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These helpless little rhythms,
 That the printer here imprisons
Are not to blame,
 So you censors, please be mild
With my first poetic child—
 It’s not to blame.
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MY PRAYING FRIEND
I wandered once in sin’s broad way,
 And siren songs I heard;
They led me on from day to day,
 Their voice my passions stirred;
They lured me deeper in their toils,
 Until they gained control,
I threw my manhood to the winds,
 The tempter had my soul.

My mother’s prayers forgotten were,
 And home ties lost their pow’r,
Sin’s seductions held me fast,
 I deeper sank each hour;
Fond scenes at times would come to me,
 And Mother’s face appear
Amid my hours of revelry,
 That filled my heart with fear.

A friend I had who would not leave
 Me hopeless in my sin,
But followed me with mighty prayer, 
 That God would take me in;
His prayers prevailed, my soul awoke,
 Conviction deep and strong
Shook my whole being to its depth, 
 I saw my guilt and wrong.

I turned in weakness to the Lord,
 And took a sinner’s place,
Then God thru Christ redeemed my soul
 And filled me with His Grace;
I stand tonight, but grace redeemed,
 A child of God so blest,
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A praying friend had rescued me, 
 My soul has found its rest.

FREEDOM
Freedom, my Father God,
 Freedom in Thee;
Bondage has been my part,
 I must be free.
Broken each vow I make,
 Lost is the ground I take,
Oh, for Thine own Name’s sake,
 Now set me free.

Freedom, my Father God, 
 Freedom in Thee;
Long, long has Satan ruled, 
 Ruled over me.
Oft’ have I tried in vain, 
 Only to fail again,
Bondage gives bitter pain, 
 Oh, set me free.

Freedom, my Father God, 
 Was bought for me;
Freedom my soul shall have, 
 I will be free.
Broken each bond tonight,
 Freedom is worth the fight; 
His Name gives me the right,
 I will be free.

Freedom, my Father God, 
 Freedom for me;
My heart with rapture sings, 
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 At last I’m free.
Long have I prayed for this, 
 Craved for this heavenly bliss, 
Praises are not amiss,
 Thank God, I’m free.

UNPARDONABLE SINS
Are there sins God cannot pardon,
 Where Christ’s blood cannot avail, 
Where the tender voice of Jesus,
 As He pleads will only fail?

Are there sins without remission,
 In this world and that to come, 
Sins that Calv’ry never reaches,
 And that spell the sinner’s doom?

Yes, my friend, there is grave danger,
 You may forfeit God’s free grace; 
You may grieve the Spirit from you,
 And repentance find no place.

You may close your mind to reason, 
 While your heart grows hard and cold, 
And deny Him for a season,
 In your pride and lust for gold.

But with age the heart is hardened,
 And the will is slow to move,
While the mind with care is burdened,
 And the life fixed in its groove.

Chorus

Today if you hear his voice,
 O, harden not your heart; 
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Today then make your choice,
 E’er He from you depart.

THE GOD WHO DWELLS IN ME
The God who put our sin away 
 The God of Calvary
The God who gives eternal life 
 Is the God who dwells in me.

The God who raised dead Lazarus
 The God who stilled the sea,
The God who water turned to wine,
 Is the God who dwells in me.

The God who fed the multitude,
 Who made the blind to see,
The God who stilled the raging sea,
 Is the God who dwells in me.

The God who broke the bars of death 
 Imprisoned men set free,
The God who bore our ills and pains 
 Is the God who dwells in me.

Chorus

The God who dwells in me, 
 The God who dwells in me, 
The God who gives eternal life 
 Is the God who dwells in me.

THE CALL
There’s a call comes ringing
 From the throne of God, 
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To the men of every clime,
 To rise and fight
 For home and right,
To help in this critical time.

There’s a call comes ringing
 From the heart of God,
To the men of every creed
 To rise and live
 Their best to give,
To meet humanity’s great need.

There’s a call comes ringing
 From the Word of God,
To the men: Give up your sin,
 And rise and be
 From bondage free,
In your souls great victories win.

There’s a call comes ringing 
 From the marts of gold,
For a man of might and power, 
 To rise and lead,
 If need be, bleed,
For the world in its darkest hour.

HE DWELLS IN ME
 He dwells in me,
 He dwells in me,
The Mighty One now dwells in me,
He makes Himself reality
This Mighty One who lives in me.
 He dwells in me,
 He dwells in me,
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The risen One now dwells in me,
His resurrection power gives me
This Risen One has set me free.
 He reigns in me,
 He reigns in me,
The Coming One now reigns in me,
The Lord of Life He is to me,
This Coming One will come for me.

SWEET SURRENDER
All that He is is mine today,
 With me Love’s best He’s sharing, 
For Love has made Him one with me, 
 For things He loves I’m caring.

I am what He says I am,
 To you this truth I’m telling, 
He made me what I am Himself, 
 My heart with Rapture’s swelling.

My risen Lord makes me His home, 
 His life in me He’s living,
His best at last my heart has found, 
 That best to me He’s giving.

All that I am, His Love has made me,
 In me His life He’s living, 
Our wills at last in Him are one,
 To Him all praise I’m giving.

THE SECRET
My heart is full of laughter,
 My lips are full of song; 
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I’m praising God, my Father,
 The whole day long.

My life is full of sunshine,
 My soul is full of light; 
There is joy in simple living,
 The world’s so bright.

My days are full of gladness,
 My nights are full of joy; 
While living in His presence,
 Trials don’t annoy.

My work is only pleasure,
 My burdens light to bear; 
While walking with the Father
 All days are fair.

I’ve felt the pangs of sorrow,
 I’ve known the night of pain; 
With nothing in tomorrow
 To live was vain.

One night I met the Father,
 That night I learned to live; 
My joy is not in getting,
 But in what I give.

THE SONG
I sat that night in a crowded hall,
 And heard the gospel sung;
It thrilled the heart of that mighty host,
 It swayed both old and young.

Yes, they sang the famous “Glory Song,” 
 And “He Will Hold Me Fast”;
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The songs that have reached the world’s great heart
 Songs that will ever last.

They sang of mother, home, and heaven, 
 They sang of joys and love;
They sang of hope, of sins forgiven,
 Of Christ who reigns above.

And while they sang, I forgot the pain, 
 Long hidden in my heart;
And lifting up my trembling voice, 
 By grace I took my part.

Chorus

 Come, let us sing these songs of hope, 
 And fill the world with light and love; 
 Forget the toils, the pains and fears, 
 And sing of our blest Home above.

MY CONFESSION
Through lips of clay He speaks today, 
 His message clear and tender,
His living Word through men is heard, 
 Our best in service render.

I am what He says I am,
 That is my glad confession; 
I live in Him, He lives in me, 
 Gone is my transgression.

What He says I can do, can be done,
 The Mighty One’s indwelling,
His grace and wisdom both are mine,
 His wonders I am telling.




