HYMNS. 35

Then come He in what watch foever,
Go forth we will with ready feet,

The Bridegroom’s angel-hoft to meet,
Who ftand before Him, weary never.

Chritmag bymn, L

O that the Salvation were given unto Ifrael out of Sion! O
that the Lord would deliver His People out of captivity! Then
fhould Jacob rejoice, and Ifrael fhould be right glad.

Ps. liii. 7, 8.

E fing to Thee, Emmanuel,

4 The Prince of Life, Salvation’s Well,
The Plant of Heaven, the Star of Morn,
The Lord of lords, the Virgin-born!

All glory, worthip, thanks, and praife,
That Thou art come in thefe our days ;
Thou Heavenly Gueft expeéted long,
We hail Thee with a joyful fong,

For Thee, fince firft the world was made,
Men’s hearts have waited, watched, and prayed ;
Prophets and patriarchs, year by year,

Have longed to fee Thy Light appear.

¢ O God,” they prayed, ¢ from Sion rife,
And hear Thy captive people’s cries ;

At length, O Lord, falvation bring,

Then Jacob fhall rejoice and fing!”
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LIEDER.

Nun bift Du hier, da liegeft Du,

Hiltft in dem Kripplein deine Ruh:

Bift klein und machft doch alles grofs,
Bekleidft die Welt und kémmit doch blofs.

Du kehrft in fremder Haufung ein

Und find doch alle Himmel dein,
Trinkft Milch aus einer Menfchenbrutt,
Und bift doch felbft der Engel Lutt.

So fafs ich Dich nun ohne Scheu,

Du machft mich alles Jammers frei :

Du trigft den Zorn, Du zwingft den Tod,
Verkehrit in Freud all Angft und Noth.

Du bift mein Haupt, hinwiederum
Bin ich dein Glied und Eigenthum,

~ Und will, fo viel dein Geift mir giebt,

Stets dienen Dir, wie Dirs beliebt.

Ich will dein Alleluia hier

Mit Freuden fingen fiir und fiir:
Und dort in deinem Ehrenfaal
Solls fchallen ohne Zeit und Zahl.

Paur GerHARD. 1606—1676.
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Now Thou, by Whom the world was made,
Art in Thy Manger-cradle laid,

Maker of all things great, art {mall,

Naked Thyfelf, though clothing all.

Thoa Who both Heaven and earth doft fway,
In ftrangers’ inn art fain to flay,

And though Thy power makes angels bleft,
Doft feck Thy food from human breaft.

Encouraged thus, our love grows bold

On Thee to lay our fteadfaft hold ;

The Crofs which Thou didft undergo

Has vanquifhed Death, and healed our woe.

‘Thou art our Head, then, Lord, of Thee
True living members we will be,

And, in the ftrength Thy Grace fhall give,
Will live as Thou wouldft have us live.

As each fhort year goes quickly round,
Our Alleluias fhall refound ;

And, when we reckon years no more,
May we in heaven Thy Name adore.

CZEN



