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1

HYMNS.

e

M.

A_HTDE with me! Fast falls the eventide ;
The darkncas deepems ; Lord, with me
abide !
When other helpers fail, and comforts fles,
Help of ihe helpless, O abide with me [

Swilt ta ita closo ebha ont Lifc's little day ;

Earth's joya grow dim; ite glories pass away;
Change and decey in all around 1 ses;

(O Thou, whe changest not, shide with me | :

Mot » brief glanca I beg, a passing word
But ss Thon dwell’st with Thy-dieciples, Lord,
¥amiliar, condescending, paticni, free,

Come not to sajours, but to abide with me.
Come not in terrow, ‘aa the King of kinga;
Bot kind aud good,#fHth' heaking in Thy wings:
Tears for all woes, & hoart Tor-every plea,—
Come, Friend of sinners;-gnd thus abide with

me !

Thou on my head in carly ypouth didst smile,

And, tho' rebellious, and perverse meanwhile,

Theus hast not left me, oft ga I lefi Thas.

On to the close, O Lord, abide with me!

I need Thy presence every passing hoer ;

What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s
power ? :

Who like Thyself thy guide and stay ean be ?

Thre' cloud and sunshine, (F sbide with me!
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2 HYMNE.

T 1 fear no foe with Thee at band to bless:
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness.
Where ie Death’s sting ? where, Grave, thy
victory ?
I triumph still, if Thou shide with me.
8 Hold then Thy eross before my closing eyes ;
Shine through the gloom end peint me to the
akica ¢
Heaven's morming breaks, and earth’s wain
sghadows flec:
In life and death, O Lord, abide with me!

2 T .M.

GAIN onr ears have hoard tho voice
Which bide tho dying live;
O may the sound onr hearts rejoice,
And hope immortal give.
2 And have we heard the word with joy ?
And have we fzlt its power?
To keep it, then, be our employ,
"Till life’s remotest hour.

3 o,
‘A-LL hail the power of Jesu's name,
Let angela prostrate fall ;
Bring forth tha royal diadem,
And erown Him Lord of all.

2 Crown Him, yo wartyrs of our God,
Who from His altar call ;
Extol the stem of Jesse's rod,
And crown Him Lord of all.



ATMNH, 3

3 Ye saints redeem’d of Adam’s race,
Ye raneom™ from the fell,
Hail Him who saves you by His grace,
And crown Him Lord of all. )

4 Yo realms of every tongne and name,
Ye nations geat and gmall,
Your mighty Baviour's praise proclaim,
And e¢rown Him Lord of ell.

5 Oh, that with yonder sacred throng
‘Wo al Hia feet may fall,
Join in the cverlasting song,
And erown Tim Tord of all.

4 —
M.
LMIGHTY God1 Thy word is cast
Like aced into the ground ;
Now let the dew of heaven descend
And righteons frnite abound,

2 Let not the foe of Christ and man
This holy seed remove ;
But give it root in every heart,
To bring forth fruite of love.

3 Let not the worlds deceliful carcs
The risizg plant destroy ;
But let it yicld, a bundred fold,
The fruils of prace and joy.

4 Oft as the precions seed is sown,
Thy quickening grace beatow 3
That, all whose souls the truth receive,
1ts saving power may know,



4 HYMNS,

9 o,

LMIGHTY God! Eternal Lord!
Thy pracions power make known;
Touch by the virtue of Thy word,
And melt the beart of stone.

2 Speak with the voice that wakes the dead,
And bid the sleeper rize ;
And let his goilty conseionce dread
The death thet pever dies.

3 Let us recaive the word we hesr,
Each in an honeat heart ;
Lay up the precious trossura thers,
And never with it part,

4 Now let our darkneas comprehend
The light that shinea so clear
Now the revealing Spirit send,
And give uz ears to hear,

6 T L.,

A—LMIEHTY Maker of my frame,
Teach mg the measure of my days,
Teach me to know bow frail I am,
And spend the remmant te Thy praise,

2 My days are shorter then a spamn,

A little point my life: appoars ;

How frail, at best, is dying man !
How vain are all his hopes nud fears !



HYMNE. &

3 Vain hia ambition, noise, and show,
Yain are the cares which rack his mind ;
He heaps np iressures mix'd with woe,
And dies and leaves tham all behind.

4 Oh, be & noblar portion mine |
My God, I bow before Thy throne ; -
Earth's fleeting tresarres I resign,
And fix my hope on Thes alons.

7 LM
NI doat Thon say, * Ask what thou wilt &
Furd, we wounld seize the pracious hour:
We pray to bo roless'd from gmild,
And freed from sin and Satan's power.

2 More of Thy prezence, Lord, impart;
More of 'fluine imaga lot us bear ;
Erect Thy throne io every heart,
And reign without a rivel therel

3 Give va to read our pardon zeal'd,
And from Thy jor to draw our etrongth ;
To have Thy houndless love reveul'd,
In all its height, and breadth, and length !

4 Granot these requests: we ask no moro,
Bnt to Thy carc the reat regign ;
Hick or in Lealth, or rich or poor,
All shall be well if wa are Thine.
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