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-^^q[]^EEl'l]^[Q/i^'

Go, precious work, and sweetly sing

The pure, unchanging love

Of Him, our best and dearest Friend

In earth or heaven above

;

Go, precious work, a message bear

To manhood, youth, and age

;

Thy songs of joy, like crystal streams,

Gush forth from every page.

Go, precious work, divinely blest.

Oh, may thy mission be

;

God grant that many, many souls

May come to Him through thee

;

Go, precious work, faith bids thee on,

Her wings will speed thy flight

;

"Where sorrow dwells and darkness reigns,

Go, scatter joy and light.

May they, whose Christian zeal combined

Thy songs with greatest care,

And for the glory of their Lord

Kow send them forth with prayer,

May they behold their precious work
Fast spreading far and wide,

And millions coming home to Him
Who once for sinners died,

—Fanny J. Crosby.
New York, Jan. i, i88j.

Copyright, 1883 by John J. Hood. (2) Hood's Noiation Copyright 1880.



SONGS OEM NEW LIFE,

Rev. M. LOWRIE HOFFORD.
Mt'ioUt iaitf) me.

3^

Dr. H. L. GiLMOUR.

*
-S-:

—

n -a -xEi-

Re-joice with me, the lost

Re-joice with me, the lost

Re-joice with me, the lost

Re - joice with me, the lost

-w- -^ - -V -w- -w- -Qr.
is found! The wand'ring one a- stray,
is found! The dead's a - live a - gain;
is found! With- in his fond em -brace
is found ! With robe and sig - net ring,

±: lE
~P, P- P. 4^

^.^^^S15^

Re - pent - ant, seeks his fa- ther's face. With homeward steps to - day.
In ev - 'ry heart let joy a- bound, And song and glad - ness reign.
The fa - ther clasps his wand'ring son— The child of wondrous grace.
With o - pen arms and welcome kiss. And song and ban - quet- ing;

*=^ T~rtr m =P=^FP=-PL

CHORUS.

xdi ^
i. ^

:c3

^
Rejoice with me.

^i^P

the lost is found ! Let heav'n re-echo with the sound ; Re-

^^
&^ :t: M-yr-i^

I: *Eia
^
3
<i>- mEi

joice with me, the lost is found !

-17^-

Let heav'n re-echo with the sound.

It:

-t^;

«i=:
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mvt ^ou meatrg to qo ^

E. A. H. ' Watch therefore."—Matt. xxiv. 42. Rev. E. A. Hoffman.

A—
f-O- ®^-

^=1^
*r'-^i^i—»-—i-^-m̂

1. Are you ready to meet the Lord Should he suddenly come this way?

2. If the summons should greet thee now,Would your spirit be wash'd and white?

3. Follow, brother, your ris - en Lord ; Pray, my brother, oh,watch and pray,

^e , |

P 9 ' 9—1^ 9 I pt--^—:—ii—i-o—©-=-»

—

9 »-

^^3ee±± U—W—^ o-
-0—9 ^
y i/ ^^ ^

Could you welcome the blessed Christ, And be ready to go to-day?

And be fit- ted to dwell in heaven, In the palace of love and light?

At his coming be then prepared, And be ready to go each day.

CHORUS.

feig^i^^aEg

mlit

Are you read - y

-9 9 ,r -^-

to
-0-

go
-m-

? Are you read - y

ir^^f=f
to go? Are you

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hoou.
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Wm. H. Clark.

s
^"bt J^a^ter 8a0 ^om

Ŵm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

The Master has come and he calleth for thee; He waits at the threshold,—is

2. The Master has come and he qalleth for thee ; From sin's dreary bondage to

3. The Master has come and he calleth for thee ; Look out o'er the fields the white
4. The Master has come and he calleth for thee; To hasten the year of the

-«-• -|»- -O- -»- -O- -O- -^'

=£

wait- ing to see If his won- der-ful call thou wilt gladly o-bey, Or
turn and be free; He invites you to come,—no farther to stray, He
harvests to see ; There is work to be done in the vineyard to-day, There's
world's jubilee; When the nations shall gather from far and from near, The

-10- cT^ -^' -•-
'

if thou art turning all heedless a- way.
calleth, he calleth ; no longer de- lay.

work to be done, O, then, turn not away,
voice of the Master, that's calling, to hear.

O, the Master has come, O, the

By permission.

He calleth, he calleth for thee.

-O-'^O- -O- jj -_p_ -^l^L^
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Wf)Vt not ©ome to fJ^im Jio^f
Rev. A. S. DoBBS, D. D. Heb. ii. 2.

.Hi:

W. Warren Bentley.

1. I now am so happy in Je - sus' love, No sorrow my song can control

:

2. I know I'm a sinner, a sinner redeem'd, A brand taken out of the flame

!

f> 9 9 9 9- 9 9—» 9 9 9 9—9—9-r9^9-r

1/ i>> w '^ ^ ^ V V

^-r-^--t^'

I'm wash'd in the fountain which flows from his side.AndJesus speaks peace to my soul.

I'll let my light shine so that others may see, And glorify Je - sus' name.

9—^—©- -»—P-
=^=P=

:E«

^ 9—9

w.->!—

^

:P=^ »=P=P^
U b' y l^ ^'

CHORUS.

Oh, why not come to him now? Oh, why not come to him now? He'll

g^̂ 9 -r-—pi ..p__t:_t-0- -ICL^O-

t^, ^

oy : Oh, why nocleanse you, and save you, and fill you with joy: Oh, why not come to him now?

-P -? --§^=Mn

h h—-h h h h h s ^ -1^
P—P—O-

e?
3 Oh, poor, wand'ring sinner, cast off" by

the way,
And ready to perish and die.

Believe, and accept him while mercy is

near,
For Jesus is now passing by.

V <*) y ¥
i/

4 The way is so simple the foolish may
view.

The lame and the blind may come, too

;

Though-your sins are as crimson, he'll

welcome you home,
His blood can make whiter than snow,

Copyright, 1882, by W. Warren Bentlev. 6
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5 ^t>t ^pivit antr tf)t Mtttft Mg, ^owt»
H. S. P. Rev. xxii. 17. H. S. Perkins.

^^ 3t :-t=r=§=rtgF^
1. There is a heavenly land a -bove, a glorious home on high, Where
2. For thee we now are pleading here be - fore our Father's throne, That
3. That robe, that crown, that harp on high,—that perfect heavenly home,—Still

p—r-P 1 1 O—r-O O O-

i^
t̂—17- rrr rr=^

dwells a blood-washed company,whose tears are ever dry ; No sincanev-er
thou should'st be of those who hear the blessed words,Well done, For thee the gates are

waits for thee ; why stay away, and why refuse to come ? The Saviour calls ; oh,

-^ -^- -F- - - -(^ -^-
O—rO—O—O—O-

enter there, but on the Saviour's breast The wicked cease from troubling, the

o- pen wide, for thee the Spir- it waits, To hear your song of gladness come
flee to him,—wide open is the gate; Oh, come, and find eternal life, be-

* ^ "^ •
-•--tfctt^=^^ -^

JB. .^ .^ .p. .0 '^ ^

m

wea-ry are at rest. Come, come, come, The Spir- it and the Bride say,

ere it be too late,

fore it is too late. a
-(B.

I

A .p. A p. ^ ^ JL ^ ^ -^

:t:=it==t:E^l:^===e=iE^±zit.E:t==»^=Et:

m —l-<5d an—I

—

Z^IZZ

=P-

f^

r-

1—'

—

--ij—ri— ri—ill- iSl
Come, Come, come, come, The Spir- it and the Bride say, Come.

^'^1 -A- a| A
. I r r r r I

^ ,-^ cd—r-^-^ o-r-o -q—q -<J—

g

— ^_ . ^
o o O 0~^^iHi^^w
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^0 Moom in fJ^tn^tn.
W. O. Gushing. Matt. XXV. lo. Rev. I. Baltzeli,.

1. How sad it would be, if when thou dost call, All hopeless and un - for-

2. How sad it would be, the harvest all past. The bright summer days all

3. Oh ! haste thee and fly, while mercy is near; Remember the love that he

m^ ^=?E£&rrt :p=P=
1/ I'^y

u ^/ u -P P t
^=¥ ^^ :©=P=:

^u ^

--4-- ^ESM53:|5:

i-o-
:ri -feai- -^

giv - en,

o - ver,

gave you

;

The an - gel that stands at the beau - ti - ful gate, Should
To know that the reapers had gathered the grain, And
The love that hath sought thee is seeking thee still, And

l±k ^ -r>

I' i^ L/ b b LTTT
REFRAIN.

^ ^ ^ r

S -fV-^—

g

-j=i--^
3^^!^

^-=^~^ -O-

answer : No room in heaven ! Sad, sad, sad would it be ! No room in

left thee alone for - ev - er

!

Jesus now waits to save you.

- - - - - -J J .IJlt-^SH=Fg=Ff^ ^fe-^-l^-j/Hp-^l ^
^~~^

-

E=P-

^
Cho.for last verse—Room, room, still there is room. Oh ! come while

^=t-s t=]ttT

heav- en for thee ! No room, no room, No room in heaven for

tfe^ +1 K h h

=fc^

yet there is room ; Still room, still room, Oh ! come while yet there is

Slow and soft.

m -A— :!-.

-©- I
=r?=f^F±«=8

-o- -^ T

PS
-Oh'-o- w-^. w--4((. ^ - w.^«5 -0-' -O-

thee ! No room, no room. No room in heaven for thee

!

-P-

m 19- |c^s=

f^r=
room ; Still room, still room. Oh ! come while yet there is room.— r^ CD O CD «S) CD S> <Z>
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' For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever beliveth in him.
should not perish, but have everlasting life."—John. iii. i6.

J. E. H. J. E. Hall.

1. Do you know the wondrous sto - ry? Have you ev - er heard it told?

2. Have you heard how much he suffered, Hanging on the cru - el tree?

3. Is it true that you have heard it? Have the tidings reached your ear?

:S :p=P^ ^=±1 ^ft
S:

i^zr^ ±t=^

^E iltiq:

t=z:M---^=^- &^EE^
How that Je - sus came from heaven, Seek- ing lost ones from the fold?

That we all might have sal- va - tion, And should live e - ter - nal- ly.

Then why not just now believe it, And find comfort, hope and cheer?

CHORTJS.
4^ I—a ^- S31—J— -

^ ^=r :«:

-ri—d-

Do you know the wondrous sto - ry? Have you ev - er heard it told?

4^1^ cJ^ -^

^

Do you know the wondrous sto - ry. That with tell- ing ne'er grows old ?

' r^^% #^3^ rfT* /'T^ c^ rv\ *r
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8 lEttep ^&t Sbctr.
"And beginning to sink he cried, saying. Lord, save me."

Allie Starbright. Matt. xiv. 30. Rev. Geo. G. Phipps.

i f*^ -FV-

=M3 ^^^MS:
'fct3t 3£

W=¥

I I

1. Sad and wea- ry, lone and dreary, Lord, I would thy call o -

2. Here a-bid-ing, in thee hid- ing, Seeks my weary soul her

3. Be thou near me, keep and cheer me Thro' life's dark and stormy

^ -o-
f-'

bey:

rest,

way:

-oQ-«—p-

±& -V-

=»^
-^

I I

^I

-^—p-
t^i:rr

m
S=^ 1^ -^ N-

a—!^—a—^

—

^ m.r
'^-g^-

-«-:

-^ BE: iMzii:
:t

i^-:

Then believ- ing, Christ receiv- ing, I would come to thee to

Till the dawning of the morning, When I wake a-mong the

Turn my sadness in - to gladness, Turn my darkness in - to

P*^

±i=s±:r
-O^ -Q, .p.. .Q-

-P

—

^ -o-

day.

blest,

day.

-«-^-m--Zt

-0- ^5:r|^

qs^-^v^
«-T

--^-«-

:Jjti|zztz=stiS^=lzi^

^ L^.

^-^:

Thou the Ho - ly One, the low- ly Je - sus, un - to thee I come;

Tho' each morrow bring new sorrow, Or the night of death draw near.

Tired I'm coming—tired of roaming Thro' this wea-ry world a- lone;

-o- -o- -«- -^-p-^p
A ^

I-^^^H -
-!8-=-

-PV-V

is:
3i=S=

r p e ® -©-• -o^- -o-®-o- -o-'-o-'

Keep me ev - er, let me nev - er From thy blessed keeping roam.

Thro' the fall- ing shadows calling, Lo, my Shepherd's voice I hear.

Fa - ther, take me; Je - sus, make me Now and ev-er-more thine own.

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood.
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9 ^nttlins, ^ItnUinSy W^nitiUQ.
" Peace through the blood of his cross."—Col. i. 26. E. A. Hoffman.Tate & Brady

1. Havemer-cy, Lord, on me,
2. Blot out, O Lord, my sins,

3. Withdraw not then thy help,

4. The joy thy fa - vor gives

As thou wert ev - er kind;
Nor me in an - ger view;
Nor cast me from thy sight;
Let me a- gain ob - tain,

Let me, oppress'd with loads of guilt. Thy wonted mer - cy find.

Cre - ate in me a heart that's clean. An upright mind re - new.
Nor let thy Ho - ly Spir - it take His ev - er - last - ing flight.

And thy free Spir - it's firm support Wy fainting soul maintain.

-f f f <^..J:-r—i^f- ,f $^-f^ P-r^
-o-

-I—

r

mist

CHOKUS.
-o-

I am kneeling, I

at the cross.

^fe=ife

am pleading, I

at the cross,
-•-•---•-

r rr——s- -^-

i^
- '^ 'V'

kneeling, pleading, waiting to be saved; I am kneeling, I am

',- u
pleading, There I'm kneeling, pleading, waiting to be saved,

at the cross.

i±
Zt^ t=:=t

-±r^±zz=\ r-.:-ja1
Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hooo. 11
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10 &ni)t ^t, (Svstioua asoH.
Hear my cry, O God : attend unto my prayer."—Ps. Ivi. i.

Dr. G. W. Wagoner. Rev. I. Baltzell.

']EE
4b^^=k-^fei 1^=^-

r r=^=s i^~
:^i

O, Je - sus, at thy cross I fall ! From sin and shame I

Speak pardon, Lord! show pit - y now; What yet have I to

God of almight - y pow'r and love, Say, is there grace for

Yes, bless the Lord, I now believe Thy blood was shed for

^S * ^0.. p. 4>.

'-W^=^-

fly;

flee?

me?
me!

43-

m * "i^«-s~

And on thy hallow'd name I call; Save, Je - sus, or I die.

See

!

at thy feet I hum- bly bow ; My life I give to thee.

Oh, let my cry thy pit - y move ! Oh, let me fly to thee.

Glo - ry to God ! I now receive A par - don full and free.

A. JB. A

pE^^i p=& S:
:P=P:

:5:

REFRArN".

S 9-^ t?=g: i-T=%=^—rpm
Now, save me, save me, gracious God 1 As now to thee I fly

;

^ ^ P- hO- ^
-I VJ

mm

m

3t ^3 « ^ . I-

fi
—^ ^=t

Oh, wash me in thy cleansing blood ! Oh, wash me, or I die

!

3^ i:
-9- -«»-.

o ^ ^ -a-«-.„-©- -«- n . -f— -T' "P' m

From " Songs of Grace," by per. 12
O CS) CD tS) G> S) <2>
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11 Wt>tn tfte fttns corner in.
J. E. Landor. Rev. E. S. Lorbnz.

*=r
-A-

:^

Call'd to the feast by the King are we, Sit- ting, perhaps, where his

Crowns on the head where the thorns have been, Glo - ri -fied he who once

Like lightning's flash will that instant show Things hidden long from both

Joy - ful his eye shall on each one rest Who is in white wedding

r r r p -^ Jl
SEE :=^

^ i^ 3^
-?x3i- -J^ -ei-

peo - pie

died for

friend and

be:

men;
foe,

How will it fare, then, with thee and me,

Splendid the vis - ion be - fore us then,

Just what we are ev- 'ry one will know,

gar - ments dressed—Ah ! well for us if we stand the test,

^^ r T r 9 t:
— p—

r

-^i=^

REFKAIN".

^±=^: -.—d—I

—

<- -^--^;

l4=rt

When the King comes in ?When the King comes in,brother.When the King comes

P 9 »-
B±i

HO--—O O
t—

r

f^
E?z=?zzez=fjir

How will it fare with thee and me When the King comes in ?

4=: -P--4:^^

^^J2—I- ^hl h ^,—

I

h- -0-5—o—o-

From " Songs of Grace," by per,
O Cg> CD O O €3 C2>
OO B£ MI FA SO LA SI



12 » am Sat3tJ3f t>e
Mrs. Bliss Willson.

>t0 33(OOS3f»
W. Warren Bentlky.

ẑ±:

=^:

li-*-^
g=i:=i=^«=^

p \ Pt—

^

-r tf^r-^

^--=8: -^——I

—

I

his blood; I

his blood; "Come
his blood; "Hath

m

1. The Sav-iour called so lov-ing-ly,— I am saved by
2. His lov- ing words came to my ear,— I am saved by
^. " He that be - lieveth," hear the word,—I am saved by
"* ^ H»- -m-

ri^-P- ^ ^ -P- « .
-»- -P»-

dk -g^^i^^ f i R: It

i^
CD-

^
y

|—1^

—

i
—

ii=t^
T- a i^:

heard his voice from Cal - va - ry,— I am saved by
un - to Me," and do not fear,— I am saved by
life," in Je - sus Christ our Lord,—I am saved by

his blood. I

his blood. And
his blood. The

To be from sin and sor - row
But as I came he let me
And he will quick - ly make thee

m *=)t ^-^A
:t=t=

free,— I am saved by his blood.
in,— I am saved by his blood.

whole, And saved by his blood.

^ -Si
3":

t--
REFRAIN.

-:^-^ t±^ -^=s±^-m t==g:
-U—5^

Hal - le lu - jah! hal-le - lu -

Hal-le-lu-jah! hal

^ N N .0.,

^^^tntt
-V—'^-

-^-

jah ! I am saved by his blood

;

le - lu-jah !

k-h-H-; : k-hCD O T
-J V 'J ^

-V-

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood. 11
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X am Saljetr tig fJ^isi 3SlooU.—concluded

-w—5^

Hal-le- lu - jah! hal-le

Hal-le-lu-jah!

N ^ ^ ^

,^Ets=fe^±EE

lu - jah!

hal-le-lu-jah!

I am saved by his blood.

-^—^—^—^ ^-
f—f-r-^4-.

1 1
—I—f~-i

• I

—

13 JWore aoijc to iifttc.
"Continue ye in my love."—John xv. 9.

Mrs. Elizabeth P. Prentiss.

i^Esi
W. Warren Bentley.

J 1 4-

-8--

1. More love to thee, O Christ, More love to thee! Hear thou the
2. Once earth - ly joy I craved, Sought peace and rest; Now thee a-

3. Then shall my lat - est breath Whis - per thy praise ; This be the

^^ -o—ks)— 4^
-^-5 M

1f^

i^- S^B

^ d-irJ—*—

^

:^=
-P3:

-cu

—

<D-

m

prayer

lone

part -

-•-—

I make, On bend-ed knee; This is my ear -nest plea,

I seek, Give what is best: This all my prayer shall be,

ing cry My heart shall raise. This still its prayer shall be,

^
--g-- -^-^ E5^zz z:t2

-&- T5 ^—

r

m

II-——----— -"-CD
More love, O Christ, to thee, More love, O Christ, to thee, More love to thee

!

-CD- -?- -O- -0-.

s
-P—ex-r:^ -P-

m=^^K- ±i± -^ :E|^
o I

-

E
:c2

O O CD CD S) <Z)
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14 Kt)t Q'Uan^ins 3Sloo&.
"And without shedding of blood is no remission."—Heb. ix. 22.

Rev. D. Lbb Aultman. U b Towner

h-b . . I . i^ h Nn 1 J l-r-l M ^^-.--4-

"

^J-Sk-«[̂ ^ S=^
-d-=

5 -O iJ O—1 ,i j - t-

1. The blood that flowed on Cal - va - ry Has reachedmy sin-stained soul
;

2. O Lamb of God, I'm whol - ly thine, The con - se-cration's made;
3. Loud hal - le - lu - jahs to the Lamb That bought us with his blood;

iafefc*=ti^
1 17 =F

-A-^- ^^:il=^ dE^
=» v^—ah |:it

I now re-joice as they re- joice Who are ev - 'ry whit made whole.

My soul and bod - y, mind and strength, On Je - sus now is stayed.

Our souls are to the ut- most filled With the fulness of our God.

X>

CHORUS.

i 5=^
3 -©-

m

That pre - - cious blood. It clea^ns - eth me from

That precious blood, that precious blood. It cleanseth me, yes, cleanseth me from

^_BI ft ^ »^ ^ ^ «-
^dt

3^:
«—o-

i^ fP=S: 5=5:

V—t^ -V—V-

feto i^^uiEiz^Szz i 5E3 ^

»^

sin ; That pre - - cious blood. It makes me pure with- in.

sin; That precious blood, that precious blood.

^=1 : ê=? ^ -v-»-
t—t-

8: :g:

-V--)

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood. 16
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15
Skrina.

eome antr l^e^t*
S. B. Ellenberger.

I ,^_ K
-^—Hv—

^

-&m

33|-

X±

who are burdened with a load of

who have tried mid earthly joys to

too, whose path in life seems dark and

for the wea- ry," precious words of

care, Whose wea - ry

live, And turned a-

drear, Learn that the

cheer, Which tell of^ -P- -«- -^-

souls are oft by sin distressed. The Saviour's gracious in - vi-

way un- hap - py and unblessed
;
Now take the bliss which Je- sus

Saviour's choice for you is best

;

He would not have you fix your

Je - sus' ten-der - ness and love, Who would not seek to taste their

-o iy a- ^ <h -o- CD- ^ -p-' p ^ p f>- f
-

W=^^=^.
tr

« jE

j^^ _P5_
:P± -^—.

:siz
-S-HV-

oi- 34Ei=r=r^s=^Ea :^

ta - tion hear :
" Come un - to me and I will give j-ou rest,

wants to give. Come at his kind en- treat -y,—come and rest,

dwelling here, Why will ye fond -ly lin-ger? "Come and rest."

sweetness here. Then in his glorious presence rest a - bove.

P-' -iO--o--o--^-P- -«- -o- ^

Come and rest, Come and rest, "Come unto me and I will give you rest."

-O- -«- -CD- -O- -O-
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16 e^iinQinQ.
£ ^ jj Rev. E. A. Hoffman.

l,^ ^— \. J I
1'^^—^T-l 1 ^—^, N IS I -,—

r—t—

r

When the woes of life o'ertake me, And its tempests rage and
He who from my sins has freed me, He will ev- er with me
In the hour of trib - u - la - tion, in the time of sore dis -

In the Lord Je - ho- vah trusting, When the shadows flee a -

H?- ^ t^ '^ ^ ^ f.ff--«-iO--P- -P-^ rT=-

toss,

go;
tress,

way.

^S _:p- 'P= V—
f^

I will trust my blessed Sav- lour, And keep clingmg to the cross.

Thro' the des - ert though he lead me He will safely brmg me through.

To the cross I turn and clinging Find therem my hap - pi - ness.

I shall wake a - mid the glo - ries Of the ev - er - last - mg day.

^ ip: ip: :^ -^ -o- -o-- -^ -P-

On-ly clinging, closely clinging, Ev - er clinging to the cross.

• • P ^^E^E^ii^^^
—t- r^
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17 ®lose to SCtjee.
Fanny J. Crosby. W. Warren Bentley.

A:^a
S=i: 3—8 g:

=1=

:i=zig=J{=bg =ii^^t8=^
•^

1. Close to thee, O Lamb of God, May thy Spir - it hold me;
2. Close to thee when weak and faint, Du - ty's path pur - su - ing,

3. Close to thee, O Sav - iour mine, Near thy cross a - bid - ing;

4. Close to thee when earth - ly ties One by one are break- ing,

W-ISikfr*^i^-*^ "^-FE=^ "^

d- S3EI t=?
-^^^\

'Neath thy all - pro-tect - ing wings Let thy mer - cy fold me.

Let the feel thy circ - ling arm All my strength renew - ing.

I can brave the tempest's power, In thy love con - fid - ing.

When my soul to life a - new Glad and pure a - wak - ing.

^ ^ -P P-w :?c=^ ^

&
REFRAIN".

iEEgEE8EEJ3J3E^EEjE5BEEjEE^EE^ia3J
Close to thee, close to thee. Keep thy child for - ev - er;

4= -r r|j^gi=^^^:^z=ezizjc=^#^ t- P^^
-3ji 1 N ^ ^-1 « if

• • JM! L.| \/ 1_ :8=«
-^ ^^^^\

Anchored firm - ly on the Rock, Sin can harm me nev - er.

^- ^ -•- s- 1 ^

gf^=^^- -o-
•I-

—

:;t:
t=:
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18 ©^6^ ^tttionn Mlooti oi 3tm^.
D. B. T. " Peace through the blood of his cross."—Col. i. 20.

i

D. B. Towner.

|g =8=^
Si

1. I weep no more with sad - ness, My tears are wiped a - way,

2. My life is full of plea - sure, And bliss with - out al - loy,

3. So on I go re - joic - ing,—No foe, nor cross I fear;

:S^ 8=J:
'^zzz.®: m p I* p—p-i

—

im

-ri -d-

My grief is turned to glad - ness. My night to end -less day.

Since Je - sus is my trea - sure, My chief, my on - ly joy.

My Saviour's blood I'm trust - ing, He is my Ref- uge dear.

zp: zg:
:t=it

CHORUS.

1=1-[:fcj^j=j !=!(:

Oh, the precious blood of Je - sus, That washed my sins a- way:

3EH#^ 4
\

—th r \ r:^ m

*=fr sr=i
i

-i- ^--d 1

d -cri

Oh, the precious blood of Je

-b'-

su9. That turned my night to day.

-| ^. ri
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19 jaot 2l2Fott6s.
H. R. Trickett. Matt. XV. 27.

-1-

J. H. ROSECRANS.

1. Lord, I know I am notwor-thy E'en to take the crumbs that fall

2. Lord, I feel how vile and sin - ful Day by day my fife has been
;

3. Thine the glo - ry, thine the pow - er, All the vile - ness is in me
;

4. Bless -ed Je - sus, full of mer - cy, Thou a- lone canst save my soul;

fca=P-=?
o-f-o—pP-•--—•—

•

-^-b*

-f^4—P

—

Ot-P-
~4-

-p- -Q-

'^

From t'he ta - ble of thy mer - cy ; Yet thou art my all in all.

Now I seek thy great compas- sion. And thy blood to make me clean.

Cast me not a - way, oh. Saviour, Hear me while I call on thee.

I'm not worthy; yet up-hold me When death's waves around me roll.

1 1 1-—r-

CHORUS.

-C(—
•e~~^~r« «''

i>"
] f^_L^: i

Not in me, oh, blessed Je - sus, Is there goodness, not in me;

P-

^«^-F y &—I-, y o--—19—^IB• ^——o-
t: R8--

.g=tt ,=Eg

I'm not wor - thy of thy mer - cy. All the mer - it is in thee.

-p^^-p-rCD—

,
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SCm^lfi n Moot^ttptv.
J. E. H. " I had rather be a doorkeeper in the house of my Lord."—Ps. Ixuiv.

SOLO. ^ ?>r. »

J. E. Hall.

^^e ^ 'jL
-A--

n 1^-»-

1. Sim - ply a door- keeper, that and no more, Wait- ing to help some to

2. Sim - ply a door- keeper, trusting, I stay Close by the door and there

3. Sim - ply a door- keeper, humble it is, I am all weakness and

« a—(i „—« g f . I
—^ a—

«

^SEE :?^l F—

^

fc=g:

A=i:^ -A-r
-iCD-

^
en - ter the door, Wait - ing with patience some weak ones to aid,

pointing the way, May be some trav'ler o'erburdened with sin,

strength is all his. Yet perhaps Je - sus will use e - van me,

# « c *
r

-fv—

N

CHORUS.

^m K-f- T
:f=it: ^ —m—^ 1-

6 6 6

Waiting to tell them the price has been paid. Wait- ing just outside the door,

Heeding my beck'ning will gladly step in.

To bring some lost one at last home with me.

^£ :5=p e
V l>^ > U' r

*=d:
-eh- ji=i=8=g= =8=8: ^=m-

ningBeck'

piE :&

both to rich and poor,

-^ ^ -P- -ft. -pi.i
Pa - tient - ly I

A -^ :^ -^
wait;

'
C [

r
31 ^ N >—

N

-Jr-^-

iEeS 3Ee3 ^
Standingby the gate, Hoping I may thus win some one, ere it be

-»- -^ -1»- rT-« lO-* ^»^ iP- -»- n . ^- -^ « -P-* ^- -»-•

too late.

By permission. S3



21 ^ntf) Has a %itttt ^tnttt.
Faith Williams.

" Draw nigh to God, and he will draw nigh to you."
James iv. 8 J. H. Tennby.

d

—

i—I-

~^"

^-II-RN—8==i==|j-RJ la.:
i=^:

-o- ^3
1. Each day a lit- tie near-er

2. And day by day I'm learning

3. So, trust- ing in his mer-cy

To Je - BUS would I rise,

That though my earth- ly way
And love so measure - less,

-o- • -©-

=^S5̂̂ :t==t

;fc^-=

and sweet sur- prise;

Is oft through shadows winding, 'Twill lead to per -feet day;

Each day my soul is ful - ler Of peace and joy - ful- ness;

^ -P- • -P- -^ -^ -^ . . -o- -P- +- -fzy—

1

1—

^ t :^
is: -31 _©:^-^

^
Though what each day is bring- ing

Each day I know I'm near- ing

Each day, while life is giv - en.

*±
*:

My soul may nev - er guess,

His shelt - 'ring, rest - ful arms,
Still near - er would I come,

Jm- -y- r-

i^^pEF? ^ ^- jt

But to his cross I'm clinging,

My heart, this thought enfold- ing,

Till from on high my Saviour

And on my way I press.

Is safe from earth's a-larms.

Shall call me, Child, come home.

1. .r
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22
E. A. H,

3tm^, Bn\}t 3Mt ^o^*
Matt. XX. 30. Rev. E. A. Hoffman.

3t=^: m i3=^^=ii-FSi
1. Lord, my heart is bruised and bleeding With the wounds of sin;
2. I am bowed in grief and sor - row, And with fear oppressed

!

3. Let the bonds of sin be bro- ken ; Free - ly all for - give

;

4. Come, dear Saviour, come and bless me With thy matchless grace •

5. Why not now, dear Lord, for - give me Thro' thy grace di - vine?

•p
,
4 • -^—«-

isi:

.-I- ^
^^=k-
1—r- -px

m

^^m 3
-d

s-©-^ m -:T-

For sal - va - tion I am plead- ing ; Bring thy kingdom in.

Come, ere dawns an - oth - er mor- row, Bring me peace and rest.

Let the word of power be spo - ken That shall bid me live.

Turn to me thy heart of mer - cy, And thy smil - ing face.

Why not now, dear Lord, re - ceive me As a child of thine ?

:ft- 4?—j»-

E ^ I

CHORUS.

All my sin and guilt con - fess - ing, At thy feet I bow

;

1^=35:
1?-=^- t:

p3-

;Ee3 z:i!t=«l: -o-^- lEEl :^—

«

T—^"85:—

Lord, I wait thj' promised bless- ing; Come, and save me now!

J^
S -g—8-- ^-8=qqg=:--i--=r~"*'

By permission.
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H am tfie Boor*
by me if any man enter in, he shall be saved.' -John X. g.

F. A. Bl.ACKMER.

1. Oh, soul oppress'd with sin and guilt,A Saviour's love and mercy see
;

2. Oh, hear his words, accept the gift So freely offered now to thee;

3. His peace shall calm thy troubled mind, His love inspire thee when downcast

,

4. The gracious in - vi - tation heed ; Let wisdom's choice be thine to-day

;

-^* ^ ^ ^ -^ -P- ^ -^« -P-' o ^^- jsrrji.

To - day he calls in sweetest tones. And full salva- tion of- fers thee.

Throw off thy load so hard to bear ; Let Christ your burden-bearer be.

His presence cheer in ev - 'ry ill, His pow'r shall bring thee home at last.

The Saviour calls you to his fold; Oh, sin-ner, en - ter while j-ou may.

I am the door: by me if an - y man en- ter in, He shall be

fcs=;m -U—•-- •—!•
-

:tFS=^^^|^^£=Ezrfe^^.^
-if^'t/ u U"—

r

-v-'-t-

±^ .-^r-X .J2;J:J_^^^^_

saved, be saved; By me if an - y man enter in, He shall be saved.

p- -p-

^S^S=^
^ p- -p-

s -V—t—I—i?'-

-0- # -p. p. p- #-
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24 ^vns 8Ct)0tt for Jttf.
" Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and he shall sustain thee."—Ps. Iv. 22.

Mary Clbmmbr. Rev. E. A. Hoffman.

1. Pray thou for me ! The way is dark,

2. Pray thou for me ! Close is thy grasp

3. Pray thou for me ! His name - less grace,

The star of faith I

Up - on the things that

His life of life mine
4. Pray thou for me ! The com - mon air Will stronger, pur - er

fei^^aj^ THZ

w^

-|E>

^S &̂
9—^

t—

r

-\^^-
^

-a5-=—o ci>m=^-

scarce - ly see
;

are un - seen;

eyes would see;

seem to be,

^i±^-^ -XEt —

^

arc;

clasp,

face,

fair

;

m

S

It lights for thee heaven's loft - iest

The cross of Christ I see thee

The love that lights my Sav - iour's

And all the world will grow more

--^
HS>-

I^
4^

=F

£'-=?:
-P>-

4=:-—p_r-pa_llQ.
f=>-

!p5:

i

i^i i^
CHORUS.

-et-
<D—S-

Pray thou for

And on it

O pray that

Pray thou for

=te=g=r

1S>~

me,

lean;

it

me.
I

ÎS

pray thou for

pray thou for

may fall on

pray thou for

me.

me.

me.

me.

Pray,

5?

Pray,

^ -t

for me,

4=1:

for me.

ifcEtn^ i^-ittziI

-8=i=^g -d: Eri
-^-p--o

-F-^

-d 1 O-

-^r-

T-3m
Pray thou for me, Pray, pray, Pray thou for me.

for me, for me, |^_

By permission.
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25 HSUiine mnion.
Mrs. Maky D. James. Mrs. Joseph F. Knapp.

:gx:

t^=t
can un-fold the bliss untold, Dear Saviour, found in thee?

live a -lone for thee—our own Re- deem -er—so a-dored!
hallowed bliss !—no joy like this, Un - fail - ing, sweet, and pure !

—

ra- diant face, thy matchless grace, Je - sus—thou fair - est One,

—

^ P- -P-

3s: -o-

V—t- i^—t-

-r

mm3^=#=g=^

m

^ -c±

The rapturous love they dai - ly prove Who on - ly Je - sus see.

To do and bear each word and care, For thee, most bles - sed Lord

!

Thy love to know in cease- less flow. And feel it will en -dure!

To earth have given the joys of heaven ! With thee 'tis heaven be - gun!

i -^ -^ -i-J3^—o-

CHORTJS.

3 ^-^-^-^ «=:ba±

m
Oh, bles - sed rest! on Je - sus' breast So sweet - ly to re - cline!

m mX—b^

^ ^^^^^H^
m

:=§:

Thy voice to hear, so loved, so dear, And know that thou art mine.

^-g^^LJl
t=^ m
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26 Sttrusalem tOe ©olOen.
Tr. by J. M. Neale. A. EWING.

-o- -o- -o-

1. Je - ru - sa - lem, the

2. They stand, those halls of

3. There is the throne of

fa 1%-

^«^±
±^

-0

gold - en, With milk and hon - ey blest!

Zi - on, AH ju - bi - lant with song,

Dav - id ; And there, from care re - leased,

1-:

jcii_

.^
-1©-

t=--=\- :=r :=^=q:

iA—3i-—i=^'t

Be-

And
The

pla tion Sink heart and voice oppressed

:

neath thy con-tem
bright with many an an - gel. And all the mar-tyr throng;

song of them that tri - umph. The shout of them that feast

:

^3t:

i^: ^o

-IS) :^

-ai- -©I-

lF=t=i 3t i^:
li:

-o-

I know not, oh, I know not. What so - cial joys

The Prince is ev - er in them, The day- light is

And they who, with their Lead - er, Have conquered in

K ^t
^ ^-

are

se -

the

-o-

4=-

there,

rene;

fight,

-CS>-'

CD--

-r—

r



27 l^ememfietreO.
H. BONAR. W. Warken Bentley.

^^ li^-f* 1-

g^=8-zgziSi^: ^
Up and a- way, like the dew of the morning, Soaring from earth to its

Shall I be missed if an- oth - er succeed me, Reaping the fields I in

On - ly the truth that in life I have spoken, On - ly the seed that on
Oh, when the Saviour shall make up his jewels. When the bright crowns of re-

5^—p- 4=-^t-

'm
>t^=4ii

home in the sun. Thus would I pass from the earth and its toiling, Only re-

springtime have sown? No, for the sower may pass from his labors, On-ly re-

earth I have sown ; These shall pass onward when I am forgotten. Fruits of the
joic-ing are won. Then will his faWiful and weary dis- ci- pies. All be re-

membered by what I have done. On- ly remembered, on - ly remembered,
membered by what he has done.
har - vest and what I have done.
membered for what they have done. _,

fefc=^^
P—P—0- -o-^-P-

u-r

^-^-t^p-
:t==Ei=^f:p=<.-jfr-fr--M- >=^

=^*=^
r^^-

>:'Efe3

-«-=- --A^ Fv-

:g^ r
On - ly remembered by what I have done. On - ly remembered.

-P-
:tizt:=t:=

—1-; 1 1 01 l-l—

-«-r-

-W- ^ S^-i—,Q-

On - Iv remembered, On - ly remembered bj^ what I have done.
' - -m-

-i»
n-.

-o- -)S

%fe£
lESFsEEp IT.

—P- -»
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Jt

" I will arise and go to my Father."—Luke xv. i8.

i
1^::^

W. A. Ogden

NT
E?zii3z. 3=f^^

=1- ^=5 3tO Z!l

-o- -«--»- -a- ^ ^ '-^' -»-

1. The fountain of sal-va - tion Is flow - ing full and free, And
2. I hear his cry,

"
'Tis fin- ished," His bleeding bo- dy see; His

3. His bles - sed in - vi - ta - tion I will no long - er spurn. And

Wf^

Je-sus stands invit- ing: O sin -ner, come to me.
loving accents thrill me, His blessed "Come to me." j- 1 hear his sweet voice
from my great exam- pie I will no long -er turn, j

_ I H(»- I r.,j-i1t-

i^
1 I'

1 'y/

pleading, For me 'tis in - terced- ing; The way I know, And I will go,—My

to:

-O- ^
I

-»-
• I m—o-

©-• -o- -o- -o- -o- -o-

1.r r -[n^p^^p-
P=:p=P=:^

-tn-

K

CHORUS

I N—PS

—

r
I

lo-

1

^- ^ -o- iS
!^ -©- • -O--»- • -«-

Come, pro- di - gal, come! Thy Sav-iour call - eth thee.

. ^ r ^ ^ ^ ^
-pe^.^
-I—

r

:^ 1^=8= E^EE
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29 Wouitvous ILoiie o( 3tmn.

i

Rev. J. Bottom, D. D.
I ^ I

iii
J. H. Tenney.

^tzsrm
I I

1. Oh, the wondrous love of Je-sus! Oh, the power of love di-vine!
2. Like a fount- ain, o- ver- flow- ing, Brims my heart with joy and peace;
3. Thus by faith and hope a - bid - ing, By the knowledge of his power,
4. Bold I tell the sira- pie sto - ry, While in nothing - ness I fall,

m 1^ !t=t:
n. -o-

-o- -o- -o- -o
?-=?: t±S -f^-

:f^=r i ^mi^3t=g:

m

-<h

Lo! he man - i- fests his fa - vor, Brings his presence near to mine;
Oh, the bles - sedness of knowing, Je - sus whispers, I am his

!

In his faith - fulness con- fid- ing, I am kept from hour to hour;
On - ly in the cross I glo - ry, Je - sus Christ is all in all

:

i^ j:
^n

*
^ W

:t=t
P~~W

:^ =^=

J/-i.

-^
-O-^f*^

-n^fe^^^^^^^

^F^

Oh, the bliss, the sweet commun- ion, Day by day his grace re- veals;
Now my feet with will - ing swiftness. Run to do the will of God,
This my con - fi- dence and boasting: He is a - ble whom I know;
Him my loosened tongue confess - eth. Him my tune-ful lips shall praise,

1 I

-V—
:^=3r ;tz=t:

=^
^:

i
-J ^

ME^^EE^ -4—& ^—p-

Oh, the ev - er- last -ing un - ion Which his bles- sed Spir-it seals.

Find- ing ev - 'ry day's completeness In the path my Sav-iour trod.

Nor can all the powers of darkness My Redeem- er o - ver- throw.
Long as life or reas- on last - eth. Long as ev - er - last - ing days.

,_*U^ ^ Ifl^
Pl^ i
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Fred. W. Fabee. MmtW Sonjff*

^=1

Rev. John B. Dykes.

J k

p^p^^^3--#:

:=±-M: -o- Hi
:=rt:

^—»-- x±j:
-o--CD-

Hark, hark, my soul ! angel - ic songs are swelling O'er earth's green fields and
Onward we go, for still we hear them singing, " Come, weary souls, for

Far, far a- way, like bells at evening peal-ing. The voice of Je - sus
Rest comes at length, though life be long and dreary ; The day must dawn and
Angels, sing on ! your faithful watches keep- ing ; Sing us sweet fragments

ocean's wave-beat shore ; How sweet the truth those blessed strains are telling

Jesus bids you come;" And thro' the dark, its echoes sweetly ring- ing,

sounds o'er land and sea, And laden souls by thousands meekly steal- ing,

darksome night be past; All journeys end in welcome to the wea - ry,

of the songs a - bove; Till morning's joy shall end the night of weeping,

::^z

*3:
-P- f^^-S=f:^rr^-i o-Rfja. <.

|Ca 19 ^ j M-

CHORUS.

o ^
Of that new life when sin shall be no more.
The mu-sic of the gos- pel leads us home.
Kind Shepherd, turn their weary steps to thee.
And heaven, the heart's true home, will come at last.

And life's long shadows break in cloudless love.

I V
^=:^

1/^1 l-pv
I

jfTy fZi- I

iif=siz

m

«-^-

~^yr^—

i

an - gels of light. Sing ing to welcome the pilgrims of the night!

^t: p3:

^_
fUZ

r- ^:p=M
-|—

r

in

TJ ^F^
:e±

W,o-^= =3t^ S
Sing - ing to wel - come the

._1CI o—

I

-i—

-o- -o-

pilgrims.

-4^ ^

5d-
the

-b-o—

:^=^=

pilgrims

f i
of

-CD-
the night 1

I—

r

p—p-
-S-»--fcs 1

iprp

82

ipz 1



31

SOLO.
'Trust in the Lord with all thy heart."—Prov. iii. 5.

u

W. A. Ogdbm.

a Q A
zi=Jt!tt^L

1. Trust on! trust on! be - liev - er, Tho' long the con-flict be, Thou
2. Trust on ! trust on ! thy fail - ings May bow thee to the dust, But

3. Trust on ! the dan- ger press - es ; Tempta - tion strong is near, Yet

4. O, Christ is strong to save us,—He is a faithful Friend; Trust

dSEFiE3
r^-h>-

±Z
=s-J-J—J- -^=j—^-^h= =^'

^
i'di-A-^z

:&^; ^
•=]: -::1: --^-r

-<s>-

^
j-et shalt prove vie - to - ri - ous,—Thy God shall fight for thee.

in thy deep - est sor - row. Oh, give not up thy trust.

o'er life's dang'rous rap - ids He shall thy pas - sage steer,

on! trust on! be - liev - er,— Oh, trust him to the end.

-d ^ d ^—

f

^
^=i

=F^
^-

1C&-- -5^-

-25^

^
CHORUS.

3a tp! 3St

Trust on

!

trust
Trust on

!

on! Though the night be drear;
trust on

!

3t==: ^^~j^~~j^-
p>--,

i& -^—

^

-J.- --t:

3^ =1=:
-r;=g=l

Trust on ! trust on ! be - liev - er. The morn - ing dawn is near.

fc=^c=ie

s
1

±1 -t: «l

:l n I

1 y

& i
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32 Wf)tn tf)t Sif)tut)t& uvt i^ntf)tttti in.
E. R. Latta. " Ye shall be gathered one by one."—Ps. xxvii. 12. J. H. Rosecrans,

M en «-

^-
=1: i

I
'

1. When the la- bor-ershave finished In the vine- yard of the
2. Shall the seeds that now we scat-ter, In our fee - bleness be
3. Though our hearts may be discouraged, And our eyes with tears be

mi 4—

1

ES
-O-

Lord,
low,
dim.

m
^-rA—^- -4-

zn^-z-M ^-
ri- -ri

-©- -^-^-9
"cr^"

Ev
In
We

-'ry task that he assigned them, And have tak - en their re -ward;
to bar- renpla-ces fall-ing, Nev-er to a har-vest grow?
have but to do our du - ty. And to leave the rest with him

!

i J^
5=8:

t-Ai v^
r-

-'-^^E^
V-

-el <1 j-^^ i
t3^:J5EEEI^^_^H^3^-J^tt^^
We shall stand be- fore the
Nay, they shall not whol- 1-y

We may something do for

Mas - ter. And shall give an ans-wer there,
per - ish, Tho' they yield not man - y - fold,

J g^- sus, E - ven lit - tie though it be,

-©-J
-*-?=r:g=gzz=^:

For the tal- ents, few or man - y. He has trust -ed to our care!
If we strive with ear- nest spir- its, We shall bring some sheaves of gold

!

And e - ter - n[ - ty shall show us. What we here may nev - er see.

^ I I4- z
:§:

1-«- ii

p
CHORUS, Not toofast

i—^—^-d—^-^~^Wm ^gg:fe^=&^^- K^
4—wj-2-«—M—I as1^±
k-^-^- :tf:iESI

What shall we present him?What for all our labor.When to store the harvest they begin?

' h—^^-o-o^i—-HO-Ho—o—o—)—I—=—
- -P-^f-h—y—I— I—I—f-

From " Voice of Joy," by per.
O CS) CO o o s>
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W&t^tn tf}t Sf)tn^tn, etc—concluded

^m ^-^- ^ -^-^ v nJJ !

-

^d^ J^^^i^-•^^
Irf^rri-d-ri-d-i tS=if^

§!-&
tist

:^±^I
Tri-^^^L

How shall we make answer For the talents given,When the sheaves are gathered in.

g-^g-f^-P-^

—

rr-^-^r-g—g-rP-^r

p 5 1^1
33 "SJesus a^ejt."

Anon.

^ 3

John xi. 35- Harry Sanders.

idid:
S=^ ^^

3E3^
9= -^

1. "Jesus wept!"—those tears are over, But his heart is still the same;
2. When the pangs of tri - al seize us, When the waves of sor - row roll,

3. "Jesus wept !"—and still in glo - ry He can mark each mourner's tear,

4. "Jesus wept!"—that tear of sorrow Is a leg - a - cy of love;

±—i ^-d-

o- -0- 3.=
«-H9 9

Kinsman, Friend, and Elder Brother

Let us lay our heads on Je- sus,

Lov - ing to retrace the sto - ry

Yes - ter- day, to- day, to-morrow.

^^
=F
-0-'

Is his ev - er- last - mg name.
Pil - low of the trou- bled soul.

Of the hearts he sol- aced here.

He the same doth ev - er prove.

m

Sav- iour, who can love like thee, Gracious One
Sure - ly none can feel like thee. Weep- ing One
Lord, when I am called to die. Let me think

Thou art all in all to me, Liv - ing One

Beth

Beth

Beth

Beth

ny
ny

!

ny!

ny!

at

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood.
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34 a^nt f)^ ont toe^te coming ?^ome*
" The ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come to Zion with songs, and everlasting joy upon

Edward Buffington. 'heir heads."—Isaiah xxxv. lo. q^ q Stebbins.

M-^-' —^---^ ^ ^' ^
'

•--—

^

*»-f:

-8- -8- -»-

I—I—-I- i= ^:
-«-

Id:
-CD-w -Or

1. Step by step we're on the way; Soon we hope to meet thee,

2. Nay, dear child, not long thou'lt be Wait - ing at the port - al,

3. There no more we'll part- ed be, But in bliss for - ev - er.

WiH
-&- -1^

«-4=F ^ -®-
:p= 1^=.

:M=
I 1

-tf==l= =1^

-vh -0- -«h

'JS
3=3l~" -a-

-o

—

-«r

-^
-'3=

:t;

-1^

f

aa
In the heav'nly mansions fair; Soon we then shall greet thee.

Waiting there so pa - tient - ly For loved ones im - mor - tal.

Live throughout e - ter - ni - ty. Naught our souls shall sev - er.

^-
:^

KEFRAIN".

3: -O-

-O-i-

J—4-

-<m
P=1r:

Gi

-O-^ Of
o-

-o- -»- «*' f

One by one we're com- ing home, each day draw - ing near

______ I_^« <!>

EEz?—

r

&=

-o-bI-

er,

1'^

f^

^h --^^ lEd:

-.gr-rg:—igr-iiir-^ <^^-o—o-'-S—s^—S—d-^<d—i^-

To the gate where loved ones wait, To the home that's dear - er.

• 1* !• •

—

r-^-i—JB

—

'^—r~l* ^^
^ s—r~<^ r "
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®rtt0t tftg^eU to 3tm^.
W. Warren Bentlby.

18—jzijJ

*^—

^

isS-:3^^ĝjj—j=8=^=8zEJ4^m
Oh, trust thy -self
Oh, trust thy -self

Oh, trust thy - self

Oh, trust thy - self

&PS:

.-p_^—

t

=f^

Je - sus
Je - sus
Je - sus

Je - sus

-m- . -•-4=—-t-

When conscious of thy sin,

—

When tempted to trans- gress,
When dai - ly cares per - plex.
As thy spir - it takes its flight,

EEi
p- ^^^

tt-p-'Tw- -v^^

^^^
->r-N

:8=3^=i^ j—j—j

Its hea - vy weight up - on thee, Its might - y power with - in

:

By hast - y word, or an- gry look. Or tlibught of bit- ter-ness:
And tri - fles seem to gain a power, Thy in - most soul to vex

:

From ev - 'ry earth - ly sha - dow. To the land of per- feet light:

e=£xES^^^^E ="&f- s
1

—

VUwU
^ k*

1=r :8±r

This is

This is

Then is

Then is

the hour for plead- ing. His fin- ished work for thee,-

the hour for claim -ing Thy Lord to fight for thee;
the hour for grasp -ing His hand, who walked the sea;
the hour for feel - ing, " Christ has done all for me;"

^; -J—J^-^
tf

=«=g

s
This is the time for sing - ing, " His blood was shed for me.
Then is the time for sing - ing, " He doth de - liv - er me.
Then is the hour for sing - ing, " He makes it calm for me.
Then is the time for sing - ing, " He gives the vie - to - ry.'

J

m
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36 s;t)e ilotic of <S'f)vt&t,
F. A. B. ' The love of Christ which passeth knowledge."—Eph. iii. 19. F. A. Blackmer.

=^—S \

H 1 1-3t

The love of Christ is boundless, It reacheth e - ven
The love of Christ is con - stant, Whate'er doth me be
The love of Christ, how pre- cious ! What can I want be

-»- -P- A -e- . H -p-

me;
tide,

side,

Ul^M -W—

"

:$- s—

r

S=^ itz
:g:

-V-P^

^
:^:l=P

i"jB o o~= o 9 "^—o—"^—agr

The mys - tic tie is stronger Than hu - man love can
His bless - ed presence cheers me, He walk-eth by my
Since all things they in - her - it Who in that love a

g5 ^ i=^rJ * -©-©—o—d-

6-6 ^

be;
side;
bide?

=^R
1-^

:f^

m

:s:

IT

:^^ d-

Be-yond a friend or broth - er. He lov - eth as no oth •

Af - fee - tion nev - er ceas - ing, My soul's de - sire ap- peas
On earth how sweet the sto - ry, 'Twill sweet-er be in glo -

ft—

f

i :fl=^J

er.

ing.

ry.

r
t=:

CHOKUS.

f^=s=5;=v^=K^
!==rH =8: ^a

Wonder- ful love, wonder- ful love, Car-ol it mortals, and angels a- bove

;

H8- m n . -^ -^- -P- -P-* -P-iO-«« «^-P--P- -P-'o -«- o n . -P- -P- P- -P-' -P- 10- o o -> o ^ -P- -P- -P-'

j-^ 3
-J

p O 10— -p O—D—D—p—p—p p P p

-t/—t/—b>—fc/—t/—t/- v=-v-

^- -0--

tr-lr-r-
e

U 1/ \^ \
^ yi y

Won-der - ful love, won- der- ful love. Wonder- ful love of Je - sus.

O ^»- i» m . -P- -P- -P- -P-* -P- -0- a.
-»-Mt !=£& -P^

0-=—o—p-
—O- ±=t
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37 mt iotll ^vun tot one anotfier.
Words adapted. Col. i. 3. I. Baltzeli,.

^^m ^- T^ d—tf—ri
i

1. We will pray for one an- oth - er, we will pray; You are
2. We will pray for one an - oth - er, we will pray, Though we
3. We will pray for one an - oth - er, we will pray, And by
4. Then we'll pray for one an - oth - er, then we'll pray, And we'll

^-¥^
y 4 i>==H>=F^»=^

Hi—p—K-H^

—

^—i^ r \-—^

^^-6—6—6—&—ti
ixi-

-^~^^'M-

-Trt—ri—o-

—I

—
-•—
ZitZ

not alone, my brother, in the way ; For the Saviour's by your side. And the
meet with many tri- als on our way; If we sit at Jesus' feet, When he

faith and pray 'r we'll surely gain the day ; Then we'll lay our armor down, And re-
live and work for Jesus ev'ry day ; When the storms of life are o'er. We will

j:.

H y-—I F— I
1 1/— hf-i

^—

p

-p—

^

-^—u—b*-

r—r"—r-

I 1
1-

hi h/—

L

t/ 1/
v—v

—N-
— 1^ 1 K » :± ^^—d—d—d

—

It

Bi - ble is your guide, If you live by faith and prayer ev -

comes our souls to greet, We will find his promise sure ev -

ceive a fadeless crow/i. We'll receive a cnawn that fades not
meet to part no more, In that hap - py, hap- py home, far

#—P-

©-^rH-T-t

tfc=^-=fe=^=^=^ |±=8^=g==8=^

"CijI •

'ry day.
'ry day.
a - way.
a - way.

^

CHOKUS.

Srt ii dT-d-+

We will pray. We will pray.

We will pray for one an - oth- er, We will pray for one an •

tR=^-

oth- er.

-P-

We will

t= i
Repeat p.

1
for

/

By permission.

an - oth - er, Till

39

all get home.
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O Cg> CD CD O eo <Z)
DO KB MI FA so LA SI



38 Wf)iit tbt SMomtntH HinQtv.
F. A. B. Psalm cxxvi. 6. F. A. Blackmer

:ii=^ t:^^^4^-[^ ii=^

Oh, while the moments lin - ger, There's work for us

Oh, plead not vain ex - cus - es. There's work for ev -

Oh, let us do each du - ty, As God shall make
Our work will soon be end - ed, Our tri - als soon

^ fa=4^
^ ^ -&-

HO-

^iE

do;

one;

plain

;

o'er;

A-^' t^

N-T
N «- -«-

-P- ^t=4=^

The Mas - ter bids us la - bor, And in his cause

There are kihd words to be spo - ken, And kind deeds to

If he shall bless our la - bor, It can - not be

And then we'll rest in glo - ry With Je - sus ev -

be

be

in

true,

done,

vain,

more.

^ ^ -&-

SL2. fj
, a > U L/ L'

fc

CHORUS

Oh, while the moments lin - ger, Oh, while the moments lin - ger,

A PL ^ -^ ^a. -B. p. ^ ^ ^ IB- ^ ^

1 L4J.
f—p—

r

^
EB3
gi§^t=g

There's work to do. There's work to do, There's work for us to do

^ > > >

4=- r-i- -ft- *=4^:

Copyright, 1882, by F. A. Blackmer.
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39 Ef)t ^cnftent.

i
Mrs. Jos. F. Knapp.

fe^^.;g^=^^4fe^g
1. Hum - bly the Pen - i - tent

2. Hark! 'tis the Saviour-Lord

3. Henceforth the Pen - i - tent

+-

Of- fers his earn- est prayer; Now doth his

Call- eth thee from above, Gent - ly he
Liv - eth a- lone to God ; Walks he with

Pi^ -^—

p

ti=: ^»=P
:p=P3=

:^^^^S

^ J-^

:S: li:

x^lE llt^ZZ^

m

yield- ing soul Heavenward re - pair, Say - ing, " From all my heart,

speaketh words Flow- ing with love. Say - ing, " For thee have I

gladsome feet Where Je - sus trod ; Say - ing, " From all my heart,

E =P=
^^
n i:

i—

r

zW--q—

^

i^ -o—>S—o
:3r^ =^^

Sin I dethrone; Saviour-Lord, Saviour-Lord, Be thou my own."

Died to a- tone; Mourning One, Pen- i- tent, Thou art my own."

Sin I dethrone; Saviour-Lord, Saviour-Lord, Thou art my own."

g: -^ -^ -P>-

:pc
P3- l=g: -ig>- pi

CHORUS, ^^w.
,A—-J-

N ^
jdc

-O—O—CD-

Be thou my own. Be thou my own, Saviour-Lord, Saviour Lord, Be thou my own.

1 ^ ^ -®- -•-m6 6 6 jn-

-P=
:fi=^^Ep t^-1
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40 ISt not S^^ou Mtvaitf,
' Let not your heart be troubled."

Rev. J. E. Rankin, D.D. Rev. S. MoRRIso^J.

t mi£^=a—i=i=i-Ei^-4-^jiiri:8^

1. In life's twilight hours, I oft - en hear; In the watches of the night;

2. I once tried, my- self, the thori> - y way ; And I drank the bit - ter cup

;

I 9 p ^ |ft

-p

—

r p -I—^Fr^=F

Words of comfort and of cheer, Waking in my soul de- light: "O my
Let my presence be thy stay ; My strong arm shall hold thee up. Still those

P- HI r>' p
:p-

-^_U

child, be thou not a - fraid ! I am leading thee, gently leading thee , I will

accents so sweet I hear : I am leading thee, gently leading thee. Do not

mn f^

—

Trt^ . 1
1—ri-s=p-

^^Hi
give thee constant aid ; Nor mywork will I forsake,Till in glory thou shalt wake."

fal-ter, do not fear : Formy work I'll not forsake,Till in glory thou shalt wake.

-P- -»- « _

g^E^-̂̂- \/—V- -rr—V-\
V~l^-\ih-V-

"t—tq ^
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41 313s ana bQ.
Anna H. C. Howard. ' That where I am, there ye may be also."

—

^John xiv. 3. F. A. Blackmer.

TTJ^^ N~^-^-
-o-

For the Lord will come a- gain

—

He will ban-ish ev-'ry sigh;

We shall hear his tender tone,

^^ A^

Oh, how glo - ri- ous his reign—

•

Let us lift our heads on high,

We shall be no more a - lone.

s ^TT »-^v-v

Like the sunshine aft - er rain By and by, by and by.

Our
He

redemption draweth
is coming to his

nigh

own
By and by, by
Bj- and by, by

and
and

by.

by.

-P—

P

ifc^

£^>^_:g:l*^J^ -i^- Smf
Copyright, 1879, by F. A. Blackmer. 43



42 a®&o is on ttje %ovt)'H »taef
"Thine are we, David, and on thy side, thou son of Jesse."

Frances R. Havkrgal. i Chron. xii. 18. \V. Warren Bkntlet.

S i I I
' |C J j

S
1

1
1

!^ _^ OV—N-

1. Who is on the Lord's side? Who will serve the King? Who will be his helpers,

2. Not for weight of glo- ry, Not for crown and palm, Enter we the ar - my,

3. Jesus, thou hast bought us. Not with gold or gain, But with thine own life-blood,

4-^
"^^ :p-^_to__^

V-^-T
^—u- 4=»- S:

-W—i<t-M

^e j'^-ft-A
^:-r-'dl4=ajE^ ^ s ^ iv S

If' ^si-
i^^=g±i:izz8izi^=E^ o-JQ—

F

Oth- er lives to bring ? Who will leave the world's side ? Who will face the foe ?

Raise the warrior psalm ; But for love that claimeth Lives for whom he died,

For thy di - a - dem ; With thy blessing fill - ing All who come to thee,

^. ^ ^. ^
--—O—IS

bt

Q-

y^—¥- --^^n-P^5=^=F=P
-.—tt_pim

D, S.—By thy grand redemption, By thy grace di - vine

;

f* ' fi f>

1—I—c
IV—^—f^ 1—

-t
S^—•—JM-«—^-T-®—CU-

Kv Fine, chobtts.

«!-—

I^
-«-

-ri-^-^-g^

Who is on the Lord's side? Who will for him go? Who is on the Lord's side?

He whom Jesus nameth Must be on his side

!

Thou hast made us willing. Thou hast made us free.

:?=:^:F

We are on the Lord's side,—Saviour.we are thine.

^ A ^-=^- X-^-^^S^.
B.C.

i-«- -^
-«-:- -O- -Bi^?=5-d O

j^ -«-T-S^—»-

Who will serve the King ? Who will be his help- ers, Oth - er lives to bring ?

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood. 44
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43 SZFdS 90 3fou matt i
" Behold, now is the accepted time ; behold, now is the day of salvation."

—

R. P. O. 2 Cor. vi. 2. R. Porter Orr.
Tenderly.^ .=t -0-n-

-d~--

A-
T^^-O -d-^ri- PS

1. Why do you wait Out side the gate, There's danger in de-lay;
2. Why stay a- way, Why Ion - ger say, At some con - venient time

;

3. Oh, come to-night. Oh, do not slight The Spir - it's gracious voice
;

4. Be - ware, beware ! Oh, do not dare While now he says there's room

^^=^ :g==S:m 1—

^

3=ZS -F-^-

T"

-=1-0-

m

The gracious call. So free for all, Is on - ly for to - day.

I can - not now To Je - sus bow, While life is in its prime.

Oh, come just now, To Je - sus bow. And make his ways your choice.

His grace refuse. His love a- buse, And seal, a -las! thy doom.

f=^==f
—S-

f=
I

2^:

CHORUS. Expressive.

The Spirit's power. This ve - ry hour Will cleanse you from all

s^-
:^^-:

-V- ^
-o-

f-r
§S

_l

—

.4-^

1=S^I^^= 't=^
--Nm

Oh, heed his knock. The door un- lock, And bid him en - ter

-^-,:gL;^gi_-g-—gi-^j: r r f- ,r ?- -r- p-,

'-t=^ mm -o- JF£EEEE3

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood.
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44 ti %tX Vbt W^ttiinQ so t\n:'
" Let me die at my post !" " Let the meeting go on I" "All is well 1"

Wm. HlWTER, D.D. Lines suggested by the last utterances of Rev. G. D. Kinnear. T. C. O'Kane.

±̂. 7^
1. An old sol- dier I stand, With my sword in my hand, Till I catch the glad
2. " Let the meeting go on !

" I will short- ly be gone ! Let anoth - er the

3. " Let the meeting go on !" When the conquest is won,And the Lord from the

4. When he com-eth to reign, We shall come in his train; To his saints shall the

o- -0-. tt-« -0- -0-* -p- i—
"I" "I

—

1~ -0-* -P- -^ -P-'
'

>-?!- :£ -W:

g -f±:

rn

1^:

summons divine ! Lo, the sig - nal I see! He is waiting for me! "All is

message repeat, " In the blood that was shed, There is life from the dead ; O, ye
opening skies. Shall in glory come down With the long-promised crown.All the
kingdombegiven, With our last labor done, And our last battle won,We shall

t- -O-

i^=^ W^
^^V. •4^

^rt

^ ' d d~

V \ \0> yi

REFRAIN.

fei 3E-S
well!"—I am his!— He is mine! "Let
ransomed, come, bow at his feet!"
sleep - ers in Christ shall a - rise,

shine as the stars in the heaven.

the meet- ing go on !" " Let me

m -p- -^--p-

r '1/ f
tm.

f^ f: f:'f:f:

SnJ-
f^

t -t:_t=-
-»--—•-
-I ^-

^ ^N

-I i—ri
1 n-^O-t

die at my post!" Let me fall in the van of the conquering host! "Let the

-P-i-O—

P

p_i_p_^„

I
;t—ti-f:

-0-=—o—o—o-

"h—fc^—

I

ir-

-H^-^--'
N >

T^

meeting go on !" " Let me die at my post !" "

i
Alliswelll'^ 'All is well T" ^
\ . ^

±ft-»iz-»i\lsz^^-^\
^-^-

»-
-p. f^ r«-cEi-
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45 "$ tJaiJt ^otf)ins to Oo."
" I have fought a good fight."—2 Tim. iv. 7.

Last words of the lamented Kev. Dr. Thos. Guakd, of Baltimore.

Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. W. Warren Bentley.

:^
4J:

-*>
ri-

e—§—«—|:-^—li^

have fought a good fight, I have nothing to do, My foes he has
have kept to the faith, and will cling to his word : His promise is

am read- y to go,— for a voice I can hear ; And yonder my
am read- v to go, I am read - y to go ; To earth I have
-O- -^ ^ -^ -P- i&-

I. I

2. I

3- I

4. I

is:

r
—(\ 1^1 1

I
I

1 -^ ^^ [ M rt rr 1 im—
|^ |

laid at my feet ; I will fear not the grave, he is conquer- or there. My
dear to my heart: For he nev-er, no nev-er his own will forsake, Tho'
Fath-er I see ; He is call- ing me home to the mansions above, Where
bid-den a - dieu; I shall dwell in a city whose streets are pure gold; Its

-f- (-; 1 ^, U-=8: ^_A-A^:p=
:p—-ia"=^s=zt=:

^r ri—=5-
t)

KEFRAIlSr
^—

^

r-i _l _i —' 1 1 L—J j_J

—

ej e-d—ri

=^EE5^_

vict'- ry in him is com - plete.

heaven and earth should de - part,

loved ones are waiting for me.
gates are al- read - y in view.

|y |y

I have nothing to

-o-

do; I am

-t-

g

1
read - y to go ; Sal - va - tion com- plet - ed I

i-J:—1^»=^
see ! I'm ac-

—
'-ti^ti—6—d—6 ii~ti— —6"

•--•-

cept-ed in Christ, and my labors are o'er; In him there is resting for me.
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46 ®9(n El^ou iWCtne iSs^s.

Rev. J. B. Atchinson.
' O God, hear the prayer of thy servant."-

Dan. ix. 17. R. G. Staples.

1. O - pen thou mine eyes, O Lord, To the won- ders of thy word;

2. O - pen thou my lips to praise Thee, who or - ders all my ways;

3 O - pen thou mine ears, to hear Je - sus whisp'ring, "I am near;"

S^ -fc'-

-#-

May I in thy law be - hold Life, and peace, and joys un - told.

Loos - en thou my tongue, to sing Of thy good- ness. Saviour, King.

Make me hear the still, small voice,"Child, fear not, in me re-joice."

I ^ .
]"

-g^ aJ
—9~r? R—;

—

^^=8=
-5/-

-'j^

CHORUS.

==1:

11M
-d-̂
ES=3=a5-zz-E-d

^^^-

Un - to thee, O Lord, I cry,

J^. m
Un - to thee for help I fly;

m
g JtEi:

^
-<§«-

-d-
-o-hri

^(=^:iH
Hear, oh, hear the prayer I make. For thy name andmer-cy's sake.

4 Open thou my heart; oh, come,
Make it now thine earthly home;
Sup with me, thou welcome guest.
Give my weary spirit rest.

5 Open thou the door to heaven
When fhe last earth-tie is riven;
When I rise to dwell with thee.

Open, Lord, the door to me.

From " Fount of Blessing," by per. 48
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47
Rev. W. H. BURRELL

(^omiuQ to 3t^u^*

^ -o-

«

-u- -o- -i>- -0-' ® « 8 :«- ^ -S^^st
^—

*

Jno. R. Swkney.

With ray sin-wounded soul, To be made ful - ly whole, And thy perfect sal-
2. O, how long have I tried To re - sist nature's tide, All in vain have I

3. I thy promise believe, That in thee I shall live, Thro' thy blood shed so
4. To be thme, wholly thine, Precious Saviour divine; With my all con-se-

\ N N
v^^^-[[~rrr^r'rr^ A J TJ * •--i*—•

—

-—•-

va-tion to see
; With my heart stained by sin. To be washed and made clean,

sighed to be free; In myself all undone, 'Neath the waves sinking down,
free - ly for me To ob-tain a pure heart. To secure this "good part,''
crat-ed to thee; To be kept ev'ry hour. By thy love's wondrous power,

Ai -
^

;, dear Saviour, to thee ; With my heart stained by

-—• C
\

1 r^-^-P •

—

^*
I
• ^*—•—

coming

^ N ^ -o-

'i'^-^^.

^^^^m
sin. To be washed and made clean, I am coming, dear Saviour, to thee.

—^ L-.—o—P—hi 1 1 k P—P-l-l?'———h h—tr
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mt>nt mu Efiott f)n\)t me to trof
Acts ix. 6. W. Wakren Bentlet.

Are you willing, my sister, my brother, To work in the field of the Lord ?

In whatev - er path du - ty lead - eth, There go,tho' the way may be dim
;

Say not, I am humble and lowly, And little could do if I would

;

Whatever good work thy hand findeth. That do with the whole of thy might,

-^- —i— -s^-i- :^==f^
-^—^- ^mITT v^-j^V -^ -4-9-

A^^

^ Would you gladly choose, more than another. His service to gain his re - ward ?

Some brother perhaps thy help needeth, A blessing fehalt thou prove to him

;

Remember that Jesus the holy Said-of one," She hath done what she could ;"

For soon, ah, too soon, the day endeth, Then follows the shadows of night

;

|5=fr=t:
=5 :i=^ N-^^^^z:^ -ei-^-

Seeknot for a promi-nent sta - tion, Your zeal or your talent to show,
But should the task seem unavail - ing, The journey both weary and slow.
Some names shall, like stars, shine forever,Which few of this world even know

;

The present time only is giv - en, The past you can never re - new;

SS -©-^ -b*—b^¥—V—V -V—^- -V—
But ask in some humble re- la - tion, "Lord,whatwiltthouhave metodo
Then praj', fearing danger of fail - ing, '"Lord,what wilt thou have me to do

They sought with most earnest endeavor, "Lord,what wilt thou have me to do
Then ask, seeking guidance from heaven,"Lord,what wilt thou have me to do

C :t=:

50



Wf)nt ^llt Et>OU, etc—CONCLUDED
IVi—FV \—FN-J i- l-=T—ft 1 1 ;-,—ft ly—i r N-i—

I

1

—

r

Oh, what wilt thou have me to do, Lord ? Oh, what wilt thou have me to do ?

Let this be thy dai-ly pe - ti - tion, Lord,what wiltthouhaveme todo?

-fiT^ P—^p p p p Si

Hoolt to 3tnn^^
Look unto me and be ye saved."—Psalm xiv. 22. D. B. Towner.

1. Look to Je- sus, burdened pilgrim, Look to Christ theCru-ci-
2. Fal - ter not, tho' clouds of darkness Loom before thee in thy

3. Lean up - on his arms of mer- cy. Trust his ev - er- constant

S=SEB^^gEg=SS
^=Xr-

fied;

way;
care,

m
h^ i

:8: i^ ii=«=r

Cast on him thy load of sor - row, He will shield, whate'er be- tide.

Christ, the ris - en Lord,'s beside thee ; When he speaks the winds o - bey.

Walk be- side him thro' the darkness, To the home so bright and fair.

u. REFRAIN
t\ ft V

3-4E3i|=i:3i3Ete^-S

Look to Je- sus, look to Je-sus, Look to Je - sus; oh, look to him and live

_p_p-A_p_r.p p__p_p_^p -t=-"t=-t=-,

::t:=ic=^:
o- -o-

-i^-ir-

-^—

<

^^^^m
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50 iFtttlg Sfleaft (ov Seaus.
Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. T. C. O'Kank.

1. Oh, free - ly speak for Je - sus,— Pro- claim how great his love;

2. Go, bear a - mid the dark- ness Some beams of gos-pel light,

3. Oh, gent - ly lift the fal - len; Let love her man- tie spread;

4. The small - est act for Je - sus Shall glow with grace di - vine.

1^-

'^ F

^
tell that sweet compas - sion Once brought him from a - bove.

'Till hope shall clear each pathway Now shroud - ed dark as night

Then bear the lost to Je - sus. Who once for sin- ners bled.

And peace that pass- eth knowledge Shall ev - er -more be thine,

IE
(Zt L
:^

i^r

CHORTJS. ^

i=s^N-=1- ———n~

fill thy life with ser - vice. Oh, fill

\L$r=p-^ z^cj=p-=zzpiz=p=:

:

it to the brim;

-»-
X

-Ijffil

jnt

i^=t:|ig-^^ »-^

Christ wrought for thee a bless - ing : Then do thy best

it. . . . -P- J*1 . ^ «

for

^
i^:

-G>

him.

-1^

If-

f^U
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51 S^Oe &t)tltr of a ^ins-
Hattie E. Buell Arr. from Melody by Rev. John B. Sumner.

1. My Fa-ther is rich in houses and lands, He holdeth the wealth of the

2. My Father's own Son, the Saviour of men. Once wander'd o'er earth as the

3. I once was an out - cast stranger on earth, A sin- ner by choice, an

4. A tent or a cot- tage,why should I care? They're building a palace for

-P-f-,^3^1^ ^^

g
^ - 9 p
Jcrp: w eE^ 9—9—9-

=t
-»-=-o—o— -o—o—o— -

world in his hands! Of ru- bies and diamonds, of silver and gold His

poorest of men. But now he is reigning for - ev - er on high. And will

al-ien by birth! But I've been a -dopt-ed, my name's written down,—An
me o - ver there ! Tho' exiled from home, yet, still I may sing : All

fei>
9—9^

^
&&: XI rr^ -p*—-P-

i^Lirtzrii

-«-• -©-

t^5^i

CHORUS.

g^=^—8- ^^^^-hEg;
--f^-Â :

35 IS --N—

N

cof-fers are full,— he has riches un-told.

give me a home in heaven by and by.

heir to a man-sion, a robe, and a crown,

glo-ry to God, I'm the child of a King.

I'm the child of a King, The

g3^ r> bo o
^=3- ^

vn
4B: ^^

child of a King; With Je-sus my Saviour I'm the child of a King.

^1^ Frr=f=
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52 &nls ^tUtitt,
Rev. J. B. TuTTi-K. Mark v. 36. E. O. EXCEI,L.

N ^ N N [s ^

1

.

Sinner, the Saviour is calling for thee,Will you his message of mercy receive ?

2. Rest not on works for they never will save.'Tis in believing that life he will give;

3. Rest not on feeling, but trust in the blood, Jesus will never, no never deceive

;

4. Will you not look to him now and be bless'd? Look this moraent,he'll freely forgivej

te-nttt^i
y 1/ u u

l-r ^^^P^^.^ m^^

Throw off the burden and come unto me, All that I ask of you, On- ly believe.

No other way but his way can you have. All that he asks of you. On- ly believe.

Trusting in feeling can do you no good, All that he asks of you. On- ly believe.

Burdens will fall and thy soul will find rest,All that he asks of you,Only believe.

CHORUS.

i^:=1=:
^^=,3=i=r=Fn5 ^ gl gl

6 Bl~tV~<^ O ^ '

~^^t-^
Fall at his feet, his mer-cy entreat; See how he waits to free-ly forgive;

#—f»-

fefeEfe^ P P P -f^ -»—P-
fcttz

=e=F=FF=? FFf -1—t^

Bid him come in, he'll cleanse you from sin
; Joyfully say, Now, Lord, I believe.

^^eE J^J^-^- p-ft—

^

JU^-

1
U U t** I 1/

From " Sacred Echoes," by per.

v—u—u-
U 1/ 1/
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53 OT8at of ttje iFutttref
I asked a dear one, " What of the future ?" He

Mrs. M. Bliss Wilson.^m^mm
repUed, " It is all dark."—M. B. W.

Wm. G. Fischer.

-01 •-«-
-^

-t^aj-

^
1. What of the future, my broth- er,-

2. What of the future, my broth- er?

3. What of the future, my broth- er?

4. What of the future, my broth- er?

"^ N ^ N |N -1^

- Af- ter this world and its strife?

Can you not see thro' the gloom
Get thyself read- y to - night,

Turn not a- way from the love

ifo;^
1^1

Is there no light for thee yon - der, Bright'ning the on-coming life?

Veil- ing the pathway be- fore you? Is it all dark in the tomb?
Fear-ing that God's Holy Spir - it, Griev- ed and sad, takes his flight.

Of the dear Saviour, who draws thee To him, and mansions a- bove.
^ ^
I ^^^ N N -I^ Sm^ ^-d—

d

:t t± ^ESEEI
t:

te
CHORUS.

Ppi±=8-^%i^ l-t^

Make thyself read- y, my broth -er,

-O-' -O- i»- -O- -fr- -o- -o- ^>

Read - y to meet the dear Lord,

^£ES3 -©—©—a—

>—b"-
i:^
-b*-

B
it ft |r> ^ -»—o—©—»-

-i^—V- 1^1

Knowing that soon he will call you,—Call you to meet your re - ward.

¥^^
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54
A. S. KlEFFER.

SaSt ate ^ou J^eaD^ f
" Therefore be ye also ready."—Matt. xxiv. 44. , C O'Kane.

E33E?33 3=3
-St

—«--—©-

1. Should the death an - gel knock at thy cham - ber, In
2. Ma - ny sad spir - its now are de - part - ing In

3. Ma - ny redeemed ones now are as - cend - ing In
.^..^.ft. -p- ^ ^ . .(». ^ .^ .p.^t± ^- --K

the still

to the
to the

Js^=P= ^-t --t==t^

:j{^~j~~ji
gl

(»~
l

watch of to - night,

world of des - pair;
mansions of light

I

I
o—r-o-^a

Say, will your spir - it pass in - to torment,
Ev - 'ry brief moment brings your doom nearer;
Je - BUS is pleading, pa - tiently pleading.

Or to the land of de - light?

Sin - ner, O sin - ner, be - ware

!

O let him save
-P-' -P- -P- -^-

U ^ U l'

Say, are you read - y ?

Oh, are you read - y

-»--—m—I* o m-

1/ U
If the death an - gel should call ? .

should call?

-O- -©- _ I, ^
I

jgi—f:-_ti p r -r -»- •
-«'-

:t:

:^=p:

f=fU I

JV-A—N—

N

J—T

—

1

^ ^ J [ 81 • ai Tr

S=1

Say, are you read-y ?

.p-. A -^- -P-

-p'—k-

are you read-y ? Mercy stands waiting for all.

-O- -^ -^ a ---~-

-O—e—lO—O—O—(9-rP "EEE
-V—\>^

:a
'rm=t-

—

p

p—

p

I

—

-h)-\=/i—ft

By permission. 56
c:) 00 CD CD CD © <Z)
DO RB MI FA so LA SI



55 iitffolit ti)t iivitftsvoom.
" And at midnight there was a cry made, Behold, the bridegroom cometh : go ye out

R. E. H. to meet him."—Matt. xxv. 6. R. E. Hudson.

1. Are you ready for the Bridegroom When he comes, when he comes? Are you
2. Have your lamps trimm'd and burningWhen he comes,when he comes; Have your
3. We will all go out to meet him When he comes,when he comes ; We will

4. We will chant al - le - lu-ias When he comes,when he comes ; We will

^—s , lO-' -o- -1^ -ah -0-"

^g44. f-f=p:^-r' T I

-1—r-r-f=Ff==-t=^
-o-

I,

t f^rztz

i^s^i=3-^
3Ilz:

-^—si-
I

readyforthe Bridegroom When he comes,when he comes,Behold ! he cometh!
lamps trimm'd and burningWhen he comes,when he comes,He quickly cometh!

all go out to meet him When he comes,when he comes; He surely cometh 1

chant al - le - lu- ias When he comes,when he comes; Lo 1 now he cometh

!

lSi£ "-^

-0-.

-1=- r rF-rl 1 1 1 ^r»-r—s

—

B—?—

r

Z».6".—Behold ! he cometh!

Fine.

be- hold! he
he quick -ly
he sure - ly

lo! now he

cometh ! Be robed and read - y, for the Bridegroom comes.
cometh, O soul, be read - y when the Bridegroom comes,
cometh ! We'll go to meet him when the Bridegroom comes,
cometh ! Sing al - le - lu - ia ! for the Bridegroom comes.

^ , -0- -O- « -«- -P- -(— -F- -i»-

be - hold ! he cometh ! Be robed and read - y, for the Bridegroom comes.

CHORUS, D. S.

Behold the Bridegroom,forhecomes,forhe comes!
Behold the Bridegroom.for he comes,for he comes!

|> -O-^j-^y-HO- -o- -0-*-0--0^^^^^mmm
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56 ts^ijtst ntt ©omtti^ to tfte Saviour*
J. H. K. J. H. KUKZENKNABB.

:±^-
-h—^-

=j=8t=8t =i=§=i iv—^--p
1. They are coming to the Saviour! seethe mighty gos-pel throng, With the
2. They are coming! see the heralds bringing tidings from a- far, How the
3. They are coming ! far-off A - sia, too, is turning un - to God, Her own
4. They are coming from Austral-ia, too, the tidings glad resound : From her

-»—©—»—»—o y-^3EEE W==P- i tn :^=i:

•V

:f^=1t

—hB—o—»-"
H —^

—

a—~N- -^-^-

^ - p̂3^^3eIeE

m

watchword of Salvation full and free ; And the light of truth shall conquer till it

gospel claims the homage of our race, Of the conflict that is rag- ing o- ver
shasters she rejects,and sheaths her sword; And on Afric's sunny borders they have
sandy isles her children greetings bring: And our own beloved Amer - i - ca sends

"^ P- -^ « « « '&-- -*-
-|
>- _ "

I*"
1*" "P" "^

=M=E
-V—y- -i/—w- B=

I^ZZJE

^-
1^=^

:^-d=
l=i=i=l=^=^

:S3Ea'
inr:

^^^^S
ban - ish ev - 'ry wrong, Till its banner floats o'er ev- 'ry land and sea.
Eu-rope's love- ly shore, Where her millions feel the power of saving grace,
rent their chains of blood, And with fervent heart receive the blessed word,
news the world around How the earth with joy receives her Saviour King.

1=E
--fl-

-V—

:6zi_-te-.=ift:
f- -fa- -p- -p- -p. -«-.

4^

—

U u—U

—

V—FP~^~F

CHORUS

They are com - - ing to the Saviour,
coming, coming, coming

Com
Coming,

- - - ing to
coming, coming

be free,

'^ u u u

.

They are com - - - ing to the Say- lour,
coming, coming, coming
-•- -e- -•- -•- --

^EE f-f- f

To
Coming

the gospel ju - bi - lee.

ms> \

-t^̂-k V-^—u- -V—^
ii \^

From " Peerless Praise," by per. 58
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57
C. C. McCabb.

Stw 3iLo J^or^*
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

^E3^5^E^a^
1 —

I

1 W j^^ w 1-

Td—6—cd"—ri~^ CD"

1. When did ev - er words so ten-der Fall on mor-tal ears be- fore,

2. Je - sus spake, and then the pow-er Of his great sal - va - tion came;
3. " I will know the way thou tak-est Till thou stand on Canaan's shore;

id:^^-
4=t E

ipzzp: ^—p—f»-=?^=
^—f»-

:^Mt &=S=@±:
f-f-f-r-r-r-r

—I a 1-

^=3:=:^i=^:
=^= 1s

As the bless - ed words of Je - sus,
—

" Go
All the bonds of sin were broken : Glo
Nev - er, nev - er will I leave thee ; Go

:p=?c=F

thy
• ry

!

thy
I

way,
glo
way,

^m^
and
-ry!
and

3L=

<D ^
sin no
to his

sin no

Td'
more."
name,
more."

T^g ^31

^
=P3:

r

Pardoned ! oh, that word
Rise,- forgiven, O child
From the world I will

of rap-ture! As
of sor- row ; Rise,

not take thee Till

I knelt at Mercy's door,
for lo! thy light hath come;
the bat - tie strife is o'er

;

?=iS=B=^4:§=S=^=^ :^M»-^ -ft-

1

td=
=^-
-td-

zS^=i=l33:^
Td—d- i^e^cd—

d

^ ^

^
Burdened with my sin and sor- row,—"Go thy way, and sin no
Put thy beauteous garments on thee ; Take tliy staff, and journey
From its e - vil I will keep thee ; Go thy way, and sin no

^^=P=J-- J_4 B^ ?3:

more.'
home.'
more.'

it: X: W ^=^

4 O the fight! I've learned to love it,

For the victory is mine

;

In the cross of Christ I glory,
Triumphing in love divine.

O the dawn of heaven's glory!
O the day that has no night!

O the sun that finds no zenith!
O the host in raiment bright

!
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5 O, the King who dwells among them
In his beauty I shall see;

Heav'n shall ring with loud hosannas
Unto him who died for me.

But, 'mid all the joys of heaven,
I will ne'er forget the hour

When my Saviour said, " Forgiven!
Go thy way, and sin no more."
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58 ?^ols, Pfols, fkolvi !

"They rest not day and night, saying. Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty."—Rev. iv. 8.

Reginald Hbber. John B. Dykes.

:q=:q=

W^

^—

^

^-

3t
Ti -ft

1. Ho - ly, ho
2. Ho - ly, ho
3. Ho - ly, ho
4. Ho - ly, ho

P^l

ly,

ly,

ly,

ly,

ly

!

Loriho - ly

!

Lord God Al - might - y

!

ho - ly

!

all the saints a - dore thee,
ho - ly

!

though the darkness hide thee,
ho - ly

!

Lord God Al - migh - ty

!

.^ZZ^ ~^ hpt

—I-

-^
:=^

^:
-ri-

Grate- ful - ly a - dor - ing our song shall rise to

Cast - ing down their golden crowns a - round the glass - y
Though the eyes of sin- ful man thy glo - ry may not
All thy works shall praise thy name in earth, and sky, and

thee

;

sea;

P±fc=^
^^-3—»-

-\=^

-ri^g-
:-_^

r^J-

Cher-u- bim and se - ra - phim fall-ing down be - fore thee.

On - ly thou art ho - ly, there is none be - side thee
Ho - ly, ho - ly, ho - ly ! mer-ci - ful and might - y

!

P^^E=E -P»- ±1
-^A
-"P3= C3_

God in three
Which wert and
Per - feet in power,
God in three per" -

3t
^W-

r^-

per
art

:^

sons,

and
in

sons,

-pi-

bless - ed Trin - i - ty

!

e.v - er - more shall be.

love and pur - i - ty.

bless - ed Trin - i - ty

!

:si_
-PL

60
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59 iStntntt) ti)t 3SIeeQtn^ SbiHt.
" He was wounded for our transgressions."-

Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. Isaiah liii. 5.

^^^Efe=s^§i^^
A. Barringer.

~ --I-.

htt^

f
rzf

G3-

1. Come, stand beneath the bleeding side, Beneath thecrim-son flow;

2. Oh, lift with rev'rent hand the veil That shrouds the Saviour's face,

3. He drinks the dregs, the bit - ter dregs, Of all this cup of woe,

M 4zi—^-^fi^t-^-

:p=P=
f^
<D-

& @
cn

-[-—

r

f^
cz>-

pi-

-CD-

:8: i^^^^^'^^E^E^
Come see the wounds thy sins have made,—Their cruel na - ture know.

That hides the Father's lov - ing smile, And brings such sore disgrace.

That we might taste of heavenly bliss, And thirst might nev- er know.

ms :p=
f^^E

fs-
3t:5=?E

F p(:^

KEERAIN.

Be- hold! be- hold! the Sav-iour dies, A sac- ri - fice for thee!

:^3=^
W'-

&=§: JCD-
-ICS>-^

-CD- .5 Î

/> r**-

Hast thou no heart, no kind re -turn, For love so full, so free?

^^^epi^lf^P
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60

. J. E. Rankin, D. D

(©6, let S&t in.
' Behold, I stand at the door and knock."—Rev. iii 20.

W. Warren Bbntley.

ipzzp:

I want thy heart, I waiting stand, And knock,and knock with nail-scarred hand,

These scars, these scars I bear for thee. For thee I met death's a - go - ny ,•

Wilt thou not hear? I then must go, And leave thee to thy coming woe;

^ ^?=^
^^

^E^r I
1- -^^-=T^

Seek-ing ad- mis- sion there to reign ; Oh, let me in! oh, let

And do'st thou cleave to earth and sin? Oh, let me in ! oh, let

Thou'lt stand without,—and I within,—And plead in vain. Oh, let

^ ^
-ft- -]0- -|B- -I"*- -?- -8- -P- -»--©-

d 6

me in

!

me in

!

me in

!

^m^ ^

EEFRAIlSr.^ ^-t- ^—^^-
t:

g=zi-^^=^^=|-y=ji
^zz^- j=N=s=r

t)
Did'st thou not know I died for thee, Poor soul, up- on Mount Cal-va-ry?

M:
-P. .fl- p- ^O-

=fe
-P^ A A

i^ti=)t
A -P^ A

•V—u-
:±z: r~r-?-

rit.

SE
r^

g^ig

I'll cleanse thy heart, thy heart of sin; Oh, let me in! oh, let me in!

Jf>, J>- jpL ^. -p. 41. J^
fi- -^- -P- -P- ^

:?^^
t=trt=«

-^—

h

-»-

^p_o
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61 Wt>tn 08aU X tome to 3t^us f

Rev. E. A. Hoffman. Rev. ROBT. LOWRT.

^ ^

1. When shall I come to Je - sus, And .at his footstool bow?
2. When shall I cease from sin - ning, And turn from earth a - way ?

3. When shall I go to Je - sus, And pay my sol-emnvow?

y;, i7 b s
"

<^^ J:
^- -P^ m

I

i^ i .^^j>-

»
I'll come and plead his mer - cy, Just

I'll set my faCe t'ward heav - en, To
I'll go and bring my ofF'r - ing, Just

1 ! ^ ^

±: -V-

J=£

CHORUS.

^^PS
Oh, bless me, seal me, save me,

:|:

T
To - day,

n _—i-m-

g

to - day.

PB
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62 K mu iFouoto mtt.
E. A. H. Rev. E. A. Hoffman.

J--JJ—
J-

-&-
-\--—

^

t=t-
1§=aa

1. Lead me forth, O blessed Je - sus!

2. Lead me forth, O blessed Je - susl

3. Lead me forth, O blessed Je - sus

!

4. Lead me high-er still and high - er,

5. Lead me forth, O blessed Je - sus!

Out of darkness, out of night,

Leaving all my doubts and fears,

In - to full - er, clearer light,

Draw me near-er, near- er thee;

With a clear eye, fixed a - bove

^EZipE;

i^rife:

tr^P

:p:

:t=::

sE^iEjEEs: -^i^rti=r=s=r=t^
In - to life and love e - ter - nal, In - to joy and in - to light.

Leaving all my sins and sor- rows, Leaving all my griefs and tears.

Where the sunshine of thy presence Falls up- on my in - ner sight.

Touch my heart with love and fit me, Lord, thy faithful child to be.

On the crown that now is wait - ing In the Par - a - dise of Love.

^r-r-w-H" f* 1" !"—i-^ rn a . a WS
CHORUS

I will take my cross and fol - low, I will take my cross and

4=—-t- -t P-
;t=^:.-^qft=z^

=r-=r

=t ^^ 4 N—

\

s^E^=^^t^^E^mm^^m •fli—

c

fol- low, I will take my cross and fol-low, I will follow on- ly thee.

By permission.
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63 J^vittiua ^"mnS'
Words arr. by H. R. Teickett. J. H. ROSECRANS.

5s¥
it

1. Drift -ing a - way, drift- ing a - way, Leav-ing the har-borand
2. Drift - ing a - way, drift - ing a - way. Drift - ing still far- ther and
3. Drift - ing from shore, drift - ing from shore, Leav - ing the Sav- iour to

4. Drift - ing a - way, drift - ing a - way ; Broth - er, we beg you, trust

r P r
. n "^^^s ^m

i
vJ

calm, qui - et bay, Spurn-ing the prom - ise that

far - ther each day. Far - ther and far - ther,—far

come back no more, Hard'ning the heart un - til

Je - sus to - day ; Come to the Sav- iour,—oh,

m5=*=r

Je-
out
mer
wan-
&-'

sus has
to the
cy is

der no
-®-

-t=-

given,
sea,

—

past,

more;

*
^T=^ 3=E

î U=fc=in -e-

s s

Leading to par- don, to peace, and to heaven, And oh, as I see
Leaving no hope for your spir - it with me. Re - sist- ing the Spir

Whelmed in the tempest to per - ish at last ; Yes, spurning the Sav-
Drift- ing a - way 3'ou are lost ev - er- more ; For oh, as I watch

-»-• n J -P- -o- o -^ 10-

you,
- it

iour
you,

i=t: ;s: i -*-=—•-

I b u

day
day
day
day

af-ter day,
af - ter day

;

af - ter day,
af - ter day.

I feel and I know j'ou are drift -ing

I know, yes, I know you are drift -ing

I know, yes, I know you are drift -ing

I feel and I know you are drift -ing

way.
way.
way.
way.

-»- -»-

E^ :p=p: -P-

'P^.
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64 Sttall K lie SatieO ti)=ni!fyti
Fanny J. Crosby. " Look unto me, and be ye saved."—Isa. xlv. 22. Mrs. M. Bliss Willson.

-\-^ 1=1:
CT=r 3t 3t i ^ ^a^i^t i^

1. Je- sus is pleading with my poor soul, Shall I

2. Je- sus was nailed to the cross for me, Shall I

3. Je- sus is knocking at my poor heart, Shall I

4. What if that voice I should hear no more. Shall I

be saved to - night ?

be saved to-night?
be saved to-night?
be saved to - night ?

-o- -o- -o-

:^i^s
-^ S^:^ r^—^1=^

:fe=F^--

P

3!^ ^^=
If I believe, he will make me whole, Shall I be saved to

How can my heart so un- grate -ful be? Shall I be saved to
What if his Spir- it should now de- part? Shall I be saved to
Quickly I'll o - pen this bolt - ed door. Save me, O Lord, to

night ?

night?
night?
night

!

Tender- ly, sad- ly I hear him say, How can you grieve me from day to day?
Now he will save me by grace di- vine. Now, if I will, I may call him mine;
O- ver and o- ver his voice I hear. Sweetly it falls on my list'ning ear;
Blessed Redeemer, come in, come in. Pi - ty my sorrow, forgive my sin,

^ -^ -p- ^ ^. -P- ao- e -^1-&^
r
^ R-

I I I

jr=j-tk=j^i^g3=:^^ =1

Shall I go on in the old, old way, Or shall I

Can I the pleasures of earth re-sign? Oh, shall I

Shall I re-ject him—a friend so dear? Oh, shall I

Now let thy work in my soul be - gin. For I

-p- -O- ^0- -|0- -f>- -O- -\— 4=- :^

be saved to-night?
be saved to-night?
be saved to-night?

will be saved to-night?

IH^"^=t
H^
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65 ?^n\)t fiott not u Wovtf tov 3tnuH ?

Frances R. Havergal. Warren W. Bentley.

I. b
Have you not a word for Je - sus? Will you now his love pro- claim?
He has spok- en words of blessing, Par- don, peace and love to you.
Have you not a word for Je-sus? Some perchance while you are dumb.
Yours may be the joy and hon- or Some poor ransomed soul to bring,

_t=_t: r 9^—P-H=—-"P-4=—P-r(E>—

r

Refrain.—Have you not a word for Je - sus ? Will you now his love pro- claim ?

Fine.

^±I^rte^-:^:=^-^E4!=«4

Who will speak if you are si- lent, You who know and love his name?
Glorious hope and gracious comfort, Strong and tender, sweet and true

;

Wait and wea - ry for your message. Hoping you will bid them come;
Jew - els for the cor - o - na- tion Of your com - ing Lord and King

;

-•- .

9—P-

^m-. ^^^^^
Who will speak if you are si- lent. You who know and love his name ?

rfTftg^^^ig^^^^
You whom he hath called and chosen His own wit - ness-es to be,
Does he hear you tell- ing oth- ers Something of his love un- told,

Nev - er tell - ing hidden sorrows, Ling'ring just outside the door,
Will you cast a - way the gladness Thus your Master's joy to share,

-•-• -•- -•-

s -t:-a=-

1=H^
ErzP:
'^ pc-:&-

^ B.C.

-^—d-

Will you tell your gracious Master, "Lord, we can-not speak for thee?"
O - ver-flow-ings of thanksgiving, For his mercies man - i - fold?

Long-ing for your hand to lead them In - to rest for- ev - er- more.
All because a word for Je- sus Seems too much for you to dare?

tog^jfejjzj

By permission.
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66 HLG Speafe to J^e, 3tm^. Dr. H. L. GiLMouR.

Speak to me, Je - sus, I'm far from thy fold ; Far from kind friends, that so
2. Speak to me, Je - sus, in tones that so oft, In sickness and sor- row, so

3. Speak to me, Je - sus, oh, tell of thy power. Mighty to save, when my
4. Speak to me, Je - sus, thy Spir- it im- part, To strengthen, to comfort, and

(V _ « „ -p- -o- -p- p- -o- • -p- -o- -0- -P- « _ -0n « ~ "M" "»*" f*^ f~ 1" f^ "^ f*^ f^ A
-r^ T-0—¥-fi *—-^ Q P—pi

~
1 1—r-L—r' 1 ^

i4—^--1^-

3E S3t
-^-

m

I
-6- -6- ~ -O- -O- 1/

of - ten have told That sto - ry so sim - pie, so kind and so free, Oh,
ten - der and soft. Did gen - tly admon - ish in Beth - a-ny's home. Oh,
wand'ring's are o'er; I seek now for par - don, in pen - i- tence wait. Oh,
cheer my weak heart ; Thy voice I have heard, and thy blood is applied ; Oh,

-O- a . -O- • -|0- iP- « _ -^ -|0- g, ^
igznS- -^

^=t ^- V=^- -v—v- :^
D.S.—get not thy blood, that from sin makes so free ; Oh,

Fine,. chorus.
^^=^-

i—1

—

speak
speak
speak
help

t=E^=]iSEi;
-%-'-

w -O- -G>
to me, Je - sus, I'll lis- ten to thee,
to me, Je - sus, to thee I will come,
to me, Je - sus, before 'tis too late,

me, dear Saviour to live at thy side.

Speak to me.

m.
-p-

^-

-»-

Speak to me, speak to me,

-o- -o- -o- -o- -o- -o-

:t=:
-! 1— :t

±:
:fi=B
iJ \- l-r l-T-

—

I

1 1—

r

speak to me, Je - sus, I will come to thee.
(3d verse.)—I now come to thee.

( 4th verse.)—I have come to thee.

^ U i^ i^

s-=1-

t3: x^

Je

-o-

sus, speak . . . from a
speak to me, speak from a

-A- -O-
-O—O O—O

1 «h

- p^ ^ ^ ^ n -1

bove, Tell . . . of thy
bove Tell of thy hands.

-O- ^
-o- mi—M-

U 1/ ^/ ^
-©- -©-

-V—u u i^
-

D.S.

3=H
-&- 3t 3t

hands
tell

P P P
)> y 1/ rrrr

3ES

-J^

1 1 1// U L/ ^ - - .

of thy side, . . . and thy love; . . . For-
of thy side, tell of thy hands, of thy side, and thy love

;

r ^ r-
3s:

d^ ^ -^ ^
-9

—

&- -&-

-b'—t/—V—b^
-=! =1—

rrg"rT"g=^FFn' ±=3z#
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67 ^i}tn Kt)tt.

tt-^—. J L-

Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

w^ mtfc:p-tt^

^
-o-' -a- •" w .0.. -o- -«-

1. Hark, the Saviour's voice from heaven Speaks a par - don full and
2. See the heal - ing fountain, springing From the Saviour on the

3. Hear his love and mer-cy speaking," Come and lay thy soul on

4. Come, then, now—to Je - sus fly-ing, From thy sin and woe be

^ N N m. m. m. ^ fi •

free;

tree,

me;
free:

^^ izza
trr? r^-

IE

rr ^F^^

-*4- s
J=i

3t 3^:
A^ '—

N

5^=3t

-^
Ht

-0-

Come, and thou shalt be for- giv - en. Boundless mer - cy flows for thee.

Par- don, peace, and cleansing bringing ; Lost one, loved one, 'tis for thee.

Though thy heart for sin be breaking, I have rest and peace for thee."

Burdened, guilt- y, wounded, dy- ing, Glad-ly will he welcome thee.

^
E-ven thee, e-ven thee, Boundless mer - cy flows for thee

:

E-ven thee, e-ven thee. Boundless mercy flows for thee:

-0--0-0-: -»-)—!»- J

.

-o-#Ei
'r-\ ^ 1 y-H 1-Z&^ 5=t:

ife
rit.

iw^ ^
r ^

1

V

E- yen thee, e - ven thee, Boundless mercy flows for thee.

E- ven thee, e - ven thee.

£±=5= iJ^AtXff^t

ff
5 Every sin shall be forgiven,

Thou through grace a child shall be;
Child of God and heir of heaven.
Yes, a mansion waits for thee.

Even thee, etc.

6 Then in love forever dwelling,
Jesus all thy joy shall be.

And thy song shall still be telling

All his mercy did for thee.

Even thee, etc.

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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68 & ^avutHnt.
F. W. Faber. J. Barnbt.

^^^^^£ tg±l
r T ^

1. O Par - a-dise! O Par - a- dise ! Who doth not crave for rest?

2. O Par - a- dise ! O Par - a- dise ! The world is grow - ing old

;

3. O Par - a-dise! O Par - a-dise! I great -ly long to see

4. Lord Je - sus, King of Par - a- dise, Oh, keep rae in thy love.

-^ tzf: 4=-
-0- -e

3^ -?e:

W4^
|Q_

i^^^^^M%—rt^ST-g-a-Tj

m

Who would not seek the hap - py land Where they that loved are blest?

Who would not be at rest and free Where love is nev - er cold?

The special place my dear - est Lord In love prepares for me.

And guide me to that hap - py land Of per - feet rest a - bove

!

j3o
o . a H^ o

-»' -»- o :®^ -^ o -^ t^^ sL^fg

—

fl- k :6rf^S 1*-

ref:^in
I

—I-

-o- ^
Where loy - al hearts and true Stand ev - er in the light,

Where loy - - - - al hearts and true

U^-T-d J-'~]~p> I^E3[ ?=F=ie=^[

-»- ^
r=T

i
I r

Iv sight.All rap - ture thro' and thro', In God's most ho

.—o— o—« «—^ ^ dn.

^—

r

-o- =P=S=
-o- ^m^

70



69 BetiUfe ^o^^iQf^t
" How long halt ye?"—i Kings, xviii. 21.

Slow and with expression.

W. A. Spencer.

Some go a- way from the house to-night,

Some will go out from the house of pray'r,

Some will go out from the house to-night,

Wait-ing a mo - ment more for thee,

Pu - ri- fied from sin

:

Harden'd by de - lay,

Full of trust in God,
Je - sus still en - treats

;

Chorus.—Go- ing a- way from Christ to-night, A-way from his loving care

;

Fine.

P=8=2'
"

1 b I b
" l"^l

Oth-ers re-ject the precious light, And go a-way un - clean:
Yielding to Sa - tan's lur - ing snare, Will hopeless turn a - way

:

Hap- py in heart, made pure and white. By Je - sus' precious blood

:

Soon will the knocking end - ed be, That now thy closed heart beats:

4=-4=i-^^ ^- x=^

fcii

1^^ =^

Go - ing a - way from bless- ed light. To darkness and des - pair.

:a=P=S=^^
Lov-ing-ly still

Nev - er-more shall

Go not a - way.
Stay, sin- ner, stay

-o-

the Sav - iour stands, Plead-ing with thy
the Spir - it plead At the bolt - ed
poor wand'rer, stay Till thou too art

at Mer - cy's door, Seek the o - pen

^SVho-4)-

^

heart;
door;
free I

gate;

rf
B.Q.^̂ m^̂ ^ffi

Patient- ly knocks with his bleeding hands, Unwill-ing to de - part.
Now is the hour of thy soul's great need, 'Tis now or nev - er - tnore.
Walking with Christ life's hap- py way, Most bless ed ehatt thou be.
Sinner, de - cide, lest hope be-o'er, And thou ^ouldst be too late.

trfffiS f ^̂̂ --
t^

By permission.
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70 f^t ()»« @ome.
" Rejoice greatly, O daughter of Zion ! Behold, thy King cometh 1"

—

Mrs. J. H. Knowles. Zech. ix. 9. Mrs. Joseph F. Knapp.

=1:^4
=sr=i^4=ia i^: r%^ !ii:±zV;

I ^ <^ S^ " ^ ig: ^.:_:5>
1. He has come! He has come! my Re-deem- er has come, He has
2. He has come! He has come! My Love and my Lord, Ev - 'ry

3. He has come! He has come! O hap -pi- est heart, He has
4. He has come to a - bide, and ho - .ly must be The

^^^m t -k--

^=EMi ^E^. i^:
#^d—d- 33 3=izi a Er? 7^:

tak - en my heart as his own chosen home ; At last I have giv- en the
thought of my being is swayed by his word ; He has come ! and he rules in the
giv - .en his word that he will not depart; No trou- ble can en - ter, no
place where my Lord deigns to banquet with me ; And this is my prayer, Lord,

« -o- -o- N ^ -©-• A ^
:2=8:i=8: ir -P—o- ^.

-•r--

=B= 3tZZ!tt

welcome he sought; He has come and his coming all gladness has brought,
realm of my soul, And his seep - tre is love! oh, bles-sed control!
e - vil can come To the heart where the God of peace has his home,

since thou art come. Make meet for thy presence my heart as thy home!

--»-
^=|!^g|=|=|=t=|

V- .^^^
t:
-V—y'

CHORUS.
-4 4j-J—J5^--|-r-l_A-^-J-—H-r^J

Joy! joy is mine, My Saviour divine Comes to abide with me, with me.

3T^ft__0^

§
Comes to abide, ev-er to abide, My own loving Saviour abideth with me.

« . ^ -G)- ^ ^
I

-o--o-

-I b"—1--

-H 1 1—o- r-«—o—0—1—n—>—r^—0-7-^—o-r-
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71 ©oltien ?§arj>0 uvt Sountrttt^.
F. R. H. F. R. Havergal.

4-*—*-a^-«-Fy—

^

53Zflt I3ES S^:

Golden harps are sounding, Angel voices ring, Pearly gates are o-

He who came to save us, He who bled and died, Now is crowned with

Praying for his chil- dren In that blessed place, Calling them to

pened,

gladness

glory,

t:^f^
— ^ O- -CD-

te ^ t^
-^±^
^=^ p ^

T—lr-r
5^Ee^^:^31=^3:

Opened
At his

Sending

for the King, Christ, the King of Glo-ry, Jesus, King of Love,

Father's side. Never more to suf - fer, Nev- er more to die,

them his grace ; His bright home preparing, Little ones, for you

;

^ ^ ts?

g. -^
t?> t=i

C3: P—

¥

"1—t—

r

CHORUS.

^^ I^55 3t=S^

TT
Z3: L«^=
•CD- I W I -CD-

Is gone up in tri - umph To his throne above. All his work is end - ed,

Je-sus, King of Glo - ry, Is gone up on high.

Je-sus ev- er liv - eth, Ev- er loveth too.

m i=tjL g fe—-j@

—

pyn. p zxi^m -I
1-

i 4^^^^^fei
t»f- -r-^

Joy- ful- ly we sing; Je-sus has as- cend - ed ! Glo-ry to our King!

4:1-

n ii zpsz ^^ r"> r
-
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H. L.G.
jE'U 00 to myt Jfntt^tt.

-J—;

^1
T i^

Dr. H. L. GiLMOUR.

^^j-^ ^=
^=3=3 -© ^is

3= ^^
1. Away from friends, from home, and God, A wayward child I wander'd; How
2. In that old home a lov - ing hand Provides with care so ten - der, That
3. Oh ! could I hear the merry laugh, Throughout the homestead ringing ; The

dark, and cheerless was the scene, When substance all was squandered ; Now
if I go, con- fess my guilt. He'll par-don an of- fend - er ; So,

dead's a - live, the lost is found, And sadness turned to sing - ing. Oh

!

hun- ger stared me in the face, My thoughts I tried to gath - er, And
trembling-ly I homeward turned. With conscious weight of sadness, But
come, ye wand'rers far from God, Ac- cept the grace that's proffer'd. No

A^
com - ing to my - self, resolved To seek
when jny Fath - er's lips I press'd My sor -

long - er stay where fam - ine reigns. For par-

4^ ^ ^ \

^=?=^@^=§=«—Gi

my home and Fath - er.

row turned to glad - ness.
don now is of - fer'd.

SEEE e ?3:

P^
S J^ -pi e

r1—

f

CHORUS.

I'll go to my Father, this moment I'll go, Perhaps

mfe ^t^m
he will come out to meet me,

-O—CD---i?- ^
1

—

u-r-
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K'll flO to mg jFatfiWr.—CONCLUDED.

ti i:Sl=:^ I3 ^ r?
^-^

d 6 d»ri tf 6 cJ.

Confessingmy guilt, he will pardon my sin, With a kiss of forgiveness he'll greet me.

A. Sullivan,

3tiS:

5^=r^=E3=^=3 r
Hushed was the evening hymn, The tem- pie courts were dark. The
Oh 1 give me Samuel's ear. The o - pen ear, O Lord, A-

Oh ! give me Samuel's heart, A low - ly heart, that waits Where
Oh I give me Samuel's mind, A sweet, un - murmuring faith, O-

m -4H
lg=p=

:^
:JNi

-CD-i.

S:

^ :^
^j=Sg

lamp was burn - ing dim Be - fore the sa - cred

live and quick to hear Each whis • per of thy

3^:

ark : When
word. Like

in thy house thou art, Or watch - es at thy gates. By
be - dient and resigned To thee in life and death. That

te=
ss

i
t*- 8=gF^=^

sud-den- ly a voice di - vine Rang thro' the silence of the shrine,

him to answer at thy call, And to o - bey thee first of all.

day and night, a heart that still Moves at the breathing of thy will.

I may read with childlike eyes Truths that are hidden from the wise.

-^1^^



74 SatieO Kf)vouSt) ant) Etttousf),
Lizzie'Edwards.

4MM^=iM^
Jno. R. Swkney.

-A—A—

N

¥=fME|:|^E5^E*^E|E*^±HEi :8=8=r

1. I was in bondage, but now I am free, I was in darkness, but now I can see,

2. Once I was thoughtless,but now I can say, Jesus has taught me to watch and to pray;

3. Filled with his fulness, my Saviour divine. All to his service I gladly resign,

4. Wonderful chorus,0 joyful refrain,Saved by his mercy,the Lamb that was slain,

-iii—!—L-rfc 1 Ib—I

r-

^^.. fz
_^»_^ o—^-

'—P—

I

—P—P—h—h—h-
-P—P—P-

& ?-f-P W—U

—

U- 1/ 1/ ^-

kl' b b b b
u 1/ u^ b^t/—ti^

^^^gagj^gB
Per - feet the work of redemption in me, Yes, I am saved thro' and thro',

Firm on the rock I am resting to-day, Saved by the blood thro' and thro',

Filledwithhisfulness, what rapture is mine. Saved by the blood thro' and thro'

Let me repeat it a- gain and a-gain, Saved by the blood thro' and thro'.

^^Ii§ r r f:-t— I

—

\

i

—

^—I—t/- -
I . r

. p:t/-:^

CHORUS.
-^-^-^ ^—

N

;#3^^
"a=^^^i^^

b ^ ^ i^ -ri

Saved by the blood of the Crucified One.Saved thro' and thro',Saved thro'and thro';

MM=S i ^ -P- -»-

^ £ "

11 1 irfc^Nirfel
-0-i--h

*-^—b^—t?^-t-

Glo - ry to Je- sus for what he has done ; Yes, I am saved thro' and thro'.

^M -P- -P- -»-

tg^
-f*- -P- -P- -P*- -P- h9-

ft±St

iV—I*'—U—^'

—

>i—>^ -W—u'

—

^ Ly
f^ ^ U V-
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75 f^vinsing; in if)t Bf>tu^tB.
Words from "Songs of Glory." ^ Geo. A. Minor.

> 'V_,N

I^^^^^P^^=±1
-4-0I-

1. Sowing in the morning, sowing seeds of kindness, Sowing in the noon-tide,

2. Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the shadows, Fearing neither clouds nor

3. Go, then, ev-er weeping, sowing for the Master, Tho' the loss sustained our^ :t=:

P^^ :p= :pz=^::tir

-IM^-
i-^--f^--^-

:« 0-—o —

and the dew- y eves ; Waiting for the har- vest, and the time of reap- ing,

winter's chilling breeze ; By and by the har- vest, and the la- bor end - ed,

spir- it oft - en grieves ; When our weeping's over, he will bid us welcome.

^ ^

£:
J: --fl-

^=F=[^ -^ ipzzir-
tzt—
=p=p=

—_j 1

—

m 1 1
-

CHORUS.

We shall come re- joic - ing, bringing in the sheaves. Bringing in the sheaves,

1»- -•-
J^

-*- 1»-* -^ -1^
-^1-f^

:p=ii=r :tz:

-Xr-t

f^h 1^=
=?*:

fiL^^

-Pi- i=^=^=p
tizit—1=:^H
r-^

PL

^ N ^
=5=^=^=q-j

-O-T-

bringing in the sheaves, bringing in the sheaves.
We shall come rejoicing. Bringing in the sheaves,

:iS-jt-&-. ^ -p- f-f^-^^Z^i;Z^I|EgE z ĴfEi^Tj^^rz^ zw--^jL^L.U=l :^=^i=^LZ^p.

=8 ^j^=^4;^E^E^EEfeHJ=J^F
bringing in the sheaves, We shall come rejoic-ing, bringing in the sheaves,

-•- -- -•-• -m- -^- -»--•--•-
t: i ?^-SI— —»-=—©—I

-V- SEE£ K p-
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76
Rev, A. J. Hough

Wnitins nt tt^t ^ooL
Wm. G. Fischer.

1. Thousands stand to-day in sorrow, Waiting at the pool ; Saying they will

2. Souls, your filthy garments wearing, Waiting at the pool; Hearts, your heavy
3. Thousandsonce were standing near you,Waiting at the pool ; Come their voices

4. Mother leaves the son, the daughter, Waiting at the pool ; Calls to them a-

5. Step in boldly—death may smite you, Waiting at the pool
; Je - sus may no

N I ^ ^ ._ 1_ I ^ II -. N I ^

i =!=£;=:

pt r^ f

wash to - morrow. Waiting
bur - den bearing. Waiting
back to cheer you, Waiting
cross the wa - ter, Waiting
more in - vite you, Waiting

-«-

at

at

at

at

at

the pool; 0th - ers step in

the pool

;

Can it be you
the pool; Back from Canaan's
the pool

;

You can nev - er

the pool; Faith is near you,

—P-^d^ 3§:

^3at V—

^

left and right, Wash their stained garments white, Leaving you in sorrow's night,

nev - er heard, Je - sus long a - go hath stirred The waters with his mighty word,
hap- py shore, Sorrows past and la-bor o'er. Where they stand in tears no more,
more embrace Mother, or behold her face. If you keep the leper's place,

take her hand. Seek with her the better land, And no longer doubting stand

* Jl^^^^^m-^
T

Waiting at the pool, Waiting, wait - ing, •wait-ing at the pool.
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77 Soul o( 3Wtnc.
Florence Miller

4
Wm. J. KlRKPATRICK.

1. I've glad tid - ings of great joy, Soul of mine;
2. Thou shall know his lov - ing face, Soul of mine

;

3. Oh, then love him more and more, Soul of mine
;

Soul of mine

:

I've a
Beaming
Till thou

peace without al - loy, Soul of mine
;

o'er with tender grace. Soul of mine
;

touch that blissful shore, Soul of mine

;

Soul of mine ; -|^-

Je - sus died up - on the
Like the Shar-on rose in

Life and love there sat- is -

^^-

tree. And he comes to make thee free ; O his bless- ed form I see, Soul of

bloom, Like the sun at highest noon; He'll dispel thy deepest gloom, Soul of

fied, Rest thee gently at his side, Ever rest, a glorious bride. Soul of

e-^-^^^Se^^e

Copyright, 1880, by John J. Hood, 79
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Xt 10 0ootr to f)t i)ttt.
Dr. H. L. GiLMOtiR.

With thee, precious Lord, I would stay, Thy presence my lone heart doth cheer.

If, Lord, with thy presence I'm blest. How ma-ny sad hearts I can cheer,

As ov - er life's pathway I go, O Je - sus, be thou ev - er near,

And when to death's riv-er I come, With thee I'll have nothing
And there on that heaven - ly shore, With thee and my kindred

?~&
'^^t- I

=-£

-^-

n • P-rP—^>—P-
t^

f^l

My darkness has vanished a - way,— I find it is good to

They too may en - joy this sweet rest, And know that 'tis good to

I'll sing then, 'mid sorrow and woe, 'Tis good, yes, 'tis good to

I'll shout as I'm nearing my home, 'Tis good, yes, 'tis good to

I'll sing this sweet song ev- er- more, 'Tis good, yes' 'tis good to

be
be
be
be
be

here,

here,

here,

here,

here.

m e-
-jftt-^-pt

^&g:
:t=t: -V-^E

H®-

-lO—

I

:^

f=!is
Chorus

z^-

Oh, yes, it is good to be here, Thy glo-ry around me doth shine; Oh,

to be here.

p-rp-
T_i

r
O—O-HO-

r Ll i/-V £ -b*—1/ I !?—b^-HQ-
-h-

yes, it is good to be here, I'm now filled with rapture divine,

to be here,

^-^^^ — -lO-'^^^^^m -P*-riO-
-fSh -&--&•

: ô-i

-b*—t^

-^*-=hO-

rf^
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79 JJt must 6e SfttltJJ to=ntsftt.
A miner in England went to church one night and became deeply concerned for the

salvation of his soul. When the services were ended he refused to leave the house, al-

though the minister told him it was late, and he must go home and seek the Saviour there,

and come again the next night. "No," said the miner, "It must be settled to-night, to-

morrow night may be too late." So the minister stayed with him until he found peace.

The next day while at work in the mines a mass of rock fell upon him, and he was killed.

His last words were, "Thank God, it was settled last night, to-night it would have been too
late."
Rev. C. B. Kendall. John J. Hood.

1. "it must be settled to - night, To - morrow may be too

2. A burden weighs my soul I can no Ion - ger

3. I can - not rest till peace En - folds me from a •

4. Oh, now I know 'tis done 1 My peace is made with

_!Q._,JB—oL

late;"
bear;
bove,

—

God;

F?: -i«-P>—1»-

-'/—'/—'/—V-

1O

—

f3—

I

fi;

^=^- -o-
-0 iO-

-»-

~'R-
±1

X—

r

^^ip^^^^

gfcgr

ol «* w %» w »» -^^ ^^ mjr w ~-^^r
U ^^ V
The an -gel of death may come, And seal for-ev-er my
Un - less removed this night, 'Twill sink me in - to des
Till my Re - deemer speaks to me As - surance of his

My par- don's found in Je - sus' name. Thro' faith in Je - siis'

-O'
:J?:-

-K>—O-

V—V-
t-

^y-^

fate,

pair,

love,

blood.

ffi-

Chorus.

d^-*^ IS — -o—

—

o-
:sl=i: :g4^

':s.

It must be settled to - night, I can no Ion - ger wait,

-»- to-night, .p. -g.

I

fer= ^^^&̂-SM:
^-

-P—P—g^-=p

r
S=±=dh

^-^^l-#-^^^m—"

—

8 h^ S'

:s

Peace with my God I now must have. To - morrow may be too late.

mM^̂ ^^^^^^
Copyright, 1881, by John J. Hood. F81
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80 <Bptn tj[)( Mow,
"If any man hear my voice, and open the door."—Rev. iii. 20.

Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. Jno. R. Sweney.

-4-
-«#

4—l--H-^ [
.ar-oi-i-o-oi—o-

^-sl < i

-^':,

r'rf
Hark,there's some on.e knocking, Standing at thy door ; Long he has been waiting,
Lo, his arms are la -den,— Gifts of love for thee He to-day is bearing,

—

What if he should leave thee, Never more should come Asking for ad- mittance

knocking, ^..p_^^.iO- -^ I

m^i •p-pa-
gi-f'-^-z

rr-

:fe::|

r
^-

t 1^ I i

Knocked, and knocked before ; Lo, his mien is

xzi:

-o V.—0-LcD-=-—

C

roy - al ! He would be thy guest

;

Treasures rich and free; Oh, wilt thou re - fuse him. Fill thy soul with sin.

To thy humble home ? Who would bring thee blessing ? Who would then remove

-0-! -«- « J
-9-b~.©--Ho—I©—I©- -\ ^ H h— I h-

-^—1^ _sa_ :^

e
!S-

|C7>->f

^=

Wilt thou bid him en -ter, Be forev - er blest? Throw the door wide o- pen !

So the Lord of glo - ry Cannot en -ter in?

All thy sin and darkness. Bringing light and love?

gn^: -1-4

=g=§=jr^g^̂ ^gi
t)

O-g^ m
TTTTf" iF

Stand thyself a -side! Let thy Lord now enter, . . Ev - ermore to bide !

J
enter, let him enter,

-O- -|0- -O- -G>r

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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81 esoots i$8t till iut H^eet.
J. E. Rankin, D. D. "The land that is far off."—Isaiah xxxiii. 17. Rev. S. Morrison.

i i: i
^^ IP? m^=!^ •*-

-r
IS $=l -©-

1. There's a land far a - way,
2. 'Tis a land won-drous fair,

3. We shall see, and shall sing,

4. We shall reign with him there,
-©- -P- -^ • h8- n^^^

In the king - dom of
Free from sin and from
In his beau - ty the
In the pure, heaven -ly

day,
care,

King
air,

I^4:

if
z^ -ei~

1r-^

m

And we seek it with staff in

Where they sick - en and die no
Of that land that is far a - way;
Of that ci - ty which knows no night;

1*- n -p- -|— -P- -IP-

iJ: ^^~f^

hand; Then good bye, till we meet
more; We shall walk there in white,

We shall reign with him there,

We shall sin ne'er a -gain,

„ . -»- -P- -P- H8- o|CD

? f:
-!»-

^>

—

j- ^^^—^—jj—^—^—i :^

On that fair, gold -en street, Till we meet in that far

In that ci - ty of light, We shall walk on that ra -

In that king- dom so fair, In that re - gion of light

We shall know no more pain, We shall reign with him there

^ ^ -p. ift. p. .p. ^ ^ ji. -p- :p: -p-m zp ^T'^

off

diant
and

^

land,
shore,
day.
light.

:3=H

CHORUS

m
Good bye, good bye. Till we meet in that

-P--0- ^-P.^^^-P-^ far

» J ^- ^
- off land;^^

^a^
1/ U
in that far - off land.

I

From "Gospel Bells," by per.
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82 Wt ^nvtf) to Victors*
G. Moultrie.
SEMI-CHORUS. ;^';

,

J. Barney.

q=P ^ y^—

^

We march, we march to vic-to - ry, With the cross of the Lord be-fore us,

H»- -•-

n-Azr
'±^t: P=P=

-fi- ^^z^-I—^—F-^-p*-

:^=t;E :?^
r"=f=i

3tz:
-»- -o- -1^—^—

f

lov mg eye look - ing down from the sky. And his
^

iEEt ±Z
:t=:

i=i:
Fine.

^^ ipo:

«—

t

-?si-

i

w \ {
1 * ^ f- -^^

his arm

ho - ly arm spread o'er us. His ho - ly arm spread o'er

w-
-t^

=g—

^

It:

J. N
3=1=8= r -i—^r

1. We come in the might of the Lord of light, With armor bright to meet him
;

2. Our sword is the Spir-it of God on high, Our helmet his sal - va - tion;

3. And-the choir of angels with song awaits Our march to-the golden Zi - on

;

^ ^
3t k^- jdz-^. ^=^^=^ :^1

P^

e
-v^-}
£^=S^:ei

And we put to flight the armies of night That the Sons of day may greet hiin,

Our ban-ner the cross of Calva-ry, Our watchword—the In - car - na - tion.

For our Captain has broken the brazen gates. And burst the bars of i - ron,



Wt J^atCfi to ^tttOtfi*—CONCLUDED.

-^-\-
CHORUS. B.S.

v-'V-

The sons of the day may greet him. We march, we march to victo- ry, With the

Our watchword—the Incarna - tion.

And burst the bars of i - ron. *

^^J^^i. <
^-

.. ^ ^ -p- -•-

y^V- o zpi- s £ -ft—-.p-i-pi.

83 @otne to ^t.
B. F. Crawford.

:§:
-^- -ei-

^*=^
r
and
my
ing-
and

^1

1. With tearful eyes I look around;
2. It tells me of a place of rest,

3. "Come, for all else must fail and die;

4. O voice of mercy, voice of love,

CD
,

Life seems a dark
It tells me where
Earth is no rest

In con - flict, grief,

^^ f^
fc2:

--!-
=!=F

i^:
I^t(2r-

storni

soul
place

-^-

sea;
flee;

thee;
ny,

- y
may
for

go

I
Yet 'midst the gloom I I

O, to the weary,
]

Heavenward direct thy
Support me, cheer me

hear
faint,

weep-
from

t

a sound,
oppressed,
ing eye;
a - bove,

A -fS)- •

A
How

I

And

:^ _pi-

TUTTI.

heavenly whis-per, "Come, oh, come to
sweet the bid- ding, "Come, oh, come to
am thy por-tion; "Come, oh, come to
gen - tly whis-per, "Come, oh, come to

:^:_;g_-^

e

me, Come
me. Come
me. Come
me. Come

to

to

to

to

me!"
me!"
me!"
me!"

.jSL -=bJ.

^1
From " Anthems & Voluntaries," by per. 85
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84 Wttonotiitv MtUtitttt).
" For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him,

should not perish, but have everlasting life."—John. 3. 16.

Rev. F. Denison. W. Wareen Eentley.

A -A 1 —

-

-I 1 o -Oh
:^

ri=r-§—r-g-g-
T*-

'*J

1. From Calvary's mountain sounding, What lov - ing words we
2. Who-e'er my word be - liev - eth, We hear the Sav- iour

3. O broth - er, come and trust him, Oh,"come to him to

fi:
±=

hear,

say,

day.

S^ -y-

The love of God
A par - don full

He's wait- ing to

m f !t S—T-T^

a-bound - ing, Dis- pell - ing all our

re- ceiv - eth, All sins are washed a

re- ceive you, Why Ion - ger then de

-^ « . 18- H© „ n ^ 1©^

CHORTTS.
I ^

tJ
-d—d-

Who - so - ev - er be - liev - eth. Who - so - ev - er be - liev - eth,

^ :»=*:

l U

^

m
Who - so - ev - er be - liev - eth, Hath ev

^ „ .
-O. ^ Jl.

-f:

—

T T f- -^
er - last - ing life

Stizft
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85
Julia H. Thayer.

SSBismtiQ.
SOLO OR QUARTETTE. Dr. H. L. GiLMOUR.

i
JUH

:^
t=^

^S
I. Late at night I saw the Shepherd Toil - ing slow

tz^± ^

^^ :^^^
§i=^==te=4i

-<S(- -ti-^-

^

long the hill,

-o- -©-

:^=r

Though the flock be - low were gath-ered

^ 4=2-

I Z). ^.— As he searched the mist - y val-leys,

^ Fine. duet, ad lib.

i
^

1^ -o-

iiT' fold so warm and still;

-J-

he climbed the frost - y heights.

D.S.

SI-t=t 3a± =rtjf

saw the an-guish, In his locks the drops of night,

^mj- £ e 'm% :f=^ :^
-r-1—

r

Far away the truant sleeping,

By the chasm of despair
;

Lay unconscious of its danger,
Shivering in the mountain air.

But at last the Shepherd found it,

Found it ere in sleep it died.
Took it in his loving bosom.
And his soul was satisfied.

2 Just one tender lamb was missing,
When he called them all by name

;

While the others heard and followed
This one, only, never came.

Oft his voice rang thro' the darkness
Of that long, long night of pain.

Oft he vainly paused to listen

For an answering tone again.

Copyright, 1882, by H. L. Gilmour. 87
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bb Rev. H. F. Lyte,

^^&M:
Mfiitit ioiti) mt. Wm. H. Monk.

1. Abide with me ! Fast falls the eventide, The darkness deepens—Lord,with
2. Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ; Earth's joys grow dim, its glories

3. I need thy presence ev'ry passing hour; What but thy grace can foil the

_CD_

mm fn:-^ 1
-P—P-

-o-

CD-

.CJ_
h8-

-o-
f^

+-f
S 1̂

^^lilili^^Sii^SS^I^
me abide ! When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, Help of the helpless, oh,
pass a- way; Change and decay in all around I see; O thou who changest not

tempter's pow'r? Who,like thyself,_my guide and stay can be? Thro' cloud and sun-
Lp. .«. .«.-«- ^ shine, Lord,

Efc=^m
j-oL ^^ '^^m

bide with

fe^zfe=:f

'ss::'.:o
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4 I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless

;

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness

;

Where is death's sting? where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still, if thou abide with me!

5 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes

;

Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies;
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me ! [flee

;

87
1 As I rummaged through the attic,

List'ning to the falling rain.

As it pattered on the shingles.

And against the window pane,
Peeping over chests and boxes.
Which with dust were thickly spread,

Saw I in the farthest corner
What was once my trundle bed.

2 So I drew it from the recess.

Where it had remained so long,

Hearing all the while the music
Of my mother's voice in song.

As she sung in sweetest accents.
What I since have often read

—

"Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber,
Holy angels guard thy bed."

3 As I listened, recollections

That I thought had been forgot.

Came with all the gush of mem'ry,
Rushing, thronging to the spot

;

And I wandered back to childhood,
To those merry days of yore.

When I knelt beside my mother,
By this bed upon the floor.

So/o.—The Trundle 'BedL.—J<rey G.

4 Then it was, with hands so gently
Placed upon my infant head.

That she taught my lips to utter
Carefully the words she said

:

Never can they be forgotten.

Deep are they in mem'ry riven

—

"Hallowed be thy name, O Father!
Father ! thou who art in heaven."

5 This she taught me, then she told me
Of its import, great and deep

—

After which I learned to utter
"Now I lay me down to sleep :"

Then it was, with hands uplifted.

And in accents sweet and mild.
That my mother asked, "Our Father!
Father! do thou bless my child."

6 Years have pass'd,and that dear mother
Long has mouldered 'neath the sod,

And I trust her sainted spirit

Revels in the home of God :

But that scene at summer twilight
Never has from mem'ry fled.

And it comes in all its freshness
When I see my trundle bed.
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Godfrey Thwing.

Sniiionv, Mltmtti ^nt^'wnv.
Haydn.

jr~ *f/L J I—1—

F

3j-.=i^=zii=:g

t
1. Saviour, blessed Sav - iour, List- en whilst we sing, Hearts and voices
2. Near-er, ev - er near - er, Christ, we draw to thee. Deep in ad - o-

3. Great and ev-er great - er Are thy mercies here ; True and ev- er-

p. 4IL

last

ing
tion
ing

Prais- es to our King, All we have we of
Bending low the knee : Thou for our re - demp -

Are thy glo- ries there. Where no pain, or sor -

fer:

tion

row,

I®: jsL
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AU we hope to
Cam'st on earth to

Toil, or care is,
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be. Bod - y, soul, and
die

;
Thou, that we might

known, Where the an - gel -
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- low,
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CHORUS.

^mi :3a:

All we yield to
Hast gone up on
Cir - cle round thy
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I I
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throne.
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Saviour, bless - ed Sav
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Listen whilst we sing. Hearts and voices rais - ing to our King.



89 Sl^lte Mtnmt.
"Some on boards, and some on broken pieces of the ship, and so it came to pass they escaped

all safe to land." Philip Phillips.

m. i^

1. A ship was on the might- y deep, With all her sails unfurled,
2. Her deck was throng'd with precious souls, The young and old were there,

3. All drank the cup that pleasure held, But gave no thought to Him,

3^3^ ^M£fc 3t
t^ :st

Tho' scarce a breath, that calm, still morn, The crest - ed bil- low curled.
And some with furrowed brows that woke Full many a trace of care.

Theirheavenly Guide, whose bounteous hand Had filled it to the brim.

For many an hour, up - on the wave. That state - ly ves - sel lay,

They glid- ed on,— a week had passed,—The sky was still -se - rene

;

But see far off, where yon- der sun Is fad -«'ing to its rest.

& -taS- ^^^ 3t

Then spread her can- vas to the breeze. And proud- ly sailed a - way.
As if a storm could nev - er change The beau - ty of the scene.

That bank of clouds por - ten - tous rise A - cross the gold- en west

!

i
=P=qE ^i^: &-v—v-

4. Now peal on peal loud thunders roll, And vi-vid lightnings flash

!

S
And now against the ves- sel's side The an - gry bil- lows dash

!

-F=F -0--

Wild blows the wind! the night is dark! Huge mas- sive rocks are near!

rit. ^

I^ =3=-» «-: O-

They stand a - gast, that lone- ly throng, And cheeks are pale with fear.

rfc -A_-V__fv
-i-g-N_4

-s^-
-li-

^:e±=e=5=P:
-h -b'—t?"—

b'-

5. Quick ! quick ! let ev'ry sail be furled !—But ere the word is given, The helm is

90By permission.
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Srilt JXt^tUt^ CONCLUDED.

:^=^ -e- '^^^ -^~A-

-b/— fc^ »—«»^^cp—^

—

gone! the shroud's on fire! The mast in splinters riven! One burst of anguish long and

^ Mi ^ -d-
deep, One cry of keen despair From hearts that fatal hour had taught Their

;sag^??^ -g-O P- :f5=1^-N-N
-ri-T-d- s^ iia-V: 1= :P=:

-b*-^

only hope was pray 'r. 6. A light,a voice from yonder tower Comes sweeping o'er the

^-^1-o F̂ =^

wave; Cling to the spars, there's help at hand I The life-boat, the

^ir—u—f-f^
^=F?ti:^

:tz::^=t Fffg=f^̂ -o^--»-

life-boat comes to save ! The life-boat, the life-boat comes to save

!

±^ ^—

^

-A- -Nr
:iJ=st I—b-—b-

—

O sin- ner, on the voyage of life Thy bark awhile may glide, As tranquil

htm i^t^ <j=i •A--

as that no - ble ship A - long the ocean's tide : 7. But far from

-A—:p=?=p: ^i
fc^ -S^i

God, what can'st thou hope? Or where for ref- uge fly, When o'er thy

:^
-0-=-—o- ^- :^==A^--f—

N

frail and shattered bark The storm is raging high, The storm is raging high?

Tune, NAOMI. ,

-A—N-

i^t^

--4-

:Ct^
CD-^-^ -

Oh, give thy heart to Je - sus now. Whose precious word is given

;

I -Htei-i z=B 1 1
1— ^ :

-« -cJ—I- —1—^-^
isH* -O—PJ- m

The Life-boat and the Lamp di-vine, To guide thy soul to heaven!

91



90 J!n Stsfit oC tf)t etg^tal Btn.
J. E. Rankin, D. D. " Son, remember

1;^-A—N- r—

N

=8=8z:g-8:

alone with life's memo-ries

J. W. BiSCHOFF.

t}«:
I sat alone with life's memo-ries In sight of the crys - tal sea,

2. I thought me then of my childhood daj's, The prayer at my mother's knee

:

3. I thought, I thought of the days of God I'd wasted in fol- ly and sin

—

4. I heard a voice, like the voice of God :

' Remember, remember, my son

!

Q—j-P fi p p 9 9 o 9-rP p p p'^p p prr:i

U ^ [^
"^ "e^;i,'»s'

And I saw the throne of the star-crown'd ones,With never a crown for me

;

Of the counsels grave that my father gave—The wrath I was warned to flee

;

Of the times I'd mock'd when the Saviour knock' d. And I would not let him in;

Remember thy ways in the former days,The crown that thou might's have won!"

SEt=ziE5^^i

Andthenthevoiceof theJudge said,Come,Ofthe Judge on thegreat white throne;
I said, " Is it then too late, too late? Shut without must I stand for aj'e?"
I thought, I thought of the vows I'd made. When I lay at death's dark door

—

I thought,! thought,and my thoughts ran on, Like the tide of a sunless sea

—

W^ ^-fo- -o-

-V—?•-
%L IT -»»

-®- -®- -»- -«-

-^-o

—

n-
V, V.

-V—^- *P
4^

-I

—

\

^a^^^^^^
t) V u u ~^ "ir,i;w

And I saw the star-crown'd take their seats. But none could I call my own.
And thejudge,will he say, "I know you not," Howe'er I may knock and pray?

" Would he spare my life, I'd give up the strife, And serve him forever- more."
"Am I liv-ing or dead?" to myself I said, " An end is there ne'er to be?"

-P-^

t^.'^r't:
P p fi 19 ^g

p~y~F ^'i/'-
-^ y ^ w .

P -a- -©-

0- -o—©-
^pc

5 It seemed as tho' I woke from a dream,
How sweet was the light of day

!

Melodious sounded the Sabbath bells
From towers that were far away

;

I then became as a little child,

And I wept and wept afresh

;

For the Lord had taken my heart of stone.
And given a heart of flesh.

-P-

^— I—tzz^ JEIfi

y u i>

6 Still oft I sit with life's memories,
And I think of the crystal sea; [ones,

And I see the thrones of the star-crown'd
I know there's a crown for me; [Come,

And when the voice of the Judge sa} s,

Of the Judge on the great white throne,
I know mid the thrones of the star-crown'd
There's one I shall call my own. [ones

From "Temperance Hymnal," by per. 92
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Words arranged.

We t>uppyi ^ilQvint.
Rev. W. M'DoNALD. By per.

33*: -N-

ZJ V

{h'.

-O- -O- -O- -O- -O- -O-

saw a hap - py pil- grim, In shin - ing garments clad,

had no cares nor bur- dens. He'd laid them at the cross,

4tm -©-
:^ -A- ^^ig^:
V " -o- -6- ^ -o- •

And trav- 'ling up the mountain. His coun - tenance was glad

;

The blood of Christ, his Sav-iour, Had wash'd him from all dross.

CHORUS

Then palms of vie- to- ry, Crowns of glory. Palms of vie- to-ry We shall wear,

-ol-o-

-V- V—

^

.81,;:^

^»—p- E

2 The summer sun was sinking,
The sweat was on his brow

;

His garments worn and dusty,
His step seemed very slow;

But he kept pressing onward,
For he was wending home,

Still shouting as he journeyed.
Deliverance will come.

3 I saw him in midsummer.
Still happy on his way,

He'd reached the land of Beulah,
Where birds sing all the day.

He found a store of honey
And wine upon the lees.

And fruit in rich abundance
Upon life's living trees.

4 I saw him in the evening.
The sun was bending low.

He'd overtopped the mountain
And reached the vale below

;

He saw the golden city,

His everlasting home.
And shouted loud, Hosanna!

Deliverance will come.

5 I heard the song of triumph
They sang upon that shore.

Saying, Jesus has redeemed us.

To suffer nevermore

:

Then casting his eyes backward
On the race which he had run,

He shouted loud, Hosanna

!

Deliverance has come I

92 Solo.—Tsi'e> Drunkard's Wife. Key D.

1 A drunkard reached his cheerless home,
The storm without was dark and wild

;

He forced his weeping wife to roam
A wanderer, friendless with her child;

As through the falling snow she pressed,
The babe was sleeping on her breast.

2 And colder still the winds did blow,
And dark the hours of night came on,

And deeper grew.the drifted snow—
Her limbs were'chilled,her strength was

OGod! she cried, in accents wild, [gone;
If I must perish, save my child

!

3 She stripped the mantle from her breast,
And bared her bosom to the storm,

As round the child she wrapped the vest,

She smiled to think that it was wann,
With one cold kiss, a tear of grief.

The broken-hearted found relief.

4 At morn her cruel husband passed,
And saw her on her snowy bed

;

Her tearful eyes were closed at last

;

Her cheek was pale, her spirit fled;

He raised the mantle from the child

;

The babe looked up and sweetly smiled.

5 Shall this sad warning plead in vain?
Poor thoughtless one, it speaks to you;

Now break the tempter's cruel chain,
No more your dreadful way pursue;

Renounce the cup, to Jesus fly

—

Immortal soul, why will you die?
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93 P!ol3J up Hottt ?§an0 iov 3t0U0.
[A LITTLE Street boy in London had both legs broken by a dray passing over them.

He was laid in one of the beds of the hospital to die, and another little fellow was laid

near by, picked up sick with famine and fever. The latter was allowed to lie down by the

side of the little crushed boy. He crept up to him and said: " Bubby, did you never
hear about Jesus?" "No, 1 never heard of Him." "Bubby, I went to Mission School
once, and they told us that Jesus would take you to Heaven when you die, and you'd
never have hunger any more—and no more pain—if you axed Him." "1 couldn't ask
such a great, big gentleman as He to do anything for me. He wouldn't stop to speak to

a little boy like me." " But He'll do all that, if you ax Him." " How can I ax Him if

I don't know where He lives: and how can I get there when both my legs is broke?"
" Bubby, they told me at Mission School as how Jesus passes by. Teacher says as how
He goes around. How do you know but that He might come around to the hospital this

very night? You'd know Him if you was to see Him." " But I can't keep my eyes open.
My legs feel so awful bad. Doctor says I'll die." " Bubby, hold up your hand, and He'll

know what you want when He passes by." They got the hand up. It dropped. Tried
again. It slowly fell back. Three times he got up the little hand, only to let it fall.

Bursting into tears, he said: " I give it up." " Bubby, lend me yer hand, put yer elbow
on my pillar, I can do without it." Soon the hand was propped up. And when they
came in the morning the boy lay dead, his hand still held up for Jesus.]

Theo. D. C. Miller, M. D. W. Warren Bentley.

fc±^. is: JJ-"P=
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1. A lit -tie child lay dy - ing, With none to soothe his pain; No
2. "I want to speak of Je - sus Be - fore my eyes grow dim;" The

d d Sr

1̂3 -S-- ^- ^--

-^Hl_
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moth-er's face to cheer him, And give him smiles a- gain;
poor boy gent - ly whis-pered: "I nev - er heard of him!"

But
'But

=^^^
H*^ d d- ^-t: m J7~^

It 1^'. zig: zgL 'd' ^ T
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:^ m
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one brave lit - tie fel - low Crept slow -ly to his bed, And
he is ev - er near you, And when this life is o'er, He'll

d d d
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folDf up ^onv ?l^antr, etc—CONCLUDED.

i ^—Q-

&
gaz - ing on his com- rade In sooth- ing ac - cents said

:

take you up to heav - en, Where pain can come no more."

^S-aH^-

^ -W—W- i

REFKAESr. ^
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I
<sdi ' ej
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£ :^i^-^-B d ri

I want to tell you,Willie,OfOne who lives on high, Holdup your hand forJesus,

This night he passes by, Hold up your hand for Jesus, This Might he passes by

mt\r-a--
#-1-18—O-

-^=^ F@±=g=P
J.J^ P—P> P-r^

:r~r^~~^

" I could not ask a stranger
This dying form to see,

And One so good and noble
Would never speak to me

;

I know not where to find him.
If he would ease my pain;

But tell me more of Jesus,

—

Oh, speak of him again!"

"Just ask for peace and quiet,
For pleasure when you die;

His love is ever near you,

—

This night he passes by;
In hospital and palace
His presence doth abide.

And if you wish to see him
Draw nearer to his side."

5 " The doctor says I'm dj'ing,

My eyes are growing dim

;

In pain I cannot linger,

—

How shall I speak to him?"
" Hold up your hand for Jesus,

And when he passes by,
He'll take you in his bosom
And bear you to the sky."

6 The little hand, so feeble,

Went up, but fell again

;

Then twice he sowly raised it,

But could not bear the pain;
Then propped upon a pillow.

With sad eyes opened wide.
His hand went up for Jesus,
And bright with smiles he died.

Published in sheetform by W. J. A. Lledei', 6o Chatham St., N. Y. Used by per.
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i^lovs to ?^i0 saamt^
Hoffman. Psalm Ixiii. 4. Rev. J. H. Stockton. By per.

-O . 2~2. ®~^"^ ^ ^ff^L-cL o-=~0^-^=H»-:-0-
-O-

Down at the cross where my Saviour died, Down where for cleansing from

I am so won- drously sav'd from sin, Je - sus so sweetly a-

Oh, precious fountain, that saves from sin, I am so glad I have

Come to this fountain, so rich and sweet ; Cast thy poor soul at the
> -o-

^^ ^EE^
-Gh J_J\ -O- -O-

,t:
:2z^=k

:-t=t
tzzt:

Vf
-^-

i^s^i^^Es -=^s
-CD ;=? -«*—Sr -o-

sin I cried ; There to my heart was the blood applied ; Glory
bides with-in; There at the cross where he took me in; Glo - ry

entered in ; There Je- sus saves me and keeps me clean, Glory

Saviour's feet ; Plunge in to-day, and be made complete; Glo - ry

-«-

._.£2).
-ei-

his

his

his

his

M- :t=t: |E>- 1:
^-ri :rr -»- W^-

D.S.—There to my heart was the blood applied ; Glo - ry

Fine, chorus B.S,

95
E. H.H.

JS-otiitnfi; %tV^ttn.
W. B. Evans.

I
t

.S. ZD
•

i

-O- -O-'-O-'

Nothing between. Lord, Nothing between;
Nothing between, Lord, Nothing between;
Nothing between. Lord, Nothing between;

I

Let me thy glo - ry see,

Nothing of earthly care.

Let not earth's din and noise

^-

^n:zp-r-^ ^ at 3t
•a—©-—
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j^ot^ins Mttii>ttu*—concluded.

^^^^
Draw my soul close to thee, Then speak in love to me, Nothing between.

Nothing of tearor prayer, No robe that self may wear, Nothing between.

Sti - fle thy still, small voice ; In it let me rejoice, Nothing between.

-»-
H9- ^ H3-

-^

Ef-rf-S
6 Nothing between, Lord,

Nothing between,
Till thine unclouded light.

Rising on earth's dark night,

Bursts on my living sight,

Nothing between.

7 Nothing between, Lord,
Nothing between.

Till, the last conflict o'er,

I stand on Canaan's shore
With thee evermore.

Nothing between.

4 Nothing between, Lord,
Nothing between;

Shine with unclouded ray,

Chasing each mist away;
O'er my whole heart bear sway.

Nothing between.

5 Nothing between. Lord,
Nothing between;

Thus may I walk with thee,

Thee only may I see.

Thine only let me be,

Nothing between.

^ Stnnetr li^t 3JBt.
Chas. J. Butler.

^ ,^ ^ I

|_

gpr^Siii
I-was once far away from the Saviour, And as vile as a sinner could be.

tap^^^i

I wondered if Christ the Redeemer, Could save a poor sinner like me.

2 I wandered on in the darkness.
Not a ray of light could I see, [ness,

And the thought filled my heart with sad-
There's no hope for a sinner like me.

3 I then fully trusted in Jesus,
And oh, what a joy came to me

;

My heart was filled with his praises,

For saving a sinner like me.

4 No longer in darkness I'm walking,
For the light is now shining on me,

And now unto others I'm telling,

How he saved a poor sinner like me.

5 And when life's journey is over,
And I the dear Saviour shall see,

I'll praise him forever and ever.
For saving a sinner like me.

Copyright, i88i, by John J. Hooo. 97



97 ^S&tisf)tii in tde 33alance.
"Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found wanting."

—

Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. Dan. v. 27. R. B. Mahaffey. By per.

-0 ni ** -« ^
1. Weighed by thy love for thy brother; Weighed by thy love for thy

2. Weighed by the hope of sal - vation ; Weighed by the Rock where

'

3. Weighed by the rich - est of treasures ; Weighed by their in- fin - ite

God;
tis built;

loss;

Fine.

^ =»=^=[
^ ^ i

Weighed by thy faith in

Weighed by the sweet in

Weighed by the brightest

S ^ -4-

an - oth-er; Weighed by the shedding of blood

vi - ta- tion :
" Come, e-vennow, if thou wilt.'

of pleasures ; Weighed by the dark, heavy cross.

^O.. -P- p. _ -|0- h8-
4»- 1==t d±.

o-^X- -^ -^

D.S.—Weighed,but thy soul has been trifling ;Weighed,but found lighter than air.

EEFRAIN. ,

^^^^lii
Weighed in the bal- ance and wanting ; Weighed, but no Saviour is there.

I
[N ^. 1

I ^ ^ -p.. 4>.. ^ ^ .p. „ I

:P=
v-t

:&

98 He^tie ^11 to Wivx.
J

i
Harry Sanders.

3n^ îF=4-——a o ~0"

1. Leave all to him who know - eth

2. Leave all to him^ he guid - eth

3. Though friends may turn to bit - ter

4. Leave all to him, and sweet - ly

3^E

iiSiS; J=*: =F= Hg

all,

all:

foes,

lie

To whom there's

He hears the

Leave all to

Be - neath his

-P ^-
P M

i
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lLtn\}t ^U to ?l^tm»—CONCLUDED

•dH- 1

—N r^ ,.J 1 J . -^ —= s—rH 1
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ffy- -^ . -J—!^—i^^-^^
J J M -H^ -r^--^- ^—fi-4^

y^f o • » o • a • H* a a a r
tJ

neith - er great nor small, But one vast com - pre- hend ins

weak - est when they call; For none are might - i - er than

him, he e - ven knows When thou would'st lean too much on
watch - ful, lov - ing eye; And say, "Ful -fill thy will in

A- ^ ^ J" ^ . ^ n a ^S^
{'m)'rt 1 1 » -^ r p ^ r • r 1

^•.S_ HO----f—b

—

^~ —
f»---0 n-—^- - 1- b' —o
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1

-y 1L-
1 ^ yL— U —b" -t

1 ^ 1 ^ ^ V
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-I -fs ^^ --h'^—J if h —i- 1 1—
1 =^—Fr

^-~- r:-^ts=^ -M ::» -S-J g ^, —•—=N——»d— =^ F6 6 6'
1

plan, Thy- self in- volved ere worlds be- gan

;

6 o -
ol". -

Leave all to him.

those Who on his un - seen arm re -pose; Leave all to him.

these And seek, with them, thy -self to please Leave all to him.

me, In life, in death, e- ter - nal - ly;" Leave all to him.

J . 8 fi t' ^* ^'
i^--"®- ' ® 1—1 (S, ,[—8 • r-
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99 #nls fotr a Etttle OTStle*
With feeling.

,

W. Warren Bentley.

s ^:
2:i: -o-

-^-

n=m-'O ffli
f Only for a little while, and
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Only for a little while to struggle with the
|
raging I

billow,
||
And then the sleep

upon the
|

quiet
|

pillow.
|1

Only for a little while.

This thought of perfect rest across the water dashing
|
wild and

|
high,

||
Gleams

like a star upon a
|
darkening

|
sky,

||
A true image, pure and blest.
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100 The "Wondrous Gift.
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1 Grace! 'tis a charming sound,
Harmonious to the ear;

Heaven with the echo shall resound,
And all the earth shall hear.

Ref,—Saved by grace alone,

This is all my plea

;

Jesus died for all mankind,
And Jesus died for me.

2 Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace taught my roving feet

To tread the heavenly road

;

And new supplies each hour I meet,
While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall crown,
Through everlasting days

;

It lays in heaven the topmost stone,

And well deserves our praise.

101 Nothing but Leaves.

a-^-^-o^z:^ 3^ :^

Cho.—Hallelujah, Jesus saves me.
He makes me" white as snow.":

2 Yes, 'tis a truth most precious,

To all who do believe,

God laid our sins on Jesus,
Who did the load receive.

3 What! "bring our guilt to Jesus?'
To wash away our stains

;

The act is passed that freed us.

And naught to do remains.

103 Knocking, Knocking.

Nothing but leaves ! The Spirit grieves

O'er years of wasted life
;

O'er sins indulged while conscience slept,

O'er vows and promises unkept.
And reap from years of strife

Nothing but leaves ! nothing but leaves

!

Nothing but leaves 1 no gathered sheaves
Of life's fair ripening grain

;

We sow our seeds ; lo ! tares and weeds,

—

Words, idle words, for earnest deeds,

—

Then reap, with toil and pain.

Nothing but leaves! nothing but leaves!

Ah, who shall thus the Master meet,
And bring but withered leaves?

Ah, who shall at the Saviour's feet,

Before the awful judgment seat,

Lay down for golden sheaves,

Nothing but leaves? nothing but leaves?

103 White as Snow.

What! "lay my sins on Jesus?"
God's well-beloved Son !

No ! 'tis a truth most precious,

That God e'en that hath done.
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Knocking, knocking, who is there?
Waiting, waiting, oh, how fairl

'Tis a Pilgrim, strange and kingly,

Never such was seen before

;

Ah, my soul, for such a wonder.
Wilt thou not undo the door?

Knocking, knocking,—still he's there,—
Waiting, waiting, wondrous fair

;

But the door is hard to open,
For the weeds and ivy-vine.

With their dark and clinging tendrils,

Ever round the hinges twine.

Knocking, knocking—what, still there?
Waiting, waiting, grand and fair;

Yes, the pierced hand still knocketh,
And beneath the crowned hair

Beam the patient eyes, so tender,

Of thy Saviour, waiting there.

104 How Solemn are the Words.

100

How solemn are the words.
And yet to faith how plain.

Which Jesus uttered while on earth,—"
" Ye must be born again

!

"

2 "Ye must be born again!"
For so hath God decreed.

No reformation will suffice

—

'Tis life poor sinners need.

3 " Ye must be born again !

"

And life in Christ must have;
In vain the soul may elsewhere go

—

'Tis he alone can save.

4 " Ye must be born again !

"

Or never enter heaven

;

'Tis only blood-washed ones are theres-

The ransomed are forgiven.
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105 The Great Physician.
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1 The great Physician now is here,

The sympathizing Jesus

;

He speaks the drooping heart to cheer,

Oh, hear the voice of Jesus.

CAo.—Sweetest note in seraph song,

Sweetest name on mortal tongue,

Sweetest carol ever sung,

Jesus, blessed Jesus.

2 Your many sins are all forgiven.

Oh, hear the voice of Jesus;
Go on your way in peace to heaven,
And wear a crown with Jesus.

3 All glory to the dying Lamb!
I now believe in Jesus;

I love the blessed Saviour's name,
I love the name of Jesus.

4 His name dispels my guilt and fear.

No other name but Jesus;
Oh, how my soul delights to hear
The precious name of Jesus.

5 And when to that bright world above,

We rise to see our Jesus,

We'll sing around the throne of love

His name, the name of Jesus.

106 Come to Jesus.
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Come to Jesus, come to Jesus,

Come to Jesus just now
;

Just now come to Jesus,

Come to Jesus just now.

se He will save you.

3 He is able.

4 He is willing.

5 He is waiting.

6 He will hear you.

7 He will cleanse you.

8 He'll renew you.

9 He'll forgive you.

ID If you trust him.

II He will save you.

107 Marching to Zion.
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I Come, we that love the Lord,
And let our joys be known.

Join in a song with sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne.

CAo.—We're marching to Zion,

Beautiful, beautiful Zion;
We're marching upward to Zion,

The beautiful city of God.

2 Let those refuse to sing
Who never knew our God

;

But children of the heavenly King,
May speak their joys abroad.

3 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heavenly fields.

Or walk the golden streets.

4 Then let our songs abound.
And every tear be dry

;

We're marching through Immanuel's
To fairer worlds on high. [ground,

108 I Heard the Voice of Jesus.
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1 I HEARD the voice of Jesus say,
" Come unto Me and rest

;

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down
Thy head upon My breast."

2 I came to Jesus as I was

—

Weay. and worn, and sad;

I found in him a resting-place.

And he has made me glad.

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

"Behold, I freely give

The living water, thirsty one,

Stoop down, and drink, and live."

4 I came to Jesus, and I drank
Of that life-giving stream

;

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived,

And now I live in him.

109 I Love Thy Kingdom.

101

1 I LOVE thy kingdom, Lord,
The house of thine abode,

The Church our blest Redeemer saved
With his own precious blood.

2 I love thy Church, O God !

Her walls before thee stand,

Dear as the apple of thine eye.

And graven on thy hand.

3 Beyond my highesf joy

I prize her heavenly ways;
Her sweet communion, solemn vows,

Her hymns of love and praise.

4 Sure as thy truth shall last.

To Zion shall be given

The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven.
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110 Sun of My Soul.

1 Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear,

It is not night if thou be near;

Oh, may no earth-born cloud arise,

To hide thee from thy servant's eyes.

2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep

My wearied eye-lids gently steep,

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest

Forever on my Saviour's breast.

3 Abide with me from morn till eve,

For without thee I ccnnot live;

Abide with me when night is nigh,

For without thee I dare not die.

4 Watch by the sick: enrich the poor
With blessings from thy boundless store

;

Be every mourner's sleep to-night,

Like infant's slumbers, pure and light.

Ill Sing of His Mighty Love.

I Oh, bliss of the purified, bliss of the free,

1 plunge in the crimson tide opened for me;
O'er sm and uncleanness exulting I stand,

And point to the print of the nails m his hand.

CAo.—Oh, sing of his mighty love,

||:Sing of his mighty love, :
[j

Mighty to save.

2 Oh, bliss of the purified, Jesus is mine.
No longer in dread condemnation I pine

;

In conscious salvation I sing of his grace.

Who lifteth upon me the light of his face.

3 Oh, bliss of the purified, bliss of the pure.

No wound hath the soul that his blood cannot
cure; [rest,

No sorrow-bovv^ed head but may sweetly find

No tears but may dry them on Jesus' breast.

4 O Jesus the crucified, thee will I sing,

My blessed Redeemer, my God and my King;
My soul filled with rapture shall shout o'er

the grave.

And triumph in death in the ' 'Mighty to Save."

113 Eevive Thy Work.

I We praise thee, O God, for the Son of thy
love.

For Jesus who died,and is now gone above.

Cko.—Hallelujah! thine the glory, hallelujah!

amen;
Hallelujah 1 thine the glory, revive us again.

2 We praise thee,0 God,for thy Spirit of light'

Who has shown us our Saviour and scat-

tered our night.

3 All glory and praise to the Lamb that was
% slain, [every stain.

Who has borne all our sins,and has cleansed

4 All glory and praise to the God of all grace,

Who has bought us, and sought us, and
guided our ways.

5 Revive us again, fill each heart with thy love;

May each soul be rekindled with fire from
above.

113 How Sweet the Name.
1—4-
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1 How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer's ear;

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast

;

'Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary rest.

3 Jesus, my Shepherd, Saviour, Friend;
My Prophet, Priest, and King;

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,

—

Accept the praise I bring.

4 I would thy boundless love proclaim
With every fleeting breath

;

So shall the music of thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

114 Even Me.

Lord, I hear of showers of blessing

Thou art scattering full and free

—

Showers the thirsty land refreshing;

Let some droppings fall on me.

C/io.- -Even me, even me.
Let thy blessing fall on me.

102

2 Pass me not, O gracious Father!

Sinful though my heart may be;

Thou might'st leave me, biit the rather

Let thy mercy fall on me.

3 Pass me not, O tender Saviour!
Let me love and cling to thee;

I am longing for thy favor

;

Whilst thou'rt calling, oh, call me.

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit!

Thou can'st make the blind to see;

Witnesser of Jesus' merit.

Speak the word of power to me.
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115 Shining Shore.

:a- 1=te i
r'MY days are gliding swiftly by,

And I, a pilgrim stranger,

Would not detain them as they fly,

These hours of toil and danger.

Cho.—For oh, we stand on Jordan's strand,

Our friends are passing over,

And, just before, the shining shore

We may almost discover.

2 We'll gird otn- loins, my brethren dear,

Our distant home discerning;

Our absent Lord has left us word,

Let every lamp be burning.

3 Should coming days be cold and dark,

We need not cease our singing;

That perfect rest naught can molest

Where golden harps are ringing.

4 Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow,

Each cord on earth to sever

;

[home

Our King says, "Come," and there's our

For ever, oh, for ever

!

116 'Tis Midnight.

1 'Tis midnight; and on Olives' brow.
The star is dimm'd that lately shone,

'Tis midnight; in the garden now
The suff 'ring Saviour prays alone.

2 'Tis midnight, and from all removed,
The Saviour wrestles 'lone with fears;

E'en that disciple whom he loved

Heeds not his Master's grief and tears.

3 'Tis midnight; and for others' guilt.

The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood;
Yet he who hath in anguish knelt,

Is not forsaken by his God.

4 'Tis midnight; and from ether-plains

Is borne a song that angels know;
Unheard by mortals are the strains

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe.

117 Bread of Heaven.
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I Guide me, O thou great Jehovah,
Pilgrim through this barren land;

I am weak, but thou art mighty.
Hold me with thy powerful hand

;

Bread of heaven.
Feed me till I want no more.

2 Open now the crystal fountain,

Whence the healing waters flow;
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journey- through'!

Strong deliverer,

Be thou still my strength and shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside

;

Bear me through the swelling current,

Land me safe on Canaan's side;

Songs ef praises

I will ever give to thee.

118 Holy Spirit, Come.

1 O Holy Spirit, come,
And Jesus' love declare

;

Oh, tell us of our heavenly home.
And g^ide us safely there.

2 Our unbelief remove
By thine almighty breath;

Oh, work the wondrous work of love.

The mighty work of faith.

3 Come with resistless power,
Come with almighty grace,

Come with the long-expected shower,
And fall upon this place.

119 Holy Spirit, Faithful fiuide.
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Holy Spirit, faithful guide,

Ever near the Christian's side;

Gently lead us by the hand.
Pilgrims in a desert land;

Weary souls fore'er rejoice.

While they hear that sweetest voice
Whispering softly, wanderer, come 1

Follow me, I'll guide thee home.

2 Ever-present, truest Friend,

Ever near thine aid to lend,

Leave us not to doubt and fear.

Groping on in darkness drear,

When the storms are raging sore.

Hearts grow faint, and hopes give o'er,-

Whispering softly, wanderer, come !

Follow me, I'll guide thee home!

3 When our days of toil shall cease,

Waiting still for sweet release,

Nothing left but heaven and prayer,

Wond'ring if our names were there;

Wading deep the dismal flood,

Pleading nought but Jesus' blood;
Whispering softly, wanderer, come!
Follow me, I'll guide thee home!

103
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130 Hearer to Thee.

1 Nearer, my God, to theel
Nearer to thee,

E'en though it be a cross

That raiseth me

;

Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to thee.

Nearer to thee

!

2 Though like the wanderer,
The sun gone down.

Darkness be over me.
My rest a stone.

Yet in my dreams I'd be,

Nearer, my God, to thee.

Nearer to thee

!

3 There let the way appear.
Steps unto heaven

;

All that thou sendest me.
In mercy given

;

Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee

!

131 Antioch.
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1 O FOR a thousand tongues, to sing

My great Redeemer's praise
;

The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of his grace !

2 My gracious Master and my God,
Assist me to proclaim,

To spread through all the earth abroad,

The honors of thy name.

3 Jesus ! the name that charms our fears.

That bids our sorrows cease

;

'Tis music in the sinner's ears,

'Tis life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of canceled sin.

He sets the prisoner free
;

His blood can make the foulest clean
;

His blood availed for me.

133 Coronation.

"
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I All hail the power of Jesus' name

!

Let angels prostrate fall

;

Bring forth the royal diadem.
And crown him Lord of all.

2 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race.

Ye ransomed from the fall,

Hail him who saves you by his grace.

And crown him Lord of all.

3 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall

;

Go, spread your trophies at his feet.

And crown him Lord of all.

4 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

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

We'll join the everlasting song.

And crown him Lord of all.

133 Blest be the tie.
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Blest be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love;

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2 Before ovir Father's throne
We pour our ardent prayers ;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one.

Our comforts and our cares.

3 We share our mutual woes.
Our mutual burdens bear

;

And often for each other flows

The sympathising tear.

4 When we asunder part.

It gives us inward pain
;

But we shall still be joined in heart.

And hope to meet again.,

134 How Gentle, Same tune.

104

1 How gentle God's commands !

How kind his precepts are!

Come, cast your burdens on the Lord,
And trust his constant care.

2 Beneath his watchful eye
His saints securely dwell

;

That hand which bears all nature up
Shall guard his children well,

3 Why should this anxious load
Press down your weary mind?

Haste to your heavenly Father's throne.

And sweet refreshment find.

4 His goodness stands approved.
Unchanged from day to day

;

I'll drop my burden at his feet,

And bear a song away.
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135 What a Friend.
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1 What a Friend we have in Jesus,
All our sins and griefs to bearl

What a priveledge to carry

Everything to God in prayer 1

O what peace we often forfeit,

O what needless pain we bear.

All because we do not carry

Everything to God in prayer !

2 Have we trials and temptations ?

Is there trouble anywhere ?

We should never be discouraged,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Can we find a friend so faithful

Who will all our sorrows share?

Jesus knows our every weakness,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

126 Eock of Ages.
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Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee

;

Let the water and the blood,
From thy wounded side which flowed,

Be of sin the double cure.

Save from wrath and make me pure.

2 Could my tears forever flow.

Could my zeal no languor know
;

These for sin could not atone
;

Thou must save, and thou alone
;

In my hand no price I bring,

Simply to thy cross I cling.

3 While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyes shall close in death,
When I rise to worlds unknown.
And behold thee on thy throne.

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee.

127 Before the Cross.
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My faith looks up to thee,

Thou Lamb of Calvary,
Saviour divine

:

Now hear me while I pray.

Take all my guilt away,
O let me from this day

Be wholly thine.

2 May thy rich grace impart
Strength to my fainting heart,

My zeal inspire

;

As thou hast died for me,
O may my love to thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be,-

A living fire.

3 While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my guide
;

Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow's tears away,
Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

128 Happy Day.

l^

1 O HAPPY day, that fixed my choice

On thee, my Saviour and my God!
Well may this glowing heart rejoice.

And tell its rapture all abroad.

C/io.—Happy day, happy day.

When Jesus washed my sins away

;

He taught me how to watch and pray,

And live rejoicing every day

;

Happy day, happy day.

When Jesus washed my sins away.

2 'Tis done, the great transaction's done

—

I am my Lord's and he is mine

;

He drew me, and I followed on.

Charmed to confess the voice divine.

3 Now rest, my long divided heart:

Fixed on this blissful centre, rest

Nor ever from thy Lord depart.

With him of every gdod possessed.

129 Sweet Hour of Prayer.

105

1 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer,

That calls me from a world of care.

And bids me at my Father's throne

Make all my wants and wishes known 1

In seasons of distress and grief

My soul has often found relief.

And oft escaped the tempter's snare

By thy return, sweet hour of prayer.

2 Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer,

Thy wings shall my petition bear

To him, whose truth and faithfulnes;

Engage the waiting soul to bless

:

And since he bids me seek his face.

Believe his word, and trust his grace,

I'll cast on him my every care.

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.
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130 Stand up for Jesas.
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1 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,

Ye soldiers of the cross
;

Lift high his royal banner,
It must not suffer loss :

From victory unto victory

His army shall he lead,

Till every foe is vanquished
And Christ is Lord indeed.

2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,

The trumpet call obey ;

Forth to the mighty conflict,

In this his glorious day :

"Ye that are men, now serve him,"
Against unnumbered foes

;

Your courage rise with danger.
And strength to strength oppose.

131 Just as I am.

1 Just as I am, without one plea,

But that thy blood was shed for me.
And that thou bid'st me come to thee,

O Lamb of God, I come

!

2 Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee, whose blood can cleanse each

O Lamb of God, I come I [spot,

3 Just as I am—thou wilt receive.

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve
;

Because thy promise I believe,

O Lamb of God, I come

!

4 Just as I am—thy love unknown
Hath broken every barrier down

;

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come

!

132 Work, for the night.
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Work, for the night is coming,
Work through the morning hours;

Work, while the dew is sparkling.

Work 'mid springing flowers
;

Work, when the day grows brighter,

Work in the glowing sun
;

Work, for the night is coming.
When man's work is done.

2 Work, for the night is coming.
Work through the sunny noon

;

Fill brightest hours with labor,

Rest comes sure and soon.

Give every flying minute
So.nething to keep in store

;

Work, for the night is coming.
When man works no more.

133 In the Cross of Christ I glory.
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In the cross of Christ I glory.

Towering o'er the wrecks of time;
All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

2 When the woes of life o'ertake me,
Hopes deceive and fears annoy,

Never shall the cross forsake me;
Lo ! it glows with peace and joy.

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming
Light and love upon my way,

From the cross the radiance streaming
Adds more lustre to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,

By the cross are sanctified

;

Peace is there that knows no measure,

Joys that through all time abide.

134 The Morning Light.
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1 The morning light is breaking
The darkness disappears

;

The sons of men are waking
To penitential tears

;

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean
Brings tidings from afar

Of nations in commotion,
Prepared for Zion's war,

2 See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love.

And thousand hearts ascending
In gratitude above;

While smners, now confessing,

The gospel call obey,

And seek the Saviour's blessing,

A nation in a day.

3 Blest river of salvation.

Pursue thine onward way;
Flow thou to every nation.

Nor in thy richness stay,

Stay not till all the lowly
Triumphant reach theif home

Stay not till all the holy
Proclaim, " The Lord is come \

"

106
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135 Fountain.

There is a fountain filled with blood
Drawn from Immanuel's veins;

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day

;

And there may I, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.

3 Thou dying Lamb 1 thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,

. Till all the ransomed Church of God
Are saved, to sin no more.

4 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.

136 For Victorious Faith.

O FOR a faith that will not shrink.

Though pressed by every foe,

That will not tremble on the brink
Of any earthly woe

!

2 That will not murmur nor complain
Beneath the chastening rod,

But, in the hour of grief or pain,

Will lean upon its God.

3 A faith that keeps the narrow way
Till life's last hour is fled,

And with a pure and heavenly ray
Illumes a dying bed.

4 Lord, give us such a faith as this.

And then, whate'er may come.
We'll taste, e'en here, the hallowed bliss

Of an eternal home. >

137 Title Clear.

1 When I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

I'll bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my weeping eyes.

Cho.—We will stand the storm,
We will anchor by and by.

2 Should earth against my soul engage.
And fiery darts be hurled.

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come,
Let storms of sorrow fall.

So I but safely reach my home.
My God, my heaven, my all.

4 There I shall bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest.

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.

138 Lord, I am TMne.
—1

\
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LORD, I am thine, entirely thine,

Purchased and saved by blood divine
;

With full consent thine I would be.

And own thy sovereign right in me.

2 Grant one poor sinner more a place

Among the children of thy grace

;

A wretched sinner, lost to God,
But ransomed by Immanuel's blood.

3 Thine would I live—thine would 1 die '<

Be thine through all eternity
;

The vow is past,—beyond repeal,

—

And now I set the solemn seal.

4 Here, at the cross, where flows the blood
That bought my guilty soul for God,

—

Thee my new Master now I call.

And consecrate to thee my all.

139 I am Trusting.

A ^A4 :^
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1 I AM coming to the cross;

1 am poor, and weak, and blind ;

I am counting all but dross
;

I shall full salvation find.

Cho,—I am trusting. Lord, in thee,

Dear Lamb of Calvary
;

Humbly at thy cross I bow;
Save me, Jesus, save me now.

2 Long my heart has sighed for thee
;

Long has evil reigned within
;

Jesus sweetly speaks to me,

I will cleanse you from all sin.

3 Here I give my all to thee,

—

Friends, and time, and earthly store;

Soul and body thine to be—
Wholly thine—forevermore.

4 Jesus comes ! he fills my soul 1

Perfected in love I am
;

I am every whit made whole

;

Glory, glory to the Lamb I
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140 Depth of Mercy.

1 Depth of mercy! can there be
Mercy still reserved for me?
Can my God his wrath forbear?

Me, the chief of sinners, spare?

Cho.—God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus lives, and loves me still;

Jesus lives.

He lives and loves me still.

2 I have long withstood his grace,

Long provoked him to his face

:

Would not hearken to his calls;

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

3 Now incline me to repent;

Let me now my sins lament;
Now my foul revolt deplore,

Weep, believe, and sin no more.

141 I Hear Thy Welcome Voice.
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I I HEAR thy welcome voice.

That calls me, Lord, to thee,

For cleansing in thy precious blood
That flowed on Calvary.

Cho.—I am coming, Lord,
Coming now to thee !

Wash me, cleanse me in the blood
That flowed on Calvary.

S Though coming weak and vile.

Thou dost my strength assure

;

Thou (lost my vileness fully cleanse,

Till spotless all and pure.

3 'Tis Jesus calls me on
To perfect faith and love,

To perfect hope, and peace, and trust,

For earth and heaven above.

4 All hail, atoning blood!
All hail, redeeming grace!

All hail, the gift of Clirist our Lord,
Our Strength and Righteousness !

142 The Home Over There.
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Oh, think of the home over there.

By the side of the river of light.

Where the saints, all immortal and fair.

Are robed in their garments of white.

Eef.—Over there, over there.

Oh, think of the home over there.

Oh, think of the friends over there.

Who before us the journey have trod,

Of the songs that they breathe on the air.

In their home in the palace of God.

Ref.- -Over there, over there,

Oh, think of the friends over there.

My Saviour is now over there.

There my kindred and friends are at rest

;

Then away from my sorrow and care,

Let me fly to the land of the blest.

Ref.—Over there, over there,

My Saviour is now over there.

I'll soon be at home over there.

For the end of my journey I see

;

Many dear to my heart, over there,

Are watching and waiting for me.
Ref.—Over there, over there,

I'll soon be at home over there.

143 He Leadeth Me

!

1 He leadeth me! O blessed thought!
O words with heavenly comfort fraught!

Whate'er I do, where'er I be.

Still 'tis God's hand that leadeth me,

Cho.—He leadeth me, he leadeth me.
By his own hand he leadeth me:
His faithful follower I would be,

For by his hand he leadeth me.

2 Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gloom,
Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom,
By waters still, o'er troubled sea,

—

Still 'tis his hand that leadeth me

!

3 Lord, I would clasp thy hand in mine,
Nor ever murmur nor repine,

Content, whatever lot I see.

Since 'tis my God that leadeth met

144 My Country! 'tis of Thee.

108

1 My country! 'tis of thee.

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing:

Land where my fathers died

!

Land of the pilgrims' pride!

From every mountain side

Let freedom ring!

2 My native country, thee,

Land of the noble, free.

Thy name I love
;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills:

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

3 Our fathers' God! to thee.

Author of liberty.

To thee we sing

;

Long may our land be bright

With freedom's holy light;

Protect us by thy might.
Great God, our King I
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145 Jesus of Nazareth.

^^ Nr--

1 What means this eager, anxious throng,
Which moves with busy haste along—
These wondrous gath'rings day by day?
What means this strange commotion, pray?

||: In accents hushed the throng reply:

"Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.":||

2 Jesus! 'tis he who once below
Man's pathway trod, 'mid pain and woe

:

And burdened ones, where'er he came,
Brought out their sick, and deaf, and lame

;

II
: The blind rejoiced to hear the cry:

"Jesus of Nazareth passeth by." :1|

3 Again he comes! From place to place
His holy footprints we can trace

;

He pauseth at our threshhold—-nay,

He enters—condescends to stay
;

||: Shall we not gladly raise the cry

—

"Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.":||

4 Ho! all ye heavy-laden, come:
Here's pardon, comfort, rest, and home

;

Ye wanderers from a Father's face.

Return, accept his proffered grace;

||: Ye tempted ones, there's refuge nigh:

"Jesus of Nazareth passeth by.":||

5 But if you still this call refuse,

And all his wondrous love abuse,
Soon will he sadly from you turn,

Your bitter prayer for pardon spurn
;

||:
" Too late ! too late I" will be the cry

—

"Jesus of Nazareth has passed by I" .\

146 I am Praying for You.

147

1 I HAVE a Saviour, he's pleading in glory,

A dear, loving Saviour, tho' earth-friends

be few

;

And now he is watching in tenderness o'er me.
And, oh, that my Saviour, were your Sav-

iour, too

!

Cho.—For you I am praying, :
||

I'm praying for you.

2 I have a Father; to me he has given
A hope for eternity, blessed and true;

And soon will he call me to meet him in

heaven, [me, too

!

But, oh, that he'd let me bring you with

3 I have a robe : 'tis resplendent in whiteness
Awaiting in glory my wondering view

;

Oh.when I receive it all shining in brightness.

Dear friend, could I see you receiving one,
tool

All to Christ I Owe.

N—
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1 I HEAR the Saviour say.

Thy strength indeed is small;

Child of weakness, watch and pray,
Find in Me thine all in all.

Cho.—^Jesus paid it all,

All to him I owe
;

Sin had left a crimson stain :

He washed it white as snow.

2 Lord, now indeed I find

Thy power, and thine alone,

Can change the leper's spots.

And melt the heart of stone.

3 For nothing good have I

Whereby thy grace to claim

—

I'll wash my garment white

In the blood of Calvary's Lamb.

4 When from my dying bed
My ransomed soul shall rise.

Then "Jesus paid it all"

Shall rend the vaulted skies.

5 And when before the throne
I stand in him complete,

I'll lay my trophies down.
All down at Jesus' feet.

148 What hast thou done for Me 1
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I GAVE my life for thee.

My precious blood I shed.

That thou might'st ransomed be.

And quickened from the dead;
I gave, I gave My life for thee,

What hast thou given for Me?

2 My Father's house of light,

—

My glory-circled throne,

—

I left, for earthly night,

For wand'rings sad and lone;

I left, I left it all for thee

;

Hast thou left aught for Me?

3 I suffered much for thee,

More than thy tongue can tell.

Of bitterest agony,
To rescue thee from hell

;

I've boine, I've borne it all for thee.

What hast thou borne for Me?

4 And I have brought to thee,

Down from My home above.
Salvation full and free,

My pardon and My love;

I bring, I bring rich gifts to thee,

What hast thou brought to Me?
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149 Saviour, like a Shepherd.
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1

Saviour, like a shepherd lead us,

Much we need thy tend'rest care,

In thy pleasant pastures feed us,

For our use thy folds prepare;

II
: Blessed Jesus, blessed Jesus,
Thou hast bought us, thine we are.

:

2 We are thine, do thou befriend us,

Be the Guardian of our way

;

Keep thy flock, from sin defend us,

Seek us when we go astray

;

II
: Blessed Jesus, blessed Jesus,

Hear, oh, hear us when we pray. :
||

3 Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and sinful though we be

;

Thou hast mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse, and power to free

;

II

: Blessed Jesus, blessed Jesus,
We will early turn to thee. :

||

150 I Love to Tell the Story.

See ;=i=|v3-^:j^5=^

1 I LOVE to tell the Story
Of unseen things above,

Of Jesus and his glory.

Of Jesus and his love;

I love to tell the Story,

Because I know it's true;

It satisfies my longings.

As nothing else would do.

Cho.—I love to tell the Story !

'Twill be my theme in glory,

To tell the Old, Old Story
Of Jesus and his love.

2 I love to tell the Story

!

More wonderful it seems,
Than all the golden fancies

Of all our golden dreams;
I love to tell the Story

!

It did so much for me;
And that is just the reason

I tell it now to thee.

3 I love to tell the Story

!

For those who know it best
Seem hungering and thirsting

To hear it, like the rest

;

And when, in scenes of glory,
I sing the New, New Song,

'Twill be the Old, Old Story
That I have loved so long.

151 Jesus, Lover of My Soul.

Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly,

While the nearer waters roll,

While the tempest still is high.

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past;

Safe into the haven guide,

O, receive my soul at last.

2 Other refuge have I none

;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee:

Leave, oh, leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me:
All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my help from thee I bring;
Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of thy wing

!

3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want;
More than all in thee I find

;

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name,
I am all unrighteousness:

False and full of sin I am.
Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to cover all my sin

;

Let the healing streams abound
;

Make and keep me pure within.

Thou of life the fountain art.

Freely let me take of thee:

Spring thou up within my heart,

Rise to all eternity.

153 There is a Land.

110

1 There is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immortal reign;

Eternal day excludes the night.

And pleasures banish pain

;

There everlasting Spring abides,

And never-whith'ring flowers;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides
.

This heavenly land from ours.

2 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood

Stand dressed in living green

;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan rolled between

;

Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er, [flood

Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold
Should fright us from the shore.
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©REPA6E.

FEAE not, for I have redeemed thee, I have called thee by thy name

;

thou art mine."

"Therefore the redeemed of the Lord shall return, and come with

singing unto Zion; and everlasting joy shall he upon their head; they

shall obtain gladness and joy, and sorrow and mourning shall flee away."

"Break forth into joy, sing together, ye waste places of Jerusalem:

for the Lord hath comforted his people, he hath redeemed Jerusalem."

"Who gave himself for us, that he might redeem us from all iniquity."

"Ye were not redeemed with corruptible things, as silver and gold ; but

with the precious blood of Christ, as of a lamb without blemish and

"Without spot."

"ttnto l^im l^at kbtH ns,

nnb feasi^cb «s from am sins in l^is ofen hlaob,

rniH ^af^ mabc as Kings anb priests nnto ^oir anir l^is J'all^er,

ia ^im hz glorg anlt> bominion for tbex anb tbn.

AMEN.
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Songs of Redeeming Loye.

J. A. C.
MtHttmins Ho^t*

Wm. J. KiRKPATRlCK.
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Redeem- ing love ! Redeem- ing love ! This is the theme of saints a-

The an - gel hosts all wond'ring see, And long to solve the mys- ter
And here on earth the power is given To sing the sweet -est songs of

^. ip: -^ Ha- „ . „ „ ^^-^-^ ^ 1^
:p=
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S
bove,— Re - deem - ing love

!

y Re -deem -ing love!
heaven,—Re- deem -ing love!

^' " ^ ^ ilzz

Re - deem - ing love

!

Re - deem - ing love

!

Re - deem - ing love

!

=&

f^

Ar - rayed in

Ea - ger their
And our poor
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^
heaven's own spot- less white, Chant they this song with pure de - light,

—

gold - en harps to tune With saints redeemed * a - round the throne,
voic - es e'en to raise In notes of loud and joy - ful praise,

—
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Re- deem- ing love! Re- deem

—U-

ing
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—

V
4 Oh ! shout aloud, ye sons of men, 5

Tell the glad tidings o'er again,

—

Redeeming love! Redeeming love!
From east to west, from south to north.
Still let the sound go reaching forth,

—

Redeeming love ! Redeeming love

!

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood. 3

love! Re - deem - ing love!
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Let distant lands take up the strain,

Till love on earth entire shall reign,

Redeeming love ! Redeeming love!

O earth, be glad ! O heaven, above,
Sing ye the song,—Redeeming love!

Redeeming love ! Redeeming love!
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^f)c Sons ot tf)t SouL
Rev. Henry A. von Dulsem.

1. Oh, the song of the soul shall not die nor grow old, Nor languish nor
2. In the beau - ti - ful land far a - way o'er the tide, The jasper-walled
3. And the fair, golden harps in the hands of the blest. Shall thrill to a
4. And as a - ges fly onward, tho' worlds cease to be. And per - ish the

pine, in the home of our King ! But as a - ges fly onward new
home of the An - cient of Days, Where the ransomed ones shine as the
touch that no an - gel can give. As we sing in that land where the
stars that in heav - en do throng. Still the joy of the soul shall be

-C2>-

chords shall un
sun in his

wea- ry shall

deathless and
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fold,

pride
rest,

free,
i

New mel - o- dies meeting, in -spire us to sm^^
Our long hal - le - lu - jahs of glo - ry we'll raise.

Of One who hath died that a sin - ner might live.

And deathless and free the sweet notes of her song.
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WnHf)tXi Wf)itt m SnoiS).
Fajtny J. Crosby.

1. Tho' ray sins were once like crimson red, To the healing stream my feet were led,

2. At the door of faith I entered in, And to him confessed my guilt and sin,

3. Tho' my heart was all I had to give, Yet he smiled and bade me look and live,

4. I will sing his pow'r from death to save, I will sing his triumph o'er the grave.

m A ^

-t^-r

In the precious blood ray Sav- iour shed He washed me white as snow.

With his own dear hand he washed me clean, He washed me white as snow.

What a calm sweet peace did I receive,—He washed me white as snow.

I will sing, while crossing Jordan's wave, He washed me white as snow.

m^ P=^P— ^ A ^
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O, my joy - ful song henceforth shall be, 'Tis the blood of Je - sus
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cleans- eth me, Cleans- eth, cleans-eth, Oh, yes, it cleanseth

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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6 Kf)t Mtloi^tH.
H. M. Bradley. Thos. O. Lowh.

^^^4^=«=jg:g^
1. Down in the val- ley, a- mong the sweet lilies, Walks my Belov- ed, his

2. Know'st thou I seek thee ? oh, haste to discov- er Where is the place of thy

3. Now I approach thee, oh, fair- est Redeemer, Lured by thy beauty to

4. Gen - tier thy voice than the whisper of angels. Brighter thy smile than the

-^ -»-
'-t^-

!7~4iziQZZi^":zjrFpzr.^EZ^
±A.

I—''=^

t^

X-^^-
:^g::p3

r> V 9- w

footprints I see ; Haste I 'to fol - low thee. Saviour and Lov- er,

frag-rant re-treat—Where thou dost rest with thy flocks at the noon-tide,

dwell in thy love ; Hide not thy face from the heart that adores thee,

sun in the sky; Gath - er me ten - der-ly, close to thy bo - som,

CHOPvTJS.

^=lt 3^
•S--

How the winds whisper thy dear name to me

!

Shelter'd near fountains unsearch'd by the heat.

Hast thou not sought me and call'd me thy Dove ?

Faint with thy lov - li-ness thus let me die.

Oh, my be -loved Lord!

S
f^

^^tfc=^ Hi=?r-

t=:

£51

-tD-
H ^_o_p_

-t—r^-

p»rr-

S^

t^

For me thy life-blood pour'd, Thou blessed Son of God, Jesus my Lord.

-|CNJ—-o—g>-

fcz^zzipir ^F=?
By permission.
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Fanny J. Crosby.
Mttifttmttf.

Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

r. Redeemed, how I love to proclaim it, Redeemed by the blood of the Lamb

;

2. Redeemed, and so happy in Je - sus, No language my rapture can tell,

3. I think of my blessed Redeemer, I think of him all the day long,

4. I know I shall see in his beauty The King in whose law I de - light,

5. I know there's a crown that is waiting In yonder bright mansion for me,

mm^^m -m—•—•-

^i ^W~9

vfvvn cp-

1 i

tzixpiric:
1^1

Redeemed thro' his infi- nite mer - cy, His child and forev- -- er I am,.

I know that the light of his presence With me doth contijiual - ly dwell.

I sing," for I cannot be si - lent, His love is the theinie of my song.

Who loving- lyguardeth my footsteps, And giveth me songs in the nightj

And soon, with the spirits made perfect, At home with the Lord I shall be.

m^ ji—p—P p F y
^ k H -7 h h--—

h

Vt.-^K-

\—6-—6~ol—t^o-'-«—"^

SI

-o-

Re - deemed, re - deemedj redeemed, by the blood of the Lamb,

ni redeemed, redeemed,
1^ ^_^

^^fe
-0—e—&-—o—

"

•«~^-8i-—

^

Re - deemed, re - deemed, l^is. ^hild and forev - er li

redeemed, redeemed,

copyright, 1882, by Wm. T- Kirkpatrick.
>i .. .. - - . • -J. . . . ^ . •

O O CD CD S) <Z>j
t>0 KE MI FA SO tA. Stt



H. L. G. SiJtalt to ^ty 3t&it^* Dr. H. L. GiLMOUR.

Speak to me, Je - sus, I'm far from thy fold; Far from kind friends, that so
2. Speak to me, Je - sus, in tones that so oft, In sickness and sor- row, so

3. Speak to me, Je - sus, oh, tell of thy power. Mighty to save, when my
4. Speak to me, Je - sus, thy Spir- it im-part, To strengthen,!© comfort, and

sT-^r8-it^-g-«-^-rr--M^^S-rn-fT-
,, r tr tr r y u

-p- 10-

m

- - -o- -o-
of - ten have told That sto - ry so sim - pie, so kind and so free. Oh,
ten - der and soft, Did gen - tly admon - ish in Beth - a-ny's home. Oh,
wand'ring's are o'er; I seek now for par - don, in pen - i- tence wait. Oh,
cheer my weak heart ; Thy voice I have heard, and thy blood is applied ; Oh,

±1
-S--

-o- ^-
-|0-

:t:
Z>.5.—get—^—

-V- -V-

jr:

r-
"«"

not thy blood, that from sin makes so free ; Oh,
Fine. CHORUS.

-, N S
-"-^—

^

^ ^-—f^

-o- id=]Eg.feS:
-e

—

speak to me, Je - sus, I'll lis -

speak to me, Je - sus, to thee
speak to me, Je - sus, before
help me, dear Saviour to live

ten
I

'tis

at

-I- -|0-

'^--
-+-

--»- -»-
:=t==

-o-

-CD-
to thee,

will come,
too late,

thy side.

Speak to me,

P-

Speak to me, .speak to me,

-O- hD- -o- -o- -o- -o-

speak to me, Je - sus, I

(3d verse.)—

I

(4th verse.)—

I

will come to thee,
come to thee,

come to thee.

now
have

S3ee
-:^- -^'

::i=tizii|
d-n- s:i!v:

lit S 0^

Je - sus, speak . . . from a - bove. Tell ... of thy
speak to me, speak from a - bove Tell of thy hands,

-o- • -o- _ _ -o- -o^^^-o- J . _i ^ ^

-h-=^

-«—o—o-

7*—b-—b'—U- iprn

-«- -»-

-©—®-

V—b^—b*—V-
J>.s.

m -^ -A
St BE Tt

'rvj vvrrf ^ ^ f M -, w , ,

hands, ... of thy side, . . . and thy love ; . . . For-
tell of thy side, tell of thy hands, of thy side, and thy love;

k- ^
|\ . 1^——-- ^ —

Copyright, 1881, by John J. Hood
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Tracy Clinton.

?i^a^e gott tiearDff

?^-^

T. C. O'Kane.

aEa^£=
Have you heard of tkose heavenly mansions, Prepared by the Saviour above,

Have you heard of that wonderful ci - ty, Whose walls are ofjasper and gold ?

Haveyouheardof those emblems of vict'ry. That all of the glori-fied bear?

But the beauti- ful mansion and ci - ty, The palm, and the glittering crown,

P»-#
4L

t £1 -ti-r p p p #-^

1HHHy-f
5fEii=»=gi

-^> g±fcfc^Et
V ^ ^ y

v—>/—^ ^ ^

For all who are un - to him faithful, And who his appearing shall love ?

Whose inha - bit- ants ev - er are happy, And nev-er grow weary or old?

Of the star-bedecked crowns of rejoicing Which all of the ransomed shall wear ?

We each may en- joy, if we serve him Who for us his life once laid down.

^ ^ \n
—

V

CHORUS.

^^S^^p rN-«W J=^̂ r 1
Yet, half has never been told,. . . Yet, half has never been told; . . .

never been told, never been told
;

^-' -i^ m m m m m m m m -i©--©--©--!©--©-

m.
p—p—p-

I
^fzf^^f^ $:pi:j6=:pc:^

1^=73 '-^ ^t^v-u u L^
r-T W-i^^-V-

For the eye has not seen them,nor ear ever heard.And half has never been told.

'- -o- « . . . J ^ 'i -«- -I'*- -I"- -®-

Sfei
M=.£ :«=?=»mm f—

^

1—lo—o—-t=-^&laK 1 1 1 :ifi=5^

r-^ ^tf
Copyright, 1882, by T. C. O'Kane.
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10 jFot Sou auti iov J^e-
W. L. T. Will L. Thompson;

P'ery slow, pp^^
-o^ffli-;

=1—^-O—=1-1Bi--g|-»j-
:lt s s

B^-sai- -O-O^^v-^-^

1. Softly and tenderly Je-sus is calling, Calling for you and for me,
2. Why should we tarry when Jesus is pleading, Pleading for you and for me?
3. Time is now fleeting,the moments are passing, Passing from you and from me;

4. Oh ! for the wonderful love he has promised. Promised for you and for me;

^—y-fV—I—N—\-:d ^—V—P^i—I hr

-«- "^ -«--o-

v-^ -N—N-

See on the portals he's waiting and watching, Watching for you and for me.

Why should we linger and heed not his mercies. Mercies for you and for me ?

Shadows are gathering, death beds are coming. Coming for you and for me.
Tho' we have sinned he has mercy and pardon. Pardon for you and for me.

m CHORUS
^ ^ "^ ^^S'

-h-2—2SvP^-«i- -t—!!!!i—S-^- -!—§=gr4g-S^t^-i^-

1 " ^
Come home, . come home, , Ye who are weary, come home,

Come home, ^ come home.

-^-jsfl 3^3^
Earnest-ly, tender- ly Je-sus is calling. Calling, O sinner, come home !

1^ /-\ /Jv /-;v•—19—» T-m-19—m—•-•-r-^j-r*—•—

—

fu
By permission.
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i^ntt tot ^U tf)t Sin^iouv 3itetr» ii
Rev. J. H. MARTm. T. C. O'Kane.

-4-.

-«-• *^ -«-• -Ol- "^ -99- -«-• -Oh " K

1. Once for all the Saviour died, Christ the Lord was cru - ci - fied;

2. Once for all our sins he bore, Bought our peace forev - er - more
;

3. Once for all the Saviour rose, Vic - tor o'er his mighty foes

;

4. Once for all as - cending high, Throned and crowned above the sky,

S||i^
— I— I—I

1
1 S-^S—Pq-^—e^—e-^^^^^S—I—p> r

'^ u s^ r T

i^-tod-
i—O—o-^ ^

-g^rt

^z
-0(- z^-zE4

o--—o-

—N-
ea— -i

Once for all he shed his blood, Bearing forth a pur- pie flood.

Once for all our debt he paid. Full, complete a - tonement made.
With their glorious King and Head, Saints shall waken from the dead.

There he in - tercedes and reigns,—Praise him in tri - umphant strains.

I^ +-

-o- -o- _^. 1^-

^^1^^^ ri^fe:
-1? ^i

REFRAIN.
,

"M
iS^-l-^ggEEfi^gEEaEgi fm

Oh, be - lieve him and be blest ! Oh, receive him and find rest

!

(*s ^

3EEgI»gg^pg ^1r i^i

All your sins shall be for- given, You shall reign with him in heaven,
^

-P-' _^ „ _ 3 -o-

Copyright, 1881, by T. C. O'Kanb.
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12
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

The home where changes never come, Nor pain nor sorrow, toil nor care ; Yes

!

Yet when bow'd down beneath the load By heav'n allow'd, thine earthly lot ; Thou
If in thy path some thorns are found, O, think who bore them on his brow ; If

Toil on, nor deem, tho' sore it be, One sigh unheard, one pray'r forgot; The

1^
ts:Ep

^ i -A-
-A—)\- m-»^ -w el ^

'tis

yearnst

grief

day

a bright and blessed home ; Who would not fain be resting there ?

to reach that blest a - bode. Wait, meek- ly wait, and murmur not.

thy sorrowing heart has found. It reached a ho - li - er than thou,

of rest will dawn for thee ; Wait, meek - ly wait, and murmur not.

P^
It

-^-

|CT> • I

:^3i^:

CHORUS.

=S=?:
wait, meek - ly wait, and mur - mur not,

meek- ly wait,

o,

•—

»

o-

ipi:

^—8- ^

m
wait, meekly wait, and murmur not, O, wait,

meek-ly wait, _ meekly

-P- ^ -P-

:|t=^zi:^c=^
-J^iz^

igi-jgi f- r f- f
:ji P K- W'T^rf^

1^^-^
•wait,

^

iEEEi
<SJ

n
:8=st -^

x±
p—»-

rri
wait, and mur

U 1/

mur not,
[v O, murmur

-©

—

&

By permission.



, C. Yule.
IFit tf)t a^lttt ot tfte Mot^. 13

Jno. R. Swemey.

1. In the Rock that is high-er than
2. In the Rock that is high- er than
3. In the Rock that is high-er than
4. O, the Rock that is high- er than

I In peace I am resting to-

I,— The Rock that was rent for my
I,— That-is stronger than earth or than
I,— I hide in the cleft of his

-•o«-

day, And the clouds that hung dark O'er my storm-driven bark Are
sin,— In the cleft of the Rock, Where there cometh no shock, I am
hell,— With nev - er a fear, Tho' the storm rages near, In
side. And I know that for aye, Tho' the worlds pass away, My

rolled from the heavens a - way.
hiding ; by mercy shut in

!

peace and as- surance I dwell

!

hiding-place still shall a- bide!

Rock that is higher than 1

1

Copyright, 1882, by John J, Hood
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14
W. J. K.

IXt^titiQ at tlie m^vom*
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

'4- g_-L_'1y gzii^ii-oi—gi 5=F*=8=
1. To
2. At

3- At

4. At

the cross of Christ, my Sav- iour,

the cross, while meekly bow - ing,

the cross, while prostrate ly - ing,

the cross I'm calmly rest - ing.

I had brought my weary soul,

Je - BUS, smiling, bade me live;

Je- sus' blood flowed o'er my soul,

Ev - 'ry moment now is sweet

;

ifczp: t:
ipizi^t^ qizn^

-h—

h

i :N=i ^M: il==a:
cr>—

t

B J=i:
-J:
—«—

i

Burdened, faint, and broken-heart - ed,
" I have died for your transgressions,

All my guilt and sin were cov - ered,

I am tast-ing of his glo - ry,

^ *:
Praying, "Je- SUS, make me whole."

And I free - ly all for - give."

And he whispered,"Child, be whole."

I am rest- ing at his feet.

J^EZIfT zix:

I
P

—

P-
--ji—>--r—jiiz:^ X3:

CHORUS.

=^- tn
-CD-

Glo - ry, glo - ry be to Je

5E^3E^U
r 1^ ^ r

am counting all but dross,

^ _
-r> i

- ^p^b-g-p
-yi V k' ^ i/-

fTtrrfrn
),rm resting (aI'm resting (at the cross), I'm resting (at the cross), I'm resting at the cross.

jd^di^tricii:^.E
I*' W ^ P

—»^T^— '--^—P-- 23:

By permission.
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T. C. O'K.
"iFoUoto Jttt." 15

±* m
T. C. O'Kane.

S-,-4-,^feiiSSes
--A-

:pti^=it:

1. Hear you not the Sav-iour calling, Call-ing you so earn-est-ly?

2. Lay not up on earth your treasure, Transient, perish- ing 'twill be

;

3. In my Fa- ther's house in heaven, Let your hearts untroubled be,

fc^# :^:i=f: s;
^21 ^fH^

H8—=l-»-

V-T- ^=^f

!!*: ^-r

-«-: ^^ O—«-G3l—

t

S :i&
—O-i—o- i=s p* ^=ai-

--N

Gent - ly, too, the tones are fall- ing, " Come, oh, come, and fol-

Rath - er seek e - ter-nal pleasure; Would you find it? Fol-

Glorious man- sion will be giv - en, On - ly come and fol -

low me."
low me.

low me,

-P- -iCD-

t=t
rr^n ^-=i-t»-.-i -FC=^

t

**
CHORUS.

^

O O O ' -s a&t 1^=53^3=1^
-O--—O—•-»

Let us round our Lead- er ral - ly, Je-susbids us each

^^
m ^A-

-0-!
_t=-

^. ^
to come;

iPE-^-

f-
-f—^-

f

H Pi ^ IV]—fn V ^T-H-'—

'

i^ ^^ 1—r-

He will lead us thro' life's valley, O'er the riv - er, safe - ly home.

4 Be thy pathway bright or dreary
Whither duty leadeth thee.

Strong thy steps, or faint and weary,
I will guide thee,—follow me.

5 When thy days on earth are ending,
And the close of life you see.

Even to the grave descending,
Never fear, but follow me.

By permission.
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16
Lizzie Edwards.

^
[
^ N -A—I—

JnO. R. SWKNEY.

i «J-

i^:^
=S—S—4—

i

1. To the shadow of the Rock in a thirsty land I flee, To the

2. To the shadow of a Rock, where so many pilgrim feet. In their

3. In the shadow of the Rock, where the peaceful waters glide, Peaceful

shadow of the Rock just be- fore me ; My Redeemer bids me go, and how
joyful, joyful haste now are turning; Where their weary,troubled hearts find a

waters from the pure crystal riv - er, In the shadow of the Rock, m its

-^p ft ft P 9—P—^r
-:r-r-L L l ^=^=^F

^-

sweet my rest will be, With his tender, lov- ing smile beaming o'er

sure and safe retreat, And the blessed lamp of faith still is burn -

cleft my soul shall hide, With my blessed Lord to dwell, and for-ev -

-p- -l"*- -F*- -O-

me.
ing.

er.

-P—P P P-
ISL :^~P~~P=^s |s~-^ zl

:t=t=P=^t:

=g=8= m^
D.S.—sweet my rest will be, With his tender, loving smile beaming o'er

CHORUS.

me.

JStl^

Oh, what a ref - uge from ev-'ry throbbing care ! Oh, what a refuge !—my

on - ly hope is there ; My Re - deemer bids me go, and how

m—«—«!

iifc 1^ 9- :fc=1

Copyright, i88?, by John J. Hood.
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Hbnrietta E. Blair.

-S-7.— J J 1-

^utmtft tt>t dSiutt. 17

hfi=«z^

Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

1. Poor, starving soul, there's room for thee Within thy Father's home;
2. Thy Father waits; what keeps thee back? Behold his pleading face!

3. O, lin- ger not, the time is short. Its sands are ebb- ing fast

;

:^=p_#_cp3=zp
-m^-^-in i^:

^ =@±B=

fe^--CD-
4--^

ĈE*- '^
Why lin- ger still? there's bread to spare; Come in,—no longer roam,-

His circling arms would clasp thee now; O, seek his dear em - brace;

This hour is thine,—improve it well,—This hour,—perhaps thy last;

H©- -o-

—t:

-cs3lzz-t

-cd—d--
:d:

-cr^-S-^
'Mn^.̂^^^

Gi—6-'-cd—ri

Come in,—be- hold, thy Fa- ther calls; His love for thee is great;

He longs to hear thee say, for- give; He mourns thy hapless state;

Come rn, while yet thy Father pleads, Slight not his love so great;

:&- =^^
^-

J^:
Fine..

^;=--
'-^

S=t^=5^P=e=|:

Come in, come in,—he bids thee come ; Why stand outside the gate?

^-

&«:
£tP:
11

-P- -^
:^f^

-(S>-

prcp—^k-=p3:

^ f—

^

-I—
D.S.—Come in, come in, there's room for thee; Why stand outside the gate?

CHORUS.
. . 1 . I>.S.

^^^^^E^^M^^^^^lT
Outside the gate, out- side the gate, O soul, no long - er

^ -p- r ^ r . f

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood
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i^tKUtiiui Mn^.
Wm. J. KlRKPATRlCK.

*—^ »1—S—o--=-J-

1. Beau-ti- ful day, love-ly thy light; Ho- ly each ray, ban- ishing night;

2. Beau - ti - ful day, calm was thy dawn
;
Joyous the lay, blessed the morn,

3. Beau-ti- ful day, perfect - ly bright
;
Je-sus al- way, boundless delight,

4. Beau-ti- ful day, ha-ven of rest; Ev'ry one may come and bebless'd;

m t̂^E
-»—©—©-
T 1

-^-N ^-^

—o—o—o-' o-J-

Cloudless thy sky
;
peaceful my stay Here in the sunlight of beautiful day.

When in my heart, over my way, First shone the noontide of beautiful day.
Bliss all around, heaven by the way. Shining in fulness, oh, beautiful day.

Glory to God ! naught can dismay ; Christ is the light of this beautiful day.

^^-
-•—»- -^-r -^

^ K 1

—

tt^
Errrf

^=^ -¥ '•> \^
:p_^=(5

l:U U U ^

REFRAIN. VK—N—N—N—^^
^
-c

^fN^NJV

=r=§=s=i: B^ET^^tt^aE^ s
Beau- ti- ful, beauti- ful day, Evermore shine on my way

;

Beau - ti - ful, beau- ti- ful day, £v - ermore shine on my way ;

-o- ho- -o- -0--0--0--0- :?: o ^ -^.«-

^^^^
Saviour, I pray, keep me al-way Safe in this beauti- ful day.

By permission.
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mvt gott ntntf^i
Maky D. Jamb"?.

19
Jno. R. Swenby.

P4-

Should the summons, quickly fly - ing, On the slumb'ring nations fall,

—

What if now the startling man - date Should the sleeping virgins hear,

—

Is there oil in all your ves - sels? Are your garments pure and white?

Rise ! ye vir- gins,—sleep no long - er,—Lest the call your souls surprise !

pi-P—^- -P—^- m»-4-*-
-r-T

H-^-T^ ^ ^-^

—

i=i ^
Lo ! the heavenly Bridegroom com- eth, Would the sound your souls appal?

Are your lamps all trimm'd and burning? Should the Bridegroom noW appear?
Aretheywash'd in-the cleansing fountain, Fit to stand in Je- sus' sight?

Lest ye fail to meet the Bridegroom, When he coraeth from the skies.
-»-

4=—p—p_^^i—p

—

p
—

1: :^ :^ i»-=-

«: -N—

N

J t ri
'^^'^s§=§=§%-4-i;

-g-q- -

Are you read - y ?

Are you read - y ?

Are 3'ou read - y ?

Oh, be read - y

!

Should you hear the midnight call ?

Now to see your Lord ap - pear

!

Are your lamps all clear and bright ?

When he cometh from the skies
;

mmi- -fV—

N

1
-rf^ «-^CE^*-

Are you read - y ? Are you read - y? Should you hear the midnight call ?

Are you ready? Are you ready? Should you hear the midnight call? Should you hear the midnight call?

Are you read - y ? Are you read- y? Now to see your Lord appear?
Are you ready? Are you ready? Now to see your Lord appear? Now to see your Lord ap - pear?

Are you read - y ? Are you read - y ? Are yourlampsall clear and bright?
Are you ready? Are you ready? Are your lamps all clear and bright? Are your lamps all clear and bright?

Oh, be read-y! Oh, be read-y! Hasten, from your slumbers rise!
Oh, be ready! Oh, be ready! Hasten, from your slumbers rise ! Hasten, from yourslumbers rise !

y-, P r~T"Fr^-gigigig±=4irtfc=kri5:is- i

8--
tez=isit^-"-p-^

Copyright, 1878, by John J. Hoou.
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K'm a^e^(tmetr«
•John i. 29. T. C. O'KANa

O, sing of Je- sus, " Lamb of God," Who died on Cal - va - ry,

O wondrous power of love di-vine! So pure, so full, so free!
All glo - ry now to Christ the Lord, And ev - er- more shall be

;

SEfE^^^SEf^^ ^ e-t/—r

—

t

-0-
j

~p" -«- ' " " <i>

And for a ran- som shed his blood, For you and e - ven me.
It reach - es out to all mankind, Em - brae - es e - ven me.
He hath redeemed a world from sin. And ransomed e - ven me.

mŴc !•-—

I

RBFRAIN

-1^

*^

I'm re - deemed, I'm re - deemed, Through the
I'm redeemed, ^ I'm redeemed,
iO* hO- -0-

m^--
4=—1=-^

-^-\^ -^-p- 5^:

^ ^EfEj^^^^^E^^^^^^S
blood of the Lamb that was slain, . . , I'm re - deemed,

of the Lamb that was slain, I'm redeemed.

-O- -»-• -O- -I -£1 -t=-

..^
:t=- =5^

I
^1 1/ ' fc=te: =^£ •^-h

V—g*—[-

I'm re - deemed, Hal - le - lu - jah un - to his name.
I'm redeemed, .a.

pife^^^
i' I—1»^

=F=F
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Fanny J. Crosby. Jno. R. Sweney.

— lb—fli "^tf 6—d

—

ii

-i^—
g-

8:

> i^

1/ u

1. Will you come,will you come,with your poor broken heart, Burden'd and sin-op
2. Will you come, will you come? there is mercy for you, Balm for your ach- ing

3. Will you come, will you come,you have nothing to pay
; Je -sus, who loves you

4. Will you come,will you come? how he pleads with you now ! Fly to his lov- ing

no o ^ ^ n n ^ n "» o_J^ -P- -P- -.P- -p- -^-4-

1-1—b^—u—t-

p^-- 1 n ^—^—

1

, N^ ^ s ^
^ ? 1 P CO

K^

—

Q -\- -1*^—H^ _J—_ai

—

!s^—

«

—^—•- -4 »—»—S
t/

7=^-^—ri—6—Si d— ^=3 H—r t

pressed ? Lay it down at the feet of your Sav - iour and Lord,
breast

;

On - ly come as you are, and be - lieve on his name,
best. By his death on the Cross purchased life for your soul,

breast

;

And what - ev - er your sin or your sor - row may be,

(jy ' 00 « "T" "^ n « f^ « 1»^ « p^
<e)f#- -f3 • —P ^- -#—p

—

p—p—p—i»— -p—p—p—Pi

—

Sr^^ 1 —It—t^ 1 b—p

—

\~ 1

L? 1^
1

1 1/ i''

:§=^-
^^j^"^^^^
Je - sus will give you rest.

REFRAIN.

^: ^
Oh, hap-py rest! sweet, happy rest!

^ 4^ 4ZL -p.

you

t=t: &:
1^^^ ?-r-p-

-V—U'—

h

m
m:=l: ^=

^s^ iJ:=«:

je - sus will give you rest,

gi^ =P-
j_ ^_ .happy rest, I

Oh ! why won't you come in

=^=F

^^^^^^
^^£=p=ji
i i

g^pg "1 ~1^ 8=^pg
sim - pie, trust - ing faith ? Je

*=t

sus will give

f f f

yon

B±
S

From "Joy to the World," by per.
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Rev. W. H. BUKRELL

&omins to 3t^nsi.
Jno. R. Swknky.

1. With my sin-wounded soul, To be made ful - ly whole, And Thy perfect sal-
2. O, how long have I tried To re - sist nature's tide. All in vain have I

3. I thy promise believe. That in thee I shall live, Thro' thy blood shed so
4. To be thine, wholly thine, Precious Saviour divine ; With my all con-se-

va-tion to see ; With my heart stained by sin. To be washed and made clean,
sighed to be free; In myself all undone, 'Neath the waves sinking down,
free - ly for me To ob-tain a pure heart, To secure this "good part,"
crat - ed to thee ; To be kept ev'ry hour, By thy love's wondrous power,

m:»=r
-m^lM

?=El=l-=^
t-^M

-u V I ^
^ ^

-&—^
^S^^-S-

;=^
REFRAIN.

^tr-d-—:f^--
f—^T-]—h-r r-s^—^—P^—^—^—^-^

^— 1/ \J

I am coming, dear Saviour, to thee.

m#=p»=ff=
v*—V-

I am coming, dear Saviour, to

^ ^ -o- -«-' -o- -«- -o- -o-

!

—

r \ D.—Lzi

—

u^.ir .u-—unz
^ y \^\

•5-++—

H

1 r-K—H ^ ^- f^ '-

SEEiEo-^-«-

o--©-
-d—o-

=1:

thee, I am coming, dear Saviour, to thee ; With my heart stained by

r ^ -o- ^ ;^^^^;_J{:^_^
irr^ -v—v-
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Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. T. C. O'Kank.

1. Oh, free - ly speak for Je - sus,— Pro- claim how great his love;

2. Go, bear a - mid the dark- ness Some beams of gos-pel light,

3. Oh, gent - ly lift the fal - len; Let love her man- tie spread

;

4. The small - est act fo'r Je - sus Shall glow with grace di - vine,

£t^
-fr--4-r :pi=::

^

Oh, tell that sweet compas - sion Once brought him from a- bove.

'Till hope shall clear each pathway Now shroud - ed dark as niglit.

Then bear the lost to Je - sus, Who once for sin- ners bled.

And peace that pass- eth knowledge Shall ev - er -more be thine.

—J-r-J-^-J—-S «

m
"^I
!S;

CHORUS, ^
ly f^ u^-j 1 1-s -o-

-A-n -^

-O-

fill thy life with ser - vice. Oh,

^-J

to the brim;

u
Yes,

A

^^ -9-

-P i^ v-'-r-

Christ wrought for thee a bless- ing: Then do thy best for him.

^^E^l:=^|i:p
-r*—F

—

^- W
Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood.
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Lizzie Edwards

Et)t Stent 3uitsmtnt M&q.

==—o-—-§—•-_„—„

—

„—„—9^—„^

—

^—^—t-G3 9 gzzzjz:
r \/.... «-^ ..„ J ],._- il 1 _•_ . . -

Jno. R. Sweney.

g^4=f: 5
"b C ^T u ^

=p==t
; P3z=^ ^^^

1. You are un-der condem - na- tion, careless sin - ner, And the
2. There's a judgment fast approaching, careless sin - ner, And re-
3. There's a judgment fast approaching, careless sin - ner, If you
4. There's a world where all the righteous shall be gath - ered, And an-

\S- p.—IN

—

p—^— -^ N . Fv=
—

s—
^^?fg—S-5§—8-jftg=8:J^ ^ W:" -m-

E#=^
—N-

-i-^judgment day is sure - ly draw- ing near; If you tram -pie un - der
member there's a death that nev - er dies; Oh, the wail -ing of the
sin a - way the precious time of grace, You will call up - on the
oth - er of remorse and end- less pam; If you die with- out the

^-L-^-V-^V^-
•-

P P—
1

^

=1=
^
=a

^ ^-
y \> y V ^^ i^ U

t^- =tl --H —-+——H— J

foot redeeming mer - cy, What a sentence then your guilty soul will hear,
lost who feel its an- guish; To its horror will you dare to close your eyes?
rocks to fall up - on you, And to hide you from a slighted Saviour's face,

cleansing blood of Je - sus, Then for- ev - er with the lost you must remain.
^ ^ ^ ^

e—o—Li ^x.

presence in -to ev-erlasting flame! Oh, escape this aw- ful doom; cling to

5 V=>'- -u*—u- r V:^V-V-

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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,j I. I !-^-t^^ M-r-4-

COWPBR. HSiiotionH Jfountmn. T. C. O'Kane.

Pi^BS^ :* 3t=g:
-fV-4-

:^ aii^t -J^-

f There is a fountain filled with blood, filled with blood, filled with blood, There
^"

( And sinners plung'd beneath that flood,beneath that flood.beneath that flood,And

I
The dy-ing thief rejoiced to see, rejoiced to see, rejoiced to see. The

^"
{ And there may I, tho' vile as he, tho' vile as he, the' vile as he, And

is a fount -ain filled with bood. Drawn from Imraan- uel's veins,

)

sinners plunged beneath that flood. Lose all their guilt - y stains.
J

dy - ing thief rejoiced to see That fount - ain in his day, )

there may I, tho' vile as he. Wash all my sins a - way |

^ J 1^ I
i> -0- tt« -0-

-« •! •-T-« X #-

ev er Wash my sins

lil:

way.

m^^^i^

3 Thou dying Lamb, |[: thy precious blood :
|

Shall never lose its power,
Till all the ransomed ||:Church of God:|
Are saved, to sin no more.

4 E'er since by faith ||: I saw the stream :
|

Thy flowing wounds supply,
Redeeming love ||: has been my theme,:]

And shall be till I die.

From " Redeemer's Praise," by per.
O O CD <S> CD ^) CZ»
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Mrs. R. N. Turner.

^nvtt>ins &n'ta>nvti.
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

1. We are marching, marching onward, Strong to dare, and strong to do

!

2. As he leads us, so we'll fol - low. For his light illumes our way

;

3. We are marching, marching onward With a courage true and strong

;

^ -0-.

.fcfc^:

E^ -f^
—

i^ ^m ^
^

itzp:

=i

:^=3t 3^
1-0 o

—

our ban - ner float- ing o'er us. And our Leader, Christ in view

!

er on- ward, ev - er on-ward. Step by step, and day by day !

the vie - fry shall not fail us, Tho' the war- fare may be long

!

^ ^ ^ ^ .. 1

— . - - .
'

• a "S"' a _ ^ _
i/ -t:—-—h ^——h

1 y 1

—

'-—1^—MJ-f—

"

o_!—®—«-
-B—-»-

Sin, with all its tempting pleasures, Beckons us with lur - ing hand;
'Tis a grand and glorious ar- my; And the King whose name we bear,
No ! the heart that trusts in Je - sus Shall not fall in weakness down

;

_ . - HO . .«-«-: -^ I . J^ -«--•- - - . a _
_j— — _^_j—g^—jj

—

^- ^^
-—o-—K- -^-L

&3 3t —N-

But with true and earnest purpose. For our Mas - ter we will stand.
Watches o'er us, and sustains us. With a strong and ten - der care !

Strength he gives, the cross to car - ry. Strength to win the victor's crown

!

m^-m V- ^ H8-
^P" ^m1=^

M CHORUS.
^1^^^ -»- -o- :^

JV_

.^_^, 1—1—

r

March- ing on - ward, marching on
Marching on - ward, inarching

-o- -o- -o-
-o- -a- +— -a- -^.j- -bj-

ward. Bearing forth the
on - ward.

>?ri

^g ^ —^

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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^

27

A
and free ; Marching on - ward, marching

Marching on- ward.

^
5

.-5:

on - ward ; Christ our Leader prom- is - es the vie - to - ry
Marching on - ward ;

-^ -^ r.
-

- -

J b' F y —

—

b' >

P- ^
:S= i^

•Rev. E. A. Hoffman
Offlors to ?^t0 ^arne*

" I will glorify thy name forevermore." Rev. J. H. Stockton.

Down at the cross where my Saviour died, Down where for cleansing from
I am so won- drously sav'd from sin, Je - sus so sweetly a-

Oh, precious fountain, that saves from sin, I am so glad I have
Come to this fountain, so rich and sweet; Cast thy poor soul at the

_ -o-
sm I cried ; There to my heart was the blood applied ; Glory

bides with-in ; There at the cross where he took me in ; Glo - ry
entered in ; There Je- sus saves me and keeps me clean, Glory
Saviour's feet; Plunge in to-day, and be made complete; Glo - ry

to his

to his

his

his

D.S.—There to my heart was the blood applied ; Glo - ry to his

Fine, chorus.
, ^ , .-"t^ D.S.

-CD-' «^ • w w ^. w .^

name. Glo - ry to his name.

H^—

I

By permission.

Glo - ry to his name

;

-=—•—•—•-
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EtU U to 3tBn^*
Rankin, D. D.

--^-J 1

Matt. xiv. 12. S. LORBNZ.

^=^
1. Are you wea - ry, are jwu heavy-heart- ed? Tell

2. Do the tears flow down your cheeks unbidden? Tell

3. Do you fear the gath'ring clouds of sor- row? Tell

4. Are you trou- bled at the thought of dy- ing? Tell

fcE»4=f- HO- :^£=r=^
-W—^

f) h
^ j^

1 1 1
1 1 1 ^ r^ ^

1
' V 1^ n n ' ? «— r P hX U *i "1

1
1

^ J ^ **, ei A * ^ f« J
fm" J J 1 J J _l e •

(d •^
\^\) a ji • B

I J " w

^ Tell

Tell

Tell

Tell

It 1

It 1

it 1

It 1

Je -

Je -

.0 Je -

.0 Je -

r-f-

w
bus;

sus;

sus;

sus;

Are J ou griev - ing - ver joys de- part - ed ?

Have you sins that to man's eye are hid- den?
Are you anx- ious what shall be to - mor-row?
For Christ's coming Kingdom are you sigh- ing?

r-s—f—^—F-i-^-P—^—P—P—

^

^^•--—
—\—p^
»—H» •

If - \—-^-f-^-HMMf—s- -»'•'; / I^ / L^ r ^
i ^ \^ 1 1 t

1
1

CHORUS. >, ^ .^

Sz^::
-»-^=^"

M-'-^=^^-
6 6. ti t^—fi ^^—it

xd- d
U

it to Je-sus a -lone. Tell it to Je- sus, Tell it to Je-sus,

«—r-P

—

F • r ^—F-S=g=r=£

-ist-^ «--*- 3^-E^

a friend that's well known

;

J

He You have no oth - er

fcipBz:

±1:
W-^

-i—

r

i
«—-gd- ^-

~8 III

a friend or broth - er, Tell to Je
y

sus lone.

t==!=f=
:it

r^ -0

—

p Stt
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Rev. W. HuNTEB. T. C. O'Kanb.

_o-|-o^-^—o T R-^F =—pv-n- ^ I
^ -f^—i—^^-^R==^=F

1. There is aplacewheretheangelsdwell, A pure and a peaceful a- bode;

2. There is a place where they never die,Where beauty and youth never fade;

3. There is aplace wheremy friends have gone,Who suflfered and worshiped with me,

4- There is a place where I hope to live,When life and its labors are o'er,

—

I
:P=5^

-^—A- s ^-

i'5i=
^ ^—6 6 8 5 6 '?jd

u 1/ J' U "

The joys of that place no tongue can tell, But there is the palace of God.

Where never is heard the mournful cry, "My friend, my beloved is dead."

Ex - al- ted with Christ, high on his throne. The King in his beauty they see.

A place which the Lord to me will give, And then I shall sorrow no more.

^ ^

P P P f
:^=^=^5=^

1 P-

»—

»

«-t/—t/—b/—t^

^$1

CHORUS,m ^ hS-

6-f7-^
:a=^

:t^:

I'm bound forhome, for my father-land, The house and the city a- bove;And

^ 1^ ^^**'

soon shall I join the ransom'd band, And dwell in that cit-y of love.
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O e> CD <Z) CD <s o
DO KB MI PA .sn LA SI



30
John Newton.

Jf

MtioUixiQ ^^tvmovt.
R. E. Hudson.

1. Tho' troubles as -sail, and dang - ers affright, Tho' friends i^hould all

2. The birds, without barn or storehouse, are fed ; From them let us

3. When Sa- tan appears to stop up our path. And fills us with

4. He tells us we're weak,—our hope is in vain : The good that we

'^ "^ \ 1/ U U ,,

Chorus.—Yes, I will re-joice, re-joice in the Lord, Yes, I will re-

fail, and foes all u - nite. Yet one thing secures us, whatev - er be-

learn to trust for our bread. His saints, what is fitting, shall ne'er be de-

fears, we tri-umph by faith; He cannot take from us, tho' oft he has

seek we ne'er shall obtain : But when such suggestions our graces have

J^ .J».._1=-

Xr-

joice,

1/

re-joice

fLi_p_r^_p—p_:

*3
in the Lord, Yes, I will

.4=-ti

P
re-joice, re-joice m the

tide, The prom - ise as- sures us,-

nied, So long as 'tis written,

-

tried, The heart-cheer- ing promise,

-

tried, Thisans-wers all questions,

-

the Lord

the Lord

the Lord

the Lord

will

will

will

will

pro - vide,

pro - vide,

pro - vide.

pro - vide.

:t=—.t=—1=—-t_t=-rt:--t

_pszz=8

oy in the God of my sal-va-tion.Lord, Will joy in the God

5 No strength of our own, nor goodness
we claim; [name:

Our trust is all thrown on Jesus' great

In this our strong tower for safety we
hide;

The Lord is our power,—the Lord will

provide.

From "Salvation Echoes," by per.

6 When life sinks apace, and death is in

view.
The word of his grace shall comfort us

through

:

[our side.

Not fearing or doubting, with Christ on
We hope to die shouting,—the Lord will

provide,

^ O CD <S> G> ^ <Z)
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i
— A—N-

:4!ii=il=^-^:
-ri—d^—d-

:il=:T
U

1. I am dwell -ing on the mountain, Where the gold -en sunlight

2. I can see far down the mountain, Where I wandered wea- ry
3. I am drink -ing at the fountain, Where I ev - er would a

A • « -o- « -o-

gleams
3'ears,

-bide;

rT
izJzhS

u
O'er a land whose wondrous beauty
Oft - en hin-dered in my jour-ney
For I've tast - ed life's pure riv - er.

X—^-

--r^ m-Qi-
Far ex-ceeds my fondest dreams;
By the ghosts of doubts and fears,

And my soul is sat -is - fied;

l=*E^te*#EfeE!

Where the air is pure, e- the- real,

Brok-en vows and dis- appointments
There's no thirst- ing for life's pleasures

m^-
\0i—i*'—-

w

5^

Laden with the breath of flowers,

Thickly sprinkled all the way,
,
Nor a-dorn - ing, rich and gay,

^ o , fiJL^
*:-fe-U—v-

ill:

Cho.—Is not this the land of Beu-lah, Blessed, bles - sed land of light,

D.S. Chorus.

They are blooming by the fountain, 'Neath the am - a- ranthine bowers.
But the Spir - it led, un - er-ring, To the land I hold to- day.
For I've found a rich-er treasure, One that fad - eth not a - way.

:l:
^^- P ! P h—

—

Where the flow - ers bloom for- ev - er.

4 Tell me not of heavy crosses,
Nor the burdens hard to bear,

For I've found this great salvation
Makes each burden light appear;

And I love to follow Jesus,
Gladly counting all but dross,

Worldly honors all forsaking
For the glory of the Cross.

5 Oh, the Cross has wondrous glory !

Oft I've proved this to be true;
When I'm in the way so narrow

I can see a pathway through

;

And how sweetly Jesus whispers:
Take the Cross, thou need'st not fear,

For I've tried this way before thee,

And the glory lingers near.
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M. A. K.

M ms B^umt isivitttn t^t^tvt^
Fkank M. Davis.

-o- -a- -©-•-«- '' —
-o-«

1. Lord, I care not for riches, Neither silver nor gold; I would make sure of
2. Lord, my sins they are many, Like the sands of the sea. But thy blood, O my
3. Oh ! that beauti - ful cit - y, With its mansions of light, With its glorified

heaven, I would en- ter the fold ; In the book of thy kingdom, With its

Saviour ! is suf - fi-cient for me ; For thy promise is written, In bright
be-ings, In pure garments of white ; Where no evil thing cometh, To de-

-10- -o-

im^
:p=^P=pE

u b

f7> n ^
~
g
5~r^ y (ft

r ^
ŝ It

> -S

3E33
<D OH^-OH

N-^ 1-

-^—

^

^=3!: ^=3^=^m
-G>

pag- es so fair, Tell me, Jesus, my Saviour, Is my name written there?
let- ters that glow, "Tho' your sins be as scarlet, I will make them like snow."
spoil what is fair ; Where the angels are watching,—Is my name written there?

^^*^-fc-6- £ • • •
SE5EEI m^^

U !/ I 1

^
REFRAIN.

s t:-&: 1 IS-
lO:

Is my name writ - ten there, On the page white and fair?

^ -•-^ :m̂:S$EE£

-^ Sn IS- i^
1i—

^

In the book of thy king- dom, Is my name written there ?

-•-^-r—ri '—I •

—

r—z z:
•-=—•—

r

It:
^^i-P—jT-
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Lizzie Edwards.
f^^VPS KiOines.

M
3tJ^r ^=

.. Tidings, happy tidings, Hark ! hark! the sound! Hear the joyful e - cho

2. Tidings, happy tidings, Hark ! hark ! they say. Do not slight the warning,

3. Tidings, happy tidings^ark! hark! a -gain! Rushing o'er the mountain,

Thro' the world resound ; Christ the Lord proclaims them, Hear and heed the call.

Come, oh, come to-day ; Christ, our lov- ing Sav- iour. Still repeats the call.

Sweeping o'er the plain ; Onward goes the message, 'Tis the Saviour's call,

*i# 1 r
^

17

-•—I©-

V y r I

REFRAIIir.

^^iiiis^r̂
Come, ye starving ones that perish. Room, room for all. Whoso- ev - er ask- eth,

Come, ye weary, hea- vy- laden. Room, room for all.

Come, for ev'rything is ready, Room, room for all.

A—1-^—^—I-

i^^-^—gi '^'^~gj -^—N- ^-^^-^ 1-^ ^ 1—-«—ri-v—1^ 1 1
1

1 1
-

6 ir^-ri=8=lq§^T^=gv§-cd-hJ-r^-t^v^>-
0---fl!—O—S|_

m-

Jesus will receive ; Whosoever thirsteth, Jesus will relieve; See the living;

-irt

-o-=-b'-i y-^—t^—

I

w-i 1 ig-ris—fe-^^—h 1-1^—^—^—
-\r-^ rv=^ u g I—F^-p^f=f-f I T

^~^-

waters. Flowing full and free; Oh, the blessed whosoever! That means me.-
*- A 1

1^
-i—r-

-O—^L^—^ ^-t=.

ILz^iz^bi
-^-i^

-Q-

t=:t

Copyright, 1882, by Jno. R. Swenby. 4C
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(HSii^t to 3Je0U0 (HSlovSi.
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

1. From mountain top and dew - y vale, From temples old and
2. From break of day to star - ry night, Ring out sal- va - tion's

3. High in the heaven of heavens a- buve, Where angels hosts a-

2. Oh, sin - ner, ere per - di- tion's waves Shall roll in fu - ry

^ A £ m p
^ N

ij=i|i^zi^iz|ilizEgE§El
-N-^-

.pi_
=1- i

hoary, Proclaim redemption's wondrous tale, And give to Jesus glo - ry.

story ; And when returns the morning light. Still give to Je- sus glo - ry.

dore thee. We'll sing the Father's matchless love. And give to Jesus glory.

o'er thee, Come unto Jesus Christ who saves, And give to him the glo - ry.

I^ -O—Oj
O- A- ^

^^%=1±: ^ V V

fe^

CHORUS.

^
fe-^-=j^ -^*^-»- I

Give to Je- sus glo - ry, Give to Je- sus glo - ry, Proclaim re-

-o- « I
o^

=^

y '^ ^

demp- tion's wondrous tale, And give to

'

-P- HP- -P-
-f - -p- • -}P-

-f-
-^

0-

% —fc,'-
:t: -4-7 It :Pt=P:

-t-^—
*•

From "The Wells of Salvation," by per.
O (S> CD 6> CD €)
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Rev. E. H. Stokes, D.D.

^To
J^Z

^
35

Jno. R. Swkney.

^ 3 3 -N-

" <I> -^
\

^ -0-

1. My soul for light and love had earnest longings, Oh, how it longed for

2. Oh, how en- riching is this sacred treasure! En- riching to this

3. Oh, yes, I rest, how blessed is the rest- ing! I rest to-daj, I'm

fellowship di-vine! I sought it here and there, I sought it ev'rywhere, At
soul,this soul ofmine; There's nothing any where Can with this love compare,And

resting all the time; "Come,"echoes thro' the air,"Come," and the resting share.And
^ _ _ -o- <£>-. ^ ^ I

I'^
|l=$=t=$=Em^ -V V i/—v- r>- 9 ^^ZI^EI^^ V—V

—

^-

CIIORUS.

last, thro' faith, the holy boon was mine. I'm

I henceforth, for-ev- er, Lord, am thine.

Je- sus will be yours as he is mine.

-0-

ing,

:p=
±=:

1/ U

fc^M
Sav - lour, I'm

-O O —Lot-—O sd d O-

Z9—9-
I
—

r

£jE^

bid- ing in thy precious love to - day ; I'm

r P r r f^ -

-'

m
m1̂^ -p-

t-^
V

—

i/—-^—t^-

--t=-

P3-
tt: V—

c

-CD- ® * -5- -«- -«- ® -CD
g

m^=^

-CD-

bid - ing, yes, a - bid - inj

-«- ' " -CD-

In thy love, thy precious love, to- day
,N—• • »5—r^T"t;=» • m m I m—m——i m—-• k—r'

iPL^-

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood,
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36 Wf)ntmt'tv out Sowing tie*
B. F. Ckawford.

QUARTETTE. 1^ ,

j

I

, ^

«—e—iT- 34=^^is s^s s -ri:

I. Whatsoe'er our
I

sow - ing be, Reaping, we its fruits must see:

2. Whatsoe'er our
|
sow - ing be, Reaping, we its fruits must see

:

3. Whatsoe'er our
|
sow - ing be, Reaping, we its fruits must see

:

m± 4Z> f3- e -51-+-

1—

r

-P3—:^:

SOLO—Tenor or Soprano.

t- W -mh S
With sleepless watch, and

|
ear - nest

And scattering seed thro'
|

all the

But sown in darkness or I sown in

heed. Some are [
sowing the seed of

land Are | many who stand with

light, Whether
|
sown in weakness or

m

s±
r-<5>- -s>-

With ceaseless hand broad-
|
cast they

While some are sowing the
|
seeds of

sow,

care,

And
Their

in might,
|
Whatsoe'er sow - ing be,

=^=5«i-

J-—\—

^

TUTTI.

^zntzri:

r
TZJ-

-<S»- -G^

r -9-

^̂
31 ^ESE tgt iiS

leave whit'ning fields where'er they go: Oh, rich will their har - vest be!

soil long hath borne and still must bear; Oh, sad will their har - vest be!

E - vil or good, we its fruits must see. For sure will the har - vest be

!

-S. ^o. -o -ay- -G>
-tfe

-(5>-

E ^^ -»- »- 1^—pi-

From "Anthems & Voluntaries," by per.
O S> CD O e> C2>
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A. S. KlEFFER.

Sag, ate Sfou Mtnliu ^
! " Therefore be ye also ready."—Matt. xxiv. 44.

37
T. C. O'Kane.

^^Ej^^i^^i^^
\—\— •

1. Should the death an - gel knock at thy cham - bar, In the still

2. Ma - ny sad spir - its now are de - part - ing In - to the

3. Ma - ny redeemed ones now are as - cend - ing In - to the
- -^ -^ -P- ^. -fL ^ ^ .p. m..^^

fet ^t^m.^-p-
i^^ -^—h—1--

|=^^=tii=i=^r=r
watch of to - night,

world of des - pair

;

mansions of light

;

Say, will your spir - it pass in - to torment,
Ev - 'ry brief moment brings your doom nearer;
Je - sus is pleading, pa - tiently pleading,

Or to the land of de - light;

Sin - ner, O sin - ner, be - ware

!

O let him save you to - night.

1/ ^ 1/ U
Say, are you read - y ?

mffeg«: :MM^
rinf

-1—» IB w— r=s

ŵ 4=§=ir=j^
=r

3tz=I

Oh, are you read - y

-•--—• b -• •-

If the death an - gel should call? .

should call?
-O-

_-«- HP- ^ 4=1
^4--n'^ 1

N^'^—f^

t
^--^-

5f5
-N—>r- N

f
^ -

lT*-->—

t

r —

Say, are you read-y ? Oh, are vou read-y ? Mercy stands waiting for all.

^rfE=
By permission.
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38 "*iFteelg to nlU
Tracy Clinton.

^-fiziii^stS^
t-f-^-«—«-

:^-

^—ri-

A-

o^ zSnir

T. C. O'Kanb.

—^—^

—

f-^^^E^=f=Wii
1. Jesus now of- fers forgiveness of sin Free-ly to all, free-ly to all;

2. Jesus the water of life will give Free-ly to all, free-ly to all;

3. Jesus has promised the bread of heav'n Freely to all, free-ly to all;

4. Haste to accept of his proffered love,—Free-ly to all, free-ly to all;

±
S=lt ^^ ^-=t̂ i-A^

JcJ -1

Pardon and pur-i - ty,—peace within,—Free- ly, yes, free- ly to

Life un - to all who on him will believe, Free-ly, yes, free-ly to

Ne'er shall they hunger to whom it is giv'n,—Free-ly, yes, free- ly to

So you may win a crown promised above. Free- ly, yes, free- ly to

all.

all.

all.

all.

^O- -^ -®-

-P- J=f W=^m :p=i
^^Mti

-ii._.

«—I*—•—•-

^ I ^

REFRAIN.
Wi

-^^^—"^-L

3 ri ri—ri wi ri- al ^—wi- • • • i-^ -

-O-iT-O-

rl^ U U b*

Come to Je- sus, his blessing receive ; Come to Je- sus, in him you may live

;

-^r^

^ ^ ^
.1 -0- n III

y~F~p~^V—V—y*- -o-=i-p
;
>'

;> u

J^ szzs:
-g

81 ,.j 8 i ;ti

He is waiting sal-va-tien to give, Free- ly, yes, free- ly to all.

-d—d—6-

ffi
-P- ^

-JD jO p_
-P=

:pE=i?^
fS±*:l
^

Copyright, 1883, by T. C. O'Kane.
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^f)tvt'& a MtmiuQ at tfie eto^i^ tot j^e. 39

Fanny J. Crosby. Jno. R. Swbney.

±Z^ jBt ^^ 3G
-N-

=fs=:

I have laid my burden down where the crimson waters flow, There's a

I have laid my burden down and my troubled heart is still, There's a

I have laid my burden down: oh, the peace that fills my soul! There's a

I have laid my burden down and my Saviour gives me rest, There's a

p .r r r r 9
ZpZZlfHH^ It -f^ i^-4-ir

-A PV-

•8:

^S± ^- ^
blessing at the cross for

blessing at the cross for

blessing at the cross for

blessing at the cross for

-t2J- ^ t
me;
me;
me;
me;

I

I have found a spring of joy that the

I am learning there by faith my Re-

I was dead but now I live since my
I can pillow now my head on his

iczfc
-0-^.

-im ^m- ^- -iw-

>HF:

D.S.—found a spring of joy that the

Fine, chorus.
JSL

=(»= ^±:^^=^=^—i=^
world can nev-er know, There's a blessing at the cross for

deemer's gracious will. There's a blessing at the cross for

Saviour made me whole, There's a blessing at the cross for

gen - tie, loving breast, There's a blessing at the cross for

3«-

(7-
-^

V-

I^

world can nev-er know, There's a blessing at the cross for

S 3
> ^ ^ N D.S.

<zt-

od ei el g
¥=^^o—o-»-^s^êr GJ-hoI-s

ri^
<^ 6

Lord! praise the Lord [hallelujah! Still my happy, happy song shall be; I have

1j,b«_^ . cJ J_fi_a__Q_i> o ^^ ^

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood.
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40 Kbt Mtnntiiul Mi^tv*
' And he showed me a pure river of water of life."—Rev. xxii. i.

J. H. KURZBNKNABB.
. j-_J_ I , I

^-^—^ l_,_H K-X-A \^

1. The beauti- ful riv-er, the life-giving riv- er, Will flow on e - ternal when
2. The gladdening plains and the valleys are telling Of glo- ry surrounding the

3. Oh, taste of this beauti- ful riv- er now flowing From out of the soul-saving

worlds cease to move ; Its murmurings ech-o the praise of the Giv - er, Who
ev - ergreen shore ; Of wonderful music, in richness excelling, Breathed

fount- ain for thee ; Its name is sal - vation, on sinners be- stowing An

:t:i:f=S=:

CHORUS

sends it to flow from the fountain of love,

back by the saints that have safely cross'd o'er,

undeserved pardon, e - ter-nal and free.

ful

O beau
O beau-ti

Be- side

And all thro' e

- ti- ful

riv - er, thy

. thy pure
ter - ni - ty

-a- * -^ -j— -o- a (a_ I®'
"^

^^
I -V I I I i ^-Fi 1 h-

4=>~

^ Si:
--»—»—o—•-m

u ;j u u' 1/ u*

U ^ )^ '^ w/

riv - - - - er
wa - ters will ev - er

wa - - - . ters The
naught can e'er sev - er The

^ -P—P—P-

ran - - - somed are led. . . .

ransomed in heaven by thy wa - ters bright

-O- ' -©- -©- -O- _

bed,

led.

HO—=~0—O—
H bl ' i

By permission.
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Mary D James.

^t)t MntiHomtH &tnQtvs. 41
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

^o^M-
i/Tu.

1. They are coming with songs,the victorious throngs, Lo! up to Mount Zion they come!

2. Tho' rough is their path,how unwav'ring their faith,Tho' fearful the foes in their way!

3. Oh,well may they sing,for the Spirit doth bring Rich foretastes of bliss as they go!

4. Singon,happythrong,for your jubilant song Is the wonderful story of grace;

-o- -o- -«- -<-

^^t4-4-r-g-h
±:ib:
~-W=Kf

h : h h—h- -| '-,—i-r-V-^ -V-k'- V'—W-

-jri—

^

5=P»^
^ ^ ^ W=^ f^

u u

i^-

y^ V
I

^^
N N

:^tt :£S -^-^-i^-4- ^-^

^
q:i=f :^

With joy they are crown'd; oh,what blessings abound In the way to their glorious home!
Still singing they come up to Zion their home.And they triumph in Christ day by day.

An earnest is given ; the glory of heaven Makes bright all their pathway below !

It tells of the blood of your Crucified Lord,And bestows on the Lamb all the praise.

^
-̂V-kL Pi-

CHORUS
—V—-Pf 1

\—

r

t=g=±:8z:

They are com-ing, com-ing, The ransomed of the Lord, And
-o- -o- -o- -0- -o- -o- -o- . -o-

^^^^ESzf^gilEgSiiiiSi
r ^

I i^ " u i^

sus his banner o'er them spreads; They are coming, coming,
^

H9- -o- -^ M,M5-J

p>- --^-S S -

J!-I «—migr-S—«—«—=—=—

^

com-ing with songs And ev - er-last-ing joy up - on their heads.

-0—b» P^P—
Zui XZu \jZ yiZ

fe^— I—'—
L

±==f' r
Copyrignt, 1802, by John J. Hood.
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42
B'anny J. Ckosby.

msnoinQ ^ome Mtioitins.
Jno. R. Sweney

1. We are going home rejoicing, Where our Father's dwelling stands, We are

2. We are going in a vessel That we know is firm and strong :

'Tis the

3. We are going home rejoicing; Praise theLord,we're going home! Where for-

^mmi E^
itzt 1 -^—b^ =t 1

fc^:=^^
[i^Z^ K-d-

-^

go- ing home re - joicing. To a house not made with hands ; We are

good old ship of Zi - on That has stood the storm so long; Countless

ev - er and for - ev - er, With the Sav- iour we shall roam ; Clad in

gEtEfe^^
^:fe^^

-b!-

r
tz=itt=iB=E|E:

V—

L

m^ -f PL-

5gE -»-

^m

-01- «
go - ing home to Je- sus, Who redeemed us with his blood, Hal - le-

millions it has anchored, And will an - chor millions more, In the

robes that he has brought us,—Precious garments of his grace,—We shall

-^ N s > -^ _i . -!^
3t=t

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood



&oins ^ome i^ejoictus,—concluded 43

i -K-H^-

¥-O-r- i^:

dan, We shall gath-er, we shall gath-er by and
<D-
by.

^r
f- r=

—

I >—

>

1

—

Fanny J. Crosbv. Wm. Church, Jr.

:J^-

-»- -«-

1. Be- hold the Lamb of
2. Be- hold the Lamb of

3. Be- hold the Lamb of

4. Be- hold the Lamb of

f^itig—4P

fc^ i

God, Who takes our sins a - way! He
God, Whose all - a - ton - ing blood Will
God ! Despised, reproached, betrayed ; The
God, Who died for you and me! Oh,

ife^z:
1

-^^
CAo.—Be- hold the Lamb of God ! Be- hold the Lamb of God, That

iŝ

w

-N—N-

31=*:m
_o—o-

^
stands with o - pen arms and pleads With dying souls to - day.
cleanse and make them white as snow Who plunge beneath its flood.

Fa - ther's well - be - lov - ed Son, On whom our guilt was laid,

come, and at his hand receive Sal- va - tion full and free.

ri-r •—• • • •-r*—!• •
1 1 rl 1

-• A I • -•-

te^ l—l-L—^==i=fcL-U—L. L-l b k-fT.^—P—IE i
taketh

V—t^

a- way the sins of the world, Behold the Lamb of God.

5 Behold the Lamb of God

!

From earth's foundation slain,

That we, if faithful unto death,
With him might live and reign.

Copyright, i88z, by John J. Hood.

6 Behold the Lamb of God,
Whom now by faith we see;

Oh, tell the wonders of his grace.
And shout redemption free.
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44 l!BnytnptinQ.
English.

-A-

S=«z:S -ri—ri-R_jg—

y

— "•^""l ^ I .J

T. C. O'Kane

Nt—N

I

^5:

Come, thou "Bright and Morning Star," Light of lights, without be- ginning,

As the soft re - freshing dew Falls on drooping herb and flower,

Let thy love's pure fire de - stroy All our earth - ly taint and leaven.

Ah ! thou dayspring from on high, Grant that at thy next ap - pearing,
Light us to those heavenly spheres. Sun of grace in glo - ry shrouded

;

fi^ -0-* -O- -O- -O- <D- -o- -o- « . «

^-fc/-V—h ^—t^—V— l-l b* b^—
-©—

H

-V—b'—

Shine up - on us from a - far.

Let thy Spir - it shed a - new
Kindling love and ho - ly joy
We who in the grave do lie

Lead us thro' this vale of tears

That we may be kept from sin- ning

;

Life on ev' - ry wearied pow - er ; .

With the dawning east- ern heav - en;
May a - rise, thy summons hearing,

To the land where days un - clouded,

-o- -o- _^ ^

Drive a • way by
Bless thy flock from
Let us tru - ly

And re-joice in

Pur - est joy and

thy clear light

thy rich store,

yet

life.

rise ere

our new
per- feet peace

~o- -o-

Our dark night,

Ev - er - more.
Life has set.

Far from strife,

Nev - er cease,

our dark night
;

ev - er- more
;

life has set

;

far from strife
;

nev - er cease
;

-t^-
-I 1

—

-I 1 »

—

m—»-=-=-

F

f—p Fv=-fc/ 1 P

t—
:^=

"»—^"

Drive
Bless

Let
And
Pur -

thy

^t-

way
flock

tru

joice

joy

—o—
--Pz:

by
from
ly

in

and

thy
thy

rise

our
per -

-^==i^

~^-

clear

rich

ere

new
feet

_p_

!^: r^
light

store,

yet

life,

peace

Our
Ev
Life

Far
Nev

dark

has
from

night,

more,
set.

strife,

cease.

pj:

r- F
Copyright, 1883, by T. C. O'Kank.
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fMit Wuit^ to ^tt0tonr ^vu^tr. 45
Lizzie Edwards. Jno. R. Swenky.

^=W^4:8±E^=3:=S=j::

--]-
:=^:

-«^— S^^^See^e!-r-

1. In Christian love u - ni - ted A - gain we meet to pray, And
2. And while we kneel to - geth - er, As one, around his throne, To
3. If here the precious moments That with the Lord we spend Are

oi^-p-- -^ -^ -^

?=^

tell the wondrous deal - ings Of God from day to day, Now
tell him all our sor - rows, And make our wish - es known, Let
but the dis - tant gleamings Of joy that ne'er shall end. If

^. ^ .p. ^ p. ^ -p. ^. J" ^ _^ ^-|—

—

r^z BE .C lO

—

rfS> !©

—

^ :£ * m-,0- -o 10

f
-HO

J:

may

m
^

^- -ggi^—id -35J- S^Ei
his Ho - ly Spir - it Descend in migh - ty

ry thought be earn - est, And ev' - ry heart be -

our faith can waft us To Pis - gah's mountain

qg-f—«—

^

J ^- -^ -P-

power,
lieve

height,

Re-
That
Oh,

I

—Mr
:|?±:

:8: :Pi=P:
-V-
ev' - ry care, LookD.S.— leave the world be - hind us, For - get

Fine. CHORUS.

Vive

each
what

his work with - in us, And con - secrate this hour. Oh,
re - quest we of - for An an - swer will re - ceive. D.S.

will be otir rap - ture When faith is lost in sight.

JD-

#
-^

V—tr-
up, look up

-^- -lO-

p^
-fot.

L-=^̂
^O D O-

p-
Je - sus,— He waits to an - swer prayer

f̂=P=;

I

Copyright, i88a, by John J. Hood.
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46
Fanny J. Crosby.

(B Mtm tf)t %otts.
Psalm ciii.

-V—^—I—
I H——N I 1

—1—N-—s-

Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

-^-T-^-€J-i

I

O bless the Lord, our souls, and all within; O bless the Lord, who pardons ev'ry sin;

2. O bless the Lord, ye worlds beyond the sky; Break forth,ve depths,let rocks and hills reply;l^'^«^_ „
gH?
ebE^ ->-+-

o^4P :-r-^—^-

V

—

v-y—^- i
-r—«-

<z>

-5=^-:

^J^-
Fine.

1 V—s^ 1 s—\—c—^—I—! ^-.—F^—^^—N—1-^—^r-| 1 r

-O- -O- -O- -O- * -O-
I

Give thanks to him with ev'ry fleeting breath; Give thanks to him who triumphed over death.
Praise him, ye stars that saw creation's birth,Whose inusic hailed the pure and shining earth.

-O- -0-. « _ _ _ . « O-'hO- _^ J cT. o^ _ . p--0-*-P- O-

:S=8: l-O-rP-

V—>^

-•-•-
->;"

-r-P--

v^—^-1/'—^—|- i :fe
fe 9

tZJ--,
\» -0--0- -o-

k- IP I

iv-^H-

bless the Lord, ye
Bless the Lord, bless the Lord,

O bless the Lord, the
Bless the Lord, bless the Lord,

^

>.
x-j-^-f*-

*^
S^ L/ ^ 17 ^ I

i«

an - • gels round his throne,
bless the Lord, ye angels round his throne.

Prince of Peace adore,
bless the Lord, the Prince of Peace adore.

Who do his will and
Bless the Lord, bless the Lord,

And let his love re
Let his love, let his love,

-O- • -O- -o- -o- • -O- -o-•-0-H0-

make his wonders known
;

bless the Lord, and make his wonders known
;

sound from shore to shore
;

let his love resound from =hore to shore;

^J^iL^fi .f!i,-tz^1=_-t:^1=4=-

_-A_Hy_N—ftp

-o-
-G3i-
iDz: C3'

Strike, strike your harps, ye
Strike your harps, strike your harps,

O bless the Lord Je
Bless thf Lord, bl^ss the Lord,

ran - somed host above,
strike your harps, ye ransomed host above,

ho - - vah. King of kings,
bless the Lord Je - hovah, King of kings.

%: -o---©—o-

1/ Va-r-
ii^EE? I—b" - 1

—

y—\—^ 1

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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O i^ltm tfie 2L0rtl»—CONCLUDED

PTJ
xrt rJf

<z>-

^izb
-o-

47
D.C.

11
With rapture sing, and
Strike your harps, strike your harps,

Who guards his own be -

Guards his own, guards his own

Use jstfour lines as Chorus.

shout redeeining love.
and shout redeeming love, redeeming love.

neath his mighty wings.
beneath his mighty wings, his mighty wings.

^ y

Merle Muerte.
X eome to K'^tt.

p^^^i^
Jno. R. Sweney.^^

jd-

^

1. Just as a lit - tie tired child Seeks rest up- on its mother's knee,

2. From all my worldly cares, my sins, How tempted am I oft to flee;

3. For if thou dost not take a- way The sting, the pain, the mis- er - y,

4. If best for me—thou knowest best— I know that thou wilt hear my plea,
-#- -•-•-•- -•-

a =^!=^
«- p—

p

-0--0—o-

^EEr=8=:-
-V--

LlS_

Worn
So

Thou
Wilt
-•-

^-

out with care and striv- ing oft, Dear Lord
with the griev-ous, hea-vy load, Dear Lord
yet wilt help me bear them all, Dear Lord
bear my bur - dens, give me rest; Dear Lord

P-^-^-:t=

—

XI.

g^^p^^
_fi-JL

S=l
come
come
come
come, to

thee:

thee:

thee:

thee:

s

Worn
So

Thou
Wilt

1^

out with care and striv- ing oft, Dear Lord,

with the grievous, hea-vy load. Dear Lord,

yet wilt help me bear them all, Dear Lord,

bear my bur- dens, give me rest; Dear Lord,
•- -•-

I come
I come
I come
I come

to thee,

to thee,

to thee.

to thee.

-P—t=—t- :t=-

UW^
Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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48 (ffit^e me 3tBUff*
Fanny J. Ckosby. Jno. R. Sweney.

f) 1 _l N

#:^.-3rJv=i^zH

—

—1-1
^ -jt:=^=^T=i:^i—^-t-7^-H-|-prriS--JtzzgiLJ &:=^-=s^-8 ii-

[^
O^- -0- Ch

I. Take the world but give me Je sus,—All its joys are but a name

;

2. Take the world but give me Je - sus^ Sweetest com - fort of my soul;

3. Take the world but give me Je - sus, Let me view his constant smile
;

4. Take the world, but give me Je -

^

sus In his cross my trust shall be,

r-r.—ri—<H—P—r^-
-0-

K—
-0 •-^^-0—P-^.CI>-r

^•-t^"t-5
» -• t-2 -i^~—P— -£-t" -t—L—r t-r,^=^r^-^^-^—^-
i—t^

lU-— i

—

—

M

-^' -jB-A.-"—""-? H—l-

i^ !/ 1 ^ 1^ ^

* =^
-©-

:^:^-

-9- -cjizi

-tf-. -o- - - - ' ^ - r

But his love a - bid - eth ev - er. Through e-ter - nal years the same.

With my Sav - iour watching o'er me I can sing, though billows roll.

Then throughout my pil- grim journey Light will cheer me all the while.

Till, with clear-er, brighter vis - ion, Face to face my Lord I see.

—ai-v-ri- -«--—e

—

ifS^^SE -ri-j=m iE
&«-=^=

<Zf '

O the height and depth of mer - cy, O the length and breadth of love.

By permission.
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Wt>nt of ttie iFttttttef 49
I asked a dear one, " What of the future

Mrs. M. Bliss Wilson.

He replied, " It is all dark."—M. B.

Wm. G
W.

, FiSCHKR.

^
1. What of the future, my broth- er,— Af- ter this world and its

2. What of the future, my broth- er? Can you not see thro' the

3. What of the future, my broth- er? Get thyself read- y to-

4. What of the future, my broth- er? Turn not a- way from the

•'-r—fc—l'-^* P \^^—*-r«-= • •

-I ^ .
—-—•

M^^
Strife ?

gloom

night,

love

4 ^^-tV=^ H^M ^ i rr
JZn^-i^ - 4jL

-i-3- i ^cupc

Is there no light for thee yon - der, Bright'ning the on-coming life?

Veil- ing the pathway be- fore you? Is it all dark in the tomb?

Fear-ing that God's Holy Spir - it, Griev-ed and sad, takes his flight.

Of the dear Saviour, who draws thee To him, and mansions a- bove.
^ N^

CHORUS.

Make thyself read- y, my broth- er, Read-y to meet the dear Lord,

-«-• -O- -«- -O- -»- -1O- -o-

m
Knowing that soon he will call you,—Call you to.meet your re- ward.

m
Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hood. 4D
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60
Fanny J. Crosby.

^

^vu^ iot tf^tm laotD*
Jno. R. Sweney.

-i

—

^—•—•

—

m 1
— -:—^

—

\-—

I

PH

1. O pray for the wretched and perishing souls, That firm in his fetters the
2. O pray for the mothers now weeping alone,Their poor hearts are broken,how
3. O pray for the millions that love not the Lord, And heed not the message that

4. O pray that the Spir-it on sinners may fall, That those who are vilest the

P-~fi—^ -P~rf*-^P—P—^—^-

/ u ^

^
^--^-

":5^^r

m

tempt- er controls, O pray that Je- ho-vah his arm will make bare, And
sad - ly they moan ; For those who in childhood so fond- ly they reared, A-

comes from his word, O pray without ceasing that work may be done. Yes,
loud - est may call, May plead for the mer-cy they dared to de-spise, And

^ « - ... _p_^ . I .
-o—o-

N N ,. CHORUS.

^3^
-sL

3t:
-1^

3
-»—tf-

:t=S: i
snatch them from ru- in, from wreck and despair. Pray for them now, lest they
las! by the wine cup are blighted and seared I

work in the name of the Cru - ci - fied One.
lift up to Je - sus their tear streaming eyes.

t^ ft ^i P rP ^--Q—P-"^ - . -P- -»- -»-

^ -?•—u- t:^^-«—8

—

^ d ' 3 o —%~
1r=^-H^

languish and die, Pray for them now with an ag - o-nized cry, Pray for them

MztttE^^^^SES
earnest-ly, pray for them tender-ly

; Je- sus has died for them, Jesus is nigh.

1~ t" 1~ P P-r-P P P —r#-

Copyrjght, 1883, by John J. Hood. DO KB MI FA SO LA SI



C. Wkslev.
IE ^tU Si^t ^OU MtBt 51

T. C. O'Kane.

^^rr ^—«i—d—
u

me when shadows darkly gath - er, When the sad heart is

mansions in thy Father's dwelling, Glad are the homes that
Ed - en blossom- ing in gladness, Bloom the fair flowers the

-O-
-o- -^ -P- -<»- -^

js=f:

1^ It—I
—t- i=84

ri—d- iizdr—

*

^—b—<t
wea- ry and distressed, Seeking for com- fort from your heavenly Father,
sorrows nev-erdim; Sweet are the harps in ho - ly mu- sic swell- ing,

earth too rudely pressed ; Come un- to me, all ye who droop in sad- ness.

Come un - to me, and I will give you rest. Come un - to me,
Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn.
Come un - to me, and I will give you rest.

^ N

1/ ^
come un - to me. Come un - to me, and

g^ iScztb: J--ff ^ Tl

—

?n ^.

I will give you rest: Come un-to

^^
~̂=t=d^

-V—V-

me, un - to me. U 1;
Come,

dtt ^4-
^ZIz5-3^-S i«3

-̂©—©- ^i
-^-
-c^

me. come un - to me, Come un - to me, and I will give you rest.

P^S^
t= -r r r-

•£:i8=E£-EE^

Come un-to me, un

iZIZiCV
_o_

—"-. h n is— -iO-
:S^_^

to me,

P-r-

Copyright, 1883, by T. C. O'Kank.
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62
Mrs. E. CODNBR.

^i)tn 3We.
Jno. R. Swekby.

gl
I

I

^^^=i^=^=f=r -d-f
1. Lord, I hear of show'rs of blessing, Thou art scatt'ring full and free—
2. Pass me not, O gracious Fa - ther ! Sin- ful though my heart may be

;

3. Pass me not, O tender Saviour ! Let me live and cling to thee';

-P—o

—

.. P 9-^ -. A

—

. p f^

Show'rs, the thirsty land re- freshing
; Let some droppings fall on me.—

Thou mightst leave me, but the rath- er Let thy mer - cy fall on me.—
I am long - ing for thy fa- vor ; Whilst thou'rt calling, oh, call me.—

-1^ 4^
i:::^ m-=1—•

—

• •
!> "it 1. p-TTf

E - ven me,
Yes, e - ven me.

b b mj
e - ven me,

±=^: -5^—=^ B^
t=t:

yes, e - ven me,

—

-®—©-—^
-tr-^

P.

-VL—1^^—f^-

b ^ U

Show'rs, the thirsty land re- freshing ; Let some droppings fall on me.

—

Thou mightst leave me, but the rath-er Let thy mer - cy fall on me.

—

I am long - ing for thy fa- vor ; Whilst thou'rt calling, oh, call me.

—

4- r . 5> • p-j=-ti-^tz—t=

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit

!

Thou can'st make the blind to see
;

Witnesser of Jesus' merit,
Speak the word of power to me,

—

Even me, even me, etc.

From " The Garner," by per.

5 Love of God, so pure and changeless;
Blood of Christ, so rich and free

;

Grace of God, so strong and boundless,
Magnify, them all in me,

—

Even me, even me, etc.

O <S> CD <S> CD ^ O
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Wm. J. KiRKPATRlCK.

-A—N-

i^ =^

^ -•-Trr^-ri—d—ti
—en^d -ri-

No night shall be in heav'n ; no gath'ring gloom Shall o'er that glorious landscape

No night shall be in heav'n ; for- bid to sleep,These eyes no more their mournful

No night shall be in heav'n, but endless noon; No fast de- dining sun, no

No night shall be in heav'n ; no darkened room, No bed of death, nor silence

i g-4i-C-l^^-^4-f^
'tr-l I

f f
•—Li*—!•—•—•

—

m • m

u nrTTT u

4 1-

^^^^=? ^^ =1
-A--

6 ' 6

ev - er come ; No tears shall fall in sadness o'er those flovv'rs That

vig - ils keep ; Their fountains dried, their tears all wash'd away. They
wan- ing moon; But there the Lamb shall yield per- pet- ual light, 'Mid

of the tomb. But breez - es ev - er fresh with love and truth Shall

*iqJ=
1^3=8=:^

rr f^f^^^^^
CHORUS.
^ I

=§
:i=^=»: :^=^ f^tr ^

breathe their fragrance thro' ce - les- tial bowers. No night in heaven,

gaze un - dazzled on e - ter - nal day.

pastures green and wa- ters ev - er bright,

brace the franxe with an im - mor - tal youth. No night in heaven.

m± -p ^
i 1^ :jti

^"T -U"—fe/-

-»-^-r4 4^-^' 4^zrt-iv
-4»- -«-

_^_L
'^tt<^~F

-»-= Oh *=^:
-e-

No night in heaven. But all is joy and light,—No night in heaven.
No night in heaven,

H»- -»- A
:-'&=P

L-^-o_^:-g= :k=r'-r~r~"L I T&g=SP
u 'u I ' ^^"^^r i/ I u r I

—

^
r

From "Anthems & Voluntaries," by per.
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64

t

J.P. H
jFteelg iox Wit.

K S ^
T. C. O'Kanb.

^^Sw :^= ffi :ol: ^
1. Je - sus my Sav - iour, thou Lamb of God, On thee my sins were laid,

2. Je - sus my Sav - iour, thy blood a - lone Can for the sinner's guilt

3. Je - sus my Sav - iour, thy grace to me Fills all my soul with peace,
4. Je - sus my Sav - iour, bought with thy blood, Living, my life is thine,

m^^ p r 1=- -f^-m̂ -fe-g- f>—t: r nnrrn
Mi=«=

-N-^-i-
-O-v-^

^~^- nA-^-i

—

i=f=8=r=f^=g=t=8=s=r=g—'^—•—•—a
a mighty load, Now with a joy-ful heart by faith I see Thy precious
ful - ly a-tone ; This my redemption price, gladly I see Thy precious

boundless and free, This is my steadfast hope, clearly I see Thy precious
hid-den with God ; Dy- ing, to thee I'll fly, ev - er to see Thy precious

1^=?: -P Q ftA
k=r?—

F

^>—9-

W- -b'—t?*—o---
:^-^fc3
-V—i^

t̂^=^

1/ 1/ u

REFRAIN.

=8=2=^=^= ^^=8=^
::^:

blood was shed free - ly for me. Free - ly for me, free - ly for me.

Thy precious blood was shed free - ly for me : Free - ly for me.

:t- -^t— P- —-rn ^' P V
-EfBEEE^EEf

ii=^ E

free - ly for me, Thy precious blood was shed free - ly for me.

m ŵ 151 :t

t- -Tz-Jz—1=-
fe£S:«=^

Copyright, 1883, by T. C. O'Kank.
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C. C. McCabe.
Skin i9L0 J^ore. 5ki

^3E5 Eg

Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

1 \ h-,

od fl t^j . -

S^"^r^^'
When did ev - er words so ten - der

2. Je - sus spake, and then the pow- er

3. " I will know the way thou tak - est

-:-g-f^-M

—

f^^^—f-

i^
4̂ —

^

-^—4^

Fall on mor - tal ears be- fore,

Of his great sal - va - tion came
Till thou stand on Canaan's shore

:^sz=r- ^B=^ fe=5=:B±:

As
All

Nev

the
the

- er.

bless -

bonds
nev -

ed words of Je - sus,
—

" Go thy way, and sin no more."
of sin were broken: Glo-ry! glo - ry! to his name,
er will I leave thee; Go thy way, and sin no more."

I

W^^^^ ^^^^m T31 E5:Pji ^3:

r-rr-
v^ r

Pardoned ! oh, that word
' Rise, forgiven, O child

From the world I will

of rap-ture! As
of sor- row ; Rise,

not take thee Till

I knelt at Mercy's door,
for lo ! thy light hath come

;

the bat - tie strife is o'er

;

Burdened with my sin and sor-row,-
Put thy beauteous garments on thee

;

From its e - vil I will keep thee

;

-pl-W^

-"Go thy way, and sin no more.'
Take thy staff, and journey home.
Go thy way, and sin no more.'

L|
^ » ^.

d: -a S=i .pl_
^M=

=^(K^
iO-

t—

r

4 O the fight! I've learned to love it.

For the victory is mine;
In the cross of Christ I glory,
Triumphing in love divine.

O the dawn of heaven's glory

!

O the day that has no night!
O the sun that finds no zenith

!

O the host in raiment bright!

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.

r
O, the King who dwells among them

In his beauty I shall see;
Heav'n shall ring with loud hosannas
Unto him who died for me.

But, 'mid all the joys of heaven,
I will ne'er forget the hour

When my Saviour said, " Forgiven!
Go thy way, and sin no more."

O <S> 03 <S) G> S) O
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56
M. A. Egan.

fj^omt oi if)t MunHomtXf.
T. C. O'Kanb.

=fc ^^^ -A \^

t—r^^-8—g—

g

!=8:

1. There's a bright land of promise for the chil-dren of light, Just a
2. There's a song in that land, 'tis an old, rapturous song, It is

3. Our King all vie - to - rious has cast up a way Of
-•- -•-• -•- --
:^—r r r-

EHEjE
J—ii—»-

I U U -^nM^

S « -^—

A

i—g^-8H =^1!==«= 1!=

cross Jordan's dark roll- ing flood, With its mansions e-ter-naland its

fill - ing all time with its strain ; As it vi- brates for - ev - er through-
life to that ev - er-green shore ; Thro' which he is lead - ing the

/.v. ^ p P--g "Tg-V—P-i J^ ii o-i-P 9-9 9 P— P P ,

t.

CHORUS.

I^Jt =3^

great tree of life," 'Tis the home of the ransomed of God." Our King has gone
out all the throng, Singing,"Worthy the Lamb that was slain."

righteous, and they Will reign with him there ev-ermore.

n4=-
-g^-^

r^

^=^¥=f=^' ?^^
^2i- -^

o- ver and purchased the land, Yes, Jesus has cross'd the dark flood, And

holds for us there the deed in his hand,And'tis seal'd with his own precious blood.

p-9^-9 r g .T -^^'^i^^—st r,5^ ^'^p 9- 9—-u—^

—

r*—

I

' J—

I

••—I

—

r iie
Copyright, 1883, by T. C. O'Kank.
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SCiie ©fttltr ot u Wiins* 57
Hattie E. Buell.

I^ ^ I. I ^
Arr. from Melody by Rev. John B. Sumner.

MyFa-theris rich in houses and lands, He holdeth the wealth of the

My Father's own Son, the Saviour of men, Once wander'd o'er earth as the

I once was an out - cast stranger on earth, A sin- ner by choice, an
A tent or a cot-tage,why should I care? They're building a palace for

^^=^3 1=^-

-N—I-

H=q^^=jj=F^^^1=:^:^
world in his hands! Of ru- bies and diamonds, of silver and gold His
poorest of men, But now he is reigning for - ev - er on high, And will

al - ien by birth ! But I've been a -dopt- ed, my name's written down,—An
me o - ver there ! Tho' exiled from home, yet, still I may sing : All

CHORUS.^ ! p=^Hy-|
j

I
.
p
iipji==:iE:p-l^-H^ !-[-T-=|=p

cof- fers are full,— he has riches un-told. I'm the child of a King, The
give me a home in heaven by and by.

heir to a man-sion, a robe, and a crown,
glo-ry to God, I'm the child of a King.

1^^^ f^-&o-

w:

i

HS-r9 9 --

/ H?

r rr
:^

^^

m Jc:

ad, lib.

^^§^§^^^g^i^PS
-6- -^

child of a King; Withje-susmy Saviour I'm the child of a King.

C-^F

Copyright, i88i, by John J. Hood,
O <S> CD O G) S) CZ)
DO RE MI FA SO LA SI



58 i^tt>olti if)t iivWtQtooni.
' And at midnight there was a cry made, Behold, the bridegroom cometh : go ye out

R. E. H. to meet him."—Matt. xxv. 6. R. E. Hudson.

1

.

Are you ready for the Bridegroom When he comes, when he comes ? Are you
2. Have your lamps trimm'd and burning When he comes,when he comes; Have your
3. We will all go out to meet him When he comes,when he comes ; We will

4. We will chant al - le- lu-ias When he comes,when he comes; We will

^ ^ W ^ ' '
^

ready for the Bridegroom When he comes.when he comes. Behold ! he cometh

!

lamps trimm'd and burningWhen he comes,when he comes,He quickly comethl
all go out to meet him When he comes,when he comes; He surely cometh

!

chant al - le - lu- ias When he comes,when he comes; Lo ! now he cometh

!

HO- -O-' -0-* -o-•nr nw n»#- nw- -iw
jq -o- -o- -o-

y ^ ^r, ^. ',.. .

/?..S.—Behold ! he cometh!

Fine.

=14
Hy-

be- hold ! he cometh ! Be robed and read - y, for the Bridegroom comes,
he quick -ly cometh, O soul, be read - y when the Bridegroom comes,
he sure - ly cometh ! We'll go to meet him when the Bridegroom comes,
lo ! now he cometh ! Sing al - le - lu - ia ! for the Bridegroom comes.

-p.. ^ ^B. ^

I

&mm^
be - hold ! he cometh ! Be robed and read - y, for the Bridegroom comes.

CHORUS. D.S.

t
Behold the Bridegroom,for he comes, for he comes

!

Behold the Bridegroom,for he comes,for he comes!
^ -0--0--0--0- _ -o- -o-'-p--o-

-4s--t -.0-

Copyright, 1881, by R. E. Hudson.
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jaottJ t8e SbomttQ antr tfte Wttpins. 59

F. R. Havergal.

A-rt-

Wm. J. KlRKPATRICK.

4 I
!

I-

-4:-« J:—i^—>J >^
J=^ ::d= £?=S=g=E

1. Now the sow- ing and the weep-ing, Working hard and wait-ing long;

2. Now the pruning, sharp, unspar-ing; Scattered blossom, bleeding shoot

!

3. Now, the long and toilsome du - ty. Stone by stone to carve and bring

:

—

I

P-^^^h=^ S ijtzft ^E=^
1

9^-

m^E^

Af - terward, the gold- en reap- ing, Har-vest home and grate-ful song.

Af - terward, the plenteous bearing Of the Masters pleasant fruit.

Af - terward, the per- feet beau- ty Of the pal- zee of the King

!

mm =?3t:|g=:s

J: t^ :^ m
CHORUS.

•^—

^

^—^-r-

j=^HHM^====gi-U-J^T^
Then work, work for

PE5
Je sus ; Toil through the cloud or sun ; Till the

^JX. -p- -p. JCL ^ jfH. . -lO.

'p= fe# T=E

5 i:Z^=t :^^=^ =^

^:t

Mas - ter bids thee rest From la- bor—when thy work is done.

* :p=P= =ti
"P ^" ^ ^2: ffl

r
4 Now, the spirit conflict-riven,

Wounded heart, unequal strife
;

Afterward, the triumph given,
And the victor-crown of life

!

By permission.

5 Now, the training, strange and lowly,
Unexplained and tedious now

;

Afterward, the service holy.

And the Master's " Enter thou !"

O <S> CD <S> CD S) CZ>
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60
Fanny J. Crosby.

^i^tvmott.
Jno. R. Swenky.

^ ^ ' ' - - y y w y y

1. They are looking down up- on us from the bat- tlements of light, Happy
2. They have conquered in the battle and the race they no- bly run, Of their

3. They are looking down up- on us,—our beloved are looking down ; We have
4. They are watching, they are waiting, and the time will not be long Till we

-P- « « « ^ 8 ^ A

souls now at home with Je - sus; In the blood of his atonement they have
faith not a link is broken; Thro' the might of him that loved them life e-

friends in that roy- al ar - my ; At the hand of their Redeemer they re-

meet by the crystal riv - er. There to praise our Lord and Saviour in a

tr f-r->

—

-Pl_

U Fine.

as » e e—L-r 3t

T
wash'd their garments white, And they rest with him in glo - ry ev - er-more.

ternal they have won. And they rest with him in glo - ry ev - er-more.
ceiv'd a starry crown, And they rest with him in glo - ry ev - er-more.
nev- er- ending song, There to rest with him in glo - ry ev - er- more.

o> ^ ^ ^ ^ o

HA=^-=Mttî :E3

giu - ry ev - er- iiiun

-»^—P P O- : 1-

I y w
D.S.—Saviour calls us home, There to rest with him in glo - ry ev - er-more.

CHORUS
-ii fe

i^
•S-f^P—P—,P-^=

i n^: -N—^

y \^ V y
O-ver Tor - dan, o - ver Tor

^f=f
tE^

p ,6 d
^ ^ U U U' V

dan, They have anchored, safely

-O- -«- n -P- n -»-

msEj-- -

f-p~f-?~*- ^-O—p—D—D—D-
»=l^

-y u v—v- -v—v—v—v—v-
D.S.

^«=t rsi- -N—

^

c^ d—ri-

-A—N- -o—o—

o

-«—•-
d—6^

IT t7" u

anchored on the shore
;
{on the shore;) In their footprints we will follow till the

. —M-t-J^-^fi^p:-J- o ^ - " " - ^
s:

:t:
-o—o—O—p-g-
j i 1 —S-

-I
^—t^—

^
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Edwin H. Nevin,
^ltDag0 tottft U0»

1. With us when we toil in sadness,—Sowing much and reaping none,

—

2. With us when the storm is sweeping O'er our pathway dark and drear;

3. With us in the lone- ly val - ley, When we cross the chilling stream;

:£fc^ ^
fc^

Telling us that in the fu - ture Gold-en harvests shall be won.

Waking hope with- in our bo- soms, Stilling ev- 'ry anx - ious fear.

Lighting up the steps to glo - ry With sal- vation's ra- diant beam.

-o-

4=- -p- -o- -P-

:pi:z!s=i=is:i_p- ^ ^^
1/ L/ b ^

CHORUS

"Lo, I'm with you, with you alway,"—Words of cheer, and words of love,

—

W
-P- f^

^^^
-o- .U^

J". 1^ -p5=::

fcr s ms
-u-*-

-\-—^—. 1 1— —(>

^^
1^

'^'

Thus the ris - en Saviour whispers, From his dwelling-place a - bove.

-fcj:* ^ ^^m^^^^m ^ ^
3ES

q: g
Copyright, 1883, by T. C. O'Kane.
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62 SoCtlg fa0e0 tlje ttotU^tit xn^.

-ilk- ^33 :^-- m
Wm. Church, Tr.

tt^^^i 1^:^^

Soft- ly fades the twilight ray Of the

I. Softly fades the twilight ray

Peace is on the world abroad ; 'Tis the

Peace is on the

H—H—-I H — -^—r*-

world abroad

;

^ N
It:

1

*'

ho - ly Sabbath day;
Of the ho - ly Sabbath day

;

ho - ly peace of God,
'Tis the ho - ly

i-.-

peace of God,

£S
-V-!?^

«—

«

-CD- t=« iEg^=
d=l
SL

Gent- ly as life's setting sun, When the Chris - tian's course is run.
Gently as life's setting sun. When the Christian's course is run.

Symbol of the peace within When the spir - - it rests from sin.

Symbol of the peace within When the spir - it rests from sin.

^ T-+-H=-1 q.^jq-^ .V i u u^
••t-«i—•^-

£9
S=8: |=:z==^=F=ra:^—i=8zHEp3EEi:^;

> '^ w
Night her sol - emn mantle spreads O'er the earth as daylight fades;

Night her sol - emn mantle spreads O'er the earth as daylight fades.:

Saviour, may our Sabbaths be Days of joy and peace in thee,

Saviour, may our Sabbaths be Days of joy and peace in thee,

-P-p.^- AAA
icipq £££ ^4»-

iv-}/-
V_^i.

v-b'-r
V-U-

rmi

v-H ^^
xri-

^=i

AH things tell of calm re- pose. At the ho - - ly Sabbath's close.

All things tell of calm repose. At the ho- ly Sabbath's close.

Till in heaven our souls re- pose. Where the Sab - bath ne'er shall close.

Till in heaven our souls repose. Where the Sabbath ne'er shall close.

.p. ^o.i -o- „-«--«- -»- _ ^o-

W^K e
V-i^-

Lt
Z^OjSIl J3EE

-I—+-

L
u ^

Prom "Anthems & Voluntaries," by per.
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j^o, tt}'x^ one tftat tUv^tttf). 63
T. C. O'Kane.

—N-
-tsir :^:±1 -6—tf •G^

I. Ho! ev-'ryone that thirst- eth, Ho!
2."Come,"saith the Ho-ly Spir - it, "Come,

3. Come, ev -'ry one that hear - eth, Come,

4. Come, whoso - ev - er list - eth, Come,

ev-'ryone that thirst -eth,

' saith the Holy Spir - it,

ev -'ry one that hear - eth,

whoso - ev - er list - eth,

A-

$
^=d= ^-4-

53«--^—

«

rt^^—pi-

Ho ! ev - 'ry one that thirst - eth, Come to the wa - ter of life.

" Come," saith the Ho - ly Spir- it. Come to the wa- ter of life.

Come, ev - 'ry one that hear - eth. Come to the wa - ter of life.

Come, who- so - ev - er list -eth. Come to the wa-ter of life.

g^^^LOE

-A- •f r r CTL.
:P3=

JEEEI:^=)s=

CHORUS.

r^-i—J 1 N—\-N-Hy,

—

\
^—r-J ^^—^-J l-i—' h

—

\—t-

Come, for ev -'rything is read - y,— Je - sus is waiting; hear him call,

^ -P- ^-Ji- • -p^

e^^^aigs B=^ ^-
-v-r

A -g- -P- -gg-

1 I 1

-J^-

1-i—i—ir¥=i^ ^-^ -«- Hi
-^3-

-"Je - sus paid it all

h9-

Come and buy with -out mon - ey,"

A .p.. A -P- ^
J^3 :^
F-^ Sf

-r
Qy permission.
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64 ''^UuQ tro^tt sour msolts iov 3e0tti9f/'
Miss P. J. Owens. Last words of Dr. T. M. Eddy.

Allegro.
Harry Sanders.

1. E- ter- ni- ty is dawning In brightness round me pour'd, I see the Star of

2. What treasures hath he given To fill your souls with Hght,For you the wealth of

3. No earthly treasure heaping For time,tlie spoilers hoard,No tribute backward

mM^4=44^• 1 1» • • • •
I

-1^-

B33
frr

-J

—

\-U
^^EgiE^^dZJz^^^I^EBII^i

m13

I I

Morn - ing, My Je- sus ! my Adored : Earth, take my latest warn-ing, In
heav - en Is stored in mansions bright ; For you his heart was riven With
keep - ing, Thou ow-est to thy Lord ; For heathen souls are weeping, In

-O-' -o--1^ :p==(t w -^i=K
^>- ?^5

r :P-=F
CU-

:t^it=:

Jj:

o—o

—

6—o—hoI—-

d:a ^mOh-

^
earnest accents told; O souls that follow Jesus, For his cause spend your gold,
griefand pain untold; Ah, men that follow Je - sus, Refuse him not your gold,
sorrow unconsoled ; O Church, redeem'd by Jesus,For his sake give your gold.

« -0-* -o-
~

suemW
CHORUS. ^^

S
Go, seek immortal treasure, That time can never dim, Fling down your gold for

V y. ^.^ .fj. J J I j. J •

^
l=t

—r*-;—•—•—•"riT^

t
M:

:g m :t^a^^rr^tz-^-t~^-^'^—*^—^^

Je - sus. And take the world for him ; And bring no stinted measure, For

rrwif
By permission.
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:\=^ J l-« ^^^^ S^^ispsg
t/*

-:^:^^ t^=^ ^ ^^
lovesotrueandsweet,Flingdownyourgoldfor Jesus,Go,castit at his feet.^ ±:^

b I I

B^^m
ij^Vot WLt ^t>n ^tnvt

Mrs. B. A. Perrigo.

With expression.
,

H. Sanders.

^g j=r EE^
1. "Give me thy heart," the sweet words fall Like whisper'd mu - sic

2. And when the noon- tide scat - ters round Its gold - en tints, its

3. Oh, 'tis the Lord who speaks to thee So kind - ly, canst thou

4. Give God thy heart; be his a -^ lone; Love, work, and watch, and

^S ^i^^ =^ U-. rfe
tj=P: S=JEt

îE3£EiEiE3EffiE^ jR=r 3t

on the ear ;
" Give me thy heart," the pleading call Floats like a harp-note

rich - est hues,Then,then is heard the self-same sound," Give me thy heart,"do

from him stay? He woos thee yet more tender-ly :
" Give me thy heart," with-

strive and pray,That when his will in thee is done,That heart, al-read-

y

-^ - - « - -^ -^ J. - . - -^ -
:fc i=^ -o— SI

:P=^

soft and clear ;
" Give me

not re - fuse ; " Give me
out de - lay; " Give me
his, shall say :—Take thou

J . * ^

thy

thy

thy

thine

heart," "Give me
heart," " Give me
heart," " Give me
own, Take thou

thy

thy

thy

thine

<5^

heart."

heart."

heart."

By permission.



66 (l!Sntf)tvmQ Jj^omt.
Miss Mariana B. Slade. R. N. M'Intosh.

M 1 J 1_
K-A--.

fhj-8-8-|H=^ ^^iAg=^^p

^^

1. Up to the bounti- ful Giver of life,—Gathering home ! gathering home

!

2. Up to the city where falleth no night,—Gathering home ! gathering home

!

3. Up to the beautiful mansions above.—Gathering home ! gathering home

!

A -^-\-

-^:^:t -=r ^-

^—N—N—\—N-

^S==t=«=r=«^ ^ jp=ni
Up to the dwelling where cometh no strife, The dear ones are gathering home.
Up where the Saviour's own face is the light, The dear ones are gathering home.
Safe in the arms of his infi- nite love, The dear ones are gathering home.

Oath - er - in

]^ ^ t^
-- 1/1/

home ! gath - er - ing home !

Gath - er - ing home ! gath - er - ing home !

|i^
-:t-4=-t- £mit=^

y f^—P—^-r-"^—

s

in s

—

^l dVJ . -rJ

I
1,

' ' ' s
Nev-er to sorrow more, never to roam ; Gathering home! ....

Gath- er - ing home

!

^ ^ ^ b
gath- er- ing home! .... God's children are gather - ing home.

gath- er - ing home !

rr r .r r :t-p-
i h fe^mw^=r==Fm-V—V- _P__p--p—

pn-p-

By permission.
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Rev. E. H. Stoke<;, D. D.

a^nt tg i^nt. 67
Jno. R. Sweney.

W ^ ife=F=t±i: 1 1—1 1—

^

-^-^ -a: G>-fl» Tps*

1. One by one, our loved ones slowly Pass beyond the bounds of time;

2. One by one, soon we shall gather, Not as we have gathered here

—

3. One by one, our ranks are thinning. Thinning here but swelling there

;

4. Good bye ! hail ! the fondly cherished. Tears and joy are ours to- day

;

^ :^=
^_ -!•—

^

^EJ p_421-

frg^yi=F
m-

^
-^3:

p~n~ -K=^ HE) O-

I I I I

H
S=^=gF*=

TCT 33:

One by one, a-mong the ho - ly, Sing the vie -tor's song sublime.

Bowed and broken, but the rather, In e - ter - nal youth ap- pear.

One by one, bright crowns are winning. Crowns they shall forever wear.

Some have gone, and lo! the others Hast- en on the shortening way.

:£ ^- :^
iT^r^ -K=^ Ps: ^

CHORUS

^^^^
One by one, one by one ; We shall soon, yes, soon be there

;

@U
te=g=giip-g

J^3=P=P5:

ti

I

- <D-

One by one, yes; one by one. We shall end- less glo - ry share.

^^ - - — _ -P- <i>-^ - - ^—(^

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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68 mmt a HSnWviUQ tfiat ttttll tie.
J. H. K. "Gather my saints together unto me."—Ps. 1. 5. J. H. Kurzenknabb.

1. At the sounding of the trumpet, when the saints are gather'd home, We will

2. When the angel of the Lord proclaims that time shall be no more. We shall

3. At the great and final judgement, when the hidden comes to light, When the

4. When the golden harps are sounding, and the angel bands proclaim, In tri-

-^ -^ -^ A -^ -^ -^ -^ a -f-

V' V—V-

-N- N N—N—

^

r-N—Nf-A-— -^—1-^ \- P—H 1-^« V 1 \—^ —1-5 1-5 V^ ft fir

greet each other by the crystal sea. With the friends and all the lov'd ones there a-

gather, and the saved and ransom'd see, Then to meet again to- gether, on the
Lord in all his glo-ry we shall see; Atthebiddingof our Saviour, " Come, ye
umphant strains the glorious jubilee ; Then to meet and join to sing the song of

-^. A A A " - - - -p.. \
crystal sea

;

J^- M- M- M- $>-

V— b'

—

FH*- 2—k^-Cv—b"—fe/—f—b'—I?'—V—tz-L

m

wait-ing us to come. What a gath'ring of the faith -ful that will be!
bright ce- lestial shore. What a gath'ring of the faith -ful that will be!
bless-ed, to my right. What a gath'ring of the faith -ful that will be!
Mos- es and the Lamb, What a gath'ring of the faith - ful that will be

!

-P- -P- -I*- -P- « « « A «-«--)--«- -i»- -^— -I-

m^:=fl=f3l
:ij=t=t=t Tt ii

CHOBUS.

5fi=M^ Tb:
70 |tt |lt fi ft |<i ifffiTTH^:

y y u 1/ 1/

m
t/ u '1/ U U U 'k' u

What a gath - - - 'ring, gath - - - 'ring, At the
What a gath'ring of the loved ones when we'll meet with one an - oth - er,

^ -pL ^ ^. ^ jm. ^ _ _ _ ^ a a a -F^ -P- -^
:!:=&

I :P=P= js:

rn?: :p=r- t-i^=^-
-V-

N—N-Hv—N—^—

V

ci

, /-^T ^ U ^ U
soundingof the glorious ju-bi - lee! What a gath - -'ring,

ju-bi-lee! What a gath'ring when the friends and all the

-*>-o-rgzgzgb^rzgzio-[t--r-r:£^&fc& fe
-*-J^—^—Lb*—b'—b*—b^—b'—U'—b'~~b'1/—V—V—t/—t/—b'-

From " Song Treasury," by per.
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gath - - - 'ring, What a gath'ring of the faith-ful that will be

!

dear ones meet each oth - er.

f:

-©- -»-
-(— -4—
-D D-a

g

(&f) ! 'tin (gfflorg in Jf^g SouL
JNO. R. SWENEY.

1. To thy cross, dear Christ I'm clinging, All my re - fuge and my plea;
2. Long my heart hath heard thee calling, But I thrust a- side thy grace;

3. Love e - ter - nal, light e - ter- nal, Close me safe - ly, sweetly in

;

I iZ-tt^y/ i^_L| ^i

—

^ y—i-^ 1 ^ ^—M 1/—V ^—H »-

tefc

^-«h :^:» 18=«q
*

•
I

' ' •
,. I

Matchless is thy lov- ing kindness, Else it had not stoop 'd to me.
Yet, O boundless con - de- scansion, Love is shin - ing from thy face.

Sav- lour, let thy balm of healing, Ev - er keep me free from sin.

P^ ^ :iP* w
W—W-

CHORUS.

Oh, 'tis glo - ry ! oh, 'tis glo - ry ! Oh, 'tis glo

t'^ ^ Si
ry in my soul,

-ff—-\w
J= I

-«-

I

1—i—U—t-^-^^='f=^ S
For I've touch'd the hem of his garment. And his pow'r doth make me whole.

By permission.
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70 ®ome, Sbinntv, (tomt.
"Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy-laden."—Matt. xi. 28

Will. E. Wittbr. H. R. Palmer. By per.

While we are pray - ing for you, Come, sin - ner,

Je - sus will bear your bur - den, Come, sin - ner,

Come and re - ceive the bless - ing. Come, sin - ner,

come

!

come

!

come

!

Now is the time to own him, Come, sin - ner, come

!

Je - sus will not de- ceive you, Come, sin - ner, come

!

While Je - sus whispers to you. Come, sin - ner, come

!

li: r^
-o- -^

p
I

v--'
!

=^-|-

I I F

^E^z

Now is the time to know him. Come, sin - ner, come

!

Je - sus can now re- deem you, Come, sin - ner, come

!

While we are pray - ing for you, Come, sin - ner, come

!

m ^ i^±1:

Copyright, 1879, by H. R. Palmer.
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Fanny J. Crosby.

(tittt iov ^t.
"As the shadow ofa great rock in a weary land."

71

T. C. O'Kank.

pifiPi^^^^^^ip
1. Mighty Rock, whose tow'ring form Looks above the frowning storm

:

2. Of the springs that from thee burst, Let me drink and quench my thirst

;

3. Mighty Rocli, the pilgrim's home. Re - fuge from the billow's foam,

4. When I near the stream of death, When I feel its chil - ly breath,

m\ ±£ ^t'-S^

rT^TTTr—

r

P>-

i
^ ps^^^^P'^=^f -.8:t-«

Rock a - mid the des - ert waste. To thy shad - ow now I haste.

Wea - ry, faint - ing, toil oppressed. In thy shad - ow let me rest.

Rock, by countless millions blest. In thy shad - ow let me rest.

Rock, where all my hopes a - bide, In thy shad - ow let me hide.

^£ -i»--a-

r-fr-r^r
Refrain.

Si '-^' ^
<D-

Un - to thee, un - to thee, Precious Sa- viour, now I flee

;

^i^is
r=r-T

t: W:
-r%p- I

^T
=qv:

Sf^= î^xd Jv—gifF-«-

ai3Ei=pill
"Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, Let me hide myself in thee."

—n»--—•—c • r" I
|o—p-=-gp-i-^---^—i P

I I

Copyright, 1879, by T. C. O'Kane.
CD G) CD CO S> <Z>
DO RE Ml FA so LA SI



72 ^milt tt^ou tie mullet ^t>olt f
Wm J. KiRKPATRlCK.

Hear the foot-steps of Je- sus, He is now passing by, Bearing balm for the
'Tis the voice of that Saviour, Whose mer-ci - ful call Freely off- ers sal-

Are you halting and struggling,© "erpowered by your sin,While the waters are
Bless- ed Saviour, as- sist us To rest on thy word ; Let the soul-healing

- -ft— —«—.-—.

—

a^^ .0 - e—P .gt—P • P ^P

—

-P-
'^

-\-

s^ ^3
& -& -p-

,
Healing all who ap - ply; As he spake to the suff'rer Who
To one and to all; He is now beck'ning to him Each

Can you not en - ter in? Lo, the Saviour stands waiting To
On us now be out-poured : Wash away ev- 'ry sin- spot, Take

P^M^ -t-P- pi- -»-

^^
fEJt

^Si A—

S

t=f
:§: ^r

^±

lay at the pool, He is say-ing this moment, "Wilt thou be made whole?"
sin tainted soul, And lov- ing - ly asking, "Wilt thou be made whole?"

strengthen your soul. He is earnest- ly pleading, "Wilt thou be made whole?"
per-fect con- trol, Say to each trusting spirit, "Thy faith makes thee whole."

SP
I

B:^_5Lds

REFKAIN.

t=T='^- t
Wilt thou be made whole? Wilt thou be made whole? O come, wea-ry

t:: -P—ti-

lo:

ES -O-r- ^^^zzs^ ^ -^ -,^
suff'rer, O come, sin- sick soul; See,' the life-stream is flow- ing. See, the

^PS!
By permission.
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OTilt tfiou tie matre ii}t)olt *—concluded 73

i
;i
fe i

cleansing waves roll, Step in - to the cur- rent and thou shalt be whole.

-P- ^X-l!—am -t—

r

?3: ^

Rev. M. L. HoFFOKD.
2^e}otce initt^ mt.

Dr. H. L. GiLMOUR.

1. Re-joice with me, the lost is found! The wand'ring one a- stray,

2. Re-joice with me, the lost is found! The dead's a - live a - gain;

3. Re-joice with me, the lost is found! With - in his fond em -brace
4. Re-joice with me, the lost is found! With robe and sig - net ring.

m 1^

±: ::N=:^
=F m

^sE^^ --N.s^ -«-

Re - pent - ant, seeks his fa- ther's face, With homeward steps to - day.
In ev - 'ry heart let joy a- bound, And song and glad - ness reign.

The fa - ther clasps his wand'ring son— The child of wondrous grace.
With o - pen arms and welcome kiss. And song and ban - quet- ing;

^i=tTfe=l

From " Songs of the New Life," by per.
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UU KE Ml FA SU LA bl



74 %nnti oi t^e l^le^^etr^
Mrs. Emily Huntington Miller. T C. O'Kane.

f Oh! Land oftheblessed.thy shadowless skies Sometimes in my dreaming I see: )

( I hear the glad songs that the glorified sing Steal over eterni- ty's sea. j

f Oh ! Land of the blessed, thy hills ofdelight Sometimes on my vision unfold ; )

\ Thy mansions celestial, thy pal- aces bright, Thy bulwarks ofjasper and gold, j

r\ 1-

—

* 1—I—F-"b-TT-^-r^^-P F F . P-f-T--T—T T r ^-rp^-o-a—g—g—o-rP-^P^^

Tho' dark are the shadows that gather between,! know that thy morning is fair

;

Dear voices are chantir. g thy chorus of praise. Dear eyes in thy sunlight are fair

;

T--F-r-f»-^-P-P a TP--

!•- -h K

—

:

—
•-J
—h—»T

#-r-P- - P P P- W--—W—gj- my-v-^—v—v- ^-U-tT-w—

^

-N—1- -N- -A-^-N-«---«— —«-

J ^-ri
N—

^

Irt
^^^^=^

^^=«=^i-m
I catch but a glimpse of thy glory and light.And whisper: would God I were there

!

I look from my valley of shadow below, And whisper: would God I were there

!

Efe3i j^-^.
I^ZI^ :t=- -P-#

—

P-
^^--1^=^

V—g-=H'—j/—1;/—b^

Sy permission.

Dear home of my Father, fair city, whose peace

No shadow of changing can mar

!

How glad are the souls that have tasted thy joy.

How blest thine inhabitants are

!

When weary with toiling, I think of the day

—

Who knows if its dawning be near ?

When he who hath loved me shall call me away
From all that hath burdened me here.

O <S> CD <S> G> S» ^
I>0 KE MI FA SO LA SI
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RoBEET MoREis, LL. D. "Jesus walked in Galilee."—John vii. i. H. R. Palmer.

4^-

i=3^E?^
CD-

^^^
bT

and sighing bough,
and mossy dell,

the thrilling lore

?RS=
3E

1. Each coo-ing dove
2. Each flowery glen

3. And when I read

That makes the
Where hap- py

Of him who

«—0-^-0^^S^5 =P===!-=-

^L±
V U V

m̂p=d- -ri—-»-^2^^N-O-
:^-«i- :^

^tO

70-0
^•^

eve
birds
walked

so blest to me, Has something far divin - er
in song a - gree, Thro' sunny morn the praises
up- on the sea, I long, oh, how „, _ I long once

now,
tell

more
•.

It bears me back
Of sights and sounds
To follow him

-p.^-^-n-

-r.—b-—P- mitz^ff^t rsnE
y-i>—^- y'-b^

K^=^
y V

CHORUS.

J-<q—8=|:g:z=g=^=:g4S±:|-fi—1=1

1
W^^

^1

BT

O Gal - i - lee! sweet Gal-i- lee! Where Jesus loved

^^=EE^&
so much to be ; O

V 'y5=P=F^

-^- -iJ: P>

r-

^-j.^ i:cgz=2z:
3i: t=

1J:
-W-r-

»-ri
ei-=^

Gal - i - lee ! bjue Gal - i - lee ! Come, sing

^^
thy son

^ U
-«-

CEt-

% again to me

!

gF *--V—~b^ -ti^—
^- F
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Annie Herbert. J. H, Anderson.

--N ^—N ^,—

N

^—N—"lailV^p^ J -N

—

\

—

p

1. When the mists have roU'd in splendor From the beau- ty of , the hills,

2. If we err, in hu - man blindness, And for-get that we are dust

;

3. When the mists have risen above us. As our Fath- er knows his own,

_p_(a-i_p—fBi t- :t—-tn-t- -^—1»-

Ê^^^^^-^̂ ^-^^-'^^^̂ r^

=^fe«^.
-^-

*f=r i^=t

And the sunshine, warm and tender, Falls in kiss - es on the rills,

If we miss the law of kindness When we struggle to be just.

Face to face with those that love us, We shall know as we are known

;

St^
-^t_p.^ p P' P PL

iz:—D 0-= O—-p-^ O 0-*

9 9' 9 P^m
^rf—^- ^^M-N-

We may read love's shining let - ter In the

Snowy wings of peace shall cover All the

rain- bow of the spray,

—

plain that hides a- way,

—

Love, beyond the o - rient meadows Floats the golden fringe of day.

tz-r-t: r r r-tz-j^-t:—tz- -p_4=—t=_t:-r

1^ '^—^-

We shall know each oth- er bet - ter When the mists have cleared away.

When the wea - ry watch is o - ver, And the mists have cleared away.

Heart to heart, we bide the shadows, Till the mists have cleared away.

V—V—V—^

—

o—

F

From " The Welcome," by per.
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CHORUS.

N-^

We shall know . . as we are known,

9=t^

f^

—

R ^ »^^^ai

&ti:'^

We shall know

_p.i^_P_

Never more . . to walk a-

as we are known. Never- more

^¥^~^
-V—tM-

_P_PL

g^$ l^s:
-<M»-

U ^

lone, In the dawn - - ing of the morn - ing. When the

to walk a - lone. In the dawning of the morn - ing,

_p_p-i-p_0- P—

^

£-t t:

-S-

-Cxj- -i^-T-»-
:8:i:8: <D- E=P=8^:rf-»—

h

mists . . have cleared away; In the dawn - - ing of the

When the mists have cleared away ; In the dawning

.
-»-

-9---©—O---© tm.
-V—V-i/—

:t=t
- --

p-O-^HO-..

-P-LO-P-- |D r r-r

=^t=8==S: :^^^
^-r-J-

-o- SHE p
morn - ing, When the mists . . . have cleared away.

When the mists have cleared a- way.

-r
^ ^^ -^-



78 f^tinQins in tt>t Sbtftni)t^.
Words from "Songs of Glory." Geo. A. Minor

tgrr8t=8±t8
1. Sowing in the morning, sowing seeds of kindness, Sowing in the noon-tide,

2. Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the shadows. Fearing neither clouds nor

3. Go, then, ev-er weeping, sowing for the Master, Tho' the loss sustained our

-k h f-H i
1 1 1 -m: -.

)iA
^^^Has!:

'S :^=^
y ^ ^ y I

and the dew- y eves ; Waiting for the har- vest, and the time of reap- ing,

winter's chilling breeze; By and by the har- vest, and the la- bor end - ed,

spir- it oft - en grieves ; When our weeping's over, he will bid us welcome.

^^3.. :?2± ^^E t;=t

f^^
B—ff

We shall come re- joic - ing, bringing in the sheaves. Bringing in the sheaves.

.g__^ i

^5:

I
^

I
1^ / J. R_f4-AH^j'^4-J=pH'-=q=^-d' --^—^--N

1J=«±
bringing in the sheaves, bringing in the sheaves.

We shall come rejoicing, Bringing in the sheaves,

•̂̂ k^

—

u-—w &—I?'—u—fc^*—
g'-

-•- -•-•-•--£>-

^ • k' 1/ I

-t-^ 1 1- 1 1 M M-: l-T l-r U* 1 L
W W \0l

^ I

It
3—> ^ -J-GtsbtrjQ

bringing in the sheaves. We shall come rejoic-ing, bringing in the sheaves.

^ ^JT T %-^1-o »-=—»-

±7—fc—b;- :f3z:EEt :p=:p= P3:
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Anok.

te:^ '±:

:r

^ 3t -«

Rev. J, H. Stockton

^=5=i

help me I must die;
me thy blood was spilt,

-vatioii I would prove;
will, my heart renew,
o'er, the vie -fry won.

-0-

cry, Unless thou1. Je-sus, my Lord, to thee
2. Helpless I am, and full of guilt, But yet for

3. I thirst, I long to know thy love. Thy full sal

4. If thou hast work for me to do. Inspire my
5. And when at last the work is done. The bat- tie

fc^
F8-^ ?3

P—F~y S
U I

Ŝ ^-^
5^.

Fine.

:^*»--

Oh, bring thy free sal -

And thou can'st make me
But since to thee I

And work both in and
Still, still my cry shall

va- tion nigh. And
what thou wilt. But
can- not move. Oh,
by me, too. But
be a- lone. Oh,

take
take
take
take
take

me 95
me as
me as
me as
me as

^^

am !

am

!

am

!

am 1

am

!

4-4
^--

l==t :^t=^-^ ai:p=pc
u 1 U

D. S.— bring thy free sal va- tion nigh, And take me as I am !

i
s

REFRAIN,

S ^3S
D.S.

H
Take me as

Take me, take

-o-

I Pake me as I am; Oh,Take me
am. Take me, take

I ,1 I,

m^ ttfa
Copyright, 1878, by John J. Hood
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Charlotte Elliott. JUST AS I AM
I Just as I am, without one plea.
But that thy blood was shed for me.
And that thou bid'st me come to thee,

O Lamb of God, I come !

2 Just as I am, and waiting not
To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee whose blood can cleanse each
O Lamb of God, I come ! [spot,

3 Just as I am, though tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt,
Fightings within, and fears without,

O Lamb of God, I come !

Tune and Chorus above.

4 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind

;

Sight, riches, healing of the mind.
Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

O Lamb of God, I come

!

5 Just as I am—thou wilt receive.
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve

;

Because thy promise I believe,
O Lamb of God, I come

!

6 Just as I am—thy love unknown
Hath broken every barrier down,
Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come

!



80 Mrs. E.J. BuGBEK. et)Utrtft of ason, ^toai^e* T. C. O'Kanb.

rS^.
-\-^w -tr-^-

-«-nr tgziJfi^zlrirS:
^--

"OT~=

—

1. Church of God, whose conq'ring banners Float a- long the glorious years,

2. In your cost- ly tem- pies pray- ing, " Let thy kingdom come," ye pray,

3. Grace and glo- ry he hath sent you, Cast your lines in pla- ces fair,

4. Shake the earth and rend the heav-en, Wake thy sleeping children, Lord,

Gath'ring harvest rich and
Are but words of i - die
Scat- ter blessing fioiu he
Till the measure full and
_ox_«a—a..—^

—

ft ft

gold - en, Sowed in pov-er-tyand
mean - ing, If with these ye turn a
bids you. O'er his green earth every
e - ven Has been rendered at thy

-o- -©- ^ . -o- • . -lO-—©-

tears :

way

;

where

;

word

;

Onward press, the cross is bendin
Boundless wealth to you is giv - en,
Till the millions in the twi - light

Then from out her night of sor - row

Far toward the morning skies.

From his hand who owns it all,

Of the far- off O-rient land,
Shall the earth redeemed arise, ^

i±ZI«
-^-b--

:^
_J_J__J'.

f= -P-^P-

e
r^-^

^-^3^3^
^T-e—

d

-Sh—fi ^i^^^m^i e^-^l
TE*-

m
Speedy dawn of light portend - ing;—Church of God, a-wake, a - rise!

And his eye beholds in heav - en What ye ren- der back for all.

In the gracious morning splendor Of the gos-pel light shall stand.
And the fair millen - iiial mor- row Dawn with o - pal- tint - ed skies.

,• •_j-ji_a» m '^ pj r-®---P .tu.—^^Jf: :£.
' L^-,—^-Ho~— — o-"^—o—P ""

-o-

CHORUS
y

-u-

T—R—r^ C)_

-r
^ ^

-CD-
^--^0-—^-—

I

->•
\

VJ
^^^ cd:

.^5E

Church of God, awake! arise! Christ, your Head and Master, cries,

Church of God, a - wake ! a-rise ! Christ, j'our Head and Master, cries,

^tfc

By pgrmission.

P—P>—

^

-F-^-P-
t=l 3E?E?=i=P^El=!EB

r-rr rzzt :h-1—fca~i
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Send the Gos - pel's joy - ful sound Un-to earth's remot- est bound.
Oh, send the Gos - pel's joy- ful sound

1 1 1
:

^^ H 1 1
1 CD "^ -t

f
Words arranged. Ef)t f)upp^ ^ilQvim. By per.

335:ipPif^ A-
te:r=i

I saw a hap - py pil- grim, In shin - ing garments clad,

He had no cares nor bur- dens, He'd laid them at the cross,

-J*

^-^ S ?-=:?: i

ESE^fefel:! zji-

I

m.

And trav-'ling up the mountain, His coun - tenance was glad;
(

The blood of Christ, his Sav-iour, Had wash'd him from all dross, j

1{=1{± f-±=^
I

CHORUS,

• -a- -o-'-O"-©-
I

-p-
i Ifj 1^

-O-' -O- -O-'-O"-©- "
j -p-

Then palms of vie- to- ry, Crowns of glory, Palms of vie- to-ry We shall wear.

«-^ I-0--0-' -O- -O- I . « .-0--0- eJJ-O-al
r«»-f—ft-r<»-T «»—»—pi --i-^r—«-o—r«-f—^-rO-T-i—'—r*-»—^rS I • —

2 The summer sun was sinking.
The sweat was on his brow

;

His garments worn and dusty.
His step seemed very slow

;

But he kept pressing onward.
For he was wending home,

Still shouting as he journeyed,
Deliverance will come.

3 I saw him in midsummer.
Still happy on his way,

He'd reached the land of Beulah,
Where birds sing all the day.

He found a store of honey
And wine upon the lees,

And fruit in rich abundance
Upon life's living trees.

4F

4 I saw him in the evening.
The sun was bending low,

He'd overtopped the mountain
And reached the vale below;

He saw the golden city,

His everlasting home.
And shouted loud, Hosanna!

Deliverance will come.

5 I heard the song of triumph
They sang upon that shore,

Saying, Jesus has redeemed us,

To suffer nevermore

:

Then casting, his eyes backward
On the race which he had run,

He shouted loud, Hosanna!
Deliverance has come!'



82 Ms StieofterJJ*
Rev. Joseph H. Martin. Ps. xxiii. Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

M t^
-^->-

s^ S3 I
1. The Lord

2. Whenev
is my shep

er I wan

^ -^

- herd, my keep - - er and
- der, and leave . . the true

1. The Lord is my shepherd, my keeper and guide. The Lord is my shepherd, my
2. Whenev - er I wan- der, and leave the true way. When- ev - er I wan- der, and

guide, . . . My wants . . . he'll sup- ply, . . . and for

way, .... And like ... a lost sheep . . . from the

keep- er and guide. My wants he'll supply, and for me he'll provide, My
leave the true way. And like a lost sheep from the flock go a - stray. And

me .... he'll pro- vide ; . . .

flock . . .go a - stray

;

wants he'll sup- ply, and for me he'll provide ;

like a lost sheep from the flock go a - stray
;

In

My
In

My

midst

soul

of green

he re-

midst of green pastures he

soul he restores to the

m^
i:fe

--1
':=^Ap^ -^~\lh—-

V y

Copyright, i88o, by John J. Hood,
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t^ i ^ \—

N

3,. J. *^

^=3iz

^=

^-^ Tt
-«—o—^-

side . . the still wa - - ters that gen - - tly pass by.

leads . . me in safe - - ty, I walk - - in his light.

side the still waters that gently pass by. That gently, that gently pass by.

leads me in safe- ty, I walk in his light. In safety I walk in his light.

My Shepherd will provide, what - ev - er may be- tide ; I am se-

^: -ft.
-t=- -E^

te:m -V—b^

^ #^ -«—tJ- i^=

cure, For his promise is sure, The Lord will pro - vide.

_T % ^ t—g—g—t
H8—Ha © © imm̂

3 When called to surrender my faltering breath,

And pass through the vale of the shadow of death,

The presence of Jesus will brighten the tomb,

With hope and with gladness dispelling its gloom.
With gladness dispelling its gloom.

4 For me his free bounty a table has spread

;

And blessings unmeasured he pours on my head

;

My cup with abundance and joy overflows

;

He dries all my tears, and he heals all my woes.
He heals all my woes, all my woes.

5 His goodness and mercy shall crown all my days,

My mouth shall be filled with thanksgiving and praise;

I'll dwell in his temple of glory above.

And sing evermore of his grace and his love.

And sing of his grace and his love.



84 IE am £a[tittr.
Mrs. S. L. Oberholtzer. Jno. R. Swknev.

—L_0—o—<:? G>—»-o—O—O- L
-»- -o-

1

.

I am sav'd ! the Lord hath sav'd me, Help me shout the glorious news

!

2. Loud I sing my ex- ul - ta - tion, Hoping it will reach the skies,

3. Free sal- va - tion ! glad sal-va - tion ! Let us shout from pole to pole,

4. When at last the days are gathered In- to thy great judgment one,

-\—I 1- b—

t

-P- pi-^t -^- a -!^

iii 1—t—t-̂
-^

¥ t=^
^±if

i^:
:e3 :q x^:

3^: £3~^'

I have tast - ed God's sal-va - tion, And 'tis sweet as honeyed dews.

Keep, dear Lord, my soul for-ev - er Under thy pro - tecting eyes.

Un- til each dis - eas- ed na - tion Feels that God hath made it whole.

May I find my name deep written, In the re - cords of thy Son.

J-J-^ 8. -p, .fS>.

m^eS -O—»—ICS>- ^^-
1—t—

r

i^—^t
ps

r=F= 4=t^

CIIORFS

Glo-ry, glo

-o- -o-
:B--

rj-, hal-le - lu - jah

I

I re-joice sal - vation came

;

:^ P- _^_

m^i m-
|CD_ t=t=t

fs:
-pa=

I I 1

fefc^

Glo-ry, glo - ry, hal-le- lu jah

fiUp—^.

-CDI CD-

I am saved in

Ts:

By permission.
O <S> CD O G> S) tZ>
DO RE MI FA SO LA SI



Priscilla J. Owens.

85
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

^' -%- -&" or ^
¥^= ^t=X J^^n

-Gi- -Kzi—

Je - sus saves,

Je - sus saves,

Je - sus saves,

Je - sus saves,

1. We have heard

2. Waft it on

3. Sing a - bove

4. Give the winds
N^ ^

-o-

a joy - ful sound,

the roll- ing tide,

the bat- tie's strife,

a might- y voice,

^
1^

Je - sus saves

;

Je - sus saves,

Je - sus saves

;

Je - sus saves,

:x3 m fib

33E

:^
-N—«- £!€ J a

Spread the glad- ness all a- round.

Tell to sin - ners, far and wide,

By his death and end- less life.

Let the na - tions now re-joice,

^ ^ ^

TEi ^

saves

;

saves

;

saves

;

saves

;

Je - sus saves,

Je - sus saves,

Je - sus saves,

Je - sus saves.

P^S ^==lt ite

Je - sus

Je - sus

Je - sus

Je - sus

^ • A

r
i rt

t=^-
l^
s

-l-r- 3St"
1^

Bear the

Sing, ye
Sing it

Shout sal

lews to ev - 'ry land. Climb the steeps and cross the waves,

is - lands of the sea, E - cho back, ye o - cean caves,

soft - ly thro' the gloom, When the heart for mer - cy craves,

va - tion full and free. High- est hills and deep- est caves,

ISE
=P=P^

:^^-=|S=i::ps

?3:
fi=rf^

^bfzz^f-fir^ ^-1^-^.rJ -J^- -S, u hr—

^

P-
!

P-

g^-^f—?- =%f—ffl
»• "

-A—3^^- 6 '^r +
\s) « ii ^ «

- V » -f/ e . a

Onward, 'tis our Lord's command,
Earth shall keep her ju - bi - lee, '

Sing in tri - umph o'er the tomb,
This our song of vie - to - ry,

f^
. ~ n .„ -P- -0- A -JS>-

e - sus save

e - sus save

e - sus save

e - sus save

s,

s,

s,

s.

Je - sus sa

Je - sus s£

Je - sus ss

Je - sus sa

ives.

ives.

ives.

ives.

rn
^^i

—

. E- -p-^^-^fe

—

s— ^ .1 r. 1
- -i^^«

—

w—^ ^ ~1^ ^ 7—tl-'dP ->-"-5- -1^ E
1

1
/ ^- ^

—

^-V -r- —

u
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t- ~

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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E.Johnson. VVm. G FlSCHBR.

* -CD-' -«- -»-

1. Oh, sometimes the shadows are deep, And rough seems the path to the goal,
2. Oh, sometimes how longseems theday. And sometimes how weary my feet;

3. Oh, near to the Roclc let me keep, Or blessings, or sorrows prevail;

ti
I

^

fc^^ :jy- l^—>r
:=t

-A-

p—ft—tf-

IZt

And sorrows, sometimes how they sweep Like tempests down over the soul.

But toil - ing in life's dusty way, The Rock's blessed shadow, how sweet!
Or climbing the mountain-way steep, Or walking the shadow- y vale.

-J-

^1.^

iJ

±:^d-=pz^=t
utz^ prrp: r

^-

^^9=K
-'s/—\/- V-V-

CHORUS,
-4-

3^i^
Oh, then, to the Rock let me

^
fly,

let

k i

me fly.
To the

-f=¥=\ g=:8=:BK^—f^EE2^S t:

Rock that is high- er than I

:

Oh, then, to the Rock let me
I r* J^ -A '^ high -er than I, _ -p- ^ ^^ -o- -o- -t-

^^—=d~- m. g* Q- i
let me fly,

To the Rock that is high - er than I.
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Wm. Church, Jr.

,-4-S 3=J
1. One sweetly solemn thought I I

[Comes to me
|
o'er and o'er,—

|

2. Nearer the bound of life, I I

[Where we lay our
|
burdens down;

|

3. Father, perfect my trust ! 1

[ Strengthen the
|
might of-my faith;

mSSE
_Gi_ ^CDL-

Pm nearer home to-day Than
[ I ever have

Nearer leaving the cross

;

. [Nearer

I

Let me feel as I would when I

I

[stand On the rock of the

G3 .

:z3: ^fc^;

been be- fore.
|
Nearer my Father's house, Where the many

|
mansions be;

gaining-the crown.
|
But lying darkly between,Winding down

|
thro' the night,

shore of death :
|
Feel as I would when my feet Are slipping

|
o- ver-the brink.

n -ti^

=P3: P

^fe:
i^

^i^t=S=-- :Ŵ c>d~

tr
txj-

Nearer the great white throne; I

[Nearer the
|
crystal sea; Home, home, sweet, sweet

Is the deep and unknown 1

[stream That leads at
]
last to-the light.

For it may be, I'm nearer I

[home—Nearer
|
nowthan-I think! ^— I 1

gi^ :z:t-

iJ-

32;

sweet, sweet

I I

6 6

home,—Pre - pare me, dear Sav - iour, for gk ry, my home.

W^ -f^

fe
:t3z

-O- J--
X^-

^^ ZKizr ^1
From "Anthems & Voluntaries," by per.
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88 ^tli it i&ut
Francbs R. Havbrgae,, Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

A 1 1 ^ ^y 4 ^ \ ^ '*^ ^ iL rL 1 xi J 1 ^
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S
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d

-o -4 ^ 8 g

t)
-8-

1. Tell

2. Tell

3- Tell

it out a- mong the heathen that the Lord is King, Tell it

it out a- mong the na- tions that the Sav - iour reigns, Tell it

it out a- mong the heathen, Je - sus reigns a - bove, Tell it

^ •- -•- -•- -m-

r•^• A 1* o 9 P P P P o
IffJ' <+ [* ! r ', N.
V-^ /l p m 'i* P " P i* i* 1* i* ! P 1* *^

4- r r r rrrrr r r 1

i/ U 1/ U U 'i> U U k^ U 1 1 1

^=S=; i^ ^r^T
out,

out,

out.

Tell it

H h

tell it out. Tell it out among the nations, bid them

tell it out, Tell it out among the heathen, bid them

tell it out. Tell it out among the nations that his

out, tell it out,

^ ^ I

^$^$^E^ES: _0_^— P_-P=:F^=ES^ -V—^-h ^-=^ :Ff=pC^ -^->—F=^
r-r-trk u

d-
-fs—N-

CE»-T-

Et ^
^

shout and sing, Tell it out, tell it out

;

Tell it out with ad - o-

burst their chains, Tell it out, tell it out

;

Tell it out among the

name is love, Tell it out, tell it out; Tell it out among the

Tell it out, K |\

i=^=^ izzJzzz^
=8=5 i^E^=fe =s=:

ration, that he shall increase, Tell it out, tell it out,

weeping ones that Je - sus lives. Tell it out, tell it out,

highways and the lanes at home, Tell it out, tell it out,

Tell it out, tell it out.

From " The Wells of Salvation," by per.
O <S> CD O G> S) C2i>
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A N ^ ^ c ^ r ^ N K N
1

1 > ^
W J A A ri ^ r' ' M ',

Z a 1 «'
1 o S ^ZT a a J 9 J S ® __.

sz ** " 1

tJ

That the might -y King of Glo - ry is the King of Peace, Tell it

Tell it out a- mong the wea- ry ones what rest he gives, Tell it

Let it ring a- cross the mountains and the o - cean foam. Tell it

/i^. O ®d P A a B 1 '-n o "« {O a B : '

9J' r r
1 r '

1 L 1^ 1/ L^ [/ [/ / L^ b >> W u' 1 P ^

l^ k'

-A—^^

tell it out
;

tell it out

;

tell it out,

=i=-i=

-N—^—^-

Tell it out with ju - bi - lation, though the

Tell it out among the sinners that he

Like the sound of many waters let our
tell it out,
I

CTll .

^^=^ -f*—^— f»—

^

1—f-

V-b'-r
^c=P :p=P= :^P=

I I

f-,^H^

waves may roar, Tell it out,

came to save, Tell it out,

glad shout be, Tell it out,

m

tell it out,

tell it out
;

tell it out.

That he sitteth on the

Tell it out among the

Till it e- cho and re-

:?*=p=

Tell it out. tell it out.

:t^ J^^ t=^t^
^^ •z^ I.^—^^—h

-V—t^-

?s= î=^^E
^ w ^ ^ y ^

^=^. ^. A-A-
-N—N-,

:gl.41«-S-4Jr-8

fe

water-floods, Our King forev- ermore, Tell it out,

dying that he triumphed o'er the grave, Tell it out,

e - cho from the islands of the sea. Tell it out,

Tell it out,

-o-

ft

Ir-V

tell it out.

tell it out.

tell it out.

-P- -P-
'^'

zn^cz^
tt-=r

V

—
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Rev Edwin H. Nkvin, D.D. Wm. J. KlRKI ATRICIt.

31

me cling to

me cling to

me cling to

me cling to

G±.—d-

-1
1—

\

Kr—IS IV—

'

1
^ &-T-

'2<i
"--J _j J—J _ J L,---J-^ J--^

—

-1 I-^d—6 6 6- ^—tt
thee, My Saviour, Let me cling to thee ! When the

thee, My Saviour, Let me cling to thee ! When my
thee, My Saviour, Let me cling to thee ! When my
thee. My Saviour, Let me cling to thee ! When I'm

^ N

ct
I 1-

1 \ 1 r—

d:J
:^:

1—

^

b*—V—u-

--1- -Vr

11^=^: ^^ ^
-^

winds are blowing. When the tears are flowing, O,

friends are leaving, When my heart is grieving, O,

sins are pressing. And my soul distress-ing, O,

weak and wea-ry. And my path is dreary, O,

let

let

let

let

^ -:^

-^ ^nr

me cling

me cling

me cling

me cling

to thee

!

to thee!

to thee I

to thee!

:p^=p: :t +31

1-O D B—^ b'I^ ^ :fs:vife_ i=:n—f-c-f
1—

r

REFRAIN.
, ^

-I-

i=^=s=i

-A—

N

I^ ^-t
Z5i:

:it
:§:

Let me ev er cling to thee, Let me ev - er cling to thee ! Let me
my Saviour, Let me

^ ^ ^ -p- -p- -P-

: fl ^ .^

-^

-f» ~r t&i
1

—

^-^-^
^^—j--g

i

1^ ^ U ^ ' ';>
'i^ U p

cling. Let me ding, O, Saviour, let me cling to thee

!

cling with feith in pray' r,And with hope amid despair, ^^ to thee.

A „ 1»^p- 't^ © « A ft ^ ^ iJ -«- ti

V̂_l^

:|bti8
:t=b=t=t

fL
W^iQr.

^—ft
—Iohho^

t^
¥—U V V I

p)_.
E

17 V
5 O, let me cling to thee,

My Saviour,
Let me cling to thee I

When the cloud is o'er me.
And the storm before me,
O, let me cling to thee

!

From " Leaflet Gems," No. 2. by per.

6 O, let me cling to thee,

My Saviour,
Let me cling to thee

!

When I cross the river,

Which from earth doth sever,
O, let me cling to thee I

O <S> CD <S> G> S) «2>
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T. C. O'Kane .

^=F ^S^ES^:
-it- -Vh

-±-. P> 1-
-^—

^

-o-=—«—o-

1. "Come un - tome,"—in measured tones and slow, " Come unto me," how
2. " Come un - to me,"—the lips with mercy stream, " Come unto me,"—the

3. "Come un - tome," dear toiling ones, o - bey, " Come unto me," oh,

-0-* 1O- -o--1^- ^ :£mi -p—p—I—-^
:?=?: $533 fff
I!Z3t

-t:^0!i^.

sweet the accents flow, " Come un - to me," oh, gen- tie voice di - vine !

eyes with love-light beam; "Come unto me," the out-held hands implore,
sinners, hear to- day! "Comeun- to me,"—the welcome is to all.

"Come un - to me," de- sire and love combine. Weary- lad-en souls, what-
"Come un - to me," such words none spake before.

,

"Come un - to me,"—'tis Jesus makes the call.

e'er your bur-den be

-«--»- hO- -O- 1»-

Sfcr

Seeking af- ter rest. Come un - to me,

^- ^ ?—hv
r-

^^m^^m^^m
Comeun- to me, come unto me, I will give you rest, vvhate'er your burdens be.

7^^-xr,—•—•-* -• - *-'—r*—•-^—•--—!-—•-•—!§-•—•-•-! i
!*^ P— —r-
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Fanny J. Crosby.

^ome nt fLnnt Melody by M. Lindsay.
Arr. by W. J. K.

1. Hark the song of ho-ly rap- ture, Hear it break from yonder strand,
2. O, the long and sweet re- un - ion, Where the bells of time shall cease;
3. Look beyond, the skies are clearing; See, the mist dissolves a - way;

^m -o- ^^t -p—f^
:B=F

^-4=^ ^m Eg±:

^^=£S^-j^
-N—

^

ijjjzzg:

^"^^^^-^T^^"^^
Where our friends for us are wait-ing, In the gold - en, summer land;

O, the greet - ing, endless greet- ing, On the ver - nal heights of peace;
Soon our ej^es will catch the dawning Of a bright, ce-les-tial day;

f=£
P—P-

-o- -o-

-^
r\

\—.^—^~L.p?i _C

^^^^^m^^^-^ ^-^
They have reach'd the port of glo - ry.

Where the hop- ing and despond- ing
Soon the shadows will be lift - ed

O'er the Jor- dan they have passed,
Of the wea - ry heart are past,

That around us now are

And with mil - lions they are shout - ing. Home at last, home at
And we en - ter life e - ter - nal,—Home at last, home at

And re-joic - ing we shall gath - er Home at last, home at

last:

last:

last:

m -^—

^

±^f!^

r-
m
i

And with mil- lions they are shout- ing. Home at last, home
And we en - ter life e - ter - nal,—Home at last, home
And re - joic - ing we shall gath - er Home at last, . home

-P PL

:t
-P-

n

last.

last,

last.

-1^ g
xd-

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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DO KE Ml FA SO LA SI



C. Wesley.
IE mil tS^vmt in tf)t mooti. 93

T. C. O'Kane.

^^^1^3S--N- S
For

t=^
-A—i^

1/

4!^

I.
1. for - ev - er here my rest shall be, Close to thy bleeding side; 'This

2. My dy- ing Saviour and my God,—Fountain for guilt and sin, Sprink-

3. Wash me, and make me thus thine own ; Wash me, and mine thou art ; Wash
4. Th'a-tonement of thy blood ap- ply, Till faith to sight improve; Till

^ •-• -- ^
u. ,-, .. .+--t-«- .._ ««.Pn

fit

-f^-^
^=P=
V—

^

m
Jk |ft-

-©-=-—o-

¥W='s
at®:

^ CHORUS.

P=t-<j—o'-.- m^
-j 1-: 1>

=3=r t=t
u u

all my hope and all my plea,
—

" For me the Sav- iour died." I will

le me ev - er with thy blood, And cleanse and keep me clean,

me, but not my feet a - lone,—My hands, my head, my heart,

hope in full fru - i - tion die. And all my soul be love.

-p r r r rP-^^^ :p=

-p-^g-p
r-P—P-

£^SE:
b ^

yi u

By permisssion.
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H. BONAR.

mvim anU S^t^int.
J. J. Hood.

1. Out of darkness in -to light

2. From this world's alluring snares,

3. From the van - i -ties of youth,

Je - sus calls the sons of night,

From its per - ils and its cares.

In - to rest, and love, and truth.

Out of midnight in - to day
From its van - i - ty and strife,

In - to joy that nev- er palls,

m--
-^i_(»_pL^_^

Je - sus bids us come a - way.

Je - sus beckons us to life.

Je - sus in his mer- cy calls.
-»-

T IT'
CHORUS.

-•—•-
-'t/
—'

—

ca_
I I -jo--

—

jo— a--^—o—p-=—10
P i

—
p

F
-=l---fy—\—^-

&
3r:?-_£

L-i--=:^Ti

f^TT"^-

^ N

^•b L' t^ i U i I

m
A- rise, a- rise, .... a- rise and shine ; . . . A- rise, a-

A-rise, a- rise, a- rise and shine

;

-u-i?'-

t:
-10 lO

• »
-^17

rise, . . . thy light is come ; . . . Arise and shine, . . . thy light is

Arise, arise, thy light is come ; Arise and shine,

-t—

I

^=rg^ :t:

-i^-k/—^^-4- i1^
-ti-V'

-»---

?*:_^l:^—|ft

-fll—S-

TJ-T-dE3St

rit.

-et-

^ yi W V ^

come, .... The glo - ry of the Lord is risen up- on our gloom.
thy light is come,

i

#—P---P—

^

irfi-rr'ii^—®=7^rrP_:^-rE^:8±:8
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Mrs. Phcebe Palmer.
3Jei5itt0 eom^0* 95

Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

c V 1^—

^

1^ s a s. ^- —^—t-^—

I

>^-F

V V '>

1. Watch, ye saints, with eyelids waking, Lo,the pow'rs of heav'n are shaking,

2. Lo ! the promise of your Saviour, Pardoned sin and purchased favor,

3. Kingdoms at their base are crumbling. Hark, his chariot wheels are rumbling,

4. Nations wane, tho' proud and stately, Christ his kingdom hasteneth greatly,

^ ^ * .r .1" A _R r -F

M^e^

Keep your lamps all trimm'd and burning. Ready for your Lord's return- ing,

Blood-wash'd robes and crowns of glory ; Haste to tell redemption's sto- ry.

Tell, O, tell of grace abound- ing. Whilst the seventh trump is sounding.

Earth her latest pangs is summing, Shout, ye saints, your Lord is coming.

-V—w- --b;-

-o—-o—0-=--

REFRAIN.
te^«—^ _|_S>=i=»-z=:^=:^

:Efc"

E^:

F -ri—iJ-

-•-r-

lit
*-—S—j

j—8—

^=^

III I k* u

Lo ' he comes, lo ! Jesus comes ; Lo ! he comes, he comes all glorious

!

I ^—,h-4-| h-!r E-
^- 4=^

n S -O-^-

—•— =te=&

Je-sus comes to reign victo-rious, Lo! he comes, yes, Je-sus comes.

-t h 1 i

—

-

i;^
-v—V—V- i..(__

v—V-
E

i-

5 Lamb of God !—thou meek and lowly,

Judah's Lion !—high and holy,

Lo ! thy Bride comes forth to meet thee,

All in blood-washed robes to greet thee.

Copyright, 1882, by Wm. J. Kirkpatrick.

6 Sinners, come, while Christ is pleading.

Now for j'ou he's interceding;

Haste, ere grace and time diminished

Shall proclaim the mystery finished.

GD <H) CD CD S> O
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Fanny J. Crosby.

J

efturcfi Mnll^'ms Sons.
Jno. R. Swenet.

-J 4^
-A-

:^^=« :T

Awake! awake! the Master now is call-ing us, ''Arise! a -rise land,

A cry for light from dying ones in heathen lands: It comes, it comes a-

O church of God, extend thy kind, mater- nal arms To save the lost on
Look up ! look up ! the promised day is drawing near, When all shall hail, shall

=?*= ^^ .^

:i=£z=C
1^ « .

-- -^•^
-K

3L
=#=^^^^2=E

4»-

r
^^

--b/ 0-: P»

1/ !
--
1

^ ^ ^ ' ^ ^
trusting in his word, Go forth, go forth ! proclaim the year ot ju -bi- lee. And

cross the ocean's foam; Then haste,oh,haste to spread the words oftruth abroad,For-

mountains dark and cold, Reach out thy hand with loving smile to rescue them,And
hail the Saviour King,When peaceand joy shall fold their wings in ev'ry clime,And

SiE*

fe:
TA 9-

6J:
CHOKUS.

SF ^
take the cross, the blessed cross, of Christ our Lord,

get- ting not the starving poor at home, dear home,
bring them to the shelter of the Sav- iour's fold.

" Glo - ry, hal - le - lu- jah," o'er the earth shall ring.

On, on, swell the

V^=fe:

On, on, on.

-»-Se>-i—»-
-
1/ I

,

-¥-
-^—>.- ^ W

M-^^ij;:?^r:®: -flh IS
-«sj

cho - rus

;

On,

swell the cho - rus, On, on.

on, the morning- star

on.

is shin-ing o'er us;

^ -©-
-fi-

t1^S^ -I
(; 1

1" y ¥

-|—

r

^--^

Copyright, 1883, by John J. Hoou.
O tg) CD O CZ> S>
DO RB MI FA SO LA SI



©tjutrtfi MaUstns Soitff.—concluded 97

J^
^ ^_^

--N-

ICD--
6 d-d (^

On, on, while before us Our mighty, mighty Saviour leads the way

:

On, on, on, while be- fore
, leads the way

:

^t :?*=?*=

y~N~r
£ B̂?=^ 3—© P^ :i^

-s^—U-

FESzi
l-O-T

f Glo
I Shout

- ry, gl«-'-y'\^f the ev^erksting throng)
p^j^^^^^

t ho- sanna, while we boldly march along
; j

'

g±=?=5ll§=5
-^

:E ^
^ ^

ipiEip:

rv s rs IV I SI^̂ ?^-^
i:tti:

^ i^ t^

^ ^^
-«—«-^—a—o- i

On - ly Jesus will we know, Shouting "free salvation" o'er the world we go.

-p -r r L . g—fcr-T-t- t^
s^u huzje:

-?'—
V-

F. J. C. Cliristmas Carol.—Awake ! awake ! Tune above-

I Awake ! awake ! our festive day is

dawning now.
Awake ! awake ! and hail its golden

light;

Rejoice ! rejoice ! behold the Sun of
Righteousness

Arising in its beauty o'er a long, long
night.

Cho.—Come, come, join the chorus,
Come, come, the angel hosts are bend-

ing o'er us;
Come, come, join the chorus,

—

All glory be to God, to God above.
Oh, the rapture of the bright angelic

form,
Oh, the rapture while the anthem rolls

along.
Hark ! the merry, merry belts,

Everywhere their music swells;

Hark! the merry chiming of the grand
old bells.

3 Good news, good news resounding o'er
the earth again,

Good news, good news: behold a Sav-
iour born

;

Make room, make room in every heart
to welcome him,

And shout aloud, hosanna ! on his birth-

day morn.

4 He comes, he comes, the captive's cruet
chain to break,

He comes, he comes to give his people
rest;

Break forth, break forth, his mighty,
migtity love proclaim

;

In him shall every nation, every ctime,
be blessed.

From '• Ho»d's Carols," by per. 4G
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Sallie Smith.

©ftS ptttiouff, ptttiou^ iFoltr.
J NO. R. SWENEY.

1. Sav- iour, though long I have slighted thee, Still thou hast kind-ly in-

2. No more the night com- eth drear-i - ly, No more my feet wan- der
3. Sav- iour, how gent- ly thou guidest me, How in thy mer - cy thou
4. Saved by thy grace, and so ten- der- ly, Glo - ry and praise I will

-o- -«- -«- -o- -a- -o

vit-ed me, Praise for the love that united me To thy precious,
weari - ly, Sweet is thy voice and how cheerily It has led me
hidest me, All that I need thou providest me, In thy precious,

render thee, Thou in thy mercy remembered me, Thou hast brought

'^E^znt

-CD-

precious fold,

to thy fold,

precious fold,

me to thy fold.

-tf=y ^ d
^ —

-t

J^-Ml
:n —o--J*

• U'
I

1?'—B^

FKAITSr.

iM-^H-i 7U

. . . . —i^
—«—«^ „

hap - py how, I am hap- py now. In thy precious, precious fold.

4^--t- a
-W k'-

'^--=t

V U
By permission.
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" Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning."

—

Mrs. M. M. Weinland. Psalm xxx. 5. E S. Lorbnz.
I ^ ^^^:^=l^

±±3t -« »i=r

mg1. Oh, wea-ry pilgrim, lift your head, For joy cometh in the morn
2. Ye feeble saints, dismiss your fears. For joy cometh in the morn- ing

3. Let ev -'ry tear-ful eye be dry, For joy cometh in the morn

4. Our God will wipe our tears away, For joy cometh in the morn
I- ing

mg;

-\- rr 9 m^^E±±:
trr

a-Jo l p fT^^^^^:^
-K-^-

TEi-

^fc

For God in his own word has said That joy cometh in the morn - ing

!

And weeping mourners, dry your tears. For joy cometh in the morn -ing!

And ev -'ry trembling sinner hope, For joy cometh in the morn -ing!

Sor - row and sighing flee a- way. For joy cometh in the morn - ing

!

P .t~ t- r- p
r=r^nFp==f I±z -y—\/—'/-

r-

CHORtrS.

^^^m^^m-e- " ~ 'f^i ^ y

Joy cometh in the morning! Joy cometh in the morning! Weeping may en-

-•- -•- -•-

^—o p p -P^-4=-
D—ig«t-t-X

-V V 1/
- W ^^

^Q_ V-p—fT-^

r /—^—u u
V V

si
--N-

i
ts

^prM=^^E^^^g;
I

.....
V i

dure, may en- dure for a night. But joy cometh in the morn -ing.

-•-

P—tZ-^H^H^ cs; 33
^-"^rr^

From '* Holy Voices," by per.
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100 ^n tfte JLotti'^ SbWt.
Havergal. 'Thine are we, David, and on thy side, thou son of Jesse." T. C. O'Kank.

1

.

Who is on the Lord's side ? Who will serve the King ? Who will be his helpers,

2. Not for weight of glory, Not for crown and palm, En- ter we the arm-y

3. Cho-sen to be soldiers In an alien land, " Chosen, called, and faithful,

:?3E£=^
-o- -o- -O- <I>

lElEt ^f
--=—©

—

9—-©-

r-^- -^—-p- ^
^=g=t•-& u u^

^—N-

-t7=ri-gi

^--4 1-

^riizzSzzri-

=i8=

Other lives to bring ? Who will leave the world's side ? Who will face the foe ?

Raise the warrior-psalm ; But for love that claimeth Lives for whom he died,

"For our Captain's band; In the service roy - al Let us not grow cold;

flp,. .p, .p- .^ ip H0-. _ _ ^ -o- -o- HO- -p-

CHOKUS.
,

s

Who is on the Lord's side ? Who for him will go ? Joy-ful - ly en - list - ing,

He whom Je-sus nameth Must be on his side.

Let us be right loyal, Noble, true, and bold.

-O- -IB---P--P- « _ ^ ^ ^ J J_-•-^-m—•—•- ^-O-HO- E -5^

^iii
By thy grace divine. We are on the Lord's side; Saviour, we are thine,

thy grace divine,

^^^ffi -—I— I

—

—T-is

—

\

!-•
I i

—P r |0 |
-

Froim " Redeemer's Praise," by per.
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J.H.
SolSXttr^ oC til' fStttnnl W^ins. loi

Mrs. Jos. F. Knapp.

^ s± ^^0s q^:

^fl= ^r

^^
Soldiers of th'eternal King,Speed the watchword.give it wing,Let it thro' the

2. La- bel it on ev-'ry door. Place it high the pulpit o'er. Let it stand for-

3. Place it on the chisel'd stone,Where the mourners weep alone: Grave it on the

J I I u«U-J-.. . I J • ^ J I I ,

^=RJC=4^—^-1-^—ri—CTJ-I
&

-d—^-pg-^ atzjtt

-o-

churches ring, Up! for Je - sus stand. Write it on the temple's spire,

ev - er-more! Up! for Je - sus stand. Blazon it in mansion - halls,

monarch's throne! Up! for Je - sus stand. Let the press, whose wheels ofmight

p p • a N ^ ^ ^

^
Ut-ter it with tongues of fire, Sire to son and son to sire, Up ! for Jesus stand

;

Pencil it on prison walls; Do and dare, as duty calls,Up ! for Jesus stand.
Roll for reason and for right, Flash it on the nation's sight ; Up ! forJesus stand

«-r—i^—P--K-d—1-re?-t2J-rH—I •--!—rJ-.«-

±=jt
XD-

1: iEB -^1

—

\
—(-

^ -CD CS)I

1

—

i-

cnoRus.

Sire to son and son to sire. Up I for Jesus, Je - sus stand. Up ! for Jesus stand,
Do and dare, as duty calls. Up I for Jesus, Je - sus stand.

Flash it on the nation's sight; Up! forjesus, Je- sus stand.

^»-j^ (^ f^ -c

m
Up I forjesus stand ; Speed the watchword, give it wing. And up ! forjesus stand,

Jesus stand; ift'lPlipi iJL .SL I8I „ I _ _

SEE
£:-=ft

ff
£E^ ±tlp=f

E
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102
Mary D. Jambs.

Kt Mmtf)tH JWe*
41.

-K-f :g=itL;^—

1

^:
Jno. R. Swbnky.

«->-Ch-^-

-N--

r
r:c: —A-^

^SS

1. Oh, this ut - ter- most sal - va-tion! 'Tis a fountain full and free,

2. How a- maz - ing God's compassion. That so vile a worm should prove

3. Je - sus. Saviour, I a -dore thee ! Now thy love I will proclaim.

--f=t=?
Zfc?l^

-r^

Pure, ex-haustless, ev - er flow- ing, Wondrous grace ! it reaches

This stupend - ous bliss of Heav-en, This un-measured wealth of

I will tell the blessed sto - ry, I will mag - ni - fy thy

me

!

love

!

name!

=fe^« i»-^

T-Xr-^-^
-v—-

It reaches me ! it reaches me ! Wondrous grace ! it reaches me

!

-^—

^

^
ii 1^

r

V,^\) s ^
1 1 Vn
'1 ^-^{' ^ ^i-^-^- ^-^-^^ -ei

—

T-

Pure, ex- liaustless, ev - er

Lg
.j |j ^ • ^ 1 g •

—

S—» • g-

flowing, Wondrous grace ! it reaches

p. p -©-• -p- -p-. a

—1

—

^ceJ—
'

me!

j.

k^^-j^ i= P-r-r
-•—•—•-——y—

'

-f
y—b* &—t— I^^^-5^-

•"i—b I. b i 1/ 1/ ^ ^r—
'

From " The Garner," by per.
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PRiscnu-A J. Owens.
Moderato.

3los in f^tn\)tn. 103
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

rit. ^

4-{M+^
i^r^r^

There is joy, there is joy, There is joy in heaven

:

M^z
'±±Az

-r rr
w-w

_p-i.p_pL

'^3Pf^
4:^^4=-a-

I—ly—^-r-r m
Andante

A ransomed soul re - turns, The paths of sin for - sale - ing,

A weep- ing sin-ner kneels, The chains of death are bro- ken,
of pain or care, The jas - per sea o'er-reach- ing,

to God re - turn,—Come back and be for-giv- en,
? t f f

No news
O then

And while his sad heart mourns, The harps of God are wak - ing.

And soon his glad heart feels The Sav- iour's welcome spok - en.

But sweet is echoed there The con - trite heart's beseech- ing.

And soon thy heart shall learn To know the joy of heav - en.

-9-^

m
CHORUS. Allegro.

'-^^ :^c=IS=8=i

(aI! S!^°n'^'T
^^"' ^'^ ring- ing,) „ ^ j j j

[All the an- gel choirs are smg- mg, J
* ^ "

'y \^ \^ ']^ \^ -^
\ t^ ^ r

" There is joy in heav'n to-day. There is joy, there is joy
.f^ ^ N ^ ^ ^ I

-©-•-©
Hi al -©--»- «i -^ H^ -j-

joy, joy to-day.*

J. J^-S

^^^B^F
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104
Rev. E. A. Hoffman

W&n&t>tti in tt^t mootn.
T. C. O'Kank.

1. I am bowed at the cross, Washed from sin and its dross, In the all-cleansing
2. I have come to the blood ; And the Spir- it of God Pours the sin- cleansing
3. Oh, the wonderful fount Ope'd on Calvary's mount! There believing and

N ^ N

l=SJ: -Oa

^T=^z
:p=P= -o-

A A ^

M.

blood of the Lamb
; Joy and rapture are mine, Peace and comfort divine. Fully

tide thro' my soul. Till it burns with pure love To the Saviour above, By whose
wait - ing I am. Lo! the all-cleansing tide To my heart is applied; I am

-o- „ -o- -p^- ^ ^ ft « ^ 1
-»-

-^—^-

T^
W—h L=p:

^czpr
:|z=^^^-^

U U I

m
REFRAIN.

Hit
-N-

-M^—^ -ri-
3^-
-o-
g

^vr

-6
:g:

i^:

saved thro' his mercy I am. I am washed in the blood,
grace I am saved and made whole.
washed in the blood of the Lamb. I am washed in the blood of the Lamb,

T—I —t—1

—

^—v-^-^^ '

"-t

—

v-v
I

^

tzziiv

i^ TS^- i^:

pzjs: :^ -o-

V Gi- r-

In the blood of the Lamb

;

Lo ! the all - cleansing
I am washed in the blood of the Lamb

;

\ ^
>—O—O P O—rd m.

—
m.
—m d ^—rP •-

-O C-
ipczpczqc

-V—

^

HO- S
m:it=8=«:

"t
^

—

ft
-<i-

tide To my heart is applied, I am washed in the blood of the Lamb.

From " Reedeemer's Praise," by per.



H. BONAR.
Mt^t Jfowtier* 105

J M. Black.

1. This is not my place of resting,—Mine's a ci-ty yet to come; Onward
2. There the Lamb, our Shepherd, leads us By the stream of life along. On the

o- -P- -^•
« •-r»—• • •

1
• e •-r*—i

1
•—• •

fc^:
:F4-

| w=^r -o P»

-©—

O

0---0- =*:
W i^ '^ y y

to it I am hast-ing. On to my e - ter-nalhome; In it

fresh- est pastures feeds us, Turns our sigh-ing in - to song; Soon we'll

I i i
I I -o- -«- J _ . _

^^̂ 3E33 ——s-
*-«-^

=^=
ffi^:^EE^E3EElEE

A—N-

3^=^:

-^

all is light and glo - ry, O'er it shines a nightless day ; Ev - 'ry

pass this des-ert drea-ry,—Soon we'll bid farewell to pain,—Nev-er

,^ .^ ^ 1 ^ ^ A—« • « «
1

« s •

—

r-»-
» »-^=—10 1b-W^^E, -d—ri—y—y- -o- ^ -o- HO- -»-

D. S.—saved of earth shall gather

-I

In that ci - ty of de- light, There to

Til:

> ,NHy—Pi-i^—

I

Pr—f>t—I -r-

Fine, chorus,
,

j^^-

•A—\-

-a-

"-o-
-«- -«-

trace of sin's sad story. All the curse has pass'd away. Blessed home bright and
more be sad or weary, Never, never sin again. blessed home

JS-
-o- -•—•

—

•-r*

'—

P

53: :p—n~(i :t.
V—1^—;,/ y- i

-!•-•-

E5EB̂
^ y \^ \^ y

praise their dear Redeemer, Clad in garments white.
1/ U* I y y

D.S.

fair. Sin can nev - - - er en- ter there; All the

bright and fair, Sin can nev-er, sin can nev-er en -ter there, en- ter there

;

i—b'-w-

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
O «S> CD <S> CD S) CZ>
DO RB MI FA SO LA SI



106
Jennie Garnett.

^tntt in MtUt\)inQ.

Wz
4z.-S=^:z=!

^-=^—^-

^—^"^-^=^1
"—iv—s: r

Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK

-«^ I
1. Peace in believ-ing the words of my Saviour, Peace in believing each
2. Peace in believ-ing each moment he saves me, Peace in beUeving his

3. Peace in believ-ing I dwell in his presence, Peace in believing I

4. Peace in believ-ing when tri - als are o-ver. When in his likeness made

prom-ise di-vine, Peace in believ-ing the Lord is my Shepherd; Glory to

gar-ment I wear, Peace in believ-ing, whatev - er befall me, Je-sus is

walk by his side, Peace in believ- ing he will not forsake me, Tho' in the
pure I shall be; There,where no sorrow nordarkness can enter. Pleasures im-

1^51
-f^

P F -W—W—F F—'-i 1-—1<^—b/

—

^ H ^—K_
t^ i^ k'

^r-S ^^tJ^
CHORUS.

-^. i ^^=1=F

ra
--\—fc^—\-

^—S-«i—S^ igzi^zi^
-o- www -CD-

Jesus! I know he is mine. Peace in believing, sweet peace in believing-
waiting to answer my prayer,
furnace my soul may be tried,

mortal are waiting for me. f\

y-f-a—0-=-©— I—I—I-

Precious en-joyment, no language can tell; Peace in believ- ing, sweet
-O- ft^k '^ ^

-•—=5—p-.4=-rP" T P—F^
i-i»

—

p^-^—m-
g^^JEESElM^

weet
^

peace in believing,—Grace has redeemed me; I know it full well.

•V—y-

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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^til 3Wt tf)t Storg oi 3fe0U0. 107
Fanny J. Crosby. Jno. R. Swenby.

1. Tell me the sto - ry of Je - sus, Write on my heart ev- 'ry word,

2. Fast- ing, a- lone in the des - ert, Tell of the days that he passed,

3. Tell of the cross where they nailed him, Writhing in anguish and pain,

P^E
i^^"^^

_p.s_^

lii
^'9 9—9-^^9- f^^ X -^^5

of Je - sus, Write on my heart ev-'ry word,Chorus,—Tell me the sto - ry

Fine.

-P4-

r=«±t=^=i:^=^t^£5 -S--a
1=8: m

Tell me
How for

Tell of

the sto - ry most pre - cious, Sweetest that ev - er was heard

;

our sins he was tempt -ed, Yet was triumphant at last;

the grave where they laid him. Tell how he liv - eth a - gain
;

.9 r^

—

9 - 9 9—9-fe^lii^Pg^i 3=rt=a: nm:±=4
r |=r=Ff

Tell me the sto - ry most pre - cious, Sweetest that ev - er was heard.

• •^-^W—

•

1 • o-

-«-^-
=t^

0—
gii

Tell how the an- gels, in cho - rus.

Tell of the years of his la - bor.

Love in that sto - ry, so ten - der.

Sang as they welcomed his birth,

—

Tell of the sorrows he bore.

Clear- er than ev - er I see

;

fct -^J^-
D.C.

-̂^
-v-a—&-eh

Sg^ffl^
Glo

He
Stay

• ry to God in the high - est ! Peace and good tidings to earth.

was despised and af- flict - ed, Homeless, re-ject-ed and poor.

, let me weep while you whisper, Love paid the ransom for me.

r.

-̂t-'—
?-

(S>-
a-Hfe-
A

-5^-1-

tl- CD

Copyright, 1880, by John J. Hood.
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108
Fanny J. Crosby.

?l^npp^ in rftee*

^-
1. Gen - tie Saviour mine
2. Gen - tie Saviour mine
3. Toil- ing here be- low,

4

i^^S^^^fe^;^
i:

J NO R. SWKNEY.

oh, the joy di- vine,—Trusting in thy mer - cy
all my love is thine, Love that now is cling -ing,
wheresoe'er I go, Tar-ry, O mySav-iour

When my spirit flies homeward to the skies, When thy face in glo - ry

1-S^ :*y^
-4-S^

15 I

3^
-#

—

Gh

:^LZZ^

PWf
J: E^i^l

r* s s
I

~]—P'—

N

—N K —I
jT^—1^—I—

I

^F"-^^^-*- g 6-cDtr-'=:g:7-|=®^=e=^="

:^

flow- ing for me; 'Tis thy tender voice bids my heart rejoice; Lord, I am
clinging to thee; All my journey 'long this shall be my song, Lord, I am
tar - ry with me; On - ly safe am I 'neath thy watchful eye, There I am
smil-ing I see, How my harp will ring, how my voice will sing, Lord, I am
-p. ^ ^ -px J»-'_|iChj»-- „ !

!
-^

SEEEil±1?=^
»'—

f

'--S^

jcziz :p=^=P=

P-t
:p=a: t^^v—^

^=d:
CHORUS

^i E#^ -N—N-^ 23=ii^=^
ri cJ *

-

^
hap - py, so hap - py in thee. Leaning on thy breast sweetly now I rest,

-^--P- -P--P-' -o-

t-0-

-©- -P-' -o- cdI -P- -f*-
^'*-*

-P- -f^

_-z:^ :P=z:p±|=j4iig=^p±:g=g
Li w &

—

r~i *—M

—

^J—Uj &

—

>-

-h—h—

h

'X-m

Since, my Redeem - er, thou car - est for me; All the livelong day

^ « ^ n A 4»- -P-' -P- -p ^5p jg;Jj^
'

iJ: i i=—^-

-ek^ JfcSEpEE^^
«-—

still my heart can say, Lord, I am hap - py, so hap - py in

^-^m^^m
-P-*

thee

^ 1:3= E-^

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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Henrietta E. Blair.

Allegretto,

W^aif^ins ^tt8 3}^/9fU0» 109
Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

:^

IS^ 9h -a- ^ 4^'
r,
^^~^

1. Walking with Je- sus, my Sav-iour di-vine; Walking with Je - sus, what
2. Walking with Je- sus, in him I a- bide, Fearing no e - vil while

3. Walking with Je-sus, my faith growing strong ; Walking with Je - sus, O

»^^^=«^^
iS

:i^= =

U 1/

com- fort is

close to his

sweet is my

-0- -o-

mine ; Led by his Spir - it, redeemed by his
side ; Grace for each mo- ment my Sav- iour be-
song ; Bless- ed com- mun - ion with Him I a -

P-' -P- A Hi*- -P- -»- „ „

love,

stows,
dore:

"^ ^^

^^ CHORUS.

—©-

Heir
Peace
He

;^
^ <i -b-glr-ier^.-

to his

like a
is my

PI P P P

^
y V y ^

Kingdom of glo - ry a - bove. Walking with Je - sus,

riv - er con - tin - ual - ly flows,

re- fuge, I ask for no more.

P p 1 1—,h h h 1 hri^czifi:

b \> r
-^

s
how can
-P £=£

I stray ; Walk- ing with Je - sus, bright is my way

;

^0-. ^ ^ ^- -P. ^- ^0. ^ H^ n1

Walking with Je- sus, walking with Jesus, Home to the realms of endless day.

:p=P=p-j % gji
4=-

4;n=t;^

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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110
J. E. Landor. Rev. E. S. LoRBNZ.

1. Call'd to the feast by the King are we, Sit- ting, perhaps, where his

2. Crowns on the head where the thorns have been, Glo - ri -fied he who once

3. Like lightning's flash will that instant show Things hidden long from both

4. Joy - ful his eye shall on each one rest Who is in white wedding

^ ^ ^

^vfe4=ie
r r^=-0-

^^4- :E:

" p
'"i^

-V—

^

k- w jft:'

--1-

3^:
cai—

h

"C3 8=^

_P2_ ;tz_^p_4=_p_ -o-

-^-

peo - pie be : How will it fare, then, with thee and me,

died for men ; Splendid the vis - ion be - fore us then,

friend and foe, Just what we are ev - 'ry one will know,

gar - ments dressed—Ah ! well for us if we stand the test,

::^=z

I
:pr_-^:

¥
REFRAIN.

L7
When the King comes in ?When the King comes in,brother,When the King comes

^W—

p

P P o-
ffi:

Pi_p_jji-^g-ri
P- ^^^^:f^-

:L I I-

w t

in! How will it fare with thee and me When the King comes in?

4=

m^±^
-p.-:t-:t-

-I
1 K 1

1 P HO
T—r ;s:

P±S

From " Songs of Grace," by per.
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Mrs. Mary D. James.

' For we who have believed do enter into rest."

Heb. iv. 3.

Ill

Wm. J. KiRKPATRJCK.

I H—r-P^—N—

I

r

I O—l-iJ 1 1 O—L
-«- -O- -OH -«- «' -«- -^ -^ -^ ®(6~5^ «^ w .0. ^^.

1. How sweet the sacred rest it brings To nestle 'neath his shelt'ring wings,-The

2. 'Tis rest no angel's tongue can tell ; 'Tis joy untold, unspeak-a- ble, My
3. Oh, full salvation, hallowed bliss ! No creature joys compare with this Di-

4. Oh,wondrous,condescending grace! That we may bask in his bright rays. His

4M^ I J ^

^§iifep

\-i l-r—

I

1

I
^ J J l-r-I^—h-l U,

E3^3ii=3E@=SFj£03a3E
•—o—Of—Lrm o -La—a

—

a a—L-«—<%

—

n—a—

i

^ h

O—O—

O

O—L-O—o—o- -O—«p—©-
3:[

Lover of my soul !
" A covert" from the pelting storms, " A refuge" from life's

Saviour's love to know; To see him smile,and hear him say, "I'll guide thro' all the

vine, unbroken rest:—The sacred calm the soul receives. The peace of God which

wealthof blessing prove! And lifted to the glorious height Of fellowship with

dread alarms, When raging billows roll. Oh, glo - ry be to Je- sus ! How
dang'rous way Each step that thou shalt go."

Jesusgives,While leaning on his breast,

saints in light, What magnitude of love !

Eg^p3EpSl=3j^Egg^pi!Q;g| E

sweetly I am blest !-

-0--«- <D-

-i-y-—I ^—^—^-i
1
—

Lj
y.

In trusting my Redeemer I am finding perfect rest.

^^ ^ « «
•-«•^fffthg^

Copyright, T883, by John J. Hooo.
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JJ^t 6a0 eome.112
[Written after hearing a sermon from Chaplain McCabe, from the text, " Rejoice greatly, O daughter
Mrs. J. H. Knowlks. ofZion! Behold, thy King cometh !

"
Jno. R. Swbnky.

BJ4^^^^^^^^^:^-^

i ti:i }i 8-©-

1. He has come ! He has come ! My Redeemer has come ! He has tak - en my
2. He has come ! He has come ! My Love and my Lord ! Ev'ry thought of my
3. He has come ! He has come ! O hap - pi - est heart ! He has given his

4. He has come to a-bide: and ho - ly must be The place where my
-^- _ _ _ . _ _ -^_ -^ -^- -^ -P- -^-^-^- #- ^^_t—rfes

0--=-©-faf-^^M^

m

heart as his own cho- sen home. At last I have giv - en the
be - ing is swayed by his word. He has come and he reigns in the

word that he will not depart. What trou - ble can enter; what
Lord deigns to ban- quet with me. And this is my prayer :

" Lord,

-0 h-—0—liO p-=—o—-o p——o—i-p |P
• o o —

i

/v—

u

-

f—r"-g--r:

J^--

^

^ tw t=^- 3b:

^s==s=
welcome he sought ; He has come, and his coming all gladness has brought,
realm of my soul, And his seep - tre is love! oh, bles- sed control!

e - vil can come To the heart where the God of all peace has his home?
since thou art come, Make meet for thy presence my heart as thy home !"

s ^^
-Jitzizz ^

CHORUS.
I

—

^

N—N"^'' ^
E^Ef3E

m
He has come

!

He has come!

>--o-o

S
He has come

!

^z^-^i Ot i^

I— I-

My Redeemer, my Redeem- er has
He has come! My Redeem- er, my Redeemer, my Re-

. ^ ^ A- s .
-
P- -P-P--

-P-HO-IO—0-H:^rbr-fes--S . Is \-\—f>-^
^*:t=: -0- ;e=Ps:m1=^ it yB m-^

-v-y
•bf-t y—

H

:P=^ V-^'^- "^V:?=
p'-tz-b/-

^^li^^^^^PE3Q
f

come ! His presence is heav'n, My heart is his home ! My Redeemer has come

!

deemer has come! ^ _•, _m m m, /s I

:|t

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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Wm. H. Ruodiman.
(J^ut Wn^ oi Mut^. 113

•^ Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

^ _g,—|-'-«-jj*'S

—

v—'^—« :«:—"- -^ ^—^—*- :8=8I

m
1. We have each our work to do, Let us strive, let us strive, For
2. We have sins to o - vercome, Let us strive, let us strive. That the

3. We have upward paths to tread, Let us strive, let us strive, In the
•--•--(•- I ^ ^ ^•- -•-

-d d 6 fl
I

H-

:F=P=^ f JE

^=^=^r=^=^=
-f^—f^- 3=EE3=:-S3

^4±t0=izm=s
ternal things are pressing near; While the glowing hours still shine. Oh, im-

Spir- it in our hearts may dwell. Planting sacred longings there, Ripening
Master's loving will to grow; May his ev - er-guiding hand Lead us

-»—-"18—a

—

e—ft- ^ :S3i -P—

P

33^
t^-iW^K~~r~fr-^ =P=P

^=^^
CHORUS.

^=?^: -o—

^

P—o=g-—L<D--*—Ci—L^,

—

-A—^-

:8=S=8 -|—

r

prove the gift divine, Lest too soon the night ap - pear. We'll serve, ser

fruits of faith and pray'r, While our lives their fragrance tell,

to the farther strand. And his radiant honors show. We'll serve,

I I I I

-V-
lit HB-

Xlli
:zi: =(^=t tiB

"T-r
«-L

A—IV t^-E^
—O-

^.
on, Dear Saviour, for thee toil on, Till the promised rest we

serve on, toil on,
|-- -•- -•- -•- « g ri a a .

'*' ^ .^ ^_

f=JE=:M^
•F-»—o—^»-

-u- r
#=F-

1^

gain, On the high resplendent plain, And with thee in bliss sit down.

1 i-i
>-!—'-— 1 h f-r-

*=?—_-L-
lil

Kiom " Precious Songs," by per. 4H
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By per.

aalitour, ©omCott J^e»
Jno. R. Swhney.

1. In the dark and cloud- y day, When earth's riches flee a -way,
2. When the se - cret i-dol's gone That my poor heart yearned upon,
3. Thou who wast so sore- ly tried. In the dark- ness cru -ci-fied,

4. So it shall be good for me Much af-flict - ed now to be,

M

And the last hope will not stay,

Des - o - late, be - reft, a - lone,

Bid me in thy love con- fide,

If thou wilt but ten - der - ly,

-3- !»-• IS- -i^y

S3fe Si:
-^-

-|— O— -^-

I

Sav
Sav
Sav
Sav - iour

~f^ o-

-«-
^ . -ri d

iour, com -fort me.
iour, com -fort me.
iour, com - fort me.

com - fort me.

-o-
T'

IHE
E

Charlotte Elliott.
lEtt 2^68 ?^unXf.

T. C. O'Kank.

1. I take my pil- grim staff a- new, Life's path untrodden to pur-sue,

2. Thy smile alone makes moments bright,That smile turns darkness into light;

3. A few more days, a few more years : Oh, then a bright reverse appears
;

4. That hand my steps will gently guide To the dark brink of Jordan's tide.

Thy guiding eye, my Lord, I view. My times are in thy hand. In thy hand.

This thought will .soothe griefs saddest night, My times are in thy hand. In thy hand,

Then I shall no more say, with tears, My times are in thy hand. In thy hand.

Then bear me to the heavenward side. My times are in thy hand. In thy hand,

F^^^
Copyright, 1883, by T. C. O'Kane.

O CE> CD <S> CD S> <?>
DO KB MI FA SO LA TJ -



Kit 8Ct)S f^UnH. CONCLUDED. ' 115

^^ ±=&; si i
v
m r N-

-tt^
:^: oj ^- E

in thy hand, Thy guiding eye, my Lord, I view, My times are in thy hand.

in thy hand,This thought will soothe griefs saddest night,My times are in thy hand,

in thy hand,When I shall no more say,with tears,My times are in thy hand,

in thy hand. Then bear me to the heavenward side, My times are in thy hand.

t:- -0--P-

^fcM^--=^
fi -w—-^

-p-

It^

V ^

H. W. M. Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

m =f^

9
-«—«-

-Ki & ^^rr
-«—©-
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-«-
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-N-J

-ri

Je-sus loves the lit- tie ones. Calls them to come near; Watches o'er them

Je- sus loves the lit- tie ones,Gives them food and friends; Grace for lifetime

Je- sus loves the lit- tie ones. Guides their steps aright ; Shields them all the

W^^^
-»- -o-

J:=±di
F 1 1 1 1 1 1 1

\
1—|-=?: -P- :p=

i^:

S
ev - 'ry day. On from year to year. Je - sus loves the lit - tie ones,

while it lasts, Glo - ry when it ends,

bu - sy day, Guards their bed at night.

-P= s:

-o-

t= -ti^=t^—1;^=£^ --U—U—tin

:

4 Jesus loves the little ones,
Bears their sin and care;

Loves to hear them lisp his name
In his praise or prayer.

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.

5 Jesus loves the little ones,
Wheresoe'er they roam;

Then he takes them when they die
To his heavenly home.

O CDO CD «>
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116 ^t in\)itt^ ^ou to::trag»
C. E. Leslie.

1. Sin - ner, come, will you come, To the Lamb that was slain,

2. There's a work to be done, There's a cross you should bear

;

3. You have friends who have gone To that ha - van of rest.

iSls ^s-t :>:

Will you come to his arms, He will cleanse ev - 'ry stain.
There's a crown to be won. There's a glo - ry to share.
Whom you promised to meet In the land of the blest.

-o- . _ «

*=|i=f^^^m :t= m--^

KEFRAIX.

^ a
He in- vites you to-day, Do not, then, stay way,

-$-
?czi:

=?- j—",—

E

Fine.

^^^^

By permission.
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Henrietta E. Blair. Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK.

1. Come, oh, come to the ark

2. Come, oh, come to the ark

3. Come, oh, come to the ark

4. Who'll be first to a- rise

of rest,— Je - sus will save you
of grace,— Je - sus will save you
of love,— Je - sus will save you
for prayer? Je - sus will save you

nOw;
now;
now;
now;

Come, with the weight of your guilt oppressed, Je- sus will save you

Haste to his arms and his dear embrace, Je - sus will save you

Come, like the worn and wea - ry dove, Je - sus will save you

Who'll be the first the cross to bear? Je - sus will save you

now.

now.

now.

now.

r^-T.

-P^^P—

P

=P-rP

^^ m
_a. g P g O -|Q-^_

CHORUS.

b—

J

^^-^-=^-2-1—^ J-l-J ^—^--J U,- ^-r

Come while your cheeks with tears are wet. Come ere the star of life shall set,

^

-^ JL__^ G>—1-« O-rr-O—e l»-r-0 9 P^-
-I l=-k'— I

—

I;

:ig=r« o-f- =g=8: \=z
-^-

Come, and the step you will ne'er re -gret, Je- sus will save you now.

(.'opyrighi, 1882, by John J. Hood.
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Jno. R. Swkney.

^^=S
"©

S :^
:^=it^

1. Je - sus, lov - er of my soul! Let me to thy bo-som fly,

2. Oth - er ref - uge have I none ; Hangs my helpless soul on thee

:

3. Plenteous grace with thee is found, Grace to cov - er all my sin

:

^^—fv

='tE=^=?^ 3t=SL ^
While the near- er wa- ters roll, While the tern -pest still is high!
Leave, oh, leave me not a - lone, Still support and com- fort me:
Let the heal-ing streams abound ; Make and keep me pure with- in.

'-^ ^^ ^- ^-^-

:t''
.^ M ^ ^ ^ _m *!-

m i?;

s s s s s :Je^ :^^

-«|--a|-

^^^^ W
QUARTETTE.

-^-©-

EJ^iEgzzSjgeEEEJ^S
Hide me, O
All my trust

Thou of life

my Saviour, hide, Till the storm
on thee is stayed, All my help

the fountain art. Freely let

of life is past;
from thee I bring

;

me take of thee

:

stE^^^Hf
Safe in - to the ha-ven guide, O re -ceive
Cov- er my defenceless head With the sha

Spring thou up within my heart, Rise to all

-o- -O;^o-

my soul at last

!

dow of thy wing

!

e- ter - ni - ty.

From "Anthems and Voluntaries," by per.
O <2) CD CD e> C7>
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119 Kt>t aortl mil ^\:oi)mt.
Mrs. M. A. W. Cook. C. S. Harrington. By per.

1. In some way or oth - er the Lord
2. At some time or oth - er the Lord

-«-

4=

will provide ; It may not be my way,
will provide; It may not be my time,

It may not be thy way, And yet
It may not be thy time, And yet

his own way, " The Lord will provide."
his own time, " The Lord will provide."

St -#---P—o- 8=8:
JZ.

-^—P~P-
:^=i^c_.^

^-tS-P-
-0---I

-g'^»-

1/1 i/ ^

Despond then no longer,

The Lord will provide

;

And this be the token-
No word he hath spoken
Was ever yet broken,

—

" The Lord will provide."

March on, then, right boldly;
The sea shall divide ;

•

The pathway made glorious,
With shoutings victorious,
We'll join in the chorus,

" The Lord will provide."

120
Rev. Theo. Monod.

STlje MUttttf Miotto.
J. G. Robinson.

331 ^ -o-
-^

O the bitter
|1
shame and sorrow,

||
That a time could

||
ever be,

|1
When 1 let the

2. Yet he found me,|| I beheld him|| Bleeding on the a£-|lcursed tree
||
Heard him pray,for

£D . ca . CD ro G>
t^ lo: -(S>- 331 -CD-

-G>-

i *=S: fg^53=ft
g
^: iis: -I- -o—

i

-<zr ^—ri a=t«-B^=j
-e- -©- -^-^

Saviour's pity||Plead in ||vain, and proudly answer'd, All of self and none of thee,

give them,Father,||And my [[wistful heart said faintly,Some ofselfand some of thee.

_£!>_ _G3_ «- 4Zi fZ>- P—P- =^-^EEBF
g

-(E)' "C3 _p:

-o- -»—18-

I
I I

-P—-»—I-

3 Day by day his
||
tender mercy,

||

Healing, helping,
||
full and free,||

Sweet, and strong. Hand, oh, so patient,
i|

Brought me|| lower while I whispered,
Less of self and more of thee.

4 Higher than the
||
highest heaven,

||

Deeper than the
||
deepest sea.

||

Lord, thy love
||
at last has conquer'd,|

Grant me
||
now my soul's desire,

None of self and all of thee.

Copyright, i88o, by John J. Hood. 119
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121 Faber. JJbtt 10 ©alUnff, Arr by S. J. Vaii.

[2

;y, Like the wide
Which is more

I
There's a wideness in God's mercy, Like the wideness of the sea : I

"
' 1 li- ber-tj.\ There's a kindness in his justice Which is more than

He is call- ing, " Come to me !" Lord, I'll gladly haste to diee.

2 There is welcome for the sinner,

And more graces for the good
;

Tnere is mercy with the Saviour;
There is healing in his blood.

3 For the love of God is broader
Than the measure of man's mind;

And the heart of the Eternal
Is most wonderful and kind.

4 If our love were but more simple,
We should take him at his word;

And our lives would be all sunshine
In the sweetness of our Lord.

122 rftt OS^omew %t^.
' Prayer is the key to unlock the door, and the bolt to shut in the night." J. R. S.

^Si^ii^s^iiiil^iy
1^ -^e

-
I

1. Prayer is the key For the bending knee To open the morn's first hours;

2. Not a soul so sad, Nor a heart so glad, When cometh the shades of night,

3 Take the golden key In your hand and see. As the night tide drifts away,

-Jt -^=x
L/ V

hCD—0-0- -CD-

1/ V

S

—

W

the star-ry skies, Like per- fume from the flow'rs.Seethe incense rise To ..l.v, ....^. .j^.^.^^, ^ ^~-

But the daybreak song Will thejoy prolong, And some darkness turn to light.

How its blessed hold Is a crown of gold, Thro' the weary hours of day.

^_^.p_^1izi_p_;t=-:t-P-r'^-^"t:=^1=-t=-rP-P-
^=^ piEEE

V^?-

:^3zz^fc
H7^=^K
v^^;'-

4 When the shadows fall,

And the vesper call

Is sobbing its low refrain,

'Tis a garland sweet
To the toil dent feet.

And an antidote for pain.

From "Goodly Pearls," by per. 120

5 Soon the year's dark door
Shall be shut no more :

Life's tears shall be wiped away
As the pearl gates swing,
And the gold harps ring.

And the sun unsheathe for aye.

C:> <g> CD O CD €> <z>
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Arr. by W. J, K.

123 Sbtn^i Stnner, 0tag!

I. Stay, sinner, stay ! the night comes on. When slighted mercy is withdrawn

;

Stay, sinner, stay ! the Father's call Now bids you come, for- saking all

CC^^

r-

f:

I
g:tz»:

--«t=i
t==t=t=b^3!~|

--J-

loLzJtP --J-

r-
e

lOtl^t
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«-'-cd-

SE
:1:

:^
at
—-— «^—-jxJ

The Ho - ly Spir - it strives no more. And Jesus gives his pleadings o'er.
Oh, come, and he will bid you live. Oh, come, and freely he'll for - give

"^" - ^—A—Ci-^-S » fi •_• CD rp . n

3 Staj', sinner, stay ! 'tis Jesus pleads,
For you he weeps, for you he bleeds

;

Oh, let his love your heart constrain.
Nor let him weep and bleed in vain.

4 Stay, sinner, stay! the Spirit cries,

Awake, and from the dead arise
;

Arise and plead for mercy now.
And at the cross repenting bow.

124

5 Come,sinner, come ! though guilty now.
At Jesus' feet submissive bow.
And freely all shall be forgiven ;

—

Oh, come, and taste the joys of heaven.

6 See, sinner, see ! where loved ones stand,
All saved in heaven—a happy band;
Oh, come, and join them on that shore,
Where death and parting are no more.

C. J.B. Wi Stnnet liUt J^e* Chas. J. Butler.

^ ^ 1^

o—

c

I-was once far away from the Saviour, And as vile as a sinner could
l~ i^ ^ • ^ ^ __^fc ^ «k A_^ i_^

i^-
—1^

-I |
.^-H—
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be,

iu^T-ri-o-hP-—-ip—[-=P

—

—^ -«t—o-o-«-M -TT—! :;^-d-^-:d-H^1- ^Fr
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I wondered if Christ the Redeemer, Could save

li—

i

1 Lm—I—I—y-L|-— p. ^m
2 I wandered on in the darkness,

Not a ray of light could I see, [ness,

And the thought filled my heart with sad-
There's no hope for a sinner like me.

3 I then fully trusted in Jesus,
And oh, what a joy came to me;

My heart was filled with his praises.

For saving a sinner like me.

Copyright, i88i, by John J. Hood. 121
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4 No longer in darkness I'm walking,
For the light is now shining on me,

And now unto others I'm telling,

How he saved a poor sinner like me.

5 And when life's journey is over.
And I the dear Saviour shall see,

I'll praise him forever and ever,
For saving a sinner like me.O O CD C50 O S) <Z>
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Mrs. J. F. Knapp.

__J_ l_ ^«H_ _£71^ _A?1- >^--' " L

1/

1 Oh, now I see the cleansing wave !

The fountain deed and wide

;

Jesus, my Lord, mighty to save,
Points to his wounded side.

CAo.—The cleansing stream, I see, I see!
I plunge, and oh, it cleanseth me!

Oh, praise the Lord ! it cleanseth me
;

It cleanseth me—yes, cleanseth me.

2 I rise to walk in heaven's own light,

Above the world of sin, [white.

With heart made pure and garments
And Christ enthroned within.

3 Amazing grace ! 'tis heaven below
To feel the blood applied

;

And Jesus, only Jesus, know,
My Jesus crucified.

I

—L/—^—I i-l— I ,—

I

1—
r 1/ u r 1

1 There is a fountain filled with blood,

Drawn from Immanuel's veins,

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

2 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power.

Till all the ransomed Church of God
Are saved to sin no more.

3 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.

4 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
I'll sing thy power to save.

When this poor lisping, stammering
Lies silent in the grave. [tongue

126
J. E. H. Et^t jae^ ^umt. J. E. Hall.

1. We shall have anew name in that land, In that land, that sunny, sunny land,
2. We'll receive it in a pure white stone. And no one will know the name therein

;

3. Don'tyou wonder what that name will be,Sweeter farthan aught on earth can be,

• « • a « "f**" "®" -© "O- "®" . -*^ ©" « « « r^v-P
—"—F—F—" h—rl ^——

I

H O 1
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1 r—'-

<^ '^ ^ y \ r y y^y y
Cho.—We shall have a new name in that land, In that land, that sunny, sunny land,

-HV—N eH-^ -V—
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t; ^=»=ri=t
w "1 :

——1-—H 1—e C>5|-H—L© ,0 CS>- tJ_8^L_8-t^-=tiSJ:!3__i_S=t
When we rneet the bright angelic band. In that sunny land. A new name, a
Only unto him who hath 'tis known, When we're free from sin. A white stone, a
We will be quite satisfied when we Shall that new name know. I won- der, I

fcfc zt=5=:itj

y 'J J y
When we meet the bright angelic band. In thatsunny land.

I W—O—1-5—' r-'——I @ O—f-
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ffi||0 19t(tO ^UMt* CONCLUDED.
D.a

newname We'll receive up there ; A new name, a new name, All who enter there,

white stone We'll receive up there; A white stone,a white stone,All who enter there,

won- der What that name will be, I wonder, I wonder. What he'll give to me.

-&- -^ -p- -&- <2>- '-[— •] P"1~.i ^^
."P"1^"P'

E. H.Stokes, D.D jfiii mt i@-ot»* Jno. R. Svvenky.

D.S.—Fill me with thy hallowed presence,—Come, oh, come and fill

5---i3^:

now.

P—!*~P—f^ ^
^ p^

CHORUS D./S.

Fill me now, fill me now, Je - sus, come and fill me now.

p=m i-^- -pj-

I Hover o'er me, Holy Spirit;

Bathe my trembling heart and brow;
Fill me with thy hallowed presence.
Come, oh, come and fill me now.

a Thou can'st fill me, gracious Spirit,

Though I cannot tell thee how

;

But I need thee, greatly need thee;
Come, oh, come and fill me now.

3 I am weakness, full of weakness;
At thy sacred feet I bow

;

Blest, divine, eternal Spirit,

Fill with power, and fill me.

4 Cleanse and comfort, bless and save me

;

Bathe, oh, bathe my heart and brow
;

Thou art comforting and saving,
Thou art sweetly filling now.

1 Come, thou fount of every blessing.

Tune my heart to sing thy grace

;

Streams of mercy never ceasing,
Call for songs of loudest praise.

2 Teach me some melodious sonnet,
Sung by flaming tongues above

;

Praise the mount—I'm fixed upon it-

Mount of thy redeeming love!

3 Here I'll raise mine Ebenezer;
Hither by thy help I'm come;

And I hope by thy good pleasure,
Safely to arrive at home,

4 Jesus sought me when a stranger,
Wandering from the fold of God

;

He, to rescue me from danger,
Interposed his precious blood.

Copyright, 1879, by John J. Hood. 123
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128 Rev. H. F. Lyte. ^tittre 'oyitt^ me. Wm. H. Monk.

I. Abide with me ! Fast falls the eventide, The darkness deepens—Lord,with
•2. Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day; Earth's joys grow dim, its glories

3. I need thy presence ev'ry passing hour; What but thy grace can foil the

me abide ! When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, Help of the helpless, oh,
pass a- way; Change and decay in all around I see; O thou who changest not

tempter's pow'r? Who,like thyself, my guide and stay can be? Thro' cloud and sun-

—[-
ri

I

I

—-P-rg>-rHS>-K-r
P5^
^^=1
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^

I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless;
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness;

Where is death's sting? where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still, if thou abide with me!

Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies;

Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me! [flee;

129 J. C. Yule. Ef)t Kvantiuil fl^onv&. Jno. R. Swenet.

1. The tran- quil hours steal by
2. No gath -'ring clouds I see,

3. Yet wheth - er so or not,

-J-

On drow - sy wings and slow, And
I hear no ris - ing blast, I

O Lord, thou knowest best, This

I
pi-33i:

"'

! p~'z:pr~rfzi

igzz:

ad lib. m-0- ^==^^m^.
o - ver all the peace -ful sky The stars of even- ing glow

fold my tired hands rest- ful - ly, As though all storms were past,

night let ev - 'ry anxious thought And trem- bling fear have rest.

-^^Ei^ P
=¥»==^ ^

^y y ^ ' ^

4 This night I will lie down
In peace beneath thine eye;

Nor heed what ills unseen may frown.
Since thou art ev,er nigh.

^.;ppynght, 1882, by John J. Huou. 124

5 I will lie down to sleep.

From ever}' terror free

;

Nor wake to tremble or to weep,
Secure, O Lord, in thee!

o c*:> CD c<) CO ^> <Z)
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130
John Kbblb.

Sun oi J^fi Soul.
Tune, HURSLEY. L.M.

-o- -o- -a- -CD- -o-
I I

1. Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear, It is not night if

2. When the soft dews of kind- \y sleep My wearied eye-lids
thou be near :

gent- ly steep,

-O- -CD-'

O n\,ay no earthborn cloud a - rise To hide thee from thy servant's eyes.
Be my last thought, how sweet to rest Forev- er on my Saviour's breast.

:fc@^ ]txr

r^
P—

^
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3 Abide with me from morn till eve,
For without thee I cannot live

;

Abide with me when night is nigh,
For without thee I dare not die.

4 If some poor wandering child of thine
Have spurned to-day the voice divine,

Now, Lord, the gracious work begin
;

Let him no more lie down in sin.

5 Watch by the sick ; enrich the poor
With blessings from thy boundless store;

Be every mourner's sleep to-night,

Like infant's slumbers, pure and light.

6 Come near and bless us when we wake,
Ere through the world our way we taks

;

Till in tlie ocean of thy love.

We lose ourselves in heaven above.

131 m f^im tjfto trltr Saltation,
Tr. by A. W. Boehm. Tune, ROCKINGHAM. L.M.

3 Ask but his grace, and lo, 'tis given

;

Ask, and he turns your hell to heaven

:

Though sin and sorrow wound my soul,

Jesus, thy balm will make it whole.

3 To shame our sins he blushed in blood
;

He closed his eyes to show us God :

Let all the world fall down and know
That none but God such love can show.

125

4 'Tis thee I love, for thee alone
I shed my tears and make my moan

;

Where'er I am, where'er I move,
I meet the object of my love.

5 Insatiate to this spring I fly;

I drink, and yet am ever dry

;

Ah I who against thy charms is proof?
Ah! who that loves, can love enough?



132
Words arr. by B. M. A.

SloK\ with dignity
Melody by J. R. S. Harmony by W. J. K.

1 I LOVE to tell the Story
Of unseen things above,

Of Jesus and his glory,

Of Jesus and his love

!

I love to tell the Story

!

Because I know it's true;
It satisfies my longings,
As nothing else would do.

CAo.—I love to tell the Story

!

'Twill be my theme in glory,

To tell the Old, Old Story
Of Jesus and his love.

2 I love to tell the Story !

More wonderful it seems,
Than all the golden fancies

Of all our golden dreams.
I love to tell the Story

!

It did so much for me

!

And that is just the reason,
I tell it now to thee.

3 I love to tell the Story

!

For those who know it best
Seem hungering and thirsting
To hear it, like the rest.

And when, in scenes of glory,
I sing the New, New Song,

'Twill be—the Old, Old Story
That I have loved so long.

1 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
Ye soldiers of the cross;

Lift high his royal banner,
It must not suffer loss

:

From victory unto victory
His army shall he lead,

Till every foe is vanquished
And Christ is Lord indeed,

2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
Stand in his strength alone

;

The arm of flesh will fail you

;

Ye dare not trust your own

:

Put on the gospel armor.
Each piece put on with prayer:

Where duty calls, or danger,
Be never wanting there.

3 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
The strife will not be long

;

This day the noise of battle,

The next the victor's song:
To him that overcometh,
A crown of life shall be ; -

He with the King of glory
Shall reign eternally.

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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HYMNSsm HEART
SELECTED BY

C. C. MoCABE,
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©i^EPAGB,

.OW shall OUT church music be improved? This is an unsettled

question. From the meaningless chords plaj^ed by the organist

at the beginning of the service tUl the congregation rises to sing

the doxology the music is imsatisfactory, almost everywhere. Why?
Because it lacks heart. It lacks enthusiasm. It lacks volume. It lacks

the joyful spirit of praise. Try an experiment,— Give out from the

Church Hymnal, as part of the Sabbath-school lesson, "How firm a

foundation, ye saints of the Lord." Let every member of the Sabbath-

school learn it hy heart. Let the pastor announce it as one of his hymns

on Sabbath morning. Eequest the organist to omit all flourishes,— all

•preludes and interludes. Let not the leader be over anxious about the

time. The people will sing much better with heart beat than with hand

beat or baton beat. One blast on the organ to get the pitch. Then let

choir, congregation, and Sabbath-school "sing unto the Lord." The ques-

tion is answered at last. The music is majestic. The holy tide of song

bears the congregation heavenward. Watch the old saints. Long ago

they hung their harps on the willows. They are all singing now. Such

music will attract sinners. It will help to fill up the empty pews. It

will help you to preach. Try another hymn in the same way, till you

have packed fifty-two of the grand old hymns of Zion into the memories

of the children,— and after while you will have a singing church.

C. C. McCabe.

copyright, i88a, by John J. Hood. Hood's Notation Copyright 1880.
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Hymns of the Heart.

1 Sol^tetrjer
J . B Waterbury.

Of tfie (^vom.
Tune, CALEDONIA. 7, 7, 7, «.

^^^^^^=^ TDl:
:^}=

1. Sol-diers of the cross, a
2. Now the fight of faith be
-^ ^-P ?»-rl=» ^

-Xdr

giQ,

Lo ! your Lead-er from the skies
Be no more the slaves of sin,

f=i—F EL P I P-
^

Waves be- fore you glo - ry's prize.

Strive the vie - tor's palm to win.
The prize of vie - tor - y.

Trust - ing in the Lord

:

Seize your ar - mor, gird it on ; Now the bat • tie will be won
;

Gird ye on the ar - mor bright, Warriors of the King of Light,

mtfc
rzi_

:8 1 1 h-HQ=^!
fr^rP'^TfpT'

5±-

See, the strife will soon be done
Nev - er yigld, nor lose by flight

%
^-
:^
i 1-

Then struggle man
Your di- vine

p n-

ful

£ is>-

- ly.

ward.

3 Jesus conquered when he fell,

Met and vanquished earth and hell
;

Now he leads you on to swell
The triumphs of his cross.

Though all earth and hell appear.
Who will doubt, or who can fear?
God, our strength and shield, is near;
We cannot lose our cause.

F^^IS-1

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood. 127
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4 Onward, then, ye hosts of God

!

Jesus points the victor's rod;
Follow where your Leader trod

;

You soon shall see his face.

Soon, your enemies all slain,

Crowns of glory you shall gain,
Soon you'll join that glorious train
Who shout their Saviour's praise.O CS CD O G> ^> C?>
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T. J. JUDKIN. Theme of Chorus from Webster. T. C. 0*KA?rH.

Pn- -N-B^—^.-zzMzi^zq

I ^ ^ OB*- U
1. En- throned is Je - sus now, Up - on his heavenly seat; The
2. In shin - ing white they stand, A great and countless throng; A
3. They sing the Lamb of God, Once slain on earth for them ; The
4. Thy grace, O Ho - ly Ghost, Thy blessed help sup - ply. That

y^:

r " I

king - ly crown is on his brow. The saints are
palm-y seep- tre in each hand, On ev - 'ry

Lamb, thro' whose a - ton - ing blood. Each wears his

we may join that ra - diant host, Tri - umphant

at
lip

di

in

his feet.

a song.
a - dem.

the sky.

fct=
S^:#

It

n .(a=q= p^—e- pTS

CHORUS.

1-1—k i -M*—l»-P-=i-hR-^bi—u—b*—|-^

—

m-m--

From "Joy to the World," by per. 128
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Isaac Watts,
3fe0tt0 Sbull Mtisn.

Tune, MIGDOL.

1. Jesus shall reign where'er the sun Does his sue- ces - sive journeys
2. From north to south the princes meet, To pay their homage at h'

run;
feet:

Pi^P^ m lO-iO

r-r-

lis te(

-1-

-^v-^'^It
CD- «

His kingdom spread from shore to shore, Till moons shall wax and wane no more.
While western empires own their Lord, And savage tribes attend his word.

-o-o-
4:^

Pi
1..^ i

ff I—iWH r»»"T-l—t—H
1 ^^-n~i* i t_>—

«

-« J. r-o-0j

?3=P"-
|E>-

3 To him shall endless prayer be made,
And endless praises crown his head

;

His name like sweet perfume shall rise

With every morning sacrifice.

4 People and realms of every tongue
Dwell on his love with sweetest song,
And infant voices shall proclaim
Their early blessings on his name.

Charlotte Elliott.
3tt.0t m HMm.

Tune, HAMBURG. L. M,

fal-^=d=sl§^j^
-G>- -O- I ^-^

1. Just as
2. Just as

with- out one
and waiting

-CD-
I

plea. But that thy blood was shed for me,
not To rid my soul of one dark blot,

-CD- cD-030-^g::olp -^ g^ -o-
?-fl-i^- »-» Pl^-•-
—H -I I—^—hi +^

t-

-=TF

a -F^- - gzuciiE^^gib-iE
And that thou bids't me come to thee, O Lamb of God, I come ! I

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot, O Lamb of God, I come ! I

come!
come

!

25=^-F :z:t

o^cJ

3 Just as I am, though tossed about
With many a conflict, many a doubt.
Fightings within, and fears without,
O Lamb of God, I come ! I come

!

4 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind;
Sight, riches, healing of the mind,
Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

O Lamb of God, I come ! I come

!

4l

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

O Lamb of God, I come 1 I come

!

6 Just as I am—thy love unknown
Hath broken every barrier down

;

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone,
O Lamb of God, I come ! I come

!
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Samuel F. Smith.

r#-&-r -.-1 -N

Et>t iWovnins Eisfit
Tune, WEBB.
-I 1-

2 See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love,

And thousand hearts ascending
In gratitude above

;

While sinners, now confessing,
The gospel call obey,

And seek the Saviour's blessing,

A nation in a day.

Blest river of salvation.

Pursue thine onward way
;

Flow thou to every nation,

Nor in thy richness stay :

Stay not till all the lowly
Triumphant reach their home :

Stay not till all the holy
Proclaim, "The Lord is come !'

6 STAND UP FOR JESUS. 7,*-

1 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
Ye soldiers of the cross

;

Lift high his royal banner,
It must not suffer loss :

From victory unto victory
His army shall he lead,

Till every foe is vanquished
And Christ is Lord indeed.

2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
The trumpet call obey

;

Forth to the mighty conflict,

In this his glorious day :

"Ye that are men, now serve him,"
Against unnumbered foes

;

Your courage rise with danger,
And strength to strength oppose.

3 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
Stand in his strength alone ;

The arm of flesh will fail you ;

Ye dare not trust your own :

Put on the gospel armor,
Each piece put on with prayer;

Where duty calls, or danger.
Be never wanting there.

4 Stand up, stand up for Jesus,
The strife will not be long

;

This day the noise of battle.

The next the victor's song :

To him that overcometh,
A crown of life shall be

;

He with the King of glory
Shall reign eternally.
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m jMtim VDj^o trtti Saltiaitton.
Tr. by A. W. Boehm. Tune, ROCKINGHAM. L. M.

could forev - er think and sing;

2 Ask but his grace, and lo, 'tis given

;

Ask, and he turns your hell to heaven :

Though sin and sorrow wound my soul,

Jesus, thy balm will make it whole.

3 To shame our sins he blushed in blood

;

He closed his eyes to show us God :

Let all the world fall down and know
That none but God such love can show.

4 'Tis thee I love, for thee alone
I shed my tears and make my moan

;

Where'er I am, where'er I move,
I meet the object of my love.

5 Insatiate to this spring I ^y;
I drink, and yet am ever dry:
Ah ! who against thy charms is proof?
Ah ! who that loves, can love enough ?

8 ©ome, ^ \JDg SouL
Thomas Blacklock.

, ,
Tune, LUTON. L. M.

1. Come, O my soul, in sacred lays, Attempt thy great Crea - tor's praise

2. Enthroned amid the radiant spheres, He glory, like a gar - ment, wears

;

1 I ^ -©-'^

Siii^^Hl^ =P=OHw^^-
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But ohi what tongue can speak h is fame? What mortal verse can reach the theme?
To for in a robe of light divine, Ten thousand suns around him shine.

3 In all our Maker's grand designs,
| 4 Raised on devotion's lofty wing,

Omnipotence, with wisdom, shines; Do tiiou, my soul, his glories sing;

His works, thro' all this wondrous frame, And let his praise employ thy tongue,

Declare the glory of his name. 1 Till listening worlds shall join the song.
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C. Wesley.

Tune, FILLMORE. L. M.

Mac.

Andean it be that I should gain An interest in the Saviour's blood?
Died he for me, who caused his pain ? For me, who him to death pursued ?

D.C.- -A - maz- ing love ! how can it be That thou, my Lord, shouldst die for me ?

2 'Tis mystery all ! the immortal dies !

Who can explore his strange design ?

In vain the first-born seraph tries

To sound the depths of love divine
;

'Tis mercy all ! let earth adore :

Let angel minds inquire no more.

3 He left his Father's throne above,

—

So free, so infinite his grace !

—

Emptied himself of all but love.

And bled for Adam's helpless race
;

'Tis mercy all, immense and free,

For, O my God, it found out me !

4 Long my imprisoned spirit lay,

Fast bound in sin and nature's night

;

Thine eye diffused a quickening ray,
I woke, the dungeon flamed with light

:

My chains fell off, my heart was free,

I rose, went forth, and followed thee.

5 No condemnation now I dread,
Jesus, with all in him, is mine

;

Alive in him, my living Head,
And clothed in righteousness divine,

Bold I approach the eternal throne, [own.
And claim the crown, thro' Christ, my

10
Tr. by J. Wesley.

(& ffifiott to ^t)O0e»
Tune, STONEFIELD. L. M.

ICD-

1. O thou,
2. Wash ouL

T

to whose all - search- ing sight The dark - ness
its stains, re - fine its dross. Nail my af-

_tt
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^-
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-©-pttSe
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;f:fe=5=: M
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-g^'r^
as the light, Search, prove my heart, it

to the cross ; Hal - low each thought ; let

shin - eth
fee - tions

2±: iL: r^zji:
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3 If in this darksome wild I stray,

Be thou my light, be thou my way :

No foes, no violence I fear,

No fraud, while thou, my God, art near.

4 When rising floods my soul o'erflow.

When sinks my heart in waves of woe,
Jesus, thy timely aid impart,
And raise my head, and cheer my heart.

Saviour, where'er thy steps I see,

Dauntless, untired, I follow thee
;

O let thy hand support me still,

And lead me to thy holy hill.

If rough and thorny be the way,
My strength proportion to my day

;

Till toil, and grief, and pain shall cease,
Where all is calm, and joy, and peace.

11
C. Wesley.

^ ttiat mvi aoatr.

Ml J—j-
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I. O that my load of sin were gone ! O that I could at last sub- mit

Tune, FOREST. L. M
4
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At Je- sus' feet to lay it down—To lay my soul at Je- sus' feet

!

2 Rest for my soul I long to find :

Saviour of all, if mine thou art.

Give me thy meek and lowly mind,
And stamp thine image on my heart.

3 Break off the yoke of inbred sin,

And fully set my spirit free
;

I cannot rest till pure within.
Till I am whollj^ lost m thee.

r
4 Fain would I learn of thee, my God,
Thy light and easy burden prove.

The cross all stained with hallowed blood,
The labor of thy dying love.

5 I would, but thou must give the power;
My heart from every sin release

;

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour.

And fill me with thy perfect peace.

12 O LORD, THY HEAVENLY GRACE. L. M.

1 O Lord, thy heavenly grace impart,
And fix my frail, inconstant heart

;

Henceforth my chief desire shall be
To dedicate myself to thee.

2 Whate'er pursuits my time employ,
One thought shall fill my soul with joy :

That silent, secret thought shall be,

That all my hopes are fixed on thee.

3 Thy glorious eye pervadeth space ;

Thy presence, Lord, fills every place
;

And wheresoe'er my lot may be.

Still shall my spirit cleave to thee.

4 Renouncing every worldly thing.

And safe beneath thy spreading wing,
My sweetest thought henceforth shall be.

That all I want I find in thee.
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Tr. by R. Palmer.

3tm&, ®:8ou 3fos»
Tune, WELTON. L. M,

I . Jesus, thou Joy of loving hearts ! Thou Fount of life ! thou Light of men !

l»-rP>-G>-r^-n-P>-^»-^
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From the best bliss that earth imparts, We turn un- filled to thee

<s>-^CEr

a - gain.

2 Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood

;

Thou savest those that on thee call
;

To them that seek thee, thou art good,
To them that find thee, all in all.

3 We taste thee, O thou Living Bread,
And long to feast upon thee still

;

We drink of thee, the Fountain Head,
And thirst our souls from thee to fill

!

4 Our restless spirits yearn for thee.
Where'er our changeful lot is cast;

Glad, wrhen thy gracious smile we see,

Blest, when our faith can hold thee fast,

5 O Jesus, ever with us stay
;

Make all our moments calm and bright;
Chase the dark night of sin away,
Shed o'er the world thy holy light

!

14 jFtom m\)tv^ Storms WtntJ.
H. Stowell. Tune, RETREAT L. M.

I. From ev - 'ry storm-y wind that blows. From ev'ry swelling tide of woes,

:<^tj okr^J^g:

2 There is a scene where Jesus sheds
The oil of gladness on our heads

;

A place than all besides more sweet

:

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3 There is a place where spirits blend.

Where friend holds fellowship with friend

:

Though sundered far, by faith they meet
Around one common mercy-seat.

4 Ah ! whither could we flee for aid.

When tempted, desolate, dismayed?
Or how the hosts of hell defeat,

Had suffering saints no mercy-seat ?

5 There, there on eagle wings we soar,
And sin and sense molest no more

;

And heaven comes down our souls to greet,
While glory crowns the mercy-seat.
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15 3^0U0, tf)t ^nntt.
C. Wesley. Tune, CORONATION. CM.

-B^S=H-=S=:g=:Bi:fl

In hell, or earth, or sky;
The name to sinners given

;

3 Jesus the prisoner's fetters breaks,
And bruises Satan's head

;

Power into strengthless souls he speaks,
And life into the dead.

4 O that the world might taste and see
The riches of his grace !

The arms of love that compass me
Would all mankind embrace.

5 His only righteousness I show,
His saving truth proclaim :

'Tis all my business here below,
To cry, "Behold the Lamb !"

6 Happy, if with my latest breath
I may but gasp his name

;

Preach him to all, and cry in death,
"Behold, behold the Lamb !"

16 CROWN HIM LORD OF ALL. CM.

1 All hail the power of Jesus'name

!

Let angels prostrate fall

;

Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown him Lord of all.

2 Crown him, ye morning stars of light.

Who fixed this earthly ball

;

Now hail the strength of Israel's might.
And crown him Lord of all.

3 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,

Ye ransomed from the fall,

Hail him who saves you by his grace.

And crown him Lord of all.

4 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget
The wormwood and the gall.

Go, spread your trophies at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all.

5 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball.

To him all majesty ascribe.
And crown him Lord of all.

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

!

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

ISfi



17 ® jFtrientr ot Soul0»
W. C. Desslkr. [MusicbyJ.R. S.] Tune, ROCKWELL. CM.

I. O Friend of souls ! how blest the time When in thy love I
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When from my wea - ri- ness I climb E'en to thy ten - der breast

!
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The night of sor - row end - eth there, Thy rays outshine the sun,
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And in thy par - don and thy care The heaven of heavens is won.
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2 The world may call itself my foe,

Or flatter and allure :

I care not for the world ; I go
To this tried Friend and sure.

And when life's fiercest storms are sent
Upon life's wildest sea,

My little bark is confident,

Because it holdeth thee.

Copyright, 1882, by John J. Hood.

To others death seems dark and grim,
But not, O Lord, to me :

I know thou ne'er forsakest him
Who puts his trust in thee.

Nay, rather, with a joyful heart
I welcome the release

From this dark desert, and depart
To thy eternal peace.

CD CS) CD CS> CD e) <Z>
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Anne Steele.

JFutf)tty tttfiate*er.
Tune, NAOMI. C. M,

I. Father, whate'er of
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earth- ly bliss Thy sovereign will de - nies,
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2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart.

From every murmur free
;

The blessings of thy grace impart,
And make me live to thee.

r
3 Let the sweet hope that thou art mine
My life and death attend

;

Thy presence through my journey shine,
And crown my journey's end.

19 j^g SalJiotttr, mg altntslJtg Jfvitntf.
Tune, EMMONS. CM.

Where will the grow- ing numbers end.
Send down thy grace, O blessed Lord, That
.4»_.^-^-^_^

—
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grace,
may love thee more,

^ 4-gL

The numbers of thy
I

-0^
The numbers of thy grace
That I may love thee more.

:ti=t i

3 My feet shall travel all the length

Of the celestial road
;

And march, with courage in thy strength,

To see the Lord my God.

4 Awake ! awake ! my tuneful powers.

With this delightful song;

And entertain the darkest hours,

Nor think the season long.
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20 eternal JFntf)tt, ^tiou.
R. Palmer. Tune, ROLLAND. L. M.
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1. E - ter- nal Fa- ther, thou hast said, That Christ all glory shall ob - tain

;

2. We wait thy triumph, Saviour King ; Long a-ges have prepared thy way

;
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That he who once a sufferer bled Shall o'er the world a conqueror reign,

Now all a- broad thy banner fling. Set time's great battle in ar- ray,
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Shall o'er the world a conqueror reign.

Set time's great battle in ar-ray.

P-0-,

3 Thy hosts are mustered to the field

;

"The Cross ! the Cross !" the battle-call

;

The old grim towers of darkness yield,

And soon shall totter to their fall.

4 On mountain tops the watch-fires glow,
Where scattered wide the watchmen

stand
;

Voice echoes voice, and onward flow
The joyous shouts from land to land.

5 O fill thy Church with faith and power,
Bid her long night of weeping cease

;

To groaning nations haste the hour
Of life and freedom, light and peace.

6 Come, Spirit, make thy wonders known,
Fulfil the Father's high decree

;

Then earth, the might of hell o'erthrown.
Shall keep her last great jubilee.

21 mt SiOim mocife.
. Mote. Wm. B. Bradbury, by per.

nothing less Than Jesus' blood and righteousness
; \

dare not trust the sweetest frame. But wholly lean on Jesus' name : J

f My hope is built on
'•

1 I "

m
Copyright, 1864, in "Golden Censer.' 138
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On Christ, the Sol- id Rock, I stand ; All oth -er ground is sinking sand,

All oth - er ground is sinking sand.
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2 When darkness seems to veil his face,

I rest on his unchanging grace
;

In every high and stormy gale,
My anchor holds within the vale.

3 His oath, his covenant, and blood.
Support me in the whelming flood

:

When all around my soul gives way,
He then is all my hope and stay.H

22
Isaac Watts, Tune, DUANE STREET.

Ill ^ -

D.S.—shed a thousand drops for you,—A thousand drops of rich- er blood.

D.S.

^^^^d^Sfe^i3^33
Come,saints,and drop a tear or two For him who groaned beneath your load; He
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2 Here's love and grief beyond degree.
The Lord of glory dies for man

!

But lo ! what sudden joys we see,

Jesus, the dead, revives again !

The rising God forsakes the tomb
;

In vain the tomb forbids his rise
;

Cherubic legions guard him home,
And shout him welcome to the skies.

3 Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell

How high your great Deliverer reigns

;

Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell

And led the monster Death in chains:
Say, "Live forever, wondrous King !

Born to redeem, and strong to save ;"

Then ask the monster, Where's thy sting?
And,Where's thy vict'ry,boasting grave?
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J:

PORTUGUESE.

I. How firm a foun- da - tion, ye saints of the Lord, Is laid for j'our
'Fear not, I am with thee, O be not dis- mayed. For I am thy

-4-

:^s
-ci—«*

O-gj-Qi—^ <D-
-ir&—^--t=^--&-

-«-
TZ3

-4- =^:--q=
KTi- "-oh

o- g—^-

-t

—

he

:^r. -o—a»—

F

his ex - eel- lent word ! What more can he say than to
will still give thee aid ; I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and

^4-=^-
-*--^-« ^--^I o^ -w eT w—P- -

you he hath
cause thee to

said,

stand,
To
Up

you, who for re - fuge to
held by my gracious, om

Je -

nip
sus have
o- tent

-
|«»—e^- znA—

-^t
3^ :^^g

fled? To you. who for re - fuge to
hand, Up- held by my gra- cious, om

3 "When through the deep waters I call

thee to go.
The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow

;

For I will be with thee thy trials to bless,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

4 "When through fiery trials thy pathway
shall lie,

My grace,all-sufficient,shall be thy supply,
The flame shall not hurt thee ; I only de-

sign
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to re-

fine.

Je - sus have fled?

nip - o - tent hand.

5 "E'en down to old age all my people
shall prove

My sovereign,eternal, unchangeable love

;

And when hoary hairs shall their temples
adorn, [borne."

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be

6 "The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for

repose,
I will not, I will not desert to his foes

;

That soul, tho' all hell should endeavor to

shake,
I'll never, no never, no never forsake!"

24
H. F. Lyte.

m^itst tttitli imt.
Tune, EVENTIDE, lo.

deep ens—Lord, with me
xzr

bide ! When er help - ers
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fail, and comforts flee, Help of the helpless, O a - bide with me

!

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day;
Elarth's joys grow dim, its gjories pass away;
Change and decay in all around I see

;

O thou, who changest not, abide with me

!

3 I need thy presence every passing hour

;

What but thy grace can foil the tempter's

power ?

Who, like thyself my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide

with me I

4 I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless;

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness;

Where is death's sting? where grave, thy
victory ?

I triumph still, if thou abide with mel

5 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes r
Shine through the gloom and point me to the

skies; [shadows flee;

Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me i

25 ^^ Eimm nvt in ^M ?^awtr.
W. F. Llovd. Tune, SELVIN. S. M.

thy care.

—its>—r'"^^

—

|
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r

l

My life, my friends, my soul, I leave

t" .t" •?• -p- r~ .^ I" r^

Itzlt^-:^-
:p—{s—p>.

En - tire - ly

JCD-

r-r
"My times are in thy hand,"
Whatever they may be

;

Pleasing or painful, dark or bright.

As best may seem to thee.

"My times are in thy hand ;"

VVhy should I doubt or fear?

My Father's hand will nevtr cause
His child a needless tear.

4 "My times are in thy hand,"
Jesus, the crucified

!

The hand my cruel sins had pierced
Is now my guard and guide.

5 "My times are in thy hand;"
I'll always trust in thee;

And, after death, at thy right hand
I shall forever be
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26 3tm&y tfte WtVQ ffifiottstit
Tr. by E. Caswall. Tune, EVAN. C. M.

i^^^^.^ili--9--':8 -«- -CD- -CD-

ry thought of thee With sweetness fills the breast

;

^^
.2 No voice can sing, no heart can frame,

Nor can the memory find

A sweeter sound than Jesus' name,
The Saviour of mankind.

3 O Hope of every contrite heart,

O Joy of all the meek.
To those who ask, how kind thou art

!

How good, to those who seek !

4 But what to those who find ? Ah, this

Nor tongue nor pen can show :

The love of Jesus, what it is,

None but his loved ones know.

5 Jesus, our only joy be thou,

As thou our prize wilt be
;

In thee be all our glory now,
And through eternity.

.27
C. Weslev.

iox a Wtt^xU
Tune, AVON. CM.

^^gPM^^^iS^^^ffl
-o- -cr>

I. O for a heart to praise my God, A heart from sin set free

!

A heart that al- ways feels thy blood, So free - ly^ d-

-co-

spilt for me!

P^% -m^ KT^ ^— —jf^
h-:«::»zpi:*

A heart in every thought renewed,
And full of love divine

;

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good,
A copy. Lord, of thine.

Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart

;

Come quickly from above
;

Write thy new name upon my heart,
Thy new, best name of Love.

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer's throne

;

Where only Christ is heard to speak.
Where Jesus reigns alone.

3 O for a lowly, contrite heart,
Believing, true, and clean.

Which neither life nor death can part
From him that dwells within

!
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Isaac Watts.

J»g QSotf, tf)t AptinQ.
Tune, PEORIA. C. M.

1. My God, the Spring of all my ibys, The life

-O lO-

of my delights,

The glo - ry of

.0- -p2-

B: m
my bright- est days, And com - fort of

«» lO-8: xJ=J ?=n
io- ol -«-

B'\
4= P^

2 In darkest shades, if thou appear.
My dawning is begun

;

Thou art my soul's bright morning star,

And thou my rising sun.

3 The opening heavens around me shine
With beams of sacred bliss.

If Jesus shows his mercy mine,
And whispers I am his.

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay
At that transporting word,

Run up with joy the shining way.
To see and praise my Lord.

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death,
I'd break through every foe

;

The wings of love and arms of faith

Would bear me conqueror through.

29
H. M. Williams.

Wt^iit Kf>tt H Seelt*
Tune, CADDO. C. M.

r-
I. While thee I seek, pro- tect - ing Power, Be my vain wish - es stilled

;

Thy love the power of thought bestowed ; To thee my thoughts would soar :

.CO. p^^ '^

And may this con - se - era
Thy mer- cy o'er my life

3 In each event of life, how clear
Thy ruling hand I see

!

Each blessing to my soul more dear.
Because conferred by thee.

4 In every joy that crowns my days.
In every pain I bear.

My heart shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief in prayer.

Copyright, 1853, 1881, in "The Shawm."

ted hour With bet - ter

has flowed ; That mer- cy
hopes be filled.

I a- dore.

5 When gladness wings my favored hour.

Thy love my thoughts shall fill

;

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet thy will.

6 My lifted eye, without a tear,

The gathering storm shall see ;

My steadfast heart shall know no fear;

That heart will rest on thee.
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30 X mill ^tai0e ffifiee.
T. Olivkhs. C. C. Converse. By per.

I will praise thee, I

Soul and bod - y, soul

^^—I*

—

(O O—rl*

will praise thee; Where shall I thy praise begin!
and bod - y Shall his glorious im- age bear?

izz

:t:^r^
-p

—

m—^—m-

While the angel choirs are crying,
"Glory to the great I AM,"

I with them will still be vying

—

Glory ! glory to the Lamb

!

O how precious
Is the sound of Jesus' name!

-1
1

4 Angels now are hovering round us,

Unperceived amid the throng
;

Wondering at the love that crowned us,

Glad to join the holy song

:

Hallelujah,
Love and praise to Christ belong !

31 NEARER, MY GOD, TO THEE !

6, 4, £

1 Nearer, my God, to thee !

Nearer to thee.

E'en though it be a cross
That raiseth me

;

Still all my song shall be,
Nearer, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee

!

2 Though like the wanderer.
The sun gone down,

Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone.

Yet in my dreams I'd be
Nearer, my God, to thee.
Nearer to thee !

3 There let the way appear,
Steps unto heaven

;

All that thou sendest me,
In mercy given

;

Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee.

Nearer to thee !

4 Then, with my waking thoughts
Bright with thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs

Bethel I'll raise

;

So by my woes to be
Nearer, my God, to thee.

Nearer to thee !

5 Or if, on joyful wing
Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,
Upward I fly,

Still all my song shall be.
Nearer, my God, to thee,
Nearer to thee

!
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H. BONAR.

2l2Fftat n 3titntf.
C. C. Converse. By per.

^^^^3=\-^: S
I. What a Friend we have in Je - sus,

<S1r- 3—»-7-ff—

S

S—

t

ff—
)J—4:-»-^-S—
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• »—»—
^-t-Tn 1 ' ' ' '

All our sins and griefs to bear !

-O- -CD*
-o-f-g—o—O—©-

What a priv - i - lege to car - ry
D.S.—All because we do not car - ry

Ev - 'ry thing to God in prayer !

Ev - 'ry thing to God in prayer !

2 Have we trials and temptations ?

Is there trouble anywhere ?

We should never be discouraged,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Can we find a friend so faithful

Who will all our sorrows share ?

Jesus knows our every weakness,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

3 Are we weak and heavy laden,
Cumbered with a load of care ?

—

Precious Saviour, still our refuge,

—

Take it to the Lord in prayer.
Do thjr friends despise, forsake thee?
Take it to the Lord in praj'er

;

In his arms he'll take and shield thee,

Thou wilt find a solace there.

# iov n @l(80etr WuVk* Tune,
ORTONVILLE,

O for a clos-er walk with God, A calm and heavenly frame ; A light to
Where is the blessed-ness I knew,When first I saw the Lord ? Where is the

MÊ^ 4^ Esia ^O -H-W-<g3U<g -^!X3 pQ=p=;®='-p--cj^-
1

—

\-

shine upon the road That leads me to the Lamb ! That leads me to the Lamb

!

soul refreshing view Of Jesus and his word? Of Jesus and his word?

i What peaceful hours I once enjoyed

!

How sweet their memory still

!

But they have left an aching void
The world can never fill.

4 Return, O holy Dove, return.

Sweet messenger of rest

!

I hate the sins that made thee mourn.
And drove thee from my breast.

4K 146

5 The dearest idol I have known,
Whate'er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne.
And worship only thee.

6 So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame

;

So purer light shall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.



34
John Keblk.

Sbnn ot Jf^g Soul.
Tune, HURSLEY. L.M

-0>- -G> -O-
I

I

Sun of my soul, thou Sa- viour dear, It is not night if thou be near:

When the soft dews of kind- ly sleep My wearied eye-lids gent- ly steep,

%:

7=r-0—O—0-|-«-2ri-<»

±i -I h-hî
^cL:^^«
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id :pj—
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tz

-o- -<z>*

.|5^=p=sr

O may no earthborn cloud a - rise To hide thee frorh thy servant's eyes.

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest Forev - er on my Saviour's breast.

3 Abide with me from morn till eve.
For without thee I cannot live

;

Abide with me when night is nigh.
For without thee I dare not die.

4 If some poor wandering child of thine
Have spurned to-day the voice divine,

Now, Lord, the gracious work begin;
Let him no more lie down in sin.

m:
w^

intzl
«^l«M»-s

r-

5 Watch by the sick ; enrich the poor
With blessings from thy boundless store;

Be every mourner's sleep to-night.

Like infant's slumbers, pure and light.

6 Come near and bless us when we wake.
Ere through the world our way we take

;

Till in the ocean of thy love,

We lose ourselves in heaven above.

35
Isaac Watts. Tune, BRIDGEWATER. L.M.

2-diE^zsLzEdzi^zEjEiz^:^
I. Great God, attend, while Zi-on sings The joy that from thy presence springs

;

To spend one day. To spend one day with thee on earth, To^-^^
To spend one day with thee on earth. To

146

spend one day with
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-I- 4—I—1- _J—]-

-rt

spend one day with thee on earth Exceedsa thousand days of

-5= -g

^°^ "^

ST

mirth.

thee on earth Ex - ceeds

2 Might I enjoy the ineanest place
Within thy house, O God of grace,

Not tents of ease, nor thrones of power,
Should tempt my feet to leave thy door,

3 God is our sun, he makes our day

,

God is our shield, he guards our way
From all assaults o^hell and sin,

From foes without, and foes within.

thou sand days of mirth.

4 All needful grace will God bestow,
And crown that grace with glory too

;

He gives us all things, and withholds
No real good from upright souls.

5 O God, our King, whose sovereign sway
The glorious hosts of heaven obey,
And devils at thy presence flee;

Blest is the man that trusts in thee.

36
Isaac Watts.

OSflov^iUQ in tt>t &tom.
Tune, EUCHARIST. L. M.

1. When I

2. For - bid

ijt-l=fc

sur - vey the won
it. Lord, that I

-o-

+

-0-*

drous cross On which
should boast, Save

the
the

-1^- :^ P^^^f

•• -#3-. ' ^ ^ -fy^' •—

'

«"

rich - est gain I

the vain things that

3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down :

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet.
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?

147

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small

;

Love so amazing, so divine,
Demands my soul, my life, my all.



37 xn tfte e^vom of ©titrt^t*
Sir. J.BowRiNG. Tune, RATHBUN. 8,7.

-i^—Jr'iSr-Jr.^^"-^
:=i:

I. In the cross of Christ I glo-ry,

.tzirs:

Tow ring o'er the wrecks of time
;

I
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-

ppm^^r^l
All the light of sa - cred sto-ry Gathers round its head sublime.
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2 When the woes of life o'ertake me,
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,

Never shall the cross forsake me
;

Lo! it glows with peace and joy.

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming
Light and love upon my way,

From the cross the radiance streaming
Adds more lustre to the dav.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,
By the cross are sanctified

;

Peace is there, that knows no measure,
Joys that through all time abide.

5 In the cross of Christ I glory.

Towering o'er the wrecks of time;
All the light of sacred story
Gathers round its head sublime.

38
p. Doddridge

(B J^upm Bag-

I
O hap- py day that fixed my choice On thee, my Saviour and my God !

|

I Well may this glowing heart rejoice, And tell its raptures all a- broad. J

•S: Chorus.
, i , ,

Fine

Hap - py day, hap- py day. When Je - sus washed my sins a - way;

D.S.—Hap - py day, hap - py day. When Je - sus washed my sins a - way.
B.S.

He taught me how to watch and pray, And live rejoic - ing ev - 'ry day

;

2 O happy bond, that seals my vows
To him who merits all my love

!

Let cheerful anthems fill his house.
While to that sacred shrine I move.

3 'Tis done, the great transaction's done

;

I am my Lord's, and he is mine

;

He drew me, and I followed on.
Charmed to confess the voice divine.

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart

;

Fixed on this blissful center, rest

;

Nor ever from thy Lord depart.

With him of every good possessed.

5 High Heaven, that heard the solemn vow.
That vow renewed shall daily hear.

Till in life's latest hour I bow,
And bless in death a bond so dear.
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39 Mot^ of ^Qt^ Tune, TOPLADY. 7.

Fine.
N—!vr

£E3Ea=fe
Could my tears forever flow,

Could my zeal no languor know,
These for sin could not atone

;

Thou must save, and thou alone

:

In my hand no price I bring

;

Simply to thy cross I cling.

While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my eyes shall close in death,
When I rise to worlds unknown,
And behold thee on thy throne,
Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in thee.

Wuin, Mtlnmf}t Wovltf. Tune,
PENITENCE.

-f^ m»—•-
-«sl-

-\

Vain, de - lu - sive world, a - dieu. With all of crea - ture good !

, ^ Fine.

^-^-«-

D.S.-
On
On

-gl^- :|^

-js^-

--3^-

Je
Je

sus I

sns will

pur - sue. Who bought me with
I know. And Je - sus cru

EHiSS:

his blood

:

ci - fied.

D.S.

is
All thy pleasures I fore- go;

Other knowledge I disdain
;

'Tis all but vanity :

Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain.

He tasted death for me.
Me to save from endless woe
The sin-atoning Victim died :

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

Here will I set up my rest

;

My fluctuating heart
From the haven of his breast

Shall never more depart

:

Whither should a sinner go?
His wounds for me stand open wide

;

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

149

I tram- pie on thy wealth and pride

;

Him to know is life and peace.
And pleasure without end

;

This is all my happiness.
On Jesus to depend

;

Daily in his grace to grow.
And ever in his faith abide;

Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified.

O that I could all invite.

This saving truth to prove
;

Show the length, the breadth, the height,
And depth of Jesus' love

!

Fain I would to sinners show
The blood by faith alone applied

;

Only Jesus will I know.
And Jesus crucified.



41 ©ome, Satti 3Je0U0,
Mrs. A. L. Barbauld.

,s_2_o 1—L-o—o(—L^—s—'-a—"-<* o—•-«>.

Tune, HORTON. 7.

S^EiB
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IeS

Come, said Je - sus' sa-cred voice, Come, and make my path your choice

;

Thou who, houseless, sole, forlorn, Long hast bornejhe proud world's scorn,

t:

I will guide you to your home
;

Long hast roamed the ^r- ren waste,
'^

-P- -o- -P-££. .£-

Wea- ry
Wea-ry

pil-grim, hith-er come.
pil- grim, hith- er haste.

3 Ye who, tossed on beds of pain,
Seek for ease, but seek in vain

;

Ye, by fiercer anguish torn,

In remorse for guilt who mourn;

4 Hither come, for here is found
Balm that flows for every wound,
Peace that ever shall endure,
Rest eternal, sacred, sure.

42
John Nhwton.

&ome, 3S&S Soul.
Tune, HENDON,

1. Come, my soul, thy
2. Lord, I come to

, CD CQ_^CD ro

suit pre- pare, Je - sus loves to

thee for rest ; Take pos- ses - sion
an-swer prayer

;

of my breast

;

He him- self in - vites thee near, Bids thee ask him, waits to

There thy blood-bought right maintain, And with-out a ri - val
JfZt. .fn. .fO. -p3. -fH. .f£i- CD

mCD—CD-
-I H

_.^_^ it=t=:&=E=1=t::

hear.
reign,

:]==l: ^- mpi
Bids thee ask him, waits to hear.

And with-out a ri - val reign.

:p-

3 While I am a pilgrim here,
Let thy love my spirit cheer;
As my guide, my guard, my friend,

Lead me to my journey's end.

4 Show me what I have to do;
Every hour my strength renew

;

Let me live a life of faith.

Let me die thy people's death.



43
C. Wesley.

3{e0U0t Ho^er ot m^ Soul. Tune,
MARTYN 7.

Fine.

f Je - sus, Lov-er of my soul, Let me to thy bo - som
(Whil "lile the nearer wa-ters roll, While the tempest still

D.C.—Safe in - to the ha- ven guide, O receive my soul at
-O jO- -G> _ -O- -O- -jCZ>- -|0 -|0- iO- -P- -G>.

&rxg_E^g_

fly, 1

high ! 1
last!

^

ide me, O my Saviour,
Till the storm of life is

—O—CD—O-rP*^—m—&—m-—

I

1
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hide
past

^-p i i I
—

4

FF

2 Other refuge have I none

;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee

:

Leave, O leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me

;

All my trust on thee is stayed.

All my help from thee I bring;

Cover my defenseless head
With the shadow of thy wing

!

Thou, O Christ, art all I want

;

More than all in thee I find
;

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint.

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name,
I am all unrighteousness :

False and full of sin I ara.

Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to cover all my sin

:

Let the healing streams abound

;

Make and keep me pure within.
Thou of life the fountain art.

Freely let me take of thee
;

Spring thou up within my heart.

Rise to all eternity.

44 &ome unto JHe. Tune, HENLEY, n, to.

I. Come un - to me when sI. Come un - to me when shadows darkly gath- er. When the sad heart is

D.S.—Come un- to me, and

-o-

!0_L|_«_"w-m'^
Fine. ^ ^ D.S.

wea-ry and distressed. Seeking for com-fort from your heavenly Father,
I will give you rest.

f—O—as—o—^-rrrr-n-^—^—^-r^ p-^O—O—P—^-r-P—P-

2 Large are the mansions in thy Father's
dwelling, [dim;

Glad are the homes that sorrows never
Sweet are the harps in holy music swell-

ing, [enly hymn.
Soft are the tones which raise the heav-

3 There, like an Eden blossoming in glad-

ness, [ly pressed

;

Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rude-

Come unto me, all ye who droop in sadness,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest.
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C. Wesley. Tune, CARMARTHEN. H. M.

1. Let earth and heav'n agree,Angels and men be joined. To eel - ebrate with

2. Jesuo ! transporting sound! The joy of earth and heav'n; No oth- er help is

me The Saviour of mankind : To-a- dore the all- a

found, No oth- er name is given, By which we can sal

ton - ing Lamb, And
va - tion have ; But

y^^ WiL^
w—

^

iEi

bless the sound of Je - sus' name, And bless the sound of Je-sus' name.
Je - sus came the world to save, But Je - sus came the world to save.

3 Jesus ! harmonious name

!

It charms the hosts above

;

They evermore proclaim
And wonder at his love

:

'Tis all their happiness to gaze,

—

'Tis heaven to see our Jesus' face.

4 His name the sinner hears,

And is from sin set free

;

'Tis music in his ears
;

'Tis life and victory

;

New songs do now his lips employ,
And dances his glad heart with joy.

5 O unexampled love!

O all-redeeming grace!
How swiftly didst thou move
To save a fallen race

!

What shall I do to make it known,
What thou for all mankind hast done?

6 O for a trumpet voice,

On all the world to call,

To bid their hearts rejoice

In him who died for all

!

For all my Lord was crucified

;

For all, for all, my Saviour died.

Tr. by Miss J. Borthwick. Tune, JEWETT. 6.

hand of love I would my all re - sign. Thro' sor-row or thro' joy,

star of hope Grow dim or dis- ap - pear. Since thou on earth hast wept
fu- ture scene I gladly trust with thee. Straight to mvjiome a- bove,

[o_o o_o ! cn- G>_o fol-.

tfcd
1~ P P-

-J^^^^.

!—-O-P-

P iT^ p"-H-F=r =̂:fe±g--=gj|
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3e0tl0,m ffiSOtt ^eit»—CONCLUDED

1^1
Conduct me as thine own, And heTp me still to say, "My Lord, thy will be done."
And sorrowed oft alone. If I must weep with thee, My Lord, thy will be done.

I travel calmly on, And sing in life or death, "My Lord, thy will be done."

^7 # Mas ot Mtst snO ti!(laOne»s
C. Wordsworth.

=1:

-—

4

T-gi-€g-
^

q=q: -Qi-ahQi-hal-

1^
Tune, MENDEBRAS.
--1 P^-

7,6.

=fad"N~^^^g S2Z

{8
day
balm

f On thee,

i On thee,

-J1

-o-
I

and
and

-o-
I

rest

care

the ere
our

g-ladness, O day of joy and light,

sad- ness. Most beau- ti - ful, most bright

The light first had its birth
;

Christ rose from depths of earth
;

:}

- a - tion,

sal - va- tion.

J^_^l—1_ _l—J J 4_ --1 1-

-ohasi—«- -ol-

-«»-

-^-a
-cd-
rc3~Ti

On
On

thee,

thee.

the high and
our Lord, vie

low - ly, Through a - ges joined in tune,
to - rious, The Spir - it sent from heaven

;

-O- _ -O- -O- -O- -O- -CD-*

i-jd-al—I—l-^-

qi-°-g-«-a^^-

Sing "Ho - ly, ho - ly, ho
And thus on thee, most glo

- ly," To the great God Tri - une.
rious, A tri - pie light was given.

—p o-— «»—r®——^— ' ^—r«* b=;—n-*>—r» ^'
Ogj -^-

r- ^&
3 To-day on weary nations

The heavenly manna falls
;

To holj' convocations
The silver trumpet calls.

Where gospel light is glowing
With pure and radiant beams,

And living water flowing
With soul-refreshing streams

153

New graces ever gaining
From this our day of rest.

We reach the rest remaining
To spirits of the blest

;

To Holy Ghost be praises.

To Father, and to Son
;

The Church her voice upraises
To thee, blest Three in One,



48 atfffit oi tf)t aowtig*
Sir. E. Denny. ^une, NEWBOLD. C. M.

I. Light of the lone- ly pilgrim's heart, Star of the com
-O- m . tn 1®- -|**- -<S>-

ing day,

i- t-,--j-^-U—»d— >d L(Si <s»

A- rise, and with thy morning beams Chase all our griefs
r

a 1 1^1=^
way I

:p>:

:s: :?pj:

3 Bid the whole earth, responsive now
To the bright world above,

Break forth in sweetest strains of joy,
In memory of thy love.

4 Jesus, thy fair creation groans,
The air, the earth, the sea,

In unison with all our hearts,

And calls aloud for thee.

5 Thine was the cross, with all its fruits

Of grace and peace divine

:

Be thine the crown of glory now,
The palm of victory thine

!

Chase all our griefs way

m^
2 Come, blessed Lord, let every shore

And answering island sing
The praises of thy royal name,
And own thee as their King.

49 © ffiftott, tit Wt)0^t ^vtmntt.
J. Swain. Tune, MEDITATION, ii, 8.

^* M^^ „-v-e(-*
1, O thou, in whose pre - sence my soul

2. Where dost thou, at noon - tide re - sort

-a>-

takes de
with thy

-i^-

light,

sheep,

On whom in af - flic- tion I call.

To feed them in pastures of love ?

-ff=?^

My com- fort by day, and my
Say, why in the val - ley of

-o-

-4- I r='^p—°-i—4—I—I—S—1—'-—*-
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sal - va - tion, my
this wil - der-ness

all!

rove?
song in the night,
death should I weep,

-P

3 O why should I wander an alien from
Or cry in the desert for bread ? [thee.

Thy foes will rejoice when my sorrows
they see,

And smile at the tears I have shed.

4 Ye daughters of Zion, declare, have you
The star that on Israel shone? [seen

Say, if in your tents my Beloved has been.
And where with his flocks he is gone.

5 His voice, as the sound of the dulcimer
sweet,

Is heard 'mid the shadows of death ;

The cedars of Lebanon bow at his feet;
The air is perfumed with his breath.

6 He looks ! and ten thousands of angels
And myriads wait for his word : [rejoice,

He speaks! and eternity, filled with hi3
Re-echoes the praise of the Lord, [voice,

Tune, LOVING-KINDNESS.

l—l P?^i=i-
jOl—oi—o/—i©

—

1. Awake, my soul,

2. He saw me ru -

;}i^- Oh-

a^^a^as^EESiSEt

L.M.

I-A

P
in joyful lays. And sing thy great Redeemer's praise;

id in the fall, Yet loved me not - withstanding all

;

He
He

just-ly claims a song from thee. His loving- kind- ness, oh, how free I

saved me from my lost e - state, His loving-kind-ness, oh, how great

!

^ J ^^-

1®

ved me irom my lost e - state, His lovnig-kmd-ness, on, now great

!

Egg3^3E^g^^^E
kindness. His lov
kindness, His lov

J:
-I*^
m^

ing-kind- ness, oh, how free !

ing-kind- ness, oh, how great

!

^^#
f;

I
-I-

3 Though num'rous hosts of mighty foes.

Though earth and hell my way oppose.
He safely leads my soul along,
His loving-kindness, oh, how strong I

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
Has gathered thick,and thundered loud.
He near my soul has always stood.

His loving-kindness, oh, how good I

1S5



'51 miU^ittovious aolir»
Isaac Watts. ^^ Tune, ST. MARTIN'S. C. M.

,r^ I i-r-i-o—J-

-o-^-g:
Root- ed
And make
Spir - it

and fixed in God.
the mountains flow

!

of burn- ing, come !

?»-0-T-P3_^_

4 Refining fire, go through my heart

;

Illuminate my soul

;

Scatter thy life through every part,

And sanctify the whole.

5 My steadfast soul, from falling free,

Shall then no longer move,

While Christ is all the world to me,

And all my heart is love.

52 T. Moore. ©ome, ^t mHtonmlntt. II, 10.

fer - vently kneel ; Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish
;

^Tj2 Joy of the desolate, light of the straying.

J
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure,

^_^ Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying,

^Earth has no sorrow that Heav'n cannot "^^''^^
^^f,

"° s°''''ow that Heaven cannot

heal.
'^"•^•

Here see the bread of life ; see waters flowing
Forth from the throne of God, pure from above

Come to the feast of love ; come, ever knowing
Earth has no sorrow but Heaven can remove.
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INDEX.

First Lines in roman; Titles in capitals; Metrical Tunes in italic.

H indicates 52 Hymns of the Heart.

H.

A HYMN.

Abide with me, fast falls the even- H.
Abiding
All hail the power of Jesus' name,
Always with us, . . .

And can it be that I should gain, H.
Are you ready?
Are you ready for the Bridegroom ?

Are you weary, are you heavy-hearted?
Arise and shine,
A sinner like me, .

At the sounding of the trumpet, .

Avon, CM. H.
Awake ! awake ! our festive day is dawn-
Awake ! awake ! the Master now is call-

Awake, my soul, m joyful lays, . H.

Beautiful day, lovely thy light.

Behold the Bridegroom,
Behold the Lamb of God, .

Bridgewater, L. M.,
Bringing in the sheaves,

H.

Caddo, CM., . . . . //.

Caledonia, 7, (5, . . . . H.
Called to the feast by the King are we
Carmarthen, H. M., . . . If.

Church of God, awake, .

Church rallying song, .

Cleansing wave,
Cleft for me
Come, my soul, thy suit prepare.

Come, oh, come to the ark of rest,

Come, O my soul, in sacred lays, /:

Come, said Jesus' sacred voice, . Ij

Come, sinner, come, .

Come, thou Bright and Morning Star,

Come, thou fount of every blessing.

I/.

24

35
16

61

9
£9
58
28

94
124
63

27

97
96
50

29
I

no
45
80

96
125

71

42
117

8

41

70

44
127

Come unto me,—in measured tones, .

Come imto rne when shadows, . H.
Come unto me when shadows darkly .

Come, ye disconsolate, . . //,

Coming to Jesus, . . .

Coronation, . . . . . H.

E
Each cooing dove and sighing bough,

//.Father, whate'er of earthly bliss

Fill me now,
Fillmoj-e, L. M., . . . . H.
Fling down your gold for Jesus
Follow me
Forest, L.M.,
Forever here my rest shall be,

For you and for me.
Freely for me.
Freely speak for ]esus.
Freely to all, . .

From ev'ry stormy wind that

From mountain top and dewy vale,

H.

H.

91

44
51

52

Dayspring 44
Down in the valley, among the sweet . 6
Down at the cross, where my Saviour . 27
Duane Street, L.M., . . . H. 22

75
Emmons, C. M., . . //. iq
Enthroned is Jesus now. . H. 2
Eternal Fath er, thou hast said, . H. 20
Eternity is dawning 64
Eucharist, L M., . H. ^6
Evan, C M., , . //. 26
Even me, . ^2.

Eventide, 10, . H. 24
Evermore, . 60

127

9
64
IS
II

93
10

54
23
38
14

34
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GENERAL INDEX.

Gatherinc; home, .

Gentle Saviour mine, oh, the joy divine

Give me Jesus
Give me thy heart, the sweet words
Give to Jesus glory,
Glorious fountain, .

Glory be to the Father,

Glory to His name,
Going home rejoicing, .

Great God, attend, while Zion sings, H.

H
H.Hamburg, L. M.,....

Happy in Thee,
Happy tidings
Hark the song of holy rapture, .

Have you heard of those heavenly
Hear the footsteps of Jesus,

Hear you not the Saviour calling?

He dies ! the Friend of sinners dies ! H.
He has come ! He has come !

He invites you to-day, .

He is calling
Hendon, 7, .

Henley, 11, 10, ....
He waits to answer prayer.
Ho! ev'ry one that thirsteth.

Home at last
Home of the ransomed,
Horton, 7, .... .

Hover o'er me, Holy Spirit,

How firm a foundation, ye saints,

How sweet the sacred rest it brings,

Hursley, L. M. //.

H.

H.

I am bowed at the cross,

I am dwellmg on the mountain, .

I am saved, the Lord hath saved me
I COME TO Thee,
I have laid my burden down where
I love to tell the story,

'

I'M redeemed
In Christian love united.

In some way or other the I^ord will

In the CLEFT OF THE RoCK, .

In the cross of Christ I glory, . //.

In the dark and cloudy day.
In the Rock that is higher than I,

In Thy hand
I saw a happy pilgrim.

Is MY NAME written THERE? .

Is NOT THIS THE LAND OF BEULAH
I take my pilgrim staff anew,
It REACHES ME
I was once far away from the Saviour,
I WILL GIVE YOU REST,
I WILL PRAISE Thee, . , H.
I WILL TRUST IN THE BLOOD, .

65
108

48
65

34
25

128

27
42

35

4
108

33
92

9
72
15
22
112
116
121

42

44
45
63
92
56
41
127

23
III

34

104
31

84

47
39
128
20

45
119

13

37
114

13

114
81

32
31
114
102

124

51

30

93

Jesus comes,
Jesus, lover of my soul,

Jesus, lover of my soul, . . H.
Jesus loves the 'little ones, .

Jesus, my Lord, to thee I cry,

Jesus my Saviour, thou Lamb of God
Jesus now offers forgiveness of sin,

Jesus saves
Jesus shall reign where'er the sun, H.
Jesus the name high over all, . H.
Jesus, the very thought of thee, . H.
Jesus, thine all-victorious love, . H.
Jesus, thou joy of loving hearts, . H.
Jesus will give you rest,
Jesus will save you now,
Jewett, 6 H.
Joy cOiMETH in the morning
Joy in heaven,...
Just as a little tired child.

Just as I am, without one plea.

Just as I am, without one plea, . H.

Land of the blessed.
Let earth and heaven agree, , H.
Let me cling to Thee, .

Light of the lonely pilgrim's heart, H
Lord, I care not for riches, .

Lord, I hear of showers of blessing

Loving-kindness , L. M., . . H.
Luton, L. M. H.

M
Marching onward
Martyn, 7, . . . . . H.
Meditation, 11, 8, . . . . H,
Memories of Galilee, .

Mendebras, 7,6,. . . . H.
Migdol, L.M.,. . . . /I.

Mighty Rock, whose tow'ring form, .

My Father is rich in houses and lands,

My Father-land
My God, the spring of all my joys, H.
My hope is built on nothing less, H
My Jesus, as thou wilt, . . H.
My Saviour, my Almighty Friend, H.
My Shepherd
My soul for light and love had earnest

My times are in thy hand, . . H.

N
Naomi,....
Nearer home, .

Nearer, my God, to thee,

Newbold, CM., .

No night in heaven.
Now the sowing and the weepinj

H.

H.
H.

95
118

43
"5
79
54
38
85

3
15
26

51

13
21

117

46

99
103

47
79
4

74
45
90
48
32
52
50

26

43
49
75
47
3

71

57
29
28

21

46
19
82

35

18

87

31

48

53

59
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GENERAL INDEX.

O, bless the Lord, our souls and all

O day of rest and gladness, . H.
Of him who did salvation bring, . H.
O Friend of souls, how blest the . H.

O for a closer walk with God, . H.
O for a heart to praise my God, . H.
O happy day that fixed my choice, H.
Oh, freely speak for Jesus, .

Oh, land of the blessed, thy shadowless
Oh, let me cling to thee,

Oh, now I see the cleansing wave.

Oh, pray for the wretched and perish-

Oh, sometimes the shadows are deep.

Oh, the song of the soul shall not die

Oh, this uttermost salvation,

Oh, 'tis glory'in my soul.
Oh, weary pilgrim, lift your head,

O Lord, thy heavenly grace impart, H.
Once for all the Saviour died,

One by one, our ioved ones slowly

One sweetly solemn thought,

On the Lord's side,
Ortonville, C. M.

,
. . . H.

O, sing of Jesus, Lamb of God, .

O that my load of sin were gone, H.
O, the bitter shame and sorrow, .

O thou God of my salvation, . H.
O thou in whose presence my soul H.
O thou, to whose all-searching sight, H.
Our way of duty, .

Out of darkness into light, .

Outside the gate, .

Peace in believing the words of my
Penitence, 7,6, . . . . H.
Peoria, C. M.,
Poor, starving soul, there's room for

Portuguese, 11,

Praise God, from whom all blessings

Prayer is the key,....
Pray for them now,

H.

H.

Ratlibun, 8,7 H.
Redeemed ! how I love to proclaim it

Redeeming Love,
Rejoice with me, the lost is foiind.

Rejoicing evermore.
Resting at the cross, .

Retreat, L. M. H.
Rockingham, L. M., . . . H.
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, . H.
Rockwell, CM., . . . . H.
Rolland, L. M., , . . . H.

46

47
7
17

33
27
38
23

74
90
125
50
86

4
102

69

99
12
II

67
87
100

33
20
II

120

30

49
10

"3
94
17

106

40
28

17

23
128

122

50

37
7

3

73
30
14
14

7

39
17
20

S

Sacred rest m

Saviour, comfort me.
Saviour, though long I have slighted

Say, are you ready?
Selviu, S. M., . . . . H.
Should the death angel knock at thy
Should the summons, quickly flying.

Sinner, come, will you come?
Sin no more? ....
tS. Martins, . . . . . H.
Softly and tenderly Jesus is calling,

Softly fades the twilight ray.

Soldiers of the cross, arise, . . H.
Soldiers of th'-eternal King,
Sowing in the morning, sowing seeds
Speak to me [esus, I'm far from thy
Stand up, stand up for Jesus,

Stand up, stand up for Jesus, . //.

Stay, sinner, stay ! the night comes on
Stonefield, L M. H.
Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear, H.

Take mr as I km.
Take the world, but give me Jesus,
Tell it out among the heathen,
Tell it to Jesus,
Tell me the story of Jesus, .

The altered motto.
The beautiful river, the life-giving

The Beloved, . . .

"

The Child of a King, .

The golden key,
The great judgment day.
The HAPPY PILGRIM,

.

The home where changes never come.
The Lord is my Shepherd, .

The Lord will provide,
The morning light is breaking, . H.
The new name,
The ransomed singers, .

There is a fountain filled with blood, 25,

:

There is a place where the angels,

There is joy, there is joy, .

There's a blessing at the cross, .

There's a bright land of promise for

There's a wideness in God's mercy.
The Rock that is higher than \,

The solid rock, . . . H.
The song of the soul, .

They are coming with songs, the .

They are looking down upon us from
This is not my place of resting, .

Though my sins were once like crimson.

Though troubles assail, and dangers
Thy precious, precious fold,
Tidings, happy tidings,

Toplady, 7, . . . . . H.
To the cross of Christ, my Saviour,

To the shadow of the Rock, in a'thirsty.

To thy cross, dear Christ, I'm clin^
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Up to the bountiful Giver of life. 66

Vain, delusive world, adieu, . H. 40

Wait and murmur not, .

Walking with Jesus, my Saviour divine,

Washed in the blood, .

Washed white as snow,
Watch, ye saints, with eyelids waking.

We are going home rejoicing.

We are marching, marching onward,

Wehb, 7,6 H.
We have each onr work to do, .

We have heard a joyful sound, .

Welton,L.M. H.

We shall have a new name,

12

109
104

5

95
42
26

5
113
85
13

126

We shall know 76
Wliat a Friend we have in Jesus, H. 32
What a gath'ring that will be, 68
What a reifuge 16
What of the future, my brother? . . 49
Whatso'er our sowing be, ... 36
When did ever words so tender, . . 55
When 1 survey the wondrous cross, H. 36
When THE King comes IN, . , no
When the mists have rolled in splendor. 76
While Jesus whispers to you, . . 70
While thee I seek, protecting power, H. 29
Who is on the Lord's side? . . . 100
Will you come, will you come? . . 21

Wilt thou be made whole? . . 72
With my sin-wounded soul, . . 22

With us when we toil in sadness, . 6i

You are under condemnation, careless . 42
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To Those Wishing to Understand Harmony

!

The harmony circle
ENABLES ITS MEMBERS TO ACQUIRE A THOROUGH KNOWLEDGE OF

THE LAWS OF HARMONY AND COMPOSITION,

EXEBCISES IN HARMONY AND COMPOSITION
SENT AND BETUBNED BY MAIL TO

STUDENTS EVEBYWHERE 1

An Excellent System. Very Interesting.

Competent Teachers. Very Convenient.

Easy and Inexpensive.

For full particulars address

EC SI r ran. on 3r Circle,
1018 ARCH ST., PHILADELPHIA, PA.

Anthems ?^Voluntaries
—FOR THE-

BY JNO. B. SWENEY AND WM. J. KIBKPATBIGK,

Is being received with great favor. All who have it in use speak of it

very highly indeed. Whilst lacking none of the giace and beauty of

the classical, its music is not too difficult for any Chorus Choir. Almost
any piece can be learned at one rehearsal.

No Church Choir should be without a set of this beautiful and ser-

viceable work.

I=rice, ^±0 per d.oizeii, lo-y escpress.
Specimen copy mailed on receipt of 11.00.

For sale by book and music dealers generally.

JOHN J. HOOO,
1018 AECH ST., PHILA., PA.


