vgzeety GOOGle



NP SPR N
















o ®

THE

CHRISTIAN HARP:

HYMNS AND TUNES,
FOR THE USSR OIV

80CIAL, RELIGIOUS MEETINGS, AND SABBATH SCHOOLS.

.
COMPILED BY A COMMITYER OF THE NEW-ENGLAND CHRISTIAN CONVENTION.

& Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord.”—Psalmist.
SEVENTH EDITION, REVISED AND ENLARGED,

B. F. CARTER, NEWBURYPORT, MASS.
1858. .



M | ° .
QUNE
.C5 7  PREFACE.

" 'This work is compiled and published by the request of the New
England Christian Convention. It is intended to meet a want whick
has been long felt throughout the Connexion.

It is designed to promote devotional singing in social, religious
meetings and Sabbath Schools; and it has beex the aim of the
- compilers to accomplish this object in the best msnner. Some of
the tunes will be recognized as old and familiar—-some are newly
harmonized and arranged — and some are compsed expressly for
this work. The limits of the book forbid the {asertion of many
others which all would be glad to see. The tines, “Long Time
Ago,”’— “Afton,’—“The Decision,” and the “ Siint’s Adicu,” are
taken by permission, from the American Vocalist, .a large and
valuable collection of music, by Rev. D. H. Massfield.

Our acknowledgments are due to several friends, (especially
Mr. M. D. Randall, and J. W. Cheney) for the assistance which they
have rendered us.

That the book is without fault, is not supposed; yet that it will
compare favorably with others of the kindPis confidently believed.
That their endeavors may be blest of the Hbly Spirit, and sanctified
to the quickening of the religious life in our churches—and promots
the best interests of Zion—so that we sing with the spirit and with

the understanding, is the pra)/er of— .
" THE COMPILERS.

‘Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1853,
By B. F. CARTER, E. EDMUNDS, & J. B. WESTON,
in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court for the District of
Massachusetts.

"A. B. KIDDER'S MUSIC TYPOGRAFHY, 6 SCHOOL BT,
HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRKRY

BEQUEST OF
PHILLIPS BARRY
JULY 1, 1039
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LONG TIME AGO. 8 & 4.
AMERICAN VOCALILT, by permission.
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2.

Once his vmce, in tones of pity, Melted in woe,

And be wept o’er Judab’s city, Long time ago.

3.

On his head the dews of midnight, Fell lona ago;

Now a crown of dazzling sunlwht Slts on his brow.

. Jesus died, yet lives forever , No more to die;

Bleeding Jesus, blessed Saviour, Now reigns on high.

. Now in heaven he’s interceding For dying men,

Soon he'll finish all his pleadmo And come again.

. When he comes, a voice shall gather Saints from the tomb,
« Come, ye blessed of my Fat,her, Children, come home.”
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2 Much of my time has run to waste,
And [ perhaps am neur my home ;
But he forgives my follies past,

He gives me strength tor days to come.

8 1lay my body down to sleep:
Pence is the pillow for my head ;
While well-uppointed angels keep

Their watchful stations round my bed.

4 Faith in his unme forbids my fear;
O may thy presence neer depart,
And in the morning muke me hear
The love and kindness of thy heart.

5§ Thus when the night of death shall

come,
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Prayer.

1 Prayer is appnointed to convey
The blessings God designs to give:
Long as they live should Christians

pray,

They learn to pray when first they live.

2 If pain afllict, or wrongs oppress,

If cares distract, or fears disinay :

If guilt deject ; if sin distress ;

In every case, still watch and pray.

8 'Tis pray’r supports the soul that’
weak,

‘Tho’ thought be broken, language lame

Pray, if thou canst, or canst not, speak
But pray with faith in Jesus’ name.

4 Depe: d on hin ; thon canst not fail,

My flesh shalt rest beneath the ground,|Make all thy wants and wishes known,
And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb, |Fear not, his promise niust prevail ;

With sweet selvation in the sound.

Ask baut in faith, it shall be dcae.
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Holiness,
1 Sc .et our lipsand lives express
The -oly gospei we profess ;
80 let our works and virtues shine,
To prove the doctrine all divine.

2 Thus shall we best proclaim abroad
The honours of our Saviour God,
When the salvation reigns within,
And grace subdues the power of sin.

3 Our flesh and sense must be denied,

Passion and envy, lust and pride ;

While justice, temperance, truth an
love,

Our inward piety approve.

4 Religion bears our spirits up,

While we expect that blessed hope,

The bright appearance of the Lord,

And faith stands leaning on his word.

The Christian’s Solace.
1 There is a heaven o’er yonder skies,
A henven where pleasure never dies,
A heaven I sometimes hope to see,
But fear again ’tis ngt for me.
2 T travel through a world of foes,
Thro’ conflicts sore my spirit goes ;
The tempter cries I ne’er shall stand,
Or reach fair Canaan’s happy land.

8 Come life, come death, come then
what will,

1is Tootsteps I will follow still;

Thro’ dangers thick, and hell’s alarms,

I shall be safe in his dear arms. .

4 Then, O my soul, arise and sing,

Yonder’s thy Captain and thy King,

With pleasing smiles he now looks|
down,

And cries “press on, and here’s thy
crown.”

5 “Prove faithful then, a few more days

Fight the good fight and win the race,

And then thy sou. with me shall reign,

Thy head a crown of glory. gain.

Peace.
Peace, troubled soul, thou needst not

fear,

fhy great Provider still is near:

Who fed thee last will feed thee still,

Be calm and sink into his will.

2 The Lord, who built the earth and
8ky

In mercy 'sto,ops to hear thy cry;

His promise all may freely claim,
Ask but in faith, in Jesus’ name.

]
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3 The ravens daily he doth feed,

And sends them food as they have Leed;
Although they nothing have in store,
Yet as they lack he gives them more.

4 Then do not seek with anxious care,

What ye shall eat or drink or wear ;

Your heavenly Father will you feed,

He knows that all these things you
need. .

5 Thus shall his grace to il be given,

Who trust in Christ, our hope of Hea
ven-—

Thns shall the soul be truly blest,

That finds in God, his only rest.

The Unity of the Saints,

1 How pleasing to behold and see
The friends of Jesus all agree,

To sit around his sacred board,
As members of one common Lord.

2 While here we sit we would implore
That love may spread trom shore to
shore ;

Till all the saints, like us, combine,

‘To praise the Lord in songs divine.

3 To all we freely give onr hand,
Who love the Lord in every land 3
For all are one in Christ, our Iead,
To whom be endless honours paid.

The Eternal Sabbath.

1 Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we
love ;

But there‘s’a nobler rest above ;

To that our longing souls aspire,

With ardent hope and strong desire.

2 No more fatigne, no more distress,
Nor sin nor pain shall reach the place *
No groans, to mingle with the songs
Which warble from immortal tongues.

8 No rude alarms of raging foes ;
No cares to break the long repose 5
No midnight shade, no clonded sun,
Obscures the lustre of thy throne.

4 Around thy throne grant we may’
And give us but the lowest seat; lmeet,
We'll shout .thy praise, aud oin the

song,
Of that triumphant, holy throng.
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest—
No mortal care shall seize my breast;
Oh may my heart in tune be found
Like David's harp of solemn sound,

8 My heart shall triumph in the Lord,

And bless his works-and bless his w ord :

Thy works of grace—how bright they
shine !

How decp thy counsels—how divine!

4 Sure I shall share a glorious part,

When grace hath well refined my heart,

And fresh supplies of joy are shed,

—

: Doxology-.

| From all that dwell below the skies,
Let the Crentor’s praise arise ;

Let the Redeelner’s name be sung
Throngh ev’ry land, by ev'ry tongue.
2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord,
Eternal truth attends thy word ;

Thy praise shall sound from shore t

shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.
3 Your lolty themes, ye mortals bring
In songs of praise divinely sin
The great salvation loud ffrocthim,

Like holy oil, to cheer my head.
5 Then shall T sce—nnd hear—and know
All 1 desired, or wished helow ;

And every power find sweet employ,
aa thst eternal waM of joy.

And shout for joy the 8aviour’s nnme
4 In ev‘ry 1and begin the rong,

To ev'ry land the strains belong ;

In cheerful sounds all voices raise,
And fill the world with loudest prais
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talk of all thy truths at night. And talk of allthy truths at  night.
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God and his Church,
1 Great God attend, while Zion sings|
The joy that from thy presence
springs:
To spend one day with thee on earth
Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 Mjght we enjoy the meanest place
Within thy house, O God of grace,
Not tents of ease — nor thrones o

dpower [door.
Bhould tempt our feet to leave thy
8 God is our sun, he makes ourday;
God is our shield, he guards our way
From all th’ assaults of hell and sin;
From foes without and foes within.

4 All needful grace will God bestow,
And crown that grace with glory too:
He gives us all things, and withholds
No real good from upright souls.

8 O God, our King, whose sovereign

sway
The glorious host 6f heaven obey,
Display thy grace, exert thy power,
Till allon earth thy name adore.

Delight in worship.
1 Far from my tho’ts, vain world, be
Let my religious hours alone: [gone,
Fain would my eyes my Saviour see,
1 wait a visit, Lord, from thee!

2 0 warm my heart with holy fire,
And kindle t“;ere a pure desire:
Come Sacred Sririt from above,
And fill my soul with heavenly love.

8 Bless’d Jesus what delicious fire!
How sweet thy entertainments are !
Never did angels taste above,
Redeeming grace, and dying love.
t Hafl great Immanuel, all divine!
JIn thee thy Father’s glories shine:
"Thou brightest, sweetest,fairest One,
That eyes have seen, or angels
known!
Sinners invited to Christ.
1 Come sinners to the gospel feast,
lLet ev'ry son) be Jesus’ guest;
Ye need not org be left behind ;
Vor God has bidden all mankind.

2 Sent by my Lord, on you I call,
The invitation is to all; [thou!
Cume allthe werld! come sinner
Al thinaa in Chriat gre readv now

CHRISTIAN HARP.
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8 Come all ye souls by sin oppress’d,
Ye weary wand’rers after rest, [blind,
Ye poor and maim'd, ye halt and
In Christ a hearty welcome find.

4 My message as from God receive,
You all may come to Christ and live;
0, let his love your hearts constrain,
Nor suffer him to die in vain!

5 See him set forth before your eyes,
recious bleeding sacrifice !
His offer’d benefits embrace,

And freely now be sav'd by grace.

Not ashamed of Christ.
1 I'm not ashamed to own my Lord,
Who lives by angels now adored;
That Jesus who once died for me,
Who bore my sins in agony.
2 I’m not ashamed to own his laws,
Nor to defend his noble cause,
The way he’s gone, is lined with

blood,
O may Itread the pathhe trod.
8 I’m not ashamed his name to bear,
With those who his disciples are;
Christian, sweet name! its worth I
O may I wear the nature too. [view,
4 I'm not ashamed to bear my cross,
For which I count all things but
Whate’er ’'m bid to do or say {dross;
When Christ commands, I will obey,

5 I’mnot ashamed to be despised,
By those who ne’er religion prized:
Nor will I prove to Christ untrue,
For all that men can say or do.

The Christian Race.

1 Awake, our souls, away our fears,
Let ever trembling thought be gone;
Awake, and run the heavenly race,
And put a cheerful courage on.
2 True,’tis a strait and narrow road,
And mortal spirits tire and faint;
But they forfiet the mi%:xty God,
Who feeds the strength of every

saint ;— wer
3 The mighty God whose matchless
Is ever new, and ever young;
And firm endures, while endless

Their everlasting circles run. [years
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The Mercy Seat.

1 From every stormy wind that blows,
From every swelling tide of woes,
There is a calim, a sure retreat,

'Tis found beneath the Mercy Seat.

2 There is a pluce where Jesns sheds *
The oil of gladness on our heads,

A place than all beside more sweet—
1t is the blood-bought Mercy Seat.

8 There is a scene where spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with
friend ;

Tho’ sunder’d far—by faith they meet

Around one common Mercy Seat.

4 Ah! whither could we flee for aid,

‘When tempted, desolate, di yed,

Or how the host of hell defeat

Had suffering saints no Mercy Seat.

5 There! there, on eagle wings we soar,

And sin and sense seem all no more,

And heaven comes down our souls to

greet,
And glory crowns the Mercy Seat.

Retirement and meditation.

1 My God, permit me not to be
A stranger to myseif and thee ;
Amid a thousand thoughts I rove,
Forgetful of my highest love.

2 Why should my passions mix with
earth

And thus debase my heavenly birth !

Why should I cleave to things below,

And let my God, my Saviour, go ?

3 Call me away from flesh and sense ;

Thy voice of love can draw me thence;

I wonld obey the voice divine,

And all inferior joys resign.

4 Be earth, with all her scenes with-
drawn;

Let noise and vanity be gone

In secret silence of the mind,

My heaven, and there my God, I find.

The pilgrim’s song.
| I’'m glad I ever saw the day
We et to sing, and preach, and pray ;
Here’s glory, glory, in my soul,
Which makes me praise my Lord so
bold.
2 I hope to praise him when 1 rise,
And shout salvation through the skies ;

Not asham’d of Jesus.

1 Jesus, and shall it ever be

A mortal man asham’d of thee !

Asham’d of thee, whom angels praise,

Whose.d glory shines through endless
ays!

Asham’d of Jesus ! sooner fur

Let evening blush to own a star:

He sheds the beams of light divine

O’er this benighted soul of mine. .

2 Asham’d of Jesus ! just as soon
Let midnight be asham’d of noon :
’Tis midnight with my soul till he,
Bright morning-Star ! bids darkness flcw
Asham’d of Jesus ! that dear friend,

On whom my hopes ofheav’n depend !
No when I blush—be this my shame,
That I no more adore his name.

1l

3 Asham’d of Jesus! yes I may,
When I've no'guilt to wash away,

No tear to wipe, no good to crave,

No fear to guell, no soul to save.

His institutions will I prize,

Take up the cross, the shame despise «
Dare to defend his noble cause,

And yield obedience to his laws.

Afllicted Saint.

1 Afflicted saint, to Christ draw near,
Thy Saviour’s gracious proimise hear,
His faithful word declares to thee,
That as thy days thy strength shall be
Let not thy heart despond and say,
“How shall I stand the tryirg day ”
He has engag’d by firm decree,

That as thy days, thy strength shall be

2 Thy fa..h is weak, thy foes are strong
And though the conflict should be long.
Thy Lord will make the tempter flee,
For as thy days, thy strength shall be.
Should persecution rage and flame,

Still trust in thy Redeemer’s name ;

In flery trials thou shalt see, .
That as thy days thy strength shall be.

3 When call’d to bear the weighty crose
Of sore affliction, pain or loss;
Or deep distress, or poverty, .
Still as thy days, thy strength shall be.
When ghastly death appears in view,
Christ’s presence shall thy fears subdue,

Bing glory, glory, in the air,
Meet all n;y Father’s chil(ren there.

He comes to set thy spirit free,
And as thy days, thy strength shall be.

\
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CHRISTIA

8 Once on the 1aging seas I rode;

1 he storm was loud, the night was dark,

The ocean yawned, snd rudely blowed

The wind that tossed my foundering
bark.

4 Deep horror then my vitals froze ;

I eath struck, I ceased the tide to stem
\Vhen suddenly a star arose,

* was the star of Bethlehem.

& It was my guide, my light, my all;
It bade my dark forebodings cease;

And through the storm and danger’s|

thrall,
t led me to the port of peace.

Now safely moor’d, my perils o’er,
I'll sing, first in night’s diadem,
Forever, and forever more,

[he star, the stargof Bethlehem.

Power of Prayer.
1 What various hindrances we m
In coming to a mercy seat !
Yet who, that knows the worth of

eet,

prayer,
But wishes to be often there ?

" 2 Prayer makes the Jarkest cloud with]

draw

. Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw
Gives exercise to faith and love ;
Brinas every blessing from above.

8 Restraining prayer, we cease to.ﬂghl H

Prayer mankes the Christiun’s armor|

bright:
And Satan trembles, when he sees
The weakest saint upon his knees.

4 While Moses stood with arms- spread|
wide, :

Success was found on Israel’s side;

But when through weariness they failed.

That moment Amalek prevailed.

5 Have vou no words? ah. think again!

Words flow apace when you complain,

And fill your fellow creature’s ears,

With the sad tale of all your cares.

Were half the breath, thus vainly

spent,

To Heaven in supplication sent,

Our cheerful songs would oftener be—
“Hear what the Lord has done for me.”
Christ Commended.

1 When strungers stand and hear me tel
What beauties in my Saviour dwell,
Where he is gone they fain would know.
That they may seek and love bim too.

N HARP. ol

2 My best Beloved keeps his throne
Ou hills of light in worlds unknown 3
But he descends and shews his fuce
Iu the young gardens of his grace.

3 In vineyards planted by his hand,
Where fruitful trees in order stand,

He feeds among the spicy beds,

Where lilies show their spotless heads.

4 He hath engross’d my warmest love
No earthly charms my soul can move;
have a mausion in his heart,

Nor death, nor hell shall make us part.

5 He takes my soul ere I’'m aware,
And shows me where his glories are ;
No-chariot of Aminidab,

The heav’nly rapture can describe

6 O may my spirit dnily rise

On wings of fuith above the skies,
Till death shall muke my last remove,
To dwell-forever with my love.

Babylonish captivity.

1 When we our weary limbs to rest,
[Sat down by proud Euphrates’ stream,
We wept with doleful thoughits oppress
ed,

And Zion was our mournful theme.
Our harps that,when with joy we strung,
Were wont their tuneful parts to bear,
With silent strings neglected hung,

On willow-trees that wither'd there.

2_Then they that led us captive, said,
Come sing us one of Zion’s songs 5
And of onr griefs derision made,

Nor Jacob’s God avenged our wrongs.
How can we sing on Bubel's shore,
Wliere songs profine offend the ear;
Where strangers idol gods adore,

And hateful images appear?

8 If 1 forget Jerusalem,

Although she now in ruin lies,

Let every object cense to charm, .
Then cleave my tongue, and close m,

eves.

110 conld T see the house of God,

Whose sacred ashes bleiach the plains,
,/Once more my hrethren’s bless'd abode,
‘There would I dwell while life remains.
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8 The fearful soul that tires ard faints,
And wilks the ways of God no more, ,
Is but esteemed—almost a saint—
And makes his own destruction sure.

4 Lord, let not all my hopes be vain,
Create my heart entirely new—
Which hypocrites could ne’er attain

. Which false apostates never knew. o

Pardon Implored.

1 Show pity! Lord, O! Lord forgive—
et a repenting rebel live -

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

2 My crimes are great, but can’t surpass
The power and glory of thy grace;
Great God, thy nature hath no bound,
8o let thy pardoning love be found.

8 O wash my gonl from every sin,

And make my guilty conscience clean,

Here on my heart the burden Jies,

Ang past offences pain my eyes.

4 My lips with shame my sins confess,

Against thy law~against thy. grace ;

Lord, should thy judgment grow severe,

I am condemned—but thou art clear.

6 Should sudden vengeance seize my
breath,

I must pronounce thee just in death ;

And if my son] were sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

6 Yet save a trembling sinner. Lord,

Whose hope, still hovering round thy

word,

Would hght on some sweet promise
there—

Some sure support against despair.

Death of the Righteous.
1 Bweet is the scene when Christians

ie,
When holy souls retire to rest:
How mildly beams the closing eye!
How gently heaves th’ expiring breast!
2 8o fades a summer cloud away ;
Bo sinks the gale when storms are o'er;
8o gently shuts the eye of dny ;
8o dies & wave along the shore.
8 Trinmphant smiles the victor’s brow,
Fanneid by some gunrdian angel’s wing:
O grave! where is thy victory now,
And where, O death, where is thy sting?

15
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Life the day of Grace.

1 Life is the timne to serve the Lord;
The time ¢ insure the great reward ;
And while the lamp holds out to burn,
The vilest sinner may return.

2 Life is the hour that God has given
To ’scape from hell and fly to heaven ;
The duy of grace and mortals may
Becure the blessings of the day.

3 The living know that they must dig
But all the dead in silence lie; :
Their memory and their sense is gone,,
Alike unknowing and unknown. '
4 Their hatred and their love is lost,
Their envy bury'd in the dust;

They have no share in all that's"done
Beneathr the circuit of the sun.

5 Then what my thoughts design to do
My hands with all your might pursuej
Since no device nor work is found,
Nor faith nor hope beneath the ground.

The Son of Man lifted up.

-1 He dies! the friend of sinners dies!

Lo Salem’s.danghters weep around!
A solemn darkness veils the skies!
A sudden trembhing shakes the ground!

2 Come saints and drop a tear or twa,
For him who groan’d beneath your load
He shegd a thousand drops for you!
A thou8und drops of richest biood!

3 Here's love and grief beyond degree,

*The Lord of glory dies for men!

But lo! what sudden joys we see!
Jesus the dead revives sgain!

4 The rising.Lord forsakes the tomb!
The tomb in vain forbids his rise!
Chernbic legions guard him home,
And shout him welcome to the skies!

Break off your tears, ye saints and tell
How high our great deliv'rer reigns!
8ing how he spoiled the hosts uf hell
And led the monster death in chains:

6 Say, “live forever, wondrous King:”
Born to redeem, and strong to save!
Then ask the monster! “Where’s thy
sting?

And where’s thy victory, boasting:
gravei” .
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2. Crown him martyrs of our God,
Who from his altar call;
Praise Him who shed for you his blood,
And crown Him Lord of all.
8. Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race,
HA ]rimnault] weak and snrl:allh
ail him who saves you is grace,
And crown him Lo{'d of iu '

4. Ye Gentile sinners, ne’er forget
The wormwood and the gall;
Go—spread your trophles ai his feet,
And crown him Lord of all.
5. Let every kindred, every tribe
On this terrestrial bal 1,
To him all majesty ascrlbe,
And crown him Lord of all.

8. O that with yonder sacred throng
We at his feet may fall;
We'll join the everlastmg song,
And crown him Lora of all.
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2 Oh watch, and fight, and pray ;
The battle ne’er give o’er;
Renew it boldly every day,

And help divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the victory won,
Nor lay thine armor down
Thy arduous work will not be done
Till thou obtain thy crown.

4 Fight on. my soul. till death

Shall bring ee to thy God ;

He’ll take thee, at thy parting breath,
Up to his blest abade.

The Christian Armor.
1 Soldiers of Christ, arise,
And put your armor on;
Strong in the strength which God sup-
plies,
In his beloved Son.
2 Strong in the Lord of hosts,
And miglty in his power;
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts
Is more than conqueror.

3 Put on then, for the fight,
The armor of your God ;
And, trusting in your Leader’s might,
Pursue the path he trod.

4 Lord, grant, that all things done,
And all our conflicts past,

We may o’ercome, through thee alone,
And stand entire at last. 2

Ministers the Bearers of glad
Tidings.
1 How beauteous are their feet
wno :umd on Zion’s hill!
o bring salvation on their tongu
And words of peace reveal ! 8%

2 How charming is their voice!
How sweet their tidings are!
“Zion, behold thy Saviour King,
He reigns und triumphs here.”

3 How happy are our ears,

That hear this joyful sound,

Which kings and prophets waited fcr,
And sought, but never found!

4 IIow blessed are our eyes,

That see this heavenly light!
Prophets und kings desired it long,
But died without the sight.

5 The watchmen join their voice
And tuneful notes employ ;
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,
And deserts le‘ the joy.

6 The Lord makes bare his arm
Through all the earth abroad!
Let every nation now behold
Their Saviour and their Lord.
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8 Look how we grovel here below,
Fond of these trifling toys;

Our souls can neither fly, nor go,
To reach eternal joys.

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

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

5 Come, Holy 8pirit, heavenly dove,
With all thy quickening powers,
Come shed abroad a Saviour’s love,

8U0%,

ever live

Not ashamed of the Gospel.

1 I'm not ashamed to own my Lord,
Or to defend his cause,

Maintaln the honor of his word,

The glory of his cross. "]

2 Jesus, my Lord, I know his name ;
His name is all my trust;

Nor will he put my soul to shame,
Nor let my hope be lost.

8 Firm as his throne his promise stands,
And he can well secure

What I've committed to his hands,

Till the decisive hour.

4 Then will he own my worthlesa name,
Before his Father’s face,
And in the new Jerusalem

And that shall kindle onrs.

Appoint my soul a plage.



CHRISTIAN HARP.

Worthy the Lamb.

1 Come let us join our cheerful songs,
With angels ronnd the throne;,

Ten thousand thousand are their tongnes
But all their joys are one.

2 Wortny the Lamb that died, they cry
To be exalted thus:

‘Worthy the Lamb, our lips reply, -
For he was slain for us.

3 Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine;

And blessings, more than we can give,
Be, Lord, for ever thine.

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

5 The whole creation join in one,
To bless the sacred name

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

Seeking God.
1 Early, my God, without delay,
I haste to seek thy face:
My thirsty spirit faints away,
‘Without thy cheering grace.

2 So pilgrims, on the scorching sand,
Beneath a burning sky,

Long for a cooling stream at hand ;
And they must drink or die.

3 Not life itself, With all its joys,
Can my best passions move,

Or raise so high my cheerful voice,
As thy forgiving love.

4 Thus, till my last expiring day,
P’ll bless my God and King ; ¢
Thus will T lift my hands to pray,
And tune my lips to sing.

For the Lord’s Day Marning-

1 Lord, in the morning thou shalt hear«|

My voice ascending high ;
To thee will I direct my prayer,
To thee lift np mine eye.

2 Up to the hills, where Christ is gone, |

Fo-plead for all his saints,
Presenting at his Fatj.er’s throne,
Our songs and our'co’ aplaints.

19

3 Thou art a God, before whose sight,
I'he wicked shall not stand ;

Sinners shall ne‘er be thy delight,
Nor dwell at thy right hand.

1 But to thy house will I resort,
To taste thy mercies there ;

I will frequent thy holy court,
And worship in thy fear.

5 O may thy Spirit guide my feet
In ways of righteousness!

Make every path of duty straight,
And plain before my face.

Pride goeth before dest,ﬂlc-1
tion.

1 Lord, search and try this heart of mine,
Put every sin to death ;

1 long to see my pride resign

Its pestilentjal breath.

2 T dread its power, I hate its name,
1ts sad effects 1 fear;

Extinguish, Lord, this dang’rous flame,

- |Nor let one spark appear.

The song of Simeon.

1 Lord, at thy temple we appear,
As happy Simeon came,

And hope to meet our Saviour here
O make our joys the same!

2 With what divine and vast delight
The good old man was filled.

When fondly in his withered arns,
He clasped the holy child.

3 “Now I can leave this world,” he
cried,

*“ Behold thy servant dies!

I’ve seen thy great salvation, Lord,
lJAnd close my peaceful eyes.

4 This is the Light, prepared to shine,
[Upon the Gentile lands; .
'Thine Israel’s glory, and their hope,
To break their slavish bands.”

5 Jesus! the vision of thy face

Hath overpowering charms!

Scarce shall T feel death’s cold embrace.

If Christ be in my arms.

6 Then while'ye hear iny heart-strings
breax,

Jow swee my minutes rollt

A mortal paleness on my cheek,

And glory in my soul.
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8 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed, |} Hart, from the tombs a doleful sound,
Mine ears attena the cry .

Ye living men come view the ground
Where you must shortly lie.

2 Princes, this clny must be y our bed,
In spite of all your.towers,

The tall, the wise, the reverend head,
Must lie as low as ours.

3 Great God, is this the certain doom?
And are we still secure?

Still walking downward to the tomb,
jAnd yet prepared no more ¢

6 8o shall my walk be close with God, 4 Grant us the power  of quicKening

How sweet their memory still!
. But they have left an aching void
The world can never fill. .

4 Return,O holy Dove, return,
Sweet messenger of rest!

I hate the sins that made thee monrn,
And drove thee from iy breast.

5 The dearest idol 1 have known,
Whate’er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,
And worship only thee.

Calm and serene my frame ;
8o purer light shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

!

To fit our sonls to fly,

[erace,

Then when we drop this dying Sesh
We'll rise ubove the sky. !



CHRISTIAN HARP.

The Key of Heaven.

1 Prayer is tne soul’s sincere desire,
Unutter'd or express’d,

The motion of a hidden fire,

That trembles in the breust.

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh,
The falling of a tear,
The upward glancing of an eye,
When none but God is near.

Prayer is the simplest form of speech,
That intant lips can try,
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach
The Majesty on high.

Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath,
T'he Christian’s native air ;
His watch-word at the gate of death ;
He enters heaven with prayer.
5 Oh, thou by whom we come to God,
The Life, the Truth, the Way ;
The path of prayer thyself hast trod,
Lord, teach us how to pray.

Return, O Wanderer.

1 Return, O wanderer, now return !
And seek thy Father’s fuce !

‘Those new desires which in thee burn
Were kindled by his grace.

2 Return, O wanderer, now return,
He heurs thy humble sigh ;

He sees thy softened spirit mourn,
When no one else is nigh.

8 Return, O wanderer, now return,
Thy Savionr bids thee live;

Go to his feet—and grateful learn
How freely he’ll forgive.

4 Return, O wanderer, now return,
And wipe the fulling tear;

Thy Father calls, no longer mourn !
'Tis love invites thee near.

—_—

Aspirations for Heaven.

1 There’s nothing round this spacious
earth

That suits my large desire;

To boundless joy and solid mirth,

My nobler thoughts aspire.

2 Had I the pinions of a dove,

1’d climb the heavenly road ;

There sits my Saviour, dressed in love,

And there my smiling God.

21

-Complaining of Spiritual
P P sﬁylh. o

3.
1 My drowsy powers, why sleep ye so?
Awnke, my sluggish soul ;

Nothing has half thy work to do,

Yet nothing’s half' so dull.

2 The little ants for one poor grain,
Labor, and tug, and strive :
Yet we, who have a heaven t’ obtain,
How negligent we live ? :
3 We, for whose sake all nature stands!
And stars their courses move j— .
We, for whose guard the angel bands
Come flying from above ;—
4 We, for whomn God’s dear Son came
down, .

And labored for our good j—
How careless to secnre that crown
He purchased with his blood !
5 Lord, shall we lie so sluggish still,
And never sct our parts!
Comne, Holy Dave, from Zion’s hill,
And sit and warm our hearts. .
6 Then shall our active spirits move,
Upward our souls shall rise:

ith arms of faith, and wings of love,
We’ll fly and take the prize.

Devotion.

| While thee I seek, protecting power,
Be my vain wishes still’d

And may this consecrated hour

With better hopes be fill’d.

2 Thy love the power of thought
bestow’d, ;
To thee my thoughts would roar,

‘Thy mercy o'er my life has flow 3,
That mercy I adore.

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

Euch blessing to my soul more dear
Because conferr’d by thee.

4 In every Joy that crowns my days,
In every pain I bear,

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

5 My lifted eye, without a tear,
‘The gathering storm shall see;
My steadfist heart shall know no feary

That heart will rest on thee,
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£ Good news, good news to Adam’srace,
Let Christians all agree;

To sing redeeming love and grace,

This is the Jubilee.

8 The Gospel sounds a sweet release
To all in misery,

And bids them welcome home to peace,
This is the Jubilee.

4 Jesus is on the mercy seat

Before him bend the knee,

Let heaven and earth his pralle repeat,
This is the Jubilee.

Glory of Christ.

1. Majestic sweetness sits enthroned
Upon the Saviour’s brow ;

His head with radiant nlnries crowned,
His lips with grace o’erflow.

2 No mortal can with him compare
Among the sons of men ;

Fairer is He than all the fair,

Who fill the heavenly train.

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress,
And flew to my relief;

For me He bore the shameful crosa,
And carried all my grief.

4 Since from his hounty I receive
Such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,
Lord, they should all be thine.
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The name of Christ.

1 How sweet the name «f Jesus sounds,
In a believer’s ear! ’
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his.fear.

2 Tt makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast ; .
’Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary rest.

3 Dear nume, the Rock on which I build,)

My shield and hiding place;
J%y never failing treasury filled
ith boundless stores of grace.

4 Jesus my Saviour, Shepherd, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest and King;

My Lord, my life, my way, my end,
Accept the praise I bring.

6 Weak is the effort of my heart,

And cold my warmest thought,
. But when I see thee as thou art,

" |3 The op

6 “I can but perish if I go,
[ am resolved to try ;

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

God’s presence is ht in
P dark.neu.n‘

1 My God, the spring of all my joys,
The life of my delights,
The glory of my brightest days,
And comfort of my nights !
2 In darkest shades, if thou appesr,
My duwning is begun ;
Thou art my soul’s bright Morning-Star.
And thou my rising sun. .

ening heavens around me shine
With beams of sacred bliss,

While Jesus shows that he is mine,
And whispers—I am his.

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay

I’ll praisc thee us I ought.

6 Till then I would thy love proclaim,
With every fleeting breath 5

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

The successfal resolve.

1 Come, anxious sinner, in whose breast|
A thousand thoughts revolve,

Come with your guilt and fear oppress’d,
And make this last resolve.

2 “I'll go to Jesus, thoagh my sin
Hath like a mountain rose ;

I know his courts, Il enter in,
Whatever may oppose.

At that transporting word ;
Run up with joy the shining way,
T’ embrace my dearest Lord ! .

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death,
I’d break through ev’ry foe ;

The wings of love and arms of fgith,
Should bear me conqueror through.,

Breathing after Heaven.
1 Return, O God of love, return ;
Earth is a tiresome place ;
How long shall we, thy children, moura
Our absence from thy face,
2 How long, dear Saviour, O how long
Shall that bright hour delay? *
Fly swiftly ronnd, ye wheels of time,
And bring the welcome day.

8 “Prostrate I'll lie before his throne,
And there mg guilt confess,
T'll tell him Pm a wretch undone,

* Without his pardoning grace.

1 I’ll to the gracious king app

3 Let heaven sncceed our painful yeurs
Let sin and sorrow cease ; :

Ard, In proportion to our tears,

8o make our joys increase.

Whose sceptre pardon gives, >
Perhaps he may command my touch,
And then the suppliant lives.

5 ¢‘Perhapshe will admit my plea,
Porhaps wiil hear my prayer;

But if 1 perish, I will pray,

Aand perish only there.

4 Thy w to thy servants show.,
Make thine own work complete ,
Then shall our'souls thy glory kncw,
And own thy love was great.

5 Then shall we shine before thy throne
In all thy beauty, Lord; *

And the poor service we have done
Meet a divine reward.
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2 There is a soft, a downy bed,

As fair as breath of even;

A couch for weary mortals spread,
Where they may rest the aching head,
And find repose—in heaven.

3 There is a home for weary souls,

By sin and sorrow driven;

When tossed on life's tempestuous
shonls,

‘Where storms arise and ocean rolls,

And al] is drear—but heaven.

e i &

(g

4 There faith lifts up the tearless eye, N
The heart with anguish riven, :
And views the tempest puesing by,
Sees evening shadows quickly fly,

And all serene—in heaven.

5 There fragrant flow’rs immortal bloomy .
And joys supreme are given;

There rays divine disperse the gloom,
Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the duzvn of heaven.




CHRISTIAN HARP.

Prospect of Heaven,
1 There is « land of pure delight,
Where saints’immortal reign ;
Infinite day excludes the night,
And plessures banish pain.

2 There everlasting spring abides,

And never fading flowers ;

Death like a narrow sea divides

This heaveuly land from ours.

8 Sweﬁt ﬂf!ds, beyond the swelling
0Ot

&tand drest in living green ;

Bo to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan rolled between.

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink

‘To cross this narrow sea, .

And linger, shivering on the brink,

And fear to launch away.

5 O could we make our doubts remove,

Those gloomy doubts that rise—

And see the Canaan that we love,

With unbeclouded eyes :

6 Could we but climb where Moses
stood,

And view the landscape o’er,

Not Jordan’s stream nor death’s cold

flood
Should fright us from the shore.

The Path to Heaven.

1 There is a path that leads to God,
All others go astray ;

Narrow, bat pleasant is the road,

And Christians love the way.

2 It leads strai’t thro’ this world of sin,
And dangers must be past;

But those who boldly waTk therein,
‘Will come to heaven at las .

Evening Devotion.
1 1love to steal awhile away,
From every cumbering care,
And spend the hours ofsetting day
In humble, grateful prayer.
8 I love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear.
Arnd all his promises to plead, *
‘Where none bui God is near.
8 1 love to think on mercies past,
And future good implore,
And all my care and sorrows cast
Ou him whom 1 adore.

25

4 T love by faith to take a view

Of brighter scenes in heaven ;

The prospect doth my strength renew
Whiie here by tempests driven.

5 Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o%er.
May its depurting ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,

That leads to endless day.

Nothing true but Heaven.
1 This worid is all a fleeting show,
For man’s illusion given,
The smiles ot joy, the tears of wo,
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow ; :
There’s nothing true but heaven-! %
2 And false the light on glory’s plume,
As fading hues of even;
And love, and hope, and beauty’s hloom
Are blossoms gathered for the tomb
'There’s nothing bright but heaven !
3 Poor wanderers of a stormy day,
From wave to wave we’re driven ;
And fancy’s flash, and reason’s ray,
Serve but to light the troubled way ;
There’s nothing calm hut heaven!

Heaven on Earth. :
1 This world’s not “all a fleeting show.
For man’s il/lusion given,”
He that hath soothed a widow’s wo,
Or wiped an orphan’s tesr, doth know
There’s something here of heaven.
2 And he that walks lifé’s thorny way
With feelings calm and even ;
Whose path is lit from day to day
By virtue’s bright and steady ray ;
Hath something felt of heaven.
3 1le, that the Christian’s course has run
And all his foes forgiven
Who measures out life’s little span,
in love to God, and love to man,
On earth has tasted heaven.

Condescendh;g Grace.

1 O thou, to whom all creatures bow,
Within this earthly frame,

Thro’ all the world, how great art thou
How glorious is thy name ! i
2 Whgp rl"leaven, thy glorious work n'a,'

{4

Employs our wondering sight ; ¢
The moon that nightly rules the sky,
With stars of feebler light j—

3 Lord, what is man! that thon shouldst
To keep him in thy mind! [~hoose

b,

i

Or what hisrace ! that thou shouldst
To them so wondrous kind ! [prove
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£ The dying thief rejoiced to see |4 E'er since, by faith, I saw th

That fountain in his day; stream
And there may 1, as vile as he, Thy flowing wounds supply,
Wash all my sins away. Redeeming love has been my theme

And shall be till I die.
¢ Dear, dying Lamb! thy preciousjs Then, in a nobler, sweeter song,
blood I'll sing thy vower to save,
Shall never loso its power, When this poor lisping, stammermg
Till all the ransomed church of God tongue
Be saved, to sin no more. ies silent in tho grave
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Vain prosperity.

1 Nc! Ishall envy them no more,
Who grow profanely great,

Though they increase their golden store,
And rise to wondrous height.

2 Go now, and boast of all your stores,
And tell how bright they shine;

Your hEaps of glittering dust are yours,
And my Redeemer’s mine !

Redemption.
Plunged in a gulf of dark despair,
We wretched sinners lay,
W ithout one cheerful bexm of hope,
Or spark of glimmering day.
2 \Elith pitying eves the Prince of grace
Beheld our helpless grief; -
He saw, and—O amazing love '—
He ran to our relief.
3 Down from the shining seats above
With joiful'haste he fled ;
Entered the grave in mortal flesh,
«And dwelt among the dead.
4 He spoiled the powers of darkness thus,|
And brake our iron chains;
Jesus has freed our captive souls
From everlasting peains.

5 Oh, for this love, let rocks and hills
Their Insting silence break ;

And all harmonious human tongues
The Saviour’s praises speak.

Mutual Love,

1 How sweet, how heavenly is ﬂ‘e sight,
When those who love the Lord
In one another’s peace delight,
And so fulfil his word.

2 When each can fee! his brother’s sigh;|
And with him bear a part:

When sorrow flows from eye to eye,
And joy from heart to heart.

8 When free from envy,scorn, and pride,
Our wishes soar nhove ;

We try each other’s fanlts to hide,

And show a brother's love.

4 Letlove in one delighiful stream,
Through every hosom flow ;
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Faith’s review and expecta-
tion.

1 Amazing grace! how sweet the sound
That saved & wretch like me !

I once was lost, but now am found,
Was blind, but now I see.

2 'Twas grace that taught my heart o
feur,

And grace my fears relieved ;

How precious did that grace appear

The hour I first believed '

3 Thro’ many dangers, toils and snares

I have already come:

’Tis.grace has brought me safe thus far

And grace will lead me home.

4 The Lord has promised good to me,
His word my hope secures;

He will my shield and portion be,

As long as life endures.

5 Yes, when this flesh and heart shall

i),
And mortal life shall cease,

1 shall possess within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

6 The earth shall soon dissolve like
snow,

The sun forbear to shine ;

But God who owns me here below,

Shall be forever mine.

The Saint’s Farewell.

1 Ye fading charms of earth, farewell !
Your springs of joy are dry:

My soul now seeks another home,

A brighter world on high.

2 Farewell ! ye friends, whose tender
care

Has long enzaged my love;

Your fond embrace I now exchange

For better friends above.

3 With joy I leave this vale of tears,
here pain and sorrow grow,

Welcome the day which ends my twils

And every scene of woe.

4 No move shall sin disturb my breast,

My God shall frown no more,

The streams of love divine shall yield

Transport unknown before.

5 Fly, then, ye intervening day !

Laord, send ray summons down !

And nnijn sweet, and dear esteem,
In every action glow.

The hand taat strikes me to the cus.
Shall raise me to a crown.
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End. 8 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest,
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N e ) IST)-~f - |He bade me cease to roam;

Z -._'._i J —=K}-|And fly for succor to his breast,

- 0¥———{——F—j0- -0 L8| And ho'd conduct me home.

dwell with Christ at home. 4 When, by afflictions sharply tried,

dwell with Christ at home. I viewed the gaping tomb,

e — @ =70\ _:?—‘z [~ Althouvh I dread death’s chilling

BT ¥ :3: *-' Yet stlll Is)gh(.d for home.

~@— O =@z s Weary of wandering round and
2 No tranquil joys on earth I know;| This vaie of sin and gloom, [round
No peacetul, sheltering dome; I long o Ieave the unhallowed
This world’s a wilderness of wo;
This world is not my horne. And dwell wnth Christ at home.

—_—

Christ always new.
1 Sinceé man by sin has lost his Ged,;3 But when we know the Saviour’

He seeks creation through, All good in him we view: [love
And vainly strives for solid bliss, [The soul forsakes its vain delights
In trying something new. In Christ finds all things new.

2 And could we call all Europe ours,|4 The joy the dear Redeemer gives
With India and Peru, Will bear A strict review

The soul would feel an aching void, |Nor need wa ever change again,
And still want soraething new. For Christ ie always new.
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& To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfill;

() may it all my powers engage
To do my Master’s will. .

$ Armn me with jealous care,
Asin thy sight to live;

And O, thy servant, Lord, prepare,

A strict account to give.

4 Help me to watch and pray,
And on thyeelf rely

Assured, if I my tr1 3t betray
I shall forever die.

Jesus wept.
1 Did Christ o’er siuners weep ?
And shall our cheeks be drv ?
Let tloods of penitential grief’
Burst forth from every eye.

2 The Son of God in tears!
Angels with wonder see!

Be thou astonish’d. O my soul!
He shed those tears for thee.

8 He wept that we might weep—
Each sin demands a tear;
In heaven alone no sin is found,

And there’s no weeping there.
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CHRISTIAN HARP.

8 No chilling winds, or pois’nous sreath
Can reach that healthful shore;
Sickness and sorrow, pain and dea:h,
Are felt and feared no more.
When shiill 1 reach that happy place,
And be forever blessed?
When shall I see my Futher’s face,
And  his bosom rest?
4 Filled with delight, my raptured sou)
Would here no longer stay ;
Though Jordan’s waves around me roll,
Fearless I'd 1aunch away.
Iow long, dear Saviour, O! how long,
Shall this bright hour delay?
Fly swiftly ronnd ye wheels of time,
And bring the welcome day.

The Heavenly Jerusalem.
1 Jerusalem, my happy home,
O how I long for thee!
When will my sorrows have an end ?
Thy joys when shall I see ?
Thy walls are all of precious stone,
Most glorious to behold ;

31

Thy gates are richly cet with pearl,
Thy streets are paved with gold.

2 Thy ga:den and thy pleasant green,
My study long have been !

Such sparkling light by human sight,
Has never yet been seen.

If heaven be thus glorious. Lord,
Why should I stay from thence?
What folly ’tis that I should dread
To die and go from hence.

3 Reach down, reach down, thine
- arm of grace,
And cause me to ascend
Where congregations ne’er break up,
And Sabbaths never end.
When we’ve been there ten thousand

years,
Bright shining as the sun,
We've no less days, to sing God's

praise,
Than when we first begun.

LITTLE FLOCK.
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1. Glory to God that I have

found, The pearl of my salvation;

I’'m marching through Immanuel’s ground, Up to my heavenly station;
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And I'm resolved to travel on, And nev-er to for - sake him.
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I'Il always keep the narrow way, Till I do o-ver - take him.

2 Fear not, says Christ, ye little flock,

Heirs of immortal glory;
For ye are built upon the rock,
Tho kingdom lies before you.

Fight on, fight on, ye heirs of grac
And tell the pleasing story, BrEcY
I'm with my kttle flock always,

I'll bring theez home to glory.
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win her to my breast; To win her to my breast.
felt a trai-tor’s dart, Had felt a trai-tor’s dart.
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3 1 sought her on the flow'ry lawn, |5 Faith similed and shed a silent teat
Where pleasure holds her train; To see my search around,
But fancy flies from flower to flower,|Then whispered, “I will tell you
So there I sought in vain. where
4 "T'was on Ambition’s craggy hill, | The Dbve may yet be found.
The Pensive bird might stray; 5 “By meek religion’s humlle cot,
]sought her there, though vainly|*“She builds her downy nest;

“Go seek that sweet secluded spot,
She never ﬂew that way. “Aud win her to your breast.”
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The Convert.

1 Sweet was the time when firat I felt
The Saviour’s pardoning blood,
Apphed to cleanse my soul from guilt,
And bring me home to God.
2 Soon as the morn the light revealed,
His praises tuned my tongue;
And when the evening shades prevail’d,
His love was all my song.
8 In vain the tempter spread his wiles,
The world no more could charm ;

lived upon my Saviour’s smiles,
And leaned upon his arm.
1 In prayer my soul drew near the Lord,
And saw his glory shine;
And when | resd his holy word,
I called each promise mine.

1 How sweet to be allowed to pray
To God the Holy One,

With filial love and trust to say,

O God ! thy will be done.

2 We in these sacred words can find,

A cure tor every ill,

They calin and soothe the troubled mind,
And bid each care be still.

3 0! let that will, that gave me breath,
That gave the immortal sou},
In joy or grief, in life or death,
My every wish control.

4 O! teach iny heart the blessed way
To imitate thy Son ;

Teach me, O ! God in truth to say,
“Thy will, not mine be Uone.

TO-DAY THE SAVIOUR CALLS. 6s& 4s.
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1. To - day the Saviour calls! Ye wand’rers come; O
2. To - day the Saviour calls! For ref -uge fly; The
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sonls, Why longer roam?
torm of vengeance fulls, Al'ld death is nigh.
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& To-day the Saviour calls !

Eﬂﬁ O hear him now;
& K- Within these sacred walls

To Jesus bow.

~= 4 The Spirit calls to-day!
@@=y 8- 1Y ield to his power,
=t f G+——@——F-} T grieve him not away,
b —— o1& £ — *Tis mercy’s hour.
L4 [
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BOYLSTO

2 He knows we are but dust
Scattered with every breath;
His anger, like a rising wind,
Can send us swift to death.
‘8 Our days are as the grass,
Or like the morning flower
When gltl:;ting win

sweep o o1 the

e
It withers in an hour.
4 But thy compassions, Lord,
To endless years endure;
And children’s children ever find
Thy words of promise sure.

God’s Care a Remedy for ours.
1 How gentle God's commands !
How kind his precepts are !

¢Come cast your burdens onthe Lord,
And trust his constant care.’

N. 8. M.

4 His goodness stands approved
Down to the present day;
We'll drop our burdens at his feet,

- |And bear a song away.

Penitential.

1 Ah1 whither should I go,
Burdened, and sick, and faint?

To whom should I my troubles show,
And pour eut my complaint?

2 My‘Saviour bids me come;

Ah! why do I delay?

He calls the weary sinner home,
And yet from him I stay!

8 What is it keeps me back

From which I cannot part?

Which will not let the Saviour tak
Possession of my heart ?

2 While providence supfworts,

Let saints securely dwell ;

That hand which bears all nature up,
Shall guide his children well.

8 Why should this anxioup load
Press down your weary mind?
Haste to your heavenly Fataer’s

‘4 Jesus, the hindranco show,

‘Which I have feared to see;
And Jet me now consent to know

- |What keeps me back from thee.

5 Searcher of hearts, in mine
Thy trying power display;

throne,
And sweet refreshment find

Into its darg:st corners shine,
And take the veil away.
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Love to the brethren.
1 Blest be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love;
The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2 Before our Father’s throne
‘We pour our ardent prayers;
Our fears, our hopes, ouraims are

one,
Our comforts and our cares.

8 We share our mutual woes;

Our mutual burdens bear;

And often for each other flows

The sympathizing tear.

4 When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain;

Bat weshall still be joined in heart,
And hope to meet again. -

& This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way;

While each in expectation lives,
And longs to see the day.

6 From sorrow, toil and pain,

And sin we shall be free;

And perfect love and friendship reign
Through all eternity.

The Lord my shei)herd is;
I shall be well supplied;
Since he is mine and I am his,
What can I want beside ?
2 He leads me to the place,
Where heavenly pasture grows ;
Where living waters gently pass,
And full salvation flows,
8 The bounties of thy Jove
Shall crown my future days;
Nor from thy house will I remove,
Nor cease to speak thy praise.

Heavenly joy on Earth.
I Come, we that love the Lord,
And let cur joys be known;
Join in a song with sweet accord,
And thus surround the throne.

2 The sorrows of the mind

Be banished from the place:
Religion never was designed
To make our pleasures less.

'35

8 The men of grace Lave found
Glory begun below; .
Celestial fruits, on earthly grouad,
From faith and hope may grow.

4 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Refore we reach the heavenly fields

Or walk the golden streets.

5 Then let our songs abound,

And every tear be dry;

We're marching thro’ Emmanuel’s
ground,

To fairer worlds on high.

6 There we shall see his face,

And never, never sin;

There, from the rivers of his grace

Drink endless pleasures in.

7 Yes, and before we rise

To that immortal state,

The thoughts of such amazing bliss,

Should constant joys create.

Salvation by Gince.
1 Grace!—'tis a charming sound!
Harmonfous to the ear!
Heaven with the echo shall resound,
And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contrived a way

To save rebellious man; .
Az allits steps that grace display
Which drew the wondrous plan.

8 Grace taught our roving feet

To tread the heavenly road,

And new supplies each hour we meet,

While pressingon to God. .

4 Grace all the work shall crown,

Through everlasting days:

It lays in heaven the topmost stcme

And well deserves ‘e praise.
Doxology.

1 Thy name, Almighty Lord!

Shall so1 ud through distant lands:

Great is thy grace,and sure thy word,

Thy truth for ever stands.

2 Far be thine honor spread,

And long thy praise endure,

Till morning 1'zht and evening shade
Shall be exck .4#e¢ =0 more.
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: Hope of Heaven.
2 Are there no foes for me to face 1|1 When I can read my title clear,
Must I not stem the flood? To mansions in the skies,
Is this vile world a friend to grace, Ll bid farewell to every fear,
To help me on to God ? And wipe my weeping eyes.

Sure I must fight if I would reign, |2 Should e:\rth against my soul
Incraase my courage, Lord, eng:

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain, [And hellnh d irts be hurled,
Supported by t,hy word. Then I can smile at Satan’s rage,
And face a frowning world.

8 Thy saints in all this glorious war,!3 Let cares like a wild deluge come

Shall’ cengner though they die; And storms of sorrow fall;

They see the trluml)h fromn afar, May I but safely reach my home,
And fuith presents it nigh. My God, my heaven, my all.

When that illustrious dnv shall rise,

And all thy armies shine 4 There shall [ bathe my weary soul,

in robes of victory through the skius, In seas of eavenly rest;
The glory shall be thine. ’|And not & wave of trouble roll,
Across my peaceful breast.



CHRISTIAN HARP.

The Christian’s hope.
1 Hail sweetest, denrest tie that binds *
Our glowing hearts in one,
Hail ! sucred hope that tunes our minds
To harmon® divine.

It is the hope, the blissful hope,

Which Jesus’ grace has given;

The hope, when dayw and years are past
We all shall meet in HHeaven;

We all shall meet in heaven at last,
We all shall meet in heaven ;

The hope, when days and years are past

What tho’ the northern wintry blast
Shall how] around our cot ;

*
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Be cast our distant Jot ?

Ye still we share the blissful hope

Which Jesus’ grace hath given &c.

8 From Burmah's shores, from Afiic's
strand,

From India’s buriing plain, ’

From Europe, from Columbia’s land,

We hope to meet ngain—

It is the hope, the blissful hope

Which Jesus’ grace hath given, &c.

4 No lingering look, no parting sigh,

Our future meeting knows,

There friendship beams trom every eyg®

And hope immnortal grows.

O ! sacred hope ! O blissful hope !

We all shall meet in heaven.

What tho’ beneath an eastern sun

LOVEST THOU ME?

Which Jesus’ grace has given. &c.

7s.

= .-L‘-ja s o P e ﬁj =
:d_"l e s ) (=Rl o vl A~ P~
#2 ‘ é.!& ] I_ﬂ_ L 2T L

it

l. Hark, my -soul, it is

thesLord!

*Tis thy Saviour, hear his
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2, “1 deliver'd thee when bound And when bleeding, heal’d thy

8 “Can a mother’s tender care
Cense townrnls the child she bare ?
Tho’ she mny forzetful be,

Yet I will remember thee.

4 “Mine is nn unchanging love,
H:gher than the heights ahove,
Deeper than the depths beneath,
Free and fuithful, strong as death.

|light.

5 “Thou shalt see my glory soon,
When the work of grace is done,~
Partner-of my throne shalt be:

Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me »
6 Lord, it is my chief compiaint
That iny love is weak and faing,
Yet I love thee, and ndore:

O for grace to leve thee more |

Y
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CHRISTIAN HARP.

8 Other refuge have I none,
Hangs my helpless soul on thes,
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,
8till support and comfort me!

Hide me, O my Saviour! hide,
Till the storm o1 life be past ;
Safe into the haven guide
dh, receive my soul at last !

The Christian Warfare.

_Brethren while we sojourn here,
ight we must, but should not fear;
Foes we have, but we’ve-a friend,
One who loves us to the end :
Forward then with courage go,
Long we shall not dwell below ;
Soon the joyful news will come,
Child, your Father calls—come home.

2 In the world a thousand snares
Lay to take us unawares ;

Batan with malicious art,

Watches each unguarded heart ;

But from 8atan’s malice free,

Baiuts shall soon victorious be j

8oon the joyful news will com

Child, your Father calls—come home.

8 But of all the foes we meet,

None so apt to turn our feet ;

None betray us into sin,

Like the foes we have within;

Yet let nothing spoil your peace,
Christ will also conquer these:

‘Then the joyful news will come,
Child, your Father calls—come home.

Come, said Jesas.

1 Come'! said Jesus’ sacred voice,
Come,and make my paths your choice:
I will guide you to your home,~
Weary pilgrim, hither come !

‘Thou who, houseless, sole, forlorn,

Long hast borne the proud world’s scorn,|

Loug hast roamed the barren waste,
Weary pilgrim, hither haste !

«
2 Ye, by fiercer anguish torn,
@Qullt, in strong remorse, who mourn }
Here repose your heavy care:
Conascience wounded, who can bear?

Sinner, come ! for here is found
Balm that flows for every wound §
Peuce that ever shall endure ;
Rest eternal, sacred, sure.

The Christian’s Ingquiry.

1 'Tis a point I long to know,

Oft it causes anxious thought,

Do I love the Lord or no ?

Am Ihis or am I not ?

If I love,why am I thus ?

Why this dull, this lifeless frame?
Hardly sure can they be worse
Who have never known his name.

2 Could my heart so hard remain,
Prayer a task and burden prove,
Every trifle give me pain,

If 1 knew a Saviour’s love?

Should I joy his saints to meet,
Choose the way I once abhorred ;
Find at times the promise sweet,”
If 1 did not love the Lord ?

8 Lord, decide this doubtful case,
Thou who art thy people’s sun,
Bhine upon thy work of grace,

If indeed it is begun.

Let me love thee more and morej
It I love at all, I pray;

If 1 have not loved before,

Help me to begin this day.

Rock of Ages.

1 Rock of ages ! cleft I see,

Let me hide myself in thee;

Let the water and the blood,

From thy side, a healing flood,

Be of fear and sin the cure;

Save from wrath and make me pure

2 Should my tears for ever flow,
Should my zeal no languor know,
This for sin could not atone;
Thou must save, and thou alone:
In my hand no price I bring,
Simply to thy cross I cling.

3 While I1draw this fleeting breath,
When my eyelids close in death,
When 1 rise to worlds unknowa,
And behold thee on thy throne,
Rock of ages! cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee.
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1. A -las! and did my Saviour bleed, And did my Jesus die?
Oh the Lamb, the loving Lamb ! The Lamb of Calva - ry,
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Would ho devote his sa - cred head For such a wormas I?

The Lamb was slain, yet lives again To
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in - tercede for me.
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2 Was it for crimes that I have done, |For every vain and idle thought,

He groaned upon the tree?
Amazing pity ! grace unkuown !
And love beyond degree !
8 Well might the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories in,
‘When. Christ the mighty Saviour died,
For man the creatnre’s sin.
4 Thus might I hide my blushing face,
‘While his dear cross appears;
Dissolve my heart in thankiulness,
And melt mine eyes in tears.
6. But tears of grief can ne’er repay,
The debt of love I owe ;

ere, Lord, I give myself away,
*Tis all that I can do. .

The Tribunal.

1 Aund must I be to judgment brought,
And answer, in that day,

And every word I say ?

2 Yes, every secret of my heart
Shull shortly be made known,
And I receive my just desert
For all that I have done.

3 How careful, then, ought1 to live!
With what religious fear !

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

4 Thou awful Judge of quick and desd,
‘The watchful power bestow 3 :
Soshuil I to my ways tuke heed,

'To all 1 speak or do.

>
5 If now thou standest at the door,
0, let me feel thee near ! :
And'muke my peace with God, betore
1 at thy bar appear
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cordial for my fears, A cordial for my fears, A cordial for my fegrs.
see a heavenly day, To see a heavenly day, To see, etc.
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spire toraise the sound, Conspire to raise the sound, etc.
dwell upon my tongue, And dwell upon my tongue, &e.
Absence of God intolerable.
1 That awful day will surely come; ?r(?;:::;c‘gfd'::": 0‘3,2“'“" despair,
The appointed hour makes haste, And fix my dolefn] stution where

Nhen I must stand before my Judge, | inust not taste his love '
And pass the solemn test.

2 Thou lavely Chief of all my joys, 5 O, tell me that my worthless name
Thou Sovereign of my heart, Is graven on thy hands;

How conld I bear to hear thy voice Show me some prowmize, in thy book,
Pronounce the word, *‘Depart Where my salvation stands.

8 The thunder of that dismal word 6 Give me one kind, assuring word,
Wonld so t.rment my ear, To sink my fenrs again;

*Twould tear my soul uu-lndpr! Lord, [And cheerfully my soul shall wait
‘With most tormenting fear. Her threescore years and ten.
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2 See how the conqueror mounts

aloft,
And to his Father flies,
With scars of honor in his flesh,
And triumph in his eyes.
3 There our exalted Saviour reigns,
And scatters blessings down;
Ho fills the mediatorial seat
On the celestial throne.

Earnest Petition,
1 Father, whate'er of earthly bliss,
Thy sovereign will denies
Accepted at thy throne of grace,
Let this petition rise.
2 Give me a calm and thankful heart,
From everv murmaur frees
The blessings of thy grace impart,
And make me live to thee.

8 Let the sweet hope that thou art

mine,
My life and death attend; |
Thy presence through my journey
shine,
And crown my journey’s end.

Access to the Mediator.’
1 Come, let us lift our joyful eyes
Up to the courts above,
And smile to see our Father there,

Upon a throne of love.

it s § k

2 Come, let us bow before his feet,
And venture near the Lord;

No fiery cherub guards his seat,
Nor double-flaming sword.

8 The ?caceful gates of heavenly
bliss,

Are opened by the Son;

High let us raise our notes of praise,
And reach th’ almighty throne.

4 To thee ten thousand thanks we

bring,
Great advocate on high,
And glory to th’ eternal King
Who lays his anger by.

Walking with God.
1 Oh, could I find, from day to day,
A nearness to my God, -
Then should my hours glide sweet
away
While leaning on his word.

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live
Anew from day to day,

In joys the world can never give,
Nor ever take away.

8 Blest Jesus, come, and ru’e my
eart,
And make me wholly thine,

That I may neyer more depas¢,
Nor grieve thy love divine.
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2 There the sunb are ever shining,|3 Of that country to which I'm going,

1am longing, I am longing for the sizht; My Redeemer, iny Redeemer is the light;
Within & country unknown and dreary,{There is no sorrow, or any sighing,
I have been wandering forlorn and |Or any sin, or any dying.
weary, I'in & pilgrim, &c,
Pm a pilgrim, &c.
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1. The day is past and gone, The eveningshades ap-
The night of death draws near. ;
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2 We lay our garments by,
Upon our beds to rest —

So death will soon disrobe us all
Of what we here possess.

8 Lord, keep us safe this night,
Secure from all our fears;

May angels gnard us while we sleep,
Till morning light appears.

¢ And if we early rise,

And view th’ unwearied sun,
May we set out to win the prize,
And after glory run.

6 And when our days are past,
And we from time remove,

0. may we in thy bosom rest,
The bosom of thy love!

Sacrifice.
1 Not all the blood of beasts,
On Jewish altars slain,
Can givethe guilty conscience
Or wash away the stain.  [peace
2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
Takes all our sins away;
A sacrifice of nobler name,
And richer blood than they.
3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of thine,
While like a penitent I'stand,
And there confess my sin.
4 Believing, we rejoice
To feel the guilt remove;
We bless the Lamb with cheerfal

And sing his bleeding love. [voice,
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3. Let him that hear-eth say To all abouthim, ‘Come!’
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The bride, the church of Christ, proclaims To all his children ‘Come!’

Let him that thirsts for

righteousness, To Christ, the fountain,come!

8 Yes, whosoever will,

Oh let him freely come,

And freely drink the stream of life;
'Tis Jesus bids him come.

4 DLo! Jesus, who invites,

Declares, ‘I quickly come:’

Lord, even so! we wait thy hour;

O blest Redeemer. come !
Invocation.

1 Come, Holy Spirit, Come;

Let thy bright beams arise;

Dispel the sorrow from our minds,

The darkness from our eyes.

2 Convince us all of sinj

Then lead us to our Lord,

And to our wondering view reveal,

The mercies of our God.

8 Revive ovr drooping faith;

Our doubta and fears remove,

And kindle in our breasts the flame

Of never dying love.

4 Possess and rule our hearts,

Our minds from bondage free;

Then shall we know and love and
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Now the accepted time.

1 Now is the accepted time,

Now is the day of grace;

Now, sinners, come, without delay
And seek the Saviour’s face.

2 Now is the accepted time,
The Saviour calls to-day ;
To-morrow it may be too late,
Then why should you delay?

8 Now is the accepted time,
The gospel bids vou come;
And every promise in his word
Declares there yet is room.

1 All yesterday is gone!
To-morrow’s not onr own;

0 sinner, come, without delay,
To bow before the throne 1

2 Oh hear his voice to-day,
And harden not your heart:
To-morrow, with a frown, he may

praise
The Father, Son aud thee.

Pronounce the word—depart.
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1. Lord,dismiss us with thy blessing;Fill our hearts wnh Jjoy and peace
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Oh refresh us, Oh refresh

us, Travelling thro’ this wildernees
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2 Thanks we give, and adoration,
For the gospel's j 80 ful sound ;
May the fruits of thy salvatlon,
In our hearts and lives abound !
May thy presence

With us evermore be found !

8 Then, whene'er the signal’s given,

Us 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'
The good Shephord.

I Gently, Lord, O gently lead us

Through this lowlv vale of tears;

And, O Lord, in mercy give us

Thy 'rich grace in all our fears,

0, refresh us—

0'refresh us with thy grace.

3 Guide me, 0 thou great Jehovnh,
Pilgrim throngh this barren land:
I am weak, but thou art mighty;

.|Hold me with thy powerful hand.

Bread of heaven,
Feed me till I want no more

3 Open, Lord, the crystal fountain,
Whence the healing waters flow;
Let the flery, cloudy piltar

Lead me al my journey through:
Strong Deliverer,

Be thou still my strength and shield

4 When I tread the verge of Jordan
Bid my anxious fears suhside;
Bear me thro’ the swelling cnrrenf.,
Land me safe on Canaan’s side:
Sonﬁs of praises

ever give to thee.




CHRISTIAN HARP.

The free Invitation.

1 Come, ye sinners, poor and needy,

‘Weak and wounded, sick and sore,
Jesus, ready stands to save you,
Full of pity, love and power:

He is able,
He is willing, doubt no more.

2 Now, ye needy, come and welcome,

God’s tree bounty glorify,

I'rue belief and true repentance,

Will not fail to bring you nigh;
Without money, -

Jome to Jesus Christ, and buy.

Let not conscience make you

Nor of fitness fondly dream: [linger,

All the fitness he requireth;
1s to feel your need of him;
This he gives you,
’Tis the Spirit's rising beam.
4 Come, ye weary, heavy laden,
Lost and ruined one and all,
1If you tarry till you're better,
You will never come at all:
Not the righteous—
Stinners,Jesus came to call.
5 Agonizing in the garden,
Imggur vaiour prostrate lies!
On the bloody tree behold him,
Hear him cry before e dies,
“It is finished,
Sinners, will not this suffice ?
6 Lo, the Son of God, ascended,
Pleads the virtue of his blood ;
Venture on him, venture freely,
Let no other trust intrude;
None but Jesus, :
Can do helpless sinners good.
7 Baints and angels join’d in concert,
Sing the praises of the Lamb,
While the blissful seats of heaven
Bweetly echo with his name :
Hallelujah, )
Sinners here may da the same.

Coming of Christ.

1 Lo ! he comes, with clouds descending.

Oace for favored sinners slain !

Thousund, thousand sninis, attending,

Bwell the triumph of his train:
Hailelujah *

Jesus ecomes—and comes to reign,
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2 Every eye shall now behold him,

Robed in dreadful majesty !

'Those who set at nought and sold him,

Piercedy and nailed him to the tree,
Deeply wailing,

Shall the true Messiah see !

8 When the solemn trump has sounded,

Heaven and earth shall flee away ; ‘

All who hate himn must, confounded,

Hear the summons of that day—

Ceme to judgment !'—

Come to judgment !—come away.”

The Misston ’

1 Yes, iny native fs’md, I love thee,

All thy scenes, I love them well®

Friends, connexions, happy country,

Can I bid you all farewell ?

Must I leave you, cau I leave you,

Far in heathen lands to dwell?

2 Home, thy joys'are passing lovely,
Joys no stranger’s heart can tell;
Happy home, ‘tis sure I love thee,*
Can-I, must I, say farewell?

s Farewell.

|Must I leave thee, can I leave thee,

Far in heathen lands to dwell?
3 Scenes of sacred peace and pleas

ure,

Holy days and Sabbath-bell ;
Richest, brightest, sweetest treasure
Can I say # last farewell !

Must I leave you, can I leave you,
Far in heathen lands to dwell?

4 Yes, I hasten from you gladly,
From the scenes I love so well,

Far away, ye billows, bear me,
Lovely, native land, farewell!
Pleased I leave thee, pleased I Jeave

thee,
Far in heathen lands to dwell.

5 In the desert let me labor,

On the mountains let me tell
How he died, the blessed Saviour,
To redegm a world from hell.

Let me hasten, let rae hasten,

Far in heathen lands to dwell.

6 Bear me on, thou restléss ocean,
Let the winds, the canyas swell:
Heaves my heart with warm emotion
Whil» .« go far hence to dwell.

Glad I leave thee, glad I leave thee,
Native land, farewell, farewell.
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2 Here I raise my Ebeneger;
Hither by thy help I'm ca*ne;
And [ hope, by thy good p +asure,
Safely to arrive at home. -
Jesus sought me when a stranger,
Waudering from the fold of Gud;
He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed his precious blood.

8 Oh, to grace how great a debtor,
Daily I'm constrained to be !

Let thy agrace now, like n fetter,
Bind my wandering soul to the~:
Prone to wander, Lord, 1 tgel it .
Prone tc cave the God I 1o -a-
Here’s my heart— ( teke and seal it
Seal it for thy courts above.



CHRISTIAN HARP.

Heavenly Manna.
1 Brethren, we have met to worskip,
And adore the Lord our God,
Will you pray in faith with fervor,
While we strive to serve the Lord ?
All is vain, unless the Spirit
Of the Holy One comes down;
Brethren, pray, and holy manna
Will be showered all around.

2 Brethren, don’t you see poor sin-

‘Slumbering on the brink of wo;
Death is coming, hell is moving,
Can you bear to see them go?
There are fathers, there are mothers,
And their children sinking down, &c.

8 Brethren, there’s the poor. back-
slider,

Who was once near heaven’s door ;

But, alas! he's sold his Saviour,

And is worse than e’er before;

But the Saviour proffers pardon,

If he will repent and tarn, &ec.

4 Sisters, will you join and help us?

(Moses®sister helped him;)

Will you seek the trembling moarn-

er,
Who is laboring hard with sin?
Tell them all about the Saviour,
Tell them that he will be found.
Sisters, &ec.
6 Let us love our Lord supremely;
Let us love each other too;
Let us strengthen one another,
Till our Lord makes all things new.
And when we get home to glory,
At his table we'll sit down;
Christ will gird himself, and serve us|
With sweet manna all around.

For Family Worship.
Saviour, breathe an evening bless-

ing
Ere repose our spirits seal;

8in and want we come confessing,
Thou canst save, and thou canst

49

And our couch become our tomb,
May the trump of God awake us,
Clad in light and deathless bloom !

Prayer for a Revival.
1 Saviour, visit thy plantation,
Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain!
All will come to desolation,
Unless thou return again:
Keep no longer at a distance,
Shine upon us from on high;
Lest, for want of thy assistance,
Every plant should droop and die.

2 Sureiy, once thy garden flourished,
Every part looked gay and green;
Then thy word our spirits nourished,
Happy seasons, we have seen!

But a drought has since succeeded,
And a sad decline we see;

Lord, thy help is greatly needed;
Help can only come from thee.

3 Let our mutual love be fervent;
Make us prevalent in prayer;

May each one esteemed thy servant,
Shun the world’s bewitching snare,
Break the Tempter’s fatal power;
Turn this stony heart to flesh;

And begin, from this good hour,

To revive thy work afresh.

The good Shepherd.
1 Let thy kingdom, blessed Saviour,
Coms= and bid our )arring cease;
Come, O come, and reign for ever,
God of love, and Prince of peace:
Visit now thy precious Zion,
See thy pcople mourn and weep,
Day and night thy lambs are crying,
Come good Shepherd feed thy sheep.
2 Come good Lord, with courage arm
Persecution we'll not fear; [us,
Nothing Lord we know can harm us,
While our loving Shepherd's near:
Glory ! glory! give him glory,
Strong is he and he will keep;

heal.
8hould swift death this night o’er-|
take us,
4

He will clear our way before us,
The good Shepherd feeds his sheow-
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CHRISTIAN HARP.

faith as its be -

8 Come, almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy grace receive,
Suadenly return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave !
Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve thee as thv hosts above,
Pray, and praise thee without ceas-

ing,
Glory in thy perfect love.
4 Finish then, thy new creation,
Pure and spotless let us be;
Let us see thy great salvation,
Perfectly restored in thee !
Changed from glory into glory,
Till in heaven we take our place,
Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise !

Sanctification.

1 Ye who know your sins forgiven,
And are happy in the Lord,
Have you read that gracious prom-

ise,
Which is left upon record;
[ will sprinkle you with water,
.will cleanse you from all sin:
Sanctify and make you holy,
‘J will dwell and reign within?

2 Tho' vou have much peace and
comfort,

Greater things you yet may find,

Freedom from unholy tempers,

Freedom from the carnal mind.

To procure your perfect freedom

Jesus suffered, grouned, and died,

On the cross the healing fountain,

Qushed from his wounded side.
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gin-ning, Set our hearts at lib - er - ty.

8 Be as holy and as happy,
And as useful here below,

As it is your Father's pleasure,
Jesus, only Jesus know,
Spread, O spread the holy fire,
Tell, O tell what God has done,
Till the nations are conformed
To the image of his Son.

4 Wake up brother, wake up sinner,
Seek, O seek this holy state;

None but holy ones can enter

Thro’ the pure celestial gate.

Can gon bear the tho't of losing

All the joys that are above ?

No, my brother, no, dear sinner,
God will perfect you in love.

Safety of Zion.

1 Glorious things of thee are spoken,
Zion, city of our God ;

He, whose word cun ne’er be broken
Chose thee for his own sbode.

Lord, thy church is still thy dwelling,
8ti!l is precious in thy sight;

Judah’s temple far excelling,
Beaming with the gospel’s light.

2 On the rock of ages founded,

What can shake her sure repose?
With salvation’s wall surrounded,
She can smile at »l} her foes.
Glorious things of thee are spoken,
Zion, city of our God 5

[1e, whose word can ne'er be brc kem,
Chose thee for his own abode.
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2 Let the world despise and leave me,
They have left my Saviour too;
Human hearts and looks deceive

me—

Thou art not, like them, untrae;
And while thou shalt smile upon me,
God of wisdom, love, and might,
Foes may hate, and friends disown

me,
Show thy face and sll is bright.
8° Go, then, earthly fame and trea-
sure,
Coine, Jisuster, scorn, and pain—
w thy service pain is pleasiure—
ith thy favor loss is gain.

T have called thee Abba, Father!
I have set my heart on thee—
Storms may howl, and clouds may

gather,
All must work for good to me.

4 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith, and winged by
prayer—

Heaven’s eternal day before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thes
there,

Soon shall close thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days,

lH(»pe shali change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.
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1. Your harps,ye trembling saints,Down from the willows take ;
2. 1hough in a foreign land, We
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3. His grace will to the end Stronger and brighter shine |
4. Blest is the man, O God, That stays himself on thee;
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Nor present things, nor things to come, Shall queneh the spark divine,
‘Who waits for thy salvation, Lord, Shall thy salvation see.

Reward and punishment,

Oh where shall rest be found,

Rest for the weary soul?

*Twere vain the ocean’s depths to
sound—

Or pierce to either pole!

2 The world can never give
Tho bliss for which we sigh;
'Tis not the whole of life to live,
Nor all of death to die.
3 Beyond this vale of tears,
T'here is a life above;
Unmeasured by the flight of years,
And afl that life is love.
4 There is a death, whose pang

" Outlasts the fleeting breath:
Oh what eternal horrors hang
Around “the second death !
8 Thou God of truth and gracel
Teach us that death to shun;
Lest we be banished from thy face,
For ever more undone. .

[

Praise.
1 Come, sound his praise abroad,
And hymns of glory sing:
Jehovah is the gracious God,
The universal King.

2 He formed the deeps unknown;
He gave the seas their bound;

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

3 Glory to God on high,

All hail the happy morn:

We join the anthems of the sky-—
And sing—*The Saviour’s born !”

4 To-day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod;

Come, like the people of his choice,
And own your gracious God.

5 Now is th’ accepted time,
The gospel bids you come;
And every promise in his word

Decluses therc vet is room.
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Before the throne my Saviour stands, Before the throne my




CHRISTIAN HARP.

2 He ever lives above,

For me to intercede

With his redeeming love,

His precious blood to plead;

His blood was spilled for all our race,

And sprinkles now the throne of
grace.

3 Five bleeding wounds he bears,
Received on Calvary ;

They pour effectual prayers,
They strongly speak for me :
Forgive him,OE)rgive, they cry,
for let that ransomed sinner die.

4 The Father hesars him pray,
His dear anointed one;

I{e cannot turn away

The presence of his Son;
HisSpirit answers to the blood,
And tells me I am born of God.

5 To God I’'m reconciled,

His pard’ning voice I hear:

He owns me for his child,

1 can no longer fear:

With confidence I now draw nigh,
And Father, Abba, Father, cry.

The Gospel’s Voice.

1 Ye dying sons of men,
Immerged in sin and woe,

The gospel’s voice attend,

While Jesus sends to you ;

Ye perishing and guilty, come!
In Jesus’ arms there yet is room.

2 No longer now delay,

Nor vain excusee frame

He bids you come to-day,

Tho’ poor, and blind, and lame,

All things are ready—sinners, come!

For every trembling soul there’s
room. :

8 Compelled by bleeding love,
Ye wandering souls draw near;
Christ calls you from above
His charming accents hear;
Let whosoever will, now come ;
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The year of Jubilee
| Blow ye the trumpet, blow
The glm{ly solemn &uﬁd;
Let all the nations know,
‘T'o earth’s remotest bound ;
The year of Jubilee is come :
Return, ye ransomed sinners home.

2 The gospel trumpet, hear,
'The news l:)f heavepn]y’ grncé;
Ye happy souls, draw near,
Behold your Saviour’s face ;
The year of Jubilee is come,
Return to your eternal home.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,

The sin-atoning Lamb ;
Redemption in his blood,
Throughout the world proclaim
‘The year of Jubilee is come,
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home,

Strength from Heavem.

1 By whom was David taught

To aim the dreadful blow,

When he Goliah fought,

And laid the Gittite low ?

No sword or spear the stripling took,
But chose a pebble from the brook.

2 'Twas Israel’s God and King
Who sent him to the fight,

Who gave him strength to sling.
And skill to aim aright; [dures,
Ye feeble saints your strength en-
Because young David’s God is yours

3 Who ordered Gideon forth,

To storm th’ invaders’ camp,

With arms of little worth :

A pitcher and a hﬂﬂ . [known,
The trumpet made his coming
And all the host was overthrown.

4 O! I have seen the dadv,
‘When with a single word,

God helping me to say,

My trust is in the Lord,

My soul has quellecd a thousand foes,
Fearless of all that could oppose.

In mercy’s arms there still is room.

.
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I'M A TRAVELER.

N. BILLINGS.
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2 I'm a weary traveler here,
I must go on,
For my journey’s end is near—
I must be gone.
Brighter joys than earth can give,
Win meaway;
Ploasures that forever live,—
I cannot atay.

8 I';n a traveler to a land
Where all is fair;

Where is seen no broken band,
Saints, all are there.

Where no tears’shall ever fall,
Nor heart be sad;

4 I'm a traveler, and I go,
Where all is fair;

Farewell all I've loved below= -
I must be there.

Worldly honors, hopes and gain,
All I resign;

Welcome sorrow, grief and pain,
If heaven be mine!

5 I'm a traveler, call me not—
Upward’s my way;

Yonder is my rest and lot,
I cannot stay.

Farewcll earthly pleasures all,
Pilgrim I roam;

Hail me not, in vain you oall,

Where the glory is f
Aud alf:;eyuhd.u or ol

Yonder's my
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1. We're trav’ling home to heav’n above, Will you go? Will you go?

To sing the Saviour’s dying love, Will you go? Will you go?
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2 We're going to see the bleeding Lamb,

in rapturous strains to praise his name ;

The crown of life we there shall wear,

The couqueror’s pals our hands shall
bear,

And all the joys of heaven we’ll share.
Will you go? &c.

3 We're going to join the heavenly choir,

T'o raise our voice, #nd tune the lyre;

There saints and angels gludly sing

Jicsanna to their God and King,

Aud muke the heavenly arches ring.
Will you go? &c.

4 Ve weary. heavy laden. come,

In the blext house there stil is room
The Lord is waiting to receive,

If thou wilt on hiin now believe,

5 The way to heaven is free for all,
For Jew and Gentile, great and. small,
Make up your mind, give God yoar heart,
With every sin and idol part,
And now for glory make a start.
Will you go? &c.
6 The way to heaven Is straight and
plain—
Repent, believe, be born again;
The Saviour cries aloud to thee,
“Take up thy cross and follow me,
And thon shalt my salvation see.
Will you go? &c.
7 O, conld | hear sone sinner say,
1 will ga! [ will go!
1]l start this moment, clear the way,
Let me go! Let me go!
My old companions, come along,
And let us join the holy throng,

He'll give thy troubled conscience ease.
‘Will you go? &e.

And learn the new and heavenly song ;
Let us go, let us go,
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2 Beyond the bounds of time nnd]

space,

Look forward to that heavenly place,
The saint’s secure abode;

On fuith's strong eagle pinions rise,
And force your passage to the skies,
And scale the mount of God.

8 Who suffer with our Master here,
We shall before his face appear,
And by his side sit down;

To patient faith the prizo is sure.
And all who to the end endure

4 Thrice blesed,bliss inspiring hope,
It lifts the fainting spirit up;

It brings to life the dead.

Our conflicts here shall soon be past,
And you and I ascend at last,
Triumphant, with our Head.

5 ‘n hope of that ecstatic pause,
Jesus, we now sustain the cross,
And at thy footstool fall;

Till thou our hidden life reveal-
Till thou our ravished spirits fill—
And God be all in all.—

The caross, shall wear the crown.



CHRISTIAN HARP.

A Returning Jubilee.
What sound is this salutes my ear?
*Tis Gabriel’s trump methinks 1 hear
Th’ expected day is come ;

Behold the heav’n, the earth, the sea
Proclaim the year of Jubilee,
Return ye exiles home:

2 Behold the fair Jerusalem,
Illuminated by the Lawmb,

In glory doth appear;

Fair Zion’s rising from the tomb,
To meet the bridegroom, now he's

- come,
Which hails the Jubile year.

3 My soul is striving to be there,

I long to rise and wing the air,

And trace the sacred road;

Adieu! adieu! all mortal things,

O'! that I had an angel’s wings,
¥’d quickly see my God.

4 Fly.gracious moments, fly, O fly!
1 thirst, I pant, I long, 1 try,
Angelic joys to prove ;

Soon | shall quit this bouse of clay,
Clap my glad wings and soar away,
And shout redeeming love.

Regcneration.

Wak’d bg' the gospel’s powerful
sound,

My soul in sin and thrall I found,
Exposed to dreadful woe ;
Eternal truth did loud proclaim,
The sinner must be born again,
Or down to ruin go,
2 God’s iustice then I did behold,
And guill lay neavy on my soul
It was a dreadful load ;
"T'his solemn truth did still remain,
The sinner must be born again,
Or feel the wrath of God.

3 1 heard some tell how Christ did

His life to let the sinner live, [give

But him I could not see;

1 read my bible, it was plain,
The sinner must be born again,
Or die eternally.

59

4 But as my soul with dying breath,
Lay gasping near the second death,
Christ Jesus I did seej -

Free grace and pardon he proclaim’d,
I trust | then was born again,

In gospel liberty.

3

" |5 Now with the saints I’ll join to tel)

How Jesus saved my soul from hell,
To sing redeeming love; .
Ascribe the glory to the Lamb,

The sinner now is born again,

To dwell with Christ above.

——

Probation.

1 Lo, on a narrow neck of land,
'Twixt two unbounded seas 1 stand
Yet how insensible ;

A point of time, a moment’s gpace,
Removes me to that heavenly place,
Or shuts me up in hell. .

2 O God, my inmost soul convert,
And deeply on my thoughtful heart,
Eternal things impress ;

Give me to feel their solemn weight,
And make me, ere it be too late,
Awake to righteousness.

3 Before me place. in dread array,
The pomp of that tremendous day,
When thou with clouds shalt come,
'I'o judge the nations at thy bar;
And tell me, Lord, shall I be there
To meet a joyful doom?

4 Be this my one greathusiness here,
With serious industry and fear,

T'o make my calling sure;

Thine utmost counsel to fulfil,

And suffer all thy righteous will,
And to the end endure.

5 Then Father then our souls receive
‘I'ransported from this vale to live
And reign with thee above,

Where fuith is sweetly lost in sight,
And hope in full supreme delight,
And everlasting love.
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CHRISTIAN HARP.

% Down in old Jordan's rolling
stream
The Baptisc led the holy Lamb,
And there did him baptize;
. Jehovah saw his darling Son,
- And was well pleased in what he'd

done,
! And owned him from the skies.

& “This is my Son,” Jehovah cries;
The echoing voice from glory flies,
~O children, hear ye him;*

Hark! 'tis his voice ; behold, he cries:
“Repent, belicve, and be baptized,
And wash away your sins.”

4 Come!,) children, come; his voice|
obey;
Salem’s briéht King has marked the

way,
Aund has a crown prepared;
O then arise and give consent,
Walk in the way that Jesus went,
And have the great reward.

6 Believing children, gather round,
And let your joyful songs abound,
With cheerful Learts arise;

See, here is water, here is room,

A loving Saviour calling, “Come,
O children, be baptized.”

6 Behold! his servant waiting

stands,
With willing ).eart and ready hands,
To wait upor the bride;
Ye candida’¢s, your hearts prepare,
And let ue join in solemn prayer,
Down by the water side.

Hope of Heaven,

O glorious hope of perfect love,
Which lifts my heart to things above!
Jt bears on eagle’s wings;
It gives my ravish’d soul a taste,
And makes me for some moments|
With Jesus, priests and kings. [feast

2 The things etarnal I pursae,
A happiness beyond the view
Of those who basely pant

For thiings by nature felt and seén,
Their honors, wealith and pleasures
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3 Nothing on earth I call my own,
A stranger to the worid unknown,
T all their goods despise;

I tramp'e on their whole delight,
And seek a country out of sight,
A country in the skies.

4 There is my house and portion fair
My treasure and my heart is there,
And my sbiding rest;

Then let-the pilgrim’s journey end,
Aud O my Saviour, Brother, Kriend
Eeceive me to thy breast.

The Lord is in his garden.
The Lord into his garden comes;
The spices yield theirrich perfumes,
The lilies grow and thrive;
Refreshing showers of grace divine!
From Jesus flow to every vine,
Which mskes the dead revive.

2 We feel that heaven is now begun,
It issues from the shining thromne,
From Jesus' grace on high;

It comes like loods we can't contain,
We drink, and drink and drink again,
And yet for more we cry.

3 But when we come to reign above,
And all sarround the throne of love,
We'll drink a full supply;

Jesus will lead his armies through,
To living fountains where they flow,
Which never will run dry.

4 Amen, amen, my soul replies,
I'm bound to meet you in the skies,
And claim a mausion there:

Now here’s my heart, and here’s my

an
To meet ym’l in that heavenly land,
Where we shall part no more.

5 There, on that peaceful, happy

shore, .
We'll sing and shout, our sufferings
In sweet, redeeming love; [o'er
We'll shout and praise our conquer-
ing King,
Who died himself that he might

Uneither love nor want. ~ [mean,

Us rebels near to God. [bring
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2 1 love to meet among them now,
Before thy gracious throne to bow,
Though wenkest of them all;

But can 1 bear the piercing thonght,
To have iny worthless name left out,
Wihen thou for them shalt call?

3 Prevent, prevent it, by thy grace!
Be thon, dear Lord, my hiding placé,
In chat expected day:

Thy pardoning voice, O let me hear,
To still each nnbelieving fear,

Nor let me fall, I pray.

4 Let me among thy saints be fonnd,
Whene’e~ th’ archangel’s tramp shall
To see thy smiling tace; sound,
Then loud, through ull the ¢ owd, I'l]

sing
While heaven'- resoundipg mansions

With uhouu of boundless grace.

Way to be ha .
1 Ifsolid hn;y;plm-an we prggy
Within our breast the jewel lies;
Nor need we roam abroad:
The world has little to bestow ;
From loving hearts, our joys must flow
Hearts that delight in God.

2 To be resigned wheu ills betide,
Patient when favors are denied,
And pleased with favors given ;
This is the wise, the virtuous |u|rt,
This is that 1ncense of the heart,
Whose fragrance reaches heaven.

Thns thro’ life's changing scenes wa'll go,
Its checkered paths of joy and woe,
With holy care we’ll tread 5

Quit this vain world without a tear,
Withiout a trouble or a fear,

And mingle with the dead.
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2 His name ylelds the richest perfume,
And sweeter than music his voice ;
Iis presence disperses my gloom,

all within me rejoice:
ere he always thus nigh,

I1ave nothing to wish or to fear,

so happy as 1,
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8 Content with beholding his face,
My all to his pleasure resign’d §

No changes of season or place

Would make any change in my mind,

would last all the year.

4 Dear Lord, if indeed T am thine

thou art my sun and my song,

ny, why d

o0 1 lunguish and pine?

And why are my winters so long?

While blessed with a sense of his Iove, O drive these dark clouds from my sky,
Thy soul-cheering presence restore:

A pnlm’e a toy wonld appear;

And prisons would palaces prove,
§f Jesus would dwell with me there.

Or take me

unto thee on high,

Where wigter and clouds are no more
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HYMN. 8s.

¢ O why then 80 loth for to part, 'The corpse, when the spifit is fled,
I

Since we shall ere long meet again,
Engraved on Emmanuel’s heart;
At distance we cannot remain.

% And when we shall sce the bright
United with angels above, [day,
No longer confined to our clay,
O’erwhelmed in the ccean of love.
6 O then with our Jesus we’ll reign,
And all his bright glory shall see,
And sing Hallelujah, Amen, °
Amen, even so let it be.

Composed by CGeorge IWhitefield.
1 Ah! lovely appearance of death,
What sight upon earth is so fair;
Not all the gay pageants on earth,
Can with this dead body compare !
With solemn delight I survey

In love with that beautiful clay,
|And longing to lie in its stead.

i2 How bless'd isonr brother, bereft
Of all that could burden his mind,
How easy the soui that has left
This wearisome body behind !

Of evil incapable thou,

Whose relics withenvy I see,
No longer in misery now,
No longer a sinner like me.

8 To mourn and to suffer is min
While bound in this pricon of earth,
And still for deliverance pine,

And press to the issues of death.
What now with my tears I bedew,
O might I this moment become!
My spirit created anew,

My flesh be consigned to the tomb!
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- CHRISTIAN HARP.

1 Speak often to each other,
To cheer the fainting mind;
And often be your voices

In pure devotion joined:
Tho’ trials may aw iit you,
The crown before you lies ;
Take courage brother pilgrim,
And soon you’ll win the prize.

2 0, do not be discouragzd,

For Jesus is your friend,

Aud if you want more knowledge,
He'll not refuse to lend ;

Neitker will he upbraid you,
Tho’ often you request;

He’ll give you grace to conquer,
Then take you home to rest.

3 Ye shall be mine, says Jesus,
In that auspicious day,

When I make up my jewels,
Released from cum’'rous clay ;
* PlI polish and refine you

From worldly dross and sin,
And to my heavenly kingdom
Will bid you enter in.

4 On that important morning,
When all the saints get home,
And light celestial’s beaming
With radiance from the throne;
Lift up your heads rejoicing,
And wave your golden palms,
Lo, you’re redeemed forever
From death’s corrupted bands.

The Good Physician,

1 How lost was my coudition,
Till Jesus made me whole!
There is but one Physician

Can cure the sin-sick soul. .
Next door to death he found me,
And snatched me from the grave,
To tell to all around me

His wondrous pow’r to save.

2 A risen, living Jesus,

Seen by an eye of faith,

At once from danger frees us,
And saves the soul from death.
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Come then to this Physician,
His help he’il freely give 5

He makes no hard condition,”
/Tis only louk and live,

Longing for Heaven.

I O when shall I see Jesus,
And reign with him above,

And from that flowing fountain,
Drink everlasting love?

When shall [ be delivered
From this vain world of sin,
And with my blessed Jesus,
Drink endless pleusures in?

2 But now 1 am a soldier,
‘My Captain’s gone before ;
'He’s given me my orders,
‘And bid me not give o’er.

If I continue faithful,

A righteous crown he’ll give,
And ali his valiant soldiers,
l'ternal life shall have.

3 Thro’ grace I am determined
'To conquer though I die,

And then away to Jesus

On wings of Jove I'l] fly.
Farewell to sin and sorrow,

1 bid you all adieun;

And O, my friends, prove faithful,
And on your way pursue.

4 And if you meet with troubles
And trials on your way,

Then cast your care on Jesus,
And don’t forget to pray ;

Gird on your heavenly armor
Of faith, and hope, and love,
And when the combat’s ended
He'll carry you above.

5 And when the last loud trumpet
Shall rend the vaulted skies, |
And bid the entombed millions
From thcir cold beds arise,

Our ransom’d dust revived,

Bright beauties shall put on,

And soar to the blest mansions
Where our Redeemer’s gone.
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CHRISTIAN HARP.

3 The road that many travel

1s not the road for me;

It leads to death and sorrow,

In it | would not be

But there’s a road, though narrow,
Hath pleasures rich and free ;

'Tis marked by Jesus’ footsteps ;
Oh! thac’s the road for me.

4 The hope that sinners cherish
Is not the hope for me ;

Most surely they will perish,
Unless from sin made free;

But there’s a hope that calmeth’
I'he waves of life’s dark sea;

It pointeth up to heaven;

Oh'! that’s the hope for me.

1 From Greenland’s icy mountains,
From India’s coral strand,
Where Afric’s sunny fountains
Roll down their golden sands!
From many an ancient river,

. From many a palmy plain,
They call us to deliver
Their land from error’s chain.

2 What though the spicy breezes
Blow soft o’er Ceylon's isle,
TI'hough every prospect pleases,
And only man is vile ;

In vain with lavish kindness

The gifts of God are strown ;
The heathen in his blindness
Bows down to wood and stone.

3 Shall we whose souls are lighted
By wisdom from on high,

Shall we to man benighted

The lamp of life deny 7

Salvation! O Salvation!

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till earth’s remotest nation

tlas learn’d Messiah’s name.

4 Waft, waft ye winds his story ;
And vou, ye waters roll,

Till like a sea of glory,

It spreads trom pole to pole ;
Till o’er our ransom’d nature,
The Lamb for sinners slain,
Redeemer, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign.
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Closet Prayer.
1 Go when the morning shineth,
Go when the noon is bright,
Go when the eve declineth,
Go in the hush of night;
Go with pure mind and fzeeling,
Fling earthly thought away,
And in thy chamber kneeling,
Do thou in secret pray.

2 Remember all who love thee,
All who are loved by thee;

Pray too for those who hate thee,
If any such there be;

‘I'hen for thyself in meekness

A blessing bumbly claim,

And link with each petition

Thy great Redeemer’s name.

3 Or if ’tis e’er denied thee

[n solitude to pray,

Should holy tho’tz come o’er thee,
When friends are round thy way,
E’en then the silent breathing

Of thy spirit raised above,

Will reach his throue of glory,
Who is mercy. truth and love.

4 Oh not a joy or blessing

With this can we compare ;

The power that he hath given us,

To pour our souls in prayer:

When e’er thou pin’st in sadness,

Before his footstool fall,

And remember in thy gladness

His love who gave thee all.
Aspiration.

1 Rise.my soul,and stretch thy wings,

Thy better portion trace ;

Rise from transitory things,

Towards heaven, thy native placet

Sun, and moon, and stars decay,

Thime shall soon this earth remove;

Rise, my soul, and haste away

To seats prepared above. ' .

2 Rivers to the ocean run, :
Norstay in all their course;

Fire ascending seeks the sun,— .
Both speed them to their source 1
So a soul that’s born of’ God
Pants to view his glorious face,
Upward tends to his abode,

To rest in his embrace.
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2 I have wandered in mazes dark, Of doubt and distress,

I have had not a kindling spark, My spirit to bless;
Cheerless unbelief, Fill’d my laboring soul with gri’ef,
What shall give relief? What shall give peace?

. 3 I then turned to thy Gospel, Lord, From folly away,
1 then trusted thy holy word, That taught me to pray,
Here 1 found release. Weary spirit here found rest,
Hope of endless bliss, Eternal day.

4 1 will praise now my Heavenly King, I'll praise and adore;
The heart’s richest tribate bring To thee, God of power;
And in heaven ahove, Saved by thy redeeming love,
Loud the strains shall move, Forevermore.




RAPTURE OF LOVE. 6, 9.

2 That sweet comfort was mine,
When the favor divine
first found in the blood of the Lamb,
When 1oy heart firstbelieved,
What a {‘oy I received,
What a heaven in Jesus’ name.
'Twas a heaven below
dy Redeemer to know,
And the angels could do nothing

more,
Than to fall at his feet,
And the story repeat,

71
4 Jesus all the day long
Was my lioy and my song;
0 that all his salvation might see:

He hath loved me, I cried,
He hath suffered and died,
To redeem such a rebel as me.

5 O the rapturous height

Of that holy delight

Which I felt in the life-giving blood!
Of my Saviour possessed,

1 was perfectly blest,

And the lover of sinners adore.

[God.
Aund was filled with the goodness of
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thereis rest.

2
Here flerce temptations beset me around; Here is norest-~is no rest:
Here I am grieved while my focs me sunound Yet { a1a blest—T
am blest.
Let them revile me and scoff at my name,
Laugh at my weeping—endcavoring to shame;
I will go forward for this ismy theme. There, thereis rest—there is
rest.

3
Here are afflictions and trials severe; Here isno rest—is no rest;
Here I must parti) ;.vith the fricnds ['kold dear; ; Yet Iam blest—L
est

Sweet Is the promise I read in his word;

Blessed are they who have died In the Lord'
They have been called to receive their reward —l‘here, there is rest—

there is rest.

4
This world of cares is a wilderness state, Here i3 no rest -is no rest,
Here I must ll))lear from the world all its hate,—Yet [ amn blest—I am
est
Soon shall I be from the wicked relcased,
Soon shall the weary forever be blest,
Soon shall I lean upon Jesus” breast—There, there is rest-there is rest.
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My Father’s house has large supplies, And bounteous are his hands.
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D. C. 2 What bave I gained by sin he said,
o ~—e—s " But hunger, shame and fear?
PN DA . Y0 S N My father’s house abounds with bread,
:ng:‘:" g_ While I am starving here. I'll die, &e.
8 I'll go and tell him all I've done,
die no more for bread, Fall down before bis face,

o _:‘E_ Uuworthy to be called his son,

_— I'll seek a servant’s place. I'll die, &o
= 4 His Father saw him coming back,
He saw, and ran, and smiled,
And threw his arms around the neck
Of his rebellious child. I'll die no more, &o.

5 Father, I've sinned, but O forgive! -
Enough! the Father said;
Rejoice, my house, my Son’s alive,
For whom T mourn’d as dead. I’ll die no more, &c.

6 Now let the fatted calf be slain, 2
And spread the news around ;
My son was dead, and lives a:min
Was lost, but now is found. [l die no more, &c.
7 ’Tis thus the Lord his love reveals,
To call poor sinners home,
More than a Father’s love he feels,
And welcomes all that come. I'll die no more, &e.
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. o A -
-y 1T a8 —e-o 2 P

et = —e-je—e—e-1—HF
ele—t—ri—— i ——F =

8 0! who would live alway, away from his God; ~
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,
Where rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright plaing
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns ?

4 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet,
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet:

_ While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll,
qu the smile of the Lord is the feast of the scal.
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2 How vain the delusion, that while you delay,
Your hearts may grow better by staying away;
Come wretched. come stalrwng, come just as you be,
While streams of salvation are flowing so free.

8 And now Christ is ready vour souls to receive,
O how can you question if you will believe;
If sin is your burden, why will you not come ?
"Tis you he bids welcome; he bids you come home.

4 In riches, in pleasures. what can 'vou obtain,
To soothe your affliction, or banish your pain ?—
To bear up your spirit, when summon’d to die,
Or waft you to mansions of glory on high?

5 Why will you be starving and feeding on air?
There’s mercy in Jesus, enough and to spare;
If still you are doubtmg, make trial and see,
And prove that his mercy is boundless and free.

8 Come, give us your hand, and the Saviour your heart,
And, trusting in heaven, we never shall p'lrt
0. how can we lenve vou! why will you not come ?
We'll journey together, and soon be at home.

come you home.
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Delay Not. (4fton.)
Delay not, delay not, O sinner, draw near
‘The waters of life are now flowing for thee 3
No price is demanded. the Saviour is here, . ~
Redemption is purchased, salvation is free.
Delay not, delay not, why longer abuse
The love and compassion of Jesus, thy Lord ?
A fountain is opened, how canst thou refuse
To wash anl be cleansed in his pardoning blood 1
Delay not, delav not, O sinner, to come ;
For mercy still lingers, and calls thee to-day;
Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomb ;
Her message unheedcd will soon pass away.
Delay not, delay not, the spirit of grace,
Long grieved and resisted, may take its sad fight,
And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race,
To sink in the vale of eternity’s night.
Delay not, delay not. the hour is at hand :
The earth shall dissolve, and the hecavens shall fade;
The dead, small and great, in the judgment shall stand!
What power then, O sinner, shall lend thee its aid?

Acquaint Thyself with God. (4fton.)
Acquuint thyself quickly, O sinnes, with God,
And jov, like the sunshine, shall beam on thy road,
And peace. like the dew drop shall fall on thy head,
And sleep, like an angel. shall visit thy bed.
Acquaint thyself quickly, O sinner, with God,
And he shall be with thee, when fears are abroad;
Thy safeguard in dangers that threaten thy path;
Thy joy in the valley and shadow of death.

Why Sleep We?
Why sleep we, my brethren? come. let us arise !
O, why should we slumber in sight of the prize?
Salvation is nearer, our days are far spent,
O, let us be active—awake! and repent
0. how can we slumber, when 8o much was done
To purchase sxzlvation by Jesus, the Son?
Now mercy is proffer’d. and justice display’d,
Now God can be honored. and sinners be sav’d.
O, how can we slumber, wher dzath is so near,
And sinners are sinking to endless despairi
Now pravers muv avail and thev gain the high prize,
Befuie they in torment shall lift up their eyes.
- 0. how can we slumber? ve sinners lonk round,
"ggfnre the Iast trumnet vour hearts shall confound 3
. fly to the Saviour. he calls you to-day 3
While mercy is waiting, O, make no delay.

(4
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2 While passing a garden I paused to hear,
A voice faint and plaintive, from one that was there;
The voice of the sufferer affected my heart,
While ;’)Ieading in anguish the goor sinner’s part.
8 I listen’d a moment, then turn’d me to see
What man of compassion this stranger might be!
I saw him, low kneeling, upon the cold ground,
The loveliest BEING that ever was founﬁ.
4 So deep were his sorrows, so fervent his prayers,
That down o’er his bosom rolled sweat, blood, and tears!
I wept to behold him !—I dsk’d him his name,
He answered,—* 'Tis JEsus! from heaven I came!
5 I am thy Redeemer! For thee I must die;
The cup is most bitter, but cannot pass by!
Thy sins, like a mountain, are laid upon me;
And all this deep anguish I suffer for thee.”-
6 How sweet was that moment he bade me rejoice !
His smile, O how pleasant! How cheering his voice.
I ran from the garden to spread it abroad,
I shouted Salvation! O! Glory to God!
7 I'm now on my gourney to mansions above;
My soul’s full of glory, of light, peace and love!
1 think of the garden, the prayers, and the tears,
Of that loving Stranger, who banished my fears
8 The day of bright glory is rolling around,
When' Gabriel descending—the trumpet shall sound
My soul then in raptares of glory shall rise
To gaze on the Stranger unclouded eyes, °

51
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2 The sun would not behold the scene,
Around was thrown night’s sable screen,|
Nature was dressed in mournful mien,
And sighed when Jesus suffered.

But ah! hispersecutors stood,

That cruel and malicious brood,
Unmoved to see his gushing blood,

And shocking insults offered.

3 Say, why did not his anger burn,
And floods of vengeance on them turn?
Amazing ! see his bowels yearn,
In soft compassion o’er them.
No fury kindles in his eyes,
" They beam with love ;and when he dies,

4 O ! was there ever such distress,
Or such amazing proof as this

Of mercy, love and tenderness,

As our Redeemer’s given?

Not one among the host above,

Conld comprehend this matchless love
That did within his bosom move,
And brought him down from heaven.

5 How ardent ought my love to be;
To him who'’s done 8o much for me,
My fuithful service. constant, free,
And all my powers employing.

I ought his cross with pleasure bear,
And place my all of glorying there,

“Father forgive,” the sufferer cries,
And makes excuses for them !

In his reproach most gladly share,
In tribulation joyinz.
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2 Sweet bower, where the pine and the poplar have spread,
And woven their brancheps a roof o’er 51?\9 head;
How oft have I knelt on the ever-green there,

And pour’d out my soul to my Saviour in prayer.

8 The early shrill notes of a loved nightingale,

That dwelt in the bower, I observed as my bell,
To call me to duty, while birds in the air
Sung anthems of praises as I went to prayer.

4 How sweet were the zephyrs perfumed by the pine,
The ivy, the balsam, anr::l x{ildpeglantine; v
But sweeter, O sweeler superlative were
The joys that I tasted in answer to prayer.

8 For Jesus my Saviour oft deigned to meet,

And bless with his presence my humble retreat,
Oft fill"d me with rapture and blesseduess there,
Inditing, in heaven’s own language, my prayer.

6 Dear bower, I must leave you, and bid you adieu,
And pay my devotions in parts that are new,
Well knowing my Saviour resides ev'ry where,
And can in all places give answer to prayer.

¥ Although I shail never revisit the shade,

But oft shall I think of the vows I have made,
And while at a distance, my mind will repair,
To the place where the Saviour, first answer’d my prayes

The glory of Christ. 11. 8.
1 O thou in whose &resence my soul takes delight,
On whom in affliction I call,
My comfort by day, and my sonf in the night,
My hope, my salvation, my all.
2 Where dost thou at noontide resort with thy sheep,
To feed in the pastures of love; .
Say why in the valley of death should I weep?
fv)r alone in the wilderness rove?
8 Ye children of Zion, declare have you seen
The star that on Israel shone?
Say, if in your tents my beioved has been,
And where with his flock he has gome?
4 The roses of Sharon, the lilies that grow
In the vales, on the banks of the streams;
On his cheek does the teauty of excellence glow,
And his eyes as the sun’s radiant beams.
8 Helooks, aud ten thousands of angels rejoice,
And myriads wait for his word;
He speaks, and eternity fill'd with his voloe,
Re-echoes the praise of the Lord.

8

L4
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2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of peace,
And their precious Jesus whose love cannot cease ;
Thongh ofrt’ from thy presence in sadness I roam,

I 'long to behold thee in glory, my home.
3 I sigh from this body of sin to be free,

Which hinders my joy and communion with thee

Though now my temptations like billows may foam,

All, all will be peace, when I'm with. thee at home.

4 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauties to shine,
No more as an exile in sorrow to pine;
But in thy dear image arise froin the tomb;
With glorified millions to praise thee at home.

- Sweetl Prayer.

1 When torn is the bosom by sorrow or care,

Be it ever so simple, there’s nothing like prayer;
It eases, it softens, subdues, and sustains,

Gives vigor to hope, and puts passion in chains.
Prayer, prayer, O, sweet prayer,

Be it ever so simple, there’s nothing like prayer.

2 When far from the friends we hold dearest we part,
What fond recollections still cling to the heart, :
Past converse, past scenes, past enjoyments are there,
Oh how mournl!:xlly pleasing till h::.ilowed by prayer.

3 When pleasure would woo us from piety’s arms,

The siren sings sweetly, or silently charins,
We listen, we loiter, we're caught in the snarej
But looking to Jesus we conquer in prayer.

4 While strangers to prayer, we are strangers to peace,
Heaven pours its full streams thro’ no mediumrl)ieke tﬂh,
And till we the seraph’s full ecstucy share,

Our chalice of joy must be guarded by prayer.

Be not afraid.
1 Begone, unbelief, my Saviour is near,
And for my relief will surely appear ; )
W prayer let me wrestle, and he will perform; V
ith Christin the vessel, I smile at the storm.
2 Tho’ dark be my way, since he is my guide,
"Tis mine to obey. 'tis his to provide ;
Tho’ cisterns be broken, and creatures all fail,
The word he hath spoken will surely prevail.
3 His love in time past, forbids me to think
He’ll leave me at last in troubles to sink;
Each sweet Ebenezer I have in review,
Confirms his good pleasure to help me quite through.
4 How bitter the cup. no heart can conceive,
Which he drank quite up, that sinners might live!
His way was much rougher and darker than mine}
Did Jesus thus suffer, and shall I repine 1
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While angelic legions, with harps tuned celestial,
Harmoniously join in the concert of praise,

D.

The saints, as they flock from the regions terrestrial,

In loud hallelujahs their voices shall raise;

Then songs to the Lamb shall re-echo through heaven

My soul will respond, to Immanuel be given,
All glory. all honor, all might and dominion,

Who bronght us through grace to the Eden of love.
Then hail, blessed state ! Hail ye songsters of glory !

Ye harpers of Llias, soon I'll meet von above!
And join your full choir in rehearsing the story,
“Salvation from sorrow, through Jesus's love.”
Though prisoned in earth, yet by anticipation,
Already my soul feels a sweet prelibation,

Of joys that await me, when freed from probation;
My heart’s now in heaven, the Eden of love!
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Smooth and connected.
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3 How beautiful, on all the hills, (5 And lo! above the dews of night
I'he crimson hght is shed! The vesper star appears:
Tis like the peace the christian gives|So faith lifts up the mourner’s heart
I'o mourners round his bed. Whose eyes are dim with tears.
4 How m:léily on the wandering |6 nght f'alls, but soon the morning
clou
The sunset beam is cast' Its l¥lones shall restore;
So sweet the memory left behind, thus the eyes that sleep in death

When loved ones breathe their last. Shall wake to close no more. -
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1, 'Tis the last sun that e- ver, Will rise on my sight; s
For my earth-ly ex-ist-ence, Will fade with its light,

 And night’s dreary mantle Spread o’er me its pall.
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2 T’was the last faithful warning

That fell on my ear,

T’was the last gospel sermon
I ever should hear;

That last prayer so earnest
Was offered in vain,

There remains to me only
The “wages of sin.”
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8 'Tis the last blooming summer thesa eges may behold,
Long, long ere another this heart may ve cold!
But time’s golden moments my sins have beguiled,
And I grieve that so shortly this pulse must be stilled.

4 On a death bed of sorrow dark hours roll by,
Forsaken of Heaven, ah, who dares to die!
The turt will press sadly upon my lone grave,
For, alas! I have spurned Him who only can save.

Why should mortals be proud ?

1 O why should the spirit of mortals be proud ?
Like a swift shooting meteor, a fast flying cloud,
A flash of the lightning, & dash of the wave,

It passes from earth to its rest in the grave.

2 The leaves of the oak, and the willow shall fade,
Be scattered around and together be laid; ’
The young and the old, the low and the high,
Shall moulder to dust, and together shall lie.

8 The hand of the King, that a sceptre hath borne,
The brow of a Priest, that a mitre hath worn,
The eye of the sage and the heart of the birave,
Are hidden alike in the depths of the grave.

4 The saint that enjoyed the Communion of heaven, -
The sinner that dared to remain unforgiven,
The wise and the foolish, the guilty and just
Have quietly mingled their bones with the dust.

5 We are the same beings our fathers have been,
We see the same sights that our fathers have seen,
We drink the same stream, we feel the same sun,
We run the same race, that our fathers did run.

8 The tho'ts we are thinking our fathers did think,
From the woes we are shrinking they too did shrink,
To the life we are clinging, they too did cling;

But it speeds from the earth like a bird on the wing.

7 They died, O! they died, and we, things that are now—
That walk on the dust that lies over their brow,—
That make in the dwellings a transient abode—
Meet the changes they met on the pilgrimage road.

8 So the multitude goes, even those we behold,

And repeat the same tale that our fathers have told;
~ So the multitude come, like the flower and the weed
That wither awgy, to let others sncceed.

9 Thus hope and despondency, pleasure and pain,
Are mingled together like sunshine and rain,
And the smile, and the tear, and the song and the dirge,
Still follow each other like surge upon surge.

10 ’Tis the glance of an eye, 'tis the draught of a breath,
From the blossom of health to the paleness of death,
From the gilded saloon to the bier and the shroud,

O why, should the spirit of mortals be prond'
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From the “American Vocalist.”
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8 Ye wonderful orbs, that astonish mine eyes,
Your glories recede from my sight; .
I s00n shall contemplate more beautiful skies,
And stars more transcendently bright.

4 Ye mountains and valleys, ye rivers and plains
Thou earth and thou ocean adieu;
More permanent regions where righteousness reigns,
Present their bright glories to view.

5 My weeping relations, my brethren and friends,
‘Whose hearts are entwined with my own—
Adieu for the present, my spirit ascends
Where friendship immortal is known.

6 The.works of transgressors shall grieve me no more,
Midst foes I no longer reside;
My conflict with sin and with sinners is o’er,
‘With saints I shall ever abide.

7 No lurking temptation, defilement or fear,
Again shall disquiet my breast;
In Jesus’ fair image I soon shall appear,
Forever iaeffabiy blest.

8 Ye Sabbaths below, which have been my délight,
And thou blessed volume divine;
You’ve guided my footsteps like stars during night,
Adien, my conductors benign.

9 Thou tottering seat of disease and of pain,
Adieu, my dissolving abode;
I soon shall behold and possess thee again,
A beautiful building of God. ¢
1€ Come, come my dear Jesus, come quickly release
The soul thou hast bought with thy blood,
And make me ascend the fair regions of peace,
To feast on the smiles of my God.



90 MEDITATION. P.

M.
From * Zion’s Harp.

H. BAKER.

T o e
TEONONT
Wig¥- 9]

—-‘.

—

oS

|
I

¥
2idleeve iy

1 When sor-rows en -com-pass

i

2 Few mo-ments of peacel en -
A

2-2_a
T

=—r—

:E} £

L ..

2
3
me round, And deepest dis-
Jjoy, And they are sue-

NN

S

&

[

[

95
=1

{7

w X

-

4

o
l,__
>

'Z:‘-‘;e:z_

c_ee_ded__ljy pain, .If a

[ G i o mp— b
b 1 e
see; As - tonished 1 cried, carTEa
moment In praising my
@ -@—0—

i o —-d N I

=

=

—

— ] | | )
1N ) .

o

Vv
LaiuLa

O T—0— 00—
F‘—f

L
y
.

- A A

— A gl NN
hJ y—

K @

N )

~

-_a__

= g

—-

_._ -
found That's sur - round - ed with
ploy, I  have hours

—e - —a -

Z2INTN]

a - gain to com

trou - ble like me.

- plain.

.|

[

—a—a—a-

—9- ]

e e

L w_

o o S - X
8 O when willmy sorrows be o'er ?
O when will my sufferings cease? My
O when to the bosom of Christ shall

soar,
F'o mansions of glory in peace? But al

4 If souls dgembodied may know,
Jr visit their brother beneath,
1 hope I shall join you as shouting

80y
After laying my form in the earth.
& May no sorrows be vented that day,
When Jesus has called me home;
But with sioging and shouting let
each brother say,
has gone from the evil to come.

8 My spirit to glory conveyed,

y Iaid low in the ground,

I wish not a tear on my grave'to be

shed,
1 join in praising around.

7 O then with the fullness of love,
I there like an angel shall sing,
Till Christ shall descend with a shor

from above,

And with him the sanctified bring.

8 Our slumbering bodfes obey,
And quicker than thought will arise
Renewed in a-‘moment go shonting

away,
To mansions gsbove in the skies.
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2 Are we not tending upward too, 4 The graves of all the saints he
As fast as time can move ? And softened everybed : [blessed,
Why should we wish the hours more(Where should the dying members
That bear us to our God?  [slow, But with the dyinghead?  [rest,

3 Why do we tremble to convey |5 Then let the last loud trumpet
Their bodies to the tomb ? : And bid our kindred rise ; [sound,
T'was there the Saviour’s body lay, |Awake, ye nations under ground ;
And left a long perfume. Ye saints, ascend the skies.

.
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8 Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low,
Strike, king of terrors, I fear not the blow;
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb;
Joyfully, jovfully will T go home.

Bright will the morn of eternity dawn;
Denth shall be banished, his sceptre be gone;
Joyfully then shall I witness his doom,
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home,

The Christian Victor,

1 Happv the spirit released from its clay;
Happy the soul that goes bounding away;
Singing, as upward it hastes to the skies,
Victory! victory! homeward I rise.
Many the toils it has passed through below,
Many the seasons of trial and woe;
Many the donbtings it ever should sing
Victory! victory! thus on the wing.
7 There is the wearisome body at rest;
Closed are its eyelids, and quiet its breast;
But the glad spirit, on pinions of light,
Victory ! victory! sings in its flight.
‘While we are weeping our friends gone from earth,
Angels are singing their heavenly birth;
Welcome, oh welcome, to our happy shore;
Victory! victory! watch ye no more.
3 How can we wish them releaseq from their home
Longer in sorrowing exile to roam?
Safely they pass from their troubles beneath,
Victory! victory! shouting in death. .
There let them slumber, till Christ from the skies,
* Bids them in glorificd bodics arisc;
8inging, as upward they spring from the tomb,
Victory! victory! Jesus has come!
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2 With cheerful hope her eyes explore .3 The nearer still she draws to land,
. Each landmack on the distantshore; |More eager nll he: powers expand ;

‘The trees of lite, the pastures green, With steady hehn, and free bent sail,
The golden streets, the crystal stream ; |Her anchor drops within the vail ;-
Again for joy she claps her wings, Agnin for joy she claps her wings,
And loud her lovely sonuet sings, And her celestial sonnet sings,

Vain world adieu. Glory to God.

THE CRUCIFIXION. C. M.
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1.7 As on the cross the Saviour hu'ng, And
2. His crimes, with in -ward grief and shame, The
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8 Jesus, thon 8on and heir of heaven, |5 Amid the glories of that world,
Thou spotless Lamb of God. Dear Saviour, think on me,
1 see thee bathed in sweat and tears, |Andin the victories of thy death
And weltering in thy blood. Let me a sharer be.
4 Yet quickly from these scenes of wo . .
In triumph thon shalt rise, GAIL'IW ‘";"y:;' the ‘::‘"“3 Jesus hears,
B“"' throu ¢ mstantly replies.
deulhgh he glodmy 'hadef of To-dny thy parting soul shall be

And shine nbove the skies. With me in paradive
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( When I leftthy shores, O Naxos.) Arranged by M. D. RANDALL.
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*Words composed while the author was riding a dromeda.ry over ths desert
of Arabia Petrae, in Jan. 1843.
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2 Or when night comes cool and airy,
Still the traviicr urged by haste;
Mounts his fuithful dromedary,
Dares the darkness of the waste.
‘Midst the orbs that sparkle o’er him,|
One there is that shines afar;
Still to light his way before him,
'Tis the faithful Polar Star.
8 What’s this world but lone and
dreary,
A vust wilderness spread wide;
Where life's trav'lers faint and weary
Roam too oft withou! u guide!
Virtue, O my compass guide me,
Through life’s day and Desert far;
And when death’s lone night betide

me,

Cheer me, Hope, thou Polar Star.
Psalm of life.

1 Tell me not in mournful numbers
* Life is but an empty dream,”
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.
2 Life is real! life is earnest,
Aud the grave is not its goal;
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest,”
‘Was not spoken of the soul.
8 Not enjovment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way ;
But to act, that each to-morrow
Finds us farther than to-day.
4 Art is long, and time is fleeting,
And our bYearts, though stout and

brave
Still, like muffled drums, are beating
Funeral marches to the grave.
6 Trust no future, howe’er pleasant !
Let the dead past bury its dead !
Act—act in the living present!
Heart within, and God o'er head.
6 Lives of great men all remind us
We can moke our lives sublime,
And, departing, leave behind us
Footsteps on the sands of time:
7 Foorprints, that perhaps another
Sailing o’er hfe’s solemn main—
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,
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8 Let us then be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate;
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor—and to wait.

Retirement. 8. 7.
1 Far from mortal cares retreating,
Sordid hopes and fond desires,
Here, our willing footsteps meeting,
Every heart to heaven aspires.
Ifrom the Fount of glory beaming,
Light celestial cheers our eyes;
Mercy from above proclaiming
Peace and pardon from the skies,

2 Who may share this great salvas
tion ?—

Every pure and humble mind:
Every kindred, tongue and nation,
From the dross of guilt refined :
Blessings all around bestowing,
God withholds his care from none;
Grace and mercy ever flowing
From the fountain of his throne

Expostulation,
1 Now the Saviour stands a pleading,
At the sinner’s bolted heart;
Now in heaven he’s interceding,
Undertaking sinners’ part.

CHORUS.

Sinners, can you hate this Saviour ?
Will you thrust him from your arms?
Once he died for your behaviour,
Now he calls you'to his charms.
2 O be wise before you languish
On the bed of dying strife!
Endless joy, or dreadful anguish,
Turn upon th’ events of life.
8 Now he’s waiting to be gracious,
Now he stands and looks on thee;
See what kindness, love and pity,
Shines around on you and me.

4 Open now your hearts before hing
Bid the Saviour welcome in;

Now receive, and O adore him!
Take a full discharge from sin.
5\Cnme, for all things now are ready
Yet there’s room for nany more;

Seeing, shall take heart again.

O ye blind, ye Inme and needy,

7Couue to wisdom’s boundless store.
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Wings of faith.

1 Give me the wings of faith, to rise

‘Within the veil, and see

The saints above, how great their

How bright their glories be! [joys,

2 Once they were mourners here
below;

And wet their couch with tears;

They wrestled hard, as we do now,

W th sins, and doubts, and fears.

8 Andask we, whence their victory

They with uunited breath [came!—|

*Ascribe their triumph to the Lamb,

Their victory to his death.

4 They marked the footsteps that he

His zeal inspired their breast; [trod,

And following their triumphant Lord

Possess the promised rest.

6 Our glorious Leader claims our

For his own patterngiven;  [praise

While the long cloud of witnesses

Shows the same path to heaven.

Mysterious Providence.
1 God moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform:
He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.
2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing skill,
He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his sovereign will.
3 Ye fearful saints! fresh coura,
The clouds ve so much dread, [take;
Arebig with mercy, and will break
In blessings on your head.
4 Judge not the Lord by feeble seuse,|
But trust him for his grace:
Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling fuce.
5 His purposes will ripen fast,
Unfolding every hour:
The bud may have a bitter taste,
Bntsweet will be the flower.
6 Blind unbelief is sure to erryy
And scan his work in vain:
God is his own interpreter,
And he can make it plain.
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Fellowship with God.
1 Frow all that's mortal all that’s
And from this earthly clod; [vain,
Arise my soul and strive to gain,
Sweet fellowship with God.
2 Not life itelf, with all its joys,
Can my best passions.move;
Or raise so fligh my cheeful voice,
As thy forgiving love.
3 Not all the richness of a feast,
Zan please my soul 50 well;
As when Christ’sricher grace I taste,
And in his presence dwell.
4 I’ve seen thy glory and thy power
Through all thy Temple shine;
My God repeat that heavenly hour
That vision, so divine.

Thc Gospel’s power.

1 Great God thy blessings are not
Nor is thy Gospel weak [few,
Thy grace can melt the stubborn
And heal the dying Greck. [Jew,

2 Christ’s doctrine is almighty love
There's virtue in his name,

To turn the raven to a dove,

‘The lion to a lamb.

3 While grace is offered to the Prince,
‘The poormay take theirshare;

No mortal has a just pretence,

To perish in despair.

The dead live. C. M.
1 The dead are like the stars by day;
Withdrawn from mortal eyes,

But not extinct, they hold their way,
In glory through the skies.

2 Somewhere within created space,
Could I explore that round;

In bliss or woe, there is a place,
Where they might still be found.

3 Spirits from bondage thus set free
I may, I must believe ;

Are somewhere in immensity, *
And know and love and live.

4 Ah! tis in heaven where Christ i3
Our friends with angels dwell; [zone
There we may hope to meet again,
Those here, we loved so well.
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3 By cool Siloam’s shady rill
The lily must decay;

The rose that blooms beneath the hill,

Must shortly fade away.

4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour
Of man’s maturer age

Will shake the soul with sorrow's
And stormy passion’s rage! [power,

60 thou who giv'st us life and
breath,

We seek thy grace alone,

In childhood. manhood, age and’

Tokeep us still thineown! = [death,

Exaltation of Christ,
1 Ye humble souls, that seek the
Chase all vour fears awav;  [Lord,
And bow with pleasure down to see
The pla:e where Jesus lay.

2 Thus low the Lord of life was
brought,

Such wonders love can do;

Thus cold in death that bosom lay,

Which throbbed and bled for you.

8 Then raise your eyes and tune your
songs,

The Saviour lives again!

Notall the bolts and bars of death

The congueror could detain.

4 High o’er the angelic bands, he
rears

His once dishonored head;

And through unnumbered years he

Who dweltamongthe dead. [reigns,

5 With jovlike his, shall every saint
His @nptv tomb survev;
Then rise with his ascending Lord,

Through all his shining way.
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Composed for this work, by M. D. RANDALL.
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2 What teaches me I ought to love |4 What tells e that I soon must die.
The glorious God who reigns above,|And to the throne of judgment fly,.

And that I may his goodness prove 7| To meet the great Jehovah’s eye

It is the precious Bible.

It is the precious Bible.

8 What is it gives my spirit rest, , 3
When with the cares of earth op-|5 0! may this treasure ever be
T'he best of all on earth to me,

pressed,

And points toregions of the blest?

It is the precious Bible.

And still new beauties may I see
In this the precious Bible,
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Original in this work. Words and Music by M, D. RANDALL
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1. Pilgrim,youthful skies are o’er thee, Few the steps thy feet have trod
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2 Pilgrim, as thou journeyest on-

war
Is thy path\:vny dark and drear ?
Heaven will guide thy footsteps up-

ward,
Faraway from doubt and fear.

8 Pilgrim, years of grief and anguish
On thy brow are traced to view,
Cease then Pilgrim,cease to languish,
Almost is life’s journey through.

# And when carthly scenes are ended,
%ay the Pilgrim’s joytul song,

ith the swelling strains be blended,
Rising from the ransom'd throng.

Mariner’s Hymn.
1 Tossed upon life’s raging billo v,
Sweet it is, O Lord, to know,
Thou didst press a seaman’s pillg v,
And canst feel & seaman’s wo.

Thon the faithful watch art keeping,
“ All, all’s well,” thy constant cheer.
Never slumbering, never sleeping,

Though the night be dark andp drear,

2 And though loud the wind is howl-

ing,
Fierce tho’ flash the lightnings red,
Darkly through the storm-clouds
scowling
O’er the sailor's anxious head;
Thou canst calin the raging ocean,
All its noise aud tumult still,
Hush the tempest’s viild commotion,
At the bidding of thy will.

3 Thus my heart the hope will cher
While to thee I lift mine eye; [ish
Thou wilt save me, ere I perish;

Thou wilt hear the seaman’s cry.

And though mast and sail be riven,
Life’s short voyage will soon be o'er,
Safely moored in heaven's wide

haven,
Storm and tempest vex no more.



LORD’S PRAYER. C. M.

© 3 And in temptation leave us not;
From evil us defend;
For thine, O Lord, the kingdom is,
Forever, without end.
Come, my Saviour, &c.

4 Thine is the power, O Lord, to bring
" The kinﬁdom down to men;
Thine is the glory evermore,

And kingdom without end.
Come, my Saviour, &e.
5 In that glad day shall all thy saints
A joyful tribute bring,
Of praise and power, of joy and song,
'o their exalted King. :
Come, my Saviour, &c.
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8 A home in heaven! when our pleasures fade,
And our wealth and fame in the dust are laid;
And strength decays, and our health is riven,
We are happy still with our home in heaven.

4 A home in heaven! when our friends are fled
To the cheerless gloom of the mouldering dead;
We weit in hope on the promise given,

. To meet them all in our home in heaven.

£ A home in heaven! when the wheel is broke,
And the golden bowl by the terror-stroke;
When lifé’s bright sun sinks in death's dark even,
We will then fly up to our home in heaven.

6 Our home in heaven! O, the glorious home!
And the Spirit, joined with the bride, says ¢“come!”
Come, seek his face, and your sins forgiven,
Aad rejoice in hope of your home in heaven.
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|Remainder of hymn on page 30.]
Hinder Me Not. 3 Through duties and through trials
1 In all my Lord's appointed ways |1'll go at his command; [too,
My journey I'll pursue; “Hinder me not,” for I am bounu
“Hinder me not,” ye much-loved |To my Immnnucl’s land.
For I must go with you. [saints,
2 Through floods and flames |fJequﬁ 4 And when my S"I" iour call’s mo
I'll follow where he goes; [lead,|Stil this my cry shall be,— [home,

“Hinder me not,” shall be my cry, " Hinder menot,” come, welcome,
Though earth aud hell oppose. y, I'll gladly go with thee.'  [death;
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Music by H. S. THOMPSON. Words by J. B. WEsTON.
Arranged expressly for this work by the Author-
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2 His presence was my greatest joy;
* »Twas bliss his face tosee;

But I have wandered from his fold,

And he withdrawn from me.

8 Now clouds of gloom enshroud my

‘With sin my heart is prest; [soul;

Thro’ weary days and dreary ulghts,

My-spirit finds no rest.
4 No blissful ray from heaven de
scends;

And earth nﬂ‘ordq no charms;
Alas! where can I look for peace
"But in my Saviour’s arms ?
,‘5 To Jesus now my soul returns;
‘To Him once more I . vy;
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Here Lord, I give my all to thee,
To serve thee till I die.

6 My Saviour hears my earnest
prayer;

The clouds fly swift away;

Amd the radiant smile of myFather’s
face

Restores my blissful day.

Chorus to last verse. .

Welcome home, blessed Lord, to my
joyous heart,

May thy love possess my soul;

I yield my all forevermore

To thy divine control.

THERE \RE ANGELS HOVYERING.

round. Tiere are an - gels,

2 To earry the tidings home,
To the new Jerusalem;

Poor sinners are coming home,
And Jesus bids them come;
Let him thut heareth come,
Let him 1hat thirsteth come.
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We are on our journey home,
Where Christ our Lord has gone.
We will meet around his throne.
When he makes nis people one.
We shall reign forevermore.

Iu the new Jerusalem.
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Words by REv. J. ELLIS.
Arranged for this work by J. W. Cheney.
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2 The tempest may howl and the loud thunders rol.,
And gathering storms may arise;
Yet calm are my feelings, at rest is my soul,
The tears are all wiped from my eyes.

3 The cause of my Master compell’d me to roam,
I bade my companion farewell;
T left my sweet children who for me now mourn,
In far distant regions to dwell.

4 I wandered an exile and stranger below,
To publish salvation abroad;
The trump of the gospel endeavored to blow,
Inviting poor sinners to God.

5 Go tell my companion and children most dear,
To weep not for Joseph though gone;
The same hand that led me through scenes dark and drear,
- Has kindly assisted me home. .

6 1 called at the house of the mourner below:
I entered the mansion of grief,
The tears of deep sorrow most freely did flow,
1 tried but could give no relief.

7 There sat the lone widow dejected and sad,
By affliction and sorrow oppress’d,
And there were her children in mourning array’d,
And sighs were escaping their breast.

8 As I spoke to this mourner concerning her grief,
I asked her the cause of her woe,
Or why there was nothing could give her relief,
Or soothe her deep sorraw below?

9 She looked on her children, then looked upon me=
That look I shall never forget,
More eloquent far than the seraph’s can be;
It speaks of the trials she met.

10 The hand of affliction falls heavily now,
I am left with my children to mourn,
The friend of my youth is silent and low,
In yonder cold grave-yard alone.

11 But why should I mourn or feel to complain;
Or think that my portion is hard?
If met with affliction ’tis surely his gain;
He has entered the joys of his Lord.
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INVITATION. C. M.

ROSE OF ALLANDALE.
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3 Eternal wisdom aas prepared
A soul-reviving feast'

And bids your longing appetites
The rich provision taste.

4 Ho! ye that pant for living streams,
And pineaway ind die—

Here you may quench vour raging
With springs that never dry. [thirst|]

5 Rivers of love and mercy here
In arich ocean j ng

Salvation in abundance ﬂows
Like floods of ww.ilk and wine.

Ho! all ye hungry starving souk thnt feed up - on the

e om0 B oy + -
g:}&g:g:,e oe-ofo}sre_eo-f __;—[_ -
e RtV St i { o e F [z EE ::’“ C

=

wind,

l6 The happy gates of gospel grace

Stand open night and day 5—-
Lord—we are come to seek supphe!
And drive our wants away.

Devotion,
1 May 1. throughout this day of thing
Be in thy Spmt Lord,
Spirit of humble fear thvme
That trembles at thy word.

2 Spirit of faith.any heart to raiee.
And tix on things ahove ,

Spint of eacritice and prase,

Of nholiness and love.
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Opening of Worship
1 Jesus let not thy grac® delay
To meet us with thy love;
Drive interposing clods away,
And make our guilt remove.

2 Come in with power, to ev'ry soul,
O thou, immortal Dove;

Make every wounded spirit whole,
‘With thy redeeming love.

8 We long to meet our God to-day,
And taste his grace divine;
That every soul with joy may say,
My Lord, my God we're thine.
£ What do we here without thy grace,
0, blessed Lamb of God !
*Twill be a dark and tiresome place,
Unless we feel thy word.

The Joy of Conversion.
1 When God reveal’d his gracious

name,
And chang’d my mournful state,
My raptureseem’d & pleasing dream,
The grace appear’d so great.

2 The world beheld the glorious
And did thy hand confess; [change,
My tongune broke out in unknown
And sung surprising grace. [strains,

4 The Lord can clear the darkest
Can give us day for night;  [skies,
Make drops of sacred sorrow rise
To rivers of delight.

4 Let those that sow in sadness wait
Till the fair harvest come;
They shall confess their sheaves are
And shout the blessings home.[great,
6 Tho’ sced lie buried long in dust,
It shan’t deceive our hope;
The precious grain can ne'er be lost,
For grace insures the crop.

Prince of Peace.
1 Let saints on earth their anthems

Who taste the Saviour's grace;[raise,

Let saints in heav’n proclaim his
praise,

And crown him “Prince of peace.”

2 Praise him, who laid his glory by

For man’s apostate race: 1

Praise him who stooped

And crown him “Prince of peace.”

ie,
1to bleed and it forsako the Lord.
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Baptism.
1 Buried beneath the yielding wave,
The dear Redeemer lies;
Faith views him in the watery grave,
And thence beholds him rise.
2 Thus it becomes his saints to-day
Their ardent zeal t’ express;
And in the Lord’s appointed way,
Fulfil all righteousness.
3 With joy we in his footsteps treal,
And would his cause maintain,
Like him be numbered with the dead, -
And with him rise and reign.
4 His presence oft revives our hearts,
And drives our fears away: [imparts,
When he commands, and strength
We cheerfully obey.

Remembrance of Christ.

1 If human kindness meets return,

And owns the grateful tie;

If tender thoughts within us burn,

To feel a friend is nigh,—

2 Oh! shall not warmer accents tell

The gratitude we owe

Tohim who died, our fears to quell,

And save from death and wo!

8 While yetin anguish he surveyed

Those pangs he would not flee.

What love his latest words displayed,

tMeet and remember me ! [ghame,

4 Remember thee !—thy death thy

Our sinful hearts to share !

0O memory! leave no other name

But his recorded there !
Consecration.

1 What shall I render to my God

For all his kindness shown’—

My feet shall visit thine abode,

My songs address thy throne rhouge,

2 Among the saints, that fill thy

My offering shall be paid;  [vows

There shall my zeal perform the’

My soul in anguish made.

3 Here, in thy courts, I leave my vow,

And thy rich grace record;

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now,
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2 Thou art gone to the grave, we no longer behcld thee,
Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy side;
But the wide arms of mercy, are spread to enfold thee,
And sinners may hope, since the Sinless hatly died.

3 Thou art gone to the grave, and its mansions forsaking,
Perhaps thy tried spirit, in doubt lingered long;
But the sun-shine of heaven, beamed bright on thy waking,
And the song which thou heard’st, was the Seraphim’s song.
4 Thou art gone to the grave,—but ’twere wrong to deplore thee,
‘When God was thy ransom, thy guardian, thy guide;
He gave thee, he took thee—and soon he’ll restore thee
‘Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour hath died.

Vo'ce of free grace.

1 The voice of free grace cries, “Escape to the mountain
For Adam’s lost race Christ has opened a fountain;
For sin and uncleanness, and every transgression, «
His blood flows most freely in streams of salvation.
Hallelujah to the Lamb, who has brought us our pardon—
‘We’ll praise Himn again, when we pass over Jordan.

2 That fountain so clear, in which all may find pardon,
From Jesus flows freely, a plenteous redemption;
Though your sjns are increased, as high as a mountain,
His blood flows most freely, O come to the fountain!

3 0O Jesus! my Saviour, thy Kingdom is glorious!
Q’cr sin, death and hell, now ride on now victorious;
Thy name shall be praised in the great Congregation,
And saints shall delight in ascribing salvation—
To the Lamb who has brought us our peace and our pardon,
‘We'll praise Him again, when we pa:s over Jordan.

4 When in Zion we stand, having gained that blest shore,
‘With harps in our hand, we'll praise ever-more:
We'll range the bright plains, on the banks of the river,
And sing of Salvation, for ever and ever.

Come ye disconsolate.
1 Come ye disconsolate, where’er you languish
Come, at the mercy-seat fervently kneel!
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your angnishj
Earth has no sorrow that hcaven cannot heal.

2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying,
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pure;
Here speaks the comforter, in mercy saying,
Earth has no sorrow that heaven cannot cure.

8 Here see the bread of life; see waters flowing
Forth from the throne of God, living and pure;
Come to this feast of love; come ever knowing
Earth has no sorrow that heaven cannot cure.
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Spare us O Lord. L. M.
1 Spareus O Lord, alond we pray,
Nor let our sun go down at noon;
Thy years are one eternal day,
And must thy children die so0 soon ?
2 It is the Lord our Saviour’s hand.
Impairs ourstrength amid the race,
Disease and death at his commnand,
Arrest us and cut short our days.

8 Yet, in the midst of death and grief]
This thought our sorrow shal
assuage;

Our Father and our Saviour live;

. Thou art the same in every age.
4 The starry curtains of the sky,
Like garments shall be laid aside;
But still thy throne stands firm on
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hig
Christ’s Church forever shall abide.
Before thy face thy church shalllive,
And on thy throne thy children reign
This fading world they shall survive,
And rise to glorious life again.

My soul thirsteth for God.

1 I thirst but not as once I did,

The vain delights of earth to share;

Thy words Immanuel, all forbid

ThatlIshould seek my pleasure there.

2 It was the sight of thy dear cross

First wean’d my soul from earthly
things ;

And taught me to esteem as dross

The mirth of fools, and pomp of
kings.

8 Twant that grace that springs from

thee,
That quicl;ens all things where it
flows,
And makes a wretched thorn like me.
Bloom as the myrtle, or the rose.
4 Dear fountain of delight unknown!
No longer sink below the brim;
But overflow, and pour me down
A living, and life-giving stream !
& For sure, of all the plants that
h

share
The notice of thy Father’s eye,

In faith, and love, and e

TAN HARP.

None proves less grateful for his care,
Or yields him meauer fruit than 1.

The true friend. 8.7,
1 One there is above all others,
Well deserves the name of Friend;
His is love beyond a brother’s,
Costly, free, and knows no end.

2 Which of all our friends, to save us

Could or would have shed his blood ¥
But this Saviour died to have us
Reconciled in him to God.

8 When he lived on earth abased,

Friend of sinners was his name;
Now above all glory raised,

He rejoices in the same.

4 Oh! for grace our hearts to softe;
‘Teach us, Lord, at length to love;
We, alas ! forget too often,

What a friend we have above.

L. M.

Prayer answered by Crosses.

1 asked the Lord, that I might grow

very grace;

Might more of his salvation know,

And seek more earnestly his face.

2 I hoped that in some favored hour,

At once he'd answer my request,

And by hislove’s constraining power

Subdue my sins and give me rest.

3 Instead of this, he made me feel

The hidden evils of my heart;

And let the angry powers of hell

Assault my soul in every part.

4 “Lord, why is this?”I trembling
cried,

“Wilt thou rursue thy worm to
death 1

‘¢ *Tis in this way,” the Lord replied

“I answer prayer for grace and faith

5 “These inward trials I employ,

From self and pride to set thee freo;

And break thy schemes of earthly

Joy,
That thou may’st seek _hy all in me.”
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Burial of Mrs. Judson.

» Mournfully, tenderly, bear on the dead,
Where the warrior hath lain, let the christian be laid;
No place more befitting, O Rock of the sea!l
Never such treasure, was hidden in thee!

2 Mournfully, tenderly, solemn and slow—
Tears are bedewing, the path as ye go;
Kindred and strangers are mourners to day ;—
Gently, so gently—Oh bear her away.

3 Mournfully, tenderly, gaze on that brow;
Beautiful is it in quietude now!
One look and then settle the loved to her rest,
The ocean beneath her, the turf on her breast,

4 So have ye buried her—up and depart,
To life and to duty, with undismayed heart
Fear not; for the lov of the &ranger will keep—
. The casket that lies in the Rock of the deep. :

b Peace, peace to thy bosom, thou servant of God!
The vale thou art treading, thou hast before trods
Precious dust thou hast laid by the Hopia tree,
And treasures as precious in the Rock of the sea.

Precious Promises. 11
1 How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord,
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word;
What more can he say than to you he hath said,
You whe unto Jesus for refuge have fled ?

2 In every condition, in sickness, in health,
In poverty’s vale or abounding in wealth,
At home and abroad, on the land or the sea,
As thy days may demand shal: thy strength ever be.

8 The soul that on Jesus dJoth lean for repose,

He will not, He will not desert to his foes;

That soul, though all hell should endeavour to shake,

He’ll never, no never, no never forsake.

m;
The Crucifixion C. M. |3 'Tis done! the precious ransl;)m's .

1 Behold the Saviour of mankind |*Receive my soul!” he cries:
Nail’d to the shameful tree! 0. see the holy Son of God!
How vast the love thathim inclin’d |He bows hishead, and dies!

To bleed and die forthee! rqhakes,|4 Butsoon he'll break death’s en-

2 Hark.how he groans ! while nature vious chain,

And earth's strong pillars bend ! And in full glory shine:

The temple’s veil in®under breaks, |0 Lamb of God, was ever pain,
The solig marbles rend. Was ever love like thine!
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Divine Comforter. 8. M.
1 Blest Comforter divine,
Let rays of heavenly light
Amidst our gloom and darkness

shine,
To guide our souls aright.
2 Draw with thy still small voice
From every sinful way; .
And bid the mourning heart rejoice,
Though earthly joys decay.
8 By thine inspiring breath
Make every cloud of care,

And e’en the gloomy vale of death, i

A smile of glory wear.

4 Come, Holy Spirit, come,
With energy divine,

And on this poor benighted heart,
With beams uf mercy shineq,

The penitent.
1 O that I could repent,
With all my idols part;
And to thy gracious eye present
A humble, contrite heart;

2 A heart with grief oppressed
For having Erieved my God ;

\ troubled heart that cannot rest
Fill sprinkled with Christ’s blood.

5 Jesus, on me bestow

The penitent desire :

\Vith true sincerity of wo

My aching breast inspire ;

4 Withsoft'ning pity look,

And melt my hardness down:[stroke,
Strike with thy love’s resistless
And break this heart of stone !

The river of God. L. M.
1 There is a stream, whose gentle
Supplies thecity of our God! [flow
Life, love, and joy still gliding thro’
And watering our divine abode.
2 That sacred stream, thy holy word,
Supports our faith, our fear controls;
Sweet peace thy promises afford,
And give new strength to fainting

: souls.

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

power.

CHRISTIAN HARP.

Blest ones at home.
Away on the bauks of life’s bright river,
Fur, far away—
There will my heart be turning ever,
There’s where the blest ones stay:
All through this vale of sin and sorrow
Sudly I roam,
8till longing for the duwn of the morrow,
And for the blest ones at kome.
All without is dark and dreary,
Everywhere 1 roamn,
O, brothers, how the heart grows weary
Sighing for the blest ones at ome.
Through all earth’s sunny scenes [
1 youth’s gay inorn ; [wandered
How many precious hours I've squan-
How muuy mercies scorned ; [dered,
Whien seeking sin’s delusive pleasures,
Wretched was 1:
But now my heart has found a treasure
There with the blest ones on high.
All without is dark, &c.—
One hour there is forever bringing
Memories of love ;
'Twas when my sighs were changed to
Of theblest home above; [singing
When shall 1 see iny Saviour reigning
On his white throne ? [plaining
When will be hushed my heart’s come
There with the biest ones at home ?
All till then is durk und dresary
Everywhere 1 roam,
O, brothers, how the lieart grows weary
Longing for the blest ones at howme.

The Life of Christ.
| My dear Redeemer, and my Lord,
I read my duty in thy word ;
But in thy life the law appears
Drawn out in living characters.

2 Such w’ae thy truth, and such thy
zea

Such deference to thy Father’s will,

Such love, and meekness so divine,

1 would transcribe and make them
mine.

3 Cold mountaing and the midnig
Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer :
‘The desert thy teinptations knew,
Thy conflict, and thy victory too.

+ Be thou my pattern, make me bear

More of thy gragious image here ;

Tien God, the Judge shall own my
name

ai
t

Among the followers of the Lamb,
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The morning. [o’er thee,|

Christian the morn breaks sweetly
And all the miduight shadows flee ;
Tinged are the distant skies with

glory,
A beacon light hangs out for thee.
Arise,arise the light breaks o’er thee,
Thy name is graven on his throne :
T'hy home is in that world of glory,
Where thy Redeemer reigns alone.

Asleep in Jesus. L. M.
Asleep in Jesus! blessed sleep!
Yrom which none ever wakes to

weep
A calm anqbundisturbed repose,
Unbroken by the last of foes.

2 Asleep in Jesus! oh! how sweet,
To be for such a slumber meet;
With holy confidence tosing {sting.
That death hath lost its venomed

8 Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest!

Whose waking is supremely blest ;

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour,

Which manifests the Saviour’s
power.

4 Asleep in Jesus ! time nor space
Debars this precious “hiding place:”
On Indian plains, or Lapland snows,|
Believers find the same repose.

5 Asleep in Jesus! far from thee,
Thy kindred and their graves may be;
But there is still a blessed sleep,
From which none ever wakes to
weep.

Death of the righteous.
1 “Ilooked upon the righteous man,
And heard the holy prayer,
Which rose above that sinking form
T'o soothe the mourner’s care—
2 And felt how precious was the gift
He to his loved ones gave—
I'he stainless memory of the just,
The wealth beyond the grave.

3 1looked upon the righteous man,
And saw his parting breath,
Without a struggle or a sigh,
Serenely yield in death :

4 There was no anguish on his brow,
No terror in his eye—

0, help us Lord, his life to live,
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Spiritual Watchman. 7
| Watchman ! tell us of the night,
What its signs of promise are;
Traveller! o’er yon mountain’s
See that glory, beaming Star.[height,
2 Watchman ! does its beauteous ray,
Aught of hope or joy foretell?
Traveller! yes: it brings the day,
Promised day of Israel.

3 Watchman! tell us of the night,
For the morning seems to dawn ;
Traveller! darkness takes its flight,
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.

4 Watchman! let thy wanderings
Hie thee to thy quiet home : [cease;
‘Traveller! lo! the Prince of peace—
Lo! the Son of God is come.

-

Losing friends. 8. M.

1 Friend after friend departs,
Who hath not lost a friend !
There is no union here of hearts,
That finds not here an end.
2 Beyond the flight of time,
Beyond the reach of death,
"I'here surely is a blessed clime,
Where life is not a breath.
3 There is a world above,
Where parting is unknown,
A long eternity of love,
Formed for the good alone.
4 Thus star by star declines
Till all are passed away ;
As morning high and higher shines,
‘T'o pure and perfect day.

Day of vest. 8. M.
1 Welcome sweet day of rest,
That saw the Lord arise:
Welcome to this reviving breast,
And these re}vicing eyes !
2 One day in such a place
Where Christ and God are seen,
Is sweeter than ten thousand days,
Of pleasure and of sin.
3 My willing soul would stay
In such a frame as this,
And sit and sing herself away,

That we, his death, may die.”

'To everlasting bliss.
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Haste Thee. L. M.
| Hasten, O sinner, to be wise,
And stay not for the morrow’s’sun ;
T'he longer wisdom you aespise,
T'he harder is she to be won.

2 Oh hasten mercy to implore,
And stay not for the morrow’s sun,
For fear thy season should be o'er
Before this evening stage be run.

3 O hasten, sinner, to return,

And stay not for the morrow’s sun,
For fear thy lamp should fail to burn
Before the needful work is done.

Coming to Christ. C. M.
1 Ho, ye that pant for living streams,|
And pine away and die;
Here you may quench your raging
thirst, +
With streams that never dry.
2 Why was [ made to hear his voice;|
And enter while there’s room,

CHRISTIAN HARP.

Just as T am. L. M.
1 Justas | am—without one plea,
But that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bid’st ne come to thee,
Oh Lamb of God, I come, 1 come.
2 Just as | am, and waiting not
‘To rid my soul of one dark blot;
To thee whose blood canst cleanse
each spot,
Oh Lamb of God, I come, [ come.
3 Just as [ am—tho’ tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt
Fighting within, and fears without—
Oh Lamb of God, I come, I come.
4 JustasIam, poor, wretched, blind;
Light, riches, healing of the mind,
Yea, all I need, in thee I find,
Oh Lamb of God, I come, I come.
5 Justas I am—thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse re

lieve ;

When others make the wretched
choice,

And rather starve than come.

3 'Twas Jesus’love that spread the
feast

That sweetly drew me in,

Else I had still refused his grace,

And perished in my sin.

Speak Gently. C.M.
1 Speak gently—it is better far
To rule by love than fear;
Speak gently—let no harsh word mar,
The good that we do here.

2 Speak gently to the young-for they
Will have enough to bear;

Pass thro’ this life as best they may,
“i"is full of anxious care.

3. Speak gently to the aged ones ;
Girieve not the care-worn heart;
The sands of life are nearly run;
Let them in peace depart.

4. Speak gently to the erring ones;
They’ve toiled all day in vain;
Perchance unkindness made them so;
O, win them back again.

5 Speak gently—'tis a little thin
Dropped in the heart’s deep well ;

B thy pr , I believe ;
Oh Lamb of God, I come, I come.
6 Just as I am—Thy love unknown
Has broken every barrier down ;
Now to be thine, yea, thine alone;
Oh Lamb of God, I come, I ¢ome.

Redeemer’s Praise. C.M
1 O for a thousand. tongues to sing
My great Redeemer’s praise !
The glories of my God and King,
And triumphs of his grace.
2 Jesus, thy name can calm our fears,
It bids our sorrows cease ; .
"I'is music in the sinner’s ears,
'Tis life and health, and peace,
3 Jesus can break the pow’r of sin,
He sets the prisoner free,
His grace can make the foulest clean
His death avails for me.

God Exalted High. L. M.
1 Bethou, 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 O God,our hearts are fixed ,are bent
Their thankful tribute to present;

Titernity shall te

raise .
' thee, our God, in eoncs of praies

And with our hearts, our voice we’ll -
The good, the J(;Y that it may bring,) - i
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3 The Savior is the vine :
The branches are his church—
Let each abide, in Christ the Lord,
And bear the precious fruit.
4 The city of our God,
Is built on Zion’s hill—
The dazzling light, it shines so bright,
It doth the valleys fill.
5 Ye trees, in order stand —
And stars with sparkling light,
Ye Chnstlans, hear, both far and near,
"Tis joy to see the sight.
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Words and Music by JOHN G. WILSON.
Moderato, Espressivo.
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8 For in that house there is ample room,
As all the prophets say ;
And all the world, if they will, masy come,
For Jesus is the way.

4 That happy place is the city of God —
The new Jerusalem ;

* And He will make it his blest abode,
And ever dwell with them.

5 Tts light is like to a jasper stone,
And as a crystal clear;
Its gates are pearls, and the names thereon
Of Israel’s tribesappear.

6 Those mansions shine in the fadeless light
Of glory’s coming day ; ;)
And every shadow of 8 sorrow’s night,
Forever flies away.

7 There eyes no more shall be dimmed with tears,
For sin and death shall cease ;
Nor pain, nor crying, through endless years
Ii)lsturb those realms of peace.

8 And no more curse shall be there to blight,
For all shall holy be ;
And God and the Lamb be their life and light
To all eternity.
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FOR THE SABBATH SCHOOL. ARRANGED.
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2 And when we hend the knee in prayer,
And hymns to our Redeemer raise,
It seems to me that God is there,
To hear us pray and sing his prmse
While others slight his holy day,

And shun the gos

el’s joyful sound,

O may I cleave to Wisdom’s w:
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THE CHRISTIAN EXHORTED.

WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR THIS WORK BY J. G. WILSON.
1 Christian mourner, dry thy tears;
Jesus calls the mourner blest;
Banish all thy grief and fears;
On his faithful promise rest.
2 Christian pilgrim, persev ere;
Soon thy journey will be o’er;
Lo! the pearly gates appear,
And thy home is just before.
3 Christian soldier, force thy way
Through the ranks of armed strife;
Fight the fight of faith, and lay
Hold upon eternal life.
4 Christian, make thy calling sure ;
Add to faith each grace dmne,
Faithful to the end endure,
And the kingdom shall be thine.

WEBSTER. T7s. A. WEBSTER, D. D.

Arranged by W. A, T.
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126 CHRISTIAN HARP. -

2 Hasten, mercy to implore,
Stay not for the morrow’s sun ;
Lest thy season should be o’er,
Ere this evening’s stage be run.

8 Hasten, sinner, to return,
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,
Lest thy lamp should cease to burn,
Ere salvation’s work is done

4 Hasten, sinner, to be blest,
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,
Lest perdition thee arrest,

Ere the morrow is begun.
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2 Food to which the world’s a stranger,
Here the hungry soul enjoys;

Of excess there

is no danger,

Though it fills, it never cloys.

He is meat and

For remainder of this hymn,

On a living Christ we feed,

drink indeed!

see page 162.
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128 MY REST IS IN HEAVEN. 11s.

FOR THE SABBATH S8CHOOL.
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2 It is not for me to be seeking my bliss,
And building my hopes in a region like this;
I look for a city which hands have not piled,
I pant for a country by sin undefiled.

3 The thorn and the thistle around me may grow,
I would not lie down upon roses below ;
I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest
Until I shall find them in Jesus’s breast.

4 Afflictions may damp me— they cannot destroy,
( ne glimpse of His love turns them all into joy,
And th’ bitterest tears, if he smiles but on them,
Like dew in the sunshine, grow diamond and gem!
My rest is in Heaven, &a.
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2
Now he may credit gain,
And in his aftluence roll;

But all his profit will be pain
When God shall take his soul.

3
Then, O, what dread surprise !
‘What horror and dismay !
When death shall open wide his eyes,
And tear his mask away !

4

Lord, search and know my heart,
And make my soul sincere ;
And bid hypoerisy depart,
And keep my oonscience clear.
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2
Ten thousand blessings, day by day.
As months and years ha’vqﬂed l.wsy’,
Thy mercy hath bestowed ;
Ten th L th d thanksbe thine,

That thou hast tuned this harp of mine
To praise thy name, my God.

]
To thee my service, Lord, is due ;
And I this natal morn renew
The offering of my youth ;
I consecrate my life to thee
Through Jesus Christ, that I may be
Thy servant, Lord, in truth.

.

A

BIRTH DAY HYMN. O. P. M.

‘Words and Music by J. G. WILSON.

4
That born again by quickening grace,
I, in thy house may have a place,
And a new name receive ;
The name engraved in the white stone_
To none but the receivers known,
Who in THY NAME believe.

b
And give me grace to watch and pray.
And wait the coming of that day,
When, by a heavenly birth,
1 shall with all thy saints arise
And meet my Savior in the skies,
Translated from the earth.
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The Church. C. M.
1 How sweet and awful is the place,
With Christ within the doors ;
‘While everlasting love displays
The choicest of her stores.
2 While all our hearts, and all our songs,
Join tp admire the feast,
Each of us cries, with thankful tongues,
«Lord! why was I a guest?
8 Why was I made to hear thy voice,
And enter whilst there’s room,
‘When thousands make the wretched choice,
And rather starve than come ? ’

4 'Twas the same love that spread the feast,
That sweetly drew me in ;
Else I had still refused to taste,
And perished in my sin.”
5 Pity the nations, O ! our God —
onstrain the earth to come,
And send thy light and truth abroad,
And bring the wanderer home.
Christ’s Presenm Death. L. M.
1 Why should we start and fear to die?
‘What timorous worms we mortals are s
Death is the gate of endless joy,
And yet we dread to enter there. -
2 The pains, the groans and dying strife —
Fright our approaching souls away ;
Still we shrink back again to life,
Fond of our prison and our clay.
8 0! if my God would come and meet,
My soul would stretch her wings in haste
Fly fearless through death’s iron gate,
Nor feel the terrors as she passed.
4 Jesus can make a dying bed,
Feel soft as downy pillows are,
‘While on his breast I lean my head,
And breathe my life out sweotly there.
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2 My hest Beloved keeps his throne
On hills of light in worlds unknown;

But he descends and shews his face

In the young gardens of his grace.

8 In vineyards planted by his hand,
‘Where fruitful trees in order stand,
He feeds among the spicy beds,
Where lilies-show their spotless heads.

4 He hath engross’d my warmest love,
No earthly charms my soul can move;
T have a mansion in his heart,

Nor death, nor hell shall make us part.
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2 My heart shall triumph in the Lord,
And bless his works—and bless his word :
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine !
How deep thy counsels — how divine !

8 Sure I shall share a glorious part,
‘When grace hath well refined my heart,
And fresh supplies of joy are shed,
Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

4 Then shall I see, and hear, and know

All I desired, or wished below ;
And every power find sweet employ,
In that eternal world of joy.



136

CHRISTIAN HARP.

Remembering Christ. L, M. )

Composed by Krishna Pal, a convert from idolatry.

1 O thou, my soul forget no more
The Friend who all thy sorrows bore ;
Let every idol be forgot ;
But, O my soul, forget Him not.

2 Renounce thy works and ways, with grief,

And fly to this divine relief;
Nor Him forget, who left his throne,
And for thy life gave up his own.

8 Eternal truth and mercy shine

In Him, and He himself is thine;
And canst thou, then, with sin beset,
Such charms, such matchiess charms forget ?

4 O no; till life itself depart,

His name shall cheer and warm my heart,
And lisping this, from earth I'll rise,
And join the chorus of the skies.

The Good 0ld Way. L. M.
Lift up your heads, Emmanuel’s friends,
And taste the pleasures Jesus sends;
Let nothing cause you to delay ;
But hasten on the good old way.

CHORUS.

We’re going home, we’re going home,
We’re going home, to die no more ;
To die no more, to die no more,
On Canaan’s fair and happy shore.

-

2 Our conflicts here, though great they be,

Shall not prevent our victory;
If we but watch, and strive, and pray,
Like soldiers in the good old way.

8 Though Satan may his power employ,

Our happy moments to destroy ;
Yet never fear, we’ll win the day,
And shout and sing the good old way.

4 O good old way, how sweet thou art!

May none of us from thee depart ;
But may our actions always say,
We're walking in the good old way.




SABBATH-SCHOOL HYMNS.

L The Sabbath Bell.
Long Time Ago.

t HARE, the deep-toned bell is calling,
Come, children, come !

Youthful ones, where’er you wander,
Joyfully come.

8, 4.

2 Now again its tones are pealing,
Come, children, come !

In this sacred temple kneeling,
Seek here a home.

8 Still the echoed voice is ringing,
. Come, children, come !
Every heart pure incense bringing,
N No longer roam.
Ld
4 Haste, O haste, for time is flying,
All soon is gone !
Come to Jesus, living, dying,

Heaven ’s your home. . ’

2, Opening of School. L. M.

1 Assembled in our school once more,
0 Lord, thy blessing we implore ;

We meet to read, and sing, and pray ;
Be with us then through this thy day.

2 Our fervent prayer to thee ascends,
For parents, teachers, foes, and friends
And when we in thy house appear,
Help us to worship in thy fear.

8 When we on earth shall meet no more,
May we above to glory soar ;

And praise thee in more lofty strains,

W here one eternal Sabbath reigns.

3. Punctuality. L. M.

1 The clock has struck, I cannot stay j
Q! let me rise and haste away ;

1 -il quit my bed, and leave my howe,
The hour of school at length is come.

2 1 would be there when prayer begins,
To seek the pardon of mv sins j

1°d ask the favor of the Lord,
And 'pray to understand his word.

3 0, shall my teachers wait in vain,
While my neglect must give them pain{
No, let me rather strive to be

The first that in the class they see.

4 These Sabbath days will soon be o'er,
And I shall go to school no more ;

I would not, then, endure the pain

Of having spent my time in vain.

4. Love for the Sunday-schook
C. M.

1 T love the Sabbath-school — the place
My youthful feet have trod,

‘Where I have heard of wisdom’s ways,
That lead to peace and God.

2 T love the Sabbath-school —? t is therv
The praise of God we sing, =

T is there we bow the kree in prayer
To God, our heavenly King.

3 I love the Sabbath-school — where we
The Holy Bible read, —

‘Which tells of Christ, who came to be
A Saviour in our need.

4 0, that, when life’s few cares are past,
Our teachers we may meet

Upon the blissful plains, and cast

Our crowns at Jesus’ feet.

—

The Good Scholar. C. M
By ——— -

1 T love to go to Sabbath-school,
And learn God’s holy Word,

And hear my teacher, point the way
That leads us to the Lord.

2 T love to hear them when they pray,

5.

And join them when they sing ;
1 ought to sing the praise of God,
From whom my blessings spring.
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8 I hope that we shall all be good,
And heed the warnings given ;

That when we die we, schoolmates, all
May have a home in heaven.

8. Punctuality.

1 1 love to join the joyful play,
To sport beside the shady pool,
To watch my kite soar far away,
But more I love the Sunday-school.

2 For there I meet my teacher’s smile,
And read and learn the holy book

And O! my heart doth feel the while
That God is pleased on us to look.

8 And when we bend the knee in prayer,
And hymns to our Redeemer raise,

It seems to me that God is there,
To hear us pray and sing his praise.

L M.

4 While others slight this holy day,
And shun the gospel’s joyful sound,

0! may I cleave to Wisdom’s way,
And ever in my class be found.

7. The Lambs of Christ. 8,7.

1 Humble pmll::i holy Jesus,
Infant voices raise to thee

In thy mercy, O receive us !
Suffer us thy lambs to be.

2 Blessed Jesus, thou hast bidden
Babes, like us, to come to thee ;

Though by thy disciples chidden,
Thou didst tell them not to flee.

8 Baviour, condescend to feed us,
Richly let thy mercy flow ;

Bend thy Spirit, blessed Jesus 3
Light and life on us bestow.

8. Hymn for an Infant Class.
B. M.

1 Baviour, do thou appear,
Our Sabbath-school to bim;

Give to our youthful hearts thy fear,
And perfect righteousness.

2 Thy boundless grace reveal,
And all our fears remove ;

And let our youthful spirits feel
The kindlings of thy love.

HYMNS,

3 Bubdue our hearts to thee,
And may our infant tongues
From all offence and guile be free,
And full of cheerful songs.

4 Call us each one by name,
Receive each child as thine ;

And 0, regard our youthful claim,
‘With benefits divine. .

9. Prayer for Grace.

1 Jesus, let a little child

Humbly supplicate thy throne g
Speak to me in accents mild,

O thou great and holy One !

2 Fill my youthful heart with grace,
Make it thy beloved abode 3

8how thy reconciling face,
O my Father and my God ¢

e

8 May I early learn thy ways.
Early know thy power and iove H
Then devote to thee my days,
Till I am removed above.

10, A Child’s Prayer.

1 Lord, teach a little child to pray,
And O, accept my prayer !

C. M

, Thou canst hear all the words I say,

For thou art everywhere.

2 A little sparrow cannot fall
Unnoticed, Lord, by thee ;

And though I am 8o young and small,
Thou dost take care of me.

8 Teach me to do whate’er is right,
And when I sin, forgive ;

And make it still my chief delight
To love thee while I live.

11, Going to Sabbath School.
“ Triumph.? 10s.

1 Merrily, merrily rings the church bell,
Echoing loudly from hill-side and dell ;
Come, let us join with the Sabbath-school

throng,
Joytully, joyfully, hastening along.
ark, they siuging the soul-cheer-

ing lay ;

Hushed now their voices, they 're kneels
ing to pray ;

Rising, their lessons are soberly said,

While the blest 8pirit upon them is shed,




HYMNS,

S Blessed, thrice blessed, is he who in

yo
Listens with pleasure to God’s holy truth,

‘Who, lik:d young Timothy, trusting the
‘WO
Yields to the Spirit which leads him to

8acred the light which illumines his way
Led by the Spirit, he goes not astray;
Happy the bowers he

prayer,
Jesus the Saviour oft meeting him there

8 Hzp;i)'ya thrice happy, when life’s work

one,
Gained is the battle, the race fitly won ;
Looking to heaven with joy-beaming eye,
Wearless of danger, he 3 waiting to die.
Angels commissioned to bear him away

On their soft pinions most gladly obey :
Upward he passes from death’s deepest

. gloom,
Joyfuily, joyfully gaining his home.
12. The Sabbath. 11s. 4fton.

1 How sweet is the Sabbath, the morning
of rest 5
The dabye:r zl’:e week which I surely love
t 5
The mornlt’xg my Saviour arose from the

tomb,

And took from the grave all its terror and

gloom !

20, lule be thoughtful and prayerful

ay.
And not spen’d a minute in trifling or play,
R were gra-

To teach me to seek, and prepare me for

ing these
ciousdly given

heaven.

8 In the house of my God, in his presence
and fear,

‘When I worship to-day, may it all be sin-
cere j

In the school when I learn, may I do it

with care,
And be grateful to those who watch over

me there.

4 l.'nsu'lugf3 me, my Saviour ; a child thouigh

I am not ta;o young to be noticed by thee ;
RBenew all my heart, keep me firm in thy

ways,
1 would love thee, and serve thee, and give

thee the praise.

frequents for
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13. Early Religion.
C. M.
1 Happy the child whose tender yeiss
Receive instructions well ;

‘Who hates the sinner’s path, and fears
The road that leads to hell.

?
2 When we devote our youth to God,
T is pleasing in his eyes ;
A flower when offered in the bud,
Is no vain sacrifice.

3 'Tis easier work if we begin
To fear the Lord betimes ;

‘While sinners, who grow old in sin,
Are hardened in their crimes.

4 T will save us from a thousand snares
To mind religion young ;

Grace will preserve our following years,
And make our virtue strong.

5 To thee, almighty God ! to thee
Our childhood we resign 3

T will please us to look back and see
That our whole lives were thine.

6 Let the sweet work of prayer and praise
Employ our youngest breath ;

Thus, we ’re prepared for longer days,
Or fit for early death.

14. Early Instruction. C. M.

1 How happy is the child who hears
Instruction’s warning voice,

And who celestial wisdom makes
His early, only choice ' .

2 For she has treasures greater far
Than east or west unfold 3

And her rewards more precious are
Than all their stores of gold.

3 Bhe guides the young with innocence
In pleasure’s path to tread 3

A crown & glory she bestows
Upon the aged head.

4 According as her labors rise,
8o her rewards increase 3
Her ways are ways of pleasantness,
. And all her paths are peace.
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15. Seeking Christ Young.
C. M.

1 Ye hearts with youthful vigor warm,
In smiling crowds draw near,

And turn from every mortal charm,
A Baviour’s voice to hear.

2 The soul that longs to see my face
1s sure my love to gain;

Anl those that early seek my grace
Shall never seek in vain.

8 What object, Lord, our souls shoul
move, .
If once compared with thee ?
‘What beauty should command our love,
Like what in Christ we see ?

16. Early Piety,

1 With humble heart and tongue,
My God, to thee I pray ;

O make me learn, while I am young,
Ilow I may cleanse my way.

8.3

2 Now in my early days,
Teach me thy will to know

0 God, thy sanctifying grace
Detimes on me bestow.

3 Malke me, a helpless youth,
The object of thy care j

Help me to choose the way of trutbh
And flee from every snare.

4 My heart, to folly prone, ..
Renew by power divine ;
Unite it to thyself alone,
And make me wholly thine.

17. Reli‘giou- Imsiruction.
C. M.

1 As Mary sat at Jesus® feet
To learn her Maker’s will,

We in the Saviour’s presence meet
And hear his doctrine still.

& 0, for that meek, attentive mind,
Which happy Mary showed ! @

Aud that instruction may we find
That was on her bestowed.

8 Ilere we are taught the sacred wore
‘The Saviour fi ;

And here the ducuiines v
Are plain and easy made.

HYMNS.

18. Cowv, v.v".0 me.
Som?s ad'ev.

1 I think, when riad chut sweet story of
1d,

1,8

']
‘When Jesus v as here among men,
How he call .d litile children, as lambs, to
his oM,
I shovid sike to have been with them
theu
I wish that his hands had been placed on
wmy head,
That his arms had bzen thrown arouna

me,
Ard that T might luve seen bis kind loos
when he s3.d,
“Let the little ones come unto me.”

lz Yet still to his footstool in prayer L mzy

80,

’ Anq ask for a share of his love 3
And if I thas earnestly seek him Lelow,

I shall see him and hear hin 800%o,
In that beautiful place he bas gors to pre

pare

For sll whe are washed and forgiven,

4rd many dear children are gathering

there,
“ For of such is the kingdom of heaven.”

3 But thousands and thousands, who wan-
der and fall,
Never heard of that heavenly home
< should like them to know there is room
for taem all,
And that Jesus has bid them to come.

1 loug for the joys of that glorious time,
The sweetest, and brightest, and best,
When the dear little children of every clime
Bhall crowd to his arms and be blest.

Bible, the word of trath,
Afton. 1ls.

1 The Bible—the Bible! more precious
than gold

The hopes and the glories its pages unfold ;
It speaks of salvation —wide opens tha

19.

door —
Its offers are free to the rich and the poor.

2 The Bible —the Bible ! blest volume of
truth,

How sweetly it smiles on the season of
youth !

It bids us seek early the ‘‘Pearl of great
price,”

Ere the heart is enslaved in the bondage
vice.
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8 The Bible—the Bible ! the valleys shall

ring,

And hill-tops reécho the notes that we
sing

Our bdnners., inscribed with its precepts

rules
Shall Iong wave in triumph, the joy of our
schools.

20, Evening Prayer. L. M.

1 Now I lay me down to sleep,

_ I pray the Lord my soul to keep j;
If I should die before I wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take.

21. Frailty. 8.M.

1 The lilies of the field,
That quickly fade away,
May well to us a lesson yield,
For we are frail as they.

2 Just like gm early rose,
I’ve seen an infant bloom ;

But death, perhaps, before it blows,
Will lay it in the tomb.

3 Thenlet us think on death,
Though we are young and gay ;

For God, who gave our lifc and breath,
Can take them both away.

4 To God, who made them all,
Let children humbly cry 3

And then, whenever death may call,
They ’ll be prepared to die.

'22. Happy Death.

1 Long let the breathing music float
That soothes the dying child to rest,

And gently swell each rising note
That wafts it to the Saviour’s breast.

2 0, when the youthful Christian dies,
How soft the strains that angels raise !
At rest on their brigbt wings he lies,
And learns their thriliing notes of praise.

L. M.

Sweet is his Saviour’s welcome there,

And sweet the voice that bids him rest:
0 let me live a life so fair !

0 let me dic a death so blest !

23. Deathofa Scholnr.. 8,74
Greenville.

1 Where we oft have met in gladness,
Oa the holy Sabbath-day,
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Slow'y now, with tearful sadness,
Each pursues his lonely way;
Tears are falling,
On this holy Sabbath-day.

2 One we loved has left our number
For the dark and silent tomb ;
Closed his eyes in deathless slumber,
Faded in kis early bloom:
Hear us, Saviour, —
Thou hast blest the lonely tomb.

3 Through its dark and narrow portal
Once they bore thee to thy rest ;
There a ray of light immortal,
Like a sunbeam from the west,
Burst the shadows,
And the grave thenceforth was blest

4 From our circle, little brother,
Early hast thou passed away !
But the angels say, — Another
Joins our holy song to-day !
Weep no longer —
Join with them the sacred lay.

24.

1 There i8 a glorious world of light
Above the starry sky,

‘Where saints departed, clothed in white,
Adore the Lord most high.

Heaven. C. M

2 And hark ! amid the sacred songs
Those heavenly voices raise,

Ten thousand thousand infant tongues

Unite and sing his praise.

3 These are the hymns that we shall know.
If Jesus we obey ;

This is the place where we shall go,

If found in wisdom’s way.

25. Immortality. C. M

1 The sun that lights the world shall fade,
The stars shall pass away ;

But I, a child immortal made,
Shakt witness their decay.

2 Yes, I shall live when they are dead,
Though now so bright they shine ;
When earth and all it holds have fled,

Eternity is mine.

3 For I can never, never die,
‘While God himself remains j
Bat either live in heaven on high,
Or groan where dnrkqeu reigus.
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4 If heaven and hell ne’er pass away,
To Christ, O ! let-me flee ;

If pain be hard for one short day,
What must forever be ?

.Youth and Age.
Millennial Dawn.
1 To thee, in youth’s bright morning,
Father of all, we pray ;
‘While thought and fancy, dawning,
Lead on the rising day.

2 To thee, in life’s last eten,
‘Well tune our feeble breath,
Feel all our sins forgiven,
And softly sleep in death.

27, Importance of Religion.
C. M.

26. 8,17

1 Religion is the chief concern
Of mortals here below ;

May I its great importance
Its sov’reign virtue -know.

2 Religion should our thoughts
Amidst our youthfal bloom ;

°T will fit us for declining age,
And for the silent tomb.

28. Idels.

1 What is an idol ? — every heart
Has idols of its own ;

Some are of gold and silver bright,
And some of v‘ood and stone.

2 1f there be aught the world contains
Which I love more than Th

That sinful love within my heart
Idolatry must be.

3 Then take that sinful love away,
And place thy love within ;

And break down every image‘there, *
That leads me into sin.

4 Deeply inscribed upon my heart
Let thy commandments be ;

That there mna&iive within my breast
None other Jut thee.

0. M.

£9. Remember thy Cr
0. M.

1 In the 2>ft season of t th,
Innm,'e’ummn:bhlgin’,ou ’
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Ere age arrive and trembling wait
Its summons to the tomb,

2 Remember thy Creator, God j
For him thy powers employ ;

Make him thy fear, thy love, thy hope,
Thy confidence, thy joy.

3 He shall defend and guide thy course
Through life’s uncertain sea,

Till thou art landed on the shore

Of blest eternity.

4 Then seek the Lord betimes, and choos
The path of heavenly truth ;

The earth affords no lovelier
Than a religious youth.

30. Obedience to Parents.
C. M.
1 Let children that would  the Lord
Hear what their teache Y 3

‘With reverence keep their pmx;t.s' word,
And with delight obey.

2 Judgments that fill the soul with awe
Are written by the Lord,

For him that breaks his father’s law,
Or mocks his mother’s word.

8 But those who worship God, and give
Their parents honor due,

‘The blessings of this life receive,
And life hereafter too.

31. Golden Rule,

1 To do to others as I would
That they should do to me,

Will make me honest, kind and good,
As children ought to be.

c.x

2 I know I should not steal, nor use
The smallest thing I ses,

‘Which I should never like to lose,
If it belonged to me.

8 And this plain rufo forbids me quite
To strike an angry blow,

Because I should not think it right
If others served me so.

4 But any kindness they may need
X ’h do, whatw’er it be,
As I an. very glad indeed

Wh.a ti:ey are kind to me
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32. Behaviorat Church. L M.

1 In God’s own house for me to play,
‘While Christians meet to sing and pray,
Is to profane his holy place,

And tempt the Almighty to his face.

2 When angels bow before the Lord,
And Satan trembles at his word,

Shall I, a feeble mortal, dare .
To mock, and sport, and trifle there ?

8 Great God, compassionate and .uild,
Forgive the follies of a child ;

Teach me to pray, and mind thy word,
That I may learn to serve the Lord.

83, Children invited to Christ.
Greenville. 8,7, 4.

1 Children, hear the melting story
Of the Lamb that once was slain ;
*T is the Lord of life and glory :
Shall he plead with you in vain ?
O receive him,
And salvation now obtain,

2 All your sins to him confessing,
‘Who is ready to forgive,
Beek the Saviour’s richest blessing,
On his precious name believe ;
He is waiting,
‘Will you not his grace receive ?

84, Christ the Shepherd. 0. M.

1 See the kind 8hepherd, Jesus, stands,
With all engaging charms ;

Hark, how he call the tender lambs
And folds them in his arms '

2 Permit them to approach, he cries,
Nor scorn their humble name ;

For ’t was to bless such souls as these
The Lord of angels came.

8 Hell lead us to the heavenly streams
‘Where living waters flow ;

And guide us to the fruitful fields
‘Where trees of knowledge grow.

4 The feeblest lamb amidst the flock
8hall be its Shepherd’s care :

‘While folded in the Saviour’s arms
‘We ’re safe from every snare.

85,  Christmas. o.M
1 The Saviour comes ! vhat joyful news !
The Saviour promised iong ;

143

Let every heart prepare him rocm,
And every voice a song.

2 He comes the prisoners to release,
In Satan’s bondage held ;

The gates of brass before him burst,
The iron fetters yield.

8 He comes, to heal the sick and lame,
To give the blind their sight ; .

And on the mind, obscured by sin,
To pour celestial light.

4 He comes, the broken heart to bind,
The bleeding soul to cure 3

And with the treasures of his grace
To bless the humble poor.

5 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peacs,
Thy welcome shall proclaim ;

And heaven’s eternal arches ring
‘With thy beloved name.

36. 'Religlon.

[Tune, “Jesus, Lover of my Soul.”]
1 °T is religion that can give
Sweetest pleasures while we live ;
°T i religion must supply
Solid comforts when we die.

2 After death its joys will be
Lasting as eternity :

Let me then make God my friend,
And on all his ways attend.

37, Self-Examipation. L M,

1 I am the creature of the Lord ;
He made me by his powerful word :
This body, in each curious part,
‘Was wrought by his unfailing art.

2 From him my noble spirit came,

My soul, a spark of heavenly flame ;

That soul by which my body lives,

‘Which thinks, and hopes, and joys, and
grieves. .

8 To what should I then first attend,
Or what esteem my noblest end ?

It surely must be this alone,

That God, my Maker, may be known.

4 8o known, that I may love him still,
And form my actions by his will ;
That he may bless me while I live,

And when I die my soul receive
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38. Reward. C.M.|3 %his 2& was {h;en us to prepare
t whi 3
1 How pleasant ’t is to dwell below o, ,:;;. Ia gzg'ﬁd,,fi:&,fgg‘ :h::re,
In fellowship of love, 'And find a heavenly home !
. And though we part, % is tliss to know
The good shall meet above. 4 And will the Lord my sins forgive

2 The children who have loved the Lor{
Shall hail their teachers there;

And teachers gain the rich reward
Of all their toil and care.

39. The Value of Time. C. M.

1 If idly spent, no art or care
Time’s blessing can restore

And God requires a strict account
For every misspent hour.

2 Short is our longest day of life,
And soon the prospect ends,
Yet on that day’s uncertain date

Eternity depends.

40, Time is Flying. C. M.

1 How long sometimes a day appears !
‘And weeks, how long are they !

Months move along, as if the years
‘Would never pass away.

2 But months and years are passitg by,
And soon must all be gone

For day by day, as minutes fly,
Eternity comes on.

8 Days, months, and years must have an

ent
Etemity’ ha¥ none ;
)T will always have as long to spend
As when it first begun.

4 Great God, an infant cannot tell
_How such a thing can be 5

I only pray that I may dwell
That long, long time With thee.

41. Life a Summer’sDay. 3. M.

1 This life is but a summer’s day
Of shadows and of light;

{ts brightest sunbeams pass away,
‘And soon give place to night.

4 Fair childhood is the early dawn,
And youth the morning gay ;
Manhood ’s the noon so quickly

gene,
And age the evening ray

Through his redeeming love,
And bid me to his glory live,
And write my name above ?

42. Endofthe Years O M

1 While through another rolling year
The care of God we trace,
‘What bounties of his hand have
Each moment of its space !

crowned

2 His mercy loads each passing hour
With some new mark of good 5
And gives us, as our wants return,
Our home, our clothes, our food.

3 Our lives, our health, and all we have,
Qur parents and our friends,

Are all among the bounteous store
Of blessings that he sends.

4 The richer treasures of his grace
Are better far than they :

0 let us, from our inmost hearts,
For these rich blessings pray.

43. The New Year. L M

1 Great God, we sing that mighty hand,
By which, supported still, we stand :
The opening year thy mercy shows ;

Let mercy crown it till it close.

2 By day, by night, at home, abroad,
Still we are guarded by our God;
By his incessant bounty fed,

By his unerring counsel led.

3 In scenes exalted or depressed,

Be thou our joy, and thou our rest § .
Thy goodness all our hopes shall raise,
‘Adored through all our changing days.

44. The Judgment Day. 8.4

1 A dread and solemn hour

To us is drawing near j
When we, before the throne of God,
All present shall appear.

2 What answer shall we give,

. When God himself demands
The uses of such times as these

In judgment at our bands ?
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8 And must we then confess 2 Children our kind p claim ;
That all was spent in vain, And God will well approve,
‘The seasons that were once our own ‘When infants learn to lisp his name,
But cannot be again ? And their Redeemer love.
4 This will be dark indeed ! 3 Then seek the Lord betimes, and choose
To regions of despair The path of heavenly truth: )
Qur own neglect will sink us down, The earth affords no lovelier sight
To mourn forever there. Than pure religious youth.

15. ‘Blessings of a Sabbath.
L. M.

Teachers.

1 Great God, accept our songs of pralse,

‘Which now with grateful hearts we raise ;

Bless our attempts to spread abroad

The knowledge of our Saviour, God.
Children.

2 0 Lord, to thee our thanks are due,

For those who did compassion show,

In kindly pointing out the road

That leads to Christ, the wuy to God.
Teachers.

8 We claim no metit of our own 3

Great God, the work is thine alone !

Thou didst at first our hearts incline

To enter on this work of thine.
Children.

4 Now we are taught to read and pray,

To hear thy word, to keep thy day ;

Lord, here accept the thanks we bring,

Our infant tongues thy praise would sing.
Teachers.

5 With these dear children we ’ll unite,

Their songs inspire us with delight ;

Lord, while on earth we sing thy love,

May angels join their notes above !
Children.

6 Great God, our benefactors bless,
Teachers.

And crown thy work with great success ;

Al
O may we meet around thy throne,
To sing thy praise in strains unknown |

46. Instructing the Young.

1 Blest work ! the youthful mind to win,
And turn the rising race

from dark and dangerous paths of sin,
To seek redeeming graoce.

10

47. The Teacher’s Weork. C. M.

1 Be ours the bliss in wisdom’s way
To guide untutored youth,

And lead the mind that went astray
To virtue and to truth.

2 Delightful work, young souls to win,
And turn the rising race

From the deceitful paths of sin,
To seek redeeming grace.

8 Almighty God, thine influetxe shed,
To aid this good design :

The honors of thy name be spread,
And all the glory thine,

48. Prayer for Children. L. M.

1 Dear Saviour, if these lambs should stray
From thy‘)secure enclosure’s bound,
And, lured by earthly joys away,
Among the thoughtless crowd be found:

2 In all their erring, sinful years,
O let them ne’er forgotten be
Remember all the prayers and tears
‘Which have devoted them to thee.

3 And when these lips no more can pray,
These eyes can weep for them no more,
Turn thou their feet from folly’s way,
The wanderers to thy fold restore.

49. Death of a Teacher, L ¥

1 The voice is hushed — the gentle voice,
That told us of a Suviour’s love ;

And made our youthful hearts rejoice,
In hope of heaven, our home above.

2 The eye is dim, the loving eye,
That beamed so fondly on us here

Sealed up in death, the anxious sigh
No more bedews it with a tear !

8 But in the land beyond the grave
That voice will swell in rapturous tone
The song to Him who died to save,

bring the weary traveller home-
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30. O Come, Come Away. P.M.
10 eo:e, emine away ! the S8abbath morn

passing,
Let ’s hasten to the S8abbath-school,
. O come, come away !
The 8abbath bells are ringing clear,
Their joyous peals salute my ear,
I love their voice to hear,
0O come, come away !

2 My oomrges invite to join their happy

number,
And gladly will I meet them there,
O come, come away !
’T is there we meet to sing and pray,
To read God’s word on his glad day,
Then joyful haste away,
O come, come away.

8 'Tis there I may learn the ways of
heavenly wisdom,
" To guide my steps to joys on high,
O come, come away ! '
The flowery paths of peace to tread,
Where rays of heavenly bliss are shed,
My wandering steps to lead,
O come, come away !

4 I there hear the voice in heavenly ac-
cents speaking,
* Let little children come to me,
O come, come away !
Forbid them not their hearts to give,
Let them on me in youth believe,
And I will them receive,” —
O come, come away !

5 With joy I accept the gracious invitation,
My heart exults with rapturous hope ;
O come, come away !
My deathless spirit, when I die,
8hall on the wings of angels fly
To mansions in the sky, —
0 come, come away !

81, The Soul.

1 A human soul ! how great the worth !
The price what mine of gold shall pay !
Poor should we be to gain the earth,
And give one human soul away !
For this the Saviour left his throne,
The costly price he knew, and paid ;
- And he the youngest child will own

L M.

fools it worth and seeks his aid.

N8,

Be Kind.
T'he Pilgrim’s Repose.

1 Be kind to thy Father — for when thos
wert young,
‘Who loved thee more fondly than he?
He caught the first accents that fell from
thy tongue,
And joined in thine innocent glee.
Be kind to thy Father — for now he is old,
His locks intermingled with gray,
His foo't:(s)teps are feeble —once fearless and
Id —
Thy Father is passing away.

52. 1L,¢

2 Be kind to thy Mother —for lo ! on her
brow

Many traces of sorrow are seen ;
0, well may’st thou cherish and comfort
her now,
For loving and kind hath she been.
Remember thy Mother —for thee will she

pray
As long as God giveth her breath ;
‘With accents of kindness, then, cheer hes
lone way, .
F’en to the dark valley of death.

8 Be kind to thy Brother —his heart will
have d
If the smile of thy love be withdrawn §
The flowers of feeling will fade at their
h,

birt]
If the dew of affection be gone.
Be kind to thy Brother — wherever you

are,
The love of a Brother shall be
An ornament purer and richer by far
Than pearls from the depths of the sea.

4 Be kl:nd to thy Sister — not many may
no

W
The depth of true sisterly love,
The wealth of the ocean lies fathoms below
The surface that sparkles above :
Thy kindness shall bring to thee many
sweet hours,
And blessings thy pathway to crown,
Affection shall weave thee a garland of
flowers,
More precious than wealth or renown.

53. Evening. M

1 Ilay my body down to sleep ,
Let angels guard my head,

And through the hours of darkness keep
Their watch around my bed.
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3 With cheeiful heart I close my eyes,
Since thou wilt not remove §
Aud in the morning let me rise
Xejoicing in thy love.

31.

1 Sce the shining dew-drops
On the flowers strewed,

Proving, as they sparkle,
ol is ever good.

God is ever Good.

2 Sce the morning sun beams
Lighting up the wood,
Silently proclaiming
God is ever good.

3 Ilear the mountain streamlet
1n the solitude,

‘With its ripple saying
God is ever good.

4 In the leafy tree-tops,
Where no fears intrude,
Merry birds are singing
God is ever good.
5 Bring, my heart, thy tribute,
Songs of gratitude,
While all nature utters,
God is ever good.

God seen in his Works.
C. M.

1 There’s not a tint that paints the rose,
Or decks the lily fair,

55.

Or streaks the humblest flower that blows,

But God has placed it there.

2 At early dawn there’s not a gale
Across the lundscape driven,

And not a breeze that sweeps the vale,
That is not sent by heaven.

$ There’s not of grass a single blade,
Or leaf of lovelivst yreen,

Where heavenly skill is oot displayed
And heavenly wisdom seen.

4 There’s not a tempest dark and dread,
Or storm tiat rends the airy

Or blast that sweeps the ncean’s bed,
Buat God’s own voice is there.

§ Avound, henzath, hehw, above,
Wherever space extends,

There God displays his boundless love,
And power with merey blends,

6, 5.
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56, God Everywhere. L. M.
1 Among the deepest shades of night
Can there be one who sces my way ?
Yes, God is as a shining light,
That turns the darkness into day.

2 When every eye around me sleeps,
May I not sin without control ?

No ; for a constant watch he keeps
On every thought of every soul.

3 If I could find some cave unkpown,
Where human feet had never trod,
Yet there I could not be alone,
On every side there would be God.

57. Creation praises God. C. M.

1 My heavenly Father.! all I see,
Around me and above,

Sends forth a hymn of praise to thee,
And speaks thy boundless love.

2 The clear blue sky is full of thee ;
The woods, so dark and lone,

The soft south wiud, the sounding sea,

Worship the Holy One.

3 The humming of the insect throngs,
The pratiling, sparkling rill,

The birds, with their melodious songs,
Repeat thy praises still.

The Mercy of God.
Lenox.

58, H M

1 No burning heats by day,
Nor blasts of evening air,
Shall take my health away
If God be with me there
Thou art my sun,
And thou my shade,
To guard my head
By night or noon.

2 To heaven I lift my eyes,
From God is all my aid 5
The God that built the skies,
And earth and nature mace

e is the tower
To which I fly 5
His grace is nigh

In every hour.
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89. The Happy Land. P. M.

Ezperience.

1 There is a happy land,
Far, far away,
Where saints in glory stand,
Bright, bright as day:
O, how they sweetly sing,
Waorthy 1a our Saviour, King 3
Leud let his praises ring
Forevermore !

2 Come to this happy land,
Come, come away 3

Why will ye doubting stand ?
Why still delay ?

0, we shall happy be,

When, from sin and sorrow free,

Lord, we shall live with thee,
Blest evermore.

8 Bright, in that happy land,
Beams every eye ;

Kept by a Father’s hand,
Love cannot die.

O, then, to glory run;

Be a crown and kingdom won 3

And bright above the sun

evermore !

6O0. Spring. C. M.

1 How smiling wakes the verdant year,
Arrayed in velvet green !

How glad the circling fields appear,
That bound the blooming scene !

2 And hark ! from yon deep shady grove
The feathered warbler breaks ;

And into notes of joy and love
The solitude awakes '

8 And shall the first-beloved of heaven
Be silent as they sing ?

8hall man, to whom the lyre is given,
Not wake one grateful string ?

4 0, let us join the cheerful lay
That gives our Maker praise ;

And now, in louder notes than they,
Our hearts and voices raise!

61. Parting.

1 Once more, before we part,
‘We Il bless the Saviour’s name ;
Record his mercies, every heart ;

8. M.

8ing, every tongue, the same,

HYMNS.

2 May we receive his word,
And feed thereon and grow ,
Go on to seek and know the Lord,

And practise what we know.
62. Dismission. 8,%
Fount.

1 May the grace of Christ our Saviour,
And the Father’s boundless love,
'With the Holy 8pirit’s favor,
Rest upon us from above,

2 Thus may we abide in union
‘With each other and the Lord ;

And p , in sweet ion,
Joys which earth cannot afford.
63. Adoration. 8,1

1 May I love thee and adore thee,
O thou bleeding, Lamb ;
Teach my heart to bow before thee,

Kindle there a sacred flame !

2 Teachmewhatlambynuture“
How to lift my thoughts on hig

Teach me, O thou great Creator,
How to live and how to die |

64. Praise for Daily Mercies.
C.M

1 Lord, I would own thy tender care,
And all thy love to me ;

The food I eat, the clothes I wear,
Are all bestowed by thee.

2 T is thou preservest me from death
And danger every hour ;

I cannot draw another breath,
Unless thou give the power.

3 My health, and friends, and parents dear,
To me by God are given;

I have not any blessing here
But what is sent from heaven.

H

4 Such good Lord, and care,
A child can ne'er repay i

But may it be my daily prayer
To love thee and obey.

5. Praise to Jesus. M

1 Awake and sing the song
of and the Lamb ;
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Wake, every heart and every tongue,
To praise the Saviour’s name.

2 O praise his dying love,
Adore his rising power ;

Sing how he intercedes above
For those whose sins he bore.

3 Sing on your heavenly way,
Ye ransomed sinners, sing ;
Ring on, rejoicing, every day,
In Christ the cternal King.
4 We soon shall hear him say,
“Ye blessed children, come ! ”
He soon will call us hence away,
And take his wanderers home

86. Logd’s Prayer. - L M.

1 Our Father, God, who art in heaven,
To thy great name be reverence given ;
Thy peaceful kingdom wide extend,
And reign, O Lord, till time shall end.

2 Thy sacred will on earth be done,

As 't is by angels round thy throne ;
And let us every day be fed

‘With earthly and with heavenly bread.

8 Our sins forgive, and teach us thus
To pardon those who injure us ;

Our shield in all temptations prove,
And every trial far remove.

4 Thine is the kingdom to control,
And thine the power to save the soul j
Great be the glory of thy reign, —

J et every creature say, Amen !

e17. The Bible.

1 We’ll not give up the Bible,
God’s holy book of truth j
The blessed staff of hoary age,
The guide of early yduth :

The sun that sheds a glorious light
(er every dreary road ;
The voice that speaks a Saviour’s love,

calls us home to God.

P. M.,

2 We’ll not give up the Bible,
For pleasure or for H
‘We’ll buy the truth, and sell it not,
For all that we might gain:
Though man should try to take our prize
By guile or cruel might,
We 'll suffer all that man could do,
And God defend the right !
13%
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8 We Il not give up the Bihle,
But spread it far and wide,

Until its saving voice be heard
Beyond the rolling tide :

Till all shall know its gracious power,
And, with one voice and heart,

Resolve that from God’s sacred word
Well never, never part!

68. The Bible n Guide. C.M.

1 How shall the young secure their hearts.
And guard their lives from sin ?

Thy word the choicest rules imparts,
To keep the conscience clean.

2 'Tis like the sun—a fleavenly light,
That guides us all the day ;

And, through the dangers of the night,
A lamp to lead our way.

3 Thy precepts make us truly wise 3
‘We hate the sinner’s road ;

‘We hate our own vain thoughts that rise,
But love thy law, our God.

4 Thy word is everlasting truth,
How pure is every page ! —

That holy book shall guide our youth,
And well support our age.

69. The Bible.

1 How precious is the book divine,
By inspiration given !

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

C M.

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,
In this dark vale of tears ;

Life, light and joy, it still imparts,
And quells our rising fears.

8 This lamp, through all the tedious night
Of life, shall guide our way,

Till we behold the clearer light
Of an eternal day.

70. Praise to God.

1 The praises of my tongue
I offer to the Lord ;

That I was taught and learnt so young
To read his holy word.

2 Dear Lord, this word of thine
Informs me where to go
For grace, to pardon all my sins,

8 M

And make me holy tov.
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8 0, may thy Spirit teach,
And make my heart receive

Those truths which all thy servants preach,
Aund all thy saints believe.

4 Turn, turn us, mighty God,
Aund mould our souls afresh ;

Break, sovereign grace, our hearts of stone,
And give us hearts of tlesh !

71. How to Pray Aright. 8. M.

1 I often say my prayers,
Butdo I cvurx‘:ly ?

Or do the wishe#of my heart
Suggest the words 1 say ?

2 T is useless to implore,
Thnless I feel my need 3

Unless *t is frum a sense of want
That all my prayers proceed.

8 Lord, teach me what I want,
And teach me how to pray ;
Nor let me e’er implore thy grace

Not feeling what I say !

2. C. M.
1 Bestow, O Lord, upon our youth

The gift of saving grace,
And let the seed of sacred truth

Fall in a fruitful place.

Prayer for Youth.

2 Grace is a plant, where’er it grows,
Of pure and heavenly root ;

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

8 Ye careless ones, O, hear betimes

HYMNS,

7 3. Missionary’s Departure
The Pearl. T,6.

1 Roll on, thou mighty ocean !
And, as thy billows flow,
Bear messengers of mercy
To every land below.

2 Arise, ye gales, and waft them -
Safe to the destined shore, .
That man may sit in darkness
And death’s dark shade no more !

3 O thou, eternal Ruler, -
‘Who holdest in thine arm

The tempests of the ocean,
Protect them from all harm!

4 Orbe thy presence with ghem
Wherever they may be;
Though far from us who love them,

0, be they still with thee !

74, Questions and Answers
C. M.

1 Who showed the little ant the way
Her narrow hole to bore, ~

And spend the pleasant sunmer day
In laying up her store ?

2 The sparrow builds her skilful nest
Of wool, and hay, and moss

Who told her how to weave it best,
And lay the twigs across

3 Who taught the busy bee to fly
Among the sweetest tlowers,

And lay his store of honey by,
To eat in winter hours ?

4 'T was God who showed them all the way
And gave their little skill,

The voice of saving love ! toanhog ol A
Your youth is stained with AI.'E) do his h'gll;(t:?lll‘.’ if they pray,
crimes,
But mercy reigos above. —
5. Independence.

4 For you the public prayer is made,
0, join the public prayer !

For you the sacred tear is shed ;
0, shed yourselves a tear !

B We pray that you may early prove
The Saviour’s quickening grace ;
Too young you cannot taste his love,

Or seek his smiling face.

1 We come, with joy and gladness,

To breathe our songs of praise,
Nor let one note of sadness

Be mingled ip our lays; .
For ’tis a hallowed story,

This theme of Fregedom’s birth §
Our fathers’ deeds of glory

Are echoed round the earth.
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2 The sound is waxing stronger,
And thrones and nations hear;
Proud man shall rule no longer,
For God the Lord is near:
And he will crush oppression,
And raise the humble mind,
And give the earth’s possession
Among the good and kind.

8 And then shall sink the mountains,
‘Where pride and power are crowned,

And peace, like gentle fountains.
Shall shed its pureness round.

0 God ! we would adore thee,
And in thy shadow rest ;

Our fathers bowed before thee,
And trusted, and were blest.

76. A.luliver-nry. L. M.

1 From year to year in love we meet ;
From year to year in peace we part ;

The tongues of children uttering sweet
The thrilling joy of every heart.

2 But time rolls on, and year by year
‘We change, grow up, or pass away :

Not twice the same assembly here
Iave hailed the children’s festal day.

8 Death, ere another year, may strike
Some in our number, marked to fall ;

Be young and old prepared alike —
The warning is to each, to all.

At a Funeral. C. M.
tched away

71,

1 When blooming youth is
By Death’s resistless hand,

Qur hearts the mournful tribute pay
Which pity must demand.

2 While pity prompts the rising sigh,
O may this truth, impressed

With awful power, I too must die,
Sink deep in every breast.

3 Let this vain world engage no m.ve:
Behold the gaping tomb,

It bids us seize the present hour,
To-morrow death may come.

4 The voice of this alarming scene
May every heart obey :

Nor be the heavenly warning vain,
"Which calls to watch and pray.

6 O let us fly, to Jesus fly,
Whose poweriul arin can save ;

.
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Then shall our hopes ascend ca tigh,
And tr'amph o’er the grave.

6 Great God, thy sovereign grace impart,
‘With cleansing, healing power 3

This only can prepare the heart
For death’s surprising hour.

78. Funeral Hymn.

1 Sister, thou wast mild and lovely,
Gentle as the summer breeze,

Pleasant as the air of evening
‘When it floats among the trees.

2 Peaceful be thy silent slumber,
Peaceful in the grave 80 low:

Thou no more wilt join oftr number,
Thou no more our songs shalt know.

3 Dearest sister, thou hast left us !
Here thy loss we deeply feel 5

But ’t is God that hath bereft us,
He can all our sorrow heal.

4 Yet again we hope to meet thee,
When the day of life is fled ;

Then, in heaven, with joy to greet thee,
‘Where no farewell tear is shed.

81

79. The Bible a Delight. L M

1 1 love the sacred book of God ;
No other can its place supply :
It points me to the saints’ abode,
It gives me wings. and bids me fly.

2 Sweet book ! in thee my eyes discern
The image of my absent Lord ;

From thine instructive page I learn
The joys his presence will atford.

3 But while I’m here, thou shalt supply
His place, and tell me of his love :

Il read with faith’s discerning eye,
And thus partake of joys abovs.

80. The Bible full of Chriss,
C. M.

1 Thou lovely source of truc delight
Unseen, whom I adore,

Unveil thy beauties to my sight,
That I may love thee more. B

2 Thy glory o'er creation shines
But in thy sacred word
I read, in fairer, brighter lines,

My bleeding, dying Lord.
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8 T '{s here, whene’er my comforts droop, | Let the world account me poo,
tb;nlg lin:'i nndmlommm ofh Having this, I need no more. ?
ve, with rful 0]
2 Food to which the world ’s a
My fainting heart supplies. . O‘Hm myhhunsry soul enjogs ;"""’F
excess there is no
O oorne it ot ey 0 gty ocTHOuEh i il i never cloys g
radian a dying t —_
Chase miy feas® the shades of nlght He iu meat and drink indeed.
-_— 8 When my faith is faint and sickly,
81. The Parent’s Plea. O.M.| Or when Satan wounds my mind,
Cordials to revive me quickly,
1 Thou who a tender parent art, Healing medicines here I find 3
Regard a parent’s plea ; To the promises I fice, —
M{ offspring, with an anxious heart, Each affords a remedy.
now commend to thee. ’
2 My children are my t care, 4 In the hour of dark temptation,
A charge which thou hast given j Batan cannot make me yield
In all thy graces let them share, For the word of consolation
And all the joys of heaven. Is to me & mighty shield 5
‘While the Scripture truths are sure,
tOnmethouhastbeatowedﬂ:ygraee, From his malice I’m secure.
Be to my children kind ; —
Among thy saints give them a place,

And leave not one behind.

4 Happy, we then shall live below,
The remnant of our days ;

And when to brighter worlds we go,
Shall long resound thy praise.

82, Parental Instruction. 7.

1 Lord, assist us by thy grace
To instruct our infant race
Grant us wisdom from above,
Fill us with a Baviour’s love.

2 May we teach them day by day,
In the house and by the way ;
‘When they rise, or go to rest,

Till thy truth shall make them blest.

3 While in childhood’s tender age
They unfold the sacred page,
May they see in every line
Kindling rays of light divine.

4 Precious Baviour, hear our prayer,
‘We commit them to thy care ;

Be their shepherd and their guide,
Bring them to thy bleeding side.

" 83.' Precious Bible.

1 Precious Bible, what a treasure
Does the word of God afford !
All I want fowlife or pleasure,
and medicine, shield and sword.

8, 7.

84. Prayer for the Yonths
L. M,

1 Almighty God, show me thy truth,
Andgivomegra::ewhileinmyyoutm
Raise up my thoughts to thee on high,
And all my wants with grace supply.

2 My sins, so numerous, Lord, forgi
‘And let thy truth within me live, ©
To lead me in the narrow path,

From sin and sorrow, pain and death.

8 Dear Lord, let not thy anger swell,
Nor drive me down in wrath to hell
Buy pity show, and let me sing
Salvation to my God and King.

4 I feel, O Lord, thy love is sweet,

Thy blessings to my soul are great ;

The burden of my song shall be,

The Lord hath done great things for me.

85. A Child’s Prayer.

1 O Father ! bless a little child,
a And in myle:srly yo:tlllad mild,
ive me a spirit good
A soul to love the Truth.

2 May never falschood in my heart
Nor in my words abide ;

But may I act a truthful part,
Whatever may betide.

ox
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86a. Children, come to Christ. 11. Afton

1 In life’s joyous morning, while hope still is brigh*
And all thy green pathway is beaming with light,
O come to the Saviour, his mercy embrace,

And sweetly surrender thy heart to his grace.

2 Soon cares and temptations thy steps will attend,
And sorrow’s rude tempest may on thee descend ;
‘What arm can sustain thee, what wisdom can guide,
If Christ, the Deliverer, be not at thy side ?

8 His love, if thou seek him, will gird thee with power

In manhood’s stern conflicts, and trial’s dark hour j

‘With rich lations thy anguish y -
‘When stung by affliction, or sinking with age.

87. The Family Bible. 12, 1L
1 How painfully pleasing the fond recollecti
Of youthful tions and i 3

¥ t joy,
‘When blessed with parental advice and affection,
Surrounded with mercies, with peace from on ﬁ’ghl
1 still view the chairs of my sire and my mother,
The seats of their offspring as ranged on each hand,
And that richest book, which excels every other,
The family Bible, which lay on the stand.
The old-fashioned Bible, the dear blessed Bible,
The family Bible, that lay on the stand.

2 That Bible, the vol of God’s inspiration,
At morn and at evening could yield us delight 5

The prayer of our sire was a sweet invocation

“ For mercy by day and for safety through night.

-Our hymns of thanksgiving, with harmony swelling,
All warm from the heart of a family band,

Half raised us from earth to that rapturous dwelling
Described in the Bible that lay on the stand. |

The old-fashioned Bible, &c.

88. Heaven. LM

1 There is a region lovelier far
Than sages tell or poets sing 3
Brighter than noon-day glories are,
And softer than the tints of Spring.
2 There is a world we have not seen,
‘Which time shall never dare destroy ; *
No mortal footstep there hath bee:
No ear hath caught its sound of joy.

3 There, from the bosom of my God,
Oceans of endless pleasure roll ;

There would I make my last abode,
And drown the gorrows of my soul °

i Y
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89. Love of God.

1 The lo7e of God — what is it ?
Its bounds no tongue can tetl, —

T is high as heaven, 'Uis wide as space,
"I'is decper far than hell ; —

*T was love that sent his Son to earth,
T was love that bid him die,

"I was love that raised him from the dead,
And seated him on high !

2 °T is love that bids the little child
Draw near with humble trust :

’T is love that sometimes calls us home
To dwell amid the just.

O, that-all things on earth might praise
His name all else above,

Might shout hosannas to our God
For all his boundless love !

90, Closing Hymn.

1 Come, let us join our voices
In strains of sweet accord,
And, while cach heart rejoices,
Sing praises to the Lord.
And now that we must sever,
Aud go from hence away,
May we remember ever
What we have learned to-day.

7, 6.

2 Watch over us and lead us,
Lord, in the heavenly way,
And like a shepherd feed us,
And guard us, lest we stray ;
So, when our course is ended, -
And we shall mect above,
Our voices shall be blended
In purer lays of loye.

01, “Remember thy Creator,”
7, 6.

1 “ Remember thy Creator
While youtl’s fair spring is bright,
Before thy cares are greater,
Before comes age’s night 3
While yet the sun shines o'er thee
While stars the darkness cheer,
While life is all befo-e thee,
Thy great Creatwnr fear.

2 “Remember thy Creator »
Ere life resigns its trust,
Ere siuks digsolving nature,

And dust returns to dust )
Before with God who_gave it
Tas spirit shall appear

<
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He cries, who died to save it,
“Thy great Crestor fear.”
92. ° Winning Souls.

1 If we should tind a little boy,

" Who breaks the Sabbath-day,

Who knows rot what the good enjoy
And never learned to pray, —

C.a

2 T were best to ask that little one
To come and go with us;

Speak in a kind and gentle tone,
And try to win him thus.

3 For he is wise who seeks to win
The sinner from his ways ;

Who turns him from the path of sin
While in his youthful days.

4 Thus, if we find a little heart
That knows not Christ the Lord,

Let us the heavenly light impart,
The knowledge of his word.

93, Little Things.

1 Little drops of water,
Little grains of sand,

Make the mighty ocean
And the beauteous land.

2 And the little moments,

> Humble though they be,

Make the mighty ages
Of eternity.

3 8o our little errors
Lead the soul away

From the paths of virtue,
Oft in sin to stray.

4 Little deeds of kindness,
Little words of love,

Make our earth an Fden,
Like the heaven above.

5 Little seeds of mercy,
Sown by youthful hands,

Grow to bless the nations,
Far in heathen lands. =~ ~

94, Come Away..
1 Come away to the skies,

My beloved, arise, )
day.thou wilig;horn ;
ol

And rejoice in the
On this festival day,
‘Come exulting away, -
And with to Zico:

.
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2 We have laid up our love
And our treasure above,
Though our bodies continue below ,
The redeemed of the Lord,
We remember his word,
And with singing to Paradise go

- 3 With singing we praise
The original grace -
By our heavenly Father bestowed ,
Our being receive
From his bounty, and live
T'o the bonor and glory of God.

935. The Sabbath. - LM

1 Lord, hew delightful ’t is to see N
A whole zs3embly worship thee !

At once they sing, at once they pray,
They hear ¢f heaven,.and love the way.

2 I’ve been at church, and still would go,
' is like a little heaven below :

Not all my pleasure and my play

Shall tempt me to forget this day.

3 0, write upon my memory, Lord,

The precepts of thy holy word,

That I may break thy laws no more,
* But love thee better than before.

4 With thoughts of Christ and things
divine .

Fill up this sinful heart of mine,

That, hoping pardon through his blood,

1 may lie down and wake with God.

96. The Gracious Promise..
L. M.

-
1 “ Where two or three,” with sweet ac-
cord,
Obedlent to their sovereign Lord,
Meet to recount his acts of grace,
And offer solemn prayer and praise,

2 “There,” says the Saviour, “ will I be,
Amid this little company 5

To them unveil iy smiling face,

And shed my glories round the place.”

8 We meet at thy command, dear Lord,
Relying on thy faithful word 3

Now send thy Spirit from above,

And fill our hearts with Leavenly love.

155

97. Be not Weary.

1 Sow in the morn thy seed,
At eve hold not thy hand 5

To doubt and fear give thou not heed,
Broad cast it o’er the laud.

8. M.

2 The good, the fruitful ground,
Expect not here nor there ;

Q’er hill and dale by plots ’t is found, —
Go forth, then, everywhere.

3 Thou know’st not which may thrive,
The late or early sown ;

@race keeps the precious grain alive,
‘When and wherever strewn.

4 And duly shall appear,
In verdure, beauty, strength,

The tender blade, the stock, the. ear,
And the full corn at length.

6 Thou canst not toil in vain ;
Cold, heat, and moist and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grain,
For garners in the sky.

98. Faithful in Little.

1 What if a little drop should say,
“ 8o small a drop as I

Can ne’er refresh these thirsty fields,
I°ll tarry in the sky !”’

C. M.

2 What if a shining beam of noon
Should in its fountain stay,

Because its feeble light alone
Cannot create a day !

3.Doth not each rain-drop help to form
The cool refreshing shower,

And every ray of light to warm
And beautify the flower ?

4 Then let each child its influence give, -
O Lovd, to truth aud thee;

Then will its power by all be felt,
However small it be.

99, The Ruler’s Daughter.
Mark 5: 35. 11,13

1 A father is praying the Saviour to hear,

For his daughter is dying with no helper
near :

Reseeching him greatly, he falls at his feet,

And his story of sorrow, O, hear him re-
peat !
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2 My dear little daughter, I fear she will

e,
Thou merciful Saviour attend to my cry!
If thou wilt but touch her, she surely will

live ;
Fhen t:l thee all the glory, O Jesus, I’
\(:N

8 And Jesus w;.ntwlu: him, but sen i

was
To the hh(el(:td-brokon father, Thy daughter
ead !
Why t.ronble; the Master thy woes to re-
Vi

lieve
Bat the kind Saviour whispered, Now only
believe !

4 They came to the house, and the mourn-
ers were there,

And with weeping and wailing were rend-
ing the air;

But Jesus reproved them,—“ Why do ye
.thus weep ?

Forthe maid is not dead, she is only
asleep ! ”

5 0! see with a touch how the maiden

awakes,

‘When the ty Physician her hand
gently takes !

And see! from her features pale death

quickly flies,
At the voice of the Saviour, “0, damsel
arise !

100. Death ’s been Here. O.M.

1 Death has been here, and borne away
A brother from our side ;

TJust in the morning of kis day,
As young as we, ke died.

2 Not long ago ke filled kis place,
And sat with us to learn:

But Ae tas run'his mortal race,
And never can return.

8 Perhaps our time may be as short §
Our days may fly as fast ;

O Lord, impress the solemn thought,
That this may be our last!

4 Al needful strength is thine to give ; »
To thee our souls apply

For grace to teach us how to live,
And make us fit to die.

101. Sons of Peace.
1 Blest are the sons of

8 M

HYMNS,

‘Whose kind designs to serve and plesse
Through all their actions run.

2 Blest is the pious house
‘Where zeal and friendship meet 3
Their songs of praise, their mingled vowy
Make their communion sweet.

8 Thus on the heavenly hills
w%he uintﬁ are blest above,
ere joy like morning dew distils,
And all the air is love.

102, Christmas.

1 We come, with joyful song,
To hail this happy morn:

Glad tidings from an angel's tongue,
“This day is Jesus born ! ?

2 What transports doth his name
To sinful men afford !

His glorious titles we proclaim,
A Saviour — Christ — the Lord |

8 Glory to God on high,
All hail the happy morn :

‘We join the anthems of the sky,
And sing, “The Saviour’s born {”

103. Christ’s Second Coming.
8. M.

1 In expectation sweet,
‘We 'll wait, and sing, and pray,
Till Christ’s triumphal car we meet,
And see an endless day.

2 He comes ! — the Conqueror comes {
Death falls beneath his sword ;

The joyful prisoners burst their tombs,
And rise to meet their Lord.

3 Thrice happy orn for those

‘Who love the ways of peace !
No night of sorrow e’er shall close,
- Or shade their perfect bliss.

104, Evening Hymn. LM

1 Glory to thee, my God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light ;

Keep me, 0, keep me, King of kings,
Beneath thine own almighty wings!

2 Forgive me, Lord, through thy dear Son.

The ills which I this day Yave done;
And with the world, myseY, and thee,

-8 |

5

hewlulhopuu"oono

May I at peace forever be.
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8 Teach me to live that I may dread
The grave as little as my bed :
Teach me to die that so I may
‘With joy behold the judgment day.

4 O, be my guardian while I sleep,
Thy watchful station near me keep !
And when the sun again doth shine,
Q! fill my soul with light divine.

105. Time Wings Away.

1 Time is winging us away
To our eternal home 3
gife is but a winter’s day,
A journey to the tomb :
Couth and vigor soon will flee,
Blooming beauty lose its charms §
All that ’s mortal soon shall be
Enclosed in death’s cold arms.

2 Time is winging us away
To our eternal home
‘Life is but a winter’s day,
A journey to the tomb :
‘But the Christian shall enjoy
Health and beauty soon above,
‘Where no worldly griefs annoy,
in Jesus’ love.

1086, Union.

1 Come, let us join our friends above
‘Who have obtained the prize,

A.4d on the eagle wings of love
To joy celestial rise.

. 2 Let saints below in concert sing
‘With those to glory gone ;
For all the servants of our King
In heaven and earth are one.

8 F'en now to their eternal home
Some happy spirits fly ;
And we are to the margin
And soon expect to die.

4 0 God, be thou our constant guide!
_ Then, when the word is given,
Bid death’s cold flood its waves divide,
And land us safe in heaven.

107. When Meet Again?

1 When shall we all meet again ?
‘When shall we all meet again ?
Oft shall glow# g hope expire,
Oft shall wearied love retire,

Oft shall death and sorrow reign,
Ere we all shall meet again.

come,

1, 6.

o.M

7.

-
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2 Though in distant lands we sigh,
Parched beneath a hostile sky ;
Though the deep between us rolls,
Friendship shall unite our souls,
And in fancy’s wide domain

Oft shall we all meet again.

8 When our burnished locks are gray,
Thinned by many a toil-spent day ;
‘When around this youthful pine

Moss shall creep, and ivy twine,
Long may this loved bower remain,
Here may we all meet again.

4 When the dreams of life are fled,
‘When its wasted lamp is dead
‘When in cold oblivion’s shade
Beauty, wealth and fame, are laid, —
‘Where immortal spirits reign,
There may we all meet again.

el

108. My Country. 6, 4.

1 My country, ’tis of thee, sweet land of

liberty,

Of thee I sing:

Land where my fathers died, land of the
pilgrim’s pride,

From every in side let fi

ring.

2 My native country! thee, land of the
noble free,

Thy name I love :
I Jove thy rocks and rills, thy woods and
templed hills,
My heart with rapture thrills, like that
above.

8 Our Father, God! to thee, author of
liberty,

To thee we sing 3
Long may our land be bright, with free-
Pro dom'ubholy lilgi:;t, a

tect us reat
by thy ?t, God, our

109. Do&logy. LM
1 From all that dwell'belpw the skies,
Let the Creator’s praise arise ;

Let the Redeemer’s name be sung,
Through every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord ;
Fternal truth attends thy word ;
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shorq

Till suns shall rise and set no more.
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