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INDEX OF FIRBT LINES.

A BRIGHT unfading crown doth grace
Absent from flesh! O blissful thought
Again the Lord of life and light -
ilds the sacred -
Athnﬂ ﬁle power of ]e.!ﬁ:'g?]amnl
Almighty maker of my frame -
Am I & soldier of the cross -
And must this body die . -
Another fleeting day is gone -
Another six days' work iz done -
Awake, my soul, and with the sun
Awake, my soul! lift up thine eyes
Awake, my soul! stretch every nerva
Awske, my zeal, awake, my love
Awake, our souls! away our fears

BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne
BGEIII my soul, the exalted lay -
Behold, the blind their eight receive
Behold! the lofty sky - i
Behold the morning sun ; -
Behold the sure foundation stone -
Be joyful in Gud, all ye lands of the earth
Bless, O my soul, the living God -
Blest are the sons of peace . -
Blest be the tie that binds - - -
Blest is the man who shuns the place -
" Brightest and best of the sons of the morning
Bright was the guiding star that led - =

[T T T T RN R T L RO DN O R T B

CALLED by the Sabbath bells away -
Czlm on the listening ear of night =
Can creatures, to perfection, find

Come, Gracious Spirit, Heavenly D-u'm

Come Holy Bpirit come - - -
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iv INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

Come, Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove
Come, let us join our cheerful songa
ﬂume, sound hiz praise abroad -

Come, weary sonls, with sins dmtrm-d

ﬂmnﬂwetha.t]methel.urd -

Come, ye disconsclate, where'er ye languish
DAUGHTER of Zion, awake from thy ﬁadness

Do not I love thee, O my Lord -

Dread Sovereign, let my evening song

EARLY, my God, without delay

FAR from the world, O Lord, I flee
Father of mercies, in thy word -
Father of our feeble race - -
Frequent the day of God returna
From all that dwell below the skies
From Greenland's icy mountaina

GIVE me the wings of [aith, to rise
Give thanks to God most high -
Qive to the winds thy fears -
Glorious things of thee are spoken
Glory to thee, my God, this night
God 18 the refuge of his paints -
God moves in a mysterious way -
God of eternity, from thea - -
God of my life, through all 1tz daya
God of the morning, at whose voice

Go watch and pray : thou canst not tell

Go when the morning shineth -
Grace !—'tis a charming sound -

Great God, the heavens’ well ordered frame

Great God, the nations of the carth
Great Gml, to thee my evening song
Great God, we sing that mighty hand
Gireat is the Lord our God - -
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

HAPPY the city, where their sons -
Happy the heart, where graces reign -
Happy the man, who finds the grace =
Hark the glad sound ! the Sarior comes
High in the heavens, eternal God -
How benuteows are their feet - -
How blest the righteous when he dies

How charming is the place - -
How dark is this world ! that above us how bright
How.did my heart rejoice to hear -

u'-lll'llili

How oft, alss! this wretched heart - -
How pleasant, how divinely fair - - -
How pleased and blest was T - = -
How precious i3 the book divine - -
How vain are 2ll things here below - -
TLL praise my Maker with my breath -
I love the volumea of thy word - = a
1 love thy kingdom, Lord - - . .
I Jove to steal awhile away - - - -
In all my vast concerns with thee - -
I send the joys of earth away . - =
Ia there ambition in my heart - - ot
I would not live alway I ask not to stay -
JEHOVAH reigns! he dwells in ilght = s

esus | and shall it pvcr be - - -

esus, | my cross have taken - ; .
J-'Hms, Lover of my sonl - - - -
Jeans shall reign where'er the sun - .
Joy is a fruit that will not prow  » . .

Joy to the world! the Lord is come

LADEN with guilt, and full of fears
Lauded be thy name forever -
Let all the ezrth their voices raise
Let party names no more - -
Like Noah's weary dove -

Lord, dismizs us with thy I:-le.-.mng
Lord, how delightful 'tis to see -
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vi INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

Lord, I have made thy word my choice a
Lord, in the morning thou shalt hear - E
Lnni of the worlds above - -

-Lord, thou hast searched and seen me thmugh
Lnrd thou wilt hear me when I prn_r - -
Lﬂ:li what a feeble piece - .
Lord, when I count thy mercies o'er -
Loﬂi when our raptured thought B-nrr&ja
Love dnrme, all love exceliing -

LI I

MARK the sofi-falling snow - -
Mark, when tempestuous winds arise
Mistaken souls ! that dream of heaven
Morning breaks upon the tomb -
My dear Redeemer, and my Lord
My God, how endless is thy love
g’ God, my King, thy various praise
God, permit me not to be -
Hj' ﬂ!}d p{:!’lrul n tl:mgue_ - -
My Helper, God! [ bless his name
My Maker and my King - .
My soul, be on thy gusrd - =
My soul :epea.t his praise - -

NOR eye hath seen, nor ear hath heard
Nat Rl] the bleod of beasts -
Not to the terrors of the Lord
No war nor battle’s sound -
Now to the Lord a noble song

O BLESS the Lord, my soul

O for & closer walk with God
O happy nation, where the Lord
O how I love thy holy luw

0 Lord! my best desires fulfill
O my soul, what means this sadness
O that the Lord would guide my ways
Qur country is Immanuel’s ground
Qur God, our help in ages past -
O where shall rest be found -
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

PRAISE ye the Lord, immortal choir

RAISE your triumphant songs -
Remark, my soul, the narrow bound
Rise, O my soul—pursue the path

BALVATION! O, the joyful sound
Bavior! when night involves the skies
8ee how the morning sen = - -
Bhow pity, Lord, O Lord, forgive
Bing to the Lord ye distant lands
Sing, yc redcemed of the Lord -
Boft are the fruitful showers that bring
Bo let our lips and lives express -
Sotigs of immortal praise belong
Boon as I heard my Father say -
Sweet day! so cool, so calm, so bright
Bweet i3 the love that mutnal glows
Bweet is the work, my God, my King

TEACH me the measure of my days
The bosom where I oft have lain
The day is past and gone - -
The dearest room of all this pile
‘FThe heavevs declare thy glory, Lord
‘The Lord Jehovah rei - =
The Lord my shepherd is - -

e i3 a house not made with hands
There is a land of pure delight -
There's not a tint that paints the rose
There is an hour of peaceful rest
The Bavior calls—let every ear «
Thine earthly sabhaths, Lord, we love
This is the day the Lord hath made
Thon didst, O mighty God, exist
Thas far the hath led me on
Through all the changing scenes of life
Time ! what an empty vapor 'tis
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vii INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

UNVEIL thy bosom, faithful tomb - - 178
Up to the hills I lift mine eyes - . - 1719
Upward I lifi mine eyes - - - - 182
WELCOME, delightful morn - - = 181
Welcome, sweet day of rest - - - 182
- What secret hand, #t morning light - - 183
What shall I render to my God - - - 14
What sinners value T resign - - 185
When all thy mercies, 0 my Gmi - - 186
‘When, as returns this sclemn day - - 187
Whea I can read my title clear - - « 1IR3
When, marshalled on the nightly plain - 189
When, overwhelned with grmf - «  1uD
Wherefore should man, frail child of nlay - 19
‘While shepherds watched their flocks by night 192
While thee I seek, protecting power - HA

'Wlu.'ia thrwllgh this changing world we roam 194
abit in thy lill - = 195

mynhunidwe.ﬂmandfwmdm - - 198
Why that look of sadness - S
‘With songs apd honors sounding lund - - 183

. 'With theg 1 lay me down to gleep <« - - 199
YE golden lamps of heaven, farewell - « 200
Ye holy souls, in God rejoice - = - 201
Ye nations round the earth, rejoice « = 202
Ye sons of men, a feeble race - - - 203
Ye sons of men with joy record - - - 204
Ye tribes of Adam, join - - - 205
Ye wretched, hungry, starving pwr - = 206
Your happy voices join - - = 207
Your harps, ye trembling saints - - - 208.
ZEAL is that pure and heavenly flame - 2009



