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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to rein tro duce the her itage of these
songs of the heart and mind to a new gen er a tion of those seek ing au then tic
spir i tu al ity.

AMOS RUS SEL WELLS (1862-1933) wrote and edited many Chris tian books.
He grad u ated from and later served as Greek pro fes sor at An ti och Col lege.
He was the ed i tor of the Chris tian En deavor World, as so ciate ed i tor of
Pelou bet’s Notes on the Sun day School Lessons, and mem ber of the “In ter- 
na tional Sun day-School Les son Com mit tee”. Prof. Wells wrote more than
63 books. [Wikipedia]

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.
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Pref ace

ON THE WAY to the Den ver Chris tian En deavor Con ven tion, Mrs. F. E.
Clark asked a large num ber of dis tin guished cler gy men and em i nent lay men
that were upon the train, to pre pare a list of what they con sid ered the most
beau ti ful and help ful Chris tian hymns. They did so, and a large and ex ceed- 
ingly fine list was the re sult.

There were many agree ments, as, for in stance, all had “Je sus, Lover of
My Soul” and “Nearer, My God, to Thee.” The hymns that re ceived the
most votes may fairly be taken as the lead ing hymns of the Chris tian
church. It is these twenty-four hymns, to gether with their sto ries, that are
given in this pam phlet.

It is hoped that they will be com mit ted to mem ory by all Ju niors, and it
is sug gested that one of these hymns be re peated in con cert at ev ery Ju nior
meet ing for a month. Let the pas tor or su per in ten dent tell the story of the
hymn, and give an op por tu nity for those who can bring in ad di tional sto ries
to do so.

If we can add to our mind trea sury the twenty-four lead ing hymns of the
Chris tian church, what a splen did em ploy ment it will be!

I make no claim for orig i nal ity in this book. The facts given, the anec- 
dotes re lated, are brought to gether from the best works on hym nol ogy. Prac- 
ti cally noth ing is mine ex cept the se lec tion and ar range ment.

AMOS R. WELLS.

Bos ton.
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“All Hail the Power of Je sus’
Name” by Ed ward Per ronet

THIS, one of the great est of hymns, was writ ten by Ed ward Per ronet, and
is the one thing that has kept his name green in the earth.

Nev er the less, Per ronet was a man worth know ing about, quite apart from
his mag nif i cent hymn. He was de scended from French Protes tants, and his
fa ther was an Eng lish cler gy man who joined the Wes leys in car ry ing on
their great re vival of re li gion.

His son Ed ward also be came a cler gy man, and for a time la bored with
the Wes leys. Charles Wes ley writes of his bold ness in preach ing. At one
time he and Per ronet were be set in a house by a mob of rough re vil ers,
whom Per ronet op posed coura geously, while they abused him and threw
dirt on him.

In his note book, three years later, Charles Wes ley speaks of a jour ney he
made to Lon don, with his brother John and with Per ronet. “We were in per- 
ils of rob bers, who were abroad, and had robbed many the night be fore,”
writes Wes ley. But, he stoutly adds, “We com mended our selves to God, and
rode over the heath singing.” What a scene that must have been!

John Wes ley wanted to hear Per ronet preach, and Per ronet, for some rea- 
son, would not preach be fore Wes ley. One day Wes ley, see ing Per ronet in
the con gre ga tion, an nounced that he would preach the next morn ing. Per- 
ronet did not want to make a scene, so the next morn ing he mounted the
pul pit, ex plained that he had not con sented to preach and felt that he could
not, but nev er the less he would give them the best ser mon that had ever been
de liv ered. There upon he opened the Bible, and read the Ser mon on the
Mount from be gin ning to end, and with out a word of com ment. A song and
prayer fin ished the ser vice.

Af ter eight years of co op er a tion with the Wes leys, Per ronet left them,
dis agree ing with some of their reg u la tions. They con tin ued, how ever, to es- 
teem and love each other.
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The last years of Per ronet were spent at Can ter bury, where he was pas tor
of an in de pen dent church, and where he died in 1792, at the age of sixty-
six.

He pub lished three vol umes of re li gious po ems, one be ing made up of
ver si fied Scrip ture. Some of these po ems de serve to be widely used, as, for
in stance, the hymn con tain ing the stanza: —

“O grant me, Lord, that sweet con tent
 That sweet ens ev ery state;
 Which no in ter nal fears can rent,
 Nor out ward foes abate.”

None of Per ronet’s po ems, how ever, have at tained fame ex cept the im mor- 
tal “All hail the power of Je sus’ name.” It was writ ten in 1779, and was first
printed, in 1780, in The Gospel Mag a zine. The poet gave it the ti tle, “On
the Res ur rec tion,” and as he wrote it, there were eight stan zas, as fol lows:
—

All hail the power of Je sus’ name,
 Let an gels pros trate fall;
Bring forth the royal di a dem,
 To crown Him Lord of all!

Let high born ser aphs tune the lyre,
 And, as they tune it, fall
Be fore His face who tunes their choir,
 And crown Him Lord of all!

Crown Him, ye morn ing stars of light,
 Who fixed this float ing ball,
Now hail the Strength of Is rael’s might,
 And crown Him Lord of all!

Crown Him, ye mar tyrs of your God,
 Who from His al tar call;
Ex tol the stem of Jesse’s rod,
 And crown Him Lord of all!
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Ye seed of Is rael’s cho sen race,
 Ye ran somed of the fall,
Hail Him who saves you by His grace
 And crown Him Lord of all!

Hail Him, ye heirs of David’s line,
 Whom David Lord did call,
The God in car nate, Man di vine,
 And crown Him Lord of all!

Sin ners, whose love can ne’er for get
 The worm wood and the gall,
Go spread your tro phies at His feet,
 And crown Him Lord of all!

Let ev ery tribe and ev ery tongue
 That bound cre ation’s call
Now shout in uni ver sal song,
 The crowned Lord of all!

In com mit ting the hymn to mem ory you may pre fer to use it as it now
stands in our hymn books, where it is short ened and changed, and one
stanza has been added: —

“Oh, that with yon der sa cred throng
 We at His feet may fall;
We’ll join the ev er last ing song,
 And crown Him Lord of all.”

This last stanza was added by the fa mous hymn col lec tor, Rev. John Rip- 
pon, in 1787.

At first the hymn was sung to the tune of “Miles’ Lane,” writ ten for the
hymn by William Shrub sole, a Lon don or gan ist, in 1780. Now, how ever, we
use the tune “Coro na tion,” which was com posed in 1792, the year Per ronet
died, by Oliver Holden, a car pen ter of Charlestown, Mass. Holden’s queer
old or gan, on which this glo ri ous tune was first played, is still to be seen in
Bos ton.

The most fa mous story con nected with Per ronet’s great hymn is told of
the mis sion ary to In dia, Rev. E. P. Scott. One day he saw on the street a man
of so strange an ap pear ance that he in quired about him, and learned that he
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be longed to a wild moun tain tribe among whom Christ had never been
preached. Mr. Scott prayed over the mat ter, and de cided to visit that tribe.

As soon as he reached their moun tain home, he fell in with a sav age
band who were on a war ex pe di tion. They seized him, and pointed their
spears at his heart.

At once the mis sion ary drew out the vi o lin that he al ways car ried with
him, and be gan to play and sing in the na tive lan guage, “All hail the power
of Je sus’ name!” He closed his eyes, ex pect ing death at any minute. When
he reached the third stanza, as noth ing had hap pened, he opened his eyes,
and was amazed to see that the spears had fallen from the hands of the sav- 
ages, and big tears were in their eyes!

They in vited Mr. Scott to their homes, and he spent two and a half years
among them, win ning many of them to Christ. When poor health com pelled
him to re turn to Amer ica, they fol lowed him for thirty or forty miles, beg- 
ging him to come back again. This he did, and con tin ued to work among
them un til his death.
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“A Mighty Fortress Is Our God”
by Mar tin Luther

MAR TIN LUTHER was born in Eisleben, Ger many, in 1483, a poor miner’s
son. His heart was full of mu sic when he was a boy, and he used to sing
from door to door. Af ter he be came a man, and had led in the great re volt
from the su per sti tions, sins, and in jus tices of the Ro man Catholic Church,
he did two things that more than all oth ers es tab lished Protes tantism firmly,
— he trans lated the Bible into the lan guage of the com mon peo ple, and he
wrote hymns also in their ev ery day lan guage, to be sung to at trac tive, fa mil- 
iar tunes.

The first printed hymn book was pub lished at Wit ten berg in 1524, —
eight hymns with tunes, and four of them by Luther. Since that be gin ning it
is said that Ger mans have writ ten more than 100,000 hymns, and the great- 
est of all is this hymn of Luther’s. Luther wrote some thirty-six hymns in
all, but this is his no blest. Some say that the strong tune to which the hymn
is al ways sung was com posed by Luther, but he prob a bly merely adapted a
tune al ready in ex is tence.

The hymn was writ ten about 1528, and though many at tempts have been
made to as so ciate it with var i ous stir ring events in the life of the great re- 
former, it is not known what oc ca sion prompted it. He based it on the Forty-
sixth Psalm, but it does not fol low the course of the psalm; it merely catches
up and car ries on the psalm’s lead ing thought.

What ever its ori gin, “Ein’ Feste Burg ist Unser Gott” had an im me di ate
in flu ence in Ger many, and be came for the Ref or ma tion what the great
French hymn, La Mar seil laise, be came to France. It is now the na tional
hymn of the Fa ther land.

Says Dr. Ben son:
"It was sung at Augs burg dur ing the Diet, and in all the churches of Sax- 

ony, of ten against the protest of the priest. It was sung in the streets; and, so
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heard, com forted the hearts of Melanchthon, Jonas, and Cru ciger, as they
en tered Weimar, when ban ished from Wit ten berg in 1547.

"It was sung by poor Protes tant em i grants on their way into ex ile, and by
mar tyrs at their death. It is wo ven into the web of his tory of Ref or ma tion
times, and it be came the true na tional hymn of Protes tant Ger many.

"Gus tavus Adol phus or dered it sung by his army be fore the bat tle of
Leipzig, in 1631, and on the field of that bat tle it was re peated, more than
two cen turies af ter ward, by the throng as sem bled at the ju bilee of the Gus- 
tavus Adol phus As so ci a tion. Again it was the bat tle hymn of his army at
Lützen, in 1632, in which the king was slain, but his army won the vic tory.

“It has had a part in count less cel e bra tions com mem o rat ing the men and
events of the Ref or ma tion; and its first line is en graved on the base of
Luther’s mon u ment at Wit ten berg.”

Luther com forted his own heart with the hymn, and when his great cause
seemed al most lost he would turn to his friend Melanchthon and say,
“Come, Philip, let us sing the Forty-sixth Psalm.”

There is a story of the use of it by the Ger man troops lodged in a church
af ter the bat tle of Sedan. They were too ex cited to sleep. At last some one
be gan to play Luther’s hymn upon the or gan. The sol diers united in a splen- 
did out burst of song, af ter which they fell into peace ful slum ber.

The hymn has been trans lated into Eng lish more than eighty times, but
only twice with such suc cess that the re sult has won

pop u lar fa vor. In Eng land, they sing the trans la tion made by Thomas
Car lyle, who was the one that in tro duced the hymn in that land, in 1831.
His first stanza is:

A sure strong hold our God is He,
 A trusty shield and weapon;
 Our help He’ll be, and set us free
From ev ery ill can hap pen.
That old ma li cious foe
In tends us deadly woe;
Armed with might from hell
And deep est craft as well,
 On earth is not his fel low.

Our fa vorite Amer i can ver sion is that by Rev. Fred eric Henry Hedge, a
great Ger man scholar, him self a poet of no mean abil ity, whose trans la tion
ap peared in 1852. Longfel low has a ver sion in his “Golden Leg end,”and
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one of Whit tier’s war po ems is in Luther’s me tre, and is called, “Ein’ Feste
Burg ist Unser Gott.” Here is Dr. Hedge’s trans la tion:

A mighty Fortress is our God,
 A Bul wark never fail ing;
Our Helper He amid the flood
 Of mor tal ills pre vail ing:
For still our an cient foe
Doth seek to work us woe;
His craft and power are great,
And, armed with cruel hate,
 On earth is not his equal.

Did we in our own strength con fide,
 Our striv ing would be los ing;
Were not the right man on our side,
 The man of God’s own choos ing:
Dost ask who that may be?
Christ Je sus, it is He;
Lord Sabaoth His name,
From age to age the same,
 And He must win the bat tle.

And though this world, with dev ils filled,
 Should threaten to undo us;
We will not fear, for God hath willed
 His truth to tri umph through us.
The prince of dark ness grim, —
We trem ble not for him;
His rage we can en dure,
For lo! his doom is sure,
 One lit tle word shall fell him.

That word above all earthly pow ers,
 No thanks to them, abideth;
The Spirit and the gifts are ours
 Through Him who with us sideth:
Let goods and kin dred go,
This mor tal life also;
The body they may kill:
God’s truth abideth still,
 His king dom is for ever.
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“Calm on the Lis ten ing Ear of
Night” by Ed mund Hamil ton

Sears

TO BE THE AU THOR of two of the most fa mous and help ful of Christ mas
hymns is glory enough for any man. That was the blessed re sult of the life
of Rev. Ed mund Hamil ton Sears, D. D. He was a busy pas tor; he wrote four
or five books and many other po ems, but long af ter all his other work is for- 
got ten those two Christ mas hymns will be re mem bered and sung.

Dr. Sears was born, lived, and died in a nar row re gion in Mass a chu setts.
His birth was in 1810, at San d is field, and his death was on Jan u ary 14,
1876, at We ston. He was a Swe den bor gian in be lief, but he was the pas tor
of Uni tar ian churches.

When he was a young man, in 1834, Mr. Sears wrote the first of his two
splen did Christ mas odes; when he was in the prime of life, in 1850, he
wrote the sec ond, “It came upon the mid night clear.” It is the first that is
here given to com mit to mem ory, “Calm on the lis ten ing ear of night.” The
two hymns are alike and yet dif fer ent. In Dr. Sears’s vol ume, “Ser mons and
Songs,” they stand, the one pre ced ing and the other fol low ing a ser mon for
Christ mas Eve on 1 Tim. 2:6. And here is our hymn, just as it ap pears in
that book: —

Calm on the lis ten ing ear of night
 Come heaven’s melo di ous strains,
Where wild Ju daea stretches forth
 Her sil ver man tled plains;
Ce les tial choirs from courts above
 Shed sa cred glo ries there,
And an gels, with their sparkling lyres,
 Make mu sic on the air.
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The an swer ing hills of Pales tine
 Send back the glad re ply,
And greet from all their holy heights
 The Day-Spring from on high;
O’er the blue depths of Galilee,
 There comes a holier calm,
And Sharon waves, in solemn praise,
 Her silent groves of palm.

“Glory to God!” The lofty strain
 The realm of ether fills;
How sweeps the song of solemn joy
 O’er Ju dah’s sa cred hills!
“Glory to God!” The sound ing skies
 Loud with their an thems ring,
“Peace on the earth; good will to men
 From heaven’s Eter nal King.”

Light on thy hills, Jerusalem!
 The Saviour now is born,
And bright on Beth le hem’s joy ous plains
 Breaks the first Christ mas morn,
And brightly on Mo riah’s brow
 Crowned with her tem ple spires,
Which first pro claim the new born light,
 Clothed with its ori ent fires.

This day shall Chris tian tongues be mute,
 And Chris tian hearts be cold?
Oh, catch the an them that from heaven
 O’er Ju dah’s moun tains rolled,
When burst upon that lis ten ing night
 The high and solemn lay:
“Glory to God, on earth be peace,”
 Sal va tion comes to day!
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“O Lit tle Town of Beth le hem”
by Bishop Brooks

WHEN PHILLIPS BROOKS, the beloved and great preacher, was a boy, his
par ents had him and his broth ers learn hymns. They used to en joy recit ing
them on Sun day evenings, and when Phillips went to col lege he could re- 
peat some two hun dred of them. He never for got them, and they of ten came
up in his won der ful ser mons.

It is not at all sur pris ing, then, that Phillips Brooks be gan to write hymns
him self. He of ten com posed po ems, and some of his po ems have be come
very dear to all Chris tians. One of the best of these is the beau ti ful Christ- 
mas hymn that we are to com mit to mem ory this month.

It is not at all sur pris ing, ei ther, that the great preacher should write po- 
ems for chil dren. He loved all chil dren, and liked noth ing bet ter, gi ant of a
man as he was, than to get down on the floor and romp with them. He of ten
wrote let ters to his child friends, and these let ters are among the most de- 
light ful bits of his writ ing.

Mr. Brooks preached in Phil a del phia first, and then in Bos ton. Our hymn
was writ ten when he was rec tor of the Holy Trin ity Church of Phil a del phia,
and for his Sun dayschool. It was used by the chil dren at their Christ mas ser- 
vice in the year 1868. How lit tle they un der stood what a fa mous song they
were singing for the first time!

The lovely tune, “St. Louis,” to which the hymn is usu ally sung, was
writ ten for it at that time by Mr. Lewis H. Red ner, the or gan ist of the
church, the su per in ten dent of the Sun dayschool, and teacher of one of the
classes. It was in the mid dle of the night be fore that Christ mas ser vice that
Mr. Red ner woke up sud denly with an gelic strains ring ing in his ears. He
took a piece of mu sic-pa per and jot ted down the melody of the tune; then
the next morn ing, be fore go ing to church, he filled in the har mony. So lit tle
did he, too, un der stand what a great thing he was do ing.
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It was a long time be fore the churches re al ized the beauty of the song.
Not un til 1892 was the hymn ad mit ted to the hym nal of Bishop Brooks’s
own de nom i na tion.

Here is the Christ mas carol, as Phillips Brooks wrote it. The fourth
stanza is un fa mil iar, be cause the writer him self left it out of the later copies
of the poem; but you will want to see it, and prob a bly to learn it with the
oth ers.

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.

For Christ is born of Mary;
 And gath ered all above,
While mor tals sleep, the an gels keep
 Their watch of won der ing love.
O morn ing stars to gether
 Pro claim the holy birth;
And praises sing to God the King,
 And peace to men on earth.

How silently, how silently,
 The won drous Gift is given!
So God im parts to hu man hearts
 The bless ings of His heaven.
No ear may hear His com ing,
 But in this world of sin,
Where meek souls will re ceive Him still,
 The dear Christ en ters in.

Where chil dren pure and happy
 Pray to the blessed Child,
Where mis ery cries out to Thee,
 Son of the Mother mild;
Where Char ity stands watch ing,
 And Faith holds wide the Door,
The dark night wakes, the glory breaks,
 And Christ mas comes once more.
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O holy Child of Beth le hem,
 De scend to us, we pray;
Cast out our sin, and en ter in,
 Be born in us to day.
We hear the Christ mas an gels
 The great glad tid ings tell;
O come to us, abide with us,
 Our Lord Em manuel.
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“From Green land’s Icy Moun‐ 
tains” by Bishop Heber

ONE OF THE GREAT EST and no blest of all hymn writ ers is Regi nald Heber.
He was born April 21, 1783, at Mal pas, Cheshire, Eng land. His fa ther gave
him ev ery ad van tage, and he made the best use of his op por tu ni ties. He be- 
came a dis tin guished poet when a young man at Ox ford. The first year af ter
en ter ing, when only sev en teen years old, he took a prize for a Latin poem,
and two years af ter ward he won a prize by a re mark able poem on Pales tine,
which was re ceived with such ap plause as had never be fore been heard in
that se date gath er ing. Af ter this suc cess his par ents found him on his knees
in grate ful prayer.

He be came a min is ter of the Church of Eng land, and be gan to write
hymns. It was just be com ing the cus tom to use hymns in Epis co pal
churches, and there were no hymn books.

The Chris tians of Eng land were aroused at that time to the great call of
for eign mis sions, and a col lec tion was or dered to be taken for that ob ject in
all the churches.

On Sat ur day, May 29, 18 19, young Heber hap pened to be vis it ing his
fa ther-in-law, in whose church he was to preach the next day. This col lec- 
tion was to be taken, and a suit able hymn was wanted. They asked Heber to
write one.

He re tired to an other part of the room, and in a short time read the first
three stan zas of his fa mous hymn.

“There! That will do very well,” they told him.
“No, no, the sense is not com plete,” an swered Heber; so he added the

splen did fourth stanza, the en tire hymn be ing as fol lows, ac cord ing to the
poet’s own man u script, which has for tu nately been pre served for us (bring- 
ing $210 when sold, — a sum larger than the mis sion ary col lec tion re ceived
when it was first sung): —
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From Green land’s icy moun tains,
 From In dia’s coral strand,
Where Afric’s sunny foun tains
 Roll down their golden strand,
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 strown;
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.

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 beau ti ful and stir ring tune to which the hymn is al ways sung was writ- 
ten as rapidly as the hymn it self.

A printed copy of the poem reached Miss Mary W. Howard, of Sa van- 
nah, Ga. She ad mired it greatly, and wanted a tune for it. The me tre was a
new one at that time. So Miss Howard sent the poem to Low ell Ma son, then
a young bank clerk and singing-teacher in Sa van nah. In half an hour he sent
back the “Mis sion ary Hymn” tune that is uni ver sally used.
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When Heber was forty years old, he be came first bishop of Cal cutta. He
re fused the ap point ment twice, for he dearly loved his quiet home and
church, but his sense of duty fi nally com pelled him to ac cept. As he went
out to the In dia of which he had sung, he had an op por tu nity to breathe the
“spicy breezes” that “blow soft o’er Cey lon’s isle,” and that carry the fra- 
grance of the aro matic forests far out to sea.

His du ties and au thor ity ex tended all over In dia, Cey lon, Mau ri tius, and
Aus trala sia. He en tered upon his work with great en ergy. It was he who or- 
dained the first na tive min is ter, Chris tian David. He trav eled far and wide,
but the cli mate and the heavy tasks quite wore him out. In less than three
years, on April 3, 1826, the good bishop sud denly died. Heber was greatly
beloved. Thack eray called him “one of the best of Eng lish gen tle men.” He
wrote fifty-seven hymns, which were pub lished af ter his death in one book.
It is said that ev ery one of these hymns is in use — an honor paid to no
other hymn writer that ever lived.

His mis sion ary hymn is his most fa mous pro duc tion, and some one has
ven tured to say that it has ac com plished as much for for eign mis sions as all
the mis sion ary ser mons ever preached, — a state ment he would be the first
to re buke.

But Heber wrote other great hymns, the great est be ing the no blest hymn
of ado ra tion in the lan guage, “Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!” Ten- 
nyson pro nounced this the finest hymn ever writ ten in any lan guage.

He also wrote the no blest war rior hymn ever com posed: “The Son of
God goes forth to war.” An other fa vorite is his “Bright est and best of the
sons of the morn ing.” Still oth ers are: “By cool Siloam’s shady rill,” “Lord
of mercy and of might,” and “Bread of the world in mercy bro ken.”

Al to gether, though not the great est of Eng lish hymn writ ers, Heber may
fairly be called the most po et i cal of them all; and his beau ti ful per sonal
char ac ter, when one knows about it, adds a new beauty to his lovely hymns.
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“Speed Away!” by Fanny
Crosby

FANNY CROSBY is one of the great est of the world’s hymn writ ers; per- 
haps only Watts and Wes ley would rank above her. She is great in the num- 
ber of her hymns — more than three thou sand, and in the large num ber of
them that have found fa vor with Chris tians and seem des tined to live for- 
ever. To name only a few, what im mor tal glory be longs to the au thor of
“Pass me not, O gen tle Saviour,” “Res cue the per ish ing,” “I am Thine, O
Lord,” “Blessed as sur ance, Je sus is mine,” “Je sus, keep me near the cross,”
“’Tis the blessed hour of prayer,” “Safe in the arms of Je sus,” “Some day
the sil ver cord will break,” “Thou, my ev er last ing por tion,” “Saviour, more
than life to me,” “All the way my Saviour leads me,” “Hide Thou me,” “Je- 
sus is ten derly call ing thee home,” “Lord, at Thy mercy seat humbly I fall,”
and many other hymns al most as well known.

Frances Jane Crosby was born in South east, N. Y., on March 24, 1820.
She is now, there fore, eighty-six years old, but is still, I be lieve, in ex cel lent
health.

She has been blind since she was six months old, but she is of a happy,
con tented dis po si tion, and re fuses to be pitied be cause of her great af flic- 
tion. In deed, when only eight years old she wrote: —

"O what a happy soul am I!
 Al though I can not see,
I am re solved that in this world
 Con tented I will be;

How many bless ings I en joy
 That other peo ple don’t!
To weep and sigh be cause I’m blind,
 I can not, and I won’t."
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Fanny Crosby spent twelve years as a pupil in the New York In sti tu tion for
the blind, and then she was a teacher from 1847 to 1858, teach ing lan guage
and his tory. While she was yet a pupil she was a splen did il lus tra tion of
what ed u ca tion can do for the blind, and once she re cited a poem on the
sub ject be fore the Sen ate and House of Rep re sen ta tives at Wash ing ton, and
also be fore the gov er nor and leg is la ture of New Jer sey.

In 1845 she be gan to write words for the mu sic of George F. Root, who
be came mu sic-teacher in the in sti tu tion. Many of these songs be came fa- 
mous, and the roy al ties on one of them, “Ros alie, the Prairie Flower,”
amounted to nearly three thou sand dol lars. An other well-known song of
hers is “There’s mu sic in the air.”

It was not, how ever, till Feb ru ary 5, 1864, that she wrote her first hymn.
It was writ ten for W. B. Brad bury, and ever since that time he, and his suc- 
ces sors, Biglow and Main, have been her pub lish ers, ac cept ing and pay ing
for all that she writes. She has writ ten many hymns for such singers and
com posers as Sankey, Doane, Lowry, Philip Phillips, Sweney, Sher win and
Kirk patrick. Her songs have blessed thou sands of lives, and there is
scarcely one of them but has won many souls to the Saviour.

In 1858 Miss Crosby was mar ried to an other pupil of the in sti tu tion,
Alexan der Van Al styne, a mu si cian, and the two lived to gether in ten der
sym pa thy and mu tual help ful ness. She some times uses her full name, but
of ten signs her hymns with pen names: A., C, D. H. W., V. A., Ella Dale;
Jenny V., Mrs. Je nie Glenn, Mrs. Kate Grin ley, Vi ola, Grace J. Fran cis,
Mrs. C. M. Wil son, Lizzie Ed wards, Hen ri etta E. Blair, Rose Ather ton,
Maud Mar ion, Leah Carl ton, and still oth ers!

She writes very rapidly, and some of her most fa mous hymns have been
dic tated al most as fast as the words could be taken down. Her hymns are
full of the Bible with which her mem ory is stored. When she was a mere
child she com mit ted to mem ory the first four books of the Old Tes ta ment
and the four Gospels.

In her home at Bridge port, Conn., the aged singer sits peace fully await- 
ing the call to the world where she shall see all beau ti ful things and shall
join — and what voice will be sweeter? — in the song of Moses and the
Lamb.

The mem ory hymn by her which we are to learn this month is “Speed
away” — a song that has done much to arouse in ter est in mis sions. It has
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be come the mis sion ary farewell hymn, be ing sung at the part ing with hun- 
dreds of mis sion ar ies as they set out upon their no ble er rands.

Speed away! speed away on your mis sion of light,
To the lands that are ly ing in dark ness and night;
’Tis the Mas ter’s com mand; go ye forth in His name,
The won der ful gospel of Je sus pro claim;
Take your lives in your hand, to the work while ’tis day,
Speed away! speed away! speed away!

Speed away, speed away with the life-giv ing Word,
To the na tions that know not the voice of the Lord;
Take the wings of the morn ing and fly o’er the wave,
In the strength of your Mas ter the lost ones to save;
He is call ing once more, not a mo ment’s de lay,
Speed away! speed away! speed away!

Speed away, speed away with the mes sage of rest,
To the souls by the tempter in bondage op pressed;
For the Saviour has pur chased their ran som from sin,
And the ban quet is ready. O gather them in;
To the res cue make haste, there’s no time for de lay,
Speed away! speed away! speed away!



28

“How Firm a Foun da tion” Prob‐ 
a bly by Robert Keene

OUR MOD ERN HYMN BOOKS give but six of the seven orig i nal stan zas of the
hymn, “How firm a foun da tion.” We give here the en tire hymn. Those that
pre fer may, of course, learn it in the mod ern form.

It first ap peared in a book en ti tled “A Se lec tion of Hymns from the Best
Au thors,” pub lished in 1787 by a Bap tist min is ter of Lon don, Dr. John Rip- 
pon, who, though an ar dent ad mirer of Watts, de sired to have some hymns
in ad di tion to those by the great hymn writer. Many of the hymns in his col- 
lec tion were there gath ered for the first time, and have been in use ever
since. We print the hymn pre cisely as it stood in Dr. Rip pon’s book, old
style s’s and all: [Note: f’s have been re placed with s’s.]

Scrip ture Prom ises

CXXVIII. Elevens. K——

Ex ceed ing great and pre cious Prom ises, 2 Pet. 3:4

1 How firm a Foun da tion, ye Saints of the Lord,
Is laid for your Faith in his ex cel lent Word;
What more can he say than to you he hath said?
You, who unto Je sus for Refuge have fled.

2 In ev ery Con di tion, in Sick ness, in Health,
In Poverty’s Vale, or abound ing in Wealth;
At Home and Abroad, on the Land, on the Sea,
“As thy Days may de mand, shall thy Strength ever be.”
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3 “Fear not, I am with thee, O be not dis may’d,”
“I, I am thy God, and will still give thee Aid;”
“I’ll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand,”
“Up held by my right eous om nipo tent Hand.”

4 “When thro’ the deep Wa ters I call thee to go,”
“The Rivers of Woe shall not thee over flow;”
“For I will be with thee, thy Trou bles to bless,”
“And sanc tify to thee, thy deep est Dis tress.”

5 “When thro’ fiery Tri als thy Path way shall lie,
”My Grace all suf fi cient shall be thy Sup ply;"
“The Flame shall not hurt thee, I only de sign”
“Thy Dross to con sume, and thy Gold to re fine.”

6 “Even down to old Age, all my Peo ple shall prove”
“My sov er eign, eter nal, un change able Love;”
“And when hoary Hairs shall their Tem ples adorn,”
“Like lambs they shall still in my boom be borne.”

7 “The Soul that on Je sus hath lean’d for Re pose,”
“I will not, I will not desert to his Foes;”
“That Soul, tho’ all Hell should en deavor to shake,”
“I’ll never — no never — no never for sake.”

[Last line agree able to Dr. Dod dridge’s Trans la tion of Heb. 13:5.]
No tice the “K” fol low ing the “Elevens,” which in di cates the num ber of

syl la bles. That K is all that is pos i tively known about the au thor. Af ter
Dr. Rip pon’s death some one changed the “K” in later edi tions to
“Kirkham,” but it is not thought that Thomas Kirkham wrote it. Daniel
Sedg wick, an old-time stu dent of hymns, heard an old lady in an almshouse
say that the hymn was writ ten by George Keith, a hymn writer of the day,
and on that slen der ground most of our mod ern hym nals at tribute it to him.
It is quite cer tain, how ever, that the au thor was Robert Keene, who was pre- 
cen tor in Dr. Rip pon’s church, and who also wrote the tune “Geard,” to
which it was orig i nally sung.

We sing the hymn to the tune called “Por tuguese Hymn,” be cause some
one heard it in the chapel of the Por tuguese Em bassy in Lon don, and
jumped to the con clu sion that it was Por tuguese in its ori gin. It is not, how- 
ever, but is the mu sic of a Latin Christ mas hymn, “Adeste Fi de les” — the
hymn which we have trans lated in the fa mil iar “O come, all ye faith ful.”
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“John Read ing” is falsely given by many books as the com poser of this
tune.

Gen eral Cur tis Guild, Jr., has told in The Sun day- School Times how this
hymn, “How firm a foun da tion,” thus wed ded to a Christ mas tune, was
sung on a fa mous Christ mas morn ing. The Sev enth Army Corps was en- 
camped on the hills above Ha vana, Cuba, on Christ mas Eve of 1898 — a
beau ti ful trop i cal night. Sud denly a sen tinel from the camp of the Forty-
ninth Iowa called, “Num ber ten; twelve o’clock, and all’s well!” A strong
voice raised the cho rus, and many manly voices joined in un til the whole
reg i ment was singing. Then the Sixth Mis souri added its voices, and the
Fourth Vir ginia, and all the rest, till there, as Gen eral Guild said, "on the
long ridges above the great city whence Span ish tyranny once went forth to
en slave the New World, a whole Amer i can army corps was singing:

"‘Fear not, I am with thee, O be not dis mayed;
I, I am thy God, and will still give thee aid;
I’ll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand,
Up held by my right eous, om nipo tent hand.’

"The North ern sol dier knew the hymn as one he had learned be side his
mother’s knee. To the South ern sol dier it was that and some thing more; it
was the fa vorite hymn of Gen eral Robert E. Lee, and was sung at that great
com man der’s fu neral.

“Protes tant and Catholic, South and North, singing to gether on Christ- 
mas day in the morn ing — that’s an Amer i can army!”

No tice the Scrip ture ref er ence that fol lows the ti tle, “Ex ceed ing great
and pre cious Prom ises.” Look it up, and note its ap pro pri ate ness.

No tice also the sec ond stanza, omit ted from many mod ern hym nals.
Would you will ingly lose it? When it is omit ted, the real be gin ning of the
Scrip ture quo ta tion which an swers the ques tion, “What more can He say?”
is left out. Af ter the first seven lines, the rest of the hymn is all Bible.

No tice, too, the last line, with its foot note re fer ring to Dod dridge’s trans- 
la tion of Heb. 13:5. This trans la tion brings out more clearly than our Re- 
vised or Au tho rized ver sions the mul ti plied neg a tives of the orig i nal Greek:
“I will not, I will not leave thee, I will never, never, never for sake thee.”

The story is told of the ven er a ble Dr. Charles Hodge, so greatly hon ored
and beloved at Prince ton, that one evening, when con duct ing prayers, the
old man was read ing this hymn, but was so over come by its ex alted sen ti- 
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ments, es pe cially in view of his own close ap proach to the bet ter land, that
he had no voice for the last line, but could only in di cate it by ges tures, beat- 
ing out the rhythm of the words.

An drew Jack son, af ter re tir ing from the Pres i dency, be came a de vout
mem ber of the Pres by te rian church. One day in his old age a com pany of
vis i tors was with him, when Gen eral Jack son said, “There is a beau ti ful
hymn on the sub ject of the ex ceed ing great and pre cious prom ises of God to
His peo ple. It was a fa vorite hymn with my dear wife till the day of her
death. It be gins thus: ‘How firm a foun da tion, ye saints of the Lord.’ I wish
you would sing it now.” So the com pany did what was asked by the old
hero.

Miss Willard wrote once: “Mother says that at fam ily prayers in her
home they were wont to sing to gether, ‘How firm a foun da tion’; and her
par ents used to say it would never wear out, be cause it was so full of Scrip- 
ture. When mother came back to us af ter be ing con fined to her room six
weeks, we sang that hymn for her, and she broke in at the verse about
‘hoary hairs’ and said: ‘How I en joyed that for my old grand mother who
lived to be ninety-seven, and I en joyed it for my dear fa ther who was
eighty-six when he passed away; and now my daugh ter en joys it for me,
who am eighty-four, and per haps she will live on to be as old as I, when I
feel sure she will have friends who will en joy it just as ten derly for her.’”

A beau ti ful story is told of that no ble woman, Fi delia Fisk, the de voted
mis sion ary to the women of Per sia. One time when she was worn out with
her heavy and dif fi cult labors, she was at tend ing a meet ing. Her weary body
greatly needed rest. Of a sud den a na tive woman came be hind her as she sat
on a mat, and whis pered, “Lean on me.” Miss Fisk heard, but scarcely
heeded. Then again came the whis per, “Lean on me.” Miss Fisk then leaned
gen tly on her un known friend. But again came the whis per, “If you love me,
lean hard.” The worn-out mis sion ary took the words as a mes sage from her
Fa ther in heaven, urg ing her, if she loved Him, to lean hard upon Him.

At one time a pas tor told this touch ing story to his peo ple in a Kan sas
vil lage. They were greatly dis cour aged be cause of the fail ure of their crops.
As soon as the story was fin ished, the min is ter sat down and let the peo ple
make their own ap pli ca tion. At once a voice struck up our hymn, and one
af ter an other joined in un til the lit tle com pany had be gun once more to
“lean for re pose” on the never-fail ing Arms:
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“The soul that on Je sus hath leaned for re pose
I will not, I will not desert to its foes;
That soul, though all hell should en deavor to shake,
I’ll never, no never, no never for sake.”
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“My Coun try, Tis of Thee” by
Samuel Fran cis Smith

OLIVER WEN DELL HOLMES wrote many po ems for the re unions of his class
at Har vard, the fa mous class of 1829, and one of them, writ ten when all the
class were gray-heads, con tains these lines: —

“And there’s a nice young ster of ex cel lent pith, —
Fate tried to con ceal him by nam ing him Smith;
But he shouted a song for the brave and the free, —
Just read on his medal, ‘My coun try,’ ‘of thee.’”

This “Smith” was Samuel Fran cis Smith, who wrote our Amer i can na tional
an them. He was born in Bos ton, Oc to ber 21, 1808; grad u ated from Har vard,
and stud ied for the min istry at An dover, be com ing a Bap tist cler gy man.

It was while he was at An dover that he wrote the fa mous hymn. Low ell
Ma son, the em i nent com poser, had given him some col lec tions of Ger man
songs for chil dren, that he might trans late them into Eng lish. “One dis mal
day in Feb ru ary, 1832,” Dr. Smith wrote long af ter ward, “about half an hour
be fore sun set, I was turn ing over the leaves of one of the mu sic books,
when my eye rested on the tune which is now known as ‘Amer ica.’ I liked
the spir ited move ment of it, not know ing it, at that time to be ‘God Save the
King.’ I glanced at the Ger man words and saw that they were pa tri otic, and
in stantly felt the im pulse to write a pa tri otic hymn of my own, adapted to
the tune. Pick ing up a scrap of waste pa per which lay near me, I wrote at
once, prob a bly within half an hour, the hymn ‘Amer ica,’ as it is now known
ev ery where. The whole hymn stands to day as it stood on the bit of waste
pa per, five or six inches long and two and a half wide.” This is the hymn:
—
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My coun try, ‘tis of thee,
Sweet land of lib erty,
 Of thee I sing;
Land where my fa thers died,
Land of the pil grims’ pride,
From ev ery moun tain side
 Let free dom ring.

My na tive coun try, — thee,
Land of the no ble free, —
 Thy name I love;
I love thy rocks and rills,
Thy woods and tem pled hills;
My heart with rap ture thrills
 Like that above.

Let mu sic swell the breeze,
And ring from all the trees
 Sweet free dom’s song:
Let mor tal tongues awake;
Let all that breathe par take;
Let rocks their si lence break,
 The sound pro long.

Our fa thers’ God, to Thee,
Au thor of lib erty,
 To Thee we sing;
Long may our land be bright
With free dom’s holy light;
Pro tect us by Thy might,
 Great God, our King.

“I never de signed it for a na tional hymn,” Dr. Smith said af ter wards; “I
never sup posed I was writ ing one.” Many of the best things come in just
that un con scious way.

On the Fourth of July of that same year, 1832, the hymn was first sung,
un der Mr. Ma son’s su per in ten dency, at a chil dren’s cel e bra tion in Park
Street Church, Bos ton, and soon the song of the young poet be came pop u lar
ev ery where. It has never been adopted by our gov ern ment as a na tional an- 
them, but it has been adopted by the peo ple them selves, which is far bet ter.

Dr. Smith be came an hon ored pas tor, in sev eral im por tant churches. At
one time he was a pro fes sor of mod ern lan guages, for he was fa mil iar with
fif teen lan guages, and some one who vis ited him in his eighty-sixth year
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found the vig or ous old man look ing around for a text book with which to
be gin the study of Rus sian!

At one time he was ed i tor of The Bap tist Mis sion ary Mag a zine; at an- 
other time of The Chris tian Re view. For fif teen years he was sec re tary of
the Amer i can Bap tist Mis sion ary Union. He was deeply in ter ested in mis- 
sions, and only sec ond in fame to his na tional an them is his mis sion ary
hymn, “The morn ing light is break ing.” It was he who did much to ward
sav ing the “Lone Star” mis sion in In dia, by writ ing his poem with that ti tle.
Other well-known hymns of his are “To day the Saviour calls” and “Softly
fades the twi light ray.”

The fact that “My coun try, ’tis of thee” is writ ten to the same tune as the
Eng lish na tional an them, “God save the King,” has given rise to many stir- 
ring scenes at Chris tian En deavor con ven tions all over the world. Very of- 
ten one stanza of each an them is sung, the con clu sion be ing one stanza of
“Blest be the tie.”

This was done at the mag nif i cent meet ing on Bos ton Com mon, at the
Chris tian En deavor Con ven tion of July, 1895. Eleven thou sand per sons
were present in the great tent, and Dr. Smith prob a bly never re ceived such
an ova tion as when he came for ward to read the poem which he wrote for
the oc ca sion, “Arouse ye, arouse ye, O ser vants of God.” The no ble verses
were read with much fer vor, though in a voice whose strength had been
stolen by many years.

On No vem ber 19 of that same year the aged poet passed away. He died
in the har ness, just as he was tak ing the train to preach in a neigh bor ing
town on the fol low ing Sun day. And so passed from earth the Chris tian pa- 
triot, whose love for his coun try widened out into the mis sion ary love for
all the world.
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“God Bless Our Na tive Land”
by Charles T. Brooks and John

S. Dwight

THIS BRIEF HYMN of only two stan zas is one of the best pa tri otic hymns
ever writ ten. Strangely enough, it is un cer tain just who wrote it, and when it
was com posed. At least four dif fer ent writ ers have de clared pos i tively that
the hymn was their own.

It is cer tain, how ever, that the poem was writ ten jointly by two Uni tar ian
cler gy men, life-long friends, — Rev. Charles Tim o thy Brooks and Dr. John
Sul li van Dwight. These were both Mass a chu setts men, the first be ing born
in Salem, and the sec ond in Bos ton. They were born the same year, 1813,
and grad u ated from Har vard the same year, 1832. Their deaths oc curred in
each case at an ad vanced age, but there was here a sep a ra tion of ten years,
for Mr. Brooks passed away in 1883, and Dr. Dwight in 1893.

Both were men of gen tle and re tir ing dis po si tion. Mr. Brooks was ac tive
in lit er ary work, es pe cially as a trans la tor. Dr. Dwight was for many years a
leader in the mu si cal in ter ests of Bos ton, and founded in 1852 Dwight’s
Jour nal of Mu sic, which he con tin ued un til 1881. Dr. Dwight was one of
the band of en thu si asts who joined in the fa mous ex per i ment of Brook
Farm, where a com pany of lofty thinkers en deav ored to put into prac tice
their the o ries of sim ple, ideal liv ing.

Both Mr. Brooks and Dr. Dwight laid claim at dif fer ent times to be the
au thor of this hymn, but the truth seems to be that each had a hand in the
mat ter, and it is pos si ble that it was trans lated from the Ger man, or, at least,
that a Ger man poem fur nished the fun da men tal idea. At any rate, the hymn
first ap peared in Low ell Ma son’s Carmina Sacra, in 1841.

The fol low ing is the form in which it was there printed. Al though there
are sev eral ver sions, this is the one best worth com mit ting to mem ory:
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God bless our na tive land;
Firm may she ever stand
 Through storm and night:
When the wild tem pests rave,
Ruler of wind and wave,
Do Thou our coun try save
 By Thy great might.

For her our prayers shall rise
To God, above the skies;
 On Him we wait;
Thou who art ever nigh,
Guard ing with watch ful eye,
To Thee aloud we cry,
 God save the state.
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“Je sus, Lover of My Soul” by
Charles Wes ley

THE THREE GREAT EST HYMN WRIT ERS of our Eng lish tongue are Isaac Watts,
Charles Wes ley, and Fanny Crosby. There are many who think that the
hymn we are to learn this month is the great est hymn ever writ ten; all men
agree that it is the best of Wes ley’s hymns, though he wrote no less than six
thou sand. Many of these six thou sand, too, rise to the high est rank of re li- 
gious po etry, such as those be gin ning: “Ye ser vants of God, your Mas ter
pro claim,” “Come, Thou long-ex pected Je sus,” “A charge to keep I have,”
“Arise, my soul, arise,” “Love di vine, all love ex celling,” “Depth of mercy!
Can there be,” “Sol diers of Christ, arise,” “Oh, for a thou sand tongues to
sing,” and the no ble Christ mas hymn, “Hark! the her ald an gels sing.” That
is a won der ful list of great hymns to be writ ten by one man.

Charles Wes ley, next to the youngest of nine teen chil dren, was born at
Ep worth, Eng land, on De cem ber 18, 1708. His fa ther was Rev. Samuel
Wes ley, and his mother, Su san nah Wes ley, was a very re mark able woman.
When he was a lad of fif teen, an Irish mem ber of Par lia ment, Gar ret Wes- 
ley, a wealthy man, wanted to adopt him. His fa ther left him to de cide the
mat ter, and he de cided in the neg a tive. The boy that was fi nally adopted be- 
came the fa ther of the Duke of Welling ton (Lord “Welles ley,” as he spelled
“Wes ley”), who con quered Napoleon at Wa ter loo. How his tory might have
been changed if young Charles Wes ley had not de cided as he did!

In 1735 Wes ley be came a cler gy man of the Church of Eng land, and went
with his brother John on a mis sion ary jour ney to Geor gia, be com ing sec re- 
tary to Gov er nor Oglethorpe. Within a year, bro ken in health and dis cour- 
aged, he was com pelled to re turn to Eng land.

Years be fore this, when Charles Wes ley was at Ox ford, he and his com- 
rades were so strict in their re li gious meth ods that they were nick named
“Methodists.” But both Charles and John had to learn more truly what re li- 
gion re ally is. Charles first learned it from Pe ter Bonier, a Mora vian of de- 



39

vout spirit, and from Thomas Bray, an un learned me chanic who knew Je sus
Christ. John soon af ter had the same ex pe ri ence, and from their viv i fied
preach ing sprung the great Methodist churches of to day. Un der the preach- 
ing of the Wes leys — es pe cially that of John Wes ley, for Charles soon with- 
drew from the more ac tive work — re vivals flamed all over Eng land. There
was much per se cu tion. Charles him self was driven from his church. Many
of his hymns were writ ten in time of trial, and it is said that “Je sus, Lover of
my soul,” was writ ten just af ter the poet and his brother had been driven by
a vi o lent mob from the place where they had been preach ing. An other story
(and nei ther tale can be ver i fied) says that the hymn was writ ten just af ter a
fright ened lit tle bird, pur sued by a hawk, had flown into Wes ley’s win dow
and crept into the folds of his coat. The prob a ble date of the hymn is 1740.
Af ter a long life of nearly eighty years, Charles Wes ley died, March 29,
1788.

Here is his great hymn, in clud ing the third stanza, which is now never
sung: —

Je sus, lover of my soul,
 Let me to Thy bo som fly,
While the nearer wa ters roll,
 While the tem pest still is high!
Hide me, my Saviour, hide,
 Till the storm of life be past;
Safe into the haven guide,
 Oh, re ceive my soul at last!

Other refuge have I none,
 Hangs my help less soul on Thee
Leave, ah! leave me not alone,
 Still sup port and com fort me!
All my trust on Thee is stayed,
 All my help from Thee I bring;
Cover my de fense less head
 With the shadow of Thy wing.
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Wilt thou not re gard my call?
 Wilt thou not ac cept my prayer?
Lo! I sink, I faint, I fall —
 Lo! on Thee I cast my care:
Reach me out Thy gra cious hand!
 While I of Thy strength re ceive,
Hop ing against hope I stand,
 Dy ing, and, be hold, I live!

Thou, O Christ, art all I want;
 More than all in Thee I find:
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,
 Heal the sick, and lead the blind.
Just and holy is Thy name;
 I am all un righ teous ness:
False and full of sin I am;
 Thou art full of truth and grace.

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.
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 was Finney’s last song, sung by him the day be fore his death. The
hymn has brought com fort to in nu mer able deathbeds.

Just be fore the bat tle of Chicka mauga a drum mer-boy dreamed that he
had gone home and was greeted by his dear mother and sis ter. He awoke
very sad, be cause both mother and sis ter were dead, and he had no home.
He told the lit tle story to the chap lain be fore he went into the bat tle. He was
left on the field with the dead and dy ing, and in the quiet of the night his
voice was heard singing “Je sus, Lover of my soul.” No one dared go to him.
When he reached the lines,

“Leave, ah! leave me not alone,
 Still sup port and com fort me,”

his voice grew silent; and the next day his body was found lean ing against a
stump, be side his drum. He had in deed gone home to his mother and sis ter.
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An other beau ti ful story is told of this hymn in con nec tion with the Civil
War. In a com pany of old sol diers, from the Union and Con fed er ate armies,
a for mer Con fed er ate was telling how he had been de tailed one night to
shoot a cer tain ex posed sen try of the op pos ing army. He had crept near and
was about to fire with deadly aim when the sen try be gan to sing, “Je sus,
Lover of my soul.” He came to the words,

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

The hid den Con fed er ate low ered his gun and stole away. “I can’t kill that
man,” said he, “though he were ten times my en emy.”

In the com pany was an old Union sol dier who asked quickly, “Was that
in the At lanta cam paign of ’64?”

“Yes.”
“Then I was the Union sen try!”
And he went on to tell how, on that night, know ing the dan ger of his

post, he had been greatly de pressed, and, to keep up his courage, had be gun
to hum that hymn. By the time he had fin ished, he was en tirely calm and
fear less. Through the song God had spo ken to two souls.
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“Nearer, My God, to Thee” by
Sarah Flower Adams

THIS IS THE GREAT EST HYMN ever writ ten by a woman. Its au thor was the
daugh ter of Ben jamin Flower, an En glish man whose lib eral views on pol i- 
tics caused his im pris on ment in the New gate Prison, Lon don, for six
months. While there, he was vis ited by Miss Eliza Gould, whose views
were like his. Af ter his re lease she mar ried him, and they had two daugh- 
ters, Eliza and Sarah.

It was Sarah who wrote the great hymn. She was born at Har low, Feb ru- 
ary 22, 1805. The mother died five years later of con sump tion, and both
girls in her ited her del i cate con sti tu tion. Eliza was mu si cal, and of ten wrote
mu sic for her sis ter’s songs. Sarah, beau ti ful and vi va cious, was fond of act- 
ing, and had an idea that the drama could be made to teach great truths as
well as the pul pit. For tu nately, how ever, her frail body com pelled her to
give up the ac tor’s ca reer.

Miss Flower mar ried, in 1834, a civil en gi neer, John Bry dges Adams,
and they made their home in Lon don. Her beauty, her gay man ners, her
bright con ver sa tion, and her ex alted char ac ter, made a deep im pres sion
upon many.

Eliza, the el der sis ter, be came weak ened in car ing for Sarah through a
long ill ness, and Sarah’s death, in turn, was has tened, doubt less, by her care
for Eliza in her last sick ness. The two passed away within a short in ter val,
the el der in De cem ber, 1846, and Sarah on Au gust 14, 1848. The hymns
sung at both fu ner als were by Sarah, with mu sic by Eliza.

The great hymn was writ ten in 1840, and was first pub lished the fol low- 
ing year in a book, “Hymns and An thems,” pre pared by Mrs. Adams’s pas- 
tor, Rev. William John son Fox, for the use of his con gre ga tion. In 1844
Rev. James Free man Clarke in tro duced the hymn in Amer ica, but it did not
gain gen uine pop u lar ity un til, in 1856, there was pub lished the beau ti ful
tune, “Bethany,” which Low ell Ma son wrote for it. In the Bos ton Peace Ju- 
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bilee of 1872 the hymn was sung to this tune by nearly fifty thou sand
voices, and the ven er a ble com poser him self was in the au di ence.

Many changes have been made in the im mor tal hymn by the ed i tors of
hymn books, but it is best to learn it and use it just as Mrs. Adams wrote it,
which is as fol lows: —

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

Though like the 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!

There let the way ap pear,
 Steps unto heaven:
All that Thou send’st to me
 In mercy given;
An gels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
 Nearer to Thee!

Then, with my wak ing thoughts
 Bright with Thy praise,
Out of my stony griefs
 Bethel I’ll raise;
So by my woes to be
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
 Nearer to Thee!

Or if on joy ful wing
 Cleav ing the sky,
Sun, moon, and stars for got,
 Up wards I fly,
Still all my song shall be,
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
 Nearer to Thee!
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Some in ter est ing in ci dents are con nected with this hymn. In 1871, three em- 
i nent the olo gians, Pro fes sors Hitch cock, Smith, and Park, were trav el ing in
Pales tine, when they heard the strains of “Bethany.” Draw ing near, to their
amaze ment they saw fifty Syr ian stu dents stand ing un der some trees in a
cir cle, and singing in Ara bic “Nearer, my God, to Thee.” Pro fes sor Hitch- 
cock, speak ing af ter ward of the event, said that the singing of that Chris tian
hymn by those Syr ian youths moved him to tears, and af fected him more
than any singing he had ever heard be fore.

Dur ing the John stown flood, May 31, 1889, a rail road train rushed into
the swirling wa ters. One car was turned on end, and in it was im pris oned,
be yond the hope of res cue, a woman on her way to be a mis sion ary in the
far East.

She spoke to the awestruck mul ti tude, gaz ing help less at the tragedy.
Then she prayed, and fi nally she sung " Nearer, my God, to Thee," in which
she was joined by the sor row ing, sym pa thiz ing throng. As she sung, she
passed away, com ing nearer in deed to the God of her wor ship.

But the most in spir ing of all the as so ci a tions of this hymn is that con- 
nected with the death of the mar tyred McKin ley. Dr. M. D. Mann, the
physi cian, heard him mur mur among his last words, “‘Nearer, my God, to
Thee, E’en though it be a cross,’ has been my con stant prayer.” On the day
of his burial, Thurs day, Sep tem ber 19, 1901, at half-past three, in all our
cities and vil lages and wher ever the daily press made way, by pre vi ous ar- 
range ment the peo ple paused in their oc cu pa tions. Trol ley cars stopped. The
streets were hushed. Men stood with bared heads. There were five min utes
of si lence over the land. In Union and Madi son Squares, New York City,
fol low ing this im pres sive si lence, bands played “Nearer, my God, to Thee,”
and the same hymn was used in count less churches at memo rial ser vices.
Among oth ers, it was used in West min ster Abbey, at the memo rial ser vice
cel e brated by com mand of King Ed ward.
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“Just as I Am” by Char lotte El‐ 
liott

PROB A BLY NO HYMN ever writ ten has brought so many souls to Christ.
It was writ ten by Char lotte El liott, who was born in Lon don, Eng land, in

1789. She lived to be an old lady of 82, but all her life she was an in valid.
Her suf fer ing made Miss El liott most thought ful for oth ers in dis tress, and
most of her hymns were writ ten with such per sons in mind. Did not God
have that pur pose in per mit ting her to be come sick?

This very hymn was writ ten when she was in great pain and trou ble, and
it must have helped her to take to Christ her poor, worn-out body and find
the help she so much needed.

The hymn first ap peared in The Chris tian Re mem brancer, of which Miss
El liott be came ed i tor in 1836. Soon af ter it was pub lished a lady, who ad- 
mired it greatly, had it printed in leaflet form, and widely dis trib uted. Miss
El liott was very sick, and one day her physi cian gave her one of these
leaflets to com fort her, not know ing that she was the au thor. It is said that
the suf ferer wept tears of grate ful joy when she saw this ev i dence that God
had so used her ef forts, though put forth from a fee ble body.

The hymn, as first printed, had six verses. The sev enth stanza was added
later, but cer tainly no one would be will ing to lose it. Here is the hymn en- 
tire, — and will you not wish to learn all of it? —

Just as I am, with out one plea,
But that Thy blood was shed for me,
And that Thou bidst 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!
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Just as I am, though tossed about
With many a con flict, many a doubt,
Fight ings and fears within, with out,
>   O Lamb of God, I come!

Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind;
Sight, riches, heal ing of the mind,
Yea, all I need in Thee to find,
>   O Lamb of God, I come!

Just as I am, Thou wilt re ceive,
Wilt wel come, par don, cleanse, re lieve,
Be cause Thy prom ise I be lieve,
>   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!

Just as I am, of that free love
The breadth, length, depth, and height to prove,
Here for a sea son, then above,
>   O Lamb of God, I come!

Miss El liott’s brother, a cler gy man, Rev. H. V. El liott, once said, “In the
course of a long min istry, I hope I have been per mit ted to see some fruit of
my labors, but I feel far more has been done by a sin gle hymn of my sis- 
ter’s.” Af ter the au thor’s death more than a thou sand let ters were found
among her pa pers, giv ing thanks for bless ings re ceived from “Just as I am.”
Moody once de clared that no hymn has done so much good, or touched so
many hearts.

For ex am ple, in the sum mer of 1895, the young peo ple of the Lenox
Road Methodist Church of Brook lyn sung this hymn in their ser vice, and,
as it hap pened, the hymn was sung also in the church ser vice fol low ing. A
few doors away lay a young lawyer in his room. All win dows were open,
and he heard the hymn twice re peated. At the time he was in the midst of a
fierce strug gle with con science, and the hymn de ter mined him to be a
Chris tian.

One day Mr. Wana maker told his great Sun day school in Phil a del phia
that one of their num ber, a young man who had been present only a week
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be fore, lay dy ing, and had asked the school to sing in his be half “Just as I
am, with out one plea.” The hymn was sung with so much feel ing, and es pe- 
cially the third stanza, that a vis i tor who was present was led to Christ, be- 
ing freed on the spot from “many a con flict, many a doubt.”

Once John B. Gough was placed in a pew with a man so re pul sive that
he moved to the far ther end of the seat. The con gre ga tion be gan to sing
“Just as I am,” and the man joined in so heartily that Mr. Gough de cided
that he could not be so dis agree able af ter all, and moved up nearer, though
the man’s singing “was pos i tively aw ful.” At the end of the third stanza,
while the or gan was play ing the in ter lude, the man leaned to ward
Mr. Gough and whis pered, “Won’t you please give me the first line of the
next verse?” Mr. Gough re peated,

“Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind,”

and the man replied, “That’s it; and I am blind — God help me; and I am a
par a lytic.” Then as he tried with his poor, twitch ing lips to make mu sic of
the glo ri ous words, Mr. Gough thought that never in his life had he heard
mu sic so beau ti ful as the blun der ing singing of that hymn by the par a lytic.
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“Rock of Ages” by Au gus tus M.
Toplady

“Rock of Ages” and “Je sus, Lover of my soul,” are the two fa vorite
hymns of most Chris tians.

The au thor of “Rock of Ages,” Au gus tus Mon tague Toplady, was an En- 
glish man, and was born No vem ber 4, 1740. His fa ther, Ma jor Toplady, died
in the siege of Carta gena in Colom bia, South Amer ica, while his boy was
only a few months old. Young Toplady was con verted when on a visit to
Ire land by an ig no rant Methodist preacher, a lay man, who was preach ing in
a barn.

His mind was vig or ous, but his body was weak, and soon con sump tion
seized upon him. He fought it for two years be fore it con quered, and it was
dur ing this pe riod that he wrote his im mor tal hymn. It ap peared first in the
Gospel Mag a zine for March, 1776 — a mag a zine of which he was the ed i- 
tor. It was in the midst of an ar ti cle in which he tried to fig ure out the num- 
ber of a man’s sins, and then broke into this hymn, which sets forth our only
rem edy for sin: —

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide my self in Thee!
Let the wa ter and the blood
From Thy riven side which flowed,
Be of sin the dou ble cure,
Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

Not the la bor of my hands
Can ful fill Thy law’s de mands;
Could my zeal no respite know,
Could my tears for ever flow,
All for sin could not atone;
Thou must save, and Thou alone.
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Noth ing in my hand I bring;
Sim ply to Thy cross I cling;
Naked, come to Thee for dress;
Help less, look to Thee for grace;
Foul, I to the Foun tain fly;
Wash me, Saviour, or I die.

While I draw this fleet ing breath,
When my eye strings break in death,
When I soar through tracts un known,
See Thee on Thy judg ment throne, —
Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide my self in Thee!

Toplady’s ti tle for the hymn was “A liv ing and dy ing prayer for the holi est
be liever in the world.” The ti tle fitly ex pressed the tri umphant faith in
which he him self passed away on Au gust 11, 1778, say ing, “My prayers are
all con verted into praise.” He was only thirty-eight years old. The hymn
was ac tu ally used as a dy ing prayer by Prince Al bert, the beloved hus band
of Queen Vic to ria. It was sung in Con stantino ple by the Ar me ni ans dur ing
the fear ful mas sacre. When the steamship Lon don went down in the Bay of
Bis cay in 1866, the last man to es cape from the ill-fated ves sel heard the re- 
main ing pas sen gers singing this hymn:

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide my self in Thee.

The hymn was an es pe cial fa vorite with Glad stone, who was of ten heard
hum ming it in the House of Com mons, and who trans lated it into Latin,
Greek, and Ital ian. His Latin trans la tion is one of great beauty. Ma jor-Gen- 
eral Stu art, the fa mous Con fed er ate cav alry of fi cer, sung this hymn as he
lay dy ing af ter the Bat tle of the Wilder ness. Of many other death-beds this
hymn has been the so lace and the crown.

The story is told of a Chi nese woman who, for the pur pose of “mak ing
merit” for her self with her hea then gods, had dug a well twenty-five feet
deep and fif teen in di am e ter. She was con verted, and a trav eler speaks of
meet ing her when she had reached the age of eighty. She was bent with age,
but she stretched out her crip pled hands to ward her vis i tor, and be gan to
sing:
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Noth ing in my hand I bring,
Sim ply to Thy cross I cling.

The no blest in ci dent con nected with this hymn is re lated of the cel e bra tion
of the fifti eth year of the reign of Queen Vic to ria. On this oc ca sion there
came an em bassy from Queen Ranaval ona III., of Mada gas car, and in the
com pany was a ven er a ble Hova, who ex pressed the de sires of his peo ple for
the pros per ity of the Queen, and then asked per mis sion to sing. It was ex- 
pected that he would ren der some hea then song, but to ev ery one’s amaze- 
ment he burst forth with

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide my self in Thee.

It was a strik ing proof of the power of Chris tian mis sions.
“Rock of Ages” was of ten sung by the Ar me ni ans at Con stantino ple dur- 

ing the ter ri ble mas sacres.
The hymn is given as Toplady wrote it, and it will be seen that it is of ten

mu ti lated in our hymn books. The sec ond line of the last stanza is gen er ally
writ ten:

When my eye lids close in death.

Toplady’s line refers to an old be lief that, when a per son dies, the “eye- 
strings” snap.

As to the thought of “Rock of Ages,” it prob a bly sprung from the mar- 
ginal trans la tion of Isa. 26:4: “In the Lord Je ho vah is the rock of ages,” but
Toplady doubt less com bined that with such pas sages as “I will put thee in a
cleft of the rock” (Exod. 33:22), “En ter into the rock” (Isa. 2:10), and “They
drank of that spir i tual Rock that fol lowed them: and that Rock was Christ”
(1 Cor. 10:4).

Toplady wrote 133 po ems and hymns, but nearly all are for got ten ex cept
this. One other, how ever, is a hymn of great beauty, and is cher ished by
many Chris tians: —
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In spirer and Hearer of prayer,
 Thou Shep herd and Guardian of Thine,
My all to Thy covenant care
 I sleep ing and wak ing re sign;
If Thou art my shield and my sun,
 The night is no dark ness to me;
And fast as my mo ments roll on
 They bring me but nearer to Thee.
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“Take My Life” by Frances Ri d‐ 
ley Haver gal

FRANCES RI D LEY HAVER GAL wrote so many help ful books, and lived a life
so earnest and de voted, that she has had a very deep in flu ence over the
hearts of Chris tians. Of all her po ems, the one we are to learn this month
meant the most to her, and has meant the most to the world.

Miss Haver gal was born in Ast ley, Eng land, De cem ber 14, 1836. Her fa- 
ther was an Epis co pal cler gy man, a skil ful com poser of mu sic, and him self
a hymn writer. She was bap tized by an other hymn writer, Rev. John Ca- 
wood, who wrote “Hark! what mean those holy voices?”

Study ing in Eng land and Ger many, Miss Haver gal be came a good He- 
brew and Greek scholar, and knew sev eral mod ern lan guages. She be came
also a bril liant singer and pi ano player, and a glit ter ing ca reer in so ci ety was
open be fore her. But she con sid ered all her tal ents to be only loans from the
Lord, to be used in His ser vice. She would not even sing, ex cept sa cred mu- 
sic, and for the pur pose of win ning souls. She lav ished her strength upon
work for the Mas ter, teach ing in Sun day schools, writ ing let ters, writ ing
many leaflets and books, con duct ing re li gious meet ings, and mak ing pub lic
ad dresses. She was of ten sick, and her life was short, but she ac com plished
a won der ful amount of no ble work.

Miss Haver gal’s beau ti ful con se cra tion hymn was writ ten on Feb ru ary 4,
1874. Here it is.

Take my life, and let it be
Con se crated, Lord, to Thee.
Take my mo ments and my days;
Let them flow in cease less praise.
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Take my hands, and let them move
At the im pulse of Thy love.
Take my feet, and let them be
Swift and beau ti ful for Thee.

Take my voice, and let me sing,
Al ways, only, for my King.
Take my lips, and let them be
Filled with mes sages from Thee.

Take my sil ver and my gold;
Not a mite would I with hold.
Take my in tel lect, and use
Ev ery power as Thou shalt choose.

Take my will, and make it Thine;
It shall be no longer mine.
Take my heart, it is Thine own;
It shall be Thy royal throne.

Take my love; my Lord, I pour
At Thy feet its trea sure store.
Take my self, and I will be
Ever, only, all for Thee.

At the close of 1873 Miss Haver gal came to long for a deeper knowl edge of
God. On Sun day, De cem ber 2, of that year she was brought to see, as by a
flash of light, that she could not have the full blessed ness of a Chris tian
with out a full sur ren der to Christ.

On the first of Feb ru ary, 1874, Miss Haver gal was vis it ing in a home
where there were ten per sons, some of them not con verted, some of them
Chris tians but not very happy ones. A great long ing seized upon Miss
Haver gal that all of these might, be fore she left, come to know her Saviour
as joy fully as she had just come to know Him. That prayer was granted, and
be fore she left the house. On the last night of her stay, Feb ru ary 4, she was
too happy to sleep, and spent the night writ ing this hymn, clos ing with the
tri umphant line, “Ever, only, ALL for Thee!”

Miss Haver gal made the hymn a stan dard for her own liv ing. Years af ter- 
ward she wrote in a let ter, “I had a great time early this morn ing re new ing
the never-re gret ted con se cra tion.” Then she went on to tell how she found
she had re ally made her own all but the eleventh cou plet, about love; she
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felt that she had not given Christ her love as she wanted to, and she made
that the ob ject of her morn ing con se cra tion.

Some times the earnest worker would con duct con se cra tion meet ings,
and there is an ac count of one such meet ing in par tic u lar, at the close of
which she gave each per son present a card bear ing the words of the hymn,
and asked them to take the cards home, pray over them, and then, if they
could make them their own, sign them on their knees.

This gifted and truly con se crated woman died in Wales on June 3, 1879,
at the age of forty-three. She was buried at Ast ley, and on her tomb stone is
en graved, as she her self wished, her fa vorite text: “The blood of Je sus
Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin.”
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“My Faith Looks Up to Thee” by
Ray Palmer

THIS IS PROB A BLY the great est hymn writ ten by an Amer i can. Its au thor,
Ray Palmer, was the son of a judge, Hon. Thomas Palmer, and was born at
Lit tle Comp ton, R. I., on No vem ber 12, 1808. He be came a clerk in a Bos- 
ton dry-goods store, a stu dent at Phillips Acad emy and at Yale, a teacher in
New York and New Haven, pas tor of sev eral churches, and cor re spond ing
sec re tary of the Amer i can Con gre ga tional Union.

In 1830, im me di ately af ter his grad u a tion from Yale, when Mr. Palmer
was teach ing in New York, he wrote his great hymn. He was then a young
man of twenty-two.

“The words of the hymn,” he af ter wards said, “were born of my own
soul.” He was read ing, in the quiet of his own room, a brief Ger man poem
of only two stan zas, pic tur ing a sup pli ant be fore the cross. Touched by the
lines, he trans lated them and added four stan zas of his own — the im mor tal
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,
O let me from this day
 Be wholly Thine.

May Thy rich grace im part
Strength to my faint ing heart,
 My zeal in spire;
As Thou hast died for me,
O may my love to Thee
Pure, warm, and change less be,
 A liv ing fire.
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While life’s dark maze I tread,
And griefs around me spread,
 Be Thou my Guide;
Bid dark ness turn to day,
Wipe sor row’s tears away,
Nor let me ever stray
 From Thee aside.

When ends life’s tran sient dream,
When death’s cold, sullen stream
 Shall o’er me roll,
Blest Saviour, then, in love,
Fear and dis trust re move;
O bear me safe above,
 A ran somed soul.

Dr. Palmer af ter ward said that when he was writ ing the last line, “A ran- 
somed soul,” “the thought that the whole work of re demp tion and sal va tion
was in volved in those words, and sug gested the theme of eter nal praises,
moved the writer to a de gree of emo tion that brought abun dant tears.”

The hymn was copied into a lit tle mo rocco cov ered book, which
Mr. Palmer car ried in his pocket, read ing the verses in his hours of com mu- 
nion with the Fa ther. Its use as a hymn is due to a chance meet ing of
Mr. Palmer on a Bos ton street with Low ell Ma son, the fa mous mu si cian. He
asked Mr. Palmer for a hymn which he might use in “Spir i tual Songs for
So cial Wor ship,” which he was then pre par ing, and a copy of “My faith
looks up to Thee,” was at once made out in a near-by store. Meet ing the au- 
thor on the street a few days later, Mr. Ma son ex claimed, “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 ‘My faith looks up to Thee.’”

Of this in ci dent Prof. Austin Phelps once wrote: “One of those fleet ing
con junc tions of cir cum stances and men! The doc tor of mu sic and fu ture
doc tor of the ol ogy are thrown to gether in the roar ing thor ough fare of com- 
merce for a brief in ter view, scarcely more than enough for a morn ing salu- 
ta tion; and the se quence is the pub li ca tion of a Chris tian lyric which is to be
sung around the world.” The tune which Ma son com posed is the well-
known and beau ti ful “Olivet,” to which “My faith looks up to Thee” has al- 
ways been sung.

The Amer i can pub li ca tion was in 1832. In 1842 the hymn was in tro- 
duced into Great Britain, and be came very pop u lar there. In deed, it was not
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till it had re ceived this ap proval over the sea that it be came widely known
in Amer ica.

This was Mr. Palmer’s first hymn, and he af ter ward wrote many oth ers,
among them “Come Je sus, Re deemer, abide Thou with me” and “Take me,
O my Fa ther, take me.”

His trans la tions of Latin hymns are es pe cially fine, the best known be ing
“Je sus, Thou joy of lov ing hearts,”and “Come, Holy Ghost, in love.”
Mr. Palmer’s own fa vorite among his hymns was “Je sus, these eyes have
never seen.” From this hymn were taken the last words the poet ut tered, as,
the day be fore he passed away, he was heard faintly mur mur ing the stanza:

“When death these mor tal eyes shall seal
 And still this throb bing heart,
The rend ing veil shall Thee re veal
 All glo ri ous as Thou art.”

Mr. Palmer was a man of gen tle, lov able char ac ter, a saintly man, but a man
of strong feel ing and pow er ful en thu si asms.

The most touch ing in ci dent con nected with this great hymn is per haps
the story of eight young Chris tian sol diers that met for prayer in a tent just
be fore one of the ter ri ble bat tles of the Wilder ness in the Civil War. They
de sired to write a state ment which should show how they faced death and
go as a com fort ing mes sage to the rel a tives of those whom the com ing bat- 
tle might re move from earth. They de cided to copy this hymn and sign it as
their suf fi cient dec la ra tion of Chris tian faith, and they did so. On the mor- 
row seven of these brave Union sol diers died for their coun try, and re ceived
in their own ex pe ri ence the blessed re al iza tion of the hymn’s clos ing stanza:
—

When ends life’s tran sient dream,
When death’s cold, sullen stream
 Shall o’er me roll,
Blest Saviour, then, in love,
Fear and dis trust re move;
O bear me safe above,
 A ran somed soul.
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“In the Cross of Christ I Glory”
by Sir John Bowring

THE AU THOR of this hymn was a re mark able man, Sir John Bowring, who
was born at Ex eter, Eng land, in 1792, and died in 1872. He was a very
learned man. He could speak flu ently twenty-two lan guages, and con verse
in one hun dred. He was con sul at Hong Kong, China, when the ter ri ble
Opium War broke out, and was af ter wards gov er nor of that British colony.
He was twice a mem ber of the British Par lia ment, and he made treaties for
Siam and Hawaii with six Eu ro pean coun tries. He was an ar dent stu dent of
the songs of Eu rope, and pub lished sev eral vol umes of trans la tions from
more than twenty lan guages. His lit tle book, “Matins and Ves pers,” is full
of beau ti ful re li gious po ems. He was a sin cere Chris tian, and lived a Christ- 
like life. The words he wrote, “In the Cross of Christ I glory,” were no un- 
mean ing words to him, and they are fit tingly cut in bold let ters upon his
tomb stone. Sir John Bowring wrote other hymns that are of ten sung by all
Chris tians. Some of these are: “God is love, His mercy bright ens,” “From
the re cesses of a lowly spirit,” and “Watch man, tell us of the night.” The
last was writ ten in 1825, and Bowring did not know that it was used as a
hymn till ten years later, when he heard it sung in a prayer-meet ing of
Amer i can mis sion ar ies in Asi atic Tur key.

But of course Bowring’s most fa mous hymn is the fol low ing: —

In the cross of Christ I glory,
 Tow er ing o’er the wrecks of time;
All the light of sa cred story
 Gath ers round its head sub lime.

When the woes of life o’er take me,
 Hopes de ceive and fears an noy,
Never shall the cross for sake me;
 Lo, it glows with peace and joy.
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When the sun of bliss is beam ing
 Light and love upon my way,
From the cross the ra di ance stream ing
 Adds new lus tre to the day.

Bane and bless ing, pain and plea sure,
 By the cross are sanc ti fied:
Peace is there that knows no mea sure,
 Joys that through all time abide.

In the cross of Christ I glory:
 Tow er ing o’er the wrecks of time,
All the light of sa cred story
 Gath ers round its head sub lime.

One in ci dent of the siege of Peking dur ing the Boxer mas sacres shows the
hold this hymn has upon the Chris tian church. Af ter the rais ing of the siege,
and the ter ri ble strain was over, the mis sion ar ies gath ered in the Tem ple of
Heaven, — that mys te ri ous shrine which no one but the Em peror of China
had been al lowed to visit, and he only once a year. Around the royal mar ble
al tar in that hea then tem ple gath ered the mis sion ar ies of the Cross, and sang
the hymn which ex pressed the spirit that had sus tained them dur ing those
dread ful weeks of suf fer ing and dan ger — “In the Cross of Christ I glory.”
Let us never again sing the sec ond stanza with out think ing of that in spir ing
scene: —

“When the woes of life o’er take me,
 Hopes de ceive and fears an noy,
Never shall the cross for sake me;
 Lo, it glows with peace and joy.”
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“Sun of My Soul” by John Ke‐ 
ble

“THE CHRIS TIAN YEAR” is one of the world’s great est books of po ems.
Ev ery Chris tian should own it and read it. It was writ ten by John Ke ble, and
it is a se ries of po ems on the dif fer ent spe cial ser vices and saints’ days of
the Epis co pal Church.

The book was pub lished in 1827, and within twenty-six years forty-three
edi tions were sold. Be fore the writer died, he had seen ninety-six edi tions,
and more than half a mil lion copies had been sold. It is still sold in large
num bers.

One Sun day four trav el ers chanced to meet in the desert of Mount Sinai,
and three of them had copies of “The Chris tian Year.” Dur ing the Crimean
War a daugh ter of Dr. Chalmers sent the Eng lish hos pi tals a whole cargo of
the book.

But John Ke ble him self al most never read the book, and never liked to
talk about it or hear it praised. He did not want to pub lish it, in the first
place, and at last con sented only on con di tion that his name should not ap- 
pear in it. All through his life he was mod est and re tir ing.

His life was very quiet. He was born on April 25, 1792, and died March
29, 1866. He was a re mark able scholar at Ox ford, but be came a coun try
min is ter, and lived most of his life in charge of a vil lage church at Hurs ley,
— a church which he re built largely out of the prof its of “The Chris tian
Year.”

He was a most du ti ful son and brother, a ten der, lov ing, pure soul. The
last book in his hands, be fore he died, was a hymn book.

The two po ems that be gin “The Chris tian Year” have each given us a fa- 
mous hymn. One is a morn ing hymn, be gin ning “New ev ery morn ing is the
love,” and con tain ing the fa mous stanza: —
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“The triv ial round, the com mon task,
Will fur nish all we need to ask,
Room to deny our selves, a road
To bring us daily nearer God.”

The other is the still more fa mous evening hymn. The poem from which it
is taken con tains four teen stan zas. The first stanza is a de scrip tion of the
sun set: —

“’Tis gone, that bright and orbed blaze,
Fast fad ing from our wist ful gaze;
Yon mantling cloud has hid from sight
The last faint pulse of quiv er ing light.”

But not so does the “Sun of the soul” set upon our vi sion. The poet goes on
with the stan zas which, taken here and there from among the oth ers, make
up our hymn: —

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 thought, how sweet to rest
For ever on my Saviour’s breast.

Abide with me from morn till eve,
For with out Thee I can not live;
Abide with me when night is nigh,
For with out Thee I dare not die.

If some poor wan der ing child of Thine
Have spurned to day the voice di vine,
Now, Lord, the gra cious work be gin
Let him no more lie down in sin.

Watch by the sick; en rich the poor
With bless ings from Thy bound less store;
Be ev ery mourner’s sleep tonight
Like in fants’ slum bers, pure and light.
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Come near and bless us when we wake,
Ere through the world our way we take,
Till in the ocean of Thy love
We lose our selves in heaven above.
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“Am I a Sol dier of the Cross” by
Isaac Watts

Isaac Watts, who wrote this hymn, was the fa ther of hymn writ ing in the
Eng lish lan guage, and the au thor of many of our great est hymns.

He was born in Southamp ton, Eng land, July 17, 1674. His fa ther was not
a mem ber of the state church, and was twice thrown into jail for op pos ing
it, so that when he was a baby his mother of ten car ried him in her arms to
visit his fa ther in prison.

There are re mark able sto ries of young Isaac’s boy hood, one of them
declar ing that he begged for books be fore he could talk plainly, and oth ers
as sert ing that he be gan Latin at the age of four and wrote po etry at the age
of seven!

He be came a min is ter in Lon don. He was a lit tle man, only about five
feet tall. His health was very poor all his life, but his church took lov ing
care of him, for he was greatly liked. One day, when Watts was sick, Sir
Thomas Ab ney in vited him to his splen did home for a week. He be came so
dear to the house hold that they kept him there for the rest of his life, —
thirty-six years!

Be sides his preach ing, Dr. Watts wrote much. He was a most zeal ous
stu dent of ge og ra phy, as tron omy, phi los o phy, and the ol ogy, and he wrote
books on all these themes. His great life-work, how ever, as he him self saw,
was his hymn writ ing.

Early in life he be came wea ried with the ver si fied Psalms which the
churches used and set out to com pose hymns of his own. This was a new
de par ture and met with per sis tent op po si tion, but his hymns soon be came
widely pop u lar in nearly all the churches. In 1707 Watts pub lished his fa- 
mous col lec tion of orig i nal hymns, which he en ti tled “Hymns and Spir i tual
Songs.” Only two or three copies are now in ex is tence, and one of these
sold in 1901 for $700. There were 210 hymns in this first edi tion, and 144
were added to the sec ond edi tion.
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The great est of Watts’s hymns is prob a bly " When I sur vey the won drous
cross," and many — Matthew Arnold among them — have called it the
great est hymn in the Eng lish lan guage. Among the other great hymns of this
splen did Chris tian poet are “Je sus shall reign where’er the sun,” “Be fore Je- 
ho vah’s aw ful throne,” “From all that dwell be low the skies,” “Come, let us
join our cheer ful songs,” “There is a land of pure de light,” “Our God! our
help in ages past,” “Alas! and did my Saviour bleed,” “Come, Holy Spirit,
heav enly Dove,” “Give me the wings of faith to rise.” Many of Watts’s chil- 
dren’s hymns have be come fa mous, such as “Let dogs de light to bark and
bite,” “How doth the lit tle busy bee,” and the sweet cra dle-song, “Hush, my
dear, lie still and slum ber.” Watts had no chil dren of his own, but well did
he know the child’s heart.

The poet died No vem ber 25, 1748, and was buried at Bun hill Fields,
Lon don, near the graves of John Bun yan and Daniel De foe. He is to be
ranked with Charles Wes ley, the two stand ing to gether at the sum mit of
Eng lish sa cred verse.

The no ble hymn that we are to com mit to mem ory was writ ten by
Dr. Watts in 1709, to fol low a ser mon on 1 Cor. 16:13, “Watch ye, stand fast
in the faith, quit you like men, be strong.” It is some times con densed to four
stan zas, but surely we shall not wish to lose the last two. Here it is: —

Am I a sol dier of the cross,
 A fol lower of the Lamb?
And shall I fear to own His cause
 Or blush to speak His name?

Must I be car ried to the skies
 On flow ery beds of ease?
While oth ers fought to win the prize,
 And sailed through bloody seas?

Are there no foes for me to face?
 Must I not stem the flood?
Is this vile world a friend to grace,
 To help me on to God?

Sure I must fight, if I would reign;
 In crease my courage, Lord!
I’ll bear the toil, en dure the pain,
 Sup ported by Thy word.
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Thy saints, in all this glo ri ous war,
 Shall con quer, though they die;
They view the tri umph from afar,
 And seize it with their eye.

When that il lus tri ous day shall rise,
 And all Thy armies shine
In robes of vic tory through the skies,
 The glory shall be Thine.
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“Stand Up, Stand Up For Je‐ 
sus!” by George Duffield

IN THE SPRING OF 1858 there was a great re vival in Phil a del phia, and one
of the lead ers of it was an earnest, manly young min is ter, not quite thirty
years old, named Dud ley A. Tyng. One day Mr. Tyng’s arm got caught in
some ma chin ery and fear fully torn. The arm was am pu tated, but in a few
days the no ble young man died of his in juries.

As he was dy ing he sent a mes sage to the min is ters who had worked
with him in the re vival, and the mes sage be gan with these words: “Tell
them, ‘Let us all stand up for Je sus.’” The words made a deep im pres sion.
They were quoted of ten be fore large as sem blies, and they were made the
ba sis of more than one poem.

Among Mr. Tyng’s most de voted friends was Rev. George Duffield. A
few weeks af ter the sad ac ci dent he preached in his own church in Phil a del- 
phia, tak ing as his text Eph. 6:14, “Stand, there fore, hav ing your loins girt
about with truth, and hav ing on the breast plate of right eous ness”; and clos- 
ing his ser mon with the hymn which he had just writ ten, “Stand up, stand
up for Je sus.” The song at once be came pop u lar, was in tro duced into the
hymn books, and be came an es pe cial fa vorite of the sol diers dur ing the
Civil War.

Here is the hymn just as Mr. Duffield wrote it, in clud ing the two stan zas
that are now never printed: —

Stand up, stand up for Je sus,
 Ye sol diers of the cross;
Lift high His royal ban ner,
 It must not suf fer loss:
From vic tory unto vic tory
 His army He shall lead,
Till ev ery foe is van quished,
 And Christ is Lord in deed.
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[Stand up, stand up for Je sus,
 The solemn watch word hear,
If while ye sleep He suf fers,
 Away with shame and fear;
Where’er ye meet with evil,
 Within you or with out,
Charge for the God of Bat tles,
 And put the foe to rout.]

Stand up, stand up for Je sus,
 The trum pet call obey;
Forth to the mighty con flict
 In this His glo ri ous day:
Ye that are men now serve Him
 Against un num bered foes;
Let courage rise with dan ger,
 And strength to strength op pose.

Stand up, stand up for Je sus,
 Stand in His strength alone.
The arm of flesh will fail you,
 Ye dare not trust your own:
Put on the gospel ar mor,
 Each piece put on with prayer;
Where duty calls, or dan ger,
 Be never want ing there.

[Stand up, stand up for Je sus,
 Each sol dier to his post;
Close up the bro ken col umn,
 And shout through all the host:
Make good the loss so heavy,
 In those that still re main,
And prove to all around you
 That death it self is gain.]

Stand up, stand up for Je sus,
 The strife will not be long;
This day the noise of bat tle,
 The next the vic tor’s song:
To him that over cometh
 A crown of life shall be;
He with the King of Glory
 Shall reign eter nally.
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Mr. Dumeld was the fa ther of a poet, Rev. Samuel W. Duffield. He was a
Pres by te rian, and dur ing his long life (1818 to 1888) he served Christ faith- 
fully in many churches; but prob a bly the most fruit ful of all his labors was
the writ ing of this hymn, which has in spired so many to speak and act
boldly for their Saviour.

The ref er ence, in the sec ond stanza, to the dis ci ples’ sleep ing in Geth se- 
mane, re calls a ser mon preached from that pas sage by Mr. Tyng dur ing the
re vival, not long be fore his death. Note es pe cially also the sixth line of
stanza four, which is of ten changed (fool ishly) to “And, watch ing unto
prayer.”
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“On ward, Chris tian Sol diers”
by Sabine Bar ing-Gould

THIS STIR RING POEM is the chief march ing hymn in the Eng lish lan guage.
It was writ ten very hastily one evening by a re mark able man, Rev. Sabine
Bar ing-Gould, then cu rate of an Epis co pal church at Hor bury, York shire,
Eng land. It was the day be fore the Whit mon day hol i day, in 1865. The chil- 
dren of his vil lage school were to march to the next vil lage and meet there
the chil dren of an other school. No good song could be found for them to
sing while march ing, and it was to meet this emer gency that the hymn was
writ ten.

It had orig i nally six stan zas, as fol lows:

On ward, Chris tian sol diers,
 March ing as to war,
With the cross of Je sus
 Go ing on be fore:
Christ the Royal Mas ter
 Leads against the foe;
For ward into bat tle,
 See, His ban ners go.

On ward, Chris tian sol diers,
 March ing as to war,
With the cross of Je sus
 Go ing on be fore.

At the sign of tri umph
 Sa tan’s host doth flee;
On then, Chris tian sol diers,
 On to vic tory:
Hell’s foun da tions quiver
 At the shout of praise;
Broth ers, lift your voices,
 Loud your an thems raise.
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On ward, etc.

Like a mighty army
 Moves the Church of God;
Broth ers, we are tread ing
 Where the saints have trod;
We are not di vided,
 All one body we,
One in hope and doc trine,
 One in char ity.

On ward, etc.

What the saints es tab lished
 That I hold for true,
What the saints be lieved
 That be lieve I too.
Long as earth en dureth
 Men that Faith will hold, —
King doms, na tions, em pires,
 In de struc tion rolled.

On ward, etc.

Crowns and thrones may per ish,
 King doms rise and wane,
But the Church of Je sus
 Con stant will re main;
Gates of hell can never
 ’Gainst that Church pre vail;
We have Christ’s own prom ise,
 And that can not fail.

On ward, etc.

On ward, then, ye peo ple,
 Join our happy throng,
Blend with ours your voices
 In the tri umph song;
Glory, laud, and honor
 Unto Christ the King;
This through count less ages
 Men and an gels sing.
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On ward, etc.

The fourth stanza is now never printed, and is plainly in fe rior to the oth ers;
the sec ond stanza is rarely seen.

Very soon the hymn ap peared in our coun try, and the mar tial spirit en- 
gen dered by our Civil War was, as Dr. Ben son thinks, the cause of its im- 
me di ate and great pop u lar ity. This pop u lar ity was aug mented by the splen- 
did tune writ ten for the hymn in 1871 by Arthur S. Sul li van, the tune to
which it is uni ver sally sung.

Mr. Bar ing-Gould was born in 1834 (Jan u ary 28), and is still liv ing, be- 
ing rec tor of Lew Tren chard, De von shire, — a “liv ing” within the gift of his
fam ily, to which he pre sented him self in 1881. He is the owner of 3,000
acres of land, in her ited through three cen turies of an ces tors. He holds the
im por tant of fice of jus tice of the peace (more im por tant in Eng land than in
the United States).

Mr. Bar ing-Gould is one of the most ver sa tile and in dus tri ous of men.
His “Lives of the Saints” is in fif teen vol umes. His “Cu ri ous Myths of the
Mid dle Ages” is a fa mous work; so is his “Leg ends of the Old Tes ta ment.”
He has writ ten a large num ber of learned books, be sides many de vo tional
writ ings and vol umes of ser mons. In ad di tion, he is one of the most pop u lar
of Eng lish nov el ists, reg u larly pro duc ing one novel a year. An in com plete
list of his works that lies be fore me in cludes sev enty-three ti tles. All this
work has been done with the pen, with out the aid of a sec re tary, and
Mr. Bar ing-Gould gives as the suf fi cient se cret of his ac com plish ments the
fact that when he has be gun a task, he sticks to it till it is fin ished. He of ten
does his best work, he says, when he feels least like work ing, and he never
waits for “in spi ra tion,” but plunges de ter minedly at his work.

“On ward, Chris tian sol diers” is not by any means the only fa mous hymn
Mr. Bar ing-Gould has writ ten. Oth ers from his grace ful and vig or ous pen
are “Now the day is over,” and “Through the night of doubt and shadow.”
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“Awake, My Soul” by Bishop
Thomas Ken

THE FIRST GREAT hymn writer of Eng land was the good Bishop Thomas
Ken, who lived dur ing the times of Cromwell and the kings that fol lowed
him. He was born in 1637, and died in 1711, af ter a long and trou bled life,
in which he took the part of a hero.

His mother died when he was a child, and he was brought up by his
brother-in-law, that fa mous and pure-hearted an gler, Izaak Wal ton. He went
to school, there fore, at Win ches ter, and his name may still be seen there, cut
in one of the stone pil lars. He grad u ated from Ox ford.

In 1679, the wife of William of Or ange, the niece of the Eng lish king,
asked for a chap lain, and Charles II. sent Thomas Ken to the Hague. But
Ken had a dis pute there, be cause he was too bold in re buk ing some cor rup- 
tion in the court, and he left the Hague in 1680. Then Charles made him one
of his own chap lains.

Once more he lived in Win ches ter, and in 1683 King Charles came there
and asked Ken to give up his house tem po rar ily for the ac com mo da tion of a
cer tain dis so lute woman who was with the King. “Not for the King’s king- 
dom,” was Ken’s prompt and un flinch ing re ply.

Charles had sense enough to see that such a man was worth while, and
the next year, when the bish opric of Bath and Wells be came va cant, he
asked: “Where is the lit tle man who wouldn’t give poor Nell a lodg ing?
Give it to him.” And so Thomas Ken be came a bishop.

But Charles II. died soon af ter, and the un com pro mis ing char ac ter of
Ken soon got him into trou ble again with the court. In 1688 he so of fended
James II. that he was sent to the Tower, but he was soon af ter ward ac quit- 
ted. When William III. came to the throne, the heroic cler gy man was de- 
posed from his bish opric, and though Queen Anne re ceived him back again
into par tial fa vor, and gave him a pen sion of a thou sand dol lars a year, he
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was not re stored to his place as a bishop. How ever, the last years of his life
were peace ful, and he died serenely.

Bishop Ken, though he wrote many hymns, and wished his hymns to live
on the lips of all suc ceed ing gen er a tions, penned only three hymns that are
now in com mon use. These three, how ever, are great com po si tions, and one
of them, the “long me tre Dox ol ogy,” “Praise God from whom all bless ings
flow,” is more of ten re peated by bod ies of Chris tians than any other set of
words ex cept the Lord’s Prayer.

The other two hymns that have be come fa mous are the morn ing hymn
here given, and the evening hymn be gin ning, “Glory to Thee, my God, this
night.” The four lines of the im mor tal Dox ol ogy were orig i nally printed at
the close of both the morn ing and the evening hymns.

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.

Awake, lift up thy self, my heart,
And with the an gels bear thy part,
Who all night long un wea ried sing
High praises to the eter nal King.

Glory to Thee, who safe hast kept,
And hast re freshed me while I slept;
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake,
I may of end less life par take.

Lord, I my vows to Thee re new:
Scat ter my sins as morn ing dew;
Guard my first springs of thought
and will, And with Thy self my spirit fill.

Di rect, con trol, sug gest this day,
All I de sign, or do, or say;
That all my pow ers, with all their might,
In Thy sole glory may unite.
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“Abide with Me” by Henry Fran‐ 
cis Lyte

HENRY FRAN CIS LYTE, the au thor of this, one of the great est of all hymns,
was born June 1, 1793, at Ed nam, near Kelso, Scot land, where also was
born the poet James Thom son, au thor of “The Sea sons.” He was early left
an or phan, and in com par a tive poverty. Three times in col lege his po ems
won him prizes. At first he in tended to be a physi cian, but for tu nately he
be came a cler gy man of the Church of Eng land.

One day, in Corn wall, a brother cler gy man, on his deathbed, sent to Lyte
that the young man might give him spir i tual com fort. To their mu tual grief,
they found them selves grop ing for the light, ver i ta ble blind guides. Their
search led them into con fi dent cer tainty, and Lyte emerged from that sick- 
room a changed man.

It was this ex pe ri ence, it is said, that prompted Lyte’s no ble hymn, “Je- 
sus, I my cross have taken.”

He took charge, in 1823, of a seashore parish, Lower Brix ham, in De- 
von shire. There, amid rough sea far ing men, he toiled for twenty-four years,
till his death. He gath ered a Sun day school of sev eral hun dred schol ars, and
trained a splen did com pany of sev enty or eighty teach ers. For this church he
wrote nearly all his hymns.

But “the sword was too sharp for the scab bard.” Ever of del i cate health
and threat ened with con sump tion, he be came obliged to spend his win ters
in the warmth of south ern Eu rope.

Greatly weak ened, on the fourth of Sep tem ber, 1847, he was about to
leave Eng land for this pur pose when he was seized with an ir re sistible de- 
sire to preach to his peo ple once more. Against the protest of his amazed
friends, he ac com plished this pur pose. “O brethren,” he said, as he en tered
the fa mil iar pul pit for the last time, “I stand here among you to day, as alive
from the dead, if I may hope to im press it upon you, and in duce you to pre- 
pare for that solemn hour which must come to all, by a timely ac quain tance
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with the death of Christ.” He closed his ser vice by ad min is ter ing to his
weep ing peo ple the Holy Com mu nion.

That evening the im pulse to po et i cal com po si tion came upon him, and
he wrote his last and great est hymn: —

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, O 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;
O Thou who changest not, abide with me.

Not a brief glance I beg, a pass ing word;
But, as Thou dwell’st with Thy dis ci ples, Lord,
Fa mil iar, con de scend ing, pa tient, free,
Come, not to so journ, but abide, with me.

Come not in ter rors, as the King of kings;
But kind and good, with heal ing in Thy wings;
Tears for all woes, a heart for ev ery plea;
Come, Friend of sin ners, and thus ’bide with me.

Thou on my head in early youth didst smile;
And, though re bel lious and per verse mean while,
Thou hast not left me, oft as I left Thee:
On to the close, O Lord, abide with me.

I need Thy pres ence ev ery pass ing hour;
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s power?
Who like Thy self my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sun shine, O abide with me.

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless:
Ills have no weight, and tears no bit ter ness.
Where is death’s sting? where, grave, thy vic tory?
I tri umph still, if Thou abide with me.
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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.

This hymn he handed to a mem ber of his fam ily that very night. Set ting out
the next day, Lyte reached Nice, where he died on No vem ber 20 of the same
year, 1847, his last words be ing “Joy! Peace!” There his body lies, the grave
marked sim ply by that cross which he named in the last stanza of his im- 
mor tal lyric.

Thus “Abide with me” was writ ten in the shad ows of death. More over,
Mr. Lyte had been hav ing some trou ble with his peo ple, and it is said that
the words, “When other helpers fail,” were prompted by the es trange ment
of some of his helpers in the church.

In an ear lier poem, “De clin ing Days,” Lyte had longed to leave be hind
him

“Some sim ple strain, some spirit-mov ing lay,
Some sparklet of the Soul that still might live
   When I was passed to clay.”

In the clos ing stanza he had prayed:

   “O Thou! whose touch can lend
Life to the dead, Thy quick’ning grace sup ply,
And grant me, swan like, my last breath to spend
   In song that may not die!”

Truly that prayer was an swered. Few swan songs in all earth’s his tory have
been so hon ored by God and man.

The hymn was based, of course, on the scene at Em maus, and the words
(Luke 24:29), “Abide with us: for it is to ward evening, and the day is far
spent.” It is not, how ever, an evening hymn; for the evening thought of by
the poet in his hymn was the twi light of life, the night of death.

Of the eight verses orig i nally writ ten, and given above, the third, fourth,
and fifth are usu ally omit ted from our hymn books. Con trary to the usual
re sult in such con den sa tions, there is here a gain in force, as most read ers
will feel. All, how ever, will wish to com mit to mem ory the en tire hymn.
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Lyte him self com posed a tune for this hymn on the same evening when
he wrote it, but the tune that is uni ver sally used with it was writ ten by
Dr. William Henry Monk, a noted Lon don mu si cian, in 1861. The tune was
com posed in ten min utes, to fill a blank in a hymn book.

Among Lyte’s other hymns the best known are “Pleas ant are thy courts
above,” “As pants the hart for cool ing streams,” and “Praise, my soul, the
King of heaven.” “In no other writer,” says Dr. Breed, “are po etry and re li- 
gion more exquisitely united,”
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“God Be With You Till We Meet
Again” by J. E. Rankin

THIS BEAU TI FUL BENE DIC TION HYMN is known all the world around. It has
closed, with its sweet strains of Chris tian farewell, En deavor meet ings be- 
yond num ber. It is al ways the con clu sion of our great Chris tian En deavor
Con ven tions.

The hymn was writ ten in 1882 by Rev. Jeremiah Eames Rankin, D. D.,
LL. D., who was at that time pas tor of the First Con gre ga tional Church of
Wash ing ton, D. C. It was writ ten to in ter pret the fa mil iar words, “goodby,”
which are merely a con trac tion of the sen tence, “God be with you,” and it
was com posed as a Chris tian bene dic tion hymn, with out be ing in tended for
any spe cial oc ca sion. Here is the poem en tire. The first, sec ond, fourth, and
sev enth stan zas are all that are com monly sung:

God be with you till we meet again,
 By His coun sels guide, up hold you;
 With His sheep se curely fold you;
God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again,
 ’Neath His wings pro tect ing hide you;
 Daily manna still di vide you;
God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again,
 With the oil of joy anoint you;
 Sa cred min istries ap point you;
God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again,
 When life’s per ils thick con found you,
 Put His arms un fail ing round you;
God be with you till we meet again.
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God be with you till we meet again,
 Of His prom ises re mind you;
 For life’s up per gar ner bind you;
God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again,
 Sick nesses and sor rows tak ing,
 Never leav ing nor for sak ing;
God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again,
 Keep love’s ban ner float ing o’er you;
 Smite death’s threat’ning wave be fore you
God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again.
 Ended when for you earth’s story,
 Is rael’s char iot sweep to glory;
God be with you till we meet again.

Cho rus

 Till we meet at Je sus’ feet,
God be with you till we meet again.

I copy the poem from Dr. Rankin’s own book, giv ing the form he pre ferred.
He ob jected very strongly, and quite prop erly, to the changes in tro duced by
the hymn-tin kers, such as, “Put His lov ing arms around you,” “Daily manna
still pro vide you,” and the rep e ti tion in the cho rus, “Till we meet again.”
These changes trans formed the thought, and are cer tainly the re verse of an
im prove ment.

Wher ever Chris tian En deavor has gone this hymn has been adopted, and
it has been trans lated into many tongues. Not only have Chris tian En deav- 
or ers come to love the song, but it has been adopted by the Woman’s Chris- 
tian Tem per ance Union as the bene dic tion song of that or ga ni za tion also. It
has been sung on many other farewell oc ca sions, as, for ex am ple, in Mem- 
phis three years ago, when a com pany of three thou sand per sons, bid ding
farewell to Pres i dent [Theodore] Roo sevelt, broke out spon ta neously with
the fa mil iar “God be with you till we meet again.”
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The mu sic for this fa mous hymn was com posed, at Dr. Rankin’s re quest,
by William Gould Tomer, at that time a school teacher in Car pen tersville, N.
J. Mr. Tomer’s mu sic was slightly re vised by Dr. J. W. Bischoff, the blind
or gan ist of Dr. Rankin’s church. It was sung in that church for the first time.
It is an in ter est ing fact that Mr. Tomer was a Methodist, and that the
Methodists at Ocean Grove first made the hymn pop u lar.

Dr. Rankin was de scended from the Scotch Covenan ters. He was the
cousin of Melinda Rankin, the stout-hearted pi o neer mis sion ary to Mex ico.
He was born at Thorn ton, N. H., Jan u ary 2, 1828, and died at Cleve land, O.,
No vem ber, 28, 1904, aged nearly sev enty-seven years. His long and use ful
life in cluded about thirty-five years as a pas tor, and about seven years as
pro fes sor and pres i dent at Howard Uni ver sity, that no ble in sti tu tion for col- 
ored peo ple, sit u ated in Wash ing ton.

Dr. Rankin wrote many po ems, and pub lished a vol ume of hymns.
Among his hymns that have be come es pe cially fa mous is,

“Out of my dark ness into Thy light,
 Out of my weak ness into Thy might,
 Je sus, I come; Je sus, I come.”

The well-known Chris tian En deavor hymn, “Keep Your Col ors Fly ing,”
was writ ten for the Fifth In ter na tional Chris tian En deavor Con ven tion, at
Saratoga, where it was first sung. Dr. Rankin was one of the speak ers at that
con ven tion, and was from the start deeply in ter ested in Chris tian En deavor.
Writ ing con cern ing his fa mous bene dic tion hymn, he once said: “It has had
no sweeter recog ni tion than that given it by its adop tion by the Young Peo- 
ple’s So ci ety of Chris tian En deavor. Long, long, may they sing it!”
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“O Day of Rest and Glad ness”
by Bishop Wordsworth

CHRISTO PHER WORDSWORTH, who wrote this beau ti ful hymn of the Lord’s
Day, was a nephew of the great poet, William Wordsworth, and his bi og ra- 
pher. He was born in Eng land in 1807, and died in 1885.

When a lad, he was ath letic, and a fa mous scholar. At the early age of
thirty he won a splen did po si tion, be com ing head of the school at Har row.
In 1844 he was made Canon of West min ster Abbey, and op posed the ap- 
point ment of Dr. Arthur Stan ley as dean, be cause of Stan ley’s lib eral views.
In 1869 he be came Bishop of Lin coln, and la bored most suc cess fully in that
po si tion till his death.

Bishop Wordsworth was a no table scholar, and wrote many books, es pe- 
cially an im por tant work on Greece, and a learned com men tary on the
Bible. He wrote also many hymns, 127 in all, which he placed in a hymn
book called “The Holy Year,” pub lished in 1862. These hymns were writ ten
to il lus trate his the ory that hymns should not deal with per sonal, in di vid ual
in ter ests, but that they should teach the truths of Scrip ture, and voice the
wor ship of the whole con gre ga tion.

The first hymn of the book — al most the only hymn of Wordsworth’s
that is well known or much used — is the beau ti ful lyric we are to com mit
to mem ory. It is printed here just as it was writ ten, but in our hymn books
the fourth stanza is al ways omit ted, as dis tinctly in fe rior to the oth ers.

O day of rest and glad ness,
 O day of joy and light,
O balm of care and sad ness,
 Most beau ti ful, most bright;
On thee the high and lowly,
 Through ages join in tune,
Sing Holy, Holy, Holy,
 To the great God Tri une.
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On thee, at the cre ation,
 The light first had its birth;
On thee, for our sal va tion,
 Christ rose from depths of earth;
On thee our Lord, vic to ri ous,
 The Spirit sent from heaven;
And thus on thee, most glo ri ous,
 A triple light was given.

Thou art a port pro tected
 From storms that round us rise;
A gar den in ter sected
 With streams of Par adise;
Thou art a cool ing foun tain
 In life’s dry, dreary sand;
From thee, like Pis gah’s moun tain,
 We view our promised land.

Thou art a holy lad der,
 Where an gels go and come;
Each Sun day finds us glad der,
 Nearer to Heaven, our home.
A day of sweet re fec tion
 Thou art, a day of love;
A day of Res ur rec tion
 From earth to heaven above.

To day on weary na tions
 The heav enly manna falls:
To holy con vo ca tions
 The sil ver trum pet calls,
Where gospel light is glow ing
 With pure and ra di ant beams,
And liv ing wa ter flow ing
 With soul-re fresh ing streams.

New graces ever gain ing
 From this our day of rest,
We reach the rest re main ing
 To spir its of the blest.
To Holy Ghost be praises,
 To Fa ther, and to Son;
The Church her voice up raises
 To Thee, blest Three in One.
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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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