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PREFACE.

Wz send forta this little book to our young friendsin the Sabbath Sehool, by the fireside, anc
elsewhere, in the hope that it will suit their taste, ruet. their minds, purify their hearts, and
alrnuﬂthun them in every good purpose. The music which it contains has been selected wit
spweinl reference to their wants, and the words are all des signed to minister to right thoughts,
kindiy, brotherly feeling; gonerons and noble actions, and to a true l“‘m»t'"'\ life. The book has
been made small so thawall can possess if; yet it eontains a greater v both in style and in
pumiber, than is to be found in lnu)kﬂ of mueh greater cost ‘lnd pretensions. Many of the tunes
are old standard tunes, inwrought into the affections of both young and old by a thousand pre- ~.%
¢ious memories, which will never grow old, and ave favorites everywhere, These have in some ™
zases been nnwlv harmonized and arranged so as to produce better effect, snd especially to -
enlist the interest of all, There are, also, a large number of new tunes which have been ex-
sly prepared for this work, and are full of the life and animation which form so tial a
part of successful juvenile music. They are also united to admirable words, and will contribute
a guggestive and pleasing element to the existing stock of Sabbath School music. Most of the
tunes have been arranged so that, if desived, they may be sung as duets and choruses—by which -
n move plensing and dramatie effect can be produced, and a }.ur'vz' proportion of scholars be in
duced to partieipate in singing, Choruses proverbinlly cc‘ntfwmua ; and many a boy and girl
who ean hardly be perqnndnd to sing an entire tune, will join in the swee p of a full chorus with
zﬂst and advantege, Teachers who have not tried it, are searcely aware nf the enthusiasm and ;

Fervor with whioh the recurrence of a stirring refrain will be eaught up and echoed by an assem-
l,y however unaccustomed to sing. Many of the hyzons are specially fitted for seasons of re-
vivel ; and we think the entire book will be found to accord with the highest religions aims
of teachers or varents, and will contribute to the be ritnal good of those who use it.

It is the Publisher's design to follow this with other works of the kind, cheaply publi
iumbers, so as to meet the “demands of taste, and the wants of the young, by a succe of new
tunos, which shall grow better and better as they proceed. The present work contains 151 hymr
and tunes, Thaolkful for the favor thus far extended to his humble labors, he adds his fervent pra

tk’s

—

that these little songs may promote the joy and peace of the young both here and hereafter,

“nlarged Edition of the Bell.—The unprecedented fayor with which the Sabhath School BeH T
has been received by the publie, (202,000 copies having been issued during theticst 16 months <
publication,) has induced the publisher 1o add 20 new tunes and hymns to the bound boo w
extra 1,']'1:Lr§:,t-~\\']}ilt’ 10 the co edition, in paper covers, only $2 per hundred has bes al 1o W
thie former price The orig ith ps un-[ cavars at $8 per hundred. is still poh. ed |




. Oh come let us sing ! Our youthful hearts now swelling, To God above, a God of love: Oh come, let us sing!’
The full notes prolong ; Our festal celebrating, We hail the d day with cheerful lay, And full notes prolong.
& £ - 5

Our joyful spirits glad and free, With high emotions rise to Lllc-u' In lle:weniy melody—Oh mme, let us sing!
Bnt!l cheerful youth and silvery age, And childhood pure,the gay, 1I|csnge These thrilling scenes engage, Full notes
[to prolong.

3. Oh gwell, swell the song,
His praises oft repeating :
His Son he gave our souls to save—
Oh swell, swell the song,
The humble heart’s devotion bring,

Whence gushing streams of love do spring,

And make the welkin ring
With sweet-swelling song.

4. We'll chant, chant his praise—

Our lofty strains now bleucﬁug:

A tribute bring to Christ our King,
And chant, chant his praise !

Our Saviour, Prmce, was crucified,

“"Tis finished,” then he meekly cried,

And bowed his head and died—
Then chant, chant his praise !

5. All full chorus join,
To Jesus condescending,
To bless our race with heavenly grace,
All full chorus join !
To God, whose mercy on ns smiled,
And Holy Spirit, reconeiled
By Christ, the meak and mild,
- All full chorus join !




WERE GOING HOME TO DIE NO MORE.

Arranged by 8. J. ANDERsSON,
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1. We go the way that leads to God, The way that saintsbave ev -er trod;
Crmo. We're go- ing home, we're go- ing home, We're go - ing home to  die no more;
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So let us leave this  sin - ful shore, For realms where we shall die no more.
To die no more, to die no more, We're go - ing home fo die no more.
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Then, wea- ry souls, your Bwhs give o'er, We're go - ing home to die no more.
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3. There is a land beyond thc sky

N.D

i 4. Come, sinners, come, (), come along,
Where happy epirits never sigh, i And join our happv 1}11«1 im thron"

Farewell, vain world, and all your stm 8,

Then, erring souls, your sins Eeplorc,
We're going home, to die no more.

(l And sing of where we'll die no more.
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WE ARE PASSING AWAY. 3

Harmenized by 8. .J A\lm]tso\
HOR vs

(To day,if you will hear his voice, Now is the time fo make your choice;

5 1 Say, will you to Mount Zi- on go? Say will you have this Christ, orno }Wc are
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passing aw m, ‘We are passing away, We are passing away To the great Judgment Day.
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2. Ye wandering souls, who find no rest, 4. Leave all your sports and glittering toys,
Bay, will you be forever blest ¢ Come, share with us eternal joys ;
Will you be saved from sin and hell ? Or, must we leave you bound fo hell?
Will you with Christ in glory dwell ? 'T'hen denr young friends, a long farewell.
‘We are passing away, de. *  We are passing away, &e.
8. Come now, dear youth, for ruin bound, 5. Once more we ask you, in his name,
Obey the gospel’s joyful sound; i For yet his love remains the same, |
Come, go with us, and you shall prove Say, will you to Mount Zion go ¢ ‘1
The joy of Christ’s redeeming léve. Say, will you have this Christ, or no ¢
‘We are passing away, &e. i We are passing away, de.
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4 I HAVE A FATHER IN THE PROMISED LAND
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1. I have a Father in the promised land, I have a Tather in the promised I:mrl, My Father calls me,
ve a Saviour in the pumnsullaml I have a Saviour in the promised land, My Saviour calls me,
a crown in the promisedland, I have a crown in the promised land, When Jesus calls me,
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I must go To meet Him in the promised land. I'll a- way, I'll a - way to the promised Jand, I'lla -
I mustgo To meet Him in the promised land. I'1l a- way, I'll a - way to the promised land, I'll a -

I mustgo To wear it in the promised land. I'll a- wa y, I'lla - way to the promised land, I'lla -
-

- - way, I'll away to the promised land, My Father ealls me, I must go ‘To meet Him in the promised land.
- - way, I'll away to the promised lamL My Saviour s me, I must go To mees Him in the promised

- - way, I'll away to the promised land, When Jesus callsme, I mnst go To meet Him in the proatised land.
- s, 5 -»- -

4. I hope to meet you m t]m p!‘()'ml.ﬁ(‘d ]&nd I hope, &c. At Jesus' feet, a joyous band; We il p Him in the
promised land. We'll away, we' ‘11 away, & [By inzsmo\ oF G. 8. BCOFIELD.
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LET US BE HAPPY, AND LET US BE GAY.

Words by 1. P. WiLLIAMS.

Chorus. Let us  be hap - py, and let us he gay, On this our ho- li - day.

| 1. L us be joy - inl and smil - ing as May, On this our fes- tal day.
N '
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2. Let us be thankful while we are gay, 4. Let us be holy, though we are gay,
On this our holiday : On this our holiday ;
Let us be peaceful and gentle as May, Let us be prayerful and lovely as May,
On this our festal day. On this our festal day.
In thanks and praise our voices raise, Giod reigns above, his throne is love,
Lift the heart, join the song, Bow the heart, bend the knee
Our grateful notes prolong. Before his majesty.
Let us be happy, d&ec. Let us be happy, &e.
3. Let us be humble while we are gay, G. While we are happy, and ‘?h‘]e A ALITERY
On this our holiday ; On fhis barkinlidas; 2
Let us be lowly, though cheerful as May, Le us remember, while yet we may,

The solemn judgment day.
0, let us strive, while yet we live._
‘With the heart, with the voice, ,}?’;‘tlgnt‘l;‘e rl“?gl:"_::;;;llt'i:’;’i;;mce‘
arly, heartfelt choice. & e i R
Qo i ,hg “m."" (:Txonce Then we'll be happy, where joys ne'er decrease,
Let us be bappy, de. :
! Through an eternal day,

On this our festal day.
Jesus was meek, Him we will seel,




Words by Sy GOD IS THERE. Music by J. E. Govwp,

2. When the storm is howl - inw
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'l W’hen o'er earth is break . ing  Ro- sy light, and fair ‘\r[om a- far pro - claim - z'th
i'nm the mldmvht air, fearful - ly n:, thun - der

Sweetly,**Grod is theu, %

Sweetly, *“God is there.” When the spring is wreathing Flowers, rich and

Tells us,**God is there,” Tells us, **God is there.” All the wide world's treasures, Rich, or grand, or
T e ) m:":*p. TR me e o
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rare, On each leaf is writ - ten, * Nature's God is there,”” ‘¢ Nature's
fair, In each feature bear - eth, graven, *“ God is there," graven, ‘“God is there.”
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8. In the Sabbath school-room, 4, Let us learn those lessons,
As we join in prayer, Taught us every where;
Every falling accent And if sin assail us,
Tells us * God is there.” Think that ** God is there."
Kindly, teachers, point us, Then, at 1ast, with angels,
‘With regard and care, Ever bright and fair,

To the heavenly mansion, Singing glorious anthems,
Saying, ** God is there,” We'll see, ** God is there."”
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WHAT 'S THE NEWS? Rev. &: W, Davsive. 7

ym the eire nm-mm e ths n 111» mlhuq  young man, r-mu' dead, was insane on

=
N R

[tell!
What's the news? what's the news? § 0! I have got good news td
5 § The Lamb was slain on Calvary! ’I‘Jmt. s the news! that's the news! | [was shed,

e Loales. J
er we meet, , W |l:t!. s the news? what's the news? }

! H.L‘; what's the

r of the day ?

‘. that’s the news ! { "Twas there his precious blood
’s the news! ] [caught the flame,

! that’s the news' § And since their souls have

‘“‘} To set & world of sinners free, T
(2.3 His work s reviving all arour 1.]
| % ¢ And many have redemption found, The

lht' new
!.

14 g
My Saviour hath done all things well, And triwumphed over death and hell, That's the mews ! that’s, &e.
| was there he bowed his sacred head, But now he’s risen from the dead, That's the news! that’s, &c.
They shout hosanna to his name, And all around they spread his fame, That's the news! that’s, &¢.
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The Lord has pardoned ull :\n sin— | This moment, if for sins yon griev x:.
That s the new That's the news! | 'This mo:mnent, if you do believe,
I feel the witne within— | A full acquittal you 'll receive—

That’s the news! it’s the news!

|
And since he took my sins away, |
And tanght me how to watch and pray, |
1’'m happy now 1\' day Lo day X ey ey e
e il e | i’ inawal . Fhatis e hawst
5. And Christ the Inrd £AN Save you now— [ That you have joined the conguering band,
That’s the nev That’s the news! | And now, with joy, at God's command,
Your sinful heart he can renow— | You're m'u'chmrr to the better land—
That's the news! That’s the news! | That s the news! That’s the news!

That's the news! That’s the news!
And now, if any one should say,
What’s the news? What’s the news?

(=




A HOME IN GLORY.

O

Sy

;'—i"_—jzt

3.

We hope to meet our brethren there,
In heaven, our home of glory,

Who oft have joined with us in prayer,
And praise of God, in glory.

Chorus.—0O glory, dre,

]

Arr. by H. WaTeRs.

i i
yon bright world of glory. O glory ! O glory ! There s room enough in Paradise, For all a home in glory
sit with him in glo-ry. O glory! O glory ! There’s room enough in Paradise, For all a home in glory

Come, fellow-sinners, flee for life,
There s room for you in glory;
Forsake your sins, and come to Christ,
And find a horae in glory.
Chorus.—0 glory, &e.



I KNOW THOU ART GONE.

~Arr. by H. WaTERS. 9

10w, In
ound, Tof

glory.
glory.

de.

i know thou art gone to the home of thy rest;

5 Inlhy far - a- way home, wher-ev-er

3. In the hush of the night, on the waste of the sea,

know thon art gone where the wea-ry

heart hath re - veal - ings of thine and of thee, In ma -
of thee,

ev - er a  presence that whispers

CHORUS.
.

I ne-ver look up with a

.;_

wish to the sky,

Then why should my soulbe so*
it’ be,

I know thou hast visions of mine;
Or a-lone with the breeze on the hlll

sad, I
And my
1 have

ny a
And my spi

| —————
e

But a light like thy Lm‘ulty 1s there;

are blest, And the mourner looks up and is glad.
to-ken and sigh.
- rit lies down and is  still.

i L
And I

mur-inur like lhmr in

hear a low

£
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re- ply, WhenI pour out my spi-rit
~
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in prayer.
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'TIS ANNIVERSARY DAY,

Allegro, Arranged by H. WATERS.
|
e e e e it
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1. With joy we meet, With smiles we greet Our schoolmates bright and gay; gc
2. Re - 11 - gious sound Now rings a- round, And bright-ens ev - ery ray: Our
e | BT S5 s =5 s
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dry each tear Uf sor-row here, 'Tis an - ni-versary day: 'Tis an - ni- versary
ban - ner floats 'Mid hap - py notes, On an - ni- versary day. On an - ni-versary
ﬁ#::'— s 5 s . ! e
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} |
e e e
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day ; Be dry, each tear Of sor - row here, 'Tis an - ni - ver-sary day.
d:ly; Our ban - ner floats’Mid hap - py notes, On an - ni - ver-sary day

Would fail to come For there are some
And join our happy lay, Who have been wont to stray
When praise we bring Come, take our hands,
To God our King, ' And join our bands,
On anniversary day. l This anniversary day.
Chorus. On anniversary, &e. Chorus. This anniversary, &c.

3. We children sing, 4. Oh, who from home 5. Come, children, come,
And echoes ring

Along the heavenly way,
Where angels blest
Have for their rest

One anniversary day.

Chorus. One anniversary, &c.



WE COME WITH SONG TO GREET YOU,

Words by I. P. WILLIAMS. Arr. by I. P. WiILLTAMS.
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i 1. Ayear again has passed away ! Time swiftly «peod‘: ul(m ;  We come a-gain  to
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praise and pray, And s.mg our greeting song. We come, we come, wo
A £

come with song to greet you, We come, we come, we come withsong a- gain.

2, We come thc Saviour’s name to praise, [ 4. We'll sing of many a happy hour
To sing the wondrous love | ‘We've passed in Bunday school,
Of Him who guards us all our days, Where truth, like summer's genial showaers,
And gludes to Heaven above, Extends its gracious rule.
8. We'll sing of mercies daily given, 1 5. Our youthful hearts will gladly raise,
I‘hmng.h every passing year, Our voices sweetly sing
We'll sing the promises of Heaven A general song of grateful praise,
With voices loud and clear, To Heaven's eternal King,




DO GOOD! DO GOCD! Music by Woonsury.

DUET, TRIO AND CHORUS Arranged by A. C.

1, Do good! do good ! there’s ever a  way, A way where there’s ever a  will, Don’t
. If you've only old clothes, an old bonnet or h.n A kind word, or a smile true and soft, In the
NN N A
NN e R
i e i

wait till to-morrow, but do it to - day, And to-day, when the morrow comes, gml
name of a brother, con - fer it, and that Shall be counted as gold up a - loft.
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If you've maoney, you're armed, and can find work enough, In every street, “al-le v, and
God careth for all, and his glo - ri-ous sun phines aliké on the 11(11 and the
_Basn.

St
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sleeet

lane ; If you've bread, cast it off, and the waters, tho’ rough, Will be sure and refurn it acain.
pom Be  thou like II;m, and bless every one, And thoult be reward- ed sure




Then do good! do good!_{here ’s ever a way, A way there's a ever a will, a will; Don’t
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DO GOOD—FOR THE SABBATH SCHOOL. Rev. C. W. DENISON.
1. Do géod ! do good! we are never too young If we have but A moment, that moment employ,
To be useful in many a way ; To pluck the young brands from the flame ; (joy,
For all have a heart, and a hand, and a tongue, We muy change their deep guilt to a Christian's full
To feel, and to labor, and pray. | And save them for ever from shame.
Let us think, when crowds of poor children we | Chorus.—Then do good, &c.

meet, | ST i a
All thronging their pathways of gloom, % “‘Q?itgg}'c’,mg&“,%oxu‘; %«lﬂt[]?l%r]v?;;gicus KOS
That in every damp alley, in every dark street, To find that beside us in glory there stands
There’s a passage that leads to the tomb. Some whom we first placel on the road!
Chorus.—Then do good, &c. Then seek in the highways and byways of earth,
2. We’ll seek in that passage that wandering throng, And bring in the lowly fo feast :

And take them in love by the hand ; Remember, in heaven the greatest may be
With kindness receive them, with music and song, The one who on earth was the least.
And guide to the heavenly land. Chorus.—Then do good, &e.
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1. ’l‘ugether let us s\wultly live, I am bouml for the land of Ca- naan; )
Together let us sweetly dm, I am bound for the land of Ca - naan. § O Canaan, bright Canaan
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boum[ for the land ui Canaan ; 0 ("\narm 1I. is my lmpp). home, I am bound for the land of Ca - In'm
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2. If you get there before I do,
f’arn bound for the land of Canaan;
Then praise the Lord, I'm coming too,
I am bound for the land of Canaan.
O Canaan, d&e.

8. Part of my friends the prize have won,
I am bound for the land of Canaan;
And I’m resolved to travel on,
I am bound for the land of Canaan.
O Canaan, &e.

I am bound for the land of Canaan;
The joys of heaven shall never end,
‘ I am bound for the land of Canaan.
| O Canaan, &e.

l 4, Then come with me, beloved friend,

[ 6. Our songs of praise shall fill the skies,
I am bound for the land of Canaan A
| While higher still our joys they rise,
| I am bound for the land of Canaan.
O Canaan, de.



THE FAMILY BIBLE. 15
‘Words by G. P. Moreis. Music by RIOKARD. Arranged by J. E. Gous.p.
Andnrulm.
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1. This book is all that'sleft me now, Tears will un- bid- den start; With falt'ring lip and

im | | 2. Ah!l well do I remember thsse, Whose names those records bear: Who round the hearthstone
I | 3. My fa- ther read this ho - ly book To brothers, sis-ters dear; How calm wasmy poor

4. Thou tru - est friend man ev - er knew, Thy con-stancy I've tried; When all were false 1've
o e 9 B
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; ! throbbing brow, I  press it to my heart. For ma-ny gen-e- Ta- tionspast Here
i | nsed to close, Af - ter tho eve - ning prayer, And speak of what these pa - ges said, In
; : mother's look, Who learned God's word to  hear. Her an - gel face—I see it yet!—What
| found thee true, My coun - sel - or and guide. The mines of earth no treasure give 'I_r._ut
* .

N i -

is our fami-ly tree: My wmother's hands this Bi - ble clasped: S8he, dy-ing, gave it me.

[ ‘ : .
| tones my heart would thrilll Tho' they are with the si - lant dead, Here ara they liv - ing still

| thronging memories come! A - gain that lit- tle groupis mest With - in the halls of home.
| could this vol- ume buy: In teaching me the way to live, It taught me how to die.
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‘Would you be as angels are, Sing,si
‘Would you banish ev care, Sing,sing

WOULD YOU BE

A8 ANGELS ARE.

g,sirg his praise ;1.
i 1 hig praise;j Like the lark upon the wing, Like the warbling bird of
p. 0. Like the crystal spheres that ring,Sing,sing,sing his praise

[spring,
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9. If the world upon you frown, Sing, de.
If you're left to sing alone, Sing, d&e.
If sad trials come to you,
As to every one they do,
For that they are blessings too, Sing, &e.

)
| That he intercedes above, Sing, dre.

3. For his wondrous, dying love, Sing, &e.

Thus, whene'er you come to die,
You shall soar beyond the sky,
And, with angel choirs on high, Sing, &e.

o

VERY LITTLE THINGS ARE WE.

THE CHILD’S MORNING PRAYER.

1. Jesus, Lord, to thee I pray:
Guide and gnard me through this day.

2. As the shepherd tends his sheep,
Lord, me safe from evil keep.

Ve - ry lit - tle things are we, O how mild we all should be,
2. Nev- er quarrel, nev- er fight, That would be a shocking sight.
8. Just like pret-ty lit - tle lambs, Softly skipping by their dams.

We will love onr teachers too,
And be always kind and true.
5.
We'll be gentle all the day,
Love to learn, and cease to play.
6.
And attend to every rule,
Of our much-loved Sabbath School.

3. Keep my feet from every snare,
Keep me with thy watehfal care.
4. All my little wants supply,
If T live, or if I die.

5. And when life, O Lord, is past,
Take me to thyself at last.
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HAPPY GREETING
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| 1. Come, children, and join in our festival song, And ha
1 9.  Our Father in Hi lift up to thee, Our
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in our glad voices in one hymn of praise To God, who has kept us, and lengthened our days,
+ Saviour we pray, That from thy blest precepts we neve
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¥ t
n;_:,‘lixpn_w;%r}\:et:n_:_:}i:lp;g’_;;r;g%tg to all!

Happy grecting all !_.]Eq:p_v greeting, &c.

8. And if, ere this glad year has drawn to a close, |5. Dear Pastor, we ask thee, as lambs of thy fold,
Some loved one among us in death shall repose, To teach us that wisdom more precious than gold.
Grant, Lord, that the spirit in heaven may dwell, [ Our footsteps to guide in the pathway of truth,

In the bosom of Jesus, where all shall be well. +  To ““love our Creator in the days of our youth.”
4, Kind te ¢, we children would thank you this day | 6. And now, as we part, let us bid you good cheer,
i That fa ully, kindly, you've taught us the way, ‘We pray for a blessing on your labors here:
How we ma ape from the world’s sinful charms, | May many ** bright jewels ™ be your blest reward,
And find a safe refuge in the Saviour's loved arms. | And *‘ cygpwns of rejoicing, in the day of the Lord.”
In general anniversaries, omit the last two verses,




0 THAT BEAUTIFUL WORLD. Arr. hy::w:. R. Bowen.

peace - ful home: |

Where the wea - vy saint no
flow - ing round. {

{ Where the bro
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O that beau - ti . ful
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2, We're going home, we soon shall be Mid the ransomed throng, "mid the sea of biiss,
‘Where the sky is clear, and ail are free; 'Mid the holy city's gorgeousness;
Where the victor's song floats o’er the plains, *Mid the verdant plains, 'mid angels' cheer,
And the seraph's anthems blend with its strains; ’ *Mid the saints that round the throne appear;

Where the sun rolls down its brilliant flood, Where the conqueror as it sounds afar,
And beams on a world that is fair and good ; Is wafted on the ambrosial 4
Where stars, onee dimmed at nature's doom, Throngh endless years we the
Will ever shine o’er the new earth bloom. The death of a Saviour's m

0, that beautiful world ! O, that beantffal world! 0, that heautiful world! Q, th




JUST AS T AM—WITHOUT ONE PLEA* 19

' Him that cometh to me, I will in no wise cast out.”

i
1. Just as I am—without one plea, But that thy blood was shed for me,
2. Just a5 I am; and wait -ing not To rid my soul of one dark blot—
= |
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And that thou bid'st me come to thee, O Lambof God,
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, O Lamb of God
0N

come, I come.
come, I come.
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5. Just as I am, thoun wilt receive,
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve,
Because thy promise I believe—

3. Just as I am, though tossed about ‘
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
With fears within, glml foes w:tl:cutw !
O Lamb of (zod I come, I come. ’ O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

4, Just as T am, poor, wretched, blind:
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, Has broken every barrier down:
Yga all I nnu] in Thee to find, Now to be thive, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come, I come. | O Lamb of Ged, I come, I come,

* From a Gregorian Chant, by Dr. L. Masox.

6. Just as T am—thy love unknown,



ARE HAPPY NOW, DEAR MOTHER.

DUET AND CHORUS. By 1. B. Woobsury. Arr. by A, Corr.
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1. Oh. we are happy now, dear mobher,Our home’s amid the flowers, And zephyrs frem the throne of God Are

9, We bask in glorious sunlight,mother,Of a brighter world than thine,And the soft perfume of the angel’s voice Is

8. Your world is very fair,dear mother, With its sunnyhillsand dales; But ours is fair-er, fair-er far; Its
i i

~——
born in fragrant showers. Would we come back, dear mother, And leave our glorious home? Oh, tho’ we love you dearly,From
borne upon the wind. Would we come back, dear mother, Andleave our glorions home? Oh, tho’ we love you dearly, From

| beauty never pales. Then why, oh, why, dear mother, Should we leave cur glorious home ? Oh, tho” we love you dearly, From

i
i
| — < e
| heaven we would not roam. No! No! No! For tho' we love you dearly, From heaven we would not roam.
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The sbove verses were composed under some holy influence, to comfort a disconsolate mother, who had
parted with both her children.
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1. Days, and wcdn and months, lel.\lrmng, Bear us gently dowr :hl’u s way ; Still their Jesson we are learniog, With each anni-

[versary day.

2. Glad our hearts, and glad our voices, Joy controls the hasting hour ; None so sad, but he rejoices’Neath to-day’s controlling

[power,

3. ,
Glad for classmates and for teachers, ’Y(‘b tho' glad, we'll still remmember | Let us not fo he meaning,
Guiding us with gentle rule; ‘What the moments always say;| D like thee for ever wear;
Glad for all the gifts that reach us Life must have its cold ”l'CL.T.lbL".i | Onemore field has had its gleaning,
Thro' our own loved Sunday School. | |

Just as surely as its May. | Onemoresheaf our arms should bear.
Moderately Fast. LITTLE THINGS

uteous land.

1. Little drops of water, Little grains of rsn‘:':Tl'; Make the mighty ocean, .\ 1d the bea

2. And the lit- tle moments, Humble tho' they be,  Make the mighty a : er - ni - ty.

8. So our lit- tle errors Lead the soula - way  From the pathsiof Of in sin to stray.
4. Liltle deeds of kinduness, Lit-tle words of love, Make our earth an Ede the heaven above.
B. Litile seeds of mercy, Sown by youthfnl hands, Grow to bless the nation: in heathen lands,




22 HERE WE THRONG TO PRAISE THE LORD,

Words by Miss Carouine Q. LAxsox.
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1. Here we throng to praise the Lord ; Listen now,listen now,Here we throng to praise the Lord, With our infantlays.
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. “Let young children come to me,” Let us never grieve our Saviour,
Jesus said, Jesus said; Who bgth died to win us favor—

“Tet young children come to me, ! Ah! this thought should melt our hearts—
And forbid them not— | Children’s hearts can melt.

For of such,” the Saviour told them,

“Is composed my heavenly Luwdc-m 4. Buliwell bave a joyous song,
‘What a rapturous leught it is, J“.Y"}“* song, Joyous song;
Christ forgets us not ! But we'll have a joyous song
For our jubilee.
8. Let us love, and now adore; Jesus lives and reigns for ever;
Love him now, love him now This will make us joyous ever.
Let us love, and now adore, Sayiour, hear this praise to thee,

In our youthful strength. ‘Who remembered me.
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WHERE DO CHILDREN LOVE TO0 GO. 23
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1. Where do chil - dren  love to go, When the win - try breoz-e5
9. When the spring re - decks the frees, And a warmth comes with the
3. Where do chil - dren love to be, When the sum -mer birds we
4, When the Au - tumn blasts so chill, Ev - ery flower of earth must
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blow? What is it  at - tracts them so? 'Tis the Sun - day school.
breeze, Chil - dren can thank God for these, In the Sun - day school
sece, Warbling praiseon  ev - ery ftreel In the Sun - day school.
kill, Where do chil - dren gath - er still? In the Sun - day school
N
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0. 6.
Where ave they so.kindly taught ‘ May we love this holy day,
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 the Sunday school. i In the Sundax ¢chool.




24 KIND WORDS CAN NEVER DIE

Wi orﬂs by M. Music by SisTer Asny, of the Hurcnixgox Family. Arr. by H. WATeRs.
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Cherished and blest, God knows how deep they !m Stored in the hlp'u.t
(Child- hood can never (ho—\\h C of the Lt u :1 l A3 IMemn-o - Bright to the last.
Sweet tho'ts can never die, Tho' like the flowers rae hues may ﬂ\ In winfr y hours,
Our souls oan never die, Th()ll';’.l in the tomb \\ lie, Wraptin i

Kind words can never die,

s The heart to cheer.

Like Childhood’s simple rhymes, Said o’er a thousand tir
Far, far :1\\uy.

| Ma - ny & hap-py thing, Ma-ny a dai-sys
| But when the gentle dew Grives them their charms an
\V]l\\t. tho ﬂlc lteah :lvuw, Souls Is pass in n pe:

Kind words can never die, never die, never die, Kind wordscan never die, no, never die.
Chudhood can nev- er die, never die, never die, Childhood can nev- er die, no, Tnever die
Swoeeb tho'ts can never die, never die, never die, Sweet tho't rer die, no, never die,
Our souls can never die, never die, never die, Our soulscan never die, no, never die.
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THE SABBATH SCHOOL.

SPRIGHTLY.

Music by Wx. B. BRADBURT."
N 5
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1. The Sabbath school’s a place of prayer, Ilove to meet my teachers there, I love to meet my teachers there.

They teach me there that every onée May find, in heaven, a happy homp‘\! ay find, in hcu.vc\'n, a happy home.
-
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2 3.
In God's own book we're taught to read In Sabbath school we mng and pray, :.—\nd when our days on earth are o'er,
Tlow Christ for sinners groaned and bled: And learn to love the Sabbath day; [We'll meet in heaven to part no more;
That precious bload a ransom gave That,when on earth our qnblmﬂmcnd |Our teachers kind we there shall gréet
For sinful man, his soul to save. |A glorious rest in heaven we'll spend. ATI(I oh! what joy "twill be to meet
1 love to go, I love to go, I love to go, I love to go, | Inheaven above, in heaven above,

1 love to go to Sabbath school. I love to go to Babbath school. | Inheaven above, to part no more.




25 I'M A PILGRIM, AND I'M A STRANGER.
Arranged by H. WATERS.
FINE,

1. I’'ma pilgrim, aad I’m astranger; I cantarry, I can tarry but a night.

Do not de- tain me, For I am go - ing

9. Theve the glory is ever shining ! 4. Father, mother, and sister, brother !

0, my longing heart, my longing heart is If yon will not journey with me I must go !
there. Now since your vain hopes you will thus cherish,

Here in this country so dark and dreary, Should I, too, linger, and with you perish?

I long have wandered forlorn and weary ; I’m a pilgrim, and [’m a stranger, &e.

= s ot i e

T'm & pilgrim, and I'm o stranger, &o. 5. Farewell, dreary earth, by sin so blighted,

8. There s the eity to which I journey; In immortal heauty soon you’ll be arrayed!
My Redeemer, my Redeemeris:its light! He who has formed thee will soon restore thee!
There is no sorrow, nor any sighing, And then thy dread curse shall never more be:
Nor any tears there, nor any dying; I’m a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger,

I’'m a pilgrim, and I’'m o stranger, de. Till thy rest shall end the weary pilgrim’s night.
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“’v re bound for the land of the pure and the holy, The home of the happy, the kingdom of love‘}‘

| 1. Ye wanderers from God in the broad road of folxv. O say, will yon go to the E - den a- bove?|
o In that blessed land, neither \I”hmf_’" nor anguish Can breathe in the fields where the glorified rove :
= 7 Ye heart-burdened ones who in misery lsm-rui-h O say, will you go to the K - den a-bove?|
Nor frand, nor deceit, nor the hand of oppression, Can in- jure the dwellers in that ho-ly grove ;}_

A Nor poverty there—No, the saints are all wealthy, The heirs of his glo- ry whose nature is love ;!
* 7} Nor sickness can reach them—that country is healthy; O say, will you go to the E -den a-bovd ’5

]
|
| f 3. No wickedness there, not a shade of tman’r(‘aHlon; 0O say, will you go to the E - den a-bove?

say, will you go to the E-den a-bova?

CSaIEl

&—F—a
ish, 6. Each saint has & mansion prepared and all furnished, | 7. And yet, guilty sinner, we would not forsake thee,
Ere from this clay house he is summoned to move; ‘We halt yet 2 moment as onward we move;
Its gates and its towers with glory are burnished : O come to thy Lord—in his arms he will take thee,
O say, will you go to the Eden above? And bear thee along to the Eden above.
Will you go, Will you g_fo. Will you go, Will you go,
Ogay, will you go to the Iden above? O say, will you go to the Eden above?
el 6. March on, happy pilgrims ! that land is before you, |8. Methinks thou art now in thy wretchedness saying,
% l And soon its ten thousand delights we will prove: 0, who ean this guilt from my consecience remove?
e: l Yes, soon we shall walk o’er the hills of bright glory, ‘ No other but Jesus; then come to him praying,
And drink the pure joys of the Eden above. Prepare me, O Lord, for the Eden above,
5t Will you go, Will you no°| Will you go, Will you go,
i O yes, we will go to the Eden above. { At last, will you go to the Eden above?




Waestern Melody.

1. Save all my  chil - dren, Lord! I(m less i £ dare ot ask ;
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2. Thy word is, “ Work and pray,
Toil on, "mid hopes and fears : ‘
The sowing brings the reaping days,
The harvest follows tears.” f
|

8. Oh! let me strive to be

The laborer thou wilt bless;
And hourly offer unto Thee

The works of righteousness,

4, Yet, when my best is done,
"Pis sin and folly still;

My only plea is, that thy Son
Wrought out thy perfect will. _

5. Then hear me while I ask,
“Save all my children, Lord;

While I, in faith, fulfill my task,
Do thou fulfill thy word.
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1. O, do not be discouraged, For

SUNDAY SCHOOL ARMY il;r. by H. WATERSs. 29
Boa
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-couraged, For Je

Jesus is your friend; O, do not be d 818 your

friend. He will give you grace to t’on(;ucr, He will give you grace to conquer, And keep you to the end.
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Repeat from ,f lo Fine.
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|
Iam glad I'm in this army,Yes, I'm glad P’'m in this army, Yes, I'm glad I’'m in this army, And I'll battle for the

[u: hool.

2. Fight on, ve little soldiers,
The battle you shall win,
Fight on, ye little soldiers,
The battle you, shall win ;

For the Saviour is your Captain,

And he hath vanquished sin,

| 3. And when the conflict ’s over,
Before him you shall stand ;
And when the conflict ’s mcr,
Before him you shall stand ;
For the Saviour is your Captain, i You shall sing his praise for ever,

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




30 WE LOVE TO SING TOGETHER.
Words by Rev. E. S. PorTER.
Gn 3. Boys and r”'uh
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Boys and Girls
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pmxse our heavenly Father, And his e - ter - nal Son. We 1nvv we lmo we love, we love, we
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FUL L CHORUS.

2 A
g:zzizizﬁi: 3 :? e

lmre to smg to ge-ther; We love, we love, we love. weilove,
.

welove to sing to-
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2. We love to pray together 1 3. We love to read together 4. We love to be together
To Jesus on his throne, \ The Word of saving truth, Upon the Sabbath day,
And ask thai he will ever Whose light is shining ever And strive to help each other
Accept us as his own. To guide our early youth. I Along the heavenly way.
‘We love, we love, &c. We love, we love, &c. We love, we love, &c.




COME T0 THE SABBATH SCHOOL.

Words by Rev. C. W. DENISON,
- L%

9. Come, where our teachers meet, Faithful and true ; Come, learn the lessons sweet, Ready for you.

|
i 1. Come to the Sabbath School, All children come ; Cheerful its pi-ous rule, Pleasant as home.
| 3. Oh'there’s a school on high, Where angels praise : Joy beams in every aye, Sweet straius they raise,
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Leave rude and naughty plays,Live,and keep the holy days,Come,learn to pray and praise In Sal
Come, school will not be long : Come, join our happy throng ; Come, sing our pretty song In
There seraph children sing Anthems to our glorious King, And erowns to Jesus bri ing, Blest

v

THE HAPPY LAND.

)

Come to that happy land, Bright, in that happy land,

1. I
. |
There is a happy land, 1
Come, come away ; | Beams every eye;
) | A
\
|

Far, far away;
‘Where saints in glory stand, Why will ye doubting stand, |Kept by a Father’s hand,
Bright, bright as day; Why still delay? Love cannof die.
Oh, how they sweetly sing, | Oh, we shall happy be, Oh, then, to glory run,
Wor‘thV is the Saviour King, ‘[“"hcn from sin and sorrow free, | Be a erown and kingdom won,
Loud let his praises ring, [Tord, we shall live with thee, |And, bright above the sun
Praise, praise for ayel Blest, blest for aye. E We reign for aye.
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32 I WANT TO BE AN ANGEL. |
+ Melody by E. Ll. WHITE. |
o = |
ﬁ Tarte
| 1 % I want fo be an angel, And with the angels stand, |
; A erown upon my forehead, A harp within my hand ; § There, right before my Saviour, So
|
= |
! I
i
2. | B 4
1 never would be weary, I[ know I'm weak and sinful, JOh, there Ill be an angel,
Nor ever shed a tear, |  But Jesus will forgive, And with the angels stand,
Nor ever know a sorrow, For many little children A erown upon my forehead,
Nor ever feel a fear; Have gone to heaven to live,i A harp within my hand ; |
But blessed, pure, and holy, Dear Saviour, when I l!]}\"LlB"I And there, before my Baviour,
T'd dwell'in Jesus’ sight, | And lay me down to die, | So glorious and so bright,
Andwith ten thousand thousands |O ! send a shining angel, ‘ I'll join the heavenly musie,
Praise him both day and night.i And bear me to the skies, And praise him day and night

e me e el e P = iy T




LORD, TEACH A LITTLE CHILD TO PRAY. 33

Px.n{oufm COLLECTION.
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1. Lord, teach a lit - tle child to pray; Thy grace be-times im - part; And
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was born, And fmm my birth I stray'd; I
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| 3.

Ko ] [ FF But obrist

f i L e = irigt can all my sins forgive,

| 2:) __::a_-—' (;_3 — & '_l'“9 _a“_rte & tt And wash away their stain; g
- : 1 | ,i 11 Ff = Can fit my soul with him to live,

grant thy Ho- ly Spirit may Renew my sinful heart. And fyulols Kt TeigH
4.

|
= }2 ﬁzi_ﬂrﬁ‘ 2 _:I -ﬁ-_| T ‘If‘}i ;IW 1'_“111' To him let little children come,
_B_:]__ﬂ_ -G —— -4 e a -GG For he hath said they may;
RS e T “‘7,:5:7}, =} o+ —LL His bosom then shall be their home,
@ — _;_? Their tears he’ll wipe away.
must bc wretched and forlorn W’lthout thy mercy’s aid. o
L4 N
s i
B g e Far all who early seek his face
‘_FZ_[: 3 33& IS S i — 9 3: SEI;E Shall suvely taste his love ;
’b“—'_‘“" 1“ -G~ Jesus shall guide them by his grace,

e To dwell with hgm above.




& 1. Where, O where are the He - brew chil - dren, Where, O where are the He -

brew chil - dren,

meet them, By and by we'll go home to meet them,
- jah—Wihere, O where is the good E - 1li - jah,

‘Who were cast fire ?

t
Safey mow .in the promised land.

meet them, Way o'er in the promised land.
Safe now in the promised land.

fire?

T e i
e |

.

- Where, O where is the prophet Daniel,
‘Where, O where is the prophet Daniel,
‘Who was cast in the den of lions?

Safe now in the promised land.
Curo.—By and by, &e.

Where, Q where is the weeping Mary,
‘Where, O where is the weeping Mary,
. Who was first at the tomb of Jesus?
Safe now in the promised land.
, Cmo,—By and

8.
‘Where, O where is the martyred Stephen,
Where, O where is the martyred Stephen,
Who was stoned for the love of Jesus?
Safe now in the promised land.
Cro.—By and by, &e.

6.
Where, O where is the blessed Jesus,
Where, O where is the blessed Jesus,
Who was pierced ou the mount of Calvry #
Safe now in the promised Iand.
(Cro.—By and by, d&e.




WHO SHALL SING IF NOT THE CHILDREH. 35

FINE.
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Who shall ging, if mnot the chil-dren? Did not Je - sus dlo ior them?

May they nof, with oth- er jew- els, Sparkle in his di - a - dem?®

p. ¢ Why, un-less the song of  heav-en They be-gin  to prac- tice heref
- |

3.

Jesus, when on earth sojourning,
Loved them with a wondrous love ;
And will he, to heaven returning,
Faithless to his blessing prove ¢
Oh! they cannot sing too cmly
Fathers, stand not in their way !
Birds do sing while day is breaking——
Tell me, thon, why should not they ¢

There’s a choir of infant songsters,
‘White-robed, round the Saviour's throne ;
Angels cease, and waiting, listen !
Oh ! ’tis sweeter than their own !
Faith can hear the rapturous choral,
When her ear is upward turned;
Is not this the same, perfected,
Which upon the earth they learned $
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THE BLEST.
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I We speak of the realms of the blest, Of that country so bright and so fair, And oft are its glories confessed :

. We ﬁpeﬂ.k of its pathways of gold Of its walls deck’d w
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ith chcls 8o rare,0Of its wonders and pleasures untold :
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But what must it he to he there? But what must it ba to be lhuc?
But what must it be to be thera? But what must it be to be there?
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3.
We speak of its freedom fiom sin,
From sorrow, temptutfon and care,—
From trials without and within :
But what must it be to be there !
4.
We speak of its service of love,—
Of the robes which the glorified wear,—
Of the church of the first-born above :
But what must it be to be there !

|
5.
Do thou, Lord, midst gladness or woe,
Still for heaven our spirits prepare
And shortly we also shall know,
And feel, what it is to be there.
6.
Then anthems of praise we will sing,
‘When safe in that heavenly rest,
To Jesus, our Saviour and King,
Who reigns in those realms of-the blest.
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C. Haren Smith, AM,
Moderato. First Division of the S:hool.

Words by THE VOICE FROM HEAVEN,

Music afranged from “ Gloria,”

By A. CuLrL.
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1. Hark! a voice| a heavenly voice | Tloatlug hg,ht]v lightly by ! g Comn to Jesus and re-joice;
2 HarL‘ avoice ! a heave u.lly voieo | Singing sw cet]) sweetly now ; *“Tis the hour to make thy ehoice,

o N o e
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FINE. Second Division.
&5

Live with Him on  high! Yes, we coma! to Jesus eome | For our Saviour, Saviour dear,
Come! to Je - sus bu\\ Jo-sus lu»e—wmlh more than gold Dug from out the richest mines,

IT'IE
Soon will call us to His home, Free from every fear.

Jesus’ love, like wealth untold, Round the heart entwines.
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First Division.
3. Hark! a voice! a heavenly voice:
Hear it ! sounding through the land,
“Souls on earth make heaven rejoice,
Who for Jesus stand.

Second Division.

Jesus! take us in thine arms:
Suffer that we come to thee :

With thy blessing, earthly harms
From our path will flee.

(Repeat First Division in Chorus.)



WILL YOU COME TO OUR SUNDAY SCHOOL?
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1 { Will you come to our Sunday School? heall} wish you w ould 0, come and join our Bible-class, And

* 1 We learn to sing, we learn to pray In our sweet Sunday School, And here we learn of Jesus too, Who

9 {“’e know when Jesus was on earth, He loved each little child, And tanght us how we could become So
2 He gme the goi:ien rule, and then He said that he should know If we loved him, for if we did, We
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learn how to be good }_
gave the golden rule.f Will you, will you, will you, will you Join our Sunday School ? Will you, will you, &c

loving, ﬁood and mild.T,
should love all helow,j Will you, will you, will you, will you Jein our Sunday School? Will you, will you dac
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4.
And this plain rule forbids me quite,
To strike an angry blow,
Because I should not think it right

3
To do to others as I would
That they should do to me,
Will make me honest, kind, and good,
: As children ought to be. If others served me so.
Lewrn this S"m‘ H ’“1‘-‘ 1 know I should not steal, nor use But any kindness they may need
NN h* The smallest thing 1 see, | Illdo, whate'er it be ;
g ;E‘ = Which T shounld never like to lose, As I am very glad, indeed,
b"i" J“ F If it belonged to me. When they are kind to me,
Chorus.~Will you, &e. Chorus.~Will you, &e.
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Sem1-Cuonrus or DUET.

HOLY BIBLE, WELL I LOVE THEE! Wordsand Music by 39
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2. Holy B!blf' mlnes of treasure
In thy precious folds T see;
Earthly good would know no measure,
If this world were ruled by thee,
Cho. Just as the sun, from morn till noon,
Stately elimbs the eastern sky,
So over all the earth shall soon
Beam the Day-spring from on high,
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CHORUS.
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ud}' Just as the sun rolls back the mg,ht
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Brealking forth with morning ray, So does the Bible's spreading ]xght Chnae the shades of sin away.

-T.j“}i-ﬁ ::Eii.

..J'__.ﬂ 9—1 -0 -0 — I:o—-»o t— F

i S L

i

t‘—

3. Holy Bible, thou wilt cheer me,
When I lay me down to die;
Christ has plonnsed to be near me,
Can I fear when He is nigh?
Just as the sun descends at eve
Soon with fresher beams to rise,
So shall the dying saint receive
Life eternal in the skies,




THERE'LL BE NO PARTING THERE,

Arr'\n ul by H. E. MATHEWS.

*~ 1. Hero wo meet to part a - gain, IIem we mnct‘. to pmt again, But when we meet on
2. Here we meet to pm‘t a- g'lin Here we meet to part again, But when a seat in
u:

I A e
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Canaan’s plain, There'll be no parting there, In that bright world a - bove.
heaven we gain, There’ll be no parting there, In that bun'ht dre.
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that bright world a - bm s | Shout" shout. th(, vie- torv, W(, re on our journey home.
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8. Here we meet to part again, 4. Here we meet to part again,
But there we shall with Jesus reign, But when we join the heavenly train,

There'll be no parting there, ! There'll be no parting there,

In that bright world above. In that bright world above.

Oho. Shout | shout the vietory, de. ’ Cho. Shout! shout the victory, dre.




HAPPY DAY, }IAPPY DAY. Arr. by 11 Warens. 41
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Prr==cn0d by thine Alnll"hly power 0 Lord, our Muker, Saviour, King,

And brought to see this happy hour, We come thy praises here to sing. } Happy day, happy
p. ¢. Happy day, bhappy

v
§ We praise thee for thy constant care, For life preserved, for mercies given, |
* { Oh, may we still those mercies share, And taste the joys ‘of sins for-given. { Happy day, happy

p. ¢. Happy day, happy

R e e - '_1 o —
Pt i B

]
o
i

i

Exp. End with 2d straimn. 3:
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day, Here in thy courts we'll gladly stay, And at thy footstool humbly pray, That thou wouldst take our sins

day, When Christ shall wash our sins away. [away.
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day, Here in thy courts we’ll gladly stay, And at thy footstool humbly pray, That thou wouldst take our sins
day, When Christ shall wash our sins away. [away.

S e e
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3. We praise thee for the joyful news, I 4. And when on earth our days are done,

O Lord, incline our hearts to choose Teachers and scholars round thy throne,
The road to happiness and God. The song of Moses and the Lamb,

Of pardon through our Saviour’s blood : Grant, Lord, that we at length may join
Chorus.—Happy day, &c¢. I Chorus.—Happy day, &e.'




42 S COME, LET US SING OF JESUS.

Rev. C. W, Bernung,D.D. Music by G. F. Roor.
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1. Come,let us sing of Je - sus, While hearts and accents blend, Core, let us sing of
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JE/- sus, The sinner's on - ly Friend ; Hlﬁ ho - ly soul re - ]010 - es, A-mid the choirs a-
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2. We love to sing of Jesus, |4. Then let us sing of Jesus,
Who died our souls to save ; Wihile yet on earth we stay,
We love to sing of Jesus, And hopé to sing of Jesus
Triumphant o’er the grave ; Threughout etern:
And in our hour of danger, For those who he
He passed unheeded by : We’ll trust his love alone, He will in heaven confess ;
And still retains his feeling Who once slept in a manger, And faithful henrts that bless him
For us above the sky. | And now sits on the throne. He will for ever bless.

2. We loye to sing of Jesus,
‘Who wept our path along,
‘We love to sing of Jesus,
The tempted and the strong ;
None who besought his healing,
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HEAVEN IS MY HOME.

Arranged by A. CuLL,
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1. I'm but a tra-veler here, Heaven is my home, Earth is a des - ert drear,
2. What though the tem-pest rage, Heaven is my home, Short is my pil - grim-age,
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Heaven is my home; Dan - ger and sor - row stand Round me on ev - ery hand,
Heaven is my home; Fime's cold and win - try blast Soon will be ov - er - past,
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Dan-ger and Round me on
Time’s cold and Soon will be

e o b 3
1?@: t There at my Saviour’s side,
e Heaven is my home,

3 ) 1 shall be glorified,
Heaven is my Fa - ther-land, Heavenis my home. Heaven is my home;
I  shall reach home at last, Heavenis my home. There are the good and blest,

Those I love most and best,
——Et There, too, I soon shall rest,
Heaven is my home,

e —




Allegretto,
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AROUND THE THRONE OF GOD IN HEAVEN.

Arranged by H. E. MATHEWS.
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1. Around the throne of God in heaven, Thousands of children stand ; Children, whose sins are all

[forgiven; A
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glo-ry, glo-ry be to God on high

2. In flowing robes of spotless white,
See every one arrayed:
Dwelling in everlasting light,
And joys that never “fade.
Singing glory, &e.

3. What brought them to that world above?
That heaven so bright and fair,
Where all is peace, and joy, and love ;—
How came those children there ¢
Singing glory, d&re.

4. Beeause the Saviour shed his blood,
To wash away their gin ;
Bathed in that pure and pl ecious flood,
Behold them white and clean!
Singing glory, &e.
5. On earth they sought the Saviour’s grace,
On earth they loved his name ;
So now they see his hlessed face,
And stand before the Lamb,
Singing glory, &e.




CHILDREN CALLED TO CHRIST. 45
Rev. R, M. M'CHEYNE.
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{ Like mist on the mountain, Like ships on the sea,

o 1 So  swiftly the years Of our pil-grim-age ﬂec;f In the grave of our

9 { How sweet are the flow’rets - In A - pril and May!

But  oft- en the frost makes Them with-er a - way. § Like flowers you may
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V
fathers How soon we shall lie! Dear chil-dren, to-day To the Sa - viour fly.
fade; Are yourea-dy to die? While “yet there is room” To the Sa - viour ﬁy

=

4. Do you ask me for plcasune?
Then lean on his breast,
For there the sin-laden
And weary find rest.
In the valley of death
You will triumphing ery,
“Tf this be ealled dying,
"Tis pleasant to die.”

3. When Samuel was young, |

He first knew the Lord; |

He alrpt in his smile,
And rejoiced in his word ;

So most of God’s children
Are early brought nigh ;

Oh, seek Elé'l in youth— ‘
To a Saviour fly.
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I ‘thiuk, when I read that sweetstory of old, When Je - sus was here among men, How he

2. I wish that his hands had been placed on my head, That his arm had been thrown around me, And that
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called lit-tle chil-dren as lambs to lus fold,

I should like to have been with them then.
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I might bave seen his kind look when he said, ““ Let the it - tle ones come un-to me."
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And ask for a share in his love: For all who are washed and forgiven ;
And if I thus earnestly seek him below, And many dear children are gathering 1heu=

3. Yet still to his footstool in prayer I may go, ' 4. In that beantiful place he is gone to prepare,
I shall see him and hear him above ; “For of such is the kingdom of heaven.




WE'RE TRAVELING

FOR SABBATH SCHOOLS AND REVIVAL MEETINGS.

HOME T0 HEAVEMN.

vt Y

To the Sa-viours dy - ing

the

sing

1
We're trav-eling home to Heaven a -

=T es

bove—Will you go?  Will you go?
love—Will you go?  Will you go?
road—Will you go? Will you got

===

We're going to see the bleeding Lamb,—Will you go?
In rapturouns strains to praise his name,—Will you go?
The erown of life we there shall wear,
The conqueror’s palms our hands shall bear,
And all the joys of heaven we'll share,—Will you gﬁTI

3.
‘We're going to join the Heavenly Choir,—Will yougo?
'Lo Taise our voice and tune the lyre,—Will you go?
The saints and angels gladly sing,
Hosanna to their God and King,
And make the heavenly arches ring,—Will you go?

4.
Ye weary, heavy-laden, come,—Will you go?
In the blest house there still is room,~Will you go?
The Lord is waiting to receive,
If thon wilt on him now believe, [lieve.
Iie’ll give thy troubled conscience ease,—~Come be-
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Mil - lions have reached this blest a - bode, A - noint - ed kings and priests to God;
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5.
The way 1o Heaven is free for all,—Will you go?
For Jews and Gentiles, great and small,—Will you go
Make up your mind, give God your heart,
With every sin and idol part,
And now for glory make a start,—Come away.
G.
The way to heaven is straight and plain *—Will you go?
Repent, believe, be born again,—Will you go?
The Saviour cries alond to thee,
“Take up thy cross and follow me.”
And thoun shalt my salvation see.—Come to mel

[
Oh, could I hear some sinner say,—I will go !
I'll start this moment, clear the way.—Let me go!
My old companions, fare you well,
I will not go with you to hell ! [vou well
I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell.—Let me go! Fare




STAND UP FOR JESUS!*

Brapsury’s Musical Tract, No. 1. Wi. B BrapBury. By permission.
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1. Stend up for Jesus! All who lead his host! Crowned with the splendors of the Holy Ghost

9, Stand up for Je-sus! Ye of every name! All one in prayer and all with praise aflame
8, Stand up for Jesus! Lo! at God's right hand Je - sus himself for us delights to stand!
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Shrinlk from no foe, to no temptations yield, Urge on the triumphs of this glorious field—

Tor-get the sad estrangement of the past, With one consent in love and peace at last—
Let saints and sinners wonder at his grace : Let Jews and Gentiles blend, and all our race—
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Stand up for Je - sus! Stand up for Je - sus! Stand up for
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* Dying charge of Rev. DupLey A. Tyno.




MAXKE YOUR MARE.

Words by a CartroryIs FARMER. Musie by A. CovL.

; 1. In the quarries should yon toil,Make your marlk, Make your mark,Do youdelve upon the soil # Make yonr mark, Make yoi
| 2. Life is Heeting as ashade,Make your mark,Make your mark,Marks of some kind must be made, Make yourmark,Make yo

mark. In what-ever path yon go, In what-ever place you stand, Moving swift or moving
mark. Make it while the arm is strong, Inthe golden hoursof youth, Never,nevermake

ke our mark, We will make onrmark, We will make,we will make onr mark.
reke nurmark, We will male our mark, We will make,we will makeour mark.
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Make your mark, Make your mark, Make your mark Make your mark,




¥ L -
ring - ing | Children, haste with- out de - lay;
thousands now are wing-ing TUp to heaven their si - lent way.

our of hap- py meet-ing Chil- dren meet for praise and prayer;
_ is  sghort and fleet-ing, Let wvs then be ear- ly there
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in  sing- ing, All u - mite in so]- emn prayer.
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4. Children, haste! the bells are ringing,
be the way ; And the morning’s bright and fair,
ﬁ‘é a&s&r the school reciting, Thousands now unite in singing;
e the holy Sabbath day. Thousands, too, in solemn prayer.
Cno. —Come, children, come | dre. Cro.—Come, children, come ? e

5




>. : o 3.
Joyful- Iy, joy - ful-ly, onward we move, Bound to thi
Je-sus, our Savieur, in merey, says, Come, Joy- fn_l-r.?gx,

§
14

: ; J Lt
n will our pil- grimage end here be - low, Soon

e

2. Teachers and scholars have passed on before ;
Waiting, they aching the shore;
Singing to chee while passing along,
Joyfully, joyfull; e to your home.
Sounds of swe sie there ravish the ear, Bright v
Harps of the blessed, your strains we shall hear, Death shall be ¢or
Filling with harmony heaven’s high dome, Over the plains of
Joyfully, joyfully, Jesus, we come. ! Joyfully, Joyfnﬂy,




_ r B
d - way the night, With thesun 85 bright and full,
)he hour of mnine, I'll a-way tothe Sabbath school, { For'tis

hap - ’yh%wtsand fre
— N

In the Book of holy truth,
Tull of counsel and reproof,
‘We behold the guide of youth,
At the Sabbath school :  1'll away, &e.

4. May the dews of grace fill the hallow’d place,
And the sunshine never fail.
While each blooming rose which in memory grows
Shall a sweet 'perfumt- exhal
When wo mingle here no more,
But have met on Jordan's ahm\,
We will talk of moments o’er,
At the Sabbath school ; 1'll away, &c.




Woisby  QH! WE LOVE TO 00

Miss Saran Haminton.
~

2. Oh! we love to come to our Sabbath home,
‘When the si s’ toil is o'er,
And read and sing of our heavenly King,
And learn to love Him move.
2. Oh! we love to come to our Sabbath home,
But we would not come alone ;
We would each bring in, from the depths of sin,
Some wretched, wandering one:




RUTHS ARE SPOKEN,

Music adapted from MuLLER, by I. B. W
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d gospel's taught, Promises of
n e Special care,
h}l ren,listen to the sound—Gather where,sw

uffer them t
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, to heaven is gone: He whom I
e, and I'll pursue The narrow

v «lﬂnh(‘t: W ent The road thatle
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This is the way 1 long
And mourned becaus

y :f and burden.
Ben e I was not save

Cho. Oh! who's like

4,

The more I strove again
I felt its weight and gai
Till late I heard my Sai

“ome hither, soul, T &

. Oh! who's like J




With-in its walls, a
; Oh! what has all the
nd songs of praise be given To Him who dwells a-
Welllvead, and sine, and pray That we may keep the

ﬁi -
4 g 3 -8 ol, the 8 750 |
5 I» The Sunday-school, the Sunday-school, Oh!
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1 Let us, with a joy-ful mind, Praisethe
*{ For his mer-cies shall en-dure, Ev - er
{ He, with all-com - manding might. Filled the
*{ For his mer-cies shall en-dure, Ev -er fail

3. All things living he doth feed,
His full hand supplies their need;
For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Hallelujah!| ~ Amen.

. He his chosen race did bless,
In the wasteful wilderness;
For his merecies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Hallelujah! Amen,




THE ANGELS SINGING;

Composed by A. CuLyn
N

appy morn. Jovful tidings bringing, “Christ, the Lord is born!
I y! This of all the others, Is the Childre
advent here ? Where a ca-rol sweeter To his gen -tle e

-
the sign) See the new-born stranger, Hail the Babe divine!”
‘as we, Christ, the Prince of Glory, Slept on Ma knee.
defiled, None so love and fear him s a- Chr

== ‘?_j

In the highest sing!




OR, CHRISTMAS CAR

4. In the highest regions, 5. Let us then pursue him
Now upon his throne, To his throne of grac
All the blood-bought legions t Let us pray unto him,
Claim him Lord alone; | Looking in his face:
But of all wh’ adore him, “Onee in childhood’s wea
With triumphant song, Christ, like us, wert €
Children stand before him In love, truth, and mee!
In the greatest threng. Malke us like thee no
COho. Glory, dre. Cho. Glory, dro.




In the light, in the light: Sweetest pleasure whilewe live—In the light of God. )
‘—In the light, in the light: Solid ¢comfort when we die—In the light of God. )
be—In the light, inthe light : Lasting as e - ter-ni-ty—In the light of God. !

d—In the light, in the light: Then mybliss shallnever end—In the bight of God. §

LS

a

Shall we ever rise to dwell

‘Where immortal praises swell ?

And can children ever go

Where eternal Sabbaths glow ?
Cho. Letus walk, &c.

3.
Yes, that bliss our own may be ;
All the good shall Jésus see
For the good a rest remains,
‘Where the glorious Saviour reigns,
Cho. Let us walk, &c.




COME, TAKE MY HAND, GIVE YOU
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1. Let us all, both old and young, Every day grow better :
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CHOR D S o each verse.

;—1—7:':2?*'----“ PSS tsfa“h_t' fﬁ b

* Thro' our path be-low. Comc, take my hand gwe youzsto me, AmI faith- ful we will b
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try to be, And theu “e’ll all re - joice, re - joice,
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3. ,
We will love our parents dear, | et us one and all engage, | Let us n
Serve, obey, and honor; That like friends and brothers Howsoever
Ne'er will them deceive, We in peace will live, But in ¢ f
Nor their bosoms grieve. And our foes forgive. Love anﬁ b

Cho.—Come, take, &, Cho.—Come, take, de.
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youth-ful band, Anc[ seek the plains of  light.

tit.‘he rock,

e»ﬂouk, | In that bright land no sin is founrl

eIl

Onr Teacherskind dopoint the way.
But all are liappy there ; And guide our feet aright
And joyful voices there shall join Bo those brightrealms of endless day
I ‘With the angelic choir. | ‘Where Jesus is the light.
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1. From the recesses of a lowly spirit,
Our humble prayer ascends, O | Father, | hear it |
Borne on the trembling wings of | fear and | meekness
For- | give its | weakness.
2. We Iknow, we feel how mean, and how unworthy
The lowly saerifice we | pour be- | fore thee:
‘What can we offer thee, O | Thou most | Holy !
But | sin and | folly.

8. We see thy hand, it leads us, it supports us:
‘We hear thy voiee, it | counsels, . .and it | courts us:
And then we turn away! yet | still thy | kindness
For- | gives our | blindness.

4. Who can resist thy gentle call, appealing
To every generous thought and | grateful | feeling ; |
Oh! who can hear the accents | of thy | merey,
And | never | love thee.
5. Kind Benefactor ! plant within this bosom
The | seeds of | holiness, | and let them blossom
In fragrance, and in beauty | bright and | vernal,
And | spring e- | ternal.

6. Then place them in those everlasting gardens
‘Where angels walk, and | seraphs. .are the | wardens; 7
Where every flower, brought safe through | death’s dark | portal,
& Be- | comes im- | mortal. '




- HOMEWARD BOUND.

Arr. by Rev. J, W. DApyMON.
FINE.

. 6. Prom-ise of which on us cach he lJcstowcd

T - . - : T e
ut on an ocean all boundless we rlde,. We 're homeward bound, homeward beund,
Tossed on the waves of a rough, restless tide, We're, &e.

We Te, &.c
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Far from the safe, q

ui-et  har-bor we 've rode, Seeking our Father’s celestial nbode,
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2. Wﬂdiy the storm sweeps us on as it roars,
We 're homeward bound ;
Look! yonder lie the bright heavenly shores,
‘We 're homeward bound;
Steady, O pilot! stand firm at the wheel,
Steady! we soon shall outweather the rmle
O bow we ﬂy’ ‘neath the loud creaking sail,
- . We'’re homeward bound.

a1l ell the world as we journey alou

'reé homeward bound;
suade them to enter our throng,
’re homeward bound ;

Come, trombling sinner, forlorn and oppressed,
Join in our number, O. come and be blest;
Journey ‘with us to the mansions of rest,

‘We 're homeward bound. *

1. Into the harbor of heaven now we glide,
We’re home at last;
Softly we driff o'er its bright silver tide,
‘We're home at last;
Glory to God! all our dangers are o'er,
We stand secure on the glorified shore,
Glory to God! we will shout evermore.
‘We're home at last.




THE TREE OF LIFE.

DISTINOTLY, AND MODERATELY QUICK. Musm and. Wordl Br L. 'Wn.m
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1§On a hill stands a beau-ti - ful {iree, Its frult is all gold-en and faﬁ.r2 ;

And its shades and its treas-ures are free  For all who may thith - er

re - pair;
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JIts leaves ev - er green, do not dm. ta ﬂow crs with fm - grance a - bound,

e s e e e e

Its splen -dor en - rap-tures the eye, Its branch.es with mn - sic
P e,

el

re - sound.
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2. Though thousands by night and by day 8. On Zion's fair mount you behold
Ilave feasted and gathered in store, Its form in bright grandeur arise,
Have borne its rich bounties away, There glitter its green and its gold,
Its fullness remains evermore; There lifts its tall head to the skies;
Oh what is its name ? who can tell? *T'was planted by Infinite love,
And the hill—where, oh where can it be? From the hills everlasting it came,
By thy side I will haste me to dwell, Trurn ETEENAL, they call it above,

O wonderful—beautiful tree.

But BisLE. on earth, is its name.




1. Sabbath schools must have their concert When th' appointed time comes round ; Surely, "tis a precious
B (,lnld ren love their own dear

meeting, For the children there are found. 'Tis nof safe to pass it over, For the rain or for the snow ;
moeeting; Parents, why not let them go ? I J |
O e o i B dN*" sk i
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2. There, they sing of him who never Jesus says, Why should they linger,
Thrust asidestheir precious claims* (Speaking from his throne abowve,)
But took ehildren to his bosom, Till they ave a little older,
As a shepherd doth his Iambs. Since they're old enough to love?
Some there were who tried to keep them 4, 0, then, let them have their conecert,
‘Waiting, till some other day; Be tho weather foul or fair:
Yet the Lord, their zeal rebuking, Ho that when the Saviour ealis them,
Told fhem of & better way. They may answer, * Here we are.”
B. There, their hearts go up to heaven, Tell them they can't gome too early, .
On the fragrant breath of prayer; To their Friend who reigns above;
Who shall say it is too early For, ere they can lisp his praises,

e the children to be there? They are old enough to love.
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‘ 1 all love one an - oth - er, We all love one an - oth - er,

‘ 2. We al - ways love our pa - rents, We al - ways love our pa - rents,

{ 3. We love our lit - tle sis - ters, We love our lit - tle sis - ters,

| 4. We love the Ho-ly Bi -, ble, We love the Ho - ly Bi - ble,

| 5. We try to love the Sa - viour, We try to love the . Ba - viour,

i 6. We hope to pget to hea - . ven, We hope to get to hea - ven, - We

T
e m— — _S [ ]

all love one an - oth - er, And keep the gold - en ﬁc.
| al - ways love our pa - rents, As chil - dren ought to  do.
| love our lit - tle sis - ters, We love our bro - thers too.
| love the e -ly Bi - ble, Which tells us what to do.

Sing on, love on, a
try to love the Sa viour, Who shed for us his blood.
hope to get to hea - ven, And sing the songs of love.
i
[ :p_f_Eﬁ__._ﬁ_
- —p- W Eo et S —
e P

N ~

el

i ' : 7 : -
1 lit - tle band of lov - ingones: Sing on, love .on, & lit - tle, hap-py b?:'ul.
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*Come to me.”
. W. B. BRADBURY,
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“The Lord is my Shepherd.”

PURCELL.
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1. With tearful eyes I look around,
Life seems a dark and | stormy | sea;
Yet ’midst the gloom T hear a sound,
A heavenly | whisper, | “Come to | me.”

2. It tells me of a place of rest—
It tells me where my | soul may | flee;
Oh! to the weary, faint, oppressed,
How sweet the | bidding, | “Come to | me.
3. When nature shudders, loth to part
From all T love, en- | joy,and | see;
When a faint chill steals o'er my heart,
A sweet voice | utters, | “Come to | me.”

»

4, Come, for all else must fail and die,
Earth is no resting- | place for | thee;
Heavenward direct thy weeping eye,
I am thy | portion, | “Come to | me.”

5. 0 voice of merey ! voice of love!
In conflict, grief, and | ago- | ny,
~ Support me, cheer me from above !
. d gently | whisper, | “Comse fo | me.”

£ e e 1 ' Y ik
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. The Lord | is my | Shepherd ;
I | shall— | not— | want.
2. He maketh me to lie down | in green | pas
tures :
He leadethme be- | side the | still— | waters.
3. He rc—J storeth my | soul:
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness |
for his | name's— | sake.

4. Yea, though T walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I will | fear | no evil :
For thou art with me: thy rod and thy | staff

they | comfort | me.

5. Thou preparest a table before me in the pres-
ence | of mine | enemies.
Thou anointest ' my head with oil: my |
cup— | runneth | over.
6. Surely goodness and merey shall follow me
all the | days of my | life:
And I will dwell in the | house of the | Lord
for | ever.




THE ANGELS TOLD ME $0. _ Duet and Chor

"us,
Words by Rev. Sroyey Dyer. 44‘ usic by HorAce WATERS,
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1. Tho’they may lay beneath the groundThe form of Alle déar, I know his spirit hovers round, And
2. His form re-posed upon the bier, In sweet, che-ru-bic rest, When others came to shed a tear, And

3. And as he gazed his eyes grew bright, And joy o'erspread his brow, While he exclaims in rapt delight, * Oh,
e Al PR
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mingles with us here, His home may be inheaven above, Yet oft to us below, He will return to breathe his love, The
ease his aching breast. But Willie felt no throbbing pain, As he repeats, **I know Dear Alle will come back again, The
there is Alle now !" I knew he would return to see Those he so loved below, And be a brother still to me, The

Gperee—pl el erels SO el M

OHORUS. Repeatp. [For Chorus repeat last line of each verse.]

Jo e
Nore.—This song was written by thonghts suggested from the following narrative :—‘‘ A beauntiful ineident occurred in a
family near the city of New York & short time since. A son, some eight or nine years of age, laid very ill, and had been so for
some days, when a little brother, some six or seven years old, came into the honse, and said to his mother, ‘ Alle (the sick
brother) is going away where we can’t sée him. He is going to heaven ; two little angels came and {old me he was Eoing, buthe
would come back and see me after he went away.” In a day or two Alle’s spirit took its departure. IHis little brother su ed
he had departed bodily. Previous to the funeral, the father took the child into the room to see the body, and explain to %jﬂl
mistake. Entering the room, he exclaimed, ¢ Oh, there’s Allg ; the litilo angels told me he would come back and see 2" ' 3
. 4 &
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1. Little children, love the Saviour, Turn your wayward hearts to him, e wﬂl qmde you, he will lead you
D. 0. He'll protect, and love, and bless you,

Far away from mortal vision Lies a land celestial br.\g])l, Where a band of white-robed seraphs
. €. For God shields his precious ehildren

—— L4 4
- 3

Thro' life's pathway, dark and dim; Lean on him when you are weary, Ie'll support you with fond care;
Yor like you his an-gels are,

Chase a-way the shades of night; Where ne'er comes a thought of evil To disturb the ho - 1y calm ;
From all fear of troubling harm,

8. 4.
Jesus died for you, dear children, Oh! there's joy in rightly doing,
Died that you might happy be; Never found in vice or sin ;
That you might from sin and angunish Then obey the risen Haviou r,
Be at Iast for ever free, If a home in heaven you’d win.
Can you, will you slight his goodness, Read the Bible: it will point you
‘Walk in ginful pleasure’s ways ? To hright scenes of bliss on high,
And forget your daily duties, Where there's rest for all the weary,

Offering him your prayers and praise. And our loved ones never dia




the Lord the children’s hymn, His gentle love de - clare, Who bends a- mid the
».s.  Helearn'd the first small

R R r:[::

2. He held us to his mighty breast, 8. Lo, from the stars His face will turn
The children of the earth; On ustwith glances mild ;
e lifted up His hands and blessed The angels of his presence yearn
The babes of human birth. ‘ To bless the little child.
So shall He be to us, our God, Sing to the Lord the children’s I:ymn,
Our gracious Saviour, too: His gentle love declare,
The scenes we tread his footsteps trod, Who bends amid the Seraphim,

The paths of youth he knew. To hear the children’s prayer.
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Come, ye children, and a-dore him, Lord he reigns above ;

Come, and worship now ba-fore him, He hath call’d you by his love,

o A ]

Sl

blessing,

v .
Of his all-abounding grace: Come, with humble hearts, expressing All your gratitudeand prlaise_
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CHILDREN.

On this holy day of gladness,
We will join in praises meet;
Eyery bosom free from sadness—

All with happiness replete.
Oh to feel the love of Jesus!
Oh to know that from above,
Still onr heavenly Father sees us
‘With an eye of tender love!

TEACHERS.

Dearest children, now adore him ;
Swell alond the joyful strainz

Let the nations bow before him—
Eecho back the notes again.

While he will accept the praises,
E'en from every heart aud tongue,

Those to him an infant raises,

_Btill are sweetest of the song.

e,

CHILDREN.
Lord of all, our heart's oblation
Now ascends to thee alone;
We would come, with all the nation,
Now to worship at the throne.
Teachers! will you join the chorus?
Join in hymning forth thy praise,
Who, for our redemption. shows us
All the riches of his grace.

TEACHEES AND CHILDREN,
Praise to thee, O Lord, for ever!
Gladly now we all unite;

Praise to thee. O Lord, the giver,
Blessed Lord, of life and light!
Ransomed nation, spread the story
Resued people, ne'er give o’er,
All his grace and all his glory,
Oh proclaim for evermore,

} He will grant you ev'ry




DEAR FATHER, ERE WE PART.
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1, {D(’il.l Fa - ther, ere we ;'mr Now let thy grace descend,

And fill our }outhfu] heart With peace from Christour F; riend. § May show'rs of blessings from a-bove De-

9 May we, in af- ter years, With grat-i- turlc Te- vmw, 1
* 1 The ser - vice of this ‘day, The work we now pur-sue; §And spced our way to worlds above, With
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Descend and fill
- scend and fil our hearts with love, De - scend and fill our hearts with love.
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With hearts all fired
hearts all fired with ho - ly love, With hearts all . fired with  ho - ly love.

{. Then, when our spirits leave
These tenements of clay,
May they to God who gave,
Ascend, in endless day.
And sing with paren's, teachers, friends,
That anthem sweef which never ends,

3. We know that soon on earth
The fondest ties must end,—
Our own most cherished hopes
To death's cold hand must bend.
The fairest flowers in all their bloom,
Must soon lie withered in the tomb.




_VITAI. SPARK OF HEAVENLY FLAME.

try by Ammm POrE. A FUNERATL HYMN. Music by ITORAGH WAYBRS.
.Amiante

. 4 ™ .
i e v '*_?"“ rﬂ*]_‘— S B
o o 'ﬂ e 58 i % 2 R @ @
sz d 559 % g e—as s‘ﬁt R

1. Vit - al spark of hrfun,u!y flame, Quit, oh quit this mortal frame, Trembling, hoping, lm“cnng, fly-ing—
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Hark! they whisper ; angels say, The world recedes: it disappears |
“ Sister spirit, come away ;” Heaven opens on my eyes ; my ears
What is this absorbs me quite ! With sounds, with sounds seraphic ring:
Steals my senses, shuts my sight, i Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly!

Drowns my sme dmws my breath ? O grave! where is thy vietory ?
O death! O death! where is thy sting?
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1 Once was heard the song of chil - dren, By the 8a - viour, when on earth;
=1 Joy - ful in the Ba - cred tem - l\lo, BShouts of youth-fnl praise had birth;
2 Palms of vle - fory strewna- round him, Garments epread bs - neath hia feet,
* 1 Pro - phet of the Lord they erowned him, In fair Sa - lem's crowd -ed  street,
God o'er all, In - hea-ven réign-ing, We this day thy glo - ry sing,
Not with palms = thy path- way strew -ing,— We would lof - tier trib - ute  bring,
4 Oh, though hum - ble "is ‘our of - fering, Lord, ac - cept our grate- fnl lays,
These from c¢hil - dren-once pro - ceed - ing, Thou didst deem ** per- fect - ed praise,"*

H. 8s, 7s & 4s.
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And” ho -'san - mas, . And" ho - san - ‘nas, Loud to Da-vid's Son break forth.
‘While ho - san - nas, While ho - san - nas, Fiom the lips of chil - dren ereet.
Glad ho - san - nas, lad ho - san - nas, To our Pro - phet, Priest, and li\'ing.
Now ho- nan - nas, Now ho- san - nas, Ba - viour, Lord, to thee we raise.

il
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1 O'Enuthe gloomy hills of darkness,
Look, my soul—be still and gaze
See the promises advancing
To a glorious day of grace!
Blessed jubilee!
810t thy glorious morning dawn !
2. Let the dark, benighted pagan,

Let the rude barbarian, see
That divine and glorlous eonguést

Once obtained on Calvary,
Let the gospel
Loud resound from pole to pole.

Fly abroad, thon mighty gospel ;

May thy lasting, wide dominions
Mulfiply, and still increase ;
Sway the sceptre,
Saviour, all the world around !
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\ Win and conquer-—never conse i



FRANKE. L. M. Double.

Arranged by HAsTINGS.

A - wake our  souls,
A - wake and run
But they for - get
Py { The might-y God,
And firm en - dures,
While such as trust
On wings of love

a - way our fears, Let
the heavenly race,
the might-y God, That feeds the strength of ev - ery saint:
whose matchless power Is
while end - less years Their ev - er - last - ing
their na - tive strength Shall melt a - way, and droop, and die.
our souls shall fly,

]
ev - ery trembling thought be gone;
And put a cheerful courage on.
new and

ev - er €v - er young,

cir - cles run,
a - mid the

Nor tire heavenly road.
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2. Trne,'tis a straight and thorn-y
4. For thee, the o -
b. Swift as an’' ea -

b=t

gle cuts the

spir - its
ver - flow- ing spring, Our souls shall drink a

tire and faint;
fresh sup - ply,
thine a - bode;

road And mor - tal

air We'll mount a - loff to
= 5 o

i

e | el ra e
” A

1, Way have we lips if not to sing
The praises of our heavenly King?
‘Why have we hearts, if not to love
Our Father and our Friend above ?

2. Why were our curious bodies made,

And every part in order laid ?

Why, but that each of us might stand
living wonder from his hand ?
‘Why have we souls, if not to know

'he God from whom our mercies flow ?
this can never be our lof,
Benseless hrutes, to know him not,
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THE OBJECT OF OUR CREATION.

4. Why have we life 7—if not to gain *
Immortal life, *tis worse than vain :
This is the end from which "twas given
‘We live on earth, to live in heaven.

b. Why did the Saviour leave the sky,
Hang on a cross, and bleed, and die?
And why are kind persuasions sent %
To call and win us to repent ?—

6. Surely it is—that robed in white,
And made well-pleasing in his sight,
Our souls may join the happy throng,
And sing the everlasting song,
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SELECTED HYMNS

Tune, DuaNe StrEeT. L. M.

A poor, wayfaring man of grief

Hath often crossed me on my way,
‘Who sued so humbly for relief,

That I could never answer Nay. .
I had not power to ask his name,
Whither he went, or whence he came,
Yet there was something in his eye
That won my love, I knew not why.

. Once, when my scanty meal was spread,

He entered ; not a word he spake ;
Just perishing for want of bread,

I gave him all ; he blessed it, brake,
And ate, but gave me part again.
Mine was an angel’s portion then;
And while I fed with eager haste,
The crust was manna to my taste.

1 spied him where a fountain burst
‘lear from the rock; his strength was gone

The heedless water mocked his thirst,

He heard it, saw it hurrying on.
1 ran and raised the sufferer up ;
Thrice from the stream he drained my cup,
Dipped, and returned it rununing o’er,
I drank, and never thirsted more.

"T'was night ; the floods were out ; it blew
A wintry hurricane aloof ;
I heard his voice abroad, and flew
To bid him welcome to my roof.
I warmed, I clothed, I cheered my guest ;
Laid him on mine own couch to rest;
Then nade the earth-my bed, and seemed
In Eden’s garden while I dreamed.

Stripped, wounded, beatenmigh to death,
I found him by the highway side ;

1 roused his pulse, brought back his breath,
Revived his spirit, :\nﬁ supplied

Wine, oil, refreshment, he was healed.

1 had, mysell a wound concealed :

But, from that hour, forgot the smart,

And peace bound up my broken heart.

6. In prison I saw him next, condemned
‘T'o meet a traitor’s doom at morn ;
The tide of lying tongues 1 stemmed,
And honored him 'mid shame and scorn.
My friendship’s utmost zeal to try,
He asked if [ for him would die ;
The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill,
But the free spirit cried, * I will,”

7. Then, in & moment, to my view

The stranger started from disguise ;
The tokens in his hands I knew ;

My Saviour stood before my eyes!
He spake, and my poor name he named ;

“ Of me thou hast not been ashamed ;

These deeds shall thy memorial be :
Faar not ; thou did’st it unto me."

Tune, Winpuam. L. M.

1. Jesus, and shall it ever be,
A mortal man ashamed of thee!
Ashamed of thee whom angels praise,
Whose glories shine thro’ endless days.

2. Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far
Let evening blush to own a star:
He sheds the beam of light divine
O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3. Ashamed of Jesus! that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend !
No! when I'blush, beé this my shame,
That I no more revere his name.

4. Ashamed of Jesus! yes, I may
When I've no guilt to wipe away;
No tear 10 wipe, no good 1o crave ;
No fear to quell, no soul to save.

5. Till then—nor is my boasting vain-
Till then I boast a Saviour slain!
And oh! may this my glory be,
That Christ is not ashamed of me,

e ——




Tune, Rest. L.M.

1. AsLEEP in Jesus! blessed sleep!
From which none ever wake to weep ;
A calm and undisturbed repose,
Unbroken by the last of foes.

2. Asleep in Jesus ! O how sweet
To be for such a slumber meet!
‘With holy confidence to sing
That death has lost its cruel sting.

3. Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest,
‘Whose waking is supremely blest ;
No fear, no woe shall dim that hour
That manifests the Saviour’s power.

4, Asleop in Jesus! O for me
May such a blissful refuge be ;
Securely shall my ashes lie,
Waiting the summons from on high.

5. Asleep in Jesus! far from thee
Thy k{)ndred and thelr graves may be ;
But there 1s still a blessed sleep,
From which none ever wake to weep.

Tune, Warp. L. M.

1. Benownp a stranger at the door;
He gently knocks—has knocked before,
Has waited long—is waiting still—
You treat no other friend so ill.

2. Oh! lovely attitude—He stands
‘With melting heart and loaded hands ;
Oh! matchless kindness—and He shows
This matehless kindness to is foes.

3. But will He prove a friend indeed ?
He will—the very Friend you need :
The Friend of sinners—yes, ’tis He,
‘With garments dyed on Calvary.

‘4. Rise, touched with gratitude divine,
Turn ont His enemy and thine ;
soul-destroying monster, sin,—
the heavenly Stranger in.

SELECTED HYMNS.
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. Inevery land begin the song:
i 1

. ‘Admit Liimy ere hig anger burn—

His feet, departed, ne'er return;
Admit Him, or the hour's at hand
You’ll at kis door'rejected stand.

Tune, Warp. L. M.

. Say, sinner! hath a voice within

Oft whispered to thy secret soul,
Urged thee to leave the ways of sin,
And yield thy heart to God’s control,

Sinner! it was a heavenly voice,—
It was the Spirit’s gracious call ;

It bade thee inake the better choice,
And haste to seek in Christ thine all.

. Spurn not the call to life and light ;

Regard, in time, the warning kind ;
That call thou may’st not always slight,
And yet the gate of mercy find.

. God's Spirit will not always strive

With lmrdpned.. self-destroying man ;
Ye who persist His love to grieve,
May not hear his voice again.

. Sinner ! perhaps, this very day,

Thy last accepted time may be:
Oh! should'st thou grieve Him now away,
Then hope may never beam on thee.

Tune, OLp Hunprep. L. M.

. From all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator’s praise arise ;
Let the Redeemer’s praise be sung,
Thro’ every land, by every tongue.

. Eternal are thy mercies, Lord,

Eternal truth attends thy word ;
Thy name shall sound from shore to shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.

In every land the strains belong ;
In cheerful sounds all voices rai
And fill the world with loudest |
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- ny ono be - gin. too Eoon,
too  soon, when life's: be - gun,
too soon, our. guilt to own,
too soon, the path to shun,
too  soon, in childhood's moon,

'TIS NOT TOO SQON. C. I

In ear - ly years, ‘to know
To sick - en and to die;
In ten - der, bhum - ble prayer,
That leads the soul a - stray;
To put our trust in God:
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| *Tis not .too soon, ‘when wrong is  done, To seck for grace en high.
i "Tis not too soon when we're un- done, To trust a Ba - viour'’s care.
| 'Tis not too soon the race is run, A - long the heaven-ly  way.
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‘WaEN I can read my title clear Let cares like a wild deluga come,
To mansions in the skies, And storms of sorrows fall;
I1'1l bid farewell to every fear, Muy I but safely reach my home,
And wipe my weeping eyes. My God, my heaven, my all.
2 )
Should earth against my sonl engage, There I shall bathe my weary soul
And fiery ds be hurled, In seas of heavenly rest,
Then I can smile at Satan's rage, And net a wave of trouble roll
And faca a frowning world. Across my peaceful breast.




Tune, Axtioon. C. M.
1. Jox to the world! the Lord is come!
Let earth receive her King ;
Let every heart prepare him room,
And heaven and nature sing.
92, Joy to the world! the Baviour reigns!
Let men their songs employ ;
‘While fields and floods, rocks, !ulls and plains,
Repeat the sounding joy.
8. No more let sin and sorrow grow,
Nor thorns infest the ground ;
He comes to make his blessings flow
Far as the curse is found.

4. He rules the world with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousness,
And wonders of his love.

T'une, FousTain. C. M.

1. Tuere is a fountain filled with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel's veins ;
And sinners plunged beneath that flood,
Lose all their guilty stains.

2. The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in his day,
And there would I, though vile as he,
‘Wash all my sins away.
8. Dear, dying Lamb! thy precious blood
BShall never lose its power,
Till all the ransomed church of God
Be saved, to sin no more.

4, E'er since by faith I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply ;
Redeeming Jove has been my theme,
And shall be till T die.
B, Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
I'll sing thy power to save;
When this poor, lisping, stammering tongue
Lies silent in the grave.

SELECTED HYMNS.
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. Avrw hail the power of Jesus' name!

. Binners, whose love can ne'er forget

Tune, CoroNATION. C. M.

Let angels prostrate fall;
Bring forth the royal diadem,
And erown him Lord of all.

Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,
Ye ransomed from the fall;

Hail him, who saves you by his grace,
And crown him Lord of all.

The wormwood and the gall ;
Go, spread your triumphs at his feef,
And crown him Lord of all.

Let every kindred, every tribe
On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,
And erown him Lord of all.

O that, with yonder sacred throng,
We at his feet may fall;

‘We 'll join the everlasting song,
And crown him Lord of all.

Tune, Naomr. C. M.
THERE is a dear and hallowed spot
Oft present to my eye—
By saints it ne’er can be forgot—
That place is Calvary.

Oh, what a scene was there displayed
Of love and agony,

‘When our Redeemer bowed his head, |
And died on Calvary!

‘When fainting under guilt’s dread load,
Unto the eross I fly ;

And trust the merit of that blood
Which flowed on Calvary.

‘Whene'er I feel temptation's power,
On Jesus I'll rely 3

And, in the sharp, conflicting hour,

Repair to Calvary.
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. BEr the kind Shepherd, Jesus, stands

L

. The feeblest lamb amidst the flock

. I love in solitude to shed

. Ilove to think on mercies past,

. 1 love by faith to take a view

SELECTED HYMNS.

Tune, Hawviiie. C. M.

With all-engaging charms ;
Hark! how he calls the tender lambs,
And folds them in hig arms.

Permit them to approach, he cries,
Nor scorn their humble name ;

For 'twas to bless such souls as these,
The Lord of angels came.

He 'll lead us to the heavenly streams
‘Where living waters flow;

And guide us to the fruitful fields
VWhere trees of knowledge grow.

Shall be its Shepherd’s care;
‘While folded in the Saviour's arms
‘We 're safe from every snare.

Tune, Woopsrocx. C. M.
I 1.0vE to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care,
And spend the hours of setting day
In humble, grateful prayer.

The penitential tear ;
And all his promises to plead
‘When none but God is near.

And future good implore;
And all my cares and sorrows cast
On him whom I adore.

Of brighter scenes in heaven;
The prospect does my strength renew
While here by tempests driven.
Thus when life's toilsome day is o'er,
May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,
And lead to endless day.

-
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. Taere's not a tint that paints i

Tune, Hapvizie. O.

Tose,
Or decks the lily fair ;

Or streaks the humblest flower that blows,
But God has placed it there.

There's not of grass a single blade,
Or leaf of loveliest green,

‘Where heavenly skill is not displayed,
And heavenly wisdom seen.

. There's not a star whose twinkling light

Shines on the distant earth,
And cheers the silent gloom of night,
But Heaven gave it birth.

. There 's not a place on earth’s vast round,

In ocean's deep, or air,
‘Where skill and wisdom are not fonnd,
For God is every where.

. Around, bgneath, below, above,

Wherever space extends,
There God displays his boundless Iove,
And power with merey blends.

Tune, Avon. C. M.

. How sweet the name of Jesus sounds

In a believer's ear |
1t soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

. It makes the wounded spirit whole,

And calms the troubled breast;

"Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And for the weary, rest.

By thee my prayers acceptance gain,
Although with sin defiled ;

Satan accuses me in vain,
And I am owned a child.

Jesus, my Shepherd, Gunardian, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest, and King,

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise I bring,
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In all our little palaces
Prosperity abound.

Wirnoy these walls be peace
Love through our herders found ;

' God seorns not humble things;
Here, though the proud despise,

I The children of the King of kings
Are training for the skles.




SELECTED

Tune, Laman. B. M.

Awaxe, and sing the song
Of Moses and the Lamb ;

Wake, every heart and every tongue
To praise the Saviour’s name.

2. Sing of his dying love ;

8ing of his rising power ;

Sing how he intercedes above
For those whose sins he bore.

+3. Bing on your heavenly way,
Ye ransomed sinners, sing ;
Bing on, rejoicing (‘vmy day
In Christ the exalted King.
4. Soon we shall hear him say,
¢ Ye blessed children, come ;"
Soon will he eall us hence away,
And take his wanderers home.

. Boon shall our raptured tongue
His endless pralse proclaim ;

And sweeter vaices tune the song
Of Moses and the Lamb.

Tune, BoyrLsTon. S.M,

1. BLesT be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love ;
The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2. Before our Father’s throne
We pour our ardent prayers :
Our fears, our hopes, our alms are one,
Our comforts and our cares.

3. We share our mutual woes ;
Our mutnal burdens bear;
And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear,
4, When we asunder part
It gives us inward pain,
But we shall still be joined in heart,
And hope to meet again.

T

HYMNS.

5. This glorious hope revives
Our courage by the way;
While each m expectation lives,
And longs to sge the (id\.

6. From sorrow, toil, and
And sin we shall be
And perfect love and ir:bmls]up reign
Through all eternity.

Tune, Lenox. H.M.
1. Aeaix we meet, O Lord,
Again we fill this place,
r [il) holy word,
romised grace:
To llt‘ml\ thee for the ufls we share,
The children of thy love and care.

2, Grant ug the listening ear,
The mhh-zsi.nullnu heart,
The mind and will singere,
To choose the better Yart.
To take the learner's lowly seat,
her wisdom at thy feet.

D

3. Through this, and every day,
Teach us thy paths to tread;
Nor let our feet astray
By Satan'’s wiles be led ;
But keep us in the narrow rnul
The road to glory and to God.

Tune, GREBNVILLE. B3 & 7s.
1. Lorp, dismiss us with thy blessing
Fill our hearts with love and peace,
Let us each, thy love po\\v‘elnq,
Trinmph in redeeming g
Oh! refresh us, oh! refresh u
Travelng thro’ this wilderness.

(34

Thanks we give, and adoration,

For the gospel’s joyful sound,
May the fruit of thy salvation

In our hearts and 1i abound ;
May thy presence, may thy presence

With us evermore be found.




LEBANON. 8. M. Double,

J. ZuNDEL.

From “ Plymouth
Coll.”

By permission.
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1. Sweet is the time of spring, When nature’sicharms ap - pear; ’I‘he birds with ceaseless
9, Sweet is the dawn of day, When light just streaks the sky; When shades and darkness
3. Sweet is the ear - ly dew, Which gilds the mountain tops, And decks each plant and
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pleasure sing, And hail the ope - ning year But sweet - er far the spring Uf
pass a - way, And morning’s beams are nigh; But sweet - er far the dawn Of
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Tune, Lesanox. 8. M. Double.

. I was a wandering sheep,

I did not love the fold :
I did not love my Father’s voice,
I would not be controlled,
I was a wayward child,
I did not love my home,
I did not love my Shepherd’s voice,
I loved afar to roam.

. The Shepherd sought his sheep,

The Father sought his child ;

They followed me o'er vale and hill,
O'er deserts waste and wild ;

They found me nigh to death,
Famished, and faint, and lone ;

They bound me with the bands of love,
They saved the wandering one.

. Jesus, my Shepherd is,

"T'was he that loved my soul,
*Twas he that washed me 1n his blood,
"T'was he that made me whole. -
"Twas he that sought the lost,
That found the wandering sheep,
*Twas he that brought me to the fold,
*Tis he vhat still doth keep.

. No more a wandering sheep,

I love to be controlled :
1 love my tender Shepherd's voice,
1 love the peaceful fold ;
No more a wayward child,
1 seek no more to roam,
I love my heavenly Father's voice,
I love, I love his home.
Tuné, LEnanon. B. M. Double.
How beauteous are their feet,
Who stand on Zion’s hill!
‘Who bring salvation on their tongues,
And words of peace reveal.
How charming is their voice !
How sweet their tidings are!
“ Zion, behold thy Saviour King,
He reigns and Iriumphs here.”

»
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How happy are our ears,
That hear the joyful sound,
Which kings and prophets waited for,
And sought, but never found.
How blessed are our eyes,
That see this heavenly light!
Prophets and kings desired 1t long,
But died without the sight.

. The watchmen join their voice.

And tnneful notes employ ;
Jerusulem breaks forth in songs,
And deserts learn the joy !
0O God, maKe bare Thine arm
Through all the earth abroad ;
Let every nation now behold
Their Saviour and their God.

Tune, LEBaxvon. S. M. Double.
I want a heart to pray,
To pray and never cease ;
Never to murmur at Thy stay,
Or wish my sufferings less.
This blessing, above all,—
Always to pray—I want ;
Out of the deep on Thee to call,
And never, never faint.

1 want a true regard,
A single, steady aim,—
Unmoved by threat'ning or reward,
To Thee and Thy great namel
A jealous, jusl, concern,
For Thine immortal praise,
A pure desire that all may learn
And glorify Thy grace.
I rest upon Thy word,
The promise is for me,
My succor and salvation, Lord,
Shall surely come from Thee
But let me still atade,
Nor from my hope remove,
Till Thou my patient spirit guide
Into Thy perfect love.
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1. My country! ’tis

“of thee, Sweel land of

3. Let mu-sic

Our fathers” God! to thee, Author of

|
lib - er-y,
2. My mativé coun- try!thee, Land of the no - ble free, Thyname I
swell the breeze, Aud sing from all “the trées Sweet
Li - ber-ty!

B s,
Of thee 1 sing ;  Land where my

love ; I love thy
reedom’s song ; Let mortal
To thee we sing; Long may our

mountain side

Let freedom ring.

fa - thers died, Land of the Pilgrims’ pride, From ev-ery
rocks and rills, Thy woods and templed hills: My heart with rap - ture thrills, Like that a - bove.
tongues awake ; Let all that breathe partake : Let rocks their s1 - lence break, The sound pro-long.

land be bright With freedom’s holy light: Protect

us

by thy might, Great God, our King!
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1. Gromy to God on high!
Let heaven and earth reply,
N ‘Praise ye his namel”
Angels his love adore,
Who all our sorrows bore ;
Saints, sing for evermore,
“Worthy the Lamb!”
2, Join, all the ransomed race,
Our Lord and God to bless,
Praise yo his name.

Making a cheerfi
Bhouting, with heart and voice,
“ Worthy the Lamb !
3, Soon must we change our place,
Yet wilkwe never cease
Praising his name ;
Still will we tribute bring;
Hail him our gracions King ;
And, through all ages, sing
“Worthy the Lamb
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! 2. What have I gained by sin, he said,
l But hunger, shame, and fear :
My father’s house abounds in bread,
While I am starving here.
T'll not die here, &c.
3. I'll go and tell him all I've done,
¥Fall down before his face,
Unworthy to be called his son,
T’ll seek a servant’s place.
Tl not die here, &c.
4. His father saw him coming back,
He saw, he ran, he smiled ,
And threw his arms around the neck
Of his rebellious child.
T'll die no more, &c.

Published by Horace WaTERs 333 Broadway, N.

5. O father, I have sinned, forgive—
Enough, the father said :
l.{‘J‘mce. my house, my son’s alive,
For whomn I mourned as dead.
T'll die no more, &c.
. Now let the fatted ealf be slain,
And spread the news around !
My son was dead, and lives again,
‘Was lost but now is found.

I'll die no more, &c.

Tis thus the Lord his love reveals,
To ¢all poor sinners home.

More than a father’s love he feels,
And welcomes all that come

I'll die no more, &c.
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ZADOC, s, 6 lines,

Rock  of ges! cleft for me; Tet me Thide my - self in . thee!
. . Be of sin the don - ble cure—Cleanseme from its guilt and power.
2. Conld my =zeal - no res - pite  know. Could. my tears for ey - er flow—
D. C. Noth- ing -~ in my hand I bring; S8ims> ply to thy Cross I cling,
8. While I draw this fleet-ing ° breath, When my . eye - lids close in death,
D, © Roek of - A - ges! ocleft for me, Let me - hide my - self in thee!
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Let the wa - ter and the Dblood, From thy riv - en side that flowed,
All for sin could not & - tome: Thou must save, and thou a - lone!
When I  soar to worlds un - known, See  thee on thy judg-ment throne,—
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1. SAFELY through another week 2. While we seek supplies of grace,
God has brought us on our way; Through the dear Redeemer's name,
Let us now a blessing seck, fhow thy reconciling face,
‘Waiting in his courts to day,— Take away our sin and shame;
Day of all the week the best, From our worldly cares set free,
Emblem of eternal rost. May we trust, this day, in thee.
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1. Hark, my soul! it 15 ihy Sa - viour; liP'iI‘hIS v\,ord

2. “Mine be an un - changing ngh-cr than the hmg,hlsa - bove,

3. “Thou shalt see my glo - When the work of grace is done.

4. Lord! it is my  chief com - my love is cold and faint;

P E—E—Et =

S

.!e - sus spe’lks nnd sperﬂ\s to

Deep - er than the depths be - neath,
Part - ner of my,  throne shult be;
Yet I love thee, and
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, poor sin_ - ner, lov'st thou me?

and  faith - ful, strong as death

, poot sin - mner, lov’st thou me?

fox grace lu love thee morel
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1. Soox will set the Sabbath sun,
Soon the sacred day be gone;
But a sweeter rest remains,

Where the glorious Saviour reigns.

2. Pleasant is the Sabbath bell,
Seeming much of joy to tell 5 3
Kind our teachers are to-day,
In the school we love to stay.

3, But a music, sweeter far,
Breathes where angel spirits are;

Higher far than earthly strains;
Where the rest of God remains.

. 8hall we ever rise to dwell

Where immortal praises swell ?
And can children ever go
Where eternal Sabbaths glow ?

. Yes:—that rest our own may be,

All the good shall Jesus see ;
For the i ood a rest remains,
‘Where the glorlous Saviour reigns




, TELL US OF THE NIGHT. 7s. Double.

Or. LOWELL MASON.
SOLO 'rw.un

1. Watchman, tell vs ‘ot the night, What its signs of prom-ise are, Traveler, o'er yon mountain’s

hULO SOPR ANO.
e e

[~
height, Bee th‘lt glo - ry beam- lrlg star! Wélw]lm'm,doe_s Jls beauteous ray Aught of

SOLO TENOR OR BASS.

e M

¥
hope or joy foretell? vacllc.r)es it brings 1hc day: Pronnsed day of Is - ra Bl
Chorus for Ist and 2d verses. N Chorus for 3d verse.
: ‘ ;

1. Traveller, yes

; it brings the day—Promised day of Is - ra-el!
2. Traveller, a ari

its own; See,

it Biicats olur dikcthict euth) 3. Traveller, lo, the Prince of

Lo, the Son of " God




SELECTED HYMNS.

3. Watchman, tell us of the night,
Higher yet that star ascends ;
Traveler, blessedness and llghL.
Peace and truth its course portends ;
Watchman, will its beams alone
Gild the spot that gave them birth?
Traveler, ages are ils own :
See, it bursts o’er all the earth!
. Watchman, tell us of the night,
For the darkness scems to dawn,
Traveler, darkness takes its flight,
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.

w

Hie thee to thy quiet home :—
Traveler, lo! the Prince of Pea
Lo the Son of God is come

8¢,

Tune, SEYMoUR. Ts.
HoLy Bible! book divine!
Precious treasure! thou art mine!
Mine, to tell me whence I came :
Mine, to teach me what I am.

2. Mine, to chide me when I rove .
Mine, to show a Saviour’s love ;
Mine, art thou to guide my feet,
Mine, to judge, condemn, acquil.

. Mine, to comfort ind
If the Holy Spirit bles

i Mine, to show, by llving faith,

Man can triumph over death.

4. Mine, to tell of joys to come,
And Llu‘ rebel sinner’s doom ;
Oh, thou precious book divine,
Priceless treasure ! thou art mine!

bt

)

Tune, Seymouver. 7s.

SorrLy fades the twilight ray

Of the holy Sabbath day ;

Gently as life's setling sun,

When the Christian’s eourse 1 run,

Watchman, let thy wanderings coase

2.

)

o

¥

Night her solemn mantle spreads
O’er the earth as daylight fades;
All things tell of calm repose

At the holy Sabbath’s close,

., Peace is on the world abroad ;

*Tis the holy peace of God—
HBymbel of the peace within,
‘When the Spirit rests from sin.

. 8tilljthe Spirit lingers near,

‘Where the evening worshiper,
Beeks communion with the skies,
Pressing onward to the prize.

. Saviour, may our Sabbaths be

Days of peace and joy in Thee,
Till in heaven our souls repose,
Where the Babbaths ne'er shall closeg

Tune, ONTTIA, 7s.
BAaviour, may a little child
Through thy grace be reconciled,
Who can feel indeed within
Much of evil, much of sin ?
Yes, thon I’st, and that’s my plea,
“ Suffer such to come to me ;
Turn no little child away,
Heaven is fill'd with such as they.”

Saviour! to thine arms I I'I\'
Ere my childhood passes
In thy f my years be past,
Whether first, or midst, or last

Tune, WiLmor. Ts.
ALL ye n ations, praise the Lord !
All ye lands, your ices raise ;
Heaven and earth, with loud m.t‘rn‘d
Praise the Lord—forever praise !

. Tor his truth and mercy stand,

Past, and present, and to be,
Like the years of his right h&nd,
Like his own etemlty.




DEW-DROPS. 8s & 5s. D. 8. B. BenveET.
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1. See the shin - ing dew - drops, On the ~ flow-ers  strewed.
2. Bee the morn - ing sun - beams Light - ing up the wood,
8. Hear the moun - tain stream - let, In the sol - i - tude,
4. - In the - leaf' - ¥ tree - tops, ‘Where no fears in - trude
5. Bring, my  heart, thy tri - bute, Songs  of grat - 1 - tude,
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Prov - ing as they spar - kle, “ God is ev - er good."
Bi - lent -1y pro - claim - ing, “ God is ey - er good."
With its rip = ple say - - ing, “ God is ev - @er good.”
Mer_ R birds are ging - ing, “God is ev =+ er good."
While all na - tore ut - - ‘ters, “God is ey - er good.”
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1. Jesus, high in glory, 8. Bave us. Lord, from sinning,
Lend a listening ear ; Watch us day by day;
‘When we bow before thee, Help us now to love thee,
Infant praises hear. Take our sins away.
2: Though thou art so holy, 4. Then, when Jesus calls us
Heaven's almighty King, To our heavenly home,
lon wilt sioop to listen We would gladly answer,

n thy praise we sing. * Sayiour, Lord! we comel™




COME AND WELCOME.

2d rrewce. DUET. Words by R;cv H. B. GowER, and used by his parmmi

—~—— C_/
O come, chl]dren, come to the Saviour to-day; Come, for all things are ready, O haste yo a-wa;
2. He iovites you to come, to his words now attend ; He calls yet inlove—He's the children's “best F and‘
3. He died that the souls of the children might live—He lives now in glory their prayers to receive §
4. The Spirit nays, “(Come,"” his gentle voice hear; To-day pray for pardon while Je - sus is near:

18t TREBLE.
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wel - come, Come and wel-cnme, Come .n.ud wolcomn, Wz,lcumn welcomo,
wel -come, Come and ‘wel - come, Come and welcome, wr-lcmuu, weleoma,
wel - come, Come and wel - come, Come and welcome, welcome, welcome,
wel - come, Come and wel - come, Come and welcome, welcome, welcome,
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wel - come, Come and wel - come to Je - sus, mor lon - ger de - lay.
wel - come, Come and wel - come to Je - sus, the chil - dren's kind Friend.
wel - come, Come and wel - eome to Je - 808, re - pent and be - lieve.
wel - come, Come and wel - come to Je - sus, while he is &0 near.
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By permission of Russell & Tolman.




BEAUTIFUL ZION,

From tho “ Huqleu Pidnest," By parmission,

1. PBosu-ti-ful Zi - on buflt a - bove, Bean - L§ - ful ci - ty that love,
9. Beau-ti - ful heaven, whers all is light, Bean - ii - ful an - gels clothed in white,
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Beau - ti - ful gates of  pearl-y white, Jeau - 4 - ful tc\m - ple—God ﬂ:s li;,ht.:
Beau - t1 - ful® strains thai = nev - er tire, Beau - ti - ful Dbarps throughall the choir;
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! He who was Elain on Cal - va - 1y, O - pens those pearl - y gates to me.
\ ! Thereshall I join the  cho - russweet, Wor-ship-ing  at tho Saviour's feet,
| y -
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8. Beautiful crowns on every brow, 4. Beautiful throne of (‘hrl:t our King,
Beautiful palms the conquerors show ; Beautiful songs the angels sing,
utiful robes the ranscmed wear, Beautiful rest, all wanderings cease,

I press with eager feeh, There shall my eyes the Saviour see,

wtiful all who enter there; Beautiful home of pcrh.ct peace.
1L my rest be long and sweet. Haste to this heavenly home with me, ¥




1. Nearer, my God, to thee; Nearer to

thee!

T'en tho' it be a eross That

rais - eth

me;

=S

Still all my song  shall
£l vy

o TN

be,—

Near- er,

my

God,

to

2. Though, like the wand’rer,
q The | sun gone | down,
Darkness be over me,
My | rest a | stone.
Yet in my | dreams I'd | he
Nearer, my | God, to | thee,—
« Nearer to | Thee!

3. There let the way appear,
| Steps unto | heaven ;
All that thou sendest me,
In | merey | given;
Angels to | beckon | me
Nearer, my | God, to | thee,—
Nearer to | Thee !

=

. Then, with my waking thoughis,

| Bright with thy | praise,
Ouf of my stony griefs,
| Bethel I'11 | raise ;
S0 by my | woes to | be
Nearer, my | God, to | thee,
Nearer to | Thee!

Or if on joyful wing,

| Cleaving the | sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,
Upward 1| fly;

Still all my | song shall | be,

Nearer; my | God, to | thee,

Nearer to | Theel =




G. J. W}:rsn

2. Through grace,
8 And if you meet with tr

1
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Oh, whenshall I ses Je - sus, And reign with him a - hove, And from that flow -ing

Iam de - ter - mined To con -quer, though I die, And then a-way to

ou - bles And tri - als on your way, Then cast your care on
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foun - tain Drink ev - er - hat-mg love ? Whenshall I be de - liv - ered From
Je - sus On wings of love to fly: Fare-well to sin and sor - row—1I
Je - sus, And don't for- get to  pray; Gird on . the heavenly ar - mor Of

s
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this vain world of sin, And with my bless-ed Je - sus Drink end - Jess plea-sures in?
bid you all a - dien; And, O my friends, prove faithful. And on your way pur - sue.
and liope, and love; Then, when the com-bat’s end - ed, He'll car-ry you a - bove.
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SELECTED

Tune, WEBB., 78 & 6s. Double.

1. Now be the gospel banner
In every land unfurled ;
And be the shout, Hosanna!
Re-echoed through the world:
Till every isle and nation,
Till every tribe and tongue
Receive the great salvation,
And join the happy throng.

2. What though the embattled legions

Of earth and hell combine?

His arm throvghout their regions,
Shall soon resplendent shine;

Ride on, O Lord, victorious;
Immanuel, Prince of Peace,

Thy trinmph shall be glorious;
Thy empire shall increase.

3. Yes, thou shalt reign forever,

O Jesus, King of kings;

Thy light, thy love, thy favor,
Each ransomed captive sings;

The isles for thee are waiting,
The deserts learn thy praise ;

The hills and valleys greeting,
The song responsive raise.

Tune, MissroNARY Hymx. Ts & 0s.

1. To Thee, my God and Saviour,
My heart exulting springs,
Rejoicing in thy favor,
Almighty King of kings;
I'll celebrate thy glory,
With all the saints above,
And tell the wondrous story
Of thy redeeming love.

Double.

2. Soon as the morn with roses
Bedecks the dewy cast,
And when the sun reposes

Upon the ocean’s breast,

HYMNS.

&

(=
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. Go when the morning shineth,

. Remember all who love thee,

My voice in supplication,
Jehovah, thou shalt hear,

Oh! grant me thy salvation,
And to my soul draw near.

By thee, through life supported,
I pass the dangerous road,
‘With heavenly hosts escorted
Up to their bright abode;
There cast my crown before thee,
My toils and confliets o'er,
And day and night adore thee—
‘What can an angel more?

Tune, WenB., Ts & 6s. Double.

Go when the moon is bright,
Go when the eve declineth,
Go in the hush of night ;
Go with pure mind and feeling,
Drive earthly thounghts away,
And, in thy closest kneeling,
Do thou in secret pray.

And who are loved by thee;
Pray, too, for those who hate thee,
If any such there be;
Then; for thyself, in meekness,
A blessing humbly claim,
And blend with each petition
Thy great Redeemer's name,

Or if 'tis e'er denied thee
In solitude to pray,
Should holy thoughts come o'er thes,
When friends are round thy
E’en then the sllent breathing
Thy spirit raised ab
‘Will reach his throl
Where dwells ete




Tune, MigstoNARY HYMN. T8 & Ts, Peouliar.
1. From Greenland’s icy mountains,

From India's coral strand,

‘Where Africa’s sunny fountains
Roll down their golden sand ;

From many an ancientriver,
From many a palmy plain,

They call us to deliver
Their land from error's chain.

2. What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle,

Though every prospect pleases,
And only man is vile?

In vain with lavish kindness
The gifts of God are strown:

The heathen, in his blindness,
Bows down to wood and stone.

3. Bhall we, whose souls are lighted
‘With wisdom from on high,
S8hall we, to men benighted,
The lamp of life deny?
Salvation! O salvation!
The joyful sound proclaim,
Till earth’'s remotest nation
Has learned Messiah's namel
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,
Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.

‘Tune, Antsr. C. P. M.
: righteous Judge, shalt come

SELECTED

HYMNS.

2. Blest Saviour, grant it, by thy graee,
Be thon my only hiding-place,
In this, the accepted day;
Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear,
To still-my unbelieving fear ;
Nor let me fall, I pray.

3. And when the archangel's frump shall sound,
Lel me among thy saints be found,
To see thy smiling face;
Then, in triumphant strains I'll sing,
‘While heaven's respounding mansions ring
‘With shouts of sovereign grace.

Tune, SPARELING AND Brrgar. P. M.

1. Gusmixe so bright in the morning light,
Gleams the water in yon fountain ;
As purely, too, as the early dew,
That gems the distant mountain.
Then drink your fill of the grateful rill,
And leave the cup of sorrow ;
Though it shine to-night in its gleaminglight,
*Twill sting thee on the morrow.

0

. Quietly glide in their silvery tide,
The brooks from rocks to valley;
And the flashing streams, in the broad sunbeams,
Like a bannered army rally.
Then drink, efe.

8. Touch not the wine, though brightly it shine,
When nature to man has given
A gift so sweet, his wants to meet,
A bev'rage that flows from heaven.
Then drink, ete.

Not only here of the water clear,
Is God the Javish giver;
But when we rise to yonder skies
We'll drink of life's bright river.
Then driok, etc.

=~




THE HAPPY CHANGE.

Words by Rev. H. B. Gowrr. Musie atr, by A. CoLL.
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1. I was vain and mer-ry hear!: nd, Fol - lys maz es trod' Earr,h- ly plea-sure
2 I was wea-ry, hea- vy lad - en, Peace I sought in vain; All my cher-ished
8. Now I'm pardoned, peace-ful, hap - py, Je - sus brings me migh, ~And the Spi- rit

4. Sin - ner, linger-ing, sad 'and wea - 1y, Hast -en to Him now; If with all thy

Sty e e e
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lured and chained me, Led me far from God. Some re-joiced in sins for - giv - en,
joys for - sook me, Plea-sure turned to pain. I  had sinned a - gainst my Fa - ther,
whispers sweet-ly, * Thou shalt live on high.” When I sought Him, then I found Him,
heart thou seek Him, He his face will show. Hear Him plead-ing at the por - tal,
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While from guilt set free, They cherished bliss-fal hopes of heaven ; But *twas not so with me.

Him I could not see; My friends were happy his love, But 'twas not so  with me.
From my fears I'm free; Once oth - érs praised Him all the day, And now ’tis so with me.
“Op -en un-to me!” MHisword ob-eyed, how sweet our joy! Oh, 'twill be so with

A i
Py




LENOX. H. M

W

by
et

F " T !_
e SR SRR T ip_

g i e i
1. When lit- tle Sam-uel woke, = And heard his Msk er'’s vome, At

ev - ery word he
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blq:x-ed, hap - py child, to find, The God of heaven 50
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O bless-ed, hap-py child, to find, The God of henvenso near and kind.

near and kind.
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S50 near and kind, The God of heaven 80

near and kind.




SELECTED

2. If God would speak to me,
And say he was my Friend,
How happy would [ be!
0, how would I attend!
The smallest sin I then shosld fear
If God Almghty were so near.

3. And does he never speak ?
0O yes! for in his word
Ile bids me come and seek
The God whom Samuel heard.
In almost every page 1 see
The God of Samuel calls to me.

4. And I, beneath his care,
May safely rest my head ;
1 know that God 1s there,
To guard my humble bed ;
And every sin'1 well may fear,
Since God Almighty 1s so near.

5. Like Samuel, let me say,
Whene'er I read his word,
L Speak. Lord, I would obey
The voice that Samuel heard ;"
And when I 1 thy house appear,
Speak, for thy servant waits to hear.
Tune, P1saan. B8s, 7s & 4s.
1. CmrLprEX, hear the melting story
Of the Lamb that once was slain,
*Tis the Lord of life and glory;
Shall he plead with you in vain ?
O receive him,
And salvation now obtain.

2. Yield no more to sin and folly,
So displeasing in his sight ;
Jesus loves the pure and holy,—
They alone are his delight :
Seek his favor, \
And your hearts to him unite.

HYMNS.

3. All your sins to Him confessing,
Who is ready to forgive ;
Seek the S8aviour’s richest blessing,
On lus precious name believe :
He 1s waitingy;
Will you not his grace receive t

Tune, Prscan. '8s, 7s & 4ds.

. In the vineyard of onur Father,
Daily work we find to do ;
Scattered gleanings we may gather,
Though we are but young and few ;
Little clusters
Help to fill the garners, too.

-

»

. Toiling early in the rnnrnin{{
C:%l(ﬁlmg moments through the day.
Nothing small or lowly scoining,
So along our path we stray ;
Gathering gladly
Free-will offerings by the way.

(]

. Not for selfish praise or glory,
Not for objects nothing worth—
But to send the blessed story
Of the Gospel o'er the earth—
Telling mortals ¢
Of our Lord and Saviour’s birth.

4. Up and ever at our calling,
I'ill in death our lips are dumb;
Or till—sin’s dominion falling—
Christ shall, in his kingdom, come,
And his children
Reach their everlasting home.

©=

Steadfast, then, in our endeayor,
Heavenly Father, may we be ;
And forever, and forever, Z
We will give the praise to |
Hallelujah}
Singing, all eternity.
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WESLEY.

{5,

Double.
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of my soul Let me to thy bo-<som fy,
While the billows near me roll, While the tempest stillis high ;

2 Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,
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Till the storm of life is past; Safe in - to
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receive my soul at last.

ha-ven guide, O
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2. Other refuge have I none ;
Hangs my helpless soul on thee ;
Leave, O leave me not alone ;
Still support and comfort me ;
All my trust on thee is stayed ;
All my help from thee I bring ;
Cover my defenseless head
. With the shadow of thy wing.

hou, O Christ, art all I want;
than all in thee I find ;
fallen, cheer the faint,

k, und lead the blind,

Just and holy is thy name ;
Iam all unrighteousness;
False and full of sin I am ;
Thou art full of truth and grace.

4. Plenteons grace with thee is found,—

Grace to cover all my sin ;

Let the healing streams abound ;
Make and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art;
Freely let me take of thee

Spring thou up within my heart
Rise to all eternity.
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. Pavums of glory,

1

Tune, WESLEY. 7s. 8lines.

CuiLprex of the heavenly King;
As ye jonrney, sweetly sing ;
Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise,
Glorious in his works and ways.

Ye are traveling home to God,

In the way the fathers trod ;

‘They are happy now, and ye
Soon their happiness shall see.

Shout, ve little flock, and, blest,
You near Jesus' throne shall rest;
There your seats are now prepnred,
There your kingdom and reward.
Lord! submissive make us go,
Gladly leaving all below,

Only thou our Leader be,

And we still will follow thee.

Tune, Ives. 7s. 8lines.

raiment bright,
Crowns that ne fade away,
Gird and deck the saints 1 light,

Priests and kings and conquerors they.

Yet the conquerors bring their palms
To the Lamb amidst the throne,

And proelaim, in joyful psalms,
Victory thrvough his cross alone.

. Kings for harps their erowns resign,

Crying, as they strike the chords,
“ Take the kingdom—it is thine,
King of kings, and Lord of lords!”

. Who are these *—on earth they dwelt,

Sinners once of Adam’s race :
Guilt and fear and suffering felt,
But were saved by sovereign grace.

They were mortal, too, like us ;
Ah! when we, like them, shall die,
'\la‘y our souls, translated thus,
Triumph, reign, and shine on high !

SELECTED HYMNS,

Tune, BENEVENTO. 7s. 8 lines.

1, WarLe, with ceaseless course, the sun

Hasted through the former year,
Many souls their race have run,

Never more to meet us here.
Fixed in their eternal state,

They have done with all below ;
We a fittle longer wait ;

' But how little, none can know.
2. As the winged arrow flies,

Speedily the mark to find ;
As the lightning, from the skies

Darts, and leaves no trace behind :—

Swiftly thus our fleeting days
Bear us down life's rapid stream ;

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise ;
All below is but a dream.

3. Thanks for mercies past, receive,

Pardon of our sins renew ;

Teach us henceforth how to live
With eternity in view.

Bless thy word to young and old ;
Fill us with a Saviour’s love ;
And, when life's short tale is told,

May we dwell with thee above.

Tune, MARTYN. 7s. 8 lines.
1. MaRry, to the Saviour’s tomb,
Hasted at the early dawn;

Spice she brought, and swi eet perfume,

But the Lord she loved had gone.
For awhile she lingering sroor.F

Filled with sorrow and surprlse 5
Trembling, while a crystal flood
Issued from her weeping eyes.
2. But her sorrows 3uickly fled,
‘When she hear:

Christ had risen from the dead ;

Now he bids her heart rejoice:

Turning darkness into da
Ye who weep for Jesus’ sa
He will wipe your tears aw

his welcome voice ;

What a change his word can mnke,.-




THE SHINING SHORE.*
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4. Let storms of woe in whirlwindsrise, Eachcord on earth to sev

G. F. Roor. By permission.

1 My days are glid - ing swiftly by, And I, a  pilgrim stranger, Would not de -tain them
9. Our ab-sentkingthe watchword gave, “*Let ev - ery lamp be burning ;" We look a-far, a-
3. Bhould coming days be dark and cold, We will not yield to sor - row, For hope will sing, with
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- er, There bright and joyous
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as they fly,—Those hours of toil and dan- ger; For now we stand on Jor - dan's strand, Our

- - crossthe wave, Our dis - tant home dis-cern -ings For now we stand, &c.
courage bold, *“There’s glo-ry on the mor - row;” For now we stand, &c.
in the skies—Thereis our home for-ev - er; For now we stand, &c.
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#* From the ¢ Sagbuth Hymn and Tune Book.”




0, HOW HAPPY ARE THEY!
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1. Oh! how happy are they, Who their Saviour obey, And have laid up thcar treasure above |
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Tongue can never express 'I‘hc sweet comfort and peace Of a goul in its ear - li - est love.

1
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2. That sweet comfort was mine 4, Jesus, all the day long,
‘When the favor divine Was my joy and my song; 3
I first found in the blood of the Lamb; Oh! that all iis salvation might see;
When my heart it believed, He hath loved me, I eried,
‘What a joy it received, He hath suffered and died,
What a heaven in Jesus’ name To redeem such a rebel as me.
8. "Twas a heaven bewow 5. Ohl the rapturous height
My Redeemer to know, Of that holy delight
And the angels could do nothing more Which I felt in the lifes -giving blood !
Than to fall at his feet, Of my Saviour possessed,
And the story repeat, I was perfeetly blest,
And the lover of sinners adore. As if filled with the guodness of God.



SICILY. 8s & 7s.
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1. Hum-ble prais - es, ho - ly Je - sus, In - fant voic - es raise to Thee ;

9. Bless-ed = Sa - viour, thou hast bid - den Babes like us to come to Thee ;

3. Thanksto Thee, who free-ly gave us Thy ex - alt - ed Son to die ;
|

|
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In thy arms, O Lord, ve - cewve us; Suf -- fer us  thy Jambs to be.
Once, by thy dis - e¢i - ples chidden, Thou didst bless such ones as we.
From e - ter - nal death to save us, Glo - éy be to God un high.
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I. Grortous things of thee are spoken, Well su}apliy her sons and daughters,
Zion, city olsour God ; And the fear of want'remove ;

)
He whose word can ne’er be broken, e Tk

Gligsehice tor hision abotle; Onward flows her thirst V' assuage—
2, On the Rock of Ages founded, Grace, which, like the Lord—the Giver,
Who can shake her sure ]‘LstP 1 Never fuils from age to age.

With salvation’s wall surrounded, e ¢

5. Round each habitation hov’ring
~ 8he can smile at all her foes. Sieitie clbiiaid ﬁre‘uppear,’
‘See the streams of living waters, For a glory and a covering,
 Springing from eternal love, Showing that the Lord is near,
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1 {Now t?.\e Qun viour's standing, pleading, At ihe sin  mer'’s bolt - ed hesu'f:',}
I :

Now in heavenhe’s in - tfer - ceding, Un - der- tak - ing sin - ner's part.
| D.C. Once he' died for your be - haviour, Now he calls you to  his charms.

I
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Chorus.
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- ner can you hate the Saviour?t Will you thrust him from your arms®
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2. 4.
Jesus stands, Oh, how amazing, Now he has not come to judgment,
Stands and knocks at every door; To condemn your wretched race;
In his bands ten thousand blessmgs, But to ransom ruined sinners,
Proffered to the wretched poor, dre. And disvlay unbounded grace, &o.
3. 5.
See him bleeding, dying, rising, Will you plange in endless darkness,
To pre% re you heavenly rest; There to bear eternal pai
Listen, while he kindly ealls you, Or to realms of glorious Emght.neaa

Hear, and be forever blest, d&e. Rise, and with him ever reign, &g




KinesLey.
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1 II would not live al- way! I usk mnot to stay Where storm after storm ris- cs dark o'er the way ;
2, I would not live al-way ! thus fettered by sin! Temptation without, and cor- ruption withini
8. 1 would not live al- way! no, welcome the tomb! Since Jesus hath I.un there 1 dread not its gloom ;
4. ‘Who,who wonld live alway, a - way from his God— A- way from yon heav- en, that blissful a- bode,

. W’i:ere the saints of alla - ges in harmony meet, Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet,
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The few lur- id mornings that dawn on us here Are enough for life's wom;_ful] enough for its cheer.
E'en the rapture of pardon is mingled with fears, And the cup of thanksgiy - ing with pen - itent tears.
There sweet be my rest till he bid me a-rise, To hail him in tri- umph de « scending the gkies.
‘Where the rivers of pleasure flow o’er the l)rlght. plains, And the naontide of glory e - ter - nal-ly reigns.
‘Whilo the anthems of rapture unceasing-ly roll, And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul!
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1. Tug lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I know : 3. In the midst of affliction my table is spread ;
I feed in green pastures, safe folded I rest ; I With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er;
He leadeth my soul where the stiil waters flow, With perfume and oil thou anointest my head ;
Restores me whenwand'ring, redeemns whenoppress’d.| O, what shall [ ask of thy providence more !

2. Thro the valley and shadow of death tho’ I stray, 4. Let goodness and merey, my bountiful God,
Sinee thon art my Guardian, no evil I fear. Still follow my stepstill T meet thee above :
shall defend me, thy ctaff be my stay, seek, by the path which my forefathers trod,
can befall with my Comforier near. Thro’the land of their xmm'm thy kingdom of love.




WE WON"I‘ GIVE UP THE BIBLE. An. byA.cCui. 109
| Pl 4}“4

1. Wewou't give up the Bible, God’s holy book of h uth, The blessed stafl of hoary age, The guide of early youth
2. We won't give up the Ihhle, For it alone can tell The way to save our ruined *u)uls From beiug sent to hell.

3. We won't give up the Bible; But if you force away Whatis as our-own life-blood dear, We still with joy could say;
4. We won't give up the Bible, We'll shout it far and wide, Until lh(' eeho shall be beard Beyond the rolling tide ;
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The lamp which sheds a glorious light O'er every dreary road, The voice which speaks a 'Saviour's love, And leads

[us home to God.

And it alone can tell us how We can have hopes of heaven, That thro' the Saviour's precious blood Our 1r’;m-; may

[be forgiven.

*“The words thatwe have learned while young Shall follow all our days; For they're engraven on our hearts. .‘md
(still shall guide our ways.”

Till all shall know that we, tho’ young, Withstand each treach’rous art; And that from God’s own sacred word

P [We' ]1 never, never part.
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{ Then' let
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And teach-ers gain the rich

PARTING HYMN.

} In heaven we shall each oth - er
The chil- dren who have loved the Lord, Shall hail their teachers there;
re- ward Of all their toil and
each, in strength divine, Still walk in wisdom's ways;
{ That we, with those we love. may join In nev -er end -ing praisel

us
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How pleas-ant thus to dwell be-low 1n fel - low-ship of
And, though we part, tis bliss to knew, The good will meet a - bovo;
Yes, happy thought! When we are free From earthly grief and pain,
see, And nev - er part

a - gain,

From ‘‘ LinpeN Hagre."

care;

IEC.

gain,
care,
praise!

And nev-er part a - gain;

The good shall meet a-
And nev - er part a-
Of all their toil and

In nev-er end - ing
To meet, to part

_i R . 15
e s
- bove, The good shall meet above; And, tho' we part, 'tis bliss to know, The good shall meet above.
In heaven we shall each other see, And never part a - gain.

Of all their toil and care; And teachers gain the rich reward Of all their toil and care.
In nev-er end-ing praise! That we, with those we love, may join In never ending praise!
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On Canaan's happy shore. And sing the everlasting song With those who 've gone hefore.
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joy - ful, j
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oy - ful, |
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O that will be
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joy - ful, To meet, to part no
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Moderato,
SEMI-CHORUS.

CHARITY.

Music by S. GLOVER. ‘Axr. by A. CuLL.

gladness, Heav'n-born art thou, oharity.

Rall. S
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Pi - ty reigneth in thy bosom, Kindness

fi - ding, To thy heavenly Father’s will. Never weary of well-doing, Never
INSTRUMENTAL. _
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D. C. al Fine, with
s; TRIO —— f_.:—-:’- b_fan. Full Chorus.
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reigneth o’er thy heart, Gentle thoughts alone ecan sway thee, Judgment hath in theeno part.
fearful of the end, Claiming all mankind as brothers, Thou dost all mankind befriend.

Chres.




ON THE

CROSB.
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1. Be - hold! behold! the Lamb of  God, On the cross;, onthe crossi] {Nowhear his
For you he shed his pre - cious. bloed, On the cross, on the cross. z’ '{" - loi la-
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all - im-port-ant ery,
ma  5a-bac - tha -ni:”

z Draw near and see you

On

r Saviour die, the eross, On the oross.

CEEE

2. Where'er I go, I'll tell the story,
Of the eross, of the eross,
In nothing else my soul shall glory,
Save the cross, save the eross.
Yes, this my constant theme shall be,
Through time and in etérnity,
That Jesus suffered death for me,
On the cross, on the oross.

8. Let every mourner come and cling,
To the cross, to the cross,
Let every Christian come and sing,
Round the cross, round the eross.
Here let the preacher take his stand,
And with the Bible in his hand,
Proclaim the triumphs of the Lamb,
On the cross, on the cross.




MODERATO. G0D BLESS THE SUNDAY SCHOOL. Music by A. Cvis. 113
(Words written for the anniversary of the Brooklyn Sunday-schools in May, 1859, by G. W. B1L.EECKER.)
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:\ 1. Dear friends, with joy we meet you here, On this, ourfestive di‘l‘; Tobless God for the

J 9, 'Tis there we learn how Jesus died, To save our ruined race; How he was mocked and
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Sun - dayschool : O joinour sim-ple lay.  The Sunday school, the Sunday school, God

he Sunday school, &e.
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3. While teachers look to God in prayer, | 4. When spring with verdure clothes the seene,
His Spiril to 1mpart, | When summer breezes blow.

O may the lessons tatght us there I ‘Mid winter's snows und tempests keen,
Be graven on each heart,—Chorus To Bunday school we'll go,~Chorwus




STAR OF THE EVENING.” Wordsaud Muslo by Jawes Saviee

Arr, by A. CuLL.
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Soft - ly falls thy silvery light, As thou movest from
N o)

-
Star of the evening, bean-ti - ful star.

r
earth a - far, Btar of the evening, beau-ti - ful star,
Chorus. ’I-l\'

Chorus. Do,
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Bean - ti - ful Star.
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Beaun-ti - ful Star,
]
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ning, Bean-ti - ful, bean-ti- ful Star.
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Sto.r, Star of the eve - ning, evening.

2. In Fancy's eye thon scem’st to say, 3. Shine on, oh star of love {ivine,
Follow me, come from earth away. And may our souls' affections twine
Upward thy Spirit's pinions try, Around thee as thom movest afar,
To realms of love beyond the sky. Star of the twilight, beautiful star.

* By permission of J. H. Hidley, publisher.




Words by Hopaxs Rren, Esq. SISTER AND 1.

1. We love to go to Bab-bathschool, @is - ter and I, sis - ter and I;
2. Our Teacher we do dear-ly love— FEis-ter and I, gis - ter and I;

v
And, bo the weather foul or fair, We pur - pose to be al- ways there,
| She comes and takes us by the hand, And peints us to the bhet - ter land,

_.'_j:fE:,‘ = :;:,,, = I_j e

To lis - ten to '1 e opening pray'r, 8is - ter and I, -ter and I
tries~ to makeus un - derstand— Sis - tar and I, sis - ter and L
_ Zi I hr_
L - 0 SR e R OSSP G 53§  — ¢
3 Our father—mother too, we love— 4 We ought to love the Baviour mest—
Sister and I, sister and I; Sister and I, sister and I ;
While many boys and girls thers are, Tor if we love and serve him best,
‘Whose parents for them do not car 0, In his own bosom we shall rest,
We of the good things richly share— And be in heav'n forever blest—
Bister and I, sister and L. Sister and I, sister and I,

¥rom ** Songs for the Sabbath School and Vestry," by permisgion of Huney Hoyr, nublisher




|6 Worda by Honars Reme. THE CHILD'S PRAYER - Music by J. Osaoon

1. In - to  her cham-ber,went A lit - tlechild oneday, And by her chair she
2. I pray thes, Lord, she said,” That thou wilt condescend To stay withsin my

C.r'?rlr U8~ C’f! :.:"czf‘{!.'f.
|

ISR i W)
e s g e I

—ETJ e | _:—{zg e

b e o

knelt, And thus be-gan to pray; Je - Bus, my eyes areclosed, Thy

heart, And ev - er be myfriend; The path of lifelooksdark— 1

+1

form 1 ecan-not see— If thou artnear me, Lord, Wilt thou notspeak to me?
s - I

would not go a-stray; 'Oh, let me havethyhand To lead ~me in the way.
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ANSWER TO THE CHILD'S PRAYER.

e Amnswer by the Teachers. Last verse by the whole school.
Eheg > = s e e e
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| A still, mall voice she heard with AN R R
{ “ Fear not, thou shalt not run the.... . . icvuvuase race
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“ What is it, child ¥ T hear thee, ........tv....n tell me all.” 2
She thought she felt a soft hand .............. press her own, \
L —EE
= i
i
8. They téll me, Lord, that all 4. Her little prayer was said, ;
The living pass away ; | And from her chamber, now, B
The aged soon must die, { She passed forth with the light
And even children may ; i Of heaven upon her brow.
Oh, let my parents live, | “Mother, I’ve seen the Lord ;
Till I a wonfan grow; { His hand in mine I felt;
For if they die what can ' And oh, T heard him say.
A Dittle orphan do't ' As by my chair I knelt,

Fear mot, my child : whatever [ills may[eome, Fear not, my child ; whatever|ills maylcome,
L'l not foranke thee. till Tfbring thee|home” ! T'N not forsake thee, till 1|bring theelhome.”




THE DEAREST SPOT.

Music by WrIGHTNER,
Moderate: lst time Semi-Chorus. Arranged by A. CoLr.
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The dear - est spot of earth to mas 1Is Hoie, sweet home! The fai-ry landI
I've taught my heart the way to prize My Home, sweet home, I've learned to look with
—_—
i ol e o i e e -
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veet home! There how charm'd the
sweet, home! There where vows are
sweet home! FINE.

long to see Is Home, sweet home! Home,
lov - er'seyes On Home, sweet home! Home,
Is (oMim. ) ITome,

ity 28

gense of hearing| There, where love is so endearing All the world is not so cheering ! As Home, sweet home!
truly plighted | There, where hearts are so united ! All the world besides I've slighted For Home, sweet home!




I OUGHT T0 LOVE MY MOTHER. 11
Music Arr. by H. WATERS
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1 I ought to love my mother ;— She lov'd me long a - go: Thereis on earth no oth-er That
2 When in my era-dle ly -ing, Or on her lov-ing bn,nst She gent-ly hushed my erying, And

\9 g’& S — .A-».-—-.tt‘{4
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ev_ = ‘er ]nve(! me so. When & weak babe, much tri - al I caused her, and much
mck‘d her babe to rest, When a - ny thing has ailed me, To her I told my
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I

|
care; TFor ' me no self - de - ni - al Nor la - bor did she  spare,
i grief ; HLI‘ fond love mev - er failed me, In find - ing some re - ].iej.
preimes}  — S — Y = 4 =l I
|95—= | b=t
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8 What sight is that which, near me, 4. When she is ill, to tend her
Makes home a happy place, My daily care shall be;
And has such power to cheer me ?— Buch help as I can render
Itis my mother's face. Will all be j Joy to me.
What sound is that which ever Though I can ne'er repay her
Makes my young heart rejoice For all her tender care,
With tones that tire me never ? I will honor and obe'y her,

It is my mother's voica While God our ljv es shall pare.




ONLY BE SURE OF HEAVEN.

Tune on the 12182 page

L. WaaAT thopgh we slumber with the dead,

An hundred years to come ?
‘What though for us no tears are shed,
An hundred years to come ?
Our Baviour slept
In Joseph's tomb,
And shall we fear
Its shadowy gloom ?
Ah, no! trinmphant faith shall sing
That death has lost its venom'd sting,
since Christ our Lord has con

2. Our Father, thou that hearest prayer,
Imploring now we come,
O may thy grace each one prepare
For death, our certain doom.
hen doubt nor r
Shall dim that hour
‘When we shall feel
The tyrant’s power .
‘But joyful shall our spirits rise,
To greet thy coming in the skies,
To bring thy children home.

8. All, all who shall in Jesus sleep,
An hundred years to come,
Not one will ever wake to weep,
An bundred years te come
They only die
To live again
In worlds of light,
With Christ to reign.
Then hail, all hail! each passing year
¥aur rapid mght shall bring us near
To our erernal home.

SELECTED

YMNS.

4. Tis well to di
An hur ¥
If in that land safe
An hund rs to come,~«
Where s nes not,
‘With x*'nk alloy,
ath, to mar
ing joy ;
1all wipe all tears,
hall measure endless years
eaven, onr blissful home.

, if this shall be,
2ars to come, =
ellers we,

J. R. 08600D
TEMPERANCE COMPAUT.

, ‘* 8ay, BroTHERS, WILL YOU MEET US."

v, hr(-lhm'ﬂ. wiH you join nﬂ?

'I he dru B
i,u_r,m_ Im the Sawi s name we'll _|:nn yon,

In the S wme we'll join you,

In the Saviour's name we'll join you,
The drunkard's child fo save,

sters, will you joinus | [repeat twice.

Ty
The drunkard's lifg to save?

Girls.  Intke Saviour's name we'll join you, [repeat.
I'he drunkard’s life to save.

teachers, join us, [repeat.
home to save?

ame we'll join you, [repeat.

Join us, [repeat.

a5
Al Yes! well ful ehorus, [repeat.
‘Whan Christ the lost shell save.




woras by W. C. Brows. A HUNDRED YEARS TO COME. muscbyd. g Osaoon.m

Pia. (xhl*mg novement

v - —
Where! where will be the birds I.I.f\t sing, A huudl ed years tocome?  The ﬂowara that now in
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beauty spring, A hundred years to come f The ro-sy lips, the lofty brow, The hen:rt thsﬂ
— —

gay -1y mow, § O where will be love’s beaming eye,
| Joy's pleasant smile, and sorrow's sigh
& o | N

i
8 We al! within our graves shall slcpp

A hundred years to come;

A h:umr |
| No living soul for us will weep
|
|

Who'll tres

A hundred years to come ;
But other men our lands will till,
thers then our 8 t& will fill,
or birda will 85 gay,
¥ millions be f the sno shine as to-""
0 come ? Ired yearp A~

i‘rm rien, t
Whera will
4 hondre

d years t
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REST FoR THIE WEARY

Arr. by A. CuLl. . Newly harmmonized
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1 In the Christian’s home in glmv '}.h.er'v remains a I md of rest, There 1m Savio
is fit - ting up my mansion, Which eternally shall stand, For my stay

M;'.n

EEre=tees

‘s gone be -
all not be

Pain and sickness ne'er shall enter, Grief nor woe my lot shall share, But in that celes - tial

4. BSing, O bn]" ye heirs of glory; Shout your triumphs as )(m go; Zion's gates

- - fore me, To ful - fil my soul’s request;
In that ho - ly, happy land,
I a erown of life shall wear; There is rest, de.

transient,
cen - tre,
for yml, You shall find an en

_E_

rill open

lem is rmt &c

ce thro’, There is rest, de.

&
o -
for the wea-ry, There is vest :"nr you— On the othar side o
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REST FOR THE WEARY. Concluded.

oo
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Jordan, In the sweet fields of Eden, Where the tree of life is blooming, There is rest for yon.

F

Arranged by Rev. J. W. DapMuN
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1. 1 love thee, Ilove thee, I love thee, my Lord ; I love thee, my Saviour, 1 love thee, my God;
2 0 Je - sus, my Saviour, with thee I am blest! My life and sal-va-tion, my joy and my rest
3. 0, who’s like my Saviour? He's Salem’s bright King ; He smiles, and he loves me, and learns me tosing .
7 £ £

N\
o

I love thee, I love thee, and that thou dost know, But how much I love thee I nev - er can show.

Thy name be my theme, and thy love be my song, Thy grace shall inspire botn my heart and my tongue.

11 praise him, 1’1 praise him. with notes loud and shrill, While rivers of pleasure my spirit doth fill
£ 2 £ 2 o 3 J. £
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SELECTED HYMNS,

. THE LIVING REDEEMER, ‘When night is long and drear,
Tune. * Kinp Wonpa," ‘When grief is most severe,
g i He bids us never fear :
[ L.]’_]::gua[fomvﬂlr lives, He lives to save.
'raise we his name; Yhorug.—Jesus forever lives, de,
His blood salvation gives, Gl i ‘m;\,i.{v;r?'i? rnownu,
His love proelaim. 3L
Once He wilb pitying eye, THE BIELE AND LIBERTY.
g;:ksgcﬁ:ro“rn?ﬂ.?t;iiie: For Fourth of July. Tune, W
For us He 1, Oxce more with lowed feeling.
We join the b 3
Choris.—Jesus forever lives, Our nation's praises pealing
Ever lives, ever lives, In songs of ive joy i

Jesus forever lives, And back the loud hosanna
Yes, ever lives. Shall roll from s
. Till monntain ar
2, Jesus forever reigns, Bo esholt i Wo nno B

Crown we our King;
His glory wakes the strains;
Saints, angels sing,
Though He a babe became,
Dwelt in a mortal frame,
Bore for us grief and shame,—
Now King He reigns.

1. We love the Book which lighted

The glow of patriot fire

‘When Freedom was ber
In the bosom of our sir

They shied their blood to save us,
And gained our liberty 3

But the greatest boon they gave us—
The Bible was made free [

8. Our land is Virtue's dw

Chorus.—Jesus forever reigns, &o

8. Jesus forever loves ; Here Secience builds h

Precious His grace ! And happy hearts are sy
Those whom He once aporoves, ‘With joys almost divine :
Live to His praise. And we, In emula
No change of worldly state, Here pledge ours
Ne scorn of vile or great, The guardians of the Natien—
Can his regard abate, We'll keep the Bible free!
Faithful His love 4, Then come, with hallowed feellng,

Join in the blest employ,
Qur nation’s prs pealing
In songs of festive joy,
Till back the lond hosanna
"Fhota whom He loves Shaill roll from sea to sea,

A Over sorrow's wildest waves Fr'ﬂm'mount. o and savanns,— :
His power Ha nroves, We'll keap the Bible frae [—Rev. 8. Dyem,

Chorus.—Jesus forever loves, d&o.

4, Jesus forevar saves




OH! SEND FORTH THE BIBLE,

Musio by MozZART. Arv by A. Guu..

‘ ‘
:i 1. Oh! send forth the] ible, more precious than gold ; Let no one presume the blest gift to with-
| 2. It points us to heav’n,where the righteous will go; It warns us to shun the dark regions of
} o G B B B -@--t_‘_ P—J-a - sl e oGl el
}):ﬁ i plo—e—plo—p—p——f & [

|
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hold It speaka to all nations, in language so p]um That he who will read it, true wisdom miy gal
woe; It shows us the e - vil and duu;;er of gin, And o-pens a fountain of cleansing within.
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3. 4.
It tells us of One who is mighty to save, Oh! who would neglect such a volume as this,
Who died on the eross, and arose from the That warns us of danger, invites us to bliss f
grave; Send forth the blest bele earth’s regions a-
Who dwelleth on bigh, in that hely abode, round,

Interceding for man, with a pardoning God. Wherever the footsteps of man may be found




yrds and Music by Rev. Epwin H. NeviN.

THE CHRISTIAN HERO.”

“ Fight the good fight of faith.”—1 Tim. vl. 12,

Arr.py E. R. RU%ELL Esq.

1. Live on the field of batfle!
2. Watch on the field - of battle! The foe is everywhere; His fiery darts{ly

Be earnest inthe fight; Stand forth with manly

-
:
L R R

5 (TR,
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courage, And struggle for the right! Live! live! live! live! On the field of battle!
thickly, Like lightning thro’ the air. Watch | watch | wateh | watch! On the, &e.
- o 2ol o -

g

3. Pray on the field of batfle! 4. Die on the field of battle!

God works with those who pray; "Tis noble thus to die;
His mighty arm can nerve us, ; God smiles on valiant soldiers—
And make us win the day. Their record is on high.
Pray! pray! pray! prayl Die! die! die! diel
On the field of battle. On the field of battle
* From “ ITnion Hymns end Music,” by permission of Rev. II. D Gowes
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Here we come with cheerful voie-es, Loud to
ive - ry youth - ful heart re - joic - ¢
R B T B
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pur Saviour's praise ;

- (R T e } While to
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Him our song we raise, Heavenly mansions bright are shining With His glery and His
e

oyt —

SN e T

For of such is

heaven'a - bove,

;:t:pi_i.

T
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4 3. Waving palms are cast before Him, [ 4. Let us then, with cheerful voices,
Garlands bright perfume the air; Glad the cheerful theme prolong;
Thousands now in love adore Him, l Echo back till heaven rejoices,

¥ &Glory in the highest, glory,” Loving Him above all othex
Swells again the joyful strain;

*! Blessed is the King,” thhq stoEy
Fills the hagyons s <o ¥

As He comes triumphant there. 1 Praise in never-ending <ong;

Son of God, our Elder Brother,
faviour. King. Ha » na ahove |

Friends whom dearly row we love ;




REJOIGE or MILLENNIOM. Arr. by H. WaTEgs

And Zion’s children then g

, The deserts all are

wil - der-ness shall bi?o’m shall sing
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REJOICE, or MILLENNIUIln  Conciuded.
Duett or Semi- Chorus of Girls.
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- - joice, the wilderness shall bloom, T'he Gospel banner, wide unfurl'd, Shall wave in triumph.
b
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2. Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time 18 eoming, i 3. Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time 1s coming,
Rejoice, rejoice, Jerusalem shall sing ; Rejoice, rejoice. the Prince of Peace shall reign .
From Zion shall the law go forth, And lamnt 1all with the leopard play,
And all shall hear {rom south to north : For nau shall harm in Zion's way :
Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time 18 eoming, | Rejowce, rejoice, the promised time is coming,
Rejoice, rejotce, Jerusalem shall sing , | Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Peace shall reign
Ang vruth shall sit on every hll, The sword and spear, ol needless worth.
And blessings flow in every rill, Shall prune the tree and plow the earth;
And praise shall'every heart employ, And peace shall simle from shore to shore,
And every voice shall shout with joy : And nations learn to war no more:
Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time 18 coming, Rejoice, rejoice, the promised Uine I8 coming,

Rejoice, rejoice. Jerusalem shall sing Rejoice, rejoree, the Prince of Peace shall rewgy




OH ! THE SABBATH MORNING.
" Tune, “Prairiz FLOWER."

1. On! the Sabbath morning, beautiful and bright,
Joyfully we hail its golden light ;
~All the gloomy shadows chasing far away,
Bringing us the pleasant day.

Chorus. Day calm and holy—day nearest heaven,
Day which a Father's love has given ;

Oh! the Sabbath morning! beautiful and bright,
(ilad we hail its golden light.

2. All the days of labor ended one by one,
Glad are we the six days' work is done;
Glad to bave a day of sweet and holy rest,
'Tis the day that God has blest.
Day calm and holy, d&e.

8. Let us spend the moments of this holy day,
So that when they all have passed away,
Sweet 't will be to think—the quiet Sabbath ev'n
Brings us one day nearer heav'n.
Day calm and holy, &c.

Tune, NUREMEURG.

1. I Am young, but I must die,
In my grave I soon shall lie;
Am I ready now to go,

If the will of God be so ?

2. Lerd, prepare me for my end,
To my heart thy Spirit send.
Help me, Jesus, thee to love,
Take my soul to heaven above,

3. Then I shall with Jesus be,
Then I ghall my Saviour ses ¢
Never more to suffer pain,
Never more to sin again.

SELECTED HYMNS.

l

SABBATH SCHOOL FESTIVAL
Tune, O, COME LET U8 8ING."

1. How blest, blestare we, *

On this our festal evening,
Where every heart can share a part

Of joy full and free;
And join to sing, in joyful lays,
Qur hymn of gratitude and praise,
To Him who crowns our days—

How blest, blest are we. 1

2. While years rush along, i
May we be ever hastening 1
To worlds above of light and love,

To join that bright throng;
O may we ever keep the way
That leads to everlasting day,
And never, never stray,

While years rush along.

3. Qur life glides away,
Like silent waters flowing ;
And ere we think we reach the brixk
Where all lanuch away ;
Then, while its momenis wing their Sighd,
‘We'll spend each one in doing right
‘Working with all our might,
‘While life glides away.

4, Oh, Saviour above!

Our humbler prayer accepting, |
Grant us the grace to spend our days |
In joy, peace, and love; |

And when the scenes of life are o'er, |
Then take us to yon heavenly shore, i
Safely, forevermore,

To dwell in thy love! BIDNEY DYER.



GATHER THEM I,
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Gather them in, in their early prime.
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2 Gather them in, in the numbers vast,
‘Which common arithmetic scarce can cast;
Gather them in from the countless throng
Which in heaven shall raise the endless song.
Gladly | Gladly! &e.

8 Gather them in frem the drunkard's cup,
Drying the sources of vigor up;
Gather them in from the scenes of strife;
Gather them in to the way of life.
Gladly! Gladly! &ec
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Hear and obey ! Hear and obey! Hear and obey the Qn\-mr s rule And gather them all to the Sabbath Schoﬁ
> el s

=2

4 Gather them in from the blow and cursa,

Making, by cruelty, bad ones worse;

@ather them in to the gentle rule
Of the Christian church and the Sabbsas-achool
Gladly! Gladly! &e.

5 Gather them in with a burning zeal ;
Gather them in £ e nation's weal;
Gather them in for tha garner above,

Where faith and hope shall be lost in leya.

Gladly! Gladlyl &




Musio by M.
Arr. by Ii. WATEz8.
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1 Oh! Il Hea good child as_ev - er 1 can be, 1'll mind what my teacher saysto me I'll
2 When wick - ed children tempt me to play, I'll ask my Savionr to'send them a.way‘ And
5 Vel =

e i s

e T i S e i
. 8 _Q‘ﬁ_g—*"r_.“f

3 . o
_']___.K —5-% -3-__’ : -4—} <—o-
——

rund my Bible and keep rhu rule, And ear -ly cometo the  Sab-beth school
if they want me to do any wrong, I'll go to the Lord with my lit - tie song.
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I I'll ba a good child, ln-deed lw1].l

love my teacher still,

P MY Tl oA AR S A VT N A
i — —F r:f‘ Falas :‘:LE_ l;_, 2
T e B T o — PSP ___,LL._ ﬁ: ;
ypyvbo b 44y VbV
3. On the holy Sabbath day I love, | 4. When all my journey on earth is done,
11 raise my song to the God above; i 1'll quick to the arms of my Shepherd ror

My childish feet ﬁha[l tread the court | Te 'l fold me close to his gentle breast
W?.-ere Llu py Chrietian flocks resort. | There safe for ever will I rest,
Oh!l ves- oh! yes, &a.

yea; ohi yes, &oe,




Worws from * The Jewels of the Lord.” MY SHEPHERD.* Music by |
. Nor Too Fast. 7
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2, I fear Imay be torn By many a sharp set thorn, As far from Thee I stray,—
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Do thou my footsteps gmdn. To fol - low by thy side, Make me thy lit- tle lamb.

L My weary feet may bleed, For rough are paths which lead Out of thy pleasant wag.
|
o fe e e -
71 e A ’
3. But when the road is long, | 4, Till, from the soil of sin,

Thy tender arm, and strong, ‘ Cleansed and made pure within,
The weary one will bear; | Dear Saviour, whose I am,

And thou wilt wash me clean, ‘ Thou bringest me in love,

And lead to pastures green, | To thy sweet fold above,
Where all the flowers are fair. | A little snow-white lamb,

® As sung by the ghildren at the Five Points House of Industry.



& SWEETLY SINGING. Music by Rev. RoseeT Low ity
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I know ’tis Je - sus loves my soul, And makes the wounded sinner whole; My
Stoceato.—Sweetly, sweetly, sweetly singing, Let us praise him, praise him, praise him, bringing, Happy
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na-ture is by sin de - filed, Yet Je - pus loves a lit - tle child.

voices, voices, voices, rlng-ing, Like the songs of an - gels a - round the throne.
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2. How kind is Jesus, O how good | If T repent, he’s reconciled,
' vvas for my soul he shed his blood : For Jesus loves a little child.
For children’s sake he was reviled, Sweetly singing, &e.

For gesusﬂlovqs f. htﬂ; chid. 3 | 4. To me may Jesus now impart,
weetly singing, &e. l Although so young, a gracious heart
|

Alas, I'm oft by sin defiled,
8. Wh.en 1 offend by thought or tongue, Yet Josus loves a little ehiia
Omit; the right, or do the wrong, : Sweetly singing, de.
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Boys. (’ irls.  Chorus.

Tlopest soft

ﬁmntains Mur - mur “God i8  good.”
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good.” Mur - mur, mur - mur, mur-mur God is g
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2. Now, the glad sun, breaking, 3. Hymns of praise are ringing N ‘Wake, and join the chorus,
| Pours a golden flood ; Through the leafy wood ; Child, with soul endued ;
¥ Deepest vales awaking, Bongsters sweetly singing | God, whose smile is o'er us,
Echo, * Good is good." Warble ** God is good.™ Evermora is good. =

Echo, aoho. echo * God is good." Warble, warble. warble, &c. | Ever, ever, evermore is good.




ND RESOLVES FOR
FUTURE.
y “HAPPY Dav.”

s flown, and we again
@ joys together meet;

Wa sing a sweeter strain
‘er before, our friends to greel;
Blessed year, blessed year,

o many hearts now gathered here,
For they have bathed in Mercy's pool,
Led thither by the Sabbath School;

Blessed year, blessed year,’
“Which led us to the Saviour here.

. 2. God’s holy Word has been our guide,

Enlighten'd by the Spirit's ray;

‘We thus were taught how Jesusg died

To wash our gnilt and sins away.
Blessed hour, hlassed hour,

‘When first we felt the S8aviour's power :

And from that Fountain ever full,

. Grace overflowed our Sabbath Schonl

2 Blegsed hour, blessed honr,

When first we felt the Saviour's power.

. As in the clear and quiet skies,

The clustering stars of evé ¢ shine,

“The light of truth upon st o]

Has shone with beams of divine;
Blessed light, blessed light,

"Which led our feet from error's night,

* And brought us to the heavenly stream

Where ** living waters'® ever gleam ,
Blessed light, blessed light,

Btill gaide us to its waters bright.

‘4. Now let us all resolve anew,
Phat love and zeal shall ne'er grow cool,
But strive henceforth what each can do,
To make a better SBabbath School ;
Blest employ, blest employ ;
On earth there is no sweeter joy,
Than, seated in the Sabbath School,

ELECTED HYMNS.

To train the young for Jesus rule,
Blest employ, blest employ,
‘Wa all can share this heavenly joy.

NO SORROW THERE.
Tyne, ““ No SOoRROW THERE."

.. CoME sing to me of heaven,
‘When I'm about to die,
Bing songs of holy ecstacy,
To waft my soul on high!
Chorws, There'll be no sorrow there,
There'll be no sorrow there.
In heaven abovo, where all is love,
There'll be no sorrow there.

2. When cold and sluggish drops
Roll off my marble brow,
Break forth in songs of joyfulness,
Let heaven begin below.
There'll, &e.
3. When the Inst moments come,
O wateh my dying face,
To eatch the bright seraphic glow,
Which in each feature plays.
There'll, &e.
4. Then to my raptured ear,
Let one swe sweet song be given:
Let music charm me last on earth,
And greet me first in heaven,
There'll, &e.
5. Then close my sizhtless eyes,
And lay me down to rest,
And clasp my cold and icy hands,
Upon my lifeless breast.
There'll, &e.
6. When round my senseless cluy,
Assemble those I love—
Then sing of heaven, delightful heaven,
My glorious home above.
There'll, &e.
** The tune “ No sorrow there," for sale by the publisher
af thig book—Prive, 3 oents.

8. Dyer,




1. On-ly a few short months a - go, And we were fresh and green, = And Bwin.gh!
2. But now we've changed our pretty dress For dark and rus - set bmwn And at
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The sweet birds built.their tiny nests
The sweet birds all have flown a - way,

i

topmost boughs, The merriest leaves e'er seen.

chilling wind Wae're whistling, rustling down ;
]

- - meath our pleas- ant shade, And sung a-way 5o cheer - ful-ly \Vhr"ntlmlrpu-lryhnmuawerem
flowers have droopud their heads; Soon all that’s bright and beautiful Will he;‘. among the dead.
-~ -
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3. Ah, little children, learn of us 4. Such riches, children, you will find
That life must pass away, In love, in faith, and prayer,
That all the lovely things of earth g In looking townrd your heavenly home,
Must perish and decay. Placing your treasure there.
Learn from us not to love too well In deeds of charity t~ =}
Earth or earth’s fairest things, - You have the power to bisas:
But seek, and ever strive to gain These, when all pﬂwmm

T’ riches that have no wings. Wil bring you b .




'S SORROW ON THE DEEP.*

Music by J. M. Hewes. Arr. by H. WaTERs.

A wail comes o’er the Wave, And speahs of sighing  there; It moans wherebil - Jows
A -round the dy - ing eot, Whereraging fo - vers glow, With burst - ing hearts fond
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nev - er sleep, “ There’s sorrow on the deep, There’ssorrow on the deep
ehipmates weep, “ There’s sorrow on 'the deep, There’s sorrow on the deep.” i
!
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ifi' When threatening clouds appear 4, Great God of earth and skies
And winds and waves arise ; In mercy deign to hear;
When oer the main, wild tempests sweep,— [n danger’s hour the sailor keep,— :‘
“There’s sorrow on the deep.” When “sorrow 's on the deep ” |

* By permission of O. Dirson, Boston’




2. In pleasant. thought I wandered on, Be-neath the deep wood's ample shade, Till sud

/
‘ 1. It was a blessed summer’ sdny, The flow'rets bloom’d, the air was mild, The llktle;bm
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ferth their Iay, And eve- ry thing ln na—ture sxmled And eve -ry thing, And ev-ery-thing,
¢ame up-on. Two children that had hith-er strayed Two children that, Two children that,
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#. Jusvat an aged biren-tree’s foot, And pretty birds are singing there- =3
IA lhmﬁl ,;;Lri‘and Eoykreclined How beautifial for one who sees ! N1y
"His hand in hers she kindly pu
And then I saw the boy "{;J,’,s tl’)hnd. 1 7- #Yet I the fragrant flower can smell,
And can feel the green leaf’s shade,
4. ‘““Dear Mary," said the poor blind boy, And I can hear the notes that swell
“That little bgd mngﬁivery long From those dear birds that God has made
Say, do you see him in his joy, 2 < i
Ly a ’ 8. “So, sister, (God to me is kind,
znd e preibAs hissong T ’I‘!'mnp;h s'ight, alas! he has not given;
8. “Yes, Edward, yes,” replied the maid, But tell me, are there any blind
= I see the b]rd on yonder tree ;"' Among the children up in heaven 7™
he poor boy sighed, and gum.ly sa1d,— =
“ [ 9. *“No, dearest Edward, there all see !
Sister, I wish that I conld see! But wherefore ask a thing so cddl
A.* The flowers, youn say, are very fair, “Q Mary, be’s so goed to me,
And bright green leaves are on the trees, 1 thought 1'd like to look at Ged ™




RE ON (OUR JOURNEY HOME.

Musie by M. W. Wirsen.
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2. We can see that distant home, | 4. O thou holy, heavenly home!
Though clouds rise dark between ; { O sweet, rest, eternal tisere |
Faith wiews the radiant dome, When shall all the exiles come,
. And a lustre flashes keen | Where they cease from earthly care,
From the new Jerusalem. | In the new Jerusalem ?
Jerusalem, &e. | Jerusalem, &c.
|
i
|

. O!" our hearts are breaking now
Heavenly mansions, fair to see}
O thou trembling morning star ! Blessed Lord! thy heavens bow,
Soon our journey will be done Raise, Oh raise us up to thee,
To the fiew Jerusalem. To the new Jerusalem.
Jerusalem, &e. Jerusalem, &e.

8. O thou glory, shining far
From the never-setting sun!
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times of sor - row and dis-tress
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it for -ev-er.  Our grateful hearts shall ceaseless praise To
con - quer ev - er. In Je - sus' strength we'llon

. A vear has flown, w‘\n!:_]o_',s we've seen, How l)ll-'ht with mercies hag 1 m
He is our Cap - tain and our Shield, Armed w ith his truth we 'l never
Our (_md hhﬂll ev - ery Lu -

E‘ o
g

Je - sus give, through all
wrd move, His prom-ise dai - ly, hour =
trust him ev - er. In sick - ness, pain, and death, his love Shall send us com - fort from

lﬁt time p. 2d time f.
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days,

bove,

And nev-er grisve him, nev-er, And mnev-er grieve him, nev-er,
prove, 1'll nev-er leave thee, nev-er, I'1l nev-er leave thee, nev-er,

‘We'll nev-er doubt him, nev-er, We'll nev-er doubt him, nev-er,

ney -er.
thee nev -en
him
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S 7| While with censeless course the Sun. . ........... 103

with Bonz to Greot You. 11|+ We won’t give np the Bible.......
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SABBATH ~SCHOOL AND REVIVAL BOOKS,

PUBLISHED BY THIS HOUSHE.

'THE ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, No. 1, containg

2 'hunes and hymns. Price 8 cents each, $2'per hundred, 1 cent each postaze.

ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY—SCHOOL MUSIC LOOK No. 2

jnes and liymns., Price 8 cents, §2 per hundred.

ANNIVERSA AND SUNDAY-SOHOOL MUSIC BOOK, No. 3, contsins
4

, contains

mas and hvmn- Price 4 cents, $3 per hundred. .
ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK. No.
ianes and hymns. I'rice 3 cents, $2 per hundred.

NNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, No. b, contains
tunes and h}mn- Price b cents, 3 per hundred.
ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, combining Nos. 1
2, with several additional pieces, contains 73 tunes and hymns. Price 8 cents, $5 per hundred.
'REVIVAL MUSIC BOOKS, Noe. 1 and 2, 0. 1 contains 18 tunes and hymns. Price
t. No. 2 contains 86 tunes and hymns.  Price 3 cents, $2 per hundred.
EVIVAL MUSIC BOOK, combining Nos. 1and 2, with twenty additional ]"l(‘(‘f‘“ contains
1es and hymna.  Price 8 cents e $#5 per hundred.
H E SABBAT F}I‘!SCIIOOL BELL, contains nearly 200 tunes and hymns, and is one of the

(¢ ¢6 12 cents, $10 per hundred, postare 2 conts, Bound 20 cents, $15 per

ln seantly bound in l"uth u;n‘.t 5 > cents, $20 per hundred, ditto in
d gilt, giit edg d to §1.
Ave been jssue bwo years, and the demand is incrensing,
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