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QREAT Prophet of my Ckxl,

Hy lip* tluUl bleu Thy iuum;
Br 'n»« the joTful newa
Of our salTaUon came;

The joyful newa of iiiis forgiTen,
Of hell iubduad, and peace with

haaveu.

2 Jama, my iraat High Priest,
OfferedHia blood and died;

My guilty conscience seeks
No sacrific* baaid^;

Hi* powerful blood did once atone,
And now it pleads before the throne.

3 Thou almighty Lord,
My Conqueror and my King I

Thy sceptre and Thy sword.
Thy reign of grace, I sing;

Thine is the power; behold, I sit
IB willing bonds before Thy feet.

4 Now let my soul arise.
And tread the tempter down;

My Captain leada me forth
To conqueat and a crown;

Uaroh on, nor fear to win the day.
Though death and hell obstruct the

way.

62 6-8s.
Th* Prietthooi of Christ.

ENTEH-D the holy pkce above,
Oover'd with meritorious scars,

Tne tokens of His dying love [bears;
Our great High Priest in ^ory

He pleads His passjon on the tree,
He shows Himself to God for me.

2 Beforethe throne my Saviour stands,My I^iend and Advocate appears;
f>y,'»™e is graven on His hands,^d Him the Father always hears;
While low at Jesus' cross I bow,
He hears the blood of sprinklinir

now I
*

n TUa instant now I may receive
The answer of His powerful

prayer;
TUs instant now by Him I live.
His nrevalen!* with Gfod dedaro;^ soon my spirit in His hands.

Shall stand wtere my FoMnmner
atands.
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Tht Ascttun of Christ.

O^'^^"' i* ''•*>> 'nm the dead.
Our Jesua i* gone up on high;

The power* of hell are captiveled.
Dragged to the portaU of the sky.

2 There Hi* triumphal chariot waits.
And angds chant the solemn lay:
I4ft up your heads, ye heavenly

gates; '

Ye everlasting doors, give way I

' •^*l??,'^y°'»'»'« of massy light.And wide unfold the ethereal sc^;ue claims these mansions as His
right;

Heceive the King of glory ia

* S"?*^'^^'';*'"?' Whol
The Lord that aU our foes o'er-
came;

rthrew-
The world, sin, death and heB o'er-And Jesus is the Conqueror's name.

5 Lol Hi* triumphal chariot waits.And angels chant the solemn lay
"""P yonr heads, ye heavenly

Ye everlasting doors, give way I

64 L M.
Christ a sympathuiHg High PriestW™»E high the heavenly temple

stands, [handsThe house of God not made with

The Guardian of mankind appears.
2 He who for men their surety stood.

Mood
*" *"'"' ™' Prwious

Pursues in heaven Hismighty plan.The Saviour and the Friend of man!
3 mngh now ascended up on hiohHe bends on earth a brother's eye-
Partaker of the human name.He knows the frailty of our frame

4 Our fellow-sufferer yet retainsA feUow-feeUng of our pains;
And still remembers in the skies
His tears. His agonies. His ones.

5 to every pang that rends the h»art
I lie Man of sorrows had a part-
Touched with the feeling olour

He to the sufferer sends relief.


