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. PREFACE.

It is now generally acknowledged that no one agency has added so much to the interest felt by
children in our Sunday Schools as singing; and the Golden series, commencing with the GoLpEx
CHAIN, 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 new
books, and in due time the Cuaix was followed by the GOLDEN SHOWER, and finally by the GoLpEN
Censer. Millions of them were sold in a short time, and when the electratype plates were worn out,

.and it became necessary to make new ones, the books were revised and improved. In this volume
ithe three volumes are presented under a new name; and we do mot 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 we 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 GoLpeN TIo, 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
i8 page 132 in the NEW GoLDEN TRIO; and from page 253 to 378, add 4, as page 260 of BRADBURY
Trio will be found on page 264 of NEw GoLbpeN TrIo.
THE PUBLISHERS.

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1870, by Apra E. Brapsuny, in the Olerk's office of the United States Distriot Court
A for the Distriot of New Jorsey.

D



FCOr'Y-RIGHT NOTICE. &3

The uu10 ond PokTRY of nearly every pieee in this work is corr-mremr emorzary and * Entered
acourding to Act of Congress.” No person, therefore, has & right to print in any form, or for ary
purposs whatever, either words or music, without first obtaining permission from the author. If Lymns
or tunes are desired for Sunday School Anniversaries, or for any other purpose, such permission mnut
first be obtained, otherwise the person using them trespasscs against the laws of copy-right, makes
himaself liable, and will bo held aciountable.

' How sweet and heavenly s the sight, When those that love the Lord

In  one ancth - er's peace delight, And so ful-fill his........ / word! Praise the Lord,
’ - - SO o -~ r.x

‘ :"-
+
8 O may we-feel each brother’s sigh, 3 Let love, in one delightful stream, (4 Love is the GoLDEW OHAIN that binds
Aud with him bear a part ; Through every bosom H Tle happy souls above ;
I-Ayn;ymnﬂovtnmoyobm, Let union sweet, and dear estoem, And le's un heir of heayen who finde

y from heart to In every action, glow. His bosom glow with loye.
the Lord, &o. Praise tho Lord, o, Praiue the



cCm Arr. for this Woek. ‘

THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL

-achol, that blesed place, OB 1 woud rather sy Witka
,Mmmww.on mtiephullon.l?or

Tt T ] 1 t LI I
2 ’Tis thero I learn that Jesus died 3 Then let our mufn'l tribute rise, (] And 'eloomothn the Sunday-schog
For sinnerasuch as 1 ; And vongs of praise be given 11 resd, and sing, and pray,
Oh ! what bas all the world beside, To Him who dwells above the skies, 'l'hn we may kesp tho golden rule,
For such a blessing given, And never from it stray.

That I should prize so high.

\EELCOME TO THE SABBATH. H. M.

3. Welcome delightful morn ; Sweet day of mred reat. I bafl thy kind rem:n ; Lord,make thesemoments blest,

asan o)

Fromlow desires and fleeting toys, 1
soar to reach im-mor-tsl joys. |
-

1
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o rEEr Then weloowe, welcome, weloome, Yes.




WELCOME TO THE SABBATH. Concluded. 5

8 Now may the King descend, 3 Descend, celestial Dove,
And 1]l his throne of grace; With xll thy quickening powers ;
Thy sceptre, Lord, extend, Disctose a Saviour's love.
While satuts addrees thy face : And bless the sacred hours:
Let sinuoers feel thy quickening word,

And learn to know and fear the Lord. I ;l;:ns.::)ﬂt?: ::L;;:‘llfe ohtuln,
SUNDAY-SCHOOL RECRUITING SONG. 11s. Wi, B. Buavooar.
MODRRATELY QUICR. . Wor(‘h llvy the Ant'h‘o;;f 4 I want to de an angel.”

;o
LToomr ﬁmmﬁtmvbmﬂo S nldm:gatﬂilguh-°
|( I trﬁto{mgm.orl'ﬂtrybbn lvo.la,lp:rﬁn[(’)mu ceeeeeiae seen ) [ can, ['m determined & do,
,(Ukheuh the people who lire ia wu;ﬁm,hlwof ud;oun )
, logl_\lrytolmng nLﬂkybbmgm.h.allM Omit...... ceveieeons | lan, Im detarmind b do.
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| I'il try to bringome, Il try to bring fwo, Yelu. all that j can, I'm de - termined to do.
|
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3 l.et me think ; are there none of the dear ones at home, (5 Out there in the lot where I.pass every day, ‘
The large, or the little, who never have come ? How many spend Sabbath in frolic ar play !
Oh, I'll beg and I’ll coax, try for ene, try for two, If 1 could but get one of those boys, now, or fwo,
Yes, all that I can, I’m determined to do. To cowe here next Sabbath, what good it niaht do.

4 My cousins and playmates, who live fu this street, 6 Perhaps up to heaven some day I may
L J1 ask them to corae, the next time that we meet ; What glory and blessedness thean I lhl" tnov!
Who knows bat amiong them I'll get onc, or two, BRat I waant in that glor: { that many may share,—
For all that I can, 1'm detormined to d That oue, two, yes, all I can taks may be there.



6 *“1 RISE TO SEEK THE LIGHT.” C. M. D.
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I rise, I rise, I rise, I rise,

2 T asked the eagle why his wing 8 I asked my soul, what means this thirst
To ceaseless flight was given ; For scmething yet beyond,
As if he spurn'd each earthly thing What means this eagerness to burst
And knew no home but heaven? From every earthly bond?
He answered, ns he fixed his gaze It anewers, and I fee{it glow
Uundazzled at the sight, With fires more warm, more bright,
Upon the sun's meridian blaze. “All is tov dull, too dark below,

“1 rise to acek the light " I rise to reek the light,”



COME, CHILDREN, RAISE YOUR VOICES HIGH. 7

J Come, children. raise your voices high., 2 Yev, we will gladly join our lays 3 Thec loud bmnnu'w our King,

Your Saviour's love proclaim, ‘With beaven’s seraphic throng, Jesus, eternal God
And with the choirs of earth and sky | Aud offer In our cartlily days Let earth with joyous anthems ring,
Unite to praise his name : To Christ our grateful song: To spread his fame abroad ;
Sing how he left the realms of light, And oh, thas all would join to sing Let every tribe and nation own
bere the bright els dwell, That Saviour's love, who came, . His just and righteous sway,
And, passing through death's gloomy| Mankind from chatus of sin to bring And all unite to hasten on
Redeemed the world, [night, To liberty, The great, the great,
Redeemed the world from hell. To liberty again ! The great miliennial day.
DUKE STREET. L. M.
~ ., N

1. Lord, when thou didst ascend on high, Thoso heavenly guards arouud thees wait,
Ten thousand angels filled the sky; Likechariots that attend thy etate. -
1 T8 S ~
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2 gzr"&!i:iﬁ-" mo":'l;:;n t;:nllg Appear o To show thy love by morning light,
Whileghe r::oun ced his holy law V And talk of all thy trath by night.
And ut.ruot the chosen tribes with awe. 2 %weet i:t:llm day ‘;'r ?I"c"?d Mt;h ot

. 0 mortal cares shall seize my breaat ;

s %gnbgf%:‘h;m':&z;?: ;:ﬂ, tell, O 1a my heart in tune be found,

That thousand souls had eaptive made, Like David's harp of solemn eound.

Were all in chains, like captives, led. 8 When grace has purified my hears,
4 Raised by his Father to the throne, Then I 'shall share a Plonouo part:

He sent his promised spirit down. And fresh supplies of joy be shed,

With gifts n.gd grace fo‘:' rebel men Like boly oil to cheer my head.

That God might dwell on earth :g;in. 4 Then shall I see, and hear, and know

THE SABBATH ﬁ"dl desired or wi;h‘:il below ;
. . nd every power find swect employ

1 Swesr is the work, my God, my King, eteru ’

To praise thv name, give thanks, and sing; In that ol world of joy




8 GOD SPEED THE RIGHT.
J 14t |3d

Now to heaven our prayer mendlng.(!od speed tho rl ht Be their geal in heaven rooorded,

1n & noble cause nontonding, God speed the. . ..rlght

on earth reo

2 Bo that prayer again re;
God speed the right |
Neé'er despairing though defeated,
God speed the right |
Like the good and great in story,
If they fail, they fail with glory,
od speed the right |
3 Putieut, firm, and perseve
God speed tlu!’e right ‘rmg
Ne' er the event our danger foaring,
Grod speed the nght !

TO-DAY THE SAVIOUR CALLS.

Pains, nor toils, nor trials heeding,
And in heaven's own time &
God speed the right !

4 Still their omrd oom-u
E Gofd ; len, bdning
3Y 0e st el su 'y
gf right !
Truth, tl:y cuuse, whate'er delay it,
There's no power on earth oan stay it,
God speed the right |

6s & 4s.
D

8. To-day the Savionr calls;

8. To-day tho Savlourenlls,

L'l’boSpltltonlll to-day :
Within thess mared sralls The stopea'ot Justios fll, 0 M”ﬂ' Dot v
0 these sacr: 0 rm of justice Vo mlIOI

‘To Jesus bow. And death d h’:{f" why .



“NEVER LATE " ]

1 a -wako at dawn on the Babbath day, For’tis wrong to doze ho-ly time away; With my lcesons learn®d,this shall
'wake betlines ; evory morn they sing ; Noneare tardy there, when the woods doring; 80 when Bunday comnes,this shall

» 8 When the summer's sun wakes the flowers agaln,
They the call obey—none are tardy then ;

Nor will I forget that it {s my rale

late st the Sabbathschool  Never to be late at the Sabbath

late at the Babbathschool. 4 gy thegy Babbath days will soon bo o'er,

i And theso happy hours shall return 20 moro;
Then I'll ne'er regret that it was my rulo
Never to be late at the S8abbsth school,

be my rule— Never to
be my rule— Never to

_, - -
t us each thy love possessing, Triumph in redeeming grace;
O refresh uyl. O refresh u,’l‘nvellnth this wlhﬁomm.)

2 Thanks we give and ldonﬁo; 8 Then, whene'er the signal’s given

For thy gospel’s joyful sound ; Us from earth to call away,
l(aﬁ the fruits of thy ealvation Borne, ou angel's wings, to heaven—
our hearts and lives abound ; Glad the summons to obey—
May thy presence May we ever :

With us evermure be found, Relgn with Christ in eydless day.
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SWEET HOUR OF PRAYER.

10

WM. B. RRADBURY.
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sweet hour of praye

all my wants and wishes known: In sea-sons of dis-tress and grief, My soul has of - ten found re - lief,

thy return, sweet hoar of prayer.
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LULU. Concluded. . 11

9 1 tove thy Church, O God! 4 Beyond my highost |
Her vil: befure thee stand, {;rlzo h’or h‘anven‘l«yy H

.
Dear as the apple of thine eye, Her sweet commuulon, solemn vowny,
Aud graven vn thy hand. . Her hymaus of lovo snd praise.
8 For her my tears shall tall ; 6 Bure as thy truth shall last,
For her my prayers ascend ; To Zion shall be given
To her my cares aud toils bo givon, Tho brightest glorics earth can yleld,
Till tulisand cares shall end. And brighter bliss of heaven.

1 Oh, come to the Sunday-school W‘Tth me, Where swaetly the hours will a - way! Oh, come witha foo!
2 We've tuachersaad scholars kind and true ; We've plenty of books, both old and new; Wae read, and we ma
Ob, come to the Sanday-school with me, Wheresweetly the hrurs will pass a - way ] Oh, come with a tep

% R0 D o e & e
& s S——— ¢ —

‘light and free, Anll make no de - lay, make no de- lay.
foln in snyor. *Tissweet to be there,sweet to bo there. Aroun:

ight and free, And make no de - lay, inake no de- lay.
n NND,
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12 A BRIGHTER DAY. 83 & 75, Doublo,

** MUK LOOK UP, POR YOUR REDEMPTION DRAWRTH N1a8.”~-Luke xxi. 28

l |
‘ A, “Lift your heads” with faith; the morrow Dawneth brighter than the day; Angel hands will lift the shadows,
Chase the gatherin

[
. Art thou lonely, sad, and weary, Watching thro’ the silent night? Dry thy tears, the orfent glistens Like a thread

-
e ]
gloom: away. (*Lift your hoa«h." the day is breaking, Soon the morning will Appeu H dnn near.
dl - ver light.\ Hee the earth from slumber waking;.... Lm”m‘ boadl," theday )

3 Does the night seem h“fond weary— THE OHURCH.

Daugers threatening 'long the way ?
Joy will soon return to bless thee,
on will dawn a brighter day.—Cho,

4 What, though wars and earth’s commotions

Try your faith, and cause dismay ;
, your Father, rules the nations,
He will send & brighter day.—Che.
8 Let the heart be cheered with gladness,
Though the sun is veiled from sight;
Sec ! the stars are brightly beaning
Through the shadows of the night.

Chorus,
Look ! e’en now the morn fs breaking,
B8ee the shadows flee away ;
8oe! the earth from slumber waking,
* Lift your heads ! Lebold the day!

1 Gror10Us things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God !

tHe. whose word cannot be broken,
Form’d thee fur his own abode.

On the Rock of Ages founded,
What can shake thy sure mu-el

With salvation’s walls surronnaed.
Thou may’st smile at ail thy foes,

2 Seu! the streams of living waters
srlnglng from eumldl:vu .t
su sony ugaters,
"l’d.r zl want remove.
Wbo can faint while such a river
Ever flows their thirst ¢’ assuago ;
Qruce, which, like the Lord, tho ﬂm,
Never fuils from ugo to age?



uBTA\HD, THE SWEET SINGER. 13

Mnsio by WM. B. BRADBURY.
“ Wnoso omu:u PRAISE, GLORIFIRKTH GoOD."~J'salm L. 33,
L

e o e e NN NN ‘u‘.—.——:i-.—- %
i = RN = e e e
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2
'was David, Sweet Singer in Israel, who said, We glo-rl - fy God when we bring him
la)uroﬂerlng't of pr’t_;l\n;Oh.thonwlthtmofnlth[Ungtln.....‘:’...........‘......?...]Ghdconglvo'ﬂlthnkmny

SEEEETEE

o
— e S——

ter - ni-ty, [Yotatoopow the heart that is low - ly;

tor - mi-ty, [OMIT....ccceevvnrvenccnccnccnrsccccoccencsas] Yotstoops to the heart that s low - ly.

H nl fove is s0 vast, so tender, and true, 8 For the friends thou hast given to teach and to gnide,
fountain of life, failing never ; ‘Who make the sweot S8ablath so cheering,
Ob, whst can we bappy youn. children do By telling of Jesus, who calls to his side
But praise thee for vver and ever? oung children with worls so endearing.
We'll praise thee at morn, and praise thee at night, For that Jesus our fullest hosannas are given, |,

For the work that brings quiet and slumber ; . His pity and prayers, ceasing never,
For our bread and our water, our reason and 'lﬂl'. Are the souroe of sl joy, on earth aud In hoaven,
And wercies too many to number. And we'll praise biin for ever aud over.

Written and composed for the Fifticth Anniversary of the K. Y. 8. & Union.



14 WHO SHALL SING? 8s & 7s.

& children, Did not J. WEQE them
klein his di - a - dem r'Why to theu were vaices given, Bird-like voiecs, nmit md,

other jeweols, B,
' D.0, Whyy. unless the ;’: of t.::'lﬁ'y begin to practise here

2 There’s a choir of infant songsters, 8 Jesus, when on earth sojourning,

White-robed, round the Saviour’s throne ; Loved them with a wondrous love;

Angels cease, and, waiting, listen | And will he, to heaven returning,
Oh! ’tis sweeter than their own ! Faithless to his blessing prove t

Taith can hear the rapturous choral, Oh! they cannot sing too early!
‘When Ler ear is upward turned ; Fatbers, stand not in their way !

Ts not this the same, perfected, Birds do mg while daiois breaking—
Which upou tho earth they learned § Tell me, then, why should not they ¢

MARTYN. 7s. Double. MARSH.

'
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D.C.

[ { Mary to the SBaviour's tomb ITasted at the early dawn, Fora while 3
" { Spice she bro't, and sweet perfume, But the Lord she luv'd had gone; { shie ling'ring stood, Fill'd with sorrow and surpri
|
D. C. Tremnbling, whilo erystal floo Issqed from her weeping eyes.
L""‘-'gz—o > : St S " & mn—". 0
iS5 ST e el e P
1 1
2. But ner sorrows guickly fled Yo who weep for Jesus® sake, Will for your rellef appear,
‘When she b bis woelcomo voice ; e will wipe your tears away. Tho' you now are tetnpest tossed.
Corist bad risen from the de Ou his word your burden cast,
Now ne bids her hesrt rejolca; 3. Ho who eame to comfurt her, On his love your thonghts employ,
‘What a change his word can make, ‘When she thought her all was Weeping for 8 while may last,
Turaing darkness iato duyt loot, But the norniug brings the Jiy.



HASTE AWAY TO THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 15

‘Words by Luvorve Has:

3d Sumi-Che \With bappy fa « ces, cne sud al Wchuu a - way toSubb-thnhool;Andbenuu bap- Ky
,ws--a- Sunday dress-es neat - | Asway we haste to Sabbathschool; No day in all t

lum—aasluk'hwdnebmhlnomln bells Call us s - way to Sabbathsehool ; Their sacred chime our
2d Semi-Che.\Our lessons learned our books in hmd'. A-way we haste toS.bbuhnhool;‘l’be happiest children

Then let us baste o - way,hastc a - way & the
Then let us haste a way,buste o8- way (o tho

A to
A to 8ab-bath school,
wo&mnm. A way to Sab bath school
the A 0

3
8ab - bath .chool.g
8ab - bath school.,

3 15t Sems- Weo love to meet togethor there, 4 13t Semi- ;ha Sabbath 1ight shines clear and Lrighr,
Chorvs,  Within our pleasant Sabbath school ; Chorus, Away we haste o S1bbath school ;
And all unite in praise and prayer, The church, it is & pleasant sight,
Within the Sabbath school. Away to Sabbath school ;
8d Semi- And this our bond of love shall be, 8d Sems- This sweetest day of ail the sevep—
We're happy in our Sabbath school ; Chorus, We'll haste away to Sablath schoal,
And with our hearts {0 harmony, H And rua the shining road to heaven 3
We'll basto to SabBath school.. —Omo. Away to Sabbath sohool.—~Cao.
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and high!

‘Within thy cireling arme 1
holouiononrym 1

kOblvmdmnho'Nm
‘Where can a creature d?"

atill,

surround me

bulwark

by sovereign love.
6s & 4s.
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To my soul from eve
guard my A

nd,
word,

oughts lle open to the Lo
the{;n formed within ;
y tg pronounce tho
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CHILD OF SIN AND SORROW.

" Heaven bids thee come, While yet therc's roum,

Y-

Filled with dis - may,
Yield thee to - da
Hear and o - be

to - mor - row,

sin snd sor - rOW,
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18 GATHER THEM IN.

# @0, THEREFORE, INTO THM RIOEWAYS AND HEDGEG AND COXPEL THRM Y0 00MB IN.”~ Luke xtv. 23.
‘WITH PROMPYNESS AKD ANIMAYION. g MAY BB NUNG A8 A DUBT.

1, Gather them in, gather them in, Gather the oh{ldm D;/Gather them in from the broad highway, Gather them in,

Gather them in from the prairies vast, Gatler them in,

gather them in; Gather them in,
gather them in; Gatber them in,

2 Gather them in, gather them in, 3 Gather them in, gather them in,

Gather the children in ; Gatber the children In ;

Qather them in from the street and laune, Gather them in that are seeking rest,
Gather them in, r them in; Gather them in, gather them in;

QGather them in both the Lalt and lame, Gather them in from the Kast and West,
Gather, gather them in ; Gather, gather them in.

@atker the deaf, and the poor, and blind, Gather them in that are roaming about,
Qather them in, gather them in : Gather thom in, gather them in;

QGather them in with a willing mind, QGather them in from the North and
Gather, ¢ them do. Gather, gather them io.

m
Ol .~~Gather them in, &o. ' orys.—Gather them in. &o,



GATHER THEN IN. Conclnded 19

4 Oatber them in, ¢ them in, ©Guther, gather them o ;
Gather the children in ; Gather them In with o Christian love
Qather them in from all over the land, Gather them in, gather them in ;
@ather them io, gather them in; Gather them in for the Church abuve.
Aather them in to our nobdle baxnl, Gather, guther them lo.—Cho.
THE LOVE Ol-' JESUS. L M W, B. Baavsvus,

RN ==-.—
-rr-—--- o
- > ma

l.l hu Illlemh- nl,Mlllutbvmldmi!whk

- o o > _-o o

[
2 How kind is Jesus, oh, how good ! 3 When I offend, by thought or tongue, |4 To me may Jesus now fmpart,

*Twas for my soul ho shed his blood; Omit the right, or do the wrong, Auhon L so young, i ]

For children’s sake he was reviled, 1 it repent he's reconciled, 'm m’b’:fn ,‘m ous heart;

For Jesus loves a little child. . For Jesus loves a littla child. ru:-m;m.euu.
HEBRON. L. M Dx. LowsLs Masosx,

2 Much of my time has run to wasto, 3 I lay my body down t0 sleep,
Aud 1, perhaps, am near my home ; Peuce Is the pillow for my head ;
Bot be forgives ry fullies past ; While well-awolnud anyely kecp
lloclvumuunxthwtdqnooom. Their wntchful stations round my bed.
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RIS
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And when the bo- Iy morning
No Sabbeth school in-vit-ing

78 & 6s.

81 vuh that I conld tell them
ow Jesus ceme (o dle,

When be for little children

Left his bﬂ(ht ummo on high ;
And ail the wad, sad

Of sorrow which he boro,
Wheo for his crown of glory

A erown of thorns he wore.—Cho,

4 And so each morn and evening,

Whene'sr I kneel in prayer,
Il ask the gracious Savioue

Tou send hir gospel there
That in the g.orious city .
wln ‘thoh b: dwells above,

@ all may sing toyether

ifls redeeming

M. B. BRAD

BURY. smp.

precious moments In idleness and play.

No teacher’s voioo entreating To leave the way of sia.

’
78 & 6s.
1 Coxr, let us sing of Jes:
OaWh"l’ :nomd :ndfnsee:‘t; blend,
et us of
'l?t:i‘llnner‘o :f:ly m"u";i;
His holy soul
Amid tho obolrs .bov
To bear our yonthml oes
Exulting in his love,

] We lon to lng of Josus,
rtl aloug;
Wo lovo to tlng of Jesas,
The tempted and tho strong 3
None who ught his healing,
He passcd unheeded Ly ;
And stil! zetalns his foell
For us above the sky.



Hymns to *‘Far out upon the Prajrie.” 21

3 We lon to nng of Jesus,
Who died our soul to save ;
Wie.rl‘ovo t:::?g'of t{”m’
umpl o'er the grave ;
And in our hour of o,
wno’ll trast hhinlo" ono,
once a manger,
And now :& on the throng.
Cho.—We love to sing, &o.

4 Then let us sing of Jesns,

‘While yet on earth we stay,

And hope to sing of Jesus,
Throughout eternal daL

For those, who here confees him,
He in heaven confess ;

And faithfal hearts that bless him,
He will forever bless.
. Oho.—We love tq sing, &o.

MILLENNIUM som. Ts & Gs.

1 Bmsoxcs, all
And let yonr 511!: appeer,
The ovemng is advancing,
And midnight now is near;
The Bridegroom is arising,

And loon he dnweth nigh
Op, up, and watch, and wreaéq,
/) midnig ht comes the ory.

Cho—Rejoice, &o.

8 Boo that your lamps are barning,
Replenish them with oil,

And wait for your salvation—
The end of earthly toil,

Tha watchers on the mountain
Proclaim the Bridegroom near 3

Go meet lnnhu he oomet.h,
With Hall

Gho—Bejion &0r

8 Ye wise and ho! virgimz
Now raise yon¥ voices ig!w.r,
Till in the so: of Jn

’.l'ho doors wido open

Be readgﬁ
degroom in .z
Oho—Rejoice, &o.

4 Yo saints, who here in
‘'our oross and saff’’
Shall live and reign forever,
‘When sorrow is no more.
Around the throne of gl lo;-{
The Lamb ye shall behold,
In trinmph cast before him
Your of gold!

ao-—Bedoloo, &o.

5 Our Hope an

OJnnsl nowapqur dﬂr

O'er thla bon?htod sphore Ty
‘With hearts an



2 THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER.

Kewly lmnged sad brought within an easy compass for Chorus Singiog, by
8010, or SEMI-CHORUS. wu. 8. BRADBURY,

el o S e - e e s
= p S e ta e E e o}

v v
| 5 O.... say, can you see by thedawn'searly light, What eo proudly we bailed at tho tvlll(ht’oluulumlng )

W hose broad stripes and bright stars, thro’ the perilous fight, Q'er the parts we woreso g 84/
On the shore dim-ly seen thro’ the mists of the deep, Where the foe's haughty host in dread silence ro- Pos - e¥,
‘What is that which the breese, o'er the tower-ing steep, As it fit - ful-ly blou. half conceals, balf dis-clos -es ;
~~

1=
are, bombe bursting fu air, Gave praof thtv' the night that cur Flag was etill there:
o("tlu morning's first beam, Io full glo - 2 re-flect - 60 nowshinesin the stream:

And the rock-et's
Now it catch-es

- § - |

y mlwpnngled ban-ner yet wave O'erthe land of the free and the hume of the brave,
he lur-pugled bau-nec, O long may it wave ( O'er the land of the free td the home of the brave,

]
And where is that band, who so vauntingly swore, O thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand
That the havoo of war aod the battie’s confusion, Between their loved home and the war's desolation ;
A howe and s country, should leave us no more— Blest with victory and peace, may the heav'n-rusoued
Their blood has washed out thelr foal fuotstep's pollution. Praisc the power that hath maleand proserved 2u a natian,
No refuge can save the hiveling aud slave, Then conquer we must, when cur cause it ja just,
From thio terror of Bight, or the gloom of tho grave ; CAo. | And this be our motto—** In Gop s our trust '™ Oho,




" Wa. B, Brapsuay.

LOOK TO JESUS. 78 & 8s. 23

i 1. Lwok to Je - sus! youthful christian, Just begun the heavenly race: )
{ (Lec no dream of otrength or wisdom Make thee [Omit............ [turn from Him thy face:
, -

-

I
He, thy righteousnces, shall be  Wisdom,
-, M ;& 4 -

o
cr—wr— — S 3 g
o —a ot e L

2 Look to Jesus! strong in manhood,
Who art pressing on thy race:
8Slight the snares the worlz is spreading,
Onward, upward speed thy pace:
Poor and mean earth’s brightest toys,
Weighed with heavens eternal joys.

I
;e- sus! Ev-er trust in Ilis dear name.
-

8 Look to Jesus! aged traveler 4 Look to Jesus! steadfast ever
On life's long und changeful road: Let us on his ‘flory 0;
See'st thou not ? 'tis almost ended, Though revealed here but dimly,
Scon thou'lt be at home with God : Brightly on our souls 'twill blaze.
Lean upon Him as you go, If by looking here below,

Age and weakness stronger grow. Like to Ilim our spirits grow.



24 PEACEFULL

§ Sz i e
1 Peaceful-ly lay her down to rest, Place the turf kindly on her breast ; Swoet is the slumbUer beneath the sod.

2 Close to her lone and parrow house, Gracefully wave, ye willow boughs : Flowers of the wildwood, your odors shed
3 Qui- et-ly sleep, bo-lov’;ed one, Rest from thy toil—thy hbgg is done ; Rest till the trump from the opening skies

Y SLEEP. L. M.

T ¥ @ e ¢ G &
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PEACEFULLY REST. L. M.

Axoruza fleeting day is gone ; And soon shall death’s oppressive hand
Slowo'utho!vucmsmsnﬂu; Lie heavy on these languid eyes.
8wift the woft-stealing hours bave flown,
And night’s Jark mantle vails the skics, 4 Yet when beneath the dreadful shade.
Cho.—Peacefully rest, &c. ‘!‘hlal.zl n;’y‘ 'l:‘lrl’ frame to rest,
2 Another fleeting day is gone : 1 cight shall not make me atraid ,
Boh wiema '""”ﬁ rest my poul That bed the dying Saviour pressed
w down before His aw roue
M . [] in emerging from the night,
Who bids the morn and evening roll. Af like my, ﬂu‘;n Lord b ‘“‘ oo ;
9 Boon shall a darker night descend, drink in th) morning light,

And vall from we yon astre skies ; at its fount above the



ON CALVARY’'S HEIGHTS.

Words by A. A. BMITIL Muslc by WM. B. BRADBURTY.
Mm

§

Calv'ry's heights the ene Redeemer dies!

The heaveuly message fiins
With -piludonymll to give—
ho look may live.—~CAorus.
8 On Calv'ry's holghh [ dyln; Baviour pleads,
n’“":—‘-'--‘—-‘ . = -’—’ He ':'“ n:‘ ‘:’m‘:
T 8 £ e e e e £ s e e S e — ﬁ“*
4 To Calv'ry’s heights the little children bring: 8 On G;lv'r{'l heights Falth spread her eager wings,
Permit them there to cling, le Hope exultant sings ;
FYorbid them not, He cﬂu, Love doth the conquest wi
Of such my kingdom {s.—CRorus. Victor of death and sin.—CAorua

‘““COME TO JESUS, LITTLE ONE.”

D.C
Come to Jo - sus, lit tle one, Come to Je -sus now

Humbly at his gra-clons thrcne /n sub-mis-sion bow. " At his feet con-fess yoursin Beok fur-give-ross theres
* For bis blood can make you clesn: He will hear your prayer.

{Suk bis face without do - lay; Give bim now your heart }
a'rn .ry nol, Il:'l‘:’ while you inay, (ihoou the better bl:)“‘ Come to Je-sus, lit - tle oae, Comoty> Jo -sus now;

W

e ——— - § W S W ma— = @ ——)
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26 ZION'S PILGRIM. 8s & 7s.

WM. B. BRADBURY.
\ ax0. CHORUB.—-AlL.

This wilderness we travel round, To reach the city

.6
SSErSri S ILEER SS eSS TS
‘g:yl: l(l‘ilpmwemb&nnhnthmylin this road;
|

rosd
owr God. )0hppy

D.0. Girls. Our robes are wash'din Jesws' Hood And woare traveling bome o Sod.
2 A fow mora days, or weeks, or
In this dark desert to com

O yes, they all aball dwell in light,

A W hose robes are washed in Jesus® blood.—(Chorss.
i wed 3 allo to peln . Chora & We all shall reach that golden shors,
wo d adlou to paln.— hero we watoh, and fight, and pray;
8 1) dlessed 183d1 U 2appy land! Straight e the way, aind straight the door,
Av:hon .:’n we .:leuhbth golg:n d:horet And none but me find the way.—(Aorua

¢ on¢ redesmed, nabroken ban 6 O, may wo meet at last above,

United be for evermore. 'Amlyd the boly bluod-washed throng,
4 And if our robes are pure and whi And sing for ever Jesus' love,

May wo all reach that blessed o ?

‘While saints and angels juin the song.—Chorvs.

PILGRIM, IS THY JOURNEY DREAR?




PILGRIM, IS THY JOURNEY DREAR? .Concluded. 27

9 Btorms may gatber o'er thy path, 4 Earthly joys may all decline
All the t.{upof life may ly.VGf; At Je’o of the Giver,
Btill, amid the fear of death, Yet why shouldst thou e'er repine,
God forsakes the righteous a0ver! God forsakes the righteous nevor ¢
8 Pain may rack the wasting framne, 5 When thy final hour shall come,
ficalth desert thy couch forever, Dark will bo death’s fearful river ;
Fuith still burns with desthless flame, But a voice dispels the gloom,
God forsakss the righteous never | God forsakes the righteous never!

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

oA — el
g F S —w_FS 1N W R W]

1 0, donot bediscouraged, For Je-sus is your Friend, O do not be discouraged, For Jesus s your Friend,
2 Pight 01, ye lit-tie soldiers, The batule you shall win , Fight on, ye little soldiers, The battic you shall win.
]

And when the conflict’s over,
Before him you shall stand ;

And when the conflict’s over,
Before him you sball stand,

You shall sing his praise for ever,

You shall sing his praise for ever,
In Canaan’s bappy land.

o - p— U SN EE N S A _ammesre S ey
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uy sids! How loving thou mast be,

v

i
T leare thy boms in heaven, b

A
wybaod With pressare light and wild, Yo check mo as my coth- o &id, Whes [ was bt
'h.hnlnim.lhc’dbn. o

Noraing aad aight to praywr, Bomelbing thors s within my beart, Which tll
|

D - oo R _N_N_RTRET

“ALAS! AND DID MY SAVIOUR BLEED.” O. M.

1 Alas! and did my Saviour bleed?
Aud did my Sovereign die!
W, he devote that sacred head
or such a worm as I?
Hemember me, remember me,
Dear Lord, remember mo;
Remember, Lord, thy dying groans,
Aud then remember me.

2 Was it for crimes that I bave done
He hung upon the tree?
Amninf pity! grace unknown!
And lo7e beyond dugree! Remoember, &c.

8 Well miﬁht the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his glories in,
‘Whon Christ, the mighty Maker, died
For man, the creature’s, sin. Remewber, &e.
4 Thus mifxt I hide my bLlushing moe
While his dear cross appears ;
Dissolve my heart in tlnnrfulnea,
And molt my eyes in tears. Remember, &o.
& But drops of grief can no’er repay
The debt of love I owe;
Here, Lord, I iivo mgull away,
'Tis all that 1 can do. Remember, &,



\

"REMEMBER NOW THY CREATOR.” 20

Remember thy Creator now, 3 Remember thy Creator now ;
1n these thy youthful dayv , His willing servant be:

e will accept thy earliest vow, Then, when thy head in death shall bow,
And listen to thy praise. . He will pamember thee.

2 Remember thy Creator now, 4 Almighty God ! our hearts inoline

And seek him while he’s near ; Thy heaveuly voice to hear ;

For evil days will come, when thou Let all our future days be thine,
Shalt 10 comfort near. Devyoted to thy fear.

OUR PASTOR. S. M.
Tus SonooL. Wive A Cmozus Rasroma 3 ran Invawr CLass.

s — .

O—atle—a—W-ala—r—]
22— - . me - -

Our pastor dear, our pastor dear, We sing a song of love to thes ; Our pastor debr, our pastor dear, A song of love to thee.

8 Why has a pastor’s care 4 O may the God of grace,
wh e Lo e ot
o many & sweet an arden! n
From hh’hll heart has ﬂoweg? yer ‘l'o‘ foud tife tonder lambs,
3 And why has truth divine 5 And may our hearts no more
Boft from his lips distilled ? Incline to sinful ways,
Why should his heart so much incline But learn our Saviour to adore,
Toward every little child ? And give to God the praive.

@ The words of this song (withoat the chorus) were or written by Dr. Hastings for a B, 8. Oulvbration at Bt.
George's Church, New-York, then under the pustosal care of the Iate Dr. Milnor. The respouse has boen added as an
eppropriate ** Refrain ” for the lttle ones,



-
Lty i1
— -

9 ¢
Call the childron early, father, | Call the eblldren early, teachor— Call the ehildren esrly, 8hepherd,
‘While the dow ls on ; To their vond‘rlng eyes, Give the lambs th

Qreat tho work that must be done Every Sabtath day, eet forth ’ auth:ttheymlod::?o
Bofore the morning’s gone. The dﬂe‘d Within the bouse of prayer.
Call them round the altar bright . Call them early to the - Call them at the dawn of day,
On which burns devotion’s light. Thou shalt roap a rich reward. Lead them ia the narrow way.
CHRIST FOR ME. . WN. B. BRADBURY.
| lst. ' 2d. ' n D.C.

vhunhlx'douru!ﬂ«l Fix'd on thee, fixed on thee :

mylu-oruleholoohmde.chrutorm. (Hnrlsﬂoruo. He ismy Prophet, I'riest and King, Who did for me
. d while I've breath I mean to sing, Christ for me, Christ for me. my bty o -ulvnton Ia:‘ng.




CHRIST FOR ME. Concluded. 31

2 In him I see the Uodhead shine 8 To day ss yesterday the same,
Christ for me, Christ for me; Christ for me, Christ for me:
He is the majesty divine, How precious is his balmy name,
Christ for me, Christ for me; for me, Christ for me;
The Father's '?lﬂ].w“:ld J‘ou, Oh% a mere n‘z'ci:. d:;y P?ﬂ.l'" yoa
Co- er of hi rone, 0 error's i pursne,
Who mr hnman?‘?ﬂt atone, But I with past can never do,
Christ for me, Christ for me. Christ for me, Christ for me.
I'LL RISE UP EARLY IN THE MORNING.
Quick. 1 1st ime. . | 94 time. WM. B. BRADBCURY.

in the morn-ing, The morning of the Sabbath day, )
in the mMOrn-Ing, OMIT. ....ccevrreencosscerecannns And haste te Sabbath sohool away.

Sabbath-school.
For ob, I love the Sabbath-school, The Sabbath-school, the Sabbath-school, rwoh.lbnm%bhthwhool. The precions

1. 3. 4.
‘While there I'l Hsten to nuy temoher, Pll leara my lesson in the Bible, Then I'll pot trifte

And ireasure up what he muy sy, And try to practios what I learn ; Nor throw my ons hours a
While their I'll listen to my teacher, mmm-ynmlnmslblo. Then I'll not trifie any longer, v
As gp 10 heaven he points the way. And every sioful way will shan, But go to Christ without H
or oh, I love my teacher dear, For oh, 1 lovo that blessed book, And dwell with him in heaven ahove,
Ny teacher deas, my tescher dear, That bleswed book, that blessed book, | In heaven above, in heaven above—
Wor oh, I love my teacher doar For oh, I love that blesscd book, And dwell with him ip heaven sbove.



32 _ A HOME IN HEAVEN.
Wards by Hev. W. [zowres, . D,
F2r

g —o——— g

t
r man toils in his weary lot; His heart oppremed, and with
1 heaven ! as the sufferer lies On his bed of pain,and uplifts his eyes To thatb lhl home, whata

———a—d~—awta a4 S loa ol 2
anguish riven, From his homebelow to his home in heaven. His ho;ii. his home, his happy homein hu‘chn. KHis
Joy is given, With the blessed thought of his home in h’c“nven ~

et T ]
foma Tt

——
-~ P ST ~ N ¢ A . A S—

Repeat. PP 3 A home in heaven! when ovr pleasures fade,

And our weaith and fame in the dust are laid,

- And strength decays, and our health ia riven,
-4 ‘Wo are bappy still withwur home in heaven,

Caorus.—Our home, &o.
bome, bis home, his happy homo in heaven, |
- . - ’ppy ; 4 A home lo heaven ! when the faint heart bileeds.

B{ the Spirit’s stroke, fur its cvil deeds ;

Oh! then what bliss, in that heart forgiven,

Does the hope inspire of 8 hume in heaven.
Caonvus.—A home, &o

5. 6.

A home in heaven! when our friends are fled, Our home in heaven! O the glorious home:

To the cheerless gloom of the mouldering dead, | And the Spirit joined with the Bride, says corae ;—

We wait in hope on the prowise given ; Come seek his face, and your sins forgiven,

‘We will meet up there, in our home in heaven. And rejolee in bope of your home in heaven.
Crorus.—Our home, &o. OBorus.—Your home, &0,




“IT IS WELL.” LEg
QUARTETTR os CHOIR. - N

Y S 8 i o
S X — S . 097 S & Sa— mre
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“It is welll It 1s welll Itis welll” God'l' ways aro always right, Andlove is o’or them all,

A O € - A i § St § SO - N B 4 £
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‘The’ far above ourght

2 :—=-E-. T R § e _ S S =1 = £ =
S | 3 4
“Itis well I “Itis well ™ “Itis wolll®

Though deep und sire the smart, ‘Though saorruw clouds oaur way, The path that Jesus trod,
Ha wonnds who knows to bind, *T'will make the jg more dear, Though rough and dark it be,

And heal the broken heart, That ushers in the day! Leads huine to heaven and God.

ALETTA. 1s.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

8 All thy crimes on him were laid; 8 Cast thy guiltz soul on him,
S¢e, upon his blameless head Find him mighty to redeem;
Wrath its utmost vengeance pours, At his feet thy burden luy,
Due to my offence and yours; Look thy doubts and feurs away;
Weary sinner, keep thine eyes Now by faith the SBon emhbraoce,

Ou the atoning sacrifice. Plead his promise, trust his goaes.



~

2 Bhall we know each other, ever,
In that land ?
Shall we know each other, ever,
In that hqmy land?
at

Yea! oh, yes! in land, that happy land,
They that meet shall know each other,
Far beyond the rolling river, &o.
8 8hall we sing with Lioly angels
shhhﬁmt land? B ol .
all we sing with holy angels
In that h:ﬁ;}»y land ’y
‘Yes! oh, yes! in that land, that happy land,
Saints and engels sing for ever,
Far beyond the rolling river, &o.
@& Bball we rest from care aud sorrow,
In that land?
Shall we rest from care and sorrow,
In that bappy land?

Yes! oh, yes! in that land, that happy lund,
They that meet shall rest for ever,
Far beyond the rolling river, &o.

8 Shall we meet our dear, lost children
In that land?
Shall we mect our dear, lost children
In that lupiy land ?
Yes! oh, yes! in that land, that Lappy lond,
Children meet and sing for ever
Far beyond the rolling river, &e.
6 Shall we know our blessed Saviour -
In that land ?
Shall we know our blcssed Saviour
In that happy land ?
Yea! oh, yes! in that lacd, that happy land,
We ahall know our blessed Saviour,
Far beyond the rolling river,
Luve and serve him there for aver, &o.
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THE GLAD HOSANNA. 35

Words by H. 8. WASHHBURN. Musio by WM. B. BRADBDEY.
Full Chorus. ff Semi-Chorus of Gisls. pp‘ Full Chorus.

Shout a - galn the ho-san -na! 8hout a - gain the glad ho - van- ma, Hith - our tributes drin
1 Un- du-n?a'm onr‘o!t:rd y ban-per, Un- der-:f:'nh our gtll‘ ry ban-ner, Let tho nwell’lng ayp-them ri n‘&

Pesce, Peace, Peuel FPor the Heavonly Dove de-scend-i

o  — = — g &

A~
I 1 e w—

S, 4
2(Per the hills the Day is bmking, 2 | & Eastand West prolong the chorus, :| £ Youth and age repeat the story, 4

Brlﬂhuy wa the monllll::f North and South are foas no more ; God hath set the mquvo free,
n‘ bondmn eth, ;| 'l § War has ceased, and lot the echo :| & Uuto Him be all the glory, |
u& Nwell along trom shore to shore: Peal it over land and soa$
Poace, &c Peace, &o.

® This showld be swng in strict time, and 00 sof as to produce dy condrast the ¢ffect of an echo.
Oozuposed for and sung ut the seini-centenntal annivereary of the Am. 8. 8, Union, New York, May 8th, 1883
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There is rest for the There is rest for the weary, There is rest for tlh weary, There is rest for you.

st

On the other side of Jordan: In the sweet fieldw of Eden, Where the tree of lifc is blooming, There is rest for you.

CUrief nor woe my lot shall sbare ;

8 Puio nor sickness ne’er shall enter |4 Death itself shall then be vanquished, |5 Sing, 0, sing, ye heirs of glory,
And hiy sting shall be with rawn ;

Shout your triumph us you go;

But ia that celestial centre, Shout for glad , 0, ye Zion's gate will open for you,
I a crown of life shall wear. Hail with joy the rising morn. You shail find an entrance through.
There s rest for the weary, &o. There is rest for the weary, &o. There is rest for the ‘wenry, &e.

TRBMPERANCE HYMN.

1. O’zx the dark abodes of sorrow,
Cheered by no reviving ray,
Brightly temperance arising,
Brings a bright and glorious day,
Cnonrus.—There is hope for the fallen,
There is hope for the fallen,
There is hope for the fallen,

There is hope for all.

2 Thousands long in bondage groaning,
Hail the bright and glorious light ;

See from eastern coast to western
Quickly fly the shades of night.

8 Mw the heart-reviving story,
in and conquer—never cease—
May the ranks of temperance over
Multiply and still inoreace.

4 Now the trump of temperanee sounding,
Rouse! ye f?eemenl l::hy deluy?
Let your voices, all resounding,
elcomue an the happy duy.



WHAT MAKES US HAPPY.

hy arewe all so hap-py,Singingsweet. while we meet, Whyarewe all so hap by, In
l'(‘;lmre the flelds a -doll)'ning Fresh and gay, freshand m.’ Beauti-fal Sunday ,,' Tis

this dear retreat,
s  ho-ly day,

v I~ LN
O=0. That is what makes us happy, Singing sweet, while we mcet, That is what makes us bappy, ﬂ this dear retreat

v

v -

. 4 .
Here we learn a Saviour’s name How on earth a child he came, Suffered died and rose again, That we might dwell with him.
-

asa

a

2,

What are the wild birds singing,
Full of glee—full of glee,
Bwiftly their pinions winging,
O'er the flowery lca,
Pruising the God who made them,
Free as air—free as air,
Klndl& his hand arrayed them,
In the plumes they wear.
‘Wood and stream and meadow gay,
Join the merry, merry lay,
All are praising God to day,
And we will praise him too.
Caorvs.~1hat is whut maken, &o,

. 8.
What are the angels singiug,

Robed in white, crowned with light,
Even their musio ringing, -

In that world so bright,

Singing of and glory,
Sweet and cloar—sweet and olear,
Tellinf the wondrous story,
Chlii dren h;:: 80 den:.] band
appy, angel band,
Bosﬂ our};.zher‘s throne they stand
In that pure and sunuy land,
Our home beyond the sky.
Ononva.—That is what makes, &e.




38 PILGRIM, HALTING, STAFF IN HAND.

BOLO, o= A yaw Voioss. NCHORUS. ~ soLo. CHORUS.
e — :3 —«—_—3—6
L4 Ldl
1. Piigrim, halting, staff in havd, Haste away ! baste l\ny H Pklgl'lm, balticg, M in hend, Haste, haste away ,
o ;A A A M2
@ = s S— fo—o—w 1.1 —— 1
— ——— V- - >
—-"‘::’: X e = —p—
bl
E'en thu pnth where thou dost stand, Endeth ln a better Jand, Far away, far away, Far,far a- way,
A A A & - e A ..
v v 1 T »
3 Though thy way eceem dark and loue, [ 3 Pilgrim! God thy guide wnl-bo, 4 Hark ! a voioe of melody!
Look above, look ve ; Him obey, him o *Pligrim come ! Pilgrim come !
Though thy way seem dark and loue Pilgrim ! Gol thy gul-le win bo, Hark ! a volce of melody !
*Pilgrim, come howe !”

Him, him obey ;

Look, look above ;
Trust blm. though thou canst not see,| 'Tig thy father calleth thee,

All is llxht around the throne—

Borrow’s sighs are t!iere unknown— *Tis his hand that leadetl thee Onward press. aod soon thou'it be
All is luve, all is love, All the nvay, all the way, Safe at home, safe at home,
All, all {s love. all, all tho way. Safe, safe at home.

COTTAGE CHANT. L. M.




COTTAGE CHANT. Concluded. 39

8 What is my being but for thee,— 4 'Tis to my Saviour I would live—
Its sure support, its noblest end? To him who for my ransom died
*Tis iy delight thy fuce to see, Nor could all worldly hovor give
And serve the cause of such a Friend. Such bliss ns crowns me at his side.
3 I would not sigh for worldly joy, 6 His work my hoary age shall blees,
Ur to increase my worldly good ; When f'outhful vigor is no more;
Nor future days nor powers employ And my last hour of life confess

To spread a sounding name abroad. His saving love, his glorious power.

CANAAN'S SHORE.

E

iv - er of death, thy stream I see, Between the brighitci-ty of rest and me

L Fearless tlg sa - ble surge I'll brave, For sweet is the prospect beyoud thy v;ve:) Waft me, oh, waft me
2 e h

S I e s e e =
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j_%‘%JJ _:ﬁﬂ 2 Why should I fear to stem thy side,
: — oo o— —3 0 With him wlo has loved me as guard and guldec
safo -1y o'er, And land me, dear Saviour,cn Canaan's shore.  Wisdom and power contrul thy flood,

:’Jﬁm _—Q?EEZEE While f1ith says my passage was paid with blood, .
1 T

Wal me, &c.

L™
3 What is it gilde thy darksome foam. 4 Help me, I feel the watory rise,
*Tis light shiving forth from my happy home, Tet visions of glory still glad my cyes,
Musjo that thrills my soul to hear, Saviour, 1 come—1 soun shall be
BSeewus floatiny ine over thy vurfaos drear. Amonc“the blest parchase of Calvaxy.
Waft me, &¢. aft me, &c.



THE ROYAL PROCLAMATION. &

—

! 2 ** Re-bel elaners, roy -al

=3 =
Hear the roy -al proc-1a - mation, The glad tidings of eal - va-tivn,
*\ Publishing to ev-ery creature, To the ru-inedsonsof nature; / Jesuxreigns, Jesus reigns, Jesus reigns,

fa-vor Now is otfered by the Saviour:”

FESRais

See the ro - yal banner fiying, Hear the Leralds loudly crylng,

Josus reigus, Jesus reiguy, Jesus reigns,

*‘Here is wine, and milk and honey ;
Come, and purchase without moaey ;
Mercy flowing from a fountain,
Streaming from the holy mountain.”
Cho,—Jesus reigus, &c,

ONE THING NEEDFUL. L. M.

1 Jeaus, engrave it on my hurt.

-

That thou the one thi

Shout, ye tongnes of every nation, | Shout, ye saints, nuke joyM mentlon.
To the bounds of the creation :
Shout the pruise of Judah'’s Lion, | Angels, shout the phalln story.
The Almighty Prince of Zioa.

Christ’ hath purth

Through the brighter worMs of glory,

Cho.—Jesus reiguns, &o. Cho.—Jesus reigns, &

WM. B. BRADBURY.

rmmmmm parted be,
e But nevve, never, Lord, from thes




ONE THING NEEDFUL. Concluded. 11

2 Neoedful is thy most om blood, 4 Noedful art thon, my guide, my ste:
To reconcilo m ( uj ‘Through all life's da{-kg:ml weayry wyl'yg
Neodful is thy ndnlgont a Nor less in death thon'lt needfal be,

Needful thy all prevailing pnyer. To bring my spirit home to thea,

8 Needful thy presence, dearest Lo 6 Then needful still, my God, my King,
Trae and comfort to nﬂ‘onlfd’ Thy namne otornslly Yil dngl
Need lthysmnlu.tolm t Glory snd nbeo\o:hlc,

vigor to my beart. The uvne thing neodful Josus is,
OVER THE OCEAN WAVE Mnssionary . *

* \There the poor heathea live, waiting. .
Pi - ty them, p{ - ty them, Christians

(G fn jgnorance, dark as the mght.
" \Haste with the bread of life, hasten...

O - ver the ocean Wave, far, far a - way
No bleued Bi-ble to give thewn the light,

2 Bowing to idol gods, dally they pray,
** Pity us, Juggernaut! we've given away
Lives of our children dear, thee to appease,
Giye to us, give to us tokens of peace.”— Cho.

Shall we not send to them Bibles to rea

Teachers, and preachers, and all that tluey need '—CAo.
4 Then while the mission ships glad tidings bring,

List! as that heathen band joyfully sing.

3 Here, in this happy land, we have the light $* Over the ooean wave, oh ! see them come,
Shiaing from God's owa word, free, pure and bright ; Bringing the bread of life, guiding us home.”—(An,
STAR OF ETERNAL DAY.
1 Star otot«ml day. Oh, how I long for thee, There from thy dear embrace
Cloudlers and bright, Spirit divine, Severed no more
Guide of the pilgrims’ way, What is the vorld to me, Lord, I shall see thy face,
Bmzh my l::i-.ﬁ:‘t B Jesus is mine. o l!’nsllce un“?‘ aﬂdomthco
Come thon owl 1 Dove, waaderings ceave ! 1 wou y t» N
Dwell in my beart! 2 wm:.mﬂ'{ L ' Spirit divine ;
Soarce of lnmortal Wve Rafe in the port of pease, Eart!i has no tie for me,

Never depart. Jappy and blest, Jeeus is nive,



42 LOOK ALOFT. WM. B. BRADBURY.

— 'y Pt 4
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1. In the tempest of life, when the wind and the gale Are a-roundand a-bove, if thy foot-ing should
2. If thefriend whoembraced in pros-per - i - ty’s glow, With a swmilefor each joy sand a tear for each
3. Should the visions which hope spreads in light to thine eye, Like tho tints of the rain-bow be swift-ar 0

) |
—, = ===k :3—!‘:_323%;3—:_?,

+ 14 T L QRN s DA S | v
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fail, If thine eye should grow dim, uud thy cau-tion de - part, Luok a-loft, look a -loft, look a -
woe, 8liould betray thee, when sor - rows like clouds are ar - rayed, Look & - loft, look a-loft, look a
fly, Then turn,aud thru’tears of re-pent-ant re - grg\t. Look a-loft, Jook a-loft, look a -
- .

(a4
loft, and be firm, nnd eon fid - ing of heart, ook & - loft, and be Arm, and con-8d-ing of heart,
lof, to the friendship whichuev-er shall fade, Look s - loft, to the friendship which uev-er shall fade:.
l»n. to the sun that {3 nev-er tu set, Look a- lon.. to the sua that is nev-er to et

e 3 e
b t ' b T T N

5 Aund oh! whea death comes, in his terrors to cast
His fears on the future, his pull on the paat,
In the momcent of darkness, with hope in thy nenrt.
And a swiiv in thive eye. look aluft, and d

4 Should the dearest ot earth, the son of thy heart—
The wife of thy bosuia—in sorrow depart ;
Look aloft from the durkuess aud dust of the tomb,
To the soll wherv affection is ever iu bloom.




WALK IN THE LIGHT. 7s.

Plea sant is the 8abbath belt, In the light, in the light, SBeeming much of joy to tell, In the light of God.
far, ln the light, in the light, Breathes whereangel spiritsare, In thelightof  God.

ve Kb

«

U111

AL

ul

"(Bu s music sweeter

® Shall we ever rise to dwell,
In the ligh, in the light,
Where immortal grnises swell,
In the light of God;
And can children ever go,
In the light, in the light,
Where eternal Sabbaths glow,
In the light of God.—Chorus.

8 Yes, that bliss our own may be,’

In the light, in the light,

All the good shall Jesus see,
In the light of God;

Four the good a rest remainw,
In the light, in the light,

Wkere the glorious Saviour reigus,
In the light of God.—Chorue.

OALL TO PRAISE.
1 CaiLprex of the heavenly King,
Iu the light, in the light,
As we jourucy. sweetly sing,
In the light of God;
Sing our Saviour's worthy praise,
In the light, in the light,
Glorious in his works and ways,
In the light of God.—Chorus.
2 We are travelling home to God,
In the light, in the light,
In the way our fathers trod,
Ia the light of God ; -
They are happy now, aud we,
In the li,!i:nt.. in the light,
8oon their happiness shall ves,
In the light of God.--Chorus.



44 THE SWEETEST NAME.

“HY HATH GIVEN HIM A NXAME ADOVE EVERY XAMR™ &
| 1st. [2d. End. REFRAIN. Re.X.)

1 {'l'lmhnonsmuo'vutonunb No name so sweet in heaven, } ' [Jesus
* | The nanie before his wondruus birth To Christ,the Baviour,given. § We love to sing around onr King, And bafl him blowsed
.D. C. For there's no word ear over heard, 8o dear, s0 sweot, as Je-sus. : b.C

2 His human name they did proclaim, ~ That all might see the reason we
n\r:mrhr:‘m.‘:' la‘os u(n;;’yd .:dogd hm For evermore must love him.—CAo
Deliverer uvulod{mn.—(gw. 4 BoAnow :P;:oh::;m;? throne,
3 And when he b the tree, Fro! and be gladly roigns,
They wrote bia naie above bir, The Prinos and Baviosr, Ju
JESUS IS OUR SHEPHERD. 6s & 5s.

Earnestly. 8. MAIN. From ¢ Sacred Lata.”

o —
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le:\:q. To the thirsty de-sert, Or the dew-y mead.

o
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JESUS IS OUR SHEPHERD. Concluded. 45

] ] 4
Jesus fs our Bhepberd ; I Jesus {s our Shepherd ; Jewus is our Shepherd,
‘Well wo know als voice; For \be sheep he bled ; Guided by his arm,
How ita gentlest whisper Every lamb {is sprinkled Though the wolves may threaten,
Makes our heart rejoice ! ‘With the blood ha shed, None can do us barm.
Even when he owdo Then on each he setteth ‘When we tread doath's valloy,
Tender is his teue ; His own eecret sign: Dark with fearful gloom,
Nono but he shnn guide ns, “They that have my Bpirit, We will fear no evil,
We are his aloue. : sa.” saith he, “are mine.” Victors o'er the townb.
CANAAN.
Arranged.

1et. 9d. - CHORUB

¥

1 ( children let us sweotlty sing, We are bound for the nsan ;
All glory give to Christ, our King, We are bound for the land of [Oxit..] Canasn, O Cansan, bright Cansan,We are

ad of Cal

it s my happy home, We are bound for thelandof Ca-
. -

y - 1

% Come, then, and join our happy band,

We are bound for the land of Canaan;

To ever dwell at Chriat's right hand,
‘We aro bound for the land of Cruann,
Chorus.—O &e.

v

8 Then louder still our songs shall rise—
‘We are bound for tho of Canaan;
‘When we are far beyond tho skise—
‘Wo are bound for the land of Cannan,
Chorus.—O Canaan, &o.



16 SAFE AT HOME. 10s & ifs.

‘Words by Hon. ROB'T. H. PRUYN.® Musio by WM, B. BRADBURY.
Lond [ N__| A A >

1| Wheb the bat - tle is fought. and the vio - to- ry won, Life’s tri- als are ended, and lifc's dutfes done,
2 Tue most youthful soldier will then have a share, In hear-en- ly mansious prepared for us there.

¥
1

Then Je- sus, our Saviour, will welcome us home, No morein this desert of sin weshall roam. Safe, safe at home,
The song of redemption, from infaats, shall swell, As of Jesus, to wouderiug an- gels they tell. .

8 Though taken from earth in life’s earliest morn,
The crown of our Saviour we'll ever adorn. .
More bright than thq stars will thy ransomed ones shine.
For the radiance, dear Saviour, 's eternally thine.

4 Oh, then will our hearts swell, with rapture supreme,
For Jesus, thy glories will over us beam,
Qur minds with the riches of wisdom be stored,
For God will be known and for ever adored.

* 1%e Refrain nas oeer added to the oryrinal hyma.
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-
1d love thee, Heavenly father, My Redeem-er and my King;
uld love thee, for without thee Life is but a bit-ter thing. ] I would love thee, I would
oo e gt P

2 I would love thee ; every blessing, 8 I would love thee; look upon me,
Flows to me from out thy throne, Ever guide me with thine eye;
I would love thee; he who Joves thee, 1 would love thee; if not nourished
Never feels himself alone.—Cho. By thy love, my soul would die.—Cho.
CAPTlVl"l;Y. L. M. WM. B. BRADBURY.

~ ~
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ba

8 How shall we tune our volce to sing,

Or touch our harps with skillful haods ?
Shell bymns of joy, to God our King,
Be sang by sluves in foreign lands?

) LB LI ] L ¥
2 Our barps, that, whea with joy we sung,
Were wont their tuneful parta to bear,
With silent string, neglected hung,
Cn willow trzes that withered there.




48 OH, THAT WILL JOYFUL BE. x

When he weloomes us a - bovo,“hen we share Lis smile of Jove. Oh, that will joy - ful

When our arms em -brace @ .gain, Those we mourued so loug in valn.
A A A A A a A 4 a A
Eg:a:]_,tg_—_g' :ﬁ;&m%
h T
, Oh, that will joy - ful, Joy-lul be, O, that will joy-ful be, Oh. that will Joy-hl Joy-fal  be.
8 Oh that will s yful be, 4 Oh, that will joyful be,
When the foes wo dread to meet, When we hear what none can tell,
Lvery one beneath our feet And the ringing chorus swell
e tread triumphantly. Of angel's melody.

When we never more can know When we Jmn their songs of praise,
Shghteat toush of pain or woe. ll.xllulnjnlm with them rajise—

horus.—Oh, that will, &e. Chorus.—Oh, thut will, &o



THE GOSPEL SHIP.
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50 GOSPEL

TRUMPET.

WM. B. BRADBURYV

M

o

wmer-cy Like o gentle riv- er o
cean wide, That  reach from pole to pole.

reach from pole to pole. From the snow-clad mountain peak O'er the smiling vales below, Let the healing streom of
D. Y. Let the gospel trumpet sound, And the joyful tidings roll, Like the mighty waves uf o-
-

PN Y R WYYy wys
2.

L4 L o

For the time §s drawing nesr, And a glorioos time 'twill
And Mes - oi - ab’s Lo- Jy name Be in ev.ery olime a-

e

14 12 )
be, When the truth shall o- ver- spread the earth, As wa- ters fill the sea;
dored, And the kingdows of the world become
N

The (Omit.....ccoevven.nen ) kingdoms of the Lord.
= e, - -




GOSPEL TRUMPET. Concluded. 51

9 (o ye forth to o land, With the Biblo in your band, Shall 2 chovel byma be walled
Preach tne go:;g in my name, And your Fuhn!: smilo to cheer, To our pative land again.
Was the Baviour's t command ; ‘You shall reap a golden harvest, For the time is drawing near,
Jg.tu every soul proclaim, And the happy time is nosr, And s glorious time *twill b,
To the weary tell of rest ; Chorve. Lot the gospel, &o. When the truth shall everspread the
Open wide the prison door, carth,
""l'n}!' nat, for | am with yor 8 From their idols turned away, As waters fill the ses ;
Till the worid shall be no more, s RBy the light of rardonlng ove, And Messiah's holy nane
Lo, the mission flelds are whiie slu{l the nations learn to pray Be in every clime adored,
With your banuers wide unfurld, To the God who reigns above ; And the kingdoms of the wurld become,
0? ye heraids of salvativa, From the ialands of tho deep, ‘The kicgdoms of the Lord.
repentance to tho world, Over India's sultry plain, Chorus, Let the gospol, &o.

H
g3
- o

14

2 ringing! Children, hasto withoat de - Iay ;) .
mnsn winging, Up to heaven their sl-lont way./Come, childrea, cvme! the boils are ringiag,
sing-ing, u - nite i od- emn prayer.

] Nor disturb the school recitiug,
"Tis an hour of happy meetin *Tls the holz Sabbath-day.
Chlldren meet for praise and prayer; Chorus Comwe, children, &o.
Bli:.. t‘ho b&nr l;:hor: :n](ll fleeting, ¢
us then be early there.
Children, haste! tho dells ure rn
Chorus. Oome, children, &o. And the morning’s bright and fhir;
. ] ‘Thousands aow unite {n aloping,
i Do not keop our teachern walting, Thonsands, too, in solemnn prayes.
While you tarry by tho way ; Chorne. Come, cb ), &0




52 THE BRIGHT CROWN. C. M.
WM. B. BRANBURY.
" B \ 1 . . ] | CHORUS.
. ) | ) -t ' il X o |
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val - jant sol - diers of the cross, Ye hap pray -ing band;\ -
this world you suf-fer loss, Yon‘llmh}:xr Canaan's land; )Let us
n Ll B r ) SR )
J.
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8 O what a glorious shout there'll e,

2 All earthly pleasures we'll forvake,

When Leaven appears in view,
In Jenus® streugtn we'll undertake Our friends and Jesus we shall ace,
Aad God shall say, “ Well donc." o

l ‘When we arrive at home,
To fight our passage through. Cho.



Hymns to the Tune ‘'‘Bright Crown.’ 53

HEAVENLY CANAAN. C. M.

(h Jordaa's storm (v b‘nh 1 stand,
‘l\) Oan "::l“h d hap 1sud,
aan's falr an su
Where my po.udomg(e.
(ho.—Let us never mind the suvofls, &a

8 O'er all those wide omndod plains
Slines ouo eternsal day ;
Their God, the Son, forever reigna,
And mun night away,

8 Ko chilling winds nor pols’noas breath
Can reach that healthful shore ;

and sorrow, pain and dea
Are fol tandhmig:‘mm -

4 When shall I rueh that ba,
And be forever blost! PPY Pince,

When shall 1 Father
Rt e e
HEAVEN. 0. MK

1 Toxzs ‘s a cline where Jesus reigus,
A hose of grace and Jove,
here angels aing, in sweetest stralng,
Of his redeeming lovo.

Cho~Let us never mind the scoffs, &x.

3 And children, too, will Join to bless
Clothel 1u bis perfoct righteons
n
e

3 Yot all, alas ! may not be the:
l’o.rns'ome wlll l’ll ht his grace oo ;

the; do not our
'l'n tnm And sock ha 4

v

4 Ilon todl"Comou:nomq
1 wiil give you rest.”
Ohl lln%‘: not, but haste to be
salvation blest.

THE BLEST GOSPEL BANNER.
Mnalo,~% 7A¢ Star Spangled Banner.™ p. 32

1 It first was unfuried upon Bethlehem's plain,
Vnuro -hophord- lone starry night-watoh were

And Judu'l ﬁﬂh odlood b‘ek the refrain,
While God's

[¢] were sleeping,
As angelic bands lifted Mgh in their hands
The standard which yet was to conquer all lands,
O say, does the blest gospel bauner yet wave
Over sltars and homes, and the path to the grave ?

$ Yes! from Jdark lonely wateh-towers it floated for utn.
When dim mists and black abadows envcio,
At first crimsoned with blood, and then

tears,
With which martyrs recorded thuir namcs on earth'a

Nwhm.:nhhod the niglit, and we hail the giad light,
‘Which illumines that bunner, unfurled to our aight,
Tis tho blest p?ol banner—long it wave
Over altars an homu,udthopotgtotheguu

8 And thus be it ever with the foes of thoﬂgh&

‘Who hurl on our canse their fierce im ons,
For God belps to trinmph in his roly m?.f,'

The men who will serve him through all generations;
Aml vhon dust to dusy shall return, as it must,

g praise him forever, «ho now is our trus ;

And tho lest gospel banaer iu glory shall wavo,

Over altars and komes, and the path to tho grave!

Katz Oaxmxos,
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34

L ((\eer -fal - ly, cheer - ful -

| st || 2d.

RESTING AT HOME.

Wax. B. Bravgumr,

—1 | I T |

v
ouvard wo move, A
bap - py, bright band to

landthat . .... . .)n love, From whose golden gates we sball wacder 3o more, A land wherethe
anlfa g -

T s B 2
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Cheerfully, cheerfully wo will attend
Khe mu-q:‘ which Christ turo’ our teachers sball scnd,
dom, »

From Satan’s

OL! welcome the day, when thus ransomed from sin,

The teacher and scholar shall both enter lu.
Cnonua.—Pilgrims aud strangers, &o

Cheerfully, cheerfully angels shall wait,
‘l‘o welcome us fa at the bright, pe:rly gate!
A Sabbath e0 sacred ! so glorious we'll spend,
A long day of resting that never shall end,
Ono aweet song of praise to the Lemb that wasslain|
When we pass over Jordan we'll praise him agato.
Cuozos.—Pilgrims und strangers, &0,



LET ME GO. 8s & 7s. 35

Words by Rov L HARTSOUGH. WM. B. BRADBURY

. t > -
1 Let me go whercsaintsaregoing, To the mansions 5 the blest, Let me go where my Re-
N

ponl, Longs my soul t be & - way.
h__p N

>
9 Let me go where nuue are weary, 3 me go, why sheuld I tarry ?
‘Wheru is raised no wail of v?e. What has earth to bind me here?
Let me go and bathe my spirit, ‘What but cares sud toils and sorrows ?
In the raptures ungels kuow, . ‘What but death and paio and fear?
Let me go, for bliss eterpal, Let me go, for hopes most cherished,
Lures iny sonl away, away, Blasted round mw often le.
And the victor's souy triumphanty 0! I've gathiered brightest tiowors,

Thrilly way Leart, I waanot stuy. But tw ses theio fade awl s .



56 CHIDE MILDLY THE ERRING. 6s& 5y Wa. B Sauoyour.
, - B . xw.

~~—
1. (Chide mildly the :rrlnq‘ Slad language endears,
(Grlof follows tho sinful, Add not to thelr......) tears; A -vold with reproaches Fresh pain to be - stow,

D.C. (Tho heart which is stricken Needs never a blow,
The beart which s stricken Nceds nevera......

2 Chide mildly the erring, When tempests so shadow They veed not despalr.
Jeer pot at their fall, Life's wearisome way. ‘We all Lave somo frality,
1f streugth be but Luman, ‘We all are unwise,
How woakly were all? 3 Chide mildly the erring, The grace which redeetns us
Wha marvel that footsteps Entreat them with care, Must come from the skics,
8hould wander astray, Their uature’s are mortal,

ALL WILL BE WELL. Wi, B. Buopuas,

“All things work together for good to thom that love God.”

g N A A
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All all js well

1. Thro® the love of Goud our 8aviour. All will be well, Free and changeless is His favor,

the blood that healed u-.) Strong the ban
rong the




ALL WILL BE WELL. Concluded. o7

2 th we pass throdgh tribulation, All will be well , 3 We expect a bright ¢ o All will be well ;
Ours s sueh a full salvation, All, ail iy well ; Faith cav sing through days of sorrow, All, all is well
Happy, still la God confiding, On our Father’s love relying,
Fraitful, if in Christ abiding Jesus every need supplying,
Holy through the Spirit's guiding, All must be well, Or fu living, or in dying, All 10ust be well.
WHEN THE DAY WITH ROSY LIGHT. 7s
Words oontributed by Luoivs Hazr, Esq.

>
1 hea the day, with rosy light, On the Babbath morn sppeau,) 'o the S8abbath schoal we go, )
* A_gd .l’ho dusk - y shades of nigkt Melt away in dew - y tears, /\Glad to hear instruction there - Sln(’ the songs that

£,8ing the songs that sweetly flow,And join the solemn

s epr ppe L

——— 1 5
‘-_-_-——V W1 T 173
3 Softly on the Sabbath air 8 He who left his throne ahove,
Swell our hymos of grateful lovo; Poor, lost sinners to redeem,
Jesus listens to our prayer, He whose words are life and love—
Hears the children’s strafns above. Jesus Christ shall be our theme,
They who early seek his grace, Thus to S8abbath school we g0,
Objects of his tender care, In its sacred duties share,
Sing the songs of endless pralse, Loarn the songy of heaven below,
In heavenly mancions fair, Aud gladly worship there.
Sicg the song, 8ing the song, Learn the song, Learn the song,
8ing the songs of ondless praise, Learn the songs of heaven belotw,
1o heavenly mansions fair, And gladly worship there,
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3 The mites have the blessing ; And leave to the miser
Oh! when ehall we learn His gulden delights ¢
The first Gospel lesson, . Far better and w'-ﬁer
And from the world turn With our blessed mites.
ROCK OF AGES. 7s Da. T. HASTINGS.

[N n 1Y

EES = e eSS
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Fine. N n.C.

-
1 Rockof A -ges cleft for me, Let me hide myself in Thee!{ Let the wa -terand theblood,

. From thy riven side which flow.
P.C. Be of sin the dou-ble cure, Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

&

1 Tho nites have the blcssing, The mil-lions have naught ; Our fhith thus expressing, Our @™ wo have brought;
». ©. mites have the blossing, The wil-lions have naught ; Our faith thus expressing, Our git we have hrought.




ROCK OF AGES.

2 Not the labors of my hands
Can fultill Thy law’s demaands:
Could my zeal no respite kuow,
Couid my tears for ever flow,
All for sin could not atone;
Thou must save, and ‘I'hou alvne!

8 Nothlng in my hand I bring;
Simply to Thy cross I cling;
Nakeci come to Thoe for dress;

Concluded. 09

Helplees, look to Thee for grace:
Foul, I to Thy fountain ﬂy
Wuh me, Saviour, or I diel

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my eyelids close in death,
‘When I soar to worlds.unknown,
See Thee on Thy judgment-throne,
Rock of eleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee

HAPPY NEW YEAR. \

4
Wo wish our pastor & hsppy Now Year,| We wish our oountry s he

‘We wish our teachers 3 bagpy New Year.
‘We wish our teachers, wish uar teach:
A happy, happy New Year.

‘Wo wish our lnper(ntendont [y Epy New Year,
Wo wish our lnperlnhnden!, wish our stperintondent,
A happy, bappy New Year.

&py New Year,| God dlees our land thls hrpy Now
Wowish %or ish our pastor | We wish our conntry, wish our country | God dless our land,
l heppy, New Yeur. A happy, happy New Year. This happy, bnppy New Year.

® Ownit slurs for third strain.



60 THE BIRD’S SONG.

Quiox, MAT BR SUNG A8 4 SOLO oR Sau1-UHoRUS
1

L 4 L 4 T 1 T
1 asked a sweet robin, one morning in May, Who sung in the apple-tree, 0 - ver the way, What "twas she was
Tee-to - tal ! oh ! that’s the first word of my lay, And then, don’t you see how I rattled away 1 just have bee

L4
8 - bout ; ForI'd tried a Jong time but I coul nst find out; ** Wby, I'm sure,” she replied, ‘‘yoa
the spring, And brushing theface of the lake with my wing: ..water ! cold water ! yes,

e

singing so sweetl
dipping my beak

! cold water! cold water ! cold
! cold water! cold water! cold

it

& oy —F — |
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p $ “And now, my sweet Miss, wou't you give inca crumb
{  For the dear little nestlings remaining at howe;
And one thing beside, since my story you've heard,
I bope you'll remember the lay of the bird,

And never forget, while yoa list to my soag,

All the birds to the cold wator army belong.”

L]
All the birds ¢c the cold water army be - long. Cold water! &o,




WILL YOU GO

? , 61
. O

!| ©re trav’ling home o Seav'n above, Will yoa go? will you ‘of) aud priests to God.
i, \ Tosing the S8aviour's dying love, Will f“ go? vgln,;on go? Millions bave reach’d that blest abode, Anolnted kings
D.0. And millions now are on the road, Will you go? you go?

2 We're going to see the bleeding Lamb, 8 Ye weury, heavy-laden, come,
Wiug;ouggo? will you go? 8 ' D 5 y.

In rapturous strains to praise his name,
‘Will you go? will you go?

The crown of life we there shall wear, The Lord is wait.ing to receive,

The ueror’s palme our hands shall bear, If thou wilt on him now believe,

And% joys of heaven we'll share; He'll give thy troubled conscience ease,
Will you go? will you go? Will you go? will you go?

LABAN. S. M.

Spirited.

Will you go? will you go?
In the blest house there still is roum,
Will you go? will you go!

Dz. L. MASON. 18%0.

2 8 4
Oht and fight, and pray ;— Ne'er think the vict'ry woa, ht on, my soul, till death
ﬁo'::&e nc’erg:l'v'ro o'wl:n ' Nor lay thine Armo'? down § nglull lll;ﬂnz th::'to thy God}
Esnew it boldly every day, Thine ardnons work will not be dono, | FHe'll take thee at thy puﬂn‘\tnh
Mhalpdl&nelmphr& Till thica vbtadn thy crown, To Lis divine abode



-
II've roaméii over mountain,I've crossed over flood,I’ve traversed the wave-rolling sand; Tho’ the fields were 88 green,and the

P
N _0 08 0N 08 6 6 0

D. 8. Tho' the fields were as greea and the

' _»
‘%g'grv v

8 The right hand of friendship, how oft have I grasped,

And bright eyes have smiled and looked bland ;
Yet bappier far were the hours that I passed
1u tho west—in my own native land,
Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes,
Yect happier far were the hours, &c.

IMPORTANCE OF THE BIBLE TO THE YOUNG.

1 How shall the young seeure their hearts
And guard their lives from sin ?
Thy word the choicest rules imparts,
‘0 keep the conscience clean.

2 'Tis, like the suz, a heavenly light,
Tlat guides us all the day,
And, through the dangers of the night,
A lamp to lead onr way.

(

moon shone as bright, Yet it was not my own native land, No, ©vo, wuo, no, no, no, No, mo, no, no, no, no.

1avon shone as bright, Yet it was not my own native

d.

N
3 Then hail, dear Columbia, the land that we love,
Where flourishes Liberty’s tree ;
'Tis the bmh:rlnee of Freedom, our own native howme,
*Tis the land, 'tis the land of the free.

Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes,
'Tis the Mnh-pll:: of Freedom, &o.

Ture.—BROWN. Page 97.
8 Th& precepts make us truly wiee:
e hate the vinner's road ;
We hatc our own vain thoughts that rise,
But love thy law, O God.

4 Thy word is everlasting truth ;
oW pure is every page!
That holy book shall guide our youth,

And well support our age,



Hymns to the Tune °‘My own Native Land.” 83

THE BIBLE

1

THANK God fur the Bible! "tis nere that we find
Th:e atory f Christ arpl bis love—
How ha came down to earth from his beaatiful howe,
In tbe mansions of lory above;
Thanks to him we will brln(,
Praise to him we wil Nng.
PFor he same down to earth from his beaatiful home,
In the mansions of ;loty above.

‘While he Hved on thhe-rth,tothodokmdth«-bnnd,
And to mourners his blessings were given;
And be sald let the little ones come unto mo,
Por of such Inhoklngdomdhuvm.

He'spnpnndm. home.
For be sald let the little ones come unto me,
For of such is the kingdom of heaven.

1a the Bible we read of a besutiful lund,
Where sorrow and pain never come ;

And 'tis there ho's prepared us & homeo.
Jesus calls, shnﬁ we stay ?
No! we'll gladly obey.
For Jesus is there with a huvenly band,
And 'tis there he’s prepared us a home.

4
Thank God for the Bible! its trath o'er the carth
We'll scatter with a bountiful hand ;
But we never can tell what a Bible is worth.
we go to that beautiful land.
Thete our thanks wa will bring,
There with angels we'll sin,
And 1ts wurth we can \oll,vlnn wi&ﬂuuwodvell.
In beaven—that bea:

MY DEAR !UI'DAY SCHOOL.

To the lpoﬂl of the or phuun of tdn,
Some glve the lm;&
Bat away with all sports, or plcunru 80 vuln.
For my dear Sunday School is the best,
My dear Sunday Bchool is the M
lydursudny Bcobool s the
But away with all sports, or plmm 0 vnln.
For my dear Sunday Bchool is the best.

lhnn:zoompcnlou!lmyoﬂth‘umm
tness and purit g.b

Teot botwr far is the sweet

For my dear :!nnd-y Behool 1s the hent,
My dear y Behoul s the beat,

My dear y Bchool s the best.

Yet better by far is un ‘swoet Bcbblﬂ: morn,
For ny dear llnnday Bohool 0 best.

Ilove mmmmu«.mmm
But th '-‘""h.u. t T2 the still sacred bours,
ere's purer d
Formym dear Banday Bchool is the beet,

Buhmypnmde h’m&“'&ﬁ" ered ho
L1 s e still sa: e,
For my dear Bun ysehoolluh 0 beet,

'l'henl'll of m; uhoo!,.ndthe&bbathlm
“ bhn!d heavenly rest ;
l'hou Gu.ldo of my yooth—t.hon suvluu: divine!,
Ob, me to share in
Bi nm‘:m‘ t rest.
me

Thou & ..5'."5: my youth—thou 8aviour divine!

O, bring mo to sharo in that rest,



ZION’S HILL.
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fmndlbim) Hosanza, bomo-za, bonenus bo the

ine?

What antbems lood aad Jooder atill, 8o sweelly wend [omit. . ....])
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strains Which echo thus from

What are theee sool-reviving
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1 Proclaim hosaunas luad and clear §

fvon,
Ve,

raise ou earth to him be
shout thro’ highest
osanna, Losanna, &c.
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Hew David’s 8on aud Lord appear!
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WARD. Concluded. (i1

] 8
Loud may the troubled ocean roar; Zion enjoys her Monarch's love,
In sacred peace our souls abide ; [ gainst a threatening bour;
While every nation, eve nhor:lI Nor can her firmn foundation move,
Trembles, and dreads the swelling tido. Ballt on his truth, and armed with pswer,
8
Thore is & stream whose gentle flow ZION ENCOURAGED. L.M. P
Bu];pllu the city of our God ; 1 Ziox, awake; thy strength renew;
Life, love, and joy still gliding through, Put on thy robes of beauteous hue;
And watering our divine abode. Church of our God, arise and shin
. Bright with the beams of truth divine.
That sacred stream, thine holy wor 2 Soon shall thy radiance stream afar,
8upports our hlntli:, our fear con! H ‘Wide as the heathen nations are ;
Bweet peade, thy promises affo Gentiles and kings thy light shall view ;.
And give new strength to fainting souls. All shall admire and love thoe too.
- . v ;.
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1T'm & lone-ly traveler hore, Weary, oppressed, But my journey’s end is near—Soon shall I rest!

D. 8. Ask me not with yeu tostay, Yon - der’s my home

o~

. & 2 . c R o .
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2 I'm & weary traveler hore, I must go on,
For my journey’s end is near, I must be gone,
Brighter joys than earth can give, Win me awagyg
Pleasures for ever live—I can not stay.

3 I'm a traveler to a land Where all {s fuir,
Where is seen no broken band—All all are there..
Where no tear sball ever fall, Nor hearts be nd;
Where the glory is for all, and All are glad.

5 I'm a traveler—oall me not—Upward :
Yonder is my rest and lot ; I c:::ot mun’{?.’ '
oll, earthly pleasures all, Pilgrim I roam ,
Hall me not—in vain you call, Youder's-my hown,

4 P'm a travejer, and I go Where all is fair;
;umell. all l’v;;oved b:llo:d—l :Illllllt rl:o.‘tbm
‘oridly honors, bopes, an » g0 ;
Welcome sorrow, grief, and psu;, If heaven be mine,




66 THE RIVER OF LIFE. »




THE RIVER OF LIFE. Concluded. 67

2 Oh! drink of this river, its full cryste! flood
Refreshes lightens of sin's weary load,
Tts ripples ne’er mix with the billows of strife
‘This is the “ Pure River of Water of Life." rnd.

8 This beautita: river our poast weil may be,
;!;is frloshi ?et?olwu‘zg. lhI:d botter, ‘tis m'txdo,
he sin-sick rejoice in this peace-s
This river is Jasus, the “ once cmm""-!aaru

GRATITUDE. L. M. BOST.

8 Thon spread’st the curtains of the night 8 I yleld my powers to thy command;
Great Guardian of my sleeping hours 'o thee I consecrate my dn{n;
Thlnoovmlgn word restores the light, Perpetual blessings, from thy hand,
d quickens all my drowsy powers, Demaad perpetual songs of praise,
MORNINGTON. S M. LORD MORNINGTON.
1.1 1 i -~
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ts, On Jewish altars slain, Could give the guilty conscience peace, Or wash away the stain.
Bat Christ,the heavenly Lamb, Takes all our sins a-way; A sacrifice of nobler name, And richer blood th,_n they.

3 My faith would lay her hand 4 '{. soal looks back to see 5 Belleving, we rejofce

On that dear head of Thine, he burdens Thou didst bear, To see the curse remove ;
‘While like a penitent I stand, ‘When hanging on the cursed tree, We bless the Lamb with cheerful volos,
And there confess my mn. And hopes, her guilt was there, And sing His bleeding love.



68 ). HERE IS NO REST. Wa. B. Buswar.

1 Here o’er the earth as & stranger I roam, Here is no )
Here as a pilgrim I wander a-lone, (OMIT................ Yet I am blest;
D. 0, Myheartdothleap whileI hear Jo-sus say, (Omir....... ) There,there is  rest.

2. LIVING WATEBRS. O. M.
Here are aflictions and trials severe, . Tune.—ALEXANDER. Page 75.
Hore is no rest; 1 Oh! what amazing words of grace
Here I must part with tho friends 1 hold dear, Are in the gospel found !
Yet I am blest, Suited to every sinner's case,
gveet i3 the gmmlnh 1 ;ead in ::l "rd'hord ‘Who hears the joyful sound.
lessed are those who have died in the then, with all your wants and wourds .
They have been called to recuive their rem:l, 3 Co}n:‘." every b“d“’bﬂn: : “
There, there Is rest. Here love, unch g love, abounds,
3. A deep, eelettlul ‘spring.
9 This spring with living water flows,
This world l::r?l': ':; :”'llderneu state, c And {‘,,'.‘""” ,?’ \mparts ; s
ome, raty souls, your wan ose,
Here "““J.‘{'{:L"’“J"’ world all its hate, And drink with thaokfal hearts,
8000 shall I be from the wicked released, 4 A host of sfuners, vile as you,
Boon shall the weary for ever be blest, Have here found life and pesce ;
BSoon shall I lean upon Jesus’ own breast— Come, then, and prove its virtaes too,
There, there is rest. And drink, adore and biess.



THE PLEASANT SABBATH BELLS. 60

ALL, Bors. Girts.  ALL.
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abbath bells are ringing, Ringiog, ringing, The Sabbath bells are ringing, Then haste without de lay
Join in prayer and singing, Sfuging, singing, To join in prayer and 'lnglné. O children, come a- way,
== g - Zz22 e -

€»n
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l pleasant  Sabbath bells, Their joy - ful ring - ing tells that the bour for Sabbath-school has come.

W’ St ‘ﬁgﬁ
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2 The hour of pleasant meeting, 8 Let none outside be staying,
Meeting, meeting, Staying, staying,

The hour of pleasant meeting, Let none outside be staying,
We'll all be ready there; Or loitering by the way ;
Teachers and scholars greeting, But here their lessons saying,

Greeting, greeting, : Saying, saying, .
Teachers and scholars greeting But here their lessons saying,
‘To joia in praise and prayer.—Cho. Enjoy this blessed day.—%b.



70 SWEETLY SING, SWEETLY SING.

Words by Miss J. W. SAMPSON.

Robed in garments pure and white, We in sin's dark valley lay,
Chaat his praise, chant his praise, Jesus came, Jesus came,

In melodious lays ; Blessed be his name!

But from that bright, happy throng, | He redeemed us by his grace,
§e'er can come this sweetest song— Then prepared in heaven a place

We to heaven must shortly go :

Soon the call-—soon the call

Comes to one and all.

Saviour! when our time shall coms,
Take us to our heavenly home.

Angels bright, angels bright, Far away, far away, ‘ Now we know—now we know

g love, ing love, To recelve—ta receive There we'‘ll raise notes of praise,
Brought us here above. All who will believe. Throvgh unending days.
DIFFUSION OF THE GOSPEL. S. M. Tune—STATE ST.
1 O Lord our God! arise; 8 Spirit of grace! arise,
The cause of truth maintain, Expnnﬁby healing mnﬁ.
And wide o'er all the peopled world, And o‘er a dark and ruined world,
Extend her blessed reign. Let light and order spring.

2 Thou Prince of life! arise,
Nor let thy glory cease;
Far spread the conquests of thy graee,
And bless the earth with peace.

4 Let all on earth! arise,
To God, the Saviour, sing ;
From shore to shore, from earth to heaven,
Let echoing anthems sing.




TO THE SABBATH SCHOOL. Tune--Sweetly sing.

1 Early rise, early rise,
As the Sabbath school you prize;
Haste 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,
How I love 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, On this holy day.

" The breezes waft their cries. Up to

71

8 Children here, children here,
Come to learn, obey, and fear,
Fear the Lord, fear the Lord, Read his holy word.
Thus shall love and filial fear
Mingle with devotion here,
Pressing on, pressing on, Youth will soon be gone.
4 We, in youth, we, in youth,
Will obey and love the truth;
Walk therein, walk therein, Turning from all sia.
Then, when age and death come on,
‘We may safely lean upon

STATE, STREET,

Nesus’ breast, Jesus’ breast, Die, and be at rest.

S M

J. C. Woobxar,
1 J.

prss=s=st

sweet the melting lay That breaks apon the ear, When, at the hour of risiog day Chrhtlln.l unite in prayer.
Jehovah’s throne; He listens to their bursting sighs, And sends his blessings down.

So Jesus rose to pray, Before the morning light ; Onoce on the chiliing mount did stay, And wrestie all the night,

n1—r
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1 Now is the accepted time,
Now is the day of grace ;
Now, sinners, eome, 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; . 8
Then why should you delay?

UL
THE ACOEPTED TIME.

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.



72 SING TO THE SAVIOUR. ®
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{1, Come, come, sing to the Saviour, Love, love beamsfrom hiseye ; Haste, then, share in bis fa - vor?
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Praise, praise. yield him with gladness, | Rise, rise, free from thy mourning Hail, hail, children adore him,

Earth, earth, banish thy glcom ; Light, light, spreads from the sky, Here, here, anthems should ring,
Where, death, where is thy sadness ? See, see, bright the day dawning, There, there, dwelling before him,
Jesus returns from the tomb, Jesus is risen on high ; Loudest hosannas we'll sing ;
Jesus returns, Jesus is risen, Loudest hosannas,
Jesus returns from the tomb, Jesus is risen on high. Loudest hosannas we'll sing.
THEH HOME MISSIONARY’'S EXAMPLEB. 7s. Tune.—~VIOLET.
1 Oaward, herald of the gospel, Follow, then, thy Lord’s example ;
Bear thy tidings through the land ; Tofl in hope, nor faint, nor fear,
Preach the word, as heaven's apostle, For thy needs his grace is ample,
3 Sent by Christ’s dl:(no co:‘im“" At thy side he's ever near.
esus, once the gospel preaching, 3 Work, until the day is ended
Through his native Jadan wen, Till thy sun stoks in the West ;
Balem’s son¢ in mercy teaching, Then, with joy and triumph blended,
Calling Israel to repent. Christ shall bring thee to his reat,
2 Israel, all his deep love slighting, Onward, heraid of the gospel,
Spurning all his tenderness, Bear thy tidings through the land
8till he followed, still fnviting, Preach the word, as heaven’s apostle,
Wesping where he could not biess. Seat by Christ's divise command,



LOVE ONE ANOTHER. 8s & 7s.
“ LitTLe onxlt.’n.in. LOVE ONE u{ann."l—rlu Be‘l:e;d Disoiple.
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Are you gentle to each other?

'Children, do you love each other ? Are you always kind and true N
them do to you \ Are you careful day by [Ussr] day?

Do you always do to others As yon'd [OMIT..........] have
o ot to give offenoe by actions, Nor by ug thing youn say ?
ot to'gtve offence by actions, Nor by [OMiT............] any thing you say?
RND.
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Never spoil another's rest ;
Btrive to mako each other hnpg{,
And you will yourselves be blest.

VIOLET. 8s & 7s.

Never give another pain ;
If your brother speak in anger,

8 Little children, love each other— l * Be nof selfish to each other;
wer not in wrath again.

) L]
Let the world despise and leave me, Perish, earthly fame and treasure ;
They have left my Saviour, too; Come, disaster, scorn, and pain ;
Human hearts and [ooks decelve me ; In thy service pain is pieasnre,
Thou art not, like them, untrue ; With thy favor life is gain:
©Oh! while thou dost smile apon me, Oh! 'tis not in grief to harin me,
God of wisdom, love and might! While thy lovo is left to me ;

Foes may bate, and fricnds disown me; | Ohl 'twero not in Joy w charm me—
Bhow thy face, and all is bright. Were that joy unwized with thee.
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74 ., 1 WILL BE GOOD, DEAR MOTHER.* 7s & 0s.
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1. “I will be good, dear mother,” I heard a sweet child say ; *‘I will be good—now watch me—I will be good all day.”
2 And when night eame.that little onklu kneeling down to pray,8aid,in a soft and whisp'riog tene,* Have I beea good to-day™

N]
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-

8he lifted up her bright young eyes With a soft and pleasing smile, Then a mother's kiss was on her lip, So
O ma-ny, ma-ny bit- tertears 'Twould save us did we say, Like that dear child, with earnest h:rt. “r

pure and 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, &e. ! 4

f . 8 Jesus can help us to be good—
: To Him we'll humbly pray;
L His grace alone can make us good,

will be good, I will be good to - day.” And keep us good all day.
He'll help us hate all evil thoughts,

1@1—# r— Lﬂ All sinful worde and ways:

And in his service take delight
® May be sung as a Song, with Chorus, Through all our carthly days.—Chorus.



SALVATION'S FREE. S M. ®-75
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I Now come and seek the Lord, And know his pard’ning grace,Come, yield your hearts up to Hlm' now,And learn tolove and
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2 He bought you with His blood, Refuse the offers of His grace,
He'll wash you white as snow, . And lose a home above |—Cho.
And through your soul the peaceful stream 4 Gaze on the bloody cross!
Of love and joy shall flow—Cho. Gaze on your dying Lord!
8 Say, sinners, can you atill Now think, He on{:' ied to save
ist His dying love; From hell, from sin’s reward.—Cho.

ALEXANDER. C. M.
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. Wx. B. BeapBuar,
1. 1

sa time, we know not when, A point, we know not where,That marks the destiny of men,To gloror pﬁr.
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2 There is a line by us unl:on, l 3 H(;l' fl;‘ may ;l‘ odo'r! “I:e:in?r
That crosses eve! th ; ow long w! lorbear
The hidden b er,pg v ‘Whero does hope end ? and where begin

God’s patience and his wrath. The confines of despair ?



THE EVERGREEN SHORE.
Words by WM. HUNTER, D, D. Masio by WX, B. BEADBUEY.
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C— F——r—y—t 4 v 124 1 v v 1
1. We are joy-ous-ly voy-ag ing o-ver the main, Bound for the ev - er-green shore, Whose in -
2. We have nothing to fearfrom the windand the wave, Un - der our 8a-viour’scom-mand And our

d 4
hab - it-ants nev-er of sickness complain, Andnev-er see death a - ny more; Thenlet the hur - ri-cane
' hearts _l.n_ t.h.e. midst of the dangers srebrave ; ForJe-sus will bying us to land.

- . ¢ Zeaapeeae -
ettt e e
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' roar, It will thesooner be o'er  We will weather the blast, and will land at last, Safe on Lhe evergreen shore.
!
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3. 5.
Both the winds and the waves our Commander controls ; Let the high heaving billow and mountainous wave,

Nothing can baflle his skill ; Fearfully overhead break ;
And his voice when the thundering hurricane rolls, There is one by our side that can comfort and save ;--
Can make the loud tempest be still.—Cho. There's one who will never forsake.—Cho.
4. 6.
In the thick murky night, when the stars and the moon, Let the vessel be wrecked on the rock, or the sheal,
8end not a glimmering ray, 8ink to be seen never more ;
Then tne iight of his countenance, brighter thaa nooa, He will bear, nooe the less. every passenger soul,

Will drive all our terror away,—Cho. Safe, safe to the evergreen shore.—Cho.



BETHANY. 6s&ds -
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Da. L. MABON, by permisston. 7
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1. Near-er, my God,tothes, Near-er to thea! [E'en tho' it be & cross Thai raiseth me!
My rest a stone,

| =

2. Tho’ like the wan-der-er, The sun gone down, Darkness be o - ver me,

8till all my song shall be, Nearer, my God, to thes, Nearer,
Yet in my dreams I'd be, Nearer, my God, to

s : s = R
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3 There let the way appear 4 Then with my waking thoughts, | 5 Orlt, on joyful wing,
Steps unto heaven ; Bright with thy praise, Cleaving the sky,
All that thou sendest me, Out of my stony griefs Sun, moon and stars forgot,
In mercy given : Bethel {'ll raise ; Upward I fiy,
Angels to beckon me 80 by my woes to be 8till all my song shall be,
Kearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee!|Nearer, my 50&, to thee, nearer to thee!|Nearer, my God, to thes, nearer to thee!

PETERBOROUGH. C. M.

[ 2]
» ———
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8 'Tis he supports my mortal frame,
My tongue shall speak his praise ;
My sins would rouse his wrath to flame,
And yet his wrath delays.

2 Nl{ht unto night his name repeats
he day renews the sound ;
‘Wide as the heaven, on which he sits
To surn the seasons round,




78 THE BETTER LAND. 8s & 7s.

‘RUT NOW TNEY DESIER A BETTER COUNTRY, THAY IS AN REAVENLY.”—Panl.

1( Bors. Whither, pllgnmo are you going, Going each with staff in Liand? )
Giris. Weare going on a journey, Going at our kings command ; / Over hills, and plains, and
2 Bors. Fear ye not the way so lonely, You,a lit - tle, feeble band?’
( Ginrts. No, for friends unseen are nearus,Holy an- gels round us stand ; ) Christ ourleader, walks be-

'%#zmﬁ:ﬁarm

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

Ii val-leys, We are go - ing to his pa-lace, We are go - to his pal- ace, Go-ing
!

i to the bet-ter ld We are glo - nfg to his pal-ace, Going to the better land.
i to thnt better land; He will guard and he will gmde,us,Gmdeus to the better land.

8 Bors. Tell me, pilgrims, what Fon hope for 4 Bovs. le'ans, may we travel with you

In that far-off, better land? o that bright and better land ?
- GInLs. Spotless robes and crowns of glory GirLs. Come and weleome, come and welcome,
From a Saviour's loving hand ; Welcome to our pilgrim band.
AwL. We shall drink of life's clear river ArL. Come. O come! and do not leave us,
‘We shall dwell with God forever, Chriet is waiting to receive us,
‘We shall dwell with God forever Christ is waiting to reccive us.

In that bright, that better land. In that bright, thet better land.



THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 7s& 6s. 79

Words by KATE CAMERON, ‘3 AM THE GOOD SHEPHERD.”—Jesus.

A d 4
l(Gnu.ob. come to the good Shep- herd, Aud rest with -ifn his fold; He'll guard you from temp -
8. Hl: leve is all -suf - fi - cient, His grace will bear you through, He'il aid yeu in your
X
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ta - ton, He'll keep you, young and old.)
du - ties, And teach you whatto do. Then come, Oh come, yes come, come, come, You're not too young, You'ro

o e
2, 3.
61mss. Oh, who would wish to wander Girits. The world is full of trials,
From such a fold as this? And sorrow comes to all ;
‘Without is gloomy terror, But happy those who listen
Within is perfect biiss. To the good Shepherd’s call,
Bors. Though rough the path, and thorny, Bors. For every grief that darkens,
You will be safe from harm, And all the tears that dim,
From all your foes defended, Are sent to us in mercy,
By the good Shepherd’s arm. To druw us nearer him.

Cuorus.—Then come, &e. Cuorus.—Then coma, &e.



0 HAMBURG. L. M. Arranged by Dx. L. MASOR.

1 Happy the man, whose cautious feet
el S8hun the broad way

8 He, lika a plant by gentle streams,

Shall flourish in iinmortal ireen;
And spends the wakeful hours of night, And heaven will shine, with kindest beams,
'With pleasure pondering o'er tho word. On every work his hands begin.

WORTHY IS THE LAMB. 7s & 4s.

1
2 He l‘;veo t'employ his morning light,
Among the statues of the Lo

CHORUS. '

2 [ 4
1. Worthy, worthy is the Lamb, Worthy,worthy is the Lamb, Worthy,worthy is the Lamb That was slain. Glory, hallelujsh!
ry Y - Yy Yy . .

T
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8. Strike the stontest sloner throv,
Force the ery, “ what shall 1 do
Let him weep till born anew,

Blessed Lawmb.— Clo,

6. Penitents, dry up vour tears,
God hath beard believing prayers,
1le forgives you when he hears

Praise Him, balle-la - Jah! Glo-ry,hal - le-la - jah, T_j the Lamb!

3. Sons of Morning, sing his praise,
In the noblest strains you rat

is dear Lamb.—Cho.
I Blnneri'he’o the friend you need,
Man's redemption claims your lays,

raise the Lawab.—Cho. 7. Thus may we each moment foel,
° Love hlm’. sorve him, praise bimstily

Praise the Lumb.—Cho. 4. Bee, In sad Gethsemane, Till we all on Zion's hill
Sx on tragio Calvary, 8ee the Lamb.— 3o,
8. Christ has come in very deed, Binner, see his jove to thee,
Born to bruise the serpent’s hoad ; Praiso the Lamb.—



AUTUMN. S&7s Double. srs. 81
o | [ |

Year hy year, thy hand hath
D. 8, 8till thinearm .hasbeen &

brought me Oo thro' dangersoft unknown, When I wand
round me, All my paths were in thy sight.

T
2 In the world will foes assail me, $ I would trust in thy grouctln‘.
Craftier, stronger far than I ; Wholly rest upon thine arm;
And the strife way never fall me, Follow wholly thy directing,
Well I know before I die. Thou, mine only guard from harm!
Therefore, Lord, I come, believing Keep me from mine own undoing,
Thou canst give the power I need ; Help me turn to thee when tried,
Thro’ the prayer of falth receiving 8till my footsteps, Father viewing,
Strength—~the spirit'sstrength, indeed. Keep me over at thy side, '
OCHRIST WITH US. 8s & 7s.
1 Always with us, always with us— 8 With us when the storm is sweeping
Words of cheer and words of love; O'er our pathway dark and drear;
Thus the risen Saviour whispers, Waking hope within our bosoms,
From his dwelling-place above. 8tilling every anxious fear.
2 With us when we toil in sadness, 4 With us in the lonely valley,
Sowing much and reaping none; When we cross the chilling stream;
Telling us that in the fature Lighting up the steps to glory,

Golden harvests shall be won. ith salvation’s radiant beam.



82  WE'LL STAND FOR THE RIGHT, OR LIFE'S BATTLE. 1ls. %

Worde by MRS, J. W, BAMPSON.*
FULL CHO.
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1.(This life is a bat-tle with Satan
*\And Christ is the Captain of our littleband, Whatever epposcs,for him we shall stand. N 2

nd sin, And we are the soldiers the vietory to win;\ We will stand for the right,
\ [W'e will

2 To God, for our armor, we’ll fail not to go,
He'ld clothe us with truth and with righteousness

too;
The “Gospel of peace” shall our footstepsattend,
The good * shield of faith” from all harm shall
efend.—Cho.

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

Salvation our helmet, the Bible our sword,
Will often beset us, to make us to fall ;

Tho’ wily our foes, we're * strong in the Lord ;”
While watching and praying our armor keeps bright, We'll ¢ stand up for Jesus,” and, when life s o'er,
Our Jesus will help us to stand for the right.—Cho. For us He'll be standing on Jordan's bright shore.—Che.
® From ¢ Sabbath Chimes®
ORTONVILLE. C. M. . DR. T. HASTINGS.

1, ajestic swoelness sts enthroned Upon the Saviour's brow ; His bead with rdiaat gl

—~




83

9 Ko mortal can with him compare 4"To him I owe my life ar.d breath,
Amiong the sous of men; And all the joyyl Iheve;
Fairer is he than all the fair He makes me triumph over death,
‘Who fill the heavenly train. And saves me froni the grave.
$ He saw me plungsd 4n deep distress, .8 Binoce from his bounty I receive
And flew to my relief; P Buch proofs of lov?dlvlno.
For me he bore the shameful cross, Had 1 a thousand hearts to give,
And all my grief. Lord, they should all be thine.

SHINING SHORE. 6. 7. ROOT. By permission.
. fod

v
1 My days are glid - ing swift-ly by, And I. & pil-grim stranger, Would not de - tatn them as they fly ! Those
I ylayaane ¥ € 7o D.5. And Just be-fore, the shin-iug shore, We
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hours of toil and dan- ger,
‘may  al-mostdis - cov -er,
-

2 3 4
We'Dl gird our lofns, my brethren dear, | 8houla coming days be dark and cold, | Let sorrow’s rudest tempest blow,

Our distant home discerning; ‘We need not cease our singing ; Each chord on earth to sever,
“lbnnt If:rd b;: Len us word, Thvnvthperfecti ;e.sthnought can molest, Ou,} King sa; a!.fCome, ’nd there’s owr
every lam, urain ero en barps are ringi 'or ever, oh! for aver [homey
rf:'. ohlp&a. s F%: oh! a:.p' e Foroh! &ea



Fiasr Szumi-Crorus.®

TREASURES IN HEAVEN. C. M. With Chorus, 3k

FULL CHO.

2. The splendors of

1 Jo-ru - sa-lem dfi-vine "a-bode, (Our treasures are in hu'v/en H)

*\The of - ty of the liv-ing God, (Our treasuresare In heaven.)
e - ter - nal morn, (Qur treasures are in heaven ;)
Thy lof - ty walls and towers a-dorn, (Our treasures are in heaven,)

go Je-ru - sa-lem! bright home a-
0 Jerusalem, &o.

8 There angel forms in fadeless youth,
(Our treasures are in heaven—)
Obey 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 etreets 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 pralms,

(Our treasures are in heaven.)—Cho.

BT % 1 =
6 And roll the anthem of their joy,
(Our treasnres are in heaven—)

Like mighty thunders through the sky,

(Our treasures are in heaven.)—Cho.

7 Our palace there almd{ waits,
(Our treasures are in heaven—)
Lift up your heads, eternal gates,
(Our treasures are in heaven.)—Cho.
8 We come through Jesus’ blood to claim,
(Our treasures are in heaven—)
Our mansions in Je em,
(Our treasures are in heaven )—Cho.

* ® Dr, the choir may sing the first part, and the children respond, “ Our treasures, &c.” Or Sabbath schools and infant

olasses may sing it in like manner.



CROSS AND CROWN. ‘E\. M. ' 85

Must Jesus bear the cross alone,
; 'lll_x.w bappy are the saints above, Wh

- S - S S— —

ow I have found a Friend,Jesusis mine;
His love shall never end, Jesusismine.
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And all the world go free? No, there's a cross for every one, And there's a cross for me.
0 once wont sorrowing here: But now they taste unmingled love,
consecrated cross I'll bear,Till death shall set me free, And then go

}'l’ho' oarthly joys decrease,

Tho' human friendsh}

ow 1 have lasting peace, Jesus is min:

3. Though I grow poor and old,
Jesus is mine ;
He will mz faith uphold,
Jesus {o mine ;
He shall my wants supply.
l;ll p;e::tou blm}nd is l:’ g
can my hope destroy,
o?iuu is mine!l

1 Tunxs is & happy land,

Far, far uuly,

‘Where saints in glory stand,
Bright, bright as day.

Ob, how they sweetly sing,

Worthy s our Saviour King,

Loud let his praises ring,
Pralso, praise for ayo.

8. When earth shall pass away,
Jesus is mine.
In the great Judgment-day,
Jesus is mine,
Oh ! what a glorious thing,

ghe‘n to.mho n‘loy King,
n tuneful harp to sing,
Jesus Is mine.

HAPPY LAND. &s & 4s.

$ Come to that happy land,
Come, come un{.
WW will ye doubting stand,
hy still delay?
Oh, we shall happy be,
‘When, from sin and sorrow free,
Lord, wo shall live with thes,
Blost, bleat for sye!

4 Farewell, mortality!

Jesus is mine.
‘Welcome, eternity!

Jesus is mine.
He my Redemption is,
Lito, Light. and Hotasse

and Hol
e’." is mine. |

8 Bright, in that happy land,
Beams every oye;
Kept by a Father's hnd,
Ohl,‘ot}':e unnolt die.
en to glory ru
Be a crown nm;ykln om won §
And bright above the sun,
Wo reign for ayec.

And joy without a tear,
home my crown to wear—For there's a erown/f&r me.



86 CHRISTMAS CAROL. HENRY TUCKER,

1.Joy to the sons of menUn this bright Christmas morn! List to the welcome words & - gain That
n

[
gel - ic lays, “A Baviour Christ is bora, A Saviour Christis born, A Saviour Christ
N .

I b
k 1
2. 3 4
Joy to earth’s lomvinf child Joy to the sick and poor, Love, joy, good-will, and peace,
Oun this calm peaceful morn ! *‘Blessed are they that mourn ;” Since that first Christmas morn,
The holy harmless, undefiled, If they submissively endure, Have come to earth, and ne’er shall cease
Can soothe his breast with comfort And trust his holy promise sure: - To Him who purchased our release,
mild; He comes all sorrow to relieve, Our hearts, redeemed from death, we’ll
The hyma that floats alony the air To comfort all who will believe— bring,
Shall ind an answer echoing there— The Saviour, &o. And humbly, gratefully we'll
The Saviour. &a. -

A Baviour, &o.



THE GOLDEN SHORE. 8s & Ts.

CHORUS. Cres.

‘WM. B. BRADBURY.

ir| e are out on fﬁ{ooun salling, Homeward bound we swoetly glide (anchor

Beys.\Weareout on ooean sailing, To & home beyond the tide. ')All the storms will soon be over,Then we’ll
- . . N

——T T -
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in the harbor ;(Wo are out on the ocean sailing, To a home beyond the t\ﬂo B A
We are out on the ?ce:'n .?mng. (Omit..... ecererenessaceess) To & home beyond the tide ;

o
f
—t
|

3
Spread your sails, while heavenly breeses
Gently waft our vessel on ;
All on board are sweetly singing—
Froe salvation is the song.—Cho.

amalf , aassa' | N| a.-ma
- TP —t 0 mi%f
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When we all are safely anchored,

We will shout—our trials o'r ;
We will walk about the oity,

And we'll sing for eyermore,—0%o,

3
Millions now are safely landed,
Over on the golden shore ;
more are on their journey,
Yot there’s room for millions more.

WATCH AND PRAY. C. M.

Tuxz—Peterborough, page T1.
1 Tos Savioar bids us watch and pray, 8 The Saviour bids us watch and pray ;
Through life's brief, fleeting hour, For soon the hour will come
And gives the 8prit's quickening ray That calls us from the earth away
To those who seek his power. To our eternal home,
9 The Saviour bids us watch and pray, 4 O Saviour, we would watch and pray,
Maintain a warrior's strife ; And hear thy sacrod voice,

Halp, Lord, to bear thy voice to-day; And walk, as thou hast marked the
Ohdu;do:o 18 our Ilh{ ! To heaven's eternal juye hadd



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

LUCIUS HART. Wl. B. BRADBURY.
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2 There's acrown, aad a robe, and a palm, brother, When from te2] and from care you are free; ﬂolamhgmbpmyunhuﬁhiﬁ.
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XY . —
S —— —"’——-—_.———’_
=

3 O watch, and be faithfal, and pray, brother,
All your journey o’er life s troubled sea,
Though afllictions assail you, and storms beat sovore,
There's a light in the window for thee. Cho.

4 Then on, perseveringly on. brother,
Till from cooflict and suffering free.
Bright angels now beckon you over the stream,
There's a light in the window for thee. Cho.




MARCHING HOME. 89

Marching movement. WM. B, BRADBURY.

We are all en - list-ed 'till the conflict is 'er, Happy are we, happy are we;
"\ Soidiers in the army there's & bright crown in store, [Omut...............cioiiLLLL, ..
£ . s

ST RS S =TS EEE s

J » T —t— t . - o :
buckler and shield; Stand by our colors proudly they wave, We're joyfully, joyfully marehing to our home.
Y YWy wl -
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2 Hark! the ery of battle sounding loudly and clear,|3 Fighting for a kingdom and the world is our foe,

Come join the ranks, come join the ranks; Ha}:f»y are we, happy are we,

Weare waiting now forsoldiers, who will volunteer,| Glad to f‘oin the army, we will sing as we go,

Rally round 'ie standard of the cross. We shall gain the victory by and gy. :

Hnr{l 'tis our captain calls you to-day, Dangers may gather why should we fear,
not 8 moment, make no delay; Jesus our leader ever is near,

Fight for our Saviour, come, come away, He will protect us, comfort and cheer,

We're joyfully, joyfully marching to our home. | We're joyfully, joyfully marching to our homs,



90 THE HAPPY HOME.

WM. B. BRADBUB®

g 1 ambomd for the lad of the liv -ing, O bin-der menot on my way; The smadight

is
! ( The flow-ersthatbloomin my path-wayBreathoo-dorsthat walimeright oa; They lure me mo loag-er to ftar-ry,

== e e S LR E S S S e L |

That ber-alds o - ter -ni-
Bat weleome earth's time to

2 I am weaned from this Jand of the dying ;
Decay is enstamped everywhere ;
Earth's pleasures are seeming and fleetiog—
My soul has grown weak with 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. Refrain.
3 T am waiting the summons that bids me
No longer a pilgrim to roam,
But, leaving the past in this death-land,
ake the land of the living my home,

IR 6 CpP TNV [N [N AR Br~DE~38"
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The ger-angel stand "
The signal to whisper to me,

That the piace is prepared for my dwelling,
Anrd the Master is calling for me. Refrain.

4 The land of the living 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
O, when shall I leave this clay casket,
And fiy to-my home in that land? Refrem.



THE ANGELS ARE COMING. w.s.B 91

A CRRIsTIAN CHILD’S D3ATE-BED.—Little Georgio D ® ® ® , of Newark, N.J., for two years a consistent member of the
Charch of Christ was suddenly called to his death-bed. Trusting in Jesus, he was ¢ not afraid to die.” His mother bent
over him trying to relieve his suferings; when he looked at her tenderly, and said, “ I don't think you can do anything
more to kslp me, mother.” Then extending Lis arms, and lifting his eyes, with an earncst gase as if eager to welcome
the bright messengers sent to bear him to his Father’s bouse, he exclaimed, * TAs angels are coming for me, they are
coming 7’ Bluns boy, but a few moments more and he was with them winging his way to the realms of the blest.

Q)

he angels are coming for me, mother, Coming, coming, coming for me, The angels are coming for '
- rea - dy their mu - sic 1 hear, mother, glnih'n‘g, jlnginhg, singing for ’_n\:e. How lightly it falls on my

m— ¥ o1

I
f me, mother, To waft me a-way to the sky; Coming, coming for me,
ear, mother, My spir-it is waiting to fy; Oomit tecsnenas W:Itlngtobursuromlhu
o A

erd my Saviour is there,
’:;n. Co

2 Now gently I'm going to sleep, mother, Their pinions of glory I ses, mother,
Going, going, foln‘ to sleep, Farewell till I meet thee again,
To wake where I never shall weep, mother, Yes, we shall meet by the river that flows,
Or suffer 8 moment of pain. Tranquil and bright on that besutifc! shore ,
€lad voices are calling for me, mother, There will thy sorrow be lost 1n repose,

Calling, calling, calling for me ; There I will leave thee no more.






WIRTH. Concluded. 93

8 Onoe in his arms the Bavioar toox 8 And though to heaven the Lord hath gone,
 Young children, just like me, And seems 8o far away,
And them with a voice and look, He bath a smile for every ona
As kind as kind could be. That doth his voice obey.
4 I'd rather be the least of them 6 I'd rather be the least of them
That shar'd that look and tone, That he will bless and own,
Than wear s royal disdem, Than wear a royal diadem,
And alt upon a throne. And sit upon a throne,
A ———. S : '

2 8pirits blest are hovering round
Hovering round, hovering roumi;
8pirits blest are hovering round,
Then Christian, never fear.— Refrain.

3 Dear friends are hovering round,
Hovering round, hovering round ;
Dear friends are hovering round
Then Christian, never M—W




M. B. BRADBURY

94 SAVIOUR, LIKE A SHEPHERD LEAD US. 8 7s &4,

1 ( Saviour, like a shepherd lead us, Much we need thy tend’rest care;
In thy plus;nt pastares feed m;\ For our use thy folds prepare. Blessed Jo - sus,

- T~ T

U
Jesus, Thou hast bought us, thine we are. Blessed Jo- sus. Blessed Je- sus, Thou bast bought us, thine we are.
= = e 2

€ We are thine, do thou befriend us. $ Thou hast promised to receive us, 4 Early let us seek thy favor,

Be the Guardian of our way ; Poor aad sinfal though we be; Early let us do thy will;
Kecp thy flock, from sin defend us, Thou hast mercy to relieve us, Blessed Lord and only S8aviour,
BSeek us when we go astray. Grace o clesnse, and power to free, ‘With thy love our bosoms fill.
Blessed Jesus, Blessed Jesus, Blessed Jesus,
Hear, O hear us, when we pray. We will carly turn to thee. Thoa hast lovod us. love us still.

HELENA. C. M. WM. B. BEADBURY.




HELENA. Concluded. 95

r $ Religion shonld our thoughts engaye 4 Let decp repentance, faith, and love

Amidst our youthful bloom ; Be joined with godly fear,

Twill fit us for declining age, And all our conversatian prove
And for the solemn tomd. Our hearts to be sincere.

3 0, may our hearts, by grace renewed, 5 Let lively hope our souls inspire

Be our Redeemer’s throne : Let warm affections rise ;

And be our stubdorn wills subdued, And may we walt with strong desire
His government to own. To mount above ths skies.

JESUS, BLESSED JESUS.—Responsive Chorus.
ModxRAT0, Teachers. Response by Scholars., Teachers.

Who was in a manger laid? Je - sus, blessed Jesus. )
Who for money was betrayed? Je - sus, blessed Jesus. Who up: Cal-va-ry was led?
2 Who ean hear us when we call? Jo - sus, blessed Jesus.

( ‘Who the dearest friend of all? Je - sus, blessed Jesus. Who a - lone can do ue good,

Who for us his life-blood shed? Jesus Christ, creation’s head, Jesus, blessed Je - sus.
‘When we're tossed on Jordan's flood? Jesus Christ, our ris-en Lord, Jesus, blessed Je - sus.

8 Teach.—Who can rob the grave of gloom? 4 Teach.—Who will give us sweetest rest?
Schol.—Jesus, blessed Josus. Schol.—Jesus, blessed Jesus,
Teark.—Who can raise us from the tomb? Tekch.—Who in heaven shall we love best ?
Wi bt m’f g i T e we'll i
— n before udge we wait, t his feet our crowns w. g,
Teack. { Who will open heaven’s gate? Teach.— ’ While with raptarous sungs we sing,
Schol.—Jesus Christ, our Advooate ; Schol.—Jesus Christ. our Saviour King,

~—Jesus, blessod Jesus. All.—Jesus, blessod Jesus.



HAIL, HAIL THIS HAPPY DAY. 8s&7s
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2 These are happy hours of meeting,
‘When we hear the voice of prayer ;
But these hours are short and fleeting :
Let us then be early there.—Cho.

3 We shall keep our teachers waiting,
If we tarry by the way;
Or disturb the school reciting,
On this holy Sabbath day.—Cho,

THE NAME

1 Tuzzz is a name I fove to hear:
I love to sing its worth ;
It sounds like music in mine ear,
The sweetest nawae 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.
8 It tells of One whose loving heart
Can foei my smallest woe ;
Who in each scrrow bears a part
That none can bear beloW.

OF JESUS. O. M.

T T
Yes, hail 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—Che,
8 When the Sabbath bell is ringing,
Let us to the school repair,
That we may unite in singing,
And together koeel in prayer—Che.

Twne—BROWN.

4 Jesus! the name I love so well,
The name I love to hear!
No saint on earth its worth caa tell,
No heart conceive how dear.
5 This name shall shed its tragrance still
Along this thorny road—
Shall sweetly smooth ths rugged hill
That leads me up to God :
6 And there, with all the blood-bought throng.
From sin and sorrow free, &
I’ll sing the new eternal song
Jesus’ love to me.



w1 —
m0.—] want to go, I want to go, I want to go there too,

2 ShoulA earth nst my soul engage,
And bellilhlgrrta be hurled, e
Then T can smile at Satan’s rage,
And face a frowning world.—Cho.
8 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.—Cho.
4 There I shall bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest,
And not & wave of trouble roll
Across my peaceful breast.—Cho.

EVERLASTING LIFE.
1 Thare is a fold where none can stray,
aad pastures ever green,
Where sultry sun, or stormy day,
Or night is never seen.
2 Far up the everluting bills,
In God's own light it lies;
His smile its yast dimension fills
With joy that never dies.
8 One narrow vale, one darksome wave,
Divides that land from this:

-~

I bave a Shepherd pledged to save,
And bear me home to bliss.
4 Soon at 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.
OHRIST'S LOVE TO CHILDREN.
1 See Isracl’s gentle Shepherd stand,
With all engaging charms;
Hark! how he calls the tender lambs
And folds them in his arms.
2 “Permit them to approach,” he cries,
Nor scorns their humble name;
For "twas to bless such souls as-these,
The Lord of angels came.
8 Oh! let us then with pleasure heae,
And seek the Saviour’s face;
And fly with transport to receive
The blessings c{ his grace.
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1. The soul on earth is doom'd to pine For rest, lweeren; 'Tis heaven alone, in joys divine, Can give sweet ress.
2. Life fs & sad and we:-a ay— It gives no rest; In care dnd pain it wears away, And brings no rest.
3. Then let us trust, 'mid go and' 111, The promised rest, Since trial here will sweeten still, Our heavenly rest.

There, with brightest angels glowing, Joyful anthems ever ﬁovln&. Jesus seeing, loving, knowing, Is rest, sweet rest.
But earth’s sorrows have their measure, Ending in eternal pl , When {n heaven we find the treasure Of rest,aweet rest.
J 2y from trouble we may borrow,Pleasure from our hours of sorrow, While we wait the dswning motrotw Ofheav’ns sweet rest.

SINNBRS FLOOKING TO JESUS. 8s & 7s. Double. Tune.—AUTUMN. PageS§l.

1 See! the Scriptures are fulfilling— Many say, “'Tis all disorder,”
Disbelieve God's holy word ;

Sinners flocking to their home:
Still these cry and shout the londer—

Times the prophets were foretelling,
Signs and wonders now are come. *“Glory, glory to the Lord!"

Gospel trumpets loud are sounding 8 “Come,” is heard in each direction,
Here and there on every hand: “Young and old, and rich and poor;’

God's own.Spirit is dcscendxng, These are “days of visitation ;”
Christians joining heart and hand ! Gospel grace may soon be o'er.

2 Thousands fall before Jehovah— Sinners, hear the invitation;
“ Mercy, mercy, loud they cry! O, thou dead and dyiug one,
Then with shouts of *Hallel ” Fl%to Jesus for salvation,
“QGlory be to God on high!” re he shat the judgment thronel




WHEN, ON THE SABBATH MORN. ® 99

Firer TIME, 187 S2u1-CHORUS, BZCOND TIME, 2D DITTO, REPEATING THR GAME WORDS. '

. When,on the Sabbath morn, We leave our home, We leave our home, Then to the Sut;d:y school We
2. Our hearts each morniog bright, With pleasares thrill, With pleasures thriil, But Sabbath morning light Is
3. Soon, soon these precious days Willall be gone, Willall be gone, Soon, soon our earth-ly work Wit

’ [ 9

i

Jove to come, We love e love to sing, we love to pray, We love this blessed
sweet - or still, Is sweet-er still. 'Tis then we hear God's ho - ly word, Andlearn to fear and
all be done, Will all be d?{w. O then that we in heaven might meet, And cast our crowus at

-
8ab-bath day, We love this bless - ed Sab- bath 3 Yes, from our own dear home We
love the Lord, Aud lecarn to fear aud love the Lord. O yes, we love this day, This

Je - sus’ feet, And cast our crowns st Je - sus’ f’e‘\ot. Yes, yes, in heaven a - bove, The

a - way, We haste a - way, Here,in our Bun-dayschool Welove to stay, We love (0 stay.

ly day, Thishap -py day, And in our Sun-day uhoolTWe love to stay, We love to stay.

gels sing, The saints all sing, They sing of Je - sus’ love, Their heavenly King, Their heavenly King.
M I}




100 LITTLE DEEDS OF KINDNESS.

A LAK330N llol| THE COWSLIP, THS 1"3'2;2!0!, AED TRR llml.
1st.

{
l 1 ( Suppose the lit-1e  cowslip Should hang its golden cup. V( How many s weary traveler Wonld
' ‘\ And say ‘' I'msucha tﬂﬂowen I'abet - - - - - - -/ ternot grow up !” \How 10any alittle child would grieve To

A
ils fragrant smell
it from the dell.

' ) How manya little child woald grieve To lose it, To lose it, To losa it fromthe dell.

ry

T—t j"
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2 Suppose the glistening dew drop [ 3 Suppose the little breeses, 4 How many deeds of kindness
pon the grass, should sa; pon a summer’s day, A little child may do,
“What can & little dew drop do? Should think themselves too small to cool | Although it has so little strength,
1’d better yoll away ' The traveler on his way ; And little wisdom toe,
The blade on whick it rested, Who would not miss the smallest It wants a loving spirit
Before the day was done, And softest ones that blow, Much more than strength, to prove
‘Witheut « drop to moisten it, And think they made 8 great mistake How many things a child may do,
{:'Would wither:|j in the sun, 4i:In talking:|| ever so. |l: For others, :|| by his love.
MISSIONARY HYMN. 7s&6s L. MASON.
$ ] 1 - ]
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From many an ancient riv - er. From many a palmy plaio
In vain with lavish kindness The g 'fts of God are strown ; The heathen, ia his blindnees, Bows down to wood and stone !

]
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They callus to de - liv-er Their land from error’s chain.

3 8hall we, whose souls are lighted
With wisdom from on high,
8hall we to men benighted
The Jamp of life deny ?
Salvatjon, O salvation!
The joyful sound proclaim,
Till each remotest nation
Has learned Messiah's name.
4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story,
And you, ye waters roll,
Till, like a sea of glory,
It spreads from pole to pole

Till o'er our ransomed nature
The Lamb for sinners slain,
Bedeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.

THE GOSPEL BANNER.
1 Now be the gospel banner

In every land uafurl'd ;
And be the shout, hosanns,

Re-echoed through the world :

OLD HUNDRED. L. M.

Till ov'ry isie and nation,
Tiil every tribe and tongue
Receive the great salvation,
And join the happy throng
2 Yes, Thou shalt reign for ever,
0 Jesus, King of kings!
'l'hi':lgln, Thy love, Thy favor,
h ransomed captive sings ;
The isles for Thee are waiting,
Tho deserts learn Thy praise,
The hills and valleys greeting,
The song responsive raise.

'

oboyed.
N

Doxorody No, 8

Doxoroar No. 2.
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow
Praise him, all ereatures here below ;
Praise him above, ye heavenly host,
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

To God the Father, God the Lun.

And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be honor, praise, and glory given,
By all on earth, and all in heayen.



102 HYMNS OF GRATEFUL LOVE. 6s.
WX, B. BRADBURY.

TRI1O or SEMI-CHORUS.
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send the ech-0, send the ech-o,

——

| =
o =

ama
H

@ o

2 Shall every ransomed tribe l And sll the love record,

Of Adam's scattered race, That led them home to God. Cheo.

To Christ all powers ascribe,
Who saved them by his gl'-aoe Cho I 4 Tb.;g : re':(::‘l.x: v:":ﬁ:::ﬂ‘:;'

8 Shall they adore the Lord, And ublish all around,
Who bought them with his blood, vatiou through his pume. Che.



SUBMISSION. 78 & 58, .. WIITNEY, by permintn. 103

Ao loa I

1 Come to Jesus, erring one; Ouno to Jesus now; Humbly at Hie gracious throme, In submmwn bow.
~

- A

’e

T L | >t »
2 At His feet confess your sin; 8 Seek His face without delay;
Seek forgiveness there; Give Him now your heart;
For His blood can make you clean,— Tany not, bnt, 'Kﬂo you may,
He will hear your prayer. Choose the

Rev. 8. 7. 8MITH. AMEBICA. National Hymn. 6s & 4s. = carer.

1 ) I T I BN

ooki‘;oot 1and of lf-ber-ty, Of thee I sing; IAIId where my fath
d of the noble free, i‘hy name 1 love; I love thy rocks an

Let musio swell the breeze, Our father's Go& to thee,
And ring from all the trees Aauthor of liberty,
Bweet freedom’s song: To thee we sing:
Let mortal tongues awake, Long may our land be bright
Let all that breathe partake, With freedom's holy light 3
Let recks their silence brosk,  Protect us by thy might,
The sound prolong. Great God, our King.




104 WEBB. s & 6a o.J. WEBB,

1. The morning light is breaking,The darkness dis-ap -pears ;

'he sons of earth are waking To pen-1 - ten-tial tears:
e T e s o e §

Each breese that sweeps the ocean Briugs tidings from a -far

Of npations in commotion Prepared for Sion’s war.

1 T T
2 Rich dews of grace come o'er us, WHEN SHALL I JESUS, ;
In many a gentle shower, 1 O waex shall T see Jesus,
And brighter soenes before us And reign with him above 3
Are opening every hour : And from that flowing Mnh‘n,
Each cry to heaven going Drink everlasting love?
Abundant answer brings, ‘When ehall I be deltvered .
And heavenly gales are blowing From this vain world of sin,
With peace upon their wings. Au};lﬂwl:h = bhalud J“ﬂ '
3 See heathen nations bending uk endlees pleasures
Before the God of love, 3 B'i: m()}: Lama ”Mlg" .
And thousand hearts ascending He y Captain’s ‘o::d efore §
In gratitude sbove : °A‘ s‘;&r me my orders,
‘While sinners, now confessing, dnnl l:mh not giv:‘? fe.ll'
The gospel’s call obey, “‘A b ":" 6 has P"" h
And seek a Saviour’s blessing, And .ﬁ b‘f"“:lm‘“ 1 d‘ give,
A pation in a day. n s vallant soldiers
Kternal lifo shall bave.
4 Blest river of salvation, 8 Whene'er you meet with troubles
Pursue thy ooward way ; And trials on your way,
thou to every nation, 01 cast vour cae on J
Nor in thy richuess stay : And don't forget to pray.
ﬂ? net till all the lowly Gird vn the heavenly armor
riumphaot reach their home Of faith, and hope, and loves
Stay not till all tbe holy Then, when the ovinbat's ended,

the Lord is come. Ho'll carry you above.



Hymns

SABBATH MORNING HYMN,

3 Ta= rosy light is dawning

Upoun the mountain’s brow ;

It is the S8abbath morning,
Arise and pay thy vow.

JAR up thy voice to heaven
In sacred praise and prayer,

‘While unto thee is given
The light of life to share.

? nl; 1 e, 1;:1‘,’ hranded
ovening’s paler ruy,

Bml{ea beauteous and unclouded
Before the hour of day.

Bo let our souls, benighted
Too longlln folly's shade,

Lord, by smiles be lighted
To joys that never fade.

8 O see those waters streaming

In crystal purity,

‘While earth, with verdare teeming.
Gives rapture to the eye.

Let rivers of salvation
In larger currents flow,

boli] evez tribe and nation
Their healing virtues know.

EVENING HYMN.

1 Tae mellow eve is gliding
Serenaly down the west :
Bo every care subsidin,
My soul would sink to rest.
The woodland hum s ringing
The daylight's gentle close—
May angels, round me singing,
us hymn my last repose.
3 The evening star has llghtd
Her crystal lainp on high:
Soﬁ:;:en in desth benightel,
hope illume the sky.

—

a,

to the Tune ** Webb.” 106

In golden splendor duwning,
'he morrow's llgm sball H
O, on the Yast bright morning,
May I in glory wake,

STAND UP FOR JESUB,

1 81anD up!—stand up for Jesns}

Ye soldiers of the cross ;

Lift bigh bis royal banner,
It must not suffer loss :

From victory unto victory
His army sball be led,

Till every foo is vanquished
And Christ is Lord inde

$ 8tand up!—stand np for Jesus!
The truropet call obey ;
Forth to the mighty confliot
In this lis glorious day ;
“Ye are the men, now serve him,”
Against unnumbered foes ;
Your courage rise with danger,
And strength to strength opposa

8 Stand up !—stand up for Jesus!
Stand in his ltrenﬁth alone ;
The arm of flesh will fail you—
Ye dare not trust your own}
Pat on the Gospel armor,
And watching unto prayer,
‘Where duty calls or danger
Be never wanting there.

4 Btand up 1—stand up for Jesus!
The strife will not be long;
This day the noise of battle,
The next the victor’s song:
‘To him that overcometh,
BA c{ot:";u orxl:fe l‘l)l‘llél bo:
e with the King
Shall reign ctomllv.u‘y



Qued, ** 343 Kor, Yor I Ax wiTK rzs.”

106 A FRIEND THAT'S EVER NEAR. 8s & 7s.

Butsometimes the clouds appear. ) There’sa friend that's ever near, Neverfear, He is ev - er near,

When the shadow leaves the heart, On a blessed, tranquil shore;

And the steps of time beat lighter, Sighs will then give place to singing,
When the gloomy clouds depsrt, ‘ears to bliss, for ever-more,

Many days have dawned lerenelry. Thou shalt see a world of glory,
While the birds eang with delight, And eternal joy and bliss;

But the skies were dark and gloom Let not then thy soul be moaning
Ere the sun had reach’d its hei O’er the wees and cares of this.

2 All thy prospects will seem brighter ’ 8 Soon will dawn a brighter morning
|
There's a friend. &o. l Thero's o friend, &c.



LUELLA. 6s & 5s. 107

=
1. Je - sus, ten- der Sav - jour, Hast thou dled for me?
% Now I know thou lov - est, And dost plead for me;

. —— BTV~ o f—
3t |
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Make ire ve- ry tsnk -fol In my bheart to thee.
Make me ve- ry thank-ful In my pray'rsto thee.
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When lthe sad, sad sto - ry Of thygriefI read, Makeme ve- ry sor - ry  For my sins, in-deed.
8 I hoj thy side to ota_n\d; Mskeme fit to meet thee In that hap- py land.

SECOND XYMN.

1 Gop of our salvation! 8 He that dwelleth near thee, 8 God of our salvation!
Unto thee we pray ; Bafely shall abide ; 8aviour, Prince of Peacot
Hear our supplication, Everlove and fear thee, dless thy passion,
Be our strength and stay. In thy strength confide. Infinite thfy grace.
Wretched and nnwonh,y. Sure is thy protection, ‘While with Tove unceasing,
Poor, and sick, and blind, Bafe is thy defen Humbly we adore:
Prostrate we adore th ‘While in deep afliction, Grant us thy rich bleesing,
Call thy grace to min ‘Woe, or pestilence, And we ask no more.
LOT’"IE'. S M. Coda for last stanss.
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ow gentle God’s commands! How kind his precepts are | Come, cast your burden on the Lord, And trust bis constant care.
is bounty will provide, His saints securely dwell ; That band which bears creation up,8hall guard his children well.  [And.
Why should this anxious load Press down your weary mind? O seek your huvonl{ ather's throne,And pesce and comfort
s goodness stands approved, Unchanged from day to dsy; I'll drop my burden at his feet,And bear a song away,And bear,&e.
. =) - - M = L2
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OH SAY,

THERE. C.P.M,

}
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WILL YOU BE
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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 deﬁleaJea.n enter in To mar ita beauty

r3 r] rl
T—

3—39—3 3 0K % 8 o o % % tu o]
t knows no change and no de - cay, No night, but one un - end - ing day. .
Up - on that bright, e - ter -nal shore, Earth’s. bitter curseis known no more.

m

8 No drooping form, no tearful eye,
No hoary head, no weary sigh,
No pain, no grief, no care;
But joys which mortals may not know,

Like a calm river, ever flow.

Oh eay, will you be there?

4 Our Saviour, once as 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!
Oh say, will you bo there?




OH SAY, WILL YOU

$ Who shall be there? The lowly here—
All those who serve the Lord in fear,
The world’s proud mockery dare ;
‘Who, by the Holy 8pirit led,
Rejoice the narrow path to tread :—
Oh, they shall all be there!
6 Thoee who have lcarnt at Jesue’ eross
All earthly gain to count but loss,
80 that his love they share;

SEMA, L. M.

BE THERE. Concluded. 109
]

Who, gasing on the Crucified,
By faith can say, ** For me he died ;”

Oh, they shall all be there!

7 Will you be there? You shall, you must,
If, hating ein, Io Christ you trust,

Who did that place prepare, :
8till doth his voice sound sweetly, * Come !
1am the way—I’ll lead you home—

With me, you shall be there !

WM. B. BRADBURY.'“

wl |
2 1 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 thou dost all my anguish see ;
O God, be merciful to-me!

4 Nor alms, nor deeds that I have do;e,
Can for a single sin atone ;
To Calvary alone I flee :
O God. be merciful to me!
b6 And when redeemed from sin and hell,
With all the ransomed throng I dwell,
My raptured song shall ever be,
God has been mercifal to me!

DESIGN OF PRAYER. L. M.

1 Prayer is appointed to convey
he blessings God designs to give:
Long as they live should Christians pray;
They learn to pray when first they live.
2 If pain afilict, or wrongs oppress ;
f cares distract, or fears dismay;
If guilt deject, if sin distress;
In every case, still watch and pray-

8 'Tis prayer supports the soul that’s weak :
Though thought be broken, language lame,
Pray, if thou canst ar canst not upe:ﬁ
But J)ray with faith in Jesus’ nama.
4 Depend on him; thou canst not fail;
Make all thy wants and wishes known ;
Fear not ; his merits must prevail :
Ask but in faith, it shall be done

i



110 0, WHO’S LIKE JESUS. L. M.

MAY 33 sUNG AS Soro, QuarrETYR,
o Sami1-Cuorus.® cHIOBU&t
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1 !
.Who came from heaven to ransom me? Jesus,who died upon the &ee.ﬁWhy did he come from heaven above!
s - 4 -

died for me, He died to set poor sinners free, O, wo‘s ike Jesus, who died t‘z‘pon the tree®
. o o p o - > _a .
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2 And did he die— tire Son of God? 4 Where is he now? Is e atill there?

Yes, on the cross he shed his blood. Yes, and he pleads witt God in prayer.

Why did my Lord and Saviour bleed ? What does he pray fo1, and for whom ?

That we from evil might be freed.—Cho. He prays that we to bim might come.—Che.
8 When he had died, what happened then? 6 Should we not come? Should we not come?

On the third day be rose again. Oh! yes, Christ is the sinnce'a home?

‘Where did be go when he had risen? Christ is the weary sinner's hume—

He went to God’s right hand in heaven. —Cho. Oh, let us come! oh, iet us come !— Cho
¢ For Chotr or School. + For Chtidren.
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HUBERT P. MAIN.

% T T - —
1. Come, come to Je - sus! He waits to welcome thee; O wand'rer eagerly ; Come,come to Jesus !
2. Come, come to Je - sus ! He waits to ransom thee, O slave e- ternally ; Come,come to Jesus!
3. Come, come to Je - sus! He waits to lighten thee, O burden’d, trustingly ; Come,come to Jesus !
4, Come, come to Je - sus | He waits to give to thee, O blind, a vision free; Come,come to Jesus!
6. Come, come to Je - sus | He waits to shelter thee, O weary, blessedly ; Come,come to Jesus !
6. Come, come to Jo - sus ! He waits to car - ry thee, O lamb, 8o lovingly; Come,cometo Jesus !
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' ‘Wo meet to read,and sing,and pray;
. Asscmbled in ourschool once more,0 Lord,thy blessings we implore; Be with us,then,thro’ this thy day.
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2 Our fervent prayer to thee ascends 3 When we on earth shall meet no more,

For parents, teachers, foes, and friends; May we above to glory soar,
And when we {n thy house appear, And praise thee in more lofty strains
Help us to worship in thy fear. Where one eternal Sabbath reigns.
SEOOND HYMN.
1 How vain is all beneath the skies! 3 But though earth’s falrest blossoms die,
How transient every earthly bliss! And all beneath the skies 18 vain,
How slender all the fondest ties There is a brighter world on high,
That bind us to a world like this! Beyond the reach of care aud pain.
3 The evening cloud, the morning dew, 4 Then let the hope of joys to come '
The with’ring grass, the fading flower, Dispel our cares. and chase our fears
Of earthly hopes are emblems truo— It be ours, we're trav’ling home,
The glory of a passing bhour, Though passing through a vale »f tears.
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MARCHING ALONG. WA. B. BRADBURY.

Words by R P. CLARK.

Marching along,

we are marching along, Gird on the armor and be marching along, The




MARCHING ALORG. Concluded. 113

] !lo foe is beforo us in battle array, The *‘ sworv! of tbe 'ylr‘t." both m"tilnd strong
But let us 20t waver nor turn from the way, ‘We'll 30l in our hands as we’ra ng alocg.
The Lord is our m&h, be this en:, our‘lm(. Cho.—Marching along, &c.
With courage an we are marching along. 4 Through conflicts and trials our crowns we must
Cho.—Marching along, &c. For he‘u we contend 'gainst temp aund sin; vin
8 We've listed for life, and will camp on the field, But one thing assures us, we can not go wrong,
With Chriat as our Captain we never will yield ; It trusting our Saviour, while marching along. Cbo.

I'M A PILGRIM GOING HOME 8s & Ts.

From ‘* Praises of Jesus.” by pormission.
CHORUS. hod

am on my jonrneyl Ere I reach the narrow
the wondrous sto-ry, What the Lord has done for me. ) Glory,

lu-jah, Tho'astnngerhml roam, I am on my way to Zl on.Ims pilgrim going home.
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2 I was lost, but Jesus found mo, Looks beyond a world of sorrow,
Taught my heart to seek his face ; To the pilgrims home above.
!‘l;m H :lld m‘: g)‘ne;y’ ;Iu‘ert. Cho.—Glory, glory, hallclujah, be.

rought me to His fold of grace. hall yet behold my Savioar,
Cho.—Glory, glory, ballelujah, &o. €T hen the duy of nfe 1s G

8 Now wy soul with raptare glowing, I shall cast my crown before ﬂln,

aloud His pard’ning love ; 1 shall praiso [im evermare. e



114 THE ANGEL'S SONG.

8515, Taro, oz Szm-Cmorus.

1. There’sa song the angels sing, And itsnotes with rapture riag.Round the throne whose radiance fills the heav’ns above.
2. 'Tis  asong for children too; To the Saviour 'tis their due ; Let its grateful notes as - cend to him uaal‘u;

Shepherds heard the distant strain, Watching on Ju - de- a’s plain, “Glo-ry be to God. Glo-ry
Join with an- gels in their song, And the beavenly strain prolong, ‘‘Glo-ry be to God, Glo-ry

T A e S | —
- o o i oy |
— . — - t
'

L £ 4
g8
£f

»
Glo-ry z to God, to men be peace and love.” Thro’ the earth and thro’ the sky, Let the anthem ev or fly,
to

God, good will and peace to men,” Thro' the earth, ac.

3 Soon aroand that threne may we
With these bappy angels be,
Striking harps to strains that nevermore shall

cease :
Mingling love with loftiest pralse,
“l s;;lel !heo ::oma there we'll 'I"IIIC.
ory be to + to men good will and peaces
CMhorus.—Through the earth, ac.

¢ For a Conecrt, a good effect will be produced by having a choir, out of sight, sing the repstition as a responss




LOVE AT HOME. 7s & 5s. 115

Words and Masic by J. H. McNAUGHTON, by permission.
] ] 1 .

2.
Io the cottage there is joy,
‘When there’s love at home;
Hate and envy ne'er annoy,
When there's love at home.
Roses blossom 'neath our feet,
All the earth's a garden sweet,
WMaking life a bliss complete,
When there’s love at home.

8. .
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 azure lk{;
Oh, there's One who emiles on high
When there’s love at home.

4.
Jesus make me wholly Thine,
Then there’s love at home;

May Thy sacrifice be mine,

n there's Jova at home.
Safely from all harm I'll reet,
With no sinful care distressed,
Thro’ Thy tender wercy blessed,

With Thy love at home.



116 DILGRIM BAND. SR

Cormue, little soldiers, join in onr band. March for the klngdom, our promloed land
1 ( lem of danger, onward weroam, [OMIT......ceveeearcrennrcansncses ") Jesus our leader is, soon we’ll be home,
F o _ - - |
3 —
= i 1}.—" 4
CHORUS by smaller Scholars, , N_Repea: pp
We're & lit- tie pilgrim band,Guided Ey & Saviour’s hand, Soon we'll reach our fatheriand, No more to roam.
~ -
2 Hark to the voloes, bidding us come! 8 Soon we shall never know sorrow more,
Angels, rejoicing, welcome us home ; But, blest for ever, God's love shall lhlu s
No more shall sad or sorrow Soon we shall see him in his blest home,
Come, little pilgrim band, there we shall rest. Ever still praising him. ages to come,
CHorus.—We're a little piiyrim, &o. Caorus.—We're a little pilgrim, &e.
HEAVENLY BREEZES. WM. B. BRADBURY,

SRS ZEIEET

L &3
1 (Sp: e;d, my soul, thy golden pinions,—RBask in heaven's celestial ray—
for - taste of the glories, 8aVed forthat...............0ue e - ter-nal day ! When thy pil - grimage is
A A & r 3 . ;- NN . -

D. 0. FULL CHORUS.
As the tide is flowing, flowing, Onward to return no more—'
30 may beavenly breeses blowing, Waft my soul......... cessesees] t0Canaan’sshore!



HEAVENLY BREEZES. Uoneluded. 117
S N

9. 0. IN FULL CHORUS,

4 Though the path be long and dreary 3 Come then, all who seek God’s favor—.

And my way by thorns beset ; See the open gospel door,

1 will bravely onward journey, From the highways and the hedges
Hopeful of thp blessing yet! Gather ia, ye needy poor!

Trusting o & Joving Father; . Gather in, and taste the banquet,
One whose mighty arm is strong ; . Spread by wondrous love divine ;

1 will brave life’s surging billows, Then shall all things past and present.
*Till I see the shining throng !—Cho. All in earth and heaven be thine !—Cho.

LONG-LOVED ZION. %

Words by Rev. WM. HUNTER, D. D
, ¢ N A CHORUS to each Stanza. ' D. ¢
T el—e—Sfe———1—8——F— 1T "_'=-===.-=-=_'
4ot o9 fo 3|8 a1+ eS| =—E. -]
il here Babel’s drooping willow stood, Far from long-loved Zion,\We're thronging home, Home tolong-loved Zion,
: (' We hung our harps, in silent mood, Far from Jong-loved Zion, We're thronging home,

|t.c. We're thronging home, we're thronging home, Home to long-loved Zion.

‘. o

L}
: |
2 Great things the Lord has done for us Our harps and hearts with raptaro thrill,
Far :{’? lon(-k;nd lecm. Home to long-loved Zion.—Che.
Qur toilsome race is nearly run, .
Far from long-loved Zion.—Cho. s Wﬁm: i::hﬁ:::l?vu“zrl;.fhﬂ s land,
3 As streams their mighty torrents pour, Our feet within thy gates shall stand,
80'" from 1:03'10";4"?0“ 3 Home in long-loved Zion.—Cho.
turn cur hearts 00 OnCe more, grateful
Home to long-loved Zion.—Cho. ' o O‘Km in 11,:,:?::::.“2::: :kl‘,
4 With faces turned for Zion’s hill, Mingled with holy songs shall rigy
Home to long-loved Zion ; Home in long-loved gou.



118 CHILDREN IN HEAVEN. W. B, BRADNUET.

CHORUS. |,

beaven Ten thousand children stand:

)Blnsins -ry, glo-ry, Glo-ry, hal-h-

"} I g% R
2 What brought them to that world abovs,
f w'glmt llltn.uczaven 80 briggt and ﬁi;,l '
ere all is peace, and joy, and love
Ilow came those’child.r’en there 1—Cs
8 Because the Savionr shed his blood,
To wash away our sin ; ‘
Bathed in that pure and _precious flood, -
Behold them white and clean |— Cherst.

4 On earth they sought the Saviour's grace, & In flowing robes of spotless white,
On earth they loved his name ; See every one array’
And now they see his blessed faoe, Dwelling in everlasting light,
'And stand before the Lamb.—Chorus. And joys that never fade.—Chorus.
THE PENITENT.
1 Prostrate, dear Jesus ! at thy feet Tears should from both my wee eyes
A gnilh’ty rebel lies ; v In ceaseless torrents ﬂoz.—cfomrgl.
A'I‘,d upward to the mercy-seet 8 But no such sacrifice I plead ‘
resumes to lift his eyes. To expiate my guilt ; i
—sC:ymg '?';l mﬁd“s?ﬁ'm' No tears—but those which thou hast shed—
Cr;gn';:m ;: Save l::; No blood, but thou hast spilt.—Chorus.
O thoa Lamb of God. 4 Think of thy sorrows, dearest Lord !
X And all my sins forgive !
$ If tears of sorrow would suffice Justice will well aporove the word

To pay the debt I owe, That bids the sinner live.—Chorws.



Rymns to the Tune '‘Children in Heaven.” 119

PRAISE OF CHILDREN ACCEPTABLE.

1 Canorex of old hosannas sung
wTo praise :ﬁ«ei Saiv;our's name;
e, $00, WO oin our infant 80
To celebrate h!s "6
Singing glory, glory, glory, hallelujah!

3 Chief priests and scribes were sore displeased
That children thus should sing ;
But Jesns owned their early praise,
we our praises b

Binging glory, &e.

3 Wo bless the Lord for all his gifts,
For life, and food, and friends ;
We bless him for the Word of h!b,
The cholcest gift he sends.

Singing glory, &ec.

HEAVENLY BLISS.
1 Texze is a glorious world of light
Above the starry sk
Where saints de ed, clothed in white,
Adore the Lord most h
Singing glory, slory, glory, ballelujah !

9 And hark ! amid the sacred songs
heavenly voices raise,
Ten thousand thousand infant tongues
Unite, and perfect praise.
glory, &e.
8 Those are the nymns that we shall know,
If Jesus we o{[: !
That is the place whero we shall go,
If found in wisdom’s ways,
Binging glory, do.

4 This is the joy we onght to seek,
And make our chief concern ;
For this we come, from week to week,
To read, and hear, and learn.
Singing glory, &c.

8 Great God ! impress the serious thonght
This day on every breast :
That both the teachers and the taught
May enter into rest.
8Singing glory, &e.

HOSANNAS IN THE TEMPLE.

1 Wazx Jesus to the temple came,
The voice of praise was heard,
The little children owned his claim,
And in his train appear

peared.
inging glory, glory, glory, hallelujah®

2 Hosannas made the temple ring,
For many tongues nﬁrood
Hosanna to the heavenly King,
To David’s promised seed.

Binging glory, &e.

8 O Jet those scenes be now renewed,
Whers children lisp thy praise |
Thou art as ious md as good
As in the former da

Singing glory,

4 Dwell 13 thy 8 lric iu our hearts,
is wnl loose our {ongues ;
Tho love that heavenly truth impaﬂs
Will s our songs,
glory, azo



TENOR SING WITH THR TREBLE.

120 MEET ME IN HEAVEN. C. M. Double. wx. ». BraDBORTY.

» [ 4 L Ll L
5t Semi-Cho. How bright the day, the joyfal day, When all the good shall come, And clothed in robes of white ar - ray, Neet
|2d Semi-Cho. The Saviour’s hand shall wipe their tears, And folded to his breast, His lambs shall feel no earthly fear, Bat

fn their bappy home!
find o -ter-mnal [Ouir.}/rest. Oh!meet me in heaven,meet me in heaven, Meet me in heaven, where wehl

nev-er part a-gain; Meet me fn heaven, meet me in heaven, Meet mein hel“(en’ ‘Where we'll never part agaia.
=, - ..

’_"-_:’
1 t
2 Ah! would you be among the blest, 3 Your teachers can not bear to think

Who walk the golden streets, ‘Those little feet shall slide

Or lean upon the Saviour’s breast, Upon the dark and dreadful brink
Or worship at his feet | Of ruin’s sweeping tide.

Then wander not from Jesus Christ, Come to the Saviour, little ones,
Nor go the path of sin, And with his own dear flock,

Until you find the gates of woe, He'll hide you when temptation comes,

And there must enter in. Safe in tho clefted rook.
Oh! meet me in heaven, &e. Oh! meet me in heaven. &o.




1 OUGHT

TO LOVE MY MOTHER. 7s&6s.

——

1. Iought to love my mother, Sheloved

v

e mmn ——
- N

1= =
—— - O S % O S E— O S
. v

L4
melong & - go. Thereis onearthnooth-er Thatev - ¢rloved meso, Whea

14

& weak babe much trial I caused her, and much caro ; Forme no self- de - nf -al

e

L

2 When in my cradle lying,
Or on her loving breast,
8he gently hush'd my orying,
And rock’d her babe to rest,
When any thing has ailed me,
To her I told my grief—
Her fond love never fail'd me,
1n finding some relief.

! |

8 What sight is that whieh, near me,

Makes home a happy place,

And has such power to cheer me ?
It is my mother's face.

‘What sound is that which ever
Makes my young heart rejofce

With tones that tire me never?
It is my mother's voice.

TO THEE, MY GOD. 7s k 6s.

1 To thee, my God and Saviour,
My heart, exulting sings.
Rejoicing io thy favor,
Almighty Kiog of kings;
1) celebrate thy glory,
With all thy saiats above,
And tell the joyful story .
Of thy redeeming love,

3 Soon as the morn with roses

Bedecks the dewy east,
And when the sun reposes
Upon the ocean’s breast,
l{[voloe in supplioation,
'y 8aviour, thou shalt hear;
0, grant me thy salvation,
And to my soul draw near.

4 When she {s {11, to tend her

My dally care shall be ;

8uch hope as I can render
‘Will all be joy to me.

Though I can ne’er repay her
For all her tender care,

I will honor and obey her,
‘While God our lives shall spare,

3 By thee through 1ife supported,
1 gm the dangerous road,
‘With heavenly hosts escorted,

Up to thy bright abode ;
Then cast my crown before ihee,
Aod all my conflicts o'er,
Unceasingly adore thee ;
What could an angel more ?



lit-tle ship way on thesea, It was a pretty sight, )
It salled a-long so pleasantly Aud all was calm and bright:

lew the waves slo 3 Itblow theclouds across the -kfl\u. Itblew the waves :-I

et

And all but One were sore afraid 8 A noble ship, our country dear, 4 O, Jesus! Master! hear, we oray,
Of sinking in the deep, Has weathered many a gale— Remove the chastening rod ;

His head was on a pillow laid, Yet now a storus beats so severe Let not our foes exnluna(:},
And he was fast asleep ; That many stout hearts quail 3 “There is no help in *

“ Master, wo perish | Master, save " Bat One who rides above the storm From threat'niog storms preserve our

They cried : their Master heard ; Can save us from all i1l ; Rebuke the winds and waves ;

He rose, rebuked the wind and wave, | We only wait to hear his voloce And let us, one united band,
And stilled them with a word, Commandiag “ Peace, be still I" Refoice in God. who saves.

LATTER DAY. 3s&7s

We are living, we aredwelling, In &grandand n‘w- ful time, In an age on &- ges telling,
Will ye play, then, will ye dally, With your music and your wine? Up! it is Je - hovah'a ral-ly!
- - y

£ £ ==




iv-ing is sublime. Hark!thewakingup of pations, Gog and Magog to the m
God'sown arm hath need of thine. Hark! the onset! will ye fold your Faith-clad arms in la- ?
-

zy
a - Pl i I =
p_s—r—r—tH =
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88 & 7s.

3 Worldsare charging—heaven beholding §
RS . . Thou hast but an hour to Bght ;
gcr%! what sou;deth ? isere-a- ‘t‘}on Groaning for its latter day. Now the blmnodmuo::‘;n!olglng.
th 8 Idier: 1 ing to the shock. On—right onward, for the right.
p»Oup, ~(m rowsy so erﬁ orldsare charging eshoc Onr Iot e ”ul
. ) For the truth's sake go abroad !

7 = — _‘:E —2— Strike! let every nerve and sinew
O w— iz—t.-iz“_ Tell on ages—tell for God !

T
8 Por sho hath troasures greater far, 8 Bhe guides the young with innocende
Thsn cast and west unfold, In plessure’s paths to tread
And her rewards more precious are A crown of glory she bestows

Than all their stores of gold. Uvon tho hoary head.



THE BLEEDING LAMB,

CHORUS.

Je-sus Christ has bled and died,Glory to the bleeding Lamb!
He for our sins was cru- ci - fled, H

al-le - lu - jah to the Lamb!

Hi
; The Lamb,the Lamb,the bleeding IL.m'l.:t
-

A{nnnlbyﬂ.r. MAIN.

»
finished work I'll ev-er sing, And to it

=== S=s
EE S = =

I will always cling, Hal-le. la - jah to the Lamb.

==1

oot o -
B e e e e B e

2 Once He dwelt in heaven above,
Glory to the bleeding Lamb!
And to this earth He came with love
Hallelujah to the Lamb! Cho.
3 And when on us the burden laid,
Glory to the bleeding Lamb !
He then the ransom freely paid.
Hallelujah to the Lamb]™ Cho.
4 And now from sin we may be free,
Glory to the bleeding Lamb
He offers peace to you and me,
Hallelyjah to the Lamb! Cho.

1 Ilove to steal a while away
From every cumbering care,
And spend the Lours of setting day
In huwble, grateful prayer.

5 He knows that we are justified,
@lory to the bleeding Lamb!
If we will trust in Him who died,
Hallelyjah to the Lamb!

\6 His blood for us was freely l%ilt,
Glory to the bleeding Lamb !

And it will cleanse away our guilt,

Hallelujah to the Lamb |

7 Let fmtloo from Mount Sinai flame,
Glory to the bleeding Lamb !

Tune.—LA MIRA. Page 338.

2 1 love in solitude, to shed
The penitential tear;
And all his promises to plead,
When noue but God s near.

3

Jesus has cancelled all its claim,
Hallelujah to the Lamb! Cho.

Cho. |8 We boldly to the throne of grace,

Glory to the bleeding Lamb!
May «i:me and claim tie children's
© _place,

Hallelyjah to the Lamb! Cha.
9 Wenow will sinithe Saviour's praise,
Glory to the bleeding Lamb {
Him will we serve thro'out our days.

Hallelujah to the Lamb ! Cho

3 Ilove to think on mercies past,
Aud futare good implore :

My cares and sorrows all to cast
On him whom I adore.




THE FLAG OF OUR UNION. National Song. 125

o s SOLO—YENOR oR soPRANO. Maxsroso. Words by GEO. P. MORRIS, Esq. Music by WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. A song for our ban-ner! the watchword recall Which gave the Re-pub - lic her sta - tion:
2, What God in his in - fi - nite wisdom deoignod,,énd armed with his weapon of thun - der,

o .“—l-__
U-ni-ted we stl'.and, di-vi-ded we falll It.. made and preserves us a na - tion!
Not all the earth’s despots and factions combined, Have the power to conquer or sun -der!
Sru. _— FoR EAOH vRass.

% CHORUS.——— N £l !
% ﬁ‘:‘ - A=t i

L4 ) I v w 1
flag of our Un-ionfor ev-er. mFor ev-er, for ev-er, for ev-er!l The
- A -
L) m
g —r .
E
i H——t— 3

O

ﬂigof our Un - ion for ev - er.
a2 - 2

un - ion of hearts— the un - ion of hands, And the

3




126 HOSANNAH. (ANTHEM.)
Two Divisions of the S8chool may sing slternately. WM. B. BRADBURY,

S GAErE Sy G . W . W . S, S Sa—
T m— ] ——

And when he was come unto .
Jerusalem, all the........ [ city was moved, saying, “ Who is this?” And the mrititude said,
=

. .
1
I




. COME YE BLESSED. Antkem, 127

MATY. 2578 CHAP. 34TH 70 40TH VERSRS. ’ WM. B. BRADBURY.

in
say unto them onhﬂ) ’_&ht lmnd Come, yo blessed of my Fa-ther, in- her it, the kingdom pre -

- A o o

S A A .

Then shall the K

.

;. m

wassick,and ye vis-it -ed me; I was in pnson,and ye came lmto me; “ﬁ umnch as ye have done it unto
r
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128 ~ COME YE BLESSED. Concluded.

|  one of the least of these my brethren, ye havedone it un-to me, ye havedone it un-to
! o A ! E =

THERE'S NOT A TINT. C. M.

WM. B. BRADBURY.
~

2 There's not of grass a single blade,
Or leaf of loveliest green
‘Where heavenly skill is not displayed,

And heavenly wisdom seen.
3 There's not a star whose twinkling light
s, L,
nd cheers the silent gloom
But heaven gave it gw:.
4. ..
There’s not a piace on earth’s vast round, Aroand, beneath, below, above,
In ocean’s deep, or Wherever sp ace extends,
Where skill and wisdom nre not found, There God displays his bonndle- love,
For (od is every where. And power wu;



129

NEW GOLDEN SHOWER.

LO! THE FIELDS ARE WHITE TO HARVEST.

BRADBURY.

| WM.

MISSIONARY.

Words by JOSEPHINE POLLARD.

- er strives to win!

tan ev

8a

)

esecscccccsctcccncccs“ensen

€n glo - [Omit.

Lo! the flelds are white {0 har- vest; Who will thrust the sickle in?
Ty,

1€

Whowillr'eapthegold

Prone to evil men will follow Puhgth.lr father’s long have known ; Ia thelir blindness, still they worship Godsof iron, weod, .

stone.
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2 There are many, many children,



130

Words by KATE CAMERON.

.(0 what besuties adorn the bright S8abbath morn, The best day of all the
\4And how gladly we start with a light happy heart,Asthe

THE BEST DAY OF ALL THE WEEK.

This bo-ly Sabbath day, Let

us keep, well keep this
)

S e S S —

—— S ——

e
S —-——

k. umbly let us enter b'dn.)

bouseof the Lerd we seek. A Praying to be free from

boly Sabbath day, Tis the best day of all the weok \
B

Throws open its friendly door;
For we're sure there to find
Our teachers so kind

‘With riches of sacred lore.
As our voices all we raise
In sweet songs of love and praise
thnwe in wisdom's ways,

this Sebbath day. Cho.

W And when we go back

To Jnrlweek-d:zd track and
ur lessons, and work, {
Let us hold ever dear By




GOD IS LOVE. W, B. BRADBURY. 131

1 bat sound is this? a song thro’ heav’n resounding,God is love!
l And pow from earth I hear the song rebound-ing, God is love! )Yu, whilea - dor - Ing hosts proclaim Love

2 This mgGodwpen reput. ye saints in glory,” 4 This hmy love all round is lweotly flowing,
love! love!
Andu&t;g.nlwtblhwtbuktheyhmm, Andin&:{lhmm-mdﬂuhglawing,
ove!
Tn this let heaven and earth y That God is love I know full well ;
To sound his love both full and free, And had I power his love to tell,
And let the theme forever be, ‘With loudest notes my song should swell,
God is love! God is love!
3Cmﬁo&13enhwiththounndwnguumddmh¢ 5TheloveolGodisnovn\prplunn.
is love! God is lo
Andma;ﬁlmeennlhlhuvolee, exclaiming, Andwail&l“li've I'ﬂnkbmm
Butldthcburden'dainne:hur This theme song below ;
The Gospel loundmg'lond and clen. And when tn l!xnll
To ev “ oth strain e z'



st

Teachers.Children, can you truly tell, Do you know the story well, Every girl and every boy, Why the angsls sing for joy.
Scholars.Yes, we know the story vell.'len now, and hearus uu,' Every gicland eve:y’ boy,' Whyy the l.n:elt sh: for i:;-
- A 8 A

holars.

3 Angels rolled the rock away,
Death gave up his mighty prey,
Jesus triumphed o’er the tomb,
Rising with immortal bloom,

& Sunday morning.

u
4 Lift ye aaints, lift up your eyes,
Now’t:; ory see him rise;
Hoets of angels on the road
Hail and sing th’incarnate

On a Sunday morning,

5 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal,
Jesus burst the gates of hell ;
Death in vain forbids his ries,
Jesus opened Paradise

On a Sanday morning.

‘‘Peace on earth, to men good will ;"
We will join the angel's song,
And the pleasant notes prolong

On a Sunday morning.

On a Ohristmas morning. 2d Ayma.

1 Children can you truly tell
Do you know the story well,

Every 'fl.l‘l and every
e an, for
e e
2 Yes, we know the story well,
Listen, now, and llﬂ.l‘r,l!l tell

Every girl and every boy,
Whyo'fi;.:g:.mqu



ON A SUNDAY MORNING. Concluded. 133

Y e o e Earkl the sl sing st
g it

m&mﬁﬁumm?:knyd,' Ontheéﬂ;-tmnmrhn&

And a song was heard on y $ “ Peace” our e heart shall fill,

OnthoChrlmmmp ;grec:::i:‘eaurs. q:n';g:‘odwm,"

‘ “ llld P“O‘” the Illg!l’l 3 ‘nge] 'y

Fl:{ho pleasant ech:e- nng..n‘ A"dg'..‘ &mgm.

THE SCHOOL GATHERING. WM. B, BRADBURY. _
h n

1 We come! we come! with loud acclaim To sing the praise of Jesus’ name; And make the vaulted temples ringWith

And lowly bend, to offer there, From youthful lips our humble prayer—To him who slept on Mary's knee, A
)

'

2 We come! we come! the song to swell, Yet youthful bands are gutheri;

Of him who loved the woﬂd‘no well; Oh.ytl::s may we,lnhe:g:vlen al?gv:,ﬁ“.
'l‘hnuocpinifgmhhl‘uher'nhm Ulnite in praises and in love;

He died to claim us as his own. And still the angcls fill their home

‘With joy we haste the aisles to fil, With joyful ary, “ They came | they coma 1"



ere is & land of pleasure, Where streams of joy forev - er roll, )
*\ 'Tis there I huve my treasure, And[Omi¢......................] there I hope {0 landmy soul. / Long
2(I'm on my way to Canaan, Still guided by my Saviour'shand,
Oh, come & - long, poor sinner, And [Omif.......cccccceueeeo...] see Immanuel's happy land!/ To
-~ =

But since my Saviour foundme A
! Butcome, dear friends, go withme, And

light hisshone a -longmy way, But since my Saviour found , A light hasshone a - long my
with the ransomed ev - er dwell, But come, dear friends,go withme, And with theransomed ev -

|
3 Death’s waves shall not alfright me, 4 Soon, soom th’srchangel’s trumpet

Although they're deeper than the grave, 8hall shake the globe from pole to pole,
If Jesus will staud by me, And all the whesls of natare
I"ll calmly ride on Jordan's wave. 8hall in & moment cease to roll:
His word hath calmed the ocean, Then shall I see my Saviour,
His lamp hath cheered the gloomy vale ; With shining ranks of angels come,
Oh, may this friend be with me, To execute his vengeance
*hnthn'thomxuolmlﬂ! And take his ransomed peopie Bome.



GO BEAR THE JOYFUL TIDINGS. . 135

Words by [V.) MIssIONADY, T. F. SEWARD,

1. Gobear the joyful tidings, The first on Judah’s plain, Awoke the wandering Shepherds, To]rniul{miah'u;me.
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2 Go Al:‘ym master’s vine-yard, 3 Go tell the broken t, 4 Haste on your work of mercy,
labor heart and hand, That vainly sighs for rest, The heavenly call obey,

The word of life Eternal There is a home in glory, Go in the strength of Jesus,
Proclaim to every hm{, A home forever blest, The true and living way,

The sweet and precious premise, Go bring the loet to Jesus, Go like the old dis:tiglu,
To all who believe, His tender love to share, And tread the path they trod,.

Free grace and full salvation, Go forth to every nation, Your daty lies beforo you,
For all who will receive. Immortal souls are there. Go--leave the rest to God

CB0.—Go sound the, &o. CHO.—Go sound the, &o. CR0.—Go sound the, &e:

1



136 THE MERCY-SEAT. L. M. with Cnorus.
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bmeath tLe Mercy-seat. The Mercy-mt, the Mercy-aw the ble-ed Mercy: -sevut

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

: invited.—Tune. OBERLIN.
The ol of laduess on our heads; The Wandarer in .0
A place than all beside more sweet, 1 Wanderer from God, return, retar,
It 18 the blood-bought Mercy seat. And seek an hdund Fat.her‘o
Cuo.—The Mercy-seat, Th&ee warm desu-u, that in thee um,
3 There is a scene where spirits blend, ‘ ere kindled yreclumnggrwo
Where friend holds fellowship with ﬂ'iend, Q Wanderer from God retarn
Tho’ sundered far, by faith they meet Thy Father hears that deep-telt d@n
Around one common Mercy-seat. He sees thy softened spirit mourn,
Ci10.—~The Mercy-seat, &o. And mercy s voice invites thee nigh.
¢ Exfi':.intl‘:? ;hm$m§W’ 3 Wnnderer from God, return, return;
AA:dd hleuven comen d down our souls to greet, ar ;:ngf & fe:;:m “J.yn gﬂl:::t lives;
glo crowus the M . \
Cuo.~ ry Mercy-seat, L,. How freely, fuily he forgives.



 Words by Mrs co.ximn THINK OF JESUS. & | r.r.sEwarp, 137

" - 13
— 1T . —

1 Doth sorrow’s shadow ho- ver o’er thee, Think, think of Je-sus,
‘\ Is toil, and care, and pain before thee, Think, think of Jo -sus, Think of him on earth descending

*Neath thy sins and sorrows bending, With thy griefs his bosom
_ . . X _

L) M D "
3 When stormy passions rise within thee,

T L | T T
2 If morning’s light to joy awaken, '
T Think, think of Jesus,

hink, think of Jesus,

Should evening find thee lone, forsaken, When earthly pleasare lures to win thee,
Think, think of Jesus, Thiok, tgink of Jesus,
8hould Time’s hands of friends bereave thee, Though the cup of anguish draining,
And thy brightest hopes deceive thee, Cease thy wearied soul’s complaining
Thiak of one who will not leave thee, See the Lamb in glory reigning,
Thiak, think of Jesus. Think, think of Jesus.
OBERLIN. L. M.

rh=

> -
i ) ol | g ;
1. 0 Jesus, full of truth gﬂd grace, 0 :ll--tonln\i Lun}_ot God! I walt to see thy glorfous face, I seek redemption in thy blood.

2 Thqu art the anchor of my hope ;
19#1 faithful promise 1 ncoin';

Surely thy deat: shall raise me up, 1 shall receive the gracious y ywer.
For thou hast divd thas I might live. And find the pearl of perfest love.

— ©

3 Satau, with all his arts, no more,
Me from the gospel hope caa move :



138 ' OUR OWN LOVED SABBATH SCHOOL. L

. The daysfor play are past, The Sabbath comeat We ve metslnppy bandin ourown loved Sabbuth school,
‘When thought recalls the past And sins are on us cast, We know they quickly feel what our aching hearts wounld say,

ul smiles we’re seen, To greet with joyful mien, Our uuren atour own dear Sabbath school. Teachers true and
hon(h we may not speak, We'll ever, ever seek, The guidance of such friends so true as they. (faithal

3 Teachers we call our own
May vanish one by oone,
The luved ones aud the dear ones, they soom
must pass away,
Baut if we Jesus love,
We'll meet them soon above,
Aad Join with them in songs of endless day,
Cho.—Teavtiors true. &o.

| SEA



WOODWORTH. LM 139

U
1 ing thought Should with our mournf ons blend, Nor should our bleeding hearts forget
Yet not one anxious murm'ring thoug! o roing passi N o et s,

. - o
o el S — 1o il —— -
[N —]

24 Hymn—Just as thow art, 3 Come hither, briag thy boding fears,
3 Beneath a numerous traia of ills, 1 Just as thou art, without ope trace Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears;

Our feeble flesh and heart may fail 3" 4 love, ot joy, or loward "Tis merey’s voloe salutes thine ears,
Yet shall our hope lo thee, our God, | o oor o S Tor the beaven y place Then trembling sinner come, O come.

Q’er every gloomy fear prevail, O guilty sinner come, O come. 4 ¢ The spirit and the bride say, come,

4 Our Father God ! to thee we look, Come leave thy burdea at the cross, Rejoicing saints re-echo, come,
Our Rock,our Portion and our Friend;| Count all thy gains but empty dross, | Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may
And on thy covenant love and truth, | His grace repays all earthly loss, oome,
Our sinking souls shall still depend.’ Then needy sinner ! come, O come. Thy Saviour calls thee—Come, O come.

DEATH OF A CHILD. *®

’ = . = > =
,now re - ceive him To thy bosom mild; For withthee we leave him, Blessed, blessed child!
Oft our weary way, And hisclear laugh lightened Half our heart's dismay.

3 Now let thought behold him 4 Yield we, what was given, $ 8till, 'mid heavy mourning,
In his angel rest, At thy boly call: Look thee now to God!
‘Where those arms enfold him 'l‘hebeuﬁluit_ohenm. There, thy spirit tarning,
To a Saviour's breast. Thou who giveat all. Kneel {ﬂdg the sod.



140 . THE WINE CUP.

Words by Mrs FANNY CROSBY. Melody by 8. C. FOSTER, by permission of WM. A PUND & Co.

O{lbewmedof ur danger, nor e day
;’Tis the Sa- viou’:hatalhg?w,o &i'gh hia el
C. For the world and its pleasures are a8

grace, Tho wine cnp leads to cinmdwoe.i
brace, What joy his mer-cy can bestow

sdmm,O.‘\ come, and be for - ev - er blest

Shall your homes still be lonely, and 'pity strive in vain, Owr ones g v
To wake one feeling in your heart

win yon doom those who love you, to sorrow, grief and 0‘2,. how .:;? 'M:n:e nﬂnglemthkindnd spiritshers,

ain 7
Oh! come, and choose the better part. Cho. 'When by faith womnehlm md feel his presence near,
3 It lifta our longing souls above
Bmkﬁ.mehﬁnt.hatwolldbindyon,ﬂldlpukluhdo- Oho. w,mumﬂm,mdqnﬂm'

, there fo!
Bovn.rnedwhile Wedug{&w %ﬂm;'h".ﬂ’?&hmm
If the spirit now ol{myoulhonldm song,
mmollibm!mt"bm Oho. Onwr loved caes, loved cnes gane hefore.



OUR LOVED ONES GONE BEFORE. Concluded. 141

2 Hark! mnvomolmm,bomm.vdohnd Tho:g“ﬂn cross may bo heavy, the crown we soom

wear,

I‘I"n-onvhmjonetemd&w- Inhuveu,v;hmplwmumdlu. Cho.
ujwmy lhh’u »

SWM dn;mmd.:ﬁ;u ':h”.onghuiﬂ '.:;bar m'u;mmmmwm .:ﬂ:;:: o
6 are to Zion l'om e like a sun t
will p leulnp ! kcopthomnmednthyn'h "01». egl(m\'}'

)
THERE'S A CROWN FOR YOU AND ME.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

V
for you and me, When we meet beyond the rinr ) ore alas ! the parting word
and sorrow free, Weshall (Omit.....cco.eue n dvellhblbsfonv-et Thoummummv;r

i
H
B3

en ; ﬁvarypllgrlmot ndny &nn nonthonnhnrom
)hroko (lnq hour thas glides a a & i Wmhh‘unmer
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on a troubled tide,
2 There's & harp for yon .nthe rlv“, %‘m the kly' riso, In that sunn !eg'hm bright,

‘When we meet ur treasuro,
'l'henhompinmlwmwtreo Jesus, thou wilt safely guide, Futhbeoweeﬂ loctm

We shall strike its chordsforever; 10 mansious in the .ﬂ" Hope in endlZu le;gl:t,
Where the angel hosts above There’s a home for you and me, Pi), on the earth no more.

Wake their joyful chorus, When we meet bedyond the river, We shall pass the wroubled deep, -

Welconied by tlie fricous we love, | There from lpaln sorrow free, { Where the billows cease to roar,
Dear ones goue before us; Weshall Iwell with

Christ forever;, And storms are lulled to sleep. (V)



breath.
~~

Ashe has been to  me.

, Tosave my soul from death,And now in all life’s dangers, He still sustains my

~

I OUGHT TO LOVE MY SAVIOUR.

my Saviour! No earthly friend can be (ku half 0 kind and faithful

bomein glo -

142

His love has been the same.
To hail the moraing light.

; And wake again in safe

me down and slumber All thro’ the hours of ni

lay

- fore my lips could utter His sweet and precious name, Until the present moment,

He loves me well I know.

ve my Saviour,

»

ght to love my Saviour, My precious, precious Saviour, I ought tolo

lou
1 ought, &o.




: THE CHILDREN'S JUBILEE. 143

(AN%IVBRSABY HYMN.) WM. B. BRADBURY,
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whom our souls be! Letall the chlldmsln Hounm then our songs shall be, Hosan - na to our King,
long, % (This s the children’s ju -bilee, Let &l LOMIf,ersr... ,:.. )
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2 Hosanna, hosanna, hosanna ! Till morn to eve, and noon to night
Hosanna here mn yful bands, . And heaven to earth reply. CHo. ﬁounm,lu.
oo Tt it wsloss, hearte, and
With voices, 4 Hosanni, hosanna, hosunna®
Our loving Savioar ' % Hoeanna, sound "from church and hall,
S Hosanna, hosanns, Let every voice aseexd.
Hoeanna on the w ol lldlt, And this our watchwnnl, one and all,
Orer earth and m'"ﬁ- i Hosanna, praise the Lord.' Cno. Hosanns, &o.



WM. B. BRADBURY.
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banner of Je-susfioatso-verus all

'orthe Cross is the banner that gathersourband,
beneath it we marchto the {Omit. .........




THE CROSS. Concluded. 143

2 In the May-days of old there were oft to be seen, 3Lo! our SBunday School army is ered to-day,
Whaere the wreath covered May-pole aroee on the green,| In the house of our Father to him and pray,
Merry children assembled in many a throng, ‘While a chorus of rapture united we sing,

To encircle their May-tree with dance and withsong, | Hallelujah to Jesus our Saviour and King,

To encircle their Ma&t:ee with dance and withsong, | Hallelyjah to Jesus our Saviour and King,

But the Croes is our o}{ﬂlno and round it we sing, | But the Croes is the word to whose music sublime,

To the praise of our ed Saviour and King. The steps of the Sunday-school army keep time.

Yor the Croes is our , that gathers our But the Cross is the word, to whose music sublime,

And beneath it we march to the heavenly land. The steps of the Sunday-school army keep time.
NAOMI. C M. Dr. L. MASON, by permission.

Y 1 N
ey g gy
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1. Father, whate’er of eurthly bliss Thy sovereign will denies, Accepted at tl:".th}om of grace, Let this petition rhe
! 2. Give me & calm, a thankful heart, From every murmur free. The blessings of Thy grace impart, And make me live to Thee.
3 Let the sweet hope that thou art mine My life and death attend ; Thy presenoce thro’ my journey shine, And crown u'y Jour-
(ney’s end.

| l.( The Shepherd ofsouls, In bis 1tfe-book enrolls The nawmes of all the lambs of his floc )
| The juvenile bands are cograved on his hands, As 3f they were(Umit............... +] Jengraved on the rock.

E=_ o & | P . ST
“' .. i 1 < A
3 He looks in his love 8 The little ounes share 4 Great Shepherd, be near,
From his watch-tower above, In his tenderest care ; To deliver from tear,
The Socks he bought with blood to survey | The lambe are his peculiar delight ; | And sheiter from the heat and the cold,
And polnts with his rod At noon they are laid That, safe from alarms,

To the pastures of God 1n the cool of the shade, ‘We may rest in thine arms,
Axd guards them there from going astray. | And nestle in his bosom at night, ] And never mors depart from thy folde



146 A LAND WITHOUT A STORM.

DIALOGUE AND CHORUS. WM. B. BRADBURY.
n CHORUS.

ing, Heedless of thocloudlthstformi)
nxblowing,l(me d without a storm. /AndI'm go- ing, yes,I'm

Boys. QTnveler art thou here a stranger G(rh. No! I see a beckoning fin
Girls. Ilu ;iurthetompuupowet* Guidingtos(a.rolgshorsr Cho.
ve not a thought dnu;r
Tho’ the sky more darkly lower. Cho. Boys. 4 Traveler, yonderh:a‘r;;‘;"l:'onﬁal
Boys. 3 Traveler, now a moment linger, Girls.  Yea! but I shall be immortal
8oon the darkness will be o'er. In that land without 8 storm.  CRo.

ONE DAY NEABER HOME. From I M. EVANS.
CHORUS.




ONE DAY NEARER HOME. Conclnded. 147

20 I faithfal prove,

3 Jesus, be thou m,

guide, 4 Be thou my shield and mn,

And keep the crown in view, And all my steps attend, My Saviour and m Lﬁ
And through the storms of life O keep me pear thy side, And when my work ne,
My way pursue. Be thou my friend. My great reward.

MY }:_ATHER’S HOUSE. C.M. Double, '

P C. l’repa.red,

2 When tossed upon the warves of life,
‘With fear on every side,—
‘When fiercely howls the ?therlng storm,
And foams the angry
Bgond the storm, ond t):e gloom,
reaks forth the light of morn,
t beaming trom my Father's house,
‘o cheer the soul forlora.
3 Yea, even at that fearful hour,
‘When death shall seize its prey,
Amd trom the place ﬂut knows us now,

S8hall hurry us away

s a place of nond mt. Fav, far beyond th.e skies,
W here besuty amiles eternally, And pleasure {Oxrr..
by hands divine, for all Who seek tbc lm land

{mansions” stand,

)nonr dlen My Father's house,my heavenly home, Where ‘‘many

The vision of that heavenly homo
8hall cheer the p soul,
And o’er it mounting to the skiel,
A tide of rapture roll.
4 Inthngmhome of tearleas joy
Earth's parted friends shall meet,
‘With smiles of love that never fade,

And blessedness complete : \
There, there adieus are sounds unknown;
By e ko e,

ut life, and glorious beauty,

Untroubled and serene. 7

i



THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER.

Word by KEATE CAMERON.

148

the conquest

ver,

whenit is o

;Ol'

s gone befowe you,And he'll lead you on to victory,

Captain’

!

Fol - low your Leader, Kol - low your Leader, And the battle you shall

Fol - low your Leader,




THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER. Concluded. 149

2 Our leader is Jesus, our Captatn and King ; Aund like valiant soldfers, make desperate stand.

Who will all his army to victory bring, Then gird, &c.

moug: ‘a&' ?:?l s abeent w; knoh'. ng:ll;ow near

Yy glad moment when he shall appear. 4 The encmy watches our souls to ensnare;
Then gird, &o. No weapon will daant him but Faith, Trath, and Prayer;

3 We lock for his coming, and think night and day, With these we may conquer each foe that we meet,

Of his parting order, to watch and to pray, And lay down the trophies at our leader’s feet.

The sword of the spirit we’ll grasp in our hand, Thea gird, &o.

ANOTHER YEAR. (Anniversary Hymn.)

Or the Golden Rule. E 3

2. 3 . 4
. L '
A year, another year, We know not but another year Oh! let us wisely spend each year,
¢’ve bailed with happy greeting, These precious ties may sever ; Which is, at best, so fleeting,
Our teachers and our schoolmates dear, |And friends who to our hearts are near, [So that at last we all may hear
In this loved place of mnﬂn& Hg then be gone forever. .| With joy the angel's greeting.
Cmo. Our dearest guide, 'mo. Our dearest guide, e Omo. Our dearess guide,



150 HEAVENLY SONG.

* FoR THEY YHA? S8AY SUCH THINGS DECLARR PLAINLY THAT THRY SEEK A OOUNYRY.” Heb. 11. 14.

'EAOHERS. There’s a cotntry,dear children of endless delight,Uuclouded by sorrow,ne’er shaded in night,Where the spirits ts
sonoLars. And mayall the children unite with that throng ? Shall they to the choir ce - lestial belong? Oh'! say, may our

glo - ry u-nite in the psalm, Ascribing all honor to

Il you go? will you go, To joia them ta
voices with seraphim chime, And join the redeemed i;

May we go, may we go, And joio the re-

A1 S — —— G S Sa—" W S S S— —
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praise un - to God and the Lamb? Will you go? will you go, To joln them in praise unto God and the Lamd?
deemed in that mu - sic sub-lime? May we go, May we go, And join the redeemed In that musio sub- lime?

Yo with 3 h to Ji and O H ! with ji ‘tn“-l;hin rid of distress,
s, come r young hearts esus, eaven 0] m world of
That early lxe'll{‘:ll gouug)ﬂnd the good way! Py ‘Where sin is & burden, and trials oppress—
Oh ! he’ll meet you, dear ones, with his own smile of love | From the wilderness drear, where uncertain we roam
Andsgpointyouaphcemdummlimsbou. ‘We lvok to that land where the soul has s homs,
ou may come, ‘We will go,
Hbe'll give you a place in the mansions above. nguwthnfmdwhuomndhuahm



BEAUTIFUL RIVER. 151

* AND HE sEEWED ME A PURR Ri1VER OF WAYER oF LIVE, CLEAR AS ORYSTAL, PROCEEDING OUT OF THR THRONE 07 GOD AND OF
Cheerful - wms Laus.”"—Rev. xxil. I. By permission :1 the author, Rev. R. LOWRY.
o 1
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tide for-

> at the ﬁv-erWhenbﬂghtm-fdfeet have trod; With its A
ts and worship

v ~er, Wash - ing up sil - ver spray, Wewill

2
E
®

CHORUS. 1

God? g,we! 'llgsﬂlE-erE .Es i riv - er, The

. Yes, we'll gath - er, &o.

with the eaints at

>
3 On the bosom of the river, 5 At the smiling of the river,
Where the Saviour-king we own, Rippling with the Saviour’s face,
‘We shall meet, and sorrow never Saints, whom death will dever sever,
"Neath the glory of the throne.—Cho. Lift their songs of saving grace.—Oho.
4 Ere we reach the shining river, 6 Soon we'll reach the shining river,
Lay we every burden down; 8oon our pilgrimage will cease;

Grace our spirits will deliver, l Soon our happy hears will quives
And provide a robe and crown.—ORo. With the melody of peaces.



152 A SAVIOUR EVER NEAR.

Gmlly—-SMly L ~,

WN. B. BRADBURY.

Gen -tle angels near m ﬁ}lde,
Hopes of glo -ry’round me’bide. Andthmlmgenby myudo, A Savlour, a Baviour, a Saviourev. er
=

2 Why should I languish—why should I fear ?
Ju sorrow and anguish He's ever near;
Sleeping or waking—in pleasure or pain,
Roaming or resting, He'll near me remain.

Cho.—Gentle angels, &c.

3 Scenes that will vanish, smile on me now,
Joys of & moment pl[{ round wy brow.
But soon in heaven He'll mect we again,
There’ll end my sorriw. and there’ll end my patn
Cho.—@entle ancels &o.

[ " TS A’) e
e i




BEAUTIFUL LAND ON HIGH. 158

W U. BUTCHER. by permission.
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. There’sabean-ti-ful land on igh, To its glories I fainwonldE/ ‘When by sorrows press’d down I
There'sabeau-ti-ful land on high, Isball en-ter it by and by)iherewithn-iendphmdinhmd,lnhn
. - L Y ) s @ P— 2
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ph‘

d
3 There's & beautiful land on high, 5 There’s a beautiful land on

Then why should I fear to die, Where I never shall weep or sigh;
‘When decath is the way, to the realms of day, For my Father hath said no tear shall be shed
In that beautiful land on high.—Cho. In that beautiful land on high.—Cho.
4 There's a beautiful land on high, 6 There's a heautiful land on high,
And my kindred its bliss enjoy; Where we never shall eay  good-hye ;"
And methinks 1 now see them waiting for me, Where the righteomwmcini,‘md their chorus will ring
In that beautiful land on high.—Uheo.

In that beautiful land on high.—OAe.



154 TEMPERANCE RALLYING SONG.

Words by Mrs. Vax ALSTYNE, GEO. F. ROOT, by permission.

1. Friends of 'remy'ennee, quick to arms, We must struggle for the right ; Aud our noble canse with vigorwe'll de -

Marching onward, ever on - ward, Sounding still the battle ery;
Marching onward, ever onward, ommd,ﬂmndlng still the battle cry ; Boon the

2 Likethe fatal wind that simeps Like the veterans of the past,
Q’er the the deserts burning plain ; ‘We will never, never rest,
Is gt;:liee& and %udl rm of his breath, Till our weapons deal destruction to the fos, Che.
o the aged and oung : peranoe,
He {8 binding "Ith s oluln{ 6 4 h’w'::,"‘:" :::“,, for u?::‘ o arms,
That will lead them on by thousands down to death,Cho. And our noble cause with vlgor ‘-.vu defend 3
3 Throw our banner to the breese, See the foe is fl'lﬂﬂl grouod,
Let the wrongs that clsim redress, We must mm m in the fight.—

Be our signsl and our watchword as wo go; And be and courugevas to the end. ou.



THE NARROW WAY.

WM. B. BRADBURY

Words by ¥rs. Vax ALSTYNE,

CHORUS.

SE=F

]

rsimmortal bloom? Where the poorin spirit rest From theirsorrow toil and care,

9,
T —a——
s

,Where flow

God ie love,
few more storms have passed awsy,

God is love,
'1l meet in tho realms

Hall
Hall

His rod and staff our comfort still
‘Will bear us o’erthe tide.
xh
When a
We

Oho.

throng,
song,

with us and learn the
e before ?
the poor, &o.
o’er Jordan's stream

with us and&w&t}w

come
T w:nnhto()mm'l
ou come

have

‘Where
come with us
will safely guide 1

i

3



166 WE'RE NEARER HOME.

Words by KATE CAMERON. WM. B. BRADBURY.

¥
1 We knov not what's befors us, What trials are h eome : Eaeb day that passes o’er us, Still bdnp us pearer howe.

v

?ﬁt@éﬁﬁﬁ%m

We re nearer, nearer home, Our blessed, happy home, Where grief and sin can never come, We're num. nearer home.
9 N
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[ Nearer home, Nearer home, Nearer to our hap - py home, Nearer home, Nearer home, Our blessed, happy home,
- a = s, & s a aa Q>N .~ 5
— = -f— __,_,::;Eﬁ_
2 Though dark our path, and lonely, 3 Whate'er of gloom or anguish
And clouds our sk o ercast, ! Life to our hearts may bring,
O let us cach remember, In doubt we will not languish,
The storm will soon be past, But cheerfully we'll sing,
‘We're nearer, nearer howms. &o. ‘We're nearer, nearer howe. du.



OUR MISSION FIELD AT HOME. 157

Fixx.

A e ew

e im—m T a—u ity

1. How many in our favored land, This ho - ly day pro - fane; Neglect the Saviour's gracious call, And
nc.Mayuch{ndall re-membentill:Ourmiuio{xﬂedpﬂ.hom' i gracions &

e e

-
S & — A S O S—
S ¢ CEi—— —— S

- ] 1 d
9 “ Qo feed my Lambs,” our Saviour sai 3 How many a neglected child
And bringythem to my fold, & , With pm cawe meet,

For us the same command is given, A gentle word t hither guide
As then to him of old; ¢ ft:nlituewmdenng

‘While others teil for dying souls, A precious lamb, that may bl
Far o'er the oeu.n’lyt:l;m, Beuu&h this hallowed domo,y o
Be ours to wave its noble cause, Then let us ever bear in

Our mission field at home. Our mission field at home.
Cho  Our mission, &c. Oho. Our n, &6,

LI )




158 " LOOKING HOME.” WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Ah thisheartis void and chill,’Mid earth’s noisy throngings; For my Father’s mansionsstill Earnestly is ]
2. Soon the gloriows day will dawn, Heav’nly pleasures bringing ; Night will be exchanged for morn, Sighs give p
(to singing

= T T ’
Looking home, Looking home, Towards the heav'nly mansion Jesus hath ynpueg forme, In his Father's kingdom.

1 LU L4 - L}
3 Oh! to be at home sgain 4 With this load of sin and care, | 5 Blessed home, oh! blessed home,
All for which we're -ig‘ning Then no longer bendina‘, All for which we're sighing,
From-llearthlywantmdpdn But with waiting ere 8oon our Lord will bid us come
To be swiftly fiying.—Cho. On our soul attending.—Cho. To our Father’s kingdom.
HUDSON. C. M. WM. B. BRADBURY.
AN A 7~ 1 A 1 -
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2 Remember thy pure word of grace—| SImd!lsanﬂty---lamﬂle 4 And when I close my eyes in death,
Rcmmbu{'}l:lnry; But thy salvation's free; ’ ‘When creature llnzejsa all flee,
Ranember all thy groaus, Then, in thine all-abounding grace,| Then, O my dear Redeemer-God !

And, then. me. Dear Lord! remember me. I peay, remember me.




PBAYEBFUL YOUTH.—Zune Hrson. 159

10 God of truth to thee I Ihuntom Tayer, 3 For happy is that prayerful youth
Be thou my guide, my“’m'd W dqn’p ven Who‘e”ygnlda opu.yﬂnnogr.ut.
Bend thy good pimtmmonhlgh, hhy predom blessing share,] Whosee mind is steadfast in thy truth,
My footsteps to attend. 'ﬁ:ylmileonallmyw-. Who yields to thee his heart.

THE WEL'CO'ME HOME. ' WM. B. BRADBURY.

- row, care and E: ..................... ] dwell withus no more.
and heav'nly land With ?ir it eyeo shail see, And

welcomehome,wmﬂmdmuife is oer, When
an - gel band, In (Omit........ ceecesencseane ]prdso.durlmd,oﬂhee.)

'l‘howeleomehome,thewolcomhoma,'moChﬂ-ﬂm’-wdmehom

Welcome home. The Christian's veleame home.

llntllckuumacdmmkfcp'o“h'

2 Lord, grant my frail and wayward bark SOhmgIlivewhﬂehmbdow.

Ms; ::elwrmromdfa?. InvG:d«?ﬁaglutd:y.

Be-d:' ¢ shining o reul, ‘When 's t angels shall come down
Whu‘lmam?:?hn To bear my soul away!

Whea once , my sovl shall know When I wdk'hwldenm
No hunger, or In white f

Xo sickness, sorrew, care or death And mcodle-mgz:
Mvﬁtud- made my soul seosre



160 THE ANGELS SING. 8. M: With chorus, *

The angels sing In their happy hﬁe,‘l‘ho angels sing ia their happy home,The angels sin,
— -

T
2 Let those refuse to sing Before we reach the Heavenly ficlds,
Bmmer kfn&w lolm- G(:li Or walk the golden streets.—Cho.
n of the Heave:
May speak their joys sbro:d.—(iﬁo. 4 Th:: gfv‘;‘g z:r!'qu‘l
3 ‘The hill of Zion yields ‘We're marching thro Immanuel'- ground
A thousand sacred sweets, To fairer worlds on

HEAR GRACIOUS GOD , %

{ m; humblomoon, 2XM Godloh could I make the hlm—
To eellbmthomyldgju sﬂm"lmdmylhlen;—

mdvh-mmmvlw'"" wuw- ey

—J



HEAR GRACIOUS GOD. Concluded, 161

9 name of power and love, $ Speak, Lord, snd bid celestial peace
B‘mmﬂgrfufu-lmt; Reliove my | aching | heart ;
Nor should my humble hopes remove, O smile, and bid my sorrows cease,
I: Nor leave thy | mercy | seat. :| |=And.nmm§omd.|m:a
§ Yet, th my soul in darkn 01 . 6 Then shall my droo irit rise,
Thy:“g:h‘.um Im’fumnrm, Andblentiolhedlnmg.;in !
Here I wonldmﬁll{w:t returns— And change these deep, com sighs
k: Thy preeence | makes my | day. :J ll:'To songs of | sacred | praise. :)|
THE HEAVENLY CHORUS. %

Foz Sunpay Scaoor Concaxrs.

In & sthin otghdnw the songs upon our tongues, Banish all our sadness.
#reams that marmur, ud each humble dwelling, While they flow so still and slow,Keep the tide- waves swelling:
s I vle with patience Run the race be - fore us, Soon our King will bid us sing In the heavenly chorus.

~m—
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WM. B. BRADBURY.

GOOD TIDINGS.
MISSIONARY

Words by LUCUS HART Eeq.

o S— S

.Y

| -

f CHORUS.

‘;::nhem:
adoration,

O’'er the fslan

, in humble

All to Christ shall bow the knee.
Oho.—Bend the sound. &o.

4 Shout the udiy,
Till,

|

of every nation
l:amhom-lmo’tubm

3 Shout the
THl the
Bear the

Ohe.—Bend the sound, &ee.



'

" WE COME WITH SONG TO GREET YOU. w.s.srapsorr.163

) »
2 We come, the Saviour’s name to praise, | 3 We'll sing of mercles daily given, |4 O, let us live that we may lhnre:"
To sing the woandrous love, Through every passing year, Unfading joys above,
Of bim who guards us all our days, ‘We'll sing the promises of heaven, How sweet through endless happy years
And guides to heaven above. ‘With voioes loud and clear. To sing redeeming love.
STEADFAST. L. M. %
- §

=2 e e ]
20B ! be bis sorvioe il my Joy ! |3 Bo this the parposs of my soul, |4 Ob muy I mever faint nor tird
! serv my purpose of my sou may I never faint nor
Around let my example shine, My solemn, my dourn!mdo}nh.. ﬁor wandering leave higsacred ways ;

Till otners love the blest employ, To yield to his supreme oontrol, Great God ! accept my soul's desire.
And Jia In labors so divime. And in his kind commands, rejoloce. And give me strength to live thy praise



hnd We are bound for Canaan’s

o - ry, bhal-le
85““8 g ’,vlll you
-
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bound for Canaan’s Oh, will youmeet us there?

hnd,
glo-ry. bal-le- [OMil.cccaccacericnnanccncncenacene. .....] 1u - jah, We’'re bound for Canaan’sland.
comi u,wﬂlyou go with m‘ To  Canaan's happy land ?

4.
ToourSundsyBchoolwe’llall repair, Our Saviourh e will lead us on,|Let us meet dear parents in that land
To our Sunday 8chool we’ll all repair, urSavionrhewillluduon,Letu meet dear teachers in that lma,
.Andwe'udngwit.honeweordv e there nt&viourhowinluduon,betmmeetdmlchoolmaminthnhnd,
Cansan’s happy land ! oCmanahnp ylmd! On Canaan’s hap, y-horol
ho. Binging glory, &e. . Binging Cho. Binging gory,

WE LOVE TO SING TOGETHER WM. B, BRADBURY.

Girls. Boys and Girls. | 2

Wedove to togeth -er, Welove to togeth - ez, Ourheuhndwleu one;
L (Top&m%i’aﬂc’er,l‘opnbggf&o ! And [Omit.cceeeenncn...




[

WE LOVE TO SING TOGETHER, Conciuded, 165

1. Repeat FULL CHORUS. | 2.

T
2 We love to pra; er 3 We love to road together. 4 We love to be together
To Jesus gn ﬁ.”me, The word of saving truth, Upon the Sabbath-day,
And ask that he will ever ‘Whose light is shining ever And strive to help each other
Accept us as his own. To our early youth. Along the heavenly way.
‘We love, we love, &c. ® love, we love, &o. ‘Wo love, we love, &o.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

REST. L. M.

nmkn by
e last of foes.

=

e it}
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] ]
2 %sl%e'pfln Juc:nl.(l)h%vevrcwee: The Resurraction.
'0 be for such a slumber meet ;
With holy confidence to sing, ! 1 IAnw:l,l:e:hq mf&@n::;gw eI:x:e!

That death hath lost its venomed sting.

3 in Jesus; rest;
Whob waking u"“"““’w.l blest;
No fear, no woe, dim {hzt hour,
‘Which manifests the Saviout's power,

4 Aaleep in Jesun! oh, for me
May such a blissful refu?ls '
Becurely shall my ashes lie,
And wait the suramons from on high.

Then rise with joy to meet their God,
And ever dwell in his o.

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 w life will soon be
Tholin:’zxgmom will eomop.:hl‘,
And gloomy mists will roll away
Before that bright. unisding day.



WM. B. BRADBURY.

168 IF 1 WERE A SUNBEAM.
N )

Weeds oy LUCY l:lABCOI.
4

1 If I were a sunbeam, I knowwhatI'd d\of )
y Iwonldseekwhmli-liu,koamingwoodhnds}h;ro’. K would steal smongthem, Softext light I'd shed ;

.Wﬁ i“;ﬁr_& .

= »
l Un-til every li - ly Raisedits drooping head, Un-til every 1i - 1y Raisediudroophlgh::d.
i

- 3

Art thou not a sunbeam, Child, whose life is glad,
‘With an inner radiance Sunshine never had !

O, as God hath blessed thee, Scatter rays divine!
For there is no sunbeam But must die or ahine.

If I were a sunbeam. 1 know where l':lnso;
Into lowliest hovels, Dark with want woe,

Till sad hearts look'd upward, I would shine and shine,
Then they’d think of heav’n, heir sweet home and mine.

A BRIGHT SABBATH MORN.

Arranged from ROSSINI, r




) A BRIGHT SABBATH MORN. Concluded. 167

1st Seu1-cHORUS. 2d SEn1-0HORU ln. lex-onouvt

- —v—-—-—-

-
- -w-—-r——-— —-
o s s 1 -

» » L LA A
2 We will leave all worldly care, 3 Blessed art thou, Sabbath joys, 4 Let our songs of praise ascend,
And this hour we'll orend in pray’r, Free from toil and care and noise ; And with angel musis blend,
Hark, how the heav’nly anthems flow, Well we love in thy courts to my, Until God in love shall say—
On they go, they go. Happy du, hapz day. Come away, away!
Come follow, &o. Come follow, Come foliow, &c-

Words by Miss JANE HAMILTON. A I:A,ITHFQL FRIEND. WM. B. BRADBURY.

= S==is=rare

is & blessed thooght to know. When our follics grieve us,
And the sins of all the past, Rise and will not( «+s]leave us, /That before the Father’s throne Pleading in our favor,

nkhg all our cause his own, Stands our precious &dour Jesus isa faithfal friend, He'll forsake us never. )
Jesus isafaithful friend, Loveand serve him[Omit.Jev -Ar.
. 3
== 0 '
t t N '
2 Jesus owns our voﬂ.hlon names And the precious blood be shed, Treated all his Ion vlth pﬂ«l-.
At the court of heaven, On the Croas of Calvary.—Cho, Anrd his words with scoraing ;
Stands and pleads that for his sake ' 8till his love abides the same,
We may be forgiven 3 Though we long bave turned aside Faithful, trae and tender

Pleads by that lone night of From his gentle warning, 8till he stands at God’s right band
llnnt' Gcthu'-uu.m e ! Everour Defendes -~ Cha.



168 THE HAPPY SONG.

Words by Mrs. LYDIA BAXTER. W)L B. BRADBURY.

&

e are young, and we are hap- We are “Ph
We m;oung:&.c.. P i

! Formlmun'nu,thi-m-wborep&hd p: <
3 Wisdom's cheering voioe invites us, 1 When we croes the shining Portal
To the feast of Jesus' love, On the banks of yonder shore,
And a foretaste here delights us, And are clothed in robes immortal

On our way to realms above. Oho. ‘Wo'll be happy ever more. Cho.



PRAISE THE LORD. 86 &7s. Double, % 169

8

, when blushing morning Wskesthoblounmlhuhwuhdew) {whea
lum, revived cre-a - tion Beams wiak besuty [ eeoeee../ fair and new. Praise the Lord,

ST — e ———t
o A S ¥ S S e— e i o e § A —— ey .

3 Praise the Lord, and ma thbleuing g Pnhethel.ord,yehmtsolhesven,
Guide us in the way your sweetest lays,
Keep our feet from paths of error, f’ uwer forth his glory; «
Hglu us holy in our youth. oud Jehovah's
MANOAH. L. M. %

PRAYER,
~

~m & wnts swares o S A S
LN O --_‘ I a1
A= S G G S £ U U S U -

2 Hast thou iraparted to my soul SA hter!h.ithlndh impart.,
A livin% spark of holy fire? let me now my Savionr see:
Oh! kiudle now the sacred flame ; Oh! soothe and cheer my burdened heart
Make me to barn with pure desire. And bid my spé#tit rest in thee.
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| CHORUS.—JogsAlly.

THE GOLDEN CITY

170

of our King,

[Omie

We joy-

thith

golden ci - ty, The of -ty
~€r,

journey

e J
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ty, The Ci- [Omit

Of the Golden Ci- iy, The beauti - ful Golden Ci- ty,

Of the Golden Ci
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HAPPY GREETING. Amoged. 171

2 A ® year has departed, how rapid its We'll stand by that banner and fight for the Lord,
‘We welcome another, as joyous and bright ; ‘We'll hope inyhil mercy, and m:z‘ih;l his word. Cho..
How kindly our Father has kept us from ill,
He gives us his spirit to watch o’er us still. ~ Cho. 3 Our Father in heaven, we render to thee,
. Our voice of thanksgiving, our glad jubilee ;
3 Our Sanday achool banner is waving to-day, Protect us and keep us, dear Saviour we pray,
Our number s increasing, with rapture can say ; That from thy blest precepts we never may stray. Cho

* Moath, of week.



172 THE SOUND OF SALVATION. (Kisonary.)

. Words and Music by TBNS. HASTINGS, Yas. Dra,
= 9 .

e A e e e

L fo 76 glad heralds with tid - ings ot.' Joy, A 8a - viour is given for our
-

"’ 1ace; 0 Dd Ml the heathen iheir §-dols do- stroy, And trust in his ful -mess of grase
' A

] | ] 1 [} 1 T r T
20tellofhhwudom,lmyomandhulove, 40tellofhhplu'ity gentleness, grace,

Low he labo ished and bl dness and care;
How heme&om the and ascended a Andbid them olenolyudon embsace,

Rich blessings around us to shed. And unite in and prayer.

CAho. Let the sound, &e. Cho. Let the sound,
Bid the hoatlien repent of their sin and belie SGofonh ad heralds, and publish afar

And truat in hunanuel’s word ; e tdﬁg:mnymbofo?;im ‘
Otdltbenhhpmmuemnemdeeuu, Go. show them the brightness of Bethlehem's Stor,

Mdnﬂsmﬁhmm To ﬂdinthepa!hn to hesven.

Let the sound, &c. Cho. Let the &e.



Words by Mrs. E. M. SANGSTER. THE CROWN OF GLORY. * 178
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Our bu - gle ne'er shall sound retreat, While Jesus leads us

We will not lay our weapons by, Un-til we wear the crown,

here'sa crown of glo-ry for you,

e e o § s T e § -_' I s
2. 3.

Be watchful! army of the Cross, On guard, young soldier of the Cross, Rejoloe ! young soldier of the Cross,
The foe is lurking nigh, Thro’ all the weary nigh The victory is sure,

A soul must be the mighty loss, With praiss and pray‘r,relieve yonrun, he Inrp, the palm, are waiting all
1f bat one soldier die. And keep your armor bright. ‘Who to the end endure.

Whene’er you dare the hostile ranks, |Your Jesus once ** 'lthont thﬁoamp," Your weary feet shall 'ulk Oho strest,
Forget not that within Bought liberty for you All paved with gold oo b

There hides a most terrific foa, hen bravely ﬂ(ht for trntb and r
The wily * inkred sin.” Cmo

sht. And he who wore ccrown lhom
And keep your crown in view. Will erown you in the sky. Oso.



174 TAKE THE CROSS.

Musio by WM. B. BRADBURY.

2 There's a cross for thee to bear; 3 Boon, life’s work will all be done,
Toil, and , and grief, and care, Boon thy mortal course be run:
Yet thon beavy it may be en, if thou hast faithful been,
Jesus hore still more for thee ! And fm&t triumphed over sin,

tl.\mm thon layest down.
That can lead to His throne. Cheo. the pramised crown.  Cho.



GLORY TO THE FATHER GIVE. 175

Rav. W. H, COOK. srron ¢ Palm Leaves,” by permission.

= N—

1. Glo-ry to the Father give, God, ia whom we move and lln, Chlldm’n or's He deigna to hear,
Children raise your sweetest strain

8 Glo-ry to the He - ly Ghost, He reclaime the sin - ner lu\ cmum'nmlndsm he io - spire,
D. 0. For the Gos - pel from a - bm,

Pro - phet, Priest, and King.
bless-ed Trin-1 - ty.

Children's mndo lidn his ur, Glo-ry to the Son we bring, Christ our
To the Lamb, for he  wasslal
Touch their tongues with ho - ly nn. Glo-ry in the highest be, To the
For the word that God is love.

LORD, I BELIEVE. C.M. Double.

“Loxp, I szLavE: n,l_.r" THOU MINE UNBELIZY.” WM, B, BBA'DBURY.
3.

1 Lord, 1 believe: thy power I own, ?hy truth I would o - bey: ) .
wander comfortiess and lone,When from thy paths I stray./Lord, I believe, but gloomy fears sometimes bedim m

‘s 0.1 look to thee with prayers and lears, And ory for strength and light.

-«
s

LB Y L)

Yes, I believe, and only thou
Canst give my soul relief:

Lord, to thy truth my spirit bow,
Help thou mine uubelint,

2 Lord 1 believe : but thou dost kno'
My faith is cold and weak ,
Pity my frailty, and bestow
The confidence I seex.



176 THE LAND OF BEULAH.- C. M.

Words by Rev. J. HASKELL, WAL B, BRADBURY,
- . REFRAIN. ¢

2 Iknow I'm mﬁe hely ranks, The holy ones, behold, they come !

F Ofl flrpimd'th ; dred :;im, I hear the noise of wings.—Cho.
'or I brush the dews on Jordan’s banks,

X - 4 O, bear my lon heart to Hi
The crossing must be near.—Cho. Who DI s Gl o e i

3 I've almost gained my heavemy home, ‘Whoee blood now cleanses from all
u;qmﬁ'ﬁ:;m; ’ And gives me victory.—Cho. “



SWEET CAROLS.

WM. B. BRADBURY,

- Woeds by Rev. P. STRYKER,

ry.
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- ry; Let all redeem’d from abame Rehearse the sto -

redeem’d from shame Rshearso the sto
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FORWARD.
* SPRAK ¥0 THN OEIADREN OF ISRANL PHAT TARY G0 PoRWARD,” Ex, 14: 18,

178

a o A s a

1. Forward shall be our waichword, As weeks and months revolve, Forward in earnest purpose, And

I —

1 — - va—
R N | S — -

e e

dulg - ing, No thought of cow - ard fear,

e St
nering Lord .

to greet.
ever,
we are crown'd.

3 Forward in
Embattled foes to

forward

ceascl
B i Foue

Our conq
Forward in
For weal of all around :

Forward with

'y
igh
guerdoglh !

Prepared for saints on

vielding,
Q.

His faithfulness to

Forward to meet our

draweth ni

liken
we lo‘v.e"
the

Whoee mci

To him unseen
Forward in faith un;
Forward to rea

2 Forward in holy



hail the power of Jesus’ n:

L Al
| 2 Crownhim,—ye morning stars
e A A

e, Let an,
of light | Who formodgeh
_

3
TR w1 P
T —1

ecrown him Lord of all, Now hail the

all, Bring forth theroy-al di - a - dem, And all
i strength of Israel's t And crown him Lord of all

o He & —— .-r — .g-,-—,... f '
3 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s raoce, 4 Let every kindred, every tri! 5 O that with yonder sacred throng,
g 7ho raosomed from the m':i; 200 thia lmmu-xh b::?". b o =  bis f foot may i ’
m, who saves you by his grace, '0 him all majesty asc! ol everiasting son
And crown bim Lord of alL. '] " And crown him Lord of all. - And crown him Lord of all®
Glory of the sacred Page. Perpetual Preise.
1 What glory gilds the sacred page ! 1 Yes, I will bless thee, O [¢]
)hje‘otie ll':e the sun, Through all my loetln:" dn:f'
Itgivesa llght to every age ; And to eternity nolon(
1t gives, but borrows none. Thy vast, thy boundiess praise.

2 The power that gave it still supplies
'rh';ograelouu light and heat ;
Its truths upon the nations rise:
They rise, but never set.

3 Lord ! everlasting thanks be thine
For such & bright display,
As makes a world of darkness shine
With beams of heavenly day.
4 Our souls rajoicingly pursee
The of him we love,
Till glory braak upon our view
1a brighter w above.

-

2 Nor shall my toogue alone proolaim
The honors of my God ;
My life, with all its sctive powers,
Shall spread thy praise abroad.
8 Nor will I cease thy praise to sing,
When death shall close mine eyes.,
My thoughts shall then to nobler heights,
And sweeter raptures rise,
4 Then sha!l my hipe, in endless praige,
Their grateful tribute pay ;
The theme demunds an angei’s tongwe,
And an eternal day.



180 THE SABBATH BELLS. |

ho - lythoughum up -
-demption’ssong, ye na -
e =

2 Hear the grateful song of brooklet and river, And happ ine-divinehmbefmu, ‘
And hwthehulohhd-tbek pnhodehver, If we improve the Sab)

At%onn:g lnymnsfof%‘b b“tlo god giver, Cho—Beartheumdcounds, ‘
*Tis musio meet for i day. 4 List the Sabbath bells so merrily ringing,

3 st s o s A et e o,
asten fo! orious ousand ho) 01 are upw! !
For see the azure aky is bending o’ee us v in the m AT SR !

OM—Ben naulmndl,ﬁc. |
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Worda by Mrs. LYDLA BAXTER, TRE HAPP

WX, B. BRADBURY. 181

— = —aiI=—T
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Bie gracions hnd our steps ahall guide, | By faith we ses thou htls so bright, Ob, happy ﬂv.!”oh,l:IMou rest!

All, all {s love, All, all is love,
There’s safety near his Lludlng side, |And mntlu. millions rob'd in white, |We shall be safe among the blest,
Al), all islove, All, all s love, All, all is love,
Come wash in this atoning flood, Aud when we meet to part no more What notes of rapture strike the ear!
This fountain filled with Jesus’ blood, |With those we love, who've gone before, |Is it tho wusic of that sphere ?
"Twill it you for that biest abode 'We'll shout upon that shining shore, Oh, hallelujah! heaven is near!
here all, all is love. Here, all, all s love. And all, all {s love.
SILVERTON. C. M. WM. B. BRADBURY.
Punn.

- ———
’-\./-- = " S S——— S —
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JJ ) [deplore.
% 5 i ) 1 t
% Our eontrue lplrits, pitylag uo, 8 When we disclose our wants in prayer,
True penitence impart, O let our wills resign,
And let a healing ray from thee And pot a thougit our bosom sbars,

Beam hope on every heart. ‘Which 18 not wholly thine.



182 JUST AS I AM.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Just as I am—without one plea, But that thy bloed was shed for me,And that thoa bidd’st nembthe:;. ood Lamd of

, 1 come!

(
2. Just as I sm—and wi{ting not To rid my soul of one dark blot, To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot. O Lamb of

(
3. Justas I am—though tossed about With magy a confiict, many a doubdt, Fightings within, and fears witbo.

God, I come!
ut, O Lamb of
(God, I come,

o
4 Justas I am, Eoor wretched blind— | 5 Just as I am, thou wilt recieve, 6 JustasIam,thylove, unknown,

8Sight, riches, healing of the mind, Wilt welcome, pardon,

cleanserelieve] Has broken every barrier down;

Yea, all I need, in to find Because thy mise I believ Now tobe thine, yea, thine alone,
e(;hmbotéodl::mel ' O Lamb of God I come! * Ohmboszd,leome!

THE BLUE BIRD’S TEMPERANCE SONG.




THE BLUE BIRD’'S TEMPERANCE SONG. Concluded. 183

nother drop &em,AndmaLothe woodlrhgwithmy tempenneedr 0 don't defy it. Bcuer. better try

vvu—‘

2 There is a little Bobby-Linkum sitting on a tree QComoriunymththem&umuﬂyinthemom, .
He's dngmi; tem J:emnce song as you see, Sec the ving corn—
*Tis * Bobolink, take a drink, take a drink to-day, Howtheiremeuldtwelb righten in the dazzling sum
And Mister Bobolink, not a cent to pay! While catching the dew drops one by one.

Cho. Oh, don’t dcfy it, better try it, &c. Cho. Oh, don’t defy it, better try it, &c.

$ As down among the lilies every day I go, 5 All up above the mountains all below the sea,

To take my ba!i in the lake below, With my temperance song at.ﬁe—
lfldmneetomm:dmnkmdl-opd and thiy, 'l’hatformanmhlston'or bird u
1 say sir, “‘how d'ye do? and sir, * pray walk in! Cold water. cold water, the purest an

Cho. ' Oh, don't defy it, better try t, &o. | Oho. Oh, dcn’tdeqn,bemnryu.h



184 SINGING AND PRAISING FOREVER.

Musie by WM, B, BRADBURY,

1. Thro' the new Je - ru - sa - lem, Lined by -est flow - ers, Flows a pure and crys- tal stream,
2. There are saints in robes of white, That have gone be - fore us, With an - i

' e
‘Wat'ring the heavenly bow-ers. its banks we hope to stand, Close by th
Swelling the heav cho-rus.  And with them we hope to stand, Close by the -ti - ful riv- er,

There to join the ransom’d host, 8i
There to join the ransom'd host,




SINGING AND PRAISING FOREVER. Concluded. = 185

8 They who long the croas have borne,| We shall hail our Savionr, King— i 4 &{I f;eblo strength should fuil

Cast their crowns before him ; Singing and praising forever, or he waits to hear thec:
Martyrs with their palms of goid He will bear thee in his arms,
8inging with joy adore him. 4 Courage then, O fainting soul, Close by the beautiful rviver;
Soon along the verdant banks; Jesus still is near thee; There we'll hail our Sovereign King,
Glose by the besutiful river; Binging and praising forever.
COLD WATER. - Rev. R. LOWRY.
] 1 1 I ist Bme. 3

|| Sd time

me or you; See how the crystal
death ! 'Tis death! But oh, when comesthe
F o o 8 o

q
The meadows scorching sun, His bmth,hisbmth,)
Like flames thro' many a fleld will run, 'Tis

-

niy
[

dropnim-gart.A ten - der beau-ty to each heart! Oh, wa-ter, bost of drinks thouart! I'll
our, How grateful then t.go fall-inguhgwer,RJ-viv-ing' eve - ry drooping flower! Oh,

Aegmsifé

) - I 1 —

1 1 j

3 The birds, that blithely soar on high, On wing, on wing,
As brilliant as the glowing sky, And sing, aad sing,
Their merry songs ; by orystal rill,

They plume their wings, and drink their I,
'Mid liquid pauses, singing still, -
Their Heavenly Father’s pralse.

4 Since nature thus herself renews, By thee, by thee,
With fragrant showers, and gracious dews, 80 free, so free
‘Why shouMd not I that fountain seek,

Those waters pure and clear bespeak,
Tho glow of Lealth to every cheok,
every heart a joy ?




"Journey fs end - ed, All good children there will stand, With the white-robed saints in glory
- .
i e E— ——— — —

' ]

| To the beautiful land little children ne'er grow oM ;

On every little forehoad ‘s placed a erowa of

, 0! welcome the children to this beautifal land. A harp tuned by an angel, in every little hand,
- Aml‘t‘liog.;?‘ God’s praise forever, in the




THE BEAUTIFUL

In the Beaatiful Land our dear Saviour we shall see,
Weshall bear his words of welcome.—** Little children come

to me,”
Then around His throne in glory,with our crowns and harps
wae'll stand,
Avd we'll g‘nln the Lamb forever {n that Beautiful Land.
Cho. Then come, &e¢.

LAND. Concluded. 187

4

|Bnt the Beautiful Land is not for little ones alo
There is room eaough for every one, around Father's

throne,
[There Jo;n us friends aud parents, take the children by the

od,
And we’ll journey on together to the Beautiful Land.
Che. Then oome, &o.

Let no contention
Members of thi
Bat firm, united,

The prophets and apostles too,”
Onece belonged to this happy band,
Aud all God’s children here below,
All have joined this happy band,
Cho. Hallelujah,

Thro’ this life together stand.
Che. B&Ihlnjlh. &o

And when death comes, as come it must,
To divide this happy band ;
Jinks will not return to dust,
'l'hox:lll shine at God’s right hand.
Ci Hallelujab, &o.

e'er divide
s happy band ;
side by side,



188 SOLDIERS OF THE CROSS.

Tune arranged from a popular Camp Soug.

Marchto the ci-ty of theNew-Je-m.- sa-lem;
e trumpet’s sound, Take the gospel banner, and the pow’rs ofhell surround,

Ye soldiers of the croes, rise,and pugonr armor on;
2. The watchmen they are crying, attend

Je- sus givestheor - der,and leads his le on  "Tlvic-to-ry is won.
Hearta an armsm:keready,t.helntrﬂeE athand; Go forth at Christ's command.

| *__ et pre wce 5 - . .
e T

—

s

3 4.
hold upon the Saviour by faith’s victorious shield, | Ne'er think the victory won, nor le; r armor down,

}l?rch on hmder *till you w{n the glorioua field, %, March on in daty, 'till you g’ain they crown,

Faint not Ly the way, ‘till you've gained that peaceful | When the war is o’er and the batue you have won
shore, * | Jesus will say, ‘ well done.”

‘Where war shall be no more. ry, glory, hallelnjah ! &o.
Cao —Glory, glory hallelujah ! &e.



FLL THINK OF MY SAVIOUR.

1
WN. B. BRADBURY,

Aaat Ialhnom 1% o |
2
oy _¥1
. s
| 1 (I'll think of my Saviour when daylight is breaking Away from the darkness and gloom of the night,
“\When fresh from his slumber the sun is t:aking. And ;lrdln(\ hlmul: with the[Omiz ............ ) armor of IIQL
\ -

% T T = T
2 I'll think of my Saviour when daylight is sinking, 4 I'll think of my Ssvionrlwhcn sorrow is ﬂmEmg
And blending its beams with the twilighm, Her thick robe of sadness around the dark tomb;
When bright eyes in the azure are twi g, If light from His presence a glor{“i‘;‘brlnging,
And silence embraces the close of the day. *T'will scatter its darkness and all 1ts gloom.
CHo.—I'll think of my Saviour, &c. Cno.—T'll think of my Saviour, &e.
3 I'll think of my Saviour when pleasure is spreading 5 I'll think of my Saviour, my dear blessed Saviour,
Her soft downy pinions to gladden my way ; When e from on high his bri uz’eluhnllnnd.
Thro’ sorrow and sadness, alone He was treading, And take to His bosom His loved ones forever,
To open for sinners the portals of day. - To join in the anthems that never ahall end.

Cu0.—T'll think of my Saviour, &o. 10.—I'll think of my Saviour, dce.



190 | GOING HOME. Wi, 5, BRADBONT.

——
—a— | -

dawn, Long is the distance we've trav - eled since moru ,

2 W‘h;hlhonld we gather earth’s withering flowers: Little we heed the wild roar of the wind,
en we're going, go‘i:ig,ﬁolnghome: Onvward we still ) and never behind ;
Soon ahall we tread the eavenly bowers This thought alone gives sweet peace to our mind
‘Weare going, going, going home.

For we're going, going, going home :
There ands fmmortal will bloom, 4 Soon we shall hear the glad welcoming voice,
Untou by and unshadowed by gloom, e are going, golng,ggoing home:

And never strewing the path to the tomb; Bidding our spirits forever rejolce,
For w'ere going, going, going Lome. We are going, going, going 1
3 Hark! ‘tis the storm crushing loud through the pines Home to our mansion prepared in the sky,
We are going, going, going home; ‘Where we can never more suffer or
Bn&oﬂntgﬁmmmgll&thnmm Q1 let our anthem of praise ring on H
‘We are going, gong, going home. Wae are going, going, geing heme.




WILLOW DALE. C. M, Doubls

*¢ 81NG Us ONB 02 THE S0NaS oF ZroN.”

1 ing.them,
Ob, let the psalms of Zi«:u‘n hilt,

Be hom;d 1

my children.sing them still, Those sweet and holy son ) T
) rom youthfal wngnu.g") O sing them at the early dawn,The rising morn to
-

T
1
1

2 Sing them when Sabbath Schools are
me

And your young voices raise,
Yoar h evening melodies
To their Redeemer’s praise.
80 sball each unforgotten word,
Wken distant far you roam,
Call back your heart which once it

stirred,
To childhood’s blessed home.

3 Bing them, dear children, many a saing|

These holy strains have sung ;

These walls of ours have echoed them,
From maoy a pilgrim’s tongue.

Oh, sing them in 8 land like this,
‘Where pilgrim’s steps have roved ;

Oh, children sing these melodies—
The songs our Lﬂm’l loved.

M'aa?adwy years. 24 Aymn.

3 Earth's shadowy years will soon be o'er,
Heaven's hlissful morn arise,
404 sorrow's night will then no more

2 Th¢ precious jewels Jesus sent

191

WM. B. BRADBORY.

cheer ;

Then will the Lord of life and love
Unveil his beaming faoce ;

And aever from our sight remove
The bright celestial rays.

‘0 be our solace here,
Ware 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

With harps of shining gold.

S In that blest place no loved ones part,
No mourning there, no sighs ;
For God himself will gently wipe
All sarrow from their oyes.
There everlasting peace and joy,
Aud trqnsport shall be thine ;
Praise shall cur utmost powers employ,|
In mclody divive,

Thy Sevieur ceres for thes.

’s songs,

nd leara with humble trust;

@'sreloui our weeplug oyes,
. .

1 Bc‘lﬂll, repining heart, be still,

To lean cnnfiding on his word,

The only good and just.
qu; t;no' :t times thy eoll.r:p fafl,
ad dar path may be;
Look up to «'3» knows it ul‘l.
Thy S8aviour cares for thee.

In every changing soene of life,
His hand will ever guide ;
He wiil not leave thee here alone,
‘What can’st thou want beside ?
ﬁ;hmlg :ny y:;reo wm:i cruel mh.
ough deep the wound may
Remember Jesus bore it all,
Thy Saviour cares for thee.

There is a morn, a glorious morn,
For every night of gloom ;

A smtie for e falling tear,

A SR v,
eq peace ; reposing heart,
Whate’er thy trlnl{ be;

Look up to him, who feels them all =
The saviour cares for thee. (O)



WM. B. BRADBURY.

THE CHRISTIAN'S DEAR HOME.

Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER.

192

To
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... ]her:

{ happy soul of the blest,

-way
fly,

away ! speeda
thy.pyrhon- ouse

like a binno[

the land of thy rest.

o

O why linger

no

that
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1
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beam on
's dear ho!

infinite day!
&o



WE COME WITH REJOICING. 198

Words by KATE CAMERON,  (APPROPRIATE TO ANY ANNIVERSAAY OOCASION.) WM, B, BRADBURY,

‘.#4‘. —e ...4..."1..._

In robes of His glory, our spirits arrayed ; On Thes all our hopes for Eternity rest!
O why should we fear, e on Him we rely, ‘We love Thee, we praise Thee, Thy name we adore,
Ile’ll‘clputollve,ndmpmmhdb. Oho. Tomodlwthouchumdoumwm Ohoa

A

2 The Lamb that was slain! our salvation is is made! [\OIl!JelnloanﬂiourlthodeaMndbﬂ



194 JESUS LOVES ME

-
, Jesus lovesme Yes, Jesus loves me, The Bﬂ)Te tells me so.

4 Jesus loves me! H§ will stay,

2 Jesus loves me! He who died, | 3 Jesus loves me! lpves me still
il; Close beside me, all the way ;

Heaven’s gate to open wide; Though I'm very weak and i

He will wash away my sin, From his shining throne on high, | If I love him, when I die
Let his little child come in. Comes to watch me where I lie. He will take me home on high,
Yes, Jesus loves me, &o. Yes, Jesus loves me, &c. Yes, Jesus loves me, &c.

WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING.

From * Song Garden,” by permission of MASON BROTHERS,
N I

0 T

1
I v
Work. for the night ia coming, Work thro'the moruing hours; Work,while the dew s sparkling, Work'mid springing flow'rs;
2. Wark for the night is coming. Work thro® the sunny noon: Fill brightest hours with labor, Rest comes sure and soon,
3. Wark for the night is coming. Under the sunset skies; While their bright tints are glowing. Work, for dl.yllght flies,

— N > —




WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING. Concluded. 195

F'——_—=---.---—-—\ R+

o] v
€ LA
Work when the day grows brighter,Work in the glowing sun; Work, for the night is coming, When man's wori is done.

Give ev -eryfly-ing minuts, Something to keep ia store;Work, for the night {s coming.When man works no more,
Work till the Jast beam fadeth, Fadeth toshine no more;Work while the night is 8ark’ning, When man’s work is o’er.

A S T R § . S — — .
e S e
®

| L. Love soundsin her dghn,l;:eﬂom in her ey;, How pémive she - ters her m, The stone is

o
J—

» S——
» W —— e
Y

————
S w—w

Ry
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—t BB @ : .
37 — hy S— - A 188 l —l
2 “In vain wus my care those spices to prepare, A heart full of sighs for the Master she loves.
To enbalm my dear Saviour alone; Ah, Mary! ah, Mary! the Master is gone. -
Taken home from my view, what alas shall I do.”| 4 f

¢ Hallelujahs arise ; assist me yve skies,
{: Ah, Mary! ah, ! the Master is gone! - Am;u rejoice with & mortal who mowurned !
3 “1 seek but in vain to relieve my heart’s pain, Hence sorrow, henee care; to the winds with d 3
From as callous as stone;

: Raboni, Raboni, the Master’s returned.”
No one here can calm, by sweet sympathy’s balm,



196 HAPPY IN THE LORD.

1. A pilgrim and a stranger here, bappy. happy, happy,  Iseek the home to piigrims dear, happy in the Lord.

!
i
’ A bome beyond this mortal shore, happy, happy, happy, Where sin and sorrow come no more, happy in the Lord,

2 T leave this world of sin behind, , feo. 4 The fruits and flowers of Paradise, happy, &e.

TFhat better home in heaven to find, happy in, &c. In plenteous showers round them rise, happy in, &e.
Fair lands are here, and houses fair, happy, &o No death shall visit them again, happy, &c.
But fairer h%v home up there, happy in, &c. No sickness there, no touch of pain,‘iuppy in, &o.
Cho. ¢'ll cross the river, Cho. We'll cross the river, &c.
8 In that fair clime of ¢ndless day y, &c. 5 Farewell, vain world, I'm going home, ha) &e.
The Lord shall wipe all tears aw’.:%;’p in, &e. My Saviour smiles aud bids me come, happy 1b, &e.

To living founts, through verdant m pp{a&c. No mourning there, no funeral gloom, happy, &c.
The Lamb his ransemed followersleads, inppy ,&c.] But health and youth forever bloom, inppy in, &c.
Oho. We'll cross the river, &c. Cho. We'll cross the river, &c.



MY MANSION IN THE SKY. 197

Words by Mrs. M. A, KIDDER. Musig by HENRY TUCKRR,

— — 7 S— 8 S ———
s

—het——
2 In that bright world of love and light, ‘When from my blessed home above,
1 k’l":,at citgyl of our Gtid; tta I catch one shining gleam !'—Cho.
B o a Tanlt—Ohe? 4 I I'm a lover of the Lord,
Each lover of the Lord !—Cho. And to his ;
3 The vain pursmts of this short life, . I know He'll send his angels down,

How weak and frail they seem; To guide me safely home ;—ORe



THE BRIGHT HILLS OF GLORY.

Words by Mrs. LYDIA BAXTER. ‘WM. B, BRADBURTY.

i —e—} =:.=_.-=--r-— .._.-—.--'-:-‘ i-'
| Ot

1 Oh, give me : hans on the bright hills of glory—A home ‘when life’s sorrows are o’ or,
Wlnrojoyl that await the meek and thelowly, [Omit.. . ......... WIIl more than lost Eden restors
2 Oh, there let me roam on the banks of theriv-er, Esoort - od unge [throng.
nd with uum'nodoro the Bounteous Giver, (Omil..........ce00e hose love is reboarsed by the

»

Where the new song ot glo-ry Is the thomo of the ho - ly, And the ransomed are safd ev -

Where the new song is giv-en, To the loved ones in  heaven, And the an-gelsre - ech-o
r

Where the new soog of

glo-ry Is thet
Where the new song Is

give-en, To the loved g

3 There sweetly we'll rest in those mansions for ever 4 Oh, whohaspnpmdthhhnqvetofplum..

And bask in the fulness of love, In huven s sweet bower of rest?
Where fields are all bright with flowrets that never And bids us partake of all its rich treasures,

Shall wither in Eden abo n. And waits now to welcome each gues:.
Cho. llx'l‘bere the now loos Oho. }:1t is Jesus, our Saviour,
theme over And we'll praise him for ever,

Mmhhnwdhh&c.o(hul ‘Wen whe're safe in those mansions of rest.-}



OUR BRIGHT AND MORNING STAR. 199

WM. B, B&ADBURY.
) h

sent to guide our way, From the darkness
3 e clouds around our way Give no token
unbar, When we break the chains of sin, And the pure light
._pe oo oa. 2

==

:Te-rus

Our Guiding Star. ‘We're on our journey home, From the world’s coroding care
1 Glorfous hope, eternsl life, . Jesus is our guiding star, To our Father's mansion fair.— Che,.
Promise sweet to mourners given, ‘We’re on our journey home. S On a wild and stormy sea,
Boon will end this mortal strifs, We must meet with trials here ; When our fragile bark is driven,
Look beyond there’s rest in heaven :[" "Tprough a desert waste we roam; | Shatter’d tho' its sails may be,
Best from sorrow, toil, and care Bat our Saviour still Is near, ‘We shall anchor safe in heaven; ¢
In our Father's mansion fair. He will guide us safely home, We shall rise triumphaat tnere,

Cle.—We're on our journey home, To our Father's mansion fair. ~Chey



200 " WE HAVE COME REJOICING.

Suggested in partby a melody of BRLLINI.

this hap - py day, In ourBunday School we dusr-ty love to stay:
his smiling face 84ill {s beaming on wus in bap - py place.
S ' £ A o

>

—_—
We have ¢ome re - jolo - ing
Thro’ the week®he's

8= 9

o ——i—t >————t
0.C. We have come re - jofo - ing on this hap - py day, In our SBunday 8chool we dear-ly love to ‘suly;
ND.

with vol -ces blend-ing in & sa-cred song, We the Baviour's praise pro - long.
And the gra-cious 8pir -§t from his ho -1ly throne,Tells us of & bet - ter home.
F . Ly N |

‘IP - or 1 - . 0
Ald with Vol -ces blend-ing in & sa-cred song, We the Saviour's praiss pro - long.

3 Jesus there is smiling, on his Father’s throne,
Saying, ‘‘Come in welcome, come for here fs room,
In these shining mansions 1 have still a place,
Children hasten to my face.” Cho. There we shall, &e.

4 And o robes of glory, like the stars above,
Shall my loved ones ever, ever with me rove ;
Where the waviog flowerets of immortal bloom,
8hed around their sweet perfumc. (Ao, There we shall, &0

f—
3 Or ‘¢ yoar,” if for anniversary,



FOR THOU HAST DIED FOR ME.  wx.». Brabsury. 201

Werds by FANNY CROSBY.

it | %4,

earth - ly comfort dies', )
On thee my Ba-viour and my God, My [Omile.ccccecccecnenceco.../ ev - ery hope re-lies.

2 My soul, conﬂmq.i‘:? in thy word, 3 O when I leave this mortal scece,

Can rest Ltben. And rise to worlds of light;

And feel at every storm, Then shall I see thee as thou art
Beneath thy watchful care; Arrayed in glory bright :

A sinner lost, but saved by grace There by the living stream divine,
Be this my only plea: Mynptund-oo:fnhnll 3

Thy precious blood, O dying Lamb Thy precious biood, O dying Lamb,

Redeems and makes me what I am, eems and makes me what I am,

For thou hast died for me. For thou hast died for me.



202 Words taraished by L. HART, Eng. JESUS IS KING. WM. B. BKADBORY.

- == ’

1. He who once to earth came down, Toil'd and sufterea here be - low, Sits up - on his heavenly

2 Ma-ny lit- tle ones are there, Gatheredin that shin - ing throng; Lis - ten! thro'the Sabbat]
. ) Py

13 L A | T T 1> r
, CHORUS. \ -
| EESESes=——=
) )
thirone, Wears the crown of glo - now; Whilean - gels join to sing, And
air, You may hear their joy - song. Comse let us join to sing, &oc. -
a e .

| S SR— b
")

) I

1

an - - gels Jo%n t'cbli;xg,A'nd

swoet words ring—

3. 5
Yes, our loved and lost are there, Christians in the song unite, Surely we that song may share,
Ti:ey have reached the Lappy innd. Gladly swell the notes of praise, Jesus bids the children come;
Now whiterobesand crownsthey wear,! And with saints and angels bright, |Gives the lambs his tender

4 5.

They have joined the angel band. Still the grateful anthem raise. Guides them to his heavenly
Cho. Th?‘y strike each golden string, CAo  Come let us join to sing, Cho. Come let us join to sing,
And loud the sweet words ring,] Loud let the sweet words ring, Loud let the sweet words rings
Jesus is King. Jesus is King. Jesus is King.



&

Words by FANNY CROSBY.

tell me, do not tremble, Hold me in your dear embrace ;
leave you, am I dy- §ng?l

*THAT WAS SETTLED LONG AGO.”

[Omit.....ounne,

N

)_i_t ) ym;(

well, my soul is
ve made my peace with

-

-py, 1 not : )
}:‘f "'3.’ wn::: was settied long & !° - ) - £0,” 1have made my peace with Jesus, ‘That was settled long a - go.”
. .
M ’ I have made my peace with Jesus, |We shall join their choral numbe
B LW el CAM . e
'ou e e s weary are at r s
But your tender care is vain. 1. From the region of the blest,
Do no:’veep my soul is happy, Exrth may robe her fairest blossoms, ' Sorrow there can never enter
1am not afrai mfo: . Inhercdmaonl&?:m, There the Weary are at rest.
Jesus loves me, yes, I feel it, Yet the pleasures await us, 3
*That was setiied long sgo.” pajorta’ eye has never scen. Here our kindred ties are broken;
3 [ our sou .’
Fainter grew that voice 8o geutle, , Jrom the region of the b anm mfgfn‘mgmy i
Quickly came his feeble breath, Sorrow there can never enter, God will wipe all tears awa ’
Leaning on the arm of Jesus, Thero tho weary are at rest. Those we love will bid us welcome
BHG Mm the gates of death. 2. In the region of the blest,
ow his words of comfort [Through eternal rolling, f Sorrow there can never enter
Tike 2 strain of music flow, Angel choirs their notes prolong, There the weary are at rest.’

® A dying Christian boy's ansWer to his mother, when asked if he was * willing to die.”

-



204 JESUS OUR SHEPHERD.

Tan Loxrp 1s MY SmxrEERD, I SHALL Xor WaANY.” *

—

.Je-sus is our Shepherd, wi{l-lng every : Folded in his bo - som, whathave we to fear
2. Je- sus is our Shepherd, well we know his voice; How its gentleat whisper, makes our hiearts rejoice:
-

== R -—'— A | !
e e
A R S S S . A b '_-

On-ly let us fol - low whither he doth lead, To the thirsty d'ea - e.rt, or the dew-y mead.
E - ven when it chid-eth, tender is its tone; Nonebuthe shall guide us, we are his a - lone.

N 3. 4.
Jesus is our Shepherd, for the sheep he bled: Jesus is our Shepherd, guided by his arm,
Every lamb is sprinkled with the blood he shed, Though the wolves may raven, none can do us harm,
Then on each he setteth his own secret When we tread death’s valley, dark with lf:n-[ul gloom,

They that have wmy Spirit, these (saith he are mine. ‘We will fear no evil, victors o’er the tom

COME UNTO ME.

By permission of Dz. L. MASON,

Come un - to me, when shadows darkly gath - er, When the sad heart is wea-ry and dis - trest.

Ye who have mourn’d when the spring flowr’s were taken, When the ripe fruit fell' rich-ly to the ground,




3 are the maunsions in thy Father's dwelling, 4 There, like an Eden blossoming io gladness,
Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim ; Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rudely p
Come unto me, all ye who droop in sadness,

i

i

Bweet are the harps in holy music swelling,
Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn §

- OUR ANGEL ﬁkSTER

Come unto me, and I will give you rest!
88 & 7s R.S.T.
Pud. 00DA.

1 (Inthe. d sweetiy sleeping, Where the willow branches wave,
Lies our darling lit-tle sister, ln the darkand

‘There she lies and knows no sorrow, When our sieter mingled with us
There the wild Bee gaily hums ; Well she loved the Saviour’s name,
[Eve she resched the heavenly portals,

There the Robin sweetly warbles ;

In that sflent lonely spot ;
While around her grave are blooming, ere the streamlet gently murmurs ;
There the water-lily blooms., Angel guards to gru::.m' eame.

Rouses and For-get-me-not. ..
Copa. There’s she’s resting, &o. CopA. There’s she’s resting, &o. 'Copa. Shels 3
In that bright and sunny region

Death of a 8. S. Scholar, - ! pd s
e may learn her happy song,

i L‘:.'&.’?:: ::m ;l;:l’o.om, There in glory leara her happy song.
Do the pale and goutle brow, 3 When she crossed the darksome river,
Cold and silent (be) she is sleeping now. Upward to the fields of Eden. ©

8 But her soul has gene before us— a fadcless realms of day,

‘We shall mest her ia the realms of dey.

v Gone (o join the holy throag,
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208 NOW WE LIFT OUR TUNEFUL VOICES.

FOR 8. 8. OELEBRATION. From * Orfols,” by permission.
Ist. | 24. I FULL CHORUS.

wavingbanners To the breezes soft and puild, My the tide of glad hosan - nas Flow from bosomsun - defiled.
zreefafaffode ez g )

—-!E=—-.4. ot :.-.-_-=.,_.-_._,
Ye who join our oelebratlon, ‘eachers kind, whou care unceasing,|Thanks to God for every Llessing,
Sweetest melodies employ ; All must honor and approve ; ‘Which hisbounteous hand hestows
Bow with us in adoration, uks for labor still- unceasing, 1l on earth that's worth pooseamg,
Filled with holy heaveuly joy. | Heaven reward your works of love.| From that hand incessant flows.
Cho.—As we lift, &c. Cho.—As we &o. Cho.—As we lift, &c.
Wordsby (V) WELCOME HOUR OF PRAYER. WM. B. BRADBURY.

. — a1 ] -
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The beams of morm break VVhen nature breathes her choral hymn,

hensoftly o'er the distant b

9. Whenlike & ant in his course, The glorious orb of ligh "Ascend-ing in the radiant sk:
3. Whenslowly ﬂdu ’ : st Hf oo

the si - lent eve, Beneath the glowing west; And tranquil thoughts of heav:énly ,




WELCOME HOUR OF PRAYER. Concluaed. 207
C

HORUS.
1 4 I G Y ]

(- —— 13 o] - | | - ==

My cheer-ful heart shall wake; My strength renewed x: soul re-freshed,I'll bless a Father's eart;,
Has reached his noonday height ; From earthly scenes I'il turn  a - way, To bless a Father's care.

With -in  my bo - som rest; Forall the mer - cies of . the day, T'llbless a Kather's care.
e e —Eﬁm——%ﬁi&'%
= S Fe—=*r ——: ==
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And hail with pure and Lo - ly j?gj The welcome hour of prayer, v_gleome hour of prayer.

d\))‘. -!* FLLt o_m Py 8
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CH[NA. C. M. SWAN. Arranged.
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1. Why do we mourn departing fricnds, Or shake at death’s alarms ? ’'Tis but the volce that Jesussends, To call htham to
is arms.

1

4
Then let the last loud trumpet sound,
And bid oar kindred rise ;
Awake, ye uations under ground !
Ye saiuts ! asoeud the skise,

3
Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb?

z .
Are we not tending upward too,
As fast s titne can move?
Nor should we wish the hours more slow,|
Tv keep us frum our love. And left a long perfume.

There, the dear flesh of Jesus lay,
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1 We speak of the realms of the blest, Of that country so bﬂnﬁm and so fair, And oft areits gloriel con-
2 We speak of the pathways of gold, Of its walls deck’d with jewels so rare, Of ita wondersand pleasures un-
- 2 ¥ 2 XX XY 3

> hd
fessed : But whatmustit be to be there, To be there, To be there, But what must it be to be there.
told: But whatt:utit be, &o.

T4 v L " Ty Yy
3 We speak of its freedom from sin, 5 O Lord, midst our gladness or woe,
From sorrow, temptation and care,-— Still for heaven our spirits prepare ;
From trals without and within: And shortly we also shall know
But what must it be to be there ? And feel, what it is to be there.
4 We speak of ita service of love, 6 Then anthems of praise we will sing,
Of the robes which the glorified wear, ‘When safe in heavenly rest;
Of the church of the first-born above ; To Jesus, our Saviour and Kvin y
But what must it be to be there ? Who reigns in those realns of the blest.
ROSSINI._ C. M.

-
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ROSSINI. C. M. Concluded. 209

2 These are the robes, unsouea and whits,
Whthfhve:zdldmn&nton,dm"
en, foremost 'mong the sons
Wo'litonyondengrm

3 That is the city of the saints,
Where we so soon shall stand,
When we shall strike these desert-tents
And quit this desert-land.

Words by Mrs. E. CODNER.
L]

4 Then welcome toil and care and pain !
And welcome sorrow too !

ord T hear of show’rs of blessings,Thou art seattering full and free ;)
Show’rs the thirsty land refreshing, Let some droppings fall on me. /Even me, Even mo’.\ht some dropplng;\ fall on me.

m

2 Pass me not, O God, my Father,
Sinful thoagh my heart may be ;
Thou might'st leave me. but the rather,
Lct thy mercy light on me,—
ven ma.

3 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour,
Let me live and cling to thee;
Fain I'm longing for thy favor;
‘Whilst thou'rt calling, call for me—
Even me

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spint,
‘Thou canst m&kgth’o!l’s!ndbnu

Witnesscs of Jesus’ merit,
Speak the word of power to me—
Even me.

5 Love of 80 pure and changeless ;
Blood of Christ, 8o rich and fee;
Grace of God, so rich and boundless,

Magnifé it all in me,—
ven me.
6 Pass me not, thy lost one orm, B
Bind my heart, O Lord, to 3
‘Whilst the streams of life are springing
Bleasing others, oh, bless me,—
ven me.



210 RE-UNION.

1 suALL GO TO NINM.”

Devid ¥

.

again! yes, weshallmeetagain, Tho' now we part in pain! His peo- ple all To-
on thedays of absenceshallbe o'er, Andthoushalt weep no more; Ourmeet-ing day Shall

i geth-er Christshall ¢all, Hal - le - lu - jah, Hal - le - u - jah, Hal - le - lujah, praise the Lord.
wipe all tears a-way, Hal-le-lu- jah, Hal-le-lu-

ah, Hal - le - lujab, praisethe Lord.
2 2 A a

Now I go with gladness to our home,
With gladness thou shalt come ;
There I will wait
To meet thee at Heaven's gate.

Hallelujah!

4

Dearest! what delight again to share
Our sweet coramanion therel
To walk among

The holy ransomed throng.
ymllelujuhl

5.

Not to mortal sight ean be given
To know the bliss of Heaven;
But thou shalt be
Soon there, and sing with me
Hallelujah!
6.

Meet again! yes, we shall meet again,

Thon‘g now we part in pain!

Together all

His people Christ shall eall.
Hallelujah'



YOU MUST BE A LCVER OF THE LORD. 211
. Armaged,

e-turn, O wand'rer, to thy home, Thy Father calls for
No long -er now an ex -ile roam, In guilt and mis-er -

2 Return, O wand'rer, to thy home,
"Tis Jesus calls for thee:
The Spirit and the Bride say come;
Oh! now for refugo flee.
Cho.—For you must, &c.
3 Return, O wand'rer, to thy home,
'Tis madness to delay ;
There are no pardons in the tomb,
And brief is mercy's day.
Cho.—For you must, &ec.

LEARNING.OF JESUS. Words by Muss H. MEEKER.

. Haste we now with eager feet, Teachers, scholars gladly greet, On this Sabbath morn we meet That we ?:‘leeam .
esus.

W = ¥ =
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2 Help us, Lord, throy, ulthlsday,FLordonrhum‘remllohin, 4 As we learn thy righteous will,

H
‘While we sing and while we pra; Let thy Spirit enter in, Help us, Holy Fatler, still.
Let th ﬁwnhmm S lhko{hc& pure, all white and clean, | Each commasulnsent to fulfll,
weleamut’ua And full of love to Josus. And give e pruise to Jesua.
.




212 BEAUTIFUL ZION.

WM. B, BRADBURY. From the “ Day Spring.” By permssion.

;-n—’-—-—i—-c—'-- B, m—— —
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Beantitnlgmsofpm -ly white,

~

F o X

2. 8 4.
Beautiful buven, whem all is light, | Beantiful crowns on every brow Beautiful throne of Christ our King,
Beautiful angels, clothed in white, | Beautiful palms the congerors show, | Beautiful songs the s sing,
Beautiful strains tlnt never tire. Beaautiful robes the ransomed wear, | Beautiful rest, all wan g8 cease,
Beaautiful barps thro’ all the choir; | Beautiful all who enter there ; Beaautiful home of perfect peace;
There shall I join the chorus sweet, Thl&ber I press with eager feot, There shall my eyes the Saviour see,
‘Wonshiping at the Saviour’s feet my rest belong and swoet. ' Haste to this heavenly home with me

- THE PROMISED LAND.

WM. B, BRADBURY. \
1

havea Fnhi'erinthe romisedland, I have a Father in the promised land,

M athermllsmo,l mustge
have a&viourinthepromuedlmd, I bave lS.vio\n‘in thepmmhﬂhnd,“alen

Jesus ocallsme,
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3 [: I have a crown in the promised land, :
31 ‘When Jesus calls me I must &
To wear it in the promised luufv

I'll away, I'll away, &c.

4 J: I hope to meet yon in the promised land
s i muu’feetylj ougmd; &
‘We'll praise him in the promised land.

> I'll away, I'll away, &c. .
THE SABBATH SCHOLAR'S REQUEST, %
FESSErT e e e e et s e

re from all worldly joys Turn we a-way, / Weask not wealth or fame, This boon We Teach us the Saviour's
days of toll and work Our portion .J [} ) prany (love

1 Look on us klndlyé friends, Met here to-day,
"\ Be
8ix
our hearts must know Something o(ure:)nut from our sorrowswe all turn a - way, To learn the Saviour’s love
M —

PSR W ISR RS NS R S S Y S
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3 4.
Follies besot our path Look on us kindly, Men“;

Ot Sor Toot auas troad | ALY dn it counach good
Saviour'slove, Each &e 3o BUF et I o W Corase .
’ Enchanted groun: Help ue by prayer.
Saviour'slove, Each &o Bat from all v‘s':ityd’ Guide kzulx)' w{ndering feoty ™ #
a _Turn we away Whene'er we siray; «
F==Hl To loarn the Savior's love | Teach us the Saviour's Jove
) " Each Sabbath day Each Sabbath day.




214 THE INVITATION.-

Words by K, C. Arranged from a melody of the * GoNrrABANDS,”
b P
(S b e et S s |

1. “Let little children come to me” The Lord the Saviour sald, Forbid them not, for such shall be, The saints in glory made.

Joy -ful are the words we hear, Saviour to thy arms we come Give us now thy blessing dear, Heav’n is onr home,
Hal-le - lu - jah, we will sing Praise lor-ev\o er t@the Lord, Father, 8aviour, glorious King, Praise, praise the Lord.

. a__N_ 0
=== e
S = N
2 Why should we wait for life to fade 3 O! let us not & moment waft,
And earthly joys grow dim ? . But haste to meet our friend ;
When they the happiest are made, The way Is narrow—straight the gate,
Who early go to him. Bu: blissful fe the end.
Blessed are the words we hear, Precious are the words we hear.
Saviour te thy arms we come, Saviour, to thy arms we come,
Keep our sculs from doubt and fear, Loving thee with hearts sincere,
Heaven is our home, Hallelujuh, &c. Heaven s our home. Hallelujah, &e.

SILVER STREET. S. M,
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A Come, sound his praise abroad, And hymns of glory sing, Jehovah is the sov’reign God, The u - mi-ver-sal King.
2. 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-dayattend his voice, Nor dare provoke his rod ; Come—Ilike the psople of his_cholce, And own your gracious God.



THE ANGELS IN THE AIR. Rev. R. LowRY. 215

e's In - bor song is sung, Andthe e - bon arch issprun gkO ertheshaded couch of deat.h 80 mll
Dark theshadows in the vale, b‘nereethehowl of t.begnle, ut the shining ones are near our door:
Flood the heart with parting tears, Frost the head with passing years, Ml‘l}h wsntand woe to-geth -er here—

rd willl :bt thewmewnhtho lg’ star- ryuheen Asthey welcomeus to Zi- on’s m
t as they, We will the starry way, With the shadow and the storm no more,

w , the cléud That enwng the:h erowd And we'll neverkuow a sor-row there.




216 ““WHAT SHALL I DO TO BE SAVED?” ®
: ‘ SFE=EE !.E T

shall T do to be saved Frota the sorrows that barden my 300l ? Like the waves in the storm When the whiddarest
1doto be saved, When the pleasures of youth are ali fled ? And the friends I have loved, From the earth arere

7 LA {
3 O! what shall I do to be saved, 4 O! Lord look in mercy on me,
When sickness my strength shall subdue? Come, O come and speak peace to my soul:
Or the world in & day , Unto whom shall I flee,
Like a cloud roll away, Dearest Lord, but to thee
And eternit{‘: to view 1 Thou canst make my tg::r broken heart whole
‘What shall I do? what shall Ido? That will I do! will I do!
O! what shall I do to be saved ! To Jesus I'll go and be saved.

HEAVEN IS MY HOME. Wi, B. BRADBURT.

1 (l’m bat astranger here : Heav'n is my home ;) (Dungeu and sorrows nand)
‘\Earth is a desert drear : Heav'n is my home ;/\Round meon every hand, /Heav’n is my Fatheriand, Heav'n is my

L p o 2 a L £ 8 2o ~
VY S Sp— S -~ A ]




HEAVEN IS MY HOME. Concluded. 217

8 What though the tempests rage, 3 Therefore I murmur not : 4 There, at my Saviour’s side,

Heaven is my home ; Heaven is my home, Heaven is my home ;

Short is my pilgrimage : Whate’er my earthly lot, I shall be glorified,
Heaven is my home ; Heaven is my bome ; Heaven is my home.

Aud time’s wild, wintry blast And 1 suall sarely stand There are the good and blest, |

8oon will be over past, There at my Lord's right hand : Those I loved most and best,

1shall reach home at last— Heaven is my Father-land-- Theres, too, I soon shall rest,
Heaven is my home. Hearven is my home. Heaven i3 my home.

VJJE .MU.ST;H.VE FOR GOD. WAL B. BRADBURY,

STEEEE TS ,
L (W emustlive for God, 'tis a solemn call, We werelost till mer-cy found us, )
In our floriom field there'sa place for all, Wemust work for thosearound us, / Wecanbringa soul to the:

e can Jead perhaps to the living stream, When the heart is worn and weary:)
Or & wordmay fall like u sunlightbeam,In a homethatis cold and dreary,/ Wecanseek the lost thathave

14 -

2

e 2

.y f s
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3 In the Sunday school we can train our youth, 4 We can cheer the faint, and the weak sustain,
And our tender care bestowing, We can m{ with the sick and dying,
will learn to walk in the way ot {ruth, Wemteﬁo peace through a Saviour's nama
ere the s'pring of joy is flowing, To a soul for comfort sighing,
We can tell of hope from the ncreg page. ‘We must live for {xod, 'tis a solemn call,
To the erring heart ret: y We were loat till mercy found us,
‘We can guide the of declining age, In our glorious field, there’s a place for all,
‘Where the lamp of life is burning. . ‘We must work for those around us.



218 THE ANGELS THERE WILL TEACH US.

¢ THERE ANGELS DO ALWAYS DRHOLD THR FACE of MY Faruzx.” WM. B, BRADBURY.

( 0 the heavenly land; to the heavenly land, Where the saints and the seraphs lta.nd;)
We are on our way; we are on our way, A u- ni- ted and bap-py band For the
('l'ho' we oft - en tire;tho’ we oft - en tire, Where the pathway s stee; andstmigl'n,)

We will atill press on: we will still press on, Til wogmthroughthe lden Gate: For the

S But we need not fear: but we need nos fear, 4 Will you go with us! will yon go with ns¢
For we've Jesus to be our : Como and share this bright home ahove,
And with him so near: aye with him so near ~  Where the endless day, where the codless day,

Nai tofevilme’otbom Is illumed by our Father’s love,
OAo.—For the angels there teach us, &oc. Cho.—For the angels thers shall teach us, &o.



SAVED BY GRACE. 8s& 7s, Double, 219

Words by FANNY CROSBY.

Thou art mine 'I ask no nrwm.

2 Earthly pleasures fading round me,
Like the autumn leaf may fall;
Jesus thou wilt give me comfort,
u art dearer far than all.—Cho.

3 T will praise thee, I will bless thee,
This my lnp{g song shall be;
‘When I reach the port of glory,
Oho—for i veme. Baved by sriee, oy child fo
verse. Sav grace, thy ¢ rever,
Lost 1{1 wunder, love and praise ;
Precious Saviour 1 have found thee,
Thou art mine, I ask no more.

For Missionary concerts.

1In le Lord we gather,
l%mnam‘l’:udm;

For thy glorious cause, and kingdom,
At ysuacud feet to pray. !

Croo. Star of Jacob, King of Judah
Hallelujah to thy name;

th; in bosom,
MHindl to s living

2 Bless thy servants gone to labor
With thy standard in their hands ;
Guide them o’er the snow-clad mountain,
deserts burning sand. Cho.

3 May thy word in might prevailing
Far and wide ita power extend
And the world its truth co! i
To thy gentle sceptre bend.



920 Words by Xrs. 0. G. 600DWIN. SABMTH HOR“[NG BEI.LS

L | it |"|0-0.

Do

& o> -
Sweetly sounding thro’ each street, And
ag an the qui-et (OMir....

. 1y Babbath, happy merning, Joyfully the beils we hm.
Sweetly call - ing, gentiy calling Us to praise (Ousr ..
D.0. Comes the dear fa - miliar greeting, Calling us [OII'!

—

—_— g
¢ n'm‘ in imitation of the bells. llny the blessed angels koep us,

3 Bo‘lg Sabbath, glad young voioes,
Till auother dawn.

eleome you with joyous song, With & cheerful sacred presence
While the aged heart rajoices P! And when earth’s best,purest love-1j,
With the youthful throng, That shall banish gloom. Fadeth from our -l;‘;nt away, Lo
H.E' the light of this blest morning, [3 Basking in the ho!y radianee K;_y dur risen Saviour take us
very yoathfal heart illume, Of this blessed Sabbath morn, 0 his endless day.

SABBATH EVENING BELLS w, TP Tt

:
The shadows of t are creeping fast A- cnuthehi.lmdden
1( b s [Om) Of the Sabbath evening bells.

s silently olnko the wearied sun,

Far down the western steep,

Bo pueo(ully at the eve of L e,
May I lay me down to slesp. Cho.

Each doubt and fear t'allay,
That soon will the gloom of nl;ht&e lost

3 And may the sweet hope be granted then,
, In the duwn of cndku d.nr



THE LORD WILL PROVIDE. Wi, B. BRADBURY. 221

Werds vy (C)

~

(th'l be- fore ym,ﬁamndml’-in view;
ponean-oth-er tw joarney a- lomg:

Zi - on,
falt - er,

The world may disown you, and friends may forsake, Behold in the nlle{ the lillies so fair,

The nig:t may be cheerless, but morning will break, | Tis not abor, the beauty ibey wear;

When with sorrow and longing for rest, If clothed by {?‘nr Father the grass that must die.
'om for the best ;" The wants of his children his hand will supply,

around you, your Shepherd and guide, Then trust him forever, your refuge and guido,

the promise, *‘ The Lord will provide.” Remember the promise, *‘ The Lord will provide.”
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222 THE LIFE-BOAT. *

Spirited—in march movement.

The life-boat ! the life-boat | how bravely she rides The ed and stormy, and treacher - ousmain, The
The Bi-ble!the Bi-ble!o'erlife’sstormy wave, Isthellfe-boat to res-cue all tem-pesttoss'dsouls, It
N 'y . . e N
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h:mﬁll. hisbreast, %?i lamp from her bow gleams bright o’er the sea, It shines as a star on the billows flerce breast, And

esever bright, Like a heavenly star on the water's dark breast, Itaheds in man's pathway a glo - ri-ouslight, And
- (L g J o . py .

mounts o’er the wu.-u;- 80 no- bly and free, Andinountso’erthe wa-h:l 80 1no-bly and free.
points out hiscourse to the bha-ven of zest, And pointsout hiscourseto the ha - of rest.

| Mhd a2 o
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WM, B. BRADBURY.

JESUS OUR KING.

1

MISSIONARY.

ransomed will bring

Saviour and King.

ly

Je - sus

He lives to re - deem us,
The barp that was broken—sweet

.
’

appear
above.

in
e

y | the harvest is near,
, the Master
fervent in love

, heralds, awa,
ers will come

e reap

m&mhbo:,
God will rew:
Cud —Go sound it

4 Go,
Th
Be

for you still—
myfmet |
with wisdom

docire, el

W

be watchful,
sustain you

Cro.~Go sound i abroad, &o.

The
Be
And God

your mission fulfil

3 Go, heralds,

!

Bl



1. soul repeat his praise, Whose mercies ;
E % H{lh asthe heav'ng are nin'd Above the ground we tread, Bo far the riches

38 His power subdues oar sins,
And hls forgivin love,
Far as the east is
Doth all our guilt mnove.

4 The pity of the Lord,
To those who fear his name,
Is such as tender ts foel
He knows our feeble frame.
Our days are as the grass,
Or like the m flower
Ifone sharp bluhweepo ert.hoﬂold,

The Place.
1. How hﬂfephce,

‘Where m,
Unn.llathe‘nnﬁe-oliﬂlfwe,
And sheds his love abroad !

IQHevli,eonthom seat,

Ourjoyfnl 1d him sit,
es
ey pd sit,
3 Give ma,OLon‘l,

€,
Amongthoc{xﬂdmot

It withers in an hour.

'l‘heumnhotmy !

— -

”

“ Josus Wept.
1 Did Jelu weep for me !
o’er sinners here

l!ynul p&f&ﬂm“

QDldJenupn for me?
Fornchawa.ndman?
My heart subdued and broken be,
And drawn to him in prayer.
3 Did Jesus die for me ?
0! of love divine!
I die to I'll live to thee;

, Baviour, make me thine !

And feel ite influence there.



- 1
ou the Lord, Thy

N

od obey, Beek his protecting care by night, His guardian hand| by dy.
d seek him while he’s near; S8erve him with all thy heart and mind,And worship him in fear.
His ear hear will thy ory ; Then shalt thou find his mercy sure,

His gracefor - ever nigh,
<

-
-
PES S S m e e SR
= o o<1
Closing Hymn. B hi in or. the Intem; 8. M.
1 Once more be(oze w!:mpart, 1 Behmme of grwemyl 1 Intemperance w&lhm,
Oh, bless the S8aviour's name; The promise calls me near; His victims day by day,
Let every tongue and every heart | There Jesus shows a smiling face, | Are wasting in the paths of sm.
Adore and praise the same. And waits to answer prayer. Their precious life away.
2 Lord, in thy grace we came, [? Thine image, Lord bestow, R Dear Jesus! thou hast died,
That blessing still impart; Thy presence ahd thy love; T% gracious arm can save ;
We meet in Jesus’ sacred name, I ask to serve thee here below, O bring the wanderers to thy folds.
In Jesus’ name we part. And reign with thee above. And snatch them frow the grave..
3 Thus nutured by thy word, 3 Teach mo to live by faith; 3 Convicted of their guilt ;
May each in om grow, Conform m; to thine, O may they seek thy face,
And still go on to know the , | Let me victorious be in death, And never rest till they bave found-
And practice what we know. And then in glory shine. The comfort of thy grace.

GREGORIAN.

Give us
And fe
And |

Ve us our

>

as we forgive | them that | tres - pass a- | gainst us
us not Intowmput.{on, but 3:-8‘] lilar | lun'onl | H ! . }

For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for- |



226 GIVE THANKS.—Chant, Antiphonal,

WN. B. BRADBURY.

N 80L0, OR SEMI-CHORUS.® Ist BES‘PONSI OHORUS.
m— )
-
1 O give thanks unto the Lord, for he is good: For DM mer - ¢y en - dur - eth for ev- er.
23 =
n 80LO0, OR SEMI-CHORUS.*  2nd RESPONSE. CHORUS, ALL,

» s
T . -

3 O give thanks unto the Lord of lords; CHo. For his mercy endurezn forever
4 To him who alone doeth great wonders; CHo. For his mercy endureth forever
5 To him that by wisdom made the heavens; CHo. For his mercy endureth ferever.
-6 To him that stretched out the earth above the waters: CHO Vor his mercy endureth forever.
7 To him that made great lights; Cro. For his mercy endareth forever.
¥ The sun to rule by day: the moon and stars to rule by night Cro. For his mercy endureth forever.
‘9 Whe remembered us in our low estate ; CHo. For his mercy endureth forever.
10 And hath remembered us from our enemies ; Cuo. kor his wmercy endureth forever.
11 Who giveth food to all flesh ; CHo. For his mercy endureth forever.
12 O give thanks unto the God of heaven; CBo For his mercy endureth forever.
Amen.

® By tessher or teachers.—The responses by the soholars,



THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD.—Chant Antiphonal. 227

1ot Dyvision. or Tracusas. 2d Diviston, or Saoun. u.v..

1 ¢ The Lord is my shepherd; I|aball not|want.
2 Hemakethmowliedownlnmwm He leadeth me be- |side the | still— | waters.
1 Heu-ltwnt.hmylooul.
20 He leadeth me thepath-ofﬁghteommlforhhlnamel—luk
1§ Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death I will | fear no|evil;
22 For thou art with me; thy rod and thy | staff they | com - fort | me.
1§ Thou ynﬁmt a table before me in the | presence..of mine|
22 Thou anointest my head with|oil, my | cup..runneth | over.
1{ Surely goodness and mmylhnllfouowmealltheldnylof..mllifa.
2 And{wmdwdlintbehmohhell.ordfor-lem A-|men.
COME UNTO ME. Cll&nk WM. B. BRADBURY.
4— == > }
Y t i T T
' 1t = ———
1 Wlt.hmﬂhleyullookmnnd When a faint chill steals o’er m; Eeart,
-y ;lmdfkmdL yl::d:’ Achoieelutun,lComoalme,
! gloom, I hear a 20 4 Come, for all else
A heavenly | whisper, | Come 10 me. Farth 1 o resting | place for] s
Qlttelhmeofs lace of rest— Heavenward direct thy weeping eye,
onl ot mmmx’.'mmm"‘” Tam thy porden | Come e,
w 9’ '
Howuwoeuholbld«nng.l(:omtolm 50% aﬁiﬁﬂ'ﬁ;
3 When nature shudders, loth to me from above

l‘nnlllllovo.u-ljoy. [ Y 'mdylwhlum,lc“ulu



228 WE ARE PILGRIMS. 78 4

lat. | \20d. | Fors Croxve.
== EE=—==—c==s

are pilgrims on theart.h Journeying onvmnal: from our lurth,)
Iy hourmd eve - rybmthBrinpu near - er still to death. Yes, we are

9 But be-yond this vale of tears, Lies the land that knows no fears:
(Where our steps no more may roam, Pil - grims, we are ) going home

ettt —— &
e R e — A
 S— I ANR—
Ny A Smeun  SNS S G  Swm— Tttt — a3t —m—t—Uta—ta— i —ar

- . Rzsponss. pp CHORUS.
— e g e el



SWEET REST IN HEAVEN. Concluded. 229

'.‘—-——-'-—----
Iy — o Nl ¥, 5 ¥ |
) —o— e =

'thm lnveetresnn heaveD.coceesiveraceanse

S Our e before us, 4 Our Jesus will be with us, 5Wob1euthonameot.‘l
Ho kindly bi us come; E'en to the jonrney’l end; ‘Who bought us with his blood:
In yonder world of glory, In every score afflictiol All glory be to Jesus,
He's made for us a home. UHO. A “pmenthelp" wlend. Cno. givesuseverygood. CHO.

WE’LL WAIT TILL JESUS COMES Da. MILLER.

~ M S A G —u——
< .‘-‘-—-_-__l_-‘-— o —9—;
1

—t= H—t—t ‘ SsSess
We'll waittill Jm- comes, We'll wa.it till Jesus comes, !
2 No tranquil joys on earth I know,| 3 To Jesus Christ I fled for rest ; 4 I sought at once my Saviour’s .ld.
No peaceful sheltering dome, He bade me cease to roam, No more my steps shall roam

*kis world’s a wilderness of woe, And lean for succer on his bnut, With him 1’Il brave deuh'l ehmin( tide,
*his world is not my home. And he’d conduct me home. And repeh my heavealy home.



230 IN OLDEN TIMES.

Words by Ray. J W. DADMUN.

"‘I. B. BRADBURY,

| s o

>t —tix—1g — — e S e

Then away! away! our cause is stronger,Away! gway!tolheSundnySchwl,
3'1‘hen away! awny! we can't wait a -ny longer, A . - - .

2 As Robert Raikes walked out one day, Come, purents, teachers, one and all,
To see if children were at play, And never think the work is small,
Somoboyswmuenons&hahw, Baut listen to the heavenly call :

A zvhyin , playing—Ah me. , Be workers, workers to day;
ho. en away ! &c. Cho. Then away ! &ec.

3 In seventeen hundred eighty-one, 6 When storms are and work is o’er,
Aeross the sea in (Hlous'ter town, And Sunday Schools shall be no more,
The glorious Sunday School begun, We'll gather on the golden shore,

Its coming! coming! along. Bln&mg lory, glory to God.
en away ! &c. ho. en away ! &e.
4 0, how this little fire has spread, 7 Then what a glorious sight 'twill be
And warmed to life the carnal dead, To see the millions of the free
And brought them to our living Head, All bappy in eternity,—
80 loving. loving and good ; 80 welcome, welcome the day!
Cho.Then away! &ec.

Cho. Then away! &c.
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JESUS AT THE HELM. xusto by HENRY TUCKER. 231

Words by JOSEPHINE POLLARD.

opeto stem thenuhlngdo;

eseeccscsccscisscacccsncscnnn

Omit

il

3
is the ocean, How can I'h
0,

bark and stormy
face the billows wild commo!

§ By

fuge from the storm when Heav’'nis my home.

And find . & re

ver,

ding

Wil safely bear me home with Him to rest. Cho.
4
s
the

l:m. command the troubled waves subsi

i
i 1]
...au.m mm
o.mwm.ms.mw
5353 3
553 mm
pasd of

A
i 5
i



232 “WE'LL ALL MEET AGAIN IN THE MORNING.”

Words ¥y EATE CAMERON 2 Music by WM. B, BRADBURY.

dlay dying,Asthe sunset hour drew nigh,And
owo{dalinugtt:udWhenho (Omi¢ ..?.l?....

EEEiiEi=sc e

-
eet again in the morning, We'll all meet again in the morning, We'll
all meet agamn in the momlng'Ol ONiih.eeeneeneeennenssenneonnenens

2 The words were full of solace, 3 Owo who sadly languish
Falling like a healing balm down by grief and gloom,
On the heart so sorely stricken, Beside the grave’s dark portal,
n‘l‘h:ht the IIOIH;I*OI’ might '{:kli be calm. wllao(k’:: ond the ailent tomb !
e sting of an, en eave your precions treasures,
'l‘hew;duol grew more light, SlnllHenotigdl&lng-doﬁghtf
We'll all meet again in the morning, We'll all meet nf'nn in the morning,
Like a rainbow spanned Death’s night. ORo, Death’s aleep is but for a night. CAo.



le_a @ * @ T
T T 7 1

2 How can he leave them, 3 How can he leave them, 4 Why does she tremble,
Leave to the tempter'a power, Pale is their mother’s brow, Was it his voice that said—
Passing each golden bour Hope's dying embers now ¢ Lift up thy drooping head,

ess away. 'ade in despair. Sorrow is o'er:
While in his dreary home, . Folding her precious ones, Coms to your Father’s arms,
Sad tears for him are shed ; Hark ! through the midnight dim, | Children, your fears are past ;
Is every feeling dead, Oh, how she gruyl for him, 1 am reclaimed at last,
How can he stay ? Lord hear her prayer. I'll drink no more.”
My Shepherd.

1 Thou art my Shepherd, " 2 Or if my way lie 3 If Thou wilt guide me,
Caring in everg.need, ‘Where o’erhanging nigh, Gladly I'll go with Thee ;—
Thy little lambs to feed ; H‘vsonl would terrify No can come to me

ing thee still ; ith sudden chill,— Holding Thy hand ;
In the g‘reen pastures low, Yet I am not afrald; And soon my weary feet
‘Where living waters flow, ‘While somm my head 8afe in the golden street,
Safe by Thy side I go, Thy tender hand is laid, ‘Wkere all who love 't'hee meet.
¥ earing no ill. fear no li! Redeem'd ahall stand.

-,




234 - MY FATHERLAND. ‘

Melody by J. R. THOMAS. Harmonised,

my dear father-land; By

. = =
-;;'E Eh ﬁig; = m——s

faith its delights I explou, But sweeter, dearer, dnreru the hand, That leads me in peace to the shore.

2 There is a place where hol ‘);oangeh dwell, Exalted with Christ on His re and agoﬂulhme. ‘
TbA ure and a pt;ace de, The King iu Ilis beauty ‘
;o: 3,",2'{’,“5,2 ;caelnu“o :,';ogod “’"5“ can tell, 4 Thercisa ‘phee where t.brongh Cau.h I Liope to live, |
‘When life and its labors are o’er, ‘

3 ’l'here is a place where loving friends are gone, A place which tho Saviour to faithful ones will give,

ered and worshipped with me, And there I shall sorrow no mnore.—Cho.



Words by WM. OLAND BOURNE.

THE UNION SONG 235

ys and girls areall for Unlon.Nonh nd 8outh.aod East lnd West
Il the States in lov’d commanion Heart and hand with [Umit

E@?ﬁ@ﬁﬁ

= —.—-

!

for or- der sod lsviﬁnmh for the land of the trse'

forthe lund of the !ree' For Union and pence,
" “' ~ ‘%“ -_ & . ..
:h—' —»

2 We will tove our land forever.
Dearest land beneath the sun;
Foemen's steel shall not dmever,
Youthful hearts that sow are one.—Cho.

3 We are all a band of Brothers,
And the states are Sisters too,
And in ume there will be others
hall happy vows renew.—Cho.

4 Let the hopeful words be
On the wings
KNever shall the lings be brvken,
Never shall the flag be torn.—Cho.
§ Union now and Union ever!
Boys and girls for Union all!
Wmll keep it safe, and never

giorious Union fall

[ LA e

The crystal fountain.
1 'Tis the ba!my shower descending
In the valley, on the plain,
Makes the air so cool around us,

Cho.~Then § together we'l -lng,
Algayuthe bird on its m
Coldwuerforme,onrmoao be,
And loudly our chorus shall ring
2 We are like the leaves nnloldln
led o’er with morning

Wi m the crystal fountaln
Makeuuglad;nd merry t00.~Cho.

3 Give us water, sparkling
From the brooklet pure and
Grateful to our God who gave
Let our hearts forever ao.



236 JOY FOR THE SORROWFUL. WM. B. BRADBURY.

Soto ox Dusr, wirn CHORUS. Isafah, 35: 10.
1

N

l 1. Joy for the oomw-fnl,.ltrengﬁltorthe w&f, Words of be - nev-olence Je - sus doth speak;

I 1 ] ]
%:Eﬁi--:ﬂ#_—l; FY T = o

. W oW ¥ - ¢ -

(]

sOmar

|. Hilpnrposootmmynopowermmy,Formowmddghingah\aﬁbothﬂeeawny,Fonorrowmdsi ing
shall both flee away.

2 Joy for the sorrowful, sight for the blind, Cho. All looking for rest at the end of the way,
The dumb lin{lnng praises, the nv:r made kind, ‘When sorrow and sighing shall hoth flee away,
The lame leaping high; these are gus of the day. For sorrow and sighing both flee away.

hi
‘When sorrow and nfghing shall both flee awa,

Cho. The lame leaping high, these are sigus of the day, 4 JoF for the sorrowult Bpich of Gol,

When sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,
0, strengthen my soul, and still lead me, I pra;
For gorrow and nighﬁ:g both flee away. b oorrgal ol -yighing bave both fled uv’ny? Yy

3 Joy for the sorrowful, laughter and song, Cho. Oh, strengthen my soul, and still lead me, I pray,
Among the redeemed who journey along, Till sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,
And looking for rest at the end of the way, Till sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.

When sorrow and sighing shall both fiee away.



en the morning light drives away the night, With the sun 8~ brightan
Eighu y to th: Sch

‘ L d the day of rest ns every breast; I'll a-wa;

At theSabbath.

S ool;I'!l a.-wayla-wa'y!
r )

When the earth is wrapped in snow,
= Or the summer breeze pliys around tha the trees,
To the Sabbath School I go;
Il away! away! I'll away to Sabbath-School. ‘When the holy day has come,
-: - And the Sabbath breakers roam,
I delight to leave my home,
For the Sabbath ;

— BOYS, 'j-. . \ 2 On the frosty dawn of a winter’s morn,

I'll away, &o.
3 In the class I meet with the friends I greet, 4 May the dews of grace fill the hallow’d place,
A:l‘ the lt'.une of morning prayer; " Whild the nﬁshine never failll,‘ hin P
our hearts we raise in & n of praise e each blooming rose whic memory growa,
For "tis al pieasant ther{? pradie Shall a sweet pe‘r?gme exhale

In the Book of holy truth, ‘When we mingle here no more,

Full of counsel and reproof, But have met on Jordan's shore,

‘We behold the guide of youth, ‘We will talk of moments o'er,

At the Sabbath sckool ! At tho Sabbath school :

'l away! &o. I'll away! &eo.



238 SAD IS THE DRUNKARD'S LIFE.
 Worda by FANNY CROSBY. WA B. BRADBURY.

S S U S —
—

2 Often a single spark, 3 Picture a happy past, 4 Polot to the better land,
Kindles a flame, Gode from his sight, Home of the blest,
Kindness may win him back, Bring back his early youth, Where she has pass:d away
Prayer may reclaim, Cloudless and bright, Gone to her rest,
Go when he sits alone, Tell how a mother’s aye, O'er that departod ore,
Burdened with care . Watched while he slept Memory will yearn
|i: Tell bim his sinful course il: Tell how she prayed for him, }|: God in his mercy graat,
Plead with him there. :|| Sorrow’d and wept. :|| He may retura, :||
Jesus is near,
1 Lonely and desolate, far from thy home, Come to the precious fold, watehed by his care,

Why from thy }ather's arms, why wilt thon roam, | [: “ Rest thee. O weary one,” Jesus is there. :

Lovingly, tenderly falls on thy ear, 3 Lif . .
.  Rest ”» H . e is a desert wild mantled in woe.
E &”' O weary one,” Jesus ia near. :f Eanth has no joy for thee, where wiit thou go,
2 Life is a morning drenm&r'ming away, Lift up thy drooping heart, banish thy feas,
Coms to the Lamb of God. why wilt thea stay, J: ““ Rest thee, O weary one,” Jesus iz near.:§ v

-



THE PROMISED DAY. (Missionary.) 239
Music by liERY 'I'UOKB.

Words by Mrs. VAN ALSTYNE.

. B & &
ho promised day, Breaking o’er the mountain height? Doubt and darkncss flee away, Trembling at
(its dawning

Heard ye not the weloome sound, |Sing, O Zion, land of reat,
Wafted o'er the heaving main?| They are ocking home to thee ;
Now the fruits of joy abound, {From the East, the North and West,
Precious souls are born again. | And the [ales beyond the sea.
Cxo. Blessed Jesus, &c. Cxo. Blessed Josus, &o,

“ Go o Jesus."!
1Goto Jesnbse] wm %by he;rg ¢ 2 O‘Ie)r thetkopt:: lnmninrlg(}‘;l "
[ ts weight of care; oea tho tear in sec!
Wheu e joys of earth depart, Is thy trembling soul afraid 7
Seek a purer K ln} i:srkrayg. 3 GoGo t;t,) the Juul:i.—lt;ell him all. Cho.
esus will forsake thee never, to Jesus, on reast
He is thine, and thine forever, Ca}l'n: will lay mmlgig head,
y every p: reat.
Beams of mercy o'er thee shed. Che

By the cooling stream that flo
l{olﬁ-uﬂndalvwm”: ]



240 HOSANNA. “Blessed is he that cometh.”—Anthem,

Ho-san -na, Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Ho-san-ns, Blessed is he thatcometh in thenameof tlmtlmd,

————
0 — —,-r———--———— —m-1}
— e

Single voice.




’ HOSANNA. Concludea, 241

GIRLS, T8, GIRLS AXD BOTYS. GIRLS. BOYS. ALL.

8 ———— ———— - — e
e T e B e e s & i S

e
>~ o -—-mlx

1 ( Je-sus helpme I am weary, Let me hold Thy hand in mine,\ / O! my Father, )I
For thestream of Jiving water, In a thirsty land I !ne, do not leave me,/In
». 0. Fold me in Thy arms of mercy, Keep me from the upte 's poWer.

£

dark and dreadful hour,

8 Jesus help me, I am sinking.

In the cold and chilly wave,

Give me strength, my faith increasing,
Thou alone hast power to save,

Let my soul be filled with r gturo,
Let my hope be stayed oa

Let me bear my cross with patiencs,
Till I sleop and waxe with Thee.

2 Jesus help me, I am fatuting,

*Neath the deserts burning sky,

Lead to pastures cool and fragrant,
There my every want supply,

Shade me with Thy wings eteraal,
Let me feel Thee ever near,

Thou canst whisper words of oomfort,
Thou canst dry the falling tear.



Music by WM. B, BRADBURY

SEES=tec o e
es, we are soldiers of the cross, A young and joyful band; We've joined the army marching home To
es, we are soldiers of the cross, We'll never quit the field; Like valiant heroes bold and brave, We'll

242 THE CHILDREN'S BATTLE SONG.

ar - mor bright And al - ways watch and pray.
children here A crown of life he'll give.

| n o, 3
VEm— G es——— . - v—“—" ’ I ou—— — — p— — W — n
== :"='==."E:—".—EE-:_—-§=-—==3 A}

ar - mor bright, We must keep our ar- morbright, Andalwayswatchand pray, always watch and prag.
- . ._. .
Tﬂ_m F—3

l = 2




THE CHILDREN'S BATTLE SONG. Concluded. 243

3 Yes, we are soldiers of the cross, 4 Yes, we are soldiers of the eross,

Our colors we will show ; And by that croes we'll stana ;

And with the bible in our hand . We'vm the army marching home,
‘We'll boldly meet the foe. To 's promised land.

O let us strive to win the prize, : And when we reach the golden fields
The great command obey; Of that immortal shore ;

To love the Lord with all our soul, ‘With all the armies of the blest,
And labor while ‘tis day.—Cho. ‘We'll sing the battle o'ex.—Cho

AWAY OVER JORDAN. *

eere e

-
-
L [
Lo g1l

3 The way the holy prophets went, View the land, de.
‘The road that leads from banishment, View the promised
Clo.—Away, away, &c. [land

4 The kinf'l hiillx:ny of holiness, View the land, &e.
I'll go, for all his paths are peace, View tie promised land
~—Away, away, &o.




244 COME UNTO ME. (Anthem.)
mP  Soft end gent.e tonss, but sarnest and devout. N 1

T - T T ) S c—
10— v S S— 1

1

¢ «Comeun-to me all ye thatla-bor And are heavy la-den, And

I will give you rest,

v sow— » ¢

ye‘.ﬁ.;hal.lﬂndm un- to your souls, For lixyyokork ea-sy andmy bur-den is light, My
. bl -1

SEMI-CHORUS.




COME UNTO ME. Concluded. : 245
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ot faria e e fu o ae ]
e P

4
1. Lo!descending the heavens rending, Measengers from God to men : Angels winning, tidings bringing, Christisbornia
’ 2. Dearcst Saviour, grant thy favor, While inthese thy courts westay, Thy rich blessing on us resting, On this happy

re— ———

= SEaf= == T —w by by o T ot

- -
Bethlehem ; Come with gladness, and ban-ish sadness, Childrensweetly4uneyourvoices.  Sing aloud while
fes-tive day, Bells are ringing, and birds n.}singing, ‘Woods and fields their tribute bringing, Back the biilsthe

i havenre-oic-u; al -le - lu-jah! Hal-le - lu-jah! ¢ Peaceon earth
' ech -oes flinging; Let our voices swellthe chorus In a grateful song of praise; Joy - ful, comebe -

re - conciled to man,Glo-ry to ourSaviour King, Heaven and earth with gloryring,
fore him now, Humbly in his presence bow, Now to him our tribute bring, Lord of lordsand Kingot

|
d
o
i

[d



Praise him, Praise bim, The Lord Jehovah praise, Praise him, Praise him, The Lord Jehovah praise, Hoeanna ! Flosanna
2 him, Praise him,Y e grateful children, praise, Praise bim, praise him, Y‘o grateful children, praise, Hosuona ! Hosanana

— R

—

1sem. cho. Thestorms of earth will vanish, And all its turmoils , Be - fore we reach that country, The
sem. cho. There clouds will never gather, Rude windswill ne-ver blow, Andtherewill be that qui-et We

e laid of peace, the land of peace, Oh ! there will all our troubles cease.

ud all our hap - pi-nessincrease In beaven -~ e land
N\

. -
o ——
e S——" S— :/-:: B == ===
T T T
1st Semi. Cho, On earth are wars and tumults, 1s¢ Semi. Cho. How bliseful to Icok forward
And danger, fear and strife, When all these storms shall cease
While powers bioiog And see that happy country,
Assail our flecting life, The holy land of peace.
3d Semi. Cho. But there is never conflict, 24 Semi. Cho. We will not wulnd liie’s steuggles,
Nor dnngcr, nor alarm ; Which scoa mast have an end,
The land of peace is guarded Dut piaes our trust it Jesus,
By aa Almighty arm. Our everlasting friend,
Csoavus. Ths land of peace, Sc. Cmongs. The land of peace, &s




248 THE WHOLE MULTITUDE. WM. B, BRADBURT.

Blessed be umxin"‘g —
Bless - ed,
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Al Seg. End with Cho. “ Glory in the kighest,”
T I = o |




250 HOSANNA ANTHEM.

A CONCERTED PIECE FOR PUBLIC PERPORNANCES.

80BoLARS.® ~ N N
eere e e B

Hoaanpminthehigh.eat,inthehigh-est,'ﬂonnmhth
'

-t 2 . B — — J—aﬂ; a Jg— — _—_——
= b = ;j

1 3 —3

= g

= thus from Sa-lem’splains; What an - thems loud, and loud - er still,
Sux-auowt or GIrLS. 8./tly.

-
3

u—PE

- x )

1' —
Ho-san-na, Ho - san-na, Ho-san-na fn the highest. lg'
o8 1 3 ~ Basz Sovo.
g':ﬁ“—‘lf——a——.'——r:ti s o]
L o b S— X o
So sweet - ly sound from Zi - on's  hill 2 Lo!'“ils an in-fant cho-rus
Cres P
san-na in the highelt, Ho-san-na in the hlghest,lf:)-nn - - - - Da
= e .
sings, Ho-san-na to the Kingof kings, Saviour, comes and babes pro-

. The children sheuld sing their Hosanma through once before the tgachers and congregation -then the twe



HOSANNA ANTHEM. ConcludLe‘;l‘. 251

T
3 ¥

claim . ..ocieeeennn sal - Va-tlonsentin Je - - sus Dame. Ho -
Solo voices in an adjoining room, or at & distance from the Chorus, Let the tones be clear and well sustained,
e A little faster.
—x o taa T  m~ou T -
— H === = Q"
Ho - un inthe high - - est, Ho -

SuNnpar Sclooz & Cloll.

Paooram Hounn—ny congregation and choir to the melody of ¢ Old Hundred,” lhe children singing agaln the
¢ Hosanna " attached to it
4 Proclaim hosannas, loud and olur I All praise on earth te him be

given,
S8ee David’s Som and Lord appear! And glory shout through highest heaven.—Ohe.




252 THE DEAR ONES ALL AT HOME.  ww.s. sransosy.

P:bll.hod in lbe'et ﬁ;rdm by ROOT & CADY, Chicago, Ill. Price 30cts,
st B
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Beyond the smiling and the weeping, I shall be n H
1 ( Be;ond the waking and the -leeplng: [Omit........... ; .)Boycnd the sowing and the reaping, I shall be soon.

-—— )
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Love, rest, and hgo! Sweet, sweet
—— ct——————— PN - —

2 Beyond the rising and the setting,
1 shall be soon :
Beyoud the caiming and the fretting,
Beyond remembering and forgetting,
1 shall be soon.

Love, rest, and home !
weet, sweet home !
II: 0! how sweet it will be there to meet
The dear ones all at home. : ||
3 Boyond the parting and the meeting, 4 Beyond the frost-chain and the fever,
I shal; be soon: 1 shall be soon:
Beyond the farewell and the greeting, Beyond the rock waste and the river,
Beyond the pulse’s fever beating, Beyond the ever 2ad ths never,
I a!mlfbe soon. . 1 shall be soon.
Love, rest, and home! Love, rest, and home!
Sweet, sweet home! éweet, sweet home!
O how sweet it will be there to meet J: O how swect it will be there to mest
The dear ones all at home. :ff The dear ones all at home. :|



I LOVE THEM THAT LOVE ME. Anthem, 253

‘WM. B. BRADBURY.




WX. B. BRADBURY

254 THE MORN IS BREAKING.

1. Christian, the mornbreakssweetly o'erthes, And all the midnight shadows flee, Tingedare the distant

&t S ==s====
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pame is graven on thethrone, Thyhomeis in the world of glo-ry, Where thy Redeemerreignsalone.

.. - B
| — H— te—p
- .
2 Toss’d on times rude relentless surges, 8 Cheer up, cheer up, the day breaks o’er thee,
Calml{ecom and dauntless stand, Brighgu the mp, er's nyoonl.ide ray,
For lo! beyoud thoee scenes emerges, The star-gemmed crowns and realms of glory,
The heighta that bound the promised land. Invite thy happy soul away.
Behold! behold! the land is nearing, Away, away, leave all for glory,
w the wild sea-storm’s rage is o'er, Thy name is graven on the ne,
Hark ! how tue Heav'nly hoats ate chevring, Thy home is in the world of glory,
8oe in what thrungs they range the shore. thy Redeemer reigus alons
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NEW GOLDEN CENSER.

GLORY, GLORY TO THE LAMB.
Wi. B, BRADBURY.

/AND 1 BRHELD, AND T HEARD THE WQIOR OF MANY ANGELS ROUKD ABOUT THE THRONE, AND THE BEASTS AND THE ELDERS : AND

HE NUMDER OF THEM WAS TSN THOUSAND TIMES TEN THOUSAND AND THOUSANDS OF THOUSANDS ; SAYING WITH A LOUD VOICR,
“WonrnY 18 THR LAMB THAT WAG GLAIN YO RECEIVE POWER, AND RIOHES, AND WISDOM, AND STRENGTH, AXD NOKOR, AXD
GLORY, AND BLESSING.’"—Rev. 5: 1}, ls. | let | 2d. | REFRAIN.

. { Hark ! the sweetest notes of an, ]l singing, Glory, { to the Lamb,

All the hosts of heaven their tribute bnng%ug, Raising high the Saviour’s { name. We will Join the beautiful
§2.§ Ye for whom his preclous life was given. Sacied themes to you belong;
{ Come, and join the glorious choir of heaven, Join the eurﬂ;ﬁng..... song. We will join, ete.

| S e | LA )
an - gols, Sing away, ye deautiful angels, Sing a- way, Sing a - way, Glory glory to the Lamb.
3 Hearts all filled with holy emulation, 4 Endless life in Christ our Lord possessing,
‘We unite with those above; Let us praise his precious xume 3
Sweet the theme—the theme of free salvation, Glory, honor, riches, power, and 3
Founts of everluﬁng love. Be forever to the fAm

We wxlljoln We will join, eto. >



256 WHY SHOULD CHILDREN HOLD THEIR PEACE?

Matthew 21: 15, 18. Wx. B. BRADBURY.,
SEMI.CHORUS. . | 24, , FULL CHORUS.S

= 12N
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s

1 ’ “ Why should children hold their 1" Did the loving Saviour say,
When the haughty, hating Jews Sought their youthful (OMIT....... § songs to stay, ‘‘ Hosannah, hosannah,

“yh shounld cbxldren hold their peace? Wy;hshould children hold their peace ? .
en the whole creation sings, did God their voices give,
And the rounded irmament Save fo raise the Lamb who died
With its Maker's glory rings.— Cho. That the children’s souls might live >—Ciha
vght;}wum ohildren hold their peace, § If the children hold their peace,
en their happy hearts rejoice ? Then the very stones shall sing,

What so tuneful to our Lord, And the mountains and the hills,
As his praiséfrom childhood’s voico ?—Cho. Shall their echoing tzibate bring. —Che



THERE'S ROOM FOR -ALL. 257

f 8oft and Gentle, ‘Wx. B. BRADBURY.

& . ° N~ -
L ¢Cometome, all ye thatla-bor, Hea-vry laden and oppressed,” These were the precious words of Jesus,
2. “Take my easy yoke upon you, Leave the wroug and choose the right; Come learn of me the meek and lowly,

¢ Come, and I will give you rest.” 'Tis a Father's love, 'tis .2 Father's call, In his house above, there is-
You shall find my ight.” 'Tis a Father’s love, etc.

8 Lord, we come to plead thy promiso, 4 Guard us by thy kind protection,
‘We, by sin and guilt oppressed, Purify our every heart ;
‘Would take thy easy yoke npon us ; O teach us, Lord, and make us humble,
Grant us, Lord, on thee to rost. Meek, and lowly, as thod.art,

"Tig p Father’s love, cto. *Tis & Father’s love, oto.
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I can sing my Sabbath song; M'ySabbathmg, M]&bbuhsong. I loveton!ngmy Sabbath seeg.

2 '"Tis & song of love and mercy, But the song of blest redemptlon,
Speakiug peace to all mau cind; Man, redeemed, alone can sing.
Tel n( sinners. poor and needy, No fear of ill, ete.
Where the 8aviour they inay find.
No fear of {l], ete. 4 W}ﬂe 1 lin, 0, a-:hv 1 ever
3 Angels nutly sing in glory Awd, wlnn death shall mll me homur-d,
of praise lo God, their King; Join it with the blood- -bought throng.

No fear of ill. ete.



THE SINNER'S FRIEND. 259

i ¢ Tegus CRRISY—TUE SAME YESTERDAY, T0-DAY, AND PORRVER.’
Words by KATE CANERON. Musie by Wil. B. BRADBURY.
0 L
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. What-ev -er cross the world may bring Of ov - er- ty and shame, To Je - sus’
2. In sorrow’s hour his love can obeer, And bid our fears de - part; He makes our .

—r :_L%
= f L —>
CHORUS.
' ‘l J TN — 4§
S 77— t—a—o o |
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hand we still can cling—He always is the same. He, who was the sinner's Friend, Will be
hP - piness more dear, And fills with peace our heart. He, who was, &e.
p - . o

1 L = »
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with us to the end, Noting ev - ery smile and tear: Our blessed Saviour’s ev-er near.

Rl - £ 2 A

|
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v
8 Dear Saviour, make us truly thine, 4 And in the world beyond the sky,
And all our sins forgive; With thee we'll gladly dwell;
Conform us to thy will divine, No maore to weep, no more to die,
And bless us while we live, No more to say farewell.

He who was, &e. ' . He who was &o:



260 DARE TO DO RIGHTI
Words by Rev. GEO. LANSING TAYLOR. ‘ WA, B. BRADBURY.

e ﬁﬁﬁ—;{fﬂ_ﬁ%

! .
1. Dare to do right! Dare to be true!  You have a work that no oth-er c¢an do,
2. Dare to do right! Dare to be true!  Oth-er men's failures can never save you;
8. Dare to do right! Dare to be.true!  God, who cre - a - ted you, cares for you too;

.
ot — p— mem—

. b
Do it so brave -l;. so kindly, so well, Argels will has-ten to sto-ry to tell.
Stand by your conscience, your honor, your faith ; Standlikea he - ro, and battle till death.
Treasures the tears that his striving ones shed, Counts and protects every hair of yedr head.

~N AN 1 i N ]
———— ;':‘—33% T v ¥
Dare, dare, dare to do rigbtll’)_-n, dare,dare to be true!  Dare to be true! daretobe true!

= > > e
i I A lm-

it -
4 Dare to do right! dare to be true! 5 Dare to do right! dare to be truel
Keap the great judgment-seat always in view; Jesus, your Saviour, will carry you through;
Look at {our work as you'll look at it then— City, and mansion, and throne #ll in sight,
Boanned by Jehovah, and angels, and wen. Can you not dare to be true and do right ?
Dare to doright! &e. Dare to do right! &e.




ALWAYS THERE. W, B. BRADBURY. 261
- ™ 'b _'_r & —r'—':j

1. Whyshouldcold or stormy weather Keepme on this ho -ly day Frommy du -ty to my Saviour,

2. Blessed place, where ev- ery moment Seems a treasure brightand fair, Dearly prized a - bove others,

.= A - -
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CHORUS. .
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From the Sabbath-school a - way. Always there, aliways there, There to join in praise and prayer ;The; tomcet my
Let me then be always there. Always there, always tirere, &c.
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v v

3 > -
teacher dear, Thereto join in praise and prayer, There to meet my tescher dear, And join in praise and prayer.

8 When on earth my Saviour wandered, Learning under every trial
HCold ar‘;d weary, many & gay, How to suffer and be still.—Cho.
e at midnight sought the desert, 5 Ne'er shall eold or stormy weather
Iu ita solitude to pray.— Cho. Keep me on this holy day
4 With an humble, lowly spirit. From my duty to my Saviour,
Would I know and do his will: From the Sabbath-school away,—Che.




262 RECRUITING SONG.
Words by Mas. E. M. SANGSTER. WM. B. BRADBURY,
81xarz Voros, (Bov) ox Szui-cuonvs.
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1. Doyouknowa - ny lit - tle bare foot boy, In a gar-ret or a cel - lar, Whoshivers with cold,and whose

GirLs.
2 Do vou know any little tired girl. l 8 Can you think of a comrade who often goes
Whose feet with cold are aching ; To play in the lots on Sunday,
Whose shrinking form braves the winter's storm ;|  And who's late at school, and who breaks the rule
The alms of the richer taking? . Of his teacher dear on Monday?

«@o bring her in, &a. ' “Go bring him in,” &a.



RECRUITING SONG. Concludea,

TrACHER.
b 'Tis the Masters’s work! there is none so low,

4 Go! 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,” do.

ZEPHYR. L M.

But his loving hand may reach them,

And there's none so sunken in want and woe,

But we'll joy to help and teach them.
“@o bring them in,” &o.

WM. B. BRADBURY.
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2 Soft as the momiog.dm descend,
i

While warbling birds exulting soar ;
8o soft tq our alnighty Friend
Boe every sigh our bosoms pour.

8 Pure as the sun's enlivening ray,
That seatters life and joy abroad ;
Pure as the lucid orb of day,

That wide proclaims its 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.

viour’s dying love :
Soft as the evening sephyr floats,
> .. = (= 2

-

- -

2 To us the light of truth display,
And make us know and choose thy way,
Plant hol{ fear in every heart,
That we from God may ne'er depart,

8 Lead us to holiness—the road
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—
Fuliness of joy forever there.

203

And soft as tunefal Iyres abeve



L Noth-ing eith-er great or small, Re-mains for me Je - sus died, and
. When he from his lof - ty throne, Stoop’ddownto do and die, Ev - ery thing was
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paid it alll— Yes all the debt I  owe, Jo -sus paid it  all......
ful - Jy done; “'Tis finished!” was hie ory. Je -sus paid it  all, &e.

3. 4. . B ‘
Weary, working, plodding one, | Till to Jesus® work you cling, | Cast your deadly ““doing” down, '
Ol:,y wherefore Jo)il ou so! Alone by simple faith, Do’ﬁ: all at Jesus’ fee%’;
Cease your doing—all was done;| *Doing” 18 a deadly thing, Stand in Him, in Him alome,
Yes, ages long xo. Your “doing” ends in death. All glorious and complets, |
Jesus paid it all, &o. Jevua paid it all, &e , Jesus paid it all, &o. \



TRUSTIRGC. 265

Words by FANNY CROSBY, From ‘“Fassa Lavasis.” WM.B. BRANBURY.

4 I will not be afraid to tread
The portals of the tomb,
For Jesus there a light will shed
To cheer the gloom.

3 I will not be afraid to hear

The rolling terapest wild,

A coustant watch sround my bed ; It Jesus whisper in my ear
God never sleeps. :

2 His shelt'ring arm supports my head,
And lovingly he keeps

L am his child.

SWEET LAND OF REST. C. I WAL B. BRADBURY.
A ™~
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i. Sweet land of rest! for thee Isigh,When will the moment come When Ishall lay my armor by, And dwell with Christ at
2. Xo tranquil Joys on earth T know, No peaceful sheltering dome—This world’s a wilderness of woe,This world ignot my
~—~
-

» 71 v
| 2d. | 8 To Jesus Christ I sought for rest,

REFRAIN. | 1st.
¥ = He bade me cease t:‘ro;m,
) —- o i — ey But fiy for succor to his breast,
I t = > And he'd conduct me home.
home? Home,home,swest,sweet home, And dwell with Chirist at home, Home, home, &c.
home. Boz«:.home,:eet.lwen home, This w:rld.i.s- not:z- home. 4 Weary of wandering round and round
i o -~ ¢ 5Y This vale of sin and gloom,

T
’ﬂi i I long to leave the unhsliowed ground,
. — g o leave Lid
| —— M Aund dwell with Christ at home.

v L d Homwe, home _&q,




Worde by FANNY CROSBY.

266 OUR FATHERS LONG AGO.

‘WM. B. BRADBURY,
- b N

Vhen across the ocean wide, Where the heaving waters flow, Came the May-Flower o’erthe tide, With our
2. Sweetly rang their eveniug hylmn O’erthat region vast and wide, Thro’ the fo'mt dark and dim, And the

Fathers long  a-

go: When th? near'd the rocky strand,And their chorus rent the air,Children in that pilgrim
rocking pines replied.’Twas a col

December night,And the earth was robed in snow, But the stars with mellow

T = Seare—e-¢
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band Clasped theirlittle hands in prayer, Children in that ltilgﬂm band, Clasped their little hands in pray'r.
light, Blest our fathers long a-go, But the stars with mellow light, Blest our fathers long a - go.
- |

-,

e
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3 When the early buds were seen, 4 When our conntry’s bauner bright
And the robin’s song was heard, Told her deeds of noble worth,
Children frolicked on the 1, Children bailed its radiant light,
anp& as the woodland bird ; Hailed the land that gave them birth,
Culled the daisy young and fair, Children now rejoice to hear,
Watched the brooklet's quiet flow, Al their youthiful hearts can know,
[ Banishied every cloud of care §: Angd tho precepts still revere

From our fathers long ago. :[} f their fathers long ago. :}



NONE BUT JESUS. 267

From *‘Cmarzi Mziopizs.” Words and Masle by Rav. R LOWRY,
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1 Weeping will not save me— Tho’my faco were bathed in tears,That could notallay m fesnj
2 Working will not save me— Pur-est deeds thatI can do, Holiest thoughts and feelings tod,
= 2 = a__o__o P __a__a -__
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Could not wash the sins of years—Wee

in® will not save me. Je-sus wept and died for me
Can - not form my soul a - new--Working will not save me.
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8  Waiting will not save me— 4  Faith in Christ will save me—
Helpless, guiity, lost, I lie ; Let me trust thy weeping Son,
In my ear is meroy’s ory; Trust the work that lie has done;
If T wait I can but die— To his arms, Lord, help me run—

Waiting will not save me, . Faith in Chbrist will save me.



268 ~ RENFIELD. 88&7s, E. ROBERTS.
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san - nas loud re -
As the Sav- jour come in -
heard their lit - tle voio - es, And  with gen - tle, lov - ing face, i

sound-ing RangthroughSa - lem joy - ful - ly,
tri- nmpi. [Omrr - - - e -1 }

on the hap- 124 ehil-dren, [Om1r - -
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Children’s voic-es rose on high,

Hymning out the joy - ful cho - rus, Shouting forth the
Sub - jeots of his roy - al grace; Hushed ti® haughty priestato ei - lenoe By the old pro-
. -, A e A e -

Wt R e —3
glad ac- claim, “Mighty King,the Son of Da-vid, Coming in
phet-ic word: “Forthfrom infant lips per-fect-ed, Praise shall come before the Lord.”

Jo - ho - vah's
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T &
3 8till the mighty King of Salem
Comes in holy triumph nigh,—
Still hosannas, Joud resoun:

4 In the day when gathered millions
Sing hosannas, far away,
'Mid the ehining hosts of angels,

Rise from infant tongues on%!gh,— Infant tongues shail sweil the kay.

8till the sceptic and the scoffer
Snecr ridicule the song,—

And the Saviour smiles as sweetly
On the happy infant throng,

Come then, children, to the Saviour,
Sweetest welcome waits you here ;
And with those bright hosts in heavea

You shall sing his praises theru.



WE ARE COMING BLESSED SAVIOUR. 269

Words by MR8. LYDIA BAXTER. WM. B. BRADBURY.
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And in thy love re - joice. We are com-ing, ;e are oom -ing,
. £ S

L4 »
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2 We are coming, blessed Saviour, 4 We are coming blesscd Saviour,

To meet that happy band, That happy bome is ours;
And sing with them forever, If here we gain thy favor
And in thy presence stand, We'll reach those fragraut bowers.
‘We are coming, &c. ‘We are coming,
To meet that happy band. That happy home is ours.
3 Wo are ooming, blessed Saviour, 5 We are coming blessed Saviour,
Our Father’s house we sce— To crown our Jesus King,
- A glorlous mausion ever And then with angels ever.
or children youung as we. His w.hel we will sing.
‘We are coming, &c. . ‘6 are coming, &c.

Fatlier's Louse we see. To crown vur Jesus King



CHORUS, 801.0.
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. My heavenly home fs bright and falr; We'll
& b

OUR HOME WITH JESUS.

T. E. PERKINS.

We’ll wait till Je-sus comes, We’ll wait till Je-sus comes, We'll wait till Je-sus comes, And we'll

o

be gathered home.
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2 Ita glittering towers the sun outshine, &c.
That Leaveuly mansion shall be mine.—Oho.

3 My Father’s house is built on high ; &c.
Above the arched and starry sky.—Cho.

4 Let others seek a home below, &c.
‘Which flamnes devour, or waves o’erthrow.—Cho.

5. Be mine the happfer lot to own, &e.
A heavenly mansion near the throne.—Cho

6 Then fail this earth, let stars decline, &c.
And sun and moon refuse to shine.—Cho.

7 All nature sink, and cease to e, &c.
That heavenly mansion stands for mo.—Cho.

MORN OF ZION’S GLORY.

WM. B. BRADBURY.
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MORN OF ZION'S GLORY. Concluded.
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ph angels glad beliold thee :
Farand wide, See thom glide ; -

Streams of rich sal

T

2.

Mora of Zion's glory—
Every buman dwelling
With thy notes of joy is swelling ;
Morn of Zion's glory.
Distant hills are ringing,
Echoed voices sweet are singing
Haste thoe on,
Like the sun,
Paths of splendor tracing,
Heathen midnight chasing.

SINNER |

C Tt
8. Morn of Zion's glory—
Now the night is riven;
Now the star is high in beaven;
Mora of Zion's glory.
Joyful hearts are bounding,
Hallelujah sweetly sounding;
Peace with men
Dwells again,
Jesus reigns forever!
Jesus reigns forever!

33 & 6s.

COME.

. Sinner! come, 'Mid thy gloom All thy guilt confessing ;Kmbling novw, Contrite bow, Take the offered blesslng.

_— wz&‘&%ﬁz@j#&%h* =

2 Sinner! come, While there's room—
While the feast is waiting,
While the Lord. By his word
Kindly is inviting.

T T T t
| 8 Sinner! come, Ere thy doom,

Shall be senled forever:
Now return, Grieve and moura
Flee to Christ, the Saviour.



ver be afraid to speakfor Jesus,Think how much a word can do; Never be afraid to
ver be afraid to work for Jesus, In bis vineyard day by day; Labor with a kind and
- n
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own your Saviour, He, who loves and cares for you, Never be afraid, Never be a- fraid,

will - ing spir-it, He will all your toil re-pay. Never be afraid, &o.
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Never, nev- er,nev-er, Je-sus Is yourlov - ing Saviour, Thereforemever be afraid.
~
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8 Never be afraid to bear for Jesus, Safely shall you pass through every trial,
Keeu reproaches when they fall; He will bring you to the end. Cho.
Patiently endure your every trial, 5 Never be afraid to die for Jesus;
Jesus weekly bore them all. Cha. He, the life, the truth, the way ;
4 Never be afraid to live for Jesus, Gently in his arms of love will bear you

If you on his care depend ; To the realms of endiess day.



BARTIMEUS. 838&7s. 273
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3 2 .
2 When the woes of life o’ertake me, 4 Bane and blessings, pain and pleasure,

Hopes deceive, and fears anney ; By the eross are sanetified ;
Never shall the eross forsake me, Peace is there that knows no mensure,
Lol it glows with peace and joy. " Joys that through all time abide.
8 When the sun of bliss is beaming 6 In the oross of Christ I glory,
Light and love upon my way, Towering o'er the wrecks of time ;
From the cross the radiance streaming All the lights of sacred sto;
Adds new Justre to the day. Gathers round its head sublime.

CAST YOUR CARE ON JESUS.

From ‘ CuarxL MzLoDIRS,” by permission. Rev. R. LOWRY,
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. Cost your care on Je - sus; He will share it, He will bear it, There is none like Je - sus.
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2 Cast your sin on Jesus; 8 Cast your heart on Jesus;
He will take it, Do not grieve him,
Now forsake it— * Just believe him—

There is nonc like Jesus. There is none liko Jesus.



274 THE GATHERING.

Joyfally, with Spirit and Energy. WM. B. BRADBURY,

» — =
1. We gath-er, we gath-er, dear Je -gus, to bring The breathings of love, 'mid the blossoms of Spring;

2. When, stooping to earth from the brightness ‘é heaven, Thy blood fur our ran - som #0 free - ly was given;

»
Our Ma -ker! Redeem -er! we grate-ful - ly raise Our hearts and our voices fu hymniog thy praise.
Thou designedst to lis - ten w&l.le chtlldn::- ntdoreé With joy- ful ho - sannas—ths bless'd of the Lnd.

BEPIN. - . — l %;—L-’ '

1
fHalle-lu‘ - jah! B;llo-ﬁj.h! }'Q)-un-m fa  the high-est! iule-ln - jah! Hal-le-

S EELfe S  rm=,
— ) i & e e — ]
. ) 1
Hal-le - lu-jah! Halle - lu-Jah! Ho -san-na fn the high - elst! Halle-lu-jah!

8 Those arms which embraced little children of old,
Still Jove to encircle the lambs of the fold ;
E That grace which inviteth the wandering homo,
Hath never forbidden the youngest to rome.
Hallelujah, &c.
4 Hosanua ! hosanna'! Great Teacher, we ralse
Our hearts and our voices in hymnfog thy praies,
ﬂ For precepts and promise so graciously givea,
For blessings of earth aud the glories of heavem.
Hallelujah, &e.

-~



WHAT SHALL I DO FOR JESUS. rtrEo. 7. sEwarD. 27J5
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1. What shall I do for that kind Friend Who onoe for me 20 podr bec;a.me ‘Who had not where to
2. For Him who bore my sins a - way, Who freely shed His blood for me, Who lought mewhen I °
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lay His head, Who suffered death, resroach and shame, What shall I do, What shall I do.What

went a-stray, Bedeemed my soul and made it free. Whot shnll I do,What shallIdo, &e.
g o
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sball I &o for Je - BuSs, Wlmt shall I do, W!mt slm.llI do for that kind friend.
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8 For Him who, with such tender love
Bestows the riches of His grace ;
Foin%x? who mt:lrcedes above,
or my soul prepares a place.
‘What can I J:). Eo.

4 I'll givo 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 cun I do, &c.



Wx. B. BRADBURY.

276. ' L empdy; WHO IS MY NEIGHBOR?

Words by Mas. M.

" 4. 0, who is my neighbor? pﬁy tell me, As I jour-nmey a - long here be - low;
2. The worldis thy neighbor, poor pil - grim; From the beg-gar so wretched to  seo,
-
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For my Bi - ble commandsme to love him As myself, And my neighbor I'd now ;
To the rich man that rides in his car - riage,— All a-like bave a claimup - on  thes!
fL o0 o 2 o ) N
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it bhe who sits down at my ble, My brother dear un - to
Go ye out in the high-ways. and hedg- es, The - leys, the lanes, and the street

Or my friend who hath done me a a3 - vor— My neighbor, O, vhem may he
Forye nev - er have nced to stand i - dle,\ The want of & neighbor té
-
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be.. Where may he be? Oh! where may he t-e.. My neighbor, oh ! wheremay he bet
gre‘ei A neighbor to greet,—A neighbor to greet, The wantof a neighbor to greet.

A __ - ) - - — —
e — ——t|

1 » | il 3
8 Drink deep from sweet charity's fountain ; He hath said that a eup of cold water,
Little fallings in kindness o’erlook ; If given in the name of the Lord,
For our Saviour had pity for others, In that day when he makes up his femls,
And he never his neighbor forsook. Shall meet with a tenfold reward
A tenfold reward, &o. -
MELODY, or CHELMSFORD. C. M. CHAPIN.

1]

ith lng'oll round the throne ; - But all their joys are one.
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,

Bl R
2 Worthy the Lamb that died, they ory, 4 Let all that dwell above the sky,
To be exalted thus; And air, and earth, and seas,
‘Worthy the Lamb, our lips reply, Conspire to lift thy glories high,
For be was slain for us. ] And speak thine endless praise.’
& Jesus is worthy to receive Doxorocr.—To Father, Son, and Ho:iy Ghost,
Honor and power divine; One God, whom we adore,
And blessings ntore than we can give Be glory, as it was, is now,

Be, Lord, forever thine. Aud shall be evarmore.



278 YOUR SAVIOUR WEPT. C. M. Double,

Words by C, *k8Us WKPT,—JoAn 11: 33, ‘WM. B. BRADBURY.
Gently.

vl mb b ] ] - bt
2 He groaned in spirit while he spoke: 8 How oft the prayer our lips would breathe,
“Where have you laid the dead?” The heart alone may speak;
“Lord, come and see,” they murmured low, How oft the penitential tear
He followed where they led; Bedews the mourner's cheek :
-Beneath a cold sepulchral stone Poor child of toil, though dark and sad,
An only brother slept, Thy weary lot may be,
And angels wondered as they gazed, With few to smooth life’s rugged path,
For lo! the Saviour wept. The Saviour wept for thee.
LET ME BE THINE. rrom cuarse Maroptas W. BENNETT.
1st. N | 2d. FINK. » ». 6’
— = ——f N7 > p— TN
I —a—4 H——¢—%—. ‘

1 (‘ﬂulno. Lord, O may I be, Teach me Thy will,
Draw my cold heart to Thee,[OMIT.......... With rupture thrill, Banish my guiity fear, Dry every bit - ter tear,
. 0. My troubled spirit cheer,.....c..co........ Say,*Penrce be still.”
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LET ME BE THINE. Concluded. 279

2. .
Keep me in danger’s hour | Bid every doubt depart, | Thus shall I sweetly prove And when my work is doneg
Near to Thy side, Fully possess my heart, ‘While here below, " | When I the race have run,
On me Thy spirit pour Mine be that better part, | Thy tender dying love, May glory's crown be won,
With me abide, Ia Thee to hide, Thee truly know. Sweet rest with Thee.

THE LAND OF CANAAN. Wt B. BRADBURY,

¥ Jouroey on to theland above, A land of light and a land of love ; We're strangers here, and the 1and we’rein, Tho’ a
lit-tle whilein the land below, To that above we will shortly go ; A few more dayson the pilgrim road, Then we’ll

b

pleasant land, s a land of sin., Weare journey-ingon to the land of Cansan ; Travelling with Abraham, and
rest at home with the Lord our God. Weare journey-ing on to the land of Canaan; Travelling with Abriham, &e,

Spirited.

~ [N
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v
€Aorus to last verse. We are here, safely here, in the land of Canaan ; Travelling with Abraham, and

N
- - 3 And while we pass through the land below,
= .g- = " We'll 100k to that where we soon shall go ;
- L d And fix our eyes on our S8aviour's throne,

L
Isaac and Jacob, There we shall dwell, There we shalldwell, Everinthe  We must seek for strength in his grace alone.
Iand of Canaan, We are journeying, &e.

4 When life is done, and its conflict past,

The land above we will gain at last,

And shout for joy. as we enter in,

Farewell, farewell to the land of sin{
of Canaan. We are here, safely here, &e.




280 THE MASTER HAS COME OVER JORDAN.

Extract from a letter from Rev. Wm. Goodcll, D.D., of Constantinople, Turkey, to Rev. Dr. Prime, of New York:

*¢ | come to ask & special favor of you, vis :-that you will sce that ‘sweet singer in Israel’ and com e, Mr, o=, and
ask him to make a tune for that beautiful hymo beginniog with * The Master hath come over Jordan.' The tune should
de & very simple one and suited to the popular ear, that all the Christian muthers in the world may learn to sing it by
hearing it once. We shall pray that Brother —— may be where John was ‘oo the Lord's day’ (not in exile, but in the
8pirit) ; and m‘l be assisted to make a tune which shall be sung In every land by every tongue, not only till the be-
ginning of the Millenium, but straight through till the very end of it, and even far beyond.”

Words by JULIA GILL. * Music by WM. B. BRADBURY.




THE MASTER HAS COME.

2 The father then looked at her kindly,
And said, as he tenderly smiled,
¢ Now, who but a fond loving mother
Would think of a project so wild ?
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,
1 fec{ mch’. burden of care;
And if to the Master I tell it,
That burden He’ll help me to bear;
If He lay but His bands on the children,
My heart will be lighter, I know,
Yor a blessing for ever and ¢ver
Will follow them each as they go.”

4 So, over the mountains of Judah,
Along with the vines all s green,
‘With Esther asleep on her bosom,
And Rachel her brothers between;
‘With the Qéoyle who hung on his teaching,
Or wai‘ti:t:h is tonc‘h or u Pvrord;
Throu, e row of proud Pharisees hastening,
Bhe pressed to the feet of the Lord.

5 “ Now why shouldst thou hinder the master,”
Said Peter, ¢ with children like these!
Thou knowest from morn until evening
He is teaching and healing disease."
Said Jesus: * Forbid not the children,
Permit them to come unto me!”’
Then He took in His arme little Esthor,
And Rachel He sat on His knee.

6 The care-stricken heart of the mother
‘Was lifted all sorrow above,

Concluded,

His hands kindly 1aid on the children,
He blest them with holiest love:

And said of the babes ou his hosom,
“Of such are the kingdom of Heaven.”
Then strength for all duty and trial,
That hour to her Spirit was given.

O COME AND BE HAPPY,

1 O come and be happy with Jesus,
For why should we longer delay,
Thx:iflennru of time that surround us,
e shadows are passing away ;
His spirit is earnestly pleading,
“How tenderly sweet is Ifh:bo call,
en come and partake of m
He offers so freely to all. ek

2 O come and be hagpy with Juuli‘
Who died that his children might live,
To those whe by faith will receive bim,
The water of life He will give;
Come, learn at the feet of the Saviour,
How great His compassion and love,
Be willing His footateps to follow,
And lay up our treasure above.

3 Our hearta He will guard in His k

Our strength He will daily me\:‘:ﬂ e
His beautiful star is before us,

Then gladly our journey pursue;
O live for a crown of rejoicing,

And live that we ever ma
A place in the mansion of glery,

r Saviour has vonc to prepare.

281



282 THE BLESSED SABBATH SCHOOL.

Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER. WM. B. BRADBURY.
ADAPTID 70 ANNIVERSAZY OR OTHER SABBATH SCHOOL OOOASIONS.

4

glad -ly llng,‘ﬁm hath caused its glorious dawning,\We'll haste away each hap - py day, Our dear companions
storm is near, Still we'll poiat to the Rock of Ages, Notime we'll waste but gladly Laste While the pleasant bells are

SR ]

reeting, To our Sunday-School,while the sair is cool.’Tis & pl 4 place of ting! Then away, away, away, away, a-

p of
inging, To the cheerful rule of the Sabbath-School, To the place of p:nyor and singiog.Then away, &o.
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way! On this blessed Sabbath day, Holy snd bright in the sweet sunlight, We'll away to the Sabbath School. 8chool.
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HOSANNA TO OUR GLORIOUS KING. 283

Froma Cuarss Maropizs., O. G. ALLBN.

- A -

==

2 The mighty Lord, the Prince of peace 8 Ye souls redeemed from sin and death,
He reigns victorious now, Ye bright eelestial band .
And all the nations of the earth That shout and praise Him day and night
Shall to his scepter bow; As ‘round His throne ye stand,
From wave to wave, from clime to elime With you we'll strike our golden harps,
Let every tongue proclaim : In heaven we'll soon proclaim :
Hosauna to our glorious King, Hosanna to our glorious King,

Hoeanna to His name. Hosaana to His name.



284 LET TO-MORROW TAKE CARE OF TO-MORROW.

¢ THE MORROW SHALL TAKE THOUGHT FOR TAR TUINGS OF 1TSELF.—Mait, vi, 34.

Words by CHAS. 8WAIN, Music by 0. J. WILLARD,
SEES==== Se = ===
l Let to- morrow take care of to - morrow; Leavethingsof the fa-ture a - lone; What'sthe
2. Have faith, mdthytalthlhllsnhm ﬁaee— Permit not sus-pi-cion and care.. With in-

1 B v

¥ 3

e —w
| Life'stronblescomeev - er too soonl... If fo

But bearwhat God givestheete  bear:... ByHis
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hope o - ver-much be an er-ror, '"Tis one thatthe wisehave pre - ferred : And how
Spt - rit sup-port-ed and gladdened, Be ne'er by forebod.ings de - terred; But
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TO-MORROW TAKE CARE OF TO-MORROW. Concluded. 285
=== LS St S s it

oﬁ‘-/m have hearts been in ter - ror Of e - vils that nev-er oc - curred.
think - how hearts have been saddened By fear of whatnev- er oc - curred.
—F——g——;:[‘-t—:'g-! a—'a e e i ] e e |
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To - mor - row,... Let to - mor-row take care of to - mor - row.
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8 Let to-morrow take care of to-morrow; Half our troubles are our own invention,
8hort and dark as our life may appear, And often from blessings conferred :
We may make it still darker by sorrow— We have shrunk in the wild apprehension

Btill shorter by folly and fear; Of evils that never oce .—Che.



286 Words by K. C. OUR DEAREST FRIEND. W B. BRADBURY.

1. Jesus is our dearest friend,So tend-er, tried, and true ; His wurmlovewillnevetend.’l‘hatlov: isalwaysnew,
—— = o et e ) =

g g tap it
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Then bail, all hail to Jesus’ name! Tosave our souls from death he came ; And he for-ev - er isthesame: O
. o
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2 Jesus is our faithfal Guide, Tho' the way be rough and hard,
w'gle'll nclyer go utr;y_, a Will keep us safe from harm.—Che.
e we 1pgerl pear 2is side, 4 Jesus is our All in All,
And be di our way.—Clo. Our Propbet, Priest, and King,
8 Jesus is our only Guard; On his name we'll humbly call

And still his wighty arm, And still bis praises sing.—Che.



THE LAND BEYORD THE RIVER.

Moderato. ¥rom * SiLvER CHIMNE,"” by permissho Words and Music by H. L. FRISBIB.
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3. No mor - tal eye thut land hath seen, Be-yond, heyond the riv - er, Its smil - ing val-leys, hiils so green,
2. No caukering care por mor-tal strife, Be-yond. beyond the riv - er, But hap - py, nev-er - end-ing life,

e — —o :g:ﬁ
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Be- yond, be-yond the riv - er. Its shoresare com-log near-er, Theskiesare growing clear-er, Each
Be - yond, be-yond the riv-er. Thro'the o - ter-nal bours, God’slove, ja heavenly show-ers, Shall
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U
day it seem-eth dear-er, That land beyond the riv-er. ) We'll stand the storm, we’ll stand the storm. Its
wa - ter fuith’s fair flow-ers In the land beyond the riv -er.§ We'll stand the storm, ete.
M. DAL A.Ae
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riv.er.
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4 When shall we look from Zion's hill, Beyond, eto.

3 That gh'lon day will ne'er be done, Beyond, ete.
‘With endless bliss our hearts shall thrill, Beyond; eto.

When we've the crown and kingdom won, Beyond, etc.
There is cternal pleasure, There angels bright are singing.
And joys that none can measure, Where golden harps are ringing,
Por those who have their treasure In the land, eto, ‘We ne'or shall cease our singing 'In the land, ete,




288 JESUS DIED FOR ME.

“HE BIED THAT WE MIGEY LIVE,”

Words by Mrs, H. N. BEERS.
0. 8 —pm | |} |\

, Music by WM. B, BBAIDBURT.
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Isingthelove of Jesus—-He died for me--He died for me~-His precious blood can cleanse us,Once shed on Calvary,
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2 Though but a child, I'll do His will,
Jesus is my Saviour—
I'll hear His voice, and follow still—
Josus died for me.
I sing the love of Jesus, &o.

8 Around my feet is many a snare,
I 'ﬁiemsk ilH my Savimar‘—-.
seck Him eve in prayer,
Jesus died for l:lye. y 7 prayer
I sing the love of Jesus, &e.

4 And since His service I've begun,
Jesus is my Saviour—

I'll tell His love to cvery one,
Jesus died for me.
I sing the love of Jesus, &o.

5 When all my duties here 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 eternity.



TRY TO LIVE LIKE JESUS. 289

Werds by FANNY CROSBY. THE SABBATH SOHOLARS’ COMPAOT. WM. B. BRADBURY.

~ ~
5. Let us all fromday to day, Try to live like Je -sus; Hand in hand we'll go, In our path be - low.
CHORUS.

2 Love our parents, God’s command,
First command with promise,
That we long may live
In the laund he'll give,
His presence then will, ete.

8 Let us one and all engage,
That like friends and brothers
We in peace will live,
And our foes forgive,
His presence then will, ete.

4 Let us never do a wrong,
Howsoever tempted ;
But {a dced and word
Love and serve the Lord,
His presence then will, oto.. -~

CHANT. ‘ WM. B. BRADBUEY.
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1 I“M.her. I know thy wuys are jmt, Al- Lthough h me un- | known; || O, grant me grace thy love
to trust, and | “Thy will be | done.”

2, If thon shouldst hedge vnth thorm mv path, Should | wealth and friends be | gone, || Still, with a.
firm and lively faith, I'l ory, | “Thy will be | done.”

8. Although thy steps I cannot trace, Thy faoverelgn right I'll | own ; || And, as instructed by thy
graee, I'll ory, | “ Thy will be | done.”

4. *Tis sweet thus passivel to he Bo- | fore thy gracious | throne, || Coneerning every thing to cry
“My Father's | wﬂly




290  Quick and Lively. DO GOOD. W, B. BRADBURY.
0 ] d_ | - Y —l B

1. Do good, do good,thereis ev » er a way,There'sa way wherethere'sever a will; Dent
2 If wealth be yours,thenbe will- ing to part With a por -tion, at least, of your wealth, And

wait till to-mor-row,but do it to-day,And to-day whento morrow comes,still. Do goad,de good, there's
prove you are gratefal to God from your heart. And your neighbor yon love as yourself. Do good, ete.
. Py F X
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DO GOOD. Concluded. 291

8 Perhaps you're poor—and have little to apare, And if they repulse you. then try it oace more,

There are some not so favored as you; Till you lead thew to virtue and God. -
If only a lhill‘i’ng—besww it with San, Ono.—Do good, eto.
And remember the good it may do. 5 Do good to all, and their burdens bear:
Cno,—Do good, ete. *Tis the will of your Father in heaven ;
Remember this council—whegever you are,
4 Go help the weak, and the erring restore
To the path that n childhood they trod ; That in secret your alms should be given.

Cn0.—Do good, ete,

EVENING HYMN. LM,

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 4 O let my soul on thee repose,
The ill which 1 this day have done; And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close ;
That with the world, myself, and thee, Sleep, which shall me more vig’rous make,
1, ere I sleep, at peace may be. To serve my God, when I awake.

8 Tesch me to live, that I may dread 6 Lord, let my soul for ever share

The grave as little as my bed ; The bliss of thy paternal care:
Teach me to die, that so I may 'Tis heaven on earth, 'tis heaven above
Rise glorious at the judgment-day. To see thy face, and sing thy love.



292 SONG OF FAITH.

‘‘PHESR ALL DIED IN PAITH, NOT HAVING RECRIVED TEB Paouiszs.” WM. B. BRADBURY.
', FULL CHORUS £ ,

FUL .
Happy would I be; For the sacrifice he brought, By almplefmth was given; It gain'd the precious
i - .o M ! | i -~
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*'Tis & faith that works bylove, That pu-ri - fies the heart, It works by love, and

For the gloomy vale of death )
His footsteps never trod :

f ‘ He went to heaven on wings of faith,—
boon he sought, The love, the smile of heaven. For Enoch walked with God.

8 Had I but the faith of good old Noah,
(Ob, for this living faith )

e
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== Had I he faith of good old
purifies the heart, And o - vercomes the world. .an;utvto);ld I beof good old Noa,
2 Had I but the faith of holy Enoch, ';wu by faith he built the ark,
(Oh, for this living faithl) - And t{ongh by tempest tossed,
Had I but the faith of Loly Enoch, It saved him from tho waters dark,
Happy would I be: When all the world was lost.

* These lines may be sung it the close of the plece, or at the end of each or every other stanse.



SONG OF FAITH. Concluded.

4 Had I but the faith of faithfal Abram,
(Oh, for this living faith!)
Had I but the faith of faithful Abram,
Hup%y would I be:
or he lef his native plain,
And sought a stranger land;
His only son he would have slain,
By faith in God’s command.
6 Had I but the faith and meekness of Moses,
(Oh, for this living faith!)
Had I but tho faith and meekness of Moses,
Hap‘iy would I be:
hrough the wilderness he trod,
He, Israel's ohosen guide ;
Yet never lost his faith in God,
Though oft severely tricd.
6 Had I but the faith of praying Joshua,
(O, for this living faith!)
Had I but the faith of praying Joshua,
Happy wouldI be:

293
*Twas by faith he ealled on God,
In battle wild and shrill ;
And in the valley, at his word
The sun and moon stood still.
7 Had I but the faith of the Christisa Martyrs,
(Oh, for this Nving faith !)
Had I but the faith of the Christian Martyrs,
B"p?{ would I be:
'hey were racked with torturing paina,
Yet brilliant was their falth ;
It shone above the burning flames,
Triumphant over death.
8 Had I but the faith that never falters,
(Oh, for this living faith!)
Had I but the faith that never falters,
B.pgz would I be.
viour, may thy grace divine
This living faith impart ;
A faith that sweetly works by love,
And purifies the heart.

JTHY WILL BE DONE. CHANT.

= | —I T

1. Thy will be|done !
| Thy will bejdone !
3. Thy will be|done !
IThy will bg|done !

I I’n devious way The hurrying stream of | life may [run ;|| Yet still our grateful hearts shall say,|

' e S—— — . -

|l If o’er us shine A gladdening and a| prosperous|sun, || This prayer shall make it mondlvin.:—l

8. Thy will be|dane ! || 'l'hon;:\ shrouded o'er Qur path with gloom, one|comfort.|one, ||Is curs—to breathe while we

adore, [Thy will bejdone!



294 BLESSED BIBLE.

¢ THY WORD HAVZ I HID IN MY UEAR? "—Dewid.
Words bypln. DOCT. PALMER.
[

Music by WX. B. BRADBURY,
= »




BLESSED BIBLE. Concluded.
4 Yes, swcet Bible! I will hide thee

2 Yu,l‘llfo:;ybooompreu thee ;
Precious Word, I'll hide thee here,
Sure my very heart will bless thee,
s Fo; thou el\;er uy'lfl “ (iloog chee:-i!"
eak, poor heart, and tell t| 'rings,
p'I‘ell l?ow far thy rovings lodv. pon
When this book brought back thy wand'rings,
Speaking life as from the dead.
Blessed Bible! &e.
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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 ! &e.

JESUS’ LITTLE LAMB.

INFANT CLASS SONG.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

——

- - =

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.

— IR g g 1w

L4
All that's good and fair h: shows me,Tends me ov-'ry day the same, Even calls me by myname.

a1t

8 Should fot I be glad and gay?
In this blessed fold all day;
{Ivy this Holy Shepherd tended,
hose kind arms, wlen life is ended,
Bear me to the world of light?
Yee! oh, yes, mv lot is bright}



296 CLIMBING UP ZION'S HILL.

Lrrriz AsvRUR Baix, with tremulous voice and moistened eyes, uttered these words in the class-reomt
Wecds by Rev. J. G. CHAFEE. - Melody by PHILLIP PHILLIPS. Arr, by W’l'(\. B. BRADBURY,
! K o~

[
1. “I'm trying to climb up Zion's hill.”

Tho' all beneath is dark as death,
m!'or the Saviowr whispers, “Love me;”

!;st the stars are beight &~

bove me. Then upward still to Zion’s Hill, To the land of joy and besuty, My path before,Shines more and more, As 5t
o_0

REFRAIN, Fuit CaoRUS.
13t 8zu1-CHORUS. 24 Sxur-Cnorus. ]

8 I know I'm bat a little child, 3 Then come with me, we'll upward go,
My strength will not protect me ; And climb this hill together ;
But then I am the Saviour’s lamb, And as we walk, we'll sweetly talk,

And he will not neglect me, And sing as we go thither,
Then all the time, Then mount up atill
It try to climb God's holy hill,

This holy hill of Zion; Till we reagh the pearly portals ;
For I am sure, Where raptured tongues

The way is pure, Proclaim the seags
Aad on it comes ‘‘ no Lion.” Che, Of the shining-robed immortals. Che



.  PRECIOUS IS THE TIME. W. B. BRADBURY, 297
AL, GiaLs,

ALk

Soon the light will fade away, Precinusfs the time’;
Not a moment should we loose, Precious is the time';

. We must labor whilo ’tis day, Preciousisthe time:
. Do we try the right to choose, Precious is the time;

b
‘Whatso-c’er we find to do. Let us with our ml.ht pursue, Kesping still one thought in view, Precious is the time,
Life s like amorning flower, Blooming in a fragrant bower, Drooping, dying in an hour, Preciods is the time,
N

$ Have we sought our Father’s love? 4 We must labor while 'tis day,

Precious is the time ; Precious is the time ;

Live we for our home above? 8oon the light will fade away,
Precious is the time : Precious is the time;

Do we daily kneel in prayer, Whatsoe’er we find to do,

Thaoking for all his care, Let us with our might pursue,

@rateful for the we share? Keeping still one thought in view,
Precious is the time.—Cho. recious i3 the time.—ORo,

—— Words written for this work.



208 THE SPARKLING RILL. * W. B, BRADBURY.

80 bright in the morn-ing light Gleams the water in your foun-tain; Andas ure-ly, too,asthe
- et - Iy glide in their silv - ery tide, Pearly brooks from rocks to val - ley ; And the ing streams in the
1

~

-
.

leavethe cup of ser - row, Thoughitshine to - night in the gleaminglight, "Twill sting thee on the morrow.

o 8 5 :g“...
e == o]
LY

: L
3 Touch not the wine, though it brightly shine, 4 O fountain clear, with a heart sincere,
‘When a purer draught is given ; 7 We will praise thy glorious Giver :
A gift 0 sweet our wants to meet, And when we ride to our native skies,
beverage bright from heaven. We'll drink of life’s brighter river.
Cn0.—Then drink your fill, ete. CHo.~Then drink your fii, ela,

% Words adapted for this work.



THE COOLING SPRING. 209

Opponite our chamber window s a olear, cool, never falling spring ; and, running merrily along by its side, yet en-
tirely disconnected from it, is a sprightly, bubbling, Mn’ln( little brook, whose music lulls us to slecp at night, and gent-
1y awakens us at early d.wn.—Tgc Parsonage. Moot Clair, July 1864,

SEMI-CHORUS, ’ WM. B. BKADBCRY.
i - Fy—a—
' 13¢ Semi- . o . . .
i . ,a8 good -ly thing is the cooling spring, By the rock where the moss doth grow ; There is
%xé .s‘::: AndEl pnreyu heaven isthe wa - ter gk:ven, "Anditsstream is for- ev - er new ; 'Tis dis -
Aorus.

bealth in the tide, and there’s music beside, In the brooklet's bounding flow.

Jf Merry, merry,
ti¥ed in thesky, l.lg_it drops from on high,In the showers and gentle...... /dew

.pp Ripple, ripple,

lit - tle spring, Sparkle on, Sparkle on, Merry, merry, lit -tlespring, Sparkleon for me.
silv’ry Lrook, Ripple 0..0.: R?pple on, Ripple, riple,’ silv'ry l!')roo ,Rl le on for me.

seek, . Of the bubbling, the cooling spring :
And rejoice while I own its sway; For the bright drops that shine more rofrcshing
For its murmur to me is the echo of glee, than wine,

And it laughs as it bounds away. Cho. And its praisc, its praise wo'll sing. Che.



300 BRIGHT MANSIONS.

“A-nnnmm Q00D LIKE A MEDICINR”—Pror, 17, 28, W.B. B,

. . m ' 'LREI’BAIN

- ‘ b |l
“T feel like singing all the time.”” My heart with joy isringing ; O happy they whoreach thatplace
2 Since uuhlﬁmfydmforglvm,l’n’:hppiut; eynlmg 8 inging.% PRy ey R

v
sorrow cometh mev - er; 'Who rest within his lov-ing arms For-ev - er and for-ev - er.

2 Since I have found a Saviour's love, For those who feel the S8aviour’s love
. ’;l‘ol hmlu my hoﬁe' are olmgms ; Around their hearts entwining.—Cho.
Ml d S 6 «I feel like singing all the time,”
My heart is always lmglng —Cio. I have no thgig t of udneu’,
8 A light I never knew before, When Jesns washed my sins away,
Around my path h bm He tuned my heart to giadness.—Che.
Anl‘} ol::etm;o:i c;‘u.l is wakin P'g;: ’ 6 Each moment, as it glides away,
¥ rep 8— Some new delight is bnngmg.
4 1 see in heaven some mansions bright, Redeeming love, O blessed th
The noonday seon outshining ; My heart is always singing.— m(eh

* Tho Refrain may be sung after every second stanza,



GOLDEN HILL. C. M.

2 Make an unguarded youth
The object of thy care;
Help me to ochoose the way of truth,
And fly from every snare.

8 ngeart to folly prone,
new by power divine ;
Unite it to thyself alone,
And make me wholly thine.

4 O let thy word of grace
M{ warmest thoughts employ;
Be this, through all my following days,
My treasure and my joy.

6 To what thy laws fmpart,
Be my whole soul inelined ;
O Jet them dwell within my heart,
And sanetify my mind.

—_—

AWAKE, AND SING

1 Awake and sing the song
Of Moses and the Lamb!

>

\"xmu Towz. 301°

Wake every heart, and every tongue,
To pr.iz the Saviour's name! g

2 Sing of his dying love—
Sing of his rising power—
Bing how he intercedés above,
For us whose sins he bore.

8 Sing, till we feel our heart
Ascending with eur tongue;
Bing, till the love of sin depars,
And grace inspire our song.

4 Sil¥ on your heavenly way,
Si [} mr:jl:‘e‘ll sinners, :iing;
ing on icing every da
In Clirist th' eternal King.
8 8oon shall we hear him say,—
‘Ye blessed children, come!’
8oon will he eall us hence away,
- To our eternal home.

6 There shall our raptured tongue
His endless pi proclaim ;
And sweeter voices tune the song
Of Moses and the Lamb !



302 YOUNG. SOLDIERS OF THE ‘CROSS.

" Werds by Mrs. E. M. SANGSTER. ' WM. B. BRADBURY,
Spirited and Bnergetic.

1. Go forth, young soldier of the Cross, The bat - tle hour is nigh, And ye have bound the ar-mor
2.;0 watchful, ar - my of the Cross, The fos is Jurking pDigh; A soulmustbs the migy
= . o -

T
on, Andsworn to do or die.

v -
A Our bu - gle ne’er shall sound re - treat While Jo - susleads us
loss,

but  one soldier die, Whene'er you dare the hos - tile ranks, For - get not that with -
. ;- A . -

) s eneme |

5 o
on: We will not Jay our weapons by Un-til we wear the crown.

in Therehidess most ter-ri-fic foe, Thewi - l,h “ inbr-: c’i:."

A beauti-ful crowan is waiting for
A bunn;‘fnl orown, &c.

R
utiful aro;n\ is waiting for me, Far a - way in the promised land.
oy A _Acmece e s




8 On Tgmnd, young soldier of the Croes, .
rough all the weary nighs,
With praise and prayer relieve your care,
And keep your armor bright.
Your Jesus once, ** without the camp,”
Bought liberty for you ;
Then bravely fight for truth and right,
And keep your crown in view.
A beautiful crown is waiting, &ec.

THE STANDARD

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 fleld
Its blood-stained eolors fair,

Go where your dear Redeemer trod,
And that standard there,

beautiful crown is waiting, &eo.

9 On Jordan’s bank, on Olives’ mount,
And all those dewy plains

harp in happier times

Rang out its tuneful strains :

YOUNG SOLDIER OF THE CROSS. Concluded.
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4 Rejoice, young soldier of the Cross,
The bavp, the paim, are waiting all
e , the , are wai
Whm the end endure 3 ting
Your weary fest shall walk the street
All paved with gold, on lxirg
And he who wore a crown o!
Will crown you in the
A beautiful crown is waiting, &o.

OF THE CROSS.

h;
thorns,

MISSIONARY SONG.—Tune, *‘Young Soldier.”

Its chords are mute—their song no more
Awakes the trembling air ;
Yet Jesus trod those lovely wilds :
Go plant that standard there.
A beautiful crown is waiting, &e.
8 Jerusalem shall yet rejoice
To hail Messiah’s reign ;
Tho solitary place be glad,
The desert bloom again ;
Her ruin’'d towers, her crumbled walls,
Their ancient glory wear ;
The crescent to the Cross shall bend,
Go plant that standard there.
A besutiful crown is waiting, &e.

FOR CLOSING SCHOOL.

Tune.—OLD HUNDRED.

! 1 Disuiss us with thy blessing, Lord,

! Help us to feed upon thy word ;

f All that has been amiss forgive,
And let thy truth within us live.

2 Though we are guilty, thou art good,
‘Wash all our wgll:ﬂs gm Jesus’ blgod H
Give every fetter'd soul release,

And bid us all depart in peaca.



wTy; For

wea -1y souls, a rest re-mains, Theend of toils, the
Cro.—~We'll work and wait till Je - sus comes, We'll work and wait &l

— o T = —  S—
—F o —L—_— L — .
- —t 1 w onmw |

’ . i
end of pains, We soon shall break these earthly chains, Thro’ grace we'll soon be there.
Jesus comes, We'll work and wait till Jesns comes,And then (Omit..............) b: gathered .
e

| N -

o o o a4 N

@_Q't!—g p— o  — = ==

w |
2 Re{:’ice in hope, O trembling soul,
ift up thy tearful eves,
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,
Thre’ graes we'll soon Le thers,

L St ]

3 O may the fruits of joy and peace
Wi{bln our souls abznnd.
And in the vineyard of the Lord
His children still be found ;
Then safely on the other shore,
Our trh.ivo past, our journey o’er,

We'll ninavmh dear ones gone before,
Praise Che

nd ! we're home at last.




YOUNG PILGRIMS. 805

, Words by LYDIA BAXTER. WM. B. BRADBURY.

v »
Ist .lfe'l journey we havestarted, Its ing dawn is bright: And If we’re merry-hearted, We'll tune our songs Aright.
3d \Theflow’rs thut blossom ever Around our pilgrim feet, Witk ho - ly joy we'll gnhor, And sip their dewy swest.

Weare going to fislds ¢ < Jys - fan, Far,far beyond the sky; The golden gates of hea - ven Will ¥

:' o+

Will 0« pen by - and -by, The golden gates of

o-pen by-and-by, Will o - pen by -and- by,

0 T s Y N
e | o — —
T L4 » L4
2 With cheerful steps we'll hasten,  Until we reach our Saviour,
Nor list the tempter's charms; °  And anchor near his side,
But to the spirit listen And when we meet our Jesus,
That calls to Jesus' arms. And tears are wiped away,
*Twill mnake life’s burden lighter We’ll take the harp he lvu us,
To feel God's gracious love ; And shout and sing for aye.
Aml enry precept brighter Cxo. We've reached the fields elysian,
polats to realms above. Cho, The Eden of the blest ;
3 Bh holy book will ever ‘With angels now in heaven
Oar onward footsteps guide, The pilgrims are at rest.



a6 TRY TO BE LIKE JESUS.
N -B. BRADBURY.

E 1 b
y__ N __ W 1 & Aol G

-

4
1. We'll try to be like Jo - sus, q‘ho children’s precious Friend, Far dearer than a mother, A
2. We'll try to be like Je-sus,In bo -dy and in mind; For pure he was and ho-ly, In

P &

4
sister, or 8 brother, He'll love us to the end. He'll love us to the end. We'll to be like

temper meek and lowly, And to poor sinners kind, And to poor sinners kind. We'll try to be &e.

a E—-
¢‘-=¢—ﬂ- y—a—v o] -
8 We'll try to be like Jesus, 4 We'll try to Be like Josus,
And do our Father’s will; And when we ¢ome to die,
We'll seek His strength in weakness, At His right hand in glory
‘We'll bear the cross in meekuess, We'll sing the blessed story

Up Calvary's rugged hill.—Cho, The ransomed sing on hieh.—Cho.



THE LORD'S VINEYARD. 307

' €0 WOAK 20-DAY (K MY VINETARD.”—* THE HARVEST TRULY 13 GREAT, BUT ¥ER LABORERS ARR FRV.”
Spirited. WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Go work to-day in the vineyard of the Lord. Work, work to-day, Work, work to-day; To those who toil he has protnised &
~

reward,
()

T T L | Ll T T L | T L 3 Ll ¥
a4 AN N__D L T | N ) CHORUS,
e ——— o] ppar. » & — . N N -Fi —1
FaTs e e e s o e — ]

} Work,work to-day,work ¢o-day; For a crown of life you may win and volr.h; your father's house there are mansions fair.Go

! N ] .
’ £ g 'ﬁ::—ﬂ;:‘"‘ .-.-n.—.-- ‘ ] F-L‘.:%E
L —_— »—om— r— e —

work to-day, Go work to-day, Go work to-day, Go work to-day,
o G0 work In the vineyard of the Lord, Go work in the vineyard of the Lord,
-,

. ey
gttt i e e e ol in NP
e —" ‘—-E‘—E:F:-:h.:br == e m_wTa-
vhbbwpg ' T L dhd
2 Go sesk the lost who havs wandered from the fold, * 3 Glad news, glad news to a lowly one proclaim,
ork, work to-day, work, work to-day ; Work, work to-day, work, work to-iday ;
In guilt and sin they perhaps are growing old, - Good will to man, through a dying Saviour's name,
Work, work to-day, work to-day ; Work, work to-day. work to-day ;
For a word may full or & tear may start, 0, the time is short, it will soon be o'er,
‘That will find its way to some grateful heart. And the night will come ye ean work no mere,

Ge work te-day, ets, @o wurk to-day, ete.



308 ‘“ THE BETTER PART.”
¢* MARY HATH CHOSEX THAT GOOD PARY, WHICH SHALL NOT BE TAKEN FROM NER —Luke 10: 48-52. ‘
‘WM. B. BRADBURY,
L NN 1

‘DUET. Gentle.

-
. M = W
I~ 4988 5813

1. Ma-ry sat at the feet of Jesus,
Lowly, meek—with an humble heart,

e —
- -

Heeoding nought but his holy teachiog :
8he had chosen the better part,
1

SESSes e Eoe

Mary’s part was the better Sitting at the feet of Josus ; There, with an humble, & broken heart,
il part, Sicting P "I would choose that better part.

2 Cares that long with their weight oppressed her, Came the words of her blessed Saviour,

Tears that 1; to bl:or eyes wo;xld start, “She hath chosen the better part.”—Cis.
Al were lost in a beam of comfort:
—Cho. 4 Jesus, now at thy footstool kneeling,
She bad chosen the better part.—Cho Grant thine aid to my lonfing hgﬂt;
8 Like a stream in a lonely desert, May sing with the blest in glory,
Cool and sweet to the yearning heart, 1 have chosen the better part.—Cha.

® The small notes in the base are for the voios, when it is more desirable to have & vocal base than a mere lnstrumentsl
assompaniment



2 Courage! courage ! she's fn safety!
See again her bueyant form,
\ By his gracious hand uplifted,
‘ Who controls the raging storm.
‘With her precious cargo freighted,
Neow the life-boat nears the shere ;
Parents, brethren, friends, embracing,
Those they thought to see no more.
.3 Christian, pause, and deeply ponder;
Is there nothing you can do?
Zhe sinking ship, the storm, the lifo-boat,
Have they aot a veice for you?

There’s a storm, a fearful tempost—
Soals are sinking in despair:

There’s a shore of blessed refuge,
Try, O try to guide them there,

4 0, remember Him who saved you,
‘Whose right hand deliverance wrought,
‘Who, from depths of guilt and anguish,
You td peace and safety brought ;
*T1s his voice who cheers you onward—
* He that winneth son!s is wise ;"
Launch the Gospel’s blessed life-boad
Venture all to win the prises



A group of hap-py children, One brightand sunay day,

[~
) Along the flelds and meadows,

Were tripping, lightly tripping To Sabbath-school a-way,

2.

How pleasant to behold them,
To hear the txine{;nll lay,
While tripping, lightly trippin,
To Sob%‘:th -school zway!:p 8
Their little merry voices
Rang sweetly on the breeze,
And ingled with the robin,
The robin, the robin,
And mingled with the robin,
‘That sang among the trees.

3.
What made the children happy, -
W‘bv'lb.t made thleirhl:;am 80 guy,
ile tripping, lightly tripping
To Sab pth-lohool uvmy“)!p

‘Where buds and blosa

=

B e e
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 praise him there,

4.

Then let us all remember,
And keep this holy day,

And when we're lightly tripping
To S8abbath-school away,

We'll thank our heavenly Father
For bis own word of Truth ;

We'll give our hearts to Jesus,
To Jesus, to Jesus,

We'll give our hearts to Jesus,
And serve him in our youth,




WHERE THERE IS NO PARTING.

Whbrds by Rev. W. HONTER,

311

Arr. by WM. B. BRADBURY.
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4
1L Afl may I stiil get there? 8
2. Shall I, un- worthy

till reach the heavenly shore ? T

y r
l{e land forever bright and fair, Where

I, To fear and doubting given, Mount up at last, and happy fly, On

! ) f- <
) 1 |
bt
-t v
'CHORUS.
rﬁ—ﬂ‘r-r—'-l—'r- - = 0
_1,_4:‘4—_—j£[;_;.3:4,_.—1:,_; L r— —
80T - TOW 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.

— .
] 2. > . 3 . h - 03 oo a ®
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+—NrT—7TT3 Hail, love divine and pure,
— - Hail, mercy from the skies !
— M{Ihopeo are bright, and now secure,
Where there is no parting, And sorrow reigns no more. pborne by faith I rise.  Chorus.
o B O T 4 I part with earth and sin,
— - And shout the danger's past ;
B S — —a My Saviour takes me fully in,
1728 BEE S E— And I am his ut last.  Chorus.




312 . " THE LITTLE BAND. ,
Words by O. WM. B. BRADBURY,
Genptly, in Ballad-style. 152, |I84 |

» » [
(Do you know the little band Gathered in our school to-day? Did you see them hand in hand Hither bend their way? )
* All are happy, ail are glad, Hearts are bounding with delight, Not a single brow is sad, Every eye is bright.

Go with me to the Sabbath-school,
hool, The blessed Sabbath-school

2 8

Did you hear their gentle lay, Can you with those children kneel
Telling of redeeming love, In the Sabbath-school to-day ?
Sweetly wafted far away, Do you humbly, truly feel
To the courts above Every word they say?
‘Would you live forever blest, Is a glistening tear-drop seen
With your Saviour and your God ? Trickling down your cheek the while?
‘Would you on his bosom rest, In its penitential beam,
Tread the paths He trod ? View a Father's smile,

Then go with me, ete. Then go with me, ote.



GO AND TELL JESUS. 813

¢ AND THRY WENT AND TOLD JXSUS,” T. F. SEWARD.

5 Ay — N — = - T
b—ﬁﬁ;ﬁ —o—g -3 8§ o —

Look uwp to Him, He on-ly ean for-givle, Be-lieve on Him, andthoushaltsurely live.
-

j)

and tell Je - sus,He on-ly ecan forgi, }
and tell Jo - anus,0 turnto himendlive. § Go and tell Je - sus, Go and tell Je - sus,
= N -

1

2 Go and tell Jesus, when your sins arise

Like mountains of deep guilt before your eyes s

] His blood was spilt, His precious life He gave,

That mercy,pesce and pardon you might have. Chs.

-3 ——8—

Go and tell Jo - sus,He on-ly can forgie.
-

3 Go and tell Jesus, he'll dispel thy fears,
- —"_—_; * Will oalm thy doubts, and wipe away thy tears:
b —mo e He'll take thee in His arm, and on His breast
t v Thou mayst be happy, and for ever rest. Che,




‘314 THE HEAVENLY LAND. WM. B. BRADBURY,

“ A BETTER COUNTRY, THAY IS, AN HEAVENLY.— Hebrews xi. 14.

to think of the heaven-ly land, Where white-robed an « gels are; Where
to think of the heaven-ly land, Wheremy Re-deem-er rcigns, Where

love to think of the heaven-ly land, Thesaints, e - ter - nal home, Where
k.‘;—_,‘%‘_.—_:%:zf—'b — A
= FH————+ = hﬂ‘_&ﬁ

.~_m ) 1 N . REFRAIN.
1 — — o ——1 - — T T o b
i

many a friend is gathered safe Fromfear, and toil, and onre, There’ll be no
mgturonl soogs of tri-umphrise In end-less joy - ous strains.  There’ll be &o.
paln

1 ns, and robes, and crowns ne'er fade, Andall our joys are one. - There'll be, &e.
l - 1 = P ey B 1
I (& b—t——g— 1 — [y ——ig— o —o—1 —H—_ﬁ
! b . —. S— e 7 S S———— ! Foat—
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part- ihg,'fhere‘ll no part-ing, There'll be no parti
A . A £ . .

s == —a———v
T T 1§ T > .
4 Ilove to think of the heavenly land, | 5 I love to think of the heavenly laad,
The greetings there we'll meet, That promised land so fair,
The harps—the songs forever ours— O, bow my raptared spirit longs
The walks—the golden strests. To be forever therer

There’ll be no, &o. There'll be no, &a



HEAVENLY HOME!

Words by Miss ¥. 3. SAMPSON, f
" 1 [ LN

315
E. ROBERTS,
]
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1. Heavenly home! heavenly home! precions name tome! Ilove to think the time will come when

2. Heavenly home! heavenly home! thereno clouds arise, No tear-drops fall, no dark nights dim thy
. . rF 3
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1 shall rest in thee.

I've no o-biding city here, Ineek for one to come; And tho' myfilgrlm.
xe_r-lmiling skies. This earthly home is fair de b'rigl:t,Y'_et clouds will often come; And, oh,

long to

O ) 5 o2 g
1 Td —o—o . & F1 ﬂ
i | - | P oA 4 " 0
...’r 0 2 lLﬁl 1L 1 - - ¥ l ! > 11
" D. C. for Chorus. 8 Heavenly home! heavenly home ! ne'er shall
5y ry 1 rm— I . ) | sorrow’s gloom,

£

P
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R e

uge be drear, I know there’s rest at home.

see the light That gilds my heavenly home.
P L &

Nor doubts nor fears, disturb me there, for all
is peace at home.
I know I ne'er shall worthy be
To dwell ’neath heaven's bright dome ;
But Christ, my Saviour, died for me,
And now he calls me home.
Heavenly home! heavenly home! ne’er shall
sorrow’s gloom, &e.



816 THANKSGIVIRG ANTHEM.

Words by H. 8. WASHBURN.
Allegro.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. - 'ry heart re- joice and sing ; Let cho-ral anthems rise; Ye rev’rend men and children bring Te
3. Ho bids the sun to rise and set; In heav'n his power isknown; Audearthsubdued to him, shall yet Bow

F

God your sa -cri -co, For he Isgood;theLord isgood, And kiod are all his ways ; Withsongsand henors
low be-fore histhrone, For he 1sgood ; she Lord is good, And kind are all his ways; With songs and, ete,
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WEARY OF WANDERING LONG. 317

Words by Miss J. W. SAMPSON, Urioa, N. Y.

Very Gentle and Tend Pealm 25, 4-13.
: "L’ 'on ...‘n ender. 1 DY IO T ) 1 Eul
e e T e e e TR S Sl e Ee e e e

1. Wearyof wdl:;, My sore heart saith,'“Showme 'I’b way, O fz ! Teach me Thy path "
3 D.C. Weary of wand'ring long, &e.

S-S oy

et Straightway would find Allrough and rugged patha Left

I e e ey

2 But, a8 I onward passed, “ Whoso, through night and day,
The ws{ grew ateei; God’s way pursues,
And black elouds gathered fast, ‘Him shall He teach the way
And skies did weep, That He shall choose.'”
And darkuness seemed to hide .
The toilsome road ; 4 Thle':. since °H‘:le oh«;'u for me
Amaeed, again I oried, is ragged path,
“Thy way, O God" My band In His shall be
With steadfast faith:
8 “A lamp unto m! feet,” Each step, this darksome night.
Gud’s word did prove; Is bringing me
A *still, small voice,” and sweet, 84l nearer to the bright
¢ B8poke thus in love :— Eternity.




318 A BEAUTIFUL LAND 99 & 8s, WM. B. BRADBTRY.

With gentleness. sz s 1% » n
——b———‘
’Jﬁ;“—:’*ﬂ%
g

A beau-ti-ful Jand by faith I ses, A land of rest from sorrow free, )h
The bome of the ransomed, bright, and fair,And [Omif.,..c.ceenernenenenn. eauti -ful an - gels too, are there.

v T

Will you go? Will you go? Go to that beautiful land with me? Will you go? Wil you go? Go to that beautiful l‘ud.
P é - o -® - m .. e -

£ =X B
4
2 That beautiful land, the City of nght. . The river of life. the oryst.sl sea,
It ne'er has known the shades of night : The ambrosial fruit of life's fair tree. Cho.

The glory of God, the light of day

Hath driven the darkness far awvay. Cho. 4 The beavenly throng arrayed in white,

In rapture range the plains of light ;

8 In vision I see its streets of gold, And 1n one harmonious ehoir they praise
Its beunnful gates I too behold, Their glorious Saviour’s matchless grace. Che.
Words by FANNY CROSBY., THE HEAVENLY HOME. HUBERT P. MAIN.

Lively.




THE HEAVENLY HOME. Concluded. ' 3190

O ' T
2 And gathered in that sacred fold, 8 Sing on, sing on, O happy throng,
Are children robed in white ; That song forever new ;
Transplanted from a world of sin, While pilgrims in this lonely vale,
To climes forever bright ; Gur Joutne{ we'll pursue;
Be&ond the pearly gates they sing ‘We soon shall reach the heavenly shore,
osanna to our Saviour, King! Our trials past our journey o'er,
Their choral voices sweetly sing, We'll dwell with Jesus evermore,
In strains of pure delight. And sing his praise with you.
NUREMBURG. 7s. WM. B. BRADBURY.
L S o)
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T I Children’s songs delight his ear,
's prayers he dgigns to hear, '

2 Glory to the Son we bring, Children's mind may he inspire,
Christ, our Prophet, Priest, and King ; Touch their tongues with holy fire,
Children, raise your sweetest strain 4 Glory in the highest be
To the Lamb, for he was slain. To Ke blessed Trinity,

8 Glory to the Holy Ghost, For the go;gel from above,

word that *“ God is love.”

He reclaims the sinner lost; For the



820

Words by xnzhmlm:nox.
.

SEEKING JESUS..

e world we dai-ly roam, Seeking Je - sus, 8eeking Je - sus;
vain for this have come, Beeking Jo - sus, Seeking Jo - sus,

In all plac-es highor
'Mid thesin-ful and the

_ WM. B, BRADBURY. _

DUET. ~CHORUS, Gats.

Grnis & Boys. Ars.

—— -

2 If our days on earth are apent
Seeking Jesus,

With all thm§| we'll be content,
Secking Jesus:

Though our path be lone and dreary,

Though our steps be slow and weary,
Beeki‘gg Jesus.

o shall find Him, ete.

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,
S«kivl;g Jesus.
¢ shall find Him, ote.



AT THE SABBATH SCHOOL. wux.s. pravsury, 321
Quasriox. DIALOGUE SONG.

rs. we slng & song of praise, Then in prayer our vofoes raise.

hp- py Sabbath ochool ? (Pl
hen we each our les-son say, Closing with an - oth- er, iay,/That’s what we do at the

Sabbath lcbool, At the Sabbath school That’s what we do at the Sabbath school,At the happy Sabbath school,

At the Sabbath school,
) XA
t — — o L S
2 What do you learn at the Sabbath school, 3 Why do you all love the Sabbsth school,
At the happy Sabbath school ? Love the happy Sabbath sehoe
First we learn Commandments Ten, There we with our Snnour mut,
God's laws sent by him to men: At the blood-bought mercy-seat;
Then wbat Christ did here below Where Le ever w pon. ‘* Come
To redeem our souls from To thy blmfnl heavenly home.”
That's what we learn at the Sabbath sohool, That's why we all leve Lhn EMM
At the happy Babbath school. Love the lappy Sabbath



822 JUST NOW.

“ Con UNTO ME, ALL YR TUAT? LABOR AND ARR NEAVY LADRY, AND I WILL GIVE YOU RES?. "—Uaﬂ. 11: 98
*¢ BXROLD Wow u THR ACCEPTRD mn—Buow, NOW 1s THR DAY OF BALYATION.”—1] Cor. 6:
n:

1. Come to Jerus, just now, &e. 9. “Mer ‘y on me.”
44Ceme unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy 1aden,and| ¢ Jesus thou son of David, have mercy on me."—Nert
Juﬂldvogoumt" —Matt. 11: 98, 10 47.
He will save you, just now, &oc. 10. He will hear you.
“Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be| ¢ Apd Jesus said unto him. go thy way,-thy faith bstd
-saved.”"—Acts 10: 31, made thee whole."— Mark 10: 52,
8. O believe him, just now, &e. 11. He'll forgive you.
4 God so loved the world that he gave his only begotten| ¢ If we confess our sins, he is falthful and jast to forgive
Sen, that wh believeth in him should not perish, butius our sins.”—1 JoAn | : 9.
ibave everlastin —hﬁu 12. He vnll cleanse you.
. Heis “The blood of Jesus Christ his Son, cleanseth us from all
¢ He is able to save them to the uttermaost that come untolgin,”*—] Jok
+Ged by hl-ysﬂng bhe ever liveth to maxe intercession fer| ]3, He‘ll renew
us.”"—Hed. 7: 25. “Therefors, if any man be in Chsist, he s new ereature.”
5. He is willing. Cor.5: 17.
4 The Lord 1 lons auleﬂn; to uswanx, n:n willing that] 14. He will elothe
-any should perish, but that all should come to rep « He that onmeﬂt, the same mn be clothed in whit
3Pt 3: 9. raiment.”—Rev. 3
6. He'll receive yov. . 16. J“n. loves you
*Him that cometh to me, J will in Bo wise uut out"—| « Greater love hath no man u.... this, that & man shesld
Jokn 6: 37. Fl J lay dowa his life for bis friends.”—JoAn 15: 13,
7. Flee to Jesus. 16. Don't reject Him.
* Fleo from the wrath to eome.”—Matt. 3: 7. ¢ He is desplsed and rejected of men.”—Iss. 83: %
8. Call unto Him. . Ooly trust Him.
oy hoscever shall call on the name of the Lord shall be| + o thet bath the Son bath life."—Jekn 51 1.
ssved."— 2 21,

® This little Chorus has heen the means of helping many an inquiring siomer to embrace the Saviour, belleve and trek

_B!..-;"‘ It was,” says Rev, Mr. Hammond, ‘‘frat sung in 8 , when hundreds wers asking, *‘what shail wo do oW




Words by FANNY CROSB

QJR BRIGHT HOME ABOVE. 323
A

WM. B. BRADBURY.

11, We are going, weare going, To 2 home beyond the okies,ﬁero the flelds are robed in beauty,And the sunlight never dfes
-

-

——
- - —
Mg g 1=5-1

St==

2 We are going, we are goini,
And the music we have heard
Like the ecLio of the woodland,
Or the earol of a bird ;
With the rosy light of morning
On the calm and fragrant air,
8till it murmurs, softly murmaurs,
There will be no parting there.
We are going, &e.

8 We are going, we are going,

Where the day of life is o’er—

To that pure and happy region
Where our friends have gone before;

They are singing with the angels
In that land so bright and faie;

We shall dwell with them forever, .
There will be no parting there,

' We are going, &e.




324 THE HOUSE UPON A ROCK. WM. B. BRADBURY.

Matt. 7. 24,25,

1. !’), if my houseis bullt up-on a rock, I know it will stand for-ev- er; Theﬂoodlmayeome;‘ud the
2, For He whose word is lasting as the hills, Whose truth is unchaog- Jug ev - «r; Hath said my house on the

T

s —d—s St —e—-w-s—d—s—e-te—e—a

rolling thunder’s shock May beat upon my house that is foanded on a rock, But it nev-er will fall, pev-er wiil fall,
solid rock shall stand, He'll hold it by his m'lght in the hollow of his hand, And it nev-er will fall, -nev-er will fall,




THE HOUSE UPON

house is built upon the sand.

8 0,ifm
fall when the floods are swelling ;

’Twi.yl

The winds will blow, and the tempest will descend,|
And beatupon my house that is built uponthe sand,
And it surely will fall—never to rise,
Never, never, never!—Cho.

MEROE.

A ROCK. Concluded. 325

‘14 Then let my house be built upon a rock.

For there it will stand forever; .
The floods may come,and the rollng thunder’s shoek
May beat upon my house that is founded on a rock.

But it never will fall, never will fall.
Never, never, never!—Cho.

L. M. . B, BRADBURY,

. Jeaus, and shall itev-er be—A mortal man ashamed of thee!

Whose glories shine thro’ oﬁdleu days.
Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise,
- 8 pr 2 2.

[ rErerr—n
S > a———

Tt —

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.

|

BOYLSTON. 8. M.

T L T
8 Ashamed of Jesus! yes, I may,
When I've no guilt to wash away,
No tear to wipe, no good to erave,
No fears to quell, no soul to save.

Dr. L. MASON,
I W B |
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1.
9. Before our Father's throne We pour our ardent pr
."_"_' .

o ey sy T
e
Blest be the tie that binds Our hearts in Christian love ; The fellowship of kindred minds Is like to that & - bove,
.'5."; Our fears,

4
Breren et b o te
t T | RS =1 LI T L |

PEesae—a

our hopes,our aims,are one,Our comforts and our cares.
£ -

==

1
8 We share our mutual woes,
Our mutual burdens bear,
Anad often for each other flows,
The svmpathizing tear.

|

4 This glorious hope revives
Our courage by the way ;
While each in expectation lives,
And longs to see the dav.



326 “ILL GLADLY SING.”

W;mll by Mzs. M. A. KIDDER. WM. B. BRADBURY,
ted.

|
1. Hap-py and gay, I will bast-en away, Whilethesun is shining o’er me;To the pleas-ant rule of m:
2, Blcssed the day, that  without de-lay, All my young companions meet-ing, And my teachers kind there

D.C. Happy and gay, w hast-en away, Whilethesun is shining o?er mle;’l‘o the plm;nt rule, :te.
Ena, CHORUS.

T

-
Sunday-school, And the duties set be-fore me. I'll glad-lysing of God my King, Wholovesme, up
al- waysfind;Oh, I dear-ly lovetheirgreeting. I'll glad-ly sing of Godmy King,

] e ] 1 ~ D.c.
g—o—
= (4 (4
hea - ven; Who kind - Iy sends me lov - ing friends. And the dear-est blewhwl giv - en. Then
- - | & a |
{ = ¥ r—8—f-—
g4 - e —t——t —}t
T T T T T 9 1 T
3 Plcasant the rays of the sweet Sabbath days, 4 Denr heavenly home, soon the time will come,
That will soon be gone forever; That the world no more enthralis me :
O my Sabbath-school, my dear Sabbath-school, Then I'll miud thy rule, blessed 8abbath-school,
I can ne'er forget thee, never. And await till my Saviour calls me.
I sing, eto. I'll gladly sing, eto.



-

MY PILGRIM WAY.
Gezt.y,

WX. B.BRADBURY. 827

A little more spirited.

T ﬁ‘ - » B B . “Y—— -
me for con-flict and for aél the toil; Up-hold me on my pilgrim way.

My pilgrim
- o -
= B
L4 L4 » -
N 1at time. | 24 time.

- -~ T T T T ———— % EEE; Ii'
way, My pilgrim way,....... ..'My pilgrim way,Uphold me on my pilgrim way.
2 Jesus, here in heaviness and fear, 3 Jesus, while in solitude and grief,

"Mid cloud, and shade, and gloom I stray ; The sun and stars withhold their ray,
For earth's last night is drawing very near ; O come, O quickly come to my relief
Oh, cheer me on my pilgrim way Oh, 25111; me on my pilgrim way!
My pilgrim way, eto. y pilgrim way, ete.

way.



328 o LOUDEST SONGS. WM. B. RRADBURY.

¢ WHRX THE S8IX DAYS' WORK IS O'XR AND DONR.”

{ -- -

. ) > .
1. Whenthe six days work is o'er and done, And the soft lightshines of the Sabbath sun, Gladly
2. Though our homes arc bright,with ebeerful heart We can say good-byeas we gen-tly part Withour

I3

u 3
then we haste with mer-ry feet To the Sun - day school and its calm re-trest.
pa - rents dear, and haste } - v? To the Sun - day sehool wherewe love to stay.
\J

| e — - 1 ——a e =)

T
|

Ob, we love, we love, we love ouwr dear Sun-dayschool,’lis 2 hap-py place,'Tis s

% —g—2 l_’t_f‘:_'e_l

LX)

Joy we raise For our blessed Sunday school.




LOUDEST SONGS. Concluded. 329

8 On our huven!]y way, so green and fair 4 Oh, then urge them in—the wan, the wild,
We are kindly led by our teachers there, Yes, the poor, the wayward, the erring child,~
And we read with them the page of truth, _ Por our doors are open for one and all,

*Tis the light of age and the guide of youth. There's & welcome for each in our Sabbath hall.
. Oh, we love, eto. Oh, we love, ete. fo

Woras by Rev.2DWIN B NEvIN. THE CHRISTIAN HERO.

‘yramr TUR GOOD FIGH? OF PAITH."—] Tim. 6, 12 Arranged. .

AN N_A

Syttt ta e

v . v
1. Live on the fleld of bat-tle! Be earnest inthe fight ; Stand forth with manly courage. And struggle for theright.
2. Wat;h on the field of bat-tle! The foe is ev-erywhere ; His i - oryhdaru fiy thickly, Like lightning thro’ the air,
N N N

FULL CHORUS. ’ Ending for last verse.

Fsal s s llel =1
Live on the field of battle ! Live on the fleld of baftle ! Live on the fleld of battle! Live ! live ! live’  Glo-ry in view.
Watch on the ficld of battle ! Watch on the field of battle! Watch on the field of battle! Watch ! watch! watch!

8 Pray on the field of battle! 4 Die on the field of battle!

God works with those who pray, "Tis noble thus to die;
His mighty arm oan nerve us, God smiles on valiant soldiers—
And make us win the day. Their reeord is on high.
Pray on the field of battle! Die on the field of battle!

Pray, pray, pray! Glory in view!



830 POOR PILGRIM. WA, B. BRADBURY.

Come, poor pil-grim, sad and wea - ry, Why heaves thy breast? Roaming this wide world so drea - ry,

“\ There 18 r.e's_t for thee in gl:-ry. A-mongt_l:o; blest ; Liat-g: to the j:y-fw sto - ry,
o— = —
T T 122 t T et
. L~
; - ] ; "

2 There are those who've gone before us, 8 And, while we on earth are praying,
All who are blest; Jesus the blest
8inging now the happy ehorus, Unto us is sweetly saying,
\ere, there is rest. There, there is rest.
There the golden harps are ringing We shall meet where parting never
Harps of the blest ; Comes to the blest ;
And the angel bands are singing, And we'll safely dwell forever

There, there is rest.—CAorus. In heavenly rest.—Chorus.



OUR PLEASANT SABBATH SCHOOL. wx. =, sravsvar 331

4 liltle slower.
.

- - w

1. Where, O where do we love to go, 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 ’t:“!
|

b g_o P P
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CHORUS.
GIrLs.—Original movement.  Bors.—A littte louder. ALL. f
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'Tis our Sabbath school, 'Tis our Sabbath sehool, 'Tis our pl t, pl t Sab - bath school.
In our Sabbath schoal, In our Sabbath school, In our pleasant, pleasant Sab - bath school.

)

Who should rule in every thought; Love to sing, and read and pray;
‘What the blood of Christ has bought? Find salvation’s narrow way.
In our Sabbath school, &o. In our Sabbath school. &e.

8 Where, oh where are we kindly taught, l 4 May we love this holy day ;



332 - SOMETHING TO DO IN HEAVEN.

Words by R. 8. TAYLOR. WM. B. BRADBURY.




SOMETHING TO DO IN HEAVEN. Concluded. 338

8 There'll be lessons to learn of the wisdom of God,| 8 There'll be errands of love from the mansions above,
As the? wander the green meadows o'er; To the dear ones that linger below;
Apdthey’ll havefor their teachers in that blestabode,| And it may be our Father the children will send
All the good that have gone there before. To be angels of merey in woe.
There’ll be something to do, &e. There'll be something to do, &e.

OH 1 MAKE ME THINE.

In chanting style. . T. F. SEWARD.

]
1 l ) B | ! |

1. My Fa- ther,I would be thy child, I knowIm ain-Jul way-ward, wild;
2. With patience I . the race have run, Not look-ing back when once be - gun,
ESf=m==r=—ceeceese=oceoo
—] rE——
A [ v v v /) Y | | :

| A .
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/
To thee I wouldbe re - con - ciled, 611! make me, Oh! make me thine.
And seek sal - va- tion through thy 8on, A:d make me, Oh! make me thine.
N N

2 2 o " L o= -
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8 The narrow way I fain would tread, 4 Make me to love thee more and more,
And by thy geatle hand be led, ‘Lhy holy spirit on me pour;
With heavenly manna daily fed, Grant me of grace a plentrous store,
Oh! mnke me, oh! make me thine._ Oh ! make me, oh! make me thine.



334 SCATTER SMILES AS YOU GO.

Words by R, 8, Tarion. WM. B. BRADBURY.

beams of the morning thatgently play,They willleave a sunlight there Soatter -mﬂe&,\:xght unil..Suttet

 —am
A} —

) —— . —— ————
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smiles as yon pass on your way, Scattersmiles, bright smiles, Scatter smiles, bright smiles,
. N

T 1 =

Scatter smiles Scatter smiles ca ner smiles as you on your
br;‘ht smiles, br;;ht smiles, you pass on your way.

2 Scatter smiles, bright smiles, 'tis bat little they cost; | 3 Scatter smiles, bright smiles, o’er the grave of the past,
But your heart may never know Where the orphan’s treasare lies;
Wbu 8 joy they may carry to weary ones In the tear-drop that glistens there 1 gowm shine,
‘Who are pale with want and woe.—Cho. As'the rainbow paints the skies.—



SCATTER SMILES AS YOU GO. Concluded. 335
4. 5.
Beatter smiles, bright smiles, o’er the young who| Sestter smiles, bright smiles, as you pass on your
have strayed
From the path where onee they trod ;

wa
Through {lnia world of toil and care ;
You may lead to the fountain of truth again,

Like the beams of the morning that gently play,

ou may bring them home to God.—Cho. They will leave a sunlight there.—Cho.
THE SOLID ROCK. L. M. 6 lines
WM..B. BRADBURY.
ST e e e S )

1. My hope is built en nothing less 1dare not trust the sweetest frame,Bat wholly loan on
Than Jesus’ bléod and righteousness ;
L. ..

N SO S — e § Su S St S FU—
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2 When darkness secms to veil his face,
1 rest on his unchanging grace ;
In every high and stormy gale,
My anchor holds within the vale:
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand;
All other ground is sinking sand.

8 His oath, bis covenant, and blood,
Support me in the whelming flood :
When sll around my soul gwes way,
He then is all my hope and stay :

On Cbrist, the solid rock, I stand *
All other ground is sinking ssnd.



336 WHITE ROBES. WA B. BRADBURY.

4 AND 10, A ORBAY NULTTTUDR, WHICHN NO MAN COULD NUMBER, OF ALL KATTOXS, AND KINDREDS, AND PEOPLR. AND 036U
ST00D BXFOZE THE THRONE, AXD BEFORE THE LAMB, CLOTHED WITH WHITE ROBES, AND PALMS IN THEIR MAKDS." —Rew vii. 8.

I. Who are these in bright array,This exulting, happy throng,Round the altar night and day,Singiog one trium phant seog !
K2, These thro’ flery triais trod,These from great aflictions came; Now before the thnnch of God,Sealed with his almighty name.

.__c h_d

—
T
3 Clad in raiment pure and white, 4 Joy and gladness banish sighs ;
Victor palms in ev'ry hand, erfect love dispels all fears ;
Through their great Redeemer’s might, And forever from their eyes
More than conquerors they stand. God shall wipe away their tears.
They have clean robes, ctc. They have clean robes, ete.
Moderato. STEPHENS. Cn Ho JONES.
1y i oy ~ ol |
S e o S-St
e T R
1. Thisis the day the Lord hath made ; Let heaven rejoice,let earth be glad,
.J‘.\ a Hecalls thehours his own : | hAnd praise "_urmnd his throns,




STEPHENS. Concluded. 837

4 Blest be the Lord, who comes to men,
With messages of grace,

Who comes, in God, his Father's name,
To save our sinful race.

6 Hosanna in the highest strains,
The church on earth can raise;
The higheat heavens, in whish he reigns,
8hall give him nobler praise.

LOVELY ZION. WAL, B. BRADBURY,

¢ ARISS, SHINS, FOR THY LIGE? I'$ OOMS, AND THE GLORY OF THE LORD I8 RISEN UPON TH=S."—[saiak 60, 1.
: 2 |FULL CHORCUS.
- |

1
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happy land. O Zi-on, dear Zion,

8 To-day he rose and left the dead,
And Satan’s empire fell :
To-day the saints his triumphs spread,
And all his wonders tell. .
8 Hosanna to the anointed King,
To David’s holy Son!
Help us, O Lord [ desoend and bring
Salvation from thy throne.

4
( Zion! bright and fair, strong thy bulwarks are, And thy towers majestic stand'
Cit-y of ouar God, now our blest abode In this free and (Omit........

»] &

ght is eome,'And the glory of the Lord {s upon thee,
F) o
=

lovely and fair, In thy beauty now appear! Arise, and shine, for thy I}
- A mep e ff ;
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2 Now the Ieles of thesea looking imploring tothee] Till the east and west with the rays are blest

For the gospel’s joyful sound!

Andfrom heathen lands millions stretch their hand
For the Word which you bave found.—Cho.

8 Let the Word go forth to the south and north,
Aad thy Jight be sven afar,

Of the bright and morning star.—Cho.

4 Then the heavenly strain shall bo heard again,

As it ouce o’er Judah ran;

And all nations join in the song divine—

Peace on earth, good will to man. Che.



338 BRING IN THE LAMBS. L. M, with Chorus. wx.s. sravsumy’

CHORUS.

the tender Jambs,

eloome, kind friends und teachers dear, Ye who have tolled from year to year,
Bring in the lambs, O bring them,

To lead us up the heavenly way,And teach us how to watch and pray.
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| brh‘mn\ in to Jesus’ fold. Bringin thelambs, the tender lambs, O bring them, bring them in to Jesus’ foid.
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2 “Soon ye shall resp if yo faint not;" So “ ye shall shine as stars of light,”

(Ov.v let tbatbtruLt‘l:rdbe ne'er forgot ;) & " In yonder heaven so fair and bright.—Cho.

“ Wait on the ,’— your strength renew,” 4 High, high the heavenly rapture burn

" Bo zealous,” and be hopeful, too.—Cho. wfen.':g a prodigal retarnsl y
8 Bring in the lambs, while yet ye may, Strive, strive that ra%t‘ucro to prolong,

Ere Satan olaims them for his prey : Till earth shall echo back the songl—Cho.

LA MIRA. C. M, WAL B. BRADBURY.
Ll A

ly ehoice,
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1. Bow hy:y is tkc youth who hears Instructions warnin, 'voloe.Andh'ho celestial wisdom makes Hisearly, on
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LA MIRA. Concluded. 339’

2 Por she has trensure greater far, , A crown of glory she bestows
Than east or west unfold; Upon the hoary head.
And her rewards more precious are 4 According as her labors rise,
Than all their stores of gold. So her rewards increase;
8 She guides the young with innocence Her ways are ways of plcasantness,
In pleasure’s path to tread ; And all her paths are peace.

THE LAMB UPON CALYARY. WM. B. BRADBURY.

3 « — -.—1—.‘?- -
- - v ot =
I eaw One hangingon a tree Ia a-gonjesand blood, Who fixed His languid eyes on me, As near His cross I stood.
2. 8ure never till my latest breath Can I forget that Jook; It seemed to charge me with his death, Tho’ not & word He spoke,
N

8 My conscience felt and owned my guilt, 4 A second look be gave, which said,
And plunged me in despair; “] freely all forgive;
T saw my sins his blood had spilt, This blood is for thy rensom paid ;
And helped to nail him there. I die that thou may'st live.”

O, the Lamb, the loving Lamb, ete. O, the Lamb, the loving Lamb, eto.



840 0, WE ARE VOLUNTEERS.

From Tz SiLves Caiuss, by permission. GEO. F, ROOY.
Not too Fast.
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1. O, we are volunteers in the ar-my of theLord Formmgm -to line at our Captum sword ;

2 The glo-ry of our ﬂag is the emblem of the dove, Gleaming are our swords from the forgeot love'

Weare under marelung orden to take the battle field, And we'll ne’er give o'er the fight till the foe shal] yleld.

We go forth, but not to battle for earthly honors vain, 'Tis & bright immortal crown that weseek to gain.
}. ]

Come and join the ar - my, the ar - my of theLord, Je - sus is our Captain, we ral - ly athisword;

=== Fm
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Sharp will be the con-fliet with the pow'rsof sm. But wnth such s Leader, we are sure to vnn.
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0 WE ARE VOLUNTEERS. Concluded. 841

4.

Our foes are in the ficld, pmlng hard on ev'ry slde, 0, glorious is the struggle, in which we draw the sword,

Envy, anger, hatred, with self and pride ; Glorious in the Kingdom of Clrist, our Lord

They are cruel, flerce and stroug, ever ready to attack ; | It shall spread from sea to sea, it shall reach from shore

We must wntch and fight, and pray, if we’'d drive them| And His people shall be blessed for evermore. [toshore
CHO.—Come and Join the army, ete. {back.! CHo.—Cowe and join the army, ete.

Wom by H. BONAR. J ESUS lS MINE T. ¥. SEWARD,

1. Fade, fadeeach earthly joy, Je - sus is mine; Break eve- ry ten dcr tie o - sus il mine ;

b

2 Tempt not my soul away, 8 Farewell, ye dreams of night, | 4 Farewell mortality,

Jesus is mine ; Jesus is mine; Jesus is mine;
Here would I ever stay; Lost in this dawning light, Welcome eternity,

Jesus is mine; Jesus is mine; Jesus is mine;
Perishing things of clay, All that my soul has tried, Welcome, O loved and blest,
Born but for one brief day, Left but a dismal void,— Welcome, sweet scenes of rest,
Pass from my heart away, Jesus has satisfied, Welcome my Saviour's breaat,

Jesus is mine, Jesus is mine. Jesus is mine.



342 A BRIGHT AND GLORIOUS KINGDOM.

¢ JRSUS ANSWERED, MY KINGDOM IS XOT OF THIS WorLD.—Jokn 18, 36.

WM. B. BRADBURY,

2 0, in that glorious kingdom
Is built a throne of gold;
Its ornaments are jewels,
With riches all untold.
A kingdom, kingdom,
A bright and glorious kingdom,
A kingdom, & kingdotn,
A kingdom bright and fair,
8 O, in that glorious kingdom,
And on that golden throne,

There reigns the blessed Saviour,
Thoee ehildren are his own,

Yes, children, children,

Are in that glorious kingdom ;
That kingdom, that kingdom,

That kingdom bright and fair.

4 And in that glorioas 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 faise



A BRIGHT AND GLORIOUS KINGDOM. Concluded. 343

& The children of that kingdom,
Around that glorious throne,
Have dpalms and crowns of victory,

And harps of sweetest tone.
All singin&—singing
There in that glorious kingdom ;
That kingdom, that kingdom,
That kingdom bright and fair.

6 And now they lift their voices
In praises loud and sweet,
And cast their crowns of victory
Down at their Saviour’s feet.

Of victory, victory,

Their crowns, their crowns of viotory,
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,
Ard praiee him—praise him
Forever in that kingdom ;
That kingdom, that kingdom,
That kingdom bright and fair.

Words writtea for this work by Rev. O. K. Kxox, Bleemfleld, New Jerscy,

FULTON. 7.

WM. B. BRADBURY,

2 Hast thon wasted all the powers
God for noble uses gave?
Bq;ander'd life's most golden hours?
urn thee, brother; God can save.

8 He can heal thy bitterest wound,
He thy gentlest prayer can hear;
8eek him, for he may he found,
Call upon him ; he is near.
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I AM SO HAPPY.

DIALOGUE BETWEEN SOROLARS AND TEACHERS.

18 ANY MERRY, LET BIM
g )

WN. B. BBADEURY.

SING PSALMS,"—James 5. 13.

PR Y | A2 L
Jm:‘;%inzca%_
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Txacazgs.
2 You love the cheerful hymns of praise
That tune our souls to gladnees,
And while their choral notes we raise,
There is no time for sadnees.
Children, children, This is why you are so happy,
Happy, happy, In our own dear S8abbath-school.
ScroLaES.
8 Fly swift ye week-days, come and go,
And bring the holy morning;
I rise with pleasure all aglow,
To greet its earliest dawning.
Teacher, teacher, Tell me why I am so bappy, &e,
® This piece may be sang by the school alone,

TEACHERS.

4 It is your gentle Shepherd’s voice
That tells the pleasing story,
That makes your heart'’s in love rejoice,
And leads to life and glory.
Children, children, This is why you arc so happ,
Happy, happy, In our own dear Sabbath-school.
SoHOLARS.
5 I love to hear the Sabbath bells,
That call me to my teachers;
‘Where kindness in each bosom dwells,
And lights their happy features.

‘Teacher, teacher, tell me why 1 am so hapry, &
iting the st for t if prefered.

Y




I AM SO HAPPY. Concluded. 845

Teacnrs. Tracnxes [while the Scholars sing the 9th stansa.]
6 The Bible is the word of trath,— 8 These heavenly bleuingo while you share
A pure and Erioeleu treasure; Your hearts with wisdom lighted,
O make it in the days of youth Remember in your evening prayer

The source of all your pleasure. Poor children thus benighted. [Lappy,
Children, children, This is why you are so luppF, God will hear you, He will make them good and
Happy, happy, In our own dear Sabbath-school. -| Happy, happy, In their own dear Sabbath-school,

Scuovazs. Scrorass [with Teachers singing 8¢k stanza. )
7 Alas, for children far and near, 9 These heavenly blessings while we share
Who have no Sabbath teaching; Our hearts with wisdom lighted ;
Will not some faithful guide appear, We will remember in our prayer
With kindly hand out-reaching? [bappy, Poor children thus beniglhted. [bappy,
Teacher, teacher, O ‘'twould make them all 8o | God will hear us, He will ma{e them good and

Happy, happy, In their own dear Sabbath-school. | Happy, happy, In their own dear Sabbath-school.

EVAN. C M Arranged by Dr. LOWELL MASON.
1 L 1 1
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happy throng ; And kindly listen while we sing Our humble,grateful song.

2 We come to own the power divine Before thy throne, Almighty Lord,
. Thtl:ti wutchcla o'erlour days; . We bend in humble prayer.
or this our clieerful voices join . .
: 4 May we in safety pass this da;
In bymns of grateful praise. Pyrom sin and danger free ; Y
8 We come to learn thy holy word, And ever walk in that sore way,

And ask thy tender care; That leads to heaven and thee.



346 JOYFUL EVERMORE.

#'RRJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAYS, AND AGAIN I SAY BRJOICR.” ‘WM. B. BRADBURY.

SEMI-CHORUS, FULL CHORUS, SEMI-CHORUS.
A DM N N—N N v S | ]_r N MNDM Nr—N—N——
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1st. Thro’ the world we're marching on, Joy-ful, joy - ful, joy - ful! Soon our Heaven will be wos,
2d. Night will soon be turn'd to day, Joy- ful, joy - ful, joy - ful! God will wipe all tears a- way,
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FULL CHORUS I 1st. | 24, , REFRAIN,
) l || - N AN
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Joy - ful ev - er- more!
Joy-ful ev-er - - - more! O, the road is sh;_rtag straight,Leading up to Zi-on’s

L4
gate, Tgre our loved ones for us wait, Joy - ful, joyful, ev- er - more, Joyful ev- er - more.




JOYFUL EVERMORE. Concluded. 347
1a¢ 8emi-Chorus.—Tho' we here must bear the cross, 1st.—Now we look to Christ for aid,

Chorus.—Joyful, joyful. joyful ; Chorus.—Joyful, joyful, joyful ;
1st.—Counting earthl ga%n as loss, 1st.—None in vain to him bave prayed,
Chorus.—Joyful evermore. Chorus.—Joyful evermore.
24.—When we lay life’s burden down, 2J.—Let us place ovr trust in Him,
Chorus.—Joyful, joyful, joyful; Chorus.—Joyful, joyful, joyful ;
2J.—We shall take the promised crown, 2d.—Never let our faith grow dim,
Chorus.—Joyful evermore. Chorus.—Joyful evermore.
Refrain—O0, the road is short, ete. Refrain.—O, the road is short, ote. .
IS THERE ONE FOR ME? THEO. ¥. SEWARD,
n | N } LN .
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1 1. Mansjons are prepared above,By the gracious God of love ; Many will those mansions see—Is there one prepared for me?
) 2. Crowns that dazzle human eye, Wait for those who reach the sky; Many will those bright crowns be—1Is there one,&c.
i - . o o o - e a. - o - | .
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8 Robes of spotless white are given, 4 Hurr. of solemn sound above,
B{ the glorious King of Heaven ; Swell loud praises to His love ;
All ean have them, they are free,— Oh ! how sweet their sounds will be,—
Is thero one prepared for me? Is there one prepared for me?

Is there one for me ? eto. Is there one for me? eta.



818 ' MARCHING ONI

Words by Rev. R. LOWRY, SUNDAY SOHOOL BATTLE S8ONG., WM. B, BRADBURY.
E S g e . W
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1. Murching on! murching on! ;Iud as birds on the ving.Como the bright runkl gmldlen from near and from far,
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Marchiog on ! marching on ! marching on ! marching on ! Sound the bat-tle - ery ! Sound the bat- tle -cry! Marching
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on! Marching oo !
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on ! marchiogon! mncun. on! mtrehlng on ! Shout tlu ﬂc- to - ry, the vig - to- ry, the vlc
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MARCHING ON! Concluded. 849

2 ‘We are battling for God, we are struggling for life,

Pressing on! pressing on ! to the din of the fray, | Letusstrike ev'ry rebel that fights'gainst the Lord
With the firm tread of faith to the battle wego; Marching on, &e. :
'Mid the cheering of angels, our ranks marchaway,

3 e . . ] 4.
With our fings pointing everright on tow'rds the foe.|Singing on! singing on ! from the battle we come,

Marching on, &e.

Fighting on! fighting on

Ev'ry flag beara & wreath, ev'ry soldier renown ;
Heav'nly angels are waiting to welcome us home,

8.
Iin the midst of the strife,] And the Saviour will give us a robe and a orown,

At the call of our Captiin, we draw ev'ry sword ; Marching on, &e.

I NOW BELIEVE. C. M, with Chorus.

J—x. 1 | ’
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Il There isa fountain filled with blood, And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,

Drawn from Immanuel's veins ; Lose all their gulity stains.

. 1 now belfeve, I do belleve, That Jesus died for me ; That on the cross he shed his blood, F’rgm sin to set mo free.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 4 E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream
That fountain in his day; . Thy flowing wounds supply,
And there may I, though vile as he, Redeeming love has been my theme,
Wash all my sine away. . . And shall be, till I die.
Cro.—I now believe, I do believe, &o. I now believe, I do believe, &o.
8 Thou dying Lamb, thy precious blood 5 Then, in a nobler, sweeter song, o
8hall never lose its power, I'll sing thy power to save;
Till all the ransomed Chureh of God When this poor, lisping, stammering tongue
Are saved, to sin no more. Lies eilent in the grave.

I now believe,

I do believe, &o. I now believe, I do believe, &a.



850 THE LAND OF PROMISE. WM. B. BRADBURY.

CHORUS. cres.

- ; 0

f Girls. We are bound for the land of promise, Who will join oar mppy throng? {sunpy land forever;
Boys. Weare buund for the Iand of promise, Aud our march will not be long.) We shall meet, no more to sever, In that
- ) F X -
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‘We are bound for the land of promise, Wle are bound for the land of promise,
ome and join our happy throng, . ?o(:xe and join our happy throag.

[}
1 M .0 0088 4 8.8

2 ll?ur:\v‘ay'in'th.e fields of glo
Saints and angels sweetly sing,

X

When our | I:erart‘l op;.)reued and weary,'
He will cheer us on our way.—Cho.

F.;q:: - e‘il:' ::Eellgle\:‘?:hzrnsx:;ty—cm 4 Onward, thgn, to the land of promise,
Stay not in the vale below;
8 When our hearts oppressed and weary, l Onward haste to the land of promise,
Jesus bids us watch and pray; Where the streams of pleasure flow.—Cha
JESUS MY OWN. Rev.R. LOWRY.
il b1

Pass & - way— Je-sus loves me.
- =
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Cuoavs. Je - sus Joves me, ol -waysioves me; You may have All the world; Je-sus loves me




JESUS MY OWN. Concluded, 851

8 Tho’ the tide of serrow whelm me,
In the flow
This { know—
Jesus loves me. Cho.
3 Dearest earthly friends may leave me ;
He my own,

Stays alone~—-
Jesusloves me. Cho.

4 Nelther sin nor death can fright me ;

Jesus died,
He'll provide—
Jesus loves me. Cho.

RESPONSE TO ‘‘ JESUS PAID IT ALL.”

The following hymn, by the Rav. E. P. Haumonp, was first sung at a Jarge Union Meeting of Children and Youth, In
Rochester. N. Y., October 4th, 1863. As & response to that beautffui hymn,**Jesus paid it all,” on page 12, it will be Sewund
wery aseful ; for who that is truly converted, does not wish to be *‘doing something” for Jesus ?

1 I have cast my “doing’* down,
Yes, down at Jesus' feet,
KNow I stand in Him alone,
All glorious and complete.
Jesus paid it all,
All to Him 1 owe;
Something either great or small,
From love to Him I'll do.

2 KNow to Jesus’ work I'll oling,
Alone by simple faith ;
Doing was a *“deadly thing,
It would have been my death.
Jesus paid it all, &e.

8 Legal worke I've given o'er,
My Jesus is my all;
Sili; that tasted -w;:;l. before
D my senses
PoJcaus paid it all, &e.

4 Jesus once in anguish bled
Upon the crnel tree ;
There He bowed His sacred head,
And suffered all for me.
Jesus paid it all, &e.

6 'Twas my sins that nailed Him there,
My sins that shed His blood,
Mine that pierced His bleeding side,
The blessed Son of God.
Jesus paid it all, &e.

G All my life shall now be given
To Christ, my risen Lord ;
Learning all the wg# 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')l do.



852 Words written for this work. ALL BY GRACE.

¢*BY GRACS ARR YR SAVED, AND THAT NOT OF YOURSELVES : IT IS THR GIPY OF €0D,”

v race,
Praise ynl‘u,tot
R

» o ]
1. 0,if my soul is uve: from death,’Twill be by ;n‘co-cll b’h grace ; Let praise mployhmy latest breath,

My strength in weakness,hope in fear, Aliving light my
My refage when the storm !l,gnr.

. d
8 If Jesus cleanse me from my sin, 8 If rescued from the tempter’s hand, | 4 If on the wings of faith I soar,

Twill be by grace, all by grase ; 'Twill be by grace, all by grace ; *Twill be by grace, all by grace :

If now I feel a peace within, If on the Christian’s Rock I staund, Where sin and death are felt no more,
’Tis all by grace. 'Tis all by grace, 'Tis all by grace.

Be this my shicld agaiost despair, Not of myself, no work of mine O when my captive soul §s free,

My foy in every pain I bear; Can light the spark of love divine ; ‘When life eternal opes for me,

Be this the burden of my prayer, No, 8aviour, no, the gif {s thine, That glorious theme my song shall be,
O for graoce, for saving graoce ! O for grace, for saving grace ! Saved by grace, yes, saved by grace !

THE LOVELY LAND. Rev. R. LOWRY.
K] = =~ rnixs CHORUS, |
N —

liothe'r, de‘sr, Je - ru - 58 - lem,Wheashall [ come to thee

0
1 gWhen shall my sorrows have an end?!Thy joys. when shall I see? J Oh, the land, the love - ly land, The
+ D. 8. golden strand wait the happy, bappy band,To welcome the ransom’d home. - N
e
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THE LOVELY LAND. Concluded. 853

2 O happy harbor of God's saints!

—i —a— O sweet and pleasant sotl !
o O g5 = I thee no sorrows can be found, A
land o'er the Jor - dan'sfoam; On the Kor grief, nor care, nor toll. Cho.

PP ..::. s T = 3 '!I'_.‘( wallaare made of precious stones,
T ——— hy bulwarks diamond square
- = £ Thy pates are all of orient pearl—
J&od! if I were there, CAo, F. Quanrzs.

COME THOU FOUNT. (Nettleton.) 8s & 7s.
Arranged for this work. by WM. B. BRADBURY..
CHORUS,

|
1 ( Come thou Fountof ev -ery blessing, Tune our heartsto gratefal lays;
*\ Strcams of mer - cy, nev-er ooasing, Call for songs of loudest prnlse.) I love Je - sus, Hal-le - lu.-jah,
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2 Teach me some melodious measure, H:. to save my soul from dangen
Bung by raptnr'd saints above; Interposed his precious blood.—Cho.
Fill my soul with sacred pleasure, 4 Prone to wander,—Lord, I feel it;
While I sing redeeming Jove.—Cho. Prone to leave the God I love;
8 Jesus sought me, when a stranger, Here’s my heart—O, take and seal i¢;

War dering from the fold of God; Beal it from thy eourts.above..—CAa



354 PEACEFUL REST. . WM.B.BRADBURT.
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1. Go to thyrest in peace, Andsoft be thy repose; Thy toils areo’er thy troubles cease,From earthly caresis
2. Go to thy peaceful rest, For thee we need not weep, Since thou art now among the blest, No more by sin and

~ LIRS 8,

Go to thy rest, and while

i : i ~— Thy absence we deplore.

sweet rellBse, Thine eyelids gentle close, Thine eyelids gently close.

sorrow preu‘d.But hush'd in quiet sleep, But hush’d in quict sleep. One thouglgt our '0"0'.' lhall.beguile—
2 For soon with a celestial smile,

L= 2 > >
Yo We meet to part no more,
f > We meet to part no more.
I b [ ’

gently close
hush'd io sleep

Andante, DEATH OF A SEHOLAR.' 8s &.78' Dr. L. MASON.

I —

11, Rister,thou wast mild and lovely.Gentle as the summer breese;Pleasant as the air of evening, When it floxts among the trees,
#2. Peneclul be thy sileut siumber, Peaceful in the grave so low; Thou no more wilt join our nuraber,Thou no more Tlla' songs
alt kncw.

1 i -
8 Dearest sister, thou hast left u:, 4 Yet again we hope to meet thee,
Here thy loss we deell:ly feel; When the day of life is fled;
Baut ‘tis God that hast bereft ue; Then, in heaven with joy to greet thee,

He can still our sorrow heal. ‘Where no farewell tear is shed.



HASTE TO THY HOME. 355
AN ANSWER TO LONELY TRAVELER. Words and Masic by
. i — T RENNETT.
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1. Lonely traveler, speed thy flight, Tho'sore op - presced:  Lo! the ba-ven is  in sight,
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" O'er s dark and thorny way, Toiling thou'st ct?ae, Yet we ask thee

->. P P S—
0

- ., A A e . T SR .o = -
=\ py o | Sopa— T o W T - Dl —]

+ o — ta—| -
(I + lI y 4 Xl

3
3 g S toror I
not to stay, Haste to thy home.
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2 Weary traveler, linger not,
But urge thy way;
Since earth hath no quiet spot,
Where thon may’st stay.
Purer joys than earth can give,
Beckon thee on;

Pleasures that will ever live
When earth is gone.

[ el

8 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!

Though rough thy way,

Bid thy doubts and fears begous,
Haste thee away;

Earthward we would call thee net,
Longer to ronm.

Heaven is thy rest—thy lot,
Heaven is thy home.



356 BEAUTIFUL LAND OF REST. Musle by B. LOWRY.
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Beau-ti -ful land of  rest! The drip - ping cloud is chased a-way, The sun breaks fovth fa
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endless d’_(.—-le ;u - sa-lem, Je-ru- sa-lem, Thebeauti- ful land of rest.  Beau-ti - ful land,
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2 Jerusalem, forever free,— 3 Jerusalem, for ever dear,—

Beautifal land of rest! Beautiful land of rest !
The soul's sweet home of Liberty,-- . Thy pearly gates almost :ppur.
Beautiful Jand of rest ! Beautiful land of rest !
The gyves of sin, the chains of woe, And when we tread thy lovely shore,
The ransomed there will never know. Jerusalem, &c. We'll sing the song vc‘o sung befere, Jerusslem,bs.



HE LEADETH ME. 357

- Tax Lorp 1s Xy SHsPEEAD, I sHALL Xor waxr. HE MAKETH ME ¥0 LIE DOWN IN GREEN PASTURES ; NE LEADETH MK
DESIDS THE STILL WATERS.” WM. B. BRADBURY.

b J
e el b asl e
1. He lead eth me! O, blessed thought, O, words with heavenly comfort fraught, Whate'er [ do, where-
2. Sometimes 'midscenes of deepest gloom, Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom, By watersstill, o'er
- ..

e’er I Dbe, Still 'tis God's hand that lead -ethme! ge lead-eth me! He lead-eth me! By

troubled sea—3till 'tis His hand that lead - ethme! He lead-eth me! ete.
@ A - -
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hisown hand he leadeth me; His faithfulfollowerI would l}:, Forby his hand he leadeth l;xe.
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8 Lord, I would clasp thy hand in mine, 4 And when my task on earth is qone,
Nor ever murmur nor repine— When by thy grace. the victory's won,
Content, whatever lot I see, E'en death’s cold wave I will not flee,
Bince 'tis my God that leadeth me. Since God through Jordan leadeth me.

He leadeth me, ete. He leadeth me, eta.



358 THE MORNING LAND.

Words by KATE CAMERON. WM. B. BRADBURY,
— ) N

Thenight will castno sha - dow Up-on the morning land, The dark clouds ne’er will gather A
And there the sound of weep-ing Shall nev-er-more beheard : Withsorrow and withsigh - ing Our
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bove the golden strand ;
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lnesven'uhin-;gsbore, To the morning land, To the morning land, Where we shall part no more.
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THE MORNING LAND. Conclnded. 359

2 We mourn earth’s faded blossoms, 8 Our days are -wim{ gliding,
But there bright flowers will bloom, Fraught with both good and ill ,
Begond the grave’s cold portal, But though life's draught seems bitter,
eyond the silent tomb. We'll trust the GivePstill.
Fairer than early Eden, By faith we will look forward,

Fairer than aught below,
‘Will be that land of morning,
The home to which we go.

Till joyfully we stand
Beside the loved and loving,
In God's own morning land,

Cho.—The morning land, ete. Cho.—The morning land, eto.
Words by BONAR. NEVERHOBE BE SAD OB WEABY' THEO. F. SEWARD.
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1. This Is rot my place of resting, Mine'sa ¢it-y yettocome;Onward to it I am hasting,On to my e - ternal home.
2. Init all is light and glory, O’r it shines a nightless day; Every trace of sin’s sad story—Al] the curse has passed away.
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8 There the Lamb, our Shepherd, leads us 4 Soon we pass this dreary desert,
By the streams of life along, Soon we bid farewell to pain,
On the freshest pastures feed us, Nevermore be sad or weary,
Turas our sighing into song. Nevermore to sin again.

Nevermore, ete. Nevermore eto.



360. THE ANGEUC HOST. 88 & 8.  wu.B.BRADBURY.

Sweetly lounding uxro theskies?

[
Lo!th’angelichostre -

Jol - - ces; Hmenly hal-le - lu - ja.hs rise, Heart.hemtell tl:e wondmu lto ry, Hearthem

g ;gj_ s

! ! ke Hear them tell

' R i PO W

chant lheirhymmof joy, “(ﬁo -ry in t:e highest—glo ry! Glo ry be g God most high!”

Heur tlxen chaat — . [}
POR OHRISTMAS OR OTHER FESTIVALS.
2 Pem on mth—good-mll from heaven, 3 Haste, ye mortals, to adore him;
far a8 man is found : ’ Leun{hu name, angd taste his:ioy H
“ Souls med, and sius forgiven,” Till in heaven ye sing hefore
Loud our golden harps shall sound. Glory be to God most high.
Christ is born, the t Anointed ; Haste, ye mortals, to adore him ;
Heaven and his praises ning! Learn his name, and taste his Joy;
O, receive whom God appointed , Till in heaven ve sing before him,

‘Fer your Prophet, Pnent, and King. Glory be to God most high.




‘ JESUS OUR PILOT. .861

* AXD HR AROSE, AND REBUKED THE WIND, AND SAID UNTO THR SEA, PEACE, BE SYILL.”— AMark iv, 39,
Words by KATE CAMERON, WM. B, BRADBURY.

N
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1. Jesus is our Pilot,— No one else can guide Our frail barkin safety, O'erlife’s stormy tide.
2. Jesus is our Pilot,— Leaning on His arm, We are safe from danger, Safe from fearand harm.
8. Jesus is our Pilot,—Wellhe knows the way, From these earthly shadows, To the 'x-ealms of day.
r .’
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When the wavesof trouble Baffle human ekill, He ean always calm them With His “Peace, be still!"
- In His strong protection Let us ev - er rest; Refugefrom all sorrow Un Hie fuithful  breast.
He oan find that harbor, Others seek in vain, Where as Lord of glory, Evermore He'll reiga.
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Jesus is our Pi - lot—Guided by his hand, We shall reach the haven, On the golden strand.
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362 ONWARD, EVER ONWARD.

‘Words by FANNY CROSBY. HUBERT P, MAIN.
DUETT. 6rzis.

n

Onward,ev-er onward,

a am r X
»
Gi1rts. Caorus.

2 You will soon be weary, Pilgrims of a day, Oanward, ever onward,
Trials are before you, Dauger's in your way ; Tho' by tempest driv'n,
BHill by faith we'll journeg on, Tho' our path be drear O i ot the Promise

i aith we'll journey on, Tho' our hall rest in h
If the guviour Ieud“uo. What have we to feart ' We shall rest in heaven.



ONWARD, EVER ONWARD. Concluded.

'GIRLS.
ing, Where the angels’ song
glory Gently floats along ?
Bors.
Yes, we seek the betterland. Lovely, pure and fair,
Where no grief can enter—Will you meet us there?]
CH0.—Onward, ever onward,
Though by tempest driv’n,
O bow sweet the promise,

8 Pilgrims are ye
O'egrntbe ﬁeldvl )

363

Girts.
4 May we journey with you, Pilgrim of a day,

Will you help g- onward, In the heavenly vyny?

v b Bors.
Come, we gladly bid youcome, Day is waning fast,
We must riach the haven, Ere the light is gut.

Cro.—Onward, ever onward,
Though by tempest driv'n,
O how sweet the promise,

We shall rest in heaven.

THE

Words by FANNY CROSBY.

GOLDEN RULE.

We shall rest in heaven.

HUBERT P. MAIN.
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. Nev.er lose the gold- en rule, Keepit still in view; Do for oth-ers as you would They should do to you.
. Help the fee-ble ones a-long, Cheerthe faint and weak : To the sor-row laden heart,Words of comfort s
. Love the Lord, the first coumand, With thy soul and mind : Love thg nej

k.
bhoras thyself, Both in one combined.
o
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D

»
D.C. al fine lst verse.
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Kind - fy, nt -y, _In their bur-den bear a part; Meek-]
Free - l;, gee - l;, From the bounty of yourstore; Cheerf{i
Just - ly, Just.ly Witheachoth-er strive to live; Ev - er

chid- ing With & lov-ing
giv - ers Helpthe hum-ble poor

heart.

rea- dy Willsing to for - give.
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364 A CRY FROM MACEDONIA.
¢ QOME OVER INTO MACEDONIA AXKD MELP US-"—.Acts 16: 9. WM, ILBRADZUB?.
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There'sa ory from Mace-do-nis—Come and help us : The light of the gospel bring. 0 come! Let ug
O ye heraldsof thecrossbe up and do - ig, Remember the great comman ,,Aw;yl Go ye
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hear the joy - ful ti- dings of eal - va - tion, We thirst for th liv- ing spring. }
forth and preach the word toev -'ry crea- ture, P;_.oulaim it in ev-'ry g& . § Theyshall
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the pa-tri-archs of old, And the
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D. C. in full Chorus.
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of gold.
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A CRY FROM MACEDONIA. Concluded.

2 O how beautiful their feet upon the mountains,
The tidings of peace who bring, Who bring
To the nations of the earth who #it 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 trtmpet of sal-

vation,
The Lord is your stren‘g)tb and shield.
Let the distant Isles be glad.

Let them hail the Saviour’s birth,

And the news of pardon free,

Till the knowledge of the truth

Shall extend to all the earth,

As the waters o'er the sea.
There's a cry, &e.

8 Ye have listed in the arm

3965

of the faithful
Like heroes the battle fight, Away!
There are foes on every hand that will assail you,
Then gird on your armour bright;
With the banner of the eross unfurled before you,
The sword of the spirit wield, Away!
Ye shall conquer through his merey who hath
loved you,
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 of triumph eing.
There's a cry, &e.

¢ Words wrilten for this work.

THINE, LORD, FOREVER.

Words by . BENNETT.

From Cuarsi Mxropizs., BUBERT P. MAIN.
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1. Thine, Lord, for -ev - er, Purchas'd by blood divine, Rescued and sav’d by Thee,Lord, Tam Thine.
2. Thine, Lord, for -ev - er, Thro' storm and tempest wild, Trusting confiding-ly.
8. Thine, Lord, forever, Cheer'd by Thy precious word, Thro’ darkness doubts and fears; Thine,thine,0 Lord.
H 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 beforetthy throne I stand, for -ev -ermore Thine, thine alone.

I am Thy ehild.




366 SONG OF THE LILIES.

¢ CONRIDER THR LILIES OF THE FIELD, HOW TMRY GRoW."—Afat?. 6, 28— 30
Words by Rev.J. A COLLIER, Kingston, N. Y. WM. B. BRADBCRY.

Cares for all bolow. The lilies of the field, The beautiful miu of the ﬂeld.Your Father eares for them,
And sball he not oare for you?

A=
2 Hark, the roses speaking, 3 Battercups and dalsies, .|4 Let us, then, be trustful,
Telling all abroad And the violets sweet, . Doubting not, although
Thelr sweet, wondrous story, Flowers of fleld and garden— _«| Much of toil and trouble
Of the love of God, All their voices meet ; Be our lot below,
In the Rose of 8haron, And their Maker's praises, .| Think apon the lilies,
Jesus Christ the Lord. . To our souls repeat, See how fair they grow,
The roses how they bioom ! They sing their Maker’s praise, The lilies of the fleld,
The beautiful roses how they bloom ! The beautiful flowers, how they sing! | The beautifal lilies of the fleld ;
Yonr Father cares for them, Your Father cares for them, Your Father cares for them,
And shall be not care for you? Aund shall He not care for you? And shall He not care for you?

THE LITTLE WANDEREB L. M, WM. B. BRADBURY.

!n:i;:\ N ; EED'“G
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N
D, S. O take a little wand’rer home.



THE LITTLE WANDERER. Concluded, 367

. 2 Jesus, I'll try my cross to bear, O say my sins are all forgiven,
I'll follow thee and never fear ; Apd I shall dwell with thee in heaven.
thy dear fold I would not roam ;

O take a little wanderer home. 4 And now, dear Jesus, I am thine,

O be thou ever, ever mine,

3 Jesus, I cannot see thes here, And let me never, never roam
Yet still I know thou’rt very near; From thee, the little wanderer’s home.

0, HOW 1 LOVE JESUS.

rranged by HUBERT P. MAIN,

fl. Blest Jesus! when my soaring tho’ts, O'er all thy graces rove,How is my soul in transport lost, In wonder, joy, and love !
- . - .n.‘-‘.-.n..-.a..,...._. - a8 g .

O how Ilove Je-sus, O how I love Je- sus, O how llove Je- ﬂm. Because he first loved me.
How can I for - get thee, Howoan I for - get thee,Lord, How can I forget thee. Dear lord, remem-ber me.
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2 Not soflest strains can charm my ears, 4 Hast thou a rival in my breast?
Like thy beloved name; Seareh, Lord. for thou canst tell
Nor ought beneath the skies inspire If aught can raise my passions thus,
My heart with equal flame. Cho. Or please my soul so well. Cha.
8 Where'er I look, my wondering eyes 5 No: thou art precious to my heart,
Unnumbered blessings see ; My portion and my joy:
But what is life, with all its bliss, Forever let thy boundiess grace

If once compared with thee Cho. My sweetest thoughts,employ. Che-



368 GLORY TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST !

FULL CHORUS, r ANNIVERSARY ANTHEM. WM. B. BRADBURY.

1.Glo-ry toGod fnthe high-est! Glo-ry to God, Glo - ry to God, Glo-ry to God in c{o highest ! 8hall
2.Glo-ry toGod inthe high-est! Gle-ry to God, Glo-ry to God, Glo-ry toGod in the highest!Shall
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SEMI-CHORUS or DUET. , ot
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be our somg fto - day ,' An - oth - er year’s rich mercles prove His less care and boundlesslovo ; So
be our song to-day; The song that woke the glorious morn Whea Da-vid's great-er  son was born, Sung

-~ FULL CHORUS.
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let our loud-est voic-es raise Our An - ni - ver - sary song of praige, Glo-ry to God in the high - est!
by an heavenly host, and we Would join th’an-ge - lic com-pa-ny. Glo-ry to God fa the high - est!
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Glo-ry to God in the high-est! Glory, glory, glory. glory, Glo-ry be to God on high! gh !
Glo-ry to God in the high-est!  Glory, glory, glory, glory, Glo-ry be to God on high! God on high!
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GLORY TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST. Concluded. 369

8 Glory to God in the highest! 4 Glory to God in the highest!

8hall be our song to-day, 8Shall be our song to-day.

And while we with the angels sing; O, may we, an unbroken band.

Gifts, with the wise men, fet us bring Around the throne of Jesus stand,

Unto the Babe of Bethlehem, And there with angels and the throng

And offer our young hearts to Lim. Of his redeemed ones, join the song,
Glory to Uod in the highest, ete. Glory to God in the highest, ete.

THE YEAR OF JUBILEE. (LENOX) H, M EDSON,
1 1 .
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w—The glad-ly sol- emnsound! Let all the nations know, To earth’s remotest bound,
, The sin a- ton-ing Lamb ; Redemption by his blood Through all the lands proclaim,
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Theyecarof ju - bi-lee iscome,The year of ju- bi- lee is come , Return ye ransom’d sioners, home.
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iheym of ju-bi - leo is come,The year of ju- bi - lee lseomo’; Return, ye ran - som'd sin- ners home.
8 The Gospel trumpet hear, 5 Jesus, our Great High Priest,

The news of pardoning grace; Has full atonement made ;
Ye bthdy souls draw ncar, Yo weary spirits, rest,

Behold your Saviour's face; Ye mournful souls, be glad;
The year of Jubilee is come; The year of jubilee is come;

Return, yo ransomed sinners, homo. Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.



370 SONG OF THE SABBATH-SCHOOL ARMY.

Words by PANNY CROSBY. HUBERT P. MAIN,

1. T am in the ar - my, a pol-dier for the Lord, I have buckled on my ar - mor nd
2. Soldiersin the ar - my, we'll keepthecross iu view, Withits ban -ner wav-ing o'er us, eur
3. Whata glorious ar - my, of sol-diers n the field, With the light of hope re-flect - ed on

rd-ed om mysword; Withsal - va -tion for my hel - t;:et, my shield the Word of Truth, I'll
our- ney we'll pur-sue, And our weapons &l-ways rea - dy to ineet the trai-tor foe; Wen
c7 - eryb sword and shield ; Let we our du-ty faith - ful, and whenthe war is o'er, We'll

go andfight for Je-sus in myyouth, O theworldis full of dan-ger, and foes on ev- ery hand, But the
fight for God, re-joicing as we go. Let our footsteps nev -er fal - ter, our courage nev-er fail, For in
rest inpeace with Jesuser - er more. Then we'll tune eur happy voic - es, aud makethe por-tals ring, In that
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Je-sus weshall all be strong ;: Tho' our trials ma,
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Baviour is my qutain still, He bas promis’d me hisaid, if I follow hiscommand. And do bis he-ly will.
be hard, yet we surely must prevail. Then boldly march aloug !

unoy land of joy untold: We will worship at bis ux*one, our Redeemerand our King,

, With harps and crowns of gold.
. -

f 3

-
] =
> i | o S S o e— ¢ —— ¢ E——

2 All ye nations, join and sing.
Chnst of lords and kings, is King;
Let it sound from shore to shore,
Jesus reigns for evermore.

Wake the soag, etc.

3 Now the desert lands rejoice,
And the islande join their voice—
Yea, the whole creation siugs,
Jesus is the King of kings.
Wake the song, ete.

HOLY BIBLE.

1 Holy Bible, book diviue,
Precious treasure, thou art mine ;
Mine to tell me whence I came ;
Mine to teach me what I am.
D. C. Holy Bible, book divine, ete.

2 Mine to chide me 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, ete.

8 Mine to comfort in distress ;
Mine to cheer, sustain, and blees ;
Mine to show by living faith
Man can triumph over death.
D. C. Holy %ib!e, book divine, ete.
4 Mine to tell of joys to come;
Mine to lead the spirit home,
O thou prescious book diviue,
Holy Bible, thou art mine.
D. C. Holy Bible, book divine, ete.




372

Gently.

JESUS IS CALLING US HOME.

WM. B. BRADBGRY,
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1. How sweetly the voice of the Baviour is call - |ng. In accents of kindness its mus-ic is

pleadmg. (0) Joe-sus is call-ing us home,..
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Je -sus_is calling us
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Je sus is calling us home,......
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Je - sus is call - ing, is eall-ing his children  home.
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e-lu: i: calling us home, Je-sus is call - ing, &eo.




JESUS IS CALLING US HOME. Concluded. 373

2 He died from the burden of sin to relieve us, |3 The Bride and the Spirit, our souls are inviting,
And now He is waiting with joy to receive us, The angels in glory their songs are uniting,
How blest are the words of the pureandtheholy,| O drink of its waters, that beautifal river,
Come hither andlearn of the meek and the lowly.]| That flows at the feet of the Saviour forever.

CHO. O Jesus, &e. - O Jesus, &a.

THERE lS AN HOUR. . From the GxruAN.

1. There is an hour of peaceful rest, To monrninﬁ wand'rers given : Thereis a  joy for
2. Thereis 8 home for wea -ry souls By sin and sorrow driven, When toss'd on life’stem -
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souls distressed, A balm for erv - erg wounded breast, 'Tis fonnd a - Jone in heaven.
pestuous shoale,Where stormea-rise and o - ceanrolls, Andall is drear but heaven.
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8 There faith lifts up the tearless eye, 4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,
To brighter prospects given; And joys supreme are given:
And views the tempest passing by, Thero rays divine disperse the gloom;
The evening shadows quickly fly, Beyond the confines of the tomb

And all serene in heaven. Appears the dawn of heaven.



874 ONCE MORE OUR YOUTHFUL THRONG.

DUET. . Arranged from the German for this werk .
cl—a

- ! 2 >
L. Oncemore our youthful throng Ineweetest unionraise ToGod our choral song Of gratitude and praise.
2.From yonder world oflight Our Father bende His ear,Withangels rob'd in white,Our grateful song to hear.

SEM1-CHORUS.
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Jf When shall we join the ho-ly an - gels, Tun- ing theirharps on yonder hap - py shore? }
pWhen in the smiling fieldsof E - den, Whenshall we meet the loved ones gone be - fore?

8 His eye that never sleeps, 4 Dear Saviour, may we rest
With ever-watchful care, Our heart, our hopes on thee;
His faithful children keeps Reposing on thy breast,

From each besetting snare. rom every danger free.
When shall wo%oin. &e. When shall we join, &e.



WATCHMAN, TELL ME. 78 & 8s. Double, 375

DIALOGUE,
Moderato. »
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atchman, tell me, does the moming Of fair Zi-on'sglo-ry dawn?
ave the signs that mark its com-ing Yetup- on thypathway shone? § Pilgrim, yes! a - rise,look
- . .

[d X HE 2 =
round thee ; Light is breaking in theskies;... Gird thy bridal robes around thee, Morning dawns, arise, arise!
(d_ o T 0o -

1
2 Watchman, see, the light is beaming, 4 Watchman, in the golden city,

Brighter still upon the way ; Seated on His jasper throne,
Signs through all the earth are gleaming, Zion's king enthroned in beauty,
Omens of the coming day Reigns in peace from zone to zone;
Whea the Jubal trumpet sounding, There on suc-lit hills and mountains,
Shall awake from earth and sea, Golden beams serenely glow;
And the saints of God now sleeping, Purling streams and crystal fountains,
Clad in immortality. On whose banks swect flow'rets blow.
8 Watchman, hail, the Iight ascending, 5 Watchman, see, the land is nearing,
Of the grand Sabbatic year; With its vernal fruits and flowers,
All with voices loud proclaiming On just yonder, O how cheering
That the kingdom's very near: Bloom forever Eden’s bowers!
Pilgrim, yes, I see just yonder, Hark ! the choral etrains are ringing,
Canaan’s glorious heights arise, Wafted on the balmy air,
8alem too appears in grandvur, Bee the millions, hear them singing,

Towering ‘neath its sun-lit skies. Soon the pilgrim will (be there.



376 PRAISE THE LORD.

ANTHEM. WM. B. BRADBURY,

n - —
T

(dew;
rd,Praise the Lord. O gnlu the Lord,when blushing morning Wakes the flowers fresh vm{
,Praisethe Lord. praise the Lord,and may his blessing Guide us in the way of trath ;

(eart,
Praise him when revived creation B with beauty fair and new. Praise the Lord, Praire the Lord,Praise the Lord 'lm’l

Keep our feet from paths of error,Make us holy in our youth. Praise the Lord,Praise the Lord,Praise the Lord,ye hosts of

{And ye
breeses Como so fu:nn&mm the flowers. Praise the Lord,Praise the Lord.Praise the Lord,ye millions by the brookside,
heaven,Ye angels sing your sweetest Jays. Praise the Lord,Pruise the Lord Praise the Lord,0 utter forth his giory,Sound a-
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birds among the bowers, Pralse the Lord, Praise the Lord, Praise ye the Lord, Let everything that hath breath, Praise the
loud Jehovah’s praise, Pralse the Lord,........ Praisq ye the Lord, Let everything that bath breath, Pralse.&e.

—1 T

Lotd, Praise ye the Lord, Praise the

Let sv&rygalns that hath breath,
Nen.
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l NEARER 0 THE[E I WA, B. BRADBURY.

.
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’ 1. Nearer, my God, to thee, Nearer to thee! E’en tho"it be a cross That raiseth me; ( Still all my songshall bo,;
|
|
|
\

Nearer. my God to thee,

2. Tho' like the wanderer, The sun goes down, Darkness be o-ver me, My rost a stone ;/ Yet io my dreams I'd be
Nearer, my God to thee,

S0 — I8 8 o W1 I —w—p =1 - B—8-NF =
e E s e S E R S SR R S B oy
v
8 There let the way appear | 4 Or, if on joyful wing,
]St.eps unto heu:ien: s Cleaving tb‘; eky,
" ; All that thou sendest me, an, moou. and stars forgot,
Nearer 0y God: 1o thee, Nearer to theei . In mercy given; Upward [ fly;

) - AT Angels to beckon me 8till all my so:g shall be,—

— Nearer, my God. to thee,| Nearer. my God, to thee,

Neurer to thee! Nearer to thee.




878 VICTORY AT LAST. WM. 8. BRADBURY,

e s |

1 e‘vc Joined the glorious Army, Who march to Zion's Hill, And our Saviour isour Captain, And he’ll protect us still.
° \ And tho' the eon!llct vages, We know ’twill soon be pnud. ‘ar ev-'ry soldier of the cross There’s viotory at last.

Forthere's victory at last, There's victory at last, We’ll shout and sing to God our King, And praise him for the yut,n
O S e eSS e

praise him for the past, yes, Praise him for the past, For there's victory, vic-to-ry, vic- to-ry at last.
> g_«g#"'-t 22 n g, 0T A

W
2 3. 4.
Oar foe, the cruel tempter, Our troops are bold and fearless 0 joyfal, Joyful tidings,
The world our battle-fleld, And tho’ our march be long. t every tear be dry.
‘While the Bible is our weapon. O'er craggy rock and mountain, For our army is gdvancing,
Aund God our strength and shield, We sing our battle-song. The promised Iand is wigh.
Press onward, gallant heroes, Hosanna o the highest, And when the war is over,
The war will soon be d, Our toil will soon be passed, And every danger passed, (there,
Then to every soldier of the cross Then to every soldier of the Cross Then we'll sing with all the ransomed
Thers’s victory at last. There’s victory at last. Of victory at last,

'B0.—For there's victory ete. Cmo.—For there’s victory, eto. Cmo. For there's victory, ets.
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