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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing au then tic spir i tu al ity.

HENRY MAR TYN KI EF FER (1845-1930), wrote many books in clud ing “The
Rec ol lec tions of a Drum mer Boy,” “Col lege Chapel Ser mons,” “The First
Set tlers of the Forks of the Del a ware,” “It is to Laugh” “The Funny Bone,”
etc. Es pe cially valu able is his “Short Sto ries of the Hymns: A Brief Ac- 
count Of The Cir cum stances In Which Some Of Our Best Hymns And
Songs Were Writ ten.” Dr. Ki ef fer served as pas tor of the First Re form
Church of Eas ton, Pa., where he trans lated early Ger man record books of
the church into the pub li ca tion “Some of the First Set tlers of The Forks of
the Del a ware and their de scen dants from 1760-1852”.

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.—

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]

Please have pa tience with us when you come across ty pos. Over time we
are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If you would like to
send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure they are cor rected.
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Pref ace

THE PUR POSE of this lit tle book is to present to its read ers some brief ac- 
count of the ori gin and au thor ship of some of our more fa mil iar hymns. It is
not the pur pose to at tempt to cover the whole ground of Chris tian hym nol- 
ogy, in its sim ply his tor i cal as pect, as that would de mand the prepa ra tion of
a book of very con sid er able di men sions. It is pro posed, sim ply, to se lect
from a very large amount of ma te rial which the au thor has for years past
been gath er ing, a few of the more strik ing and in ter est ing in ci dents con- 
nected with the com po si tion of some of our best known Songs of Zion. In
do ing this free use will be made of such works on the sub ject as ei ther a pri- 
vate or a pub lic li brary will af ford, while some as sis tance, and that not in- 
con sid er able, will be found in cer tain care fully kept scrap books of apoplec- 
tic di men sion and ap pear ance, the joint prod uct of scis sors, paste, and pa- 
tience for many years past.

It is quite pos si ble, truly, that this lit tle book may tra verse some ground
al ready fa mil iar to some of its read ers, but it is be lieved that to the great
ma jor ity of them the story of the hymns is new, and will prove in ter est ing
and prof itable. At all events, it will be an ad van tage to all who have not ac- 
cess to spe cial works on the sub ject, to have in hand, gath ered up in brief
com pass and avail able shape, such facts con nected with the ori gin of the
hymns, as the au thor, af ter some years of pa tient search, has found most in- 
ter est ing and in struc tive to him self.

AT LANTIC CITY, N. J.
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1. In tro duc tion

Our Hymns — where did they come from? As you take your seat in your
pew on the Sun day morn ing, and open your hymn book to find the hymn
which the min is ter has just an nounced, does it ever oc cur to you to in quire,
as you look at the hymn, “Who wrote this hymn? Why? And un der what
cir cum stances?” Your hymn book may per haps of it self tell you the name of
the au thor and the date of its com po si tion — but that is very lit tle in for ma- 
tion. Let us say, for ex am ple, that the hymn which the min is ter has an- 
nounced is,

Blest be the tie that binds 
 Our hearts in Chris tian love! 
The fel low ship of kin dred minds 
 Is like to that above.

Your hymn book may in deed tell you that this was writ ten by one John
Fawcett, in the year 1772. But these bare facts have very lit tle in ter est for
you. Who was John Fawcett, and why, and un der what cir cum stances did he
write this good old hymn? If we could only get at that, per haps we should
find a new in ter est and see a new mean ing in this grand old song of Chris- 
tian fel low ship. If a per son has not yet started such in quiries as these in his
own mind in ref er ence to at least some of the hymns we are ac cus tomed to
use in the ser vice of the sanc tu ary, he has not a lit tle yet to learn in con nec- 
tion with the gen eral sub ject of singing in church. No one can un der stand a
hymn, or at least ap pre ci ate it aright, or feel the full power of its mean ing,
un less he knows some what of the spirit which ac tu ated its com poser and the
out ward cir cum stances which called it forth.

Such his tor i cal knowl edge of the hymns adds a new in ter est to them. It is
true here as it is true gen er ally — that our knowl edge of the his tory of a
thing is the mea sure of our in ter est in it. Whether it con cern the earth which
we in habit, the lan guage we use, the laws by which we are gov erned, or
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any thing what so ever with which we have to do, his tory is in all re spects one
of the no blest, most re fin ing and in struc tive branches of study. And ev ery- 
thing has had a his tory. The moun tains which rise tow er ing to ward the sky,
and which seem to have been from ev er last ing, were not al ways where they
are now. The rivers did not al ways flow in their present chan nels to ward the
sea. The con ti nents were at one time at the bot tom of the ocean. Earth- 
quakes, vol canic ac tion, changes of cli mate, and a thou sand other in flu ences
have con spired to make the earth what it is. It has had a his tory. And it de- 
rives a new in ter est for us the mo ment we be gin to read and study and ex- 
am ine into the man i fold changes through which it has passed. In deed, any- 
thing de vel ops a new sig nif i cance the mo ment you learn some thing of its
past. The piece of coal which you un think ingly toss into your stove be- 
comes a some thing more when you learn that it is older than the fam ily of
man: that it once was a piece of wood and grew in a for est, the like of
which is now nowhere to be found, and of which, if it only had a tongue, it
could tell a most won der ful story. Now hold it in your hand, and turn it
over, and look at it in won der. So, too, the words which we daily use, have
had, each and all of them, a his tory — of ten a very beau ti ful and in struc tive
his tory; and when one once be gins to go to his dic tio nary, and stud ies the
ori gin of words and the changes through which they have passed, lan guage
ceases to be the dead thing it for merly was es teemed, and be comes liv ing,
in ter est ing, in struc tive.

So it is with our hymns. We have been us ing many of them ever since
we could sing; and we have sung them not know ing where they came from,
by whom writ ten, when or where or why; not know ing but they may have
been dropped down from the skies; not know ing, even while we sang them,
that each has had its les son of in struc tion in the very cir cum stances which
gave it birth. We were like our an ces tors of an hun dred years ago who
roamed over the hills of cen tral Penn syl va nia never sus pect ing the vast min- 
eral trea sures which had been laid up in store be neath their feet.

There are prob a bly very few, if any, of our read ers who have not of ten
joined in singing,

Come, Thou Fount of ev ery bless ing. 
 Tune my heart to sing Thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never ceas ing, 
 Call for songs of loud est praise.
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Yet — who wrote it? It was writ ten by a cer tain Robert Robin son, of Cam- 
bridge, Eng land. He was born in the year 1735, and was con verted un der
the preach ing of White field. He is said to have been a man of un usual men- 
tal en dow ment, and shortly af ter his con ver sion he be came a preacher. Un- 
for tu nately, he was also a man of a rest less dis po si tion, un sta ble in his
think ing, al ways go ing from one thing to an other, and even tu ally be came an
in fi del. It would seem, from a care ful pe rusal of this hymn, that when he
wrote it in the first en thu si asm of his con ver sion, he was sen si ble of the un- 
set tled char ac ter of his own mind and heart; for you will no tice how, in the
last verse, he pleads piteously for the grace of con stancy —

Oh, to grace how great a debtor 
 Daily I’m con strained to be! 
Let that grace now, like a fet ter. 
 Bind my wand ’ring heart to Thee! 
Prone to wan der. Lord, I feel it — 
 Prone to leave the God I love — 
Here’s my heart — Oh take and seal it. 
 Seal it from Thy courts above!

In con nec tion with the his tory of this hymn, it is re lated that the au thor of it
was one day trav el ing by coach and had for his fel low pas sen ger a lady, an
en tire stranger to him. She had lately seen this hymn, and ad mired it so
much that in the course of con ver sa tion she asked him whether he had ever
seen it, and whether he could tell her who was the au thor of it? At first he
avoided her ques tions, for he was at that very mo ment an avowed in fi del.
But as she pressed him for an an swer and be gan to tell him what a bless ing
and com fort that one hymn had been to her soul, he at length burst into a
pas sion ate flood of tears, ex claim ing, “Madam, I am the poor un happy man
who com posed that hymn many years ago; and I would give a thou sand
worlds, if I had them, to en joy the feel ing I then had!” The poor man died
hope less. Alas, that one should preach the gospel and him self be a cast- 
away!

Let us take an other fa mil iar hymn which, like the above, we of ten sing at
the open ing of ser vice, and which is fre quently used when min is ters and
lay men meet in Con ven tions, As sem blies, Con fer ences and Syn ods —
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I love Thy king dom, Lord, 
 The house of Thine abode; 
The Church our blest Re deemer saved 
 With His own pre cious blood.

For this most ex cel lent hymn we are in debted to Tim o thy Dwight, D. D.,
one of the many cel e brated Pres i dents of Yale Col lege. He was born in
Mass a chu setts in 1752. His fa ther was a mer chant, his mother the third
daugh ter of Jonathan Ed wards. He was a bright boy, learned the al pha bet at
a sin gle les son, could read the Bible at the age of four years; was ready for
col lege at eight, en tered at thir teen and grad u ated at sev en teen. He at first
de voted him self to the study of law, but found his way into the min istry, and
was ap pointed a Chap lain in the Con ti nen tal army in 1777. In 1795 he was
elected Pres i dent of Yale Col lege. It is said of him that he was ca pa ble of
do ing an al most in cred i ble amount of in tel lec tual work, and that af ter work- 
ing and study ing all day he would sit up far into the night writ ing po etry. It
was, no doubt, over the mid night oil, af ter a long day’s work had been done
for the Church of Christ, that he took his pen and wrote, as if anew con se- 
crat ing him self to the ser vice of the Mas ter —

I love Thy king dom. Lord, 
 The house of Thine abode; 
The Church our blest Re deemer saved 
 With His own pre cious blood.

I love Thy Church, Oh God! 
 Her walls be fore Thee stand 
Dear as the ap ple of Thine eye. 
 And graven on Thy hand.

For her my tears shall fall. 
 For her my prayers as cend. 
To her my cares and toils be given, 
 Till toils and cares shall end.

As we read these burn ing words of self-con se cra tion to the Re deemer’s
Church and King dom, one can imag ine and al most in fancy see the weary
Yale Col lege Pres i dent at the mid night hour, per haps, when the day’s work
was done and all the house was still, bend ing over his study ta ble which
with him, as with many an other min is ter of Christ, had be come a ver i ta ble
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al tar of the Lord, with an aching head and a tired hand writ ing these words
so fa mil iar to us all. This hymn, which breathes a spirit of such con se cra tion
to the Church of Christ, could have been writ ten only by one who had first
of all re ally con se crated him self to God’s ser vice and praise, and it never
can have its full power save only with those who, like the au thor of it, have
in deed laid them selves on the al tar of the Gospel.

It is wor thy of ob ser va tion that many of our most cel e brated hymns were
com posed by min is ters of the Gospel. And it is also wor thy of re mark how
even they do not seem at all times to have been equally pre pared for so dif- 
fi cult a work as hymn-writ ing, but ap pear to have been moved by the good
spirit of God to an al most ir re sistible im pulse on cer tain oc ca sions of rare
in spi ra tion, when their hearts were aflame and their lips aglow with a fire
kin dled by a live coal from the al tar. It has largely been in con nec tion with
pas toral care or pul pit la bor that our no blest songs of Zion first saw the light
of day. Hymns, that is to say good hymns, were never, or at least very sel- 
dom, writ ten with much fore thought or con scious pre med i ta tion. They were
born, rather, out of a full heart and an over mas ter ing in spi ra tion, when the
heart was all aglow with heav enly light and warmth, and when the in tel lect
and the imag i na tion were raised up, for the time be ing, to a higher plane
than usual. Like the holy men of old, our hym n writ ers “Spake as they were
moved by the Holy Ghost.”

Here is an other hymn which we of ten sing. It was com posed by a min is- 
ter and was drawn from or was sug gested by min is te rial ex pe ri ences —

Blest be the tie that binds 
 Our hearts in Chris tian love; 
The fel low ship of kin dred minds 
 Is like to that above…

When we asun der part 
 It gives us in ward pain; 
But we shall still be joined in heart. 
 And hope to meet again.

In the course of the nar ra tive of the cir cum stances con nected with the writ- 
ing of this hymn, it will be ob served how pas tor and peo ple are far more at- 
tached to one an other than ei ther is aware of, till they come to part. The re- 
la tion be tween pas tor and peo ple seems to be so sa credly close and so ten- 
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derly af fec tion ate, that it can not be bro ken with out great pain. So it was, at
least with John Fawcett, the au thor of the above hymn. It is re lated that af ter
he had been a few years in the min istry, his fam ily (as is of ten the case),
“in creas ing far more rapidly than his in come,” he de ter mined to make a
change in his pas toral re la tions by leav ing the con gre ga tion he had been
serv ing, and set tling in a Bap tist church in Lon don. Ac cord ingly, much to
the re gret of his peo ple, he de liv ered his farewell ser mon to them, and
shortly there after made fi nal prepa ra tions for the re moval of his fam ily and
house hold goods. On the day ap pointed for the mov ing, sur rounded by his
weep ing parish ioners, he was busily en gaged in load ing fur ni ture, boxes
and bun dles, on six or seven wag ons which were to carry him and his to his
new field of la bor. All the while this was go ing on his poor peo ple stood
around him weep ing, and pray ing him that he would even yet change his
mind, cling ing to him and beg ging him to re main with them. The last
wagon was fi nally loaded, and the pas tor and his wife sat down on an empty
box, to weep with the peo ple be fore say ing a last good bye to them. “Oh,
John,” said the good wife, “I can not bear this. I know not how to go.” “No,”
said he, “nor I ei ther. And — well — and we won’t go, ei ther! Un load the
wag ons and put ev ery thing in the place where it was be fore!” The Lon don
church was at once in formed by let ter that the Rev. John Fawcett had
changed his mind and would not be come their pas tor, and while the un load- 
ing of the six wag ons was go ing on, and amid such re joic ing as we may
imag ine, he sat down and wrote, with a full heart and a trem bling hand, that
beau ti ful hymn of Chris tian fel low ship which will be sung un til all the
saints are re united in Heaven, —

Blest be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Chris tian love!
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2. “Je sus, Lover of my Soul” by
Charles Wes ley

THE STORY of the very fa vorite and beau ti ful hymn, “Je sus, lover of my
soul,” has of ten been told, but as it will bear fre quent rep e ti tion, we ven ture
to tell it once again. Your hymn book will prob a bly tell you that it was writ- 
ten by Charles Wes ley in the year 1740, but it will not tell you the cir cum- 
stances of trou ble and dan ger by which it was wrung out of his heart, a
knowl edge of which alone will en able one to grasp the full mean ing and
power of this death less hymn.
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◊ Charles Wes ley
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The story runs that Charles Wes ley and his brother John were one
evening hold ing an open air meet ing on the com mon. It was dur ing the rise
of Method ism in Eng land, and the preach ers of the new de nom i na tion were
fre quently as sailed by the mob and pelted with stones. In the midst of the
ser vices the mob came down on the preach ers and dis persed the meet ing,
com pelling the Wes ley broth ers to flee for their lives. They at first took
refuge be hind a hedge where they pro tected them selves as well as they
could against the shower of stones rat tling around them, and shortly af ter, in
the gath er ing dark ness, found a safe re treat in a cer tain spring-house. Here
they struck a light with flint and tin der, dusted their clothes and bathed their
bruises in the wa ter of a spring which there bub bled forth in a re fresh ing
stream. This done, they sat there lis ten ing and wait ing for a safe time to go
to their homes; and while thus at leisure, Charles Wes ley pounded a piece of
lead into a rude pen cil and wrote on a scrap of pa per his im mor tal hymn,

Je sus, lover of my soul, 
Let me to thy bo som fly.

If the hymn be read care fully, it will be ob served how the cir cum stances of
dan ger and trial un der which it was com posed have been, as by a mas terly
in spi ra tion, wo ven into its very warp and woof. The an gry mob fur nished
the con cep tion of the “nearer wa ters,” “the tem pest,” and “the storm.” With
ref er ence to their hav ing shel tered their heads be hind the hedge, he wrote

Cover my de fense less head 
With the shadow of Thy wing.

The spring-house and the hedge sug gested the line, “Safe into the haven
guide,” and the cool wa ters of the spring be came a type of Him who is the
“Foun tain opened in Is rael for sin and un clean ness,” of whose wa ters if a
man drink he shall never thirst again, and of whom the poet wrote those
words which will never cease to be sung un til we all drink of the wa ters of
the “River of Life” in Heaven —

Plen teous grace with Thee is found, 
 Grace to cover all my sin; 
Let the heal ing streams abound, 
 Make and keep me pure within.
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Thou of life the foun tain art. 
 Freely let me take of Thee, 
Spring Thou up within my heart. 
 Rise to all eter nity.

This hymn, es pe cially when sung with some knowl edge of its his tor i cal ori- 
gin, is the prayer of the per se cuted be liever flee ing to Christ for pro tec tion
and help. To the true be liever the world of ten ap pears not only a desert, but
a desert swept by a con tin ual storm. It is only in Christ that we find re fresh- 
ment and safety. “In the world ye shall have tribu la tion; but be of good
cheer, I have over come the world.”

A War In ci dent

A party of North ern tourists formed part of a large com pany gath ered on the
deck of an ex cur sion steamer that was mov ing slowly down the his toric Po- 
tomac one beau ti ful evening in the sum mer of 1881. A gen tle man, who has
since gained a na tional rep u ta tion as an evan ge list of song, had been de- 
light ing the party with his happy ren der ing of many fa mil iar hymns, the last
be ing the sweet pe ti tion so dear to ev ery Chris tian heart, “Je sus, lover of my
soul.”

The singer gave the first two verses with much feel ing, and a pe cu liar
em pha sis upon the con clud ing lines that thrilled ev ery heart. A hush had
fallen upon the lis ten ers that was not bro ken for some sec onds af ter the mu- 
si cal notes had died away. Then a gen tle man made his way from the out- 
skirts of the crowd to the side of the singer, and ac costed him with, “Beg
par don, stranger, but were you ac tively en gaged in the late war?”

“Yes, sir,” the man of song an swered, cour te ously; “I fought un der Gen- 
eral Grant.”

“Well,” the first speaker con tin ued with some thing like a sigh, "I did my
fight ing on the other side, and think, in deed am quite sure, I was very near
you one bright night eigh teen years ago this very month. It was very much
such a night as this. If I am not mis taken, you were on guard duty. We of the
South had sharp busi ness on hand, and you were one of the en emy. I crept
near your post of duty, my mur der ous weapon in hand. The shad ows hid
me. Your beat led you into the clear light. As you paced back and forth you
were hum ming the tune you have just sung. I raised my gun and aimed at
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your heart, and I had been se lected by our com man der for the work be cause
I was a sure shot. Then, out upon the night rang the words —

Cover my de fense less head 
With the shadow of Thy wing.

Your prayer was an swered. I couldn’t fire af ter that. And there was no at- 
tack made on your camp that night. I felt sure, when I heard you sing this
evening, that you were the man whose life I was spared from tak ing."

The singer grasped the hand of the South erner, and said, with much emo- 
tion: “I re mem ber the night very well, and dis tinctly the feel ing of de pres- 
sion and lone li ness with which I went forth to my duty. I knew my post was
one of great dan ger, and I was more de jected than I re mem ber to have been
at any time dur ing the ser vice. I paced my lonely beat, think ing of home
and friends and all that life holds dear. Then the thought of God’s care for
all that He has cre ated came to me with pe cu liar force. If He so cares for the
spar row, how much more for man cre ated in His own im age? And I sang
the prayer of my heart, and ceased to feel alone. How the prayer was an- 
swered I never knew un til this evening. My heav enly Fa ther thought best to
keep the knowl edge from me for eigh teen years. How much of His good- 
ness to us we shall be ig no rant of un til it is re vealed by the light of eter nity!
‘Je sus, lover of my soul,’ has been a fa vorite hymn to me; now it will be in- 
ex press ibly dear.”

The in ci dent given in the above sketch is a true one, and was re lated by a
lady who was one of the party on the steamer.
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3. “Nearer, My God To Thee” by
Sarah Flower Adams

TRIAL, TROU BLE, AF FLIC TION, SOR ROW — out of these have come our sweet- 
est songs of Zion. Who is there but knows that the most beau ti ful and
touch ing of the Psalms were writ ten at times when their au thors were in the
depths of dis tress and an guish? So true is the gen eral prin ci ple that Sor row
and Song go hand in hand, like twin sis ters, that a care ful anal y sis of our
hymn books will show that those hymns which are most en deared to us all
were com posed at times when their au thors were in the great est pos si ble
trou ble of mind and heart. At this we need not be at all sur prised as though
it were some thing strange or un usual; for it seems to be a gen eral law, pre- 
vail ing in the world of na ture, even, and much more in the world of mind,
that low things are the nec es sary an tecedents of high things. In God’s cre- 
ation chaos goes be fore cos mos, al ways, and the night be fore the morn ing.
As the lark that soars the high est builds her nest the low est; as the nightin- 
gale that sings so sweetly, sings, not un der the noon day sun, but in the
shade where all things rest — and sings best, too, when a nee dle is thrust
through her eye; as the branches that are most laden with ripe fruit bend the
low est; as the lowly val leys are fruit ful while the lofty moun tains are bar- 
ren, and the most fra grant spices will not yield their most pre cious per fumes
un til they are crushed and bruised — even so it seems with the hu man soul.
This, too, like the olive, must be crushed ere it yield its fruit, and, like the
nightin gale sings its sweet est songs only when suf fer ing the keen est an- 
guish.

The lives of the song-writ ers of Zion show, as few other lives show, that
“through much tribu la tion must we en ter into the king dom of God.” For, the
Latin word, ’tribu lum." (from which the Eng lish word “tribu la tion” has ev i- 
dently been de rived,) was the name for a flail. And so, what are “tribu la- 
tions” but the blows of the heav enly hus band man’s flail, thresh ings, as it
were, of our in ner spir i tual man, whereby what ever is light, triv ial, and poor
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in us is sep a rated from what is solid and true, the chaff from the wheat? As
a quaint old poem saith —

Till from the straw the flail the corn doth beat. Un til the chaff be purged from the wheat. 
Yea, till the mill the grains in pieces tear, 
The rich ness of the flour will scarce ap pear. 
So, till men’s per sons great af flic tions touch. 
If worth be formed, their worth is not so much; 
Be cause, like wheat in straw, they have not yet 
That value which in thresh ing they may get. For, till the bruis ing flails of God’s cor rec tions 
Have threshed out of us our vain af fec tions; 
Till those cor rup tions which do mis be come us 
Are, by the Sa cred Spirit, win nowed from us; 
Un til from us the straw of worldly trea sures, 
Till all the dusty chaff of empty plea sures. 
Yea, till His flail upon us He doth lay, 
To thresh the husk of this our flesh away, 
And leave the soul un cov ered: nay, yet more — 
Till God shall make our very spirit poor. 
We shall not up to high est wealth as pire: 
But then we shall — and that is my de sire!

Through such thresh ings of God’s hand, through such un cov er ing of the
soul and mak ing poor of the very spirit of man, our sweet est song writ ers
ev i dently passed at the time when they com posed these im mor tal hymns,
which will never cease to be sung un til God’s chil dren sing the new song in
heaven.

One re mark able il lus tra tion of this we have al ready no ticed in con nec- 
tion with the dis tress ing cir cum stances in which Charles Wes ley wrote the
hymn, “Je sus, lover of my soul.” Closely al lied to this, both in its sub stance
and in the na ture of the cir cum stances in which it orig i nated, is that other
beau ti ful hymn so dear to ev ery be liever’s heart, “Nearer, my God, to
Thee.” This was com posed in the sick room. The au thor of it was
Mrs. Sarah Flower Adams, who for many weary months watched and
waited by the bed side of a sis ter dy ing with con sump tion, un til she was so
en fee bled by a dis ease which she thus con tracted, that she her self, shortly
af ter the death of her sis ter, died, and so passed into that nearer re la tion to
God for which she in her beau ti ful song so ar dently longed. As one reads
over the touch ing words of this undy ing song of the dy ing, as it may well be
called, the im age of the pa tient watcher, pale and hag gard, rises to the view.
Per haps it was in some lone night watch, when weary and faint, while all
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the house was hushed and all the world was still, she sat and wept, that that
sweet song burst forth from her over bur dened soul —

Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
 Nearer to Thee. 
E’en though it be a cross 
 That raiseth me. 
Still all my song shall be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
 Nearer to Thee!

Though like a wan derer. 
 The sun gone down. 
Dark ness be over me, 
 My rest a stone — 
Yet in my dreams I’d be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
 Nearer to Thee!"

The writer once heard this hymn, “Nearer, my God, to Thee,” sung un der
very re mark able cir cum stances. It was dur ing the Civil War. On June 18th,
1864, in one of our ter ri ble bat tles in front of Pe ters burg, Va., one of my
com pany fell. A ball had shat tered his leg. Two of us picked him up and
car ried him on a stretcher to the Field Hos pi tal in the rear. There were many
wounded men there, all wait ing their turn at the am pu tat ing ta ble, and the
sur geons were busy. When his turn came, we lifted him up on the ta ble, and
the sur geon said, “Sorry, my boy, but your leg must come off, for the bone
is all shat tered by the ball.” “All right,” said the com rade. The chlo ro form
was about to be ad min is tered when the boy said, “Wait a mo ment. Doc tor, I
want to pray.” “Yes,” was the an swer, “but be quick about it, for oth ers are
wait ing.”The boy cov ered his face with his two hands for a few mo ments,
and then said, “Now, I’m ready. Go ahead.”

Quickly sink ing into mer ci ful un con scious ness he lay un der the knife,
and with the first thrust of the long knife through his leg the pa tient broke
into singing “Nearer, my God, to Thee.” He sang with a clear voice and an
ap par ently unerring mem ory, miss ing none of the stan zas and singing the
hymn through to the end. The sur geon worked swiftly and surely, and with
the skill of a hand long used to the ter ri ble work, paus ing only twice dur ing
the op er a tion to wipe the gath er ing mist from his eyes, for while he worked
the boy sang on. When the op er a tion was con cluded, tears were on many a
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cheek weath er beaten and bronzed in long and hard ser vice, and the sur geon
said, “I ven ture to say that that boy comes from a Chris tian home some- 
where away up North — and may God bless him.”

Akin to the gen eral tenor of the hymn men tioned above, is that ever
beau ti ful even-song which is al most with out a ri val amongst our sa cred
melodies —

Abide with me; fast falls the even tide; 
The dark ness deep ens: Lord, with me abide!

For this truly splen did and clas si cal com po si tion the Chris tian world is un- 
der last ing obli ga tions to the Rev. Henry Fran cis Lyte, who was born at
Kelso, Scot land, June 1, 1793, and died at Nice, 1847. Lib er ally ed u cated at
Trin ity Col lege, Dublin, he en tered the ser vice of the Mas ter as a cu rate in
the Church of Eng land. In the ear lier part of his min istry he set tled in a
dreary Irish parish, where he had many strug gles with poverty. He seems, at
this time, to have had but lit tle hearty in ter est in his labors, and ac knowl- 
edged af ter ward that he went through with the func tions of his sa cred of fice
in a merely me chan i cal and life less way. But God took good care to arouse
Henry Fran cis Lyte to a warmer zeal, for He had a grand work for him to do
for the Church. For, about this time, that is while he was yet a cu rate in an
ob scure parish in Ire land, be ing called one day to the bed side of a neigh bor- 
ing cler gy man who was dy ing, and had sent for Lyte in great agony, “be- 
cause he was un par doned and un pre pared to die,” this sad scene left so deep
an im pres sion on Lyte’s mind that he says “I was deeply af fected and
brought to look at life and its is sues with a dif fer ent eye than be fore; and I
be gan to study my Bible, and to preach in an other man ner than I had for- 
merly done.” It was to this re vival in the heart and mind of this gifted man
that we are in debted for the well known hymn —

Je sus, I my cross have taken, 
 All to leave and fol low Thee; 
Des ti tute, de spised, for saken — 
 Thou from hence my all shalt be.

Com pelled at length by ill health to re sign his charge, he set tled at Brix ham,
a sea port town in the county of De von, hav ing prob a bly cho sen this lo ca tion



25

for the ad van tage which the sea air, as it was hoped, would af ford him. The
pop u la tion was largely com posed of rough, but warm-hearted fish er men,
amongst whom he spent the re main der of his days, in many and sore strug- 
gles with poverty. Here he “made hymns for his lit tle ones, hymns for his
hardy fish er men, and hymns for suf fer ers like him self.” It was here too, that
he wrote “Abide with me,” which was the last, as it was also the finest
hymn which he ever com posed.

The story of the com po si tion of it is truly touch ing, and sheds great light
upon its mean ing. He had been in ill health a long time — scarcely able any
more to preach to his dear peo ple. But though, as he says, “I was scarcely
able to crawl, I made one more ef fort to preach and ad min is ter the Holy
Com mu nion.” As his peo ple sur rounded the ta ble of the Lord, they were all
made to feel, both by the deep solem nity of his man ner and by the earnest
words with which he ad dressed them, that their pas tor was amongst them
for the last time. Many tear ful eyes wit nessed the dis tri bu tion of the sa cred
el e ments as given out by one who al ready stood on the bor ders of the
blessed land be yond. Hav ing with his dy ing breath given a last adieu to his
sor row ing flock, he re tired to his cham ber fully aware of the near ap proach
of the end; and shortly af ter ward, as his sun was draw ing near to his set ting,
he handed to a friend this im mor tal hymn, which, ac com pa nied by mu sic
which his own hand had pre pared, is in deed like the song of the swan, his
sweet est as it was also his last —

Abide with me; fast falls the even tide; 
The dark ness deep ens; Lord! with me abide; 
When other helpers fail, and com forts flee, 
Help of the help less! Oh, abide with me!

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s lit tle day, 
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glo ries pass away; 
Change and de cay in all around I see; 
Oh Thou who changest not, abide with me! …

Hold Thou Thy cross be fore my clos ing eyes; 
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies; 
Heaven’s morn ing breaks and Earth’s vain shad ows flee; 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me!
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To the end of all time, or cer tainly un til the Eng lish lan guage shall cease to
be spo ken, this un par al leled ver sion of Christ’s twi light walk with the two
dis ci ples to Em maus will be sung. It will be the fa vorite even-song of wor- 
ship ing con gre ga tions, and will never cease to cheer the souls of be liev ers
as they come, at last, to walk through the dark val ley of the shadow of
death.

We turn at ten tion to one more mas ter piece of sa cred song, which, like
the one above, was in spired by sick ness, suf fer ing and un ut ter able weari- 
ness of soul. This is—

“Lead, kindly Light, amid the en cir cling gloom, 
 Lead Thou me on.”

To one who has watched the set ting sun, as it goes down amid a flood of
crim son and gold, bathing the clouds in splen dor, and open ing up vis tas of
beauty un sus pected in the gar ish light of noon-day, there is some thing in
this grand close of the day in fin itely sug ges tive of the glo ries of heaven. It
may be but a few mo ments ere this swiftly van ish ing vi sion of heaven’s
pearly gates and jasper walls and golden streets will pass away, but evanes- 
cent though it be, it is, to ev ery pi ous and thought ful soul, a stand ing and oft
re peated prom ise of the glo ries which await the faith ful in the bet ter land
be yond.

It was the sight of the set ting sun that sug gested the hymn we are
presently con sid er ing. It was writ ten by John Henry New man. In 1833,
while re cov er ing from a se vere ill ness, he was upon the Mediter ranean for
his health. One evening when the warmth had died out of the air, he sat
upon the deck of the ves sel wrapped in a shawl, weak and home sick, watch- 
ing the sun de scend through the Ital ian sky, and sink into the sea. As the last
traces of light faded away in the west, the mem ory of home and of the past
came strongly upon him. Re tir ing to his cabin, he at once com posed the
splen did hymn —

Lead, kindly Light, amid the en cir cling gloom, 
 Lead Thou me on; 
The night is dark and I am far from home. 
 Lead Thou me on. 
Keep Thou my feet; I do not ask to see 
The dis tant scene: one step enough for me.
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How much the Church of all ages has been, and ever to the end will be, de- 
pen dent on the suf fer ings of her peo ple for her purest and sweet est songs of
praise, no one can tell. We only know that such is the case. It is in ac cor- 
dance with God’s law ev ery where man i fest, that the sor row must go be fore
the song, as the dark ness goes be fore the day, and the cross be fore the
crown. Even in heaven, when God’s peo ple sing the new song which none
save the re deemed of all ages can sing, it will, no doubt, be the pre ced ing
sor rows and suf fer ings en dured on earth which alone will prop erly fit that
mighty host to swell “the song of them that tri umph and the shout of them
that feast.”

Here is an other hymn, a most touch ing song of Chris tian res ig na tion,
wrung out of the very heart of a pi ous man by af flic tion and suf fer ing —
“My Je sus, as Thou wilt.” Its au thor, Ben jamin Schmolke, was born about
1675. He was the son of a poor min is ter in Sile sia, was ed u cated for the
min istry by some benev o lent per son, be came his fa ther’s as sis tant in 1694,
and was af ter wards him self pas tor at Schwei d nitz. In 1730, he was par a- 
lyzed and in part lost his sight. Then his home burned down, and all his lit- 
tle prop erty was de stroyed. Next his wife died, and one by one all his chil- 
dren passed away — and then, home less and friend less, as the nightin gale
sings most sweetly in her pain, and as the olive yields no oil till beaten and
bruised, he gave to the Church through out the world a clas sic song of Chris- 
tian res ig na tion which will be loved and sung un til sor row shall be no more.
This grand old Ger man hymn has been most ad mirably trans lated by Miss
Winkworth —

My Je sus, as Thou wilt! 
 Oh, may Thy will be mine! 
Into Thy hand of love 
 I would my all re sign; 
Through sor row, or through joy. 
 Con duct me as Thine own. 
And help me still to say — 
 My Lord, Thy will be done!
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My Je sus, as Thou wilt! 
 Though seen through many a tear. 
Let not my star of hope 
 Grow dim or dis ap pear: 
Since Thou on earth hast wept 
 And sor rowed oft alone, 
If I must weep with Thee — 
 My Lord, Thy will be done!

My Je sus as Thou wilt! 
 All shall be well for me; 
Each chang ing fu ture scene 
 I gladly trust with Thee: 
Straight to my home above 
 I travel calmly on. 
And sing, in life or death. 
 My Lord, Thy will be done!

This hymn, we think and ven ture to say, should al ways be sung to “Jew ett”
— one of Carl Maria Von We ber’s ex quis ite flights of song — for this is
like no other in its in ti mate in ter pre ta tion of the prayer ful words. The tune,
ar ranged by Joseph Hol brook, is from an opera — the over ture to We ber’s
“Der Freis chi itz.”
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4. Isaac Watts

NOWHERE, PER HAPS, is the feel ing of fel low ship and com mu nion with all
of God’s peo ple ev ery where so prom i nent as in the hymns we sing. It has
of ten been re marked that a true hymn must not ex press what is pe cu liar to
the in di vid ual who com poses it, nor even to the class or com mu nity to
which he may chance to be long. It must breathe a broad and truly catholic
spirit. It must give ex pres sion to feel ings or sen ti ments which are com mon
to all Chris tians. It must give voice to the con scious faith of the whole
church. Such a hymn will live: and if you will look into the mat ter care fully,
you will find, too, that only such do live. A dis tinc tively Methodist hymn,
for ex am ple, is doomed to an early death. A strongly Pres by te rian hymn
will never live to be twenty-one years old. But a truly catholic hymn, that is,
one that breathes a broad and lib eral Chris tian spirit, and ex presses feel ings,
hopes, fears, con fes sions, such as are com mon to all Chris tian peo ple, will
live for ever. Charles Wes ley wrote " Je sus, lover of my soul," but there is
noth ing said in it about the pe cu liar tenets of the Methodist de nom i na tion.
Sarah Flower Adams wrote “Nearer, my God, to Thee,” and she was a Uni- 
tar ian, but we fail to find any traces of Uni tar i an ism in her beau ti ful hymn.
De nom i na tion al ism seems to be very good and proper in the cat e chism or in
the con fes sion of faith, but it seems quite out of place in the hymn book. If
there is one point where peo ple of dif fer ent church re la tions do meet on
com mon ground, and hold sweet com mu nion and fel low ship with one an- 
other, it is in the hymn book. All Chris tian peo ple seem to have vested
rights in the songs of Zion, for they have all con trib uted their por tion to the
gen eral col lec tion. Here Luther’s hymn " A mighty fortress is our God."
stands side by side with the beau ti ful songs of the mid dle-age monks, as

Je sus, the very thought of Thee 
With sweet ness fills my breast,

and
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Jerusalem, the golden, 
With milk and honey blest.

Here the au thor of “Nearer, my God, to Thee” stands side by side with the
au thor of “I love Thy king dom, Lord.” Here the Bap tist sings “Blest be the
tie that binds,” and the Methodist “All hail the power of Je sus’ name.”

We are dif fer ent in our ways of wor ship ing and in our the ol ogy, but we
hold to the same Bible and use es sen tially the same hymns of praise.

A very large pro por tion of our best hymns we owe to the re mark able ge- 
nius of the Rev. Dr. Isaac Watts. He was born in Eng land, 1674, and was a
min is ter of the Gospel in what was known in those days as the “In de pen- 
dent Church” — a body of be liev ers which arose in the reign of Queen Eliz- 
a beth, and which was dis tin guished from Epis co pacy on the one hand and
Pres bytery on the other. From his ear li est years he was noted for his piety as
well as the re mark able bril liancy of his mind. Like Za c cheus of old, he was
a very small man phys i cally, be ing both short of stature and slen der in form.
It is re lated that on one oc ca sion, when he was stop ping over night at a ho- 
tel, some cu ri ous stranger, on as cer tain ing who the lit tle man was, ex- 
claimed, in a some what louder tone than he had in tended," What! is that
great Dr. Watts!" It was not de signed that this should be over heard; but the
lit tle man had very sharp ears, and at once turned to ward his critic and
replied:

Were I so tall to reach the pole, 
 Or grasp the ocean in my span, 
I must be mea sured by my soul — 
 The mind’s the mea sure of the man.
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◊ Isaac Watts
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Watts is only one ex am ple out of many of the gen eral truth that it hath
pleased the good Lord to make use of the weak things of this world to ac- 
com plish His won der ful pur poses. Like many other great and use ful preach- 
ers, Watts was very weak phys i cally, be ing in fact an in valid; and yet he
served his church faith fully for a pe riod of fifty years. Af ter preach ing he
was fre quently so much ex hausted as to be obliged to go di rectly to his
house and re tire at once to bed, hav ing his room closed in dark ness and si- 
lence. Yet, though phys i cally small to in signif i cance, and of ten sick and
weak to ut ter pros tra tion, he placed the Church of Christ, in all lands and in
ev ery age, un der last ing obli ga tions for the most ex cel lent hymns which
came from his pen. He wrote a great many hymns, of which some, of
course, are of in fe rior merit; but at the same time it is cal cu lated that “more
hymns which ap proach to a very high stan dard of ex cel lence may be found
in his works than in those of any other Eng lish writer.” Among these may
be men tioned,

When I sur vey the won drous cross 
On which the Prince of Glory died, 
My rich est gain I count but loss, 
And pour con tempt on all my pride.

- - -

Je sus shall reign where’er the sun 
Does his suc ces sive jour neys run: 
His king dom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

- - -

Joy to the world, the Lord is come! 
Let earth re ceive her king. 
Let ev ery heart pre pare Him room. 
And heaven and na ture sing.

- - -
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My soul re peat His praise. 
 Whose mer cies are so great: 
Whose anger is so slow to rise, 
 So ready to abate.

- - -

Oh God, our help in ages past. 
 Our hope for years to come. 
Our shel ter from the stormy blast. 
 And our eter nal home.

- - -

Be fore Je ho vah’s aw ful throne, 
 Ye na tions bow with sa cred joy; 
Know that the Lord is God alone, 
 He can cre ate and He de stroy.

Con cern ing the last ex am ple here given, which the reader will rec og nize as
Watts’ ver sion of the One Hun dredth Psalm, it may be well to re mark that
the first stanza is Wes ley’s, not Watts’. As orig i nally writ ten by Watts, the
Psalm read,

Sing to the Lord with joy ful voice; 
 Let ev ery land His name adore: 
The British Isles shall send the noise 
 Across the ocean to the shore.

The sec ond stanza ran —

Na tions at tend be fore His throne 
With solemn fear, with sa cred joy.

The Church in all lands is un der last ing obli ga tions to Wes ley for hav ing
swept all this away, and for sub sti tut ing in its stead that truly grand and
thrilling first verse, “Be fore Je ho vah’s aw ful throne.”

The hymn, “There is a land of pure de light,” also comes from the pen of
Dr. Watts. He was sit ting one evening look ing out of a win dow over the
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river Itchen in Southamp ton, and in full view of the beau ti ful Isle of Wight,
when he com posed it. The scenery which there greets the eye of the be- 
holder, it is said, is in deed a type of that Par adise of which the poet sang.
The coun try be yond the river rises from the mar gin of the flood, and swells
into a bound less prospect, all man tled in the rich est ver dure of sum mer,
check ered with for est-growth and fruit ful fields un der the high est cul ti va- 
tion, and gar dens and vil las, and ev ery adorn ment which the hand of man,
in a se ries of ages, could cre ate on such sus cep ti ble ground.

As the poet looked upon the scenery thus pre sented to view, he was in- 
spired to sing of the fairer prospect of that blessed and beau ti ful Canaan
which to the eye of the be liever, rises be yond the swelling flood of the Jor- 
dan of Death, and where —

Sweet fields be yond the swelling flood 
 Stand dressed in liv ing green; 
So to the Jews, old Canaan stood 
 While Jor dan rolled be tween.
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5. William Cow per and Au gus‐ 
tus Toplady

FROM HYMNS writ ten by a man who was fee ble phys i cally let us pass to
those of a man who was fee ble men tally. The poet William Cow per was
born 1731. He was the son of an Eng lish cler gy man. From child hood he
was shy, ner vous, and phys i cally fee ble. At the age of eigh teen he be gan the
study of law, but did not well suc ceed. He grad u ally be came melan choly,
and made sev eral at tempts at sui cide. Twenty times he put a bot tle con tain- 
ing poi son to his lips, but did not drink. Then he at tempted to drown him- 
self, and at last he tried hang ing him self by a rope at the top of his door; but
the rope broke, and other means fail ing he was forced to live on in spite of
him self, for God had work for William Cow per to do. At length his friends
placed him in an in sane asy lum, where af ter a pe riod of two years he was
re stored men tally, and saved spir i tu ally. Be fore his days ended, how ever,
his mal ady re turned, and he died in sane.

And yet, to this poor men tally de ranged man are we in debted for such
mas ter pieces of hym nol ogy as “God moves in a mys te ri ous way,” “There is
a foun tain filled with blood,” and “Oh, for a closer walk with God.”

The first of these, strange as it may seem, was com posed while the au- 
thor was un der a cloud of tem po rary in san ity. It is re lated that “when un der
the in flu ence of the fits of men tal de range ment to which he was sub ject, he
most un hap pily but firmly be lieved that the di vine will was that he should
drown him self in a par tic u lar part of the river Ouse, some two or three miles
from his res i dence at Ol ney. One evening he called for a post-chaise from
one of the ho tels in the town, and or dered the driver to take him to that spot,
which he read ily un der took to do as he well knew the place. On this oc ca- 
sion, how ever, sev eral hours were con sumed in seek ing it, and ut terly in
vain. The man was at length re luc tantly com pelled to ac knowl edge that he
had en tirely lost the way.” Cow per re turned to his house, and was so im- 
pressed with the strange prov i dence which had frus trated his de sign and
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pre vented his rash in ten tion, that he im me di ately sat down and wrote the
hymn so ad mirably de scrip tive of God’s mys te ri ous prov i dence. Con sid ered
by it self, and quite in de pen dently of the cir cum stances in which it was writ- 
ten, this hymn of Cow per’s must al ways rank among the mas ter pieces of sa- 
cred po etry. Grand in con cep tion and chaste in dic tion, each stanza pre sent- 
ing a new and strik ing im age, and ev ery hne forcibly de vel op ing the un der- 
ly ing thought of the whole com po si tion, it can not fail to be re garded as a
per fect gem of sa cred song. God’s plant ing His foot steps in the sea and rid- 
ing upon the storm — trea sur ing up His bright de signs deep in un fath- 
omable mines — the dark and dread ful clouds of af flic tion big with mercy,
and ready to break in bless ing on the heads of God’s peo ple — the hid ing of
God’s smil ing face be hind a frown ing prov i dence — it is not of ten one
finds such exquisitely ex pres sive and bril liant im agery as this wo ven into
the warp and woof of sa cred song, and with such con sum mate skill.

Be sides this, Cow per wrote a great many other hymns, of which we shall
men tion only two. Cow per lived dur ing the times when Method ism arose in
Eng land, and some of his best com po si tions were due to the in spi ra tion of
this re li gious move ment. The Rev. John New ton, a friend of his, held meet- 
ings of a Methodis tic kind which Cow per fre quently at tended. On one oc ca- 
sion New ton re quested him to pre pare a hymn for his prayer meet ing, and
shortly there after the Ol ney prayer meet ing sang for the first time a hymn
which has long since en cir cled the globe with its hal lowed in flu ences —

There is a foun tain filled with blood, 
 Drawn from Im manuel’s veins, 
And sin ners plunged be neath that flood 
 Lose all their guilty stains.

The hymn, “O, for a closer walk with God,” we also owe to Cow per. It was
prob a bly writ ten at a time when he had re lapsed into deep melan choly and
was wan der ing on the bor ders of in san ity. Sadly and sor row fully seek ing
again for the blessed ness he knew when first he saw the Lord, and piti fully
pray ing for the re turn of the Holy Spirit, he at last suc cumbed to his mal ady,
but died qui etly and peace fully. En ter ing thus into rest at last, and join ing
the blessed com pany of the re deemed of all ages, he no doubt re al ized as
never be fore the beauty and sweet ness of his own words, first sung in the
hum ble Ol ney prayer meet ing,
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Then, in a no bler, sweeter song, 
 I’ll sing Thy power to save, 
When this poor lisp ing, stam mer ing tongue 
 Lies silent in the grave.

The truth that it pleases the good Lord to em ploy the mean est agen cies for
the ac com plish ment of His pur poses, is well il lus trated in the his tory of the
writer of the well-known hymn, “Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me.” It was writ- 
ten by the Rev. Au gus tus Toplady (born 1740), and first ap peared, March,
1776, in “The Gospel Mag a zine,” which he edited. But lit tle is known of
the im me di ate cir cum stances con nected with the com po si tion of this widely
known hymn; but Toplady him self ac knowl edges that the hymn was, in a
large mea sure, at least, in di rectly due to the agency of an il lit er ate man,
who, al though he did not him self write the hymn, yet was the prov i den tial
means of its be ing writ ten by an other. Toplady re lates that when he was a
boy, only six teen years of age, while on a visit to Ire land in com pany with
his wid owed mother, he one day hap pened to stroll into a barn, where an
earnest, but un e d u cated lay man was preach ing from the text: “Ye who
some time were afar off, are made nigh by the blood of Christ.” The ser mon
made a deep and last ing im pres sion upon the lad’s mind; it led to his con- 
ver sion; he be came a use ful and cel e brated preacher; and, al though he did
much good work be sides, he will in all prob a bil ity be best and long est re- 
mem bered as the au thor of “Rock of Ages.” Strange, that the in flu ence of a
ser mon preached in a barn to a hand ful of peo ple, by a man who could
hardly spell his own name, should ren der pos si ble, and in di rectly pro duce, a
hymn which should be trans lated into al most ev ery tongue spo ken by man,
and which will con tinue to bring com fort and cheer to God’s peo ple in ev- 
ery age to the end of time.

The life and the work of a min is ter of ten seems dis cour ag ing enough.
Of ten and of ten the preacher, see ing so lit tle im me di ate re sults of his labors,
is tempted to sit down in de spair. Yet, who knows how great good may be
done through his hum ble in stru men tal ity of which he will never hear in this
world. See what was ac com plished by one ser mon, and that by a poor, un e- 
d u cated man! Per haps he never heard of it. Per haps he was in his grave, this
poor il lit er ate Irish man, be fore “Rock of Ages” found its way into ev ery
home and ev ery church in Eng land, and set out on its mis sion of com fort
and cheer to the whole world. Only let us la bor on, in sea son and out, and
God will no doubt care for the re sults. “In the morn ing sow thy seed, and in
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the evening with hold not thy hand, for thou know est not whether shall pros- 
per, this or that, or whether they shall be both alike good.”
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6. William Williams; The Ti tanic

WE HAVE SEEN that many of our best hymns were orig i nally sug gested by
the pe cu liar cir cum stances or spe cial ex pe ri ences of the per sons who com- 
posed them. This seems to have been the case with the hymn, “Guide me, O
Thou great Je ho vah.” It was writ ten by the Rev. Dr. William Williams, who
was an itin er ant Methodist min is ter in the time of White field dur ing the
eigh teenth cen tury. He was born in the year 1717 in Wales, was well ed u- 
cated, be came a poet of no lit tle celebrity, stud ied medicine, was con verted
dur ing the Methodist move ment then pre vail ing, and at length de voted him- 
self to the work of the min istry. He la bored dili gently for over half a cen tury
in the ser vice of the Mas ter, trav el ing on an av er age nearly twenty-five hun- 
dred miles a year for more than forty years. His nu mer ous and ex tended
jour neys were gen er ally made ei ther on foot or on horse back, for in those
days there were no rail roads, and and in the coun try in which he la bored
there were few stage coaches. There can be lit tle doubt that his long and
soli tary jour neys among the hills and over the moors, where he fre quently
lost his way and was forced to spend the night, in cold and hunger, un der
the open sky, sug gested that ever beau ti ful song of the Chris tian pil grim —

Guide me, O Thou great Je ho vah, 
 Pil grim through this bar ren land; 
I am weak, but Thou art mighty. 
 Hold me with Thy pow er ful hand; 
   Bread of Heaven! 
Feed me now and ev er more.

Open now the crys tal foun tain 
 Whence the heal ing streams do flow; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pil lar 
 Lead me all my jour ney through; 
   Strong De liv erer! 
Be Thou still my strength and shield.
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This may well be called the prayer of the Chris tian pil grim. God’s chil dren
in ev ery age are “strangers and pil grims.” They are aliens in the world.
They seek a coun try which heth afar, and a “city whose builder and maker
is God.” They of ten lose their way, and fall into many mis for tunes on their
jour ney, and well may they daily pray and sing, “Guide me, O Thou great
Je ho vah!”

It may be here well wor thy of re mark that this hymn is usu ally sung to
the good old tune of “Au tumn,” and that this was the tune played by the
heroic band of mu si cians stand ing in wa ter up to their waists on the deck of
the ill-fated steamer, “The Ti tanic.” as she was sink ing to her grave in the
ocean, Sun day night, April 14-15, 1912, car ry ing with her 1635 men,
women and chil dren. What a pa thetic ap peal was not that play ing of “Guide
me, O Thou great Je ho vah” — a prayer ful pe ti tion to the great and almighty
God who “holds the winds in His fist, and the seas in the hol low of His
hand.”

An ad di tional very sig nif i cant in ci dent in con nec tion with this great est of
all ma rine dis as ters may here be very ap pro pri ately recorded. The in ci dent
is nar rated in sev eral news pa pers of Phil a del phia, by Mr. Lau rence Beasley,
of New York City, a sur vivor. Mr. Beasley says:

"One in ci dent has oc curred to me dur ing the week that has elapsed since
we landed in New York, that may be of in ter est es pe cially to those who had
friends on board. Among the pas sen gers were the Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Carter,
who were on their way to Canada. Mr. Carter was in stru men tal in ar rang ing
on the Sun day evening, a few hours be fore we struck, what he called ‘a
hymn sing-song.’

"There was no evening ser vice, and he in vited to the sa loon such pas sen- 
gers as cared to come to sing hymns. Any one was al lowed to choose a
hymn, and as many were present and were thor oughly en joy ing the quite in- 
for mal gath er ing, the singing went on to a quite late hour.

"Mr. Carter was ap par ently well ac quainted with the his tory of many of
the hymns, their au thors, where they were writ ten and in what cir cum- 
stances, and he in ter ested all present with his re marks on each hymn be fore
it was sung. I rec ol lect that many chose hymns deal ing with safety at sea.
‘For those in peril on the sea’ was sung by all with no hint of the peril that
lay but a very few miles ahead.

“Mr. Carter closed with a few words of thanks to the Purser for al low ing
him to use the sa loon, made a few re marks as to the happy voy age we had
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had on a maiden trip and the safety there was in this ves sel, and then the
meet ing closed with an im promptu prayer by him. This can not have been
more than two hours be fore the Ti tanic struck. My mo tive in men tion ing
this is that some of those who have lost rel a tives may like to know that their
friends must have been helped and cheered at the last by the words they had
sung but a short time be fore; the sound of singing voices must have been
still a con scious one to many as they stood on the deck faced with the Peril
on the Sea.”

Closely al lied to this in point of sen ti ment is that other well-known
hymn, “My faith looks up to Thee.” The au thor of this was Dr. Ray Palmer,
a na tive of Rhode Is land. He grad u ated at Yale Col lege in 1830, and af ter
grad u a tion found his way to New York city, in great poverty, and there
opened a school for young ladies. He had many strug gles for a liveli hood,
was much alone and of ten weary and sad at heart, but he was a most earnest
Chris tian. In De cem ber of the year in which he went to New York, he sat
down in his lonely room and af ter a pe riod of med i ta tion on the Saviour’s
in fi nite love, and the need of more earnest self-con se cra tion to His ser vice
and praise, he wrote this hymn in his pocket mem o ran dum book, never in- 
tend ing that it should be seen by an other per son. He wished no one’s eyes
ever to rest on those beau ti ful words of self-sur ren der to Christ, be cause he
re garded his hymn as a sa cred prayer of his own to his Saviour, and would
as lit tle have thought of pre sent ing it to the pub lic as of mak ing known the
se crets of his own de vo tions. For two years he car ried this hymn in his
pocket, next to his heart. But the good Lord had need of that hymn, and
took good care that the light and com fort there was in it for mil lions of sor- 
row ing souls the world over, should not re main hid den un der a bushel, but
be put on the can dle stick that it might give light to all in the house. For, one
day. Dr. Low ell Ma son met young Ray Palmer on the street in Bos ton, and
asked him to write a hymn for his “Spir i tual Songs” which he was then pre- 
par ing for the press. The young col lege grad u ate then mod estly drew from
his pocket the lines “My faith looks up to Thee,” and gave them to Dr. Ma- 
son. The lat ter took them home with him to his room, and catch ing an in spi- 
ra tion sim i lar to that of the hymn, he com posed a tune called “Olivet,” to
which the hymn has been wed ded to this day.

Dr. Ma son met the au thor a few days af ter ward, and said: “Mr. Palmer,
you may live many years and do many good things, but I think you will be
best known to pos ter ity as the au thor of this beau ti ful hymn.” This pre dic- 
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tion has long since been ful filled. The man who first out of the full ness of
his heart sang this sweet song of Cal vary has com posed many ten der and
beau ti ful po ems and dis courses, but “his de vout mind flow ered out in one
match less lily whose rich odors have filled the courts of our God with fra- 
grance.” On the shelves and coun ters of our book sell ers this im mor tal com- 
po si tion takes its place, beau ti fully bound and il lus trated, as one of the
“Hol i day books.” and is to be found side by side with such mas ter pieces as
New man’s “Lead, Kindly Light.” Lyte’s “Abide with me.” and Ke ble’s
“Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear.” With these we well may rank Ray
Palmer’s hymn —

My faith looks up to Thee, 
Thou Lamb of Cal vary, 
 Saviour di vine; 
Now hear me while I pray; 
Take all my guilt away; 
Oh, let me from this day 
 Be wholly Thine!

This is not the only in stance on record of a man writ ing many hymns that
are good and but only one that will live long; and the above in ci dent is quite
in line with what we have so of ten no ticed in these brief sketches — that
our best and finest hymns have been fairly wrung out of the soul of the
com poser by some great sor row, grief, or trou ble. Re mem ber, when you
sing this hymn, that Ray Palmer was poor, alone in a great city, un friended,
nat u rally timid and re served, not know ing what hard ships might be be fore
him in the great world, and feel ing his lone li ness and help less ness, turned in
whole-hearted, trust ful faith to God and Christ.
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7. Henry Har baugh

TO THE PEN of the late Rev. Dr. Henry Har baugh, the pres i dent of the
The o log i cal Sem i nary of the Re formed Church, lo cated at the time at Mer- 
cers burg, Pa., we are in debted for sev eral most beau ti ful and en dur ing
hymns. The first of these is —

“Je sus, to Thy cross I has ten, 
 In all weari ness my home; 
 Let Thy dy ing love come o’er me. 
 Light and covert in the gloom. 
 Saviour, hide me, Saviour, hide me, 
 Till the hour of gloom is o’er!”

The hymn com prises three stan zas, and ap pears in many col lec tions anony- 
mously, for it is only of late that the au thor ship has come to light. In leaf ing
over a book of po ems by the au thor of this hymn, en ti tled, “Har baugh’s Po- 
ems,” a friend marked its first ap pear ance in that col lec tion.

Dr. Har baugh died in 1867, while pres i dent of the Sem i nary above
named. He was a dili gent stu dent and scholar as well as a fruit ful writer, es- 
pe cially of lyric po etry. He wrote quite a num ber of hymns in ad di tion to
the one above men tioned, of which, how ever, none seems likely to ri val the
ex cel lency of the fol low ing, which has found its way into the hym nals of
most of the churches, and bids fair to be in fa vor while time shall last —

"Je sus, I live to Thee, 
 The loveli est and best. 
 My life in Thee, Thy life in me. 
 In Thy blest love I rest.

 Je sus, I die to Thee, 
 When ever death shall come. 
 To die in Thee is life to me 
 In my eter nal home.
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 Whether to live or die, 
 I know not which is best. 
 To live in Thee is bliss to me — 
 To die is end less rest.

 Liv ing or dy ing. Lord, 
 I ask but to be Thine. 
 My life in Thee, Thy life in me, 
 Makes heaven for ever mine."

That is truly a hymn that will live. Like Ray Palmer’s, this hymn breathes
the spirit of ut ter and ab so lute self-con se cra tion to Christ. It is full of
“sweet ness and light.” Per haps the au thor’s own tri umphant death was the
best ex em pli fi ca tion of his hymn. The beloved pres i dent of the Sem i nary
lay dy ing in the dark ened cham ber at Mer cers burg, and anx ious and af fec- 
tion ate friends moved about with noise less tread and eyes suf fused with
tears. Could it be that he who, as man looked upon it, was so much needed,
and with out whom it was feared by many the Church could not suc cess fully
carry for ward its work, must be taken away? Just when the dy ing, weary
man seemed to be pass ing away, as he lay in a deep and ap par ently un con- 
scious state, some one wish ing to arouse him that he might speak yet one
more word to his sor row ing house hold, called him with a loud voice. Open- 
ing his eyes wearily, as if he had come from far away, the dy ing man said
with a smile, “Oh, why called ye me back from the golden gates?” Then he
re lapsed into that deep sleep which knows no wak ing for the be liever un til
he wakes in the blessed land be yond. The hymn com menc ing

“Je sus, and shall it ever be 
 A mor tal man ashamed of Thee?”

apart from the real value of the com po si tion, is re mark able for the fact that
it was writ ten by a boy only ten years of age. The au thor of it was Joseph
Grigg. It first ap peared in an Eng lish mag a zine, and was en ti tled “Shame of
Je sus con quered by love. By a youth of ten years.” It was, no doubt, orig i- 
nally sug gested by the shame which young peo ple of ten ex pe ri ence in mak- 
ing an open and pub lic con fes sion of Christ’s name, and in wit ness ing the
same in the com pany of god less com pan ions. This feel ing of shame of re li- 
gion is one of the de vices of the evil one to lead the souls of men astray. It
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is a very com mon ob sta cle in the way of young be liev ers par tic u larly, and
in many cases it proves al most in su per a ble. With this ter ri ble threat of
“what the world will say.” the evil one fright ens many poor souls away
from the open door of mercy. Young men are ashamed to con fess Christ’s
name lest their god less com pan ions make sport of them. If these lines
should chance to fall un der the eye of any such young peo ple we kindly ask
them, for their own soul’s sake, to read this hymn, and to re mem ber that it
was writ ten by a young boy who was in the same case as them selves. It is
re lated that a young per son who had made a pro fes sion of re li gion and was
much teased and per se cuted by god less com pan ions, stood firm; and on be- 
ing asked by his pas tor why he did not give way, he said: “Sir, I once heard
you say in a ser mon that if we let the wicked laugh us out of heaven into
hell, they could not laugh us out of hell into heaven again.”

The au thor of this hymn was much per se cuted, for he was com pelled to
live and work in cir cum stances in which he was obliged to as so ciate with
pro fane per sons to whom all re li gious be lief was a stand ing theme of jest
and mock ery. But the boy clung to Je sus, well con tent not to be ashamed of
Je sus, and only hop ing that Je sus would not be ashamed of him.

"Je sus! and shall it ever be, 
 A mor tal man ashamed of Thee? 
 Ashamed of Thee! whom an gels praise, 
 Whose glo ries shine through end less days?

 Ashamed of Je sus! 
 Sooner far Let evening blush to own a star; 
 He sheds the beams of light di vine 
 O’er this be nighted soul of mine.

 Ashamed of Je sus! 
 Just as soon Let mid night be ashamed of noon; 
 ’Tis mid night with my soul, till He, 
 Bright morn ing star, bids dark ness flee."
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8. Heber. From Green land’s Icy
Moun tains

EV ERY BODY KNOWS the good old mis sion ary hymn, “From Green land’s
icy moun tains.” but not ev ery body has heard the story of its com po si tion.
The au thor of it was Regi nald Heber, D. D., who af ter the com po si tion of
the hymn him self be came a mis sion ary to In dia, and died Bishop of Cal- 
cutta. He was one of the most ac com plished schol ars whom the Uni ver sity
of Ox ford ever pro duced. He was born at Mal pas, in Cheshire, Eng land, in
the year 1783. At the age of sev en teen he was en tered at Brasenose Col lege,
Ox ford, where he be came a dis tin guished stu dent, car ry ing away many of
the high est prizes for po ems and es says. His prize poem on Pales tine is gen- 
er ally con sid ered the best ever writ ten at Ox ford. His fame rests mainly
upon his hymns which, as lit er ary com po si tions, rank among the best in the
Eng lish lan guage. From his very ear li est years he was re mark able for his
piety and great kind ness and af fec tion. So great and ac cu rate was his
knowl edge of the Bible that “when only five years old, when his fa ther and
some friends were dis cussing as to the book of the Bible where some par tic- 
u lar pas sage could be found, they turned to lit tle Regi nald for in for ma tion,
and he soon laid fin ger on chap ter and verse.” As an in stance of the pi ous
turn of his mind, it is re lated that when very young, hear ing the co nun drum,
“Where was Moses when the light went out,” he solemnly said, “On Mount
Nebo; for there he died, and it may be said that his lamp of life went out
there.” He was also so benev o lent that he would give all that he had to the
poor, so that his par ents had to sew the bank-notes, which they gave him for
his half-years school money, in the lin ing of his pock ets, that he might not
give all his money away in char ity on the road to school. In 1807 he was ad- 
mit ted to or ders, and af ter six teen years of faith ful la bor in the min istry in
Eng land, he went to In dia as a mis sion ary in 1823, where he la bored for a
pe riod of three years, with such de vo tion to his work among the hea then
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that, from over ex er tion in an un fa vor able cli mate, he died in an apoplec tic
fit while in his bath, April 13, 1826.
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Heber was the au thor of many hymns, all alike dis tin guished by fin ish
and style, pathos, and soar ing as pi ra tion. To his po etic ge nius we are in- 
debted for “Lo, He comes, with clouds de scend ing,” “By cool Siloam’s
shady rill,” “Je sus Christ is risen to day,” “Holy, holy. holy, Lord God
Almighty.” “Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not de plore Thee.” and
oth ers: among which we pause to men tion briefly that ever de light ful
Christ mas hymn, “Bright est and best of the sons of the morn ing.” In some
hymn books this hymn be gins “Hail the blest morn when the great Me di a- 
tor,” but in the greater num ber of the books it stands as above —

"Bright est and best of the sons of the morn ing, 
 Dawn on our dark ness and lend us Thine aid; 
 Star of the East, the hori zon adorn ing, 
 Guide where our in fant Re deemer is laid.

 Cold on His cra dle the dew drops are shin ing. 
 Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall, 
 An gels adore Him, in slum bers re clin ing. 
 Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all.

 Say, shall we yield Him, in costly de vo tion. 
 Odors of Edom and of fer ings di vine. 
 Gems of the moun tain, and pearls of the Ocean, 
 Myrrh from the for est or gold from the mine?

 Vainly we of fer each am ple obla tion, 
 Vainly with gifts would His fa vor se cure; 
 Richer by far is the heart’s ado ra tion, 
 Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor."

When or why the first stanza of this hymn was changed, the writer has been
un able to dis cover: but whether sung in the old way or the new, it is in ev- 
ery re gard one of our choic est Christ mas hymns.

And now we come to the story of the com po si tion of “From Green land’s
icy moun tains.” For many years be fore he him self went to In dia, Heber was
an en thu si ast on the sub ject of mis sions. In 1819, four years be fore he went
out amongst the hea then to preach the gospel, a let ter was sent forth by the
king, au tho riz ing an of fer ing to be taken in ev ery church and chapel in Eng- 
land, con nected with the Church of Eng land, for mis sions. On the evening
of Whit Sun day, which was the day ap pointed for this pur pose, Heber had
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en gaged to de hver the first of a se ries of evening lec tures in the church at
Wrex ham, which was in charge of his fa ther-in-law, the Rev. Dr. Ship ley.
On the Sat ur day pre vi ous, as they were seated around the ta ble at the par- 
son age. Dr. Ship ley re quested his son-in-law to write some thing for them to
sing in the morn ing, suit able to the mis sion ary ser vice. Heber at once re- 
tired from the lit tle cir cle, and with drew to a cor ner of the room. Af ter a
while Dr. Ship ley asked, “What have you writ ten?” Heber then read the first
three stan zas of that mag nif i cent hymn which he had so quickly writ ten:

"From Green land’s icy moun tains. 
 From In dia’s coral strand. 
 Where Afric’s sunny foun tains 
 Roll down their golden sand;

From many an an cient river, 
 From many a palmy plain, 
 They call us to de liver 
 Their land from er ror’s chain.

What though the spicy breezes 
 Blow soft o’er Cey lon’s isle, 
 Though ev ery prospect pleases, 
 And only man is vile;

In vain with lav ish kind ness 
 The gifts of God are strewn; 
 The hea then in his blind ness 
 Bows down to wood and stone.

Can we, whose souls are lighted 
 With wis dom from on high — 
 Can we to men be nighted 
 The lamp of life deny?

Sal va tion! O Sal va tion! 
 The joy ful sound pro claim. 
 Till each re motest na tion 
 Has learned Mes siah’s name!"

There, there!" joy fully and tri umphantly ex claimed Dr. Ship ley. “That will
do— that will do!”
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“No, no.” said Heber, “the sense is not yet com plete.”
Tak ing the man u script again in his hand and re tir ing a sec ond time to his

nook in the cor ner, in a few mo ments he wrote that mag nif i cent fourth
stanza,

"Waft, waft, ye winds. His story. 
 And you, ye wa ters, roll. 
 Till like a sea of glory 
 It spreads from pole to pole;

 Till o’er our ran somed na ture 
 The Lamb for sin ners slain. 
 Re deemer, King, Cre ator, 
 In bliss re turns to reign."

The next morn ing, in the church at Wrex ham, this great mis sion ary hymn
was sung for the first time and it was not long be fore it was adopted all over
the world, and it will never cease to be sung so long as there is a sin gle hea- 
then to be con verted. Like many of our finest hymns, it was born on the in- 
stant, com ing by a sud den flash-like in spi ra tion; and the orig i nal copy still
shows that it was so ac cu rately writ ten that the poet af ter ward changed but a
sin gle word. Let it be re mem bered, when we sing this hymn, that the au thor
of it died a mis sion ary among the hea then in In dia.
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9. “Just As I Am, With out One
Plea.”

A FAITH FUL PAS TOR of a small flock once met one of the young ladies of
his con gre ga tion on the street, as she was on the way to her dress maker to
have a dress made for a ball. Stop ping her, he frankly asked her mis sion and
she frankly told him. “I wish.” said he, “you were a Chris tian woman; that
you would for sake all these fri vol i ties, and learn to live nearer to God.
Won’t you stay away from this ball, if for noth ing else, be cause I ask it?”
She repHed, “I wish you would mind your own busi ness, sir. Good day.”
The young lady went to the ball and danced all night. She went home, and
when her head was at rest upon her pil low, con science be gan to do its work.
She thought how she had in sulted her pas tor, the best friend she had, per- 
haps, in all the world. The tor ment of con science was kept up for three days
un til she could en dure it no longer. Go ing to her pas tor’s study, she told him
how sorry she was that she had said words that had caused his heart to ache.
“I have been the most mis er able girl in the world for the past three days,”
she said, “and now I want to be come a Chris tian. I want to be saved. Oh!
what must I do to be saved.?” The old pas tor, with his heart full of com pas- 
sion and sym pa thy and love for the con trite spirit be fore him, pointed her to
the Lamb of God, and told her how she must give her self to God just as she
was. “What! just as I am, and I one of the most sin ful crea tures in the
world? You surely do not mean to say that God will ac cept me just as I
am?” “I mean just that.” was the pas tor’s re ply; “God wants you to come to
Him just as you are.” The young lady went home, and re tir ing to her room,
knelt be side her bed and prayed God to take her just as she was. Reach ing
to a chair that stood by the bed, she took a piece of pa per and a pen cil that
were there, and un der these holy in flu ences wrote the verses of that hymn
so dear to the heart of ev ery Chris tian:
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"Just as I am, with out one plea. 
 But that Thy blood was shed for me. 
 And that Thou bid’st me come to Thee, 
  O Lamb of God, I come!

Just as I am, and wait ing not 
 To rid my soul of one dark blot, 
 To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
  O Lamb of God, I come!

Just as I am, though tossed about 
 With many a con flict, many a doubt, 
 With fears within and foes with out, 
  O Lamb of God, I come!

Just as I am! Thy love un known 
 Has bro ken ev ery bar rier down; 
 Now, to be Thine, yea, Thine alone, 
  O Lamb of God, I come!

The lady was Miss Char lotte El liot. The poem was writ ten in 1834.

The Hymn, “Stand up, Stand up for Je sus.”

It is to be re gret ted that we know so lit tle of the cir cum stances un der which
many of our hymns were writ ten. In many in stances, un for tu nately, all that
can be as cer tained is the au thor’s name and the date of the com po si tion. It
would cer tainly add much to our in ter est in and our in tel li gent use of very
many of the hymns if there had been pre served for us some par tic u lar ac- 
count of the con di tions and cir cum stances un der which they were first given
to the Church.

We are thank ful that it has hap pened dif fer ently with the hymn we are
presently con sid er ing — “Stand up, stand up for Je sus.” It was writ ten in
the year 1858, by the Rev. George Duffield, Jr., a Pres by te rian min is ter in
Phil a del phia; and we are for tu nate in hav ing pre served to us a well au then ti- 
cated ac count of the ori gin of this de servedly pop u lar hymn, writ ten for
“The Sun day School Times,” some years ago, by the Rev. Samuel Duffield,
the son of the com poser. The ar ti cle says:
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"The hymn, ‘Stand up, stand up for Je sus,’ has had such a his tory, and
has been so hon ored of the Lord in the work of the Church, that these facts
ab solve me from any feel ing of del i cacy in of fer ing, for the first time, its
com plete his tory. Its au thor, my dear and hon ored fa ther, could scarcely do
more than give the mere un adorned facts. I think it is pos si ble for me, in
these col umns, to cor rect cer tain er rors, and to add cer tain el e ments of in ter- 
est to the ac count. And when I re mem ber that the same hand now pens
these lines which once copied that hymn for the printer, I feel glad that it is
per mit ted to me to tell the story of the hymn.

"In the great re vival of 1857-58, Jayne’s Hall, on Chest nut street, Phil a- 
del phia, was the largest room which could be pro cured for the noon prayer-
meet ing. In this some three thou sand per sons were used to as sem ble, and
there, one day, I saw a dis tant, slight fig ure, rise, and heard for a few mo- 
ments a sil very and res o nant voice. It struck upon my ear with a pe cu liar
power, and I have never for got ten the per son nor the tone.

That was the first and the only time that I saw or heard Dud ley Atkins
Tyng, rec tor of the Church of the Epiphany, Phil a del phia. It was only a few
weeks, in deed as I re call it, it was only but a few days af ter this, that we had
the news of his ac ci dent. It was in 1858. He had left his study, wear ing his
study-gown, of silk and very strong, and had gone to the farm, where a
mule was at work in a ‘horse-power’ which drove a corn-sheller. Ev ery
Penn syl va nian of those days knows the great cogged wheels at the side of
such a ma chine, and the dan ger of be ing caught in them. But Dud ley Tyng,
with a nat u ral and self-for get ful kind ness, reached over to pat the mule, and
the cogs dragged his sleeve, and then his arm, into them. It was all over in a
flash… The in jury (as I have al ways un der stood) was met by am pu ta tion;
then by an other, then by a third at the shoul der, but all to no ef fect. The
sinews and mus cles had been too deeply in volved, and the man died. He
was a mem ber of the Young Men’s Chris tian As so ci a tion, of which
Mr. George H. Stu art was then pres i dent. So also was I a mem ber, with
other boys and lads of my age. To us he sent the stir ring mes sage: ‘Tell
them to stand up for Je sus.’

“I need not say how wide was the lamen ta tion, nor how his ser mon on
Ex o dus 10:11 —”Go now, ye that are men, and serve the Lord," preached to
a great au di ence on the Sun day be fore his death, was re called by many. On
the Sun day suc ceed ing his death, my fa ther, the Rev. George Duffield, Jr.,
who was the pas tor of the Cen tral Pres by te rian Church, North ern Lib er ties,
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at Fourth and Coates streets, and who had been a close and warm friend of
Mr. Tyng, preached a ser mon from the text, Eph esians 6:14 — " Stand,
there fore, hav ing your loins girt about with truth, and hav ing on the breast- 
plate of right eous ness." At its con clu sion he read the hymn, which he had
writ ten by way of per ora tion. Mr. Bene dict D. Stew art, at that time su per in- 
ten dent of the Sun day School, re quested a copy for pub li ca tion. This I
made, by my fa ther’s di rec tion, in a rude, boy ish, scrawl, and car ried it to
the print ing-oflSce of a Mr. Thomp son, who was a mem ber of the Coates
street church, and whose place of busi ness was, I think, in the his toric
build ing on the cor ner of Sixth and Mar ket streets. There were a num ber of
the leaflets printed. I re mem ber just how they looked and I would give a
good deal to get one now as my own. “The hymn had six stan zas. It was
first copied into the col umns of a Bap tist pa per. Shortly af ter ward it found
its way into the hym nal of the Pres by te rian Church and grad u ally into the
hym nals of all the churches. It has been trans lated into sev eral other lan- 
guages, in clud ing the Latin. The lat est ren der ing now lies be fore me, writ- 
ten with a brush, Chi nese char ac ters. It is a ver sion of three stan zas by the
Rev. W. J. Mc Kee, of Ning-po.”My fa ther went to the barn-floor shortly af- 
ter the ac ci dent, saw the place and heard the story from an eye-wit ness. It
was on his re turn that he com posed the hymn."
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10. O Lit tle Town of Beth le hem

IT IS NOT OF TEN that a good and last ing hymn is writ ten with in ten tion and
de sign. Very gen er ally the best hymns have come, as it were, sud denly and
un ac count ably, as if by a di vine in spi ra tion, and very of ten their au thors
nei ther an tic i pated nor could ac count for their sub se quent pop u lar ity. To
this gen eral rule, how ever, there have been some no table and con spic u ous
ex cep tions. The grand old mis sion ary hymn, “From Green land’s icy moun- 
tains,” for in stance, was, as we have seen, writ ten by re quest. And the same
is true also of that stir ring Pro ces sional hymn, “On ward, Chris tian Sol- 
diers.” This, strange as it may seem, was writ ten to or der. Its au thor, the
Rev. S. Bar ing Gould, an Eng lish cler gy man, him self tells us that “It was
writ ten in very sim ple fash ion, and with out a thought of pub li ca tion. Whit-
Mon day be ing a great day in York shire for school fes tiv i ties, it was ar- 
ranged, on the an niver sary of 1865, that our school should unite with that of
a neigh bor ing vil lage, and wish ing them to sing as they marched along, I
vainly tried to find some thing suit able for the pur pose. At length I re solved
to write some thing my self, the re sult be ing ‘On ward, Chris tian Sol diers’. It
was hur riedly com posed and had some faulty rhymes, and cer tainly noth ing
has so much sur prised me as its pop u lar ity.”

There is a hymn, or Chris tian song, en ti tled “Shin ing Shore,” which,
though fall ing some what short of any high hym no log i cal stan dard, has yet
been greatly blessed in the ex pe ri ence of God’s peo ple for many years past
—

“My days are glid ing swiftly by, 
 And I, a pil grim stranger, 
 Would not de tain them as they fly, 
 Those hours of toil and dan ger. 
 For, Oh, we stand on Jor dan’s strand. 
 Our friends are pass ing over. 
 And just be fore the shin ing shore 
 We may al most dis cover.”



57

Per haps the mu sic to which these words were set and have al ways since
been sung have had quite as much to do with the pop u lar ity of the song as
the words them selves.

As for the words — they were writ ten by David Nel son, born in Ten nes- 
see, 1793; a physi cian, an army sur geon in the war of 1812; pro fessed re li- 
gion, be came an in fi del; re pented of his in fi delity and be came a Chris tian
again; be came a min is ter; preached in Ten nes see and Ken tucky; founded
Mar ion Col lege in Mis souri, 1830, of which he was the pres i dent. He
strongly fa vored eman ci pa tion, and that brought him into so much trou ble
that he re moved to Illi nois, where he died 1844.

He had a charm ing voice, it is said, and used it with great ef fect, thus an- 
tic i pat ing the singing evan ge list of a later day. He was so much in ter ested in
the col o niza tion of the ne gro that he fre quently got into trou ble. On one oc- 
ca sion, at the close of the meet ing, he asked all who wished to re main so to
do and dis cuss the ne gro prob lem of his day with him. Quite a num ber tar- 
ried and dis or der fol lowed, as a mat ter of course. How could it be oth er wise
in those days of hot blood. Nel son was driven from his home, he had to flee
for his life. Af ter long wan der ing, he reached the Mis sis sippi river and con- 
cealed him self in the shrub bery on its banks, at a point where pas sen gers
were con veyed to the op po site shore. As he lay there with hun gry eyes
watch ing them so eas ily pass ing over to the land ing which he could “al most
dis cover,” he took out an en ve lope from his pocket and there wrote this
song of the Chris tian’s long ing for a safe and blessed pas sage to the “Shin- 
ing Shore.”

But the words with out the mu sic would prob a bly have been lost or over- 
looked. How ever, a di rect ing prov i dence took care that they should be wed- 
ded to suit able strains of stir ring and in spir ing song. They were like a seed
thrown broad cast and at haz ard, which, find ing a fa vor able soil, springs up
and grows into a no ble tree.

It is queer how such things come about. Mass a chu setts is a good way
from Mis souri, but one day, George F. Root, a mu si cal com poser, was at the
home of his par ents at Wil low Farm in that New Eng land state, for there the
scat tered chil dren gath ered ev ery sum mer from far and wide.

“I was at some work at some songs, one morn ing,” the com poser af ter- 
ward said, “when my mother, pass ing through the room where I was at
work, laid a slip from a re li gious pa per be fore me, say ing, ‘George, I think
that would be good for mu sic/ As I looked at the poem be gin ning, ’My days
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are glid ing swiftly by,’ a sim ple melody sang it self into my mind. I jot ted it
down and went on with my work. Later when I took it up to har mo nize it,
the tune seemed so com mon place that I hes i tated, but fi nally de cid ing that it
might be use ful to some body, I com pleted it. When in af ter years it was
sung in all the churches and Sun day Schools in the land, and in ev ery
tongue where mis sions were es tab lished, thus demon strat ing that it had the
mys te ri ous thing called vi tal ity, I tried to see why it should be so, but in
vain.”
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Of course; for man seeth not as God seeth.
Speak ing, now, of the sin gu lar prov i dence of God, who thus caused an

in spi ra tion of a sa cred song to be given in one part of the world and its
melody in an other part far away, we re call what we have read about that fa- 
vorite Christ mas hymn —

“O lit tle town of Beth le hem! 
 How still we see thee lie: 
 Above thy deep and dream less sleep 
 The silent stars go by; 
 Yet in thy dark streets shineth 
 The ev er last ing Light; 
 The hopes and fears of all the years 
 Are met in thee tonight.”

As is well known, it was writ ten by Phillips Brooks, at that time the Rec tor
of Holy Trin ity Church, Phil a del phia. Dr. Brooks re ceived his in spi ra tion
for this Christ mas carol one evening in Christ mas week in 1865. He was
trav el ing in the Holy Land and on this evening was rid ing on the his toric
plain of Beth le hem from which the shep herds be held the star. The in spi ra- 
tion was there given, al though the words were not writ ten un til a year later.
The cir cum stances in which they were set to mu sic are re lated by Mr. L. H.
Red ner, who at the time was the or gan ist of Holy Trin ity, the su per in ten dent
of the Sun day School, and a teacher of one of the classes.

“As Christ mas of 1868 ap proached,” Mr. Red ner said, "Mr. Brooks told
me that he had writ ten a sim ple lit tle carol for the Christ mas Sun day School
ser vice, and he asked me to write the tune to it. The sim ple mu sic was writ- 
ten in great haste and un der great pres sure. We were to prac tice it on the fol- 
low ing Sun day. Mr. Brooks came to me on Fri day and said, ‘Red ner, have
you ground out that mu sic yet to ’O lit tle town of Beth le hem?’ I replied that
I had not, but that he should have it by Sun day. On the Sat ur day night pre vi- 
ous my brain was all con fused about the tune. I thought more about the
Sun day School les son than I did about the mu sic. But I was roused from
sleep late in the night hear ing an an gel strain whis per ing in my ear and seiz- 
ing a piece of mu sic-pa per, I jot ted down the tre ble of the tune as we now
have it, and on Sun day morn ing, be fore go ing to church, I filled in the har- 
mony. Nei ther Mr. Brooks nor I thought the carol or the mu sic to it would
live be yond the Christ mas of 1868.
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“My rec ol lec tion is that Richard Mc Cauley, who then had a book store
on Chest nut street, west of Thir teenth, printed it on leaflets for sale. The
Rev. Dr. Hunt ing ton, the Rec tor of All Saints Church, Worces ter, Mass.,
asked per mis sion to print it in his Sun day School hymn and tune book, en ti- 
tled”The Church Porch," and it was he who chris tened the mu sic, “Saint
Louis.”
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11. Home Sweet Home

WHAT STRANGE CON TRA DIC TIONS, what ver i ta ble ironies there are in this
mys te ri ous Life of ours. Here is the hymn or song — call it what you please
— “Home, Sweet Home.” The au thor was John Howard Payne, an Amer i- 
can drama tist and ac tor, born in New York, 1792, died at Tu nis, Africa,
1852. He had no home of his own and died in a for eign land, be ing U. S.
Con sul to Tu nis. There his body was buried and for many long years lay in
a grave un marked by a tomb stone. “How of ten,” said he, "have I been in the
heart of Paris, Berlin or Lon don or some other city, and heard per sons play- 
ing or singing ‘Home, Sweet Home,’ with out a shilling to buy the next meal
or a place to lay my head.

The world has sung my song till ev ery heart is fa mil iar with its melody,
yet I have been a poor wan derer from my boy hood. My coun try has turned
me from of fice, and in old age I have to sub mit to hu mil i a tion for my daily
bread." And yet, be fore he died he had one high and mem o rable trib ute paid
to him, as the fol low ing will show:

The First Singing of “Home, Sweet Home.”

Per haps the most thrilling quar ter of an hour of John Howard Payne’s life
was that when Jenny Lind sang “Home, Sweet Home” to him. The oc ca sion
was the Jenny Lind con cert in Wash ing ton, the night of De cem ber 17, 1850.
The as sem bly was, per haps, the most dis tin guished ever seen in this coun- 
try. The im mense Na tional Hall, hastily con structed for the oc ca sion on the
ru ins of the burned Na tional The ater, was filled to over flow ing. Among the
no ta bles present and oc cu py ing front seats were Pres i dent Fill more, Daniel
Web ster, Henry Clay, Gen eral Scott and John Howard Payne.

Jenny Lind opened with the “Casta Diva,” and fol lowed with the “Flute
Song” (in which her voice con tested ri valry for pu rity and sweet ness with a
flute in the duet), then the fa mous “Bird Song” and next on her pro gram the
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“Greet ing to Amer ica.” All the se lec tions were ap plauded ap par ently to the
full ca pac ity of an en thu si as tic au di ence and Mr. Web ster, who was in his
most ge nial af ter-din ner mood, em pha sized the plau dit by ris ing from his
seat and mak ing Jenny a pro found bow, as if re spond ing for the coun try to
her “Greet ing.” But when the “Swedish Nightin gale” an swered the en core
by turn ing in the di rec tion of John Howard Payne and giv ing “Home, Sweet
Home.” with all the won der ful ten der ness, pu rity and sim plic ity fit ting both
the words and the air of the im mor tal song, the dif fer ence was at once seen
be tween the me chan i cal ap plause called out by a dis play of fine vo cal iza- 
tion and that elicited by the “touch of na ture that makes the whole world
kin.” Be fore the first line of the song was com pleted, the au di ence was
fairly off its feet and could scarcely wait for a pause to give ex pres sion to
its en thu si asm. Peo ple or di nar ily of the un demon stra tive sort clapped,
stamped and shouted as if they were mad, and it seemed as if there would
be no end to the up roar. Mean time all eyes were turned upon Payne, a
small-sized, el e gantly-molded, gray-haired gen tle man, who blushed vi o- 
lently at find ing him self the cen ter of so many glances.

Some thing About “The Star Span gled Ban‐ 
ner.”

IN QUIRIES HAV ING BEEN MADE in the col umns of the Phil a del phia “Evening
Bul letin.” from which the fol low ing is quoted, Kather ine Du rang Fisher
says:

“I would like to tell the story as my dear fa ther, the late Charles Du rang,
told my sis ters and my self. He and his brother, Fer di nand Du rang, both
well-known ac tors in their day, at the time of the at tack of Fort McHenry
were serv ing a ten day en gage ment there. That was on Sep tem ber 14, 1814,
and both were then about twenty years old. When the poet, Fran cis Scott
Key, came in, he held a piece of pa per in his hand and call ing to my fa ther
and un cle to lis ten, he read the orig i nal poem of ‘The Star Span gled Ban- 
ner’ to them. My fa ther and un cle were so much in ter ested that they took
the verses and hummed sev eral airs to them, in their en deavor to adapt the
words to mu sic. Then my un cle, Fer di nand, sud denly ex claimed, ‘I have it!’
and hummed the words to the mu sic of ‘Anacreon in Heaven,’ a well-
known hymn that was then widely sung. Then the broth ers Du rang mounted
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a chair in Fort McHenry and sang the song un til the whole gar ri son .joined
in. Later they sang the an them again in the old Hol l i day Street The ater and
the whole au di ence, in which was Fran cis Scott Key, also sang with the ac- 
tors.”
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12. “Clos ing Hymns”

THE HYMNS WHICH WE SING in the evening, par tic u larly those with which
the evening ser vice of the Lord’s day is con cluded, seem al ways to pos sess
a pe cu liar charm and power. And this seems to be the case be cause, to ev ery
thought ful mind and rev er ent heart, the close of the day is, per haps, more
than any other time, the nat u ral hour for calm thought and rev er ent de vo- 
tion. Evening is the sea son of rest, of re flec tion, of quiet med i ta tion. Then
the day’s work is done; its har row ing cares are over. Dark ness comes over
the face of the earth, the stars come out in the sky and both mind and heart,
as by an ir re sistible im pulse, run up to ward God, the cre ator of all, while
feel ings of grat i tude for past mer cies pos sess the soul, and thoughts come
into the mind of the ap proach of that night which, sooner or later, must en- 
ve lope us all in its im pen e tra ble gloom and that great and end less day of
God which shall know no set ting sun.

The evening of the Lord’s day is, in a dou ble sense, a time well suited
for de vo tional pur poses and the hymns which we then sing should be, as we
be lieve they for the most part are, sung heartily. The evening hymns we are
ac cus tomed to sing in church — how sweet they are! How they seem to
give ex pres sion to our oth er wise pent-up and voice less feel ings of ado ra tion
and praise to our Heav enly Fa ther! Then, if at any time dur ing the Lord’s
day, we should join heartily, earnestly and prayer fully in the sa cred songs of
Zion.

Have you never no ticed what a power the last hymn of a wor ship ing
con gre ga tion has over both mind and heart? If it be an ap pro pri ate evening
hymn, and is sung to some well-known melody — how it lingers about one
for days af ter ward! You find your self hum ming it, per haps au di bly, per haps
only in wardly, “mak ing melody in your heart unto the Lord,” while you are
walk ing home from church. If you live in the coun try and have sev eral
miles to drive home in your car riage, as you roll along un der the light of the
full moon or through the gloomy for est, you find your self or your wife or
chil dren break ing out in vol un tar ily in the strains still float ing in your mind
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and mem ory, as if wafted from God’s as sem bled peo ple. You will find that
same part ing song of Zion fol low ing you dur ing the week with its sa cred
melody, as a breath from heaven. The wife at her work in the house hums it,
the hus band whis tles it as he shoves his plane or fol lows his plow, while,
when silent, the sa cred echo of the song is heard far back in the mind or
deep down in the heart.

Who ever writes a good evening hymn con fers a great bless ing on God’s
peo ple through out the world. Dif fi cult as is the com po si tion of a true hymn
of any kind, the prepa ra tion of a good clos ing, evening hymn seems to be
par tic u larly a mat ter of rare ac com plish ment. We have, as you may have
per chance al ready ob served, very few good hymns suit able to the close of
the Lord’s day, as will be found on con sult ing any hymn book. We pro pose
to call at ten tion to a few of the best.

We have al ready no ticed the clas sic com po si tion — “Abide with me: fast
falls the even tide” — which is in deed an even song of most sur pass ing
beauty. Then, there is the good old hymn, “I love to steal a while away.”
which has been in use among Chris tian peo ple of all de nom i na tions for
nearly a cen tury. Of this hymn it is re lated that it was writ ten in an swer to
the fault-find ing of a med dle some gos sip. It was writ ten by Mrs. Phoebe H.
Brown, who lived near the vil lage of Elling ton in Con necti cut, and it was
first pub lished in the year 1824. Mrs. Brown was, at the time of the com po- 
si tion of this hymn, a care-worn mother of a large fam ily of chil dren. It was
her cus tom ev ery evening, when the weather per mit ted, to set her house in
or der about the hour of sun set, and, leav ing the chil dren alone at home, to
go out by a well worn path to a quiet and se cluded spot by a neigh bor ing
moun tain stream and there hold sweet com mu nion with God be neath the
over ar ch ing trees. There she was wont to pour forth her soul in sup p Kca tion
for her chil dren, her self and her friends; to tell over her sor rows and tri als,
and seek grace and strength suf fi cient unto her need. One sum mer evening
on her re turn home from her leafy closet, she learned that a neigh bor
woman, a great gos sip, had been for some time watch ing her and had been
sharply crit i ciz ing her ap par ent ne glect of her fam ily. Deeply pained at this,
she sat down and wrote an apol ogy for her con duct, in the form of a poem
which was soon adopted as a hymn:
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"I love to steal a while away 
 From ev ery cumb’ring care. 
 And spend the hours of set ting day 
 In hum ble, grate ful prayer.

 I love in soli tude to shed 
 The pen i ten tial tear, 
 And all His prom ises to plead. 
 Where none but God can hear.

 I love to think on mer cies past, 
 And fu ture good im plore. 
 And all my cares and sor rows cast 
 On Him whom I adore.

 Thus, when life’s toil some day is o’er. 
 May its de part ing ray 
 Be calm as this im pres sive hour. 
 And lead to end less day. "

This she en ti tled “An apol ogy for my twi light ram bles.” and ad dressed it to
her lady critic, who, let us hope, was prof ited as well as re proved. One of
the lit tle ones for whom this Chris tian mother prayed in her leafy seclu sion
by the brook-side was the Rev. Samuel R. Brown, D. D., who was for many
years an ef fi cient mis sion ary in Japan. It may also be in ter est ing to know
that the au thor of this hymn had been in early youth a ser vant girl; her life,
from nine to eigh teen be ing spent in poverty and slav ish drudgery. She
never went to school, sel dom got to church and learned to write af ter she
was mar ried. She was one of the many per sons whose lives have so forcibly
il lus trated the truth that it of ten pleases God to use the hum blest in stru ments
to ac com plish His pur poses, and that “Out of the mouth of babes and suck- 
lings He has per fected praise.”

In very strik ing con trast with the lowly ori gin of the above hymn, we
may men tion that mas ter piece of even song, “Sun of my soul. Thou Saviour
dear.” Scarcely ever can one join with God’s peo ple in the use of this hymn
with out feel ing him self brought into close fel low ship with the most gen tle
and lov ing spirit of its renowned au thor, as well as be ing lifted up into an
at mos phere of sweet est com mu nion with our blessed Lord and Saviour.
There is some thing so exquisitely ten der in this sa cred song — it brings
Christ so near — that we feel quite cer tain, even be fore we know any thing
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of its au thor, that it must have been writ ten by a man not only of the finest
schol ar ship, but also of the deep est piety. In this our nat u ral ex pec ta tion we
are not dis ap pointed. The au thor of this hymn, the Rev. John Ke ble, was in- 
deed a man of the high est schol arly at tain ments, en no bled and pu ri fied by
the power of Chris tian faith to a rare de gree. If ever “sweet ness and light”
were har mo niously blended in the char ac ter and life of any man in this poor
world of ours, John Ke ble was that man. In the ab sence of all in for ma tion
as to the im me di ate cir cum stances which gave rise to the hymn we have in
hand, it will be at least in ter est ing to our read ers to know some thing of its
au thor.

John Ke ble was born on St. Mark’s day, April 25, 1792, at Fair ford,
Glouces ter shire, Eng land. His fa ther was rec tor of the church in this vil lage
dur ing a pe riod of fifty years. Him self a good scholar, the el der Ke ble did
not send his son away to school while very young, but con ducted his early
ed u ca tion him self, and he did his work so well that his son John was elected
a scholar in Cor pus Christi Col lege, Ox ford, at the un usu ally early age of
fif teen. He ob tained a fel low ship in Oriel Col lege in his nine teenth year,
and the year pre vi ous to this he re ceived dou ble first class hon ors, a dis tinc- 
tion which had been ob tained only once be fore in the his tory of the uni ver- 
sity, and then by Sir Robert Peel. He also gained the uni ver sity prizes, and
“achieved the high est hon ors of the uni ver sity at an age when oth ers were
fre quently but on the thresh old.” Dur ing his days at Oriel Col lege he had
for his fel low stu dents some whose names be came sub se quently widely
known through out all Chris ten dom; for the col lege, at the time when Ke ble
en tered it, was the cen ter of all the finest abil ity in Ox ford. Sir John Tay lor
Co leridge had been his fel low-scholar at Cor pus Christi and at Oriel he was
sur rounded with such men as Cople ston, Davi son, Whate ley, Arnold (of
Rugby fame), Pusey and New man. Not only in point of schol ar ship was he
dis tin guished amongst men such as these — “he was more re mark able for
the rare beauty of his char ac ter than even for his aca demic dis tinc tions.”
Great pu rity of spirit, sweet ness of dis po si tion, sim plic ity, hu mil ity, char ac- 
ter ized him through out his col lege days and ever af ter ward. When he en- 
tered on the pas toral work he was renowned for his great kind ness to the
poor and for the un wea ried in ter est he took in the sick and un for tu nate. Late
at night he would be seen, lantern in hand, on his way to or from the home
of some poor, sick or sor row ing cot tager. There was in him not only great
cul ture of the mind, great il lu mi na tion of the in tel lect, — but also great cul- 
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ture of the moral na ture; not only “light,” but also “sweet ness,” with out
which all in tel lec tual light is, af ter all, only dark ness in deed. One feels this
to a re mark able de gree in all of his writ ings. What ever may be said of his
the o log i cal opin ions, there can be no doubt as to the great piety of the man.
His “Chris tian Year,” a vol ume of sa cred song which will be found in nearly
ev ery cul tured home, has had prob a bly a wider cir cu la tion than any other
book of the last cen tury. Be tween 1827 and 1872 one hun dred and fifty edi- 
tions were printed. In all the sa cred songs in this vol ume, one feels the ex- 
cel lence to be this same ex quis ite gen tle ness of touch, this same deep, ten- 
der, saintly sweet ness which so at tracted to him all with whom he came in
con tact while he was yet alive. “The real power of ‘The Chris tian Year’ lies
in this — that it brings home to the reader as few po etic works have ever
done, a heart of rare and saintly beauty. We may well be lieve that ages must
elapse ere an other such char ac ter shall again con cur with a po etic gift and
power of ex pres sion which, if not of the high est, are yet of a very high or- 
der.” All this the reader feels as he reads this beau ti ful hymn. He feels that
he is here very close to the heart of a man whose walk was close with God.
Un bounded trust ful ness in Christ — “the per fect love which casteth out
fear” — are felt to thrill the soul as the con gre ga tion sings, ere it goes down
from the house of God at the even tide, while the dark ness of night is gath er- 
ing around,

"Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear. It is not night if Thou be near; O
may no earth-born cloud arise To hide Thee from Thy ser vant’s eyes.

When the soft dews of kindly sleep My wea ried eye lids gen tly steep, Be
my last thoughts how sweet to rest For ever on my Saviour’s breast.

Abide with me from morn to eve. For with out Thee I can not live; Abide
with me when night is nigh, For with out Thee I dare not die. "
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13. “Praise God From Whom All
Bless ings Flow.”

WE COME NOW, fi nally, to the chief of all clos ing hymns, — the good old
“Long Me ter” dox ol ogy, “Praise God from whom all bless ings flow.” For
more than two hun dred years this sin gle stanza has prob a bly been sung of- 
tener and by more peo ple than any other com po si tion with which we are ac- 
quainted. It is the chief of all the dox olo gies, and it is not likely that it will
soon be out worn, or su per seded by any other. It never grows old. It never
wea ries. It is peren ni ally fresh and sweet. It is very in ti mately as so ci ated
with the most sa cred scenes and hal lowed mem o ries of the past. And it bids
fair to be the fa vorite clos ing hymn for all of God’s peo ple to the end of
time. Did you ever stop to con sider who wrote this dear old dox ol ogy, or to
in quire how long it has been in use?

It was writ ten by Thomas Ken, a Bishop of the Eng lish Church, about
the year 1697, that is more than two hun dred years ago. Now, if you ask
who Thomas Ken was, then let me ask you, do you not re mem ber hav ing
read in Macaulay’s His tory of Eng land about seven Eng lish Bish ops who
were once im pris oned in the Tower of Lon don and af ter ward brought to
trial for trea son, be cause they had re fused to read in their sev eral churches
the fa mous Dec la ra tion of In dul gence to Ro man Catholics, which King
James II had pub lished? These seven men were — the Arch bishop of Can- 
ter bury, Lloyd, Turner, Lake, Ken, White and Trelawney. They re fused to
read the King’s dec la ra tion, not only be cause they were op posed to Ro man
Catholi cism, but es pe cially be cause they felt that the King, by his ar bi trary
ac tion, was com pro mis ing the spir i tual free dom of the Church. Af ter a long
con sul ta tion they drew up a pa per in which, with ev ery as sur ance of loy alty,
they ven tured po litely to state their rea sons for de clin ing to read the Dec la- 
ra tion. This pa per they pre sented to the king on their knees. On read ing it
King James flew into a ter ri ble rage, called them rebels, and even tu ally or- 
dered them to the Tower, there to await their trial for trea son. The whole
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city of Lon don was aroused in be half of the Bish ops, who were re garded as
mar tyrs for the com mon cause. Fol lowed by an im mense crowd of peo ple
who cheered loudly and re peat edly cried, “God bless you!” they were with
dif fi culty con ducted to the Tower, where, be fore the gates closed upon
them, the very guards bared their heads and craved their bene dic tion and
bless ing. You may re mem ber also how, sub se quently, they were brought to
trial and ac quit ted and how wild all the coun try was over the good news.
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Now, one of these was Thomas Ken, at that time the Bishop of Bath and
Wells, and we have men tioned the above cir cum stance partly in or der to lo- 
cate the au thor of our good dox ol ogy his tor i cally and partly to show what
kind of man he was. That he was a man hav ing in him the stuff of which
mar tyrs are made is ev i dent not only from the above nar rated facts, but also
from what is else where re lated as be long ing to his early his tory. In 1679 he
had been ap pointed chap lain to the Princess Mary, the wife of William of
Or ange, and for a short time lived in Hol land. In 1680 he re turned to Eng- 
land and was made chap lain to the King, Charles II. Hav ing his res i dence at
Win ches ter, in 1683 the King and his court of fine peo ple of ques tion able
morals once paid a visit to Ken, and it had been ar ranged that his house
should be the abode of the fa mous Nell Gwynn, the King’s fa vorite. But
Ken at once ob jected to this ar range ment, re fused ad mit tance to her and
com pelled her to look for lodg ings else where. One would nat u rally think
that such an act would have been vis ited by the king’s cer tain and se vere
dis plea sure, as no doubt Ken ex pected it would; but strange to say, it in di- 
rectly led to his pro mo tion to the of fice of a Bishop. For, only the next year
af ter the above oc cur rence, when there fell a va cancy in the see of Bath and
Wells, and dif fer ent names had been pro posed for the place, King Charles
said one day, "Where is the good lit tle man that re fused his lodg ing to poor
Nell? and re solved that he and no other should be Bishop of Bath and
Wells.

I have his pic ture be fore me as I write — a smooth shaven face it is, high
fore head, strong chin, well-de vel oped nose and a very pleas ant ex pres sion
in gen eral. One only won ders why he never mar ried. But he was a bach e lor,
— trav eled con sid er ably and al ways car ried his shroud in his valise with
him wher ever he went, and when ever he took se ri ously sick, he at once put
it on. This may well il lus trate that part of his cel e brated evening hymn,
where it says:

“Teach me to live, that I may dread 
 The grave as lit tle as my bed.”

He is cel e brated as one of the “non-ju r ing bish ops” who re fused to take a
new oath when William of Or ange came in — an act which cost him his
bish opric and led to his re tire ment, in which the rest of his days were spent.
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But, good Bishop Ken will be best re mem bered to the end of all time,
not as one of the seven bish ops once im pris oned in Lon don Tower, nor as a
" non-ju ror," nor as a chap lain of King Charles II., but as the au thor of the
no ble song of praise to the King of Kings and Lord of Lords, “Praise God
from whom all bless ings flow.” As one of the fa thers of mod ern Eng lish
hym nol ogy he has al ways held high rank. Scarcely even Ke ble him self,
though pos sessed of much rarer po etic gifts, sur passed him in his own
sphere. He wrote a vol ume of prayers for the use of the schol ars of Win- 
ches ter Col lege about the year 1674. To this vol ume were added three
hymns of his com po si tion — one for the morn ing, one for the evening and
one for mid night. Of these, the first two are house hold words whereever the
Eng lish tongue is spo ken. The morn ing hymn is fa mil iar to all:

“Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
 Thy daily stage of duty run; 
 Shake off dull sloth, and joy ful rise 
 To pay thy morn ing sac ri fice.”

The evening hymn is equally well known:

"All praise to Thee, my God, this night, 
 For all the bless ings of the light; 
 Keep me, O keep me, King of Kings, 
 Be neath Thine own almighty wings.

 For give me, Lord, for Thy dear Son, 
 The ills which I this day have done; 
 That with the world, my self, and Thee, 
 I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
 The grave as lit tle as my bed; 
 To die, that this vile body may 
 Rise glo ri ous at the aw ful day.

 Oh, when shall I, in end less day. 
 For ever chase dark sleep away; 
 And praise with the an gelic choir 
 In ces sant sing, and never tire?"
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This is in deed a very beau ti ful hymn, and one en deared to us all by long
use; but as it was orig i nally writ ten, when com posed for the boys at Win- 
ches ter school, it con tained just one more stanza — and this last stanza was
our long me ter dox ol ogy, “Praise God from whom all bless ings flow.” This
last verse, in course of time, be came sep a rated from the rest of Ken’s
evening hymn and was as signed to ser vice as the lead ing dox ol ogy in all
churches the world over. If Thomas Ken had never been chap lain to the
King, a bishop and a non-ju ror, and had done noth ing more in all his life,
save only the com po si tion of this last verse of his evening hymn, his Life,
even so, would have been well spent and a last ing source of bless ing to all
the world. Pray, do not for get good Bishop Ken when you sing

“Praise God from whom all bless ings flow, 
 Praise Him all crea tures here be low; 
 Praise Him above, ye Heav enly Host — 
 Praise Fa ther, Son, and Holy Ghost.”
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14. “O Mother Dear, Jerusalem”

“O Mother dear, Jerusalem, 
  When shall I come to Thee? 
 When shall my sor rows have an end? 
  Thy joys when shall I see?”

IN NEARLY EV ERY COL LEC TION this hymn, which in var ied form has come
down to us from the ear li est pe riod of the Church, will be found to have a
well es tab lished place. Or di nar ily its au thor ship has been at trib uted to
David Dick son, who was a Scotch Pres by te rian min is ter, born at Glas gow,
1583, be came a Pro fes sor of Di vin ity at Glas gow 1640, and later in the Uni- 
ver sity of Ed in burgh. He was de prived of his of fice at the Restora tion for
re fus ing the Oath of Supremacy, and died 1663.

In the opin ion of schol ars, how ever, Dick son was not the au thor of this
beau ti ful hymn, but rather its very ex cel lent trans la tor. The hymn comes
from a very early pe riod, just how early no one can tell; for, from the day
when St. John on Pat mos be held “The Holy City, new Jerusalem, com ing
down from God out of Heaven,” the blessed vi sion of the Heav enly City
con tin ued ever present to the faith and hope of the Church. In the form in
which we have this hymn in our col lec tions, it may be well to note, it is but
a very small por tion of a much more lengthy com po si tion, well known in
the Mid dle Ages in the Latin form. And it seems prob a ble that, in the form
in which it was then known, “it had re ceived con tri bu tions from var i ous
hands, ad di tions which were mostly trans la tions from the Fa thers or from
Me di ae val Latin hymns, hav ing been made by one au thor or an other at var i- 
ous times.” The sim i lar ity of both sen ti ment and ex pres sion be tween cer tain
parts of the hymns and the writ ings of the Fa thers, es pe cially St. Au gus tine
and St. Gre gory, would seem to war rant the be lief that “David Dick son only
put into shape, and pol ished a lit tle, the work of his de vout pre de ces sors.”
The hymn is, there fore, a growth, and em body ing as it does the faith and the
hope of so many long ages, it com mends it self all the more from this cir- 
cum stance, to the faith and the hope of the Church of the present day.
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As has been said, the hymn, as we have it in our day, is only a small part
of the com po si tion as it stood in the Mid dle Ages, and as few of our read ers
have ever, in all prob a bil ity, had the priv i lege of see ing it in its en tirety, we
take the plea sure here to in sert it as a whole.

The New Jerusalem

I

O Mother dear, Jerusalem! 
 When shall I come to thee? 
When shall my sor rows have an end — 
 Thy joys when shall I see? 
O happy har bor of God’s saints! 
 O sweet and pleas ant soil! 
In thee no sor rows can be found. 
 No grief, no care, no toil.

II

In thee no sick ness is at all. 
 No hurt nor any sore; 
There is no death nor ugly sight, 
 But life for ev er more. 
No dim mish clouds o’er shadow thee. 
 No cloud nor dark some night; 
But ev ery soul shines as the sun. 
 For God him self gives light.

III

There lust nor lu cre can not dwell, 
 There envy bears no sway; 
There is no hunger, thirst, nor heat. 
 But plea sure ev ery way. 
Jerusalem! Jerusalem! 
 Would God I were in thee! 
Oh that my sor rows had an end, 
 Thy joys that I might see!

IV
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No pains, no pangs, no griev ing grief. 
 No wo ful wight is there; 
No sigh, no sob, no cry is heard — 
 No well-away, no fear. 
Jerusalem the city is 
 Of God our King alone; 
The Lamb of God the light thereof 
 Sits there upon His throne.

V

Ah God! that I Jerusalem 
 With speed may go be hold! 
For why? the plea sures there abound 
 With tongue can not be told. 
Thy tur rets and thy pin na cles. 
 With car bun cles do shine. 
With jasper, pearl, and chryso lite, 
 Sur pass ing pure and fine.

VI

Thy houses are of ivory, 
 Thy win dows crys tal clear, 
Thy streets are laid with beaten gold — 
 There an gels do ap pear. 
Thy walls are made of pre cious stones, 
 Thy bul warks di a mond square, 
Thy gates are made of Ori ent pearl — 
 O God, if I were there!

VII

Within thy gates no thing can come 
 That is not pass ing clean; 
No spi der’s web, no dirt, no dust. 
 No filth may there be seen. 
Je ho vah, Lord, now come away, 
 And end my grief and plaints; 
Take me to Thy Jerusalem, 
 And place me with Thy saints.

VIII
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Who there are crowned with glory great. 
 And see God face to face; 
They tri umph still and aye re joice — 
 Most happy is their case. 
But we that are in ban ish ment. 
 Con tin u ally do moan; 
We sigh, we mourn, we sob, we weep — 
 Per pet u ally we groan.

IX

Our sweet ness mixed is with gall. 
 Our plea sure is but pain. 
Our joys not worth the look ing on — 
 Our sor rows aye re main. 
But there they live in such de light. 
 Such plea sure and such play. 
That unto them a thou sand years 
 Seem but as yes ter day.

X

O my sweet home, Jerusalem! 
 Thy joys when shall I see? 
Thy King sit ting upon His throne. 
 And thy fe lic ity? 
Thy vine yards and thy or chards are 
 So won der ful and fair, 
And fur nished with trees and fruit. 
 Most beau ti ful and rare.

XI

Thy gar dens and thy goodly walks, 
 Con tin u ally are green; 
There grow such sweet and pleas ant flow ers, 
 As nowhere else are seen. 
There cin na mon and sugar grow. 
 There nard and balm abound; 
No tongue can tell, no heart can think. 
 The plea sures there are found.

XII
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There nec tar and am brosie spring — 
 There musk and civet sweet; 
There many a fair and dainty drug 
 Are trod down un der feet. 
Quite through the streets, with pleas ant sound. 
 The flood of life doth flow; 
Upon the banks, on ev ery side. 
 The trees of life do grow.

XIII

These trees each month yield ripened fruit — 
 For ev er more they spring; 
And all the na tions of the world 
 To thee their hon ors bring. 
Jerusalem, God’s dwelling-place. 
 Full sore I long to see; 
Oh that my sor rows had an end, 
 That I might dwell in thee!

XIV

There David stands, with harp in hand. 
 As mas ter of the queir; 
A thou sand times that man were blessed 
 That might his mu sic hear. 
There Mary sings Mag ni fi cat, 
 With tunes sur pass ing sweet; 
And all the vir gins bear their part. 
 Singing about her feet.

XV

Te Deum doth St. Am brose sing, 
 St. Austin doth the like; 
Old Simeon and Zacharie 
 Have not their songs to seek. 
There Mag da lene hath left her moan, 
 And cheer fully doth sing, 
With all blest saints whose har mony 
 Through ev ery street doth ring.

XVI
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Jerusalem! Jerusalem! 
 Thy joys fain would I see; 
Come quickly. Lord, and end my grief, 
 And take me home to Thee! 
Oh print Thy name in my fore head, 
 And take me hence away. 
That I may dwell with Thee in bliss. 
 And sing Thy praises aye!

XVII

Jerusalem, thrice happy seat! 
 Je ho vah’s throne on high! 
O sa cred city, queen and wife 
 Of Christ eter nally! 
O comely queen, with glory clad. 
 With honor and de gree. 
All fair thou art, ex ceed ing bright — 
 No spot there is in thee.

XVIII

I long to see Jerusalem, 
 The com fort of us all; 
For thou art fair and beau ti ful — 
 None ill can thee be fall. 
In thee, Jerusalem, I say, 
 No dark ness dare ap pear; 
No night, no shade, no win ter foul — 
 No time doth al ter there.

XIX

No can dle needs, no moon to shine, 
 No glit ter ing stars to light; 
For Christ, the King of Right eous ness, 
 There ever shineth bright. 
The Lamb unspot ted, white and pure. 
 To thee doth stand in lieu Of light — 
’so great the glory is 
 Thine heav enly King to view.

XX
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He is the King of kings, be set 
 In midst His ser vants’ sight; 
And they, His happy house hold all 
 Do serve Him day and night. 
There, there the quier of an gels sing; 
 There the su per nal sort 
Of cit i zens, which hence are rid 
 From dan gers deep, do sport.

XXI

There be the pru dent prophets all, 
 The apos tles six and six, 
The glo ri ous mar tyrs in a row, 
 And con fes sors be twixt. 
There doth the crew of right eous men 
 And ma trons all con sist; 
Young men and maids that here on earth 
 Their plea sures did re sist.

XXII

The sheep and lambs that hardly ’scaped 
 The snares of death and hell, 
Tri umph in joy eter nally. 
 Whereof no tongue can tell; 
And though the glory of each one 
 Doth dif fer in de gree. 
Yet is the joy of all alike 
 And com mon, as we see.

XXIII

There love and char ity do reign. 
 And Christ is all in all, 
Whom they most per fectly be hold 
 In joy ce les tial. 
They love, they praise — they praise, they love; 
 They “holy, holy,” cry; 
They nei ther toil, nor faint, nor end, 
 But laud con tin u ally.

XXIV
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O happy thou sand times were I, 
 If, af ter wretched days, 
I might with lis ten ing ears con ceive 
 Those heav enly songs of praise. 
Which to the eter nal King are sung 
 By happy wights above — 
By saved souls and an gels sweet, 
 Who love the God of Love!

XXV

Oh pass ing happy were my state. 
 Might I be wor thy found 
To wait upon my God and King, 
 His praises there to sound; 
And to en joy my Christ above. 
 His fa vor and His grace, 
Ac cord ing to His prom ise made. 
 Which here I in ter lace.

XXVI

“O Fa ther dear,” quoth He, “let them 
 Which Thou hast put of old 
To me, be there where, lo, I am, 
 Thy glory to be hold; 
Which I with Thee be fore the world 
 Was made, in per fect wise, 
Have had; from whence the foun tain great 
 Of glory doth arise.”

XXVII

Again: “If any man will serve 
 Then let him fol low me; 
For where I am, be thou, right sure. 
 There shall my ser vant be.” 
And still: “If any man love me. 
 Him loves my Fa ther dear; 
Whom I do love, to him my self 
 In glory will ap pear.”

XXVIII
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Lord, take away my mis ery. 
 That there I may be hold 
With Thee in Thy Jerusalem, 
 What here can not be told. 
And so in Zion see my King, 
 My Love, my Lord, my All; 
Whom now as in a glass I see, 
 There face to face I shall.

XXIX

Oh! blessed are the pure in heart. 
 Their Sov er eign they shall see; 
And the most holy heav enly host. 
 Who of His house hold be! 
O Lord, with speed dis solve my bands. 
 These gins and fet ters strong; 
For I have dwelt within the tents 
 Of Kedar over long!

XXX

Yet search me. Lord, and find me out, 
 Fetch me Thy fold unto, 
That all Thy an gels may re joice, 
 While all Thy will I do. 
O mother dear, Jerusalem! 
 When shall I come to thee? 
When shall my sor rows have an end— 
 Thy joys when shall I see?

XXXI

Yet once again I pray Thee, Lord, 
 To quit me from all strife, 
That to thine hill I may at tain. 
 And dwell there all my life. 
With cheru bims and seraphims 
 And holy souls of men. 
To sing Thy praise, O God of Hosts! 
 For ever, and Amen!
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16. “The Ce les tial Coun try”

WHILE SPEAK ING OF HYMNS of as pi ra tion for the heav enly state, we nat u- 
rally re call cer tain other hymns which are to be found in nearly if not quite
ev ery good col lec tion, such as —

“The world is very evil, 
 The times are wax ing late” —

“Brief life is here our por tion, 
 Brief sor row, short-lived care” —

“For Thee, O dear, dear Coun try, 
 Mine eyes their vig ils keep” —

“Jerusalem, the golden. 
 With milk and honey blest” —

These, and some oth ers of the same tenor, will be found in nearly all the
hymn books as ac cred ited to John Ma son Neale, Trans la tor. John Ma son
Neale was born in Lon don, 1818, grad u ated Trin ity Col lege, Cam bridge,
1840. He was a pro lific writer, es pe cially of hymns and trans la tions of
hymns, and made the above trans la tions from a very beau ti ful Me di ae val
Latin hymn known as “The Ce les tial Coun try.” It may be of some in ter est
to us to know that he made his very wor thy trans la tion of this splen did
hymn “while in hib ited from his priestly func tions in the Church of Eng land
on ac count of his high rit u al isitic views and prac tice. He was so poor in
con se quence that he wrote sto ries for chil dren, and com posed and trans lated
hymns for his liv ing, but his poverty was over ruled to the en rich ment of all
Chris ten dom.”

As in the case of the for mer hymn, “O Mother dear, Jerusalem,” so here:
these hymns above in di cated are not to be sup posed to be the work of John
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Ma son Neale. He sim ply ex tracted them and most in tel li gently and skill- 
fully trans lated them from a very lengthy but very beau ti ful Me di ae val
Latin hymn known as “The Ce les tial Coun try,” dat ing to the mid dle of the
twelfth cen tury.

The au thor ship of “The Ce les tial Coun try” is com monly by schol ars ac- 
cred ited to Bernard of Cluny, He was of Eng lish parent age, though born at
Mor laix, a sea port town in the north of France. The ex act date of his birth is
not known; prob a bly about 1100. He lived the Monas tic life at Cluny, and
but lit tle is known of his his tory. He is not to be con founded with his con- 
tem po rary of the same name, Bernard of Clair vaux.

Bernard of Cluny lived at a time when the Church was torn by con flict- 
ing pow ers, when prelates and monks were alike cor rupt, and the spir i tual
life of the Church was com mit ted to the faith ful few, and by them was kept
alive. To his peace-lov ing heart the strife and tur moils of the world were a
source of great sor row, and as he lacked power or po si tion to sup press them
by force, he spent his time in writ ing, as by a di vine in spi ra tion, the “De
Con temptu Mundi” (“On The Con tempt of the World”), a satire upon the in- 
iq ui ties of the age.

This Latin poem, of nearly three thou sand lines, he ded i cated to his Ab- 
bot, Pe ter the Ven er a ble. It is a bit ter satire upon the cor rup tions of the
times, but opens with a de scrip tion of the peace and glory of heaven, and
this part of the poem is so ex quis ite that it has for cen turies ex cited uni ver- 
sal ad mi ra tion. “The me ter of the orig i nal is very strange, each line be ing
bro ken up into three equal parts — a most dif fi cult me ter, and one which
only a spe cial grace and in spi ra tion en abled the au thor, as he be lieved, to
mas ter. The fol low ing ar range ment of the first lines will make this in tel li gi- 
ble:”1

“Hora no vis sima || tem pora pes sima || sunt: vig ile mus 
 Ecce! mi naciter II im minet ar biter || ille supre mus!”

John Ma son Neale made a most ex cel lent trans la tion of a part of this won- 
der ful hymn of Bernard of Cluny, and the hymns above in di cated are sim ply
brief ex tracts from this trans la tion. As the au thor of this lit tle book is per- 
suaded that com par a tively very few of his read ers have ever seen the whole
of Neale’s ren der ing of this fa mous hymn, he thinks well here to in sert it.
Its date is about A. D. 1150.
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The Ce les tial Coun try
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The world is very evil; 
 The times are wax ing late: 
Be sober and keep vigil; 
 The Judge is at the gate: 
The Judge That comes in mercy, 
 The Judge That comes with might, 
To ter mi nate the evil. 
 To di a dem the right. 
When the just and gen tle Monarch 
 Shall sum mon from the tomb, 
Let man, the guilty, trem ble. 
 For Man, the God, shall doom. 
Arise, arise, good Chris tian, 
 Let right to wrong suc ceed; 
Let pen i ten tial sor row 
 To heav enly glad ness lead, 
To the light that hath no evening. 
 That knows nor moon nor sun, 
The light so new and golden, 
 The light that is but one. 
And when the Sole-Be got ten 
 Shall ren der up once more 
The King dom to the Fa ther 
 Whose own it was be fore, — 
Then glory yet un heard of 
 Shall shed abroad its ray, 
Re solv ing all enig mas, 
 An end less Sab bath-day. 
Then, then from his op pres sors 
 The He brew shall go free. 
And cel e brate in tri umph 
 The year of Ju bilee; 
And the sun lit Land that recks not 
 Of tem pest nor of fight. 
Shall fold within its bo som 
 Each happy Is raelite: 
The Home of fade less splen dor, 
 Of flow ers that fear no thorn, 
Where they shall dwell as chil dren. 
 Who here as ex iles mourn. 
Midst power that knows no limit, 
 And wis dom free from bound, 
The Be atific Vi sion 
 Shall glad the Saints around: 
The peace of all the faith ful, 
 The calm of all the blest, 
In vi o late, un var ied, 
 Di vinest, sweet est, best. 
Yes, peace! for war is need less, — 
 Yes, calm! for storm is past, — 
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And goal from fin ished la bor, 
 And an chor age at last. 
That peace — but who may claim it? 
 The guile less in their way, 
Who keep the ranks of bat tle. 
 Who mean the thing they say: 
The peace that is for heaven. 
 And shall be for the earth: 
The palace that re-echoes 
 With fes tal song and mirth; 
The gar den, breath ing spices, 
 The par adise on high; 
Grace beau ti fied to glory. 
 Un ceas ing min strelsy. 
There noth ing can be fee ble. 
 There none can ever mourn, 
There noth ing is di vided. 
 There noth ing can be torn: 
’Tis fury, ill, and scan dal, 
 ’Tis peace less peace be low; 
Peace, end less, strife less, age less, 
 The halls of Syon know: 
O happy, holy por tion. 
 Re fec tion for the blest; 
True vi sion of true beauty. 
 Sweet cure of all dis trest! 
Strive, man, to win that glory; 
 Toil, man, to gain that light; 
Send hope be fore to grasp it, 
 Till hope be lost in sight: 
Till Je sus gives the por tion 
 Those blessed souls to fill. 
The in sa tiate, yet sat is fied, 
 The full, yet crav ing still. 
That full ness and that crav ing 
 Alike are free from pain. 
Where thou, midst heav enly cit i zens, 
 A home like theirs shalt gain. 
Here is the war like trum pet; 
 There, life set free from sin; 
When to the last Great Sup per 
 The faith ful shall come in: 
When the heav enly net is laden. 
 With fishes many and great; 
So glo ri ous in its ful ness, 
 Yet so in vi o late: 
And the per fect from the shat tered, 
 And the fall’n from them that stand, 
And the sheep-flock from the goat-herd 
 Shall part on ei ther hand: 
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And these shall pass to tor ment. 
 And those shall tri umph, then; 
The new pe cu liar na tion, 
 Blest num ber of blest men. 
Jerusalem de mands them: 
 They paid the price on earth. 
And now shall reap the har vest 
 In bliss ful ness and mirth: 
The glo ri ous holy peo ple, 
 Who ev er more re lied 
Upon their Chief and Fa ther, 
 The King, the Cru ci fied: 
The sa cred ran somed num ber 
 Now bright with end less sheen. 
Who made the Cross their watch word 
 Of Je sus Nazarene: 
Who, fed with heav enly nec tar, 
 Where soul-like odors play. 
Draw out the end less leisure 
 Of that long ver nal day: 
And through the sa cred lilies, 
 And flow ers on ev ery side, 
The happy dear-bought peo ple 
 Go wan der ing far and wide. 
Their breasts are filled with glad ness, 
 Their mouths are tun’d to praise 
What time, now safe for ever, 
 On for mer sins they gaze: 
The fouler was the er ror. 
 The sad der was the fall. 
The am pler are the praises 
 Of Him Who par doned all; 
Their one and only an them. 
 The ful ness of His love. 
Who gives in stead of tor ment. 
 Eter nal joys above: 
In stead of tor ment, glory; 
 In stead of death, that life 
Where with your happy Coun try, 
 True Is raelites! is rife. 



91

Brief life is here our por tion; 
 Brief sor row, short-lived care; 
The life that knows no end ing, 
 The tear less life, is there. 
O happy ret ri bu tion! 
 Short toil, eter nal rest; 
For mor tals and for sin ners 
 A man sion with the blest! 
That we should look, poor wand’rers, 
 To have our home on high! 
That worms should seek for dwellings 
 Be yond the starry sky! 
To all one happy guer don [re ward] 
 Of one ce les tial grace; 
For all, for all, who mourn their fall, 
 Is one eter nal place: 
And mar tyr dom hath roses 
 Upon that heav enly ground: 
And white and vir gin lilies 
 For vir gin-souls abound. 
There grief is turned to plea sure; 
 Such plea sure, as be low 
No hu man voice can ut ter, 
 No hu man heart can know: 
And af ter fleshly scan dal. 
 And af ter this world’s night. 
And af ter storm and whirl wind, 
 Is calm, and joy, and light. 
And now we fight the bat tle. 
 But then shall wear the crown 
Of full and ev er last ing 
 And pas sion less renown: 
And now we watch and strug gle, 
 And now we live in hope, 
And Syon, in her an guish. 
 With Baby lon must cope: 
But He Whom now we trust in 
 Shall then be seen and known. 
And they that know and see Him 
 Shall have Him for their own. 
The mis er able plea sures 
 Of the body shall de cay: 
The bland and flat ter ing strug gles 
 Of the flesh shall pass away: 
And none shall there be jeal ous; 
 And none shall there con tend: 
Fraud, clamor, guile — what say I? 
 All ill, all ill shall end! 
And there is David’s Foun tain, 
 And life in fullest glow, 
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And there the light is golden, 
 And milk and honey flow: 
The light that hath no evening, 
 The health that hath no sore, 
The life that hath no end ing, 
 But lasteth ev er more. 

There Je sus shall em brace us. 
 There Je sus be em braced, — 
That spirit’s food and sun shine 
 Whence earthly love is chased. 
Amidst the happy cho rus, 
 A place, how ever low. 
Shall shew Him us, and shew ing. 
 Shall sa ti ate ev ermo. 
By hope we strug gle on ward, 
 While here we must be fed 
By milk, as ten der in fants. 
 But there by Liv ing Bread. 
The night was full of ter ror. 
 The morn is bright with glad ness 
The Cross be comes our har bor. 
 And we tri umph af ter sad ness: 
And Je sus to His true ones 
 Brings tro phies fair to see: 
And Je sus shall be loved, and 
 Be held in Galilee: 
Be held, when morn shall waken, 
 And shad ows shall de cay. 
And each true-hearted ser vant 
 Shall shine as doth the day: 
And ev ery ear shall hear it; — 
 Be hold thy King’s ar ray: 
Be hold thy God in beauty. 
 The Law hath past away! 
Yes! God my King and Por tion, 
 In ful ness of His grace. 
We then shall see for ever. 
 And wor ship face to face. 
Then Ja cob into Is rael 
 From earth lier self es tranged. 
And Leah into Rachel 
 For ever shall be changed: 
Then all the halls of Syon 
 For aye shall be com plete. 
And, in the Land of Beauty, 
 All things of beauty meet. 
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For thee, O dear, dear Coun try! 
 Mine eyes their vig ils keep; 
For very love, be hold ing 
 Thy happy name, they weep: 
The men tion of thy glory 
 Is unc tion to the breast, 
And medicine in sick ness, 
 And love, and life, and rest. 
O one, O onely Man sion! 
 O Par adise of Joy! 
Where tears are ever ban ished, 
 And smiles have no al loy; 
Be side thy liv ing wa ters. 
 All plants are, great and small, 
The cedar of the for est. 
 The hys sop of the wall: 
With jaspers glow thy bul warks; 
 Thy streets with emer alds blaze; 
The sardius and the topaz 
 Unite in thee their rays: 
Thine age less walls are bonded 
 With amethyst un priced: 
Thy Saints build up its fab ric. 
 And the cor ner stone is Christ. 
The Cross is all thy splen dor, 
 The Cru ci fied thy praise: 
His laud and bene dic tion 
 Thy ran somed peo ple raise: 
Je sus, the Gem of Beauty, 
 True God and Man, they sing: 
The never-fail ing Gar den, 
 The ever-golden Ring: 
The Door, the Pledge, the Hus band, 
 The Guardian of his Court: 
The Day-star of Sal va tion, 
 The Porter and the Port. 
Thou hast no shore, fair ocean! 
 Thou hast no time, bright day! 
Dear foun tain of re fresh ment 
 To pil grims far away! 
Upon the Rock of Ages 
 They raise thy holy tower: 
Thine is the vic tor’s lau rel, 
 And thine the golden dower: 
Thou feel’st in mys tic rap ture, 
 O Bride that know’st no guile. 
The Prince’s sweet est kisses. 
 The Prince’s loveli est smile; 
Un fad ing lilies, bracelets 
 Of liv ing pearl thine own; 
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The Lamb is ever near thee. 
 The Bride groom thine alone; 
The Crown is He to guer don. 
 The Buck ler to pro tect. 
And He Him self the Man sion 
 And He the Ar chi tect. 
The only art thou needest, 
 Thanks giv ing for thy lot: 
The only joy thou seek est, 
 The Life where Death is not: 
And all thine end less leisure 
 In sweet est ac cents sings, 
The ill that was thy merit, — 
 The wealth that is thy King’s! 

Jerusalem the golden, 
 With milk and honey blest, 
Be neath thy con tem pla tion 
 Sink heart and voice op pressed: 
I know not, O I know not. 
 What so cial joys are there; 
What ra di ancy of glory. 
 What light be yond com pare! 
And when I fain would sing them. 
 My spirit fails and faints; 
And vainly would it im age 
 The as sem bly of the Saints. 
They stand, those halls of Syon, 
 Con ju bi lant with song. 
And bright with many an an gel. 
 And all the mar tyr throng: 
The Prince is ever in them; 
 The day light is serene; 
The pas tures of the Blessed 
 Are decked in glo ri ous sheen. 
There is the Throne of David, — 
 And there, from care re leased, 
The song of them that tri umph. 
 The shout of them that feast; 
And they who, with their Leader, 
 Have con quered in the fight. 
For ever and for ever 
 Are clad in robes of white! 
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O holy, placid harp-notes 
 Of that eter nal hymn! 
O sa cred, sweet re fec tion, 
 And peace of Seraphim! 
O thirst, for ever ar dent. 
 Yet ev er more con tent! 
O true pe cu liar vi sion 
 Of God cunc tipo tent! 
Ye know the many man sions 
 For many a glo ri ous name. 
And divers re tri bu tions 
 That divers mer its claim: 
For midst the con stel la tions 
 That deck our earthly sky, 
This star than that is brighter, — 
 And so it is on high. 
Jerusalem the glo ri ous! 
 The glory of the Elect! 
O dear and fu ture vi sion 
 That ea ger hearts ex pect: 
Even now by faith I see thee: 
 Even here thy walls dis cern: 
To thee my thoughts are kin dled. 
 And strive and pant and yearn. 
Jerusalem the onely, 
 That look’st from heaven be low 
In thee is all my glory; 
 In me is all my woe: 
And though my body may not, 
 My spirit seeks thee fain. 
Till flesh and earth re turn me 
 To earth and flesh again. 
O none can tell thy bul warks, 
 How glo ri ously they rise: 
O none can tell thy cap i tals 
 Of beau ti ful de vice: 
Thy love li ness op presses 
 All hu man thought and heart. 
And none, O peace, O Syon, 
 Can sing thee as thou art. 
New man sion of new peo ple. 
 Whom God’s own love and light 
Pro mote, in crease, make holy, 
 Iden tify, unite. 
Thou City of the An gels! 
 Thou City of the Lord! 
Whose ev er last ing mu sic 
 Is the glo ri ous de ca chord! 
And there the band of Prophets 
 United praise as cribes. 



96

And there the twelve fold cho rus 
 Of Is rael’s ran somed tribes: 
The lily-beds of vir gins. 
 The roses’ mar tyr-glow, 
The co hort of the Fa thers 
 Who kept the faith be low. 
And there the Sole-Be got ten 
 Is Lord in re gal state; 
He, Ju dah’s mys tic Lion, 
 He, Lamb Im mac u late. 
O fields that know no sor row! 
 O state that fears no strife! 
O princely bow’rs! O land of flow’rs! 
 O realm and home of life! 

Jerusalem, ex ult ing 
 On that se curest shore, 
I hope thee, wish thee, sing thee. 
 And love thee ev er more! 
I ask not for my merit: 
 I seek not to deny 
My merit is de struc tion, 
 A child of wrath am I: 
But yet with Faith I ven ture 
 And Hope upon my way; 
For those peren nial guer dons 
 I la bor night and day. 
The Best and Dear est Fa ther 
 Who made me and Who saved, 
Bore with me in de file ment. 
 And from de file ment laved: 
When in His strength I strug gle, 
 For very joy I leap. 
When in my sin I tot ter, 
 I weep, or try to weep: 
And grace, sweet grace ce les tial, 
 Shall all its love dis play, 
And David’s Royal Foun tain 
 Purge ev ery sin away. 
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O mine, my golden Syon! 
 O love lier far than gold! 
With lau rel-girt batal lions. 
 And safe vic to ri ous fold: 
O sweet and blessed Coun try, 
 Shall I ever see thy face? 
O sweet and blessed Coun try, 
 Shall I ever win thy grace? 
I have the hope within me 
 To com fort and to bless! 
Shall I ever win the prize it self? 
 O tell me, tell me. Yes! 

Ex ult, O dust and ashes! 
 The Lord shall be thy part: 
His only, His for ever. 
 Thou shalt be, and thou art! 
Ex ult, O dust and ashes! 
 The Lord shall be thy part: 
His only, His for ever. 
 Thou shalt be, and thou art! 

1. Schaff-Her zog Cyc.↩ 
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17. Con clu sion

IN CON CLU SION — it is well wor thy of our thank ful ob ser va tion that the
hymns of Chris ten dom present an ar ray of piety and schol ar ship truly ad- 
mirable. They were writ ten by some of the wis est and best men that ever
lived; by writ ers of the high est lit er ary qual i fi ca tion, by the olo gians of the
pro found est abil ity, by Col lege pres i dents and by Uni ver sity grad u ates. In
the olden time God re quired of the Jews that they should bring only “beaten
oil” for the light of His sanc tu ary and He still cares that the best tal ent and
the most un ques tioned piety should be em ployed in His Church, while at
the same time He has not failed to set the seal of His ap proval to the fer vid
trib utes of song of fered by some who were ig no rant and il lit er ate in the
things of man but wise in the things of God. For it must be con ceded by ev- 
ery thought ful and rev er ent per son, that the hymns of the Church, whether
writ ten by men of cul ture or by men of no ed u ca tion, have ever been un der
the di rec tion of di vine prov i dence. As some one has said — “Men may dis- 
cuss the na ture and the scope of the in spi ra tion of the scrip tures, but of the
in spi ra tion of the hymn book I, for one, am fully per suaded. Here, surely, as
well as in the scrip tures, ‘Holy men of old spake as they were moved by the
Holy Ghost.’”

But, how strange it seems that of all the ex quis ite hymns known and
loved by the Church of the present day, not one was known to the Church of
the first cen tury of the Chris tian era. Even St. Paul never heard nor used any
of our hymns. Not even the long-me ter dox ol ogy was sung in his day. In the
Philip pian jail “at mid night Paul and Silas prayed and sang praises to God.”
and it is a mat ter of re gret that “Je sus, lover of my soul,” was not known to
them — it would have been so strangely fit ting.

More over, un known as all of our hymns were to the early Church,
equally un known will they be to the Church in Heaven. They are our Pil- 
grim songs in our jour ney through the wilder ness of this world, but not one
of them will serve when we have at last crossed the Jor dan and have laid the
pil grim’s staff aside for ever.
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The hymn that will there be sung — “the shout of them that tri umph, and
the song of them that feast,” — will be a song that has never yet been writ- 
ten, at least by mor tal man. As is said in the Book of Rev e la tion, it will be
“A New Song” that the re deemed will sing.

“Je sus, lover of my soul, 
 Let me to Thy bo som fly, 
 While the rag ing bil lows roll” —

that will no longer do; for there the rag ing bil lows will no longer roll, in
that blessed haven of eter nal rest. And —

“Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
 Nearer to Thee; 
 E’en though it be a cross 
 That raiseth me” —

this will no longer serve in that land where the cross will be for ever ex- 
changed for the crown of ev er last ing re joic ing. Nor will it fare any bet ter
with —

“Sun of my soul. Thou Saviour dear, 
 It is not night if Thou be near” —

for “There will be no night there.”
No, no. It will be a new song the re deemed will sing, and it will be

“writ ten in heaven.” “And no man could learn that song but they that are re- 
deemed.”

"“And I heard as the voice of a great mul ti tude, and as the voice of many
wa ters, and as the voice of mighty thun der ings, say ing — ’Al leluiah: for the
Lord God Om nipo tent reigneth.”

Amen!
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How Can You Find Peace With
God?

The most im por tant thing to grasp is that no one is made right with God
by the good things he or she might do. Jus ti fi ca tion is by faith only, and that
faith rest ing on what Je sus Christ did. It is by be liev ing and trust ing in His
one-time sub sti tu tion ary death for your sins.

Read your Bible steadily. God works His power in hu man be ings
through His Word. Where the Word is, God the Holy Spirit is al ways
present.

Sug gested Read ing: New Tes ta ment Con ver sions by Pas tor George Ger- 
berd ing

Bene dic tion

Now unto him that is able to keep you from fall ing, and to present you fault less be fore the
pres ence of his glory with ex ceed ing joy, To the only wise God our Sav ior, be glory and
majesty, do min ion and power, both now and ever. Amen. (Jude 1:24-25)

En cour ag ing Chris tian Books
for You to Down load and En joy

https://www.lutheranlibrary.org/103-gerberding-new-testament-conversions/
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The Ser mons of Theophilus Stork: A De vo tional Trea sure
Si mon Pe ter Long. The Way Made Plain

The ol ogy

Matthias Loy. The Doc trine of Jus ti fi ca tion
Henry Eyster Ja cobs. Sum mary of the Chris tian Faith
Theodore Schmauk. The Con fes sional Prin ci ple

Nov els

Ed ward Roe. With out a Home
Joseph Hock ing. The Pas sion for Life

Es sen tial Lutheran Li brary

The Augs burg Con fes sion with Saxon Vis i ta tion Ar ti cles
Luther’s Small Cat e chism
Luther’s Large Cat e chism
Melanchthon’s Apol ogy
The For mula of Con cord

The full cat a log is avail able at Luther an Li brary.org. Pa per back Edi tions
of some ti tles at Ama zon.
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