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M0 secure the active participation of an entire congregation in public worship, there must
be an abundance of books. The people’s Book of Worship, then, ought to be a compact
hand-book, small enough to carry and hold easily, cheap enough for everybody to buy, good
enough to satisfy a high and cultivated taste, and containing within its lids everything needed
for use in public worship. To meet this need this Manual has been prepared. Attention is
called to some of its especial features.

1. Tee HymNs.—In a wide correspondence with representative ministers of many States,
not one was found who used more than three hundred hymns in his work, It is probable that
hardly any congregation in the country uses a larger number than this, thongh it may use a
book containing five times as many. By a rigid process of exclusion the number in this book
has been reduced to six hundred and sixty. While it is probable that some will look in vain
in these pages for some old or new favorite, it is believed that this number is ampie for all
purposes of Christian worship.

The aim of the compiler has been to gather in this volume the best religious lyries of our
language. Merely didactic hymns have been exclude(, being considered as having no
place in the outbreathing of devout feeling., Yet it is believed that every evangelical doctrine,
and every mood of Christian experience, will find its lyrical counterpart here. Here are nof
only old hymns, hallowed by a thousand sacred memories, but many of the best English and
German hymns of recent use. Special prominence has been given to Hymns of Praise, as
the title implies, and if this gives rather a jubilant tone to the book, it will not be regretted.
The classification is practical rather than theological, and effort has been made to provide
amply for special occasions, as Morning and Evening, Social Worship, ete. By the running
index at the top of each page one can turn easily to the hymns that sing of Prayer, Invita-
tion, Christian Activity, Children’s Praise, etc.

2. TuE Tuxes.—Here the aim has been twofold : to have tunes that people enjoy, and will
sing gladly and heartily ; and of such high character that they are worth singing, and will

wear well on account of their intrinsic musical merit.. A large number are, of course,

old tunes, dear to the heart of the Church, and these are usually wedded by long asso-
ciation to old and favorite hymns. But many are eomparatively new. An unusual pro-
portion of the best tunes of English and German composers will be found here, and such
writers as Dykes, Barnby, Sullivan, Calkin, Gauntlett, Stainer, and others, have been largely
drawn upon. In some of these tunes the harmony will be found somewhat more difficult than
common, but it can be readily mastered with a little effort on the part of organist or choir;
and the melody is nearly always easy and quickly learned by a congregation. Experience
shows that with practice these noble tunes rapidly become favorites, and prove to be the most
elevating and inspiring Gospel songs.




PREFACE.

8. TnE CHANTS.—The Psalms and Doxologies, that for centuries have been sung in this
way, are here set to music by the best ancient and modern composers. It is hoped that they
will be freely used, not only by choirs, but by whole congregations., This can be done with a
little practice, and by observing the following rule :

The syllable printed in éfelics denotes the place of the accent. All the syllables preceding
the accentuated syllable are to be recitcd on the pitch indicated. Sing the accentuated sylla-
ble, giving it (and the syllables after it before the bar) the time of a half note at least.
All the remaining syllabies of a part are to be sung to the notes, and in the time, indicated
in the cadence. No pause is to be made in a part except at punctuation marks.

If a congregation be trained to recite naturally, promptly, and all together, and to take the
cadence in its proper time, chanting will be found one of the most effective aids to worship.

4. Tue RESPONSIVE READINGS.—Several hundred churches are now known to make use
of the responsive reading of Scripture in public worship. Their experience shows that this
practice, sanctioned by the usage of the early Church, is a great aid in familiarizing the people
with the word of God, and in adding interest to the hour of worship. Not only the Psalter,
but other books of the Old and New Testaments, afford appropriate passages for such use.
They are gathered here from the whole Bible, and topically arranged, so that each selection
has a single generic idea. Psalms, that in spirit and subject are akin, and other portions of
the Word of similar import, are brought together., This will not only give unity to the wor-
ship, but makes this a Pasior’s Hand-book, where he can find collated such passages as he
needs for special occasions, as Invitations, Promises, the Young, the Sabbath, Death, Praises
of Heaven, etc. The selections are divided into two or three parts each, so that a longer or
shorter passage may be read at any service, as the pastor may choose.

Acknowledgments are due to Dr. Ray Palmer, Dr. C. S. Robinson, Bishop A. C. Coxe, Dr. H.
D. Ganse, Dr. 8. I*. Smith, Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe, and others, for granting the use of their
hymns, and to James R. Osgood & Co. for giving permission to use hymns of Longfellow, Whit-
tier, and Holmes ; also to J. Zundel, for the use of his compositions from ¢ Christian Heart
Songs” ; to A. S. Barnes & Co., for the use of U. C. Burnap’s tunes from “ Hymns of the
Church ”; to Biglow & Main, for the use of W. B. Bradbury’s tunes; to John Church & Co,,
for the use of George F. Root’s tunes; to Scribner & Co., for the use of hymns, adaptations
and arrangements from hymn and tune books compiled by Dr. C. 8. Robinson; and to
H. 8. Cutler, Dr. E. P. Parker, J. W, Bischoff, I. D. Sankey, C. C. Converse, J. E. Gould,
V. C. Taylor, and others, for permission to use their tunes.

The compiler would express his obligations to Dr. George F. Root and Dr. U. C. Burnap
for valuable suggestions and assistance in the musical part of the work ; and especially to
Professor F. A. Parker, of the University of Wisconsin, who has given it a critical and
thorough revision as it passed through the press.

May God bless the book to His service !
CHARLES H. RICHARDS.

MaprsoN, Wis.
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THE  LORD'S PRAYER.

UR TFather, who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name.
Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is in heaven.
(tive us this day our daily bread.
And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors.
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil.
For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen.

| THE APOSTLES CREED.

BELIEVE in God, the Father Almighty, Muker of heaven and earth ;
: 5' And in Jesus Christ, his only Son, our Lord; who was conceived by the
Holy Ghost; born of the Virgin Mary; suffered under Pontius Pilate; was
crucified, dead, and buried; he descended into hell. The third day he rose
Al from the dead ; he ascended into heaven, and sitteth at the right hand of God,
i E the Father Almighty; from thence he shall come to judge the guick and
; the dead.
I believe in the Holy Ghost ; the holy, catholic Church; the Communion of
Saints; the Forgiveness of sing; the Resurrection of the body; and the Life
everlasting. Amen,
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Most beau-tiful, most brlght On thee, the high and low -1y, Bending be-fore the throne,
To thegreat Three im One.
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To Holy Ghost be praises,

& D thiee, &t the ereation, Ti]ZUC‘E?]tr}élelr}?erid fﬁc?)ln ;rai‘scs
The light first had its birth; il i
ST T To Thee, blest Three in One,
Christopher Wordsworth. 186z.

-

On thee, for our salvation,
Chu%t rose from depths of earth; 2

On thee, our Lord, victorious,
The Spirit sent from Heaven,

And thus on thee, most glorious

1 Tay holy day’s returning
Our hearts exult to see;
And with devotion burning,

A triple light was given. Ascend, O God, to thee!
3 To-day on weary nations To-day with purest pleasure,
The heavenly manna falls Our thoughts from carth withdraw ;
To holy convocations ‘We search for heavenly treasure,
The silver tr umpet calls, We learn thy holy law,
‘Where gospel light is alowmg 2 We join to sing thy praises,
With pure and radiant beams, Lord of the Sabbath day ;
And living water flowing Each voice in gladness raises
With soul-lefrcshmg streams. Its loudest, swectest lay !

Thy richest mercies sharing,
Inspire us with thy love,

Wz‘rg:cﬁh;; ouzqilz;y of rest, By grace our sonls preparing
P o
il emaining I'or nobler praise above.

To Splllts of the blest : Ray Palmer. 1834

4 New graces ever gaining
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THE LORD'S DAY,

Lowell Mason. 1834.
Y e 1L
g2 s
- — _‘r g

ly thro’ another week,God has bro't us on our way; Let us now a blessing seek, Waiting in his courts to-day:
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SareLy, through another week,
God has brought us on our way;

Let us now a blessing seck,

| Waiting in his courts to-day :

| Day of all the week the best,

l‘- Emblem of eternal rest.

2 While we pray for pardoning grace,
Through the dear Redeemer’s name,
Show thy reconciling face,
L 3 o i
Take away our sin and shame;
From our worldly cares set free,
May we rest this day in thee.

3 Here we come thy name to praise;
May we feel thy presence near:
May thy glo:y meet our eyes,
While we in thy house appear:
Here afford us, Lord, a taste
Of our everlasting feast.

%

4 May thy gquel’a joyful sound
Conquer sinners, comfort saints
Make the fruits of grace abound,
Bring relief for all complaints:
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove,
Till we rest in thee above,

Yohn Newton. 1779.

.~ meg el o
i E—r—— 1 = r s -‘}r—i'?:: = b
i 1 } | i) - § ) | 11}
1 h 4

|4

I

Haiw, thou bright and sacred morn,
Risen with gladness in thy beams :
Light, which not of earth is born,
From thy dawn in glory streams;
Airs of heaven are breathed around,
And each place is holy ground.

Sad and weary were our way,
Fainting oft beneath our load,

But for thee, thou blessed day,
Resting-place on life's 1ough road :

Iere flow forth the streams of grace,

Strengthened hence we run our race.

Soon, too soon, the sweet repose
Of this day of God will cease;
Soon this glimpse of heaven will close,
Vanish soon the hours of peace;
Soon return the toil, the strife,
All the weariness of life,

But the rest which yet remains
For thy people, Lord, above,

Knows nor change, nor fears, nor pains,
Endless as their Saviour’s love !

O may every Sabbath here

Bring us to that rest more near.

Mrs, Fulia Anne Elliott. 183s.




SABBATH MORNING.

LISCHER. H. M.

German, Arr. by Lowell vas 1841

1. Welcome, de-Ii ght-ful morn, Thouday of sa - cred rest!
I hail thy kind re - turn ; Lord, make these momema blest :
|

-

Lo R

} From the low train of mor-tal toys,
| j_ =

e L o

HEr s

el . L2007 i il
gg_:ﬁz £ ;;;*e_- &t [_r_ r—ufi:“ﬁ -_-d EL! i_ E ::.f_ja
4 R pEm gra v 1

T s
e

e i
e S B
"I eoarto reach im - mor - tal joys, I to reach im - mor-tal joys.
R R I | ] i : 2 8 o2 o
T S e - S S St
RS TR S P e e P e

= 1

1 Wercome delightful morn,

Thou day of sacred rest!
I hail thy kind retuin

Lord, make these moments blest :
From the low train of mortal toys,
1 soar to reach immortal joys.

Now may the King descend
And fill his throne of grace;
Thy sceptre, Lord, extend,
While saints dddlC‘ES tily face:
Let sinners feel thy quickening word,

And learn to know and fear the Lor d.

Descend, celestial Dove,

‘With all thy quickening powers
Disclose a Saviour’s love,

And bless the sacred hours:
Then shall my soul new life obtain,
Nor Sabbaths be enjoyed in vain.

Hayward., 1806,

L
1 YE saints! your music bring,
And swell the rapturous sound ;

I soar to reach im - mor-tal joys.

Strike every trembling string,

Till earth and heaven resound :
The triumphs of the cross we sing,
Awake, ye saints! each joyful string.

The cross, the cross alone,
Subdned the powers of hell ;
Like lightning from' his throne
The prince of darkness fell ;
The trinmphs of the cross we qmn-
Awake, ye saints! each joyful stnng

The cross hath power to save
From all the foes that rise;
The cross hath made the grave
A passage to the skies;
The triumphs of the croes we sing,
Awake, ye saints| each joyful string.

Andrew Reed. 181y,
DOXOLOGY.

To God the Father's throne
Your highest honors raise ;
Glory to God the Son;
To God, the Spirit, praise;
With all our powers, Eternal King,
Thy name we sing, while faith adores,
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ALL SAINTS. '(Wareham) L. M. William Knagp. 1760.
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1. Thine earth-ly Snbbaths Lord we love,
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1 Tmne carthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,
But there's a nobler rest above ;
To that our longing souls aspire,
‘With cheerful hope and strong desire.

2 No more fatigue, no more distress,
Nor sin nor death shall reach the place;
No groans shall mingle with the songs
That warble fromn immortal tongues.

3 No rude alarms of raging foes,
No cares to break the ]onn' repose,
No midnight shade, no clouded sun,
But %amul high, eternal noon.

4 O long-expeeted day, begin!
Dawn on these realms of woe and sin; ’
Fain would we leave this weary road,

And sleep in death, to rest with God.
Philip Doddridge. 1755.

8

1 Aworner six days’ work is done,
Another Sabbath is begun ;
Return, my soul! enjoy thy rest,
Improvc the day thy God hath blcst.

2 O 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,

3 This heavenly ecalm within the breast

Is the dear pledge of glorious rest,
Which for the echurch of God remains,
The end of cares, the end of pains.

4 In holy duties, let the day,

In holy pleasures, pass away ;
How sweet a Sabbath thm to spend,

In hope of one that ne'er shall end !
Soseph Stennett. 1732.

1 How sweet to leave the world awhile,
And seek the presence of our Lord:
Dear Saviour, on thy people smile,
And come according to thy word.

2 From busy scenes we now retreat,
That we may here converse with thee:
Ah, Lord, behold us at thy fect; .
Let this the gate of heaven be.

3 Chief of ten thousand, now appear,
That we by faith may see thy face;
O speak, that we thy voice may hear,
And let thy presence fill this p]dC{,

Thomas Kelly. 1%09.
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Blest hour, when earthly cares resign
Their empire o’er his anxious br eabt
‘While, all around, the calm divine
Proclaims the huly day of rest.

(]

Blest hour,when God himself draws nigh,
Well pluﬁed 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 given,
And mortals find His earthly courts

The house of God, the fmte of Heaven.
Thomar Raffles. 1828,
II

1 Lorp! may thy truth, upon the heart
Now fall, and dwell as heavenly dew,
And ﬂowers of grace in freshness start
‘Where once the weeds of error grew,

May prayer now lift her sacred wings,
Contented with that aim alone
‘Which bears her to the King of kings,

And rests her at his shtheunn' throne.
Caroline Gatmarz 1820.

l

|12

1 DEagr is the hallowed morn to me,
When Sabbath bells awake the day,
And, by their sacred minstrelsy,
Call me from earthly cares away.

And dear to me the wingéd hour
Spent in thy hallowed courts, O Lord !
To feel devotion’s soothing power,
And catch the manna of thy word.

And dear to me the loud Amen

‘Which echoes through the blest abode,
‘Which swells, and sinks,and swellsagain,
Dies on the walls, but lives to God.

Oft when the world, with iron hands,

Has bound me in its six days’ chain,

This bursts them, like the strong man’s ,
bands,

And lets my spirit loose again.

Go, man of pleasure, strike thy lyre,
Of broken Sabbaths sing the charms;
Ours be the prophet’s ear of fire

That bears us to a Father's arms,
¥ W. Cunningham.

1822,
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And fcs - tal ser - vice pay; On this the day that God hath blest.
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The day of peace and heaven-ly rest, ' The Lord’s own ho - ly day;
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13‘ i This day the Holy Spirit's ﬂame
2z That saw primaeval 'da.l‘kn‘ess break, Upon the Churel’s teachers came,
And that more glorious life awake And filled their souls with light.

That lasteth evermore;
" That saw hell's legions prostrate fall,
And Christ tuumphaut over all

His own to heaven restore.

4 Then on this day let us adore
Our God, and supplication pour,
That when worlds pass away,
Thro’ Christ'sdeargrace oursouls may rest
3 This day the peace that flows from heaven In peace and joy forever blest,

Was unto the Apostles given, In his Eternal Day.
When doors were closed at night; H. M. C. in English Hymnary. 1872.
MARLOW. C.M. Erzglz.rk Arr EyLawe!lM{uan. 1832. ;
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1. This is the day the Lord hath made : Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,
He calls the hours his own: And praise uurround the throne.
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1. Lord ! when we bend be - fore thy throne, And our
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1 Lorp! when we bend before thy throne,
And our confessions pour,
O may we feel the sins we own,
And hate what we deplore.

2 Our contrite spirits pitying see;
True penitence impart :
And let a healing ray from thee
Beam hope on every heart.

I { {

3 When we disclose our wants in prayer,
May we our wills resign ;
Nor let a thought our Bosom share,
Which is not w holly thine.

4 Let faith each meek petition fill,
And waft it to the skies;
And teach our heart 'tis goodness still,
That grants it or denies,

¥ D Carlyle. 1804

15
1 Tuais is the day the Lord hath made;
He calls the hours his own;
Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,
And praise surround the throne.

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

3 Hosanna to the anointed King,
To David’s only Son;

Ielp us, O Lord ; descend, and bring
Salvation from thy throne.

4 DBlest be the Lord who comes to men
With messages of grace;
Who comes, in God his Father's name,
To save our sinful race.

5 Hosanna in the highest strains
The church on earth can raise;
The highest heavens, in which he reigns,
Shall give him nobler praise. ;

Isaac Watts, 1719,
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THE LORD'S DAY.

LANESBORO. C M. Wzllmm Dizon. :90.

1. Ear-ly, my God,with-out de - lay, I haste to seek thy face; My thirsty spir- it
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2 So pilgrims on the scorching sand, 2 How sweetly rest thy saints above
Beneath a burning sky, Which in thy bosom lie;
Long for a cooling stle.\m at hand, The church below doth rest in hope
And they must drink or die. Of that felicity.
3 T've seen thy glory and thy power 3 Thon, Lord, who daily feed’st thy sheep,
Through all thy temple shine; Mak’st them a weekly feast;
My God, lepcat that heavenly hour, Thy flocks meet in their several folds
That vision so divine, Upon this day of rest.

& Not life iteelf, with all its joys, 4 Welcome and dear unto my soul

Can my best passions move, Are these sweet feasts of love;

Or raise so high my cheerful voice, But what a Sabbath shall I keep
As thy forgiving love. When I shall rest above!

5 Thus, till my last expiring day,

I'll bless my God and King; 5

Thus will I lift my hands to pray,
And tune my lips to sing.

I bless thy wise and wondrous love,
Which binds us to be free:
‘Which makes us leave our carthly snares,

Toac Weakis. 379, That we may come to thee.
17 : 6 I come, I wait, I hear, I pray,
1 My Lord, my L_“VC,_ was crucified, Thy footsteps, Lord, 1 trace;
He all the pains did 1“‘_*“'? I sing to think this is the way
But in the sweetness of his rest Unto myv Saviour’s face.

He makes his servants share, Sohn Mason. 1683.
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2 Thy chosen temple, Lord! how fair!
Where willing votaries throng,
To breathe the humble fervent prayer,
And pour the choral song.

3 Spirit of grace! O deign to dwell
Within thy church below ;
Make her in holiness excel,
With pure devotion glow.
4 Let peace within her walls be found;
Let all her sons unite,
To spread with grateful zeal around
1ler clear and shining light,

Harriet Auber. 1829,

I
I 9BLFST day of God! most calm, most
The first, the best of days, [bnu’ht
The laborcr’s rest, the saint’s delight,
The day of prayer and praise.
2 My Saviour’s face made thee to shine;
His rising thee did raise,
And made thee heavenly and divine
Beyond all other days.

3 The first-fruits oft a blessing prove

To all the sheaves behind ;
And they the day of Christ who love,

A happy week shall find.
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4 This day I must with God appear;
For, Lord, the day is thine;
Help me to spend it in thy fear,
Then shall the day be mine.

¥. Mason. 1683.
20
1 Axp now another week begins,
This day we call the Lord’s ;
This day he rose, who bore our sins,
For so his word records.
2 ITark, how the angels sweetly sing!
Their voices fill the sky ;
They hail their great, victorious King,
And welcome him on high.
3 We'll eatch the note of lofty praise;
Their joys in part we feel;
With them our thankful song we'll raise,
And emulate their zeal.

4 Come, then, ye saints! and grateful sing
Of Christ, our risen Lord,
Of Christ, the everlasting King,
Qf Christ, th’ incarnate Word.
5 Hail! mighty Saviour! thee we hail,
Who fillest the throne above!
Till heart and flesh together fail,
‘We'll sing thy matchless love.

Thomas Kelly. 180q.
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GREENWOOD. S.M.

THE LORD'S DAY,

Hoseph E. Sweelser. 1
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2 To thee, and thee alone,
The angels owe their bli%s,
They sit around thy gracious throne,
And dwell where Jesus is.

3 Not all the harps above
Can make a heavenly place,
If God his residence remove,
Or but conceal his face.

4 Nor earth, nor all the sky,

Can one delight afford,

No, not a drop of real joy,
‘Without thy presence, Lord.

5 Thou art the sea of love,
Where all my pleasures roll
The circle where my passions moye,

And centre of my soul.
Isaac Watls.

1709.

22

1 Lorp! in this sacred hour
Within thy courts we bend,
And bless thy love, and own thy power,
QOur Father and our Friend !

2 But thou art not alone
In courts by mortals trod ;
Nor only is the day thine own
‘When man draws near to God.

3 Thy temple is the arch
Of yon unmeasured sky ;
Thy Sabbath, the stupendous march
Of grand eternity.

4 Lord! may that holier day
Dawn on thy servants’ sight;
And purer worship may we pay
In heaven’s unclouded light.

Stephen G, Bulfinch., 1832,




ST. THOMAS. S.M.

A FOYFUL WORSHIP,

William Tansur,

1743
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2 Let those refuse to sing
Who never knew our God 3
But children of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.,

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

4 The hill of Zion yields
A thousand sacred sweets
Before we reach the heavenly fields,
Or walk the golden streets,

5 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry;
We're ]Tl(ll(,lll[]ﬂ‘ through Immanuel’s
ground
To fairer worlds on high.

Imac Watls.

1700,

24
1 Sweer is the work, O Lord,
Thy glorious acts to sing,
To praise thy name, and hear thy word,
And grateful offerings bring.

2 Sweet, at the dawning light,
Thy boundless love to tell;
And when approach the shades of
night,
Still on the theme to dwell.

3 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.

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

Harriet Auber. 1829,




HASTINGS. C. L.

FHE LORDYS DAY.

77 /z:mms Han’z'ng.r 1832,
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1. How calm and beau-ti-ful the morn ,That gilds the sucred tomb,Where Christ the Crucified was bome,
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And veiled in m:dmo'ht gloom! O weep no more th

e Saviour slain; The Lord i Is ll\en—hc lives a - gain.
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2 Ye mourning saints! dry every tear
For your departed Lord ;
“Behold the place ! —he is not here!”
The tomb is all unbarred ; ®
The gates of death were closed in vain;
The Lord is risen—he lives again.
3 How tranquil now the rising day !
"Tis Jesus still appears,
A risen Lord, to chase away
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Your unbelieving fears:
O ! weep no more your comforts slain
The Lord is risen—he lives again,

4 And, when the shades of evening fall,
“ hen life’s last hour draws nlﬂrh
If Jesus shines upon the soul,
How blissful then to die!
Since he hath risen that once was slain,
Ye dic in Christ to live again.
Thomas Hastings. 1832,

VIG’IL S. M. Gz'ovanm'Pwisz’e!lo (x741—1816.)
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THE DAY OF PRAISE 13

DALLAS s,

Maria Laigz’ Ck eruﬁx'nz' (1760—-1842.)
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2 By him I am reconciled,
I through bim become thy child ;
Abba, Father, give me grace
In thy courts to seek thy face.

. e

3 While thy glorious praise is sung,
Touch my lips, unloose my trmnue,
That my joyful sonl may bless
Thee, the Lord my R 1nhteousnc%s.

4 While T hearken to thy law,
Fill my soul with humble awe,

Till thy gospel bring to me
Life and llumOlt«lllt‘

5 While thy ministers proclaim
Peace and pmdon in thy name,
Through their voice, by faith, may I
Iear thee speaking from the sl-.y

6 From thy house when I return,
May my heart within me burn;
And at evening let me say,

“ 1 have walked with God to-day.”

Fames Montgomery. 1825,

27 (VIGIL.)
2 Around thy throne on high,
Where night can never be,
The white-robed harpers of the sky
Bring ceaseless hymns to thee.

3 Too faint our anthems here ;
Too soon of praise we tire;
But oh, the strains how full and clear
Of that eternal choir!

4 Yet, Lord! to thy dear will
If thou attune the heart,

We in thine angels’ music still
May bear our lower part.

5 Shine thou within us, then,
A day that knows no end,
Till songs of angels and of men
In perfect praise shall blend.
Fohin Ellerton. 1871,
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HINCHMAN. 7s & 8s. 6 lines.

THE LORD'S DAY,
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2 Fount of all our joy and peace,
To thy living waters lead me;
Thou from earth my soul release,
And with grace and mercy feed me;
Bless thy Word that it may prove
Rich in fruits that thou dost love,

v 3 Kindle thou the sacrifice
That upon my lips is lying ;s
Clear the shadows from mine eyes,
That, from every error flying,
No strange fire may in me glow
That thine altar doth not know.

4 Let me with my heart to-day,
Holy, Holy, Holy, singing,

Rapt awhile from ecarth away,

All my soul to thee up-springing,
Have a foretaste inly given,
How they worship tlu,L in hcaven.

test in me and I in thee,
Build a paradisc within me;
O reveal thyself to me,
Blesséd Love, who died’st to win me:
Fed from thine exhaustless urn,
Pure and bright my lamp shall burn,

Hence all care, all vanity,

For the day to God is holy:
Come, thou glorious Majesty,

Deign to fill this temple lowly ;
Nought to-day my soul shall move,
Simply resting in thy love.

Schmolke, Tr. by Miss C. Winkworth, 1838.



DHE DAY OF LiG¢HT. 15

PILGRIM SONG. S.M.D.

Felix Mzrzdf’!:safl n-Bartholdy. 309—:847)
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2 O everlasting Strength !

Uphold me in the way;

Bring me, in spite of foes, at length,
To joy, and light, and day.

O everlasting Love !
W ell-«pmur of grace and peace,

Pour down thy fullness from above ;
Bid doubt and trouble cease.

3 O everlasting Rest !

Lift off life’s load of care;

Relieve, revive this burdened breast,
And every sorrow bear,

Thou art in heaven our all;
Our all on earth art thou :

Upon thy glorious name we call;
Lord Jesus, bless us now!

Horatius Bonar. 1867.
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Turs is the day of light;
Let there be ]ml:t to- d‘i}

O Day-spring, rise upon our night,
And chase its gloom away.

This is the day of rest:
Our failing «tlulgth renew !

On weary brain and troubled breast
Shed thou thy freshening dew.

This is the day of peace;
Thy peace onr spirits fill :
3id thou the blast of discord cease,
The waves of strife be still.
This is the day of prayer;
Let earth to heaven draw near:
Lift up our hearts to seek thee there;
Come down to meet us here.
Sohn Ellerton. 1868,




HEAVENLY PRAISE. 8s & 7s. 6 lines.

THE LORD:S DAY.

. Baptiste Calkin.
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Lift I now my long- ing  soul.
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1 Upwarp where the stars are burning,
Silent, silent in their turning,

Round the never-changing pole:
Upward, where the sky is brightest,
Upward, where the blue is lightest,

Lift I now my longing soul.

2 Far beyond that arch of gladness,
Far beyond these clouds of sadness,
Are the many mansions fair.
Far from pain and sin and folly,
In that palace of the holy,
I would find my mansion there.
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3 Where the Lamb on high is seated,
By ten thousand voices greeted :
"Lord of lords, and hmrr of kings.
Son of man, they crown the} crown Him,
Son of (md tlu,y own, they own Him,
With his name the palace rings.

4 Blessing, honor, without measure,
Heavenly riches, earthly treasure,
Lay we at his blesséd feet.
Poor the praise that now we render,
Loud shall be our voices yonder,
‘When before his throne we meet.
Horatius Bonar.
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PARTING. 7s. D. Fokn Dowland. 1592,
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1 PLEAsANT are thy courts above,
In the land of light and love;
Pleasant are thy courts below,
In this land of sin and woe.
O, my spirit longs and faints
I‘Ol‘ the converse of thy saints,
For the brightness of thv face,
King of glory, God of grace.

Happy birds, that sing and fly

Round thy dlmh O Most Hwh,
Happier souls, that find a rest

Ina Iloa\enl_v Father’s breast :

Like the wandering dove, that found
No repose on earth around,

They can to their ark repair,

And enjoy it ever there,

3 Happy souls, their praises flow
Even in this vale of woe;
Waters in the desert rise,
Manna feeds them from the skies:
On they go from strength to strength,
Till thcy “reach thy throne at l(,ni_,th,
At thy feet a{lomur fall,
Who hast led them safc through all.

4 Lord, be mine this prize to win;
Guide me through a world of sin;
Keep me by thy saving grace;

Give me at thy side a plrlce

Sun and Shield alike thou art;

Guide and guard my erring hcart'

Grace and rrlon flow from thee,

Shower, O shower them, Lord, on me.
Henry Francis Lyh 1834.




& VERNON. 8s, 7s & 4s.

THE LORDXS- DAY,

Henvy W, Greatorex, 1849.
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Hear with meek-ness, He'lr w1ti1 meek-ness, Hear t‘hy word Wlt.h god - ly fear.
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2 While our days on earth are lengthened,

May we give them, Lord, to thee;

Cheered by hope and daily strengthened,

May we run, nor weary be,
Till thy glory
Without clouds in heaven we see.

3 There, in worship purer, sweeter,
Thee thy people shall adore ;
Tasting of enjoymént gm(ttel
Far than thought conceived before ;
Fall enjoyment

Full, unmixed, and evermore.
Thomas Kelly. 1815s.

1 Leap us, heavenly Father! lead us
Q’er the world’s tempestuous sea ;

Guard us, guide ns, keep us, feed us,
For we have no hclp but thu.,
Yet possessing every blessing,
If our God our Father be.

2 Saviour! breathe forgiveness o’er us;
All our weakness thou dost know
Thou didst tread this earth before us;
Thou didst feel its keenest woe ;
Lone and dreary, faint and weary,
Through the desert thou didst go.
3 Spirit of our God! descending,

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy;
Love with every passion blending,
Pleasure that can never cloy;

Thus provided, pardoned, guided,
Nothing can our peace destroy.
Sames Edmeston. 1820,




CLOSE OF WORSHIP, 19

GREENVILLE. 8s, 7s & 4s
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2 Thanks we give, and adoration,
For thy gospel's joyful sound ;
May the fruits of thy salvation
In our hearts and lives abound ;
May thy presence
‘With us evermore be found.

3 Then, whene'er the signal’s given
Lr, from earth to call away,
Borne on angels’ wings to heaven,

Glad the summons to obey,
May we ever
Reign with Christ in endless day !

36
1 Cowmg, thou soul-transforming Spirit,
Bless the sower and the seed ;

Let each heart thy grace inher 1t'
Raise the weak, the hungry feed'

From the {r()qpel
Now supply thy people’s need.

2 O, may all enjoy the blessing
‘Which thy word’s d(‘\l“l](,d to give;
Let us all, tln love possessing,

Walter Skiviey. 1774.

e

Joyfully the truth receive;
And forever
To thy praise and glory live.
Fonathan Evans. 1784,
37

1 Gob is in his holy temple;
All the earth, keep silence here !
Worship him in truth and spirit,
Reverence him with godly fear!
Holy, holy
Lord of hosts, our Lord, appear.

2 God in Christ reveals his presence,
Throned upon the mercy-seat:
Saints, rejoice; and, sinners, tremble;
Each prepare his God to meet:
Lowly, lowly,
Bow adoring at his feet.

3 Hail him here with songs of praises;
Him with prayers of faith surround:
Hearken to his glorious gospel,
While the preacher’s lips expound ;
Blesséd, blesséd,
They who know the jn}'ful sound !
Fames Montgomery. 1853
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And ere de-part-ing, wait thy word of peace.
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2 Grant us thy peace upon our homeward

way ; [the day ;
With thee began, with thee shall end
Guard thou the lips from sin, the hearts
from shame, [name.
That in this house have called upon thy

3 Grant us thy peace, Lord, through the
coming night,
Turn thou for us its darkness into light ;

From harm and danger keep thy children
free,

For dark and light are both alike to thee.

4 Grant us thy peace throughout our
earthly life, [strife;

Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in

Then, when thy voice shall bid our
conflict cease,

Call us, O Lord, to thine eternal peace.

Fohn Ellerton. 1868.

EVENTIDE. 10s.

William H. Monk. 1861.
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MORNING 'AND EVENING,
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1. Again return3 the day of holy rest, W

hich,when he made the world Jehovali blessed;
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‘When, hke hls own, he bade our labors cease, And all be p1 =i ty, and all be peace-

Change and decay in all around I see;
O thou who changest not, abide with
|
me !

3 I need thy presence every passing hot
What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s
hower ?
‘Who like thyself my guide and stay ean
be?
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide
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39 So shall he hear, when fervently we raise
1 Acamv returns the day of holy rest, Our supplications and our songs of praise,
‘Which, when he made the world, L
Jehovah blessed ; 3 Father of heaven! in whom our hopes
When, like his own, he bade our labors confide,
cease, Whose power defends us, and whose
And all be piety, and all be peace. _precepts guide,
In life our Guardian, and in death our
2 Let us devote this consecrated :h) Friend, [end.
To learn his will, and all we learn ‘ Glory supreme be thine, till time shall
obey ; William Mason, (1725—1797.)
40‘ t : e 4 1 fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless;
-7L2 b\nftlto its close ebbs out life’s little Ills have no weight, and tears no bitter-
aay s ness :
Earth’s joys grow dim; its glories pass | Where is death’s sting? where, grave,
away ;

thy victory ?
I triumph still, if thou abide with me.

r5 Hold thou thy cross before my closing
eyes,

Shine through the gloom, and point me
to the skies;

Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s
ain shadows flee:

In ii?é, in death, O Lord,

me !

abide with

with me!

Henry Francis Lyte. 1847,
.




20 MORNING.
CHAPEL., L.M. 6 lines. Rudolf Kreutzer. (1766—1831.)
4 —
B R o e = t+p—h
8 3‘1—%:,9__. -l
|

|
eesbE s Ee e R -Jwi‘h—l e R [ PR et
== R e e
O Sun of righteousness divine, On me with beams of mercv shme Chase the dark clouds of
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Guard me, my Saviour, while T rest;
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2 And when to heaven’s 3"'.?-'.1"‘1‘1“3 King And as each morning sun shall rise,
?\I‘ 1““’“'“‘" sacrifice 1 %’“'i‘t" 1d] 0O, lead me onward to the skies,
nd, mourning o’er my guilt and shame, . :
g o J 4 And at my life’s last setting sun,
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My gonflicts o’er, my labors done,
Juu‘a thy heavenly radiance qll(,d
To chce[ and bless my dying bed

Then, Jesus, cleanse me w 1th thy blood,
And be my Advocate with God.

3 When each day’s scenes and labors close, And from death’s gloom my spirit raise
And wearied nature seeks repose, To see thy face, and sing thy praise.
‘With par dumnn‘ merey richly blest, William Shrubsole, ¥r. 1813,

NORTHAMPTON. L. M. 6 lmes Arr. by George Kingsley.
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1 Thou art, O God, the hfp and licht Of all this wondrous world we see;
Are but re - flec-tions caught from thee; Where'er we turn, thy glo - ries shine,
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HEBRON. L.M.
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Lowell Mason. 1830,
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1. Thus f.u‘ the Lord has led me on; Thus far his power pro xongs my days ;
= -

L SN S i S IS - (SR
i+ e e e J;i—~r—f
-—t)—:i—-ca—-—}o-—o—vy —— t:;-—l—ér--—- ———— !_[—

] T : T

—_— - 45‘;_ .‘,ﬁ_\

E e

B e e EeaeE

e 1 @ [ ] EE P —_—

42

2 Much of my time has run to waste,
And T, pelimpq am near my home;
But he for aives my follies past
And gives me strength for days to come.

3 I lay my body down to sleep:
Peace is the pl]low for my head,
While well-appointed angols Lcep
Their watchful stations round my bed.

4 Faith in his name forbids my fear;
O, may thy presence ne'er depart;
And, in the morning, make me hear
The love and kindness of thy heart.

5 Thas, when the mrrht of death shall come,
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground ;
And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb,

With sweet salvation in the sonnd.
Isaac Watls.

1 Lorp, now we part in thy blest name,
In which we here together came ;
Grant us, our few remaining days,

To work thy will and spread thy praise.

1700,

2 Teachusin life and death to bless [ness;
Thee, Lord, our strength and righteous-
Grant that we all may meet above,

Where we shall better sing thy love,
}’aku Drarup 1737

44
1 Trou art, O God, the life and light
Of all thl% wondtous world we sce;
Its glow by day, its smile by night,
Aru but reflections caught from tth ,
Where'er we turn, thy 51101 ies shine,
And all things fair and bright are thine.

2 When day, with farewell beam, delays
Among the opening clouds of even,
And we can almost think we gaze,
Through opening vistas into llc wven,—
Those hues that mark the sun’s decline,
So soft, so radiant, Lord, are thine,

3 W hu; night, with wings of starry gloom,
o thadow‘i all the earth and ‘11\1(.“%,
Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose

plume
Is sparkling with unnumbered eyes,—
That sacred gloom, those fires divine,
So grand, so countles\ Lord, are thine.

4 Whenyouthful spring around us breathes,
Thy spmt warms het fragrant sigh ;
And every flower that summer wreathes
Ts born beneath thy kindling eye:
Where’er we turn, thy glories shine,
Aud all things fair and bright are thine.

Thomas Moore., 1816,




24 MORNING.

MORNING’ HYMN. L.M. F. H, Barthelemon. 1768.
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1. A-wake, my soul, and with the sun Thy dai-ly stage of du - ty run;
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Shake off dull sloth, and joy-ful rise To pay thy morn-ing sac-ri - fice.
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45 s ; Grant, Lord ! when T from death shall
2 Wake and lift up thyself, my heart, I may of endless life partake.  [wake,
And with the angels bear thy part, i
‘Who, all night ]ong; unwearied sing 4 Lord! I my vows to thee renew;

Scatter my sins as morning dew ;
Guard my first springs of thnunht and

; And with thyself my spirit fill.  [will,
And hast refreshed me while I slept ; Thomas Ker,

Iigh praise to the “eternal King.

3 All praise to thee who safe hast kept,

1697.
GRATITUDE L. M. A. Bost. Arv. T. Hastings. 1837.
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1. My Godl how end-less is th} Iovel Thy gifts are ev - ery eve-mng new,
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And morn ing mer-cies from a - bove Gen-tly dis - till like ear - ly dew.
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TALLIS' EVENING HYMN. L.M.
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Thomas Tallis. 1567.
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48

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,
Tlm ill that T t]u% day have done;
That with the world, myself, and thee,
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little as my bed ;
Teach me to die, that so I may
lise glorious at the awful day.

4 O, may my soul on thee repose ;

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close,
Slcep, that may me more vigorous ms 1l\c
To serve my God when I awake.

5 Praise God from whom all blessings flow,

Praise him, all creatures here below ;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host ;

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
Thomas Ken. 1697.

Keep me, might-y wings,
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1 Mmrions within thy courts have met,
Millions, this day, before thee bowed ;
Their faces Zion-ward were set,

Vows with their lips to thee they vowed.

2 Soon as the light of morning broke

O’er island, continent, or deep,
Thy far-spread family awoke,
Sabbath, all round the world, to keep.

3 And not a prayer, a tear, a sigh,

Hath failed this day some suit to gain;
To those in trouble thou wert nigh:
Not one hath sought thy face in vain.

4 Yet one prayer more l—and be it one,

In which both heaven and earth accord :

Fulfill thy promise to thy Son;

Let all that breathe call Jesus Lord !
Fames Montgomery. 1853,

1 My God! how endless is thy love!
Thy gifts are every evening new,
And morning mercies from above
Gently distill like early dew.

2 Thou spread’st the curtain of the night,
Great Guardian of my sleeping hours !

Thy sovereign word restores the light,
And quickens all my drowsy powers,

3 I yield my powers to thy command,

To thee I consecrate my days;
Perpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpctua.l songs of praise.
Isaac Watts, 1709.
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VENICE. S. M. English.
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1. To - mor - row, Lord, is thine, Lodgedin thy sov-ereign hand;
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2 The present moment flies,
And bears our life away
0! make thy servants truly wise,
That they may live to-day.

3 Since, on this wingéd hour,
Eternity is hung,
‘Waken, by thine almighty power,
The aged and the young.

4 One thing demands our care;—
0! be it still pursued ;
Lest, slighted once, the season fair
Should never be renewed.

To Jesus may we fly,
Swift as the morning light,

[die,

Lest life’s young aoldon beams should

In suddm endless night.
Pk:izﬁ Doddridge. 1755,

50
1 Come at the morning hour,
Come, let us kneel and pray;
Prayer is the Christian pilgrim’s
To walk with God all day.

staff

2 At noon, beneath the Rock
Of Ages, rest and pray ;
Sweet is that shelter from the sun
In weary heat of day.

3 At evening, in thy home,
Atound its altar, pray ;

And finding there i]m house of God,
With heaven then close the day.

4 When midnight veils our eyes, .
O, it is sweet to say,
1 sleep, but my heart waketh, Lord !
With thee to watch and pray.
Fames Monlgontery. 1853




MORNING AND EVENING.

CHESTER. L.M.
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Robert Schumann,
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1 O Hory Father! 'mid the calm
And stillness of this evening hour,
We would lift up our solemn psalm,
To praise thy goodness and thy power.

2 For over us, and over all,

Thy tender mercies still extend,

Nor vainly shall thy children call
On thee, our Father and our Friend !

3 Kept by thy goodness through the
day,
Th‘mlmmmrr to thy name we pour;
Night o’er us, w ith its stars,—we pray
Thy love, to guard us evermore !

4 In grief, console ; in gladness, bless;
In darkness, guide; in sickness, cheer;
Tl pe1fccted in righteousness,

Befone thy throne our souls appmr'

W. H. Burleigh. 1841.
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52

1 O BLEst Creator of the light,
Who dost the dawn from darkness bring,
And in the heavens’ most glorious height
Dost bid the stars together sing |

2 Who, gently blending eve with mom
And morn with eve, dost make the day ;
Thick flows the flood of darkness down
O, hear us as we come to pray !

3 Keep thou our souls from thought of
erime ;
Keep them from guilt’s remorseful strife ;
Nor living for the things of time,
But living the eternal life.

4 Teachus to knock at heaven’s high door;
Teach us the prize of life to win;
Teach us all evil to abhor
And purify ourselves within,

Tr., Edward Caswall. 1849,




AUTUMN. 8s & 7s. 8 lines.

28 « MORNING AND EVENING.
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Thro’ the chang - es thou’st decreed us,
D. 8. Let thy good - ness nev - er fail us;
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Till our last great change ap-pears:
Lead us in thy per - fect way.

‘When temp-ta - tion’s dartsassail us,

‘When in de - vious paths we stray,
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53
2 In the hour of pain and anguish,
In the hour when death draws near,
Suffer not our hearts to languish,
Suffer not our souls to fear:
And, when mortal life is ended,
Bid us on thy bosom rest ;
Till, by angel-bands attended,
We awake among the blest,
Thomas Hastings. 1830.

54
1 Praise to thee, thou great Creator!
Praise to thee from every tongue ;
Join, my soul, with every creature,
Join the universal song.

Father, source of all compassion,
Pure, unbounded grace is thine ;

Hail the God of our salvation!
Praise him for his love divine.

2 For ten thousand blessings given,
For the hope of future joy,
Sound his praise through earth and
heaven,
Sound Jehovah'’s praise on high.
Joyfully on earth adore him,
Till in heaven our song we raise;
There, enraptured, fall before him,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.
Fohn Fawcett, 1767.
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1 Silently the shades of evening
Gather round my lowly door ;
Silently they bring before me
Faces 1 shall see no more,

2 O, the lost, the unforgotten,
Though the world be oft forgot;
O, the shrouded and the lonely,
In our hearts they perish not.

3 Living in the silent hours,
Where our spirits only blend,
They unlinked with earthly trouble,
We still hoping for its end.

4 How such holy memories cluster,
Like the stars when storms are past,
Pointing up to that fair heaven
We may hope to gain at last,

C. C. Cox. 1848.

56 (AUTUMN.)

1 Saviour ! breathe an evening blessing,

Ere repose our eyelids seal ;

Sin and want we come cmlfv*-smg,
Thou canst save, and thou canst heal,

Though dc-itructmn walk around us,
'lhourrh the arrows past us fly,

Andcl-{rllarfls from thee surround us,
We are safe if thou art nigh,

-2 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from thee :

Thou art he who, never weary,
Watcheth where thy people be.

Should swift death this night o’ertake us,
And our couch become our tomb,

May the morn in heaven awake us,
Clad in bright and deathless bloom.

Fames Edmeston. 1820,
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MORNING AND EVENING.
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1. Sun of my soul thou Sav - iour dear,
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F. % Haydn. Arr. by W, H, Monk., 1861.
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1 Sux of my soul, thou Saviour dear,
It is not night if thou be near;
O, may no earth-born cloud arise
To hide thee from thy servant’s eyes.

2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep
My wearied eyelids gently steep,
Be my last thonght how sweet to rest
Forever on my Saviour’s breast.

3 Abide with me from morn till eve,
For without thee I cannot live;
Abide with me when night is nigh,
For without thee I dare not die.

If some poor wandering child of thine,,
Have spurned to-day the voice divine—
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ;
Let him no more li¢ down in sin,

5 Watch by the sick; enrich the poor
With blessings from thy boundless store ;
Be every mourner’s sleep to-night,

Like infant's slumbers, pure and light.

=ZEEEESRE
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6 Come near and bless us when we wake
Ere through the world our way we take;
Till in the ocean of thy love
We lose ourselves in heaven above.

8 Fohn Keble, 1827,

5

1 O Jesus, Lord of heavenly grace,
Thou Brightness of the Father’s face,
Thou Fountain of cternal light, [night!
‘Whose beams disperse the shades of

2 Come, holy Sun of heavenly love!
Send down thy radiance from above,
And to our inmost hearts convey
The Holy Spirit’s cloudless ray.

3 O! hallowed thus be every day!
Let meekness be our morning ray,
And faithful love our noon-day light,
And hope our sunset, calm and bright.

O Christ! with each returning morn,
Thine image to our hearts is borne;
O! may we ever clearly see

Quar Saviour and our God in thee!

Ambrose, 390. Tr. Fohn Chandler. 1837.
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JESUS OUR LIGHT L M. 6 hnes Arr, from Mendelssolin.
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Through life’s long day and death’s dark mtrht O gen-tle Je - sus, be our Light.
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59 That only long to be like thee,

Through life’s lonrr day and death’s
dark night,
O gentle Jesus, be our Light,

2 The day is gone, its hours have run,
And thou hast taken count of all,
The scanty triumphs grace hath won,

The broken vow, the frequent fall. 5 Labor is sweet, for thou hast toiled ;
Through life's loncr day and death’s And care is light, for thou hast cared ;
dark night, Ah! never let our works be soiled

O gentle Jesus, be our Light. With strife, or by deceit ensnared.

Through life’s long day and death’s
dark night,
O gentle Jesus, be our Light,

3 Grant us, dear Lord, from evil ways
True -Lb%ulutmn dl]d release ;
And bless us, more than in past days,

With purity and inward peace, 6 For all we love, the poor, the sad,
Through life’s long day and death’s | The sinful, unto thee we call;
dark night, O, let thy mercy make us glad:
O gentle Jesus, Tie: our Light. Thou art our Jesus, and our all.
Through life’s long day and death’s
4 Do more than pardon; give us joy, dark night,
Sweet fear, and sober m“m ! O gentle Jesus, be our Light. Amen.

And simple huu‘ts without alloy Frederic W. Faber. 1840,




ROSEFIELD. 7s. 6 lines.

MORNING AND EVENING.

Casar H. A. Malan. 1830.

{ Ev - ery morn - ing mer - cies
{ Ev - ery morn - ing let us

Fall as fresh as morn - ing dew ;
Trib - ute with the ear - ly day;
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2 Still the greatness of thy love
Daily doth our sins remove ;
Daily, far as east from west,

Lifts the burden from the breast;
(zives unbought to those who pray
Strength to stand in evil day.

(o5

That these gifts may never fail ;
And, as we confess the sin

EVENING SACRIFICE.

Let our prayers each morn prevail,
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For thy mer - cies, Lord, are sure; Thy com - pas - sion doth en - dure.
|

And the tempter’s power within,

Feed us with the Bread of Life;

Fit us for our daily strife.

As the morning light returns,

As the sun with splendor burns,

Teach us still to turn to thee,

Ever blessed Trinity,

With our hands our hearts to raise,

In unfailing prayer and praise.
Horatius Bonar. 1868. .

H., 8. frons.
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1. Thesun is smkmv fast, The daylight dies ; Let love awake,and pay Her evemnrrsacmﬁce.

2 As Christ upon the cross
His Head 'inclined,
And to his Father's hands
His parting soul resigned ;
3 So now herself my soul
Would wholly give
Into his sacred charge,
In whom all spirits live.

4 Thus would I live; yet now
Not I, but he
In all his power and love
Henceforth alive in me,

5 One sacred Trinity !
One Lord Divine!
May I be ever his,
And he forever mine.
From the Latin, Tr, E, Caswall,
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TEMPLE. 8s & 4s. Eziwam’ F. Hopkins, 186g,
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1. God that madest earth and hea\ en,Darkness and light; Who the day for toil hu.ar, given, For rest the nlght.

May thine angel-guards defend us, Holy dreams and hopes attend us,
Slumber sweet thy mercy send us This Tiv elong night.

|
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: 3 Guard us waking, guard us sleeping,
2 And when morn again shall call us And when we die,
) . 1a? s o1 %7 o
To run life’s way, May we in thy mighty keeping
May we still, whate’er befall us, All peaceful lie;
Thy will Ubl‘\ 3 When the last dread call shall wake us,
From'the power of evil hide us, Do not thou, our God, forsake us,
In the narrow ]Jatln\ ay guide us, But to reign in glory take us
Nor thy smile be ¢'er denied us, With thee on high.
The ll‘ L‘Oi]l" d"’}° Reginald Heber. 1827, V.1, 2. Richard Whately, v. 3.
NOW THE DAY IS OVER. F. Barnby. 1868.
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1. Now the day is o - ver, Nightis dra.wmo nigh,  Shadows of the evening Steal a- um:.s the sky,
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63 : - 4 Through the long night-watches,

2 Jesus, give the weary May thine angels spread
Calm and sweet repose, Their white wings above me,
With thy tend’rest blessing Watching round my bed.

May our eyelids close.
Y y 5 When the morning wakens,

3 Grant to little children Then mav I arise
Visions bright of thee; Pure and fresh and sinless
Guard the sailors tossing In thy holy eyes.

On the deep blue sea, S. Baring-Gould,




English.

1. God of
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Or mght, in deep-er sa- ble eclad, If aught were dark to thce!
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64 4 Enough, while these dull heavens may
lower,

2 How mournfully that golden gleam
Would toueh the thoughtful heart,
If, with its soft, retiring l)eam
We saw thy lwht d(,p‘nt'

3 But though the sunset hours may hide
These Q;ultll, rays aw hile;
And deep thro' ocean’s wave may glide
The slumber of their smile y

If here thy presence be;
Then midnight shall be morning hour,
And dar ]\.l]Chb light to me,

5 Thro’ the deep gloom of mortal things,
Thy light of love can throw
That ray whu,h gilds an angel’s wings,

To soothe a pilgrim’s woe.
Maria G. Safferv. 1834,

DALLAS # 7s. Maria Luigi Cherubini. (1760—1842.)
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In thine arms I fall u-sleep.
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EVENING. 35
Geo. Kingsley., 1853,
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tran - quil hour of clos-ing day! Be - gone, dis-turb-ing care!

1. Hail,
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And look, my soul,
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from earth a - way,
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prayer.
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z How sweet the tear of penitence,
Before his throne of grace,
While, to the contrite spirit’s sense,
He shows his smiling face.

3 Howsweet,thro’ long-remembered years,

His mercies to mm]l [tmus

And, pressed with wants, and griefs, and
'lo trust his love for all.

4 How sweet to look, in thoughtful hope,
Beyond this fading sky,
And hear him call ]lls (‘]ll](]l(‘n up
To his fair home on high.

5 Calmly the day forsakes our heaven
To dawn beyond the west;
So let my soul, in life’s last even,
Retire to glorious rest.

Leonard Bacon. 1845,

66

1 I Love to steal awhile away
From every cumbering eare,
And spend the hours of setting day
In humble, grateful prayer.

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

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

4 Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o’er,
May its departing ray
Be calm as this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day !
Phabe H. Brown,

T

67 (DALLAS,)
2 Leaning on thy tender care,
Thou hast led my soul aright;
Fervent was my morning prayer;
Joyful is my song to- mnht

3 Tender mercies on my way
Falling softly like the dew,

Sent me freshly every day—
I will bless the Lord for you.

4 Source of all that comforts me,
Well of joy for which I long ;
Let the song I sing to thee
Be an everlasting song !

Anon.
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WORDSWORTH. 10s. Henry Smart. 1870
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2 Our changeful lives are ebbing to an end,
Onward to darkness and to death we tend ;

O Conqueror of the grave, be thou our Guide,
Be thoun our light in “death’s dark eventide ;
Then in our mortal hour will be no gloom,
No sting in death, no terror in the tomb.
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3 Thou, who in darkness walking didst appear
Upon the waves, and thy disciples cheer,
Come, Lord, in lonesome days, when storms assail,
And ear th]y hopes and human succors fail
‘When all is dark, may we behold thee nigh,
And hear thy voice, “Fear not, for it is L7

4 The weary world is mouldering to decay,
Its glories wane, its pageants fade away ;
In that last sunset, when the stars shall fall,
May we arise, aws d];enul by thy call,

With thee, O Lord, forever to abide

In that blest day which has no eventide. C I tiorihs
NIGHTFALL., 8s & 7s. F. Barnby. 1870.
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1. Thro’ the day thy love hath slmr(,d us Night once more in-vites to rest ;
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is to trust in thee.
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69 o 3 Dlesséd God, let all adore thee,
2 Pilgrims her.e on em"t‘h, and strangers, Saints on earth, and saints in heaven;
v])\\'clhllg in"the midst of foes, Every creature bow before thee,
Us and ours preserve from dangers; Who hast all their being given ;
In thy love may we repose, Who dost seek and save the lost;
J}ml, \\:hcn life s short day is past, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
Rest with thee in heaven at last. Thomas Kelly. 1820,




38 EVENING,
THRA.CIA. L. M. G. A. Macfarren.
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That of thy mer - c¢y thou wilt keep Thy watch a-round us wlnle we  sleep.

70 P 3 Almighty Father, hear our cry
2 Far off bid night’s dark p]mnt_oms fly; Thro’ Jesus C lmat our Lord most High,
Let no unholy dreams come nigh Who, with the Iloly Ghost and thw
Tread under-foot our unscen foe, Doth live and reign eternaliy,
That we may no pollution know., T,,_' Fohn Mason Neale. i85z,
TWILIGHT 7s, 6s & 8s. = ¥. Barnby.
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to thee | We pray,...
—

dxs - g - E:
I@y;iJ -:E*;E:;*:;: _.I,QT:_;:L_. 5?51 = ,af,:,;,la:j, t__“ — =

pray thee now, that sin - less The hours of dark may be: i
|
- . -» = - - - F-J
e e e -S| B s e —— i S e =
S e
=== = = ' E=
TR o ame e P ) - e o e [ e —— ==
e e e e J = = e
7 | N vt o SR B T va:
keep us I
Ju - sus, keep us  in thy sight, And" save us thro’ the com - mg mrrht
|

|H

IS S 1—E ——

'@_1 — ,,4__' e el 17 e _.t:"— ”:

P _E—:‘l_q_r;__:! ]
— T g It By il — j .8 : ==

T T T i e - R "r—*’ﬂ“"‘“'—_'r‘




MORNING AND EVENING. 39

MORNING PRAISE. 1 15: & 10s, ; Sokn Stainer.
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1. Now,when the (iusL -y ﬂhudm of night re - treat-ing Be - fme the sun's red banm T s“:ft Iy ﬂee,
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Now,when the ter - mr-j of the dark are fleet- ing, O Lord, we lift our thank-ful hearts to thec

2 To thee, whose word the fount of life unsealing,
‘When hill and dale in thickest darkness lay,

Awoke bright rays across the dim earth stealing,

And bade the eve and morn complete the day.

3 Look from the height of heaven, and send to cheer us
Thy light and trath, and guide us onward still
Still let thy merey, as of old, be near us,
And lead us safely to thy Holy Hill

4 So, when that morn of endless light is waking,
And shades of evil from its splendors flee,
Safe may we rise, this earth’s dark vale forsaking,
Through all the long bright day to dwell with thee.
5 DBe this by thee, O God Thrice Holy, granted,
O Father, Son, and Spirit, ever blest;
Whose glory by the heaven and earth is chanted,
Whose Name by men and angels is confest. English Hymnary.

=

72 (rwoienr) 4 Our eyes enlighten, Saviour,
Or sleep in death shall we;
And he, our wakeful tempter,
Shall ery triumphantly :
“He could not make their darkness
light,
Norguard them thro’ the hours of night.”

2 The joys of day are over;
We lift our hearts to thee,
And ask thee, that offenceless
The hours of dark may be:
O Jesus, make their darkness light,
And save us through the coming night.
5 DBe thou our souls’ preserver,
O God, for thou dost know
How many are the perils
llnouoh which we have to go;

3 The toils of day are over;
We raise our hymn to thee,
And ask, that free from peril,
The hours of dark may be: O loving Jesus, hear our call,

O Jesus, keep us in thy sight.
el (\i P ey 3i Boby ol And mmld and save us from them all.
n glh“ us t 110“3 1 the coming nig it. Amnatolius, ab. 458. 7., Yokn Mason Neale. 1862,
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40 EVENING,

SEPARATION. 8s & 7s.

U. C. Burnap. 1872.
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1. Tar- ry with me,
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O my Sav - iour,
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And the night is draw -ing nigh.
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2 Deeper, deeper grow the shadows,
Paler now the glowing west;
Swift the night of death advances;
Shall it be the night of rest?

3 Feeble, trembling, fainting, dying,
Lord, T cast myself on thee;

PALMER. 1ls, 10s & 55

Tarry with me through the darkness;
While I sleep, still watch by me,

4 Tarry with me, O my Saviour;
Lay my head upon thy breast
Till the morning, then awake me,—
Morning of eternal rest,
Caroline S, Smith. 185s.

Felix Mendelssokn- Barﬂzo[dy (1809—1847.)
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EVENING S. M. Aaron Chapin. 1813.
1 1 i
{ R 5 o B RESRITE__0 HE5800 Frm ] e e e e
&“g_j: e e e e o _;:LTJ ,,,:I:ﬂ'—ﬂfL'fc—- 2—3
szt L‘ﬁj s s s > #,
P_“ [4 >N e = = =

2 ; t T .
. The day 15 past and gone, he eve - ning h__l_‘

9 #L# _7_’ 9'——r I Lﬁ L i : z 1
I . T ’l 7 } ‘% b - = :]
E [ | i |
| D,
Bhdemcom g
‘_'T.‘::: L’”*i‘_f‘“‘"_l'"'—d—;”_":%* R _,—iﬂ— ‘“‘;‘—k =
= o—o——'—oﬁrlulﬂ-—,—‘__l_. &) - 6‘- 3'

{
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4 And when we early rise,

z We lay our garments by, And view the unwearied sun,
Upon our beds to rest; May we set out to win the prize,
So death will soon disrobe us all And after glory run, ]

Of what we here possessed. 5 And when our days are past,

3 Lord, keep us safe this night, And we from time remove,

Secure from all our fears; O may we in thy bosom rest,
May angels guard us while we sleep, The bosom of thy love !
Till morning light appears. Fokn Leland. 170q.
(PALMER,)

2 Let evil thoughts and spirits flee before us;
Till morning cometh, watch, O Father, o'er us;
. In soul and body thoun from harm defend us,
Thine angels send us,

3 Let pious thoughts be ours when sleep o’ertakes us;
Our carliest thnnght% be thine when morning wakes us;
All sick and mourners, we to thee commend them,

Do thou befriend them.

4 We have no refuge, none on ecarth to aid us,
But thee, O Father, who thine own hast made us;
But thy dear presence will not leave them lonely
Who seck thee only.

5 Father, thy Name be praised, thy kingdom given ;
Thy will be done on earth as ’tis in heav en;
Iucp us in life; forgive our sins; deliver

Us now and ever. Tr. Catherine Winkworth, 1838,




42 EVENING.

HOLLEY. 7s. George Hews. 1835
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1. Soft - iy'/ fades the twi-light ray Of the ho-1ly Sab-bath- da} :
-5 - 5 .

fr=—e
e

-
.3
|

2 Night her solemn mantle spreads 1 SorrLy now the light of day
O’er the earth, as daylight fades; Fades upon my sight away ;

All things tell of calm repose Free from care, from labor free,
At the holy Sabbath’s close. Lord, I would commune with thee,
3 Peace is on the world abroad ; 2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye
"Tis the holy peace of God, ; N(!lltf]lt escapes, without, within !
Symbol of the peace within Pardon each infirmity,
‘When the spirit rests from sin. Open fault, and secret sin.
4 Still the Spirit lingers near, 3 Soon, for me, the light of day
Where the evening worshipper Shall forever pass away ;
Secks communion with the skies, Then, from sin and sorrow free,
Pressing onward to the prize. Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee.
5 Saviour, may our Sabbaths be 4 Thou who, sinless, yet hast known
Days of peace and joy in thee, All of man’s infirmity !
Till in heaven our souls repose, Then, from thine eternal throne,

‘Where the Sabbath ne’er shall close. Jesus, look with pitving eye.
Samuel F. Smith., 1843. George W. Doane. 1824,
BRADEN. S. M., William B. Bradbury. 1844

@%ﬂbuﬂa WTL =] %‘5;:‘ ek EEne

1. The swift declining day, ]Elow fast its moments ﬂyl W ln]c evening sbmad and gloomy shudb Gamn on the
[western sky
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2 Ye mortals, mark its pace,
And use the hours of light;
And know, its Maker can command

Submissive at his footstool bow,
And seek salvation there.

4 Then shall new lustre break
Through death’s impending gloom,

At once eternal night.
A And lead you to unchanging light,

3 Give glory to the L”“] In your "eclestial home,
\Vho rules the wlmlmﬂr sphere ; Philip Doddridge. 1740,
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LAST BEAM. P.M. Portuguese,
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1 Fad - ing, still fad - ing, the labt beam is shining; Fa - ther in heav-en! the
Fa - thu in heav-en | oh, hear when we call, Hear, for Christ’s sake, who is
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day is de - clining, Safe -ty and in-no-cence fly with thelight, ’l‘t'mpmtlon and
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dan-ger walk forth with the night ; From the fall of the shade till the mormng b( 11s
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chime, Shield me from danger, save me from crime. Father, have mer- ¢y, Father, have
burus, Wake in thy arms wllcn morning re-turns. Father, (‘tr
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Guillaume Frare. 1543.
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Praise him a - bove, ye heaven-ly host !

Praise Fa-ther, Son, and Ho - 1y Ghost.
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1 YE nations round the earth, rejnioe
Before the Lord, your sovereign King
Serve him with cheerful heart aml
voice,
With all your tongues his glory sing.

2 The Lord is God ; ’tis he alone
Doth life and breath and being give:
We are his work, and not our own,
The sheep that on his pastures live,

3 Enter his gates with songs of joy,
With praises to his courts repair;
And make it your divine employ,
To pay your thanks and honors
there.

4 The Lord is good, the Lord is kind ;
Great is his grace, his mercy sure ;
And all the race of man shall find

His truth from age to age endure.
Isaac Watts. 1719.

81

1 Frowm all that dwell below the skies,
Let the Creator’s praise arise :
Let the Redeemer’s mame be sung,
Through every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord !
Eternal truth attends thy word :

Thy praise shall sound from shore to

shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.
Isaac Walts., 1719,
82

1 Bg thou, O God, exalted high;
And as thy glory fills the sky,
So let it be on earth displayed,
Till thou art here, as there, obeyed.

2 Thy praises, Lord, I will resound
To all the listening nations round :
Thy merey highest heaven transcends,
Thy truth beyond the clouds extends.
Tate & Brady. 1696,

-




PRAISE AND ADORATION, 45
Charies Burney. 1760,
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1. Lift up your heads, ye mi-rht—y gates | Be -hold, the hmg of glo - ry waits;
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The King of kings is draw -ing near, The Say -iour of the world is here.
e

i ; 2 What seeret place, what distant star v

2 The Lord is just, a helper tried, Is like, (11'eadme'<’l, to thine abode?
M?"CP{ iontd h{s Sld?; Why dwellest thou from us so far?
H.’S kingly C ]}OI”'OSS’ We yearn for thee, thou hidden God.
His sceptre, pity in distress. ¢

3 Vain searchers ! but we need not mourn;
We need not stretch our weary wings ;
Thou meetest us where’er we turn ;
Thou beamest, Lord, from all bright

things.

3 Fling wide the portals of your heart,
Make it a temple set apart
From ecarthly use for heaven’s employ,
Adorned with prayer and love and joy.

ST ide

4 Redeemer, come! T open wide = :

My heart to thee: here, Lord, abide ! 4 ]mt]swcctestl Lot d,,dost thou appear
v "’ . .4 '8 8 1 H o 00 .
Let me thy inner presence feel, Ef]' E'}" dear lba”o,“,:tb_‘"’g'i]“_‘fs face;;
Thy grace and love in me reveal. el e e Rl e
2 ; : And offers us its kind embrace.

5 So come, my Sovereign, enter in;
Let new and nobler life begin:
Thy Holy Spirit gnide us on,

{ ¢ To us, vain searchers after God
1 3 ?
To us the Holy Ghost doth come;

Until the glorious erown be won. From us thou hidest thine abode;
George Weissel, 163, |  But thou wilt make our souls thy home.
84 6 O Glory that no eye may bear!
1 O prEADFUL glory that doth make O Presence" Bright, our souls’ swect
Thick darkness round the heav enly guest!
throne, O Farthest off, O ever Near!
Throngh which no angel-eye may break, Most Hidden and Most Manifest !

Wherein the Lord doth dwell alone! Thomas H. Gill. 1860,




Sohn Hatton. 1790,

a - lone ;

He can cre - ate,

1 Berore Jehovah’s awful throne,
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy :
Know that the Lord is God alone;
He can cereate, and he destroy.

2 ITis sovereign power, without our aid,
Made us of clay, and formed us men;
And when, like wandering sheep, we

strayed,
He brought us to his fold again,

3 We are his people, we his care,
Our souls, and all our mortal ftame:
‘What lasting honors shall we rear,
Almighty Maker, to thy name?

4 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful
‘sﬂl]""-
ITigh as the heaven our voices raise ;
And earth, with her ten thousand tonguls,
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 shall stand,

When rolling years shall cease to move.
Isaac Walts. 1719,

wn

1 Tur Lord is King! lift up thy voice,
O earth, and all ye heavens, rejoice !
From world to world the joy shall ring :
The Lord Omnipotent is King.

2 The Lord is King! who then shall
dare

Resist his will, distrust his care,

Or murmur at his wise decrees,

Or doubt his royal promises?

3 The Lord is King ! child of the dust,
The Judge of all the earth is just:
Holy and true are all his ways:

Let every creature speak his praise

4 O, when his wisdom can mistalke,
His might decay, his love forsake,
Then may his children cease to sing,
The Lord Omnipotent is King.

5 One Lord, one empire, all secures;
He reigns, and life and death are yours:
Through earth and heaven one song
shall ring
The Lord Ommpotent is King,
Fosiak Conder. 1824



PRAISE AND ADORATION. 47

VANHALL'S HYMN. L.M. Vankall.

a

1. Jesus,where’er thy people meet, There they behold thy mercy-seat; Where'er they seek thee,

|
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87 : 3 In all our Maker’s grand designs,

1 Jesvs, where'er thy people meet, Almighty power with wisdom shines;
There they behold thy mercy-seat; His works, thro’ all this wondrous flam(‘,
Where'er thoy seek thee, thou art fnund Declare the glory of his name.

And every place is hallowed ground, Rais TR Mok
4 Raised on devotion’s lofty wing,

2 For th‘ou, within no walls confined, Do thou, my soul, his glories sing ;
Inhabitest the humble mind ; And let lli.uypmise employ thy tongue,
Such ever bring thee where they come, Till listenine worlds shali jni;] the;ong!
And going, take thee to their home. ‘ " Thomas Blacklock. 1754,

3 Great Shepherd of thy chosen few ! 89
Thy former mercies here renew ; 1 Kiwepoms and thrones to God bclong,
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim Crown him, ye nations, in your song;
The sweetness of thy saving name. His wondrous names and pow’rs reheal'sc;

William Cowper. 1769. His honors shall enrich your verse.

88

2 He shakes the heavens with loud alarms;

] : . SN e e
1 Comg, O my soul, in sacred lays How terrible is God in arms!
Y T ver b va .. ¥ . . .
4“““1“ thy great Creator’s Praise ; In Israel are his mercies known;
But oh, what tongue can speak his fame ? Isracl is his peculiar throne.

‘What mortal verse can reach the theme ? g ooty ant] ‘
3 Proclaim him King, pronounce him blest;

2 Enthroned amid the radiant spheres, He’s your defence, vour joy, your rest;
rll\Ie ;czlory hkeba ﬂ?"]'_”(l‘“t E‘f"’f”'-*: ‘When terrors rise, and nations faint,
S0 TOrm g T0be o) ligr it divine, : God is the strength of every saint.
I'en thousand suns around him shine, Isaac Watts. 1710
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GOD,

William Tansur. 1743.
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1. Lord God of Hosts, by all adolul | Thy name we praise with one accord; The earth and heavensare
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full of thee,
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Thy light, thy love, thy maj- es - ty,
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Thy light, thy love, thy maj - es -ty.

Lorp God of Hosts, by all adored !
Thy name we praise with one accord ;
The earth and heavens are full of thee,
Thy light, thy love, thy majesty.

Loud hallelujahs to thy name

Angels and seraphim proclaim ;

Eternal praise to thee is given

By all the powers and thrones in heaven.

The apostles join the glorious throng,
The prophets aid to swell the song,
The noble and triumphant host

Of martyrs make of thee their boast.

The holy church in every place

l‘hmurflmut the world exalts thy praise ;

Both heaven and earth do worship
thee,

Thou Filtll(‘l‘ of eternity !

From day to day, O Lord, do we
Highly exalt and honor thee;

Thy name we worship and adore,
World without end, forevermore.

Fohn Gambold. 1754. T, Thomas Cotterili. 1810,

1 Logp of all being;

throned afar,
Thy glory flames from sun and btdl';
Centre and soul of every sphere,
Yet to each loving heart how near!

Sun of our life, thy quickening ray
Sheds on our ])dtll the glow of day;
Star of our hope, thy softened ]wht
Cheers the long watches of the mnht

Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn ;
Our noontide is thy gracious dawn;
Our rainbow arch thy merey’s sign;
All, save the clouds of sin, are thine!

Lord of all life, below, above,

Whose light is truth, whose warmth is
love,

Before thy ever-blazing throne

‘We ask no lustre of our own.

Grant us thy truth to make us free,

And Lmdlmrr hearts that burn for thce,

Till all thy lwlmr altars claim

One holy lmht one heavenly flame !
Oliver Wendell Holmes. 1848.




PRAISE AND ADORATION.

49
CREATION. L.M.D. Francis Foseph Haydn., 1798.
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92
2 Soon as the evening shades prevail,
The moon takes up the wondrous tale;
And nightly, to the listening carth,
Repeats the story of her birth ;
While all the stats that round her burn,
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,
And spread the trth from pole to pole.

What though in solemn silence, all

Move round the dark terrestrial ball,—

What though no real voice nor sound

Amid their radiant orbs be found,—

In reason’s ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice,

For ever singing as they shine,

“The hand that made us is divine.”
Hoseph Addison. 1712

93

1 Erervar Source of every joy,
Well may thy praise our lips employ,
‘While in thv temple we appear,
To hail thee, sovereign of the year!

Wide as the wheels of nature roll,

Thy hand supports and guides the whole,
The sun is tanght by thee to rise,

And darkness when to veil the skies,

The flowery spring at thy command,
Perfumes the air, adorns the land;

The summer rays with vigor shine,

To raise the corn, to cheer the vine.
Thy haund, in antumn, richly pours,
Through all our coasts redundant stores;
And winters, softened by thy care,

No more a face of horror wear.

Seasons and months, and weeks and
days,

Demand successive songs of praise;

And be the grateful homage pdld

With morning light and ev cmng shade.

Here in thy house let incense rise,

And cireling Sabbaths bless our eyes,

Till to those lofty heights we soar,

Where days and years revolve ne more,
Philip Doddridge. 1755




WELTON. L.M.

Casar H. A. Malan. 1830,
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1. E - ter - nal Fa - ther, when to thee,
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Be - yond all worlds, by faith I soar,

1 Ererxar Father, when to thee,
Beyond all worlds, by faith I soar,
Before thy boundless majesty
I stand in silence, and adore.

2 But, Saviour, thou art by my side;
Thy voice I hear, thy face I see.
Thou art my friend, my daily guide;
God over all, yet God with me.

3 And thou, Great Spirit, in my heart
Dost make thy temple day lv\ day:
The Holy Ghost of God thou ¢ art,
Yet dwellest in this house of clay.

4 Blest Trinity, in whom alone
All things created move or rest,

High in the heavens thou hast thy throne,
Thou hast thy throne within my breast.

Hervey D, Ganse. 1872,

95

1 O Sovrce divine, and Life of all,
The Fount of being's wondrous sea,

Thy depth would every heart appall,
That saw not Love supreme in thee.

2 We shrink before thy vast abyss,
Where worlds on wérlds eternal brood ;
We know thee truly but in this,

That thou bestowest all our good.

3 And so, 'mid boundless time and space,
O grant us still in thee to dwell,
And through the ceaseless web to trace
Thy presence working all things well.

4 Nor let thou life’s delightful play
Thy truth’s transcendent vision hide;
Nor strength and gladness lead astray
From thee, our nature’s only guide.

5 Bestow on every joyous thrill
Thy deeper tone of reverent awe:
Make pure thy children’s erring will,
And teach their hearts to love thy law.
Sohn Sterling. 1839.




PRAISE AND ADORATION. 51

NUREMBURG. 7s. Sohann Rudolf Ahle. 1664,

1. Swell the an -them, raise the song, Prais - es to our God be - long;
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Saints and an - gels, join to sing, Praise to heaven’s al - might - y King.
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2 Hark, the voice of nature sings 3 All that being e’er shall know,

Praises to the King of kings; On, still on, through farthest years,
Let us join the choral song, All eternity can show,
And the heavenly notes prolong. Bright before thee now appears,

Nathan Strong. 1799. : ; :
4 In thine all-embracing sight,

1 Migary God, the First, the Last, Every change its purpose meets,
What are ages in ”,\ sight Every clond tloats into light,
But as yesterday when p%t Ev ery woe its glory g greets.

V oht ? -
Or a watch within the night? 5 Whatsoe'er our lot may be,

2 All that being ever knew, Calmly in this thought we'll rest,—
Down, far down, ere time had birth, Could we see as thou dost see,
Stands as clear within thy view We should choose it as the best.
As the pl'csont ’(hings of earth, William Gaskell. 1837.

98 (WELTON.) 3 Thus present still, thou;zh now unseen,
1 Waen Israel, of the Lord beloved, O Lord, when shines the prosperous day,
Out from the land of bondage came, Je thoughts of thee a cloudy screen,
Her fathers’ God before hur'nm\'ed, To temper the deceitful ray.

An awful guide, in smoke and flame. 4 And O, when gathers on our path,

2 By day, along th’ astonished lands, In slmdo and storm, the frequent night,
The cloudy pillar glided slow : Be thou long-suffering, slow to v.mth,
By night, Arabia’s crimsoned sands A burning and a q}m”ng licht.
Returned the fiery column’s glow, ' Walter Scott. 1820,
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GOD.

MENDEBRAS. 7s & 6s. D, GermanA.r'r. Arr. by Lowell Mason. 1839,
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O God, the Rock of A -ges, Who ev-er-more hast been, | Be-fore thy first creations,
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3 O thou who canst not slumber,
Whose light grows never pale,
Teach us aright to number
Our years before they fail!
On us thy merey lighten,
On us 111\ mwdnc\a rest,
And let th\ "alnllt brighten
The hearts thyself hast blessed !
" Bdward H. Bickersteth.

Our years are like the shadows
On sunny hills that lie,
Or grasses in the meadows
l']mt blossom but to die:
As u»p a dream, a story
3y strangers quickly told,
An unremaining glory
OF things that soon are old,

LAUD. C. M. Yohn B. Dykes. 1861,
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PRAISE AND ADORATION. 53

MOSCOW 8s & Ts.

Alexis L‘waj". 1833.
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1. Lord, thy glo - ry fills the heav-en; Earth is with 1ts full - ness stored,
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2 Heaven is still with anthems ringing ;
Earth takes up the angels’ cry,
Holy, holy, holy, singing,
Lord of hobts thou Lmd most high,

3 Ever thus in God’s high praises,
Brethren, let our tongues unite,
‘While our thounhts his greatness raises,
And our love his rrlttb excite:

4 With his seraph train before him,
With his holy church below,
Thus unite we to adore him,
Bid we thus our anthem flow.

5 Thus thy glorious name confessing,
We gldnpt the angels’ cry,
Holy, holy, holy, blussmrf
Thee, the Lord our God most high!
Rickard Mant. 1837.

I0I
1 O Gop, we praise thee, and confess
That thou the only Lord
And everlasting Father art,
By all the earth adored.
2 To thee all angels cry aloud;
To thee the powers on ]tmh,

Both chernbim and seraphim,
Continually do cry:—

3 O holy, holy, holy Lord,
Whom heaven]y lwsts obey,

The world is with the glory filled
Of thy majestic sway!

4 The apostles’ glorious company,
And prophets crowned with light,
‘With all the martyrs’ noble host,
Thy constant praise recite.

g The holy church throughout the world,
O Lor d, confesses thee,
That thou the eternal Father art,
Of boundless majesty.

Tate & Brady. 1703.
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WARD. L.M.

Scotck., Arr. by Lowell Mason, 1830.
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is the ref-uge of his saints, When storms of sharp dis - tress in vade ;
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1 Gob is the refuge of his saints,

‘When storms of sharp distress invade;
Ere we can offer our complaints,
Behold him present with his aid.

2 Let mountains from their seats be hurled

Down to the deep, and buried there,
Jonvulsions shake the solid world ;
Our faith shall never yield to fear.

3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar;

In sacred peace our souls abide;
While every nation, every shore,
Trembles, and dreads the swelling tide.

4 There is a stream whose gentle flow

Supplies the mtv of our God,
Life, love and joy, still C{hdlllﬂ‘ through,
Ancl watering our divine abode.

5 That sacred stream, thine holy word,

Our grief allays, our fear controls;
Sweet peace thy promises afford,
And give new btrunrth to f‘uutmg souls.

6 Zion enjoys her Monarch’s love,
Secure against a threatening hour;
Nor can hu firm foundation move,
Built on his truth, and armed with

power.
Isaac Walts. 1719.

I03
Tuere’s nothing bright, above, below,
From flowers that bloom to stars that
g;l()\\'
But in its light my soul can see
Some features of the Deity.

2 There’s nothing dark, below, above,
But in its gloom I trace thy love,
And meekly wait the moment when
Thy touch shall make all bright again.

3 The light, the dark, where’er T look,
Shall be one pure and shining book,
Where I may read, in words of flame,
The glories of thy wondrous name.

Thomas Moore. 1816,
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PRAISE FOR HIS MERCY, 55

GENEVA. C.M. ] . Cole. 180s.
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When all thy mercles, O my God,
1. When all thy mer-cies, O my God, My ris- ing soul sur-veys,
]
= e o p o 8 p o =
33— |:—*"“—L-=—-f — 'L',-h i
__._? bil o PeEImaa P r‘ =l

ey

When all thy mercies, O my God,
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Trans-port - ed with the view, I'm lost In won - der, love, and praise.

| "
Transported with the view, I'm lost

104 And after death, in distant worlds,
1 Waex all thy mercies, O my God, The glorious theme renew.
My rising soul surveys, Pl 6 Through all eternity, to thee
Tmmpmtml with the view, I'm ostg A joyful song Tl raise;
In wonder, love, and praise. ‘ But O, eternity’s too s
|
2 UnnumberedFor{)fm’fs on my soul To utter all thy Pl;;:;kAddm”' o
Thy tender eare bestowed, IOS

Before my infant heart conceived

r &
From whom those comforts flowed. TI'ne mercies of my God and King \‘

My tongue shall still pursue: Hs
3 When in the slippery paths of youth O happy thvv who, while they sing
With heedless steps I ran, Those mereies, share them too!
Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, |, Agqpr ioht and lasting as the sun,
And led me up to man. As lofty as the sl\y,

From age to age thy word shall run,

4 Ten thousand thousand precions gifts And thigec and lenm defy.

My daily thanks employ;

Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 3 The covenant of the King of kings
That tastes those gifts with joy. Shall stand forever sure;
2 : ; Beneath the shadow of thy wings
5 Through every period of my life Thy saints repose secure.

Thy goodness I'll pursue; Henry Francis Lyte. 1834




56 GOD.

MERTON. C.M. H. K. Oliver. 1846.
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1. Come, thou de - sire of all

thy saints,
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2 How should our songs, like those above,
With warm devotion rise !
How should our souls, on wings of love,
Mount upward to the skies!

3 Come, Lord! thy love alone can raise
In us the heavenly flame;
Then shall our lips resound thy praise,
Our hearts adore thy name.

4 Dear Saviour! Let thy glory shine,
And fill thy dwellings here,
Till life, and love and joy divine
A llcavcn on ealth appear.

5 Then shall our hearts enraptured say,
Come, great Redecmer! come,
And bring the bright, the glorious day,
That calls thy children home,
Anne Steele.

1760,

1 TuerE'S not a star whose twinkling light
Illumes the distant carth,
And cheers the solemn gloom of night,
But goodness gave it birth.

2 There’s not a cloud whose dews distil
Upon the parching clod,

And clothe with verdure vale and hill,
That is not sent by God.

3 There’s not a place in earth’s vast round,
In ocean deep, or air,
Where skill and wisdom are not found;
For God is everywhere.

4 Around, beneath, below, above,
‘Wherever space extends,
There Heaven displays its boundless love,
And power with goodness blends.

Fames Cowdran Wallace. 1824,
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MANOAH. C M. Gioacchimo Rossini,
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The might -y works, or might - ier name, Of our e - ter - nal King,
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2 Tell of his wondrous faithfulness, 2 In darkest s}]adgs if he appear,
And sound his power abroad ; I\l_,‘y' dawning is begun |
Sing the sweet promise of his grace, He is my F’”“I’S‘S"Wet morning star,
And the performing God. And he my rising sun.
3 His very word of grace is strong, 3 The opening heavens around me shine
As that which built the skies; With beams of sacred bliss,
The voice that rolls the stars ‘110!1”‘, While Jesus shows his heart is mine,
Speaks all the promises. And whispers, I am his!

4 0, might T hear thy heavenly tongue
But whisper, “Thou art mine!”
Those gentle words should raise my song

To notes almost divine.
Isaac Watts. 1707,

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay
"At that tI“ln“letan word,
Run up with joy the shining way,
T’ embrace my dearest Lord.

109 ; 5 Fearless of hell, and ghastly death,
1 My God! the spring of all my joys, I'd break through every foe:
The life of my delights, The wings of love, and arms of faith,
The glory of my brightest days, Should bear me conqueror through.

And comfort of my nights. Isaac Watts. 1709.
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58 Gop.

Geo. Kingsley. 1853,
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How beau-ti - ful thy mer- cy-seat
s

In depths of burn - ilug' light !
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1 My God, how wonderful thou art,
Thy Majesty how bright !
ITow beautiful thy mercy-seat
In depths of burning light !

2 O how I fear thee, living God!
With deepest, tuulewst fears,
And worship thee with tl(.l]lblil)ﬂ‘ hope
And penitential tears,

3 Yet I may love thee too, O Lord,
Almighty as thou art;
For thou hast stooped to ask of me
The love of my poor heart.

4 No earthly father loves like thee;
No mother half so mild
Bears and forbears, as thou hast done
‘With me thy sinfal child.

“ g Ouly to sit and think of God,

O, what a joy it is! [name,
To think the thought, to breathe the
Earth has no hlgl](:l bliss.

6 Father of mercies, Love's reward,
What rapture will it be,
Prostrate before thy throne to lie,

And gaze and gaze on thee!
" Frederic W, Faber. 1849.

III
1 Gop moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform;
He plants his footsteps in the sca,
And rides upon the storm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill,
He treasures up his bunht designs,
And works his sovereign \nll

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take;
The clonds ye so much dread
Are big with merey, and shall break
In blcmngs on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by fecble sense,
But trust him for his grace;
3ehind a frowning providence,
He hides a smiling face.

5 His purposes will ripen fast,
Unfolding every hour ;
The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower.

6 DBlind unbelief is sure to err
And secan his work in vain;
God is his own interpreter,

And he will make it plain,
William Cowper. 1779
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1. O God, our help in
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2 Under the shadow of thy throne,
Thy saints have dwelt secure;
Sufficient is thine arm alone;
And our defence is sure.

3 Defore the hills in order stood,

Or carth received her frame,

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

4 A thousand ages in thy sight
Are like an cvening gone;
Short as the watch that ends the night,
Before the rising sun,

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away ;
}
They fly forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

6 O God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years  to come !
Be thou our guard, while troubles last,

And our eternal home.
Isaac Walits, 1719.

113
1 Tuere is a book that all may read,
Which heavenly truth imparts,
And all the lore its scholars need,
Pure eyes and Christian hearts,

2 The works of God above, below,
Within us and around,
Are pages in that book to show
How God himself is found.

3 The glorious sky, embracing all,
Is like the Maker’s love,
Wherewith encompassed, great and small
In peace and order move,

The dew of heaven is like thy grace,
It steals in silence down;

But where it lights, the favored place
DBy richest fruits is known.

5 Thou who hast given me eyes to sce
And love this sight so fair,
Give me a heart to find out thee,
And read thee everywhere,

Fohn Keble. 18a7.
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ST. ASAPH.. C.M.D. : Fean Maria Giornovichi. (1745—1804.)
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2 How much is merey thy delight,

Thou ever-blessed God !

Ilow dear thy servants in thy sicht—
How pu.cmuq is their blood !

Iow happy all thy servants cuo'
How great thy grace to me!

My life, \\lm :h thou hast made thy care,
Lord ! I devote to thee.

3 Now I am thine, for ever thine;

Nor shall my purpose move;

Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain,
And bound me with tln love.,

Ilere, in thy courts, T leave my vow,
And thy rich grace record;

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now,

If I forsake the Lord.
Isaae Waltls, 1719,

115
1 O Logp, I would delight in thee,
And on thy care depend :
To thee in every trouble flee,
My best, my only Friend !

When all created streams are dried,
Thy fullness is the same;

May I with this be satisfied,
And glory in thy name.

No good in ereatures can be found,
But may be found in thee;

I must have all things, and abound,
While God is God to me.

O that I had a stronger faith,
To look within the veil,

To credit what my Saviour saith,
‘Whose word can never fail,

He that has made my heaven secure,
Will here all good provide;

While Christ is rich, can I be poor?
What can I want beside ?

O Lord, I cast my care on thee;
I trinmph and adore ;°

ITenceforth my great concern shall be
To love and praise thee more.

Sohn Ryland. 1777.
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Jgnace Pleyel. 1791,

| 1st.

e P4 e )

And may this con - se - crat-ed hour

ESTeEESLE TS EsreE
1. {

While thee I seek, pro - tect-ing Power ! Be my vain wish- es

stilled ;

[OMrT

s 2

bet- ter hopes be filled. Thy love the power of tho’t bestowed; To thee my tho’ts would
Il T

; .-., I
Wn#_’ .
o

o
@

116

In each event of life, how clear
Thy ruling hand I sece!

Each blessing to my soul more dear
Because conferred by thee.

In every joy that crowns my days,
In every pain I bear,

« My heart shall find delight in praise,
Or seek relief in prayer.

When gladness wings my favored hour,
Thy love my thoughts shall fill ;

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,
My soul shall meet thy will.

My lifted eye, without a tear,
The gathering storm shall see;

My steadfast heart shall know no fear;

That heart will rest on thee.
Helen Maria Williams,

1786,
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1 WnEex the worn spirit wants repose,
And sighs her God to seek,
ITow sweet to hail the evening’s close
That ends the weary week,
IMow sweet to hail the early dawn
That opens on the sight,
When first that soul-reviving morn
Beams its new rays of light.

2 Sweet day, thine hours too soon will cease;

Yet, while they gently roll,

Breathe, heavenly Spirit, source of peace,
A Sabbath o’er my soul,

When will my pilgrimage be done,
The world’s long week be o’er,

That Sabbath dawn which needs no sun,
That day which fades no more?

Fames Edmeston. 1820,
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BADEA S. M.

German Melody.
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2 'Tis his almighty love,
His counsel and his care,
Preserves us safe from sin and death,
And every hurtful snare.

3 He will present our souls,
Unblemished and eomplete,
Before the glory of his face,
With joys divinely great.
4 Then all the chosen seed
Shall meet around the throne,
Shall bless the conduet of his grace,
And make his wonders known.

g To our Redeemer God
‘Wisdom and power belongs,
Immortal crowns of majesty,

And everlasting songs.
Isaac Watls. 1709,
119

1 O pLess the Lord, my soul,
Let all within me join,
And aid my tongue to bless his name,
Whose favors are divine.

2 O Dbless the Lord, my soul,
Nor let his mercies lie
Forgotten in unthankfulness,
And without praises die.

3 'Tis he forgives thy sins,
"Tis he relieves thy pain,
"Tis he that heals thy sicknesses,
And make thee young again.
4 He crowns thy life with love,
When ransomed from the grave ;
Ie that redeemed my soul from hell,
Hath sovereign power to save,
Isaac Watts. 1719.
120
1 My soul, repeat his praise,
w lmse mercies are so qreqt
Whose anger is so slow to rise,
So 10.1(]} to abate.

2 God will not always chide ;
And, when his strokes are felt,

His strokes are fewer than our crimes,,

And lighter than our guilt.

3 High as the heavens are raised
Above the ground we tread,
So far the riches of his grace
Our highest thoughts exceed.
4 His power subdues our sins,
And his forgiving love,
Far as the east is from the west,

Doth all our guilt remove.
Isaac Waltls. 1719,
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DAYMAN. 10s. ¥. Barnby. 18j0.
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2 Thou art the Father of heaven and earth;
Worlds uncreated to thee owe their birth;
All the creation, thy voice when it heard,
Started to life and to light at thy Word.

3 Onward the san and the moon on their march
Span with the rainbow the firmament’s arch ;
Stars yet unknown, and whose light is to come,
Find in creation their place and a home.

4 Earth with the mountain, the river, the plain,
Sky with the dew-drop, the wind, and the rain,
Beast of the forest, wild bird of the air,

. All are thy ereatures, and all are thy care.

5 Ocean the restless, and waters that swell,
Lightnings that flash over flood, over fell,
0\\ n thee the Master Almighty, and call
Thee the Creator, the F: lthu Of all.

6 Yea, thou art Father of all, and thy love
Pity for man that is fallen doth move;
Guide us in life; and protect to the last;
And, at thine Advent, Lord, pardon the past. A D,




ITALIAN HYMN. 6s & 4s.

1. Come, thou al-might-y King, Help us thy name to sing,

GOD.

: Felice Giardini, 1769.
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2 Come, thou incarnate Word,
Gird on thy mighty sword ;
Our prayer attend ;
Come, and thy people bless,
And give thy word success:
Spirit of holiness,
On us descend.

3 Come, holy Comforter,
Thy sacred witness bear,
In this glad hour:
Thou, who almighty art,
Now rule in every heart,
And ne’er from us depart,

Spirit of power,

4 To the great One in Three,
The highest praises be,
Hence evermore !
His sovereign majesty
May we in glory see,
And to eternity
Love and adore.

Charles Wesley.

1757

1 Trou, whose almighty Word
Chaos and darkness heard,
And took their flight;
Hear us, we humbly pray,
And where the Gospel’s day
Sheds not its glorious ray,
¢ Let there be light.”

2 Thou, who didst come to bring
On thy redeeming wing
Healing and sight,
Health to the sick in mind,
Sight to the inly blind,
O, now to all mankind
“ Let there be light.,”

3 Spirit of truth and love,
Life-giving, holy Dove,
Spcerl forth thy ﬂight;
Move o’er the water’s face.
Bearing the lamp of grace,
And in earth's darkest place
“Let there be light.”

Fohn Marriott, 1813
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LYONS. 10s &1 IS: Francis yosf_ﬁk Haydn. 1770.
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1. O praise ye the Lord, prepare your glad voice His praise in the great assembly to sing ;
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Let them his great name devoutly adore;; |

In loud-swelling strains his praises ex-
press,

Who graciously opens his bountiful store,

Their wants to relieve, and his Liul(llul
to bless,

With glory adorned, his people shall sing |

To God,who defence and plenty supplies;

Their loud acclamations to him, their
great King,

Through carth shall be sounded, and

reach to the skies,

Nakum Tate. 16g6.

125
1 O worsnrp the King all-glorious above,
And gratefully sing his wonderful love ;
Our "aludd and Defender, the Ancu.nt
of days,
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with

pr aisC,

l 2 O tell of his might, and sing of his grace,

Whose robe is the light, whosc, canopy
space ;

His chariots of wrath the deep thunder-
clouds form,

And dark is his path on the wings of
the storm.

Thy bountiful care what tongue can re-
cite ?

It breathes in the air,it shines in the light,

It streams from th(, hills, it descends to
the pl(un,

And sweetly distills in the dew and the
rain.

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,
In thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail ;
Thy mercies how tender! how firm to
the end !
Qur Maker,
Friend,

Defender, Redeemer, and

Sir Robert Grant. 1830,
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AUSTRIAN HYMN. 8s & 7s. D.

Francis Yoseph Haydn. 1797.
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1 Faruzer, thine elect who lovest
With an everlasting love ;
Saviour, who the bar removest
From the holy home above;
Spirit, daily meetness l:nnwmn

For the ”l()l) there 11p~tmu1
List to thy glad people singing,
L Ilo]), ho]), holy, Lord ! ”

2 Lord, with sin-bound souls thou bearest,
Struggeling towards this strain divine ;
Glad on mortal lips thou hearest
That thrice awful name of thine.

- t_"i' 'Jiikr";"'“l “'—4 ﬂ

i |

But thou listenest, O how sweetly !
When from holy lips outpoured,
Rings thro’ heaven this strain full meetly,
“ Holy, holy, hely Lord!”
3 Shall we, Lord, meet voices never
Bring to that eternal hymn ?
Hallow us to help the endeavor
Of thy pure-lipped Seraphim :
Hark! their own high strain we bring thec,
Listen to the full accord !
Sweet the song we ever sing thee,
“ Holy, hol), holy Lord !”
Thomas H. Gill. 186o.
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Francis Yoseph Haydn. (1732—1809.)
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127 4 Amazing knowledge, vast and great!

What large extent! what lofty height!
My soul, with all the powers I boast,
Is in the boundless prospect lost.

2 My thoughts, before they are my own,
Are to my God distinetly known ;
He knows the words I mean to speak,
Ere from my opening lips they break. |5 O, llllﬂy :[1050 thoughts possess my

reast,

Where'er 1 rove, where’er I rest;

Nor let my weaker passions dare

Consent to sin, for God is there.

3 Within thy circling power I stand ;
On every side I find thy hand ;

Awake, asleep, at home, abroad,

I am surrounded still with God. Fiase D R
DUNDEE C. M. - . Sco{c& Psalter. z615
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2 Thy throne eternal ages stood, And vexed with trifling cares ;
Ere seas or stars were made; While thine eternal thought moves on
Thou art the ever-living God, Thine undisturbed affairs,

Were all the nations dead. 5 Great God! how infinite art thou!

3 Ete'rnity, with all its years, What worthless worms are we !
Stands present in thy view ; Let the whole race of creatures bow,
To thee there’s nothing old appears, And pay their praise to thee.

Great God! there’s nothing new. Isaac Watls. 1709.
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HERALD-A.NGELS '75 D.

Feliz Mendelssohn-Bartholdy., 1846.
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2 Heaven and earth myst pass away,— 1 Praise the Lord, his glories show,

Songs of praise shall crown that day ;
(md will make new heavens and es uth L
Songs of praise shall hail their birth.
And shall man alone be dumb,

Till that glorious kingdom come?

No; the Church (]Lhnhts to raise
Psalms and hymns and songs of praise,

3 Saints below, with heart and voice, 2
Still in songs of I)l.llQL rejoice
Learning hew 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,

Sonn's of praise their powers employ.
Santes Montgomery. 1819,

Saints within his courts below,
Angels round his throne above,

All that see and share his love!
Earth to heaven, and heaven to earth,
Tell his wonders, sing his worth ;
Age to age, and shore to shore,
Praise him, praise him, evermore !
Praise the Lord, his mercies trace;
Praise his providence and grace,

All that he for man hath done,

All he sends us through his Son.
Strings and voices, hands and hearts,
In the concert bear your parts:

All that breathe, your Lord adore;

Praise him, praise him, evermore !
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834.



GLORIOUS IN HIS WORKS. 69

MESSIAH. '7s. D. Arr. by George Kingsley. 1838.
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cease thy smile to share, What were all its joys to me? Whom have I on earth but thee?
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2 Holy, holy, holy! Thee
il - Las 'Y, s
2 I:or(l of hcm]o? ! fl}e} (‘)nd]‘ohu .51ght One Jehovah evermore,
Shines a world of purer lig 1'.[., Father, Son, and Spirit, we,

There in love’s unclouded reign Trastiand achos e haldad e

: .S ashes, : :
Parted hands s]_mll m(ls(rt again ; Lightly by the world estecmed,
Q thf‘t world is passing fair, From that world by thee redeemed,
Yet, if thou wert absent there, Sing we here, with glad accord,

‘What were all its joys to me? ! |
‘Whom have I in Igcaveu but thee? HU]} nly Sl
PR b Holy. holy, holy! Al
132 Heaven’s triumphant choir shall
1 Howy, holy, holy Lord sing,

God of Hosts ! When heaven and earth, When the"langomed nations £all
Out of (1?‘_1'1“1055a at thy }vord, At the footstool of their King:
Issued into glorious birth, Then shall saints and seraphim,

All thy works before thee stood, Hearts and voices, swell one hymn,
And thine eye beheld them good, tound the throne with full accord,
While they sang with sweet cu,cord | Holy, holy, holy Lord!

Holy, 1101\ hulv Lord! Sames Montgomery. 1836, 1853.
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1 Bevoxp, beyond that boundless sea,
Above that dome of sky,
Farther than thought itself can flee,
Thy dwelling is on high;
Yet dear the awful thought to me
That thou, my God, art nigh.

2 Art nigh, and yet my laboring mind
Feels after thee in vain,
Thee in these works of power to find
Or to thy seat attain ;
Thy messenger, the stormy wind,
Thy path, the trackless main.

3 These speak of thee with loud acclaim ;
They thunder forth thy praise,
The glorious honor of thy name,

The wonders of thy ways;
But thou art not in tempest flame,
Nor in the solar blaze.

4 We hear thy voice when thunders roll
Through the wild fields of air;
The waves obey thy dread conttul
Yet still thou art not there;
Where shall I find him, O my soul!
Who yet is everywhere ?

5 O, not in circling depth or height,
But in the conscious breast,
Present to faith, tho’ veiled from sight,
There does his Spirit rest;
O come, thou Presence nfinite !
And make thy creature blest.
Yosiak Conder. 18ss.
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2 Did we in our own strength confide,
Our striving would be losing ;
Were not the right.man on our side,
The man of God’s own choosing.
Dost ask who that may be?
Christ Jesus, it is he;
Lord Sabaoth is his name,
From age to age the same,
And he must win the battle.

3 And though this world,
filled,
Should threaten to undo us;
‘We will not fear, for God hath willed
His truth to triumph through us.
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The prince of darkness grim,—
‘We tremble not for him
His rage we can endure,
For lo! his doom is sure,
One little word shall fell him!

That word above all earthly powers—
No thanks to them—abideth ;
The Spirit and the gifts are ours
Through him who with us sideth.
Let goods and kindred go,
This mortal life also;
The body they may kill ;
God’s truth abideth inl
His kingdom is for ev. er.
Martin Luther. 1527, Tr. F. W, Hedge.
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William B. Bradbury.
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Let the mountains tremble at his word ;

Let the hills be joy- ful be - fore him;
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2 Praise him, praise him! shout aloud for joy,
Watchman of Zion, herald the story;

Sin and death his kingdom shall destroy ;
All the earth shall sing of his glory;
Praise him, ye angels, \e who behold him

Robed in his qplultbl, matehless, divine.

3 King eternal, blesséd be his name!
So may his children gladly adore.him,
‘When in heaven we join the happy strain,
When we cast our bright erowns before himg
* There in his likeness ]o\ful awaking,
There we shall see him, there we ‘shall sing.

RS e TV B 2 o el it e
e et ) i T - (ot i st s
| ‘E = ,,,:ﬁgh;hfb¥,:‘n:p‘fia: ﬂ_..:::t H
= B ¥ ;_ = = [ | |~ —]
O :=.————*ﬁ E:‘ "ﬂ:p:s;—'i : —]
o i e ';Lr:'s_“‘ f— H—’ S g ‘__T_i"
Mighty in wis-dom, boundless in mer-cy, Greatis Je-ho-vah, King o- ver all.
| | | |
l I 5:5 *:** ;4: ‘—T:* = '::""' =:.;—H‘:—=: _—f—‘P"';E[t:!EEEﬁ
e e 2 t e . f e = A
| R
CHORUS. e §
e ——— 1y o o ==
i S—_—_— = e e | P e o e e _’:;: = jep it e |
@l —F—5—F [', =" 2= _’__, = ﬂg 2 l—I:;* %I
! Ho-1ly, ho- 1y, ho-ly is the Lord, Let the hills be joy -ful be- fore him.
@__—g - 'I.. -
: > 5
' _F'_.__'_n_r Luiﬂﬁsﬁgﬁ



THE VICTORIOUS LEADER. w3

GLAD TIDINGS. Charies Avison.
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136 3 Mortals, your homage be gratefully -
2 Tell how he cometh; from nation to bnngmg, [arise; -
nation, [echo round ; And sweet let the gladsome hosanna
The llenrt-ch('ering news let the earth Ye (lllﬂ"(’]w’, the full }]al]g]{]J,]h be R[[]n‘][]rr
How free to the faithful he offers salva- One chorus resound through the “earth
tion, [are crown’d. and the skies,
How his people with joy L‘L'h“ti““” Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing;
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King !
Jerusalem tuumphq Messiah is hmrr' W, A, Muhlenburg, 1836,
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4 THE HOLY SPIRIT.

ZEPHYR. L.M.

William B, Bradbury. 1844.
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1. Come, gracious Spir- it, heaven -1y Dove, With light and com - fort from a - bove :

25
-»9--0-4--9--9—-0—1

*'"—i F‘—'

= f—':f%ﬂuﬁﬁu

o — =5
e q/_ﬁpﬁ S SRR ERE LR

T Tif*fﬁ'r" |

LR s i

| s
b= —EFZ;:#‘E{;——QEFﬁ BEEs 'f_ﬁ = ,-E——ﬂ

Be thou our guard-ian, thou our guide,

=i #'#-ﬂ--ﬂ-—-’i—

Q’er ev-ery thought and step pre - side.

o

—F— e —
e
g i |

137

2 To us the light of truth display,
And make us know and choose thy way ;
Plant holy fear in every heart,
That we from God may ne'er (lcpart.

3 Lead us to holiness—the road
That we must take to dwell with God;
Lead us to Christ, the living way,
Nor let us from his precepts stray.

4 Lead us to God, our final rest,
To be with him forever blest ;
Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share—
Fullness of joy forever there!
S. Browne. 1720,

1 As when in silence, vernal showers
Descend, and cheer the fainting flowers,
So, in the secrecy of love,

“alls the sweet influence from above,

2 That heavenly influence let me find
In holy silence of the mind,
‘While every grace mruntamq its bloom,

Diffusing w iide its rich perfume,

i ~a--f—.¢@?;€ffﬂ_;l]

3 Nor let these blessings be confined
To me, but poured on all mankind,
Till earth’s wild wastes in verdure rise,
And a young Eden bless our eyes,

¥. Ripgpon.
139
1 Comg, O Creator Spirit blest!
And in oar souls take up thy rest;
Come, with thy grace and heavenly aid,
To fill the hearts which thou hast made.

2 Great Comforter! to thee we cry;
O highest Gift of God most high!
O Fount of life! O Fire of love!
And sweet Anointing from above!

3 Kindle our senses from above,
And make our hearts o’erflow with love}
With patience firm, and virtue high,
The weakness of our flesh supply.

4 Far from us drive the foe we dread,
And grant us thy true peace mktuad;
So shall we not; with thee for guide,
Turn from the I)dt]l of life aside.

Lat., Rabanus Maurus, 840.
Tr., Edward Caswall. 1849.




¥

THE HOLY 'SPIRIT. "5

WAYNE. C.M.D.

track is on the

sun - ny sky,

& ;
) — = "ﬂ i— TE ; 7 [ = i |
e, ——g——f—— - N P—
e e e e e e |
[ e & & - ﬂ & .g_

No foot-prints on the air;

= -;z_—_—;:;r:

v/

Je - sus hath gone; the face of earth Is
D.8. All that earth has of faith, or hope,

des - o - late and bare.
Or heaven-born char-i - ty.

- :j.——ir ikir =
o ——
J

,._g‘_. 3

a—
-

Up - pe{ Room is heaven on earth ; With - in

e

its pre-cincts lie
=

I40 :
2 The eye of God looks down on them,
Iis love is centred there;
His Spirit yearns to be o’ercome
By their sweet strife of prayer.
He comes! he comes! that mighty
breath,
From heaven’s eternal shores;
His uncreated freshness fills

-~ The church as it adores.

3 One moment—and the Spirit hung

Ocr all with dread desire;

Then broke upon the heads of all
In cloven tongues of fire !

Most humble Spirit! mighty God!
Sweet must thy presence be,

If loss of Jesus can be gain,
So long as we have thee!

Frederic W, Faber. 1849.
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1 Lorp, am I precious in thy sight?

Lord, wouldst thou have me thine?
May it be given me to delight
The Majesty divine?
O Holy Spirit! dost thou mourn
When I from thee depart?
Dost thou rejoice when I return,
And give thee back my heart?

2 O sweet, strange height of grace

divine,

My sin thy grief to make,
And this poor faithfulness of mine

For thy delight to take!
O let me, Lord, each grace possess

That makes thy heaven more bright;
And bring the humble holiness

That gives my God delight.

Thomas H. Gill. 1860,
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ST. MARTIN'S. C. M.

— -

William Tansur. 1735.
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1 Coumg, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

‘With all thy quickening powers,
Kindle a flame of sacred love
In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look! how we grovel here below,

Fond of these trifling toys!
Our souls can neither fly nor go,
To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal songs;

In vain we strive to rise;
Iosannas languish on our tongues,
And our devotion dies.

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live

At this poor, dying rate,—
Our love so faint, so ecold to thee,
And thine to us so great?

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all thy quickening powers,
Come, shed abroad a Saviour’s love,
And that shall kindle ours,
Isaac Watts. 1709.
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1 O Hovy Ghost, the Comforter,
How is thy love despised,
‘While the heart longs for sympathy
And friends are idolized.

2 O Spirit of the living God,
Brooding with dov e-like wings
Over the help]cs% and the weak
Among created things!

3 Whereshouldourfecblenessfindstrength,

Our helplessness a stay, [help,

Didst thou not bring us strength, and
And comfort, day by day?

4 Great are thy consr)ldtmn-,, Lord, .
And m]ﬂ'htv is thy power,
In s:clmess and in solitude,
In sorrow’s darkest hour.

5 O, if the souls that now despise
And grieve thee, heavenly Dove, [thee,
Would seek thee and would welcome
How would thcy prize thy love!
Fane Euphemia Browne, 1843
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Isaac B. Woodbury., 1842,
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2 If noisy war, or strife, abound,
We grieve the peaceful Dove;
His gracious aid is ever found
In paths of truth and love.

3 Forbid it, gracious Lord, that we,
Who, from thy hand, receive
The Spirit’ s power to ma]\c us free,

Should e'er that Spirit grieve.
Sokn Fawcett.
145

1 Seirir Divine! attend our prayers,
And make our hearts thy home;
Descend with all thy gracious powers,
O come, Great Spirit, come !

178a.

2 Come as the light; to us reveal
Our emptiness and woe;
And lead us in those paths of life
Where all the righteous go.

3 Come as the fire; and purge our hearts,
Like sacrificial flame ;
Let our whole soul an offering be-
To our Redeemer’s name.

4 Come as the dove ; and spread thy wings,
The wings of peaceful love;

And yet, wher we his Spir - it grieve, His com - forts are withdrawn.
aﬁ.. L2
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And let thy church on carth become

Blessed as the church above.
Andrew Reed,
146

1 ExtarONED on high, Almighty Lord !
The Holy Ghost send down ;
Fulfill in us thy faithful word,
And all thy mercies crown,

1843.

2 Though on our heads no tongues of fire
Their wondrous powers impart,
Grant, Saviour, what we more desire,
Thy Spirit in our heart,

3 Spirit of life, and light, and love,
Thy heavenly influence give;
Quicken our souls, our guilt remove,
That we in Christ may live.

4 To our benighted minds reveal
The glories of his grace,
And bring us where no clouds conceal
The brightness of his face.

5 His love within us shed abroad,
Life’s ever-springing well ;
Till God in us, and we in God,
In love eternal dwell.

Thomas Haweis, 1792,
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From a Gregorian Chant, Adapted by Lowell Mason. 1825,
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1. Come, Ho -1ly Spir - it, come; Let thy bright bea'ms a - rise;
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2 Revive our drooping faith,
Our doubts and fears remove,
And kindle in our breasts the flame
Of never-dying love.

3 "Tis thine to cleanse the heart,
To sanctify the soul,
To pour fresh life in every part,
And new-create the whole.

4 Duwell, therefore, in our hearts;
Our minds from bondage free;
Then shall we know, and praise, and love,
The- Father, Son, and thee,
Foseph Hart. 1759,
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1 Tur Holy Ghost is here,
Where saints in prayer agrec;
A The Comforter divine is near
Each pleading company.

2 Not far away is he,
To be by prayer brought nigh;
But here in present majesty,
As in his courts on high.

3 He dwells within the soul,
An ever-welcome Guest;

e reigns with absolute control
As Monarch in the breast.

4 Obedient to thy will,
We wait to feel thy power;
O Lord of life, our hopes fulfill,
And bless this hallowed hour.
Charles H, Spurgeon.
149

1 Brest Comforter Divine,
Let rays of heavenly love
Amid our gloom and darkness shine,
And guide our souls above.

2 Draw us with still small voice,
From every sinful way,
And bid the mourning saint rejoice,
Though earthly joys decay.

3 DBy thine inspiring breath
Make every cloud of care,
And ¢’en the gloomy vale of death,
A smile of glory wear,

4 O, fill thou every heart
With love to all our race!
Great Comforter, to us impart
These blessings of thy grace.
Lydia H. Sigourney. 1824.
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SOLITUDE. 75 L. T. Downes. 1851,
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150 Bid my many woes depart,
2z Holy Ghost! with power (li\ine, Heal my wounded, bleeding heart,

Cleanse this guilty heart of mine;
Long hath sin, without control,
Held dmmmon o'er my soul.

4 Holy Spirit! all-divine,
Dwell within this heart of mine;
Cast down every idol-throne,

3 Holy Ghost! with joy divine, Reign supreme, and reign alane,
Cheer this saddened heart of mine; AT Bl
ELYRIA: Y%s. Maria Luigi Ckeruéz’m’ (x1760—1842.)
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guilt - y fears re - move, Fill me with thy heaven-ly love.
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2 Speak thy pardoning grace to me, Sarnest of immortal rest.

Set the burdened sinner free;
Lead me to the Lamb of God,
Wash me in his precious blood.

4 Let me never from thee stray,
Keep me in the narrow way ;
Fill my soul with joy divine,
3 Life and peace to me impart, Kcep me, Lord, forever thine.
Secal salvation on my heart ; Sokn Stocker. 1776,
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Thomas Hastings.

And from the realms of light and love

ASS Q_Q_J__ﬂh_[ By w_d—.‘
==

E | 'U..l —_

§

g e 2
v _#q #=1 ',I'__:l::j__#a—i —[ -7"2 5

r T L1l T

[ I

{

S e
TE=STEssR s

Thine own bright rays im - part. Come, Fa - ther of the fa - therless,
2r, 2T
: ':...._,zﬁl'afk v~ oo ﬁ!“i;,:,?z,, ==

et I T o] g G P f

Come, Giv - er of

-'-
-'-32: 5

g ﬁg :EE—::W_H!_

Irﬂ

I ] s
%_%ﬂumrh_fﬂ

| I52
1 Cowmg, Holy Spirit, from above,
‘ And from the realms of light and love
: [ Thine own bright rays 1mpmt
Come, Father of the fatherless,
(,omc, Giver of all happiness,

Come, Lamp of every heart.

2 O thou; of comforters the best,
| O thou, the soul’s most welcome guest,
i O thou, our sweet repose,
Our resting-place from life’s long care,
Our shadow from the world’s fierce glare,
Our solace in all woes.
3 O Light divine! All light above,

Fill \nth the bllﬂ])fne\s of thy low,
All:lowly souls sincere;

l [

‘Without thy pure divinity,

Nothing in all humanity
From taint of sin is clear.

4 Wash out each dark and sordid stain,
Water each dry and arid plain,

Raise up the bruiséd reed.
Enkindle what is cold and chill,
Relax the stiff and stubborn will,

Guide those that guidance need.

5 Give to the good, who find in thee
The Spirit’s perfect liberty,
Thy sevenfold power and love.
Give virtue strength its crown to win,
Give struggling qou]: their rest from sin,
Give Lndlom. peace above,

King Robert I1. of France. 936.
Tr. Arthur Penvhyn Stanley. 1873,
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HOPKINS. 10s. Edward ¥. Hopkins.

earth, through all its pul - ses move; Stoop to my weak - ness,
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2 I ask no dream, no prophet ecstasies;
No sudden lblldlllﬂ' of the veil of clay;
No angel visitant, no opening skies ;
But take the dimness of my soul away.

3 Hast thou not bid us love thee, God and King?
All, all thine own, soul, heart, and strength, and mind,
I see thy cross,—then teach my heart to cling !
O, let me seek thee, and O, let me find !

4 Teach me to feel that thou art always nigh;
Teach me the struggles of the soul to bear;
To check the rising doubt, the rebel sigh ;
Teach me the patience of unanswered prayer.

5 Teach me to love thee as thine angels love,
One holy passion filling all my frame;
The baptism of the heaven-descended Dove,
My heart an altar, and thy love the flame [ Georzs Crolys 830
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U. C. Burnap. 1869.
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1 Hory Ghost, the Infinite,

Shine upon our nature’s night
With thy blesséd inward llullt
Comforter Divine !

2 We are sinful, cleanse us, Lord;
We are faint, thy strength afford ;
Lost, until by thee restored,

Comforter Divine !

3 Like the dew, thy peace distil;
Guide, subdue our wayward will,
Things of Christ unfolding still,

Comforter Divine !

MERCY. 7s.
| !

4 In us, for us, intercede,
And with voiceless groaning plcad
Qur unutterable need,
Comforter Divine !

5 Inus % Abba, Father,” cry,
Earnest of our bliss on high,
Seal of immortality,

Comforter Divine !

6 Search for us the depths of God ;
Bear us up the starry road,
To the height of thine dbode
Comforter Divine !
George Rawson. 1853

Arr. by Edwin P. Parker. 1868,
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THE PENTECOSTAL BLESSING, 83

S8T. CUTHBERT. 8s & 4s.

Sokn B, Dykes. 1861:

1. Our blest Re-deem-er,

E’er he breathed His last
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1 Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed
His last farewell,
A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed
With us to dwell.

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

3 He comes, his graces to impart,
A willing guest,
While he can find one humble heart
Wherein to rest.

4 He breathes that gentle voice we hear
As breeze of even;
That checks each fault, that calms each
And speaks of heaven, [fear,

5 And all the good that we possess,
His gift we own;
Yea, every thought of holiness,
And \mtm} won,

6 Spirit of purity and grace!
Our weakness see;
O, make our hearts thy dwelling-place,
And worthier thee !

156

1 Comg, O promised Comforter;
Light upon our darkness pour;
Father of the poor thou art,
Then to us thy gifts impart.

2 Light of everlasting Day,
Lord, direct us on our way;
Consolation all divine,
Blesséd Comforter, is thine.

Harriet Auber. 1829,

3 Be our strength in weariness;
Thou the weeping heart dost bless;
Sweet repose in every toil,

Thou dost all our griefs beguile.

4 Crown our days with heavenly grace,
Help us when we close our race:
Help us when we look to thee;
Grant us endless joy to see.

Arthur T, Russell, 1848, 1851,




84 YESUS CHRIST.

ANTIOCH. C.M. Lowell Mason. (Fram Handel) 1836.
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And heaven and nature ging, And heaven and nature ging, And heaven, And heaven and nature sing.
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And heaven and nature sing, And heavenand :mtulc sing,

157 : - e comes to make his blessings flow
2 Joy to the world, the Saviour reigns; Far as the curse is found.,

Let men their songs employ ; :
Whlsnelds and ﬂn()d‘s rocks; hills and | 4 He rules the world with truth and grace,

Repeat the sounding joy. [plains And makes the nations prove
o : r
" ] The glories of his righteonsness,
3 No more let sin and sorrow grow, Andwondeis of s love:
Nor thorns infest the ground ; Tsanc Watts. 1709,
ADESTE FIDELES. Sohn Reading. 1760. Awr. by Edw,. ¥. Hoplhins,

e O come, all ye f.uth ful, Joy-ful-]\-' tri-umphant, To Beth- lehem hasten now th.h
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HIS ADVENT. 85

CHRISTMJ—{LS C. M.,
h:g:a:' i

George Fredevick Handel. (1685—17359.)
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of the Lord came down, Am.l glo- ry shone a - round, And

e

glo - ry shone a - round.

158
2 “Fear not,” he said,—for mighty dread
ITad seized their troubled mind,—
“Glad tidings of great joy I bring,
To you and all mankind.

3 “To you, in David’s town, this day,
Is born of David’s line,
The Saviour, who is Christ, the Lord,
And this shall be the sign;

4 “The heavenly babe you there shall find
To human view displayed,
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands,
And in a manger laid.”
5 Thus spake the seraph—and forthwith
Appeared a shining throng
Of angels, praising (Jod who thus
Addressed their joy fuI song :
6 “All glory be to God on high,
And to the earth be peace;
Good-will henceforth from heaven to men
Begin, and never cease !”
Nakum Tate. 1703

159
i Carm on the listening ear of night,
Come heaven’s melodious strains,
‘Where wild Judea stretches far
Ier silver-mantled plains.
2 Celestial choirs, from courts above,
Shed sacred glories there,
And angels, with their spar kling lyres,
Make music on the air.

3 The answering hills of Palestine
Send back the glad reply ;
And greet, from all their holy heights,
The day-spring from on high.
4 O’er the blue depths of Galilee
There comes a holier calin,
And Sharon waves, in solemn praise,
Her silent groves of palm.
g “Glory to God!” the sounding skies
Loud with their anthems ring,—
“ Peace to the earth, good-will to men,

From heaven’s eternal King!”
Edmund H. Sears. 1835,

160
2 The Brightness of glory,
Light of Light eternal,
Our lowly nature he hath not abhorred :
Son of the Father,
‘Word of God, Incarnate ;

(ADESTE FIDELES.)

O come, cte.

3 Raise, raise, choirs of angels!
Songs of loudest triumplh,

Thro’ heavens high arches be your praises
Now to our God be [powr’d;
Glory in the highest; O come, ete.

4 Amen! Lord, we bless thee,
Born for our salvation,

O Jesus, forever be thy Name adored ;
Word of the Father,
Now in flesh appearing: O come, ete.

K F. Oakeley.




CAROL. C.M. D,

FESUS CHRIST.

Richard Storrs Willis.

| i
1. It came upon the midnight clear, That glorious songof old, From angels bending
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. 2 Still through the cloven skies they come,
i With peaceful wings unfurled ;
' And still their heavenly music floats
O’er all the weary world :
Above its sad and lowly plains
They bend on hovering wing,
And ever o’er its Babel sounds
The blesséd angels sing,

3 But with the woes of sin and strife

The world has suffered long;

Beneath the angel-strain have rolled
Two thousand years of wrong;

And man, at war with man, hears not
The love-song which they bring :

O hush the noise, ye men of strife,
And hear the angels sing.

A — =

4 And ve, beneath life’s erushing load

Whose forms are bending low,

Who toil along the climbing way,
With painful steps and slow,—

Look now; for glad and*golden hours
Come swiftly on the wing:

O rest beside the weary road,
And hear the angels sing.

5 For lo, the days are hastening on

By prophet bards foretold,

‘When with the ever-circling years
Comes round the age of gold:

When Peace shall over all the earth
Its ancient splendors fling,

And the whole world give back the song
Which now the angels sing.

Edmund H. Sears. 1850,
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JUBILEE. 8s & 7s. D.
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1. Hark! what mean those holy voi - ces, Sweetly sounding thro’ the slm,s ; Lo! th’an-gel-ic hostre-

joi- ces, Heavenly hal - le - lu - jahs rise.
T e e .o

Hear them tell the wondrous sto-ry, Hear them

chant in hymns of joy,
fi:

“Glo-ry in
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2 “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'!
Glad receive whom God appointed
For your Prophet, Priest, and King!”
3 Let us learn the wondrous story
Of our great Redeemer’s birth,
Spread the brightness of his glory,
Till it cover all the earth.
Haste, ye mortals, to adore him;
Learn !1i~, name, and taste his joy:
Till in heaven ye sing before lnm,
¢Glory be to God most high!
Fohn Cawaod. 1819,
163

1 Ox this night, all nights excelling,
God’s l‘wh praises sounded fmth
‘While the angul: songs were tcllmn
Of the Lord’s mysterious birth:

.gug I

Throughthe darkness,strangely splendid,
Flashed the light on shepherd’s eyes;

As their lowly ﬂod\s they tended,
Came new tldmgs from the SLJL‘E.

On this day then through creation
Let the glorious hymn ring out;
Let men hail the great salvation,
“ God with us,” with song and shout.
See, the powers of hell are bloken
Fierce and tyrannous and wild ;
And on earth glad words are qpolxen,
Heralding the new-born Child.

Christ, who rules the earth and heaven,
By his Truth’s controlling power,
Who a grace to men hath given
That transforms them hour by hour;
Grant to us of his great pity
Pardon for our guilt and sin;
Grant us in the heavenly city
Peace and rest and life to win.
Edward H. Plumptre. 1866,




88 FESUS CHRIST.

MOZART. 7s.

Sokann C. W. A. Mozart. (1756—1791.)
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1. Hark ! the her - ald an-gels sing, ‘ Glory to the

new-born King | Peace on earth, and
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2 Joyful, all ye nations, rise;
Join the triumph of the skies ;
With the angelic hosts proclaim,
“ Christ is born in Bethlehem.”

3 Mild he lays his glory by;
Born that man no more may die;
Born to raise the sons of earth;
Born to give them second birth.

4 Veiled in flesh, the Godhead sec:
Hail, the Incarnate Deity,
Pleased, as man, with men to dwell,
Jesus, our Immanuel.

5 Let us then with angels sing,
“Glory to the new-born King!—
Peace on earth and mercy mild,

f »

God and sinners reconciled !
Charies Wesley. 1730,

165

1 “Cunisr, the Lord, is risen to-day,”

Sons of men and angels say.
Raise your joys and triumphs high;
Sing, ye heavens, and earth, 1cp]\,.

2 Love's redeeming work is done,

Fought the fight, the battle won.
Lo! our Sun’s eclipse is o'er;
Lo! he sets in blood no more.

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal;

Christ has burst the gates of hell!
Death in vain forbids his rise ;
Christ has opened paradise,

4 Lives again our glorious King;
Where, O Death, is now thy sting?
Once he died our souls to save;
Where thy victory, boasting Grave?

Charles Wesley, 17394




HIS ADVENT. 89

ORIENT. 11s. Sohann C. W. A. Mozart. (1756—1791.)
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1. Bright - est and best of the sons of

dark - ness, and lend us thine aid! Star of the East, the ho-
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2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining;
Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall:
Angels adore him in slumber reclining,
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all.

3 Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion,
Odors of Edom, and offennns divine,
Gems of the mountain, and peml% of the ocean,
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mme?

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation,
Vainly with gifts would his favor secure;
Richer, by far, is the heart’s adoration,
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

5 DBrightest and best of the sons of the morning !
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid !
Star of the East, the horizon adorning,
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.  geginarz Heser, 1811,




90 YESUS CHRIST.

ZERAH. C.M. - Lowell Mason. 1837,

1. O thou, who by a star didst guide The wise men on their way, Until it came and stood beside
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167 3 His power, increasing, still shall spread ;
2 Although by stars thou dost not lead His reion no end shall know ;
4 Thy Sm'\'i.m.ts now below, Justice shall gnard his throne above,
Thy Holy Spirit, when they need, And peace abound below.

Will show them how to go.
kb e 4 To us a Child of hope is born,

3 As yet we know thee but in part; To us a Son is given;
T i 2 G 7 WO 7 . 2 g
Bat still we trust thy word, The Wonderful, the Counsellor,
That blesséd are the pure in heart, The mighty Lord of heaven.
For tliL‘.y shall see the Lord. Folkn Morrison. 1770,
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1 Messiam, at thy glad approach
The howling winds are still ;
Thy praises fill the lonely waste,

4 O Saviour, give us then thy grace,
To make us pure in heart,
That we may sce thee face to face
Hereafter, as thou art.

Sohn Mason Neale. 1850. And breathe from every hill,
Ié‘s ; ; 2 Renewed, the earth a robe of light,
$r Tousa Ch_hld of Hope is born, A robe of beauty wears ;
To us a Son is given; And in new heavens a brighter Sun
Tim shall the tribes of earth obey, Leads on the promised vears;
Him all the hosts of heaven, .
: ! . | 3 Let Israel to the Prince of Peace
2z Ilis name shall be the Prince of Peace, The loud hosanna sing;
i For SRernorS adore‘d; ‘With hallelujahs and with hymns,
The Wonderful, the Counsellor, O Zion, hail thy King!

.The great and mighty Lord ! Michael Bruce. 1781,
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ERNAN. L.M.
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Lowell Mason. 18s0.
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1. How sweetly flow’d the gos - pel sound From lipsof gen - tlc -

ness and grace,
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W hcn listening tllousands ga.tber’d round,

And joy and reverence filled the place |
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1 How sweetly flowed the gospel sound
From lips of gentleness and grace,
When hktuumr thousands gather'd
round,
And joy and reverence filled the place !

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke,
To heaven he led his followers way ;
Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke,
Unveiling an immortal day.

3 “Come, wanderers, to my Father’s home;
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest:”
Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come,
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest.

4 Decay, then, tenements of dust;
Pillars of earthly pride, decay :
A nobler mansion waits the just,
And Jesus has prepared the way.

Fokn Bowring. 1823.

171
1 Jesus a child his course begun:
How radiant dawned his heavenly day !

And those who such a race would run
As early should be on their way.

His Father’s business was his care ;

Yet in man’s favor still he grew:

O might we learn by thought
prayer,

Like him a work of love to do!

and

For all mankind he came, nor yet
An infant’s visit would deny;
Nor friend nor mother did forget
In his last hour of agony.

O children, ask him to impart

That spirit clear, that temper mild,
Which made the mother in her heart
Keep all the sayings of her Child.

Bless him who said, of such as you
His Father’s kingdom is; and still,
His yoke to bear, his work to do,
Study his life to learn his will,

Ossoli-




99 ‘ FESUS GHRIST.

Ludwig Sjofar (1784—1859 J

‘ DELIVERANCE. C.M. D.

f 1. Thine arm, O Lord, in days of
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It triumphed o’er dis- ease and death, O’er dark-ness and the grave:

Tb thee they went, the blind, the dumb, The pal - smd and the lame,
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2 Andlo, thy touch brought life and health,
Gave speech, and strength, and sight ;
And youth renewed and fl('nn ealmed
" Owned thee, the Lord of Lmht
|

| And now, O erl be near to 1}[(.’:3:,
{ Almig‘llty as of yore,

In crowded street, by restless couch,
{ As by Gennesareth's shore.

r S W A
| b S 2
life, The sick with fev - ered frame.
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3 Be thou our great Deliverer still,
Thou Lmd of life and death ;
Restore and quicken, soothe fmd bless
With thine almighty breath.
To hands that work and eyes that see
Give wisdom's heavenly lore,
That whole and sick, and weak and strong,
May praise thee evermore.
Edward H. Plumptre. 1867,



P

HIS LIFE AND MINISTRY. 93

VARINA., C.M.D.

George F. Rootf. 1849,

e

1. { O where is he that trod the sea,

O where is he that spake,
And demons from their victims ﬂet, The dead their slumbers break; 5 The palgied rise in freedom strong,
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The dumb men talk and sing,
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And from blind eyes, benighted long;
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Bright beams of morning spring.
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2 O where is he that trod the sea,
O, where is he that spake,
And dark waves, rolling heavily,
A glassy smoothness take ;
And lepers, whose own flesh has been
A solitary grave,
See with amaze that they are clean,
And ery, 'Tis he can save.

3 O where is he that trod the sea,
"Tis only he can save;
To thousands hungering wearily,
“A wondrous meal he gave
Full soon, by grace celestial fed,
Their my—;tu fare they take;

"Twas springtide when he blest the bread,

And harvest when he brake.

4 O where is he that trod the sea,
My soul, the Lord is here:
Let all thy fears be hushed in thee;
To leap, to look, to hear,
Be thine: thy needs he'll sz atisfy :
Art thou discased, or dumb?
Or dost thou in thy hlll]f_{'(,l‘ ery ?
“T come,” saith Christ, “I come.”
Thomas Toke Lynck. 18ss, ad.
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1 A pingriv through this lonely world,

The blesséd Saviour passed ;

A mourner all his life was he,
A dying Lamb at last.

That téender heart that felt for all,
For all its life-blood gave;

It found on earth no l(‘*tli]ﬂ place,
Save only in the grave,

2 Such was our Lord ; and shall we fear

The cross with all its scorn ?

Or love a faithless, evil world,
That wreathed his brow with thorn ?

No, facing all its frowns or smiles,
Like him, obedient still,

We homeward press, through storm or
To Zion’s blessed hill. [calm,

3 Dead to the world, with him who died
To win our hearts, our love,
We, risen with our risen Head,
In spirit dwell above.
By faith, his boundless glories there
“Our w ondering eyes b(_hold
Those glories uluch eternal years
Shall never all unfold.
Edward Denny. 1839,
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YOAKLEY. L. M. 6 lines. William Yoakley. 1820.
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3. As oft, with worn "m(‘i wea-ry feet, We tread earth’s rugged valley o'er,
The tlwutrht lmw (,mnfortmg and sweet, Christ trod this ver - y path before !
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175 : ; Assail our Lord with thoughts of sin,
2 Do su:kncs.s, feebleness or pain When worn and in a feeble hour
Or sorrow in our path appear, The tempter came with all his power.
The recollection will remain, Yook such BT 0 e
More deeply did he suffer here: 4 olsy BUeR A .
iy : L With every human ill but sin;
Iis life, how truly sad and brief, = )
5 N g : e And though indeed the Son of God,
Filled up with suffering and with grief! 5
5 < = As T am now, so he has been.
3 If Satan tempt our l}em'ts to stray, My God, my Saviour, look on me
And‘whlsp‘cr evil things within, With pity, love and sympathy.
So did he in the desert way S’ame.r Edmeston. 1847,
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HIS EXAMPLE. 95

GRATITUDE L. M.

H’I‘"‘I*l Rl 5 (PR 7 |
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il My dear Re - deem-er, and my Lord! I

Ami Bost. Arr. by T. Hastings. 1837.
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3 =
read my du -ty in thy word;
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But in thy hfc, the law ap-pears, Drawn out in
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hv - ing char-ac- ters
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2 Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal,
Such deference to thy Father's \\ll]
Such love and meekness, so divine,

I would transeribe, and make them mine.

3 Cold mountains and the midnight air
Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer;
The desert thy temptations knew,

Thy contliet and thy vietory too.

4 Be thou my pattern;; make me bear
More of tin gracious image here;

Then God, the Judge, shall own my name

Among th(, follo\\us of the Lamb,
fsaac Walts. 1709.

177

1 How beauteous were the marks divine,
That in thy meekness used to shine,
That lit thy lonely pathway, trod
In wondrous love, O Son of God!

O who, like thee, so calm, so bright,
Thou bcm of man, thou Lwht of LwhtT
O who, like thee, ‘did ever 2o

So patient t-hrougll a world of woe?

O who, like thee, so humbly bore
The scorn, the scoffs of men, before ?
So meek, fmﬂl\lng, g:mlll]\L high,

So glorious in humility ?

Ev'n death, which sets the prisoner free,
‘Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to thee;
Yet love through all thy torture lvl()\\ul
And mercy with thy life-blood ﬂowcd.

O in thy light, be mine to g

Illuming all my way of “ut_‘

And give me ever on the road

To trace thy footsteps, Son of God !
Arthur Cleveland Coxe. 1840,

I 78 (ar1GG.)
z Thy love, by man so sorely tried,
Proved stronger than the grave ;
The very spear that pierced thy side
Drew forth the blood to save.

3 Faithful amidst unfaithfulness,
Midst darkness only light,
Thou didst thy Father's name confess,
And in his will delight,

O Lord, with sorrow and with shame,
We meekly would confess

Tow little we who bear thy name,
Thy mind, thy ways, express.

Give us thy meck, thy lowly mind,
We would obedient bej;
And all our rest and pleasure find
In fellowship with thee.
Fames G, Deck. 1838,




96 YESUS CHRIST.

ST. JOSEPH. 8s, 7s & 7s. H. H. Statham.
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1.4 Jesug wept! those tears are over, But his huul is ‘hll the same; | Saviour,who can love like lhu
1 Kinsman,Friend,and cldchrothr, Is his éverlasting name.

Gracious One of Bethany?

179 3 : Of the hearts he solaced here.
2 \Vluzn the pangs of trial seize us, Lord, when T am called to die,
‘When the waves of sorrow roll, Let me think of Bethany.

I will lay my head on Jesus,
Pillow of the troubled soul ;

Surely, none can feel like thee,

Weeping One of Bethany !

4 Jesus wept! that tear of sorrow
Is a legacy of love;
Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow,
He the same doth ever prove.

ot ! and still in «r]m T art all in s 5
e (R B b A o i
Living to retrace the stmy : ; Edward Denny. 1839,
ROSEDALE. L. M. : George F. Root. 1843.
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1. “Bee how he loved !” PYlelmt’d theJews, As ten - der tears from Je - sus fell ;

“ 18.0 4 See how he loved, who never shrank
z See how he loved, who traveled on, From toil or danger, pain or death!
Teaching the doctrine from the skies : Who all the cup of sorrow drank,
Who bade disease and pain begone, And meekly yielded up his breath.
And called the sleeping dead to rise.
5 Such love can we, unmoved, survey ?
3 See how he loved, who, firm yet mild, 0O, may our bitasts with aodnr (rlow,
Patient endured the -cnfhnn tongue : To tread his steps, his laws obey,
Though oft provoked, he ne'er reviled, And thus our warm affections Ahmvl
Or did his greatest foe a wrong, ' Mrs. Sarak Bache. (1744-1898.)




HIS SUFFERINGS.

OLIVE'S BROW. L. M.
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. 'Tis midnight ; and on Olive’s brow
The star is dimmed that late!

"::féﬂ:ﬂjf%ﬂ

=
g__‘

&3 bif

[raia: I ]'

*Tis midnight ;
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William B. Bradbury. 1853.
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in the garden, now,
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1 'Tis lllldlllﬂ'ht, and on Olive's brow
The star is dimmed that lately shone:
"Tis midnight; in the garden, now,
The suffering Saviour prays alone.
"Tis midnight ;. and from all removed,
The Saviour wrestles lone with fears;
Ev'n that disciple whom he loved
Heeds not his Master’s grief and tears.

£}

"Tis midnight; and for others’ guilt
The Man of Sorrows weeps in bloud
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt
Is not forsaken by his God.

w

"Tis midnight; and from cther-plains
Is borne the song that angels know ;
Unheard by mmtah are the strains

That sw (,Ltl) soothe the Saviomr’s woe,
William B. Tappan. 1819,

ANGELUS. L. M.

1 “'Tis finished | ?—

4

182

so the Saviour cried,
And meekly bowed his head and died:
“'7Tis finished ! ’—yes, the race is run,
The battle fought, the victory won,

"Tis finished |—all that heaven foretold

By prophets in the days of old;

And truths are opened to our view

That kings and prophets never knew.

"Tis finished I—Son of God, thy power

Hath triumphed in this awful hour;

And yet our eyes with sorrow see

That life to us was death to thee,

"Tis finished !—let the joyful sound

Be lieard through all the nations round ;

"Tis finished !—let the triumph rise,

And swell the chorus of the skies,
Samuel Stennetf.

1778.

%, Schefler.

1657.
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SFESUS CHRIST.

HAMBURG. L.M.

Gregorian Chant. Arv. by Lowell Mason.

1825.

1. He dies !|—the Friend of sin - ners dies ;
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Lo ! Salem’s daughters weep a - round ;

183

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.

Ye saints, approach, the anguish view
Of him who groans beneath your load ;
He gives his precious life for yon,

For you he sheds his precious blood.

ITere’s love and grief beyond degree,
The Lord of (1101_\ dies for men;
But lo! what sudden joys we see,
Jesus, the dead, revives again.

Say, “ Live forever, glorious King,
Born to redeem, and strong to save!
Then ask, “ O death, where is thy sting ?
And where thy victory, O grave? 4%

Isaac Walls.

S

1709.

184

RipE on, ride on, in majesty !

In lowly pomp ride on te die;

O Christ! thy trinmphs now begin
O'er captive death and conquered sin.

Yide on, ride on, in majesty !

The wingéd squadrons of the sky

Look down, with sad and wondering eyes,
To see the approaching sacrifice.

Ride on, ride on, in l!‘l"ijL‘\t\"

Thy ldst and fiercest strife is nigh ;
The Father, on his mpphne throne,
Expects lu:, own anointed Son.

tide on, ride on, in majesty !

In 10\\h pomp, ride on to die;

Bow thv meek head to mortal pain;
Then ml\n O God, thy power, and reign !

Henry Hart Milman. 1827.
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WILLIAMS. L.M.

Arr. from ** Templi Carmina.”
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1. When I sur- vey the wondrous cross
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1 WrEN I survey the wondrous cross, I
On which the Prince of glory died,
My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride.

2 Forbid it, Lord, that T should boast
Save in the death of Christ, my God;
All the vain things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to his blood.

3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ;
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4 His dying crimson, like a robe, .
Spreads o’er his body on the tree;
Then I am dead to all the globe,
And all the globe is dead to me.

5 Were the whole realm of nature mine, |2
That were a present far too small ;
Love so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, my all.
Isaac Walts. 1709.

Yz that pass by, behold the Man!

The Man of Grief, condemned for you,
The Lamb of God for sinners slain,
Weeping to Calvary pursue.

Behold his temples crowned with thorn,
His bleeding hands extended wide,

His streaming feet transfixed and torn,
The fountain gushing from his side.

O thou dear suffering Son of God,
How doth thy heart to sinners move:
Sprinkle on us thy precious blood,
And melt us with thy dying love !
Charles Wesley. 1742,

187

O, tae sweet wonders of that cross
Where my Redeemer loved and died!
Her noblest life my spirit draws

From his dear wounds and bleeding side,

I would forever speak his name
In sounds to mortal ears unknown ;
With angels join to praise the Lamb,

And worship at his Father’s throne.
Isaac Watts. 1707.

Y
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Eberwein. Awrr, by George Kingsley. 1853,
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1 I saw One hanging on a tree,
In agony and blood ;
Who fixed his languid eyes on me,
As near the cross I stood.

2 Sure, never, till my latest breath,

Can I fOI'("l,t that look :
Tt seemed to charge me with his death,
Though not a word he spoke.

3 Alas! I knew not what I did,

But now my tears are vain;
‘Where shall my trembling soul be hid,
For I the Lord have slain !

4 A second look he gave, that said,

“T freely all for oive :
This blood is for tll\ ransom p aid ;
I die that thou may’st live.”

g Thus while his death my sin displays
In all its blackest hue,
Such is the mystery of grace,
It seals my pardon too!
Sokn Newton. 17709,

189
1 Tuov, O my Jesus, thou didst me
Upon the cross cmbnu [
For me didst bear the na Lll‘a and spear,
And manifold disgrace;

2 And griefs and torments numberless,
And sweat of agony,
Yea, death itself; and all for one
‘Who was thine enemy!

3 Then why, O blesséd Jesus Christ,
Should I not love thee well ?
Not for the hope of winning heaven,
Nor of escaping hell ;

4 Not with the hope of gaining aught,
Not seeking a rew ard ;
But as t]naclf hast lovéd me,
O ever-loving Lord !

g Ev’n so I love thee, and will love,
And in thy praise will sing;
Solely because thou art my God,
And my eternal King.

Francis Xavier, 1552. Tr. Edward Caswail. 1849.
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Lowell Mason. 1830.
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2 The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day ;
And there may I, though vile as he,
‘Wash all my sins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lusL its power
Till all the ransomed ohmch of God
Be saved, to sin no more.

4 Eler since, by faith, T saw the stream
Thy ﬂu\\mn wounds supply,
Redeeming lme has been my theme,

And shall be, till F die.

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
I'll sing thy power to save,

FOUNTAIN. C.M.
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When this poor lisping, stammering
Lies silent in the grave. [tongue
Wiiliam Cowper. 1779
191

1 Trou dear Redeemer, dying 'Lamb,
I love to hear of thw,

No music’s like thy charming name,
Nor half so sweet can be.

2 My Jesus shall be still my theme,

“While in this world I stay;

I'll sing my Jesus’ lovely name
When all things else decay.

3 When I appear in yonder cloud,
‘With all thy favored throng,
Then will I sing more sweet, more loud,

And Christ shall be my song.
Sohn Cennick.

1745-

We.riern Air.
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1. There is a fountain filled with blood, Drawn from Imm'muel‘s veins ; And -1nnLrs plunged beneath that flood,
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1. A-las! and did

my Sav - iour bleed, And did

| 102 FESUS CHRIST,

. AVON. C.M. Hugﬁ Wz!san 1768
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2 Was it for erimes that I had done
I He groaned upon the tree?
Anmmno‘ pity ! grace unknown !
And love beyond degree !

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And shat his glories in,
‘When Christ, the mighty Maker, died
For man, the ereature’s sin,

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face
While his dear cross’appears ;
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt my eyes to tears.

5 But drops of grief can ne’er repay
The debt of love I owe;
Here, Lord, I give myself away,
"Tis all t[mt. 1 can do.

Isaac Walts.
193
1 O Jusus, sweet the tears I shed,
‘While at thy cross I kneel,
Gaze at thy wounded, fainting head,
And all thy sorrows feel,

1709,

| Would he de-vote that sa - cred head For such a worm as I?
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2 My heart dissolves to see thee bleed,
"This heart so hard before ;
I hear thee for the guilty ljlt,lu],
And grief o’erflows the more.

3 "Twas for the sinful thoun didst die,
And T a sinner stand :
‘What love speaks from thy dying eye,
And from each piercéd hand!

4 I know this cleansing blood of thine
Was shed, dear Lord, for me:
For me, for all, O grace divine !
Who look by faith on thee.

5 O Christ of God, O spotless Lamb,
By love my soul is drawn
Ienceforth, for ever, thine I am;
Iere life and peace are born.

6 In patient hope, the eross I'll bear,
"Thine arm shall be my stay ;
And thou, enthroned, my soul shalt spare,
On thy great judgment-day.

Ray Palmer. 1867,
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PASSION CHORALE. 7s & 6s. D.

A rr. by ?‘ Sebastian Back. (1685—1750.)
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2 What thou, my Lord, hast suffered
‘Was all for sinners’ gain :
Mine, mine was the transgression,
But thine the deadly pain:
Lo, here I fall, my Saviour!
"Tis I deserve thy place;
Look on me with thy favor,
. Vouchsafe to me thy grace.

3 What language shall T borrow,

To thank thee, dearest Friend :

For this, thy dying sorrow,
Thy pity withont end ?

Lord, make me thine forever,
Nor let me faithless prove :

O, let me never, never,
Abuse such dying love.

PR R
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4 Forbid that T should leave tllce;
O Jesus, leave not me!
By faith I would receive thee ;
Thy blood can make me free !
When strength and comfort languish,
And T must hence depanrt,
Release me then from anguish,
By thine own wounded heart.

5 Be near when I am dying,
O show thy cross to me!
And for my succor flying,
Come, Lord, to set me free’
These eyes, new faith receiving,
From Jc.qus shall not move ;
For he who dies believing,
Dies safely—through thy love.

Paul Gerhardt. 1659,
Try & W. Alexander, 1830,
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THEODORA i

George Frederic Handel, 1749.
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1. Angel, roll therock awa,
. Y Death. yieid np il mights prey ;

" e e e

r"_, I.;*dﬁj* i i:.!_,*p_El_i 1.5: E
I

See, he rises fmm the tnmb

Glowing with 1mm01tal_1‘1100m
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2 "Tis the Saviour; angels raise
Fame's eternal tr ump of praise ;
Let the world’s remotest bound
Iear the joy-inspiring sound,

3 Shout, ye saints! in rapturous song,
Let the strains be sweet and strong;
Shout the Son of God, this morn
From his sepulchre new-born,

NEWBURY. H.M.

- -—‘ -—E

Heaven displays her portals wide :
Glorious Hero! through them ride!
King of glory ! mount the throne,
lh) great Father’s and thine own.

Powers of heaven! seraphic fires!

Sing, and sweep your golden lyres;

Sons of men ! in humbler strain,

Slllg yl)ul‘ ll]lgllty Saviour's reigm.
Thomas Scotf. 1769,

Sohann Mickael Haydn. (1737—1808.)
- _t\ I
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1. C‘ome ev-ery pio -us heart That loves the Saviour's name, Your noblest power exert To cel -e-brate his
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him you owe.
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2 e left his starry crown,
And laid his robes aside;
On \mnrs of love came down,
And \w[nt, and bled, and died :
What he endured, O who can tell,
To save our souls from death and hcll.

3 From the dark grave he rose,
The mansion of the dead;
And thence his mighty foes
In glorious tuumph led:
Up Hlmnnh the sky the conqueror rode,
And reigns on hm‘h, the Saviour, God.

4 From thence he'll quickly come,
His chariot will not stay,
And bear our spirits home
To realms of endless day:
There shall we see his lovely face,
And ever be in his embrace.

5 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 mna]l do thou receive,
Samun’ Stennett. 1787.
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1. Blow ye the trumpet, blow The glmi]y solemn sound ; Let all the nations know, To earth’s remotest bound,
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1 Brow ye the trumpet, blow 1 Harx! hark! the notes of joy
The gladly solemn sound : Roll o’er the heavenly plains,
Let all the nations know, And seraphs find employ
To earth’s remotest bonnd, For their sublimest strains :
The year of jubilee is come; Some new delight in heaven is known :
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. Loud sound thb lmlps around the throne,
2 Jesus, our great High-Priest, z Hark! hark! the sound draws nigh,
Hath full atonement made : The joyful host descends;
Ye weary spirits, rest, Jesus forsakes the sky,
Ye mournful souls, be glad; To carth his footsteps bend :
The year of jubilee is come; He comes to bless our fallen race;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. He comes with messages of grace.
3 Extol the Lamb of God, 3 Bear, bear the tidings round !
The all-atoning Lamb ; Let every mortal know
Redemption in his blood, ‘What love in God is found,
Throughout the world, proclaim ; ‘What pity he can show:
The year of jubilee is come; Ye winds that blow, ye waves that roll,
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home, Dear the glad news from pole to pole.
4 The gospel trumpet hear, 4 Strike, strike the harps again,
The news of heavenly grace; To great Immanuel’s name ! !
And, saved from earth, appear Arise, ye sons of men,
Before your Saviour’s face; And all his grace proelaim :
The year of jubilee is come; Angels and men, wake ev ery stlmg,
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home, "Tis God the Saviour's praise we sing.
Charles Wesley. 1750, Andrew Reed, 1842,
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WELCOME, HAPPY MORNING. . Baptiste Calkin.
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2 Earth with joy confesses, elothing her for spring,
All good gifts returned with her returning Iurm -
I)!omn in every meadow, leaves on every bourrh, |
Speak his sorrows ended, hail his triumph now. Rerratx,

3 Maker and Redeemer, Life and Health of all,
Thou from heav’n beholding human nature’s fall,
Of the Father's Godhead, True and Only Son,
Manhood to deliver, mnnhood didst put on, RerraIN. |
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4 Thou, of Life the Author, death didst undergo,
Tread the path of darkness, saving strength to show;
Come then, True and Faithful, now fulfill thy word,
"Tis thine own Third Morning, rise, my buried Lord! RerraIN.

5 Loose the souls long-prisoned, bound with Satan’s chain;
All that now is fallen raise to life again ;
Shew thy face in brightness, bid the nations sce,
Bring again our daylight; day returns with thee! Rerrar,
V. Fortunatus. sgo. Tr. by Fokn Ellerton. 1868,

EASTER HYMN. He:ur_‘y Carey. 1708.
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- 200 4 Now he bids us tell abroad,
2 He who bore all pain and loss How the lost may be restored,
Comfortless upon the cross, How the penitent forgiven,
Lives in glory now on high, How we, too, may enter heaven.
Pleads for us, and hears our cry. 5 Thou our Paschal Lamb indeed,

3 He who slumbered in the grave, Christ, to-day thy people feefl;

oy e SRR GO Take our sins and guilt away ;

Now through Christendom it rings, Let us sing by night and day.
2 Michael Weisse. 1531

That the Lamb is King of kings, T by Calhartne Wintworih. " st wb.
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RESURRECTION JOY. 1lls & 12s.

FESUS CHRIST.

Arr. from Johann C. W. A. Mozart.
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1. Lift your glad voi-ces in tri- umph on high, For Je - sus hath ris - en, and man shall not d:el
p. 0. Loud was the cho-rus of an - gels on high, * 'The Say-iour hath ris-en, and man_shall not die I

BRADFORD. C. M.
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2

Glory to God, in full anthems of joy!
The being he gave us, death cannot destroy ;
Sad were the life we must part with to-morrow,
If tears were our birthright, and death were our end;
But Jesus hath cheered the dark valley of sorrow,
And bade us, immortal, to heaven ascend.
Lift your “Ll(l voices in triumph on high,

For Jesus hath risen, and man shall not die. Henry Ware, 5.

Gearge Frederick Handel.

1741,

1. I know f.hat my Re - deem - er ]wes And ev - er prays for
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EXULTATION. 7s & 6s. ! 5 Hmry Sﬂmﬁ
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1. The day of Re - sur-rec-tion | Earth, tell it out a-broad; The Pass-o-ver of
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Our (_‘hrlst hath brought us over, With hymns of victory.
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2 Our hearts be pure from evil,

That we may see aright

The Lord in rays eter pal
Of resurrection-light ;

And, listening to his QCCO!]t‘%,
May hear so calm and l)]dll]

His own “ All hail,” and hearing
May raise the victur strain,

3 Now let the heavens be joyful,

And earth her song begin,

The round world ]\cop high triumph,
And all that is therein:

Let all things seen and unséen
Their notes of oladness blend,

For Christ the Lord is risen,
Our Joy that hath no end.

Fokn of Damascus, about 780.
Ty, Yohn M. Neale, 1862,

203 (BERADFORD.)
2 I find him lifting up my head,
He brings k(ll\r ation near;
His presence makes me flec indeed,
And he will soon appear.

3 Jesus, I hang upon thy word;
I steadfastly believe

Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord,
And to thyself regeive,

4 When God is mine, and T am his,
Of paradise possessed,
I taste unutterable bliss,
And everlasting rest.
Charles Wesley, 1742
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TRIUMPH. 7s & 6,5. . Arthur S. Su!!z'wan
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204\ ; A y . 3 Now the Queen of seasons, bright
1 Comg, ye faithful, raise the strain With the Day of splendor,
Of tuumphant "']‘ld""““ With the royal ‘Feast of Feasts,
God hath brought his Tsr: acl Comes its joy to render;
Into joy from sadness ; Comes to glad Jerusalem,
Loosed from Pharaoh’s bitter yoke Which with true affection
Jacob’s sons and danghters; Welcomes in unwearied strains
Led them with umnmsttmd foot Jesus’ resurrection,
Through the Red Sea waters. o :
3 b 4 Neither might the gates of death,
2 "Tis the spring of souls to-day : Nor the tomb’s dark portal,
Christ hgth burst his prison, Nor the watchers, nor the seal,
And from three days sleep in death, 1o e I S L e R
As the sun, hath risen : But to-day amidst the Twelve
All the winter of our sins, Thou didst stand, bestowing
LO“L"_ &”(! dark, is flying : Thine own peace, which evermore
From his Light, to whom we give Passeth human knowing.
Laud and praise undying. Sohn of Damascus, ab. 780.
Tr., John M. Neale. 1862,




HIS EXALTATION.

HARWELL. 8s & 7s.

qikd:

Lowell Mason. 1840.
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1 Hark ! ten thou - sand harpsand voi - ces
Je - sus reigns, and heaven re- joi- ces;

= == = T
——&J;-——:4*—-”"971:S—:!—H et s 5% 6
c

Sound the note of praise a - bove ;
Je - sus reigns, the God of love;
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2 Jesus, hail! whose glory brightens
All above, and gives it wmth,
Lord of leeT thy smile enlightens,
Cheers, and charms thy saints on earth,
When we think of love like thine,
Lord! we own it love divine.

3 King of glory! reign for ever!
Thine an ev et]{l‘itlllﬂ' crown ;
Nothing, from thy lo\o shall sever
Those whom thou hast made thine own :
Happy objects of thy grace,
Destined to behold thy face,

4 Saviour, hasten thine appearing;
Bring, O bring the glorious day,
‘When, the awful summons hearing,
Heaven and earth shall pass away ;
Then, with golden harps, we'll sing,
“Glory, glory to our King.”

Thomas Kelly. 1804.

I-Lll - le - lu - jah! hal-le - lu - jah! Hal- le - lu - jah! A - men.
J‘ .-“—E—: JE: —
A
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1 JEsus comes, his conflict over,
Comes to claim his great reward ;
Angels round the Vietor hover,
Crowding to behold their Lord;
Iaste, ye saints! your tribute bring,
Crown him, everlasting King.

2 Yonder throne for him erected,

Now becomes the Victor's seat ;
Lo, the Man on earth rejected !

Angels worship at his feet;
Haste, ye saints! your tribute bring,
Crown him, everlasting King.

3 Day and night they ery before him,

@ Holy, lmly Iml\' Lord!”
All the powers of heaven adore him,
All obey his sovereign word ;
Haste, ye saints! your “tribute lnmr_r,
Crown him, C\'Clldﬁtlllf_{' King.

Thomas Kelly. 1804,
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ORTONVILLE., C.M.

»
Thomas Hastings. 1837.
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1. Maj-es - tic sweetness sits enthroned Upon the Saviour’s brow ; His head with radiant
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2 No mortal ean with himn compare,
Among the sons of men;
Fairer is he than all the fair
That fill the heavenly train,

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress;
He flew to my relief;
For me he bore the shameful cross,
And carried all my grief,

4 To him I owe my life and breath,
And all the joys I have;
Ie makes me triumph over death,
He saves me from the grave,

5 Since from his bounty I receive
Such proofs of love divine,
Had I a thousand hearts to give,
Lord! they should all be thine.
Samuel Stennett. 1787,

FERGUSON S. M.
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1 O ror a thousand tongues to sing
My dear Redeemer’s praise !
The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of his grace !

2 My gracious Master and my God,
Assht me to proclaim,
To spread, through all the earth abroad,
The honors of ‘thy name,

3 Jesus—the name that calms my fears,
That bids my sorrows cease;
"Tis music to my ravished ears;
"Tis life, and health, and peace.

ITe breaks the power of reigning sin,
He sets the prisoner free;
His blood can make the foulest clean
His blood availed for me.
Charies Wesley. 1740,

George Kingsiey. 1843,

(e

1 Raise ¥ your triumphant songs
To an immortal tune ;
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Let the wide earth resound the deeds

Celestial grace has done.




HIS EXALTATION. 113
CORONATION, C.M. Oliver Holden. 1793.
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15 All hail the power of Jesus’ name! Let angels prostrate falll Bring forth the royal diadem,

And crown him Lord of all; Bring forth the royal dj'-aidem, And crown him Lord of all,
—
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2 Crown him, ye martyrs of our God,
‘Who from his altar call ;
Extol the stem of Jesse’s rod,
And erown him Lord of all.
3 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race,
Ye ransomed from the fall ;
Hail him, who saves you by his grace,
And crown him Lord of all.
4 Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget
The wormwood and the gall
Go, spread your trophies at his feet,
And crown him Lord of all.
5 Let every kindred, every tribe,
On this terrestrial ball,
To him all majesty 15011l>e,
And erown him Lord of all.
6 O that with yonder sacred throng, e
‘We at his feet may fall
We'll join the everlasting song,
And crown him Lord of all,
E{fzuar{f}’errom'z‘ 1780.

1 Tue head thatonce was crowned with
Is crowned with glory now;  [thorns,
A royal diadem adorns
The mighty Victor's brow.
2 The Ing]u,.st pldu, that heaven affords,
Is his by sovereign right;
The King ‘of l\lllu\, and Lmd of lords,
He reigns in glory bright;

3 The joy of all who dwell above,

The joy of all below,
To whom he manifests his love,
And grants his name to know.

4 To them the cross with all its shame,

With all its grace, is given;
Their name—an everlasting name,
Their joy—the joy of heaven.
5 They suffer with their Lord below,
They reign with him above
Their pmﬁt and their joy to know

The mystery of his love,
Thomas Kelly. 1820,
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1 Raise your trinmphant songs
To an immortal tune;
Let the wide earth resound the deeds
Celestial grace has done.
2 Sing how Eternal Love
Its chief beloved chose,
And bade him raise our wretched race
From their abyss of woes.

3 Now, sinners, dry your tears,
Let hopeless sorrow cease ;
Bow to the sceptre of his love,
And take the offered peace.
4 Lord, we obey thy call;
‘We lay a humble claim
To the salvation thou hast brought,

And love and praise thy name.
Isaac Watds. 1709,
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FABEN. 8s& 7s. D.
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Girreia

Sohn H. Wilcox.
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1. Christ, above all glory seated ! King eternal, strong to saw' To ‘rhee, Death, by death de-
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mortal might could gam On th’ eternal throne of heaven, In thy Father’s pow’r to reign
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1 Curist, above all glory seated !
King eternal, strong to save!

To thee, Death, by death defeated,
Triumph high and glory gave.
Thou art gone, where now is given,

What no mortal might could gain :
On the eternal throne of heaven,
In thy Father’s power to reign.

2 We, O Lord! with hearts adoring,

Follow thee above the sky:

Hear our prayers thy grace imploring,
Lift our souls to thee on high.

So when thou again in glory
On the clouds of hoaun shalt shine,

We thy flock shall stand before thee,
Owned forevermore as thine.

Anon.

SEiss=cts
[
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1 JEsus, hail, enthroned in glory,
There for ever to abide;
All the heavenly hosts adore thee,
Seated at thy Father’s side.
There for sinners thou art pleading ;
There thou dost our place prepare ;
Ever for us interceding
Till in glory we appear.

2 Worship, honor, power and blessing,

Thou art worthy to receive;

Loudest praises, without ceasing,
Meet it is for us to give.

Help, ye bright anqehu spirits,
Bring your sweetest, noblest lays;

Ielp to sing our Saviour’s merits,
Help to chant Immanuel’s praise.

Sohn Bakewell. 1819.
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ARIEL. C.P. M.

Mozart.

Arr. by Lowell Mason. 1836,
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And vie with Gabriel while he sings  § In notes al - most di-vine, In notes al -most  di - vine,
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2 I'd sing the precious blood he spilt,
My ransom from the dreadful guilt
Of sin, and wrath divine:
I'd sing his glorious righteousness,
In which all perfect, heavenly dress,
My soul shall ever shine.

3 I’d sing the characters he bears,
And all the forms of love he wears,
Exalted on his throne:
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,
I would to everlasting days
Make all his glories known.

4 Well, the delightful day will come
When my dear Lord will bring me home,
And T shall see his face;
Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend,
A blest eternity T'll spend,
Triumphant in his grace.
Samuel Medley. 1789,
215

1 Fear not, O little flock, the foe
Who madly seeks your overthrow ;
Dread not his rage and power:

‘What tho' your courage qomctimes faints!
This seeming trinmph o’er God’s saints
Lasts but a little hour.

Fear not! be strong! your canse belongs
To him who can avenge your wrongs;
Leave all to him, your Lord :
Though hidden yet from mortal eyes,
Salvation shall for you arise :
He girdeth on his swerd !
As true as God’s own word is true,
Not earth nor hell, with all their crew,
Against us she 111 prevail.
A ]est. and byword are they grown:
God is with us; we are his own;
Our victory cannot fail.

Amen, Lord Jesus, grant our prayer !
Great Captain, now thine arm make bare;
Fight for us once again !
So shall thy saints and martyrs raise
A mighty chorus to thy praise,
World without end.  Amen.

Gustavus Adolphus. 1631, in prose,
Facob Fabricius. 1631, in vepse,
Tr. by Miss Catharine Winkworth, 18s5.
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LEON. C. M. : Lowell Mason.
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Our feet may mourn this thorn - y way, Yet here Im - man - uol trod.
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2 This fleshly robe the Lord did wear; 1 Waar grace, O Lord, and beauty shone
This wateh the Lord did keep; Around thy steps below ;
These burdens sore the Lord did bear; What patient love was seen in all
These tears the Lord did weep, Thy life and death of woe,
3 O vale of tears no longer sad, 2 For, ever on thy burdened heart
Wherein the Lord did dwell! A weight of sorrow hung;
O happy robe of flesh that clad Yet no ungentle, murmuring word
Our own Immanuel ! Escaped thy silent tongue.
4 But not this fleshly robe alone 3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,
Shall link us, Lord, to thee; Thv friends nnf‘utl;fn] prove;
Not only in the tear and groan Unwearied in forgiveness still,
Shall the dear kindred be, . Thy heart could only love,
5 We shall be reckoned for thine own, 4 O give us hearts to love like thee!
Beecause th) heaven we share, Like thee, O Lord, to grieve
Because we sing around thy throne, Far more for others’ sin than all
And thy br urht raiment wear, The wrongs that we receive.
6 O mighty grace, our life to live, 5 One with thyself, may every eye,
To make our earth divine ! In us, thy brethren, see
O mighty grace, thy heaven to give The m,nrlenm% and grace that spring
And hft our life to thine! From union, Lord, with thee.
Thomas H, Gill. 1860. Sir Edwrmi Denny. 1839,
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PRAISE TO CHRIST. 117

WIMBORNE L. M.

. Whitaker. 1849.
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1. All praise to thee, e -ter - nal Lord, Cloth(d in the garb of flesh and blood ;

-
-

ﬂ
Ji"'

N ‘
Tecioa z’iﬁ:ww
— b

e

;Eé: 21::":—"*1—4 212 "—"! "'_ﬂ

: —te——
-~ B
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Once did the skies before thee bow ;
A virgin’s arms contain thee now :
Angels who did in thee rejoice

= j T ;
Now listen for thine infant voice.

A little child thou art our guest,
That weary ones in thee may rest;
Forlorn and lowly is thy birth,

That we may rise to heaven from earth.

Thou comest in the darksome night
To miake us children of the light,
To make us, in the realms divine,

Like thine own angels, round thee shine.

All this for us thy love hath done;
3y this to thee our love is won;
For this we tune our cheerful lays,

And shout our thanks in ceaseless praise.

Martin Luther. 1524
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Erervarn Source of light divine !
Fountain of unexhausted love !

O let thy glories on me shine,

From earth beneath, from hea\ en above !

Thou art the weary wanderer's rest;
Give me thine easy yoke to bear;

With steadfast patience arm my breast,
‘With spotless love and lowly fear,

Be thou, O Rock of Ages! nigh,
Soshall each murmuring thought be gone,
And grief and fear 'md care slnli fly,
As clouds before the midday sun.

Speak to my warring passions, Peace !
Speak to my troubled heart, Be still
Thy power my strength and fortress is,
For all things serve thy holy will.
Charles Wesley. 1759,
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FRIENDSHIP, 8s & 7s. Arr. by George F. Roof. 1872
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1 One there is, a -bove all oth - ers, W ell degcryes the name of Fnend ,% s
* | His is love be-yond a  brother's, Cost -ly, free, and knows no end.

D. 8. But our Je-sus died to have us Re- con-ciled in him to God.
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Which of all our friends, to save us, Could or would have shed his blood ?
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22(_) ; p O for grace our hearts to soften; |
2 When he ]1‘\'0-(1 on ecarth abaséd, Teach us, Lord, at length to love;
Friend of sinners was his name; We, alas, forget too often
Now above all glory raiséd, What a Friend we have above.
He rejoices in the same. Sokn Newton. 1779,
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PRAISE TO CHRIST.

DUEKE STREET. L.M.

1. Come, let us sing the song of

118

Sohn Hatton. 1743
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songs, The saints in heaven ben'an the strain,
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The homage which to Chrlst be-longs :

“ Worthy the Lumb, for he was slain!”
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2 Slain to redeem us by his blood,
To cleanse from every sinful stain,
And make us kings and priests to God;
“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain ! ”

3 To him who suffered on the tree,
Our souls at his soul’s price to gain,
Blessing, and praise, and glory be:
“ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !

4 To him, enthroned by filial right,

All power in heaven and earth proclaim,
Honor, and majesty, and might:
“ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!”

5 Long as we live, and when we die,

And while in heaven with him we reign,

This song our song of songs shall be :

“ Y orthy the Imnh for he was slain!”
Fames Montgomery, 1853,
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1 Waex marshall'd on the nightly plain,
The glittering host bestud the sky,

One star alone, of all the train,

4 Can fix the sinner’s wand’ring eye.
Hark! hark! to God the chorus breaks,
From ev'ry host, from ev'ry gem;

But one alone t.he Saviour spcaks—
It is the Star of Bethlehem.

2 Onece on the raging seas I rode,
The storm was loud, the night was dark,
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed

The wind that tossed my foundering bark,

Deep horror then my vitals froze,
Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem
When suddenly a Star arose—

It was the Star of Bethlehem.

3 It was my guide, my light, my all;

1t bade my dark fmebodan ceaqe,

And thro’ the storm, and danget s thrall,

It led me to the pmt of peace.

Now safely mooud—m_y perils o'er,
T'll sing, first in night's diadem,

Forever, and forevermore,

The Star—the Star of Bethlehem !

Henry Kirke White. 1806,
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THE CROSS OF JES?S Ira.D. Sa,’zkey 1874.
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2 O safe and happy shelter,

O refuge tried and sweet,
0 tna‘r:n«r pld(‘(’ where heaven’s lov e,
And heaven’s justice meet !
As to the holy Patriarch
That wondrous dream was given,
So seems my Saviour’s cross to me,
A ladder up to heaven.

3 There lies beneath its shadow,

But on the further side,
The darkness of an awful grave
That gapes both deep and wide;
And there between us stands the Cross,
Two arms outstretched to save,
Like a watchman set to guard the way
From that eternal grave.

Upon that Cross of Jesus,
Mine eye at times can see
The very d\ ing form of One,
Who suffered there for me,
And from my smitten heart with tears,
Two wonders 1 confess,—
The wonders of his glorious love,
And my own worthlessness,

I take, O Cross, thy shadow,
For my abiding place ;
T ask no other sunshine
Than the sunshine of his face:
Content to let the world go by,
To know no gain nor loss,—
My sinful self, ny only qhamo,

"My glory all the Cross.
Elizabeth C. Clephane.




HIS CROSS,

RATHBUN. Ss & 7’5

121

Ithamar Conkey. 1851,
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1 Ix the cross of Christ I glory,
Towering o'er the wrecks of time
All the ]wht of sacred story
Gathers round its head sublime.

2 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 str eaming,

~  Adds new lustre to the day.

(23

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,
By the cross are sanctified ;
Peace is there, that knows no measure,
Joys that through all time abide,

5 In the cross of Christ I glory,
Towering o’er the wrecks of time;
All the light of sacred story
Gathers round its head sublime,

Fohn Bowring. 1825,
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1 Ligar of those whose dreary dwelling
Borders on the shades of death !
Rise on us, thy love revealing,
Dissipate the clouds beneath,

2 Thou, of heaven and earth Creator!
In our deepest darkness rise;
Scatter all the night of nature;
Pour the day upon our eyes,

3 Still we wait for thine appearing ;
Life and joy thy beams impart,
Chasing all our fears, and cheering
Every poor, benighted heart.

4 Bave us, in thy great compassion,
O thou mild, pacific Prince !

Give the knowledwe of qal‘“atlon,
Give the pdrdon of our sins;

5 By thine all-sufficient merit,
Every burdened soul release ;
Every weary, wandering spirit,
Guide into thy perfect peace.

Charies Wesley. 1745.
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LOVING-KINDNESS L. M.

Christian Lyre. 1830,
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1. Awakc, my soul, to arateful lays, And sing the gri eat RLdeLmer’e pralae He justly claims a song from me,

2 He saw me ruined in the fall,
Yet loved me tthlthstdndmw all,
And saved me from my lost mtdte,
His loving-kindness is so great.

3 Through mighty hosts of eruel foes,
Where earth and hell my way oppose,
He safely leads my soul along,

His loving-kindness is so strong.

1 Jesus, my heart within me burns,
To tell thee all its conscious love;
And from earth’s low delights it turns,
To taste a joy like that above.

2 When thou to me dost condescend,

In love divine, thou Blesséd One,
The moments that with thee I spend,
Seem e’en as heaven itself begun.

4 So when I pass death’s gloomy vale, 3 Though oft these lips my love have told,

And life and mortal powers shall fail,
O may my last expiring breath
His loving-kindness sing in death.

They still the story w ou]d repeat ;
To me the rapture ne’er grows old
That thrills me bending at thy fect.

5 Then shall I mount, and soar away 4 Reign thou sole Sovereign of my heart,

To the bright world of endless day;

There shall I sing, with sweet surprise,

His loving-kindness in the skies.
Samuel Mediey. 1787.

HOWARD. C. M.

My all I yield to thy control;
O let me never from thee part,
Thou Best Belovéd of my soul.
Ray Palmer. 1869,

8. Howard. 1760,
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PRAISE TO CHRIST,

HEBRON. L.M.
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Lowell Mason. 1830.
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2 Thy truth unchanged hath cver stood ;
Thou savest those that on thee call;
To them that seek thee, thou art r»ood
To them that find thee, All in all,

3 We taste thee, O thou living Bread,
And long to feast upon thee still ;
We drink of thee, the Fountain Head,
And thirst, our souls from thee to fill.

4 Our restless spirits yearn for thee,
Where'er our changeful lot is cast;
Glad, when thy gracious smile we see,

Blest, when our faith can hold thee fast.

5 O Jesus, ever with us stay;

Make all our moments calm and bright ;

Chase the dark night of sin away ;
Shed o’er the world thy holy Iwht

Bernard of C!arrzmmx 1140,
Tr. by Ray Palmer. 1833.

229

1 Lorp Jesus, when we stand afar

And gaze upon thy holy cross,
In love of thee and scorn of self,
O may we count the world as lo:,s

2 When we behold thy bleeding wounds,

And the rough way that thou hast trod,
Make us to lnat(, the load of sin
That lay so heavy on our God.

3 O holy Lord, uplifted high

With outstretched arms, in mortal woe,
Embracing in thy wondrous love
The sinful world that lies below;

4 Give us an ever-living faith

To gaze beyond the things we sce;

And in the mystery of thy dcath,

I)raw us and all men unto thee.
William Walsham How. 1854,
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1 Jesus! I love thy charming name;
"Tis music to mine ear:
Fain would I sound it out so loud,
That carth and heaven should hear.

2 All that my loftiest powers ecan wish,
In thee doth richly meet;
Not to mine eyes is light so dear,
Nor friendship half so sweet.

5 Th;r grace still dwells upon my heart,

And sheds its fr agrance there;
The noblest balm of all my wounds,
The cordial of my care.

4 T'll speak the honors of thy name

With my last laboring breath ;
Then, speechless, clasp thee in mine arms,
The Conqueror of death.

Philip Doddridge. 1755,




FESUS CHRIST.

A. R. Reinagle. 1840.

231 Scatter the darkness of our night,

2 O Jesus, Saviour! hear the sighs And fill the world with bliss.

: Which unto thee I send ; 4 O Jesus, King of earth and heaven,
To thee my inmost spirit cries, Our life and joy! to thee
My being’s hope and end. Be honor, thanks and blessing given
Through all eternity !

Bernard of Clairvaux. 1140,

3 Stay with us, Lord! and with thy light

1llume the soul’s abyss; Tr. Edward Caswall. 1849.
HEBER. C. M. George Kingsley, 1838,
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232 f 4 Weak is the effort of my heart,
2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, And cold my warmest thought*
And calis the troubled breast; But when T see thee as thou art,

"Tis manna to the hungry soul,

P’ll praise thee as I ought.
And to the weary, rest. ‘

5 Till then T would thy love proclaim

3 Jesus! my th’pheni Guardian, Friend, With every fleeting breath ;
My Prophet, Priest and I\”'"' And may the music of thy name
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End! Refresh my soul in death.

Accept. the praise I bnnw Sokn Newton. 1779
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BERNARD. C. M.
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% Barnby. 1861.
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1 Jesus, the very thought of thee
With sweetness fills the breast;
But sweeter far thy face to see,
And in thy presence rest.

2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame,
Nor can the memory find,

A swecter sound than thy blest name,
O Saviour of mankind !

-

3 O Hope of every contrite heart |
O Joy of all the meek !
To those who fall, how kind thou art!
How good to those who seek !

4 But what to those who find? Ah! this
Nor tongue nor pen can show:
The love of Jesus,—what it is,
None but his loved ones know,

5 Jesus, our only joy be thou!
As thou our prize wilt be;
Jesus, be thou our glory now,
And through eternity !

Bernard of Clatrvaux.
Tr, Edward Caswall,

IT40.
1849.
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1 O Jesvs! King most wonderful,
Thou Conqueror renowned ;
Thou sweetness most ineffable,
In whom all joys are found !

2 When once thou visitest the heart,
Then truth begins to shine;
Then earthly vanities depart ;
Then kindles love divine.

3 O Jesus, Light of all below !
Thou Fount of life and fire!
Surpassing all the joys we know,
All that we can desire;

4 May every heart confess thy name,
And ever thee adore ;
And, seeking thee, itself inflame
o
To seck thee more and more.

5 Thee may our tongues forever bless;
Thee may we love alone;
And ever in our lives express
The image of thine own.

Bernard of Clatrvauz,
Tr. Edward Caswall.

1140,
1840.
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CHRIST,

U, C. Burnap. 1870.
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1. Je - sus, name all names above, Je

| 7

- sus, best and dear - est; Je - sus, fount of

per - fect love, Ho - liest, tenderest, ne

ar - est; | Je-sus,source of grace completest,
Je - sus pur - est, Je - sus sweetest,
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2 Jesus, open me the gate
Which the sinner entered,
‘Who, in his last dying state,
Wholly on thee ventured ;
Thon, whose wounds are ever pleading,
And thy passion interceding,
From my misery let me rise,
To a home in Paradise.

Woe, that T have turned aside
After fleshly pleasure !
‘Woe, that I have never tried
For the heavenly treasure !
Treasure, safe in homes supernal,
Incorruptible, eternal :
Treasure no less price hath won
Than the passion of the Son.

Wi
4 Jesus, crowned with thorns for me,
Sumlrrcd for my transgression,
Witnessing, tlnuurﬂl agony,
That thy good ('nnfusltm
Jesus, clad in purple 1a1ment
For my evil making payment;
Let not all thy woe and pain,
Let not Calvary, be in vain.

5 When I cross death’s bitter sea,
And its waves roll higher,
Help the more forsaking me
As the storm draws nigher;
Jesus, leave me not to languish,
Helpless, hopeless, full of anguish :
Tell me, ¢ Verily, 1 say,

“Thou shalt be with me to-day.”
Theoctistus of the Studium. 8go.
Tr. Fohn Mason Neale. 1862.
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PRAISE TO CHRIST. 127

SONG. 8s & 5s. German Melody.
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3 Through the desert Jesus leads them,

4 Theretheyseethe Lord who bought them,

5 Let his people sing with gladness,
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23‘6 ; 6 'Tis the saints have solid treasure,
1 Siva of Jesus, sing for ever They can sing with holy pl(’d&ulc,
Of the love that ("Hl”..!-’,’t’S never ; And their joy will know no me asure,
Who or what from him can sever In the final day.
Those he makes his own ? Thomas Keily. 1815,

2 With hisblood the Lord has bought them; 23:7 i ] :
When they knew him not, ]msouuhtthun, 1 Samvts in glory, we together

And from all their wanderings brought L\nnw_‘}lm sung lthat C(:us-'(gsgl;m\'.cr;
His the praise alone. [them ; Dong of songs thou art, U Saviour,
All that endless day.

2 Come, ye angels, round us gather,
W h:lc to Jum we draw nearer;
In his throne he'll seat forever

Those for whom he died.

With the bread of heaven he feeds them,
And through all the way he speeds them
To their home above.

Hi l ¢ ) 4 b8 Underneath his throne a river,
lim who came from heaven, and sought | ® (joar as erystal, flows forever,

them, Tikoikis o Faili :

: ; 2 Like his fullness, failing never;

Him who by his Spirit taught them, Hail, enthronéd ¥l
Him they serve and love.

4 O the unsearchable Redeemer!

Ol % L R 1 Shoreless Ocean, sounded never!
her mirth than this is madness, Yesterday, to-day, forever,

Mirth '1t is that ends in sadness, Jesus Christ, the same.
Be it far away. Lehemiak Adams. 1564,
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INVITATION. C. M.D.

1. Im - mor-tal Love | for-ev-er full,

For-ev - er flowing

YESUS CHRIST.

Avrr. from Ludwig Spokr. (1784—1859.)
'-;.

For- ev-er shared, for-ev.-er whole,

‘-_/
free ;

p. 8. Love only knoweth whence it came,
- . e .

A mnev-er-ebb-ing sea,
And comprehendeth love.
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2 WL may not climb the heavenly steeps

To b]lmr the Lord Christ down;
In vain we search the lowest (10(‘1)::,
For him no depths can drown,
Nor holy bread, nor blood of grape
The lineaments restore
Of him we know in outward shape
And in the flesh no more.

3 In joy of inward peace, or sense

Of sorrow over sin,
He is his own best evidence:
His witness is within.
And warm, sweet, tender, even yet
A present help is he;
And faith has still its Olivet;
And love, its Galilee,

4 O Lord and Master of us all!

Whate’er our name or sign,

‘We own thy sway, we hear thy call,
We test our lives by thine.

Deep strike thy roots, O heavenly Vine,
Within our earthly sod !

Most human, and yet most divine,
The flower of man and God !

Sohn G. Whittier.

I
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O LO\'E' O Life! our faith and sight
Thy presence maketh one;

As through transfigured clouds of white
‘We trace the noonday sun:

So, to our mortal eyes subdued,
Flesh-veiled, but not concealed,

We know in thee the fatherhood
And heart of God revealed.

We faintly hear, we dimly see,
In differing phrase we pray ;
But, dim or clear, we own in thee
The Light, the Truth, the Way.
Apart from thee, all gain is loss,
All labor vainly done;
The solemn shadow of thy cross
Is better tlz-m the sun.

Our Friend, our Brother, and our Lord,
What may thy service be?

Nor name, nor form, uor ritual word ;
But simply—following thee.

The heart must ring thy Christmas bells,
Thy inward altars raise ;

Its faith and hope, thy c(wtlcles:
And its obedience, praisc.

Sohn G. Whittier.




PRAISE TO CHRIST. 129

LYTE. 6s

¥. P. Holbrook. 1864,

Je - sus  is mine. Though earthly
= 5 = ‘&
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2 Though I grow poor and old,
He will my faith uphold;
Jesus is mine,
He shall my wants supply;
His precious blood is nigh,
Naught can my hope destroy ;
Jesus is mine.
3 When earth shall pass away,

In the great jmlgmcut day,
Jesus is mine,

WHAT A FRIEND. 8s & 7s. D.

O, what a glorious thing

There to behold ny ]\mw

On tuneful harps to sing,
Jesus is mine. ¢

Father! thy name I bless;

Thine was the sovereign grace;
Praise shall be thine;

Spirit of holiness!

Sealing the Father’s grace, .

Thou mad’st my soul embrace
Jesus as mine,

Henry Yoy McCracken Hope. 1852,

C. C. Converse.
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Ev - ery thing to God in prayer!
Ev-ery Ihmvlu God in prayer !

0, what peace we often for - feit,
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2 Have we trials and temptations?
Is there trouble anywhere ?
‘We should never be discouraged,—
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Can we find a friend so faithful,

Who will all our sorrows share?

JCHI]S knows our every weakness—

Take it to the Lord in prayer.
Horatius Bonar.
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VON WEBER. 7s.

FESUS CHRIST,

Car[ ﬁ[ von Weber.,

(1786;1825)
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242 Think how bright that light will be, :
2 When the morning paints the skies, Shining through eternity. i
When the golden sunbeams rise, 4 Lord of all that's fair to see, |
fl:h.en mylSm-mm"s form 1 find Come, reveal thyself to me;
Brightly imaged on my mind. Let me, 'mid thy radiant light,
7 o e : See thine unveiled glories bright.
3 When the star-beams pierce the night, yMM”{IAEMMSI_M“_M‘ b

Oft I think on Jesus’ light,

Tr. by Frances E. Cox.

CHILDREN'S HOSANNA 75&65 D

1841.
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Cmo. Fling out, ﬂing out the banner

'Te)

e jld*ﬂ

o e

-on Je sus came,

:!i —-!:; 5 — ;Sﬁg

The children all stood
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sing -ing Ho -san -na to his name. Nor did their zeal of - fend him, But
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PRAISE TO CHRIST. 331

CHRISTUS REX. 6s. From Givacchimo Rossini.
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1. Come, let us glad-ly sing Prais - es  to Christ our King! The Priac_e of life and love Is
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throned in light a - bove, Praise Christ our King ! Praise Christ our King 1 Wake, wake the
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2 Thorn-crowned, in splendor now, 3 Into that kingdom fair
Angels before him bow; He'll bring each ransomed heir;
Hear their cherubic call ! Sing, sinner saved by grace,
“Immanuel, Lord of all!” ].‘Ul you shall see his ’raoe.
Praise Christ our King! Crorus, Praise Christ our King! Cuorus.
244 Y : ke Though now as King he reigneth
1 Waex his salvation bringing, On Zion’s heavenly hill;
To Ziﬂ!l Jesus came, I We'll flock around his banner,
The children all stood singing We'll bow before his throne,
Hosanna to his name. And cry aloud, Hosanna
Nor did their zeal offend him, To David’s royal Son. Criorus,
3ut as he rode along ; LA
e let them still attend him, 3 For should we fail proclaiming
And smiled to hear their song. Our great Redcemer’s praise,
Cuorus. Fling out, fling out the banner, The stones, our silence %h‘ll.lllng
OF Christ, our heavenly King; Would thc.t hosannas raise.
Ring out, ring out IIObd[]l!&, But shall we only render
b Aqd l[all{,hl]dh sing. The trllbute of our words?
No; while our hearts are tender,
2 And since the Lord retaineth They too shall be the Lord’s. CHo.
His love to children still, Foshua King. 1819,
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OUR LEADER. 6s & 5s.

%. Baptiste Calkin. 1871,
|

: 7 :
]11 thy whole be-hav-ior, Meek, ObEdien[, mild :

245
2 For all gifts and graces
While we live h(lnm

Till in heavenly places

We thy face shall know ;

‘We, thy children, raising
Unto thee our hearts,

In thy constant praising
Bear our duteons parts,

THE STORY OF LOVE.

3 Let thine angels guide us;
Let thine arms enfold ;
In thy bosom hide us,
Sheltered from the cold ;
As thy love hath won us
From the world away,
Still thy hands put on us;
Bless us day by day.
W. Whiting.

George F. Root.
Fine.
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