36 The Deliverer.

No damning terrors can tranfgreflion utter ;
For ¢ fin” through Jefus has quite cancell’d been,
How can hell’s flame deftroy the fpirit’s longings,
If Jefu’s blood doth through its channels fiream ¢
¢ Immanuel” can govern hell ;
He will not leave my foul ! He loves it far too well !

Up, up, my foul, forget each wail of forrow,
Rejoice thou in that might with love fo fraught;
There’s heavenly ftrength and glory beaming brightly,
To thee pure happinefs once more is brought,
Oh'! ever, ever-lafting blifs,
That in the Well-Belov’d I’ve found a peace like this.

XXI.

“THE DELIVERER.”

O thee, Immanuel, we fing
The Prince of Life, of grace the fpring,
Bright morning ftar, chafte heavenly flower,
Thou virgin’s fon, yet God of power.
Hallelujah !

We join with all redemption’s throngs,

With ftrength, with praise, we fing our fongs
That thou, our heavenly longed-for reft,
Again art as our earthly gueft.

Hallelujah !



The Deliverer.

Since this great world by God was made,

How many hearts for thee have prayed !

The ¢ Father’s” hope for many a year,

Thy birth did prieft and prophet cheer.
Hallelujah !

And others, too, thy reign did fing,
The ¢ fhepherd lad,” of Ifrael king,
¢ Man of thy heart”” who heavenward ran,
Upon the harp #his fong he fang.
Hallelujah !

¢« Oh, that the Lord from Zion came
To rend thefe bondage cords in twain ;
If this ftrong help he could but fee,
Then Jacob well might happy be.”
Hallelujah !

Now thou art here—there thou doft lie,
Afleep—in cradle-bed clofe by,
Thou’rt /mall, and yet mad’{t all things great,
Art naked, yet didft a// create.

Hallelujah !

Thou haft the fea in fetters bound,

Yet swaddling-clothes enwrap thee round,

Art God—yet in a manger caft,

Art Man—yet ftill the fir/? and la/i.
Hallelujah !

Thou art the fource of every joy,
Yet drinkeft in grief’s ftern alloy ;
Doft to the heathen comfort fpeak,
Yet doft thyfelf for comfort feek.
Hallelujah !



Rivers of Waters.

Look on thy fervant poor indeed,
I do not hide from thee my need ;
The love is great I bear to thee,

But not what I would Aave it be.
Hallelujah !

The will is ftrong—the flefh is frail,
Ah! do not let my pleadings fail
My poor fick heart, its every plea,

I know thy grace will tike from me.
Hallelujah !

Then ¢ Hallelujah,” o’er and o’er,
Will I on earth fing more and more ;
And then thy manfions fhall refound,

With fongs that know no time or bound.
Hallelujah !

XXIII.

RIVERS OF WATERS.

STAND befide thy manger-bed,
O Jefus Chrift, my ¢ Living !’
I ftand, I bring, I give to thee
What thou to me wert giving.
Receive 5 it is my heart, my soul,
Take thought and /pirit in control,
And let them be well-pleafing.



