Hpra Giermanica. 7

THIRD SUNDAY IN ADVENT.

AND it fhall be faid in that day; Lo! this is our God,
we have waited for Him, and He will fave us; this is
the Lord, we have waited for Him, and we will rejoice
in His falvation.—From the Leffon.

AR OW fhall I meet Thee? How my heart
AE  Receive her Lord aright?
[8 Defire of all the earth Thou art!
>% My hope, my fole delight!
Kindle the lamp, Thou Lord, alone,
Half dying in my breaft,
And make thy gracious pleafure known
How I may greet Thee beft.

Her budding boughs and faireft palms
Thy Zion ftrews around ;

And fongs of praife and fweeteft pfalms
From my glad heart fhall found.

My defert foul breaks forth in flowers,
Rejoicing in Thy fame;

And puts forth all her fleeping powers
To honour Jefus’ name.

In heavy bonds I languifh’d long,
Thon com’ft to fet me free;

The fcorn of every mocking tongue—
Thou com’ft to honour me.
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Apra Grermanica.

A heavenly crown Thou doft beftow,
And gifts of pricelefs worth,

That vanith not as here below
The riches of the earth.

Nought, nought, dear Lord! had power to move

Thee from Thy rightful place,

Save that almighty wondrous Love
Wherewith Thou doft embrace

This weary world and all her woe,
Her load of grief and ill

And forrow, more than man can know ;
Thy love is deeper flill.

Oh write this promife in your heart,
Ye fad at heart, with whom

Sorrows fall thick, and joys depart,
And darker grows your gloom.

Defpair not, for your help is near,
He ftandeth at the door

Who beft can comfort you and cheer,
He comes, nor ftayeth more.

Vex not your fouls with care, nor grieve
And labour longer thus,

As though your arm could ought achieve,
And bring Him down to us!

He comes, He comes with ready will,
By pity moved alone,

All pain to foothe, all tears to fill,
To Him they all are known.



Lyra rermanica.

Ye fhall not fhrink nor turn afide,
Fearing to fee His face

So deep your fins, for He will hide
The darkeft with His grace.

He comes, He comes, to fave from fin,
All finners to releafe,

For all the fons of God to win
The heritage of peace.

Why afk ye what the wicked faith,
Why heed his craft and fpite ?

The Lord deftroys him with a breath,
He ftands not in His fight.

Chrift comes, He comes, as King to reign!
Then gather ye His foes,

From earth’s far corners; yet in vain
Would ye His rule oppofe.

He comes to judge the earth, and ye
‘Who mock’d Him, feel His wrath ;
But they who loved and fought Him fee

His light o’er all their path.
O Sun of Righteoufnefs ! arife,
And guide us on our way,
To yon fair manfion in the fkies
Of joyous, cloudlefs day.
PauL GeruaroT. 1653,



