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PREFACE.

It is now generally acknowledged that no one agency has added so much to the interest folt by

children in our Sunday Schools as singing; and the Golden aeries, commencing with the GOLDEN

GUAM, was among the first to claim the popular attention in this interesting and elevating exercise.

The new impetus which this popular work gave to Sunday School singing, made a demand for now

books, and in due time the CHAIK was followed by the GOLDEN SHOWER, and finally by the GOLDEN

CENSER. Millions of them were sold in a short time, and when the electrotype plates were worn out,

and it became necessary to make new ones, the books were revised and improved. In this volume

the three volumes are presented under a new name; and we do not hesitate to pronounce "The

BRADBURY TRIO " the largest, most complete, and in every way most desirable Sunday School Hymn

. and Tune Book in the world. It contains many Hymns and Tunes that will never wear out, and it

will long hold its place in the front rank of Sunday School Songs.

It will be observed that we have retained all the pieces of the NEW GOLDEN TRIO, except a few

in the CENSER which were of but little use for Sunday School purposes, while wo have added several

that will materially enhance the value of the collection. We have also changed the folios to the head

of the page, which will be found more convenient.

SUPERINTENDENTS AND LEADERS PLEASE NOTICE.

To use the BRADBURY TRIO with the NEW GOLDEN TRIO, it will be necessary between pages 127

and 254 to add 2 to the folio at the top of the page—for example: Page 130 in the BRADBURY TRIO

is page 132 in the NEW GOLDEN TRIO; and from page 253 to 378, add 4, as page 260 of BHADIJURY

TRIO will be found on page 264 of NEW GOLDEN TRIO.

THE PUBLISHERS.

Inttrcd , ..r.llne to Actof Cougrvn. In the je«r 1870, bj Amu E. BuDimitY, In the Clerk1! oBee of the United SUM Dlrtrtol Court

for the DUlrict of New Jersey.



tyCOPY-RIGIIT NOTICE.jH

OHT VBOPKRTY and "Entered

riut in uny form, or for '/ ',<

jvrpon wbatticT, either u-trdt or mum, without first obtaining permission from the author. If hymno

or tunes are desired for Sunday School Anniversaries or for any other purpose, such permission mrut

met be obtained, otherwise the person nstog them trespasses against the laws of copy-right, makes

' liable, and will bo held accountable.

The Mctao and POXTBT of nearly every pieee in thii work is corr-mnn

acourdiut( to Act of Congress." No penwn, therefore, has a right to priui

THE GOLDEN CHAIN. C. M.
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I 1ST | 23 CRORCS.

. / How sweet and heavenly is the sight, When those that lore

\ In one anoth - er's peace delight, And so fill- fill hi

he Lord \
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Prai«« the Lord, Praise ye the Lord, Hal - le - la - jah, Hal- le - lu - jah, Praise ye the Lord.
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fl O cuy we-feel each brother's sigh,

Ami with him bear a part ;

May fiorrowi flow from eye to eyv,

And .toy from heart to heart,
the Lord, *«• ,

S Let love, ID one delightful itrcaui.

Thruugh every bnaom flow ,

L«t UDIOD tweet, and dear f

lu every action, glow.

Praise the Lord, &

4 Love U the OOLDIH CH AtX that biudfl

Tlie happy touti above ;

And Ue'a an heir of heaven who flnda

Bib bosom glow with love.

Prate the Li.rd, fco.



 

THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL. C. M. Arr.lbrtU.mA.
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1. Tho Saadav-jfhoul, that bWd pl.i.-e. Oh! I would rather shy Withi] ill vaUi a child i.f praet, Thaa i^nd HIT toon ii plaj.

Choral.—The Sunday-school, the Sunday-school, Oh ? 'tit the place 1 lore, For there 1 lean tht gdden rule Which lead) to joy! a • tnrc.

i- -CT. *.M.
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2 Tie there I U-trn thftt JCMUS ilicd

For viDQcn iuch as 1 ;

Oh ! what bus all the world beside,

That I should prise so high.

— -i—h*-^-13-

Then let oar grateful tribute rise,

And MOD gs of pratve be ffiren

To Him who dwells above the ckies,

For vucli a bleuing given.

•1 And welcome then the Su

We'll read. nrnl sing, and j'ray.

That we may keep the golden rule,

And never from it stray .

I •*•

). 'Welcome delightful morn ; Sweet day of sacred rest, I hall thy kind return ; Lord^caketliewmomeDtiiblMt,

 
WELCOME TO THE SABBATH. H. M.

is &->. ^.r^.

^ &

FULL CHO.

From IOT deiire* and fleeting toji. \

I B.mr to reach Im - mor - til joys. /

TheD welcome, thrice welcome, Yes, welcome delightful morn.

I

5

Theu welcome, welcome, welcome, Yes.



WELCOME TO THE SABBATH. Conclude.

2 Now may the King deuceud.
And fill hit throno >i ,•"»•••,

Thv sceptre, Lord, extend,

WMIe saints ml drees thy face :

Let •inner i feel thy quickening word,

And learn to know and fear the Lord.

3 Descend, celestial Dove,

With Hit thy quickening

Disclose a Saviour's lore,

And bless the sacred honm :

Then shall my soul new life obtain,

Nor Sabbatt.s be enjoyed in rain.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL RECRUITING SONG. Us. w* B. BUHT.T.
V i-;.i: ..A-. IM.V Qrjicx. Word* by the Author of " / want to lit OK angtL"

 

/ L Tt ttr dear SuDdar-ithool there cn»lit msiiy to cone. Who upend Sunday wanderi«» or triffiij it home ; \

1 1 I'll try total; one, er I'll try to'brin;; tiro. In, ill thit [Omit / I can, I'n determined to di

/ 1 God newt all tlw peoplt who live ii tliii place, To hear uf his goodneu, »d join in hii pniie ; \/ 1 Uod iof»iit ill tlw peoplt who live ii tliii place, To hear uf his goodnwi, sad join in hii pniw ; \

V 80 I'll try to bring one, or III try to bring two, Ve>,jU tkal [Omit } lean, I'm'm derailed to A).
 

M Owe or more ftoyx, (7ir/j and Boy*, or tieo Girl* alone. FUI.L CF10. _N_JS_i

5 I'll try to bring one, I'll try to bring two, Yw, «ll lh«t I c*n, I'm d« • termlned to do.

9 Let me think ; are there none of the dear ones at home,

The lar|<e, or the little, who never have come T

«»h. 1*11 beg and I'll coax, try for on*, try for (UH>,

Yes, all that I can, I'm determined to do.

4 My c<mMne and playmates, who live tu this street,

I :i Halt them to come, the nrxt time th.it Ye mt^t;

\Vhn knows bat Aiimng them I'll gvt one, or *uwt

For all that I can, Via determined to do.

5 (Jut there in the lot where I-pass every day.

How many speml Sabbath in frolic or piny !

If I could but get one of those boys, now, or two,

To come here next Sabbath, what good it might do.

6 Perhaps up to heaven some day I may jro ;

What jrlnry nn<1 blesHednesa then I shall know!

Bat I want in that glory that many may sbure,—

That onn, two, yee, all I can tuav may 1*6 tbero*



6 " I RISE TO SEEK THE LIGHT." C. M. D.

1, I saw a lit-tlebladeofgrass, Just peeping from the sod, Andaskeditwhy it sought to peasBe-

..-?: ,-f-

 

=!-<—*

yond ita present clod?
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; seemed to raise its ti - ny head, All sparkling, fresh and bright, And

J. JVJ J" I Is ' fc—I N I S ' ' L
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wond'ring at the question, said, "I ri«e to seek the light, I rise, I rise, I rise to seek the light."
 

" I auked the eagle why his whig

To ceaseless flight was given ;

As if lie spuro'd each earthly thing

And knew no home but heaven?

He answered, ns he fixed his

I' i. .!".w !i-i nt the sight,

Upon the sun's meridian blaze.

"I rise to seek tlit light "

I rise, I • i •. . I rise, I rise.

8 I asked my aoul, what means this thirst

For something yet beyond,

What means this eagerness to bnrat

From every earthly bond ?

It answers, and I feel it glow

With fires more warm, more bright,

" All ia too dull, too dnrk below,

I rife to peek the light,"



COME, CHILDREN, RAISE YOUR VOICES HIGH.

I COMB, children, ralsf yimr voices high.

Your Saviour'* loft proclaim.

And with the choir* of earth aud iky

Unite to praise his name .

Sine how he left Che realms of light,

Where tlie bright angels dwell.

Ami, passing through death's gloomy

Redeemed the world, [night,

Redeemed the world from hell.

BOLD.

2 Yew. we will gladly Join our lays

With heaven's seraphic throng,

And offer in our earthly days

To Christ »ur grateful song :

.And otj, that all would join to sing

That Saviour's love, who came.

Mankind from chains of sia U> bring

To liberty.

To liberty again !

DUKE STREET. L. M.

3 Thee loud husanna? to our King,

Jecos, eternal God !

Let earth with Joyous anthems ring.

To spread his fame abroad ;

i.'-i every tribe and nation own

His just and righteous sway,

A'I.I all unite to hasten on

The great, the great.

The great millennial day.

 

1. Lord, wLen thon didst ascend on high, ' Those

Ten thousand angels filled the tiky;

hearenly guards around" the* wait.

Like chariots that attend thy rtato. 

2 NOT Sinai's mountain oould appear

More glorious, when the Lord wna thero;

While he pronounced his holy law,

And utruck the chosen tribes with awe.

8 How briijht the triumph none cnn tell,

When all the robel powers of hell,

That thousand souls hud captive made,

Were all in chains, like captires, led.

4 Raised by hia Father to the throne,

He eent bis promised spirit down,

With gift* and grace for rebel men,

That God might dwell ou earth again.

THE SABBATH.

1 SWEET is the wurk, my God, my Kins,

To firaiev thv name, give thanks, ana fcing;

To show thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth by night,

2 Sweet is the day of snored rest;

No mortal cares shall seize my

O may my heart in tune be found,

Like David's harp of solemn eound.

8 When grace has purified my heart.

Then I shall share a glorious part :

And fresh supplies of joy be shed,

Like holy oil to cheer my hend.

4 Then slmll I see, and hear, and know

All I desired or wisli'd bflow ;

And every power find sweet employ

In that oterual world of joy



GOD SPEED THE RIGHT.

|2rf.

 

S'ow to heaven oar prayer ascending,God speed tho right !\Be their zeal In heaven rccordedA

'n a noble cause P-OUtending, Goil speed the....right 1 /With success on earth rewarded, /Qod speed tho right 1

God speed tho right. I

2 Bo that prayer ngain repeated,

God speed the right I

Ne'er despairing though defeated,

God speed the right I

Like the good and great in story,

If they fail, they foil with glory,

Qod speed the right I

8 Put fill , firm, aud persevering,

God speed the right I

Ne'er the event our danger fearing,

God speed the right 1

Pains, nor toils, nor triala heeding,

Aud in heaven's own time succeeding,

God speed the right I

Still their onward course pursuing,

God speed the right 1

Every foe at length subduing,

God ttpeed the right 1

Trutli, tliy cause, whate'er delay it,

There's no power on earth nan stay it,

God speed the right I

TO-DAY THE SAVIOUR CALLS. 6s & 4s.
DK. L MASOJJ.

1. To » day the 8a-vloar calls, Te wand'rers, home; Oh, ye bc-nieht-ed aoulSf Why long- er ruam?

" -"—"-""""'

9. To-<Uy the Suvtonr calls ;

Ob, bear hltn DOW ;

Within these ucred r/alla

To JeouA bo7.

8 To-day tho Savfoar calls ;

For refuge fly ;

The atorm of justice JUIU,

A nil death is h* ,!i.

4. The Spirit calls to-day :

Yield to hU power ;

Ohjjfrlevo him not away.

1 TL- uieroy*B Uour*



NEVER LATE" 9

W. B. B.

4-JlJ-i.

1 111 a -wake at dawn on the Sabbath day, For 'tis wrong to dote ho-ly time away.WItb my logons learn*d,th1s«li:i)l

i Birds awake betimes jerory morn they slug; None are tardy there, when the woods do ring; So wbeu Sunday ov>iU6s,tbi«stml]

&£
&^£

 

b* my rale— Never to

be my rule— Never to

b« l.i ;•• at the Sabbath achooL

be lite nt the Sabbath achool.

8 When the lammer's onn wakes tbe flowers ngalu,

Tttuy the call obej—none are tardy then ;

I Nor will I forget that It in my rale

Never to be late at the Sabbath achooL

4 Bat thea* Babbath days will aoon bo o*er,

I And these happy hours shall return ;j<» IUOTO;

Then Til ne'er reftrot that It wa» my rulo

Never to be late at the Sabbath school

DISMISSION. 8s & 7s.
 

ismhsus with thy blessing; /Let us each thy!ovepoe?esHlna,TrlnmphInredeeniln!:^raco;\

Fill our hearts with joy and peace ;\ O refresh us,O refresh uSfTrav*.*! inc thro-* thli> wilt lenie^./

IJiJ J\JtJrd-^rf=-='~Psr°\ S"^\:=-JS-fZ- -w-v <* .w.-vr^^-F-.a^, 

2 Thauks we give and adoration,

For thy gospel's joyful Bound ;

May the fruit a of thy salvation

J u our hearts and lives abound ;

May thy preaenue

With u* evermore be found.

3 Then, whene'er tbe signal's given

Ua from earth to call away,

Borne, on angel's wings, to heaven—

Ulad tbe summona to obey—

May we ever

ILeigu with Chrict in r^cUcei) day.



 

SWEET HOUR OF PRAYER. L. M. Double.
WM. B.

I. Sweet hoar of prayer I flweet hour of prayer I That colls me from a world of care, Ami Mds me at my Father's throne Mnko

D. ('. And oft escaped the tempter's enare l'-y thy return, tweet hour of prayer, Aud oft escaped the tempter's tmare By

ai-il f»..L*».j-L*—*^]-* iirg^ijg—f* i*

§t_

^

all Dir wants and wlslies known: In Ben-sons

tliy rntnrn, sweet hour uf prayor.

of dts-tresa and grief, My »onl has of - ten found re -

 

 

£. Sweet honr of nrayer I tweet hour of prnyer I

Tliy w loirs shall my petition bear,

Tn him whose truth and faithfulness,

Engage tbe wnitlng soul to bless;

Aaa sinco he bids me fieek bis face,

Bolleve his word, and trust his grace,

S I'll cast on him my every care,

Ami wtdt fur Hi.-", hwect boor of unyer 1 H

8, 8weet hour of prayer! sweet boar of prayer I

Miy I tby consolation ehare ;
Till, from Mount Pt •. .h '-, lofty height,

I view my home, and take my flicht;

This robe of flesh I'll drop, and rfoe

To sulze tbe everlasting price ;

t And sliout, while pasiitng throngh tbe air,

FarvwoU, lurowell, ewect hour of prayer I J

LULU. S. M.
WM. B. BRADBUET.

ygr-r- ' | J

pg--g^fe

i •&• •*• ,
1 I lovo thy kingdom, Lord—The boutte of thine -TheOburch our bleat Redeemer tuired \VnIi his own precttnsMiKx).

^-t-ia—j KI r~ r*-t»-

' ( I i ' ^T~



LULU. Concluded. 11

3 I love thy Church, 0 Ood!

Her wall* before the** aland,

Drflr a* the apple uf thine eyo,

Aud graven »a thy hand.

8 * IT her uiy tears shall i'il i ;

For her my prayers ascend ;

To bor my carea ttml tolls bo .;iv

Till toils *iud cares shall eud.

4 Buyond my tlffhcst Joy

I prlzo her heavenly WAVB ;

Her sweet comumulon, vnfemn vowti,

Her hymns of lovo und priilae.

5 Bure aa thy truth shall list,

To Zlon shall be frlven

Tho brightest glories earth can yield,

Aad brighter bliss of heaveu.

OH, COME TO THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL WITH ME.
 

1 Oh, come to the Sunday-school with me,Where sweetly the hoars will pass a - way I Oh, corao wtth a footstep

9 We're teachers and scholars kind and true ;We've plenty of books, both old and uew ; We read, and we sing, ana
'••-•••. Ob.coiueto the Sonday-school with me,Wherefiwectly the hnuns will pass a - way I Oh, corny with a foot-step

 

light and free, A nil make no de-Iny, make no de-lay. Around and a-bout us true happiness floats,Wlilto voice* that

Iota ID prayer, Til*w«t to bo there, (tweet to be there. Around and a-bout us true happiness flouts, &c.

light and free, And make no de - lay, make no do - lay.

lore us breathe out thelrsoft notes; No place is so pleasant, so happy and free, As the dear Sunday-school for you and forme.

^ ^
 



A BRIGHTER DAY. *s <fc 7s, DonWo.

U>OK Vt, I0» TOOK KID1VPTIOX DKATITB Hide."—Luke ZXi. 28.

 

1, "Lift jrour beads" with faith; the morrow Dawneth brighter than the day; Angel hand* will lift the thadowi,

[Chase the gathering

. Art tbon lonely, lad, and weary, Watching thro' the silent nlght7 Dry thy tean, the orient glistens Like a thread at

-i—r -t—r

CHORUS. JF -

''Lift

M, 1 lit

glooni away. /''Lift your headj," the day is breaking. Soon the morning will appear; [draws nearA

nil - ver light. I, See the eartb fi om ulumber waking ; — "Lift your beads," the day )

 

S Does th« nij:lit leem long and weary—

Diiujiers threatening 'lon^ the way t

Joy will noon return to bleu thee,

Soon will dawn a brighter day.—Cha,

4 What, though wars and earth's commotion*

Try your faltl), and cause diamtiy ;

God, yonr Father, rules the nations,

He will send a brighter day.—CAo.

0 Let the heart N» cheered with gladnens,

Though the sun is veiled from night ;

8w ! the atars are brightly beaming

Through the shadows of the night.

Iiook ! e'en DOW the morn In breaking,

8ee the nhfidown flee away ;

Bee! the earth from alumber waking,

** Lift jour bends !" belioJJ the day !

THE CHURCH.

1 GLORIOUS things of thee are Bpoken,

Zion, city of oar God '

He. whose word cannot be broken,

Fonn'd thee for hit own abodo.

On the Rock of Ages founded,

Wtmt can «hake thy Bare repnm?

With salvatlon'a walls flarroanaed.

Tboa rnay'st smile at all thy foeu.

2 S- <: ! the streams of living waters

Springing from eternal lovu ;

Well sapplythysonrf and daunaten*.

And all fear of want r«move.

Who can faint while such a river

>; VIT flows their thirnt t' awoago ;

Ontce, which, like the Lord, th* giver,

Never foils from age to agtit



DAVID, THE SWEET SINGER. 13

Wonb by Mm OAKO. MAT. Music by WM. B. BKADBUHV.

"WHOSO omtrru PEAlsr, OLOF.intrrn (Jon."—Ftalm L. 93L

. /Twas David, Sweet Singer In Israel, who said. We (tlo-rl - fy God when we hrlng him

V Our offerings •* praise ; Oh, then with trne futth [Oure ] Glad sonss we will thankfully

51 m m—m—m—m—•—[ K-
p * 5 ? 5 5 r

rr: N N_—c—»»—__.—. i—n »j—«_—^i—n—n—'3—ii—^,
^ ^ f^ pi I I ^—H-—^^-W^l ^ ^^^ 1M iff—^ ^-+-

j^^^^F.»l.fT^.y^i
-* • •* * TU *^ u- ,*

siog him. Wo want, O great God, to glorf-fy thee, Our Father, BO high and so ho - ly. /Who Inhabits tb« praise of e •

1. V'" tin Inhabits the praise of e • 

- ter • nl - ty, Yet stoops to the heart that In low - ly ;

• tor- M-;'.. [OMIT ] Yet stoops, to the heart that U low ly.

re !•

T

S Tbr love Is 00 vast, so tender, and true.

A fountain of life, falling never ;

Ob. what can we happy young children do

But praise tbee for ever and ever?

We'll prats* thee at morn, and praise thee at night,

Fur the work that bring? qufet and slumber ;

For onr bread and our water, our reason and sight,

And iDcrdra too many to number.

-t

8 For the friends thou hast given to teach an<_

Who make the sweet Sabbath so cheering,

By telling of Jesus, who calls to his side

Young children with words so endearing.

For that Jesus our fullest hosannas are given,

His pity and prayers, ceasing never,

Are the source of all Joy, on earth and In hoavoD,

And we'll praise him for ever and over.

3EEH,-

Written and eompoud far Me /"//!:,". Anniwtary tftkcf. Y. & & .'";.,•:.



WHO SHALL SING? 8s & 7s.
D. C

 

/Who Mi « II dlnfr. If not » 1m children, Did not Jeans die for them *\

V May-&thcy not, with othpr jewels, Hparklelo hit* di-a • dem f/Wby to them were voices given, Bird-like voices, iiw«*et find

y, unless the song of hiavtmThey begin to practise here? [clear?
 

2 There's : , choir of infant songsters,

White-robed, round the Saviour's throuc ;

Angels cease, and, waiting, listen I

Oht 'tis sweeter than their own I

Faith can hear the rapturous choral,

When her ear is upward turned ;

Is not this the same, perfected,

Which upou the earth they learned ;

8 Jeau«, \\-li.-n on earth sujonming,

Lorpd them with a wondrous love;

And will he, to heaven returning,

Faithless to his blessing prove f

Oh t they cannot sing too early 1

Fathers, stand not in their way !

Birds do sing while day is breaking—

Tell me, tJien, why should not they I

 

i. lint tier sorrows qnlckly fled

When *hft beara his wolcomo voice;

Cunst had ri'-.-n trnm the dead,

Now ne bids hor beart rejtdco ;
What a .-!IH i ••• his word can moke,

'I'll ruing darkoew iato day I

Te who weep for Jesus' sake,

IIn will wipe your tears away.

3, Ho who came to oomfcrt hor,

Whvn she thought her all WAA

tort,

Will for yonr relief appe&r,

Tho' you now are tempest tossodL

Ou his word your burden cast.

On his love your thongbts employ,

Weeping for a wUilo mny la.tT,

But tho moroiuk' briugs the ji:y.



HASTE AWAY TO THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 15
Words by Lucius HAUT, h»q. Magic tiy W. B. B.

m•^ •y--
^E3 fEE

'./Hark f how the cheerful morning bells Call in a- way to Sabbath school ; Their sacred chime our
M 24 Sfcm-CAo.\With happy fa - ces, one aud ail. We haste a - way to Sabbath school ; And beans m hnp.py

., itt Semi~Cko./\a Sunday dress • es Deat - ly clad, A - way we haste to Sabbath school , No day in all the

2 .' Vmi'/7Ao\Our lessons learned nur books in hand, A - way we ha>te to Sabbath school ; The happiest chilJret>

TIXOB. & Bui.

FULL CHORUS.

da - ty tella, A -way to

at the call, A • way to

week more glad, A way to

ia the land, A»Vay to

Sab • bath tchoolA

Sub - biith school.^ Then let

Sab -bath school. \

Sab -bath school./ Then lot

way, haute a -

way, baste o -

way M tlio

v.iy to tho

tf B* ^-

Ja-gr- T-

^

Sabbath Khool, Then let us haste l-way, 1 - way to the SabbaUi Kbool, A -way to the Sabbath icbool.

I '?**-*—•—*—* i* •'"g^F ^ *»—8
I &&tt:i^=m=^m=ta^=z,-=-^-\m=m=m^2
I ,=z-J-»-r;—p—-- 1 _ =*—g-Fw—a—^—-

3 Itt Semi- We love to meet together there,

CAontf. Within oar pleasant SabbAth school ;

And all unite to praise and prayer,

Within the Sabbath school.

$d Semi- And this oar bond of love shall be,

C'Aoru-. We're happy in our Sabbath school ;

And with «nr h**art« it) harmony,

We'll haato to Si.b&atu s«-hu )l.~Cno.

,_

^
,

.__.__„_

4 !.</ & mt- The Sabbath light nhlnes clcir and bright*

t'n. •'!+<, Away we htute M S ibbath school i

The church, it la a pleasant sight,

Away to Sabbath school ,

2d Semi* Tills sweetest day of all the seven—

CAorui. We'll haste away to Sabbath Hchoo],

And run the shining rudd to tieavea ;

AWO.V to dabbuUi school.—Cao,



16 'IF WERE_A VOICE."

•V,- rglr Jj^

Song, with iscuo.

I. It I were a rate, t perroasiTe roice, That wold trawl tin wilt world tiro', I wonld fly 01 Ihi winr

i I *>. nU fly, 1 would fly o'er land and ica, Wber* a human heart mijht be, I would 1*11 lira i talc, or I'd tiaj > now, h

3. It I w<n > roite, * cowling voiw, I would fly on tie wiogi of the air, The boiui of icrrow md prill I'd utk, AaJ

f
—H—,1-

ECHO.

ipeik to the met will > gea - tie might. And tdl them to be true, .V,4 tdl them tj be (me. !,'» true, He Xriw.

praue of the right, ii blame of the wrong, And tell them to be good, And Ml then to be good. B< good, Be good,

calm and truth -fol wordi I'd ipeak. Aid whijper of iwett hope, And whiipor of iwett hope. Sweet nope, Sweet hope,

*y* .• . ^ ^ _^.^_*______j-^

Kcno. Ecno for 4th and 5th sUniM.

HI
Aid tdl HMD to be true, Tellihemtobe true.

Aad tdl then to be good, Tell them,4c. J.-yfal tond, Joyfid imtnd.
And wbiiper of iweet hope, Whitpcr, .<••• ii . 1 ii lore, God u /ore.

If I were » vote*, an Immortal voice,

I Tould lly the whole earth around ;

And whereTer man wftli error bow'd,

I'd publish lu notes both long and loud.

The Truth's most joyful sound.

Joyful sound. (Echo. Joyful B9nnd.)

The Truth's moU joyful sound,

Kcko.—Truth's most joyful sound.

I would By, I would fly on the winga of day, And

And point to the realms above ;

I w.ould fly, I would fly over city and town, And

And drop like a happy sunlight down,

vliisper, God is love.

GoJ is love. (Echo. God is love.)

whisper. God in love.

Echo.—Whisper, Ood a love



REEVES. C. M. 17

1 In all my vatt coucerns with the*, In vain my sool would try To than thy pretence, Lord, and flt<o Th« notice of thi u eye.

: >j U [. ^r-^H—;

i 1 T I I

9 TMne all surrounding tight surveys

My rising and my rent ;

My public walks, my private waya,

The sevroU of my breitst.

3 My thoughts He open to tho Lord,

Before they're formed within ;

And ere my lips pronounce the word.

He Knows the sense I mean.

=t

! i I

4 Oh I wnndrons knowledge, deep and high t

Where can a creature hide f

Within thy circling anus 1 lie,

Encloeed on over/ tide.

5 So let thy grace tnrroaad me still,

And llice a bulwark prove.

To guard my tout fruui every 111,

Sccnrod by tovertilgu love.

CHILD OF SIN AND SORROW. 6s & 4s.

-J
DR. TITOS. HASTLNO8.

. i Child of dn and tor - row,

| W»it not for to • mor - row,

D. C Child of tin and tor - row,

Fin*.

Filled with d!l - may, I

~ day;f

1).

r nr^ r*

Tleld thre to

Hear and o bey.

Heaven bids thee come, While ynt there's rouoi,

J J J » J.

2. ChiM of sin and sorrow.

Why wilt tbou die?

Come, while tliou canst borrow
Uelp from on 1. : :' • :

Qrleve not that luv**,

Afhlch from above,

CbtM «'i sin and Horrow.

Voolil I>r1ag tbee nigh.

8. Child of Bin and sorrow,

Whera wilt thou flee?

Tli rou eh that long to-morrow,

Eternity 1

Exllod from home.

Darkly to roam—

Child "f fin and Mtrn.iv,

Uhoro wilt tliou fl*>o T

. Child of tin and Borrow,

Lift up thine tyx-I

Ilflrshlp thou oanst borrow

In worlda on btgh I

In that high hornet,

Ontren thy nnm«:

Child of tin find n



18 GATHER THEM IN.
" ao, TnrnEpoHB, INTO TUN HIGHWAYS AND BEDasu AHD COXPSL TDBM TO ooxa n?."* Lake xlv. 23.

WlTH PROMPTNESS AND ANIMATION. MAT »• MTNO AB A PUET.

lt Gather them in, gather them in, Gather the children iu ;/Galher them ID from the broad highway, Gather them in,

\Gathcr them in from the prairie* vast, Gather thtiui iu.

gather them la ; Gather them in, fa thii gos|>el day, Gather, gather them in ;\ Gather them ID, let the

gather theraiu; Gather them in, ot «Terjr caat, Gather, gather them iu. /

 

house be full, Gather them In to the Sunday-Bchuol : Gather them in, Gather them in. Gather the children In.
 

2 Gather them In, gather them iu,

Gather the children in .

Gather them In from the street and laue*

Gather them in, gather them in ;

Gather them in hoth the halt and, lame,

Gather, gather them in ;

tlnther the deaf, and the poor, and blind,

(lather them la, gather them in :

Oafcher tbern in with a willing mind,

. r. gather them hi.

K. —Gutter them In, ic.

3 Galher them in, gather them in,

Gather the children ID ;

Gather them la that are seeking rett,

Gather them in, gather them in ,

Gather them in from the Eust and West,

Gather, gather them In.

Gather them in that are roaming about.

Gather them in, gather them in ;

Oather them in from the N\»rth and &>uthT

Gather, gather them ID.

Oooruj.—Catter them In. ftu.



GATHER THEM IN. Concluded

4 Gather them In, gather them ID,

Gather the children In ;

Gather them In from all ovor tlie land,

Gather them la, gather them In ;

Rather them la to our noble b«rl,

19

Gather, gather them lu •

Gather them la with u Christian lov«

Gather them In, gather them in .

Gather them ID for the Church above.

father, guthcr them ia—C'Ao.

THE LOVE OF JESUS. L. M. WH. B. .(ii \. ..,..-,

L I km 'til tea ICITH DIJ fsnl, And malts the voondnl spirit whole; Sy uturt ii by tin ddil'd, Trt Jesus loin i little cEiU.

2 IIow kind la Jeias. oh, bow good !

'TwHi for my soul ha shed his blood;

For children's Hake he was reviled.

For Jesu* loves a little child. .

3 When 1 offend, by thought or tongue,

Omit the right, or do the wrong.

If I r-i'-ut he'i recoacited.

For Jesus loves a little cniU.

4 To me mny J«ius now impart.

Although so young, a gracious heart;

Alas ! I'm oft by Hn defllod,

Yet Jesus lores a littln child.

HEBRON. L. M.
i i i i i i

H». Lowiu JlAso.v.

I r

L Tua'srtleLordluiWmeoi; Thu Tirhu power prclongi my daji; Aid eTerjereninifihiO mite knowi SOUK fn*u nemoruloftugnoi.

i ft i t r !~

3 Much of my time hai ran to waste,

Aud I, perbftpi, am noar my home ;

Bat bft forglvei my fullieo im»t ;
Ha K! .•! > me >treoi{tb for days to came.

—

r

3 I lay my body down to sleep,

Peitce U the pillow for my head ;

While well-apiiolnted antfelu keep

Th 'ir w..:. iifui »utlon> rouud my bed.



20 FAR OOT UPON THE PRAIRIE.

N I V U I ft_i ,v--_

7s & 6s.
WM. B. BRADBURY. «m>.

Ik.
-l«f-! J »T

it^np
«P«e4 sastrii

• •

1 Far out ap-on the prairie How many ohlldren dwell. Who never read, the Bi-ble, Or hear the Sabbath w ;

X Fur they ban uo kind pailor.Whose loving »ord« bare told.OfJeiui, the giwd Shepherd,And called them to hi. fold ;

1 f"1 ' ^

Mm.—Par oat ap-oo the prairie How many cLlldnn dwell. Who never read toe Bl-ble, Or hear the Sabbath b«U ;

Aud when the bo- ly morning Wakes ns to ting and pray, They spend the precions moments In idleness and play.

No Sabbath school in-vlt-lng 1U pleasant doors wlthlu, No teacher's voice entreating To leave the way of «iu.

— '•' j.—a»-T

7s & 6s.

8 I wtah that I conld tell them

Uow Jesus came to die.

When be for little children

Left his bright throne on high ;

And all the Had, sad story

Of sorrow which he bore,

When for his crown of glory

A crown of thorns he wore.—Cko.

4 And so each mnrn and evening.

Whene'er I kneel in prayer,

I'll ask the gracious Saviour

To send hlr gospel there ;

That In the (.orions city

lu which he dwells alttve,

We all may Hiug together

Oijfis rr<lwu.iiiK lovtt.- Oho,

7s & 6s.

1 Cora, let us sing of Jesufl,

While hearts and acceuU blond,

Oomc, let us sing of Jesus,

The sinner's only Friend ;

HU holy soul rejoices,

Amid the obofrs abovo.

To bear our youthlul vulooa

Exalting In his love,

B Wr love to dng of Josus,

Who wept our path JIM v;

We love to sing of Jeana.

The tempted and tho strong ;

None who besought his tioallug,

He pasgcd unheeiled by;

And still retains his feeling

For vis above the sky.



Hymns to "Far out upon the Prairie." 21

3 We lore to sing of Jesus,

Who died oar soul to save ;

We love to sing of .1 -,-.!•.,

Triumphant o'er tho grave ;

And in oar hoar of danger,

We'll trust his love alone,

Who once slept in « manger,

And now sits on the throne.

Cho.—We love to ning, &o.

4 Then let tis sing of Jesns,

While yet on earth we stay,

And hope to sing of Jesus,

Throughout eternal day ;

For those, who here confess him,

He will in heaven confess ;

And faithful hearts that bless him,

He will forever bless.

CKo.—We love to. sing, &o.

MILLENNIUM SONG. ?i ft 6ft.

1 Euoicm, all ye believers,

And let your lights appear,

The evening is advancing,

And midnight now is uear ;

The Bridegroom is arising,

And soon he draweth nigh :

Op, up, and watch, and \\- ;'• ,

At midnight comes the cry.

Cho.—Kejoice, &c.

8 Boe that your lamps are burning,

Keplenmh them with oil,

And wait for your salvation—

The (uid of earthly toil.

Vhn watchers on the mountain

Proclaim the Bridegroom nonf j

Go meet him, as he coiaeth,

With Hallelujahs olear.

Cho.—Kejoios, <fco.

8 Te wise and holy virgins,

Now raise your voious higher,

Till in the songs of Jubilee,

They meet the angel choir.

The marriage-feast is waiting,

The doors wide open Bland,

Be ready, then, to meet him.

The Bridegroom is at hand.

Cho.—Kejoice, Ac.

4 Ye saints, who here in pntienco

Tour cross and suff'nogs Dare,

Shall live and reign forever,

When Borrow is no more.

Around the throne of glory.

Tho Lamb ye shall behold,

In triumph cast before him

Tour diadems of gold 1

C*o.—Bejoice, &a.

5 Our Hope and Expectation,

0 Jesus ! now appear ;

Arise, thon Sin, so longed for,

O'er this benighted sphere I

With heart* and bands nplilVtd,

We plead, 0 Lord, to see

Tho day of earth's redemption,

That DiingH us onto tine I

Cho.—liejoice, <to.



THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER.
Newly arrttngM and brought within au eaay compass for OhoruH Singing, by

SOLO, or SEMI-CHORUS. WM. B. BRADBURY.

Lt— --« '• ft pf-'f- p c *•-"*-« » "—y—>- M T fr ^

(O.... say, can you see by tbe dawn's early light, Whatro proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming, \

Whose broad stripes and bright sUrs, thro' the perUuus fight. O'er the ramparts we watched, were so gallantly breamingJ

„ / On the shore dira-ly seen thro' the inistn of the deep. Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence re * pofc - es, v

V What is that which thebreeie, o'er the tower-ing steep, As it fit - ful -ly blown, half conceals, halfdis-clos -e* ; )

•P 1 J-r^ • * i P r« m g I P ' F ^-r"^1-

 

1

And the rock -ct's red glare, bombs bnrsting lu air, Gave proof tliru* the ntght that our Flag wai atlll thore:

Wow it catcU-eH the gleam of tbe moralog'i flrat beam, lu full glo -ry re-flect-ed nuwihiuefia tiiestrcam:

K gt.g- J^-
llll Kl<

^-U I

FULL CHORUS. 

O.... say dees that stnr-epangled ban-ner yet ware O'er the land of the free and the home of the

'Tis the star-spangled bau-n?r, O long may it wave O'er the land of the free u_id the Hume of the

brare.

brave. 

0

And whcro Is that band, who so Tauntingly ewore.

That the havoc of war aud the battle's confusion,

A houie ui'1 ft country, should leave us no more—

Ttwir blood has washed out their foul footstep's pollutiuo.

Nu refuge can HBTC the binling aud slave.

From tUo terror of flight, or the gloom of Uio grave ; CAo.

O thus be It ever, when freeinen shall stand

Between their loved home and the war's desolation ,

Blest with victory and peace, nu»y thrt heav'n-reeoued land

Praiae the power that bath made and preservert an "*"

Tben conquer we roust, when our cau?« it in jiut.

And thiv lw our motto—4' lu UUP In our tru*t !"



LOOK TO JESUS. 7s & 8s. 23
«. B. BuDBunr.

SE

/ Look to Je - ens ! youthful Christian, Just begun the heavenly race : \

1 I Let no dream of strength or wisdom Make thee [Omit /turn from Him tliy fnce :
 

He, tliy righteousness, shall be Wisdom, ho - li - ncsa to thee. Look to Je - ens ! look to

^=t=^=f=^=^=fS=^=M=^-1—+=*-£- ii r r 1 1—i ? •
m ^

 

r- '• —r

e- res! Ev-er trust in Ilii» dear name.

3 Look to Jestu! aged traveler

On life's long und changeful ro.id :

See'st thou not ? 'tia almost ended,

Soon thou'lt be at home with God :

Lean upon Him ns yovi go,

Age and w«aknesa iitruiiger grow.

2 Look to Jesua t strong in manhood,

Who art pressing on thy race:

Slight the snares the world is spreading,

Unwnrd, upward speed thy pace:

Poor ami mean earth's brightest toys,

Weighed with heavens eternul joys.

4 Look to JCSUH ! steadfast ever

Let us on bia glory gaze ;

Though revealed here but dimly,

Brightly on our souls 'twill blaze.

If by looking here below,

Like to Jinn our spirits grow.



24 PEACEFULLY SLEEP. L. M.
 

1 Peaceful - ly lay her down to rest. Place the turf kindly on her breast ; Swoet Is the slurat*r beneath th« so«J.

2 Clone to her lone and narrow house, Gracefully ware, je willow boughs ; Flowers of the wildwood, your odors shed

3 Qui • t:i'ly Bleep, be-lor - ed ooe, Rest from thy toil—thy labor is done ; Rest till the trump from the opening akie«

J-1-
3

i i

 

While the pure soul In resting with Ood. PeMefolly sleep. Peacefully sleep, Sleep till that morning, Peacefully sleep.

O - ver ttieho- ly, beanU- ful dead . Peacefully sleep, fco.

Bid thee from dust to glj - ry a - rise ! Peacefully sleep, &o.

r^ - - - * -'

 

PEACEFULLY REST. L. M.

1 ANOTDBK fleetlnft day la gone ;

Slow o'er the west the shadows rlae ;

Swift the toft-stealing hours hare flown,

And night's dark mantle Tails the bkicg.

CAo.—Peacefully rest, &c.

2 Another fleeting day is gone :

In bolemn silence rest, my Mai '.

Ilaw dowa before His awful throuli.

Who bids the morn aud CTening roll.

3 NOOD ehall a darker night descend,

And vail from me yuu ucre eklea :

And soon shall death's oppressive hand

Lie heavy on these languid cynn.

4 Tet when beneath the dreadful (bade.

1 lay my weary frame to rest,

That night shall not make me afraid ,

That bed the dying Sariour pretned

r> Again emerging from the night,

1, like my risen Lord shall rlee ;

Affuin drink In tb>j morning light,

Fare at iu fount abore t



Wonfeby A. A. SMITH.

Andante.

ON CALVARY'S HEIGHTS. 25

OlKJA HoTS.

Munlo by WU. B. BKADHUHY.

ALL. . f

1 On Caly'ry'B height* amailugcrftce beh>lJ 1 And l«t It e'er be told. That love dtvlae ft- lone. Could thus for sin a-toae.'
~ — —

FTTLJ. CBOBUB TO BAOH TIBAH. f

OnCalv"ry'»

^

,on t 'al v'rvV heighta, Amazing love belulJ \JrJJ,

P=

4 To Calv'ry'u h^ishts th« little children bring:

Permit tin-in there to cling,

Forbid them nut, Hn cries,

Of bach tnj klDg^o

S On Cslr'ry's heights the on* Redeemer dim 1

The heavenly message fli«s

"With pardon fall to give—

That all who look may live.—CAorui.

8 On Calv'ry's heights a dying Saviour pleads,

For rebels Intercedes :

Ho Bats the captive free,

A son and heir to be.—r.Wn-.

0 OQ Oalv'ry'H helnhta Faith spread hor etigcrwluf

While Uope exultant Blnga ;

Love doth the conquest win,

Victor of death ana sin.—t'Aorti*

!COME TO JESUS, LITTLE ONE."

AC.
I Come to Je - BUS, lit tie one, Come to Je -BUS now; I

1 Humbly at his gra-cionsthrcno (n sub-mis-Blon bow. f At his feet con-feu yonr sin Beak for-glve-nou there;

D. c. F«r his blood can nmkc you clejin: 11.- will bear your prayer.

« J 9«ek his lace without do-lay; Give him now yonr heart; I

ITar-ry not, but, while you may. Choose the better part, f Come to Je-eus, lit - tie one,Comot) Je - son now;

ft C. Humbly at his gra-cious throne In Bnb-mlg-aion bow.



26 ZION'S PILGRIM. 8S & 7S. WM. R BRADBURY.

(luls. ./ Piljfrirniwure loCiuta bond, OurjonntjIiMaloijttliii real; \

ili>>;.i. \ Till iildtnen« Intel round. To reakthtcitj ofourGol /Obijipypiljniii!. ip.*s!tiir.\Vlatm3kfiToirr«l«W) while ipptir
ii '''•*•> -^- •*• -?^- ^n.c.

2 A t.>-.v mom daya, or wfiekA, or y - . s -^

lu this dftrk d«Mrt to oAmplalo ;

A few more debt, a fow mon uara,

And we thill bid adlou to piln.—Chonu.

8 o nii-N-ra land I u aappy land I

Wben shall we reach thj golden Bhore?

And one redeemed, unbroken band,

United be for evermore.—Chonu,

4 An J If our robeft are pure and wbtte.

May w« all reach that bleitwd abode ?

O TM, they all shull dwell In llitht,

whoa* robea are wished In Jtsiu' blood.—Chona.

6 We all shall reach that eolden ahora,

I/ hero we watch, and fight, and pray;

Straight !• the way, aibl straight the door.

And none but pilgrims Had the way.—t'

6 0, may wo meet at last above.

Amid the holy blood-wa.ihcd throng.

And sing for ever Jesus' love,

While aatoU and angebi join the aong.—Oarvx.

PILGRIM, IS THY JOURNEY DREAR?
 

i* IT^T -
, /Tllirrim. Is thy Journey drear r Are Ita lights extinct for ever I

\ Still snppru&s the rising fear ; [OmT ] Sod forsakes the righteous never I .Novc r, uo V,T 1 no, c«Tor I



PILGRIM, IS THY JOURNEY DREAR? Concluded. 27

2 Storms mar gather o'er thy path,

All the ties of life may sever ;

Still, amid tho fear of denth,

Uod forsakes the righteous lever t

8 Pain may rack the wasting frame.

Health desert thy couch forever,

Faith still burns with deathlew flome,

tiod fors&k*a the n^htvoutnoverl

4 harthly joys may all decline

At tin- mandate of the Giver,

Vet why shonldat thrm e*er repine,

Qod forsakes the righteous never !

5 When thy final hour shall come.

Dark will bo death's fearful river;

But a voice dispels tie gloom,

God forsakes Lho rfgLuous never 1

THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL ARMY. 7s & 6s. 

r r r
3 0, do not be discouraged, For Je-ins la your Friend, 0 do not be discouraged, For Jesni tsyoar FrlenJ, Howtll

2 Fight 01, >e lit-tle soldiers, TliebttUe you shall win , Figbt on, ye little soldier*, The battle you shall win. For tho

rfc E^^feil

' | , nnt. (/MUHII8. • . ,

^ 1 :i t t ' 1 1 --tie* ^. ^j. • • ii.,

. , r . .-•! gnat to conquer, Heirtn (five you jrrtce to conquer, And keep jon to the end. Iimfl»drmin fhta tinny, Yen, Prn

tiavioar i« yonr Captain. For the Saviour to your Captain, And h« baa Tanqnishod sin.

> HI' ' 1 ' '
U-JJ l'l|

i i i i

Klait I'm In tMi »rmy,

rT^

Yf8, I'm gl&d I'm 1o this army,

T—r^ »i

And I'll battlo for tbeichool.

3.

And when the conflict's over.

Before him you shall stand i

Ao<l when the conflict's over.

Before him you sball stand,

You shall sing hit praise for ever,

Ton shall sing his praise for ever.

ID Canaan's happy land.

Gtorua



1. Dear Sariwr, er • er at my side! How luring thoi mnst be, TJ leave thy home in bcareu, to purd A littbthldlib DM!

il can -not feel theetoach my haad With pressure light and mild, Tocbeekmtai my coth - er did, H'hen I was but a chM:

3. Aid when, dear Sarionr, I heel down. Doming and night to prayer, Something then u within my heart, Which tells me tlion art there.

•*--»- -f- +1 -m-+ -*- J~. I -f- -f--»- • - - ' —^
- ~ • 9 i ' • f——C—^ i -J — ^ 11. ^r— it ~ ~ .

 

Tlj beatti - fol and ibis • ing face I tee not, tho' 10 near ;

Bit I hare felt thee in icy thwhts, Fiyliling with tin fer me ;

Y«! whci I praj, Ihon prajeit, too—Thj prayer u all for nu,
 

" ALAS' AND DID MY

1 Altai and did my Saviour bleed f

Aud did my Sovereign diet

Would he devote that aacred bend

For such a norm as I?

Kemcmber me, remember me,

!>. iir Lord, remember mo;

Ilemember, Lord, thy dying groane,

Aud then remember uie.

2 \\~n- it for Crimea that I have done

He bung upon the tree?

Amazing pity 1 grace unknown !
And !».•<• beyoud degree 1 Remember, &c.

TM iweetnesi of thy sort, low roite I an too deaf to hoar.

And when my heart lorn God, I know The iweetnns ii frtm thn.

Bit wien 1 sleep, thon ileepett act, Bat watches! p»- tioat-ly. '

^—

SA7IOUR BLEED." O. M.

8 Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in.

WLon Christ, the mighty Maker, died

For man, tbe creature s, sin. Remember, Ac.

4 Thus might I hide my blushiug Ihce

While nis dear cross appears ;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt my eyes in tears. Remember, .. . .

6 But drops of grief can ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe ;

Here, Lord, I give myself away,

'Tis all that I can do. Romember, &0.



'REMEMBER NOW THY CREATOR."
1 Braiember thy Creator now,

ID these tliy youthful Java ,

He will accept thy earliest vow,

And Helen to thy praise.

2 Remember thy Creator now,

ADI] *eek him while he's near ;

For erll days will come, wheD thou

Shalt find no comfort near.

29
3 Remember thy Cre*tir now ,

Ilia willing servant be :

Then, when thy head in death shall bow,

He will r*member thee.

4 Almighty God! oar hearts Incline

Thy heavenly voice to hear;

Let all oar future d&ya be thine,

Deyotetl to thy fear.

OUR PASTOR. S. M.

WITH A CHORUS RBtiPosea u? TUB INFANT CLAM.

i _ i _ __ i

 

T»-da7 ayouthful throng, Thtir gratitude to prore. Would mingle ID & closing song Of tenderness and love.

 

Our pastor dear, our pastor dear, We ling a Bong of lore to thee ;0nrpawtor dear, our pastor dear. A song of love to thee.

j 1 I ! I I I J—IL.— -—, || I ^ II I I I I I III I I | M

8 Why hai a paitor'i care

So kindly been bestowed.

While many a sweet an anlent prayer

From 1 1 i.-i roll heart ban flowed T

S And why has truth diriDO

Soft from hU llpl distilled?

Why ahould his heart ao mach Inclino

Toward every little child t

4 0 may the God of grace.

Who all the glory claims,

Long spare him In this ballowrd plao

To k-.-l ttte tender lambs.

5 Aiid may our hearts no more

Incline to sinful waydt

But learn onr Stirlour to adore,

And give to Ood the pralw.

• The words of this ton* (without the chorus) vwro orljrlnitlly writtun by Dr. Hu;ting> for a 3. d. OxkbratloD at 8C

Uearge'N Church. New-York, tueu uniler the luwtoral caro of the Into Dr. MUoor. The reepui

appiopriote " Kofrain" tor Uw little onts.

:epuuiw baa been mMtxl as tu



30 CALL THE CHILDREN EARLY. 

1 Gill the oblldraa early, mother, While the bird j do sing ; While the dew Is on the flowera.Whlch by the htlUlde «prlnp,

 

b. I h . h hi.*: S. 5. J?^ .hi. u, _< . h k & 5 ft ft. i

Oft repeat tlio waking word. Till they rlfw tu praise the Lord ; Oft repeat th» waking word, Till they rise to pralw the Lord.

O«n the children early, father,

While the .low It on ;

Great the work that most be done

Before the morning's gone.

OUI U.oin round the alUr bright

On whlrb burns Aorotlon'n light.

o

Call the children early, teacher—

To their woad'rlog eyes,

Every Sabbath day, art forth

Tbe petrl of richest price.

Call them early to the Lord—

Thua flhult rotp & rich reward.

CHRIST FOR ME.

Call the children etrly. Shepherd,

Give the lambs thy care ;

Bee that they are fof.lei! aofe

Within the bunae of prayer.

Call them at th<, dawn of dity,

Lead them In the narrow way.

WH. a BRADBURY.



CHRIST FOR ME. Concluded. 31

8 la him I nee tbe Godhead shine

Christ for me, Christ for me ;

He u the majesty divine,

Christ for me, Christ for me;

The Father's well-beloved son,

Co-partner of his royal throne,

Who did for bnman £uilt atone,

Christ for me, Christ for me.

8 To day M yesterday the name,'

Christ for me, Christ for me;

Bow precious is his balmy name,

Christ for me, Christ for me ;

Christ a mere man, may answer yon

Who error's winding path purnno,

Bnt I with past can never do,

Christ for me, Christ for me.

I'LL RISE UP EARLY IN THE MORNING.
I l.t tins. I Mtlme. WM. B. BRADBUBY.

S/-II.V , i1 C "H
- -•] ' • ' p

! * m | "fl F ^—s1—~~n
if'^jij

, / rn riM

1 1 HI rlM

•P

Op

ear-ly

ear-ly

In the mnrn-lnff.

in the morn-Ing,

The

Out

morninf of the Sabbath ilaji N

) And haite to Sabbath school avay.

tf&^-m- -m— Hfi—•!
-» • }f- r.

1 f *—TT •[[ . |

^^Ftf- -H—*C3SE
J j_ -J—J—J W • » ti |l

j CHORUS.
->> -i K "* f- i • **

i . i J J

For oh . I lore the Sabbath-achool, The Sabbath-school, the Sabbath-school, For oh, I lore tb« Sabbath-school, The precious

Sabbatb-tuhool.

—T—I 1 *—
u—i—i—_

1.
Vblle tb*r« HI listen to my tetetirr..

And treasure tip what lie inny 117,

Vl-iie their 1*11 lliteo to my teacber,

A» op to heaven be points tbo way.

For "li, I love my teacher dear.

My (richer dear, my teuoher dear(

Kw oh, I lore my teacher drar

Ho Kuod and kind to me.

3.

I'll learn my leuon In th« Bible,

And try to practice what 1 learn ,

1*11 leurn my lennn ID tbe Bible.

And every iluful way will atmn.

For oh. I IOTO that blewed book.

That blessed book, that blessed book,

For ob, I love that blended book.

So fall of grape and troth.

4.

Then I'll cot trifle any longer.

Nor throw my precf^ns hoam away,

Then Pll not trifle any longer,

Bat go to Chriit without delay ,

And dwell with him ID Iieuvtu aft

ID hcaren above, In heaven above

And dwell with him ID h«avra

A tactveil of joy tud lovf.



 

A HOME IN HEAVEN.
•Wonh by Hev. w- Unums, u. u.

A home in heaven ! whatajoyfnl thought, Asthepoorman toiUin his weary lot; His heartoppreMed, and with

A home In heaven ! u the lufferer lies On his bed of pain, anduplifu bin eyes To that bright home, what a

ia

 

A Lome, a home in heaven,
 

anguiah riven, From his home below to bin home fu heaven. OH home, his home, his happy home in heaven, Ela

joy in given, With the ble«wd thought of lit* homeluheavea.

Rrprnt.

borne, bis borne, bis happy homo in heaven

 

5.

A home in heaven ! when our friends are fled,

To the cheerless gloom of the moulderiug dead,

MV wiit in lu>pe on the promise given ;

We will meet up there, in onr home in henven.

CHOHUB.—Onr home, <to.

3 A borne In heaven ! when our pleasures f

And onr wealth and fame iu the dnat are

And strength decays, and our health U riven,

We are happy atill with our home in heaven.

CnoEUi.—Oar home, /ce.

4 A home la heaven ' when tht* faint heart Herds.

By the Spirit'i itroke, fur IU evil deeda ;

Oh ! then what blijs, In that heart forgiven,

D<xt the hope iuaplre of a home in heaven

Cnoaus.—A home, &&

Onr home in heaven I O the glorious hornet

A nd the Spirit joined with the Bride, says oome ;-

Come s«ek bis face, and your Sinn forgiven,

And rejoice in hope of your home in hsavcu.

CUOBUH.—Your home, <teo.



"IT IS WELL." 33"

OB OIIOIE.

>> I 1

Eg^EJEEg^i

.' 1 "It Is well I It la wolll It liwoll!" God's waja aro a]ways right, And loTf Is.TCT them nil, Tlin'lhriibnve our night.

®-

TJEJE*
J-rg>-SWf^£-*

nU-

" It la wf.!l r

Thoogb deep and nr« the Hnurt,

H« wonnrtu who kcown ti blud,

Aiul html the broken heart.

"It Is well P

Thongb 03rruw olontta onr wny,

'Twill inako the joy more dear,

Tlmt usbcri In tbn day I

"It Is wolll"

The path Hint Jesus trod,

Ttiongh rou^h and dark It bri.

Leads bume to heaven aud Ood.

ALETTA. 7s.

I / 'i.-i.in? BH|, no lunger raunra, Jo- ras all tlir priol's ktl bornii ; \

\ Vuw lain UnJitg on the tree, Fooriog oat Lis lifo for tboe; /

WM. R BEADBURV.

bun), V.' • | '.!_; nil, lament DO more.
 

2 AH tuy crimes on him were laid;

800, upon his blameless head

Wrnth its utmost vengeance poura,

Dno to my offence and youn;

Vearj' aiuner, keep thiiiu oyes

On the atoning Bnorifice.

i Cant tli v guilty iionl on him.

Find liim mighty to redeem ;

At Ilia feet thy harden lay,

Look Uiy doubts and feiirH away ;

Now by faith the Son embrace,

Plead hu promise, trout hit*



.'84 SHALL WE SING IN HEAVEN? me. B.
RDl'KAIN.

* 1 f ' 1 U 1 ' ^

1 Shall M king in htaren for ever—Shill tr king P Skill »« ling : S'ia 'I n ring ii hetren for erer, Ii that hippy Ind f la ! oh, } a ! ia th.it

_l_r>4—-V-UJ si J_M. _ . .. , _ _ —-,_, I_N I

bnd, tint h»ppy land, TheythatOMtihjUa'agformer,Rtfl*y»iidt!»rcl]ugrir-er, led biing and lore for ev-cr, bthitluppy land.

2 8b»ll we know each other, ever,

In thnt land?

Shall we know each other, ever,

lu that happy InnJ V

Yen ! oh, yet ! in that land, that happy land,

They that meet ehnll know each other,

Far "beyond the rolling river, <te.

B Shall we sing with holy angels

In that land r

Shall we iiing with holy angeln

In that happy land?

Vi «! oh, yes! ill timt land, thnt happy land,

Saints and angels sing for ever,

Far beyond the rolling river, Ao.

4 Hliall we reel from core aud Borrow,

In that land r

Shall we rest from oara and Borrow,

In that happy land ':'

Te« 1 oh, yes ! in that land, thnt happy InnJ,

They that meet shall rest for ever,

Far beyond the rolling river, <feo.

6 Shall we meet onr dear, lost children

In that land '.'

Shall we meet our dear, lost children

la that happy land '•

Yen! oil, yes! in that land, that happy luiid,

Children meet and sing for ever

Far beyond the rolling river, <tc.

6 Shall we know our blessed Savionr

In that land?

Shull we know our blessed Saviour

In that happy land ?

Yes! oh, yes ! in that land, that happy lami,

W« shall know oar blessed Snviour,

Far lieyond the rolling river.

Lov« and nerve him there for over, An.



I

Wordu by a B. WASHKUKS.

Tull Cbonu. ff
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THE GLAD HOSANNA. 35

Seml-Chorns oi Gi

B

pp*

BCustelty WM. B. BRADBDKV.

Fall Chorus,

j j Shoat a • gain the gl&il ho - san -nal Shout a - gain the glad ho - ann- na, Illth - er all your tribute! bring,?

"1 Un - tler-neath our atar-ry IMI-H.T, Un - tier-Death our star- ry ban-tier, Let the iwell-lng an-tliem ring :J

^=^^=g le *-5^^—$—^e P< U > JiV..7~ia—x w~t^- 1

,-•/-' /A Utrict it ::"!•.

£^te=*=^ =^±^=

Peace, Peace, Peace 1 Fur the Hearenly Dorc de-aoeod-lng, Wlilipen to the na • UOD, Peaoe, Peace, I'COIM 1

Bora. All in Full Chorna. . ,' ,

Then about again your glad hosaanas, Shout again your glad hosaunas, Shout again I bhout again! aliout,Bhout aguln I

: O'er the hills the Day lal,

Brlffhtly glown the morning sUr,

: And the tolling bondmao haileth, :fl

Tidjues, tidings fruiu afar:

"^e, Ao.

I: Eant and West prolong the ohoroa,:|

North and South are fix* DO mure ;

\l War htm ceased, and lot the echo :|

8well along from shore to shore:

Peace, Ac.

t Youth and a0re repeat the stoty,

God hath set tbu oapttve free*

|: Unto Him be all tho glory, :|

Feal it over land and sea:

Peace, Ac.

* Thi# ahvuld be twng in strict tlmo, and to soft as to produce 7>y conlr<int the <e$u£ of an eoAo.

Oooipoftod for and nnng tit the tteml-oentennlal Anniversary of tho Am. 8. 8. Union, New York, May 8th, 1880L



 

REST FOR THE WEARY. 7» & 88. !;•.-.-. J . W. n :i,«i v Arranged.

lll.l

1. In the fhristiin'i hotm in glory, There remaai 3 land of rat, There my Savionr'i (rone beforj mo, To fulfill my unl's

i lie is Citing up iti) mansion, Which eternally shall stand, For raj stay ghall not bt transient In tiut holy, hippy
, *:*—• --------

 

Tliereli rest for the weary, There Is rest for the weary. There Is rott for the weary, There In rwt for you. \

On the otlier side of Jordan, In the sweet fleUU of Kden, AYbere tlie tree of life is Ii]nomui|r, There is rest foryrra. )

'• Palo nor sickness ne'er shnll entrr

Oricf Dor woe my lot shall share ;

Out In that celestial centre,

I a crown of life shall wear.

There Is rest for the weary, to.

4 Death it. elf shall then be vanquished,

And M» sling shall be withdrawn ;

Shout for . 1 1 :n.'-s, O, ye ransomed,

llail with joy ttie rising morn.

There in rest for the weary, io.

5 Sing, O, sing, ye heirs of glory ,

Shout your triumph tu yoa go ;

Zlon's (rate will open for yon.

You shall find an entrance through.

There Is rest for the wenry, »\ . .

TEMPERANCE

1. O'KR the dark abode* of sorrow,

Cheered by no reviving ray.

Brightly temperance arising,

Urines a bright and glorious day,

CDOBCS.—There is hope for the fallen,"

There is hope for the fallen,

There ia hope for the fallen,

There is hope for all.

2 Thousands long in bondage groauing,

Hail the bright and glorious light ;

HYMN.

Se e from eastern const to western

Quickly fly the shades of night.

May the heart-reviving story,

Win and conquer—never cease—

May the ranks of temperance over

Multiply and still increase.

Now the trump of temperance Hounding,

Rouse! ye freemen! why delay?

L«tyour voices, all resounding,

Welcome an the happy dity.



WHAT MAKES US HAPPY.
SprigHtlj. 

37

D. C.

all so Imp- py. Sinking Bweet. while we meet, TThy arc we all BO hap pf, In thll dear retreat, \

V Xature the fleld« a -doming FrctliaDil gay, frwh and gay, Beauti-fa! Sunday moruidg, Tis a ho - ly day, )

£_JL-f

 

Oao. Tint is what makei us happy, Singing tweet, while we meet, Tliat If what makes ui happy, la this dear retreat

Here we learn a SaTiour*s name ilow on earth a child he came, Suffered died and rose again, That we might dwell with him.

» I

What are the wild birdi singing,

Full of glee—full of glee.

Swiftly their pinion* winging,

OYr Uie flowery lc»,

Pmining the God who made thorn,

Free «e air—free as air,

Kindly his hand arrayed theai,

In the plamee they wear.

VTood and stream and meadow gay,

Join the merry, merry lay,

All are praining God to any,

And we will praise him too.

UQOBOU.—That is whut makex, «i«.

S.

What ar» the angel* eiugiug,

Hol>ed in white, erownod with light,

Evt-r their music ringing,

In that world so bright,

Singing of grace and glory.

Sweet and clear—sweet and clear,

Telling the wondrous story,

Children love so dear.

Happy, happy lintel band.

Round our Father's throne they staud

In that pure and sunny land,

Our home beyond the sky.

(.lnoai'8.—That i.. what makcu. Ac.



88

SOLO, OK A 71* VoICIS.

PILGRIM, HALTING, STAFF IN HAND.
fcCIIOKUd. SOLO. CHORUS.

1. Pilgrim, halting, staff lu baud, Haste away ! haste away ! Pilgrim, baJting, staff iu \u,i-\. Haste, haste away .
 

3 Though thy way »eem dark aod lone.

Look above, look abuv* ;

Tbougb thy way Beem dark and toue

I«ook, look above ;

All in, 1 i. !,t around tbo throne—

Borrow'! sighs are t!iere unknown—

All M 1 .'.•• all Is love.

All, all it love.

3 Pilgrim! God thy guide will1 be,

Him obey, him obey ;

Pilgrim ! Go.1 thy guide will bo,

Him, him obey ;

Trust him, though thou canst not see,

'Tia hii baud that leudetU thee

All the ivuy, all tiie v o ,

All, till tbo way.

4 Hark ! a voioe of meKxly !

"Pilgrim come ! Pilgrim cocoe!"

Hark ! a volctt of melody !

"Filtfriiu, come home !"

-Ti« thy father calleth the*,

Unwanl presn, aod noon thooMt be

Safe at home, uafc at hcun*,

Safe, safe ut home.

COTTAGE CHANT. L. M.
Tfr JS^t I Pfcr | ] ..|^.J^._. I h i- -, - , ,„

'^^^^^^^^^^^^aM^^^S^^^^^^
. . . . -_ ^ - . . *.

1. Mj gncicm Lord, I OTD Ik; right To er?ry <-r . i,-* I oau juj, AcJ ull it ray Kpremi deliglt Ta trv th; dictattt ul obey.
 



COTTAGE CHANT. Concluded. ae

3 What Ls my being but for tbee,—

Its sure support, its noblest end?

Tis my deligUt tliy face to see,

And serve the cause of such a Friend.

3 I would not sigh for worldly joy,

Or to increase my worldly good ;

Nor future days nor powers employ

To spread a sounding name abroad.

4 Tin to my Saviour I would live-

To liiiij who fur my ransom died

Nor pould all worldly houor give

Such bliss ns crowns me at his fcido.

6 Uis work my lionry age shall bless,

When youthful vigor is no more;

And my last hour of life confess

His saving love, his glorious power.

CANAAN'S SHORE. *

.^— f» 1 —to -.—. n—^ -fc 1)—1 1
r* r*—» w-—^T-i —1 • ]—i-H--^— a> . m*~- i • • ^
9 j. • *- --f-— -j—All -y .jr-i-yj—.m ; |

i *—^—H—M—L3—f—^_iO^^ ^=T ^H3

/Rlv - of death, thy stream I see. Between the bright ct - ty of rest ami me A

i thy sa • ble nurge I'll brave, For sweet is the prospect beyouil thy wave./

I

W;ift me, oh, waft me

.

m !l

 

r :2rrzrrjn 2 Why should I fear to stem thy Ms,

.l Witll hlnl Wli0 hu love<1 „„ M gaird

safe -ly o'er. And land me, dear SaTlotir.cn Canaan's shore.

T

3 What If it giMg tliy darksome foam.

*TMI light Bhiuinn forth from tny happy home,

Manic that thrills my soul to hear,

Hfrun floating me nver thy Norfooii drear.

Waft me. At*.

 

Whilom tin>l )>ower control thy flood,

While fiitli says my putnago waa paid withblood..

Waft me, ic-

4 Help me. I feet Hie watont rise,

Yet visions of u'lory still glad my eyes,

Saviour. 1 c-unc— 1 s»wtn shall tie

Among the blest purchase of r -U ,u-y.

W»ft me, Ac.



Very Spirited.

THE ROYAL PROCLAMATION.
CHORUS. /

1 ^ ^ ^ b* <r y ^ ^ X ^ V"' *•

. /Hear the roy -al proc-Ia-matton, The glad tidings of «al • va- lion, \

\ I'ubliihlng to ev-ery creature. To the ru - incd sonsof nature; ) Jesnrf

A / See the ro • yal banner .him:, Hear the heralds loudly crying. \

\ " Hc-bel elnnera, roy • al fa-TOrXoir Is otfercd by tbe Saviour: ''/ Jt«u«

reigni, JesuBrefgntf, Jt-sus relgob,

r«lgiiitt Jcfasrelgoti, Jesas reigns,
 

Je - BUS reigns, he relgna rletorlous, Orer heareo and earth moat glorious, Jrsus reigns, Je • sos reigns, J«sus reigns !

-r

" Here H vine, and milk and honer ,

C.iiue, tui.l purchase without money ;

Mercy flowing from a fountain.

Streaming from the holy mouutaln."

CAo,—Jeaut reigua* ice.

-1.

Shout, ye tongues of erery nation.

To the bounds of the creation ;

Shout the pruise of Judairs Lion,

The Almighty Prince of Zioo.

C/to.—Jesua reigns &c.

I.

Shout, ye saints, make Joyful mention,

Christ hath |>urtha»ed our re«.«iuptiuo ;

Angels, shout the pleasiu; story.

Through the brighter world* of glory,

('Au.—Jesus reigns, <v.*.

ONE THING NEEDFUL. L. M. WM. a BEADBURT.

li-:-

sM, >DKraT< tt on rnj Heart. I eonld from all things parted be,

That them the on* tti In s iu«strul art ; Bat n*n>r, never, Lnrd, from thr«



ONE THING NEEDFUL. Concluded.

1st thy most precious blixxl,

To reooncllo in y soul to < f « •• 1 ;

Needful fs thy Indulgent caro ;

Heedful thy all prevailing prayer.

3 Needful thy presence, dearest Lord,

Trao peace and comfort to afford;

Needful thy promise, to Impart

Fresh lif* and vigor to my heart.

4 Needful art ihon, my pnldo, my stay.

Through all life's dark nntl weary way;

Nor less In death tlmn'lt neodf:il be,

To bring my spirit home to the*.

5 Then needful still, m7 God, my King,

Thy name eternally I'll elngl

Glory and praise be ever bla,

The une thlDg Qeodfol Joatu la.

41

OVER THE OCEAN WAVE. Missionary.

, t | ».. . , . . I i'* , I .gL I

i^jEfe^B^iBF

D.C

. / 0 - ver
l'lTherethe

„ / Pi - ty t
•MHastewitl

the ocean wave, far, far a • way, \

poor heathen live, waiting / for day ;

ty them, pi - ty them, Christiana at home. \

ith the bread of life, haikm I audcome.

I , 1

(Groping

No ble

Ignorance, dark as the mi;ht.\

Bi • ble to give them the light. ,'

i i
T

II U- I ' " ' '

2 Bowing to Idol gods, dally they pray.

" Pity us, Juggernaut! we've given away

Live* of our children dear, thee to appease,

'';•'• to ai, give to as tokens of peace.**— CAo.

3 ITere, in this happy land, we have the light

Shining from God'M own word, free, pare and bright ;

I

Shall we not aend to them Bibles to read,

Teacher*, and preachers, and all that they need ?—t'A<>.

4 Then while the mission abipa glad tidings bring,

List! aa that heathen band joyfully sin?,

*' Over the ocean ware, oti ' see them c*.<nx%

Bringing the bread of life, guiding us home."—CAo.

I Star of eternal day.

CKmdlera and bri)fht«

Oaide of the pilgrim*' way,

Banish my uigbt ;

Come thon mlesUal Dove,

Dwell lu my heart!

rk>urce nf liuiuortal love

depart.

STAB OF ETERNAL DAY.

Oh, how I long for thee,

Spirit divine,

What is the world to me,

Jesas Is mine.

2 When shall my wandering? eenw,

When shall I rent

Baff In the port o

Happy and blest,

There from thy demr embrace

Severed no more

Lord, I shall see thy face,

Praise and adore.

Oh ! I would fly to thco,

Spirit divine;

Eart!i lias n» tic for me.

J^du.1 Id mine.



LOOK ALOFT.
WM. B. BHADBtlHY.

1. ID the tempest of life, when the wlud and the ;:.'•• Are a - round and a-bore, If thy foot - ing should

2. If thefrieud whoembraced In proa-per - i - ty'a K'OW, With a smile for each joy and a tear for ettcb,

3. Should the visions which hope spreads in light to thine eye. Like the tints uf th« rain - bow be swift* «r to

s S

Lo<ik

fail. If thine eye should grow diui, uud ttiy cau-tion de • part, Look a - loft, look a - loft,

woe, Should betray tliee, when &or- rows like clouds are ar - rayed. Look a - loft, look a -loft,

fly, Then turu.aud thru' team of re -pent -ant re - gret, Look a • loft, look a - loft.

 

SSE
tc
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*k—m pi11!
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loft, and be

luft, to the

loft, to the

firm, and con -fid - lag of heart, Ixrok a -

friendship which DOT -or ilmll fade, Look a-

Kun that id nev - er to set, Look a -

loft, and be firm, and con -fid -ing of heart.

toft, to the friendship which uev-er shall fade,

loit, to the sun that 1* nev - er to *tt.

asH*" £jS—?-:r~l*=X=S=(f>—~=»=j-f^^*^ l".i"|£ t-la1^—HI

EESEl ' 1— •^ =3C5 Hj

4 Should the dearust ot earth, the HOQ of thy heart—

The wife uf thy b<»*na—in aorro-c depart ;

Ixx^k aloft from the tiurkurw and Just uf the tomb,

To the boll wherv «flVi'tiou itt ever iu bloora.

(

5 And oh ! wlitfn death comes. In Ma terrors to cost

Hia fears on the future, his pull on the pnat.

In the mniii -i.i nf darkness, irith hoi*e in thy bentf,

And A suiiiv in tbiue eye. look aloft, uud depart
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WALK IN THE LIGHT. 7s. 43

rt,.js^^^,_ u . ^ >- ' r- » L ^ .. y. '"' „. 23'..
LKfg—. - » TK- I -.- J> .1 t- . r« • -i-f-* i -^-4:^ —J. ^fc—^-T . J»-.i- L ^—»._"i_ l ^r-.TTTH) . ^i

. /TleasHLit is the Sabbath brU, In the lijtht, In the light, Seemtnginuch ofjoy to tell, In the light of God.

\Bul a music tweeter for, la the lijtbt, in the light. Breathes where angel spirits ar«, In the liirhtof God.

M- m _m -^- •*• -f- — r*~'_•*- •*•_*_• -<»- ^_-g^J_ m «

l^lE

CHORUS.

T Ir=»-»-}i«=*Tf^»rprr«:

fe»^e^z-zS»^

^1* j g^g^g: Hi

 

U

Let n« «>lk In the light, In the light. In

X * * * * • M. *L M. "

0 Shall we ever rise to dwell,

hi the light, in the light,

Where immortal praises --••.. 1 1,

In the licht of God ;

And can children ever go,

la the light, in the light,

Where eternal Sabbaths glow,

In thu light of (!od.—Ckarvt.

8 Y • - that >.'!-- our own may be.

In t !»• light, in the light,

All the good (halt Jesus see,

In the light of God ;

Fur the good a rest reimiius,

In the light, in the light.

Where the glorious Saviour ivign

In thv light of Ood.—OAonw.

the light. Let us walk In the light. In the light of

CALL TO PRAISE.

1 CniLDRKX of the heavenly King,

In tli-' light, in the light.

As we journey, sweetly sing.

In the light of God;

Sing onr Saviour's worthy praitw,

In the light, in the light,

Glorious in his works and ways,

In the light of God.—Chorus.

2 We arc travelling home to God,

In the light, in the light,

In the w«v our fathers trod,

In the lifht of GoJ ;

The}' are Imppv now. and wo,

In the light, in the light,

S..HII their happiness -<,\n\l tteo.

In the light of God.—Ckona.



44 THE SWEETEST NAME.

ABOVE KVEKY NAME."

A a
 

' , ( T)icre>uiDo uame so !«weot on earth,No name so sweet In heaven, ) esu:

i * ( The name before his wonJruus birth To Chrlst,tht» 8avlour,glven. J We love to blng around our King, And killMm !•,. ,-^i

J). C. For there'tt no word ear uver beard, So tlear, &o sweet, 03 Je-sua.

[Jesus:

^i

C.
 

t— r>-p i i

fl. PN Is n nmn name they did proclaim,

When Abram's Bon they seal'd him :

The name that still by God's good will,

Deliverer ruvealed him.—Cho.

3 An-1 when he bnng npon tho tree,

They wrote his uame above him,

That all mtght see the reason we

For evermore mmt love him.—£&o*

4. Sa now npon his Falher'0 throne,

Almighty to relo&ae m»

From slu and palus, be gladly rctlgma.

The Prlnco and Saviour,

JESUS IS OUR SHEPHERD. 6s & 5s.
Earntttly. S. MAIN. From " SaoreJ Lnt«."

"

^^^=^rf^i^^^h^^E^E^^

1 Je-BUS is onr Shepherd, Wiping every tear; Folded in hie bosom, What have we to fear?

-f -f- -f- -»- m , •*-• -f- -f- -f -g^-- if- -J- -f-

-g=5=£^^-i-?-^3 I • r £=^-r5rg- M g & mfJL.

• i i i . s i ^*>T r^i ,,-J—-

 

_
On-ly let us fol- low Whither he doth lend. To the thirsty de-eert, Or the dew-y mead.

 

3E
-1 T ^



JESUS IS OUR SHEPHERD. Concluded.

oar Shepberd ;

Well wo know :-M rolne;

H--W its gentlest * hlsper

Hakes uur ),<",. r rejoice I

Even when be otudoth.

Tender la his ttue ;

Nono bat he sbui ((tilde aft,

W B uro lils nloue.

I
Je*Ub 10 our Shepherd ;

>'or ibe sheep lie bled ;

Every lamb IB sprinkle*!

With the blootl bo shed.

Then on each he aetteth

Ills own secret sign :

"They that have my Spirit,

Thes*!.*1 salth he. " are mine."

Jehna la our Shepherd,

Ouided by his arm,

Though the wolves rimy threatci),

Nuue can do as barm.

When we tread death's valley,

Dark with fearful gloom,

We will fear no evil,

Victors o'er the toinb.

CANAAN.

3m

f 1«*. I 2V. CHORUS.

Arranged.

, /Cora*, children let nasweotiy sing, We arr bound for the land of Cnnaun ;

\ All glory give to Christ, our King, We are bouud for the laud of [OMIT. . ] Comma. 0 Canaan, bright Canaan,We art

bound for the land of Cnnaan ; O Canaan, It fs roy happy home, We are bound for the land of Ca • nouu.

E£££E

 

V Come, then, nnd join nur happy band,

We arc bouud for the land of Cnnaou ;

To ever dwell at Christ's right hand,

We arc bound fur the hud of I.YMH:IU.

Caiiaan, die.

S Then louder Mill our songs shall rise—

We are bouud for tho land of Canaan ;

When we are far beyond tho nki«B—

Wo are bound for the land of Canaan.

Chorui.—0 Canaan, &x



SAFE AT HOME. 10s & Us.
Words by Hon. ROB'T. H. PHUYN.* Mnsio by WM. 7J. BHADUUJ1Y.

*^ 4 N .A—I ... 1. . I 'l V . fr 1 . nnl . -J P fr. I- -K,-! K-

1 Wh«n the bat - tie Is fought, and the vie - to - ry von, Life1! trl • als are ended, and life's duties don«,

2 TLe most youthful coldier will then have a share, la hear- en- ly mansion! prepared for as there.

->-*-
±F±

REFRAIV.

Then Te- SUA, our Sariour, will welcome us home. No more in this desert of sin we shall roam. Safe, ufoathoaie,

The song of redemption, from Infants, shall swell, As of Jesus, to wouileriug an- gels they tell.

rM»—
1

T ebr EC
. > ,C^FH=

L,—» » i—*-*—
H—» * i 1—

r-r+f-*-

Uafc. safe at homo. No more to roAin. Ko more to roam, Safe, safe at home.Safe, safe at bomp, N*o more, DO more to roam.

-f-f-

S Though taken from earth in life's earliest morn,

The crown of onr Saviour we'll ever adorn. .

More bright than tho stara vill thy ransomoJ ones shine.

For the radiance, dear Saviour, '< eternally thine.

4 Oh, then will our hearts awcll, with raptnre supreme.

For Jesus, thv glories will over us beam,

Our minds with the riches of wisdom be Btorod,

Fur God will bs known and for ever adored.

• The Refrain Mi txtn added to the anginal hymn.



1 WOULD LOVE THEE HEAVENLY FATHER.

-8

8si7s. # 47
CHORDS, ,. ,

j / I would love thee, Heavenly father, My Redeem -er and my King; \

\ I would love thec, for without thee Life ie but a bit-ter thing. / I would love thee, I would

=5=

love thee, My Redeemer and my King ; I would love thee, I would love thee, My Redeemer and my King

2 I would love thee ; every blessing.

Flows to me from out thy throne,

I would love thee; he who loves thee,

Never feels hituaelf alone.—CAo.

3 I would love thee; look upon me,

Ever guide me with thine eye;

1 would love thcu ; if not nourished

By thy love, my soul would die.—Cho.

CAPTIVITY. L.M. WM. B. BBADBCRV.

wi,Sat ion by proad Euphrates ilreanu,ffe « rat —with Jolrful tho'U op?r«ied,Aiil 2ion vtas our mtuiraful ticft

•, I " •> * • » . . . . • « « | •»•»!.
" J~ ^ •"•—r*~*—r*—I—ri»—to—i ( 9i *—*T*~m

i^EpTT^-J^^r^S^F^^fl

±=-F—»-rr-±zt=d=^g^Ejrip3fl

2 Our hnrps, that, whea with joy we sung,

Were wont their tuneful parts to bear,

With bilent ttring, neglected hung,

Cn willow tr:-es that withered tliero.

3 How shall we tune our voice In sing,

Or touch our hnrps with skillful hands ?

Shell hymns of joy, to God our K i •>_'.

Be sang by gluves in foreign lands?



 

OH, THAT WILL JOYFUL BE.

1. Oh, that will joy- ful be, When we walk by faith no m.ire, When thel*ord wctoveJ before As Inrother man we •«,

2. Oh, that will joy - ful be, When to meet us rice and come All our burled treaturea home—A gladiiome company.

IX to each ftfansa.

When he welcomes us a - bore, When we share Li« smile of love. Oh, that will j v - ful

Wheu oar arms em -brace a .gain. Those we mounted so loug in vain.

be. Oh. that will joy - ful , Joy • ful be, Oi, that will Joy • ful be, Oh. that will Joy- ful, Joy -ful be.

8 Oh, that \vill joyful be,

When the foes vro dread to meet,

livery one beneath our feet

We tread triumphantly.

When we- ucver more cnn know

!jbghte«t touoh of pain or woe.

Chorus.—Oil, tbat will, Ac.

4 Oh, tliat will joyful be,

When we hear what none can toll,

And the ringing chorus swell

Of angel's melody.

When we join their songs of praise,

llullelujaha with them raise—

Ckorui.—Oh, that will, *o



THE GOSPEL SHIP. 49

 

• pel ship U Mil - Ing, Ball - Ing, Bull • Ing, Thofh« go.i • pel ship U Mil - Ing, Ball - Ing, Bull • Ing, Tho gat- pel «hlp Is wiling, Bonnd for Canaan'* bappy nhora ; I

All wuo would slilp for glo-ry. glo - 13, glo-ry, All who would .hip for glory, Couwand welcolus, rich am4, poor! /

,J J ,^-fe- .f6 a J i» i ,-» «• J J 

Ola • ry, h*l-l« • In- jabl All on board aro sw-eotly tinging, Glo-ry, bal-lo - la- jahl Hul-lo- In-jah to tbnLxmbl

£. She lias loaded many thousand*,

Tboueaods, thniuumdR,

Gbe baa landed many thousand'),

On fair Canaan's happy shorn ;

And thoasandB now are sailing,

Bailing, tailing.

And thoueonda now are tailing,

Tut there's room for thousands more.

I! lory, hallelujah, Ac.

1 Haih fill- 1 with heavenly breezes,

Breezes, breeze*.

Sails filled with heavenly breezes,

Bwiftly glides tliei bJiip aloug.

Her company are singing,

Singing, singing,

H«r company aro singing,

Glory, glory is their soug.

Glory, hallelujah, «'.,-.

4. Take passage now for glory,

Glory, glory,

Take passage now for glory,

Sailing o'er life's troubled sea}

With us you shall bo happy,

Happy, happy,

With us you shall be Iiappy,

Hflppy through eternity.

Glory, hallelujah, Ac,



GOSPEL TRUMPET.

I. Let tli« CM - pel trumpet noted, And UN Joy • ful tld - Ian roll, Shedlng lif« and pence iruuoa, 'Till they

t»

 

reach from pole to pole. From the gnoir-clfcd mountain peak O'er the cmlling valcg below. Let the healing ptrenra of

D. s. Let the gospel trumpet sound, Aud the joyful tiJinga roll, Like the miKbty waves uf o-
 

iaer

cvan

- cy Like n gentle riv - *r flov; / For the time li drawing iie»r. And a gloriooi time 'twil

wide, That reaoh from pole to r -i -. \ And Mea - tl - ah's ho - ly nume Be in ev - ery nlirae u-

'twill

TTT
3: =S=H^*•—f

1«T
N K --

^J i C" B ^ " '**' P ^ ' "^ ^ ^ ^ ^ & ^ i P i

-<- When th< truth shall o-ver- spread the earth. A« wa-ter« fill the sea; \

ired, Aud the kingcloina of the world become The (Omit / kingdom* of the Lord



GOSPEL TRUMPET. Concluded. 51

2 Oo y* forth to evtrv bud,

Pmrh t;i.) gospel ID my PIT IIP,

nan the Haviour's great command;

JOT tu every soul proclaim.

To the weary tell of reet ;

"jw-n wide the prison door,

Few ye not, for I nm with you,

Till tho world shall bo no more.

Lo, the mtattiou fields are while

With your tanners wide nnfurPd,

Ooye bernids of salvation,

ch repenunoe tu tho world.

With the Ittblo In your bund,

And your Father's smllo to cheer,

You ehJill reap a golden harvobt,

And the happy time Is near.

Chvri'9. Let the gospel, &o.

t From their Idols turned away,

My tho light of punlouiDS love.

Shall the nations learn to prny

To the God who reigns above ;

from the t»lnixltt of i\tc deep,

Over India's sultry plain.

Sli:ill • choral hymn N- waited

TO our native land nffhtn.

For the time Is drawing n«ir,

And a glorious time 'twill : <>,

When the truth shall overv>prt*ad Uio

earth.

An waters fill the sea ;

And Mewlah's holy name

He In every clluia ailorort.

Anil the kingdoms of the world beoonie

Tlif kir.iriluin-i of the Lor.].

cVuTf**. Let the gospel, &o.

THE MORNING BELLS. 8s & 7s.

CHORDS.
 

j/ITirkl the mornlTin belli are ringing I Children, h««to without Oe - lnjr ;\

\Pray**s »>f tlmuti:i']»n<»w are winging, Up' to hpRvt-n their itl-lont way./Coma, child;

b.0t Let oa all u - nit<- lu •lag-lof{1 All a - nlte lu w* • euin prayer.

ren, come 1 th« boils are riuglng,

 

•* '
1

To the school vlth bute repair;

'Tls an hour of happy meettne,

Children meet for pratso and prayer;

Bnt the hour is short and fleeting,

Let as tbon be early thore.
j '•,,.,,'.-.. Come, children, <fco.

S

Do not keep onr teaohera wultlng,

While you tarry by tho way ;

Nor dlptnrn the school recltlug,

Tla the holy Sabbath-day.

Choru* Coiuo, children, Ac.

4

Children, haste! tho bells ure nnglug,

And the morning's bright und ftlr j

Thousands now unltv ID ^Intrlug,

Thousands, too. In solemn prnycr*

' Cooi*, ch Odroo, Ac,



THE BRIGHT CROWN. C. M.

m
±

WM. B. BHAIiBURY.

CHORUS.

Ye val

Tbo' In

1

iant sol - dicra of the

this world yoa saf - fer

-

cro«s, Ye hap - py

loss, You'll reach fair Cauaan'a

,—": I ^

—* » ^ -L:»~i—*—3—

prey - ing band ; i

' land ; ' Let us

I*=
:f=f £

 

nev - er mind the acoffj nor the frowni of the world, For we've all cot tho crona to bear'

Ht

It will ou - ly make the crown tho brighter to shine,When we have the orown to wear. '

X * «.

, All eartlily pleaeares we'll fonuke,

When heaven appears in view,

In .!<•••.!:•' etreugtu we'll undertake

To fight uur pftinage through. Cho.

8 O whftt a glorioa* ehoat th«re°ll lm,

When we arrive nt hom«.

Our friend* and Jesus we ithnU »••.<,

Aad God ahull my, " Well done."



Hymns to the Tune "Bright Crown/ 53

HEAVENLY CANAAN. C. M.

0> Jordan's stormy batiks I .stui-i,

And cast a wishful ey»

To Canaan's fair and happy laud,

Where my possessions He.

£3ko.—Let us never mind the scoffs, Ao.

9 O'er all thoso wide extended plain*

Shines one eternal day ;

Their God, the Son, forever reigns,

And scatters night away.

3 Ko chilling winds nor pots*nous breath

Can reach that healthful shore ;

Blckuces and sorrow, pain and death,

Are foil and feared no more.

I

4 Wheu shall 1 reach that happy place*

And be forever blest!

When shall I see ray Father's face,

And on his bosom rest ?

HEAVEN. C. M.

1 Tnr.RB fs a cllino where Jesus relgua,

A home of grace nod love,

Where angels sins. In sweetest strains

Of his redeeming lore.

C'ho.—Let us never mind the scoffs, .vn

<J And children, too, will loin to blew

The precious Saviour a name.

Clothed in his perfect rightoouaDew,

And saved from sin and shame.

3 Tot all, alas ! may not b* there,

For some will slight his grace ;

Bow, though he calls, they do not ottrq

To inr.i aad i-n-k his tico.

4 He says to all "Come nato me,

An»f I will give you rest"

Oh I linger not, but hut* to bo

With his salvation blast

THE BLEST GOSPEL BANNER.

Music,—" Th* Star Spanyl+d Banner,1" p. 23.

1 IT first was unfurled upon Bethlehem's plain,

Where shepherds their lone starry nlght-watoh were

keeping:

Anil JQtlea's hills echoed back the refrain,

While God's cliosvn race all unconscious were sleeping,

As angollo bands lifted high In their hands

The standard which ynt was to conquer all fonda,

O say, does the blest gospel banner yet waro

Over altars and homes, and the path to the grave f

2 Yes I from dark lonely watoh-towera It floated for year*,

When dim mist* and black shadows enveloped tho ago*,

At flret crimsoned with blood, and then darkened with

tears,

With which martyrs recorded thulr namctt on earttT<i

Now tftth vanished the night, and wo hall the glad light,

Which Illumines that banner, unfurled to our sight,

'Tta the bleat guspel banner—long may it '.rave

Over altars and homes, and the puth to the grava

0 And thus b« It ever with the foes of tho right,

Who hurl on our cans* their fierce imprecations,

For God helps to triumph in hU roly might,

The men who will Mrve him through all generation;

And when dost to dusv ahall return, as It must,

We may praise him forever, <vho now Is our truft ..

And the blest gospel banner ii. glory shall wavo.

Over titan and homos, aud the j..it h to tho i^nve I

KATK



54 RESTING AT HOME. Wa. D.

I 1,1.
 

I /Chw-fol-Iy, ebeer -fill- Iv euirard we move, A \

1 \ fop • py, bright bud to the landtlut J it la-t, From wbose golden wltsvrp

^M^^^=^=^^3S=m^^S3ft=f§^4^^

l&gS^EfiEESl^y&ill^^^

to more, A h-\ -•'.:••'.''.

r.r •

of li:'' •!).!!!'.• o«r, Where u freedom from sin, aadfrom sorrow and night, A landfall of be • li • nni, tasty, u-l light.

anJ stnngeri, uo mon ilull w ream, llip • pi • IT, hap • pi • ly mt-ing at borne ; Hap • pi - ly, liap - pi - ly, resliag at bcae.
' "

 

2.

Clieerfully, cheerfully we will attend

The tnetsage which Christ thru' our teacher* shall send,

A menage nf freedom, a message of peaco.

From Satan's temptations a fltml releaao,

Oh ! welcome the day, when thus raimuuied from Bin,

Uutcher and scholar aliall both ent<>r lu.

d .—Pilgrinu aud

I.

Cheerfully, cheerfully angels shall wait,

To welcome us in at the bright, pearly gate !

A Sabbath BO sacred ! so glorious we'll spend,

A long day of resting that never shall eud,

Ono Aweet song of praiae to the Lamb that w

When we pass over Jordan we'll praise him again.

CuoftUfl.—Pilgrims und Htrongora. &o.



LET ME GO. 8s & 7s.
Words bj K,'V

,nj,,_ > B

L HAPTSODOH. WM. D. BHADHUKY

ijfcsyj -i • «t-
i :j • ^—h—rrrr-j;—|—-* i '-f^n S ^ I k .

u""S "*"
1 Let me go where saiots are going, To the mansions of tne blest, Let me go where lay Ro-

/• -*v
T / . - :-

| N > J! .... >

I**" V -t g c-
1 rf c—L_ 1

CUOKUS. Let me go, 'tis Jc«u> call>me, Let me gain the realms of day, Bear me o- ver, aigel

 

deemer has prepared his people's rest. I would gain thcrcalmsof brightness, Wherethey

• p-*—* ' * i ; ' ; t •-
^^f • »' m \-*^-* "—

^— ».-

^i
pinions, Longs my soul to be a - way.

S " ' ^« fc-r-J J N N,

-
dwell for ev-er-inoro, I would joiathefrieniBthatwnitme, Ov - er on the other shore.

gg

2 Let me go where nou« are w^ary,

Wberu It raised no wail of wuo.

Let me go Rod bathe iny uplrit,

In the rapturec itDgelH kuo*.

Let me go. fur bliM eterD:tl,

Lnre« IDJ tuiii) dWHT, away,

Aui the victor's situ^ triuinpbant,

ThrUlo iu>- Ltmrt. 1 uuuuot atuy.

3 Let me go, why should I tarry T

What has earth (o biod me here T

Wtut but cares uuil toil* aud aorruwa ?

What bat death and pain and fe«rt

Ltt me go, for hopes must cherished,

Blasted round mo ofteu He.

O! I've gathered brig!iu*t ttoworfl^

Hut to M)e them fude oii'l <Xk!.



CHIDE MILDLY THE ERRING. 6s it 5s.
 

I. /Chide mildly the trriiif!, Kind language endears, \

V.Gricf follow! tho ilnlDI, i i I not lo their /tears; A -Told with reproaches Freeh pain to be • stov.

. c. /The heart which Is BirirlJ.'u N'eeds never a blow, \

\The heart which is (tricErn N're.ls nerer a J hlow.

2 Chide mildly tlw erring.

Jeer not at their fall.

If §treugth be but htimaD,

Ifow weakly were all!

\Vtmt marvel that foouitep*

Should wander ajtruy,

When tempests lo sbadow

Life's wearisome way.

3 Chide mildly the erring.

Entreat them with care,

Their nature's are mortal.

They uced not <lespalr.

We all have tame frailty,

We all are unwiue.

The grace which redeems as

Hunt come from the sku-s.

ALL WILL BE WELL.
"All thlngi work together for good to them that love Qod."

Wit. B.

g^aq^-K f .V|JV ^ s "1TF i * -^F^F^f*. J^-J» M-T~1g^TK—nl'i =S

1. Thro' the lore of God oar Saviour. All will be well. Free and changelesn Is His favor, All. all is well.

Precious U the blood that healed us.\

feet Ii the grace that sealed at./ Strong the hand stretched cut to shield ni, AH mn«t be well.

 



ALL WILL BE WELL. Concluded. 57

2 Thiuch we pan throH(ti tribulation. All -v ill be well ,

Onra Is mich a fall ul ration, All, all la well ;

Happy, still la (rod confiding,

Fruitful, If In Chrlut abiding

Holy through the Spirit's guiding, All mast be veil.

3 We expect a bright to-morrow, All will be well ;

Faltb can sing through days of Borrow, All, all la well ,

On our Father's love relying,

JeiuB erery need supplying.

Or In living, or ID dying. All uiut be well.

Cliter/ully.

WHEN THE DAY WITH ROSY LIGHT. 7s.
Wordi contribute^ by Looms RAZT, E«q.

^ W ~tf T*~ > *-

the day, with rosy light. On the Sabbath morn appearsA/To the Sabbath school we go. N

\Aod Ihoduik-y ihadea of ulgtt llelt away In d^w • y tears, /^Qlad to hear instruction there -/Sing the songs that

 

» y~& ? > 5~v r u u—«* u

k « - ,f>Boyt. , f>Girl*. ,f3alk.

sweetly flow.And join the solemn pruycr.SIng the song, Sing tbe soog.SIng the songs that sweetly flow,And join the solemn

2 Softly on the SabbAtb nlr

Swell oar hjmoB of ftratoful lovo ;

Jesus llftvni to our prayer,

Bean tbe children's strains above.

They who early leek his grace,

OUJecU of bis tender care,

Bloy the songs of endleas pralw%

IE heavmily maovlons fair.

Hlr.g the xonir. Sin; tbe soDgf

Sing *.h« twig* of endless praise,

la beavrtily maD»ioii» Uir.

3 He who left MB throne ahovt,

Poor, lost sinners to redeem,

He whose words are life and love

Jesus ChrUt shall b« our Ihem

Tbas to Sabbath achoul we ^o,

IQ its sacred duties share,

Loarn the songs of heaven belov.

And gladly worship there.

Learn the flong. Learn the *oag.

Learn the songs of heaven

Aud (flaAly wurahip Uicre.
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Quick.

THE MITES. Penny Contribution Song.

£E^ J^IM
£E£^

1 Tbo inlteahave the Morning, The mil-lions have nruiffht; Oar faith thus expressing Our (flf* wehfcve bronrfit;

i>. c. mites hive the bluaalng. Tlie uiU-Ilono have naught ; Our faith tUua expreuiag, Our gift we hav« NrougUt,

N—Ns , _ .,, _ — , _ _ . — ,_r

Hail we fullowed love's promptings, It might have been Bach As to for-felt the proiutM, 87 glv-lng too much. The

ES

2 The mites bare the Wet-sing ;

Oh 1 \\ In ii tilmll wo learu

The first Gospel lebwin,

A : 1. 1 from tb« world turn

And leave to the miser

Ilia gulden delight* t

Far better and wiser

WitL our blcawd mites.

ROCK OF AGES. 7s. T. HASTINGS.

n.c.

1 Rockof A-ge« cleft for me. Let me hide myself in Thee!/ Let the wa-Ur and the Mood, \

' From thyrivcnsidewhich flowed. /

n.C. lie of «in the dou-bie eore,Clcan8cmefromitsguiltnndpower.

'
1 : i



ROCK OF AGES. Concluded. 39

2 Jiot the labors of my hnnds

Can fulfill Tby law'g demands :

Cuuld my zeul DO respite know,

Could my team for ever flow,

All for sin could not ntone ;

'Mi. .11 must eave, nnd Tbon alone!

8 Nothing in my hand I hring ;

Simply to Tby crotti I cling;

Naked, com*: to Thoe for drees ;

Helpless, look to Thee for grace'

Fool, I to Thy fountain fly ,

Wash me. Saviour, or I die!

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyelids close in dcuth,

When I eoar to worlds .unknown.

See The* on Thy judgment-throne,

Hock of Agee, cleft for me,

L'.t me hide myself in Thee

HAPPY NEW YEAR.

a. ... happy New Tear, We wtah you all happy Now Year, We with you all, we

 

j~ —. W- -5- g- ^r-"

 

Wo wish OUT teachers ft happy New Year,

We wish our teachers, wish uur teachers

A happy, Drippy New Year.

rn Wo wish onr Bnperlntendont a bappy New Tear,

1 1| Wo wish our BQpertntendent, wish cur ficperintcndont,

A happy, happy New Year.

W« wish our piutor a happy N*w Year,

WbwWi our pastor, wish our paator

A fappy, happy New Year.

We wish oar country a happy New YearJ God bless oar land this h»i , , _ .,

We wish our country, wish uur country ] 6od bless our Liiul, God blew oar land*

A bappy. happy New Year. I This happy, happy New Yoac.

• Omit *tur»/or Vtird rtrat*.



60

QOIOK.

THE BIRD'S SONG.
MAT BE AB A SOLO OB

T -r
M—"-»-li—>—r-

1 agfced a sweet robin, one morning In May, Who tnng ID the apple - tree, o • ver the way, What 'twattbeva*

"Tee-to- tail oh! that'l tbe flrtt word of my lay, And tben, d,n't you aeebow I rattled away t I jott have tx*a

£~ ^S —

-i—r -i—r

tinging 00 tweetly » - bont ; For Td tried a longtimobnt leoald not flndoot; "Why, I'mtare,** the replied, **yoa

dipping my beaX la the spring. And brushing the face of tbo lake with my wing: Cold., water ! cold Tater ! j«.

Gir'J. Bo,.. Girti. Baft.
 

cannot goett wrong. Don't yoa kuow I am tinging a temperance tong? Cold water ! cold water! cold water! rold

tbatil my wng, And I love to keep tinging it all toe daylong. Cold water ! cold water ! cold water ! colj

*• AIL.

water ! Don't yoa kuow I am tinging a cold water

rr HI
All Uw birds tc tbe cold water army be - long.

S " An i now, my sweet Miss, wou'tyon give uic acrumb

For the dear little nettling! remaining at homo;

And one thing beside, tiuee my itory yoa'v

I hope yoa'll remember the lay of the bird.

And never forget, while yoa list to my toag.

All the bird* to tbe cold water army belong."

Cold water! to.



WILL YOU CO?

 

. /We're trav'ltog horn* to fieav'n above, Will yoa got will you go?\ and prltst* to God.

j A To ting the Saviour'! dying love. Will yoa go? will yoa got J Millions bare reach'd that blest abode, Anointed kings

n.C And millions now are on the road, Will yoa go? will yuu go?

-f-_

i '

2 We're going to see Ihe bleeding Lamb,

Will you got will you go?

In rapturous strains to praise hi* name.

Will yoa go ? will you go T

The crown of life we there shall wear,

The conqueror's pultun our hands shftll bear,

And all the joys of heaven we'll uhare ;

Will you gof will yon go?

8 Ye weary, heavy-laden, coma.

Will you go? will you ijo?

In the blest house there still ii room,

Will yon go? will you go !

The Lord is waiting to receive.

If thoa wilt on him now believe,

He'll give thy troubled conscience eaea.

Will yon go? will yon go ?

Spirited.

LABAN. S. M.
L. MASON. 1SSO.

 

1 My soul, be on thy guard. Ten thousand foes arise ; And hosts of sin are pressing hard. To draw t lire from

EE

 

Oh I watch, and flight. Mid pnr ;—

Thi* tattle ne'er frlve uVr,

B^oew it boldly every day.

And bolp illviac unplore.

Ne'er tblnk the vlct'ry won.

Nor Uy thine annor do>?u ;

Thine ardnonb work will nut be dono,

Till tl.cu ubttUn thy cruwa

4

Flglit era, my soul, till death

Shall bring the« to thy God:

Ho'll Uke thee at thy partingtmnta

To LLt (livlne abode.



R2 MY OWN NATIVE LAND. ,WM. B. BIUDBtTltT.

*25fe

|

| T'vo ro.iun i over mountain,I've crossed over flood ,I've traversed the wave-rolling ssnd; Tho* the fields were ss green,and tbe

D. it. Tho' the fields were as Kreen,aad tbe
 

moon shone as bright, Yet It was not my own native land, No, no, LO, no, no, DO, No, DO, no, DO, no, no.

ion shone ae bright, Yet It was not my own native land.

The right band of frlendBhlp, bov oft baTtt I KniGp

And bright eyes hmvo emiled and looked blaud ;

Yet happier far were the boura ttiat I p

lu tlio west—in my own uatlre land.

Yea, yes. yes, yen, yes, yes,

Yet happier far were the houra, &c.

3 Then hall, dear Columbia, the land that we love,

WLere flourishes Liberty's tree ;

Tls the birth-place of Freedom, our own native hoioe,

Tis the land , 'tis the land of the free.

Yen, yes, yes, y«s, yes. yes,

'Tls the birth-place of Freedom, &0.

IMPORTANCE OF THE BIBLE TO THE YOUNO. Tune.—BROWN. Page 97.

I How shall the young secure their henrta 8 Thy precepts make us truly wise :

We hate the binner's road ;

We hate our own vain thoughts that ri-v,

But love thy law, 0 God.

And guard their lives from xin ?

Thy worJ the choicest rules imparU,

To keep the conscience clean.

'Tis, like the sun, a heavenly light,

That guides us all the day,

And, through the- dangers of the night,

A lamp to lead onr way.

4 Thy word is everlasting truth ;

How pure is every page !

That holy book shall gcule oar youth.

And well support our nge.



Hymns to the Tune 'My own Native Land." 83

THE BIBLE.

IftA.tK God fur the BIMe ! 'Hi nere that ve flnd

'I i - utory if Christ n>! bis love—

How Li* came down to earth from his beautiful home,

111 tbe mansions of glory above;

Thinks to him wo will bring,

Praise to him we wlS sine,

For be juDio down to earth from nls beautiful home,

In tbe mansions of glory above.

While he lived on this earth, to the rick and tb* blind,

A&d to mourners his blessings were given ;

An'l lie aaid let the tittle onea come unto mo,

For of each Is the kingdom of heaven.

Jesus calls us to eome.

He's prepared ns a home.

For b« said let the llule ones come onto me,

Fur of sueh Is the kingdom of heaven.

8

la tl," Hlble we read of a beautiful land,

Where sorrow and pntn never ooose ;

For Jt*aa la there with a heavenly hand,

And 'tis there he's prepared us a homo.

Jesus calls, shall we stay T

No I well gladly obey.

For Jesus Is then with a heavenlj band,

And 'tis there he's prepared us a home.

Thnnk Ood for the Bible ! Its trath o'er th» f.srth

Wn'U Bfat tor with a bountiful hand ;

But we never can tctl what a Bible Is worth,

Till we go to that beautiful land.

There cur thanks we will bring,

There with angch we'll slog.

And Its worth we can veil, when with Jtana wo dwell,

In hmven—that beautiful land.

MY DEAR SUNDAY SCHOOL.

To the sports of the thoughtless, or plenmre of rla,

Home give the sweet Sabbath of rmt ;

Bat away with all sports, or pleasures BO vain,

For my dear Sunday School Is the beet,

My desr Sunday School Is tbe best,

My dear Sunday School Is the best.

Bat away with all sports, or pleasures HO vain,

For my dear Sunday School Is tbe bent.

I lore my companions, I love youth's gay «»•:!••••,

With brightness and purity blest ;

Yet better by far Is the sweet Sabbath mnrn,

For my dear Sunday School la the beet,

My dear Sunday School Is the btnr.

My dear Sunday School la the beet.

Yet better by far Is the sweet Sabbath morn.

For my dear Bandar School I* the beHt

S

I love the sweet birds, and the fields, and the 11. wu.-i,

In beauty so charmingly dressed ;

But there's purer delight In the still sacred I ..... ^

For my dear Sunday School Is the bent,

My dear Sunday School Is the beat,

My dear Bun.Iay School Is the be»t.

But there's purer delight In the still sacred lumrh,

For my dear Sunday School Is the bmt

Then 111 sing of my school, and the Pabbath I !•;:•.

Bright emblems of heavenly rest ;

Thou Guide of my youth—thon Sftrlonr divine!

Oh, bring me to share In that rest,

Bring me to share 1u that rnt-.t,

Bring me to share la that rest

Tliou Onld* of my youth—thou Saviour dlvtru?!

Oh, bring mo to hharo In that reitt.



ZION'S HILL.
WM. B. BRADUUKT-

|CHOnUS.—VIST 8WHrpit>.

 

rji^ig-pit u L* ! KM | irTg-p^,

./ flat jrttirWiioolwirmzitniiKVnuVhwnotbrafniro Salmi's plains P I

M UTia* - il . ,, , I .- ' i'i^ I. -tn. r .''II HA omjll- OAlmfl F/Mnlf 1 fr,-.m j^k-j's hill? /\ '•! hi anlbfiui load and fcooer still, So nmlly soond [omit ] fnm Ti> Eo-ian-iii, hwan-iu. the
 

f=Z-3^

Lamb of i!..-i! IL-i-ta - in, to -San - aa, Lii-Kia-oa, in tlw highoit, in tho liyli • «i in (lie bigi - fit.

£ Lo ! 't : - an Infhot chonu tilu^ti,

IlMHanuHH (o the King of JiitttfH.

Tht* Saviour couwa ! and babtM proclaim

fiblratioii wot in Jemie* name.

Cfto. Uownna, hutianna, ftcu

3 MpHBlah'H uHtnt- shall Joy Smi»art,

Alike to Jew and Deutiln heart ;

Be liled for iu, he M- .1 for you«

Ami we will ilng hueunna too.

fit". Hosauua, hd

WARD. L. M.

1 Proclaim bovauaati Ion«1 nnd clear ;

8e« D.avld'H Son aud Lord ap}x<ur !

All prultft* ou earth to him be givtit,

ADI) Kl-jp-1 khoatthro1 highest hmvea.

Arranged by Da. L.

 

I GI«! l« tLo rofaso of his ulQta,Wben sturmi of sharp dlstroiw Invude; Ere wo an oiler onr cuuiplaicts, li.'hold him prt-seut wltt

[his all



WARD. Concluded. 65

I*ad may the troubled ocean roar;

In sacred peace our souls abide ;

While every nation, everv shore,

Trembks, and dreads the swelling tido,

8

There Ii a stream whoso gentle flow

BnpplUs the city of our Qod ;

Life, lore, and Joy still gliding through,

And watering our dlvino abode.

4

That sacred stream, thine holy word,

Supports oar faith, oar fear controls;

Bweet peaee, thy promises afford.

And give new strength to fainting souls*

ZIon enjoys her Monarch's love.

Secure against a threatening hoar;

Nor can her firm foundation move,

Built on his truth, and armed with lowt-r.

ZION ENCOURAGE 0. L. H.

1 ZION, awake ; thy strength renew ;

I 'sit on thy robes of beauteous hne ;

Church of our God, arise and shine,

Bright with the beams of truth divine.

2 Soon shall thy radiance stream afar,

Wide as the heathen nations are ;

Gentiles and kings thy light shall view;

All shall admire and love thee too.

-j—T^

LONELY TRAVELER.

-N-l*.-

1 I'm a lone-ly traveler here, Weary, oppressed, But my Journey's end Is near—Soon shall I rest!

>• >. Ask me not with ;. .u to stay, Yon . der's my home
Is near

a.s-j i> J _F . ! h I , ' I fi . i- P-'-..

1 1

Dark and dreary Is the way, Toil - Ing Vn come ;

t I'm a ir.iVt-l.T. and I go Where all Is fair;

Farewell, all 1're loved below—I must be there.

Worldly honor!, hopes, and gala. All I resign ;

Welcome sorrow, grief, and pain, If beaten be mine.

2 I'm a wenry trareler here, I must go on.

For my journey's end Is near, I must be gone.

Brighter joys than earth can giro, Win me awfe7j

Pleasures that for ever lire—I can not ttay,

3 I'm a traveler to a land Where all is fair,

Where Is seen no broken band—All. all are th»r«.

Where no tear shall ever fall. Nor hearts he and ;

Where the glory ii for all, and All an glad.

5 I'm a traveler—call me not—Upward my way ,

Yonder is my rest and lot ; 1 can not aUy.

Farewell, earthly pleasures all. Pilgrim I'll roam

Hall me not—in vain you call, Vouder't my bova-.'



66 THE RIVER OF LIFE.

-4—I \-rrn r-4 1 1 i I

1 Oh I there Is n rlv-er whose fresh waters flow O'er earth's broadest surface.* care for all woe Its streams are ill

m * - ^» m f

±sEE5EiEBa

CHORUS.—A UUU Faster.

 

healing, there's life in each wave, Oh, try It and prove It, 'tis mighty to sava. Jeans calls, will yon come 1 >

^ P r .,- ,. f- £ „ . „ -&-•>£ - -

^irf-F-T-k [ L, li"' *feE !

^^^^g=5=BThM?^

 

come? will voacomef will you come? Je -»n» calls,will yon come Twill you come? Come to Je-sus, come now.

- - *= • - «-r-«—» m ,,- * ., , ,-rtsl—r •

r r 'i-

COTJA Original Time.

r

Tetf come, O como to Jesns1Cometo Jesus, come now, Yes, come, 0 come to Jesus, Gome to Jesus, come now,



THE RIVER OF LIFE. Concluded.

8 Oh ! drink of this river, its full crystal flood

Befreehes and lightens of stn'a weary load.

It* ripples ne'er mix with the billows of strife,
This la the u Pure Elver of Water of Life."—CA

8 This beautiful river our Doa&t well may be,

Tis fresh, overflowing, .in<l better, 'tis free !

The sin-siick rejoice in this peace-speaking title,

This river is Jisus, the " ouce crucified."—('/.<*/•**.

GRATITUDE. L. M. HOST.

^b-u li U n i! n .1 i -n li U ii ,l n . i—i—n—n-t-jiin ii-ri-rr

love I

" —/ » ^ •*' — V^,^ » _/ » G*'

.re every evening now; And morning morclea from nliciv^GcnUydistivikeeorly

'fel '
1 Tbtm spread'st the curtains of the night.

Gremt Guardian of my sleeping hourti

Thy sovereign word reitorM the llglit,

And qaickeiu ill my tiro way powers.

t I yjelrl my powers to thy command ;

To thee I consecrate my days ;

Perpetual blessings, from thy hand,

Demand perpetual tonga of praise.

MORNINGTON. S. M. LORD MORNINGTOX.
 

1. Not all the blood of beasts, On Jewish altars slain, Could give the guilty conscience peace, Or wash away the slain.

2. Bat Christ,the heavenly Lamb,Takes all our slna a-way ; A sacrifice of nobler name. And richer blood than they.

" Pi

£gg™--T*±^£zS=

 

3 Hy faith would lay her hand

On thHt dear head of Thine,

While like a ]>en!tent I itaod,

And there cooleu a>\ SIB.

4 My coal looks buck to see

The burdens Thou ditlst bear,

When hanging ou the cursed tree.

And hopes, her gallt was there.

5 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove ;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voljo,

And aing His bleeaiag love.



HERE IS NO REST. WK. B. BUDBUIT.

In.

 

(Here o*er the earth as a

Here ai a pilgrim I

0, llyheartdothleapwhllel

-J»—N

stranger I rnara,

wander a - lone,

hear Je - las say,

Here Is no re»t ;

(OutT )

(Omi )

Yet I

There, there

blest ,

rest.

 

 

For I look for -ward to that glorious dnr, When sin and so r- row shall van -ish a - way;

- * * -•• J"

-• «_JE

2.

Here are afflictions and trials severe,

Here Is no rest;

Here I must part with the friends I held dear,

Yet I am blest.

Sweet Is the promise 1 rend In his word,

Blessed are those who have died In the Lord,

They have been called to recuive their rerard,

There, there Is rest.

3.

This world of care Is a wilderness state.

Here Is no rest ;

Here must I bear from the world all its hat*,

Yet I am blest.

Soon shall I be from the wicked released,

Soon shall the weary for ever be blest,

Soon shall I lean upon Jesus' own breast—

There, there is r**t.

LIVING- WATERS. O. M.

Tune.—ALEXANDER. Page 75.

1 Oh! what amazing words of grace

Are in the gospel found !

Suited to every sinner's case.

Who hears the joyful sound.

2 Come, then, with ill your wants and wounds .

Your every burden bring ;

Here love, unchanging love, abounds,

A deep, celestial spring.

Y This spring with living water flows.

And heavenly joy imparts ;

Come, thirsty souls, your wants disclose,

And drink with thankful hurts,

4 A host of sinners, vile as you,

Have here found life and pence ;

Come, then, and prove Its virtnes too.

And drink, adore lad bless.



THE PLEASANT SABBATH BELLS.
ALL.

-Ik—*-,
DOTS. GIRLS. ALL.

. /The Sabbath belli are ringing. Ringing, ringing, The Sabbath bells are ringing, Then haste without de lay

VTo join in prayer and singing, Siugiug, singing, To join in prayer and llnglng, O children, come a-way

"

The belli the Sabbath belli are ringing, ringing. They call to prayer and to Hinging, tinging, The

I=i=Cg:^-.r—t-g g—-=3

 

pleasant Sabbath belli, Their Joy - ful ring - ing tell! that the hour tor Sabbath-school has come.

—* ¥—«•—i*-"! v-^Z—J—

2 The hour of pleasant meeting,

Meeting, meeting,

The hoar of pleasant meeting,

We'll all be ready there ;

Teachers and scholars greeting,

Greeting, greeting.

Teachers and scholars greeting

To join in praise and prayer.—Cko.

=t=te

3 Let none outside be staying,

Staying, staying.

Let none ouUide be staying,

Or loitering by the way ;

But here their lessons saj'ing,

Saying, saying,

But here their lessons saying.

Enjoy this blessed day.—Ci



70 SWEETLY SING, SWEETLY SING.
Words by Miss J. W. SAMPSON.

1. Street -lj rinj, sweet • Ij ling, Prau-es to eur bearnlj ling; let u raise, let It raise High cur notes of praise;

• b«fe; Biuejoorioip, raise pur songs, \oinrithtiantniltoiowi.

 

Angela bright, angels bright,

Robed in garments pure nnd white.

Chant his praise, cimut his praise,

In melodious lays ;

But from that bright, happy throng,

Ne'er can come this sweeteat song—

Kedeeming lore, redeeming love,

Brought us here above.

3.

Far airajr, far away,

We in sin's dark valley lay,

Jesus came, Jesus came,

Blessed be his name !

He redeemed us by his grace,

Then prepared In hearen a place

To receive—to receive

All who will believe.

4.

Now we know—now we know

We to heaven must shortly go ;

Soon the call—soon the cull

Comes to one and nil.

Saviour ! when our time shall coma,

Take us to our heavenly home.

There we'll rul.se notes of praise,

Through uuendiug days.

DIFFUSION OF THE GOSPEL.

1 O Lord our God! nrise;

The cause of truth maintain,

And wide o'er all the peopled world,

Extend her blessed reign.

2 Thou Prince of life ! arise,

Nor let thy glory cense ;

Far spread the conquests of thy graae,

And bleu the earth' with peace.

S. M. Tune—STATE ST.

3 Spirit of t^race! arise,

Expand thy healing wing.

And o'er a dark and ruined world,

Let light and order spring.

4 Let all on earth ! arise,

To God, the Saviour, sing;

From shore t.o shore, from earth to heaven.

Let echoing nctbema sing.



TO THE SABBATH SCHOOL. Tune.—Sweetly sing. 71

Early riee, early rise,

Ai tlie Sabbath school you prize ;

away, haste away, 'Tis the Sabbath day.

We must neither work nor play;

Nor from Sabbath school must stay ;

This the rule, this the rule. Go to Sabbath school.

2 Sabbath school, Sabbath school,

IIow I lore the Sabbath school?

Let us go, let us go, Wiser still to grow.

Here we read, and sing, and pray,

Talk of heaven, and learn the way;

Hie away, hie away, Oil this holy day.

3 Children here, cliilJren here.

Come to learn, obey, and fear,

Fear the Lord, fear the Lord, Read his holy word.

Thus shall lore and filial fear

Jlingle with devotion here,

Pressing on, pressing on, Youth will soon be gone.

4 We, in youth, we, in youth,

Will obey anil love the truth ;

Walk therein, walk therein, Turning from all sin.

Then, when age and death come on,

We may safely lean upon

Jjesus' breast, Jesus' breast, Die, and be at rest

STATE STREET. 8. II.
 

j—i- -I-T-J

J. C. WooBHAW.

-I

1. Row tweet the melting lay That breaks upon the ear. When, at the hoar of rising day Christians unite in prayer.

2. The breeses waft their cries. Up to Jehovah's throne; He listens to their bursting sighs,And sends hfs blessings down.

3. So Jesus rose to pray, Before the morning light ; Once on thectiiliiug mount did may, Aud wrestle all the night.

THE ACCEPTED TIME.

1 Now is the accepted time,

Now is the day of grace ;

Now, sinners, come, without delay,

And seek the Saviour's face.

2 Now is th' accepted time ;

The Saviour calls to-day ;

To-morrow it may be too late ;

Then why should you delay?

8 Now is th' accepted time;

The gospel bids you come,

And every promise in his word

Declares there yet is room.

4 Lord, draw reluctant souls.

And feast them with thy love;

Then will the angels swiftly fly

To bear the news above.



 

SING TO THE SAVIOUR.

 

[1. Come, corae, slug to the Saviour, Love, love beams from his eye : Haste, then, share In fa. - roil

Worship the Saviour, Worship the Saviour, Worship the Saviour on high.Worship the Saviour on high,

 

PralM. prmiae. yield him with gladness,

Earth, earth, banish thy gloom ;

Where, death, where is thy sailuessf

Jesus returns from the tomb,

Jesus returns,

Jesus returns from the tomb.

Rise, rise, free from thy mourning

Light, light, spreads from the s!ty,

See, see, bright the day dawuing,

Jesus is risen on high ;

Jeaus is risen,

Jesus is risen on high.

Hall, hail, children adore him.

Here, here, anthems should ring,

There, there, dwelling before him,

Loudest hosannas we'll siug;

Loudest hosannas.

Loudest hosannas we'll sing.

THE HOME MISSIONARY'S EXAMPLE. 7§. Tune.—VIOLET.

1 Onward, herald of the gospel,

Bear thy tidings through the land ;

Preach the word, as heaven's apostle,

Sent by Christ's divine command.

Jesus, once the gospel preaching.

Through his native Judah went,

Silicon's sons in mercy teaching.

Calling Israel to repent.

S Israel, all his deep love slighting,

Spurning all his tenderness,

Still he followed, still Inviting,

Weeping where he could not blwa.

Follow, then, thy Lord's example ;

Toll In hope, nor faint, nor fear,

For thy needs his grace Is ample,

At thy side he's ever near.

3 Work, until the day Is ended,

Till thy sun sinks in the West ;

Then, with joy and triumph blended,

Christ shall bring thee to his rest,

Onward, heraiJ of the gospel.

Bear thy tidings through the land

Preach the word, as heaven's apontla,

Sent by Christ's dlTinw command



LOVE ONE ANOTHER. 8s & 7s.
•LITTLE CHILDKIH, LOTI ONI AHOTHML"—Tht Belated Ditdple.

I h S

73

a^-^jg^*! , I iJ^TF-r-!—1-4^=:

Children, do yon love each other 1 Are you always kind and true T

 

'./Children, do yoa love each other f Are you always kind and true ? /Are yon gentle to each other ?

\ Do yon always do to others As you'd [OMIT ] have them do to you f\Are yon careful day by [OMIT] dayT

/Not to five offence by actions, Nor by any thing you say ?

iNot to give offence by actions, Nor by [OMIT ] any thing you say?

I J i , **D. «•

r- m
9 Little children, love each other—

Never giro another pain ;

If your brother speak in nnger.

Answer not In wrath again.

Be not selfish to each other;

Never spoil another's rest;

Strive to make each other happy,

And you will yourselves bo blest.

VIOLET. 8s & 7s.
 

« /Jeans, I my cross have taken. All to leave and follow thee ;

1 VNaked, poor, despised, forsaken, [OMIT ] Thou from hence my all shall be ; Perish every fond ambltlo

D. a. Yet how rich Is my condition,— [OMIT ] God and heaven are still my own.

 

Let the world despise and leave me,

They have left iny Saviour, too ;

Human hearts and looks deceive me ;

Thou art not, like them, untrue ;

Oh I while thou dost smile npon me,

God of wisdom, love and micht I

Foes may hate, and friends disown ine ;

Show thy face, and all is bright.

8

Perish, earthly fame and treasure ;

Come, disaster, scorn, and pain ;

In thy service pain is pleasure,

With thy favor life is gain :

Oh ! 'tis not In frri«-f to harm me,

Wiiile thy lovo is left to mo ;

Oli ! 'twero not in Joy 10 cliunn me-

Were that Joy u;n:.i n-d with the*



74 I WILL BE GOOD, DEAR MOTHER.* 7* & 6s.
 

1. "I will be good, dear mother," I heard n sweet child say ; "I will be good—DOW watch IDC—I will be good all day."

2 And when night oame.tti at little one, hi kneeling down to pray,SolU,in a soft and whiBp'rirjg tone,"Have I been good to-dayT"

 

She lifted up her bright young eye« With a sort and pleating smile. Then a mother'! kiss was on her lip, So

O ma - ny, ma • ny bit - ter tears. 'Twould save ua did w« lay, Like that dear child, with earnest heart, "I

_ ' S .S . _/R 

pure aod free from guile. "I will be good, I will be good, I will be good to-day, I will be good, I
will be good to • day." '• I will be good, 4o.

-U U

r -j- j- j- • ~» -*••»••

will be good, I will be good to • day."

• May be mug &a a Song, with Chorua.

8 Jesus can help uc to be good—

To Him we'll hnmbly prny ;

His grace alone can make UB good,

And keep us good all day.

He'll help us hate all evil thoughts,

All sinful words and ways :

Anil in liis service take delight

Through all our earthly days.—Ckonu



 Sjnrittd.

SALVATION'S FREE. 8, M. 7.1

X'9- y- * V '.gT-

aw come and seek the Lord,And know Ids pard'niujj grace,Come, yield your hearts up to Him now,And learn to love and

I—M j—| 1 1 I * [ ) T_[ 1 ' 1 1 TTd "J-1 » Tf • . J "-I 1 • % %-, 1 .

S;U vat ion*s fall and free ! Salvation's full and free! Sal ration's free for you and mo—Bless the Lord, salvation's free.

rS~
S_s i

_j—i

'I'll' -L1 r—r

2 He bought you with His blood,

He'll wash you white as snow,

An<l through your soul the peaceful stream

Of love ana joy shall flow—Cho.

3 Say, sinners, can you still

Resist His dying love ;

*£&+&£t._^-L_^_--^=^

i

3=ras

Refuse the offers of His grace,

And lose a home above !—Cho.

4 Gaze on the bloody cross !

Gaze on your dyinij Lord!

Now think. He only died to save

From hell, from sin's reward.—Cho.

ALEXANDER. C.M.
 

1. There is a time, we know cot when, A point, we know not where,That marki the deslinj of men,To glory or despair.

2 There ia a line by us unseen,

That crogsei every path ;

The hidden boundary between

God's patience and hi? wrath.

3 How far may we co on in sin ?

How long will God forbear?

Where does hope end ? and where begin

The confines of deapair T



Words by WM. HONTER, D. D.

THE EVERGREEN SHORE.
Music by WM. B. BRADBURY.

 

1. We are Joy-ous-ly voy-ag Ing o - rer the main. Bound for the ev - er- preen shore, Whose in

2. W« hare nothing to fear from tht wind and the wave, Un - der our Sa-Tlonr's com-mand And our

CHORUS to each Stania.

hab-it-ants nev-er of sickness complain, And nev -er see death a - ny more; Then let the hur-ri-cane

hearts In the midst of the dangers ire brave ; For Je-sus will biing us to land.

, ..
We wifl weather the b.Mt, and will land at last. Safe on the evergreen ihure

 

-

Both the winds and the waves our Commander eontrols ;

Nothing can baffle his skill ;

And his voice when the thundering hurricane rolls,

Can make the loud tempest be still.—Cho.

4.

In the thick murky night, when the stars and the moon,

Send not a glimmering ray,

Then tne light of his countenance, brighter than noon,

Will drive all our terror away/—Che.

wave,

5.

Let the high heaving billow and mountainous

Fearfully overhead break ;earfully overhead break ;

There is one by our side that can comfort and tare ;

There's one who will never forsake.—Cko.

6.

Let the vessel be wrecked on the rock, or the shoal,

Sink to be seen never more ;

He will bear, none the less, every passenger soul,

Safe, safe to the evergreen shore —rto.



BETHANY. 6s<fc4*.

fNe»

DR. L. MA80N. by ixrmisslnn. 77

1 . Ktar • er, my God, to thee, Near - er to thee ! E'en tho' It be a cross That raiseth me !

2. Tho' like the wan-der • er, The sun gone down, Darkness be o - ver me, My rest a stone.

II my gong shall be,

in my dreams I'd be,

 

3 There let tbe way appear

Steps onto heaven ;

All that thou sendeat me,

In mercy given :

Angela to beckon me

Nearer, my God, to tnee, nearer to tbee!

4 Then with my waking thoughts,

Bright with thy praise,

Out of my atony griefs

Betbel I'll raise ;

So by my woes to be

Nearer, my God, to theo, nearer to thee!

6 Or If, on joyful wing.

Clearing the sky,

Sun, moon and stars forgot,

Upward I fly,

Still all my long shall be,

Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to tbee!

PETERBOROUGH. C. M.

1. Out MR, BJ loil! the rising daj Salutes thy wtkiig era; Dice mere, my voice, thy tribute pay To him

 

2 Night nnto night hts name repeats

The day renews tho sound ,

Wide aa the hearen, on which he sita

To turn tbe sea-tons round.

3 'Tis he supports my mortal frame,

My tongue shall speak his praise ;

My sins would rouse his wrath to fl-.ime,

And yet bis wrath delays.



78 THE BETTER LAND. 8s & 7s
' PUT HOW THEY »HUU A BICTI1 COO8TIT, TlUT II 4N HHVEXLt."—/"atlj.

CHORDS.

I i , »> I . v Is I

/ BOYS. Whither, pilgrims, are you going, Going each with staff in hand? \

\GiHLS.Wearegoing on a journey, Going at our kinga command ;/ Over hills, and plaing, and

«/ BOTB. Fear ye not the way so lonely, You, a lit - tie, feeble band? \

\ GIRLS. No, for friends unseen are near us.Holy an- gels round us stand ; /Christ ourleader, walks be-

k f> i K IS fr |_ IS K K _

yal-leys, We are go - ing to his pa -lace, We are go - ing to his pal- ace, Go-ing

side us, He will guard, nnd He will guide us, He will guard, and He will guide us, Guide us

[*&*s r r—t
Efe

3EEEE

to

to

the bet- tcr land ; We nre go - ing to his pal- ace, Going to

that better land ; He will guard and he will guide/us. Guide us to

the better

the better

land.

land.

8 Bors. Tell me, pilgrims, what you hope for

In that fnr-off, better land ?

GIBLS. Spotless robes and crowns of glory

From a Saviour's loving hand ;

ALL. We shall drink of life's clear river

We shall dwell with God forever,

We slmll dwell with God forever

In that btight, that better laud.

4 BOYS. Pilgrims, may we travel with you

To that bright and better land ?

GIRLS. Come and welcome, come and welcome,

Welcome to our pilgrim band.

ALL. Come. O come ! and do Dot leave us,

Christ is waiting to leceive ua,

Christ is waiting to receive vs.

ID that bri|(Ut. Lh^i better Ioo4.



THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 7s A 6s,

WordabyKATK CAMERON. "i All THI OOOD miruESD."—Jcttu.

79

H)t ii <-- PS^—n—M- F~*=i 1*~pi —*T—<f—y1—i
£3:14—•_ _j—j—*—j— -S f 2—J— l-J-j f— ~J J J _' ^

, /Guts. Oh, come to the good

ABois. Ui> lov« la all - luf

si,-., - herd, And

• il • clent, Hit

rest with -in his fold; He'll guard you from temp -

grace will bear yon through, M, 'ii aid you in your

1 1sy—x—*—w—I

CHORUS to each Stanza.

te

ta - tlon. He'll keep you, young aod old. \

tlu - ties, And teach yon wliat to do. /Then come, Oh come, yes come, come, come. You're not too young, You're

-I* *:
-a—far

/T > ' & 9 W ^ " t* i? ^-^— ^ ^g ^ j, - . - p ^
ot to old, To rest In the good Shepherd'i fuld, To rest, to rest in the good Shepherd's fold.

Guu. Oh, who would wish to wander

From such a fold as thf* T

Without ii gloomy t«rrur,

Within la perfect bliM.

BoT4* Though rough the path, and thorny,

You will be tafe from harm,

From all your foes defended,

By the good Shepherd's arm.

CHORDS.—Then come, &c.

. The world Is full of trials,

And sorrow comes to all ;

But hnppy those who listen

To the good Shepherd's call,

BOTS. For every grief that darkens,

And all the tears thut dim,

Are sent to us in mercy,

To draw us nearer him.

Cuotus.—Then come, tut.



HAMBURG. L. M. Arranged by D«. L. MASOS.

 

T ~9" "M^, ^ ^ pis __

1 Happy tho man, WUOM cautions feet * Who hates the plaoo where atheists meet,

Shun the broad way where sinners go ; And fcars t<Ualk asscoffers da

2 Ho loves t'employ bis morning light,

Among tho statues of the Lord,

And spends the wakeful hours of night,

With pleasure pondering o'er tho word.

8 He, like a pbint by gentle streams.

Shall .flourish in immortal green ;

And heaven will aliine, with kindest be&ma,

Ou every work his hands Degio.

WORTHY

K-k

THE LAMB.

1. Worthy, worthy is the Lamb.Worthy.worthy is the Lamb,Worthy,worthy Is the Lamb That was slain. Glory,

rraijclliin.halle-la-jahl Glo- ry.hal - le-lu - Jah, To tho Lamb 1

s-^g-e-Lg^^.^^ mf_r=e.

*^=£—Z=£=F=H£:£iE£.

 

2. Sons of Mornlnff, sing hts prnise,

In tho noblest strains you raist?,

llan's redemption claims your lays,

Praise the Lumb.—'Cfu>.

3. Christ hu oorno In very deed.

Born to bruiao the aerpeol's hoad;

Sinner, he's the friend yon need,

Traise tho Lainb.—CAfl.

4. Bee, In sad Gethsemane,

See, on tragic Calvary,

Sinner, see hi* love to thee,

Praise the Lamb,—0»A

. Strike the stoutest winner throtrph,

Force the cry, " u lint slmll I d«T

Let him weep till born nnevr,

Blessed Lamb.— C/'O.

6. Penitents, dry up your tears,

God hath beard bclieviup prayer^

lie forgives you when be bears

Ills dear Lamb.—<"n>.

7. Thus may we each moment feel.

Love him, serve htm. prulsc hiai*tffli

Tttl we all on Zion'shill

Soe the LaiuU— '.V./x.



AUTUMN. Ss & 7s. DouWe. SPAXISH.

lone; Tear by year, thy hand hath

J». 8. Still thine arm .has been a

Fa- Iher, thou hast taught me, I should lire

brought me On thro* dangers oft unknown . When I wandered, thou bait found me ; When I doubted lent me light,

rouud me. All my path* were la thy Bight.

 

2 In the world will foci usall mi,

Craftier, itronger far limn I ;

Au'l the strife may never fall me,

Well I know before I die.

Therefore, Lord, I come, believing

Thou caolt give the power I need ;

Thro* the prayer of faith receiving

Strength—the •pirlt'i'itrength, indeed.

CHRIST WITH US.

1 Always with ui, always with ne—

Words of cheer and words of love;

Thug the risen Saviour whispers,

From his dwelling-place aoove.

2 With us when we toil in sadness,

Sowing much and reaping none ;

Telling us that in the future

Goldon harvests shall be won.

S I would truat in thy protecting.

Wholly rest upon thine arm ;

Follow wholly thy directing,

Thou, mine only guard from harm!

Keep me from mine own undoing,

Help me turn to thee when trieJ,

Still my footsteps, Father viewing,

Keep me ever at thy side.

8* k 75.

8 With us when the storm is sweeping

O'er our pathway dark and drear;

Waking hope within our bosoms,

Stilling every anxious fear.

4 With us in the lonely valley,

When we cross the chilling stream;

Lighting up the steps to glory.

With salvation's radiant beam.



82 WE'LL STAND FOR THE RIGHT, OR LIFE'S BATTLE. Us. *

Words by MRS. J. W. SAMPSON.*

FULL CHO.

 

. /This life Is a bat-tie with Satan andsin, And we are the soldiers the victory to winA Wewill stand fortheright,

^And Christ Is the Captain of our llttleband, Whatever opposes,for him weshall stand.) , . [Wewill

 

stand for the right, We ill stand for the right

J=^jj 2 To God, for our armor, we'll fail not to go,

He'll clothe us with truth and with rightcousneat

too;

The "Gospel of peace'' shall our footsteps attend.

The good " shield of faith " from all harm shall

defend.—Cko.

Salvation our helmet, the Bible our sword,

Tho' wily our foes, we're "strong in the Lord ;*'

While watching and praying our armor keeps bright.

Our .1 1 iu will help as to stand for the right.—Cko.

• From " Sabbath Chima."

4 Tho' little temptations (the worst ones of all)

Will often beset us, to make us to fall ;
We'll •' stand up for Jesus." and. when life Is o'er,

For us He'll be standing on Jordan's bright shore.—Ck*.

ORTONVILLE. C. M. DR. T. HASTINGS.
 

1 . lijestit sweeliess sill enthroned Ipon tie Sarionr's brow ; His head with radiant glories rroirn'd HU lips with gnw o'erflow, His lips with graot, fa.

,.-!_>



3 Nc morU] can with him compare

Among the •-"! - of men ;

Fairer la he tlmn all the fair

Who fill the heavenly train.

8 He saw me plunged In deep distress.

And flew to my relief;

For me he bore the shameful cross,

And carried all iny grief.

4 To him I owe my life at.d breath,

And all thejort I b«./e;

He makes mo triumph over death,

And aaves me from the grave.

0 Since from bfs bounty I receive

8uch proof* of lore divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,

Lord, they should all be thine.

SHINING SHORE. O. F. ROOT. By permission.

pil-grim stranger, Would not de -tain them as (her fly! Those

x>. s. And just be -fore, the shin-lug ihoro, We

 

hoars of toll and dan - gcr. For oh ! we stand on Jordan's strand, Our friends are passing o - ver.

may at - moat did - cor - er.

•S- ; •*- -f- t, -f- m | — N m •*•»•*••*•-*• , . I* -f- m •*- •*-•

-f

I ^

3z

ff«'ll pird onr loins, my brethren dear,

Our distant borne discerning;

Oar sbsent Lord has left us word,

Let every lamp be burning

Fur oh 1 Ac.

O

Sbonld coming days be dark and cold,

"We need not ceaso our singing ;

That perfect rest nought can motost,

Where golden barps are riiiging.

*'or oh I Ac.

Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow,

Ench chord on earth to serer,

Our Kin^ says. Come, and there's mil

For ever, oh ! for ever 1

For oh 1 .v-a



FULL CHO.

84 TREASURES IN HEAVEN. C. M. With Chorus.

FmsT Stm-Cnr,p.v.«.*

^
. /MI- - m - sa-lem di-rlne *i> • bode, (Our treasures are in heaven ;)\

• Vhe oi • ty of the living God, (Our treasures are In heaven.) ) 0 Je-ru - aa-lem! bright home a -

2 /The splendors of e - ter- nil morn, (Our treasures nre In heaven ;)\

' vTby lo( - ty walls and towers a -doru, (Our treasures are In heaven,) /O Jerusalem, &c.

 

 

=f— • i m f—f f-L9=f=acj=*- ,m.- - - , - - t

bove, When shall we leave this world of care, And with the saints thy glo - rles share, The home of

r-r
love.

 

3 There angel forms in fadeless youth,

(Our treasures are in heaven—)

Ohey the God of love and truth,

(Our treasures are in heaven.)—Cho.

4 There saints, in life's fair book enrolled,

(Our treasures are in heaven—)

Walk joyous through the streets of gold,

(Our treasures are in heaven.)—Cho.

6 There white-robed throngs, with waving palms

(Our treasures are in heaven—)

Triumphant chant their holy psalms,

(Our treasures are in heaven.)—Cho.

• J)r, tlie choir may fing the first part, and the children r

may slog it ID like manner.

6 And roll the anthem of their joy,

(Our treasures are in heaven—)

Like mighty thunders through the sky,

(Our treasures are in heaven.)—CAo.

7 Onr palace there already waits,

(Our treasures ore in heaven—)

Lift up your heads, eternal gates,

(Our treasures are in heaven.)—CAo.

8 We come through Jesus' blood to claim,

(Our treasures are in heaven—)

Our mansions in Jerusalem,

(Our treasures are in heaven )—Cho.

ipond, " Our treasures, tc." Or Sabbath schools and intent



CROSS AND CROWN. C, M. 85
 

Must Jesns bear the cross alone. And all the world go free f No, there's a cross for every one, And there's a crossTofme.

How happy are the saints above.Who once wont sorrowing here : But now they taste unminirled love, And joy without a tear.

I The consecrated cross I'll bear.TIll death shall set me free, And then^o home iny crown to wear—For there's a crown for me.
 

NOW I HAVE FOUND A FRIEND.' 6s & 4s.

, jHow IhavefoundaFriend,.Tc3iisismlne;

i HU love shall never end, Jesus Is mine.

Tho' human friendships cease,

| Tho' earthly joys decrease, Mow 1 have lasting peace, Jesus Is in I tin
 

I Though I grow poor and old,

Jesus Is mine ;

Be will my faith uphold,

Jesos Is mine ;

He shall my wants supply.

His precious blood la nlgli,

•ought can my hope destroy,

Jesus Is mine 1

1 Tn r .: r. Is r, happy land,

Far, far away,

Where saints In glory stand,

Bright, bright as day.

Oh, how they sweetly sing,

"Worthy Is our Saviour King,

Loud let his praises ring,

Pntoo, praiM for ajo.

8. When earth shall pass away,

Jesus Is mine.

In the great Judgment-day,

Jesus Is mine.

Oh ! what a glorious thing,

Then to behold my King,

On tuneful harp to sing,

Jesus Is mine.

HAPPY LAND. 6s & 4s.

2 Come to that happy land,

Come, come away,

Why will ve doubting stand,

Why still delay?

Oh, wo Bliall happy be,

When, from sin and sorrow free,

Lord, we shall live with thco,

Bleat, bleat for «j« 1

4. Farewell, mortality I

Jesus Is mine.

Welcome, eternity 1

Jesus Is mine.
He ' • v Redemption 10,

Wisdom aml Kf^htenusness.

Life. Light, and Ilollness,

Jeaua la mine.

Bright, In that happy land,

Itrftins every eye;

Kept by a Father's hand,

Love cannot die.

Oh, then to glory run.

Be a crown and kingdom wont

And bright above tan tan.

Wo reign for aye.



86

ALLEGRETTO.

CHRISTMAS CAROL.

=f—hr

HENRT TUCKER,

-9^ar

I.Joy to the sons of men On this bright Christmas morn ! List to the welcome words a - gain That

—!* Np % -i—s—^^

I im

charm our vaft - log: hearts, ai when The ibepherdi beard with glad a - maze TVannoaaceraeot of

 

Joy to earth*s sorrowing child

On this calm peaceful tnoro !

The holy harmless, uDdefiled,

Can soothe his breast with comfort

mild;

Th« t.vimi that floats alon^ the air

Shall find tin answer echoing there—

Joy to the sick and poor,

"Blessed are they that tnoarn ;"

If they submissively endure,

And trust his holy promise sure :

He comes all sorrow to relieve,

To comfort all who will believe—

The Saviour, &c.

i.
Love, joy, good-will, and peace,

Since that first Christmas morn,

Have come to earth, and ne'er shal I cease

To Him who purchased our release,

Our hearts, redeemed from death, we'll

bring.

And humbly, gratefully we'll slog,

The Saviour. &u.



THE GOLDEN SHORE. 8s & 7s.

CHORUS. Cra.

C. B. BKADBURY.

87

titr/f./We are oat on the ocean lailing.IIomeward bound we sweetly glide;\ [anchor

fioy».\Weareout on the ocean laillng. To a home beyond the tide. J±]\ the storms will soon be over.Then we'll

on the ocean sailing, (Omit ) To a home beyond the tide J

 

I Spread yonr »»ils, while heavenly breeiesVllltoni now are safely landed,

Over on the golden chore ; I "Gently waft our vessel on ;

Millions more are on their journey, I All on board are sweetly singing—

Yet there's room for millions more. 1 Free salvation is the song.—Oho.

When we all are safely anchored,

We will shout-—our trials

We will walk about the city,

And we'll sing for evermoro.—C'lo.

1 Tire Savlonr bids us w.itch and pray,

Through life's brief, fleeting hour,

An-: gives the Sprit's quickening ray-

To tboea who soek his power.

fi The Saviour bids us watch and pray,

Maintain a warrior's strife ;

Help, Lonl, to near thy voic

OMdleaoa is our life.

WATCH AND PRAY. C. M.

TUSK—I'eterlormtghj page T7.

3 The Saviour bids ns watch and praj ;

For soon the hour will come

That calls us from the earth away

To our eternal home.

4 0 Saviour, we wouUl watch and pray,

And hear thy sacrod voice.

Anil walk, rts thou ha$t marked tho way,

To heaven's eternal juys.



88 A LIGHT IN THE WINDOW. (Song and Chora)

LUCIUS HART. WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 There's a fight ii the viidoT for thee, brother, There'i a light in the iriidow for thee ; 1 dear me hai Bored to the uuiois abort, There'i a fight ii Ibi

Tiodov for foe.

2 There'i a crown, and a robe, aid a palm, brother, Ifhn frcn IK! and from care JOD are free ; The Sarionr has gone to prepare yon a lome. IVith i liftt

inlhewindo»fwt!».

i . Pj-i. Ji'J I i I ^r-r> ~L^~u|-

 

CHORUS.
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lid a fight h
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for thee; A mauioi in tearet
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Me,.... Aids E^htii Ifce viadow for OM...

3 O watch, and be faithful, and praj, brother,

All your Jouroey o'er life's troubled sea,

Though afflictions assail you, and atorms - a1 eovcTd

There's a light in the window for thee. CAo.

4 Then on, perseTerfn prly on. brother,

Till from conflict and suffering free.

Bright anpels now beckon yon over ihe stream,

There's a lirht in the window for tb«e. Cto»
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MARCHING HOME.

JV

89
WM. B. BRADBURY.

-^m
(We are all en - list - cd 'till the conflict is o'er, Happy are we, happy are we ;

Soldiers in the army there's a bright crown in store, [Omit
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We shall win and wear itbynnd by. Haste to the battle quick to the field, Truth is our helmet

m

 

buckler and shield; Stand by our colors proudly they wave,We're joyfully, joyfully marching to our home.

rtdfc"

2 Hark ! tb« cry of battle sounding loudly and clear,

Com* join the ranks, come join the ranks ;

We are waiting now for soldiers, who will volunteer,

Rally round the standard of the cross.

Hark ! 'tis our captain calls you to-day,

Lose not a moment, make no delay ;

Fight for our Saviour, come, come away,

We're joyfully, joyfully marching to our home.

3 Fighting for a kingdom and the world is our foe,

Happy are we, happy are we.

Glad to join the army, we will ling as we go,

We shall gain the victory by and by.

Dangers may gather why should we fear,

Jesus our leader ever is near,

He will protect us, comfort and cheer.

We're joyfully, joyfully marching to oar home.



90 THE HAPPY HOME. WM. B. BRADBUKV

I / I am bound for tbe land of tbe lir-ing, 0 bin-der me not 01 my way; Tbe son-light is brijht'ning be - fere DM,

( The flow-en that bloom ii my path-way Breathe o- dors that waft me right on; They lure me no loig-er to tar-ry,
 

That her-aMi e - Ur-m-tr'i day. \

Bat welcome earth's time to be gone. /There's a bap -py borne be-jond tbij world of eare; i home a -bore, where all ii ton,

_ ._ _ m -f_ -fi _ _ ^>. _ _ _ ^_ -

p-.vi slnll all meet there -, A home abore, (here ill is lore, And the good shall all meet there, Shall all meet there, shall all meet there.

 

2 I am weaned from thla land of the dying ;

Decay it enstatnped everywhere ;

Earth's pleaaures are seeming and fleetlo|f—

My soul has grown weak wirh its care.

The joy-rays of life are remembered

Like sleep-thoughts that float thro' the brain,

The flesh and the spirit are weaving,

Each striving the mastery to gain. Rf/rmin.

S I am waiting the summons that bids me

No lontrer a pilgrim to roam,

Bat, leaving the past in this death-land,

Make the land of the living my home.

The messenger-angel stands waiting,

The signal to whisper to me,

That the place is prepared for my dwelling,

And the Master Is calling for me. Refrain.

4 The land of tbe Hring Is yonder ;

There life to its fullness has grown ;

There sin, and temptation, and sorrow.

And sickness, and death* are unknown.

There the songs of redemption are chanted.

By a holy, harmonious band

0, when shall I leave taU clay casket,

And tly to my bone In tbat land T



THE ANGELS ARE COMING. W. B. B. 91

A CmisriAir CHILD'S DIATH-BID.—Little Georgie D • • * , of Newark, N.J., for two years a consistent, member of the

Church of Christ was suddenly culled to his death-bed. Trusting in Jesus, he was " not afraid to die." His mother bent

over him trying to relieve his sufferings ; when he looked at her tenderly, and safd, " I don't think you can do anything

mon* to b?!p me, mother." Then extending Ms arms, and lifting his eyes, with an earnest gate as If eager (o welcome

the bright messengers Bent to bear him to his Father's bouse, he exclaimed, " 'I'kf. angels art coming for mt, they are

turning .'" Blessed boy, bat a few moments more and he Was with them wloglng his way to the realms of the blest.

. /Th« angels are coming lor me, mother, Coming, coming, coming for me, The angels are coming for

\AI - rea - dy thtlr nm - »lc 1 bear, mother, Singing, singing, Hinging for me, How lightly it fulls on my
 

 

away, Waiting a crown of rejoicing to wear, Waiting to enter the portals of day, My Shepherd my Savlonr is there.

££^££J~£££ S-^e-g-.-.JVJ" NiAJLSSjfcE* (J^WV--*-^?;0-T.—g-^H^gj.rt* , •^Tfcg^fc^^^^^^-,—^g^j

2 How gently I'm going to ileep, mother,

Going, going, going to sleep,

To wake where I never shall weep, mother,

Or suffer a moment of pain.

Glad voices are calling for me, mother,

Calling, culling, calling for me ;

U t» u _
Their plnloni of glory I set, mother,

Farewell till I meet thee again.

Tes, we shall meet by the river that flows,

Tranquil and bright on that beautifc] ahoro ,

There will thy sorrow be lost in repoM,

There I will leave thee no mor*.

l_



1. Je - ra - la-lenlnj hap- pr horn*!.\ameer-fr dear to me; WliMi shall mr la-hors tare an end In jor, and peace, aid th»t

2. There happier bowers than Men's bloom. Nor sin no: sonw know; Blest seats, thro' rode aid stormj scenes 1 oil-ward press to yog.

SzJzglpI^^feFf^f^gES^^^^
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y •, 0 Canaan dear, Hap-pj, hap- pj laid, Thj name we lore, all lameja-bore, Ca-iau, bbtsed Ca

J^ i - _ -m-f- m.~*-m-JLl ..J3 L_«. -m- -*• J>

3.

Why should I ihrlnk at pain and woe,

Or feel at death dismay ?

I've Canaan's goodly land in riew,

And realms of endless day.—Rtfrcan.

4.

Jerusalem ! my happy homo '

My soul (till pants for thee :

Then shall my labors hare an end,

When I thy joys shall Ke.—Refrain.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

 

I There's nothing sweeter than the thought,That I may see thoLord.If I bat seek him as I onght,And lore his works and word.
:• I'd rather be the least of thorn That are the Lord's alene, Than wear a royal diadem, .And sit up-ou a throne.



WIRTH. Concluded. 93

8 Onee In his arm the Saviour toot

Yonng cliiMi en, just like me,

And Mossed them with a voice and look,

As kind as kind could be.

4 I'd rather ba the least of them

That shar'd that look and tone,

Thnn wear a royal diadem,

And sit upon a throne.

5 And thouzh to leaven the Lord hath gone,

And teem* so far away.

Be bath a smile fur every OKA

That doth hia voice obey.

< Fd rather be the least of thorn

That he will bless and own,

Than wear a royal diadem,

And sit apon a throne.

ANGELS ARE HOVERING ROUND.

1. Ai • geli are horfrii; round, Kottring round, lloreriig round, Ai • in hoTmtgrond—IheiCnriilui.Mr-tr Tear,

up, tan, pil • pirn, MT • er more d«-ipiir;* gel, And he is n-er near, For
For J« - «iu

 

2 Spirits blest are hovering ronnd,

Hovering round, hovering round ;

Spirit! blest are hovering round,

Then Christian, never fear.— Refrain.

1 Dear friends are hovering ronnd,

Hovering round, hovering round ;

Dear friends are hovering ronnd.

Then CbrUtlan, never f



SAVIOUR, LIKE A SHEPHERD LEAD US. 8s, 7s «fe 4.
WM. B. BRADBTTKY

!K VL"]~»— !~ i i- •- "i ~fi—^—^—k~c—i -n—^ ^n —-. ... -

/ Saviour, like a shepherd lead us, Much we need thy tencTrest care ; \

\ In thy pleasant pastures feed us. For our uso thy folds prepare. ) Blessed Je - sus. Blesied

 

Jesus, Thou hast bought as, thlno we are. Blessed Je • sns. Blessed .1— sns, Thou hast bought us, thin
-£- •+-•+• -0- -pr- -f- •»• -0- /n

5r^~l * ^~ip—[•• ]• •-Fnnr^T^^—•!=*3~~\ ^^^^^p^Tp^Hl

1 We are thine, do thou befriend us.

Be the Guardian of our way ;

Keep thy flock, from sin defend u,*,

Seek us when we go astray.

Blessed Jesus,

Hoar, 0 bear us, when w« pray.

S Thou hast promised to recelre us,

Poor and sinful though we be ;

Thou host mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse, and power to free,

Blessed Jesus,

We will oarly turn to thec.

HELENA. C. M.

1 1

4 Early let ui Mek thy furor.

Early let ni do thy will ;

blessed Lord and only Sarloor,

With thy lore oar botomi fill.

Blessed Je«nf,

Than but loved u>. love ui itill.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

C-i i i ,

&zt

1 Kellglon Is tho chief concern Of mortals here below; May w« Its great importance team, IU sovereign virtue know.

. ^..^ f* r? g. J >• fg



2 Religion ihould our thoughts ec

Amidst our youthful bloom ;

Twill fit as for declining age,

And for the solemn tornX

3 0, may our hearts, by grace renewed,

Be oar Redeemer's throne :

And be our stubborn wills subdued,

His government to own.

HELENA. Concluded.

4 Let deep repentance, faith, and lore

Be Joined with godly fear,

And all our conversation prove

Our hearts to be sincere.

ft Let lively hope our souls inspire*

Let warm affections rise ;

And may we watt with strong deaira

To mount above ths skies.

Teachers.

JESUS, BLESSED JESUS.—Responsive Chorus.
Regpnnse by Scholar*. Teachers.

f & 1—n * * r-. m N !* V-

 

I / Who was in a manger laid ? Je - BUS, bleued Jesus.

\ Who for money was betrayed? Je - SOB, blessed Jesus,

n / Who can hear us when we call ? Je - BUS, blessed Jesus.

'\ Who the dearest friend of all ? Je - BUS, blessed Jesus.

Who np Cal-va- ry wau

/ Who a - lone can do us

—h=— !_ L- I i r —

led?

good,

f* f> N ps-j» r> | ,,-^

"^ "^

Who for us his life-blood shed? Jesus

When we're tossed on Jordan's flood? Jesus

 

Christ, creation's head, Jesus,

Christ, our ris-en Lord, Jesus,

* -?-*—•

ji !• 3r

blessed Je - BUS.

blessed Je - BUS.

• •'Tf" m—-

3 Teach,—Who can rob the grave of gloom ?

Schot.—Jesus, blessed Jesus.

Teaf.h.—Who can raise us from the tomb?

Schol.—Jesus, blessed Jesus.

— . _ ^ When before the judge we wait,
* Ka- ) Who will open heaven's gate?

Kckol.—Jesus Christ, our Advocate ;

AU.—JOHU, Me**od Jen*.

4 TeaA.—Who will give as sweetest rest ?

Schol.—Jesas, blessed Jesus.

Tehch.—Who in heaven shall we love best ?

Schol.—Jesus, blessed Jesui

— . ( At his feet our crowns we'll flinjr.
iraca. j \Vhile with raplurou» nungs we sing,

Sctiol.—Jesui Christ, oar RaTioar King,

All,- JVM,, blessed Je



 

HAIL, HAIL THIS HAPPY DAY. 8si7s,

• . .- ..... , . . ...._

7, i: Sabbath bell is ringing, Let us come without delay ; And unlte"with thousands singing, In their Sunday-

| ^ . r-H-H—'—'—'-

Uhls happy day, Hail this day, hail this day, Hail this happy day.schools to-day. Hail, hnil this happy d

 

2 These are happy hours of meeting.

When we hear the voice of prayer ;

But these hours are short mid fleeting :

Let us then be early there.—Vho.

3 We shall keep our teachers waiting,

If we turry by the way ;

Or disturb the school reciting,

On this holy Sabbath day.—Cho.

THE NAME OF JESUS.

1 THIKI Is a name I love to hear :

I love to ling its worth ;

It sounds like music in mine ear,

The sweetest name on earth.

2 It tells me of a Saviour's love,

Who died to set me free ;

It tells me of his precious blood,

The sinner's only plea.

3 It tells Of One whose loving heart

Can feei my smallest wot ;

Who in each scrrow bears a part

That none COD bear below.

ft-1 —r r *'
Yes, hall this day,

4 Here the blessed gospel shows us

All the precious stores of truth ;

And the Holy Spirit woos us

From transgression in our youth—C*o,

5 When the Sabbath bell Is ringing,

Let us to the school repair.

That we may unite in singing,

And together kneel la prayer—Ck9.

0. M. Tune-BEOWN.

4 Jesus ' the name I love so well,

The name I love to hear!

No saint on earth its worth can tell,

No heart conceive how dear.

5 This name shall shed Its fragrance still

Along this thorny road—

Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill

That leads me up to God :

B And there, with all the blood-bonght throng

From sin and sorrow free,

I'll sing the new eternal soni;

Of Jesus' lore to Lie.
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1. When I can read my title clear To manilons In the skies, I bid farewell to every fear, And wipe my weeping eyei.

™T—"1—Sri— - "

L no.—I want to go, I want to go, I want to go there too, I want to go where Jam is, I want to go there too.

2 ShouM earth against my soul engage,

And hellish darts be hurled,

Then I can emile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.—CAo.

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come,

And storms of sorrow fall—

May I but safely reach my home.

My God, my heaven, my all.—CAo.

4 There I shall baihe my weary BOU!

In seas of heavenly rest,

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.—CAo.

EVERLASTING LIFE.

1 There is a fold where none can stray,
*..•" i pastures ever green,

Where sultry sun, or stormy day,

Or night is never seen.

2 Far up the everlasting hills,

In God's own light it lies ;

Bis smile its yast dimension fill*

With joy that never dies.

t One narrow vale, one darksome wave,

Divides that land from this :

I have a Shepherd pledged to save,

And bear me home to bliss.

4 Soon nt his feet my soul will lie,

In life's last struggling breath;

But I shall only seem to die,

I shall not taste of death.

6 Far from this guilty world, to be-

Exempt from toil and strife;

To spend eternity with thee,

My Saviour, this is life.

CHRIST'S LOVE TO CHILDREN.

1 See Israel's gentle Shepherd stand,

With all engaging charms ;

Hark ! how he calls the tender lambs

And folds them in his amis.

2 "Permit them to approach," he cries,

Nor scorns their humble name :

For 'twas to bless such souh as these,

The Lord of angels came.

3 Oh ! let us then with pleasure hear,

And seek the Saviour's faoe;

And fly with transport to. receiva

The bleuings cf his grace.



 

HEAVENLY REST. Arr. from VTRIGHTSOH.

1 . The soul on earth I* doam'd to pine For rest, sweet rest; *TIs heaven alone, In Joys divine, Can give sweet rest.

'-'. LiTe is a sad and wea-ry day— It gives no rest ; In care and pain It wears away. And brings no rest.

3. Then let us trust, 'mid good and ill. The promised rest, Since trial here will sweeten still, Our heavenly rest.

-f 1^ f lg ' I
°" ^zfftg -_i

 

There, with brightest angels glowing, Joyful anthems ever flowing, Jesus seeing, loving, knowing, Ts rest, sweet rest.

But earth's sorrows have their measure. Ending in eternal pleasure, When In heaven we find the treasure Of re-it, gwe-t rest.

•I ?y from trouble we may borrow,Pleasure from our hours of sorrow, While we wait the dawning morrow Of beav'ns sweet rest.

K4-
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SINNERS FLOCKING TO JESUS. 8< & 7s.

1 See! the Scriptures are fulfilling—

Sinners flocking to their home :

Times the prophets were foretelling,

Signs and wonders now are come.

Gospel trumpets loud are sounding

Here and there on every hand :

God's own. Spirit is descending,

Christians joining heart and hand I

2 Thousands fall before Jehovah—

" Mercy, mercy, loud they cry !

Then with shouts of "Hallelujah,"

"Glory be to God on high!"

tTT i • - ' • j j, „ I r '

Double. 7>i«.—AUTUMN. ?»ge 81.

Many s«y, " Tis all disorder,"

Disbelieve God's holy word ;

Still these cry and shout the louder—

"Glory, glory to the Lord!"

8 "Come," is heard in each direction,

" Young and old, and rich and poor;'

These are "days of visitation ;"

Gospel grace may soon be o'er.

Sinners, hear the invitation;

O, i lii»i. dead and dying one,

Fly to Jesus for salvation.

Ere he shut the judgment throne I



WHEN, ON THE SABBATH MORN.
FirST TIME, III SlHI-CflOBUS. SlCOND TIME. 2o DITTO, ESPCiTIVO TBl (All! WOIM.

09

' 1. When, on the Sabbath morn, We leave our home, We leave our home. Then to the Sunday school We

2. Our hearts each morning bright, With pleasures thrill, With pleasures thrill, But Sabbath morning light Is

3. Soon, soon these precious days Will all be gone, Will all be gone, Soon, soon our earth- ly work Will
 

lore to come, We lore to come. We love to sing, we love to pray, We love this blessed

sweet -er still. Is sweet - er still. 'I'M then we hear God's bo - ly irord. And learn to fear and

all be dooe, Will all be done. O then that we in heaven might meet, And cut our crowns at

tc *=•«-

 

Sab - bath day, We love

Jove the Lord, And Icarn

Je - sns* feet, And cast

this bleu - ed Sab • bath day,

to fear and love the Lord,

our crowns at Je - sus' feet.

Tes, from our ovn dear home We

O yes, we love thii day, Thii

Yes, fel, in heaven a • bove, The

haste a - way, We haste a - way, Here, In our Sun - day school We love to stay, We love to stay,

ho - ly day. This hap - pr day, And in our San - day school We love to stay, We love to stay.

an - gels ling, The saints all sing, They sing of Je - sus' love, Their heavenly ICing, Their heavenly Kinf.



100 LITTLE DEEDS OF KINDNESS.
A II3KOM rauK Till COWSLIP, IH1 DIW-Dlor, A»» Till I1PHT1.

I i..(. I at I

./ Suppose the lit- le cowslip Should hang its poliien cnp,\

\ And sty "I'm such a tiny flower, Id bet -/tor

(How many a weary traveler Would

Flow many a little child would griereli)

 

miss its fragrant smell, \

lose it from the dell. /Howl little child woaM grieve To lose it, To lose it, To lose It from tliet dell.

I I fk,—4 1 N, 1—I ^n

2 Suppose the glistening dew drop

Upon the grass, should say

"What can a little dew dr.,p dot

I'd better roll away !"

The blade on which it rested,

Before the day i'as done,

Without b drop to raoiaten it,

|| .-Would wither: || In the ran.

3 Suppose the little breeies,

Upon a summer's d.-iy,

ShouM think themselves too small to cool

The traveler on his way ;

Who wonld not miss tlie smallest

And softest ones that blow,

And think they made a ereat mistake

I,: In talking: || ever so.

MISSIONARY HYMN. 7s&6s.

4 How many deeds of kindness

A little child may do,

Although it has so little strength.

And little wisdom too,

It wants a loving spirit

Much more than strength, to prore

How many things a child may do,

11 : For others, : ]| bjr his lore.

L. MASOS.

4

' 1 . From Greenland's icy mountains I- MUM ImTm'a coral strand. Where A fric's sunny fountains Roll down the golden land.

2, What though the spicj breeces lilow soft o'er Ceyloa's isle , Though every prospect pleases. And on - ly man is Til* •

-i—i—i



MISSIONARY HYMN. Concluded. 101 

From many an ancient rlv-er. From many a palmy plain They call us to de- Hv-erThelr land from trror'i chain.

In vain with lavish kindness The g :fts of God are strewn ; The heathen, in his bllndnen, Bowadown to wood and stone !
 

3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high,

Shall we to men benighted

The lamp of lire deny '.'

Salvation, O salvation !

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till each remotest nation

Uas learned Messiah's name.

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story,

And you, ye waters roll,

Tilt, like a sea of glory,

It spread* from pole to pole

Till o'er our ransomed nature

The Lamb for sinners slain,

Redeemer. King, Creator,

In bibs returns to reign.

THE GOSPEL BANNER.

1 Now be the gospel banner

In every land unfurl'd ;

And be the shout, hoiaiina,

lie-echoed through the world :

OLD HUNDRED. L. M.

Till ev'ry iil« and nation,

Till every tribe and tongue

Receive tlu: pi-pat giilration.

And join the happy throng

i> Yea, Thou ihalt reign for ever,

0 J«8us, King of kingi !

Thy light, Thy lore, Thy favor,

Each ransomed captive Biogx ;

The ialei for Thee are wnltine.

The deserta learn Thy praise,

The I. ills and valley) greeting,

The song reiponsire raise.

 

fei.Jt.l.Betlwii.OGod.M-.lt-edliigb.ind as thj glorj fiUsthesh, So let it bo co earth uuplijet Till tbn art ter» u there obeyed.

*&=\

D0XOLOQT Ko. 2.

Praise Ood, 1rom whom all blessings flow

Praise him, all creatures here below ;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host,

Praise Father, BOD, and lioty Ghost

DOXOLOOT No. 3

To God the Father, God the imn.

And God the Spirit, Three in Ooe,

Be honor, pruise, and glory R<v*n,

BJT all oa earth, and all la heaveu.



102 HYMNS OF GRATEFUL LOVE. 6s.

TRIO or SEMl-CHOKVS. TTM. B. BRADBURY.
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1. Shall hjDU of jnltfal lore, Thro'hearau high «rchcs n:;.?, Aid ill tlehoiU a- bore. . Their uigi of triumph liag.

=*

 

. .

AndBhaHnotwetakenpthe*traiu,Andsendtheechobackagain?Andsendtheecho, e-cho,

ISEzL

S S N

send the ech-o, tend <A« ccA-o, Send the ech - o, send the ech - o back a- gain.

2 Shall every ransomed tribe

Of Adam's scattered race,

To Christ oil powers ascribe,

Who saved them by his grace. Cho

8 Skfll] they adore the Lord,

Who bought them with his blood,

And all the love record,

That led them home to God. Cfo.

Then spread the joyfnl sonnd.

The Saviour's love proclaim,

And publish all nround.

Salvation through hi* ouiiie. CAo.



SUBMISSION. 7S & 5S. H. N. WHITNEY, bj permlnlon. 103

esus, erring one ; CODM to Jesus now; Humbly at Hi?gntioiutlroM,Ia submits!.1 Come to Jesus, erring one lion bow.

•

2 At His feet confess your sin ;

Seek forgiveness there ;

For Bia blood can make yon clean,—

He will hear your prayer.

>
3 Seek His face without delay ;

Give Him now your heart ;

Tarry not, but, while you may,

Choose the better part.

r. a. F. SMITH. AMERICA. National Hymn. 6s & 4s. H. CARET.

I I I , 4—k- 

i. My Wi

conntry.'tls of thee, Sweet land of ll-ber-ty, Of thce I «lng; Lund where my father* died. Land of tho pilgrim's pride,

ive country I thce, Land of the noble free, Thy name I love; I lore thy rocks and rills, Thy woods and templed hills;
 

From er -*rv monntnln itda Let freedom ring.

My heart whh rapture thrills, Like that ft- bore.

Let mnslo swell the breeze.

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song:

Let mortal tongues awake,

Let all that breathe partake*

Let reeks their silence break.

The sound prolong.

Oar father's Got, to tlioo,

Anthor of liberty,

To tbee we sing:

Long may our land he bright

With freedom's holy light;

Protect as by thy might,

Great Ood, our Klua>
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WEBB. 7s £68.

-J 1 1 . I n r-4-

O. J. WEBB.

I, . I—I—I- |.

1. The morning light is breaking,The darkness dU-ap -pears; The sons of earth are waking To pen- 1 - ten-Clal tear*

, , f -m-i-m—*—f*-rf=—* * ,•—•»—m «•—
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Each breeie thatsveepstheoceAnBriumtldingsfroma-lar Of nations In commotion Prepared for Sion's war.

fe&

2 Rich dews of grace come o'er us,

In many a ffentle shower,

And brighter scenes before as

Are opening every hour :

Each cry to heaven going

Abundant answer brings,

And heavenly gales are Mowing

With peace upon their wings.

3 See heathen nations bending

Before the God of love,

And thousand hearts ascending

In gratitude above :

While sinners, now confessing,

The gospel's call obey,

And seek a Saviour's blessing,

A nation in a day.

4 Blect river of salvation,

Pursue thy onward way ;

Flow thou to every nation,

Nor in thy richness stay :

Stay not till all the lowly

Triumphant reach their homo

Stay not till all the holy

Prociai&i the Lord ia come.

WEEK SHALL I SEE JESUS.

1 O WHEN shall I see Jesus,

And reign with him above :

And from that flowing fountain,

Drink everlasting love!

When shall I bo delivered

From this vain world of sta,

And with my bleesed Jesus,

Drink endless pleasures in?

9 But now I am a soldier,

My Captain 's gone before;

He's given mo my orders.

And bid me not give o'er;

And since ha hiw proved faithful,

A rtehteons crown he'll give,

And all his valiant soldiers

Eternal life shall have.

8 Whene'er you meet with troubles

And trials on your way,

Ol cast your care on Jesua,

And don't forget to pray.

Gird im the heavenly armor

Of faith, and hope, and love;

Then, when the oombat's

Uo'H carry you above.



Hymns to the Tune "Webb.11

SABBATH MORNIKO HYMN.

1 Tin ro?y light Is (fawning

Upun the mountain's brow ;

It la the Sabbath morning,

Arise and pay tby TOW.

I.ii'i up thj voice to heaven

In sacred prate* and prayer,

While unto thee Is given

The light of life to share.

9 The landscape, lately ahrouded

By evening's paler my,

Smiles beauteous and unclouded

Before the hour of day.

Bo let onr souls, benighted

Too long in folly's shade.

Lord, by thy smiles be lighted

To joys that never fade.

S O see those waters streaming

In crystal purity,

While earth, with verdnre teeming.

Gives rapture to tho eye.

Let rivers of salvation

In larger currents flow,

Till every tribe and notion.

Their healing virtues know.

EVENING HYMN.

1 TOE mellow eve Is gliding

Serenely down the west :

80 every care subsiding

My soal would sink to rest

The woodland hum Is ringing

The daylight's gentle close—

Mav angels, round me singing,

Thus hymn my lost repose.

3 The - v.Mif nz star has lighted

Her crystal lamp on high:

So, when in death benlghtei,

May hope illume the sky.

In golden splendor ri;iwnln?,

The morrow's light shall break ;

O, on the lost bright morning,

May I in glory wake.

STAND UP FOR JESUS.

1 STAND up!—stand np for Jetual

Te soldiers of the cross ;

Lift high his royal banner.

It must not suffer loss :

From victory unto victory

His army shall be led,

Till every foe is vanquished.

And Christ is Lord indeed.

2 Stand np!—stand np for Jesus t

The trumpet call obey :

Forth to the mighty conflict

In this his glorious day ;

"Ye are the men, now serve him,**

Against unnumbered foes;

Your conrago rise with danger,

And strength to strength oppose*

S Stand np !—stand np for Jesus I

Stand in his strength alone ;

Tho arm of flesh will fall you—

Ye dare not trust your own;

Put on the Gospel armor,

And watching unto prayer,

Where duty calls or danger

Be never wanting there.

4 Stand np I—stand np for Jesuit

The strife will not be long;

This day the noise of battle,

The next the victor's song;

To him that overcnmeth,

A crown of lite shall bo:

Ho with the King of pluty

Shall reign eternally.



106

Q*.rt.

A FRIEND THAT'S EVER NEAR. 8s & 7s.
"FXAEXOt, FOB I All WITH IBM." by permission.

j / Tho' the day's arc dark with trouble, And thy heart is filled with fear, There is one that sees thee ev - er

'''in iii;iheartsand smiling faces Often make thee happy here, Yet no one was e'er so hap-py,

REFRAIN.
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And will hold thee near and dear, i

Butsometimcstheclondsappear. /There'a a friend that's ever near, Never fear, II. • ia ev - er Dear,

I: if .1 ;.',j
 

Nev-er, nev-er fear, There's n friend that's ever near, Never fear, Ho is ev - er near, Never fear.

-ta ta U F

2 All thy proepecU will seem brighter

When the shadow leaves the heart,

And the steps of time beat lighter,

When the gloomy clouds depart,

Uany days have dawned serenely,

While the birds sane with delight,

But the skies were dark and gloomy

Ere the sun had rench'd ita height.

There's u friend, tto.

8 Soon will dawn a brighter morning

On a blessed, tranquil shore;

Sighs will then give place to singing,

Tears to bliss, for ever-more,

Thou shall see a world of glory,

And eternal joy and bliss ;

Let not then thy soul be moaning

O'«r the wees and cares of tliig.

There's u friend, <tc.



LUELLA. 6s & 5s. 107

H. N. WM1TNEY. By permission.

1. Je - sas, ten- der 8av - loor, Hut tlion died for met

S. Now I know thoo lov • eat, And dost plead for

Mane me re - ry thank - fbl

Make me ve - jy ihank - fnl

In my heart to tbee.

In my pray'ra to thee.

• rr For my sing. In- deed.

t 1 1.«- In that Imp - JIT laml.

 

SECOND HYMN.

1 GOT> of oar snlvntlon!

Unto tbce we pray ;

Hw oar auppltcntion,

Be oor strength and atay.

Wretched and unworthy.

Poor, and sick, and blind.

Prostrate we adore thee.

Call thy grace to mind.

1 He that dwclleth near thee.

Baft-ly shall abide ;

Ever love and fear thee,

In thy strength confide.

Sure is thy protection,

Safe la thy defence,

While in deep affliction,

Woe, or pestilence.

LOTTIE. S. M.

8 God of our salvation I

Saviour, Prince of Peace I

Boundless thy compassion,

Infinite thy grace.

"While with love unceasing,

Humbly we adore :

Grant ua thy rich blessing,

And we ask no more.

r* H f, !
 

1 How centle God's commands 1 How kind hl.s precepts are t Gome, cast your harden on the Lord, And trust his constant care.

z His bounty will provide, 1 1 Ks aalntsaeourely dwell ; That hand which bears creation np,9hall Kuard his children well. [find.

8 Why should this anxious load Preas down your weary mind? O seek your heavenly Father's throne,And pence and comfort

4 His goodness Btandaapproved,Unchanged from day today; I'll drop my burden at his feet,And bear attongaway,And bear,&e>
"



108 OH SAY, WILL YOU BE THERE. C. P. M.

1. Bo - yond this life of hopes and fears, Beyond this world of griefs and tears. There is a region

2. Its glorious gates are closed to sin ; Nought that defiles can enter in To mar its beuuty
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rare.

It knows no change and no de - cay, No night, but one un - end - ing day.

Up - on that bright, e - ter-nol shore, Earth's bitter curse it known no more.
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CHORUS to each Stanza.
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Oli say, will }~ou be there ? Oh say, will you be there f Oh say, oh say, oh sav, will you be there !

-L. *-_-_^-. --L °"

8 No drooping form, no tearful eye,

No hoary head, no weary sigh,

No pnin, no grief, no care ;

But joys which mortals may not know,

Jjke a calm river, ever flow.

Oh say, will you be there?

4 Our Saviour, once us mortal child,

As mortal man, by man reviled,

There many crowns doth wear ;

'While thousand thousands swell the strain

Of glory to the Lamb once slain I

Oh say, will you bo tnere?



OH SAY, WILL YOU BE THERE. Concluded. 109
I Who shall be there T The lowly here—

All those who serve the Lord in fear,

The world's proud mockery dare :

Who, by the Holy Spirit led,

Rejoice the narrow path to tread :—

Oh, the/ shall all be there!

6 Those who have luarnt at Jesus' erou

All earthly gain to count but loss,

tio that hi« love they share ;

SEMA. L.

Who, gazing on the Crucified,

By faith can say. " For me ha died ;w

nil. they shall all be there!

7 Will you be there? You shall, you must,

If, hating i!n, In Christ you trust,

Who did that place prepare.

Still doth his Toice sound sweetly, " Come !

I am the way—I'll lead von home—

With me, you shall be there !"

M. WM. B. BRADBURY1.

L With broke? heart ud contrite sigh, A trembling tinier, lord, I cry; Thy pinioning jnitt a rich ind Tree; 0 God be merciful to n«!

 

2 I smite upon my troubled breast,

With deep and conscious guilt oppressed ;

Christ and his cross my only plea ;

O God, be merciful to me!

8 Far off I stand with tearful eyes,

Nor dare uplift them to the skies ;

But thnu dost all my anguish see ;

O God, be merciful to me!

4 Nor alms, nor deeds that I have doae,

Cnn for a single sin atone ;

To Calvary alone I flee :

O God, be merciful to me !

6 And when redeemed from sin »nd hell,

U i i li all the ransomed throng I dwell,

My raptured song shall ever be,

Gu<l has been merciful to me!

1 Prayer is appointed to convey

Ihc blessings God designs to give:

Long as they live should Christians pray ;

They leoru to pray when first they live.

2 If pain afflict, or wrongs oppress ;

If cares distract, or fears dismay ;

If guilt deject, if sin distress;

la every case, still watch and pray.

DESIGN OF PHAYER. L. M.

3 'Tis prayer supports the soul that's weak :

Though thought be broken, language lame,

Prny, if thou canst or canst not speak ;

But pray with faith in Jesus' name.

4 Depend on him; thou canst not fail;

Make all thy wants and wishes known ;

Fenr not ; his merits must prevail :

Ask but in faith, it shall be dona



110 0, WHO'S LIKE JESUS. L M.
JUr ii mra 11 SOLO, QCAHITTX,

OB Sua-Csoiiis.* CHORUS.T

J

SOLO 01 QUARTETTE.

1 I 1 'i I I I t
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] 1 .Who came from heaven to ransom me! Jesus,who died upon the tree.Why did he come from heaven above!

m

CHORUS. REFRAIN'.—An.
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He came because his name was " Love." 0, who's like Jesus, who died on the tree. He died for you, he

* f

died for me, He died to set poor sinners free, O, who's like Jesus, who died upon the tree?
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2 And did he die— the Son of God !

Yes, on the cross he shed his blood.

Why did my Lord and Saviour bleed ?

That we from evil might be freed.—Cko.

8 When he had died, what happened then?

On the third day he rose again.

Where did he go when he had risen?

He went to God's right hand in heaven.—Cho.

* for Choir or School.

-T—' » I

4 Where is he now? Is ue still there?

Yes, and he pleads witti God in pmyer.

What docs he pray foi, and for whom ?

He prays that we to him miglit come.—Cltt.

5 Should we not come ? Should we not come?

Oh ! yes, Christ is the sinner i dome?

Christ is the weary shiner's home—

Oh, let us come ! oh, in us come !— CAo

* Foe Cblldrau.



Words by Rer. GEO. B. PECK.

Tendtrly.

COME, COME TO JESUS i
HUBERT P. MAIN.

111

 

1. Come, come to Je

2. Come, come to Je

3. Come, come to Je

4. Come, come to Je

5. Come, come to Je

6. Come, come to Je
 

BUS ! He waits to welcome thee, 0 wand'rer eagerly ; Come, come to Jesus !

BUS ! He waits to ransom thee, O slave e - ternally ; Come,come to Jesus !

sus! He waits to lighten thee, O burden'd, trustingly ; Come, come to Jesus !

BUS ! He waits to give to thee, O blind, a vision free; Come,come to Jesua !

BUS ! He waits to shelter thee, 0 weary, blessedly ; Come,come to Jesus !

BUS ! He waits to car - ry thee, O lamb, so lovingly; Come,come to Jesus !
^^

!> •-
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ROCKINGHAM. L. M. Dr. L. MA SOX.

111. Assembled In our school oncemoretO Lord,thy blessings we i

'

We meet to read, nod slng^and pray;

mplore; Be with us,then,thro1 this thy day.
 

2 Onr ferrent prayer to thee ascends

For parents, teachers, foes, and friends ;

And wheu we In thy house appear,

Help us to worahlp in thy fear.

1 How rain Is all beneath the skies !

How transient erery earthly bliss !

How slender all the fondest ties

That bind us to a world like this !

2 The evening cloud, the morning dew,

The withering grass, the fading flower,

Of earthly hopes are emblems true—

The glory of a passing hour.

SECOND

I

3 When we on earth shall meet no more,

May we abort to glory »o»r,

And pralie thee in more lofty strains

Where one eternal Sabbath reigns.

HYMN.

3 Bat though earth's fairest blossoms die,

And all beneath the skies Is vain,

There is a brighter world on high,

Beyond the reach of care and pain.

4 Then let the hope of joys to come

Dispel our cares, and chase onr fears

If God be ours, we're trav'ling homo.

Though passing through a rale >f te«n.



112
Wordi by R. P. CLARE.

MARCHING ALONG. WM. B BBADBCRY.

1 Thechildrcnaregath'ringfromnearandfromfur,Thetrumpeti38oundingthe call for the war. The

i h i»u

conflict is raging, 'twill be fearful and long, We'll gird on ourarmor, and be marching along.

S3E
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CHORtTS ff
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Marching along, we are marching along, Gird on the armor and be marching along, Tbe

I i J H^_b-->—*—•*-
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conflict is raging, 'twill be fearful and long, Then gird on the armor and be marching along.



MARCHING ALONG. Concluded. 113

S Tho foe is before ns In battle array,

Bat let us not wivcr nor tarn from tho way,

The Lord is our strength, be this ever our song,

With courape and faith we are marching along.

Cho.—Marching along, &c.

9 We've listed for life, and will camp on the field.

With Christ as our Captain we never will jield ;

The " swor**i of the Spirit," both trusty and strong

We'll Ni ' t in our Viands as we're mar*Uinc alocg.

C/io.—Marching along*. *ko.

4 Through conflicts and trials our crowns we mast win*

For here we contend 'gainst temptation and ain ;

But one thing assures us, we can not go wrong.

If trusting our Saviour, while marching along. Cbo.

I'M A PILGRIM GOING HOME. 8s & 7s.
From " Praise* of Jesus." by pcrmtaion.

-N-

CHOKUS. .

/ Chriatiani, I am on my journey! Ere I reach the narrow BOB, \

l would tell the wondroua eto - ry, What the Lord has done for me. / Glory, glo-ry, hal-le-

 

]n-j«h, Tho' a etranger here I roam, I am on my way to Zi- on, I'm a pilgrim going home.

T -r -r

2 I wu lost, but Jeiui found me,

Tiaght my heart to «eek his face ;

7rom a wild ami lonely desert,

Brouc'it me to His fold of prxre.

CAo.—Glory, glory, hallelujah, ft-- .

S How my gonl with rapturp glowing,

Simp aload Bis pard'ninc IOT« ;

yond a world of sorrow,

To (he pilgrims home abore.

Cho.—Glory, glory, hallelujah, fce.

4 I ih«tl yet behold my, Sarlonr,

When the day of life Is o'er ,

I shall cast my crown before Him,

I shall praise Him evermore, rio.



114
SOLO. Taio, ot Sun-Caoaci.

THE ANGEL'S SONG.
 

1 . There's a song the angels slog, And Iti notei with rapture rintr.Round the throne whose radiance filli the liear'oi abore.

2. 'Tis a song for children too ; To the SaYloar 'tis their due ; Let its grateful notes as - oend to him again;

 

Shepherds heard the dfltant itraln, Watching on Ja - de - a's plain, " Glo- ry b« to God. GIo - ry be to God,

Join with an • gell in their long, And the heavenly strain prolong, "Glo- rj bo to God, Glo - ry bo to God,

^*^ _a «•• •* ™« u*

Glo- 17 be to God, to men be peace and lore," Thro' the earth and thro' the iky, Let the anthem er er tj,

Glo- ry be to Ood, good will and peace to men," Thro' the earth, fee.

 

41 Glory be to God again, Peace on earth, good will to men.

3 Soon aroand that threne may we

With those happy angcU be,

Striking harps to *trufn« that nevermore thill

cease :

Mingling lore with loftiest praise,

Still the chorus there we'll raise,

11 Glory be to God, to men good will and

Chonu,—Through the Mirth. *o.

* For a Concert, m good effect will be produced by having a choir, oat of sight, slug the repetition u a



LOVE AT HOME. 7s & 5s. 115

Words and Umlo l>y J. B. MoNAUGHTON, by permlMlon.

_] . . I

i 1. There la beau-ty all around.When there's lore at home ; There la Joy In orcry sound,When there's lore at

I ------- --- _ - . m 1+ - . - — I |_J IL.
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m 3

home. Peace and plen-ty here abide. Smiling sweet on eve - ry aide, Time doth aofl - ly. sweetly glide,

^^sii^^gg^^^

 

When there's lore at home, Lore at home, lore at borne i Time doth softly, sweetly glide,When there's lore at home.
| I N I I «\ /TV
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In tlie cottage there is joy,

When there's love nt home ;

Bnte and envy ne'er annoy,

When there's love at home.

Bones blossom 'nenth our feet,

All the earth's a garden sweet,

Making life a Miss complete,

W In- u tnere's love at home.

3.

Kindly heaven smiles above,

When there's love at home ;

All the earth is filled with love,

When there's love at home.

Sweeter sings the brooklet by,

Brighter beams the aznre sky ;

Oh, there's One who smiles on high

When there's love at home.

4.

Jesus mcke me wholly Thine,

Then there's love at home ;

May Thy sacrifice be mine,

Then there's )ovo at home.

Safely frum all harm I'll rest.

With no sinful care distressed,

Thro' Thy tender mercy blessed,

With Thy love at home.



116 PILGRIM BAND.

, /Come, little soldien, join In our band. Harch for the kingdom, our promised land,\

\ Fearleas of danger, onward we roam, lOurr / Jesus on r leader is, soon we'll be home.

CHORUS by smaller Scholars,

gfa---*

Sltfc^

We're a lit- tie pilgrim band, Guided by a Saviour's hand, Soon we'll reach our fatherland, No more to roam.

I

2 !Iark to the vofoei, bidding u come '.

Angelt, rejoichi;-. welcome us home;

No more shall sadoest or sorrow oppreu,

Come, little pilgrim bind, there we shall rest.

Cuo£U8.—We're a little pilgrim, &o.

HEAVENLY BREEZES.

3 Soon ve shall never know sorrow more,

But, blesl for eper, God's love shall share ;

Soon we shall see him la his blest home,

Ever still praising him. ages to come.

CUOHUS.—We're a Hitle pilgrim, &e.

WM. B. BRADBURY.
 

, /Spiead, my soul, thy golden pinions,—%isk In heaven's celestial ray—\

'\ 'Tis a for-tasleof the glories, Sated for that / e •
'

ter-nal day ! When thy pil • grimige fs

,S S r%
 

irrD. o. HJLI. CHOEDS. ^ ' *• '^ \ •»«»•»

As the tide Is flowing, flowing, Onward to return no more—\

So may heavenly breeMs blowing, Wuft my «oul / to Canaan's shorn!



HEAVENLY BREEZES. Concluded. 117
t. a. IN TOLl CllollUS.

o - ver And the clouds of sin are past Then if faith • ful to thy mission Thou shalt reach that goal at tadt.

' -CJU,

Though the path be long and drear/

Ami my way by thorns beset ;

I will bravely onward journey,

Hopeful of the blessing yet !

Trusting in a loving Father ;

One whose mighty arm is strong ;

I will brave life's surging billows.

Till 1 see the shining throng \-Cho.

3 Come then, all who seek God** favor-

See the open gospel door,

From the highways and the hedge!

Gather In, ye needy poor !

Oather In, and taste the banqnet,

Spread by wondrous love divine ;

Then shall all things past and present.

All In earth and heaven be thine \-Cka.

ffordi by R*T. WM. HUNTER, D,

LONG-LOVED ZION.
 

• /There Babel's drooping willow stood, Kar from long-lored ZIonAWe're thronging home, Home to long-JoveJ Zion,

\ We bung oar harps, in silent mood, Far from long-loved Zion,/ we're thronging homet

DC. We're thronging home, we're thronging home, Home to long-loved Zlon,

2 Great things the Lord has done for m

Far from long-lored Zion.

Oar toilsome race Is nearly run,

Far from long-lored Zion.—Cho.

3 As streams their mighty torreoU pour,

Far from long-loved Zion ;

So turn cur hearts to thee once more,

Home to long-loved Zion.—CAo.

4 With laces turned for Zion's hill,

Home to loDg-lored Zioo ,

Our harps and hearts with rapture thrill,

Home to long-loved Zlon.—CA».

5 We soon shall reach our Father's land,

Home In long-loved Zion ,

Our feet within thy gates shall Gtaa4,

Home in long-loved Zion.—Cko.

6 Our grateful incense to the skies,

Home in long-loved Zion ;

Mingled with holy songs shall rlw

Home in long-loved ittou.



118 CHILDREN

—a

HEAVEN.

CHOKUS.

W. B. BBADUUBT.

 

/ A-ronnd the throne of Ood In heaven Ten thousand children stand : \

\ Children, whose sins are all forgiven, A ho - \\ , hap-py band. / Sl

:
aging glo • ry, glo • ry, Olo - ry, hsl • '• •

^

Olo - ry, bal • le • lu- ]»h.lu-Jah,BlnglngBlo-ry, gl< .. __,

2 What brought them to that worl

That heaven so bright and fair,

Where all is peace, and joy, and lo«!

How camo those children there!—$A

8 Because the Saviour shed his blood,

To wash away our sin ;

Bathed in tlint pure and precious now.

Behold them white and clean!—

4 On earth they sought the Saviour's grace,

OQ earth they loved his name ;

And now they see his blessed face,

Aud stand before the Lamb.—CJana.

5 In flowing robes of spotless white,

See every one array'd,

Dwelling in everlasting lizht,

And joys that never fade.—Chana.

THE PENITENT.

1 Prostrate, dear Jesus ! at thy feet

A guilty rebel lies ;

And upward to the mercy-seat

Presumes to lift his eyes.

Chorus.—Crying save me, save me,

Save me I blessed Saviour

Crying save me, save me 1

O thou Lamb of God.

8 If tears of sorrow would suffice

To par the debt I owe,

Tears should from both my weeping eye§

In ceaseless torrents flow.—Ghana.

8 But no such sacrifice I plead

To expiate my guilt ;

No tears—bat those which thou hast sheA—

No blood, but thou hast spilt.—Ckon*.

4 Think of thy sorrows, dearest Lord I

And all my sins forgive 1

Justice will well approve the word

That bids the siniur live.—Chona.



Hymns to the Tune "Children in Heaven." 119

PBAISE OF CHILDREN ACCEPTABLE.

1 CHILDREN of old hosannas snng

To praise the Saviour's name ;

We, too, would join our infant song,

To celebrate his fame.

Singing glory, glory, glory, hallelujah 1

2 Chief priests and scribes were sore displeased

That children thus should sing ;

But Jesus owned their early praise,

And we pur praises bring.

Singing glory, &c,

3 We bless the Lord for all his (rifts,

For life, and food, and friends ;

We bless him for the Word of life,

The choicest gift he sends.

Singing glory, &c.

HEAVENLY BLISS.

1 TBZKX is a glorious world of light

Above the starry gky ;

Where saints departed", clothed in white,

Adore the Lord most high.

Singing glory, glory, glory, hallelujah !

1 And hark ! amid the sacred songs

Those heavenly voices raise,

Ten thousand thousand infant tongues

Unite, and perfect praise.

Singing glory, &c.

I Those are the hymns that we shall know,

If Jesus we obey ;

That is the place where we shall go,

If (band in wisdom's ways.

Singing glory, Ac.

4 This is the joy we ought to seek,

And make our chief concern ;

For this we come, from week to week,

To read, and hear, and learn.

Singing glory, <Sc.

5 Great God 1 impress the serious thought

This day on every breast :

That both the teachers and the taught

May enter into rest.

Singing glory, &c.

HOSANNAS IN THE TEMPLE.

1 "WiiE^t Jesua to the temple came,

The voice of praise was heard,

The little children owned his claim,

And in his train appeared.

Singing glory, glory, glory, hallelnjaV

2 Hosannas made the temple ring,

For many tongues agreed ;

Hosanna to the heavenly King,

To David's promised seed.

Singing glory, Ac.

8 0 let those scenes be now renewed,

Where children lisp thy praise 1

Thou art as gracious and as good

As in the former days.

Singing glory, <4c.

4 Dwell bv thy Spirit iu our heart*,

And this will loose our tongues ;

The love that heavenly truth iinpnrts

Will animate our songs.

Singing glory, oca.



120

Tixoit -i vi Trim THE TREBLE.

MEET ME IN HEAVEN. C. M. DoaMe. WM. B. BBADBUBT.

fst Semi-rko. How bright the day, the Joyful day, When all the good ahull come. And clothed ID robes of white ar - ray , Vert

Semi-Cko. The Saviour's hand shall wipe their tears, And folded to his breast, His lambs shall feel no earthly fear, But

 

In their happy home!\

find e - ter-nal LOuiT.jJ rest Oh! meet me In heaven, meet me In heaven, Meet me In heaven, when well

,tt->—\—,_-.—_—I-1%—-._—-.
,—--- - r

nev - er part a - gain ; Meet me in heaven, meet me in heaven, Meet me In heaven, Where we'll never part again.

 

2 Ah! would yon be nmong the blest,

Who walk the golden street*,

Or lean upon the Saviour's breast,

Or worship at his feet 1

Then wander not from Jesua Christ,

Nor go the path of sin,

Until you find the gates of woo.

And there must enter in.

Oh ! meet me in heaven, &c.

3 Your teachers can not bear to think

Those little feet shall slide

Upon the dark and dreadful brink

Of ruin's sweeping tide.

Come to the Saviour, little ones.

And with his own dear flock.

He'll hide you when temptation comes.

Safe in tho defied rook.

Uhl i 'it-lit me in heaven, io



I OUGHT TO LOVE MY MOTHER. 7s <fc 6s.

1. I ought to lore my mother, She loved me long a - go. There li on earth no otb-er That er • er loved me BO, Whe«

 

a weak babe much trial I caused her, and much caro ;For me no self- do - nl-il Nor la - bor did she spare.

2 When fn ray cradle lying,

Or OD her loving breait,

She gently huah'd my crying,

And rock'd her babe to rest,

Wh«n any thing has ailed me,

To her I told my grief—

Her foml lore never fail'd me,

ID finding tome relief.

3 What alght Is that which, near me,

Makes home a happy place.

And has such power to cheer me ?

It IB my mother's face.

What sound is that which ever

Makes my young heart rejoice

With tones that tire me never ?

It is my mother's voice.

4 When she Is 111, to tend her

My dally care shall be ;

Such hope as I cau render

Will all be Joy tome.

Though I can ne'er repay her

For all her tender care,

I will honor and obey her,

While God our lives shall spare.

TO THEE, MY GOD. 7s fc 6s.

1 To the*, my God and Saviour,

M v heart, exalting sings.

Rejoicing in thy favor,

Almighty King of kings ;

I'll celebrate thy glory,

With all thy saints above,

And tell the joyful story

Of tbj redeeming love.

2 Soon as the morn with roaei

Bedecks the Ueffy east,

And when the sun reposes

Upon the ocean's breast,

Ify voice in supplication,

My Saviour, thou shalt bur ;

O, grant me thy salvation,

And to my soul draw near.

3 By thee through lift supported,

I pass the dangerous road.

With heavenly hosts escorted*

Up to thy bright abode ;

Then cast my crown before ihee.

And all my conflicts o'er,

Unceasingly adore thee ;

What could ao angel more f



122 THE SHIP IN A STORM. C. M. WM. a

*', / \ lit- tie ship WM on the sea, It was a pretty sljht, \ [strong;

\ It sailed a-loug so pleasantly Aud all wascahnandbrlgut:/When,Io! astorm began to rtse.The wind grew lond and

 

It blew the clouds across the sklea, It blew the wayea along; It blow the clouds across the skies. It blew the waves a-l
 

Ami all but One were sore afraid

Of sinking in the deep,

Ilia head was on a pillow laid,

And be waa fast asleep ;
u Master, we perish I Muter, save I"

They crlod : their Master beard ;

He rose, rebuked the wind and wave,

And aUlled thorn with a word.

8 A noble shin, onr country dear,

Has weathered many a pain—

Yet now a storm beats so severe

That many stout hearts quail ;

But One who rides above the storm

Can save us from all 111 ;

We only wait to hear his voice

Commanding " Peace, be still T

LATTER DAY. 8s & 7s.

4 O, Jesus! Master! hear, we crayt

Remove the chastening rod ;

Let not our foes exulting sar,

"There la no help in God?' [land.
From threatening storms preserve oar

Rebuke the winds and ware*;

And let us, one united band,

Keioice la Qod. who saves.

.

1 We nre living, we are dwell ing, In t grand and aw- ful time, In an

2 Will ye ploy, then, will ye dally, With your music and your wine? Up! it

age on «- ges telling.

is Je - hoviih's ral-lyl

I 1



m

LATTER DAY. Concluded. 123

I i [I i * T* ^ *—*T~

-*F=i- IE* ^-t=*=t=x=*-4*
r i

To be liv- ing is sublime. Hark! the waking up of nations, Gog and Mngog to the fray.

God's own arm hath need of thine. Uark ! the onset! will ye fold your Faith-clad armi in la-zy lock?

J Jfl *. „ T». ^ . *--*.+ ~ •— "

. f>^'>'lv.Ji=l ^--N-N-Jvj—i • i , u

Hark ! whnt soundcth ? is cre^ tion Groaning for its latter day.

Up, 0 up, thon drowsy soldier : Worldsare charging to the shock.

jfr-J* J^ N N _C*\-£.
-tJ 7T P—*—J<-r^*-» »-»-«

5?
M^p- ^" ——». 1^ ( ——L.

8s & 7s.

Worlds an charging—hearen beholillDf I

Thou liait bat nu hoar to fight ;

Now the blaioaed crow unfolding,

On—right onward, for the right.

On : let all the toul within jroo

For the truth'* sake go abroad !

Strike ! let every nerre and sinew

Tell on ages—tell for God !

BALERMA.

4-U-'

 

Oh, hsppj Is the man who bean Instruction's warning rolo«; And who celestial wisdom makes His early, on - ly cholc*.
 

For slio hath treasures greater far,

Tbftn cftst and weat nntbltl,

And hor ic'.vinls more preoloas are

Than i\Jl !!••(! ,-'.;)•••= of gold.

8 Bhe sruMcs the young with Innocence

In plouare's paths to tread

A crown of glory she beatowl

Uonn the hoary head.



124 THE BLEEDING LAMB.
CHORUS. Arranged by H. P. MAIJf  

, ( Jo -sns Christ has bled and died.GIory to the bleeding Lamb! > [HU

( He Tor our sius was era- ci - fied, Hal - le - la - jail to the Lamb! $ The Lamb,the Lamb,the bleeding Lauibt

J - ' _.-«--». -

—^s--t^S^T^ h r
T

i

finished work I'll ev • er sing, And to it I will always cling, Hal - le • lu • jali to the Lamb.

-i i .i ~r ' r r i ^ ' > ** t~ i v < r " ' r—i—

2 Once He dwelt in beaven above,

Glory to the bleediug Lamb 1

And to tbis earth He came with love

Hallelujah to the Lamb ! CAo.

3 And when on ns the burden laid,

Glory to the bleeding Lamb !

He then the ransom freely paid.

Hallelujah to the Lamb 1 Cho.

4 Ami now from sin we may be free,

Glory to the bleeding Lamb I

He offers peace to you and me.

Hallelujah to the Lamb ! Cho.

\ I love to steal a while away

From every cumbering care,

And spend the hours of setting day

Iu humble, grateful pruyer.

5 He knows that we are justified,

Glory to tLe bleeding Lamb!

If we will trust in Him who died,

Hallelujah to the Lamb I Cho.

5 His blood for us was freely spilt,

Glory to the bleeding Lamb 1

And it will cleanse away our gnilt,

Hallelujah to the Lamb 1 Clio.

' Let justice from Monnt Sinai flame,

Glory to the bleeding Lamb !

Tune.—LA MIRA. Page 338.

2 I love in solitude, to shed

The penitential tear ;

Anil all his promises to plead,

When uoue but God is near.

Jesns has cancelled all its claim,

Hallelujah to the Lamb 1 Cho.

8 We boldly to the throne of grace,

Glory to the bleeding Lamb '.

May come and claim tins children's

place,

Hallelujah to the Lamb 1 Cho.

9We now will sin<j the Saviour's praise,

Glory to the bleeding Lauib 1

Him will we serve thro'out our days

Hallelujah to the Lamb ! Cho

3 I love to think on mercies past,

And future guod implore:

My cares and sorrows all to cut

On him whom I adore.



THE FLAG OF OUR UNION. National Song. 125

SOI.O—TISOR o» SOPRAKO. MAHTOso. Wonli by GEO. P. MORRIS, Ex). Music by WM. B. DRAnBl'RY.

1. A song for ourban-ner! the watchword recall Which gave the Re-pub - lie her sta - tion:

2. What God in his in - fi - nite wisdom designed, And armed with his weapon of thun - der,

U-ni-ted we stand, di - vi - ded we fall! It., made and preserves us a na-tton!

Not all the earth's despots and factions combined, Have the power to conquer or Bun -der!

STH. ~3 — , FOR IACH VRISI. 

^

m
The un - ion of lakes—the un - ion of lands, The

|_B N S i V_h L

3E

.
un - ion of States nono can se - ver— The un - ion of hearts—the un-ion of hands, And the

 

flag of our Un - ion for ev - er. » For ev - er, for ev - er, for ev - er 1 The

m

• •

^&
J -E !

-f ->,.!-
dfc=* fcd=£ ^K ' % 4-rEE*±=S=SI=:*3:

'-T-*=S—g-:—j^.
EE3J:

un - ion of hearts— the un - ion of hands, And the nag of our Un - ion for ev - er.

j; !•-*-<•—*—*—srt»—»-•-<*=*

^—t'-\ r *n -» g—u.



126 HOSANNAH. (AOTHE5T.)

Two Divisions of the School rrmv ling Alternately. WM. B. BRADBURY,

=S^3F

losannah.Hosannah.Hosannah, to the Son of David! Blessed is he that cometh in the name of th«

•v - y m LE

l'.i>. .K by U Division.

in. 3n.

J I i i i I I

•-f—"' i 'i -i—'—'—M—I—'—•—'I i '-—t—H—i—i——i—i—i——t

Lord, Lord, Hoiannah in the highest, in the high- est, Ilosannah in the highest, in the highest

(And when he wa< come nnto \

Jerusalem, all the / city was moved, saying, " Who is this?" And the multitude laid,

S2±: S=fegEEg4-' L

D. C. Ctonu. Rrpeat pf

„
"This is Je - ens, This is Je - sus, the pro-phetof Nn - za- reth and Ga - li-lee."

-—•—«•-

5'-* IT
1 *>—*-



KEClTATfVI.

COME YE BLESSED. Antbem,

M '-7. 25TH CHAP. '.< ; nr TO 40TH 7IUZ1.

CHORUS.

127

WM. B. BRADBURY.

Then shall the Kine\

say unto them on his/ right hand, Come, ye blessed of my Fa - ther, in - her - it, the kingd>

fi. ja. M.

r—1-"3 IE-*—*:

om pro •

dtrjfc

I—I »—*- -I-,-) 1-

par - ed for yon From the founda - tion of the world. For I was an hungered, and ye gave me meat;
 

^.-i m . ••—

p * -••

I wu thirsty, and ye gave me drink ; I was a stranger, and ye took me in; Naked, and ye clothed me,
 

P^==t.-|i-IW-J».r--g-grg^niczN:je3»

a=gJJb=«ggrfr*=»=Fl=y^

I wutick, and ye vis - it - ed me ; I was in prison, and ye came unto me j "In • asmnch as ye bare done it unto



128 COME YE BLESSED. Concluded.

I f^ Q -W • Q <V »r — -

one of the least of these my brethren, ye hare done it tin - to me, ye hare done it tin - to

• '

-t3 LI I I

> 1 ' • p p i p 1

THERE'S NOT A TINT. C. M.

K »,

WM. B. BRADDURT. 

There'snot a tint that pauiU the rose, Or decks the li - ly fair, Orstreaksthehumblestflow'rthatblows, Bat
 

5^=

IS

g-

" t»

rS=^

God has placed it there, But God hasplaccdit there.

~^f »• > P i* U

2 There's not of grass a single blade,

Or leaf of loveliest fjrcen,

Where heavenly skill is not displayed,

And heavenly wisdom seen.

3 There's not a star whose twinkling light

Shines on the distant earth,

Anil cheers the silent gloom of night,

But heaven gave it birth.

4.

There's not a place on earth's vast round,

In ocean's aecp, or air,

Where skill and wisdom are not fonnd,

For Ood is every where.

Aromd, beneath, below, above,

Wherever spaee txtenda.

There God displays his boundless lore,

And power with mercy bleadi.



NEW GOLDEN SHOWER.

129

LOI THE FIELDS ARE WHITE TO HARVEST.

VTordi by JOSEPHINE POLLARD.

-Ik

MISSIONARY. WM. B. BRADBDHT. 

r -~~ ~ ,- —

I / Lp ! the fields are white to har - Test ; Who will thrust the sickle in 1 \

{ Who will reap the gold • *n glo - ry, [Omit / Sa tan . • v - r r strives to win !

HE-

*&=*

••• T
« c

^

Prone to evil men will follow Paths their father's long have known ; Ii

- J |> f> h . h, _ fT.ft J* fc i m r

Prone to evil men will follov Paths their father's long have known ; la their blindness, still thejr worship Gods of iron, wood,

[and stone.

a

2 There are many, many children,

Growing up to sin and ehauie ;

And their little lips are never

Taught to speak a Saviour's name :

Though til- sun is shining o'er them,

Bathing all in glorious light,

Yet their hearts are full of shadows,

Darker than the darke«t night

3 Lo, the master looks imploring ;

1 .», the myriad heathen stand,

Waiting for the gospel message

To arouse the slumb'riug land !

Who will bear the blessed tidings T

Spread the knowledge far and wide 1

Telling heathen, wretched heathen,

"•Vsj for them a Saviour died!



130 THE BEST DAY OF ALL THE WEEK.

Words \if KATE CAMERON.

fc I I I lig^-4-1 I I I
K .— • —- •—-H—j—.—HI.—i—i i—__

 

ni-cko./O what beauties adorn the bright Sabbath morn, The best day of all the week. VHumbly let as enter ID, N

ni-c4o.\And how gladly we start with a light happy heart, Ai the house of the Lord »re»eek.^Praying to be free from tin./

ffir^lSEEffif * : g-S-i^|j|gggT;

 

Fare without, nod pure wlthia.On this Sabbath Jay. Let u» ke«p,well keep this blessed Sabbath day.This holy Sabbath day.

==

h f-
-N-J- V-l-

Til the belt day of all the we«t.

 

Thli ho - ly Sabbath d'ay, Let us keep, well keep thll holy Sabbath day,

,- . j J * •>• .r r r r r
air r r r^TL L L-L L

- Be It ever our care

In that place of prayer.

Our spirits above to raise.

Let us try to drive out

Each vain worldly thought,

From God's holy courts of praise ;

Let no folly there intrude,

Naught to mar our tranquil mood,

Naught but what is true and good,

On this Sabbath day. Cho

3 And our joy is full

When the dear Sabbath School

Throwi open its friendly door;

For we're ture there to find

Our teachers so kind

With riches of ucred lore.

Ai mi - voices all we raise

In sweet songs of lore and praise

Mar we tread in wisdom's ways,

On this Sabbath day. Cho.

And when we go back

To our week-day track

Our lessons, and work, and pbr .

Let us hold ever dear

The counsel* we hear.

On the holy Sabbath day.

And remember that God's eye

E/er watches from on bi^rh,

And each day he is an nigh,

As toe Sabbath day. 'Cta>.



GOD IS LOVE. WM. B. BIUDBURY. 131 

. / What sound ia this? a song thro' heav'n resounding, God li love! \
\ And DOW from earth I he;ir the soog rebound - I ng, God it !<»,•« ! /

l-t-r^-g

Vec, while a - dor - log host! proclaim Lore

-[—r
m

§i | ! |— k ' J i i ! s_ i 1 J

«! i_i ~^ffl

Is Ms na - ture, love his came, My soul In rap - ture cries the same, God

—=<—4—3-"—HI

i» Love !

Jf. JLjL-JLJL*.JL- . |j«.J«L _ ^

2 This song repeat, repeat, ye saints in glory,

God is love !

And sainU on earth shout back the pleasing story,

God IB lore!

Tn this let heaven and earth agree,

To sound his lore both full and free,

And let the theme forever he,

God is love !

3 Creation speaks with thousand tonguei proclaiming,

God is love !

And providence unites her voice, exclaiming,

God is love !

But let the burden'd sinner hear

The Gospel sounding loud and clear,

To every soul both far aud near,

Qoditlove!

4 This heavenly love all round is sweetly flowing,

God is love I

And iu my heart the sacred fire is glowing,

God is love !

That God is love I know full well ;

And had I power his love to tell,

With loudest notes my song should swell,

God is love!

5 The love of God is now my greatest pleasure,

God is love!

And while I live I'll ask in greater treason,

God is love !

This theuie shall be my song below ,

And when to glory I shall go,

This strain eternally shall now,

OodUluTBl



133 ON A SUNDAY MORNING.
 

/ , ' •' • r v < ' I i'.: r. t. , can yon trnlj tell, Do you know the story well, Every girl and every boy, Why the angels ting for joy.

Sckolari.fe>, we know the story well. Listen now, anil hear us tell. Every girl and every boy, Why the angels slag for joy.

-*»-|—r

CHORUS.—Lntly.

•*» I
-1—r

 

On a Sunday morning, On a Sunday mornkig,

—I l—1 ! rai—» . i L:—'—:—t ff—r*—^ ' i

On a Sunday morning, The an -gels sing for joy.

.*. M. JLJL fL m. A^l. R P. ft

I ! ! I—rl»— at ar-if-Ha' p ' »-r^—

• • » »—lu l u—kU g ta »j aB—=£~S u. i, P* ' ''-f8—^ru—Srg
tr

SfMari.
3 Angels rolled the rock away,

Death gave up his mighty prey,

Jesus triumphed o'er the tomb,

Rising with immortal bloom,

On a Sunday morning.

All

4 Lift ye saints, lift np your eyes,

Now to glory see him rise ;

Hosts of angels an the road,

Hail and sing th' incarnate God,

On a Sunday morning.

5 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal,

Jesus burst the gates of hell ;

Death in vain forbids his rise,

Jesus opened Paradise

On a Sunday morning.

6 " Peace "onr every heart shall fill,

" Peace on earth, to men good will ;"

We will join the angel's long,

And the pleasant notes prolong

On a Sunday morning.

On a Christmas morning. 'Id hymn.

1 Children can you truly tell.

Do you know the story well,

Every girl and every boy,

Why the angels sing for joy,

On the Christmas morning T

2 Yes, we know the story well,

Listen, now, and hear us tell

Every girl and every boy.

Why the angels sing for joy

On the Christmas morning.



ON A SUNDAY MORNING. Conclnded. 133

S Shepherds Bat upon the gronnd,

Fleecy flocks were scattered round,

When the brightness filled the sky,

And a song was heard on hi^h,

On the Christmas morning.

4 " Joy and peace" the angels sang,

Far the pleasant echoes rang,

" Peace on earth, to men gooo. will, '

Hark! the angels sing it still,

On the Christmas morning.

S " Peace" our every heart (hall fill,

" Peace on earth, to men good will,"

Hear us sing the angel's song,

And the pleasant notes prolong

On the Christmas morning.

THE SCHOOL GATHERING. WM. B. BRADBURY.
 

1 We come 1 we come ! with loud acclaim To sing the praise ofJesus' name ; And make the vaulted temples ringWith

).C. And lowly bend, to offer there, From youthful lips our humble prayer—To him who slept on Mary's knee, A

:±r

loud Ho • mnnas to our King. With Joy- ful heart and smiling face, We gather round

geu - tie child, a* young a* we.

e throne of grace

 

2 We come ! we come ! the song to swell,

Of him who loved the world so well ;

That stooping from his Father's throne,

He died to claim of as his own.

With joy we haste th« aiile* to fill.

Yet youthful bands are gathering still.

Oh, thus may we, in heaven above,

Unite in praises and in love ;

And still the angels fill their home

With joyful cry, " They come 1 they coma I*



134 THE LAND OF PLEASURE. 

j /There is a land of pleasure, Where streams ofjoy forev-er roll, \

V'TisUiere I have my treasure, And[OmW ] there I hope to land my soul. /Long

o / I'm on my way to Canaan, Still guided by my Saviour's hand. \

\ Oh, come a - long, poor sinner, And [Omit j see Immanuel's happy land I / To

' *=£^=f^fctegg^

-9t I | fs 1*11 | J -Ji I——r

darkness dwelt a - round me, With scarcel;
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darkness dwelt a - round me;

all that stay be - hind me,

'ith scarcely once a cheering ray, But since my Saviour found me A"

I bid a -long, a hut fare-well! Butcome,dearfriends,gowithme, And

!> fl m . m I I jg_ 

light has shone a -longmy way, But since my Saviour found me, A light has shone a- long my way.

with the ransomed ev - er dwell, But come, dear friends, go with me,And with the ransomed ev - er dwell.
 

I

I Death's waves shall not affright me,

Although they're deeper than the grave,

If Jesus will staud by me,

I'll calmly ride on Jorilan'f wave.

His word hath culmed the ocean,

His lamp hath cheered the gloomy vale ,

Oh, may this friend i>« with me.

When thro' tiie gates of death I sail !

4 Soon, soon th'archaniel's trumpet

Shall shake the globe from pole to pole,

jknd all the wheels of nature

Shall ID a moment cease to roll :

Then shall I see my Saviour,

With sinning ranks of angels come,

To execute his vongeancs

And take hU ransOMd people nome.



GO BEAR THE JOYFUL TIDINGS 135
Words 1.7 [V.] Missioxirr. T. F. SK« ARD.

•a-fral ftJ—H I

fflT.i i gr^

1. Gobear thejoyful tidings, The first on Judali'a plain, Awokethe waildering Shepherds, To praise Messiah's uacte,

Exalt the King of glo - ry, Who left his throne ou high, And came on earth a ransom, Forguilty-man to die.

 

Go sound the gospel trumpet, Beyond the rolling sea, From chains ofsin and darkness, To set the captive free.

,«j£j g=r^=ff=g=
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2 Go in your master's vine-yard,

And labor heart and hand,

The word of life Eternal.

Proclaim to every land,

The sweet and precious premise,

To all who will believe.

Free grace and full salvation,

For all who will receive.

CBO.—Go Bound the, &&

) Go tell the broken spirit,

That vainly sighs for rest,

There is a home in glory,

A home forever blest,

Go bring the lost to Jesus,

II is tender love to share,

Go forth to every nation,

Immortal souls ore there.

CHO.—Go sound the, fee.

4 Haste on your work of mercy,

The heavenly call obey,

Go in the strength of Jesus,

The true andliving way,

Go like the old disciples,

And tread the path they trod,

Tour duty lies before you,

Go- -leave the rest to God.

CHO.—Go sound the, **



136 THE MERCY-SEAT. L. M. with Cnorus.

 
! ,.l J.' "I I

m
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1. From ev'ry stormy wind that blows, From ev'ry swelling tide ofwoes, There is a calm a sure retreat, 'Tis found

33E

CHORU____^ V ' I'mua. f~ - . i | I , i I .

II i i HiKlP* • i l h»j—•^~:i:^+& * *m-

 

I til.beneath Uic Mercy-seat. The Mercy-eeat, the Mercy-«cat, the blessed Mercy-seat, The blessed Mercy seat 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads ;

A place than all beside more sweet,

It is the blood-bonght Mercy seat.

Cno.—The Mercy-scat, ite.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with friend,

Tho1 sundered far, by faith they meet

Around one common Mercy-seat.

Clio.—The Mercy-scat, &c.

4 There—there on eagle wings we soar,

And sin and sense molest DO more.

And heaven conies down our souls to greet,

And glory crowns the Mercy-seat,

CHO.—The Mercy-seat, fee.

The Wanderer invited.—Tune. OBEBUM.

1 Wanderer from God, retnrn, return,

And seek an injured Father's face ;

Those warm desires, that in thee bum,

Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

S Wanderer from God retnrn, retnrn ;

Thy Father hears that deep-felt sigh ;

He sees thy softened spirit mourn ,

And mercy's voice invites thee nigh.

3 Wanderer from God, return, return :

Renounce thy fear* : thy Saviour lives;

Go to his bleeding cross, and learn

How freely, fully he forgive*.



fords bv Mrs GODFREY THINK OF JESUS. T. F. SEWAKD. 137
 

. /Doth sorrow's shadow ho- ver o'er thee, Think, think of Je-luf,
g\ It toil, »nd cure, and pain befor« thee,

, Thick, think of

\

.' Je • lus, Think of him on earth descending

m- -«-• +t-_^~ -^- •*«• •*•*•__ -*^ ^ ^_m

 
•fc * W I —K "^— ~i ' T— ' ' .

j I | H JS-[_j^=^IB-

•Xt-ath thy aim and sorrows bending, With thy frich hll bosom rending, Think, think of Je - sus.

ttt--

It1

2 It morning's light to joy airakeo,

Think, think of Jesus,

Should evening find thee lone, forsaken,

Think, think of Jesus,

Should Time's hands of friends bereave thee,

And thy brightest hopes deoeire thea,

Think of one who will not leave thee,

Think, think of Jesus.

r
3 When stormy passions rise within thee.

Think, think of Jesus,

When earthly pleasure lures to win thee,

Think, think of Jesus,

Though the cup of anguish draining,

Cease thy wearied soul's complaining

See the Lamb in glory reigning.

Think, think of Jesus.

La M.

 

1. O Jesus, full of truth and grace, 0 all-atoning Lamb of God! 1

zrir&rtti&$&f3&Lu£-!±Ji}

wait to see thy glorious face, I seek redemption In thy blood.

2 Thou art the anchor of my hope ;

Thy faithful promise I receive ;

Surely thy deeih shall raise me up,

For ll.ua hast died that I might live.

3 Satau, with all his arts, no muro.

Me from the gospel dupe cao mortf :

I shall receive the gracious T iwer.

And Hod the pearl of perfect Ion.

If-



138 OUR OWN LOVED SABBATH SCHOOL

_h«»—& L

1. The days for play are post, The Sabbath come at hut, We're met a happy band in our own loved Sabliath school,

2.When thought recalls the pastAnd sins are on us cast, Weknow they quickly feel whatour aching heart* wouldsay,

B=fe^

CHORUS.
gHi . , >> » h »> i is -x-!*-M*-i—fy^z m ! , ! i—i _u ° ^-4-
pE^H^E^^=5^=^T^^^E§EsE^lgEEJSES^SE.
f—g-^W «» m-m-U * '«* ^ " g * —S» to ,, » | •'-^tt—.-3—f=>£S=9=9-<

71th cheerful smiles we're seen. To greet with joyful mien, Our teachers at our own dear Sabbath school. Teachers true and

Although we may not speak, We'll ever, ever seek, The guidance of such friends so true as they. [faithful

 

we are sure to find, Keady here to greet us with looks and wordsso kind, How can we re-pay them

-N-K

 

for their work of love, Sorelj ve'll obey them. Our grati-tude to prove.

•»•»>••

3 Teachers w< call our own

Kay \ <!. :-'i one by one.

The loved onei and the dear onei, they iooa

muit pua away,

Bat If we Jesus love,

We'll meet them soon above,

Aid Join with them in longs of endlea d*jr,

Cka.—Teaouon true, So.



WOODWORTH. L.M. 139

WK. B. BRADBURY.
 

I. The God of love will suTe Indulge The flowing tear, the heaving sigh, When his own children fall around, When tender

[friends and kindred die.

I Tel not one anxious mnrm'rlng thought Should with our mournilig passions blend, Nor should oar bleeding hearts forge!

[Tb'almighty ever living friend.

 

3 Beneath a numerous train of ill!,

Our feeble fleth and heart may fall

Yet shall our hope in thee/our God,

O'er every gloomy fear prevail.

4 Oar Father God ! to the* we look.

Our Rock,our Portion and our Friend

And on thy covenant love and truth.

Our linking souU shall still depend.

2d Hymn—Jutt a thou art.

1 Jost as tbou art, without one tract

Of love, or joy, or inward grace,

Or mi-eins.it for the heavenly place,

O guilty sinner come, 0 come.

2 Come leave thy burden at the cross.

Count all thy gains but empty droes,

His grace repays all earthly loss.

Then needy sinner ! came, O come.

3 Come hither, bring thy boding fears.

Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears ;

*TU mercy's voice salutes thine ears,

Then trembling sinner come, 0 come.

4 " The spirit and the bride say, come,

Rejoicing saints re-echo, come.

Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may

come.

Thy Saviour calls thee—Come, O come.

| DEATH OF A CHILD

1. Saviour, now re- ceive him To thy bosom mild; Knr with thee we leave him, Blessed, blessed child !

2. Tho' his eye hath brightened On our weary way, ,\i..l his clear laugh lightened Half our heart's dismay.

, •«=- •*--*--«-- ,, J ,

-r

 

Now let thought behold him

In his angel rest,

Where those amis enfold him

To a Saviour's breast

4 Yield we, what was given,

At tby holy call :

The beantiful to heaven,

Thou who giveat ill.

5 Still, 'mid heavy mourning,

Look thee now to God !

There, thy spirit turning,

Kneel beside the sod.



140

Words by Mrs FANNY CROSBY.

THE WINE CDP.

Melody by S. C. FOSTER, by permission of v.- -I . A POXD ft Co.

 

I j Oh! be warned ofyonr danger, nor slight the day of grace, The wine cup leads to sin and woe;?

I Tis the Sa - viour that calls yon, O fly to his embrace, What joy his mer-cy can bestow. $

D. c. For the world and its pleasures are fleeting aa a dream, O, come, and he for • ev - er blest

N^
'u t \» u

Z^%*-Hu*-»—ta-hfr—Sr—
ja < 1 U~

1—'—g ^ l-i.-
u—J

CHORDS.

m 3^C

See the fount of sal • va - tion be • fore yon, Drink, oh, drink, and find a peace • ful rest,

- - St f^** **:l? * -***1 - -, - ^"S

Shall your homes still be lonely, and pity strive in rain,

To wake one feeling in your heart T

Our loved ana gone befbrc.

I

Will you doom those who'love you, to sorrow, grief and Qh ! how sweet when we mingle with kindred spirits hem,

And tell of Jesus and his lore ;

When by faith we can see him, and feel his presence near,

pain?

Oh ! come, and choose the better part. Cho.

3

Break the chain that would bind you, that sparkles to de

ceive,

Be warned while yet yon may return ;

If the spirit no? striving too often yon should grieve,

The lamp of lift may cease to bum. Cho.

It lifts our longing souls above

'"'.'/•'. We shall meet on the banks of the river,

Happy, happy, there forever more.

Weshall uwell with the angels and join their chcnl

BOUg,

Our loved ones, loved ones gone K-fore.



OUR LOVED ONES GONE BEFORE. Concluded, 141

Though the cross may be heavy, the crown we soon

•hall wear,

In heaven, where pleasure never dies. Cho.

1 Hark I the words of oar Master, be faithful, watch and

pray,

Press on when1 jovs eternal flow ;

Let us journey together along the shining way,

And sing rejoicing as we go. Oho.

3 We are pilgrimi to Zion , though t rials we most bear,

Will count them blessings in disguise ;

4 When we walk thro' the valley and shadow of the tomb,

Dear Saviour thon wilt be our guide ;

Thy smile like a ranbeam shall light beyond the gloom

And keep the ransomed at thy aide. Cho. • V '

THERE'S A CROWN FOR YOU AND ME._
WM. B. BRADBURY.

X

 

(There's a crown for you and me,When w« meet beyond the rlver;\ ' /Here alai ! the parting word

There from pain and sorrow free,We shall iOmtt. . . ./dwell In bliss forev - er ; \TUure its tones art never

heard. 

lit. id.

IS*=s=t^

/Weary pllgrlmi of a day, Strangers on the earth we roam,,m,\

- Mr.

home.

Will bring ni nearerUroken :\Every hour that glides

3 Thfre's a h

Whc

There from pain anu BWITUW LI-CC, - "m"' —T ~; ~~Ii7~J i°-—

We ahaU strike its chords forever; ^ ° mansions in the skies.

Where tie angel hosts above 3 There's a home for yon and me,

Wake their joyful chorus, When we meet beyond the river,

Welcomed by Uic irieiuu we love, There from pain and sorrow free,

Dear ones goue before us; Weahall IwcllwithChristforever,

Hope in endless pleasure ;

Pilgrims on Uie earth no more.

We shall pass the troubled deep,

Where the billows cease to roar,

And storms are lulled to sleep. (V)
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I OUGHT TO LOVE MY SAVIOUR.

-^h^lJahJ fc 1*1 N ^-t-H- a. I I * !"l -N-J—J-.JM

f^x&±*^^^^?*^-rSjtf9±*=f&=i

#

1. I onght to lore my Saviour ! No earthly friend can be One half to kind and faithful, AB he ha» been to me

2. Ho left hit home la g4o • ry, To iare my ioal from de:ith, And DOW lo all life's dangers, He still sustains my brtttk.
 

Bo - fore roy lips could utter His sweet and precious name, Until the present moment, His love has been the samt.

I lay me down and slumber All thro' the hours of night; And wake again in soft - ty To hail the morning "
 

u > *

I ought to lore 107 Saviour, My pnclou, prectou Saviour, I oaght hHovi m

I ought, &c.

i w I

,y Saviour, He loves me well I know

3 It is bnt very little

For him that I can do :

Then let me seek to serve him,

My earthly journey through ;

And without sigh or murmur,

To do his holy will:

And in my daily duties,

His wise commands fulfil.

4 And when I reach the mansion

He has prepared for me,

'Twill be my grateful pleasure

My Saviour s face to see.

And 'mid the angel's music,

Which then will greet my ear,

How eagerly I'll listen

My Saviour's Tokrn to hear.



THE CHILDREN'S JUBILEE.

(ANNIVERSABY HYMN.)

143

WM. B. BRADBURY.

f|

1. Ho - ian - D», ho - tan - oa, ho - tun - n:i ' Ho - fan - n»be the children's sotig,To Christ the children's King, Ills

if . . i ,. fHtqg&^g-nT-r r g-for . P r if ? r1 .•^w'jgj

 

praistto whom our souli belong, Let all the children ling. /Hosanna th*n tmrKngi shall be, Bonn - n* to our King, \

' the children'! Ju-hilee, Let all tOmrt „... )
 

^-j^^-^iy^^-ur^.1^ h . is h,^-^

'
IhechilJren t'mg. This li the children's jubilee, Jubilee, Jubilee, Thl» II the children's jubilee. Let all the children iir

r»
 

2 Hosanna, hosanna, hosanna !

Hosauna here in joyful bands,

Teachers, and taught, proclaim,

And hiiil •••• ii li voices, hearts, and hands,

Oar loving Saviour s name. CHO. Hosanna, &c.

3 II osanna, hosanna, hosanna !

Hosanna on the wings of light,

O'er earth and ocean How,

Till morn to eve, and noun to night,

And heaveii to earth reply. CHO. Hosanna, A- o.

4 Hosann.t, hosanna, hosunua '.

Hosanna, sound from church and hall,

Let every voice ;i-i-e:n).

And this our watohv.onl, one and all,

Hosanna, i> raise tue Lord. CHU. llosanna, &o.



144 THE CROSS.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Lo! -he fimiilny School army Is ont on re-view. And each school is a reg-inicnt, Taliant and true,

^- : - i"* --i-

Th

•fc-^F—f—U1— rwt » • i| 1 J^-H p - I, =L-i».» a > n-t..«—«_

or we meet in df-vis-ioni, in church or in hall, Yet the banner of Je -SUB float* o -ver ns all, Yet the

L «. 3t: 3t * *. «. M. T; ^ ^ <-. .^. «. 4SU ^. .«. *. .» ,,.

 

1 • 1 -^.s ^ f

banner of J«-iusuoaUo-verui all /For the Crow is thobannerthat(talhersourband,\

VAndbeneath it we march to the [Omit /heavenly land.

FULI, CHORUS, f

For the Cross is the banner that gathers our band, And beneath it we march to the heaven -iy land.



THE CROSS
I In the May-days of old there were oft to be seen,

Whsre the wreath covered May-pole arose on the green,

Merry children assembled in many a throng,

To encircle their May-tree with dance and with song,

To encircle their May-tree with dance and with song,

But the Cross is our May-tree, and round it we sing,

To the praise of our glorified Saviour and King,

r'or the Cross is our banner, that gathers our band,

And beneath it we march to the heavenly land.

Concluded. 145

3 Lo ! our Sunday School army is gathered to-day,

In the house of our Father to praise him and pray,

While a chorus of rapture united we sing,

Hallelujah to Jesus our Saviour and King,

Hallelujah to Jesus our Saviour and King,

But the Cross is the word to whose music sublime,

The steps of the Sunday-school army keep time.

But the Cross U the word, to whose music sublime,

The steps of the Sunday-school army keep time.

NAOMI. C. M, Dr. L. MASON, by permission.

1. Fither, whate'er of earthly blln Thy sovereign will denies. Accepted at thy throne of grace, Let this petition rite :

'.. '• i . e me a calm, a thankful heart, From every murmur free. The blessings ofThy grace Impart, And make me live to Thee.

3. Let the sweet hope that thou art mine My life and death attend ; Thy presence thro* my journey thine, And crown my jour-

-*-u i i ' p r ir'r -£+-*

Word, by Rev. WM. HUNTEB. THE SHEPHERD OF SOULS.

 

-t—r

WM. B. BRADBURY. 

[ / The Shepherd ofsouls, In hla lite-book enrollsThe names of nil the lambs of his flock \

\ ThejnvenllebandBareengravedniihUhaDds, As if they wereCOmi* ...] /engraved on the rock.

r^r-f

2 He looks In his lore

From his vatch-tower above.

T:.t flocks he bought with blood to survey

And points with his rod

To the pasture* of God

Isd gnurus them there from going astray.

'-'-r

3 Tlie little ones share

In hff tenderest care ;

The limbs are his peculiar delight .

At noon they are laid

In the cool of lha elude.

And nestle in his bosom at night.

4 Great Shepherd, be near.

To deliver from tear,

And shelter from the heat and the cold*

That, safe from alarms,

We may reat In thinn arms.

And never mom depart fiom ihy fold*



146 A LAND WITHOUT A STORM.
DIALOGUE AND CHORUS. WM. B. BRADBCBY.

,ns.

lioys. . /Traveler whither art thou go - ing, needless of the clouds that form I \

Girl*. \Nought to me the winds rough blowing,Mine's a land without a storm. /And I'm go - ing, yes, I'm

,« m

1

ft

go - ing To Uie laud that has no storms, And I'm going, yes, I'm go • ing To that laud that lias no storm!

^

/». 2 Traveler, art thou here a stranger,

Not to fear the tempests power T

lt. I have not a thought of danger,

Tho' the sky more darkly lower. Cho.

Soyi. 3 Traveler, now a moment linger,

Soon the darkness will be o'er.

(lirh. No ! I see a beckoning ftnger,

Guiding to a far offshore. Cho.

Boyt. 4 Traveler, yonder narrow portal

Opens to receive thy form.

<lirh. Tesl but I shall be immortal

In that land without a storm. Chn.

ONE DAY NEARER HOME. from J. M. EVANS.

CHORDS.

fS

1 A crown of (lory bright, By faith'i clear eyei I tee, In yonder realms of light Prepared for me, I'm nearer toy horn*

fe^^^^fgf^^^^fep^gt^^!^



ONE DAY NEARER HOME. Concluded.

ng—E—1»—-—i—i ...—k .h I-f». r"'? .. g! .—__-» I-V£-—- . ft—N—« f*

147.

nearer mj home, nearer my home to day ; Yea ! nearer my home In heaven to day, Than ever I've been be -fore,

4 Be thon my shield and sun,

My Saviour and my guard

And when my work is done,

My great reward.

2 O may I faitliful pro»e,

Ana keep the crown in view,

And through the storms of life

My way pursue.

3 Jesns, b« thou my guide,

And all my steps attend,

0 keep me near thy side,

Bet

sen me near thy side

i thou my friend.

MY FATHER'S HOUSE. C. M. Double.
 

D.C.

[mansions"

__ __ , , , , rverdles , My Father's house,my heavenly home, Where '

B.C. Prepared, by bands divine, for all Who seek the better land.

i /There Is a place of sacred rest, Far, far beyond the «tiesA

\Where beauty smiles cternally,And pleasure (OuiT. . . ./n

 

2 When tossed upon the waves of life,

With fear on every aide,—

When fiercely howls the gathering storm,

And foams the angry tide,—

Beyond the storm, beyond the gloom,

Breaks forth the light of morn,

Bright beaming irom my Father's home,

To cheer the soul forlon.

3 Yes, even at that fearful hour,

When death shall seize its prey,

And from die place that knows us ncnr,

Shall hurry us away,—

The vision of that heavenly home

Shall cheer the parting aoul,

And o'er it mounting to the skies,

A tide of rapture rolL

4 In that pure home of tearless joy

Earth's parted fricuds shall meet,

With smiles of love that never £atie,

And blessedness complete :

There, there adieus are sounds unknown;

Death frowns not on that scene.

But life, and glorious beauty, shine,

Untroubled aud sereue.



148

Word bj SATE CAMERON.

!—*—*-,

THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER.

1 Oh! $ when will be ended OUT warfare with sin? The )

> loo that as -sails us without J and with-in : Tho' fierce be the struggle, Btill let us cn-

J*. -f . *. f. K •-. e- f. .*N -»•' -r f f- -f- f- , . . f • f ••- •"- -f •

 CHORUS. |/

E£

dure,Forwhenit is o • TCT, the conquest is sure. Then gird on your ar • mor.Girdon yourar • moi,

t "£ ,t ft ,f fr - • -Is • •*- J-
3»^J"=Fa—*-^g^Tl-_ !_ . !_

 

Follow your Leader and the battle yon shall win, Foryour Captain's gonebefnte yon,And he'll leadyon on to victory,
 

j i^ ^^^ if r ,- -s

Fol • low your Leader, Fol • low your Leader, Fol - low your Leader, And the battle yon shall win.



THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER. Concluded. 149

2 Our leader Is Jeans, our CnptMn and King ;

Who will all bis army to rictory bring,

Though now be Is absent we know not how near

May ii- the glad moment when he shall appear.

Then gird, ic.

1 We look for his coming, and think night and day,

Of his parting order, to watch and to pray,

The sword of the spirit we'll grasp in oar hand,

And like valiant soldiers, make desperate stand.

Then gird, &C.

4 The enemy watches ou r souls to ensnare ;

No weapon will dannt him but Faith, Truth, and Prayer ;

With these we may conquer each foe that we meet.

And lay down the trophies at our leader's feet.

Then gird, &c.

ANOTHER YEAR. (Anniversary Hymn.)

Or the Golden Rale.

 

I ( Anath • er year, anotheryear, By God'sgrace lias been given, )

I That we may tread with hearts sincere.Thepath that leads J to heaven, Our dearest guide, the golden

s _^ s , s \ w \ J

-1—*—^—*—F* . •! aj JI lai ^i '_. —i—. .—•;—m-+*l

 

«••) -* — _ _ __ — _ _— _ M »

' rule, Has been the preciona Sabbath School,The Sabbath School, the Sabbath School, The blessed.lileased Sabbath

(School. 

ioother year, another year,
we*ve balled with happy greeting.

Oa-jr teacheri and our schoolmates dear,

In this loved place of meeting.

CBO. Our dearest guide, £o.

We know not but another year

These precious ties may sever ;

And friends who to our hearts are near,

May then be gone forever.

CHO. Our dearest fuide, 4c.

Oh ! let us wisely spend each year.

Which Is, at best, so fleeting.

So that at last we all may hear

With joy the nngel's greeting.

CBO. Our dearest guide, &o.



150 HEAVENLY SONG.
" Fol TBIT THAT BIT SUCH TUPIQl DICLA&l PLAIM.T THAT THIT 8IBK A OOONTRT." Heb. II. M.

<•"• s i i i iii i . i i . i i t i i j

*

••

TEACHER*. There's a country,de»r children of endless delfght,Uuclouded by sorrow,ne'er shaded In nipht, WlR-re the spirits IB

SOUOLAES. And may all the children unite with tkat throng? Shall they to the choir ce • lestiul belong? Oh ! say, may our

4-4—: . i i
 

g=^ y[«T^^g-H"-M-^-^ 1 •-mtt=X=±tt--

~-^-rj^^=^^^~rf^-^-^J^=^:^±

glo - TJ n - n ite in the ps:ilm, Ascribing all honor to God and ttie Lamb. Will you go T will you go, To join them ia

voice's with seraphim chime, And join the redeemed In that mush: sublime T May we go, may we go, And join the
 

praise un - to Ood and the LambT Will you go? will you go, To join them In praise unto God and the Lamb?

deemed in that mu - slo sub-limef May we go, Hay we go, And join the redeemed In that muiio sab-limit 

3. TEAOHKRg.

Yes, come with your young hearts to Jesus, and pray

That early he'll help you to find the good way !

Oh ! he'll meet you, dear ones, with his own smile of love

And appoint you a place in the mansions above.

You may come,

He'll give you a pUce in the mansions above.

4. u i

O Heaven ! with joy from this world of distress,

Where sin is a burden, and trials oppress—

From the wilderness drear, where uncertain we roam

We look to that land where the soul has a home,

We will go,

Will £o to that land where the soul has a home.



BEAUTIFUL RIVER. 151

SBIWID ill A ruu RITII OF Vfmm or I.IR, CHAR A9 CRTSTAL, PROCEEDING OUT or THE THROKI or GOB AND or

Ckrer/ul.
THE LAMB."—Rev. xzii. 1.

By permission of the author, Rev. B. LOWRY.
 

1 Shall we gath - er" at the riv -. cr Where bright an • gel feet have trod ; With its crystal tide for-

2 On the mar -gin of the riv -' er, Wash - ing np its sil • ver spray , We will walk and worship

*

CHORUS.

ev - er Flowing by the throne of

ev - er, All the hap - py, gold • en

God?

day.

!.- —i 9 *—^ V~

\ es, we'll gath - er nt the

Yes, we'll gath - er, &e.

i*t-«=

• er, The

 

beauti - fill, the beauti - ful riv - er—Gather with the saints at the riv - er That flows by the throne of God.

3 On the bosom of the river,

Where the Saviour-king we own,

We shall meet, and sorrow never

'Neath the glory of the throne.—<"/«>.

4 Ere we reach the shining river,

Lay we every burden down ;

Grace our spiriu will deliver,

And provide a robe and crown.—O'Ao.

m
5 At the Boiiling of the river,

Bippling with the Saviour's face,

SainU, whom death will never sever,

lift their songs of saving grace.—Cho.

6 Soon we'll reach the shining river,

Soon our pilgrimage will cease ;

Soon our happy heans will quiver

With the melody of ptac*.



152 A SAVIOUR EVER NEAR.

Gtntly—Snftly.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Ilnsh'd be mvmurraurings, let cares depart, Jc • BUS is near me to cheer my heart ; He's near to help me

 

 

I* whilst life'shours remain, Hespcakstochccrmein toil and in pain, He speaks to cheer me in toil and in pain.

„ 'CHORUS. p. I Forte. , K , J> |
3h-- ^ • | Jt _|-*-rral-~{*_• "l !*L"* * ' —'--P*r-—I-1_•—, -T —J--1 . •_; %

0. 11 - tie angels near me glide, ,

Hopes of glo-ry'roundmeTjide. ) And there lingers by my side, A Saviour, a Saviour, a Saviour ev -
 

near, A Saviour, a Saviour, a Saviour ever near.

 
2 Why should I Iftngniah-why should I fear?

In sorrow and anguish He's ever near ;

Sleeping or waking—in pleasure or pain,

Roaming or resting. He'll near me remain.

CAo.—Gentle angels, &c.

3 Scenes that will vanish, smile on me now,

Joys of a moment play round uiy brow.

But soon in heaven He'll meet me again,

There'll end my SUIT**, and there'll end mjr pain

Cko.—Gentle auxela tto



BEAUTIFUL LAND ON HIGH. 153

QUARTETTE.
W U. BUTCHER, by permission.

1. There's a bean -ti-ful land on

2. There's abeau- ti-ful land on

high, To its glories

high, I shall en - ter

I fainwouldfly, Whenbysorrowgpress'ddoTvnl

it by and byjThere with friends hand in hand, I shall

-h-J—I m m .

Efct
I I I

T

CHORUS. Cheerfully.

lone for mycrown In thnt liean - H - fill land on high,

walk on the strand, In thai beau - U - ful land on

3g5

high,

high.

•[!->._-x i—i >. i ! J I ]"• J—n

In that beau -tl-fnl land I'll be, From

BEE

earth and its cares set free; Myje-sus is there, He's gone to prepare A place in that land for me.

1—?~i—1—I 'i i—r

3 There's a beautiful land on high,

Then why should I fear to die,

When death ig the way, to the realms of day,

In that beautiful hud on high.—C'fio.

4 There's a beautiful land on high,

And my kindred its bliss enjoy;

And uiethiuks I now see tbem waiting for me,

la that beautiful land on high.—Cho.

'••-' ' r^^grr r T u r r r

5 There's a beautiful land on high.

Where I never shall weep or sign ;

For my Father hath said no tear shall be shed

lu that beautiful land on high.—Cho.

6 There's a beautiful land on high,
Where we never shall say " good-bye if!

Where the righteous will sing, and their chorus will ring

In that beautiful land on hiuh.—Vho.



AL3TYNE.

 

TEMPERANCE RALLYING SONG.

GEO. F. ROOT, by permlsulon.

1. Friends of Temperance, quick to amu/We mnstrtruggle for the right; And our coble cause with vigor we'll de- 

feed, See the foe is pain • ing ground,We mnat meethim in the fight, And be faith -ful and cour-

D. 0. ty - rant shall be slave, To our ar - my bold and brave ! We shall gain a gloriom

?--*—r^'
i f |5^ & \* f

FIB». CHORUS.

agcous to the end.

victory by and by.

 D.C.S

w=«t=?^g±s:
Fy—« * . ij-*:

Marching onward, ever on • ward, Sounding still the battle cry ; Soon tLo

Marching onward, ever onward, onward, Sounding still the battle cry ; Soon tlia

2 Like the fatal wind that v

O*er tht) the dtierts burning plain ;

Ii the deep and deadly poison of his breath ,

While the aged and the young ;

He is binding with a chain,

That will lead them on by thoniands down to death. Cho.

3 Throw our banner to the breeie,

Let the wrong! that claim redrew,

Be our biijiml aud oar watchword as we go ;

Like the veterans of the past,

We will never, never rest.

Till our weapona deal destruction to the foo. Ck9,

4 Friends of Temperance, quick to arms,

We must struggle for the right;

And our noble cause with vigor ve*ll defeud ;

See the foe if gaining ground,

We must meet him In the fight,—

Aod be faithful and. courageous to Ine end. Cho.



THE NARROW WAY.

Wnr.ls by Vn. VAN ALSTTVE.

155

WM. B. BRADBURY

1. Will yon walk with ns the nar - row way That looks beyond the tomb? That 0 - pens wide the

N * » JS

CHORUS.

gate of day,VTiereflow'r8im!nortalbloom7Wherethepoorin spirit Teat From their sorrow toil anil care

mg*r=r-

i . fcL

-9—*- z-lttJ^S

And the pure in heart their God shall see, And praise him ev - gr there, praise him ev-er there.
 

2 Will yon come with us and join the throng,

Tnat march to Caiman 's shore 7

Will yon come with ns and learn the song,

Where friends have gone before 1

Cho. Where the poor, &c.

3 Will yon come with ns o'er Jordan's stream

Where God Till safely guide?

His rod and staff onr comfort still

Will bear us o'er the tide.

Cho. Hallelujah God Is love,

Hallelujah God is love,

When a few more storms liave passed away,

We'll meet in the rcahrs above.



156 WE'RE NEARER HOME.

WorJi by KATE CAMERON. WM. B. BRADBTJR\.

1 We knmv not what's before, us, What trials are to come : E:ich day that pa?ses o'er us, Still brings us nearer home.

f»^f» !*-.•*•<••-*• •*••*•• - r»r»r»i*r»--.*....*-_*--

esttS
t-

C 9~y—

We're nearer, nearer home, Our blessed, happy home, Where grief and liu can never come, We're nearer, nearer home.
 

REFRAIX. Repfftt pp• .. »jv/it*i. . . ^ lhc/>r'.l fjfr

Nearer home, Nearer home, Nearer to our hap - py home, Nearer home, Nearer hnme, Our blessed, happy home.

*- *- = g: A -*- -. A .. .. .-> .N * -*•

1 Though dark our path, and lonely,

And clouds our sky o'ercatt,

O let us each remember,

The storm will soon be past,

We're nearer, nearer home. &c.

3 Whatc'cr of gloom or anguish

Life to our hearts may bring,

In doubt we will not languish,

But cheerfully we'll sing,

We're nearer, nearer houie. &o.



OUR MISSION FIELD AT HOME. 157

Words b/ (C.) T. F. SEWARD. 

Ilow many in our favored land, This ho - ly day pro - fane;

D c. May each and all re - member still, Our mission field at home.

eglect the Saviour's gracious call, And

 

j I i ^ ' '

take his name in Tain; Then whilewepray for heathen climes,Faro'er the crystal foam, O let us

* 9 £—t=rr ' n4—1£=£—v—'*-£-£^==£=r£—r^-f1-
£

*r

II
CHORUS. n. c.

^tEj£
:S^te:r-5=tsr

1—

bear in mind, Our mission field at

•H—'

home. Our mission field at home, Our mission field at home.

-_•*-•*••-*••••• ^ . L

2 " Go feed my Lombs," onr Saviour said,

And bring them to my fold,

For us the same command is given,

As then to him of old ;

While others toil for dying souls,

Far o'er the ocean's foam,

Be ours to wave its noble cause,

Oar mission field at home.

LI,,, Our mission, fee.

3 How many a poor neglected child

With pleading eyes we meet,

A gentle word might hither guide

Its little wandering feet.

A precious lamb, that God may blew,

Beneath this hallowed dome,

Then let us ever bear : . , mind,

Our mission field at homo.

Cho. Our iuL--ii.u. i-i-



WM. B. BRADDORT.J58 "LOOKING HOME."

gfeSE^JEgta* i U
- f '^ * ». '» 1— ' -• -»—LJ ^ Jj,. '> 1 t<r I * "

1. Ah tliis heart isvoid and chill, 'Mid earth's noisy thronghigsj Formy Father'smansionsstill Earnestly is longing

3. Soon the glorions day will dawn, Heav'nly pleasures bringing ; Mightwill be exchanged formorn, Sighs give place
 

Looking home, Looking home, Towards the hear'nly mansion Jeans hath prepared for me, In his Father's kingdom.

T -r
3 Oh ! to be at home again,

All for which we're signing,

From all earthly want and pain

To be swiftly flying.—Clio.

4 With this load of sin and care,

Then no longer bending.

But with watting angels {here

On our soul attending.—Cho.

HUDSON. C. M.

5 Blessed home, oh! blessed.home,

All for which we're sighing,

Soon our Lord will bid us come

To our Father's kingdom.

Wil. B. BRADBURY.
 

— I ' I m . I -- i —j- i j ~g •!—"m~r | I s ^ 1 t I r~p

^ — «• " ^ — MW , I — — »_y

1. Jesus Uhonart the sinner's friend. A .^ .uchllook to thee;NowlinthefulIne88ofth7loTe,OLord!remeiuberme,

--
^-^----

2 Remember thy pure word of grace— 3 Lord ! I am guilty—I am vile,
Tl *- ff-\ t> . i!. f. t! '_ t -.If i- 1 r.i • 1 1 1 in-r Calrary ;

Bcuieuiber all thy dying groans,

And, then, remember me.

But thy salvation's free;

Then, hi thine all-abounding grace,

Dear Lord ! remember me.

4 And when I close my eyes in death,

AVhen creature helps all flee,

Then, O my dear Redeemer-God '

I pray, remember me.



PRAYERFUL YOUTH.-^« Hm»o*.

1 0 God of truth to thec I cry,

Be thua my guide, my friend ;

S*ntl thy good Spirit from on high,

My footstep* to attend.

2 In mercy listen to my prayer,

And in my early days

May I thy precious blessing share,

Thy smile on all my way*.

3 For happy is that prayerful youth

Whose guide thon, Saviour, art,

Whose mind is steadfast in thy truth,

Who yields to thce his heart.

THE WELCOME HOME. WM. B. BRADBURY.

/How iweetwill be

 

sweet will be the welcome home, When this short life is o'er, When

pain and tor - row, care and grief. Shall [Omit ] dwell with n* no more.

we that bright and heav'nly land With spir - it eyes shall see, And

join the ho • ly an - grl band, In [Omit Jpraise. dear Lord, of thee.

6} p-

-

r r

F0LL CHORUS.

Thewelcomehome, the welcomehome, The Christian's welcome home,

Welcome home. The Christian'* welcome home.

-T- -f- m f- m -f -f •»• f - . V-

2 Lord, grant my frail and wayward bark

Hay anchor sure and fast,

Beside the shining gates of pearl,

Where I may rest at last!

When once within, my soul shall know

No hunger, thirst or pain,

No sickness, sorrow, care or death

Shall vint me again '-—C/to,

In tkt but ttanza tkt ckonu may ti repeated ff,

3 Oh may I live while here below,

In view of that blest day,

When God'* bright angels shall come down

To liear my soul away !

When I shall walk the golden street*,

In garment* white ana pure ;

And sing an endless song to him,

Who mid* my *onl secure !—CJto.



169 THE ANGELS SING. S. M; With chorus. •X-

I Come ye who lore the Lord,And let your joys be known. Join in the song with sweet accord,And thua surrouud the throne,

CHORUS. 

The angeli ting In their happy home,The aogeb sing la their happy home,The acgeli sing in their happy home.And we will

S Let those refuse to sing

Who never knew our Qod,

But children of the Heavenly King,

May speak their joys abroad.—C/io.

J The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the Heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.—C/io.

4 Then let our songs abound,

And every tear be dry,

We're marching through Immanuel's ground

To fairer worlds on high.—C/to.

HEAR GRACIOUS GOD.

P

*

ISfi£~
-&. v&- te-K=&-

z£=
^£*m •S jg-
fto-n"~- - • -*1—t-

1 Hear, gracious God ! my humble moan,

To thee 1 1 breathe my | sighs; ||

When will the mournful night be gone,

11; Acil ivuea my | joys a- J riae!:)

. T

2 My God ! oh, could I make the claim—

My Father, | and my | Friend—

And call thee mine, by every name,

D: Oo which thy I Mlnto de- | peni—<|



HEAR GRACIOUS GOD. Concluded. 1G1

9 By every name of power and love,

I would thy | grace en- | treat ;

Nor should my humble hopes remove,

|: Nor leave thy | mercy | seat. :|

t fet. though my soul in darkness mourns,

Thy word is | all my | stay j

Here I would rest till light returns—

(: Thy presence | makes my | day. :|

5 Speak, Lord, aiut bid celestial peace

Believe my | aching | heart ;

O smile, and bid my sorrows cease,

|j: And all the | gloom de- | part. :J

6 Then shall my drooping spirit rise,

And bless the | healing | rays.

And change these deep, complaining sigh*

II: To longs of | sacred | praise. :|(

THE HEAVENLY CHORUS.

FOR SUBDAT SCBOOI CoxciBn.

..fc I—K> ! ,J S

W« lift our voices. In a strain of gladness. And the songs upon our tongues, Banish all our sadness,

ll streams that murmur,Iiound each humble dwelling,Whilethey flow so still and slow.Keep the tide- wares swelling.

If we with patience Bun the race be - fore us, Soon our King will bid us sing In the heavenly chorus.

Children and parents, Cordial - ly in - vit - ed, Praise the Lord with one accord, Voices all u • nit - ed.

That we to - gether. With our small oblations, All u - nite, to send the light, To the darkened nations.

Let ua with meekness Seek his face and fa • vor, And at last, when life is past, Meet the blessed Saviour.



Wordi by LUCUS HART Esq.

GOOD TIDINGS.
MISSIONARY WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 Shont the tidings of sal - Ta • tion, To the a • p-il and the young; Till the precious in - vi - u - tion

2 Shout the tidings of eal - va • tion, O'er the prairies of the West ; Till each galh'ring congre - ga • tion

/ CHORUS.

^E

Wa - ken er - cry heart and tongue.

With the gos -pel sound is blest.

Send the sound the earth around, From the ris • ing to the

Send the sound, &c.
 

-9— •]- r > >-^i—i—f—i* v "I—r—i—i ' i - •- -------f=

set • tbig of the sun, Till each gath'ring crowd, Shall proclaim aloud, The glo • rlous work is done.

c

3 Shout the tidings of salvation.

Mingling with the ocean's roar ;

Till the ships of every nation,

Bear the news from shore to shore.

Cko.—Bend the round, fee.

4 Shout tne udlnga of salvation,

O'er the islands of the sea:

Till, in humble adoration,

All to Christ shall bow the kuea.

Oho.—Send tin mad. AM.



WE COME WITH SONG TO GREET YOU. wM.3.BBADBrar.ic3

1 Another week hai paiieil away, Time swiftly ipee.li along ;we come again to pralie and prnv, Anil sing our greeting lon

_
ooree, .... wt come we come with song to greet you,We come — we conie, — we come with song agaio

we come,we come,we come,we come, We come, we come,we come.we come,

11 sing of mercies dally given.

 

2 We come, the Saviour's name to praise,

To s :-jf the woudrous lore,

Of him who guards us all our days,

.Ind guides to heaven above.

Through every passing year,

We'll sing the promises of heaven,

With voices loud and clear.

STEADFAST. L. M.

4 0, let us lire that we may share,

Unfading joyi above,

How sweet through endless happy years

To sing redeeming lore.

 

1 Now I rteolve, with all my heart, With all my powers, to serve the Lord ; Nor from his precepts e'er depart Whose service fa a

* [rich reward.

-gjfjJO
£¥§£=

2 Oh ! be his service all my Joy ! I 3 Be this the purpose ef my soul,

Around let my example shine, . Jiy solemn, my determined choice.

Till otners love the blest employ, To yield to his supreme control,

Aod J>tD In labors so dirlae. | And In his kind commands, rejoice.

4 Oh, may I never feint nor tire*,

Nor wandering leave hisaacred ways;

Cireat God ! accept my soul's desire.

And (Ire me strength to lire thy praisM



164 CANAAN'S HAPPY LAND.

1. We are bound for Canaan's bap • py land, We are bound for Canaan's hap - py land, We are

Cho. Singing glo - ry, bal • le • m - jab, Singing glo - ry, hal - le • lu • jab, Singing

8. Say, comrades, will you go with ui, Say, comrades, will yon go with us, Say
fe fe h N f> s—^ ^ ft . N N ' * *^* •&

3S^Ep^£

 

bound for Canaan's happy laud, Oh, will youmeet us there ?

glo-ry. hal-le- [Omit

comrades, willyou go with us, To Canaan's happy land?

--L

.] lu- jab, We're bound for Canaan's land.

fv—>

To our Sunday School we'll all repair,

To our Sunday School we'll all repair,

And we'll singwitb one accord while there

Of Canaan's happy land I

Cho. Singing glory, &c.

4.

Our Saviour he will lead us on,

Our Saviour be will lead us on,

Our Saviour he will lead us on,

To Canaan's happy land 1

C'tut. Singing glory, die.

Let us meet dear parents in that land,

Let us meet dear teachers in that land,

Let us meet dear schoolmates in that land.

On Canaan's happy shore 1

Cho. Singing glory, &c.

\VE LOVE TO SING TOGETHER.
Boyt and Girlt.

-fc-j—f
I 1

WJf. B. BlUDBURY.

I 2. , I

IF

i /Wetove to ring togeth-er, We lore to sing togeth-er, Our hearts and voices one; \

\Topraiseourheavenly Father, To praise our, dec. And [Omit ) hit e ter-nalSon.



WE LOVE TO SING TOGETHER. Concluded, 163

I. Repeat FULL CIIORU3. | 2
 

We lore, love, we love, we love, we love to sing to - gether j We love to ning to - gether.

»=*—g-;ffi
K ^ ~ 7M~

3= =tn

2 We love to pray together

To Jesus on his throne,

Aid ask that he will ever

Accept us as his own.

We love, we love, &c.

r
4 We love to be together

Upon the Sabbath-day,

And strive to help each other

Along the heavenly way.

Wo love, we love, &c.

3 We love to read together.

The word of saving truth,

Whose light is shining ever

To guide our early youth.

We love, we love, Sio.

REST. L. M. _

1. Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep , From which none everwakesto weep ; A calm andundisturbed repose, Unbroken 1 .y

[the last of foes.

WM. B. BRADBDRY.

I .-L

 

2 Asleep (n Jesus ! 0 how tweet

To be for such a slumber meet ;

Wilh holy confidence to sing,

That death hath lost iu venomed sting.

3 Asleep in Jesus ; peaceful rest ;

Whose waking is supremely blest ;

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour,

Which manifests tiio Savioui's power,

4 Asleep in Jesus ! oh, for me

May such a blissful refuge be '

Securely shall my ashes lie,

And wait the nuiamoni from on Ugh.

27i« Resurrection.

1 Awhile they rest within the tomb

In sweet repose, till morning come !

Then rise with joy to meet their God,

And ever dwell in his abode.

2 Celestial dawn! triumphant hour !

How glorious that awakening power,

Which bids the sleeping dust arise.

And join the anthems of the skies !

3 This weary life will soon be past,

The ling'rmg morn will come at but.

And gloomy misis will roll away

Before that bright, unlading day.



168 IF I WERE A SUNBEAM.
Wt,rJ. oy LUCY I.ARCOM. WM. B. BRADIiURr.

. /If I were a sunbeam, I know what I'd do; \

'\ lwouldteekwhiteli-lies,Roamingwoodlaudslhro'./ I would steal amongthcm, Softest light I'd died;

*1 T

—^—-"—*S~i 1—r—' ^ '—-fn—*-=J—n—I J* ^—*i—i 1—r-1 f1—I M l~'-l—r

Un-til every li • ly Baued its drooping bead, Un-til every li - ly Raised its drooping bead.

2.

If I were a sunbeam. 1 know where I'd go ;

Into lowliest hovels, Dark with want and woe,

Till sad hearts look'd upward, I would shine and shine,

Then they'd think of heav'n, Their sweet home and mine.

Art thon not a sunbeam, Child, whose life u> glad,

With an inner radiance Sunshine never had 7

Oh, as God hath blessed thee, Scatter rays divine !

For there u no sunbeam But must die or Rhine.

A BRIGHT SABBATH MORN.
Arranged from ROSSINI.

ESD.

1 . Forth we go ou a bright Sabbath morn, While the dew U on the lawn, List to thejoyful notes that flow, On we go, wego.



lit SIHI-CBOXU9.

A BRIGHT SABBATH MORN. Concluded. 167

2d SlUI-CHOICS.

 

Coine. follow, follow me. We'llgladly follow thee, From sinful thought set free, We'll follow, fol-low thee

2 We will leave all worldly care.

And this hour we'll spend in prav'r,

Hark, how the heav'uty anthems flow,

On they go, they go.

Come follow, &c*

Words by Miss JANE HAMILTON.

3 Blessed art thou, Sabbath joys,

Free from toll and care and noise ;

Well we love in thy courts to stay,

Happy day, happy day.

Come follow, &c.

A FAITHFUL FRIEND.
I aJ .L I 2" I

4 Let our sonps of praise ascend.

And with angel music blend.

Until God in love shall say—

Come aurny, away !

Come follow, \>-

WM. B. BRADBURY.

(-•
. /Tit a blesied thonpht to know. When onr follio« grieve ul. \

1 \ And the si us of all the put, Rlie and will not [ Omit . . . ] leare ni./That before the Father's throne Pleading In our favor.

CHORUS.
• •-?• i x f ri-J J* J i i-^-Hfr i i-ti^Fj-

I; making all our cause his own, Stands our precious Saviour /Jesus Is a

i ,«•
^^iflJ=l=a^
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faithful Mend, He'll forsake us never.

Jesus isafalthful M?n'i, Loveaud serve hiiu[O^iif.]ev -ar.

 

 

2 Jeans owns oar worthiest names

At the court of heaven,

Stands and pleads that for hfs sake

We may be forgiven,

Pleads by that lone night of woe,

Spent in sad GtthsemaiM.

And the precious blood be shed,

Oil the Cross of Calvary.—Cko.

3 Though we long have turned aside

From his gentle warning,

Treated all his lore with pride.

And iiis words with scorning ;

Still his lore abides the same,

Faithful, true and tender

Still he stands at God's right hand

Ever our Defender - Cko



168 THE HAPPY SONG.
Words by Mrs. LY

jfep^a m^-fZ

)! A BAITER WM. B. BRA DBCRT.
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1 We arc now in youth's bright moniing, Cherri - ly we're passing on ; Joys around us sweetly dawning.

2 If the charms of earth are fleet - iiig, And should quickly pass away ; Still the Ho - ly Spir - it's greeting,

,, , i- r •*• -r ,f —<•- £. f.-f-x: t r r r r- r r ^ ,• r *-,
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REFRAIN.
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Tell us joys may yet be won. \

Shall not with those charms decay. 1

rre are yo

Ve areyo

ang, i

ung,

ind wo are hap - py, We are hap • py,

&c.
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hap • py in our long, We are young, and we are hap - py, hap • py, hap - py in our Bong.

—.- —
^

_.

For ilie last itanta, this refrain mar be repeated pp.

3 Wisdom's cheering voice invites u»,

To the feast of Jesus' love,

And a foretaste here delights us,

On our way to realms above. Oho.

I When we cross the shining Portal

Ou tbe bauks of yonder shore.

And are clothed in rubes immortal

Wo'll be happy ever more. Clio.



PRAISE THE LORD. 8s & 7s. Double. 169

/Praise the Lord, when blushingmorning Wakes the blossoms fresh with dew ;\ [when

VPraise him, when revived cru-:t - tinn Beams wuk beauty [Omit / fair and new. Praise the Lord,

 

=}*=!

 

ly breezes Come »o fragrantfrom the flowers : Prai»c,Uiou willow by the brookside,Praise,ye birds among the bowen.
 

3 Praise the Lord, and may his blessing

Guide ns in the way of truth ;

Keep onr feet from paths of error,

Make us holy in our youth.

Praise the Lord, ye hosts of heaven,

Angels, sing your sweetest lays,

Ail things utter forth his glory ; t

Sound aloud Jehovah's praise,

MANOAH. L. Iff.
PRAYER.

1 Come, Holy Spirit ! calm my mind, And fit me to approach my God ; Remove each vain, each worldly thought, And lead me

__ _ __ _ — _ *° ^y blest abode.

siT" " " " '

2 Host thou imparted to my soul

A living spark of holy tire ?

Oh ! kindle now the sacred flame ;

Make me to bam with nure desire.

3 A brighter faith and hope impart,

And let me now my Saviour see ;

Oh ! soothe and cheer my burdened heart

-And bid my sp#it rest* in Ihee.



170 THE GOLDEN CITY.

K I I ""• -v I «•

*

| CHORUS.-./.>l/*Il».

~*—r,—,

. / We seek the golden ci - ty, The ci - ty of our King, \ [friends, to-

\Audaa we journey thith - er, We joy- [Omit / ful - ly will sing. Come, friends, come,

~9—1~

 

gether let us sing, / Of the Golden Ci - ly, The beauti - ful Golden Ci - ty, \ "

V Of the Golden Ci - ty, The Ci- [Omit / ty of onr Kin;.

" N ' " ^-H: S 91 I=T»4=^ ^ ' '

2 IU walls are built of jasper,

Its street* are payed with gold ;

And countless are the glories,

Which we shall then behold Cho.

3 The pearly gates stand open,

For there they have no night ;

Nor son, nor moon, nor candle,

The Lamb—He u their light. Cho.

4 And there is no more sorrow,

Nor yi'.m. uor death, Dor sin

For nought that worketh evil.

Shall ever enter in. Cho.

5 And there Life's crystal rirer,

Eternally shall flow ;

While leaves to heal the nations

Beside its waters grow. C/io.

6 But through the Golden City,

Our loudest praise shall ring,

When we behold our Saviour,

Our Prophet, Priest and King. Cho.



HAPPY GREETING. A™,*. 17 1

1. Conic let ua be joy-ful and mingle our strain, With those who are gathered to meet ui a • gain;

-l-r-1- ,J " hi I

rf=»=F tfEESEEiE

With pastor, and teachers, and pa-rents we join, To bless our Cre - a - tor and Saviour di - Tine.

•—«

i • i i i i r

^^tf^Tf*,

Happy greeting to all ! Happy greeting to all ! Happy greeting, Happy greeting, Happy greeting to all !

si
Happy greeting, &c.

2 A 'year has departed, how rapid its flight,

We welcome another, as joyous and bright ;

How kindly our Father has kept us from ill,
He gives ua his spirit to watch o'er us still. '.'/-•••<.

3 Our Sunday school banner is waving to-day,

Onr number s hicreasiug, with rapture can say ;

• Xoath. ar wok.

We'll stand by that banner and fight for the Lord,

We'll hope in his mercy, and trust in his word. Cho..

3 Our Father in heaven, we render to thee,

Our voice of thanksgiving, our glad jubilee ;

Protect us and keep us, dear Saviour we prey,

That from thy blest precepts we never may stray. Ota.



172 THE SOUND OF SALVATION. (Missionary.;

Worts Mid Music by THO3. HASTINGS. Moi. D™<.

1 1 * I. Go forth jo glad heralds with tid - ings of joy, A Sa • viour is given for our

i—i—r
_j-s ,

race ; O bid all the heathen their i • dols dc - (troy, And trust in his ful • ness of gnn

I

1
i—r

z-jSS8' i J3d i J3t«M-^b4=
3=^K=f=r^^-~i=*=35=5^=(3-

! I

£5-4

Let the snond • Ta-tionbe echoed abroad,

,. r P ,« •<-• ,r

ut
"fill the world shall acknowledge her Saviour and God.

-i—IT—i—i—T—i—I—

2 O loll of his vrisdom, bis power and his love,

llow he labored and lauguUhed and bird,

How he rose from the tomb and ascended aoore,

Kich blessings around us to shed.

Cho. Let the sound, &c.

Bid the heathen repent of their sin and believe,

And trust in Initnsuinel's word ;

O tell them his promise can never deceive,

For nghttouuma ilnelU with the Lord.

CAo. Let the sound. Ate,

4 O tell of his purity, gentleness, grace,

His holiness, kindness and care ;

And bid them his oOera of pardon embrace.

And unite in thanksgiving and prajer.

. Let the sound, &.C.Cho.

5 Go forth ye glad heralds, and publish afar

That sinners may now be forgiven ;

Oo. show them the brightness of Bethlehem's Star,

To lead in the pathwav to heavon.

Cho. Let the aoud. fcc.



•Wordj bjr Mn. E. M. SANGSTER.

@fct=
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THE CROWN OF GLORY. 173

r f ^j i I f> !>.,».. f* | i ] i ' K. _l J J I ' ' ! (

~ t*!f|^Z^^'^^^l9^^^i:g^r^^P^S^^^

il. Go forth! young soldier of the Cross, The battle hoar Is nigh, A ml ye hare bound the armor on,And iworn to do or die.
 

r *^^ r
(Onr tin • elf ne'er shall sound retreat, While Jesus leads us on. N

We Hill not lay our weapons by, Un - til we wear the crown./There's a crown of glo - ry for you,

>**.*! 1

There's a crown of glory for me, There'sacrown for youfThere'sacrownforcae, Far away In the promised land.
 

Be watchful ! army of the Cross,

The foe Is larking nigh,

A wal mutt be the nighty Ion,

If batooe soldier die.

Whene'er you dare the hostile rankj,

Forget not that within

There hides % molt terrific fr*.
The wily •• inbred tin." Cuo

OD ''uard. young soldier of the Cross,

Thro' all the weary night,

With praise and pray'r,relieve your care.

And keep your armor bright.

Your Jeans once " without the camp,"

Bought liberty for you :

Then bravely fight for troth and right,

And keep yoar crown In view. CHO.

Rejoice ! young soldier of the Cross,

The victory is sure,

The harp, the palm, are waiting all

Who to the end endure.

Tour weary feet shall walk the streat,

All paved with gold on high,

And he who wore a crown of thorns

Will crovn you la ihe sky. Ceo.



174 TAKE THE CROSS.

Moderate: Untie by WM. B. BRADBURT.

—^ ^ • ^ hi • « * m i* ^-« H—f*

^4^s=£gm^~=± m-*—*—*- :*=*:

1 " Take thy cross and fol • low me," Thus the Master speaks to thee : Though In (in thon dost a - bide,

J ^ m K K N S I m m *

^

FULL CHORUS.

£
_/H-»—!»—=Tl

l:f^$H*^?E

Je • tus colls thee to his side ; Trust no mer • it of thine own, Look to Him, and Him alone. Take the cross the

 

 

precious cross 1 Countall worldly gain as loss, And all earthly things as droes; Jeaus bids thee bear the cross.

2 There's a cross for thee to bear;

Toil, and pain, and grief, and can,

Yet though heavy it may be

Jenus bore still more for thee !

"I'is the thorny path alone

Thai can lead thee to llig throne. Cfw.

3 Soon, life's work will all be done,

Soon , thy mortal course be run :

Then, if thou hast faithful been,

And hast triumphed over sin.

Then thy crobs thou layest down,

Christ ihall give the promised crown. £'/*>,



GLORY TO THE FATHER GIVE. 175

^S=*

KIT. W. H. COOK. From " Palm Leaven," by permlwioo.

i I ^

nil
1. Glo - ry to the Father five, God, In whom we more and lire. Children's prayer's He delpoflto hear,

D. €, Children raise your sweetest strain

3. Glo-ry to th« Ho • ly Ghost, H« reclaims th« sin - ner lost. Children's mlndj may he ID- aplre,

D. o. For the Gos - pel from a • bove.
 

Children's songs de - light his ear, Glo-ry to tha Son we bring, Christ oar Pro - phet, Priest, and King.

To the Lamb, for he was slain.

Touch their tongaes with ho - ly flra, Glo-ry la the bighest be, To the bless • ed Trin • I - ty.

l'i.r the word that God lore.
 

LORD, I BELIEVE. C, M, Double.

" LORD, I BILIBVI : HELP THOU WINS UNBsuir."
 

YIx»rd, I belieT«: thy power I own. Thy truth I would o - bey :\ flight,

\. wander comfortlesa iin<l lone, When from thy paths I ttray./Lon), I beHerc, but gloomy fears sometimes bedim my

ft. 0. I look to thee with prayera and lean, And cry for itrength and light.

J«L Jt > |

-i"::* ~*

2 Lord, I beltere : but thou doit know

>i.v i mil )• cold and w«ak ,

Picy nay frailty, and bcatow

The confldeDoe I ««•*-.

Yes, I believe, and only thou

Canit give my soul relief:

Lord, to thy truth my vplrit bow*

Help thou mine uub«liAf.



170 THE LAND OF BEULAH. C. M.
Words by Her. J. HASKELL.

-N—I .. M

Wit. B. BEADBITRY.

My lit est sun is sink -ing fart, My race is near-ly run; \

[y strongest. tri - als now are part, My tri - nmph is be - gun. / 0 come, an - gel bind
 

& *

come, and a • ronnd me stand, O bear me a - way on your snow-y wings, To my im- mor- tal

home, O bear me a • way on yonr BOOW - y wings, To my im • mor - tal borne.

I know I'm nearinR the holy ranka,

Of friends and kindred dear,

For I brush the dews on Jordan's banks,

The crossing must be near.—('/.".

I've almost gained my heavenly home,

My spirit londly sings ;

The holy ones, behold, they conic !

I hear the noise of wings.—Cho.

4 O, bear my loncin^ heart to Him

Who Wed and died for me ;

Whose blood now cleanses from all bin,

And gives me Tictorr.—Clio.



SWEET CAROLS.
WordibyRev. P. STRfKER.

 

1 Sweet ear- ols let ui

* ' —-~0 - • I —,1

Rich of • feringt let us bring To our Kc - deem - er

m
 

?p¥•y-L\—6<—«-

King, Who reigns in glo • ry. From heav'n to earth he came ; Praise to his ho - ly name I Let
 

it: 1 1

i

all redeem'd from shame Rehearse the ito • ry ; Let all redeem'd from Kbame Rehearse the sto • ry.

u -^-

2 Above angelic lays

Our Christmas hymns we .,il»o ;

With heart and voice we waise

The infant Jeans.

The song ascends on high ;

It soars above the sky ;

And echo gives reply,

" From siu He free* us."

3 For He, the humble born,

In poverty forlorn,

Subject to bitter scorn,

And vile behaviour ;

The Great and Holy One,

Was God's anointed Son,

Who by his deeds hath won

The name of Saviour.

4 Then on this natal day.

Our tribute let us pav,

And in a joyful lay

Unite our Toices.

Loud will we raise the song,

Still the sweet strain prolong,

Thy church, in one vast throne

O Lord, rejoioei.



178 FORWARD. 7s & as.

" Brut TO TIIS OHUBUH or IUUL THAT run oo FOEWAID," Ex, 14 : IS,

Xlj ! J fr4-^KH

1. Forward shall be oar watchword, As weeks and months revolve, Forward hi earnest purpose, And

^a Y :--f—»—kr ^=f=*= ^r—*-^

i^g^J^^
in each high re - solve. No recreant glances cart - ing On So • dom still so near, No with of sloth in-

 

dulg • ing, No thought of cow - ard fear, No wish of sloth in - dulg - ing, No thought of coward fear.
 

2 Forward ta holy likeness,

To him unseen we love;

Forward in faith unyielding,

His faithfulness to prove.

Forward to meet our Master,

Whose coming draweth nigh ;

Forward to react the guerdon

Prepared for faint a on high.

3 Forward in Qod's great Army,

Embattled foes to meet ;

Forward with songs of victory,

Our conquering Lord to greet.

Forward in ceaseless effort

For weal of all around ;

Forward, yea, forward ever,

Till with Jesus we are crown'd.



CORONATION. C. OLIVER HOLBEtf. 179

-t. ; 1 • i !_ i i rr i ij i A

 

\ 1. All

i Crownhim

hail the power of Jesns' name, Let angels prostrate fall j Bring forth the roy • (J oj-a-dem, And

lim,—ye morning stars of light ! Who formed this floating ball—Now hail the strength of Israel's might,And

m' ' I I 1 I 'I I i | 'fg^11

crown liim Lord

crown him Lord

all, Bring forth the roy - al <li • a • dem, And crown him uoru

all, Now hail the strength of Israel's inight And crown him Lord

.-,-.. ' « f- -t f- •£!•&. ^

 

 

-h

I Ye chosen seed of Israel's rue,

Who ransomed from the fall,

Hail him, who saves you by bis grace,

And crown him Lord of all.

4 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

5 0 that with yonder sacred throng,

We at hit feet may fall ;

We'll join the everlasting song,

And crown him Lord of all.

Glory o/ tuf lacrtd Page,

\ What glory gilds the sacred page !

Majestic, like the ion,

It girt* a light to every age ;

It gives, but borrows none.

8 The power that gave It still supplies

The gracious tight and heat ;

Its truths upon the nations rise :

They rise, but never set.

I Lord ! everlasting thanks be thine

For such a bright display,

As makes a world of darkness shine

With beams of heaveuly day.

4 Our seals rejoicingly pursue

The steps of him we love,

Till glory brnak upon oar virw

In brighter tfo'Uta abort*

Perpetual Praise.

1 Yes, I wilt bless thee, 0 my God,

Through all my fleeting days ;

And to eternity prolong

Tby vast, thy boundless praise.

2 Nor shall my tongue alone proclaim

The honors of my God ,

My life, with all it* active powers,

Shall spread thy praise abroad.

I Nor will I cease thy praise to slag,

When death shall close mine eyea ,

My thoughts shall then to nobler heights,

And sweeter raptures riae.

4 Then shall my li)te, in endless praise,

Their grateful trioute pay .

The theme demands an ang

And au eternal •;«*-



180 THE SABBATH BELLS.

1. List the Sabbath bells, so mer-ri-ly ringing, A thousand happy voi- ces sweet are sing- ing;

^ * * f *,£_« ».„. , .-^ . lf, , ., *

 

— V 'i \_^ ^ n

A thousand ho • ly thoughts are up- ward springing, To ush • IT in thin bob-bath morn,

& Learn re - demptdon'ssoug, ye na - tions, learn it, And sing that song for ev - er-more.

' \r <• igg=

!

CHORUa r- | t MStj.S

Bear the sa-cred sounds, ye brrez-es, bear them, Bear the sa-cred sounds, to eve • ry shore.

r<a-

 

2 Hear the grateful song of brooklet and river,

And hear the little birds their praise deliver,

A thousand hymns of praise tit God the giver,

"Tig music meet for Sabbath day.

Cho.—Bear the sacred sounds, &c.

3 Hasten forth to join this glorious chorus,

For see the azure sky is bending o'er u»

And happiness divine is just before us,

If we improve the Sabbath day !

Cho.—Bear the sacred sounds, &c.

4 List the Sabbath bells so merrily ringing,

A thousand happy children now are singing

A thousand holy thoughts are upward springing*

To usher in the Sabbath day.

Cho.—Bear the sacred sounds, &c.



Words by Mrs. LYDIA BAXTER. THE HAPPY LAND. WM. B. BRADBURY. 181

 

-t—T

Ob, will TOU Join our happy bond, All, »11 Is lore, We're marching to fair Canaan's land, All, all Is lore, With
- • --1 •••••••

n ^—&—&—>, N-js-b. r->r^K rhft>-. it"

^ cheerful hearts we lore to liog The (lories of oar hc.iv'i, ly King, A nd to his fo

r r * ,r r T- * &£^-*-JL

EBl

-^,, \_*•

ld the wayward bring, Where all, all Is love.

2.

Bis gracious hand oar steps shall guide,

All, all Is love,

There's safety near his bleeding side,

All, all Is love.

Come wash In this atoning flood.

This fountain filled with Jesus' blood,

Twill fit you for that blest abode

Where all, all Is love.

-fr-Jtr-pr

Dy falih we see those hIMs so bright,

All, all Is love,

And countless millions rob'd la white,

All, all Is love.

And when we meet to part no more

With those we love, who've gone before,

We'll shout upon that shining shore,

Here, all, all Is love.

SILVERTON. C. W.
PaiTia.

.

Oh, happy day! oh, glorious rest!

All, all Is lore.

We shall he safe among the blest.

All, all Is lore.

What notes of rapture strike the ejtr !

Is it the music of that sphere ?

Oh, hallelujiih ! heaven la near1

And all, all IB love.

WM. B. BRADBDRT.

• 1. i J '1 • i i i—i .lii! '• 1 1

1. Lord ! when we bend before thy throne, And our confessions pour, 0 may we feel the sins we own, And hate what we

J J [deplore.

Oar contrite spirits, pitying tee,

True penitence impart,

And let a healing ray from thea

Beam hope oa every hearU

S When we discloie oar wuntt ID pr.n er,

O let our wills resign ,

And not a tliought our bottom sitare,

WtilcU U Dot wbolU Utiua.



182 JUST AS I AM.

WM. B. BRADBURY

M I M I M „ .1

1. Just as I am—without one plea, But that thy blo«d was «hed for me,And that thou bldd'«t me come to thee, O Lubot

2. Just as I a-m—and waiting not To rid my soul of one dark blot. To thee, whole blood can cleanse each spot.Vljiinb'of

S. Ju»t as I am—though tossed about With many a conflict, many a doubt, Fightings within, and fears without" O LaoS'ol

(God, I CMC.

4 Jnst as I am, poor wretched blind—

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,

Yea, all I need, iu thee to fmd,

O Lamb of God I come I

5 Just a> I am, thon wilt recleve,

Wiltwelcome, pardon, cleanse relieve

Because thy promise I believe,

O Lamb of God I come!

6 Justaslam, thy love, unknown,

Ha» broken every barrier down;

Now to be thine, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come!

THE BLUE BIRD'S TEMPERANCE SONG.

1. Oh ! I'm a happy blue bird, sober as you see; For pure cold water'sthe drink forme: I takea drop here, and a -

*Ai



THE BLUE BIRD'S TEMPERANCE SONG. Concluded. 183

1r«=tf-f » U
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nothcr drop therc.And make the woods ring with my temperance air. 0 don't defy it, Better, better try it.
 

Water, pnre waterfrom the spring below, Better, better try it, Better, bettor try it, Try it lir 7 try it sir ? do.
 

8 There is a little Bobby-Linkum sitting on a tree

He's ringing a temperance song as you see,

Tit " Bobolink, take a drink, take a drink to-day,

And Mister Bobolink, not a cent to pay 1

C/to. Oh, don't defy it, belter try it, &e.

8 As down among; the lilies every day 1 go,

To take my bath in the lake below.

If I chance to meet a drunkard all so pale and thin,

1 say sir, " how d'ye do ? and sir, " pray walk in !

C'Ao. Oh, don't defy it, better try it, fee.

4 Come rise up with the songsters early in the morn,

Sec the thirsty grass and the waving corn—

How their emerald faces brighten iu the dazzling SUB

While catching the dew dropg one by one.

Ctio. Oh, don't defy it, better try it, &c.

5 All up above the mountains all below the sea,

With my temperance song ftffrec—

That for man in his toil, or the bird upon her nect,

Cold water, cold water, the purest and best!

Cho. Oh, dra't dety it, better try it, fee.



184 SINGING AND PRAISING FOREVER.

--N—L

Music by WM. B. BRADBTTBT.'

1. Thro' the new Je - ru • sa • 1cm, Lined by fair • est flow - ers, Flows a pure and crys - tnl stream,

.'. There are saints in robes of white, That have gone be • fore us, With the an • gels there n - nitc,^ N J J> _f| i _N J _l> J _s • J

3£=81

Wat'ring the heavenly bow • era. On its bonks we hope to stand, Close by the bean- ti - ful riv • er,

Swelling the heavenly cho - rus. And with them we hope to stand, Close by the beau- ti - ful riv - er,

i
 

There to join the ransom'd host, Singing and praising for ev • er, Singing and praising for ev - er,

There to join the rausom'd host, Singing and praising for ev - er, Singing and praising for ev - er,
J* -<• • ** * ^ ^ N r^ S k

, , -^-^=s=f£—*—t-4-i.e. g r m__g--—^>—*—J'--r J -f- -*

1
*i—r

Close by that beauti - ful riv • er, There to join the ransonvd host, Singing and praising for cv • er.

-.-- -^.=H -p—p-r^-r-j..i



SINGING AND PRAISING FOREVER. Concluded. 185

3 They who Ion? the cross have borne,

Cast their crowns before him ;

Martyrs with their palms of gold

Sin_':i'.z with joy adore him.

Soon along t*\« verdant banks ;

Close by the beautiful river;

We shall hail our Saviour, King—

Singing and praising forever.

4 Courage then, 0 fainting soul,

Jesus still 1« near ihe*;

COLD WATER.

If thy feeble utrentrth should fi»il

Call, for he waits to bear thec:

He will boar thco in his arms,

Closo by the beautirul river;

There we 11 hail our Sovereign King,

Singing and praising forever.

Sev. R. LOWRT. 

V Sweeter than an - y

n / The meadowi feel tli

V Like flames tliro'

drlok their morning draught Of dew, of dew,

nee - tar quailed, By /

BcorcMng »uu, His breath, his breath.N

me or you ; See how the crystal

field wifl run, 'Tig / death I Tis death t But oh, when comes the
 

drops im

evening

ten - der beau - ty to each heart ! Oh, w« • ter, best of drinks thou art ! I'll

the fall - ing shower, Re • viv • ing eve - ry drooping flower ! Oh,

part, A

hoar, How grateful then

1—r i—r

ijaaff thee every morn, I'll quaff thee eve - ry mom.

wa- ter pure and free! Oh, wa - ter pare and free!

r
tU

-•;• 1 1 1 t—L--"•- J

3 The birds, that blithely »oar on high, On wing, on wing,

As brilliant as the glowing sky, Ami sing, ami slog.

Their merry songs ; hy crystal rill,

They plume their wings, and dunk, their fill,

'Miii liquid pauses, singing still,

Their Heavenly Father'! praise.

4 Since nature thus herself renews. By thee, by thee.

With fragrant showers, and gracious dews, 3o free, so f rea

| Why should not I that fountain seek,

! Those water* pure and clear bespeak,

The glow of health to every check.

To every huart a jojr ?



JF6 THE BEAUTIFUL LAND.
WM. B. BRADBURV.

]. There's a beautiful land When? sweet flowers ever bloom, A land all filled with odors of richest perfume, When life's

*- -*- +.*-.*- M. .*. M. /^ ,m m m m mm m m . .iO m * J,

journey li end • ed, All good children there will ttand, With th« white-robed saints In glory In that beau tl - fol land.

CHORUS.

,j ^ ^ i i . h h L. i i.i—N h i—N »», i—H u

Then come happy angels, CD love's pinions come, With music, sweet music to welcome us home ; With your bright crowns

[of glorj and your

J _ .fLM.M..m. +-+.M-M.M. A- JL JLJLJL M.M. JL JL _ \ J*. *- • ^- -*- ^- J». ^

mi^^p^qagE^^-^-^^u^^fg

W . W ^

 
\^ J |y In the beautiful land little children ne'er grow old ;

On « very little forehea4 > placed a orown of gold,

golden harps in hand, 0! welcome the children to this beautlfal land. A harp tuned by an angel, in every little band.

And they sing God's praise forever, in tbe ~

ful Land. Cfia



THE BEAUTIFUL LAND. Concluded. 187

ID the BeuHlful Land oar dear Sariour we shall see,

Wesball hear Us words of welcome*—" Little children come

to me,"

Tbeo around His throne In glory, with our crowns acd harps

we'll stand,

And we'll praise the Lamb forerer In that Beautiful Land.

Cko. Then come, Ac.

Bat the Beautiful Land ts Dot for little ones alone,

There if room enough for ever/ one, argued the Father's

throne,

There join us friends aud parents, take the children by the

hand,

And we'll journey on together to the Beautiful Land.

Cko. Then oome, *ko.

THE UNION BAND.

 

1. 0 we're a band of brethren dear,Who will join this happy band? Who live as pilgrim strangers here,Who will join this

[happy band J 

CHORUS.

i > i i > j i , i , , . „ i—^ i i _> j i i
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Halleln- Jab, hallelujah,We will Join this happy band, Singing hallelujah, Hallelujah,We will Join this happy band.

S

The propheti and apostlei too,'

Once belonged to this happj band,

Jud all Ood'« children hero below,

have joined this happy band.

Let no contention e'er divide

Memben of this happy band ;

Bat firm, united, side by aide,

Thro' this life together itud.

<7*o. Hallelujah. &c-

And when death comes, as come It must,

To divide thll happy band ;

The link! will not return to dnat,

They will ihine at God's rigbt hand.

Cho. Hallelujah, fco.



188 SOLDIERS OF THE CROSS.
Tune arranged from ft popular Camp Soaf.

1. Ye soldiers of thecross,rise,andputyourarnior on; March to the ci - ty of thcNew-Je-ru - sa-lcm;

-' The watchmen they are cry ing, attend the trumpet's sound, Take thegospel banner, andthepow'rs ofhell surround,M

•f- •*•• -f- •*•• _-•*• -f- -f.-f' y-g- m -f-
 

Jo -«u« gives the or -der, and leads his people on "Till vie - to - ry is won. Glo-ry, glo - ry, hal • Ic •

Ilearts and arms moke ready, the bat-tie is athand; Go forth at Christ's command.

ft '

RtPElT AD LtSITCM.

• jah ! Glo • ry glo - ry , hoi • le - hi • jah ! Glo - ry , glo - ry, hal • le - lu . jah 1 We are marching ou.

38=^
'

 

Lay hold upon the Saviour by faith's Victorians shield,

March on in order 'till you win the glorious field,

Faint not by the way, 'till you've gained that peaceful

shore,

Whore war ithall be DO more.

Cno —Glory, glory hallelujah ! fee.

Ne'er think the victory won, nor Icy your armor down,

March on in duty, 'till yon (tain the starry cro\vu.

When the war is o'er and the batcic you have won

Jesus will say, "well done."

( VIM —Glory, glory, hallelujah ! ie.



I'LL THINK OF MY SAVIOUR. 189
TVX. B. BRAOBURV. 

, / I'll think of my Saviour when day light is breaking Away from the darkness and gloom ol the night, \

\When fre«h from hit llumber the §un is awaking. And girding himself with the[Omi< ] armor of light. /

I'll think of mj Saviour, And trust him for - «r er. I'll seek for bi> fa • vor, And hope throu

 

TVith angeli to meet him, With feraphg to greet him, Aoil p»l» him for-er - er, In muulons a • bove.

Ibii

9—9—I 1 >

2 I'll think of my Saviour when daylight is sinking,

And blending its beams with the twilight so gray,

When bright starry eyes in the azure are twinkling,

And silence embraces the close of the day.

Clio.—I'll think of my Saviour, Sic.

3 I'll think ofmy Saviour when pleasure is spreading

Her soft downy pinions to gladden my way ;

Thro' sorrow and sadness, alone He was treading,

To open for sinners the portals of day.

CHO.—I'll think of mj Saviour, tic.

&
. .

4 I'll think of my Savionr when sorrow is flinging

Her thick robe of sadness around the dark tomb ;

If light from His presence a glory is bringing,

'Twill scatter its darkness and hide all its gloom.

Clio.—I'll think of my Saviour, &c.

5 I'll think of my Saviour, my dear blessed Saviour,

When he from on high his bright angels shall stud,

And take to His bosom His loveu ones forever,

ToJoin in the anthems that never shall end.

Clio.—I'll think of my Saviour, fee.



J90 GOING HOME. WM. B. BRACELET.

I /Through a strange country as pil - grims we stray, For we're going, go -ing, go - ing home. \

V On • ward we go through the swift fad - ing day, For we're going, go • ing, go • ing home. /

' —JL-^-J—

_h »w

~m "m ^p!m I* 1 ' "" m" ' ^~ >" ^ 1 "

Wea - ry our march since the fair ro - sy dawn, Long U the distance we've trav - eled since mom ,
 

But we re-gret not the hours that are gone, For we're go- ing, go -ing, go - ing home.

* 1 J" <J jf
3E?1 =i—a- I

2 Wliy should we gather earth's withering flowers-

When we're going, going, going home :

Soon shall we tread the fair Heavenly bowers

For we're going, goin(r, going home :

There fragrant garlands immortal will bloom,

Untouched by blight, and unshadowed by gloom,

And never strewing the path to the tomb ;

For w'ere goirg, going, going home.

3 Hark I 'tis the storm crashing loud through the pines

We are going, going, going home ;

See the faint gliniineriiig light that now shine*

We are going, going, going home.

Little we heed the wild roar of the wind,

Onward we still look, and never behind ;

This thought alone gives sweet peace to oar mind

We are going, going, going home.

4 Soon we shall hear the glad welcoming voice,

We are going, going, going home :

Bidding our spirits forever rejoice,

We are goinp, going, going home :

Home to our mansion prepared in the sky,

Where we can never more suffer or die,

0 1 let our anthem of praise ring on high:

We are going, going, going home.



WILLOW DALE. C. M. Double.

" Sis 11 in OX* 01 rut si.SUM OF ZlOX."

FIX-K.

191

WU. B. BRADBCRY.

D. C.

/Sing.them.my children.slng then) still.Those sweet and holy songiA Ccheer ;

V>h, let the psalms of Ziou's hill, Tit heard (rum youthful tongues. ) 0 sing them at the early dawn,The rising morn to
 

B.C.—Ami ling tllem round the evening hearth,When flres are biasing near.

2 Sing them when Sabbath Schooli are

met.

And your young voices rafM,

Year Subbath evening melodies

To their Redeemer's praise.

So shall each nnforgotten word,

When distant far you roam,

Call back your heart which once it

stirred,

To childhood's blessed home.

t Sing them, dear children, many a saln(

These holy strains hare sung ;

These walls o( ours have echoed them.

From many a pilgrim's tongue.

Oh, sing them In a land like this,

Where pilgrim's steps hare roved j

Oh, children ilng these melodies—

The songs our father's loved.

Earth's iKo&ow) year* . Sd »ymn.

1 Earth's ahadowy years will loon lie o'er,

Heaven's blissful morn arise.

Then will the Lord of life and lore

Unveil his beaming face ;

And never from our sight remove

The bright celestial rays.

Tht precious jewels Jesus sent

To be our solace here,

Were only for a season lent,

They're shining brighter there.

And we shall soon their lovely forms

In glorious robes behold ;

Shall sing with them in angel's songs

With harps of shining gold.

In that blot plane no loved ones part,

No mourning there, no sighs ;

For God himself will gently wipe

All sorrow from their eyes.

There everlasting peace and joy,

And transport shall be thin* ;

Praise shall c.ur utmost powers employ

In melody divine.

. . Tkg Saviour cart* far tktt.
Heaven's blissful morn arise,

iad sorrow's nit lit will then no more 'I Be still, repining heart, be still,

O»srclou1 our weepiuf «y»s, I, And lear» with humble truat j

To lean confiding on Mi word,

The only good and Just.

What tho' at times thy courage fail,

And dark thy path may be ;

Look up to r.od he knows it all,

Thy Saviour cares for thee.

2 In every changing scene of life,

Uis hand will ever guide ;

He wlil not leave thee here alone.

What can'st thou want beside?

The world may pierce with cruel thorni

Though deep the wound may be,

Remember Jesus bore It all.

Thy Saviour cares for thee.

3 There is a morn, a glorious morn,

For every night of gloom .

A smile for every falling tear,

A hrpe beyond the tomb.

Then pvace ; reposing heart, "bestlU,

Wh.T'eVr thy trials be ;

Look up to him, who feels them all -

The saviour cares for the*. (0)



192 THE CHRISTIAN'S DEAR HOME.
Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER. WM. B. BBjlDBUKT.

! I,J J J, I I !, I I-

j / Speed away ! speed a - way ! happy soul of the blest, \

V From thy prison-house fly, like a bird to [ (>mi7...]hernest;/AngelspiriUare bending in love from tlic Ay, ')".•

" --- - ' ' _NJ> | | I J J
 

welcome thee home to the mansions on high! To the land where no night is, no tears, no de- cay! Speed a-

=F=T ra£
^=r=M£

£-ja=t=t=

ALTO ruu AKO OLIAK—Sopatito nanr.

Rilard ad lib.

Speed*

r *Pi z * <~ \ i
way, speed a • way, happy soul of the blest, Speed a -way, speed a -way, to the land of thy rest.

Speed a - waj.
 

&=*-

!2 Speed away! speed away! O why linger below,

When thy measure of glory no mortal can know,

And the visions of beauty that beam on thy sight,

All come from the Christian's dear home of delight,

Thy darkness is turned into infinite day I

£pced aw a} , speed away, fee.

3 Speed away ! speed away ! happy soul of the blost,

To the land where the weary-worn pilgrim may rest,

To the city celestial, tl»*t beautiful shore,

Where the presence of death we shall fear nevermore,

Up ! heavenward ! h-t nothing the journey delay '•

' Speed away, speed away. ic.



WE COME WITH REJOICING. 193

Wordj bj KATE CAMERON. (ApploPBUTl TO AMY AxsniEs.iar OCCASION.) WM. B. BRADB0RT.

-^ •» 1 >,_.!,,„—- i

1 We come with re - joicing, thanksgiving, and song, The notes of our anthem, let cell • o prolong: To

nTTT1
r»—*-

Him -vrbo redeemed us, and saved us from death, We'll sing loudest praises, while He gives us breath

 

The Lamb that was siain! And liv - eth a - gain, We'll sing loudest praises, To the Lamb that was slain.

-~-~~~~ ' " "

-£-%-

9 The Lamb that was slahi ! our salvation is made !

In robes of His glory, our spirits arrayed ;

O why should we fear, while on Him we rely,

He'll help us to live, and prepare us to die. Cho.

Oh ! Jesus our Saviour I the dearest and best,

On Thee all our hopes for Eternity rest t

We love Thee, we praise Thee, Thy name we adore,

To Thee all our thoughts and our wishes shall soar. (.'Ac-



JESUS LOVES ME
WM. B. BRAnBtTR". .

—n:—*—' i n * • f* >

1. Je - BUS loves me ! this I know, For the Bi-ble tells me so; Lai- tleonestohrmbelong.TneyarewcaKoat

-__«—f.—f.—t—*—t f ...—-—-——r-—*—f—r-f—f—*~*~r*—«—f ,- • -*-

u—r
—UT

CHORUS.
. _ . N . l> . i . . . ..i .h-.N^^h

He is strong. Yes, Jesus lovea me, Tcs, Jesug loves me Tes, Jesua love« me, The Bible tells me so.

{-, 1 r-

«=£=:£
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S Jesus lores me ! He who died,

Heaven's gate to open wide ;

He will wash away my sin,

Let his little child come in.

Yes, Jesus lores me, &c.

3 Jesus loves me ! lores me still,

Though I'm very weak and ill ;

From his shining throne on high,

Comes to watch me where I lie.

Yes, Jcsue loves me, &c.

I >
4 Jesus loves me ! lie will stay,

Close beside me, all the way ;

If I love him, when I die

He will take me home on high.

Yes, Jesus loves me, &c.

WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING.
From " Song Garden," by permission of MASON BROTHERS.

Work, for th* nlprht i* cmmnir, Work thro'the morning hours; Work,while the dew Is sparkling, Work'mld springing flow'ra;

2. W«rk f>r the nijrht is coming. Work thro* the sunny nonn: Fill brighteat hours with labor, Rest comes sure and aooa,

J. Work : the niplit i« comina. Under the Buntet ekiej; While their bright tiuts are gloirinic. Work, for daylight Hies,

J4--4-
*-*+*-*-

« R I I
-•--• -*-



Work when the day grows brighter,Work In the fflewing sun; Work, for the eight li comlnfr,When man'i work In done.

Give ev - cry fly -Jog mlmite, Something to keep in store;Work, for the night Is coming.When man *ro:*ks no more.

Work till the lut beam fadetli, Fadeth toibloe no more;Work while the nig lit li dark'alDg, When maa'i work is o'er.
 

StKI-CBOECS, OK DCIT.

THE MASTER IS GONE.

1. Lore sounds in her sighs, love flows in her eyes, How pensive she ut - ters her moan, The stone is
 

moved, lost is all that she loved. Ah, Ma • ry I ah, Ma • ry ! the Mas - tcr is gone, Master is gone !

*—K^ —r •£—L1 *~ "*" ' ' ~:

 

2 "In vain was my care those spices to prepare,

To enbalm my dear Saviour alone ;

Taken home from mv view, what alas shall I do."

I: Ah, Mary ! ah, Mary! the Master is gone ! :||

3 " I seek but in vain to relieve my heart's pain,

From bosoms as callous as stone ;

No oue here can calm, by sweet sympathy's balm.

 

A heart full of sighs for the Master she loves.

Ah, Mary! ah, Mary! the Master is gone.

" Hallelujahs arise ; assist me ye skies,

And rejoice with a mortal who mourned '

Hence sorrow, hence care . to the winds with despair.

|: Baboui, Kaboni, the Mantel's renrned." 4



196 HAPPY IN THE LORD.

WM. B.BRADBTJBT.

I
1. A pilgrim and a stranger here, happy, happy, happy, I seek the home to pilgrims dear, happy In the Lord.

A home beyond this mortal shore, happy, happy, happy, Where sin and sorrow come no more, happy la the Lord.

CHORUS.

, J», N J
—» \m—f

I i K—fr. IS N--J> b h r> , IS N—ft JSN, I I N h ^ ,

, happy In the Lord.

*S=S=F*£=rP±:

£^3^EEr^

We'll cross the river of Jor • dan, happy, happy, happy, happy, Cross the river of Jor - dan, hapjir in the Lord.

2 I leave this vorld of sin behind, happy, S.M-.

That better home in heaven to find, happy in, Sic.

Fair lands are here, and houses fair, happy, &c-

But fairer ixmy home tip there, happy in,' &c.

Cho. We'll cross the river,

3 In that fair clime of endless day, happy, Sic.

The Lord shall wipe all tears away, happy in, Sic.

To living founts, through Tcrdant meads, happy, &c.

The Lamb his ransomed follower! leads, happy in, dec.

Oka. We'll crou the river, Sic.

4 The frnitg and flowers of Paradise, happy, Sc.c.

In plenteous showers round them rise, happy in, &o.

No death shall visit them again, happy, die.

No sickness there, no touch of pain, happy in, dec.

Cho. We'll cross the river, Sic.

5 Farewell, vain world, I'm going home, happy, &c.

My Saviour suiilet and bids me come, happy in, &«.

No mourning there, no funeral gloom, happy, Sic.

But health and youth forever bloom, happy in, i e.

CAo. We'll croat the river, dtc.



MY MANSION IN THE SKY. 197

Words l.r Mrs. V. A. K1DDF.R.

Uu-,—*- ». M 1 .—«E-=fr=fa

Jfmtc by HENRY TUCKKK,

1 Oh, Je - sus, pre - clous bleeding Lamb, My spir - it longs for thee ; My waiting soul on wings of

CHORUS.

-fe-

T

love, From- this vain world would flee.

-<=—n-

Oh ! I'm glad there's a mansion ill the sky, Where my

""" fed^-rAi l^r^-l

-fa Ifi \\ Ifl—^-fl 'fi-

' '•* ' ^ ' ^ . « • ~ ' ^ f g-

I die, I'm gkd, I'm glad, Oh, I'm glad there's a mansion intool may be happy when the sky.

 

2 In that bright world of love and light,

That city of our God ;

I know a glorious welcome waits,

Each lover of the Lord !—Cho.

9 Tii.' Tain pnrsuits of this short life,

Bow weak and frail they seem ;

When from my blessed home above,

I catch one shiuing gleam !—Cho.

4 If I'm a lover of the Lord.

And to his footstool come;

I know He'll send his angeU down.

To guide me safely home ;—Ch*>



198 THE BRIGHT HILLS OF GLORY.
Words by Mrs. LTDIA BAXTER. WM B. BRADBURY. 

/Oil, give raeaharpon the bright hills of glory—A home when life's sorrows are o'er, \

^Where Joys that awnlt the meek and the lowly, [Omit /Will more than lost Eden restore

"Hi, there let me roam on the banks of the rlv • er, Escort - ed by Mogels a - long ;\ [throng.

<And with them a-dore the Bounteous Giver, [Omit /Whose love Is rehearsed by the

i i I '-'»•'***' -a *
g^fljU r* f-TfHg=fe£j.-£-fe==

FDLL CHORUS. /

-N-, '

Where the new long of glo - ry Is the theme of the

Where the new soDg If given. To the loved ouea in

ho - iy, And the ransomed are gaffe er - er nore.

heaven, Aod the an - geli re - ech • o the i -

 

Where the new song

Where the new iong

glo - 17 I - the theme of the

giv - en, To the loved onei in 

ho - u , And the raniomed are iafe er - er more,

heaven, And the an gela re - ech - o the song.

,

Tliere sweetly we'll rat in thone mansioDi for ever

And bask fn the fulness of love,

Where fields are all bright with llnwrcts that never

Shall wither in Eden above.

Cho. ||:There the new BOUE of pardon,

la the theme over Jordan,

JLud each harp swcUn the choma of lore.:)

4 Oh, who has prepared this banquet of pleasures.

In heaven's sweet bower of rest!

And bids us partake of all its rich treasures,

And wails now to welcome each guea'_

Cho. Ip 1 1 is Jesus, our Saviour,

And we'll praiee liiiu for ever,

Wen whc're safe in Uio»e mansion* of ratt-'l



OUR BRIGHT AND MORNING STAR.
Wordi by KATE CAUERO3*.

n—i p.—I—-A—1-

199
WJJ. B. BRADBURY.

1 Je • «us is our morning star, Brightly beaming from afar ; He is sent to guide onr way, From tho dark acts

2 Je-sns i« our morning star Tho' in sorrow's night we are ; Tho' the clouds around our way Give no tot en

3 Je-sus ia our morning star When our prison we unbar, When we break the chains of sin, And the pure light

V i . *V.j> .!«** . A

CHORUS.

to the day: And His dy-lng love a- lone, Can for all our sins atone. The bright and morning

of the day : Still, the dawning honr draws near ; Kisc, and cast a - side each fear. The bright, &c.

Tuh-exa in; Trust not earth's Uelu - Biveiay, He a - lone fortclla the day. The bright, &c.

=£=

the morning >tar, The bright and morning star.' '

 

Our Guiding Star.

I Glorious hop«, eternal life',

Promiie tweet to mourners glren,

Soon will end tills mortal strife,

Look beyond there's rest ID heaven :

Reit from sorrow, toll, and care

In oar Father's mansion fair.

Cfc«.—We're on oar joarucy home,

We're on our Journey home,

Jesus is our guiding star,

We're on our Journey home.

2 We mugt meet with trials here ;

Through a desert wuate we roam ;

But our Saviour still Is near,

He will guide us safely home,

From the world's cored ing care

To our Father's m.insion fair.— £?&•*.

3 On a wild and stormy sea.

When our fragile bark is driven,

Shatter'd tho* its sails may be,

We shall anchor safe in heaven ;

We shall rise triumphant mere,

To our Father's mansion fair —CJk««



200

, aprifktly.

WE HAVE COME REJOICING.

Suggested In part bj- a melody of BELLINI.

We have come re - Joic - ing on this hap - py day.

2 Thro' the week'he's kept us, and hli smiling face

In our Sunday School we dear- ly lore to star ;

Still it beaming on us in this hap • py place.

m £=
j"—»*—fc*—b*—I

0. C. We have come re - joio - Ing on this hap * py day, In our Sunday School we dear-ly lore to stay .

And with vol - ces blend - ing In a sa • cred song. We the Saviour's praise pro - long,

Ami the gra-cious Splr • It from his ho - ly throne, Telli us of a bet * ter home.

Ami with vol - cot blend * ing

CHORUS.

There we shall never grieve him more,Butwiih the angels on that shore, Strike the harps of glory ID a sweeter strain, And

S : ' " -*-^*-c=e;=&^=f' >* J *^*^-* -

•*

D. C.
 

-X- Or '* year," if for anniversary.

i r
3 Jesus there is smiling, on his Father's throne,

Saying, "Come in welcome, come for here Is room,

In these shining mansions 1 have still a place,

Children hasten to my face." Cko. There we shall, fce.

4 And In robes of glory, like the stars above.

Shall my loved ones ever, ever with me rove ;

Where the waving flowerets of Immortal bloom,

SheU around their sweet perfume. Cko. There we shall. A



FOR THOU HAST DIED FOR ME.
Words by FANNY CUOSBY.

_* k_ _ I «*•
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WM. B. BRADBURY. 201

*

. / When clouds hang dark - ly o'er my way And earth - ly comfort dies, \

^On the* my Sa-viour and my God, My [Omit J ev - ery hope re - lies.

 

I hear thy spir-its gen -tie voice, Thy cross by faith I see,— Tby precious blood O, dy- ing
 

I !" f- JrJ J i J* i*~j—! i !

Lamb, Kcdeema and makes me what I

g. J J*

am, For thou bast died for me, For thou bust died for mo.

-a~

2 Hy sonl, confiding in thy word,

Can rest securely there,

And feel at peace in every storm,

Beneath thy watchful care ;

A sinner lost, but saved by grace
Be this my only plea •

Thy precious blood, O dying Lamb

Bedeems and makes me what 1 am,

For thou hast die«l for in*.

3 0 when I leave this mortal scene,

And rise to worlds of light ;

Then shall I see thee as thou art

Arrayed in glory bright :

There by the living stream divine,

My raptured song shall be ;

Thy precious blood, O dying Lamb,

Redeems and makes me what I aui.

For thoa hast died for



202 Words furnished by L. HART, Esq. JESUS IS KING.
1 1

WM. B. BKAOBDRT.

1. He who once to earth came down, Toil'd and sufterea here

3. Ma - ny lit • tie ones are there. Gathered in that skin

low, Sits up - on his heavenly

• ing throng; Lis • ten! thro' the Sabbatlf

***, I m -*- -f- -f- -*T

 

tlirbne, Wears the crown or

air,

glo - ry

You may bear their joy • ful song.

now ; While an • gels join

Coine let us join

ring,

siiig, &c.

And

lond the sweet words rhig—

 

loud

Yes, our loved and lost are there.

They have reached the Lappy land,

Now \vhiterobesand crowns tliey wear,

They have joined the ancel band.

CAo. They strike each golden string,

And loud the sweet words ring,

Jesus is King.

Christians in the song unite,

Gladly swell the notes of praise,

And with saints and angels bright,

Still the grateful anthem raise.

CAo Come let us join to sing,

Loud let the sweet words ring,

Jesus is King.

5.

Surely we (hat song may share,

Jesus bids the children come;

Gives the lambs his tender care.

Guides them to bis heavenly boms.

<7Ao. Come let us join to sing,

Loud let the sweet wordini*

Jesus is King.



* "THAT WAS SETTLED LONG AGO." 203
Words by FANNY CBOSBY. WM. B. BBADBUBY.

J_f> ». . ! h a.. . ' ."V . nU££-^
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Mother tell me, do not tremble, Hold me In your dear embrace A / All Is well, my soul li

Host I leave you, am I dy - Ingf I can read [Omit / It In your face ; V I have made my peace with

1st. | Sd. | 2d CHOBUS.

"
frft

hap • pjr,

Je - su -

I am not

"That was

afraid to go : \
ttledlonga • -/-go," 1 have made my peace with Jesus, "That was settled long a •

 

Mother yon are bending o'er me,

Trying hard to e:ise my pain,

Von would make the struggle lighter,

But your tender care U Tain.

Do not weep, my soul is happy,

I am not afraid to go :

Jetus loves me, yea, I feel it,

"That was settled long ago."

3.

Ftinter grew that voice so gentle,

Quickly came his feeble breath,

leaning on the arm of Jesus,

He had passed the gates of death.

How his cheering words of comfort

ke a strain of music flow,

I have made my peace with Jesus,

That was settled long ago."

The tceary are at rest.

E»rth may robe her fairest blossoms,

In her crimson light serene,

Yet the pleasures that await us,

Mortal eye has never seen.

'Tin a vail our souU dividing

From the region of the blest,

" Sorrow there can never enter.

There the weary are at rest.

2.

Through eternal ages rolling,

Angel choirs their notes prolong,

* A drtag Christian boy's answer to bis motber, when asked If be was " willing to die.

We shall join their choral numbers,

We shall leam their happy song.

Jesus calls us to his bosom,

From the region of the blest,

41 Sorrow there can never enter,

There the weary are at rest."

3.

Here our kindred ties are broken ,

Here oar fondest hopes decay ;

[n that land of sacred pleasure,

God will wipe all tears away.

Those we love will bid its welcome

In the region of the blest,

Sorrow there can never enter.

There the weary are at rest. '



204

Stow and fentlt.

JESUS OUR SHEPHERD.

Ten LOUD is JIT SHEPHERD, I SHALL SOT WAST."

C3£i_3,.A % \ . a p * M_i—-r—v-^.—fa—1_ ^ *i—h—h_j __ —£; ; >"^^ . H u] TI

• it » " »- » g g—f—g-H

1. Je - sua

2. Je - BUS

is our Shepherd, win -Ing every tear: Folded

is our Shepherd, well we know his voice; How iu

in his bo - som, what have we to fear

gentlest whisper, makesourhearta rejoice:

.r - y^ - -fl

' N

 

».

On - ly let na fol - low whither he doth lead, To the thirsty dea - ert, or the dew - y mead.

I',- ven when it chid-eth, tender is its tone; None buthe shall guide us, we are his a - lone.

" -<J *^-t is N is l.f r ^ it—-& , <^r IS N

Jeans is our Shepherd, for the sheep he bled :

Kvery lamb is sprinkled with the blood he shed,

Then on each ho acttetb his own secret sign,

They that have my Spirit, these (aaith he) are mine.

4

Jesns is onr Shepherd, guided by hii arm,

Though the trolvcs may raven, none can do ns harm,

When we tread death's valley, dark with fearful gloom.

We will fear no evil, victors o'er the tomb.

COHIE UNTO ME. By permii»ion of D». L. MASON.
 

1. Come un - to me, when shadows darkly gath • er, When the sad heart I« wea-ry and dis • treat.

2 Ye who have mourn'dwhenthespringflowr'aweretakcn,Whenthe ripe fruit fell rich • ly to the ground,

f * r
ES
i—fc ^~



COME UNTO ME. Concluded, 205

-E-rt

•He

Peek - log for com - fort from your heavenly Father, Corae nn - to me, nod I will (rire you rest.

When the loved slept, In bright - er home* to wa - ken, Where their pale brows with spirit wreathj are crowa'd.

K

1 Large are the mansions In thy Father's dwelling,

Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim ;

Sweet are the harps In holy music swelling,

Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn ;

1

4 There, like an Eden blossoming In gladness,

Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rudely pressed ;

Come unto me. all ye who droop In sadness,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest !

Gtntly,

OUR ANGEL SISTER. 8s «fc 7s.
II-), Adagio.

R.S. T.

In the greenwood sweetly sleeping, Where the willow branches

 

_
Lies our darling lit- tie slater, ID the dark and

r nr r

wareA

/•(Iff

(grave,
nt grave. There's she's resting In thesllent

£3F

 

I I I I I I I I

There she lies and knows no sorrow,

In that silent lonely spot ;
•Thile around her grare are blooming,

Itoetra and For-get-me-nou

CODA. There's she's resting, &o.

Thore the Robin sweetly warbles ;

There the wild Bee gaily hums ;

There the streamlet gently murmurs ;

There the water-lily blooms.

CODA. There's she's resting, tc.

When our sifter mingled with ni

Well she loved the Saviour's name,

Ere she readied the heavenly portal*.

Angel guards to greet her came.

CODA. She if resting, fee.

Death of a 5. S. Scholar.

1 Like a young and tender blossom,

Is the form before us now,

Dmlh has laid his Icy fingers

On the pale and gentle brow.

Cold and silent (he) she is Bleeping now.

1 Bat her soul has gone before us—

• Gtioe to join the holy throng,

In thst bright and sunny region

We may learn her happy song,

There In glory learn her happy .son r.

1 Wheo she crossed the darksome nrer,

Jesus cheered her lonely way ;

Upward to the fields of Kdeu,

IB the fadeless realms of day,

We foall matthtr in the realms of d«y.



206 NOW WE LIFT OUR TUNEFUL VOICES.
FOR S. S. CELEBRATION.

''*

From " Orlol»," by permlailon.

IS FULL CHORDS.

I \ wuw wcmiuur luueiui vuicrg, in anew ujeiuuiuus Buug: r

i While each youthful heart rejoices. Omit ( To behold the gath'ring throng. As we lift our
•ft f: -ft if- -»L ______*•:*::!?::•:

y the tide of glad hosan - nag Flow from bosoms un - defiled.

 

who join our celebration,

Sweetest melodies employ ;

Bow with u» in adoration,

Filled with holy heavenly joy.

Cho.—A» we lift, &c.

Teachers kind, whose care unceasing,

All must honor and approve ;

Thanks for labor still unceasing,

Heaven reward your works of love.

Cho.—As we lift, &c.

Thanks to God for every blessing,

Which his bounteous band bestows;

All on earth that's worth possessing,

From that hand incessant flows.

Cho.—As we lift, &c.

Words by (V.)

1. When softly o'er the distant hi

WELCOME HOUR OF PRAYER.

^

WM. B. BRADBURY.

K-

; hills The beams of morning brcak,When nature breathes her choral hrmn,

2. When like A g! -ant in his course, The gloi ious orb of light, Ascend -ing in the radiant sky,

3. Wken slowly fades the si - lent eve, Beneath the glowing west; And tranquil tbougbts of heavenlypeac*.

I



WELCOME HOUR OF PRAYER. Concluded. 207
 

_

My cheer - ful heart shall wake ; My strength renewed my soul re - frcsh<

Ha* reached his noonday height; From earthly scenes I'il turn a • way,

With - in my bo - som rest ; For all the

hed, I'll bless

To bless

mer - cics of the day. I'll bless

3E ~f"

a Father's care,

a Father's care,

a Father's care.

a—r- E r i*-i i -rn^ 1 v Ik-,

 

And hail with pure and ho - ly joy, The welcome hour of prayer, welcome hour of prayer.
 

1. Why do we mourn departing friendt, Or ahak« at death's alarms ? 'I'M but the voice that Jesus sends, To call them to

his arms.

|g] i I i tpt=| r Hyg>^=t

 

Are we not t«n>Hng upward too.

At fast&a time CAU move?

Xor ifaoaM we wish the hours more slo*

Tu keep u« Irum tmr love.

Why should we tremble to oonvej

Their bodies to the tomb?

There, the dear flegh of Jesus lay,

And left a long perfume.

Then let the last loud trumpet sound*

AnJ bid oar kindred rise ;

Awake, ye IIHMOTIH under ground!

Ye saiuts ' avoeud the i.ti-.-ti.



208 THE REALMS OF THE BLEST.

1 We speak of the realms of the blest, Of that country so bright and so fair, And oft are its glories con-

2 We speak of the pathways of gold, Of its walls deck'd with jewels so rare, Of its wonders and pleasures un-
 

feased: But what must it be to be there, To be there, To be there, But what must it be to be there,

told: But what must it be, &o.

3 We speak of its freedom from sin,

From sorrow, temptation and care.—

From trials without and within :

But what must it be to be there ?

4 We speak of its service of love,

Of the robes which the glorified wear,

Of the church of the first-born above ;

Bat what must it be to he there 7

ROSSINI.

5 0 Lord, midst our gladness or woe,

Still for heaven our spirits prepare ;

And shortly we also shall know

And feel, what it is to be there.

6 Then anthems of praise we will sing,

When safe in that heavenly rest ;

To Jesus, our Saviour and King,

Who reigns in those realms of the I >;.-!.

C. M.
1- -Ji J li^- 'iJJ I. t . 1 !. |O,

 

1 Thcte are the crowni that we ihall vear When all thy saints are

•r-tn-im-tis-mlr-rrt— fc*±5:

 

crowned ; These are the palmi that we shall bear On yonder

! holy ground.

^



ROSSINI. C. M, Concluded. 209

2 These are the robes, nnsouea and white.

Which we sh.ill then put on,

When, foremost 'mong tlie sous of light,

We lit ou jonder throne.

3 That is the city of the Mints,

Where we so soon shall stand,

When we shall strike these desert tenta

And quit toil desert-laud.

4 Then welcome toil and care and pain !

And welcome sorrow too 1

All toil is rest, all grief is gain,

With such a prize in view.

5 Come, crown, and throne , come, robe and (Mum ;

HM rsi forth, glad streittn of peace I

Come, holy city of the Lamb I

Kise, Sun of righteousueu I BOSA.

fords by Mri. E. CODXER. 'EVEN ME.' WM. B. BRADBURY.

 

1 1 hear of show'rs of hlcssinpi.Thou art Mattering full and free ,\

\Sliow'ri tlie ihirsty land refreshing, Let some droppings fall on me. /Ereo me, Even me. Let some dropping* frill on me.

I _l * - I ! -*- ~ .- .. _ , 1 ^ . -*==- - -*=-- I - -rS. .2^

SE rt.

T rr

2 Paw me not, O Qoil, my Father,

Sinful though my heart may be ;

Thou might'st leave me. hut the rather.

Let thy mercy light on me,—

Even me.

3 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour,

IjCt me live and cling to thee ;

Fain I'm longing for thy favor;

Whilst thou'rt calling, call for me—

Even m«

4 Pass me not, 0 mighty Spirit,

'1 hnu carui make the blind to see :

Witnesses of Jesus' rterit,

Speak the word of power to me—

Kvcn me.

5 Love of God, so pore and changeless .

Itlood of Christ, so rich and free ;

Grace of God, so rich and boundless,

Maguifv it all in me,—

I.i.ii me.

6 Pass me not, thy lost one onngmg;

Bind my heart, 0 Lord, to thee;

Whilst the streams of life are springing

Blessing others, oh, bless me,—

lvv > ii me.



210 RE-UNION.

" I tniU. 90 TO IIIX " /land

.. 4- t- tm - »• --H fc ' I

1. Meet again! yes, we shall meet again, Tho' now we part in pain! His peo - pie all

2. Soon the days of absence shall be o'er, And thou shall weep no more; Our meet -ing dny

10-

Shall

 

geth-er Chrietahall call, Hnl-le - lu - jah,

wipe all tears a - way, Hal - le - lu - jah,

Hal - le - lu - jah, Hal - le - lujnh, praise the Lord.

Hal - le - lu - jah, Hal -le - luj ah, praise the Lord.

rii
^

3.

Now I go with gladness to our home,

With gladness thou shall come ;

There I will wait

To meet thee at Heaven's gate.

Hallelujah!

4.

Dearest! what delight again to share

Our sweet communion there t

To walk among

The holy ransomed throng.

Hallelujah 1

6.

Not to mortal sight can be given

To know the bliss of Heaveu ;

But thou shalt be

Soon there, and sing with me

Hallelujah !

6.

Me«t again! yes, we shall meet again,

Though now we part in pain !

Together all

His people Christ shall oalL

Hallelujah'



YOU MUST BE A LOVER OF THE LORD.

CHORUS.

Arranged.

211
 

f-^ 0 '» V • ' 1 ' '

, f Ke-turn, O wand'rer, to thy home, Thy Fath

'\Nolong-er no.r au ez - ile roam, In guilt:

•Father colli for thee; \ /Foryon mast be a iov-er of the

guilt and mi* • er - y. / \ Foryou must be a lov-cr of the
 

Lord,

Lord.

For yon must be * a lor - er of the Lord, '

Or you can't go to heaven when you die. ,

i=a

2 Return, 0 wand'rer, to thy home,

"tie Jesus calls for thee :

The Spirit and the Bride say come ;

Oh I now for refuge flee.

Cha.—For you must, &c.

3 Return, O wand'rer, to thy home,

'Tis madness to delay ;

There are no pardons in the tomb,

Ami brief is mercy's day.

Cho.—For you must, &c.

LEARNING OF JESUS. Words !•}• Hits II. MEEKER.

i.l'
-i i r

1. Haste wenow with eager feet, Teachers, scholars gladly greet, On this Sabbath morn we meet That we umv learn .

__ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ [of Jesus.

3 Help us, Lord, throughout this day, 3 Lord our hearts are full of sin, 4 As we learn thy righteous will,

While we sing and while we i>ray, Let thy Spirit enter m. Help us, Holy Father, still.

Let thy Spirit with us stay, Make them pure, all white and clean, Each commai.uuieni to fulfill,

Wli!;-: here we learn ui Jei A And lull of love to Jesus. And give Uie praise to Je



212 BEAUTIFUL ZION.
Y II. B. BRADBDRT. From the " I)»y Spring." By permission.

1. Beautiful Zi - on built a - bove, Beautiful ci • ty that I love, Beautiful gates of pear- ly white,
 

Beautiful temple—God its light; HewhowasslainonCal-va - ry, Opens those pearly gales to me.

2.

Beautiful heaven, where all is light,

Beautiful angels, clothed in white,

Beautiful strains that never tire.

Beautiful harps thro' all the choir ;

.There shall 1 join the chorus sweet,

Worshiping at the Saviour'* feet

Beautiful crowns on every brow

Beautiful palm* the conqerors show,

Beautiful robes the ransomed wear,

Beautiful all who enter there ;

Thither I press with eager feet,

There shall my rest be loug and sweet.

4.

Beautiful throne of Christ our Ki: :,

Beautiful songs the angels sing.

Beautiful rest, all wanderings ceue,

Beautiful home of perfect peace ;

There shall my eyes the Saviour are.

Haste to this heavenly home with r-e

THE PROMISED LAND.
. B. BRADBURT.

 

- •*- -9- 1* -f •" ^- <*- -W •*• " -9- -9- •<•

1. I have a FatHer in the promised land, I haveaFather in thepromiscdland.MyFathercallsmc.Imnrtp).

3. I have a Saviour in the promised land, I have a Saviour iu the proniiaetl laud, WhenJesus calls me,

(

*

 



THE PROMISED LAND. Concluded,

CHORDS.

218

 

To meet him in the promised land, I'll a-way,fll away totheproruisedlandjl'lla-way to the promised land.

To meethim in the promised land.

^^^gg^gL"
dfrrf:

*1—I—I— L-

3 Q: I have a crown in the promised land, :|

When Jesus calls me I most go

To u «.ir it in the promised land.

'

 

My Fathercallsme.Imustgo.Tomeethiminfliepromisedland.

U-fr-r/' m * ?•£ "S" -^.Tyg--^ ^ T*

 THE SABBATH SCHOLAR'S REQUEST.

i ' "

4 [: I hope to meet yon hi the promised land, :|

At Jeans' feet a joyous band ;

We'll praise him hi the promised land.

I'll away, I'll a\vay, &.c. .

.', friends, Met here to-day, \

VHere from all worldly Joys Turn we a-way, / We aik not wealth or fame, This boon we pray, Teach ns the Saviour's

2 / -yix days of toll and work Oar portion are i \ [love

\0flen our hearts muatknow Something ofcare:^Butfromoar sorrows \\e all tarn a • way, To learn the Saviour's love
 

Follies beset our path

Dangers surround- -

E.thSabhathday.TeachustlieSavionr'sloTe.Each&c Oflen ""/e?1 must tread

ehSabb ' 1dd>aSabbath day, To learn the Saviour's love, Each &.a

111

 

Turn we away.

To learn the Savior's love

Each Sabbath day

Look on us kindly, friend* ;

Watch us with care ;

Aid us with counsels good ji

Help us by prayer.

Guiilc back our wandering fec*|

Whene'er we stray ;

Teach us the Saviour's love

Each Sabbath day.



2J4 THE INVITATION.
Words, by K. 0. Arranged from a melody of the " OoHTUSARM,"

1. ''Let lit Lie children come to me" The Lord the Saviour said, Forbid them not, for such shall be, The saints in glory inndo.

Ir-r^tt*

*-f-V~~W~ 9~9~~<f ~^—^~*^»~f~it~y*i>~* (~

cmmus.

Joy-ful are the words we hear, Saviour to thy arms wecome Give us now thy blesifnirriear, Reav'n iiour home.

Hal - le - lu - jah, we will slog FraiK for-er - er tothe Lord, Father, Saviour, glorious King, Praise, praise the Lord.
' 

2 Why ihould we wait for life to fadt

And earthly Joys grow dim ?

When they the happiest are made,

Who early go to him.

Blessed are the wortls we hear,

Saviour to thy arms we come.

Keep our soul* from doubt and fear,

Heaven is our home. Hallelujah, So.

SILVER STREET. S.

S 0 ! let as Dot a moment wait,

But haste to meet oar friead ;

The way Ii narrow—atraight the gate,

""-' in i i; u i la the en<I.

Precious ure the words ve hear.

Saviour, to thy arms we come,

Loving thee with hearts sincere,

11- ;iv-. n is our home. Hallelujah, kr.

I. SMITH

 

-[—t [--pr-

l.Come, sound his praise abroad, And hymns of glory ting, Jehovah Is the sov'reign God, The n • nl-Ter- sal King.

7. Come—worship at his throne, Come—bow before the Lord ; We are his work, and not our own, He formed us by his word.

3. To-day attend his voice, Nor dare provoke hi* rod ; C'ome—like the people of his choice, And own your gracious God.

.&• | J . I «- -m- J=. _ _WJ I ,., -(»- -fl>- f at p^-f5- •



THE ANGELS IN THE AIR. R.T. R. LOWRY. 215

_». &_V-
 

1. When Life's la- bor song Is sung, And the e • bon arch iasprung, O'ertheshaded couch of death so still,

2. Dark the shadows in the rale, Fierce the howling of the gale, But the shining ones are near our door

3. Flood the heart with parting tears, Frosttheheadwiuipassingyears, Mingle want and woe to-geth -er here-

ii i mt 9 i*1-? f- * * •• *.*•**<• f—? r: ."F ^Lr1' m—__

-> n-^—jLj—JM i« tiJ ML^^^^V-Arj^is-L^s-i , | ,—H
^£fc:=tt^4-S^f^l*i^l^S=^^^?^^t^3^l

Tlien the Lord will light the scene With the angels' star- ry sheen, Aa they welcome us to Zi - Dn'

With our robes as bright as they, We will tread the starry way, With the shadow and the storm no

But the Lord will lift tl'ecloudThat enwraps the shinine crowd, Ami we'll nev -
- - - - •

Dn's hill.

more,

sor - row there.
 

e'll meet each other there Ye»! we'll meet exch other there, With thean-geUIn tl.e air, Yes, we'll meet each other

there ; We'll meet aach other, there Yea ! we'll meet each other there. With the angel*, with the angeli In the air.

 

lit



216 "WHAT SHALL I DO TO BE SAVED?"

4-r-l 1 I U

1. O ! what shall I do to be sared Praia tl<« sorrows thalbarilen my soul ? Like the wares In the itorm When the wlodsinit

2. 0 ! what shall I do to be tared, When the pleasures ofjoutb are all Hell t And the friends I hare lored, From the earth an rr

 

war. Chilling floods of dlstresso'er me roll. What shall I do? what shall I dot 0!whatshalII do to be

moved Audi weep o'er the grares of the dead. What shall I dot what shall I doT 0 ! what shall I da to be

__* m m m -f- m _. •»-•»•••••*•'•»-•»••»••»• ,-a . -if- -»• -j»- m •*• m

to be sand '.

to beured)

3 O ! what shall I do to be saved,

When sickness my strength shall subdue I

Or the world in a day ,

Like a cloud roll away,

And eternity opens to view f

What shall I do 1 what shall I do T

O ! what shall I do to be sarcd 7

^ O ! Lord look hi mercy on me,

Come, 0 come and speak peace to my soul :

Unto whom shall I flee,

Dearest Lord, but to thee.

Thou canst make my poor broken heart n hole

That will I do ! that will I do 1

To Jesus I'll go and be saved.

HEAVEN IS MY HOME. \VM . B. BRADBURT.

j . J _f>-\-

 

I /I'm bat a stranger here : HeaT'n Is my home ;\ /Dangers and sorrows stand\

\Earth is a desert drear : HeaT'n is my home ;/\Round me on ever; hand, jReav'n Is my Fatherland, Hear'n is mj boa*
 



HEAVEN IS MY HOME. Concluded.

t What though the tempests rage.

Heaven is my home ;

Short is my pilgrimage :

Heaven is my home ;

And time's wiM, wintry blast

8000 will l>o over past.

1 shall reach home at lut—

Heaven is my home.

J Therefore I murmur not:

Heaven Is my home,
Whatever my earthly lot,

Heaven is iny home ;

And I shall surely stand

There at my Lord's right hand :
Heaven is ray Fiither-laud—•

Heaven is my home.

217

WE MUST LIVE FOR GOD

4 There, at my Saviour'* tide,

Heaven Is my home ;

I shall be glorified,

Heaven is my home.

There are the good and blest, ,

Those I loved most and best,

There, too, I soon shall rest,

Heaven i> my home.

WM. B. BRADBURY. 

soul to the

j /We must live for God, 'tis a solemn call, We wcreTost till mer-cy found us, \

\ In our glorious field there's a place fur all, Wernustworkforthosearoumlus, / Wecanbringa

o /We can leadperhaps to tliPlivingstream.WhenthehcartUwomandwearyA

\ Or a word may fall like u .-.uulightbeam, In a home that is cold aud dreary/ We can seek the lost that hart

 

-i—I "* * IV-t— _J_

IOOH of prayer.Where the grateful liymn li atc&ling, It

*uilered far, From the onlj source of |ilea>ur« —By tlie

. . .

-t

will touch a chord that was burled there. It will wake a tender feeling,

radiant light of our Polar star. We can point to our heav'nly treas Jre.

. «L

fci

3 In the Sunday school we can train our youth,

Aud our tender care bestowing,

They will learn to walk in the way ot truth,

Where the spring ofjoy is flowmz,

e can tell of hope from the sacred page.

 

We can tell of hope fr

To the erring heart returning,

\Ve can guide the steps of declining age,

Where the lamp of life it burning.

4 We can cheer the faint, and the weak sustain,

We can pray with the sick and dying,

We can tell of peace through a Saviour's nam«

To a soul for comfort sighing,

We must live for «od, 'tis a solemn call,

We were lost till mercy found us.

In our glorious field, there's a place lor all,

We must work for those around us.



218 THE ANGELS THERE WILL TEACH US.

'• TBIU AXOILS BO ALWAYS DEHOLD THI MCI OP MI FlTUIK." WM. B. BRADBURT.

I (To the heavenly land ; to the heavenly land, Where the sainU and the seraphs stand ; N

V We are on our way; we are on our way, A u • ni - ted and hap -py baud, / For the

o I Tho' we oft - en tire ; tho' we oft • en tire, Where the pathway is steep and straight,^

V We will still press on : we will still press on, Till we pass through the Golden Gate : ) For the

>

an - gela there will teach us, How to sing a sweeter song ! And no sorrow'll ev - er reach us, In that

 

happy, happy throng In the hcav'nly land, in the heav'nly land,Where the saint* and the seraphs stand.

3 Bnt we need not fear : hnt we need not fear,

For we've Jesus to be our guide :

And with him BO near : aye with him so near

Naught of evil can e'er betide,

CAo.—For the angela there shall teach us, &c.

4 Will yon go with ni ! will yon go with ns !

Come and share this bright home rJ>ove,

Where the enilless day, where the endless day,

Is illumed by our Father's love,

Cho.—Vur the angels there shall teach ni. Sta.



SAVED BY GRACE. 8s & 7s, Double. 219
Word! by FAXXY CROSBY. Ana. FEUM SPIWTOIL SONGS.

1 Precioua Saviour, I have found thee, Now I feel thy power divine ; la my raptured soul re - fleet - cd,
 

 CHORD

D. S. Precious Saviour, I have found thee,

D.S.-is N, „ vy"V?;-| N N h.-TS-l N JVI K—ft - s , , -

can see thyglo-ry shine. What a change from grief to gladness, Lost in won-der I a -dons;

Thou art mine I ask 110 more.

S Earthly pleasures fading round me,

Like the autumn leaf may fall ;

Jesus thou wilt give me comfort,

Thou art dearer far than all.—Cho.

3 I will praise thee, I v, ill bless thee,

This my happy song shall be ;

When I reach the port of glory,

Jesus thou hast died for me.

CM.—fur 3d verse. Saved by grace, thy child forever,

Lost in Wi/nder, love and praise ;

Precious Saviour I have found thee,

Thau art mine, I ask no more.

For Missionary concerts.

I In thy temple Lord we gather,

In thine own appointed way ;

For thy glorious cause, and kingdom,

At thy sacred feet to pray.

Cno. Star of Jacob, King of Judah,

Hallelujah to thy name ;

May thy love in every bosom,

Kindle to a living flame.

2 Bless thy servants gone to labor

With thy standard in their hands ;

Guide them o'er the snow-clad mountain,

On the deserts burning sand. Cho.

3 May thy word in might prevailing,

Far and wide its power extend ,

And the world its truth confessing.

To thy gentle sceptre bend. CJio.



220 word, by Mrs.0. O.GOODWIN. SABBATH MORNING BELLS.

"/Ho - ly Subbath, happy morning, Joyfully the bells we hear,\

^Sweetly call -Ing, gently calling Us toj. raise [OMIT /and praye

 

0.0. Comes the dear fa - mitiar greeting, Calling us [OHIT — to prayer.

sfe

/Sweetly sounding thro' each street, And\

r.\ floating an the qul-at [OMit.... Jair,

 

2 Bnly Sabbath. Rlad young voices,

Welcome you with joyous long,

While the aged heart rejoicei

With the youthful throng.

May the light of this bleat morning,

Every youthful heart Illume,

trumint, in imitatim of Ike bell*.

With a cheerful sacred presence

That ihall banish gloom.

3 Basking la the holy radlanee

Of this blesifil Subbath morn,

SABBATH EVENING BELLS.
lit.

May the blessed angels keep us.

Till another dawn.

Anil when earth's best, purest lore-light

Fadeth from our sight away,

May ifar risen Sariour take us

To his endlesa day.

R. S. T.—arranged. 

I ( The shadows of night arc creeping fast A- cross the hill and dell, \

VAnd soft-ly the lephyr's waft the tones, [OMIT ) Ofthe Sabbath evening bells.

1 IS . ^

 

 1

CHORU3. f> era.

Oh, Sabbath evening bells 1 Oh, Sabbath evening bells ! What words of lnve,and j<>

_--r--

 

Al silently sinks the wearied sun,

Far down trie western steep,

So peacefully at the eve of llfev

M«y I lay m* down to sleep, fli

3 And may the sweet hope be granted then,

Each doubt and fear t'allay,

That soon will the gluora of uight be lost

ID the dawn of endleai day. L'/ia.



Werds By (C) THE LORD WILL PROVIDE. WM. B. BRADBURY. 221

^* N. •

,/Ot Pilgrims to Zi - on, your courage re - new, Your Captain's b« - fore you, Lw standard's in view ; \

\Thenwhydo yon fait -er, lie bidayoube strong And help one an - oth - cr to joorney a- long:/
 

n. « f> s t> N s-^ i Tr"* '*pr"*'<>n- , ? «"«rrf.

i r

prom-Jse, " The Lord wfll pro - vide," "The Lord will pro - vide," "The Lord will pro- vide."

The world may disown yon, and friends may forsake,

The night may be cheerless, but morning will break,

When hardened with sorrow and longing for rest,

Temptations may follow, " 'Tis all for the best;'1

Hia arm is around yon, your Shepherd and guide,

Beraember the promiM, "Th» Lord will proride."

3 Behold in the valley the lillies so fair,

'Tis not from their labor, the beanty they wear ;

If clothed by your Father the grass that must die.

The v. .nits of his children his hand will supply ,

Then trust him forever, your refuge and guide,
Remember the promise, • • The Lord will piovide."
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Xfiritrit—m march movement.

THE LIFE-BOAT.

£
^-s-pj—-t> fc i >> , i „ fr-4-

*—* ..i

1. The life-boat! the life-boat! how bravely she rides The darkened and stormy, and trcacber • ous main. The

2. The Hi - ble ! the Bi-blelo'erlife'sstonuy wave, Is the life-boat to res-cue all tern- pert tou'dtouls, It

p. f. p.. *. p. • S

i.—i- i
-•—- •

 

wild moaningtempest, the fierce rolling tide, Unite theirdark powers too'erwhelmher in vainThe mannersees her, and

cv-er is ready from danger tosave;'Tu)6afcoutheoceaii,tho'fierccly it rolls, The Bi - ble ! the Bi - ble ! it

hope fills hishreast, The lamp from her bow gleams bright o'er the sea, It shines as a star on the billows fierce breast, And

shines ever bright, Like aheavenly star ou the water's dark breast, It sheds in man's pathway a glo-ri-ous light, And
 

mounts o'er the wa-ien BO no- blf and free, AndmounUo'erthe wa-ten so no - bly and free.

out his course to tin; ba-ven of >est, And points out his course to the ha - yen of reot.



JESUS OUR KING.

MISSIONARY.

-I-

223
WM. B. BRADBTJKY.

-^Ji-^JA=S,

1 Go Bound It a • broad, the tid - ings proclaim, Sal - va- tion to all, through Him that was slain ;

2 The IsleB of the deep shall lift up their voice, And na-tionsa- for shall hear and re-joice;

 

He lives to re- deem us, Je - BUB our King I To mansions of glo-ry the ransomed will bring.

The harp that was broken—sweet -ly shall ring, And Ju-dah re - turn to her Saviour and King.

-i—r—1-)—r

 

Oo sound it a - broad, the tidings proclaim, Sal - vation is purchased through Him that was slam.

^f=f I* \-4—-&"i!* !—~-\F F-^r£~~g~S r
-I—T I 'i r

3 Go, heralds, away ! your mission fulfil

The Gocpel declare, we'll pray for you still—

Be steadfast, be watchfxd, stand by the right,

And God will sustain you with wisdom

CHO.—Go sound it abroad, fee.

4 Go, heralds, away ! the harvest is near,

The reapers will come, the Uaster appear ;

Be patient in labor, fervent in love,

And God will reward you in glory above.

CHO —Go sound it abroad, fee.



224 ST. THOMAS. S. M.
 

1 . My tonl repeat his praise,Whote merclei are 10 great;Whfwe anger Is BO

2. High as the heav'ns are raU'd Above the ground we tread, So far the nc lies

•low to rise, So read - y to n - bate,

of liii grace. Oar highest tho'tu ex • eved.
 

3 Hiii power Mil iilui-s our sins,

And hi« forgiving love,

Far as the east is from the west,

Doth all our guilt remove.

4 The pity of the Lord,

To those who fear his name,

IB KII rli as tender parents feel

lie knows our feeble frame.

Our days are as the grass,

Or like the morulng flower ;

Ifone sharp blast sweep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

The Charming Place.

I. How charming is the place,

Where my Redeemer. God,

l'n vails the oeauties of his face,

And sheds his love abroad !

Here on the mercy seat,

With radiant glory crowned,

Our Joyful eyes behold him sit,

And smile on all around.

3 Give me, O Lord, a place

Within thy blest abode,

Among thi! children of thy grace,

The servant* of my Goa.

BRADEN. S.M.

" Jena Wept."

1 Did Jesus weep for me 7

And sigh o'er sinners here T

My soul that weeping Saviour He,

And shed thyself a tear.

2 Did Jesus pray for me 7

For such a wand'rer care 1

My heart subdued and broken be.

And drawn to him in prayer.

3 Did Jesus die for me 7

Oh, depth of love divine !

I die to sin—I'll live to thee j

O, Saviour, make me thine !

WIT. B. BRADBURY. 

1. Th«d»y Is put and gone; The evening shades appear ; 0 may we all remember well The night of death drawi n*»r.

2. Wi lay our garments by. Upoo our bedi to rest ; So death lhall loon disrobe u> til Of what we here poueuxl.

3. Lord, keep ui late tbU night, Secure from all our fears ; Many angels guard ul while we lleep, Till morning light appears.

 

Superiority the Scripture.!.

1 0 Lord, thy perfect word

Directs our steps aright.

Nor can all other book a afford

8Mb »ro»t and delight.

Celestial beamt It sheds

To cheer this rale below :

To distant lands its glory spreads,

And streams of mercy flow.

3 True wisdom It imparts,

Commands our hope and fear :

Oh, may we hide It in our hearts.

And IK) iu iuavucv uoro.
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' -Pi

>^r I %*,» ^J9- sjr ii i ! " " '-

}. My "-MI' know thon the Lord, Thy father'1 God obey, Seek his protecting oar* by night, Hit guardian hand by day.

2. Call while htt maybe found, Ami §eek him while he's near; Serve him with all thy heart mid mind,A ml worship htm ID fear.

3. If thou wilt leek his face, HI* ear hear will thy cry ; Then shall thou find his mercy iuret His grace for - ever uigh*

 

Closing Hymn.

1 Once more before we part,

Oh, bless the Saviour's name ;

Let every tongue and every heart

Adore and praise tbe some.

" Lord, in thy grace we came,

That blessing (till impart;

We meet in Jesus' sacred name,

In Jems' name we part.

3 Thus nutured by thy word,

May each in wisdom grow,

And still go on to know the Lord,

And practice what we know.

Blearing! nought in Prayer.

Behold the throne of grace I

The promise calls me near ;

There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And waits to answer prayer.

2 Thine image, Lord bestow,

Thy presence and thy love ;

I ask to serve thee here below,

And reign with thee above.

3 Teach mo to live by faith;

Conform my will to thine,

Let me victorious be in death,

And then in glory shine.

Prayerfor thi Intemperate. 8. If.

1 Intemperance walks abroad,

His victims day by day,

Are wasting in the paths of sin.

Their precious life away.

2 Dear Jesus ! thou hast died,

Thy gracious arm can save ;

0 bring the wanderers to thy foldf.

And snatch them from tbe grave.1

3 Convicted of their guilt ;

O may they seek thy face,

And never rest till they have fouud

The comfort of thy grace.

THE LORD'S PRAYER. Chant. GREGORIAN. 

1 1 ' " 1 1 "-f= j-

Our Father, who art in heaven, I hallowed | be thy | nam« .

Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on | earth, as it | U in | heaven ,

Give us thii | day our | daily | bread,

And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive J them that | tres - pass a- j gainst us ;

And lead us not into temptation, but de- j liver j us from | evil:

For thine i» the kingdom, the power and the glory, for- | ever. A-



226 GIVE THANKS.—Chant. Antiphonal.

801.0, OR SEMI-CHORUS.* lit RESPONSE. CHORUS.

-H 1-

WV. B. BRADBURY.

1 0 give I hanks unto the Lord, for he is good : for nu mer - cy en - dur - eth for ev - er.

I

SOLO, OR SEMI-CHORUS.* 2nd RESPONSE. CHORUS.

3EE|E

ALL.

ESEEfE

0 give thanks unto the God of gods ; For his mer - ey en - dur • eth for ev - er.

«.-

A - men.

*» ' -" H-|- j- II f -p-

3 O give thanks unto the Lord of lords ;

4 To him who alone doeth great wonders;

5 To him that by wisdom made the heaveni ;

6 To him that stretched out the earth above the waters :

7 To him that made great lights ;

8 The sun to rule by day ; the moon and stars to role by night

9 Who remembered us in our low estate ;

10 And hath remembered us from our enemlei ;

11 Who giveth food to all flesh ;

12 O give thanks unto the God of heaven ;

* Bj teuher or teacberi.—The renpoiues by the Mbolui,

CHO. For his mercy enduraln forever

CRO. For his mercy endureth forever

CHO. For hU mercy endureth forever.

CHO For hia mercy endureth forever.

CHO. For his mercy endareth forever.

CHO. For his mercy endureth forever.

CHO. For his mercy endureti forever.

Clio. Kor liie mercy endureth forever.

CHO. For his mercy enduretb forever.

CHO For hit mere} endureth forever.



THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD.-Chanl Antiphonal. 227

1st Division, or TIICHIU. 2d Division, or Sciouas. ATI.

^

A -

in
PSALJI XXIII.

The Lord is my shepherd ; 1 1 shall not ' want

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures : He leadeth me be- 1 side the | still— | waters.

He re- 1 storeth my I soul.

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness I for his I name's— | sake.

Yea, though I walk through the valley of tbe shadow of death I will | fear no | evil ;

For thou art with me ; thy rod and thy | staff they | com - fort | me.

Thou prcparcst a table before me in tbe I presence . . of mine | enemies,

Thou anointest my head with | oil, my | cup. .runneth I over.

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the|dayi of..my|life;

And I will dwell in tbe house of tbe I Lord for- i ever. A- 1 men.

COME UNTO ME. Chant, WM. B. BRADBDRV.

 

I I •' I .. p •

When a faint chill steals o'er my heart,

A sweet mice | utters, I Come to I me,

4 Come, for all else must fall and die,

Earth is no resting I place for | thee ;

Heavenward direct thv weeping eye,

I am thy | portion, | Come to | me.

5 O voice of mercy ! vgice of love I

In conflict, grirf, and | ago- j uy,

Support me, cheer me from above !

Aid gently | whisper. ] Coma to I m«

\ With tearful eyes I look around,

Life seems a dark and ! stormy | sea :

Tet, 'midst the gloom, I hear a sound,

A heavenly I whisper, | Come to me.

2 It tells me of a place of rest—

It tells me where my i soul may | flee ;

Oh! to the weary, faint, opprest,

How sweet the I bidding, | Come to I me.

3 When nature shudders, loth to part

From all I love, <u- 1joy, and | see,



228 WE ARE PILGRIMS. 7s.
 

I / We are pilgrims on the earth, Journeying onward from ourbirtliA

\ Eve • ry hour and eve • ry breath Brings us near - er /still to death. Yes, we are

o / But be-yondthis vale of tears, Lies the land that knows no fears ;\

^Where our steps no more may roam, Pil - grims, we are going home

 

3.

Home to long-lost friends and dear,

Friends we moum in sorrow here

Home to endless peace and love,

lu our Father's house above. Clio.

4.

Let no trifles by the way,

Tempt our hearts or steps to stray,

From the narrow path and strait

Leading to the golden gate. Clio.

.

No, our faith has still in view

One like ua, a pilgrim too ;

From his track we will not roam

We to Chriit are going home. Cuo.

SWEET REST IN HEAVEN. WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Come, schoolmates, do not weary,15ut let us iourney on, The moments willnot tarry, This life will soon begone.

2. We've listed in the ar -my,We've listed for the war- We'llfightuutilweconqner.Byfaithandhumblepray'r

i ri



CHORUS.

SWEET REST IN HEAVEN. Concluded.
 

—4—•! 1—•*—jj ^T- i

•zbS^^fcjT

There l» sweet rest ia hearen, There Is sweet rest In heaven, There is sweet rest, There Is sire-it rest, There l» sweet rest In
 

There is sweet rest in heaven

3 Onr Captain's gone before us,

He kindly bids us come ;

In yonder world of glory,

He's made for us a home. UHO.

4 Onr Jeaui will be with us,

E'en to the journey's end ;

In every score affliction

A "presenthelp" to lend. CHO.

5 We bless the naine of Jesus,

Who bought us with hit blood :

All glory be to Jesus,

Who givesus everygood. CHO.

WE'LL WAIT TILL JESUS COMES.' D». MILLER.

. Oland ofrest, fortheeIsigh,Whcnwillthe moment come,Whenl shall lay my armorby,Anddwell in peace athome?

 

 

• —T-^' i i p^
We'll wait till Jesus comes,We'll wait tillJesuscomcs,We'llwaittillJcsuscomes,Andwe'llbegatherdhonie.

i •*. -*• n
 

We'll wait till Jeans comes, We'll waittillJcsus comes,

No tranquil joys on earth I know,

No peaceful iheltenuK dome,

*bls world'* a wilderoesK of woe,

orld ift not my home.

3 To Jesoa Chrfat I fled for rest ;

He bade meceaie to roam,

And lean for succor on his breast,

And he'd conduct me home.

4 I sought at once my Sarlour'a sltlt*

No more my ftrpi shall roam ;

With him I'll brave death's chilling tide

And rweh mj hearenl/ home.
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Wordi by HIT. J

IN OLDEN TIMES.
DADJIUN.

'

WM. B. BRADBCBT.

H.

. ( In old - en times wh'
' 1 I i : . . . 1- i ...(

I HU name was liobert, true and mild, Omit

en boyswerewild, On English soil arose a child, )

>So loving, loving, and good. 

S Then away ! away ! onr cause is growing stronger,Away!

( Then away ! away ! ire can't wait a • m longer, A

away!totheSuiidaySchool, (

way to the Sunday School.

2 As Bobert Raikes walked out one day,

To see if children were at play,

Some boys were seen on Sabbath day,

A playing, playing—Ah me.

Clio. Then away ! &c.

3 In seventeen hundred eighty-one,

Across the sea in Gloiis'ler town,

The glorious Sunday School begun,

Its coming! coming t along.

Cho. Then away ! Sic.

4 0, how this little fire has spread,

And warmed to life the carnal dead,

And brought them to our living Head,

So loving, loving and good;

Cho. Then away ! &c.

5 Come, parents, teachers, one and all,

And never think the work is small,

But listen to the heavenly call :

He workers, workers to day ;

Clio. Then away ! &c.

6 When storms are past, and work is o'er,

And Sunday Schools fchall be no more,

We'll gather on the golden shore,

Binding glory, glory to God.

Cho. Then away ! \c.

7 Then what a glorious sight 'twill be

To sec the millions of the free

All happy in eternity,—

So welcome, welcome the day I

Cho. Then away ! &c.



Words by JOSEPHINE POLLARD. JESUS AT THE HELM. Musio by HENRY TUCKER. 231
 

. 5 Fraflismybarkandstormylstheocean.Howcanlhopeto stem the rushingtide ;)

( Howcan I face the billows wild commotion, [Om« i J Dangers are threat'ning ma
 

J J5 ^ ^ ^ •* I

on eve - ry side. J With Jesus at the helm, I shall jonrney «afe-ly o - Ter, Though the storm i« raging

( With Jesus at the helm, I shall journey safe-ly «
 

and the bU - lows foam ;

And find a re • fuge from the storm when Heav'n u my home.

3S=g

Though weak my (aith, there's One whose lore unfailing,

Will cast a brightness over sight so dim ,

His strength for all my frailties still arailing,

Will make me feel the love I owe to Him. Cho.

3

] I ii:. : are my fears, and in his love confiding,

0 }-' me lean my head upon his breast ;

At His command the troubled wares subsiding,

Will safely bear me home with Him to rest CTa.

4.

Frail 1s my bark, but Jeans U beside me.

E'en through the night I sec hisglut-mus form.

With Him to cheer, to strengthen and to guiilo me.

My soul will calmly brave the darkest storm Cho.



232 "WE'LL ALL MEET AGAIN IN THE MORNING."
Word« 17 KATE CAMERON

_£

Music by WM. B. BRADBTJRT.

1 A 5 little child la; dyIng,Asthe sunset hour drew nigh,And

{ these the words he uttered Whenhe (Omit J breathed his last Good-Bye." Iknow that my angel

 

mother Is waiting to bear me from thee,We'U all meet again in the morning, Dear father, weep not for

 

— ^ -. _ -_.
me! We'll 5 all nieet again in the morning,\V e'U all meet again in the morning, We'll ?

? all meet again hi the morning,Of[Omit............................. \ heaven's eternal day.
 

2 The words were full of solace,

Falling like a healing balm

On the heart so sorely stricken,

That the mourner inight well be calm.

The sharp sting of anguish taken,

The burden of grief grew more light,

We'll all meet again in the morning,

Like a rainbow spanned Death's night. Cho.

3 O, ye who sadly languish,

Weighed down by grief

Beside the grave's dark portal,

:ighed down bv grief and gloom,

Look beyond the silent tomb !

With God leave your precious treasures,

Shall lie not in all things do right?

We'll all inert again in the inorumg,

Death's sleep is but for a night. Cho.



THE FATHER RECLAIMED.
SImic arranged bj W. D. B.

_ . .

233

SE

1 !!••••.- can he leave them 7 How can that Father go ? Heedless of winds that blow Cold round his cot :

T ™ ^~>~it y T~^~t

4^-U—u

 

Leave them to pine for bread, Children of want and pain, Fa- ther they call in rain,

=»=«-r-ri=^=r^f^

He answers not-

2 How can he leave them,

Leave to the tempter's power,

Passing each golden hour

Careless away.

While in hU dreary home.

Bad tears for him are shed ;

Is every feeling dead,

How can he stay 1

3 How can he leave them,

Pale is their mother's brow,

Hope's dying embers now

i ade in despair.

Folding her precious ones,

Hark ! through the midnight dim,

Oh, how she prays for him,

Lord hear her prayer.

4 Why does she tremble,

Was it his voice »hat said—

" Lift up thy drooping head,

Sorrow is o'er;

Come to your Father's arms,

Children, your fears are past ;

1 am reclaimed at last,

I'll drink no more."

1 Them art my Shepherd,

Caring in every need,

Th v little lambs to feed ;

"frail ing thee still;

In the green pastures low,

Wbere living n-;iters flow,

Safe by Thy side I go,

Fearing no ill.

.!/••/ Shepherd.

•2 Or if my way lie

Where death o'erhanguig nigh,

Hv soul would terrify

With sudden chill,—

Tet I am not afraid ;

Wbile softly on my head

Thy tender hand is laid,

I tar no ill!

3 If Thou wilt guide me,

Gladly I'll go with Thee ;—

No harm can come to me

Holding Thy hand ;

And soon my weary feet

Safe in the golden stroet,

Wbere all who love Thee meet.

fiedeem'd Khali staoo.



234 MY FATHERLAND.
Melody by J. R. THOMAS. Harmonfnd. 

1 There li a place where all my hopes are stayed, My heart and my treasure are there, Where verdure and blossoms will

tctta

cnonus.

never, never fade, And fields are e - ter-nal - ly fair. That blissful place is my dear father -land; By

 

faith Us delights I explore; Bat sweeter, dearer, dearer ii the hand, That leads me in peace to theibflr*.

U'l* i *-

2 There is a place where holy angels dwell,

A pure and a peaceful abode,

The joys of that place no mortal tongue can ten,

Voi there is Uie palace of God.—Oho.

3 There is a place where loving friends are gone,

Who suffered and worshipped with me,

Exalted with Christ on Hie pure and spotloa throne,

The King in His hcauty they see.—Cho.

4 There is a place where through faith I hope to lire,

When life aud its labors are o'er,

A place which the Saviour lo faithful ones iful grre,

And there I shall sorrow 110 more.—C'Ae-



Word* by WM. OLAND BOURSE.

THE UNION SONG 235

| CHORUS. Blran/;.

freedom blwt. Then join In a loud hurrah

 

2 We will lov« our land forever,

Dearest land beneath the sun ;

Foeineu's steel shall not dissever,

Youthful hearts that now are one.—Cho.

3 We are all a band of Brothers,

And the states are Sisters too,

And in time thero will be other*

That shall happy rows renew.—Cho.

4 Let the hopeful words be spoken,

On the wings of promise home :

Never iball the links be broken,

Never shall the flag be torn.—Cho.

6 Union now and Union ever!

Boys and girls for Union all !

We will keep it safe, and never

Shall our glorious Union fall.—Cho.

The crystal fountain,

1 'Tis O.!e balmy shower descending

In the valley, on the plain,

Makes the air so cool around us,

Cheers the drooping liowers again

Cho.—Then joyful together we'll sing,

As gay as the bird on it* wing

Cold water for me, our motto shall be.

And loudly our chorus shall ring

2 We are like the leaves unfolding,

Spangled o'er with morning dew ;

Water from the crystal fountain,
Makes us glad and merry too.—'/',•".

3 Give us water, sparkling water,

From the brooklet pure uud free ;

Qrateful to our God who gave it,

Let our heart* forever us.—do.



236 JOY FOR THE SORROWFUL.

SoLO OK DUIT, WITH ClIOBrs.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

Isaiah, 35 : 10.

1. Joy for the eorrow-ful, strength for the weak, Words of be - ncv - olcane Je -BUS doth speak;
 

„ • f . * • •»-• i i •*•

FULL CHORUS, or lit time Solo, ant repeatfull Ckonu. Reptat ad lit.
"

 

His purpose of mercy no power can stay, For sorrow and sighing shall both fiee away, For sorrow and sighing

shall both flee away.

«r^J^-^'

. iSt**

TT-
I I

2 Joy for the sorrowful,"sight for the blind,

The dumb sinking praisos, the savage made kind,

The lame leaping high ; these are signs of the day.

V, l« n sorrow and sighing shall both flee awav.

Cho. The lame leaping high, these are signs of the day,

When sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,

For sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.

3 Joy for the sorrowful, laughter and song,

Among the redeemed who journey along,

And looking for rest at the end of the way,

When sorrow and sighing shall both £ce away.

Cfio. All looking for rest at the end of the way,

When sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,

For sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.

4 Joy for the sorrowful ! Spirit of God,

If on toward Zion but feebly I're trod,

O, strengthen my soul, and still lead me, I pray,

Till sorrow and sighing hare both fled away.

Cho. Oh, strengthen my soul, and still lend me, I pray,

Till sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,

Till sorrow and sighing shall both flee awajr.



WHEN THE MORNING LIGHT. REV.R.LOWRV. 237
 

I /When themorningliKhtdrivesaway thenight, Withthesun so bright and full, \

' lAnd the day of rest lightens every breast; I'll a -way to the Sabbath-School/ For 'ti» there we all a •

 

I'll »wa\ ' away! I'll away to Sabbath-School.

2 On the frosty dawn of a winter's morn,

When the earth is wrapped in snow,

Or the summer breeze plars around tha the trees,

To the Sabbath School I go ;

When the holy day has come,

Anil the Sabbath breakers roam,

I delight to leave my home,

For the Sabbath School ;

I'll away, &c.

I In the class I meet with the friends I greet,

At the time of morning prayer ;

And our hearts we raise in a hymn of praise,

For 'tis always pleasant there,

In the Book of holy truth,

Full of counsel and reproof,

We behold the guide of youth,

At the Sabbath school I

I'll away ! fee.

4 May the dews of grace fill the hallow'd place,

And the sunshine never fail,

While each blooming rose which in memory grows,

Shall a sweet perfume exhale

When we mingle here no more,

But have met on Jordau's shore,

We will talk of momenta o'er,

At the Sabbath school :

I'll away I &c.



233 SAD IS THE DRUNKARD'S LIFE.
Words by FANNT CROSBY. WM. U. BBADBCRT.

1. Sail fi the drunkard's life, Wasting In crime, Far from the path of right, Reck leu of time.

 

Tears of re • pentant grief, Chill u (hey start, Hardly a tender thought, Waket In hii heart. Wakes In hii heart.

—I—I—T

3 Picture a happy past,

Gone from his sight,

Bring back his early youth,

Cloudless and bright,

Tell how a mother's eye,

Watched while he slept
•J: Tell how she prayed Tor him.

Borrowed and wept. :||

2 Often a single spark.

Kindles a flame.

Kindness may win him back,

Prayer may reclaim,

Go when he sits alone,

Burdened with care

|| : Tell him his sinful course

Plead with him there. : II

4 Point to the better lud,

Home of the bleit.

Where she has passed avaj

Gone to her rest.

O'er that departed oce,

Memory will yearn

|| : God In his mercy gnat.

He may retura. :||

Jaw is near.

1 Lonelr and desolate, far from thy home,

Why from ttiy Father's arms, why wilt thou roam,

Lovingly, tenderly fills on thy ear,

1: " Rest thee, 0 weary one," Jesus is near. :||

2 Life U a morning dream, passing away,

Come to the Lamb of God. why wilt thou stay,

Come to the precious fold, vatched by hii cars,

|: " Rest thee. 0 weary one," Jesus U there. :jj

3 Life U a desert wild mantled in woe.

Earth has no joy fur thee, where wilt thou go,

Lift up thy drooping heart, banish thy fear,

j: "Rest thee, O weary one," Jesus U near.: i;



Words by Wr«. VA.V AI.STYNK.

THE PROMISED DAY. (Missionary.) 239

Music by HENRY TUCKER.

promised day, Breaking o'er the mountain height? Doubt and darkncsi flee away, Trembling at

(its dawning

I J J J . - -0 g J> .^

 

light. Blessed Je • sus, reign for • ev . CT Let sal - va - tion, like a riv - er, Rolling onward, onward

*&.

 

•till, AU the world with gladncm Ml.

Heard ye not the weloorae sound,

Wafted o'er the heaving main !

Now the fruit* of Joy abound,

Frecfous louli are born again.

Cuo. Bleated Je*uit «fcc.

Slnit, O Zlon, land of nit,

They are cocking home to thee ;

From the East, the North ami West,

And the I*lea beyond the sea.

'-'if. Bleated J. n», 4o.

I

1 Go to Jesus when thy heart

Druopa beneath its weight nf care ;

Whcu Uie joys of earth depart,

Seek a purer light in prayer.

Cho. .I'll- will forsake thee never,

lie a thine, and thine forever,

By the cooling stream that flom,

Thou chalt uud a sweet repnse.

1 Go to faiu."

S O'er the hopes In min hud ;

Does the tear in secret fall ?

Is tby trembling snul afraid 7

Go to the Jesus—tell him all. OAo.

3 Go to Jesus, on his breast

He will lay thy aching head,

Calm thy every pain tu rest.

Beams of mercy o'er thee sbed. Cho



240 HOSANNA. "Blessed is he that cometh."—Anthem.
CBEIITMII. WJI. B. BBADBUBf. 

—M—F* li-m m -*-+,• * J—*-fi M . m-+*^ii

II" -::n n:i, Ho-un-Da, Ho-ean-na, Ho-gan-na, Blessed is be that cometh in the name of theLonl,

 

Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Blessed is he that cometh in thcuarncof theLonl

Single voice,

Blessed 1>e the kingdom of our father Da -vid, That cometh, that cometh in the name of the Lord,
 

Bleseed he the kingdom of our father Da - vid, That cometh, thatcometh in1 f.he name of the Lord.
-



•nu. tut?. oiau AND 710IB.

HOSANNA. Concluded.

OIRU 1KB 71019. OI1LI. BOTH.

241

-*> II . p—F~*i "—»-+»—» •*-*-+* I, * II p—p~

Ho-san-na, Ho-gan - n», Ho -Ban -Da in the highest, Ho-aan-na, IIo-

I^B^feJ^^fefl
i C g-Ff^F-FTS—FySJ

s

Ban - na, Ho - can • no.

.it.

^^^[f^K
^

FULL CHORUS.—CHOI* AND SOBOOL. ^ | 1 | 2 |

j Blessed be the kingdom of ourfathcr David, Hosanna, in the highest, in the highest, |-e*t, Amen, Amen.

Words by FANNY CROSBY.

Moderai

JESUS HELP ME. HENRY TUCKER.

5r>.-i:J , J*<| , j . jji J_J-i Jrr*B| . . L_g^=fe
Fine.

 

. / Je • sus help me I am weary. Let me hold Thy hand in mloeA / O ! my Father, \

\ForthestreamoflivlDgwater, In a thirsty land I pine, /\do not leave me,/In this dark and dreadful hour,

r>, a. Fold me In Thy arms of mercy, Keep me from the tempter'a power.

-LJ - -1 -

2 Jesns help me, I am fainting,
•Neatli the deserts burning sky,

Lead to pastures coo] and fragrant.

There my every want supply,

Sb&ile me with Thy wings eter^l,

Let me feel Thee ever near,

Tii. it canst whisper wonfa of comfort,

Thou canst dry the foiling tear.

 

S Jesas help me, I am sinking.

In the cold and chilly ware,

Giro me strength, my faith Increasing,

Thou alone hast power to save,

Let my soul b« filled with rapture,

Let rny hope be stayed on Thee.

Let me i>?ar my cross with patience,

Till I sleep and waxe with TQM.



242 THE CHILDREN'S BATTLE SONG.
Music by WM. B. BRADBUK7

1 Yes, we are soldiers of the cross, Ayounjj and joyful band; We've joined the army marching home To

2 Yes, we are toldiera of the cross, We'll never quit the field; Like valiant heroes bold and bravo, We'll

Canaan's promised land. The world and sin our strongest foes Will oft be - set oar way ; But we must keen our

fight but nev - er yield. Our captain is the prince of peace, Whodiedthatwemightlivc;To all hisfaiUiful

h I --II i_ _ _ -I *, m

3g=$E£3*=5=£E£=^$=^

FULL CHORUS.
-ah is l> )> ^ . P> > N i I ... *^_^^^- . i> > I . N--X-fi->

ar - mor bright And al • ways watch and pray,

children here A crown of life he'll give.

We must keep our ar • mor bright, We must keep oar

We must keep, &c.

SE

n h N | K>.^^S|»..| 1 1 f> f, ^ ...I1

" «»• - it- .ir tvn«tit U^A innat I.-/MITI /MIT- or - m*%r Itriivtit A nil ftlnrn vs Tvr»tr*h nnil nmr. nlu-ti va triitf>h niul r»ra»ar • mor bright, We must keep our ar-morbright, Ami always watch and pray, always watch aud prty.



THE CHILDREN'S BATTLE SONG. Concluded. 243

3 Tea, we are soldiers of the cross,

Our colors we will show ;

And with the bible in our hand

We'll boldly meet the foe.

O let us strive to win the prize,

The great command obey ;

To love the Lord with all our soul,

And labor while 'tis day.—Cho.

4 Yen, we are soldiers of the crow,

Aud by that crow we'll siaiiil ;

Wc'vejoined the army marching home,

To Canaan's promised land.

And when we reach the golden fields

Of that immortal shore ;

With all the armies of the blest,

We'll sing the battle o'er.—Cho

AWAY OVER JORDAN.

1 Je - sns, my all, to heaven is gone, View tht land, vita theland, He whon

2 Ilia track I see, and I'll pursue, Vitu thtland,vi*utiieiand,T]u: n.ir -

 

hom I fix my hope* up - on,

row way till him I view,
 

l£&±i3£&si&±a±JiuMfsg^
Ve promised land, A • way, a - way over Jordan, We'll view the land,View the land7Away, a - way overView the promised li .

View the promtocd land, A - way, a - way, Sus.

3

Jor- dan, We'll view the promised land.

3 The way the holy prophets went, VJra tt« /and, <te.

The road that leads from banishment, View thepromised

Clio.—Away, away, Sic. [land

4 The king's highway of holiness, Ffew tht land, At.

11 his paths are

Vway, away,

I'll go, for all his patlis are peace, View thtpromiied lantlI'll go, for :

Cho.—A



244 COME UNTO ME. (Anthem.;

So/I and gentle tones* but firmest and devout.

' Come on - to me all je that la - bor And are heavy hi - den, And I will give yon rest,

2fc=fc

Take my yoke up - on you and team of me, for I am meek and low - ly of heart, And

i ~ i

ye.... shall find rest Tin- to your souls, For my yoke is ea - «y and my bur -den u light, My

I-

SEMI-CHORUS. 

J_I

yoke is ea - sy and my bur - den is light" O precious in - vi - ta - tion, Help us, O Lord, to



COME UNTO ME. Concluded.

I !

FULL CHORUS.

245

! I
*3E

* come with a bro • ken heart, and a con - trite iplr • it, 0 precious in - vi • ta - tion, Help

Quiet anrf «jnW(«f /

a^

TU, O Lord, to come with a bro - ken heart, and a con - trite iplr- it; We praise thee, we
 

hleas thee, O Je - «UB, for thy lore, We bleu (bee for the precious words that than hast given to aa.

i r i i—1

i ' —I— I - J f

r—r—r P
i , —i . I

highest, in the high • est, in the high • est.

r-^=—r—"•—" -"i 1 T r i i*4i r r -P

Ho - san - na, ho - ian • na, ho - san • na hi the high - est, ho - *auna in the highest, in the high - est.



246 CHRISTMAS ANTHEM.
 

1 . Lo ! descending the heavens rending, Messengers from God to men : Angels winning, tidings bringing, Christ is bom ia

2. Dearest Saviour, grant thy favor, While in these thy courts we stay, Thy rich blessing on us resting, On this happy
 

Bethlehem ; Come with gladness, and ban-ish sadness, Childres sweetly«ttineyonr voices. Sing aloud

fee-live day, Bells are ringing, and bird* aro^singing, WoouUandfieldatheirtnbute bringing, Back the hUlstlie

 

heaven re -joices ; Hal -le - In- jah! Hal • le - lu-jah! "Peace on earth, good will to men." Lift a-lond *

ech - oes flinging ; Let our voices swellthe chorus In a grateful soiig of praise; Joy - ful, coine be •

t-4,—.t -,_»i .._E 1 ,. ;-J»—*—>>—K-. _•»—h—I i PI—»—Ft J i r> J__;

 

_ _
^

_. _
^

loft - y strain, Ood is re-conciled to man,(ilo-ry to our Saviour King, Heaven and earth with glorrria;,

fore him uow, Humbly in hia presence bow, Now to him our tribute bring, Lord of lords and King ol king*



CHRISTMAS ANTHEM. Concluded. '.M7 

Praise him, Praise htm, The Lord Jehovah praiw,Prai« him. Praise him. The Lord Jehorah praise, Hosanna ! FTosanna !

Praiae him, Prafoohio^Ye grateful children, praise, Praise him, praise him, YegratefuleliilUren, praise, HodaDoa! I
 

Words by KATE CAMERON. THE LAND OF PEACE. TVM. B. BRADBURY.

1 1 i I 1 f

\ian.cho. The stonns of earth wiH vanish, And til its turmoili cease, Be - fore we reach that country, The

iwm.rAo.TlierecloudawillneTcrgaiLtT, Rude wlmln will ne-ver blow, And there will be that qiii -ct We
- -- -- ' - 

blessed land of peace, \ (The laud of peace, tlieland of peace, Oh! there will all OUT troubles cease. \

cannot liiid be -low. /VAudall our hap -pi-ness increase lu heaven the land of peace.)

f , i+ y-j^^-e^^e > •*• ,-e -r ^ ^--^»- - ? * < *

^[&---m—m -^-Pt— . 1 T-*~

\tt Semi, Clto. On earth are wan and tumult*,

Ami danger, fear and ttrfe,

While unseen powers combining

Assail Our flertiiig life.

JU Scmt. CAo. But there is never conflict,

Nor danger, nor alarm ;

The land of peace is guarded

By an Almightj arm.

Caoics. Tbc'land of peace, Ac.

l»r .SVmi. Cko. How bllasrul to Icok forward

When all these a tor mi «hall ccaat

And ice that happy country,

The holy land of peace.

24 Semi. Cko. We will not iniud li:e'« tftruigles,

Which aooo moat hare *u cud,

Bat place our trust i'« Jeaaa,

Our eTcrluting friend,

Cuoacs. The land of peaoc, 4o.

L .



245 THE WHOLE MULTITUDE. WM. B. BRADBURY.

Rreitaniio.

---

Aiidwheuhewa«comenigh,eventothedesocntofthemouiitofOlive», the whole Multitude of the dis - ci - pies be •

-- -

m^
p-p-HH-l, 1^ >.

FULL CHORUS. / ^_

. J h b.'l I Ji. I N I J

gan to rejoice.Andto praise God with a loud Toico;Andto praise God with a loud voice, For all thcmighty

•

.. . • __, . ___ >_>_b_N ^ h
.

work* that the? Lad seen, Say-ing, "IMcseed be the King that Cometh in the name of tho Lord.

I;:.-—: be the

J 1-

 

Peace on earth, and glo • 17 in the high-eat, Blessed be the King.

Bless - ed, blessed be the

 

BleueU be the King blc-ued



THE WHOLE MULTITUDE. Concluded,

_A_J?!.fc u

249

Bleiaed be the ftiug, who cometh ID the name of the Lord, Blexed be the King, who

 

Bleiwd be the King, the King,

A littlefasttr.
END.

oineth in thennmeof the Lord. Glo - ry, (lory, glo-ry In the highest, Peace Inheav'n, and glory in the highest

Glory, glo-ry, glory,

, ALTO soto. Original movement.

blcftsed be the kingdom of our father I)a • vid, that com-eth, that cometh la thename of the Lord,

n — — _ _ nrn P n

.•( ' Stg. End rnith Cho. " Glory in the highlit.

Ho* tan • na, ho -Ban • na, ho-oan-na in the high -eat, Ho-san - na, ho-san - na la the high - est.

^;q=

 



250

SflBolAM.*

gfca II =fc

HOSANNA ANTHEM.

A ConcEHTiD ntci roi PUBLIC pcHroaHANCis.

N N
 

Ho - »an • na in the high - est, in the high - est,

. TEACIILIIS AMD CoaouoATioir.* <*>

-f^—jg-^^^-^-^^Tf

llo-sun-na to the King of kin^s,

 

Ho - ean - na in tie

-I 1

those soul - r? - - vi - ring strains Which ech

gP^JE'i '•—i "—"—•f—' « " k—^—f—-*• .

highest, hi the high - est. Ilo-san-na, Ho- ean -na, Ho-san-na in the high -eat.

-I 3 n—, r^ 1 1 , r *

3z
thus from Sa-lem's plains; What an - thems loud, and loud - er

_!>_

still,
 

Uo-san-na, Ho-ian-na, Ho-san-na in Uie highest.

BASE Solo.

hill. 2. Lo ! 'tis an m - fiuil cho - mf»

^^-

Ho-saa-na in the highest, Ho - san

r „
na, Ho-

The Saviour, comes and babespro-

s children should liog their HUSANMA through ooco before the teachers ami coDgragatloa commence —theu tbetvB



HOSANNA ANTHEM. Concluded. 251
 

fan -na In the highest. In the highest, Ho-aan-na in the highest, fa the highest, in the

claim sal * va - tiua a*nt in Je * - BUS* name. Ho -

Solo Yoicea In an adjoining room, or at a distance from the Chorus. Let the tones be clear and well sustained.

A littlefatter.

-r-y-v-r-r-*-- »-f S

3. Mei-ai - ah's name shall joy impart, A • like to J

aanna in the hlgheit, in the highest.

 

bled for ni, he bled for yc.i, And we will ting ho - lan-nu too, And we will sing ho - un • aai too.

r
, —i—1»—1>—I 1—^— ~~*—"—r— —T r—1— l"

Paoouni HoSAsms—By congregation and choir to the melody of "Old Hundred," Ihe children singing again the

t" attached toll

4 Proclaim hoaannaa, load and clear ;

See DaTld> Son and Lord appear !

All pralfe on earth to him be given.

And glor/ about through higheat heaven.—Ckt.



252 THE DEAR ONES ALL AT HOME.

Pttbllihed in sheet form by ROOT k CADS', Chicago, 111

1st, | _2d.

WM. B. BRADBtTRT.

Price 30cta.

"•» I I "Bf - — - i

' Beyond the smiling and the weeping, I shall be soon ; \

, Beyond the waking and the sleeping, lOmit ./Beyond the sowingand the reaping, I shall be soon.

-ff-rF* ,« ,*-*. .* ig ejrg—g-<-re-~-*--*-*-~-«-—«-—* L^g-.« „

thorn*! 0 how sweet it wi

^c::fi:E^:p^=^_LZp

1 *-r ~g g £-g:

~i — ~t?—1~ —
Love, rest, and home ! Sweet, sweet hom« ! 0 how sweet It will be there to meet The dear ones all at home.

O how Bweetitwlllbo thereto meet The dear ones all at home.

3 Boyood the parting and the meeting,

I ehali be soon :

Beyond the farewell and the greeting,

Beyond the pulse's fever beating,

I shall be soon.

Love, rust, and home!

Sweet, sweet home !

O how sweet it will be there to me«t

Th« dear ones all at home. :|

2 Beyond the rising and the setting,

I shall be soon :

Beyond the calming and the fretting,

Beyond remembering and forgetting,

I shall be soon.

Lore, rest, and home !

Sweet, swert home!

|| : 0 ! how sweet It will be there to mMt

The dear onas all at home. : ||

4 Beyond the frost-chain and the fever,

I shall be soon :

Beyond the rock waste and the river,

Beyond the ever and tin never,

I shall be soon.

Love, rest, and home !

Sweet, sweet home !

|: O how sweet it will be there to mes«

The dear ones all at home. :|



I LOVE THEM THAT LOVE ME. Anthem. 253

k K I K

WM. B. BRADBURY.

ig^"* • i£^^f=&
0 • ' a< »• 0-

I love them that love me, And they that seek me ear - ly shall find me,

=£=& f_ -s-

They that seek me ear - ly, Shall find me.

-*- :£-

I lore them that lore me, And

t 1—-

^^ b—h

roc

they that seek me ear - ly shall find me, They that seek me ear - ly shall find me.
 

They that seek me ear • ly, They that seek me ear - ly, They that seek me ear - ly shall find me.



254 THE MORN IS BREAKING
. B. BRADBURY

J N-

— * mr-i—f—rt—* l» * J~9'ff-I-f S-J—* —i — :—^—-p— —*-*—0 . m—tr

1. Christian, the morn brcakssweetly o'ertlice. And all the midnight shadows flee, Tinged are the distant

bea- con light hong out for thee,

 

rise Uielightb

 

name is graven on the throne, Thy home is in the world of glo-ry, Where thy Redeemerreigns alone.

2 Toss'd on times rade relentless surges,

Calmly composed and dauntless stand,

For lo ! beyond those scenes emerges.

The heights that bound the promised land.

Behold ! behold ! the land is nearing,

Where the wild sea-storm's rage is o'er.

Hark ! how Uie Hcav'nly hosts are cheering,

Set in what throngs they range : 1 «• shore.

3 Cheer np, cheer np, the day breaks o'er thee,

Bright as the summer's noontide ray,

The star-gemmed crowns and realms of glory.

Invite thy happy soul away.

Away, away, leave all for glory,

Thy name is graven on the throne,

Tin home is in the world of glory,

Where thy Iteduciucr reigns alooa



NEW GOLDEN CENSER.

255

GLORY, GLORY TO THE LAMB.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

P Ot I BEHEID, AND I BIARD THI VOIOE 07 MART ANOELS ROUKD ABOUT TBR THRONE, AND TEE BEASTS AND THE ELDERS : AN»

TBR NUMBER OP THEM WAS TEN THOUSAND TIURS TIN THOUSAND AND THOUSANDS OP TFIOUSANDS ; SATING WITH A LOUD VOICE,

•'WORTDT IS THE LAMB THAT WAS SLAIN TO RECEIVE POWER, AND KIOUEi, AND WISDOM, AND STRENGTH. AND HOKOR, AND

'"—Rn. 9: II, 12- I i,. i ni .REFRAIN.
I '"• I ™- I I * I Ju N _V

Hark ! th« sweetest notes of angels singing, Glory, glory <o the Lamb,

All the hosts of heaven their tribute bringing, Raising high the Saviour's ( name. We will join the beautiful

Ye for whom his precious life was given. Sacied themes to you belong; )

I Come, and join the glorious choir of heaven, Join the everlasting..... ) song. We will join, etc.

Or this : Sing away, y» beauti-ful

 

an • gels, We will join the beautiful angels, Singing away, Singing away, Glory, glory to the Lamb.

r*7*-*-

 

an - geli, Sing away, ye beautiful angels, Sing a - way, Sing a - way. Glory, glory fo the Lamb.

3 Hearts all filled with holy emulation, 1 4 Endless life in Christ our Lord possessing,

We unite with those above ; Let us praise his precious name ;

Sweet the theme—the theme of free salvation, Glory, honor, riches, power, and blewing.

Founts of everlasting love. Be forever to the Lamb.

We will join, etc. I We will join, etc.



256 WHY SHOULD CHILDREN HOLD THEIR PEACE?

SEMI-CHORUS.

Matthew 21: 15, 1«. WM. B. BRADBDRT.

FULL CHOBDS.jr

5 " Why shoulttchildrcn hold theirpeace 7" Did the loving Saviour say, )

( When the haughty, hating Jews Sought their youthful (OMIT. J songs to stay, "Hoeannih, hosannali,ho-

 

tan-nah to the Son of David! Praise him, O praise him, Our Saviour and our King." " Suf-fer them to

"*' -m m- •*-•*- f) I"

 

_f»-N ^ N -. h jy-j— -ft Jt J>-b
r

come," said Jesus ; Hence our Youthful throne, " Suffer them to come," said Jeans ; llence our joyful song.

P.

Ef

Why should children hold their peace?

When tho whole creation sings,

And tho rounded firmament

With its Maker's glory rings.— Cho.

Why should children hold their peace,

when their happy hearts rejoice?

Whnt so tuneful to our Lord,

As his praiB(Jfrom childhood's voice?—Clto.

4 Why should children hold their peace ?

Why did God their voices give,

Save to praise the Lamb who died

That the children's souls might live ?—Gift

5 If the children hold their peace,

Then the very stones shall sing,

And the mountains and the hills,

Shall their echoing tribute bring.—



THERE'S ROOM FOR ALL.

P Soft and Gentlo.

257

WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. '• Come to me, all ye that la • bor, Hea-ry laden and oppressed," These were the precious words of Jesus,

2. " Take my easy yoke upon yon, Leave the wrong and choose the right ; Come learn of me the meek and lowly,

i >• 9

s.-^s^2=i=*i^l

, CHORUS, vitkenergf, till not very laud.

'"' ... *• >. i -. >. : IV

r-
35^3

" Come, and 1 will pire you rest" 'Tis a Fathers love, 'tis a Father's call, In his house above, there U

You shall liiul my burden light" 'T'a a Father's love, etc. 

 

room (or all, Yes, there's room for all In my Father's heavenly h~ome, Yes, there's room for yon, there's-room forme.

3 Lord, we come to plead thy promise,

We, by sin and guilt oppressed,

Would take thy easy yoke upon us ;

Grant TIS, Lord, on theo to roat.

oto.

Guard us by thy kind protection,

Purify our every heart ;

O teach us, Lord, and make U8 humble,

Meek, and lowly, as thou nrt.

'Xia a Father's love, oto.



258 SABBATH SONG.
WM. B. BRADBCSY.

 

1 . Strains of rim - sic oft - en greet me As I join the bn - sr throne, Bat there's notliiug hi'f ^

\ t J-J J. -- -'--'- J >J--'. -' *

^ CHOKU3. . . % ^-v

No fear of wrong, Whi'ie

Sabbath song, My Sabbath song ; I lore to sing my Sabbath tor.g

 

3 "Pis a song of love and mercy,

Sneaking peace to all mankind;

Telling sinners, poor ami needy,

Where the Savionr the; may find.

No fear of ill, etc.

3 Angels sweetly sing In plorr

feougt of praise to God, tlicir King;

Bat the song of blest redemption,

Man. redeemed, alone can sing.

No fear of ill, etc.

4 Wbile I lire, «. mar I erer

Love the holy Sabbath song;

And, when death bhall call me homeward,

Join it with the blood-bought tliroog.

No fear of ill. etc.



THE SINNER'S FRIEND.
' Jncs CUBIST- THI tint TUTIXDIT, TO-IIAT, AMD roiir

259

Wordi by KATE CAMERON.

t. ft f»-l 1

Mukic by \VSI. B. BRADD0RY.

r|I

3^*E

1. What-ev -er cross the world may bring Of pov - er - ty and shame, To Je - BUS'

2. In aorrow'a hour hi« love can cheer, And bid our fear* de - part; He makes our
 

hnud we still can cling—He always it the same. HP, who was the sinner's Friend, Will be

hup - piuesa more dear, And fills with peace our heart He, who was, &o.

with n* to the end, Notine er - ery smile and tear: Oar blessed Saviour's ev-er near.

 

3 Dear Saviour, make us truly thine,

And nil our sins forgive;

Conform us to thy will divine,

And bless us while we lire.

Ue who wu. Ao,

4 And in the world beyond the sky,

With thee we'll gladly dwell ;

No more to wee]>, no more to Jia,

Nt> more to sny fnrewell.

He who was <fcc.



200 DARE TO DO RIGHT!
Wordi by Her. CEO. LANSING TAYLOR. WH. B. BIIADBURY.

n
•» ••

1. Dnre to do right! Dare to be trne!

2. Dare to do right! Dnre to be true!

3. Dare to do right! Dare to be. true!

You have a work that no oth -er can do,

Oth -er men's failures can never save you ;

God, who ere - a - ted yon, cares for yon too ;

*=*

Do it so brave -ly, so kindly, so well, Angels will ha« - ten to sto - ry to tell.

Standby your conscience, your honor, yonr faith : Stand like a he - ro, and bnttle till death.

Treasures the tears that liis striving ones shed, Counts and protects every hair of y«Sr bead.

 

Dare, dare, dare to do right! Dare, dare, dare to be true! Dare to be true ! dare to be true!

^±--J-
 

!fe?=?£=^E

Dare to do right! dare to be true!

Keep the great judgment-seat always in view;

Look nt your work as you'll look at it then—

Batoned by Jehovah, and angels, and men.

Dare to do right'! tx.

6 Dare to do right! dare to be true!

Jcsua, your Saviour, will carry you through;

City, and mansion, and throne all in sight.

Can yon not dare to be trim and do right ?

Dare to do right! &e.



ALWAYS THER£. VH. B. BRADBURY. 20 J

1. \Vliy should cold or stormy weather Keep me on this ho - ]y day From my du - ty to my Saviour,

2. Blessed place, where cv- ery moment Seems a treasure brightand fair. Dearly prized a- hove all others,

r^S

_* a fl
m_ •*-_•*-_**_-''-_£ J~_-*1_J*1-

? " U P

CHORUS.

From the Sabbuth-school a - way. Always there, always tliere.Thcre tojoin in praise aud prayer j There to meet my

Let me then be always there. Always there, always there, &c.
 

 

teacher dear, There tojoin in praise and prayer, There to meet ray teacher dear, Andjoin in praise and prayer.

3 When on rnrth my Saviour wnndered,

Cold and weary, many a day,

He nt midnight sought the desert,

In its solitude to pray.— Cho,

4 With an humble, lowly Bpirit.

Would I know and do bis will ;

Learning under every trial

How to suffer and be still.—Cho.

6 Ne'er shall cold or stormy weather

Keep me on this holy day

From my duty to my Saviour,

From 'the Sabbnth-ichool away,—Che.



262 RECRUITING SONG.
Wnrdi by MRS E. M. SANGSTER.

Sixou Tom. (Ror) ot Sivi-CHom.

WM. B. BKADBURT.

 
-r-S I-

-

rrr
1. Do you know a- ny lit- Ue bare foot boy, In a gar-ret or a ccl - lar, Who shivers with cold.ond whos»

ganuents old—Will scarcely hold together 7 Go bring him in ; there is room to spare ; Here are food,and shelter,and

in full Ckorui.

 

m— g »

pi - tj : And ire'll not shot the door 'Gainst one of Christ's poor,Tho' yon bring erery child in the ci- ty .

GIRLS. i

2 Do vou know nny little tired girl. 8 Can you think of a comrade who often go«i

Whose feet with cold are aching ; To play in the lots on Sunday,

Wliose shrinking form braves the winter's (torra ; ! And who's lute at school, and who breaks the ml*

The alms of the richer taking? Of his teacher dear on Monday?

" Go bring her in, <fec. " Go bring him in," -'. c.



RECRUITING SONG. Concluded, 263

4 Got gather them in from the tenement house,

And the merchant's stately palace;

From the world's dark strife, and the heavenly life,

Let them drink from the golden chalice.

"Go bring them in," <!.<:.

Gently.

TEACHIB.

6 'Tis the Maeters's work! there u none so low.

But his loving hand may reach them,

And there's none so sunken in want and woe,

But we'll j< > v to help and teach them.

" Go bring them in," <kc.

WM. B. BRADBCRY.ZEPHYR. L.M,

1. Soft be the gently breathing notes, That sing the Saviour'f dying lore i And loftai tuneful lyres &bov»

Soft u the evening leph^r floali.

 
 

2 Soft :\i the morning dews descend.

While warbling birds exulting soar ;

So soft to our almighty Friend

Be every sigh our bosoms pour.

8 Pare as the sun's enlivening rny.

That scatters life and joy abroad ;

Pure u the Incid orb of day,

That wide proclaims iU Maker, God.

THE GUIDING SPIRIT.

1 Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With light and comfort from above ;

Be thou our guardian thou our guide ;

O'er every thought and step preside.

2 To us the light of truth display,

And make 119 know and choose thy way,

Plant holy fear in every heart,

That we from God may ne'er depart,

8 Lead us to holiness—the rond

Which we must take to dwell with God;

Lead us to Christ—the living way ;

Nor let us from his pastures stray.

4 Lead us to God,—our final rest,—

To be with him forever blest;

Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share—

Fullness of joy forever there.



264 JESUS PAID IT ALL.

1. Noth-ing eitli-cr great or small, Re-mains fur me to do;

2. When he from his lof - ty throne, Stoop'd down to do and die,

M. JL jf. M. at jt at

 

WU. B. BRADBURT.

-1 „ I . X.

T-«-—»-

Je - BUS died, and

E r - ery thing wai

 

paid it all,— Yes all the debt I

ful - Jy done; "Tis finished!" was hi:

owe.

cry.

r*lrrt

Je - SKI paid it

Je - sus paid it

J.. A.

all

all, Ac.

- -*-t-—*—r—

Je - sus paid it, paid it all.

9 I t

 

Je - BUS died and paid it all, Yes, all the debt I owe.

TTenrv. working, plodding one,

Oh," wherefore toil yon so?

<Ce»»e yoor doing—nil was done ;

Yes, at^eB lont; ago.

Jesus paid it all, &a.

Till to Jesus' work you cling,

Alone by simple faith,

" Doing" is a deadly thing;,

Your "doing" end» in death.

Jesuit paid it ail, &c

Cast your deadly "doing" down,

Down all it Jems' feet ;

Stand in Him, in Him alone.

All glorious and complete,

Jesus paid it all« Ac.



TRUSTING. 2G5

WordibyFANN'Y CROSBY. From"F«uu Litmus." Wit. B. BRADBURY.

1. I will not be afraid at Dlght When all alone I He, And darkness takes the place of light ; For God is nigh.

t-^^F=H=g^F*=»=»=^=:^=f^='£'-^~?-p

2 His shelt'rlng arm supports my head,

And lovingly he keeps

A constant watch around my bed ;

God never sleeps.

3 I wilt not be afraid to hear

The rolling1 tempest wild,

If Jeius whisper m my eur

I am his child.

4 I will not be afraid to tread

The portals of the tomb,

Fur Jesus there a light will shed

To clieer the gloom.

SWEET LAND OF REST. C.fi. WM B. BRADBURY.
 

. Sweet land of rest! for thee Isigh,When will the moment come When I shall lay my armor by, And dwell with Christ at

. Xo tranquil joys on earth I know, No peaceful sheltering dome—'I'll is world's a wilderness of woe,This world i*not my
 

 

.sweet,sweet home, And dwell with Christ nt home,

i.sweet.sweet home, This world is iiot my home.

| 3 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest,

He bade me cease to roam,

But fly for succor to his breast,

And he'd conduct me home.

Home, home, &c.

4 Weary of wandering round and round

This vale of sin and gloom,

I long to leave the unhallowed ground,

Aud dwell witii Christ at horn*.

Iloiur. horn* Aco.



266

Word* bj FANNY CROSBY.

OUR FATHERS LONG AGO.
. B. BRADBURY.

 

1. Wlien across the ocean wide, Where the heaving waters flow. Came the May-Flower o'er the tide,With our

2. Sweetly rang their evening hymn O'er that region vast and wide, Thro' the forest dark and dim, And tb«

I J J J ^-J^^.^.^gj-^^-.JS-rJ-J-J-J^J-^

EiUfei

m—Hi I 1 1 J—1—' -^-^-.-T^ >< f* ~»1 N--V-J 1 1—J—i

_

Fathers long a - go : When they near'd the rocky strand,And their chorus rent the air.Children in that pilgrim

rocking pines replied.'Twaa a cold December uight,Aud the earth was robed in snow, Itut the stars with mellow
 

band Clasped theirlittleliaurls in prayer, Children in that pilgrim band, Clasped I

light, Blest our fathers long a - go, But the stars with mellow light, Blest our fathers long a - go.

ped their little hands in pray'r.

—I

3 When the early buds were seen,

And the roltin's song was heard,

Children frolicked on the green,

Happy as the woodland bird ;

Culled the daisy young and fair.

Watched the brooklet's quiet floir,

|i Banished every cU.ud of cure

From our fathers long ago. :|[

*^ I

4 When our country's banner bright

Told her deeds of noble worm,

Children hailed its radiant light,

Hailed the land that gave them birth ,

Children now rejoice to hear,

All their youthful hearts can kuovr,

|: And !ho precepts still revere

Of their fathers long ago. :]



NONE BUT JESUS. 267

From "CHAFII. MKLODIKS." Words and Maslo by RET. R LOWRY,

 
-1—I-

1 Weeping will not cave me— Tho'my face were bathed in tears.That conld not allay my fearsj

2 Working will not save me— Par - eat deeds that I can do, Holiest tlioughtsand feelings too,

CHORUS.

1-. 1 ,—, i , 1 i 1 . . n • _—.—i 1 i i

Could not wash the nine of years—Weeping will not eave m*. Je-sua wept and died forme:

Can - not form my «oul a- new—Working will not eave me.

—r-t n—a"

m

i—i—r
JO-BUS suffered on the tree ; Je - me waita to make me free ; lie a - lone can save me

i'll^lllliiill^lP
"

3 Waiting will not save me—

HelpleiB, rniily, loit, I lie ;

In my ear u meroy'« ory ;

If I wait I can but die—

will not eave me.

4 Faith in Christ will eave me—

Let me trust thy weeping Son,

Trust the work that he has done ;

To hie arms. Lord, help me run-

Faith in Chriet will save ma.



268 RENFIELD. 8s&7s, E. ROBERTS.

i - n . -S-£i—1——tr-~£3—^~X=^+=m—
h d—*-i—*

JM 3—=~^— &-m—3—1-f—Hf—_*-*_$_=?—i-^s— -W-, ill

When

Aa

Ho -

the

san - nns

Snv - ionr

loud

cnme

re -

in

sound-ing Rang through Sa -

tri- umph, [OMIT

I' in joy - fill -

> ,1

•\( Je - BUS heard their lit - Ue voio - es, And with gen - tJe, 10T - ing face, )

Smiled up - on the hap - P£
ehil-dren, [OMIT ....

- Vf f . r m , •»,•*•
£. f •: -a

—1 ^ 1-J 1 1 1_ M(

—1 it
• t

 

Children's voio- e«

Sub - jeots of his

rose

roy

high, Hymnincf out the joy- fnl cho - rus, Shouting forth tin

grace; Hushed tht haughty priestato si -leneeBy Uie old pro-

£,

±

i'l:i.| BC- claim, "Mighty King, the Son of Da-vid, Coming in Je • ho - vah's

phet- ic word: "Forth from infant lips per- fect-ed, Praise shall come before Uie

—h>—g"T~ | J=» I i ~[-<* m~o~

=*=^=&==*^—»=te=S=£=

name."

Lord."

3 Still the mifchty King of Salem

Comes in holy triumph ni)jh,—

Still liosannas. loud rcsoundine,

Rise from infant tongues on high,—

Still the tceptic and the scoffer

Sneer and ridicule the song,—

And tlm Saviour smiles as swectlj

On the happy infant throng.

4 In the day when gathered millions

Sing liosannas, far away,

'Mid the shining hosts of angels.

Infant tongnes fthall swell the lay.

Come then, children, to the Sariour,

Sweetest welcome waits you here ;

And with those bright hosts in hcaren

You shall slu£ hu praises there.



Words bj MRS. LYDIA BAXTER.

WE ARE COMING BLESSED SAVIOUR. 269

WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. We are com - ing, bless - ed Sav-iour, We Lear thy gen • tie

 

2 We are comiug, blesaed Saviour,

To meet that happy band.

And sing with them forever,
And iu ill >• pretence stand,

We are coining, &c.

To meet that happy band.

3 We are coming, blessed Sariour,

Our Father'* house we see—

A glorious mansion ever

For children young as we.

We are coming, &c.

Our Father's house wo see

4 We are coming blessed Saviour,

That happy Lome is ours ;

If here we gain thy favor

We'll reach those fragrant bowers.

We are coming, «c.

That happy home is ours.

5 We are coming blessed Saviour,

To crown our Jesus King,

And then with uigels ever.

Ilis praises we will sing.

We are coming, &C.

To crown our JesuB King



270 OUR HOME WITH JESUS.

CHORUS. SOI.O.

T. K. PERKINS.

» I H^T^

. My heavenly home la bright and fair; We'll be gathered Mme: N'or death, nor sighing, visit there, We'll he guthcreJ home,

,, ,

 

 

_
-g- ^^ i i» ^ i k» i i

We'll wait till Je an.! comes, We'll wait till Jc->« comes, We'll wait till Je-sui comef, And we'll be gathered home.

i—tTtr^^>> hi*!=^>-t^rn -..-v-r;

- It« glittering towers the sun outshine, &c.

Tbat heavenly mansion shall be mine.—Oho.

3 My Father'! house is huilt on high ; &c.

Above the arched and starry >ky.—C!u>.

4 Let others seek a koine Mow, &c.

Which flames devour, or ware* o'erthrow.—Cfia.

5 Be mine the happier lot to mrn, &c.

A heavenly mansion near the throne.—PJto

6 Then fail this earth, let stars decline, See.

And Mm and moon refute to ahine.—Cho.

7 All nature sink, and cease to he, &c.

That heavenly mansion stands for mo.—Oho.

 

MORN OF ZION'S GLORY. WM. B. BRADBURV.

~i ' *~~\ "~ )i~*~\ ' r~ —i—
1. Moruof ZI-ou*s glo - ry, Brightly thou art breaklDgt Ho - ly joy thy light a • wftkiog; Morn of Zi-on'i glo - ry.



 
1, t

Rat

MORN OF ZION'S GLORY. Concladed. 271

Ancient saints foretold tliee, Seraph angd« glad behold tt>« : Streams of rich salvation Flow to e«ry nation.

Far unit wide, See them glide ;

Morn of Zion's glory—

"Every human dwelling

With tby notes of joy is swelling;

Morn of Zion's glory.

Distant hills are ringing,

Echoed voice* sweet are singing

Haste the« on,

Like the sun,

Paths of splendor tracing,

Heathen midnight chasing.

Morn of Zion's glory—

Now the night is riven ;

Now the star is high in heaven;

Morn of Zion's glory.

Joyful hearts are bounding,

Hallelujah sweetly sounding;

Peace with men

Dwells again,

Jeans reigns forever!

Jesus reigns forever!

 

m

SINNER! COME. 3s&6s.

-I r 1-

1 . Sumor ! come, 'Mid thy gloom All th.v uu ill confessing , Trembling HUM-. Contrite bow, Take the offered bleulng.

2 Sinner! come, While there's room—

While the feast is waiting,

While the Lord. IJy his word

Kindly is inviting.

3 Sinner! come. Ere thy doom,

Shall be scaled forever;

Kow return. Orieve and mourn

Flee to Christ, the Saviour.



•272
NEVER BE AFRAID. WM. B. BRADBURY.

 

Je8us,Think how much a word can do; Never be afrnid to

Jeans, In his vineyard day by day; Labor with a kind and

CHORUS. 

own your Saviour, He, who loves and cares for1 yon. Never be afraid, Xever

will - ing spir-it, He will all your toil re-pay. Never be afraid, ie.

a - fraid,

 

Never, ner - «r, nev - er, Je - BUS is your lov - ing Saviour, Therefore never be afraid.

Never be afraid to bear for Jesus,

Keen reproaches when they fall ;

Patiently endure your every trial,

•I'M-; meekly boro them all. Cho.

Never be afraid to live for Jesus,

If you on his care depend ;

Safely shall you pass through evc-ry trial,

He will bring you to the end. Cho.

Never be afraid to die for Jesus ;

He, the life, the truth, the way ;

Gently in his arms of love will bear yon

To tin' realms of endless da)-. Cho.



BARTIMEUS. 8s A 7s. 273

1. In tbe crow of Christ I glory. Towering o'er the wreckiof time; All the light of sacred itory Gatheri round Its head rab-

 

2 When the Woes of life o'ertake me,

Hopes deceive, and fears annoy ;

Never shall tbe cross forsake me,

Lo I it glows with peace and joy".

8 When the sun of bliss is beaming

Light aod love upon my way,

From the cross the radiance streaming

Adda new lustre to the day.

4 Bane and blessings, pain and pleasure,

By the cross nre sanctified ;

Peace is there that knows no measure,

Joys that through all time abide.

5 In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ;

All the lights of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

CAST YOUR CARE ON JESUS.
From " CHAPEL MELODIES," by permliiioD. Rev. R. LOWRT.

' —

^^^^^^^==^^=^==t==^^^^=^=^^^^^^
1. Cut your care on Je - sus ; He will share it, He will bear it, There is none like Jo - sus,

—1 [— —1—

2 Cast your sin on Jesus ;

He will take it,

Now forsake it—

There is none like Jesus.

m
3 Cast your heart on Jesus ;

Do not grieve him,

Just believe him—

There is none like Jesoi.



274 THE GATHERING.
Joyfully, with Spirit and Energy.

1. We gitth-er, ire jfath -er, dear Je - iu», to bring The breathings of love, 'mid the blossoms of Spring*

2. When, stooping loearth from the brightness of heaven, Thy blood for our run- tora to free • ly was given ;
 

-0 1 tc—-c v 1+ • (* r—=* v:—5 E

Our Ma -ker! Redeem -er! we grate-ful - ly raise Our hearts and our voices la hymning tl.y praise.

Thou dealgnedst to Us - ten while children adored. With Joy- ful ho - sannas—th« bles.'d of the Lord.

 
WM. B. BRADBURY.

I tj ^ , ft » ^ 1 n

  

- . Jah ! Hp-inn-Dsin the high - est ! flaii7- lu - Jah !

- - • *

Hal - la -

2==t*=-=^
n:i to the Lord !

HaJle-lu-jab! HOMO • rui to Lord"!

.,-».» . .. the high - est ! Halle • la • J*h !

3 Those armi which embraced little children of old,

Still love to encircle the Iambi of the fold ;

That grace which invlteth tho wandering homo,

I Lull never forbidden the youngest to nomo.

Hallelujah, kc.

Hosanna! hosanua! Great Teacher, we raise

Our hearty and our voices in hymoiog thy pratee.

For precepti and promise to graciously given.

For blesningi of enrth nud the (loriel of heaven.

llallelujah, ic.



WHAT SHALL I DO FOR JESUS. THKO. ». SEWARO. 275

1. What shall I do for that kind Friend Who onoe for me so poor became; Who had not where to

2. For Him who bore my sins a - way, Who freely shed His blood for me, Who sought me when I

==

 
CHORUS.

_&_

lay His head, Who suffered death, reproach, and shame,

went a-stray, Bedeemed my soul aud made it free.

What shall I do,What shall I do.What

What shall I do, What shall I do, &o.

» * F 1-

 

shall Jo for Je - BUS, What shall I do, What shall I do

+7-1 ' t- rf—h 1 ^h: 1^—h 1 /-1-
•/ 7

3 For Him who, with such tender love

Bestows the riches of His grace ;

For Him who intercedes above,

And for my soul prepares a place.

What coil I do, ic.

 

f

4 I'll give to Him my heart and life,

And love and serve Him day by day ;

And this shall be my only strife,

That from His fold I may not stray.

This can I do, in.



276 0, WHO IS MY NEIGHBOR?
Words hy Mu. M. A. KIDDER. WM. B. BRADBURY.

f— " * f -

1. O. who is my neighbor? pray tell me, As I jour-ney a - long here be • low;

2. The world M thy neighbor, poor pil - grim; From the beg • gar «o wretched to «eo,

r*

 

For my Bi * ble commands me to love him As myself, And my neighbor I'd know ;

To the rich man tiiat rides in hii car • riage,— All a - like have a claim up - OH thee !

 

\»
'

m .•1 • «!

Is it he who sit« down at my ta - ble, My brother to dear nn • to me,

Go ye out in the high-ways and hedg- es, The al - leys, the lanes, and the street ;
 

 

Or my frieud who hath done me a fa • vor,—

For ve BCV - cr have need to stand i - die

My neighbor, O, where may he

Tlie want of a neighbor to
•-



0, WHO IS MY NEIGHBOR? Concluded. 277

r~"j>-

be?.. Where may lie bet Oh ! where may he

greet ! A neighbor to greet,— A neighbor to

be?.. My neighbor, oh! whereniaj he beT

greet, The want of a neighbor to greet

3 Drink de«p from sweet charity's foantain;

Little failings in kindness o'«rlook ;

For onr Saviour had pity for others,

And ha never his neighbor forsook.

lie hnih said that a cap of cold water,

If given in the name of the Lord,

In that day when he makes up his jewels,

Shall meet with a tenfold reward!

A tenfold reward, &e.

MELODY, or CHELMSFORD. C. M.
 

-I ' 1

1. Come, let as join oar cheerful songs With angeli round the throne ; • But all their joys are one.

Ten thousand thousand are their tongue*,
 

FF^-i—HiElfcFdl ' ;=EzJaE

 

2 Worthy the Lamb that died, they cry,

To be exalted thus ;

Worthy the Lamb, our lips reply,

For h« was slain for us.

8 Jesns is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine;

And blessings more than we can give

Be. Lord, forever thine.

4 Let all that dwell above the »ky,

And air, and earth, and seas,

Conspire to lift thy glories high,

And speak thine endless praise.

UOXOLOGT.—To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

One God, whom we adore,

Be glory, as it wus, is now,

And shall bu evnrmore.



278

Wnrrls by C.

Gently.

~=xte=r

YOUR SAVIOUR WEPT. C. M. Double,

.tsca vm.—Jalm 11 : 35. WM. B. BKADBCRT.

 

'cet in every trying scene. That wounds the spirit here, To feel that Jesus bore our grief, And know he still U near.

l ?-

> ye who o'er the conch of death Your lonely vratch hare kept.Tho' anguish rend your ncliing breast, Remember Jesus wept.

* ^ r+ \ i. 5 $ I l~ | - ' I

2 He •••/.urn-. I in spirit while he spoke:

"Where have you laid the dead?"

"Lord, come and see," they murmured low,

He followed where they led ;

Beneath n cold sepulchral stone

An only brother slept,

And angels wondered as they gazed,

For lo! the Saviour wept.

LET ME BE

8 How oft the prayer onr lips would breathe,

The heart alone may spenk ;

How oft the penitential tear

Bedews the mourner's cheek :

Poor child of toil, though dark and sad,

Thy weary lot may be,

With few to smooth life's rugged path,

The Saviour wept for thee.

THINE. Froa"CKApitMiLODi«i." w. BENNETT.
rim. f. , r. . 9.9:

.:^-

 

/Thine, Lord, 0 may I be. Teach me Thy will.'-,

\[>r:i\v mv C"ltl heart to Thee,[OuiT . ......... /With rapture thrill, Banish my guilty fear, Dry every bit - ter tear,

D. 0. My trouliM spirit cheer, .................. Say,"Peace be still."



Krpp me in d.inger'i hoar

Near to Thy lide,

On me Thy iplrit pour

With me abide,

Spirited.

LET ME BE THINE. Concluded.
3.

Bid every doubt depart,

Fully possess my lienrt,

Mine l>e thai better part,

la Thee to bide.

Thus shall I sweetly prove,

While here below,

Thy tender dying lore,

Thee truly know.

THE LAND CANAAN.

279

And when my work li donei

When I the race have run,

Hay glory's crown be won,

Sweet rest with 1'hee.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

 

W« journey on to the land above, A land of light and a land of love ; We're strangers here, and the land we're in, Tho1 a

A lit - tie while In the land below, To that above we will shortly go ; A few more days on the pilgrim read. Then we'll
 

[.'••.. 'tr. land, If a land of tin. We are Jonrney-Ing on

rest at home with the Lord our God. We are jouruey-ing on

to the land of Canaan ; Travelling with Abraham, and

to the land of Canaan ; Travelling with Abraham, Ac.

Chorus to last vcrte. We are here, lafely here. In the land of Canaan ; Travelling with Abraham, and

^-^-A—f<_J._J^-(:|] 3 And while we pass through Ihe land below.

S " <<! We'll look to that where we soon shall go ;
3gME£oaa
I t^-y-t-rJ^-f-f }

Isaac and Jacob, There we shall dwell, There we shall dwell, Ever ID th0

land of Canaan.

and Jacob, Here we shall dwell, Here we shall dwell, Ever In the

Uud of Canaan.

And fix our eyes on our Saviour's throne.

We must seek for strength in his grace

We are journeying, &c.

4 When life is done, and Us conflict past,

The land above we will gain ai last,

And shout for joy, as we enter fn,

Farewell, farewell to the land of sin I

We are here. su.fely here, Ac.



280 THE MASTER HAS COME OVER JORDAN. 

"•Or*- -* *—*-* * '• »-*—•-" : "--"• "$>•§•"•

J. " The Has-tcr bu come ov • er Jor-dnn," Said Hannah, the motherone day; "He is healing the people who

m£—t==C—=-=R=t

r—^t —i —*—r—t^
>* WWW I U

—I •---• u •—0 if »—»—f m

» '+ U

;— - • -*. - - --^n^^sr^f -i^;*

throng him, With a tonch of bis fin - ger, they say ; And now I shall car • 17 the children—Little

j*^ p +--$ T>—H d P U ti- ( ^p!*1- !J^3i—H

Bacbel, and Samuel, and John, And dear lit-tie Ettlier, the ba • by, For the Master to look up •

~ _•._*_ ~



THE MASTER HAS COME. Concluded. 281

8 The father then looked at her kindly,

And said, as lie tenderly smiled,

"Mow, who but a foud loving mother

Would think of a project to wild 7

If the children were tortured by demons,

Or dying with fever, 'twere well ;

Or had they the taint of the leper,

Like many around us who dwell."

3 " Nay, nay, do not hinder me, Nathan,

I feel such a burden of care ;

And if to the Master I tell it,

That burden He'll help me to bear ;

If He lay but His band* on the children,

My heart will be lighter, I know,

Fur a blessing for ever and ever

Will follow them each as they go/'

4 So, over the mountains of Judah,

Along wUh the vines all M green,

With Esther asleep on her bosom,

And liachel her brothers between ;

With the people who hung on his leaching,

Or waited His touch or His word ;

Through the row of proud Pharisees hastening,

She pressed to the feet of the Lord.

5 " Now why shonldst thou hinder the roaster,"

Said Peter, "with children like these!

Thou knowest from mom until evening

He is teaching and healing disease."

Said Jesus : " Forbid not the children,

Permit them to come unto we !"

Then He took in His arms little Esther,

And Rachel He sat on His knee.

6 The care-stricken heart of the mother

Was lifted all sorrow above.

His hands kindly laid on I lie children,

He blest tlicui with holiest love:

And said of the babes on his bosom.

"Of such are the kingdom of Heaven."

Then strength for all duty and trial,

That hour to her Spirit was given.

0 COME AND BE HAPPY,

1 0 come and be happy with Jesus,

For why should we longer delay,

The pleasures of time that surround ill,

Like shadows are passing away ;

His spirit is earnestly pleading.

How tenderly sweet is the call,

Then come and partake of the message

He offers so freely to all.

3 O come and be happy with Jesus,

Who died that his children niifrbt live,

To those who by faith will receive him,

The water of life He will give;

Come, learn at the feet of the Saviour,

How great His compassion and love,

Be willing His footsteps to follow,

And lay up our treasure above.

3 Our hearts He will guard in His keeping,

Our strength He will daily renew,

His beautiful star is before us,

Then gladly our journey pursue;

O live for a crown of rejoicing.

And live that we ever may share

A place in the mansion of glory.

Our Saviour has "one to prepara.



282 THE BLESSED SABBATH SCHOOL.
Words by Mrs. It. A. KIDDER. WM. B. BRADBURT.

ADAPTED TO AXHIVlRSAav 01 CTIIKR SABBATH SCHOOL OCCASIONS.

Sprightly and Joyoos,

—*—=S5~5—ft—H—srr: t. i K—»—P»—SS-.-J P> ^* •> ft <.«.-.

:;Z^'^^^^^^^J^gz£.SiiS^zS^E.?::[|^^i^i^

1. FTo-ly and bright In the sweet sunlight, Is the blessed Sabbath morn - Ing, And to God onr King we will

2. Fleeting Is youth, but the gems of truth That we glean from the sacred pages In our school so dear, tho' the

 

==i=-m
g^-g—g—g

glad -I.v sing,Who hath caused its glorious dawning, We'll haste away each hap - py day. Our dear companions

storm is near, Still we'll point to the Rock of Ages, No time we'll waste but gladly haste While the pleasant bells are
 

rreetlng. To our SundA]r-SciiooT,vhfIe the air ii cool.'Ti« a pleasant place of meeting! Then awu^, avnyt away, away, a-

lDg, To the clieerfal rule of the Sabbath-Scbool, To the place ofprayeruoil singing. TUeu away, &c.

way! On this blessed Sabbath day, Holy and brifht in the sweet sutiTight, We'll away to the Sabbath School Schc



HOSANNA TO OUR GLORIOUS KING. 283

F'oin CII.VPIL Mnonits. C. O. ALLEN.

' I I 1 1 . i . |

1. A - dor-ing saints lift m> your heads Be -hold the King of kines, Your grent deliver - er

^--4—;—F-»-—•J—i—f-^— i ' r i p-| B-,—rzrr • *—r

 

and your God Whose word sal-va - tion brings; In loud tri - uraphant songs of joy His

„. * I 1 i i i CHORUS.

^M=«t=4=J j-4-d=lpzpp-l )> I J |, —»

a-^-J—a'^=j ; i^j^u^FEfF^i ^f^T^

wondrous works proclaim : Ho - sail - na 'to our glorious King, Hosan - na to His name

i i i

2 The mighty Lord, the Prince of peace

He reigns victorious now,

.Aii.l all the nations of the earth

Shall to his scepter bow;

From ware to ware, from olime to clime

Let every tongue proclaim :

Hosnnna to our glorious King,

Hosunna to His iiame.

3 Te souls redeemed from sin and death,

Ye bright celestial band

That shout and prnise Him dny and night

As 'round His throne ye stand,

With you we'll strike our golden barpi.

In heaven we'll soon proclaim :

tlosanna to our glorious King,

lloanuna to His name.



284 LET TO-MORROW TAKE CARE OF TO-MORROW.
" THE MORROW SHALL TALE THOCQBT FOR THS TII1NOS or ITSILr.— Matt, vl, 3-1.

Wordi b7 CHAS. SWAIN, Music by 0. J. WILLARft

1. Let to- morrow take care of to - morrow ;

2. Hare faith, and thy faith shall suslaiu thee—

Leave things of the fa-ture a - lone; What'»the

Permit not BUB • pi - cion and care.. Within-
 

use to an • ti - ci-pate «or-row?

Tin - ci - ble bonds to enshrine thee,

Life's troubles come ev - er too eoou!... If to

But beam-hat God gives thee to bear:... ByHlt
 

^S=m^

liope o • ver- mnch be an er • ror,

Spi • rit nip- port • ed and gladdened,

"Ti» one that the wise have ure - fcmii : And hov

Be ne'er by forebod-ingsde • terred; But

-J-—J ,— —t-m^—^»-



TO-MORROW TAKE CARE OF TO-MORROW. Concluded. 285

oft - en

think

have hearts hcen in ter - ror

how heart* hare been saddened

Of

By

e - vils that nev •

fear of what nev -

er oc

er oc

curred.

curred.
 

To- mor -row,... To- mor -row—

-p«- ~"r . ^^—~~*, -^. -^«- — -•«- .^.

Let to • nior - row take care of to • mor - row ;

(• J*

.. , ^ 1 , I-
 

To- mor -row,... Let to • mor-row take care of to - mor • row.

8 Let to-morrow take care of to-morrow ;

Short and dark as our life may appear,

We may make it still darker by sorrow—

Still ihorter by folly and fear ;

Half our troubles are our own inventiou,

And often from blessings conferred :

We have shrunk in the wild apprehension

Of evils that never occurred.—Cho.



286 Word, by K. C. OUR DEAREST FRIEND. WH. B. BRADBURT.

 

1. Jesiw is our dearest friend. So tend-er, tried, and true; His warm love will never end.That love is always new.

SSIS-LlL L~E- L~L L [*1

§3E5E5=f±E^^F=^

cnoKUS. 

Tlieabail, all hail to Jesus' name! To save our souls from death he came; And hefor-ev • er istbesame:O

I ^ W

•-Jt

praise him, praise him ev-er- more. Te>, he for-er • er is the same: Opraisebim.praisehim ever-more

 

2 Jesus is our faithful Guide,

We'll never go astray,

While we linger near his side,

And lie direct* our way.—CAo.

8 Jesus is our only Guard ;

And itill hi:1, mighty arm,

Tho* the way be rough and hard.

Will keep us safe from harm.— O/M.

4 Jesus is our All in All,

Our Prophet, Pritst, and King,

On bis name we'll humbly call

And si ill hie praises sing.—Oka.



 Moderate.

THE LAND BEYOND THE RIVER. 287
From " SILTU CHIME," l.y permission. Words un,1 Unslo by H. L. FRISBIE.

1. No mor - tal eye that lam! hath seen, Be-yond, hejrnnrt the rfv - er,

2. No cankering car« Dor mor-tal itrifa, tie-yond, beyoud the rif - er.

—~—rr=it_:—:=L—l_uJ—

Its smil - Ing raMeyf, hltli so green,

But bap - py, ner-er - end-lug life.
 

Be-yond, be-yood the rir - er. Its thorn are corn-log near- er, The skies are growing clear-er, Each

Be -youd, be-youJ the rir - «r. Thro* the e - tor- nal hours, God's love, fa heavenly show-era, Shuli
 

day it teem-eth dear-er. That land beyond the riv-er. J We'll afand the storm, we'll stand the storm. Its

wo, - ter faith's (air flow-era In the land beyond the rir - er. J We'll aland the storm, etc.

har-bor loon. In the land beyond the

 

 

rage Is nl - moat We'll an

i--h-—,-c.—c:—^— . *_L4_

o - rer,

That glorlons clay will n«'er be done. Beyond, etc.

When we're the crowo and kiogdom wou, Beyond, etc.

TJiere is eternal pleasure,

And Joyi that none can measure.

For those who hare their treaiuro In the land. etc.

1=—I LJ_ t "I P~\ g—gr—1»

4 When ihall we look from ZIon's hill, Beyond, etc.

With endleM b!l«« our hearta shall thrill, Beyond; etc,

There angelc bright are tinging.

Where golden harps are ringing.

W« ne'er shall cease oar singing In the laud, tie.



288

Wordi by Mrs. H. X. BEERS.

JESUS DIED FOR ME.
"Ill BUD THAT WI Mlllit LITI."

Xulc by WM. B, BRADBURY.
 

1. Although I am a sinful child,Je-sus is my Saviour—With guilt my heart U all defil'd, Jesus died for me.

r(*—f—*—1*-\

 

Ising the love of Jeans-He diedforme--Hediedforme--Uia precious blood can cleanse us,Once slied on Calvary.

••fy=m-*?r

Oucesliedo

13E3EE

2 Though but a child, I'll do Hie will,

Jesus is iny Savioar—

I'll hear His voice, and follow still—

Jesus died for me.

I sing the love of Jesna, Ac.

8 Around my feet is many a snare,

Jesus is my Saviour—

I'll seek Him every day in prayer,

Jesus died for me.

I sing the lore of Jesus, .vc.

4 And since His service I've begun,

Ji-sua IB niy Saviour—

I'll tell His lore to every one,

Joue died for me.

I sing the love of Jesus, <&c.

6 When all my dnties her« are done,

Jesus is my Saviour—

He'll take me nearer to His throne,

Jesus died for me.

There I shall be with Jesus,

Who died for me, who died for me,

And sing the love of Jesus

Through all etarnity.



Words br FANSY CROSBT.

PUET.

TRY TO LIVE LIKE JESUS.
THE SABBATH SCHOLARS' COMPACT.

289

WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. l.et us all from day to day, Trj to lire like Je -BUS ; HanJ io hand we'll go,

 

X Lore oar parent!, God'i command,

First command with promise,

That we long majr Hvo

Io the land he'll give.

His presence then will, etc.

3 Let us one and all engage,

That like friends and brothers

We ID peace wftl live.

And our foes forgive,

HI* presence ttieu will, etc.

CHANT.

4 Let ui never do a wrong,

Howsoever tempted ;

Bat in deed and word

Lore and serve the Lord,

Bis presence then will, tic. .

WM. B. BBADBDP.Y.

 

1. Father. I know thy ways are just, Al- | though to me un- | known; |j 0, grant me grace thy love

to trust, nnd cry, | "Thy will b« | done."

2. If thou shouldst hedge with thorns mv path. Should | wealth and friends be | gone, || Still, with a

firm and lively faith, I'll cry, | " Thy will be | done."

S. Although tliy steps I cannot trace, Thy ] sovereign right I'll | own ; || And, as instructed by thy

grace, I'll cry, | "Thy will be | done."

4. 'Tis eweet thus passively to lie Be- I fore thy gracious; I throne, || Concerning everything to cry

"My Fathers | will be 1 done."



290 Quick and LlTelr. DO GOOD.

. ., , , I I S» h,
=

WM. B. BRADBUBT.

 

1. Do good, do good, there is er • er a way, There's a way where there's erer a will; Don't

2. If wealth be yours, then be will -ing to part With a por - tiou, at least, of your wealth, And

-t—"-1-

_u r r

FULL CHORUS,

r> _ N I S N .^ >
-•£-«•-••—sizArfczjgzgzra

h *L-_V_

wait till to-mor-row, but do it to-day, And to-day when to morrow comes, still. Do good, do good, there's

prove you are grateful to God from your heart. And your neighbor you love as yourself. Do good, etc.
 

 

. I _J p I I-., . II— I I I !£=!* , -=^.

-^+^r-^^^jgj^Si^=:r=f=r^

-way, There's a way where there's ever a wiU; Don't wait tUl to - mor-row, bat

Ik I -M
-*—V

f-

rT
do it to - day, And to - duy , when tomorrow comes, still, And to • day, when to-mor-row comes, still-

-t »•—>».-
T

llurit miumfor fAi« vort.



DO GOOD. Conclnded. 291

8 Perlis>p§ you're poor—and hare little to npnre,

There are some not to favored ai yon ;

If only n (hilling—bestow it with care,

And remember the good it may do.

CHO.—Do good, etc.

4 Go help the weak, and the erring restore

To the path that in childhood they trod ;

And if they repulse yon. then try it once more,

Till you lead them to virtue and God.

CHO.—Do good, etc.

•> Do L"""i to all, and their bnrdens bear :

Ti« the will of your 1'ather in heaven ;

Remember this council—wherever you are,

That in secret your alms should bo given.

CHO.—Do good, etc.

EVENING HYMN. L,M.
IALLI3.

1. Glory to thce, my God, this night, K .

For all the blesiiugi of the light :

lug of kings,

Beueath the shadow ofthy winga.

Q^
9-n-**i-ms-&

 

I I

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,

The ill which 1 this day have done ;

That with the world, myself, and thoe,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

8 Teaali me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little na my bed ;

Teach nw to die, that BO I may

Kise glorious at the judgment-day.

4 O let my soul on thee repose.

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close;

Sleep, which shall me more Tig'rous make,

To serve my God, when I awake.

6 Lord, let my eoul for ever share

The bliss of thy paternal care :

Tis heaven oil eurth, 'tit heaven abort

To see thy face, and sing thy lore.



293 SONG OF FAITH.

"IHISI ILL DIID IK FAITH, HOT BAVHCt XICIIVID TBS PaOHISM." WM. B. BRADBURT.

. | FULL CHORUS / ,

1. Had I but the faith of pions Abel, (Oh, for this living faith!) Had I but the faith of pious Abe],
 

Happy would I be ; For the sacrifice he brought, By simple faith was given; Itgnin'd the precious

_ - j J •<•-• _ js.. *.*.*. A „ \ y _ .«.

 

' Tit a faith that works bylovc,That pu-ri -fie* the heart, It workilry Ime, and

For the gloomy vale of death

His footsteps never trod :

He went to heaven on wings of faith,—

For Enoch walked with God.boon he sought, The lore, the smile of heaven.

V -» -•- j j j

jntttfet the heart, And o - vercomts the world.

2 Had I but the faith of holy Enoch,

(Oh, for this living faith 1)

Had I but the faith of holy Enoch,

Happy would I be :

• These lines maj- be inn; *t the cloie of the piece,

i Had I but the faith of good old Noah,

(Oh, for this living faith !)

Had I but the faith of good old Noah,

Happy would I be :

'Twos by faith he built the ark,

And though by tempest tossed,

It saved him from the waters dark,

When all the world was lost

or at the end of eaoh or every other itaosa.



SONG OF FAITH.

4 Hud I bat the faith of faithful Abram,

(Oh. for this living faith!)

Hod I bat the faith of faithful Abram,

Happy would I be:

For he left his native plain,

And sought a stranger land ;

His only son he would have slain,

By faith in God's command.

6 Had I bat the faith and meekness of Moacs,

(Oh, for this living faith!)

Had I but the faith and meekness of Moses,

Happy would I be:

Through the wilderness he trod,

He, Israel's chosen guide;

Yet never lost his faith in God,

Though oft severely tried.

6 Had I but the faith of praying Joshua,

(Oh, for this living faith!)

Had I but the faith of praying Joshua,

Happy would I be :

THY WILL BE DONE.
Fine.

Concluded. 293

'Twa« by faith he called on God,

In battle wild and shrill ;

And in the valley, at his word

The sun and moon stood MJ II.

7 Had I but the faith of the Christian Hartvrj,

(Oh, for this living faith !)

Had I but the faith of the Christian Martyrs,

Happy would I be :

They were racked with torturing paina,

Yet brilliant was their faith ;

It shone above the burning flames,

Triumphant over death.

8 Had I but the fnith that never falters.

(Oh. for this living faith!)

Had I but the faith that never falters,

Happy would I be.

Saviour, may thy grace divine

This living faith impart ;

A faith that sweetly works by love,

And purifies the heart.

CHMT,

D. c. 

1. Thy will bejdone ! | In devious way The hurrying stream of | life lnay|ran ;]| Tet still our grateful hearts shall B:iy, |

|Tliy will he|done!

2, Thy will be | done ! || If o'er us shine A gladdening and a] prosperous |snn, |] This prayer shall make It more dl vine:— j

|Thy will be|done !

>. Thy will he|.lone ! || Though shrouded o'er 9nr path with gloom, one | comfort. | one, || Is ourj-tu breathe while we

•dore.lThywIllbeldone!



294 BLESSED BIBLE.
" TUT WORD HATE I HID IN MY UIAKI "—David.

•Wards l.r Mu. DOCT. 1'AI.MKU. llnsic by WM. B. BRADBURY.

 

1. Blee-ied Bi - blet how I IOTA itt How it doth my bo - eom cheer! What oa

earth like this to oo- vet! Oh, what stores of wealthare here! Mantras lost nuddoom'dto

^=z-

Bor - row, Not one ray of light or bliss Could he from earth's treasures borrow, Till hii

way was cheer'd by this. Blessed Bi - ble, Blessed Bi - ble, how thou dost my epir-it cheer, cheer.



BLESSED BIBLE. Concluded. 295

2 Yes, Til to ray bosom press thee ;

Precious Word, I'll hide thee here,

Sure my very heart will bless thee,

For thou ever say'et " Good cheer!'1

Speak, poor heart, and tell thy pond'ringa,

Tell how far thy rovings led,

When this book brought back thy wand'rings,

Speaking life as from the dead.

Blessed Bible ! &c.

4 Tes, sweet Bible! I trill hide thee

Deep—yes, deeper in this heart ;

Thou through all my life wilt guide me,

And in death we will not part.

Part in death! no, never! never!

Through death's vale I'll lean on thee ;

Then in worlds above, forever,

Sweeter still thy truths shall be.

Blessed Bible '. Ac.

JESUS' LITTLE LAMB.
INFANT CLASS SONO. TCM. B. BRADBURY.

I.I am Je - BUS' lit - tie Lamb, Therefore glad and gny I am ; Jesus loves me, Jeeus knows me,

 

All that's good and fair he shows me,Tends me ev-'ry day the same. Even calls me by my name.

2 Out and in I safely go,

Want or hunger never know,

Soft green pastures He discloseth,

Where his happy flock reposeth ;

When I faint or thirsty be,

To the brook he leadeth me.

3 Should dot I be glad and gay?

In this blessed fold all day :

By this Holy Shepherd tended,

Whose kind arms, when life is ended,

Bear me to the world of light? •

Ye* I oh, yes, mv lot is bright 1



290 CLIMBING UP ZION'S HILL.

I AlTBUX BAIK, with tremulous voice and moistened eyes, uttered these words In the clan-room:

W«rds by Rer. J. 0. CHAFEE. Melody by PHILLIP PHILLIPS. Arr. by WM. B. BRADBURY.

I. "I'm trying to climb up Zion's hill." Tho' all beneath is dark as death,

_For the Sario«r whispers, "Love me;" Yet the stars are bright a-

a^SSSFf^iSEf -

bore me. Then upward still to Zion'i Hill, To the land of joy and beauty,My path before, Shines more and Bore,Al it

BEFKAIS.

1st Sxin-CHOitus.

ears the golden ci • ty. I'm climbing up Zion's bill, I'm climbing up Zion's hill, Climbing, climbing, climbing nj> Zloa'l

 

1 I know I'm but a little child,

My strength will not protect me ;

But then I nm the Saviour's lamb,

And he will not neglect me.

Then all the time,

I'll trv to climb

This holy hill of Zlon ;

For I am sure,

The wity is pure,

AoJ OD U cornea "no lioa." cko.

3 Then come with me, we'll upward go.,

And climb this hill tofethvr .

And as we walk, we'll sweetlj talk,

Ami sing; as we go thither.

Then mount up still

God's holy hill,

Till we reaqh the pearly portals ;

Where raptured tongues

Proclaim the songs

Of (be shmiDf-rob*d tnmorUIa. C4



PRECIOUS IS THE TIME.
Gluts.

W.B.BRADBURY. 297

ALL.
 

 

. We mast labor while 'tis day, Precious li the time :

. Do we try the right to choose. Precious is the time ;

J=JU

Soon the light will fade away, Precious U the lime ;

Not a moment should we loose, Precious is the time ;

 GIRLS.

r.^r_^,—».i-j—h-3^=n I - ?cd.—rrt^ge r • N i J^^

-e'er we find to do, Let us with our might pursue, Keeping ft ill one thought in Tiew. Precious i§ the time.

Life is like a moralDg flower, Blooming in a frugraat bower, Drooping, dying iu an hour. Precious is the time.

Precious U the time, friends ! Precious Is the time, frieudi ! We must la-bo r while 'tis day. Precious Is the time.

•I—»r-J J.^. m . ,-p—m-m-^-r——!*-r g m -g-—p-J^-g- f * ..-.r->T*—

3 Have we sought our Father's lore?

Precious is the time ;

Lire we for our home abore?

Precious is the time :

Do we daily kneel in prayer,

Thanking God for all his can,

Grateful for the gift* ve shire ?

Precious is tin- time,—Cho.

4 We must labor while 'tis day,

Precious is the time ;

Soon the light will fade a\ray,

Precious is the time ;

Whatsoe'er we find to do,

Let us with our might pursue,

Keeping still one thought in Tiew,

Precious is the liuie.—I'tw.

Werdt written for tliii work.



298. THE SPARKLING RILL. * V. B. BRADBUBT.

1. f! lulling 10 bl

2. Qui - et • ly gliiTe in their silv - ery fide

Gleams the water in your foun-tain ; Aim as pnre-ly, too, as the

, Pearly brooks from rocks to val - Icy ; And the flashing streams in the
 

CHORUS.

-n r*l » H.-T-, w .. | 1-rJ !—n—^T-J—j J Ji A-,-1 , 1 T"}~,

ear- ly dew, That gems the dis - tant mountain. Then drink your fill of the gushing rill, And

broad suubeama, Like bau - nered ar- miea ral - Iv. Then driiik your, etc.

^£±-
 

leave the cup of sor - row, Though it shine to • night in the gleaming light, "Twill stingthee on the morrow.

z«=nT=fcfc?

 

3 Touch not the wine, though it brightly ahine,

When a purer draught u given ;

A gift to sweet our want* to meet,

A beverage bright from heaven.

CHO.—Then drink your fill, etc.

Word! adaptidSvr Mt wart.

4 O fountain clear, with a bean cinrere,

We n ill praUe thy glorious Giver

A MI when we rite to our native skies,

We'll drink of life's brighter river.

Cuo.—Theu drink your £11, i-ic.



THE COOLING SPRING. 299

Opposite oar chamber window it ft clear, cool, neYer fulling iprinir ; ami, running merrily along by its ilda, yet en

tirely disconnected from It, is a •pru'litiy, bubbling, tinging little brook, whose mu»ic lulls us toaleepat nlglit, and geot-

Jy awakens as at early dawn.—The Partonagc. Moot CJair, July 1864.

SEMI-CHORUS. WM. B. BRADBURY,

(' r*oru!t )0- a g°°d 'ly thing '• * ne cooling spring, By the rock where the moss doth grow ; There is

/tit Srmi- \ Ami as pure as heaven is the wa - ter given, And its stream is for - ev - er new ; 'Tis dis -

I Ckonu.)

EE:

bealth in the tide, and there's mnsic beside. In the brooklet's boundingflow. \ /Merry, merry,

I-.' 'I in the sky, and it drops from on hi^h.In the showers and gentle /dew.pp Ripple, ripple,

 

lit - tic spring, Sparkle on, Sparkle on, Merry, merry, lit -tie spring, Sparkle on for me.

silv'ry brook, Ripple on, Ripple on, Kipple, ripple, silv'ry brook, Ripple on for me.

8 Lei them sny 'tis weak, bat it's strength I'll

seek,

And rejoice while I own it* sway ;

For its murnmr to me is the echo of glee,

And it laughs us it bounds away. Cho.

4 0, I love to drink from the foaming brink,

Of the bubbling, the cooling spring :

For the bright drops that ehiae more refreshing

than wine.

And its praise, its praise we'll sing. Cko.



300 BRIGHT MANSIONS.
"A XHBT BIA*T KOITH oooB LIK> 1 KiBicisi."—Pror. IT, 21.

1*1 I • 2i J^REFRAIN.

W. B. B.

I . Bl_ .'.a , V 1 -J> -f. r : . .. s ' I"- %-IV* » . - , I ». I - N

5 "I fe*' like singing all the time." My heart withjoy is ringing; ) 0 happy thejwkoreach that place

' ( Siuce Jesus hath my sins forgiven, I'm happiest when I'm singing. 5 Whet*

- -JUJ. ' fe g|J ^c:

 

row cometh neT-er; Wlioreatwitkin hia lor-ing arms For-ev • er andfor-er • tr. er • er.

2 Since I have found a Saviour's love,

To him my hopes are clinging ;

I feel BO happy nil the time,

My heart is always singing.—Cho.

$ A light I never knew before,

Around my path is breaking.

And cheerful songs of grateful prnise,

My raptured soul is waking,— Cho.

4 I lee in heaven some mansions bright,

The noonday soon outshining;

For those who feel the Savionr's love

Around their hearta entwining.—Cho.

5 "I feel like singing all the time,"

I have no thought of sadness ;

AYheu Jesns washed my sins away,

He tuned my heart to gladness.—Chn,

6 Each moment, as it glides away,

Some new delight is bringing;

Redeeming love, O blessed theme,

My heart is always singing.—('ho.

* The Ktfr.un m»y bo mnf after every itoond ituaa.



GOLDEN HILL. C. M. WISTII* Tumi. 301

Slow.
 

,' • -m- »-^>^r^Sr~-

\ 1, TTith humble he»rt»:

I " I

d, to Hire I pray : 0 bring e now, while I am young, To llicc, lh« Jif -ing w:iy.
 

2 Make an unguarded yonth

The object of thy care ;

Help me to choose the way of truth,

And fly from every snare.

3 My heart to folly prone,

"Renew by power divine ;

Unite it to thyself alone,

And make me wholly thine.

4 0 let thy word of grace

My warmest thoughts employ;

Be this, through all mjr following days,

My treasure and my joy.

5 To what thy laws impart.

Be my whole soul inclined ;

O let them dwell within my heart,

And sanctify my mind.

AWAKE, AND SING

1 Awake and sins the song

Of Moses nud the Lauib!

Wake every heart, and every tongue,

To praise the Saviour's name !

2 Sing of his dying love—

Sing of Ms rising power—

Sing how he intercedes above,

For us whose sins he bore.

3 Sing, till we feel our heart

Ascending with our tongne ;

Sing, till the love of sin depart.

And grace inspire our song.

4 Sing OB your heavenly way,

Ye ransomed sinners, sing ;

Sing on, rejoicing every day

In Christ th' eternal King.

5 Soon shall we near him say,—

'Ye blessed children, come!'

Soon will he call us hence away.

To our eternal home.

C There shall our nptnred tongue

His endless praise proclaim ;

And sweeter voices tune the song

Of Moses and the Lamb 1



302 YOUNG SOLDIERS OF THE 'CROSS.
Ward! l>v Mrs. K. M. SA XGSTER.

Spirited and Energetic,

WU. B. BRADBURY.

-/ K '»-r^-l ft -f* IS 1 1 . -i w h 1.1 ' ii -i VrJ h-V* !»-.

1. Go forth, young soldier of the Croif, The bat- tie hour ii nu-h, And ye hare bound the ar - raor

-. Be watchful, ar - my of the Cross, The foe is lurking ti j/li ; A toul iniut b* the mighty
 

CD, And sworn to do or die. Our bu - (fie nt'er shall sound re - treat While Je - sus leads as

loss, If bat one soldier die. Whene'er you dare the lios - tile ranks, For - get not that with -

N -S h-,

1 !.-,_

^ FULL CHORUS.

on : We will not lay our weapons by Un - til we wear the crown. A beautl-ful crown la waiting for

in Therehldeia most ter - ri - fie foe, The wi - ly '* inbred sin," A bvautl-ful crown, Ac.
. . . _ .... 

Far a-way in the pronis'd land; A beautiful crown is waiting for me, Far a - way iu the promised land.

 



YOUNG SOLDIER OF THE CROSS. Concluded. 303

8 On guard, young soldier of the Cross,

Through all the weary night,

With praise and prayer relieve your care,

And keep your armor bright.

Tour Jesus once, " without the camp,"

Bought liberty for yon ;

Then bravely fight for truth and right,

And keep your crown in view.

A beautiful crown is waiting, Ac.

4 Rejoice, young soldier of the Cross,

The victory is sure ;

The harp, the palm, are waiting all

Who to the end endure ;

Your weary feet shall walk the street

All paved with gold, on high ;

And he who wore a crown of thorns,

Will crown you in the sky

A beautiful crown is waiting, Ao.

THE STANDARD OF THE CROSS.
MISSIONARY SONG.—Tune, '-Young Soldier."

1 The sacred banner of the Cross,

The pledge of victory won

By him who in his anguish cried,

"Thy will, not mine, be done."

Ye, who have borne through many a field

Its blood-stained colors fair,

Go where your dear Redeemer trod,

And plant that standard there,

A beautiful crown is waiting, &c.

2 On Jordan's bank, on Olives' mount,

And all those dewy plain*

Where Judah's harp in happier times

Rang out its tuneful strains :

Its chords are mute—their song no more

Awakes the trembling air ;

Yet Jesus trod those lovely wilds :

Go plant that standard there.

A beantiful crown is waiting, ic.

3 Jerusalem shall yet rejoice

To hail Messiah's reign ;

Thn solitary place be glad.

The desert bloom again ;

Her rnin'd towers, her crumbled walls,

Their ancient glory wear ;

The crescent to the Cross shall bend,

Go plant that standard there.

A beautiful crown is waiting, 4o.

FOR CLOSING SCHOOL.
Tune.-OLD HUNDRED.

1 DISMISS us with thy blessing, Lord,

Help us to feed npon thy word ;

All that has been amiss forgive,

And let thy truth within ns live.

2 Though we are guilty, tliou art good,

Wash all our works in Jesus' blood ;

Give every fetter'd soul release,

And bid us all depart in peace.



304 Wordi by KA\ X V CROSBY. SOON BE THERE. ALEX. TAN AI.STTHK.

rise and baste with courage bold, To

- - -^

wake the morning dawns, Behold the opening day ; A

run the hearenlf

 

end of pains.We soon shall break these earthly chains.Thro' grace we'll soon be there.

Jesus comes,We'll work and wait UllJesns comes,And then (Omit ) be gathered home.

'*^=^^^^^^g^*=j^pg^^g^E^^^E£E^E^g^
*—*^ C 7 ri- ^ t L ri, J P *• 'i -i " *—*-* 1 L

2 Bcjnice in liope, O trembling soul,

Lift up thy trarful eyes,

And in the strength of" Christ, the Lord,

Press onward to the prize.

A crown of gold, a robe of white,

A victor palm of glory bright,

Are waiting in that world of light,

Thro' cnoe we'll soon be then,

3 O may the fruit* of joy and peace

\\ iiliin our souls abound,

And in the vineyard of the Lord

His children still be found ;

Then safely on the other shore.

Our trials past, our journey o'er.

We'll sing wilh dear ones gone before.

Praise Uod! we're home at lut. t'A*



YOUNG PILGRIMS.
Wtrdi by LTDIA BAXTER.

SKMI-CITOBCS.

305

WM. B. BRADBCRT.

lit /Llfe'i Journey we hire started. Ill open in jr dawn IB bright: And If we're merry-hearted,We'll tuneonreonffaftrlghtA

2d \TLe fiovr*rs Umt blossom ever Around our pilgrim feet, V. 1 1 L bo - I/ joy we'll gather, And alp their dewy aweet. /

.FULL CF10RUS.

We are going to fields • - ly§ - Ian. Far. far beyond the iky; The golden gates of hea - Ten Will

3 - pen by -and - by, Will o - pen by -and- by, Will o - pen by - and -by. The golden gates of

hea -Ten will • • pen by - and -by.

2 With cheerful steps we'll hasten, Until we reach oar Saviour.

And anchor near his side.

And when we meet our Jesus.

And tears are wiped away,

We'll take the harp he gives us*

And shout and sins; for ays.

CEO. We've reached the fields elyiitta.

Nor list the tempter's charms ;

But to the spirit listen

That calls to Jesus' arms.

'Twill make life's burden lighter

To feel God's gracious love ;

And every precept brighter

That points to realms above. CAo.

31s holy book will ever

Oar onward footsteps guide,

The K-l.-u of the bleat ;

With aupels now in hearan

The pilgrimi art at rail.



306

Otntle,

TRY TO BE LIKE JESUS.

S3£f

WM. B. BRADBDRT.

1. We'll try to belike Je - sus, The children's precious Friend. Far dearer than a mother, A

2. We'll try to belike Je-sus, In bo - dy and in mind; For pure he was and ho - ly, In

Jj

GIRLS.

§ieter, or » brother, He'll love us to the end. He'll love us to the end. We'll try to be like

temper meek and lowly, And to poor sinners kind. And to poor sinners kind. We'll try to be &c.
 

 I V ROTI. SKSNKN /T\ K I

to-f^fH-^fN^trht^
Jc - SUB, We'll try to be like Je - sus, We'll try t« be like Je-sns, The children's precious Friend.

8 We'll try to I* like Jesus.

And do onr Father's will ;

We'll seek His strength in weakness,

W'l bear the cross in mecknens,

Up Calvary's rugged hill.—Cho.

4 We'll try t .,X • like Jesus,

And when we eomc to die,

At His right hand in glory

We'll sing the blessed story

The ransomed sing on hifli—Cio.



THE LORD'S VINEYARD.

" Oil Wtjsr. tO-DAT » HT VISITAKD."—" TBI HAITI9T »ULT II QUIT, BUT »I UBOIIU ABI FIT."

307

Spirited.
ft-J-

5

WM. B. BRADBUKT.

I . Go work to-day in the Tineyard of the Lord.Work, work to-day,Work, work to-dfcy; To those who toil he has promised a

^ reward. 

k to-day,work to-day; For a crown of life yon may win and wear.In yonr father's house there are mansions fair. Go

s &

'±&t=KL

 

 

work to-daj, Go work to-day. Go work to-day. Go work to-day.

Go work in the vine/an! of the Lord, Go work In the vineyard of the Lord .

2 Go »«ek the lost who hare wandered from the fold,

Work, work to-day, work, work to-day ;

ID iruilt and 8in they perhnpc arr growing old,

Work, work t.!-(i;iv, work to-day ;

For a word may fall or a tear may lUrt,

Ttat will find Us way to tome eratcfal heart.

Go work to-dajr, elo.

3 Glad newi, glad news to a lowly one proclaim,

Work, work to-day, work, work to-'hiy ;

Good will to man. through a dying Saviour*

Work, work to-day, work to-day ;

0, the time is sltort, ft will goon be o'er.

And the night will come ye ean work no more.

Go work to-day, eto*



" THE BETTER PART."
• ViRT 1UTH OSOSIX TH1T OOOD FART, WHICU SHALL HOT II TAEIM IT. HI MET. "—iMkt 10 : 4*-51.

WJf. B. BRADBTTBT.

DUET. 0.,.U.

Heeding nought but his holy teaching :

Lowly, meek—with an humble heart.

 

 

Mary's part was the better part, Sitting at the feet of Jesus ; There, with an humble, a broken heart,

I would choose that better part.

2 Cnres Hint long with tlwir weight oppressed her,

Tears tlmt oft to lier eyes would start,

All were lost in a beam of comfort :

She had chosen the better part.—Cho.

3 Like a stream in a lonely desert,

Cool aud sweet to the yearning heart.

Came the words of her blessed Sarioiir,

"She hath chosen the better part,"—Che.

4 Jesns, now at thy footstool kneeling,

Orant thine aid to my longing heart ,

May sing with the blest in glory,

1 hare chosen the better part—Clio.

• Th* small notes in the base are for the roice, when it is more desirable to have a vocal base than a mere

ipanlmtat



Quick and Spirited. 

MAN THE LIFE BOAT.

fr N » »« * v «. - »i

WM. B. BRADBURY. 309

n i N «. K » .

nan the life-bontl Hearts of love yonrsuo -cor Jendl See the slmttercd

 End..

~r '
ves -Bel staggers ! Quick! O quick! ns- aist-anoe leadl Now thefra-gile boat is hanging

J* -* J* -h > g««-ff> /*

l^1 ^ i^fc3 ^ P Ir* *

On the billows feathery height; Now 'midst fearful depths descending,While we wither at thesight.

2 Courage! courage ! il>«'a in safety!

See again her buoyant formt

By lit* gracious hand uplifted.

Who control! the raging storm.

With her precious cargo freighted,

Now the life-boat iivari the shore ;

Faranti, brethren, friends, embracing,

Those they thought to see no more.

1 Clin-tian, pauie, and deeply ywnder ;

Is there nothing you can do?

The alnking ship, the etorm, the life-boat,

Havo they not a voice for you t

There's a storm, a fearful tempest—

Souls are sinking In despair ;

There's a shore of blessed refuge,

Try, 0 try to guide them there.

4 0, remember Him who saved you,

Whose right hand deliverance wrought.

VUin, from depths of guilt and anguish.

You to peace aod safety brought ;

Tfs his voice who cheers you onward—

*' He Hi.-it winneth aonls Is wise ;"

Launch the Gospel's blessed life-boat

Venture all to win the pris*.



310
Spirited.

"A GROUP OF HAPPY CHILDREN.'

~"i /Agronpof hap-py children, Onebrlghtand sunny day, \

3- \Vlert tripping, lightly tripping To Sabbatli-scliool a way, / Along the fields

iElESErt

and meadows,Where budi and k! worn

I "'grew • Their hearts were lull of gladness, Ofgladness, of gladnesi.Thelr hearts were fall of jcladnesi.Thelr faces smiliog.tw.

2.

How pleasant to behold them,

To hear the tuneful lay,

While tripping, lightly tripping

To Sabbath -school away,

Their little merry voices

Rang sweetly on the breeze,

And mingled with the robin,

The robin, the robin,

And mingled with the robin,

That sang among the trees.

What made the children hnppy, -

What made their hearts so g:iy,

While tripping, lightly tripping

To Saubath-echool uwny \

They loved the blessed Bible,

They loved the house of prayer,

For there they hear of Jesus,

Of Jesus, of Jesus,

For there they hear of Jesus,

And learn to praieo him there.

4.

Then let u» all remember.

And keep this holy day.

And when we're lightly tripping

To Sabbath-school away,

We'll thnnk our heavenly Father

For his own word of Troth ;

We'll ^ive our hearts to Jesus,

To Jeaus, to Jesus,

We'll give our hearts to Jesu*.

And serve him in our youth.



WHERE THERE IS NO PARTING. 311

TTirds by Rev. W. HUNTER. Arr. by WM. B. BRADBURY.

;=Et

5 if t/ \
1. And may I still get there? Still reach the heavenly shore? The laud forever bright and fair, Where

2. Shall I, un - worthy I, To fear and doubting given, Mount up at last, and happy fly, On

 

=te

sor - row reigns no more ? Where there is no part - ing, Where there is no part - ing,

an - gel's wings to heaven. Where there is no part - ing, Where there is no part - ing.&o.

tf—V-

 

III »i,

^"j—II Hai
'—\ —*•* My ho

Where there is no parting, And sorrow reigns no more.

3 Hail, love divine and pure,

Hail, mercy from the skies !

y hopes are bright, and now secure,

Upborne by faith I rise. Chonu.

 
4 1 part v- i i ! i earth and sin,

And shout the danger's past ;

Hy Saviour takes me fully in,

A <u i I am his ut last Chanu.



312 THE LITTLE BAND.
Words by 0.

Gently. In Ballad-strle

WH. B. BRAPEURT.

IX. ||«. I

 

. /Do you know the little band Gathered In our school to-day? Did you see them hand in hand Hither bend their way? \
•\ AU are happy, all are glad, UearU are bounding with delight, Not a single brow Is >aU, Every eye Is brijbt. /

_• m . _ si » f m .

Effj^^j^r-SIJ

.—»—•-*-*—*-* «• .«-

CHORUS. More Spirited.

H&gE'
m m I-.

Then go with me to the Sabbath-school, 60 with me to the Sabbath-school,

The blessed, blessed Sabbath-EChool, The blessed Sabbath-school

 

2.

Did yon bear their gentle lay,

Telling of redeeming love,

Sweetly wafted far away,

To the courts above .'

Would you liv« forever blest,

With yonr Saviour and your God 1

Would y<>n on his bosom rent.

Tread the paths He trod ?

Then go with me, eto.

8.

Cnn you with those children kneel

In the Sabbath-school to-day ?

Do you humbly, truly feel

Every word they say ?

Is a glistening tear-drop seen

Trickling down yonr cheek the while?

In its penitential beam.

View a Father's smil«.

Then go with m«, oto»



GO AND TELL JESUS.
" AMD THEY WEST AND TOLD JISDS."

313

T. F. SEWARD.

-
1. Go and tell Je - BUS, weary, sin-sick BOU), He'll easethee of thy bnr- den, make thee whole'

J

Look np to Him, He on-)y can for-gire, Be- lieve on Him, and thou shall surely live.

 

( Go and tell Je - ens, He on-ly can forgive, )

t Go and tell Je-eus.O turn to him and live. 1 Go and tell Je - BUB, Go and tell Je - BUB,

at JB.

 

V V \ 1 i V- - ', —£-

2 Go and tell Jesas, when your sins urine

Like mountains of deep guilt before your eyes:

His blond was spilt, His precious life He gave,

That mercy, peace and pardon you might bare. CAa.

3 Go and tell Jesus, he'll dispel thy fears,

Will onlm thy doubts, and wipe awny thy t*arfl;

He'll take thee in His arm, and on His breast

Thou mayst bo happy, and for orer rest, CAo.



314 THE HEAVENLY LAND. ™. B. BRADBHBT.

M A BETTIR COUNTRY, THAT IS, IN HZAVEXLY.— Hebrew* xi. M.

1. I love to think of the heaven- ly land, Where white robed an -gels «re ; Where

2. I love to think of the heaven- ly land. Where my Ke-deem-er reigns, Where

3. I love to think of the heaven- ly land, The saints, e - ter- nal home, Where
 

many a friend is gathered safe From fear, and toil, nnd care. There'll be no

rapturous songs of tri - umph rise In end - less joy - ons strains. There'll be to.

palms, and robes, and crowns ne'er fude, Andall our joys are one. There'll be, <tc.

 
ft i _'~T • m . ~l I ' 1' I i SI-'T
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part- ing, There'll be no part-ing, There'll be no parting, There'll be no parting there.

4 I love to think of the heavenly land,

The greetings there we'll meet,

The harps—the songs forever ours—

The walks—the golden streets.

There'll be no, &a.

5 I love to think of the heavenly land,

That promised land so fair,

O, how my raptured ipirit long*

To be forever there 1

There'll b« no. &M



Vturds by Mill T. W. SAMPSON'.

HEAVENLY HOME! 315
B. ROBERTS.

 

1. Heavenly home! heavenly home! precious name tome! I love to think the time will comewbeu

2. Heavenly home! heavenly home ! there no clouds arise, No tear-drops fall, no dark uiglits dim thy

.—0 ' »—m-i—£•—£—i .1. »—•—f-i • -j 1 1 •—r€—.—9—i—.

FVK. . "'Ill '

* '

I shall rest in thee. I've no a- biding city here, I neck for one to come; And tho' my pilgrira-

rver-smiling skies. '1 his earthly home is fair and bright,Yet clouds will often come; And, oh, I long to
 

 £>. C. for Chora*.

'U i | > , y n

J ?MI'«IJ I t~ 1 1
j —^—*—^—* S --lej~

»ge be drear, I know there's rest at home,

see the light That gilds my heavenly home.

3 Heavenly home ! heavenly home ! ne'er shall

sorrow's gloom.

Nor doubts nor fears, disturb me there, for all

is peace at home.

I know 1 ne'er shall worthy be

To dwell 'neath heaven s bright dome ;

But Christ, my Saviour, died for me,

And now he cnlls me homo.

Heavenly home! heavenly home ! ne'er shall

sorrow's gloom, Ac.



316 THANKSGIVING ANTHEM.
Words by H. S. WASHBCRN. TTM. B. BRADBURY.

Alle*ro- ! _l . I .L. , [__l | . i I , , _, _

=T^=^H- III *• • J fJIf 4 I—[ I «j^—m —hJ ' I ' I 1—m J l-r^^-l

^^i=^=S^^E^E^i4f^=S=^^^\ ^E«r
^^^

1. Let er- '17 heart re- jolce and sing; Let cho-ral anthems rise; Ye rey'rend men and children bring T«

y. He bids the sun to rise and set ; In heav'n his power Is known j And earth subdued to him, shall jet Bow

Cod your sa - cri - flee. For he Is good ; the Lord ll good, And kind are all hi« wxy- : Withsongiand honors

low be -fore his throne, For he Is good ; the Lord li good, Aud kind are all liii wa/i ; With longs and, etc,

i at

 

^—*—' fc—M—i 1*—i1* I U^

sound - Ing loud, The Lord Je - ho - yah praise : While the rocks anil the rills. While ihe rales and the hills A

* * ^.. _ r*_ f» '

~~^~ {~_ j~.^7 • H L ^~^P h=a=*=«=»=fF=

 

s grate-ful song. Ami tlietio«l of our fathers praUe, Let

i grate-fu! aoug. And the God of our fathen

iJ^-^^g^=g=g^=«^gr=fci

=F=^=«=^=g^==g=g=t==t45^=i

gtorioui autbem raiaa. Let each prolong the grate-ful song. And tlieCio'I of our fathers praUe, Let

each prolong the grate-fu! floug. And the God of our fathen pratM.



WEARY OF WANDERING LONG.
Words by Mns J. W. SAMPSOX, Uiioi, N. Y.

Fialm 36, 4-12.

Very Oentle and Tender.

1—l-r^ .—. ,_ 1 I, 1—1-

317

1. Weary of wand'ring long, My sore heart saith,"ShowmeThy way, 0 Lord ! Teaeb me Thy path!"

'.C. Weary of wand'ring long, <to.

I I

<-±-f*t—•—4—

—-I I

D. C.

I thonght these weary feet Straightway would find All rough aiid rugged paths Left far

 

2 Bnt, na I onward pasaed,

The way grew steep ;

And black clonds gathered fast,

And skies did weep.

And darkness seemed to hide

The toilsome road ;

Amazed, again T cried,

"Thy way, O Qodl"

8 "A lamp unto my feet,"

Gud'a word did prove ;

A "(till, small voice,'1 and iweei,

Spoke thus in love :—

"Whoso, through night and day,

God's way pursues,

'Him shall He teach the way

That He shall choose.' "

4 Then, since He chose for me

This rugged path.

My hand in His shall be

"With steadfast faith :

Each step, this darksome night.

Is bringing me

Still nearer to the bright

Eternity.



318 A BEAUTIFUL LAND. 9s£8s. WH. B. BIIADBCRT.

_ _

• /A beau - tl - fill land by faith I aee, A land of rest from sorrow free, \

\Thehonieof the ransomed, bright, aud fair.And [Omit... ................... /beaati -ful au - gelt too, a

 
. _ _ __

re there.

Will you go? Will you go? Go to tliat beautiful land with me? Will you go? Will yon go? Go to that beautiful land,
" 

2 That beautiful land, the City of Li^lit,

It ii-". r has known the shades of night:

The glory of God, the light of day

Hath driven the darkness far away. Cho.

8 In vision I see its streets of gold,

Its beautiful gates I too behold,

The river of life, the crystal sea.

The ambrojial fruit of life's fair tree. Cko.

4 The heavenly throng arrnyed in white,

In rapture range the plains of light ,

And in one harmonious choir they praise

Their glorious Savionr's matohless grace. Cho.

TVord« by FANNY CROSBY.

THE HEAVENLY HOME.
HUBERT P. MAIJT.

There i» a homet a liappy home, A beauteous mantfion fair; The poor ID spirit rest from toil, The pure In heart areThere;

Ij-i^rj^^g^g^Efl-i^-sE^^STf^^^-grgr^rr*T•'! PI nr^i ' i~ i ~nfrv -r> i iRF-t-



THE HEAVENLY HOME. Concluded. 319

Among the thlotDf angel band, With rlctor palms En every hand,On Zlou's holy mouDt they stand. ADI! crowns of Ijfe they

' [tear.

 

i i i i i i i i i

2 And gathered in that sacred fold,

Are children robed in white ;

Transplanted from n world of sin,

To climes forever bright ;

Beyond the pearly gates they sing

Hosanna to our Saviour, King I

Their choral vnicee sweetly <ing,

la strains of pure delight.

3 Sine OR, sing on, U happy throng,

That song forever new ;

While pilgrims in this lonely vale.

Our Journey we'll pursue;

We soon shall reach the heavenly shore,

Our trials past our journey o'er.

We'll dwell with Jesns evermore,

And sing his praise with you.

NUREMBURG. WM. B. !:i:\i)!!i-i;Y

-3-=S=x=i,__II I I I u—I—a—

 

 

1. Olorj to the Father gire,God, In whom we more and HT«:

Children's prayers he deigns to hear.

:•£,

Children's longa delight his ear.

 

2 Glory to the Son we bring,

Christ, our Prophet, Priest, and King ;

Children, raise your sweetest strain

To the Lamb, for he was slain.

8 Ulory to the Holy Ghost,

He reclaims the sinner lost ;

-:p=-

Children's mind may he inspire,

Touch their tongues with holy fire,

4 Glory in the highest be

To the blessed 'Trinity,

For the gospel from above,
For the word that •' God id love."
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Words by KATE CAMERON.

fV

SEEKING JESUS..

J>, N-

•Wil, B.BBADBURY.

i *r <^ • • -™« i^ w-

I J Thro' the world we clai-ljr roam, Seeking Je - sus, Seeking Je - sus ; ) J I" a'l P'ac • es l"ph or low - ly, )

' {Moiiein vain for this have couie, Seeking Je • sus, Seeking Jc - sus, ) ? 'Mid thesiii-ful audthe ho - ly, )

mtM3M^^sm^^mKJi^^.'M£^m

DUET. /^CHORUS. Gluts. G»LS & SOTS.

- *

t,—m-J-f-
- B»- »- •»« -w- „• (• r

Seeking Je • BUS, Seeking Je • siu. We sliall find Ilim.Wo shall find Him, We shall fiud Him, if we

a /TV Ij r r- -»••+--*-
 

teek, ITe will liear n^ when we speak ; He will au-iwcr ni in love, Take us home to dwell a -bore.' " "

 

2 If our days on earth are spent

Seeking Jeaus,

With all thmgt we'll be content,

Seeking Jesus :

Though our path b« lone and dreary,

Though our steps be slow and weary,

Seeking Jesus.

We shall find Him, etc.

8 Soon our life will all be o'er,

Seeking Jesus ;

We shall reach the better shore,

Seeking Jesus ;

In that land of peace and pleasure,

We've laid up our dearest treasure,

Seeking Jesus.

We shall find Him, eta.



QUESTION.

AT THE SABBATH SCHOOL. WM. B. BRADBURY. 321

DIALOGUE SONG.

 

. What do you do at the Sabbath school,At the Sabbath ichool. At the Sabbath school? What do yon do at the Sabbath school,

_! -*- -m--if--m- -m- m- •« -m -m- Atth-s

*-

hap- pjr Sabbath ichool T /First we slag a long of praise,Then ID prayer oar roloei ralaeA

VThen w« each our lei-ion ttj, Cloiinf wii ii an - olh- tr^ iajr,/That'i what wedo at tht the

Sabbath ichool, At the SabbaUi ichool. That's what we do at the Sabbath ichool, At the happy Sabbath school

At the Sabbath scbool,

 

2 What do you Icani at the Sabbath school,

At the li. >!'!'> S ii.lni: ii school t

First we leuni Commandments Ten,

< ;<ni'.s laws sent hy him to men :

Then what Christ did here below

To redeem our souls from woe.

That's what we learn at the Sabbath school,

At the happy Sabbath school.

3 Why do you all love the Sabbath school,

Love the happy Sabbath school?

There ive with our Saviour meet,

At the blood-bought mercy-seat;

Where he ever whispers, " Com*

To thy blUsful heavenlr home."

That's why we all lovo til* Sabbath school,

Love IJIL- kappj Sabbath scinol-



822 JUST NOW.
'COMI UffTO M«, ALL T TUAT LAVOB 1VD 1KB KI4TY LADBX, AXD I WILL OITI TOQ MB."—Jftff. llltt.

'* BlHULD HOW 18 IDE ACCIPTBD TIME—BlBOLD| MOW IB IB* DAT OP •ALTATION.'*— 1 COT. 6": 2.

Come to Jesus, Come to Jeius, Come to Jesus just now ; Juit cow come to Jesui, Come to Jesus jmt cow.

 

r-1—^—9 *£r-r*—-0 m igini

9. "Mercy on me."

" Jeani thoa ion of David, hare merer on

0: 47.

10. He will hear you.

t'-y «.»-,!! laltb kath

1. Come to JOMIS, jnst now.

"dome nnto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden,and

' .wdH give you rest."—Matt. 11: IB.

2, He will save you, just now, .1 ••

•''Believe on the Lord Jeiut Christ, and thou lba.lt be
tlr.-.i ••«-/* 10: 31.

8. O believe him, just now, Ac.

" God so loved the world that he gave his only begotten

8*n. fiat whosoever believeth in him should not periab, but

have everlastini; life."— John 3: It.

4. He is able.

" He Is able to aave them to the ntterm'ist that come nnto

God by him, seeing he ever llveth to mane Intercession for

ua."—Het. 7: ».

5. He is willing.

" The Lonl l< long suffering to uswani. nat willing that

any should perisu, bat that all should come to repentance-1*

tPft. 3: I.

6. He'll receive you.

" Him that cometh to me, I will In no wise <ast out."--

.Mutt: 31.

7. Flee to Jesus.

" Flee from the wrath to come."—Matt. J: 7.

8. Call unto Him.

" Whosoever shall call on the name of the Lord ahall be

saved."—Acttl.2\.

* This little Chorus has heen the means of helping many an Inquiring alnner to embrace the Saviour, believe and trsK

Him.—"It was,"aays Rev, Mr. Hammond, "Brit sang In Scotland, wuenhona'rede were asking, "what shall** doUM

And Jesus said unto him.

made ttiee whole."—AfarftlO: !

11. He'll forgive you.

If we confess oar sins, he is faithful and just to fais-'-

us our sins."— I Jokn I : 9.

12. He will cleanse yon.
' The blood of Jesus Christ his Son, eJeanseta ni from s'l

sin."—1 Jokn I : 7.

18. He'll renew yon.

"Therefore, If any man be in Christ, he Is a new creators."

14. He will clothe yon.

11 He that ovircometh, the sane ahall te clothed n vUk

raiment."— Rev. 3: 5.

16. Jesus loves you.

" Greater love hath no man than thla, that a m

ay down hla life for hit friendi."—Jokx It: It,

16. Don't reject Him.

"He la despised and rejected of men.'*—1*3 U: I.

17. Only trust Him.

He that hath the Son bath life."—Jokn * : 11



I OUR BRIGHT HOME ABOVE.

Words by FANNY CBOSBT.

J_-»..Nr

323

WM. B.BRADBURY.

P. . 1 Sh—ifc,—. 1 a> -\ ,—i c .—,ess , 1 IN—wj ! V _\ .—,—! 1—

1, We are going, we are going, To a home beyond the sklea,Where the field * are robed In beauty, And the sunlight nevor dlen
 

Where the fount ofjoy 1< flowing In the ralley green nnd fftIr,We shall dwell In lore together,There will be no parting there.

-ZtT—Y <? L,—

 

We are going, ire are going. To a home beyoud the skies. W here the fields are robed la beauty, And the sunlight never dies.

•V----m-L»~-ts>-m-~- [ -—ta-tj-h—*

—y-y> f—i—f->-^ '

2 We are going, we are going,

And the musie we have heard

Like the echo of the woodland,

Or the carol of a bird ;

With the rosy light of morning

OB the calm and fragrant air,

Still it runrmura, softly murmura.

There will be no parting ther*.

We are going, &«.

(=-=-

fit

S We are going, we are going,

Where the day of life is o'er—

To that pure and hnppy region

Where our friendn have gone before;

They are singing with the angel*

In that land so bright nml fair;

We shall dwell with them forever.

There will be no parting then.

We are going, fto.



324 THE HOUSE UPON A ROCK. wn. B. BRADBURT.

Matt. 7 . 24,25.

' — t • -m H -m— ••' -1 -i—1 \ n—^ i"J~ J , ~

1. O, if my house Is built np-on ft rock, I know tt will stand for- ev - tr ; The floods may come, and the

2. For He whose word it lasting as tlie hills, Whose truth if nnchang- log er - er ; Hath said my house on tbe

J_i*_ ----- j

rolling thunder's shock May beat upon my house th%t is founded on a rock. But it ner-er will fall, nev-er will fall,

solid rock shall staud.lie'l! hold llby liis might In the hollow ofhis hand. Audit ner-er will fill, ner-er will (all.
 

ner- er, ner- er, neT- er. My rock is firm, it Is my sure fonnda- lion, Tls J«- su Chriit, my

^=S=^=J=^^=m^S^^^^^^3^^^^S^?=P=^^^

j_i_ ii i a—5—H-^z^i—Er^F33- 'liT i "i—'t r-FSF * • *—I
My rock Is *rm, is firm, 'III!

 

l'

ov-iog Sariour, Jesus Christ, my IOT- lug SaTiour, The rock of my sal- ra - tloo, The rock of my sal- ra - tion.



THE HOUSE UPON A ROCK. Concluded. 325

• O, if my honee is built upon the eand.

'Twill I;. I i when the floods are swelling ;

The winds will blow, and the tempest will descend,

And bent upon my house that is built upon the sand,

And it surely will fall—never to rise,

Never, never, never!—Clio.

4 Then let my house be built upon a rock.

For there it will stand forever ;

The floods may come,and the rolling thunder's shoek

May beat npon my house that is founded on a rock.

But it never will fall, never will fall.

Never, never, never!—Cho.

MEROE. L. M, W. B. BRADB0BY.
 

2 Ashamed of Jesus! that dear Friend,

On whom my hopes of heaven depend!

No! when I blush, be this my shame,—

That I no more revere his name.

BOTISTON. S. M.

3 Ashamed of Jesus! yes, I mar.

When I've no guilt to wash away.

No tear to wipe, no good to crave,

No fears to quell, no soul to save.

Dr. L.
 

'] Bl cst be the tie that binds Our hearts in Christian love ; The fellowship of kindred minds Is like to that a - bovt).

t. Before our Father's throne We pour our ardent prayers; Our fears, our hopes.our aima,are one/)ur comforts andour cares.
 

3 We share our mutual woes.

Our mutual burdens bear,

And often for each other flows,

The sympathizing tear.

This glorious hope revives

Our coumge by the way ;

While each in expectation livea,

And longs to see the day.
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Words b7 MRS. M. A. KIDDER.

Spirited.

I'LL GLADLY SING."
WJI. B. BRADBURY.

 

1. Hap-py and gay, I will bast-en iiway, While the sun is •Lining o'er rae;Tothe pleas-ant rale of my

2. Blessed the day, that without de-lay, All my young companion! meet-ing, And my teachers kind there I

B^^^Ag^

•g- * -*•_<•-

. Happy and gay, f will hut-en away, Whilelhesun is shining o'er me; To the pleat-ant rule, etc.

CHORUS.
 

Sunday-school, And the duties set be-fore me.

al- ways find i Oh, I dear-ly lore their greeting.

» . iinvnuD.

I'll glad-lysing of God my King, Who lores me, up in

I'll glad -ly sing of God uiy King, etc.
 

_j j i j^ r^ i j t j^v-j"1"! -i* v j , i _ i
J=

D.C.

&1

hea • ren; Who kind- ly sends me lor • ing friends. And the dear-eat bleis-inn gir - en. Then

'-J-J-JL—L-*.

i i iii

3 Pleasant the rays of the sweet Sabbath days,

That will soon be gone forever;

O my Sabbath-school, my dear Sabbath-school,

I can ne'er forget thee, never.

I'll gladly sing, «to.

4 Dear heavenly home, soon the time will come,

That the world no more enthralls me ;

Then I'll mind thy rule, blessed Sabbath -schooK

Aud await till my Saviour calls me,

I'll gladly sing, eu.



Goct.t,

MY PILGRIM WAY. WM. B. BRADBURY. 327

t-

1. Je - BUS, while this rough and des- ert soil I

: -£=*==s==1£==£^*=g=F"=^*" C=^

trend, Be them my guide and stay ; Nerve

" ~

 
A little more spirited.

me for con-flint and for all the toil; Up-hold me on my pilgrim way. My pilgrim

-J • T iVf .r- »-

 I Uf time. | 24 rime.

My pilgrim way, Uphold me on my pilgrim way. way.

N J" ••? -J- • __

—~•— -• •^** '9T-& ^ ^ I 1 1 1 W 7W W T J——

way, My pilgrim way, My pilgrim way.Uphold me on my pilgrim way. way.

 

2 Jesus, here In heaviness and fear,

'Mid cloud, and shade, and gloom I stray ;

For earth's last night is drawing very near ;

Oh, cheer me on my pilgrim way !

My pilgrim way, eto.

3 Jesus, while in solitude and grief,

The sun and stars withhold their ray,

O come, O quickly come to my relief I

Oh, light me on my pilgrim wuy I

M/ pilgrim way, etc.



328 LOUDEST SONGS. Wit. B. nRADBUBT.

TUSH TUX six DATS' WOM is o'» AHB »ONI. "
 

1. When the six days work is o'er and done, And the soft lightshincs ofthe Sabbnthsun, Gludly

2. Though our homes arc bright,with cheerful heart We can say good-bye as we gen-tly part With our

TM -- =X3===

 

tf9-

then we haste with mer - rj feet To the Sun - day school and its calm re-treat

pa - rents dear, and haste n - iray To the Sun- day loliool where we lovo to stay.

-t_Ji__^.J.^^
 

 

Oil, we love, we love, we love o«r dear Sun-day school,'Tis a bap-py place,'Tis a

 

I I ^l

blessed place. Loudest songs, yea. loudest songs of joy weraiseForour blessed Sunday school.



LOUDEST SONGS. Concluded. 329

8 On our hearcnly way, §o green and fair

We nre kindly fed by our teacher* there.

And we read with them the page of truth,

Tit the light of age and the gaide of youth.

Oh, we lovo, etc.

4 Oh, then urge them in—the wan, tlie wild.

Yes, the poor, the wayward, the erring child,—

For our doors ore open for one nnd all.

There's a welcome for each in our Sabbath ball.

Oh, w« love, etc.

Wora.brRer.EDW-IXH.NKVIX. THE CHRISTIAN HERO.

"rlOUT THI OOOD tiaai 01 PAITB."— 1 Tim. t, 12. Arranged.

 

1. Lire on the field of bat*(Ie! Be earnest In the fljrht ; Stand forth with manly errarafe. And itrngglc for theright.

2. Watch on the field of bat-tie! The foe ii er-ery where ;Hii fl - ery darn fly thlcklr, Like lifhtuing thro' the air,

•^^Ff^er-ff^t

=>t-Fn-ti-:ti—la-^^E

, FULL CHORUS.

Live on the flelil of battle! Lire on th« Held of battle! Lire on the fleM of battle ! Lire! lire! live' Clo-ry in vita.

Watch oo the field of battle ! Watch on the nelit of battle ! Watch on the field of battle ! Watch ! watch ! watch !

8 Pray on the field of battle!

God works with those who pray,

Bis mighty arm can nerve us,

And make us win the day.

Pray on the field of battle I

Pray, pray, pray !

Die on the field of battle!

'Tis noble thus to die ;

God smiles on valinnt soldiers—

Their record is on ML- ii.

Die on the field of battle,!

Glory in vitw 1



330

Come, poor pil-grim, tad and wea • ry, Why heaves thy breast?

There is rest for thee in glo - ry, A • monz the blest ;
~ '

 

POOR PILGRIM. WIT B. BRADBURY.'—rtrn-J^rten—-r-r-^^c:

Roaming this wide world so dm - ry,

Listen to the I--T ••:;., sto - ry,

Sigh - ing for real. \

t. ) There is rest, »woetre«t, There is rest, sweetreat, Where the wicked ceoao fromThere, there is rest.

1—r

 

troubling, And the wea-ry are at rest, Where the wicked cease from troubling, And the weary are at rest.

^iE=^^^i=jE£i^^i=:j=fe={~
_t 1— ,—I*-, \-r~~4 1 U D-JE 1—Lt 1

2 Thore arc tho«e who're gone before u§,

All who are blest;

Singing now the liapp)- chorus,

There, there is rest.

Tin rr the golden harps are ringing

Harps of the blest ;

And the angel bands are singing,

Then-, there is rost—CHorut.

8 And, while we on earth an praying,

Jesus the blest

Unto us is sweetly saying,

There, there is rest.

We shall meet where parting nerer

Comes to the blest ;

And we'll safely dwell forever

In heavenly rest.—CAom*



OUR PLEASANT SABBATH SCHOOL. WK. B. BRADBMF 331

Spirited. A little slower.

3*tt 3=
1. Where, 0 where do we love to <ro, When the wintry breezes blow? What is it attracts us so ?

2. Where, O where do we love to be, When the summer birds we see,Warbling praise on every tree?

I is I I | 1*

V ', |>-.±rfe=JE

V V

 

CHORUS.

GIRLS.—Original movement. Burs.—A litlte louder. ALL, f

'Tis our Sabbath school, 'Tis our Sabbath school, 'Tis our pleasant, pleasant Sab - bath school.

In oar Sabbath school, In our Sabbath school, In our pleasant, pleasant Sab - bath school.

, £ .N Is «• , *- f . ,

r f—f-r-f- f f 1 1 T I g"^

~i* i M ' a [) I I * la-»-
V 1-

4 May we love this holy day ;

Lore to cimr. and reaii and pray;

Find salvation's narrovr way.

In our Sabbath school, ia.

8 Where, oh where are we kindly taught,

Who should rule i» every thought;

What the blood of Christ has boughtl

In oar Sabbath acbool. &o.



332 SOMETHING TO DO IN HEAVEN.
Wordl by R. 9. TATLOR. WM. B. BUADBCRT.

1. There'll be something in heaven for children to do; None are i - die in that blessed land.

*—^- i * ^-—' *—:—*— ^ i .* _ — - —z

 

There'll be love> for the heart, there'll be thoughts for the mind.And employment for each little hand.

FULL CHORUS.

—j—i-t* * g f ^—y=r* ~m~- * m ~* ""^^ ^ *—^ *—•»-

There'll be something to do; There'll be something to do ; There'll be something forchildren to do

 
N » SL.

On the bright shining shorc.where there's joy evermore, There'll be something for children to do.

0" •** m * *__• o n *—f-r*—JS _h _N _N



SOMETHING TO DO IN HEAVEN. Concluded. 333

2 There'll be lesson* to learn of the wisdom of God,

A* they wander the green meadows o'er;

And they'll hare for their teachers in that blestabode,

All th'e good that have jjone there before.

There'll be something to do, Ac.

3 There'll be errands of love from the mansions above,

To the dear ones that lineer below j

And it may be our Father the children will lend

To be angels of mercy in woe.

There'll be something to do, Ac.

In chanting itylt.

OH I MAKE ME THINE.
T. F. SKWARD.

•

1. My Fa- ther, I would be thy child,

2. With patience I the race have run.

I know I'm sin - fnl way - ward, wild ;

Not look- ing back when once be - gun.

 

3 The narrow way I f»in would trend,

And by thy gentle hand be led,

With heavenly inanna daily fed,

Oh ! mnke me, oh ! make me thine.

4 Mnke me to love thee more and more,

'Ihy holy spirit on me pour ;

Grant me of grace a plenteous store,

Oh ! make me, oh! make me thiue.



334 SCATTER SMILES AS YOU GO.
WorJs i.j R. S. TiTLfla. ITU. B. BRADBURT.

||t)^^Yr^^fe^^^^^pr^^^^^^^

1. Scatter (miles, bright smiles, a« you pass on yonr w«y,Thro' this world of toil and care ; Like the

. j j* r

CHORUS.

earns ofthe morning that gently play ,Thoy will leave a sunlight there. Scatter smiles,bright 8mUe*,Scatter

J A • ± J. .

U td:<tr«-«r»ra

' Scsttersmil«i,brJgbt imilcs,briglit imll«.

 
I

9 Z * * r* -^-f-Sr • . S = ' m & •

smiles ns you pass on your way. Scatter smiles, bright smiles, Scatter smiles, bright smiles,
 

Scatter smiles. Scatter imilet, Scatter imilei is jou pau on your way.

bright imlles, bright imllei,

S Scatter smiles, bright smiles, 'tis bnt little tbej cost;

I '.it four heart may never kuow

What a joy they niaf carry to weary ones

Who aie pal* with want and woe.—(.'/in.

3 Scatter smiles, bright smiles, o'er the grave of the ;>u*.

Where Uie orphan's treasure lies;

In the tear-drop that glistens there light will shine,

As* Uie rainbow paints the »Lieo.—Cka.



SCATTER SMILES AS YOU GO. Concluded.

4. 6.

335

Scatter smiles, bright smiles, o'er the young who

have strayed

From the path where once they trod ;

Ton may lead to the fouutain of truth again,

You may bring them home to God.—Cho.

Scatter (miles, bright smiles, as you pau on yoor

way

Through thii world of toil and care ;

Like the beams of the morning that gently play,

They will leave a sunlight there.—Cho.

THE SOLID ROCK. L. M. 6 lines.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

I dare not truit the sweetest frame,Bat wholly loan on

Than Jems' blood and righteousness ;

 

Jesus' came : On Christ, the sol- id roc'*, I stand ; All other ground la sinking sand, All other ground is sinking sand.
 

2 When darkneen seems to veil his face,

1 rest on hi> unchanging grace ;

In every high and itormy gale,

My anchor holds vritliin the vale:

On Christ, the solid rock, I atand ;

All other ground is sinking >and.

8 His oath, his covenant, and blood.

Support me in the whelming Bood :

When all around my soul gives way,

He then is all my hope and stay :

On Christ, the solid rook, I stnnd •

All other ground ia sinking sand.



3.36 WHITE ROBES. WM. B. ERADF.CRY.

"mn to, A OEIAT MULTITUDE, ITHiri! RO V1X COULD HGMBIK. OF ALL RATIOXS, IXC IITMirns, AMD rioPLI. ASI> TOTOCT)

STOOD ttrOKt Till TH»0»I, AM) MPOII Tilt LAUD, CLOTHID WITH WHITI 10BIS, AN* r ALMS I.I TUIIl HA.1DS." —Kt» Vli. S.

 

I. Who are these In tirlght array .Tills exulting,happy thronp.Knund the altar eight and day. Ring Wig one trium pliant!

hi. These thro1 flerjr -rials trod,These from great nfflict ions came; Now before the throne of God,Sealed with his almighty D

IIL-H r *- J^V_rgL^LA--g-JL.-gL.-g--^ T<g *±*-rm.^-£ml.

CHORUS.
 

lTbey hare ck'un robes, white robestWhlte robes are waiting for me! Yes, clean robes,whlte robes,Wash*d in the blood of the

3 Clnd in raiment pore and white,

Victor palmn in ev'ry Imnd,

Through their great Redeemer's might,

More than conquerors they stand.

They have clean robes, etc.

-g^-^ --^v

4 Joy and gladness banish sighs ;

Perfect love dispels all fears ;

And forever from their eyes

God shall wipe away their tears.

They have clean robes, etc.

Moderate. STEPHENS. C. M. JONES.

 

1. This is the day the Lord hath mode :

He c&lli the hours his own :

Let bearen rejoice.let earth be glad.

And praise nurround bis throat*



2 To-day lie rose and left the dead,

And Satan'* empire fell :

To-day the saints his triumphs spread,

And all his wonders tell.

STEPHENS. Concluded. 337

4 Blest be the Lord, who oomes to men,

With messagea of grace,

Who comes, in God, his Father'e name,

To save our sinful race.

3 Ilo'anna to the anointed King,

To David's holy Son !

Help us, O Lordl descend and bring

Salvation from thy throne.

5 Hosanna in the highest strains,

The church on earth can raise ;

The highest heavens, in which he reigns,

Shall give him nobler praise.

LOVELY ZION. WM. B. BRADBURY.

ARISE, SHIM, FOR HIT LIGHT rs oolix, AND TUI QLORT or Tin LORD xs RISIM UPON TUFF.."—Itaiah 60, 1.

.FULL CHORUS.

^—S^t-r-l-ZTJ^f^

 

Hi j' Zion! bright and fair, strong thy bulwarks are, And thy towers majestic stand!\

|| \ Cit-y of our God, now our blest aboda In this free and (Omit ) happy land. O Zi - on, dear Zion,

^ S
 

lovely and fair, In thy beauty now appear! Arise, and ih!ne, for thy light ft come,And the glory of the Lord Is upon thcc.
 

2 Now the Isles of the sea looking imploring to thee

For the gospel's joyful sound !

And from heathen lands millions stretch their hands 4 Then ti,e heavenly strain shall bo heard again,

For the Word which you have found.—Cho. As it once o'er Jndah ran ;

3 I.i-i the Word go forth to the south and north, And all nations join in the song divine—

And thy light be luen afar, Peace on earth, good will to man. C40.

Till the east and west with the rays ore bleat

Of the bright and morning star.—Cho.



338

 

BRING IN THE LAMBS. L.M.,with Chorus. WM.B.

CHORUS.

kind friends and teachers dear, Y< who have tolled from year to yearA the tender lambs,'

* us up the heavenly way,And teach us bow to watch and pray. /Bring in the lambs, O bring them

9 —K N c N—-*-i—1 n—" ^ h~i Nri—i S* ci—^—c **—I*—>r~i m

brlni them In to Jesus' fold. Bring In the lamb*, the tender Iambi, O bring them, brlDgthem In to Jetua'fold.

"Soon ye shall renp if ye faint not;"

(O, let that troth be ne'er forgot ;)

" Wait on the Lord,"—" your strength renew,"

"Bo zealous," and be hopeful, too.—Cho.

8 Bring in the lambs, while yet ye may,

Ere Satan claims them for his prey :

So " ye shall shine as stars of light,"

In yonder heaven so fair and bright—Cho.

4 High, high the heavenly rapture burns,

Whene'er a prodigal returns!

Strive, strive that rapture to prolong,

Till earth shall echo back the song!— Cho.

LA MIRA. C. M.
 

WM. B. BRADBURY.

rs

•:

ly choice.III. Bow happy is the youth who hears Instructions warning voice,And who celestial wisdom makes Hli early, only chol



LA MIRA. Concluded. 339"

2 For she has It-ensure greater far, .

Than e»st or west unfold;

And her rewards more precious are

Than all their stores of gold.

3 She guides the young with innocence

In pleasure's path to tread ;

A orown of glory slit bestows

Upon the hoary head.

4 According as her labors rise,

So her rewards increase ;

Her ways are ways of pleasantness.

And all her paths are peace.

THE LAMB UPON CALVARY. TTM. B. BRADBURY.

 

I saw One hanging on a tree la a-goniea and blood. Who fixed Hii languid eyes en me, Ai near His crow I itood.

. Sure never till my latest breath Can I forget that look; It seemed to charge me with Mi death, Tho'oota word Ho spok*.

CHORUS.

O, the Lamb, the laving Lamb, The Lamb upon Calvary, The Lamb that was slain and llreth again To intercede for me.

3 My conscience felt and owned my guilt,

And plunged me in despair ;

I law my sins his blood hnd spilt,

And helped to nail him there.

O, the Lamb, the loving Lamb, etc.

• .. r-

4 A second look he gave, which said,

" I freely all forgive ;

This blood is for thy ransom paid ;

I die that thou inay'st live."

O, the Lamb, the loving Lamb, etc.



340 0, WE ARE VOLUNTEERS.
From Tin SIITM Culms, bj permission.

Not too Fait.

CEO. F. ROOT.

f* V -m- -r ir 5 & ~~£ •*' * *

:R=i*U

*—v—•(- »*-3T

1. O, we are volunteers iu the nr-my of the Lord, Forming in- to line nt our Captain's word;

2Theglo-ry ofonrflag is the emblem of the dove, Qleaniingureourswordsfromtheforgeoflove;

 

, ^ ,

I We are tinder marching order* to take the battle field. And we'll nfi'cr give o'er the fight till the foe shall yield.

' We go forth, but not to battle for earthly houore vain, "fia a bright immortal crown that we seek to gain.
 

Come and join the ar-rny, the nr-my of the Lord, Je -BUS is onrCaptain.we ral - ly athisword;

Shnrpwillbe the con-fliot with thepow'rsof sin, Butwithsucha Leader, we are sure to win.

=5—«—
t±:»—ff—^—y—'—'-—$-*—•—'M—*—a—'



0, WE ARE VOLUNTEERS. Concluded. 341

4.

Our fo«» are In tlie flolrt, pressing hard on eT'ry side,—

Envy, anger, hatred, with self and pride ;

They are cruel, fierce and strong, ever ready to attack ;

We must watch, and fight, and pray, if we'd drive them

CHO.—Come and join the army, etc.

Word! bj H. BONAR.

(back.

O. glorions is the struggle, in which we draw the sword,

Glorious in the Kingdom of Christ, our Lord;

It shall spread from sea to sea, it shall reach from shorf

And His ppoplcsliall he blessedfor evermore, [toshoro

Cuo.—Come and join the army, etc.

JESUS IS MINE.
 

T. F. SEWArtD.

J—q=3=art=rq£

1. Fade, fade each earthly joy, Je - sni is mine; Break ere -ry ten-der tie
rJe • •us i» mine ; 

Dark is the wild-er-ness, Earth has no resting place, Je - sus a -lone can bless, Je - am ii mine.

*• .«.

2 Tempt rot my soul away,

Jesus is mine ;

Here would I ever stay ;

Jesus is mine ;

Perishing things of clny,

Born but for one brief day,

P»83 from my heart away,

Jeau* ia miu-.

i > I i ill

3 Farewell, vc dreams of night,

Jesus is mine ;

Lost in this dawning light,

Jesus is mine;

All tlint my soul has tried,

Left but a dismal void,—

Jesus has satisfied,

Jesus is mine.

4 Farewell mortality,

Jesus is mine;

Welcome eternity,

Jesus is mine;

Welcome, O loved and blest.

Welcome, sweet scenes of rest,

Welcome my Saviour's breant,

Jesus U mio«.



.342 A BRIGHT AND GLORIOUS KINGDOM.

Ut KIHODOII IS HOT Or THIS WOW.B.—John 18,

j—^

WVT. B. BRADBtTRT.

1. There Is a glo-H-oul kingdom, A kingdom bright and fair. And ma-ny lit-tle children Walt on the good Kin; there.

 

cnoRUs.
OlKl.S. BOTS. .ALL. OlRLf. BOTS.

Yea* children, children Are In that glorious kingdom, That kingdom , That kingdom, That kingdom bright and fiir.

yr-rjfc^qfe^L^qp

-r=«=tr==^P ^yte^™^

2 0, in that glorious kingdom

Ii built a throne of gold ;

Iff ornaments are jewels,

With riches all untold.

A kingdom, kingdom,

A bright and glorious kingdom,

A kingdom, a kingdom,

A kingdom bright and fair,

8 O, in that glorious kingdom,

And on that golden throne,

There reigns the blessed Savionr,

Those children are his own.

i & ' " • "

Tes, children, children,

Are in that glorious kingdom ;

Th.it kingdom, that kingdom,

That kingdom bright and fair.

4 And in that glorious kingdom,

Around the throne of gold,

Are throngs of children's angels,

Their numbers are untold.

Yes, angels—angels

Are in that glorious kingdom ;

That kingdom, that kingdom.

That kingdom bright and fain.



A BRIGHT AND GLORIOUS KINGDOM. Concluded. 343

6 The children of that kingdom,

Around that glorious throne,

Have palms and crowns of victory,

And harpi of sweetest tone.

All sinking—singing

There in that glorious kingdom ;

That kingdom, that kingdom,

That kingdom bright and fair.

6 And now they lift their voice*

In praiaei loud and sweet.

And cast their crowns of victory

Down at their Saviour'i feet.

Wordt writtia/or /An wort »jp Rn. C,

Of victory, victory,

Thtir crowns, their crowns ol victory.

Of victory, of victory,

Their crowns at Jesus' feet

7 Come, all who love that kingdom,

That kingdom bright and fair ;

Come, give your hearts to Jesus,

And dwell forever there.

And praise him—praise him

Forever in that kingdom ;

That kingdom, that kingdom,

That kingdom bright and fair.

. E. Kiror, Bloen\fitld, New Jtritf.

 

FULTON. 7s.

i-gV-t—I I I 1*1, I I

WH. B. BRADBCRT.

ll. Brother, but thon wander'd far From thy Father's happy home,With thyielf and God at war? Tarn thee, brother, ban

I » - r, 1 com

J » » J% - — - - -H JJ_ -9r J

^^g=p=nti^.^^
-F-T—fi—i—t^-H—i i —P L

-r
I I

2 Hast thon wasted all the powers

God for noble uses gave ?

Sqnnnder'd life's most golden hours?

Turn thee. brother; God can save.

I I

:; He can heal thy bitterest wound,

He thy gentlest prayer can hear:

Seek him, for he may be found,

Call upon him ; he is near.



344 I AM SQ HAPPY. . B. BEADBUKT.

DIALOOTTB BETWEE1C SCHOLARS AND TEACHERS.

'•IS ANT HKIIRT, LIT DIM BI.NQ PSALMS."—James 5. 13.

n *7t~ i f • [— ^ i i —r ' i— — -^i ' -<- ^^r—'ir^ItJ —p —fc—)— »••

111. SCHOLARS I am 10 hap - py all day long, I can -not keep from singing; Glad word* are ev-er on my tongue, And

> J J* J J* I r 1 K UJt-raL— O -K

CHORUS.

pleaiant thoughts are (prlnging.Teacher, teacber.Tell me wliy I am so happy,Happy, happy,In our own dear Sabbath school

I II11

TlACHKRS.

2 Ton love the cheerful hymns of praise,

That tune our souls to gladnees,

And while their choral notes we raise,

There if no time for eadness.

Children, children, This is why yon are so hnppy,

Happy, happy, In our own dear Sabbath-school.

SCHOLARS.

3 Fly swift ye week-days, come and go,

And bring the holy morning;

I rise with pleasure all aglow,

To greet its enrliest dawning.

Teacher, teacher, Tell me why I am so hnppy, Ac.

• Thli piece may b« luBfi by the uchool alone.

'

TEACHERS.

4 It is your gentle Shepherd's voice

That tells the pleasing story,

That makes your heart's in love rejoice,

And lends to life and glory.

Children, children, This is why you arc so happy

Happy, happy, In our own dear Sabbath-school.

SCHOLARS.

5 I love to hear the Sabbnth bells,

That call me to my teachers;

Where kindness in encli bosom dwells,

And lights tlictir hnppy features.

Teacher, teacher, tell me why 1 nin so hnpfy, 4c.

omiling the itanaai for t«aeh«ri, if prefered.



I AM SO HAPPY. Concluded. 345

TEACUKES.

6 The Bible is the word of trnth,—

A pare and priceless treasure;

O make it in the days of youth

The source of nil your pleasure.

Children, children, This is why you are so happy,

Happy, happy, In our own dear Sabbath-school.

SCHOLARS.

7 Alas, for children far and near.

Who have no Sabbath teaching;

Will not som« faithful guide appear,

Witli kindly hand out-reaching? [happy,

Teacher, teacher, O 'twould make them all so

Hnppy, happy, In their own dear Sabbath-school.

TEACIHRS [while the Scholars sing the 9/A stanza. ]

8 These heavenly blessings while you share

Yonr hearts with wisdom lighted,

Remember in your evening prayer

Poor children thus benighted. [happy,

God will hear Ton, He will make them good and

Happy, happy, In their own dear Sabbath-school,

SCHOLARS [with Teachers singing Slh stanza. ]

9 These heavenly blessings while we share

Our hearts with wisdom lighted;

We will remember in our prayer

Poor children thus benighted. [happy,

God will hear ns, He will make them good and

Happy, happy, In their own dear Sabbath-school.

Arranged by Dr. LOWELL JIASON.
 

EVAN. C. M.

-^^-^^^9 . aCTg^-g.-

1. Now condescend, Almighty K!og,To bless tliii happy throog ; And kindly Haten while we aing Our humble, grateful song.

^

*

2 We come to own the power divine

That watches o'er our days ;

For this our cheerful voices join

In bynins of grateful praise.

8 We come to learn thy holy word,

And ask thy tender care ;

-;—U| ip i I I

Before thy throne, Almighty Lord,

We bend in humble prayer.

4 Hay we in safety pass this day,

it rom sin and danger free ;

And ever walk in that sure way,

That leads to heaven aad (heo.



346 JOYFUL EVERMORE.

SEMI-CHORUS.

N f\ N

I Tun. AITTATS, ADD AOAIR I UT MJOICI." WM. B. BRADBURY.

FULL CHORUS. SEMI-CHORUS.

I N N IS v . ,

;*! i i

[lit. Thro* the world we're marching on, Joy-ful, joy • ful, joy - ful ! Soon our Heaven wi

2J. Night will soon be turn'd to day, Joy-ful, joy - ful, joy - ful ! God will wipe all tea

JEEJEE£E£

ill be won,

tears a -WIT,

2 f

atrfc
* 9 V

FULL CHORUS 1ft. I 2J. REFRAIK.

Joy - ful ey - er- more! ,

Joy -ful ey-«r - - - more!/ O, the road is shortandstraight.Lcading up to Zi-on's

-. K *. . *. » ^^£±±±5:**.^.***•+• >\ ~- -»- *- *• * I- = S- t * A«.AA4LA

 

gnt«, There our loved ones for us wait, Joy • ful, joyful, ev- er - more, Joyful ev- er - more.



JOYFUL EVERMORE. Concluded. 347

lit fkmi-Chanu.—Tho' we here mutt bear the cro««, 1st.

C/urrui.—Joyful, joyful, joyful ;

III.—Counting earthly gain as loss, Itt.—

Chana.—Joyful evermore.

%d.—When we lay life'n burden down, 2J.—'.

Chorut. —Joyful, joyful, joyful ;

13.—We shall take the promised crown, "•.!.—

Chorui.—Joyful evermore.

Refrain.—0, the road is short, etc.

—Now we look to Christ for aid,

Chorus —Joyful, joyful, joyful ;

None in vain to him have prayed,

Chorus. —Joyful evermore.

Let us place our trust in Him,

Chorus.—Joyful, joyful, joyful ;

Never let our fnith grow dim,

Chorus.-—Joyful evermore.

Refrain.—O, the road is short, oto.

IS THERE ONE FOR ME? THEO. F. SEWAKi).

J. Manplnns are prepared above. By (he gracious God of lore ; Many will thoie mansions ice—Ii there one prepared for met

2, Crowns that dazzle human eye, Wait for thoie who reach the iky; Many will those bright crowns be—Is there on«,&c.

Is there one for me t Ii there one for me t Many will those mansion* see— IB there one prepared for me ?

 

8 Robes of spotless white are given,

By the glorious King of Heaven ;

All can have them, they ore free,—

IK there one prepared for me ?

I* ther« one for me ? etc.

4 Harp* of solemn sound above,

Swell In ml praises to His love ;

Oh t how sweet their sounds will be,—

Is there one prepared for me?

Is there one for mef «U.



348 MARCHING ONI

Wordi by ReT. R. LOWRT. SUNDAY SCHOOL BATTLE 80NCK • WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Hurdling on! marching on ! glut! MS birds on tlie wing,Come the bright ranks of sold ieri from near and from far,

=i^ttt=*±ttai!&i±&&te

 

Happy hearts, full ofaong.'aeathour banneri we bring,We are lul-diera of Zi - on prepared for the war.

_fc_i«_
I , Ifc J ^ ^ ^ )» ^ -r— ^ * * "^ ^ , .— i .•'.

Marching on ! inarching on !

_ -_ -___
• -I^Ig-^ip—i—,»-i-g=p=jS=zy:—~—

g— -:- --- -

Marching on ! inarching on ! marching on ! marching on ! Sound the bat-tie - cry ! Bound the bat- tie -crj! Marching

on ! marching on ! marchiog on ! marching on ! Slioul the Tic- to - ry, the Tic - to- ry, the Tic • to • ry !

 



MARCHING ON! Concluded. 34J)

2.

Prening on! pressing on! to tho din of the fray.

With the firm tread of faith to the buttle we go ;

'Mi'! the cheering of angels, our ranks march away.

With our flngs pointing ever right on tow'rds the foe.

Marching on, Ac.

S.

Fighting on ! fighting on!-in the midst of the strife,

At the cnll of our Captain, we draw ev'ry sword ;

We are bnttling for God, we are struggling for life,

Let us strike ev'ry rebel that fights'gaiuat the Lord

Marching on, <io.

4.

inging on! singing on I from the battle we come,

Kv'ry flag bears a wreath, ev'ry soldier renoVn ;

Heav'nlv angel* are waiting to welcome us home,

And the Saviour will give us a robe and a oruwn.

Marching on, &e.

I NOW BELIEVE. C. M., with Chorus.
 

There is a fouuttln filled with blood, And slnneri, plunged beneath that flood,
Prawn from Tinman ud> veins ; ...".•• all their guilty stains.

, I DOW believe, I do beliere. That Jesus died for me ; That on the crou he ahed his blood, Krom iln to set mo free.
 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his dny ;

And there may I, though vile as he.

Wash all my sins away.

CHO.—I now believe, I do believe, <te.

8 Thou dying Lamb, thy precious blood

Shall never lose its power.

Till all the ransomed Church of God

Are saved, to sin no more.

I now believe, I do believe, <iu.

4 E'er since, by faith, I eaw the stream

Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And shall be, till I die.

I now believe, I do believe, &a.

5 Then, in a nobler, tweeter song,

I'll sing thy power to save ;

When this poor, lisping, stammering tongnt)

Lies silent in the grave.

I now believe. I do believe, &c.



850 THE LAND OF PROMISE.
, , CHORUS, era.

WK. B. BRADDDKT.

throng?\

be long./ We shall

*- I N J

i ig===g

. (Girla.We are bound for Hie land of promise,Who will join our happy throng?\ [sunny land fore?*r ;

\Buyt. We are bound for the land of promise,AuJ our march will not be long./ We shall meet, no more to serer, In that
 

We are bound for the land of promise, We are bound for the land of promise,

Come and join our happy throng,

I r« *' *' ' ~

Come and join oar happy thri

*t i»-! f-r-^—t 1—1 •»—

When our henrts oppressed and weary.

He will cheer us on our way.—Cho.

2 Far away in the fields of glory

Saints and angels sweetly sing,

Far away in the fields of glory , , , , ,
Now their hallelujahs ring.-CAo. 4 On™rd- «"«»• *» the. Ia"d. of P™mu«,

Stay not in the vale below ;

3 TV'hcn onr hearts oppressed and weary, ' Onward haste to the land of promise,

Jesus bids us watch and pray; Where the streams of pleasure flow.—Oka.

JESDS MY OWN. «».i.Low«r.
 

»—L-« m

1 Let th« ihm - dows round me gath - er, And the day Faai ft - way— Je - iui lores me.
 

CHCBVI. J* - in* lertfl me, al - w«ji lorei m« ; You ma/ hare All tbv Vorld ; Je * m lore*



JESUS MY OWN. Concluded. 351

I Tho' the tide of sorrow whelm me,

In the flow

This 1 know—

Jesus lovei me. Clio.

1 Dearest earthly friends m .-,- leare ne ;

He my own,

Stays Alone—

Jesus love» me. Cka.

4 Neither sin nor death can fright I

.I'M-, died.

He'll provide—

Jeans lore* toe. CAj.

RESPONSE TO "JESUS PAID IT ALL."

The ri:i..-.i isu- hymn, by the KIT. E. P. HAMHOKB, was flrit sang at a large Union Meeting of Children and Youth, In

Rochester. N. Y., October 4th, 1863. At a response to that bean'tftil hymn, "Jesus puld It all."on page 12, It will be focod

Very oaefal ; for who that Is truly converted, doea not wish to be "doing something" for Jesus ?

1 I have cast my "doing " down,

Yea, down at Jesus' feet,

Now I eland in Him alone,

All irlorious and complete.

Jesus paid it all,

All to Him 1 owe;

Something either great or small,

From love to Him I'll do.

2 Now to Jesus' work I'll oling,

Alone by simple fnith ;

Doing W:IH a "deadly thing.

It would have been my death.

Jesus paid it all, &c.

8 Lecral works I've given o'er,

My Jeitus is my all ;

Sins that tasted sweet before

Upon my senses pall.

Jesus paid it all, &o.

4 Jesut once in anguish bled

Upon the cruel tree ;

There He bowed His sscred heaid,

And suffered all for me.

Jesus paid it all, Ac.

6 Twos my sins that nailed Him there,

My sius that shed His blood,

Mine that pierced His bleeding side,

The blessed Son of Ood.

Jesus paid it all, &c.

0 All my life shall now be given

To Christ, my risen Lord ;

Learning all the way to Heaven,

My duty in His Word.

Jesus paid it all,

All to Him I owe.

Something either great or small

From love to Him I'll do.



852 Wort* written/or tkii uorlc. ALL BY GRACE.

'•BI 8B4CI M'.K Tl S.IVID, HUH THAT HOT O» TOCIIII.TIS : IT IS TB» OIFT 0» OOB."
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.

l is saved from death, 'Twill be by grace—all by grace ; Let praise employ my latest breath, Praise prai**,ior

•-~fta-m-~-*

'If; strength in weakness,hope In fear, ' A living light my way to cheer; 0 for grace,for saving grace!

My refuge when the storm Is near.

-1

2 If Jesus cleanse me from my *in.

Twill be by grace, all by grow ;

If now I feet a peace within,

'Tii all by grace.

Be this my shield against despair,

My joy in every piun I bear ;

Be tblt the harden of my prayer,

O for grace, for taring grace !

3 If readied from the tempter's hand,

'Twill be by grace, all by grace ;

If on the Chiialian'j Kock I stand,

'Tin alt by grace,

Not of myself, no work of mine

Can light the spark of love ditina ;

No, Saviour, no, the gift is thine,

O far grace, for saving grace !

4 If on the wings of faith I soar,

'Twill be by grace, all by grace :

Where sin and death are felt no more.

'Tis all by grace.

O when my captive soul Is free.

When lite eternal opes for me,

That glorious theme my song shall be,

Saved by grace, yei, saved by grace !

THE LOVELY LAND
cnonrs.

Bey. R. LOWKT.
 

. ( 0 llother, dear, J

VWhen shall my sorrow

• V. S. golden strand wa:

Je - rn • la - lem.Whea shall I come to

.w« hare »n end ? Thy Joys, when shall I see T / Oh, the land, the love

ilt the happy, happy band,To welcome the ransom'J home.

thee?\

see T / ly land, Tlie



THE LOVELY LAND. Concluded, 353

D. S.
 

2 0 happy harbor of God'i saluti!

U iweet and pleasant loll !

ID tliee uo lorrowi can be found,

Nor grief, nor care, nor toil. Cko.

3 Thy wall! are made of precloul itonel,

Tliy bulwark! diamond square,

Thy xatei are all of orient jwarl—

0 God ! if I were there. <"'< • T. QDA

COME THOU FOUNT. (Nettleton.) 8s <fe 7s.

 

Arranged for this work, by WM. B. BRADBITRT..

CHORUS.

, / Cnme thou Fount of er - ery blessing Tune our hearts to grateful lays ; \

\ Streams of mer - cy, ncv-er ceasing, Call Tor songs of loudest praise./ I love Je - sui, Hal-lc - lu.- jah,
 

 

sui, he's 107 Say-lour. Je • sus imlles, and tore! roe too.

tar^a-bc:

2 Teach me some melodious measure,

Sung by raptnr'd saints nbovc;

Pill my soul with sacred pleasure,

While I sing redeeming love.—CAo.

8 Jems sought me, when a stranger,

\V A' d<"-uig from the fold of God ;

I —i— ' j

Ho. to save my soul from danger\

Interposed his precious blood. —CAo.

4 Pr-me to wander,—Lord, I feel it;

Prone to lease the God I lore ;

Here's my henrt—O, take and seal it;

8«al it from lli.y court*. above.-»—CA«v



85* PEACEFUL REST. \T1I. B. BRADBCRT.

  

. Go to thy rest In peace, And soft be thy repose ; Thytoifs areo'er thy troubles cease,Frnm earthly cares to

2. Go to tlij peaceful rest, For tbee we need Dot weep. Since tliou art now among the blest, No more bf sin and
 

..

ID peace,

thy reit,

 

lfeM,ThlaaeyelIdi gentle elom. Thine eyelids genttj close,

'eased.Bnthush'd ID quiet sleep, But husb'd in quiet ileep.
 

And.-into.

I > i *»

gently close

hush'd In sleep

DEATH OF A SCHOLAR.

r-\—

8.

Go to thy rest, nnd wliile

Tliy absence we deplore.

One thought our sorrow shall beguile—

For soon with a celestial smile,

We meet to part no more,

We meet to part no more.

8s & 7s, Dr. L. MASON.

1. Sister, thou vast mild and lore!j. Gentle as the summer breeze;PleaBantas the air of eYenlng,Wnen It floats among the trees.

'. Peaceful be lliy silent slumber, Peaceful iu the grave BO low; Thou no more wilt join our auiaber,Thoa no more our songs

shalt know.

Dourest sister, thou host left us,

Here thy loss we deeply feel ;

But 'tis Ood that hast bereft us ;

Ue can still our sorrow heal.

4 Yet again we hope to meet thce.

When the day of life is fled ;

Then, in heaven with joy to greet thct,

Where no farewell tear is shed.



HASTE TO THY HOME.

AN ANSWER TO LONELY THAVELEH.

355

 

1. Lonely traveler, speed thy flight, Tho' sore op - p>vs«ei1 : I.n! tlieha-ven is insight,

> I

V_-i i> I-
 

 

2 Weary traveler, linger not.

But urge thy way ;

Since earth hnth no quiet spot.

Where tlion inay'st stay.

Purer joys tlinn earth can give,

Beckon thee on ;

Pleasures that will ever live

When earth i« gone.

O'er a dark nnd thorny wny, Toiling thon'st come, Yet we ask tliee

3 Thou art journeying to a home

Where all is fair,

Where the ransom'd ones shall come,

All will be there ;

There no tears shall ever flow,

No heart be sad ;

Bliss, immortal, all shall know,

All shall be glad.

4 On. then, weary pilgrim, on 1

Though rough thy way,

Bid thy doubU and fears begone,

llnste thee awny ;

Earthward we would call thee not,

Longer to ronm.

Heaven is thy rest—thy lot,

Heaven is thy home.
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DUET.

BEAUTIFUL LAND OF REST. »-..», K.WWBT.

CHORUS. DUET.

1* I •• r l» U U * ~^~ \f I '* I

1. Je - ra - u - lem. for -er • er bright,—Beeutl . ml land of rest. No win • ter there, nor chill of night,

CHORUS.
"^^— | p n -^ r—' _ _i ^ i I —i»——I * | l—.—

f=E.

Bean -ti* ful land of rest! The drip - ping cloud is chased a - way, The lun breaks forth in

„/_, fc__J ^ K. CHORUS.

endless d«v,—Je -ru - sa - lem, Je - ru - sa - lem, Tbe beautf - ful land of rest. Beau-t! - ful land.

.-^-g-^—^-J—^^—f-^L,;-^-*-..-. •=bFB^^=££_J

 

Beautiful land, Beautiful land of rest, Beautiful land, Beautiful land, Beautiful land of rest.

2 Jerusalem, forever free,—

Beautiful land of rest!

The sours sweet home of Liberty*—

Beautiful land of rest !

The gyTes of sin, the chains of woe,

The ransomed there will nerer know, Jerusalem, <tc.

I ^ "

3 Jerusalem, for ever dear,—

Beautiful land of rest !

Thy pearly gates almost appear,—

Beautiful land of real !

And when we tread thy lovely shore,

We'll sing th« song we're sung before. Jerusalem, fta.



HE LEADETH ME. 357

" TILE LORD is MY SSIFHIRD, I sau.1 HOT WAST. H> MAKETH m TO lie DOTH ra am* ristur.ts ; HI LZIDITB uc

BMIDI THI snii TTiiriu." WM. B, BRADBURY.
 

1. He leadetlime! O, blessed thought, 0, wordswithliefivenlvcomfortfranght, Whate'erldo, where-

2. Sometimes 'mid scenes ofdeepest gloom, Sometimes where fideu'u bowers bloom, By waters still, o'er

I
 

UIIUIVU3. • i^^

1—t-

c'er I be. Still 'tis God's hand that lend- ethine! He lead-eth me! He lead-eth me! By

troubled sea—Still 'tis His hand that lead-eth me! He lead-eth me! etc,

J f £ ~ £~

leadeth me; His faithful follower I would be, Forby his hand he leadethme
ff\

 

~- —I r

8 Lord, I would clasp thy hand in mine,

Nor ever murmur nor repine—

Content, whatever lot I see.

Since 'tis my God that leadeth me.

He leadeth me. etc.

4 And when my task on earth is oone,

Wlien by thy grace, the victory's won,

E'en death's cold wave I will not flee.

Since God through Jordan leadeth m*.

He leadeth me, eta.



358 THE MORNING LAND.
Wordi by KATE CAMERON. . B. BRADBURY.

I , 1

I / The night will cast no sha- dow Up-on the morning land, The dark clouds ne'er will gather A

\ Aud there the sound of weep-ing Shall nev-er-more be beard : With sorrow and with sigh -ing Oui

?=*

J^L*-rg- f-_-*j- J m f .^—^-r.—*

E?r=2=Ef==i=jEl=r~:3==SES-rz i3i-ES

Our

-- ** *•

CHORUS.

I \ I

I I

t i i r

bove the golden strand ;\

hearU no more be stirred./The morning land, the morning land,IIow blesBed 'twill be them to stand.And

-..-£•—J—f—,-,-„ . .„ J ,f J m—.—,-*—-*--*—J-,. -g.y. £-jg f- y J—.

n« I | | I •* fl» | ^_

greet the glance, and clnsp the hand Ofthose who've gone before, Ofthose who've gone before, Gone to

JS. M. J>. J*. M- Jf. .». I_

 

heaven's shin-ing ahorc, To the morning land, To the morning land, Where we shall part no more.
'

. J>
- - -• •- - .



THE MORNING LAND. Concluded. 359

2 We mourn earth's faded blossoms,

But there bright flowers will bloom,

Beyond the grave's cold portal,

Beyond the silent tomb.

Fairer than early Eden,

Fairer than aught below.

Will be that land of morning,

The borne to which we go.

Cko.—The morning land, etc.

3 Our days are swiftly gliding,

Fraught with both good and ill ,

But though life's draught seens bitter,

We'll trust the Giverstill.

By faith we will look forward,

Till joyfully we stand

Beside the lored and loving.

In God's own morning land.

Cho.—The morning Inud, etc.

Wordi by BONAR.

NEVERMORE BE SAD OR WEARY.
THKO. F. SEWARD.

1. Thi» Ji rot my placeofreittng, Mtne*aaeit-y yet to come ; Onward to It I am hastiiip, On to my e * ternal hom«.

2. In it ill ii light and glory, O'er It shines a nightleas day; Every trace of sin's iad story—All the curse has passed away.

 

8 There the Lamb, our Shepherd, lends us

By the streams oflife along.

On the freshest pastures feed us,

Turos our sighing into song.

Nevermore, ete.

Soon we pass tin's dreary desert,

Socn we bid farewell to pain,

Nevermore be sad or weary,

Nevermore to sin again.

Nevermore eto.



360 THE ANGELIC HOST. 8s <fc <S» WH. B. BRADBURY.

those ho -ly voi-ccs, Sweetly sound

JLJ

ing thro' the skies t Lo ! th'angel - ic host re

N

.—ii-*

 

joi - c«<; Heavenly hal - la - lu • jabs rise, Hear them tell

>

 

Hork ! v. ! i : 1 1 mean tliose holy voices,

. >. r> , __ ,

Sweetly sounding thro' the skies I Lo ! th'aDgelic host re •

tlie wondrous sto • ry, Heartbem

__
_ _

 

chant

Hear them cliaat

thcirhymnsof joy, "Glo-ry in the highest—glo-ryl Glo-ry be to God most high!"

M. Jf. M. fi , . J*.' JL JL if- JL M. M. 'St
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FOR CHRISTMAS OR OTHER FESTIVALS.

2 Peace on earth—good-will from heaveii,

Reaching far as man is found ,

" Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven,"

Loud our golden harps shall sound.

Christ is born, the great Anointed ;

Heaven and earth his praises sing !

O, receive whom God appointed.

F«r jour Prophet, Priett, and King.

3 Haste, ye mortals, to adore him;

Learn his name, and taste his joy ;

Till in heaven ye sing before him,

Glory be to God most high.

Haste, ye mortuls, to adore him :

Learn his name, and taste his joy;

Till in heaven ye sing before him,

Glory be to God most higli.



JESUS OUR PILOT. 3C1

" AXD Hi 1R03I, >>'[> EIBDU9

Wordi by KATE CAMERON.

BUD tmto TBI ill, run, H HILL."— Mark <r, 39.

WJf. B. BRADBURY.

1. Jesus is our Pilot,— No one else can guide Our frail bark in safety. O'er life's stormy tide.

2. Jesus is our Pilot,— Leaning on His arm, Wearesafe from danger.Safe from fe.irancl harm.

8. Jesus is oar Pilot,—Well he knows the way. From these earthly shadows. To the realms of day.

„ N •"•-••!
r" "—•—"MT* * I

p
\- \

 

When the waves of trouble Baffle human skill, He can always calm them WithHis"Peaee,bestiIl!"

In His strong protection Let us ev - er rest ; Refuge from all sorrow On His faithful brewt.

He can find that harbor, Others seek in vain, Where as Lord of glory, Evermore He'll reign.

J «. I N J I . =g g ^ ^ .-S^T-* : *—*-* J f- •*• -f- ,f.•

zp^^z »-•-«
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Jesus is our Pi - lot—Guided by his hand, \Veshallreachthehavcn, On the golden strand.

at -*-_j^_i j j _ -rr^



362 ONWARD, EVER ONWARD.

CROSBY. HUBERT P. MAW.

I -—t—i ik—fe—H |<». i HI ..^^z^rpd . L S_J rJTcrg:

1. Whither are you go- fng, Pilgrim of a day, Tar*ry but a moment. Re*t you on your waj T

 

Wordi bj FANNY CROSBY.

DUETT. Guts.

DUETT. BOTB.
  

 

N« we cannot lin- ger here, Day ii waning fast, We must reach the haren, Ere the light is past.

CHORUS.

Onward, «T - er onward, Tho'bj tcmpcit drlr'u, O howiweet the promise, W« ihtll rest in hearen.

GIRLS.

2 You will «oon be wearv. Pilgrims of a day,

TriuU ore before you, banger's in your way ;

BOYS.

Still by faith we'll journey on, Tho' our path be drear,

If th« Saviour lend us. What have we to fear?

CHORUS.

Onward, ever onward,

Tho' by tempest driv'n,

O liow eweet the promise,

Vfe shall rest in henvem.



ONWARD, EVER ONWARD. Concluded. 3C3

GIRLS.

• Pilgrims are ye going, Where the angels' song

O'er the fields of glory Gently floats along ?

Dots.

Yes. we seek the better land. Lovely, pure and fair.

Where no grief can enter—Willyou meet us there ?

CHO.—Onward, ever onward,

Though by tempest driv'o,

O how sweet the promise,

We shall real in heaven.

GIRLS.

May we journey with yon. Pilgrim of a day,

Will you help us onward. In the heavenly way?

Bovs.

Come, we gladly bid yon come, Day is waning fast,

We must reach the haven, Ere the light is past.

CHO.—Onward, ever onward,

Though by tempest driy'n,

0 how sweet the promise.

We shall rest in heaven.

Words by FANNY CROSBY.

r»

THE GOLDEN RULE. HUBERT P. 1IAIN. 

1. N, -, - 1 r lose tbe gold- en rule.Keepit still in view; Do for oth-ers asvouwouldThcvshonlddotovon.

2. Help the fee-Meones a-lotip, Cheer the faint and weak: To the sor-row laden Ucart,Words of comfort speak.

3. Love the Lord, the first command, With thy aonl and mind : Love thv neighbor ae thyself, Bath in one combined.
- - - -- ••• --- - • - 

Kind-fv, gent-!r, In their bur-den bear a part; Meek-ly, cliid-ing With a lov - ing heart.

Free - ly, free • ly, From tbe bounty of your store ; Cheerful giv - ers Help the hum-ble poor

Just- ly, just, ly With each oth-er strive to live; Ev - er res- dy Will-ing to for -give

JL 4*.



364 A CRY FROM MACEDONIA.
" COWK OTIK INTO ii Acii'OM* AMI H1LP US'"—Act* IS : 9. TFM. B. BRADBURT.

I
. ( There's a cry from Mace-do-nin—Come and help ns : The light of the gospel bring, 0 come ! Let ua

'1 O ye heralds of the cross be up and do- ing.Remembertlie great command, Away! Go ye

 

hoar the joy - ful ti- dings of enl - va - tion, We thirst for the ]iv - ing spring. )

forth and preach the word to ey -'ry crea- ture, Proclaim it in ev-'ry land. JThey«hall

^•££=r

„ •&. g:- g:

 

'nrdt, Std^rdtrd:
IT j 1 ij. i ^ [ . —w—-.— .i» —̂ ,-» y -i ^ .^ j j — . i . -, .._ J

gather from UieEast.They sholl gather from the \Veet,With the pa-tri-archs of old, And the

rnnsom'il shnll return To the kingdoms of tlie blest With their harpe and crowns of gold.
'



A CRY FROM MACEDONIA. Concluded. 305

0 how beautiful their feet upon the mountains,

The tidings of peace who bring, Who bring

To the nationi of the earth who sit in darkness,

And tell them of Zion's king ;

Then ye heralds of the cross be up and doing,

Go work in your Master's field, away !

Sound the trumpet, sound the trumpet of sal

vation,

The lord is your strength and shield.

Let the distant Isles be glad.

Let them hail the Saviour's birth,

And the news of pnrdon free,

Till the knowledge of the truth

Shall extend to all the earth,

AB the waters o'er the sea.

There's a cry, Ae.

3 Ye have listed in the army of the faithful

Like heroes the battle fight, Away !

There are foes on every hand that will assail v- .u,

Then gird on your armour bright;

With the banner of the cross unfurled before 3'oa,

The sword of the spirit wield, A way!

Ye shall conquer through his mercy who Uatli

loved yon,

The Lord is your strength and shield.

Ye are marching to the land

Where the saints in glory stand,

And the just for joy shall sing,

Ye by faith may bring it nigh ;

Ye shall reach it bye and bye.

And your shouts cf triumph sing.

There's a cry, tfcc.

Wordl by W. BENNETT.

&&

* Word* written for thit work.

THINE, LORD, FOREVER.
From CIIAPIL MilODHl. HUBERT P. KAIN.

 

1. Thine, Lord, for -ev - er, Purchas'd by blood divine, Rescued and sav'dbyThee,Lord,Tam Thine.

2. Thine, Lord, for -ev - er, Thro' storm and tempest wild, Trustingconfiding-ly. I am Thy child.

J. Thine. Lord, forever, Cheer'd by Thy precious word,Thro" darkness doubts and fears;Thini>,thine,O Lord.

4. Thine, Lord, for -ever, Tho' death shall lay me low, E'en in that dreadful hour Thine,Lord, I know,

6. Thine, Lord, for-ev - er,When safe before thy throne I stand, for -ev -ermore Thine, thine alone.

S^EgEE^fEjFgEEE
—~-»fa—=•—i^-H-i r

.

—(* *—*—r& & 11

~tg

I

 

U I



366 SONG OF THE LILIES.
" CONftlBKft TUB LILIK8 OP THE FIELD, HOW TUET GBOW."—Matt. 6, 28—30

Wordl by KeT. J. A COLLIBR, Kmgiton, If. Y. WM. B. BKADBCRY.

1. Hark, the lillei whiiper Tenderlj and low, "In our grace and beauty See how fair wegrow;*'Thuiour heavenly Father

cr~*—* ^~r*"v*TT—c~^—P t Ht"~i — TT t—t—N—^ ' i n

teKg^-rg:»rg±S-xS-11g gz«r==^U—i_Fs>-P ' ^l^rfclB

-- ,r^:S-|»-^»=-:E£gt=a^-^:^IJ»^^rgg^_S±igj-Jrl

1 Carei for all below. The lillei of Die field. The beautiful lilies of the field, Your Father cares for them,

And shall he Dot care for you?

it

S Hark, the roses speaking,

Telling all abroad

Their sweet, wondrous story,

Of the love of God,

In the Rose of Sharon,

Jesus Christ the Lord.

The roses hnw they bloom !

The beautiful roses how they bloom !

Yonr Father cares for them,

Acd shall he not care for you?

3 Buttercups and daisies,

And the violets sweet,

Flowers of field and garden—

All their voices meet ;

And their Maker's praises,

To our souls repeat.

They sing their Maker's praise.

The beautiful flowers, how they sing !

Your Father cares for them,

And shall He not care for yon ?

4 Let us, then, b« trustful,

Dotibtin£ cot, although

Much of toil and trouble

Be our lot below.

Think upon the lilies,

See how fair they grow.

The lilies of the field,

The beautiful lilies of the field ;

Your Father cares for them,

And shall He not care for yon ?

THE LITTLE WANDERER. LM.

End.

WM. B. BRADBUHY.
 

1. Jesus to thy dear arms I flee. T hare DO other help but thee; For thou dost suffer rot to come, O take a little irand'rer ho««,

T>, S. 0 lake a liulo wand'rir bam*.



THE LITTLE WANDERER. Concluded. 367

2 Jerai, I'll trj my cross to bear,

1*11 follow tliee and never fear ;

From thy dear fold I iv-nild not romm ;

O take a little wanderer home.

3 Jesn», I cannot tee tbe<a here,

Yet still I know thou'rt very near;

O nay my ilos are all forgtren,

Ami I shall dwell with the« in henreo.

And now. dear Jesai. I am thine,

O be thou erer, ever mine,

And let me nerer, never roum

From lb.ee, the little wanderer's hoiue.

0, HOW I LOVE JESUS.

  Arranged by HUBERT P. MAIK.Arranged 07 MUHB.1

, in .. fcT-fJ _N ' x | Nr I S-gii-lTI I r»

j-g-t^g^ggE^^^^gzgEgz:

>r all thr rraces rore.How is mr loal In transoort lost. In wondlest Jesus! when my soaring tho'U, O'er all thy graces rnre,How is my soul ID transport lost, In wonder, joy, and lore !

(O bow I lore J« • sus, O how I lore Je - IUB, O how 1 lore Je - lus. Became he flrit loved roe. \

How can I for - get thee. Uow can I for - get tbee,Lord, How can I forget the*. Dear Lord, reroem-ber me. )

2 Not Boflest strains can charm my ears,

Like thy beloved nnme ;

Nor ought beneath the skies inspire

My heart with equal flame. CAo.

3 Where'er I look, my wondering eyes

Unnumbered blessings see ;

But what is life, with all its bliss,

If once compared with thee CAo.

^T^

4 Hast thon a rival in my breast?

Search, Lord, for thuu canst tell

If aught can raise my passions thai,

Or please my soul go well. CA*

6 No: thou art precious to my heart,

My portion and my joy :

Forever let thy boundless grace

My sweetest thoughU employ. CAo-
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FULL CHORUS.

GLORY TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST !
ANNIVERSARY ANTHEM.

i**,-1-s > | f * N-rd-1-C-1-f> » 1-r-l--f>~A-l--rl

WM. B. BRADBURT.

4 t.

1. Glo-ry t, i <:.,.! In the hlgh-est ! Olo • ry to God, Glo - ry to God, Glo-ry to Rod in the highest ! Shall

2. Glo-ry to God in the h!gh-eit! Glo-ry to God, Olo - rjr to God, Glo-ry to God li; the hUheit ! Shall

BKMI-CHORUS or DUET.

-'Hr^.-T-ltSr:1*-^-3.—w-1

__ _.
be our long to-day; An - oth - er year's rich mercies prove Tils ceaseless care and boundless lovo ; So

be our song to-day; The Bong that woke the glorious moru When Da-vid's great-er ion was born. Sung

FULL CHORUS.

let our loud-cat rolo-es raise Oar An • of - v«-r - nary song of praigd Glo - ry to God In the high - est!

by an heavenly host, and w« Would join th*an-ge - Ifc corn-pa • ny. Glo-ry to God lathe high -est!

 

Glo-ry to God in the hlgh-eit !

Glo-ry to God in the hlgh-eit !

Glory, ittory, glory, glory, Glo-ry be to God on high !

Glory, glory, glory, glory, Glo-ry be to God ou higli !

" J 

God on hljrh !

God on high !

**£t



GLORY TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST. Concluded, 3G9

8 Glory to God in the highest !

Shall be our song to-day,

And v.liilc we with the angels sing;

Gifts, with the wise men, let us bring

Unto the Babe of Bethlehem,

And offer our young hearts to him.

Glory to God in the highest, etc.

4 Glory to God in tlie highest!

Shall be our song to-day.

O, mny we, an unbroken band.

Around the throne of Jesus stand,

And there with angels and the throng

Of his redeemed ones, join the song.

Glory to God in the highest, etc.

THE YEAR OF JUBILEE.

-J ,_, ,_| 1 J 1,|,, 1-

(LENOX,)

•! J-!

EDSON.

1 . Blow ye the trumpet, blow—The glad-Iy fol- emn sound ! Let all the nationi know, To earth's remotest bound,

2. Ex - alt (.:,), i.-;M'iM ? God, The tin •- ton-ing Lamb; Redemption by his blood Through all the lands proclaim,

 

Thoycarof Ju - bl - Ice llcomc.TIie ytar of Ju- bl- lee Ii come, Return ye ransom'd glouerB, home.

Theyurof ju-bl -lea I« come,The year of ju-bl - lee ll come ; Return, ye ran tiom'd sin- ners home.

3 The Gospel trumpet hear,

The news of pardoning grace;

Ye huppv souls draw noar,

Behold your Saviour's faee;

The year of Jubilee is come ;

lieturn, ye ransomed sinners, homo.

6 Jesus, our Great High Priest,

Has full atonement made ;

Yo weary spirits, rest,

Ye mournful souls, be glad ;

The year of jubilee is come ;

Return, ye ransomed sinuers, home.



370 SONG OF THE SABBATH-SCHOOL ARMY.

Wordi by FANNY CROSBY.

S. 9

HUBERT P. MAIN.

1. I am in the ar • my, a lol-dier for the Lord, I hare buckled on my ar - mor oad

2. Soldiers in the ar • my, we'll keep the cross iu view, With its ban-uer wav-ing o'er us, »ur

3. What a glorious ar - my, of lol-diers in the field, With Uie light of hope re - licet - ed on

U U

 

 

eird - cd on my sword ; With sal - ?• - tion for my hel - met, my shield the Word of Truth. I'll

jour- ney we'll pur-nie, And onr weapons

- ery awordand shield; Let us do onr

^
* * * * * -»-

— — — •—» L • ~

~^

al-ways rea - dy to meet the trai-tor foe; We'll

du - ty faith - ful, and wheuthe war is o'er, We'll

go and fight for Je-sus in my youth. 0 the world is full of dan - ger, and foes on ev - ery hand, But the

flght for God. rejoicing as ire go. Let onr footsteps ner - cr ful - ter, our courage nev - er fail, For in

rest in peace with Jesus er - er more. Then we'll tune our happy voic - es, and make the portals ring, In that



SONG OF THE SABBATH SCHOOL ARMY. Concluded. 371
 

Saviour is my Captain still, lie has promls'd me his aid, if I follow his command. And do his lio-ly will.

Je-sus we shall all he strong ; Tho' our trials mav be hard, yet we surely mast prevail. Then boldly march along !

tunny hind ofjoy untold : We will worship at his throne, our Redeemerand our King,With harps and crowns of gold.

•EfFF===5EE==*Ei^Ir=-

"-£"-"^7—f-t^-*

THE SONG OF JUBILEE.
End.

 

I. Wuke Die song of Jubilee, Lei it echo o'er the left ; Now i • come the promii'd hour ; Jesus reigni with sov 'reign power.

D. C. Wake thosoiig of Jubilee, Let it ech-o o'er the lea. 

2 All ye nations, join and sing.

Christ of lords and kings, is King;

Let it sound from shore to shore,

Je*o* reigns for evermore.

Wake the song, etc.

3 Now the desert lands rejoice,

And the islands join their voice

Yea, the whole creation siugs,

Jesus is the King of kings.

Wake the song, etc.

HOLY BIBLE.

1 Holy Bible, book divine,

Precious treasure, thou nrt mine ;

Mine to tell me whence I came ;

Mine to tench me whiit I am.

D. C. Holy Bible, book divine, etc.

2 Mine to chide m« when I rove ;

Mine to show a Father's love ;

Mine to guide my doubtful feet ;

Mine to judge, condemn, acquit.

D. C. Holy Bible, book divine, etc.

3 Mine to comfort in distress ;

Mine to cheer, sustain, find bless ;

Mine to show by living faitli

Man cnn triumph over death.

D. C. Holy Bible, book divine, etc.

4 Mine to tell of joye to come ;

Mine to • :i<l the spirit home,

U thou precious book divine,

Holy Bible, thon nrt mine.

D. C. Holv Bible, book divinr. etc.



373

 

JESUS IS CALLING US HOME. wn. B. BRADBURT.

1. How sweetly the roice of the Saviour is call - ing, In accents of kindness its mus-io is

>- ^-jp- -p- -m»_ -p- • -m---"P* T*"—-•*".-•£*.» _ __j*L_* S_*

Ha •-= .-Jr^ZZZ, • -^t~ ,— »_=—1£——i T.—* •>—* —' ^^^—» ^ " J

P-'T 1

 

- ing Thro' fear and temptation so patient - ly leading, So gently persuading and earnest -ly

 CHORUS.
?> h

pleading. 0 Je - BUB is call - ing us home, Je -ana i» calling n»

Je - eua is calling us home,

 

IS , I,-..J

Je - eus is call - ing, is call- ing his children home.

?33=*=*

!=£*=*=£

is calling UB home, Je - BUS is call - ing, &c.

fT
^Ifl



JESUS IS CALLING US HOME. Concluded. 373

He died from the burden of sin to relieve us,

And now He is waiting with joy to receive us,

How blest are the words of the pure and the holy.

Come hither and learn of the meek and the lowly.

CHO. O Jesui, &c.

3 The Bride and the Spirit, onr souls are inviting,

The angels in glory their sonirs are uniting,

O drink of its waters, that beautiful river,

That flows at the feet of the Saviour forever.

O Jesus, &a.

THERE IS AN HOUR.

-N =*~»-r-

From the

1. There is

2. There ii

an hour of

a home for

_..!»._ .

peaceful rest. To mourning wand'rers given : There is a joy for

wea - ry souls By sin and aorrow driven, When tuss'd on life's tern

 

souls distressed, A balm for er - try wonnded breast, 'Tis found

pestuous slioalc,Where storms a- rise ana o - cean rolls, And all

a - lone in heaven,

is drear but heaven.

. . 1 __tx

3 There fnith lifts up the tearless eye,

To brighter prospects given ;

And views the tempest pnssing by.

The evening shadows quickly fly,

And all serene in heaven.

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,

And joys supreme are given:

Thero rays divine disperse the gloom;

Beyond the confines of the tomb

Appears the dawn of heaven.



374 ONCE MORE OUR YOUTHFUL THRONG.
 

Arrmgttfnn tkt Orrmanfor tkis wart.

1. Once more ouryonthful throng In sweetest union raiseToGod our choral song Of gratitude nndprnise.

'2.From yonder world oflight Our Father bends His ear,With angels rob'd in white.Our grateful song to hear.

SEMI-CHORUS.

( /Wlien shall we join the ho-ly an - eels, Tun- ing theirharps on yonder hap • py shore? )

I ; Vi ;,. .1 in the smiling fields of £ - den, When shall we meet the loved ones gone be -fore? »
 

FULL CHORUS.

I I

ll't>',it pianissimo.

sfi^^i=£-rE3^r5«lr5::zS::E^*=j»=«3:S53ffl

^Fa=f=»=i^Fg-g-g-g rg^g -m-jj^n—m

H.illclnjah, sweetly singing.Thro' eternal ages ringing, Hallelujah, Hallelujah.Praisei to the Lamb.

* ^

 

 

3 His eye that never sleeps,

With ever-watchful care.

His fnithful children keeps

From each besi-ttine snare.

When shall we join, Ac.

4 Dear Saviour, may we rest

Our heart, our hopes on thee ;

Beposingon thy breast,

From every danger free.

When shall we join, ic.



. Moderate.

WATCHMAN, TELL ME.

DIALOGUE,

7s & 8s. Doable. 375

-=f

Or fair Zi - on's glo - ry dawn?

Yet up - on thy pathway shone *

 

rouuil tbee ; Light is breaking in the skies ; . . .

 

Gird thy bridal robes around thee, Morning davrns, ailse, arise '.

StjS

2 Watchman, see, the light is beaming,

Brighter still upon the way ;

Signs through all the earth are gleaming,

Omens of the coming day

When the Jubal trumpet sounding,

Shall awake from earth and sea.

And the saints of God now sleeping.

Clad in immortality.

8 Watchman, hail, the light ascending,

Of the grand Sabbatic year ;

All with voices loud proclaiming

That the kingdom's very near:

Pilgrim, yes, I see just yonder,

Canaan's glorious heights arise,

Salem too appears in granduur.

Towering 'ncath its sun-lit skiei.

 

4 Watchnmn, in the golden city,

Sentcd on His jasper throne,

Zion's kin'-; enthroned in beauty.

Reigns in peace from zone to zone ;

There on sun-lit hills and mountains,

Golden beams serenely glow;

Purling streams and crystal fountain*,

On whose banks sweet flow'reta blow.

6 Watchman, eee, the land is nearing,

With its vernal fruits and flowers,

On jnst yondrr, O how cheering

Bloom forever Eden's bowers \

Hark \ the choral strains are ringing.

Wafted on the balmy nir.

See the million!-, hear tl>em singing,

Soon the pilgrim will b« there.



376 PRAISE THE LORD.

ANTHEM. WM. B. BKADBORT.

4-

VrT^
Uie Lord, Praise the Lord,Praise the Lord. 0 praise the Lord,when bluehinp morning Wakes the flowers fresh with

the Lord. Fraiie the Lord, Praise the Lord. O praUe the Lord,and, may hit blessing Guide ua iu the way of truth ;

 

I . Praise

i Praise

t l s-s

Praise the Lord,

"-\ 1 T
mr—r

[early

Praise him whfu reviTed creation Benms with beauty fair and new. Praise the I.orii. Praise the Lord,Praise the Lord when

Keep our feet from paths of error, Make us holy in our youth. Praise the Lord,Praise the L«rd, Praise the Lord(j« host* of

 

[Andj-e

br«eies Como so fragrant from the flower*. Praise the Lord, Praise the Lord. Praise the Lord,ye millions by thebrookside,

heaveu,Ye angels sing your sweetest lays. Praiae the Lord, Praise the Lord,Praise the Lord,0 utter foitti t)isglory,Souad a-

i r - -

 



PRAISE THE LORD. Concluded.

 

llrds among the bowers. Praise the !.• r<i. Praise the Lord, Praise ye the Lord, T.rl «>v.'rvtliinc that hath breath. PnlM (he

loud Jehorah'f praise, PralK the Lord, Praise ye the Lord, Let everything that bath breath, Pralte.lW.

n. -- — , --re+-

 

"Lord, Praise ye the Lord, Praise the Lord, Praise ye the Lord, Praise ye the Lord, Praise ye the Lori.

Let everything that hath breath.

 

Nearer, my God, to thee, Nearer to thee ! E'en tho* it bo a cross That raiseth io« ; / Still alt my son^shali be,\

\ Nearer, my God to thee, I

Tho' like the wanderer, The sun goes down, Darkness be o-rer me, My rest a stone ;/ Yet in my dreams I'd be \

I IK \ Nearer, my God to thee, /

Nearer, my God, to thee. Nearer to thee!

Nearer, my Ood, to thee. Nearer to thee!
*••&*

,3 There let Ihe wny appear

I Steps unto heaven :

All that thoa sendest me,
»
In ™ercy g',Ven •

Angel, to beckon me

Nenrer, my Ood, to thee,

Nearer to thee!

4 Or, if on joyful wing,

Clenving the sky,

Sun, moou. and stars forgot,

Upward I fly ;

Still oil my none; eball be,—

Nearer, my God, to tkoe,

Nearer lo thee.



378 VICTORY AT LAST. WM. B. BRADBURY.

'
"*

. /We've Joined the glorious Army, Who march to Zion's Hill, And our Saviour if oar Captain, And he'll protect nsstfllA

V And tho' the conflict ruge.1, We know 'twill soon be passed. For ev-'ry soldier of the cross There's victory at last. )
 

\—fr—h.—^-£—^-fr. h ) pi fe

' For there's victory at laat, There's victory at last, We'll shout and sing to God oar King, And praise him for the past.

 

Oar foe, the cruel tempter.

The world our battle-field,

While the Bible (8 oar weapon.

And God our strength and ihleld,

FrpBg onward, gallant heroes.

The war will soon be passed.

Then to every soldier of the cross

There's victory at last.

Coo.—For there's rlctorr etc.

Our troops are bold and fenrless

Ami tho1 our march be Ion p.

O'er era* (TV rock and mountain,

We stair oar battle-song.

Hosanna in the highest,

Our toll will soon be passed.

Then to every soldier of the Cross

There's viotory at last.

CHO.— For tbere's victory, etc.

4.

0 joyful, Joyful tidings,

Let every tear be dry.

For our army Is advancing,

The promised land is itigb.

And when the war Is over.

And every Hanger passed, [then.

Then we'll ting with nil the ransomed

Of victory at last,

C>0. For there'ii victory, tie.



I 1ST 3D E

THlos in. Caps. First Lines in Roman.

A.
And may I still get there 311

And when he was come. 248

ANGKLS ARE HOYERINO.. !i:|

Another fleeting day is. . 24

Another week has 168

Be thou. O God, exalted 101

Beyond the smiling and. 253

Beyond this life of hopes 108

BLESSED BIBLE 1 294

Children, can yon truly.. 181

Children, do you lore... 78

CHILDREN IN HEAVEN. .. 118

Children of old hosannas 119

Children of the heavenly 43

CHINA 207

A BEACTIFTJL LAND 818

A BKIUUT AND 1. 1.UKIOU3 342

A BRIGHTER DAT IS

A BRIGHT SABBATH 166

A crown of glory bright 146

A CRY FROM MACEDONIA 364

Adoring saints lift up. . 283

A FAITHFUL r 111 I:N i> . . . 167

A FRIEND THAT'S EVER. 106

A SROUP or HAPPT — 310

ANOTHER TEAR 149

A pilgrim and a stranger 196

Around the throne of. ... 118

A SATIOUB KVEII NEAR. . 153

Asleep in Jesus, blessed 165

Assembled In our school 111

A song for our banner . . 125

Blest be the tie that S2&

Blest Jesus, when my. . . 36T

Blow ye the trumpet 369

CHRIST FOR ME 80

Boys and girls, we all. . . 235

BRADEN 234

BRIGHT MANSIONS 300

Christians, I am on my.. 118

Christian, ihe morn 254

CHRISTMAS ANTHEM .... 246

CHRISTMAS CAROL 86

CLIMBING UP ZIOM'B — 296

COLD WATER 186

Come, children, let ns... 45

Come, children, raise.... T

Come, come, sing to the 73

COMB, COME TO JESUS... Ill

Come, gracious Spirit . . 263

Come, Holy Spirit ! 169

Come, let us join our. ... 277

Come, let us sing of. SO

Come, let us be Joyfni. . . 171

Come, little soldiers .... 116

Come, poor pilgrim 880

Come, schoolmates, do.. 228

Come, sound bis praise.. 214

COME, THOU FOUNT 363

Come to Jeans, come ... 323

A HOME IN BEATEN 83 BRING ra THE LAMBS 398

Brother, bait thou 843Ah! thin heart is void. 168

A LAND WITHOUT A. ... 146 Awake and sing the .... 301

Awake, awake the 304

AWAT OVER JORDAN.... 243

Awhile they rest 165

Ala?, and did my Saviour £8

AlJETTA 83 C.

A LIOHT IN THE WINDOW 88
B.

BALERXA 183

CALLTHS CHILDREN.... 80

CANAAN .... 45A litUe child lay dying.. 239

A little ship waa on tie. 133

ALL BT ORACB .... 353

CANAAN'S HAFPT LAND.. 164

CANAAN'S SHORE 89

All hail the power of. ... 1T9

ALL WILL BE WELL 66

Although I am a -infill. . 283

ALWAYS THERE 261

BEAUTIFUL LAND OF.. .. 856

BEAUTIFUL LAND ON.... 153

BEAUTIFUL RITER 151

BEAUTIFUL ZION . . . 219

CAST TOUR CARE ON JES. 273

Cheerfully, cheerfully, . . 54

Always with ua . . . 81 Behold the throne of. ... 225

Ba still repiuinE heart... 191

CHIDE .M n. i n.Y THB 66

CHILD or sis AND . 17AJUUHCA 103

 



380 INDEX—CONTLNTOED.

Come to Jeans, erring . . 103

COME TO JESUS, LITTLE. 25

Come to me all ye. . ..867

Cons UNTO ME (Anthem) 244

COMI: UNTO ME (Chant). . 827

Come unto me when 204

FATHER, I KNOW (Chant) 289

Father, whate'er of 145

Forth we go on a bright 166

H. HOSANNA TO CUE. . 888

FOR THOU HAST DIED . . 201

Had I bnt the faith of... 292

HAIL, HAIL THIS HAPPY 96

How bright the day th« 190

How can he leave them. 283

How charming in the ... *H

COMB YE BLESSED ... 127

Forward shall be our. . ITS

Frail Is my bark and. . . 281

Friends of temperance . 154

From every stormy 186

From Greenland's Icy. . 100

FULTON 343

Happy and gay, I will... 826

HAPPY GREETING 171

How happy is the yonth 338

Come ye who love the . . 160

CORONATION 179

HAPPY IN THE LORD... 196

HAPPY NEW YEAR 5»

Happy the man whose . . 80

Hark 1 how the cheerful. 15

Hark! the lilies 366

Hark 1 the morningbells 51

Hark! the sweetest 265

Hark! what mean these 860

HASTE AWAY TO THE... 15

HASTK TO THY HOME... 855

Haste wo now with 211

HEAR, GRACIOUS GOD.. 160

Hear the roval 40

HEAVEN is MY HOME... 216

HEAYENLY BREEZES.... 116

How shall the young. ... 61

D.

G.

How sweet in every 578

How eweetly the voice.. 87>

How sweet the melting.. 71

How sweet will be the. 1S9

How vain is all beneath. Ill

FUnn TO DO RIGHT 1 280 GIVE THANKS (Chant)... 226

Hushed be my mnrmnr.. IJi

HYMNS or GRATETCX... 101Dear Saviour, ever at. . . 28

DEATH OF A CHILD 139

DEATH OF A SCHOLAR. . 854

DENNIS 225

Glorious things of thec.. 12

GLORY, OLORT TO THE . 255

GLORY TO GOD IN THE 868

GLORY TO THE FATHER 175

Glory to the Father give 319

Glory to thee. my God. . 291

Go AND TELL JESUS— 818

I.

Did Jesus weep for me.. 224 I'm a lonely traveler. ... 66

I'M A PILGRIK OOIKG... 119

Dismiss UB with thy .... 803

GO BEAR THE JOYFUL., 135 HEAVENLY REST 98

I am bound tor the 90

I'm but a stranger here.. SIS

I am in the army a . . . fiO

1 am Jesua' little lamb.. 296

Doth sorrow's shadow. . 187

Do you know any little. 262

Do yon know the little. . 812

God i» the refuge of..... M

God of our salvation .... 107 HE LEADETH ME 857

HELENA 94

I AM PO HAPPT. . . S44

GOD SPEED THE RIGHT.. 8 I'm trying to climb np. 296

T asked a sweet robin. . . (0

I feel like iinging all. ... 300
E.

Go forth, ye glod heralds 172

Go forth, young 173,302

GOING HOME ', 190

HERE is NO REST 68

Here o'er the earth as a. 08

He who once to earl h . . £02

Holv and bright in the. 282

Holy Bible, book divine. 871

Holy Father, thon hast.. 81

Holy Sabbath, happy . . 220

HOBANNA ANTHEM 250

HOSANNA (Anthem) 1J6

Early rise, early rise. . . . 71

Earth may robe her 203

Earth's shadowy years. . 191

KVAN 845

GOLDEN HIM, 801 IF I WERE A vorcs 16

I have a lather in the ... Sit

I have cast my doing.... 861

I've roamed over O

I know 'tie Jesus loves . 11

EVENING HYMN ,. .. 291

GOSPEL TRUMPET 60

Go sound It abroad. ... £23

Go to JesoB, when thy. . 239

Go to thy rest in peace. . 854

Go work to-day In the. . 807
F.

HOSANNA BLESSED IS. . 240

1 LOVE THEM THAT IOTI S6»

Fade, fade each earthly.. 341

FAB OUT UPON THE .... 20 Gushing so bright in. ... 298

Hosanna, hosanna 143

Hosanna in the highest.. 250

I love Ihv kingdom 10

I love to think of the.. . H4

I love to steal awhile.. . . lH

 



INDEX--CONTINUED. 881

la an my vast concerns.. IT Like a young and tender

List the Sabbath bells...

LITTLE DEEDS OF

Live on the field of.... .

Lo 1 descending, the.. .

Lonely and desolate. . . .

206 Mary to the Saviour'!.. . 14

MELODY 277I HOW i'i i : i. r >: v i : 949 Jesus Is onr dearest 28(3 180

100

329

246

238

65

S55

117

43

158

213

23

•

175

JESUS IB OCB MSI; 223 MERGE 885

Intemperance walks.... 2S5

In the Christian's homo. 88

la the cross of Christ. ... 273

In the greenwood ... 905

lu the tempest of life.. .. 49

In thy temple, Lord, we 219

Jesns is our morning. . . 199 Meet again 1 yes wo 810

MEET ME IN HEAVEN... ISO

JE9U8' LITTLE LAMP. 295

JESC8 LOVES ME... 194 LONELY TRAVELER ... .

MISSIONARY ETON 100

Jesus my nil to heaven. . 243

JESUS irr OWN 850

Lonely traveler, speed . MORN OF ZION'S GLORY 270

Mother, tell me, do not.. 208

Must Jesus bear the 85

My country, 'tis of thee. 108

My days arc clidinp £8

My father. I woulabe... 383

I OL'OHT TO LOTS MY M. 181

I OUGHT TO LOVE M V S. 142

I HI8E TO SEEK THE.... 8

JESUS oun PILOT 861

LONG LOVED Zm.v

JESUS OUR SHEPHERD . 204

JESUS PAID IT ALL 264 Look on us kindly,

I uw a little blade of... 6

I saw one hanging on ... 839

Jesus, tender Saviour. 107

Jesns, thou art the 158

Jesus, to thy dear arms 366

Jesns, while this rough 827

Lord, dismiss us with. . .

LORD, 1 BELIEVE,1 • THERE ONE I'tlll MB t 847

Lord, 1 hear of showers.

Lord, when thou didst..

Lord, when we bend. . . .

SOB
MY FATHER'S HOUSE ... 147

My God, how endless is. 67

My gracious Lord, I own 88

My heart is fixed 80

My heavenly home is 270

My hope is built on 385

My latest sun Is sinking 176

Ft first was unfurled .... 63

I'll awake at dawn 9 JOYFUL EVERMORE 846

Joy to the sons of men. 86

JUST AS I AX 182

181

I WILL BE GOOD, DEAB. 74 Lot THE FIELDS ABE... 129

144

I will not be afraid at... 265 Jnst as thou art . 139

Lo 1 the Sunday school..

107

S*8I'lL BISE UP EARLT IK. 81 JUST NOW 323 MY MANSION IN THE.. . 197

I'LL THINK op MY 189 115 MY OWN NATIVE LAND.. 62

MY PILGRIM WAY 827I WOULD LOTS THEE ... 47

J.

L.

LOVE ONE ANOTHEB....

337

78

195

107

10

MY SABBATH SONG 258

My son, know thou the.. 225

Jerusalem, divine abode M

Jerusalem, forever 856

Love sounds in her

JrRCSALEM, MY HAPPY. 93 LEARNING OF JESUS— 211

LENOX 869

LULU My foul, repeat his £24

N.

NAOMI... 146

Jesus, and Khali It ever . 825 M.

JESUS AT TUB HELM 231

JJMUB, BLESSED JESUS.. 95

Let every heart rejoice. 816

Let little children come 214

LET HE BE THINE 278

Majestic sweetness sits.

MANOAH

81

KB

847

Jeans Christ has bled and 124 Kearer, my God, to. . .77, 877

JtSUS DIED FOB ME 288 Mansions are prepared..

MAN THE LIFE-BOAT. . . .

MARCHING ALONG

Jesoj, engrave it on my. 40 Let the gospel trumpet. 50

Let the shadows round. 850

LET TO-MORROW TAKE. 284

Lot us all from day to.. 289

Life's journey we have. 805

" Lift vour heads" with 12

81)9

112
Ml

348

14

KM

JRSUS EVER NEAR 28 NEVER LATE 9

Jeftw, I my cross have.. 78

JKSUS is CALLING us ... 872

JESUS IB Ki.vu 203

MARCHING ON

Never lose the golden.. . 868

NEVERMORE BE SAD OB 359

No mortal eye that land. 287

NONE BUT JESUS 267ilarv sat at the feet of. .



382 INDEX—CONTINUED.

Not all the blood of 67

Nothing cither great or 264

Now be the gospel 101

Now come and feck tho, 75

Now condescend 845

NOW I HATE FOUND A.. 88

Now I resolve with all. . 163

Now la the accepted— 71

Now to heaven our 8

NOW WE LIFT OUB 206

319

a

O a goodly thing Is the. 29!)

OBERLIN 1ST
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