
 The Deliverer. 

N o damning terrors can  u t ter  
Fo r   through J e f u s has quite cancell 'd been , 

H o w can hell 's flame  the  longings, 
I f  blood doth through its channels   

  can govern hell  
 will not leave my foul ! H e loves it far too  

U p , up , my foul, forget each wail of  
Rejoice thou in that might wi th love fo  

T h e r e ' s heavenly ftrength and glory beaming brightly, 
T o thee pure happinefs once more is  

O h !    
T h a t in the  I ' ve found a peace like this. 

X X I . 

" T H E D E L I V E R E R . " 

O thee, Immanue l , w e  
T h e Pr ince of L i fe , of grace the  

Bright morning ftar,  heavenly flower, 
T h o u virgin's fon, yet God of power. 

Hallelujah 

W e join wi th all  throngs, 
W i t h ftrength, with praise, w e  our fongs 
T h a t thou , our heavenly longed-for ref t , 
Again art as our earthly gueft . 

Hallelujah 



The Deliverer. 

Since this great world by G o d was made, 
H o w many hearts for thee have prayed ! 
T h e  F a t h e r ' s " hope for many a year , 
T h y birth did  and prophet cheer . 

Hal le lu jah ! 

A n d others, too, thy reign did  
T h e   l ad , " of Ifrael king, 
 M a n of thy h e a r t " w h o heavenward ran, 

 the harp this fong he fang. 
Hal lelujah ! 

 O h , that the L o r d f rom Zion came 
T o rend thefe bondage cords in twain  
I f this  help he could but fee, 
T h e n Jacob well might happy b e . " 

Hal lelujah ! 

N o w thou art  thou  lie, 
 cradle-bed  by, 

  and yet  all things  
Art  yet  all create. 

Hallelujah 

T h o u haft the fea in fetters bound, 
Y e t swaddling-clothes enwrap thee  
Ar t  in a manger  
Ar t  ftill  and  

Hallelujah 

T h o u art the fource of every  
Y e t drinkeft in  ftern alloy  
D o f t to the heathen comfort  
Y e t doft thyfelf for comfor t feek. 

Hallelujah 



Rivers of Waters. 

L o o k on thy  poor indeed, 
I do not hide from thee my need  
T h e love is great I bear to thee, 
Bu t not wha t I would have it be. 

Hallelujah 

T h e will is ftrong—the flefh is frail, 
A h ! do not let my pleadings  
M y poor  heart , its every plea, 
I k n o w thy grace will take from me. 

Hallelujah 

T h e n  Ha l le lu jah , " o 'er and  
W i l l I on earth  more and more  
And then thy    
W i t h fongs that know no t ime or bound. 

Hallelujah 

X X I I I . 

R I V E R S O F W A T E R S . 

 S T A N D  thy manger-bed, 
O Je fus  my  Living  

I  I bring, I give to thee 
W h a t thou to me wert  

Receive  it is my  my  
T a k e thought and Jpirit in  

And let them be  


