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1.  A  -  las!  and  did  my  Sav-ior  1 
2.  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  < 

3.  Well  might  the  sun  in  dark  -  ness  ' 
4.  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne’er  re  - 
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deed?  And  did  my  Sov-’reign  die?  Would 
done  He  groaned  up  -  on  the  tree?  A- 
hide,  And  shut  his  glo  -  ries  in,  When 
pay  The  debt  of  love  I  owe;  Here, 
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He  de  -  vote  that  sa  -  cred  head  For  such  a  worm  as  I? 

maz  -  ing  pit  -  y !  grace  unknown!  And  love  be  -  yond  de  -  gree! 

Christ,  the  might-y  Mak-  er,  died,  For  man,  the  crea-ture’s  sin. 
Lord,  I  give  my  -  self  to  Thee, — ’Tis  all  that  I  can  do.  A  -  MEN. 
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92  (glorious  Cfyirtgs  of  Cfyee  are  Spoken. 
Austria.  8s.  7s.  D. Francis  J.  Haydn. 

1.  Glo  -  rious  things  of  thee  are  spo-ken,  Zi  -  on,  cit  -  y  of  our  God; 

2.  See,  the  streams  of  liv  -  ing  wa- ters,  Spring-ing  from  e  -  ter-nal  love, 

3.  Bound  each  hab  -  i  -  ta  -  tion  hov-’ring,  See  the  cloud  and  fire  ap  -  pear 
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He,  whose  word  can -not  be  bro-ken,  Formed  thee  for  His  own  a- 

Well  sup  -  ply  thy  sons  and  daugh-ters,  And  all  fear  of  want  re  - 

For  a  glo  -  ry  and  a  cov  -  ’ring,  Show-ing  that  the  Lord  is 
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(glorious  Clings  of  Cfae  are  Spoken. 

On  the  Rock  of  A  -  ges  found-ed,  What  can  shake  thy  sure  re  -  pose? 

Who  can  faint, while  such  a  riv  -  er  Ev  -  er  flows  their  thirst  to  assuage? 

Glo-rious  things  of  thee  are  spo^ken,  Zi  -  on,  cit  -y  of  our  God; 

With  sal-va-tion’s  walls  surrounded,  Thou  may’st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giv-er,  Nev-er  fails  from  age  to  age. 

He,  whose  word  can-not  he  bro-ken'  Formed  thee  for  His  own  a  -  bode
.  A  -  MEN. 

93  Come,  Spirit,  ̂ carcnly  Dove. 

fcaaf  Watts.  St.  Martin's.  C.  M.  William  Tansur. 

1.  Come,  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  heav’n-ly  Dove,  With  all  Thy  quick’ni
ng  pow’rs;  Kin- 

2.  Look  how  we  grov-el  here  be- low,  Fond  of  these  earth -ly  toys
;  Our 

3.  In  vain  we  tune  our  for  -  mal  songs,  In  vain  we  strive  to 
 rise;  Ho- 

4*  And  shall  we  then  _  for  -  ev_;  er  live  At  this  poor  dy  -  ing  rate?  Our 

die  a  flame  of  sa  -  cred  love  In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours
, 

souls,  how  heav  -  i  -  ly  they  go,  To  reach  e  -  ter  - 
 nal  joys, 

san  -  nas  lan  -  guish  on  our  tongues,  And  our  de  -  vo  -  
tion  dies. 

so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee,  And  Thine  to  ns  so  gre
at!  A  -  men. 
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