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A
COLLECTION
OF

HYMNS.

The 53" Chapter of Isaiah.’

1 Who hath believed the tidings? Who?
Or felt the joy our words impart?
Gladly confessed our record true,
And found the Saviour in his heart?
Planted in nature’s barren ground,
And cherished by Jehovah’s care,
There shall th’ immortal seed be found,
The root divine shall flourish there!

2 See the desire of nations comes;

Nor outward pomp bespeaks him near,
A veil of flesh the God assumes,

A servant’s form he stoops to wear;
He lays his every glory by;

Ignobly low, obscurely mean,
Of beauty void, in reason’s eye,

The source of loveliness is seen.

*First appeared in HSP (1739), 87-90.



[Page] 4

Rejected and despised of men,
A Man of Griefs, inured to woe;

His only intimate is pain,
And grief is all his life below.

We saw, and from the irksome sight
Disdainfully our faces turned;

Hell followed him with fierce despite,
And earth the humble abject scorned.

Surely for us he humbled was,

And grieved with sorrows not his own:
Of all his woes were we the cause,

We filled his soul with pangs unknown.
Yet him th’ offender we esteemed,

Stricken by heav’n’s vindictive rod,
Afflicted for himself we deemed,

And punished by an angry God.

But O! With our transgressions stained,
For our offence he wounded was;
Ours were the sins that bruised, and pained,
And scourged, and nailed him to the cross.
The chastisement that bought our peace,
To sinners due, on him was laid;
Conscience be still! Thy terrors cease!
The debt’s discharged, the ransom’s paid.

What though we all as wand’ring sheep
Have left our God, and lov’d to stray,
Refused his mild commands to keep,
And madly urged the downward way;
Father, on him thy bolt did fall,
The mortal law thy Son fulfilled,
Thou laid’st on him the guilt of all,
And by his stripes we all are healed.

Accused his mouth he opened not,

He answered not by wrongs oppressed;
Pure though he was from sinful spot

Our guilt he silently confessed!
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Meek as a lamb to slaughter led,

A sheep before his shearers dumb,
To suffer in the sinner’s stead

Behold the spotless victim come!

8 Who could his heav’nly birth declare
When bound by man he silent stood,
When worms arraigned him at their’ bar,
And doomed to death th’ eternal God!
Patient the suff’rings to sustain
The vengeance to transgressors due,
Guiltless he groaned, and died for man.
Sinners rejoice, he died for you!

9 For your imputed guilt he bled,

Made sin a sinful world to save;
Meekly he sunk among the dead:

The rich supplied an honoured grave?
For O! Devoid of sin, and free

From actual or entailed offence,
No sinner in himself was he,

But pure and perfect innocence.

10 Yet him th’> Almighty Father’s will
With bruising chastisements pursued,
Doomed him the weight of sin to feel,
And sternly just required his blood.
But lo! The mortal debt is paid,
The costly sacrifice is o’er,
His soul, for sin an off’ring made,
Revives, and he shall die no more.

11  His num’rous seed he now shall see,
Scattered through all the earth abroad,
Blest with his immortality,
Begot by him, and born of God.
Head to his church o’er all below
Long shall he here his sons sustain;
Their bounding hearts his power shall know,
And bless the lov’d Messiah’s reign.

*Ori., “the”; a misprint, restored in 2™ edn. (1743) to “their” as found in HSP (1739).
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*Twixt God and them he still shall stand,
The children whom his Sire hath given,
Their cause shall prosper in his hand,
While RIGHTEOUSNESS looks down from heav’n.
While pleased he counts the ransomed race,
And calls, and draws them from above;
The travail of his soul surveys,
And rests in his redeeming love.

"Tis done! My justice asks no more,
The satisfaction’s fully made:
Their sins he in his body bore;
Their surety all the debt has paid.
My righteous servant and my son
Shall each believing sinner clear,
And all, who stoop t” abjure their own,
Shall in his righteousness appear.

Them shall he claim his just desert,
Them his inheritance receive,

And many a contrite humble heart
Will I for his possession give.

Satan he thence shall chase away,
Assert his right, his foes o’ercome;

Stronger than hell, retrieve the prey,
And bear the spoil triumphant home.

For charged with all their guilt he stood,
Sinners from suff’ring to redeem,
For them he poured out all his blood,
Their substitute, he died for them.
He died; and rose his death to plead,
To testify their sins forgiv’n—
And still I hear him intercede,
And still he makes their claim to heav’n!



[Page] 7

Divine Love.
From the German.*

1 Thou hidden love of God, whose height,
Whose depth unfathomed no man knows,
I see from far thy beauteous light,
Inly I sigh for thy repose.
My heart is pained, nor can it be
At rest, till it find rest in thee.

2 Thy secret voice invites me still
The sweetness of thy yoke to prove;
And fain [ would: but though my will
Be fixed, yet wide my passions rove,
Yet hindrances strew all the way;
I aim at thee, yet from thee stray.

3 "Tis mercy all, that thou hast brought
My mind to seek her peace in thee!
Yet while I seek, but find thee not,
No peace my wand’ring soul shall see.
O when shall all my wand’rings end,
And all my steps to theeward tend?

4 Is there a thing beneath the sun,
That strives with thee my heart to share?
Ah tear it thence, and reign alone,
The Lord of every motion there:
Then shall my heart from earth be free,
When it has found repose in thee.

5 O hide this SELF from me, that |
No more, but Christ in me may live!
My vile affections crucify,
Nor let one darling lust survive.
In all things nothing may I see,
Nothing desire, or seek, but thee!

*Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiéysenhaus, 1737), 483-84 (#542, by Gerhard Tersteegen). First appeared in CPH (1738), 51-53. Taken here from
HSP (1739), 78-80.
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6 O LOVE, thy sov’reign aid impart,
To save me from low-thoughted care:
Chase this self-will through all my heart,
Through all its latent mazes there.
Make me thy duteous child, that I
Ceaseless may Abba Father cry.

7 Ah no! Ne’er will I backward turn:
Thine wholly, thine alone I am!
Thrice happy he, who views with scorn
Earth’s toys for thee his constant flame.
O help, that I may never move
From the blest footsteps of thy love!

8 Each moment draw from earth away
My heart, that lowly waits thy call:
Speak to my inmost soul, and say
I am thy love, thy God, thy all!
To feel thy pow’r, to hear thy voice,
To taste thy love is all my choice.

A Prayer Under Convictions.’

1 Father of light, from whom proceeds
Whate’er thy every creature needs,
Whose goodness providently nigh
Feeds the young ravens when they cry;
To thee I look; my heart prepare,
Suggest, and hearken to my pray’r.

2 Since by thy light myself I see
Naked, and poor, and void of thee,
Thine eyes must all my thoughts survey,
Preventing what my lips would say:
Thou seest my wants! For help they call,
And ere I speak thou know’st them all.

SFirst appeared in HSP (1739), 85-86.



Thou know’st the baseness of my mind
Wayward, and impotent and blind:

Thou know’st how unsubdued my will,
Averse to good, and prone to ill:

Thou know’st how wide my passions rove,
Nor checked by fear, nor charmed by love.

Fain would I know, as known by thee,
And feel the indigence I see;

Fain would I all my vileness own,
And deep beneath the burden groan;
Abhor the pride that lurks within,
Detest and loath myself and sin.

Ah give me, Lord, myself to feel,
My total misery reveal:

Ah give me, Lord, (I still would say)
A heart to mourn, a heart to pray;
My business this, my only care,

My life, my every breath be pray’r.

Scarce I begin my sad complaint,
When all my warmest wishes faint;
Hardly I lift my weeping eye,

When all my kindling ardors die;
Nor hopes nor fears my bosom move,
For still I cannot, cannot love.

Father, I want a thankful heart!

I want to taste how good thou art.
To plunge me in thy mercy’s sea,
And comprehend thy love to me;

The breadth, and length, and depth, and height

Of love divinely infinite.

Father, I long my soul to raise

And dwell forever on thy praise;

Thy praise with glorious joy to tell,

In ecstasy unspeakable;

While the full pow’r of FAITH I know,
And reign triumphant here below.

[Page] 9
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“Try me, O God, and seek the
ground of my heart.”®

1 Jesu! My great high priest above,
My friend before the throne of love!
If now for me prevails thy prayer,
If now I find thee pleading there;
If thou the secret wish convey,
And sweetly prompt my heart to pray,
Hear, and my weak petitions join,
Almighty advocate, to thine!

2 Fain would I know my utmost ill,
And groan my nature’s weight to feel,
To feel the clouds that round me roll,
The night that hangs upon my soul.
The darkness of my carnal mind,
My will perverse, my passions blind,
Scattered o’er all the earth abroad,
Immeasurably far from God.

3 Jesu! My heart’s desire obtain,
My earnest suit present and gain,
My fulness of corruption show,
The knowledge of myself bestow;
A deeper displicence’ at sin,
A sharper sense of hell within,
A stronger struggling to get free,
A keener appetite for thee.

4 For thee my spirit often pants,
Yet often in pursuing faints,
Drooping it soon neglects t’ aspire,
To fan the ever-dying fire:
No more thy glory’s skirts are seen,
The world, the creature steals between;

SFirst appeared in HSP (1739), 97-99 (under title: “Blessed are they that mourn™).

’A rare word meaning “dislike.”
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Heavenward no more my wishes move,
And I forget that thou art love.

5 O sov’reign love, to thee I cry,
Give me thyself, or else I die.
Save me from death, from hell set free,
Death, hell, are but the want of thee.
Quickened by thy imparted flame,
Saved, when possessed of thee I am;
My life, my only heav’n thou art:
When shall I feel thee in my heart!

Heb[rews] 12:2.
“Looking unto Jesus, the author
and finisher of our faith.”®

1 Weary of struggling with my pain,
Hopeless to burst my nature’s chain,
Hardly I give the contest o’er,

I seek to free myself no more.

2 From my own works at last I cease,
God that creates must seal my peace;’
Fruitless my toil, and vain my care,
And all my fitness is despair.

3 Lord, I despair myself to heal,
I see my sin, but cannot feel:
I cannot, till thy Spirit blow,
And bid th’ obedient waters flow.

4 "Tis thine a heart of flesh to give,
Thy gifts I only can receive:
Here then to thee I all resign,
To draw, redeem, and seal is thine.

¥First appeared in HSP (1739), 91-92.

Changed to “God must create and seal my peace” in 2" edn. (1743) and 3™ edn. (1756) as in 4™ edn.
(1743) of HSP (1739).
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5 With simple faith, to thee I call,
My light, my life, my Lord, my all:
I wait the moving of the pool;
I wait the word that speaks me whole.

6 Speak, gracious Lord, my sickness cure,
Make my infected nature pure:
Peace, righteousness and joy impart,
And pour thyself into my heart.

The Change.
From the German.'

1 Jesu, whose glory’s streaming rays,

Though duteous to thy high command
Not seraphs view with open face,

But veiled before thy presence stand:
How shall weak eyes of flesh, weighed down

With sin, and dim with error’s night,
Dare to behold thy awful throne,

Or view thy unapproached light?

2 Restore my sight! Let thy free grace
An entrance to the holiest give!
Open my eyes of faith! Thy face
So shall I see; yet seeing live.
Thy golden scepter from above
Reach forth; see my whole heart I bow:
Say to my soul, thou art my love,
My chosen midst ten thousand thou.

3 O Jesu, full of grace! The sighs
Of a sick heart with pity view!
Hark how my silence speaks; and cries,
Mercy, thou God of mercy, show!
I know thou canst not but be good!
How should’st thou, Lord, thy grace restrain?
Thou, Lord, whose blood so largely flowed
To save me from all guilt and pain.

%Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiysenhaus, 1737), 250-51 (#256, by Wolfgang Dessler). First appeared in HSP (1739), 99-100.
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4 Into thy gracious hands I fall,
And with the arms of faith embrace!
O King of Glory, hear my call!
O raise me, heal me by thy grace!
—Now righteous through thy wounds I am:
No condemnation now I dread:
I taste salvation in thy name,
Alive in thee my living head!

5 Still let thy wisdom be my guide,

Nor take thy light from me away:
Still with me let thy grace abide,

That I from thee may never stray.
Let thy word richly in me dwell;

Thy peace and love my portion be,
My joy t’ endure, and do thy will,

Till perfect I am found in thee!

6 Arm me with thy whole armour, Lord,

Support my weakness with thy might:

Gird on my thigh thy conq’ring sword,
And shield me in the threat’ning fight.

From faith to faith, from grace to grace,
So in thy strength shall I go on,

Till heav’n and earth flee from thy face,
And glory end what grace begun.

Hymn for One Newly Justified."

1 Thee, O my God and King,
My Father, thee I sing!
Hear well-pleased the joyous sound,
Praise from earth and heav’n receive;
Lost, I now in Christ am found,
Dead, by faith in Christ I live.

2 Father, behold thy son,
In Christ I am thy own:

"First appeared in HSP (1739), 107-8 (under title: “Hymn of Thanksgiving to the Father”).



[Page] 14

Stranger long to thee and rest,
See the prodigal is come:

Open wide thine arms and breast,
Take the weary wand’rer home.

3 Thine eye observed from far,
Thy pity looked me near:
Me thy bowels yearned to see,
Me thy mercy ran to find,
Empty, poor, and void of thee,
Hungry, sick, and faint, and blind.

4 Thou on my neck didst fall,
Thy kiss forgave me all:
Still the gracious words I hear,
Words that made the Saviour mine,
Haste for him the robe prepare,
His be righteousness divine!

5 Thee then, my God and King,
My Father thee I sing!
Hear well-pleased the joyous sound,
Praise from earth and heav’n receive;
Lost, I now in Christ am found,
Dead, by faith in Christ I live.

Another [Hymn for One Newly Justified]."

1 O filial deity,
Accept my newborn cry!
See the travail of thy soul,
Saviour, and be satisfied;
Take me now, possess me whole,
Who for me, for me hast died!

2 Of life thou art the tree,
My immortality!

“First appeared in HSP (1739), 108—10 (under title: “Hymn to the Son”).
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Feed this tender branch of thine,
Ceaseless influence derive,

Thou the true, the heav’nly vine,
Grafted into thee, I live.

3 Of life the fountain thou,
I know—I feel it now!
Faint and dead no more I droop:
Thou art in me: thy supplies
Every moment springing up
Into life eternal rise.

4 Thou the good shepherd art,
From thee I ne’er shall part;
Thou my keeper and my guide,
Make me still thy tender care,
Gently lead me by thy side,
Sweetly in thy bosom bear.

5 Thou art my daily bread;
O Christ, thou art my head:
Motion, virtue, strength to me,
Me, thy living member flow;
Nourished I, and fed by thee,
Up to thee in all things grow.

6 Prophet, to me reveal
Thy Father’s perfect will.
Never mortal spake like thee,
Human prophet like divine;
Loud and strong their voices be,
Small and still and inward thine!

7 On thee, my priest, I call,
Thy blood atoned for all.
Still the Lamb as slain appears,
Still thou stand’st before the throne,
Ever off’ring up my"® pray’rs,
These presenting with thy own.

BOri., “thy”; a misprint, corrected in 2™ edn. (1743).
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8 Jesu! Thou art my King,
From thee my strength I bring!
Shadowed by thy mighty hand,
Saviour, who shall pluck me thence?
Faith supports, by faith I stand
Strong as thy omnipotence.

9 O filial deity,
Accept my newborn cry!
See the travail of thy soul,
Saviour, and be satisfied;
Take me now, possess me whole,
Who for me, for me hast died!

Free Grace."

1 And can it be, that I should gain
An int’rest in the Saviour’s blood!
Died he for me?—Who caused his pain!
For me?—Who him to death pursued.
Amazing love! How can it be
That thou, my God, should’st die for me?

2 "Tis myst’ry all! Th’ immortal dies!
Who can explore his strange design?
In vain the first-born seraph tries
To sound the depths of love divine.
"Tis mercy all! Let earth adore;
Let angel minds enquire no more.

3 He left his Father’s throne above,
(So free, so infinite his grace!)
Emptied himself of all but love,
And bled for Adam’s helpless race:
"Tis mercy all, immense and free!
For, O my God! It found out me!

"“First appeared in HSP (1739), 117-19.



[Page] 17

4 Long my imprisoned spirit lay,
Fast bound in sin and nature’s night:
Thine eye diffused a quick’ning ray;
I woke; the dungeon flamed with light;
My chains fell off, my heart was free,
I rose, went forth, and followed thee.

5 Still the small inward voice I hear,
That whispers all my sins forgiv’n;
Still the atoning blood is near,
That quenched the wrath of hostile heav’n:
I feel the life his wounds impart;
I feel my Saviour in my heart.

6 No condemnation now I dread,
Jesus, and all in him, is mine:
Alive in him, my living head,
And clothed in righteousness divine,
Bold I approach th’ eternal throne,
And claim the crown, through Christ, my own.

Subjection to Christ.
From the German."

1 Jesu, to thee my heart [ bow,
Strange flames far from my soul remove;
Fairest among ten thousand thou,
Be thou my Lord, my life, my love.

2 All heav’n thou fill’st with pure desire;
O shine upon my frozen breast;
With sacred warmth my heart inspire,
May I too thy hid sweetness taste.

3 I see thy garments rolled in blood,
Thy streaming head, thy hands, thy side:
All hail, thou suff’ring, conqu’ring God!
Now man shall live; for God hath died.

5Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiysenhaus, 1737), 215-16 (#225, stanzas 1, 10—12, 16—17; by Zinzendorf). First appeared in CPH (1737), 26.
Taken here from HSP (1739), 122-23.
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4 O kill in me this rebel sin,
And triumph o’er my willing breast:
Restore thy image, Lord therein,
And lead me to my Father’s rest.

5 Ye earthly loves, be far away!
Saviour, be thou my love alone;
No more may mine usurp the sway,
But in me thy great will be done!

6 Yea thou true witness, spotless Lamb,
All things for thee I count but loss;
My sole desire, my constant aim,
My only glory be thy cross!

Trust in Providence.
From the German.'¢

1 Commit thou all thy griefs
And ways into his hands;
To his sure truth and tender care,
Who earth and heav’n commands.

2 Who points the clouds their course,
Whom winds and seas obey;
He shall direct thy wand’ring feet,
He shall prepare thy way.

3 Thou on the Lord rely,
So safe shalt thou go on;
Fix on his work thy steadfast eye,
So shall thy work be done.

4 No profit canst thou gain
By self-consuming care;
To him commend thy cause, his ear
Attends the softest pray’r.

'%Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiysenhaus, 1737), 3637 (#34, by Paul Gerhardt). First appeared in HSP (1739), 141-44.
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5 Thy everlasting truth,
Father, thy ceaseless love
Sees all thy children’s wants, and knows
What best for each will prove.

6 And whatsoe’er'” thou will’st,
Thou dost, O King of kings;
What thy unerring wisdom chose
Thy pow’r to being brings.

7 Thou every where hast way,
And all things serve thy might;
Thy every act pure blessing is,
Thy path unsullied light.

8 When thou arisest, Lord,
What shall thy work withstand?
When all thy children want thou giv’st,
Who, who shall stay thy hand?

9 Give to the winds thy fears;
Hope, and be undismayed;
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears,
God shall lift up thy head.

10 Through waves, and clouds, and storms,
He gently clears thy way;
Wait thou his time, so shall this night
Soon end in joyous day.

11 Still heavy is thy heart?
Still sink thy spirits down?
Cast off the weight, let fear depart,
And every care be gone.

12 What though thou rulest not?
Yet heav’n, and earth, and hell
Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne,
And ruleth all things well!

Ori., “whatso’er”’; a misprint, corrected in 2™ edn. (1743).
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13 Leave to his sov’reign sway
To choose, and to command,;
So shalt thou wond’ring own, his way
How wise, how strong his hand.

14 Far, far above thy thought
His counsel shall appear,
When fully he the work hath wrought,
That caused thy needless fear.

15 Thou seest our weakness, Lord,
Our hearts are known to thee;
O lift thou up the sinking hand,
Confirm the feeble knee!

16 Let us in life, in death,
Thy steadfast truth declare,
And publish with our latest breath
Thy love and guardian care!

Isaiah 43:1-3."

1 Peace, doubting heart—my God’s I am!
Who formed me man forbids my fear:
The Lord hath called me by my name,
The Lord protects forever near:
His blood for me did once atone,
And still he loves and guards his own.

2 When passing through the wat’ry deep
I ask in faith his promised aid,
The waves an awful distance keep,
And shrink from my devoted head:
Fearless their violence I dare:
They cannot harm, for God is there!

"8First appeared in HSP (1739), 153-54.
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To him my eye of faith I turn,

And through the fire pursue my way;
The fire forgets its pow’r to burn,

The lambent flames around me play:
I own his pow’r, accept the sign,
And shout to prove the Saviour mine.

Still nigh me, O my Saviour, stand,

And guard in fierce temptation’s hour;
Hide in the hollow of thy hand,

Show forth in me thy saving pow’r.
Still be thy arm my sure defence,
Nor earth nor hell shall pluck me thence.

Since thou hast bid me come to thee,
(Good, as thou art, and strong to save)
I’ll walk o’er life’s tempest’ous sea,
Upborne by the unyielding wave;
Dauntless, though rocks of pride be near,
And yawning whirlpools of despair.

When darkness intercepts the skies,
And sorrow’s waves around me roll;
When high the storms of passion rise,
And half o’erwhelm my sinking soul;
My soul a sudden calm shall feel,
And hear a whisper “Peace, be still.”

Though in affliction’s furnace tried,
Unbhurt on snares, and deaths I’1l tread;

Though sin assail, and hell thrown wide
Pour all its flames upon my head,

Like Moses’ bush I’ll mount the higher,

And flourish unconsumed in fire.
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Living by Christ.
From the German."”

1 Jesu, thy boundless love to me
No thought can reach, no tongue declare:
O knit my thankful heart to thee,
And reign without a rival there.
Thine wholly, thine alone I am:
Be thou alone my constant flame.

2 O grant, that nothing in my soul
May dwell, but thy pure love alone:
O may thy love possess me whole,
My joy, my treasure, and my crown.
Strange fires far from my soul remove,
My every act, word, thought, be love.

3 O love, how cheering is thy ray?
All pain before thy presence flies!
Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away
Where’er thy healing beams arise:
O Jesu, nothing may I see,
Nothing hear, feel or think but thee!

4 Unwearied may I this pursue,
Dauntless to the high prize aspire;
Hourly within my breast renew
This only®® flame, this heav’nly fire;
And day and night be all my care
To guard this sacred treasure there.

5 My Saviour, thou thy love to me
In want, in shame, in pain, hast showed,
For me on the accursed tree
Thou pouredst forth thy guiltless blood:
Thy wounds upon my heart impress,
Nor ought shall the lov’d stamp efface.

Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiéysenhaus, 1737), 24-26 (#23, by Paul Gerhardt). First appeared in HSP (1739), 156-59.

HSP (1739) had “holy”, replaced here by “only.”
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More hard than marble is my heart,
And foul with sins of deepest stain:
But thou the mighty Saviour art,
Nor flowed thy cleansing blood in vain.
Ah! Soften, melt this rock, and may
Thy blood wash all these stains away.

O that my heart, which open stands,
May catch each drop, that tort’ring pain
Armed by my sins, wrung from thy hands,
Thy feet, thy head, thy every vein:
That still my breast may heave with sighs,
Still tears of love o’erflow my eyes.

O that I as a little child
May follow thee, nor ever rest,
Till sweetly thou hast poured thy mild
And lowly mind into my breast:
Nor may we ever parted be
Till I become one sp’rit with thee.

O draw me, Saviour, after thee,
So shall I run, and never tire:
With gracious words still comfort me;
Be thou my hope, my sole desire.
Free me from every weight: nor fear
Nor sin can come, if thou art here.

My health, my light, my life, my crown,
My portion and my treasure thou!
O take me, seal me for thine own;
To thee alone my soul I bow.
Without thee all is pain; my mind
Repose in nought but thee can find.

Howe’er I rove, where’er I turn,
In thee alone is all my rest.

Be thou my flame; within me burn,
Jesu, and I in thee am blest.
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Thou art the balm of life: my soul
Is faint; O save, O make it whole!

What in thy love possess I not?
My star by night, my sun by day;

My spring of life, when parched with drought,
My wine to cheer, my bread to stay,

My strength, my shield, my safe abode,

My robe before the throne of God!

Ah love! Thy influence withdrawn,
What profits me that [ am born?
All my delight, my joy is gone,
Nor know I peace, till thou return.
Thee may I seek till I attain;
And never may we part again.

From all eternity with love
Unchangeable thou hast me viewed;

Ere knew this beating heart to move,
Thy tender mercies me pursued.

Ever with me may they abide,

And close me in on every side.

Still let thy love point out my way,
(How wondrous things thy love hath wrought!)
Still lead me lest I go astray,
Direct my work, inspire my thought:
And when 1 fall, soon may I hear
Thy voice, and know that love is near.

In suff’ring be thy love my peace,
In weakness be thy love my pow’r;
And when the storms of life shall cease,
Jesu, in that important hour,
In death as life be thou my guide,
And save me, who for me hast died!
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Hymn to Christ the King.”'

1 Jesu, thou art our King,
To me thy succour bring.
Christ the mighty one art thou,
Help, for all on thee is laid:
This the word; I claim it now,
Send me now the promised aid.

2 High on thy Father’s throne,
O look with pity down!
Help, O help! Attend my call,
Captive lead captivity,
King of glory, Lord of all,
Christ, be Lord, be King to me!

3 I pant to feel thy sway,
And only thee t’ obey:
Thee my spirit gasps to meet,
This my one, my ceaseless pray’r,
Make, O make my heart thy seat,
O set up thy kingdom there!

4 Triumph, and reign in me,
And spread thy victory:
Hell, and death, and sin control,
Pride, and self, and every foe,
All subdue; through all my soul,
Conqu’ring, and to conquer go.

2First appeared in HSP (1739), 174-75.
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A Morning Dedication of Ourselves to Christ.
From the German.”

1 Jesu, thy light again I view,
Again thy mercy’s beams I see,
And all within me wakes, anew
To pant for thy immensity:
Again my thoughts to thee aspire,
In fervent flames of strong desire.

2 But, O! What offering shall I give
To thee, the Lord of earth and skies?
My spirit, soul, and flesh receive
A holy, living sacrifice.
Small as it is, ’tis all my store:
More should’st thou have, if I had more.

3 Now then, my God, thou hast my soul;
No longer mine, but thine I am:
Guard thou thy own; possess it whole,
Cheer it by hope, with love inflame.
Thou hast my spirit; there display
Thy glory, to the perfect day.

4 Thou hast my flesh; thy hallowed shrine,
Devoted solely to thy will:
Here let thy light forever shine,
This house still let thy presence fill:
O source of life, live, dwell, and move
In me, till all my life be love.

5 O never in these veils of shame,
Sad fruits of sin, my glorying be!
Clothe with salvation, through thy name,
My soul, and may I put on thee!
Be living faith my costly dress,
And my best robe, thy righteousness!

2Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiysenhaus, 1737), 291-92 (#308, by Joachim Lange). First appeared in HSP (1739), 179-81.
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6 Send down thy likeness from above,
And let this my adorning be:
Clothe me with wisdom, patience, love,
With lowliness, and purity,
Than gold and pearls more precious far,
And brighter than the morning star.

7 Lord, arm me with thy Spirit’s might,
Since I am called by thy great name:
In thee my wand’ring thoughts unite,
Of all my works be thou the aim.
Thy love attend me all my days,
And my sole business be* thy praise!

Grace Before Meat.”

1 Fountain of being, source of good!
At whose almighty breath
The creature proves our bane or food,
Dispensing life or death:

2 Thee we address with humble fear,
Vouchsafe thy gifts to crown;
Father of all, thy children hear,
And send a blessing down.

3 O may our souls forever pine
Thy grace to taste and see;
Athirst for righteousness divine,
And hungry after thee!

4 For this we lift our longing eyes,
We wait the gracious word,
Speak—and our hearts from earth shall rise,
And feed upon the Lord.

2Ori., “by”’; a misprint, restored in 2™ edn. (1743) to wording of HSP (1739).
**First appeared in HSP (1739), 34.
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Another [Grace Before Meat].”

1 Parent of good, whose plenteous grace
O’er all thy creatures flows,
Humbly we ask thy pow’r to bless
The food thy love bestows.

2 Thy love provides the sober feast:
A second gift impart,
Give us with joy our food to taste,
And with a single heart.

3 Let it for thee new life afford,
For thee our strength repair,
Blest by thine all-sustaining word,
And sanctified by pray’r.

4 Thee let us taste; nor toil below
For perishable meat:
The manna of thy love bestow,
Give us thy flesh to eat.

5 Life of the world, our souls to feed
Thyself descend from high!
Grant us of thee the living bread
To eat, and never die!

Grace After Meat.?®

1 Being of beings, God of love,
To thee our hearts we raise;
Thy all-sustaining pow’r we prove,
And gladly sing thy praise.

SFirst appeared in HSP (1739), 215-16.
*First appeared in HSP (1739), 36-37.
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2 Thine, wholly thine we pant to be,
Our sacrifice receive;
Made, and preserved, and saved by thee,
To thee ourselves we give.

3 Heav’nward our every wish aspires:
For all thy mercy’s store
The sole return thy love requires,
Is that we ask for more.

4 For more we ask, we open then
Our hearts t” embrace thy will:
Turn and beget us, Lord, again,
With all thy fulness fill!

5 Come, Holy Ghost, the Saviour’s love
Shed in our hearts abroad;
So shall we ever live and move,
And be, with Christ, in God.

Another [Grace After Meat].”’

1 Blest be the God, whose tender care
Prevents his children’s cry,
Whose pity providently near
Doth all our wants supply.

2 Blest be the God, whose bounty’s store
These cheering gifts imparts;
Who veils in bread, the secret pow’r
That feeds and glads our hearts.

3 Fountain of blessing, source of good,
To thee this strength we owe,
Thou art the virtue of our food,
Life of our life below.

YFirst appeared in HSP (1739), 217.
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4 When shall our souls regain the skies?
Thy heav’nly sweetness prove?
Where joys in all their fulness rise,
And all our food is love.”

Prayer to Christ Before the Sacrament.
From the German.”

1 O thou, whom sinners love, whose care

Does all our sickness heal,

Thee we approach with heart sincere,
Thy pow’r we joy to feel.

To thee our humblest thanks we pay,
To thee our souls we bow;

Of hell erewhile the helpless prey,
Heirs of thy glory now.

2 As incense to thy throne above

O let our pray’rs arise!

O wing with flames of holy love
Our living sacrifice.

Stir up thy strength, O Lord of might,
Our willing breasts inspire:

Fill our whole souls with heav’nly light,
Melt with seraphic fire.

3 From thy blest wounds our life we draw;

Thy all-atoning blood

Daily we drink with trembling awe;
Thy flesh our daily food.

Come, Lord, thy sov’reign aid impart,
Here make thy likeness shine!

Stamp thy whole image on our heart,
And all our souls be thine!

2The last two lines are as revised in the 3™ edn. of HSP (1739).

»Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiysenhaus, 1737), 969 (#1072, by Zinzendorf). First appeared in HSP (1739), 189-90.
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Hymn After the Sacrament.”

1 Sons of God, triumphant rise,
Shout th’ accomplished sacrifice!
Shout your sins, in Christ forgiv’n,
Sons of God, and heirs of heav’n!

2 Ye that round our altars throng,
List’ning angels join the song:
Sing with us, ye heav’nly pow’rs,
Pardon, grace, and glory ours!

3 Love’s mysterious work is done!
Greet we now th’ accepted Son,
Healed and quickened by his blood,
Joined to Christ, and one with God.

4 Christ, of all our hopes the seal;
Peace divine in Christ we feel,
Pardon to our souls applied:
Dead for all, for me he died!

5 Sin shall tyrannize no more,
Purged its guilt, dissolved its pow’r;
Jesus makes our hearts his throne,
There he lives, and reigns alone.

6 Grace our every thought controls,
Heav’n is opened in our souls,
Everlasting life is won,

Glory is on earth begun.

7 Christ in us; in him we see
Fulness of the deity.
Beam of the eternal beam;
Life divine we taste in him!

3First appeared in HSP (1739), 190-92.
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8 Him we only taste below;
Mightier joys ordained to know
Him when fully ours we prove,
Ours the heav’n of perfect love!

Gratitude for Our Conversion.
From the German.’!

1 Thee will I love, my strength, my tower,
Thee will I love, my joy, my crown,
Thee will I love with all my power,
In all my works, and thee alone!
Thee will I love, till the pure fire
Fill my whole soul with chaste desire.

2 Ah! Why did I so late thee know,
Thee, lovelier than the sons of men!
Ah! Why did I no sooner go
To thee, the only ease in pain!
Ashamed I sigh, and inly mourn
That I so late to thee did turn.

3 In darkness willingly I strayed;
I sought thee, yet from thee I roved:
For wide my wand’ring thoughts were spread,
Thy creatures more than thee I lov’d.
And now, if more at length I see,
"Tis through thy light, and comes from thee.

4 I thank thee, uncreated Sun,
That thy bright beams on me have shined:
I thank thee, who hast overthrown
My foes, and healed my wounded mind:
I thank thee, whose enliv’ning voice
Bids my free heart in thee rejoice.

5 Uphold me in the doubtful race,
Nor suffer me again to stray:

*'Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiysenhaus, 1737), 540-41 (#610, by Johann Scheffler). First appeared in HSP (1739), 198-200.
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Strengthen my feet, with steady pace
Still to press forward in thy way.

My soul and flesh, O Lord of might,

Fill, satiate with thy heav’nly light.

6 Give to my eyes refreshing tears,
Give to my heart chaste, hallowed fires,
Give to my soul with filial fears
The love that all heav’n’s host inspires:
“That all my pow’rs with all their might
In thy sole glory may unite.”

7 Thee will I love, my joy, my crown!
Thee will I love, my Lord, my God!
Thee will I love, beneath thy frown
Or smile, thy scepter, or thy rod.
What though my flesh and heart decay?
Thee shall I love in endless day!

Boldness in the Gospel.
From the Same [German].”

1 Shall I, for fear of feeble man,
Thy Spirit’s course in me restrain?
Or undismayed, in deed and word
Be a true witness to my Lord?

2 Awed by a mortal’s frown, shall I
Conceal the word of God most high?
How then before thee shall I dare
To stand, or how thy anger bear?

3 Shall I, to soothe th’ unholy throng,
Soften thy truths, and smooth my tongue?
To gain earth’s gilded toys, or flee
The cross endured, my God, by thee?

*Source: Nikolaus Ludwig von Zinzendorf, ed. Das Gesang-Buch der Gemeine in Herrn-Huth (Halle:
Wiéysenhaus, 1737), 152-53 (#162, by Johann Joseph Winckler). First appeared in CPH (1738), 65—66. Taken here
from HSP (1739), 200-201.
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4 What then is he, whose scorn I dread?
Whose wrath or hate makes me afraid?
A man! An heir of death, a slave
To sin! A bubble on the wave!

5 Yea let man rage! Since thou wilt spread
Thy shadowing wing around my head:
Since in all pain thy tender love
Will still my sweet refreshment prove.

6 Saviour of men! Thy searching eye
Does all my inmost thoughts descry:
Doth ought on earth my wishes raise;
Or the world’s favour,” or its praise?

7 The love of Christ does me constrain
To seek the wand’ring souls of men:
With cries, entreaties, tears, to save,
To snatch them from the gaping grave.

8 For this let men revile my name,
No cross I shun, I fear no shame:
All hail, reproach, and welcome pain!
Only thy terrors, Lord, restrain.

9 My life, my blood, I here present;
If for thy truth they may be spent,
Fulfil thy sov’reign counsel, Lord!
Thy will be done! Thy name adored!

10 Give me thy strength, O God of pow’r!
Then let winds blow, or thunders roar,
Thy faithful witness will [ be —
"Tis fixed! I can do all through thee!

3“Favour” changed to “pleasures” in 2™ edn. (1743) and 3™ edn. (1756), as in the 4" edn. (1743) of HSP
(1739).
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Isaiah 51:9ff.>

1 Arm of the Lord awake, awake!

Thy own immortal strength put on.
With terror clothed the nations shake,

And cast thy foes, in fury, down.
As in the ancient days appear!

The sacred annals speak thy fame:
Be now omnipotently near,

Through endless ages still the same.

2 Thy tenfold vengeance knew to quell,

And humble haughty Rahab’s pride.
Groaned her pale sons thy stroke to feel,

The first-born victims groaned and died!
The wounded dragon raged in vain;

While bold thine utmost plague to brave,
Madly he dared the parted main,

And sunk beneath th’ o’erwhelming wave.

3 He sunk; while Israel’s chosen race
Triumphant urge their wondrous way.
Divinely led the favourites pass,
Th’ unwat’ry deep, and emptied sea.
At distance heaped on either hand,
Yielding a strange unbeaten road,
In crystal walls the waters stand,
And own the arm of Israel’s God!

4 That arm which is not shortened now,
Which wants not now the pow’r to save.
Still present with thy people thou
Bear’st them through life’s disparted wave.

**First appeared in HSP (1739), 222-23.
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By earth and hell pursued in vain,

To thee the ransomed seed shall come;
Shouting their heav’nly Sion gain,

And pass through death triumphant home.

The pain of life shall there be o’er,
The anguish and distracting care;
There sighing grief shall weep no more,
And sin shall never enter there!
Where pure essential joy is found
The Lord’s redeemed their heads shall raise,
With everlasting gladness crowned,
And filled with love, and lost in praise!



