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PREFACGE.

INDING it unpleasant to be com-
pelled to wait long at the door of
entrance, we will not ineur this cen-
surc from our reader, but at once and
with few words, extend our hand and
a hearty welcome to the picture gal-
lery we have been arranging.

There will be seen many plefl-«fmt
taces of old friends, whose hiymns
have become enshr med in our hearts’
affections, and have so often sounded
forth in our songs of praise.

At the entrance you will meet one
whose face beams with a sweet meelk-
ness, and you will be glad to recog-

nize in lnm Bishop Ixen who, for ncarly Two centurics,

lias been teac]ung the wm]d to

“ Praise God, from whom all blessings flow.”

Take a few steps along our gallery and the reader will
mcet the pensive face of one, whose ready pen sketched

the immortal hymn:—

‘“There is a fountain filled with blood.”

Near by will be perceived the noble and expressive
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features of Doddridge, who, among his three hundred
hymns, inserted the gem :—
 Grace, 'tis a charming sound.”
If our reader loves

& to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care,”

the sight of Mrs, Pheebe H. Brown will surely be wel-
come, as well as Moutgomery, wlio wrote that

“ Prayer is the soul's sincere desire,
Uttered or unexpressed.”

Those who for a life time have been wont to hear the
oft-repeated words,—
“ Come, thou Fount of every blessing,
Tune my heart to sing thy grace,”
will be glad to form the acquaintance of its author,
Robert Robmson,
Those whose heavenly home-sickness lias caused them
oft to sing the hymn,—

“Qu Jordan's stormy banks T stand,
And cast a wishful eye,”

will not be reluctant to be iutroduced to its writer.

Then we meet the full German face of Gerhardt, who
has banished many a mourner’s tear by the solace afforded
in his precious hymn:—

“ Commit thou all thy griefs
And ways into his hands.”

Passing along we meet one whose cheerful and intelli-
gent expression of countenance at once finds way into

our learts, one whose grand missionary hymn has been
sung

“From Greenland’'s icy mountains,
To India’s coral strand.”

If our reader can say with the psalmist, “a day in thy
courts is better than a thonsand]” he will gladly weleome
Dr.Dwight,the author of “1 LO\e thy kingdom Lord.”

&)




Preface. Ix

&

Near by his side sits one who has helped many a hesi-
tating sinner into the kingdom, by teaching him to say,

¢ Just as I amn, without one plea,
But that thy blood was sled for me.”

Farther along is one whose lips were wout to say, and
wlose pen has tanglht the world to sing:—
“How swect the name of Jesus sounds.”

The early forests of America gave birth to one whose
Indian face will Dbe seen among the group. One who
was

“ Awaked by Sinai's awful sound,”
and then told the story in a hymn that God’s children
hiave ever sinee loved to repeat, as expressive of their own
exper 1enee

“ India’s coral strand” has darkened the face of another,
who has united with the blood bought throng in suying,

“ 0 Thon, my soul forezet no mare
The friend who all thy sorrows bore.”

Passing thus along in alphabetical order, we meet the
revered countenance of the ¢ Father of Modern Hym-
nologv,” and gazing upon his pleasant features, we won-
der why the object ot ns affection should have marred
the serenity of that face, by saying, that while she loved
the “jewel, she did not admire the casket.” Certainly
those who love to linger on Calvary’s mount, will ever
cherish the name of him, who in our devotions cnables
us to exelaim:—
# Alas! and did my Saviour bleed ?
And did my Eovere.gn dic?”
and then to add:—
“When T survey the wondrous cross,
On which the Prince of glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss,
And pour contempt on all my pride,"”

Near to Watts will be scen the cheerful face of one
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who ranks with him in hymnic honor, one to whom the
world is indebted for—

¢ Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly."”
Next to Charles Wesley comes the beaming counte-
nance of his brother, Jolm, w Lose voice is still echomg
in his hymn to perishing sinners :—

“ Ho! every one that thirsts, draw nigh.”

While passing thus around the circle, the reader will
not fail to panse ]ong enough to gaze upon the vouthful
face of Hemv Kirk W lnte who rode “once upon the
raging seas’ Vof donbtand fe'n and then when *“safely
1110010(1 ” sang so sweetly of lllb rescue in

i« The Star—the Star of Bethlehem,”

The reader will no doubt be gratified to find Lady
Huntingdon among  the gronp; one who has gained a
world-wide leI't{lthll by her gifts and graces, and as
the anthov of that heart se‘uchmﬂr liymn that propounds
the solemmn question :—

“When thoun,my rightcous Judge, shalt come
To take thy ransonied people home,
Shall I among them stand? ¥

The interest that clusters around the romantic history
of Madame Guyon will invite attention to her counte-
nance, so meek and mild, and awaken desires to become
better acquainted with her hymns, that still form a part
of the songs of the sanctuary.

It will De needless to accompany the reader any fur-
ther in words of Introduction to sueh hynm-writers as
the noble hearted Zinzendorf, the saintly Baxter, the
eccentric Berridge and  the heroic Luther, with many
others whose portraits beautify our gwllcn ys as they are
“old enough to speak for themselves,”

p
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Preface. XT

In the preparation of this work, we have been aided,
in the synopsis and in other particulars, by our friend,
Mr. Francis Jennings, who may be ﬁt]v denommated
a walking encyc]opedxa of hiymmnology, He isa native
of British soil, around which cluster the most inter esting
associations of hymn history. Having devoted half a
century in treasuring up dates and facts, 1t is no wonder,
that, while his-locks are becoming silvered iith the
frosts of many winters, his Iife-long zeal in this depart-
ment remains unabated,

We have also received favors, which we would glate—
fully acknowledge, from Rev. ¥. M. Bird, Rev. Dr. E.
F. Hatfield, Rev. H. Shecleigh, David Cleamel, Isq.,
and Mr. Philip Cressman.

To Mr. Asa Hull, author of “The Golden Sheaf,” and
other choice music books, we are also indebted for ser-
vices rendered 11 harmonizing some of the music contained
in this volume,

Of English publications on hymnology, that we have
found ser VlCE“'tb]Q we may mention the followin: o ““Sing-
ers and Songs of the Cliurch,” by Josiah Miller, M. Al
“ Hynm-writers and their vam ” by Rev. S. W. Chris.
tophers; “The Methodist Fymn Book and its Asso-
cintions,” by G. J. Stevenson; “ IHistorical Notes to the
Iiyra Germanica,” by Theodore Kubler. Of American
issnes: “ Historical Sketches of IIvmns,” by Joseph
Belcher, D. D.; ¢ Evenings with the Sacred Poets,” by
IFrederiek Saundela, and “Tr ophics of Song,” by Rev.
W. F. Crafts.

We have been highly favored in opportunities for
gathering material for a book of this kind, as we have
Deen br oucrht into contact with so many pactm s and others,
who have furnished facts and incidents, fresh from their
observation and experiences. During the past fifteen
years, in the delivery of courses of Iltustrated Sermons,
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and in other evangelistie labors, it has been our privilege
to preach in over six hnndred churches, in nineteen states
of the Uuion, among twelve different denominations, and
in the German as well as the English langunage.

With the abundanee of watter on haud, for which we
cannot find room in the present volume, we have arranged,
Providenece permitting, to go on 1mmedmteh in the prep-
aration of a second work fo enibrace mainly historical
sketches of the hymus and hymn-writers of the present

centurv, as well as the origin, singing, and authors of

=l =
children’s hynms an1 Sunday school songs. It will be

of the same size, and illustrated with as many portraits
and other engravinas, as this book. Many of the por-
traits are already engraved, while others are in course
of preparation.

As there are constantly new facts and incidents trans-
piring, connected with the singing of hymus, we have
occasionally introduced floral lettelb, and in other ways
havearranged our material in orderto have all articlesend
with the bottom of the page, so that other pages can
casily Dbe inserted in other editions of this work. We
shall be very grateful to any of our readers, if they ecan
furnish us with any additional material for this book, or
with any ineidents or facts suited to our second volume,
Communications to be sent to 1859 N. 12th Street Phil-
adelphia Pa.

June 1873, E, M. L.

i
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ILLUSTRATED HISTORY

Jromes and tieic fulhurs,
. Addism:d—hiTHymnr.

:i IVE hymns have floated down the stream of time,
during the past one hundred and sixty years, that have
become so endeared to the people of God that s arcely

any church byvmn-book can be found without them.

They are the production of the polished and refiued
pen of Addison. He was born at Milston, England,
in 1672, and was the son of an Episcopal clergyman.

In early life he gave many evidences of a precocious
intellect. = A poem to King William, m 1695, and one

in 1695, on the “Peace of R\'Gmrl\ "procured him a

pension ‘of 3001, a vear. With this pecuniary aid lie was

cnabled, 1o ecarly manhoed to extend his knowledge of
the world by travel.  While in this pursuit he “met




26 Addison’s ITymns,

with many narrow escapes from death on sea anl land.
It 13 bupporaed when in after years he glanced over these
many dungers, he felt msp:rcd to say, in the language of
liis well-known hymn,— '
“ When all thy mercies. 0 my God,
My rising g-ul surveys,
Transported with the view, I'm lost

In wonder, love und praise.”

After publishing his travels and other works, he rose
in popular favor till in 1717 he obtained the responsible
position of Secretary of State.

His hymns were attached to articles written for The
Spectator. The first of the immortal five appeared July
26, 1712, at the end of an essayv on “Trust in God,” in
whlch lle savs: “The person who has a firm trust in the
Supreme Being is powerful in His power, wise by His
wisdom, Imppv by His happiness. He reups the Lenefit
of every Divine attribute, and loses h]s own nsuflicieney
in the fulness of mhmte perfection,” which beautiful
truths he sets forth in poctic form in Illb hymn:—

“The Lord my pasture shall prepare,
And feed me with a Shepherd s care,
His presence shall my wants supply,
And guard me with a watchful eye;
My noon-day walks he shalt attend,
And all my midnight bours defend."

The following month, Angust 23, he sent forth his next
hymn, attached to an article on “T'ne right means to
strengthen faith,” in which he would lcad us up to

** The spacious firmament on high,
With all the blue ethereal sky,”

and show us how the spangled heavens

¢ utter forth a glorious voice;
For ever singing as they shine,—
The laud that made us is divine.”

A month later, September 20, appeared a paper on

)
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“The Sea,” to which he afterwards added the hymn:—
“IIow are thy servants blessed, O Lord!
How sure ts their defence.”
It Liad originally ten verses. In one he beantifully says,
“The storm is laid, the winds retire,
Obedient to thy will;
The sea, that voars at thy command,
At thy command is still.”

The last hymn appeared the month following, October
18, 1716. 1In the prose artiele that preceded, it is said,
“ Among all the veflections which usually arise in the
mind of a stick man, who has time and inelination to
constder his approaching end, there is none more natural
than that of his going to appear naked and unbodiad
before Him, who made him.”

“ When, rising from the bed of death,

O'erwhelmed with guilt and fear,

I see my Maker face to face — =
Oh! how shall 1 appear??

When his dying hone drew near, it was with such
calm composure that e could look aliead to the time
when he should meet his “ Maker face to face,” that he
sent for his step-son, the Earl of Warwiek, saying with
all the solemmnity of death’s surroundings, those ever
merorable words:— “l have sent for you, that you may
see howa Christian can die.”

To this a poct thus refers :—

‘ He tanght ws hiow 1o live; and Oh! too high
The price of knowlege ! tatught us how to die.”

He died at the Idolland House, June-17, 1719,
Although unable to finish  his jntended version of the
Psalms, vet he ean now f{ulfil his heart’s desire as thus
expressed in one of his hymmns :—

““Through all eternity to thee
A joyful song I'll raise;
Dut oli! eternity’s too short
To utfer all thy praise.”

4
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*“ Sing and Pray, Eternity Dawns.”

|[HE\ the Rev. Dr. Eddy was suddenly confronted

with the idea, contained in Addison’s h}mn of

meeting his ¢ Maker face to face,” he could joyously
answer the que.stlon —

“ Oh! how shall I appear?”

When, by medieal advice, the unexpected news was
first communicated to him, he welcomed it with great
calmness,  After adjusting his  worldly affaire, “he
marched rapidly to his end, a shouting victor all the
way.,”

To Bishop Janes lie remarked, “I am resting in Jesus,
O so sweetly! A poor sinner saved by grace, but saved.”

“ Beyond the parting and the meeting,
I shall be svon.
Beyond the farewell and the greeting,
Deyond the pulse’s fever beating,
I shall be soon.’

As his weeping family gathered around his death-bed,
he extended his hands over them, and pronounced the
apostolic benediction.

His joyous countenance seemed to be lit up as with
light streaming through the gates of the celestial eity.
In his ecstacy of joy he raised his trembling hands trving
to clasp them, but unable to guide them in  his w m]\umq
thev would pass cach other while, with elear voice, he
would sing ont, Hallelujah ! IIJ]]E]U]JI] 17 His last
words were, “Smfr and pray, eternity dawns.’

Thus amid the : songs of earth, he passed to t]re halle-

Injahs above,  Well may we say with W

¥ My willing soul would stay
In snch a frame as this,
And sit and sing herself away
To cverlasting Dbliss. ™

e R )
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Sarah F. ALdems. £9

Author of ““Nearer, my God, to Thee."
%HIS language was the heart-utterance of Mrs, Sarah
& Flower Adams, daughter of Benjamin Flower, editor
of The Cambridge Intelligencer, und wife of Willtam
B. Adams, an emincent engineer, and also a eontributor
to some of the principal newspapers and reviews,

She, was born February 22, 1805.

Her mother is dehm‘lbed as o lady of talent, as was her
elder sister Eliza, who was also an authoress.

She was noted in early life for the taste she manifested
for literature, and in maturer years, for great zeal and
earnestness in her religious life, which'is said to have
produeed a deep impression on those who met with her.
Mr. Miller says: “The prayer of her own hymn, * Neur-
er, my God, to Thee,” had been answered ‘in her own
experience.  Her lite ary tastes extended in various di-
rections. She contributed prose and poetry to the peri-
odicals, and her art-criticisms were valued.  She also
wrote « Catechism for children, entitled “The Flock at
the Fountain’ (1845). It is Unitarian in its sentiment,
and is interspersed with hymns. She also wrote a dra-
matie poem, in five acts, on the martyrdom of ¢ Vivia
Perpetna.” This was dedicated to ler sister, in some
touching verses. Her sister died of a pnlmonfnv com-
plaint in 1847, and atteution to her in her affliction
cafecbled hier own health, and <he al=o gradually wore
away, ‘almost her last bre ath bursting tnto unconscious
song.’”  Thus illustrating the last stanza:——

# Sun, moon, and stnr:. forgot,
Upward 1 fy,
Still all my sonz shall be,
Nearer, my God, to Thee.”

She died Angust 13, 1849, eight years after the issue

of her popular hymn, and was buried in Essex, England.
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ﬂ i A Blind Girl's Utterance of ‘' Nearer my God.”

f |[E condense a touching narrative as given by an anon-
ymous writer, Ithel Bent had been for weeks
stretched upon asick bed, where she was brought nigh

unto death. Fhe disease had so affected her eyes that
she had to be Lkept in a dark room, and it was fearcd
that if she did get well she might still lose her eyesight.

Ethel could not believe it possible that so dread a
calamity could overtake her.  While alone, one Sabbath
morning, she said to herself in her darkened chamber,
“The Bible says we are not tried above that we are able

)

to bear, and I could not endure that. Oh! no, T shall
not be bLlind.”  While musing thus a low sweet voice
near lier said : “Sister Ethel, may I come in?”

“Why yes, Ruthie, if you want to.”

y Yes, ¢, 11 y o
“I wanted to recite my hymn to yon; it is some new
y o) ;

‘ Nearer my God, to thee,” and I like tl
verses to ¢ Nearer my God, to thee,” and I like them so
much.”’

“Well dear say them ; I dont mind.”

“TIf where they lend my Lord,
I, too. be borne,

Planting my steps in his,
Weary and worn—

May the path carry me

Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Theel”

“That’s not for me,” thought Ethel, “it means the
old-time martyrs.”  She tried to shake off the feeling.
How could the dark path bring her nearer to God!

But the childish voice continued,—

“If Thou the cup of pain
Givest to drink,
Let not my trembling lips
From the dranght shrink;
So by my woes to bhe
Nearer, my God, Thee,
, Nearer 10 Thee!”
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“Never mind finisliing it Ruthie; my head aelies, and I
want to be alone,”

Ouce the thin, white hand was raised as if to dash
“the cup of pain” from her lips.

Days passed.  As her strength came back the inflam-
mation in her eves deereased.  She no longer spoke of
her hopes and fears.  She looked more and more calinly
at her cross. The path, though dark, had one ray of
light, which, if followed, must bring her to her Saviour,
for it came hom him.

One day she eried, “O mamma! T cannot wait; let
the light in now;” bnut her mother said, “Have patience
darling; the noon-day is too bright; [ will promise you
to let the morning sun into your room. ”

All day long she waited, her lips moving in prayer.
The morning dawned,

“Open the blinds wide mamma; let in all the light
you can before I take off the bandage.”

She turned toward the window; on her bare arms she
felt the warm sun and morning breese, but ne light cae
to her eyes.

“ Mamma, mamma, why are yon so silent? Is the
room light?”

Her mother’s low pained voice answered “ My darling,
the sun shines in your face.”

Shesank npon ber knees; the clasped hands where up-
lifted, as if reaching for cnmcthmw unattainable; the face
qmveled with inward angnisly; but the expression of her
sichtless eyes was more l)edntlin] than in their days of
nidenied beauty they had ever been.

- As her mother bent over her she heard the pale lips
‘whisper—

“So by my woes to be
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee,”
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DRAW ME, SAVIOUR, NEARER.

WWonlks and Music by Rev, E. M. Lo~
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ymn by E. M. Long continued, 33

Asthe eagles soaring,

Higher and higher aseend,
Thus, while Thee adoring,

Up ward 1 would tend.
Further from earth and sin away,
Nearer heaven's perfeet day
Even now, oh, may I be
Drawn still closer, closer to thee,
Cleser, closer, closer to thee.

As the river flowing,

Ever draws nearer the sea,
Thus would 1 keep goiug,

Till I'm lost in thee.
Daily advance and grow in grace,
Tilt | sce thee face to face,
Then TI'll sing eternally,
Drawn still closer, closer to thee.
Closer, closer, closer to thee,

s AY'S Jesus, “And T, if I e lifted up from the earth,
will draw all men unto me,”

The sainted Alfred Coolkman remarlked on his death-
bed, ¢ Jesus is drawing me closer and closer to his great
heart of infinite love.” 1o his wife he said, “I am
Christ’s little infant.  Just as you fold yout little b‘lbe
to your bosom, so I amnestled close to the heart of Jesus.’

‘Albert Bu*ne:;, ommultmg on Christians mounting

“up with wings as eagles,” savs:  “The image is de-
rived from the faet that the ("m]e rises on the m0-t vig-
erous wing of any bird, and ascends apparently farther
towards the sun. The ﬁwm'e denotes strength and vigor
of purpose; strong and nmulv piety; an elevation above
the worlil; communion with God, and a near ness to his
throne {h the eagle ascends towards the sun.”

“Ah,” said a d} ing soldier, “tell my mother that last
night there was ot one cloud between my soul and
Jesu:a.

®)
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Alford and his Hymans. gﬁ

EAN HENRY ALFORD was a son of an Episcopal
clergyman of the same name.  He was born in 1810,
and closed his eavthily career in 1871, He is widely

known through his great work, “The Greek Testament
with Notes.”

He began very early in life to “make his mark, ”—at
least his penul marks. For in his memoir it is stated
that when only six vears of age he wrote and illustrated
a book of fourteen pages, three inches by two in size,
«“lie travels of St Paul from his Conversion to his Death,
with a book of Plates. ”

When ten vears old he madea more durable mark with
ink, in a work that he wrate entitled : “J.ooking unto
Jesus, or the Believers Support under Trials and Afflie-
tions. By Heuory Alford Jun.  1st edition.”

At this time he began to court the Muses, and in his
e'eventh vear compme(l “A Collection of vans for Sun-
diy Oceasions.” Among the number is one that begins —

¢“Life is a journey, beaven is our home,”

and ends with this verse:—

“ Just as the school-boy longing for his home,
Leaps forth for gladness when the hour is come
So true believers, eager for the skies,

Released by death on wings of trinmph rise.”

The fizuire drawn from a school-bov’s experience, came
readily to him at this period; for at this time he was at-
ten(hng a new schiool lLe did not like, and had some
symptons of that old complaint, called home-sickness.

In his sixteenth year he wrote in his Bible, “I do tlis
day, as in the presence of God, and my own =soul, renew
my covenant with God. and solemnly determine hence-
forth to become His, and do His work as far as in me
lies.”
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time.  But also as he obtained food for the mind.
And so habltuated did he become in this that as he clos-
ed Iiis books atter a hard day’s stndy, he would “stand
np as at the eml of a meal, and thmk Gaod for what he
had received.’

This early habit of acknowledging God in all his
wavs, of constantl} ]0u]\mg for (]l\'ll]t_. trmdanoo was after-
\\*11'(15 richly rewarded in his eventful ]1 fe. Itvalso funnd a
natural e\precsmn in the beantiful hymm that he wrote
when but sixteen years of age. A hvmu well worthy
to stand by the side of Williams’ grm(l invocation:—

“Guide me, O thou great Jehovah.”

We are ¢lad to mect with it in some American
hvmuals, lately issued.  We give it herewith :—

] | “Saying grace” he did not simply reserve for men

‘“Torth to the land of promisze bound,
Qur desert path we tread;

God's fiery pillar for our guide,
His Captain at our head,

“I’en now we faintly trace the hiils,
And cateh their distant blue;

And the brizht city’ s gleaming spires

vise dimly on our view.

t Soon, when the desert shall be crossed,
The flood of death past o’cr,
Our pilgrim host shall eafely land
(n Canaan's peaceful shore.

“ There love shall have its perfect worlg,
And prayer be lost in praize;

And all the servauts ot our Gol
1heir endless anthems raise, ”

TTis “ Poctical Works” reached a fourth edition in
18G5, In 1837 he issued acollection of hvmus entitled,
“The Year of Praise,” of which 55 were of his own
composition. Que is found in nearly all collections,
commencing,

“Come, ye thankful people, come.”
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53 Alford’s hymns continued.

While once waiting for some bishops he wrote:—

“Tm glad Tm nota bishop,
To have to walk 10 gaiters,
And get my conduct pnlled about
By democrat dictators.™

Alford manifested wonderful powers of versatility.
It is said, “IHe was a painter, a mechanie, a muutuau
He was a poet, o preacher, a scholar, and a eritic.”

He loved to contemplate the
w -— raptured greeting

Un Canaan’s happy shore.”
Say he, “Our thoughts have been much turned of late
{o the eternal state,  Halt of our children are there, and
where the treasure is there will the heart be also,”  One
of his most popular hymus vividly pictures the glories
of the redeemed.  The singing of it formed part “of his

own funeral service, In it be & 8ays;

“Ten thousand times ten thousand,
In sparkling raiment nright,
The armies ot the ransomed saints
Throng up the steeps of light.
'Tis finished—all is finished —
Their ight with Death and Sin:
Fling open wide the golden gates,
Aud let the victors in.

#* What rush of hallelnjabs
Iills alt the earth and sky!
What ringing of a thousand harps
Bespeaks the trinmph nigh'!
O day lor which creation,
And all its tribes were made
O joy, for all its former woes
A thousand fold repaid.
“ 0 then what raptured greetings
Un Canaan’s happy shore;
What knilting severed friendships up
Where partings are no more,
Then eyes with joy shall sparkle,
That brimmed with tears of late;
Orphans no longer fatherless,
Nor widows decsolate, ”

&
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As a member of the Ivangelical Alliance; and in
many other ways, Alford evineed a eatholic spirit that
endeared him to many outside of his own braneh of the
church.  Asking a neighboring clergyman to help him
find a eurate, he said, “1 want him to teach and preach
Jesus Clirist and not the church; and to be fully prepared
to reeognize the pious Dissenter as a brother in Christ,
and as mueh a member of the church as ourselves.”

In his sixtieth year he was eompelled by failing health
to lieed his physician’s advice and “do nothing,” and
soon after entered into the rest that remaineth to the
people of Gorl.

On liis tomb was carved, by his request, the expressive
words :—

TIHE INN OF A TRAVELLER ON HIS WAY TO JERUSALEM.

In his dving moments he sweetly realized the desire
of his leart as expressed in the following hymn, which
was sung in the great cathedral on the day of his fu-
neral :—

¢ Jesus,when T fainting lie,
And the world is flitting by,
tlold up my head.
When the cry is ¢ Thou must die,’
Aund the dread hour draweth nigh,
Stand by my bed.

¢ Jesns, when the worst is o'er,
And they bear me from the door,
Meet the sorrowing throng.
{Weep not,’ let the mourner hear,
Widow's woe and orphans’ tear
Turn into song.

i Jesus, in the last great day,

Come thou down and touch my clay,
Speak the word * Arise;’
Friend to gladsome friend restore,
Living, praying evermore

Above the skies”




40 dIymn by Alfred the Great.

King Alfred’s Hymn.

NTE thousand years ago there liveda Christian King
who ascended the hngllm throne in 811 and “as
justly distinguished as ¢ Alfved the Great. Althoutr]]
he was twelve veurs old before he was tanght the ;11plm—
bet, vet he afterwards applied himself with *-u(-h diligence
to ]1[5 studies that he became celebrated as the autlmr of
numerous works, the founder of seminarics and of the
University of Oxford.

Though Dburdened with the cares of a kingdom, he
could find time and pleasure in greeting the morning
light with songs of praise, and saving with King Dn'ul
“l(,a I will sing alowd of thy merey in the morning.’
This is evident h‘om his swect morning hymn, \\ln(h
was translated by Earl Nelson, and which still finds a
place in different chureh hynm-books. It begins thus:—

#“ As the sun doth daily rise
Bright'ning all the morning skies,
fo to thee with one accord
Lift we up our hearts, O Lord!

After many conflicts with the Danes, who invaded his
land, he was at last compelled for a time to abandon his
throne, and conceal himself in disgnise in a cottage of
one of his herdsmen.  While performing menial service
in his hiding- place his hostess gave him a severe repre-
mand for permitting some oatmeal cakes to be burned,
which, while balumr she had directed him to \\"ltC]l .
f1vmo- “No wonder tlmn art a poor houscless vagr ant
with ‘Sl](,ll neglect of bnsiness, [shall set hy all the bornt
cikes for thv portion of the week’s ln'eﬂ.d and thou shalt
lLiave no other till they are all eaten!’ Dependont thns
on others for his daily bread, although a King, le could
m after veawrs fael the nnpm‘t of s words addressed |
to the I&m(r of Kings in thesccond verse of his hymu,—

®)




Alfred’s hymn continued. 41

“QE 2
“ Day by day provide us food, %@

For from thee come all things good ;
Strength unto our souls afford
Yrom thy living Bread, O Lord!

In the defence of his country he was compelled to ficht
no less than fifty six battles by sea or land, in whicl he
exposed himself to innumerable dangers, and no doubt
. often uttered the prayer contained in the third verse,—

“ Be onr Guard in sin and strife;
Be the Leader of our life;
Lest like sheep we stray abroad,
Stay our wayward feet, O Lord!

Having translated the Psalms into English, and con-
stantly carried a copy in his bosom, the fourth verse
wis certainly the language of his heart :—

“ Quickened by the Spirit's grace,
aAll thy holy will to trace,
While we daily search thy Word
Wisdom trae impart, U Lord!

The hordes that stole around at night and rendered
life inseenre, gave emphasis to his figure of the fifth verse,

“ When hours are dark and drear,

When the Tempter lurketh near,
Dy thy strength’ning grace ontpoured,
Save the tempted ones, O Lord!

Before a critical battle with the pagans, Alford man-
aged to get into the ranks of the enemy disguised as a
travdhncr minstrel, and with his harp and enrapturing
SONY, WS enabled’ so to win their applause thut they
det‘lmed him three days and nights.

The knowledge he thus obtained of the positton and
forees of the foe, was the means of saving his country.
After he became victor, many of the pagans remained
in England, renounced their idolatry, and were baptized
on pl‘ofesmou of their Christian faith,

(om 3
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42 Richard Daxter and his hymns.

Author of ‘““Lerd, it belongs not to my care.”

@HE name of Richard Buaxter is endeared to many

through the reading of his two widely known books,

The Cull to the Uncmwcrted and the Saints’ Foer-
lasting Itest. He was born at howtou, in Shropshire,
Iungland, on the 12th of November, 16G15.

Ilis conversion took place when about the age of fifteen,
by reading “an old torn hook, lent hy a poor man to his
father, entitled ¢ Bunuy’s Resolutions”™  “Sibl's Bruised
Reec ,’” was also of great assistance. Thus says he:
“ Without any meuans but buoks, was God pleased to re-
solve me for Himself.’

Montgomery gives Baxter a place among the poets of

"England,  Of i hyvmns and  poems, contamed i the

volume, entitled, “Poetical Fr agments,” he says that
they are “far above mediocrity in many passages of
poetry.”

As tunes were not numerous in those days, Baxter
prepared some of his hyvmns so that they could be sung
either as long or common metre, by using or omlttmw
the words contained in brackets. He claimed to be the
mventor of this plan.  We herewith give a specimen
of a part of liis version of the twenty-third Psalm:—

“The Lord himself my Sheperd is,
Who doth me feed and [ safely | keep;
What can 1 want that’s truly good,
While 1 am [ one of ] his own sheep?

“He makes me to lie down and resti
In [ pleasant ] pustures, tender grass;
He keeps, and gently leadeth me
Near [ the sweet] strenin of guietness.

“ My failing soul he doth restore,
And lead [ in safe | and righteous ways,
: And all this freelv that his grace,
And [ holy] name may have the praise.”

o
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@(ﬂ;’ Baxter prepared a metrical version of the Psaling

whicl was issned the vear after his death.  One of his

hymns is almost um\'u“ml]v found in hymn books,

1t is one among the many infinences that he set in mo- .
tion two centuries ago, that still lives.  In the original

it consists of eight cight-line stanzas, and begins :—

# My whole, though broken heart, O Lord!
From henceforth shall be thine.”

It was entitled, “The Covenant and Confidence of
Ifaith.” At the end he adds the following note:—¢"T'lis
convenant my dear wife, in her former sickness, sub-
seribed with a cheerful will,”

We will embody it among some of the many incidents of
Lis life that illustrate its sentiments. The first verse as
LNOW 111 USe COMINECEes,—

“ Lord, it belongs not to my care
Whether [ die or live.”

Baxter had a bodily frame so frail that it seemed ready
at any time to fall to pieces.

His stndious habits he explained on this wise, ¢ Weak-
ness and pain helped me  to stivdy how to cll('- that set
me to study how to live.’ When on his death bed the
intensity of pain (’Ol]btl:lll](i(l him to pray to God {or his
release by death, he would check himself by saying, Tt is
not for me to presc,nbe when thou wilt, what thou wilt,
how thou wilt.”

To this lanenage a half centurv later Dr. Watls re-
fered in his dvmt" moments, “it is good to say as did
Mr Baxter, W]mt when, and where God pleases.””

When Baxter first went to Kidderminster the people
were  “gunorant, coarse and of loose manners; supersti-
tious L~um|nl Jnd easily roused to deeds of violence and
brual ontrage,” and yet that wilderness became as the

garden of the Lord through the faithful labors of this

man of God.

C — )




40 DRichard Daxter continued.

o E’
ITe toiled and praved until it could be said “from every

house within his pastorate there was daily the all but
ceascless voice of palms and hymos,  He was literally
compassed about wich songs of dehverance.”

FFamily worship was generally practiced among his peo-
ple. He savs that as ove passed alony the street on a
Subbath evening, “one might hear a huudred families
stnging psalms and repeating sermons,

Although he ohserved great strictness in the adimission
to the church yet his memherdnp increased to stx lmn-
dred eommuntcants; he says there were not twelve of
whom he had not a o*ood hope,

A hundrel years thu' Dr. Faweett, oncof his sucees-
SOTS says, “the rehicions slmlt thus lm])pl]y introduced
by B.L\tel 1S yet to b* traced in the town and neighbor-
Lood.’

lle spo]\e of Kidderminster as a “place which had the
chiefest of my labors;, and yielded nie the greatest fruits
and comfort.” He told the people that he came with his
heart stivred up “to speak to ‘-lllll(,1h with sonte compas-
sion, axa dving man to dying men,” Here it was he uttered
his ]uml “Call to the Unconverted,” and in his carnest
preaching exemphfied his eouplet:—

*I"d preach as though I ne’er should preach again,
And as a dying man to dving men.”

This was indeed characteristic of Baxter throuchont
a long life; even when near four score yeuwrs of age
Le still statrrrered up the pulpit steps to proclaim the

cospel.

An old gentleman, who heard lim preach, related that
when he ascended the pulpit, with a man iol]mvmg him

to prevent his falling backward, and to support him, if

needful i the lmlplt manyv persons would be I‘C‘ld\, to
say he was more fit for the (-ofﬁn than for the pullnt
Tt was feared the last time he pl'mchod that he wonld

C.
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have died in the pulpit.  Well did lie illustrate the sen-
timent of the scecond verse of his hymn-—
“If life be long I will be glad,
That I may long obey ;
If short yet why should I be sad
To soar to endless day ?”

Muay 1662, the king set his seal of approval to the
famous ““ Act of Conf'm mity,” by whieh cvery clergyman
of the Chureh of Enﬂ'laud 111u-t on the 24th of Anwu&t
following, “openly Jl](] ]mbllcl\]\ before the congrega-
tion tllJ“e assenibled, declare his Ullf(.‘lﬂ'lle(] assent and
consent to the use of'all things” in the “BOOI\ of Common
Prayer.”

Baxter was among the two thousand godly ministers
who were willing to Teave their weeping ﬁocl\.,and their
pocumarv support to face poverty and persecution tor
conscience’s sake.  As many were not silenced by this,
the “Conventical Aet” was passed in 1664, by which “the
meeting of more than four persons in any other manner
than allou ed by the Iltlll'c)) and practice of the Churels
of England is fmbld(]u] under a penalty of a fine or
ll]ll)l'lh[)]]lnel]f. To pr event the Non-couformist ministers
being even amoung their flocks, the “Ifive Mile Act”
followed, which prevented them from coming or bheing
within hvc miles of any city or town corporate, or any
place where they had at any time exercised their ministry,

Although Raxter viel ded obedience to the law so far as
to abstain from public preaching, vet he kept up family
worship, and as some, of their own accord, would dlop in
and swell the numl)e hevond the legal lmnt of “fonr,”
a warrant was issued for his arrest, and he was mcarcer-
ated for six months in Clerkenwell prison.

Some vears later having dared to deliver five sermons,
and to live in a corporate town, his enemies seized him
avain,  His goods were taken from him and sold, “even




48 Richard Baxter continued.

to the bed that he lay sick on.” “When they hud
tuken and sold all” he savs, “and I had borrowed soime
lw(hling' and necessaries of the buyer, I was never the
qtiict v,

At length when unable to find any other fault,they
discovered a comment in his “Laraphrase on the New
Testament™ in which he had swritten some eensures on
perseenting prelates, and on closing the mouths of godly
ministers who sought to preach in the name of “their
Master.  This, us they thonght, JUbt]hE(l the charge of’ se-
dition which they now bmughb against him, He was
summoned to appear for his trial Detore the notorious
Jeffries.  This furnished the Judge an opportuunity to
cive vent to his coarse, vulgar c.pl('en. To empty the
vials of his wrath upon the head of an innocent old man.

After calling him a rogne, rascal, an old blockhead,
an unthankful villain, and other vile cpithets, Daxter
ventured to put in a word of explanation. ¢ Richard,
Richard,” roared the judge, “dost thou think we will
hear thee poison the court?

“ Richard, thou art an old fellow, an old knave ; thon
hast written books cenough to load a cart, every one as
full of sedition;, I might say treason, as an egg is full of
meat. Harlst thon been whipped out of the trade forty
years ago, it had been happy. . ... Come, what do yon
say for yourself, you old knave ?—come speak up.  What
doth hesay? T am not afraid of yon, for all the snivei-
ing calves yon have got abont )ou (alludiug to some
persons near Baxter who ivere in te

To this shameful tirade Baxter meek]_y replied, “These
things will be understood some day, and lifting up his
eves to heaven he added; “I am not concerned to an-
swer such stnff; but am 1ea(lv to prodilce my writings for
refutation of all tlnw; and my 1ne and conversation are
known to many iu this nation.

@ﬁ%}‘
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Richard Daxter continued. 51

; 1 As neither justice nor mercy conld be obtained Lefore

this tribunal, Bl.\:ter wus prononneed guilty.

While afierwards confined for two years in the darl
eells of a prison, and comparing his moelk trial with the one
through which his Saviour passed, he could draw com-
fort from the third stanza of his hymn:—

“Christ leads me through no darker rooms
Thun He went through before;
He that into God's kingdom cowmes,
Must enter by this door.”

Notwithstanding his life-long weakness and pains—the
bitter persecution and ernel i imprisonments, Baxter did
a marvelons amount of labor.,  His works number one
hundred and sixty-eight, swhich, it is said would make a
library themselves, of sixty volumes of five hundred
octavo pages each.  Aud yed when veminded on his death-
bed of his good deeds, he replied: “I was but A pen in
God’s hfmd ind what praise is due toa pen.”  In trium-
plant peace cand j Jo, he ended his davs December 8, 1691,

“I have pams” said he, “there is no arguing
against sense: but I have peace, I have peace.” W hen
asked, “ How are you??” his answer was, “ Ablmost well.”
This thouu‘ht 13 bl‘Ol]ff]]t out in a verse of his hymn:—

“My knowledge of that life is small,
The eye of faith is dim;
But 'tis enongh that Christ knows all,
Aud I shall be with Him.”

While contemplating ““the innumemb]o company ' in
hieaven spoken of in Heb. xii. 22, of which he was soon
to form a part he said, “It deserves a thousand—thou-
sand thoughts. Oh how comfortable the promise thate
eve hath not scen, nor ear heard, neither have entered
into the heart of man, the thmﬂs which God hath pre-
pared for them that Ime ITim.” To a friend he said
these, his last words, “The Lord teach you how to die.”




52 Bazter’s hymn illustrated.

@/ A Hymn Sung before an Indian Massacre.

TIRRING scenes were witnessed in the
early history of our country.

The following fact given in the Hallean
Annals, contains an exclamation i time
of davger, that was almost the literal
language of the first verse of Baxter’s
hymn:—

“Lord, 1t belongs not 1o my care
Whether I die or live,”

In the early settlement of our conntry
about the year 1750, there were frequent
scenes of swdden death through the
sudden invasion of the Indian savage.

Among the catechumens of the Luth-
eran pioneer missionary, the Rev. II.
M. Mnuhlenburg, at New Holland, T,
were two grown danghters, wlo, " after
their 1ecept10u into the churely, removed
with their father to a farm ncar the
Blue Mountains. At this period the Indian war was
raging, rendering life very insecure in those forests.

One Friday evening, in the fall of the year, they told
their father that they felt as though they had not long
to live, and proposed singing the }ollomnn' applopnatu
German hymn, in which TFheir voices all united i—

“ Wer wetss wie nahe mir mein ende ?

. which has been translated iuto English thus:—

. “Who knows how near my life’s expended ?

Tim: flies, and death is hasting on;
How soon, my term of trial ended,

Xay heave my last expiring groan!
For Jesus' eake, when flesh shall fail,
With me, O God, may all be well!

s
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Baxter’s lymn tlustrated. H3

# My many sins!—oh, vail them over
With merits of th} dying Son!
I here thy richest grace dlscover —
tHere find I peace, and here a.lone:
Aud for his sake, when flesh shall fail,
With me, O God, may it be well!

# His bleeding wounds give me assurance
That thy frece mercy will abide;
Here strength I find tor death's endurance,
And hope for all I need beside:
For Jesus’ sake, when flesh shall fail,
With me, O God, may it be welll”

After singing they united in prayer and retired to
rest. Next morning while the father was in his fields
looking for his horszs, he saw two Indians swiftly ap-
proaching with deadly weapons. Ie was so terrified
that he knew not what to do, and secmed unable to move.

As they came near, he eried out, “ O Lord Jesus, to
thee Ilive! O Lord Jesus, to thecI die.” This excla-
mation secmed to have pdnlmod the Indians, while he at
once was inspired with new strength, with \\lncl] lie wa
cnabled to outrun the Indians, and thus excaped to a (hs—
tant woods.  From thenee he hastened to some neighbors
to procure hielp, so as to defend his children and property.
But alus! as he drew near, the terrible noise and erving
of old and young, lcvmled the fuet that the Indians were
there also, dom«r their deadly work. Hastening honie-

wards to see aftcr his ehﬂ(lreu he saw the flames of his
own house and barn rising over the tree-tops,and heard the
terrible bel]owmg of his eattle that were burning up alive,

By the time he reached his former home Gt was in
ashes; his eldest danghter was also consumed that nothing
but a few fragments of her body were left; the sceondl
was yet alive, bnt scalped, cut and aashed f'mm lead to
foot with the tomahawk. As she was still able to speak
she bade her father StO0p down and give her a parting
kiss, as she was passing away to the home above.

&)
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54 DBenjamin Deddome.

Author of “Did Christ o'er Sinners weep.”

'%HE hymns of Rev. Benjumin Beddome have main-

% tained & prominent position in chureh psalmody for
nearly a century. He was the son of' o Baptist min-

ister, born in 1717, and brought to Christ in 1737,

e carly heeded the Bible lllJllllCthll to “acknowledge
the Lord m all thy ways, ? and =0 he had the sweet ex-
perience of finding out in after years that the Lord “shall
direet thy pathh, and “give thee the desires of thine
heart,”  This 13 very evident from some lines whieh he
penned in his early Christian life, entitled, “The Wish,”
commencing,

¢ Lord, in my soul implant thy fear:
Let faith, and hope, and love be there.
Preserve me from prevailing vice
YWhen Satan tempts or lusts entice.”

Seven vears afterward he was married to a help-mcet,
that was truly from the Lord, as an answer to this part
of his prayer:——

©* Let the companion of my youth
Be one of innocence aud truth:
Let modest ¢harms adorn her face;
And give her thy superior grace:
By heavenly art first make her thine,
Then make Lier willing to be mine.

Such an one he found when a pastor, in the daughter of

oune of Ins deacons, with whom he was happily wedded -

for thirty four years of his life. In omﬂemphtnw the
mintstry, he further expressed his heart’s wish about set-
tlement:—
“ My dwelling place let Dounrton be
And let e live, and live to thee.”
And so it proved to be,and here he also fully realized

¢ Of friendship’s sweet may I partake,
Nor be forsaken, or forsake.
Let moderate plenty ecrown my board,
’ And God for all be still adored,

)
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Beddome continued. 59

i At Bourton the people became so attached to him and @ﬂ

he to them, that he spent his entire ministerial life of
fifty-two years among them. At one time a church in
London was so bent on endea,vornur to get him to hecome:
their pastor that they sent “call a.tter call,” and when
this failed, delerated one of their number to press the
swit.  While on this visit, o Joor man discovered his
mission and having the visitor’s horse in charge, became
so excited that when he bronght the horse to Mr. Bed-
dome’s door, he exclaimed in tlie presence of the Londoner,
“ Robbers of churches are the worst of robbers,” and at
once he set the horse free to take his own course,

Beddome sent, as his final answer, “I would rather
honor God in a station, even much inferior to thnt in
which hez has placed me, thon intrnde inyself into a higher
without liis direction.’

His earnest ministry won many trophies for his Master,
and so anxious was he fo die with his harness on that
when unable through age and infirmites to walk, his at-
tached people carried him to church, and listened to his
sermons while he preached sitting.  Even one hour be-
fore his death his busy pen was still at work composing
a hymn, when lte was suddenly canght up to the skies in
the seventy-ninth year of his age. “His departure took
place, September 3, 1795. A volume of his hymmns was
issned in 1818, OFf his many hvmns that are still in
frequent use and much beloved, we may mention the

« tollowing, comniencing,
“ Come, Holy Spirit, come.”
“ And must [ part with all T have,”
¢t Jesus, my Lord, my chief delight,”
“If Christ is mine, then all is mins,”
“ Did Christ o’er sinners weep ?”
“Witness, ye meu and angels | now,”
¢ Let party names no more.”
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56 St. Dernard.

A Hymn Seven Hundred Years 0ld.

s
WAERNARD, the celebrated Abliot of Clair me\'
D wrote a Latm hyon to “the sweet memeory of Jesug,”

which has been, and still is highly prized 1)) thoe
who love that precious name. Trauslated by E. Cas-
well the first verse reads,—
‘tJesus, the very thoueht of Thee,
With sweetness fills my hreast;
But sweeter far Thy tace 1o see,
Andin Thy glory rest. ™

ITe was Lorn in Burgundy, A. D. 1091, and was
conseerated to God from the first, by Aletra, ]li.-s devot-
edly pious mother, “110 could say witl Hammh, “for
this child I prayed.”  Her death chamber was his
spiritual birth-place.  She died responding to a chant.

He was selected with twelve others to build a mon-
astery, which they accomplished ina “ pathless forest
haunted with robbers.”  There they toiled with songs
of pl‘lhe till at length it became Clair Vauz “the bnmrht
alley.”

By his learning, eloquenee, and piety, he obtained
ercat influence, ]xmo‘s and Popes conzulted him, and
were subject to him. TPeter the Venerable said he “lhad
rather pass his life with Bernard than enjoy all the king-
doms of the workl.” Luther held him in high estcem
and suid hie was “ the best monk that ever liv o,

Awong his other sacred lyries that are still held in
high estimation, we may mention,—

“Hail, thou Head! so bruised and wounded ”

The missionary Schwartz fonnd great eomfort in his
(l\'mg hours bv hearing the native Christians in India
singing this h\'nm in thelr own Tamil langnage. After
he ]md died, as was supposed, he wag roused to life again
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Bernard continued,

by this favorite hymn, and his resuscitation was made
known to them by his joining with them in the song.

Bernard died 1 1153, being sixty-two years of age.

Like Andrew, he at “first findeth his own brother”
and “brought him to Jesus.” His father as well as
his five brothers were among his first followers that he
led in the uarrow way.

Of his brother Gerard’s death, he touchingly says,
%3 T . L Iy

Who could ever have loved me as he did?  Ie was
a brother by blood, but far more by religion. .. .. ...
God grant, Givard, I may not have lost thee, but that
thou hast preceded me; for of a surety thou hast joined
those whom in thy last'night below thon didst invite to
praise God; when suddenly to the great snrprise of all,
thou, with a serene countenance and a cheerful voiec,
didst conumence chanting, ‘Praise ye the Lord, from the
heaven; praise Him, all yc angels”

Bernavd has been designated the honcyed teacher, and
his writings a sficam from Paradise. His heart scemed
to overflow with love to Christ, of which in the first
mentioned hynu, he says,—

eeaseesneas.as. AR this
Nor tongne uor pen can show:
The love of Jesus what it is,
None but bis loved ones know.”

The thoughts expressed by Bernard in this verse, were
also foreibly brought out in a striking figure by one
partially insane at Cirencester, in 1779,

- Conld we with ink the ocean fill,
Were the whole earth of parchment made,
Were every single stick a quiil,
YWere every man a scribe by trade ;
To write the love of God alone,
Wounld drain the ocean dry;
Nor would the scroll contain the whole,
Though stretched from sky to sky.”




o3 John Derridge and his hymns.

Author of 0 happy saints, who dwell in light.”

D
1] ROMINENT among the workers that brought about
& the great revival of “the eighteenth centmy was the
tev. Jolm DBerridge. He'is described as ¢ the salt
of the church of Lnghnd, and an instrument in God’s
hand of working revivals of religion within her pale,
worthy of record with thosc that his compeers, White-
fleld and Wesley, wrought without her.”

At nineteen he entered college at Cambridge, and be-
came quite cetebrated for his Jttamments, wit and humor.
Though awakened in early life to a sensc of his sinfulness,
he entered the work of the ministry, without knowing
the way of salvation.

As six years passed around in his first charge at Staple-
ford, England, without any souls being brought to Christ,
he says, “God wounld have shown me, that £ was wrong
by not owning my ministry, but I pa]d no regard to this
for a Jong tlme unputmﬂ‘ my want of success to the
natghty hearts of my hearers, and not to my own naughty
doctrine; that we are to beJtlstlﬁELI partly by our faith
and partly by our works.”

In 1755 he removed to Everton, where there was a
similar want of suceess.  Until, as he says, “I began to
be discouraged and now some secret mlbglvmgs arose in
my mind that I wasnot right myself.  Those misgivings
grew stronger, and at last very puinful. Being then un-
der great doubts, I eried unto the Lord very carnestly.
Tle constant language of my heart was this: ‘Lord, if
I am nght, keep me so; if I am not right, make me so.
Lead me to the knowledge of the truth as it is in Jesus,”
After about ten days’ c¢rying unto the Lord, he was
pleased to return an answer to my prayers, and in the
following wonderful manner. As I was sitting in my
house one morning, and musing upon a text of Scripture

E@o
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Berridge continued., 61

r—

these words were darted into my mind with wonderful
power, and seemed indeed like a voice from hecaven,
“Cease from thy works.” Before I heard these words
my mind was in a veryunusual calm; but as soon as I
leard them my soul was in a tempgst directly , and the

wears flowed from my eyes, like a torrent. The scales.

fell from my eves immediately, and I now saw the rock
I had been sl)httmo on for nearly thirty years. Do you
ask what this rock was? Some secret reliance on my
own works for salvation.”

After his conversion, he says in relation to his preach-
ing, “I dealt with my hearers in a very different man-
ner from what I used to.”  The effeet was manifest at
once. Soon one with a broken heart called upon him.

“Why, what is the matter, Sarah?” he aslked.

“\Iqttel ! T dont know what's the matter. Tlhose new
sermons. I find weare all to be lost now. I ecan
neither eat, drink, nor sleep. I don’t know what’s to
become of me,”

The same weelk came two or three more on a like
errand.  This sank him into the dust of sclf-abasement,
to see what a blind leader of the blind he had been before.
Immediately he burnt all his old sermons, and with tears
of joyv witnessed their destruction. The secret of his
previous failures he expresses on this wise:—

#No wonder sinners weary grow
Of praying to an unknown God,
Such heartless prayer is all dumb show,
And makes them listless, yawn, and nod.”

His warm heart now overflowed with emotion for
perishing sinners. The church was awakened from its
long sleep ; some of his parishioners became angry; some
opened their eyes with astonishment; while one and
another began to come secretly, and Jevealmg a broken
heart, would tell him their lost condition.

I'n




62 Derridge continued,

i l Soon others eame with the same storv.  Ilis church g g

became erowded. It is said: *“The windows being filled
within and  without, and even the outside of the
pulpit to the very top, so that Mr. Berridge seemed
almost stifled.”  Within a vear as many as a thonsand
persons visited him, inquiring the way of life.

IIe now began to visit and stir up the neighboring
towns and villages. Being threatened with imprisonment,
if he kept on preaching out of his parish, he replied
that he wounld rather go to jail ““with a good conscience,
than be at liberty without one; adding there is one canon,
my lord, which I dare not disobey, and that savs, ‘Go,
preach my gospel to every creature.”

Aschurches conld not always contain the great multi-
tudes that flocked to hear him, he wonld resort to the
open flelas, as did his eloquent co-laborers, Whitefield
and Weslev.  The effeet that often followed his preach-
ing 18 deseribed as truly remarkable.

He had a tall and commanding fignre, decp voice,
a bold and impressive manner of sprech, and a vivid
faney, that would often play around his utterances, as
Lightning about a clond.  Ten to fitteen thousand persons
wonld often hang with breathless attention npon his
weighty words as he portraved the interests of time and
cternity.  ITis cccentricity no doubt -helped to swell the
number of his hearers, It is said that sometimes the
curl of his lips and “the very point of his peaked nose”
would scent to add to the effectiveness of his spicy sayings,
But his quaint speech was alwavs used as the diamond
point on the arrow of truth, that helped to make it pieree
far into the citadel of the heart. The slain of the Lord
wonlkd be many after his use of the sword of the Spirit.
sS[l‘Ollf_l‘ men wonld sink to the earth in great agony, and
ma single year of “eampaigning” as many as four
thousand would thus become “pricked in heart,”

S — S—)




Derridge's hymns. 63

i ] An amusing story is told of Berridge while on 2 visit

in the North of England.  Stopping atav illage where
he must needs stay over the Sabbath, he 1eqnc.ﬁted the
proprictor of the inn to let the “parson of the parish”
know that there was a clergyman stopping with him who
would gladly assist at the service on the morrow.

In reply to this statement the cautious shepherd re-
marked to the landlord, *We must be careful, for you
know there are many "of those wandering Methodlst
preachers about. What sort of Ina is he?”  “Oh, it
1s all right sir,” was the answer, “just see his nosc, sir,
that will tell }ou he 1s no B[CthOdl‘w* 7 “Well, ask him
to call on me in the morning,” said the rector, “aund 1
shall judge for niyself.” At the morning (’l“ it 38 said,
“the waggish and somewhat rabecund nose’ dlsqrmed
prejudices and opened the way to the pulpit, where he
delivered a memorable discourse.

“ And fools,who came to scof, remained to pray.”

In 1785 he issued his “Sion’s Songs, or Hymns com-
posed for the use of them that Jove aud follow the T.ord
Jesus Christ in sineerity,” of which he says in the prefuce;
“Many years ago, these hymns were composed 1n a six
months? 1]lness and have " since lain neglected by e,
often threatened with fire, but have csmpe(l that 111.11'tyr
dom.”  Of thesinging in his day, he says, “1t has become
a vulgar business in our churehes,  This tax of praisa is
collected, chiefly from an organ, or a clerk, or some bawl-
ing voice in a singing loft. The congregation may listen
if they please, or talk in whispers, or take a quiet nap.”

His hymns number three hundred and forty-two.
We give five of the six verses of the one on pleasures
for evermore.” This is thought to be his best, and is
found in nearly all the churels hy ann-books of the

present day : —




64 Lerridge’s hymns continued.

“ () happy saints, who dwell in light
And walk with Jesus clothed in white,
Safe landed on that peacetul shore
Where pilgrims meet to part uo more.

¢ Released from sin and toil and grief,
Death was their gate to endlesslife:
An opened cage to let them fly
And build their bappy nests on high.

¢ And now they range the heavenly plaing,
Aund sing their hymns in meliing strains;
And now their sonls begin to prove
The heights and depths of Jesus ' love.”

# He cheers them with eternal smile;
They sing hosanuas all the whilc;
Or, overwhbelmed with rapture sweet,
Sink down adoring at his feet.

& Al, Lord! with tardy steps I creep,
And sometimes sing and sometimes weep ;
Yet strip me of this house of clay,
And I will sing as loud as they.”

*

A o specimen of some quaint verses that spice his
collection, we give the following:—

¢ But when thy simple sheep
For form aud shadows fight,
I sit me down and weep
To see their shallow wit,
Who leave their bread to gnaw the stones,
And fondly break their teeth with bones.

Hymn number seven commences thus:—

“¥With solemn weekly state
The worldling treads thy court,
Content to see thy gate,
And such as there resort,
But, ah, what is the honse tq me,
Unless the master I can see,

Another contrasts the law and grace on this wise:—

“Rnn, John, and work, the law commands,
Yet finds mie neither feet nor hands;
But sweeter news the gospel brings,
It bids me fly, and lends me wings.

P




Berridge’s hymn continued. 65

m i Although Berridge was never married, lie has furnished % 8

a good marriage hymn, that is about the only one on
that subject in most hymun-books. It commences,

“Since Jesus freely did appear
To grace a marriage feast,
Dear Lord we ask thy presence lere,
To make a wedding guest.”

His purse was as open as his heart, so that during his
lifetime he gave away a fortune and all his patumon)

For four and twenty years he preached on an average
ten or twelve sermions a week, and travelled a hundred
miles. In acharacteristic epitaph he thus epitomizes the
events of his life, This, in accordance with his wish, was
placed on his tomb- stone after death, with the date
of the last line added :—

“Here lie the earthly remains of John Berridge, late
Viear of Everton, and an itinerant servant of Jesus
Christ, who loved lhis Master and his work, and after
runuing his errands many years, was called up to wait
on him above,

“Reader, art thou born again?

“No salvation without a new birth.

“I was born in sin, Ifebruary, 1716.

“Remained ignorant of my fallen state till 1730.

“Lived proudly on faith and works for salvation till
1751.

“ Admitted to Everton vicarage, 1755.

“Fled to Jesus alone for refuge, 1756.

“Iell asleep in Christ Jesus, Janvary 22, 1793.”7

He was in his scventy-sixth year when the summons
of death suddenly arrived. A clergvman remarked,
“Jesus will soon call you up higher.” He replied, “ Ay,
ay, ay, higher, higher, higher.” Once le exclaimed,
“Yes, and my clnhhcn, too will shout and sing, ‘ Here

comes our futher!’”
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Tloratius Bonar.

Bonar and his Hymns.

((l[ TN the feet of the psalmist were taken “ont of an
cyp horrible plf and the miry clay,” he says that there

was also put anew song in my moutly, even praise
to onr God.”  Adter t]wumpe from By l)tmn bondage,
and front the waters of the Red Sea what was more nat-

ural to God’s Isracl than the spontancons outburst of

praise upon the banks of deliverance.

IHow often the redeemed soul, while surveving the
ereat salvation, has found the langnage of Bonar's three
well-known lwmns exactly suited to tell the story,
While sweetly led throngh “green lmstmes how easy
to sing qlnno‘ the banks of “tle still waters” the hymn
commencing,

] was a wandering sheep,
I did not love the fold;

I did not love my Shepherd’s voice,
I would not be controlled.”

Or when nestled near the loving heart of Jesus, to recount
his wondrous love in the hymn :—
“T heard the voice of Jesus say,—
‘Come unto me and rest;

Lay down, thou weary one! lay down
Thy head upon my breast.’

“1 came to Jesus as I was,
Weary, and worn, and sad;
I found in him a resting-pla-e
And be hias made me glad.”

Even the smallest babe in Christ can tell the plan of
redemption in the simple verse that makes up the hymn
commencing,

] 1lay my sins on Jesus,
The spotless Lamb of God.”

Qur readers will surely need no invitation.to gaze
upon-the pleasant features of Bonuar’s likeness that ac-

®
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. Bonar's hymn continued. 69

g ’ company these remarks, and scc in them that goodness

of heart that is indelibly stamped upon all that he has
written.

The Rev. Horatins Bonar D, D. was born in Edin-
burgh Scotland in 1808.  He was set apart to the work
of the ministry at Kelso, in 1837, and has eontinned his
pastoral work at that place ever since. In 1843 lie
united with the I'ree Church of Scotland.

Iis pen has been not only busy and fruitful, but far-
reaching in its influence.

His “Night of Weeping; or Words for the Suffering
Family of God,” reached its forty-fifth thousand already
in 1853, A sequel, “The Morning of Joy,” was issued
in 1850. His precious work called “The Blood of
Christ,” has also guined a world-wide veputation. His
hymns and poems issued in 1857, entitled “Hywmns of
Faith and Hope,” reached an eighth edition in 1862, and
were followed by a second series in 1861, and a third in
1866. A second series was published in 1861.

His carnest life has been in keeping with the heart-
wish so well expressed in his lines entitled, ¥ Use Me:”—

‘e Make use of me my God!
Let me not be forgot;

A broken vessel cast aside,
One whom thou needest not.

“T am thy creature Lord;
And made by hands divine;
And I am part, however wmean,
Cf this great world of thine,

“Thon usest all thy works,
The weakest things that be;
Each has a service of its own
For all things wait on thee.

¢“Thou usest the high stars,
The tiny drops of dew,
The giant peak and little hill j—
My God, Ob use me too.”




0 Donar’'s hymn with music.

RESTING IN JESUS.
Rev, II. Boxazr. Music by the Rev. E. 1. Loxa.
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L
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Lonar’s hymn illustrated, 71

E “As Meant For Me.”

During a series of meetings, a young lady sought re-
ligious correspondence simply to make fun of the letters
received. Unexpectedly they proved the means of her
awaliening and conversion, which she deseribed thus:
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Donar’s hymn.

“I was a Wandering Sheep.”

Q_‘ URING a revival in a female seminary in Massa-
é) chusetts, many of the pupils had shown the natural

“enmity” of the “ carnal mind ™ to spiritual things,
clen B was among those who noticed the Spirit’s
work only by a curling lip and a scornful laugh.

It seemed 1n vain to talk with her, or seck to induee
her to attend a prayer meeting. Christians could do
nothing more than to pray for her,

One evening, however, as a praying band had gather-
ed, the door opened, and Helen B entered. Her eyes
were downcast, and her face was calm and very pale.
There was something in her look whieh told of an inward
strnggle. She took her seat silently, and the exercises of
the meeting proceecded. A few lines were sung, two or
three prayers offered, and then as was their custom, cach
repeated a few verses of some favorite hymn. One follow-
ed another in successton, until it ecame to the turn
of the new-comer. Therc was a pause, and a perfect
silence, and then, without lifting her eyes from the floor,
she comimenced,

“¥ was a wandering sheep,
I did not love the fold.”

Her voice was low, but distinet, and every word, as
she uttered it, thrilled the hearts of the listeners, She re-
peated one stanza after another of that beautiful hymn of
Bonar, and not an eye save her own was dry, as, with
sweet emphasis, she pronounced the last lines ;

“No more a wayward child,
I seek no more to roam;

I love my heavenly Father’s voice—
I love, I love his home.”

That single hymn told all. The wandering sheep, the
proud and wayward child had returned.

)




Donar’s hymn—I lay my sins on Jesus, 73

-—

Comfort Sung to a Weary Teacher.

%N infant school teacher thus describes her experience:
“I was not very well, and all my nerves scemed
tobe inaquiver. Itwas washing-day, with extra cares
aud, labors. There was company in the house which
must be entertained.  There was fruit to be attended to—
a duty that cannot be put off a siugle duy. In fact there
seemed to be everything to do, and the most of it must
Le done by my own tired hands. My head ached, too.
“T went into the garden for a breath of fresh air, and
behold, the long 1ains had brought out the weeds in un-
precedented luxuriance. It would never do to leave
those weeds. I went to work with a wil—with more
will than strength, indeed—and worked till T was utterly
exhansted. Then I went into the house to resume my
labors there, but I was weary and worn, and the com-
plaining thought uppermost in my mind was, ‘Must it
be so always? Can I never, anywhere, find rest?’

“As if in answer to my question, a little voice, clear
and sweef, came from under the clustering vines in the
next yard. It was the voice of one of my own little
scholars, and she was singing to herzelf, one line of a
favorite song she had learned in y class:—

1 lay my head on Jesus—I lay my head on Jesus.’
She repeated it over and over again.  Dut it was enongh.

“When they were learning that cong, I had told them
they should go to Jesus whenever they were tired or sick
or sorry, anil they should lean their headson him, and
there they would find rest and peace.

“It all came back to me. I tried then and there,
weary and depressed as I was, to “lean my head on
Jesus.” I seemed to fecl on my hot forehead the touch
of his own haud in benediction, and the promised rest
entered iuto my spirit.”

)




74 Origin of Mrs. . IH. Brown’s hymn.

The Leafy Closet of Prayer.

|“\ N A X
[LONG a mountain stream,é\/ﬁ;é |
skirted with trees and alders, % 4% 4

: Slingt N
near the village of Illington, )
A AL

Connecticut.  there was a well M ;
trodden foot path, that led from J}V/i

a cottage to a place of prayer.

At the close of the day, a mother was wont to leave
the cares of her family, and, in the quiet of this seciuded
spot, to hold sweet communion with God.

Oue summer evening she was criticised by a neighbor
for the seeming neglect of her family, and for this habit
of stealing thus ““a while away.”

When she returned home her heart was much pained
at what had been said. So she at once took her pen and
wrote an answer to the criticism. She headed it, “An
apology for my twilight rambles addressed to a Lady.”

This mother was Mrs, Pheebe H. Brown,

In 1824 she gave Dr. Nettleton permission to issue it
in his “ Village Hymns.” The first verses of the orig-
inal hymn commenced thus:—

“Yes, when the toilsome day is gone,
And night with banners gray

Steals silently the glade along,
In twilight's soft array—

“1 love to steal awhile away
From little ones and care,
And spend the hours of setting day
In gratitude and prayer.”
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Myrs. Brown’s hymn continued. 77

m One of the “little ones” for whom she was thus aceus-

tomed to pray is now the Rev Samuel R. Brown. D. D.
who has been a most efficient missionary 1n Japan since
1859. What an example to praying mothers, and what
an apt illustration of God’s promtises showing that those
who resort to “the secret place of the most high shall
abide under the shadow of the Almighty”—that when
we pray to him in secret he shall reward us openly.,

Wlen it is known how true the language of thia hymn
was, as the heart utterance of its author , and how truth-
fully it expresses the inward emotion of every prayerful
soul, it is no wonder that it finds a place in nearly all
the standard hymn-books of Christendom.

As long as Christians are like their Master, of whom
it is said: ““ Rising up a great while before day he went
out, and departed into a solitary place and prayed,” they
will also love to sing:—

“] love to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care,

And spend the hours of setting day
In humble, grateful prayer.

¢J love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear,
And all his promises to plead,
» Where none but God can hear.

¢ 1love to think on mercies past,
And future good implore,
And all my cares and sorrows cast
On Him whom I adore.

] love by faith to take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven;
The prospect doth my strength renew,
While here by temypest driven.

¢ Thus when life’s toilsome day is o’er,
May its departing ray
Be calm as this impressive hour
And lead to endless day "
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,
@l The tune called “Monson” was composed for this

a Y

hymn by Ler son, the Rev. Dr. Brown, who is “a lover
ot song and an admirable singer.” William B. Brad-
bury also wrote a tune expressly for this hymn, and
named it “ Brown,” as a eompliment to its gifted anthor-
ess.”  One of the omitted verses of her hymu veads;—
1 love to meditate on death,
When will its summons come,

With gentle power to steal my breath.
And walt an exile home ?”

We ave indebted to Rev. Charles Hammond for the
following partienlars.  IHe is in possession of’ her auto-
biography, a manuscript volume of four hundred and
twelve pages quarto, and a volume of her poems, nearly
as large, besides many unpublished papers of equal value.

Mrs. Brown was the wife of Timothy 1I. Brown of
Monson, Mass.  She was born at Canaan, N. Y., May
1st, 1773. Her father, George Ilinsdale, having died
suddenly of small-pox when she was but ten months old,
“shic was placed in the carc of her grandmother.

In her antobiography written in her old age, Mrs
Brown pays a tribute to the deathless inpressions of her
grandmother’s instructions, in which she says, “the bright
and sunny periol of my first nine years has, never been
forgotten, nor can be undervalued while memory aud
reason retain their empire.”  Being placed in other hands
from the age of nine until eighteen her life wus one
of bondage, hardly less severe and hopeless than that of
slavery itself.  She lived in poverty, never went to school
a duay, and for years did not get to church, and was com-
pelled through all the plastic period of youth to spend
her time in unrequited toil, and in the most menial
service. At the age of eighteen she *left the abode ot her
sorrows and managed to go toschool, where, with little
children, she learned to write for the first time, and to
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l 1 sew, and some of the primary studies in a common-sehool

edueation.

Returning to Canaan, the residence of her childhood,
she was most kindly ecared for by the Whiting fhnnl},
and with them shared in the results of a I'CVI\J] which,
near the beginning of the century, visited that region.
No sooner had she Tearned to write with the pen mechan-
icallv, than she began to write as the eomposer of verses,
and essavs in prose. Her pen was never laid aside until
extreme age and disease prevented its further use.

Next to her “twilight hymn” in popularity was the
one of W]uc]l she left the following record : “ Prayer for
a Revival.” This hymn was written from the impulse
of a full heart, incidentally shown to a friend, that friend
Lerged a copy for his own private nse, but it soon fonnd
its way to the public in ““The Spiritual Songs.” The
Liymn is familiar to all commeneine :—

#“0 Lord! thy work revive
In Zion's gloomy hcur,
And let our dying graces live
By thy restoring power.”

We necd not wonder that to a full heart, overflowing
in such earnest erics, a spcedv answer should be witnessed,
IFor this wverily followed the same yvear in the neigh-
borhood from which her carnest petition aseended to
the slies.

The children growing up under the influence of so
many prayers, did not disappoint a mother’s wishes for
positions of usefulness. The cldest danghter, Julia, was
married to the Rev, Daniel Lord; the second to the
Rev. Joseph Winn; the remaining daughter, Hannah,
first to Mr. Lord of Connecticut, and after his death to
Deacon Elijah Smith, nosw of Illincis.  All her children
arc numbered with the departed, except the son in Japan.

Not only at the close, but also at the dawn of day did

&)
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she love to “steal a while away.” Even when bending
under the weight of old age, she wrote to a {riend, saying,
“] have risen before the light, that I may have a quiet
lhour for communion with my God and Saviour.,” In
1819, she wrote the following Morning Hymmn for a sun-
rise prayer meeting, held in Monson, during a season of
revival :—
¢t How sweet the melting lay,
Which breaks upon the ear,
When at the hour of rising day,
Clhiristians unite in prayer,
“ The breezes waft their cries
Up to Jehovah's throne,
He listens to their heaving sighs
And seads his blessings down.

#So Jesus rose to pray
Betore the morning light,
Once oo the chilling mount did stay
To wrestle all the night.

“Glory to God on high,
Who sends his Spirit down
To rescue souls condemned to die,
And make bhis people one.”

By special request, she added a Mid-day IIymn, for the
Trulton street prayer meeting, where it is often sung.
1t commences,

“ Jesus this mid-day hour
We consecrate to Thee;
Forgeiful of each earthly care,
We would Thy glory sec.”

Some writers mention Monson, as the place where she
wrote her twilight hymmn. This is a mistake.  On the
original manuseript, in the hands of Mr. Hammond, she
savs; “ Written at Ellington, Conneeticut, in reply to a
censure for Twilight Rambles, Augnst 1818.”  Near the
close of her pilgrimage, she penned these lines: “As to
my history, 1t is soon told; a sinuer saved by graee and
sanctified by trials.”

&
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Stealing Away to Jesus,

brief circular, announciag -the pre eaching of my 11-

hustrated hermolh attrm,ted the attentlon of Tlittle

Minnie whose pllrents would not permit her to go
to any church orSunday school, as they did not believe
in Clirist. Through her pleadings permission svas given
her to attend our services in the @ Union Tabernacle ” at
Broad St. and Girard Ave.; Philadelphia.

Minnie made herself alittle book in whlch to put down
every wrong word and action during the day. Said she
to her mother ¢ Tt seems as if my little page gets so full
every day, that it makes e fecl very bad. 1 am so naugh-
ty. It seems every thing I do, is sinful.”

Our meetings continued six weeks, Dall} would Min-
nie come, lonfr before the time of service, and putting
her hand in mine would look up so m“plommlv asking
the way to Jesus.

We cave her a little hymn book, whiel, with her lit-
tle Bible, she kept in o little garret th‘e—room where =he
would go after service, saving, that she wished to be left
alone. Her mother supposed it was n order to play, or
read some favorite bool, and never interrupted her; but
after her death, her Bible and hymunp-book were found
lying there, having been ewdentlv much read. Thus it
became ewdeut that this little (11:.(‘11)]8 Liad been stealing
away to this garret, to enjoy quict and sweet communion
with her Saviour.

Two verses in Isaial, she had emphasized, and then re-
ferred to them especially on the fly leaf of her Bible as
eq)resswe of her experience, ¢ Beho]d (od is my Salva-
tion : 1 will trust and not be afraid ; f01 the Lord JERO-
VAH Is my STRENGTH and SONG ; he alko is become my
salvation ; Therefore w1th joy shall ve draw water out of
the wells ‘of salvation. ”
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A NMother f{ecognized by a Hymn.

AR was raging in Canada in
1754 between the French and
English. The Indians took part
with the French and came us far
as Pennsylvanin, where they
burned the houses, and murder-
ed the people.

In 1755 they reached the dwel-
ling of a poor Christian family.
The father and son were in-
stantly killed. A little daughter,
Regina, was taken, with many
other children, into captivity.

They were led many miles through woods and thorny
bushes, that nobody conld follow them.

Regina'and a little girl two years old were given to an
old Indian widow. The poor children were forced to go
into the forest to gather roots and other provisions for
the old woman; and when they wonld not bring her
cnough, she would beat them in so crnel a manner that
they were nearly killed.

Regiha continually repeated the verses from the Bi-
ble, as well as the hvmns which she had Jearned at home,
am} taurht them to the little girl, And often would they
retire to o tree and kneel down, when Regina would pray,
and teach her little companion the way to Jesus.

Often they cheered each other by the hymn,

 Alone. yel not alone am T,
Though in the solitude so drear.”

Il'] this sad state they remained nine long years, till
Regina reached the age of nineteen, and her little com-
panion  eleven years.

M
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@/ In 1764 the providence of God brought the English

Colonel Boquet to the place where they were in captivity.
He conquered the Indians and foreed them to ask for
peace. The first condition he made was that they should
restore all the prisoners they had taken.

Thus the two girls were rcleased. More than four hun-
dred captives were brought to Col. Boquet.

It was an affecting sight. The soldiers gave them food
and clothing, took them to Carlisle, and published in the
newspapers that all parents who had lost their children
might come and get them.

Regina’s mother came; but, alas! her child had be-
come a stranger to her. Regina had acquired the appear-
ance and manners of the natives, and by no means could
the mother discover her daughter. Secing her weep in
bitter disappointment, the colonel asked her if she could
recollect nothing by which her poor girl might be known,
She at length thought of, and began to sing, the hymn,

‘ Alone, yet not alone am I,
Though in this wilderness so drear;
I feel my Saviour always nigh,—
He comes the weary Lours to cheer,
I am with him, and he with me
Even here alone I cannot be.”

Scarcely had the mother sung two linesof it when Re-
gina rushed from the crowd, began to sing it also, and
threw herselfinto her mother’s arms. They both wept for
Joy; and with her young companion, whose friends had
not sought her, she went to her mother’s house. Happi-
ly for herself, though Regina had not scen a book for
nine years, she at once remembercd how to vead the
Bible.

This narrative was recorded by Pastor Rone of Elsi-
nore,




Phabe Cary and her hymns.

Author of ** One sweetly solemn thought. ”

%H IS hymn, so precious to those whose affection is set
on thimgs above, was penned by Miss Pheebe Cary,
She was born in the Miami Valley, Ohio, September

4, 1824, loarly in life she and her sister Alice became

s0 busy with their poetic pens, that by the year 18419

they had a volume ready for the press of which Pheebe

niade the following record:  “Alice and I have been col-
leeting and revising all our published poems tu seud to

New York for publi 1ti011. We are to reccive for them

one lnmdred dollars.”  After the issue of this volume

they were tempted to visit their unknown friends in the

Igast, who had written kind words of np'nobation

Mr W hittier commenmorates their visit by a poem pub-
Lished atter the death of Alice, which ecommences thus:—
“Years since { but names to me before, )

Two sisters sought at eve wy door;
Two soug-birds waudering from their nest
A gray old farm house in the West.”

Speaking of the welcome he gave, he says:—

“What could I other than T did?

Could I » singing bird forbid? :

Deny the wind-stirred leaf? TRebuke

Tlhe music of the forest brook?”
The wind that stirred their ferest nest was some unpro-
pitious gales that made home uncomfortable after the
death of a mother, and unsuited to that intellectual ad-
vancement they so mueh coveted.  So with much courage
and but little money, the sisters bade adieu to the home
of their childhood, and sought to make to themselves one
in the city of New York., Having rented two or three
rooms in an unfashionable neighborhood they began to
do with their might, whatsoever their hands could do
with the pen, to make a living. Success attended their
efforts till they were enabled to purchase a home on

ge
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Thwentielh street, from which they ascended in after years
to their home above,

The two sisters were united by the warmest affection.
Pheebe said, “Itseems to me that a cord stretches from
Alice’s heut to mine.”  When this cord was severed by
the rude hand of death it left a bleeding wound whiech
time could not heal. A shadow seemed to linger upon
the hearthstone after the loved form of Alice was removed
to the Greenwood cemetery that became the shadow of
death to the surviving sister. How keenly she felt the
departure of Alice can be judged from the last sweet
Liymn she penued, in whieh she says;—

“0 mine cyes be not so tearful;
Drooping spirit, rise, be cheerful ;
Heavy soul why art thou fearful ?

¢ Nature's scpulehre is breaking,
And the earth, her gloom forsaking,
Into lite and light is waking!

40 the weakness and the madness

Of the heart that holdeth sadness
When nll else is light and gladness!

#Though thy treasure death hath taken,
They that sleep are not forsaken,
They shall hear the trump and waken.

¢ Shall not he whoe life supplieth
To the dead seed where it lieth
Quicken also man wha dieth ?
““Yea the power of death was ended
When He who to hell descended,
Rose, and up to heaven aseended.
“ Rise, my soul, then, from dejection,
Sce in nature the reflection
Of the dear Lord’s resurrection.
“Let his promise leave thee never:
“If the night of death T sever
Ye shall also live forever,””

During the heat of the summer of 1871 she went to
Newport hoping to revive her sinking frame but suddenly

9




88 Pheebe Cary continued.

and unexpectedly the summons eame that called her to
that lrome ot which she wrote in her popular hymn:—

“One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to me o’er and o'er,

I am nearer home to day
Than 1 hiave been belore.”

In the last year of her life she was much cheered b)
the incident, given on the opposite page. Writing to
an aged inend she says: “I enclose the hymn, and the
qtorv tor you, not because I am vain of the notice, but
becanse I thought you would feel a peculiar inter est in
them, when you know the hynm was written ecighteen
vears ago, (1852,) in your honse. I compoged it i the
little back third story bed-rooni, one Sunday morning,
after coming from church; and it makes me happy to
think that anv word 1 could say, has done a little goodd
in the world.”  After her death, Mr. Conwell received
a letter from the old man refer red to, of whom he savs,
tnat he ““has become a hard working Christian, while
‘Harry’ has renounced gambling and all dttelldd!lt vices,
aud thus the hymn has saved from ruin, at least two,
who seldom or never entered a house of worship.”

The thonght of the following verse was e\emphﬁed in
her death, Ma.ry C. Ames, her biographer, says, ¢ With-
out an instaut’s warning, her de%h throe ("une. She
kuew it.  Throwing up her arms in instinetive fright,
this loving, believing, but timid sounl, who had ncver
stood alone in all her mortal life, asshe felt herself
diifting out into the unknown, the eternal, starting on
the awful passage, fron: whenee there is 1o xetum ened
in a low, piercing voice: ‘O God, have merey on my
soul!” aud died.”

¢ Q, if my mortal feet
Have almost gained the brink;
If it be I am nearer home .
Even to-day than I think,” etc.

-, _®
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Gamblers Reclaimed by a Hymn,

a long while.

Col.  Russel] H. Conwell
while on a visit to China, was
an eye-witness to the following
scene :— -

“Two Americans, one a
young man, the other over for-
ty, were drinking and playving
at cards in a gambling house in
China. While the older one
was shuffling the cards, the
younger began to hum, and finally sung in a low tone,
but quite unconsciously, the hymn :—

“{0One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to me o'er and o'er,

I am nearer home to-day
Than [ have been before.’

The older one threw down the cards on the floor and said;
¢ Harry, where did you learn that tune?’

“‘\What tune?’ ,

“¢“Why, that one you have been singing.’

“ The young man said he did not know what he had
been singing.  But when the older one repeated some of
the lines, he said they were learned in the Sunday School.

“¢Come, Harry,” said the older one, ‘come, here’s
what I’'ve won from you. As for me, as God sees me,
I have played my last game, and drank my last bottle.
I have misled you, Havry, and I am sorry forit. Give
me your hand, my boy, and say that, for old America’s
sake, if no other, you will quit the infernal business. > ”’

Mr. Conwell says that both of the gamblers were per-
manently reclaimed by the influence of this hymmn.

&)
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90 John Cennicl.

“Jesus, my all to Heaven is gone,”

‘Qb HIS sweet hymn is said to have been a description
of' the author’s experience. It was written by John
Cennicl, who was born at Reading in 1717.

“ As a youth he delighted in attending dances, play-
ing at cards, and going to the theatre.” In 1735, while
pacing the streets of London, he suddenly felt great con-
vietions of sin. Atfirst he yielded to despair, was “ weary
of life, and often prayed for death.”

Ie fled to and tro, sceking rest in infidelity and open
sin, .\t length he tried to rid himself of sin by penance.
Savs he, “I even ate acorns, leaves of trees, erabs, and
grass.” Tor three long vears he groaned under the bur-
dens of a guilty conscienee. This thonght he expresses in
the verses.—

“This is the sway T long have sought,
And mourned because 1 found it not

My grief a burden long has been,
Becanse 1 was not saved from sin.

The more 1 strove against its power,
I felt its weight and guilt the more

Till late I heard my Savionr say,
Come hither, soul, I am the way.”

While reading Whitfield’s jonrnal light dawned upon
his soul.

Iu 1739 he commenced work for Christ, in teaching
and preaching among the colliers at Kingswood.

Iventnally he went along with Wesley aud Whitfield
in their preaching tours. In 1745 heeast his lot with the
Moravians., In 1755 he was taken ill of fever and died
in London.

ITe is the author of the well known hymn,

¢ Children of the IHeavenly King.”

&)
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t“Now, I will tell to sinners 'ronnd
What a dear Saviour I have found.”

——e

?]3 EING much exhausted during the delivery of a eourse
% of “Illustrated Sermons” at Cleveland, Olio, we
proposed to meet any in a social gathering, on Sat-
urday evening in the parlor of a friend.  After spending
the evening in general conversation, the group of young
friends were about bidding each other “good night,”
when a little orphan, about ten years of age, of her own
accord, arose at the sofa and said: “Mr. Long, before we
separate, I would like to say something.” ~ Breathless
silenee following, she added : “ I have been seeking Jesus
all day at home in my closet, and I have found Him, and
I want my playmates to seek and find Him too. Let
us pray.” As we sank in that parlor, many tears at-
tested the effect of that little pleading voice that was
leading us at a throne of grace, and of the interest awak-
ened by the unexpected testimony of one so young, whose
heart was so full that she could not go home without tel-
ling “’round what a dear Saviour” she “had found.”
The next week she met a little rageed boy on the street,
and was overheard spying to him, as she caught him by
the hand, “Are you interested in Jesus?” “I guess |
would be if I had auybody to tell me about Him. Dut
I’ve got no mother.”  “Necither have I,” said the little
Mary, “but come to Jesus and he will take care of you.”
At the elose of an “Illustrated Sermon” in the Luth-
eran church at Ashland, Pa., on going down the aisle,
I saw a little girl getting up on the bench, that she
might speak to me. As I drew near she wished me to
bend over my head, that she might whisper a precious
secret.  As I did so, she said softly: “I've found Jesus.”
It came so joyously and sweetly from her lips that it left
an echo that shall never eease from my memory.




92 William Cowper.

Cowper and his Hymns.

GQUILLIAM COWPER is aname that will linger
upon the page of hymnology, as long as there are
sinners upon the earth to sing of the “fountain filled

with blood.” IHe was the son of the rector of Berk-
hampstead England, the Rev. John Cowper. The poet
was born November 15,1731, One of the greatest misfor-
tunes that ever befell him was the loss of an affectionate
mother, when e was but six years of age.

His father scemed ill adapted for the training of a
child whose “sbyness, nervousness and sensitiveness were
greatly aggravated by feeble health, and weak eycs.
We may infer his injudiciousness from the fact that
when his boy was eleven, he made himn read a treatise on
suicide and give him his opinion upon it. ”

At 18 he began the study of law tor whieh he did not
seem to be naturally inelined, as hie says he was “con-
stantly employed from morning to night, in giggling
and making giggle.” A cousin having procured for him
the “ Clerkship of the Journals,” he was notified to stand
an examination at the bar of the House of Lords, The
time appointed was to him such an« approaching “day
of terror” that its prospect weighed so heavily upon
his frail tenement that at length it unsettled his reason.

The dark November night preceding he made several
attempts to commit suicide, first by taking poison.
Twenty times he put the black phial to his mouth,
His courage failing him he next tried to drown himself,
then with a knife tried to stab himself, and at last with
a cord tried to hang himself at the top of his door. But
the cord breaking and other means failing the half-dead
man now began to turn his eyes away from the bar of
the House of Lords, to the bar of the King of Kings.

At length his brother found him in his terrible agony,

-
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his knees smiting together, and his quivering lips uttering
the piercing cry, “Oh, brother, I am dammned! Think
of eternity, and then think what it must be to be dammed,”
While in this condition he penned those piteons lines :—
“ Man disavows and Deity disowns me
Hell might afford my miseries a shelter;

Therefore hell keeps her ever-hungry mouths all
Bolted against me,”

Tt is sad to think how one, who has since ponred into
so many broken hearts the balm of Gilead, should have
had his own wrung with what he ealled “unutterable
anguish,” and yet this bitter experience may have tanght
hiin afterwards to say with more emphasis of that fountain
the “thief rejoieed to see,”

“ And there have I, as vile as he,
Washed all my sins away.”

The Rev. Martin Madan, a eousin whom he had
hitherto avoided eame to him in this time of need, and
told him of Jesns.  As they werce scated on the bedside
Cowper burst into a flood of tears, as a ray of hope flit
across the dark horizon, but shortly afterwards actual
brain disease came on that resulied ininsanity, and poor
Cowper was taken to St Alban’s,

Here it was that in less than two years he was
restored mentally and saved spiritnally, and in a donble
sense was found “sitting at the feet of Jesus, elothed, and
in his right mind.” In after years how exquisitely he
deseribed this experience in poetie form :—

YT was a stricken deer that left the herd
Long since : with many an arrow deep infixed
My vanting side was charged. when I withdrew
To seek a tranquil death in distant shades.
There was [ found by One who had Himself
Been hurt by archers. TIn his side He bore
And in his hands and feet the cruel scars,

With gentle force soliciting the darts,
He drew them forth, and healed and bade me live.”

&




96 Wiliiam Couwper.

Cowper's Conversion and Hymns relating Thereto.

vlﬁ OWPER’S hymns were types of his varied experi-
aence This was especially true of those referring
4 {0 his new birth.

July, 1764, after betng an nmate of the Insane Asvl-
um at St. Albans for six m(mths lie seated himself near
the window, and sceing a le]e, took it up, and as he
opened it, his eyves lit on Rom-ms 111. 25. The scales
fell at once from his cves.  Savs he,—

“ Immediately I ree (‘lV(‘d Rtrongth to believe, and
the full beams of the Sun of Righteonsness shone. upou
me. I saw the sufficiency of the atonement Ie had
made, my pardon sealed in lis blood, and all the full-
ness and “completeness of his ]tlstlﬁcatlou. Inta monient
I believed and received the ‘uohpol ”

These words he had d()n itless said before, but only
now he could say, “I saw;” thus 1]1:1-t1at111u* the sen-
tients of his L‘\qlll':ltel} beautiful Ly beginning,—

“The Shirit brea‘hies upon the word,
And brings the truth to siyht,”

To this he refers, as he continues :—

£ Whatever my friend Madan Lad said to me so long
before revived in all its clearness “with demonstration
of the Spirit and with power.”  Unless the Almigihty
arm had been under me, I think T chould have died of
gratitude and jov. M\ eyes filled with tears and my
voice choked with transport; T could only look up to
heaven in silence, overw helmed with love and wonder.

After this blissful experience, he composed hls first
hymun, which he eutitled, “«The happy change, ’—

Y ow blest thy creature is, O God,
When, willh a single eye,
He views the Tustre of thy word,
The day-spring from va highl”
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“But the work of the Holy Spirit is best deseribed

in his own words; it was ‘joy unspeakable and full of -

glory.” Thus was my heavenly Father in Christ Je-
sus pleased to give me the full assurance of faith, and out
of a stony, unbelieving heart to raise up a elild unto
Abraham.  How glad I should have been to havespent
every moment in prayer and thanksgiving! T lost no
opportunity of repairing to a throne ot grace, but flew
lo it with an cagerness irresistible and never to be sat-
tsficd,  Could I help it? Could I do otherwise than
to love and rejoice 1 my recoueiled Father in Jesus
Christ? The Lord had enlarged my heart, and I ran in
the wayvs of His commandments.”

Lhis last thought he beautifully expressed in this—

“ My soul rejoices to pursue
The steps of him | love,
Till glory breaks upon my view
Ia brighter worlds above. ”

“T should have been glad to have spent every mo-
ment in praver and thanksgiving! IFor many suceeed-
ing weeks {eurs were ready to flow if I did but speak
of the Gospel, or mention the name of Jesns. To re-
joice day and night was my emplovment. O, that the
ardor of my first love had continued !

This thought he embodies in the well-knoswn hymn,—

u Oh, for a closer watk with God. ™

In whieli Lie savs in the second and third stanza,—-
v b ]

““Where is the blessedness I knew
When first T saw the Lord?
Where is the soul-refreshing view
Of Jesus and his word?

“What peaceful hoors I then enjeyed !
How sweet their memory still !
But now T find an aching void
The world ean never fill. ”

R
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Origin of Cowper’'s Second Hymn.

G N June 1765, Cowper, being restored to health, left
the asylum at St. Alban’s.  Of his tour to Hunting-
don, he says, “It is impossible to tell with how de-

lightful a sensc of his protection and fatherly care of me,

it pleased the Almighty to favor me during the whole of
my journey.”

Fecliug his loneliness in his new home, and his heart
at the same time yearning for communion with his newly
found Saviour, he, at cventide, wandered forth in
the ficlds, where he found a closet among the green
shrubbery and bushes.  While in this “calm retreat,”
and “silent shade,” the gate of heaven seemed opened to
hits view, and the Lord gave him a glorious manifestation
of his presence.

The next day being the Sabbath his feet turned to the
sanetuary. This was the first thme he met with God’s
people in their Sabbath home, since his conversion.

The story of the Prodigal Son was the lesson of the
day. Cowper’s heart was so full that he tound it diflicult
to restrain his emotions. Of one, devoutly engaged in
worship in the same pew, he says: “ While he was sing-
ing the Psalms I looked at him; and observing him
intent upon his holy employment, I could not help
saying in my heart, with much emotion, The Lord bless
you for praising Him, whom my soul loveth!’”

After the churely services were over, he hastened at
once to the secluded spot that had become so hallowed
with the associations of the day before. “How,” he
exclaims, “shall I express what the Lord did for e,
except by saying that he made all his goodness to puss
befcre me? T seemed to spcak to him face to face, as a
man converseth with his friend, except that my speech
was only in tears of joy, and groanings which cannot be
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i , uttered. I could say indced with Jacob, not how dread-

Cowper’s second hymn. 99

Jul, but how lovely 1s this place!-—this is none other than
the house of God.”

This foretaste of heaven, in the “secret place of the
Most High” gave rise to Cowper’s second hymn, that has
become incorporated in all the standard hymn books of
Christendom, '

How precious and memorable the stanzas of the fol-
lowing hymn when we thus take into account the sur-
rounding eircumstances that gave them birth :—

 Far from the world O Lord, I flee,
From strife and tumult far;
From scenes where Satan wages still
His most successful war.

““The calm retreat, the silent shade,
With prayer and praise agree;
Aud seem, by thy sweet bounty made
For those who follow thee.

# There, if thy Spirit touch the soul,
And grace her mean abode,
Oh with swwhat peace, and joy, and love,
She communes with her God!

“ There like the nightingale, she pours
Her solitary lays,
Nor ask a witness of lier song,
Nor thirsta for human praise.”

Speaking of Cowper at this period, Montgomery says:—

“The first fruits of his muse, after he had been bap-
tized with the Holy Ghost and with fire, will ever be pre-
cious (independent of their other merits) as the transeript
of his happiest feelings, the memorials of his walk with
God, and his daily experience amidst conflicts and dis-
couragements of the consoling power of that religion in
which he had found peace, and often enjoyed peace to
a degree that passed understanding.”

Cowper was a man of prayer, and Newton said of him,
“No one walked with God more closely.”

=




100 William Cowper.

Cowper's Olney Hymus.

[OWPER had gone to IHuntingdon to be near lhis
brother, who was then studyiug at Cambridge.
Here he made the acquaintance of the Unwins,
who kindly reeeived him as a mcember of their family,
and became his warmest friends for life.

After the death of Mr. Unwin in 1767, Rev. John
Newton invited Cowper and Mrs. Unwin to move
to Olney and secured a residence for them necar his
own diwelling.  The twelvesueceeding years became the
happiest period of Cowper’s life.

Newton’s estimate of Cowper’s worth he in after years
expressed in this strong langnage : —

“In humility, simplicity, and devotedness to God, in
the clearness of his views of evangelieal truth, the strength
and the comforts he obtained from them, and the umform
and beaatiful example by which he adorned them, I
thought he had but few equals. He was eminently a
blessing, both to me and to my people, by s adviee, his
eonduct, and his prayers. The Lord who had brought
ns together, so kuit our hearts and affections, that for
nearly twelve years we were seldom separated for tivelve
hours at a time, when we were awake and at home. The
first six I passed in daily admiring and trying to imitate
him; during the second six I walked pensively with him
in the valley of the shadow of death.”

Newton had a thousand parishioners. In the enlti-
vation of this extensive field of usefulness, he em-
ployed every available instrumentality. He says: “We
had meetings two or three times in a week for prayer.
These Cowper constantly attended with me.  For a time
his natural constitutional unwillingness to be noticed in
public kept him in silence. DBut it was not very long
before the ardency of his love to his Saviour, and his
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Cowper’s Olney hymns. . 101

desive of being useful to others, broke throngh every
restraint. He fr equent]) felt a difficulty and tlepldatlou
in the attenipt ; but, when he liad once begun, all difficulty
vanished, and he scemed to speak, thouwh with self-
abasement and humiliation of spirit, yet with that free-
dom and fervency as if he saw the Lord, whom lhe ad-
dressed, face to face.,”

Newton felt the need of hymns specially adapted (o
these prayer-meetings and the heart experiences of tlie
common people, and so in 1770 he induced Cowper to
undertake their preparation. Six years later, by their
united efforts, these hymms formed a volume, and were
sent forth to the world under the title of the “Oluncy
Hymu Book.”

Among the first was the following one, so often re-
peated since, in similar circles of prayer.

When we remember that at this time such prayer-meet-
ings in private houses, not specially dedicated to God was
something new, and quite an iunovation on old customs,
we see great force and beauty, in the wording of this
hyrn:—

- Jesus, where'er thy people meet,
There they behold thy mercy-seat;

Where’er they seek thee, thou art found,
And every place is hallowed ground.

“For thou, within no walls confined,
Inhabitest the hnmble mind;
Such ever bring thee where they come,
And going take thee to their home,

“Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few,
Thy former mercies here renew:
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim
The sweetness of thy saving name.

‘“Here may we prove the power of prayer
To strengthen faith. and sweeten care,
To teach our faint desires to rise,

And bring all heaven before our eyes.”

@
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102 : William Cowper.

Birth place of “ There is a fou _tain filled with blood.”

S it is interesting to trace the origin of our great

rivers, that earvy with them so many and such varied

blessings in their meandering course, so the child of
God finds it a pleasing and profitable exercise to go back
in the streams of hymn-history to their humble starting
point. As Christianity was eradled in a manger, so
“Rock of Ages,” one of its most famous hymns is tracea-
ble to the conversion of its author amid the enclosure of an
Irvish barn.  What a mighty strcam of inflnenee has
swept through the world through the ehannel opened
up by the singing of

« Jesus, lover of my soul,”

vet 1t was born in a lowly spr uw—housc to which Wesley
liad fled for shelter from the infuriated mob. Tt was
thus by the stde of a little bubbling spring, he taught the
world to sing of Christ,

“Thou of life the fountain art,
Freely let me take of thee.”

Tu the secluded shelter of some over-hanging trees and
rocks that shaded a little brook, Mrs. Pheebe 11. Brown
was accustomed to resort in the snmmer of 1818, and co-
mingle her voice in prayer and praise, with the soft mur-
murs of the silver streamlet. That quiet nook gave
birth to a hymn that has since been repeated the world
over by the hosts of God’s Israel, who with her can say,

‘"] love to steal & while away.”
The childrens’ hymun, known and loved as far as the
English langnage extends,
“T think when I read that sweet story of old,”
first echoed forth from an Immble stage-eoaeh in England,
where it was writlen by a young ]a.dv in 1841.
On the opposite page will be seen the little group in

the Olney prayer-meeting, for which Cowper wrote his
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Olney prayer-meeting. 105

siuging, that

q immortal hymn, that has encircled the world with its

hallowed influences. The Great House is especially
designated as the place where the Olney prayer-circle
was accustomed to gather for addresses, singing, and
prayer.

Little did Cowper unagine, when he first heard
Newton announce, and this small praying band unite in

¢“There i3 a fountain filled with blood,”

that there was starting a song that would afterwards le
caught up by unnumbered millions, and that a century
later, while his
“ poor lisping, stammering tongue
Lies silent in the grave,”
would still be repeated from the rising to the setting of
tlie sun—and continue to echo round the globe
¢ Till al! the ransomed church of God
Be saved, to sin 110 more.”
We give the last of the seven verses of this precious
hymn, as they are generally omitted :—

“ Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared,
Unworthy though T be,

For me a blood-bought free reward,
A golden harp for me.

‘T is strung, and tuned for endless years,
And formed by power divine,
To sound in God the Father's cars
No other name but Thine.”

These were days of sunshine in Cowper’s spiritual
firmament. Newton tells us liow their voices came to
blend, while singing of “the Lamb once slain.”

#T heard him and admired, for he could bring
From his soft harp such strains as angels sing:
Could tell of free salvation, grace, and love,
Till angels listened from their home ahove;

I woke my lyre to jein his rapturous strain,
We sang together of the lamb once slain.”
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106 ITymn by Edwin M. Long.

&

THE JORD IS HERE,

Words nnd Music by Rev. E, M. Long.

'* For where twa or three are gathered together in my nome. there am [ in the midst of them,’
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Long’s hymn continued, 107

2.
As we have met in Jesus’ name,
Now let us then his promise claim
Our cycs may not behold him here,
Yet still our hearts may feel him near.
Chorus.
3.
“If two of you,” on earth agree,
Touching onc thing whate'er it be,
¢ [t shall be done,” so saith the Lord,
How can we doubt his precious word.
Chorus.
. 4,
Now let us then in this unite,
To supplicate the Spirit's might;
Revive us Lord, revive ns now,
While lowly at Thy feet we bow.
Chorus.

¥ ———tien

Manitestations of ﬁhe Lord's Presence.

‘“ He that loveth me shall be loved of my Father, and
I will love him, and will manifest mysclf to him.”

“Mary saw Jesus standing, and knew not that it was
Jesus.—Jesus saith unto her, Mary! She turned her-
self, and saith unto himm Rabboni.” Johu 20. 14. 16.

“When the doors were shut where the disciples were
assembled for fear of the Jews, came Jesus and stood in
their midst,—Then were the disciples glad when they
saw the Lord.” John 20. 19-20.

“Surely the Lord is in this place; and I knew 1t not
---This is none other but the house of God, and this is
the gate of heaven.” Gen. 28. 16.

King Nebuchadnezzar said Lo, I sec four men loose,
walking in the midst of the fire, and the form of the
fourth is like the son of God.” Dan. 3. 25.

“Did not our hearts burn within us, while he talked
with us by the way.” Luke 24. 32,

*The Lord stood with me, and strenghtened me.”
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108 Cowper's hymn llustrated.

“Jesus Is Right Here.”

OW expressive these words, as
uttered by a little one, in the
valley of the shadow of death.

He had sent for his Sunday
school teacher.

As hedrew near thedeath bed,
Johnny exclaimed, “I am not a-
fraid to dic now, dear teacher,
Jesus is right here, and he makes
it wvery light.” “Sing, father,”

said he, “Sing,—
“There ig a foantain filled with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel's veios,”

The father tried to sing, but his strong voiece failed
him. Then the mother with faltering voice, commenced
the hymn. And amid the eehoes of this sweet hymn he
passcd up to the hallelujahs of the heavenly world.

Truthfully the marble grave stone says of him,

“NoT 1.08T,
BuT GONE BEFORE.”

A little girl, who had a sweet rcalization of the near-
ness of the Saviour, whispered, with her dying breath,
“Jather, take me.”

Her father, who sat weeping by her bedside, thought
she meant bim, and so lifted her unp into his lap. She
smiled and thanked him, and said, “ I spoke to my heav-
enly Fother,” and then died.




Singing of Cowper’s hymn. 109

i

The Hymn on which a Heart ‘‘Rose to God.”
ci;’ﬁ%HILE Mr. Ralph Wells was -hun-ying to meet the

cars, a Sunday school teacher hailed him, saying:

I have just ecome from the hospital, where I found
on oue of the beds,one of my scholars, a lad who sent for
me, I found that he had met with a terrible aceident,
that had nearly severcd both his limbs from his body.

“O teacher !” he said, “I have sent for you. I am
glad you have come before I die. I have something ta
ask of you. I want you to tell me a little more about
Jesus.”

“ Well, my dear boy, have you a hope in ITim ?”

“Yes, teacher, thank God, I have had it for six
months.”

“Why, you never said anything to me about it.”

“No, I did not, teacher, but I have had it, and I find
it sustains me in this hour. I have only a fow minutes
to live, and I would like you to sing for me.”

“What shall I sing?” -

“0 sing:—

# There is a fountain filled with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins,
And sinners plunged heneath that flood
Lose all their guilty stains.””

The teacher began to sing. The dying lad joining in
the song with a sweet smile on his countenance.

“Itwas that hymn,” said he, “among other things, on
which my heart rose to Christ. »

He then put his arms up and said, “Teacher, bend
your head.,” He bent it down. The dying boy kissed
him. “That i is all I haveto give you,’ > said he.  “Good
bye,” and he was gone,

o




110 Cowper’s hymn continued.

i Phere is a fountain filled with blood" Illustrated.

Y(ONTGOMERY thought the figure of a “fountain
k-:’t@ filled” was faulty and ought to be represented as
“springing up;” but the Christian world has not
scen fit to adopt the substitute he proposed, which reads

thus :—
“ From Calvary's cross a fountain flows
Of water and of blood,

More healing than Bethesda’s pool,
Or famed Siloa’s flood. ™

A traveller, going over a mountainous region, through
an accident, fell into a deep chasm, from which- there
seemed to be no way of escape. The sides were so steep
that he could not ciimb up, and being so far away from
the reach of human ears, he felt as if his cries were also
in vain. While overwhelmed with the thonght of im-
pending ruin, he heard the murmur of a streamn, that was
stealing its way under the overhanging rocks. It seemed
to be his only way of escape. -As it was a matter of life
and death, it did not take him long to decide to venture
upon the stream of life. So he

« —plunged bencath that flood,”

and by its waters was carried out of “the horrible pit,”
into a place of safety. Iis life was thus saved; his
fears were gone, and in the clear sunlight of free-
dom, he went on his way rejoicing.

¢ Losc all their guilty stains.”

A little gir]l expressed this thought very forcibly. She
was asked: “ Are you a sinner?” to which she promptly
replied, “No, sir!” “Have you never done anything
wrong?”  “Oh, yes,” she replied ; “a great many times.”
“How then can you say you are not a sinner?” “Itis
tooken away,” said she, “T have trusted in Christ.”

s
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Cowper’s hymn continued. 111

&

Illustrated by a Death Scene.

§i'T was our privilege to preach in the Tenth Baptist
Chureh, Philadelphia, during a season of revival in
January, 1574 At the close of one of the evening

mectings, Captain Timothy Rogers, long a member of
the church, and one of the noblest and most faithful fol-
lowers of Jesus, rose, and plead with sinners to come to
the “fountain filled with blood.” At the conelusion of
his eavoe-t address, the pastor, Rev. A. J. Rowlaud, an-
nounced a hymu.  Captain Rogers requested that this
might be changed to ¢ There is a fountain filled with
Llood.”  “Yes,” said the pastor, “let us sing Captain
Rogers’ favorite hymn, and while we sing, let us all rise,
It there be any who would be cleansed in this precious
“fountain,” jet them eome forward to the front seats as
we sing, and be remembered in a closing prayer.”

All arose; among them Captain Rogers, who stood
taller thanall the rest,looking anxiously and tenderly
over the room, to sec who would accept the invitation.
While the words of the second verse were being sung:—

“ And there have I, as vile us he,
Washed all my sins away,”
the eaptain suddenly sank, and fell on the floor.

A number of tha brethren, among them Dr. 8. Brown,
hastened to his side, and carried him into an adjoining
room. ‘Thinking he had fallen in a fit, that wonld soon
subside, the audience kept on singing the hymn. As
they were singing the last verse,

“Then, i. .. nobler, sweeter song,
I'll sing thy power to save,

When this poor lisping, stammering tongue
Lies silent in the grave,”

the pastor returned to the audience-room, and said:
“Captain Rogers i1s dead.” The scene that followed
baflles deseription. A wail of sorrow burst from every

#(. :




112 ) Cowper continued.

2 lip, and, while some fainted, the sound of weeping was

heard everywhere. In the subsequent meetings a num-
Ler referred to the death-scene, as the means of their
awalkening and conversion.

It is a singular fact that Captain Rogers had frequently
said to the chorister of the church: “ When I lie on my
death-bed, I want you to come and sing over me the
hymn, *There is a fountain filled with blood.”

Although at the time, he asked for the singing of the
hymn at this meeting, he had no idea of his death being
at hand, yet it so happened, that under the sound of the
singing of this hymn, led by this chorister, he passed away
to mingle his praises with the singing hosts on high.

Captain Rodgers was converted on his ship, while ont
at sea, and so anxious was he to confess Christ at once,
that, a Baptist minister being at hand, he had his yawl-
boat lowered in the China sea, and using it as a baptistery,
he was baptised in the presence of his crew, and of the
British fleet that was anchored near by.

He was truly a veteran of the cross, and died with the
full armoron.  How literally he illustrated the sentiment
of the lines of the hymn on which he had been speaking,
and to which he had referred as his last utterance on
earth :—

“E'er since by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till T die.”

A like occurrence took place with Rev. Dr. Beanmont.
He had just announced with quivering lips the verse:—
“The lowest step above thy seat
Rises too high for Gabriel’s feet

In vain, the tall archangel tries,
To reach thine height with wondering eyes.”

While it was being sung, he sank to the floor and died.
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Cowper’s hymn, 113

“ The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day;
And there have I, as vile as he,

Washed all my sins away.”

(it |IHILE preaching in Maryland, T was told of a thicf
who was then and thele It_]Ol('ll]O‘ that the “fount-
ain” was still open “in his day.”

The evening before the execution of a murderer, a de-
voted Christian lady felt herself constrained to plolong
her devotions on behalf of the culprit, before retiring.

In lier importnnate prayer she mentioned thieves and
similar characters as those for whom the atoning blood
had becn efficacions in apostolic times.  Ier soul was 50
stirred with sympathy, that she could not get asleep for
a long time after going to bed.

Toward midnight she thonght she heard a noise be-
neath her bed. At length she saw the head of a thief ap-
pearing at the foot. Being alone and not near any of the
tamily to whom she could call for help, she closed her
eyes m silent prayer, and calmly trusted iu gdivine aid
for protection.

The thief trod softly along the bed-side. To seec if
she was asleep, he bent over her pillow, coming so near
that she felt his breath upon her face.

He then quietly descended the stairway and endeavored
to get ont, but he could not find the key to the door, as
that was Lept in a secret place.

While he was engaged in trying to escape, this Chris-
tian heroine awoke a brother and told him that there was
a thief in the house who was striving to get out,

Getting a lamp, they descended the stair-steps, when
the light “fell upon the face of the mtrnder, who was
a man from the v illage whom they knew, He confessed
that lie came there to steal. Being unable to meet a note,
duoe the next day, of three hundred dollars, he knew that
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114 Couper’s hymn illustrated.

this lady had that amount. Supposing she kept it in
her bed-chamber, he concealed himselt under her bed,
intending to scarch for it when she was asleep.  DBut her
prayer for thieves so completely disarmed him, and so
convicted him of sin, that he resolved to seek pardon in
the blood of the Lamb,

After hearing his confession, the sister was so impressed
with the genuinencss of his contntlon that she told her
brother to get the money and loan him the amount
needed. He afterward not only vepaid the money, bug
beeame an earnest Christian, and at the time of my \'Nt
was superintendent of the Sunday school of the village,

gEV JOHN WESLEY was once stopped by a high-
wayman, who demanded his money,  After he liad
given it to him, he called him back, and said : et
me speak one word to you; the time may come when vou
may regret the course of life in which vou are engaged,
Remember this: The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth Jrom
all sin.”  Tle said no more, and they parted.  Many
years afterwards, when he was leaving a church in which
he had been preaching, a person came up and asked if
he remembered being waylaid at such a time, referring
to the above civcumstances.  Mr. Wesley 1ephed that
he recollected it. ““I,” said the individual, “was that
man; that single verse on that oceasion was the means
of a total change in my life and habits. I have long
since been attending the house of God and the Word of
God, and I hope T am a Christian.”

FTER giving a black catalogue of eriminals, among

whom were thieves, drunkar ds, &e., the dl)()%ﬂe adds:

“such were some of you, but ye are w ashed, but ye
are sanctified, but ye are justified 1 the name of the
Lord Jesus Christ, and by the Spirit of God.

S
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Calling upon a home missionary, a man remarked:
“Su, 1 l10pe vou will excuse e, but I have been leading

a very bad life, and T want to eive it up, I want to
work for my hvmo' mn future. [ was put in jail for
stealing. A DBible reader wsed to visit and talk to us.
While I was there I thought over whut he said, and de-
termined that when I got out I would try and get a liv-
ing honestly.” W hile the missionary assured lhim of
his aid, he also taught him that as long as he was Christ-
less he was ll(“ll)leb‘:u in his good resolutions,

The thief afterward attended upon the preaehing of
the Word, became deeply penitent, and soon 1ea1170d
the “pe%e of God which passeth all understanding,”

He wished to state publicly what grace had done for
him, bat it was thought best for him to wait awhile, and
wis so advised. Bemg absent from publie worship on the
nextBunday, it was ascertained that he wasdangerously ill.
The missionary found him lying on a miserable bed in a
garret in great pain, expressed sympathy for him,
and then alluded to the snfferings of Jesus. “Yes,”
said he, “that’s the wonder when I think that he suffered
for such as I—for such a wretch as 1.7

Being removed to a hospital to undergo an operation,
he soon afterwards sank aw ay. As the hymn—

¢ There is a fountain filled with blood,”

was repeated to him, he was greatly moved by the
second verse:—

“The dying thief rejoiced to sce
That fountain in his day,
And there have I, thangh vile as he,
Washed all my sins away.”

“Yes,” he exclaimed, “J am that thief,—it meant
me,—it was written for me,—that’s just me.”




116 William Cowper.

The Diversions of Cowper.
,

N the shattered condition of Cowper’s nervous system,
he found it necessary to scck some reereations with
whieh to occupy his active mind, and to turn it out
of the channels of gloom and dcspon(len(r} into which it
was so apt to run.  He says: ‘1t is no easy matter for
the owner of a mind like mine to divert it from sad
subjects, and fix it upon such as may administer to its
amnsement, ”’

Some friends in hearty sympathy with him on account
of his mental depraession, presented him with some tame
hares, to which he beeame greatly attached.  They grew
up under his oversight and beeame objects of great in-
terest for eleven years. HHe has written beautifully of
them, both in poetry and prose, in Latin and English.
Of the tw 0, he named Bess and Puss, he says:—

“I always admitted them into the parlor after supper,
when, the carpet affording their fect o firm hold, they
would frisk, and bound, and play a thousand gambols,

in which Bess, being remarkably strong and fearless,.

was always superior to the rest, and proved himself the
Vestris of the party. One evening, the eat, being in the
room, had the hardiness to pat Bess upon the clleel\, an
mdlgmt} which le resented by drumming upon her back
with such violence that the cat was happy to escape from
nnder his paws, and hide herself.

“TPuss grew presently familiar, would leap into my lap,
raise himself upon his hinder feet, and bite the hair from
my temples, He would suffer me to take him up, and
to carry him about in my arms; and has more than once
fallen fast asleep npon my knee, He wasill three days,
during which time I nursed him, kept him apart from
his fellows, that they might not "molest him, (for, like
many other wild aninals, they persecate one of their own
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Z species that is sick, ) and, by constant care, and trying

him with a variety of hdl‘ba restored him to periect health.
No creature could be more U‘l‘lteflll than my patient after
his recovery; a sentiment Which he most significantly
expressed by licking my hand, first the back “of it, then
the palm, then every finger separately, then between all
the fingers, as if anxious to leave no part of it unsaluted :
a ceremony which he never performed but once again,
upon a similar oceasion.”

Rabbits, guinea-pigs, dogs, canaries, goldfinches, a
magpie, a jay, and a stavling were added to his house-
hold treasures.  In addition to these means of recreation
he tried his hand ab sketching, and “drew mountains;
valleys, woorls, streams, rlu('lu, and dabehicks.” 1
admire them,” he wrote, “and Mrs. Unwin admires them,
and her praise and my praisc are fame enongh for me.”

But notwithstanding these various efforts to allure
his mind away from the return of that  midnight
of mental gloom, its shadows began again to deepen
around him. _

In Januavy 1773, soon after Cowper had penned his
last Olney Hymn, bis sad depression culminated in an
attack of insanitv.  Ie afterwards in a measure recovered
his health, but while he became sane on every other sub-
Ject, vet, as long as hfe lasted, suffered nnder the mono-
mania that he was rejected of Gorl.

ITis judicious friend, Mrs. Unwin, sought now to
occupy his attention by \\'1’|tmﬂ‘ poetry. He says: “ When
I can tind no other ouJupatlon I think; ‘l.lld when 1
think, I am apt to do it in rhyme.”  To this attempted
diversion the world is indebted for tho%e nnrivalled poems
that followed cach other in such rapid snecession and that
have encircled his name with so mueh fame and honor.

Southey describes him as “ the most popular poet of his
generation, and the best Inglish letter-writer.”
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120 Origin of Cowper’s hymn.

Origin of ‘‘ God moves in a mysterious way.'*

@(O NTGOMERY describes this hymn of Cowper’s,
&p as a “lyric of high tone and character, and rendered

awfully interesting by the circnmstances under which
it was written,—in the light of departing reason.”

1ts original title, “ Light shining out of Darkness,” is
supposed to have had reference to its singular origin.

It is said, “ When under the influence of the fits of
mental derangement to which he was subject, he most
unbappily, but firmly believed that the divine will was
that he should drown himself in a particular part of the
river Quse, some two or three miles from his residence
at Olney. One evening he called for a post-chaise from
one of the hotels in the town, and ordered the driver to
take him to that spot, which he readily undertook to do
as he well knew the place.

“On this oscasion, however, several hours were con-
sumed in seeking it, and utterly in vain. The man was
at length most reluetantly compelled to admit that he
had entirely lost his road. The snare was thus broken ;
Cowper escaped the temptation; returned to his home,
and immediately sat down and wrote the hymn,” so de-
seriptive of God’s wonder-working providence, and that
lias proved a beacon light to mauy who have wandered
in darkness.

A somewhat similar providence is reported in the life
of Augustine of whom 1t 1s said that having occasion to
preach at a distant town, he took with him a guide to
direct him in the way. ‘This man by some nnaccount-
able means, mistook the road, and fell into a by-path.

It afterwards proved that in this way the preachier’s
life was saved, as his enemies, aware of his journey, had
placed themselves in the proper road with a design to

kill him. " -
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Cowper’s hymns, continued. 121

“ Can a woman's tender care
Cease towards the cliild ghe bare?”

OWPER Lknew of a “mother’s tender care” by
sweet experienee. These lines are in his bhymn:—

“ Hark, my soul! it is the Lord, "

Though he Jost his mother when ouly six years of
age, yet fort.y years after, he wrote, “that not a week
passes, (perhaps I might with equal veracity, say aday,)
in which I do not think of her; such was the i imipression
her tenderness made upon me, though the 0pportumty
she lad for showing it was o short.”

In 1790, he received the gift of his mother’s picture,
on which le wrote a touching poem. The extract we
give will show the impress of a mother’s love,—

“ My mother! when I learned that thou wast dead,
Say, wast thon conscious of the tears 1 shed ?
Hover'd thy spirit o’er thy sorrowiag son,
Wretch even then, life's journey just begun?
Perhaps thou gavest me, though unfelt, a kiss;
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss—

Al, that maternal smile! it answers—Yes.
I Leard the Lell toll’d on thy burial day,
I saw the hearse that hiore thee slow away,
And, turning from my nursury windew, drew
' A long, long sich, and wept a last adieu !
Bat was it sueht? It was. Where thon art gone
Adiens and farewells are a sonnd unknown,
May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful shore,
The parting word shall pass my lips no more !
Thy maidens, grieved themselves at m:y concern,
Oft gave me promise of thy quick return.
What ardently [ wish'd, [ long believed,
And, disappointed still, was still decerved.
By expectation every day beguiled,
Dupe of to-morrow even from a child,
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went,
Till, all my stock of infant sorrows spent,
I learned at last submission to my lot,

DBut, though I less deplored thee ne‘er forgot.”

@




122 Samuel Davies.

Author of “Lord! I am thine, entirely thine.”
éﬁ}EV. SAMUEL DAVIES, D. D. was the anthor of

a nuimber of choice hymns.  He was born in Dela-
ware, November, 3, 1724, His devoted Christian nioth-
er, believing that he had been given in answer to her
earnest prayers, numed him Samuel.

At fifteen he became an earnest Chiristian, and began
his preparation for the work of the ministry. = At twenty-
two he was licensed to preach, and soon after entered
upon a field of labor in Vn'gmm, which extended over
several connties..  Great success attended his arduous
and self-denying labors, so that in three years time one
of his fecblest churches increased to a membership of
thrce hundhed,

He was described as a “model of the most impressive
oratory.  As his personal appearance was venerable, yet
benevolent and mild, he could address his auditory,
either with the most eomnmn(hnfr authority, or with he
most melting tenderness.  He scldom prefl(-hed \\11]10(11;
creating some visible emotion in great numbers present.”

In 1759, he was chosen president of the college at
Princeton, New Jersev, as suceessor to the eelebrated
Jonathan Edwards.  Six vears previously, he had vis-
ited Englaird, and received large henefactions on behalf
of this institution. His sermons abound in striking
thoughts and richest ymagery, They were iq‘:ue(l i
three volumes, to which was appended his poems.”

At the beginning of the year 1761, he preached on the
words, “This year thou shalt die”” A month latter, he
himself was a corpse.  Ile was but thirty-six when he
was laid iu his coffin.  As his venerable mother gazed
upon him, lying there, she said: “There is the son of my
pravers, and my hopes—my only son—my only earthly
support.  But thereis the will of God, and T am satisfled.”
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Samuel Davics’ hymn.

Singing in Time of Peril.

7 OW impressive was the singing of one of
the hymus of Davies, as 11¢111¢1ted 1 the
Ilopfues of Song :—

“ A Christian captain, who liad a
Clivistian crew, was caught 1lcaramcl\y
shore ina drnnw storm. They were
being driven ldpl(“V toward the rocks,
when he ordered them to “cast anchor.’

“They did so, but it broke. He or-
dered them to cast the second. They

did so, but it dragged. He then or-
dered them to cast the third and last.

“They cast 1t while the captain went
down to his room to pray. Ile fell on
his kunees and said, * O Lord, this vessel
is thine, these noble men on deck are
thine, Ii it be more for thy glory that
our vessel be wrecked on the rocks, and
we go down in the sea, ‘thy will be
done.” But if it be more for thy glory that we live to
work for thee, then hold the anchor.”  Calmly be rose
to return to the deck, and as he went, he heard a chorus
of voices singing :—

“tLord, I am thine!’

Tt seemed like an angel song. Reaching the deck, he
found his brave men St'l.l]dlllU‘ with thm hands on thc
cable, that they might feel the first giving of the anchor,
on which hung their lives, and ]00]\1110* calmly on the
raging of the e]ements as they sung “with the spirit and
wn;h the under btdl](]llln' also:—’

' b Lord, I am thine!’

“The anchor held till the storm was past, and they
anchored safe within the bay.”

¥ )
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124 David Denham's hymn.

“Home, sweet, sweet home. "

[

”{EV. DAVID DENHAM a Baptist minister in
Eungland 1ssued i11 1837, the well known hymn
of ¥ Sweet Home,”commencing,

< Mid scenes of confusion and crealnre complaints.”

He wrote this and much of his poetry for the religious
magazines. His field of ministerial labor was M‘Lrgate,
London, and Cheltenham.  Having in carly life been
called to his “sweet home” above heneed no longer
sing in the language of his hymn:—
#1 sigh from this body of sirz to be free,

Which binders iny joy and communion with thee;

Though now my temptation like billows may foam,

All, all will be peace, when 1I'm wilh thee at home.

Home, home, sweet, sweet home

Prepare me dear Savionr, for glory, my home.”

The tune of “Sweet Home” was written by Sir Hemy
Rowley Bishop in 1829, and the song of “Siveet Home”
bv J. Howard Payne in 1825. He sold it to Charles
Kemble for 30 ponuds. When 1t wuas first sung in pub-
lic by Miss Tree it so fascinated a wealthy gentleman
of London that he made her the offer of his hand and
fortune, which were accepted, Paine was a homelcss
wanderer.

“How often,” said he, “have I been in the heart of
Puris, Berlin and London or some other eity, and heard
persons playiug ¢ Sweet Home without a shilling to buy
the next meal, or 2 place to Lw my head. The world
has literally sung my song until every heart is familiar
with its melody. Yet I have been a poor wanderer from
my bovhood. My country has turned me ruthlessly
from office, and in my old age I have to submit to hu-
miliation for my daily bread. R

He dicd at Tunis while acting as U, S, Consul,
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“Sweet home” illustrated. 1
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Midnight Echo of ‘‘Home, sweet, sweet home. "

is now a popular pastor of one of the lar west churches
in Philadelphia, the foliowing mtelestmn‘ statement,
relating to the echo of a hymn tlmt pmvcd to be the
nmeans of his salvation. Havmw run aw:y as a prodigal
from his father’s home in Virginia when a young mau,
he had had little regard for the broken hearted pfncnt-:
that he had for ﬂl\en until one Christmas night, when
in the fourth story bed-room of a hotel on Chestnut street
Philadelphia, he was awalkened by the ehimes of bells of
an Episcopal church near by. The tune of “Home,
sweet, sweet home,” was being played.  As in the quict
of the midnight hour the sound of this hvmn floated over
the city, thouo*hts of his forsaken home began to echo
through the chanibers of his soul. A father's plaintive
voice, and a mother’s streaming eyes scemed to beckon
him homcagain,  His pillow soon beeame wet witl tears
of penitence. At the repetition of the tune he could no
longer remain in bed. His heart was now vearning for
“Home, sweet, sweet home,” and soon his hands were
packing up to start for home, and not loug after his feet
were hastening down the flight of stairs, up Chestnut
street, down DBroad street, and at the Baltimore depot
he took the first train of cars for home.
How many similar prodigals would start for the heav-

211 was our privilege to hear, from the lips of one who

én]y land, if they would wake from their slumbers long

enongh to llsten to some of those Sweet echoes that tell
us of the sonl’s “sweet, sweet liome. ”

¢ My Father's house on high,—
Home of my soul,—how near,
At times, to faith's farseeing eye,
Thy golden gates appear!”

Y
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126 Diclerson’s hymn.

Singing The Heart Open.

Presbyterian minister, an American by birth, but

of Scottish pd]entage, happening to be in New Or-

leans, was asked to visitan old Scottish soldier who
had sickened; and was conveved to the Lospital.

On entering and anvouncing his crrand, the Scotch-
man told him, in a surly tone, that he desired none of
his visits—that he knew how to die withont the aild of a
priest. In vain he informed him that he was no priest,
but a Presbyterian minister, come to vead him a portion
of the Word of God, and to speak to him about eternity.
The Scotehman dormedlv refused to hold any conversa-
tion with him, and he was obliged to take his leave.

Next day, however, he called again, thinking that the
reflection of the man on his own 1'udenc:>~, would prepare
the way for a better reception. But his manner and tone
were equally rude and repulsive ; and at length he tnr-
ed himzelf in bed, with his face to the wall] as if deter-
mined to hear nothmor, and relent nothing.

The ninister bethought himself, as a Tast resourse, of
the hymn well known in Scotlanf the Lompomtmn of
David Dickersoun, minister ofIrvme, beginning, “O mo-
ther dear, Jerusalem, when shall I come to thee?” which
his Scottish mother had tfmg]lt him to sing to the tune
of Dundee. He began to sing his mother’s hymn.

The soldicr listened for a few moments in silenee, but
gradually turning himself round, with a relaxed connte-
nance, and a tear in his eye; 111q1111'(,d “Who taught yon
that?? ¢ MV mother, 7 replied the minister. “And so
did mine,” rejoined the now softened soldier, whose heart
was Ol)enpd by the recollections of infancy and of countr Y ;
and he now gave a willing ear to the man that found the
key to lis heart.

©)




Two ineidents. 127

Conquered By Song.

e

ﬂ N Louisiana, over a century ago, itinerant Methodist
‘%j preachera ﬂu'ed roughly. Atr{n elling minister was
one evening reduced to the very verge of starvation.
He had Qpent the preceding night in a swamp, and
had taken no food for thirty-six hours, when he reached
a plantation. He entered the house 'Llld aslked for food
and lodging. The mistress of the house, a widow with
several datmllters and negroes, refused Lim.
I1e stood warming himself by the fire, a few minutes,

{lll(l be(fﬂll Sll]o'lllo‘ 1 1]\'1]111 COI]]II]@DC]DO‘ —
& Pea,ue my soul, thou needest noL fear;
The Great melder still is near.

He sang the whole hymn, and when lie looked around
they were all in tears. He was forthwith invited to
stay not a single night, buta whole week, with them.

Mr. Bushnell of Utica, N. Y. had occasion to stop
at a hotel in a neighboring town. Some twenty men
were in the bar room in which temperance was being de-
nounced as the work of priests and politicians.

Mr. Bushnell, finding it impossible to stem the current
of abuse by an appeal to their reason, proposed singing a
temperance song, and accordingly commenced the
“Stanch Teetotaller.”  On glancing around the room
after he had concluded, lLe obscrved the tear trickling
down the cheek of almost every man.

The song carried their thoughts back to their families
and firesides, surronnded as they once were with plenty
but now with poverty and disgrace. Those hardened
meun could but acknowledge its truth by tears.

Soon after the landlord came in, and he repeated it for
his special benefit.  After Mr. Bushnell had concluded,
he grasped him by the hand, and exclaimed, “ 1 il
never sell another glass of liquor as long as I live.”

_®




128 Plilip. Doddridge.

Author of “Grace,'tis 2 charming sound.”

HIS is one among the three hundred hymns penned by

Philip Duddudwe D. D, widely known by his

cominentary on thc Seriptures, the “F'umlv E\pOul—
tor,” and as the author of “The Rise and Plogl ess of
1\0]10'101] in the Sont ? This has been s¢ widely ciren-
lated and translated into so many languages, that it has
been designated as the niost useful book of the eighteenth
century, It was written at the suggestion of Dt. Watts,
whom he regarded as one of his wy 11‘me~t friends.

Dod (11‘1(]0‘(-‘- was born in London, June 26, 1702,

Of kis efnlv life his biographer says: “At his birth he
shewed sc little sign of life that he was ]‘ud aside as dead.
Eat one of the wttenddnts thinking she perceived some
motion, or breath, took that necessary care of him, on
which, in those tender circunmstances, the feeble frame of
lite dcpendul which was so near expiring as soon as it
was kindled,” Ie was the twentieth e¢hild of 1 mother,
who was the daughter of an extled Bohemian clergyman,
the Rev. John Danman. The mother had imbibed the
devoted Christian spirit of her father, of whom, it is said,
that for conscience’s and Christ’s sake, he left Pragne in
Bohemia about 1826, Giving up a large estate and
friends at the age of tweuntv-one, he withdrew on foot
from his ('ommtn clad as a pmmnt “ecarrving with him
nothing but a lmmhe(l broad pieces of gold, pl'ute(l in a
leathern girdle, and a Bible of Tuther’s ; translation.’

Dodcln(lwe connted ita great honor to have descended
from these mﬁerum samtb of Christ.

Hiz mother tfmo*ht him the history of the Old and
New Testaments before he eould 1‘0'1(1 by the assistance
of some Duteh tiles in the room where the} commonly
met.  As these early impressions shaped his destiny, and
were so valuable to him in after life, he frequently rec-
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DODDRIDGE'S MOTHUEW TEACHING HIM,



Philip Doddridge. 131

i i commended to parents to imitate her example, With

such a mother’s training, it is no wonder that it is said
that while attending grammar school at Kingston, the
onc previously taught by his grandfather Bauman, from
his tenth to his thirteenth year “he was remarkable for
his piety and diligent application to learning.”  His pa-
rents dying while lie was young he could afterwards sav,
when pleading for orphans, “I know the heart of an
orphan, having been deprived of both of my parents at
an age in which it might reasonably be supposed I should
be most sensible of such a loss,”

In lis orphanage he found it difficult to pursue lis
studies for the ministry. A tempting offer was made
of assistance in the study of law. He was to return an
answer at a certain time. As the period drew near he
devoted one morning to seek divine direction, and while
in the act of prayer the post-man called at the door with
a letter from the Rev. Samuel Clark, a Presbyterian
minister, in which he said that he had heard of his dif-
ficulties, and offered to give him the needed aid to fit
him for the ministry.  This he looked upon as an answer
from heaven, “and” says he, “while I live I shall always
adore so scasonable an interposition of divine Providence.”

When just twenty vears old he entercd the ministry.,
His first sermon was greatly honored of God in the con-
version of two souls. It was delivered at Hinckley, on
the text, “If'any man love not the Lord Jesus Christ,
let him be Anathema, Maran atha.” .

His fivst charge was at Kibworth, In 1730 he took
charge of a churceh, and started an academy at North-
ampton, This was designed for the training of young
men for the ministry.  About one hnndred and twenty
of liis students entered the sacred office,  Here he spent
the rest of his life, attending to his collegiate and chnreh
duties, and writing his numerous and voluminous works.
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132 IHumor of Doddridge.

Doddridge is described as a man “above the middle
stature, extremely thin and slender.  His sprightliness
and vivacity of countenance and mamner commanded
general attention i the pulpit and private eireles.  Mr.
Hervey, speaking of spending o night with him at
Northampton, says: “I never spent a more delightful
evening, or saw one that seemed to make nearer ap-
proachies to leaven. A gentleman of great worth and
rank in the town, invited us to his house, and gave us
an elegant treat; but how mean was lis provision, how
coarse his delicacies, compared with the frait of my friend’s
lips!—they dropped as the honey-comb, and were a well
of life.”

Doddridge possessed a vein of humm‘ that would some-
times reveal itself through his pen. His danghter having
had a thorn pierce her Foot one day, he gsent her these
lines : —

“0Oft T have heard the ancient sages say
The path of virtue is a thorny way:
If so, dear Celia, we may surely know
Which path it is you tread, which way it is you go.”

This was the little daughter who was asked, how it
was that everybody loved her, when she answered: “I
know not,” “unless it be that I love every body.”

To one of his pupils, whese weak imagination had led
lim to th