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Preface
PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION

We, the committee appointed by the Yearly Meeting of 1882 for the purpose of compiling a 
Hymn Book,  have done so at our earliest convenience. We convened at the office of THE 
VINDICATOR, first in June, and again in August, 1882,  continuing in close toil from three to 
four days each time. And,  besides  this,  having given much attention to the proper arrangement of 
the work, and the speedy and careful execution thereof,  we do with pleasure herein present to the 
brotherhood the result of our labors,  which, we trust will meet the wants  and the general 
approbation of  the church.

We have tried to make a careful and an appropriate selection, excluding therefrom any hymns 
or parts thereof  containing inappropriate terms or sentences.

Some of the long hymns have been made shorter by choosing only the best therefrom--- 
leaving them still sufficiently long for the use of  all ordinary occasions.

We have endeavored to collect and arrange in proper order a sufficient number of hymns on 
the several subjects of  devotional exercises both in the church and family.

The pages are indicated by the figures at the bottom. The hymns  are all properly numbered, 
and for convenient finding the number of each hymn is  put in the upper corner of the same 
page, where the eye will more readily discover it.

(In naming a hymn to be sung, for instance instead of saying "number fifty" it will be better to 
say the fiftieth hymn---the same as in naming a Psalm we would announce it as  the fiftieth 
Psalm.)

In fine we do our utmost to make a book convenient in size and arrangement,  appropriate in 
sentiment,  plain in appearance,  and in every way suited to the doctrine and humble profession of 
the OLD GERMAN BAPTIST CHURCH; and, as  such we most humbly submit it to the use 
and edification of  the dear brotherhood and to all true Christian worshipers.

Now may the songs  of praise arise in the congregations of the saints  to the enjoyment of 
their holier life, to the advancement of the Messiah's kingdom on earth and to the glory of the 
Lord for ever.

   SAMUEL KINSEY,
    AARON FRANTZ,
    HENRY P. WEHALY,
    EMMANUEL MILLER,J
    JOHN KIMMEL.
KINSEY'S STATION, O., (near Dayton.) 



	 September,1882

PREFACE TO THE THIRTY-SECOND EDITION

The statement has been made, “If you want to know the doctrine of a church denomination, 
look at their hymnbook.” We understand some groups have chosen to sing more praise choruses 
than hymns. One man that went through this change said he missed the doctrine that was taught 
in the hymns. While these praise songs can be a source of inspiration and a form of worship,  to 
some they lack a narrative force that calls  us out of “our world” into the spiritual journey of faith 
as we seek and know the blessing of  His salvation through His Son Jesus Christ.

Perhaps we can look at this collection of hymns with renewed appreciation as we use them to 
worship our God.

 March, 2005   Paul E. Garber
      Kenneth E. Miller
      Roger K. Rapp



GOD.

HIS PERFECTIONS, ETC.

1   Eternity of  God.
                     C.M.
THROUGH endless years thou art the same
  O thou eternal God!
Ages to come shall know thy name,
  And tell thy works abroad.

The strong foundations of  the earth
  Of  old by thee were laid;
By thee the beauteous arch of  heaven
  With matchless skill was made.

Soon shall this goodly frame of  things,
  Formed by thy powerful hand,
Be, like a vesture, laid aside,
  And changed at thy command.

But thy perfections, all divine,
  Eternal as thy days,
Through everlasting ages shine
  With undiminished rays.

2   Infinitude of  God.
                     C.M.
GREAT God, how infinite art thou!
  What worthless worms are we!
Let all the race of  creatures bow,
  And pay their praise to thee.

Thy throne eternal ages stood,
  Ere seas or stars were made;
Thou art the ever-living God,
  Were all the nations dead.

Eternity, with all its years,
  Stands present in thy view;
To thee there’s nothing old appears;



  Great God, there’s nothing new.

Our lives through various scenes are drawn
  And vexed with trifling cares,
While thine eternal thou g ht moves on
  Thine undisturbed affairs.

Great God, how infinite art thou!
  What worthless worms are we!
Let all the race of  creatures bow
  And pay their praise to thee.

3   God manifested in his works. —Rom. 1:20
                     C.M.
IS there a God? Yon rising sun
  In answer meet replies,
Writes it in flame upon the earth,
  Proclaims it round the skies.

Is there a God? Hark! from on high
  His thunder shakes the poles;
I hear his voice in every wind,
  In every wave that rolls.

Is there a God? With sacred fear
  I upward turn my eyes:
“There is, each glitt’ring lamp of  light—
  “There is,” my soul replies.

If  such convictions to my mind
  His works aloud impart,
Oh, let the wisdom of  his word
  Inscribe them on my heart.

4   Truth and Goodness of  God.
                     C.M.
FAITHFUL, O Lord, thy mercies are,
  A rock that can not move;
A thousand promises declare.
  Thy constancy of  love.



Thou waitest to be gracious still;
  Thou dost with sinners bear,
That, saved, we may thy goodness feel,
  And all thy grace declare.

Its streams the whole creation reach,
  So plenteous is the store;
Enough for all, enough for each,
  Enough for evermore.

Throughout the universe it reigns;
  It stands forever sure;
And while thy truth, O God, remains
  Thy goodness shall endure.

5   Praise for God’s Goodness.
                     C.M.
SWEET is the memory of  thy grace,
  My God, my heavenly King;
Let age to age thy righteousness
  In songs of  glory sing.

God reigns on high, but ne’er confines
  His goodness to the skies;
Through all the earth his bounty shines,
  And every want supplies.

How kind are thy compassions, Lord!
  How slow thine anger moves!
But soon he sends his pardoning word,
  To cheer the souls he loves.

Sweet is the memory of  thy grace,
  My God, my heavenly King;
Let age to age thy righteousness
  In songs of  glory sing.

6   God’s Blessings Everywhere.
                     L.M.
THERE’S not a bird with lonely nest,
In pathless wood or mountain crest,



Nor meaner thing which does not share,
O God, in thy continual care.

Each barren crag, each desert rude,
Holds thee within its solitude;
And thou dost bless the wanderer there
Who makes his solitary prayer.

In busy mart and crowded street,
No less than in the still retreat,
Thou, Lord, art near, our souls to bless
With all a parent’s tenderness.

And every moment still doth bring
Thy blessings on its loaded wing
Widely they read through earth and sky,
And last to all eternity.

7   Omniscience.
                     L.M.
LORD thou hast searched and seen me through,
Thine eye commands, with piercing view,
My rising and my resting hours,
My heart and flesh with all their powers.

My thoughts, before they are my own,
Are to my God distinctly known;
He knows the words I mean to speak,
Ere from my opening lips they break.

Within thy circling power I stand;
On every side I find thy hand:
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad,
I am surrounded still with God.

8   Infinite Perfections of  God.
                     L.M.
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.



Forever firm thy justice stands,
  As mountains their foundations keep;
Wise are the wonders of  thy hands;
  Thy judgments are a mighty deep.

My God, how excellent thy grace,
  Whence all our hope and comfort spring;
The sons of  Adam, in distress,
  Fly to the shadow of  thy wing.

In the provisions of  thy house
  We still shall find a sweet repast;
There mercy, like a river, flows,
  And brings salvation to our taste.

9   God of  all Goodness.
                     L.M.
GOD of  the world! thy glories shine,
Through earth and heaven, with rays divine;
Thy smile gives beauty to the flower,
Thine anger to the tempest power.

God of  our lives! the throbbing heart
Doth at thy beck its action start;
Throbs on, obedient to thy will,
Or ceases at thy fatal chill.

God of  eternal life! thy love
Doth every stain of  sin remove;
The cross, the cross,—its hallowed light
Shall drive from earth her cheerless night.

God of  all goodness; to the skies
Our hearts in grateful anthems rise;
And to thy service shall be given
The rest of  life, the whole of  heaven.

10   God our Support.
                     C.M.
TIS faith supports my feeble soul



  In times of  deep distress;
When storms arise and billows roll,
  Great God, I trust thy grace.

Thy powerful arm still bears me up,
  Whatever griefs befall;
Thou art my life, my joy, my hope,
  And thou my all in all.

Bereft of  friends, beset with foes,
  With dangers all around,
To thee I all my fears disclose,
  In thee my help is found.

In every want, in every strait,
  To thee alone I fly;
When other comforters depart,
  Thou art forever nigh.

11   God worthy of  all Praise.
                     L.M.
BE thou exalted, O my God,
  Above the heavens where angels dwell;
Thy power on earth be known abroad,
  And land to land thy wonders tell.

My heart is fixed; my song shall raise
  Immortal honors to his name:
Awake, my tongue, to sound his praise,
  His wondrous goodness to proclaim.

High o’er the earth his mercy reigns,
  And reaches to the utmost sky;
His truth to endless years remains,
  When lower worlds dissolve and die.

Be thou exalted, O my God,
  Above the heavens, where angels dwell;
Thy power on earth be known abroad,
  And land to land thy wonders tell.



12   Omnipresence.
                     L.M.
WHERE can we hide, or whither fly,
Lord, to escape thy piercing eye?
With thee it is not day and night,
But darkness shineth as the light.

Where’er we go, whate’er pursue,
Our ways are open to thy view,
Our motives read, our thoughts explored,
Our hearts revealed to thee, O Lord.

Is there throughout all worlds one spot,
One lonely wild, where thou art not?
The hosts of  heaven enjoy thy care,
And those of  hell know thou art there.

Awake, asleep, where none intrude,
Or ‘midst the thronging multitude,
In every land on every sea,
We are surrounded still with thee.

Search us, O God, and know each heart;
With every idol bid us part;
Make us to keep thy holy ways,
And live to utter forth thy praise.

13   Let all Praise God.
                     C.M.
THOU art the first and Thou the last,
  Time centers all in Thee
The Almighty God, who was, and is,
  And evermore shall be.

To Thee let every tongue be praise,
  And every heart be love;
All grateful honors paid on earth,
  And nobler songs above.



WORSHIP AND PRAISE.

OPENING.

14   Gathered together in my name. —Matt. 18:20.
                     C.M.
IN thy great name, O Lord, we come,
  To worship at thy feet;
Oh, pour thy Holy Spirit down
  On all that now shall meet.

We come to hear Jehovah speak,
  To hear the Savior’s voice;
Thy face and favor, Lord, we seek;
  Oh, make our hearts rejoice.

Teach us to pray and praise, and hear,
  And understand thy word;
To feel thy blissful, presence near,
  And trust our living Lord.

Let sinners now thy goodness prove,
  And saints rejoice in thee;
Let rebels be subdued by love,
  And to the Savior flee.

15   The unspeakable gift. —II Cor. 9.15.
                     L.M.
  COME worship at Emmanuel’s feet;
  Behold in him what wonders meet!
  Words are too feeble to express
  His worth, his glory, or his grace.

  He is the Head—each member lives,
  And owns the vital power he gives;
  The saints below, and saints above,
  Joined by his Spirit and his love.

  He is the Vine—his heav’nly root
  Supplies each branch with life and fruit;
  Oh! may a lasting union join



  My soul to Christ, the living Vine.

  He is the Rock—how firm he proves!
  The Rock of  Ages never moves;
  But the sweet streams that from him flow
  Attend us all the journey through.

16   On Public Worship.
                     S.M.
LORD, at thy sacred feet,
  Joyful would we appear;
Within thy earthly temple meet,
  To see thy glory here.

We come to worship thee,
  For thou art God alone;
In humble pray’r to bend the knee,
  Before thy holy throne.

Thy word is our delight,
  Thy truth will make us free;
‘Tis from thyself, a heav’nly light,
  It leads our souls to thee.

Thy goodness we behold,
  While in thy presence, Lord;
Thy wondrous truth and love unfold
  The treasures of  thy word.

In all our meetings here,
  Our souls are bless’d with good;
Thou wilt to waiting minds be near,
  And give thy children food.

So will we render praise
  To thee, the God of  love;
With pleasure walk in all thy ways,
  Till we shall meet above.

17   Praise to God our Creator and Preserver.



                     L.M.
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 sov’reign pow’r without our aid,
Made us of  clay and form’d us men,
And when like wand’ring sheep we stray’d
He brought us to his fold again.

We’ll crowd thy gates with thankful songs,
High as the heav’ns 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;
Firm as a rock thy truth must stand,
When rolling years shall cease to move.

18   Heavenly places in Christ. —Eph. 1.1.
                     L.M.
LORD, how delightful ‘tis to see
A whole assembly worship thee!
At once they sing, at once they pray;
They hear of  heav’n, and learn the way.

I have been there, and still would go;
‘Tis like the dawn of  heav’n below;
Not all that careless sinners say,
Shall tempt me to forget this day.

Oh, write upon my mem’ry, Lord,
The truths and precepts of  thy word,
That I may break thy laws no more,
But love thee better than before.

19   Before Sermon.
                     C.M.
THE saints appear to tread the courts



  Of  their dear God below;
Behold the multitude resorts,
  To hear the trumpet blow.

Lord God! appear for our relief,
  What can we do alone?
Come, Savior, banish unbelief,
  And take us for thine own.

Our eyes, O Lord, are unto thee,
  Assist us, Lord, we pray;
Oh, may thy Spirit, present be;
   O Lord, thy pow’r display.

Jesus, let us thy gospel hear,
  Teach us to know thy voice;
Make ev’ry stubborn sinner fear,
  And all thy saints rejoice.

20   Lord’s Day.
                     L.M.
SWEET is the work, my God, my King,
To praise thy name, give thanks and sing,
To show thy love by morning light,
And talk of  all thy truths at night.

Sweet is the day of  sacred rest,
No mortal cares shall seize my breast.
Oh, may my heart in tune be found,
Like David’s harp of  solemn sound.

My heart shall triumph in my Lord,
And bless his works, and bless his word,
Thy works of  grace, how bright they shine!
How deep thy counsels, how divine!

21   The Mercy Seat.
                     L.M.
FROM ev’ry stormy wind that blows,
From ev’ry swelling tide of  woes,
There is a calm, a sure retreat—



‘Tis found beneath the Mercy Seat.

There is a place where Jesus sheds
The oil of  gladness on our heads;
A place of  all on earth most sweet—
It is the blood-bought Mercy Seat.

There is a scene where spirits blend,
Where friend holds fellowship with friend;
Tho’ sunder’d far—by faith they meet
Around one common Mercy Seat.

Ah! whither could we flee for aid,
When tempted, desolate, dismay’d—
Or how the hosts of  hell defeat,
Had suff ’ring saints no Mercy Seat?

22   Comfort to the few.
                     L.M.
WHERE two or three, with sweet accord,
Obedient to their sov’reign Lord,
Meet to recount his acts of  grace,
And offer solemn pray’r and praise;

“There,” said the Savior, “will I be
Amid this little company;
To them unveil my smiling face,
And shed my glories round the place.”
 
We meet at thy command, dear Lord,
Relying on thy faithful word;
Now send thy Spirit from above
Now fill our hearts with heav’nly love.

23   Exhortation to Prayer.
                     L.M.
WHAT various hindrances we meet,
In coming to a mercy seat!
Yet who that knows the worth of  pray’r,
But wishes to be often there.



Pray’r makes the darkn’d cloud withdraw,
Pray’r climbs the ladder Jacob saw,
Give exercise to faith and love,
Brings every blessing from above.

Restraining pray’r, we cease to fight;
Pray’r makes the Christians armor bright,
And Satan trembles, when he sees
The weakest saint upon his knees.

Were half  the breath that’s vainly spent,
To heav’n in supplication sent,
Your cheerful song would oft’ner be,
‘‘Hear what the Lord has done for me.

24   Prayer divinely inspired. —Rom. 8:26.
                     C.M.
PRAY’R is the breath of  God in man,
  Returning whence it came;
Love is the sacred fire within,
  And pray’r the rising flame.

It  gives the burdened spirit ease,
  And soothes the troubled breast,
Yields comfort to the mourner here,
  And to the weary rest.

When God inclines the heart to pray,
  He hath an ear to hear;
To him there’s music in a groan,
  And beauty in a tear.

The humble suppliant can not fail
  To have his wants supplied,
Since he for sinners intercedes
  Who once for sinners died.

25   Throne of  grace.—Heb. 4:16.
                     C.M.
O LORD, to us, assembled here,
  Reveal thy smiling face;



While we, by faith, with love and fear,
  Approach a throne of  grace.

Thy house is call’d a house of  pray’r,
  A solemn, sacred place;
Oh, let us now thy presence share,
  While at the throne of  grace.

With holy boldness may we come,
  Though of  a sinful race;
Thankful to find there yet is room
  Before the throne of  grace.

Thy tender pity and thy love
  Our ev’ry fear can chase;
And all our help, we then shall prove,
  Comes from the throne of  grace.

We bless thee for thy word and laws;
  We bless thee for thy peace;
And oh, we bless thee, Lord, because
  There is a throne of  grace.

26   Christ Worthy of  all Praise.
                     C.M.
OH, for a thousand tongues to sing
  My dear Redeemer’s praise,
The glories of  my God, and King,
  The triumphs of  his grace.

Jesus, the name that charms our fears,
  That bids our sorrows cease;
‘Tis music to the sinner s ears,
  ‘Tis life, and health, and peace.

He breaks the pow’r of  reigning sin,
  He sets the pris’ners free;
His blood can make the foulest clean!
  His blood avail’d for me.

He speaks, and list’ning to his voice,



  New life the dead receive;
The mournful broken hearts rejoice,
  The humble poor believe.

Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye dumb,
  Your loosen’d tongues employ;
Ye blind, behold your Savior come,
  And leap, ye lame, for joy.

27   Submission in Prayer.
                     7s.
LORD, we come before thee now,
At thy feet we humbly bow,
Oh! do not our suit disdain!
Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain?

Lord, on thee our souls depend,
In compassion now descend;
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,
Tune our lips to sing thy praise.

Comfort those who weep and mourn,
Let the time of  joy return!
Those that are cast down, lift up,
Make them strong in faith and hope!

Grant that all may seek and find
Thee a gracious God and kind:
Heal the sick, the captive free,
Let us all rejoice in thee.

28   A Welcome to Friends.
                     L.M.
KINDRED in Christ, for his dear sake,
  A hearty welcome here receive,
May we together now partake
  The joys which only he can give!

To you and us by grace ‘tis giv’n,
  To know the Savior’s precious name
And shortly we shall meet in heav’n,



  Our hope, our way, our end the same.

May he, by whose kind care we meet,
  Send his good Spirit from above,
Make our communications sweet,
  And cause our hearts to burn with love.

Forgotten be each worldly theme,
  When Christians see each other thus;
We only wish to speak of  him,
  Who liv’d and died and rose for us.

Thus as the moments pass away,
  We’ll love and wonder and adore,
Lord! hasten on the glorious day,
  When we shall meet to part no more.

29   Coming Before the Lord.
                     C.M.
ONCE more we come before our God,
  Once more his blessing ask;
Oh! may not duty seem a load,
  Nor worship prove a task.

Father, thy quick’ning Spirit send
  From heav’n, in Jesus’ name,
To make our waiting minds attend,
  And put our souls in frame.

May we receive the word we hear,
  Each in an honest heart;
Hoard up the precious treasure there,
  And never with it part.

To seek thee, all our hearts dispose,
  To each thy blessing suit,
And let the seed thy servant sows,
  Produce a copious fruit.

30   Prayer for a Blessing on Worship.



                     7s.
TO thy temple we repair:
Lord, we love to worship there;
There, within the vail we meet
Christ upon the mercy-seat.

While thy glorious name is sung,
Tune our lips, inspire our tongue;
Then our joyful souls shall bless
Christ, the Lord, our Righteousness.

While to thee our pray’rs ascend,
Let thine ear in love attend;
Hear us when thy Spirit pleads,
Hear, for Jesus intercedes.

While thy word is heard with awe,
While we tremble at thy law,
Let thy gospel’s wondrous love
Ev’ry doubt and fear remove.

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

31   Invitation to Prayer.
                     S. M.
COME to the house of  pray’r!
  O thou afflicted, come;
The God of  peace shall meet thee there;
  He makes that house his home.

Come to the house of  praise!
  Ye who are happy now,
In sweet accord your voices raise,
  In kindred homage bow.

Ye aged, hither come!
  For ye have felt his love;
Soon shall your trembling tongues be dumb –



  Your lips forget to move.

Ye young! before his throne,
  Come bow; your voices raise;
Let not your hearts his praise disown,
  Who gives the power to praise.

32   The Father’s Love Desired.
                     S.M.
JESUS, our Master, Lord,
Accept our offering;
We love thy holy, precious Word,
  Our love to Thee we bring.

Here with Thy little flock,
We love to meet in peace;
And here improve our little stock
  Of  knowledge and of  grace.

Impart to us thy love,
  And make us one indeed;
So shall we taste the life above,
  And know our greatest need.

Praise, thanks, and glory be
  To Jesus, Lord and King;
To him through all eternity,
  His highest praise we’ll sing.

33   The Happy Few.
                     L.M.
HERE, blessed God, behold a few,
  Who would observe thy holy Word:
Oh, may we find thy promise true,
  That they “shall live who seek the Lord!”

Oh, let our faith and joy abound,
  While we approach thy mercy seat,
Since often have thy people found
  An hour so spent divinely sweet!



While thus with thee we close the day,
  To every waiting soul be near;
And may we all have cause to say,
     ‘Twas good for us to worship here!

CLOSING.

34   At the Close of  Meeting.
                     L.M.
DISMISS us from the house of  prayer,
  With blessings such as mortals need,
And make our souls thy constant care,
  Till we from evil shall be freed.

And if  we never meet again,
  Till we our Lord appearing see,
Oh, may we all with Jesus reign,
  And always with our Savior be!

35   Desire for a Parting Blessing.
                     L.M.
DISMISS us with thy blessing, Lord,
Help us to feed upon thy word!
All that has been amiss forgive,
And let thy truth within us live.

Though we are guilty, thou art good,
Wash all our works in Jesus’ blood;
Give ev’ry fetter’d soul release:
And bid us all depart in peace.

36   Dismission.
                     8s ,7s, and 4s
LORD, dismiss us with thy blessing,
  Fill our hearts with joy and peace!
Let us each, thy love possessing,
  Triumph in redeeming grace;
     O refresh us,
Trav‘ling through this wilderness.



Thanks we give, and adoration,
  For thy gospel’s joyful sound;
May the fruits of  thy salvation
  In our hearts and lives abound:
   Ever faithful
To the truth may we be found!

So whene’er the signal’s given,
  Us from earth to call away;
Borne on angel’s wings to heaven,
  Glad the summons to obey,
   May we ever
Reign with Christ in endless day!

37   At the Close of  Meeting.
                     S.M.
ONCE more, before we part,
  We’ll bless the Savior’s name;
Record his mercies, ev’ry heart;
  Sing ev’ry tongue, the same.

Hoard up his sacred word,
  And feed thereon and grow;
Go on, and seek to know the Lord,
  And practice what you know.

And if  we meet no more
  On Zion’s earthly ground,
Oh, may we reach that blissful state
  Where all thy saints are bound.

38   It is good that the heart be established. - Heb. 13:9.
                     S.M.
LORD, at this closing hour,
  Establish ev’ry heart
Upon thy word of  truth and pow’r,
  To keep us when we part.

Peace to our brethren give;
  Fill all our hearts with love;
In faith and patience may we live,



  And seek our rest above.

Through changes, bright or drear,
  We would thy will pursue;
And toil to spread thy kingdom here,
  Till we its glory view.

To God, the Only Wise,
  In every age ador’d,
Let glory from the church arise
  Through Jesus Christ our Lord.

39   The Lord bless thee and keep thee. —Num. 6.24.
                     L.M.
ERE to the world again we go,
Its pleasures, cares, and idle show,
Thy grace, once more, O God, we crave,
From folly and from sin to save.

May the great truths we here have heard -
The lessons of  thy holy word—
Dwell in our inmost bosoms deep,
And all our souls from error keep.

Oh, may the influ’nce of  this day
Long as our mem’ ry with us stay,
And as an angel guardian prove,
To guide us to our home above.

40   After Sermon.
                     8s.
THIS God is the God we adore,
  Our faithful, unchangeable friend;
Whose love is as large as his pow’r,
  And neither knows measure nor end.

Tis Jesus, the first and the last,
  Whose Spirit shall guide us safe home;
We’ll praise him for all that is past,
   And trust him for all that’s to come.



41   Submission.
                     L.M.
BE with me, Lord, where’er I go,
Teach me what thou would’st have me do;
Suggest whate’er I think or say,
Direct me in the narrow way.

Assist and teach me how to pray:
Incline my nature to obey:
What thou abhor’st, that let me flee,
And only love what pleases thee.

42   A Prayer for Success.
                     H.M.
ON what has now been sown,
  Thy blessing, Lord, bestow:
The pow’r is thine alone
  To make it spring and grow;
Do thou the gracious harvest raise,
  And thou alone shalt have the praise.

43   After Sermon
                     C.M.
BEFORE we do our meeting close,
  We are in duty bound,
To  sing and to encourage those
  Who love the gospel sound.

Oh, may pure love us all inflame,
  And tune each heart and tongue,
To praise the Lord’s most holy name,
  With this our humble song.

And when we parting leave this place,
  Let us in love remain—
Still strive to grow in Jesus’ grace,
  Until we meet again.

And if  we here should meet no more,
  Oh, may we meet on high,
To praise the Lord for evermore,



  In everlasting joy.

44   Desire for Blessings.
                     C.M.
BLESS’D be the words proclaim’d this day,
  Through thy dear servants, Lord;
And oh, that all might now obey,
  The message they have heard.

Bless’d be the holy counsels giv’n
  To all this multitude;
May such instructions from high heav’n
  Prove to us heav’nly food.

Bless’d be God’s holy word of  truth,
  Amongst us here this day;
With it the old, with it the youth,
  Their hungerings may stay.

Oh, that now all would richly feed,
  On food pure and divine;
Then all would be from evil freed,
  In glory all would shine.

45   Delight in Worship.
                     8s and 7s.
LORD, in thy most pleasant service,
  For awhile we’ve been employed;
And in thy delightful worship,
  We ourselves have well enjoyed.
We have gladly waited on Thee,
  Since we first assembled here,
And desire a blessing from Thee,
  Oh, be pleas’d our prayers to hear.

Lord, if  we have been consistent,
  Since together we have met,
Grant us grace and strength sufficient,
  For the race before us set.
And wherein we have not pleased Thee
  May we pardon still obtain;



May we ever love and praise Thee,
  While with us life does remain.

May the labors of  this meeting
  Be regarded as divine;
May they send both joy and greeting,
  To the church in every clime.
May thy people be united
  In sweet bonds of  joy and love;
And may strangers be invited,
  To secure a home above.

46   Hearing and Keeping the Word.
                     C.M.
AGAIN our ears have heard the Voice
  At which the dead shall live;
Oh, may the sound our hearts rejoice,
  And strength immortal give.

And have we heard the word with joy,
  And have we felt its power?
To keep it be our blest employ
  Till life’s extremest hour.

GENERAL WORSHIP.

47   God, our Refuge.
                     C.M.
OUR God, our help in ages past,
  Our hope for years to come;
Our shelter from the stormy blast,
  And our eternal home:

Under the shadow of  thy throne,
  Thy saints have dwelt secure;
Sufficient is thine arm alone,
  And our defense is sure.

Before the hills in order stood,
  Or earth receiv’d her frame,



From everlasting thou art God,
  To endless years the same.

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

48   Desire of  Knowledge.
                     C.M.
THY mercies fill the earth, O Lord,
  How good thy works appear!
Open mine eyes to read thy word,
  And see thy wonders there.

My heart was fashion’d by thy hand,
  My service is thy due;
Oh, make thy servant understand,
  The duties he must do.

Since I’m a stranger here below,
  Let not thy path be hid;
But mark the road my feet should go,
  And be my constant guide.

If  thou to me thy statutes show,
  And heav’nly truths impart,
Thy work forever I’ll pursue,
  Thy law shall rule my heart.

49   Praise to God.
                     C.M.
THE God of  love who reigns above,
  His blessings will bestow
Upon the race who seek for grace,
  And serve him here below.

He will indeed to those that need
  On earth grant a supply;
And if  you trace the paths of  grace
  He’ll bless you when you die.



Give God the praise throughout your days
  For what you here possess;
He can indeed supply your need,
  If  you are in distress.

So when we meet at Jesus’ feet
  We shall his love proclaim;
Oh, let us pray in this our day,
  And bless his holy name.

The time is short, let us exhort
  Each other to press on,
To seek in love the God above
  To praise the THREE IN ONE.

50   God our Father. —Matt 6:9.
                     C.M.
MY God! My Father! cheering name!
  Oh, may I call thee mine!
Give me with humble hope to claim
  A portion so divine.

This only can my fears control,
  And bid my sorrows fly;
What real harm can reach my soul
  Beneath my Father’s eye?

Whate’er thy providence denies,
  I calmly would resign;
For thou art just, and good, and wise—
  Oh, bend my will to thine!

Whate’er thy sov’reign will ordains,
  Oh, give me strength to bear;
Still let me know a Father reigns,
  Still trust a Father’s care.

51   Take heed, therefore, how ye hear. —Luke 8:18
                     L.M.
THY presence, gracious God, afford;



  Prepare us to receive thy word;
Now let thy voice engage our ear,
  And faith be mix’d with what we hear.

Distracting thoughts and cares remove,
  And fix our hearts and hopes above;
With food divine may we be fed
  And satisfied with living bread.

To us thy sacred word apply,
  With sov’reign pow’r and energy;
And may we, in thy faith and fear,
  Reduce to practice what we hear.

Father in us thy Son reveal;
  Teach us to know and do thy will;
Thy Saving pow’r and love display,
  And guide us to the realms of  day.

52   The vanity of  idols. —Psalm 115.
                     L.M.
NOT unto us, Almighty Lord,
  But to thyself  the glory be!
Created by thy awful word,
  We only live to honor thee.

Where is their God? the heathen cry,
  And bow to senseless wood and stone;
Our God, we tell them, fills the sky,
  And calls ten thousand worlds his own.

Vain gods! vain men! the Lord alone,
  Is Israel’s worship, Israel’s friend;
Oh, fear his power, his goodness own,
  And love him, trust him to the end.

Who lean on him, from strength to strength,
  From light to light, shall onward move,
Till through the grave they pass at length,
  To sing on high his saving love.



53   Unto him that loved us. —Rev. 1:5.
                     C.M.
THERE is a name I love to hear;
  I love to sing its worth;
It sounds like music in mine ear,
  The sweetest name on earth.

It tells me of  a Savior’s love,
  Who died to set me free;
It tells me of  his precious blood
  The sinner’s perfect plea.

It tells of  One whose loving heart
  Can feel my smallest woe:
Who in each sorrow bears a part
  That none can bear below.

Jesus! the name I love so well,
  The name I love to hear!
No saint on earth its worth can tell,
  No heart conceive how dear.

This name shall shed its fragrance still
  Along this thorny road—
Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill
  That leads me up to God.

54   Every place a place of  worship.
                     L.M.
O THOU, to whom, in ancient time,
  The lyre of  Hebrew bards was strung,
Whom kings adored in songs sublime,
  And prophets prais’d with glowing tongue.

Not now on Zion’s height alone
  Thy favor’d worshiper may dwell;
Or where, at sultry noon, thy Son
  Sat, weary, by the patriarch’s well.

From ev’ry place below the skies,
The grateful song, the fervent pray’r,



The incense of  the heart may rise
  To heav’n and find acceptance there.

O thou, to whom, in ancient time,
  The lyre of  prophet bards was strung,
To thee, at last, in every clime,
  Shall temples rise and praise be sung.

55   Light shining out of  darkness.
                     CM.
GOD moves in a mysterious way
  His wonders to perform;
He plants his footsteps in the sea,
  And rides upon the storm.

Deep in unfathomable mines
  Of  never-failing skill,
He treasures up his bright designs,
  And works his sov’reign will.

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
  But trust him for his grace;
Behind a frowning providence
  He hides a smiling face.

56   The Lord is our shepherd. —Psalm 23.
                     S.M.
THE Lord my Shepherd is;
  I shall be well supplied;
Since he is mine, and I am his,
  What can I want beside?

He leads me to the place
  Where heav’nly pasture grows,
Where living waters gently pass,
  And full salvation flows.

If  e’er I go astray,
  He doth my soul reclaim,
And guides me, in his own right way,
  For his most holy name.



While he affords his aid,
  I can not yield to fear;
Tho’ I should walk thro’ death’s dark shade
  My Shepherd’s with me there.

57   Excellency of  Holy Writ.
                     C.M.
FATHER of  mercies, in thy word
  What endless glory shines!
Forever be thy name ador’d
  For these celestial lines.

Here may the wretched sons of  want
  Exhaustless riches find;
Riches above what earth can grant,
  And lasting as the mind.

Oh, may these heav’nly pages be
  My ever dear delight;
And still new beauties may I see,
  And still increasing light!

Divine Instructor, gracious Lord,
  Be thou forever near;
Teach me to love thy sacred word,
  And view my Savior there.

58   God is love. —I John 4:8
                     C.M.
COME, ye that know and fear the Lord
  And raise your souls above;
Let ev’ry heart and voice accord,
  To sing that—God is love.

This precious truth his word declares,
  And all his mercies prove;
While Christ, th’ atoning Lamb, appears,
  To show that—God is love.

Behold, his loving-kindness waits



  For those who from him rove,
And calls for mercy reach their hearts,
  To teach them—God is love.

The work begun is carried on,
  By pow’ r from heav’n above;
And every step, from first to last,
  Proclaims that—God is love,

In all his doctrines and commands,
  His counsels and designs—
In ev’ry work his hands have fram’d,
  His love supremely shines.

Oh! may we all, while here below,
  This best of  blessings prove—
Till warmer hearts, in brighter worlds,
  Shall sing that—God is love.

59   Acquiescence in Gods providence. —Rev. 15:3
                     C.M.
SINCE all th’ varying scenes of  time,
  God’s watchful eye surveys,
Oh, who so wise to choose our lot,
  Or to appoint our ways?

Good when he gives—supremely good—
  Nor less when he denies;
Afflictions from his sov’reign hand
  Are blessings in disguise.

Why should we doubt a Father’s love,
  So constant and so kind?
To his unerring gracious will,
  Be ev’ry wish resign’d.

60   Holiness of  God. —Isaiah 6:3.
                     C.M.
HOLY and rev’rend is the name
  Of  our eternal King;
“Thrice holy Lord,” the angels cry;



  “Thrice holy,” let us sing.

The deepest rev’rence of  the mind,
  Pay, O my soul, to God;
Lift, with thy hands, a holy heart
To his sublime abode.

With sacred awe pronounce his name,
  Whom words nor thoughts can reach;
A contrite heart shall please him more
  Than noblest forms of  speech.

Thou, holy God, preserve my soul
  From all pollution free;
The pure in heart are thy delight,
  And they thy face shall see.

61   “Now we see through a glass darkly. “ — 1 Cor. 13:12
                     C.M.
THY way, O God, is in the sea;
  Thy paths I can not trace,
Nor comprehend the mystery
  Of  thine unbounded grace.

Here the dark vails of  flesh and sense
  My captive soul surround;
Mysterious deeps of  providence
  My inward thoughts confound.

As through a glass I dimly see
  The wonders of  thy love;
How little do I know of  thee,
  Or of  the joys above!

Though but in part I know thy will,
  I bless thee for the sight;
When will thy love the whole reveal
  In glory’s clearer light?

In rapture shall I then survey
  Thy providence and grace,



And spend an everlasting day,
  In wonder, love, and praise.

62   Gospel worship and order.
                     S.M.
FAR as thy name is known,
  The world declares thy praise;
Thy saints, O Lord, before thy throne
  Their songs of  honor raise.

With joy thy people stand,
  On Zion’s chosen hill,
Proclaim the wonders of  thy hand,
  And counsels of  thy will.

Let strangers walk around
  The city where we dwell,
Compass and view thine holy ground,
  And mark the building well.

The order of  thy house,
  The worship of  thy court,
The cheerful songs, the solemn vows,
  And make a fair report.

How decent and how wise!
  How glorious to behold!
Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes,
  And rites adorn’d with gold.

The God we worship now,
  Will guide us till we die;
Will be our God while here below,
  And ours above the sky.

63   Praise to the Redeemer.
                     H.M.
GREAT Prophet of  my God,
  My tongue shall bless thy name;
By thee the joyful news
  Of  our salvation came;



    The joyful news
      Of  sins forgiv’n;
    Of  hell subdu’d,
      And peace with heav’n.

Be thou my Counsellor,
  My pattern, and my guide;
And through this desert land
  Still keep me near thy side.
    Oh, let my feet
      Ne’er run astray;
   Nor rove, nor seek
     The crooked way!

I love my Shepherd’s voice,
  His watchful eyes shall keep
My wand’ring soul among
  The thousands of  his sheep:
    He feeds his flock,
      He calls their names;
    His bosom bears
      The tender lambs.

64   Gratitude.
                     8s and 7s.
LORD, with glowing heart I’d praise thee,
  For the bliss thy love bestows;
For the pard’ning grace that saves me,
  And the peace that from it flows;
Help, O God, my weak endeavor,
  This dull soul to rapture raise;
Thou must light the flame, or never
  Can my love be warm’d to praise.

Praise my soul, the God that sought thee,
  Wretched wand’rer, far astray;
Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee
  From the paths of  death away;
Praise, with love’s devoutest feeling,
  Him who saw thy guilt-born fear,
And the light of  hope revealing,



  Bade the Blood-stain’d cross appear.

Lord, this bosom’s ardent feeling
  Vainly would my lips express;
Low before thy footstool kneeling
  Deign thy suppliant’s pray’r to bless,
Let thy grace, my soul’s chief  treasure,
  Love’s pure flame within me raise;
And, since words can never measure,
  Let my life show forth thy praise.

65   Church Fellowship
                     C.M.
TRY us, O God, and search the ground
  Of  every sinful heart,
Whate’er of  sin in us is found,
  Oh, bid it all depart.

When to the right or left we stray,
  Leave us not comfortless,
But guide our feet into the way
  Of  everlasting peace.

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.

Help us to build each other up,
  Our little stock improve,
Increase our faith, confirm our hope;
  And perfect us in love.

Up into thee, the living head,
  Let us in all things grow,
Till thou hast made us free indeed,
  And spotless here below.

Then when the mighty work is wrought,
  Receive thy ready bride,
Give us in heav’n a happy lot,



  With all the sanctified.

66   Thirsting after Righteousness.
                     C.M.
OH, that the Lord would guide my ways,
  To keep his statutes still!
Oh, that my God would grant me grace,
  To know and do his will.

Order my footsteps by thy word,
  And make my heart sincere;
Let sin have no dominion, Lord,
  But keep my conscience clear.

My soul has gone too far astray,
  My feet too often slip;
Yet since I’ve not forgot thy way,
  Restore thy wand’ring sheep.

Make me to walk in thy commands,
  ‘Tis a delightful road;
Nor let my head, or heart, or hands,
  Offend against my God.

67   The Christian ‘s Wants. —John 15:5.
                     S.M.
I WANT a heart to pray,
  To pray and never cease;
Never to murmur at thy stay,
  Or wish my suff ’rings less.

This blessing above all,
  Always to pray, I want;
Out of  the deep on thee to call,
  And never, never faint.

I want a true regard,
  A single steady aim,
Unmov’d by threat’ning or reward—
  To thee, and thy great name.



A jealous, just concern,
  For thine immortal praise;
A pure desire, that all may learn
  And glorify thy grace.

I want with all my heart
  Thy pleasure to fulfill;
To know myself, and what thou art,
  And what thy perfect will.

I want, I know not what;
  I want my wants to see:
I want, alas! what want I not,
  When thou art not in me?

68   The Pilgrim’s Song.
                     68  7s.
CHILDREN of  the heav’nly King,
  As ye journey sweetly Sing;
Sing your Savior’s worthy praise,
  Glorious in his works and ways!

Ye are trav’ling home to God,
  In the way the fathers trod;
They are happy now, and ye
  Soon their happiness shall see.

Fear not, brethren, joyful stand
  On the borders of  your land:
Jesus Christ, your Father’s Son,
  Bids you joyfully come on.

Lord, obediently we’ll go,
  Gladly leaving all below!
Only thou our leader be,
  And we still will follow thee.

69   Looking to God.
                     C.M.
FATHER, I stretch my hands to thee,
  No other help I know;



If  thou withdraw thyself  from me,
  Ah! whither shall I go?

What did thine only Son endure,
  Before I drew my breath?
What pain what labor to secure
  My Soul from second death!

Author of  faith, to thee I lift
  My weary, longing eyes;
Oh, let me now receive that gift!
  My soul without it dies.

70       Heaven begun on Earth.
                    S.M.
COME ye that love the Lord,
  And let your joys be known;
Join in a song with sweet accord,
  While ye surround his throne.

The God that rules on high,
  That all the earth surveys,
That rides upon the stormy sky,
  And calms the roaring seas:

This awful God is ours,
  Our Father and our love,
He will send down his heav’nly powr’s,
  To carry us above.

The men of  grace have found,
  Glory begun below:
Celestial fruits on earthly ground,
  From faith and hope may grow.

Then let our songs abound,
  And ev’ry tear be dry;
We’re marching on Immanuel’s ground,
  To fairer worlds on high.



71   Praises to the Savior.
                     C.M.
COME, let us all unite, to praise
  The Savior of  mankind!
Our thankful hearts in solemn lays
  Be with our voices joined.

But how shall dust his worth declare,
  When angels try in vain;
Their faces veil when they appear
  Before the Son of  man.

Though feeble are our best essays,
  Thy love will not despise
Our grateful songs of  humble praise,
  Our well meant sacrifice.

Let ev’ry tongue thy goodness show,
  And spread abroad thy fame:
Let ev’ry heart with praise o’erflow,
  And bless thy sacred name!

Worship and honor, thanks and love
  Be to our Jesus giv’n!
By men below, by hosts above,
  By all in earth and heav’n!

72   The glory and power of  Christ.
                     C.M.
BEHOLD the glories of  the Lamb
  Amidst his Father’s throne;
Prepare new honors for his name
  And songs before unknown.

Let elders worship at his feet,
  The church adore around,
With vials full of  odor sweet,
  And harps of  sweeter sound.

These are the prayers of  the saints,
  And these the hymns they raise;



Jesus is kind to our complaints,
  He loves to hear our praise,

Now to the Lamb that once was slain,
  Be endless praises paid;
Salvation, glory, joy remain
  Forever on thy head.

Thou hast redeem’d our souls with blood,
  Hast set the pris’ners free,
Hast made us kings and priests to God,
  And we shall reign with thee.

73   The name of  Jesus.
                     C.M.
HOW sweet the name of  Jesus sounds
  In a believer’s ears!
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
  And drives away his fears.

It makes the wounded spirit whole,
  And calms the troubled breast;
‘Tis manna to the hungry soul,
  And to the weary, rest.

Dear name! the rock on which I build,
  My shield and hiding-place;
My never-failing treas’ry, fill’d
  With boundless stores of  grace.

Jesus! my shepherd, husband, friend,
  My prophet, priest, and king,
My Lord, my life, my way, my end!
  Accept the praise I bring.

74   Praise of  the Savior. —I Peter 1:8.
                     H.M.
COME, ev’ry pious heart
  That loves the Savior’s name,
Your noblest pow’r exert
  To celebrate his fame:



     Tell all above
        And all below,
     The debt of  love
        To him you owe.

He left his starry crown,
  And laid his robes aside,
On wings of  love came down,
  And wept, and bled, and died.
     What he endur’d,
        Oh, who can tell?
     To save our souls
        From death and hell.

From the dark grave he rose,
  The mansion of  the dead;
And thence his mighty foes
  In glorious triumph led.
     Up through the sky
        The conqu’ror rode,
     And reigns on high,
        The Savior God.

Jesus, we ne’er can pay
   The debt we owe thy love,
Yet tell us how we may
   Our gratitude approve;
     Our hearts—our all
        To thee we give;
      The gift, though small,
        Do thou receive.

75   Praise for mercies. —Psalm 103.
                     S.M.
OH, bless the Lord, my soul!
   His grace to thee proclaim;
And all that is within me, join
  To bless his holy name.

Oh, bless the Lord, my soul!
   His mercies bear in mind;



Forget not all his benefits—
  The Lord to thee is kind.

He will not always chide;
   He will with patience wait;
His wrath is ever slow to rise,
  And ready to abate.

The Lord forgives thy sins,
   Prolongs thy feeble breath;
He healeth thine infirmities,
   And ransoms thee from death.

Then bless his holy name,
   Whose grace hath made thee whole;
Whose loving kindness crowns thy days;
  Oh, bless the Lord, my soul!

76   I John 1:3.
                     S.M.
OUR heav’nly Father calls,
   And Christ invites us near:
With both our friendship shall be sweet,
  And our communion dear.

God pities all our griefs;
   He pardons ev’ry day;
Almighty to protect our souls,
  And wise to guide our way.

How large his bounties are!
   What various stores of  good
Diffus’d from our Redeemer’s hand,
  And purchas’d with his Blood!

Jesus, our living Head,
  We bless thy faithful care;
Our Advocate before the throne,
  And our Forerunner there.

Here fix my roving heart!



  Here wait my warmest love!
‘Till the communion be complete
  In nobler scenes above.

77   The Presence of  Christ affords Delight. —Acts 16:25.
                     8s.
HOW tedious and tasteless the hours
  When Jesus no longer I see!
Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet flow’rs
  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.

Content with beholding his face,
  My all to his pleasure resign’d,
No changes of  season or place
  Would make any change in my mind
While bless’d 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?
Oh, 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.

78   God the Pilgrim ‘s Guide and Strength.
                     8s, 7s, and 4s.
GUIDE me, O thou great Jehovah,
  Pilgrim through this barren land:
I am weak, but thou art mighty;
  Hold me with thy powerful hand;
     Bread of  heaven,
  Feed me till I want no more.

Open now the crystal fountain
  Whence the healing streams do flow;
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar
  Lead me all my journey through:
     Strong deliverer,
  Be thou still my strength and shield.

When I tread the verge of  Jordan,
  Bid my anxious fears subside:
Bear me through the swelling current
  Land me safe on Canaan’s side:
     Songs of  praises
  I will ever give to thee.

79   The Truthfulness of  God.—! Sam. 15:29.
                     L.M.
JEHOVAH is the God of  might,
  He fram’d the earth, he built the sky;
And what he speaks is surely right,
  “The strength of  Israel will not lie.”

Ye weary souls, with sin opprest,
  To him in ev’ry trouble fly;
His promise is, “I’ll give you rest,”
  “The strength of  Israel will not lie.”

Then why sunk down beneath despair?
  To Jesus’ throne of  grace apply;
His promise plead, he’ll hear your pray r,
  “The strength of  Israel will not lie.”



Ask what you will in Jesus’ name,
  He never will your suit deny;
To save you from the curse he came,
  “The strength of  Israel will not lie.”
 
Behold! I come, most gracious Lord,
  And on thy promise now rely;
In my distress, how sweet this word,
  “The strength of  Israel will not lie,”

80   The unity of  God. —Isaiah 44:8.
                     L.M.
ETERNAL God, almighty cause
  Of  earth, and seas, and worlds unknown,
All things are subject to thy laws—
  All things depend on thee alone.

Thy glorious being singly stands,
  Of  all, within itself, possest;
By none controll’d in thy commands,
  And in thyself  completely blest.

To thee alone ourselves we owe;
  Let heav’n and earth due homage pay:
All other gods we disavow—
  Deny their claims, renounce their sway.

Worship to thee alone belongs—
  Worship to thee alone we give;
Thine be our hearts and thine our songs,
  And to thy glory we would live.

81   God is present Everywhere.
                     7s.
THEY who seek the throne of  grace
Find that throne in ev’ry place;
It we live a life of  pray’r,
God is present ev’rywhere.

In our sickness and our health,



In our want, or in our wealth.
If  we look to God in pray’ r,
God is present ev’rywhere.

When our earthly comforts fail,
When the woes of  life prevail,
‘Tis the time for earnest pray’r;
God is present ev’rywhere.

Then, my soul, in ev’ry strait,
To thy Father come, and wait;
He will answer ev’ry pray’r:
God is present ev’rywhere.

82   Children praising the Lord. —Matt. 21:15
                     8s and 7s.
LORD, a little band, and lowly,
  We are come to sing to thee;
Thou art great, and high, and holy—
  Oh how solemn should we be!

Fill our hearts with thoughts of  Jesus,
  And of  heav’n, where he is gone;
And let nothing ever please us
  He would grieve to look upon.

For we know the Lord of  glory
  Always sees what children do,
And is writing now the story
  Of  our thoughts and actions, too.

Let our sins be all forgiven;
  Make us fear whate’er is wrong;
Lead us on our way to heaven,
  There to sing a nobler song.

83   There Remaineth a Rest, etc—Heb. 4.9.
                     L.M.
THINE earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love:
But there’s a nobler rest above;
To that our longing souls aspire,



With cheerful hope and strong desire.

No more fatigue, no more distress,
Nor sin, nor death shall reach the place;
No groans shall mingle with the songs
Which dwell upon immortal tongues;

No rude alarms of  angry foes;
No cares to break the long repose;
No midnight shade, no clouded sun,
But sacred, high, eternal noon.

Oh, long-expected day, begin;
Dawn on these realms of  pain and sin;
With joy we’ll tread th’ appointed road,
And sleep in death to rest with God.

84   Desiring to praise worthily.
                     8s and 7s.
COME thou fount of  ev’ry 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  God’s unchanging love.

Here I’ll raise mine Ebenezer,
  Hither by thy help I’m 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,
  Interpos’d his precious blood.

Oh to grace how great a debtor,
  Daily I’m constrain’d to be!
Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter,
  Bind my wand’ring soul to thee!



Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it,
  Prone to leave the God I love,
Here’s my heart, oh, take and seal it,
  Seal it for thy courts above!

85   Before Sermon.
                    S.M.
COME, sound his praise abroad,
  And hymns of  glory sing!
                     S.M.
Jehovah is the Sov’reign God,
  The universal King.

He form’d the deeps unknown,
  He gave the seas their bound;
The wat’ry worlds are all his own,
  And all the solid ground.

Come worship at his throne,
  Come bow before the Lord;
We are his work, and not our own,
  He form’d us by his word.

To-day attend his voice,
  Nor dare provoke his rod:
Come, like the people of  his choice,
  And own your gracious God.

86   Sweet hour of  prayer.
                     L.M.
SWEET hour of  pray’r! sweet hour of  pray’r!
That calls me from a world of  care,
And bids me at my Father’s throne
Make all my wants and wishes known;
In seasons of  distress and grief,
My soul has often found relief;
And oft escap’d the tempter’s snare
By thy return, sweet hour of  pray’r.

Sweet hour of  pray’r! sweet hour of  pray’r!
Thy wings shall my petition bear,



To him whose truth and faithfulness,
Engage the waiting soul to bless;
And since he bids me seek his face,
Believe his word and trust his grace,
I’ll cast on him my ev’ry care,
And wait for thee, sweet hour of  pray’r!

Sweet hour of  pray’r! sweet hour of  pray’r!
May I thy consolation share;
Till, from Mount Pisgah’s lofty height,
I view my home, and take my flight:
This robe of  flesh I’ll drop, and rise
To seize the everlasting prize;
And sing, while passing through the air.
Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of  pray’r.

87   The blest hour of  worship.
                     L.M.
BLEST hour when mortal man retires
  To hold communion with his God,
To send to heav’n his warm desires,
  And listen to the sacred word.

Blest hour when earthly cares resign
  Their empire o’er his anxious breast,
While all around the calm divine
  Proclaims the holy day of  rest.

Blest hour when God himself  draws nigh,
  Well pleas’d his people’s voice to hear
To hush the penitential sigh,
  And wipe away the mourner’s tear.

Blest hour, for where the Lord resorts,
  Foretastes of  future bliss are giv’n,
And mortals find his earthly courts
  The house of  God, the gate of  heav’n.

88   
                     L.M.
CAN such poor feeble worms as we,



  Praise and adore our Savior’s name?
Or bring a tribute, Lord, to thee,
  Or half  thy pow’r and love proclaim?

We stand amaz’d, when we behold
  Thy glory and thy beauty, Lord!
Thy love and grace can ne’er be told:
  Which thou to mortals dost afford.

Yet, Lord, we would attempt thy praise,
  We would exalt thy holy name:
Lord, we would walk in thy sweet ways
  And sing and tell thy wondrous fame.

89   Invitation to Praise God.
                     L.M.
FROM all that dwell below the skies,
Let the Creator’s praise arise;
Let the Redeemer’s name be sung,
Through every land, by ev’ry tongue.

Eternal are thy mercies, Lord;
Eternal truth attends thy word:
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore
Till sun shall set and rise no more.

Your lofty themes ye mortals bring,
In songs of  praise divinely sing:
The great salvation loud proclaim,
And praise with joy the Savior’s name.

In ev’ry land begin the song;
To ev’ry land the strains belong;
In cheerful sounds all voices raise,
And fill the world with loudest praise.

90   The Christian ‘s Prayer.
                     C.M.
OH, for a heart to love my God!
  A heart from sin set free;
A heart that always feels the blood,



  So freely shed for me.

A heart resign’d, submissive, meek;
  My dear Redeemer’s throne,
Where only Christ is heard to speak,
  Where Jesus reigns alone.
 
An humble, lowly, contrite heart.
  Believing, true and clean,
Which neither life nor death can part
  From him that dwells within.

A heart in ev’ry thought renew’d,
  And fill’d with love divine;
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,
  A copy, Lord! of  thine.

91   A Prayer for Grace.
                     L.M.
REMEMBER, Lord, the ancient days,
  Renew thy work, thy grace bestow;
And while to thee our hearts we raise,
  On us thy Holy Spirit pour.

92   God glorious, and sinners saved.
                     C.M.
FATHER, how wide thy glory shines!
  How high thy wonders rise!
Known through the earth by thousand signs;
  By thousands through the skies.

Those mighty orbs proclaim thy pow’r,
  Their motions speak thy skill,
And on the wings of  ev’ry hour
  We read thy patience still.

Part of  thy name divinely stands
  On all thy creatures writ,
They show the labor of  thy hands,
  The impress of  thy feet.



But when we view thy grand design
  To save rebellious worms,
Where wisdom, pow’r, and goodness shine
  In their most glorious forms;

Our thoughts are lost in rev’rend awe,
  We love and we adore,
The holy angels never saw
  So much of  GOD before.

93   Praise.
                     7s.
SONGs of  praise the angels sang,
Heav’n with hallelujahs rang,
When Jehovah’s work begun,
When he spake, and it was done.

Songs of  praise awoke the morn,
When the Prince of  Peace was born:
Songs of  praise arose, when He
Captive led captivity.

And shall man alone be dumb,
Till that glorious kingdom come?
No! the church delights to raise
Psalms and hymns and songs of  praise.

Saints below with heart and voice,
Still in songs of  praise rejoice;
Learning here, by faith and love,
Songs of  praise to sing above.

Borne upon the latest breath,
Songs of  praise shall conquer death;
Then amidst eternal joy,
Songs of  praise their powers employ!

94   Striving to praise Christ.
                     C.M.
LET us, the sheep by Jesus nam’d,
  Our Shepherds mercy bless;



Let us, whom Jesus hath redeem’d,
  Shew forth our thankfulness.

Not unto us, to thee alone,
  Be praise and glory giv’n;
Here shall thy praises be begun,
  But carry’d on in heav’n.

The hosts of  spirits now with thee,
  Eternal anthems sing;
To imitate them here, lo! we
  Our hallelujahs bring.

Had we our tongues like them inspir’d,
  Like theirs our songs should rise;
Like them we never should be tir’d,
  But love the sacrifice.

Till we this veil of  flesh lay down,
  Accept our weaker lays;
And when, O Lord, we reach thy throne
  Well join in nobler praise.

95   Sincere Devotion.
                     8s and 7s.
GENTLE Savior! Gracious Master!
  Hear thy faithful people pray;
Be thou still their intercessor,
  Guide them safely in the way.

96   The Lamb Once Slain.
                     C.M.
COME let us join our cheerful songs
  With angels round the throne,
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues
  But all their joys are one,

“Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry,
  To be exalted thus;
“Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply,
  For he was slain for us.



Jesus is worthy to receive
  Honor and pow’r divine;
And blessings more than we can give,
  Be, Lord, forever thine.

Let all that dwell above the sky,
  And air, and earth, and seas,
Conspire to lift thy glories high,
  And speak thine endless praise.

97   Public Worship.
                     C.M.
HOW did my heart rejoice to hear
  My friends devoutly say,
In Zion let us all appear,
  And keep the solemn day.

I love her gates, I love the road,
  The church, adorn’d with grace,
Stands like a palace built for God,
  To show his milder face.

Up to the courts, with joys unknown
  The holy tribes repair;
The Son of  David holds his throne,
  And sits in judgment there.

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

98   “I Look to Thee.”
                     7s and 6s.
THIS life is dark, my Father,
  I can not go aright;
Oh, take my hand, my Father,
  And guide me to the light.

The way is long, my Father,



  Thorns bleed my weary feet;
Oh, come to me, my Father,
  It will be very sweet.

I’m faint and weary, Father,
  Contending with the tide;
Oh, draw me near thee, Father,
  Close, close to Thy dear side.

Long have I toiled, my Father,
  While fears oppressed me sore,
Lift me above them, Father,
  Up to the heavenly shore.

The cross is heavy, Father,
  Its weight does crush me down;
Oh, take me, take me, Father,
  And with thy arms surround.

99   Blessings for Zion.
                     8s and 7s.
MAY thy blessings, Lord, most holy,
  Rest upon thy Zion still;
And may thy dear servants boldly
  Promulgate thy perfect will.

So will we, thy dear creation,
  Honor Thee for evermore,
And ascribe to Thee salvation,
  When we reach the farther shore.

100   The Lord Hear.
                     8s and 7s.
MAY the Lord in mercy hear us,
  When to him we humbly pray;
May he guide us, and direct us,
  Into the true gospel way.

May he now look down upon us,
  From his lofty throne above;
May he cast his blessings ‘round us,



  Through his all abounding love.

May he cheer our drooping spirits,
  And receive our humble praise;
While we feast on Jesus’ merits,
  And to him bring joyful lays,

May he ever bless his children,
  And forgive their follies past;
Still be near each honest pilgrim,
  While his journey here may last.

And when troubles and temptations,
  Rage in fury ‘round us here;
May we have sweet consolations,
  That the Savior still is near.

Finally when death has enter’d,
  This poor mortal frame of  ours,
May our hope, our all, be center’d,
  In the Savior’s quick’ning pow’rs.

101   Desire for Spiritual Aid.
                     S.M.
IN weakness, Lord, we come,
  To have our strength renew ‘d;
That we may do our Master’s will
  With heart and will subdued.

Help us to ask of  Thee—
  Thy faithfulness to prove;
To ask in faith, and to receive
  The tokens of  Thy love.

Show us our helplessness—
  Our constant need of  grace;
Until in triumph we complete
  Our glorious Christian race.

Oh, make it our delight
  To wait on Thee in pray’r,



And thus communing, Lord, with Thee,
  Our souls for heaven prepare.

Help us to watch and pray,
  And ever strive to be
From the enslaving power of  sin,
  Now and forever free.

102   The Lord’s Day.
                     C.M.
THIS is the day the Lord hath made,
  He calls the hours his own;
Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,
  And praise surround his throne.

To-day he rose and left the dead,
  And Satan’s empire fell;
To-day may saints their triumph spread,
  And all his wonders tell.

This day we give to holy joys,
  This day to heaven belongs;
Rais’d to new life, we will employ
  In melody our tongues.

Hosannah, the anointed King,
  Of  Israel’s holy Son;
Help us, O Lord, descend and bring
  Salvation from thy throne.

103   Praise to God.
                     L.M.
O LORD our God, thy name we praise,
  For all thy wondrous love divine,
That fills with blessings all our days,
  And makes us thine, forever thine.

We praise thee for the matchless grace
  That gave thine only Son to die,
To bring salvation to our race,
  And all our needs in Him supply.



We praise thee for the perfect peace
  That keeps our hearts and minds in thee;
That thy rich favors never cease,—
  Thy tender mercies full and free.

We praise thee for the promise sure
  That Christ our Lord shall come again,
And all that to the end endure
  Shall share the glory of  his reign.

We’ll praise thy name, our Lord and King,
  Till mortal life shall cease to be;
And in the world to come will sing
  Thy praise through long eternity.

104   Adoration.
                     L.M.
PRAISE be to Him who reigns on high,
  And rules the earth on which we live;
Oh, may He all our wants supply,
  And all our daily sins forgive.

Thanks be to Him who died for me,
  That I might live with him above;
Oh, may I his disciple be,
  And daily with him walk in love.

Praise, thanks and glory to our Lord,
  Who now invites us to his throne;
Oh, may we all with one accord,
  Consent and say, “Thy will be done.”

105   Lord’s Day Worship.
                     S.M.
SWEET is the work, O Lord,
  Thy glorious name to sing:
To praise and pray, to hear thy word,
  And grateful offerings bring.

Sweet, on this day of  rest,



  To join, in heart and voice,
With those who love and serve thee best,
  And in thy name rejoice.

To songs of  praise and joy,
  Be every Sabbath given,
That such may be our blest employ,
  Eternally in heaven.

106   The Lord’s Prayer.
                     S.M.
OUR heavenly Father: hear
  The prayer we offer now;—
“Thy name be hallowed far and near;
To thee all nations bow!

“Thy kingdom come:—Thy will
  On earth be done in love,
As saints and seraphims fulfill
  Thy perfect law above.

“Our daily bread supply,
  While, by thy word we live:
The guilt of  our iniquity
  Forgive, as we forgive.

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

 “Thine, then, for ever be
  Glory and power divine:
The sceptre, throne, and majesty
  Of  heaven and earth are thine.”

Thus humbly taught to pray,
  By thy beloved Son,
Through him we come to thee, and say,—
  “All for his sake be done!”



107   The Sacrifice of  God a Broken Spirit. —Psalm 51:17.
                     L.M.
HAVE mercy on me, O my God;
  In loving kindness hear my prayer.
Withdraw the terror of  thy rod;
  Lord, in thy tender mercy, spare.

Offences rise where’er I look,
  But I confess their guilt to thee;
Blot my transgressions from thy book;
  Wash me from all iniquity.

Not streaming blood nor cleansing fire
  Thy seeming anger can appease;
Burnt-offerings thou dost not require,
  Or gladly I would render these.

The broken heart in sacrifice,
  Alone will thine acceptance meet;
My heart O God, do not despise,
  Abased and contrite at thy feet.

108   Child’s Version of  the Lord’s Prayer.
                     6s and 5s.
OUR Father in heaven,
  We hallow thy name;
May thy kingdom holy
  On earth be the same:
Oh, give to us daily
  Our portion of  bread;
It is from thy bounty
  That all must be fed.

Forgive our transgressions,
  And teach us to know
That humble compassion
  Which pardons each foe;
Keep us from temptation,
  From evil and sin,
And thine be the glory



  Forever. Amen!

MORNING.

109   Morning Hymn.
                     C.M.
LORD, in the morning I will send,
  My prayer to reach thine ear;
Thou art my Father and my friend,
  My help forever near.

Oh, lead me, keep me all this day,
  Near thee in perfect peace;
Help me to watch—to watch and pray,
  To pray and never cease.

I know my roving feet will err,
  Unless thou be my guide:
Warn me of  every foe and snare,
  And keep me near thy side.

110   Morning reminding us of  Eternity.—II Cor. 5:2.
                     S.M.
THE night is past and gone,
  The evening shades are fled;
Oh, may each morning bring to mind
  Our rising from the dead.

We put our garments on,
  Our labors to pursue;
So in the resurrection morn
  Saints shall be cloth’d anew.

Lord, keep us safe this day,
  Support us by thine arm;
May angels guard us on our way,
  Secure from ev’ry harm.

Now may we all as one
  The Christian course pursue;



And with new strength and courage run
  To win the prize in view.

And when our nights are past,
  And time bears us away,
May we possess a crown of  life
  In an eternal day.

111   Divine Protection Acknowledged. —Psalm 3:5.
                     C.M.
MY God was with me all the night,
  And gave me sweet repose;
His angels watch’d me while I slept,
  Or I had never rose.

Now for the mercies of  the night
  My humble thanks I’ll pay,
And unto God I’ll dedicate
  The first fruits of  the day.

In pressing dangers, fears and death,
  Thy goodness I’ll adore,
And praise thee for thy mercies past,
  And humbly hope for more.

My life, if  thou preserve my life,
  Thy sacrifice shall be;
And death, when death must be my lot,
  Shall join my soul to thee.

112   Lord’s Day Morning.
                     C.M.
LORD, in the morning thou shalt hear
  My voice ascending high;
To thee will I direct my pray’r,
  To thee lift up mine eye.

Unto thy house will I resort,
  To taste thy mercies there,
I will frequent thine holy court,
  And worship in thy fear.



Oh, may thy Spirit guide my feet
  In ways of  righteousness:
Make ev’ry path of  duty straight,
  And plain before my face.

113   Morning Devotion.
                     H.M.
LORD, we present to thee,
  Our morning songs of  praise;
Wilt thou be pleased to hear,
  Our weak, yet humble lays.
May we from thee fresh strength obtain,
  And ever in thy truth remain.

114   Morning Tribute of  Praise.
                     S. M.
SEE how the morning sun
  Pursues his shining way:
And wide proclaims his Maker’s praise,
  With every bright’ning ray.

Thus would my rising soul,
  Its heavenly Parent sing,
And to its great original
  The humble tribute bring.

Serene I laid me down,
  Beneath His guardian care;
I slept, and I awoke, and found
  My kind Preserver near.

My life I would anew
  Devote, O Lord, to thee;
And in Thy service I would spend
  A long eternity.

115   New Daily Mercies.
                     L.M.
NEW every morning is the love
Our waking and uprising prove



Through sleep and darkness safely brought
Restored to life and power and thought.

New mercies, each returning day,
Hover around us while we pray;
New perils past, new sins forgiven,
New thoughts of  God, new hopes of  heaven.

Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be,
As more of  heaven in each we see;
Some softening gleam of  love and prayer
Shall dawn on every cross and care.

Only, O Lord, in thy dear love,
Fit us for perfect rest above,
And keep us this, and every day,
To live more nearly as we pray.

116   Keep us, O Lord, this Day.
                     C.M.
NOW that the sun is beaming bright,
  Once more to God we pray,
That he, the untreated Light,
  May guide our souls this day.

No sinful word, nor deed of  wrong,
  Nor thoughts that idly rove;
But simple truth be on our tongue,
  And in our hearts be love.

And while the hours in order flow,
   O Christ, securely fence
Our gates beleagur’d by the foe,
  The gate of  every sense.

And grant that to thine honor, Lord,
  Our daily toil may tend;
That we begin it at thy word,
  And in thy favor end.

117   Holy Rest.



                     L.M.
ANOTHER six days’ work is done,
Another Sabbath is begun;
Return my soul, enjoy thy rest,
Improve the day thy God hath blest.

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

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.

In holy duties, let the day,
In sacred pleasures pass away;
How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend,
In hope of  one that ne er shall end!

118   Lord’s Day Morning.
                    7s and 6s.
THE rosy light is dawning
  Upon the mountain’s brow:
It is the Sabbath morning:
  Arise, and pay thy vow;
Lift up thy voice to heaven
  In sacred praise and prayer,
While unto thee is given
  The light of  life to share.

119   A Morning Prayer.
                     7s.
NOW the shades of  night are gone;
Now is passed the early dawn;
Lord, we would be thine to-day;
Drive the shades of  sin away.

Make our souls as noonday clear;
Banish every doubt and fear;



In thy vineyard, Lord, to-day,
We would labor, we would pray.

When our work of  life is past,
Oh, receive us all at last;
Labor then will all be o’er,
Sin’s dark night will be no more.

120   Christ’s Example.
                     S. M.
How sweet the melting lay
  Which breaks upon the ear,
When at the hour of  rising day,
  Christians unite in prayer.

The breezes waft their cries
  Up to Jehovah’s throne;
He listens to their heaving sighs,
  And sends his blessings down.

So Jesus rose to pray
  Before the morning light;
Or on the chilling mount did stay,
  And wrestle all the night.

Glory to God on high,
  Who sends his blessings down
To rescue souls condemned to die,
  And make his people one.

EVENING.

121   Call Oft on God.
                     C.M.
IF we, each ev’ning, would recall
  Misconduct of  the day,
We’d have much less to answer for
  In the great judgment day.

Yes, if  each eve on God we’d call,



  To pardon when we stray,
His blessings would much thicker fall,
  In the rewarding day.

122   Prayer at Eventide.
                     7s.
SOFTLY now the light of  day
Fades upon my sight away;
Free from care, from labor free,
Lord, I would commune with thee!

Thou whose all-pervading eye
Naught escapes, without, within,
Pardon each infirmity,
Open fault, and secret sin.

Soon for me the light of  day
Shall forever pass away;
Then, from sin and sorrow free,
Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee!

123   Abide with me.
                     L.M.
SUN of  my soul, thou Savior dear,
It is not night if  thou be near:
Oh, may no earth-born cloud arise
To hide thee from thy servant’s eyes!

When soft the dews of  kindly sleep
My wearied eyelids gently steep,
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest
Forever on my Savior’s breast!

Be near to bless me when I wake,
Ere through the world my way I take;
Abide with me till in thy love
I find myself  in heaven above.

124   The Power of  Prayer. —Matt. 17:20.
                     C.M.
THERE is an eye that never sleeps



  Beneath the wing of  night;
There is an ear that never shuts,
  When sink the beams of  light.

There is an arm that never tires,
  When human strength gives way;
There is a love that never fails,
  When earthly loves decay.

That eye is fix’d on seraph throngs;
  That arm upholds the sky;
That ear is fill’d with angel songs;
  That love is throned on high.

But there’s a pow’ r which man can wield
  When mortal aid is vain,
That eye, that arm, that love to reach,
  That list’ning ear to gain.

That pow’r is pray’r, which soars on high,
  Through Jesus to the throne;
And moves the hand which moves the world
  To bring salvation down!

125   Evening Devotions.
                     L.M.
THUS far the Lord hath led me on,
  Thus far his pow’r prolongs my days,
And ev’ry ev’ning shall make known,
  Some fresh memorial of  his grace.

Much of  my time has run to waste,
  And I perhaps, am near my home!
O Lord, forgive my follies past,
  And give me strength for days to come.

I lay my body down to sleep;
  Peace is the pillow for my head;
While well appointed angels keep
  Their watchful stations round my bed.



Thus when the night of  death shall come,
  My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,
And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb,
  With sweet salvation in the sound.

126   Cheerful Confidence.
                     C.M.
IN mercy, Lord, remember me,
  Through all the hours of  night,
And grant to me most graciously
  The safeguard of  thy might.

With cheerful heart I close mine eyes,
  Since thou wilt not remove:
Oh, in the morning let me rise
  Rejoicing in thy love.

Or, if  this night should prove my last,
  And end my transient days,
Lord, take me to my promis’d rest,
  Where I may sing thy praise.

127   An Evening Sacrifice.
                     C.M.
NOW from the altar of  my heart,
  Let incense flames arise;
Assist me, Lord, to offer up,
  My ev’ning sacrifice.

This day was God my sun and shield,
  My keeper and my guide,
His tender care o’er me was shown,
  His mercies multiplied.

Minutes and mercies multiplied,
  Have made up all this day;
Minutes came quick, but mercies were
  More fleet and free than they.

New time, new favor, and new joys,
  New songs of  praise require;



Till I shall praise thee as I would,
  Accept my heart’s desire.

128   Retirement and Prayer. —Luke 6:12.
                     C.M.
I LOVE to steal awhile away
  From ev‘ry cumb’ring care;
And spend the hours of  setting day
  In humble, grateful pray’r.

I love in solitude to shed
  The penitential tear;
And all his promises to plead,
  Where none but God can hear.

I love to think on mercies past,
  And future good implore:
And all my cares and sorrows cast
  On him whom I adore.

I love by faith to take a view
  Of  brighter scenes in heav’n;
The prospect doth my strength renew,
  While here by tempests driv’n.

Thus when life’s toilsome day is o’er,
  May its departing ray,
Be calm as this impressive hour,
  And lead to endless day.

129   Evening Reflections.
                     L.M.
THE short-lived day declines in haste,
The night of  death approaches fast,
With rapid speed the moments run,
In which the work of  life is done.

As flies the shuttle o’er the loom,
So mortals hasten to the tomb;
As ships that skim along the sea,
Or eagles darting on their prey.



As vanishes the fleeting shade,
As flowers before the evening fade,
Such is the life of  feeble man;
His days are measured by a span.

Be this my one, my great concern,
The way of  life and peace to learn;
To know my dear Redeemer’s love,
And his renewing grace to prove.

130   Self  Examination.
                     C.P.M.
AT evening to myself  I say,
My soul, where hast thou gleaned to-day?
  Thy labors how bestowed?
What hast thou rightly said or done?
What grace attained or knowledge won,
  In following after God?

131   The Universal Guardian.
                     8s. [Peculiar.]
BLESSED be thy name for ever,
Thou of  life the guard and giver;
Thou canst guard thy creatures sleeping;
Heal the heart long broke with weeping.
God of  stillness and of  motion,
Of  the desert and the ocean,
Of  the mountain, rock, and river,
Blessed be thy name for ever.

132   Lord’s Day Evening.
                     C.M.
THIS sacred day, great God, we close
  With gratitude and love,
And bless thee for the joyful news,
  Which hails us from above.

May we retain the glorious truths
  Recorded in thy word,
And, with obedient lives, adorn



  The doctrines of  the Lord.

Ere long we hope to meet and join
  The ransomed throng in bliss:
With joy thy earthly courts we’ll leave,
  To dwell where Jesus is.

133   An Evening Prayer.
                     L.M.
GLORY to thee, my God, this night,
For all the blessings of  the light;
Keep me, oh keep me, King of  kings,
Under thine own almighty wings.

Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son
Whatever ill this day I’ve done;
That with the world, myself  and thee,
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

Teach me to live, that I may dread
The grave as little as my bed;
Teach me to die, that so I may
Triumphant rise at the last day.

Oh, may my soul on thee repose,
And with sweet sleep my eye-lids close;
Sleep that may me more vig’rous make,
To serve my God when I awake!

134   Evening Hymn.
                     S. M.
THE day is passed and gone,
  The evening shades appear,
Oh, may we all remember well,
  The night of  death draws near.

We lay our garments by,
  Our bodies down to rest;
So death will soon disrobe us all,
  Of  what we here possess.



Lord, keep us safe this night,
  Secure from all our fears;
May angels guard us while we sleep,
  Till morning light appears.

And if  we early rise,
  And view th’ unwearied sun;
May we set out to win the prize,
  And after glory run!

And when our days are past,
  And we from time remove,
Oh, may we in thy bosom rest,
  The bosom of  thy love.

CHRIST

HIS BIRTH.

135   Birth of  Christ. —Luke 2.
                     C.M.
AWAY dark thoughts, awake my joy,
  Awake, my glory sing:
Sing songs to celebrate the birth
  Of  Jacob’s God and King.

Oh, happy night that brought forth light
  Which makes the blind to see!
The day-spring from on high came down,
  To cheer and visit thee.

The wakeful shepherds near their flocks
  Were watchful for the morn:
But better news from heav’n was brought,
  Your Savior Christ is born.

The news is spread, the church is glad,
  Simeon, o’ercome with joy,
Sings with the infant in his arms,
  Now let thy servant die!



Wise men from far beheld the star,
  Which was their faithful guide,
Until it pointed to the babe,
  And him they glorifi’d.

While heav’n and earth rejoice and sing,
  Shall we our Christ deny?
He’s born for us and we for Him,
  Glory to God on high!

136   Hail the Blest Morn.
                     11s and l0s.
HAIL the blest morn! when the great Mediator
  Down from the regions of  glory descends!
Shepherds, go worship the babe in the manger;
  Lo! for your guide the bright angel attends!

Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining,
  Low lies his head with the beasts of  the stall;
Angels adore him in slumbers reclining,
  Maker, and Monarch, and Savior of  all!

137   The Savior’s Birth.
                     11s.
COME brethr’n, and neighbors, and all who desire,
Come all who the Savior do greatly admire,
Rejoice at the birth of  your heav’n-born King,
Who grace and salvation to sinners doth bring.

Poor Bethlehem’s treasures are treasures indeed,
Great cities of  value can not it succeed;
From age unto age, we its fame should declare,
None ever are worthy with it to compare.

Go find Him ye sinners in that humble place,
The “sure word of  prophecy” points to His face;
We’ll own him as Prophet, as Priest and as King,
While glory and honor unto Him we bring.

Go forth, mighty Savior, reveal unto man,
The way of  redemption—God’s wonderful plan;



The day of  salvation to all now proclaim,
While thousands and millions rejoice in Thy name.

Ye poor wand’ring wretches, come hear His sweet voice,
Come make of  Him ever your most blessed choice;
Come sit at His feet and instruction receive,
While life and salvation He freely will give.

138   The Redeemer’s Message.
                     C.M.
HARK the glad sound! the Savior comes,—
  The Savior, promised long;
Let every heart prepare a throne,
  And every voice a song.

On him the Spirit, largely poured,
  Exerts his sacred fire;
Wisdom, and might, and zeal, and love,
  His holy breast inspire.

He comes,—the pris’ners to release,
  In Satan’s bondage held;
The gates of  brass before him burst,
  The iron fetters yield.

He comes,—the broken heart to bind,
  The bleeding soul to cure;
And, with the treasures of  his grace,
  T’ enrich the humble poor.

Our glad hosannas, Prince of  peace!
  Thy welcome shall proclaim;
And heaven’s eternal arches ring
  With thy beloved name.

139   Christ, the Savior, Born.

                     8s and 7s.
HAIL, thou long-expected Jesus!
  Born to set thy people free;
From our sins and fears release us,
  Let us find our rest in thee.



Israel’s strength and consolation,
  Hope of  all the saints, thou art;
Long-desired of  every nation,
  Joy of  every waiting heart.

Born, thy people to deliver,—
  Born a child, and yet a King,—
Born to reign in us forever,—
  Now thy gracious kingdom bring.

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

140   The Song of  Angels.
                     8s and 7s.
HARK! what mean those holy voices,
  Sweetly sounding through the skies?
Lo! th’ angelic host rejoices—
  Heavenly hallelujahs rise.

Listen to the wondrous story,
  Which they chant in hymns of  joy;—
“Glory in the highest, glory—
  Glory be to God most high!

“Peace on earth, good will from heaven,
  Reaching far as man is found;
Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven;
  Loud our golden harps shall sound.

“Christ is born, the great Anointed;
  Heaven and earth his praises sing:
Oh! receive whom God appointed,
  For your prophet, priest, and king.

“Hasten, mortals to adore him,
  Learn his name, and taste his joy;
Till in heaven ye sing before him,—



  Glory be to God most high!”

141   Songs of  the Angels.
                     7s.
HARK! the herald-angels sing,—
“Glory to the new-born King;
Peace on earth, and mercy mild,—
God and sinners reconciled.”

Joyful all ye nations rise—
Join the triumphs of  the skies;
With angelic hosts proclaim—
Christ is born in Bethlehem.

Christ, by highest heaven adored,
Christ, the everlasting Lord;
Veil’d in flesh, the godhead see;
Hail! incarnate Deity!

Hail! the heav’n-born Prince of  Peace,
Hail! the Sun of  Righteousness!
Light and life to all he brings—
Ris’n with healing in his wings.

142   The Shepherds.
                     C.M.
WHILE shepherds watched their flocks by night,
  Near little Beth’lem town;
The angel of  the Lord came down,
  And glory shone around.

“Fear not,” said he (for mighty dread
  Had seiz’d their troubled mind);
“Glad tidings of  great joy I bring
  To you and all mankind.

“To you, in David’s town this day,
  Is born of  David’s line,
A Savior who is Christ the Lord,
  And this shall be the sign.



“The heav’nly babe ye there shall find,
  To human view display’d
There meanly wrapt in swathing bands,
  And in a manger laid.”

Thus spake the seraph; and forthwith
  Appear’ d a shining throng
Of  angels praising God, and thus
  Addressed their heav’nly song:

“All glory be to God on high;
  And on the earth be peace,
Good will henceforth from heav’n to man,
  Begin and never cease.”

HIS LIFE AND MISSION.

143   I am the Way, etc. —John 14:6.
                     S.M.
I AM, saith Christ, the way:
  Now if  we credit him,
All other paths must lead astray,
  How fair soe’er they seem.

I am, says Christ, the truth:
  Then all that lacks this test,
Proceed it from an angel’s mouth,
  Is but untruth at best.

I am, saith Christ, the life:
  Let this be seen by faith,
It follows without further strife,
  That all besides is death.

If  what those words aver,
  The Holy Ghost apply;
The simplest Christian shall not err,
  Nor be deceived, nor die.

144   Crown Him.



                     8s, 7s, and 4s.
LOOK, ye saints, the sight is glorious,
  See the man of  sorrows now,
From the fight returned victorious,
  Every knee to him shall bow.
    Crown him, crown him,
  Crowns become the victor’s brow.

Crown the Savior, angels crown him,
  Rich the trophies Jesus brings,
In the seat of  power enthrone him,
  While the heavenly concave rings,
    Crown him, crown him,
  Crown the Savior, King of  kings.

145   Christ Ascending and Reigning.
                     S.M.
THE Lord ascends on high,
  And asks to rule the earth;
The merit of  his blood he pleads,
  And pleads his heavenly birth.

He asks—and God bestows
  A large inheritance;
Far as the world’s remotest ends,
  His kingdom shall advance.

The nations that rebel
  Must feel his iron rod;
He’ll vindicate those honors well,
  Which he received from God.

Be wise, ye rulers! now,
  And worship at his throne;
With trembling joy, ye people! bow
  To God’s exalted Son.

If  once his wrath arise,
  Ye perish on the place:
Then blessed is the soul that flies



  For refuge to his grace.

146   Christ Exalted and His Enemies Warned.
                     C.M.
WHY did the nations join to slay
  The Lord’s anointed Son?
Why did they cast his laws away,
  And tread his gospel down?

The Lord, who sits above the skies,
  Derides their rage below;
He speaks with vengeance in his eyes,
  And strikes their spirits through.

“I call him my beloved Son,
  And raise him from the dead;
I make my holy hill his throne,
  And wide his kingdom spread.

Be wise, ye rulers of  the earth!
  Obey th’ anointed Lord;
Adore the king of  heavenly birth,
  And tremble at his word.

With humble love address his throne,
  For, if  he frown, ye die;
Those are secure, and those alone,
  Who on his grace rely.

147   Christ’s Sufferings and Victories.
                     C.M.
Now in the hour of  deep distress,
  My God! support thy Son,
When horrors dark my soul oppress,
  Oh! leave me not alone!

Thus did our suffering Savior pray,
  With mighty cries and tears;
God heard him, in that dreadful day,
  And banished far his fears.



Great was the victory of  his death,
  His throne’s exalted high;
And all the kindreds of  the earth
  Shall worship,—or shall die.

The meek and humble soul shall see
  His table richly spread;
And all that seek the Lord shall be,
  With joys immortal, fed.

The isles shall know the righteousness
  Of  our incarnate God;
And nations, yet unborn, possess
  Salvation in his blood.
 

SUFFERINGS AND DEATH.

148   Christ’s dying Love.
                     C.M.
ALAS! and did my Savior bleed,
  And did my Sov’reign die?
Would he devote that sacred head
  For such a worm as I?

Was it for crimes that I had done
  He groaned upon the tree?
Amazing pity! grace unknown!
  And love beyond degree!

Well might the sun in darkness hide,
  And shut his glories in,
When Christ, the mighty Savior, died,
  For man, the creature’s sin!

Thus might I hide my blushing face,
  While his dear cross appears;
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
  And melt my eyes to tears.

But drops of  grief  can ne’er repay
  The debt of  love I owe:



Here, Lord, I give myself  away,
  ‘Tis all that I can do.

149   The Love of  a Dying Savior.
                     C.M.
BEHOLD the Savior of  mankind
  Nail’d to the shameful tree!
How vast the love that Him inclin’d
  To bleed and die for thee!

Hark how he groans! while nature shakes,
  And earth’s strong pillars bend!
The temple’s veil in sunder breaks,
  The solid marbles rend.

‘Tis done! the precious ransom’s paid,
  Receive my soul, he cries:
See where he bows his sacred head!
  He bows his head and dies!

But soon he’ll break death’s envious chain
  And in full glory shine;
O Lamb of  God, was ever pain,
  Was ever love like thine?

150   Our Best Friend. —II Cor. 8:9.
                     8s and 7s.
ONE there is above all others,
  Well deserves the name of  friend;
His is love beyond a brother’s
  Costly, free, and knows no end.

Which, of  all our friends, to save us,
  Could or would have shed his blood?
But this Savior died to have us
  Reconcil’d in him to God.

Oh! for grace our hearts to soften!
  Teach us, Lord, at length to love:
We, alas! forget too often,



  What a friend we have above.

151   The Agony of  Christ.
                     L.M.
COME all ye chosen of  saints of  God,
That long to feel the cleansing blood,
In pensive pleasure join with me,
To sing of  sad Gethsemane.

Gethsemane, the olive-press;
(And why so call’d let Christians guess)
Fit name, fit place, where vengeance strove,
And grip’d and grappled hard with love.

Mysterious conflict! dark disguise
Hid from all creatures’ piercing eyes;
Angels astonish’d view the scene,
And wonder yet, what all could mean.

In Eden’s garden there was food,
Of  ev’ry kind for man while good;
But banish’d thence, we fly to thee
Oh garden of  Gethsemane!

152   God in Christ.
                     C.M.
HERE God hath made his nature known,
  And thought can never trace,
Which of  his glories brightest shone
  In our Redeemer’s face.

Oh, the sweet myst’ries of  that cross,
  Where Jesus lov’d and died!
Her noblest life my spirit draws
  From his dear wounded side.

Now the full glories of  the Lamb
  Adorn the heav’nly plains;
Sweet cherubs learn Immanuel’s name,
  And try their choicest strains.



Oh, may I bear some humble part
  In that immortal song!
Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,
  And love command my tongue.

153   Redemption Finished.
                     8s, 7s, and 4s.
HARK! the voice of  love and mercy,
  Sounds aloud from Calvary,
See it rends the rocks asunder,
  Shakes the earth and veils the sky!
    It is finished!
  Hear the dying Savior cry.

It is finished! Oh, what pleasure
  Do these charming words afford;
Heav’nly blessings without measure
  Flow to us from Christ the Lord,
    It is finish’d!
  Saints the dying words record.

Finish’d all the types and shadows
  Of  the ceremonial law;
Finish’d all that God had promis’d,
  Death and hell no more shall awe.
    It is finished!—
  Saints from hence your comfort draw.

Happy souls, approach the table,
  Taste the soul-reviving food;
Nothing half  so sweet and pleasant
  As the Savior’s flesh and blood.
    It is finish’d!
  Christ has borne the heavy load.

Tune your hearts anew, ye seraphs,
  Join to sing the pleasing theme;
All on earth, and all in heaven,
  Join to praise Immanuel’s name,
    Hallelujah!



  Glory to the bleeding Lamb!

154   Christ’s Triumph over Death.
                     L.M.
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.

A conflict with the pow’rs of  hell,
  Your Savior did for you sustain:
He nobly fought, but ah! he fell!
  Break heart of  flint! the Lamb is slain.

Here’s love and grief  beyond degree;
  The Lord of  glory dies for men!
But lo! what sudden joys we see!
  Jesus the dead revives again!

The rising Lord forsakes the tomb!
  (The tomb in vain forbids his rise!)
Cherubic legions guard him home,
  And bid him welcome to the skies!

Break off  your tears, you saints, and tell
  How high our great deliv’rer reigns;
Sing how he spoil’d the hosts of  hell,
  And led the monster Death in chains.

Say, “Live forever, wondrous King!
  Born to redeem, and strong to save!”
Then ask the monster, “Where’s thy sting?
  And where’s thy vict’ry, boasting grave?”

155   Christ’s Dying Love.
                     C.M.
HOW condescending and how kind,
  Was God’s eternal Son!
Our mis’ry reach’d his heav’nly mind,
  And pity brought him down.



[When justice, by our sins provok’d,
  Drew forth its dreadful sword,
He gave his soul up to the stroke,
  Without a murm’ring word.]

This was compassion of  our God,
  For as the Savior knew
The price of  pardon was his blood,
  His pity ne’er withdrew.

Now, though he reigns exalted high,
  His love is still as great:
Well he remembers Calvary,
  Nor let his saints forget.

156   Christ’s Midnight Prayer. —Matt. 26:39.
                     L.M.
‘Tis midnight, and on Olive’s brow,
  The star is dimmed that lately shone;
‘Tis midnight, in the garden now
  The suff ’ring Savior prays alone.

‘Tis midnight—and, from all remov’d,
  Immanuel wrestles lone, with fears;
Ev’n the disciple that he lov’d
  Heeds not his Master’s grief  and tears.

‘Tis midnight—and for others’ guilt,
  The man of  sorrows weeps in blood;
Yet he, who hath in anguish knelt,
  Is not forsaken by his God.

‘Tis midnight—and, from ether-plains,
  Is borne the song that angels know;
Unheard by mortals are the strains
  That sweetly soothe the Savior’s woe.

157   The Fountain for Sin. —Zech. 13:1.
                     C.M.
THERE is a fountain filled with blood,
  Drawn from Immanuel’s veins;



And sinners plung’d beneath that flood,
  Lose all their guilty stains.

The dying thief  rejoic’d to see
  That fountain in his day;
And may I there, though vile as he,
  Wash all my sins away.

Thou dying Lamb, thy precious blood
  Shall never lose its pow’r,
Till all the ransomed church of  God
  Are sav’d to sin no more.

E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream
  Thy flowing wounds supply,
Redeeming love has been my theme,
  And shall be till I die.

And when this feeble, falt’ring tongue
  Lies silent in the grave,
Then in a nobler, sweeter song
  I’ll sing thy power to save.

158   Jesus the Sinners’ Friend. —Luke 15.
                     C.M.
JESUS! thou art the sinner’s friend,
  As such I look to thee;
Now in the bowels of  thy love,
   O Lord! remember me.

Remember thy pure word of  grace,
  Remember Calvary;
Remember all thy dying groans,
  And then remember me,

Thou wondrous Advocate with God!
  I yield myself  to thee;
While thou art sitting on thy throne,
   O Lord! remember me.

I own I’m guilty, own I’m vile,



  Yet thy salvation’s free;
Then in thy all-abounding grace,
   O Lord! remember me.

Howe’er forsaken, or distress’d,
  Howe’er oppress’d I be,
Howe’er afflicted here on earth,
  Do thou remember me.

And when I close my eyes in death,
  And creature helps all flee,
Then, oh, my great Redeemer, God!
  I pray remember me.

159   Mount Calvary - Crucifixion. —St. Mark 15.
                     8,8,8,6,8,8,8,8,6.
The Son of  man they did betray;
He was condemn’d and led away;
Think, oh, my soul, that mournful day—
    Look on Mount Calvary.
Behold him lamblike led along,
Surrounded by a wicked throng,
Accused by each lying tongue,
And thus the Lamb of  God was hung
    Upon the shameful tree.

Ye men and angels hear the Son,
He cries for help, but oh, there’s none;
He treads the wine-press all alone,
  His garments stain’d with blood.
In lamentation hear him cry,
“Eloi lama sabacthani.”
Though Death may close his languid eye,
He soon will mount the upper sky,
    The conqu’ring Son of  God.

‘Tis done! the dreadful debt is paid,
The great atonement now is made;
Sinners, on me your guilt is laid,
    For you I shed my blood;
For you my tender soul did move,



For you I left my courts above;
That you the length and breadth might prove,
The depth and height of  perfect love,
    In Christ your smiling God.

HIS RESURRECTION.

160   Mary Early at the Tomb. —Mark 16.2
                     7s.
MARY to the Savior’s tomb,
  Hasted at the early dawn;
Spice she brought and sweet perfume,
  But the Lord she loved had gone.
For awhile she ling’ring stood,
  Fill’d with sorrow and surprise;
Trembling, while a crystal flood
  Issued from her weeping eyes.

But her sorrows quickly fled,
  When she heard his welcome voice:
Christ has risen from the dead;
  Now he bids her heart rejoice;
What a change his word can make,
  Turning darkness into day;
Ye who weep for Jesus’ sake,
  He will wipe your tears away.

161   A Lively Hope. —I Peter 1:3
                     L.M.
BEHOLD, the bright morning appears,
  And Jesus revives from the grave;
His rising removes all our fears,
  And shows him almighty to save.

How strong were his tears and his cries!
  The worth of  his blood, how divine!
How perfect is his sacrifice,
  Who rose, though he suffer’d for sin.

The man that was crown’d with thorns,



  The man that on Calvary died,
The man that bore scourging and scorns
  Whom sinners agreed to deride.

Now blessed for ever is made,
  And life has rewarded his pain:
Now glory has crowned his head;
  We sing of  the Lamb that was slain.

Believing, we share in his joy;
  By faith we partake in his rest;
With this we can cheerfully die,
  For with him we hope to be blest.

162   Christ’s Resurrection.
                     8s.
THE angels who watch’d round the tomb,
  Where low the Redeemer was laid,
When deep in mortality gloom,
  He hid for a season his head,
That veil’d their fair face while he slept,
  And ceas’ d their sweet harps to employ,
Have witness’d his rising, and swept
  The chords with the triumphs of  joy.

Oh, sweet is the season of  rest,
  When life’s weary journey is done:
The blush that spreads over its west—
  The last ling’ring ray of  its sun!
Though dreary the empire of  night,
  I soon shall emerge from its gloom,
And see immortality’s light,
  Arise from the shades of  the tomb.

Then welcome the last rending sigh,
  When these aching heartstrings shall break,
When death shall extinguish these eyes,
  And moisten with dew the pale cheek:
No terror the prospect begets,
  I am not mortality’s slave:
The sunbeam of  life, as it sets,



  Paints rainbows of  peace on the grave.

INTERCESSION AND KINGDOM.

163   For the Lord’s Coming.
                     8s and 7s.
LET thy kingdom, blessed Savior!
  Come and bid our jarrings cease
Come, oh come, and reign forever,
  God of  love and Prince of  peace!
Visit now poor bleeding Zion,
  Hear the people mourn and weep;
Day and night thy lambs are crying,
  Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep.

Come, good Lord, with courage arm us,
  Persecution rages here:
Nothing, Lord, we know can harm us,
  While our Shepherd is so near:
Glory, glory be to Jesus,
  At his name our hearts do leap;
He both comforts us and frees us,
  The good Shepherd feeds his sheep.

Lord, in us there is no merit,
  We’ve been sinners from our youth;
Guide us, Lord, by thy good spirit,
  Which shall teach us all the truth.
On the gospel word we’ll venture,
  Till in death’s cold arms we sleep;
Love our Lord, and Christ our Savior;
  Oh, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep.

Here’s the Prince of  your salvation,
  Saying, “Fear not, little flock;
I myself  am your foundation,
  You are built upon this rock:
Shun the path of  vice and folly,
  Scale the mount, although it’s steep,
Look to me, and be ye holy,
  I delight to feed my sheep.”



164   Watchful Servants.
                     8s and 7s.
EARTHLY joys no longer please us,
  Here would we renounce them all,
Seek our only rest in Jesus—
  Him our Lord and Master call.
Faith, our languid spirits cheering,
  Points to brighter worlds above,
Bids us look for his appearing—
  Bids us triumph in is love.

May our lights be always burning,
  And our loins be girded round,
Waiting for our Lord’s returning—
  Longing for the welcome sound!
Thus the Christian life adorning,
  Never will we be afraid;
Should he come at night or morning
  Early dawn or evening shade.

165   Christ our King.
                     C.M.
JOY to the world, the Lord is come,
  Let earth receive her King:
Let ev’ry heart prepare him room,
  And heav’n and nature sing.

Joy to the earth, the Savior reigns,
  Let men their songs employ,
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains,
  Repeat the sounding joy.

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.

He rules the world with truth and grace,
  And makes the nations prove
The glories of  his right’ousness,



  And wonders of  his love.

166   Hope of  the Millenium. —Rev. 20.
                     C.M.
ZION rejoice, lift up your voice:
  Your Savior will appear:
The Lamb once slain will come to reign
  With you a thousand years.

Satan he’ll bind, as you will find,
  And Jesus will be King;
The saints he’ll raise, to sing his praise,
  And death shall lose his sting.

He’s blest indeed, that shall be freed
  From sin, hell, and the grave;
Over that man death never can
  The least dominion have.

167   To the Redeemer.
                     C.M.
THOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb!
  We love to hear of  thee;
No music s like thy charming name,
  Nor half  so sweet can be.

Oh, let us ever hear thy voice,
  In mercy to us speak,
And in our Priest we will rejoice,
  Thou great Melchisedeck.

Our Jesus still shall be our theme,
  While in this world we stay,
We’ll sing our Jesus’ lovely name,
  When all things else decay.

When we appear in yonder cloud,
  With all thy favor’d throng,
Then will we sing more sweet, more loud,
  And Christ shall be our song.



168   Christ a Merciful High Priest. —Heb. 4:14
                     C.M.
WITH joy we meditate the grace
  Of  our High Priest above:
His heart is full of  tenderness;
  His bosom glows with love.

Touched with a sympathy within,
  He knows our feeble frame;
He knows what sore temptations mean,
  For he has felt the same.

He, in the days of  feeble flesh,
  Poured out his cries and tears,
And in his measure feels afresh
  What every member bears.

Then let our humble faith address
  His mercy and his power;
We shall obtain deliv’ring grace
  In each distressing hour.

169   Zeal for the Glory of  Zion.—Isaiah 62:1.
                     CM.
FOR Zion’s sake I will not rest,
  I will not hold my peace,
Until Jerusalem be blest
  And Judah dwell at ease.

Until her righteousness return,
As daybreak after night—
The lamp of  her salvation burn
  With everlasting light.

The gentiles shall her glory see,
  And kings declare her fame;
Appointed unto her shall be
  A new and holy name.

The, watchmen on her walls appear,
  And day and night proclaim,



“Zion’s Deliverer is near;
  Make mention of  his name.

Go through, go through, prepare the way,
The gates wide open fling;
With loudest voice let heralds say,
  “Behold thy coming King.”

170   High Priest.
                     CM.
NOW let our cheerful eyes survey
  Our Great High Priest above,
And celebrate his constant care
  And sympathizing love.

Though raised to heaven’s exalted throne,
  Where angels bow around,
And high o’er all the hosts of  light,
  With matchless honors crowned.

The names of  all his saints he bears,
  Deep graven on his heart;
Nor shall the meanest Christian say
  That he hath lost his part.

Those characters shall fair abide,
  Our everlasting trust,
When gems, and monuments, and crowns
  Are moldered down to dust.

So, gracious Savior, on our breasts
  May thy dear name be worn,
A sacred ornament and guard,
  To endless ages borne.

171   Our Advocate.
                     L.M.
LOOK up, my soul, with cheerful eye,
  See where the great Redeemer stands;
The glorious Advocate on high,
  With precious incense in his hands.



He sweetens every humble groan,
  He recommends each broken prayer;
Recline thy hope on him alone,
  Whose power and love forbid despair.

Teach my weak heart, oh gracious Lord,
  With stronger faith to call thee mine;
Bid me pronounce the blissful word,
  “My Father, God,” with joy divine.

172   Faithfulness.
                     L.M.
HE lives! he lives! and sits above,
Forever interceding there;
Who shall divide us from his love?
Or what should tempt us to despair?

Shall persecution or distress?
Shall famine, sword, or nakedness?
He who hath loved us bears us through,
And makes us more than conquerors too.

Faith hath an overcoming power;
It triumphs in the dying hour:
Christ is our life, our joy, our hope;
Nor can we sink with such a prop.

173   A Great High Priest in the Heavens.
                     H.M.
TH’ ATONING work is done,
  The victim’s blood is shed,
And Jesus now is gone
  His people’s cause to plead:
He stands in heaven, their great high-priest,
And bears their names upon his breast.

No temple made with hands
  His place of  service is;
In heaven itself  he stands,
  A heavenly priesthood his:



In him the shadows of  the law
Are all fulfilled and now withdraw.

And though a while he be
  Hid from the eyes of  men,
His people look to see
  Their great High-priest again:
In brightest glory he will come,
And take his people waiting home.

174   Even So, Come, Lord Jesus. —Rev. 22:20.
                     S.M.
COME, Lord, and tarry not;
  Bring the long-looked for day;
Oh, why these years of  waiting here,
  These ages of  delay?

Come, for the corn is ripe;
  Put in thy sickle now,
Reap the great harvest of  the earth:
  Sower and Reaper thou.

Come, and make all things new;
  Build up this ruined earth;
Restore our faded Paradise—
  Creation’s second birth.

Come, and begin thy reign
  Of  everlasting peace;
Come, take the kingdom to thyself,
  Great King of  Righteousness.

HOLY SPIRIT.

175   Fervency of  Devotion Desired.
                     C.M.
COME, Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove,
  With all thy quick’ning pow’rs;
Kindle a flame of  sacred love
  In these cold hearts of  ours.



Look how we grovel here below,
  Fond of  these trifling toys;
Our souls can neither fly nor go
  To reach eternal joys.

In vain we tune our formal songs,
  In vain we strive to rise;
Hosannas languish on our tongues,
  And our devotion dies.

Dear Lord! and shall we ever live
  At this poor, dying rate?
Our love so faint, so cold to thee,
  And thine to us so great?

Come, Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove,
  With all thy quick’ning pow’rs;
Come, shed abroad a Savior’s love,
  And that shall kindle ours.

176   To the Holy Spirit.
                     8s and 7s.
COME, descend, O heav’nly Spirit!
  Fan each spark into a flame,
Blessings let us now inherit,
  Blessings that we can not name,
Whilst hosannas we are singing,
  May our hearts in rapture move,
Feel new grace in them still springing,
  Breathe the air of  purest love.

Let us sail in grace’s ocean,
  Float on that unbounded sea,
Guided into pure devotion,
  Kept from paths of  error free:
On thy heav’nly manna feeding,
  Screen’d from ev’ry envious foe;
Love oh, love, for sinners bleeding,
  All for thee help us forego.



Keep us, Lord, still in communion,
  Daily nearer drawn to thee,
Sinking in the sweetest union,
  Of  that heart-felt mystery;
Keep us safe from each delusion,
  Well protected from all harms;
Free from sin and all confusion,
  Circle us within thy arms.

177   The Comforter Promised. —John 16:7.
                     C.M.
OUR blest Redeemer ere he breath’d
  His tender, last farewell,
A guide, a Comforter bequeath’d,
  With us on earth to dwell.

He came in tongues of  living flame,
  To teach, convince, subdue;
All-powerful as the wind he came,
  And all as viewless, too.

He came, sweet influence to impart,
  A gracious, willing guest,
While he can find one humble heart
  Wherein to fix his rest.

And his that gentle voice we hear,
  Soft as the breath of  even,
That checks each fault, that calms each fear,
  And whispers us of  heaven.

And ev’ry virtue we possess,
  And ev’ry virtue won,
And ev’ry thought of  holiness
  Are his and his alone.

THE BIBLE.

178   The Bible.



                     8s and 7s.
LET the Bible tell the nations,
  Of  the God who reigns on high,
Let it send forth consolations,
  To all who to Christ draw nigh,
Let it tell the “heathen stranger”
  Of  its love and chast’ning rod,
Let it tell the “forest ranger,”
  Sure in heav’n there is a God.

179   The Blessed Book.
                     7s.
WHAT a book the Bible is,
Full of  life and full of  bliss;
Naught but love and joy divine,
Ever ‘round its pathway shine.
Blessed book from God’s own hand,
Spread it wide through every land;
Let its pages wide proclaim,
Free salvation through his name.

180   The Holy Book.
                     8s and 7s.
HOLY Bible, valu’d treasure,
  I will make of  thee my choice;
Who can fathom thee—or measure,
  Only he who knows thy voice.
I do prize thy holy teachings,
  And thy promises I claim;
I adore thy meek beseechings,
  To accept a Savior slain.

What were all the world without thee,
  All in ign’rance yet would be,
May all those who gladly seek thee,
  Soon from evil be made free.
May we render sweet submission,
  To the wholesome laws of  God;
May we learn on what condition,
  Life is promised through his word.



181   Sufficiency of  the Scripture.
                     C.M.
GREAT God with wonder and with praise
  On all thy works I look;
But still thy wisdom, power and grace
  Shine brightest in thy book.

Here are my choicest treasures hid;
  Here my best comfort lies;
Here my desires are satisfied;
  And here my hopes arise.

Lord, make me understand thy law;
  Show what my faults have been;
And from thy gospel let me draw
  The pardon of  my sin.

182   The Bible a Delight.
                     L.M.
I LOVE the sacred book of  God;
  No other can its place supply;
It points me to the saints’ abode,
  It gives me wings, and bids me fly.

Sweet book! in thee my eyes discern
  The image of  my absent Lord:
From thine instructive page I learn
  The joys his presence will afford.

But while I’m here, thou shalt supply
  His place and tell me of  his love:
I’ll read with faith’s discerning eye,
  And thus partake of  joys above.

183   The Bible Full of  Christ.
                     C.M.
THOU lovely source of  true delight,
  Unseen whom I adore
Unveil thy beauties to my sight,
  That I may love thee more.



Thy glory o’er creation shines;
  But in thy sacred word
I read, in fairer, brighter lines,
  My bleeding, dying Lord.

 ‘Tis here whene’er my comforts droop,
  And sins and sorrows rise,
Thy love, with cheerful beams of  hope,
  My fainting heart supplies.

Jesus, my Lord, my life, my light,
  Oh, come with blissful ray;
Break, radiant through the shades of  night,
  And drive my fears away.

184   Preciousness of  the Scriptures.
                     7s.
HOLY Bible, book divine,
Precious treasure thou art mine:
Mine to tell me whence I came;
Mine to teach me what I am;

Mine to chide me when I rove;
Mine to show a Saviors s love;
Mine thou art to guide and guard;
Mine to punish or reward;

Mine to comfort in distress,
If  the Holy Spirit bless;
Mine to show, by living faith,
Man can triumph over death;

Mine to tell of  joys to come,
And the rebel sinner’s doom;
O thou holy book divine,
Precious treasure, thou art mine.

185   Worth of  the Bible.
                     C.M.
How precious is the book divine,
  By inspiration given!



Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine,
  To guide our souls to heaven.

O’er all the straight and narrow way
  Its radiant beams are cast;
A light whose never weary ray
  Grows brightest at the last.

It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,
  In this dark vale of  tears;
Life, light, and joy it still imparts,
  And quells our rising fears.

This lamp, through all the tedious night
  Of  life, shall guide our way,
Till we behold the clearer light
  Of  an eternal day.

186   Comfort from the Bible.
                     CM.
LORD, I made thy word my choice,
  My lasting heritage;
There shall my noblest powers rejoice,
  My warmest thoughts engage.

I’ll read the hist’ries of  thy love,
  And keep thy laws in sight,
While through the promises I rove,
  With ever fresh delight.

 ‘Tis a broad land of  wealth unknown,
  Where springs of  life arise,
Seeds of  immortal bliss are sown,
  And hidden glory lies.

The best relief  that mourners have,
  It makes our sorrows blest;
Our fairest hope beyond the grave,
  And our eternal rest.

187   Superiority of  God’s Word.



                     L.M.
THE starry firmament on high,
And all the glories of  the sky,
Yet shine not to thy praise, O Lord,
So brightly as thy written word.

The hopes that holy word supplies,
Its truths divine and precepts wise,—
In each a heavenly beam I see,
And every beam conducts to thee.

Almighty Lord, the sun shall fail,
The moon forget her nightly tale,
And deepest silence hush on high
The radiant chorus of  the sky.

But fixed for everlasting years,
Unmoved amid the wreck of  spheres,
Thy word shall shine in cloudless day,
When heaven and earth have passed away.

188   A Savior Seen in the Scripture.
                     L.M.
Now let my soul, eternal King,
To thee its grateful tribute bring;
My knee with humble homage bow;
My tongue perform its solemn vow.

All nature sings thy boundless love,
In worlds below and worlds above;
But in thy blessed word I trace
Diviner wonders of  thy grace.

There what delightful truths I read;
There I behold the Savior bleed!
His name salutes my listening ear,
Revives my heart and checks my fear.

There Jesus bids my sorrow cease,
And gives my laboring conscience peace;
There lifts my grateful passions high,



And points to mansions in the sky

THE MINISTRY.

PRAYER FOR LABORERS.

189   A Prayer for an Increase of  Laborers.—Matt. 9:38.
                     S.M.
LORD of  the harvest hear
  Thy needy servant’s cry,
Answer our faith’s effectual pray’r,
  And all our wants supply.

On thee we humbly wait
  Our wants are in thy view;
The harvest, Lord, is truly great
  The laborer’s are few.

Oh. let them spread thy name,
  Their mission fully prove;
Thy universal grace proclaim,
  Thine all-redeeming love.

INSTALLATION.

190   Luke 12.35-39.
                     SM.
YE servants of  the Lord,
  Each in his office wait,
Observant of  his heav’nly word,
  And watchful at his gate.

Let all your lamps be bright,
  And trim the golden flame;
Gird up your loins, as in his sight,
  For awful is his name.

Watch! ‘tis your Lord’s command,
  And while we speak, he’s near;
Mark the first signal of  his hand,



  And ready all appear.

Oh, happy servant he
  In such a posture found!
He shall his Lord with rapture see
  And be with honor crown’d.

Christ shall the banquet spread,
  With his own bounteous hand,
And raise that favorite servant’s head
  Amidst th’angelic band.

191   Ordination. —Titus 1:5.
                     C.M.
WITH joy we own thy servant, Lord,
  Thy minister below,
Ordain’d to spread thy truth abroad,
  That all thy name may know.

O may he now, and ever keep
  His eye intent on thee:
Do thou, great Shepherd of  the sheep,
  His bright example be.

With plenteous grace his heart prepare
  To execute thy will;
And give him patience, love, and care
  And faithfulness and skill.

Inflame his mind with ardent zeal,
  Thy flock to feed and teach:
And let him live, and let him feel,
  The truths he’s call’d to preach.

As showers refresh the thirsty plain,
  So let his labors prove:
By him extend thy righteous reign—
  The reign of  truth and love.

192   A Choice for Deacons. —Acts 6:3.



                     L.M.
O ZION’S King, we meekly bow,
  And hail the grace thy church enjoys;
Her holy officers are thine,
  With all the gifts thy love employs.

Up to thy throne we lift our eyes,
  For blessings to attend our choice,
Of  such whose gen’rous, prudent zeal
  Shall make thy favor’d ways rejoice.

When pastor, saints, and poor they serve,
  May their own hearts with grace be crown’d
While patience, sympathy, and joy
  Adorn and through their lives abound.

By purest love to Christ and truth,
  Oh, may they win a good degree
Of  boldness in the Christian faith,
  And meet the smile of  thine and thee.

And when the work to them assign’d,
  The work of  love, is fully done,
Call them from serving tables here,
  To sit around thy glorious throne.

193   Prayer for More Laborers.
                     L.M.
LORD of  the harvest, bend thine ear,
In Zion’s heritage appear;
Oh! send forth laborers filled with zeal,
Swift to obey their Master’s will.

Our lifted eyes, O Lord, behold
The ripening harvest tinged with gold;
Wide fields are opening to our view,
The work is great, the laborers few.

Led by thine own almighty hand,
Let Zion’s sons, in many a band,
Arise to bless the dying race,



As heralds of  redeeming grace.

194   Prayer for Pastors and Deacons.
                     L.M.
GREAT King of  saints, enthroned on high,
  Under thy care thy churches live;
Thou dost their various wants supply,
  And well-appointed elders give.

For pastors may thy name be blest,
  Who teach the doctrines of  the Lord;
On deacons may thy favor rest,
  Chosen according to thy word.

While they their works assigned fulfill,
  Oh, may their souls with grace be crowned!
And patience, sympathy, and zeal,
  With meekness in their lives abound.

And when their service here is done,
  Their labors and their conflicts o’er,
Then may they wait before thy throne,
  In heaven to praise thee evermore,

195   Look ye out Men of  honest Report.
                     C.M.
O JESUS, in this solemn hour,
  Be with thy people here;
Let thine authority and power
  To rule thy church appear.

Oh, may the choice which we have made
  By thee be ratified;
Thy servants’ fitness be displayed,
  As they are further tried.

With faithfulness may they fulfill
  The office in their hands,
And seek to know and do thy will
  In all that will demands.



196   Ministers going Forth. —Matt. 10:17.
                     S.M.
YE messengers of  Christ,
  His Sovereign voice obey;
Arise and follow where he leads,
  And peace attend your way.

The Master whom you serve
  Will needful strength bestow:
Depending on his promised aid,
  With sacred courage, go.

Go, spread the Saviors s name,
  Go, tell his matchless grace;
Proclaim salvation, full and free,
  To Adam’s guilty race.

We wish you, in his name,
  The most divine success,
Assured that he who sends you forth,
  Will your endeavors bless.

THE COMMISSION.

197   The Apostle ‘s Commission.
                     L.M.
“GO preach my gospel,” saith the Lord,
  “Bid the whole earth my grace receive,
He shall be sav’d that trusts my word:
  He shall be damn’d that won’t believe.

[“I’ll make your great commission known
  And you shall prove my gospel true,
By all the works that I have done,
  By all the wonders ye shall do.]

“Teach all the nations my commands;
  I’m with you till the world shall end;
All pow’r is trusted in my hands,
  I can destroy, and can defend.”



He spake, and light shone round his head;
  On a bright cloud to heav’n he rode;
They to the farthest nations spread
  The grace of  their ascended Lord.

198   They Watch for your Souls.—Heb. 13:17.
                     CM.
LET Zion’s watchmen all awake,
  And take th’ alarm they give;
Now let them from the mouth of  God
  Their awful charge receive.

‘Tis not a cause of  small import,
  The pastor’s care demands;
‘Tis what might fill an angel’s heart,
  It fill’d a Savior’s hands.

They watch for souls for which the Lord
  Did heav’nly bliss forego;
For souls, which must for ever live
  In raptures, or in woe.

May they in Jesus, whom they preach,
  Their own Redeemer see;
And watch thou daily o’er their souls,
  That they may watch for thee.

199   A Prayer for a Minister. —I Thess. 5:25.
                     S.M.
GO with thy servant, Lord,
  His ev’ry step attend;
All needful help to him afford,
  And bless him to the end.

Preserve him from all wrong;
  Stand thou at his right hand:
And keep him from the sland’rous tongue
  And persecuting band.

May he proclaim aloud
  The wonders of  thy grace;



And do thou, to the list’ning crowd,
  His faithful labors bless.

Farewell, dear lab’rer, go;
  We part with thee in love;
And if  we meet no more below,
  Oh, may we meet above.

200   A Choice for Ministers. —Acts 1:23-26.
                     C.M.
VOUCHSAFE, O Lord, thy presence now
  Direct us in thy fear;
Before thy throne we humbly bow,
  And offer fervent pray’r.

Give us the men whom thou shalt choose,
  Thy house on earth to guide;
Those who shall ne’er their power abuse
  Or rule with haughty pride.

Inspir’d with wisdom from above,
  And with discretion bless’d;
Displaying meekness, temp’rance, love
  Of  ev’ry grace possess’d;

These are the men we seek of  thee,
  O God of  right’ousness:
Such may thy servants ever be,
  With such thy people bless.

201   Prayer for the Success of  Ministers.
                     L.M.
FATHER of  mercies, bow thine ear,
Attentive to our earnest pray’r:
We plead for those who plead for thee;
Successful pleaders may they be.

How great their work! how vast their charge;
Do thou their anxious souls enlarge;
Their best endowments are our gain;
We share the blessings they obtain.



Oh, clothe with energy divine
Their words; and let those words be thine;
To them thy sacred truth reveal;
Suppress their fear, inflame their zeal.

Teach them to sow the precious seed;
Teach them thy chosen flock to feed;
Teach them immortal souls to gain,
And thus reward their toil and pain.

Let thronging multitudes around
Hear from their lips the joyful sound,
In humble strains thy grace implore,
And feel thy Spirit’s living power.

202   How Beautiful are the feet, etc.—Rom. 10:15.
                     S.M.
How beauteous are their feet
  Who stand on Zion’s hill!
Who bring salvation on their tongues,
  And words of  peace reveal.

How charming is their voice!
  How sweet the tidings are!
“Zion, behold thy Savior, King;
  He reigns and triumphs here.”

How happy are our ears
  That hear this joyful sound,
Which kings and prophets waited for,
  And sought, but never found!

How blessed are our eyes
  That see this heav’nly light!
Prophets and kings desir’d it long,
  But died without the sight.

The watchmen join their voice,
  And tuneful notes employ;
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,



  And deserts learn the joy.

The Lord makes bare his arm
  Through all the earth abroad:
Let all the nations now behold
  Their Savior and their God.

203   The Christian Ministry.
                     C.M.
SEE from his field or workshop come,
  At call of  evening bell,
The Christian preacher to his home
  Within a quiet dell.

All pride’s vain trappings he eschews,
  And, clad in plain attire,
His heavenly calling he pursues,
  Desiring souls for hire.

 “Ensample to the flock” is he
  In every Christian grace;
In meekness and humility,
  He fills an elder’s place.

He preaches Christ, the crucified,
  A theme he loves so well,
And broken hearts at once decide
  No longer to rebel.

His labors o’er and conflicts won,
  He lands on the blest shore;
He hears his Lord’s applaud, “Well done,”
  And rests for evermore.

204   Sowing and Reaping.
                     8s and 7s.
HE that goeth forth with weeping,
  Bearing still the precious seed,
Never tiring, never sleeping,
  All his labor shall succeed.



When shall fall the rain of  heaven,
  And the sun of  mercy shine;
Precious fruits will then be given,
  Through an influence all divine.

Sow thy seed, be never weary,
  Let no fears thy mind employ;
Be the prospect e’er so dreary,
  Thou shalt reap the fruits of  joy.

Lo, the scene of  verdure brightening,
  See the rising grain appear;
Look again! the fields are whitening;
  Sure the harvest time is near.

205   Sowing Ever.
                     S.M.
Sow in the morn thy seed;
  At eve hold not thy hand;
To doubt and fear give thou no heed;
  Broadcast it o’er the land.

And duly shall appear,
  In verdure, beauty, strength,
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear,
  And the full corn at length.

Thou canst not toil in vain;
  Cold, heat, and moist, and dry,
Shall foster and mature the grain
  For garners in the sky.

Thence, when the glorious end,
  The day of  God, shall come,
The angel reap ers shall descend,
  And bear the harvest home.

THE GOSPEL.

INVITATIONS AND WARNINGS.



206   The Gospel Feast.
                     L.M.
COME, sinners, to the gospel feast,
Let ev’ry soul be Jesus’ guest,
Ye need not one be left behind,
For God has bidden all mankind.

Come all ye souls, by sin oppress’d,
Ye restless wand’rers after rest,
Ye poor and maim’d, and halt and blind,
In Christ a hearty welcome find.

The message from the Lord receive,
Ye all may come to Christ and live,
Oh, let his love your hearts constrain,
Nor suffer him to die in vain.

His love is mighty for to heal,
His conqu’ring love consent to feel:
Yield to his love’s redeeming pow’r,
And strive against your God no more.

See him set forth before your eyes,
That precious bleeding sacrifice;
His offer’d benefits embrace,
And freely now be sav’d by grace.

207   Invitations.
                     L.M.
OH! come, dear sinners, counsel take,
And all your sinful ways forsake;
This world give o’er, leave friends behind,
In Christ you shall redemption find.

Take your companions by the hand,
And all your children in a band,
And give them up at Jesus’ call,
To pardon, bless and save them all.

And when the day of  Christ shall come
And he collects his jewels home;



On Zion’ s mount you all shall stand,
And join the bright angelic band.

Oh, what a glorious company!
May I be there that sight to see,
And join in praise to Jesus’ name,
All glorious in Jerusalem.

208   The Joyful Sound. —Psalm 89.
                     C.M.
BLEST are the souls that hear and know
  The gospel’s joyful sound;
Peace shall attend the path they go,
  And light their steps surround.

Their joy shall bear their spirits up
  Through their Redeemer’s name;
His right’ousness exalts their hope,
  Nor Satan dares condemn.

The Lord, our glory and defense,
  Strength and salvation gives;
Israel, thy King forever reigns,
  Thy God forever lives.

209   Invitation to Sinners.
                     L.M.
I LONG to see the season come,
When sinners shall come flocking home,
To taste the heav’n of  Jesus’ love,
And seek the joys that are above.

Hark! ‘tis the glorious gospel sound,
Inviting sinners all around;
Behold! the loving Saviour stands,
And spreads for you his bleeding hands

He now is knocking at your heart,
Waiting salvation to impart;
To wash you in atoning blood,
And seal you heirs and sons of  God.



A few more days, and you must go
To realms of  joy or wretched woe;
In worlds of  light with Christ to dwell,
Or sink beneath his frowns to hell.

210   Come unto Me. —Matt. 11:28.
                     L.M.
WITH tearful eyes I look around,
  Life seems a dark and stormy sea;
Yet, ‘midst the gloom I hear a sound,
  A heav’nly whisper, “Come to me.”

It tells me of  a place of  rest —
  It tells me where my soul may flee;
Oh! to the weary, faint, oppress’d,
  How sweet the bidding, “Come to me.”

When nature shudders, loth to part
  From all I love, enjoy, and see;
When a faint chill steals o’er my heart,
  A sweet voice utters, “Come to me.”

Come, for all else must fail and die;
  Earth is no resting place for thee;
Heav’nward direct thy weeping eye;
  I am thy portion, “Come to me.”

Oh, voice of  mercy! voice of  love!
  In conflict, grief, and agony,
Support me, cheer me from above!
  And gently whisper, “Come to me.”

211   Blessings of  the Gospel.
                     C.M.
LET ev’ry mortal ear attend,
  And ev’ry heart rejoice,
The trumpet of  the gospel sounds,
  With an inviting voice.

Come all ye hungry, starving souls,



  That feed upon the wind,
And vainly strive with earthly toys
  To fill an empty mind.

Eternal wisdom has prepar’d
  A soul-reviving feast,
And bids your longing appetites
  The rich provision taste.

Ho! ye that pant for living streams,
  And pine away and die:
Here you may quench your raging thirst,
  With springs that never dry.

212   Esther 4:16.
                     C. M.
YE humble sinners, in whose breast
  A thousand thoughts revolve;
Come, with your guilt and fear opprest,
  And make this last resolve.

I’ll go to Jesus, though my sin
  Hath like a mountain rose:
I know his courts, I’ll enter in,
  Whatever may oppose.

Prostrate I’ll lie before His Throne,
  And here my guilt confess,
I’ll tell him I’m a wretch undone
  Without his Sov’reign grace.

I’ll to the gracious King approach,
  Whose scepter pardon gives,
Perhaps he may command my touch,
  And then the suppliant lives.

Perhaps he will admit my plea,
  Perhaps will hear my pray’r;
But if  I perish I will pray
  And perish only there.



I can but perish if  I go,
  I am resolved to try;
For if  I stay away, I know,
  I must forever die.

213   Life, the Day of  Grace. —Eccl. 9:4-6.
                     L.M.
LIFE is the time to serve the Lord,
The time t’ insure the great reward;
And while the lamp holds out to burn,
The vilest sinner may return.

Life is the hour that God has giv’n
To ‘scape from hell, and fly to heav’n;
The day of  grace, and mortals may
Secure the blessings of  the day.

Then what my thoughts design to do,
My hands with all their might pursue,
Since no device nor work is found,
Nor faith, nor hope beneath the ground.

214   Yet There is Room.
                     H.M.
YE dying sons of  men,
  Immerg’d in sin and woe,
The gospel’s voice attend,
  Which Jesus sent to you:
Ye perishing and guilty, come,
  In Jesus’ arms there yet is room.

No longer now delay,
  Nor vain excuses frame;
He bids you come to-day,
  Though poor, and blind, and lame;
All things are ready; sinner, come;
  For ev’ry trembling soul there’s room.

Believe the heav’nly word
  His messengers proclaim;
He is a gracious Lord,



  And faithful is his name;
Backsliding souls, return and come,
  Cast off  despair, there yet is room.

Compell’d by bleeding love,
  Ye wand’ring sheep draw near,
Christ calls you from above,
  His charming accents hear!
Let whosoever will, now come;
   In mercy’s breast there still is room.

215   The almost Christian.
                     L.M.
BROAD is the road that leads to death,
  And thousands walk together there;
But wisdom shows a narrow path
  With here and there a traveler.

Deny thyself  and take thy cross!
  Is the Redeemer’s great command,
Nature must count her gold but dross,
  If  she would gain this heav’nly land.

The fearful soul that tires and faints,
  And walks the ways of  God no more,
Is but esteem’d almost a saint,
  And makes his own destruction sure.

Lord, let not all my hopes be vain,
  Create my heart entirely new,
Which hypocrites could ne’er attain,
  Which false apostates never knew.

216   Behold, I Stand at the Door. —Rev. 3:20.
                     L.M.
BEHOLD a Stranger at the door!
He gently knocks—has knock’d before;
Has waited long—is waiting still;
You treat no other friend so ill.

Oh! lovely attitude—he stands



With melting heart and loaded hands;
Oh! matchless kindness—and he shows
This matchless kindness to his foes!

But will he prove a friend indeed?
He will—the very Friend you need;
The Friend of  sinners—yes, ‘tis he,
With garments dyed on Calvary.

Rise, touched with gratitude divine,
Turn out his enemy and thine,
That soul-destroying monster, sin—
And let the heav’nly stranger in.

Admit him, ere his anger burn—
His feet, departed, ne’er return;
Admit him—or the hour’s at hand,
You’ll at his door rejected stand.

217   Rejoicing in Hope.—Rom. 12:12.
                     C.M.
How happy ev’ry child of  grace,
  Who knows his sins forgiv’n!
This earth, he cries, is not my place;
  I seek my place in heaven.

A country far from mortal sight;
  Yet, oh, by faith I see
The land of  rest, the saints’ delight,
  The heav‘n prepar’d for me.

Oh, what a blessed hope is ours!
  While here on earth we stay,
We more than taste the heav’nly pow’rs
  And antedate that day.

We feel the resurrection near,
  Our life in Christ conceal’d;
And with his glorious presence here,
  Our earthen vessels fill’d.



218   Rend your Heart. —Joel 2:13.
                     C. M.
O SINNER, bring not tears alone,
  Or outward form of  pray’r,
But let it in thy heart be known
  That penitence is there.

To smite the breast, the clothes to rend,
  God asketh not of  thee;
Thy secret soul he bids thee bend,
  In true humility.

Oh, let us, then, with heartfelt grief,
  Draw near unto our God,
And pray to him to grant relief,
  And stay the lifted rod.

O righteous Judge, if  thou wilt deign
  To grant us what we need,
We pray for time to turn again,
  And grace to turn indeed.

219   The Coronation.
                     C.M.
ALL hail the power of  Jesus’ name!
  Let angels prostrate fall;
Bring forth the royal diadem,
  And crown him Lord of  all.

Crown him, ye martyrs of  our God,
  Who from his altar call;
Extol the stem of  Jesse’s rod,
  And crown him Lord of  all.

Ye chosen seed of  Israel’s race,
  A remnant weak and small,
Hail him who saves you by his grace,
  And crown him Lord of  all.

Ye gentile sinners, ne’er forget
  The wormwood and the gall;



Go spread your trophies at his feet,
  And crown him Lord of  all.

Let ev’ry kindred, ev’ry tribe,
  On this terrestrial ball,
To him all majesty ascribe,
  And crown him Lord of  all.

Oh! that with yonder sacred throng
  We at his feet may fall!
We’ll join the everlasting song,
  And crown him Lord of  all.

220   Joy Unspeakable and full of  Glory.—I Pet. 1:8.
                     P.M.
OH, how happy are they who their Saviour obey,
And have laid up their treasures above!
Tongue can not express the sweet comfort and peace
  Of  a soul in its earliest love!

This sweet comfort is mine, since the favor divine
   I have found in the blood of  the Lamb:
 Since the truth I believ’d what ajoy I’ve receiv’d.
    What a heaven in Jesus’ blest name.

‘Tis a heaven below my Redeemer to know,
  And the angels can do nothing more
Than to fall at his feet, and the story repeat,
  And the lover of  sinners adore.

Jesus all the day long is my joy and my     song;
  Oh, that all to this refuge may fly!
He has lov’d me, I cried, he has suffered and died
  To redeem such a rebel as I!

On the wings of  his love I am carried above
  All my sin, and temptation, and pain;
Oh, why should I grieve, while on him I believe!
  Oh, why should I sorrow again!

Oh, the rapturous height of  that holy delight



  Which I find in the life-giving blood!
Of  my Savior possess’d, I am perfectly bless d,
  Being fill’d with the fullness of  God!

Now my remnant of  days will I spend to his praise
  Who has died me from sin to redeem:
Whether many or few, all my years are his due;
  They shall all be devoted to him.

What a mercy is this! what a heaven of  bliss!
  How unspeakably happy am I!
Gather’d into the fold, with believers enroll’d—
With believers to live and to die!

221   It is Well with the Righteous.—Isaiah 3:10.
                     S.M.
WHAT cheering words are these!
  Their sweetness who can tell?
In time, and to eternity,
  ‘Tis with the right’ous well.

In ev’ry state secure,
  Kept by Jehovah’s eye,
‘Tis well with them while life endures
  And well when call’d to die.

‘Tis well when joys arise,
  ‘Tis well when sorrows flow;
‘Tis well when darkness veils the skies,
  And strong temptations blow.

‘Tis well when on the mount
  They feast on dying love;
And ‘tis as well, in God’s account,
  When they the furnace prove.

‘Tis well when, at his throne,
  They wrestle, weep and pray;
‘Tis well when at his feet they groan,
  Yet bring their wants away.



‘Tis well when Jesus calls:
  From earth and sin arise:
Join with the host of  virgin souls
  Made to salvation wise.”

222   Eternal Ljfe and the Second Death. —Matt. 25:46.
                     S.M.
OH, where 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;
‘Tis not the whole of  life to live,
  Nor all of  death to die.

Beyond this vale of  tears
  There is a life above
Unmeasur’d by the flight of  years;
  And all that life is love.

There is a death whose pang
  Outlasts the fleeting breath:
Oh, what eternal horrors hang
  Around the second death!

Lord God of  truth and grace,
  Teach us that death to shun,
Lest we be banish’d from thy face,
  And evermore undone.

223   The Close of  the Day of  Grace. —Gen. 6:3.
                     C.M.
THERE is a time, we know not when,
  A point we know not where,
That marks the destiny of  men,
  To glory or despair.

There is a line, by us unseen,
  That crosses ev’ry path;



The hidden boundary between
  God’s patience and his wrath.

How far may we go on in sin?
  How long will God forbear?
Where does hope end? and where begin
  The confines of  despair?

An answer from the skies is sent:
  “Ye that from God depart!
While it is call’d to-day, repent!
  And harden not your heart.”

224   Return to Me.—Malachi 3:7.
                     C.M.
O THOU, whose tender mercy hears,
  Contrition’s humble sigh;
Whose hand indulgent, wipes the tears
  From sorrow’s weeping eye;

See! low before the throne of  grace,
  A wretched wand’rer mourn;
Hast thou not bid me seek thy face?
  Hast thou not said, “Return?”

And shall my guilty fears prevail,
  To drive me from thy feet?
Oh, let not this dear refuge fail—
  This only safe retreat.

Absent from thee, my guide, my light,
  Without one cheering ray,
Through dangers, fears, and gloomy night:
  How desolate the way!

Oh, shine on this benighted heart,
  With beams of  mercy shine;
And let thy healing voice impart
  A taste of  joys divine.

225   My Yoke is Easy. —Matt. 11:30.



                     L.M.
COME, take my yoke, the Savior said,
To follow me, be not afraid;
For I in heart am lowly meek,
And offer you the rest you seek.

The yoke of  pleasure may allure,
And promise bliss that will endure;
But when it has thy youth despoiled,
‘Twill cast thee off  as garment soiled.

Take not on thee the yoke of  wealth;
‘Twill eat thy soul, destroy thy health,
And make thee feel how cheap the cost,
If  worlds could buy the peace it lost.

Ambition, too, its yoke displays,
And hangs out its perennial bays:
Be not, poor soul, by it misled;
I offer thee a crown instead.

Then take my yoke—’tis soft and light,
‘Twill ne’er disturb thy rest at night:
But guide thee to that world above,
Where no restraint is known but love.

226   To-day. —Heb. 4:7.
                     7s.
HASTEN, sinner, to be wise,
  Stay not for the morrow’s sun;
Wisdom, if  you still despise,
  Harder is it to be won.

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.

Hasten, sinner, to return,
  Stay not for the morrow’s sun;
Lest thy lamp should cease to burn,



  Ere salvation’s work is done.

Hasten, sinner, to be blest,
  Stay not for the morrow’s sun;
Lest perdition thee arrest,
  Ere the morrow is begun.

227   Always with us. —Matt. 28.20.
                     8s and 7s.
ALWAYS with us, always with us—
  Words of  cheer and words of  love;
Thus the risen Savior whispers
  From his dwelling-place above.

With us when we toil in sadness,
  Sowing much and reaping none,
Telling us that in the future
  Golden harvests shall be won.

With us when the storm is sweeping
  O’er our pathway dark and drear;
Waking hope within our bosoms,
  Stilling ev’ry anxious fear.

With us in the lonely valley,
  When we cross the chilling stream,
Lighting up the steps to glory
  With salvation’s radiant beam.

228   Advantage of  Early Religion.
                     C.M.
HAPPY is he, whose early years
  Receive instruction well;
Who hates the sinner’s path, and fears
  The road that leads to hell.

‘Tis easier work if  we begin
  To serve the Lord betimes;
While sinners who grow old in sin,
  Are harden’d by their crimes.



It saves us from a thousand snares,
  To mind religion young:
With joy it crowns succeeding years,
  And makes our virtue strong.

To thee, Almighty God! to thee
  Our hearts we now resign:
‘Twill please us to look back and see
  That our whole lives were thine!

229   Wait not for To-morrow.
                     7s and 6s.
OH, wait not for to-morrow,
  Thou thoughtless, tender youth,
Thou may’st evade much sorrow,
  If, now, thou’lt hear the truth.
Oh, wait not for to-morrow,
  Thou middle-aged one,
Thou can’st in death not borrow
  The grace of  God’s dear Son.

Oh, wait not for to-morrow,
  Thou aged sinner, too;
To-day thy Savior follow,
  Thou must be born anew.
Oh, wait not for to-morrow,
  When thou dost hear these lines,
Oh, flee a future sorrow,
  And in bright glory shine.

230   An Earnest Call.
                     8s and 7s.
MAN, to thee this day is given
  For a work which thou must do,
Now thou may’st secure a heaven,
  If  that work thou wilt pursue.

Note each second and each minute;
  See! already ‘tis past noon;
To thy task—at once begin it,



  Lest thy sun go down at noon.

231   Why will ye Die?
                     11s.
OH, turn ye, poor sinners, for why will you die?
When God in great mercy is coming so nigh;
Now Jesus invites and the spirit says come,
And angels are waiting to welcome you home.

How vain the delusion, that while you delay,
Your hearts may grow better by staying away;
Come wretched, come starving, come just as you be
While streams of  salvation are flowing so free.

And now Christ is ready your souls to receive,
Oh, how can you question, if  you will believe?
If  sin is your burden, why will you not come?
‘Tis you he bids welcome, he bids you come home.

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

Why will you be starving and feeding on air?
There’s mercy in Jesus, enough and to spare.
If  still you are doubting, make trial and see,
And prove that his mercy is boundless and free.

232   Eternity.
                     L.M.
ETERNITY is just at hand;
And shall I waste my ebbing sand,
And, careless, view departing day,
And throw my inch of  time away?

Lo! an eternity there is,
Of  bitter woe, or endless bliss;
And swift as time fulfills its round,
We to eternity are bound.



What countless millions of  mankind,
Have left this fleeting world behind;
They’re gone, but where? ah, pause and see:
Gone to a long eternity!

Sinner, cans’t thou forever dwell,
In all the fiery deeps of  hell?
And is death nothing then to thee—
Death and a dread eternity?

233   Accepted Time.
                     S.M.
Now is the accepted time;
  Now is the day of  grace;
Oh, sinners come without delay,
  And seek the Savior’s face.

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

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

234   Prepare for Eternity.
                     7s.
O YE young, ye gay, ye proud,
You must die and wear the shroud;
Time will rob you of  your bloom,
Death will drag you to the tomb,
Then you’ll cry and want to be
Happy in eternity, eternity, eternity,
Happy in eternity.

Will you go to heaven or hell?
One you must, and there to dwell.
Christ will come, and quickly, too;
I must meet him, so must you;



Then you’ll cry and want to be
Happy in eternity, etc.

The white throne will soon appear,
All the world must then draw near;
Sinners will be driven down;
Saints shall wear the starry crown;
Then you’ll cry and want to be
Happy in eternity, etc.

His command let all obey,
We’ll be happy, sure we may;
Then we’ll all unite and sing,
Praises to our God and King;
Oh, how happy we will be
Happy in eternity, etc.

235   An Appeal to the Young.
                     C.M.
ATTEND, young friends, while I relate
  The dangers you are in:
The evils that around you wait,
  While subject unto sin.

Although you flourish like the rose,
  While in its branches green;
Your sparkling eyes in death must close,
  No more will they be seen.

In silent shades you must lie down,
  Long in your grave to dwell;
Your friends will then stand weeping ‘round,
  And bid a long farewell.

How small this world will then appear,
  At the tremendous hour,
When you Jehovah’s voice shall hear,
  And feel his mighty pow’r.

In vain you’ll mourn your days are past;
  Alas! those days are gone;



Your golden hours are spent at last,
  And never will return,

Oh, come ye now and do begin,
  While life’s sweet moments last;
Turn to the Lord, forsake all sin,
  And he’ll forgive the past.

236   Be ye also Ready.
                     S.M.
BE ready! tarry not
  Vain pleasures to enjoy;
Far greater pleasures can be bought
  Without one earthly toy.

The tender cord of  life
  Will soon be rent in twain;
So now, anew begin the strife,
  The better home to gain.

Be ready! none are free
  From th’ artful tempter’s snare;
But often to your closet flee,
  And there engage in prayer.

The contest with that foe
  Will not forever last;
Then onward press, and seek to know,
  On whom your care to cast.

Be ready! ye who wait
  For Zion’s Lord and King;
Though now you pass thro’ trials great;
  He will deliv’rance bring.

And when the trump shall sound,
  The sainted dead arise,
Oh, may we all with Christ be found,
  And each receive the prize.

LOVE AND OBEDIENCE.



237   Love.
                     C.M.
LOVE is the golden chain that binds
  Believers all in one;
And he’s an heir of  heav’n that finds
  His bosom glow with love.

The kiss of  peace to each we give—
  A pledge of  Christian love:
In love, while here on earth, we’ll live,
  In love we’ll dwell above.

238   Love is of  God. —I John 4:7.
                     8s.
SAY, whence does this union arise,
  Where hatred is conquer’d by love?
It fastens our souls with such ties,
  That distance nor time can remove.

It can not in Eden be found,
  Nor yet in a Paradise lost;
It grows on Immanuel’s ground,
  And Jesus’ life’s blood it has cost.

My friends so endear’d unto me,
  Our souls so united in love;
Where Jesus is gone we shall be,
  In yonder blest mansions above.

Why then so unwilling to part,
  Since there we shall soon meet again,
Engrav’d on Immanuel’s heart,
  At distance we can not remain..

And then we shall see that bright day,
  And join with the angels above,
Set free from our prisons of  clay,
  United in Jesus kind love.

With Jesus we ever shall reign,



  And all his bright glory shall see;
Then sing hallelujahs—Amen!
  Amen! Even so let it be.

239   Be Clothed with Humility. —1 Peter 5:5.
                     7s.
LORD, for ever at thy side
  Let my place and portion be;
Strip me of  the robe of  pride;
  Clothe me with humility.

Meekly may my soul receive
  All thySpirit hath reveal’d;
Thou hast spoken; I believe,
  Though the oracle be seal’d.

Israel, now and evermore
  In the Lord Jehovah trust;
Him in all his ways adore
  Wise, and powerful, and just.

240   Yet will I not Forget Thee. —Isaiah 49:15.
                     C.M.
A MOTHER may forgetful be,
  For human love is frail;
But thy Creator’s love to thee,
   O Zion! can not fail.

No! thy dear name engraven stands
  In characters of  love,
On thy almighty Father’s hands,
  And never shall remove.

Before his ever-watchful eye
  Thy mournful state appears
And ev’ry groan, and ev’ry sigh,
  Divine compassion hears.

O Zion! learn to doubt no more,
  Be ev’ry fear suppress’d;
Unchanging truth, and love, and power



  Dwell in thy Savior’s breast.

241   Serving God.
                     L.M.
OH, who would not a Christian be,
The Lord of  life and glory see;
Obey His word out of  true love,
And meet the blessed saints above.

To serve our God, oh, let us try,
Uphold his cause, all self  deny;
That when our days are number’d here,
We may in heaven with Christ appear.

242   Love.
                     C.M.
LOVE is the sweetest bud that blows;
  Its beauty never dies;
On earth among the saints it grows,
  And ripens in the skies.

Pure glowing red and spotless white,
  Its perfect colors are;
In Jesus all its sweets unite,
  And look divinely fair.

The finest flower that ever blow’d,
  Open’d on Calvary’s tree;
When Jesus’ blood so freely flow’d,
  For love of  worthless me.

Its deepest hue, its richest smell,
  No mortal sense can bear;
Nor can the tongues of  angels tell
  How bright its colors are.

Earth could not hold so rich a flow’r,
  Nor half  its beauty show;
Nor could the world and Satan’s pow’r,
  Confine its sweets below.



On Canaan’s banks supremely fair,
  This flow’r of  wonders blooms;
Transplanted to its native air,
  And all the shores perfumes.

But not to Canaan’s shores confin’d,
  The seeds that from it blow,
Take root within the human mind,
And scent the church below.

And soon on yonder banks above,
  Shall every blossom here,
Appear a full ripe flow’r of  love,
  Like Him transplanted there,

243   ‘Tis Sweet.
                     S.M.
‘TIS sweet to serve the Lord,
  And place in Him our stay;
Submit us to His sacred word,
  As the true legal way.

‘Tis sweet to render praise,
  To Him whom praise is due;
And if  we’ll walk in all His ways,
  He will our sweets renew.

True service gains the prize,
  Which here is slightly known;
But shall be fully realized,
  When we surround the throne.

244   This is the Love of  God, etc. —I John 5:3
                     S.M.
LOVE is the fountain whence
  All true obedience flows;
The Christian serves the God he loves,
  And loves the God he knows.

He treads the heav’nly road,
  And neither faints nor tires;



That generous love which warms his breast,
  With fortitude inspires.

No burden seems so great,
  No task so hard appears,
But this he cheerfully performs,
  And that he meekly bears.

May love—that shining grace—
  O’er all my pow’ rs preside;
Direct my thoughts, suggest my words,
  And ev’ry action guide!

245   As I have loved you.—John 13:34.
                     C.M.
OUR God is love; and all his saints
  His image bear below:
The heart with love to God inspir’d,
  ‘With love to man will glow.

None who are truly born of  God
  Can live at enmity;
Then may we love each other, Lord,
  As we are lov’d by thee.

Heirs of  the same immortal bliss,
  Our hopes and fears the same,
With bonds of  love our hearts unite,
  With mutual love inflame.

So may the unbelieving world
  See how true Christians love;
And glorify our Savior’s grace,
  And seek that grace to prove.

246   He first loved Us. —1 John 4:19.
                     7s.
SAVIOR! teach me, day by day,
Love’s sweet lessons to obey;
Sweeter lessons can not be,
Loving him who first lov’d me.



With a child-like heart of  love,
At thy bidding may I move;
Prompt to serve and follow thee,
Loving him who first lov’d me.

Teach me all thy steps to trace,
Strong to follow in thy grace;
Learning how to love from thee,
Loving him who first lov’d me.

Love in loving finds employ—
In obedience all her joy;
Ever new that joy will be,
Loving him who first loved me.

Thus may I rejoice to show,
That I feel the love I owe;
Singing, till thy face I see,
Of  his love who first lov’d me.

247   Take up thy Cross.—Matt. 16:24.
                     L.M.
TAKE up thy cross! the Savior said,
  If  thou wouldst my disciple be;
Take up thy cross with willing heart,
  And humbly follow after me.

Take up thy cross! let not its weight
  Fill thy weak spirit with alarm;
My strength shall bear thy spirit up,
  And brace thy heart and nerve thy arm.

Take up thy cross! nor heed the shame,
  And let thy foolish pride be still;
Thy Lord did not refuse to die
  Upon the cross on Calvary’s hill.

Take up thy cross, then, in his strength,
  And calmly sin’s wild deluge brave;
‘Twill guide thee to a better home;



  It points to bliss beyond the grave.

Take up thy cross, and follow me,
  Nor think till death to lay it down;
For only he who bears the cross,
  May hope to wear the glorious crown.

248   Go Forward. —Ex. 14:15.
                     7s.
WHEN we can not see our way
Let us trust, and still obey;
He who bids us forward go,
Can not fail the way to show.

Though the sea be deep and wide,
Though a passage seem denied;
Fearless let us still proceed,
Since the Lord vouchsafes to lead.

Though it seems the gloom of  night,
Though we see no ray of  light;
Since the Lord himself  is there,
‘Tis not meet that we should fear.

Night with him is never night,
Where he is, there all is light;
When he calls us, why delay?
They are happy who obey.

249   Now are we the Sons of  God. —I John 3:2.
                     S.M.
BEHOLD what wondrous grace
  The Father has bestow’d,
On sinners of  a mortal race,
  To call them sons of  God!

Nor doth it yet appear
  How great we may be made;
But when we see our Savior here
  We shall be like our Head.



A hope so much divine
  May trials well endure;
May purify our souls from sin,
  As Christ, the Lord, is pure.

If  in my Father’s Love
  I share a filial part,
Send down thy Spirit, like a dove,
  To rest upon my heart.

250   A conversation becoming the Gospel.—Phil. 1:27.
                     L.M.
WHEN Jesus, our great Master came,
To teach us in his Father’s name,
In ev’ry act, in ev’ry thought,
He lived the precepts which he taught.

So let our lips and lives express
The holy gospel we profess;
So let our works and virtues shine,
To prove the doctrine all divine.

Thus shall we best proclaim abroad
The honors of  our Savior, God,
When his salvation reigns within,
And grace subdues the pow’r of  sin.

Religion bears our spirits up,
While we expect that blessed hope,
The bright appearance of  the Lord,
And faith stands leaning on his word.

251   Walking with God—Gen. 5:24.
                     C.M.
OH, for a closer walk with God,
  A calm and heav’nly frame!
A light to shine upon the road
  That leads me to the Lamb!

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



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

What peaceful hours I then enjoy’d!
  How sweet their mem’ry still!
But they have left an aching void,
  The world can never fill.

Return, O holy Dove, return,
  Sweet messenger of  rest;
I hate the sins which made thee mourn,
  And drove thee from my breast,

The dearest idol I have known,
  Whate’er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from thy throne,
  And worship only thee.

So shall my walk be close with God,
  Calm and serene my frame;
So purer light shall mark the road,
  That leads me to the Lamb.

252   Entire Obedience.
                     L.M.
Now I resolve with all my heart,
  With all my pow’rs to serve the Lord:
Nor from his precepts e’er depart,
  Whose service is a rich reward.

Oh, be his service all my joy!
  Around let my example shine,
Till others love the blest employ,
  And join in labors so divine.

Be this the purpose of  my soul,
  My solemn, my determin’d choice,
To yield to his supreme control
  And in his great commands rejoice.

Oh, may I never faint nor tire,



  Nor wand’ring, leave his sacred ways;
Great God, accept my soul’s desire,
  And give me strength to live thy praise.

253   Zion ‘s Basis.
                     8s and 7s.
LOVE and union, Zion’s basis—
  Sweet as summer’s morning air;
No affliction, time, nor places,
  Can the blessing from us tear.
Union feasts our souls with pleasure,
  And increases love and zeal;
Union is our heavenly treasure,
  And its blessedness we feel.

All who join in true devotion,
  Partners of  eternal rest;
Feel this union like an ocean,
  Roll within their peaceful breast.
They can sing eternal praises,
  Unto God and to the Lamb;
Though the world around us gazes,
  We do feel a heavenly calm.

Oh, how peaceful, and how lovely,
  Are the souls where union reigns;
Such are good and kind, and holy—
  Happy souls who union gain.
‘Tis the offsprings of  kind heaven,
  Pure and lovely all divine;
Union gentle mild and even,
  Union, I will make thee mine.

REPENTANCE.

254   Mercy for the Chief  of  Sinners. - I Tim. 1:15.
                     7s.
DEPTH of  mercy!—can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?
Can my God his wrath forbear,



And the chief  of  sinners spare?

I have long withstood his grace;
Long provoked him to his face;
Would not hear his gracious calls;
Grieved him by a thousand falls.

Jesus, answer from above:
Is not all thy nature love?
Wilt thou not the wrong forget?
Lo, I fall before thy feet.

Now incline me to repent;
Let me now my fall lament,
Deeply my revolt deplore,
Weep, believe, and sin no more.

255   Prayer for Repentance.
                     C.M.
OH, for that tenderness of  heart,
  Which bows before the Lord!
That owns how just and good thou art,
  And trembles at thy word!

Oh, for those humble, contrite tears
  Which from repentance flow!
That sense of  guilt, which trembling fears,
  The long-suspended blow!

Savior, to me in pity give
  For sin the deep distress,
The pledge thou wilt at last receive,
  And bid me die in peace.

Oh, fill my soul with faith and love,
  And strength to do thy will;
Raise my desires and hopes above
  Thyself  to me reveal.

256   Weeping for Sin.



                     S.M.
DID Christ O’er sinners weep?
  And shall our cheeks be dry?
Let floods of  penitential grief
  Burst forth from every eye.

The Son of  God in tears
  The wondering angels see;
Be thou astonished, O my soul;
  He shed those tears for thee.

He wept that we might weep;
  Each sin demands a tear:
In heaven alone no sin is found,
  And there’s no weeping there.

FAITH.

257   Faith and Works. —James 2:14-26.
                     L.M.
By faith I live, by faith I see,
That Jesus gave his life for me;
By faith I venture on his grace,
And through his Blood my sins efface.

Yet faith alone will not suffice
To bring me to that paradise;
That heav’n where holy angels dwell,
And souls redeem’d from death and hell.

Our works on earth are works of  love,
Which frame our minds for things above.
And if  we would on Christ depend,
His blessed voice we should attend.

To blend the two in one we see,
How faith and works do sweet agree:
And through their influ’nce we shall find
A God most gracious, good and kind.

Then let us learn to watch and pray,



And strive to walk the narrow way;
And if  we would true pleasure find,
Our sins must all be left behind.

Thus when we leave this world of  woe
A witness we shall leave below:
That ages yet unborn may see,
The right we have to liberty.

258   Faith looking into the Future - Heb. 11:13.
                     L.M.
‘Tis by the faith of  joys to come
  We walk through deserts dark as night;
Till we arrive at heaven our home,
  Faith is our guide, and faith our light.

The want of  sight she well supplies;
  She makes the pearly gates appear;
Far into distant worlds she pries,
  And brings eternal glories near.

Cheerful we tread the desert through,
  While faith inspires a heav’nly ray,
Though lions roar, and tempests blow,
  And rocks and dangers fill the way.

So Abra’am, by divine command,
  Left his own house to walk with God;
His faith beheld the promis’d land,
  And cheer’d him on his toilsome road,

259   Faith the evidence of  things not seen. - Heb. 11.
                     C.M.
FAITH is the brightest evidence
  Of  things beyond our sight;
It pierces through the veil of  sense,
  And dwells in heav’nly light,

It sets time past in present view,
  Brings distant prospects home,
Of  things a thousand years ago,



  Or thousand years to come.

By faith we know the world was made
  By God’s almighty word;
We know the heav’ns and earth shall fade
  And be again restor’d.

Abra’am obey’d the Lord’s command,
  From his own country driv’n;
By faith he sought a promis’d land,
  But found his rest in heav’n.

Thus through life’s pilgrimage we may,
  Behold the promise nigh;
By faith we walk the narrow way
  That leads to joy on high.

260   The Christian Voyage. - Heb. 6:19.
                     8s and 4s.
WHEN for eternal worlds we steer,
And seas are calm, and skies are clear,
And faith, in lively exercise,
Sees distant fields of  Canaan rise,
The soul for joy then spreads her wings
And loud her lovely sonnet sings,
    Vain world adieu.

With cheerful hope, her eyes explore
Each land-mark on the distant shore,
The trees of  life, the pastures green,
The golden streets, the crystal stream;
Again for joy she spreads her wings,
And loud her lovely sonnet sings,
    I’m going home.

The nearer still she draws to land,
More eager all her powers expand;
With steady helm, and free bent sail,
Her anchor drops within the vail—
And now for joy she folds her wings,
And her celestial sonnet sings,



    I’m safe at home.

261   Prayer for Strong Faith.
                     C.M.
OH, for a faith that will not shrink,
  Though pressed by every foe;
That will not tremble on the brink
  Of  any earthly woe.

That will not murmur or complain,
  Beneath the chastening rod;
But in the hour of  grief  or pain,
  Will lean upon its God.

A faith that shines more bright and clear,
  When tempests rage without,
That when in danger knows no fear,
  In darkness feels no doubt.

That bears unmoved the world’s dread frown,
  Nor heeds its scornful smile;
That seas of  trouble can not drown:
  Nor Satan’s arts beguile.

A faith that keeps the narrow way,
  Till life’s last hour is fled;
And with a pure and heavenly ray,
  Lights up a dying bed.

Lord, give us such a faith as this,
  And then what e’er may come,
We’ll taste e’en here the hallowed bliss,
  Of  an eternal home.

BAPTISM.

262   Buried with Christ in Baptism. — Rom. 6.4
                     8s and 7s.
JESUS, mighty King of  Zion!
  Thou alone our guide shalt be;



Thy commission we rely on,
  We would follow none but thee.

As an emblem of  thy passion,
  And thy vict’ry O’er the grave;
We who know thy great salvation
  Are baptiz’d beneath the wave,

Fearless of  the world’s despising,
  We the ancient path pursue;
Buried with our Lord, and rising
  To a life divinely new.

263   We are Buried with Him by Baptism. - Rom. 6:4.
                     C.M.
BURIED beneath the yielding wave
  The great Redeemer lies;
Faith views him in the wat’ry grave,
  And thence beholds him rise.

Thus do his willing saints to-day,
  Their ardent zeal express,
And, in the Lord’s appointed way,
  Fulfill all righteousness.

With joy we in his footsteps tread,
And would his cause maintain —
Like him be number’d with the dead,
  And with him rise and reign.

264   A Prayer for the Baptized.
                     C.M.
LET plenteous grace descend on those
  Who, hoping in thy word,
This day have solemnly declar’d
  That Jesus is their Lord.

With cheerful feet may they go on,
  And run the Christian race,
And, through the troubles of  the way,
  Find all-sufficient grace.



Lord, plant us all into thy death,
That we thy life may prove—
Partakers of  thy cross beneath,
  And of  thy crown above.

265   Before Baptism.
                     C.M.
IF glorious angels do rejoice,
  When sinners turn to God,
Let us unite with cheerful voice,
To spread his praise abroad.

Lord, we have here before our eyes,
  Some that have set their hand
To serve thee and to be baptiz’d,
  As thou didst give command.

Let us employ our tongues to sing
  The praises of  the Lord,
For calling sinners home to him,
  By his all-pow’rful word.

266   Christ’s Baptism.
                     C.M.
IT is a very pleasant thing
  To follow Christ our Lord;
And thus obey our heav’nly King,
  According to his word.

Down to the water-side we go,
  By Christ’s example led,
Into the same we come also,
  As did our glorious head.

We are baptiz’d as Jesus was,
  His easy yoke we bear;
And we are thus baptiz’d, because
  That we his subjects are.

Lord, may we to thy glory live!



  Teach us thy heav’nly ways;
To us thy Holy Spirit give,
  And we thy name will praise.
 

267   Christians Covenanting Together. - Hos. 6.1.
                     C.M.
COME, let us use the grace divine,
  And all with one accord,
In a perpetual cov’nant join
  Ourselves to Christ, the Lord.

Give up ourselves, through Jesus’ pow’r,
  His name to glorify;
And promise in this sacred hour,
  For God to live and die.

The cov’nant that we now do make
  Be ever kept in mind!
We will no more our God forsake,
  Or cast his words behind.

We never will throw off  his fear,
  Who hears our solemn vow;
And if  thou art well pleas’d to hear,
  Come down and meet us now.

To each the cov’nant blood apply
  Which takes our sins away,
And register our names on high,
  And keep us to that day.
 

268   Hinder me not.—Gen. 24:56.
                     C.M.
IN all my Lord’s appointed ways,
  My journey I’ll pursue;
Hinder me not, you much lov’d saints,
  For I must go with you.

Through trials and through suff ’rings too,
  I’ll go at his command:
Hinder me not, for I am bound



  To my Immanuel’s land.

And when my Savior calls me home,
  Still this my cry shall be —
Hinder me not—come, welcome death 
  I’ll gladly go with thee.

269   At Baptism.
                     C.M.
PROCLAIM saith Christ, my wondrous grace
  To all the sons of  men;
He that believes and is baptiz’d
  Salvation shall obtain.

Let plenteous grace descend on those,
  Who hoping in thy word,
This day have publicly declared
  That Jesus is their Lord.

With cheerful heart may we advance,
  While on our Christian race;
And for the trials of  the way
  Find all-sufficient grace.

270   Christ our Exemplar.
                     C.M.
JESUS the cross for me endur’d,
  And all its shame despised;
And shall I be ashamed, O Lord,
  With thee to be baptized.

O Lord, the ardor of  thy love
  Reproves my cold delays;
And now my willing footsteps move
  In thy delightful ways.

271   The Baptism of  Christ
                     S.M.
DOWN to the sacred wave
  The Lord of  Life was led;
And he who came our souls to save



  In Jordan bowed his head.

He taught the solemn way;
  He fixed the holy rite;
He bade his ransomed ones obey,
  And keep the path of  light.

Blest Savior, we will tread
  In thy appointed way;
Let glory o’er these scenes be shed,
  And smile on us to-day.

272   First gave their own selves to the Lord.
                     L.M.
GLORY to God whose Spirit draws
Fresh soldiers to the Savior’s cause;
Who, thus baptiz’d unto his name,
His goodness and their faith proclaim.

For these now added to the host
Who in their Lord and Savior trust,
And consecrate to him their days,
Accept, O God, our grateful praise.

Thus may thy mighty Spirit draw
All here to love and keep his law,
Themselves his subjects to declare,
And place themselves beneath his care.

  Lead them at once their Lord to own,
  To glory in his cross alone,
  And then, baptized, his truth to teach,
  His love to share, his heaven to reach.

273   Baptism a Symbol of  Regeneration.
                     11s.
O THOU who in Jordan did’st bow thy meek head,
O’erwhelmed in our sorrow, did’st sink to the dead,
Then rose from the darkness to glory above,
And claimed for thy chosen the kingdom of  love.
 



Thy footsteps we follow to bow in the tide,
And buried with thee  in the death thou hast died,
Then wake in thy likeness to walk in the way
That brightens and brightens to shadowless day.

O Jesus, our Savior, O Jesus, our Lord,
By life of  thy passion, the grace of  thy word,
Accept us, redeem us, dwell ever within,
To keep, by thy Spirit, our spirits from sin.

Till crown’d with thy glory, and waving the palm,
Our garments all white from the blood of  the Lamb,
We join the bright millions of  saints gone before,
And bless thee, and wonder, and praise evermore.

274   Choosing the Cross.
                     S.M.
CHOOSE ye his cross to bear,
  Who bowed beneath the wave?
Clad in his armor, will ye share,
  In faith, a watery grave?

We love his holy word,
  His precepts we obey,
Buried with Christ, our dying Lord,
  We seek to be, this day.

All hail! ye blessed band,
  Shrink not to do his will,
In deep humility, this work
  Of  righteousness fulfill.

Tread in the Savior’s steps,
  Invoke his spirit free,
And as he burst the gates of  death,
  So may your rising be.

THE CHURCH.

HER CHARACTER AND PRIVILEGE



275   Love for the Church.
                     C.M.
DEAR church I love thee; yes, I do,
  And may I love thee more;
To thee may I be ever true,
  Nor dare thy rules ignore.

‘Tis here I find the feast is made
  Isaiah did foretell;
And here is where the servants said
  The guests should come to dwell.

Thou art the pilgrim’s resting-place—
  His peaceful, quiet home;
‘T is here he humbly asks for grace
  Before the Father’s throne.

Dear church, I love thee; yes, I do—
  I’ll hold to thine embrace;
Here smiles and mercies ever new,
  Beam through a Savior’s face.

And here it is I feel secure,
  Though storms may oft arise;
And if  I hold to thee, I’m sure
  To land beyond the skies.

276   The Church still in conflict with foes. —II Tim. 3:12.
                     S.M.
FAR down the ages now
  Much of  her journey done,
The pilgrim church pursues her way,
  Until her crown be won.

No wider is the gate,
  No broader is the way,
No smoother is the ancient path
  That leads to life and day.

No sweeter is the cup,
  Nor less our lot of  ill;



‘Twas tribulation ages since,
  ‘Tis tribulation still.

No slacker grows the fight,
 No feebler is the foe,
Nor less the need of  armor tried
  Of  shield, and spear, and bow.

Thus onward still we press,
  Through evil and through good —
Through pain, and poverty, and want,
  Through peril and through blood.

Still faithful to our God,
  And to our Captain true,
We follow where he leads the way,
  The kingdom in our view.

277   A Prayer for a church newly organized.
                     L.M.
LORD, bless thy saints assembled here
  In solemn cov’nant now to join;
Unite them in thy holy fear,
  And in thy love their hearts combine.

Oh give this church a large increase
  Of  such as thou wilt own and bless;
Lord, fill their hearts with joy and peace,
  And clothe them with thy right’ousness.

Make her a garden wall’d with grace,
  A temple built for God below,
Where thy blest saints may see thy face,
  And fruits of  thy bless’d Spirit grow.

278   Not Having spot or wrinkle. —Eph. 5:7
                     C.M.
HOPELESS and outcast once we lay,
  Worthy thy hate and scorn;
But love like thine could find a way
  To rescue and adorn.



Dear Savior, from thy bleeding veins
  A living fountain flows,
To wash thy bride from all her stains,
  And soothe her deepest woes.

Cleans’d from her sins, renew’d by grace,
  Thy royal throne above,
Dear Savior, is her destin’d place—
  Her sweet abode thy love.

Thine eye in that unclouded day,
  Shall, with supreme delight,
Thy fair and glorious bride survey,
  Unblemish’d in thy sight.

279   Glorious things are spoken of  thee. —Psalm 87:3.
                     8s and 7s.
GLORIOUS things of  thee are spoken,
  Zion, city of  our God!
He whose word can not be broken,
  Form’d thee for his own abode.
On the rock of  ages founded,
  What can shake thy sure repose?
With salvation’ s wall surrounded,
  Thou may’st smile at all thy foes.

Blest inhabitants of  Zion,
  Wash’d in the Redeemer’s blood!
Jesus, whom their souls rely on,
  Makes them kings and priests to God!
‘Tis his love his people raises
  Over self  to reign as kings:
And as priests his solemn praises
  Each for a thank-offering brings.

Savior, if  of  Zion’s city
  I through grace a member am;
Let the world deride or pity,
  I will glory in thy name:
Fading is the worldling’s pleasure,



  All his boasted pomp and show!
Solid joys, and lasting treasure,
  None but Zion’s children know.

280   The Church the Birth-place of  the Saints. — Psalm 87.
                     L.M.
GOD in his earthly temple lays
Foundations for his heav’nly praise: 
He likes the tents of  Jacob well,
But still, in Zion loves to dwell.

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

When God makes up his last account
Of  natives in his holy mount,
‘Twill be an honor to appear
As one new-born, or nourished there!

281   Christ and His Church. — Psalm 45.
                     L.M.
THE King of  saints, how fair his face,
Adorn’d with majesty and grace!
He comes with blessings from above,
And wins the nations to his love.

At his right hand our eyes behold
The queen array’d in purest gold;
The world admires her heav’nly dress,
Her robe of  joy and right’ousness.

He forms her beauties like his own;
He calls and seats her near his throne:
Fair stranger let thine heart forget
The idols of  thy native state.

So shall the King the more rejoice
In thee, the favorite of  his choice;
Let him be lov’d and yet ador’d,



For he’s thy Maker and thy Lord.

Oh happy hour, when thou shalt rise
To his fair palace in the skies,
And thy Sons (a num’rous train)
Each like a prince in glory reign!

282   Sinai and Zion. —Heb. 12:22.
                     CM.
NOT to the terrors of  the Lord,
  The tempest fire and smoke;
Not to the thunder of  that word
  Which God on Sinai spoke;

But we are come to Zion’s hill,
  The city of  our God,
Where milder words declare his will,
  And spread his love abroad.

Behold th’ innumerable host
  Of  angels cloth’d in light!
Behold the spirits of  the just
  Whose faith is turn’d to sight!

Behold the blest assembly there,
  Whose names are writ in heav’n!
And God, the judge of  all declare
  Their num’rous sins forgiv’n.

In such society as this
  My weary soul would rest!
The man that dwells where Jesus is,
  Must be for ever blest.

283   Organizing a Church.
                     C.M.
PLANTED in Christ, the living vine,
  This day, with one accord,
Ourselves with humble faith and joy,
  We yield to thee, O Lord.



Joined in one body may we be;
  One inward life partake;
One be our heart; one heav’nly hope
  In ev’ry bosom wake.

In pray’r, in effort, tears, and toils,
  One wisdom be our guide;
Taught by one spirit from above,
  In thee may we abide.

Complete in us, whom grace hath call’d,
  Thy glorious work begun,
O thou in whom the church on earth
  And church in heav’n are one.

Then, when among the saints in light,
  Our joyful spirits shine,
Shall anthems of  immortal praise,
   O Lamb of  God, be thine.
 

284   The Saints but one Family. — Eph. 1:10.
                     C.M.
THE saints on earth and those above,
  But one communion make;
Join’d to their Lord in bonds of  love,
  All of  his grace partake.

One family, we dwell in him,
One church above, beneath;
Though now divided by the stream,
  The narrow stream of  death.

One army of  the living God,
  To his commands we bow;
Part of  the host have cross’d the flood,
  And part are crossing now.

Lo! thousands to their endless home
  Are swiftly borne away;
And we are to the margin come,
  And soon must launch as they.



Lord Jesus! be our constant guide!
  Then, when the word is giv’n,
Bid death’s cold flood its waves dividc,
  And land us safe in heav’n.

285   The Immovable Kingdom — Heb. 12:28.
                     C.M.
OH where are kings and empires now,
  Of  old that went and came?
The church of  Christ is praying yet,
  A thousand years the same.

Mark ye her holy battlements,
  And her foundations strong;
And hear within, the solemn voice,
  And her unending song.

For not like kingdoms of  the world,
  The holy church of  God!
Though earthquake shocks are rocking her,
  And tempests are abroad.

Unshaken as eternal hills
  Immovable she stands —
A mountain that shall fill the earth
  A fane unbuilt by hands.

286   We hanged our harps upon the willows. — Psalm 137.2
                     L.M.
WHY, on the bending willows hung,
  Israel, still sleeps thy tuneful string?
Still mute remains thy sullen tongue,
  And Zion’s song denies to sing?

Awake! thy sweetest raptures raise;
  Let harp and voice unite their strains;
Thy promised King his scepter sways;
  Jesus, thine own Messiah, reigns!

No taunting foes thy song require;



  No strangers mock thy captive chain;
But friends provoke the silent lyre,
  And brethren ask the holy strain.

Nor fear thy Salem’s hills to wrong,
  If  other lands thy triumph share:
A heavenly city claims thy song:
  A brighter Salem rises there.

By foreign streams no longer roam;
  Nor, weeping, think of  Jordan’s flood;
In every clime behold a home
  In every temple see thy God.

287   Fear not, Little Flock. —Luke 12:32.
                     C.M.
YE little flock, whom Jesus feeds,
  Dismiss your anxious cares;
Look to the Shepherd of  your souls,
  And smile away your fears.

Though wolves and lions prowl around,
  His staff  is your defense:
‘Midst sands and rocks your Shepherd’s voice
  Calls streams and pastures thence.

Your Father will a kingdom give,
  And give it with delight;
His feeblest child his love shall call
  To triumph in his sight.

288   The Church ‘s Desolation.
                     8s and 7s. [Peculiar]
WELL may thy servants mourn, my God,
  The church’s desolation;
The state of  Zion calls aloud
  For grief  and lamentation:
Once she was all alive to thee,
  And thousands were converted;
But now a sad reverse we see —
  Her glory is departed.



Her pastors love to live at ease;
  They covet wealth and honor;
And while they seek such things as these,
  They bring reproach upon her.
Such worthless objects they pursue,
  Warmly and undiverted;
The church they lead, and ruin, too—
  Her glory is departed.

Her private members walk no more
  As Jesus Christ has taught them;
Riches and fashion they adore—
  With these the world has bought them.
The Christian name they still retain,
  Absurdly and false-hearted;
And while they in the church remain,
  Her glory is departed.

And has religion left the church,
  Without a trace behind her?
Where shall I go, where shall I search,
  That I once more may find her?
Adieu! ye proud, ye light and gay!
  I’ll seek the broken — hearted,
Who weep when they of  Zion say,
  Her glory is departed.

Some few like good Elijah, stand,
  While thousands have revolted;
In earnest for the heavenly land,
  They never yet have halted.
With such, religion doth remain,
  For they are not perverted;
Oh, may they all through them regain
  The glory that’s departed.

289   The Church Renewed.
                     C.M.
WHEN forth from its Creator’s hand
  The earth in beauty stood,



All decked with light at his command,
  He saw and called it good.

When he who gave his guiltless Son,
  A guilty world to spare,
Restored to life the Holy One,
  What love divine was there.

But still more lovely in his sight,
  The church now stands renewed,
Since he, the Lamb, hath made it white,
  In his atoning blood.

The holy blessed three in One
  May thy pure light be giv’n,
That we the path of  death may shun,
  And keep the way to heav’n.

290   Declension Lamented. — Job 2 9:2.
                     8s and 7s.
ONCE, O Lord, thy garden flourish’d.
  Ev’ry part looked gay and green;
Then thy word our spirits nourish’d,
  Happy seasons we have seen!

But a drought has since succeeded,
  And a sad decline we see;
Lord, thy help is greatly needed,
  Help can only come from thee.

Some, in whom we once delighted,
  We shall see no more below;
Some, alas we fear are blighted —
  Scarce a single leaf  they show.

Dearest Savior, hasten hither:
  Thou canst make them bloom again;
Oh, permit them not to wither,
  Let not all our hopes be vain!

291   The Stone which the Builders Rejected.



                     C.M.
BEHOLD the sure foundation stone,
  Which God in Zion lays,
To build our heavenly hopes upon,
  And his eternal praise.

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

The foolish builders, scribe, and priest,
  Reject it with disdain,
Yet on this rock the church shall rest,
  And envy rage in vain.

What tho’ the gates of  hell withstood,
  Yet must this building rise;
‘Tis thine own work, Almighty God,
  And wondrous in our eyes.

292   The Church, Awake.
                     8s and 7s.
MIGHTY God! O Prince of  heaven,
  Bless thy people far and wide;
May thy grace to all be given,
  Grasp them from the downward tide.

May thy Zion seize her armor,
  And her might and strength put on;
May she rise from sloth and languor,
  Ere her glory be withdrawn.

293   Attachment to the Church. - Psalm 137:6.
                     S.M.
I LOVE thy kingdom, Lord,
  The house of  thine abode — 
The church our blest Redeemer saved
  With his own precious blood.

I love thy church, O God:



  Her walls before thee stand,
Dear as the apple of  thine eye,
  And graven on thy hand.

For her my tears shall fall;
  For her my prayers ascend;
To her my cares and toils be giv’n,
  Till toils and cares shall end.

Beyond my highest joy
  I prize her heavenly ways,
Her sweet communion, solemn vows,
  Her hymns of  love and praise.

Jesus, thou Friend divine,
  Our Savior and our King,
Thy hand from every snare and foe
  Shall great deliv’rance bring.

Sure as thy truth shall last,
  To Zion shall be giv’n
The brightest glories earth can yield,
  And brighter bliss of  heav’n.

294   The Church Admonished. — Acts 2:42.
                     S.M.
ALL you who have confessed
  That Jesus is the Lord,
And to his people joined yourselves,
  According to his word:

In Zion you must dwell,
  Her altar ne’er forsake;
Must come to all her solemn feasts,
  Of  all her joys partake.

She must employ your thoughts,
  And your unceasing care;
Her welfare be your constant wish,
  And her increase your pray’r.



With humbleness of  mind,
  Among her sons rejoice,
A meek and quiet spirit is
  With God of  highest price.

Never offend nor grieve
  Your brethren by the way
But shun the dark abodes of  strife,
  Like children of  the day.

In all your Savior’s ways,
  With willing footsteps move;
Be faithful unto death, and then
  You’ll reign with him above.
 

295   Prayer for the Church.—Hab. 3:2.
                     L.M.
GREAT Lord, of  all thy churches, hear
Thy minister’s and people’s prayer;
Perfum’d by thee, oh, may it rise,
Like fragrant incense to the skies.

Revive thy churches with thy grace;
Forgive our sins and grant us peace;
Rouse us from sloth, our hearts inflame
With ardent zeal for Jesus’ name.

May young and old thy word receive,
Dead sinners hear thy voice and live;
The wounded conscience healing find,
And joy refresh each drooping mind.

May aged saints, matur’d with grace,
Abound in fruits of  holiness;
And when translated to the skies,
May younger in their stead arise.

COUNCIL MEETINGS.

296   Prayer for Grace and Union.—II Cor. 13:14



                     8s and 7s.
MAY the grace of  Christ, our Savior,
  And the Father’s boundless love;
With the Holy Spirit’s favor,
  Rest upon us from above.

Thus may we abide in union,
  With each other and the Lord,
And possess, in sweet communion,
  Joys which earth can not afford.
 

297   Meeting for Council. —Acts 15:6.
                     C.M.
LORD, in thy presence here we meet;
  May we in thee be found!
Oh, make the place divinely sweet,
  And let thy grace abound.

With harmony thy servants bless,
  That we may own to thee
How good, how sweet, how pleasant ‘tis
  When brethren all agree.

May Zion’s good be kept in view,
  And bless our feeble aim,
That all we undertake to do,
  May glorify thy name.
 

298   Care for the Fold.
                     8s and 7s.
LOOK, O Lord, upon thy Zion,
  Guard the Lambs with gentle care,
Lest the “wolf ” the fold will enter,
  And them scatter everywhere.

299   Beauty in Union.
                     C.M.
LO! what an entertaining sight
  Are brethren that agree,
Brethren whose cheerful hearts unite
  In bands of  piety.



When streams of  love, from Christ the spring
  Descend to ev’ry soul;
And heav’nly peace with balmy wing
  Shades and bedews the whole.

‘Tis like the oil divinely sweet
  On Aaron’s rev’rend head,
The trickling drops perfum’d his feet,
  And o’er his garments spread.

‘Tis pleasant as the morning dews,
  That fall on Zion’s hill,
Where God his mildest glory shows,
  And makes his grace distill.

300   A Prayer for Union in Council.
                     LM.
INDULGENT God of  love and pow’r,
Be with us at this place and hour;
Smile on our souls; the work approve,
By which we seek to spread thy love.

Let each discordant thought he gone,
And love unite our hearts in one:
Let all we have and are combine
To forward objects so divine.

Oh, may we feel the worth of  souls,
Be men of  God, whom grace controls,
Fight the good fight, and win the crown,
And by our Father’s side sit down.

301   Tribulation.
                     C.M.
THE souls that would to Jesus press,
  Must fix this firm and sure;
That tribulation, more or less,
  They must and shall endure.

From this there can be none exempt;



  ‘Tis God’s own wise decree,
Satan the weakest saint will tempt,
  Nor is the strongest free.

The world opposes from without,
  And unbelief  within,
We fear we faint, we grieve, we doubt,
  And feel the load of  sin.

Though we are feeble, Christ is strong,
  His promises are true;
We shall be conq’rors all ere long,
  And more than conq’rors too.
 

302   Children should Agree.
                     C.M.
SHALL children of  the heav’nly King
  Fall out while on the road?
Nay, rather let them praises sing,
  And bear each others load.

True children they should be indeed,
  And feel each other’s care;
And help each other when in need,
  And in God’s promise share.

Those who would real Christians be,
  Must flee from sinfulness
Must just, and true, and steadfast be,
  And cloth’d in righteousness.

Then shall the glory of  the Lord,
  Illume their path around:
His word will peace and joy afford,
  When thus for heav’n they’re bound.

Then shall we all in heaven meet,
  And sing the glorious song,
Of  Moses and the Lamb—and greet,
  The bright angelic throng.



SALUTATION.

303   The glorious meeting anticipated.
                     C.P.M.
COME brethren, you that love the Lord,
And taste the sweetness of  his word,
  In Jesus’ way go on:
Our troubles and our trials here,
Will only make us richer there,
  When we arrive at home.

‘Tis there we’ll reign, and praise, and sing,
And make the upper regions ring;
  When all the saints get home:
Come on, come on, my brethren dear!
Soon we shall meet together there:
  For Jesus bids us come.

Amen! amen! my soul replies,
I’m bound to meet you in the skies,
  And claim my mansion sure:
Now here’s my heart and here’s my hand,
To meet you in the heav’nly land,
  Where we shall part no more.

304   Greet ye one another.
                     C.M.
GREET one another with a kiss,
  Ye follow’rs of  the Lord;
Take up the cross, ye friends of  bliss,
  Trust ever in his word.

“Greet one another with a kiss
  Of  love and charity;”
The Apostle Paul four times saith this,
  To those who’d Christians be.

“Greet one another with a kiss,”
  Hear Peter, also, say;
How can we show more love than this,
  When we our God obey.



Ye then who would religious be,
  And make sure work for heav’n,
With Paul and Peter, too, must see
  The plan by Jesus giv’n.

305   The Holy Kiss.
                     C.M.
THE Holy kiss we will observe,
  As the apostles have;
Nor will we dare to set aside,
  The least command they gave.

They were the witnesses of  Christ,
  They taught his gospel pure;
His councils are all good and right,
  His promises are sure.

As brethren then of  the same Lord,
  The kiss we will observe;
We’ll take the Apostles’ good advice,
  Nor from our duty swerve.

FEET-WASHING.

306   At washing feet.
                     L.M.
WHEN Jesus Christ was here below,
He taught his people what to do:
And if  we would his precepts keep,
We must descend to washing feet.

For in that night he was betray’d,
He for us all a pattern laid;
Before his supper he did eat,
He rose and wash’d his brethren’s feet.

The Lord who made the earth and sky
Arose, and laid his garments by,
And wash’d their feet, to show that we



Should always kind and humble be.

You call me Lord and Master too,
Then do as I have done to you;
All my commands and counsels keep,
And show your love by washing feet.

Ye shall he happy if  ye know,
And do these things by faith below,
And I’ll protect you till you die,
And then remove you up on high.
 

307   Preparing for the Feast.—John 13.45.
                     L.M.
Now, Lord, we’ll wash thy people’s feet,
  And here enjoy their fond embrace.
Each with a kiss of  friendship greet,
  And hope in love to see thy face.

And then we’ll feast on heav’nly love,
  And find our joys to be complete:
Yes, then we’ll sing thy praise above,
  And bow, with angels, at thy feet.

308   By love serve one another. —Gal. 5:13
                     L.M.
MAKE up thy jewels, Lord, and show
The glorious spotless church below;
The fellowship of  saints make known,
And O my God, might I be one.

Oh, may my lot be cast with these,
The least of  Jesus’ witnesses,
Oh, that my Lord may count me meet,
To wash his dear disciples’ feet.

To wait upon his saints below,
On gospel errands for them go,
Enjoy the grace to angels giv’n,
And serve the royal heirs of  heav’n.



309   Ye ought to wash one another’s feet.
                     7s.
CHRIST the head of  all our stay,
Marked for us the gospel way;
And if  we His laws would keep,
We must stoop to washing feet.

“Learn of  me”, the Savior says,
 “Follow ye in all my ways,
Bear my yoke ye who me love,
It will easy to you prove.”

“I, your Lord and Master, have
Washed your feet, and also gave
The command that ye should do
As I now have done to you.”

Teach the world, and practice, too,
Each command I gave to you;
By this then shall all men see,
Who my true disciples be.
 

310   Feet-washing a church ordinance.
                     C.M.
IN Jesus’ name once more we meet,
  To honor him who said:
Ye ought to wash each other’s feet,
  As I the way have led.

Then come, like loving brethren, bound,
  To tread the paths he trod
Come, do his will, and walk the ground,
  Which leads to heav’n and God.

With words of  love, sublime and sweet,
  He cheer’d each fainting heart;
And washed, and wiped those lov’d ones feet,
  From whom he soon must part.

O Lord, we will remember thee,
  And keep this plain command;



Oh, may our hearts obedient be,
  In one united hand.

311   The humble engage in washing feet.
                     L.M,
COME, now, ye humble and ye meek,
  Who wish to do your Father’s will;
Engage to wash each other’s feet,
  The Lord’s commandments to fulfill.

We’ll be submissive while below,
  In washing one another’s feet;
With conscience clear, contented go,
  Till we the Lord in glory meet.

312   Hymn on feet-washing.
                     C.M.
JESUS his garments laid aside,
  And wash’d his servants’ feet,
To teach that neither scorn nor pride
  For us is right or meet.

And when our “Lord and Master” thus
  Did condescend, he too
A plain commandment gave to us,
  That we the same should do.

Then, when we thus together meet,
  To hold a feast of  love,
We’ll stoop and wash each other’s feet,
  And our obedience prove.

Lord, to thy holy word we go;
  Thy promise there we plead,
That those who practice what they know
  Shall happy be, indeed.

Dear Savior, wash our souls, we pray,
  In the blest fountain pure,
And give us strength, that we ne’er stray.



  But to the end endure.

LORD’S SUPPER.

313   
                     L.M.
WE thank thee, Lord, for daily bread,
  Which from thy bount’ous hand is giv’n;
Oh, may our souls, through grace, be fed
  On Christ, the bread of  life from heav’n.

314   
                     C.M.
O Lord, we can not silent be;
  By love we are constrained
To offer our best thanks to thee,
  Our Savior and our friend.

315   
                     L.M.
BE present at thy table, Lord;
Be here and everywhere adored;
Thy people bless, and grant that we
May feast in paradise with thee.

THE COMMUNION.

316   Approaching the Communion.
                     C.M.
JESUS, at whose supreme command,
  We now approach to God,
Before us in thy vesture stand—
  Thy vesture dipped in blood.

Obedient to thy gracious word,
  We break the hallow’d bread,
Commem’rate thee, our dying Lord,
  And trust on thee to feed.



The bread thy mystic body be,
  And cheer each languid heart;
The cup of  blessing, bless’d by thee,
  Let it thy blood impart.

The grace which sure salvation brings,
  Let us herewith receive;
To feed the hungry with good things,
  The hidden manna give.

The living blood sent down from heav’n,
  In us vouchsafe to be;
Thy flesh for all the world is giv’n,
  And all may live by thee.

Now, Lord, on us thy flesh bestow,
  And let us drink thy blood,
Till all our souls are fill’d below
  With the dear life of  God.

317   Communion with Christ.
                     SM
JESUS invites his saints
  To meet around his board;
Here pardoned sinners sit, and hold
  Communion with their Lord.

This holy bread and wine
  Maintain our fainting breath,
By union with our living Lord,
  And interest in his death.

Let all our powers be joined,
  His glorious name to raise;
Let holy love fill every mind,
  And every voice be praise.

CLOSE OF COMMUNION SERVICES.

318   After the Communion.



                     8s and 7s.
FROM the table now retiring,
  Which for us the Lord hath spread,
May our souls, refreshments finding,
  Grow in all things like our Head.

His example, by beholding,
  May our lives his image bear;
Him our Lord and Master calling,
  His commands may we revere.

Love to God and man displaying,
  Walking steadfast in his way;
Joy attend us in believing
  Peace from God through endless day.

319   And when they had sung an hymn, etc. —Matt. 26:30.
                     S. M.
A PARTING hymn we sing,
  Around thy table, Lord,
Again our grateful tribute bring,
  Our solemn vows record.

Here have we seen thy face,
  And felt thy presence here;
So may the savor of  thy grace
  In word and life appear.

The purchase of  thy blood—
  By sin no longer led—
The path our dear Redeemer trod
  May we rejoicing tread.

In self-forgetting love
  Be Christian union shown,
Until we join the church above,
  And know as we are known.

ANOINTING.



320   Call for the elders of  the church. —James 5:14.
                     L.M.
WHEN struggling on the bed of  pain,
And earth and all its joys are vain,
How sweet, my God, to know thy pow r
Sustains me in this trying hour.

I call the elders here, O Lord,
To do according to thy word;
And while the oil’s by faith applied,
Oh, may my soul be sanctified.

Then shall my cheerful, grateful tongue,
In rapt’rous strains thy praise prolong;
My ransom’d soul adore thy grace,
And swifter run the heavn’ly race.

Or, should my days he near their end,
And I through death my steps must wend,
Then, O my Lord, receive me home,
To mingle with the blood-wash’d throng.
 

321   A prayer in affliction.
                     8s.
O THOU whose compassionate care,
  Does all of  thy creatures sustain,
Now graciously teach me to bear
  The weight of  affliction and pain.

Though cheerless my days seem to flow,
  Though weary and wakeful my nights,
What comfort it gives me to know
  ‘Tis the hand of  a Father that smites!

A tender Physician thou art,
  Who woundest in order to heal,
And comfort divine dost impart,
  To soften the anguish we feel.

Oh, let this affliction be blest,
  And answer thy gracious design



Then grant that my soul may find rest;
  In comforts so healing as thine.

And bless this anointing with oil,
  And save me from every sin,
That, when I am taken from earth,
  In heaven with thee I may live.
 

322   Anointing with oil.
                     L.M.
GREAT God, be pleased to hear us now
While we to thee would humbly bow;
In mercy now the sick do view,
Who’re still dispos’d thy will to do.

May they now be abundant blest;
Restore them if  thou seest best;
If  not, may they endeavor still,
To be submissive to thy will.

May they be by thy Spirit led,
While we the oil pour on their head;
This duty from thy word we claim,
T’ anoint the sick in thy blest name.

May all once in thy kingdom rest,
May all forever there be blest;
There in that blissful place above,
May all be joined in bonds of  love.

There sickness shall be known no more
All pains and anguish shall be o’er;
In everlasting feasts of  joy,
Our souls shall find a blest employ.

323   The elders called. —James 5:14
                     C. M.
MY brethren dear, I’ve call’d you here,
  Oh, will you pray with me?
I feel and know I soon must go;
  May I prepared be.



Upon my head, as James hath said.
  The oil in faith apply;
And pray the Lord, with one accord,
  That I on him rely.

And then when I am called to die,
  And from you parted be,
The God above to meet in love,
  And Christ, my Savior, see.

Soon, friends, to you I’ll bid adieu;
  You’ll soon come after me;
Then may we join the heav’nly throng,
  And ever blessed be.

THANKSGIVING OCCASIONS.

HARVEST MEETINGS

324   Harvest Hymn.
                     7s.
EVERY sheaf  of  golden grain,
Standing on the smiling plain,
Tells us, if  we do not know,
Whence our many blessings flow.

Thanks we bring for earthly good,
Nobler thanks for richer food;
Love divine to us has given,
Christ, the bread of  life, from heaven.

Lord! with these, thy favors, give,
Hearts to serve thee while we live;
Till we reap, where Jesus is,
Harvests of  immortal bliss.

325   The season of  harvest suggestive.
                     L.M.
GREAT God, as seasons disappear,



And changes mark the rolling year:
As time with rapid pinions flies,
May every season make us wise.

Long has thy favor crown’d our days,
And summer shed again its rays;
No deadly cloud our sky has vail’d;
No blasting winds our path assail’d.

Our harvest months have o’er us roll’d,
And fill’d our fields with waving gold;
Our tables spread, our garners stor’d,
Where are our hearts to praise the Lord?

The solemn harvest comes apace—
The closing day of  life and grace:
Time of  decision, awful hour!
Around it let no tempests low’r!

Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine,
Like stars in heav’n to rise and shine;
Then shall our happy souls above
Reap the full harvest of  thy love!

326   God the source of  every blessing. —James 1:17.
                     7s.
PRAISE to God, immortal praise,
For the love that crowns our days!
Bounteous source of  every joy,
Let thy praise our tongues employ.

For the blessings of  the field;
For the stores the gardens yield;
For the vine’s exalted juice;
For the gen’rous olive’s use;

Flocks that whiten all the plain;
Yellow sheaves of  ripen’d grain;
Clouds that drop their fatt’ning dews;
Suns that temp’rate warmth diffuse;



All that spring, with bounteous hand,
Scatters o’er the smiling land;
All that lib’ral autumn pours
 From her rich, o’erflowing stores—

These to thee, my God, we owe—
Source whence all our blessings flow—
And for these my soul shall raise
Grateful vows and solemn praise.

327   Reason for thankfulness.
                     L.M.
F OR various reasons we have come
Before the Lord with pray’r and song;
We see that his all-bounteous hand
Has scattered blessings o’er the land.

Our fields were amply set with grain,
Thus were our labors crowned again;
Let every earthly blessing prove
Our thankfulness to him we love.
 

328   Offer the first ripe fruits.—Ex. 22:29.
                     6s and 4s.
THE God of  harvest praise;
In loud thanksgiving raise
    Hand, heart, and voice:
The valleys laugh and sing;
Forests and mountains ring;
The plains their tribute bring;
    The streams rejoice.

Yea, bless his holy name,
And joyous thanks proclaim
    Through all the earth;
To glory in your lot
Is comely; but be not
God’s benefits forgot
    Amid your mirth.

The God of  harvest praise;



Hands, hearts, and voices raise
    With sweet accord;
From field to garner throng,
Bearing your sheaves along,
And in your harvest song
    Bless ye the Lord.

GENERAL OCCASIONS.

329   Seed-time and harvest. —Gen. 8:22.
                     C.M.
FOUNTAIN of  mercy, God of  love,
  How rich thy bounties are!
The changing seasons as they move,
  Proclaim thy constant care.

When in the bosom of  the earth
  The sower hid the grain,
Thy goodness marked its secret birth,
  And sent the early rain.

The spring’s sweet influence, Lord, was thine;
  The plants in beauty grew;
Thou gav’st refulgent suns to shine.
  And soft, refreshing dew.

These varied mercies, from above,
  Matur’d the swelling grain:
A kindly harvest crowns thy love,
  And plenty fills the plain.

We own and bless thy gracious sway.
  Thy hand all nature hails:
Seed time nor harvest, night nor day,
  Summer nor winter fails.

330   Praise for National Blessings.
                     L.M.
ALMIGHTY Sov’reign of  the skies,
To thee let songs of  gladness rise,



Each grateful heart its tribute bring,
And ev’ry voice thy goodness sing.

From thee our choicest blessings flow,
Life, health and strength thy hands bestow,
The daily good thy creatures share,
Springs from thy providential care.

The rich profusion nature yields,
The harvest waving o’er the fields,
The cheering light, refreshing show’r,
Are gifts from thy exhaustless store.

At thy command the vernal bloom,
Revives the world from winter’s gloom,
The summer’s heat the fruit matures,
And autumn all her treasures pours.

From thee proceed domestic ties,
Connubial bliss, parental joys;
On thy support the nations stand,
Obedient to thy high command.

Let ev’ry pow’r of  heart and tongue;
Unite to swell the grateful song;
While age and youth in chorus join,
And praise the Majesty divine.

331   God acknowledged, etc.
                     L.M.
GREAT God of  nations, now to thee
  Our hymn of  gratitude we raise;
With humble heart and bending knee,
  We offer thee our song of  praise.

Thy name we bless, Almighty God,
  For all the kindness thou hast shown
To this fair land the pilgrims trod—
  This land we fondly call our own.

Here freedom spreads her banner wide,



  And casts her soft and hallow’d ray;
Here thou our fathers’ steps didst guide
  In safety through their dang’rous way.

We praise thee that the gospel’s light
  Through all our land its radiance sheds,
Dispels, the shades of  error’s night,
  And heav’nly blessings round us spreads.

Great God, preserve us in thy fear;
  In dangers still our Guardian be;
Oh, spread thy truth’s bright precepts here;
  Let all the people worship thee.

332   Summer; a harvest hymn. —Isaiah 9:3.
                     C.M.
To praise the ever-bounteous Lord,
  My soul, wake all thy pow’rs:
He calls—and at his voice come forth
  The smiling harvest hours.

His covenant with earth he keeps;
  My tongue, his goodness sing;
Summer and winter know their time;
  His harvest crowns the spring.

Well pleas’d, the toiling swains behold
  The waving yellow crop;
With joy they bear the sheaves away,
  And sow again in hope.

Thus teach me, gracious God, to sow
  The seeds of  righteousness:
Smile on my soul, and with thy beams
  The rip’ning harvest bless.

Then, in the last great harvest, I
  Shall reap a glorious crop;
The harvest shall by far exceed
  What I have sow’d in hope.



THANKSGIVING AND FAST.

333   Learned to abound and to suffer need.—Phil. 4:12.
                     L.M.
F OR summer’s bloom and autumn’s blight,
  For bending wheat and blasted maize,
For health and sickness, Lord of  light,
  And Lord of  darkness, hear our praise.

We trace to thee our joys and woes,—
To thee of  causes still the Cause,—
We thank thee that thy hand bestows;
   We bless thee that thy love withdraws

We bring no sorrows to thy throne;
  We come to thee with no complaint;
In providence thy will is done,
  And that is sacred to the saint.

Here, at this blest thanksgiving time,
  We raise to thee our grateful voice;
Eternal goodness, Lord, is thine;
  And thus believing we rejoice.

NEW YEAR.

334   New-year’s Day.
                     C.M.
AND now, my soul, another year,
  Of  thy short life is past;
I can not long continue here,
  And this may be my last.

Awake my soul, with utmost care,
  Thy true condition learn;
What are thy hopes, how sure, how fair,
  And what thy great concern?

Now a new scene of  time begins,



  Set out afresh for heav’n;
Seek pardon for thy former sins,
  In Christ so freely giv’n.

Devoutly yield thyself  to God,
  And on his grace depend;
With zeal pursue the heavn’ly road,
  Nor doubt a happy end.

335   Begin and end with God.
                     C.M.
Now, gracious Lord, thine arm reveal,
  And make thy glory known;
Now let us all thy presence feel,
  And soften hearts of  stone.

Help us to venture near thy throne,
  And plead a Savior’s name;
For all that we can call our own
  Is vanity and shame.

From all the guilt of  former sin
  May mercy set us free;
And let the year we now begin,
  Begin and end with thee.

Send down thy Spirit from above,
  That saints may love thee more,
And sinners now may learn to love
  Who never lov’d before.

And when before thee we appear,
  In our eternal home,
May growing numbers worship here,
  And praise thee in our room.

336   New Year.
                     8s and 7s.
HAPPY New Year! precious blessing!
  To our Maker be it spent.
Love him better, give him glory,



  For the time he to us lent.

337   New Year’s Greeting.
                     7s.
PAST and gone with other years—
  With, its happy smiles and tears;
Like a misty dream to-day,
  Melts the olden year away.

And our greeting this shall be,
  Health and bright prosperity:
And the year we’ve now begun,
  Bring a blessing to each one.
 

338   Swiftness of  Time.
                     C.M.
MARK, O my soul, the narrow bound
  Of  each revolving year;
How swift the weeks complete their round!
  How short the months appear!

So fast eternity comes on,
  And that important day
When all that mortal life hath done
  God’s judgment shall survey.

Awake, O God, my careless heart
  Its great concerns to see,
That I may act the Christian part
  And give the year to thee.

So shall their course more grateful roll,
  If  future years arise;
Or this shall bear my waiting soul
  To joy beyond the skies.

339   A New Year Greeting.
                     C.M.
BRETHREN most near and sisters dear,
  Again we with you meet,
In purest love and holy fear,



  We would you humbly greet.

May our first meeting for this year,
  Assist our heavenly speed
And may each future meeting share
  The grace we so much need.

340   Close of  the old year.
                     C.M.
ANOTHER year has hasten’d by,
  It vanished with the past;
The moments go, the reason why,
  Time can not always last.

Time lingereth not for any one;
  It hasteth swiftly by;
And soon, oh! soon, yes, very soon,
  All in our graves will lie.

The old year to us now is gone,
  The new year takes its place;
And may it bring to every one
  New love, new joy, new peace.

341   Thou hast made my Days as a Hand-breadth--—Psalm 39:5.
                     S.M.
My few revolving years,
  How swift they glide away!
How short the term of  life appears!
  When past—but as a day.

Lord, through another year,
  If  thou permit my stay,
With watchful care may I pursue
  The true and living way.

TABLE HYMNS.

342   



                     L.M.
OH, give us all a thankful heart;
  Help us from evil to depart:
Our daily meat, Lord, let it be,
  Thy will to do and follow Thee.

343   
                     C.M.
WE praise Thee, Lord, of  earth and skies,
  Thou giver of  all good;
For all Thy kind and rich supplies—
  For raiment, health and food.

344   
                     L.M.
BE present at this table, Lord!
Be here and ev’rywhere ador’d,
Thy people bless, and grant that we
May feast in paradise with thee.
 

345   
                     L.M.
BLESS, O my soul, the God of  grace:
His favors claim thy highest praise;
Why should ungrateful silence hide
The blessings which his hands provide?
 

346   
                     C.M.
WITH open hand and lib’ral heart,
  Thou wilt our wants supply;
The needful blessings still impart,
  And no good thing deny.

347   
                     C.M.
WITH longing eyes thy creatures wait
  On thee for daily food;
Thy lib’ral hand provides them meat,



  And fills their mouths with good.

348   
                     L.M.
If  peace and plenty crown our days,
Then help us, Lord, to sing thy praise;
If  bread of  sorrow be our load,
Those sorrows work our real good.

349   
                     L.M.
PRAISE God from whom all blessings flow;
Praise him all creatures here below,
Praise him above, ye heav’nly throngs;
Praise him to whom all praise belongs.
 

350   
                     C.M.
ONCE more around this board we’ve met;
  O Savior meet with us,
And while we of  this food partake,
  Remind us of  thy cross.

351   
                     C.M.
WITH meat and drink, our bodies have
  Again been satisfied,
Oh, may our souls, with food divine,
  Be also well supplied.
 

352   
                     C.M.
O LORD, do bless this food prepared,
  Around which we have come;
Grant each a seat at thy rich board,
  When we arrive at home.



MEETING AND PARTING.

MEETING

353   Acknowledgment for preserving mercy.
                     S.M.
AND are we yet alive,
  And see each others face?
Glory and praise to Jesus give,
  For his redeeming grace:

Preserv’d by power divine
  To full salvation here,
Again in Jesus’ praise we join,
  And in his sight appear.

What troubles have we seen!
  What conflicts have we pass’d!
Fightings without, and fears within,
  Since we assembled last;

But out of  all the Lord
  Hath brought us by his love;
And still he doth his help afford,
  And hides our life above.

354   The happy meeting.
                     L.M.
OH, happy day! when saints shall meet
  To part no more; the thought is sweet;
No more to feel the rending smart,
  Oft felt below when Christians part.

Oh, happy place I still must say,
  Where all but love is done away;
All cause of  parting there is past;
  Their social feast will ever last.

Such union here is sought in vain,
  As there in ev’ry heart will reign;
There separation can’t compel



  The saints to bid the sad farewell.

On earth, when friends together meet,
  And find the passing moments sweet;
Times rapid motions soon compel,
  With grief  to say—dear friends, farewell.

The happy season soon will come,
  When saints shall meet in heaven, their home;
Eternally with Christ to dwell,
  Nor ever hear the sound, farewell.
 

355   It is good to be here. —Matt. 17:4.
                     C.M.
LORD, when together here we meet,
  And taste thy heav’nly grace,
Thy smiles are so divinely sweet,
  We’re loth to leave the place.

But, Father, since it is thy will
  That we must part again,
Oh, may thy special presence still
  With ev’ry one remain.

And let us all in Christ be one,
  Bound with the cords of  love;
Till we, before thy glorious throne,
  Shall joyful meet above,

All sin and sorrow from each heart
  Shall then forever fly;
Nor shall a thought that we must part
  Once interrupt our joy.
 

356   Meeting in union.
                     L.M.
OF all the time on earth most sweet,
  Is when the saints in union meet;
But yonder we’ll each other greet,
  And find our union more complete.



PARTING.

357   The Pilgrim ‘s Farewell.
                     L.M.
PILGRIMS, with pleasure let us part,
  Since we are of  one mind and heart;
No length of  days, no distant place,
  Can ever break these bands of  grace.

Parting with joy we’ll join and sing,
  The wonders of  our bleeding King;
Our distant bodies may remove,
  But nothing can divide our love.

Now join’d in love in Jesus’ name,
  Let’s part and fly to spread his fame,
That other souls may leave their woe,
  And join with us in glory too.

A few more rolling days and years,
  Shall bring a period to our tears,
Soon shall we reach the blissful shore,
  Where parting shall be known no more.

358   MY friends, I bid you all adieu,
                     C.M.
  I leave you in God’s care;
And if  I here no more see you,
  Go on, I’ll meet you there.

There we shall meet and no more part,
  And heav’n shall ring with praise,
While Jesus’ love in ev’ry heart
  Shall tune the song Free Grace.

Millions of  years around may run,
  Our song shall still increase
To praise the Father and the Son,
  Who brought us home to bliss.

When we’ve been there ten thousand years



  Bright shining as the sun,
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise,
  Than when we first begun.
 

359   Separation of  Christians.
                     L.M.
My dearest friends in bonds of  love,
Our hearts in sweetest union prove,
Your friendship like a drawing band,
Yet we must take the parting hand.
Your presence sweet, your union dear,
Your words delightful to my ear:
And when I see that we must part,
You draw like chords around my heart.

How sweet the hours have pass’d away,
When we have met to sing and pray,
How loth I’ve been to leave the place,
When Jesus shows his smiling face;
Oh could I stay with friends so kind,
How would it cheer my struggling mind!
But duty makes me understand
That we must take the parting hand.

And since it is God’s holy will,
We must be parted for a while,
In sweet submission, all in one,
We’ll say, our Father’s will be done.
My dearest friends in Christian ties,
Who seek for mansions in the skies,
Fight on, you’ll win that happy shore,
Where parting hands are known no more.

How oft I’ve seen the flowing tears,
And heard you tell your hopes and fears;
Your hearts with love have seemed to flame,
Which makes me hope we’ll meet again.
Ye mourning souls in sad surprise,
Jesus remembers all your cries;
Oh taste his grace, in all that land,



We’ll no more take the parting hand.
 

360   Unity and Love.
                     CM.
BLEST be the dear uniting love,
  That will not let us part:
Our bodies may far off  remove,
  We still are one in heart.

Join’d in one spirit to our head,
  Where he appoints we go,
And still in Jesus’ footsteps tread,
  And show his praise below.

Oh may we ever walk in him,
  And nothing know beside,
Nothing desire, nothing esteem,
  But Jesus crucified.

Closer and closer let us cleave
  To his belov’d embrace,
Expect his fullness to receive,
  And grace to answer grace.

361   The Christian’s Farewell.
                     C.M.
BRETHREN farewell, I do you tell
  That you and I must part;
I go away and here you stay,
  But still we’re join’d in heart.

Your love to me has run most free,
  Your conversation sweet;
How can I bear to journey where
  With you I can not meet?

Yet do I find my heart inclin’d
  To do my work below.
When Christ doth call, that we may all
  Be ready for to go.



I leave you all both great and small,
  In Christ’s encircling arms;
Who can you save from the cold grave
  And shield you from all harm.

I trust you’ll pray both night and day
  And keep your garments white;
For you and me, that we may be
  The children of  the light.

If  you die first, amen! you must,
  The will of  God be done;
I hope the Lord will you reward
  With an immortal crown.

362   Parting of  ministers.
                     S.M.
NOW, brethren, though we part,
  And to our homes repair—
May we be true, and join’d in heart,
  Like friends of  Jesus are.

Oh, let us still proceed
  In Jesus work below;
And, foll’wing our triumphant Head,
  To further conquests go.

The vineyard of  the Lord
  Before his lab’rers lies;
And, lo we’ll see the vast reward
  Which waits us in the skies.

Oh, let our heart and mind
  With ev’ry day ascend,
That haven of  repose to find,
  Where all our labors end.

When all our toils are o’er,
  Our suff ’ring and our pain;
We’ll meet on that celestial shore,



  And never part again.

363   Friends Parting.
                     8s and 7s.
JESUS grant us all a blessing,
  Send it down, Lord, from above;
May we all go home a praying,
  And rejoicing in thy love!
Farewell brethren, farewell sisters,
  Till we all shall meet above.

Jesus, pardon all our follies,
  While together we have been;
Make us humble, make us holy,
  Cleanse us all from ev’ry sin!
Farewell brethren, etc.,
  Till we all shall meet again.

May thy blessing, Lord, go with us,
  To each one’s respective home,
And the presence of  our Jesus,
  Rest upon us ev’ry one!
Farewell brethren, etc.,
  Till we all shall meet at home.

364   Upon the closing of  a series of  services.
                     C.M.
NOW, brethren, to your homes repair;
  And as you pass along,
Employ your hearts in humble pray’r,
  And raise the cheerful song.

Praise God for what your ears have heard,
  For what your eyes have seen;
Praise him for what has here occurr’d—
  For all you feel within.

Improve the strength you here have gain’d,
  To do God’s holy will;
Improve the knowledge here attained
  To love and serve him still.



Let not the world have cause to say,
  You’ve served your God for nought;
But grow in grace, from day to day,
  As you have here been taught.

Farewell—and to your homes repair;
  And as you pass along,
Employ your hearts in humble pray’r,
  And raise to God a song.
 

365   A Parting Prayer.
                     11s
FOR a season call’d to part,
  Let us now ourselves commend,
To the gracious eye and heart
  Of  our ever-present Friend.

Jesus, hear our humble prayer:
  Tender Shepherd of  thy sheep,
Let thy mercy and thy care,
  All our souls in safety keep.

In thy strength may we be strong;
  Sweeten every cross and pain;
And our wasting lives prolong,
  Till we hope to meet again.

366   A parting hymn.
                     11s.
FAREWELL, my dear brethren, the time is at hand,
That we must be parted from this social band:
Our sev’ral engagements now call us away,
Our parting is needful, and we must obey.

Farewell, my dear brethren, farewell for awhile
We’ll soon meet again, if  kind providence smile:
But when we are parted, and scatter’d abroad,
We’ll pray for each other, and wrestle with God.

Farewell, faithful Christians, farewell all around,



Perhaps we’ll not meet till the last trump shall sound;
To meet you in heaven, I give you my hand,
Our Savior to praise in the heavenly land.

367   Friends Parting.
                     7s.
WHEN shall we all meet again?
When shall we all meet again?
Oft shall glowing hope expire,
Oft shall wearied love retire,
Oft shall death and sorrow reign,
Ere we all shall meet again.

Though in distant lands we sigh,
Parch’d beneath the hostile sky;
Though the deep between us rolls,
Friendship shall unite our souls;
And in faith’s well-known domain,
There we all shall meet again.

When the dreams of  life are fled,
When its wasted lamps are dead,
When in cold oblivion’s shade,
Beauty, wealth, and fame are laid—
Where immortal spirits reign,
There we all may meet again.

368   When shall we meet again?
                     6s and 5s.
WHEN shall we meet again?
  Meet ne’er to sever?
When will peace wreathe her chain
  Round us for ever?
Our hearts will ne’er repose
Safe from each blast that blows
In this dark vale of  woes—
  Never—no, never!

When shall love freely flow
  Pure as life’s river?
When shall sweet friendship glow



  Changeless for ever?
Where joys celestial thrill,
Where bliss each heart shall fill,
And fears of  parting chill—
  Never—no, never!

Up  to that world of  light
  Take us dear Savior;
May we all there unite,
  Happy forever:
Where kindred spirits dwell,
There may our music swell,
And time our joys dispel,
  Never—no, never!

FUNERAL OCCASIONS.

DEATH OF CHILDREN.

369   Death of  an infant.
                     L.M.
SO fades the lovely, blooming flow’r,
Frail, smiling solace of  an hour
So soon our transient comforts fly,
And pleasure only blooms to die.

Is there no kind, no healing art,
To soothe the anguish of  the heart?
Divine Redeemer, be thou nigh:
Thy comforts were not made to die.

Then gentle patience smiles on pain,
And dying hope revives again;
Hope wipes the tear from sorrow’s eye,
And faith points upward to the sky.

370   Go to thy rest, fair child.
                     S.M.
GO to thy rest, fair child!
  Go to thy dreamless bed,



While yet so gentle, undefil’d,
  With blessings on thy head.

Before thy heart had learn’d
  In waywardness to stray;
Before thy feet had ever turn’d
  The dark and downward way;

Ere sin had sear’d the breast,
  Or sorrow woke the tear;
Rise to thy throne of  changeless rest,
  In yon celestial sphere!

Because thy smile was fair,
  Thy lip and eye so bright,
Because thy loving cradle care
  Was such a dear delight;

Shall love, with weak embrace,
  Thy upward wing detain?
No! gentle angel seek thy place
  Amid the cherub train.
 

371   Death of  an infant.
                     L.M.
AS the sweet flow’r that scents the morn,
  But withers in the rising day,
Thus lovely was this infant’s dawn,
  Thus swiftly fled its life away.

It  died ere its expanding soul
  Had ever burnt with wrong desires,
Had ever spurn’d at heaven’s control,
  Or ever quench’d its sacred fires.

Yet the sad hour that took the boy
  Perhaps has spared a heavier doom—
Snatch’d him from scenes of  guilty joy,
  Or from the pangs of  ill to come.

He died to sin; he died to care;



  But for a moment felt the rod;
Then, rising on the viewless air,
  Spread his light wings and soared to God.

372   On the death of  a child.
                     C.M.
WAKE up, my muse, condole the loss
  Of  those who mourn this day;
Let tears run down on every face,
  And every mourner pray.

The tyrant death came rushing in,
  And here, his pow’r to show;
With icy hand he touched this child,
  And laid its visage low.

No more the pleasant child is seen,
  To please the parent s eye;
The tender plant, so fresh and green,
  Is in eternity.

The golden bowl by death is broke,
  The pitcher burst in twain;
The cistern wheel hast felt the stroke,
  The pleasant child is slain.

The winding sheet enfolds its limbs,
  The coffin holds it fast;
To-day ‘tis seen by all its friends,
  But this must be the last—

Until the Lord doth come to judge,
  The nations great and small;
When you and I the test shall stand,
  Or at his presence fall.
 

373   Death of  a child.
                     C.M.
YE mourning saints, whose streaming tears
  Flow o’er your children dead,
Say not in transports of  despair,



  That all your hopes are fled.

While cleaving to that darling dust,
  In fond distress ye lie;
Rise and with joy and rev’rence view
  A heav’nly parent nigh.

Tho’ your young branches torn away,
  Like wither’d trunks ye stand;
With fairer verdure shall ye bloom,
  Touch’d by th’ Almighty’s hand.

“I’ll give the mourner,” saith the Lord,
  “In my own house a place;
No names of  daughters and of  sons,
  Could yield so high a grace.

“Transient and vain is ev’ry hope,
  A rising race can give,
In endless honor and delight,
  My children all shall live.”

We welcome, Lord, those rising tears,
  Through which thy face we see,
And bless those wounds which through our hearts,
  Prepare a way for thee.
 

374   Death of  an infant.
                     C.M.
WE lay thee in the silent tomb,
  Sweet blossom of  the day;
We just began to view thy bloom,
  When thou wert call’d away.

Friendship and love have done their last,
  And now can do no more;
The bitterness of  death is past,
  And all thy sufferings o’er.

Thy gentle Spirit passed away,
  ‘Mid pain the most severe;



So great we could not wish thy stay,
  A moment longer here.

Oh, who could wish thy longer stay,
  In such a world as this;
Since thou hast gain’d the realms of  day.
  And pure, undying bliss?

375   The child’s Farewell.
                     C.M.
MY dearest parents, I have gone
  To dwell in endless bliss;
All free from trouble, pain and groans,
  I’ll be where Jesus is.

Now you, my parents, faithful prove,
  In serving Christ the Lord;
And when on earth your race is run,
  You’ll meet a great reward.

Then you shall see your child again,
  In bliss divinely free;
Where parting hands are known no more,
  Throughout eternity.

DEATH OF THE YOUNG.

376   Time fleeting.
                     7s and 6s. P.M. 
TIME is winging us away
  To our eternal home;
Life is but a winter’s day—
  A journey to the tomb:
Youth and vigor soon will flee,
  Blooming beauty lose its charms;
All that’s mortal soon will be
  Enclos’d in death’s cold arms.

Time is winging us away
  To our eternal home;



Life is but a winter’s day—
  A journey to the tomb;
But the Christian shall enjoy
  Health and beauty soon above;
Far beyond the world’s alloy,
  Secure in Jesus’ love.

377   On the death of  the young.
                     C.M.
WHEN blooming youth is snatch’d away
  By death’s resistless hand
Our hearts the mournful tribute pay,
  Which pity must demand.

The voice of  this alarming scene,
  May ev’ry heart obey;
Nor be the heav’nly warning vain,
  Which calls to watch and pray.

Oh, let us fly, to Jesus fly,
  Whose pow’rful arm can save;
Then shall our hopes ascend on high,
  And, triumph o’er the grave.

Great God, thy Sov’reign grace impart,
  With cleansing, healing pow r;
This only can prepare the heart,
  For death’s surprising hour.

378   The Falling Leaves. —Ecclesiastes 12:1.
                     8s and 7s.
SEE the leaves around us falling,
  Dry and withered to the ground:
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling,
  In a sad and solemn sound:

Youth on length of  days presuming,
  Who the path of  pleasure tread,
View us, late in beauty blooming,
  Number’d now among the dead.



What tho’ yet no losses grieve you,
  Gay with health and many a grace,
Let not cloudless skies deceive you,
  Summer gives to autumn place.

Yearly in our course returning,
  Messengers of  shortest stay;
Thus we preach this truth concerning,
  Heav’n and earth shall pass away.

On the tree of  life eternal,
  Let our hopes of  heav’n be laid!
This alone, forever vernal,
  Bears a leaf  that shall not fade.

379   Life a journey.
                     8s and 7s.
LIFE on earth, a changeful journey
  From the cradle to the grave,
Bids us join Immanuel’s army,
  Calls us to be strong and brave.

‘Tis the time to seek salvation,
  And to flee the wrath to come;
‘Tis the time for preparation,
  As we journey to our home.

380   Death of  a youth.
                     C.M.
LIFE is a span—a fleeting hour:
  How soon thy vapor flies!
Man is a tender transient flow’r,
  That e’en in blooming dies.

The once-lov’d form, now cold and dead,
  Each mournful thought employs;
And nature weeps her comfort fled,
  And wither’d all her joys.

Hope looks beyond the bounds of  time,
  When what we now deplore;



Shall rise in full immortal prime,
  And bloom to fade no more.

Cease, then, fond nature, cease thy tears,
  Thy Savior dwells on high
There everlasting spring appears,
  There joys shall never die.

381   A voice from the dead.
                     C.M.
THIS lovely form once fresh and fair,
  Among the youthful crowd;
We now behold it dead and cold,
  And wrapped up in a shroud.

382   Death of  a brother.
                     C.M.
DEATH has been here and borne away
  A brother from our side;
Just in the morning of  his day,
  As young as we he died.

Not long ago he filled his place,
  And sat with us to learn;
But he has run his mortal race,
  And never can return.

Perhaps our time may be as short,
  Our days may fly as fast;
O Lord, impress the solemn thought,
  That this may be our last.

All needful strength is thine to give,
  To thee our souls apply;
For grace to teach us how to live,
  And make us fit to die.
 

383   A warning to the young.
                     C.M.
MY youthful mates, both small and great,
  Stand here and you shall see;



An awful sight which is a type,
  Of  what you soon must be.

I did appear once fresh and fair.
  Among the youthful crowd;
But now behold me dead and cold,
  Wrapp’d in a sable shroud.

My cheeks once red like roses spread,
  My sparkling eyes so gay;
But now you see how ‘tis with me,—
  A lifeless lump of  clay.

When you are dress’d in all your best,
  In fashion so complete;
You soon must be as you see me,
  Wrapp’d in a winding sheet.

Ah, youth, beware, and do prepare,
  To meet the monster death;
For he may come while you are young,
  And steal away your breath.

When you unto amusements go,
  Remember what I say;
In a short time though in your prime,
  You may be call’d away.

When you unto my grave do go,
  The gloomy place to see;
I say to you who stand in view,
  Prepare to follow me.

Now I am gone I can’t return,
  No more of  me you’ll see;
But it is true that all of  you,
  Must shortly follow me.

DEATH OF THE PIOUS.

384   Asleep in Jesus. —I Thess. 4:14.



                     L.M.
ASLEEP in Jesus! blessed sleep
From which none ever wakes to weep;
A calm and undisturb’d repose,
Unbroken by the last of  foes.

Asleep in Jesus! oh, how sweet
To be for such a slumber meet!
With holy confidence to sing
That death has lost its venom’d sting!

Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest,
Whose waking is supremely blest:
No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour
That manifests the Savior’s pow’r.

Asleep in Jesus! oh for me
May such a blissful refuge be:
Securely shall my ashes lie,
And wait the summons from on high.

Asleep in Jesus! time nor space
Affects this precious hiding-place:
On Indian plains or Lapland snows
Believers find the same repose.
 

385   The Christian’s hope.
                     L.M.
FAREWELL, vain world, I’m going home,
My Savior smiles and bids me come,
Bright angels beckon me away,
To sing God’s praise in endless day.

And when to that bright world I fly,
To join the anthems in the sky,
Oh. then my happy soul shall tell,
My Jesus has done all things well.

I hope to meet my brethren there,
Who once did join with me in pray’r!
Our mourning time shall then o’er,



And we shall live to die no more.

Help us, dear Lord, that we enjoy
The union of  thy holy peace:
Which nothing ever may destroy,
Nor cause its blessings to decrease.

386   A dying saints farewell.
                     C.M.
DEAR friends farewell, I go to dwell
  With Jesus Christ on high:
There for to sing praise to my King
  To all eternity.

Weep not for me, for here you see
  My trials have been great;
But now (‘tis true) I bid adieu,
  And change my mournful state.

‘Twill not be long before the throng
  Will all together be;
And you that know the Lord below,
  Shall then your Savior see.

There we shall join in songs divine,
  God’s holy name shall praise;
And view Christ’s smile’s, forget the toils
  Of  these few evil days.

There we shall stand at his right hand
  And in his presence dwell;
And him adore for evermore;
  So, brethren, now farewell.
 

387   The death of  a saint.
                     C.M.
WHY do we mourn departing friends,
  Or shake at death’s alarms?
‘Tis but the voice that Jesus sends,
  To call them to his arms.



Are we not tending upwards too
  As fast as time can move?
Nor should we wish the hours more slow,
  To keep us from our love.

Why should we tremble to convey,
  Their bodies to the grave;
‘Twas there the Savior’s body lay,
  And rose with pow’r to save.

The graves of  all the saints he blest,
  And soft’ned ev’ry bed;
Where shall the dying members rest,
  But with their dying head?

Thence he arose; ascending high,
  And show’d our feet the way;
Up to the Lord the saints shall fly,
  At the great rising day.

Then let the last loud trumpet sound,
  And bid our kindred rise;
Awake, ye nations under ground,
  Ye saints, ascend the skies.

388   Death of  a minister.
                    8s and 7s.
BROTHER, thou art from us taken
  In the glory of  thy years;
As the oak, by tempests shaken,
  Falls ere time its verdure sears.

Here, where oft thy lips have taught us,
  Of  the Lamb, who died to save—
Where thy guiding hand hath brought us
  To the deep, baptismal wave—

Pale and cold we see thee lying,
  One that was to all so dear;
And the mourners’ bitter sighing
  Falls unheeded on thine ear.



All thy love and zeal, to lead us,
  Where immortal fountains flow;
And on living bread to feed us,
  In our fond remembrance glow.

May the conqu’ring faith that cheer’d thee,
  When thy foot on Jordan press’d;
Guide our spirits while we leave thee,
  In the tomb that Jesus bless’d.

389   We shall greet them, etc.
                     P. M. l0s and 8s.
WE shall greet them at home, we shall greet them,
  When the sorrow of  life shall be o’er,
Our loved ones, we hope soon to meet them,
  On Eden’s fair, beautiful shore;
The glorious thought, how consoling,
  To know that the time is so nigh,
When Jesus, the world, shall, controlling,
  Permit us to join them on high.

We shall greet them at home, we shall greet them
  Though now they are hid from our sight,
We think of  the time we shall meet them;
  And it oft fills our hearts with delight;
We have laid them away in deep sadness,
  Yet not without hope in our breast,
For again they will join us with gladness,
  And enter the heav’nly rest.

We shall greet them at home, we shall greet them,
  Where nothing can ever divide,
Where sickness, or death, can not harm them,
  Nor tear them again from our side;
There we’ll range beside life’s cooling river,
  ‘Neath the tree of  life’s shade we shall roam,
With the glory of  God shining ever,
  We’ll greet them, we’ll greet them at home.

390   Adieu to the dying saint.



                     L.M.
FAREWELL, bright soul, a short farewell,
  Till we shall meet again above;
In the sweet groves where pleasures dwell,
  And trees of  life bears fruits of  love.

There glory sits on every face,
  There friendship smiles in every eye;
There shall our tongues relate the grace
  That led us homeward to the sky.

Over all the names of  Christ, our King,
  Shall our harmonious voices rove;
Our harps shall sound from every string,
  The wonders of  his bleeding love.

Sweet soul, we leave thee to thy rest,
  Enjoy thy Jesus and thy God;
Till we, from bands of  clay released,
  Spring out and climb the shining road.

391   The sleep of  death.
                     C.M.
DEATH’S but a sleep, why should we weep
  For those in Christ who die?
Since this we know, to peace they go,
  And joys possess on high.

Altho’ to dust their bodies must
  Be turn’ d beneath the clod;
Yet they shall rise above the skies,
  And ever live with God.

Their happy days are spent in praise,
  While here we sigh and groan:
Could we but see how blest they be,
  ‘Twould make us cease to moan.

If  there was end, ‘twould trouble send,
  And would eclipse the joy;
But ‘tis not so, they’ll never go



  Out of  that sweet employ.

When they’ve been there ten thousand years,
  And thousands more are done;
They’ve no less days to sing God’s praise,
  Than when they first begun.

392   Sister, thou wast mild and lovely.
                     8s and 7s.
SISTER, thou wast mild and lovely,
  Gentle as the summer breeze;
Pleasant as the air of  ev’ning,
  When it floats among the trees.

Peaceful be thy silent slumber—
  Peaceful in the grave so low:
Thou no more wilt join our number;
  Thou no more our songs shalt know.

Dearest sister, thou hast, left us;
  Here thy loss we deeply feel;
But ‘tis God that hath bereft us:
  He can all our sorrows heal.

Yet again we hope to meet thee
  When the day of  life is fled;
Then in heaven with joy to greet thee,
  Where no farewell tear is shed.

393   The Christian never dies. —John 11:26.
                     S.M.
IT is not death to die,
  To leave this weary road,
And, ‘midst the brotherhood on high,
  To be at home with God.

It is not death to close
  The eye long dimm’d by tears;
And wake in glorious repose,
  To spend eternal years.



It is not death to fling
  Aside this sinful dust;
And rise, on strong, exulting wing,
  To live among the just.

Jesus, thou Prince of  Life!
  Thy chosen can not die;
Like thee, they conquer in the strife,
  To reign with thee on high.

394   Blessed are the dead, etc.
                     C.M.
HEAR what the voice from heav’n proclaims
  For all the pious dead;
Sweet is the savor of  their names,
  And soft their sleeping bed.

They die in Jesus, and are bless’d,
  How sweet their slumbers are:
From suffering and from sin releas’d,
  And freed from every snare.

Far from this world of  toil and strife,
  They’re present with the Lord;
The labors of  their mortal life,
  End in a large reward.

395   Sorrow turned to joy. —John 16:20.
                     8s and 7s.
HAPPY soul! thy days are ended,
  All thy mourning days below:
Go, by angel guards attended,
  To the sight of  Jesus go!
Waiting to receive thy spirit,
  Lo’ the Savior stands above:
Shows the purchase of  his merit,
  Reaches out the crown of  love.

Struggling through the latest passion,
  To thy dear Redeemer’s breast,
To his uttermost salvation,



  To his everlasting rest;
For the joy he sets before thee,
  Bear thy transitory pain;
Die, to live a life of  glory;
  Suffer, with thy Lord to reign.

396   Ye are not your own. —I Cor. 6:19.
                     C.M.
WHY should our tears in sorrow flow,
  When God recalls his own;
And bids them leave a world of  woe
  For an immortal crown?

Is not e’en death a gain to those
  Whose life to God was giv’n?
Gladly to earth their eyes they close,
  To open them in heav n.

Their toils are past, their work is done,
  And they are fully blest;
They fought the fight, the vict’ry won,
  And enter’d into rest.

Then let our sorrows cease to flow—
  God has recall’d his own;
And let our hearts, in every woe,
  Still say—”Thy will be done!”

397   
                     CM.
JESUS, my love, to glory’s gone,
  Him will I go and see;
And all my brethren here below,
  Will soon come after me.

398   A Funeral Hymn.
                     8s.
How blest is our brother bereft
  Of  all that could burden his mind!
How easy the soul, that hath left
  This wearisome body behind!



Of  evil incapable thou,
  Whose relicts with envy I see;
No longer in misery now,
  No longer a sinner like me.

This earth is affected no more,
  With sickness, or shaken with pain;
The war in the members is o’er,
  They never shall suffer again.
This languishing head is at rest,
  Its thinking and aching are o’er;
This quiet immovable breast,
Is heav’d by affliction no more.

This heart is no longer the seat
  Of  trouble and torturing pain;
It ceases to flutter and beat,
  It never shall flutter again.
The lids he so seldom could close,
  By sorrow forbidden to sleep,
Sealed up in eternal repose,
  Have strangely forgotten to weep.

399   Death of  a brother.
                     8s and 7s.
DEAREST brother thou hast left us,
  For a better land above;
It is God who hath bereft us,
  He would call thee to thy love.
May the Lord in kindness greet thee,
  And receive thee into rest;
And may we strive there to meet thee
  With the sanctified and blest.

Rest then, brother, rest above then—
  From thy labors here below;
We will gladly meet thee there, when
  We from earth to heaven go.
There is joy and sweet communion,
  For the righteous ones above!
It will be all peace and union,



  To those who their Savior love.

400   Farewell to the dead.
                     L.M.
A LAST farewell, now, to the dead,
  Whose soul we trust has fled on high;
Come view the grave, the open grave,
  Here too our bodies soon must lie.

Weep now no more for those who sleep,
  But trust in God who dwells on high;
Come see the grave the gaping grave,
  Here too our bodies soon must lie.

To old and young, to one and all,
  The night of  death is drawing nigh,
Behold the grave, the dreary grave.
  Here too our bodies soon must lie.

The righteous pass content through death,
  Their spirits will to Jesus fly;
Think of  the grave, the gloomy grave,
  Where too our bodies soon must lie.

Down in the grave we all must come;
  Our bodies mold’ring there shall lie;
Oh, may we all then upward raise,
  Into the arms of  Jesus fly.

401   The soldier at rest.
                     S.M.
SERVANT of  God, well done;
  Rest from thy loved employ;
The battle fought, the victory won,
  Enter thy Master’s joy.

The pains of  death are past;
  Labor and sorrow cease;
And, life’s long warfare closed at last,
  Thy soul is found in peace.



Soldier of  Christ, well done;
  Praise be thy new employ;
And while eternal ages run,
  Rest in thy Savior’s joy.

402   Weep not for me. —Luke 23:28.
                     12s.
THOU art gone to the grave; but we will not deplore thee,
  Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb;
The Savior has passed through its portals before thee,
  And the lamp of  his love is thy guide through the gloom.

Thou art gone to the grave; we no longer behold thee,
  Nor tread the rough paths of  the world by thy side;
But the wide arms of  mercy are spread to enfold thee,
  And sinners may hope, for the Sinless hath died.

Thou art gone to the grave; and, its mansion forsaking,
  Perchance thy tried spirit in doubt lingered long:
But the sunshine of  glory beamed bright on thy waking,
  And full on thine ear burst the seraphim’s song.

Thou art gone to the grave; but we will not deplore thee,
  Since God was thy Refuge, thy  Guardian, thy Guide;
He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restore thee;
  And death has no sting, for the Savior     hath died.

403   He that believeth in Me shall never die. —John 11:26.
                     7s and 6s.
RETURNING, not departing,
  My steps are homeward bound;
I quit the land of  strangers,
  For home on native ground.

I’m leaving only shadows
  For what is true and good:
I must not, can not, linger;
  I would not, though I could.

This is not death’s dark portal—
  Life’s golden gate to me



Link after link is broken,
  And I at last am free.

Jesus, thou wilt receive me,
  And welcome me above;
This sunshine, which now fills me,
  Is thine own smile of  love.

DEATH IN GENERAL, ETC.

404   Preparation for death.
                     C.M.
IF I must die, oh, let me die,
  With hope in Jesus’ blood—
The blood that saves from sin and guilt,
  And reconciles to God.

If  I must die, oh, let me die,
  In peace with all mankind
And change these fleeting joys below,
  For pleasures more refin’d.

If  I must die—and die I must—
  Let some kind seraph come;
And bear me on his friendly wing,
  To my celestial home.

Of  Canaan’s land, from Pisgah’s top,
  May I but have a view;
Though Jordan should o’erflow its banks,
  I’ll boldly venture through.

405   The vanity of  men is mortal.
                     C.M.
TEACH me the measure of  my days,
  Thou Maker of  my frame!
I would survey life’s narrow space,
  And learn how frail I am.

A span is all that we can boast,



  An inch or two of  time
Man is but vanity and dust,
  In all his flow’r and prime.
 

406   A funeral thought.
                     C.M.
HARK’ from the tomb a doleful sound!
  My ears attend the cry;
“Ye living men, come view the ground,
  Where you must shortly lie.

“Princes, this clay must be your bed,
  In spite of  all your towr’s!
The tall, the wise, the rev’rend head,
  Must lie as low as ours.

Great God! is this our certain doom?
  And are we still secure?
Still walking downward to our tomb,
  And yet prepare no more!

Grant us the pow’r of  quick’ning grace,
  To fit our souls to fly:
Then, when we drop this dying flesh,
  We’ll rise above the sky.
 

407   The Christian ‘s hope.
                     C.M.
AND let this feeble body fail,
  And let it faint or die:
My soul shall quit the mournful vale
  And soar to worlds on high;
Shall join the disembodied saints,
  And find its long sought rest,
That only bliss for which it pants,
  On the Redeemer’s breast.

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 on my threescore years,
  Till my deliv’rer come,
To wipe away his servant’s tears,
  And take his exile home.

408   Triumph over death.
                     S.M.
AND must this body die?
  This mortal frame decay?
And must these active limbs of  mine,
  Lie mould’ring in the clay?

Corruption, earth and worms,
  Shall but refine this flesh;
Till my triumphant spirit comes,
  To put it on afresh.

God my Redeemer lives,
  And often from the skies
Looks down and watches all my dust,
  Till he shall bid it rise.

These lively hopes we owe,
  To Jesus’ dying love;
We would adore his grace below,
  And sing his pow’r above.

409   The summons of  death.
                     8s.
How solemn the signal I hear!
  The summons that calls me away;
In regions unknown to appear,
  How shall I the summons obey?
What scenes in that world shall arise,
  When life’s latest sigh shall be fled,
And darkness has seal’d up mine eyes,
  And deep in the dust I am laid?

No longer the world can I view,
  The scenes which so long I have known;
My friends, I must bid you adieu,



  For here I must travel alone;
Yet here my Redeemer has trod,
  His hallowed footsteps I know;
I’ll trust for defense to his rod,
  And lean on his staff  as I go.

Dear Shepherd of  Israel, lead on,
  My soul follows hard after thee;
The phantoms of  death are all down,
  When Jesus my Shepherd I see.
Dear brethren and sisters, I go
  To wait your arrival above;
Be faithful, and soon you shall know,
  The triumphs and joys of  his love.
 

410   Frail life, and succeeding Eternity.
                     C.M.
THEE we adore, eternal name!
  And humbly own to thee;
How feeble is our mortal frame,
  What dying worms are we!

Our wasting lives grow shorter still,
  As months and days increase;
And ev’ry beating pulse we tell,
  Leaves but the number less.

The year rolls round, and steals away
  The breath that first it gave;
Whate’er we do, whate’er we be,
  We’re traveling to the grave.

Dangers stand thick through all the ground,
  To push us to the tomb;
And fierce diseases wait around,
  To hurry mortals home.

Great God! on what a slender thread,
  Hang everlasting things!
Th’ eternal state of  all the dead,
  Upon life’s feeble strings.



Infinite joy, or wretched woe,
  Attends on ev’ry breath;
And yet how unconcern’d we go,
  Upon the brink of  death!

Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense,
  To walk this dang’rous road;
And if  our souls are hurried hence,
  May they be found with God.

411   Will they know us there?
                     8s and 7s.
WHEN the hand of  death shall sever
  Every tie that binds us here,
And we bid adieu forever
  To our friends and kindred dear—

Gone where shadows faileth never,
  Free from earthly strife and care,
Shall we meet them at the river?
  Will they know us over there?

In that land beyond the river,
  Where our friends have gone before;
In the bright, the glad forever,
  Where the soul shall sigh no more;

Do they think of  us poor mortals,
  And with loving welcome wait?
Will they greet us at the portals,?
  Will they know us at the gate?

412   The frailty of  life.
                     S.M.
LORD, what a feeble piece
  Is this our mortal frame!
Our life, how poor a trifle ‘tis,
  That scarce deserves the name.

Alas the brittle clay,



  That built our body first!
And ev’ry month and ev’ry day,
  ‘Tis mouldring back to dust.

Our moments fly apace,
  Nor will our minutes stay;
Just like a flood our hasty days
  Are sweeping us away.

Well, if  our days must fly,
  We’ll keep their end in sight,
We’ll spend them all in wisdom’s way,
  And let them speed their flight.

They’ll waft us sooner o’er
  This life’s tempest’ous sea!
Soon we shall reach the peaceful shore
  Of  blest eternity.

413   Brevity of  life. —Gen. 47:9.
                     C.M.
OUR days, alas! our mortal days
  Are short and wretched too;
“Evil and few,” the patriarch says,
  And well the patriarch knew.

‘Tis but at best a narrow bound,
  That heav’n allows to men;
And pains and sins run thro’ the round
  Of  three score years and ten.

Well, if  ye must be sad and few,
  Run on, my days, in haste;
Moments of  sin and months of  woe,
  Ye can not flow too fast.

Let heav’nly love prepare my soul,
  And call her to the skies,
Where years of  long salvation roll,
  And glory never dies.



414   Passing away.
                     C. M.
TIME, like an ever-rolling stream,
  Bears all its sons away;
They fly, forgotten, as a dream
  Dies at the op’ning day.

Like flow’ry fields the nations stand,
  Pleased with the morning light;
The flow’rs beneath the mower’s hand
  Lie withering ere ‘tis night.

Thy word commands our flesh to dust
  “Return, ye sons of  men,”
All nations rose from earth at first,
  And turn to earth again.

A thousand ages in thy sight,
  Are like an ev’ning gone;
Short as the watch that ends the night,
  Before the rising sun.
 

415   Triumph over death.
                     C.M.
GREAT God I own thy sentence just.
  That nature must decay;
I yield my body to the dust,
 To dwell with fellow clay.

Yet faith may triumph o’er the graves,
  And trample on the tombs,
My Jesus, my Redeemer lives,
  My God, my Savior comes.

The mighty conq’ror shall appear
  High on a royal seat,
And death, the last of  all his foes,
  Lie vanquished at his feet.

Then shall I see thy lovely face,
  With strong immortal eyes,



And feast upon thy unknown grace
  With pleasure and surprise.

416   A thought of  death and glory.
                     C.M.
MY soul, come meditate the day,
  And think how near it stands,
When thou must quit this house of  clay,
  And fly to unknown lands.

And you, mine eyes, look down and view
  The hollow gaping tomb;
This gloomy prison waits for you,
  Whene’er the summons come.

Oh could we die with those who die,
  And place us in their stead!
Then would our Spirits learn to fly,
  And converse with the dead.

Then should we see the saints above,
  In their own glorious forms,
And wonder why our souls should love
  To dwell with mortal worms.

417   Your fathers, where are they ?—Zech. 1:5.
                     S.M.
HOW swift the torrent rolls
  That bears us to the sea;
The tide that hurries thoughtless souls
  To vast eternity.

Our fathers, where are they,
  With all they called their own?
Their joys and griefs, and hopes and cares,
  And wealth and honor gone.

God of  our fathers, hear,
  Thou everlasting Friend!
While we, as on life’s utmost verge,
  Our souls to thee commend.



Of  all the pious dead
  May we the footsteps trace,
Till with them, in the land of  light,
  We dwell before thy face.

418   God preserves our frail bodies.
                     C.M.
LET others boast how strong they be,
  Nor death, nor danger fear;
But we’ll confess, O Lord, to thee,
  What feeble things we are.

Fresh as the grass our bodies stand,
  And flourish bright and gay;
A blasting wind sweeps o’er the land,
  And fades the grass away.

Our life contains a thousands springs,
  And dies if  one be gone;
Strange that a harp of  thousand strings
  Should keep in tune so long.

But ‘tis our God supports our frame,
  The God who formed us first;
Praise be to his Almighty name,
  That reared us from the dust.

While we have breath, or life, or tongues,
  Our Maker we’ll adore;
His Spirit moves our heaving lungs
  Or they would breathe no more.

419   Rapidity and uncertainty of  time.
                     C. P. M.
MY days, my weeks, my months, my years
Fly rapid as the whirling spheres
  Around the steady pole;
Time, like a tide, its motion keeps,
And I must launch through gloomy deeps,
  Where ages ever roll.



The grave is near the cradle seen;
How swift the moments pass between,
  And whisper as they fly:
Unthinking man, remember this—
Though fond of  sublunary bliss—
  That thou must groan and die.

My soul, attend the solemn call!
Thy earthly tent must shortly fall,
  And thou must take thy flight,
Beyond the vast expansive blue,
To sing above, as angels do,
  Or sink in gloomy night.

420   We are warned of  death.
                     C.M.
BENEATH our feet and o’er our head,
  Is equal warning giv’n;
Beneath us lie the countless dead,
  Above us is the heav n.

Their names are graven on the stone,
  Their bones are in the clay;
And ere another day is done,
  Ourselves may be as they.

Death rides on ev’ry passing breeze;
  He lurks in ev’ry flow’r;
Each season has its own disease,
  Its peril ev’ry hour.

Our eyes have seen the rosy light,
  Of  youth’s soft cheek decay;
And fate descend in sudden night
  On manhood’s middle day.

Turn, mortal, turn; thy danger know;
  Where’er thy foot can tread;
The earth rings hollow from below,



  And warns thee of  her dead.

421   The other shore.
                     8s and 7s.
SOON thy sun will set in Eden,
  And the toils of  life be o’er;
Then be heard the happy Amen,
  Thou hast reached the other shore.

422   Departing.
                     7s.
EARTHLY home, adieu, adieu,
  Earthly friends farewell to you;
Soft I breathe my last good bye,
  Jesus calls me, let me die.

423   Life passing away.
                     7s and 6s.
AS flows the rapid river,
  With channel broad and free,
Its waters rippling ever,
  And hasting to the sea;

So life is onward flowing,
  And days of  offered peace,
And man is swiftly going
  Where calls of  mercy cease.

As moons are ever waning,
  As hastes the sun away,
As stormy winds complaining,
  Bring on the wintry day;

So fast the night comes o’er us—
  The darkness of  the grave;
And death is just before us—
  God takes the life he gave.

Say, hath thy heart its treasure
  Laid up in worlds above?
And is it all thy pleasure,



  Thy God to praise and love?

Beware lest death’s dark river
  Its billows o’er thee roll,
And thou lament forever
  The ruin of  thy soul.

424   Time passing.
                     7s and 6s.
A DOWN the peaceful river,
  In silence glides the boat;
Encircled by the vapors
  That through the welkin float.

And as I view it twinkle,
  Above the shining wave;
I think how it resembles,
  Our passage to the grave.

How time’s majestic river,
  Still bears us in its sweep;
Toward the dark dominions,
  Of  everlasting sleep.

425   On the death of  a husband.
                     C.M.
MY head and stay is called away,
  And I am left alone;
My husband dear, who was so near,
  Is fled away and gone.

It breaks my heart, ‘tis hard to part,
  With one that was so kind;
Where shall I go to rest my smart,
  Or ease my troubled mind?

Naught can I find to ease my mind,
  In things which are below;
For earthly toys but vex my joys,
  And aggravate my woe.



But I’ll repair to Jesus, where
  I’ll ease my troubled breast;
To Christ above who is my love,
  And my eternal rest.

And oh, that he would send for me,
  And call my spirit home;
To world’s of  rest among the blest,
  Where troubles never come.

426   The poor man’s friend.
                     C.M.
O DEATH the poor man’s dearest friend,
  The kindest and the best,
Welcome the hour my weary limbs
  Are laid in thee at rest.

There is a rest for weary souls,
  When life’s warfare is o’er;
There is a land more fair than this,
  ‘Tis on the farther shore.

Our fathers who have nobly fought,
  Have gone before us there;
And now if  we their footsteps tread,
  We shall their glory share.

427   Beauty passes away.
                     6,6,8,8,6.
OH, what is beauty’s pow’r?
  It flourishes and dies;
Will the cold earth its silence break,
To tell how soft, how smooth a cheek
  Beneath its surface lies?

The most beloved on earth,
  Not long survives the day;
So music passed is obsolete,
And yet ‘twas sweet, ‘twas passing sweet,
  But now ‘tis gone away.



Then since this world is vain,
  And volatile and fleet
Why should I lay up earthly joys,
Where rust corrupts and moth destroys,
  And cares and sorrow eat?

428   Passing away.
                     C.M.
AS shadows cast by cloud and sun,
  Flit o’er the summer grass.
So in thy sight Almighty one,
  Earth’s generations pass.

And with the years an endless host,
  Come pressing swiftly on;
The brightest names that earth can boast,
  Just glisten, and are gone.

Yet doth the Star of  Bethlehem shed,
  A lustre pure and sweet;
And still it leads as once it led,
  To the Messiah’s feet.

O Father may that holy star,
  Grow every year more bright;
And send its glorious beams afar,
  To fill the world with light.

429   The measure of  my days.—Psalm 39:4
                     L.M.
ALMIGHTY Maker of  my frame
  Teach me the measure of  my days;
Teach me to know how frail I am,
  And spend the remnant to thy praise.

My days are shorter than a span;
  A little point my life appears;
How frail at best is dying man!
  How vain are all his hopes and fears!



430   Ready to depart
                     7s.
READY for my earthen bed,
Let me rest my fainting head,
Welcome life’s expected close,
Sink in permanent repose;
Jesus’ blood, to which I fly,
Doth my conscience purify,
Signs my weary souls release,
Bids me now depart in peace.

Thus do I my couch prepare;
Oh how soft when Christ is there!
There my breathless Savior laid,
Turns it to a spicy bed;
Resting in his power to save,
Looking now beyond the grave,
Calm I lay my body down,
Rise to an immortal crown!

431   Reunion in heaven.
                     C.M.
OH, weep not for the joys that fade
  Like evening lights away,
For hopes that, like the stars decayed,
  Have left thy mortal day
The clouds of  sorrow will depart,
  And brilliant skies be given;
And bliss awaits the holy heart,
  Amid the bowers of  heaven.

Oh weep not for the friends that pass
  Into the lonely grave,
As breezes sweep the withered grass
  Along the restless wave;
For though thy pleasures may depart,
  And mournful days be given,
Yet bliss awaits the holy heart,
  When friends rejoin in heaven.

432   Death always near.



                     C.M.
DEATH floats on every passing breeze,
  And lurks in every flower;
Each season has its own disease,
  Its peril every hour.

We daily see the rosy light
  Of  youth’s soft cheek decay;
And life depart in sudden night
  Ere scarce has dawned the day.

Look downward, then; thy danger know;
  Where now thy foot may tread,
List to the warning from below,
  There lie the buried dead.

Look upward, too; by faith apply
  The truth divinely given;
On Jesus and his word rely,
  And fit thy soul for heaven.

THE RESURRECTION.

433   The dead and living saints meeting.— I Thess. 4:17.
                     CM.
THE time draws nigh, when from the clouds,
  Christ shall with pow’r descend;
And the last trumpet’s awful voice,
  The heav’ns and earth shall rend.

Then they who live shall changed be,
  And they who sleep shall wake;
The graves shall yield their ancient charge,
  While earth’s foundations shake.

The saints of  God, from death set free,
  With joy shall mount on high;
The heav’nly hosts, with praises loud,
  Shall meet them in the sky.



A few short years of  exile past,
  We reach the happy shore;
Where death divided friends, at last,
  Shall meet to part no more.

434   Watchman.
                     8s and 7s.
WATCHMAN, tell me does the morning,
  Of  fair Zion’s glory dawn?
Have the signs that mark his coming,
  Yet upon thy pathway shone?

Pilgrim, yes! arise, look ‘round thee,
  Light is breaking in the skies;
Gird thy bridal robes around thee,
  Morning dawns, arise, arise.

Watchman, see! the light is beaming,
  Brighter still upon the way;
Signs through all the earth are gleaming,
  Omens of  the coming day.

When the jubal trumpet sounding,
  Shall awake from earth and sea;
All the saints of  God now sleeping,
  Clad in immortality.
 

435   Bearing the cross.
                     C.M.
MUST Jesus bear the cross alone,
  And all the world go free?
No, there’s a cross for every one,
  And there’s a cross for me.

The consecrated cross I’ll bear,
  Till death shall set me free;
And then go home my crown to wear,
  For there’s a crown for me.

How happy are the saints above,
  Who once went sorrowing here;



But now they taste unmingled love,
  And joy without a tear.

Upon the crystal pavement, down
  At Jesus’ pierced feet;
Joyful I’ll cast my golden crown,
  And his dear name repeat.

And palms shall wave, and harps shall ring
  Beneath heaven’s arches high;
The Lord that lives, the ransomed sing,
  That lives, no more to die.

Oh, precious cross! oh, glorious crown!
  Oh, resurrection day!
Ye angels, from the stars come down,
  And bear my soul away.

436   He rose for our justification.
                     S.M.
TO-DAY the Savior rose,
  Our Jesus left the dead,
He conquered our malignant foes,
  And Satan captive led.

He left his glorious throne,
  To make our peace with God;
Blessings forever on his name,
  He bought us with his blood.

For us his life he paid,
  For us the law fulfilled;
On him our load of  guilt was laid;
  We by his stripes are healed.

Ye saints adore his name,
  Who hath such mercy shown;
Ye sinners, love the bleeding Lamb
  And make his praises known.

437   Resurrection of  Christ.



                     7s.
ANGELS, roll the rock away:
Death, yield up thy mighty prey;
See! he rises from the tomb—
Rises with immortal bloom.

‘Tis the Savior; seraphs raise
Your triumphant songs of  praise;
Let the earth’s remotest bound
Hear the joy-inspiring sound.

Lift, ye saints, lift up your eyes;
Now to glory see him rise;
Hosts of  angels on the road
Hail and sing th’ incarnate God.

Praise him, all ye heavenly choirs,
Praise him with your golden lyres;
Praise him in your noblest songs;
Praise him from ten thousand tongues.

438   Redemption completed.
                     S.M.
“THE Lord is risen indeed;”
  He lives to die no more;
He lives the sinners’ cause to plead,
  Whose curse and shame he bore.

“The Lord is risen indeed;”
  Then hell has lost his prey;
With him is risen the ransomed seed,
  To reign in endless day.

“The Lord is risen indeed;”
  Attending angels hear;
Up to the courts of  heaven, with speed,
  The joyful tidings bear.

Then wake your golden lyres.
  And strike each cheerful chord;
Join, all ye bright, celestial choirs,



  To sing our risen Lord.

439   Because I live, ye shall live also.
                     CM.
WHEN downward to the darksome tomb
  I thoughtful turn my eyes,
Frail nature trembles at the gloom,
  And anxious fears arise.

Why shrinks my soul? In death’s embrace
  Once Jesus captive slept;
And angels, hovering o’er the place,
  His lowly pillow kept.

Thus shall they guard my sleeping dust,
  And, as the Savior rose,
The grave again shall yield her trust,
  And end my deep repose.

My Lord, before to glory gone,
  Shall bid me come away;
And calm and bright shall break the dawn
  Of  heaven’s eternal day.

440   Awake and sing, ye that dwell in the dust. —Is. 26:19.
                     S.M.
SOON shall the trump of  God
  Give out the welcome sound,
That shake’s death’s silent chamber-walls,
  And breaks the turf-sealed ground.

Ye dwellers in the dust,
  Awake, come forth and sing;
Sharp has your frost of  winter been,
  But bright shall be your spring.

‘Twas sown in weakness here;
  ‘Twill then be raised in power;
That which was sown an earthly seed
  Shall rise a heavenly flower.



441   If  it die, it bringeth forth much fruit. —John 12:24
                     CM.
ALL nature dies, and lives again;
  The flowers that paint the field,
The trees that crown the mountain’s brow,
  And boughs and blossoms yield.

Resign the honors of  their form
  At winter’s stormy blast,
And leave the naked, leafless plain
  A desolated waste.

Yet soon reviving plants and flowers
  Anew shall deck the plain;
The woods. shall hear the voice of  spring,
  And flourish green again.

So, to the dreary grave consigned,
  Man sleeps in death’s dark gloom,
Until th’ eternal morning wake
  The slumbers of  the tomb.

442   Christ the first fruits. —I Cor. 15:23.
                     C.M.
As Jesus died and rose again
  Victorious from the dead,
So his disciples rise, and reign
  With their triumphant Head.

The saints of  God from death set free,
  With joy shall mount on high;
The heavenly host, with praises loud,
  Shall meet them in the sky.

Together to their Father’s house
  With joyful hearts they go,
And dwell forever with the Lord,
  Beyond the reach of  woe.



HEAVEN

443   What must it be to be there?
                     8s.
WE speak of  the realms of  the blest—
  That country so bright and so fair;
And oft are its glories confess’d:
  But what must it be to be there?

We speak of  its pathways of  gold—
  Its walls, decked with jewels so rare—
Its wonders and pleasures untold;
  But what must it be to be there?

We speak of  its freedom from sin,
  From sorrow, temptation, and care,
From trials without and within;
  But what must it be to be there?

We speak of  its service of  love—
  The robes which the glorified wear—
The church of  the first-born above;
  But what must it be to be there?

O Lord, amidst gladness or woe,
  For heaven our spirits prepare;
And shortly we also shall know
  And feel what it is to be there.
 

444   Holiness and happiness.
                     L.M.
HEAV’N is a place of  rest from sin,
  But all who hope to enter there,
Must here that holy course begin,
  Which shall their souls for rest prepare.

Clean hearts, O God, in us create,
  Right spirits, Lord, in us renew,
Commence we now that higher state,
  Now do thy will as angels do.



A life in heav’n! oh what is this?
  The sum of  all that faith believed;
Fulness of  joy and depth of  bliss,
  Unseen, unfathomed, unconceived.

The church of  Christ, the school of  grace,
  The Spirit teaching by the word;
In those our Savior’s steps we trace,
  By this his living voice is heard.

Firm in his footsteps may we tread,
  Learn every lesson of  his love;
And we from grace to glory led,
  From heav’n below, to heav’n above.

445   No tears in heaven.—Rev. 21:4.
                     C.M.
WHAT if  our bark o’er life’s rough wave,
  By adverse winds be driv’n,
And howling tempests ‘round us rave?
  There are no tears in heav’n.

What, though affliction be our lot,
  Our hearts with anguish riv’n!
Still, let it never be forgot—
  There are no tears in heav’n.

Our sweetest joys here vanish all,
  And fade like hues at even;
Our brightest hopes like meteors fall—
  There are no tears in heav’n.

Thou, God, our joy and rest shalt be,
  And sorrow far be driv’n;
And sin and death forever flee;
  There are no tears in heav’n.

There, from the blooming tree of  life,
  The healing fruit is giv’n;
There, there shall cease the painful strife;



  There are no tears in heav’n.

446   A little while.—John 16:16.
                     S. M.
A FEW more years shall roll,
  A few more seasons come;
And we shall lie with them that rest,
  Asleep within the tomb.

A few more suns shall set
  O’er these dark hills of  time,
And we shall he where suns are not,
  A far serener clime.

A few more storms shall beat
  On this wild rocky shore;
And we shall he where tempests cease,
  And surges swell no more.

A few more struggles here,
  A few more partings o’er,
A few more toils a few more tears,
  And we shall weep no more.

A few more meetings here
  Shall cheer us on our way;
And we shall reach the endless rest,
  Th’ eternal Sabbath day.

447   A prayer for the Christian.
                     L.M.
AS pilgrims in this vale of  tears
  We sigh to reach our heav’nly home:
That we, released from all our fears,
  May tune our harps and cease to roam.

O God, protect us by thy power,
  And keep us safe within thy fold;
That we in each unguarded hour,
  May never lose on thee our hold.



Oh, wipe the tears from sorrow’s eye,
  And let us all rejoice in thee;
Give joy for every rising sigh,
  Make us from every fetter free.

Help us to view our dying Lord.
  And gaze upon his bleeding side;
That we may, faithful to his word,
  Eternally in him abide.

Then when we quit this mortal frame,
  Oh, may we soar away to thee;
Raise hallelujah’s to thy name,
  And our divine Redeemer see.
 

448   Heaven.
                     C.M.
THERE shall thy glory, O our God!
  Break fully on our view;
And we, thy saints, rejoice to find
  That all thy word was true.

There Jesus, on his heav’nly throne,
  Our wond’ring eyes shall see;
While we the blest associates there,
  Of  all his joy shall be.

Sweet hope! we leave without a sigh
  A blighted world like this;
To bear the cross, despise the shame,
  For all that weight of  bliss.

449   The shining shore.
                     8s and 7s. [Peculiar.]
MY days are gliding swiftly by,
  And I a pilgrim stranger,
Would not detain them as they fly—
  Those hours of  toil and danger.

We’ll gird our loins, my brethren dear,
  Our heavenly home discerning;



Our absent Lord has left us word,
  Let every lamp be burning.

Should coming days be cold and dark,
  We need not cease our singing;
That perfect rest naught can molest
  Where golden harps are ringing.

Let sorrow’s rudest tempest blow,
  Each chord on earth to sever,
Our King says come, and there’s our home
  For ever, oh, for ever!
 

450   The better land.
                     S.M.
THERE is a land above
  All beautiful and bright,
And those who love and seek the Lord,
  Rise to that world of  light.

There sin is known no more,
  Nor tears, nor want, nor care;
There good and happy beings dwell,
  And all are holy there.

451   Rest for the weary.
                     8s and 7s.
IN the Christian’s home in glory,
  There remains a land of  rest,
There my Savior’s gone before me,
  To fulfill my soul’s request.

He is fitting up my mansion,
  Which eternally shall stand;
For my stay will not be transient,
  In that holy, happy land.

Pain nor sickness ne’er shall enter,
  Grief  nor woe my lot shall share,
But in that celestial center,
  I a crown of  life shall wear.



Death itself  shall then be vanquished;
  And his sting shall be withdrawn;
Sing for gladness, O ye ransomed!
  Hail with joy the rising morn.

Sing, O sing, ye heirs of  glory,
  Sing your triumph as you go;
Zion’s gates will open for you,
  You shall find an entrance through.

452   The fatherland.
                     9s and 8s.
THERE is a place where my hopes are stayed
  My heart and my treasure are there,
Where verdure and blossoms never fade,
  And fields are eternally fair.

There is a place where the angels dwell—
  A pure and a peaceful abode;
The joys of  that place no tongue can tell,
  For there is the palace of  God!

There is a place where my friends are gone
  Who suffered and worshiped with me;
Exalted with Christ, high on his throne,
  The King in his beauty they see.

There is a place where I hope to live,
  When life and its labors are o’er;
A place which the Lord to me will give,
  And then I shall sorrow no more.
 

453   A home in heaven.
                     10s.
A HOME in heaven! what a joyful tho’t,
As the poor man toils in his weary lot,
His heart oppressed, and with anguish driv’n
From his home below to his home in heav’n.

A home in heaven! As the suff ’rer lies



On his bed of  pain, and uplifts his eyes
To that bright home, what a joy is given,
With that blessed thought of  his home in heav’n.

A home in heaven! When our pleasures fade,
And our wealth and fame in the dust are laid,
And streng’th decays and our health is riven,
We are happy still with our home in heav’n.

A home in heaven! When the faint heart bleeds.
By the Spirit’s strokes for its evil deeds,
Oh, then what bliss in that heart forgiven,
Does the hope inspire of  a home in heaven!

A home in heaven! When our friends are fled
To the cheerless gloom of  the mouldering dead,
We wait in hope on the promise given—
We will meet up there in our home in heaven.

454   Heaven. —John 14:2.
                     7s.
HIGH in yonder realms of  light,
  Dwell the raptured saints above,
Far beyond our feeble sight,
  Happy in Imanuel’s love.
Pilgrims in this vale of  tears,
  Once they knew, like us below,
Gloomy doubts, distressing fears,
  Tort’ring pain and heavy woe.

Oft the big unbidden tear,
  Stealing down the furrowed cheek,
Told, in eloquence sincere,
  Tales of  woe they could not speak;
But these days of  weeping o’er,
  Past this scene of  toil and pain,
They shall feel distress no more,
  Never—never weep again!

‘Mid the chorus of  the skies,
  ‘Mid the angelic lyres above,



Hark—their songs melodious rise,
  Songs of  praise to Jesus’ love!
Happy spirits! ye are fled,
  Where no grief  can entrance find,
Lulled to rest the aching head,
  Soothed the anguish of  the mind!

All is tranquil and serene,
  Calm and undisturbed repose;
There no cloud can intervene,
  There no angry tempest blows!
Every tear is wiped away,
  Sighs no more shall heave the breast,
Night is lost in endless day,
  Sorrow in eternal rest!

455   The heavenly Jerusalem. —Rev. 21.
                     C.M.
JERUSALEM, my happy home,
  Oh how I long for thee!
When will my sorrows have an end,
  Thy joys when shall I see!

Thy walls are all of  precious stone,
  Most glorious to behold!
Thy gates are richly set with pearl,
  Thy Street is paved with gold.

Thy garden and thy pleasant green,
  My study long have been
Such sparkling light by human sight,
  Has never yet been seen.

If  heaven be thus glorious, Lord,
  Why should I stay from thence?
What folly ‘tis that I should dread
  To die and go from hence!

Reach down, reach down thine arm of  grace,
  And cause me to ascend,
Where congregations ne’er break up,



  And Sabbaths never end.
 

456   The promised land.
                     C.M.
FAR from these narrow scenes of  night,
  Unbounded glories rise,
And realms of  infinite delight,
  Unknown to mortal eyes.

There pain and sickness never come,
  And grief  no more complains;
Health triumphs in immortal bloom,
  And endless pleasure reigns.

No clouds those blissful regions know,
  Forever bright and fair!
For sin, the source of  mortal woe,
  Can never enter there.

Oh may the heavenly prospect fire
  Our hearts with ardent love,
Till wings of  faith and strong desire
  Bear every thought above.

Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine,
  For thy bright courts on high,
Then bid our spirits rise and join
  The chorus of  the sky.

457   Sighing for home. —Psalm 55:6.
                     C.M.
O LAND of  rest for thee I sigh!
  When will the moment come
When I shall lay my armor by,
  And dwell with Christ at home?

No tranquil joys on earth I know,
  No peaceful shelt’ring dome;
This world’s a wilderness of  woe;
  This world is not my home.



To Jesus Christ I sought for rest;
  He bade me cease to roam;
And fly for succor to his breast,
  And he’d conduct me home.
 

458   A prospect of  heaven.
                     C.M.
THERE is a land of  pure delight,
  Where saints immortal reign;
Infinite day excludes the night,
  And pleasures banish pain.

There everlasting spring abides,
  And never-with’ring flowers;
Death like a narrow sea divides
  This heavenly land from ours.

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood,
  Stand dressed in living green:
So to the Jews old Canaan stood,
  While Jordan rolled between.

But tim’rous mortals start and shrink,
  To cross this narrow sea,
And linger shiv’ring on the brink,
  And fear to launch away.

Oh, could we make our doubts remove
  Those gloomy doubts that rise,
To see the Canaan that we love,
  With unbeclouded eyes.

Could we but climb where Moses stood,
  And view the landscape o’er,
Not Jordan’s stream, nor death’s cold flood,
  Should fright us from the shore.

459   The promised land.
                     C.M.
ON Jordan’s stormy banks I stand,
  And cast a wishful eye



To Canaan’s fair and happy land,
  Where my possessions lie.

Oh, the transporting rapt’rous scene,
  That rises to my sight!
Sweet fields arrayed in living green,
  And rivers of  delight!

There gen’rous fruits that never fail
  On trees immortal grow;
There rocks and hills, and brooks and vales
  With milk and honey flow.

All o’er those wide extended plains
  Shines one eternal day;
There God the Son forever reigns,
  And scatters night away.

No  chilling winds, or pois’nous breath
  Can reach that healthful shore:
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,
  Are felt and feared no more.

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

460   Light in darkness.
                     C.M.
OH there’s a better world on high;
  Hope on thou pious breast;
Faint not thou trav’ler; on the sky
  Thy weary feet shall rest.

Anguish may rend each vital part;
  Poor man, thy strength how frail.
Yet heaven’s own strength shall shield thy heart,
  When flesh and heart shall fail,

Through death’s dark vale of  deepest shade



  Thy feet must surely go;
Yet there, e’en there, walk undismayed;
  ‘Tis thy last scene of  woe.

Thy God—and with the tenderest hand—
  Shall guard the trav’ler through;
“Hail!” shalt thou cry, “hail! promised land!
  And, wilderness, adieu!”

O Father, make our souls thy care,
  And bring us safe to thee:
Where’er thou art—we ask not where—
  But there ‘tis heaven to be.

461   A full assurance. —I Thes. 1:5.
                     8s and 7s.
KNOW my soul, thy full salvation,
  Rise o’er sin, and fear, and care;
Joy to find in every station
  Something still to do or bear.

Think what Spirit dwells within thee;
  Think what Father’s smiles are thine;
Think what Jesus did to win thee:
  Child of  heav’n, canst thou repine?

God will give thee grace and glory;
  Fight thy way, and get thy crown;
Canaan’s land lies just before thee—
  There you’ll lay your armor down.

Soon you’ll close your earthly mission,
  Soon you’ll pass your pilgrim days;
Hope shall change to glad fruition—
  Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.
 

462   Drawing nearer to Heaven.
                     SM.
YOUR harps, ye trembling saints,
  Down from the willows take;
Loud to the praise of  love divine,



  Bid every string awake.

Though in a foreign land,
  We are not far from home,
And nearer to our house above,
  We every moment come.

His grace will, to the end,
  Stronger and brighter shine;
Nor present things, nor things to come,
  Shall quench the spark divine.
 

463   The Eden of  love.
                     l2s and 11s.
How sweet to reflect on those joys that await me,
  In yon blissful region, the haven of  rest,
Where glorified spirits with welcome shall greet me,
  And lead me to mansions prepared for the blest,

Encircled in light, and with glory enshrouded
  My happiness perfect, my mind’s sky unclouded,
I’ll bathe in the ocean of  pleasure unbounded,
  And range with delight through the Eden of  love.

While angelic legions with harps tuned celestial
  Harmoniously join in the concert of  praise;
The saints, as they flock from the regions terrestrial,
  In loud hallelujahs their voices will raise,

Then songs to the Lamb shall re-echo through heaven,
  My soul will respond, To Immanuel be given
All glory, all honor, all might and dominion,
  Who brought us through grace to the Eden of  love.

Then hail, blessed state! hail ye songsters of  glory!
  Ye harpers of  bliss, soon I’ll meet you above!
And join your full choir in rehearsing the story,
  “Salvation from sorrow, through Jesus’ love;”

Though prisoned in earth, yet by anticipation,
  Already my soul feels a sweet prelibation



Of  joys that await me when freed from probation,
  My heart’ s now in Heaven, the Eden of  love.

464   Prospect of  Heaven.
                     C.M.
MOURNING and drooping here I lie,
  Upon this earthly clod,
While heav’nly things invite my eye,
  And bring me to my God.

Transported with a glorious view,
  Of  God’s eternal love,
Unto this world I bid adieu,
  And long to be above.

There all the saints in harmony
  Do stand forever more,
And to a vast eternity
  Their glorious Lord adore.

Hark! hark! methinks I hear the sound,
  Methinks the angels sing,
The glorious melody goes round,
  Which makes the heavens to ring.

The saints all clothed in white array,
  Their Savior’s praise declare:
Thro’ the bright realms of  endless day
  There’s not one mourner there.

Oh how the bending seraphs join
  To praise the God above!
While all the saints in notes divine,
  Do sing redeeming love.
 

465   The better home.
                     C.M.
THERE is a home beyond the vale,
  By faith I clearly see;
There harmony doth never fail,
  Yet all are ever free.



There my poor wandering soul shall rest,
  By hope I feel it mine;
Where I shall be forever blest,
  Among the blest to shine.

There all who will may find a home,
  By love to him who died,
To save the lost and they who roam
  O’er earth without a guide.

There, all who sorrow here below,
  With joy shall find all joy;
Tears for sorrow we shall not know,
  For naught can there annoy.

There all who hate shall never come,
  For peace doth reign supreme;
The good, the pure all love that home,
  For love is all their theme.

466   Rest in Heaven.
                     8s and 6s.
THERE is an hour of  peaceful rest
  To mourning wanderers given;
There is a joy for souls distressed,
A balm for every wounded breast:
  ‘Tis found alone in heaven.

There is a home for weary souls,
  By sins and sorrows driven,
When tossed on life’s tempestuous shoals,
Where storms arise and ocean rolls,
  And all is drear but heaven.

There faith lifts up the tearless eye,—
  The heart no longer riven,—
And views the tempest passing by,
Sees evening shadows quickly fly,
  And all serene in heaven.



There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,
  And joys supreme are given;
There rays divine disperse the gloom;
Beyond the dark and narrow tomb
  Appears the dawn of  heaven.

THE JUDGMENT.

467   Thoughts on judgment.
                     C.M.
AND must I be to judgment brought,
  And answer in that day,
For every vain and idle thought,
  And every word I say?

Yes, every secret of  my heart
  Shall shortly be made known,
And I receive my just desert,
  For all that I have done.

How careful then ought I to live,
  With what religious fear!
Who such a strict account must give,
  For my behavior here?

Thou awful Judge of  quick and dead,
  Thy watchful power bestow!
So shall I to my ways take heed,
  To all I speak or do.

If  now thou standest at the door,
  Oh let me feel thee near!
And make my peace with God, before
  I at thy bar appear.

468   The Lord Jesus revealed from Heaven.
                     L.M.
THE day of  wrath, that dreadful day,
When heaven and earth shall pass away!
What power shall be the sinner’s stay?



How shall he meet that dreadful day?

When, shrivelling like a parched scroll,
The flaming heavens together roll,
And louder yet and yet more dread,
Resounds the trump that wakes the dead!

Oh, on that day, that wrathful day,
When man to judgment wakes from clay,
Be thou, O Christ, the sinner’s stay,
Though heaven and earth shall pass away.

469   Resurrection and judgment.
                     SM.
WAK’D by the trumpet’s sound,
  I from the grave must rise,
And see the Judge with glory crowned,
  And see the flaming skies.

How shall I leave my tomb?
  With triumph or regret?
A fearful or a joyful doom,
  A curse or blessing meet?

I must from God be driven,
  Or with my Savior dwell;
Must come, at his command, to heaven,
  Or else depart — to hell.

Show me the way to shun
  Thy dreadful wrath severe,
That, when thou comest on thy throne,
  I may with joy appear.

470   Knowing the terror of  the Lord we persuade men.  II Cor. 5.11.
                     S.M.
AND will the Judge descend?
  And must the dead arise?
And not a single soul escape
  His all-discerning eyes.



How will my heart endure
  The terrors of  that day,
When earth and heaven, before his face,
  Astonished, shrink away?

But, ere the trumpet shakes
  The mansions of  the dead,
Hark! from the gospel’s cheering sound,
  What joyful tidings spread.

Come, sinners, seek his grace
  Whose wrath ye can not bear;
Fly to the shelter of  his cross,
  And find salvation there.
 

471   
                     8s, 7s, and 4s.
DAY of  judgment—day of  wonders,
  Hark the trumpet’s awful sound,
Louder than a thousand thunders,
  Shakes the vast creation round
    How the summons
Will the sinner’s heart confound!

See the Judge our nature wearing,
  Clothed in majesty divine!
Ye who long for his appearing,
  Then shall say, “This God is mine!”
    Gracious Savior!
Own me in that day for thine!

At his call the dead awaken,
  Rise to life from earth and sea:
All the pow’rs of  nature shaken,
  By his looks prepare to flee:
    Careless sinner!
What will then become of  thee?

MISCELLANEOUS



472   As unknown, and yet well known. —      II Cor. 6:9.
                     C.M.
WHAT poor, despised company
  Of  travelers are these,
Who walk in yonder narrow way
  Along the rugged maze?

Ah! these are of  a royal line,
  All children of  a King;
Heirs of  immortal crowns divine,
  And, lo! for joy they sing.

Why do they, then, appear so mean,
  And why so much despised?
Because of  their rich robes, unseen,
  The world is not apprised.

But some of  them seem poor, distressed,
  And lacking daily bread;
Oh! they’re of  boundless wealth possess’d
  With hidden manna fed!

But why keep they the narrow road,
  That rugged, thorny maze?
Why, that’s the way their leader trod,
  They love and keep his ways.

Why must they shun the pleasant path
  That worldlings love so well?
Because that is the way to death;
  The open road to hell.

What! is there then no other road
  To Salem’s happy ground?
Christ is the only way to God;
  None other can be found.
 

473   The good old way. —Jer. 6:16
                     L.M.
THE righteousness, th’ atoning blood
Of  Jesus, is the way to God;



Oh may we then no longer stray,
But come to Christ, the good old way.

The prophets and apostles too,
Pursued this path while here below;
We therefore will without dismay,
Thus walk in Christ, the good old way.

With faith and love and holy care,
In this dear way I’ll persevere:
And when I die, triumphant say,
This is the right, the good old way.

474   Stand for the right.
                     C.M.
BE firm, be bold, be strong, be true,
  “And dare to stand alone;”
Strive for the right, whate’er ye do,
  Though helpers there be none.

Nay, bend not to the swelling surge
  Of  fashions sneer and wrong;
‘Twill bear thee on to ruin s verge,
With current wild and strong.

Stand for the right, though falsehood rail,
  And proud lips coldly sneer;
A poisoned arrow can not wound
  A conscience pure and clear.

Stand for the right, and with clean hands
  Exalt the truth on high;
Thou’lt find warm, sympathizing hearts
  Among the passers-by.

Stand for the right, proclaim it loud,
  Thou’lt find an answering tone
In honest hearts, and then no more
  Be doomed to stand alone.

475   Holy fortitude. —I Cor. 16:13.



                     C.M.
AM I a soldier of  the cross,
  A foll’wer of  the Lamb?
And shall I fear to own his cause,
  Or blush to speak his name?

Must I be carried to the skies
  On flow’ry beds of  ease?
While others fought to win the prize,
  And sailed through bloody seas?

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

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

Thy saints in all this glorious war,
  Shall conquer though they die;
They see the triumph from afar,
  And seize it with their eye.

When that illustrious day shall rise,
  And all thine armies shine
In robes of  vict’ry through the skies,
  The glory shall be thine.

476   The narrow way.
                     L.M.
JESUS, my all, to heav’n is gone,
  He whom I fix my hopes upon;
His track I see, and I’ll pursue,
  The narrow way till him I view.

The way the holy prophets went,
The road that leads from banishment,
The King’s highway of  holiness,



I’ll go, for all his paths are peace.

No stranger may proceed therein,
No lover of  this world and sin;
Wayfaring men to Canaan bound,
Shall only in this way be found.

Then will I tell to sinners round,
What a dear Savior I have found;
I’ll point to thy redeeming Blood,
And say, “Behold the way to God!”
 

477   The Christian ‘s support.
                     CM.
WHEN I can read my title clear,
  To mansions in the skies;
I’ll bid farewell to ev’ry fear,
  And wipe my weeping eyes.

Should earth against my soul engage,
  And fiery darts be hurl’d;
Then I can smile at Satan’s rage,
  And face a frowning world.

Let cares like a wild deluge come,
  And storms of  sorrow fall;
May I but safely reach my home,
  My God, my heav’n, my all.

There I shall bathe my weary soul,
  In seas of  heav’nly rest;
And not a wave of  trouble roll
  Across my peaceful breast.

478   Salvation by grace.
                     S. M.
GRACE! ‘tis a charming sound!
  Harmonious to the ear!
Heav’n with the echo shall resound,
  And all the earth shall hear.



Grace first contrived the way,
  To save rebellious man;
And all the steps that grace display,
  Which drew the wond’rous plan.

Grace taught my roving feet
  To tread the heaven’ly road;
And new supplies, each hour, I meet,
  While pressing on to God.

Grace all the work shall crown,
  Through everlasting days;
It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
  And well deserves the praise.
 

479   True happiness.
                     C.M.
How happy is the Christian’s state!
  His sins are all forgiven;
A cheering ray confirms the grace,
  And lifts his hopes to heav’n.

Though in the rugged path of  life,
  He heaves the pensive sigh;
Yet trusting in his God, he finds
  Deliv’ring grace is nigh.

If  to prevent his wand’ring steps,
  He feels the chast’ning rod;
The gentle stroke shall bring him back
  To his forgiving God.

And when the welcome message comes,
  To call his soul away,
His soul in rapture shall ascend
  To everlasting day.

480   The way and prospect of  the Pilgrim.
                     8s and 7s.
DARK and thorny is the desert,
  Thro’ which pilgrims make their way,



Yet beyond this vale of  sorrow
  Lie the fields of  endless day;
Fiends, loud howling thro’ the desert,
  Make them tremble as they go:
And the fiery darts of  Satan
  Often brings their courage low.

Oh, young pilgrims, are you weary
  Of  the roughness of  the way?
Does your strength begin to fail you,
  And your vigor to decay
Jesus. Jesus will go with you,
  He will lead you to his throne;
He who dyed his garments for you,
  And the wine-press trod alone.

He whose thunder shakes creation,
  He who bids the planets roll,
He who rides upon the tempest,
  And whose sceptre sways the whole;
Round him are ten thousand angels
  Ready to obey command,
They are always hov’ring round you,
  Till you reach the heav’nly land.
 

481   Fellowship with God.
                     C.M.
FROM all that’s mortal, all that’s vain,
  And from this earthly clod:
Arise, my soul, and strive to gain
  Sweet fellowship with God.

Not life, nor all the toys of  art
  Nor pleasure’s flow’ry road;
Can to my soul such bliss impart,
  As fellowship with God.

And when the icy band of  death,
  Shall chill my flowing blood;
With joy I’ll yield my latest breath,
  In fellowship with God.



When I at last to heav’n ascend,
  And gain my blest abode;
There an eternity I’ll spend,
  In fellowship with God.

482   Not ashamed of  the Gospel.
                     C.M.
I’M not asham’d to own my Lord,
  Or to defend his cause,
Maintain the honor of  his word,
  The glory of  his cross.

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

Firm as his throne his promise stands,
  And he can well secure
What I’ve committed to his hands,
  Till the decisive hour.

Then will he own my worthless name,
  Before his Father’s face;
And in the new Jerusalem
  Appoint my soul a place.
 

483   The Rock of  Ages.
                     7s.
ROCK of  Ages, shelter me,
Let me hide myself  in thee!
Let the water and the blood,
From thy wounded side which flow’d,
Be of  sin the double cure,
Cleanse me from its guilt and pow’r.

Nothing in my hand I bring,
Simply to thy cross I cling;
Could my zeal no respite know,
Could my tears forever flow,



All for sin could not atone,
Thou must save, and thou alone.

While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my eye-lids close in death,
When I soar to worlds unknown,
See thee on thy judgment throne,
Rock of  Ages, shelter me,
Let me hide myself  in thee.

484   Christian Soldiers.
                     7s and 6s.
OH, when shall I see Jesus,
  And dwell with him above!
To drink the flowing fountains,
  Of  everlasting love?
When shall I be deliver’d
  From this vain world of  sin,
And with my blessed Jesus,
  Drink endless pleasures in?

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.

Through grace I am determin’d
  To conquer though I die,
And then away to Jesus,
  On wings of  love I’ll fly:
Farewell to sin and sorrow,
  I bid it all adieu;
And you my friends be faithful,
And on your way pursue.
 

485   My grace is sufficient. —II Cor. 12:9.



                     L.M.
GRACE, ‘tis a most delightful theme:
‘Tis grace that rescues guilty man,
‘Tis grace divine, all-conq’ring, free,
Or it had never rescu’d me.

‘Twas grace that quicken’d me when dead,
And grace my soul to Jesus led;
Grace brought me pardon for my sin,
And grace subdues my lust within.

‘Tis grace that sweetens ev’ry cross,
And grace Supports in ev’ry loss;
In Jesus’ grace my soul is strong;
Grace is my shield, and grace my song.

‘Tis grace defends when danger’s near,
By grace alone I persevere;
‘Tis grace constrains my soul to love,
And grace will bear me safe above.

486   Beatitudes. — Matt. 5:3-11
                     L.M.
BLEST are the humble souls that see
Their emptiness and poverty:
Treasures of  grace to them are giv’n,
And crowns of  joy laid up in heaven.

Bless’d are the men of  broken heart,
Who mourn for sin with inward smart;
The blood of  Christ divinely flows,
A healing balm for all their woes.

Bless’d are the meek, who stand afar
From rage and passion, noise and war,
God will secure their happy state,
And plead their cause against the great.

Bless’d are the souls that thirst for grace,
Hunger and long for right’ousness,
They shall be well supplied and fed,



With living streams and living bread.

487   Joy for salvation.
                     C.M.
SALVATION, oh, the joyful sound!
  ‘Tis pleasure to our ears;
A sov’reign balm for ev’ry wound,
  A cordial for our fears.

Buried in sorrow and in sin,
  At hell’s dark door we lay:
But we arrive by grace divine,
  To see an heav’nly day.

Salvation! let the echo fly
  The spacious earth around;
While all the armies of  the sky
  Conspire to raise the sound.
 

488   Longing for Christ.
                     8s.
THOU Shepherd of  Israel and mine,
  The joy and desire of  my heart,
For closer communion I pine;
  I long to reside where thou art.
The pasture I languish to find,
  Where all who their Shepherd obey,
Are fed, on thy bosom reclined,
  And screened from the heat of  the day.

Ah! show me that happiest place,
  That place of  thy people s abode;
Where saints in an ecstasy gaze,
  And hang on a crucified Lord:
Thy love for a sinner declare,
  Thy passion and death on the tree;
My spirit to Calvary bear
  To suffer and triumph with thee.

‘Tis there with the lambs of  thy flock,
  There only I covet to rest;



To lie at the foot of  the rock,
  Or rise to be hid in thy breast.
‘Tis there I would always abide,
  And never a moment depart,
Concealed in the cleft of  thy side,
  Eternally held in thine heart.

489   Spiritual mindedness.
                     C.M.
RELIGION is the chief  concern
  Of  mortals here below;
May I its great importance learn,
  Its sov‘reign virtue know.

More needful this, than glit’ring wealth,
  Or aught the world bestows;
Not reputation, food, nor health,
  Can give us such repose.

Religion should our thoughts engage
  Amidst our youthful bloom;
‘Twill fit us for declining age,
  And for the awful tomb.

Oh, may my heart, by grace renewed,
  Be my Redeemer’s throne;
And be my stubborn will subdued,
  His government to own.

Let deep repentance, faith and love,
  Be join’d with godly fear;
And all my conversation prove
  My heart to be sincere.

Preserve me from the snares of  sin,
  Through my remaining days;
And in me let each virtue shine
  To my Redeemer’s praise.

490   Christian watchfulness.



                     S.M.
MY soul! be on thy guard,
  Ten thousand foes arise,
The hosts of  sin are pressing hard
  To draw thee from the skies.

Oh watch, and fight, and gray,
  The battle ne’er give o er;
Renew it boldly every day,
  And help divine implore.

Ne’er think the vict’ry won,
  Nor once at ease sit down;
Thy arduous work will not be done,
  Till thou hast got thy crown.

Fight on, my soul, till death
  Shall bring thee to thy God;
He’ll take thee at thy parting breath,
  Up to his blest abode.

491   Christ, our refuge.
                     7s.
JESUS, lover of  my soul,
  Let me to thy bosom fly,
While the nearer waters roll,
  While the tempest still is high.
Hide me, O my Savior, hide,
  Till the storm of  life is past;
Safe into the haven guide,
  Oh receive my soul at last!

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 defenseless head
  With the shadow of  thy wing.



Thou, O Christ, art all I want,
  More than all in thee I find;
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,
  Heal the sick, and lead the blind.
Just and holy is thy name,
  I am all unrighteousness;
Vile and full of  sin I am,
  Thou art full of  truth and grace.

Plenteous grace with thee is found,
  Grace to pardon 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.

492   Day of  grace.
                     C.P.M.
THE Lord into his garden came;
The spices yield a rich perfume;
  The lilies grow and thrive
Refreshing showers of  grace divine,
From Jesus flow to every vine,
  And make the dead revive.

Oh, that this dry and barren ground,
In springs of  water may abound,
  A fruitful soil become:
The desert blossom as the rose,
When Jesus conquers all his foes,
  And makes his people one.

The glorious time is rolling on,
The gracious work is now begun,
  My soul a witness is:
I taste and see the pardon free,
For all mankind, as well as me,
  Who comes to Christ may live.



The worst of  sinners here may find,
A Savior pitiful and kind,
  Who will them all receive:
None are too late who will repent,
Out of  one sinner legions went,
  The Lord did him relieve.

I feel that heav’n is now begun,
It issues from the sparkling throne,
  From Jesus’ throne on high;
It comes like floods, we can’t contain,
We drink, and drink, and drink again,
  And yet we still are dry.

But when we come to reign above,
And all surround a throne of  love,
  We’ll drink a full supply:
Jesus will lead his armies through,
To living fountains where they flow,
  That never will run dry.

493   Christ ‘s Intercession.
                     H.M.
ARISE, my soul, arise,
  Shake off  thy guilty fears,
The bleeding sacrifice
  In my behalf  appears;
Before the throne my Savior stands;
My name is written on his hands.

He ever lives above,
  For me to intercede;
With his redeeming love,
  His precious blood to plead;
His blood was shed for all our race,
And sprinkles now the throne of  grace.

Five bleeding wounds he bears,
  Receiv’d on Calvary;
They pour effectual pray’rs,
  They strongly speak for me;



Forgive him, O forgive! they cry,
Nor let that ransom’d sinner die!

The Father hears him pray,
  His dear anointed one;
He can not turn away
  The presence of  his Son;
His spirit answers to the blood,
And tells me I am born of  God.

To God I’m reconcil’d,
  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.

494   The happy land.
                     P.M.
THERE is a happy land,
  Far, far away—
Where saints in glory stand,
  Bright, bright as day;
Oh, how they sweetly sing—
Worthy is the Savior King!
Loud let his praises ring
  For evermore.

Come to this happy land,
  Come, come away;
Why will ye doubting stand?
  Why still delay?
Oh, we shall happy be!
When from sin and sorrow free;
Lord, we shall live with thee,
  Blest evermore.

Bright in that happy land
  Beams every eye;
Kept by a Father’s hand,
  Love can not die.



Oh, then, to glory run;
Be a crown and kingdom won;
And bright above the sun,
  Reign evermore.
 

495   The law and gospel compared.—II Cor. 3:7-11.
                     L.M.
THE law commands and makes us know
What duties to our God we owe;
But ‘tis the gospel must reveal
Where lies our strength to do his will.

The law discovers guilt and sin,
And shows how vile our hearts have been;
Only the gospel can express
Forgiving love and cleansing grace.

What curses doth the law denounce
Against the man that fails but once!
But in the gospel Christ appears,
Pard’ning the guilt of  num’rous years.

My soul, no more attempt to draw
Thy life and comfort from the law;
Fly to the hope the gospel gives;
The man that trusts the promise lives.
 

496   Fears calmed. —Matt 14:27.
                     C.M.
WHEN waves of  trouble round me swell,
  My soul is not dismay’d;
I hear a voice I know full well—
  “‘Tis I; be not afraid.”

When black the threat’ning skies appear,
  And storms my path invade,
Those accents tranquilize each fear—
  “‘Tis I; be not afraid.”

There is a gulf  that must be cross’d;
  Savior, be near to aid!



Whisper, when my frail bark is toss’d—
  “‘Tis I; be not afraid.”

There is a dark and fearful vale,
  Death hides within its shade;
Oh, say, when flesh and heart shall fail—
  “‘Tis I; be not afraid.”

497   Redeeming love.
                     CM.
COME, heav’nly love, inspire my song,
  With thy immortal flame;
And teach my heart and teach my tongue
  The Savior’s lovely name.

Here pardon, life and joys divine
  In rich effusion flow,
For guilty rebels, lost in sin,
  And doom’d to dreadful woe.

Th’ Almighty former of  the skies,
  Stoop’d to our vile abode;
While angels view’d with wond’ring eyes,
  And hail’d th’ incarnate God.

On thee alone my hope relies,
  Beneath thy cross I fall;
My Lord, my life, my sacrifice,
  My Savior and my all.

498   Nearer to thee. —James 4:8.
                     6s and 4s.
NEARER, my God, to thee,
  Nearer to thee!
E’en though it be a cross
  That raiseth me;
Still all my song shall be—
Nearer, my God, to thee,
  Nearer to thee!

Though like a wanderer—



  Daylight all gone,
Darkness be over me,
  My rest a stone;
Yet in my dreams I’d be
Nearer, my God, to thee—
  Nearer to thee!

There let the way appear
  Steps unto heav n;
All that thou sendest me,
  In mercy given;
Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee—
  Nearer to thee!

Then with my waking thoughts,
  Bright with thy praise,
Out of  my stony griefs,
  Bethel I’ll raise
So by my woes to be
Nearer, my God, to thee—
  Nearer to thee!

Or, if  on joyful wing,
  Cleaving the sky,
Sun, moon and stars forgot,
  Upward I fly;
Still all my song shall be
Nearer, my God, to thee—
  Nearer to thee!

499   Robes of  Whiteness.
                     7s and 6s..
OH! for the robes of  whiteness,
  Oh! for the tearless eyes,
Oh! for the glor’ous brightness
  Of  the unclouded skies.

Oh! for the “no more weeping”
  Within the land of  love—
The endless joy of  keeping



  The bridal feast above.

Oh! for the bliss of  rising
  My risen Lord to meet;
Oh! for the rest of  lying
  Forever at his feet.

Oh! for the hour of  seeing
  My Savior face to face—
The hope of  ever being
  In that sweet resting-place.

Jesus, thou king of  glory
  I soon shall dwell with thee!
I soon shall sing the story
  Of  thy great love to me.

Meanwhile my soul would enter
  E’en now before thy throne.
That all my love might center
  On thee, and thee alone!

500   Lift the mind up higher.
                     8s and 7s.
BRIGHTER be the sky of  Eden,
  And celestial beauties dear,
When we soar to holier realms,
  Where the air is calm and clear.

Faith and courage “pilgrim stranger,”
  Be thy animating theme;
Heaven’s beauties, pure and peaceful,
  Will impart a brighter mien.

Take the crown—the golden scepter—
  Hallelujahs crown thine end:
‘Mid seraphic golden lyres
  Thou eternity shalt spend.

501   Application for admission into the church.—Ruth 1:16.



                     7s.
PEOPLE of  the living God,
  I have sought the world around,
Paths of  sin and sorrow trod,
  Peace and comfort nowhere found.

Now to you my spirit turns,
  Turns—a fugitive unblest;
Brethren, where your altar burns,
  Oh, receive me into rest!

Lonely I no longer roam
  Like the cloud, the wind, the wave;
Where you dwell shall be my home,
  Where you die shall be my grave;

Mine the God whom you adore—
  Your Redeemer shall be mine;
Earth can fill my soul no more—
  Every idol I resign.

502   Looking for that blessed hope. —Titus 2.13.
                     C.P.M.
COME on, my partners in distress,
My comrades in the wilderness,
  Who feel your sorrows still;
Awhile forget your griefs and fears,
And look beyond this vale of  tears,
  To that celestial hill.

Beyond the bounds of  time and space,
Look forward to that heav’nly place,
  The Saint’s secure abode;
On faith’s strong eagle pinions rise,
And force your passage to the skies,
  And scale the mount of  God.

Who suffers with our Master here,
Shall there before his face appear,
  And by his side sit down:
To patient faith the prize is sure;



And all that to the end endure
  The cross, shall wear the crown.

503   The Christian ‘s charge.
                     S.M.
A CHARGE to keep I have,
  A God to glorify,
A never dying soul to save,
  And fit it for the sky.

To serve the present age,
  My calling to fulfill;
Oh, may it all my pow’rs engage,
  To do my Master’s will!

Arm me with jealous care,
  As in thy sight to live;
And thy poor servant, Lord, prepare,
  A strict account to give.

Help me to watch and pray,
  And on thyself  rely;
Assur’d, if  I my trust betray,
  A second death I’ll die.

504   Walking in the light. —1 John 1:7
                     C.M.
WALK in the light! so shalt thou know
  That fellowship of  love,
His Spirit only can bestow,
  Who reigns in light above.

Walk in the light! and thou shalt find
  Thy heart made truly his;
Who dwells in cloudless light enshrin’d,
  In whom no darkness is.

Walk in the light! and thou shalt own
  Thy darkness pass’d away;
Because that Light hath on thee shone
  In which is perfect day.



Walk in the light! and e’en the tomb
  No fearful shade shall wear;
Glory shall chase away its gloom,
  For Christ hath conquer’d there.

Walk in the light! thy path shall be
  Peaceful, serene, and bright;
For God, by grace, shall dwell in thee,
  And God himself  is Light.

505   The pearl of  great price. —Matt. 13:45.
                     7s.
‘TIS religion that can give,
Sweetest pleasure while we live;
‘Tis religion must supply
Solid comfort when we die.

After death its joys will be
Lasting as eternity!
Be the living God my friend.
Then my bliss shall never end.
 

506   Now is our salvation nearer, etc. — Rom. 13:11
                     S.M.
A SWEETLY solemn thought
  Comes to me o’er and o’er,
To-day I’m nearer to my home
  Than e’er I’ve been before.

Nearer my Father’s house,
  Where many mansions be,
And nearer to the great white throne,
  Nearer the crystal sea.

Nearer the bound of  life,
  Where falls my burden down;
Nearer to where I leave my cross,
  And where I gain my crown.

Savior, confirm my trust,



  Complete my faith in thee;
And let me feel as if  I stood
  Close on eternity;

Feel as if  now my feet
  Were slipping o’er the brink;
For I may now be nearer home,
  Much nearer than I think.

507   Yet there is room.
                     L.M.
YET there is room the feast is spread
  For every hungry, thirsting soul;
And living streams and living bread
  Are ours when once we reach our goal.

Yet there is room! the home of  peace
  Throws open wide each crystal door;
And voices full of  love and bliss
  Bid us come in! and rove no more.

Yet there is room! the eternal song
  Waits till our voices join the strain;
Room, room amid the choral throng,
  Who praise the Lamb for sinners slain!

Yet there is room! the arms of  love
  Stretch wide to welcome sinners home;
Oh, haste, no more in sorrow rove,
  “The Spirit and the Bride say come!”
 

508   Justice and equity. —Matt. 7:12.
                     C.M.
COME, let us search our ways and see;
  Have they been just and right?
Is the great rule of  equity
  Our practice and delight?

What we would have our neighbor do,
  Have we still done the same?
From others ne’er withheld the due



  Which we from them would claim?

Do we, in all we sell or buy,
  Integrity maintain?
And, knowing God is always nigh,
  Renounce unrighteous gain?

Then may we raise our modest pray’r
  To God, the just and kind;
May humbly cast on him our care,
  And hope his grace to find.

509   We glory in tribulation. — Rom. 5:3
                     8s and 7s.
IN the cross of  Christ I glory,
  Tow’ring o’er the’ wrecks of  time
All the light of  sacred story
  Gathers round its head sublime.

When the woes of  life o’ertake me,
  Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,
Never shall the cross forsake me;
  Lo! it glows with peace and joy.

When the sun of  bliss is beaming
  Light and love upon my way
From the cross the radiance streaming
  Adds more luster to the day.

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,
  By the cross are sanctified;
Peace is there that knows no measure,
  Joys that through all time abide.

In the cross of  Christ I glory,
  Tow’ring o’er the wrecks of  time;
All the light of  sacred story
  Gathers round its head sublime.

510   Strengthen thy brethren. —Luke 22:23



                     8s and 7s.
TELL me not in mournful numbers,
  Life is but an empty dream;
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
  And things are not what they seem.

Life is real! life is earnest!
  And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
  Was not spoken of  the soul!

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
  Is our destined end and way;
But to act, that each to-morrow
  Find us further than to-day.

Lives of  true men all remind us
  We can make our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
  Footprints on the sands of  time;

Footprints which perhaps another,
  Sailing o’er life’s solemn main;
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother
  Seeing, shall take heart again

Let us then be up and doing,
  With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
  Learn to labor and to wait.

511   The water turned to wine.—John 2:1-11.
                     C.M.
DEAR friend, whose presence in the house,
  Whose gracious word benign
Could once, at Cana’s wedding feast,
  Change water into wine;

Come, visit us! and when dull work
  Grows weary, line on line,
Revive our souls, and let us see



  Life’s water turned to wine.

Gay mirth shall deepen into joy,
  Earth’s hopes grow half  divine,
When Jesus visits us, to make
  Life’s water glow as wine.

The social talk, the ev’ning fire,
  The homely household shrine,
Grow bright with angel visits, when
  The Lord pours out the wine.

For when self-seeking turns to love,
  Not knowing mine nor thine,
The miracle again is wrought,
  And water turned to wine.

512   Prayer for general peace.
                     L.M.
THY footsteps, Lord, with joy we trace,
And mark the conquests of  thy grace;
Complete the work thou hast begun,
And let thy will on earth be done.

Oh, show thyself  the Prince of  Peace,
Command the din of  war to cease;
Oh, bid contending nations rest,
And love pervade each human breast,

Then peace shall lift her balmy wing,
Glad plenty laugh, the valleys sing;
Reviving commerce lift her head,
And want, and woe, and hate be fled.

Thou good, and wise, and righteous Lord;
All move subservient to thy word;
Oh, soon let ev’ry nation prove
The perfect joy of  Christian love.
 

513   Watching against evil talk.—Psalm 39:1.



                     C.M.
THUS I resolv’d before the Lord,
  “Now will I watch my tongue,
Lest I let slip one sinful word,
  Or do my neighbor wrong.

“And if  I’m e’er constrain’d to stay
  With men of  lives profane,
I’ll set a double guard that day,
  Nor let my talk be vain.

“I’ll scarce allow my lips to speak
  The pious thoughts I feel,
Lest scoffers should th’ occasion take
  To mock my holy zeal.

“Yet, if  some proper hour appear,
  I’ll not be overaw’d,
But let the scoffing sinners hear
  That I can speak for God.”

514   The battle.
                     7s and 6s. P. M.
SOLDIERS of  the cross, arise!
Lo! your Leader from the skies
Waves before you glory’s prize,
  The prize of  victory.
Seize your armor—gird it on;
Now the battle will be won;
See! the strife will soon be done;
Then struggle manfully.

Jesus conquer’d when he fell—
Met and vanquish’d earth and hell;
Now he leads you on, to swell
  The triumphs of  his cross.
Though all earth and hell appear,
Who will doubt or who can fear?
God, our strength and shield, is near;
  We can not lose our cause.



Onward, then, ye hosts of  God!
Jesus points the victor’s rod—
Follow where your Leader trod;
  You soon shall see his face.
Soon, your enemies all slain,
Crowns of  Glory you shall gain;
Rise to join that glorious train,
  Who sing their Savior’s praise.

515   Early piety.
                     7s and 6s.
GO thou in life’s fair morning,
  Go, in the bloom of  youth,
And seek, for thine adorning,
  The precious pearl of  truth;
Secure the heav~nly treasure,
  And bind it on thy heart;
And let no earthly pleasure
  E’er cause it to depart.

Go, while the day-star shineth,
  Go, while thy heart is light,
Go, e’er thy strength declineth,
  While ev’ry sense is bright
Sell all thou hast and buy it
  ‘Tis worth all earthly things—
Rubies, and gold, and diamonds,
  Scepters and crowns of  kings!

Go, e’er the cloud of  sorrow
  Steals o’er thy bloom of  youth;
Defer not till to-morrow,
  Go now, and buy the truth.
Go, seek thy great Creator;
  Learn early to be wise;
Go, place upon the altar
  A morning sacrifice.

516   Life a pilgrimage.
                     C.M.
LORD, what a wretched land is this,



  That yields us no supply—
No cheering fruits, no wholesome trees
  No streams of  living joy!

Our journey is a thorny maze;
  But we march upward still,
Forget these troubles of  the ways,
  And press to Zion’s hill.

See the kind angels at the gates,
  Inviting us to come;
There Jesus, the Forerunner, waits
  To welcome travelers home.

There, on the green and flow’ry mount,
  Our weary souls shall sit,
And with transporting joy recount
  The labors of  our feet.

Eternal glory to the King
   Whose hand conducts us through;
Our tongues shall never cease to sing,
  And endless praise renew.
 

517   Rooted and built up in him.—Col. 2:7.
                     C. M.
TEACH me yet more of  thy blest ways
  Thou holy Lamb of  God;
And fix and root me in the grace
  So dearly bought with blood.

Oh, tell me often of  each wound,
  Of  ev’ry grief  and pain;
And let my heart with joy confess,
  From hence comes all my gain.

For this, oh, may I freely count
  Whate’er I have but loss;
And ev’ry name, and ev’ry thing,
  Compar’d with thee, but dross.



Engrave this deeply on my heart
  With an eternal pen:
That I may, in some small degree,
  Return thy love again.
 

518   The Christian ‘s peace permanent. —John 14:27.
                     C.M.
THE world can neither give nor take,
  Nor can they comprehend,
The peace of  God, which Christ has bought
  The peace which knows no end.

The burning bush was not consum’d
  While God remained there;
The three, when Jesus made the fourth,
  Found fire as soft as air.

God’s furnace doth in Zion stand;
  But Zion’s God sits by,
As the refiner views his gold,
  With an observant eye.

His thoughts are high, his love is wise,
  His wounds a cure intend;
And though he does not always smile,
  He loves unto the end.
 

519   Quit you like men; be strong. — I Cor. 16:13
                     8s and 7s.
WE are living, we are dwelling
  In a grand and awful time—
In an age on ages telling:
  To be living is sublime.

Hark! the onset! will ye fold your
  Faith-clad arms in lazy lock?
Up oh, up! thou drowsy Soldier;
  Worlds are charging to the shock.

Worlds are charging, heav’n beholding;
  Thou hast but an hour to fight,



Now, the blazon’d cross unfolding,
  On! right onward for the right.

On! let all the soul within you
  For the truth’s sake go abroad:
Strike! let ev’ry nerve and sinew
  Tell on ages—tell for God.

520   Address to the church.
                     C.M.
ZION, awake, and for Christ’s sake,
  Thy spirit’s strength put on;
Wake from thy sleep, thy Lord to meet,
  Lest he may not thee own.

Be cleans’d from sin, be pure within,
  And ready waiting stand;
Christ will soon come to call thee home,
  To the celestial land.

But know this sure, thou must be pure,
  Thou must from idols turn;
False worship ye must put away,
  And humble meekness learn.

Christ will reject all those except
  Who know him as their King;
And who on earth, ‘midst sin and mirth,
  Prove faithful unto him.

The time will come when Christ will own,
  Those who him here will know;
Your lamps then trim, your vessels fill,
  And to the wedding go.

521   Be encouraged.
                     8s and 7s.
LIFT the curtain, weary pilgrim,
  When thy burden sinks thee low,
Just beyond this vale of  sorrow
  Beams thy crown in brightest hue.



Lift the curtain, weary pilgrim,
  When the day of  life is long
Look beyond the present toiling,
  Where is heard the better song.

Lift the curtain, weary pilgrim,
  Soon thy journey’s end is near;
Look into the inner holies,
  There is seen no falling tear.

522   We have here no abiding city.
                     7s and 4s.
I’M a lonely trav’ler here,
  Weary oppress’d
But my journey’s end is near,
  Soon shall I rest;
Dark and dreary is the way,
  Toiling I come;
Ask me not with you to stay,
  Yonder’s my home.

I’m a trav’ler to a land
  Where all is fair;
Where are seen no broken bands,
  All, all are there;
Where no tears shall ever fall,
  No heart be sad;
Where the glory is for all,
  And all are glad.

I’m a trav’ler; call me not;
  Upward’s my way;
Yonder is my rest and lot;
  I can not stay.
Farewell earthly pleasures all;
  Pilgrim I’ll roam;
Hail me not; in vain you call;
  Yonder’s my home.
 

523   A comfort in age.



                     11s.
THE soul that on Jesus hath lean’d for  repose,
I will not, I will not desert to its foes;
E’en down to old age all my people shall prove,
My sov’reign, eternal, unchangeable love;

And then, when gray hairs shall their  temples adorn,
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne;
That soul, though all hell should endeavor  to shake,
I’ll never, no, never, no, never forsake!

524   The firm foundation.
                     11s
HOW firm a foundation, ye saints of  the Lord,
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?

In ev’ry condition, in sickness, in health,
In poverty’s vale, or abounding in wealth,
At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea -
As day may demand, shall thy strength ever be.

525   Buy the truth and sell it not. —Prov. 23:23.
                     L.M.
THE worth of  truth no tongue can tell,
‘Twill do to buy, but not to sell;
A large estate that soul has got,
Who buys, the truth and sells it not.

Truth, like a diamond, shines most fair,
More rich than pearls and rubies are,
More worth than gold and silver coin;
Oh, may it ever in us shine.

Oh, happy they, who in their youth
Are brought to know and love the truth!
For none but those whom truth makes free,
Can e’er enjoy their liberty.



Truth, like a girdle let us wear,
And always keep it clean and fair;
And never let it once be told,
That truth by us was ever sold.
 

526   The pilgrim ‘s comfort.
                     11s.
FEAR not, I am with thee, O. be not dismayd,
For I am thy God, and will still give thee aid
I’ll strengthen thee, help thee and cause thee to stand,
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.

When through the deep waters I call thee to go,
The rivers of  sorrow shall not overflow;
For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless,
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress,

When through fi’ry trials thy pathway shall lie,
My grace, all sufficient, shall be thy supply;
The flames shall not hurt thee, I only design
Thy dross to consume and thy gold to refine.
 

527   Trust in Jesus.
                     7s.
SAVIOR, happy would I be,
If  I could but trust in thee!
Trust thy wisdom me to guide,
Trust thy goodness to provide.

Trust thy Saving love and pow’r,
Trust thee ev’ry day and hour;
Trust in sickness, trust in health,
Trust in poverty and wealth.

Trust in joy, and trust in grief,
Trust thy promise for relief,
Trust thy blood to cleanse my soul,
Trust thy grace to make me whole.

Trust thee living, dying too,
Trust thee all my journey through;



Trust thee, till my feet shall be
Planted on the crystal sea.

Trust thee, ever blessed Lamb,
Till I wear the victor’s palm;
Trust thee, till my soul shall be
Wholly swallowed up in thee.
 

528   Prayer for minister and people.
                     8s, 7s, and 4s.
DEAREST Savior, help thy servant
  To proclaim thy wondrous love!
Pour thy grace upon this people,
  That they may thy love approve;
    Bless, oh, bless them,
  From thy shining courts above.

Now thy gracious word invites them,
  To partake the gospel feast;
Let thy Spirit sweetly draw them;
  Every soul be Jesus’ guest.
    Oh, receive us,
  Let us find thy promis’d rest.

529   A desire for guidance.
                     S. M.
FATHER, the night is dark,
  And slippery is my way;
Take thou my hand and lead me hence
  To realms of  endless day.

Jesus, on me the cross,
   A painful burden bears;
Oh, may thy all-sufficient grace,
  Sustain me in my cares.

O Holy Ghost, direct
  My wandering steps aright,
And let thy truth my path illume
  With an increasing light.



Jesus, I’ll follow thee,
  Through good report and ill;
Grant that my greatest joy may be,
  To know and do thy will.

And when life’s toil is past,
  Its scenes of  conflict o’er,
Receive me to thy glorious rest,
  And pleasures evermore.

530   The Christian Church.
                     H.M.
ALTHOUGH despis’d by men,
  A little feeble band,
Protection we obtain
  From the Redeemer’s hand.
Though oft our foes would us devour,
We stand upheld by Jesus’ pow’r.

While on him we depend,
  And truly fear his name,
He’ll prove a faithful friend,
  And ne’er put us to shame.
He’ll guard us safe thro’ all the way,
To the fair climes of  endless day.
 

531   The communion of  spirits in worship. —1 Cor. 5:4
                     L.M.
BE still! be still! for all around,
On either hand, is holy ground;
Here in his house, the Lord to-day
Will listen, while his people pray,

Thou, tossed upon the waves of  care,
Ready to sink with deep despair,
Here ask relief, with heart sincere,
And thou shalt find that God is here.

Thou who hast laid within the grave
Those whom thou hadst no power to save,
Now to the mercy-seat draw near,



With all thy woes, for God is here.

Thou who hast dear ones far away,
In foreign lands, ‘mid ocean’s spray,
Pray for them now, and dry the tear,
And trust to God who listens here.

Thou who art mourning o’er thy sin,
Deploring guilt that reigns within,
The God of  peace is ever near;
The troubled spirit meets him here.
 

532   The silent musing.
                     8s and 7s.
PURER be thy silent musings,
  Child of  grace and peace divine;
Holy be thy inner choosings,
  Lifting thee to nobler climes.

533   Remember the Lord.
                     C.M.
IN all thy vast concerns in life,
  In all thy busy toil;
Be sure that thou forget not God,
  Who giveth thee thy all.

Let not thy cares engross thy mind,
  And so encumber thee,
That when in death thou must lie down
  Thou canst not happy be.

534   Encouragement.
                     8s and 7s.
BE not weary in well doing,
  Oh, ye faithful little band;
The dear path of  life pursuing,
  Till ye reach the heav’nly land.

Christ has promis’d life eternal,
  Unto all who do his will
And though often we may falter,



  Yet his love abideth still.

Though sometimes the way be dreary,
  And dark clouds do gather o er,
Doubts and fears will sore oppress us,
  And we feel to work no more.

Faith and Hope then cometh gently,
  Ready to dispel the gloom
Speaking kindly, “Be not weary,
  Soon the Lord will call thee home.”
 

535   Afflictions welcomed.
                     7s and 6s.
THOUGH hard the winds are blowing,
  And loud the billows roar,
Full swiftly are we going
  To our dear native shore.

The billows breaking o’er us,
  The storms that round us swell,
Are aiding to restore us
  To all we lov’d so well.

So sorrow often presses
  Life’s mariner along;
Afflictions and distresses
  Are gales and billows strong.

The sharper and severer,
  The storm of  life we meet,
The sooner and the nearer
  Is heaven’s eternal seat.
 

536   Another week is past.
                     7s.
SAFELY through another week,
  God has brought us on our way;
Let us now a blessing seek,
  Waiting in his courts to-day,—
Day of  all the week the best,



Emblem of  eternal rest.

Here we come thy name to praise;
  Let us feel thy presence near;
May thy glory meet our eyes,
  While we in thy house appear.
Here afford us, Lord, a taste
Of  our everlasting feast.

May the gospel’s joyful sound
  Conquer sinners, comfort saints,
Make the fruits of  grace abound,
  Bring relief  from all complaints;
Thus let all our Sabbaths prove,
Till we join the church above.

537   Trust in God.
                     8s and 7s.
COURAGE, brother, do not stumble,
  Though thy path be dark as night:
There’s a star to guide the humble,
  Trust in God and do the right.

Let the road be rough and dreary,
  Though ‘tis far and out of  sight;
Foot it bravely, strong or weary,
  “Trust in God, and do the right.”

Some will hate thee, some will love thee,
  Some will flatter, some will slight;
Cease from man, and look above thee,
  “Trust in God and do the right.”
 

538   Pilgrim ‘s Home.
                     L.M.
THE pilgrim’s path doth lead him on,
  To his dear home “beyond the tide;”
He treads the path the Savior’ s gone,
  For him there is no one beside.

Across the stream, just over there,



  Is the glad place where all are blest;
‘Tis there where all the pilgrims are,
  Who long since have gone home to rest.

Arise, oh, sleeping man arise,
  Ere thy dim sun of  life decline;
Lay hold on life and be thou wise,
  So shalt thou too in glory shine.

539   The Call.
                     8s and 7s.
HARK, I hear our Captain calling,
  Who will bear the cross to-day?
Who will join the noble army
  Marching up the narrow way?

Say not that you can not bear it,
  It is more than you can do:
Jesus carried all the burden,
  He hath borne it all for you.

But you say the path is rugged,
  And there’s danger in the way.
Jesus smooth the path before you,
  Guard you lest you go astray.

Come on, then, as valiant soldiers,
  Fight the fight of  faith and love;
Vanquish sin and Satan boldly,
  Never cease till call’d above.

Then whene’er the trumpet’s sounding,
  And our Lord the roll doth call;
“Well done, good and faithful servant,”
  From his lips will pay for all.
 

540   Comfort in Religion.
                     C.M.
RELIGION! Oh, how sweet the sound,
  To the devoted mind;
Comforts most rare are in it found,



  And sweets of  the best kind.

When storms rage high and sorrows fall
  Around our pathway here:
‘Tis pleasant on the Lord to call,
  Whose aid is ever near.

Religion, yes, how sweet it is,
  How could I do without?
I could not, no, for surely ‘tis,
  The joy of  all my heart.

541   A little more devotion.
                     7s and 6s.
A LITTLE more devotion,
  To Christian piety;
A little more endurance
  And deep humility,
Would add much to the victory
  We in this warfare make,
And make the prize more precious
  Which we soon hope to take.

A little more exertion
  To serve the Lord entire;
A little more denial,
  To raise the mind up higher,
Would much enhance the beauty
  Of  “life that’s hid in God,”
And make our home more certain,
  When we the path have trod.

542   The storm.
                     8s and 7s.
HE who thinketh that he standeth,
  Let him think it o’er again;
Lest, perhaps, a sudden tempest
  May his foothold on him gain.

He who is in Christ well rooted,
  And whose faith is firm and sound,



Will but anchor safe and surer,
  When the raging storms abound.

543   Many are called.
                     8s and 7s.
MANY are the Lord’s professors,
  Many to the shrine do go;
But how many real possessors,
  He, the Lord, doth only know.

Many have of  heaven spoken,
  But all have not started fair;
And because the rules are broken,
  Many fail to enter there.
 

544   A prayer for Zion.
                     L.M.
REVIVE thy church, O Lord, with grace,
Forgive our sins and grant us peace;
Rouse us from sloth, our hearts inflame,
Kindle our zeal for Jesus name.

May young and old thy word receive
Dead sinners hear thy voice and live;
Thy wounded conscience healing find,
And joy refresh each drooping mind.

545   The cross is taken.
                     8s and 7s.
JESUS, I my cross have taken,
  All to leave and follow thee;
Naked, poor, despis‘d, 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.

Let the world despise and leave me,
  They have left my Savior 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.

Haste thee on from grace to glory,
  Arm’d by faith and wing’d by prayer;
Heav’n’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.
 

546   
                     7s.
LET us live a Christian life,
‘Mid confusion and ‘mid strife;
Soon the blessed time will come,
When we all shall dwell at home.

Let us look to God on high,
Who will us with grace supply;
And his people we shall be
Now and in eternity.

Jesus will his people bless,
And will guide them through distress;
If  in him we do confide,
And in all his ways abide.

Cheerful promises are given,
To the humble sons of  heaven;
Endless life they shall obtain,
Through the Savior’s precious name.

547   Stand firmly.
                     7s, 7s, 7s, and 5s.
FIRMLY, brethren, firmly stand,
All united heart and hand,



One unbroken, valiant band,
  Dauntless, brave, and true;
Lift your standard, hoist it high,
Raise the Christian battle cry,
Christ, your glorious Leader, nigh,
  Calls to victory.

Once our fathers freedom cried,
Victory or death betide,
But with Jesus on our side,
  Death and victory too;
There to die, the battle won,
There to fall, the warfare done,
Glory brighter than the sun,
  Then our promised due.

Glorious thus for Christ to die,
And with him to reign on high,
There with victor hosts to cry,
  Christ has brought us through;
Christ, our captain’s name to boast,
Quells the dark, Satanic host,
Fall we then each at his post,
  Fall as Christians do.
 

548   Joseph made known to his brethren.
                     8s.
WHEN Joseph his brethren beheld,
  Afflicted and trembling with fear
His heart with compassion was filled,
  From weeping he could not forbear,
A while his behavior was rough,
  To bring their past sins to their mind;
But when they were humbled enough,
  He hastened to show himself  kind.

How little they thought it was he
  Whom they had ill-treated and sold;
How great their confusion must be,
  As soon as his name he had told;
“I’m Joseph, your brother,” he said,



  “And still to my heart you are dear;
You sold me and thought I was dead,
  But God, for your sakes, sent me here.”

Though greatly distressed before,
  When charged with purloining the cup,
They now were confounded much more,
  Not one of  them dare to look up;
Can Joseph, whom we would have slain,
  Forgive us the evil we did?
And will he our households maintain?
  Oh, this is a brother indeed.

Thus dragg’d by my conscience I came,
  And laden with guilt to the Lord,
Surrounded with terror and shame
  Unable to utter a word.
At first he looked stern and severe;
  What anguish then pierced my heart,
Expecting each moment to hear
  The sentence, “Thou cursed depart!”

But ah! what surprise when he spoke,
  While tenderness beam’d in his face;
My heart then to pieces was broke,
  O’erwhelm’d and confounded with grace,
Poor sinner, I know thee full well;
  By thee I was sold and was slain,
I died to redeem thee from hell
  And raise thee in glory to reign.

I’m Jesus, whom thou hast blasphem’d
  And crucified often afresh;
But let me henceforth be esteem’d
  Thy brother, thy bone, and thy flesh,
My pardon I freely bestow,
  Thy wants I will fully supply;
I’ll guide thee and guard thee below,
  And soon will remove thee on high.

Go publish to sinners around,
  That they may be willing to come;



The mercy which now you have found,
  And tell them that yet there is room.
Oh, sinner, the message obey,
  No more vain excuses pretend
But come without further delay,
  To Jesus, our brother and friend.
 

549   Christ the Beloved.
                     P.M. 11s and 8s.
O THOU, in whose presence my soul takes delight,
  On whom in affliction I call;
My comfort by day and my song in the night,
  My hope, my salvation, my all.

Ye daughters of  Zion, declare have you seen,
  The Star that on Israel shone?
Say, if  in your tents my Beloved has been,
  And where with his flock he has gone?

This is my Beloved; his form is divine;
  His vestments shed odors around;
The locks on his head are as grapes on the vine,
  When autumn with plenty is crowned.

His voice, as the sound of  the dulcimer sweet,
  Is heard through the shadow of  death;
The cedars of  Lebanon bow at his feet;
  The air is perfumed with his breath.

His lips as a fountain of  righteousness flow,
  To water the gardens of  grace;
From which their salvation the gentiles shall know,
  And bask in the smiles of  his face.

He looks, and ten thousands of  angels rejoice,
  And myriads wait for his word;
He speaks. and eternity, filled with his voice,
  Re-echoes the praise of  the Lord.

550   “Enter into thy closet.”



                     7s and 6s.
GO when the morning shineth,
  Go when the noon is bright,
Go when the eve declineth,
  Go in the hush of  night;
Go with pure mind and feeling,
  Fling earthly thought away,
And, in thy closet kneeling,
  Do thou in secret pray.

Or, if  ‘tis ne’er denied thee
  In solitude to pray,
Should holy thoughts come o’er thee
  When friends are round thy way;
E’en then the silent breathing,
  Thy spirit raised above,
Will reach his throne of  glory,
  Where dwells eternal love.

Oh, not a joy or blessing
  With this can we compare—
The grace our Father gave us
  To pour our souls in prayer;
Whene’er thou pinest in sadness,
  Before his footstool fall;
Remember in thy gladness,
His love who gave thee all.
 

551   The blessed house.
                     S.M.
BLEST is the pious house,
  Where zeal and friendship meet;
Their songs of  praise, their mingled vows,
  Make their communion sweet.

From those celestial springs
  Such streams of  pleasure flow;
As no increase of  riches brings,
  Nor honors can bestow.

Thus on the heavenly hills



  The saints are blest above;
Where joy, like morning dew, distils,
  And all the air is love.
 

552   Only waiting.
                     8s and 7s.
ONLY waiting till the shadows
  Are a little longer grown;
Only waiting till the glimmer
  Of  the day’s last beam is flown;
Till the night of  earth is faded
  From the heart once full of  day;
Till the stars of  heaven are breaking
  Through the twilight soft and gray.

Only waiting till the reapers
  Have the last sheaf  gathered home;
For the summer time is faded,
  And the autumn winds have come.
Quickly, reapers, gather quickly
  The last ripe hours of  my heart,
For the bloom of  life is withered,
  And I hasten to depart.

Only waiting till the shadows
  Are a little longer grown;
Only waiting till the glimmer
  Of  the day’s last beam is flown;
Then, from out the gathered darkness,
  Holy, deathless stars shall rise,
By whose light my soul shall gladly
  Tread its pathway to the skies.
 

553   Our fathers have told us. —Psalms 44:1.
                     C.M.
LORD, our fathers oft have told,
  In our attentive ears,
Thy wonders in their days performed,
  And elder times than theirs.

As thou, their God, our fathers owned,



  Thou art our sovereign King:
Oh, therefore, as thou didst to them,
  To us deliverance bring.

To thee the triumph we ascribe,
  From whom the conquest came;
In God we will rejoice all day,
  And ever bless thy name.

554   Remember now thy Creator. —Eccl. 12:1.
                     C.M.
REMEMBER thy Creator now,
  In these thy youthful days;
He will accept thine earliest vow,
  And listen to thy praise.

Remember thy Creator now,
  And seek him while he’s near;
For evil days will come, when thou
  Shalt find no comfort here.

Remember thy Creator now;
  His willing servant be:
Then, when thy head in death shall bow,
  He will remember thee.
 

555   Oh, that the salvation, of  Israel were come!  Psalms 14:7.
                     7s and 6s.
OH, that the Lord’s salvation
  Were out of  Zion come,
To heal his ancient nation,
  To lead his chosen home!

How long the holy city
  Shall heathen feet profane?
Return, O Lord, in pity;
  Rebuild her walls again.

Let Israel, home returning,
  Their lost Messiah see;
Give oil of  joy for mourning,



  And bind thy church to thee.

556   Shall we know each other there?
                     8s and 7s.
WHEN we hear the music ringing
  In the bright celestial dome,
When sweet angel voices, singing,
  Gladly bid us welcome home
To the land of  ancient story,
  Where the spirit knows no care,
In that land of  light and glory,
  Shall we know each other there?

When the holy angels meet us,
  As we go to join their band,
Shall we know the friends that greet us
  In the glorious spirit land ?
Shall we see the same eyes shining
  On us as in days of  yore?
Shall we feel their dear arms twining
  Fondly round us as before?

Yes, my earth-worn soul rejoices,
  And my weary heart grows light,
For the thrilling angel voices,
  And the angel faces bright,
That shall welcome us in heaven,
  Are the loved of  long ago;
And to them ‘tis kindly given,
  Thus their mortal friends to know.

Oh, ye weary, sad, and toss’d ones,
  Droop not, faint not by the way;
Ye shall join the lov’d and just ones
  In the land of  perfect day.
Harp-strings, touch’d by angel fingers,
  Murmured, in my raptur’d ear,—
  Evermore their sweet song lingers.—
  We shall know each other there.
 

557   “They shall cast out your name as evil.” — Luke 6:22-23.



                     C.M.
YE shall be bless’d, the Savior said,
  When those men shall you hate;
They’ll cast you out, and you reproach,
  And from them separate.

Your name cast out, reproach and shame,
  As evil though you was;
Oh, suffer thus for Jesus’ name,
  Obey his righteous laws.

To-day his scripture is fulfill’d,
  But let it not annoy;
For great is your reward in heaven,
  Rejoice and leap for joy.

They thus unto the prophets did,
  Yet they did go their way;
Oh, may we, too, in Christ our Head,
  At last triumphant be.

558   “For now is our salvation nearer than when we believed.”
                     8s and 7s.
FAITHFUL to thy post, oh, brother,
  Thy profession, hold it fast;
Thou must work and not another,
  Stand thou firm unto the last.
Hold thou to the ancient order,
  And the one faith of  the church,
Be thou gentle, quiet, sober,
  And the Lord will bless thee much.

Should they cast you out as evil,
  In these days of  perils drear,
Gently look thou up to heaven,
  There is one who still is near.
If  thou be with evil treated
  When thou hast no evil done.
Thou shalt not he thus defeated
  When the crown is to be won.



Be thy homes and houses taken,
  Choose thou still the olden path;
Thou shalt never be forsaken
  While the gospel faith thou hast;
May such persecutions, brother,
  In this dark and evil day,
Cause us more to love each other,
  As we tread the narrow way.

Firmly hold thou to the “landmarks
  Which our fathers long have set,”
These shall be thy strength and bulwarks
  Serving thee without regret;
Cleave thou to the old foundations,
  Where the little flock doth stand,
And be this thy consolation,
  Blessed home in that bright land.


