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Classic HYMN: My Jesus I Love Thee - posted by sermonindex (), on: 2003/9/18 21:59
Listen to this hymn here:

 (https://www.sermonindex.net/modules/mydownloads/visit.php?lid2721) My Jesus, I Love Thee (Brookyln Tabernacle S
ervice)

A Protestant Episcopal BiÂ­shop of MiÂ­chiÂ­gan once reÂ­latÂ­ed the folÂ­lowÂ­ing inÂ­ciÂ­dent to a large auÂ­diÂ­en
ce in one of the Rev. E. P. HamÂ­mondÂ’s meetÂ­ings in St. LouÂ­is. Â“A young, talÂ­entÂ­ed and tenÂ­der-heartÂ­ed 
acÂ­tress was passÂ­ing along the street of a large ciÂ­ty. SeeÂ­ing a pale, sick girl lyÂ­ing upÂ­on a couch just withÂ­in
the half-open door of a beauÂ­tiÂ­ful dwellÂ­ing, she enÂ­tered, with the thought that by her viÂ­vaÂ­ciÂ­ty and pleaÂ­sa
nt conÂ­verÂ­saÂ­tion she might cheer the young inÂ­vaÂ­lid. The sick girl was a deÂ­votÂ­ed ChristÂ­ian, and her word
s, her paÂ­tience, her subÂ­misÂ­sion and heaÂ­ven-lit counÂ­teÂ­nance, so demÂ­onÂ­stratÂ­ed the spirÂ­it of her reÂ
­liÂ­gion that the acÂ­tress was led to give some earÂ­nest thought to the claims of ChristÂ­iÂ­anÂ­iÂ­ty, and was thoÂ­r
oughÂ­ly conÂ­vertÂ­ed, and beÂ­came a true folÂ­lowÂ­er of Christ. She told her faÂ­ther, the leadÂ­er of the theÂ­aÂ­
ter troupe, of her conÂ­verÂ­sion, and of her deÂ­sire to abanÂ­don the stage, statÂ­ing that she could not live a conÂ­si
sÂ­tent ChristÂ­ian life and folÂ­low the life of an acÂ­tress. Her faÂ­ther was asÂ­tonÂ­ished beÂ­yond meaÂ­sure, and
told his daughÂ­ter that their livÂ­ing would be lost to them and their buÂ­siÂ­ness ruÂ­ined, if she perÂ­sistÂ­ed in her r
eÂ­soÂ­luÂ­tion. LovÂ­ing her faÂ­ther dearÂ­ly, she was shakÂ­en someÂ­what in her purÂ­pose, and parÂ­tialÂ­ly con
Â­sentÂ­ed to fill the pubÂ­lished enÂ­gageÂ­ment to be met in a few days. She was the star of the troupe, and a genÂ­
erÂ­al faÂ­voÂ­rite. EvÂ­ery prepÂ­aÂ­raÂ­tion was made for the play in which she was to apÂ­pear. The evÂ­enÂ­ing c
ame and the faÂ­ther reÂ­joiced that he had won back his daughÂ­ter, and that their livÂ­ing was not to be lost. The hou
r arÂ­rived; a large auÂ­diÂ­ence had asÂ­semÂ­bled. The curÂ­tain rose, and the young acÂ­tress stepped forÂ­ward fi
rmÂ­ly amid the apÂ­plause of the mulÂ­tiÂ­tude. But an unÂ­wontÂ­ed light beamed from her beauÂ­tiÂ­ful face. Amid t
he breathÂ­less siÂ­lence of the auÂ­diÂ­ence, she reÂ­peatÂ­ed:

Â‘My Jesus, I love Thee, I know Thou art mine;
For Thee all the follies of sin I resign;
My gracious Redeemer, my Saviour art Thou;
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, Â’tis now.Â’

This was all. Through Christ she had conÂ­quered and, leavÂ­ing the auÂ­diÂ­ence in tears, she reÂ­tired from the stag
e, neÂ­ver to apÂ­pear upÂ­on it again. Through her inÂ­fluÂ­ence her faÂ­ther was conÂ­vertÂ­ed, and through their un
itÂ­ed evanÂ­gelÂ­isÂ­tic laÂ­bors maÂ­ny were led to God.Â”

-----------------------------------------

My Jesus, I Love Thee
Words: William R. Featherston, 1864; Featherston was only 16 years old at the time.

My Jesus, I love Thee, I know Thou art mine;
For Thee all the follies of sin I resign.
My gracious Redeemer, my Savior art Thou;
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, Â’tis now.

I love Thee because Thou has first loved me,
And purchased my pardon on CalvaryÂ’s tree.
I love Thee for wearing the thorns on Thy brow;
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, Â’tis now.

IÂ’ll love Thee in life, I will love Thee in death,
And praise Thee as long as Thou lendest me breath;
And say when the death dew lies cold on my brow,
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, Â’tis now.
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In mansions of glory and endless delight,
IÂ’ll ever adore Thee in heaven so bright;
IÂ’ll sing with the glittering crown on my brow;
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, Â’tis now.

Re: Classic HYMN: My Jesus I Love Thee - posted by philologos (), on: 2003/9/19 11:30
I have difficulty singing this hymn; it brings back powerful memories.

Over thirty years ago, as a young pastor, I knelt by the bed of an old saint.  She was in her early nineties and life had be
en hard; she had been a widow for more than twenty years and her heart had broken when her sons turned their back o
n the Lord and then on her.  Her friends were all gone and she was now quite blind.  Her home was small and poor but t
here was never a word of complaint.  Spurgeon used to encourage his students to be Â‘oft at the death beds off the sain
ts; it is a wonderful thing to see golden graces adorned with silver hairs.Â’

The last time I saw her she was bed-ridden.  We talked and prayed together and then, without warning, she began to sin
g.  Her voice was broken and cracked and she laboured for each breath, but she sang as best she couldÂ…

IÂ’ll love Thee in life, I will love Thee in death,
And praise Thee as long as Thou lendest me breath;
And say when the death dew lies cold on my brow,
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, Â’tis now.

In mansions of glory and endless delight,
IÂ’ll ever adore Thee in heaven so bright;
IÂ’ll sing with the glittering crown on my brow;
If ever I loved Thee, my Jesus, Â’tis now.

A few days later she slipped away in her sleep and awoke to see her Saviour face to face.  

Whenever I sing this hymn I am instantly transported back to her little bedroom and now my voice breaks and cracksÂ…
 

What a heritage we have in these hymns and in the testimony of the saints who Â‘being dead, yet speakethÂ’ or singeth 
even!

Re: - posted by sermonindex (), on: 2003/9/19 13:28

Quote:
-------------------------What a heritage we have in these hymns and in the testimony of the saints who Â‘being dead, yet speakethÂ’ or singeth even!
-------------------------

Yes! I never really liked the hymns when I first got saved at my Presybterian Church. But over the last 2 years, especiall
y this year I have come to realize the beauty and grandour of these wonderful testimonies through history. I consider mo
st of the hymns written to out weigh most of the contemporary Christian worship music these days. Leonard Ravenhill qu
otes so many hymns in his sermons and they are almost edifying if you just read them. Open a hymn book and just read
a few hymns what awesome revelation of God's majesty some of these hymn writers had. One of my favorites right now 
is: "There is a Fountain."
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