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- , _} Show me the tomb where Thou wast laid,
G r’ace J\J J_r ~ Tenderly mourne ept;
Angels in robes of light arraye

Guarded Thee whilst Thou sl

A : 4 - May | be willing, Lord, to b
orbid it, Lord, that I should boast, - Daily my cross fo
Save in the death of Christ my God! —Even Thy

All the vain things that charm me mos

| sacrifice them to His blood.

See from His head, His hands, His feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down! ‘ €

Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, p There a precious fountain
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? | i Free to all, a heahng stream

Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were an offering far too small; N the cross,

Love so amazing, so divine, Be my glory ever;

Demands my soul, my life, my all Till my raptured soul shall find
Rest beyond the river.

There is a Green Hill

Near the cross, a trembling soul,
There is a green hill far away, Love and mercy found me;
Outside a city wall, There the bright and morning star
Where the dear Lord was crucified, Sheds its beams around me.
Who died to save us all. "
Near the cross! O Lamb of God,"
We may not know, we cannot tell, Bring its scenes before me;
What pains He had to bear; Help me walk from day to day,
But we believe it was for us With its shadows o’er me.
He hung and suffered there
\ . Near the cross I’Il watch and wait
There was no other good er:bugh — g, trusting ever,
To pay the price of sin; i i Eteh the golden strand,
He only could unlock the gate | d nd the river.
Of heaven and:let us iln

He died that'we mighf be forgiv’n, 7 ; .
He died to make us good, L *| al “l’hine, O Lord, I ha
That we might go at last to Heay’n, And it'told Thy love to me;

Saved by His precious blood. But I lon in the arms 0
) Th : nd be gloser'drawn to Thee.
O dearly, dearly, has He loved, J

And we must love Him, t00, s - mdw me nearer, nearer blesséd Lord,
And trust in Hise -1 SERILTE] = L }' 0ss where Thou hast died.
y\als # 7" His works to do. Draw m@wmearer, nearer, nearer blessed Lord
o0 114 ]geleus, wounded side.

A

Lest I forget Get
est I'forget Gethsemane :
F - / > Consecr ““Jme now to Thy service, Lord,

King of my life, | n : “i' e POW grac%
Tlﬁt‘e shall the gl ] ~ Let my soul: | wi steadfast hope,

Lest'l forget Thy tho .tAnd1ny will - - ost in Thine.

Lead me to Calvary.
_ [ hé‘ t of a single hour
Le roetiGet] ' g . hat b rqne 1 spend

) .
Lest | forget* Thinesd NN _ pg.e my God g
Lest | forget Thy lo It ‘
Lead me to Calvary.

ere are apnot '

Till I cross the narrow sea;
There are heights of joy that | may not reach
Till | rest in peace with Thee.
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\ & - My Jesus | Love Thee
| cannot tell 4
My Jesus, | love Th@,l know Thou art mine;

I cannot tell how He whom angels worship For Thee all the follies of sin |

Should set His love upon the sons of men, My gracious Redeemer, my

Or why as shepherd H uld ek(Lhé‘ wan r If ever | loved Th

To bring them back, ﬁno ow nor when. i

‘But t know, th born of Mary, Thee because Tl>u has ﬁ me,

When Bethlehem's manger was His only home, d purchased my pardon on ’s tree.
*nd that He lived at Nazareth and laboure ove Thee for wearing the thorns on Thy brow;

nd so the Saviour, Saviour of te WOl ome. If ever | loved Thee, my Jesus ;- ~ '
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silently He sufferec I'll love Thee in li 1

L s i J;,?:' 1
- In mansions of y

I cannot tell how He will win the nations

How He will claim His earthly heritage, . .

How satisfy the needs and aspirations 1 Will sma the Wondrous Story
Of east and west, of sinner and of sage.

But this | know, all flesh shall see His glory, I will sing the wondrous story
And He shall reap the harvest He has sown, Of the Christ Who died for me.
And some glad day His sun shall shine in splendour How He left His home in glory
When He the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is known. For the cross of Calvary.

| cannot tell how all the lands shall worship, Yes, I’ll sing the wondrous Story
When, at His bidding, every storm is stilled, Of the Christ Who died for me,
Or who can say how great the jubilation Sing it with the saints in glory,.
When every heart with perfect love is filled. Gathered by the crystal sea.
But this | know, the skies will thrill with rapture,
And myriad, myriad human voices sing, | was lost, but Jesus found me,
And earth to heaven, and heaven to earth, will answer: Found the sheep that went astray,
‘At last the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is King!’ Threw His loving arms around,me,
, Drew me back into His way.

The Old Rugged Cross 3 y

I \ \ R (0] sed, but Jesus healed me,
On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross, | CEYAYEY | from many a fall,

The emblem of suffering and shame; . Slght \\Z:t1 gone, and fears possessed me, -
And | love that old‘cross where-the dearest and best i efsom them all.
For a world of lost sinners was slain. '
Wy . dquness ne o’er me,
Sol ’ll cherish the old rugged cross, . : ) Sorrow s'path-
Till my trophies at last | lay down; ' But His 1
and afely

1 will cling to the old rugged. cross, b N ¢ By His
And exchange it some day for a-crown.
— | e w LK
0 that old rugs de_§3_1§§a‘ 0 Rolls it
a wondrous attraction = Then He’ll'b
or the dear-Lamb of God left His glory above Where‘the lo

To bear it to dar alvary . _/’

ndrous beaut ee,
was on that old cre esus suffe
To pardon and sanctify me.

In‘rg\:t: old ruggedicross, stained with blood so dIVIheN

Fo

To the'eld ; will ever be true;
Its shame and Fe dl*bear

Then He’ll call me some™@

Where His glory forever I’ll share. €
Sealed my pard ,
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Guilty, vile, and helpless we;
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- Lifted up was He to dle, s

S otless Lamb of God‘las"He o ""'
ull atonement!” can it be?

Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

“It is finished!” was t‘ k

No I-gv’ri"ex ’ ‘
’Halle~1! What

When He comes, our glorious King,
ansomed hc o

aviou

Here, O my Lord, | see Thee face to fac
Here would | touch and handle things uns
Here grasp with firmer hand eternal grace,
And all my weariness upon Thee lean.

This is the hour of banquet and of song;
This is the heavenly table spread for me;
Here let me feast, and feasting, still prolong
The hallowed hour of fellowship with Thee.

Here would | feed upon the bread of God,

Here drink with Thee the royal wine of Heaven;
Here would | lay aside each earthly load,

Here taste afresh the calm of sin forgiven.

I have no help but Thine; nor do | need
Another arm save Thine to lean upon;

It is enough, my Lord, enough indeed;

My strength'is in Thy might, Thy might alone.

| have no wisdom save in Him Who is

My Wisdom and my Teachersboth in"One;
No wisdom can | lack while Thou art wise;
No teaching do | crave save Thine alone.

Mine is the sin, but Thine the rlghteousnegs
Mine is the guilt, but Thine thecleansing bloed;
Here is my robe, my refuge, and my peace;
Thy:Blood, Thy righteousness, O Lord my God!

Too soon we rise; the symbolé disappear;
The feast, though not the love, is past and'gone.
The bread and wine remove; but Thou art’here,

Nearer than:ever, still my Shie ——

—
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F SING, POl W‘* d

f"r e aste of the festal joy,

Tﬂe Lamb s gr at bridal feast of bliss and Iove-'/ﬂ"

& of Ages

Rock ofiAges, cleft for me,
et me hide myself in Thee;
Le -ter and the blood,
From Thy wothdedif| ich flowed,
Be of sin the double curé;
Save me from its guilt and power.

Not the labour of my hands
Can fulfill Thy law’s demands; ;.
Could my zeal no respite know,

&uld my tears forever flow,

All for sin could ne;
Thou must save, a ou alone.

Nothlng in my hand | brlng,

h me, Saviour, or | die.

L
~ While | draw this fleetin

~ When mine ey

Underneath me, all around me,'is the current of Thy
love

Leading onward, leading homeward to Thy glorious rest
above!

O the deep, deep love of Jesus, spread His praise from
shore to shore!

How He loveth, ever loveth; changeth never,
nevermore!

How He watches o’er His loved ones‘dled to call them
all His own;

How for them He intercedeth, watcheth o’er them from
the throne! \

O the deep, deep love of Jesus, love of every-love the
best'

ocean full of blessing, 'tis a haven giving rest! !
0 the de P, deep love of Jesus, ’tis a heaven of-heavens

And lt 1" 'me up to glory, for it lifts’"me up'to The

'An' an | Be

\.And can t | should gain
An intefest i Saviour’s blood?
Died He forime, Who caused His pain—

me, who Him to death pursued?
ove! How can it be,
_) my God, shouldst die for me?
all: th’Imhortal dies:
His strange design?

"Tis m
Whoc \‘1‘-

ain'the.ils orn?,tries
..To sound-*“’ depths of love divine.

“Tis mercy J[1F T2 earth adore,

'minds inquire no more

"Tis mercy
For O my God, it found out me!
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Long my lmpnsoned spirit lay,
Fast bound in sin and nature’s night;
Thine eye diffused a quickening ray—
| woke, the dungeon flamed with light; :
My chains fell off, my heart was free, ¢ x
| rose, w‘\t forth, a WWe‘Theﬁ M

<

Stlll t mall i |nw voice | hear,
‘That wh spers all my sins forgiven; .

Still the atoning blood is near,
hat quenched the wrath of hostile H

o N o

| feel t '€ 5 DAl o
" n y hear ‘

It is a thing most Wonderful

It is a thing most wonderful,

Almost too wonderful to be,

That God's own Son should come from heaven,
And die to save a child like me.

And yet | know that it is true:

He came to this poor world below

And wept, and toiled, and mourned, and died,
Only because He loved us so.

| cannot tell how He would love
A child so weak and full of sin;
His love must be most wonderful,
If He could die my love to win.

I'sometimes think about th\e,‘cross, "{
And shut my eyes, and try to'see

The cruel nails and crown of thorns
And Jesus crucified for me.

But even could I see Him die, ~

I could but see a little part

Of that great love, which, like a fire,
Is always burning in His heart,

It is most wonderful to know.

His love for me so:free and sure;
But, 'tis more wonderful to_see
My love for hiiw

And ;te;p}o o ee, Lord;
0 light the fla ithin my heart,
And | will love Thee more and more,
Ult\ill-s'e'e Thee as, Thou art.

Beneath the Cross of Jesus
Beneath t .!SS of Jesus | fain would take my stand,
The shadow of'a Y O ithin a weary land; |

A home within the wildeFReSS, EX (=M1 olo] W CAVEY/ B Y
From the burning of the noontide -\ssand the b

of the day.

Awatchmqp‘ et to

0 safe and happy shelter, O refuge tried and sweet,
O trysting place wh Heaven’s love and Heaven'’s '
justice meet! — '
As to the holy patriarch that
So seems my Saviour’s cross
.heaven

ndrous dream was given,

ladderupto
T
rther si
hat gapes both deep and
) a3

lies beneath ltslhadoy
e darkness of an awful grav
de
And there between us stands th
outstretched to save A

iR,
~ The very dying f "“*“"’1

.Andff'omm st @ -.

Content tolet the world go by to know no gain or loss
My sinful self my only shame, my glory all the cross.




