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e Clerk’s  Office of the District Court ! [ the United States

¥ Entered according to Act of Congress, A. D 18680, by E. A. DisGerr, in (
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- PREFACE.
# Tuis little book, like its predecessor, is designed for the use of children,, It speaks, or rather,

gings, for itself, and needs no infroduction to those who understand and appreciate mus Should
it ,l'l nuder the notice of those who are Jealo'h of original songs and tunes, or who look with
o8 on le new adaptation of old ones, the pllhih er would say to such, that all musie is
like the livery of heayen, used for }:Hlf‘mv purposes. Musie is
he dialect of the ange s ; aud if children or adults needed an ex-
wing uut ﬂmr huaz'h and souls in strains of snered barmony, we might refer them to
nl beautiful example of the great and good men of all ages—the songs of the Patri-
archs and Prophets, a1 1d the sweet strains of the holy cheir about the Threne of God in Heaven.
Moses 18 stern, bold, and original; his song a meéve transeript of the scene in which he moved,
but his lang though ahadornedwith metaphor, like the mountain on which he received the

£ Command ts, 13 sublime and lofty. Deborah sang with '-pu it, as ehe rose from her seat a,
the hill-side, under the shadow of the palms,  There is tlte ring of martial musie in her son
bat her havd worids, th‘a’r. fall like hail upon the enemics of lsrael, melt in tears of tenderness.
'vhen she sees the mother of Sisera looking from the window. David is the great singer of the
h: now his harp swells with grandeur and .-'iﬂ)I?ll.i?}'. until its chords shiver in the tempest
b Ui‘ his pu 1; now he shudders over his own history, and his song sounds like the wail of a
% broken hgart. His words ave smiles, andysgighs, and tears. His lyries are unrivalled in literature,
Pads hastily over the example of the inspired men of the Bible, on 2 even the names of

£ many disting: guished for their epic and lyrie grandenr and harmony, we be ghest an-
h =t hunrv that comes direet from heaven fo earth—the song of the holy angels annovneing the ad-
4  vent of the Saviour. “What a seene to eonteruplate l—a choir of angels coming from the erystal
! Awalls and golden gates of Heaven, While the shepherds were watching their flecks, or ‘-ll{l\l!i'?
ithe s 1 gudde ;dv a great glory breaks in be .mt} on the sky, blotting cut the luster of the stars,
; ~hind flaodme the hemis piu vé with light. With tHis glorious effulgence comes the sw eep of wings
; hnd the T3 of ange *“And lo! the angel of the Lord ecame upon them, and the glory of the
e ak.ord shofe round b nlt them: and they weve sore afraid. And the angel said unto them, * fear
‘ ot for behold! T bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be ta a1l people. For unto

: : ’_‘;ou is ljo"u this day, in “the ui_‘, of David, a ‘muwul which is Christ thé Lord. And this shall

the Ium
cuse for
1.-11" holy: ¢

o

i
]
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ANNOUNCEMENT OF - THE SAVIOUR'S BIRTH. 1

AND
£
SINGING OF THE GOSPEL BY ANGELS. Cavrara.
4 i 1sr Vorior., ' Alto Solo. Luke ii., 8-13. Music by A. CoLL.
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i | shepherds a - biding in the, field, Keeping waich 0 - ver their flocks by
! Piano or Organ.
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And lo! the angel of the Lord came up - on them, { Anidt

1 Lord &




2 “Fear not., Fear not!”
Bt Terzetto.  (Soprawno and two Altes.)

CE.

Foar not! Fear mnot, for be-hold? I bring you goodtidingsof great joy which will be to ail

1 Allegretto,

24 time.

vionr, which is Christ the Lord, whis i3




Muarcalo, 5rA VOICE.

‘“And this shall be a Sign." 3

Alto Solo.
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shall find the babe, shall find the babe in swaddling
“ Y

Gra V(m‘li. S/)prw no,

clothes, lying in 3 man - ger, lying in

with the angel

a  mul- titude of the heav

And suddenly there, and suddenly there was

4 mansger.
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enly host, of t
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4 Allo ma no trop. i G].OI'y to God in the highest‘..“ unorus.

oprano. S n el =

d‘__q

|
Tenor. 4
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i good will to-ward men; glury to God, good will 1ow1rd men ; ,L:lo =ry to God,good will to

men ; good will toward men; glory tfo God, good will foward men; glo-ry to God, good will toward
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*Glory to God in the highest.” Concluded. 5
mens; glory to God,glo-ry to God  in* the high - est! the high- est, the hich - est
Postlude.
,,a,n_t;"“,f f’_
b e e it
i 2B 7 N PR %.:,, 5 ',,i'__
) Glory, glory to God. Glory, glo-ry to God. P
Repeat Chorus ad lib,
!
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6 DON'T YOU HEAR THE ANGELS COMING?

Musie by Rev. RoserT Lowny. Arr. by H. WaTees.

Oh! don't you hear the angels coming, singing asthey come? Oh! bear me angels,

angels bear mehome,

N £ L
[ ,!\'9:'"'@','{",1
] 0
| o s e
Tho' their forms we cannot gee, Had we bit an angel's wing, Yet methinks if I <hculd die,
They attend and guard our way, And an angel's heart of flame, | And become an angel foo,
: join their company | Oh, how sweetly would we ring | I, perhaps; like them might fiy,
fields of heavenly day. [ Thro' the world the Saviour's name, | And the Saviour's bidding de.
Cho.—Den't you hear, &e. (Cho,—Don't you hear, &e. | Cho- Don't you hear, &e.




L ratTe

Musie by B. W. WIrLiA

Who was in the manger laid ?  Je-sus,
Who can hear us when we cal

P e

Wlhoup Cal - va-ry wasled? Who for us life-blc ? ¢ reation’s head,
Who a - lone can do us good, When we're tossed on Jor risen Lot

e e
\- \

3. Who ean rob the grave of gloom? | Who will give us sweetest res
Jesus, [ Jesus,
ho ean raise us from the tomb ? | ‘Whom in heaven shail we love best

Jesus, Jesus,
When before the Judge we wait, At his feet our crowns we'll fling,
Who will open heaven’s | i While the rapturouns song we sing,
Jesus Christ, our Advoeate. 1 Jesus Christ, our Saviour King.

* From Sowas For Tuig 8apsatn SomooL Axp Vestey by permission of I, Hoyr, Publisher
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8 SELECTED HYMNS.

BRIGHT, HAPPY NEW YEAR
Tune, ** PRAIRIE FLOWER." ﬁge 9.

1. O~ this New Year evening, when our hearts are
All around us cheerful, gay, and bright, [light,

With our happy voices let us fill the air,

And a Fathet's love declare.

Merrily we sing, then, children, one and all,
Praise your bounteous Giver, great and small,
For the many mereies daily he bestows,
From the dawn till evening’s close.

CHORUS.

Bright, happy New Year! joyful we sing,
Hearts full of gladness now we bring ;

Tak these offerings, Jesus, full of love and cheer,

Smile upon the glad New Year.

o

. Come, dear children, join our happy little band,
Pressing onward to the “better land,”

Where the angels welcome, with their harps of gold,

All the lambs of Jesus’ fold.

Lo che land of sunshine sorrow is unknown,
Allis ealm and peaceful round the throne;
Come ye sad and weary to this plack of rest,
Come und be forever blest.

CHORUS.
Bright, happy New Year ! joyful we sing, &c.

Calls louder to deliver

Their souls from error's chains,
Than here, by sea and river,

In all our streets and lanes.

2. What though our Christian altars
Are raised in cosily sty
If Christisn courage falte
Nor strives to save the vile:
In vain has God in kindnoess,
His blessings on us strown,
If here, in heathen blindness,
Men live, unblessed, unknown.

le

3. Was Priest or Levite lighted,
With wisdem from on high,
Who turned aside, and slighted
A fallen brother's ery ?
Salvation ! O Salvation !
To sinners here proclaim,
The poor of every nation
Must learn Messiali’s name.

4. Then waft, ye winds, his story,
And you, ye waters, roll,
Till like a sea of glory,
It spreads from pole to pole, 3
Till o’er our ransemed nature,
The Lamb for sinners slain,
Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bliss returns to reign.

The above hymn was arranged for the use of Five
Points Gospel Union Mission, 42 Baxter Street, New
York, by W. 8. W.

NOT GREENLANDS ICY MOUNTAINS.
Tune, *“ Misstonary Hymn,” 7s & 6s, peculiar.

1. Nor Greenland’s icy mountains,
Nor India’s coral strand ; .
Nodark, or sunny fountains,
In any pagan land,

DOXOLOGY.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow !
Praise him, all creatures here below !
Praise him above, ye heavenly host !
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!
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ROUSE THEE, CHILD OF HEAVEN! >

Words by Rev. SroNey DYER. Music by G- F. Root, by permission. Arr. by A. CoLr.

despairing thought? God to thee has giv-eu, all unsought,
the'world a - bove,.... ... ®.ccuee. £

|
| 1. Rouse thee, child of heaven! why

p. 8. Bright, and fadeless glories in

Rouse thee from thy sadness, rouse thee, drooping soul,
Anthem notes of gladness round thee roll ;

Cateh the song of rapture, join the seraph strain,
Healing all thy care and pain, Trust him, &e,

Glowing on the hill side, blushing in the flowers,
Happy spirits greet us, cheering ours;

Cease from thy repining, ccase thee, child of heaven!
Share the blessings God has given. Trust him, dc.
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o180  Autzorerro. MUSIC OF ANGELS. Words by Mrs. M. A. Kroprm.
DUET 1st Voice, Music arranged by A. CuLL.
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1st Voice. 1 hear not a  foot - - step, there is not a
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MUSIC OF ANGELS. . Coxcrupep.

1st Voice.

mu -sie  of an - gels, Mu - sic _of an - gels from friends that we love.

2 3.

) In dreams as T listen, in tones sweet and clear, | O | grant me, dear Father, when death draweth
: The musie of heaven strikes soft.on my ear; near,
My rapturous spirit unites in the strain, The “ music of angels ” may fall cn my ear;
A To worship, with angels, the Lamb that was | The foretaste of rapture my spirit shall know,
slain! | When meeting the friends I have loved here below.
Hark | the soft musie, &e. I Hark | the soft musie, &e.




12 IS IT TRUE? 7s,

mAEsTOS0. Words by Hopars Reep, Esq. - Music by M. T. I[ SarTn.
:r "I:IZ—r“I““*\‘ﬁ—Nr""“j = :‘“—4*1 % # ‘}*4*{,‘
e e e PR

it true that I must lie, In the grave-yard by and by, And with oth- ers, gone be- fore,
[V

Sleep till time shallbe nomora? Is it true—Oh! is it true? Is it trme—Oh! i3 it true?

R AN Ay ~
ﬁ.__.n..c_ £ p-po p-of fopre

— + : e —— ‘

‘. “,E_ . ¥l o . 3

o I TR R T -l e i
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2 Is it true, as many ay, 8 TIa it true that on the eross,
Life is but a passuw dny, Jesus bled and died for us,
And that heaven is lost or won. And, while hanging on the tree.
Frre this fleeting day has flown? Upward sent a prayer for me §

Is it tr ue—Oh | is it true? Is it true—0h | is it frue t

4 TIs it true that all death’s slain,
Will arise and live again,
And to final jadgment go,
Some for bliss and some for woe
1s it true—Oh | is it true?




AND WHO CAN TELL 13

TraxquirLo. Words by Honers Reep, Esq. Music Arr, by M. F. H, Smita.

v
feld of yuulh eh: trod, On which her eye de- light - ed fed; The Saviour (‘axlled.“}“or-

B AP P P -‘--‘- -‘--‘- -'-‘- - H B 9 f-’-,—
— — — — = =

true > #
—~ - - - sake your foys!

1

She would not lis - ten ta ‘bis voice— And who can tell? And who ean tell?
e

t -o--o-o—-mu—a—o—o—o—o-m

2 The spring-time (]u]ddv passed away 4 Fain would we hope when o’er the grave

From off the hill side and the dell; Her spirit hovered, all was well,

And then, we saw her pressed w 1th cares, That, at the last, the Saviour smiled,

Usmindfal of her soul’s affairs— And owned the sufferer as his child,
And, who can tell? But, who ean tell

8 When on her dying bed she lay, 5 Then, seck the Saviour in thy youth,

She dreamed she heard the funeral knell ; Early thy sinful passions quell ¢

“A little longer ! then she eried, Now for the better world prepare,

“A year! a day! 1 and so she died— For death may come ere you're aware-
Ah!—who can tell? And, who can tell§
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14 THE PLEASANT SABBATH SCHOOL,

Words by Mrs. M. A. Kipprr. Arr. by A. C3ur,

ALLEGRELTO.

Oh ! meet me once a -
I'll leave my homeward

S g £
v
Furst Vouce.

How blessed is ev - ery spot, Where

1st Voice. When light comes o’er the plain, And sunshine o’er the lea,
2d Voice. When first the sun’s bright ray, Illumes the sparkling sea,
e BEELA,

—_—

gain, Where oft I've knelt with thee; }
way, And kneel in prayer with thee;

Second Voice.
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THE PLEASANT SABBATH SCHOOL, Coxervpen.

FINE.

Second Voice.

At morning’s rosy hour,
On each blest Sabbath day,
Oh! leave thy pleasant bower,

And come where Christians pray ;

T'll sing the blessed songs,

The dear inspirving strains,
Whose sweetest song belongs

To Christ our Lerd, who reigns.

How blest is every spot, &e,
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YOUTHFUL DAYS,
& Words and Music by :ABTINGS_
e et s gt~
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j Youthful days when bright and cheer -ful, Nev - er shouldbe i - dly spent;)
* 1 Nor when gloomy, dark, and. tear - {ul, Should they lead to  dis - con - tent; |

e B e o o oo L B i g
gﬁ&wt-—g}wa—& ot S D s i i E

Let usspendthem all a - right, And theyll yieldus true  de - light.

S ! i R —-k{--——f — -

B F e

2 Youthful days will soon be over, 3 Youthful days are few and precious,
Though they seem to linger long ; ) Let us thén our time unpm‘ {0
Time once past we ne’er recover, And may God, forever gracious,
Whether we are old or young ; s Fill us with a Saviour’s love:

Though we may ifs loss deplore, That will keep us day by 1’1:1}‘::
It has fled forevermore, Safe along the heavenly way,



COME T)

J'I‘ SUS. 17

nged, ,mrl 1\1}'!1\ composed by H. “’,\TEN

7/
Come to

1. Come to Je -sus, Come to sus, Come to Je- - sus, Je - sus, Come to

2. He will save \(ul He will ou, He  will save you, He will  save you, He will
3.1 3 I be - lieve it, I be - lieve it F be: <« heve it, 1 be-
4. 1 a g vy, T am hap-py, I am  hap - py, I am hap-py, I am
5. I 3 - Hal -le-1lu - jah, Hal-le - lu - jah, Hal - le

F . > 5 E
Je - sus, Come to Je - sus, Come to
save you, ‘e will save you, He will

- lieve g I be - lieve it,
hap - py I am hap - py I am
la - jah, Hal-1le-lu - Jlllv

5 ol
-l"'ﬁfl\'\ Just n0w, Just Tow

be - lieve it,

Hal- le - lu - jah, Just now, Just now.

3 Just now,

Hal - le - lu - jah,
£ 1_ .E.- £

.
Je - sus, Just now, Juii now, Come
save you, Just now, Just now, He
Just now, Just now, I

hap - py, Just now, Just now, I am
Hal - le-

—t
sus, Just 170w !

Come to -
save \ml, Just now !

Just now,

| SAVC .Justnow, Jnst now, Just now, Just now, He will
- llt‘\l- it, Just now, Just mnow, Just now, Just now, I be - |I€‘\’(’ it, Just now !
hap - m Justnow, Just now, Just now, Just now, [ am . hap - py, Just now !
-In - jah, Justnow, Just now, Just now Just now, Hal -le -1u - jah, Just now !
e I £ 2" Re ;

F

i
@
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18 ALLEGRETTO. THE CHILDREN'S WELCOME Musie h) J. R. Oscoop.
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Little travelers, Zion-ward, Each one en-ter-ing to rest, In the ngdom of your Lord,

s bl ol il ,_____a - £ 4—4—4— ﬁ
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CHOR US— Prompt.

In the mansions of the blest, In the mansions &e,,  There, to welcome, Jesn

5 -6;:[———[— —f— f—r—a—-—aAc e rq..‘_“_*_" r ot
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Gives the erown his followers win ; Lift up your heads, ye golden gates | And let the ehildren in,

"‘tt.p. e

Ve e ettty f
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THE CHILDREN'S WELCOME. Coxcrupep. 19

Who are they, whose little feet,
Pacing life’s ddvk journey throungh,
Now have reached that heavenly seat
They had ever kept in v ew.
There, to welcome, Jesus waits, de,

3.

“T from Greenland’s frozen land,”
“Ifrom India’s sultry plain,”

“T from Afrie’s burning sand”
“T6H

[ from islands of the main.”
There, to welcome, Jesus waits, de,

“ All our earthly journey past,
Every tear and pain gone by,
ITere together met at last,
At the portal of the sky !”
There, to welcome, Jesus waits, &o,

b.
Each the welecome “ Coxe ” awaits

Conqueror’s over death and gin ;
Lift up your heads, ye aolden rates!
Let the little travelers in. :

There, to welcome, Jesus waits, d&e.




1. O what will the Sabbath school do
)

2. The Bi - ble

THE PRIVILEGE,

hath taught us the way

‘Worps anp Music By Dr. Hasrivas,

for wus? What priv -1 -lege shall we ob - tain ?
is. plain, The fool - ish may wallc there-in !

g v -
And what shall we have that i
Though many will  study

.‘J oy e
s new to
each day in

us, -If long-er we

vain, Because they live careless in = sin;

The priv = i-leze  hele to -all

’ is given To g
Then study in ear - nest! ’tis God's command, And ask him . to

learn
help you to

and the way to heaven.

un - der-stand.

study

3. The lessons ye give us, seem hard to learn,
We often feel Jangmid and dull ;
And then are impatient and wish to turn
Away from the Sabbath school ;
The lessons grow easy to all who try,
And moments fly swift when zeal runs high,

AT R BTGRP S NS
N ::."}':Hﬁ:'f'ffﬁpr‘_;:'oj,a @
e e S Gk e e o

4. Oh! waken to industry then we say,
We'll faithfully, cheerfully try;
And ecourage and effort shall win the day,
And fill up the moments with joy :
Yet tenderly think of the name we love,
Acknowledge your sin, and grateful prove,




Duet. :NEVER FORGL? I}: S.:LB.L;ATH CCHOOJ_“ Music !J_\‘ A. ( :'1.!./'\ 21

'I rurhrrs I 3
Never forgetthe ‘:.ll)bznh school, The lessons taught you here, The gentle words of Kindness, The true and

e
; |Tway.
aciouslove, May ]\u pyou in the

-~ -
Never forget, Never forget, Never forget the:Sabbath school, The lessons taught yon here, The lessons &e.
i o ¥

Never forget th(, ‘iahb.ulfnrhml &e.
Children. Can we forget the Sabbath school, All. 8o, then, together let us sing,
The p]:u'::'uf hght and love, In song of grateful praise,
Place wh To Him who reigneth in llw skies
That 1 s to homes above!? Qur grs lh ful tribute
Wherever we may wander, And pray that through
Where through the week we roam, His blessing mav attend :
‘We'll not forget the teachers And that we never may forget
Of this, our Sabbath home. | The sinner’s trues i
|

re we learn of wisdom’s ways,

lllm yeur

Never forget, never forget, Never fc by X
Never forget the teachers Never f(il't’:'l that Jesus 1s
Of this, our Sabbath home. ‘ The sinner’s truest friend.




22 viace. A LIGHT IN THE WINDOW FOR THEE,  Music by A. CuLL.

Nore.—When a boy, but twelve years old, I worked hard to support my mother and two younger
brothers, and usually carried my earnings home every evening. One night, 1t being very dark and muddy,
and having three miles to travel, and a heavy bundle 1o carry, 1 did not reach home until late : my mother,
feeble and weary, had retired, but she quickly aroused when she heard my voice, and sooh met me at the
door, with a warm k and warmer tears, and a ** God bless you, my dear boy.” As she received my bun-
dle, she exolaimed, or this, my son, I'll seta hight in the window for you ;" and, true to her word, the
bright light in the window appeared, and Oh ! how it cheered my heart ever after for years. Health failing
me, I left home, (after my brothers could help mother), and went to sea. When three years from home, anc
on the Pacific Ocean, my mother died ; but just before she expired, she said to those around her, “ O give
Edward my dying blessing, for he has been a good boy. Tell him 1 have gone to Heaven, and I will set a

light 11 the window for him.”

I. There’sa light in the win -dow for thee, dear brother, There’s a light in the win-dow for

2 There'sacrown,and a robe, and a palm,dear brother, When your la - bors have ceased to
.0 watch, and be faith-ful, and pray, dear brother, All your journey o’er life’s troubled
4. Then on! _ per-se-ver - ing-ly on, dear brother, Till from conflict and suf - fer-ing
' r :

Your mother has moved to  her mansion above, There’s a light in the window for
For Je-sus has gone to prepare you a home, With a light in the window; &c.,
Tho’ afflictions assail you, and storms beat severe, There’s a light in the window,
Bright angels are béck’ning you over the stream, There’s a light i1 the window,
>-"9 o o
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Tune, 8tar oF THE EveniNg, page 114, “8

. 8. Bell

1. Shepherds, keeping wateh by night,
Saw around a glorious light ;
Ieard an angel then proclaim,
 Christ 1s born in Bethlehem,
Christ is born in Bethlehem.”

CHORUS.

Christ is born, Christ is born,
Chirist is born—is born in Bethlehem.

2. Soon by many a heavenly tongue
*lory be to God ”, was sung,
‘* Peace on earth, good will to men,
Christ is born tn Bethlehem.”
Christ is born, Christ 1s born, &e.
3. Joyful tidings to mankind !
Richest grace they now can find;
Children, too, this grace may claim,
Christ is born in Bethlehem.
Christ 1s born in Bethlehem, &e.
4. O ! how great his grace and love,

‘I'hus to leave his throne above ;
Thus to be our guilt and ~}1<\mr*
And be born in Bethelem.

Christ is born 1n Bethlehem, &e.

Tune, STAR ofF THE EvENinG.

WORDS BY MRS. M. A. KIDDER.
1. Bethlehem star, sweet gem of light,
Sent to guide our souls aright,
Wanderers from the Lord afar ;
Star of the Christian, Bethlehem star,
Star of the Christian, Bethlehem star.
CHORUS.
Bethlehem star, Bethlehem star,

Star of the Christian, Bethlehem, Bethlehem star.

2. Shepherds, wondering, saw 'Lhuc_ rise,
Glorious in the eastern skies
Herald of a Saviour’s birth,
Jesus, Lord of heaven and earth.
Bethlehem star, &e.

3. Radiant star ! thy beams divine,

Bright with heavenly lustres shine ;

Sinners from their God afar,

Look to the Christians guiding star
Bethlehem star, &e.

4, When all earthly scenes shall fade ;
And we near death’s silent shade,
Jesus, loved star, Oh light eur way,
To realms above ot perfect day.

Bethlehem star, &c.
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CHORUS,
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| Thro' the carth and thro' thesky Let the anthem ever fly, Peace, good will to men, and glory he to God on high,

To the Saviour 'tis their due:
Let its grateful notes ascend to Him agajn;
Join with angels in their song, .'\Iin;:ling love with loftiest praise,
And fhe heavenly strain prolong, b . Still the chorus there we'll raise,
“ Glory be to God, good will and peace to men.” “ Glory be to God, to men good will ‘md peace,
CHo.—Through the earth, &e. | Cno. —llnouwh the uuth, &e.

With those happy angels be,
Striking harps to strains that nevermore shall cease ;

2 'Tis a song for children, too; 1 3 Boon around that throne may we




cease ;
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SHALL WE MEET BEYOND THE RIVER? 25

ALLEGRETTO. Music by G. H. Bates, Arr. by A. CuLL.

—
o e

i 1 c:hlll we meet be - yond the riv - er, Where the sur - oes oo
all woe meet in - that blest har- lmr1 When onr gtormy voyage i
i 8. Shall we meet in yon-der ei - ly, Where the towers of ~ ¢rys = tal rsi.:m, W here the w
o - . P

T

i J N
ght for - ev - er, Sor-row ne'er shall press the soul? Shall we meet? Shall we meet
cast the an- chory By the fair ce- tlal shorg? Shall we Shall, &e.
all of jas - per, Built hv workman - ship di - vine? Shall we Shall, &e.

S B ,E_i — s .Jﬁu

Ll
Shall we meet? Shall wo meet beyond the riv-er, W here the sur - ges cease to roll ?
‘e 2 p B oo 2

oy 2, S o T 5 VY 28 S T # _i—’_f :
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sic of the ransomed | Shall we meet with many a low M one, ‘-"sh'\il we meot with C‘hrlshn- Baviour,

y around, | That was torn from our embrace ¥ | When he comes to claim His own ?
reation swells the l:!‘.rn’us. Shall we listen to their voices. l‘wl all we know his blessed favor,
With its sweetmelodioussound 7, And behold them face to face? i And sit down upon his throne?




26 JESUS, WE THY LAMBS WOULD BE

GripiNg MOVEMENT—NOT To0 FABT,
o

C. A, Marvix.
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Je - sus, we thy lambs would be, Humbly we w um\} fol-low thee, Waiting for the

‘]minl day, \']u rall eare will pmq away, Whe t‘xihe‘l(‘llamg time shall come, And angels ghout tha

o~} 8 —
R T =

4 7
! baryest home, When the Iet])iw titne ehall eo: ne, And angels shout the harvest
| i |
SiA G i j .
P S o e
5 : : &
2 Now the ﬁeld \\1ﬂ| grain is white, | 8 May we wait, and wa dp
Now theday is dawning bright,— | TFor the coming of that d
B or far the sky w il be, When the wheat gh:
‘When our Master we shall see, 1 And the ebaff be driven from the
‘When the reaping time, d&e. When the reaping time, &e.







THEY GATHERED ROUND THE CROSS

i 4 VOICES. * BINGLE vmcE. CHORUS. Music by C. A, G

e e T ey e
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1. They gathered | round the ,crons. Who | gathered | round? The lepers ecleansed, the
2. They gathered | round the [ cross. Who | gathered | round? The poor that heard his

| |
blind restored to sight, (,.l.ptwm of Sa- tan with their chains unbound, The dl,ud called from the
word, the hungry fed, The broken- hearted healed of ev-ery wound; They to whose arms he

: ey
e
—p—w oo~
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e i Al eiion) —_——— - -
Sy i

grave to life and lght, The dead called from the grave to life and light.
had restored the dead, They to whose arms he had restored the deaa

They gathered | round the | eross. Who | gathered | round 2
The lost reclaimed, sinners their sins forgiven,
Vile publicans whose eyes, that sought th> ground,
His hand had pointed to a smiling heaven.
They gathered | round the | cross. Who | zathered | round?
‘Women whose joy had been to soothe his woes,
His mother—anguish, triumph, in each wound—
Her Son, her Saviour, su ered for his foes.
They gathered | round the | cross. Who | gathered | round ?
False priests that laughed, soldiers who mocked his ?mn,
Proud Pharisees ** whose garments swept the ground ;
And thus upon the cross the Lord was slain,
Saft‘{ They gathered | round the | cross: e | closed his | eyesi
The day grew dark when death its work had done;
Full ! Yet day so bright ne’er dawned on mortal eyes,
For our salvation by the cross was won,

* Sing first line of last verse of Hymn all to first half of Chant, omitling the second half,
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SELECTED HYMNS,

Tune, “Swesr Home."”
SON.

WORDS BY REV. C. W. D

. Om! turn not the Sailor away from your door,
Though poor, sick, and ragged he wander the shore,
He’s a man, he’s a brother, and oft yvou will find
Beneath a tarr’d jacket a generous mind.

No, no, turn not away,
Oh, turn not the S8ailor away from your door.

Oly, turn not the Sailor away from your door,
Though you see him but once. and may see
nmore ;
For a poor suffering stranger was Jesus, our Lord,
And the cup of cold water shall have its reward.
No, no, turn not away, &ec.

him no

. Oh, turn not the Sailor away from vour door,
“l(l\lg:l many a willd one has asked you before ;
Perchance he has battled the ecean for you,

Where the wild billows raged, and the fierce tem-
pest blew.
No, no, turn not away, &ec.

Oh, turn not the Sailor away from your door,

Some strange, distant land you may yet wander o'er
To seek. lone and hungry, as weary you ream,

The grateful repose ot a true Sailor’s home.

No, no, turn not away, &e.

. Oh, turn not the Sailor .I\my from your door,
He may love the ne God you have worshipp’d of
yore,
And when in the presence of angels you re
He may reign at your side in the land of the
\», no, turn not away, &:c.

blest.

Tune, “‘AnTrocH.”

1. Tur Sailor's home is on the wave,

And there his grave will be ;

Oh, Christian, streteh your h.m\l, and save
This pilgrim of the sea,

|

[

29

2, O haste ye, life is brief;
Those ves,” booming free
May sink to everlasting death
The pilgrim ot the sea.

3. His heart is generous, kind, and brave—
Landsman, he toils for thee ;
For thee he finds an early grave
Lone pilgrim of the sea.

4. Jesus has pledged a bright reward p
To those who *d faithful be,
And blest are they who turn to God
One pilgrim of the sea.

DO GOOD FOR THE

o

SAILOR.

WORDS BY REV W. DENISON.

. Do 'rc)tl-l ! do good! there’s ever a way—
Av where there's ever a will ;
Don* '|. wait *till to-morrow, but do it to-day,
And to-day, when to-morrow comes, slr{l
Do good to the Sailor, doomed often to roll
On billows of sorrow and need ;
Embrace him with love, and his generous soul
shall full well repay you the deed.

CHORUS.

Then do good ! do good ! there’s ever a way—
A way where there 's ever a will, a will;

Don ’t wait "till ta-morrow, but do it to day,
And to-day, when to-moyrow comes, still.

On shore, or at sea, when the Sailor you meet—
Oh! pass him not by in disdain ;
Be tender and kind, as his spirit youn greet—
God bless the brave son of the Main !
Then pity the Jor—remember his fate
Is often so sad and forlorn
Direect him to enter at merc straight gate,
Where Christ all his sorrows has borne.
Then do good ! &c.
For tuneto the above words, see **S. 8. Bell," pp. 12 ¢ 13.




SORROW SHALL COME AGAIN NO MORE*
Words h}i)'\l’::;‘K., from “ Choral Hymn Book.” Music by S. C. FosTER. Arr.by A. CuLL.

e
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1! What to me are earth’s pleasures; And whal its flowing tears t W are all the sorrows I deplore?
“} There's a song ever swelling, still lingers on my ears; Oh, sorrow shall come again no more.

CHORTUS.

Sorrow, sorrow is

e

— 8 - —a i [
@ —J-—d—- *,‘7’"3.’:‘1:9."" =

| & .
I now, ev - er hap-py on Ca - naun's peaceful shore, Oh, sorrow shall come againne more !

=G T R 1 2 b i
'L-—-:‘!Abi"-—w R
2.1 seek not earthly glory, nor mingle with the gay : 4.Tis a note that is wafted across the tronb

1 court not this world’s gilded store, [of day, 'Tis a song that I've heard upon the s

There are voices now ealling from the bright realims 'Tis a sweet thrilling murmur around the

Oh, sorrow shall .come again no more ! | Oh, sorrow shill come :
Chorws. "Tis a song, &e. i Chorus. "T'1s u song, &e.
3. Though here Pm sad and drooping, and weep my | 5.'Tis the lond pealing anthem—the victor's holy
life away, song,
With a lone heart still elinging to the shore, Where the strife and the confliet are o'er ;
Yot [ hear happy voices, which ever seem to say, Where the saved ones forever. in jovous notes pro-
Oh, sorrow shall come again no more ! Oh, sorrow shall ecome again no more! [long,
Chorus. 'Tis a song, &e. “ Chorus. *Tis a song, &2.

* By permission of FirtH, Poxp & Co.




THANKS TO OUR FATHER IN HEAVEN, 31

Arr by A. CuLL.

(.0
i v—g—

1 1. Father, hear! to thee we raise Grate -ful songs and hymns of prai Let thy bless -'ing
i 2. Thon has given us friends most dear: Parents, teachers, loved ones here, Who for us both

3. Lerd | be thowour guide through youth, Lead us in the paths of truth ; Fill our hearts with

o — s . ‘ — | Al - =
8-l Gy —e — ) —) -
i
| on us With thy smile may we be blest. Thanks to Thee,our Fa -ther kind,
| y U'would lead in the right way.” G us grace to hear thy voice,

us for the r s of bliss. - Thus 'we hope to do thy  will—

A *!*&:IT; Wkt

& ; =
| See—
! i
That provision for the mind Thon hast made and to us given In thy love, as rich as heaven.
And may wisdom be our choice, Onward press and upward move, Blessing all thy deeds of love.
In the world our part fulfill ; And when life’sbriefhouris o’er, Meet in heaven and love Thee more.

r’s holy

g
otes pro-
flong,




32 HUSANNA TO THE LAMB OF GOD- From 8. 8. Minstrel.”

LW THS

i 1
|

1. Come, © my soul,in joy - ous lays At -tempt thy great Re - deem - er’s prai

2. Enthronied a - mid the radiant spheres, He glo ry hke a - garinenl we

3. Raised on de - vo-tion’s lof - ty wing, Do thou, wmy soul, his glo -ries

iEmteeo e E e

o
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1 | !
O what tongue can speak his fune, What verse can reach the lof - ty theme? Glory, glory
form a robe of light di - vine, Ten thousand suns a - - round him shine. Glory, &e.,
let his praise employ my tongue Till listening worlds shall join the song. Glory, &c.,

=R

|
let ns sing, While heaven and earth with v!oryling, Ho - san-na! ho - - - san-na!

e e e




paLr HOSANNA TO THE LAMB OF GOD.—Coscuooro. 33
\ \ \ \ v . A;r-::rr!r&o

the Lamb of God. Glo =Ty, glo-ry, let

i
glo - ry ring, Ho -san-na! Ho - - - san-na! Ilo - san-na to the Lamb of (,;_:\l.

1. Jesus shall reign where'er the sun [ 2. Amidst thy temple ehildren throng
Does his successive journeys run ; T'o see their great Redeemer’s face ;
His kingdom streteh from shore The Son of David 18 their song,
Till moons shnll wax and wane no more. And loud hosannas fill the place.
,i Glory, glory, &c. Glory, glm‘y, &e.
E." 2. People and realms of every tongue 1.

Dwell on his love with sweetest song ;
And youthful voices shall proclaim
Their ".u'!y blessings on his name. 'l
Glory, glory, &c.
3. Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our KINZ u,

AWAKE, my tm\rrnr' thy tribute bring
| him who gave thee power 1o sing;
se hir
ne sou

who has all power above,
of wisdom and of love.
Glory, glory, &c.
2 Through each bright world above, behold

Ten thousanl, thousand eharms unfold ;
Angels aseend with songs again, ~ U3 o E

Farth, air, ghty seas cou 1€
And earth mpv at the lond Amen. To s '.l.\lin(\ |“1 ll:]nlluiln}all ok ””lnbn e
' Glory, 5'1‘”5" dc. Glory, glory, &c.
3 1. Avvtemry Ruler an]J(‘ skies, 3. But in redemption, O what grace !
Through all the earth thy name is spread ; Its wonders, O what thought can trace !
F, And thine eternal glories rise Here wisdom shines forever bright ;
- Above the heavens thy hands have made. Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight

Glory, glory, &c. Glory, glory, &c.




34 CHILDOOD'S HAPPY HOURS.

Dart. Words by J. S. Apaums. Music by C‘umem’\ Arr. by A, CoLL.
L N )

1. In éhildhood’s young and happy hours, I wander free o’er hilland plain; I gather bright and fragrant
2. 1lovethese childhood’s hours: they bring On every moment some new joy : Oh, who can half the rapture

e

flowers, And love the sunshine and the rain, And love the sunshine and the rain. Inevery scene of nature
sing That crowns the happy girl and boy? That crowns the happy girl andboy ? Isee in every thing in

o, Ny
I e e e e S e A

A P o e e txu—, e 7:i'-"">‘ o

CHORUS.

free, Tn garden and in forest  wild, I look to Gol who blesses me. And thank him
life, A beauty on which God hefs smiled, And turnfrom care, and toil, and strife, To thank him

n)
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CHILDEQOD'S HAPPY HOURS.—CoxcLupep. as

e quf Ad b,

am achi 1d.
I'am a child.

¢
A that I am a child, I look to God, whoblessesme, A
that I am a dhild, Andturn from care andioil, ‘m‘[
" 9 9 =

B T e

i - o |
This beautiful tune may be sung to any ‘long metre hymn.

THE SUNDAY SCIIOOL. 2. The harvest of that field mght then

q. y school, how dear to me'! Be multiplied to ten times ten,
1y wills I love to bic | W h sown twice more could fur
w yon the Sabbath day, we meet | Wherewith an army might be fed.
In our accustomed cla sent. |
e ] i | 8. A penny is: a little thing,
g "‘””” that I am taught to read | Which e'en a poor man's child may
nd feel the need | Into the {reasury of Heaven,
nd pardoning love, And make 1t worth as much as seven.
eaven above.
i e I]u it I am te mJ t to pray; 4. As seven! yea worth its weight m gold,
And lw:\w God’s holy 8 ath day ; | And that increased an hundred fold,
To sing his pr: wrn his will, | For lo!l a penny tract, if well
And all my duties to fulfil. P Applied, may save a soul from hell.
4 0Oh,
I . That soul can scarce be sav ed alone,
¥ at prace s 1t must, it wil bliss make known :
'H! at brought me to the -.a.;tmll. school. Come, ir will ¢ry. and you shall see,
1k him 4 , great things God hath done for me.
ik him HOW LITTLE THINGS INCREASE. |
v of corn an infant’s hand 6. Hunidreds that joyful sound shall hear,
2 nt upon an inch of la Hear with the heart as well as ear ;
= \!'I; > twenty stalks might \I'Ll.li,’ and yield Anl tk to thousand more proclain
i JSII\JElf_le to stcek a le ficld. Salvidion i the only name.




SISTER SPIRIT, STAY NOT HERE.

Words and Music by C. Haron Smure, A. M. Arr. by A. CuL.

1. Bee an an-gel, flying—fly- ing— Father, mother, broth-er dear!

|
b g
‘_ _____ i A S R ,_a o C 8

I NG ) ; E-
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i
sighing—sighing—*Sister Spirit,

Dearest

fa - ther,

Note.—The subject of the above, a young glrl, fifteen years ot‘ age, was an active member of the Sunday-School.
It was her extraordinary promise of genius and proficiency in music that suggested the poem. Notwithstanding
her youth, she overcame the difficulties of the great masters with ease. She was to have united with the
protestant church the Sunday subsequent to her decease.
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92, Musie—hear it ! ring
Earth is davk—
Seraph voices singir

e bl mrrlil"’——-
cannot see—
singing—

Here, when the morning chime,
Peals forth its merry rhyme,
Young hearts are beatir

LL.

“ Nister \pzﬂf tis for thee” Kind hands are press'd.
1 can hear them, mother, listen ! | SHOBIE.
s They are smiling now on you; | I Jove the Sabbath School—
And, how, bright their faces (r] ten | | Sabbath School, Sabbath Sehool,
Oh! I know their love is true. : I love the Sabbath School,

Now the angel speaks to me;
“ For thy trust while sowing—sowing—
Sister Spirit, thow art free”

2. We are a happy band—Onward we move—
Seeking that better land—Where all is love.
Youth with its rogy hue,

|
Fort . 3 Pane . TR
8. Vision? no ! we’re going—going— | Dear Sabbath School.
\

Oh! a erown within the portal, | Sweet dimpled childhood, too,
Held by hands so pure and white: 1 Drinking the boly dew,
Brother dear, its gems immortal, Pure from above,
Shine with rays of matehless light. i I love the SBabbath School, &e.
4. Weep no more, dear mother—mother— | 3. Oft in that favored spot, Sweet placeof prayer,
Angals soon will seek thine ear; Earth an- its eares forgot—Jesus is there.
And 5o soft, oh! father, brother, He who, though Lord of all,
Wiisper. .\';mn SRR . Marks but a sparrow’s fall ;
J-_— - Now. favewsll, 1 ":‘—I. leave thee, He listens to our call— .
:‘,—“: With the angel fly away : Yes, God is there.
Uit Dearest loved ones, cease to grieve thee, I love the Sabbath School, &e,
e For I can no longer stay. 4. Come to the Sabbath School, God ("ﬂl-f(lvd.ly
e Drink from this little pool—Make no delages

| This is the humble place

Christ loves to own and bles
I LOVE THE SABBATH SCHOOL. [Here seak vour Sabbath rest—
OnriGinar Hyan. Words by Mrs. 8. ALLAIRE. Haste, haste away.
hool. 1, I love the Sabbath School—Heaven of rest; I love the Sabbath Schobl, de.
l“}mﬁ I love its gentle rule—=Sa and blest. Tune, Kixp Worps, 1x 5. 8. BELr, Page 24,




38 HEAVERLY FATHER GRANT THY BLESSING.

Devorery. CHORUS.

| 1. { Heavenly Fa --ther, grant thy
‘ 1 Bin - ful hearts d.!]d lives con - fess - ing,
e__p _o M

Music and Words by L. Witper. Arr. by H. Warers,

bless - ing,  While'thy praise we = hum- bly H‘HL"_‘ }_

Noth - ing wor - thy ean  we bring;
2 @

e ,;a,,_.ﬁ. SER) RSCAY) SR P A
AL i H 11

Yet  thy bock of loye hath taught us

'[‘huu \nlt I\md - ly bow thine ear:
@

ﬂ_ SR 73 ) ’ ’ ) ;i
o, o f—r—i*ff R g
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of

sake

For the
I3

2. What a boon to usis given,
Thus to lift our voice on high,
Well assured the ear of heaven

Hears our wants, and will supply.

‘Weak and sinful, oh how often,
Must we look to God alone,

For his grace our hearts to soften,
And sustain us as his own!

3. Bless, O Lmr] I]m. happy meeting,

While we stay, and when we go:

Here our hearts in friendly grecting,
Gladly join thy praise below;

But all earthly unions sever,
All their pleasures quickly fly:

Oh for graee to praise thee ever,
In that better world on high.




ta - ken,
0, - ken,
- tion!

I my cross
poor, despised, for. -
rich is ‘my con -

R \l\ hnw

All to €
Thou from hence my All shalt be.
Grod  and heavens are sfill  my oW1l

',“ﬁ
leave and fol - low

Per - ish ev - ery fond am - bi - tion,

All I've sought, or lmlwrl or known

2, Let the world despise s

They s left my

Human hearts and looks deceivs me,
Thou are not, like them untrue

And whilst Thou shalt smile npon me,
God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate, and friends may scorn me;
Show Thy face, and all is bright.

3. Man may troubie and distress m
*T will but drive me to Thy bres
Life with frials hard may press me
Iin aven w rll bring no'sweeter rest.

h! f to harm me,
s left to me; |
Oh! 'twere not in joy to charm me,
Were that joy unmixed with Thee. |

4. Soul, then know thy full salvation,
Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ;
Joy to find in every station
Something still to do or bear.
Think what Spirit dwells within thee ;
Think what Father's smiles are thine 3
Think that J 5 died to win thee;
Child of heaven, ean’st thou repine 2
Haste thee on from grace to glory,
i by faith, and wir prayer;
s eternal day's before thee,
(wcl s own hand shall guide Ilm- there.
Soon shall elose thy earthly mission,
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days;
Hope shall change to glad fruition,
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.

o




From “8. 8. Minstrel.”

%y

| 1Pl a - - - wake at dawn on the Sab - - bath TFor tis
| 2. Birds© a - - - wake be - - - times, ev--ery morn -they 3 None are
i 3. When the sum - - mer's sun wakes the flowers a - - - gain, They the
5: {5}2;,4‘:; SR e G0 ey Sms
s "f)‘!t—;_; d | B I ! = !

| wrong ‘to doze | ho - ly time a.-- way; With my les - - son  learned this shall
| tar - - dy there, when the woods do ring; So when Sun - day comes, this shall
! eall 0 - - - bey—none are tar - -dy then;* Nor will "I for - - get that it

|
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! be my rule, Nev - ‘er to be late ati' - the Sab - bath School.
be my rule, Nev - ‘er, to be late at the Sab - bath School.
is my rule, Nev - er to be - late at the Sab - bath School.




Bl - HOW PRECIOUS THE DYING OF SAINTS. 41

Words bv Rev. SYoNEY DYEE. Musie by J. R. Osgoop.

¢
5 e/ S
ig 1. How preecioLs the dying of saints to the Lord, Who waits to receive them on high ; And
re | 2. To pilgrims, long wearied and sorely o} \pr('\\(nl _U-“:llr}l comes as a precious boon given; And
e |
]

I they, with sweet rapture, attend thy glad word, And pant fnrl]\on home in the ~k\ And they, &c., And
sweet are the acee nts which call to the rest, Prepared for the weary in Heaven! And sweetare, &c , Pre-

< .z..nL oz pe .\A_n- 28
2 i o

e
et -

for their home in the sky, And the v, with sweet rapture, attend the glad word, And pant, &e.

rihe weary in Heaven! Ay And d sweet are the accents w hich call to the rest, Prepared, &e.

.ﬂ_ .ﬂ..d. \F\’ 2 -9_..4?..
= e
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1. ; 2
L Iy g ;
L. 3. The old and the voune he nnﬂ.].h in his arms, ' {. Then, let us, rmmc‘inv in Taith, ever sing,
: Unheeding the pleadings of love ; « 1 wounld not live alwavs below ;¥ [wing,
But lo! to the righteous he npnn-, those charms, | Since Death plumes for Heaven with angels’ bright
Immonrtal and fadeless above! I'm long, yea, panting, to go!




42 SPEAK GENTLY Musie Ayr. by A. Curr.

;O T W T ] U oy B 3
Eiz SEEESTEEs
f b "-'— boote :
Speak gen- tly it is  better Ln, Torule by love than fear; )
Speak gen- t]y let no harsh words mar, The good we might do  here. §
D, C. Te'le‘x it in accents soft and mild Frome - vil to  re - frain

Fine.
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| Bpeak gen - tly  to the lit-tle child,

'y 0@

to  gain;
DO (.'7 Fine.

2 -

Speak gently to the young, for they Speal gently, kindly, to the poor,
Will have encugh to bear ; Liet 0o harsh tonds be heard ;

Pass through this Tife as best they may, They have enough they must endure
"Tis full of anxious care, Without an unkind word.

Speak gently to the aged one, Bpeak gently to the (‘t'l“ln.j_r ones;
(‘r!‘im’e not the careworn heart; They may have toiled in vain

The sands of life are nearly run, Perchance unkindness made them so;

Let such in peace depart. | Ob, win them back again.




THE HAPPY CHRISTMAS MORN. 43

Lrvery. Words by ANNA R BARKULOO. # Music by Joxes. Arr. by H. WATERS.
(&-)g;ﬁ -fe—a i I;
8 Ste—s- —
5 - -

' 1. The promised morning o’er us breaks, Ma-jestic in array: The great Re-deem-er

| 9. When evening shadows thickly fall, Around life's elosing day, When dearest friends un-

& —

= e s
ety 55— “E

o bl oY,
| A v

on Him takes, The garment of our eclay. For Bethlehems’s babe shall save from sin, Young

ine. heeded eall, Life’s memories swept a-way : Our hearts shall thrill to one dear name, In

[ children yet unborn;  And angels joy to usher in, The happy Christmas morn, The
| gentle whispers borne,Sweet Saviour | Jesus! He who eame Upon the Christmas morn, The
| | N LONE TS R |
-
; Sk : : ! e




SRSl o
—- f:E i
iy Ries

ACHORUS, i
- - N- - ‘

i

g v
For Bethlehem's babe shall save from sin, Young children yet unborn; And angels joy to
Our hearts shall thrill to one dear name, In gentle whispers borne, Sweet Saviour | Jesus!
-
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| ush- er in, The hap-py Christmas morn, And an-gels joy to wush- er in, The
| He who eame, Up- on  the Christmas morn, Sweet Saviowr | Jesus! He who who eame Up-
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morun.

THE HAPPY CHRISTMAS MORN. Coscivosn.
. 5 - s N

istmas morn.
The happy Christmas morn.

hapopy Christmas morn, The happy Christmas morn The happy Cl
PP) e 23 S s PP
on the Christmas morn, The happy Christinas morn,
-

The happy, &e. :
Up - on, &e.
THE BLESSED SABBATH MORN.

WORDS BY MRES. MARY A. KIDDER.

The Sabbath bell so gayly breaks, In many a lane and street obseure,
In musie soft and clear, In many a wretehed cot,
Majestic o’er the woods and lakes Among the sad and starving poor,
Its weleome sounds we hear, The Sabbath is forgot ;
Fair children smile to usher in "T'is there the sweet and heavenly notes,
The day by God upborne; [ On angel lJilIilJHS borne,
‘While thousands with the dawn begi'ﬂ, Around their priceless souls should float,
To bless the Sabbath mern, Each blessed Sabbath morn;
The Sabbath morn, The Sabbath morn,
To bless the Sabbath morn, Each blessed Sabbath morn,
The Sabbath morn, The Sabbath morn,
To bless the Sabbath morn, Each blessed Sabbath morn,
air children smile to usher in 'Tis there the sweet and heavenly notes,
The day by God upborne, On angel pinions borne,
And thousands with the dawn begin Around their priceless souls should float,
To bless the Sablath morn, LEach blessed Sabbath morn,
To bless, &e. Each, d&e.

To bless, d&e. Each, &e,



46 BE KIND TO THE LOVED ONES AT HOME.*

A\'nww EXPRESSIVO. Music by I. B. Woonnuny, Arr. by H, WaTrrs,

-? 9
__3’1;. i pooai
i - -o- - |
1. Be kind to ﬂl} illthel——fol when thou ‘wert 3nuu=r Wf.m loved thee so fondly as

9. Be kind to thy niwther— for lo! on her brow May tra - ces nru sor- row  be

r B B -
het lie caught the first accents that fell from thy 1.mzue, And
geern ; Oh well may’st thou cherish and com - fort Ler now,  For
=
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‘ joined i in thy in - no- cent g]ee Be kind to thy father for
" lov . ing and kind hath she been. Re - mem - ber thy mother— for
e i

PO
2 hoe e




E EKIND TO THE LOVED ONES AT HOME. CoxoLupen.

| #
now he is' old, loeks in - ter - min- gled with gray;
thee will she pray, As long as God giv -eth her breath;

| | s
Skl ad Rt X0 E et

- & -
i(?ﬂl‘htﬂl)n are feeble, once fear - less and l)nlrl lllV father is passing a - way.
accents of kindness then cheer her lone way, E'en to the dark valley of death.
[y

o—°
] &2
i

3. Be kind to thy brother—his heart will have dearth, |[4. ]ul kmd to thy sister—not many may know

If the smile of thy joy be withdrawn; } The depth of true
|
1

mm:; below
wve.
rless and bold,

The flowers of feeling will fade at their birth, The wes lIHI of the o
If the dew of affection be gone. The surface that
Be kind to thy brather—wherever you are, Be kind to thy father, onc
The loye of a brother shall be Be kind to thy mother so n
An orudment purer and richer by far Be kind to thy brother, nor she
Then pearls from the depth of the sea. Be kind to thy sister so dear.

thy heart eold,

* By permission of O. Ditsox and Co. Boston.



SELECTED HYMNS. e

HEAVEN IS MY HOME.*

I’y but a stranger here,

Heaven is my home,

Earth is a desert ‘drear,

Heaven is my home.
Dangers and sorrows stand,
Round me on every hand,
Heaven is my Father's land,

Heaven is my home.

What though the tempests rage,
Heaven is my home.
Short is my pilgrimage,
I en ismy hmm'.
Time's cold and wintry blast,
Hoon will be overpast,
I shall reach homie at last,
IHeaven is my home,

What though the world allure,
H 1 is my home.
Still is the promise sure,
Heaven is my home.
Steadfast by faith I see,
Iim wha on Calvary,
Purehased this bliss for me,
IHeaven is my home.

Peace, Oh my troubled soul,
15| en is my home,
aeh the
IHeaven is m
;_\' the
ield up my crow
Forward, the pri
Heaven is my home.

There at my Savionr's side,
Heaven is my home.
I shall be glo
Teaven is nn home.
There are the good and blest,
Those I love most' and hest,
There, too, I 8oon shall rest,
Heaven is my home.

BE KIND TO THY PASTOR.
W
BE kind to thy

D8 BY MRS, M. A. KIDDIL
tor—for many long years
Ie 's faithiully watched over thee;
He w thee in mercy, entreats thee
IProin sin and from error to flee.

Be kind to thy pastor—remember he bears
A burden for me and for you;

Oh! make his work easy, and lighten his cares,
By being both humble and true.

with tears,

Be kind to thy teacher—for well dost thou know
How kindly he labors for thee ;

Tie minds not the tempest—he heeds not the snow,
So tireless and t is he.

Be kind to'thy bat when thou dost stand
By death's r, lone,

The thee may point to the land
Where sorrow and pain is unkuown.

e kim] to thy schoolmates, in good or in ill,

: the tempter may say 3

IiL"‘ you, lh ¥ now ¢ at tho faot of the Tiill,
therny way.

tind to *h\ schooly
The gift of Bweet charit
demember that

Thou fempte

[Tune,

who once was a/child,
, wagTowly and meek,

7

* Be kind to the loved ones at home,"” }.

* The tune to the above hymn may be found in Anuiversary Book No, 2, p, 4J.  Puice, 8 cents,



0 GIVE THANEKS UNT0 THE LORD. Chant. 49

OR SEMICHOEUS. SUPERINTENDANT OR TEACHERS, CHORUS BY THE SCHOOL AND CONGREGATION.

y,
O give thanks unto the Lor d, for he is good; TFor his  mer-cy en - r] ur- eth for ev-er

Psarm 136.

O give thanks unto the Lord, for he is good* Cuo. For his merey endurcth for ever.
2.0 ;,5!\0 thanks unto the (tod of gods ; Cuo. For his me endureth for ever.
3. O give thanks unto the Lord of lords; Cuo. For his merey endureth for ever.
4. 'T> him who alone doth great wonde 1“' Cuo. For his mercy endureth for ever.
5. To him that by wisdom ‘made the heavens; Cuo. For his merey endureth for ever.
6. Tu him that stretcheth out the earth above the waters; Cio. For his merey endureth for ever,
7. To him that made great lights ; Cuo. For his merey endareth for ever.
8. The sun to rule by day ; the moon and stars to rule by night; For his merey endureth for ever.
9. Who remembered us in our low estate ; Cro. For his merey endureth for ever.

10. And hath redeemed us from our enemies; Cmo. For his me h for ever.
11. Who giveth food to all flesh; Cao. For his merc lureth for ever.
12. O give thanks unto the God of heaven: Cro. For his miercy endurcth for ever.
By permission of W. B, Bradbury. Amen,

p




50 CALL THE CHILDREN EARLY, MOTHI

”Wordsby a Lady at the Rensellner Street ’\I:ahmn, Almny \iuhu, hy Hexzy TUCEER.

1. Call tho children ear - ly, mother, While the: birds do sing, While the dew is

|
l on the flow - ers Which by the hill - side E]’!llu Oft  repeat the waking word,
|

2. Call the children early, father, 8. Call the children early, teacher, |4, Call the children early, .Aln\pL:\ri.,
‘While the dew is on, From the paths of vice ; Give the lambs thy e
Great the work that must be done| Every Sabbath day set forth, See that they are folded safe
Before the morning's gone ; The pearl of richest price: Within the house of prayer.
Call them round the altar bright, Call them early fo the lLord, Call them at the dawn of day
On which burns devetion’s light, Thou shalt reap a rich reward, | Lead them in the narrow way,
e e

Call them round the altar, &e. Call them early, &e. | Call them at
; * By permission of Iintu Poxp & Co.




WIEN ON EARTH OUR DEAR REDEEMER. 51

SPRIGHTLY. ‘Words and Music by J. R. Osaoop,

| 1. When on earth our dear Redeem-er, Made higthome with sinful man: Though his grace was off re -

} 2. Earn- est sought thy Jesus’ presence, Earnest urged their suit of love ; Plead- ing, Saviour bless our

t 8. “Buf - fer ye  the lit - tle children, I.ct them ear-ly scek my grace, Know ye not their an - gels

i 4. Dearest Saviour, I would love thee, Thou thy love bestow on mej; Make e clean from all trans-
2

- = Jject-ed, Nonec'er songht that grace in vain; Some there were who sought his blessing, On their
dear ones, Let them thy sweet mercigs prove; Stern dis - ci- ples, round him gathered, Dade them

| ev - er  Gaze up-on my Father's face; In His arms He did .en - fold them, Gen -{ly
{ = = gression, Meet to dwell in heaven with thee; Then in songs of ho - ly rap - ture Will I
o SR 2 ook, i P - 9. " Yoon 5

B = -
= e

children dear to rest, Enowing well, this bhoon possess- ing, They were rich-ly, tra - ly blest
from his presence flee ; Je -sus turning, straight rebuked them, Saying ‘“let them come to  me.”
pressing to His breast, And with words of heavenly kindness, Lulled their rising fears to rest,
chant in glorious rays, -~ 'While in our triumphant cho - rus, Saints and: angels  swell thy praise.




I'M WITH THEE STILL.*

¢ Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister to those who shall be heirs of salvation 7"
ANDANTE.  Words by Mrs. A. M. EpMoNDs. Music by A. CuLL.

Has pass'd like the swift winged

clounds a - way, Since thon, with grief that was

i Sl e

give to the an- gel of death thy child : Nev - ermore let * a tear thine eye-lid fill; For,




Thou canst not see me, thy child so dear,
Thou cangt not hear me, yet T am near,

I wateh thee, mother, as thon didst me,

In the days of my youth, and my infancy,
Love's holiest vigil I come to fill,

Mother! dear mother! I'm with thee still.

3.

When the east is red with the coming morn,
And the stars grow pale in the erimson dawn,
And the busy cares of a new-horn day

Are chasing the shadows of sleep away,

Thy cup from the river of life I fill,

Mother! sweet mother! I'm with thee still.

4,

When the sun goes down to his couch of gold,
And the shadowy wings of night unfold,

And the stars light up the beautiful road
That shows the path to the saint's abode,

1 come with the angels who do his will—
Mother ! dear mother! I'm with thee still.

5.

I see thee kneel in the place of prayer,

And I fold my pinions in silence there,

As the earnest of faith to thee is given,

The hope that heralds the bliss of heaven,
And the holiest peace which the soul can fill—
Mother ! sweet mother! 1'm with thee still.

6.

When the hour shall come, and thy strength shall fail,
And thy feeti are turned to the narrow vale;

And the waters of death, so dark and cold,

Shall o'er thee roll as o'er me they rolled,

I will touch thy hand, in the waves so chill,

Mother! dear mother! I'm with thee still.

L

When the river is cross'd and the journey dene,
The confliet is over, the viet'ry won,

And thy feet are firm on that glorious shore,
Where sorrow and parting are known no more,
Never more shall a tear thine eyelid fill,

There, there, sweet mother! I'm with thee still




54 THE TRUSTING PILOT, or TRUST IN HEAVEN,

J. R. Oscoop,

! i i’
1. The waves are high, the night is dark, Wild roams the foaming tide, Dash-ing around the
2. O Pilot ! mark yon thundering cloud—The lightning’s lurid vivers; Hark to the wind, *tis
‘h
AN A ’\ @ _l_g s
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| straining bark, As gal-lant-ly she rides, Pilot! takeheed what course you steer, Our
i pip-ing loud, The mainmast bends and quivers ; Stay, Pi- lot, stay, and short-en sail; Our
L

bark is tempest driven;—Stranger, be calm, there is no fear For him who trusts in Heaven.
storm-y tx‘ysml s riven ; Stranger, what matters storm or gale Tohim who trusts in Heaven.
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THE TRUSTING PILOT. (CoNcrLupEp.)
8. Borne by the wind, the vessel flees
Up to that thundering-cloud ;
Now tottering low, spray-winged seas
Conceal the top-mast shroud; }

55
4. Good hope! good hope | one little star
(leams o’er the waste of waters ;
"T is like the light, reflected far,
Of beauty’s loveliest daughters.
Stranger, good hope! He giveth thee,
As He has always given—
Then learn this truth, whate’er may be,
To put thy trust in Heayen,

Pilot, the waves break o'er us fast,
Vainly our bark has striven;

Stranger, the Lord can rule the blast, 1
Go, put thy trust in Heaven.

; OUR PASTOR WE GREET.
‘Words by Hon. Roserr IH. PRUYN.

Hexry TUCKER.

= S e : 1 Z
gt g : 2zt 2 F
Our Pas-for we greet, As once more we meet To min-gle in prayer and in praise,
:3. ‘When the portals of gold For him shall unfold, The work of his Saviour well done,
3. With ranks ev-er full L'et our Sabbath SL]]nul The lmpe of the church ever

be,
AE: i o add: i T ___ﬂ.__ _R_:J___
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With him may we ev - er, Till death shall us sév-er, En-joy these glad festival d ays.

More than sutumnal leaves May he bear home his sheaves, The erown of r ejoicing then won.
¢ As streams from the fountains, Far up in the muunmms,Duacendmn— fill viver and
I

'\'\'\

sea.




56 v CHRISTMAS BELLS ARE RINGING.
NEERFULLY. oA I R e
1st tane Semi-Chorus, 2 !mrc Sull Chorus. Ry 01(1; b '\:" Sal Ly Hsamr Toonen

! st
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1. Christmas bells are ringing, ringing, O'er the land tri - umphant-ly; Children’s voi - ces

2. Soft the world lay dreaming, dreaming, On the morning of his birth; Its pure snow veil

| 8. Angel hymns .uc]\e'ﬂl.llr ]wahnrr Thro' the depths of yonder sky; l{:zmnmmis:iiuljsm'e
- o o -

4
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CHo. Christmas bd‘;s are 31ngmg, ringing, O'er the land tri-umph-ant - ly; Children’s voi - ces

_] Fine. nLr‘T

I i B3 i o
I S "
‘ singing, ingi Joyous  ju - bi-lee. "Tis the day the wondrous sign,
| gieam]ll,{. ulc‘umn(r \Vhell the Christ-child eame on earth. He’s the priceless pearl we hail,
i kneeling, l\nf_elmg‘ Kneeling  at the throne on high, With grateful voi - ces eome we now,
e
T 4 Y TR ’____'_ T 7

singing, singing, Sound as joyous ~ ju-- bi- lee.

i (o

Broke the wise men’s calm repose; Newlyrobed in rays divine, The Star of Bethlehem arose,
Sent. us from a Father’s hand; A fountof life that shall not fail, A rock in a weary land.,
Come, botl heart andhand to Iift; Lordof Life, to thee we bow, And thank thee for thy gmift.




ORIGINAL

SABBATII BELLS ARL BINGING, RINGING. |
1. Sassati bell |
le(‘ soft. voie

(& 1'1r1m|1g" ringing,

ered house of prayer.
day of holy rest,
When the world, with oll its care,
Shall not rule the anxions breast;
God reigns trinmphant there
Chorus—3abbath bells, &c
. Children’s voices, pealing, pealing,
Are the echoes of their souls ;
‘When they worship, kneeling, kneeling,
In the pIM\mt Sabbath sehools.
There the ehild, in humble trust,
Lisps the blessed Snvionr's ne e ;
There the teacher, bowed in dust,
The cross his only elaim. —Chorus.
Light from heaven beaming, beaming,
on the soul ;
leaming, =r]o-1mmrf
Cheers the children’s E‘Ilnum sC lmul
Light and hope, and faith and love,
Peace and joy are their reward ;
Heavenly blessings from above,
For ehildren of the Lord.—(%orus.
G. W BUNGAY.

BPRING BUDS SWEET ARE BLOOMING.

1. BPrING-BUDS sweet are blooming, blooming,
Fragrant spice-breath of the flowers,
Spilled on eool winds, boomine, booming,
Drumming up the summer showers,
Now foretell a plenteous year;
Overflowing to-the brim,
Ly it bring God's loved ones hear
is throne to worship him.
Chorus—S8pring-buds sweet, &c.
Btorm-winds lond are ealling, ealling,
On the sobbing clonds to come;
Autamn leaves are falling, falling,
And the partridge taps her dram.

(=]

L

OYMNS 57

‘-unn the anturnn of our days
inges life with soberness ;
May it mellow in His ravs.
"The Sun of Righteousness. —-("mw'm.
8, Winter's cold is st
All the life it toucne
W hile the winds are 1
es on the dr
But there i lahd above,
Where will reign pery
Light of Ged's unchanging love,
Bencath his sheltering wing —Charus.
G. W. BUNGAY.

wl spring,

WILD BIRDS NOW ARE BINGING, SINGING.
A SONG FOR PIC=NICS,
1. Wirp birds now are si
In the woeodlan
Wood-notes now «
From the tree-tops in the air.
Bweet bird of the dusky wine,
And the swelling breast of flame,
When we hear thy sweet notes v
Our praise is put to shame.
Chorus—Wild birds now, &e.
Flowerd bere are clinging, elinging,
To the rude rocks in the de
They are kissed by sprin winging,
W‘fu’clctu from the wouodlund well.
As the sweet flowers breathe their balm
On the erystal atmosphere,
So the perfume of our psalm
Shall sweeten offerings here.—Chorus. .
8. Sunlight here is streaming, st
From the fountains in the
Blending here its beamitg, !-umuu"' i
Light with shadows as the
Braiding thus the lizht and 4Tl=h‘l(‘,
Underneath the quiverint leaves
Bo our chequered life is 1
Where sun and shadow weaves — (horus.
G. W. BUNGAY,

o




ANDANTE CANTABILE.

e

1. Who would not love the
2. Who would not love the

Sunday school 7 The place where youthful hearts are taught
Sunday school ? T is there the

Sa-viour loves to meet

To learn and love God's ho - ly word,
lit - tle chil -~ dren and their friends, Who come his word to

All

To guide their ac-tions, minds, and thoughts.
learn and teach.

Who would not love the Sunday sehool
T is there we all should love to go,

'Tis there we learn our Saviour’s will, t
"T'is there we learn his face to know.

Whe would not love the Sunday school?
T is there we learn of that dear Friend,
‘Who came and died for such as we,
And who will guide vs to the end.




GOD'S FAVORS ACKNOWLEDGED. 59

Words aud Music by P. JI. RAFTER.
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1. Lord, we thank thee for the blessings Thou hast strewn along our way ; Blessings, without
SIBROE T a8 e o e e 1
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4,
1n the morning, when the sunlight } Unseen angels in the darkness
Breaks along the eastern sky, i Of the night surround our beds,
We behold the first bright dawning And the blessings of the Father
Of the power of God on high Rest upon our youthiul heads.
Through the day his merey hovers |
O’er us, in each shining hour,— |
And when eoming shades surround us,
Still we feel his sheltering power. |

5. .

For thy gifts, O Lord, we thank thee,
For thy blessings and thy luve;

And with words of joy we 1l praise thee
Here, and in thy courts above




60 THE MOTE AND BEAM,
Words by 8. H. Music by Rev. Mr, M. Arr. by A. CuLL.
SOPRANO.
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1. Truth re - flects up - on the sa-‘l’:; -e8, Gos- pel light re - veuls to some,
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If there still should be of - fenc-es, Woe to him by  whom they come.
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“Judge not that ye be not judg-ed” Was the coun-sel
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THE MOTE AND BEANM.
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(ConcLuDED.) 61

With wh’xt mea-sure you have giv-en, Just the same youshall re- ceive.
AE ke Jlad e sk ie .
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2. Jesus said, be meek and lowly,
For 't is high to be a Judge,
If I would be pure and holy,
I must love without a grudge;
It requires a eonstant labor,
All these precepts to obey;
If I truly love my neighbor,
I am in the narrow way.

3. Onece [ gaid unto my neighbor,
In thine eye there is a Mote,
If thou art a friend or brother,
Hold and let me pull it out;
But I eould not see it fairly,
For my eight was very dim,
When I came to see more clearly,
In mine eye, there was a Beam.

4. If T truly love my neighbor,
And this Mote I would erase,

Then my light must shine more clearly :

For the eye 's a tender place,

I

Others I have oft reproved,
For alittle simple Mote!
Now I wish the Beam removed,
Oh, that tears would wash it out !

5. Charity and love are healing,

These will give a clearer sight,

When I searched for others’ failings,
I was not exactly right.

Now I’ll take no further trouble,
Jesus’ love is all my theme;

Little Motes are but a bubble,
‘When compared unto a Beam ¢

6. In sweet union let us travel,

Pilgrims through this world of woe,
All upon one Christian level,

None but Jesus will we know.
Farewell then to disputation,

Firm, united let us be,
In love’s highest dispensation,

Live with Christ eternally,




meeb-ing  OF  the blood-washed, ransomed throng. Je - sus, Sav-iour, leave us nev-er, Help us .

WE ARE GOING. Music by ]TF:I‘Y TuERER,

o
We are
We nb

go-ing, go-ing, go-ing To
smg-mg,, sing-ing, sing-ing As m' _]ny ful ;nsb a-lu I 8, nngu. s
pray-ing, pray-ing, praying For the sin-ners all round, \Vlm are SfI‘I\II':.'. straying,
swhile years are flecting, fleeting, Pace we on with prayerand song, Hast-ing to  the muut-ing.

flow - ing, Liv- ing wa-ters, pure and bright, Here we learn re-demption's sto-ry, Here wo
ring -ing Of our glad, tri-uamph - ant song Hap - pi - ness our hearts is swell-ing As we
stray-ing  In a mis= e - Ty pro-found. We are long-ing to be-hold them Tread wiil

4
seck our Saviour's grace; There we shall be-hold hm glo- ry, Wor-ship-ing be-fore his face.
ev - er up-ward tend, And we can-not cease from tullmf Of our precious, heavenly Friend.
us the heavenly m:ul' In our arms we would enfold them, As we jour- ney home to  God.
faith- ful still to prove; Then at home with thee for-ev - er, .\l.uv we gath- orvd be a - hove.
-

e 1 e
===




IN THE ROSY LIGHT. Music by Hevry Tvcker. 63

In the ro - gy light of the morning bright Lift the voice of praise on high: From the lips of youth to the

Let his praise be spread for the Lamb who bled To deliver us from 3 He endured the cross, the dis~
ross hie hung, for the old and young. But he loves theehildre i3 'To his arms we'll fly, i
alt-ed ||i£h,€(’-e the 3 i l;in.un-r - &y still, | 5

ge e =t

|
I - o —=»
I i | ‘ I \ -
g God of  truth, Let the joy ~ ful ech - oes fly. Sing praises, glad praises,
- grace, the loss, Let  his praise for - ev - er flow. Sing
grace re - ly And se-cure his prom-ised  rest Sing praises,
- guests to hear, And our long - ing souls to £ill. Sing praises, &e.
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Words by 8. F. Ssrri.
l’)’umpt

1. As. flows the ra - pid
2. As moons are ev - er

AS FLOWS THE RAPID RIVER.

3. Say, hath thy bheart its frea-s

1 - ver, With clian - nel brond and free, T? waters rippling
wan - ing; As hastes, the sun ‘a - way, As stormy winds com -

Musie by J. R. Oscoon.

ure Laid up in worlds a - bove? And is it all thy
- » |\
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| ev - er, And hast'-ning to the Bea: So, lfe 18 on-ward flow - ing, And
i = - plain - ing, Brings on  the win-try  day: 8o, fast the might comes o'vr  ws— Thie
pleas - ure, Thy God to serve nnd love? Be - ware! lest death'sdark riv - er, Its

days of offered peace;  And man
duarkness of the grave;
Wil - lows o'er thee roll,

And death
And thou

is ewift-ly go - ing, Whereecalls of mer-cy cease.
is  just be- fore us, God takes the life he gava,
In - ment for ev - er The ru - in of thy soul




i 33
! p. ¢. Rocked on the billows of her breast, Thy sleep emblems thy fu - ture rest.
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{ There, sheltered from the wolves and cold, Dear lit - tle lamhs with -in  the fold,
1 Are watehed with mere than shepherd's care, No harm  be-falls tke weakest there,

assleeps - a wave at sea;

2. There is an angel in the room,
Whose presence, like the starry bloom
Of heaven, radiates the light,
As though the sun arose at night.
That angel whispered to the child,
And then the little cherub smiled,
It told the sinless babe to fly
To realms of beauty in the sky.

8, The angel vanished, and a cloud

Came with a eoffin and a shroud,

But Heaven, reflected in a tear,
Displayed a white wing hovering near.
Bo let us live that we may all

Find soft wings on our shoulders fall ;
There’s room enough for all above,
For Heaven is vast as boundless love,




68 Wordsby G. W. Bovesy. THE LESSON OF NATURE.  Music by Hexey Tookes.

i How radiant now the evening skies, Broad wing of blue  in heaven unfurled:
* | God watching with a thousand eyes The welfare of a sleeping world.
p. ¢. Heguidesthean - gel on its road, That comes to guard wus while we rest.

5, T 'm_*—::ﬁ:}::i; |

2. When blows the bee his tiny horn,
To wake the sisterhood of flowers,
And light shall kindle up the morn,

! 8. Ilow sweet the flowers, whose pleasant eyes
1 Turn to the sun, as hearts should turn
| To God, whose throne is in the skies,

Love shall expand these hearts of ours. 1 Teaeh us a truth our souls ghould learn,

And we will go to Sabbath School,
And learn the sacred lesson well,

Tor stars that shine, and streams that roll,
Are syllables a child ean spell.

And the loved voices of the birds,
Fill with soft sounds the listening air,
As we should turn our thoughts to words,
In saered song and simple prayer.




SAY, BROTHERS, WILL YOU MEET US. 67

From “Lee Avesue Casker.” By permission, Arr. by Frangrx T Lumavs.

Girls. Say,  brothers, will you meet us, Say,  brothers, will you meet us,
" | Boys. By the grace of Godwe'llmeet you, DBy the grace of God we'll meet you,
| L ——

—

200 A A AT [ - ! z
Full Chor: Glory, glo-ry, hal-le - lu - jah,  Glo-ry, glo-ry, hal-le - lu - -jah,

’ Say,.. brothers, will you meet us, On Ca - naan’s hap - py shore.
l By the grace of God well meet  you, Where part-ing i3 no more.
! e :

|

—_——

T . !
glo-ry, bal-le - lu - jah, For ev - er

Glo -1y,
& i Boys.—Glory, glory, hallelujah,
Girrs.—Jesus lives and reigns for ever, ’ Glory, glory, hallelujah.
Jesus lives and reigns for ever, | Glory, glory, hallelujal,
For ever, evermore
Chor. Glory, &e.

Josus lives and reigns for ever,
Oa Canaan’s happy shore.

[




OH! DO NOT WISH YOUR DARLING BACE

Music by H:\m TUORER
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‘ 1.. Oh, do mnot wish your dar - ling back To this sad world of eare; Bub rather pray that
‘ 8. Yes, safe with -in those pearl - y gates, A - mid the ransomed throng, That infant voice has

caught the strain, Joined the an - gel - ic song. 4. Then do not wish your  dar - ling back, But
8. All praise  te him who gave his Son, Our

‘ \ those with him ¥ - fer - nal life may share. 2. \ gen - tle voice has welecomed him TUn -
|
1
i

|
|
I - - to ‘hisSaviour'sbreast; And safe within those lov - ing arms, Your precions treasure® rests.

meek -1y kiss the rod; That lit-tle gem was on - 13 lent, It still belonged to God.
dy - ing souls to save, And planted in the Christian’s breast, A hope be-yond the grave.
£
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CRIGINAL AND SELECTED HYMNS, 69

CHILDREN'S PARTING TIYMN.*

Tune—*Shining Shore, 8. BeLr, No. 1, p. 104,

1. Tur year’s last song, qm] tlwn we parcl
swiftly time is winging!
But sweet are farewells of the heart,
When they are said in singing!
The roses climb the garden wall;
I'he buds are past their blowing
The summer’s breezy voices call,
And we must now be going !

[

The thrush is on her trembling nest
Which every wind is swaying ;

And every robin shows his breast,
‘While we are here delaying !

The bees have set their pipes in tune
On every head of clover;

And we must haste to hear them soon,
Or summer will be over!

8. To-day the birds ry
Their Sablath chimes are ring ring;—
The Lord is in his teniple now—

We praise him with our singing !
Without, within, the voices chord!
One praise all are giving—

To thee, O Ever-loving Lord !
To thee, O Ever-living!

4, O God of eve }mmm heart !

And every heart’s pure feeling,

Wo love and praise thee as thou art
In Nature's own i'um!m"'

Wherever summer's grass is green,
Or winter’s snows are honry,

We sce thee, thongh thou art unseen,
We know thee by thy gloryl

* This hymn las been sung by the ehildren of the
Plymonth Sunday School, on the vecasion of their annual
closing exereises in the suminer, for several years past.

5. 'We linger in our parting song*
We praise thee as We sever |
The summer days will not bé lcmg,
Ere we shall praise for ev
All hail! then, for the Summer Land
Whose blossoms never wither;
Though here we part each other’s hand,
We keep our journey thither!
THEODORE TILTON.

A SUMMER HOLIDAY HYMN.
PIC-NIO SONG.

Tune—*“Shining Shore” 8. 8. Brry, No, 1, p. 104

1. Now we can bid our books farewell,

And go where winds are blowing

Their flutes of balm in grove and dell,
And gentle doves are cooing.

Away with toil, and dust, and care,
‘Where toe-sins loud are nng.m" 3

We go to breathe the pleasant air,
Where uncaged birds are singing.

2, The grass lifts up its hands of green,

And waves its flags of clover,

To beekon us to join the scene,
Before the summer s over.

The bobolink perched on his weed,
Like a song-blossom swaying,

Rebukes ounr steps, and flies with speed,
Where sunshine saves the haying.

8. Wild flower, woodland, and water-fall,
The robin and the rose
Have given us tvmimnv eall—
But Mammon interposes.
0 God of mercy, triith and love,
And ruler of the races,
Stamp with thy seal from heaven above,
All human hearts and faces.
G. W. BUNGAY,




THOU, GOD, SEEST ME.

A CHILD'S HYMN. Music by EDWARD AMBUHT.

1. Wher-e'er my lit - tle footsteps go, Wher-ev - er I may chance to
2. When bent on some for-bid - den ¢in, I think no one is ~near to
3. At noonday, or in dark-estnight, I ean not hide a - way from

£ £ £ £ 4

e i e et 3
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be, This so -lemn truth I sure- ly know, “Thou, God, s¢ - est
see, There speaks a mon-i - tor  with-in, “Thou, God, se . est me.

i thee ; Oh, that the truth were my delight, “Thou, God, se - est me.

4, Whene'er T feel the tempter’s power, 5. And, Oh, I pray, for Jesus’ sake,

And sin allures my heart from thee, » That T a holy*child may be,
May I remember in that hour, And gratefully the message take,
o n

“Thou, God, seest me.”




HAPPY DAYS OF CHILDHOOD. ' 71

Wm}dg by 6. W. Boxoa. FOR THE INFANT CLASS. Musie by A. CULL.
dvely. m
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1, Hap-py, bap-py days of child-hood, Whese gLLd moments fly like ours—

Like the lin-nets in the sum - mer-showers.

CHORUS.
4 i
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Is the ]mpp_y crm] In the Sabbath gchool,Is the hnppy soul, In the Sab bnth sehool.

Jesus brings to anxious souls;

In the joyous Sunday school ;
He will save us from backslidings,

Truthful, truthful gospel preachers,

2. Pleasant, pleasant friends and teachers, ’ 3. Joyful, joyful are the tidings,

Preaching to the infant soul. Blessed be the Sabbath scheols |
Chorus—To the'infant soul, - Chorus—Bless the Sabbath school
In the Sabbath school, To the infant soul ;
To the infant soul, Bless the Sabbath school

In the Sabbath school. To the infant soul.




a2 I OFFER THEE THIS HEART OF MINE.

Words by G. W. BuNGaY. Music by L. T. Ceapwick. -Arr. by Hexey TUCKEER.

{ o P o of - fer Thee this heart of mine, O God of  ho - 1t - ness,
| 2. On earth there is 1o Lap - pi - Diess, No one, like Thee, to love,

No love em be  as pure as  Thine, No oth - er love can bless.
»:g - I'd. ra - bear thy cross than be A king, the throne my toy.
No hand, ke Thine, has power to bless, Out-reached from heaven a - bove.
». 8, How sweet 'twill be for me to  think, 1t brings me. near to  Thee.

e
174

N
i e
s
L4
My  ho - som swells with love for Thee, Great Fount of  sweet - est Joy,
i And Oh! whendeath's coldienp I drink, Though bug a child I be,
: -~
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GIVE NME JESCS.

Sacred or Revival Hymn.

532y

|
1. And I heard the mourner say, And I heard the mourner say, And [ heard the mourner say, Give me Jesus,
2. When I'm happy hear me sing, When I'm lwm)‘y hear me sing, When 1'm happy hearme sing. I have Jesus,
3. O,the judgmentdayis coming,0,the judgment day is coming,O,the judgment day is coming.Give me Jesus,
m

Give me Je-s1

" Give me Je-sus,
I have Je-sus,
Give we Je-sus,

I lave Je-susy And youmay have all the world— I
Give me Je-sus, Aud you may have all the world—Give me Je - sus.

S
15, And you may have all the world—Give me Je - sus.

have Je-sus.

—

NN

s SO T S P s oG
Sfpaemae

4. Thus [ heard a convert g,
Thus | heard a convert sing,
Thus [ heard a convert sing,

1 have Jesus, [ have Jesus, | have Jesus,
And you may have all the world—I have Jesus.

5. Oh now hear the voice that calls,

Oh now hear the voice ihal calls,

Oh now hear the voice that calls,
Come to Jesus, Come to Jesus, Come to Jesus,
For him give up all the world—Come to Jesus.

6. When the waves of trouble rise,
When the waves of tronble rise,
When the wiaves of trouble rise,
Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus,
Al you may bave all the world—Give me Jesus,

7. When [ languish, worn with pain,
When I languish, worn with pain,
When I languish, worn with pain,
Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus,
And you may have all the world—Give me Jesus.

8. When I tread dea:l’s valley dark,
When | tread death’s vailey dark,
When I tread death's valley dark,
Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus,
What then will be all the world ! —Give me Jesus

9. When ! reach the spirit land,
When | reach the spirit land,
When I rewch the spirit land,
Give,me Jesus, Give me Jesns, Give me Jesus,
For durk would be all that world—Without Tesus




74 MY SOUL DOTH MAGNIFY THE LORD. €hant.
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The lowli - '- |ness of |his hand- | maiden;
-
e

2. For behold, | from hence- | forth | All gene- | rations * shall | eall me | blessed.
For He that is mighty hath magnified me, and holy | is his | Name; | And his merey is on
them that fear Him, through | all our | gene- | rations.
8. He hath shewed strength | with his [ arm; | He hath seattered the proud in the imagi- | nation
| of their | bearts.
He hath put down the mighty | from their | seats; | And hath exalted the | humble | and the
| meek.
4. Hehath filled the hungry | with good | things: | And the rich e | hath sent | empty - a- | way.
He remembering his mervey hath holpen his | servant | Israel; | As He promised to our fore-
fathers, Abraham | and his | seed, for | ever.




THERE IS A LAND MINE EYE HATH SEEN. 75
Musie by J. R. Osaood.
Pia. Flowing.

i 1. Thereis a land mine eye hath seen In vis-ions of en-rap-tured tho’t, So bright that all which
2. lts skies are not like earth-ly skies, With varying hues of shade and light, It has no need of
—
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lies between, Is with its radiant glo - ry fraught, Is with its ra-diant glo - 1y franght
suns to rise To dis - si - pate the gloom of night, To dis - si- pate the gloom  of night.

8. A land upon whose blissfnl shore, 4. There sweeps no desolating wind
There falls no shadow, rests no stain, Across that ealm serene abode;
There those who meet shall part no more, The wanderer there a home may find

And those long parted meet again. \’Viﬂli_n the Paradise of God.
And those long parted meet again, Within the Paradise of God.




706 THOSE EVENING BELLS.

Music by T. Moorg, Esq. = Arr. by HENrRY TUCKER

SOLO oz DUET

e ;
)
5 ;r T
1 Those evening bells, those evening bells, How mam, a tale theirmu - sie tells,
2. Thoese joy - ous hours are passed a- way, And many =2 heart that then was gay,

3. And so ’twill be when' I  am goue, That tune - ful peal will still ring on,

Of  youth and home, and that sweet time, When last~ I heard their soothing chime,
With -in the tomb now dark - Iy dwells, And hears no more those eve-ning bells,
While oth - er feet shall walk these dells, And sing your praise, sweet eve-ning - bells,

CHORUS. —

&5__5 rs

|
I
|
} Of youth uud home, aml that sweet time, When last I heard their soothing chime,
{ ‘With -in the tomb now darkly dwells, And hears no more those evening bells,
l ‘While oth - er feef shall walk these dells, And sing your praise, sweet evening  bells,
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ORIGINAL HYMHNS.

SACRED BELLS.

hose Evening Bells,) p. T6.
those sacred bells,
in music swell,
¥ Like sweetest voices from that I‘mr]
Where children join the angel band. H|
2. Their pleasant tones speak to the soul,
Come early to the Sundusy school,
i And when they ring the bosom N\\'E‘I]F‘
With love that ehimes with sacred bells. :

RING,

8. Ring ont the aze of vice and erime,
Ringz in the rignt with holy chime,
& Ringin the heurt where mercy dwells,
Ring on for ever, sacred bells. 5

4: Ring joyous tones in every ear,
Ring loud and let the nations hear;
I: Ring in all lands, where virtue dwells,
Bless God for tones from sacred bells. ;i
G. WoBUNGAY.

A BONG OF HOPE AND FRIENDSHII.

Touxe—"* The morwing light4s breaking,"
8. 8. BeLy, No. 1, p. 96,
1, How sweet when daylight closes,
When sinks the fading
And dew is on the roses,
To meot the denr loved one.
When soft the bells are pealing
Qut on the evening air,
And sweetest notes are stealing
Away the sense of care.

2. How sweet when toil is over,
And blossoms close their eyes,
And bees forsake the clover,
And stars look from the skies.
To meet the sweet-faced mother,
And press her gentle hand,
To erect the manly brother,
Or the dear sister bland.

8. How sweet on Sabbath morning,
When toil is hushed and still,
And light from heaven is dawning
On Zion's saered hill—
To kneel in pure devotion
With the dear ones we love,
When hearts beat with emotion,
Kindled in heaven above.
G. W. BUNGAY.

BANDS OF HOPE.
Tune—* (Vu-w.tnm‘z Bells," p. 56.

1. Baxns of Hope are sailing, sailing,
On, right on. before the blast;
'I‘cmper:m.:e bands ¢ ailing, nailing
Their white bunners to the mast.
Bpeed, speed on the snow-white sail,
Shout to every far-off land;
Hail the temperance slrip! all hail!
God speed the temperance band.
Chorus—~Bands of Hope are sailing, &e.

2. Bands of Hope are forming, forming,

On onr free and happy shore 5

Bands of Hope are st nnu;z, sl.nrmmg,
And their tlag is ing o'er

The strong eitane. of Tum,
Where aleohol held sway; 2

Now the Bands of Haope have come,
And they shall win the dfy.

Chorus—Bands of Hope are forming, &e.

8. Bands of Hope are shouting, shouting,
Here and therve, and eve ere,
Flags of Hope are floating, floating
In the sweet and golden air.
Bign the pledge, and join the band,
At the altar and the poreh
March in triumph throngh the land,
With banner, badge, and toreh.
Chorus.—Bands of Hope sre shouting, &e.
G. W, BUNGAY.

[




“KIND SF

"‘Vm ds by Gro, W.
Farrie MarTHA

EPHERD, LEAD ME OER THE PLAIN." .

Arr; by Henny TrokER

L
1. Kind shepherd, lead me o'er the plain, The night is drawing nigh, The thander rolls, and
2 My mntli- er in - her humble cot, Stands hj the window sill, Dear shepherd, 1éad me;
B B

:E::J%

I nsf, rument;

You cannot eross the pathless plain, The

y, darling, in my sheltering tent, Un-

clouds of rain. Blot out the star- lit
I fear not, The storm that crowns

the ]

tempest shakes the clond, Sece, mixed with fire, the fa I]mfr rain, Seem stitches in a shroud.

- - til " the storms subside, No planet lights the fir- mament, 'No stars appear to wmdv
i

PA®Eung by little Martha Davies, one of the Sunday School voealists, whois the daughter of adece:
Melody by permission of Orivin DizroN & Co., Boston.
¥ bY.P 3




Chorus by Sehool and Audience.

I
'il(I 1:(‘1' U,('f

shepherd, ¢

“KIND SHEPT

RD."” (C‘nxnu’m_‘:)_‘)

She has  no

ca

MARTHA.
. Oh | ghepherd, take me by the hand,
I see my mother’s form,
She beckons, where the old elms stand,
An angel in the storm.
SHEPHERD.
Thy mother will not meet agzain,
Her darling, pleading child,
If 1 should lead thee o'er the plain,
Where winds are howling wild.
Clorus—IKind shepherd, de.

MARTHA.

4. My mother prays for me her child,

And thunders stop to hear,
Ter aceents soft, and sweet, and mild,
And Jesus bows his ear.
SHEPHERD.
Then T will lead thee o'er the plain,
Through darkness deep and wide,
The lightning coming with the rain,
Shall be the lamp to guide.
Glorus—Kind shepherd, &e,




80 HOLY ANGELS, SONS OF GLORY,
o | Air by R. C_l Harmonized by;. Rosegrs.
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i 1. Ho - ly an-gels, sons of glo - ry Clothed in robes of htrht d1 vine,

s *?::?_T,;—_"f: = s
=P _E::t*"’“":h_{

—=

They re- peat the wondrous sto-ry Of a Gol(l for.
| ] l |
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And a - dore the great T Am. Singing




HOLY ANGELS, SONS OF GLORY. (Covoupen.) 81

glo-ry, hal-le - lu - jah, Hal-le -Iu-jah to the Lamb, Hal-le - lu - jah to the Lamb.

N
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o

On their wings of gladness soaring,
Angels do their Lord’s behests,
Ever loving and adoring,
Through the regions of the blest; e
Thus they swell the heavenly theme : =
Singing glory, &e.

Seeking, like him, to be holy,
Now arrayed in beauty there,
Cateh the pure seraphic flame,
Singing glory, &e.

Millions more on earth remaining,
Precious lambs of Christ’s wide fold,

3 ‘Who the pearl of price obtaining,
; o T Shall their Jesus’ face behold,
Saints and mavtyrs, faint and weary, And his boundless love proclaim,
With long wanderings here on earth; Sineing, wlory &
Pilgrims, prophets, aged, hoary, & ey 05
Heirs of heaven through the new birth ; 6. :

All exalt the Saviour’s name,

Singing glory, &e. Little children, Christ has bought you,

Bought you with his precious blood ;
Give him, then, your hearts and lives; too,

4. Joined in loving brotherhood
: ]
Children, who were meek and lowly, To extol his blessed name,
Followers of tlieir Master here, Singing glory, &e.




SHOUT THE GLAD TIDINGS. Fos o

O 3
5
Shout the glad Lulmgs, ex-ult-ing-ly sing; Je-ru - sa-iem trinmphs, Messi - ah s King!
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1. Zi-on the mar-vel-ous sto-ry be tell-ing, The Son of the high-est, how lOW-Iy his lJIrth Thu
2, Tell how he cometh ; from na-tion to na-tion, The heart-cheering newslet the earth e - cho round ; How
3. Mortals, your homage be grate-ful - ly bringing, And sweet lef the gladsomeho- san-na  a - rise; Ye
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brightest arch-an-gel in  glo-ry ex-cel-ling, He stoops to redeem thee, he Teigns up - on earth.

an - gels, the full hal-le - lu-jah be singing; One chorus resound thro' the earth and the skies.

i
‘ free to the faith-ful he of - fers sal - va-tion, How his people with joy ev-er - last - ing are crown'd
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i- dings, ex - ult - ing

! > P
{ - - rn - sa-lem triumphs, Mes-si - ah is  King, Mes - si - ah is King, Mes - si - ah is King.




84 SAVIOUR, BREATHE AN EVENING BLESSING.
DUET, or SEMI-CHORUS. Russtany AIRr.
I {?"j,':' " it I :

1. Baviour, breathe an eve-ning bless-ing, Ere re - pose our spi - rits  seal;
2, Tho’ the night be dark and drea- ry, Darkmess can not hide from thee:

; &
Bin  and woe we come con- fess - ing, Thou canst save, and thou canst heal.
Thouart he +who,nev- er wea- ry, Watch-est where thy peo- ple be.
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Hal - le - lu - jah,
Hal ~ le - lu - jah,

- sty - gahy, Halos le -7 Ju - jaly A - -~ men.




SAVIOUR, BREATHE AN EVENING BLESSING. (Cowetvoen) 85

Som e
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Tho de -strue-tion walk a - round us, Tho the ar - rows near us fly,
Should swift death this night :im'-tu.ke, us, And our couch be- come our tomb,
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: An - gel guards from thee sur- round us, We are safe, if  thou art nigh.
i May themorn in  heavena - wake wus, Clad .in bright and death-less bloom.
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Mal - le -Ju- jah, Hal-le - lu - jah, Hal-le - Tu - jah, A - - men.
Hali=le -lu- jah, Tal-le - lu - jah, Hal-1ls - lu - jah, A - - men.




86 WE LOVE THE HAPPY SCHOOL.

Words by Mrs. M. A, Kipper. Musie by 8. C. Fosrer. Arranged by A. CuLL
Sf\LO oR DI,’
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1. Go to Sun-day school— Children do, chil-dren do— Learn the gold- en
2. Chil-dren love God’s day—  Children do, chil-dren do— When they watehand
-~
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rule That's made for me and youw. We love the happy, happy sohool—I'et
pray, I hopethat’s me and you. We  love the ]npp\ dee.
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ll-rIu,u join  The song bright au~gt-1s sing,
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loud ho -san-nas ring! And cl
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; ORIGINAL

8. Children tarn from sin;
Childreén do, children do,
When they ‘re right within;
I hope that ‘s me and you.
Chorus—We love, &e.

4. Children foar to lie,
Children do, children doe,
When their Saviour’s nigl;
1 hope that’s me and you.
Chorus—We love, &e.

5. Children feel God's truth ;
Children do, children do,
Better in their youth ;
I hope that's me and you.
Chorus—We love, &c.

6. Children wrongs endure;
Children da, children do,
When thelr hearts are pure ;
1 hope that’s me and you.
Chorus—We love, &e.

WHAT SOME CHILDREN DO.
Tuoxe—* We love the happy School.™

1. SoME vain children try—
Vain ones do, vain ones do—
Toplay the butterfly ;
But not the just and true.
Chorus—God bless the happy, happy soul,
That loves the trath and right,
Loves our Sabbath school,
And worships God aright.

2. Some bad children swear;
Bad ones do, had ones do—
Never kneel in prayer,
Not so the just and troe.
Chorus—God bless, &o

HYMNS. 87

3. SBome menn children steal ;
Mean ones do, mean ones do—
Their hearts do seldom feel,
As do the just and true.
Chorus—God bless, &e.

Some bad children lie ;
Bad ones do, bad ones do—
Now let you amd I
Be like the just and troe:
Chorus—God bless, &e.

L

., SBome bold children fight;
Bold ones-dd, bold ones do—
We know it is not right,
We wall be' just and true.
COhorus—Gad bless, &e.

&n

. Some the Sabbath break ;
Bud ones do, bad ones do—
Now for Jesus' sake
Let ns be just and true.
Chorus—God bless, &e.

=1

-

. Some good children pray—

Good ones do, xood ¢
And keep the Sabbath day,

And they are just and true,
Chorus—God bless, &e.

lo—

8. S8ome good ohildren love—
Good ones do, good ones do——
God who rules above,
Yor they are just and true.
Cherus—God bless, &e.

9. Some good children sing—
Good ones do, good ones do—
Christ their Hope and King,
‘While they are just
Chorus—God bless




Lively. " Words and Music by D. B. TuoMpsox.
SEMI-CHORUS.
=
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1. The  sun is break-ing thro’ the mist, The vale that hitles the
2. Come, pa - rents, teach-ers, chil - dren all, And join our hap- py
3. The sha- dy woods a  wel - come wave, With leaves so green and

Dif - fus - ing hope, and joy, and peace, And glad -ness o'er our  way:..
And  bless the hand that gave our band This hap - py, fes - tal  day-...
The moss so soft, the congs a - loft, Re -peat the wel - come there...

v
DUET.
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The fields are deckedin all their })I ide, With lau - tds bright and  gay;. ..
With fa - ces bright,and hearts so light, And mu - sie goft and :
Come, teach-ers, lay ~ a/- side yourecare, Be chil - dren here to

gy =
: ;a——?——a——i -"}ﬁr**)‘*rﬁ“v‘-—i J—i




THE PIC-NIC. (Coxciuben.)
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L Then let ~ us join the mer-ry throng, And to the woodsn - way...
1

This hap - py throng will marcha - long, With wav-ing ban - ners cheer...
With speech and song, this  joy - ful throng Shall diive dull care a -

'\é FULL CHORUS To ract VERSE.
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: A - way, a-way, a- way, a-way, Then to the woodsa - way...
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Then let wus join the mer-ry throng, And to the woods a - wav.
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THE TRY COMPANY.

Musie compesed expressly for the Lee Avenne SBunday School Singing Class and Boy's Meeting by one of

1. There is a

their friends,* and arranged by Hesey Tuckek.
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hope-ful com-pan -y  We're just a - bout to start,
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To join wus hand and
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all, young friends, heart.
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So come and'add your name af once, Nor  wait till by - and - bye,
¢
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* From “Lee Avexve MoxtaLY CaAsgrt,” by permission,




i For ’'tis a thing worth join - ing, this—Our - com -pa - ny, “The Try.”

Ve

Some Companies there are, you know,
That cost a deal per share,

But all that you need pay for one,
Is—earnestness and prayer;

And some end sq disastrously,
They make folks very cross,

Chorus.

But here you will be sure to gain,
And can not suffer loss;

3.

And some there are that only erave
The learned or the grand,

And others that alone admit
The wealthiest in the land ;

But in owr glorions Company
We dare object to none;

Chorus:

The meanest, dullest, poorest, worst—
We’ve room for every one,

4,
Then in our brave “Try” Company, . ,
Your every power invest,
For this, whatever others may,
You’ll find will pay the best;
And we will meet another year;
If God our lives should spare,

Chorus,
And we’ll promise a good dividend,
To all whe take a share,




92 JF8US, SAVIOUR, AT THY BIDDING. 8s, ¥s & 41,

Words by WinLiay Corruez, Esq. Music by B. Roneers*

TEACHERS. | Je -gus, Sa - vionr, at thy  bid - ding; Iere our . lit - fle ones  we . bring, |
} | That thy love, a2ll love ex - ceed - ing, They may -ear - 1y know and  slog |
'BCHOLARS. § Je-sus, Sa - viour, we a - dore thee, Ag the chil-dren's on - ly {riend; }

Prayer and praise we bring be - fore thee—Liad-ly to our songs at - tend. §

SR el W WAL NGy S
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Joé - sus, take them, Lord, en~ fold them, *Neath the sha -dow of thy
To thy weak-ness, Low-ly Sa - wviour, In thy mer- ¢y con - des -
G Ve o SN e L 8 P
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CIIORUB. BCHOLARS.
Oh, the sweetness! oh, the glory ! Hear, O Lord! our supplication,
Far earth’s brightest crowns abovo | Thou, whose love has blessed us so—
‘Words can never tell the story Let the darkest, lowest nation,
Of our dear Redeemer's love. Thy sweet name and gospcl know.
Its full sweetness, To the children,
Its sweet fulness, Blessed Savionr,
0 All eternity shall prove. Everywhere thy goodness show.
TEACIIERS. CHORUS.
To Thy service, Jesus, Saviour, Hear us, mighty Saviour! hear us,
‘We these little ones would train; Send thy gospel all abroad !
Smile upon them now with faver, Let the heathen, far or near us,

Hear, ohey, and turn to God.

Let them plead—and vot in vein,—
Let the Bible,

That the dying,
That the heathen Let the Sabbath,
May the precious gospel gain, Lighten every dark abode.
* By permission, from * ¥Yaw Der Wevor's ConLrerion."




YOUTHFUL DAYS ARE PASSING BY. A Feneral Hymn, g3

Words by G. W. B, Music by Miss C.'T. Buamas. Arr. by A, CuLL.

1. § Youthful days are passiing by, Time is mnev-er still, But the an-gels
"1 Ma- ny hours and years have fled, We are chil - dren still, We are chil-dren
5 § While the Sab-bath-day «f rvest, Gift from heav-en here, Tseads the low-ly
“'{ We will trust in Christ the just, Who loved childrenhere, Lest the souls in

CHORUS.

| e
] hov-er . nigh, Guarding us from ill.. ..
) with the dead, T is our Father’s will... { Like them we too must dwell, restingin the
, where the blest Shed no monrnful tear.. . | :
y - Like them we too, &e.
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dell,  And fiiends will si




HE THE RICH EAST INLIAN CHILD.

[ A little East Indian gxr]. who had attended the mission school at Bellary, said, a day or h. n before her death,
“ Mother I am going; God bless you ! " Her motherrejoined, * My poor child! ' She replied, ** No, mother ; rich,
rich : I am going to my’ Father in heaven."—London Child's Companion.) e

f ENRY TUCKER.
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mo; your lit«tle girl I8 richjsheis not poor! For her there is a
King of kings!,And'soon to him I g0 Then § shall wear a

. No words of mine can tetl; I I 4

grave I'm

'\1y Fa ver s the

Imp -py he Mmake me t

* Poor child! " When in ti
[ 4

j Oh, mo- thﬂ

How
1 So  do not g ieve anc sz\y,

home in heaven, For her a treasure sure. |
beauteous robe, White as  the spot- less snow. § And ne - ver will that
i

want, no sin, 'But with the an - pels dwell. ¢ And mo - ther, s to mul me

God I am; Through that great price aid. { And in  the

; gy A i TS,
ne - ver old ean  be; 1t is the -gift of Him I love, Of him who died for me.
yon, my sis- ters dear, 8o rich and hap-py von will be, When I'm no Ion - ger here.
last, a gathered band, We'll ev - er’ biess our Saviour’s name; By whom redeemed we stand.




LIKE GLEAMS OF LIGHT. 95
Words by Geo. W. Buxaay. Music by 8ponr. Arr. by Hexgy Tuoree.
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1. Like gleams of light, From s#ars at night, When sweet flow’rs elose their eyes, And bow in prayer, Like
o

2. ''he brooklets shout Their weleome out, To  ev - ery child they meet; = Un-wind-ing rills—From
— g
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chil-dren:there, To God who lights the .sk:s. The night - in-gale Wakes hill ‘and dale, Lond
| spools of @hills, In ac - centslow and sweet, Bay, “come, my dears, Wipe dry those tears, The

sing - ing as  she flies;
sun laughs, so will we.




BLESSINGS O

SPIRITED.
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- 1. Dless - ings=—Dlessings on the c¢hil - dren; Did th
2. From: -all  lands fheir ery is _eom - ing, Eeho - ia
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gifts of

blessed
save

them,
us,

loved and
seek and

er
us!

Glad- 1y
Ere weo

we
sink

N
.

THL CHILDREN ; or, HARVEST WOERK;

Bright and precious hea - wen, Rays of sun- shine in  onr  home. Onr Ro -
Sad - der far than Egypt's wail - ing, When her death, Como, and

first - born sunk in
b

Words and Music by J. R. Oscoon.

viour come ¥
the earth,

would bless: them
in ray - less

too,
night ;
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co

“TFeed my lambs,” is His com - mand - ment,

CGloom s o'er us! death be - fore

Guide and gnard them, Gent-ly

lead  them
God commands it, Ilaste to give

L

o

v ¢
Tet  wus hear and  glad - ly deo;
Send, oh send, tha gos - pel's light;

‘Where the *‘liv - ing.  wa - ters”  flow.
Give the world the Gos - pel's light.

S
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. Wide the harvest is before thee,

Bowed the head of golden grain,
Earnest trust thy gathering sickle
Ere it falls to earth again.
Wages—wages God will give thee,
Better far than monareh’s state,
Earthly grandeur ean not treasure,
Glory, an eternal weight.
Thus God gives thee—
Truly gives thee—
Glory, an eternal weight.

4, Souls immortal is the harvest,

All around thee, press they on
As a heaving, restless ocean
Up to God’
Will ye faiter? dare ye dally
"Mid this countless, deathless throng ?
Up, with all thy powers rally,
Waits for thee a fadeless crown,
This thy wages—
Glorious wages—
An eternal, fadeless crown,

it judgement throne,




EAPPY CUNDAY STHOOL;

OR, SABBATH DAYS OF CHILDHOOD'S YEARS.
Words by Gro. W. BuNGAy Musi¢ by Grover. Arr. Iy A. CuLL.
Ah'm,u o Moderato,
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Jieaven appe

The hours, are birds on golden wings, In  "my  dear Sunday
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houss are birds on gold - en wings, The




HAPPY SUNDAY SCHOOL.  (Coxorupen.) 99

CHORUS. Glirls. Happy school, happy sehool,
: . all
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Boys. Hap- py school, hap - py school, hap - py, hap -py Sun-day school;
- 32
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Happy sehool
ik

hap - py, bappy Sun-day school.

It lights me through the vale of tears,
‘ A lamp in hands divine ;
| It lichts me through the vale of tears,
i It lights me through the vale of fears,
[

o

Pleasant days | how swift their flight
How sweet the song we sing !
Starry pinions of the night,
Why spread thy brooding wing ¢
The Sabbath day too short appears
To this young heart of mine.

It lights me through the vale of tears,
A lamp in hands divine.
Chorus.—Happy school, &e.




PLEASANT SABBATH BELL.

Words by Mrs. M. A, Eipper. Arranged by IHexey Tuvokiz
# DUET. Allegretto.

. sy : 4
all *the sweet and sounds on  God's fair day of rest,
soft - ly ecalms the mourn-er’s heart, it speaks of sins for - given,

e 5 -
The mu-sie of the Sab-bathbell I love it far the best; )
And  brings the poor, de - spair-ing souls so ve - ry near to heaven. |

CHORUS.

&t
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| 30 come a - long, yes, come a - long ; oh, don't you hear the bell,
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' joy - ous notes, all o - ver hill and dell? Then come, and join our Babbath school, and
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PLEASANT SABBATH BELL. (CovcrLupEn.) 101

make no more (1(3&]:1:.‘, For wlen you learn ifs pleasant rules, you 'll never keep a-way.

2.

Livery week day brings its carves and troubles to perplex,

And children have their sorrows too, and little things that vex;

But when we hear the Sabbath bells in notes go loud and elear,

‘We think how wrong it is to fref, when God's so very near.
Chorus.—3o0 come along, &e.

3.
There was a dark benighted time, though many years ago,
When children had no Sabbath schools where the v the truth might know ;
And many children now there are, in regions far away,
That never hear the Sabbath bells on God’s most holy day.
Chorus—So come along, &e.

4,
How thankful, then, we ’d onght to be, to have one day in seven,
When we ean meet our teachers kind, and learn the way to heaven;
What holy thoughts of Jesus should every bosom swell,
As we listen to the music of the blessed Salbath bell.
Chorys.—Ho come along, de.







HEAVEN BLESS THE SCHOOL. (ConcruneD.) 103
SOLO Sorraxo. St
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Heaven bless the: school, Oh ! Heaven bless the school, Oh! Heaven bless the
—
CHORUS. o
St
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Bless the school,  bless the school, Teaven bless the school, bless the sehool,
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school, h! Heaven bless the school, OhY Heaven bless the  echool.
—n




~OUR GLAD VOICES.

Seotch Melody. Arr. by Hexey Tvoker

T S e e
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i 1. Our g ses. let s raise a song o love and praise, That we "retaught in
| 2.1And they u-ll us of his love, How he left his home a-bove, Camne te earth his
|

8, Thenshall we, a blood-washed lx.'md, Teachers and dear chil - dren stand, In  that hap - py
4. And the joy -ful strain shall be, Glo -1y, hon - or, praise to thee, ¥a - ther, Son,

piligw,rﬂia oS i el N
: e,

|
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I wis - dom’s ways, In the Sab- bath sehool. Teach-ers  there with pleas - ant smile,
| graces to proye— Died on Cal - va - ry..... Oh, the pre - cious truths we learn,
i hap - py land, From the Sab - bath sc hunl To the Ba- vioursfeet we bring
' Bpir - it, '1‘hrcc, Praise for ev - er - more, Our glad wvoi -- ces let  us raise,

i Lead our thoughts to heaven the while, Tell us  Je - sus—once a child, Cares for such as Wt

‘ May we all to  Jaeu- sus turn, And our hearts within us burn, Burn with love di- vine.
|
i

Our bright crowns, and then we’ll1sing, And we "Il make sweet heaven ring With our grateful song.
In & song of love and praise, That we re taught in wisdom’s ways, In the S8abbath school,




2. When trouble, like a gloomy eloud,
Has gathered thick and thundered lond,
He near my soul has always stood,

His loving-kindness, O how good !

3. Often I feel my sinful heart
Prone from my Jesus to depart;
But though I have him oft forgot,
His loving-kindness changes not.

4. Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale,
Soon all my mortal powers must fail ;
0 may my last expiring breath
His loving-kindness sing in death.

§. Then let me mount and-soar away
To the bright world of eudless day;
And sing, with rapture and surpriss,
His loving-kindness in the skies.




DUET, or QUA

HURRAI!

: : ol /
1. Hur-rah! hur-rah! to the woods we go,Where sweet birds sing, and dai-sies grow,

2. The grass is wait ~ing

3. Here lighted by

the
—_

i . 2 it
The stream is dane - ing through the glen, F'ar from the “bus - y haunts of men’
go - thic door,Cracks his brown nut, and shouts en-core.
Which like a good ex - am - ple flows, Mak-ing sweet mu - sic

his

10 THE W00DS WE GO.

A PIC-NIC SONG. Arranged by Hexky TuokEr

be pressed, The ro - bin look-ing  from her nest,

sun’s pure beam,We fol - low the un- winding stream

ging, sing, children, sing




!/ v
- til twilight, As the birds with a song in the morn-in,

g.  Shout, ye vales and hills,

Sing to all the dancing rills, Shout, ye vales and hills, Sing to all the daneing rills.

5

The trees seem bending with their birds, Harrah, hurrali for heppy hours,

Sweet words dissolving into song, Where nature wears a smiling brow,

To cheer and charm this happy throng. And joy, like her clear streamlets, flow,

1
I ¢
To cheer uswith heir pleasant words, \ In woodlands with the birds and flowers,
[
|
|
i

Chorus~Then sing, &e. Chorus—Then sing, &e.

G. W. Buneay.
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[ We,

| a band of hap-py chil-dren, Here will meet one day in
" | Meet to learn the pre - ecious Bi - ble— Gos - pel news of Christ in  heav-en.

sev - en;

Aid - ed

by our faith- ful
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an - gcf hosts, re - joiu - i:lg Now with Christ, the




WE, A BAND OF HAPPY CHILDREN. (Covorupen) 109

CHORUS

Je - sus! Je - sus, who 'tis

Hal - lo - lu - jah! up to THeav-en Let the songs of chil - dren go.
1

2. Suffer such to come, said Jesus, 8. Praise to Jesus! let us children

When, an earth, he took a child r Sing together. how his name

In His holy arms to bless it— Carries joy to all the nationg—

v God—divine—by man reviled. Life eternal—heavenly fame.
On the eross, He died to save us, Such the news we learn of Jesus,

Asking all to enter through i, Angel bands, our chorus jolmng,
There to praize him evermore, Farther up the strain will send.

Hallelujah, &e, | Hallelujah, dre.

Opening wide the Heav'nly door; ‘ He, who is the childrea’s Friend ;




Arr. by A. CuiL.
sy 5

erown, a crown of mafchless glo- ry Up - on its fore-head fair]! 8o we in deeds of
v light, their light and beauty fad - ¢d, Their bark up-on the strand; When one small act of

goodness Un - til our life shall close, May scatter bloom and fragrance Like Sharon's dewy rose,
kindness, One lit-tle look of love, Might add another jew-el To Je-sus' crown a-bove.

g CHORUS,

The dew - y, dew-y vrose of Sha - ron, How sweet, how sweet it scents the
How ma - ny, ma-ny souls have wan -dered, With - out, with-out a help-ing
y \ Y N o o
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THE DEWY ROSE OF SHARON,

(CoxcLupED.)
| i

hand; Their light, their light and beau-ty

e/

i
A crown, a crown of matchless glo - ry Up-on its fore-head fair,

fad - ed, Their bark up-on  the strand.

3. Oh! may we, may we, erring children,
Though few, though few our talents be,
A band, a band of young disciples,
Our Saviour’s footprints see ;
And may we humbly follow,
Till life’s uncertain close,
And leave in death a fragrance
Like Sharonls dewy rose,
Chorus.—Oh! may we, &e.

MY MOTHER DEAR!
Tuxe—* The dewy Rose of Sharon.
1. My mother dear! my mother dear!
How oft, how oft I think of thee,
While weeks and months roll o’er me here
Where duty bids me be.
My mother dear—how swect the name,
When thinkine o’er the past |
A mother’s love 18 e’er the same—
Tt beats on till the Jast.
Chorus. My mother dear ! my mother, &e.

2. My mother dear, it grieves me now,
To think, to think, how oft your son
Hath grieved your aching heart and brow
When in sin's paths he run,
My mother dear, those days of youth,
Now long sinee past and gone,
Left many a seed of holy truth,
Which since, we hope, have grown.
Chorus. My mother dear, it grieves, &e.

3. My mother dear, my fervent prayer,
Ts that, is that you may be bhest,
With peace and joy while ling’ring here—
TForetastes of future rest.
And that we all may meet at last
In yonder heavenly sphere,
At Jesus’ feet our erowns to cast—
All saved, my mother dear.
Chorus. My mother dear, my fervent, &e.
T




HARX!

THE HERALD ANGELS SING.
v |

TELEMANS'

§ CuANT.

e e o (o L

&

to

the new-born King ;

sin - ners re - con - ciled,

Joyful all ye nations rise,

Join the triumph of the skies;
With th’ angelie host proelaim,
Christ is born in Bethiehem.

3.
Christ, by highest heaven adored,
Christ, the everlasting Lord,
Late in time beho'd him eome,
Offspring of the Virgin’s womb.

Veiled in flesh, the Godhead see;
Hail th' inearnate Deity !

Pleased, as man, with man to dwell ;
Jesus, now Emmanuel.

5.

Risen with healing in hLis wings,
Licht and life to all he brings;
Huil the Sun of Richteonsness !
Hailithe beaven-hiom Prince of Peace!




STRIKE THE CYMBEAL, 113

Music by Puorrra.  Arr, by HeExey TUCKER.
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% Strike the eymbal, roll the tymbal, Let the trump of tz inmph sound

| me the riv-er,  re-ject-ing quiver, Ju-dah’s he - ro fakes the stone.

st

CHORUS.

-, v v i it ‘/ T‘_ﬂ ‘J‘WV{* F*ﬁ' iy
; Powerful slinging! Head-long bringing Proud Go - li - ath to the ground.
Spread your banners! Shout ho - sannas | Bat-tle is  the Lordsa - lone.
&2

-#—
g— r-—El-—

PR TR

See ad-vances, w li_}lhlnl,“r- and danees, { All the band of Is - rael’s daughters; }

Cateh the smmd ye hills  and waters,




Spread your banners |

STRIKE THE CYMBAL

(ContiNuED.)

|
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Shout ho - sannas! Bat - tle is  the ans a - lone

TRIO.
Fna!, 'f’r.-h?c

faa

&/ Second l'm‘»le
God
Bays. Alto.
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FErea -

thun-der,
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All

Rend a - sun-der is - tia boasts |

the power Phil -




STRIKE THE CYMBAL. (Covouvpro:)

, SOLO.—8low.

{ What are haughty monarchs now?
1 Lo! be- fore Je-ho- vah bow! § Pride of p"in(_‘(:& strengthof kinzs, To the dust Jehovah




THE TEACHER'S AFPEAL

by Hesrvy TUckEg.

2 :_r_.,??:_.._F

Wordsby Gt. W, BDUNGAY. Bavarian Melody. Arr.
i1 SOLO, or DUET.
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1. Like riv-ers swift flow-ing to- ward the deep o-cean, Past

isl - ands and

;
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meadows so green aund so




HE TRACHTD ' 'APDPEAT. (Covcropep.) 0

Dear children, cur lubors of love are the token
We offer the Saviour, who died for us here,
Whose body was mangled, whose great heart was broken,
With pity for teachers and children so dear.
Jesus died—Jesus died,
With pity for teachers and children so dear.

. Fond parents, whose bosoms with love over-welling,

Tor dear ones in Sabbath school classes that meet,
Join anthems of rapture the angels are swelling,
While nations the chorus of children repeat.
Songs so sweet—songs so sweet,
"While natious the chorus of children repeat.

. The song-birds are singing so flute-like their praises,

Now winging o’er woodland, and island, and glen,
To soft notes in meadows, all covered with daisies,
Let us be all cheerful in Sabbath school thgn,

Let all men—Ief all men, :
Let us be 21 cheerful in Sabbath seliool then,




FALSE ARE THE MEN O0F HIGH DEGREE. (0ld Russia.*)

1"_!8
B

CHORUS Musie by Rean. Arrvauged by A. Cowr.
Recond, Soprano or Tenor.

Alto. b

‘ I !
‘ 1. False are the men of high de - gree, The bas - er sort are van - i -
| Bass. (Boys and men sing this part.)

| ¢ sy i

SoEean

 Laid
])url_n- ance, !-n:‘,h e el le]L

e e e s
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bal - anee, both ap- pesr Light as a puff Yol
* The editor introdunees this old tune to gratify thoseavho wish to hear the musie that was sung by our Fore-
fathers.. And in ovder to eive the original effect, part of the female voices should sing the Sceond Soprauo
{called Counter in days of yore).




puff  of
el

a bal-ance, both ap - pear Light
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=24

emp - ty  air

a . puff of

92
Male not inereasing gold your trust,
Nov set your heaits on ghttering dust:
Why will you grasp the flecting smoke,
And not believe what God has spoke
3.
Once has his awful voice declared,
Ounce and again my ears have heard :
“ All power is his eternal due;
He must be feared and trusted, too.”
For sovere W er ’.'f-i:_‘g;ns not alone,
Grace is g purtner of the throne:
Thy graggeand justiee, mighty Lord,
Shall well divide our last reward.

| WHAT ARE THOSE SOUL-REVIVING STRAINS?

1o

What are those soul-reviving strains
Which echo thus from Salem’s plains;
What anthems loud, and louder stiil,
So sweetly sound from Zion's hill §

9. Lo! ’'iis an infant chorus sings

Hosanna to the King of kings:
The Saviour comes!—and babes proelaim
Salvation, sent in Jesus’ name.

. Proelaim hosannas loud und clear;

See David’s Son and Lord appear |
All praise on earth to him be given.
And glory shout through highest heaven.




THE GERMAN WATCHMAN'S SONG.*

QU \PTI TTE.

Music by HepFERNAN, Arr. by Hexry Tuokes.

Cpae o e i
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e
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Ten now strikes on the mnight - 1y Dbell ;

* Among the watchmen in Germany, a eustom prevails of singing devotional hymns as well us Songs of a na-

tional or l?l)u::i.!l"‘ character.
announced.

The several stanzas of this plece are sung as the hours of the night are successively




THE GERMAN WATCHMAN'S SONG.

Hark! ys neighbors, and hear me tell,

Fleven sounds on the nightiy bell ;

Eleven Apostles of holy mind

Taught the Gospel to mankind.
Chorus—Human wateh, &e.

0
O

Hark | ye neighbors, and hear me tell,
Twelve resounds from the nightly bell;
Twelve Discipies to Jesus came,

Who suffered rebuke for the Saviour’s name.

Chorus—Tluman wateh, dre.
4

Hark! ye neighbors, and hear me tell,
One has pealed on the nightly bell,

(ConcrLupED.) 121

bless - ed nicht.

One God above, one Lord indecd,
Who bears us up in hour of need.
Chorus~Human wateh, de.

Hark! ye neighbors, and hear me tell,
Two now rings from the nightly bell ;
Two paths before mankind are free:
Neighbor, oh! choose the best for thee.
Chorus~1luman wateh, &e,

6.
Hark! ye neighbors, and bear me tell,
Three now sounds on the nightly bell
Threefold reigns the heavenly host,
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
Chorus.—~Human wateh, d&e.




Fa - ther, Whose goodness crowns our d

T
8. Our lives and ‘ev -ery pleas
bring him A song of grate-ful sound. We’ll thank him for the flow -

Al-migh-ty

ers

Bi - ble, The book of all the best. We’ll thank him, that he taught us
o - ] 1

% b
- .
presents f'r:wn].{? hand® His kindness knows no measure, Thro' all this hap- py land
deek the smil-ing plain; We 'll thank him for the show-ers; And for the gold-
Well thank him, that he brought us To love the Sabbath

precious Gold-en Rule;
| |

en grail

volees

1. Come, ('nldun ]o us ‘1th -er, And sing a song of praise To our
2. We'll thank him for the sy nmu'-timu And all the sea-gons round, While willing
3. We’ll thank him for the -‘::ub ~bath, The day 3‘1;_ '-‘Q'L._- ered rest; We'll thank him for the




2. When the glorious sun is set,
When the grass with dew is wet,
There you show your little light,
Twinkle, twinkle all the night.

Twinkle, twinkle, &e.

5. In the dark blue gky youkeep,
And often through my curtains peep
T'or you never shut your eye
Till the sun is in the sky.

Twinkle; twinkle, de.

4. As yon bri
Lichts the't
Theu 'l [
Twinkle, tw

and tiny spark
eler in the davk,
»w not what vou are,
le, little star.

/ 'I‘\\E le, twinkle, &e.
] “
! &
“I MUST BE A LOVING CHILD.'
¢ 1. T susr be a loving ehild,
i Gentle, patiefit, Huc]\ and mﬂ.q‘,
il Must Le honest, Mmp‘( true, ™

Inmy words and actions, too ;

e : : e g " .
Like a diamond in the sky, Twinkle, twinkle, lit-tle star, How I wonder what you are.

TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR. ° 123

Arranged by Hexry TuckEg.

R e “:_“3*[

LIRS i SR

Up ahove the werld so high,

I must cheerfully obey,
Giving up my will and way,

2. Must not nlwuy thinking bL,
What is pleasantest to me,
But must try kind things tesdo,
And make others happy, £06.
And in all T do or say,
In my lessons, or my play,

a

8. Must remember God can view

All I think, and all I do;

Glad that he can know I try,

Glad that children sueh as T,

In our feeble ways and small,

Can serve him who loves us all
“IN THE SUN, THE MOOK, THE SKY.”
Ix the sun, the moon, the sky
On the mountains wild and hi
In the thunder, in the rain,
In the zrove, the wood, the plain;
In the little birds who sing—
God is seen in every thing,




When blest with pa < ren - tal
of our sire was a

The prayer

in

- Tow. and sid - ness

THE OLD FASHIONED BIBLE.

Seotch Melody, Arr. by Henny Tucker.
y y \

-
Of youthful e-mo-tions and in - no-cent joy.
At morn and at evening could yicld us delight;

wd af - foe- tion, Sur-round-ed wily mer-cies, with
; in-vo - ca- Imn For. mer -« cy by day, and for
And wansder un-known on ()

L]

I

o—-»

-ty

from

e
on high,

thro’ night.

T still view the chuirs of my sire ‘and my mmhc
Qur hymns of thanks-giv.-ing, with har-mo - ny 2
Yet how ‘ecan I lIUl-‘bt'-‘aaL dear Sa-viour's pro - tec - 1u.: Ior -

ks




THE 0LD FASHICHED BIBLE. Cowoiwpen. ° 125

N CHORUS.

[ A
¥ { :
oS —b—

nd that rich - est book, which

1I lh raised us from ea
, me with - p

seats of their ~off-spring, as ranged on each hand;
warm from the hearts of « fam -1 - dy band,
=4~ - get-ful ‘of gi his ' boun - ti - ful hLand;

i ¢
Bi - ble which lsy on the stand; The
Bi - ble that lay  on  the stand; . The

ev = ery er, The Fam - i-ly
that lay on the stand; The

p - tur - ous dwelling De - seribed in the
his cor-rec- tion, And think of the Bi - ble

The dear, blessed Bi-ble, The Fam-i-ly Bi-ble that lay on the stand.

old fashioned Bi- ble,

| old fashioned Bi - e, &e.
1 N P - S P
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STAR OF THE MORNING.

Words by Miss C. DUET AND CHORUS, Musie by Hexry TUcKER.
DUET.
-

the morn - ing, beau-ti- ful sfar, Rest from thy - jour - ney,
RS

T e —
- > 5




STAR OF THE MORNING. (Conciupen.) 127

CHORUS, CHOP[“
=T DETR T PRt < TSRS TR 1 [RERET  BRUEAE

’li - ful

—he (e

Beau - ti - ful star!

| v
Star, Star, Star of the morn-ing, Star, beau-ti - ful  star!

2., ,one in thy glory, trembling star, 8. Goddese of beauty, dazzling star,
Tell us thy mission, what joys there are, ‘ Tipping with silver the sl\y rrato= afar,
Something of life seems moving thee now, | Like a lost diamond glpum-a thmurrh the blue
Beings of glory, radiant as thou, i Cloudlets where sunlight is ghmnunn}r too,

Beings of glory, radiant as thou. l Gleams through where sunlight is glimmering,
Chorus.—Beautiful star, &e, Chorus—Beautiful star, &e. [too.
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FEARLY LOST, EARLY SAVED.
W?:ldlsblé)l(? W. Bernung, D. D. Scotel Air. "Arr, by Hexey Tuokne,

1. With - in her dow-ry ¢ . there Iny a lit - tle ehild, And a group of hovering an-gels 1in -

2. One breathed uponher foatures,and the babe in beauty grew, With a cheek like morning's bl ishes, and an

3, An - oth -er gave heraccents, and a voice as mu-sic - al a spring bird's joyous car
ol o 3l e o

U.

fo, Which should
L )
ace, Loved as

= seen up~on her smiled; When a strife a - rose among them, a  lov-ing, ho - Iy s
eye of a - zure hue; Till ...» ev- one who sow her was thankful for the
rippling streamlet's fall;  Till.... all who heard her luughing; or her words of ehild

g—
shed the richest blessing up - on her newborn life. “When a  strife a-rvose a-mong them, a

face ‘so sweet and radiant with ev - er fresh de-light. Till.... oy - ery one who saw her was
much to listen to her,... as to look up-on her fuce Till.... all who heard her langhing, or her
-




EARLY LOST, EARLY SAVED, (CoxcLupsn.) 129
o &

t v
o v
: '
, Which ghould she -ing up = on the new-born lite.
b Of e 08 face and ra-diant with eév - er fresh de - light.
much to lis- ten to her, asto look up-on her face.
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4. Another brought from heaven aglear and gentle mind, »

And within the lovely eaSKef the precious gem ‘enshrined ;
Till all who knew her wondered that God should be so good
As to bless with such a spirit & world so cold and rude.

5. Thus did she grow in beauty, in melody and truth,
The budding of her childhood. just opening into youth;
And to our hearts yet dearer, every moment than before,
She becamegthough we thought fondly heart could not love her more.

6. Then ouf spake another angel, nobler, brighter than the rest,
As with strong arm, but tender,’he canght her to his breast :
“ Ye have made her all too lovely for a child of mortal race,

But no shade of human sorrow shall darken-o'er her face :

I~

. “Ye have tuned to gladness only the accents of her tongue,
And ne wail of human anguish shall from her lips be wrung :
Nor shall the sou! that shineth so purely from within
Her form of enrth-born frailty, ever know a sense of sin,

8.-“Lulled in mv faithful bosom, T will bear her far away,
Where there iz no gin, nor anguish, nor sorrow, nor decay ;
And mine a boon more glorious than all your giffs shall be—
Lo! Ierown Ler happy spirit with immortality "




MERRILY THE TEMPERANCE HORN.

Musie by J. . Hewirr. Arr. by Hexry Tueker.
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1. Mer - ri -1y the temp'rance horn  Is sounding o’er’ the  sil - ver lake,

Cheer -1 - ly

at ear - ly dawn

CHORUS. |

for thee, thee on

me,. . « Each haunt of rlou:urc lone - Iy )
_-!-7 o—;ﬁ:r*-@-‘-ﬂ-o,-o--lro-'
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=9  —a
........... Sound, sound, sound, sound the mer-ry, mer-ry temperance

| - =1 | |
| e o At morn-ing’s ro - sy dawn.

Cheerfully my harp T bring,
And wake a wilder, sweeter strain, r Nor wait to think of danger near;

Cheerily our footsteps stray,

Joyously my song I sing, = Merrily, at close of day,
And bid th’ inebriate smile again, [ We breathe the sweetest musie here,

Chorus—Temperance, for thee, de. Chorus.—Temperance, for thee, &e.




ANDANTE.
e
&
! -
\[m -nie ! Minnie
el 0] thcl shall I
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132 LETTERS OF MADGIE TO HER TWIN SISTER, MINNIE, DEC

gone to ]:c\:u‘un. Lit-tle an - gel { bé?  Mother, gis - ter, as-sure me |
e with Je-sus, Lit-tle an- gel al-ways be?! Do youloyve to live with Je-sug,

/v -
That you're up in heaven now, That you're gone to be with Jl <11- Tell me, Min-nie,

In your new and heavenly home? Does helove all little ehildren  Does he say they all may come ?
NEwesis o

EASED.

‘Words from The I’rm’:ﬂrrm;r\ Music arr. by A. CyLL.
ot s s R o i g
4’-‘ 5 v [;!’!_- e iy 2 s —wt
-y -0 i ] o— -9 o—

-
! dear-est sis-ter ! Whither have you gone from me ? Tell nu—h e you
no niore see yo w? Will you not eome back to me? Wiil you always

all

is” it so?

—

2. B |
e a4 i o




SELECTED HYMNS. 1

8. Are you happy up in heaven? GOD IS MY FRIEND.

Is your home a pleasant place? Tose— Hebron,
Do they love you there as I do? 1. Gov is my friend; I need not fear,
Do they kiss your angel face? For he is good, and always necar,
Tell me, Minnie, O, do tell me And he will keep me by his power,

What I wisl
How you love
‘Where, they

80 mueh to know— | From day to day, from hour to hour.
rour ome in heaven, | 2. T am a sinner—but I know—
¥, good children go. | For God's own Word has told me so—
4. Tell me, in midunight slumbers, | That Jesus Christ eame down from heaven,
When I deeamn that you have come; To die that I might be forgiven.
You can then so sweetly tell me 8. There is one thing that I must ¢
All about heavenly home. And that is Sin ; for God has said,

ud,

When ['m sleg; some bright an; I'hat those whom he protects from ill,
Stands beside me all the while; Must love to do his holy will.

816w » 5 CArest \ i ie - o b P e v ; r T Q

Fe S Yol S deprbal e, ROUSE YE AT THE SAVIOUR'S CALT.

Bending o'er me with that smile?
5. Then you'll surely tell me, Minnie,
For I want to go th
If Jesus calls me; 't will be heaven
To live and love with him and you!
You have gone to heaven before me;
it the Saviour's will;
years I tarry, will you, Minnie,
Be g little angel still?

ve at the Saviour's eall!
an, roase ye one and all;
Wake, or soon your souls will fail,
FFall in deep despair.
‘Woe to him who furns away,
Jesus kindly ealls to-day ;
Come, O children, while you may,
Raise your souls in prayer.

6. ‘Ifly“:l‘lll'”! a litfle angel “h]r"ys’ 2. Heard ye not the Saviour ery,
Siwilknow you 50 3 “Purn, O turn, why will ye die!™
Do they eall you ““Mifnie™ up there— ’:"\ml in km,"c;t u:')r')ny ¥ o
Wiil they call m@** Madgie,” too? ~ Mourn too late your doom!
Can you not come haek, sweet Minnie? THaste, for time is rushing on !
Lo kaep yon, oo Wayare youlipd Soon the fleeting hour is gone,
Must you always live with Jesus? The lified arrow flies anon
Then I want to live there, too! e you in the o
7. We oped our eyes on life together, 3 By the Saviour’s bleeding love,
But yours were first to l'lnm_» in death; By the joys of heaven above,
}! soon may Madgie greet you, Let these words your spirits move;
is fleeting as a breath ! Quick to Jesus fly!

et 't will be when father, mother, Come, and save your souls from death,
Brothers, sisters, mourn no more Haste ! eseape Jehovah's wrath,
But meet in heaven with * Little Minnie," Fly! for life's a fleeting breath,

Who is * not lost, but gone before!" Soon, O soon you'll die.




De-liv - er -

v
By - and - bye, by - and-bve;

will come, By - and - bye, by - and - bye ;
|

| ; | |
——by—o—28 . P _ g g5 &
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bond-age here shall end, By - and - bye;
will come, By -and - bye;

el = R L =
From T - gypt's yoke sef free,

And our sor-rows here shall end, With our
ot

ju - bi - lee!
three-score years and ten,

T

Ca - naan we’ll re - turn,
glo - ry crown the day,
N



BY-AND-BYE. (Coxciupenl] 135

- g - e
-bye, by-and-bye. And to Ca-naan we’ll re - tun, By - and - bye.
z l)lws, ]ry -and - |)yl‘. And vast glo - ry  erown the day, By - and - h_}'v_
1 et L |

i e
N e e VLR R
DR L 0 B 9 i s s o s
i
£ 3. Though our enemies are strong, | Jehovah rules the tide,
' 3 ¥ | LY
We'll go on, we'll go on, | And the waters he’ll divide,
Though our enemies are strong, And the ransomed host shall shout,
We'll go on. We are come, we are come, &e.

The’ our henrts dissolve with fear,
Lo! Sinai’s God is near,

|0

|
While the fiery pillar moves, i

|

There friends shall meet again,
Who have loved, who have loved,
There friends shall meet again,

We’ll go on, we'll go on, d&e.
i o : Who have loved.

4. By Marah's bitter stream, Our embraces shall be sweet,
We'll go om, we Il go on, At the dear Redeemer’s feet,
By Marvah’s bitter stream, * When we meet to part no more,
We'll zo an. Who have loved, who have loved, d&e,
Though Baea’s vale be dry, i
And the land yield no supply, 7. Then, with all the happy throng,
To a land of corn and wine, W ‘{’“ rejoice, we 'll rejoice,
We'll go on, we’ll go on, &e. Then, with all the happy throng,
g We'll rejoice.
5. And when to Jordan’s flood, Shouting, “ Glory to our King,”
We are come, we are come, Till the vaults of heaven shall ring,
And, when to Jordan’s flood, And through all eternity,

We are come, We'll rejoiece, we’ll l‘vjﬁice, &e,



THERE’S WORK ENOUGH FOR ALL.

Words and Musie by R. 8. TALYOR.
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% There’s work e - nough, there’s work e - nough, And work that should be done,

For lit - tle heads and lit - tle hands—Eg- nough for ev - ery one.

In  ev - ery place are boys and girls, That nev - er go to echool,
% ™ yho ney - er hear the Bi - ble read, Nor learn the Gold - en *Rule.

s N e T g
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- bey the Saviom’s eall ; There's ea-sy work and™
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GIRLs.
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pleas - ant work, And work e-nough for all Work e-nough for ali‘.;_.\. Work




THERE'S WORK ENOUGH FOR ALL. (Covorupen.) 137

8. Those boys and girls we can seck out, 2. There the truths of inspiration,
And take them by the hand, Being read with admiration,
And plead with them to come with us, And with souls of adoration,
To join our happy band.—Clhorus. In our blest Sabbath school.
4. Then let us all unite in this, We 're a band, &e.
And make it for a rule,
That we will each do all we ean, 3. There the words of life are learning,
To help the Sabbath school.— Chorus. | And our youthful hearts are burning
{ With Christ’s love, tu] \\‘11;1111 ;\'u ’re turning,
VT OADT : : o In the blest Sabbath school.
WE'RE A BAND OF CHILDREY, e s bk A
Tune—* 0ld Granite State,”
1. To our homes we now are going, 4. Yes, the prospeet is most cheering,
And God’s love our hearts o’erflowing, And the children most endearing,
And to whom all favors owing, When we see them heavenward steering,
To the blest Sabbath gchool. In the blest Sabbath school.
We’re a band of children, With our band of teachers,
We re a band of children, With our band of teachers,
We re a band of children, With our band of teachers,
Of the blest Sabbath school. And with parents at their side.




SOUND THE LOUD ANTHEM.
Toxe—"Y Shout the glad tidings,” page 82.

1.* PRAISE to the grace which has triumphed so freely,
‘Where sin had abounded and darkness had reigned ;
Praise to the word, which has spoken so fully
Of blessings in store, which are yet to be gained.
Soand the loud anthem o'er ocean and sen,
The hand of Jebovah is stretehed out to thec.

2. For Zebulon's sons yet *shall call to the mountain,”
The ]g}ple from far to the house of the Lord,
art of that altar, and wash in that fountain
how virtues their * going" shall herald abroad.
Sound the loud anthem, &e.

8. The light of the promise already is dawning,
For Zion is nursed by the ships of the sea;
Her temples the sailor now gladly is thronging,
Rejoiced from the bondage of sin to be free,
Sound the loud anthem, &e.

4. On the shore, where his footsteps too often were taken
In snares which the wicked had set for his feet,
#The Bethel now spreads for his weleome her hL,aLun
And temples are rising his ¢ min z to greet.
Sound the loud anthew., &,
MES., €. H. PUTNAM.
# Repeat 1st and 2d lines, 3d and 4th ines ; also 5th and 6th lines.

THE SUNNY HOURS OF CHILDHOOD.

Tuxe—* Dewy Rose of Sharon,” 8. 8. BELL,
No. 2, p. 110.
1. Tur sunny, sunny hours of childhood,
How soon, how soon they pass away,
Like flowers, like flowers in the wild wood,
That once bloomed fresh and gay ;
But the perfame of the flowers,
And the freshness of the lu.ult
Live but a few brief hours,
And then for aye depart.
Cho. The sunny, sunny hours of childhood,
How soon, how soon they pass away,

ORIGINAL AND SELECTED HYMNS,

Like flowers, like flowers in the wild wood,
That once bloomed fresh and gay.

2. The [riends, the friends we saw around us,
In hnyhu 1's happy, happy days,
airy, fairy links that bound us,
No feeling now displays.
For time hath changed for ever
‘What youth ean not retain,
And we may know, ah! never
Those sunny hours again,
Chorus. The sunny, sunny hours, &ec.
8. And yet, and yet again how fondly
The scenes, the scenes of youth we trace ;
‘We hear, we hear o father’s counsel,
We see a tearful face.
For a father's pious teachings,
And a mother’s holy tears,
Have proved a lamp to guide us,
These many, many years,
Chorus The sunny, sunny hours, &e.
J. E. CARPENTER.
TAKE MY HEART, O FATHER! TAKE IT.
Tune—S8. 8. BeLr, No. 1, p. 66.
1 Taxe my heart, O Father! take it,
Make and keep it all thine own ;
Let thy Spirit melt and break it,
Turn to flesh this heart of stone.
Heavenly Father, deign to mold it,
In obedience to thy will:
And, as passing years, unfold it,
Keep it meek and childlike still,

Father, make it pure and lowly,
Peaceful, kind, and far from strife,
Turning from the paths unholy,
Of this vain and sinful life;
May the blood of Jesus heal it,
And its sins be all forgiven ;
Holy Spirit, take and seal it,
Guide it in the path to heav en,

©
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WE LOVE THE SABBATH DAY.

Tuxe—Happy Land.

1. We love the Sabbath day
Best of the week;
Here now we meet to pray,
And Jesus seek.
O precious day of r
Day which God our Saviour blest,
Day which we love the best,
Best of the week.

2. Weilove this sacred place—
Dear Sabbath school ;
Here Jesus sheds his grace
On every soul.
O may our hearts ascend
To our dearest Heavenly Friend,
Who loves us to the end,
For evermore.

&

We love the precious truth
God sent from Heaven;

Bright may it shine below,

Brighter as we farther go,

Till light eternal glow,
Brightest in Heaven.

4, There ﬂ!lc-i with joy and peace
We weetly sing;
1all never cease

Praisi
‘While va( S8 Ages move
‘We shall feast upon his love,
And seraphs far above
Join in our song.
¥FREDERICK COLLINS,

CHILDREN OF THE HEAVENLY KING.

Tuwe—Pleyel's Hymn,
1. Curorex of the heavenly King,
As ye journey, sweetly sing;
Bing your iour's worthy praise,
Glorious in his works and ways.

veling home to God,

the fathers trod;

They are happy now, and ye

Boon their happiness shall see.
Sing, ye little flock, and blest:
You near Jesns' throne shall rest;
There your seats are now prepared,
Fhere your kingdom and reward.

=

-]

S

. Lord, submiss make us go,
Gladly leaving all below ;
Only thou our Leader be,
And we still will follow thee. -

OH, SUFFER THEM TO COME.
Tune—Shirland.
1. “Om, suffer them to come,"”
Once the kind Saviour said,
And gently to his loving arms,
The little ones were led.
2. “TForbid them not,” said He,
My ways are pleasant ways;
Children that fear and love my name,
Are happy all their dil_)"
8. “Of such my kingdom is.'
The lowly and the rn(-vk'
Those who with sweet hmmllt.y,
All my commandments keep.

4. We ecome, we come to Thee,
Dear Saviour, and would pray,
That from thy pleasant paths our feet
May never, never stray.







TEACHER, WATCH THE LITTLE FEET. (Covciupen.) 141

Lit - tle feot will . go Teach-er, wateh them while you may.
Lit - tle hands here - af - ter may Na-tions and their  his - t'ry sway.
o P S e L R P R >

o e e emen R
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g go g
¢ |
3. Teacher, watch the little lips, | And in the place of noontide prayer
Lisping sweet and pleasant words, Our sauctuary find.
Sometimes their soft utterance trips, The midday bour, the noontide hour,
Discord in the notes of birds. It is the hour of prayenr;
Never deem the labor lost, Our souls receive renewing power,
Never heed the pains it cost, For Jesus meets us there.

l:”‘r']": lips sometimes 1""]‘3"”}," | 2. The voice that stilled the stormy waves
Blessings in a Saviour’s name. Ot diskant Galilee;
Speaks once again, and at the sound,
Retives another sea.
The midday hour, de.

4. Teacher, wateh the little heart,
Pulsing here with hope and love,
Truthful lessons here impart,

Leadingz to our home above. 3. The restless waves of eare and strife
Never deem the labor lost. Obey the mighty voice;
Never heed the pains it eost, Peace broods the mighty waters oer,
Little hearts he: eafter may And all our souls rejoice.
Control the children of to-day. The midday hour, d&e.
R o ) 4, These heaven-bricht hours foo soon are past;
THE NOONDAY PRAVER-MEETING, Grant, Lord, this greater boon: ¥
Toxe—""The Golden Rule.” A place where worship never ends,
1. FroM busy foil and heavy care Nor pight succeeds to noon.
We turn the weary mind, The midday hour, &e,
e '



Words by G. W. BuNGAY.
CHORUS.

L ; In

the gravevard soft - ly sleep-ing, Where the
Lies our lit - tle schoolmate keeping

IN THE GRAVE-YARD SOFTLY SLEEPING.

Music by €. 8. Wurrvore., Arranged by Hexey Tucker.

Si- lence in the

p.0. There she rests,no sign of sor-row Clouds with grief her ru < ral tomb.

to -mor-row Wakes her'in that

2. There the daisies, and the roses,
Pour their incense at her fect,
On the spot where she reposes,
Where the grass is green and sweet.
There the wood-lark, sweetly singing,
With her musie charms the air;
And the busy wild-bee winging, .
Hums a hymn for flowerets fair.

3. But they ean not wake our sister,
On her bed within the tomb ;
Angels up in heaven missed Ler,
So they eame and took her home,
Took her where the wondrous glory
Fills her happy soul with love,
‘Where her heart can feel no sorrow,
In her blessed home above.

ey - press branch-es wave, 7
nar - Yow grave. \
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THE WINDS MAY BLOW. Infant Song, 143

. Words by B. Arranged by Hexry TuckEer.

T CEEEsE T

1. Hail, or rain, .ov wind, or snow, To fhe Sun-day school we go, Summer’s heat, or
2. When the bell rings off we start, Quick of step, and light of heart, Hap-py, too, as
8. How the minutes grow to hours,When these joy-ful hearts of ours Beat the tune the
4. In the bless-ed Sun-day school We are taught the golden rule, Here we sing, and
5. Hail, or rain, or wind, or snow, To the Sun-day school we go, Summer’s heat, or

CHORUS

e s i 2 = :
win-ter’s eold, Can not keep us from "the fold. Winds may b{nw, and waves may roll,
bitds ean be, No fair-weath-er chil-dren we. Winds may, de.
teach-er sings, Like young birds that try their wings, Winds may, &e.
read, and pray, Ev - ery ho- ly Sab-bath day. Winds may, de.
win-ter’s cold, Can not keep us from the fold. Wind

We will go to Sunday school, Winds may blow,waves mayroll,\We'll go to Sunday sehool.




144 ‘Words by J. R. Osaoobn.
_CHORUS.

i i =
= j i & g _':__' -
p- - : : e 7 o
1 { There is a clime, a cloud - less clime, Where flowers pe - ren - nial bloom, |
‘1 Un-touched by frosts, or blight - ing time— It lies 'be - yond the tomb. {
g J There is a rest, a  peace - ful rest;, To wea - Ty  wan-derers given,
‘{\Vheru freed from sin, with Je - sus blest, They taste the peace of. heaven }
o ) There is o stream, a gen - tle stream, Comes flow - ing from a - bove, |
31 Its  fount, 2 - neath the throne of {;chul, Its name, Re- deem-ing Love. {

THERE IS A CLIME,

VENDTIAY MELODY,
Arr. by HENRY TUCKER.

5*_"}:: NS

—a
There is a  home,
There is a star,
This clime, this' lome,
CHORUS.

a bliss - ful home, Where hap - py spi - rits
a love - ly star, That be: with gen - tle
is but a dream; This e but fan - ey's vision;

No part - ing sigh, wor tears are known, Its no ftongue can tell.
Bright o'er the dark - mess of the tomb, And to end - less day.
In vain the star, or It love in Heaven.

flow - ing stream,
-




WHEN THE ROSY MORNING DAWNETH. 145

Words by Mrs. M, A, Kippez. Scoteh Melody. Arr. by A. CuLL.
LB DUET

the ros - y morn-ing dawneth, Each blessed  Sah-bath day, ‘We hail
there we meet our teachers, S0 earnest and so kind, Who feel
"T'is  there our hearts are softened, ’Tis there we’re taught to pray,

the gen - tle
that lit - tle
And walk with hum - ble
We'll hail the gen - tle

o
3.

| 4, Then come when morning dawneth, Each blessed  Sab-bath day,
A

;

CHORUS.
]

t
1

| summons  That bids us haste a - way
| children, A Ba-viour's love may find,
footsteps The straight and nar - row way,
summons,  And haste with joy a - way,

To our plea - sant Sun - day School, Where

in Je-sus, And the way to heaven a-bove.
£ 2




LAND OF OUR FATHERS.
ALLEGRO, Music by WesBe. Arranged by A. Curr.
S lMl-CIIORLG‘»
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‘ still art home, Peace and pros-pe - ri-ty =~ on thy sons at-tend; Down to pos
e

f FULL CHORUS.

i‘j e T

All then in - vit-ing, Hearts and voic-es




LAND OF OUR FATHERS. (Coxcrupen.) 147
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na - tive l.md, Our pa - tive

join -ing, Sing we - in  har - momny, Our

land, Our mna - tive land, Our na - tive land, Our na - tive land.

i ek R

Lo

Tho' other climes may brighter hopes fulfill,

Land of our birth! we ever love thee still :

Heaven shield our happy home from each hostile band,
Freedom and plenty ever erown our native land.

Full Chorus.—All then inviting, &e.

B



THERE WAS A PLACE IN CHILDHOOD.

SOLO, QUARTET, or CHORUS. Arr. by Jorx Gisgoy.
el —-J ,,—‘N,
= o

,;‘,,7

o
‘ 1. There was a place in childhood, That I re-member well; And there a voice of sweetest tone, Brigl
|

2. When fai-ry tales were end-ed,** Good night,” she softly said,And kiss'd.and laid me down to sleep, W
8. In the sickness of my childhood, The pe-rils of my prime, The sorrows of my rip-er years, The
2 A i 3

i":li-lﬁr\‘«'r tales did tell ; And gentle words, and fond embrace, Were giv'n with joy h me, Wher
in my ti-ny bed; And holy words she taught me there, Me 1]11 1ksT yet c ce H
cares of every time; \\ hen doubt or d: wnger weigh'd me down,Then ples LLIIII rall h)l

et e
hap-py place, Up-on my mother’s knee, My mother dear, My mother dear, My gen-tle, gen-tle mother
closé 1 knelf, Beside my nmthcr‘sknup My mother dear, &
prayer to hr;f_\;'n,’l‘hnL bentmy mother's kncu, My mother du:\r, &e.




HOSANNA! BE OUR CHEERFUL SONG.
i Allegretto —QUARTETTE, or SEMI-CHORUS,
5 o F e “___'__j'"__‘g 1_f‘<_'_i' - 7‘:(:]_'

1. Ho-san-na! be our cheerful m:u;, To Christ, our Saviour-king ; His praise, to whom we
2. Ho-san - na! here, in joy- ful bands, Let old and young proelaim ; And hail, with voi-ces,
8. Ho-sen - na! sound from hill to hill, And spread from plain to plain, While louder, swecter,
4. Ho-san-na! on the wings of light, O’er earth and o-cean, fly,— Till morn to ¢ve, and

= %
all 1,:\ -long, Let all u - nite, and sing. Sing, sing, and praise the Lord, To
hearts, and hands, The Son of Da - vid’s name. Sing, sing, d&e.
clear - er still, Woods écho to the strain. Hincr sing, &e.

noon to n -fhl, And heav'nto earth, re - ply.




THOUGH I'MM BUT A LITTLE MAIDEN;

Words by Mrs. M. A, KippEer. or, GOD'S SO GOOD TO ME*
3 | #SoLoor Dugr, Andante. N
Ld P -— —_——F

Musie arr. by A. CoLt.

1. Thongh I'm but a lit tle 1naid - en, Not so big as
2. All" this wis - dom, pure and ho - ly, Shines a - bout my

Though sad  carve my  heart’s ne'er lad - en, Yet - that ‘hemt s
From the wild  flower, sweet and low - ly, To the glo - rious
Asr mue SOLO, repEAT For CHOR

> —
o / i R 4
e p gl p——wo|
e >
v e -
When ( sae the bright glist - en In Ih/n: st - lent sky ; And 9
When sE6 the rose - 01, Hear the wind's soft sigh, And
- . - :
fmo . e
S

S

feel that God’s so good to  me,— Oh! none so glad as 1.

feel "that God's so  good to  me,— Oh! none 8o glad as L 4
K -
o v Eoogs T # - .3
omme A s s oo g [t | |

o s s o S e | i e ]

e et

* As sung by little Muaster Davies,
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y 3: I have watched the dark blue ocean,

Restless in its pride,

And huve felt my soul's devotion
Leaping with the tide ;

‘When I hear the brook’s low musie,
Sweetly murmuring by,

And feel that God 's so guod to me—
Oh! none so glad as 1.

. 4. Loving friends are ever near me,

Shielding me from wrong;

Gentle strangers press to hear me
Sing my simple song ;

When I know such eare surrounds me,
Love that can not die,

And feel that God 'sso L,uud to me—
Oh! none so glad as I

TEMPERANCE CALL.

Tune—page 123.

1. CrrroreN ull, both great and small,
Alh\\ er to the te mp'rance call;
.\l.n" ret, Jane, and Sue,
y Ann, and Fanny too.
Chorus—C |]|‘('l ily, heartily, come along,
Sign our pledge, and sing our song,

2. Nostrong drink shall pass our lips,
+'s in danger who but sips.
Come, then, children, one and all,
Answer to the temp'rance call.
Chor. Cheerily, &e.

8. Where s the boy that would not shrink
From the bondage of strong drink ?
Come, then, Joseph, Charles, and Tom,
llenn Samnuel, James, and John.

Chor. Cheerily, &(,

4. Who have misery, want and wo?

4 And who to the bottle go?

‘We resolve their road to shun,

And in temp’rance paths to run.
Chor. Cheerfully, &e.

(‘rmd cold water does for us;

Costs no money, makes none worse,
Gives no bruisés; steals no brains;
Breeds no quar -i« Wwoes, nor pains.

Chor. l{-.ulil), &e.
Who would life and health prolong ?
‘Who'd be happy, wise, and strong ?
Let alone the drunka bane,
Half-way pledges ave in vain.
Chor. Cheerfully, joyfully, you and you,
Bign the pledge, and keep it too.

LITTLE SCHOOLMATES, CAN YOU TELL.

Tune—8. BeLL, No. 1, p. 57.
FIRST CLABS.
1. Lrrrie schoolmates, can you tell
‘Who has kept afe and well
Through the watehes of the night,
Brought us safe to see the light?

&

BECOND CLASS,
2. Yes; it is our God doth keep
Little children w hile they sleep ;
He has kept us safe from harin,
Sheltered by his powerful arm.
FIRST CLASS.
Can you tell who gives us food,
Clothes, and home, and parents good,
Schoolmates dear, and teachers kind,
Useful books, and active mind?
SECOND OLASS.
4. Yes; our heavenly Father's care
Gives us all we eat and wear;
All our books, and all our friends,
God, in kindness, to us sends,
CHORUS.
Oh, then, let us thankful be,
For his mercies large and free;
Every morning let us raise
Our young voices in his praise,

5]

&
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SPARELING AND BRIGHT. 153

Words by Mrs. 8. B. Daxa. Musie arranged by . WATERS.
N Ind

-+
li - qmcl 1: ght, Is the wa - ter

1, 't will give you wealth; Ye

! | |
and dangh - ter,

good for the youth-ful blood,
£

2. Better than gold i~: the water m]r'l‘ | 8. Borrow has fled from the heart that bled—
From the erystal fountain flowing ; i . Of the weeping wife and mother,
|
|

A calm delight, both day and night, They 'd given up the poisoned eup,
To happy “homes bestowing. Bon, husband, daughter, brother.
Chorus—Oh, then resign, &e. Chorus—Ob, then resign, d&c.




A LITTLE WORD IN KINDNESS SAID.

Arranged by H. WaATERs,

%_‘7 ,:z_.,.‘- =: i ',, e

Has

/
ca lit - tle word in  kind - ness said, ~ ti a tear,

oft - en healed the heart that's sad, And made 2 friend sincere, IHas oft - en healed the

A word, a look, hdfs erushed to earth
Fall many a budding flower,
+ Whieh, had a smile but owned its birth,
Wonld bless life’s darkest hour, :||

. Then deem it not an idle thing,
A pleasant word to speak :

: The face you wear, the thoughts you bring,
A heart may heal or brealk. i




3 * —” : .'
. O! there will be mourning, mourning, mourning, mourning,

there will part,
L S
S i

f
I
t

2. 01 the
8. 0! th
4. O! there

b. O! there will be mourn
6. 0! there will be mournin
1. 01 there will be shouting,

1 hushands there will part, :I Will part to meet ne more.
nd sisters there will pa Will part to meet no more.
nd neighhors there will t ' Will part to medt no more,
1d people thev@ awill par art to meet no more

s and children there will part. :l Will part to meet no moru
ints and angels there will meet, :} Will meet to part no more.




156 MY BROTHER, I WISH YOU WELL! Acr. by H Warrss

]\Iy b:‘ot.he]', iy
My sis-ter,
My  fa - ther,

wish  you w 011 ! M} bl ut]u T,
wish ~ you ‘well! My sis-ter,
wish  you well! My fa - ther,
My mother, wish  you welll My mother,

My neighbors, wish  you welll My neighbors, wish ~you well!

—% ¢ —
1 I I \\Ish you well!
2 Ey I
3 i I
& I I
5. I 1
6. My pas-tor, I wish you welll My pas-tor, I = wish . yeu welil
1 i I
8 I I
9 I E
10 I I
I I

wish  vou weil!
wish-  you well!
wishe  you well !

Young converts, wish = you welll Young converts, wish  you welll
Poor sin- ner, wish you welll Poor sin-ner, wish  you w (‘ !

My  teach-er, wish  you well! My teach-er, wish  you welll

Dear chil-dren, wish  you well! Dear chil-dren, wish  you w H ]

11. Poor sail-or wish . you weli!l Poor sail - or, wish  you wel.!

' Crorvs. Be mentioned in the promised land, Be menhn‘nnl in the promiged land.
B
e
s
23 i

o IR T ; i
| When my Lord ealls I trust I shall Be mentioned in the promised land.
LHo When my Lord ealls T  trust I sh.ﬂl Be mentioned in the promised lmnd.
~
SO by 01 oSl R T = %
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THERE ARESANGELS HOVERING ROUND.

\ & ;
rp???’t. S o e
i3 ‘ﬁ?_—* S
| - - 8- <, L = .
1. There are an - gels hov-ering There are an - gels hov'- ering

Sk

eEsE iR

round, ‘There are

an

2. To carry the tidings home 7. We are on our journey home,
To the New Jerusalem. Where Christ our Lord has gone.
: 8. Poor sinners are coming home, 8. Our friends who Lave gone before,
And Jesus bLids them eome, Stand waiting on the shore—
[ 4. Let him that thirsteth come, 9, Inviting us, in love,
And drink while yet there 's room. To their bright home above.
b. He s waiting for you now, 10. Our sorrows being @er,
Before his throne to bow. ‘We shall meet to part no more—
6. Repent, on him believe, 11, We shall live for evermore

And his rich grace receive. On Canaan’s bappy ehore,
&



2. When Jesus saw me from on high, 4, But when I hated all my sin,

My dear Redeemer took me in,
He looked on me with pitying eye, And with his blood he washed me clean,
And said to me as he passed by, And oh ! what seasons T have seen

“ With God you have no union.” | Since first I felt this union,

. Then T bezanyto weep and ery, 4 prui,«m’l the Lord both night and day,
And looked this way and that, to fly, | And went from house to house to pray,
It grieved me so that T must die; | And when T met one on the way,

I strove salvation for to buy : I always had something to say
But still T bad no union. About this heavenly union.

Beheld my soul in ruin lie,




THE PRECIOUS SABBATH SCHOOL. 159

Composed by Rev. J, M, Tromas, Pitsburg, Pa,

Love-1ly is the dawn Of eachris-ing day: Toveli- est the morn Of the Sabbath days
i 2. All  the week we spend Full of youth and bliss; Ev- ery changing scene Brings its happi - ness;

/7
. - % —
Yet our joys would not be full Had we nof the Sabbath schaol, Had we not the Sabbath = school.
Yet no joys are half as full As we meet at Sabbath school, As* we meet at Sabbath school.

3. Why do ehildren stay | 4. Teachers, you are kind
From this source of joy ! Thus to point the road,
What we learn to-day Leading me from sin
Time cannotdestroy ; To our Father, Giod ;
And we wish the seats were full ’ And our joys are ever full
At this precious Sabbath school. When we are at Sabbath school.



JESUS 0N THE CROSS,
Words by the author of ** I want to be an angel.” Music by Mr. Davip Warbpex,
“And, sitting down, they watched Him there." Matt. xxvil. 26 ; Zech, xii, 105 Lam. i, 12; Psalm xxii. 27 ; John xif. 82,

1. Je- sus! bless- ed Je. - susl Suffering so  for Hang- ing by those

2. Je - sus! bless-ed Jo - osus! Suffering  so for mel Darkness drear—with-

3. Je- sus! Dbless-ed . Je - sus! Suffering so for mel Hark | the last ex -
| | I

| f
dread - ful spikes To the curs-ed  tree! All fhy ho - 1y quiver - ing
- - out, with-in— Set- tles down on thee. Spot - less Lambl—yet bear - ing
- = pir - ing groan Bursts from Cal-va - ryl Jes ~ sug dy- - dy - ingl!

the omm- el strain, Burnt with fo-ver, parched with thirst, Racked with fearful pain.

the aw -ful load Of the sins of all  the world, And the wrath of Godl
Dy~ ing therefor mec! God for-give me, for the sake Of his a - go - ny:
q:_"‘ ﬁf— o
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161

Arr. by A. CuLL.
giﬁz—: ’,! ; -"‘L‘E
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1. % 8ay, whith-er, wandering stranger, - Ah! whither dost thouroam? O'er this wide world a
“But want and woe have driv- en The ro - 8 And garments rent and
3. “*Come, then, be- nign  in - quir - er, And. join me, on : I'm journeying to

ran - ger, Iast thou mno friend, no homef" ‘“Yes, I've a Friend who nev - er Is
riv. - en, Thy pov - er-ty be - speak.’ “I've food with which the an - gels Would
coun - try Where beams an end - less day; ‘Where saints and an - gels, fall - ing Be -

-~ T I B E
ab - sent trom my side 've In peace I shall a - bide.
all de - light- ed he; And robes of dazzling brightness Are now a - wait- ing me.

fore the great, white throne, To you, to me are Haste, pilgtim, hast - en home."
—— £




AWAY TO SABBATH SCHOOL.

Arr. by A. CurLrL.

he morning sun is bright
Let each one in his cla

el
- -5
find the rond that leads to God:
praise the Lord for blessings given: A - wi

A- way, a- way, a - way, a-way, A - way to Subbath school.

A g e

y A= WAY, &,

SoHOLARS,
3. When each at night shall go to prayer,
We'll ask our God above
To extend o’er teachers his kind care,
Aud erown them with his love.

And when on earth our time is sped,
And we are numbered with the dead,
TEACHERS AND SGHOLARS.

If faithful, we shall meet above;

We all shall meet above.

! 4, Let us remember, while at prayer,
: When at the Sabbath school,
Qur teachers’ kindness, and their care
[ Towards our Sabbath school.
We'll be submissive, good, and kind,
And every rule and ovder mind
| When we're at school. dt Sabbath sehool,
! When we're at Sabbath school.

s
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'T1S§ WELL. 163

Cheerful. Words and Music by Rev, RoseErt Lowry.
: § NN

| 1 On ev-ery sun-ny mountain, In ev-ery gloomy dell—Whate'er the robe that wraps the heart, "T‘ is
| 2. What v rds of ho - ly - comfort! Their sweetness who ¢an tell? With-in the vale, and o’er the flood, *Tis
‘ 8. Tl I : s may gather, And grief the bo-som swell, "The trusting heart wi 2

lev - arsicg—"Tis
And husbed the solemn knell, With-in the gates. arouud the throneTis
e -

with the
with the

o
"Tis well, "tis  well, *Tis with the right-eous well; In
't is well, 't is well, &c.
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1 1st time. | 2d time.
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pleasure’s lizht, and sorrow's night,"T'is with the righteous well. sorrow’s night,'T is with the righteo
L sL LpLe sp-pepp 3=

<TATTT$)




164 A HOME BEYOND THE TIDE.

‘WM. B. BeapsourY. IFrom * Orrona,” by permission.
Moderato. DUET. CHORUS. Cres.

2 T e [
ST —
i, @
- v <
Girre. | We are out  on the ocean sailing, Homeward bound we sweetly glide;
Boys. | We are out on the ocean sailing, To a home beyond the tide. All the storms will
GIRLS. | Millions now are safe - Iy land - ed 0 - ver on the gold-en rhore ;1

Bovs. ¢ Millions now are on their journey, Yet there's room for millions more.f” All the storms, &e.

£ 2 e Tt

K PR e 8 5 D

e S Tw o

i, -

soont be o - ver, Then we'll anchor  in the har-bor; We are out on the o - cean sail - ing,
!

S—
To a home beyond the tide; We are out on the o -cean sailing, To a home beyond ihe tide.
i £ 282 8-p
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ORIGINAL AND SELECTED HYMNS.

d, O! **ghip” for glory,
make up your mind !
sel's w u"lunp{ anchor,
You w l“ sgon be left behind !
Cho.—All the storms, &e.

8.C ome on boar

4. You have kindred over yonder, .
Ont bright and happy shore,
By-and-by we'll swell the number,
When the toils of life are o'er.
Cho.—All the storms, &e,

5. Spread your sails, while heavenly breezes
Gently waft our vessel on ;
All on board are sweetly hmwmnu‘
Free salvation is the song.
Cho.—All the storms, &e.

6. When we all are safely anchored,
We will shout—our trials o'er!
We will walk about the city,
And we'll ging for evermore.
Cho.—All the storms, &e.

DEAR JESUS, LET THY PITYING EYE.
& Suffer little children to come unto me,"
Tuxe—DBalerma.

1. DEAR Jesus, let thy pitying eye
Look kindly down on me:
A sinful, weak, and helpless child,
I come thy child to be.

2. O blessed Saviour, take _my heart,
This sinful heart of mine,
And wash it clean in every part;
Mauke me a child of thine.

3. My sins, though great, thou canst fors give,
For thou hast died for me;
Amazing love! Help me, o God,
* Thine own dear child to be.

T

4, For thou hast said, ““ Forbid them not:

Let children come to me:
I hear thy voice, and now, dear Lord,
I come thy child to be. LEILA LBE.

WE MEET AGAIN.

uNE—* The morning light is breaking."

1. WE meet again in gladness,

And thankful voices raise;

To God, our heavenly Father,
We'll tune our grateful praise:

*Tis his kind hand that kept us
Through all the changing year;

His love it is that brings us
Again to worship here.

2. We'll thank him for the Sabbath,

This day of holy rest;

And for the blessed Bible,
The book that we love best;

For Babbath-sehools and teachers,
To us so kindly given,

To guide us in the pathway
That leads to joy in heaven.

8. We'll thank him for our country,
The land our fathers trod ;
For liberty of conscience,
And right to worship God.

O Lord! our heavenly Father,
Accept the praise we bring,
And tune our hearts and voices
Thy glorious name to sing.

4. Soon may thy gracious sceptre

Extend to every land,

And all as willing subjects
Submit to thy command.

Send forth the gospel tidings,
And hasten on the day

‘When every isle and nation
Shall own Messiah's sway.




Rev. R. Lowny.
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and the yonng, I t‘u-- pre 18 in - vi- J
of the west, ach gathering congre- |

ocean's roar, '_l'l]l L!u ships ef ev - ery

Shout the {i - dings of sel- va - tion, To the
Shoutthe ti ings of - v - tion, O'er the prairies
Shout the ti - dm"s of sul - va - tion, Mingling with tlie

o

Bovs.

ti- ding

-~ ta - fion Wakens
H"wr' oo

- ga- {lon Wiih the
na - tion, Bear the wuewsfiom ghore to sh ou *h.«ulllu ti- din;

ti - dings of eal- va - tion, Shout the ti=dings, shout the ti - dings, Cr¢wn the Saviour Lord of aill

5. Shont the tidings ¢f salvation,
Till the world sLail hear the call,
And with joyous acelamation
All to Christ shall bend the knee. Chorus. i Crown the Saviour Lord of all. Chorus.

4. Bhont the tidings of salvation
O%r the islauds of the sea,
Till in humbie adoration |

L S

il




187 . REST WITH JESUS,

Words by Rev. Sioxey Dyem Music arranged by HorAor WATERS.

Andantino. DUET or SEMI-CHORUS.

1st time.

N—

A %
| / e
| o/ !
| 1 { Faith, hulm, love, are a - wa - king Joy, joy in the sad brea:
| " { Cares, ]nuim, gins all for - sa - king,
| o § Come, come, la- den and -wea - ry, Sick, sore, sad - ly op - prest,
= 1 Lone, lost, tread-ing life drea - ry,
£
}
7
A
LL CHORUS
-— -
~
Sweetly in- Je- sus we rvest, Aye, all, full, free, Sweelly in Je-sus find rest.
Come fo the Saviour and rest. Come, now, one, all, Come un-to Je - sus and rest.
P e s s o=
(5 I AT G L
3 ¥
,) —0 — P —P— P>
FReeE g
3 3. 01d, young, all are invited ; 4. Now, now, while yet ’tis early,
: Rich, poor, come and be hlest; Lord, Lord, hear our request,
Trust, love, serve, and united, Guide us up to gates pearly,
i Jesus will give thee his rest. [ Bid us there enter and rest.
i Cho.—Aye, full, free, sweet, i Cho—There, saved, robed, crowned,
J Jesus will give thee his rest. | Ever with Jesus to rest.
§




168 WAVE WILLOWS, MURMUR WATERS.

Moderato. SOLO or DUET, Words and Music by H. 8. Tnoupson. Arr. by . Warers.

e e e e e e
s e ey ——

‘
DnWD where the wav - ing wil - lows, 'Neath the sun - beams smile:
Pure as the for - est il - Y Nev - er thought of guile
= Sweet, came the hallowed chim-ing Of the Sab - bath bell,
= Ona bed of pain and an-gush, Lay dear An - nie Lisle;
H

A
Shadowed oer’ the murm’ring wa - ters, D\\elb sweet An - nie 2 s %
Had its bome with-in = the 'bo-som Of sweeb An - nie I]s.v (
'
\

Borne on the morn-ing breez-es Down the wood- y dell.
Chang-ed were the love- ly features,  Gone the hap - ]nv s‘miln
CﬂOI’LJ‘%

b BT
2 a1
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8. Toll bells of Sabbath morning, 4. Raise me in your arms, dear Mother,
I shall never more 1 Let me onee more look
Hear your sweet and holy musie, On the green and waving willows,
On this earthly shore. And the flowing brook;
Forms elad in heav’nly beauty Hark, those strains of angel musie
Look on me and smile; From the choirs above;
Waiting for the longing spirit ‘ Dearest Mother, I am going,
Of your Annie Lisle. Cho. Truly, “God is love.” Cho.

By permission of OLivEr Drrsox & Co., Boston,



2.He comes to the weary with rest for the sonl, | 8. O Saviour,

JESUS ONCE CAME. 169

‘Words by Rev. SroNey DyEr.
SOLO or DU ET.

’ 1
{ ‘When Jesus once came to Jerusalem’s gate, The erowds roshed along like the floods from the fountain; |

With a tribute of palms on his triumph they wait, And ho- sannas re - echo round Olivet's mountain,

Had their lips ceased to cry as the Saviour passed by, The rocks in their rapture would herald l‘llm nigh:

CHORUS.

” F
Bt B s
| i T

8till shouting hos-annas to Je-sus our Kingl

; O let our glad voices their chief honors  bring,

we long for thy coming again,
That Zion may greet thee with new acclamations 3
And the song of lwl-mrmul by Him that was slain,

To bind u]) the heart that ul}h- tion has broken,
d!
Be thy tribute of praise from the lips of all lmhons

» whole,

s love token.

18
And the p.)m are enriched by some

|
|
Every bosom is stirred as they hes word, I O that thrice blessed day when the ransomed shall say,
That Jesus has come in the name of the Lord ; |- ‘*Behold the King cometh ! he passes this way !"
CHORUS. | CHORUS.
| And joining their voiees, shall evermore sing,

And shouting with gladness, their ehief honors bring, i

Hosannas and blessings to Jesus their King! Hosanuas and blessings to Jesus our King!




170 drwrciate e con Sfuoco. BEHOLD A HOST. Words by S. Dyee.

Music arr. by A. CuLL.

# SEMI-CHORUS.

%iﬁﬂrﬁ%ﬁfﬂa

swell

ehold a host with rapt e - mo - tion, Be-forethe great white throne are bow'd ; Their hymns

2 Arrayed in shin-ing robes of glo - ry, All number-less those throngs ap-pear; An El-der,
3. Ah, blessed land! where eyes are tear - less, All pain is past, and  sin unknown; Where every

) o e el R
Gt

I%“i

up of deep de - vo -tion, Like ma - ny wa - ters break -ing loud, Like ma - ny

versed in  sa - cred sto - ry Asks, “‘whenceare these thus thronging here¥" Asks,‘‘whence are
1 Joy is pure and peer-less, And rap-ture breathes in ev - ery tone, And rap - ture
-+ D

i - - i - -5 -
wa - ters break-ing loud; “All wor - thy is the Lamb, once low - ly, To be ‘ex -
these thus throng-ing here?' Ah, these come up from fri - bn - Ia - tion, Their robes have

breathes in ev - ery tone, There Je - sus reigns, who once was low - ly, And soon be -
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BEHOLD A HOST. (Coxcrupen.)

alt - ed ev- er - more,
washed from ev - ery stain,
fore him we shall stand,

The Lord our God,whom we a-dore, As ev - er cry-ing, ho-ly,
Y y y-ing 3
In his rich blood,who once was slain, For ev - ery kindred,tongue,and

A-mong that hgst,with harp in hand, With an - gels ery-ing, ho -ly,
Ty .

e A . %

ho - Iy!™ A - men!
nd - tion! A - men!
ho - ly! A - men!

a-men! we sing! To us
a-men! we sing! That pre -
a-men! we sing!l That such

the hope is given;—Press
cious blood was given;—Press
a hope was given ;—Press

on! press on ! the con - flict is o'er, We'll join

on! pr on! that foun - tain is near, We'll wash,

on! press onl we're go - ing home, To join
- -

TR ‘
that host in heaven!
and en - ter heaven!
the host of heaven!




172 SABBATH SCHOOL BELLS, CHIME ON.

DUET.—Lively. Words by AusTraLis. Music by Rev. R. Lowry.

2 — e
= R — T /
learn the way to heaven; The 8ab - -  bath bells n-vite........0 us . a&ll;
The Sab-bath bells in - vite wus all,
CHORUS.

€m - - blem of  God's ho - ly
Faint em-blem, &e.
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SABBATH SCHOOL BELLS, CHIME ON. (Covcrupen.) 173

_ e e e e
7 maecs b 7 - : %

CAITB OIS b sem s isiuiuie's s CEITDRION s e v w/als s aiia-sin'hivvn

e s S

2. 8

We leave our books and play, We leave our earthly home,

To read that “ Book Divine;” To seek that blest abode,
There we ave taught the way Where loved eompanions come

To joys that ne’er decline; To lift their hearts to God ;
The music of those Sabbath bells, List to the joyous sound that tells
How sweetly on the ear it swells ! The musie of those Sabbath bells;

Cho.—Chime on, loved bells, your welome ring, | Oho.—~Chime on, sweet bells, long may your ring
Shall fune our hearts God’s praise to sing. Tnspire our hearts God's praise to sing.




174 woras by Rey. Sipxey DyEn. DYING IS BLISS.

Music by F. Harr, Arr. by II. '\Vx'rnm

Andante. SOLO or DUET.

P

Tife is a dreaming—Death an a - wak- ing; IFslse-ly we view the promise
Clutching the shad- ow ¢'en when 'tis breaking, Shrinking with dread

{ Life’s a  be- gin-ning—Death is an end-ing, Seen like the eloud o'er Is -

| Bright, as we view e-ter - ni- ty blending, Dark, as be-held.......c.otiiiviimnsrunanns §

But when to Je - sns look we in an - gnish, Every dark thought his

when we cantru - ly live.
dJe - sus come we con- fid - ing, JEvery dark shadow ré-

from the world’s lu-rid shore. But when to

e e ey £
o Pbe 8 e N E
gl ) cmemeiore: 1 ey
| ek SR B
! 4 ;
i ace can remove; Ah! then for his presence we Dy - ing  is bliss, for it
| - moves from the grave ; Ah! there to be near him e'er Life is a bur-den, and




DYING IS BLISS. (ConcrupEn.) 175

J FULL CHORUS.

&
bears to his love! Home, Heaves, and Jesus when I  can see, Dy - ing

dy - ing we crave. HoMmg, HEeaven, &e.
£ £ - J

= L 70
T S
bears  me

LITTLE EFFORTS.

1, A vrrree child I am, indeed,
And little;do I know ;
Much help and carve I yet shall need,
That I may w grow,
If I would ever hope to do
Things great and good, and useful too.

2. But even now I ought to try
To do what good 1 may ;
God never nt. that such as I
Should only live to play,
And talk, and laugh, and eat, and drink,
And sleep, and wake, and never think,

3. One gentle word that T may speak,
Or one kind, loving deed,
May, though a trifle, poor and weak,
Prove like a tiny seed ;
And whao can tell what good may spring
I'rom such a very little thing ¥
4. Then let me try, each day and hour,
To act upon this plan;
What little good is in my power,
To do it while I can,
If to be useful thus I try,
I may be better by and by,




176 ‘ OUR HEARTS ARE YOUNG AND JOYOUS.*
Words by Mrs. E. I. KNnowLEs. Musie by S. J.' V.\ln..

B
&

|
f I
. Our hearts are young and joy- ous, "Tis spring-time with us now ; The dew of life’s bright
The smil-ing sun of sum- meér, The blooming buds and flowers, The gentle rain de-
- - b

o =

‘ B

morn - ing Is freshup - on each brow. The world to us seems pleas ant, We

- seend - ing In soft, re- freshing showers; The love of those whi® loye us. ~ The
<
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love its joys to. share; God, in his ten- der kind ness, Hath
kind -ness of our friends, 'All  those good gifts re - mind us, God’s
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made it ver - y f.ur Gm[. in his ten- der kind - ness, Hath mzule it very f.ul'.
goodness nev - er cnd:.«, All these good gifts remind us God's goodness never ends.

o SRR ) T

3. O can we e'er forget him
Who is so good and kind ?
No: rather would we love him
With all our heart and mind.
But we can never love him
Until our hearts are clean;
The precious blood of Jesus
Must wash them first from sin.

4. We know he died to save us,
Ve know he lives above ;

We know that every moment
IHe watehes us with love.

We know that 'n~ has called us
To early come to him ;

We know that he is w:llmg
The youngest to redeem.

5. We know the harps of heaven
Would sound agladder strain :

“ There's joy among the angels"’
‘When one repents of sin.

O help us, then, dear Saviour,
T'o give our hearts to thee;
Let us, in youth's glad morning,

Thy loved disciples be!

6.-And when upon our foreheads
The silver locks shall fall ;

Or early comes the shadow,
Which comes salike to all,

‘Still safe upon thy bosom
Our spirits shall recline,
And 'mid the joys of heaven
‘We shall be ever thine!

SISTER, THOU WAST MILD AND LOVELY.

Toxg—** Mount Vernon."

1. S18TER, thou wast mild and lovely,
Gentle as the summer breeze,
Plensant as the air of evening
‘When it floats among the trees,

2. Peacefnl be thy silent slumber,
Peaceful in the grave go low ;
Thou no more wilt join our number,
Thou no more our songs shalt know.

3. Dearest sister, thou hast left us,
Here thy loss we deeply feel,

But 'tis God that hath bereft us,
He can all our sorrows heal.

4, Yet again we hope to meet thee,
When the day of life is fled,
Then in heaven, with joy to greet thee,
‘Where no farewell tear is shed.



THE HEAVENLY LAND,

Words by Mrs. M. A. KippER. Musi¢c by Grovee. Arr. by A, CuLr.

1st YVoior, ‘ml’nwo Sovro. 1\ _&
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1. Heaven - ly land! beau - ti-ful land! How I long on thy peaceful shore to stand, Where the

2. Heayen - 1y land! beau - #i - ful land! Oh,when shall I walk o'er the gold - en sands Of thy
3. Ieaven - ly land! beaun - ti - ful land! Qur ci - ty, sweet Zion, se - cure - ly stands;

"‘u

'}; - tal ri-ver flows pure and bright, And the Pas-'chal Lamb is the glorious
wel - come shores to the pearl -y gates, Where a white-robed throng shall my soul & -
Bride of the Saviour, so fair . to seée, None bnt the bo-ly ean dwell with thee,

2p Soro Voice, ALTO
i

e TS

4 ;
f)
Pas - chal Lamb is the glo-rious light. 'Tis ' then I ll meet with the frie n:] I know, The
white-robed throng shall my soul a - wait: Where fade - less flow'rs in their beanty  bleom, Inthe
None but the ho' - ly can dwell with thee. Grant me, Lord, but a hum-ble  seat, Bufa
-

=2
loved who have gone from this wm‘l(i be-low, And we'llbe a hap-py and lov - ing band, When we

bean-ti -ful  host he-yond the, tomb, There we'll be a hap-py and lov - ing band,When,&e.
low .- ly place at the Saviour's feet, Where I may join with the an - gel band,When,d&c.

X
meet on the shore of the hea-ven-ly land, When we meet on the shore of the hea-ven-ly land.

z
|
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THE HEAVENLY LAND.

(CoxcrLupEen.)

SEMI-CHORUS.
Beautiful Jand !

3 ﬁ i
heavenly land!

Beautiful land !

FULL CHORIUS,
beantiful land! Heavenly land! beanti-ful,

g

beautifal, beautiful land.

S0 [f
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beautiful land! Heavenly land! beauti-ful,




JESUS! JESUS! PRECIOUS SAVIOUR!
Words and' Music by C. HATonr Syrre, A. M:
& Con Spirito. | 1st time. | 2d time FINE,

. g:j _,j‘r:l—“l—ﬂ—ﬂﬂ e O = o P e
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1 Jo - gus! Jo -Bus| prvmuus Saviour! Prophet! I’rw\t and King!
Wonder] wonder! God and mor-tall (omit.)

i ;
Snviom‘l &e.

Chorus. Je- sus! Je-sus! precious

: Proudiy! prmlrllv I may thy banner Float o'er all the world ! } 2 Inst.
f_ i May! oh! may. the hmveuly atandard mmzt} § Never, nev- er, gnce be furled.
; P

‘Gii'd we on the sword ; Link with Heav’n each soul !
: wly* bravely | where Heleads us— = | Surely | surely | break the earth-ties—
“r ield it for our Lord ! Take from sin’s controll
Jesus VJesus | be Thou near us

i

H

t
f ) 2. Wisely!wisely ! taught by Jesus— L 8. Closely ! closely | Holy Spirit!
|

« Nobly | nably | strive for Jesus
b Until life is done | : Give to each thy grace;
: Eager! eager!| precious Saviour | ‘ Let us—Ilet us with the ransomed ‘
| For thy glorious erown | Chorus. Bee thy glorious face. Chorus. 4
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BOB AND WAL TE R;

WITH THE STORY oF

.. . BRRARNECK LEDGE.

Bquare 16mo, 136 pages, ZeAvTiFoLLY ILLUSTRATED wiTH 24 ProTuRes, soma ofifhem on tinted
paper, and ‘bound in fancy muslin, with back and-side stampg in gold.
Price 80 Conts.

Bos ARD WALT ER, With the Story of BreAxneck Lepgr, is one of ¥hemost :ntmu«)h' in e
Dﬁtmg and beautiful new Juvenile Books of the season, for ecither Loysiot glris from gix to

'I'wel'-r" yeard of age. o
S0 B ’[T '_IL S T 0 R i E gl
FEY ) (R

THE DAYS OF WASHINGTON.

18mo, 312 pages, ITlustrated with Six New axp Beavrieon Prazes;fon tinted paper.

FPrice 78 Conts.
The History of the American Revolution' teems with stories of hereism, daring, suffering,
and wild romanee. . Thig volume illustrates the romantic characteér of the contest as evineced 1n
the deeds enac ed by patriots too obscure for tne pomp of hu,Lm), but never too obscure for the

"gratitnde and love of their countrymen.

Either of the above sent by mail, postage pa!’d, for the advertised price.
PrinxNey, Brakeman & Masox, Publishers, 61 Walker Street, New York.
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NORTH-WESTERN SABBATH. ‘SCHOOL DEPOSITGRY,
WM: TOMEINSON, .

DEALER TN

AT APl SERGGH PUBLITH ON S
2B LAY DLl PUBLITAT 10D,
%o..91 RANDOLPH STREET CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.
REFERS 'TO ANY SUNDAY SCHOOL SUPERINTENDENT IN THE CITY. OF GHICAGO.

With unecualed:facilities for obtaining the issuos of the vatious Rteligious Publishing Socicties,
a7 aleo of l‘rimtqgouses, beitg Special Agents for many of ther, werofler
| B AT HASTERN PRICHES
W i largest-and most varied Stock of Sabbath School Literature to be found in the conntry.
We are agents for the ’
‘American: Sunday School Union, Philadelphis.
Tisssaohusetts:Sabbath School Society, Boston.
Baptist Publicati®n Society, Philadelphia,
Geiterdl Protestant Episeopal:Sunday SchoorUnion, New ¥ ork;
Evangelical Knowledge Society, New York.
Presbyterian FPublishing Committee, Philadelplia,
American Tract Soeiety, Bostoi.
‘American Reform Traet and Book Society, Cincinnati.
Chicago Bible Soeiety. Also for. ° :
Henry Hoyt; Bustony A. D. F. Randoiph, New Yorfie; Thos. Nelson &Sop, Yon: ©

And have for stie the Fublications-of the b
« London fehigiovs {i'ragt Socioty ; Qarter & Bro’s.q Bholdon & Co.; Hartiens’, &2, =
EURNAY BOR00OL NIATC BOOXS,
Tn evérg varicty kept constantly on haid. = Catalogues furmshied free.  Addosss,

0y SAEIVE.  TOMILIINSON,
o 91 RANDOLVH STREET. CHICAGO, ILL.
665 P96 DA CHRTAC S SATTHEAC SO 06
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