die (delightful thought!)
As sinner never died.

103 CM.
The Free Invitation.

THE Saviour calls— let every ear
Attend the heavenly sound;

Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear,

Hope smiles reviving round.

2 For every thirsty, longing heart,

Here streams of bounty flow
;

And life, and health, and bliss, impart
To banish mortal woe.

3 Ye sinners, come ; 't is mercy's voice,

The gracious call obey :

Mercy invites to heavenly joys—
And can you yet delay"?

4 Dear Saviour, draw reluctant hearts !

To thee let sinners rly,

And take the bliss thy "love imparts;
And drink, and never die.

104 CM.
The Free Invitation.

JESUS, thy blessings are not few,

Nor is thy gospel weak :

Thy grace can" melt the stubborn Jew,
And bow th' aspiring Greek.

2 Wide as the reach of Satan's rage
Doth thy salvation flow;

'T is not confined to sex or age,

The lofty or the low.

3 While grace is offer'd to the prince,

The poor may take their share
;

No mortal has a just pretence
To perish in despair.

4 Come, all ye vilest sinners, come
;

He '11 form your souls anew :

His gospel and his heart have room
For rebels such as you.
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105 c. Wesley.

77"- /'.rj>os(n/ii(ion.

SINNERS, turn, why will ye die?
God, your Maker, asks yon why?

.
who did your being give,

Made you with himself to live,

—

He the fatal cause demands,
the work of his own hands

Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Will ye cross his love, and (lie'.'

2 Sinnen, turn, why will ye «lie?

. ..u why !

God, who « 1 i « 1 your souls retrieve,

Pied himself thai ye might live.

Will ye let him die in vain ?

Crucify your Lord again ?

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why
\\ ill ye slight his grace, and die?

3 Sinners, turn, why will ye die?
God, the Spirit, asks yoti why?
He, who all your lives hath >trove,

Wooed you to embrace his love:
Will ye not hi< grao
Will ye still refine to live?
Wh .

• tinners, why
Wk your God, and die?

106 ('. W;

postulntion.

WHAT could your Redeemer do,

More than he hath dour for you ?

To procure your peace with (Jo I,

I he more than shed his bio

IT death were his delight,
Would he you to life invite

!

Would he ask, beseech, and cry,
Why will ye resolve to die?

Sinners, turn, while God is near:
Dare not think him insino
Now. e'en now. your Saviour stands.
All day loi d< his ha::

Cries, " Ye will not happy be

;

No, ye will not come to me,

—

Why will ye resolve to die?"

< !an ye doubt ifGod is I

If to all his bowels it:.

Will ye no; his

Will ye not his oath believe?
he snflPrinjz < ;> i

-
: believe Ids t.

Mingled with hi- cry,
•
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107 S. M. Doddridge.
" Now is the Day of Salvation."

TO-MORROW. Lord, is thine,

Lodged iu thy sovereign hand,
And if its sun arise and shine,

It shines by thy command.

2 The present moment flies,

And bears our lite away :

O ! make thy servants truly wise,

That they may live to-day.

3 Since on this winged hour
Eternity is hung,

Waken by thine almighty power
The aged and the young.

4 One thing demands our care

:

O ! be it still pursued,
Lest, slighted onee, the season fair

Should never be renewed.

5 To Jesus may we fly,

Swift as the morning light,

Lest life's young golden beam should die

In sudden, endless night.

10& S. M. Doddridge.

The Warning.

AXD will the Judge descend ?

And must the dead arise ?

And not a single soul escape
His all-discerning eyes !

—
2 And from his righteous lips

Shall this dread sentence sound,
And through the millions of the damned
Spread black despair around?—

3 " Depart from me, accursed,

To everlasting flame,

For rebel-angels first prepared,
Where mercy never came."

4 How will my heart endure
The terrors of that day,

When earth and heaven before his face,

Astonished, shrink away?

5 But ere that trumpet shakes
The mansions of the dead,

Hark, from the gospel's gentle voice
"\\'hat joyful tidings spread !

6 Ye sinners, seek his grace,

Whose wrath ye cannot bear:
Fly to the shelter of his cross,

And And salvation there.

109 L. M. Doddridge.

Gric v ing fo r the Tra nsg rt ssoi *

.

ARISE, :. rise;

To torrents melt my streaming eyes;
And thou, my heart, with anguish feel

Those evils which thou canst not heal.

2 See human nature sunk in shame

;

See scandals poured on Jesus' name :

The Father wounded through the Son,
The world abused, the soul undone.

3 See the short course of vain delight
Closing in everlasting night—
In flames, that no abatement know,
Though briny tears for ever flow.

4 My God, I feel the mournful scene

;

My bowels yearn o'er dying men;
And fain my pity would reclaim,

And snatch the firebrands from the flame.

5 But feeble my compassion proves.

And can but weep where most it loves;
Thy own all-saving arm employ,
And turn these drops of grief to joy.

110 C. M. C. Wesley.

Before Evening Sermon.

THOU Son of God, whose flaming eyes
Our inmost thoughts perceive,

Accept the evening sacrifice

Which now to thee we give.

2 We bow before thy srraeious throne,
And think ourselves sincere;

But show us, Lord, is every one
Thy real worshipper?

3 Is here a soul that knows thee not,

Xor feels his want of thee :

A stranger to the blood which bought
His pardon on the tree?

4 Convince him now of unbelief,

His desp'rate state explain
;

And fill his heart with sacred grief,

And penitential pain.

5 Speak with that voice that wakes the

dead,
And bid the sleeper rise

;

And bid his guilty conscience dread
The death that never dies.
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S

WHAT is the thing of greatest price,
The whole creation round ?

Thru which was lost in Paradise,
That which in Christ is found:

son! ofman— Jehovah's breath—
That keeps two worlds at strife;

Hell moves to work its death,
- to give it life.

ilaim it, « 1 i • 1 not

His well-belove

I'l to bear
The sins of all in one.

4 The Holv Spirit seal'd the plan,
And pledged the bl 1 divine,

Dsom every smil ofman ;
—

That price w.is, paid ibr mine.

5 And is this treasure borne below,
In earthen vessels frail ?

Can none it- utmost value know,
Till flesh and spirit mil?

6 Then let ns gather round the cross,
Thai knowledge to obtain

;

Not by the soul's eternal lost,

But everlasting gain.

5

119 C. Bl

SINNERS, the voice ofGod regard,
: ierev speaks to-day

J

He calls yon by his sacred word
Fn structive way.

2 Like the rough sea that cannot
You live devoid of pe

A thousand Btings within your I

Deprive your souls of

3 Your way is dark, and leads to hell;

Why will you perse^ I

vou in endless torments dwell,

Shut up in black despair?

4 Why will von in the crooked ways
Of sin and folly

In pain yon travel all your day-,

ap eternal woe.

5 But he that turns to God shall live

Through his ah unding gr

His mercy will the guilt foi

( tf those that seek his

6 Bow to the sceptre of his word,

Renouncing every Bin ;

Submit to him. y >ur sovereign Lord,
And learn his will divine.
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113 lls& 10a

Consolation for the Penitent.

COME, ye disconsolate, where'er you
languish,

Come, and at God's altar fervently

kneel

;

Here bring your wounded hearts, here
tell your anguish

;

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven can-

not heal.

2 Joy of the desolate, Light ofthe straying,

Hope of the penitent, fadeless and
pure

;

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's
name saying,

Earth has no sorrow that Heaven can-
not cure.

3 Go, ask the infidel what boon he brings

us,—
"\\ hat charm for aching hearts he can

reveal,
Rvrppt n« thp lionvpnly promisp hope

sings us,

heal.

114 7s. C. Wesley.
Fly to Jesus.

WEARY souls that wander wide
From the central point of bliss,

Turn to Jesus crucified,

Fly to those dear wounds of his
;

Sink into the purple flood;

Rise into the life of God.

2 Find in Christ the way of peace,
Peace unspeakable, unknown

!

By his pain he gives you ease,

Life by his expiring groan;
Bise exalted by his fall,

Find in Christ your all in all.

3 O believe the record true,

God to you his Son hath given
;

Ye may now be happy too

;

Find on earth the light of heaven :

Live the life of heaven above,
All the life of glorious love.

4 This the universal bliss,

Bliss for every soul designed;
God's primeval promise this,

God's great gift to all mankind.

Blessed in Christ this moment be,

Blessed to all eternity !

115 L. M.

The Stranger at the Door.

BEHOLD a stranger at the door,

He gently knocks, has knock'd
before,

Has waited long, is waiting still,

You use no other friend so ill.

2 But will he prove a friend indeed ?

He will— the very friend you need

;

The man of Nazareth is he,

With garments died, from Calvary.

3 O lovely attitude ! he stands
"With melting heart and open hands,
O matchless kindness ! and he shows
That matchless kindness to his foes.

4 Rise, touch 'd with gratitude divine;
Turn out his enemy and thine,

Turn out that hatffnl monitor, c i n
,

And let the heavenly stranger in.

116 7s. C. Wesley.

The Invitation Accepted.

COME, ye weary sinners, come,
All who groan beneath your load ;

Jesus calls his wand'rers home:
Hasten to your pard'ning God.

Come, ye guilty souls, oppressed,
Answer to the Saviour's call,

—

" Come, and I will give you rest

:

Come, and I will save you all."

2 Jesus, full of truth and love,

We thy kindest word obey

;

Faithful let thy mercies prove
;

Take our load of guilt away :

Fain we would on thee rely,

Cast on thee our every care,

To thine arms of mercy fly,

Find our lasting quiet there.

3 Burdened with a world of grief,

Burdened with our sinful load,

Burdened with this unbelief,

Burdened with the wrath of God;
Lo ! we come to thee for ease,

True and gracious as thou art

;

Now our groaning souls release,

Write forgiveness on our heart.
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1 17 L M. ht.

\ t
'

'

tnd, and pe

>n, approaching niirlit

i l»lot out every hope

2 While God invites, how blessed (he day

!

H . . w >w,-,-t the gospel's charming
tnd

!

i

While yet a pard'ning God is found.

• rapid wing,

U death command you to the -

bar ynur spirits I

Ami n«me be found to hear or save.

I In land of deep <K-i>:tir

- ibbath's heavenly light shall ri<e,

I yonr bitter j.r;:

eall you to the Bides,

L18 ^ M. W. Scott.

fro.

•TIIF day of wrath, that dreadfhl day,
-L When heaven and earth shall pass

away !

What power shall be the sinner's

How shall he meet that dreadful day —
a, shriveling lik

flaming he nerroU;

And, louder vet, and vet more d]

.lead.'

3 O on that day, that wrathful d

When man tojudgment wakes from clay,

Be thou, < > Christ, the bum

Though heaven and earth Bhall I

1 1 | ) L. M. COLLYER-

7ne."

RETURN, <> wanderer, return !

Ami srek an injured Fatht •

ores thai in thee burn
Were kindled by reclaim::

irn, O wanderer, return,

And seek a Fathers meltine heart

;

ITi— pitying eyes thy grief discern,

:. and -ha 11 heal thine inward smart

3 Return. O wanderer, return,

Thy Saviour bids thy >pirit live:

to hi- hlee irn

Ho. a forgive.

1. rt r. return,

And wipe away the foiling t<\ar:

'T is God wh >s lysi " So l"!i_vr mourn ;

"

lee invites that .
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1QO C. M.

Acts xvii. 30, 31.

REPEXT, the voice celestial cries,

No longer dare delay ;

The wretch that scorns the mandate
dies,—

And meets a fiery day.

2 Tbe summons goes through all the earth,
Let earth attend and fear;

Listen, ye men of royal birth,

And let your vassals hear.

3 Together in his presence bow,
And all your guilt confess

;

Accept the offered Saviour now,
Nor trifle with the grace.

4 Bow, ere the awful trumpet sound,
And call you to his bar

;

Eor mercy knows th' appointed bound,
And turns to vengeance there.

121 CM.
Romans ii. 4, 5.

UNGRATEFUL sinners, whence this

scorn
Of long-extended grace ?

And whence this madness, that insults

Th' Almighty to his face ?

2 Is it because his patience waits,

And pitying bowels move,
You multiply audacious crimes,
And spurn his richest love ?

3 Is all the treasured wrath so small,

You labor still for more,
Though not eternal rolling years
Can e'er exhaust the store ?

4 Swift doth the day of vengeance come,
Which must your sentence seal

;

And righteous judgment, now unknown,
In all its pomp reveal.

5 Alarmed and melted at thy voice,

Our conquered hearts would bow

;

And to escape the Thunderer then,

Embrace the Saviour now.

122 T. Scott.

Escape for thy life."

HSTEN, sinner, to be wit

y Dot for the morrow's sun:
Wisdom, if thou still desj

Harder is she to be won.

2 Hasten, mercy to implore;
Stay not for the morrow's sun

;

Lest thy season should be o'er
Ere this evening's stage be run.

3 Hasten, sinner, to return

;

Stay not for the morrow's sun

;

Lest thy lamp should cease to burn
Ere salvation's work is done.

4 Hasten, sinner, to be blest

;

Stay not for the morrow's sun
;

Lest the curse should thee arrest

Ere the morrow is begun.

123 L. M.

The Mercy-Seat.

Stowell.

FROM every stormy wind that blows,
From every swelling tide of woes,

There is a calm, a sure retreat

:

'Tis found beneath the mercy-seat.

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds
The oil of gladness on our heads,

—

A place than all besides more ?•

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,

"Where friend holds fellowship
friend

;

Though sundered far, by faith they meet
Around one common mercy-seat.

4 There, there, on eagle wings we soar,

xVnd sense and sin molest no more,
And heaven comes down our souls to

greet,

And glory crowns the mercy-seat.

5 Oh, let my hand forget her skill.

My tongue be silent, cold and still,

This throbbing heart forget to beat,

If I forget the mercy-seat.
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Cl
i\ii'. « > thou all-victorious Lord,

power t<> as make known
;

Mnke with the hammer of thy *

And break these heart- of stone.

.ill might now b

our foolish am

!

A

i

m 1 turn :

3 onr turn.

;
- i ad thee to know

In this our gracious d

ice unto life bestow,

ray.

• dj first of unto
. freely then rele

Fill every soul witb^sacre I

g

And then with ' ace.

j Our desp'rate state through sin declare,

, speak our >in- forgiven

:

By perfect holiness prepare,
Anil take u- up to heaven.

l-jr, L. M. C. Wesley.

B'fn-t i
on.

SBEPHEB with i»ity:

The thousands of onr I

. their behalf we cry,

Ourselves bnt newly round in thee.

- they err,

I neither ;'• r have;
ur

;

For no man cares their souls t-

tor naught

:

know they their Redeemer nigh :

-a whom thyself hast bought;
Their souls for lack ofknowledge die.

I Why should the foe thy purchase seize?

Remember, Lord, thy dying groans:
The meed of all thy son 'rings these:

aim them for thy ransomed ones!

Still let the publicans draw near :

i the door of faith and heaven
;

And errant theirhearts thy word I

A their sms forgiven.

5*

LQ6 01 M. f. w
I Inritinri S.rmOJl.

JESUS, ] Br of mankind,
Display thy saving power ;

Thy mercy lei these outcasts And,
And know their gracious hour.

•j Ah 1 give them, Lord, a loi

n!y consume

:

But let them take the pros'

And tlee the wrath to come.

.-, wonldst tliou east a pitying look,

All roodness as thou

that which faith 'i broke,
( >n every stony heart !

4 Who thee beneath their feet ha.

And crucified afresh,

Touch With thin.' all-victorious blood,

And turn the stone to Beak.

5 Open their eye- thy cross I

Their ear- to hear thy cries

:

Sinner, thy Saviour weens for thee,

For thee he weeps ami dies.

127 C. M. Q Wesley.

Before an Inviting Sermon.

J
3, thou all-redeeming Lord,

Thy blessing we implore;
i the door to preach thy word,

The great effectual d

2 Gather the outcasts in, and save
Fn.m sin and Satan's power;

And let them now acceptance 1.

And know their gracious hour.

3 Lover of souls ! thou know'st to prize

What thou hast bought BO
:

Come, then, and in thy people's

With all thy wounds appear!

4 Appear, as when of old confess
The BUffling Son of <;<..!

:

And let them see thee in thy v

But newly dipped in blood.

5 The hardness from their hearts remove,
Thou who f..r all hast died :

Show them thi : thy love,

Thy feet, thy hands, thy side.
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128 C. M. Cowper.

Before Preaching to the Young.

GRACE is a plant, where'er it grows,
Of pure and heavenly root

:

Bur fairest in the youngest shows,
And yields the sweetest fruit.

130 C. M. Doddridge.

Before Preaching to the Young.

YE hearts with youthful vigor warm,
Iu smiling crowds draw near,

And turn from every mortal charm,
A Saviour's voice to hear.

Ye careless ones, O hear betimes 2 H*< ^^ of a11 the worlds on high,

The v.>iee of sovereign love

!

Stoops to converse with you

;

Your youth is stained with nianv crimes,
Ar

t

(1 Ia >\s hls "di"** glories by,

But mercy reigns above. * our friendship to pursue.

3 True, you are young, but there 's a stone
"Within the youngest breast,

Or half the crimes which you have done
Would rob you of your rest.

4 For you the public prayer is made,
O join the public prayer

!

For you the secret tear is shed,

O shed yourselves a tear

!

5 We pray that you may early prove
The Spirit's power to teach

;

You cannot be too young to love
That Jesus whom we preach.

1Q9 CM.
Eccles. xii. 1.

GlBBOXs

IX the soft season of thy youth,
In nature's smiling bloom,

Ere age arrives, and trembling waits
Its summons to the tomb,—

Remember thy Creator now
;

For him thy powers employ;
Make him thy fear, thy love," thy hope,
Thy confidence and joy.

2 He shall defend and guide thy youth
Through life's uncertain sea,

*

Till thou art landed on the coast

Of blessed eternity.

Then seek the Lord betimes, and choose
The path of heavenly truth :

This earth affords no lovelier sight
Thau a religious youth.

3 " The soul that longs to see my face,
Is sure my love to gain

;

And those that early seek my grace,
Shall never seek in vain.""

4 What object, Lord, my soul should move,
If once compared with thee?

"What beauty should command my love,
Like what in Christ I see ?

5 Away, ye false, delusive toys,

Vain tempters of the mind!
'Tis here I fix my lasting choice,
And here true bliss I find.

131 C M. Gilbert.

« For a Commencement.

TTTHILE we with fear and hope survey
VV This youthful, blooming throng,
And little know th' eventful way
Their steps may pass along, —

2 One day is as a thousand years,

Eternal God, to thee,

And present to thine eye appears
Their whole futurity.

3 Thou seest temptation's subtle thread,

Or torture's fiery test

:

'Mid scenes of pleasure, or of d i

Screen thou th' unguarded bn

4 Saviour! through each portentous
change,

And dangers yet untrod,
Where'er they re<t, where'er they range,

. Be thou their present God

!
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OTHAT i

<> that l

Thou, by thy voice onuiip

;, by thy tn word,

My s

ier of thy

• :>'! Prinoe

And let the captive
my <dns t •

Ami i

The >ve.

3 Tin- i< thy will, I know,
i mid hoh

ild let my sins this moment go,
This moment turn to I

I dow embr

1 aever more t-> sin give place,

>rel

133 C Wesley.

ice.

OFO!:
Whi the Lord,

• jast thou art,

_ at tin word

!

Which fro

rnilt which fears
The '

tr, to me in pity

The -

The pledge thou wilt at

Wilt tr r. move,
the «.\ il come

;

My spirit hide with saints above,
My body in the tomb.

L8 i a m. a v>

All ' whither should i

enedj and • lint

!

•"in should 1 in;

. poor "in my oomplai
iviour bids i

Ahl why do 1 delay?

And y.-t from b

2 What i- it keeps me ;

From which I cannot part?

ch will do! let tl

:i of my heart

!

sed thing Doknown
Blast Barely lurk within :

idol which I will not own,
-in.

. the hindr
Which I have feared t<> see

;

And let me now o know
What keeps me hack from thee.

; hearts, in mine
Thy trying power display ;

tnto its darkest .ne,

Aim ..-ilaway.

135 G M. W.M. Bmrroro.

Stil!

Bat y sadden (ear?
What it" a sternly righteous d'><>

m

Have scaled this call my I

•

!nd, th' unpardoned
|

Dfl may all

The place, at least, where we are met,
May know my steps n>> d

prophet <»t" the < er

.i voice ma;.
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136 7s, 6s, & 8.

Praying for Repentance.

JESUS, let thy pitying eye
Call back a wand'ring sheep;

False to thee, like Peter, I

Would fain like Peter weep.
Let me be by grace restored

;

On me be all long-suff 'ring shown
Turn, and look upon me, Lard,
And break my heart of stone.

2 Saviour, Prince, enthroned above,
Repentance to impart,

Give me, through thy dying love,

The humble, contrite heart:

Give, what I have long implored,
A. portion of thy grief unknown

;

Turn, and look upon me, Lord,
And break my heart of stone.

3 For thine own compassion's sake,

The gracious wonder show

;

Cast my sins behind thy back,
And wash me white as snow

:

If thy bowels now are stirred,

If now I do myself bemoan,
Turn, and look upon me, Lord,
And break my heart of stone.

137 7s, 6s, & 8. C. Wesley.

Only Jesus.

YAIN, delusive world, adieu,
With all of creature good

!

Only Jesus I pursue,
Who bought me with his blood I

All thy pleasures I forego,

I trample on thy wealth and pride :

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

2 Other knowledge I disdain,

'Tis all but vanity :

Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain,

He tasted death for me !

Me to save from endless woe
The sin-atoning Victim died

!

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified

!

3 nere will I set up my rest
;

My fluctuating heart

From the haven of his breast

Shall never more depart

:

Whither should a sinner go?
His wounds for me stand open wide

:

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified

!
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188 L M.

LORD, we are \ He. conceived in sin,

An I bom unholy and unclean :

Sprang from tin- man whose guilty full

id taints as all.

w our infant breath,

The seeds of sin grow up tor death :

v law demands ;i perfect heart,

we're defiled in every part

I, create my heart anew,
And form my Bpirit pure and true :

< > make me wise betimes I

danger and my remedy !

•i Behold, I fall before thy (ace :

My only refuge i- thy grace:

itward form- can make mo clean :

The lepn p within.

thy Mood alone

Hath j>o\ver Sufficient to :it

Thy blood can make me white as snow :

No Jewish types could cleanse me so.

6 Wnileguiltdisturbsandbreaksmypeaoe,
Nor flesh nor bouI hath rest or •

i. In me hear thy paxd'ning voice,

And make my broken heart rej

139 L. fit

P>alw li. 13-19.

Watts.

A BROKEN heart, my God, my Kin-,
To thee a sacrifice I bring

:

The God ofgrace will ne'er despise
A broken heart for sacrifice.

2 My soul lies humbled in the dust,

And owns thy dreadful sentence just:
Look down. O Lord, with pitying

And • >ul condemned to die.

3 Then will T teach the world thy ways,
irs shall learn thy sovereign grace :

I '11 lead them to my Saviour'- I

And tiuy shall praise a pard'nin

iy thy love inspire my toi .

;ion shall be all my -

And ill my powers shall ioin to bless

The Lord,my strength and rij

lin CM.
See

'

S'!'l
II.. for thy loving-kind

I in thy temple i

i to find thee in thy
( >r at thy table I

2 Here in thine own appointed M

I wait to l.arn thy will
;

Silent I stand before thy nee.
And hear thee say, " Be -till

!

S
'• Be still : and know that I am God I

"'

all l live to ki

To feel the virtue of thy bl I,

And spread its praise below

!

1 I wait my vigor to renew,
Thine Linage to retrieve !

The veil of outward I

:

I hrougfa,

And gasp In thee to live.

141 S. M. c. w
ring the II

WIIF.N shall thy love eon-train,

And force me to thy bra
When shall my soul return again
To her eternal rest P

2 Ah ! what avails my strife,

My wand'ring to and fro?
Thou hast the words of endless life:

Ah ! whither .should I go ?

3 Thy < ling crrace

To me did freely move :

It calls me still to seek thy face,

And stoops to ask my love.

4 Lord, at thy fed T fall,

m to be -<
I I

I fain would now obey the call,

And give ap all for thee.

5 To r

Tie u didst with all things part,

Didst lead a suff'ring life below,
To gain my worthless heart

6 My worth. 1

Tl: iie

in fashion as a man,
' .ith.
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142 L.M.

Psalm li. 9-12.

Watts.

OTIIOU, who hear'st when sinners

cry,

Though all my crimes before thee lie,

Behold them not with angry look,

But blot their mem'ry from thy book.

2 Create my nature pure within,
And form my soul averse from sin:

Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart,

Xor hide thy presence from my heart.

3 I cannot live without thy light,

Cast out and banished from thy sight
Thy holy joys, my God, restore,

And guard me that I fall no more.

4 Though I have grieved thy Spirit, Lord,
Thy help and comfort still afford

;

And let a wretch come near thy throne,
To plead the merits of thy Son.

143 L. M.

Psalm li. 1-4.

Watts.

SHOW pity, Lord, O Lord, forgive,

Let a repenting rebel live :

Are not thy mercies large and free?
May not a sinner trust in thee?

2 My crimes are great, but don't surpass
The power and glory of thy grace :

Great God, thy nature hath no bound,
So let thy pard'ning love be found.

o O wash my soul from every sin!

And make my guilty conscience clean !

Here on my heart the burden lies,

And past offences pain mine eyes.

4 My lips with shame my sins confess,

Against thy lav.-, against thy grace:
Lord, should thyjudgments grow severe
1 am condemned, but thou art clear.

vengeance seize my5 Should sudden
breath,

I must pronounce thee just in death;
And ifmy soul were sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

> Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord,
Whose hope, still hov'ring round thy

word,

Would light on some sweet promise
tin

Some sure support against despair.

144 C. Bt Addison.

Contrition.

WHEN, rising from the hod of d<

O'erwhelmed with guilt and fear,

I view my Maker face to face,

O how shall 1 appear]

2 If yet, while pardon may be found,
And mercy may be sou-lit.

My soul with inward, horror shrinks,
And trembles at the thought:

3 When thou.-O Lord, shalt stand disclosed
In majesty severe,

And sit in judgment on my scul,

O how shall I appear !

4 O may my broken, contrite heart,

Timely my sins lament,
And early with repentant tears

Eternal woe prevent.

145 L. M. Hart.

Hardness of Heart Lamented.

OFOB a glance of heavenly day,

To take this stubborn heart 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 .-eas can roar ; the mountains shake :

Of feeling, all things show some sign,

But this unfeeling heart of mine.

3 To hear the sorrows thou hast felt,

O Lord, an adamant would melt!
But I can read each moving line,

And nothing moves this heart of mine.

4 Thy judgments, too, unmoved I hear,

(Amazing thought !] which devils tear:

Goodness and wrath in vain combine
To stir this stupid heart of mine.

5 But something yet can do the deed
;

And thatbh ssed something much I need:
Thy Spirit can from di

And melt and change this heart of mine.
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My little all to
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I sink, by dying died,
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ke,

ie, and possess me whole,

With all thy v

desire be this,

Thy only love to know
;

ither bliss,

«; My 'ion thou,
••ut art

:

hope, my heavenly treasure, now
r and keep my heart.
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C. Wi

Thy : cry

:

I
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>re,

And to thj

life divine

iow.

Orai tify

;

justified by faith to I

L48 '

v/

0\ E Divine, how sweet tho i

When shall I find my willing heart

All taken up by thi

I thirst, I faint, l' die to pi

: 1 1 i ii -_r Love,

love of l hri-t to

jer hii love than death or hell

;

rchable

:

rscborn sons <>f Light

Desire in vain it> d< pi

They cannot reach the mye
Ith, ana height

. only knows the love of God :

O that it now warf Bhed abi

In this poor stony h<

For love 1 Bigh, for love 1
|

- only portion, Lord, be mine!
Be mine this better part

!

•1 () that I could :

With .Mary at the M.
Be this my happy ch

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, n a earth, be

ar the Bridegroom's \

5 O that with humbled Peter, T

Could weep, believe, and thrice r

My taithlaa, 38 to
|

Thou know'st, for all to thee is ki

Thou knoVi I, and thou alone,

Thou knowfst that tnee I I

could with favored John
line my weary head a

Th-
row free,

I Lord, to find in thee
My i

7 Thy on!

»g in earth beneath •'

Nothing in heaven al

rth, and b

know,

;
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149 S. M. C. Wesley.

Keeping the Charge of the Lord.

A CHARGE to keep I have,

A God to glorify
;

A never-dying soul to save,

And fit it for the sky
;

2 To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfil ;
—

O may it all ray powers engage
To do my Master's will

!

3 Arm me with jealous care,

As in thy sight to live

;

And O thy servant, Lord, prepare,

A strict account to give

!

4 Help me to watch and pray,

And on thyself rely,

Assured, if I my trust betray,

I shall for ever die.

Doxology.

Give to the Father praise

;

Give glory to the Son
;

And to the Spirit of his grace

Be equal honor done.

150 S.M. C. Wesley.

Praying for Repentance.

OTHAT I could revere

My much-offended God

!

O that I could but stand in fear

Of thy afflicting rod

!

2 If mercy cannot draw,
Thou"by thy threat'ning move:

And keep an abject soul in awe,
That will not yield to love.

Let me with horror fly

From every sinful snare

;

Nor ever in my Judge's eye
My Judge's anger dare.

4 Thou great, tremendous God,
The conscious awe impart

;

The grace be now on me bestowed.

The tender fleshly heart

:

5 For Jesus' sake alone,

The stony heart remove

:

And melt, at last, melt me down,
Into the mould of love

!
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'

TTT]!i;\ . -dial! i;

Kill find my all In the
• thy promise prove,

Bern! of thine el irnal Love '

tor blind child I wander h<

ply 1 may feel thee Dear:

k! .lark': .lark: I still must lay,

gospel day.

. I tain would find,

rid and flesh behind :

. only thou, t i me be (riven,

U thon bast In earth or heaven,

4 When from the arm offlesh set tree,

shall fly to thee

:

i when 1 have Lost my all,

90m tail.

159 L.M. Q Wesley.

Wthoa wilt aot

ly the outcasts to receive;

Though all my rimpleness I own,
And all my fault- to thee are known.

2 Ah ! wl: ;>
t ?

Thou wilt in no me out, —
A helpless soul that comes ;.. thee,

With only gin and DUE

•are:
I want, — do thon enrich the poor

:

:• thy mighty hand I si

lift the abject sinner up!

M.

LONGha^ .Lord,
With unavailing pain

:

1, and prayM, and read thy word,
And heard it preach'd in vain.

did I with t v join,

And near thy altar drew ;

A form of j tine,

r I never knew.

in the outward law,

N"or knew it> deep '1

The length and breadth 1 never saw,
And height, of love divine.

6

Inly l !i")«-'i and stroi

I law requ

Truth in the inward
i

Our full consent, our
is.

*] But I ofmeans have made my b

< Ifmeans an i<l"l ms
Th.' spirit in tin- 1. fcter !

The -ul>-:,i!icr in the shl

7 Where am I now?—what i- my hope?
What can my weakness do?

Jesus, t" thee my soul Looks ap :

! thou must make it new.

15 1
( . M. C. Wesley,

T1>>

OTTTAT I could my Lord receive,

Who did th»- w.>rld redeem ;

Who gave his life that I might live

A lif-- concealed in him !

that! c"ill the I

My heart's extreme desire

1

Live happy in my Saviour's love,

ire!

3 In answer to ten thousand prayers,

Thou pard'ning God, descend:
Number me with salvation's li<

My -in- and troubles end.

4 Nothing I ask or want beside,

< >f all in earth or heaven,
But let me feel thy blood applied,

And live and .lie forgiven.

155 7a C. Wesley
TI7iy not V

TT7LTY not now, my God, my God ?

VV Ready iftnou always art,

Make in me thy mean abode,
Tak< m of my heart

:

Ifthon canst so greatly how,
Friend ofsinners, why not now?

this thy day,

For thyself to thee i cry ;

Dying, — if thou -till .1.

'

Must I not for ever die?
Enter now thy j rest home;

my utmost ^aviotir, come

!
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156 C. M. C. Wesley.

TJie Prisoner of Hope.

THOtJ h idden God, for whom I groan

—

Till thou thyself declare,

le, unknown,

—

rd a sinner's prayer

!

A sinner welt'ring in his blood,
[Jnpurged and unforgiven

;

Far distant from the living God,
As far as hell from heaven.

2 An unregen'rate child of man,
To thee for faith I call

;

Pity thy fallen creature's pain,
And raise me from my fall.

The darkness which through thee I feel,

Thou only canst remove

;

Thy own eternal power reveal,
Thy everlasting love.

157 CM. C.Wesley.

The Prisoner of Hope.

LET the redeemed give thanks and
praise,

To a forgiving God !

My feeble voice Pcannot raise,

Till washed in Jesus' blood :

2 Till, at thy coming from above,
My monntain-sins depart,

And fear gives place to filial love,

And peace o'erflows my heart.

3 Pris'ner of hope, I still attend
Th' appearance of my Lord,

These endless doubts and fears to end,
And speak my soul restored :

4 Restored by reconciling grace;
With present pardon blessed

;

And fitted by true holiness

For my eternal rest.

5 Now, Lord, if thou art power, descend,
The mountain, sin, remove

;

My unbelief and troubles end,
If thou art truth and love.

6 Speak, Jesus, speak into my heart,
What thou for me hast done

!

A ray of living faith impart.
And God is all my own.

158 C. Wesley.

TJie End of L

OTHOU that wouldst not have
wretched sinner die

;

Who diedst thyself, my bouI to save
From endles

Show me the way to shun
Thy dreadful wrath severe;

That when thou coniest on thy throne,
I may with joy appear

!

2 Thou art thyself the way,
Thyself in me reveal

:"

tall I spend my life's short day
Obedient to thy will

:

So shall I love my *

Because he first loved me;
And praise thee in thy bright abode
To ail eternity.

159 C . M.

The Sinner'

Watts.

MY thoughts on awful subjects roll,

nation and the .

• the guilt]

Upon a dying bed !

2 Lingering about these mortal shores,

She makes a lone: delay ;

Till, like a flood with rapid force,

i sweeps the wretch away.

3 Then, swift and dreadful, she descends
Down to the fiery <

ig abominable fiends,

Herself a frighted ghost.

4 There endless crowds of sinners lie,

And darkness makes their chains;
Tortured with keen despair, they cry

Yet wait for fiercer pains.

5 Not all their anguish and their blood
For their old guilt atones

;

Nor the compas-ion of a I

Shall hearkeu to their groans.
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LI
;..t feel,
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I

thine.

rtl

;

l, my all :

hi >ving ol
'

.• hole.

;

i re

:

and joy, i,

aid 1 flee:

I sin ;

2 Pity boh! ;

Fall'n, til! in me thine image shine,

li thoa an :

ke, the woman's conqu'rin

I down thy foes, with power i

The beatt ami devil in my soul.

4 "What shall T say thy iove?

I, 1 am sin, —hut thou art i

I i",

-t — hut thou nasi died."

169 L.M. C.Wesley.

The Good Physician.

JESUS, thy far dm
I exults to hear :

te, thy all-!-

Is n.

-el,

relieve,

blind.

'ill,

In •

ill,

< >.• Lost the virtue ..t' thy aame ?

in thy ohang< li

The good, the kind Physician,

Ait willing I

L63 L.M. C W
/ soul."

OTii' >r,

•2 They that he W>1

No need of a physician h

And utmost po*

3 Thy power, ami truth, and love divine,

The same from
A word, a gracious word ofthine,

The most invet
5 core.

} Belpless, however, my spirit !•'

And Long hath languished
A won! of thine shall make it rise,

Shall speak me in a momi

1G4 C.M. C. Wi
Mircula of Grace.

JESUS, ifstQl thou art to-day,

As yesterday, the b ime,
in to heal, in me dis]

The virtue of thy n.

2 It-till thou go's! aboul

On me, that I thy pr

Be all thy w.jiide.r> showed.
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105 CM. C.Wesley.

Urgent Pleadings.

OTIIAT thou wouldst the heavens
rend,

In majesty come down ;

Thine arm omnipotent extend,
And seize me for thine own !

2 Descend, and let thy lightnings burn
The stubble of thy foe

:

My sins o'erturn, o'erturn, o'erturn,

And make the mountains flow

!

3 Thou my impetuous spirit guide,

And curb luy headstrong»will

:

Thou only canst drive back the tide,

And bid the sun stand still.

4 What though I cannot break my chain,
Qv p'p»" throw °i^ my load ?

The things impossible to men
Arc possible to God.

16G CM.
Concluded.

C. Wesley,

JESUS! Redeemer, Saviour, Lord,
The weary sinner's Friend

;

Come to my help, pronounce the word,
And bid my troubles end.

Deliv'rance to my soul proclaim,
And life and liberty :

Shed forth the virtueof thy name,
And Jesus prove to me

!

3 Faith to be healed thou know'st I have,
For thou that faith hast given :

Thou canst, thou wilt, the sinner save,
And make me meet for heaven.

4 Thou canst o'ercome this heart of mine

;

Thou wilt victorious prove
;

For everlasting strength is thine,
And everlasting love.

167 ait C.Wesley.

Praying j

WITH glorious clouds encompassed
round.

Whom angels dimly see,

Will the Unsearchable be found,
Or God appear to me?

2 Will he forsake his throne above,
Himself to worms impart?

Answer, thou Man of grief and love!
And speak it to my heart.

3 In manifested love explain
Thy wonderful design :

What meant the suffering Son of man,
The streaming blood divine ?

4 Before my eyes of faith confessed,

Stand forth a slaughtered Lamb; .

And wrap me in thy crimson vest,

And tell me all thy name.

168 C. M. Newton.

Subdued by the Cross.

IN evil long I took delight,

Unawed by shame or fear

;

Till a new object struck my sight,

And stopped my wild career.

2 I saw one hanging on a tree,

In agonies and blood,
Who fixed his languid eyes on me,
As near his cross I stood.

3 Sure, never to my latest breath
Can I forget that look;

It seemed to charge me with Ins death,
Though not a word he spoke.

4 My conscience felt, and owned the guilt,

And plunged me in despair:

I saw my sins his blood had spilt,

And helped to nail him there.

5 A second look he gave, which said,
" I freely all forgive

;

This blood is for thy ransom paid

;

I die that thou mav'st live."
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Al. LSI nd did my Saviour bl«
And did my Sovereign die?

\\ iil.l be devote thai sacred head
For snah a worn h I f

i it for erimea thai I have done
1 i. _r r< >:in<-> 1 opon ilif tree?

in.: pity ! '.'r:u'c unknown 1

And love Beyond degree 1

might the ran in darkneai hide,

- in,

q Christ, the mighty Maker, died

r man, the creature's sin !

4 Thus might T hide my blushing face,

While hi

P>- i thankful,:'

Ami melt mine eyes to tear-.

rief can ne'er repay
The <!

that I can do.

170
77ie Ew>rt.

N^yton.

APPROACH, my soul, the merry
Win aswers prayer

;

There hnmbly tall before his i

For. none can periah there.

2 Thy pro? nly plea,

With this I venture ni_rh :

Then eall'st the burdened sonl to thee,

Ami sueh, O Lord, am I.

3 Rowed down beneath a load of sin,

By Satan sorely pressed,
. ars without, ami fears within,

I ooaae to thee for i

4 Re thou my Bhield and hidincr-place,

That, near thy tide,

I may my user faee.

Ami tell him thou hast died.

5 O, wondrous love, to Meed and die,

To hear the erosi and shame,
That guilty sinners, such
Might plead his precious name!

6*

1; i L M.

J
ESI 3, m '11. t" heaven ii

bom 1 ii\ in* hop BJ

His track I - • . and I 'II p
The narrow n iy, till him 1 \ .<

1 The way :h" holy propheti went,

The road thai lead- from banishi

Th.- King's high vay of holiness,

I '11 go, f"r all hi- paths

3 This is the way I loqg have BOUght,
And mourned because I found it not

:

My grief a harden sen,

Bet not saved from -in.

I The more
'

I felt its v. • guilt l!i.- i.

Till late I hear.! r -a\

.

"Come hither, soul, 1 am mi: Way."

;lad I come, and thou, Messed Land),

Shalt take me to am
;

Nothing bat love shall 1 receive.

6 Then will 1 - rand
What a dear Saviour I have found

;

1 '11 point to thy redeeming blood.
And Bay, " Behold the way to God !

"

172 C M. G Wesley.

Pray ing Jo r Faith.

FATTIER, I stretch my hands to thee,

No other help 1 know
;

If thou withdraw thyself from rue,

Ah! whither shaif i
j

2 What did thine only Son endure,
Before I drew my breath !

What
|
ain or t<> -eeure

My soul from endless death!

3 O Jesus, oould I this hel:

I now should feel thy pov.

Now my poor SOUJ thou WOuldst retrieve,

Nor let me wait one hour.

4 Author of faith, to thee I lift

My weary
O 1-t me now :•

My soul withon
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173 7s. C. Wesley.

Refuge in Christ.

JESUS, lover of ray soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly,

While the nearer waters roll,

While the tempest still is high

:

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life be past;

Safe into the haven guide,

O receive my soul at last

!

2 Other refuge have I none,
Hangs my helpless soul on thee

:

Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me

!

All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my help from thee I bring,

Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of thy wing.

Thou, O Christ, art all T 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 thee is found,
Grace to cover all my sin :

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

Thou of life the fountain art

;

Freely let me take of thee

:

Spring thou up within my heart,

Rise to all eternity

!

174 7s. C. Wesley.

For Reviving Grace.

LIGHT of life, seraphic fire,

Love divine, thyself impart;
Every fainting soul inspire

;

Shine in every drooping heart

:

Every mournful sinner cheer

;

Scatter all our guilty gloom :

Son of God, appear ! appear

!

To thy human temples come.

Come in this accepted hour

:

Bring thy heavenly kingdom in:
Fill us with thy glorious power,
Rooting out the seeds of sin :

Nothing more can we require,

We will covet nothing less :

Be thou all our hearts' desire,

All our joy, and all our peace.

175 S. M. Montgomery.

The Issues of Life and Death.

0WrHERE shall rest be found,
Rest for the weary soul ?

'Twere vain the ocean depths to sound,
Or pierce to either pole

:

The world can never give
The bliss for which we sigh :

'T is not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above,
Unmeasured ^^ the flight of years i

And all that life is love :
—

There is a death whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting breath

;

O ! what eternal horrors hang
Around " the second death !

"

Lord God of truth and grace,

Teach us that death to shun,
Lest we be banished from thy face,

And evermore undone.
Here would we end our quest

:

Alone are found in thee,

The life of perfect love, the rest

Of immortality.

176 7s. C. Wesley.

Humble Aspiration.

WHEN, my Saviour, shall I be
Perfectly resigned to thee ?

Poor and vile in my own eyes,

Only in thy wisdom wise ?

2 Only thee content to know,
Ignorant of all below ?

Only guided by thy light
;

Only mighty in thy might ?
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177 G Wesley
Wrestling Jacob.C-. n,

Whom .-till I hold, but cannot see;
My company before i> gone,

Ai..i I am left alone with theft;

With thee all night I mead to stay,

And wrestle till the break of day."

2 I need not tell thee who I am;
My sin and misery de

self basl called me by my name,
Look on thy hands and read it there;

Bui who, 1 aak thee, who art th<

fell me thy name, and taU me now.

3 In vain thou Struggles! to get free,

I never will unloose my hold :

Art thou the man that died fttf me?
The secret of thy lore unfold :

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

4 Will thon not yet to me reveal
Thy new, unutterable name?

Tell me, I still beseech thee, tell;
To know it now resolved 1 am

:

Wrestling, I will not let th.

Till I thy name, thy nature know.

5 What though my shrinking flesh com-
plain.

And murmur to contend so long?

superior to my pain

:

en I p.m strong!
And when my all <>f strength shall mil,

with the God-man pi

178 to. G Wesley.

The Universal Good Invoked.

COME, O thou universal Good I

Halm of the wounded conscience,

tne

!

The hungry, dying spirit's fond.

The weary, wana'nng pilgrim's home,
Raven to take the shipwrecked in,

My everlasting real from sin!

2 Come, O my eomfort and delight

!

My strength and health, my shield

and Mm

;

My boast, and confidence, and might,
sly joy. my glory, and my crown

;

My gospel hone, my calling's prize,

My tree of lit.-, my paradise.

3 The secret of the Lord thou art,

The mystery so long unknown,
Christ in* a pure and perfect heart

!

The name inscribed in the white stone

!

The life divine, the little leaven,

My precious pearl, my present heavt-n.



68 THE SOUTHERN METHODIST

ORTONVILLE. C. M.

1 1
^

n I-. in,
p*i

|
| • 1

i
'

i

1 jM A 1 1 -4iJ- -^ J <3—*--&-<&- -#-
L*—*—«?—r-

^<*-Hy—^ 4 0-

w r

1

rf i

J
! I

~f—f~l*

—

f-

* si—*—& J_

i 1—^—*-
^ b ^T r

' r r !

-^
179 C. M. Cowper.

The Backslider's Prayer.

OFOB, a closer walk with God,
A calm and heavenly frame ;

A light to shine upon the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

2 Where is the blessedness I knew
When first I saw the Lord ?

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

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed

!

How sweet their mem'ry still

!

But they have left an aching void
The world can never fill.

4 Eeturn, O holy Dove, return,

Sweet messenger of rest

!

I hate 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.

6 So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame

;

So purer lisrht shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

180 CM. Watts.

"Help thou my unbelief."

HOW sad our state by nature is

!

Our sin how deep it stains !

And Satan binds our captive souls

Fast in his slavish chains.

2 But there 's a voice of sovereign grace
Sounds from the sacred word :

Ho! ye despairing sinners, come,
And trust a faithful Lord.

3 My soul obeys the gracious call,

And runs to this relief:

I would believe thy promise, Lord,
O help my unbelief!

4 To the blest fountain of thy blood,

Incarnate God, I fly :

Here let me wash my spotted soul

From crimes of deepest dye.

5 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
Into thy anus I fall

:

Be thou my strength and righteousness,

My Jesus and my all.

Doxology.

Now let the Father, and the Son,

And Spirit be adored, [known,
Where there are works to make him
Or saints to love the Lord.
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181 B. M. < . Wesley.

The Backslider's Complaint.

AND wilt thou yet be found?
And may I still draw near

?

Then Baton t<> the plaintive sound
Of a poor sinner's prayer.

2 Jeans, thine aid afford,

tf -till the same thon art

:

fchee I look, t<> thee, my Lord!
Lift up a helpless heart

3 Thou seest my troubled breast,

The stragglings of my will,

The f->cs that interrupt my rest,

The agonies 1 feel.

4 The daily death I prove,

Saviour, to thee i- known :

'Tis worse than death my God to love,

And not my God alone.

5 O my offended Lord,
ire my inward

j

I know thou canst pronounce the word,
And bid the tempest cease

!

182 8.M. (Wesley.

The Backslider's Return,

JESUS ! full of grace,

To thee I make my moan :

Let me again behold thy *

Gall home thy banished one.

2 Again my pardon seal,

Again my soul restore.

And freely my backsliding! heal,
And bid mc sin no more.

3 Wilt thou not bid mo rise':
1

Speak, and my soul shall live:

Forgive, my gasping spirit cries,

Abundantly forgive.

4 For thine own mercy's sake,
Relieve my wretchedness

;

And O, my pardon give me back,
And give me back my peace !

:iin thy love reveal.

Restore that inward heaven :

O Lrrant me once again to feel,

Through faith, my sins forgiven

!
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183 7s. C. Wesley.
77ie Backslider's Plea.

DEPTH of mercy ! can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?

Can my God his wrath forbear ?

Me, the chief of sinners, spare ?

2 I have long withstood his grace,
Long provoked him to his face

;

Would not hearken to his calls;

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

3 Lo ! I cumber still the ground :

Lo ! an Advocate is found !

'" Hasten not to cut him down

:

Let this barren soul alone !

"

4 Jesus speaks, and pleads his blood

;

He disarms the wrath of God

!

Now my Father's bowels move;
Justice lingers into love.

5 Kindled his relentings are

;

Me he now delights to spare :

Cries, " How shall I give thee up? "

Lets the lifted thunder drop.

6 There for me the Saviour stands
;

Shows hiswounds,and spreads his hands:
God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus weeps and loves me still.

184 7s.

Stability Sought.

JESUS, shall I never be
Firmly grounded upon thee?

Never by thy work abide?
Never in thy wounds reside ?

2 O how wav'rins: is my mind !

Tossed about with every wind !

O how quickly doth my heart

From the living God depart

!

3 Jesus, let my nature feel

Thou art God unchangeable

:

Jah, Jehovah, great I AM,
Speak unto my soul thy name.

4 Grant that every moment I

Mav believe and feel thee nisrh,

Steadfastly behold thy f

Stablished with abiding grace.
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185 L Bl J. Wesley. 186
ration.

COME, Saviour, Jesus, from above

!

4 me with thy heavenly grace

;

Empty my heaii of earthly lore.

Ami tor thyself prepare the place.

2 O let thy saered preeenee fill.

And set my longing spirit free,

Which pants t<» have no other will,

But day ami night to feast on thee.

> While in this region here below,
No other good will 1 pursue:

I '11 bid this world of noise and show,
With all its glitt'ring snares, adieu !

4 That path with humble speed I '11 seek,

^
In which my Saviour'-; footsteps shine.

Nor will I hear nor will I speak
( >f any other love but thine.

G Henceforth may no profane delight
Divide thi> 001 il

;

. thou, who hast the right,

Al Lord and Master of the whole.

L. M. c. Wesley

Eukid xxxvi. 2

GOD of all power, and truth . and grace,

Which >hall from sg Lore
;

Whose word, when heaven and eartli

shall

Remains, and stand* for ever sure :

2 Calndy to theft mv son] looks up,

And waits thy promises to prove,
T!w object of my steadfast hope,
The seal of thy eternal love.

3 That I thy merey may proclaim.
That all mankind thy truth may see,

Hallow thy Lr re;it and norions name,
And perfect holiness in me.

4 Thv sanctifVing Spirit pour.
To qnencn my thirst, and make me

ehan :

Now, Father, let the gracious <hower
Descend, and make me pure from

sin.
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187 8s & 6. C.Wesley.

AND am I only born to die ?

And must I suddenly comply
With nature's stern decree ?

What after death for me remains ?

Celestial joys, or hellish pains,

To all eternity

!

2 How then ought I on earth to live.

While God prolongs the kind reprieve,

And props the house of clay

:

My sole concern, my single care,

To watch, and tremble, and prepare
Against that fatal day

!

3 No room for mirth or trifling here,

For worldly hope or worldly fear,

If life so soon is gone

;

If now the Judge is at the door,

And all mankind must stand before

Th' inexorable throne

!

No matter which my thoughts employ,
A moment's misery or joy

;

But O ! when both shall end,

Where shall I find my destined place ?

Shall I my everlasting days
With fiends or angels spend ?

Nothing is worth a thought beneath,
But how I may escape the death
That never, never dies

!

How make mine own election sure,

And when I fail on earth, secure
A mansion in the skies.

Jesus, vouchsafe a pitying ray,

Be thou my guide, be thou my way,
To glorious happiness

!

Ah ! write the pardon on my heart

!

And whensoe'er I hence depart,

Let me depart in peace i
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SI. I. amidst ghastly band,

to the judgment Beat,

Far on the left with horror stand,

>A doom t<> meet? —

2 I>.

Ami !)<>-« >m-t'rien< Is forgot,

avenger eri<

part, I know you not !
—

• moat I from his glorious fl

-it> retire?

Bui moat I go to my own plaoe

In everlasting ore?—

1 Ah ! no : — I still may turn and live,

rill his wrath delays ;

He now vouchsafes a kind reprieve,

And oilers DM his gi

5 I will accept hi> oilers now:
Prom every sin depart ;

Perform my oft-repeated vow,

And render him my heart.

189 < • M. G Wesley,

The Day of Judgment.

AND must I be tojudgment brought,
And answer in that day,

For every vain and* idle thought
And every word I say ?

. every secret of my heart

Snail shortly he made known,
And I receive my ju-t desert

Fct all that 1 have done.

How careful, then, ought I to live!

With what religions I

Who such a strict account must give
For my behavior here !

4 Thou awful Judge of quick and dead,
The watchful power bestow;

!1 I to niv ways take heed,
To all I speak or do.

5 If now thou standee! at the door,

O, let me feel thee near

!

And make my peace with God, before
I at thy bar appear.

L90 r - M - C. v.

Ti
i

•

"

Win- 'gt' 1
,

Thy last mj -i'ii. in.

Thy i.Lint iu_c pair.'- and bl

2 Wnenwrestling in the
loud,

Thy feeble flesh abhorred to bear

The wrath of an almighty I

3 Father, if 1 may call th- •
!;• a ird my B arful heart'c

Remove this load of guilt}

Nor let me in my -;n- expire

!

4 To thee my last di-tre-s I l>rin_r:

The heightened fear of death I find;

The tyrant, brandishing I

Appears, and hell is elo-e behind.

5 I deprecate that death alone,

That endless banishment arotn thee:
O save, and ur i\'e me to th;.

Who trembled, wept, and bled for me

!

11)1 C. Bl

Eternal Bent/i.

"Watt.-.

THAT awful day will surely come,
Th' appointed hour makes haste,

When I must stand before my Judge,
And pass the solemn tost

2 Jesus, thou Source of all my j

Thou Knler of my heart,

How eould I bear to hear thy voice
Pronounce the sound, " Depart I

"

3 The thunder of that awful word
Would so torment my ear,

'T would tear my soul asunder, I

With m. .st tormenting fear.

4 What, to he banished from my Lord,
And yet forbid to die!

To linger in eternal pain,

And death for ever fly !

5 O wretched state of deep despair,
To Bee my God remove,

And fix my doleful station where
I must not Uate his. love I
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192 L. M. Watts.

Heaven. Psalm xvii. 15.

WHAT sinners value, I resign

;

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art

mine :

I shall behold thy blissful face,

And stand complete in righteousness.

2 This life 's a dream, an empty show
;

But the bright world to which I go
Hath joys substantial and sincere

:

When shall I wake and find me there ?

3 O, glorious hour ! O, blest abode

!

I shall be near, and like, my God;
And flesh and sin no more control

The sacred pleasures of the soul.

4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound

;

Then burst the chains with sweet sur-

prise,

And in my Saviour's image rise.

193 L. M. Doddridge.

Desiring to Depart.

WHILE on the verge of life I stand,
And view the scene ion either

hand,
My spirit struggles with my clay,

And longs to wing its flight away.

2 Where Jesus dwells my soul would
be;

It faints my muchdoved Lord to see :

Earth, twine no more about my heart,

For 'tis far better to depart.

3 Come, ye angelic envoys, come,
And lead the willing pilgrim home

:

Ye know the way to Jesus' throne,

Source of my joys and of your own.

4 Lord, with these prospects full in sight,

I '11 wait thy signal for my flight

;

For, while thy service I pursue,
I find my heaven begun below.
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PEOPLE of the living God,
I have sought the world around,

:' ain and Borrow trod,

1 comfort nowhere found:
1 my spirit turn-

Turna, fugitive anbli ss<

Brethren, where your altar burns,

receive me into rest.

Lonely, I no longer roam,
Like the eloud, the wind, the wave:

"Where you dwell shall hi" my home,
Where you die shall be my grave;

the God whom you adore,
Your Redeemer shall he mine;

Earth can rill my ion] do more,
Every idol I reei

Tell me not <>f gain 01

Base, enjoyment, |>omp, or power:
Welcome poverty and cross,

Shame, reproach, affliction's hour:
" Follow me>: "

I know thy voice ;

>rd. thy steps 1
-

Now I take thy yoke DV cl.

iit thy burden now to me.

195 7s. (.Wesley.

Christian Fellowship.

IET us join, ('tis God commands,

1

J Let us join our hearts and hands :

Help \ > gain our calling's hope,
Build we each the other up:
Still foraet the things behind,
Follow ( !hrif1 in heart and mind

;

Toward the mark unwearied prest,

Seize the crown of righteousni

2 Plead we thus for faith alone,
Faith by which our works is >hown :

God it is who Justin*)

Only faith the /race applies—
re faith that lives within ;

( !onquers earth, and hell, and sin
;

Saueti.ies, and makes us whole;
Forms tin.' Saviour in the soul.

I tUB for this faith contend;
tion is its end ;

Heaven already is begun,
irlasting life is won.

( >nly

Till we see our Lord appear,
r from the Rock rem
i by faith, which works by love.
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196 C. M. C. WlSLEY.

For the Water of Life.

FOUNTAIN of life, to all below
Let thy salvation roll

;

Water, replenish, and o'erfiow,

Every believing soul.

2 Into that happy number, Lord,
Us weary sinners take

;

Jesus, fulfil thy gracious word,
For thine own mercy's sake.

3 Turn back our nature's rapid tide,

And we shall flow to thee,

While down the stream of time we glide

To our eternity.

4 The veil of life to us thou art,

Of joy the swelling flood

;

Wafted"by thee, with willing heart

We swift return to God.

5 We soon shall reach the boundless sea,

Into thy fulness fall

:

Be lost and swallowed up in thee,

Our.God, our all in all.

197 CM.
Lighten mine eyes.

OSUN of righteousness, arise

With healing in thy wing !

To my diseased, my fainting soul,

Life and salvation bring.

2 These clouds of pride and sin dispel,

By thine all-piercing beam

;

Lighten mine eyes with faith, my heart
With holy hope inflame.

3 My mind, by thy all-quick'ning power,
"From low desires' set free

;

Unite my scattered thoughts, and fix

My love entire on thee.

4 Father, thy long-lost son receive

;

Saviour," thy purchase own
;

Blest Comforter, with peace and joy
Thy new-made creature crown.

Doxology.

Now let the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored,

Where there are works to make him
known,

Or saints to love the Lord.
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Wrtftling.

LORD, I cannot k't thee no,

Till a blessing thou 1>.

Do not turn away thy tare.

Mine case.

2 Dost thou ask me who I am?
Ah! my Lord, thou knpw*st my name;
Yet the question gives a plea

T< rapport my rait with thee.

3 Thou didst once a wretch behold,
In rebellion blindly bold,

rn thy grace, thy power defy :

That poor rebel, Lord, was 1.

4 Once a sinner, near despair,
..rht thy morcy-scat by prayer;

Mercy heard, and s,-t him free:
Lord, that mercy came to me.

6 Many days liave pawed since then,
Many changes I hav,

Yet have been upheld till now!
Who could hold me up but thou?

6 Thou hast helped in every need

;

This emboldens me to plead :

• BO much mercy past,
Canst thou let me sink at last?

7 No ; I must maintain my hold,

me bold
I can no denial take,

When I plead for Jesus' sake.

199 7s. C. Wesley.

Persevering Grace.

S<
>X of God, thy blessing trrant;

Still supply our every want!
Tree of life, thy influence shed !

With thy sap my spirit feed.

2 Tenderest branch, alas! am I,

Wither without thee and die;

Weak as helpless infancy
;

O confirm my soul in thee

!

3 Unsustained by thee I fall

;

9 1 the help for which I call

Weaker than a bruised reed,

Help I every moment need.

4 All my hopes on thee depend
;

Lore me, save me to the end :

Give me the continuing vrrace,

Take the everlasting ptatf
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200 C. M. C.Wesley.

Opening Worsh ip .

OFOR a thousand tongues to sing

My great Redeemer's praise

!

The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of his grace

!

2 My gracious Master and my God,
"Assist me to proclaim, —

To spread through all the earth abroad
The honors of thy Name.

3 Jesus ! the Name that charms pur fears,

That bids our sorrows cease
;

'Tis music in the sinner's ears,

'T is life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of cancelled sin.,

He sets the pfis'ner free :

His blood can make the foulest clean

:

His blood availed for me.

201 CM.
Psalm lxxi. 15.

Watts.

MY Saviour, my almighty Friend,
When I begin thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end,
The numbers of thy grace ?

2 Thou art my everlasting trust
;

Thy goodness I adore
;

Send "down thy grace, O blessed Lord,
That I mav love thee more.

3 My feet shall travel all the length
Of the celestial road

;

And march with courage in thy strength,

To see the Lord my God.

4 Awake ! awake ! my tuneful powers

:

With this delightful sons:

I '11 entertain the darkest hours,

Nor think the season long.
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,v glorious
• daminx worlds, in tin-,- arrayed,

ill 1 lift up my head.

I shall l rtand in thy great dav.

tight t<> my charge shall lay ?

I'm! : through these I am,
i I fear, from guilt and shame.

3 The holy, meek, unspotted Lamb,
Who from 'in came,
Who died i me. t' at

for my Lord and God 1 own.

ns blood,
i. at the mercy-seat of God,

• v.T doth for sinners plead,

iouI, was -

m <h.>r«\

\i.i. a ransom paid,

lll a tall atonement made.

303 Watts.

'ion.

BEHOLD ! what wondrous crace
Tlu- Father hath bestowed

< >:i sinners of a mortal race,

—

ill them soi

2 T is no surprising thing
That we should ho unknown :

• world knew not their King,
rlasting Son.

3 Nor does it yet appear
How ur r<at we must be made:
when we see our Saviour here,

We shall he like our Head.

4 A hope so much divine,

May trials well endure,
May j>ur_re our souls from sense and sin,

Thrift, the Lord, is pure.

" If in my Father's love
I share a filial part,

1 down thy Spirit, like a dove,
To rest upon my heart.

\>( ) I <". M. W
Tfu0:t alloy,

bear thy nam.-

:

My spin' 1 saps « ith inwai I

. l the sacred flame.

J My passioni hold ;i pleasiifg reign,

l love in-i.ires my DT

. the divines! of the I

3 This is the srr tc must lit*, and

When faith and hope shall
I

Must sound from every joj I

Through the -

l I.'' lift immortal seise my .day:

fine my bl

II
-

Can bring me near my < tod.

5 Swift I asot -id tin- heavenly place,

And hasten to my home :

I !.

I come, O Lord, 1 come!

205 8. ML C Wesley.

The KeW Creation.

TEE thing my God doth hate,

That I no more may do,

Thy creature, Lord, again create,

And all my soul renew :

My soul shall then, like thine,

Abhor the thing unclean,

And, sanctified by love divine,

For . sin.

2 That blessed law of thine,

,I"<us, to me impart,

The Spirit's law of life divine,

O write it in my heart

!

Implant it deep within,

Whence it may ne'er remove,
The law of liberty from sin,

The perfect law of love.

3 Thv nature be my law,

Thy spotless sanctity :

And sweetly every moment draw
My happy BOUl to thee.

Soul of my soul remain !

Who didst tor all fulfil,

In me, Lord, fulfil again
Thy Heavenly Father's will

!
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With strong, commanding evidence,

Their heavenly origin display.

Q07 L.M. C.Wesley.
77* e Believer's Rest.

COME, O thou greater than our heart,

And make thy faithful mercies
known

:

The mind which was in thee impart

;

Thy constant mind in us be shown.

2 O let us by thy cross abide,

Thee, only thee, resolved to know,

—

The Lamb for sinners crucified,

A world to save from endless woe.

3 Take us into thy people's rest,

Andwefrom our own works shall cease

:

With thy meek spirit arm our breast,

And keep our minds in perfect peace.

4 Jesus, for this we calmly wait

:

O let our eyes behold thee near

!

Hasten to make our heaven complete,

Appear, our glorious God, appear

!

206 L- M. C. Wesley.

The Work of Faith.

AUTHOR of faith, eternal Word,
Whose Spirit breathes* the active

flame,

Faith, like its Finisher and Lord,

To-day, as yesterday, the same

;

2 To thee our humble hearts aspire,

And ask the gift unspeakable:

Increase in us the kindled fire,

In us the work of faith fulfil.

3 Bv faith we know thee strong to save :

"(Save us, a present Saviour, thou !)

Whate'er we hope, by faith we have;
Future and past subsisting now.

4 To him that in thy name believes,

Eternal life with thee is given

:

Into himself he all receives,—

Pardon, and holiness, and heaven.

5 The things unknown to feeble sense,

Unseen by reason's glimm'ring ray,
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u ue covered o'er

!

Divinely blessed, to whom the I

their guilt no more,

2 They mourn their follies p
A i i > 1 keep their hearts with oire:

Their lips and lives, without deceit,

: prove their faith sincere.

While I concealed my guilt,

I fell the fesfling wound ;

Till I confessed my sins to thee.

Ami ready pardon found.

4 Let sinners learn to pray,

Let i Dear the throne

cp distreaa

[a found in God alone.

309 L.M. (Wesley.

Proverbs iii. 13-18.

HAPPY the man that finds the grace,

The I i tod's ehoeen race,

The wisdom coming from above,
The faith that sweetly works by love.

2 Happr, beyond description, he
Who knows •• the Saviour died for me!
The spft unspeakable obtains,

And heavenly understanding gains.

- lorn Divine ! who tells the price

Of wisdom's costly merchandise?
Wis lorn t" silver we prefer.

Aud gold is dross compared to her.

4 Her hands are filled with length of days,
True riches and immortal praise—
Riches of Christ on all bestowed,
And honor that descends from God.

How happy are they Who
Bavi

And have laid no tlo

Tongue cannot •

firt and [

"

Of a soul in its earliest 1

2 That comfort was mine, When tl

divine,

I tir-t found in the blood of the Lamb :

When my heart it believed, What a Joy
1 received,

What a heaven in JesUS1 name!

Twas a heaven below My Redeemer to

know,
And the'angels could donothingmore

Than fall at his feet, And the story
repeat.

And the Lover of sinners adore.

Jesus all the day long Was my joy and
my song

:

O that all his salvation might see!

He hath loved me, I cried, He hath
suffered and died.

To redeem a poor rebel like me.

On the wings of his love I was carried

above
All sin, and temptation, and pain :

I could not believe That I ever should
srrieve,

That I ever should suffer again.

I rode on the sky. Freely justified I,

Nor did envy Elijah his seat :

My soul mounted higher In a ehariot of
fire,

Ajid the moon it was under mv feet.

O the rapturous height Of that holy de-

liirht

Which I felt in the life-iriving blood!
Of my Saviour possessed, I was perfectly

Mossed
As if filled with the fulness of God.



82 THE SOUTHERN METHODIST

211 8s & 6s. C. Wesley.

" Whereby we cry, Abba, Father."

ARISE, my soul, arise,

Shake off thy guilty fears,

The bleeding Sacrifice

In my behalf appears

:

Before the throne my Surety stands,

My name is written c-n his hands.

2 He ever lives above,
For me to intercede

;

His all-redeeming love,

His precious blood to plead :

His blood atoned for all our race,

And sprinkles now the throne of grace.

3 Five bleeding wounds he bears,

Received on Calvary

;

They pour effectual prayers,

They strongly speak for me

:

" Forgive him, O forgive," they cry,
" Nor let that ransomed sinner die !

"

4 The Father hears him pray,
His dear Anointed One

:

He cannot turn away
The presence of his Son :

•

His Spirit answers to the blood,

And tells me I am born of God.

5 My God is reconciled,

His pard'ning voice I hear

:

He owns me for his child,

I can no longer fear

:

With confidence I now draw nigh,

And Father, Abba, Father, cry.

212 6s & 8s. C. Wesley.

Rejoicing in Hope.

YE ransomed sinners, hear,

The pris'ners of the Lord,
And wait till Christ appear,
According to his word :

Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We shall from all our sins be free.

2 In God we put our trust
;

If we our sins confess,

Faithful is he, and just,

From all unrighteousness
To cleanse us all, both you and me

:

We shall from all our sins be free.

The word of God is sure,

And never e;;n remove;
We shall in heart be pure,

And perfected in love

:

Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We shall from all our sins be free.

Then let us gladly bring
Our sacrifice of praise

:

Let us give thanks and sing,

And glory in his grace

:

Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We shall from all our sins be free.

213 7s. .
Cowper.

Love to the Saviour.

HARK, my soul, it is the Lord

!

'T is thy Saviour, hear his word !

Jesus speaks, he speaks to thee

:

" Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me.

2 "I delivered thee when bound,
And, when bleeding, healed thy wound

;

Sought thee wand'ring, set thee right,

Turned thy darkness into light.

3 " Can a mother's tender care,

Cease toward the child she bare ?

Yes, she may forgetful be,

Yet will I remember thee.

4 " Mine is an unchanging love,

Higher than the heights above,
Deeper than the depths beneath,
Free and faithful, strong as death.

5 " Thou shalt see my glory soon,

When the work of faith is done,
Partner of my throne shalt be:
Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me ?

"

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint
That my love is still so faint

;

Yet I love thee and adore

:

O for grace to love thee more ?
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In - 'il
;

All «

the Lord has pi

A i i « 1 m:»«i'' hi- . iwn,

Then fruits of heavenly joy and

i found— and thi i

v faith —
of pard'ning love—

A hope That triumphs over death —
bove.

-il —
know that God is mine—

An • il,

Unspeakable, dft

F> Thosr :irc the joys wh
be mind ;

Which make the spiril monnl on high,
And leave the world behind.

H

L. M. J. W]

Joy.

•i it l>e, thoti heavenly Kin-,',

That thou ihouldst us to glory
bri

t thy throne,

mi !

• our hearts melt, our eyes o'erflow,
Our words r will we know—

will we think of anght beside,
'• My Lord, my Love is eruciried."

3 Ah ! Lord, enlarge our scanty thought,
To know the wonders thou hast wrought

;

Unlo i to tell

Thy love iinm reliable I

t-born of many brethren thou,
To thee, lo, all oi Iww :

To tliee our
I hands we cive,

Thine may we die, thine may we live.

316 - M.

MY G my jog i,

The life or mi
lory of my brig I

And comfort of :

2 In darkest shades, ii

lly daw sing ii begun :

Thou art my soul's bright morn:
And thou nay rising sua.

:; The opening heavens arono 1 ma shina
With beams of saorsd

If Jesus show his mercy mine,
And whisper 1 ant bis.

i My soul WOUld have this heavy clay
At that transporting word,

Run up with joy the shining way,
and praise my LorcL

1 M break through every foe:

The wings of love and arms of faith

Would bear me oonqtteror through.

217 C. II C. W
" Tliy will be dnvr."

JBSUS, the life, the truth, the way,
In whom I now be! I

As taught by thee, in faith I pray,
Expecting to receive.

2 Thy will by me on earth be done,
As by the pow<

Who alwag on thy throne,
And glory in thy love.

3 I ask in eon fiden ce the srrace,

That I may do thy will,

As angels who behold thy face,

And all thy words fulfil.

1 Surely I shall, the sinner I,

Shall serve thee without fear,

If thou my nature sanctify

In answer to my prayer.
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318 C. M. C. Wesley.

Cordial Obedience.

COME, Lord, and claim me for thine
own,

Saviour, thy right assert

!

Come, gracious Lord, set up thy throne,
And reign within my heart

!

2 The day of thy great power I feel,

And pant for liberty
;

I loathe myself, deny my will,

And give up all for thee.

3 I hate my sins, no longer mine,
For I renounce them too

;

My weakness with thy strength I join,

Thy strength shall all subdue.

4 So shall I bless thy pleasing sway
And, sitting at thy feet,

Thy laws with all my heart obey,
With all my soul submit.

5 Thy love the conquest more than. gains,
To all I shall proclaim,

Jesus, the King, the Conqu'ror, reigns,

Bow down to Jesus' name.

219 C. M. C. Wesley.

The Rapture of Love.

I
KNOW that my Redeemer lives,

And ever prays for me

;

A token of his love he gives,

A pledge of liberty.

2 I find him lifting up my head,
He brings salvation near:

His presence makes me free indeed,

And he will soon appear. »

3 He wills that I should holy be

!

What can withstand his will ?

The counsel of his grace in me
He surely shall fulfil.

4 Jesus, I hang upon thy word

;

I steadfastly believe

Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord,
And to thyself receive.

5 Joyful in hope, my spirit soars

To meet thee from above,
Thy goodness thankfully adores;

And sure I taste thy love.
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WHAT Lb oar c tiling's _,-!• «ri..n- hope
lint inward boh

For tin- l
• Jee is I look up,

I calmly wait for this.

:t, till be shall touch me clean,

power imp
in.- the faith that oasts ont sin,

Ami purifies the heart.

- i- the dear redeeming grace,

For every -inner tree :

Surely it shall on me take place,

The chief of sinners, me.

•1 From all iniquity, from all.

He -hall mv son! redeem !

In Jenu 1 h-'iif\ •. and shall

Believe myself t<> him.

5 When Jeeps makes my heart his home,
My <in shall nil depart :

And, 1<>! he saith, "
I qniokly come,

To fill and rule thy heart!"

6 Be it according to thy word,
Etedeem me from all sin :

My heart would now reeeive thee, Lord
;

Come in, my Lord, come in '.

391 CM. C. WESLEY.

Hope.

JOYFUL sonnd of gospel irrace

!

Christ shall in me ap]

I, even I. -hill see Ins face;

I -hall he lady here.

2 The glorious crown of righteousness

To me reached out I ?iew :

Conqn'ror through him, I soon shall

And wear it as my due.

3 The promised land from Pisgah's top
I now exult t-> 1

My hop.- i- full < > udorious hope!)
Of immortality.

4 He visits now the house of clay

;

Be diakes his future hoc
O wouldst thou. Ford, on this glad day,

Into thv temple come

!

8

222 F. M. ('. W
\\ :l (

;,ri.-t.

OTHAT my load of sin were gonel
< ) that LOOttld at last submit

At Jesni' feet to lay it down |

To lay my -.ml at Jeans' !

for my soul I Long t" find :

Saviour of all, it mine thou art,

Civ.' in.- thy meek ami lowly mind,
And stamp thine image on my heart,

.') Break off the yoke of inbred sin,

And fully set my spirit It

I cannot rest till pnre within,

Till I am wholly Lost in ti

4 Fain would 1 learn of thee, my God,
Thy light and easy burden prove,

The cross, nil stained with hallowed
blood,

The labor of thy dying love.

5 I would, hut thou mnst give the power

;

My heart from every sin release;

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour,

And fill me with thy perfect peace.

6 Come, Lord, the drooping sinner cheer,

Nor let thy chariot wheels delay :

Appear, in my poor heart appear!

My God, my Saviour, come away

!

223 ail C.Wesley.

Seeking a Perfect Cure.

DEEPEN the wound thy hands have
made

In this weak, helpless soul,

Till mercy, with its balmy aid,

Descend to make me whole.

2 The sharpness of thy two-edged sword
Enable me t' endure ;

Till hold to say, My hallowing Lord
Hath wrought a perfect cure.

3 I see th' exceeding hroad command,
Which all contains in one;

Enlarge my heart to understand
The mystery unknown.

4 O that with all thy saints I might
By sweet experience prove

What is the length, and breadth, and
height,

And depth, of perfect love!
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Q24 C. M. C. Wesley.

The Rest of Faith.

I
WOULD be thine, thou know'st I

would,
And have thee all my own

;

Thee, O my all-sufficient Good

!

I want, and thee alone.

2 Thy name to me, thy nature grant

!

This, only this, be given :

Nothing besides my God I want ;

Nothing in earth or heaven.

3 Come, O my Saviour, come away

!

Into my soul descend

!

No longer from thy creature stay,

My Author and my End !

4 Come. Father, Son, and Holy Ghost
And seal me thine abode !

Let all I am in thee be lost;

Let all be lost in God

!

225 C. M. C. Wesley.

The Act of Consecration.

LET Him to whom we now belong
His sovereign right assert

!

And take up every thankful soug,
And every loving heart.

2 He justly claims us for his own,
Who bought us with a price

:

The Christian lives to Christ alone,

To Christ alone he dies.

3 Jesus, thine own at last receive,

Fulfil our heart's desire

;

And let us to thy glory live,

And in thy cause expire

!

4 Our souls and bodies we resign :

With joy we render thee
Our all, no longer ours, but thine,

To all eternity.
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^26 L- M- Watts.

" Our rejoicing it (Alt'
1 —

LORD, how MOON and blessed are they
Who feel the joys of pardoned sin"!

1 storms of wiath shake eartli and
sea,

Their minds have heaven and peace
within.

The day glides sweetly o'er their heads,

Made up of innocence and love

;

And toil and silent M the -hades
Their nightly minutes gently move.

3 Quick as their thoughts their joys come

But fly not half so fast away

:

Their souls are ever bright IB noon,
And calm as summer evenings be.

4 How oft they look to th' heavenly hills,

WneregxoresofliTing pleasuresgrow!
And longing hopes and cheerful miles

Sit undisturbed upon their brow.

227 L. M.

.' id Joy.

I
THIBST, thou Wounded Lamb ofGod,
To wash me in thy cleansing blood

;

To dwell within thy wounds: then pain
• t, and life or death is gain.

2 Take my poor heart, and let it be
For ever closed to all but thee!
Seal thou my breast, and lei me wear
That pledge of love lor ever there.

How blessed are they who still abide
sheltered in thy bleeding ridel

Who life and strength from thence de-

rive,

And by thee move, and in thee live.

4 What are our works but sin and death,

Till thou thyqnick'ning Spirit breathe?
Thou iriv'st the power f

moi
O wondrous grace ! boundless love

!
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228 S.M. C. Wesley.

Strangers and Pilgrims.

IN every time and place,
Who serve the Lewd most high,

Are called his sovereign will t' embrace,
And still their own deny,

—

2 To follow his command
On earth as pilgrims rove,

And seek an undiscovered land,
And house and friends above.

3 Father, the narrow path
To that far country show

;

And in the steps of Abraham's faith

Enable me to go.

4 A cheerful sojourner
Where'er thou bidd'st me roam,

Till, guided by thy Spirit here,
I reach my heavenly home.

229 C. M. Doddridge.
" And Enoch walked with God."

CHEERED with thy converse, Lord, I

trace

The desert with delight
;

Through all the gloom, one smile of thine
Can dissipate the night.

2 Nor shall I through eternal days
A restless pilgrim roam

;

Thy hand, that now directs my course,

Shall soon convey me home.

3 I ask not Enoch's rapt'rous flight

To realms of heavenly day
;

Nor seek Elijah's fiery steeds,

To bear this flesh away.

4 Joyful my spirit will consent
To drop its mortal load

;

And hail the sharpest pangs of death,
That break its wav to God.

230 KM.
The Christian Race.

Watts.

AWAKE, our souls ! away, our fears !

Let every trembling thought be
gone!

Awake, and run the heavenly race,

And put a cheerful courage on.

2 True, 't is a strait and thorny road,
And mortal spirits tire and feint;

But they forget the mighty God
That feeds the strength of every saint.

3 From him, the overflowing spring,
Our souls shall drink a fresh Bupply

;

While such as trust their native strength,
Shall melt away, and droop, and die.'

231 a m. C. Wesi

Judges v. 31.

JESUS, let all thy lovers shine,
Illustrious as the sun

;

And, bright with borrowed rays divine.
Their glorious circuit run.

2 Beyond the reach of mortals, spread
Their light where'er they go

;

And heavenly influences shed
On all the world below.

3 As giants may they run their race,
Exulting in their might

;

As burning luminaries, chase
The gloom of hellish night.

4 As the bright Sun of righteousness,
Their healing wings display

;

]
*And let their lustre still increase

Unto the perfect day.

232 L. M. Grigg.

Not Ashamed of Jesus.

JESUS ! and shall it ever be
A mortal man ashamed of thee?

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise,
Whose glories shine through endless

days?

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star :

He sheds the beams of light divine
O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! just as soon

Let midnight be ashamed of noon :

*T is midnight with my soul, till he,

Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee

!

4 Ashamed of Jesus! that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend ?

No : when I blush, be this my shame,
That I no more revere his name.
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Q33 C. M. C. Wesley
Tfie BeH of Faith.

LORD, I believe i rest remains,
To :tll thy people known

;

it where pore enjoyment reigns,

And thou art Loved alone:

2 A rest where all our BOuTs desire
Is fixed on things above

;

Where fear, and <in, and i,
rrief expire,

Oatl <>ut by perfect love.

at I now the rest might know,
Believe, and enter in

!

Now, Saviour, now the power bestow,
And let me eease from sin !

i Remove this hardness from my heart,
Thifl unbelief remove

:

To me the rest of faith impart,
Tiie Sabbath of thy love.

234 < M. C. Wesley.

The Paradise nf Love.

JESUS : at thy feet we wait,
Till thon ahalt bid ti-

red to our iinainniwg state,

To love\s sweet paradise.

8*

2 Saviour from sin, we thee receive,

From all indwelling sin :

Thy blood, we steadlastly believe,

Shall make us throughly clean.

3 Since thon wonldst have us free from sin,

And pure as those above,
Make haste to bring thy nature in,

And perfect us in love !

235 C. M. C. Wesley.

Perfect Pu r ijica t ion .

FOR ever here my rest shall be,

Close to thy bleeding side

;

This all my hope, and all my plea,
For me the Saviour died.

2 My dying Saviour, and my God,
Fountain for iruilt and sin,

Sprinkle me ever with thy bl<

And cleanse and keep me elean.

3 Wash me, and make me thus thine own
;

Wash me, and mine thon art

;

Wash me, bat not my feet atone,
My hands, my head, my heart.

4 Tlr atonement of ti ; ly,

Till faith to sight improve,
Till hope in full fruition die,

And ail my soui be love.
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236 J. Wesley.

[From the German of Schindler.]

Panting for Purity.

HOLY Lamb, who thee receive,

Who in thee besrin to live,

Day and night they cry to thee,

As thou art,' so let us be

!

2 Jesus, see my panting breast

!

See I pant in thee to rest

!

Gladly would I now be clean
;

Cleanse me now from every sin.

3 Fix. fix my wav'ring mind

!

To thy cross my spirit bind

:

Earthly passions far remove;
Swallow up my soul in love.

4 Dust and ashes thous:h we be,

Full of sin and misery,
Thine we are, thou Son of God

:

Take the purchase of thy blood

!

5 See, ye sinners, see the flame,

Rising from the slaughtered Lamb,
Marks the new, the living way,
Leading to eternal day.

037 7s. C. Wesley.

Longing to be Complete in Christ.

SAVIOUR of the sin-sick soul,

Give me faith to make me whole

:

Finish thy great work of grace

;

Cut it short in righteousness.

2 Speak the second time, " Be clean !

"

Take away my inbred sin :

Every stumbling-block remove

;

Cast it out by perfect love.

3 Nothing less will I require,

Nothing more can I desire :

None but Christ to me be given
;

None but Christ in earth or heaven.

4 O that I might now decrease

!

O that all I am might cease !

Let me into nothing fall

!

Let my Lord be all in all

!

Doxology.

Sing we to our God above,
Praise eternal as his love :

Praise him, all ye heavenly host—
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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rTo&MO' «/ (As Cross.

FATHER, I dare believe
Thee merciful and true :

Thou wilt my guilty soul torsive,

dlen -"til renew.

r Jesus' sal

I bid my heart be clean

:

ad of all my troubles make,
An end <»t" all my sin.

mot wash my heart,

Hut by believing thee,

Ami waiting for thy blood t' impart
The Bpotfeei purity.

4 While at thy cross I lie,

itow;
tliv aU-oleanaing blood apply,

. I am white as snow.

339 s
- m. c. W

WUm tion.

HOW can I dinner know
. forgiven ?

How can my gimCMUS Saviour show
My name Inscribed in heaven '.

2 What we have felt and <een
With confidence we tell

;

And publish to the <ons of men
The sisrus infallible.

o
* II

938 3 We who in Christ believe
That he for u< hath died,

W • all his unknown peace receive,

And feel his blood applied.

4 Exults our rising soul,

Disburdened of hex load.

And swells unutterably full

Of glory and of God.

040 & ML C. Wesley.

Witness of Adoption.

WE by his spirit prove,
And know the things of God,

The things which freely of his love
He hath on ui

2 His Spirit us he -

Who dwells in us, we know:
The witness in ourselves we have,
And all its fruits we show.

3 The meek and lowly heart
That in our Saviour was,

To u> his Spirit does impart,
And signs us with his cross.

4 Our nature*! turned, our mind
Transformed in all its powers;

And both the S ;ed,

The Spirit of God with ours.
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241 S. M. C. Wesley.

Work and Witness.

OCOME, and dwell in me,
Spirit of power within !

And bring the glorious liberty

From sorrow, fear, and sin.

2 This inward, dire disease,

Spirit of health, remove,
Spirit of finished holiness,

Spirit of perfect love.

3 Hasten the joyful day
Which shall my sins consume,

When old things shall be done away,
And all things new become.

4 I want the witness, Lord,
That all I do is right,

According to thy will and word,
Well pleasing in thy sight.

5 I ask no higher state

;

Indulge me but in this

;

And soon or later then translate

To my eternal bliss.

242 C. M. C. Wesley.

Longing to be Established in Love.

OTHAT in me the sacred fire

Might now begin to glow !

Burn up the dross of base desire,

And make the mountains flow

!

2 O that it now from heaven might fall,

And all my sins consume

!

Come, Holy Ghost, for thee I call,

Spirit of burning, come

!

3 Refining fire, go through my heart,

Illuminate my soul

;

Scatter thy life through every part,

And sanctify the whole.

4 No longer then my heart shall mourn,
While, purified by grace,

I only for his glory burn,

And always see his face.

243 S. M. C. W
Depending on Clirist.

STILL stir me up to strive

With thee in strength divine
;

And every moment, Lord, revive
This fainting soul of mine.

2 Persist to save my soul
Throughout the fiery hour,

Till I am every whit made whole,
And show forth all thy power.

3 Through fire and water bring
Into the wealthy place

;

And teach me the new song to sing,

When perfected in grace !

4 O make me all like thee,

Before I hence remove

!

Settle, confirm, and stablish me,
And build me up in love.

5 Let me thy witness live,

When sin is all destroyed

;

And then my spotless soul receive,

And take me home to God.

244 S. M. C. Wesley.

Watchfulness.

THOU seest my feebleness

:

Jesus, be thou my power,
My help and refuge in distress,

My fortress and my tower.

2 Give me to trust in thee

;

Be thou my sure abode

:

My horn, and rock, and buckler be,

My Saviour, and my God.

3 Myself I cannot save,

Myself I cannot keep
;

But strength in thee I surely have
Whose eyelids never sleep.

4 My soul to thee alone,

Now, therefore, I commend

:

Thou, Jesus, love me as thine own,
And love me to the end

!
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ng for a IFoh/ Heart,

Oirt to praise my God,
A heart from sin set free I

A heart that always (eels thy blood
bo freely spilt tor me I

—

3 A heart resigned, sul>mi>sive, meek,
My great Redeemer's throne,

—

Where only Christ is heard to speak,

Where Jesus reigns alone.

3 O for a lowly, contrite heart.

\ing. true, and clean !

Which neither lire nor death can part

Fr-»ui Him that dwells within:

4 A heart in even- thought renewed.

Ami mil of love divine ;

t. ami right, and pure, and good,

—

A copy, Lord, of thine.

Dox'

Now let the Father, and the 5

And Spirit be adored, [known,
Where there ere works to make
Or saints to love the Lord.

24G CM. C.W
Longing to bi Ettablithed in Love.

MY Qodl I know, 1 reel thee mine,
And will doI qnit my claim,

Till all I have is lost in thine,

And all renewed 1 am.

2 I hold thee with a trembling hand,
Bnt will Dot let thee go,

Till steadfastly by faith J stand,
And all thy goodness know.

3 When shall I see the welcome hour
That plants my God in me !

Spirit of health, and life, and power,
And perfed liberty I

4 Jeans, thine all-victorious love
shed in my heart abroad

;

Then shall my feet no longer rove,

Looted and fixed in (Jod.

Doaology.

Now let the Father, and the Son.
And Spirit he adored, [known,

Where mere are worn to make him
Ur saints to love the Lord.
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Q47 7s. W. Williams.

77*6 Pilgrimage.

GUIDE me, O thou great Jehovah,
Pilgrim through this barren laud

;

I am weak, but thou art mighty
;

Hold me with thy powerful hand

:

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

2 Open, Lord, the crystal fountain

Whence the healing waters flow

;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar,

Lead me "all my journey through :

Strong Deliv'rer

!

Be thou still my strength and shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside;

Death of death, and hell's destruction,

Land me safe on Canaan's side:

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.

248 8s, 7s & 4s.

" Whom not having seen, we love."

OTHOU God of my salvation,

My Redeemer from all sin,

Moved by thy divine compassion,
Who lias died my heart to win,

I will praise* thee;

Where will I thy praise begin ?

Though unseen, I love the Saviour;
He hath brought salvation near,

—

Manifests hia pard'ning feror
And when Jesus doth appear,

Soul and body
Shall his glorious image bear.

While the angel choirs are crying,

Glory to the great I AM !

I with them will still be vying,
Glory ! glory to the Lamb !

.

O how precious
Is the sound of Jesus' name 1

4 Angels now are hov'ring round us,

Unnereeived they mix the throng,

Wond'ring at the love that crowned us,

Glad to^join the holy song:
Hallelujah

!

Love and praise to Christ belong.

5 Now I see with joy and wonder,
Whence the gracious spring arose

;

Angel minds are lost to ponder
Dying love's mysterious cause:

Yet the blessing

Down to all, to me it flows.
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AMSTERDAM. 7s & 6s. DR. S

9 i\) :wk.
The Pilgrimage.

RISE, mv soul, and stretch thy wings,
Thy better portion trace;

from transitory t:.

Toward heaven, thy native place:
Sun. ami moon, and stars decay

;

Time shall soon this earth remove:
my snil, and haste away

To seats piepered ahove.

2 Hirers to the ocean run.
in all their cour-

• the sun :

them to their source:
-

i Bool that 's born of I

Pant- to view hin glorious face,

rd tends to his abode,
To rest in his embfl

pilgrims, cease to mourn;
Press onward to the prii

ir will return,
Triumphant in the sk

V u.know,
Happy entrance'will l>e tjiven

;

All our sorrows left I

And earth ex. .- heaven.

250 78A8e. CWesuey.
\ xxxiii. 26-20.

GOD is thine: disdain to fear

Tin- enemy within :

-hall in thy tlesh appear,
And nsake an end of sin :

God the man of sin shell slay,

Fill thee with triumphant joy;
God shall thrust him out. and -

" Destroy them all, destroy |
"'

4 All the straggle then is o'er,

And wars and fightings cease

:

1 then shall sin no more,
Bat dwell in perfect peace.

All his enemies are gone

:

Bin shall have in him DO part:

1 now shall dwell alone,

With Jeans in hi> heart.

5 In a land of corn and wine
His lot shall he below :

1 mfbrta there, and blessings, join,

And milk and honey flow :

'1 is in his s<,ul ;

Gracious dew his heavens distil,

Fill his soul, already full,

And shall for ever fill.
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251 C. M. Doddridge.

Isaiah xxxv. 10.

SING, O ye ransomed of the Lord,
Your great Deliv'rer sin:,'

;

Pilgrims, for Zion's city bound,
Be joyful in your King.

2 A hand Divine shall lead you on,

Through all the blissful road,
Till to the sacred mount you rise,

And see your smiling God.

3 There garlands of immortal joy
Shall bloom on every head;"

"While sorrow, sighing, and distress,

Like shadows, all are tied.

4 March on in your Redeemer's strength,
Pursue his footsteps srill

;

And let the prospect cheer your eye,

While lab'ring up the hill.

2 5 9 7s. Cennick.

The Pilgrim's Song.

HILDREN of the heavenlv Kin?,
CU As we journey, let us sing;

Sing our Saviour's worthy praise,

Glorious in his works and ways.

2 We are trav'ling home to God,
In the way our fathers trod

;

They are happy now, and we
Soon their happiness shall see.

3 O ye banished seed, be glad

!

Christ our Advocate is made

:

Us to save, our flesh assumes,
Brother to our souls becomes.

4 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand

On the borders of our land
;

Jesna Christ, our Father's Son,
Bids us undismayed go on.

5 Lord ! obediently we '11 go,

Gladly leaving all below :

Only thou our leader be,

And we still will follow thee.

253 C. M. C. \V

Walling with Gc I

TALK with u<, Lord, thyself reveal,

While here o'er earth we rove
;

Speak to our hearts, and let us feel

The kindlings of thy love.

2 With thee conversing, we forget

All time, and toil, "and care :

Labor is rest, and pain is sweet,

If thou, my God, art here.

3 Here then, my God, vouchsafe to stay,

And bid my heart rejoice
;

My bounding" heart shall own thy sway,
And echo to thy voice.

4 Thou callest me to seek thy face

;

'T is all I wish to seek :

T' attend the whispers of thy grace,

And hear thee inly speak.

5 Let this my every hour employ,
Till I thy glory see,

Enter into my Master's joy,

And find niv heaven iu'thee!

Q5-4 S. M. Hammond.
The Christian Race.

RACERS of Christ, arise!

Stand forth, prepare to run !

Toward the goal lift up your eyes,

And manfully go on.

2 'T is true, the race is sharp

;

But, then, it is not long:
Each racer soon will take his harp,
And warble Zion's song.

3 Open the eye of faith,

And view the crown on high

;

Break through the snares of sin and
death

;

To endless glory fly.

4 Nearer approaches make

;

Run to the heavenly land
;

The prize of your high calling take
In your victorious nand.
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.).-».-, CM. Watts.

MY drows; s by sleep ye so?
Awake, my sluggish soul

!

Nothing hath half thy work to do,

Yet nothin lull.

• poor srrnin

.1 al

I

how they toil and strive!

•\ .. who hare a heaven t' obtain,

il >w oogligent we live !

B We, tor whose sake all nature stands,

and stars thei >ve

:

We, for wh< -•• irnard the angel bands
.• flying from ab

4 We, forwhom < came down,
And labored for onr g

iwn
He parehased with hi> hlood

!

053 c.M. Doddridge.

AWAKE, my soul ! stretch every nerve,

And press with rigor on :

A lieavenly raee demands thy zeal,

And an immortal crown.

2 A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full survey :

Forget the steps already trod,

And onward urge thy way.

3 T is God's all-animating voice

That calls thee from on high
Tis his own hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring ej

4 That prize, with peerless glories bright,

Which shall new lustre 1

When victor'- oarch's

Shall blend in common dust.

5 Lord. <hall we live so sluggish still, 5 Blest Saviour I
introduced by thee,

And never act our pai Have I my raee begun ;

Come. Holy Dove, from the heavenly hill . And. crowned with vi.t'ry, at thy feet

And warm our frozen hearts. ' I'll lay mv honors down.

9 G
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257 L.M.

Zeal Implored.

J. Wesley.

OTIIOU who all things canst control,

Chase this dread slumber from my
soul

;

With joy and fear, with love and awe,
Give me to keep thy perfect law.

2 O may one beam of thy blest light

Pierce through, dispel, the shade of
night

;

Touch my cold breast with heavenly fire,

With holy, conqu'ring zeal inspire.

3 With outstretched hands and streaming
eyes,

Oft I begin to grasp the prize

;

I groan, I strive, I watch, I pray

:

But ah ! how soon it dies away !

4 The deadly slumber soon I feel

Afresh upon my spirit steal

:

Rise, Lord, stir up thy quick'ning power,
And wake me, that I sleep no more.

258 S. M.

A Single Eye.

'TEACH me, my God and King,
JL In all things thee to see

;

And what I do, in anything,
To do it as for thee ;

—

2 To scorn the senses' sway,
While still to thee I tend :

In all I do be thou the way,
In all be thou the end.

3 All may of thee partake

:

Nothing so small can be,

But draws, when acted for thy sake,
Greatness and worth from thee.

4 If done t' obey thy laws,
E'en servile labors shine

:

Hallowed is toil, if this the cause,
The meanest work divine.

5 Thee, then, my God and King,
In all things may I see

;

And what I do, in anything,
May it be done for thee

!

259 CM.
" Oar good in all divine."

FATHER, to thee my soul I lift
;

My soul on thee depends,
Convinced that every perfect gift

From thee alone descends.

2 Mercy and grace are thine alone,
And power and wisdom too :

Without the Spirit of thy Son
We nothing good can do.

3 We cannot speak one useful word,
One holy thought conceive,

Unless, in answer to our Lord, *

Thyself the blessing give.

4 His blood demands the purchased grace

:

His blood's availing plea
Obtained the help for all our race,

And sends it down to me.

260 C. M. Doddridge.

The Choice of Moses.

MY soul, with all thy waken'd powers,
Survey the heavenly prize

;

Nor let these glittering toys of earth
Allure thy wandering eyes.

2 The splendid crown which Moses sought
Still beams around his brow

;

Though soon great Pharaoh's pride
Was taught by death to bow.

3 The joys and treasures of a day
I cheerfully resign

;

Rich in that large immortal store,

Secured by grace divine.

4 Let fools my wiser choice deride,

Angels and God approve

:

Nor scorn of men, nor rage of hell,

My steadfast soul shall move.

5 With ardent eye, that bright reward
I daily will survey

;

And in the blooming prospect lose

The sorrows of the way.
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iding on VhritL

J
truth, my way,

My rare, am rring liu'ht,

On tl toy,

Which taoa n

.

2 My \ . my guide,

My ooaaeeUor thoa art

;

Let mr leave thy ride,

( >r frees thy paths depart I

3 I lift mint' eves to thee,

i graeions bleeding Lamb,
•

l may new enlightened be,

: never put to Boame.

r will T rvmovp
out of thy bands mv eause

;

And lung apon thy i

5 Teach nip the happy art,

!l thingl i<< depend
bee :

<
» new, Lord, d

Bat lovt- in.- to the end.

9 9 S* A 6s. C. Wesley.

Circumspection.

BE it my only wisdom here
\t tne Lord with filial fear,

With loving trratitude ;

Sui. may 1 display,

By shunning every evil way,
And walking in" the good.

2 O may I still from -in depart

;

A wise and understanding heart,

to me be givi

And let me through thy Spirit know
>rify my God below,

And find my way to heaven.

263 L.B1 CWi
.1 li

JESUS, my Bai i

< ho wl i I oasl mj everj i

On whom for all things l d< pend,
[re, and then accept my prayer.

2 If I have tasted of thy a
The grace that rare salvation bi

If with me now thy spirit stays,
And, hov'rim;, hide- m« in hi- wingt

8 Still let him with mv weakness stay,

Nor for a moment's Ipace depart

;

Evil and danger turn away.
And keep till lit- raneWI my heart.

•1 When t«> the right or left 1 stray.

lli< voice behind me may I hear,

ilk in Christ, thy way ;

i-'iy back to Christ, for sin is near!
'"'

I fain would walk in thee,

Fran nature I every path retreat:

Thou art my way ; my leader be,

And set upon the rock my feet.

264 S. M. C. Wesley.

Wotchfulnes8.

GRACIOUS Redeemer, shake
This slumber from my soul

!

Say to me now, " Awake, awake |

And Christ shall make thee whole."

2 Lay to thy mighty hand
;

Alarm me in this hour;
An<l make me fully understand
The thunder of thy power

!

3 Give me on thee to call,

Always to watch and pray,

Lesi 1 Into temptation fall,"

And cast my shield away.

4 For each assault prepared
Ami ready may I DC :

For ever standing on my guard,
And looking up to thee.
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265 S. M. C. Wesley.

Putting on the Lord Jesus.

GRACIOUS Redeemer, hear

!

Into my soul come down :

Let it throughout my life appear
That I have Christ put on.

2 O plant in me thy mind

!

O fix in me thy home

!

So shall I cry to all mankind,
Come to the waters, come

!

3 Jesus is full of grace,

To all his bowels move:
Behold in me, ye fallen race,

That God is only love.

266 CM. Doddridge.

" Thou knoivest that Hove thee."

DO not I love thee, O my Lord ?

Behold my heart, and see

;

And turn each cursed idol out
That dares to rival thee.

2 Do not I love thee from my soul ?

Then let me nothing love

;

Dead be my heart to every joy,

When Jesus cannot move.

3 Is not thy name melodious still

To mine attentive ear ?

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound
My Saviour's voice to hear ?

4 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock

I would disdain to feed ?

Hast thou a foe, before whose face

I fear thy cause to plead ?

5 Would not mine ardent spirit vie
With angels round the throne,

To execute thy sacred will,

And make thy glory known ?

6 Would not my heart pour forth its blood
In honor of thy name?

And challenge the cold hand of death
To damp di' immortal fiume ?

7 Thou knowest I love thee, dearest Lord
But O ! I long to soar

Far from the sphere oi* mortal joys,

And learn to love thee more.

267 Newton.

Delight in Christ.

HOW tedious and tasteless the hours
When Jesus no longer I see !

Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet
flowers,

Have all lost their sweetness to me,

—

The midsummer sun shines but dim,
The fields strive in vain to look gay

;

But when I am happy in him,
December's as pleasant as May.

His name yields the richest perfume,
And sweeter than music his voice

;

His presence disperses my gloom,
And makes all within me rejoice :

I should, were he always thus nigh,

Have nothing to wish or to fear
;

No mortal so happy as I,

My summer would last all the year.

3 Content with beholding his face,

My all to his pleasure resigned

;

No changes of season or place
Would make any change in my mind :

While blessed with a sense of his love,

A palace a toy would appear
;

And prisons would palaces prove,

If Jesus would dwell with me there.

Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine,

If thou art my sun and my song,

Say why do I languish and pine ?

And why are my winters so long ?

O drive these dark clouds from my sky ?

Thy soul-cheering presence restore;

Or take me to thee up on high,

Where winter and clouds are no more !
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368 C.M. Watts.

" The Lor fion.'"

Mi. my portion, and uiy love,

My everlasting all,

none hut thee in heaven above,
( >r on this earthly hall.

S What empty thingl are all the skies,

Ami this inferior clod
*

There*! nothing here deserves my joys,

There's nothing like my God.

S Hon f is glitfring wealth,
If onoe compared to thee:

Or what's my safety, or my health,

Or all my friends, to me"?

4 Were I possessor of the earth,

Ami called the rtara my own,
Without thy graees and thyself,

I were a wretch undone.

5 Let others streteh their arms like seas,

And grasp in all the shore :

: me the visits of thy face,

And I desire no more.

9*

i

269 CM. Watts.

Surrendering All for Christ.

HOW vain are all things here below !

How false, and ydi now fair]

Each pleasure hath its poison too,

Ami every sweet a snare.

2 The brightest things below the sky
Give but a flatt'nng light

;

We should rasped some danger nigh
Where we possess delight.

3 Our dearest joys and nearest friends,

The partners of our blood,

How they divide our wav'ring minds,
And leave but half for God !

4 The fondness of a creature's love,

How strong it strikes the sense!
Thither the warm affections move,
Nor can we eall them thence.

5 Dear Saviour, let thy beauties be
My soul's eternal "food;

And* grace command my heart away
From all created good.
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270 S. M.

Rejoicing in God.

COME, ye that love the Lord,
And let your joys be known,

Join in a song with sweet accord,
While ye surround his throne.

2 The sorrows of the mind
Be banish'd from the place

!

Religion never was designed
To make our pleasures less.

3 Let those refuse to sing,

Who never knew our God

;

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

4 The God that rules on high,
That all the earth surveys,

That rides upon the stormy sky,
And calms the roaring seas

;

5 This awful God is ours,

Our Father and our Love

;

He will send down his heavenly powers
To carry us above.

6 There we shall see his face,

And never, never sin
;

There, from the rivers of his grace,

Drink endless pleasures in :

Yea, and before we rise

To that immortal state,

The thoughts of such amazing bliss

Should constant joys create.

The men of grace have found
Glory begun below

:

Celestial fruit on earthly ground
From faith and hope may grow.

9 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

10 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry

;

We're marching through Immanuel'
ground

To fairer worlds on high.

Doxology.

Give to the Father praise
;

Give glory to the Son
;

And to the Spirit of his grace
Be equal honor done.

271 8s & 7s.

Gratitude.

COME, thou Fount of every blessing,
Tune my heart to sing thy grace

:

Streams of mercy, never ceasing,

Call for songs of loudest praise,

Teach me some melodious sonnet,
Sung by flaming tongues above

:

Praise the mount— I 'm fixed upon it;

Mount of thy redeeming love

!

2 Here I '11 raise my Ebenezer,
Hither, by thy "help, I 'ni come

;

And I hope, by thy good pleasure,
Safely to arrive at home.

Jesus sought me, when a stranger,

Wand'ring from the fold of God

;

He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed his precious blood !

3 O ! to grace how great a debtor
Daily I 'm constrained to be

!

Let thy goodness, like a fetter,

Bind my wand'ring heart to thee !

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it

;

Prone to leave the God I love —
Here 's my heart, O take and seal it

!

Seal it for thy courts above

!

Doxology.

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing,

Bid us now depart in peace

;

Still on heavenly manna feeding,

Let our faith and love increase :

Fill each breast with consolation
;

Up to thee our hearts we raise :

When we reach our blissful station,

Then we '11 give thee nobler praise.
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1 fofce cfMary.

BESET wit i • ires on every band,
In life's uncertain path I stand:

Saviour divine ! diffuse thy Ugh1
To guide my doubtful footsteps right

:

> roving, treach'roas heart
i x on \la:

]
irt,

To soon the trifles of a aay,
Forjoyi thai non« can take away.

u hi the Wildest itorme arise;

tempests mingle earth and ill

No fatal shipwreck shall 1 fear,

1 Jut all my tiv;iMins with me hour.

4 If thou, my Jesus, still he High,
ful I live, and joyful die

;

:re, when mortal comforts flee,

To timl ten thousand worlds in thee.

973 L.M.

<ity.

J. AVesley.

OTTTOU, to whose all-searching sight
The darkness ahineth as the liudit,

!i, prove my heart, it pants for thee,
<

» DWai UMM bonds, and set it free !

tains, refine its dross,
Nail my affections to the cross;
Hallow each thought, let all within
Be clean, as thou, my Lord, art clean.

3 If in this darksome wild I Stray,

Be thou my li_rht, be thou my way;
i, no violence; I fear,

No band, while thou, my God, art near.

I When rising floods my soul oYrflow,
When sinks my heart in waves ofWOe,

is, thy timely aid Impart,
And raise my head, and cheer my heart.

6 Saviour, where'er thy steps I see,

Dauntless, untired, I follow thee:
<) let thy hand support me still,

And lead me to thy holy hill

!

6 Ifrough and thorny be the way,
My strength proportion to my day ;

Till toil, and grief, and pain shall cease,

Where all is calm, and joy, and peace.

•r, I L M. C. W
A Watchful Spirit.

UPHOLD me, Saviour, or I fall ;

eh me out thy gracious haul
|

only on thee for help i" call

;

Only hy faith in thee 1 stand.

•_' Pierce, fill me with an humble I

My utter helplessn< -- reveal

!

Satan and mh are ;ilu ays n-ar.

Thee may I always nearer f. . I.

."> that to thee my constant mind
slight with an even flame aspire!

Pride in its earliest motions find

And mark the risings ofd

4 O that my tender soul might fly

The first abhorred approach of ill:

Quick, as the apple ofan eye,

The slightest touch of sin to feaL

275 CM.
Psalm xxxiv, 1 '.'.

TIIROl'CII all the changing scenes of
life,

In trouble and in joy,
The praises ofmy God shall still

ty heart and tongue employ.

2 Of this deliv'rance I will DOSSt,
Till all that are distTOSt

From my example comfort take,

And charm their griefs to rest.

3 O magnify the Lord with me,
With me exalt his name :

When in distress to him I called,

He to my rescue came.

4 The angel of the Lord encamps
Around the good and just

;

Deliv'rance he affords to all

Who on his succor trust.

5 O make hut trial of his love,

Experience will decide

Bow Messed they are. and only they,

Who in his truth confide.

him, ye saints ; and you will then
! I

>\ e nothing else to fear :

Make you his service your delight

;

Your wants shall be his care.
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276 Us.

Precious Promises.

HOW firm a foundation, ye saints of

the Lonl.

Is laid for your faith in his excellent

word!
What more can he say than to you he

hath said,

You who unto Jesus for refuge have fled?

2 In everv condition — in sickness, in

health
;

In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth;

At home' and abroad ; on the laud, on
the sea.

" As thy days may demand, shall thy
strength ever be.

3 " Fear not ; I am with thee ; O be not
dismayed

:

I, I am thy God, and will still give thee

aid;

I '11 strengthen thee, help thee, and cause
thee to stand, [hand.

Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent

4 " When through the deep waters I call

thee to go,

The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow

;

For I will be with thee thv troubles to

bless,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

5 " When through fiery trials thy pathway
shall lie,

My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy
supply

:

The flame shall not hurt thee ;
— I only

design
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to

refine.

6 " E'en down to old age, all my people
shall prove,

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable
love;

And when hoary hairs shall their tem-
ples adorn,

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom
be borne.

7 "The soul that on Jesus still leans for

repose,

I will not, I mil not, desert to his foes
;

That soul, though all hell should endea-
vor to shake,

I'll never, no never, no never forsake."

277 8s & 7ft Graxt.

Taking up the Cross.

JESUS, I my cross have taken,
All to leave and follow thee;

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,

Thou, from hence, my all shalt be.

Perish, every fond ambition,
All I 've sought, or hoped, or known

;

Yet how rich is my condition !

God and heaven are still my own

!

2 Let the world despise and leave me
;

They have left my Saviour too

:

Human hearts and looks deceive me—
Thou art not, like them, untrue

;

And while thou shalt smile upon me,
God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate, and friends disown me

;

Show thy face, and all is bright.

3 Go, then, earthly fame and treasure

;

Come disaster, scorn, and pain
;

In thy service pain is pleasure

;

With thy favor loss is gain.

I have calied thee, Abba, Father,

—

J have set my heart on thee

:

Storms may howl, and clouds maygather,

All must work for good to me.

4 Man may trouble and distress me,

—

'T will but drive me to thy breast

;

Life with trials hard may press me,

—

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest.

O ! 't is not in grief to harm me,
While thy love is left to me

!

O ! 't were not in joy to charm me,
Were that joy unmixed with thee

!

5 Soul, then know thy full salvation

;

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care;

Joy to find in eveiy station

Something still to do or bear.

Think what Spirit dwells within thee;
Think what Father's smiles are thine

;

Think that Jesus died to win thee

:

Child of heaven, canst thou repine ?

6 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer

;

Heaven's eternal days before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days

;

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.
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I i'/i Profi'i

COMMIT thou all thy Lrrirfs

Ami ways Into hi- hands,
To his sure tru>t and tender care,

Who earth and heaven commands :

Who points the clouds their eour.-e,

Whom wimls and seas OD
lie <hall direct thy wand'ring feet,

He shall prepare thy way.

2 Thou on the Lonl rely,

I

;lt thod go on

:

Fix on his work thy steadfast eye,
So shall thy WOT* ho done.

No profit canst thou gain
Hy self-oonenming care

:

To him commend thy eause, his ear
Attends the eoAeet prayer.

3 Thine everlasting truth,

—

Father, th;- - love,

!1 thy children's wants, and knows
What best for each will y\

d will'tft,

Thou dost, Kin- of ki-

rring wisdom's choice,

Thy power to being brings !

279 S. M.

Concluded.

J. W:

GIVE to the win-Is thy feai

Hope, ami l»e undismayed :

God hear- thy sighs, andconnts tl.

ihall lift dp thy head

:

Through waves, and clouds, and storms,

Iu- gently clears thy way;
Wait thou his tini". BO shall this night
Soon end in joyous day.

Still heavy is thy heart ?

1 sink thy spirits down ?

Cast off the weight, lei fear depart,
: every ear. he gone.

What though thou nuest not,

Ytt heaven, ami earth, and hell,

tteth on tlie throne,

And ruleth all things well.

Leave to hi- ^'r^y,
T,» choose and to command :

t th<>u. wond'ring, own hi< way,
HOW Wise, bow Strong hifi h

r above thy thought
UN counsel Bhall appear,

When fully he the work hath wn
Tha- i'-ar.
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280 B.M. C. Wesley.
" All things work togetherfor good."

AWAY ! my needless fears,

And doubts no longer mine;
A ray of heavenly light appears, '

A messenger divine.

2 Thrice comfortable hope,
That calms my troubled breast

;

My Father's hand prepares the cup,
And what he wills is best.

3 If what I wish is good,
And suits the will divine, —

By earth and hell in vain withstood,

I know it shall be mine.

4 Still let them counsel take
To frustrate his decree

;

They cannot keep a blessing back,
By Heaven designed for me.

5 Here then I doubt no more,
But in his pleasure rest,

Whose wisdom, love, and truth, and
power,

Engage to make me blest.

281 S. M.

Eph. vi. 10.

SOLDIERS of Christ, arise

!

And put your armor on,

Strong in the strength which God sup-
plies

Through his Eternal Son

;

Strong in the Lord of hosts,

And in his mighty power,
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts

Is more than conqueror.

Stand, then, in his great might,
With all his strength endued

;

But take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God :

That having all things done,
And all your conflicts past,

Ye may o'ercome through Christ alone,
And stand entire at last.

From strength to strength go on,
Wrestle, and fight, and pray

:

Tread all the powers of darkness down,
And win the well-fought day

;

Still let the Spirit cry,

In all his soldiers, " Come/'
Till Christ the Lord descend from high,
And take the conquerors home.

282 C. M.

Contentment.

MY span of life will soon be done,
The passing moments say

;

As length'ning shadows o'er the mead
Proclaim the close of day.

2 O that my heart might dwell aloof
From all created things,

And learn that wisdom from above
Whence true contentment springs !

3 Courage, my soul, thy bitter cross,

In every trial here,

Shall bear thee to thy heaven above,
But shall not enter tnere.

4 The sighing ones that humbly seek
In sorrowing paths below,

Shall in eternity rejoice,

Where endless comforts flow.

5 Soon will the toilsome strife be o'er

Of sublunary care,

And life's dull vanities no more
This anxious breast ensnare.

6 Courage, my soul, on God rely,

Deliv'rance soon will come
;

A thousand ways has Providence
To bring believers home.

283 L. M.

Patience.

THOU Lamb of God, thou Prince of
peace

!

For thee my thirsty soul doth pine

;

My longing heart implores thy grace,

O make me in thy likeness shine !

2 With fraudless, even, humble mind,
Thy will in all things may I see

;

In love be every wish resigned,

And hallowed my whole heart to thee.

3 When pain o'er my weak flesh prevails,

With lamblike patience arm mybreast;
When grief my wounded soul assails,

In lowly meekness may I rest.

4 Close by thy side still may I keep,
Howe'er life's various current flow;

With steadfast eye mark even- step,

And follow thee where'er thou go.
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THOUGH troubles assail,

And dangers affright,

Though friends should all fail,

And foes all unite,

•_ X t one thing secures us,

Whatever betide,

The promise assures us,

The Lord will provide.

3 The bird* without kirn,
( >r storehouse, art- I

From them let OS learn

To trust tor our bread:

4 Hi> saints what is fitting

Shall ne'er be denied,

long a- 't is mitten.
The L«»rd will provide.

5 We all may, like ships,

By tempests be tost

On perilous d-

Hut med not be lost;

6 Though Satan enn
The wind and the tide,

Yet Scripture i

The Lord will provide.

7 His call we obey,
Like Abrah'm of old

:

We know not the way.
But faith makes us bold

;

8 For though we are strangers,

We have a sure guide,
Ami trust, in all dangers,

The Lord will provide.

9 No strength of our own,
Nor goodness we elaim,

Our trust i> all thrown
On Jesus' name;

10 In this our strong tower
For safety we hide;

The Lord is our power,

The Lord will provide.

11 When life sinks apace,
And death is in view,

The word of his grace '

Shall comfort us through :

I J Hot fearing or douhtine.
With (,'hrist on our si-ie,

We hope t<> die shouting,
The Lord will provide.
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HAPPY DAY. C. M.

He taught me how to watch and pray, And live re-joic - ing ev - 'ry day.

285 L. M. Doddridge.

Eucharistic Vow.

HAPPY day that fixed my choice
On thee, ray Saviour and my God

!

Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.

2 O happy bond, that seals my vows
To him who merits all my love

!

Let cheerful anthems fill his house,
While to that sacred shrine I move.

3 'T is done : the great transaction 's done

!

I am my Lord's, and he is mine

;

He drew me, and I followed on,
Charmed to confess the voice divine.

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart
;

Fixed on this blissful centre, rest

:

With ashes who would grudge to part,
When called on angels' bread to feast ?

5 High Heaven, that heard the solemnvow,
That vow renewed shall daily hear,

Till in life's latest hour I bow,
And bless in death a bond so dear.

286 L.M.

Discipline.

MY hope, my all, my Saviour thou,
To thee, lo, now my soul I bow

I feel the bliss thy wounds impart,
I find thee, Saviour, in my heart.

2 Be thou my strength, be thou my way,
Protect me through my life's short day
In all my acts may wisdom guide,
And keep me, Saviour, near thy side.

3 Correct, reprove, and comfort me

;

As I have need, my Saviour be;
And if I would from thee depart,

Then clasp me, Saviour, to thy heart.

4 In fierce temptation's darkest hour,
Save me from sin and Satan's power
Tear every idol from thy throne,

And reign, my Saviour, reign alone.

5 My suffering time shall soon be o'er,

Then shall I sigh and weep no more

;

My ransomed soul shall soar away,
To sing thy praise in endless day."
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Grace,

38:

GR \<T' •( [a a charming sound I

Earmoniotu to, my earl

li,;iv.n with the echo shall resound,
Ami all the earth shall hear.

i
t contrived the way

bellioni man
;

And all the steps thai grace display

Which drew the wondrous plan.

| Grace taught my wand'ring feet

To tread the heavenly road ;

And dow supplies each hour 1 meet
While pressing on to I

•l Qraoc all the work shall crown,
Through everlasting i

It lavs in heaven the topmost stone,

Ami well deserves the praise.

•j ,^8 I ML Nkwtdn.

Gratitude and Hope.

AMAZING grace! (how sweet the

sonn
That saved wretch like me!

I ones was tost but now 1 'm found —
Was blind, but dow I see.

2 'T > that taughtmy heart to fear,

Ami grace my fears relieved :

How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed

!

3 Through many dangers, toils, and snares

I have already come

:

T is nraoe has brought me sat'.' thus far,

Ami grace will lead me home.

4 The Lord has promised good to me —
His word my hope secures :

i He will my shield and portion be
As loug as life endures,

5 Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail,

And mortal lift shall eease,

I shall possess,
within the veil,

A lift of joy and peace.

10

117 ii EN I my title <

VV ous in tne
1 '11 bid farewell to every fear,

And v. [pe m> W«
|

11 earth sgainsi my soul engage,
Ami fiery darts !>•• hurled,

Then 1 can smile at Satan*!
And fees a frowning world.

3 r.''t cares, like wild deluke, come,
inns of sorrow fall

:

So I bnt safely reach my home,
My God, my heaven, my all.

i There I shall bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest,

And n.»t a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast

O<)0 C.M. Watts.

The Christian Warfare.

AM I a soldier of the cross,

—

A follower of the Land),

—

And shall I fear to own his cause,

Or blush to sj,L.ak his name?

2 Must I be carried to the skies

On flowery Reds of i

While others fought to win the prize,

And sailed through bloody seasf

3 Are there no foes for me to face?
Mum I not stnn the flood ?

Is this file world a friend to grace,
To help me on to God?

4 Sure 1 must fight if I would reign;

Increase my courage, Lord

:

I '11 bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by thy word.

5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war,
Shall conquer, though they die:

They see the triumph from afar,

By faith they bring it nigh.

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,

And all thine armies shine,

In robes of victory, through the skies,

The glory shall be thiue.
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291 7s.

Chastisement.

COWPER.

JT* IS my happiness below,
-L Not to live without the cross

;

But the Saviour's power to know,
Sanctifying every loss.

2 Trials must and will befall

;

But with humble faith to see

Love inscribed upon them all,—
This is happiness to me.

3 Trials make the promise sweet

:

Trials give new life to prayer
;

Bring me to my Saviour's feet,

Lay me low, and keep me there.

292 7s.

" Christ liveth in me"

I"
OVING Jesus, gentle Lamb,

J In thy gracious hands I am
;

Make me, Saviour, what thou art,

Live thyself within my heart.

2 I shall then show forth thy praise,
Serve thee all my happy days,
Then the world shall always see
Christ, the holy Child, in me.

293 7s. C.Wesley.

Exulting in Perfect Love.

JESUS, all-atoning Lamb,
Thine, and only thine, I am :

Take my body, spirit, soul

;

Only thou possess the whole.

2 Thou my one thing needful be;
Let me ever cleave to thee

;

Let me choose the better part;
Let me give thee all my heart.

3 Fairer than the sons of men,
Do not let me turn again,
Leave the fountain-head of bliss,

Stoop to creature happiness.

4 "Whom have I on earth below ?

Thee, and only thee, I know

:

Whom have I in heaven but thee?
Thou art all in all to me.

5 All my treasure is above

;

All my riches is thy love

:

Who the worth of love can tell ?

Infinite, unsearchable

!
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Sitting at the Cross.

SWEET the moments, rich in bl<

Which before the cross 1 spend;
Life, and health, ami peace possessing,

Prom the sinner's dying Friend :

Here 1 '11 sit, for ever viewing
Mercy's streams in streams of blood:

Precious drops, my soul bedewing,
Plead and claim my peace with God.

2 Truly blessed is this station,

Low before his cross to lie;

While I see divine compassion
Floating in hi< languid eye:

Here it is I tind my heaven,
While upon the Lamb I ^aze:

Love I mnoh ? I 've much forgiven —
I 'in a miracle of grace!

3 Love and crrief mv heart dividing,
With my tears iiis feet I '11 bathe;

riant still in faith abiding.
Life deriving from his death.

May I still enjoy this feeling,

In all need to JCBOJ BO

;

Prove his wounds each day more healing,
And himself more deeply know.

295 I 7a. wtob.

Supplies of the Church.

GLOKlois thin^ ofthee are spoken,
in, city of our God !

He, whose word can ne'er be broken,
• I thee for his own abode :

On the Rock of Ages founded,
What can shake th\ sure repose?

With salvation's walls surround, d,

Thou may'st smile at all thy ibes.

' the streams of living waters,

Springing from eternal lov.
,

Well supply thy sous and daughters,
And all tear of want ren:

Who can mini while such a river

Ever flows their thirst t' assuage?
Grace which, like the Lord, the giver,
Never fails from age to age.

3 Round each habitation hov'ring,
Sec the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a ooVring

—

Bhowing that the Lord is near:
Glorious wings of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God;
lie, whose word can ne'er be broken,
Chose thee for his own abode.
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296 CM.
Evening.

Brown.

I
LOVE to steal awhile away
From every curnb'ring care

;

And spend the hours of setting day,
In humble, grateful prayer. .

2 I love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear

;

And all his promises to plead,
"Where none but God can hear.

3 I love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore
;

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On him whom I adore.

4 I love by faith to take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven

:

The prospect does my strength renew,
While here by tempests driven.

5 Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er,

May its departing ray
Be calm as this impressive hour,
And lead to endless day.

297 CM.
Solace in Woe.

Moore.

OTHOU who driest the mourner's tear,

How dark this world would be,

If, when deceived and wouuded here,

We could not fly to thee

!

2 The friends who in our sunshine live,

When winter comes are flown
;

And he who has but tears to give,

Must weep those tears alone.

3 But thou wilt heal that broken heart,

Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragrance from the wounded part,

Breathes sweetness out of woe.

4 When joy no longer soothes or cheers,

And e'en the hope that threw
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears,

Is dimmed and vanished too,

—

5 O, who could bear life's stormy doom,
Did not thy wing of love

Come brightly wafting throughthegloom
Our peace-branch from above

!
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IZope in Trouhle.

WHEN the past,

And !'!• arna the present pain,
"!'

Is sweet to think of peace at East,

Ami fed that death is gain.

2 'T Lb not that murm'ring thonghti arise,

And dread i Father's will

;

'T is not that meek submission flies,

And would not suffer still :
—

9 It is that heaven-born faith surveys
The path that leads to light,

And longs her eagle plumes to raise,

And h>>e herseu in right

—

4 It is that hope with ardor glows,
To see him face to i

Whose dying love uo language knows
Sufficient art to trace.

5 let me wing my hallowed flight

From earth-horn WOO and
And soar above these clouds of night,

ilv Saviour's bliss to share !

"lO* H

299 Watts.C. M.
Tl\c Pilgrimage,

Li HUD ! what a wretched land is this,

That yields ua do supply,

—

No i beering fruits, no wholesome trees

N< r streams of livingjoy !

2 Our journey is a thorny maze,
But we march upward still ;

Forget these troubles of the way?,
And reach at Zion'i hill.

e kind angels, at the
Inviting us to come ;

Then- Jesus, the Forerunner, waits

To welcome trav'lera home.

4 Then-, on i green and flowery mount,
( >ur weary souls shall Bit,

And, with transporting joys, recount
The labors of our G

6 No vain discourse shall till (air tongue,
Nor trifles vex our car

;

Infinit .til be our song,
And God rejoice to hear.

i
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300 L. M.

Submission.

WAIT, O my soul, thy Maker's will

!

Tumultuous passions, all be 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

;

But though his methods are unknown,
Judgment and truth support his throne.

3 "Wait, then, my soul, submissive wait,
Prostrate before his awful seat :

And, midst the terrors of his rod,

Trust in a wise and gracious God.

301 L. M. C. Wesley.

Submission to the Will of God.

ETERNAL Ream of Light di\Tine,

Fountain of unexhausted love

;

In whom the Father's glories shine,

Through earth beneath, and heaven
above

:

2 Jesus, the weary wand'rer's rest,

Give me thy easy yoke to bear

:

With steadfast patience arm my breast,

With spotless love and lowly fear.

Thankful I take the cup from thee,

Prepared and mingled by thy skill

:

Though bitter to the taste it be,

Powerful the wounded soul to heal.

4 Be thou, O Rock of ages, nigh !

So shall each murm'ring thought be
gone:

And grief, and fear, and care, shall fly

As clouds before the mid-day sun.

5 Speak to my warring passions, " Peace ;"

Say to my trembling heart, " Be still
;"

Thy power my strength and fortress is,

For all things serve thy sovereign will.

302 C. M. Watts.

The Saints Above.

GIVE me the wings of faith, to rise

Within the veil, an>';

The saints above, how great their joys,
How bright their glories be.

2 I ask them whence their vict'ry came :

They, with united breath,
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,

Their triumph to his death.

3 They marked the footsteps that he trod,
His zeal inspired their breast, —

And, following their incarnate God,
Possess the promised rest.

4 Our glorious Leader claims our praise
For his own pattern given

;

"While the long cloud of witnesses
Show the same path to heaven.

303 B.M. C. W]

2 Cor. v. 1-9.

WE know, by faith we know,
If this vile house of clay,

This tabernacle, sink below,
In ruinous decay,

"We have a house above,
Not made with mortal hands

;

And firm as our Redeemer's love
That heavenly fabric stands.

2 It stands securely high,
Indissolublv sure

;

Our glorious mansion in the sky
Shall evermore endure:

O, were we entered there !

To perfect heaven restored !

O, were we all caught up to share
The triumph of our Lord

!

3 For this in faith we call

:

For this we weep and pray

:

O, might the tabernacle fall

!

O, might we 'scape away !

Full of immortal hope,

We urge the restless strife,

And hasten to be swallowed up
Of everlasting life.
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" / iron?'! not lire fhr.n/."

I
WOULD not live alway: I ask not

stay [the way

;

Where storm after storm rises dark oer
The few Lurid mornings thai 'lawn on as

here [for its

nough for life's woes, full enough

I I would not live alway: do--welcome
the tomb, {loom

;

Jesus hath lain there, I dread not

There sweet be my rest, till he bid me
arise,

To hail him In triumph descending the

8 Who, who would lire alway, away from
d,

—

[abode.

Away from yon heaven, that blissful

Where the riv. rs of
i
Leasurc flow o'er

the bright plains,

And the noontide of glory eternally

4 Where the saints of all ages In harmony
meet. [to greet ;

Their Saviour aud brethren, transported

While the anthems of rapture i

Ingly roll, . [of th<

And the smile of the Lord la the ;

805 1U
Heaven below,

MY God, I am thine, What a comfort
divine, [| :

What a blessing to know that nrj

In the heavenly Lamb, Thrice happy I

am, — [his name.
My heart doth rejoia at the sound ol

2 True pleasures abound In the rapturous
sound, [t

Whoem hath found it, hath pf

Mv Jesus to know, And feel hii

flow,—
'T is life everlasting, 't Is heaven below.

3 Yet onward I haste To the heavenly
feast

:

That, that is the fulness; but thU
And this I shall prove, Till with joy I

remove
To the heaven of heavens in Jesus' love.
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306 CM.
Psahn xe.

OGOD, onr help in aees- pa-t.

Our hope for years to come,
Our shelter from the stormy blast,

And our eternal home

:

2 Under the shadow of thy throne,
Still may we dwell secure

;

Sufficient is thine arm alone,

Aud our defence is sure.

3 Before the hills in order stood,

Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting thou an God,
To endless years the same.

4 A thousand ages, in thy sight,

Are like an evening gone
;

Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the risinar sun.

5 The busy tribes of flesh and blood,

With all their cares and fears,

Are carried downward by the flood,

And lost in following years.

6 Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away

;

They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the op'niug day.

7 O God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come

;

Be thou our guard while life shall last,

And our perpetual home

!

307 S.M. C.Wesley.

v The End of Life.

AND am I born to die ?

To lay this body down ?

And must my trembling spirit fly

Into a world unknown ? —
A land of deepest shade,
Unpierced by human thought;

The dreary resrions of the dead,
Where all things are forgot

!

2 Soon a< from earth I cro,

What will become "i me?
Eternal happiness or woe
Mu-t then my portion be!

Waked by the trumpet's -<>und,

I from my nave snail ris

And see the Judge with glory crowned,
Aud see the flaming sb

3 How shall I leave my tomb—
With triumph or regret?

A fearful or a joyful doom,
A curse or blessing meet ?

Will angel bands convey
Their brother to the bar?

Or devils drag my soul away
To meet its sentence there ?

Who can resolve the doubt
That tears my anxious breast?

Shall I be with the damned cast out,

Or numbered with the ble>t?

iven.
Or with my Saviour dwell

:

Most come at his command to heaven,
Or else— depart to hell.

303 C. M. C. Wesley.

TUc Full Assurance of Hope.

OWHAT a Messed hope is ours I

While here on earth we stay.

We m'->re than taste the heavenly powers,
And antedate that day :

We feel the resurrection near.

Our life in Christ concealed.

And with his glorious presence here
Our earthen vessels filled.

2 O, would he more of heaven bestow,
And let the vessels break.

And let our ransomed spirits go,

To grasp the God we seek
;

In rapt'rons awe on him to gaze,

Who bought the sight for me.
Ami shout, and wonder at his grace
To all eternity 1
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809 C.M.

Th( Heavenly J< rut ilem.

JBRUSALEM, my happy I

ne ever dear to me

!

When shall my labors haw ;m end,
In joy, SJ

2 When shall i thy heavan-buili
walls

And pear!' Id '.'

Thy bulwark^, with salvation strong,

And streeta of shining gold P

bon, thoo city of my I

shall 1 thy courts ascend.

Where congregations ne'er break up,

And Sabbaths have qo end '.

4 There happierbowersthan Eden's bloom,
Nor sin aor sorrow know

\

Blest seats] through rode and stormy

I onward press to yon,

5 Why should I shrink at pain and woe?
< >r feel at death dismay '.>

I 've Canaan's goodlv land in view,

And realms of endless day.

!, martyrs, prophets, there,

Around my Saviour stand
;

And BOOn my friends in Christ below
Will joiu the glorious band.

7 Jerusalem ! my happy home!
My son] still pants for th<

Then shall my labors have an end,
When I thy joys ahal] see.

310 CSi Watts.

TV Heavenly Oanaam

THERE is a land of pure delight,
Where saints immortal reiirii

;

Infinite day excludes the night,

And pleasures banish pain.

2 There everlasting spring al

And never-with'rin,' DO*
Death, like a narrow .-<-a. di\

i

This heavenly laud from ours.

• fields beyond the swelling Hood
stand dressed In living gn i

,i ( anaan stood.

While Jordan rolled betwi

i Could we but climb where Ifoses
And view the landscape o

Not Jordan's stream, nor deatl

flood,

Should finght us from the shore.

,'311 CM. EL 6

The Heavenly Canaan,

ON Jordan's stormy hanks I stand,

And east a wishful eye
To Canaan's fair and happy land,
Where my || lie.

2 O, the transporting, rapfrous scene
That rises to my srght

!

I Belds arrayed in living green,
And rivers of delight!

3 There pen'rous fruits that never fail

< >n trees immortal grow :

There rocks, and hills, and brooks, ahd
vales,

With milk and honey flow.

1 All o'er those wide-extended plains
Shims one eternal day

;

There God, the Sun, for ever reigns,

And scatters night away.

5 No chillina winds nor pnis'nous breath
(an reach that healthful shore;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,

Are felt and feared no more.

6 When shall 1 reach that happy place,

And be fbr ever blest P

When shall I see my Father's face,

And iu his bosom rest?

7 Tilled with delight, my raptured soul
Would here no longer stay !

Though Jordan's waves around me roll,

Fearless I 'd launch away.
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313 C. M. C. Wesley.

T/ie JITiole Family in Heaven and Earth.

COME, let us join our friends above,
That have obtained the prize

;

And on the eagle wings of love
To joys celestial rise

:

2 Let all the saints terrestrial sing,
With those to glory gone

;

For all the servants of our King,
In earth and heaven, are oner

3 One family we dwell in him,
One Church above, beneath,

Though now divided by the stream,
The narrow stream of death.

4 One army of the living God,
To his command we bow

;

Part of his host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now.

5 Ten thousand to their endless home
This solemn moment fly

;

And we are to the margin come,
And we expect to die :

6 His militant embodied host.

With wishful looks we stand,
And lonor to see that happy coast,

And reach the heavenly land.

312 C. M. C. Wesley.

Visions of Heaven.

OWHAT hath Jesus bought for me

!

Before my ravished eyes
Rivers of life divine I see,

And trees of paradise !

2 They flourish in perpetual bloom,
Fruit every month they give

;

And to the healing leaves who come,
Eternally shall live.

3 I see a world of spirits bright,
Who reap the pleasures there

!

They all are robed in spotless white,
And conq'ring palms they bear

:

4 Adorned by their Redeemer's grace,
They close pursue the Lamb,

And every shining front displays
Th' unutterable name.

5 O, what are all my suff 'rings here,
If, Lord, thou count me meet

With that enraptured host t' appear,
And worship at thy feet

!

6 Give joy or grief, give ease or pain :
—

Take life or friends away,
I come to find them all again
In that eternal day.
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I 0/ Hope.

OW happy every child of erase,
Who knows hia sins forgiven !

This earth, he cries, is nol my pit

I seek nay place in heaven
;

intry tar from mortal right: —
1 : by faith 1 »

The lam! of rest, the saints' delight,

The heaven prepared for me,

sger in the world helow,
I calmly sojourn here

;

Nor can it- happiness or woe
Provoke my hope or fear;

It- evils in 1 moment end,
It- toys aa soon arc past

!

Bn1 ( fl the bliss to which I tend
Eternally shall last

To that Jerusalem ahove
With singing I repair;

While in the flesh, my hone and love,
My heart and SOU] are Oil

There my exalted Saviour stands
My merciful High Pr

And still extends his wounded hands,
To take me to his lr

315 CM. CWEBLEI
Visions of Hen mi.

AND let t
; ody fail,

Aim! let it droop <>r die :

My boo] shall quit toe mournful vale,
And BOar t<> worlds on high.

—

Shall join the disembodied saints,

And find its long-sought n
That only bliss for which it pants,

In my Redeemer's bi

2 In hope of that immortal crown,
I now the cross sustain

;

And gladly wander up and down.
And smile at toil and pain :

I suffer out my threescore
Till my Deliverer come,

And wipe away his servant's tears.

And take his exile home.

3 Surely he will not long delay :

I hear his spirit cry,
'• Arise, my love, make haste an

ip 1 thee op and die.

leath, who now has lost his

e thee victory

;

And with me my reward I hring,

I bring my heaven for thee."
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I. BAPTISM.

316 S. M. C. Wesley.

Tfic Act of Consecration.

LORD, in the strength of grace,

With a glad heart and free,

Myself, my residue of days,
I consecrate to thee.

2 Thy ransomed servant, I

Restore to thee thy own
;

And, from this moment, live or die
To serve my God alone.

317 CM. Doddridge.

Infant.— Mark x. 13-16.

SEE Israel's gentle Shepherd stand
With all-engaging charms

:

Hark how he calls the tender lambs,
And folds them in his arms

!

"Permit them to approach," he cries,
" Nor scorn their humble name

:

For 't was to bless Such souls as these
The Lord of angels came."

3 We bring them, Lord, in thankful hands,
And yield them up to thee :

Joyful that we ourselves are thine,
Thine let our offspring be.

318 CM.
Infant.

Watts.

HPHUS Lydia sanctified her house,
x When she received the word

;

Thus the believing jailer gave
His household to the Lord.

2 Thus later saints, eternal King,
Thine ancient truth embrace :

To thee their infant offspring bring,
And humbly claim the grace.

319 L. M. Watts.

TJie Commission. — For Adults.

,rP WAS the commission of our Lord,
JL " Go, teach the nations, and bap-

tize :

"

The nations have received the word
Since he ascended to the skies.

2 " Repent, and be baptized," he saith,
" For the remission of your sins ;

;;

And thus our sense assists our faith,

And shows us what his gospel means.

3 Our souls he washes in his blood,
As water makes the body clean

;

And the good Spirit from our God
Descends like purifying rain.

4 Thus we engage ourselves to thee,

And seal our covenant with the Lord

:

O may the great Eternal Three
In heaven our solemn vows record !

32

O

S. M. W. M. Bunting.

Adult.

RITES change not, Lord, the heart,—
Undo the evil done,

—

Or, with the uttered name, impart
The nature of thy Son.

2 To meet our desp'rate want,
There gushed a mystic flood;

O from his heart's o'erflowing font

Baptize this soul with blood

!

3 Be grace from Christ our Lord,
And love from God supreme,

By the communing Spirit poured
In a perpetual stream.

321 6s & 8s.

Adult.

C. Wesley.

BAPTIZED into thy name,
Mysterious One in Three,

Our souls and bodies claim
A sacrifice to thee :

We only live our faith to prove,

The faith which works by humble lov<
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HAli ', which JflSHI

b banquet of his flesh and b

Thrioe happy he who ben partakei
Tram, that heavenly

3 Why are i;- bounties nil in vain

Before unwilling bearti displayed?
Was lid for you the Victim slain?

Arc you forbid the children's bread ?

4 ( > let thy table honored be,

An 1 fiiruMied well witii _j.>ytul guests!

And may each ^<>ul mlyatiorj -

That here its sacred pledges tastes !

rowdfl approach with hearts pre-

pared
;

With ln-arts inflamed let nil attend
;

Nor, when we leave our Father's board,

The pleasure or the profit end.

303 CM. Noel.

'• Hi is do in remembrance of me.
n

IF human kindm turn,

And owns the grateful tie;

If tender thoughts within us burn
el a friend is nigh;—

2 O shall not wanner accents tell

gratitude wc
To him who died our fears to quell,

Our more than orphan's 11

3 While yet hi< anguished soul surveyed
m pangs be would not •

What love his laf' -t words disp]

ad remember me !

"

4 Remember thee! thy death, thy shame,
sinful hearts to share !

O mem'ry, leai .ame
Cut his recor led ;..•

11

('. M.

ACO CEDING I • thy _

In meek bun:;'

This will I do, niv dying Lord,

1 will remember thee.

2 Thy body, broken for my
My bread from heaven shall be

Thytestami atal cup I take,

And thus remember thee.

:} (b-tl- 1 I forget

f

( >r there thy conflict

Thine agony and bloody
And not remember thee?

4 When to the ernes I turn mine eyes,

And n-v! on ( alvarr,
O Lamb of God, my Sacrifice,

1 must remember thee

!

5 Remember thee and all thy pains,
And all thy love to me;

Y.a, while* a breath, a pulse remains,
Will I remember thee.

325 Be & 7a C Wesley

" It is the Spirit that nuickeneth."

COME, thou everlasting Spirit
Bring to every thankful mind

All the Saviour's dying merit.

All his BUff'ringS tor man',.

True record, r of hi^ passion,
Now the living faith Imp

Now rev.-;:! hi- great salvation,

Preach his gospel to our heart.

2 Come, thou witness of h.is .lyincr,

( Some, remembrancer div

thy power applying
Chrif and mine

:

die inward groaning,
Look on IIi:n

All
All the sprinkled hi.
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326 CM. Doddridge.

TJie Invitation.

THE King of heaven his tahle spreads,
And blessings crown the board

:

Not paradise, with all its joys,

Could such delight afford.

2 Pardon and peace to dying men,
And endless life, are given

;

Through the rich blood that Jesus shed
To raise our souls to heaven.

3 Millions of souls, in glory now,
Were fed and feasted here;

And millions more, still on the way,
Around the board appear.

4 All things are ready ; come away,
Nor weak excuses frame

;

Crowd to your places at the feast,

And bless the Founder's name.

397 C. M.

The Institution.

Hart.

THAT doleful night before his death,
The Lamb for sinners slain

Did, almost with his dying breath,
This solemn feast ordain.

2 To keep the feast, Lord, we have met,
And to remember thee :

Help each poor trembler to repeat,
" For me, he died for me !

"

3 Thy suff'rings, Lord, each sacred sign
To our remembrance brings

;

"We eat the bread, and drink the wine,
But think on nobler things.

4 tune our tongues, and set in frame
Each heart that pants for thee,

To sing, " Hosanna to the Lamb !

"

The Lamb that died for me

!

328 C, M. Watts.

The Covenant Sealed.

THE promise of my Father's love
Shall stand for ever good :

He said, and gave his soul to death,

And sealed the grace with blood.

2 To this dear cov'nant of thy word
I set ray worthless name;

I seal th' engagement to my Lord,
And make my humble claim.

3 Thy light, and strength, and pard'ning
grace,

And glory, shall be mine
;

My life and soul, my heart and flesh,

And all my powers, are thine.
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III. THE BABBATH.

829 B.M. Watts.

WELCOME, sweet day of rest,

That saw the Lord ai

Welcome to this reviving breast,

An<l these rejoicing -

Kin_' him- i tar,

And feasts his saints t < >-<
:

Here we may sit, and Bee him here,

Ami love, and praise, and pray.

day within the place
Which thou dost, Lord, frequent,

I- sweeter than ten thousand days
In sinful pleasures Bpent

4 My willing soul would stay

In Buch a frame as this,

And sit and Bing herself 8

\ erlasting bliss.

:;:;>) B.M. C.Wesley.

Work and Wit

0( « >M E, and dwell in me,
Spirit of power within !

And bring the glorious lib

From sorrow, fear, and sin.

- inward, dire di-

spirit of healtl

Spirit of finished no!

Spirit ot' perfect love.

:; Hast. mi the joyful day
Which shall my sins consume,

When <»id things shall be done awt
And all things new become.

4 I want the witness, Lord,
That all I do is right,

Ac© rdCng to thy will and word,
Well pleasing in thy sight*

5 I ask no higher state
;

Indulge me but in this

;

And soon "r later then translate

To my eternal bliss.

331 B.M. c w

L<
>I:I> of the harvest, hear
Thy needy servants' cry

;

Answer our faith's i Sectual pray
And all our wants supply.

2 On th< e we humbly wait,
( )ur wants are in thy vn w :

The harvest truly. Lord, is great,

laborers are v n

.

•-rt. and Bend forth more
thy ( hundi abroad,

And let them speak thy word of
irkers with their

4 O let them spread thy nai

Their mission fully p
Thy uni\ i proclaim,

Thine all-redeeming love!
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332 C. M. C. Wesley.

Opening Morning Service.

COME, let us join with one accord
In hymns around the throne

!

This is the day our rising Lord
Hath made and called his own.

2 This is the day which God hath blest,

The brightest of the seven,

Type of that everlasting rest

The saints enjoy in heaven.

3 Then let us in his name sing on,

And hasten to that day
When our Redeemer shall come down,
And shadows pass away.

333 CM. Williams.

" My meditation of him shall be sweet."

WHILE thee I seek, protecting
Power

!

Be my vain wishes stilled
;

And may this consecrated hour
With better hopes be filled.

2 Thy love the power ofthought bestowed,
To thee my thoughts would soar

:

Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed,

That mercy I adore.

3 In each event of life, how clear

Thy ruling hand 1 see

!

Each blessing to my soul most dear,

Because conferred by thee.

4 In every joy that crowns my days,

In every pain I bear,

My heart shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief in prayer.

5 When gladness wings the favored hour,
Thy love my thoughts shall fill

;

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,
My soul shall meet thy will.

6 My lifted eye, without a tear,

The gath'ring storm shall see;

Mv steadfast heart shall know no fear—
^That heart will rest on thee.

334 L. M. Stennett.

Opening Jforning Service.

ANOTHER six days' work is done

;

Another Sabbath is begun :

Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest,

Improve the day thy God hath blest.

2 O that our thoughts and thanks may rise,

As grateful incense to the skies
;

And draw from Christ that sweet repose
Which none but he that feels it knows

!

3 This heavenly calm within the breast

Is the dear pledge of glorious rest

Which for the Church of God remains,
The end of cares, the end of pains.

4 In holy duties let the day,

In holy comfort* pass away :

How sweet, a Sabbath thus to spend,

In hope of one that ne'er shall end

!

335 L. M. Edmeston.

A Sabbath Evening 3Ieditation.

IS there a time when moments flow

More lovelily than all beside?

It is, of all the times below,

A Sabbath eve in summer tide.

2 O then the setting sun smiles fair,

And all below, and all above,

The diff'rent forms of nature wear
One universal garb of love.

3 And then the peace that Jesus beams,
The life of grace, the death of sin,

With nature's placid woods and streams,

Is peace without, and peace within.

4 Delightful scone ! — a world at rest —
A God all love— no grief nor fear—

A heavenly hope— a peaceful breast—
A smile unsullied by a tear

!

5 Yet will there dawn at last a day,

A sun that never sets shall rise;

Night will not veil his ceaseless ray;

The heavenly Sabbath never dies

I
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83G L.M.

xcii.

Watts.

SWEET la the work, my QocL my King.
To praise thy name, give thanks, ana
sing :

To show thy love by morning light,

And talk Of all thy" truth by night.

2 Sweet is the day of sacred n
my breast

:

(> may my heart in tunc be found,
Like "David's harp of solemn sound !

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord,
Ami ! rks, and bless hi^ word :

Thy works of grace, how bright they
shine

!

How deep thy counsels ! how divine !

4 Then I shall share glorious part
When grace hath well refined my heart,

And fresh suppliea of joy are shed,
Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

5 Then shall I see. ami hear, and know,
All I desired <>r wished below;
And every power find sweet employ
In that eternal world of joy.

11*

307 L. ^l-

:

bath.

THINE earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we
love

;

But there 's a nobler rest above
;

To that our lab'ring souls

.

With ardent puiiL'> of StTO

2 No more fatigue, no more distn

Nor rin uor hi 11 shall reach the place

;

ball mingle with
Which warble from imm< rial fa i

3 No rude alarms of raging I

No cares to break the Long

No midnight shade, ni> clouded sun,

L'ut sacred, high, eternal noon.

4 rt long-expected day, begin ;

Pawn on these realms of woe and sin :

Fain would we leave this weary I

And sleep in death, to rest with God.

D z'lngy.

Praise God,fromwhom all l

'

Praise him. all low
;

Praise him above, ye heavenly I

Praise Father, Bon, and Holy "Ghost.
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IV. BURIAL OF THE DEAD.

338 CM.
Psalm xxxix.

Watts.

H^EACH me the measure of my days,

JL Thou Maker of my frame :

I would survey life's narrow space,

And learn how frail I am.

2 A span is all that we can boast,

An inch or two of time :

Man is but vanity and dust,

In all his flower and prime.

3 What should I wish, or wait for, then,

From creatures, earth, and dust ?

They make our expectations vain,

And disappoint our trust.

4 Now I forbid my carnal hope,
My fond desires recall

;

I give my mortal interest up,
And make my God my all.

339 CM.
Brevity of Life.

THEE we adore, eternal Name

!

And humbly own to thee
How feeble is our mortal frame,
What dying worms we be !

Watts.

2 The rear rolls round, and steals away
Th

Whate'er we do, where'er we be,

We 're travelling to the grave.

3 Dangers stand thick through all the
ground

To push us to the tomb;
And fierce diseases wait around
To hurry mortals home.

4 Great God ! on what a slender thread
Hang everlasting things

!

Th'' eternal states of all the dead
Upon life's feeble strings.

5 Infinite joy, or endless woe,
Attends on every breath

;

And yet how unconcerned we go
Upon the brink of death !

G Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense,
To walk this dangerous road

;

And if our souls be hurried hence,
May they be found with God

!

Doxology.

Now let the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored, [known,

Where there are works to make him
Or saints to Ibve the Lord.
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Ww. Matt and fear to die;

Wli.it tim'roui ironni we mortals

Death li the gate to endless joy,

And yet we dread t" enter there,

•j The pains, tl the dying strife,

hi our approaching souls awaj
;

I we -h ri uk back again to life,

Fond of our prison and our clay.

3 O, ifmy Lord vronld come and m<

Mv bou! would stretch her wings in

I.

Fly fearless through death's iron rate,

; feel the t< passed I

lyine 1 »• -< 1

Peel soft as don ny pillows arc.

While "ii his breast I lean my head,

. breathe my I if .
there.

:\ \\ C. M. Steele.

Funeral fl/a Young Person.

WIIKN blooming youth is snatched

away
By death's resistless hand.

Our hearts tin' mournful tribute pay,

Which pity most demand.

2 Whjle pity prompts the rising sigh,

( > may this truth, impress) 1

With awful power— I too most die—
Sink deep in every bl

3 Let thi* vain world delude no more:
Behold the gaping tomb I

It bids u-1 seise the present hour,

•morrow death may eome.

4 The voice of this alarming scene

ery heart obey ;

Nor he the heavenly warning vain,

Which calls to watch and pray.

Waiting
'

• v spirit,

the purch
.

through th\ -ion,

To thy greal Redeemer's breast,

To his uttermost salvation,

To hi> r\ erlai

I

the joy he -

Hear a momentary pain

to live a Life or glory !

Sutier, with thy Lord to r

3 i r, L li. I'.ai-.hauld.

RighUoui.

HOW ! [est the righteouswhen h<

When sinks a v.carv soul I

How mildly beam the do ring eyes I

How gently heaves th' expiring breast!

2 Bo fi les s summer cloud away :

349

H

0. Wesley.

To tlif Departing Saint.

APPY BOUl, thy days are ended,
All thy mourning days below

;

v angel guards attended,
To the sight of Jesus, go I

atly Bhuts the eye ofday ;

3 life's duty done, as sinks the (day,

Light from it>- load the spirit 1;

While heaven and earth combine t<> say,
'' How blest the righteous when he

dies!
"

344 C. 11 Steele.

Funeral of a ChOd.

LI IT. is a span, a fleeting hour,

—

How soon tlio vapor tli<^ :

Man is a tender, transient (lower,

That e'en in blooming dies.

2 Death spreads his with'ring,wintry arms,
And beauty smiles no more:

Ah ! where are now those ri*-im: charms
Which pleased our eyes before?

3 That once loved form, now cold and
dead,

Each mournful thought employs ;

We weep our earthly comforts tied,

And withered all our joys.

1 Hope looks beyond the bounds of time,
when what we now deplore,

Shall rise in full, immortal prime,
And bloom to fade no more.
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345 C. M. Heber.

Dwelling among the Tombs.

BENEATH our feet and o'er our head
Is equal warning given :

Beneath us lie the countless dead,

Above us is the heaven !

2 Their names are graven on the stone,

Their bones are in the clay

;

And ere another day is gone
Ourselves may be as they.

3 Death rides on every passing breeze,

And lurks in every flower
;

Each season has its own disease,

Its peril every hour!

4 Our eyes have seen the rosy light
Of youth's soft cheek decay,

And fate descend in sudden night
On manhood's middle day.

5 Our eyes have seen the steps of age
Halt feebly to the tomb

;

And yet shall earth our hearts engage,
And dreams of days to come ?

6 Turn, mortal, turn ! thy dansrer know

:

Where'er thy foot can tread,

The earth rings hollow from below,

.

And warns thee of her dead !

7 Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply
To truths divinely given :

The forms which underneath thee lie

Shall Jive for hell or heaven

!

346 C. M. Watts.

A Voice from the Tombs.

HARK! from the tombs a doleful
sound

!

My ears, attend the cry :

" Ye living men, come view the ground
Where you must shortly lie.

2 "Princes, this clay must be your bed,
In spite of all your towers;

The tall, the wise, the reverend head,
Must lie as low as ours."

3 Great God ! is this our certain doom

!

And are we still secure !

Still walking downward to the tomb,
And yet prepared no more

!

4 Grant us the power of quiek'ning grace,
To fit our souls to fly

;

Then, when we drop this dying flesh,

We '11 rise above the sky."
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CL Wesley.

vii. 13-17.

HAT ere these arrayed in white.
l.iy sui

is of light,

J throne

?

Three are they thai bote the cross,

Bnff'ren In b

FolTwen "t" the dying 8

2 Out of gr*\»t -Iwtr.

I thi ir robea by faith below
In the blood f

j

KIo«h1 thut welshes white M snow
;

Then j eext th.- throne,

thi r Hah rdaj and night:

Oo<i resides among his own,
God doth in his saints delight.

348 7s. Toplady
The dying Christian to his Soul.

DBLBSfl principle, arise;
thou satire of ths -kies.

ft ui of price by Jeans bought,
T.> his gloriona Uheneea a rought,

rial • rowD

:

Go, his trinmpha to adorn
;

Made for God, t.> Qod p turn.

2 kVol be on high

;

Thin* the meril oi

Thine the righteousi
- Joj Oil t.> attend,

Hor*ring ronnd thy pillow hrnd.
Wall to catch the -

And .-curt thee qui< k to tioaren.



130 THE SOUTHERN METHODIST

SAJJL. L. M. it \ \Tirr,.

5 £:iS^F^S

rs <? <?•* a -G- O • • G- -CLjl-

Q '; hrhh fW^ l—i

(j»-J *-^7 V

1

I

< -*H m *—\-J i rW2̂ ^^
i

1 ^"T^-

1

U^—

I

4#*
S3 S3 rs S3 <? rz <7

0=JlJ -%4r >2 » *
_42^L

<5*

i It -i 1 *-^v—L—

—

'—i

i

—

'

L-
. 1 1 1

^ ^~t-=J

-g—j,
, ^ j,

,*•— I 1 :
:

i

'

, :
. |—i ! p^>

1 r,

-^ >';
1 1 1

1 t- 1 <9— ~* '

1

' <£?

349 L. M. S. Wesley. Jr.

Funeral of a Youth.—1 Peter i. 24, 25.

THE morning flowers display their

sweets,

And gay their silken leaves unfold,

As careless of the noontide heats,

As fearless of the evening cold.

2 Nipped by the wind's untimely blast,

Parched by the sun's directer ray,

The momentary .dories waste,

The short-lived beauties die away.

3 So blooms the human face divine,

When youth its pride of beauty shows :

Fairer than spring the colors shine,

And sweeter than the virgin rose.

4 Or worn by slowly rolling years,

Or broke by sickness in a day,
The fading glory disappears,

The short-lived beauties die away.

350 L- M. Watts.
Funeral of a Christian.

UNVEIL thy bosom, faithful tomb,
Take this new treasure to thy trust

:

And give these sacred relics room,
To slumber in the silent dust.

2 Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear,

Invades thy bounds ; no mortal woes
Can reach the peaceful sleeper here,

While angels watch the soft repose.

3 So Jesus slept : God's dying Son
Passed through the grave, and blessed

the bed

:

Rest here, blest saint, till from his throne
The morning break, and pierce the

shade.

4 Break from his throne, illustrious morn

!

Attend, O earth, his sovereign word

!

Restore thy trust : a glorious form
Shall then arise to meet the Lord.
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'

v'

ristinn. — /»>;•. \iv. 13.

HARK I a voice divides the sky,

Happy are th«' faithful dead !

In the Lonl who sweetly die,

They from all their toils are freed.

2 Them the 9pirit hath declared
rt, unutterably bl

Jesus is their great reward,
Jesos is their endless rest.

3 Followed by their works, they
Where their Head has gone before:

ceiled by grace below,
Grace hath opened Mercy's door.

4 Justified through faith alone,
Here they knew their sins forgiven ;

Here they Uud their burden down,
Hallowed, and made meet for heaven.

359 C. Wesley.

Funn-al ofu Oirteti

LO! the pris'ner is reh

Lightened of her fleshly 1

\> here the weary i

si,,, in rothet-on

Lo! the pain of life is past,

All her warfare now i^ o'er;

Death and hell behind afi

Grief and ire no more.

2 Yes, the Christian's course Is run,
Boded is the glorious strife

;

Fought the fight, the work is done,
Death i* swallowed up of life

!

Borne by angels on their wings,
Far from earth the spirit llie<,

Finds her (io'd, and <it-. and sings,

Triumphing in paradise.

3 Let the world bewail their dead,
Fondly of their lo>> complain:

Bister! friend: by Jesus freed,

Death, to thee, to u-. i^ gain

:

Thou art entered into joy :

Let the unbelievers mourn

;

We in songs our lives employ
Till we all to God return.

Doxolotjy.

Sing we to our God above,

PnaM eternal as \\\> h>ve ;

PraJM him. all ye heavenly host—
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
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353 C It Watts.

Funeral of a Christian.

WHY do we mourn departing friends,

Or shake at death's alarms ?

'T is but the voice that Jesus sends,

To call them to his arms.

2 Are we not tending upward too,

As fast as time can move?
Nor should we wish the hours more slow 2
To keep us from our Loye.

3 Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb ?

There once the flesh of Jesus lay,

And left a long perfume.

4 The graves of all his saints be blessed,

And softened every bed:
Where should the dying members rest,

But with their dying "Head?

5 Thence he arose, ascending high
And showed our feet the way :

Vp to the Lord our flesh shaH'fly,

At the great rising day.

6 Then let the last loud trumpet sound,
And bid our kindred rise :

Awake, ye nations under ground
;

Ye saints, ascend the skies !

35-4 CM. Doddridge.

Funeral of a Minister.

WHAT though the arm of conqu'rin?
death

Does God's own house invade ?

What though the prophet and the priest
Be numbered with the dead ?

Though earthly shepherds dwell in dust,
The aged anil the young,

—

The watchful eye in "darkness closed.

And mute th' instructive tongue,—

Th' Eternal Shepherd still survives,

New comfort to impart

;

His eye stiil guides us, and his voice

Still animates our heart.

4 " Lo ! I am with you/' saith the Lord.
•• My Church shall safe abide

;

For I will ne'er forsake my own.
Whose souls in me confide."

5 Through every scene of life and death.
This promise is our trust

;

And this shall be our children's song,

When we are cold in dust.
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858 L. M. Watts.

The Cfrace of Christ.

Now to the Lord a coble soncr!

Awake, my soul
J
awake, my tongue :

Honnna to th' Eternal Nam.','

And all his boundless love proclaim.

. where it Bhinea in Jeana1
t

The brighter image of his gnu
( tod, in the person <>t" his Bon,

ill his mightiest works outdone.

,-> The B] -th and spreading
Proclaim the wise, the powerful God ;

And thy rich glories from afar,

rkle in every rolling star :

t But in his looks a glory stands,

The iioiilest labor of thy hands:
The plcaaing lustre of his eyes
outshines the wonder- of the skies.

"» Qraee!—'f is a sweet, a charming theme:
My thoughts rejoice at Jeana1 name]
\ e angeta, dwell upon the sound :

Ye heavens, retleet it to the ground 1

6 o may I reach the happy place
Where he unveils his lovely (.,

Where all his beauties you' behold,
And aing his name to harps of gold.

12

356 L.M.

Psalm lxxii.

Watts

JESUS shall reign where'er the sun
Does his snooeonive journeys run:

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 From north to south the princes meet
To pay their homage at his f.-.t

:

While western empires own their Lord,
And savage tribes attend his word.

3 For him shall endless prayer be made,
And endless praises crown his head :

His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

4 People and realms, of every tongue,

Dwell on his love with sweetest son*:,

And infant voices shall proclaim
Their early hlessings on his name.

5 Blessincrs abound where'er he reicrns,

The pris'ner leaps to looae his chain-,

The weary find eternal r

And all the sons of want are blessed.

6 Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our King;
Angela iknrcind with aonga again,
And earth repeat the long Amen I
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357 B.M. C.Wesley.

God giveth the increase.

LORD, if at thy command
The word of life we sow,

Watered by thy almighty hand,
The seed shall surely grow :

The virtue of thy grace
A large increase .shall give,

And multiply the faithful race,

Who to thy glory live.

2 Now, then, the ceaseless shower
Of gospel blessings send,

And let the soul-converting power
Thy ministers attend.

On multitudes confer
The heart-renewing love,

And by the joy of grace prepare
For fuller joys above.

358 7s. Bowrixg.

"Watchman, what of the night?"

WATCHMAN, tell us of the night,

What its signs of promise are.

Trav'ller, o'er yon mountain's height,

See that glory-beaming star.

Watchman, does its beauteous ray
Aught of hope or joy foretell ?

Trav'ller, yes; it brings the day,
Promised day of Israel.

2 Watchman, tell us of the night;
Higher yet that star ascends.

Trav'ller, blessedness and light,

Peace and truth, its course portends.

Watchman, will its beams alone
Gild the spot that gave them birth ?

Trav'ller, ages are its own,
See ! it bursts o'er all the earth.

3 Watchman, tell us of the night,

For the morning seems to dawn.
Trav'ller, darkness takes its flight,

Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watchman, let thy wand'rings cease
Hie thee to thy "quiet home.

Trav'ller, lo ! the Prince of peace,

Lo ! the Son of God is come.

359 L. M. Montgomery.

His Universal Effusion.

SPIRIT of the living God

!

In all the fulness of thy grace,

Where'er the foot of man hath trod,

Descend on our apostate race.

2 Give tongues of fire and hearts of love
To preach the reconciling word :

Give power and unction from above,
Whene'er the joyful sound is heard.

3 Be darkness, at thy coming, light

;

Confusion, order, in thy path
;

Souls without strength, inspire with
might

;

Bid mercy triumph over wrath !

4 Baptize the nations ! far and nigh
The triumphs of the cross record

:

The name of Jesus glorify,

Till every kindred call him Lord. .

360 (B.

Success.

C. Wesley.

SEE how great a flame aspires,

Kindled by a spark of grace !

Jesus' love the nations fires,

Sets the kingdoms on a blaze.

To bring fire on earth he came;
Kindled in some hearts it is

:

O that all might catch the flame,

All partake the glorious bliss

!

2 When he first the work begun,
Small and feeble was his day :

Now the word doth swiftly run,

Now it wins its widening way :

More and more it spreads and grows,

Ever mighty to prevail

;

Sin's strongholds it now o'erthrows.

Shakes the trembling gates of hell.

3 Saw ye not the cloud arise,

Little as a human hand ?

Now it spreads along the skies,

Hangs o'er all the thirsty land ;

Lo ! the promise of a shower
Drops already from above

;

But the Lord will shortly pour
All the Spirit of his love.
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ONwABD, onward, men of heaven;
!'.• r the -••-;••! banner high

;

Eli m not till its lighl is riven —
Star of every pagan sky :

Send it where the pilgrim itrai

Faints beneath the torrid ray;
lii'i the hardy forest-ranger
Hail it, ere he fades away.

2 Where the Arctic Ocean thnndi
Where the tropics fiercely glow,

wonders,
Brightly hid its radiance flow:

India marks its lustre st< ;i!inur :

Shiy*ring Greenland Loves it- rays;
Afric, 'mid her deserts kneeling,

Lifts the untaught strain of praise.

3 Rode in speech, or wild in feature,
Park in spirit, though they he,

—

w that l i -_r 1 1 1 to every creature,
Prince or vassal, bona <t G

icy haste to every nation
;

Host "il host the ranks supply

:

Onward! Christ is your salvation,
And your death is victory.

3G1
" Fr<' m I —freely give."

PBAI8E the Saviour, all ye nations,
l'rais.> him. all ye hosts above;

Shout, with joyful acclamations,
His divine, victorious love:

Be his kingdom now promoted,
the earth her monarch know

;

Be my all to him dei

To my Lord my all 1 owe.

n the mountains
An- ti; • ..1 design

Is to guide ii- to the fountains
.! o'erflow with hlis^ divine

—

iim the joyful tidings
Novation all around,
mrd the a lings,

And in workfl of k>ve ahound.

3 With will honor
My Redeemer and my Lord;

Were ten thousand worlds my manor,
All were nothing to his word :

While the heralds of salvation
His abounding grace proclaim,

Let his friends, ofevery station,

Gladly join to spread his fame.
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363 L.M.

Psalm cxvii.

Watts.

FROM all that dwell below the skies,

Let tlu* Creator's praise arise,

—

Let the Redeemer's name be rang
Through every land, by every tongue.

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

* shore
Till suns shall rise and set no more.

364 S. M.

Eccles. xi. 6.

SOW in the morn thy ^eed,

At eve hold not thy hand ;

To doubt and fear give thou no heed —
Broadcast it o'er the land.

2 Beside all waters sow,
The highway furrows stock,

Drop it where thorns and thistles grow
;

Scatter it on the rock.

3 The good, the fruitful ground,
Expect not here nor there

;

O'er hill, o'er dale, by plots, 'tis found

:

Go forth, then, everywhere.

4 Thou know'st not which shall thrive,

The late or early sown
;

Grace keeps the precious germ alive,

When and wherever strown :

5 And duly shall appear,
In verdure, beauty, strength,

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear,

And the full corn at length.

6 Thou canst not toil in vain :

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grain
For garners in the sky :

7 Thence, when the final end,

The day of God is come,
The angei reapers shall descend,

And heaven sin?, " Harvest home !

"

365 7s&6s. Heber.
" Come over— and help us"

FROM Greenland's icy mountains,
From India's coral strand

;

Where Afric's sunny fountains
Roll down their golden sand;

From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,

They call as to deliver
Their land from error's chain.

2 What though the spicy breezes
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle,

Though every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile ;
—

In vain with lavish kind'
The gifts of God are strown;

The heathen in his blindness
Bows down to wood and stone.

3 Shall we whose souls are lighted
With wisdom from on high,

Shall we to men benighted
The lamp of life deny?

Salvation! O, salvation .'

The joyful sound proclaim,
Till earth's remotest nation

Has learned Messiah's name.

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story,

And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,

It spreads from pole to pole:
Till o'er our ransomed nature,
The Lamb for sinners slain, ,

Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.

366 8s, 7s, & 4s. P. Wtlliams.

Spread of the Gospel.

O'ER the gloomy hills of darkness,
Look, my soul, be still and gaze

;

All the promises do travail

With a glorious day of grace:
Blessed jub'lee,

Let thy glorious morning dawn

!

2 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness,
Grant them, Lord, the glorious light;

And from eastern coast to western,
May the morning chase the night

;

And redemption,
Freely purchased, win the day.

3 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel;
Win and conquer, never cease

;

May thy lasting, wide dominions,
Multiply, and still increase

:

Sway thy sceptre,

Saviour, all the world around.
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VI. BIBLE.

L M.

vii. ciii'iicn i > i : i >

i

Tin; he '•• da deolare thy glory, Lord,
luni shines ;

Hut when o if eyes behold thy word,

\\C read thy name in fairer lines.

2 The rolling ion, the changing light.

And night ana day, thy power©
But the bleet volume thon hast writ,

reals thyjoatloe and thy grace.

v praise

bole earth," and never
statu! ;

when thy truth began its ra<v,

ached and i every land.

4 Nor shall thy spreading gospel r

Till through the world thy truth has
run :

Till Christ has all the nations bk
That tee the liudit, or fed the suu.

368 CM. Steele.

DtHghting in the ll"

FA.THEB of mercies, in thy irord
What endleaa glory shines!

For ever he thy name adored
For I :ial lines.

2 Here may the wretched sons of want
Exhanatless riches find,

Riches above what earth can grant,
And lanUng as the mind.

the fair tree of knowledge grows,
And yield- a free repast,

Bublimer sweets than nature knows
Invite th<

4 Here the I
- welcome voice

Spreads heavenly peace around;
And life, and everlasting :

Attend the blissful sauna.

5 O may th- v pages be
My ever dear delight

;

And st ill

And still increasing tight

!

369 L II I

BIJI< >I.I> thy i

house that we nai

. I till it with th] .

l When from it- altar shall i

Joint supplication t«» thy name,
mi t'l accept the sacrifice,

Thyself our answering God proclaim.

3 And when from hence the voice ofpraise
Shall lift its triumphs t<» thy thi

By making all thy glory kuown.

4 When here thy ministers shall stand,

To speak what thou shah bid them say,
Maintain thy cause with thine own hand,
And give thy truth a winning way.

370 7 ~ Montgomery.

Dedication.

LORD of hosts, to thee we rahe
Sere B house of prayer and pi

Thou thy people's hearts prepare
Here to meet with praise and prayer.

2 Let the living here be fed

With thy word, the heavenly bread;
Sera, in hope ot* glory bit

May the dead be laid to r<.M ;
—

re to thee a temple stand.

While the sea shall gird the land
;

Here revesJ thy mercy sure.

While the SUU and DHOon e;

4 Hallelujah.— i sky
To the joyful BOUnd reply

;

llehrjah !
—

. time shall end.
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VIII. SEASONS. 372
371 C. M. Browse.

.£W o/f7ie Peon

AND now, my soul, another year
Of thy short life is past;

I cannot long continue here,

And this may be my last.

2 Awake, my soul ! with utmost care
Thy true condition learn

:

"What surethy hopes

:

; how sure? how fair?

What is thy great concern?

3 Behold, another year begins !

Set out afresh for heaven ;

Seek pardon for thy former sins,

In Christ so freely given.

4 Devoutly yield thyself to God,
And on his grace depend

;

With zeal pursue the heavenly road,

Nor doubt a happy end.

C. M.

New Tear'* Doy.

C. Wesley.

SIXG to the great Jehovah's praise

!

All praise to him belongs,

Who kindly lengthens out our days,
. Demands our choicest songs :

His providence hath brought us through
Another various year

;

We all with vows and anthems new
Before our God appear.

Father, thy mercies past we own,
Thy still continued care

:

To thee presenting, through thy Son,
Whatever we have or are :

Our lips and lives shall gladly show
The wonders of thy love,

While on in Jesus' steps we go
To seek thy face above.
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d 3a C. W]

THE Lord ofearth and sky,
The God of ag<

Who reigns enthroned on high,
Ancient of endless days

!

Who lengthens <»ut oar trials here,
Ami spares u> yd another. year.

Barren and wit 1

AW- cumbered long the ground !

rait ofholiness
< hi our dead souls was found ;

Yet doth he us in mercy spare
Another and another year.

Whenjus the irord
To cut the fig-tree down,

The pity of the Lord
Cried. '• Let it still alone!"

The Father mild inclines his ear,

i oa yet another y

Jems, thy speaking blood
From God obtained the crace;

Who therefore hath bestowed
On us a Long

Thou didst in our behalf appear,
And lo ! we see another year !

Then dig about the root,

ik np our tallow ground,
And let our gracious fruit

To thy urtut praise abound:
let us all thy prai-e declare,

And fruit uuto perfection bear!

374 6a 4
Openinn M

WELCOME, delightful morn,
Thou day ofsacred n

I hail thy kind return !

Lord, make these moment-
From the low train of mortal I

1 - .ir to reach immortal joya

2 NOW may the Kin_
And fill his throne of L'race

;

Thy sceptre, Lord, ei
While saints address thy face :

I sinners feel thy quick'ning word,
And learn to know and fear the Lord.

Descend, cell stiaJ 1

1

With all thy quick'ning poi

And bless the sacred hours

:

Then shall my soul new life obtain,

Nor sabbaths be indulged in vain.
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375 C. M. Doddridge.

New Year's Day.

REMARK, my soul, the narrow bound
Of the revolving year

;

How swift the weeks complete their

round

!

How short the months appear

!

2 So fast eternity comes on—
And that important day,

When all that mortal life hath done,

God's judgment shall survey.

3 Yet, like an idle tale, we pass
The swift-advancing year

;

And study artful ways V increase

The speed of its career.

4 Waken, O God, my careless heart,

Its great concern to see,

That I may act the Christian part,

To give the year to thee.

376 7s. Newton.

New Year's Day.— Before Sermon.

WHILE with ceaseless course the sun
Hasted through the former year,

Many souls their race have run,

Never more to meet us here

:

Fixed in an eternal state,

They have done with all below

;

We a little longer wait,

But how littie, none can know.

2 As the winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to find,

—

As the lightning from the skies
Darts and leaves no trace behind,

—

Swiftly thus our fleeting days
Bear us down life's rapid stream :

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise,

All below is but a dream.

3 Thanks for mercies past receive

;

Pardon of our sins renew
;

Teach us henceforth how to live

With eternity in view :

Bless thy word to young and old,

Fill us with a Saviour's love

;

And when life's short tale is told,

May we dwell with thee above.

IX. "OEPHANS' HOME."

377 C. M. C. Wesley.

Anniversary of an Orphan Asylum.

AGAIN the kind revolving year
Has brought this happy day,

And we in God's blest house appear
Again our vow to pay.

2 Our watchful guardians, robed in light,

Adore the heavenly King
;

Ten thousand thousand seraphs bright
Incessant praises sing.

3 They know no want, they feel no care,

Nor ever sigh as we
;

Sorrow and sin are strangers there,

And all is harmony.

4 If aught can there enhance their bliss,

Or raise their raptures higher,
New joys in heaven at sights like this,

New anthems fill the choir.

5 With what resembling care and love
Both worlds for us appear :

—
Our friendly guardians, those above,
Our benefactors, here.

378 C. M. Browne.

Pleading for the Orphan.

0HOW can they look up to heaven,
And ask for mercy there,

Who never soothed the poor man's pang,
Nor dried the orphan's tear

!

2 The dread omnipotence of Heaven
We every hour provoke!

Yet still the mercy of our God
Withholds th' avenging stroke

:

3 And Christ was still the healing friend

Of poverty and pain
;

And never did imploring wretch
His garment touch in vain.

4 May we with humble effort take
Example from above

;

And thence the active lesson learn
Of charity and love 1
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J
ESI

l by promised preeenoe claim ;

Thou in the midsi of us shalt be,

Assembled in thy name :

Thy name salvation la,

Which here we oome to prove

;

Thy Dame ia life, and health, and peaco,

And TtTTtrlanting love.

1 Not in the name of pride
Or selfishness we meet

:

so nature's paths \\v turn aside,

Aii'l worldly thoughts for

We meet tht* grace to take,

Which thou baal freely .riven;

We meet 00 earth for thy dear sake,

Thai ire may meet La heaven.

at we know thou art
;

But,0, thyself reveal

!

;

let every bounding heart

The mighty comfort fee] I

O may r
'

inj» voice

The death of sin rem

In hope ofperfect love

!

380 B. M. Watts.

JVoJm xlviii. 10-14.

FAR as thy name is known,
The world declares thy praise:

Thv saints, () Lord, before thy throne
Their songs of honor raise.

2 With joy let Judah stand

On Zion's aheaen hill.

Proclaim the wonders of thy hand,
And counsels of thy will.

8 Let Strangers walk around
The city where we dwell

;

Compass and view the holy ground,
And mark the building Well —

4 The order of thy hottse,

The worahip <>f thy court,

The cheerful BOOBS, the solemn VOWS,

—

And make a fair report.

6 How decent and how
How irloriou> to behold !

Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes,
And rites adorned with gold.

C. W

Alive,
And

Glory and praise to Jesui
Pot bii redeemii

rved by power <livine

To full salvation b<

i in Jesus' pr;ii-- we join,

And in his signl appear.

2 What troubleshave we seen,
What oonflicts have we

i

Fightings without, and (ears within,
since we assembled last

;

But out of all the Lord
Hath brought us by his r

And -till he doth his help all"rd,

And hides our life ft]

3 Then let us make our boast
of his redeeming power.

Which saves us to the uttermost,

Till we can sin no im

Let us take up the CrOSS,

Till we the crown obtain
;

An '

I lea,

So we may Jeeus uraiu.

382 B. M. C. Wmliy.
77ic Cluirch Militant.

JESUS, the Conqu'ror, reigns,
In glorious strength arrayed,

His kingdom over all maintains,
And bids the earth he -hid!

_' Ye sons of men. rejoice

In Jesus' mighty love :

Lift up your heart", lift up your voice,
To Him who rules above.

3 Extol Ids kingly power;
Kiss the exalted Son,

Who died, and lives to die no more,
High on his Father's throne:

4 Our Advocate with God,
He undertakes our cause,

And spreads through all the earth abroad
The vict'ry of his er

5 That bloody banner -

And, in your Captain's sight,

Fight the good fight of faith with rue,

My fellow->oldiers, fight.
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383 CM. C. Wesley.

Mutual A id.

TRY us, O God, and search the ground
Of every sinful heart

:

Whate'er of sin in us is found,
O bid it all depart

!

2 When to the right or left we stray,

Leave us not comfortless :

But guide our feet into the way
Of everlasting peace.

3 Help us to help each other, Lord,
Each other's cross to bear;

Let each his friendly aid afford,

And feel his brother's care.

4 Help us to build each other up,
Our little stock improve

:

Increase our faith, confirm our hope,
And perfect us in love.

5 Up into thee, our living Head,
Let us in all things grow

;

Till thou hast made us free indeed,

And spotless here below.

6 Then,when the mighty work is wrought,
Receive thy ready bride

:

Give us in heaven a happy lot

With all the sanctified.

384 C. M. C. Wesley.

Opening the Exercises.

SEE, Jesus, thy disciples see,

The promised blessing give!

Met in thy name, we look to thee,

Expecting to receive.

2 Thee we expect, our faithful Lord,
Who in thy name are joined;

We wait according to thy word,
Thee in the midst to find.

3 With us thou art assembled here,

But O thyself reveal!

Son of the living God, appear !

Let us thy presence feel.

4 Breathe on us, Lord, in this our day,
And these dry bones shall live;

Speak peace into our hearts, and say,
" The Holy Ghost receive."

5 Whom now we seek, O may we meet
Jesus, the Crucified

;

Show us thy bleeding hands and feet,

Thou who for us hast died.

6 Cause us the record to receive

!

Speak, and the tokens show,
" O be not faithless, but believe

In me, who died for you !
"
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M.

i"l :

I attend the paths thi

Ami h^rlu their steps surround.

2 Theirjoy shaU bear their spirits up,

Through their l: name
;

His righteousness exalts their hop* ;

- nan dmrea eondemu.

8 The Lord, our glory and defence,

Strength and salvati

Israel, thy K ia for ever n

Thy < ro I tor i v. ir li

886 L. M. Watts.
Ptalm sou. 1- 15.

LORD, tisa pleasant thing to stand
planted by ihy hand

;

Let me s ithin be Been,

1

With thine mtluenee fifom above]
Not Lebanon, with all its 1

1

Yields such a comely sight as tl

3 Laden with fruits of age, they Bhow
The Lord is holy, just, and true :

None that attend his gates shall find

A Qod unfaithful or unkind.

887 B. M. G Wesley.
T' Church'Militant.

UBQE on your rapid course,
Ye blood-besprinkled bands;

The heavenly kingdom suffers force;

"f i- seised by violent hauds.

2 See there the starry crown
That glitters through the skies !

. the world, and sin, tread down,
And take the glorious prize 1

3 Through much distress anil pain,

Through ni;my a conflict here,

Through blood, ye must the entrance
gsfaj

Yet 0, ' fear.

angel " your Captain cries,

\\'ho all your toil forekn
ye shall have: yet all despite,

I have o'ercotne for you."

(88 '
M r W]

Aw \ K :
:, Jeni
oger in thy sins li>- dovi d ;

'1 he garmi oi of salvation I

Thy beauty and thy strength peri oil

off the dust that blinds thy sight,

A iel hi les tie 1 promise Iron,
I
;,;; .

An .
, .ii, I si rug le into light,

The great Di ir.
i

3 Shake off the bands of - <•! despair,

Sion, asserl thy liberty ;

Look up, thy broken heart pre]

And ( -d "shall set tin- captive I

! V. all Of mere-

lie purged from every sinful stain,

Word en:':

Nor bear his hallow. vain.

."» The ; ."' :ir
,

And tmpo on
;

gun.

389 L. M. J. Wesley.
[From the German.]

< rs.

HIGH on his everlasting throne,

The King of saints his work BUT-

\. ya,

Marks the dear souls lie calls his own,
And smiles on the peculiar race.

2 lie re^ts well phased their toils to pee;

Beneath hi- easy yoke they move:
With all their heart and strength

In the sweet labor of hi- I

3 See, where the servants of their God,
A busy multitude, appear

:

For Jesus day and night employ, d.

His heritage they toil to (dear.

4 TheloveofChrist theirhearts eonstrainSi
And Strengthens their unw.

hands

;

They spend their sweat, and blood, and
pains,

To cultivate Immanuel's Ian Is.

5 O multiply thy d.

And fruit we everv hour shall bear:

Throughout the world thy gospel spread,
Thine everlasting truth declare!
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390 L.M. Watts.

PsaJwi lxxxiv. 8-12.

GREAT God, attend while Zion sings

The joy that from thy presence
springs

:

To spend one day with thee on earth

Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meanest place

Within thy house, O God of grace,

Not tents of ease, nor thrones of power.

Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

3 God is our sun, he makes our day

:

God is our shield, he guards our way
From all th' assaults of hell and sin—
From foes without, and foes within.

4 All needful grace will God bestow,

And crown that grace with glory too:

He gives us all things, and withholds

No real good from upright souls.

5 O God our King, whose sovereign sway
The glorious hosts of heaven obey,

And devils at thy presence flee,

Blest is the man'that trusts in thee.

391 L. M. C. Wesley.
Isaiah li. 9-11.

APiM of the Lord, awake, awake!
Thine own immortal strength put on

!

With terror clothed, hell's kingdom
shake,

And cast thy foes with fury down.

2 As in the ancient days, appear

!

The sacred annals speak thy fame;
Be now omnipotently near,

To endless ages still the same.

3 By death and hell pursued in vain,

"To thee the ransomed seed shall come

;

Shouting, their heavenly Sion gain,

And pass through death triumphant
home.

4 The pain of life shall then be o'er,

The anguish and distracting care ;

There sighing grief shall weep no more,

And sin shall never enter there.

5 Where pure, essential joy is found,

The Lord's redeemed their heads shall

raise,

With everlasting gladness crowned,
And filled with love, and lost in praise.
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PI'
\ \ 'to eonvey
Tin- blessings t k>d designs to give :

Longas the; lire should < !hnstians pray,

They learn to pray when first tin v live,

: afflict, ->r wrongi oppj
If car i distrai , or fears dismay ;

If guill dejeel ; if sin distress
;

In . . -:iil watch ami pray.

Tii prayer supports the soul that's weak,
Though thought be broken, la:

Lame,
f tli"ii canst <>r canst not speak,

Bui pray with fiiih in Jesus' name.

D.p.-nd on him; thou canst not fail;

Make all thy wants ami wishes known
;

Fear not ; his im-rit^ must prevail ;

k hut in faith, it shall be done.

393 Hart.< M.

it onMp.

lore we come before our God
Once more his MfiSsingS link:

may not duty seem a loail,

Nor worship prove a task

!

2 Father, thy quiek'niag Spirit send
I>om heaven in Jesus' name,

To make our waiting minds attend,
And put our sou]* in frame.

3 M:. the word we hear,
i in an honest heart

:

And keep the pn i
>us treasure there,

And never with it part.

1 To seek the.- all our hearts dispose,

ga suit,

And let the seed thy servant sows
Produce abundant fruit.

394 Hammond.

Opening Worsh ip.

LORD, we come beJbre thee now,
At thy feet we humbly bow;

O ! do not our suit disdain :

Shall w« seek thee, Lord, in vain?

13

In oomp i— ••!, no* !
- end

;

i urti "on i

Tlllle oil! U i

3 In thine own appointed H

Now We leek thee, ||.

Lord, WS know not ,

Till a blessing thou be

1 Send pome message from thy word,
Thai may joy an 1 peace afiord

;

by Spirit now impart
Full salvation | irt.

5 Comfort those who weep and mourn,
Let the time of j >y return

;

1 hose that are oast down lift up,

Make tip in faith and lope.

6 Grant that all may seek ami find

Time :» gracious God :<"<! kind ;

Heal the >iek, the captive :

395 S. M. Doddridge.

Luke .\ii.

YE servants of the Lord,
I h in his offiee wait,

Observant of his heavenly word,
And watchful at his

2 Let all your lamps be bright,
And trim the golden tlar

Gird up your loins, as in his sight,

1 >r awful i- his name.

3 Watch, 't is your Ford's command
;

And while we speak he's near;
Mark the first signal of his hand,
And ready all appear.

4 happy servant he
In rach a posture found !

He shall hit For 1 with rapture see,

And be with honor crowned.

K
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896 S. M. C. Wesley.

Opening the Exercises.

THE praying spirit breathe,

The watching power impart

;

From all entanglements beneath
Call off my anxious heart

;

My feeble mind sustain,

By A^orldly thoughts oppressed

;

Appear, and bid me turn again
To my eternal rest.

2 Swift to my rescue come,
Thine own this moment seize

;

Gather my wand'ring spirit home,
And keep in perfect peace

:

Suffered no more to rove
O'er all the earth abroad,

Arrest the pris'ner of thy love,

And shut me up in God.

397 S.M.

"Praying always, with all prayer."

TO God your every want
In instant prayer display :

Pray always
;
pray, and never faint

;

Pray, without ceasing, pray.

2 In fellowship,— alone—
To Crori vith fn\th r>mw noo,.

Approach his courts, besiege his throne,
With all the power of prayer

:

3 Go to his temple, go,

Nor from his altar move :

Let every house his worship know,
And every heart his love.

4 To God your spirits dart

;

Your souls in words declare

;

Or groan to him who reads the heart,

Th' unutterable prayer

;

5 His mercy now implore

;

And now show forth his praise;

In shouts, or silent awe, adore
His miracles of grace.

6 Pour out your souls to God,
And bow them with your knees

;

Andspread your heartsand handsabroad,
And pray for Sion's peace.

7 Your guides and brethren bear
For ever on your mind

;

Extend the arms of mighty prayer,

In grasping all mankind.
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GLORY be to dod above.
Cod from whom nil blessings flow

Make ire mention of his love,

Publish we his praise below;
Called together l>y his grace,

We are met in Jesus1 name;
b other*s face,

FolTwers of the bleeding Lamb.

I, then, sweet counsel take,

How to make our calling sure,—
< >tir election how to make,

die reach of hell, secure:

Build we each the other up;
Pray we tor our faith's increase,

Solid comfort) settled hope,

Constant Joy and lasting peace.

C. We . . •
. - Strive •

Let the purer flame revive,
: u in the martyrs mowed,

Dying champions for their < lod.

We for Christ our Master stand,

Lights in a benighted land
;

We our dying Lord confess,

We are Jesus' witnesses.

399 C. Wesley.7a

Love-feast.

COME, and let us sweetly join,

Christ to praise in hymns divine :

Give we all with one accord
(dory to our common Lord

;

Hands, and hearts, and voices, raise

;

- in the ancient days;
Antedate the joys above;
Celebrate the feast of love.

400 7s.

Continued.

C. Wesley.

COME, thou high and lofty Lord!
Lowly, meek, incarnate Word :

Humbly stoop to earth again

;

Come and visit abject man!
Jesus, dear expected guest*

Thou art bidden to the feast:

For thyself our hearts prepare:
Come, and sit, and banquet there!

2 Jesus, we thy promise claim

:

We are met in thy ereat name

:

In the midst do thou appear,
Manifest thy presence here!
Sanctify us, Lord, and bin

Breathe thy Spirit, give thy peace;
Thou thyself within us move:
Make our feast a feast of love.



148 THE SOUTHERN METHODIST

401 C. M. C. Wesley.

Renewing the Covenant.

COME, let us use the grace divine,

And all, with one aeeord,

In a perpetual cov'nant join

Ourselves to Christ the Lord ;
—

2 Give up ourselves, through Jesus' power,
His name to glorify

;

And promise, in this sacred hour,
For God to live and die.

3 The cov'nant we this moment make,
Be ever kept in mind :

We will no more our God forsake,

Or cast his words behind.

4 We never will throw off his fear,

Who hears our solemn vow

;

And if thou art well pleased to hear,
Come down, and meet us now !

5 Thee, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Let all our hearts receive

;

Present with the celestial host,

The peaceful answer give.

6 To each the cov'nant blood apply,
Which takes our sins away

;

And register our names on high,
And keep us to that day.

40Q CM. Doddridge.

Admission into the Church.

INQUIRE, ye pilgrims, for the way
That leads to Sion's hill,

And thither set your steady face,

With a determined will.

2 Invite the strangers all around
Your pious march to join

;

And spread the sentiments you feel

Of faith and love divine.

3 O come, and to his temple haste,

And seek his favor there
;

Before his footstool humbly bow,
And pour your fervent prayer.

4 come, and join your souls to God
In everlasting bands

;

Accept the blessings he bestows,

With thankful hearts and hands.

403 S. M. Muhlenberg.

Entering the Ark.

LIKE Noah's weary dove,
That soared the earth around,

But not a resting-place above
The cheerless waters found,

—

2 O cease, my wand'ring soul,

On restless wing to roam
;

All the wide world, to either pole,
Has not for thee a home.

3 Behold the ark of God,
Behold the open door

;

Hasten to gain that dear abode,
And rove, my soul, no more.

4 There, safe shalt thou abide,

There, sweet shall be thy rest,

And every longing satisfied,

With full salvation blessed.

404 CM.
Safety in Union.

JESUS, great Shepherd nf the sheep,
To thee for help we tly :

Thy little flock in safety keep

!

For O, the wolf is nigh !

2 He comes, of hellish malice full,

To scatter, tear, and slay :

He seizes every straggling soul

As his own lawful prey.

3 Us into thy protection take,

And gather with thy arm :

Unless the fold we first forsake,

The wolf can never harm.

4 We laugh to scorn his cruel power,
While by our Shepherd's side

:

The sheep he never can devour,

Unless he first divide.

5 O do not suffer him to part

The souls that here agree

:

But make us of one mind and heart,

And keep us one in thee !

6 Together let us sweetly live,

Together let us die;

And each a starry crown receive,

And reign above the sky.
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405 s - M DWIGHT.

ftaini cxxxvii. 5, 6.

I
LOVE thy kingdom, Lord,
The house of thine abode,

The Church <»ur blest Redeemer bought
With his own precious blood.

2 I love thy Church, O Sod I

Her walls before thee stand,

Deal1 as the apple of thine eye,

And graven on thy hand.

3 If e'er to bless her sons
My voice or hands deny,

These hands let useful skill forsake,

This voiee in .>ileuee die.

4 If e'er my heart forget

Her welfare, or her woe,
v.tv joy this heart forsake,

And every grief o'erflow.

- her my tears shall fall,

For her my prayers ascend
;

To h*>r my earns and toils be u'iven,

Till toils and cares shall end.

6 Beyond my highest joy
1 prize her heavenly ways,

Her sweet communion, solemn vows,
Her hymns of love and praise.

13'*

406 Bull Fawcett.

Closing the Exercises.

BLEST be the tie that hinds
Our hearts in Christian love:

The fellowship of kindred miods
La like to that above.

2 Before our Father's throne
We pour our ardent prayers

;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,

Our comforts and our car

3 We share our mutual woes

;

Our mutual burdens I

And often f>r eaeh other tlows

The sympathising tear.

4 When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain ;

But we shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again.

5 This glorious hope revives
< )ur courage by the way;

While eaeh in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain,

And sin, we shall be free;

And perfeet love and friendship reign
Through all eternity.
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407 L. M. C. Wesley.

For the Lambs of the Flock.

AUTHOR of faith, we seek thy face,

For all who feel thy work begun :

Confirm, and strengthen them in grace,

And bring thy feeblest children on.

2 Thou seest their wants, thou know'st
their names,

Be mindful of thy youngest care
;

Be tender of the new-born lambs,
And gently in thy bosom bear. '

3 The lion roaring for his prey,

With rav'ning wolves on every side,

Watch over them to tear and slay,

If found one moment from their Guide.

4 In safety lead thy little flock ?

From hell, the world, and sin, secure

;

And set their feet upon the rock,

And make in thee their goings sure.

408 CM.
Psalm cxxxiii.

Watts.

LO ! what an entertaining sight

Are brethren who agree !

Brethren whose cheerful hearts unite
In bands of piety

!

'

2 When streams of love, from Christ the
spring,

Descend to every soul,

And heavenly peace, with balmy wing,
Shades and bedews the whole :

3 'Tis like the oil, divinely sweet,

On.Aaron's rev'rend head

;

The trickling drops perfumed his feet,

And o'er his garments spread.

4 'T is pleasant as the morning dews
That fall on Zion's hill

;

Where God his mildest glory shows,
And makes his srace distil.

409 L- M. Cowper.

Opening the Exercises.

WHAT various hindrances we meet
In coming to a mercy-seat

!

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer,
But wishes to be often there ?

mor

2 Prayer makes the darkened cloud with-
draw

;

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw
;

Gives exercise to faith and love

;

Brings every blessing from above.

3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight

;

Prayer makes " the Christian's am
bright

;

And Satan trembles when he sees
The weakest saint upon his knees.

4 Have you no words? Ah ! think again

:

Words flow apace when you complain,
And fill your fellow-creature's ear
With the sad tale of all your care.

5 Were half the breath thus vainly spent,
To Heaven in supplication sent,

Your cheerful song would oft'ner be,
" Hear what the Lord has done for me."

410 S.M.

Wants.

C. Wesley.

JESUS, my strength, my hope,
On thee I cast my care,

With humble confidence look up,
And know thou hear'st my prayer.

Give me on thee to wait,

Till I can all things do,

On thee, almighty to create,

Almighty to renew.

2 I want a sober mind,
A self-renouncing will,

That tramples down and casts behind
The baits of pleasing ill

;

A soul inured to pain,

To hardship, grief, and loss,

Bold to take up, firm to sustain,

The consecrated cross.

3 I want a godly fear,

A quick-discerning eye,

That looks to thee when sin is near,
And sees the tempter fly

;

A spirit still prepared,
And armed with jealous care,

For ever standing on its guard,
And watching unto prayer.
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411 C. M. Q Wesley.

ming the £

SHEPHERD Divine, our wants relieve,

In thi> our eyil day
;

Tn all thy tempte 1 fblPwers give
The power to watch and pray.

oar fiery trials last,

.- as the cross we bear,

o lei "ur souls on thee be east

In n ig
j
'layer !

S The spirit of interceding grace
Give us in faith to claim

;

To wrestle till we see thy r

And know tlry hidden name.

4 Till thou thy perfect love impart,
Till thou thyself bestow,

Be this the cry of every heart—
I will not Let thee go :

—

5 I will not let thee go an]

Thou tell thy name to me,
Witt all thy great salvation bless,

And make me all like thee.

-413 < . M. Montgomery

Whai

PBATES is the bouI'i

Uttered <>r unexpressed
;

The motion of a hidden B

That trembles in the bn

2 Prayer is the burden of -

The falling of tear

;

The upward glancing of an eye,

. none but God i> near.

3 Prayer tnplesl form of speech
That infant lips can try ;

Pray.-r, the subumest strains that reach
The Majesty on high.

4 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath,
The Christian's nati\ •

His watchword at the gates of d<

He enters heaven with prayer.

6 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice,

Returning from his ways,
While angels in theu
And cry, " Behold, he pr
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UXBRIDGE. L. M.
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X. FAMILY WORSHIP.

413 L. M. Ken.

Morning.

A"WAKE, my soul, and with the sun
Thy daily stage of duty run

;

Shake off dull sloth, and early rise

To pay thy morning sacrifice.

2 Wake and lift up thyself, my heart,

And with the angels bear thy part;

Who all night long unwearied sing
High praise to the eternal King.

3 Glory to thee, who safe hast kept,

And hast refreshed me while I slept

:

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall

wake,
I may of endless life partake.

Praise God, from whom all blessings-

flow;
Praise him, all creatures here below

;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

;

Praise Father, Son," and Holy Ghost

414 L. 11 Watts.

Morning.— Psalm iii. 5, 8.

TIEED with the burdens of the day,
To God I raised an evening cry

:

He heard when I began to pray,

And his almighty help was nigh.

2 Supported by his heavenly aid,

I laid me down^aud slept secure

;

Not death should make my heart afraid,

Though I should wake and rise no
more.

4 Direct, control, suggest this day,

All I design, or do, or say,

That all my powers, with all their

might,
In thy "sole glory may unite.

3 But God sustained me all the night

:

Salvation doth to God belong:
He raised my head to see the light

And make his praise my mornh
song.
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MANOAH. C. M.
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11- Watts.a m.

Morning.

ONCE more, my soul, Che rising day
Salutes thy waking ej

more, my voice, thy tribute pay
To aim that rales the -

2 Night unto eight hi* name rep
day renews the Bound,

—

Wide as the heavens on which he sits,

To turn the oeeoone round.

3 'T i< ho supports my mortal frame:
My tongue shall speak his praie

My miis might rouse hi^ wrath to flame,

But yet bil wrath delays.

1 <J God, let all my hours be thine,

While I enjoy the light !

Then shall my sun in smiles decline,
And briiu a pleasant night.

Now let the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adored,

Where there are works |

known,
Or saints to love the Lord.

416 C. Iff.

Morning.

DODDI:

AWAKE, my soul, to meet the day,

Unfold thy drowsj
And hurst the pond'rous chain ths
Thine active faculties.

2 God's guardian shield was round me
spread

In my defence!*

Dim have all my wa kin? hours
Who doth my slumbers keep.

3 Pardon, God, my former sloth,

And arm my ><.nl with gr
As rising now. I sea] my \

To prosecute thy ways.

1 Bright Sun of righteousness, arise;

Thy radiant beams display,
And guide my dark, bewildered soul
To everlasting day.

I> trilogy

.

Now l< her, and th

And Spirit be B<3

Where there a- » make him
known,
:.nts to love the Lord.



154 THE SOUTHERN METHODIST

417 S. 11

Morning.

EE how the morning sun

Scott.

S Pursues his shining way,
And wide proclaims his Maker's praise,

With every brightening ray.

2 Thus would my rising soul
Its heavenly Parent sing;

And to its great Original
The humble tribute bring.

3 Serene I laid me down,
Beneath his guardian care;

I slept, and I awoke, and found
My kind Preserver near

!

4 My life I would anew
Devote, O Lord, to thee

;

And in thy service I would spend
A long eternity.

418 Watts.

M

L. M.

Morning or Evening.

Y God, how endless is thy love

!

Thy gifts are every evening new
;

And morning mercies from above
Gently distil like early dew.

2 Thou spread'st the curtains of the night,

Great Guardian of my sleeping hours

;

Thy sovereign word restores the light,

And quickens all my drowsy powers.

3 I yield myself to thy command

;

To thee devote my nights and days :

Perpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.

419 CM. Watts.

Morning or Evening.

HOSANNA, with a cheerful sound,
To God's upholding hand !

Ten thousand snares attend us round,
And yet secure we stand.

2 God is our Sun, whose daily light

Our joy and safety brings

;

Our feeble flesh lies safe at night
Beneath his shady wings.

420 S. ft

Morning.

WE lift our hearts to thee,

O Day-Star from on high

!

The sun itself is but thy shade,
Yet cheers both earth and sky.

2 O let thy orient beams
The night of sin disperse,

The mists of error and of vice
Which shade the universe !

3 How beauteous nature now

!

Huw dark and sad before

!

With joy we view the pleasing change,
And nature's God adore.

4 O may no gloomy crime
Pollute the rising day

;

Or Jesus' blood, like evening dew,
Wash all its stains away

!

5 May we this life improve,
To mourn for errors past.

—

And live this short, revolving day
As if it were our last.

6 To God, the Father, Son,
And Spirit,— One in Three,

—

Be glory ; as it was, is now,
And shall for ever be.

421 S. M.

Evening.

THE day is past and gone,
The evening: shades appear :

O may we all remember well,

The night of death draws near

!

2 We lay our garments by,

Upon our beds to rest

;

So death will soon disrobe us all

Of what is here possessed.

3 Lord, keep us safe this night,

Secure from all our fears
;

May angels guard us, while we sleep,

Till morning light appears.

4 And when we early rise,

And view the unwearied sun,

May we set out to win the prize,

And after glory run.
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439 Ken.L M.

ALL praise to thee, my God, this night,
For all the blessings of the light

:

1 p me, Kin,- of kings,
Under thine own AJmighty wings.

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,
The ills that I this day have done ;

That with the world, myself) and thee,
I, ere I sleep, at peace ma]

h me to live that I may dread
The grave as little as my I

; tsol may
gloriofU at the awful

4 O may my son! on thee repose.
And with sweet sleep mine eyelids
sleep that may me more vig'rous make,
To serve my Qod, when I an

1
'-'

I L M. D >i'DRIDGE.

OTHO -I. whose piereingeye
Distinctly marks each deep

i

In these sequestered hours draw nigh,
'

And with thy presence fill the place.

2 Through all the mazes of my heart,
My search let heavenly wisdom guide,

And -rill its radiant beams impart,
Till all be searched and purified.

3 Th.n with the visits of thy love,

Vouchsafe my inmost soul to cheer;
Till every grace shall join to pi

That Uud has fixed nil dwelling there.

424 Watts.L. M.
Evening.

THUS far the Lord hath led me on,
Thus far bispower

|
i

And every evening shall make k

Some fresh memorial of hisgi

2 Much of my time has run to WS
And I perhaps am near my home

;

But he forgives my follies past,

And _ ength fordaystooome.

3 I lay my body down to sleep.

Peace i> the pillow for my h<

While well-appointed angels k

Their watchful stations round m;

4 Thus when the nighl of death shall come,
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

And wait thy voice to FOttse my •

With sweet salvatiou in the "sound.
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425 7s.

Evening.

C. Wesley.

OMNIPRESENT God! whose aid

No one ever asked in vain,

Be this night about my bed.

Every evil thought restrain :

Lay thy hand upon my soul,

God of my unguarded hours

!

All my enemies control,

Hell, and earth, and nature's powers.

2 thou jealous God ! come down,
God of spotless purity

;
_

Claim and seize me for thine own,
Consecrate my heart to thee

:

Under thy protection take

;

Songs in the night season give

;

Let me sleep to thee, and wake;
Let me die to thee, and live.

3 Let me of thy life partake,

Thy own holiness impart

;

O that I may sweetly wake,
With my Saviour in my heart

!

O that I may know thee mine!
O that I may thee receive

!

Only live the life divine

!

Only to thy glory live.

426 Edmeston.

Evening.

SAVIOUR, breathe an evening blessing
Ere repose our spirits seal

;

Sin and want we come confessing

;

Thou canst save and thou canst heal.

2 Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel guards from thee surround us

;

We are safe, if thou art nigh.

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from thee;

Thou art he who, never weary,
Watcheth where thy people be.

4 Should swift death this night o'ertake us,

And our couch become our tomb,
May the morn in heaven awake us,

Clad in light, and deathless bloom.

Doxology.

Praise the Father, earth and heaven,
Praise the Son, the Spirit praise,

As it was, and is, be given,

Glory through eternal days.
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XT. DOXOLOGIEa

1 >7
Di

LOBD. (tismiai di with thy blessing,

I'.id HI BOW depart in DC V

Still ->ii heavenly manna feeding,

ir faith and Lore Inert

Fill each bread with consolation;

L'l» t-> thee our hearts we r

Whan we reach our blissful station,

Then wall give thee nobler praise.

Gloria Patrt.

428 a M. Watts.

GIVK t<» the Father praise;

Give u'lory t'» tile >>>n ;

Ami t<> tin- Spirit of his grace

Be equal honor done.

429 CM. Watts.

NOW let the Father, and the Son,

And Spirit be adored,
Where there are works to make him

known,
Or saints to love the Lord.

430 L.M. Ken.

PRAISE God, from whom all blessings

flow

;

Praise him, all creatures here below
;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

;

Praise Father, Son* and Holy" Ghost.

431 7e, C. Wesley

SING we to our God above,
Praise eternal M his love :

Praise him, all ye heavenly host,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

14

l:'.-> 1"'-

\'i Well.

W!I V
upon in.

[i it daath. i- it death P

That soon will qnenoh, will qnanoh this

vital Mann
[i it death, is it death?

If this be death, I soon shall be

m .-very pain and sorrow fin

I shall the King of glory see,—
All is well, all is well I

2 Weep not, my friends, my friends, weep
not for me,

—

All is well, all is well :

My sins are pardoned, pardoned, I am
free,

All is well, all is well :

There's not a aloud that doth arise

To hide my Jesus from mine N
I soon shall mount the upper >kies,

—

All is well all is well

'

3 Tune, tune your harps, your harps, ye

j
,

—

All is well all is well !

1 win rehearse, rehearse the pleasing

story.

All is well, all is well

!

Bright angels are from glory come—
They 're round my bed, they 're in my

room ;

They wait to waft my spirit home,

—

All is well, all is well

!

4 Hark, hark! my Lord, my Lord and
Master calls me,

—

All is well, all is well

:

I soon shall see, shall see hisface in glory

;

All is well, all is well !

Farewell, my friends, adieu 1 adieu!
I can no longer Stay with you

:

My glittering crown appears in view!
All is well, all is well!

6 Hail ! hail ! all hail ! all hail, you blood-

washed throng,
I by grace, saved by gi

I'veconie to join, to join vour rapturous

Saved by grace, saved by crrace!

All, all is peace and joy divine,

Heaven and glory now are miue,
hallelujah to the Lamb;
All b well, all is well

!
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433 P.M.
Wondrous Love.

WnAT wondrous love is this, O ray
soul ! O my soul

!

What wondrous love is this, O my soul

!

What wondrous love is this, that caused
the Lord of bliss,

To send this precious peace to my soul, to
my soul,

To send this precious peace to my soul.

2 When I was sinking down, etc.,

When I was sinking down, etc.,

When I was sinking down, beneath God's
righteous frown,

Christ laid aside his crown, for my soul,
for my soul,

Christ laid aside his crown, for my soul

!

3 Ye friends of Zion's King, join his
praise, etc.,

Ye friends of Zion's King, etc.,

Ye friends of Zion's King, with hearts
and oioes sing

And strike each tuneful string in his
pietism, tic,

And strike each tuneful string in his
praise.

4 To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, etc.,

To God and to the Lamb I will sing,

To God and to the Lamb, who is the great
I AM!

While millions join the theme, I will
sing, etc.,

While millions join the theme, I will

sing.

5 And when from death I 'm free, I '11 sing
on, etc.,

And when from death I 'm free, I '11 sing
on,

And when from death I 'm free, I '11 sing
and joyful be;

And through eternity I '11 sing on, etc.,

And through eternity I '11 sing on.

434 P- M.

When Shall I See Jesus ?

OWHEN shall I see Jesus,

And dwell with him above

;

To drink the flowing fountain
Of everlasting love ?

When shall I be delivered
From this vain world of sin,

And with my blessed Jesus
"Tlrink endless pleasures in ?

Cho. O how charming, how charming,
How charming is Jesus,
He is my Redeemer.
My friend and my King.

2 But now I am a soldier,

My Captain's gone before;
He 's given me my orders,
And tells me not to fear

;

And if I hold out faithful,
A crown of life he'll give,

And all his valiant soldiers
Eternal life shall have.

3 Through grace I am determined
To conquer though I die,

And then away to Jesus
On wings of love I '11 fly :

Farewell to sin and sorrow,
I bid you all adieu :

And you, my friends, prove faithful,
And on your way pursue.

4 And if you meet with trials,

And troubles on your way,
Cast, all your care on Jesiis,

And don't forget to pray :

Of faith, and hope, and love,
And when your race is ended,
You'll reign with him above.

435 C M.
Sappy Souls.

HAPPY souls ! how fast you go,
And leave me far behind !

Don't stay for me. for now I see
The Lord is good and kind.

2 Go on, go on, my soul says go,

And 1 '11 come after you :

Though I'm behind, f feel inclined
To sing hosanna too.

3 God give you strength your race to run,
And keep your footsteps right

;

Though fast you go, and I so slow,
You are not out of sight.

4 When you get to that world above,
And all God's glory see :

On that bright shore, yourjourney's o'er,

Then look you out for me.

5 I'm coming on fast as I can,

Nor toil nor danger fear

;

God give me strength, may I at length
Be one among you there.

6 Then altogether we shall meet,
Together we will sing

;

Together we will praise our God
And everlast.i?. - King.
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Alien from I

B
'

icier through earth its gay pleasures

to ti

In tli." pathway of sin I continued t->

Mil,

I'nniiii- 1 lul, alail that it led me from
home.

Home, hon nreet home,
Saviour! direct me to heaven my
bom

2 The
|

f earth, I have •
away.

They bloom for a season, but soon they
'

But p lore lasting, in Jesus arc

given,

Salvation <>n earth, and a mansion in

ren.

mansions an
ai home.

9 Allure me no longer, ye fake -

charm- I

The Saviour invites me, I '11 go to his
arm- :

At the Banquet ofMerey, I hear there i-

room, [hornet1

O there may I feast with his ehiMren at

Home, home, sv. home,
O Jesus conduct me t" heaven my

home

!

1 Farewell, vain amusement.-, my follies

adieu, ' [view;
While Jesus, and heaven, and glory I

•• on his pleasures that flow from
his throne, [my home.

The foretaste of heaven, sweet heaven.
Home, home, sweet, sweet homo,

hen shall I share the fruition of
home!

lays of my exile are passing nwav.
The time b approaching when Jesus will

say :

Well done, faithful servant, sit down on
my throne, [home.

And dwell in my presenee for ever at

Home, hon home,
O there I -hall rest with the Saviour

at home.

487
From Oloom : D

Fi:<
»M . loom}

And realmi evet peaceful, trai

Th.-..-
i oj - ever bio »ming, enrapture the

soul.

And rivers of pleasure incessantly roll.

_' There sorrow norsighing can never infest,

Nor Satan hara --, nor th<- u icked i

But whereresl perpetual theweary obtain,
Their ban and their Infinite

9 Eire longj when those shadows shall all

be w ithdrawn,
Extinguished before th sglad light of the

dawn
;

Which ris< the mourni
rio

And bury for ever weir woes in the tomb.

•I I too -nail inherii th<

:
i ghall

arise,

With rapture ineffable join th-

throng,
And, tided with in w w-ii-h-r. unit

5 If sueh be my portion, why SO

complain? [retain?

Why cherish despondence, why sadness
Is sorrow then meet for an heir of the

skies, [shall rise?

Who shortly to blessings unbounded

6 No longer 1 11 murmur, no longerrepine,

But joy 'midst those troubles,
heaven is mine

;

Then *]cry in oblivion be -unk ever

Be erased from my bosom each trace of
d.-pair.

7 How glorious the scheme that grace doth
enhaie-e.

Ourhopes toenliven, ourblisstoadvance!
It fills me with transport, myjoyi

flow.

Too b nion, ecstatic th-
j

8 O aid me, ye angels, its wonders to tell,

Encompass the theme, in full sympathy
dwell

;

Bui -till it enlarges— no angel can scan.

The scheme of redemption, the wonderful
plan.
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438 S. M.

O Sing to me of Heaven.

OSING to me of heaven,
When I am called to die !

Sing songs of holy ecstasy,

To waft my soul on high !

2 When cold and sluggish drops
Roll off my marble brow,

Burst forth in strains of joyfulness,

Let heaven begin below

!

3 When the last moment comes,
O watch my dying face,

And catch the bright, seraphic gleam
Which o'er each feature plays.

4 Then, to my ravished ears,

Let one sweet song be given —
Let music charm me last on earth,

And greet me first in heaven.

5 The:: close my sightless eyes,

And lay me down to rest,

Ana clasp my coid and icy hands
Upon my lifeless breast.

6 Then round my lifeless clay
Assemble those I love.

And sing of heaven, delightful heaven,
My glorious home above.

439 8s&4s.

Vain World, Adieu !

WHEN" for eternal worlds we steer,

And seas are calm and skies are
clear,

And faith in lively exercise,

And distant hills of Canaan rise,

The soul for joy then claps her wings,
And loud her lovely sonnet sings,

Vain world, adieu.

2 With cheerful hope her eyes explore
Each landmark on the distant shore

:

The trees of life, the pastures green,
The crystal stream— delightful scene !

Again for joy she claps her wings,
And loud her lovely sonnet sings,

Vain world, adieu.

The nearer still Bhe draws to land,
More eager all her powers expand :

Wirh steady helm and free-bent sail,

Her anchor drops within the veil :

Again for joy she claps her wings,
And her celestial sonnet sings,

Glory to God

!
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Give me Jesus.

Hunter.

WHILE wandering to and fro,

In this wide world of wo,
Where streams of sorrow flow,

Give me Jesus— give me Jesus— give
me Jesus —

You may have all this world— give me
Jesus.

2 When tears o'erflow mine eye,

When pressed by grief I sigh,

Still this shall be my cry,

Give nic Jesus.

3 When to the mercy-seat
I go my Lord to meet,

My heart shall still repeat,

Give me Jesus.

4 And when my faith is tried,

In him will I confide,

And all the storms outride—
Give me Jesus.

5 Though strength and friends should fail,

And foes my soul assail,

Through him I shall prevail —
Give me Jesus.

6 And when my toils are o'er,

When nearing Jordan's shore,

I '11 shout as up I soar,

Give me Jesus.

7 When at the judgment-seat,
I stand at Jesus' feet,

When worlds on worlds shall meet,
Give me Jesus.

S When heaven and earth shall flee,

When time shall cease to be,

Through all eternity,

Give me Jesus.

THE END.
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