
 

Ruth (Hartshorn), CMD
W. Irving Hartshorn

Va nquish- our lust, our pride re move,- Take o ut- the heart of stone; Show
[Let no false com fort- lift us up To co n fi- dence- that's vain; Nor
[Thy sweet com mu- nion- charms the soul, And give d- true peace and joy, Which
Blest Spirit of truth, e ter- nal- God, Thou me ek- and low ly- Dove, who
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‚ “It is the Spirit that quickeneth.” John 6. 63; 14. 16
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us the Fa ther's- bound less- love, And me rits- of the Son. The
let their faith and cour age- droop, For whom the Lamb was slain,] Breath
Sa tan's- power can not- con trol,- Nor all his wiles de stroy;]- Come
fill'st the soul through Je sus'- blood With faith, and hope, and love; Who
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Fa ther- sent the Son to die; The wil ling- Son o beyed;- The
com fort- where dis tress- a bounds,- Make the whole con science- clean, And
from the bliss ful- realms a bove;- Our long ing- breasts in spire- With
com for- test- the hea vy- heart, By sin and sor row- pressed; Who
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wit ness- thou, to ra ti- fy- The pur chase- Christ has made.
heal, with balm from Je sus'- wounds, The fe stering- sores of sin.
thy soft flames of heav'nl y- love, And fan the sa- cred- fire.
to the dead canst life im part,- And to the we ary- rest;
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