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PREF ACK 

• 'THE first edition of Mmrn1' s TIMBREL being 
entirely exhausted, and the demand for it in
ereasing, the compiler has, ~ith considerable 
labor prepared anotherforthepress. This edition 
-<:ontains a larger amount of matter than the first. 

A~ far as they could be ascertained, the names 
<if the authors from whom selections have been 
made, are given in the index. The only apology 
the compiler has to give for the appearance of the 
work is the imperative demands of the reforms of 
the age, for something of thekind inthe singing 
ilepartment ofSocial worship. Vecytew 1lf the 
spiritual song books now before the public sym
pathise with the practical reformations going on 
to improve the social and moral condition of 
lmman society. It is believed that this deficiency 
is met in this little volume. With these remarks 
the work is submitted · to the lovers of Slll!red 
-songs, accompanied 'vith the prayer that the 
Great Head of the Church may attend it with 
his blessing wherever it may go. 

JOHN P. BETKER, Compiler. 
-!J;·ownsville, Fa!Jette Co., Pa. 1_853. 
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~HRIAlVl'S TIMBREL. 

REVIVALS. 

HYMN 1. 

JJIIRIAJJl'S SONG OF TRIWJPH. 

A1n-''A vi;oµ.'' 

"And Miriam the prophetess, the sister of 
Aaron, took a timbrel in her hand, and all the 
women went out after her with timbrels and 
dances. And Miriam answered thell'I, Sing ye 
to the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously; 
the horse and his rider hath he thrown into the 
sea."-Exonus xv. 20, 21. 

1 Sou~m the lottd timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea! 
Jehovah has triumphed-his people arc free. 
Sing, for the pride of the tyrant is broken, 

His chariots and horsemen all splendid and 
brave: 

How vain was their boastrug,-the Lord hath 
but spoken, 

And chariots :mc1 horsemen arc sunk in the 
·wave. 

Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea, 
J chovah has triumphed-his .people are free! 
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6 l\nRIAM'S 'IIMBREL. 

2 Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord! 
His word was our arrow, his breath was our 

sword! 
Who shall return to tell Egypt ·the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride? 
For the Lord hath looked out from his pillar of 

glory, 
And · all · her brave thousands ~"Ire dnshed . in 

the tide! 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea! 
Jehovah has triumphed-his people are free . 

IIYMN 2. 

SECESSION. 

Am-"Crambambule. '' 

"And I heard a voice from -heaven saying, 
Come out of her my people, that ye be not parta
kers of ~~r sins, an~-~hat ye receive not of her 
plagues. -REV. XV!ll. 4. 

0 COJ.IE, come away, 
!-'ell on my ear from heaven, 
'l'he voice of Goel proclaimed aloud, 

0 come, come away. 
Come out of her, my people,-all 
Who on my name sincerely call, 
J,cst sin become rour thrall-

0 come, come away. 

2 0 come, come away, 
}'mm base llSEOciatious, 



REVIVALS. 

Nor let your name sustaiu their shame. 
0 come, come away, 

From those whose prophets dare not speak, 
The truths of God, which else would break, 
The chain that binds the weak-

0 com,e, come away,,. 

3..: ·~ o ,1wme, come away, 
F\'.Om all those sects and parties 
Who shun the light, and trample right, 

0 come, come away, 
From those who nurture slavery, . 
The sum,of all inj.qnity, 
From such, oh Christian, flee, ._ 

0 come, come away. 

4.: 0 come, come away, 
Nor let your influ.ence cherish 

7 

The dreadful crimes . that curse our times. 
0 come, come away, 

From those that justify the laws 
That sanction the oppr~ssor's cau.se, 
To. gain the wodd's applau.se. 

O come, come away. ~ 

8 : O come, come away, 
And join the frieuds of freedom, -
B.e brave and strong against the wrong; 

Q , come, come away, 
To such as fight for liberty, 
Whose arms are truth.and i}urity
G11d promises victory, 

O i:ome, come awa:y.. 
A4 
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G Then come, come away, 
Obey the voice of heaven, 
Dear child of God, redeemed wifh blood-

0 come, come away, 
From all pro-slavery churches, come, 
Nor with the wicked make thy home, 
In Freedom's ranks there's room, 

0 come, come away. 

HYMN 3. P. M. 

THE PURE TESTLAIONY. 

1 Ti1E pure testimony set forth in the spirit, 
Cuts like a keen two-edged s•1rnrd; 

And hypocrites now arc most sorely tormented 
Because they're condemned by the word. 

The pure testimony discovers the dross, 
While wicked professors make light of the cross 
An(l Babylon trembles for fear of her loss. 

2 Is not the time come for the church to be 
Into the one Spirit of God 7 [gathered 

Baptized by one spirit into the same body, 
Partaking Christ's flesh and his blood 7 [soo 

They drink of one spirit, which makes them all 
They're one in Christ Jesus wherever they be, 
The J cw and the Gentile, the bond and the free. 

3 Then blow ye the trumpet in pure testimony, 
And let the worl.d hear it again; 

· O come ye from Babylon, Egypt and Sodom, 
And make your way over the plain; 



REVIVALS. 

And gird on your armor, ye saints of the Lord, 
For Christ will dil'ect·you by his living worc1, 
The plll'e testimony will cut like a sworc1. 

4 The great Prince of Darkness is mustering 
his forces, 

To make you his prisoners again; 
By flatt'ries, reproaches, and vile persecution, 

That you iu his cause may remain; 
:But shun his temptations wherever they lay, 
And mind not his ser¥ants, w.b.atever they say; 
The pure testimony will give you the day. 

5 The world will not persecute those who are 
like them, 

But hold them the same as tlruir ow'Il, 
·The pure testimony cries out separation, 

Arn\ calls you your life to lay down. 
Come out from their spirit and practices too, 
The track of the Saviour keep still in your view, 
The pure testimony will cut the way through. 

6 A battle is coming between the two kingdoms, 
The armies will gather arum; 

The pure testimony and Vile persecution 
Will come to close battle ere long; 

Then wash all your robes in the blood of the 
Lamb, 

And walk in the spirit of Jesus's name; 
In pure testimony you shall overcome. 

• 
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10 M:IRIA~I'S TIMBREL. 

HYMN 4. L. l\I. 
TUE GOOD OLD WAY. 

l:Lift up your heads, I=auuel's friends, 
And taste the pleasures J csus sends; 
Let nothing cause you to delay; 
But hasten on the good old way. 

2 Our conflicts here though great they be, 
S\lall not prevent our victory; 
If we but watch, and strive, and pray, 
Like soldiers in the good old way. 

3 . Though Satan may his power employ, 
Our happiness for to destroy; 
Y ct never fear, we'll win the day, 
And shout and sing the good old way. 

4 . 0 good old wa.y, how-sw~et thou art 1 

May none of us from thee depart; 
But may onr actions always say, 
We' re walking in the good old way. 

5 ,And when on PiEgah's top we stand, 
And view by. faith the promised land; 
Then we will shout, and sing and pray,. 
And march along the good old way. 

6 Ye valiant souls for heaven contend, 
Remember life is nt the end, 
Our God will wipe all tears away, 
Wpen we h~ve run the good ol\l w~y. 

' 



REVIVALS. 

7 Then far beyond this mortal shore, 
We'll j<lin with those who're gone bcfo!'e, 
And shout to think we've gained the day, 
By walking in the good old way. 

HYMN 5. L. :U. 

TJIE BLBSSEJJNBSS OF PRAYER. 

1 What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to the mercy seat; 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there. 

2 Prayer makes the'darkest·clouds withdraw; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw; 
Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessrng from above. 

3 Restraining prayer we cease to fight, 
Prayer makes the Christian's armor bi·ight. 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
'l'he weakest saint upon his knees. 

4 When Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was found OD Israel's side; 
But when through weariness they fail' d 
That moment Amalek prevailed. 

5: Have you no words? Ah think again, 
Words flow apace when you com11lai:u, 
And fill your fellow creature's ears 
With the Ball tale of all. your cares. 

11 



12 l\IIRWI'S TIMBREL. 

6 Were half the breath thus vaiuly spen~ 
To heaven in supplication sent, 
Our cheerful songs would often be, 
Hear what Urn Lord has done for .me, 

HYMN 6. L. l\'L 

THE !JfERCY SEAT. 

1 From every stormy wind that blows, 
l~rom every swelling tide of woes, 
'l'here is a calm, a sure retreat : 
'Tis found beneath the "l\'.Iercy Scat." 

2 'llhere is a place where J csus sheds 
The oil of glnllness on our heads; 
A place than all besiclcs more sweet; 
It is the blood-bought "l\'.Iercy Seat." 

3 There is n scene where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend;. 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet ' 
A.round one common "l\Icrcy Scat.'} 

4 .\h, whither cottl.d 11·.e flee for aid, 
When tempted, do;;olatc, dismay' d1 

Or. how the hosts of hell defeat 
Had suff'ring saints no "l\Iercy Scat." 

5 There, there on eagle-wings we soar, 
Allll sin and sense seem nll no more, 
Allll Heaven comes down our souls to grce t, 
And glory crowns the "l\Ierey Seat." 



REVIVALS. 

6 0 · Ict my hand forget her skill, 
My tongue be silent, cold and still; 
This bounding heart forget to beat, 
If I forget the "Mercy Seat." 

HYMN 7. 

PRAYER. 

1 How sw.eet when sorrows come, 
To kneel in hnmble prayer; 

And ask the God of boundless love, 
For strength our woes to bear. 

2 How blissful is the thought, 
Thl1t not in vain we plead: 

For God his people ne'er forsakes, 
When they his pity need. 

3 Un to the drooping heart, 
}'rcsh courage he bestows; 

He whispers, "place thy tl'Ust in me, 
And I will heal thy woes." 

4 'Tis sweet when joys are ours, 
Iu gratitude to kneel, 

And offer unto God our thanks, 
For happiness we feel. 

5. 'Tis always sweet to pray, 
In poverty ---in wealth, 

In the sad hour when sickness come,, 
Or in the glow of health. 

S. M. 
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HYMN 8. 

PRAYER. 

C. M. 

1 Prayer is the food of Heaven-born souls, 
That never arc to die; 

Their destiny on earth controls, 
And fits them for the sky. 

2 Prayer is the telegraph that's fraught 
With tidings for God's car; 

The language of a silent thought, 
Which none save God can hear. 

3 Prayer is the breathing of a ~oul, 
Who loves and fears his God; 

His evil passions to control, 
Prayer is his only rod. 

4 Prayer is the whispering yon may hear, 
l<' rom yon poor felon's cell; 

His thoughts have quit their earthly sphere, 
And fain in heaven wouid dwell . 

5. He tells his guilt to Jes us, He 
Who to a thief once said, 

"This day in Paradise with me 
Thy happy home is made.''. 

6 Prayer is the only certain way 
'fo know our sins forgiven, 

By him who taught his saints to pray, 
"Our Father who's iJl Heaven," 



JlEVIVALS. 

7 Prayer opens up the intercourse 
Between our souls and God, 

If it be uttered from the heart, 
With faith in J esu1: blood_. 

rs 

8. 0 l .thou wh() prayed. "F(lrgive them, Lor<l,. 
They know not what they do!·~ 

EJ1dow us with thy holy w<;>rd, 
Thy praying spirit too. • 

HYMN 9. 8's & 7's • 
. JJBCLINE OF RELIGION. 

Arn-" Absence." 

1 ONCE, 0 Lord, thy garden flourish'd, 
·Every part looked gay and green; 

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

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

L(lrd, thy help is greatly needed, ' 
Hplp can only come from thee. 

2 , Some in whom we once delighted, 
We sha)1 meet no more below: 

S(>me, al.as! we fear are blighted
Scarce a single leaf they show. 

Dearest Saviour, hasten hither, 
Th()u canst make them bloom again; 

Oh !. perm~ them ;!lOt to wither, 
Let not all our h~ be vain !. 
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;IYMN 10. L. M. 
REVIVAL PIU.YEIJ FOR. 

l W IIILE I to grief my ·heart gave wny 
To see the work of God decline, 

Methought I heaM the Savior say, 
' "Dismiss thy fears--the ark is mine. 

2 "Though for a time I hide my face, 
' Rely upon my love aud power l 

Still wrestle at the Throne of Grace, 
And wait for a reviving hour. 

3 " Take down thy long neglected harp, 
I've seen thy tears and heard tl11}' pray'r : 

The winter season has been sharp, 
But Spring sh&ll all its wastes repair." 

ii Lord, I obey, my hopes revive! 
Come join with me, ye saints, and sing l 

Our foes in vain against us strive, 
For God will help and-triumph bring l 

HYMN 11. P. l\I. 
CHRISTI.dN EXPERIENCE. 

YE people that wonder at me aud my ways, 
And oft with astonishment on me do gaze, 
Come, lend your attention, and I will relate,. 
My past exercises, and my present state. 

2 The people I follow I once did despise, 
And oft times like you I gazed on with surprise; 
I gazed with a mixture of pride aud disdain, 
Y ct still from their meetings I could not refrain, 
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!3 I sometimes did jest at their sighs and their 
gtoa11s, 

And sometimes 'in spirit felt deeply to moum, 
Their praying and mourning gave me such of-

fence, 
I thought it delusion, and nought but pretence, 

4 I oft-times determinedl'dhearthemnomore, 
.Hut still on occasions would go as before; 
Although persecuting I still w9uld return, 
The sparks of conviction beginning to burn. 

5 'J:he word cloth'd with power atlengthreach 'd 
my heart, 

I sat under preaching, and there felt the dart; 
I strove to conc.eal. .it, but soon found it vain, 
To pray, weep and trcmble,'it did me constrain. 

6 I sunk down in sorrow, so deep my distress, 
;i lay .for some hours almost motionless, 
'Till Jesus in mercy His love did reveal ! 
A wonder ! a wonder ! 0 how did I feel ! 

7 My burden of guilt was removed an.cl gone, 
l\fy s1ifrit was aoyful, my soul was serene; 
I stood up and prais' d Him, without dread or fear, 

Nor would I 1:£gard though the world had been 
there. 

8 l\fy friends may despise me, and foes ridicnle: 
'l'he wise of this world may esteem me a fool: 
'Bnt all their attempts will be fruitless and vain, 
}'or Jesus has bless'd me and I'll praise His name! 
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HYMN 12. 

INVIT.J.TION TO CHRIST. 
Am-"Snnset Tree." 

l Coi\IE, come, come ! 
· Come, for the Father waits, 

His fatlings are all slain : 
Come, ere ho close his gates, 

And thon knock without ill v.ai1t. 
How long will yo ,refuse. 

Rich mercies from on high, 
And madly, madly choose, 

In thy wretchedness to die. 

[For a Chorus, repeat the first four lines of 
each verse.] 

2 Come, come, come ! 
Come for the Savior stands 

To plead thy guilty cause ; 
And SJ.>feads for you hiS hanclS; 

As he spreads tliem on th-c cross. 
Uis grace will Jesus give, 

Ris saving health is nigh; 
Gome unto him and live, 

And thou never more shalt die. 

3 Come, come, come ! 
Come, for the Spirit pleads, 

Pleads with thee to return ; 
Forsake thy evil deeds, 

[Chprus. ] 
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Aud for all thy follies mourn. 
Grieve not that friend divine, 

Pa~s not his proffers by ; 
H(is thy friend, e'en thine . 

19 

.And he would not have thee die . 
.[Chorus.] 

4 Come, come, come 1 
Come, and the angel-strain, 

l~rom thousand harps shall sound; 
'!'he !lead one lives again, 

And the long lost child is found. 
J~oud are the songs of heaven, 

Great raptures are on high, 
.'.\¥hen sinners are forgiven, 

An cl they live no more •to clie. 

HYMN 13. 

GOSPEL J.fBSS.AGB. 

[Choms.] 

Arn-Zion. 

SINNERS will you scorn the message 
Sent iu mercy from above 'i 

Every sentence, 0 how tencler ! 
Every line is full of Io~e; 

Listen to it-
Every line is full of love. 

2. Hear the heralcls of the gospel , 
News from Zion's King ·proclaim 
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To each rebel sinner-" Pardon 
Free forgiveness in his name :" 

How important ! 
Free forgiveness in his name. 

3; Tempted souls, they b11.ug you succor; 
Fearful hcarts,.they quell your fcarst; 

Aud with news of consolation, 
Chase away the falling tears : 

Tender heralds
Chase away the falling tears. 

4· False professors, groveling worldling•~ 
Callous hearers of the word, 

While the messengers address you, 
Take the warnings they afford; 

We entreat you 
'l'akc the warnings they afford. 

5 Who hath our report bclicvrd 'i 
'Yl10 received the joyful word 'i 

Who cm hrnccd the news of pardon 
Offered to you by the Lorcl 'i 

Can you slight it, 
Offered to you by the Lord 'i 

HYMN 14. 
WILL YOU GO? 

P. M,. 

W E'llE tmveling home to heaven above, 
Will yon go 'i will yon go 'i 

<J:o sing a Savior's dying love, 
Will yon go 'i will you go 'i 
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• Our suu will there no more go down, 
Our moon no more will be withdrawn, 
Our days of mourning past· and g.one . 

., Will yon P;o 5 will you go 'i 

:2 We're going to walk the plains of light, 
Will you go 'i will you go 'i 

Where perfect day excludes all night, 
Will you go 'i will you go 'i 

The crown of life we there shall wear, 
The palm of vic.tory ever bear, 
.And all the joys of heaven share. 

Will you gq 'i will -you go 'i 

3 W e'rc going to reap the great re*ard, 
Will you go? wilfyou go ! 

Which Christ in heaven for us prepared, 
Will you go ? will you go ? 

A rich supply of milk and wine, 
Aud everlasting joys divine, 
An.d robes that will the sun outshine, 

Will you 150 ? will you go ? 

4 We're going to strike the golden lyre, 
Will you go ? will you go ? 

Antl shout in strains of hea:venly fire, 
Will you go ? will you go ? 

We'll tell of God's redeeming grace, 
And see our Saviour face to face, 
..A.ud evermore we'll shout his praise. 

Will you go 'i will you go 7 
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• 
The wa.y to heaven isire'e for all, 

Will 'ydu go•? will you go 7 
Both Jew and Gentile, great and small', 

·Will you go 7 will you go 1 
J\Iake up your mind, ~ive God your heart, 
From every sin and idol part, 
And now for glory make a star~ ! 

Will you go 7 will you go 1 

6 0 could I hear some sinner say : 
I will go ! I will go ! 

I'll start this moment, clear the way, 
' Let me go, let me go ! 

My old companion~, fare you well! 
I will not go with you to hell, 
I mean with Jesus Christ to dw.ell: 

Let me go, let me go ! 

HYMN 15. 

GOSPEL TlWJtIPET. 

P.M. 

l HARK the Gospel trumpet's sounding ! 
Sinners hear the joyful call; 

Christ iu pard'ning love abounc1ing, 
Offers liberty to all. 

Tarn to tlte Lord and seek Salvation 
'Througlt the precious Savior's name, 

Pardon, peaceandfull redemption, 
None that seek, shall seek in vain. 

2 Tho' your crimes have reach' ii, to heaven, 
And of deel?est die appear ; 
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Ask, and they shall be forgiven, 
Seek and you shall find him near. 

[Chorus. ] 

3 Though the sinful world reject you, 
Guardian angels hovering round, 

Ever ready to protect you, 
Flaming ministers are foond, 

[Chorus.] 

4 Cast your load of guilt behind you, 
To the Lord for mercy flee; 

Though the strongest fetters bind you, 
His salvation makes you free. 

[Chorus.] 

5 Free from hell's eternal prison, 
Unbelief's tormenting chain ; 

Endless wo, and sad perdition; 
Free from everlasting pain. 

(Chorus.] 

6 Turn poor sinners, turn to J esns, 
Now while he inviting stands; 

See, the blessed, loving SaviQur. ' 
Holds to you his wounded hand6. 

[~horns.] 

HYMN 16. C.M. 

THE ·E.J.RNEST EXHORT.4.TION. 

1 Coxz, humble sinner, in whOR breaat 
A thousand thoughts rwolve; 

23 
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Come with your guilt and fear oppress' il 
And make this last resolve :-

2 " I'll go to Jesus, though my sin!!' 
·Rave llk:e ·a muuntafo rose ; 

I know his courts, I'll enter in , 
Whatever may oppose. 

· 3 "Prostrate ll'll lie before hi~ thrGnc, 
And there my guilt confess ; 

I'll tell him I'm a wretch undone, 
Without his sov'reign grace. 

4 "I'll to my gracion.s king approach 
Whose sceptre pardon gives, 

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

5 " Perhaps he may admit my plea, 
Perqaps he'll hear my pmyer, 

Bnt if I perish, I will pray, 
And perish only there. 

6 " I can but perish if I go, -
I am resolved to try, 

For if I stay away, I know 
I must forever die." 

HYMN 17. P. i\I. 
GOING TO GHRIST. 

"Him that cometh unto me, I will in wise cast 
out."--JoH~ 6: 37. 

AIR-"Scotland." 
JusT as I am---without one 11lea, 
But that thy blood was shecl for me, 
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And that thou bidst me come to thee, 
0 Lamb of God, I ~o!IMl ! 

·' !2 Jnst as I am ....... 11nd waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot, 
'fo thee, whose blood can cleanse each ·spot. 

0 Lamb of God, I come ! 

3 Just BB I am.--though tossed about 
Witl\ many a conflict, many a doubt, 
:fightings within, or fears without, 

0 Lamb of God, I come ! 

-t Jlist as I am-poor, wretched, blind; 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea; all I need, in thee to find, 

0 Lamb of G-Od, I come l 

i Just as I am-thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, 
Because thy promise I believe, 

0 Lamb of God, I com~ ! 

6 Just as I am-thy love nnknow)l, 
Hll9 bro.ken every barrier down; 
Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone; 

0 Lamb of God, I collie ! 

HYMN 18. 

I SING THE GROSS. 

1 011 J'esue and his cross I sing, 
}ly b!lSt affectjona clusM tbete; 

i 

L . .M. 
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Thence all my sweetest comforts spring,
J oys to my soul, than lifo more dear. 

il I love to linger near the cross, 
And feel as if my Lord were there; 

It makes me count the world hut dross, 
And fills my. soul with faith and prayer. 

3 ·while with a melting heart I gaze, 
. And drink my Saviour's sorrows in, 
I-le bows his head, and sweetly says, 

''Tis finished.' 'There's an end of sin .' 

4 Strangely my sorrows turn io joy, 
I hail the dying, conquering King; 

The victor's crown my thoughts employ, 
And Chl:ist, the liviug Christ, I sing. 

HYMN 19. P.M. 
THE HAPPY CONVERT. 

Come ye that fear theLord, unto me, unto me, 
Come ye that fear the Lorcl, unto me, 

I've. something good to say, 
About the narrow way, 

J:'or Christ the other clay saved my soul, saveJ 
my soul. 

2 He gavemefirsttosee, whatl1rns, whatlwas, 
He gave me first to sec what I was, 

He gavo me first to see, 
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My guilt and misery, 
.A.nd then he set me free, bless his name, bless 

his name. 
3 My old companions said, he's undone, he's 

nudone, 

My old companions said, he's undone, 
My old companions said, 
He is surely going mad, 

But Jesus makes me glad, bless his name, bless 
his name. 

4 0 ! if they did but know what I feel, what I 
feel, 

0 if they did but know what I feel, 
Had they but eyes to see, 
Their guilt and misery, 

They'd be as mad as me, I believe, I believe. 

5 Some said he'll soon give o'er, you shall sec,· 
you shall see, 

Some said he'll soon give o'er, you shall see, 
Some time has pass'd away, 
Since I began to pray, 

And I feel the same to-day, bless his name, 
bless his name. 

6 An:d now ,I'm going home, to the Lord, to 
the Lord, 

AJid now I'm going home, to the Lord. 
And now I'm going home, 
Poor .sinner, wilt thou come, 

Or meet an awful docim, from the Lord, from 
tli.e Lord. 
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7 0 had I angel's wings, I would fly, I would fly,, . 
I} h.:id I angel's wings, I would fly, 

Had I wings like yonder dove., 
i soon would soar above, 

.htd' i;lJ<l the God I love, on his throne, an hi. 
throne. 

llYMN 20. p, l{. 

" LOOK TO JESUS!" 
l " Loo& to Jesus 1" See, he stand,, 

Holding forth his bleeding hancl.8, 
Saying, "Come to me for rest, 
Aud be saved among the blest l" 

! "Look to Jesus l" Sinnei· come l 
Without Christ, behold your doom t 
Present pain and endless hell I . 
CQiue, and all may yet be well I 

lr " Look to J csus 1 " Mourner, hear 
Mercy whisp'ring in your ean 
"Though yom· sins as scarlet be, 
Ile can cleanse and set thee free." 

~ " Look to J esns 1 " Weeping one! 
Hope, for thou art not un<lone; 
'fhose arc blest who shed such tears: 
He will hush thy doubts and fears. 

i , "Look to Jesus!" Christian, look, 
Thy dear name is in his bouk;., 
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Rood it there, and with delight 
Humbly seek perfection's height. 

~ " Look to Jes us 1 " Joy in life; 
Cure for sin and end of strife; 
Life in death and endless bliss 
Where the blessed Saviour is. 

HYMN 21. P. M. 
INVITATION OF THE GOSPEL. 

l "Come to Calvary's holy monntain, 
Sinners ruined by the fall ; . 

Hero a pure and healing fountain 
Flows to cleanse the guilty seul, 

In a full perpetual tide, 
0.pen'd when the Savior died. 

~ Come in sorrow :tnd contrition, 
Wounded, impotent, and blind; 

Here the guilty seek remission, 
Here the lost a refuge find·; 

Health this fountain will restore, 
He that drinks shall thirst no more.. 

-3 Come, ye dying, live forever., 
'Tis 11 soul-reviving flood; 

God is faithful, he will never 
Break his covenant, sealed in blooil; 

Signed when our Redeemer died, 
Scaled when he was glorified." 
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HYMN 22. P. M. 
THE PARALYTIC. 

1 Review the palsied sinner's case, 
Who sought for health in Jesus; 

His friends convey'd him to the pl~ce, 
Where he might meet with Jesus. 

But from the roof they let him down, 
Before the face of Jesus. 

A multitude were thronging rouncl, 
To keep them back from Jes us. 

2 Thus, b\·ethren, help these friencls of your;; 
To find their way to Jesus; 

His grace the worst diseases cures ; 
Oh! help them on to Jesus. 

The palsy's fearful stroke t!1ey feel ; 
There's none can save but Jesus ; 

'Tis he alone their souls can heal; 
Oh! help them on to Jesw. 

3 The fainting souls by sin. diseased, 
There's none can save but Jesus; 

With more than plague or palsy seized., 
Oh! help them on to Jesus. 

The seeds of death are sown within, 
There's none can save but Jesus; 

The worst disease on earth is sin, 
~h ! help them on to Jesus. 

4 Oh! Savionr, hear their mournful cry, 
And tell them thou art J esns; 
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Oh!-speak the word, or they must die, 
And bid farewell to Jesus: 

Now let them hear thy voice declare, 
Thou all-sufficient Jesus, 

That thou didst die to hear their prayer, 
And give them health in Jesus. 

5 '.l'he great Physician now is near, 
The sympathizing Jesus; 

He speaks the drooping heart to cheer, 
Oli ! hear the voice of J csus; 

Your many sins are all forgiven, 
Oh hear the voice of Jesus; 

Go on your way in peace to heaven, 
And wear a crown with Jesus. 

6 All glory to the dying Lamb, 
I now believe in Jesus; 

I love the blessed Saviour's name, 
I love the name of Jesus; 

His name dispels my guilt and fear, 
No other name but Jesus; 

Oh! how my soul delights to hear 
The charming name of J eirus. 

7 Come, brethren, help me sing his praise; 
Oh! praise the name of Jesus; 

And, sisters, all your voices raise; 
Oh! bless the name of Jesus: 

And when to that bright world above, 
We iise to see our Jesus, 
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We'll sing around the throne of love 
The blessed name of Jesus. 

HYMN 23. P. M. 

l DrD you hear that Jesus came ? Did you hear 
that Jesus came ? 

CHORUS. 

Oh ! he came for you, and he came for me. 
And he came for every onc--he came for every 

one. 
2 Did y1m hear that Jesus wept ?- Did you hear 

that Jesus wept ? 
0 ! he wept for_you, etc. 

3 Did you hear that Jesus prayed 7 Did you 
hear that Jesus prayed ? 

0 ! he prayed ·for you, etc. 

4 Did you hear that J esn.s died q Di.d you hear 
that Jes us died q 

0 I he died for you, etc. 

5 Did you hear that Jesus rose ? Did you hear 
that Jesus rose 'i 

0 I he rose for you, etl;. 

•, G Did $'OU hear thatJ esus pleads 'i Did yott hea1· 
that Jesus pleads ~ 

0 l ho pleads for yoo, et,c. 

, 7 D;dyouhearofthemansionsabovd Didyo11. 
hear of the mansions above ? 

Yes! a mansion for yon, etc. 
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6 Did you hear of the crown of life 1 Did you. 
hear of the crown of life q 

Yes I a. crown for you, etc . 

9 Did yot'I hear of the.golden harps q Did yott: 
hear of the golden harps S 

Yes! a harp for yon, etc. 

lO Did you hear" of the shouta.bove ~ Did you 
hel)r of the shout above ~ 

Yes I a shout for you, etc. 

ll Did you hear of the rest above 1 Did you. 
h.e11r of the rest above ? 

Yes! a rest for 1ou, etc. 

HYMN 24. L. M. 

LONGJN(}S FOR THE HE.A VENLY HC>ME •. 
1 The time draws near-I long for home 

In heaven where sorrows never conic. 
CHORUS. 

0 heaven! sweet heaven l when shall I sea~ 
0 when shall I get there? 

t TM Lord has kept me many years, 
Sometilpes through joys, sometiw.es through 

fears. 
CIIORUS; 

0 heaven I sweet heaven I when shall I 1ee 1 
0 when shall I get there ? 
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3 Sometimes my soul would mount on high, 
And claim my mansion in the sky. 

CHORUS. 

0 heaven I sweet heaven! when shall I see! 
O when shall I get there ? 

4 Sometimes I'm like the lonely dove, 
Mourning in sadness through the grove. 

CHORUS . 

0 heaven! sweet heaven ! when shall I see~ 
0 when shall I get there 'i 

5 With notes of grief I oft complain, 
And sigh the bliss of heaven to gain. 

CHORUS. 

0 heaven! sweet heaven! when shall I see 'i 
0 when shall I get there ? 

6 To me this world's a world of wo, 
Its joys but .vanity and show. 

CHORUS . • 

0 heaven ! sweet heaven! when shall I see ? 
0 when shall I get there ? 

7 No foot of land do I possess, 
No cottage in the wilderness. 

CHORUS . 

0 heaven ! sweet heaven! when shall I see? 
0 when shall I get there. 

8 To that bright world of joy unknown, 
My friends are passing one by one. 
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CHORUS. 

0 heaven! sweet heaven, when shall I see 'i 
0 when shall I get there 7 

9 .0 may I gain that world of bliss, 
Where angels d weU, and Jesus is! 

CHORUS. 
, 

0 heaven! sweet heaven! when shall I sce·q 
0 when shall I get there ? 

HYMN 25. L. M. 
I 1Esu's my all to heaven is gone, 

To join with the angels around God's throne, 
He whom I fi..x my hopes upon, 

To join with the angels around God's throne. 

ouonus. 
We're travelling to our happy, happy home, 
To join with the angels arouud God's throne. 

2 His track I see and I'll pursue, 
To join with the angels around God's throne, 

The narrow way till him I view, 
To join with the angels around God's throne . 

Chorus. 

3 Till late I heard my Saviotir say, 
To join with the angels around God's throne, 

Come hither soul, I nm the way, 
To join with the angels around God's throne. 

Chorus. 
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4 The way the holy prophets went, 
Andjoin'd with the angels 'round the throne; 

I'll travel till my days are spent, 
Awl join with the angels around God's throne·. 

Chorus. • 

:S I have some friends before me gone, 
'fo join with the angels around God's tlu'l)ne, 

And I'm resolved to follow on, 
And join with the angels around God's throne·. 

Chorus. 

'6 They dwell in heaven's blissful home,. 
And sing with the angels around God's throne, 

They're looking out for me to -come, 
And shout with the angels around the throne .. 

Chorus. 

·7 J soon shall join that radiant throng, 
And sing with the angels around God's throne, 

And swell the raptures of their song, 
When I' join with the angels around God's 

Chorus. [throne . 

8 lf,i)'ou get there before I do, 
To sing with the angels around God's throne, 

Look out for me, I'm coming too, 
To join with.the angels around God's 1,hrone, 

Chorus. 

9 I soon shall quit this vale of tears, 
And join with the angels around God's throne, 
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l11d le&Ve behlnd earth's griefs:and foars, 
And sing with the angels around God'& 

Chorus. . [throne. 

HYMN 26. P. !(. 

GIVE ME JESUS. 

1 While wandering to and fro, 
In this wide world of wo, 
Where streams of sorrow flow-

Give me J esu9 ! 

CHORUS. 

'Give me Jesus I Give me J esns ! 
You may have all this world-give me J eti\IB ! 

2 When tears o'erflow mine eye, 
When press' d with grief I sigh, 
Still this shall be my cry-

Chorus. Give me J esns l 

3 When to the mercy seat, 
I go my Lord to meet, 
My heart shall still repeat-

Chorus. Give me Jesus! 

4 And when my faith is tried, 
Jn him will I confide, 
.Uid cry, whate'er betide--

Chorus. Give me Jesns ! 

5 Tho' weahh and friends should fail, 
And foes mJ soul 88&ail, 
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Through him I shall prevail-
Chorus. Give me Jesus. 

6 And when my toils are o'er, 
When nearing Jordan's shore, 
I'll sing as up I soar-

Chorus. Give me Jesus! 

7 When at the judgment scat, 
Earth's countless millions meet, 
The choice will then be sweet, 

Chorus. Give me J cs us ! 

8 When time shall cease to be, 
When hca veu and earth shall flee, 
I'll sing, cternally-

Chorus. Give me Jesus. 

HYMN 27 . P. M. 
JJDJ.RCHING TO GLORY. 

OuR kindrnd dear, to heaven are gone; 
We'll meet our friends in glor)'. 

They landed safe, we'll follow on 
•ro meet our friends in glory. 

CHORUS. 

We're marching to glory, We're marching to 
glorr ! 

We soon shall cross cold Jordan's wave, 
And meet our friends in glory! 

9 Like us they had their cares nnd fears; 
We'll meet our friends in glory, 
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Like us, they shed affliction's tears; 
We'll meet our friends in glory. 

Chorus. 

3 They had to fight their passage through, 
We'll meet our friends in ~Jory, 

But conquered, as we soon shall do, 
We'll meet our friends)n glory. 

Chorus. 

4 Safe housed in their eternal home, 
We'll meet our friends in glory, 

'fhey wait, till we with songs shall come, 
We'll meet our friends)n glory. 

Chorus. 

5 How happy they, from sorrow free, 
We'll meet our friends in glory, 

And such our happiness shall be; 
We'll mee~our friends in glory. 

Chorus. 

6 How bright the crown their temples bear ! 
We'll meet our friends in glory, 

Like crowns for us arc waiting there, 
We'll meet our friends in glory. 
Chorus. 

7 What harps of gold they all employ ! 
We'll meet our friends in glory, 

Such harps our hands shall strike with joy; 
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We'll meet our friends i:n gloi'y .. 

Chorus. 

S What notes divi,ne are on their tonguilil 1 
We'll .meet our friends in glory, 

And raise wi.th them our. rapturous songs., 
We'll meet our friends in glo>y .. 

Chorus .. 

9 Row green the fields o' er which tl;,ey rove !. 
We'll weet our friends in glory, 

And range with them those fields above , 
We'll meet our friends in glory . 

Chor.us. 

J.0 And oh l there dwells om· one great Friend., 
We'll meet that Friend in glory, 

Aud with him endless ages spend: 
We'll meet that Friend in gld'i'y . 

Chorus , 

11 And now in one united bani! , 
We'll meet our friends in glo\'Y, 

We're marching forwt1rd heart 1mdhand, 
']'o meet our friends iu glory, . 

Chorus. 

: rn Though rough the way, ' twill soon be paft, 
We'll meet our friends in glory, 

An..d share their blissful home at last, 
We'll meet our friends in fillory ! 

Chorus. 
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HYMN 28; C. M. 

ON UNI.TING WITH THB CHURCH. 

l OH yes, I'll join the union band, 
My heart's already there, 

And travel witlL them to that land, 
]'orev.er bright and fair. 

CHORUS. 

Oh! hail! hail! hail! I come to join the union 
band, 

Oh hail, hail, hail, I'm on. my journey home. 

2 I'll join the band whooo hearts are one 
In grief, and joy, and love; 

Whose hopes mount up and seize the tlLroue 
Reserved for them above. 

Chorus. 

3 Oh yes, 1:11 join that union band, 
I come, my friends, I come; 

Here is my willing heart and hand, 
To travel with you home. 

Chorus. 

4 I'd rather be your threshold's stay, 
A porter at your door, 

Than live in mansions great ~d gay, 
And be 118 heretofore. 

Chorus. 
4 
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'5 One day in such a place is worth 
A thousand other days; 

' Tis here I date my second birth, 
:llfy soul's own native place. 

Chor11S 

~ 'Tis here my better friends I meet, 
Friends of my heart and so1il; 

With them in heavenly places sit, 
With them my name enrol. 

Chorus. 

7 There, in the register of love, 
Forever let it stand, 

·Gntil tra.nscribcd to that above, 
By Jesus' wounded hand. 

Chorus. 

HYMN 29. 

1 On! when shall I see Jesus, 
And reign with him above ; 

To drink the flowing fountains 
Of everlasting love 

When shall I be deiivered 
From this vain world of sin, 

An_d with IIIY blessed Jesus, 
Drink endless pleasures in. 

2 Bnt now I am a soldier, 
My Captain's gone before; 

• 

P. M. 
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Re's given me my ordcra, 
And tells me not to fear ; 

And if I h<lld out faithful, 
A crown of life he'll give, 

And all his valiant 11oldiers 
Eternal life shall have. 

3 'fhrough grace I am determineil
To conquer though I die; 

And then away to J esns, 
On wings• of love I'll fly; 

Farewell to sin and sorrow, 
~iid you all adieu : 

&id you my friends prove faithfn!i. 
Aud on your way pursue. 

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

Then cast your care on Jesus , 
And don't forget to pray. 

Gird on the heavenly armor, 
Of faith, and hope, and love, 

And when your race is ended, 
You'ltreign with him above. 

!i 0 ! do not be discouraged, 
l''or Jesus is your friend, 

And if you lack for knowledg£, 
He' 11 not refuse to lend, 

Neither will he upbraid you, 
Though often yon request; 

lle•ll give you grace to conquer, 
d take you home to rC6t. 



44 MIRIAM'S TIMBREL. 

HYMN 30. L. M. 

SWEET CAN.A.AN. 

'I FAREWELL vain world, I'm' going home, 
I am bound for the land of Canaan! 

My Saviour smiles, and bids me come. 
1 am bound for the land of Cana\ln 

Bright angels beckoll me away, 
I am bouncl fqr the laud of Canaan! 

'To sing God's praise in·endless day. 
I am bound for the 'land of Canaan 1 

CHORUS. 

0 Canaan, sweet Canaan! 
i•m bound for the land of Cannan. 

0 Canaan, it is my happy, happy home: 
I'm bound for the land of Canaan! 

'2 I'm glad that I was horn to die, 
From grief and wo my soul shall fly, 
Bright angels shall convey me home, 
Away to New Jerusalem. 

Chorus. 

·3 And when to that bright world I fly, 
And join the anthems in the sky, 
Oh, then my happy soul shall tell, 
My Jesus has done all things well. 

Chorus. 

4 I hope to meet my brethren there, 
Who used to join w.ith me in prayer; 
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'Our .mourning time will then be o'-e1~ 
.And we shall live, to die no mo1'e. 

Chorus. 

<5 I'll praise my ]\faker while I've breath; 
I hope to praise him after death. 
I hope to praise him when I die~ 
And shout salvation ·as I fly. 

Chorus. 

il3 There I shall see my blessed God, 
And praise him in his blest abode. 
My th~me through all eternity, 
.Shall glory,. glory, glory, be1 

Chorus. 

H;.YM:N 31. L. M. 
CHRISTI.A.N'S BATTLli SONG. 

'l Tms cilly our so11ls have ~aught new•fire, 
Oh, glory, hallelujah! 

We feel that heaven is drawing nigh'r. 
Ob., glory, hallelujah! 

We long to quit this eumbrous·clay, 
Ob, glory, hallelujah! 

And shout with Christ in endless day, 
Oh, glory, hallelujah! 

CHORUS. 

Sing on, pray on] we're gaining ground, 
Oh, glory, hallelujah! 

il'h'e power of God is coming down, · 
Oh, glory, hallelujah! 

• 
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2 When Christians pray, the Devil run;o,.. 
And leaves the field to·Zion's sons; 
One single saint can put to flight, . 
A thousand blustering Sims of night. 

Chorus. 

3 Ye sous of Israel, up and fight, 
Put the Philistine host to flight, . 
The troops of hell are marching rouncr;: 
But Zion's sous arc gaining ground •. 

Chorus. 

4 Their hottest fire fs now begun, 
Come stand the flame till it is done, 
Some souls are wounded, others fell :: 
Our Lord is saving souls from hell. 

Chorus. 

5 Sec ~ideon marching out to fight; 
And had no weapon but his light. 
He took his pitcher and his lnmp, 
And stormed with ease the Midian carr.p1 

Choma • . 

ti Saint Paul and Silas bound in fail~ 
W onld sing and pray in spite of hell; 
God heard, and with a dread earthquak~ 
He made their priso.n walls t.o sbke. 

Chorus. 

'l The <1evil soon will shout his Inst, 
01u fighting then will all be ras~ 
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':ind we shall lay ourllrmor by, 
_i\.ud shout salvation through the sky. 

Chorus. 

8 Come help e praise Immanuel's name, 
Through all my soul I feel the flame; 
.Oh, had I wings like Noah's dove, 
iI soon would shout with those above, 

·Chorus. 

HYMN 32. C. M. 
REMEMBER ME. 

''1 Oa Thou from whom all goodness flow£, 
I lift iny heart to thee; 

1 11 all my sorrows, conflicts, woes, 
0 Lord, remember me. 

• ctHORUS. 

'Remember me, remember me, 
{') Lord, remember me; 
Remember, Lord, thy dying gronus. 
And then remember me. 

"2 Remember Lord, the mourning souL 
Oh, soothe my agony, 

Now, now away my burden roll, 
Remember Calvary. 

[Chorus.] 

3 While with 11 broken, contrite heart, 
I lift mine eyes to thee, · 
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Thy name proclaim, thyself impart, 
In love remember me. 

[ChorllS.] 

4 And "hen I tread the val f death, 
And bow at thy decree, 

Then, Saviour, with my latest breath, 
I 'll cry, remember me. 

[Chorus .] 

HYMN 33'. . 
..d SOLDIER OF JESUS. 

1 I 'M not ashamed to own my Lord, 
Who lives by angels now ador'd, 
That Jesus who once died for me, 
Who bore my sins in agony. 

CHORUS. 

I 'n1 a soldier for Jes us, 
I 've listed in the war, • 
And I'll fight until I dre. 

2 I 'm not asham@ to own. His laws, 
Nor to defend His holy cause; 

L .M. 

The way He's gone is mark'd with blood:~ 
O may I tread the steps He trod. 

Chorus-. 

3 I 'm not BSli.am'd His name to bear, 
With those who His disciples are! 
Christian I sweet name, its wortb. I view ; 
0 may I wear its nature, too. 

ChOJ"UB. 
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-i rm not ashamecl to bear my cross, 
l~or which I count all things a8 clross; 
Whate'er I'm bicl to do or say, 
If Christ rnmmand, I will obey. 

Ch!trns. 

5 I'm not ashamed to be despised 
By those who ne'er religion priz' d; 
Nor will I prove t<> Christ untrue, 
For all that man -can say or d-0. 

Chorus. 

6 'l'his world's vain honors I will shm1, 
The narrow way ef life t ? run, 
rrhat this at last my boast may be, 
The Saviour's not asham' d of me ! 

Chorus. 

49 

HYMN 34. P. M. 
THE PEARL OF GREATEST PRICE. 

The pearl the worldlings covet 
Is not the pearl for me; 

Its beauty fades ns quickly 
As sunshine on the sea. 

But there's a pearl souglit by the wise, 
Its call' d the pearl of greatest price, 

Though few its value soe, 
Oh, that's the pearl for me! 

2 The crown that deoks the monarch, 
Is not the crown for me; 

5 



50 MIRIAM'S TIMBREL. 

It dazzles but a moment, 
Its brightness soon shall fl<:e. 

But there's a crown prepared above, 
For all who walk in humble love; 

Forever bdght ' twill be--
Oh, that's the crown for me l 

l 'fhc roacl that many travel, 
Is not the road for me, 

It lcacls to death and sorrow, 
In it I would not be; 

But there's a l"Oad that leads to Go<l, 
'Tis marked by Christ's most precious blood . 

The passage here is frec-
0 h, that's the road for me! 

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

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

But there's a hope that rests in God, 
.A.nd leads the soul to keep his word, 

.A.nd sinful pleasures flee--
Oh, that's the hope for me! 

HYMN 35. 
COJIE, COJfE .A.TfT.A.Y. 

Am-" Cmmbambule .. , 

1 On! come, come away, 
},rom Wi, that dreadful monster; 
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Let Christ awhile upou. you smile-
0 come, come away: 

0 h come along and join our throng, 
And sing with us the cheeriul song, 
Aud heaven shall be your homc-

0 come, come away. 

~ From death and the curse, 
In which you now are sinking, 
Redeeming love will you removc-

0 come, come away. 
Oh come and taste redeeming love, 
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And then his truth and friendship prove, 
And onward sweetly movc-

0 come, come away. 

3 While wakhmen are standing 
On the walls of Zion, 
In vi ting you to join in too-

0 come, come away. 
Oh! will you still refuse the call, 
And into misery blindly fall, 
And drink the burning gall-

0 come, come away. 

4 The bright morn of youth 
Is passing to its zenith, 
Its dazzling light may set in night---

0 come, come away. 
Oh! come, while youth is in its prime, 
And seek redeeming love divine, 
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And in Christ's nrmy shinc-
0 com1', come away. 

5 When free from this world 
Of sorrow and temptation, 
We'll sail above on wings of love·- -

0 come, come away. 
And while angelic armies sing, 
And make the hcaycnly arches rinr , 
\Ye'll pmise·our etemal King··· 

0 come, come away. 

HYMN 36. 

LIS'J'EN, SINNERS.! 

CHRIST was bom in Bethlehem, 
Christ was born in Bethlehem, 
Christ was born in Bethlehem, 

And in a manger laid; 
And in a manger laid. 

Christ was born in llethlehe111;, 
And in a manger laid. 

2 H:is li:fe· is our· example, etc. 

P. M . 

His death our only hope, etc. 

3 The Jews crucified him, etc. 
And nailed him to the trnc, ett-. 

4 Joseph begged his body, etc. 
And laid it in a tomb, etc. 

5 )lary came weeping, etc. 
To sec her loving Lord, etc. 
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(i Down came an angel, etc. 
And roll' d away the stone, ck. 

7 Christ rose triumphau t, etc. 
And conquered death and hell , etc. 

8 Tell my disciples, etc. 
I'm l'iseu from the dead, etc. 

9 I feel he is risen, etc. 
With healing in his wings, etc. 

10 Shout, shout the victory, etc. 
iV e'rc on our journey home, etc. 

l l Thern we hope to meet him, etc. 
And never part again, etc. 
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HYMN 37. L. :U. 

' ·WE\'E no nhiding city here,"--
'l'his may distress the worldly mind, 

But should not cost the saint a tear, 
Who hopes a better rest to find. 

2 " We've no abiding city here," 
Sad trnth, were this to be our home: 

:Butlct this thought om spirits cheer, 
" 'Voseek a city yet to come." 

3 " 'Ve\rc no abiding city here," 
'l'hen let us live as pilgrims do; 

Let not the world our rest appear, 
But let us haste from all below. 

4. " We've no abiding city here," 
We seek a city out of sight : 

Zion its name---lho Lorcl is there--
It shines with everlasting light. 

HYMN 38. L . M. 

GOING Ho:AfE. 

l It is the hour of time's farewell, 
..\ud soon with Jesus we shall dwell: 
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The speeding moments hasten on, 
And quickly they will all be gone! 

CHORUS. 

I 'm going, I'm going, I'm on my journey home; 
I'm traveling to a city just in sight! 
Y cs, I'm going, I'm going, I'm on my journey 

home, 
I'm traveling to the New Jerusalem! 

2 Then will the sleeping martyrs rise, 
To meet the Saviour in the skies; 
No more they'll cry, "How long, 0 Lord!" 
But be avenged, and have reward. 

Chorus. 

3 Then will the sleeping saints come fmth, 
Who lie entomb' d in sea and earth, 
And rob'd in Immortality, 
There J esns "face to face" will see. 

Chorus. 

4 The living saints---they too will be 
Remembered in this Jubilee---
" Caught up together" in the air, 
Their Saviour's triumph they will share. 

Chorus. 

5 0, young converts who've just begun, 
(For glory and the prize) to run; 
Gird on the armor, press along, 
Soon you will sing Redemption's song. 

Chorus. 
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ti Come all who love and fear the Lord, 
Show that yon've faith in his bless' d won1, 
If you would crowns .of glory wear--
l'or the bmuing clay prepare ! prepare l 

Chorus. 

HYMN 39. 

DEE.AJJfS OF HEAVEN. 

Am---" Oft in the stilly night.'' 
Oft in .the stilly night, 

When slumber's chain has bound ns, 
Kiucl spirits bring the light 

Of other spheres around us. 
They whisper soft of joy ancl peace, 

Our dreams of heaven inspiJ·ing; 
Tbeir vigils o'er us never cease, 

'fhey're constant and untiring; 
Thus in the stilly night, 

When slumber's chain has boun(l us, 
Kind spirits pure as light, 

Are hovering gently round-us. 

2 And when the noisy scenes 
Ol' busy life allure us, 

:From ills, to us unseen, 
They're watchful to secure us; 

UnconsCiously we feel their power, 
Their warnings, timely given, 

Unseen, they guide, at every hour, 
Our onward way to heaven. 

[Repeat the first four lines. J 
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HYMN 40. 

THE DEATH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 
Am---" Afton." 

How fair and how lo,-ely is it to behold 
The sun in its splendor approaching the West ; 

Its race is near nm, anl1, refulgent as gold, 
It glid~s through the ether, as hasteuiug to rest. 

2 It sinks, but iu sinking 'tis only to rise, 
Its splendor and glory afresh to display; 

It sets, but in other and far distant skies 
It rises and reigns in the brightness of day. 

3 Yet far more resplendent than this is the 
scene 

Of the good man approaching the confines 
of time; 

All loving, all peacefol, all calm and serene, 
He passes away with a brightness sublime! 

4 He dies, but no pencil cM1 ever display 
'l'he splendor and glory that burst on his sight, 

As guided by angels, he speeds on his way, 
'l'hrongh the portals of praise to the temple 

of light. 

HYMN 41. S. M. 
THE JJYING CHRISTI.AN. 

Am---" Keely." 

1 My boat is on the sea, 
Tempestuous winds arc gone; 
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The waves float past half joyfully, 
While I look calmly on. 

2 Nol so in days gone by, 
When, launched upon the deep, 

Wiuds howled, and clouds rode inJhc 8ky, 
While waves my boat would sweep. 

3 M:y sails above I spl'ead : 
'rhose sails how white they arc l 

How pure, while floating overhead, 
Lile some bright beacon-stal' ! 

4 Once they were black ns night, 
With sin all stained and clark, 

But Christ's pure blood hath washed them 
white, 
And hung them o'er my bark. 

5 My boat is on the seas, 
Its sails are spread to-day, 

I only wait a friendly breeze 
To bear my boat away. 

6 Away! away! I long to go, 
Kind wincls, 0 come, 0 come! 

I'm weary of my stay below, 
I pine, I pant for home! 

6 Home! home! sweet homo ! dear word ! 
When will the moment come ? 

Joy I joy! I move; my sails are stirred, 
Home! home! I'm going home! 



HEAVENLY PROSPECTS. 59 

HYMN 42. S. M. 
AIR---" Boylston." 

0 SING TO JJE OF HEAVEN. 

0 sing to me of Heaven, 
When I am called to die, 

Sing songs of holy ecstacy, -
To waft my soul on high. 

2 When col(l and sluggish drops, 
Roll off my marble brow, 

Break forth in strains of j oyfulncss, 
Let heaven begin below. 

3 When the last moment comes, 
'l'hen watch my dying face, 

And catch the bright seraphic gleamll 
That on each feature pass. 

4 Then to my ravished ear 
Let one sweet song be given, 

Let music charm me last on earth, 
And greet me first in hca ven. 

HYMN 43. 
Arn---"Believe me." 

THE SPIRIT OF THE DEPARTED. 
1 I know thou hast gone to the home of the bleat, 

Thon why should my soul be so sad 'i 
I know tho.u hast gone where the weary have rest, 

And the m)lurner looksu:pand is glad,.--
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Where Love has put off in the land of its birth, 
The stains that it gathered iu this; 

And Hope, the the sweet singer, a creature of 
earth, 

Lies asleep on the bosom of Bliss. 

2 I know thon hast gone where thy forehead is 
starred 

With tlie beauty that dwelt in thy son!, 
Where the light of thy loveliness cannot be 

marrcc.1, 
Nor thy spirit flung back from its goal; 

!know thon hast chunk from the river that flows 
Through a bud where they never forgct--

That sheds o'er the memory only repose. 
And takes from it only regret. 

3 Auel though, like n mourner that sits by the 
tomb, 

I am wrapped in n mantle of care, 
Yet the grief of my bosom- --oh, call it not gloom , 

Is not the dark grief of despair. 
By sorrow revealed, as the stars are by night, 

Far off a bright vision nppears, 
And Hope, like the rainbow, a creature of light, 

Is born. likr the rainbow, in tears. 

HY1IN 44. P. )I. 

lYH.fT :JJUST IT BE TO BE THERJ:: ! 

1 WE speak of the realms of the blast, 
Of that country so bright and so fair; 
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Anil oft hear its glories confesseil ; 
But what must it be to be there ! 

2 We speak of its pathway of gold, -
And its walls deck'd with jewels most rare; 

Of its wonders and pleasures untold : 
But what must it be to be there_! 

3 W c speak of its freedom from sin; 
l<'rom sorrow, temptation and care; 

From trials without and within; · 
But what must it be to be there l 

4 We speak of its :service and love, 
Of the robes which the glorificcl wear, 

Of the Church of the first born above; 
But what must it be to be the;-c ! 

5 'fhen let us, 'midst pleasure and wo, 
Still for heaven ou1: spirits prepare; 

And shortly we also shall know, 
· An cl feel what it is to be ·there ! 

HYMN 45. P. M. 
BRIGHT scenes of glory strike my senEe, 

And all my passions capture, 
Eternal beau ties round me shinl'l, 

Infusing warmest rapture ; 
I dive in pleasures doep and full, 

In swelling waves of glory, 
And feel my Saviour in my soul, 

And groan to tell my story. 
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2 I feast on honey, milk and wine, 
I drink perpetual sweetness ; 

~fount Zion's beauties round me shine, 
While Christ unfolds his glory l 

:\" o mortal tongue can show my joys, 
Kor can au angel tell them; 

Teu thonsaud times surpassing all 
Terrestrial worlds or emblems. 

:J The bliss that rolls tlnough those above, 
Through those in glory seated, 

Which causes them loucl songs to sing, 
Ten thousand times repcated---

Dart through my soul in radiant flame, 
Constraining louclest praises ; 

O'erwhclming all my powers with joy, 
While all .within me blazes. 

-i When earth and sea shall be no more, 
And all their glory perish; 

" ' hen sun an<l moon shall cease to shine, 
Aud stars at midnight languish, 

l\Iy joys refined shall higher shine, 
With heaven's radiant glory, 

And tell thrnugh one etemal clay, 
Love's all immortal story. 

HYMN 46. 
OUR HOJJE IN HEAVEN. 

" Ile looked for n city which hath foundn. . 
tions, whose builder ancl maker is God.'' ---Ifo
brc11·s xi. 10. 
1 On ! speak not of honors and riches below ; 
Tho pleasures of earth, are but folly and show. 
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The bright sunny days, here, are darkness and 
gloom, . " 

Compared. with the twilight of Heaven my home, 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home, . , 

The land where the snn never sets is my home. 

~ Oh! speak not of friendship as changeless 
and pure, ' 

Where selfishness reigns, and temptations 
allure: 

No union of spirits may last to tho tomb, 
But friendship is endless in heaven my home, 

Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 
'rhc land of the purified, 0 ! that is .my home. 

3 0 Ii ! speak not of llrc here as free from all 
drcall, 

Surrounded with sickness the dying and dead. 
The grave will enclose us, wherc'erwemayroam, 
But death never enters yon beautiful home. 

Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 
The land where they ne'er dig a grave is my 

home. 

4 Oh! speak not of mansions and palaces gay, 
Where cities and empires have gone to decay. 
'!'he strength of the mountains the fire may 

consume; 
But naught can destroy yonder Heaven my 

home, 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 
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~fol'st Eden's ilWeet bower~, 0 ! there is m.v 
home. 

5 Oh! speak not of sorrow, and suffering anJ 
wo, 

While travelling this rough thorny pathwa.1· 
below; 

For soon will the time of deliverance come. 
And angels shall wing us away to our borne, 

Home, home, swccb, sweet borne, 
And naught shall distmb the repose (}f tba t 

home. 

HYMN 47. 

IIEA VENLY VISIONS. 

Am-"Thc Watcher." 

By faiLh I sec before me, 
The country of the blest, 
'l'he land of light and glor~·. 
In native beauty drcst. 
There ever gushing fountains, 
Of pleasure and delight, 
Lenp down the jasper mountains, 
That girt the fields of light. 

2 There, onward, flowing ever, 
Unchanged by winds or tides, 
Life's broad and placid river 
With noiseless current glidcs,
Earth's we.ary eons and daught~rs, 
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Who gain that blissful shore, 
Bathe in those sacred. waters, 
And live forever more. 

3 'l'here, ever fragrant flowers, 
In peerless frc>hness bloom ; 
And through those Eden bowera, 
Diffuse their sweet perfume. 
Within those. bowers reclining, 
'l'he pilgrim to the skies, 
Is freed"from earth's repinings~ 
Its pains and agonies. 

4 Where grow the trees immortaf,. 
Beside yon waters bright, 
Are gathered fruits ambrosial, 
'l'o feast the sons of light. 
Earth's children, now in sadness 
And want, whose life is good, 
Shall s.liandhat world of gladness, . 
And feast on angel's food. 

• 5 There sunlight shineth never, 
Nor night star sheds a beam, 
Nor silvery monn-rays quiver, 
0' er mountain, vale, or stream. 
Yes, o'er those mountains vernal, 
And plains by angels trod, 
Pervades a light eternal, 
The cloudless smile of God. 

6 
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HYMN 413. 
THE HE..i_ VENLY SOCIETY. 

Ara:-" The Watcher." 
l The fell and dr011d trans.gressor 

Against the law of love, 
The voice of the oppressor 
Is never heard above. 
All wrong and llllin and anguish 
From Pe.radise is driven ·: 
None sigh, or grieve., or languish. 
J:n all the bowers of heaven. 

2 The true and pure in spil'it, 
Who battle for the right, 
Shall all that land inherit, 
And walk with Goel in white, 
Y ca, all the hones~ hearted 
Whose life-work is complete, 
Shall never more be parted, 
When there again they meet. 

3 A fond and sainted mother, 
Who taught me first to pray
A lovely little brother 
Arc happy there to-day. 
And loved ones swee5ly cherished 
In memories of the past, 
Whose 011rth-born hopes ham perished, 
Arc safe in heaven at last. 

4 0 ! Land of fadeless splendor, 
Thou palace of my God : 
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My life I would surrender, 
To make thee my abode; 
l\fy anxious hopes explore thee, 
And o'er thy valleys l'Oam; 
0 ! land of light and glory, 
I clairµ . thee as my home. 

HYMN 49. C. M. 

THE HEAVENLY LANJJ. 

11 The glories of that heavenly land, 
I've oft times. felt before; 

Ent what I feel is just a taste, 
· An~ makes me long for more. 

2 Hacl I the pinions of a dove, 
I'd fly and be at reat; 

Then would i soar to worlds above• 
And dwell am()ng the blest. 

3 0-.conld I reach my heavenly home~ 
And ne'er return again, 

l would not wish the seasons long, 
That I , should.suffer pain. 

( The sons of Zion marching home, 
Along the heavenly street; 

Thon will we hail them as they come, 
A,nd fajl, at Jesus' feet. 

fi Says faith, Look y()nder ! sec the priz.e: 
:Jiaid u~ in h!lav..en ajiov.e ~ 
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Says hope, It shortly shall -be ruiti.c ; 
I'll wear it soon, says love. 

·6 Desire says, Is that my home~ 
Then ~ my place I'll flee' 

I cannot bear a longer stay-
0 let rue come to thee ! 

1 But stop, says patience, wait awhile! 
The crown's for them that fight; 

Tire 'prize for them that win the. race 
By faith, and not by sight. 

HYMN 5U. 1'. M. 
THE BEAUTIFUL LAJ.Tn. 

l There is a lancf immortal, 
The beautiful of lands; 

'13cside the ancient portal, 
A sentinel grimly stands. 

He on.\y can undo it, 
And open wide fue door.; 

And mortals who pass through .it, 
Are mortals never more . 

.2 That glorious land is Heaven, 
And death tli.e sentry grim; 

The Lord therefore has give!l 
The opening keys to him. 

And ransomed spirits sighing 
And sorrowful for sin, 

Do pass the gate in d~·ing, 
..1ud -fr£ely enter ·in, 
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:3 Though dark and drear the passage, 
That leadeth to 'the gate, 

·!¥et grace comes with the ·message, 
!'o souls ·that watch and wait; 

.And at the time appoiHted, 
A messenger comes down, 

\ud leads ihe 'Lord's annointe'd 
FrQm the cross toglory's crown. 

4 Their sighs are lost 1.n singing, 
They're blessed in their tears; 

Their journey heavenward winging, 
They · leave to earth their fea1•s, 

IDeath like an &ngel eeemeth-
" \Ve welcome thee," they cry ·; 

'Their face with glory 'beameth
'Tis 1iie.for them to die. · 

HYMN ·O-l. P. M . 

.ll. LANJJ OF CAL'Jf 7JELIGJIT. 

ll There is a' land of calm J.elight 
To sorrowing mortals given; 

"!'here rapturous scenes enchant the sight, 
11.ncl all to soothe their .souls unite; 

Sweet is their :&est in .heaven 

ti There glory beams on 'all the plains, 
And joy for hope ill,given; 

There music swells in. sweetest strains, 
And spC!!tless beauty ever reigns, 

Aud all is ·love in heaven. 
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3 There clondless skies itre ever bright;; 
Thence gloomy scenl'!fl are drive;n, 

There suns disp1eme- unsullied light, 
And planets beaming ·on the sight,, 

illume the fielus cf heaven~ · 

4 There fa "'stream that ever fhnvs~ 
To paSiing pilgrims given ; 

There fafrest fruit immortal. grows ;: 
The verdant flower eternal hlows 

Amid the fields of heaven ~ 

5 ThereiS a great ancT gTorfons prize,. 
\ For those with sin who've striven ;: 

'Tfa bright as star of evening skiesJ 1 

And far above it, glittering; lies 
A golden. crown, iu heaven. 

HYMN 52. P. l\'fi 
THE HAPPY LANIJ. 

}, TnERE is a happy land, 
Far, far away,.. 

•Where s:rints in glory stand, 
Bright, bright tlB clay. 

0 how they sweetly sing, 
Wort1ty is eour Saviour King ;. 
Loud let hfa praises ring-

:PraiSe, praiSe for aye, 

2 Come t& this b.np:py la:ui:i"' 
Gome, com.c.1rnm;r ;, 
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Wh-y wil'l ye d1mbfing stand-
Why still delay ? 

D we shall happy be, 
·when from sin and sorrow free, 
.Lord, we shall live with thee-

:Blest, blestJor l!Je. 

'3 Bright in that nappy 1ana, 
Beams every eye- --

Kept by. a J<'ather's hand, 
'Love cannot die. 

On, then to glory run; 

• 

Be a crown and kingdom won ; 
And bright above the sun. 
We reign for a.Ye. 

AYMN 53 . 

.if. JJfOTJ1Ell'8 C04'J'ORT JN S@RROTIJ:. 

Am---" Mount Vernon." 
'i FAREWELL. lov'd ones, cleath hath torn you 

From a mother's fond embrace, 
I am left alone in sorrow, 

Never more to see your face. 

:2 From this world of pain nnd anguish, 
You have fled for foys above, 

A.11 your sor1:ows now are ended; 
You are bless'd with J esus' love. 

3 ln that blissful world I'll meet you, 
When the storms of lifo are past, 
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There to range the groves of plensnrfi." 
Whil~ eternal ages last. 

4 Hark ! I hear a vofcc from Ii.eave~ 
Bids me banish all my fears ; 

Those you grieve are only sleeping-, 
Weeping mother, dry thy tears! 

3 Sleep on; fov' d ones, none disturli' yo!!',, 
Sleep till Jesus bids you rise, 

Then witli all God's ransomed people-, 
r will meet you in the skies. 

HYMN 54. 
THE GOOD L.dND:-

Am-· -"Buy a Broom. ,,-

1 W E'vE bid the vain pleasures of earth,. now.-
adieu, 

The glories of Zion stand full in our view ; 
With joy we press onward at Jesus' command, 
And soon we'll go UJ.l to possess the goocl land. 

QHORUS, 

Give him glory, hallelujah! 
Give him glory ! he is worthy t 
We will aU give .him glory, 
When we arrive at home ! 
When you arrive, and ·r arrive,-
When they arrive, and11U arrive---
Then we'll all give him gloory t 
When we arrive at home ! 
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~ The bondage of sin, it was hard, but we're 
free, 

And sweetly possessing the trne liberty; 
And all may unite now with us in our band, 
Aud soon we'll go up and possess the good land. 

Chorus. 

3 The tall sons of Anak may stand in our way , 
But Jesus our Captain is stronger than they; 
The power of his gospel they cannot withstand, 
So come, let us go and possess the good land . 

. Chorns. 

4 By faith in his blood, we will trample on sin, 
Arrayed in his strength, we the conquest shall 

win; 
The sword of his spirit we bear in cur hand, 
With thjs we'll go up and possess the good land. 

Chorus. 

5 'Tis now to the bank of the river we come, 
Our spirits are leaping with joy to get home; 
Lo! Jordan rolis back at the Savior's command, 
He bids us come on, you shall have the good 

Chorus. [land 

6 When safely arrived, on that happy ground 
With honor and glory each victor is crowned ; 
The conqueror's palm-wreath they bear in their. 

hand, 
And rest with the Saviour, the God of the land, 

Chorus. 
7 
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HYMN 55 • 

. JIY FATHER'S L.ANIJ. 

1 THERE is iq1lace where-my hopes are stay' iI,. 
:My heart ancl my treasure are there, 

· where verdure :mil blossoms never fade; 
And fields arc eternally faii-. 

CHOUUS. 

That blissful place is my Father's land; 
By faith its delights I explore; 

Come, favor my :!light, angelic band, 
.\.nd waft me in peace to the shore-

2 Tberc is a place where the angels dwelI, 
A pure anil: a peaceful abode; 

The joys of that pl.ace no tongue can ten, 
But there is the palace of God. 

Chorus. 

3 Tliere is 11 plaec where my friends arc gon.e, 
Who sufferecl arnl woi:shippcd with me ;, 

Exalted with Christ high on his throne, 
The King in his beauty they sec. 

Chorm. 

·l There is a a pfoce wnc1·e I hope to live, 
When life and its laoors arc o'er; 

.A place which tlie Lord to me will give, 
Aud then I shall sorrow no more. 

Chorus. 
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HYMN 56. 

THE GHlUSTILfN' S SONG OF TRIUMP II 

IN VIEW OF HE.J. VEN. 

Arn-"Troubaclor." 

i JOYFULLY, joyfoHy, onward I move, 
Bonnel for the land of bright spirits above; 
Angelic choristers sing as I come, 
.Jo_vfnlly, joyfully haste to thy home. 

'2 Soon with my pilgrimage ended below, 
Home to that lancl of dcliga will I go: 
Pilgrim and stranger no mor.e shall I roam; 
.Joyfully, joyfully resting at home . 

.3 Friends fondly cherished have gone on before, 
'Waiting, they watch me approaching the shore; 
.Singing, to cheer me through death's chilling 

g!Gom, 
.Joyfully, joyfolly haste to thy home. 

4 Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low, 
Strike, king of terrors, I fear not the blow; 
.J cs us hath bt'Oken the bars of the tomb; 
"Joyfully, joyfully will I go home. 

5 Bright will the morn of eternity dawn, 
Death shall be banished, his sceptre be gone; 
Joyfully then shall I witness his doom; 
Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home, 
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HYMN 57. 
IS THIS THE llOJJIE OF FREEDOJI ? 

Arn-"l\1issi~ary Hymn." 
HARK! hark l the voice of anguish, 

Borne over Freedom's plains; 
A groan from ose who languish 

In slavery's galling chains l 
'T.is wafted o'er the mountains, 

l"rom Camden's sacred field, 
From Eutaw's hallowecl fountains, 

Where patriot blood was spill'd. 

2 Hark ! hark! the clank of fetter~, 
l<'rom shady grove and dell, 

A. shriek, where Freedom's martyrs 
In glorious combat fell : 

Wlrnt! stripes and chains and fetters, 
In freedom's boasted land; 

Where Liberty's proud altars, 
And tow'ring temples stand ? 

3 Is this the home of freedom, 
Of truth and holy light 'i 

"\\here millions grope in thraldom, 
Dcpriv'd of every right!-
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• 
A refuge from opprefsion 

For Emope's sons to share; 4' 

While for a dark complexion 
Her own the chain must wear l 

4 Say, is that voice of wailing
That undissembled cry

That talc the slave is tclling
N ot worth a single sigh ? 

And shall their many sorrows 
Be heard by us in vain ? 

No ! no ! we'll end their horrors, 
We'll break off every chain. 

HYMN 58. P. 111. 

llfY CHILD IS GONE! 

1 HARK from the winde a voice of wo ! 
The wide .Atlantic in its flow, 
Bears on its breast the murmnr low, 

My child is gone! 

2 Like savage tigers o'er their prey, 
They tore him from my heart away, 
And now I cry, by night and day. 

l\Iy child is gone ! 

3 How many a free-born babe i11 press'd 
With fondness to its mother's breast, 
And rock' d upon her arm to rest, 

While mine is gone! 

77 
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4 No longer now at eve I see, 
Beneath the sheltering plantain tree, 
My little boy upon my knee, 

For he is gone ! 

5 Aud when I seek my cot at night, 
'fhere's not a thing that meets my sight, 
But tells me that my heart's delight

My child is gone! 

6 I sink to sleep and then I seem 
rro hear again his parting scream: 
I startancl wakc-'tis but a drcam

My child is gone! 

7 Gone, till my toils and griefs are o'er, 
And I shall reach that happy shore, 
·where negro mothers cry no more, 

My child is gone! 

HYMN 59, 

0 PITY THE SL.A VE JJfOTHER. 

l I pity the slave mother, carewom and weary, 
Who sighs as she presses her babe to her breast; 
J lament her sad fate, all so hopeless and dreary. 
I lament for her woes and her wrongs unre-

drcssed. 
0 who can imagine hor heart's deep emotion, 
As she thinks of her children abont to be sold; 
l OU may picture the bonnds of the rock-gird, 

led ocean, 
nut the griof of thqt upther can never be 

l\nown, 
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2 The mildew of slavery has blighted each 
blossom, 

That ever has bloomed in her pathway below; 
It has .froze every fountain that gushed iu her 

bosom, 
Aud chilled her hrart's verdure with pitiless wo: 
Her parents, her kindred, all crushed by OJ.l· 

prcssion; 
Her husband still doomed in its desert to stay 
No arm to protec~ from the tyrant's aggression · 
She must weep as she treads on her desolate way. 

3 0 slave-mother, hope! see--thc nation is 
shaking! 

The arm of the Lord is awake to thy wrong! 
The slaveholder's .heart now with terror is 

quaking, 
Salvation and mercy to heaven belong! 
Rejoice, 0 rejoice! for the child thou mi rearing 
May oue day lift up its uumauacled form, 
While hope, to thy, heart, like the rain bow rn 

cheering, 
Is born, like the rainbow, 'miu tempest nnd 

storm. 
I 

HYMN 60. 

THE BEREAVED .MOTHER. 
Am-" Kathleen O"Moore." 

l Oh ueep was the anguish of the slave mother' a 
heart, 

When called from her uarling forever to part; 
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So grieved that lone mother, that heart broken 
mother, 

In sorrow and wo. 

2 The lash of the master her deep sorrownnock, 
While the child of her bosom is sold on the block 
Yet loud shriekec1 that mother, poor heart bro-

ken mother, 
In sorrow and wo . 

3 The babe in return, for its fond mother cries· 
While the sound 9f their wailings together arise; 
They shriek for each other, the .child and the 

mother, 
In sorrow and wo. 

4 The harsh auctioneer. to sympathy cold, 
Tears the babe from its mother, and sells it for 

gold, 
While the infant and mother, loud shriek for 

each other, 
In sorro'11 and wo. 

5 At last came the parting of mother and child, 
Her brain reeled with madness, that mother was 

wild, 
Then the lash could not smother the shrieks of 

that mother, 
Of sorrow and wo. 

6 The child was borne off to a far distant clime, 
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While the mother was left in deep anguish to 

pine, 
But reason departed, and she sank b~oken 

heal'ted, 
In sorrow and wo. 

7 That poor mourning mother, of reason bereft, 
Soon ended her sorrows, and sank cold in death' 
Thus died th_at slave motner, poor heart broken 

mother, 
In sorrow and wo. 

8 Oh! list ye kind mothers to the cries of the 
slave; 

The parents and children implore you to save ; 
Go! rescue the mothers, the sisters and brothers, 

From sorrow and wo. -

HYMN 61. 

THE BLIND SLAVE BOY. 

Am- " Afton." 

1 C<1me, bacl' to me, mother! whyliuger away, 
From thy poor little blind boy, the long weary 

day1 
I mark ev,~ry foot -step, I list to each tone, 
And wontler my mother should leave me alone. 
There are voices of sorrow, and voices of glee, 
But there's no one to joy or to sorrow with me, 
For each hath of pleasUl'e or trouble his share, 
And none for the poor little blind boy will care. 
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2 My mother, come back to me! close to thy 
breast, 

Once more let thy poor little blind one be press' d 
Once more let me feel thy warm breath on my 

cheek, 
And hear thee in accents of tenderness speak; 
0 mother! I've no one to love me-no heart 
Can bear like thine own in my sorrows a part; 
No hand is so gentle, no voice is so kind, 
Oh ! none like a mother can cherish the blind! 

3 Poor blind one ! No mother thy wailing can 
he°ar, 

No mother can hasten to banish thy fear; 
For the slave owner drives her, o'er mountain 

and wild, 
Auel for one paltry dollar hath sold thee poor 

child! 
Ah! who can in language of mortals reveal 
The anguish that none but a mother can feel, 
When man in his vile lust of mammon hath 

trod 
On hm· child, who is stricken and smitten of 

Goel! . 
4 Blincl, helpless, forsaken, with strfingcrs 

alone, 
She hears in her anguish bis piteous moan; 
As he eagerly listens-but listens in vain, 
To catch the lov'cl tones of his mother again! 
The curse of the broken in spirit shall fall 
On the wretch who hath mingled this worrr-

wood an<l gall, · 
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And his gain like a mildew shall blight and 
clestrny, 

Who hath torn from his mother the little blind 

hoy! 

HYMN 62. 

OFT IN THE CHILLY NIGHT. 

} Oft in the chilly night, 
Ere. slumber's chain has bound me, 

When all her silvery light 
The mocm is pouring round me, 

Beneath its ray I kneel and pray 
That God would give some tbkcn 

')'hat slavery's chains on Southern plains, 
Shall all ere long be broken ; 

Yes, in .the chilly night, 
Though slavery's chain has hound mp, 

Kneel I, and feel the might 
Of God 's right arm around me, 

2 Whe11 at the driver's call, 
In cold or sultry weather, 

We slaves, both great and small, 
Turn out to toil tor ether, 

I feel like one from whom the s~ 
Of hope has lou g clepartcd ; 

i\.nd morning's light, and weary night, 
Still find me broken hea1ied: 

Thus, when tho chilly breath 
Of night is sighit1g rouud me, 
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Kneel I, and wish that death 
In his cold chain had bound me. 

HYMN 63. 

FORGET NOT THE CAPTIVE. 
Am-"Be kind to thy.Father." 

Forget not the captive ! his friends are but 
few: 

Yet who can recount all his woes q 
Alas! that th~ many, who his chains might 

undo, 
Should have given their aid' to his foes. 

Forget no_t the captive! no joy comes to him, 
]'or the cup of his sorrow is full, 

Every thought of to-morro\v enhances his 
grief, 

For the iron hath entered his soul. 

2 Forget not the captive! The loved one he 
press'd 

With fondness and wnrmth to his heart, 
And felt, as he called her his own he was 

blcss'd, 
And that nothing but death should them part; 

The hands of the spoiler that lov' d one has 
reft 

Forever away from his side; 
And now, broken-hearted, forlorn he is left, 

To weep as for one that had died . 

. 3 _Fo~getno_t_the c~ytive ! P.is ch_ililren nre go;,e, 
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They gambol no more in his sight, 
The sweet name of :F'uther, in infancy's tones, 

No more fills his ear with delight, 
Oppression hath bartered his children for gold, 

Not a jewel of love now remains, 
That captive's deep anguish can never be told, 

As sadly he weareth his chains. 

4 The1idsofthat Bible, where God has revealed, 
His thoughts of good will to mankind; 

To that wretched captive oppr03sion has sealed, 
Ancl shut out its hopes from his mind. 

l<'orget not the captive! the favor mid grace• 
Which beam on thy pathway below, 

To him sends no angels of mercy, to place 
A star in the night of his ,,;ti, 

- 5 Forget not the captive! when in worship devout 
fhon prayest, remember him then ! 

And when thou selcctcst thy rulers, oh! vote 
For none but the pure-hearted men. 

Forget not tho captive! forget not his wife! 
Forget not his chilclrcn in pain! 

Awaken thy kindness to give them relief, 
And Jes us will bless you again. 

HYMN 64. P. M. 
WE ARE GO.~fB, ALL GO.~fE. 

1 We are come, all come, with the crowded 
throng, 

To join our notes in a plaintive song; 
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}'or the bondman sighs, and the scalding tear 
Runs down his check while we mingle here. 

2 We arc come, all come, with a hallowed vow, 
At the shrine of slavery never to bow, 
}'01· the clespot's reign, o'er hill and plain, 
Spreads grief and wo in !Us horrid tri>in. 

t 

3 '\\re arc fOme, all come, a detcrmiuecl baud, 
To rCJcue the sla1,e from the tyrant's hand; 
And our prayers shall ascend with ow- songs 

to Him 
Who sits in the miJst of the cheru him . 

4 We arp come, all come, ii). the strength of 
youth, 

In the li,ght of hope and the power of truth; 
Aud we joy to see in onr ranks to-day, 
'fhe honored locks of the good and grey. 

5 W c arc come, all come, in our holy might, 
And frecclom's foes shall be -put to flight. 
Oh God! with favoring smiles from thee, 
Our songs shall soon chant the victory. 

HYMN 65. 
FOR THE 1:/LECTfON. 

Am-·'Scots wha Jtac with Wallace bled.' ' 
1 Ye who know and do the right, 

Y c who cherish honor bright, 
Ye who worship love and light, 

ChQose your sid!l to. dar, 
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Succor Freedom, now you can, 
Voting for an hon est man ; 
Let not slavery 's blight and ban, 

On your ballot lay. 

2 Boasts your vote no higher aim, 
Than between two blots of shame 
That would stain our country's fame, 

Just to choose the least ? 
Let it sternly answer no ! 
Let it straight for Freedom go; 
Let it swell the winds that blow 
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From the north and east. 

3 Blot-the smaller- is a curse 
Blighting honor, conscience, purse_; 
Give us any, give the worse, 

"l.'will be less endured. 
Freemen, is it Gotl who wills 
You to choose, of foulest ills, 
That which only lastcst kills q 

No; he wills it cured. 

,1 Do your duty, He "ill aitl; 
Dare to vote as- yon have prayed ; 
Who e'er conquered, while his blade 

Served his open foes. 
Right established would you sec q 
Feel that you yourselves are free; 
Strike for tliat which ought to be-

God will bless the blows. 
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HYMN 66. 

!II .AN, BE FREE . 

P. M. 

I The storm winds wildly blowing, 
The bursting billows mock, 

As 'ITith their foa1µ -crests glowing. 
They dash their sea-girt rock; 

Amicl the wild commotion; 
The revel of the sea; ' 

A voice is on the ocean, 
_Be free, 0 man, be free. 

2 Behold the sea-brine leaping 
High in the murky air; 

List to the tempest sweeping 
In chainless fury there . 

What moves the mighty torrent, 
And bids it flow abroad q 

Or turns the rapid current? 
What but the voice of God q 

3 . Then, answer, is the spirit 
Less noble or less free? 

l<'rom whom does it inherit 
The doom of slavery ? 

When man can bind the waters, 
That they no longer roll, 

Thon let him forge the fetters, 
To clog the human ·soul. 

4 Till then a voice is stealing 
From earth, and sea, and sky, 
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Aud to.the soul revealing 
Its immortality. 

'£he swift wind chaunts the numbers. 
Careering o'er the sea, 

Aud earth aroused from slumbers, 
Re-echoes, "Mau, be free." 

H.YMN 67. 

THE CONSCIENTIOUS VOTER'S CHOICE;. 

Arn-" The rose that all are praising." 

l He's not the man for me, 
Who sells a man for gain, 

Who bends the pliant, servile knee, 
To slavery's god of shame ! 

But he whose Gocllike form, erect, 
Proclaims that all alike are free 

To think, and speak, and vote, and net, 
0, t~at's the man for me. 

2 He sure !s not the man for me 
Whose spirit will succumb, 

When men endowed with liberty 
Lie bleeding; bound and dumb; 

But he whose faithful words of might 
Ring through the land from shore to sea, 

For man's eternal equal right; · 
0, that's the man for me. 

3 No, · no, he's not the man for me 
Whose voice o'er hill and plain, 

Breaks forth for glorious liberty, 
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But binds;himself, the chain! 
The miµ:htiest of the noble band 

Who prays :md toils the world to free, 
With head and heart and voice 11nd vote ; 

0, that's the man for me. 

HYMN 68. 

'l'IIE OLD FASHIONED DOCTRINE. 
Am-· ~ Rosin the bow. " 

l Success to the old fashioned doctrine, 
'rh11t mea are created all free ! 

We ever will boldly maiutain it, 
Nor care who the tyrant may he. 

2 vVe're foes unto wrong and oppression, 
No matter which side of the sea; 

And ever intend to oppose them, 
Till all with God's image are free. 

3 Some tell us because men arc colorecl, 
They should not cur sympathy share ; 

We ask not the form or complexiOJ1~ 
The seal of our Maker is there! 

4 Success to the old fashioned doctrine, 
• That men are created all free! 
And down with the power of the despot, 

Wherever his strongholds may be. 

5 We're proud of the name of a freeman, 
..lnd proud of the character, too ; 

8 
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Aud never will do any aetion, 
Save snch as a freeman may d<>. 

6 We'll finish the Temple of Freedom, 
An cl make it capacious within; 

That all who seek shelter may fi ud it,. 
Whatever the hue of their skin. 

'1 :For thus the Almighty designed it, 
Aud gave to om fathers the plan ; 

Intending that liberty's lilessings, 
Should rest upon every man. .. 

8 '!:hen up with. the cap"stone and comlce-. 
With columns encit'cle its wall, 

'rhrow open its gateway, and make it 
!_HOME ~~DA UEFUGE FOR ALLt 

HYMN 69. 

snm J1E A TRIWIPH SONG. 
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ArR-'' America: .. '» 

l Sin~e a triumph song, 
Roll the grad notes along, 

Great Goo . to thee l 
Thine be the glory b1·ight, 
Source of all power and might! 
}'or thou hast said, in might. 

Man shall he free. 

2 Sing me a triumph song;. 
I.ct all the sound 11rolon~ 
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Afr, e:i.rth, and sea; 
Down falls the tymnt's power, 
-See his dread minions cower; 
Now, from this glorious hour, 

l\Ian will be free. 

3 Sing me a triumph song, 
Sing in the mighty throng, 

Sing jubileeJ 
~.Let the broad welkin ring, 
While to heaven's mighty King, 
Honor and praise we bring, 

.For man is free. 

llYMN 70 . 

. A1n.---'' Amed.ea.,, 

·1 YE who in bondage pine, 
Shut out from light divine, 

Bereft of ho.pc ; 
Whose Iimbs are worn with chaiina, 
Whose tears bedew our plains, 
Whose blood our glory stl!.ins, 

In gloom wh.o grope. 

2 Shout! for the horu: draws nigh, 
That gives y<1n liberty l 

And from the dust ••• 
So long your rile embraci;, 
Uprising, take ynur place 
Among earth's noblest race, 

B..r rig-ht the first~ 
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::3 "The iiiglit, tne ltmg, long n!ght 
Of infamy and sµght.., 

Shame and -disgrace, 
And slavery, worse thlm e'er 
'Rome's serfs were doome'!i to beai:, 
JBloody 'heyond compare- --

lleeedes apace1 

4 Speed, speed the heur, 0 Lori!:.! 
.Speak, and at thy dreaaful were\, 

.Fetters 'shall fall 
"J<'rom every limb- --the strong 
'No more the weakshall wrong, 
!Bnt Liberty's sweet song 

Be sung by alL! 

RYMN 7L 

£LA.VERY. 

A!m- --".,';__parkling and Bright.~ 

~ HEAVY and celd .in Iris dungeon· hold 
Is the yoke ef the oppressor ; 

.:nark 6' er the.soul is the fell control 
Of the stem ·and ilread transgressor. 

O then come all to bring the thrall 
Up from his deep despairing, 

.. And ·out of t}i.e jaw of the bandit's law. 
Retake the prey he is tearing. 

2 :Brothers be brave, for the pining slave. 
.From his wife and children riven.; 



34.: MIRIAM'S TIMBREL.. 

From eve:ry vale thefr bitter wail 
Goes sounding u_e to neaven. 

Then for the life of that poor wife, 
And for those children inning, 

0 ne'er give o'er till the chains no more 
Ai:ound their limbs iue. twining, . 

3 Gloomy and damp is tlie fow rice swamp, 
Where the .meagre hancls are wasting~ 

All worn and weak, in vain they seek 
For rest to the cool shade hasting; 

For drivers fell, like fiends from hell, 
Cease not their savage shoutihg.; 

And the scourges crack, from quivering bac 
Sends up the red blood SE.outing. 

4 Into the grave only looks the slave; 
For rest to his limbs awenry, 

His spirit's light comes from tliat night 
To us so dark and dreary. 

That soul shall nurse its heavy curse, 
Against a day of terror, 

When .the lightning gleam of his. wrath.shal l 
stream 

Like fire, on.the hosts uf Error~ 

5 Heavy and stern are the llolts whiCh bum, 
In the right hand of Jehovah, 

1'n smite the strong red arm of Wrong:. 
And dash his temples over;. 

Then on amain to rend the chain, 
Ere bursts the vollied thunder ;. 
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l!tight onward speed till the slave is -freed--
·His manacles .torn asunder. 

HYMN 72. 

The Lord :is with us, fear them not.---NmI

lilERS xiv. 9. 
Am---'Life let us cherish. ' 

1 FEAR not when your cause is ju 5t, 
0 ! never ! for triumph it must, 
But still in its truthfulness trust, 

The RIGHT will make you free; 
The 1lath of truth is ever bright, 
0n it descends no cloud of night, 
·!rhen trnst ·in God, 'Truth's own pure ·ligllt, 

:and all .will be well with thee. 

~ When cometh the battle shock, • 
Be firm as the hill's granite rock, 
Nor heed when your enemies mock, 

Nor fear their idle boasts. 
Be valiant in truth's battle field, 
.Jehovah is your sun and shield, 
'To him both earth and hell must yield, 

For he is the Lord of Hosts. 

~ While tyrants 01' trU:tlt make mirth, 
Gri<West thou amid slavery's dearth'! 
}'eelest thou for the crushed of the earth 1 

;Lovest thou fair Freedom's God 'i 
Then buckle on Truth's armor bright, 
And manfully maintain the RIGHT, . 
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The God of Israel in his might, 
Shall break the oppressor's roiL 

HYMN 73. 
TO THE 1JRUJ1l GOSPEL JJfINISTRY: 

Am---Ma1·seilles Hymn. 
J Ye frfondsof truth and heaven-born freedom, 

WhCl' own no swny but Jehovah's control
Who seek for honor through Faith's holy 

meilium- --
Who feel the smile of God in your soul; 
Who feel the smile of God in. your soul. 

Your commission from ChriSt iS glad tidlligs;. 
To all of Adam's fallen race--
To each probationer of time-, 
To all of every hue and clime. 

Then lift the gospel standard high, 
And let your watchword ever be, 
March on ! March on ! throogh grace r~ 

solved, 
To conquer though you die.-

2 Tke wide, wide world is your field of labor-
Your task to save the lost and wretched from 

wo, 
God has made every mllD. your neighbol', 

Whether foolish or wise, friend e>r foe. 
Whether foolish or wise, friend or foe, 

Whether colored or light be his features, 
Yet cvm: know he is thy fellow man. 
Then let your love to all abound, 
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'l'his wide, this spacious earth around; 
0 ! lift the gospel standard' high, 

And let your watch word ever be, 
March on! March on! thro' grace resolved, 

•ro conquer though you die. 

l Tho' war, intemperance, and cruel slavery, 
Sweep o'er the earth as a besom of wrath, 

Yet armed with God-like, Christian bravery, 
In all the iron strength of faith, 
In all the iron strength of faith, 

Encompassed round with legions of angels, 
Ye shall triumph through the Lord of hosts, 

Then fear not, little, little band, 
Tho' your enemies should fill the land, 

But lift the gospel standard high, 
<\.nd let your watchword ever be, 
March on! march on! tbro' grace resolved, 

'fo conquer though you die. 

HYMN 74. 

THE BONDMAN'S HOPE. 

Am-" Watchman, tell us of the night." 

l FREEMEN! tell us of the night, 
What its signs of promise are! 

:Bondmen! lo 1 yon spreading light
Freedom's glorious, beaming star ! 

Freemen ! do its blessed rays 
Shine for those in slavery 'i 

? . 
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Boud:men ! yes, its heavenly blaze, 
Lights your path to liberty. 

2 Ji'reemeu ! tell us of the night, 
Does that star approach our laud "t 

Bondmen! mark yon dawning light, 
Lo ! the breaking day's at hand. 

Freemen! can its lieams aloue 
Bid our dreaifful bondage cease '!' 

Bondmen! God is on the throne: 
He will bring you quick release. 

3 l<'reemeu ! shall <lu1· fettered race 
Cease to wear the galiing chain q 

Bondmen ! lo ! the God of grace, 
Comes to end th' oppressor's reign. 

Freemen ! can it, can it be ! 
Shall we share thy glorious name ? 

Boudmen ! yes, all meu are free, 
Thus proclaims the great I AM. 

HYMN 75. 

STRIKE F(}R FREEIJOJL 

1 STRIKE ye for Freedom bold t 
By birth-right man is free! 

For slaves, let it be told, 
There is a Jubilee ! 

P. M , 

That "Year of Jubilee" shall come, 
When Tyranny shall meet its doom ! 

2 Strike ye for Freedom, now ! 
In this propitious hour, 
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When tyrants trembling know 
There is redeeming 110w'r, 

.And that the Year of Jubilee 
Shall soon ·be spread o'er land and sea.. 

3 Strike ye for Freedom l God, 
The Saviour, Spirit, too, 

And Nature's voice abroad, · 
Loud cry, as urging you, 

"The year of Jubilee proclaim, 
:Joy to the slave in Heaven's name l" 

4 Strike ye for Freedom! hear: 
" There's wrath for those who quail l" 

'Tis God's assisting hour, 
A cause which cannot fniL 

The Year of Jubilee will soon 
Unloose the slave, and hush his moan. 

~ 5 Strike ye for Freedom 1 shall 
Our boasted flag and land 

Be stain'd, and we be still, 
While, heard on every hand, 

The slave lifts his impatient cry, 
"0 haste, 0 haste the Jubilee]" 

6 Strike ye for Freedom l kind, 
The truth to worlds unroll! 

It shall prevail, unbind 
The body and the soul 1 

The year of Jubilee sends forth 
Its morning rays uvon the earth! 
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HYMN 76. P. M. 
RouND the tcmp'rance standard rally, 

All the friends of human kina;. 
Snatch the devotees of folly, 

W ;etched, perishing and blind, 
Loudly tell them 

How they comfort now may find . 

2 Bear the blissful tidings onwards, 
Bear fhem all the world around; 

Let the myriads thronging downward!>, 
Hear the sweet and blissful sound, 

And obeying 
In the p.aths of p.eacc be found. 

3 Plant the temp 'rancc stai;idard firmly, 
Round it live, and round it clie; 

Young and old defend it sternly, 
Till we gain the victory, . 

· And all nations 
Hail the happy Jubilee. 

4· Now unto the Lamb forever, 
Jrountain of all light and love; 
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Let the gloq now ancl ever, 
Be aseribecl to Him above, 

Whose compassion 
:Qid the friends of temp'rance move. 
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HYMN 77. P. M. 

TEJJfl' ERAN CE TRIUJJIP H. 

0Nw ARD! Onward.! all victorious, 
Bright thou sun of tcmp'rance shine! 

·Soon onr triumph will be glorious, 
l<'or our leader is divine. 

Sing victorious ! 
Sing victorious ! 

Yor onr leader is divine. 

'--
2 Goll cloes work ! Sec none can hinder; 

Wenk the agents he'll employ : • 
With his trumpet loudly thundel', 

-.Compass round, and then destroy! 
Walls of Satan ! 
Walls of Satan ! 

Compass round, 1-Ie will destroy ! 

3 Rouse thee! rouse thee ! Christian sleeping ! 
Hark! thy Master draweth near, 

Search the camp; in wrath He's speaking. 
"That an Achan's sheltered there!" 

Sons of Zion! 
Sons of Zion ! 

Sec, an A.ehan's sheltered there. 
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HYMN 78. C. M. 
THE M.AJJJJENING BOWL. 

0 take the macldening bowl away 
Remove the lloisonous cup; 

My soul is sick-its burning my, 
Hath clrunk my spirit up. 

2 Say not, "Behold its rncldy hue; 
0 press it to thy lips; " 

For 'tis more doaclly than the clew 
That from the rpas drips. 

3 Say not, "It hath a spell to soothe 
'fhe soul in misery cleep;" 

Go, ask the conscience if the bowl 
Can give eternal sleep ! 

4 Go ! I will have no more of thee, 
'l'hou bane of Adam's race; 

But to a houven ly fountain flee, 
• And drink the clews of grace. 

HYMN79. P. M. 
PU.RE WATER FOR },fE. 

l The deink that's in the drunkard 's bowl, 
Is not the drink for mo; 

It kills his body and his soul, 
How sad a sight is he. 

But there's a drink which God has given, 
Distilling in tho showers of heaven, 
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In measures large and free--
0, that's the drink for me, 
0, that's the drink for me, 
0 , that's the drink for me. 

2 1fhe stream that many prize so high, 
• Is not the stream for me; 
For he who drinks it still is dry , 

Forever dry he'll be. · 
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But there's a stream, so cool and clear.' 
The thirsty traveller liu.gers near, 

Refreshed and glad is he; 
0 , that's the stream for me, 
0, that's the stream for me, 
0, that's the stream for me. 

3 'fhe wine cup that so many prize, 
Is not the cup for me, 

The aching head, the bloated face, 
In its sad train I see. 

But there's a cup of water pure, 
And he that drinks it may be sure 

Of health and length of days, 
0, that's the cup for me, 
0, that' s the cup for me, 
0, that's the cup for me. 

HYMN 80. 
SONG OF TE:JfPER.ANCE. 

Arn-" Never part again." 

• 1 Your rev'ling bards may sing of wine, 
Whose draughts so craze the brain, 
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Causing their footsteps to incline 
Where every step is paiu ; 

The <lcaught we sing 
No pain will bring, 

Though thousand times the cup we drain. 
Cttoncs-Tlie draught we sing 

No pain will bring, 
Though thousand times the cup we drain.. 

2 No sparkling "beads" come dancing up, 
Like syreus round the brim, 

To beckon mortals to the cup 
Where lurks the demon grim; 

But Ilygeia fai.J: 
Iuviteth there 

The man who thirsts, and blesses him. 

3 Cold water from the rock bound spring, 
Or deeply sunken well, · 

Is fit-st of remedies to bring 
Health where diseases dwell ; 

Blestremedy, 
Round thee we see 

'l'he hopes of millions gathering. 

4 When fevers light their scorching flame 
Within the heart and brain, 

And send through all the anguished frame 
Life's current fraught with pain, 

Cold water ! thou 
Can'st cool tho brow, 

Aud bid the flame subside again. 
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5 Thou art the trnest remedy
The panacea {lod hath sent, 

Which from earth's bosom runs so free, 
Not tubes like serpeuts bent. 

From such a cup, 
'Tis well to sup ; 

It briugeth health to every one • 

. 6 The Arab on his desert plain, 
And prince on Thames or Rhine, 

Enjoy alike this boon, and gain 
Bliss never found in wine. 

Fill then the bow 1, 
And quaff the whole, 

And all besides forbidden deem. 

HYMN Bl. P. M. 

A J.'EJIPERANCE RALLY SONG. 

'A.waken! ye friends of a pure reformation 
Awaken, ye friencls of the temperance came. 

Too long have we slumbered, 
While Alcohol numbered 

Our temperance triumphs as something that 
was-

Something that was
Something that was-

Our temperance trinmp hs as somethingthatwas. 

2 The woes of the drunkard, the cries of his 
children, 

The moans of his wife fill with sadness the air, 
Then haste to the rescue, 



106 MIRIAi\i'S TIMBREL. 

AnJ God will assist you 
To snatch them as victims from certain 

despair, 
Certain despair
Certaiu despair- --

'l'o snatch them as victims from certain 
despair . 

3 Come let us arise, in the strength of Jehovah, 
Our weapons of warfare courageously seize; 

And face the Rum tyrant, 
. With spirit defiant, 

Unfurling our banners to wave in the breeze. 
Wave in the breeze, 
Wave ia the breeze, 

Unfurling our banners to wave in the breeze. 

4 Come all who have felt the RulJ!' tyrant's 
enslavement, 

To bind on your souls with a magical spell- - -
Enlist in our army, 
And virtue will ai·m ye 

'l'o drive the bold demon a1rny to his hell- __ 
Down to his hell, 
Down to his hell, 

To drive the bold demon away to his hell. 

5 If ye would be happy and healthy and wealth:·, 
Surrounded and safe in sobriety's hedge, 

Then fathers and mothers, 
And sisters and brothers, 
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Come give us your names to the temperance 
pledge; 

Temperance pledge, 
Temperaffce pledge, 

'tet every one sign the temperance pledge. 

G 0 Temperance! we hail thee with hearts full 
of gladness, 

}fay all the earth yield to thy generous sway, 
While thy banner waves o'er us, 
We'll swell the glad chorus, 

And usher thy reign with a temperance 
hurn1h ! 

Temperance hurrah; 
. '.l'emperauce hurrah, 

·And usher thy reign with a Temperance 
hurrah! 

HYMN 82. 
TKAIPERANCE SONG. 

Am-" Crambamhule. '' 

i. WE hail the glad c1ay, the monsters dens are 
closing, 

No more the slave his cup will crave, 
0 come: come ay~·ay : 

Come, come, the temperance theme renew, 
Anc1 each be to his honor true, 
And heaven will welcome you. 

0 come, come away. 

2 No longer the glass, though shining e'er so 
btightly, 
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Shall tempt our youth.to stray from truth; 
0 come, come away 

l•'rom that dread foe whose giant stride 
H&s spread his ruin far and wicle, 
And hope and trnth defied: 

0 come, come away. 

3 0 Jet us be firm and ever persevering, 
And while we liv_e we' ll warning give, 

. 0 come, come away. 
0 come where hope will smile on thee, 

And in thy heart will gladness be, 
And peace, joy, liberty: 

0 ., come, come away. 

4 The dark night is gone-a brighter day is 
dawning, 

When sober peace brings sweet release, 
0 come, come away. 

Gome to our arms ye suffering few, 
We ever will prove kind to you. 
H to .yourselves you.'rc true: 

Then come, come away. 

5 The shame and the -woes the inebriate's long 
been feeling, 

All soon will flee if firm he'll be, 
And come, come away. 

Come, iet the heavenly theme invite, 
And in the war of tcmp'rance fight, 
With all your heart and might: 

0 come, come away. 
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6 And now we'll all join with the most ardent 
feeling, 

And each pursue the song anew : 
0 come, come away . 

In tuneful songs of sympathy, 
We'll chant the song of liberty, 
And loud shout victory : 

0 come, come away. 

HYMN 83. P. M. 

FOR THE JUVENILE TEJfPERANCE • 
JUBILEE. 

I CHEERILY, cheerily sound the joyful strain; 
Happily, happily, now we meet again, 

Here we stand, 
On this cheerful temperance day, 
Gracious God, to Thee we pray, 
Let our cause, ~o righteous, sway 

Every heart iu the land. 

2 Cheerily, cheerily sound the joyful strain ; 
Happily, happily, now we meet again ; 

We are here, 
We who love the temperance cause, 
We who wish for righteous li.ws, 
We cold water girls and boys, 

We are here--we are here . 

3 Cheerily, cheerily sound the joyful strain, 
Happily, happily, now we meet again; 

Here we raise 
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Songs of praise to God who sends 
Blessings on our temperance friends, 
On him all our hope depends, 

For success in this cause. 

THE REIGN OF PEACE. 

HYMN 84. S. M. 
SONG OF PEACE. 

AIR-" Watchman.'' 
PART FIRST. 

Awake the song of pcacc
Let nations join the strain;· 

The march of blood and pomp of war, 
We will not have again ! 

Let fruit trees crown our fields, 
And flowers om valleys fair; 

And on our mountain steeps, the songs 
Of happy swains be there! 

2 Our maidens shall rejoice, 
And bid the timbrel sound; 

Soft dreams no more shall broken be 
With drnms parading round, 
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No tears ior lovers slain 
From lovely eyes shall fall, 

But happiness and love shall come 
In halcyon joy to all ! · 

3 The rider and his steed, 
Their path of fame is o'er ; 

The trumpet and the trumpeter 
Shall squadrons rouse no more l 

No field of victory won 
With blade and battle brand, 

A nobler triumph shall be ours
A bright and happy land! 

HYMN 85. S. M. 

SONG OF PEACE. 
Am-" Watchman ." 

PART SECOND. 

1 'l'oo long the man of blood 
Hath ruled without control; 

Nor wido_w 's tears, nor orphans' sigh> 
Could touch his iron soul ! 

But lo! the mighty's fallen
And from his lofty brow 

The chaplet fades that circlec\ thcre
Where are his trophies now ? 

2 Look to the countless graves, 
Where sleep the thonsands slain ! 

The morning son gs no more call forth 
The stirring bands again. 
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The clin, the strife is past 
Of foe with falling foe-

'£~e grassy leaves wave o'er their heacls 
And still they rest below. 

3 Sound high the harps of song, 
And raise the joyous strain; 

But war's rough note, be 'it· ne'er neanl 
To swell the chorcls again. 

But all its trappings past-
y ain pomp of by-gone years-

To ploughshares beat the po in tecl swords, 
'l'o pruning hooks the spears,. 

4 Come man to brother men, 
Come in the bonds of peace, 

Then strife and war with all their train 
Of dark'ning wo shall cease. 

Come with that spirit free 
That art and science give, 

Come with the patient mind for truth, 
Seek it and ye shall live! 

AIR-" Absence. ,, 
1 HAIL the bright auspicious morning, 

When the reign of peace begun, 
Men no more shall hate each other, 
But iu heart and hope be one! 

Glorious morning ! 
Haste upon our world to dawn. 
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2 Sword and spear, those hostile weapons, 
Changed to harmless use shall be, 
Ancl the warlike clarion answer, 
'l'o the notes of harmony, 

Swell the chorus, 
Uuiversa~ harmony. 

3 'l'hen n fr more the fielcl frf battle, 
Strewed with kindrecl forms we see, 
Each in each shall find a brother, 
Near, or for beyond the sea, 

Distant nations, 
Meet in bonds of unity. 

4 Then no more the widow's angt1ish, 
Shall with W:lilings fill the ear; 
Love shall soothe the hearts that languish, 
Pity wipe the frrphan's tear; 

Love shall triumph, 
E tlen flowers again appear. 

5 0 thfrn dear Redeemer, Saviour, 
Come and bring thy reign frf -peace; 
Earth shall shout a joyous welcome, 
·war and strife forever cease. 

Hail Messiah! 
" God of love and Prince of peace. " 

HYM:N 87. 
THE BLESSE]) REIGN OF JESUS. 

Am-" Eltham." 
HASTEN, Lord, the glorious time, 
When beneath Messiah's sway, 

10 



114 MIRIAM'S TIMBREL. 

Every nation, every clime, 
Shall the gospel call obey. 
Mightiest kings his power shall own, 

; Heathen tribes his name adore; 
Satan and his host o'erthrown, 
Bound in chains shal,l hurt no more. 

2 Then shall wars and tumults cease, 
Then be banished grief and pain; 
Righteousness and joy and peace, 
Undisturbed, shall ever reign. 
Bless we, then, our gracious Lord, 
Ever praise his glorious name; 
All his mighty acts record, 
All his wond'rous love proclaim. 
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SONGS OF THE REFORME-R. 

lIY~IN 88. t. :M:. 
Jl,ELTGION,--lfTRAT IS IT? 

Am-" Hebron." 

L Is it to go to church to-day, 
To look devout and seem to pray, 
And ere to-mon-ow's sun goes down, 
Be dealing slancler through the town. 

2 Is it for sect aml creeds to fight, 
To call our zeal the rule of right--
When what we wish is , at the best, 
'l'o see our church excel the rest ? 

3 Is it to wearthe Christian dress, 
And love to all mankind prnfess, 
To treat with scorn the humble poor, 
And bar against them every door q 

4 0 no, religion means not this, 
Its fruit more sweet and fai.J:cr is-
Its precept this- --To others do 
As you would have them do to you. 
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5 It-grieves to hearan ill report , 
And scorns with human woes to sport- •• 
Of other's deeds it speaks no ill, 
B11t tells of good, or else keeps still. 

6 An <l do es religion this impart 'i 
Then may its influence fill my heart; 
0 ! haste the hlissfnl , joyful 'day, 
When all the earth may own its sway. 

HYMN 89. 

TRUE BRAVERY. 

AIR.---' ' Nuremburg!' ' 
I Is true freedom but to break 

Fetters for om· own dear sake, 
And with leathern hearts forget 
That he owe mankind a deht 'i 
No! true freedom is to share 
All the chains our brothers wear, 
Ancl with hand nnd heart to be 
Earnest to make others free. 

2 They arc slaves who fear to speak / 
}'or the fallon and the \i'eak; 
They arc slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse, 
Rather than, in silence, shrink 
l•'rom the tmth they needs mnst think ; 
They am slaves who dare not be · 
'fo the right with tu·o or three. 
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HYMN 90. P. M. 

THE llEFOR3fER. 

l HAPPY he whose i~ward ear 
Angel-comfortings can hear, 

O'er the rabble's laughter; 
And, while Hatred's faggots burn, 
;Glimpses thro{\gh the smoke discern, 

Of the J!OOd .hereafter. 

t! Knowing ·this that newer ;·yet 
:Share of trutb. was vainly set 

In the world's wide fallow; 
After hands shall sow the seed, 
After hancls from hill and mead, 

Keap the harvest yellow. 

3 Thus, witji s0mewhat of the Seer, 
Must the .moral pioneer 

From the foture b'orrow ; 
Clothe the waste with dreams of grain, 
And on midnight's sky of rain, 

Paint the golden morrow! 

HYMN 91. C. M. 

LAY OF Jl.EFOR,lf. 
A.IR---" Belermn..""' r 

" Wlty slancl ye ltere all t!ie day idle ?" 

l HEAR ye i10t still those searching words~ 
Ye who so idly stand l 

(Say not, "no man hath hired us" 
Wo till the Master's land! 
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2 Entel' with self-devotmg will, 
And purpose firm and strong; 

The earnest worker ne'er shall want 
For compensation long. 

3 Shouhl a'en the eleventh honr arriv~ 
Before your w01·k's ~nn, 

'.l'he Master will as freely pay, 
As if ye more had done. 

4 Now, as in days of old, believe, 
'Tis not by hours alone 

l'he recompense shall measured l\e, 
Nor yet by progmss shown.. 

5 Nor not l)y sucli. n slavish rule, 
Iu the vineyard of Reform, 

.I.re workmen judged and recompeuseu, 
In sunshine or in storm. 

6 The ;pfrit, rather, whfoll! we slimv, 
:thall mea~me be of pay---

'l'he heart must beat in unison 
With all the hands essay l 

7 Ho ! then, ye idlers, dream no m:ore ! 
Behold the vineyard wide. 

And enter willingly nt once; 
E 'eu at life's even tide l 
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HYMN 92. C. M. 

JVE -,VJLL SPEAK OUT. 

Ara---" Kirkland.' ' 

l We will speak out. We will be heard, 
Though all earth's systems crack; 

We will :irnt bate a single word, 
Nor take a letter back. 

:2 W c speak the truth, anil what care we 
For hissing anil for scorn, 

While some faint gleamings we can see 
Offreeilom's eoming morn 7 

3 Let liars fear; let cowards shrink; 
Let traitoi-s turn away; 

Whatever we have dared to think, 
That dare we also say ! 

HYMN 93. 
THE LIFE-GU.JGE. 

C. M. 

AIR- --" Martinsville." 

1 THEY err who measure life by years, 
With false or thoughtless tongue; 

Some hearts grow old befordheil' time, 
While some are always young'! 

2 'Tis not the number of the lines 
On life's fast filling page; 

'Tis not the pulse's added throbs, 
Which constitute our age. 
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3 Some EOuls are serfs among the free, 
While others nobly strive; . 

They stand just where their fathers stood ; 
Dead, even while they live! 

4 Others, all spirit, heart mid sense;--- . 
Theirs the mysterious power 

To live, in thrills of joy or wo; 
A twelvemonth in nn hour L 

5 Seize, then, the mfontes as tlic;v pass--
'l'he woofof life is thought! 

Warm np the colors; let them giow;. 
By fire or fancy fraught ! 

11 Live to some purpose---make thy life 
A gift of use to thee- : -

A joy, a good, a golden hope, 
A heavenly argosy ! 

HYMN 94. 
THE SONG OF TOIL. 

Arn---" Duane Street." 
l LET him who will re.hearse the song 

Of gentle love and bright romance; 
J,et him w:tio will with tt·.ipping tongne 

Lead gleaming thoughts to foncy 's dance 
Bnt let me strike mine iron harp, 

.As northern harps were struck of old--
And let its music, stern and sharp, 

.Aronse the pure, the free, and bold l 
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"!2 My hand that iron barp shall sweep, 
Till from each stroke new stains recoil, 

And forth the mun ding echoes leap, 
To join the arousing song of teil; 

"Till men of thought theit· thoughts ontspeak, 
And thoughts awake in kindred mind, 

And stirring words shall arm the weak, 
And galling fetters cease to bind-! 

·3 And coursing soon, o'er soul ana sense, 
That glorious harp, whose iron strings 

Are Labor's mighty instruments, 
Shall shake the thrones of mortal kings ; 

And ring of axe and anvil note, 
Aud rush of .plough through yielding soil., 

And laboring engine's vocal throat, 
Shall swell the song of honest toil! 

HYMN 95. C. M. 

GOJJ ANJJ JJfAN. 

l LET Nature jHdge q Are al1 things right? 
Or is the Present wrong? 

Why are there wo, and fraud, and blight, 
To paralyze my rnng q 

·2 My soul would wind itself in love 
Around all human tbings-'-

For struggling man to mo~mt above, 
My songs should be as wings! 

3 Why do the outcasts crowd my path, 
And fasten on my heart 'i 

11 
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Why do.the vicious wake my wrath, 
Or cause my tears to stru:t 7 

( It is NOT right! I nsk ~e all
If God is gl'eat and wise; 

Why Vice still holds .mankind in thrall f 
Why Virtne struggling dies 7 

:> Man on his l'>rother's heart hath trod
Man is. mnn's mortal foe! 

Man is antagonist to God
This only do J; Imowt 

5 God help us! we have threescore yeam 
And ten , at most, to live-

And yet we scatter grids and tears
And pray and ne'er forgive! 

HYMN 96. P. M. 
SONG OF HUMANITY. 

1 In tho God of Trnth be strong! 
.For the t rn th shall perish never, 
Nor the weak be crushed forever

Right shall triumph over Wrong! 
Cherish, then, onr bond of un~on
Livo in brothel'ly communion-

. Love our Neighbor-help our Brother ; 
With our watchword cheer each other : 

"0 be strong-0 be strong!" 
In the God of Truth be strang ! 
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~ In the cause of J\fan press on 1 
Let new sympathy be kindled 

. In the breast where }ove hath dwindleii. 
Until warmth ef soul be won! 

Here upon olll' common ~ltar, 
With true hearts that ne'er shall falter, 
Let us pledge oUl' life's devotion 
To Humanity's promotion~ 

0 press on !-0 p:·css on! 
In the cause of Man press on1 

:3 Man is destined to be free 1 
Free fr6m Slavery's aggression
Free from Tynanny's oppression-

And fnim cheerless Poverty.; 

/ 

Free from Prejudice and Error~ 
Free from Vice the greate£t terror ; 
Since the day of hapless Edom, 
Truth hath plead for lil.nman .Freedom : 

0 fear not !-0 fear not! 
Man is destined to be free! 

HYMN 97. P. M. 

NEVER jJifND. 
Am---" Bruce's Address.'' 

l SouL, be strong, wbate'er beticle, 
God himself is guard and guide-• · 
With my Father at my side, 

Never, never mind! 

2 Clouds and darkness hovet near, 
Men's hearts failing them for fear, 
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But be thou of right good cheer, 
Never, never mind ~ 

3 Come what may, some wod<: is done, 
Praise the Father through the Son, 
Goalb are gained au<l prizes won, 

Never, never mind ! 

4 And if now the skies look black, 
All the past behind my back:_ 
Is a bright and blessed track; , 

Never, never mind !' 

5 Stand in patient courage still, 
Working out thy Master's will, 
Compass good and conquer ill ; 

Never, never mind t 

& Fight, for all their bullying boast; 
Dark temptation's evil host, 
This is thy predestined post ; 

N·ever, never minar 

7 Be then· trnnq nil as a dove; 
Through these thunder clouds above 
Shines afar the heaven of love; 

Never, never mind t 

JlY.MN 9'8. 

THE ACRES ANIJ THE HANIJS. 

1 "THE earth is the Lord's, and the fullJKM 
therellf,'' 
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Says God's most holy word, 
The water hath fi sh . and the land hath flesh, 

And the air \nth m \n)' a birl; 
And the soil is teeming o'er the earth, 

A.nd the earth has numberless lands, 
Yet millions of han~s want acrc.s, 

While millions of acres want hands! 

2 Sunlight and breeze and gladsome flowers, 
Are o'er t'Qe earth spoead wide, 

1'.nd the good God i::ave these gifts to men, 
'l'o men who on earth abide. 

Yet thousands are toiling in ponderous gloom, 
·And shackled with iron bands, 

While millions of hands want acres, 
And millions of acres want handi ! 

3 Never a rood hath the poor man here, 
To plant with a grain of corn; 

And never a plot where a child may cull 
:F'resh flowers in the dewy morn; 

'fhe soil lies fallow, the woods grow rank, 
Yet idle the pool' man stands! 

Ah! millions of hands "'8nt acres, 
And millions of acres want hands\ 

4 'Tis writ that we "shall not muzzle the ox 
That treadeth out the corn \ 

Yet behold ye shackle the poor man's limbs, 
That have all earth's bmdens borne; 

The la:id is a gift of a bounteous God 
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And fo labor his word commands, 
Yet millions of hands want acres, 

And millions of acres want· hands. 

5 Who hath ordained that the few shonlcl hoard 
'rheir millions of useless gold q 

And rob the earth of its fi'!1its and flowers, 
While profitless soil they ho1d 1 

Wh~ hath ordained that a parchment scroll 
Shall fence rmmd miles of lands, 

While millions of hands want acres, 
And millions of acres want hau.ds ! 

6 'Tis a glaring lie on the face of day, 
This robbery of men's rights! 

'Tis a lie that the Word oi the Lord dirnwna. · 
'Tis a ci{rrn that bnrns aud blights! 

And 'twill bnrn and blight till the pccple rise 
And declare, while they bnrst their bands, 

That the hands henceforth Ehall knve ncres, 
And acres hencefo1 th <hall have hands I 

HYMN 99. 

FEARLESS .ANJJ FAITHFUL. 

Am-- -" Absence.'' 

LABOR fearleEs, labor faithful, 
Labor while the day shall last, 

For the shadows of the evening 
Soon thy sky will overcast, 

Ere shall end thy <lay of labor, 
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Ere shall rest thy manhood's snn, 
Strive with cvc\'Y power within thee, 

That th' appointed task he done. 

2 Life is not the traceless shadow, 
Nor the wave U]'Oll the beach; 

Though our days-a>'e brief, yet lasting 
Is the stamp we give to each. 

Life is real, life is earnest, 
Full of labor, full of thought; 

Every hom and every moment 
Is with living vigor fraught. 

3 Fearlern wage life's sternest conflict, 
Faithful be to thy high trnst, 

lf thou.lt have a memory che;·ished, 
And a path bright as the just. 

Labor fearless, labor faithful, 
Lahm· until set of sun, 

And the welcome shall await thee, 
Promised plaudit of "well done." 

HYMN 100. L. M. 

PROSPECTS OF FREED01}f. 

As when on Carmel's sterile steep 
The anointed prophet bowed the knee, 

And seven times sent his servant forth 
To look toward the distant sea; 

2 There came at last a little cloud, 
Scarce broader than a human hand, 
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Spreading and swelling as it broke 
In showers on all the herbless land·; 

3 And hearts were glad, and shouts went up, 
In praise to Israel's mighty God, 

• As the sere.hills gi·ew green again, 
And verdure clothed the naked sod; 

i Even so our eyes have waited long, 
But now a little cloud appears, 

Spreading and swelling ns it glides 
Onward into the coming years. 

5 Bright cloud of Liberty ! full soon, 
H1r stretching from the ocean strand, 

Thy glorious folds shall (prcad abroad, 
E~circling our beloved land. 

6 Like that sweet rain on Judah's hills, 
The glorious boon of love shall fall, 

And our bond millions shall arise. 
As at an angel's trumpet call. 

7 Then shall a shout of joy go up, 
The wild , glad er;· of Freedom come 

From hearts long crmhed by cruel hands, 
And songs from lips long scaled and dumb. 

HYJ\IN 101. 

Am---" I>le of Beauty." 
UPWARD, onward, is our watchword: 

Though the winds blow good or ill, 
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Though the sky be fair or stormy ·: 
These shall be our watchwords still. 

~ Upward, onward, in the battle 
Waged for freedom aud the right, 

Never resting, never weary, 
Till a vic_tory crowns the fight. 

3 Upward, ouward, pressing forward 
Till each bondman's chains shalifall . 

Till the flag that floats above us, 
Liberty proclaims to all. 

4 Waking every morn to duty, 
Ere its hours shall pass away, 

Let some act of love or mercy 
Crown the labors of the day. 

5 Lo ! a brighter day is coming, 
Brighter prnspects ope before; 

Spread your banner to the breezes~ 
Upward, onward, evermore! 

HYMN 102. C. M. 

WHERE IS THY BROTHER?" 

"What mean ye that ye heat my people to 
pieces, and !!:rind the foc es of the poor? saith 
the Lord God of host~." 

1 WHAT mean ye that ~·e bruise and bind 
My peopl.e, saith the Lord, 
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And starve your craving brother's mind, 
That n<ks to hear my word q 

' 2 What mean yo that yo make them toil 
'fhmugh long aud drcar.v years, 

Aud Ehod like miu upon your soil 
Theil- blood aud bitter tears 1 

3 What mean ye that ye dare to i·end 
The tender rnothc1 .. s heart ; 

Brothers f. om si>te s, fi iend from friend, 
How dare you bid them pm t 1 

4 What mean ye. when God's bounteous hand, 
To1you fO nuich has given, 

That from the dave "110 1ills your land 
You keep both ea1·th and heaven ? 

5 When at the judgment God shall call, 
WHERE IS THY llROl'llER ? my, 

What mean ye to tho ·Judge of all 
To answer on that day q 

HYMN 103. c . .M. 

LATS OF FREEIJO.~J. 

1 CHEF.R up ! yo strut glers for the right, 
Ye lovers of the true; 

A brighte1· day >hall open yet, 
Through what ye dare and clo 'i 
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2 It may not be your lot to live; 
Tliat day of joy to &hare; 

But still most thankful ye should feel, 
The good way to prqiare. 

3 The way for 1'mlh's triumphal march 
O'er a succeeding race, 

Mercy with whom shall hold the sway 
In dark oppre,sion 's place. 

4 Yes, mre as )'C wilh faithfnl hearts, 
Toil on in duty's sphern, 

Justice shall take the place of might, 
With mel'cy for compeer. 

5 Cheei·, then, ye strngglers for the right, 
Ye love1·s of the true; 

· A brighter day shall open yet, 
Through what ye dare and cco ! 

HYMN 104. L. M. 

THE RULE OF LIFE. 

1 WHAT law, fulfillecl, inrnres to mail 
His kimhip with the mints in light 1 

One simple law-one only can-
The rule of universal Right. 

2 To serve thy God with humble zeal, 
Thine erring brother's heal't to win, 

By deeds of mercy, and a will 
To cover, yet not share, his sin. 
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3 To choose the right. the wrong to shun, 
Y ct humbly 011 his grace to fall, 

For whose sweet sake no duty done 
Is e'er too weighty or too small. 

• · This is the work thy God has given, 
'l' hon candiJate fo r life above! 

This is the pas&port to His heaven
The claim to llis inviolate love ! 

5 God's law demands one living faith, 
Not a gaunt crnwd of lifeless creeds, 

Its warrant is a firm ' God saith''-
Its claim, not words, but loving deeds . 

HYMN l05. 

TRUTH AND FREEDO~f. 

Arn---" Harwell." 

"Reis the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all are slaves besideo." Cow PER. 

FoR the Truth , then , let us battle, 
Whatsoever fate betide ! 

Long the boast that we are Freemen 
We have made and published wide. 

2 He who has the Truth ancl k~eps it, 
Keeps what not to him belongs, 

Rut performs a selfish action, 
That his fellow mortal wrongs. 

:~ He who seeks the Truth, and trembles 
- At the dangers he must brave, 
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Js not flt to be a Frneman, 
He, at best.i is but a slave. 

4 He who bears the Truth, and places 
Its high-promptings unde-r ban, 

I.oud may boast of all that's manly, 
But can never be a Man! 

.6 Friend, this simple lay who readest, 
Be not thou like unto them--

llut to Truth live utmost freedom, 
And the tide it raises, stem. 

G Bold in speech, and bold in action, 
Be forever ! Time will test, 

Of the free souT'd and the slavish, 
Which fulfils life's mission best. 

i Be thou like the noble Ancient; 
Scorn the threat that bids thee fear . 

Speak! no matter what l_ietide thee: 
I,E1' them strike, but l\IAKE them hear ! 

~ Be thou like the twelve apostles, 
• Be thou like heroic P<llll ; 
Tf a free thought seek expression, 

Speak i't boldly ! sp~ak it all !· 

!I Face thine enemies--accusers; 
Scorn the prison, rack, or rod ; 

And, if thou hast Truth to utter, 
~-i:EA_K ! and leave the rest to God. 
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HYMN 106. P. M . 

TRUTH SHA.LL TRIB'.A!PII. 

1 REJOICE, rejoice,. the promisea time is 
coming, 

Rejoice, rejoice, th_c wilderness shall bloom, 
And Zion's children then shall sing, 

The deserts all are blossoming : 
Rejoice, rejoice, the promiocd time is coming. 

Rejoice, rejoice, the wilderness shall bloom; 
The Gospel banner, wide unfu;.led, 

Shall wave in triumph_ o'e14the world, 
And every creature, bond and free, 

Shull hail the gloi ious jubilee: 
Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming. 

Rejoice, rejoice, the wi,lderness sha'.l bloom. 

2 Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming.· 
Rejoice, rejoice, Jerusalem shall sing, 

From Zion shall the law go forth, 
And all shall hear from south to north: 

Rejoice, rejoice, the' prnmised time is coming, 
Rejoice, rejoice, J crusalem shall sing: 

And truth shall sit on every hill, 
And blessings flew in tvery rill, 

And praise shall every heart employ, 
And every voice shall shout with joy: 

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming. 
Rejoice, rejoice, J ernsalem shall sing. 

3 Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming, 
Rejoice,rcjoice,the Prince of Peace shall reign' 
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And lambs shall with the leopard play, 
l•'or naught shall harm iu Zion's way: 

Rej.oice, rejoice, the prnmirnd time is coming, 
Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Peace shall reign, 

The sword and spear, of neeclle.ss worth, 
Shall prune the tree and plow the earth, 

And peace shall smile from shore to shore, 
.Aud nations shall learn wm· no more: 

}{ejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming, 
Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Peace shall 

reign. 

, 

MISC EiLANEOUS. 

HYMN 107. C. M. 
THE DOOllfED ONE. 

•My Spirit shall not always strive with man ." 
-GEN. vi. 3. 

THERE is a time, we know not when, 
A point we know not where, 
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'l'hat marks the destiny of men, 
To glory or despair. 

2 There is a time by us unseen, 
That crosses- every path ; ' 

The hidden boundary between 
God's patience and His wrath. 

3 T-o pass that limit is to die, 
To die as if by stealth; 

It does not qncnch the beaming eye, 
Nor pale the glow of health. 

~ The consdcnce may be still at ease, 
The spirit light and gay ; 

That which is phasing still may please., 
And care be thrust away. 

5 But on that forehead God has set 
Indellibly a mark, 

Unseen by man, for mfln as yet 
• Is blind and in the dark. -

'6 0, ·where is this mysterious borne, 
By which our path is crossed, 

Bcyoncl which God himself hath sworn. 
That hew ho goes is lost q 

7 A message from the skies is sent; 
Ye that from God depart:

While it is called to-day, repent, 
And harden not your heart I 
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HYMN 108. L~M. 
Arn-"Tallis' Evening Hymn ." 

LONGINGS OF SOUL. 

Descend from heaven, immortal Dove, 
Stoop down, and lake us on thy wings, 

And monnt, and bear us far above 
_ The reach of these inferior things: 
;!3eyond, beyond this lower sky, 

Up where eternal ages roll, 
Where solid pleasures never uie, 

And fruits immortal fca~t the soul. 

· 1 0 for a si:i;ht, a pleasin i; Eii;ht, 
Of our Almighty l•'athcr's throne! 

There sits our Saviour crown'd with light, 
Clothed in a body like our own. 

When shall the day. deai· Lord-, appear, 
Thatl shall ·mount and dwell above, 

And stand an cl bow befo: c thee there, 
And view thy face, and sing thy love q 

II"YMN 109. 7s, 6 lines. 

Am-"Nu:·emberg.'' 

JJACKSLIJJDEN S1~11'E. 

1 Once I thought my mountain strong, 
Firmly fixcLl, no mo:·c to move; 
Then my Savwur was my rnng, 

Then my soul was filled with love: 
Those were happy. golden da)'S, 
Sweetly soeut in prayer aud prairn. 

12 
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2 Little, then, myself I knew, 
Little thought of Satan's power: 

Now l feel my i;llis anew; 
Now I feel the stormy hour! 

Sin has put my joys to flight; 
Sin has turn' d my day to night. 

3 Saviour, shine, aud cheer my soul,. 
Bid my droopiqg hopes revive; · 

Make my wounded >pirit whole..; 
l"nr a way the tempter chive; 

Speak the wmd au d set m~ (ree, 
Let me live alone to .thee. 

IHMN llO. 
Arn-·"'Ward .' ' 

lJLESSEIJ .ARE THEY TH.AT :MOURN. 

0, deem not they are hless'd alone 
Whme lives a peaceful tenor keep; 

'l'he PoweT who pi lies man has shown 
A blesfing for the ~yes that weep. 

2 The light of smiles shall fill again 
The eyes that overflow with tears; 

And weary hours of woe and pain 
Arc promises of happier years. 

3 'There is a day of sunny rest, 
For every dark and troubled night ; 

And grief may hide an evening guest, 
But joy shall come with early light. 
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4 And thou, who o'er thy friend's Mw bier 
Sheddest the bitter drops like rain. 

Hope that a brighter, happier sphere, 
Will give him to thy arms again. 

. . . 
5 Nor let the good man's trust depart. 

Though -life its comn1on gifts deny; 
Though with a pierced and b1okcn heart, 

And spurned of men he goes fo die. 

6 For God has marked each sorrowing day, 
· And numbered every secrettear; 
For heaven's long age of bliss shall pay 

For all his children suffer here. 

HYMN lll. P.M. 

ALLIS WELL. 

What's this that steals, that steals UJlOU mr 
frame? 
Is it death q is it dra~h 7 [flame? 

That soon will quench will quench this •ital 
Is it death q is it death ? 

If this be death I soon shall be 
.From every pain and s01-row free; 
I shall the King of glor:• sec: 

A!F is well, all is well. 

2 Weep not, my friends; my fricurls. werp not 
for me; 
A 11 is well, all i~ well . 
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M:Y sins. are pardon' d, pardon' d, I am free: 
All is well all is well, 

There's not a elonu that .doth arise, 
To hi<le my Sav.ioUl' from mine eyes; 
I soon shall mount the upper s!ies: 

A.11 is wtll, lfl.l is well. 

3 'l'une, tune your harps, your harps, ye saints 

in glory, 
All is well. all is well. 

I 'will rehearrn , rehearse the pleasing story, 
A.11 is well , all is well. 

Bright angels are from glory come, 
• They're round my heel, they're in my room, 

They wait to waft my spirit home : 
A.ll is well, all is well. 

4 Hark, hark! m)' Lord, my Lord and Master 

calls me; 
All is well , all is well. 

I soon shall see, shall see bis face in glory: 
A.11 is well , all is well. 

Farewell, my friends, aclieu, adieu, 
:i can no longer stay with you, 
My glittering crown appears in ·view: 

All is V>ell, all is well. 

5 Hail, hail, all hail, all hail, ye blood wash' d 

throng, 
Sav' d by grace, sav' d by grace, 

I come to join, to join your rapturous song, 
Sav' d by grace, sav' d by grace : 
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All, all is peace and joy divine, 
.And heaven and glol'y now al'e mine ; 
cO, hallelujah to the Lamb ! 

All is well, all is weH. 

H-YMN 112. 

1 Our bondage here shall end 
By and by, by and by; 

Our griefs will vanish then, 

P. M:. 

With our three score years and ten, 
And bright gloi·Y. crown the day, 

By and by, by and by. 

2 When '01'!· Deliverer comes 
By and by, by and by, 

From Egypt' s yoke set free, 
We will hail our jubilee, 
And to Canaan all return 

By and by, by and by . 

.3 Though strong our foes appear 
'We'll go on, we'll g-0 on·" 

Our hearts shall know no fear, 
For Israel's God is near: 
While the fie1·y pillar moves 

_ W c'll go on, we'll go on. 

4 By Marah' s hitter streams 
W c'll go on, we'll go on ; 

Though Baca's vale he dry, 
The Rock shall yield suvply: 
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· To a land of corn and wine 
W.e'll go on, we' ll go on. 

5 And whim to Jordan's flood' 
We are come, \Ve a.re come J: 

Jehovah rules the tide, 
And thc 'waters will di~ide, 
While the ransomed host shall shout, 

('We arc come, we are come." 

6 There friends shall meet again 
Who have lov,d, w~o have loved ;. 

Our embraces shall be sweet, 
When we each other gr~, 
At our great Redeemer's feet, 

Who have loved, who have loved:. 

7 There with the happy throng 
We'll rejoice, we'il rejoice; 

Shouting "Glory to our King," 
Till the heavenly dome shall ring, 
And through all eternity, 

We'll rejoice, we'll rejoice . 

HYMN 113. 

1 Religion is a glorious treasure, 
Diffusion of the Saviour's love; 

P.M. 

The Spirit's comfo~t without measure; 
It-joins our souls to those above; 
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It calms our fears, it soothes our sorrows ; 
It smoothes our way o'er life's r,ough sea; 

W.flile enJ:less ages are on ward 1·0Jling, 
This heavenly portion ours shall .be_ 

2 While journeying here through tribulations, 
In phalanx firm we'll march along: 

Contentions may diiide the nations, 
But Christ shall be our common song. 

llor pure religion knits together--
It binds in love and makes us free: 

While endless ages are onward rolling, 
This heavenly portion ours shall ho. 

3 How vaiu ! how frail! how transitory ! 
This world with all its pomp and show; 

Its mighty names, renowned in story, 
We 'll gladly leave them all below. 

A brighte1· object 11011· enraptures--
In Christ alone we beauties sec : 

While entllcss ages arc onward rolling, 
This heavenly portion otus shall be. 

4 Our earthly liouse is now dissolving, 
And mortal life will soon be o'er; 

The cares within ow revolving, 
Will soon afflict our hearts no more ; 

But pure religion lastt forever; 
In death our souls shall strengthened be ; 

While endless ages are onward rolling, 
This heavenly portion ours shall be. 
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HYMN 114. P. M. 

THE BEAUTIFUL VALLEY. 

'Tis low down that beautiful valler, 
Where love crowns ihe meek and the lowly ; 
Where no storms of envy or folly, 

Can ever roll their billows again ; 
The meek soul, in humble subjection, 
Can there find unshaken prntection; 
There soft gales of chee1 iug reffeciion; 

The mind soothed from sorrnw and pain . 

2 'l'!iis low vale is far from contention, 
Where no soul can dream of dissension ; 
Where no wiles of evil intention, 

C11n find. out those regions of peace. 
"Tis there, there, the Lord will deliver ; 
And souls drink of that beautiful river, 
Where flows peace, foreve1· and ever ; 

An.d love :md joy foreve~ increarn. 

3 'Tis there, . ihose who by storms have been 
driven, 

Shall moor their barks in that beautiful haven, 
And there bask in the sunshine of heaven, 

And triumph in manners name. 
'Tis there, there, in yonder bright glory, 
W c'll shout ancl 8"'g, and tell the glad story, 
When we've passed old Jo:·dan quite over, 

W c'll sing hallelujah to God and the 
Lamb! 

. 

' 
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HYMN 115. P. M. 
1· How sad are the moments when wand'ring 

from God, 
And thorny and dark is the dangerous road! 
.But light is the pathway whicli lead.s to the 

t<tmb, 
When cheer'd by the presence of Jesus, my 

home. 
Home! home ! sweet, sweet home, 

· When cheered b_y the presence of J cs us, my 
home. . 

2 Though fading are joys which earth can he
stow, 

And false is the light which illumes ns below, 
Though sorrows, like clouds, hang around us 

in gloom, 
The beams of his love light me on my way home. 

_Home! home! sweet, sweet home, 
The beams of his love ligI1t me oh my way 

home. 

3 When the tempest of life has snuk into repose, 
And death shall the b~nties of heaven disclose, 
With all the redcem'd, I o'er it will roam, 
Aud sing hallelujah to Jesus my home. 

Home ! home! sweet, sweet home, 
And sing hallelujah to Jesus, my home. 

HYMN 116. 7's, 
F .dRETfTELL H YJJfN. 

1 FARE ye well, ye favorite few, 
I must bid you all adieu; 

13 
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But the Lord is with you still, 
Fear you not, but fare you wen. 

2 Fare ye well, ye little flock, 
Whom the worlcl revile and mock ; 
Keep the way to endless bliss, 
Then yon cannot fare amiss. 

3 Jl'are ye well, ye saints of God, 
Wash' cl .and cleansecl in J esns' bloo.d : 
Strive in goodness to excet, 
Live to God, ancf you'll fare well. 

4 Fare ye well, ye pious band, 
March ye on for Canaan's land, 
Tread cm all the powers of hell, 
l\Iarch in faith, and you'll fare well. 

5 Fare ye well, brave soldiers dear, 
Crowns of life yon all may wear ' 
Christ will all your foes repel, 
Fight in faith, and you'll fare well . 

6 Ye who taste a Savior's love, 
Feel his dawnings from above, 
Still endeavor to excel, 
And you'll finally fare well. 

7 Fare ye well, poor sinners, too, 
J esns Christ still waits for yon; 
Now repent, and 'scape from hell, 
Flee to Christ, and you'll fare well. 
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HYMN 117. P. ~L 
11. 'Mm scenes of ·confusion and creature com-

plaints, 
How sweet to my soul'is commun'ion with saints.! 
"l'o find at the banquet of mercy · there's room, 
And feed in the presence of Jesus at home. 

Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home, 
Prepare me, dear Savior, for ,glory,. at home. 

:2 Sweet bonds, that unite a11 t1ie children of 
peace, 

And their precious Jesu;;, whose love cannot 
cease, 

'l'hough oft from thy presence in sadness I roam, 
! long to behold thee in glory at home. 

CHORUS. • 

.3 I sigh from this boay of sin to be free ·; 
Which hinders my jqy and .communion wifh 

thee .: 
'Though now my temptations like billows may 

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

CHORUS. [home. 

4 While here in the valley of conflict I stay, 
0 give me submissioa and strength as my day. 
In all my afflictions to thee would I come' 
Raj oicil\~ in hope of my glorious home. 

CHORUS. 
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5 Whate' er thon deniest, 0 give me thy grnce, 
The spirit's sure witness, and smiles e>f thy face; 
Indulge me with patience to wait at thy throne, 
And find even now, a sweet foretaste e>f home . 

Cnomrs. 

6 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauties to shine , 
No more as an exile, in sorrow to pine, 
And in thy dear image, arise from the tomb, 
With glorified millions to praise thee at home.· 

CnoJtus. 

HYMN 118. 
l W HE:< shall we all meet again q 

When shall we all meet again q 
Oft shall gl<>wiug hope aspire, 
Oft shall wearied love retire; 

P. 1\L 

Oft shall death aud sorrow reign, 
Ere we all shall i:icet again. 

2 Tho' in distant lands we sigh, 
Parch'd beneath the burning sky ;. 
Tho' the deep between ns rolls, 
.l!' riendship shall unite our souls, 

And in heaven' s wide domain, 
There shall we all meet again • . 

;I When the cl.reams of life arc fled,. 
When its wasted lamps are dead, 
When in cold obliviun's shade 
:Beauty; wealth ancl fame arc laicl;: 

Where immortal spirits reign, 
'Jlhere may we. all meet again. 
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HYMN 119. P. M. 

I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY. 
I WOULD not live alway : I ask not to ftay, 

Where storm after storm rises dark o'er the way, 
'l'he few lurid mornings that dawn on us here, 
.Are' enough for life's woes, full enough for its 

cheer. · 

2 I would not live alway, thus fettererl by sin, 
Temptation withO\~t, and corruption within, 
E'en the rapture of pardon is mingled with fears 
.And the cup of thanksgiving with penitent 

tears. 

• 
3 I would not live alway: no . welcome the tQrub! 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I tlm<td not its gloom; 
There sweet be my rest, till he bid me arise 
To hail him in triumph derncncling the skies. 

4 Who , who woulcl live alway, away from his 
God; 

.Away from yon heaven, that blissfnl abode, 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright 

plains, 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns . 

5 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Savior and brethren transported to greet, 
While the anthems of ple:i.eure unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul! 
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HYMN 120. 
BIRTII OF CHRIST. 

1 Hark! what mean those holy voices, 
Sweetly sounding through the skies; 

Lo! the angelic host rejoices; 
. Heavenly hallcl njahs rise. 

Hear them tell the wondrous story, 
Hear them chaunt in hymns of joy, 
'·Glory in the highest!" glory ! 
Glory be to God most high l 

2 Christ is born, the great Anointed, 
Heaven and earth his praises sing ! 

Oh receive whom Go<l appointed, 
1',or your Prophet, Priest and King. 

Haste, ye mortals, to adorn him : 
Learn bis name and taste his joy; 
Till in heaven ye sing before him, 
Glory be to Go<l most high. 

HYMN · 121. 
BIRTH OF CHRIST, 

Am-'.'Portuguese Hymn." 

Lo! on the night"s vesture, light and truth 
displaying 

The bright Star of Bethlehem in glory set; 
Hear itO! Earth, ' tis Jcrns the Messiah; 

0 come and let us worship at his feet. 

2 Ifark ! strains immortal , \rnkcs the dawn 
of morning. 
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The angels of glory have in concert met; 
Unto the Lord of life they sing bozanna, 

0 come and let us 1rnrsh.,.t his feet. 

3 Softly the anthem dies n,pon the breezes, 
The last heav'nly num1ier falls in accents 

sweet: 
''Good will to l\fan," AMEN! our heart replieth; 

0 come and let ~s worship nt hi's feet. 

4 Hither, ye faithful, haste with songs of tri
umph; 

. To Bethlehem haste, the Lord of life to. meet. 
To yon this day is born a Prince and Savior; 

0 come aud let us worship at his feet. 

5 0 Jesus! for such wond'rous condescemion, 
Onr praises and

0 

rcv'rence arn an off'ring meet, 
Now is the Word made flesh, and dwells among 

us! 
0 come and worship at his feet. 

6 Shout his almighty name, ye choirs of angels, 
And let the celestial courts his praise repeat 

Unto our God be glory in the highest! 
0 come and let us worship at his feet. 

HYMN 122. P. l\'.L 
ISRAEL'S HOPE. 

1 'rhy battlements, Judah, arc low in the dust, 
Thy children are scatter' d in exile afar, 

And the halls of thy beauty, and towers of tby 
trust, 

Have been crush'd in the fory of faction aucl 
war. 
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2 'I'hy mighty nre perish' d, thy gl<_n·y is past, 
The wrath of JEHOVAH bath bumbled thy 

pride; 
In the depths o~ffliction and poverty cast, 

'I'he foes who oppress thee thy sorrows deride . 

3 Yet dcen1 not forever thn,t thou art forsaken, 
So long thou hast not been preserved in vn,in; 

Wipe the tears from thine eyes, see the bright 
future breaking,. 

When the people sli.all gather aro.urrd thee 

again. 

,! Once more shall thy cities from rniu arise, 
Established in strength, :mcl with comeliness 

crowned; 
While earth yieltls for thee her abundant rnp -

plies, 
Where the wili!Jlrness, now, and the desert is • 

found. · 

;, On Hm, the REJECTED, thy children shall 

call, 
Whom, once, in their madness, they nailed 

to the tree; 
And low at the sbrine o! the Crucified fall, 

'I'hy Gou, and MESSIAH, and SAVIOUR is Ht>. 

HYMN 123. P. M . 

.A J.IISSION.ARY HYilfN. 

1 Go, hernld of salvation-
Go, messenger of bliss, 
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To every heathen nation, 
With messages of peace, 

Illume with living splendol', 
The lnncls in midnight gloom; 

Array in matchless grandeur, 
The wastes that never bloom. 

2 Go, heal the sick and dying
Go, be the wanllerer's guide ; 

Go, lead the.soul that's sighing, 
'- To bathe in Calvary's tide. 

Go, bid the star of morning, 
From Bethlehem's forest shine : 

Aud bancn wastes adorning, 
Illume with light divine. 

HYMN 124. P. JU. 

"ON THE LOFTY llfOUNT.dINS." 

On the lofty moun tains, 
Bid the heralds stand; 

While -the opening fountains 
l•'low through every laud. 

2 Home and friends forsaki11g, 
Speed them on their way; 

While the light is breaking, 
For a glorious day. 

3 Bid the great salvation 
Through the earth be known, 

• 
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Till each tribe and nntion 
Shall the Saviour own. 

4 Then let songs of gladness 
Fill the earth around: 

Till no note of sadness 
Mingle with the EOuncl. 

5 0 \V hat sacrctl pleasures 
Will around us roll! 

Heavenly joys and treasures 
Then will fill the soul . 

6 Send the joyful story 
Round this earthly ball; 

Hail the Prince of Glory, 
"Crown him Lorcl of all." 

HYMN 125. L. M 

THE ISLES OF THE GENTILES. 

Calm on the bosom of the deep, 
A thousaucl beauteous islets lie; 

While glassy seas, that round them sleep, 
Reflect the glories of the sky. 

2 How radiant, 'mid the watery waste, 
Their groves of emerald verdure smile, 

Like Eden-spots, in ocean placed, 
1'he weary pilgrim to beguile. 

3 Alas ! that in those happy vales, 
Meet homes for pure and heaven-'born Joye 
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Unholy discord still prevails, 

And weeping peace forsakes the grove. 

4 Alas ! that on those lovely shores, 

Where earth and sky in beauty shine, 
And heaven profusel.v sheds its stores, 

Man should in heathen bondage pine. 

5 0 haste, ye messengers of God, 

With hearts of zeal and tongues of flame; 
Go, spread the welcome sound abroad, 

'l'hat all may "bless Messiah's name." 

6 'l'hat where the smoke of offerings base, 
From idol-fanes obscure the day, 

May rise th!l incense of a rnce, 

Whose souls are taught by heaven to pray. 

7 When shall the solemn Sabbath bell 
Chime thro' those plains at moming pl'ime, 

And choral hymns and praises swell 

Thro' those deep woods in notes sublime ! 

8 Soft mi.Jlgling with the wavc's low moan 
'l'he sound shall float. o'er ocean's breast, 

To tell the wave-tossed wanderer lone 
"The ark of mercy here doth rest ." 

HYMN 126. L. M. 
FOURTH OF JULY SONG. 

AIR--" Rockingham." 
This is onr freedom's natal day, 

And on thy bloodless altar, Lord! 
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Our sacrifice of praise we lay, 
In solemu joy, with one accord . 

2 Not with the warlike pageant's pomp, 
Not with the sonnd of file and drum, 

Not with the blast of the mighty trump, 
Into thy holy house we come! 

3 No war-rent banner flouts the sky 
In priclc above our gathered ranks; 

No reU.-mouthcd ctmnon gives reply 
In thumler to our solemn thanh. 

4 'rbe praises of our ~..-arrior -sires-
The blood-bon~ht. honors of the dead, 

We pour not from our tuneful lyres, 
Jehovah! as thy courts we tread. 

5 THINE are the honors which "-c pay, 
As in thy temple-gales we stand

TmNE be the trimnphs of the' day! 
And this, the Sabbath of our land! 

6 W c celebrate on!' nation's hitth, 
Kot with profane, unholy songs

Not ami<l rioting anrl mirth-
But with hosannas on our tougues ! 

7 Blessing thy goodness for the past, 
An<l trustful of thy favor still, 

W c holrl each precious promise fast, 
And humbly wait to know thy will. 
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HYMN 127. 0. l\L 

THOUGHTS B El'ORE SUNSET. 

1 God of the sunlight hours, how sad 
Would evening ~hadows be; 

Ot night in deeper shadows clad, 
If aught were <lark to thee! 

2 How moumfully that golden gleam 
Would touch the thoughtful heart, 

If, with it's soft retiring beam, 
We saw thy light deJ1art ! 

3 But no : the sunset hours may hide 
These gentle rays awhile; 

And deep through ocean's waves p:rny glide 
The slumber of their smiles-. 

4 Enough, while these dull heav'ns may low'r 
If here thy presence be ; 

Then midnight shall be morning hour, 
And darkness light t.o me. 

5 Through the deep night of mortal things, 
Thy light of love can throw 

That my which gilds an angel's wings , 
To soothe a pilgrim's 1rn. 

HYMN 128. 
VESPER HYJJfN. 

1 Shades of evening, ye have cast 
To the earth yow· woven pall, 

7s. 
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And the night is coming fast 
Over wood and waterfall. 

2 Dimer grows the dying light, 
Though its beauty lin gers ;ye~ 
Look !-upon the brow of night, 
Like a gem, is Yen us set! 

3 Softly, in the shadowy pines, 
Floats a spirit-winged breeze; 
And the star-light dimly shines 
Ou the tall and ancient trees : 

4 Tones of music linger "thrre, 
Liftecl on the willing wind
Ilol)' as the whispered prayer 
From the soul that never sinned! 

5 Bounteous Benefactor, thou 
Hast preserved us through the day; 
Humbly would we thank thee now, 

•As we kneel to p;-aise and pray. 

6 While the day of life shall last, 
Guide us whcrcsoe'cr we roam
Whcn the night of death is past, 
Take us to lb~• heavenly home ! 

HYMN 129. 6 & E's, 
SATURDAY EVENING. 

1 Sweet to the soul the parting ray 
Which ushers placid evening in, 



lVIISCELLANEOUS. 

When, with the still expiring day, 
The peaceful Sabbath's hours begin; 

How grateful to the anxious breast 
The sacred hours of holy rest! 

] "' .., 

!! I love the blush of vernal bloom, 
When mornmg gilds night's sullen fear, 

And dear to me the mournful gloom 
Of autumn, Sabbath of the year : 

But purer pleasures, joys sublime, 
Await the dawn of holy time. 

3 Hushed is the tumult of the day, 
And worldly cares and -business cease, 

While the soft vesper breezes play, 
To hymn the glad return of peace ; 

0 season blest ! 0 moments given 
To turn the vagrant thoughts to heaven ! 

4 What though, involved in lurid night, 
The lovliest forms of nature fade, 

Yet 'mid gloom shall heavenly light 
With joy the contrite heart pervade ; 

0 then, great Source of light divine, 
With beams ethereal glad<l.cn mi_ne ! 

5 Oft as this hallowecl hour shall come, 
0 raise my thoughts from earthly things, 

And bear them to my heavenly home, 
On living faith's immortal wings,-

Till the last gleam of life dceay 
In one eternal Sabbath day! 
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HYMN 130. 7 & 6s·, 

SABBATH :AfORNING.. 

Am- " Tis dawn, the lark is singing." 

The rosy light is dawning, 
Upon the mountain'<; brow: 

It is the Sabbath rooming, 
Arise and pay thy vow; 

Lift up thy heart to heaven, • 
In sacred praise and prayer; 

While unto thee is given 
'I'he light of life to share. 

2 The landscape lately shrouded 
BY evening's paler ray, 

Smiles beauteous and unclomled 
Before the eye of day : 

So let om souls, benighted 
Too long in folly's shade, 

By Jes us' smile be lighted 
To joys that never fade . 

3 Oh: ! see those waters ~treaming, 
In crystal purity; 

While earth with verdure teeming, 
Gives rapture to the eye. 

Let rivers of salvation 
In larger cmrents flow, 

Till every tribe and nation 
Their healing virtues know. 



• 
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HYMN 131. C. M. 

SABBATH EVENING. 

AIR-"Ortonville,'' 

We thank thee, Father, for the day, 
That, robed in twilight sweet, 

Doth linger ere it pa>s away, • 
And lead us to thy feet. 

2 We thank thee for its healing rest 
To weary toil and care ; 

Its praise, within thy temple blest
Its holy balm of prayer. 

3 We thank thee for its living bread, 
That did our hunger stay; 

The manna, by thine angels shec1 
Around onr desert. way 

4 Forgive us if our thoughts were slow 
To. claim a heavenly biTth; 

If feelings t.J.mt should upward glow, 
Did gravitate to e:irth. 

5 Forgive us, if these precepts pure, 
That should our sins control, 

And aid us meekly to endure, 
Grew languid in the soul. 

6 Forgive ns, if with spirits cold, 
·we breathed the murmurer's moan=. 

14 
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Oi' failed to g1·asp the chaitl of gold, 
That links us to thy throne. 

7 0 grant, that when this span of lifo 
In evening shade shall close, 

And all it3 vanity and strife 
Tend to their long repose; 

8 We, for the sake of Him who died, 
Our Advocate ancl Friend, 

May share that Sabbath at thy side 
Which never more shall end. 

IIY'.'.1N 132. L. M. 

J,LJRRLlGE HnIN. 

Am-"Widndham.'' 

Oh, kimlly, from thy mm·cy scat, 
Jehovah, condescend to bles~s 

These young and trusting hearts, which beat 
In glad frniLion's ha~piness. 

2 Be this their union blest of thec-
N ot for this fleeting life alone; 

Hearts, wc<1lled for eternity, 
Oh, seal them, Saviour! as thine own. 

3 Aud may lhey keep their plighted faith 
Inviolate, through coming years; 

Loving unchangeably till death, 
The same ami(l earth's hopes and fears. 
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4 Be thou their God, their Guardian, thou; 
As through life's wilJcrness they roam! 

Even as thou hast blcst them now, 
Still bless them in the years to come! 

5 And let thy smile, in wo, in weal, 
Be like a sunbeam in thei!' hearts~ ; 

So shall it still be theirs to feel 
The joy which holy love imparts. 

6 And when, at last, life's sun grows dim, 
Auel dearest earthly ties are riven, 

Ju death be theirs the victor-hymn ! 
Aud the!rs the deathless joys of heaven l 

HYMN 133. P. M. 
THE OLIJ FAJJIILY BIBLE. 

Arn-" 'Voo:lman, spare that tree.'' 
I Sceptic ! spare this Book, 

Touch not a single leaf, 
Nor on its pages look 

With eye of unbelief: 
'Twas my forefather's stay, 

In hours of agony, 
• Sceptic, go thy way, 

And let this old Book be! 

2 This goocl old Book of life, 
}' or centuries has stood, 

Unharmed amid the strife, 
When earth was drunk with blood, 
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And would'st thou harm it now, 
And have its truths forgot? 

Sceptic, forbear thy blow, 
Thy hand shall harm it not. 

3 Its very name. recalls 
The happy hours of youth, 

When in my-grand;;irc's hulls 
I heard it; talcs of truth : 

I've seen his white hairs Dow 
O'er thiµrolume as ho read: 

But this was long ago, 
And the good old man is c1eac1. 

4 My deltl' grandmother, too, 
When I was hut a hoy, 

I've seen her eye of blue, 
Weep o'er it tears of joy,_ 

'l'heie traces linger still, 
.incl dear they arc to me ! 

Sceptic, forego thy will, 
Go! let this olcl hook he. 

HYMN 134. L.M. 

1 When morning pours its golden rays, 
O'er hill and vale, o'er earth and s'ea; 

My heart unbidden swells-in prnise, 
Father of light and life, to thee ! 

2 When night from heaven steals darkly down 
And throws its head o'er lawn and lea, 
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My sacldencd spirit seeks thy thTone, 
And bows in worship still to thee ! 

3 If tempests sweep the angry sky, 
Or sunbeams smile on flower and tree, 

If j~s and sorrows dim tho oye
Father in heaven, I turn to thee ! 

HYMN 135. 

JESUS IN TflE GARDEN. 

l While nature was sinking in stillness to rest, 
'fhc last beam of daylight shoQe clim in the west, 
In deep meditation I wauclorncl my feet, . 
O'er fielcls by pale.moonlight in lonely retreat, 

2 While passing a garden I paused to hear 
A voice, faint and plaintive, from one that was 

there, 
'l'he voice of the sufferer affected my heart, 
While pleading in anguish the pool' sinner's part, 

3 I listened a moment, then turned me to see 
What man of compassion the stranger might be! 
I saw him low kneeling upon the cold grounrl, 
And felt that his anguish of soul was profound. 

4 So deep were his sorrows, sci fervent his 
prayers, 

That down o'ei: his bosom rolled sweat, blood 
and tears! 

I wept to behold him! -I askccl his name : 
Hcanswer'd, "'Tis Jesus! from heaven I came. 
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5 I am thy Redeemer, for thee I must die ~ 
The cnp is most bitter, but cannot pass by: 
Thy sins like a mountain arc laid upon me, 
And all this deep anguish I suffer for thee:" 

6 How sweet was that moment he badejfne re'

joice, 
His smile, Oh how pleasant, how cheering hi& 

voice l 
I flew from the gm·den to spread it abroad, 
I shouted salvation, and glory to Goel! 

7 I am now on my journey to mansions above, 
l\I,v soul's foll of glory, of l ight, peace an cl love, 
I think of the gar Jen, the rtrayers arul the tears, 
Of that loving stranger, who banish'd my fears . 

8 The day of bright glory is rolling around, 
When Gakiel, descending. the trumpet shalf 

~ound; 
l\Iy soul then in glory and rapture shall rise, 
To gaze on this stranger with. unclouded eyes. 

HYMN 136. P. M. 

0 HAD I 1'HE WINGS.OF A DUVE:. 

1 Oh! had I the wings of a dove I would fly
.A.way from th' s world of care; 

My soul would mount to the realms on high, 
Aud seek for a refuge there. 

But is there no hayen here on earth ? 
No hope for the wounded breast q 

., 
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:No favored ;pot where content has birth, 
In which I may fiud a rest 'l 

2 Oh! is it not written, "Beliern and live S '' 
T!ie heart by bright hope all med 

Shall find the comfort these words can give, 
And be by its faith assured. 

Then why should we fem· the cold world'sfrown, 
When truth to the heart has giv'n 

'l'he light of rcligiou to guide us on 
In joy to the paths of heaven ? · 

3 There is, there is, in thy holy word-
Thy W-Ol'd which can ne'er dcpart

There is a promise of mercy stored, 
]<'or the lowly and meek of heart, 

":\fy yoke is easy, my burden light 
Then come unto me for reot ! " 

'rhese, these a.re the words of promise stored., 
For the wounded and wearied breast. 

IIY;\'IN 137. 

'f lfTILL ARISE AND GO TO llfY FATHER.' 

"A1n.-c' Lise her. 1 ' 

1 Wheu burilened is my breast, 
When friendless seems my lot, 

When earth afford• no rest, 
And refuge I have not, 

Father ! if thou wilt suffer me, 
I will arise and come to thee. 
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2 When conscience thunders louil', 
When sins i~dread array, 

Upon my memory crowd, 
And fill me with dismay ; 

E'en then there yet is hope for me, 
Father ! I'll r~e and c9me to thee. 

3 When I have wandered ifrn 
Along the downward road, 

And mountains seem to bar 
lily turning back to God; 

Yea, glancing once on Calvary, 
:Father ! I'll rise and come to thee. 

4 With broken heart, and sad., 
I will retrace my way, 

And though my case is had, 
Thy mercy is my staF 

With J115us' blood my only plea, 
Father ! I 'll rise and come to thee. 

5 And when my cheek turns pale, 
And wbcn I sink iu death, 

Though heart an cl flesh may fail, 
With my expiring bTeath 

I'll whisper, J esns died for me ; 
Father l I rise ancl come to thee. 

HYMN 138. 10s. 

THE CHRISTIAN'S WALK. 
1 Christian, walk carefully, danger is near, 
Work out thy journey with trembling and fear; 
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Snares from witho11t, and temptations within, · 
. Seek to ~ntice thee 11gain into siu. 

2 Christian! walk h11mbly-ernlt not in pride, 
If that tho11 ho.st is by J esns .supplied; 
He holdeth thee up, Ile directeth thy ways, 
To Him be the glQry---to Him the praise. 

3 Christian! walk cheerfull_y---thongh the dark 
storm 

Fill the bi'ight sky \Vith the clo11ds of alarm; 
:Soon will the elands and the tempest be past, 
And thou shall dwell safely with Jesus at last. 

4 Christian! walk stea,dfastly---while it is light• 
Swift ue approaching the shades of the night; 
All that thy Master hath bidden thee do, 
Haste to perform, for thy moments are few. 

5 Christian] walk peacefully: oft wilt th.on fall, 
If thou forget on thy Savior to call; 
Safe shalt thou walk through each trial and call, 
If them art clad in the armor of prayer. 

6 Christian! walk joyfully---trouble and pain 
Cease when the haven of rest tho11 dost gain, 
Tllls thy bright glory, and this thy reward, 
"Enter thou into the joy of thy Lord!'' 

HYMN 139. P.M. 
THE ROCK THAT IS HIGHER TH.d.N I. 
I IN seasons of grief, to my God I'll repair, 
When my heart is o'erwhelmed with sorrow and 

care; 
15 
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From the ends ofthe earth unto Thee will 1 cry 
Lead me to the Rock that is l1igher than I. 

2 When Satan, the tempter, comes in like a flood 
'l'o drive my poor soul from the fountain of gooJ 
I'll pray to the Savior who kindly did die, 
Lead me to the Rock that is higher than I. 

3 And when I have ended my pilgrimage here, 
Clad in Jesus' pure rightconsuessletmeappear; 
In the swellings of J ordun on Thee I ' ll rely, 
And look to the Rock that is higher than I . 

4 And when the Inst trumpet shall sound 
through the skies, 

\:hen the dead from the dust of the eartir shal1 
a.rise, 

" "ith bright millions I'll join, far auavc yonder 
sky, 

To praise the Jcar Rock that is higher than L 

HnIN 140. L. M. 

THE PURE IN HE.ART SHALL JJIEET 
AGAIN. 

1 OH, tell me not in that bright land, 
Where spirits reign in boundless bliss, 

We shall not meet the social bancl 
With which we mingled while in this! 

It is not so. On Canaan's shore, 
Where love and joy eternal reign, 
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Where friend from frieµd shall part no more, 
The pure in heart shall meet'again. 

~ The loved and l"8t who long have gone, 
And left our spirits desolate, 

To tread afflictecl and alone, 
'l'he path of life disconsolate, 

In Heaven, arrayed in fadeless youth, 
And freed from every mortal stain, 

We shall behold, ancl prove that truth: 
The pure in heart s4all meet again. 

3 Jiast thou a parent in the skies q 
I s thy sweet sister gone before ? 

1{as thy lovecl brother closed his eyes, 
And winged him to that happy shore ? 

~ve thou in hope) the blessed clay 
Of thy deliverance is at hand, 

When God shall call thy soul away, 
To meet them in a better land 1 

HYMN 141. c. :M:. 

pow SOFTLY ON '/'HE BRUISED HEART. 

1 How softly on the bruised heart, 
A worcl of kindness falls, 

And to the dry and parched soul, 
The moistening tear-drop calls. 

~ 0, tf they knew, who walked the Earth, 
'JWid sorrow, grief and pain, 
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Tu pswer a word &f kindness hath, 
'Twere Paradise again. 

J The 'veakest and the poorest, may 
Th.is simple pitt:mce give, 

And bid deli ~ ht ~o wither' d hearts. 
Return again and li'l'c. 

4 0, what Is life, if Tove lie Iost'i' 
If man's unkind to man---

Or what thc heaven that waits beyouil 
This brief and mortal span 1 

5 As stars upon the tranquil serl'. 
In mimic glory shine. 

So words of kindness in the heart 
Reflect their sonreil divine. 

6 0 , then, be kind, whoo' er thou art 
That. breathest mortal breath, 

And it shall brighten all thy life:, 

And sweeten even cleatir. 

HYMN 142. 
SLEEPlliG IN JESUS. 

l AsLEEJ? in J csus ! blessed sleep ! 

L. M . . 

From "hieli mme ever wakes to weep ; 
A calm and nndistmbed repose; 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 

2 Asleep in J cs us ! 0 how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet! 
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With holy confidence to sing 
That death has lost its cruel sting. 

3 Asleep in J esns ! peaceful rest ! 
Whose waking is supremely blest; 
No fear, no wo shall dim that hour 
That manifests the Savior's power. 

4 Asleep in Jesus! 0 for me 
May such a blissfnl refuge be; 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 
Waiting the summons from on high. 

5 Asleep in Jesus! fat· from thee 
Thy kindred and their graves may be; 
But there is still a blessed sleep 
]'rom which none ever wakes to weep. 

HYMN 143. 

SOWING THE SEED. 

1 Sow in the mom thy seed, 
At eve hold uot thy hand; 

S. M. · 

To doubt aud fear give thou no heed, 
Broadcast it round the land. 

2 Beside all waters sow, 
The highway furrows stock, 

Drop it where thorns and thistles gro"-, 
Scatter it on the rock. 

"3 'rhe good, the.fruitful ground, 
Expect not here nor there, 
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O'er hill and dale by spots 'tis found; 
Go forth, then, everywhere. 

4 Thou knowest not which may thrive, 
The late or early sown ; 

Grace keeps the precious germ alive, 
· When and wherever strown. 

5 Au el duly shall appear, 
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 

Shall foster and mature the grain, 
For garners in the sky. 

7 'rheu when the glorious end, 
The day of Goel, is come, 
The angel reapers shall descend, 

Allll heaven oing "Harvest home!'' 

HYMN 14'1. 
THE CONTRAST. 

l I IIA YE wandered in mazes dark, 
Of doubt and distress; 

I have had not a kindling spark 
My spirit to bless; 

Cheerless unbelief 

P. M. 

Fill'd my laboring soul with grief, 
What shall give relief ? 

What shall give peace ? 

2 l th.en turned to thy gospel, Lord, 
}'rom folly away, 
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I then trusted thy holy word, 
. That taught me to prny, 

Herc I found release : 
Hero my weary soul found rest, 
Hope of endless bliss~ 

Eternal day. 

3 I will praise now my heavenly King, 
I'll praise and adore; 

I'll the heart's i•ichest fribntc bring 
To Thee, God of power; · 

And in heaven above, 
Sav'd by thy redeeming love, 
Lond the strains shall move 

For tTJrmore. 

HYMN 145. C. M. 

THE NEW JERUSALEJL 

JERC"SALEM ! my happy home! 
Name ever dear to me ! 

When shall my lubors have an end, 
In j oy, and peace, aud thee 'i 

2 0 when, thou city of my God, 
Shall I thy courts ascend; 

Where congrngations nc' er break np, 
And Sabbaths have no end ? 

3 There happier bowers than Eden'1 bloom, 
Nor sin, nor sorrow know : 



176 :MIRIAM'S TIMBREL. 

Blest seats! thro' rude and stormy ecenes, 
I onward press to you. 

4 Why shrink at pain and wo, 
Or feel at death dismay ? 

I've Canaan's goodly land in vie\\ 
And realms of endless day. 

5 Apostles, martyrs. prophets, there 
Around my -Savior stnn d; 

And soon my friends in Christ below, 
Will join the glorious band. 

6 J erusalen ! my happy home! 
My soul still paats for thee; 

Then shall ~y labors have an end, 
When I thy joys shall see. 

TIYMN 146. P. M. 

GOME YE DISOONSOL..tl.TE. 

l Come ye d.isconsolate, where' er you languish, 
Come, at the mercy seat fervently kneel, 

There bring your wounded hearts, here tell 
your anguish, 

Earth has no sorrows that Heaven cannot heal. 

~ Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 
Hope when all others die, fadeless and pnt~ 

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

Earth has no sorrows that hea'!"en cannot curo 
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3 Here see the bread of life, see waters flowing 
Forth from the throne of God, pure from 

above. 
Come to the feast of love, come ever knowing, 

Earth has no sorrows but Heaven can remove. 

4 Let not your unbelief keep back the blessing, 
But in the cause of God folly engage, 

Bow at the throne of grace, ever confessing, 
Earth has no sorrows but Heaven can assuage. 

5 Lo ! from his shining throne, J esns the Savior 
Looks with complacency, bids yon receive, 

Joy, peace, and pleasure sweet, pardon and favor, 
Earth has no sorrows but I-leaven_ can relieve. 

HYMN 147. 

l!E.A.R NOT. 
Am- " Afton." 

" Fear not; I will help thee."-IsAIAH xii.13. 

l WHEN in sorrow's dark vale you may com-
fortless stray, 

And night spread its pall o'er your desolate way, 
0 mourner, look up, thro' the dimness of tears, 
Thy Savior will help thee, and lighten thy cares, 

2 Do darkness and doubt settle thick round thy 
path, 

With 11torm clouds above thee, and thunder2 of: 
wrath q 
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Look up, for thy Savior their fury can quell; 
Fear not, gentle Mercy the clouds shall dispel. 

3 Is thy tempest-tossed bark on the wild bil
lows driven, 

""hile angry winds mingle the ocean with 
heaven? 

With no compass to guide thee, no beacon light 
near, 

Thy soul growing sick with the chill of despair. 

4 Look upward, for Bethlehem's Star is thy 
guide; 

Sre, brightly it beams o'er the dark rollinp; tide, 
Year not, for thy Savior the tumult has $tilled; 
The clouds- that hang o'er thee with mercy are 

filled . 

5 Bold Reformer, all harnessed and girt for the 
field, 

God's truth for thy weapon, and faith for thy 
shield, 

Fear not, for the strength of the Lord is thy 
might, -

Pres' onward, God speed thee, thou friend of 
the right. 

6 Poor, penitent soul , with thy sins sorely 
press'd, 

Doe! conscience torment thee, guilt "murder 
thy rest" ? 
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0, look to thy Savior! he'll freely forgive ; 
Feaf not, he has died that thy spirit might live . 

7 Humble Christian, oft scorned for thy lowli-
ness . here, 

The child of affliction, and penury's heir, 
Fear noi, for thot1 canst not in sorrow repine, 
While Heaven is thy treasure, and Jes us is thine. 

8 Fear not, dying Christian, thy race is now 
run) 

Thou hast borne well the conflict, and victory 
won; 

To the home of the blest thy freed spirit shall go, 
And glory eternal encircle thy brow. 

HYMN 148. P. M. 
A VIEW OF (JANA.AN. 

WHEN for eternal worlds we steer, 
And seas are calm and skies are clear, 
And faith in lively exercise, 
And distant hills of Canaan-rise, 
The soul for joy then claps her wings, 
And loud her lovely sonnet sings, 

Vain world, adieu. 

2 With cheerful hopes her eyes explore 
Each landmark on the distant shore : 
The trees of lifc,_; the pastures green, 
The golden streets, the crystal stream; 
Again for joy she claps her wings, 
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And loud her lovely sonnet sings, 
Vain world, adieu. 

3 The nearer still she draws to land, 
More eager all her powers expand; 
With steady helm and free bent sail, 
Her anchor drops within the vail"; 
Again for joy she claps her wings, 
And her celestial sonnet sings, 

Glory to God. 

HYMN 149. L. M. 

THE ANCHOR IN THE VAIL. 

1 THE Christian sailor fears no ill; 
Though calms befall, or storms assail ; 

His deathless hope is gronn ded still · 
In Christ-the Anchor in the vail. 

2 When seas are smooth, and skies serene, 
And prosperous breezes fill his mil, 

He trusts not the deceitful scene; 
But casts his hope 'i>ithin the vaiL 

3 Aud when disastrous clouds arise, 
Aud earthly prospects sink, or fail, 

He plants his trcasnl'e in tbe skies, 
And hugs the Anchor of the vail. 

4 And when the gulf-stream heaves in view 
And strikes the guilty sinner pale, 
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lte boldly shoots the current throngb, 
To reach his moorings in the vail. 

5 When nature heaves her final blast, 
The pilgrim's courage will not fail; 

He"!! hold the sov'reign promise fast, 
Of Christ-the Anchor in the vail. 

6 For. well the Christian sailor knows 
That hell can never sp1fog a gale, 

Which coulcl, with his uniteel foes, 
Remove the Anchor of thc'vail. 

HYMN 150. L. l\L 
THE CHRISTIAN jJf.lf.RINER. 

HAPPY is he who early steers, 
Like a trim vessel, straight for heaven; 

Who Christian colors bravely rears, 
An el keeps the course that Goel has given. 

2 Life is the ocean; years the tide 
That floats ten thousand harks along, 

Sins are the rocks on every side 
Where passion drives a current strong. 

3 Pleasure that looks so bright and fair, 
Is like the shallows set with sands; 

And many a wreck, forlorn and bare, 
Lies high and dry upou those strands. 

4 Faith is the compass, firm and true, 
Whose needle points to Christ the pole, 
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That morning star shall guide us thro.ugh, 
'!'hough winds may howl and waves may 

roll. . 

HYMN 151. C. M. 

THE JOYFUL llfEETING. 

I How pleasant thus to dwell below, 
In fellowship of love; 

And though we part, 'tis bliss to k1tow, 
The good shaH n1eet above. 

Cno1ms. 

0 l that will be joyful, joyful, joyful, 
0 ! that will be joyful, 
To meet to part no more, 
To meet to part no more, 
On Cannan 's peaceful shore, 
And sing the everlasting song, 
·with those ''>;ho'vc gone before. 

2 Yes, happy thought! when we are fre& 
From earthly grief and pain, 

In heaven we shall each other see, 
And never part ag;ail).. 

Qhorus. 

3 What sorrows may our steps attend, 
W c never can foretell ; 

:J3ut if the lord will be our friend, 
We know that all is well, 

Ohorus, 
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4 Then let us each, in strength divine, 
Still walk in wisdom's ways; 

That we, with those we love, may join 
In never ending praise. 

Chorus, 

EY:MN 152. 

THE BIBLE. 

P. l\1. 

A fountain ever springing, 
Where the wearied may repair, 

The heavy burdeu bringing, 
Of sin and of despair. 

2 A hive of honeyed treasure, 
Distill'd from Eden 's bowe1·s ; 

·where heaven . born hope with pleasure, 
l\iay feed in wintry hours. 

3 Drink for the soul that 's thirsting, 
Comfort to those that fear

Balm for the heart when bursting 
May all be gathered ·here. 

4 What added boon is wanting q 
The blessing God must give, 

The gift of faith, by granting, 
To read, believe, and live. 
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IIYMN 153. P. M. 

BE KIND TO BACH OTHER. 

1 Be kind to each other, 
The night's coming on, 

When friend and when brother 
Perchance may be gone! 

Then 'midst our dejection, 
How sweet to have earned 

The blest i·ecollcction, 
Of kindness-returned ! 

2 When day hath departed, 
And memory keeps 

Hor watch, broken-hearted, 
""°here nil she loved sleeps ! 

Let falsehood assail not, 
Nor envy disprove

Let trifles prevail not 
Against those ye love ! 

3 Nor change with to-morrow, 
Should fortune take wiug, 

But the deeper the sorrow, 
The closer still cling! 

Oh ! be kind to each other! 
The night's coming on, 

When friend and when brother 
Perchance may be gone. 
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HYMN 154. P. M:. 
PARTING HTAfN. 

BRETBRE_N beloved, we must part, 
And to our callings go; 

But let us all keep one in heart, 
Whilst we remain below. 

CB OR US. 

W e'wmarching thro't:igh Immanuel's ground, 
We soon shall hear the trumpet sound, 
And then with Jes us we shall meet, 
And never, never part again. 
What ! never part again 'l 
No; never part again! 
Yes ! there we shall each other greet, 
And nevei:, never part agaiu. · 

~ We may but mect ·a few times more, 
'Till we shall meet above, 

Where pain and parting will be o'er, 
In that bright worlcl of love. 

Chorus. 

3 We shall with Cltrist in Paradise, 
To encliess ages clwell. 

Then let ns pray, both night and day, 
So now, dear friends, farewell. 

Chorus, 

4 And when we meet in heaven above, 
Where saints and angels dwell, 

16 
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We'll sing of his redeeming love, 
And never say, farewell. 

Chorus. 

HYMN 155. 

WAIT! 
Am- "Watcher .'' 

l Wait ! for the aay is breaking, 
Though the dull·night be long ; . 

'Yait ! God is not forsaking 
Thy heart. Be ·strong ! be strong! 

2 Wait ! and the clouds of sorrow 
Shall melt in gentle showers, 

And hues from heaven shall borrow, 
As they fall amidst the flowers. 

3 Wait! 'tis the key to pleasure, 
And to the plan of God ; 

Oh, tarry thou his leisure--
Thy soul shall hear no load! 

4 Wait ! for the time is hasting 
When life shall he made clear, 

And all who know \cart-wasting, 
Shall feel that God is dear. 

HYMN 156. S. M. 

FOREVER WI'l'JI THE LORD. 

1 "Forever with the Lord!" 
Amen. So let it be..; 
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Life for the cleacl is in that worcl, 
'Tis immortality. 

Here in the body pent, 
Absent from him I roam; 

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A clay's march nearer home. 

2 My Father's honse on high, 
Home of my soul, how near, 

At times, to faith's aspiring eye, 
·Thy golclen gates appear ! 

Ah, then my spit·it faints, 
To reach the land I love; 

The bright inheritance of saints, 
J erusalem above. · 

3 Yet doubts still intervene, 
Ancl a!l my comfort flies ; 

Like Noah's clove, I flit between -
Rough seas ancl stormy skies . 

Anon the cloucls clepart, 
The wincls and waters cease, · 

While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart, 
Expands the bow of peace. 

HYMN 157. 

IJEP ARTING FRIENIJS. 

1 FRIE:-ID after friend departs-
Who has not lost a fri.en.d ~ 

. ·--

P. M. 

' 

' 
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No union here of hearts, 
That finds not here an end. 

Were this frail world om final rest, 
Living or dying, none were blest. 

2 Beyond tho flight of time, 
Beyond the reign of -death, 

There's sure some blessed clime, 
Where lifITT.s not a breath; 

Nor life's affections, transient fire, 
Whose sparks fly upward and· expire. 

3 There is a world above, 
Where pa1-ting is unknown; 

A land of light and love, 
Made for the good alone. 

Aud faith beholds the dying here, 
Translated to that glorious sphere. 

4 Thus, star by star declines, 
'Till all arc passed away, 

As morning brighter shines, 
To pure and perfect clay ; 

Nor sink those stars in empty night, 
But hicle themselves in heaven's own light. 

HYMN158. C.M. 

'f'HE HOPE OF 1fEETING IN HE.A.VEN 

1 HAIL, sweetest, dearest tie tbat bincls 
Our glowing hearts in one ! 
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Hail. saered Hope ! tha~tunes our minds 
To harmony divine. 

CHORUS, 

lt is the hope, the blissful hope, 

Whieh Jesus' graee ha~ given, 

'The hope, when days an<l years are past, 

We all shall meet in heaven, 

lVe all shall meet in heaven at last, 

W c all shall meet in heaven; 

'The hope when days and years are past, 

We all shall meet in heaven. 

:2 What though the northern wintry blast 
~lay howl arouud my cot; -

What though beneath an eastern slm, 
Be cast our distant fot. 

Chorus • 

.3 From Burma.h's shore, from Afric's strand., 
From India's burning plain, 

From Europe, from Columbia's land, 
We hope l-0 meet again. 

Chorus. 

4 No lingering look, no parting sigh, 
Our future meeting knows; 

There vernal bloom shall never die, 
There life's pure river flows. 

C:hoi:us-how sweet the hope, etc. 
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HYMN 159. 
THB PILGRIM'S SONG .. 

Am-" Afton." 
'·There remainetli a rest for the people of 

God."-PAUL. 
1 My rest is in heaven, my rest ~ not here, 
Then why should I murmur when trials arc 

llCaJ.'; 

Be hnsh'cT my dark spirit, the worst that can. 
come~ 

But shortens my journey and hastens me home. 

2 It is not for me to be seeking my bliss, 
And building my hopes iu a region like this ; 
I look for a city which ~nds have not pile(l ;.. 
I pant for a country by sin llndefilod. 

3 The thorn and the thistle around mo may 
grow 

I would not lie down upon roses below ; 
I ask not my portion, I seek not a rest, 
'Till I find them forever in Jesus' breast. 

4 Afflictions may damp me, they cannot de-
stroy, 

One glimpse of his love turns them all into joy; 
Aud the bitterest tears, if he smiles upon them, 
Like due in tho sunshine, grow diamonds and 

gems. 

!) Let (\oubt, then, ancl danger my progress op.
~so, 
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'They Ob.Iv make heaven more sweet to th:c close, 
Codie joy or come sorrow, what' er may befall; 
One hour with my God will make np for it all. 

6 With n scrip on my back, and a staff in my 
hand, 

I'll march on in haste through Immamw.I 's land: 
The road may be rough , but it cannot be long, 
And I'll smooth it with hope and cheer with a 

song. 

HYl\~N IGO P. M. 
MEETING AND P.A.RTfNG FOREPER AT 

THE JUDGJJJENT SEAT OF CHRIST. 
l Oa, there ,will be mourning, 

l\fourning, mourning, mourning, 
Oh, there will be mourning, 

At the judgment seat of Christ! 
Wives and husbands there will part, 
Wives and husbands there will part, 
Wives a11d husbands tlierc will part, 

Will part to meet no more ! 

2 Oh, there will be mourning, etc. 
Parents and· chiL!ren there will part, etc-. 

3 Oh, there will be mourning. etc. 
Brothers and sisters there will part, etc. 

4 Oh, there will be mourning, etc. 
Pastors and people there will part, etc. 



S Oh, there will be _mourning, etc. 
Saints and >inners there will part, ct.r. 

6 Oh, there will be mourning, etc . 
Saints and devils ·there will part, etc-. 

7 Oh, there \Vill lie shouting, ete, 
Saints and angels there will meet, eil<". 
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HYMN l. 6 lines 7s. 
l Rocx of Ages! cleft for mo, 

Let me hide myself in thee; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From thy wounded side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure, 
Save from wrath, and make me pure. 

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

3 While I draw this fleeting breath 
When my eyes shall close in death, 
When I rise to worlds unknown, 
And behold thee on thy throl!e; 
Rock of Ages ! cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in thee. 

c. WESLEY. 

17 
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HYMN 2. 4 lincs 7s. 

DEPTH of mercy ! can there be 
l\Iercy still rcscrv' d for meq 
Can my God his wrath forbear'l 
Me, the chief of sinners spare'! 

2 I have long withstood his grace, 
Long provok' d him to his face; 
Would not hearken to his calls, 
Griev'd him by a thousand fulls. 

3 Kindleil his relentings are, 
llle he now delit hts to spare:. 
Cries, " Iluw ·shall I give thee up1' 
Lets the lifted thunder drop. 

4 There for mo the Sa\'ior stands, 
Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands: 

Godislilve! I knolY, lfccl; 
J csus weeps and loves me still. 

2 Jesus answer from above, 
Is not all thy nature love? 
Wilt thou not the wrong forget? 
Suffer me to kiss thy feet? 

6 No lJlcliJlo me to repent! 
Let me now my fall lament! 
Now mv foul revolt deplore! 
Weep, b;lieve, and sin no more, 

C. WESLEY, 
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HYi\IN 3. 6 lines B's. 

I 0 woxnaous power of faithful prayer ! 
What tongue can tell th' Almighty grace'i 

G-Od's hands, or bound, or open arc, 
As Moses, or Elijah prays: 

Let Moses in the spirit groan, 
And God cries out, ' Let me alone!' 

2 ' Let me alone, that all my wtath 
May rise, the wicked to consume!' 

While Justice hears thy praying faith, 
It cannot seal the siuner's doom: 

' My Son is in my servant's prayer
And Jesus forces me to spare.' 

3 0 blessed word of gospel-grace, 
Which .now we for our Israel plead ! 

A faithless ancl backsliding race, 
Whom thou hast out of Egypt freed ! 

0 do not then in wrath chastise, 
Nor let thy whole displeasure rise. 

4 Father, regard thy pleading Son; 
Accept his all-availing prayer; 

And send a peaceful answer down, 
In honour of our Spokesman there; 

Whose blood proclaims our sins forgiven, 
And speaks thy rebels up to hea-.:en. 

(), WESLEY. 
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· HYMN 4. 

JI LET earth and heaven agree, 
Angels and men be join' cl', 

To cdebrate with me, 
The Saviour of mankind; 

T' adore the all-atoning LamlJ, 

P. M. 

And bless the sound of J csus' name~ 

2 JEsus, transporting sound ! 
The joy of earth and heaven~ 

No other help is found, 
No other name is given, 

By which we can sal \<ation have; 
Bnt, Jesus came, the world to save. 

3 J Esus, harmonious name ! 
It charms the hosts above: 

They evermore proclaim, 
And wonder at his love: 

"Tis all their happiness to gaze, 
'Tis heaven to sec our Jesus' facl'r. 

4 His name the sinner hears, 
And is from sin set free: 

'Tis music in his ears, 
'Tis life :md victory: 

Kew songs do now his lips employ, 
Antl dances his .glad heart for joy. 

5 Stung !Jy the scorpion, sin, 
l\Iy poor expiring soul 
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The balmy souud driuks in, 
And is at once made whole: 

See there, my Lord upon the tree ! 
I hear, I feel, he died for me ! 

6 0 unexampled lo;c ! 
0 all-redeeming grace! 

How swiftly didst thou move, 
To save a fallen race ! 

. What shall I do to make it known, 
What thou for a.Jl mankind hast done'i 

7 0 for a trumpet-voice, 
On all the worlcl to call ! 

To bid their hearts rcj oice 
In him who died for all! 

For all, my Lord was crucified, 
For all, for all, my Saviour died! 

197 

C. 'WESLEY. 

HYMN 5. 4 lines 7s. 

NAY, I cannot lot thee go, 
'fill a blessing thou bestow; 
Do not turn away thy face, 
1\line's an urgent, pressing case . 

.2 Dost thou ask me who I am ! 
Ah! my Lord, thou know' st my name; 
Yet the question gives a plea 
To support my suit with thee. 
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3 Thou didst once a wretch behold, 
In rebellion blindly bold, 
Scorn thy grace, thy power defy; 
That poor rebel, Lord, was I. 

4 Once a sinner near despair, 
Sought thy mercy seat by prayer; 
Mercy heard anu set him free; 
Lord, that mercy came to me. 

5 M:auy years have pass'd since then, · 
Many changes 1 have seen, 
Yet h[\vc been upheld till now; 
Who could hold me up but thou? 

6 Thou hast help' d in every need, 
This emboldens me to plead ; 
After so much mercy past, 
Canst thou let me sink at last'i 

7 No-I must maintain my hold, 
'Tis thy goodness makes me bold: 
I can no denial take, 
When I plead for Jes us' sake. 

HYMN 6. P.H. 

LErthy kingdom, blessed Saviour, 
Come, and bid our jarrings cease; 

Come, oh come! and reigu for ever, 
God pf love, and Prince of reace; 
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Visit now poor bleeding Zion, 
Here the people monru and weep; 

Day and night thy Jambs are crying, 
Come, good Shephered, feed thy sheep. 

2 Some for Paul, some for Apollos, 
Some for Cephas-none agree; 

Jesus, let us hear thee call us; 
Help us, Lord, to follow thee; 

Then we'll rush throught what encumbers. 
Over every hind'rance !Gap; 

Not upheld by force or numbers, 
Come, good Shepherd, feecl my sheep. 

3 Lord, in us there is no merit, 
We've been sinners from our youth; 

Guide us, Lord, by thy good Spirit, 
Which shall teach us all the truth, 

On thy gospel word we'll venture, 
Till in death's cold arms we sleep, 

Love our Lord, and Christ our Saviour, 
Oh! good Shepherd, feed my sheep. 

4 Come, good Lord, with courage arm us, 
Persecution rages her~ 

Nothing, Lord, we know can harm us, 
While our Shepherd is so near. 

Gloq, glory, be to Jes us, 
At his name our hearts do leap; 

He both comforts us and frees us, 
The good Shepherd feeds his sheep. 
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5 Hear the Prince of our salvation, 
Saying, ''Fear not, little flock; 

I, myself, am your Foundation, 
You are built upon this Rock. 

Shun the paths of vice and folly, 
Scale the mount, although it's steep; 

Look to me, an.l be ye holy; 
I c1elight to feed my sheep . 

6 Christ alone, whose merit saves us, 
Taught by him, we'll ciwu his name; 

Sweetest of all names is Jes us ! 
How it doth our souls inflame ! 

Glory, glory, glory, glory, 
Give him glory, he will keep, 

He will clear our way before us, 
The goocl shepherd feeds his sheep. 

HYMN 7: 2 12s & 2 9s. 

Co~!E away to the skies, My belovec1 aries, 
An cl rejoice in the day thou wast born: 

On this festival day, Come exulting away, 
And with singing to Sion return . 

2 We have laid up our love, And our treasure 
above, 

Though om· bodies continue belo;v : 
The redeem'd of our Lord, We remember his 

word, 
Aud with singing to Paradise go. 
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3 With singing we praise, The original grace, 
By our heavenly Fatlicr bestow' d; 

Our being receive from his bounty and live 
To the honour and glory of God. 

4 For thy glory we are, created to share 
Both the nature and kingdom divine: 

Created again, That our souls may remain 
In time and eternity thine. 

5. With thanks we approve the design of thy love 
Which hath joiu' d us in Jesus' name;· 

So united in heart, That we never can part, 
.Till we meet at the feast of the Lamb, 

6 There, there at his feet, we shall suddenly 
meet, 

And be parted in body no more ! 
We slall sing to our lyre•, with the heavenly 

choirs, 
And our Saviour in glory adore. 

7 Hallelujah we sing, 'fo .our Father and King, 
And his rapturous praises repeat: 

To the Lamb that was slain, Hallelujah again, 
Sing all heaven, and fall at his feet ! 

8 In assurance of hope, ~e to J csus look up, 
Till his banner's unfurl' d in the . air, 

From our graves we shall see, and cry out, 'It 
is he!' 

And fly up to acknowledge him there. 

: 
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HY~\lN 8. 

1 HAPPY soul, thy days are ended, 
All thy mourning days below: 

Go, by angel hostrnttended, 
'l'o the sight of Jesus , go! 

Waiting to receive thy spirit, 
Lo, the Saviour stands above; 

Shows the pnrchase of his merit; 
Reaches out the crown of love. 

P. M. 

2 Struggle through thy latest passion, 
To thy great Redeemer's breast; 

To his great, his full salvation; 
To his everlasting rest. 

For the joy he sets before thee, 
Bear a momentary pnin; 

Die, to live the life of glory; 
Suffer, with thy Lord to reign. 

C. WESLEY. 

HYMN 9. 4 lines S's and 2 6's. 

THou God of glorious maj esty, 
To thee, against myself, to thee, 
A worm of earth, I cry, 

A half-awaken'd child of man; 
An heir of endless bliss or pain; 

A sinner, born to die. 

2 Lo, on a narrow neck of land, 
' Twixt two unbounded seas, I stand, 
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Secure, insensible; 
A point of time, a moment's space, 
Removes me to that heavenly place, 

Orshuts me up in hell ! 

3 0 God, mine inmost soul convert, 
And deeply on my thoughtful heart 

Eternal things impress ! 
Give me to fool their solemn weight, 
And tremble on the brink of fate, 

And wake to righteousness! 

4 Before me place in dread array 
Tho pomp of that tremendous day, 

When thou with clouds shalt come, 
To j ndge the nations at thy bar; 
An cl tell me, Lord, shall I be there, 

To meet a joyful doom1 

5 Be this my one great business here, 
With serious industry and fear, 

Eternal bliss t'ensure; 
Thine utmost co11nsel to fulfil, 
And suffer all thy righteollS will, 

And to the end endure, 

6 Then, Saviour, then my soul receive, 
Transported from this vale, to live 

And reign with thee above; 
Where faith is sweetly lost in si$ht. 

203 
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And hope in full, supreme c1elight, 
And everlasting 16ve. 

0, °WESLEY· 

HYMN 10. 6 lines Bi. 

l LEADER of faithful souls, and Guide 
Of all that travel to the sky; 

Come, and "·ith us, ev'n us abide, 
Who would on thee alone rely; 

On thee alone our spirits stay, 
While helcl in life's uneven way. 

2 Strangers and pilgrims here below, 
This earth, \ve know, is not our place; 

But hasten through tbis vale of woe, 
And restless to behold thy face; 

Swift to our heavenly country move, 
Our everlasting home above. 

3 We have no 'hiding city here; 
But seek a city out of sight; 

Thither om steady comse we steer, 
Aspiring to the plains of light; 

Jerusalem, the saints' abode, 
\\hose founder is the living God. 

0. WESLEY . 

HYMN 11. 

1 HARK ! listen to the t;·umpeters 1 

They sound fo1· volnntecrs ! 

C. M. 
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On Zion's bright and flow'ry mo_unt 
Behold the officers--

205 

Their horses-white, their garments bright, 
With crown and bow they stand, 

Enlisting soldiers for their King, 
To march for Canaan's land. 

2. It sets my heart all in a flame; 
A soldier I will be; 

I will enlist, gird on my arms, 
And fight -for liberty. 

They want no cowards in their band, 
(They will their colours fly,) 

But call for valiant·hearted men, 
Who 're not afraid to die. 

3 The armies now are -in parade, 
How martial they appear 1 

All arm' d ancl dress' d in uniform, 
They look like men of war; 

They follow their great General, 
The great Eternal Lamb, 

His garments stain'd with his own blood,
King Jesus is his name. 

4 The trumpet sounds: the armies shout, 
And drive the hosts of hell; 

How dreadful is our God in arms ! 
The great Immanuel t-
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Sinners. enlist with J esns Christ 
Th' eternal Son of God, 

And march with us to C:enaan ·s land, 
Beyond the swelling flood. 

5 There is a green and flow'ry field, 
Where fruits immortal grnw ; 

There, clothec1 in white, the angels bright, 
Our great Redeemer know. 

We'll shoutrmd sing for evermore 
In that eternal world; 

But Satan and his armies too, 
Shall down to hell be hurl'd. 

6 Ilold np your heads, ye soldiers bolu, 
Redemption's drawing nigh, 

We soon shall hear the trnmpet sound, 
'T will shake both earth and sky; 

In firey chariots then we'll fly, 
And leave ~he world on fire, 

And meet around the starry throne, 
To tune th' immortal lyre. 

HYMN 12. 4 lines 7s: 

1 HARK, my soul, it is the Lord, 
'Tis thy Saviour, hear his word; 
J csus speaks, and speaks to thee; 
"Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me? 

2 I deliver'd thee when bound, 
And when wounded, hcal'd thy wound, 
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Sought thee wand'ring, set thee right, 
Turn' cl thy darkness iuto light. 

3 Can a mother's tender care 
Cease towards the child she bare? 
Yes, she may forgetful be, 
Yet will I remember thee. 

4 Mine is a redeeming love, 
Higher than the heights above, 
Deeper than the clcp '. hs beneath; 
Free, ancl faithful, strong as death. 

5 Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
When the work of grace is clone; 
Partner of my throne shalt be, 
Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me!" 

6 J,ord, it is my chief complaint 
'l'hat my love is weak and faint; 
Yet I love thee, and adore; 
Oh for grace to love thee more. 

HYMN 13. 
1 OH wondrous love of J esus ! 

P. M. 

From doubts and fears it frees us; 
With pity now he sees us 

A toiling here below; 
Through tribulation clriven, 
We'll make our way towards heaven 

207 
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By .consolation given, 
Rejoicing on we'll go. 

2 Companions now distressed, . 
By Satan sore oppressed, 
Bear up; you'll be released; 

Your Captain is at hand; 
In ev' ry trying hour 
He'll shield you by his power, 
And guide you safely home 

On Canaan's happy land. 

3 See, yonder is the glory, 
It is but just before you, 
And· there we'll tell the story 

Of Christ's r~deeming love; 
And there we shall for ever 
Drink of the flowing river, 
For ever; and for ever 

Surround the throne above. 

4 There in the blooming garden 
Of Eden gain'd by pardon, 
There on the banks of Jordan 
. We'll praise the living Lamb; 

And sing the song of Moses, 
While J esus sweet composes 
A song that never closes, 

Of praises to his name. 
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HYMU 14. c. M:. 

l I K~ow that my Reclcemcr lives, 
What comfort this sweet sentence gives; 
He lives, he lives, 'rho once was dcacl, 
He lives, my ever living Head. 

2 He lives triumphant o'er the grave, 
He lives eternally to save, • 
He lives all glorious in the sky, 
He lives exalted up on high. 

3 He lfres to blc~s me with his love, 
H e lives to plead my cause above, 
He lirns my hungry soul to feed, 
He lives to help in time of need. 

4 He lirns to give me foll supplies, 
He lives to guide me with his eyes, 
He liyes to comfort me when' faint, 
He lives to hear 1riy soul's complaint. 

5 He lives to crush the fiends of hell, 
He lives, and doth within me dll'ell, 
He lives to heal, and keep me whole. 
He lives to guard my feeble soul. 

6 He lives to banish all my fears, 
He lives to wipe away my tears, 
He lives to calm my troubled heart, 
He lives all blessings to inipart. 
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7 He lives my kind and gracious friena, 
H e lives and loves me to the end; 
He lives my Prophet, Priest, and King, 
He lives, and while he lives I 'll sing. 

8 H e lives, all glory to bis name, 
He lives my J esns still the same, 
Oh the sweet joy this sentence gives! 
"I know that my Redeemer lives." 

HYMN 15. C. M. 

1 AMAZING grace! (how sweet the sound,) 
That saved a wretch like me ! 

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

2 'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear' 
Aud grace my fears relieved; 

How prncious did that groce appear, 
The hour I first believed ! 

3 Through 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 promisecl good to me, 
His word my hope secures; 

He will my shield and portion be 
As long as life endures. 
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5 Yes, when this flesh and heart shall fail, 
And mortal life shall cease; 

I shall posse;s within the veil, 
A life of joy and peace. 

6 The earth shall soon dissolve like snow, 
The sun forbear to shine; 

Bnt God, who call' d me here below 
·wm be for ever mine. 

HYMN 16. 8 lines 7s. 

I BuRST ye em'rnld gates, and bring 
To my raptured vision, 

All the ecstatic joys that spring. 
Round the bright elysian; 

Lo! we lift our longing eyes, 
Break, ye intcrven ing skies; 
Sun of righteousness aries, 
Ope the gates of paradise. 

2 Jlloods of everlasting light 
Freely flash before him; 

Myriads, with supreme delight, 
Instantly adore him; 

Angelic trumps resound bis fame, 
Lutes of lucid gold proclaim, 
All the music of his name, 
Heaven echoing the them. 

3 Four and twenty elders rise, 
From their princely staticµi 1 
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Shout bis glorious victories, 
Sing the great salvation; 

Cast their crowns before his throne, 
Cry in reverential tone, 
"Glory be to Goel alone, 
Holy, holy, holy, One.'' 

4 Hark the thrilling symphonies, 
Seem, methinks, to seize us~ 

Join we too the ho1y lays--
J esus- J csus--J esns ! 

Sweetest souncl in seraph's song ! 
Sweetest note on mortal's tongue ! 
Sweetest carol ever sung ! 
Jesus- Jesus flow along. 

HYMN 17. P . M. 

). TuE Lord into his garden's come, 
The spices yeilcl a rich perfume, 

The lilies grow and thrive ; 
Refreshing showers of grace divine 
From Jesus flow to every vine, 

And make the dead revive. 

2 Oh that this dry and barren ground 
In springs of w.ater may abound, 

And fruitful soil become ! 
The desert blossom as the rose, 
Till J esus conquers all his foes, 

A.nd makes his people one l 
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'3 ·The glorious time is coming on, 
The gracfous work is now begun, 

My soul a witness is; 
I taste aud see the pardon free 
For all mankind as well as me; 

Who comes to Christ shaU-live. 

,\'! The worst of sinners here may find. 
A Saviour mereifol and kind, 

Who will them all recJJive. 
None are too vile that will repecl; 

'Dut of one sinner legions went
J" csus did him relieve. 

!> If sinners only knew the Lord, 
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And would but taste his precious word. 
His sweet forgiving love; 

'They'd rush through storms of every kind., 
And leave all earthly cares behind, 

·To gain a crown above. 

6 Come, brethren, you that love the Lord, 
Who taste the sweetness of his wore 

In.Jesus' ways go on; 
Dnrtroubles and our trials here 
Will only m:t'ke us richer there, 

When we arrive at home. 

'J We feel that heaven is now begin, 
It issues from the sparkling throne, 
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I•'rom Jesus' throne on high. 
It comes in floods we can' t contain, 
We drink, aud drink, and drink again, 

And yet we're ever dry. 

8 But when we come to awell above; 
And all surround the throne of love, 

We'll drink a full supply; 
Jes us will lead his armies through, 
To where the living fountains flow 

That never will run dry. 

9 There we shall reign, and shout, and sing, 
And make the upper regions ring, 

When all .the saints get home. 
Come on, come on, my bretlll'en dear, 
Soon we shall meet together there, 

For Jesus bi(1s us come. 

10 Amen, amen l my soul replies, 
I'm bound to meet him in the skies, 

And claim my mansion there; 
Now here's my heart, and here's my hand, 

To meet you in that heavenly land, 
Where we shall !?art no more. 

HYMN is: L.M. 

1 HAIL! sov'reign love, that first began 
The Echeme to rescue fallen man; 
Hail! matchless, free, eternal grace, 
'!;4at gave my soul a hiding i:lac~, 
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2 Against the God that rules the sky 
I fought, with hands uplifted high; 
Despise the offers of his grace, 
Too proud too seek a hiding plaee. 

3 But lo ! the 11ternal counsel ran 
"Almighty love arrest the man!" 
I felt the arrows of distress, 
And found I had no hiding place. 

4 Vindictive justice stood in view, 
To Sinai's fiery mount I flew; 
Sternjusticecried with frowning :Pace, 
This mountain is no ·hi.fing place. 

5 But lo! a heavenly voice I heard, 
And mercy for my soul appear'd; . 
She led me on a pleasant pace, 
To Jesus Christ, my hiding place. 

6 Should sevenfold storms of thunder roll, 
And shake the globe from pole to pole, 
No thunderbolt shall daunt my face, 
For Jes us is my hiding place. 

7 A few more rolling suns at most, 
Will land me safe on Zion's coast; 
There I shall sing a song of grace, 
Safe in my glorious hiding place, 
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1-IHIN l'l. P. I\i~ 

1 TnE voice of free grace, 
Cries escnpc lo the mountah1, 

For Adam's lost race, 
Christhnthopen'cl a fountain. 

For sin ancl transgl'e~sion, 
Auel every pollution, 

. His blood flows most freely 
I n streams of ablution. 

CllORUS. 

Hallelujah to the Lamb, 
Who has purchased our pardon 

"e ~l praise him asiri.n 
When we pass over J ordan. 

~ That fountain so clear, 
In which nll mny find pardon, 

From J esu's side 
Flows plenteous reclcmplion; 

Though your sins were increasecl 
As high as a mountain, 

His blood it flows f~ecly; 
Oh come to this fountain. 

3 Blcst Jesus, ride on, 
Thy kingdom is glorious, 

O'er sin, death, and hell, 
Thou wilt make us victorious.. 

Thy name shall be praised 
In the great congregation, 
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And saia ts shall delight 
In ascribing salvation. 

4 When on Zion we stand, 
Having gain'd the blest shore, 

With om· harps in our hand, 
We will praise him evermore; 

W e'Jl range the blest fields, 
On the banks of the Itiver, 

And sing hallelujahs 
For ever and ever. 

HYMN 20. P. M. 

1 H •.IL ! tlre blest mom when the great 
Mediator 

Down from the regions of glory descends ! 
Shepherds, go visit the babe in a manger; 

Lo! .for his guard the bright angels attpnd. 

CHORUS. 

Brighest and best of the sons of the morni.1g, 
Down on"onr darkness, and lend us thine aid: 

Star in the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where Olll' infant redeemer was lai J. 

2 Cold on his cradle the dew drops are s2i::-. 
ing; 

Low lies his head with the beasts of the !tall; 
Angels adore him-in slumbers reclining, 

Maker, and Monarch, an cl Saviour of all. 

3 Say, shall we yield him in costly devot ioo, • 
Odonrs of Eden and off'rings divine? 

19 



~ 18 :MIRIAM'S TIMBREL. 

Gems from t:hc mountain, and pearls from 
the occau, [mine 7 

Hyrrh from the forest, anif gold from the 

4 Ya.inly we offer each ample oblation; 
All 1b e•c bis favour can never secure; 

.Kichcr by far is the heart's ad0ratio11, 
Deare>t to God are the P· ayers of the poor. 

un.1x. 2i. L. M. 

IIE.rn. the royal p;·oclamation. 
The glai tiJings of salvation, 
Publi,b ing to e•cry crcatm·c, 
'fo the ruined sons of nature. 

en or: us 

Jesus relµ-ns. he reigns \""ictrious: 
O\"er heaven and earth moot glorious 

Jes us reigns .. 

2 Sec the royal banner flying, 
Ilcar the hcralJs loudly crying; 
"Rebel >inners . royal favour 
~ow ii! offered fiy the .SaviOLtr ." 

3 Hear, ye sons cf wra:h and ruin, 
\\'ho h'wc wrought your O\\'ll undoing, 
Herc is life aud free salvation, 
Offcr'd to the whole c!·cation, 

·1 Turn unto the Lord mod ho!)·, 
Shun the 1mths of vice and full~·; 
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Tum, or yon are lQ3t forever; 
Dh now turn til Goll the Saviour. 

5 'Twas for yon that Jesus dieJ, 
Fot yuu he w.1s crncifie1; 
Conquer' cl death, anrl roec to heaven, 
Life eternal' s through him gh·en. 

;6 Herc is lifo, a~cl milk, ancl honey, 
Come auil plll'ch'1se without money; 
Mercy flowing like a fountain, 
Streaming from the holy mountain. 

7 For this love let rocks and monntail!~. 
Purling streams a nil c1-ystal fonutains, 
Ro'lring thunders.- ligbtnin.Q:1 blazcs.J 
Shout the 3Te1t MeSBin h's praises. 

8 Now out· hearts have canght new fire, 
Brcth:-en ra i3c your v6ice3 h'ighe:·, 
Shont with joyful acclamation 

To the King of onr salvation. 

9 S!in~, ye b:13·13s of eve ·.v mtb·1, 
To the bounils of the crcalion; 
Shout the proi'e of Judah 's Lion 
The Almighty Prince of Zion. 

IO Sho!1t, ye saints. make jo)'fnl mention, 
CI1ri;t h1t!i p·1,-c!i1ie l 0•1r rel ea1;ition, 
Angeh shout the plca,ing story, 
Thrnt~gh the brighter worl Js of glory. 
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HYMN 22. P. M. 
1 RISE, my soul, an cl stretch thy wiugs., 

Thy better portion trace; 
Rise from iransitory things, 

Towards heaven, thy native place. 
'l'ime shall soon this cmth remove; 

Rise, ID)' soul, and haste a1Yay, 
'l'o scats prepared abo\fe. 

2 Rivers to the ocean rurr, 
Nor stay in all their comse; 

}'ire ascending, seeks the sun, 
Both speed them lo their source. 

'fhus a soul that's born of God';. 
Pants lo view his glorious face; 

Upwm·d tends to his abode, 
'l'o rest in his embrace. 

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to moura, 
Press on wa:d to the prize; 

Soon the Saviour will return, 
Triumphautiu the skies. 

Yet a seawn, 11nil yon Tmow, 
Happy entrance will be given; 

A.11 your sorrows left below, 
And caith exchanged for heaven. 

IIDlN 23. C. M. 

SwEET rive:·s of redeeming love 
Lie just before mine eye; 

Had I the pinions of a dove,, 
I'd to those rivers fly; 
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I'd rise superior to my pain, 
With joy outstrip the wind; 

I'd cross o'er Jordan 's stormy waves, 

Aud leave the world b~hind. 

2 A few more days, or years at most; 
My troubles will be o'et; 

I hope to join the heavenly host 
Oa Canaan,s happy shore. 
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My raptured soul shall drink and feast 
In love's unbounded sea : 

The glorious hope of endless rest 
Is ravishing to me, 

3 'l'hen will I tune my harp of gold 
rro iny eternal King, 

'l'hrnugh ages that can ne'er be told 
I 'll make thy praises ting. 

All hail, eternal Sou of God, 
Who died on Calvary! 

Who bought me with his precious blood, 
From endless misery .. 

.4 Ten :honrnud thousand join in one 
To praise the eternal three, 

Prostrate before the blazing throne, 
In deep humility; 

They rise and tnne their harps of gold, 
And join the immortal choir, 

Through ages that can ne'er be told 
Shall raise his praises high.er, 
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HYMN 24 . P. M. 

HARK! the song ofjL1bilec, 
Loud as mighty thuudcrs roar, 
Or the fullness of the sea, 
When it breaks upon the shore : 
Hallelujah! for the Lord 
God omnipotent shall reign; 

•Hallelujah! let the worcl 
Echo round the earth aurl main. 

2 Hallelujah! hal'k ! the son1ul, 
l?rom the ceutre to the bkies, 
'Vake above benenth, around, 
All cl'eatiou 's harmonies: 
See Jehovah ·s ban.1101.·s fni'l' tl; 
Sheathed the swo;·d :--he speaks; 'tis done; 
And the kiugLloms of this wodd 
Are thekjngcloms of his Sou . 

3 He shall reign from pole to pole 
With illimitable sway; 
He shall reign, when like a scroll 
Yonder heavens have pa>s d a\nty: 
Then the end; beneath his rod 
~fan 's last enemy shall foll; 
i-Iallelnjah ! Ch1ist in God, 
God iu Christ is all in all. 

HDIN 25. P. i\I. 

YE sons of i\Im·s, I pray draw near, 
And 'list as generous volunteers; 
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l3ecome our royal brnthers here, 
I mean as valiant soldiers: 

Yotdl enter into present pay, 
And feast ing Jive from day to day:
T' the right about and march awa~', 

And Jesus will support you. 

2 Ye careless sons of Adam's race, 
'!'hat long have trod in folly's wayg, 
Oh turn about to Zion face, 

And meet A pollyou 's forces: 
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Gird on your sword and glitt'ring shield, 
And with yoa1· helmet take the field; 
'rhen fight your way, :mcl never yield, 

And Jesus will supr,01 t ~·on. 

3 You long have been the slaves of sin, 
With dire corruptions deep within; 
Christian warfmc uow begin, 

And face A ppollyon's army: 
'rhe breastplate take of righteousness, 
Your foet be shod with gospel peace, 
Be daily at the throne of grace, 

And J csLts will support you. 

4 Desert thecauseof heaven's foe, 
Before you '1e plunged in endless wo; 

Now courage take, lo J cs us go, 
Aud he will soon receive you: 

}'rom sin and Satan you 11 get free, 
And happy seasons you ~hall see, 
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And gain the Christian's liberty, 
And J esns will support you. 

HYl\lN 26. 

1 There is a heaven above the skies, 

L. l I. 

A heave11 where pleasure never dies, 
A heaven I sometimes hope to see, 
Yet often fear 'tis not for me. 

CHORUS . 

But Jesus, Jesus is my friend, 
Ilallelnjah, Jesus, Jesus is my friend. 

2 The way is difficult and strait, 
And· narrow is the gospel gate, 
Ten thousand dangers are therein, 
'ren thousand snares to take me in . 

3 I travel through a world of foes, 
'rhrough conflicts sore my spirit goe~, 
The tempter cries, I ne'er shall stand, 
Nor reach fair Canaan's happy land. 

4 Through glim'ring hopes and gloomy fear• 
Dimly the heavenly way appears; 
But in this way methinks I see 
The track of him who died for me. 

5 I trace the footsteps of my God, 
Who on the cross sustained my load: 
'Twas on that dark and doleful day 
In streaming hlood he pass' d this way. 
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6 Come life, come death, come then 'I' hat wi l 
His footsteps I will follow still, / 
'l'hrough dangers thick and he~ alarms, 
I shall be safe in hi~ dear arms. 

HYMN 27. 

1 Come all ye weary travellers, 
Come let us join and sing 

'Che everlasting praises 
Of Jes us Christ, our King. 

We've had a tedious journey, 
And tiresome, it is trne; 

But see how many dangers 

P. M. 

The Lord has brought us through. 

2 At first when Jesus fouud us 
He· called us unto him, 

And pointed out the danger , 
Of falling into sin: 

The worl(l, the flesh and Satan, 
Will prove a fatal snare 

Unless we do reject them 
By faith and humble prayer. 

3 But by our disobedience, 
With sorrow, we confess, 

We've had too long to wander 
In a dark wilderness; 

Where we might soon have fainted, 
In that enchanted ground, 

But now an~ then a cluster 
Of J!leasant grapes 11·e found. 
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4 'rhe pleasant frnit of Canaan, 
Give life and joy and peace, 

llevive ou1· dl'ooping spirits, 
And faith a11d love increase. 

Confess your Lord and Master 
And run at his command, 

Aud hasten on your journey 
Unto the prnmis'd land. 

HYMN 28. 

Dark and thorny is the desert 

P.• M. 

Through which pilgrims make their way; 
Yet beyond this vale of sorrow 

Lie the fields of endless day: 
Fiends . loujl howling through the desert, 

Make them tremble as they go, 
Aud the fircy darts of Satan 

Often bring their cournge low. 

2 Oh young solilicrs, are yon weary 
Of the roughness of the way q 

Does your streHt th begin to fail you 
And your vigor to decay1 

Jes us , J csus, will go lYith you; 
He will lead you to his throne, 

He who dyed his garments for yon 
And the·winc-yress trod alone. 

3 He whose thunder shakes creation, 
He who bids the planets roll; 

He who rides upon the tempest. 
And whose septre swaysthe whole; 
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Round him are ten thonrnnd angels, 
Ready to a.bey command; 

They are always hov'ring round you, 
Till yon reach the heavenly land. 

i There, on flowry hills of pleasure, 
Lie the fields of.endless re>t, 

Love. and joy, and peace forever, 
Reign and triumph in your breast. 

Who can paint the >ceues of glory, 
Whern the ransomed dwell on high; 

They on golden harps forevel' 
Sound redemption through the sky. 
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HYl\IN 29. P. 1'1. 
Through t1ibulation ileep 

The way to glory is; 
This stormy course I keep 

On ihese tempestuous seas. 
By waves and win us I'm loss' d and driven, 
l'reighted with grace and bound for heaven. 

2 Sometimes temptations blow, 
A dreadful hurricane; 
;\nd high the waters flow 

And o'er my sides break in. 
But still my little ship out braves 
The blnst'ring winds and smging wa,·es. 

3 When I in my distress 
l\Iy anchor, hope, can cast 
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Within the promises, 
It holds my vessel fast : 

Safely she then at anchor rides, 
'Midst ;tormy winds and swelling tides. 

4 If a dead calm ensues, 
And hea1>eu no breezes give, 

'l'hc oar of prayer I use, 
I tug, and toil, and strive: 

Through storms and calms for many a day, 
I make but very little way. 

5 But when a heavenly breeze 
Springs up aucl fills my mil, 

My vessel goes with ease 
Before the pleasant gale, 

And runs as much an. hour or more, 
As in a month or two before. 

6 As at the time of noon 
My quadrant, faith, I take, 

To view my Ch•·ist, my sun, 
If he the clouds shotlld break: 

I'm happ.v when his face I see, 
I know then whereabouts I be. 

7 The liible is my chart; 
By it the seas I know; 

I cannot with it part, 
It rocks and sands doth show·; 

It is a chart and composs too, 
Whose needle points fornvcr true. 
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HYMN 30. 

The sacred ties of frienrlship 
Unite all loving christians; 

In glory, in glory they shall live; 

P. M. 

No time or place shall change them, 
And death shall ne'er dissolve them, 

United, united are they that believe! 
When Gabriel's trnmp is sonndiug 
And conqucr'd cleath's resigning, 

The scattered dust uniting, 
The soul and bod)' joining, 
Alljoin the grnnd procession 

Auel glory realizing, 
'l'hen happy, happy, we shall be. 

2 The bliss exq uisitc flowing, 
The friends of Jes us shouting, 

(Such raptures, rapt mes flow from his word!) 
The angels join in concert; 
While Jesus stands inviting; 

Come on, come on, ye blessed of the Lord; 
Behold the crowns of glory, 
Aud saints and angels meeting, 

And living streams of purest joy 
lilorever are increasing; 
In azure fields forever range, 

And view a smiling J esns, 
Then happy, hapy we shall be. 

3 The sinner's now lamenting, 
Re sees the grand procession 
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Now marching, marching to the dazzling 
throne, 

His frighted son! alarmed, 
He cl'ies with looks amazed, 

Farewell, farnwell, I am forever gone! 
Behold a godly father, 
And there a godly mother, 

Who once did pray together, 
They rlrink the streams of pleasure, 
Bnt I am lost forever, 

On waves of enclless sorrow, 
Then torment, torment is forever mine. 

rrnm 31. 

1 What poor, ,]c, pirncl company 
Of travellers are these 

That walk in yoncler narrow way 
Al011g the rugged maze? 

Ah;thcsc are of aro,rnl line, 
All children of a King; 

Heirs of immortal crowns divine 
And lo! for joy they sing, 

C. M. 

3 Why then clo they appear so mean, 
And why so much despised q 

Because of their rich robes unseen, 
The wodd is not apprised. 

-! But some of Lhcm rncm poor, clistressed, 
And lacking rlaily bread, 
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Ah, they 're of boundless wealth possessed, 
With hidden manna fed. 

5 But why keep they that narrow road. 
That rugged, thorny maze q 

Why that 's the way their leader trod, 
They love and keep his ways. 

Why do they shnn the pleasing path 
'l'hat woddliugs love so well q 

Because that is the road to dcnth
The open road to hell. 

7 What, is there then no other road 
Ts Salem s happy ground? 

Christ is the only way to God; 
'No other can be found. 

HYMN 32. P, M. 

ILmrr, breth1·en, don't you hear the sound~ 
the martial trumpets now are blowing; 

Men in orders lis'uing 1otrnd, 
And soldie:·s to the s 1nndards flowing. 

Bounty offer' d joy and peace- -
To every soldier this is given; 

When from toils of v.ar they cease, 
A mans ion uright prepared in he:ivcn. 

2 Those who long in debt have laid, 
And fe1t the hand of dire oppprssion, 

All their ucbts a;:e freely paid, 
And they cndow'd with large possessions 
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Those who're sick or blind or lame, 
Their maladies are also heal' d: 

Outlaw'd rebels when they come, 
Receive a pardon freely seal'd. 

3 The battle is not to the strong, 
The burden's on our Captain's shoulder; 

Noneso aged or so young, 
But he may list and be a soldier. 

Those who cannot fight or fly, 
Beneath his banner find protection ; 

None who on his name rely, 
Shall be reduc'd to base subjection. 

4 You need not fear , the cause is good; 
Come, who will to the crown aspire I 

In this cause the martFS bled, 
Or shouted vict'ry in the fire 

In this cause let"s follow on, 
And soon will tell the pleasing story, 

How by faith we gain 'd the crown 
And fought our way to life and glory. 

!"> The battle, brethren, is begnn; 
Behold the army now in motion ! 

Some by faith behold the cro;vn, 
And almost grasp their future portion 

Hark! the victors singing loucl, 
Emanuel's chariot wheels are rumbling, 

Mourners weeping through the crowd, 
,,.\nd Satan's kingdom down is tumbling. 
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Come back to me mother, why lingt:r 

awav, libs. BAILEY 81 
20. 
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Come, for the Father waits, IluNTER 18 
Come humble sinner in whose breast, 23 
Come to Calvary'g holy mountain, 29 
Come, ye disconsolate, where' er you 

languish, MoonE 176 
Come ye that fear the Lord, etc. 26 
Come all ye weary travellers, 225 
• 

Dark ancl thorny is the desert, 226 
Depth of mercy, ran there be, 194 
D~scend from heaven immortal Dove, 137 
Did you hear thnt Jesus came? 32 

Farewell, lov' d ones, death hath torn 
yon l\IARY CARTER 71 

Farewell vain world, rm going home, 44 
F~re ye well ye favorite few, 145 
Fear not when your cause is just BETKER 95 
Forevec with the Lord, MONTGOMERY 186 
Forget not the captive his friends arc but 

few BETKER 84 
For the trnth then let us battle, 132 
:Freemen, tell us of the night, 97 
Friend after friend departs, MoxTGOMERY 187 
From every stormy wind that 

blows SIGOURXEY 12 

Go, herald of salvation, 152 
God of the snn -light homs how sad, 157 

Hnil, sweetest, dearest tie that binds, 188 
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Hail, sovemign love, that firnt began, 214 
Hail the bright auspicious morning, 112 
Hail the blest morn, when the groat 

i\Ieiliator, 217 
H ark! brethren, clon't you hear the sounil, 231 
H ark! hark! the voice of anguish, 76 
H ark ! from the wincls a voice of wo, 77 
Hark! listen to the trumpeters, 204 
Hark ! my soul , it is the Lord, 206 
Hark! the song of j ubilec, 222 
Hark ! the gospel trumpet's sounding, 22 
H ark! what mean those holy voices, 150 
Happy he whose inward ear, WHITTIER 117 
Happy is he who early steers, 181 
Happy soul , thy clays are ericled, . 202 
Ihsten, Lorcl, the glorious time, 
H ear the royal proclamation, 
H ear ye not still, those searching 

113 
218 

words, SNODGRASS H 7 
Heavy anil cold iu his dungeon hold, 93 
He' s not the man for me, TuoKER 89 
How fair and how lovely is it to behold 57 
How sad are the moments when wandering 

from God, 145 
How softly on the bruiseil heart, 171 
How sweet when sorrows come, 13 
How pleasant thus to dwell below, 182 

I have wandered in mazes dark, 174 
I know that my Redeemer lives, 209 
I k1101Y tho a hast gone to the home of the 

blest, llm!.VEY (i9 
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I'm not ashamed to own my Lord, 48 
In seasons of,griclto my God I'll rnpai1· 169 
In the God of trnth be strong, 122 
I pity the slave mother, careworn and 

weary 78 
Is it to go to chm·ch to day, . HEBER 115 
Is true freedom but to break, LowELL 116 
It is the honr of time's farewell, 54 
I wonld not live uhrnys, 149 

Jerusalem my happy home, 
Jesus m,v all, to heaveu is gone, 
Joyfully, jo~·fnlly, onward I move, 
Just as I am, 1vithout one plea, 

Labor fearless. lalior faithful, 
Leader of faithful sonls anu guiuc, 
Let earth and heaven ag ree, 
Let him who will rehcanc the 

175 
35 

HUNTER 75 
24 

126 
204 
196 

mug, DuGAX.'iE 120 
Let nature judge, arc all things 

right? DuG.ASXE 121 
Let thy kingdom, blessed Saviour, 198 
Lift np your heads. Immonucl's friends, 10 
Look to Jesus , sec he stands, 28 
Lo ! on the night's vesture, light and truth 

di~playing, 150 

Mid scenes of confusion anu creature 
complaints, 147 

My boat is on t h11 sea. J. GLE:-iN 57 
My rest is in heaven, &c. 190 
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.Nay,. I cannot let thee go, 

0 come, come away, fell on my ear from 

237 

197 

heaven, BETKER 6 
0 eomc, come away, from sin the dreadful 

monster, 
Of Jes us aud his cross I sing, 
Oft in the chilly night. 
Oft in the stilly night, 

PrnnP cNT 

Oh deep was the anguish of the slave 

5@ 

25 
83 
56 

mothel''-s heart , J. HUTCHINSON 79 
Oh kindly from the mercy seat, BURLEIGH 162 
Oh had I the wings of a dove I would fly, 166 
Oh speak not of 11-011ors or riches 

hclow, BETKER 62 
Oh tell me not in that bright land. 170 
Oh there will be mouruing, etc., 191 
Oh thou frnm whom all goodness flows, 47 
Oh yes, I'll j oin the unim} band, HUNTER 41 
Oli deem not they are bless'd 

alone, · 138 
0 sing to me of heaven, 59 
0 take the maddening howl away, 102 
0 when shall I see J esllS, 42 
0 wondrous power of faithful p;-ayer, 195 
0 wondrous love of J esns, 207 
Once I thought my mountain strong, 137 
.Once 0 Lord. thy garden fiourishecl, 15 
On the lofty mountains, 153 
Our kindred clear to heaven are gone, 38 
Onward, onward. all victorious, 101 
Ov.r bondage here shall ;md, 141 
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Prayer is the foo,1 for heayen-born souls, 14 

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time, etc. 134 
Religion is a glorio11s treasure, l42 
Review the palsied sinue1"s case, HuNTER 30 
Rise, my E0t1!, and stretch thy wings, 220 
Rock of ages, cleft for me, 193 
Round the temp'rance siauda['(l rally, 100 

Sceptic, spare this book, 163 
Shades of evening, ye have cast, your 

shadow, etc., 'VI'. H. BuRLElGH, 157 
Sinners will you scorn the message, 19 
Sing me a triumph song, 91 
Souncl the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark 

sea, llfooRE, 5 
Soul ·be strong, whate'er betide, 'l'uPPER, 123 
Sow in the morn thy seed, 173 
Strike ye for freedom holcl, 98 
Success to the old fashioned doctri'ue, 90 
Sweet to my soul the parting ray, 158 
Sweet rivers of redeeming 101re, 220 

The christian sailor fcaes no ill, 180 
The drink that's in the drunkard's bowl, 102 
'rhe earth is the Lord's, and the fulness 

thereof, DUGANNF:, 124 
'rhe fell au cl dl·ead transgressor, BETKER, 66 
The glories of that heavenly land, 67 
The Lord ioto his ganlcn's come, 212 
The pearl tile woddlinl;';s cQvet, Hori;, 49 
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Tb.il pure testimony set forth in the spi:it, 8 
The rosy light is dawning, 16() 
The sacred tics of frie~hip, 229 
The storm wiuds wilrlly blowing, · '88 
The time draws.near, I long for home, 33 
The voice of free gmce, 216 
There is a happy land, 70 
There is a Jand immortal, MACKELLAR, 68 
There is a land of calm aelight, 69 
There is a place where my hopes are 

stayecl, HUNTER, 74 
'l'here is a time we know not wheu, 135 
There is a heaven above the skies, 224 
They err who measure life by years, ALLIN, 119 
This day our sonls have caught new fire, 45 
This is our freedom's natal day, BuRJ.ElGH, 155 
Thou God of glorious majesty, 202 
Th.rough tnbulation deep, 227 
Thy battlements, J ndah, are low ia the 

dust, STJLLMAi, 151 
'Tis low do<>n in that beautiful valley, 144 
Too long the man of blood, GILFILLAN, 111 

Upward, omrnrd, is our watchword, 128 

Wait, for the day is breaking, C.H. SMITH, 186 
We arc come, all come with. the crowded 

throng, 85 
we hail the glad day, the monsters cleus 

arc closing, 107 
We speak of the realms of the blest, 60 
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We thank thee, Father, for the day, 16'1 
We will speak out, "·e will be 

heard, LowELL, 119 
· We've no abiding city here, 54 
We've bid the vain pleasures of earth now 

adiert, 72 
We're traveling home to heaven above, 20 
What law fulfill ell inrnres to man, BRIGGS, 131 
What mean ye, that ye bruise nnd bfod, 129 
What poor despised company, 230 
What's this that steals,· that steals upon 

my frame, 139 
What various hindrances we med , 11 
When burdened is my heart, 167 
When for eternal worlds we steer, 179 
'Vhen in sorrows dark vale you may com-

fortlcss stray, 177 
When morning pours its goldeu mys, 164 
Wheu shall we all meet again, 148 
While I"to grief my heart gave way, 16 
While nature was sinking in stillness to rest, 165 
While wandering to and fro, 31 

Ye friends of trnth and heaven-born free-
dom, 96 

Ye people that wonder at me and my ways, 16 
Ye who in bondage pine, 92 
Ye who know and do the right, 86 
Your reveling bards may sing of wine, 

SNODGRASS 103 
Ye s~ns of Mars, pray draw near, 222 


